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THAT SILVER MEDAL 

After his daughter Jenny marched in, the screen 

door slapped behind her like the crack of a rifle 

shot, startling the retired Army colonel. 

Claybourne watched his daughter stride past the table 

where he was sitting and continue across the kitchen 

to the sink counter where she stabbed out her 

half-smoked cigarette, then she faced him. 

"Dad, I thought you promised me you'd give up 

lonc.:_1 .. -d:i.<,;ta.nc::f? runn:i.n<.~J·i" '5h<~': s,::1.:i.d .. 

"I did not," he said .. "I tole! ~:JOU :r·1 d rE:'.'C □ n<:=;:i.dr-i r 

:i. t • II He thr e w down the pencil he had been using to 

writ e entries in his training log .. 11 [,,fr?J. l ,1 J di cl, 11 

l\lo c.,i.h ccln t j_ n u.E2 cl. "But I can't find any good reason 

"Isn't the fact that you're 71-years-old r=as□ n 

"Men older than me run in 26-mile marathons all 

i':he t :i. lTIE'. Th ere was this 106-year-old waiter - II 

She folded her arms and shook her head. "I don·, t 



care about other old men. I onl~:J c2~rE:1 i:~bout mi,,J olc:I 

rnE~.n .. 11 

Noah didn't reply and there was silence in the 

kitchen of the house he shared with Jenny and her 

husband Al and their daughter Dodie. Th<-:? onl~:i <=;,ound 

was the faint ticking of Noah's old windup wri s t 

All the other mechanisms in the stainless 

steel and Formica-surfaced room were digital, 

computerized , soundless. 

"You' re the only Claybourne I have left," Jenny 

Noah sat quietly. When she got fired up like 

this, he was reminded of how much she favored Sarah. 

Jenny had her mother's upturned nose, sunny blonde 

hair, chestnut eyes and little spitfire build. 

like Sarah, he thought, who's been gone nearly five 

y(~;•ar'5 no1.i.J. 

F:i.n,,:1111,:J he <=;a1d,i "I' v(•? been rn1::?d:i.cc:1lJ.1J cl(=!ar,?d for 

P .. T. Fact 1s, Ben Wo odly ordered me t o be more 

,:1.Ci:::i.\/\":: ■ II 

"D id Doctor Woodly order you to take up foot 

rtic:i. n(::; 7 (>n th<-:•:~ ::s nr:-:~<:1 k? 11 

Noah shoved back his chair and stood up. He 1..1,,1 c,\ <=; 

tall, thin and, standing, as straigh t as a church 

His pale gray eyes were glaring. "l✓ h,,~t do 



"Doin g your runn ing across town at Fort Monroe," 

He pushed his chair int □ the table. 

I usually take Dodie with me." 

Jenny walked to him. 

She smoothed down one □ f the points of his 

shirt collar which had gotten folded up. "1.,Jh~,; C::\n' t 

you get your exercise on a golf course or in a 

bDl!.I l i nc_:J i::1. l l f:.">; . .-J? Like other men your age 7 " 

"I've told you I don't like those damn time-

My sport is running ." 

Uhf:-? fro1..unF2d . 

hi(_:_ih <:;chooJ. 7 " 

He didn't answer, but stormed away from her to 

the i,=.:i.nk. He scowled out the window at the overcast 

She continued speaking . "Running out th ere at 

the □ Id fort with only DDdie for help, you could have 

heat stroke or even a heart attack. 

Noah turned to her, his face flushed. "1..-,Jhy c::ci.n ., t 

Th :i. i::; h i:,l. i:;; to clo t.1.1 :i. th :·::i our ,not h1::,1r. " 

He paused , then spoke slowly. 

was going with her. Running now is a way of 

reca lling that time." 



He star ted t □ speak again, but huffed □ut his 

breath instead. He avoided lookin g at her as he 

grabbed his training log and pencil off the table, 

then slammed out the screen door. 

The next morning Noah was again running along the 

The Wall was the sea wall along the Virgin ia 

shore of Chesapeake Bay which was topped by a 

two-lane track □ f black hardstand. Th:i.'c'• Pi::1rtic:ul.:,1r 

stretch started at Fart Monroe's N.C.O. Club and ran 

exactly one mile along the bay to the Officer s ' Club. 

Noah had been keeping pace behind a young bearded 

runner in gold shorts. They were headed toward the 

N.C.O. Club whe n Noah began expRriencing the agony □ f 

The painful muscle cramp was in th e 

a rea around his abdomen and right side. He s tu ppr:::•cl•J 

bent forward, thrust his fingers into his soft side 

muscles and gen t ly ma s saged the ache. 

His granddaughter Dodie coa s ted up □n her bik e 

an d s kidde d to a stop. Sh e was short, squat and 

n inE:>. 

"Just a side s titch . 

Dod i e held □ut th e c ant een th a t had been slung 

E,rouncl h(?r 11<-'?ck .. "You better clr ink some water." 

Noah stra ig htene d up, but c□ntinuecl 



Pc1.9e '.5 

t o massage the muscles. 

I'm not about to die. " 

Noah started walking toward the N.C.O. Club, 

still k neading his s ide and breathing hard. Doc!:i.&? 

wa lk ed her bike a l ong beside him, eating potato chips 

f rom a one-pound bag sitting in the bicycle's basket. 

The asphal t sur f ace was flat a nd open. On thF!!ir 

left beyond a sturdy a luminum safety railing, the 

Wall pl u nge d ten feet to a narrow strip of beach th at 

appeared and disappeared as a result of the t ides of 

1-1,,,\rr;p t on Ho::,, d""·. On their right the Wall sloped down 

two or three f e et t o long rows of old bri ck two-

stories wh i ch housed some of the military families. 

The only sound was the dull r oa r of the breakers. 

Above t hem , a half-dozen sea gu lls wo ve languid 

patterns in t he hot, humid air. A flamingo-colored 

s u n float ed a bove the horizon. 

As they walked, Dodie kept watching her grand-

"You're al wa ys getting side aches or 

"T here's this goa l I h ave to accom pl is h." He 

" Yo u t1.1 □ u. l cln ·, t undE~r,,3 ·!:,,:iric:I." 

"1 . ...Joulcl <=::.o, " shf?. !::-a:i. d frotJJn:i.nq a t h:i.m .. "(:iirl<:.; 

have goals, too , you know. " 

"I keep forgetting th at you're a liberated modern 

WDIT1c\ T"i " 
11 " I' 11 hav0:, thi:,\"I: t1Ji:":\i::r?r n o t1.1 . " 



Dodie handed him the canteen. 

mouthful of water and swished it around in his mouth 

before swallowing it. 

"You were sailing along pretty good when you 

started, " Dodie said. She pointed at a sea gull 

floating just beyond the safe ty rail. 

Just then the gull squawked and began 

flapping its wings, rising higher and hi gher into the 

"He heard you," Noah said handing her the 

ce1 n t f.2f?n . "He probably doesn't like being compared to 

an old war-horse." 

"Maybe ~he's showing you how to do better on your 

(.:.:JO c~l ,., '' Doc:l:i.E' i,:.,,1id ,:':'incl ~=-Pf.?,,,,rr.-:'c:I i:'~ pnt,,,,tD ch :i. p tuith he-:•r 

tongue-tip from her opened palm. 

"Just keep flapping your wings." 

Nnah rumpled his granddaughter's short-cropped 

h ,,,\:i. r,, I'm not doing that badly on my goal. 

across a good omen this morning in an old footlocker. 

11 SU.r(-?n II 

Noah reached i n t □ his faded blue singlet and 

pulled out a dog tag ne c klace. On the si lver beaded 

chain, as he had nften shown tn Dodi e, were the two 



tarnished I.D. tags h e 'd worn through three wars and 

the plain gold wedd in g band that Sara h had worn fo r 

fo r ty-eight y ea r s. But the fin al item was new~ a 

silver tr ack medal. 

"1 .... ook:; i::i.t1.1f ull 1::J old." 

At Redburn Hi gh School. 

Flash, Mickey Farrell, beat me in the mile race. He 

won the gold medal and I got the silver. I t w;;,\ •:=:. on "" 

red sat in rib bon. It fe lt cold on my ches t when Mr. 

Moriarty hu ng it around my neck . 

real hard and gave out the thi r d place medal . Thf.·?n 

the band played 'I Want To Be Hap py, ' real peppy . 

All of a sudden I smelled lily of t he valley and I 

kn E."t1.1 1.1.1ho :i. t 1..oa.""·· I t urned around and there was your 

grandmother, crying. She said it was because she was 

·::;c) prc::iucj C)f· rnE:11 11 

" Was Grandma pretty when she was young 7 " 

l\!ot,h c:huc:klc•d. 

like gold silk and her skin glowed and her big 

chestnut-colored eyes spark led like polished brass. 

When she h ugged me t hat day, she f elts□ soft and 

warrn. 

was overpowering. " Noah put his arm around Dodie's 
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old girl in the world." 

Dodie smiled and looked closer a t the medal. The 

god Mercury was □n the face. 

engrav :i.n <J th;:,, t rE't,,d "No ,:-,, h ClE(Yb□urnf,2 

"Five minutes and 47 secon ds ? " she as ked. 

TlCldc:i('::0 d. " Doesn 't sCJund very fast." 

Mast of us on the track team were recycled football 

playf.-?rs." 

"But now you want to run as fast as you did 

then':1" 

ny'e!:5" " 

Dodie frowned and asked why. 

Noah scratched his chin and was quiet for a few 

relive that particular mDment. That feel of victory. 

And that smell of lily of the valley." Noah 

tightened his arm around his granddaughter ' s 

!5 h OU l cif.0)l" !5. 

more time." 

Then the young bearded runner in gold shorts shot 

past on a return lap and flashed them a smiling 

thumb.:;;. up. 

That afternoon th e whole f a mil y visi ted the 



Mariners' Museum . Noah's son-in-law Al didn't have 

any sales calls schedule d for the afternoon so Jenny 

decided that they could combine a visit to the museum 

with a picnic along the James River. The four of 

them had spent over an hour wandering around the many 

nautical relics and now they were outside. 

Dodie were prowling among the huge anchors and other 

oversized ship accessories on display outside the 

Noah and Al were across the street 1n the 

shade of tall pines sitting on the tailgate of Al's 

new station wagon enjoying a can of beer from a 

Styrofoam cooler. 

11 ! .... c::,ok,1 :i_t·' i::,- prc::ib,,":tbl•::J nc::,nf2 Df mt,.J bui=::-:i.ne~:=•'=~•1" (ljl 

this running business. Why don't you knock it □ ff, 

II It, :::. ',i 

well, just something I have to do. " 

Al lit one of the last cigare ttes from a crushed 

p,::1.ck. He was built like an elderly beagle with a 

face to match and now th a t face was full of wrinkles . 

l.tJ:i. -!::h her. " 

"Why would she want ta see a lawyer? " 



ru. nn :i. ng .. She wants to make you stop .. " 

Al looked down at the top of the beer can he was 

rotating in his stubby fingers .. "L.rn::ik, this is. hPr 

:1.dea,1 o k i:',l ~J. I don't understand how this'll work .. 

She says if she can become your leg a l guardian she 

can order you to stop an d you have to do it. " 

Noah studied Al's tace .. "Ho w does she think 

she 'll get a court to make her my guardian? 

"Hell, Noah, you're an old man and you been 

acting funny la te ly, this r u nning business and such." 

He looked away and had another drag on his cigarette. 

" She's going t □ have you declared menta ll y :i.ncompe-

tent . " 

"Mentally incompeten t?" 

mean doing those weird exercises and talkin g about 

your wife like she was still alive and wearing your 

high school tr ack s h irt. Anyway , we don ' t think it's 

righ t for Dodie to be along with you when you'r e 

ru nn :i. n<J. I ha ven 't laid t he law down to he r yet 

" You're putting my granddaug hter off limits to 

No,::\h bl i. nkf?ci. "Like I'm some scandal she 

c.,houldn' t knoto about? " 

" L. □ok, Noah, when a guy's wife -



Al kept his eyes on the top of his beer can. 

" Look, Noah, al l yo u gotta do is promise to s t op. " 

Noah l aunched himself off the tail gate, then 

banged the beer can down where he'd been sitting. 

"Tell mE-) the-:-,• truth. Is she serious about this 

" If you don't act you age -

Noah shouted his son- i n-law's name, waited while 

the younger man looked up at him, then repeated his 

qu .-Jc.; t :i. on. 

11 1·-·m a.fr,:1id ~,- □, Noah. " 

Noa h turne d his back on Al and s t orme d up t h e 

road toward the entrance to the museum grounds. He 

c:l:i.dn·' t look l:v,ck u.1hEn1 hr;:.:, ,;;;;::1:i.d loudl~.-J, " I.'11 find JT;!:_:J 

own way home, somehow." 

After that, Noah avoided his family, staying away 

from the house for longer and longer periods. He 

haunted the shopping malls, the librari es, the 

mu c..;1::?U. IT1<=;. He began running during the afternoon in 

addition to the morning, pushing himself to gain 

ground on his objective. 

Five days after the museum incident, Noah was 

pound ing throu g h the morning heat on the Wall and was 

feeling the s t ress from training twice a day. It 



seemed t □ him that there was more strain a s each foot 

thudded on the hard surface, each ankle seemed to be 

grinding as it went through its range of motion. He 

had little feeling in hi s knees as they levered back 

and forth .. His shoulder musc l es felt clenched and 

seemed to squeeze tighter with each punishing step. 

He became aware of lightheadedness .. 

Suddenly his chest was screaming for air; he was 

suffocating .. Hi s lungs couldn't pump oxygen fast 

(•?.nouc3h .. His vision got purple and fuzzy and the 

faces of a dozen glowering Jennys swarmed before him 

and through them he cou l d just make out Mickey 

Farrell running toward him in shorts the color of the 

gold medal the Flash ha d won a thousand times in 

Then the Wall spu n and hundreds of 

sea gulls shrieked and Noah was shiveri ng and 

stumbling and the s un exploded and then all was 

bl ac::k. 

It had been the young bearded runner who saw Noah 

go down and had called for an ambulance. 

taken to the Veteran's Hospit a l .. H:i.<c.,. usua.l pht;Js.:i.cii:':'tn 

Dr . Ben Woodly was on duty .. 

Woodly said as he completed listening to Noah's chest 

with a stethoscope. "The next time it could be heat 



You'll be a dead duck." 

Noah was sitting up on a treatment table in a 

small room that s melled of pine cleaner. 

Dr. Woodly handed Noah a covered Styrofoam cup, a 

bendable straw protruding. 

packing tobacco into a pipe with a well-chewed stem. 

Noah did as he was told. 

"!,✓ at E1 r 1..11ith i=:;t,1lt E\nc:I po t a:;:,=,.:i.um," Dr. Woo c:ll~J ~;,,,\:icl,i 

"to replace all the swea t you've lost. 

dumb□ sweats and doesn't replace it. " Dr. !,✓oocilu tua,;; 

a pot-bellied little man with a ragged fringe of gray 

beard, a braac:I well-weathered face and a full head of 

steel wool hair. 

t c~ke ':,Pf.~c::i.al prec:aut:i. on<::; ,,,, bout e;<f.•?rc::i:;:i.n<_::; ,," the 

physician sa id , poin t ing th e pipe s t em at Noa h . " l, . .!hD 

the hell cleared uou for running anyway? It tJ.Ja.sn' t 

Mrs. Woodly's son, now was it? " 

Noah stopped drinking. "You c h e wed my butt about 

not getting enough exercise. Be more active, you 

<=::-,::\ i d .. " 

horseshoes, golf; not the damn Olympics." 

"On<•,? rc,\CE~," No D.h ~,;,:,-,.:i. d,1 " ju<=,;t ,:\ m:i. IE, run. I,,; th,:':\t 

too much of a goal for a man? " 

"For a man your age it 1s. Stuff like that 1s 



for thP :-Jounc_:i hand'.;; .. " 

"You're wrong, Ben. You and I, we still need 

something to shoot for, too .. OnP goal t □ strptch 

f □r•i oni-:"! th:i.n<.:; t o kE"!i·,?.P lifE, worth l:i.vj_n(:;i .. 11 

11 ~.J hc:1t: ~-:1ou·'rE' dCJ:i.n<.::i :i.<:,; qoin(J to E•nd the,\-!: life .. 11 

Dr .. Woodly put a firm hand on his friend' s shoulder .. 

"Your bi(J i;;hot c,JOE:\l, :i. s :i. t rE'al l~.-J t.1.1orth i::\ hF-1,,·:1rt 

El t ti::\Ck? II 

Noah looked a t him for a moment, hard , then 

dropped his gaze. He could not answPr the question. 

It was murky next morning on the Wall, the air 

sodden with chilly mist .. Noah was still thinking 

about what the doctor had said .. He did his warm-up 

st r e tches a nd walked to the white startinc_:i li ne 

painted on the tarmac near the wall of the N .. C .. O. 

Club. He thought abou t what Jenny had said and what 

she was threatening to do . Off to h:i.s lr-?.ft, in the 

dim dawn, the waves were loudly slapping and slashing 

i::\ t thE· h<·?.i::\Ch .. 

He reached into his singlet and fingered the 

souvenirs on the dog tag necklace. HE-' thou(_:_:ihi:: about 

'.3i::l ri::\ h .. Then he withdrew h is hand, adjusted his sweat 

band and made sure his watch was zeroed in the 

There was a distant grumble of 

thundr?.r. 
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He cleared his mind an d thought only about 

running. He pressed th e s tart button o n his wa t ch 

and ran □ ff do wn the =eci wall at a fast pace. 

His ankles rotated stiffly, his thigh s and calves 

tight . His body tremored with th e im pact of every 

footfall . His shoulder s were rigid, his forearms 

s lack . His breathing was labored . 

Sudden ly a shoelace c ame loose a nd caught under 

t he opposite foot, t r ipping hi m and pitching him 

head-first onto hi s hands a nd knees on the we t, 

gravelly pavement . Hi s right k nee was b l eeding; the 

heels o f both hands were scra t c hed and scored. He 

reached quick l y to rub a stab of pain in his l eft 

ankle. 

He swore loudly above the sound of pou nding surf, 

then dragged himself to his feet and s tumbled t o the 

safe ty rail and hunkered over the co ld bar. He 

stared down at the damp sand and the churning sea. 

A gull swooped into his view, snagged a smal l 

fish, then flapped its wings and soared into the s ky. 

The gull flew higher an d h igher, becoming a speck 1n 

the distance. 

Minutes passed as Noah hung onto the rail and 

stared a ft er the gull. 

Finally Noah squa tted and tied his shoelace, then 

walked to the starting line. He pulled his nec k lace 
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up and over his head and from around his neck . He 

clutched Sarah's ring and the dog tags and the silver 

medal, t ig htly. He reset his watch a nd pressed the 

start button. He sprang forward and ran off down the 

track again. 

His head was held higher and his eyes looked 

straight a head. His stride was stronger, steadier, 

sure. Th e memory of lily of the valley was becoming 

more vivid. 



THE ART OF MASQUERADE 

After they entered his apartment, he took her 

into his arms and gave her a long, yet tender kiss. 

When he drew back, she asked him not to rus h things. 

face serious, "bu t I really do want to look around 

your pl,,,,cE, .. '' 

He dropped his arms and smiled .. JI t..Jh~:J 7 JI 

JI Cur :i. os :i. t~.:1. You can learn a lat about someone 

from the space he lives in." 

that in this interior decorating class I'm taking . " 

But let's take off □ur coats and have 

i:\nothf"r E\fte:"r···-d:i.nnf?r clr :i. nk wh:i.1 E, \.-.:l □ U Jook .. " 

"Oh sure. Mind if I freshen up first?" 

thE• r:i.ght .. " 

"Th,,,,nk\;;,. " She headed down the hall, pulling off 

her mittens as she went. 

Vic Prophet stared after her, pleased with her 

obvious responsiveness to t he kiss. i·--JE, unt.uound thF~ 



Pa.ge :I. tl 

woolen scarf from his neck and stuffed it into t he 

arm of his topcoat before he draped the coat over a 

dinc::.,ttc::.~ chair .. He was weari n g black slacks and a 

bulky turtleneck sweater, almost the s am e color green 

had cal lee! thE'1m .. looking in the mirror nex t to the 

fro nt door, he removed h eavy-framed eyeglasses aPd 

untied the black ribbon hold i ng his long, copper-

cCJl □rf.•?d hair .. He shook his head, fluffing his hair, 

then ruffled the short nap of his beard .. 

the waitress who had asked him tCJ autograph the back 

CJf a menu, the simple alteration of his appearance 

with the glasses and the hair ribbon had succeeded .. 

Sue Griffin returned from the bat h room carry ing 

her leather trench coat and smelling of fresh 

P(·:'!.•r f U. IT1f-2., "You c::an put l_-:Jour th:ln<J''5 on on f:>. of tht=! 

bar in the dining area .. "What would you like 7 

f\nothf0~r rum and c:o la 7 " 

"Surr::." Sue put down her coat and purse, walked 

to the center o f the living room, folded her arms and 

looked about the roo m, an intent look o n her face. 

Vic fixed the drinksry glancing up at her 

oc:c:i:,,'5 :i. on,J 11 ~J .. He judged her to be 26, maybe 27 . 

1.uas tall he guessed he only had about six inches on 

her, making her five-nine or ten .. She was big-boned 



but solid, and her figure was well revealed by her 

gold knit outfit. He decided that without make-up 

she was probably rather homely, but she looked fine 

now: brown eyes asparkle, long b row n hair waved and 

bouncy, mouth lipsticked a vivid, wet red. 

"I lovE~ :::1our ti::\!:5'1::F2 in CCJl □ gn(-;;)\:5," she c_;,::i,:i.d c,;till 

studying the living r □Dm. "Mo~;t J ~,J from B 1 oom :i. ng--

da 1 f.-:) ,. s ,, r :i. <~i ht?" 

"Checked out my medicine chest, huh 7 " He S-<"1 :i. cl 1 t 

with a smile, impressed, carrying the drink ta her. 

He had a Cutty Sark on ice in his other hand. 

"I told you I learn a lot by looking around," she 

said sampling the drink. "Tha. i:: ·, s very qooc:I .. " 

you up on a cold New York night like thi s." He 

crossed to the stereo as she circled the living room 

looking at the pictures on the walls .. 

get me in to see Lucas Waterhouse? This week or even 

next would be okay." He pulled a cassette from the 

r<::1.c:k II " Chj_c::dgo s-1::rE?<-:''•t blue:,~ D!-::E,:::-J 7 " 

" !:3urp to both ci.U<:?<:=,t:i.on,,;," i,;hf.-:' sE,:i.d ~,;toppin<J a.t 

the IT1irrc.1r . Vic put the tape :i.n the machine and set 

th E,) vol u rr1f.,~ 1 rn.u. She checked her make-up in the 

mirror, saying, "I bet Mr. Waterhouse has seen your 

~;hot.ti. He likes American TV, especially the soaps. 



He doesn't come to the theater for his make-up until 

f :i. VC·,? or f :i. \/f::)"··· th :i. rt ~,,J .. " She turned from the mirror and 

,=, m :i. l E:·' cl ,::1. ·I:: h :i. m . 

"A year, maybe a little more." 

" You've bought most of your furniture in that 

I got it all about six 

" T h <·,c' □ n e t h i:':1 t w r-2 n t p J ,c.1. t i nu ,,., ? " 

"\
1 ec1 h II 

11 

"I heard it was real good, with all those sad old 

buy classical or show tracks .. " She sipped her drink 

and looked closely a t the books and articles in a 

ti..=il l bookCi.:\<:~f?.u "You did a second album 1 d idn't you? 

"\'' E•i::\ h ,, " h r2 "='-c"\ :i. cl ,1 corr, :i. n cJ ovE:'r to h E-:· r .. 

"Isn't the title something with your character 's 

n<'::\IT1E? in i.t 7 " 

Hr? ~-:;:i_pped h:i.,, c:lr:i.nk. 11 l\lhf::)n 

cl □ you think you ci::\n set me up with Waterhouse 7 " 

"In the morning I'll be with his secretar y at our 

weekly business review." She stopped ins~ecting the 

shelves anc:I looked at Vic. "You've bought all this 

" You ,:1rc:-:-' ps; i,,ichic .. They weren't cheap either." 



"So hCJw c□mE? t h 1:::~rt-:-:··· ,::- noth i nc:i o ld h£-:•rf2?" f;h<?. 

returned to the center o f the room, making a big 

sweep i ng gesture with her glass. "I mean, everything 

"I c:lcm ·, t fol lou.1 :7.JOU .. " 

"Everybac:ly ha s souvenirs s itting around. Corn(:-J•1 

sentimental keepsakes. People don't even realize 

they' ve put them out .. But you haven't. HD1.r.1 come?" 

He carriec:I his c:lrink to the sofa and sat at one 

"I don't have th ing s lik e that." 

" YDu're putting me Dn." 

"There' s a couple of cartons of my old stuff in 

the storage room downstairs, but it's mostly clothes 

and sheet music .. " 

There ' s nothing I want t o remember." 

She sat beside him on the sofa. 11 SE:r i CJU s; l '.cJ? 11 

"Wh;:;\t.'!5 thE• b :i.q c:le,,"J.?" 

"Aren't there things from your past that mean a 

Yc:iu knot1J, likE• wh<:;)n you u..1erc-2 ;::i. k:i.d. 

Things from your Mom anc:I Dad, s tu ff you wo n , 

something you made." 

name was Pr □ kovs ky anc:I we livec:I in Chicago's Buck-

town ,1 d :i. r -1: poor . When I was ten, my mother c:lied in 

c:h i l clh:i. rth. Noboc:ly cared much about me after that. 



PagE' :2:2 

My old man'd get a snoot full and kick my butt all 

over our basement flat. I was b i g for my age and the 

kids on my block either feared me or made fun of me. 

See what I'm saying? My life was garbage. 

I want souvenirs of that? Look, I paid my dues then; 

nc:nu I' 1T1 SUCCf.25~::-fU J.. I don't want to look back a t 

"Hc•y '! m~:-.1 l :i. f e h Et i;;; n ' t been ;,,1. l:J<? cl of r CJse~,; f.?. :i. th <·?r. 

Look at my size; I had the same problems you did as a 

k :i. d. l\lut.c1 7 " i,,hE• s:,hru<.:3<.:iecl, "I'm a di\/Orc:ed? sin•:;ile 

parent back l i ving under my parents' roof in Queens." 

Vic reached CJut his hancl to put it on top of hers, 

but she took it and clutched i t in hers. "But ther<:,• 

have been so many good times worth remembering; they 

blot out the lousy ones. My souvenirs are those good 

"For me the good times are now. L.ook ,1 O•::,bDrn ha i::-

been a big hit with General Hospital's audience. 

They love this pitiful, disfigured hermit who brings 

tears to their eyes with his bluesy songs. 

You should read the sack s of mail I 

get: praise, proposals, propositions. 

be J. i F::VI::? it? l,\i:i.th th:i. f; rr:-?c:I h;;,1:i.r c:!nd i:JE?.drc:f,1 that 

make-up has me l ooking lik e driftwood covered with 

She patted h:i.s hand. "The fans see what's under 



that beat-up surface. 

"What I see are the doors that Osborn has finally 

opE?n<,?d for me. Hr?ll,1 I'm E:\lr€:?ady thj_rty---1:t.uo; I h,,,tVE~ 

to grab all I Cc'in as quick as I can." HE? scooted 

:i. !:; !,,;o :i. rr, port ,,,1. n t. He's the key to more success ." 

"Vrn.1 !:,tarted to 0,,:-:pla in that c:i. t dinnf.?r, but th£:?n 

the food carr,e. How is Mr. Waterhouse the key?" 

"ThE:?y''rE' going to ca£,t the Ch:i.carJo production of 

The Phantom Of The Opera next month . 

"Hey, you'd be great in that part. 

because of the kind of character Osborn is and uour 

popu 1 ar :i. ty. And there ' d be the hometown-boy-returns 

th:i.ncJ. But Mr. Waterhouse wruldn' t have any say in 

who plays his role in Chicago." 

"But hs knows the secret of playing that role. 

If I could find out that secret, I could get the 

l....ook, I·, d c:rt:\ t11 l throu<Jh c3rounc:I <alas:;~::; for that 

oppc)rtun :i. tt-.-J. It'd prove to the public that I'm a 

serious ,::tctor. Who knows what that could leac:I to 

Vic brought his face close to hers. "Now this 

is important, Sue. I have to see him privately, 

u. n ciE-'r '='=· -1:: ,,,t n cl? And I need enough time -- fifteen? 

twenty minutes -- to convince him to trust me with 

Without privacy and enough time, seeing 



him would be useless. Du ~ .. iou und<-:•:~r,::;tand'i''' 

.; ,. •. ~,- II 

. l. :::;, : 

Her voice was soft. 

"Do you really understand how very important this 

He searched her eyes . 

I rEially do .. " 

He looked deeply into her eyes a moment more, 

thE~n <;:;E,\:i. c::l, ''God, !,.JCJu·'rE• t1..1ondrc'rful .. " 

She slid her arms around his neck .. 

Sue set up Vic's meeting with Lucas Waterhouse 

two nights later at the Majestic Theater after the 

evening perfCJrmance. She was also able to arrange a 

complimentary ticket because Vic had not yet seen the 

·,;huw. As he waited in the quickly filling theater 

tor the curtain to rise, Vic could feel the 

electricity of anticipation surging within the crowd. 

The Tony-winning musical was the most sought-after 

ticket on Broadway, with performances sold out for a 

year in advance. Much of it was due ta Lucas 

Waterhouse whom many critics said was even more 

poignant a nd more powerfu l as the Phantom than 

Michael Crawford who had originated the role and had 

won a Tony himself. 

From the moment of Waterhouse's entrance as the 

facially disfigured and masked Erik, Vic was awed by 



of thr:~ t-.J:i.ght" nu1T1bf.~r .. Waterhouse captured the misery 

of Erik's desire far the beautiful chorine Christine 

during a scene set in Eric's subterranean lair, 

supposedly five-stories beneath the stage of the 

Paris Opera Hause. Surrounded by swirling mist and 

hundreds of flickering candles, Waterhouse displayed 

his mastery over his art as he exploited a host of 

technical devi ces: crisp diction, volume shifts, 

pitch changes, breath control, whispers, rasps, 

With passion shading every syllable of the 

lyrics and the lights slowly fading, the perfectly 

controlled tenor voice sang: 

can make my song take flight --

the music of the night . 

And then the lights were gone. 

Tears were streaming from Vic ' s eyes and he was 

astonished to discover that he was part of the 

deafening, prolonged applause praising Waterhouse's 

Throughout the show, Vic was similarly moved and 

enthralled by Waterhouse's forceful performance .. 

During the cur tain call when Waterhouse finally came 

out, Vic was one of the first on his fee t, clapping 

uncontrollably and shouting "Br avo. " Whr?.n the housf,? 



lights came up , Vic was emotionally drained. He 

could not remember ever experiencing anything so 

OVF!r POl!JE:,r in g" He was certain now that he wanted this 

role, this opportunity to utterly devastate an 

And Waterhouse had the key. 

After the theater had cleared out, Sue came for 

Vic and escorted him backstage. At the doorway t □ 

by the stage doorman's office." She exchanged a ki ss 

u.1:i.th h:i.m .. 

The private dressing room of Lucas Waterhouse was 

only ten-feet square, its air heavy with the smells 

of citrus and alcohol .. The right-hand wall contained 

closets, the doorway to a bathroom and many framed 

photos and shadow boxes. Along the left-hand wall 

was a long mirrored make-up table, its top filled 

with rows of jars, tubes and other cosmetic supplies. 

A squat red candle burned in a far corner. 

in front of the well-lit table was a huge, leather-

padded barber's chair. In it sat Lucas Waterhouse, 

removing make-up. 

He rose to shake Vic's hand, a latex cheek piece 

f:tappin<;J E:\bout. 

telly very much," Waterhouse said. "(3tr:ik:in(J 

characterization, very Christ-like. Of cour5;;e, -1::hE? 

reddish beard and long hair help. :But I th :i. n k i t :• s 



what you do with your eyes that makes it work 

visually. That pitiful haunted look you achieve. 

Fine work, really." 

" Th ,,,nk ~:Jou," Vic i:;,,,\ic:I fE•E1 lin<a humb l ed. 

We,\ t er h ou ~5c::> 

" You must tell me what that's like ." 

" tit i:: :i.mE2~, :i_t·'s ii,\ FJ .,,,:i.n i n the butt .. " 

Waterhouse l au ghed again. "1 .... i~::;teni I f:?n . ...ioy i-::1our 

sing:i.n(a,1 too .. Have you s tuc:lied7" 

11 1\lo,1 I p:i. ckE-id up 1T10<,=;t of it on thc7? ~;tre<:~t c:ornE•r. 

"You do it so well .. Nice knocked-about quality 

to ~:Jour v□ i C!::>. " 

Thi s was not the same brash, tortured figure Vic 

had watched strut around the stage for the past three 

hour i:;. 

Wa terhouse asked, "Do you mind if I take off my 

face while we talk 7 Pull over Make-up's s tool, " he 

said indicating a padded bar s tool in a corner. As 

Vic: sat beside him, Waterhouse picked up a long thin 

brush and dabbed an oily liquid on the adhesive 

hol ding the rubber piece to h i s fa ce. "One rrru st he·? 

very careful not t o injure th e sk in. l\lo i::i.me to h c:,2dl 

Vic: was surprised at the slight build of the 

cd der rrr-::~n .. Whe n he' d s t oo d, Water house was at least 



a head shorter than Vic and was thin and wiry. His 

51-year-old fac e was lined wit h many wrinkles and his 

complexion was shiny, possibly a result of wearing 

the make-up everyday. Vic sensed vitality in the 

man, prompted by a dense thatch of curly brown hair, 

a disarmingly broad smile and boyish good looks . 

"I enjoyed your performance, Mr. Waterhouse," Vic 

"You ti.J(~r<•2 IT1a<.:Jn if i cent. " 

First names between 

cul.leaquc::-::,,,;, right? " 

II Ri(Jht I was also very moved by your singing. 

I t's been a long time since I've heard a voice 

charged with so much emotion." 

" ·rh E,1n ks. A little shaky tonight during th e 

lead-in to 'Music of the Night . ' Reversed the lyrics 

Get t ing it exactly 

right is what it's all about, isn't i t 7 " 

Vic studied the other actor in the mirror before 

ag ree ing with him. Waterhouse was leaning close tG 

t he mirror, dabbing at a small piece attached to an 

eye lid. Vic looked at the items decorating the walls 

and make-up table. He was s truck more by what wa s 

not there than what was. No telegrams nor flowers 



celebrities, no indications of Waterhouse's status as 

a reigning Broadway star. Instead, what was there 

resembled a museum display: yellowing snapsho ts, 

architectural diagrams, nautical sketches, a pair of 

rusted manacles, religious plaques, animal figurines, 

a pistol in a case lined with black velvet. An odd 

assortment Vic thought. He decided the situation was 

right to get into the purpose of his visit. 

go about playing a character like the Phantom? I 

know what I do for a short TV scene. But t.llhi:='t do yc)l.! 

do f □ r an evening-long show 7 " 

Once you get the character cook-

:i. n g •1 :i. t ·, i,; !'5 :i.1T1p l \::J a mi::, t t (-:;ir C) f f:5U :::; ·I:: a in :i. n(_,J th E·i h f,? i::\ t. " 

"You·'re be:inq mod<-:?~::-t, " \lie i==;a:i.d forcinq ;:,\ bro;,:1.d 

':::-IT1 i. J f:?. 

hr:2ld th<-:? <=;m:i.lP. 

"Nothin q mystical about a lot of hard work. G:i. \/(~ 

it your best shot; maintain concentrati o n. 

of thinq,1 rE'i,:1ll~J .. " 

"\,,ou. c:ouldn"·'t i::\C::C::omplis- h tJJhE,1.·I:: you do jui:::,t b~J 

trJ □rking htird. 

Waterhouse stopped undoing his make-up and made 

eye contact with \lie in the mirror. "I s:lmpJ~_.J cl □ 

everything I can to never give an audience a poor 

He smiled tightly. "Th ;,,\ t ·' ,,:; all. " 



"ND, I think ~;Jou·' ve di 1::;c:ovr:.~red <;:;omE•th:i.n ~:J uou 

Vi c hel d Waterhouse's reflected 

gaze with his own. 

his secre ts with you when you were on the way up?" 

The smile vanis hed from Wa t er hou se's face as th e 

two men con tinued eye-wrestling. After a few seconds 

" I prom ise your secre t will be safe with me. " 

Waterhouse broke eye con tact 

and returned to removing the latex pieces. II It:• s 

very much l ike wha t a prizefighter does before he 

goes in t □ the ring . You ha v e to do preparatory 

Warm up your body 

and ge t your sp ir it up for every match ." 

" S u rely you do some sort of dril ls before taping 

Bodu stretches , articul a tion exercises, 

voc;:,:i.J:i.:,'.ation thin~Ji::;?'' Waterhouse had t aken off all 

of the latex appliances; h e began smearing a 

cleansing lotion onto his face. 

"Ye Ei h,1 I do thosr.-~ th:i.n (J':', .. Depends on what kind 

of '::;ce!'lf?. :i.t i!:::-. But there must be some thi ng else you 

do . Th<0~ ul dE.'r c:l.c-!::c::,r 

was wiping off the lotion, using ti ssues in each 

hancl . " T h a. t ·, s t h P s Ei c: r E-2 t •1 i ~; n ' i:: :i. t ? " V i c: '5 a :i. d . 

11 i"I E1ntal prE1 p,,:1r,:,'i::ion. 11 



Pc::tge :.3 1 

"Stop being cute. You agreed to share your 

You're the one who said that getting it 

exactly right was what it's al l about." 

Waterhouse dumped the soiled tissues into a waste 

I'll honor my bargain. And I wasn ' t being cute. 'y' CJ t.! 

~5:i.rr,p l\.cl lE1Ck PiJt:i.enCE' . 11 He rotated the chair to face 

\.-' i C II "It·'s l:i. k0? th:i.:,:. .. Yau must bring your mind to 

believe three th i n g s: that you are Lr1k, that you are 

:i. n 1 OVF':' '! a.n c:I t he::, t ':J □ U ,,3.rr2 i :::;o I a ted f ro ,r, -!:: hE• u.,or l d,, " 

He leaned forward. 

" I don't .. " 

Waterhouse sat back and folded his arms. 

Vic lowered his feet from the stool rungs to the 

floor, straightening his bo dy . 

"You don't live the charac t er 7 " 

II r·-.lc:1 n I ! 

"I simply don't believe you, old chap." 

e:::i rr,ot :i. o n a l chunki,, .. In eac:h chunk,1 I c:oncE~ntr,,:\ t e on th(-1 

meaning of the lines and the proper feeling. 

an effort to communicate each of those chunks to the 



others in the scene. The flow of those emotional 

chunks adds up t □ Osborn." Vic clapped a hand to hi s 

who's acting o ut a scene." He painted at Waterhouse. 

but age-old ac tin g tricks. I've noticed you do that 

in yc)ur rric::i\,,:i. E~s; "" 

" For those movies , yes, you may be right. But 

not for this role ." 

11 Cc:i rne::.~ C)n '·' L..uca~==~II 0 Vic folded his ar ms. "t,Jht:':!n 

you're doing that part, you don't believe you're 

really the Phantom anymore than I believe I'm the 

Queen of England . " 

Waterhouse rose out o f the chair. 

He stormed past th e chair and faced the far 

\1.J i::i J. 1 . Vic c o uld hear him taking dee p breaths. 

a few seconds, Waterhouse turned around, but hi s eyes 

looked beyond Vic. "I got by with dabs of technique 

:i. n f :i. 1 ms .. , f2\/en j_ n COIT; i c :::; taqEi ro 1 E"S ,1 but not :i. n th i ~,; 

play, not with this role. This complex, melo-

dramatic, tragic character; he's no thi ng like I've 

His eyes f o c used on Vic. 

This is more than Just professional c ur iosi t y , isn't 

it7 You havF! c,:;onH::? ul-!::<:0ric1r rnot:i.vP,, don'i:: ~.Jo u? " 

Vi c held out hi s arms. " L. D c, k •1 I ·, rr, n CJ t t r ~:J :i. n q 



anything unethical here. HE-' dro ppE-'c:l h :i. <:; 

ar ms and shr ugged. 

Ph a n tom in the Chicago produc t ion. If I c.;et ii::,1 

w,,,\nt to do i t r:i.ght." He cocke d his head t o one 

" E ;.: ,:-=i c t 1 !::! r i <J h t . " 

Wat erhouse massaged the back □ f his 

T 
.I. 

He folded his arms. "You • rE c:orr(•?c:t 

in th inking that Eri k requires special care. 

performance requires me to mentally mer ge my past 

with Erik 's . In my mind's eye there mu s t be a si ngl e 

en t :i. t:::-J." 

II .. j'. t- : ,... 
I If J. :~ like some □ f that artsy 

thE'':-:J ti::? ::~c h in coll (i::gc:::: acting cour:=;e,:;. " 

"Th :i.c.=; ii;;; th<-:-:-:· <::io cl ··· s truth c:'lbout how I brin<J Er:i.k 

to l:i. f E~. As far a s I'm concerned, i t ' s t he only 

way." Wat er hou se s tood behind the barber cha i r, hi s 

ha n ds gripping its back. "My first requirement is to 

convince myself that I a m Erik . For that reason I 

avoid looking at myself in the mirror un ti l th e 

make-up is completed ancl I am in costume. Thc~n I 

study t he re fle ction . I tell myse lf o ver a n d over, 

'·rh;::1t ic.; m1.:-i fa c E:' 2,nd rn1,1 c:lothincJ. 

Erik·, "", J mu<.,, t be Er i !-:: . ·.• " 

" Don ·, t thosE: t h:i. nq!:'.; rJlu.v.:•d to !.:!Dur fi::\Cf.:? rF21-r,:i.nc! ':-:JOU 

that y o u 'r e only an actor playing a pa r t?" 



" Not at all. That mask confirms th e transforma-

t :i.cm .. Because my tace feels different, my intellect 

is convin c ed that I a m someone other than Lucas 

I must be Eri k , the man whom I look 

:tikE:1
11

11 Waterhouse waved a hand at the wall hangings. 

"I also study these architectural drawings of the 

Paris Opera House, my opera house .. 

gone there, crawled the rafters, spent a night beside 

the underground lake. For my entrance in the show 

then, I mentally travel every corridor, my corridors. 

I a !T1 Er :i. k . " Waterhouse was si lent for a moment 

before quietly adding , "One must simply believe that 

whatever one sees in his mirror is life's reality." 

V:i.c:: C::-milE~d. 

doing the same kind of thing with Osborn .. 

all there is to it 7 " 

"Those other two should be easy after you fool 

yourself into believing that you're the Ph an tom." 

11 Qui t<2 -f:ht:=? cCJntr,,1r1J•.1 be:i.ng in lDve ,::1nd bF:'!ing 

alonf.-? arf.':! far mCJre c:l:i. ff:i. cult .. 11 

"J' VF! bf?f:-?n in 1 ov12 ,::\n d I·, ve been 1 Dnf?. l ~A. 

"It' s not simply knowing what the feeling 1s. 

What's important is evoking the actual emotion. " 



"More hocus-pocus? " 

It requires using phy s ical objects to 

trigger th e emotion. That lit candle there on th e 

table sug gest s the many nuances of love. Dur:in9 thc0> 

pe rformance whe n the lighted candles rise out of the 

mi s t on th e stage, t hey :instantly evo ke the pangs of 

lO VE:',, II He gestured at the wall □n his left. 

a photo of my wife and son. I also spend time 

mE•d:i.tE:1 tinq Dn it,, rE?ITiE,•mbE?r :i. ng th<::?:i.r lov<:::i. 

11 

'
1 I thCJ ught uou wc;;:.rE, :::. :i.n gle. 11 

Mu wife and son perished in a hou se 

"And you want to remember a thing like that?" 

" It's exactly like the l □ve th a t has been denied 

E.r 1 k . And th a t p i s tol :in the case ther e was my 

fathF,r' s. He used it on my mother when he di scover ed 

she was unfaithful. Be fore he turned it on himself . " 

natural t o recal l suc h things." 

"/\.io, but usE:,f ul . I purchased those memories with 

great pain. Now I simply exploit the ir val ue . " He 

==•!T1 :i 1 r:::>d an c:I c,i.c:l dt~d ,, " You w i 11 hc,ve to <:::c:-: p 1 CJ it :,::. :i m :i 1 E•.r 

"Not necessarily. I've convinced myself of being 

in love many times . Doing it t □ plau Erik s h ouldn 't 

V:i. c sm:i l E,'c:i 



back at Waterhouse. "hlh;::it Dbou.t your third tr i ck':"" 

Being an o utcast is perhaps the very essence of that 

"That should be easy . I ' v e been an outcast all 

"Yo u're fortunate then to have a head start on 

But you will have to recall those times 

t1.1 hen 1:J DU f 1;;,, l t th(·,? rr,o i::; t r F'!j E· c: t F!! cl .. " 

indicated the burnin g candle ag a in. "Th E:i t hl-3.C:k 

object holding th e candle is made from a lu mp of coa l 

from my hometown in south Wales. As a child there, 

poverty was a member of our family. F:-f2LtJ wanted u "-3. 

Wh en my paren t s were gone, no one but th e or phanage 

would take me in. I use that re jection to fue l the 

lifeblood of my Erik .. " Waterh ou se turned to the 

objects hanging on the wa ll and sprea d out his ar ms, 

his voice growing stranger .. 

A sketch of th e ship that brought me ta 

America to b e a friendless immigrant . 

reviews say in g I couldn ' t ac:t .. 

begged wtth as a sidewalk jugg l e r after my acting 

troup!? f ,0:\i lf.:?d. 11 He lowered his arms, paused briefly, 

thr:.>n i::;a:i.c:I j_n c:\ voice just b arel~,J a uc:l ible, "~3o IT!ctn!,,J 

symbols for banishment, eh? " Hf:? fc1.C:E?cl \l:i c. "Th u'==· :i. s 

t he Waterhouse museum o f miser y." 



"Bu t to open a 11 t hos,(-::, o 1 d t.oou n d:, II 

"Each nigh t my mind must rekindle that pain ful 

inflamed heart, his seared soul. " He L1JE:\ l k0:.•d to Vic 

and put his hands □ n the youn ger actor ' s shoul ders. 

"There, that's what's hidden beh i nd my mask, old 

c:h,Jp. The tortuous secrets to creating Er ik. 

painful labor makes the price of art high , eh 7 " 

Vic stood and lifted Waterhouse's hands off his 

shou l clE•'r'5,, " Maybe too high 7 " 

"Ah, but with eno rmous rewards." Wat 0?r h uu ::=;.(?. 

Afterwards, Vic met Sue at th e stage door and 

neither sa i d anything until they were outside in th e 

alley walking t oward 45th S t reet. 

" bo,i d:i. ci he tf?. ll ',Jo u h:i.s.; i,;ecr(·?. -!:: 7 " 

Vi c stopped, f aced her and shook his head. "It 

tu rned out to be nothing but a bunch of hocus-pocus . 

Not h:i.ncJ I cDu ld u•::,r,?,, " He shook hi s head again. " f\lor 

B.1 ould ti.Jan t to . " 

" So how about your c hances of ge tting that part?" 

"I'm no worse off than I was. 

there isn't some magical key to the role . " l·-l e shook 



his head once more, shrugging off introspection. 

She took his arm and started him out of the alley 

Hhe chuck 1 E.1 d. "And a pet ite bitch or 

'i::lJJO. " 

"I'm not in much of a mood for 

"One of them is on the staff of the Man of La 

Mancha revival. I'm sure you've heard that Raymond 

Donnelly in the lead is blowing awa~ the critics." 

A broad smile broke across Vic's face. 

He pat t ed her hands that were arou nd his arm, 

Thr:,n th1c-?'-d <::;trCJc:le 

into the oncoming crowd. 



THE Mac CL I NTOCK LEGACY 

The latest prospective buyer for Annie's tavern 

had presented herself unexpectedly at the business 

during the afternoon lull. She was the twenty-sixth 

inquirer since Annie's ad started running in the 

Chicago Tribune eight weeks ago. 

tour of the facilities behind the bar. 

'' l.,)ouldn"'t ~:JC)U '521::.1 ITiOl"E:-' Df <:'.-\ '1:ivr::-id--:i.n' C!. U.i::\lit!a.1-✓' " 

Annie said, forcing a smile. 

"Ru n down," t he prospect repeated . 

" With a ll these antiques 

11 ,.Junk u 11 

" But !-.Jou 1..von·'t f:i.nd b,::1.r mi.rrorc,_; i,,,.<.,. quod ··-

The prospect thrust up an index finger and coc ked 

an ear toward the floor. By rocking back and forth, 

th f." womc:\n 1, 1;:; <-:; pro du. c: i ng "'' 1T1FJc:I l f."1::1 of h :i. <.,:J h·····p :i t c hed 

" The hardwood floor under this ti.le, " An nie began 

but was c u t □ ff by an arched eyebrow and a moist 

c Ju c kin<.:;J sound. The prospect was a stout matron who 



reeked of lavender cologne and reminded Annie of a 

nun who had made sixth grade an agony. 

Annie MacClint □ c k was slender, had honey-bro wn hair 

pulled back int □ a pony tail, and was t he pic t ure of 

kid-sister earnestness. 

The prospect motioned toward two small groups of 

" Th E" 1 u. n c: h c r o tu d j u ·c::- t 1. E·' f t ,1 " /; n n :i. F, <:;; ,,,\ :i. cl . Th 0:? 

remnants included two elderly women sea t ed at a table 

near the TV, but paying little attention to its ~n~p 

One of the women was Mrs. Zimmerman, who was 

crocheting an antimacassar, and the other one was 

Natalya Shapiro, who was leafing through 

Cosmopolitan. Across the room three old men -- Dr. 

Obolensky, Chalky Quinn and Liam Daugherty -- were 

"After work is out, " Annie continued, 

What my momma -- God rest 

her -- would call nice peace-loving, church-going 

Annie thought that Momma would probably feel t h ey 

were a better bunch than a MacClin t oc k deserved. 

Momma firmly believed that there was a curse a t tached 

to the family blood l ine . You're a Ma c Cl i n t oc k , she 

would say to Annie, meaning you was conceived under 

an evil star and delivered on a woebegone day. 

Annie's recollections were interrupted by a 



sudden burst of excitement among the dart throwers. 

"D,,:1rr,rr, :i. t 1 " L.. :i. a1T1 D,:,,u <~1 h r2r t ~-1 sn ,:, p pi::: cl,. 

followed by laughter and applause from h:i.s opponents. 

Chalky Quinn and waved toward a d ar t lodge d in the 

oak paneling three feet to the right of the dart 

i::JOE\r c:I. 

Ann i e suspected that the men were staging another 

t hE-.'!T!. 

Delivered on a woebeg one day, Mamma's voice 

repeated in Annie's memory. 

"You'r e the guy who bumped int □ me, old win □," 

Chalky said huffing up his portly chest. 

D,,,u. q h E•r t y ·1 a u..1 :i. r1::J ,_, l :i. t t 1 (0~ •1 r F::: d····· f i,J c:E•c:1 mE1n •1 c:: hu (.=J c_:_1 E'cl 

over nose-to-nose with Chalky's m□□nface. " You. 

bumped me on purpose, fats□," Daugherty said. 

"Let's not have another altercation1" Dr. 

Ob□ lensky said l oudly and distinctly. Dr. OholE~nsku, 

a retired college professor, was a stately old 

gentleman with the demeanor of a medieval abbot. 

"Jus t t ake your turn over." 

Daugherty shambled over to the errant dart . II (:i(-:•?t 

me goat an d dev:i.l me concentration, that's what he' s 

u F' t c::, , 11 h E,?.• <;; i,:\ i cl •1 t h <-::., n ~F:trl k E:~ ci t h c-: cl i,:1 r t f r rn-r, t h e 1..u ,::1. 1 l 

causing s ome splintering . He spat on his right index 



finger and dabbed at the woodwork's latest gouge. 

Annie turned to explain the incident to the 

prospect, but was stop ped by the arrival of Scratch 

Evans, the bartender, wh □ lumber ed out □ f the 

bE!. ck roo1T1" He was a large black man with nappy gray 

hai r and a left eye that was clouded with pale fog. 

He was wiping his massive hands □n a soiled white 

"Phc:inf2 th c::;t f:;E?1"·\1:i.c:c::• ou.tf:i.t .. " In the back of her 

mind, Annie recognized the improbable timeli ness □ f 

this minor catastrophe. 

II ,c\ Jr <::-:1 i'.l. c:!~:.I cl :i. d" Said they wouldn't send nobody 

'til we squared the bill .. " 

Born empty-handed; be empty-pocketed was another 

"Want me to prop open the doors and drag out the 

fans?" Scratch said .. 

"I\ID ,., I''ll (JFi?t ;,,i.t :i.t :i.n i'.l. c:ouplE1 CJf mi.nutf2'::= ... " 

clomped to the backside of the bar .. 

"Each week I put a little aside - -" 

"Debt···-r :i.dden," thE·' proc,;pE!C:t !':;D iel 1..uith i:!. nod .. 

Annie took a deep breath and tried to press □n. 

real nice apar tment .. 



It was R□ sie Vasquez who had burst through the front 

door and was threading her way throu g h the tables 

toward the two □ Ider women. Unlike most of the 

daytime regu lars, Rosi e was only in her twenties and 

possessed th e intensity and carriage o f a flamenco 

"You mean the little Yazev girl?" Mrs. Zimmerman 

said staring u p at Rosie throu g h thick-lensed 

"Naw, this one happened las t night," Rosie said. 

Bad news has an ill-timed tongue. 

preachments came to mind like blood from a fresh cut. 

Shapiro said rai si ng her voice to her tiny, bird-like 

C:OIT1PE:Hl i On . 

Li ke Mrs. Zimmer man, Natalya Shap i ro was in her 

sixties, but was tannedi toned and tucked to the 

e xten t that she looked twenty years younger. 

Mr s. Zimmerman sa id . 

"Maria Inocentes," Rosie said. 

tough, but there was three of them. " 



" E:u(J(·'?Y1<7'.:' F::i.F;,Jd P;::,rk .. 

got kn:i.fE·c:I la!,;;t month .. " 

Same place Odie Nordq u ist 

Annie turned to say some thing about the recen t 

increase in police pat ro l s in the neighborhood , bu t 

a Jl tha t was Jett of the prospect was the s melJ of 

l i:,1. ven de0 r. 

the MacC linto ck curse .. 

surely snak e-b i t . 

An n ie faced the regulars .. " You grc::::•ml i n!,~' 11 she 

The MoJe HoJe regulars stared back b lankly at 

Scratc h wandered o ut fro m behind the bar. 

"You.' ve c:!onE! :i. t i,\ (_:,:Ji::\ :i. n ') 11 ,9T'lrl i e con t i !'H.lf.·?d. 

that one same as the others before her. " 

y ou accusing us of, well, sabotage ? " 

II YC:jU 

f olks wiJJ do anything to keep me fro m selling off 

this hangout of yours. You know th at a new owner 

won't kee p thi s p l ace as homey as Grand daddy 

Mc.:1cCl :i. n-f:CJck ch ci. " 

may he rest in peace -- under s tood the 

"Unfortunately, Grand daddy was cursed like alJ us 

r-·1ac:CJ:intock~,;, " AnniF.i• cont:i.nur.:!d .. "He Jett me with a 

load of debt on t his place." . !sn,::,kf,2 -- b :i. t . 



"tr._!;;_.:, could p,.-.-,c::c::. thE• hi:,\i::,1 " Di:,\ uqhFcrty <:;a:i.c:I. 

"From you cheapskates she wouldn 't get bus fare," 

q u i c k :i. n f u. '=· :i. on o f c i:,1. <:,; h . " 

of drinks and f ood." 

"Lo cal merchants would be glad to donate prizes," 

She knocked on the wooden table top 

for good measure. 

"You're gonna put on something like that in 

Mrs. Zimmerman said. " You know my youngest has a 

roc::k····.=.,i.n d-·ro 11 l:J;::in c!7 11 

" I c:lon''i:: WD.nt 

"This is not charity , " Dr . Obolensk y said . "We 

are speaking about paying □ur dues. To r E.":! t ,,,\ :i. n t1.1 ha. t 

" I"'m th(·? ot.uner . " 

"Vou j u'::; t o cun br :i. c: k ,,-~n d rr1or t a r •1 " Dr. Ob CJ J <::~n <:,; k :::-J 

It' "" ~-.-J our bu :i. J c:l:i. n <J •1 but :i. t' ,,,,. ou r ho1T,E' .. " 



"l,✓ £'?11, you'rE' r:i.s.:iht about one th:i.n(],1 " l~nn:i. e ~,,::,id .. 

"This place is more than just a buildi ng .. I-1::'r,:,. likc:2 

a mill s tone Granddaddy hun g on me. And it's dragging 

me down in to an ocean of red ink .. " 

"That ' s why this fundraiser is a fin e idea. 

It ' ll settle the back indebtedness and afford you an 

Annie folded her ar ms and looked at th e regulars 

enough to keep the bill collectors from t a king th e 

place away from me 7 " 

There was silence as the regulars exchanged grave 

"That' s why I'm unloading this place while I can 

s till get some thing ou t of it .. " 

"It's so heartless to just take the best offer," 

Ni,,\i::E,J~_.J<'":I <=;;aid .. 

"Than ks to all your s hen a nigans, it' s no longer a 

matter of the best offer", Annie said. 11 I hE,\\/E-/ to 

t roublE-' 7 " Ch,~lk ~J sc.:1.:i. c:i .. 

"W hoever's go t the cash will be okay wit h me," 

"A nd what do you thi n k mone y wi ll get you 7 " Dr. 

Obo 11::?n<:=;k~.; SF-\ id. 



She stuffed her fingertips into the back pockets 

of her faded jeans and thought about having some 

money for the first time in her twenty-nine years. 

After all those years of wandering and wanting with 

MommE:\. Just you and me, baby . tu! in 

sisters of grief . Then there were the squandered 

wages and dishonored checks that tormented her short-

lived marriage to Phil Parker. Recently, there wa s 

the disappointment that came with inheriting The Mole 

Hole, the windfall that proved t □ be just another 

gust of an ill wind. 

free of the MacClintock curse." 

"Th ere you go again with that folderol about bad 

luck, " Dr. 01:JDlf.-?n''=·kY <:,,:::1:i.d. "You can't buy good luck. 

Besides, there's already good luck right here. The 

camaraderie of these people here at Th e Mole Hole, 

their f riendsh i p, that' s all the good fortune anyone 

"Hasn't been very lucky in the four months I've 

"Pshaw, you can't see your flowers for the 

clear you r weeds." He shook a finger at Annie. 

evicted without a battle. " 



murmured their agreement. 

"But I can be just as 

stubborn about selling this place as Granddaddy was 

about hanging on to it. But no more newspaper ads 

I guess I've waited long enough for buyers 

to ':c- hDtu up. SD I'm going ou t looking for t hem. I'll 

start with folks in land development." 

11 F:i.r i==,. t th:i.nq thDs,;c-::, quu,,; c:io :i.,,:=. knoc:k dot.l!n the-::-) 

bu. i l di nc_:_1 •1 
11 Cha I kl.~ ,:.,,,,. :i. d. 

11 Ma ube1 11 Annie said. 

the~:i can do t11ith it a,,,,. thE::•~..-J J:i.k<-::~. 11 

The regulars gaped at one another. 

the sign of the c:r □ss. 

Dealing with land developers turned out t □ be the 

mos t demanding1 most humiliatinq1 most frustr ati ng 

work that Annie had ever done. She started at t he 

beginning of the listing in the Yellow Pages and 1 

during the next two weeks, worked her way through t □ 

thf? J,,,\<=;t r.-?ntr~J. She learned that there were all 

kinds and sizes and persDnalities of developers, and 

that there were dozens of reasons fDr not being 

interested in her property. And thrCJughout these 

efforts 1 she felt truly snake-bit. 

Her regular customers continued to be a problem. 



PE:\9f:2 .<'.~c;> 

In addition to thwar t ing potential buyers, the 

r egulars seemed determined to fan their fundr aiser 

int □ an event to rival the Chicago Fire. To ,6inni€':',, 

the park f es tiva l and the raf fle s were nothin g 1~ss 

than begging , and would o nly bri ng in a poor - box 

p:i. tt ,:1nc<-2. But s he was unab l e to snuff out their 

Regard l ess of the obs ta cles, s he labored on and 

slowly cultivated a small c rop of potential buyers. 

OnE• of the mo'::-t prorn:i. i;; :i.n<J t,.1 ;,,1.1;;; :Br:i.c:f.-2 H,:-,, c::k<-::>t t . Hr::> h <',,.d 

built fo u r different ethnic restauran t c hains into 

c ommercial suc c esses in th e Chicag □ land area. 

much struggle, Annie finall y stirred up enough 

interest among his staff t o ge t an a ppointment wi th 

th e man h:i.m~,; (,-2 .l.f . 

" So wha t gives you the idea y ou can bargain wi th 

this tycoon person?" Mrs. Zimmer man as ked Annie on 

the morning of the appointment. 

~.1ou·' re only B littl e c::oun-f:r~_.J g :i.rl. 0 

. seed from seed; weed begets weed, Momma had 

sa id on her death bed. You an d me, baby, are noth i ng 

but twin sisters of grief 

Natalya Shapiro glanced up from a Mary Kay catalog 

and sa:i.d, "She's got moxie; she'll do f ine. " 

H,,:ic:k<-2t-l:: :i.!:., conn<-:0ctecl Luii::h" -·-·- sh£-? paused ,:1nc:I 



"There was an article about him 

in last Sunday's Trib . He's loaded, but he's a 

Scorpio and's gone through two wives already." 

Phil didn't mean you n □ harm directly with 

He cou ldn ' t help doing t he things that 

men do. That's why you can only hang onto me n just 

so long. Then it's over and they got to chase off. 

Just be glad he stood still f or an ann ulment . 

course when one of those rich marriages breaks u p, 

you never hear who's at fau lt . " ~::;hf:?, ,,,,m:i. J.E?d .. 

"PrCJb,,":l.bli::J both of th0:>m. " 

Annie had dismissed her customers' concerns abou t 

her ability to handle Brice Hackett as be in g part of 

their self-protection campaign . 

bus ri d e to Brice Hackett's ultra-modern o ffi ces, she 

said a full rosary. 

Hackett turned out t □ be a handsome, middle-aged 

As soon as they were seated in 

armc hairs facing on e another, Anni e charged into her 

confront in g her ex-husband. There was something 

abou t Brice Hackett that brought Phil Parker to mind. 

Was it the perpetual grin etched onto his well-tanned 

face, the confident boom of his voice, the animal 



energy that flashed in his brown eyes 7 There was 

certainly something . 

. your poppa had that same magic. E\,,en aftf2r 

he run off □nus, I still ac hed bad for him . 

After Annie had said her whole piece, Hackett 

studied her for a f ew mome nts before responding. 

You ' re offering me all 

the l a nd at the site of your building? From the main 

s tr eet t □ the al ley and from the side street to the 

Swedish gift shop, right?" 

" Yes, " Annie said. 

"Including th a t vacan t piece with the billboard 

"That makes a big difference . I'd need the whole 

site to put up a Braze 'N' Brew. Should do well with 

the two colleges nearby . But any less land and no 

deal, understand?" 

" I guess I could double-check. " 

Ge t me a cert ified titl e chec k and a 

I ot 1;u rv<-:?~J. 11 Annie s uddenl y realized that a 

long-absent tingle was flashing through her system. 

" If you ' ve'=! <_:Jot c::l c-:--,,,,r t:i. tlc,:', " l·-I E,,c:: 1-::f.-? i::t <=5i':\:i. cl, 

exhilarated, as much by the man as by his deal. 



"l'-low,1 t.\Jh c,\t about t;.Jour PE~r<;;;on,,,\ l pl<i:\n,.,;7 '' H,;-,1c:kE-itt 

cont :i. nu.f:?d .. " After you sell the bar, what'll you do 

fc)r C:'t j c,l:::i? '' 

"I hadn't thought that f ar yet." 

"Then c:ome to work for me .. I lik e your spun k . 

You ' re at t ractive and y ou' ve knocked around enough to 

have more matur ity t han most girls your age. i\ good 

c: c::, rr, b :i. n ;;,i. t :i. on . " 

An ni e felt lightheaded. There was a sense of 

unreality to all that was ha ppening. 

think of th e kiss th a t Sleeping Beauty got from the 

II \/ C) u l!.l i:":\ r-, t ITif:?.1 ? II 

If ~JDU c::an pull 

off this deal Df you.rs, that'll prove you 're more 

than jus t a pretty fac::e. I'll pay you a good salary .. 

S tart you as an a ss i s tant manager at one of my 

Use your experience from working all those 

short-or de r grills." 

"How 'd you know about 

"Checked y ou. out. Don't deal with people I don't 

know about. Your bac::kg rou nd' s good. Hu. rT,h 1 e pc:2r h,::\ ps •1 

Annie wa s sure she was bl u shing. 

inspected and exposed, like this man had been poking 

thr o ugh her underwear drawer. 



Hackett did not ~PPm to notice her discomfort. 

" You'll need somewhere to live, too. 

the bar will be gone as soon as we can set a demoli-

"I don' t have any place that I really call home." 

. gypsies and MacClintocks can't stay unpacked 

lDf'l(_:_:J • 

"So stay here in Chicago. My most critical need 

is for managers at my inner-city stores. GE:'t ~ou. r ····· 

self a condo in one of the refurbished neighborhoods. 

Live like the other Junior executives." 

say something, to s natch a moment to catch her 

The man had overwhelmed her with his magic. 

Her mind was reeling. Man agement, salary, condo. 

Surely nice clothes. /i futurE~ 1..uith 

It was difficult to believe all this was 

suddenly possible for her. 

"You do that; think about it. Think E,\ bout B.th,,:1 t 

'.-.-Jou.r gc:,;,,11•:.=. :i.n l:i. fEi are. '' Hackett nodded his head, a 

broad smile on his face. "This whole thing could work 

out fortunately for both of us. 

tran~,;E:1ct :i. on. " 

Annie's mind stoppe d whirling and she felt a 

pleasant warmth spreading within her body. 

Momma had been wrong. 



Hackett stoo d up and s tuck out his hand. 

back t □ me with the tit l e paperwork as soon as you 

ct,i_n, huh 7 " Annie took his hand. f3hE:' not :i. CE•c:I how 

warm an d comf ortable it felt. "i<\ftf.-~r that LUE•·, 11 tc,ilk 

some more about our future." Whe n t hey sh oo k hands , 

Annie tried t □ make her grip as confiden t as that of 

Br :i. Cf.·? Hac::1-::E~tt. 

Aft er a ve r y long week, the crucial phone call 

concerning the property survey c::ame at mid-morning 

Just af ter An nie had opened for business. 

estate agent go t right to the po int : Annie did not 

own the whole piece o f land. The disembodied voice 

□n the o ther end of th e line quickly explained the 

det ai ls, then clicked off. Annie woodenly hung up 

the phone receiver. 

if Ma c:Clin tocks didn ' t have bad luck, they 

wou ldn 't have no luck at all . 

M□s t of the older regulars were present. 

Shapiro seemed t □ sense that Anni e had received 

She made Ann i e sit down and had 

Scratch Evans bring a glass of water. The others 

gathered around as Annie drank most of the water, 

then recounted the phone call in a lifeless vo ice . 

The rea l estate agent had sa id that Annie did 

indF:<E:,c:J o tun -1::hf,• builci:i.n(_:;J a nd t he 1 ,::~nc:l it s,;E,1.t Dn, but 



not the li ttl e vacant l □ t adjoining it. The=:! Mole=,.• 

H□ le was a U-shaped structure as a result of several 

additions to the original building. 

shoe, it wrapped around a small piece □ f land no 

bigger than a grave. It was vacant exce pt for a 

large bill board which faced the ma in street . Th:i.':::-

little lot was owned by a T.J . Parmelee. 

" I guess I would have found t hat out right □ ff if 

I ' d have go tten a real estate outfit to sell the 

pl .:::iCE•. But I didn' t want to pay a commission." 

"[,,Je ., d 

h i::ivF2 told you ,,,\huu.t Pi::l.rmt:01(,:'E-'·,,,,; Plot." 

"You knEitt.1 E,bout -!::hi:,t p:i F:cc• of lE,ncl?" />,nn:i.P r,:;,:;-, ic:1 . 

"Su.re, i t's commo n knowledge, " Liam Daugherty 

" Tu ck sold Mi::l.c his who le share wi th t he 

e xcept ion o f the small parcel of land. 

there was a shed on it in whi ch Tuck kep t his car. 

Even t ual ly Mac expanded and acquired adjoining 

shortly af t er they broke up the partnership, they got 

int □ a fistfight over a woman. Tuck carried a grudge 

and obs tini::l. tely refused t o sell his pl ot . E3o M-::\C•1 



"Do ~3ou think Mr .. Pa.rrr;E•?lE1E-:1 ''ci 5(·?11 h :i.s:. lot to me?" 

/'1 n n :i. (·? i::; ,3 :i. cl .. 

Dr. Ob□ lensky shook h:i.s head. "I c:!oubt it. 

You're Ma c's granddaughter and, by default, heir to 

the <.:Jrudqf:0. 11 

. weed begets weed. 

that Jc::,t. 11 Annie sighe d resi gnedly. 

folk s.; c3et to kE'f.0P !,,Jou.r htHl9Dt..d:. 11 She looked at the 

pleased express:i.ons on their faces .. " But,, it's,. jus,.t 

It won 't be long 'til the bill 

collectors close us down." 

There was grim silence, then Natalya Shapiro 

said, "Tuck would sell his plot if I asked him to." 

Natalya kep t her eyes lowered. Annie thought she 

detected a blush. 11 I wa ic~ the tuom ,'.:\n th ,3t Mc:1c:: ,'.:Ind Tuck 

fouqht ovc'r .. 11 

Like the others present, Annie was deeply moved 

by the woman ' s sel fless admission, but Annie remained 

<Jlu.m. 

don't know h □w I'd pay Mr. Parmelee for his lat." 

There was another grim silence, then Dr. 

fu.nc:!r,~1.:i. s<-:?r. " He looked from eye to eye. "I<;n·'t it 

uur :i.n-!::£·?ntion tc:, q:i.vE• that JT;Onf,?U tu /1nn :i.P 711 

hc0•acl<;; nocld£-"d . 



" We g ive it to he r out of 

f r :i. en d ,:;h :i. p .. 

f :i.st i:1t Chalky .. " Doc a nd Na ttie's got the right 

,:;p i r :i. t n II Several others voiced their concurrence. 

"Wh y woul d y ou do this for me?" Anni e s a id . " I 

<=:; u rr,:; ha.vE-'n·' t <"':iCtc:-?c:l v<-:-:-1 r '.,.1 fr:ie,indl!.1 tCJ anf.,J c::,f '.JDU .. " 

" You' r e Ma c 's granddaught e r, " Dr .. Ob□ lens k y said .. 

"You'd do thi s knowi n g i t mea n s the f? nd o f The 

t o ld you before The Mo l e Hole i s more than br ick and 

"So , c lose y o u r dea l with Hackett , " Ch alky s a id .. 

H0~ cont:inuF2d,1 "l,~E' c:an h E1 n c3 

o ut in Hac kett ' s new r estaurant, can 't we 7 I t ' 11 

probr.:\bltJ be a n i.cer p l c1.c: r:0 i::\T'l'.,.l l!!c:i. 1,,j .. II 

Dr .. Obo lensky took a not e book an d some scraps of 

paper fro m h i s coa t po c ke t .. "I'll c:alc:u l a t e ho w mu ch 

has been pledged , " he said . 

Na t,,:11~.! c:I SE1 :i cl,1 "I' c:l be:~t t er <=;JD D V F.~ r E:1nd s.eE~ Tuc:k .. " 

S h e opened a com pac t an d began che c king her make-up .. 



The next morning Annie waited in Brice Hackett's 

reception room until she could see him between his 

scheduled appoin tment s. Her eyes were bloodshot and 

he r complexion was muddy; s he hadn 't slep t much the 

pr E?V i CJLl ,,;; n :i. q ht ,. 

Brice Ha ckett looked the apposite. H i s bi(J h,::..nd 

wrapped around Annie's and his handshake convey e d 

vitality and power .. " Under s tand the survey wasn 't 

what we'd hoped for," he said. 

"I t 's taken care of .. The man who owns the little 

p lot that juts int □ min e is wi lling to sell. 

"My customers Just abou t got it ra ised. If thE•i r 

dainqs are half what they expect, we ' ll have enouqh 

II (:joCJ cl u We can do both property closings at the 

Hackett crossed behind his desk ta a 

p ho nE' con ,,:.o 1E?. " I'JJ get my peopJe working on it 

i1T1ff1E:1 d:i.E:1t<:-::-ly . 11 

"Ho l d on, " Annie s aid .. " I'm not sure I want to 

qo through with th i s. " 

" I made you a very handsome offer, young l a dy . " 

He Jeaner .. 1 tr .. • .. ••, .. 1.·.·.~.·.~c.·/ ,~,·-~.••,ft ,. ~.l·•- t· 1 1 ,~ 
•• c - r , 11 . .::, -:i.~:;·,::i,; r E:-s·::i.n<J on · : 11 E·' c:/1:.:~s/.:: . 

" Yc)u ·, re•:•:•' not c1•1 • , • 
~ c:i. ng : □ man:i.pulate me into rais ing that 



" This isn't about more money. 

decided the mo n ey isn't really all that important 

after all .. Putting down roots is .. " 

Hackett st r aightened u p , a pu zz l e d loo k o n hi s 

f dL,:;:.'., He studied her a momen t .. "!A.l hat a bout putting 

down roots in my organization? " 

" That ' s no t roo ts ; that' s ju s t pass i ng my r e i ns .. 

You'd be in charge same as my momm a or my ex - husband 

hc,\cl b e en." 

alon g has been not being in charge of myself .. " 

Du ring th e next ten minutes, Hackett upped h i s 

offer, then reviewed the benefi t s of working for him, 

and ended by getting her to agree to call him in two 

W<:::E· k •,; t c " con f :i. rm h (·."ir c:IE~ c: :i. s;; :i. on. " 

As she waited o n the corner for the bus to take 

her back to The Mole Hole, she thought abou t how 

strange it was to not be riding away from a place. 

S h e thought about the l ong, up-hill battle that would 

be required to save The Mole Ho l e .. /.\ ncl ~=;hE" thouqht 

about the legacy thi::,.t Cir;:;1nd·--

daddy had passed down to her . 

.. seed from seed . 

·rhe memory □ f Mamma ' s v oice was becoming barely 

i::l.t..tc:l:i. b le .. 
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A PAIR OF LEATHER GLOVES 

Jeff Raf ferty ha d been pondering the significance 

of the strange items visitors left strewn along th e 

base of the Vietnam Veterans Memor ial . A copy □ f The 

Hobbit, a little s tatu e of St. Jude, a dented Zipp□ 

l ighter and a tiny t eddy bear lay alongside fl o wers , 

le t ters, medals and flags . Deeply persona l t ri butes, 

he thought, to men and wo men lost in Amer ica's most 

hated war. 

Then suddenly, when he l ooked away from the Wall 

and its black slabs of Vermon t granite, he saw the 

g host again, t o his left Just beyond th e midpoint o f 

the 500-fo□ t long wal l . Yesterday, when he first 

c aught a brief glimpse of th e ghost, Rafferty had 

decided his smoky blu e eyes must be playing tricks on 

him, but not today . The figure looked exac t ly like 

the great Eddie Battaglia, hi s bes t f r iend. 

Rafferty started through the noontime s ightseers 

t owar d th e figure . No, Raf fe r ty th o ught , there was 

n □ mistaking th a t po t ato-shaped nose, that b l ack 

bristl y crewc ut, that way Eddi e plan t ed himself, kind 
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of crouched, a study in pent-up energy. But the 

figure up ahead had t □ be an illusion. Eddie 

Battaglia had died eighteen years a go in Vietnam. 

Yet this figure looked exactly like that 20-year-old 

youth that Rafferty had last seen get on a plane in 

Chicago bound for southeast Asia. 

The ghost started walking in the direction of the 

end of the Wall that angled toward the Lincoln 

Memorial. Rafferty quickened his pace. Even though 

he was six-three and taller than most of the 

tourists, Rafferty had trouble keeping the figure in 

sight over the clusters of heads. There were dozens 

of small groups bundled up against the chilly fall 

wind and scattered along the sh rine . Some people 

were reading the engraved names, some photographing a 

particular panel, some just standing. 

As he zigzagged thr oug h them, Rafferty felt 

tense , his breathing labored. The skin on his lea n 

face seemed as tight as the kidskin gloves on his 

hands. He brushed back a stray lock of damp brown 

hair. There was a steely taste in his mouth. 

Rafferty elbowed through a bunch of yelping 

school children being herded along by two nuns. He 

was almost at the west end of the Wall. He stopped 

and gulped in air that smelled o f ashes and exhaust 

fumes . Ahead the ghost stood motionless near th e 
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bronze statues of the three Vietnam fighting men who 

seemed to be scanning for the ir own names on the 

Wall. Eddie also scanned the Wall. Rafferty was 

struck by the contrast between the cold comba t garb 

of the lifeless statues and the sodden gray sweatsuit 

and gym shoes of the resurrected athlete. It was the 

way Eddie dressed when they played touch football 

together. Why, Rafferty wondered, why was he seeing 

Eddi e 's ghost here 7 

The ghost began Jogging along the sidewalk , west 

toward the Potomac River. Rafferty lurched after 

him, nearly tripping over a man in a camouflage-

printed baseball cap seated in a wheelchair . The man 

shouted something, but all 01 Rafferty's senses were 

focused on the fleeing figure fifty feet ahead. 

When Rafferty came out of the park at Henry Bacon 

Drive, he was almost run down by two helmeted young 

women on ten-s peed bicycles. He paused to catch his 

breath. He could not see Eddie and Rafferty recalled 

that Eddie had excelled at most sports, especially 

running. The rumbling street traffic was thick and 

busy; Rafferty did not think Eddie had crossed the 

street. He looked at the sprinkling of tourists on 

t he sidewalk to his left. He could see all the way 

to the white steps and columns of the Lincoln 

Memorial. A honk ing Tou rmob ile loaded with 



sightseers was t rying t o pu ll a way from the curb int □ 

thr:;, flc::,u.1 c::, f tri::lffi c:,i but n o une wDs runn:i.nq,, 

He c u uld n □ t see as mu ch to hi s right, so he 

concluded the ghust must have gone that way, toward 

Cons titution Aven ue. He Jos tled throu gh a group of 

slow-mov ing oriental t o urist s who were listening 

attenti ve ly t o an animated guide Jabbering in some 

At Cons titution Avenue, he looked 

side of the street. Eddie was no t in sight. 

Rafferty's spirit s sagged. 

i::11:::,out,i brE'D.th:i.nq hE•a.\l il i::J ,i f: i. dcJ(i? t :i.ng ,1 ,3.dju,;tinq th<·"'! 

wr ap of hi s tren c h coat about his l ean body, 

recinching t he be lt . There was a lull in traffic:; he 

heard dry leaves crackle as they bl ew alon g the 

But Eddie had disappeared . 

When Rafferty walked ba c k to th e Wall, Tri na 

Spur linq was waiting for him. She wa s huddled into a 

bulky ankle-length coat and had an ar m arou nd two 

deli ca tessen sacks . The muskiness of her perfume 

drifted ta him through the chilly fall air. 

" You ' re late," she said s milin g .. 

He gave her a brief kiss with 

a on<•?.-··.:,1r 1T1E•cf hug,, 

"Tou<Jh morni ng ';1 " 



" You loo k Pc\l<02 .. 

fr nLun t:::: c:I .. " You coming down with some t hing? " 

with someone I used to know .. " His glance darted f rom 

face to face among t h e sightseer s .. 

Trina stared at h im .. He was a head taller and 

s he had to crane her head back .. Cu rly auburn hair 

pretty oval face with i n telligen t crystal gray eyes 

and a broad Grecian nose .. She was t en years younger 

than Raffer t y, but some t hing i n t h e se t of her mouth 

and the way s he held her slim body suggested a 

maturi t y that bridged their age gap .. 

She shifted the s a cks from one arm to the other .. 

His at t ention stayed on those movi n g about the 

rr1onurnE1n t . 

She went on, "The hotel manager called me int □ 

his office at about ten. He told me corpora t e 

headquar t ers has approved my promotion t o Cater ing 

Isn ' t that great? " 

" Cc:m<Jratulation::c, . .. " 

"I'll be the youngest female manager at a major 

pr DPF:'r t ~:J .. " 



II (ic:)C)C:f" II 

" Thanks for being so excited." 

"I'm very happy far you; the promotion is super 

nE .. tu::::." 11 He kissed her on the forehead. 

B-::'.ttagl :i .. ,":":1 d(Ji,~in and not c: D.tc:h:i. nc_:i up t o h:i.m, :i. t ._iu<==;t 

Especially afters□ long." 

" :rt·',,;;. nothinq. " 

"I thought what we'd found with eac:h other was 

t.uc:,r k :i. n<.:.:; ,, " 

I I It :i. ;;:.II ii 

" Things have been rushed, haven't they 7 

cml :J HDUr thirc:I tr:i.p to D. C. :i.n•1 LUhDt,1 t1..oo month<::,- . 

Eight, nine clays is all we've had together 

He hadn' t meant to bark at her. 

After two failed marriages, I ' m 

gun-shy about an involvement." 

"J,,,,. thc:it whi:,\-1: you c:,3.l 1 ·!::h:i.<:.:.7 I thc::iuc.;ht Lue had 

He put an arm around her shoulders. 



"Look, :r·'m nc:;t th:i.nk:i.n(J s~trc:1. :i.qht. 

What's so aston:i.sh:i.ng about him 7 " 

"Nothing; he's Just a guy." 

She pulled away from him. 

"Because the guy l saw has been dead for eighteen 

He combed his fin gers through his damp hair. 

"He was killed in Vietnam. J Just saw his ghos t." 

Trina's fa ce wa s impassive; her gaze meeting his 

1:~,::1 ff <•:?.rt'"' cont :i. nu f:?. d •1 "l···I :i. i;:. n ,::\1T1E' ·, s E dc:I :i. e 

J saw him here yes terday, toe:;. 

up together :i.n Chicago. 

al l these years? 

" I don·, t knoLu . Th.::~ t ' "" L\J h 'c·J I c: h E:\ <=,; E' d i':l. f t £?. r h i IT1 • " 

Rafferty looked beyond her, along the Wall. 

She regarded him momentarily, then hefted the two 

':::,. tuff,1 hu.h 7 " 

" You t h :i. n k I '' 1r, nu ts '> dun ' t 1 . ..-.1 o u ? " 

"No, I think !JCJU s,c\Ltl ,,,rnr, E~t h:i.nq <=:;trE,\n<Jf?,, But 

there's a loqical explanation. Someone who looks 

I :i. ke ··- ···-" 



"It tuai,:. h:i.m." 

" Anyway, he's gone now and I'm hungry. 

have these pastrami sandwiches while they' re still 

hot,1 huh7 Then we can figure out how to catch your 

"Don't play mother with me." 

"I tJJE:\nt to help. Your problem :i.s messing up our 

So, solving it is important t □ me 

too. 11 11 1-\ll r:i.~.:Jht'i " 

His face remained set in an anxious expression, 

but h0? '.::;hru.(JCJE?c:I c:ind '.=,;t,ic:i, 11 81...1.rEi. 11 

That evening, they dined a t one □ f th e better 

restaurants in The Pavilion ~ the shopping mall that 

had been created in th e hollowed-out and refurbished 

Old Post Off ice Bu.i lc:iing. After ordering cocktails, 

Rafferty handed her a small package wrapped in gold 

foil that sparkled in the candlelight. 

'.=l □Ur promcii:::i.on,1 
11 ht" <=,;,,~:i. c:I. H:i.s smile was broad, 

t h<-:-:> Pi::ic:kc:igf?.. Pi::iir CJ 
.. (! 
JI 

designer-label gloves. "They're beautiful. hi cJ ,,;k :i. n 

just like yours." 

"Other guys give flowers for big events; I give 

J0?athf.:lr .. " 

She leaned across the table anc:I kissed him. 



"(,.JhE:l.t 7 " 

"Smel l the l ea ther." 

She did, then arched an e yebrow at him . 

"There's some thing honest about the smell of 

"To some it ' s the s mell of death, 

s k in fr o m dead animals. But for me it 's strength, 

endurance, t he smel l of success ." 

The waiter broug ht their drink s . 

Rafferty sipped h is drink and continued . 

I was a kid, I saved a long time so I could have the 

bes t baseball glove in th e store. Whe n I found out 

about my college scholarship, T 
.!. blew a paycheck on a 

fine lea th er a tt ach J case. " 

His smi le van i shed. 

me, we got drunk t o gether celebrating. He left for 

the army soon after that." Ra f fer ty dug ou t a pack 

of ci garet tes and undid the red cellophane ban d. "It 

was the last time we got d r unk together, ever. " He 

looked Trina in th e eyes. "It t.1.J.,,,1_,,; h :i. m tc:;d a~:-J. " 

She rea ched acr o ss th e t abl e, putting both her 

h<",1nd<=:. on h :i. ::;;. " It ' ::::- ,:1 1 J. r :i. gh-f:. We'll fi nd ou t ab ou t 

:i. i: " II She squeezed hi s hands. " f-\11 ric_:i h -J:: ? " 

11 f:.lur<•::?,. 11 
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"So, do us both a favor and put away those coffin 

na. :i. l ,,;,_, huh? I'm pr oud of how well you ' ve been doing 

with your program. Just put off having a smoke for 

ano t her five minutes ." 

He was quiet for a moment, then said, "Sure." 

The waiter returned and they ordered. 

finished their cocktails, she talked about her hectic 

afternoon at the hotel. It was in the hotel's health 

clu b that he had fir s t met her. H1:.:• 1..t.tt,\ i;;,. the v :i. C::f.'! 

president of marketing for a major midwes t ern 

housewares manufactur er and frequently stayed at her 

hotel when he visited the Washington of f ice. 

the first encounter, their romance developed quickly. 

When he finished tellin g about his afternoon 

making calls with one of the local salesmen, t here 

was an awkward pause. Finally she said, " I couldn't 

locate your friend. I phoned all the Battaglias in 

I checked reg i strations at other hotels. 

I even tried variations of the spelling. l\loth:i.ng. " 

She scowled at him. 

"Okay th en , I'm hallucinating. " 

He ' s no ghost and you're to□ 

level-headed to be seeing thin gs. 

"You'll blow your new promotion wasting company 

t :i. 1-r,e on th :i. ~; .. " 

" I promised you I'd find him and I don't qu it on 



He's here somewhere around D.C. 

not using th e name Battaglia." Their s a lads c ame. 

Rafferty chewed some sa lad bef ore answering. 

"\/ :i. n c:r:-?n :;-: :i. c:). That was his mother's maiden name. " 

straightened up in his chair. 

spelled it for her. 

After writing it down in a pocket secretary, s he 

::;E:l i cf., 11 lint-J c:) t ht:-?rs? 11 

" I don ·, t th :i. n k <=;;o. Everyone was either a 

Battaglia or a Vincenz io." 

"You sa id Eddie never mar r ied?" 

"He only had one real girl fri e nd I can ever 

Gloria something. Ma d igan, that was it, 

Th ey started going steady during o u r 

She was on ly a sophomore. 

twirler with the school band . Qu:i.f2t kid, but i;;hE• l:i.t 

up when she got with Eddie . He used to write poems 

for her. I snuck a peek at some of them. It \.t!<::\ S 

something else he was good at. " Rafferty shook his 

" He was going with her when he went into the 

II YE~i::\h. She really went to pieces when he got 



notified of his induction. See, neither Eddie nor I 

could afford to go to college and we were both ripe 

So scholarships were important. 

Athletic grants were out because our school teams 

So we took lots of competitive exams. 

Finally I got a scholarship and an exemption; Eddie 

wasn't s□ lucky . " Rafferty ate a forkful! of salad. 

The waiter brought freshly baked biscuits. Tr:i.n,:-:.. 

"(,,Ji::t<=; :i.t c:ief:i.ni t E-? that t:'.dd:ir:-:J .:_:iD t k:i.lli-::1 c:I 

I mean, sometimes didn't they Just have 

to make a guess? " 

"Not in his case. Almost everyone in his platoon 

was killed in an ambush, near Quan Loi. 

armored personnel carriers and tanks, bu t t hey were 

badly outnumbered. Eddie was one of t he l ast ki l led, 

passing out ammunition with his p l atoon leader." 

b,,,\ck frcm h:i.s c_:iravf.:; to h ,,,un·!:: tJ □u7" 

" I ' m alive; he's dead. Isn't that reaso n enough? 

The pair of us got separated. His name got engraved 

He brought out the 

11 i:=· :i. v Ee rr, :i. n u t r-2 Sc.- i::l r f2 u p . 11 

It was one o'clock the next afternoon when 



Rafferty phoned Trina. The salesman he was riding 

with had stopped for gasoline. Rafferty was shut 

int □ a public phone booth across from Arlington 

National Cemetery. Outside, under a pewter-colored 

sky, a frigid wind slashed at the boo th , rattling 

loose glass panes. 

phon<-:-:?. 

"I found your ghost," her voice said. 11 I ~-:;.poke 

with hi m over the phone, less than two hours ago." 

A burst of wind howl ed through cracks in the 

booth's folding door. 

" H :i. i::- ,::;.on? 

"Gloria Madigan was pregnant when Bat taglia left 

for Vietnam. He probably didn't even know abou t it. 

Anyway, your buddy was killed before the child was 

bc::irn. " 

Rafferty said nothing, staring across the road at 

the fields of endless grave markers. 

" I to :i. cl ~:Jou I hon ur mu curr1m :i. t rr1Ein t '"·. " 

"'-/e,,:1h. " Rafferty wondered what oth er information 

Eddie hadn't shared with him. 

"Today I searched u nder the name of Madigan. 



And I tried the local colleges. It dawned on me that 

those were possible residences for kids of that age. 

That's how I found him. Through the registrar at 

Georgetown University. The son's a new student 

th err.0. His name is Ed Madigan." 

"I invited him for dinner tonight at my place." 

She paused on the other end of the line before 

saying, "I promised you'd tell him about his father." 

Rafferty was silent. He didn't know if he was 

prepared t □ confront this ghost, recall past events , 

revisit Eddie Battaglia. Rafferty's tongue f el t dry. 

" ,Jf:::ff7" '.:ihE·! ::ii:,:i.c:I .:::1ftE-?r ,::\t.uhilF.' . "I l!J:i. :":.h !o.~Ou.·'d 

make me feel better about inviting thi s kid over. 

Diel I do something wrong? " 

The wind surged again, s haking the phone booth. 

He was outside the booth before he r emembered 

that he had not thanked her. 

Rafferty arrived at Trina's Georgetown condo-

minium half-an-hour ahead of Bat t aglia's son. Tri ni:,i. 

tried to make conversation while she fus s ed in the 

k:i. tc::hen, but 1;:c~ff<:?rt!,:! s:.E,iid 1:i. ttle . Ht? p,,,ced about 

the living room, sipping at a Scotch and, contrary to 

Trina's e ff o rt s, smoki n g on e cigarette after another. 



When the doorbell finally sounded, Rafferty 

opened the door and found a slight-built young man 

with a black crewcut, a prominent Roman nose and 

melanchol y hazel eyes. The newcomer said, "Hi, I'm 

"God, you're the spitting image of your father." 

M,;1 cl :i. cJan <;.:Jr :i. nnr.?. cl. " Mo m says I have some of his 

Trina came out of the kitchen wit h a snack tray 

to get dinner under way. After some fruit pun ch, 

they moved t □ the table. Trina asked Madigan to say 

grace, then they ate. Ra ff erty said little. Tr:i.nt,i 

got Madigan to talk about college courses, th en his 

impress i ons of Washington and how it compared with 

life in Milwaukee where he grew up. It tu. rnE·cl out 

that his mother did not marry, but two older uncles 

took a fatherly interest in him . 

" You were lu cky, " Tr ina sai d. "I never got muc h 

attention from my own father. 

myself for his lack of interest." 

for i:\ IT10JT1 E'n t ,. 

Trying to earn approva l from male 

" Guess I ' ve done the same thing," Madigan said. 

COc\C::hF3S. I still send cards to my high school track 



coach and he sends them to me . Probably why I still 

r u n (-:?. v E• r '·.-.! cl c:\ ~.J ,. " 

"Do :-.Jou i:,tlW i::t!J,"; run n(-,?ar the 1·•·1all?" Tr:i.ni:,t ,5<::\:i. c:I .. 

"l,·JhF-'n I c:.:::-1n bum a r:i. cfr,, CJ\lf.?.r c\t luncht:i.mE' frorr, rny 

Psych teacher .. Then I run back .. It's neat over there 

because of the Vietnam Wa ll. Dad's name is carved on 

it, ~JDU knot.u .. " 

"TD□ c:lamn many names on that wall, " Rafferty 

H:i.s s udden en t rance int □ the conversation 

caused Trina and Mad:i.gan to stop eating and look at 

h:i.m .. "ThcE;E:-:- v<-:?t~-=- I.J.rho tr:i.E1d to kf.?<:-?P thl'? mcmu1T1<:-?nt from 

They called it 'the 

II T .,. th:i.nk you're wrong," the younger man said .. 

Rafferty glared at him. "T he Wall makes you feel 

good .. I mean, knowin g that people remembered those 

1..tJhD d :i.E~c:I. II 

"Hell □fa remembrance, " Rafferty said shaking 

He tur n ed h i s a ttention t □ cutting his 

pork chop. 

look at those three statues there, I can see how he 

mu s t have loo ked. 

of prou.c:I .. " Madigan munched a forkful of ba ked 

potato, a wi s tful l o ok on h :i.s f a ce .. "fJorr,e t :i. mes I 
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t ake along this diary Dad ke pt in Vietnam. 

it t □ me tor my con firmat ion. Just kick back by the 

statues and read the words he wrote . 

real l y at peace." He swallowed the food and said to 

"Mom' s told me a lot, but you knew him his whole 

l:i.fE~. 

"Probably the greatest guy I ever knew . 

smart, tough , brave; the best athlete in th e neigh-

borh □od; a natural leader; always captain of th e team 

or president of the club. And I was his best friend, 

his faithful si de ki ck. That made me special in the 

eyes o f the other guys. Eddie and me, we were a 

t E!i::\ IT1. He was Wyatt Earp and I was his Do c Holliday, 

on the way t o the O.K. Corral. Together the pair of 

us were un bea tab le. " 

Raf ferty helped himself t o some red wine, took a 

sip, th en continued speaking, swirling the win e 

slowly in his gl a ss . 

"Eddie knew he had a lot go in g for him . He 

believed he'd been given those talent s because he was 

destined for some kind of extraordinary greatness. 

Maybe even, well, who knows. 

And he expected me to go with him. Th(·?. 

sidek:i.ck . Wit h me backing him, he was going t o 
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achieve his ultimate dream. A 'gran d and gol den 

Rafferty s top ped swirli ng his wine , his face 

tightening into shadows. 

"But then the damn war came into our li ves. 

Raffe rty drained his glass 

before saying1 " The Lan d of th e Free decided that 

Eddie Battaglia was expendable. " 

Madig an rested his chin on his folded ha nds. 

" But you got a defer ment1 didn't you 7 

won a col lf.?C.:J(·? <=.; c:ho l ar •,;h:i.p':i'' 

Rafferty paused in th e ac t of pouring more wi ne. 

" It was Edd ie's idea to t ake those sc hol arship tests 1 

no t rr; i n e . 

fill ed his g l ass and se t the bottl e aside. HE· l :i. f tF'!d 

his g la s s, stared at i t s conten t s and resumed slowl y 

swirling th e red liquid. " Both u f u ,,; t.uer (:? pr :i. m(·? 

prospects for the draft. Th e army would've been okay 

with IT!E'. But Eddie said that'd waste prec ious years. 

Eddie figured we'd get schol ar ships , get defer red, 

get tha t valuable sheepskin, keep moving toward the 

d r (·? c1 rr1 . So what happens 7 Th e plan falls apart. 

Suddenly I'm the one following the golden path. Th e 

her □ 1 he gets e x iled to the rice paddies. " 

"I t wasn't a l l th a t dark and tragic ," Mad ig an 

" In his di ary , Da d felt he'd gon e on t o 



noble about a lousy si tu at ion. " 

That's onl y your romanticized 

:i.nt <-:-c•rpri-:-:,t,J.t :i.on c::if t.,.1h,,:1t hF:i wrotE-• .. " 

"How the hell else could he f ee l? H:i. <::=. c::ou nt r \_-;J 

dumpE-'d hirn." 

Ther e was tension in Madigan's voice .. "HE• ft=!lt 

he gained s omething as a person. " 

Ra f fert y thumped down his glass .. II Hf? cl :i. (-:-:-• d '! 

da mm i. t ! HE• <::Ja i rH.;id nc:i t hi ng ' " 

"Ht:1 fE,l-1:: fulfilled." 

"No -I:: according to his di a ry .. " 

"Look , kid, this isn't some damn college resear ch 

papE-'r. Don't misquote reference books at me." 

Rafferty leaned f o rward .. ''Edd:i. E-' J>,a-!::ta<:Jl ia cl:i.0ic:! ci.lCJn (0? 

Madigan stood, tossing his napkin on th e table. 

"Hey, I don 't know what your problem is. But I ' !T, n c::i-i: 

going t o hang around and a r gue the belie f s of my dead 

fc:1thE-1r .. II He tu rne d t o ward Trina and l owered his 

volu1T1(::: .. "T" h i:.'I n k .,,; for th E~ 1r1 E·?i:",\ 1 .. " He headed toward the 



Before Madigan was o ut of the dining room, he 

poi nt e d a t Raf f erty and said to Trina , "He really 

needs to r ead the diary. 

When she returned after see ing Madig a n to the 

d oor, Raffert y had carried his wine to the gl ass 

Pi,,\ ti o door. He wa s gazing out at the moonlight on 

Foldinq h E1 r Et rm,,;,1 1;:;hE~ "::-i.-:i:i.c:l,1 "lrJh ,,1 t 

" l\lot h :i.nq." 

"I think I' m entitled to an explanation. " 

He d i dn't f ace her. "I £,;hou l d ' ve turnE-:•d dol.!.m 

that scho larship. I shoul d ' ve gone to Vietnam with 

Eddie. " He sippe d his wine, then shook hi s head. 

" Me, Do c Holliday. T 
.!. let Wyatt Earp go off to the 

gunf:i.qht c:~JonE-? . " 

"So what does all that macho nonsense mean 7 " 

"I deserted him, Trina, for the s afety of 

colJr2g£':!. 11 

" You 'rE• blaming •-.-.-1our!;;e lf for hi s dea t h 7 " 

"I be tr ayed my best friend. " 

" Th i:'i t • s; r i cl :i. cu J. ou •;;. " 

Le -1:: mi-?. c:IE?a 1 tu i th 

"It·, '3 m:i. ne, t oo. It' s screwing up o ur 

re l at :i. on~; hi p . Maybe it's what screwed up your 

rT,a r r i a~J f?.<:5. She refolded her arms. "If ~:JDU c:an·'t 



" Th,,'1 t ·, ~:=, not :i. t .. 11 

You wear t his guilt like a second 

You've convinced yourself that you're unworthy 

□ f l DVe•i you've got to decide t □ 

He looked squarely into he r eyes .. "Vou c:lon''t 

undEir ,,; tEinc:I .. 11 

"L.:i.ke hell 1 Do you think you're the only one who 

She paused, took a brea th , 

t hen continue d in a shaky voice .. 

1·' vr.-:-1 l::iEit?n hold:i. nc,J f nr thl',' r i <J ht t:i.mr:-1 .. 
11 

"Just after high sc hool I got 

Rafferty continued to stare into her 

" I thought the guy -- his na me was Rick --

l □VE" c:i rr,e .. When he l earned about th e baby, he bowed 

C:)U t II I I A gri m smile passed across her face . "A nyway, 

an il l egitimate child or have an abor t ion . 

dropped her head, held his hands tigh t ly and was 

11 !.A)hi::\t hi':\PPf:?!l'li:2cl? " 

11 I JT1:t'='-Ci:'.'lrriE':!d. I sn 't that ironic7 ,,\ ftE•?l" li vi ng 

with my decision almost a mon th, th en to lose the 

She looked up, her eyes glassy. 11 />,t f :i. r<:;t I 



Why had God done thi s terrible t hing 

to me? But then I realized that the c on trol of my 

She lifted her chin. 

college waiting tables at night. 1_,.J:i.th the::-:? dr2qr£-:'f.'•,, I 

got hired by the hotel, worked hard and here I am." 

She squeezed Rafferty's hands. "()u r rr-.el,,:\tion':c-h:i.p 

isn't easy for me either. You 're the first man to 

matter since Rick. I think maybe I'm ready to make 

another hard choice in my life. Bu t first you've to 

make your choice. To choose whet her or not to face 

iJour ghoi,;;t. To put Eddie Battaglia's death behind 

He was quiet a few moments, then said, "How do I 

do thDt 7 " He shook his head. 

" You Dccept the random irony of life . 

fa ct that you can't cont rol Dll e vents. LikF:? !TIE' Dnc:l 

Recognize the rDndom irony of your 

sc holarship, of Eddie being drafted, of Eddie being 

k:i.lled." She searched his eyes. "Understand that 

those events were t r u ly beyond you r control." 

" How do I do that?" 

"Examine what happened. L□□ k at Eddie's death 

Maybe Eddie's diary is the key to 



His mind tried to s □r~ out tangled thoughts but 

fa i l e d. He looked away and said not h ing . 

"Then I don'' t 1..uant th0:• PEd.n of be:i.ng w:i.th :,Jou . " 

She released his hands. "Until you can love 

Rafferty went to the Vietnam Wall at noontime 

everyday following that last evening with Trina. The 

first day he merely wanted to be some place quiet to 

th :i. nk. The second day he thought he might come 

across Madigan and Just chat. On both occasions, he 

was there nearly two hours but didn't see Eddie 

On the third day he felt i t 

imperative to talk with Madigan. 

Rafferty got there at ten . It was another crisp, 

overcast day without a whisper of a breeze. 

become his habit, he smoked and prowled the length of 

the gigantic black tombs tone. Starting at the east 

end that pointed toward the Washington Mon ument, he 

trudged west toward the other end that po inted t o wa r d 

the Li n col n Memorial. He spen t time looking among 

the peop l e near the three statu e s, then he went out 

ont o the Ma ll an d crunched up the wide gravel path 

th a t ra n al on g the Reflecting Pool, before cir c l in g 

back t o th e Wash in g t o n Mo numen t en d o f the shri ne. 

The p l ace gave him a n ove rpo we ring s en se of t h e 



past, especially the Wall. It seemed t □ him t hat 

time spent there was not ordinary t ime. 

only in whi spers; pilgrims came and went c □ntinu-

Mos t of the mo urners spen t their time 

touching the c old stone, their fingertips t racing the 

half-inch high l etters spelling out th e names --

Spanish , Pol ish, German, African, Anglo-Saxon. 

Nearly six t y thousand names echo ing taps for a war 

that few understood. 

For a time, Rafferty watched a bearded ma n 1n a 

tattered field J a cket and a floppy-brim hat wh o wa s 

working rosary beads, tears sliding down his cheeks. 

Raffer ty thought about Eddi e Batt a glia , and Trin a 

Spurling, two spec i a l people who never knew ea c h 

other, now lock e d together in Rafferty ' s mind. 

At noon Ed Ma digan ap pear ed . 

a pproac hed him, the younger man s tarted t o wa lk away 

but stayed when Ra fferty apologized. 

for Ec!d :i.E-1 ··· !3 d :i.a r~J . ''I W<":,\nt to know how the c:iun fi ght 

He sai d it with a 

sm:i 102 . 

Madigan coc ked his head to the side and stared at 

It was the way that Eddie Battag lia l ooked 

at his sidek i ck whenever he was waiting for a 

~,;tra:i.9ht ani;;t.uf.0r. 

" Ok<::1 •-.J ,1 I Wi::\n t to rE?i::\d E: dd :i. e ·.• s words for 1T1t.J =;f2 l f . 



Draw my own conclusions." 

"Maybe what's there affects what happens next in 

Hi s head still coc ked, Madigan continued to eye 

"That night at Trina's I figured the diary 

sc:c1.rF~cl you. " 

Rafferty shrugged. "Maybe it still does." 

"This book we're studying says the truth can set 

Rafferty smiled tightly. 

Even though Rafferty received the diary from Ed 

Madigan at one o'clock and went directly t □ his 

hotel, the book was still unread at nine t hat night. 

Lu nch, business reports, a shower, cigarettes from 

the corner convenience store -- all had become more 

It 1..t1E~',; p,,,inful f:?.nouqh ,J hEi thou(3ht, to '5U ',c•PE•c:t 

y ourself of having failed a friend; it might be 

unendurable to learn that you really had. 

perhaps, was more tolerable than certainty. 

if certi tude could prove suspicion false 7 Did that 

happy possib ility make risk w□rthwhile 7 

For a long time he stood at the window in his 

room, the cur t ains drawn backi smoking tasteless 



cigarettes, staring out at the bleached marble 

monuments of Washington. 

Finally he walked to the table and picked u p the 

The book was about th e size of a hardback 

novel and was bound in leather, scarred and stained. 

He fingered the rough nap of the covering, then 

stubbed out his cigarette and carried the book to a 

stu ffed chair by th e window. He began to read. 

The words wer= small and tight, printed in a 

familiar hand. The first entry said the book had been 

made in Saigon an le-Thanh-Tan Street, which was 

A rearing hor se carved int □ the 

cover was from the patch □ f the 11th Armored Cavalry 

Regiment, Eddie's outfit. The early passages were in 

the words of an American fighting man: 

. evidence of Charlie everywhere. All 
along the trail were fresh propaganda 
leaflets, recentl y dug spider holes, and lats 
of new punji pits. Sarge says those dinks 
wanted you to know th a t you couldn' t get rid 
of them for l ong. The only land you own here 
is what your M48A3 tank is sitting on. 
Everyday the old tin can feels more comfort­
able. It's l ike having a diesel-powered 
mobile home with a 90 mm gun on the roof. 
But it doesn't drive away this helpless feel­
ing that ano ther GI is about to die. 

Eddie said he missed Chicago, pepperoni pizza, 

C:ilor:i.a,1 thE' Cubs ,1 c.ia~_1D rE·!d i:,\nc.i Doc: HoJlida,::1. HE~ 

wrote about sights and sounds, but mostly feelings. 



Often the words were 1n a teammate ' s vocabulary: 

I have been scared and still am. 
of it is fear that I will fail my unit; 
finally fall short of what's expected. 
I'll have to live with that, forever . 

ThE'n 
The 

sniper in the bush isn't as fearsome as the 
scorekeeper in my heart . 

Around midnight the warrior ' s voice changed to 

tha t of a t raveler who told about a country, its 

people and rriendship in a distan t land: 

. <-:-:•venin-:J i<=,:. ch:i.111:-:.1 but b(-:-2,:-:,_ut:i.ful,! lot•"; 
of soft moonlight. I can hea r waves breaking 
on the beach an d I can smell orchids. I'm 
sitting under an apricot tree while writing 
this. The people believe that powerful 
genies live in these trees an d will protect 
them from demons. Down by the beach, 
hear the guys softly singing ' Amazing 

I can 

It's become SOP that we sing 'Amazing Grace' 
before breaking out the h □□ tch . Somehow 
drinking warm beer with your un it , swapping 
l ies, and sharing C-rati □n bu tt s Just fee ls 
r :i.(Jht 

Soon the traveler's voice became that of an 

i rnrr; :i. ,JrE:\nt :: 

• 90-i: 1-r1u '3E•c::ond r-,urplc?. Hf.'!i::\rt todi::1(::1 ■ It 
1,1;.·;,::_ unl'.:·I ""omE: fra.~::i in th <-:-:• th:i.(Jh. ThE' Lad•-.:-.1 
was still with me. So I won't have to go 
back to th e world. 
bF:!lc::inc.:3 u 

I can stay where I 

T hen in the early hours of the next morning, 

Rafferty read passages th a t were written by a poet 

Just days before his fatal moment: 

I've spent the coin of youth t o buy the 
wisdom □ f manhood. I've learned that service 
fills life with purpose, order and satisfac­
tion . That friendship is devotion, not 
prox i mity nor entanglement. That glory is 
knowing well your Jab , not being well-known . 
Such knowledge is more than I' ve ever owned. 



Page 87 

Maybe this is why I was sent here .. 

Rafferty read f □ur m□re pages □ f t he diary an d 

then was done . Dawn was breaking. He laid the d iary 

down, put on his coat and gloves and left . The 

streets were empty, a st i ff breez e s wi r l ing a bout 

him. He marched along mechanically and didn ' t break 

stride u n t i l he ar r i ve d a t th e Vi etnam Memorial. 

He went directly t □ the black granite panel with 

Ba ttaglia ' s name engraved on it. He peeled □ f f a 

kidskin glove. He reached up and ran his bare 

fingers back and forth over t he inscribed letters, 

several times, slowly, finally paus i ng in the middle 

of the name. He stayed that way for several minutes. 

Finally he peeled off the other skin-tight glove, 

put it next t □ its mate and placed the pair at t he 

base of the panel. He thrust his hands into his 

pockets and turned and walked away. He was going to 

Trina. The wind whipped his hair. Tears formed in 

his eyes. He began to softly sing ''Amazing Grace. " 
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