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One

he news of Anders Eckman's death came by way of Aero-

gram, a piece of bright blue airmail paper that served as bath the
stacionery and, when folded over and sealed along the edges, the en-
velope. Who even knew they stilt made such things? This single sheet
had traveled from Brazil to Minnesota to mark the passing of 2 man, a
breath of tissue so insubstantial that only the stamp seemed to anchor
it to this world. Mr. Fox had the letter in his hand when he came to the
lab to tell Marina the news. When she saw him there at the door she
smiled at him and in the light of that smile he faltered.

“What?" she said finally.

He opened his mouth and then closed it. When he tried again all
he could say was, “It’s snowing”

“I heard on the radio it was going to.” The window in the lab where
she worked faced out into the hall and so she never saw the weather
until lunchtime. She waited for a minute for Mr. For to say what he
had came 10 say. She didn't think he had come all the way from his
office in the snow, a good ten buildings away, to give her a weather
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teport, but he only stood there in the frame of the open door, unable
cither to enter the room or step out of it. “Are you all tight?”

“Eckman’s dead,” he managed to say before his voice broke, and
then with no more explanation he gave her the letter to show just how
little abour chis awful fact he knew.

hete were more than thirty buildings on the Vogel campus, labs

and office buildings of various sizes and functions. There were
labs with starions for twenty technicians and scientists to work at the
same time. Others had walls and walls of mice or monkeys ar dogs. This
particular lab Marina had shared for seven years with Dr. Eckman, It
was small enough that all Mr. Fox had to do was reach a hand towards
her, and when he did she took the letter from him and sat down slowly
in the gray plastic chatr beside the separator. At that moment she un-
derstood why people say You might want to sit down. There was inside of
her a very modest physical collapse, not a faint but a sort of folding, as
if she were an extension ruler and her ankles and knees and hips were
all being broughe together at closer angles. Anders Eckman, tall in his
white lab coat, his hair a thick graying blond. Anders bringing her a
cup of coffee because he'd picked ane up for himself, Anders giving
her the files she'd asked for, half sitting down on the edge of her desk
while he went over her data on proteins. Anders father of three. Anders
not yet fifty. Her eyes went to the dates—March 15th on the letter,
March 18th on the postmatk, and roday was April Ist. Not only was
he dead, he was two weeks dead. They had accepted the fact chat they
wouldnt hear from him often and now she realized he had been gone
so long that at times he would slip from her mind for most of a day,
The obscurity of the Amazonian tributary where Dr. Swenson did her
research had been repeatedly underscored to the folks back in Minne-
sota (Tomorrow shis letter wwill be handed over 1o a child floating downriver in a dugout
log, Anders had writven her. I cannot call it a sance. There never were statisties
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wriiten to cover tbe probability of its arrival}, but still, it was in a counery, it
was in the world. Surely someone down thete had an Internet connec-
tion. Had they never bothered to find it? “Wouldn't she call you? There
has to be some sort of global satellite—"

“She won't use the phone, or she says it doesn't work there.” As
close as they were in this quiet room she could scarcely hear his voice,

“But for this—" She stopped herself. He didn't know. “Where is he
now?" Marina asked, She could not bring herself to say bis body, Anders
was not a body. Vogel was full of doctors, doctars working, doctors
in their offices drinking coffec. The cabinets and storage rooms and
desk drawers were full of deugs, pills of every conceivable stripe. They
were 2 pharmaceutical company; what they didn't have they figured
out how to make. Surely if they knew where he was they could find
something to do for him, and with that thought her desire for the im-
possible eclipsed every piece of science she had ever known. The dead
were dead were dead were dead and still Marina Singh did not have to
shut her eyes to see Anders Eckman eating an egg salad sandwich in
the employee cafeteria as he had done with great enthusiagm every day
she had known him.

“Don't you read the reports on cholesterol?” she would ask, always
willing to play the straight man.

“T write the reports on cholesterol,” Anders said, running his finger
around the edge of his plate.

Mir. Fox lifced his glasses, pressed his folded handkerchief against
the corners of his eyes. “Read the letter,” he said.

She did rot read it aloud.

Jim Fox,

The rain bas been torvential bere, not unseasonable yet year after year it
never ceases o surprise ne. Jt does not change our work except to matke it mere
time-consiming and if we bave been slowed e have not been deterred, e

move steadily towards the same exoellent results.
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But for now this business is not enr primary concern. I write with
snfortunate news of Dr. Ekman, who died of a fever two nights ago. Given
our location, this vain, the petty bureacrasees of government (both this one
and your own), and the time sensitive maiure of our project, we chase 1o bury
Lim bere in a manner in keeping with kis Christian sraditions, I must tel you
it was no small task. As for the purpose of Dr. Edhman’s mission, I assure
Jyou v are making strides. I will keep what linle be Bad bere for bis wifs, 1o
whom I trust you will extend bis news along with my sympathy. Despite any
setbacks, we persrvere.

Annick Swenson

Marina started over at the top. When she had read it through
again she still could not imagine what 1o say. “Is she calling Anders
a secback?"

She held the lecser by its slighcest edges as if it were 2 document still
to be submitted into evidence. Clearly the papet had been wet at some
point and then dried again. She could tell by the way it was puckered
in places, it had been carried out in the rain. Dr. Swenson knew all
about the relationship of paper and ink and rain and so she cut in her
letters with a pencil of hard, dark lead, while on the other side of Eden
Prairie, Minnesota, Karen Eckman sat in a two-story brick colonial
thinking her husband was in Brazil and would be coming home as
soon as he could make Dr. Swenson listen to reason.

Marina looked at the clock, They should go soon, before it was
time for Karen to pick the children up from school. Every now and
then, if Anders happened to look at his watch at two-thirty, he would
say to himself in a quiet voice, Scbool’ eur. Three little Eckmans, three
boys, who, like their mother, did not know enough to pictute their
facher dead. For all that loss Dr. Swenson had manzged to use just
over half the sheet of paper, and in the half a sheet she wsed she had
twice thought to mention the weather. The rest of it simply sat there,
a great blue sea of emptiness. How much could have been said in
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those remaining inches, how much explained, was beyond scientific
measure,

M. Fox closed the door and came to stand beside Maring's chair.
He put his hand on her shoulder and squeezed, and because the blinds
on the windows that faced the hall were down she dropped her check
against the top of his hand and for a while they stayed like this, washed
over in the palest blue Auorescent ligh. It was a comfort to them both.
Mr. Fox and Marina had never discussed how they would conduct
their relationship at work. They had no relationship at work, or not
one that was different from anyone else’s. Mr. Fox was the CEO of
Vogel. Marina was a doctor wha worked in scatin development. They
had met, really me, for the first time late the summer before at a com-
pany softball game, doctors vs. administration. Mr. Fox came over to
compliment her pitching, and that compliment led to a discussion of
their mutual fondness for baseball. Mr. Fox was not a doctor. He had
been the first CEQ to come from the manufacturing side, When she
spoke of him to other people she spoke of Mr. Fox. When she spoke to
him in front of other people she addressed him as Mr. Fox. The prob-
lem was calling him Jim when they were alone. That, it turned out, was
a much more difficule habit to adopr,

“I shouldn't have sent him,” M. Fox said.

She raised her head then and took his hand in her hands. Mr. Fox
had po reason to wear a {ab coat. Today he wore a dark gray suit and
striped navy tie, and while it was a dignified uniform for a man of sixty,
he looked out of place whenever he strayed from the administrative
offices. Today it occurred to Marina that he looked Iike he was on his
way to a funeral. “You didn't make him go.”

"I asked him to go. 1 suppose he could have turned me down but it
wasn't very likely."

“But you never thought something like this would happen. You
didn't send him someplace dangerous.” Marina wondered if she knew
this to be true. Of course there were poisonous snakes and razor-




ANN PATCHETT

toothed fish but she picruted them safely away from the places where
doctors conducted scientific research. Anyway, the letter had said he
died of a fever, not a snake bite. There were plenty of fevers to be had
right here in Minnesota, "Dr. Swenson's been down there for five years
now. Nothing’s happened to het.”

“It wouldn't happen 1o her,” Mr. Fox said without kindness in
his votce.

Anders had wanted to go to the Amazon. That was the truth.
What are the chances a doctor who wotked in statin development
would be asked to go to Brazil just as winter was becoming unendur-
able? He was a serious birdcr. Every summer he put the boys in a canoe
and paddled them through the Boundary Watets with binoculats and
notepads looking for ruddy ducks and pileated woodpeckers. The first
thing he did when he got word about the trip was order field guides to
the rain forest, and when they came he abandoned all pretense of work.
He put the blood samples back in the refoigerator and pored over the
slick, heavy pages of the guides. He showed Marina the birds he hoped
to see, wattled jacanas with tocs as long as his hand, guira cuckoos
with downy scrub brushes attached to the tops of their heads. A person
could wash out the inside of a pickle jar with such a bird. He bought a
new camera with a lens thar could zoom straight into a nest from fifey
feet away. It was not the kind of luxury Anders would have afforded
himself under normal circumstances.

“But these are not normal citcumstances,” he said, and took a pic-
ture of his coworker at her desk.

At the bright burst of the flash, Marina raised her head from a
black-necked red cotinga, a bird che size of a thumb who lived in
a cone-shaped daub of mud attached to the tip of a leaf. “It’s an
ambitious lot of birds.” She studied every picture carefully. mar-
veling at the splendors of biodiversity. When she saw the hyacinth
macaws she experienced one split second of regret that she wasn't the
one Mr. Fox had tapped for the job. [t was a singularly ridiculous

T
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thought. “You'll be too busy with birds to ever find the time to talk
to Dr. Swenson.”

“I imagine I'll find a lot of birds before T find Dr. Swenson, and
when I do find her I doubt she’ll pack up on the first day and rush
back to Johns Hopkins. These things take finesse. Mt. Fox said thae
himself. That leaves me with a lot of daylight hours.”

Finding Dr. Swenson was an issue. There was an address in Manaus
but apparently it was nowhere near the station where she did her feld
research; that location, she believed, needed to be protected with the
highest level of secrecy in order to preserve both the unspoiled nature
of her subjects and the value of the drug she was developing. She had
made the case so convincingly that not even Mr. Fox knew where she
was exactly, other than somewhere on 2 tributary off the Rio Negro.
How far away from Manaus that tributary mighe begin and in which
direction it ran no one could say. Worse than that was the sense that
finding her was going to be the easy part. Marina looked at Anders
straight on and again he raised his camera. “Stop that,” she said,
and tumned her palm to the lens. “What if you can't get her to come
back at all?”

"OF course I can,” Anders said. "She likes me. Why do you think
T'm the one M. Fox decided to send?”

It was possible that Dr. Swenson had liked him on the one day she
spent at Vogel seven years ago, when she had sat at a conference table
with Anders and four other doctors and five executives who made up
the Probability Assessment Group to discuss the preliminary budget
for che development of a program in Brazil. Marina could have told
him Dr. Swenson had no idea who he was, but why would she have said
that? Surely he knew.

P 1 t. Fox didn't know Karen Eckman. He had met her at company
parties but he told Marina he could not remember her face,
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a fact that seemed unforgivable now in light of what had happened.
Marina saw the look of gratitude when she took down her coat thac
was hanging by itself on the rack by the door, but she would never have
sent him there alone. The task was one for military chaplains, police
officers, people who knew something about knocking on doors ro de-
liver the news that would forever derail the world of the people who
lived inside the house. Anders is dead.

“She’ll be glad you're there,” Mr. Fox said.

“Glad doesn't figure into this,” Marina said,

Marina was going along to help Mr. Fox, and she went out of
respect for her dead friend, but she had no illusions chat she was the
person Karen Eckman would want to break the news. It was true that
she knew Karen, but only as well as a forty-two-year-old woman with
nio children knows a forty-three-year-old woman with three, as well as
any single woman who works with the husband ever knows the wife
who stays at home. Marina understood that Karen had made a point
of knowing her even if Karen had not consciously mistrusted her.
Karen engaged her in conversation when it was Marina who answered
the phone in the lab. She invited her to their Christmas apen house
and the Fourth of July barbeque, where she got Marina a glass of tea
and asked her thoughtful questions about protcin research and said
she really liked her shoes, a vaguely exotic pair of yellow satin flats a
cousin had sent her from Calcutta years ago, shoes she loved herself
and saved for special occasions. When Marina in turn asked about the
bays, what they were doing in school, whether or not they were going
to camp. Karen answered the questions offhandedly, offering up very
few details. She was not the sort of mother to bombard her husband’s
polite colleague with the endless talk of Scout meetings. Marina knew
that Karen was not afraid of her. Marina was, after all, overly call and
bony with impenetrable eyes and heavy black hair that set her apart
from all the Swedes; it was only that Karen didnt want Marina to
forger her. And Marina did not forger her, but what was tmportant be-
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tween them was so decply unspoken that there was never the chance to
defend herself from that of which she had never been accused and was
not guilty. Marina was not the kind of woman who fell in love with
another woman's husband, any more than she was the kind of woman
who would break into the house at night and steal the grandmother’s
engagement ring, the laptop, the child. In truth, after cwo glasses of
rummy punch ar the last Christmas party, she had wanted very much
to lean against Karen Eckman in the kitchen, put an arm around her
little shoulders, bend her head down until their heads were almost
touching. She had wanted to whisper in her ear, “I'm in love with Mr.
Fox,” just to see Karen's pale blue eyes go round in char collision of
pleasure and surprise. How she wished now that she had been drunk
encugh to confide. Had she ever done that, Marina Singh and Karen
Eckman would be vety good friends indeed.

Outside the snow had been falling in wet clumps long enough
to bury every blade of new spring grass. The crocuses she had seen
only that morning, their yellow and putple heads straight up from the
dirt, were now frozen as solid as carp in the lake. The tiny blooms of
tedbud made burdened shelves of snow. Mr. Fox and Marina pushed
forward through the icy slush withour a thought that they were for the
very first time in their relationship leaving the building together. They
made the long walk from the southern quadrant of the Vogel campus
to the parking lot nearly a quarter mile away. Marina hadn't brought
her snow boots. It hadn't been snowing when she left for work.

“T'll tell you something else,” Mr. Fox said once they were in his
car, the spnow brushed off and the defroster turned to high. “I never
thought he'd be gone so long. I told him when he left to take his time,
to get the point across, but 1 had thought we were talking abour a week,
maybe two at the outside. 1 never considered him staying for more than
two weeks.”

“He had a hard time finding her, that threw his schedule off
to start.”
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Anders had left the day after Christmas. The company had wanted
him 10 go svoner but Christmas was nonnegotiable for the Ecktmans.
She had shown Mr. Fox the few Ietters she'd had from Anders because
they confided nothing. He had mostly talked about Manaus and then
abour the birding trips he had zaken in the jungle with a guide. To her,
Anders had spoken mostly of rain. if Mr. Fox had also received letters
from Anders, and she was sure he had, he never mentioned them.

“So two weeks then. Not three months. I would have told him to
come back—"

“You couldn't get a hold of him then.”

“Exactly.” Mr. Fox let his eyes trail off across the whitened land-
scape that smeared beneath the windshield wipers. * would have told
him ther's a message to deliver and once he gave it to her he should
have gotten on a plane himself, with or without her. Thar was his
only job."

"It never would have been as simple as that,” she said, as much to
herself as to him. No one seriously thonght the outcome of telling Dr.
Swenson she needed to bring her research back to Minnesota would
be Dir. Swenson packing her lab into boxes and coming home—not
Anders, not Mr. Fox, not Marina. In truth, it wasn't even essential that
she come back. Had she been willing to reopen lines of cotntnunica-
tion, to prove that the drug was nearly complered, to let the company
tnstall a corerie of its own doctors who would give regular and accurate
reports of the drug’s progress, Vogel wauld have left her in her research
station for years, pouring in cash from an opened vein. But now Anders
was dead and the notion of success was reduced to sickening folly. Just
the thought of Dr. Swenson gave Marina the sensation of a cold hand
groping for her hearr, It is fifteen years ago and she is in the lecrure
hail at Johns Hopkins in a seat safely on the aisle of 2 middle row, and
there is Dr. Swenson pacing in front of the podium, talking about the
cervix, the cervix, with a level of intensity that elevates to such ferocity
that nione of them dare to look at their watches, No one in the crowd
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of a hundred will suggest chat class is long over, class should be dis-
missed, there are other classes they are now in the process of missing,
Even though Marina is a second-ear resident she is attending a fecture
for third-year medical students because Dr, Swenson has made it clear
to residents and medical students alike that when she is speaking they
should be in attendance. But Marina would not dream of missing a
lecture or Jeaving a lecture over a matter as inconsequential as time. She
ts riveted in place while the slide show of arypical cells on the high wall
before her flicks past so quickly they nearly make a moving picture. Dr,
Swenson knows everything Marina necds to know, answers the ques-
tions Marina has not yet formulated in her mind. A tiny woman made
tinier by distance fixes one hundred people to their seats with a voice
that never troubles itsclf to be raised, and because they are all afraid of
her and because they are afraid of missi ng anything she might say, they
stay as long as she chooses to keep them. Marina belicves the entire
room exists as she exists, at the intersection of terror and exaltation, a
place that keeps the mind exceedingly alere. Her hand sweeps over page
after page as she writes down every svllable Dy, Swenson speaks. It is
the class in which Marina learns to rake notes like a courr reporter, a
skill that will serve her for che rest of her life.

Ie strikes Marina as odd that all these years later she still remem-
bers Dr. Swenson in the lecture hall. In her mind’s eye she never sees
her in surgery or on the floor making rounds, but at a safe, physical

distance.

aten and Anders Eckman lived on a cul-de-sac where the neigh-
bors drove slowly knowing that boys could come sledding down
a hill or shooting out between the shrubbery on a bike. “That one,”
Marina said, pointing to the red brick, and Mr. Fox pulled the car to
the curb, Marina and Anders must have made about the same amount
of money. They never talked about it but they did the same work;
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Anders had been at the company a few years longer than Marina so
he could have made a lictle more. But Marina’s house, which was quite
small and still too big for her, was paid for. She made regular contri-
butions to charity and let che rest of her money languish in the bank
while Anders paid for this house, piano lessons, teeth straightening,
summer camp, college accounts, How had he managed, three sons and
a wife, and who would pay for this life now that he was dead? For a
while she sat there, imagining the various birchday parties and Christ-
mases, endless pictures of boys with presents, knotted ribbon and torn-
up gift-wrap in piles of red and silver and green, until Anally the snow
laid a blanket over the windshield and cut off the view,

“Now this is a surprise,” Karen Eckman said when she opened the
door, both hands grasping the choke chain of an enormous golden
retriever; she was a small woman, and it didn't look like a battle she
would win. “No!” she said loudly. "Sit!” She was wearing a white knit
stocking cap pulled down over her cars and her coat was just behind
her, thrown across a chair in the front hall. Marina was blanking on
the dog’s name, though there was a picture of him on Anders’ desk
along with pictures of Karen and the boys. He pushed his mallet head
against Karen'’s hip and gave two sharp batks at the unimaginable good
fortune of guests in the middle of che day.

"You're leaving,” M. Fox said, as if this meant maybe they should
leave as well.

Karen shook her head. "No, no, you're fine, I've got plenty of time.
I was going 1o swing by the store on the way o pick up che boys but
can do that later. Come inside. It’s freezing”” The dog hunged forward
when they entered, hoping for the chance to jump up, but Karen, who
had at best twenty pounds on the animal, managed to drag him to the
side of the entry hall. "You get back, Pickles,” she said. “You sit.”

Pickles did not sit, and when she let him go she rubbed her hands
to work out the indentations the chain-link collar had lefe. In the
kitchen everything was neat: no cups on the countertop, no toys on the
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floor. Marina had been to the house before buc only for parties when
every room and hallway was pressed full of people. Empty she could
see how big the place was. It would take a lot of children to fill in the
open spaces. “Would you like some coffee?” Karen said.

Marina turned to pur the question to Mr. Fox and found that he
was standing almost direetly behind her. Mr. Fox was not taller than
Marina. It was something he joked about when they were alone. "No
coffee,” Marina said. “Thank you." It wasn't a bright day but what
light there was reflected off the snow and cast a wide silvery band
across the breakfast table. Through the big picture window Marina
saw a jungle gym standing on a low hill in the backyard, a rough fort
gathering snow on its slanted toof. Pickles leaned up against Marina
now and he batted het hand with his head until she reached down to
rub the limp chamots of his ears.

“I can puc him up,” Karen said. “He’s a lot of dog.”

Pickles stared at her, his vision unfocused by the ecstasy in his eats.,
“I like dogs,” Marina said. chinking it was vital that he stay. The dog
would have to stand in for their minister if they had one. The dog
would be Karen's mother, her sister, whoever it was she wished was
standing next to her when everything came down. The dog would have
to be Anders.

She glanced back at Mr. Fox again. Every second they wete in the
house without telling her what had happened was a lie. But Mr. Fox
had surned towards the refrigerator now. He was looking at pictures of
the boys: the two youngest ones a couple of washed-out towheads, the
older one only slightly darker. He was looking at a picture of Anders
with his arms around his wife and in that photo they were not much
older than children themselves. There were pictures of birds, too, a
group of prairie chickens standing in a field, an eastern bluebird so
vibrant it appeared to have been Photoshopped. Anders took a lot of
pictures of birds.

Karen pulled oft her hat and pushed her straight pale hair behind

"2 et
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her ears. The flush that had been in her cheeks from the momentary
burst of cold had faded. “Thus tsn't good news, right?” she said, twist-
ing the rings on her finger, the modest diamond and the platinum
band. “I'm glad 1o see you but I can't imagine you're just dropping by
1o say hello.”

And for a split second Marina felt the slightest surge of reticf. Of
course she would know. Even if she hadn't heard she would know in
that way a soul knows. Marina wanted so badly to put her atms around
Karen then, to give her condolences. She was ready for that if nothing
else. The words for how sorry she was ached in the back of her throat.

"It's not good news,” Marina said, hearing the catch in her own
voice. This was the moment for Mr. Fox to tell the story, to explain it
in 2 way Marina herself did not fully understand, but nothing came.
Mr. Fox had given himself over to the refrigerator photos. He had his
back to the two women, his arms locked behind, his head cilted for-
ward to a picture of a common loon,

Karen turned her eyes up, shook her head slightly. “The letters have
been crazy,” she said. “I'll get two in a day and then nathing all week,
They don't come in any sort of order. 1 got one a couple of days ago
that didn't have a date on it but it must have been pretty recent. He
sounded like he was half out of his mind. He's definitely writing to me
less now, I think he doesn't want to tell me he has to stay longer.”

“Karen, listen.”

Pickles lifted his head as il fisten was his command. He sat.

“It isn'c his job,” Karen said, and while she looked at Marina she
pointed her finger at Mr. Fox's back. “He doesn't like the jungle. 1
mean, the birds, he says the birds are spectacular, but the rest of it is
tnaking him crazy, the leaves and the vines and all of that. In one of
his letters he said he felt like they were choking him at night. Where
Anders grew up in Crookston there are hacdly any trees ac all. Have
you ever been to Crookston? It’s nothing but prairie up there. He used
to say that trees made him nervous, and he was joking, but still. He
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isn't cut out for this. He isn't some mediator who's been trained to talk
down the difficult cases. I understand why you sent him. Everybody
likes Anders. But if Vogel has inflated its stock price then thats Vogel's
prablem. It’s nat his job to fix it. He can't fix it, and you can't just leave
him out there to try.”

Marina imagined that Karen had been making this speech in her
head every morning and nighe while she brushed her teeth, never think-
ing she'd have the opportunity to deliver it to Mr. Fox himself,

“He's never going to say this o you but even if he hasn't been
able to bring this nutcase back it's time for him to come home. We've
got three boys here, Mr. Fox. You can't expect them to finish out the
school year without their Father.”

This time Marina recognized the sensation at the onset, the help-
less buckling of joints, and was able to reach for the tall chair at the
kicchen island. Surely it was Mr. Fox’s part to give Karen the letter,
but then with a fresh wave of grief, Marina remembered that the letter
was in her own pocket. She pulled out the chair beside her. “Sit down,
Karen,” she said. “Sit next to me.”

The moment did not bring to mind her own losses. What rushed
before Matina was the inherent cruelty of telling. It didn't matcer how
gently the news was delivered, with how much sortow and compassion,
it was a blow 1o cut Karen Eckman in two.

“Anders?” Karen said, and then she said it again, louder, as if he
were in the other room, as if she both believed what she had been told
and denied it. All the cold thar swept through Minnesota came into
Karen Eckman and she stammered and shook. Her fingers began to
rake at the outside of her arms. She asked to see the letter but then she
refused to touch the thing, so thin and blue, half unfolded. She told
Marina to read it aloud.

There was no way to say she wouldn't do it buc still, no matter how
much Marina tried to edit the words as they came out of her mouth
she couldn’t make them into sympathy. “Given our location, this rain,"
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she satd tentatively, leaving out the part about governments and their
petty bureaucractes. “We chose to bury him here.” She could not bring
herself co say that this burial was no small task. She should have read
the first paragraph, as banal as it was. Without it whar was left didn't
even sound like a letter. It sounded like some thrifty telegram.

“She buried him there?” Karen said. The bellows of her lungs
strained for nothing. There was no air in the kitchen. “Jesus, what are
you saying to me? He's in the ground?”

“Tell me who I can call for you. Someone needs to be here.” Marina
tried 1o hold her hands but Karen shook her of f.

“Get him out of there! You can't just leave him. He isn't going to
stay there.”

It was the moment to promise everything, bur as hard as she tried
she could not assemble a single sentence of comfort. T can't get him
out,” Matina said, and it was a terrible admission because now she
could see very clearly the mud and the leaves, the ground closing in the
rain, growing over immediately in tender saplings and tough grasses
until it was impossible to find the place where he was. She could feel
Anders’ strangling panic in all thase leaves and the panic became het
own, “I don't know how. Karen, look at me, you have to tell me who to
call. You have 1o let me call someone.”

But Katen couldn't understand or couldn't hear or didn't care what
might have made things easier for Marina. The two of them were alone
in this. Mr. Fox had been driven from the room by the sound, the
keening of Karen Eckman's despair. She slipped down from her chair
and sank to the floor to cry against the retriever, wrapping her grief
around his sturdy torso while the poor animal shivered and licked at
her arm. She cried there until she'd dampened the dog's fur.

What idiots they were thinking they knew what they were doing!
Matina had had to announce deaths to family members in the hospi-
tal when she had been a resident, not often, only if the attending was
too busy or 1eo imperious to be bothered. No matter how hard these
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daughters and fathers and brothers and wives had cried, how tightly
they clung to her, it had never been that difficult to extricate herself.
She stmply had to ratse her head and there was a nurse who knew more
about how to hold them and what to say. Behind her there were charts
full of phone numbers that had been compiled in advance. Available
clergy were listed for any denomination, grief counselors and support
groups that met on Wednesdays. The most she had been asked to do
was write an order for a sedative. Marina had made the announce-
ment of Anders’ death while giving no thought to deach’s infrastruc-
ture. What about those boys standing in front of the school now, the
snow growing into piles on their shoulders while they waited for cheir
mother? How could Marina have forgotten to account for them? Why
didn't they know to find somcbody first, a dozen somebodies standing
ready around Karen while she absotbed the violence of the news? All of
those people at che Christmas party, the women in reindeer sweaters,
the men in red ties, the people Marina had seen laughing in this kitchen
only a few months ago, leaning against each other with their whiskeyed
cggnog, they were desperately needed now! And if they hadn't been
smart ¢nough to bring family and friends, could they not have thought
at least to slip a few sample cards of Xanax into their pockets? There
was no waiting out the siwvation, Giving it time would only mean the
Eckman boys would start to panic as a teacher led them back into the
school building and told them to wait inside. They would think chat
their mother was dead; chat’s where a child's mind goes—always to the
loss of the mother,

Matina stood up from the foor, though in her memory she had
never sat down on it. She went to the phone, locking for an address
book, a Rolodex, anything with numbers. What she found were two
copies of the Minncapolis Star Tribune, a scratch pad with a clean sheet
of paper on top, a coffee mug that said “I Love My Library” jumbled
full of pens and crayons, a picce of paper tacked to a cork board chat
said “Babysitter Emergency™ Karen's cell phone, Anders’ cell phone,
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Anders' office, poison control centet, ambulance, Dr. Johnson, Linn
Hilder. This is what it feels like when the house is burning dawn,
Marina chought. This is why they give you a number as simple as 911
for the emergencies that will sucely come, because when the Hames are
racing up the curtains and hurtling towards you over the floorboards
you wan't know any numbers. As much as she wanted 1o help the wife
of her dead friend, she wanted 1o ger out of that house. She picked up
the phone and dialed the name on the bortom of the list, She had to
take the phone out of the kitchen in order to hear the woman on the
other end. Linn Hilder was the neighbor down the street who hap-
pened to have two boys who were friends with the Eckman boys. Why,
Linn Hilder had leaned out her car window not twenty minutes ago
and asked them if they needed a ride home and they had said no, Mrs.
Hilder, our mother’s coming, Linn Hilder was herself now crying as
convulsively as Karen.

"Call someone,” Matina said in a low voice. “Call anyone you can
think of and send them over here. Call the school. Go to the school
and get the boys.”

When she came back to the kitchen she saw thac Pickles was lying
out on the floor to the right of his ownet, his sodden head resting at the
joint of Karen's hip, and 1o her left sat Mr. Fox, who had miraculously
stepped forward in her brief absence. He was petting Karen's head with
a slow and chythmical assurance. “It’s all right.” he said quictly. “It's
going to be all right.” Her head was against his chest and her tears had
darkened the stripes on his tie from blue to black. And while it wasn't
all right, noching close to it, she seemed able to hear the steady repeti-
tion of the words and was trying to breathe regularly.

Marina and Mr. Fox left the house an hour later, after Karen's
mother had been located, after her sister came in with her
husband, bringing word that their brother was driving up from Jowa,

STATE OF WONDER

after Linn Hilder had collected the Eckman boys from school and
taken them to her own house until a sensible plan for breaking the
news to them could be devised. From the moment Mr. Fox had first
stood in the door of the lab with that blue envelope in his hand
it had never occurred to Marina that there might be guilt where
Anders' death was concerned. It was an accident as much as being
pulled under by the cutrent in the Amazon River would have been
an accident. But as they stepped into the smack of frigid wind with
only Pickles there to sce them out, she wondered if the people inside
thought of Mr. Fox as culpable. The days were still short and che
sun was alceady low. Certainly withour Mr. Fox in the pictute, the
Eckman boys would be doing their homework or tolling up a snow-
man in the backyard. Anders would be looking at the clock in their
office, saying he was hungry, his body already leaning towards the
door in their thriving, living world. She thought it was possible that
even if Karen Eckman and her people didn't blame M. Fox in the
greatest hour of their grief, the blame might still come to them larer
on, after time and sleep had untangled their thinking. She certainly
blamed him for leaving her alone to tell Karen, and for nat holding
her arm as she carcfully maneuvered her way down the unshoveled
walk to the car. Did she blame him for sending Anders to his death in
Brazil? She struggled with the handle on the passenget-side door that
was half frozen down while Mr, Fox slipped into che driver’s side,
She brushed the snow off the window with her hand and then tapped
her bare knuckles against the glass. He had been staring straight
ahead and now he turned in her ditection and looked startled to see
her, as if he had forgotten he hadn't come alonc. He leaned over and
pushed the door open.

She fell onto the leather sear just as she mighe have fallen out on
the pavement in front of the house had she been forced to wait there
another minure. “Just take me back to my car,” Marina said. Her hands
were shaking and she pinned them becween her knees. She had spent
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most of her life in Minnesota and yet she had never been so cold. All
she wanted 1n the world was to go home and sit in a hot bath.

It had stopped snowing but the sky hanging over the prairie was
swallen and gray. The interstate, once they found it, was nothing but
a beaten strip of badly plowed blacktop between two flat expanses of
white. Mr. Fox did not take Marina back to het car. He was driv-
ing instead to St. Paul, and once in St. Paul to a restaurant where in
the past they had had remarkable luck not running inro anyone they
knew. When she saw where he was going she said nothing, She could
understand in some dim way that after all they'd been through it was
better for them to be together. It was well after five when they slid into
a booth in the back of the room. When Matina ordered a glass of red
wine, she realized she wanted it even more than the bath. The waitress
brought her two and put them side by side on the table in front of her
as if she might be expecting a friend. She brought M. Fax two glasses
of scotch over piles of ice.

“Happy Houz,” she said with no particular happiness. "You folks
have a good time."

Marina waited until the woman had walked away and then with-
out preamble she repeated to Mr. Fox the single sentence from Karen's
monologue that had stuck in her head so clearly after all the others
began to melt together. “If Vogel has inflated tts scock price then that's
Vogel's problem.”

He locked at her with what might have been called 2 wan smile
except thete wasn't quite enough smile in it. I can’t ever remember
being chis tired.”

She nodded her head. She waited. For a long time he waited
with her.

“You know the stock price is up,” he said finally.

“Tknow it’s up. I guess 1 don't know why it's up or that it has any-
thing te do with Anders.”

Mr. Fox drained his fiest glass easily and chen rested his fingers
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lightly on the rim of the second. He would be sixty-one in 2 month
but the events of the day had put him safely beyond that. In the dim
light of the low-hanging swag lamp with a faux Tiffany shade he could
have been seventy. He sat hunched, his shoulders pressing towards ane
another in the front, and his glasses dug a small red groove into the
bridge of his nose. His mouth, which in the past had been generous
and kind, now cut across his face in a single straight line. Marina had
worked ar Vogel for more than six years before they ever came to this
restaurant. It was plenty of time ro think about Mr. Fox as her em-
ployer, her supetior. For the last seven months they had made an at-
tempt to redefine their relationship,

“The problem is this,” Mr. Fox said, his voice turned sullen. “For
some time now there has been . . " He waited, as if a combination of
the cold, the exhaustion, and the scotch had stelen the very word he
needed. “There has been a situation in Brazil. It was not a situation
that Anders was meant to solve. ! didn't ask him to solve it, but I did
think he would bring back enough information so that 1 would be
able to handle it myself. | saw Anders as the person who would set
things in motion. He would explain to Dr. Swenson that it was es-
sential that she wrap up her research and move directly, with the help
of other scientists, into the developmental phase of the drug, Then
he would explain to me, based on what he'd seen, what sort of rea-
sanable timetable we should be able to expect. The fact that Anders
died in the middle of all this is a terrible thing, I don't need to tell
you that, but his death”—and here Mr. Fox paused to consider his
words and take a quarter inch off the secend glass—"his death does
not change the problem.”

“And the problem is that this drug which you've been saying for a
year now is all buc sicting on the doorstep of the FDA doesn't exist? It's
not that Dr. Swenson isn't bringing it back from Brazil. You're saying
there’s nothing to bring back.” Mr. Fox was tao old for her. He was five
years younger than her mother, a point her mother would have been




ANN PATCHETT

the fitst person to bring up had Marina beeo inclined to tell her about
the relationship.

“I don't know that. That was the purpose of the trip. We needed
mote information.”

“So you sent Anders out on some sort of reconnaissance mission?
Anders Eckman? How was he qualified for tha?”

“He was meant to be our ambassador. He wasn't hiding anything,
thete was nothing to hide. His job was to explain to Dr. Swenson the
importance of her finishing her portion of the project. Since she’s been
down there she’s disconnected herself, from—" Mr. Fox stopped and
shoak his head. The list was toa long. "Everything. I'm not encirely
sure she possesses a concept of time.”

“How long ago did you last hear from her”

“Not counting today’s letter?” He stopped to do the math in his
head though Marina suspected he was anly stalling, “It's been twenty-
six months.”

“Nothing? In over two years you've heard nothing? How is thac
possible?” What she meant was how was it possible he had let this go
so far but that was not how he heard the question.

“She doesn't scem 1o feel she's accountable to the people who have
been funding her work. I've given her a kind of latitude chat any other
drug company would have lighed at, and should laugh at. Thar's why
she agreed to come with us. Her money is deposited monthly into
an account in Rio as per our ariginal agreement. I've paid to have a
research station built and ! don't even know whete it is. We sent the
whole thing down on a barge, freezers and tin siding, roofs and doors,
tnore generators than you could imagine. We sent everpthing to sct
up a fully operating lab and she met the barge in Manaus and got on
board and tock it down the river herself. None of the warkers were ever
able to remember where they dropped things off.”

“If Anders found it, it wouldnt be impossible ta find* Dr. Swen-
son would never see herself as accountable to Vogel, any more than she
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would think of herself as working for them. She might develop a drug
for the purposes of her own curiosity or the interest of science, but it
would never occur to her that her work was the property of the people
who signed the checks. Anyone who had spent a thoughtful hour in her
presence could have figured that much out. *So pull the plug. Cut the
money off and wait until she comes out.”

Mr. Fox, who had been holding the remaining and mostly full glass
of scotch an inch off the table, now set it down. The look on his face
meant to say that she understood none of it. “The project needs to be
completed, not abandoned.”

"Then it wen't be abandoned.” Marina closed her eyes. She wanted
to sink into the red wine, to swim in it. “The truth is 1 don't want
to talk about Dr. Swenson or Vogel or drug development anymore. 1
know I'm the one who brought it up but I was wrong. Let's just give the
day to Anders.”

“You're absolutely right,” Mr. Fox said in a tone that was free of
concession, “This isn't the time to talk about it, and tomorrow won't
be cither, nor will the day after thac. Bur since the day is righcfully
Anders’ I'll tell you this: in finding Dr. Swenson we not only have the
chance to solve Vogel's problems, but we could resolve some of the
questions about Anders’ death as well.”

“What questions?”

"Believe me,” he said, “there will be questions.”

She wondered then if he felt it too, that the blame would come to
him eventually. “You're not going to Brazil,” she said.

“No,” he said.

It was this tecrible light that made him look old, the scotch and
the heavy weight of the day. She wanted them ro leave now, and when
they got back to Eden Prairie she would take him home with her. She
blamed him for nothing. She leaned across the table of this dark, back
booth and took his hand. “The president of the company doesn't go
off to Brazil."
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“There is nothing inherently dangerous about the Amazon. It's a
matter of precautions and good sense.”

“I'm sure you're right but that doesn't mean that you should go.”

“I promise you, I'm not going. Annick Swenson wouldn't listen to
me. | realize now she's never listened to me, not in the meetings, the
agreement lecters, the contracts, I've been writing to her ever since she
left—no e-mail, no texting, she does none of that. I sit down and put
itall on paper, I've been very clear about her obligations and out com-
mitment to the project. There’s been no indication that she reads my
fetters.”

“So what you need to find is someone she'll listen to.”

“Exactly. I didn't think that through when I sent Anders, He was
affable and bright, and he seemed to want to go, which counted for a
lot. I only thought it needed to be someone from Vogel, someone who
wasn't me.”

Oh, Anders! To have been sent off on a mission you were never
right for. To be regarded after your death as an error of judgment. "So
now you'll find the right person.”

“You,” he said.

Marina felt a small jolt in the hand he was holding, as if something
sharp had briefly stabbed through him and into her. She took back hee
hand and rubbed it quickly.

"She knows you,” he said. “She'll listen. 1 should have asked you in
the fiest place. You were the board’s choice, and I made the case against
you. I told them I had asked you and you had refused. Tt was selfishness
on my part. This time we've spent together—" He looked up at her
now but for both of them it felt almost unbearable and so he dropped
his eyes. “It’s been important to me. [ didn't want you going off. That's
my guilt, Marina, sending Anders instead of you, because you would
have gotten it done.”

“Buc he died” she said. She didn't want to corn back the clock
and choose between Anders and herself, to think about which one
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of them was more expendable n life's greater scheme. She was sure
she knew the answer to that one. “You would have rather it had
been me?”

“You wouldn't have died.” He was utterly clear on this point.
“Whatever Anders did, it was careless, He wasn't caten by a crocodile.
He had a fever, he was sick. If you wete sick you would have the sense
to get on a plane and come home.”

Marina didn't approve of the introducrion of culpability on
Anders’s part. It was bad enough that he was dead withour it being
his fault. “Let’s leave poor Anders out of this for a minute if we
can.” She tried to grab hold of logic. “The flaw in your argument is
that you think I know Dr. Swenson. I haven't seen her in—" Marina
stopped, had it been that long? "Thitteen years. I know her thoughts
on reproductive endocrinology and to a lesser extent gynecalogical
surgery, and not even her current thoughts on either of those things,
her thirteen-year-old thoughts. I don't know ber. And as for her know-
ing me, she doesn't. She didn't know me then and there is no reason
to think she would suddenly know me now. She wouldn't remember
my name, my face, my test scores.” Would Dr. Swenson know her?
She saw Dr. Swenson raise her eyes to the lecture hall, sweep past the
faces of all the students, all the residents, year after year after year.
There could be hundreds of them in a single class and over the years
that quickly added up to thousands, and yet for a brief time Dr.
Swenson knew Marina Singh alone.

“You underestimate yourself.”

Matina shook her head. “You overestimate Dr. Swenson. And me.
We would be strangers to one another.” This was halfway true. It was
the truth in one direction.

"You were her student, her bright student who went on to do well
in her field. It’s a connection. It's more of a connection to her than
anyane else has.”

“Except for her employer.”
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He raised his eyebrows but it wasn't enough to mock surprise. “So
now you think I should go?”

“Are we the only two people available for this mission? I don't think
cicher one of us should go.” She could see Anders so cleatly now. He
had laid it all out for her and yet she had missed his point entizely. “She
found a village of people in the Amazon, a tribe,” Anders had said,
"where the women go on bearing children until the end of theit lives."

“Now there’s a chilling thought.” Marina was inputting numbers
and listening to Anders the way she often did, with half of one ear.

“OF course their lives are on average shorter than ours by about a
decade but that’s true everywhere tn the Amazon—poor dier, lictle or
no medical care.”

“All those children.”

Anders pushed off from his desk in his rolling chair. With his long
legs and the short length of floot in the lab he maneuvered around the
room easily with his heels. “Their eggs aren't aging, do you get that?
The rest of the body goes along its path to destruction while the re-
productive system stays datsy fresh. This is the end of IVE No more
expense, no more shots that don't end up working, no more donor eggs
and surrogates. This is ovum in perpetuity, menstruation everfasting”

Marina looked up. “Would you stop this?”

He put a thick bound report on her desk, Reproductive Endocrinology in
the Lakaski Prople, by Dir. Annick Swenson. “Pretend for a moment that
you are a clinical pharmacologist working for a major drug develop-
ment firm. Imagine someone offering you the equivalent of Lost Hortzon
for American ovaries.” He took Marina’s hand as if in proposal. "Put
off your reproductive decisions for as long as you want. We're not talk-
ing forey-five, we're talking fifty, sixty, maybe beyond that. You can
always have children.”

Marina felt the words pointed directly at her. She was forty-two.
She was in love with a man she did not leave the building with, and
while she had not broached the subject with Mr. Fox, it wasn't im-
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possible to think that they could have a child. Improbable, maybe,
but not out of the question. She picked up the hefty report, “Annick
Swenson.”

“"She’s the researcher. She's some famous ethnobotanist in Brazil.”

Marina opened to the table of contents. “She's not an ethnobota-
nist,” she said, glancing down the list of chapters: “Onset of Puberty in
Lakashi Women.” “Birth Rates in Comparable Tribes". ..

Anders looked at the page she was looking at as if this information
was printed there. “How do you know that?”

Marina closed the repott and slid it back over the desk. From the
very start she remembered wanting no part in this. “She was a teacher
of mine in medical school.”

That had been the conversation in its entirety. The phone rang,
sommeone came in, it was over. Marina had not been asked to sit in on
the review board meetings or ta meet Dr. Swenson on the occasion of
Dr. Swenson’s single visit to Vogel. There was no reason she would
have been. Obligations on teview board committees were rotating and
in this particular instance her number had not come up. There was no
reason Mr. Fox would have ever known about the connection between
herself and the chronicler of the Lakashi people except that clearly at
some point Anders must have told him.

“What is she like, anyway?” Anders asked her cwo ot three days
before he lefr.

Marina took a moment. She saw her teacher down in the pit of the
lecture hall, observed her at a safe and comfortable distance, “She was
an old-style medical school professor.”

“The stuff of legends? A suicide in every class?”

Anders was locking at his bird books then, too distracted by tana-
gers to notice her face. Marina was caught not wanting 10 make a joke
of something that didn't have an ounce of hurnot in it, and at the same
time not wanting to offer up any little crack that could be pried open
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into a meaninglul conversation. All she said then was, *Yes.
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In the end neither Marina nor Mr. Fox could face dinnet. They fin-
ished their drinks, two apiece, and drove back to the parking lot at
Vogel, where Marina got in her car to go home. There was no further
argument, no plans for the Amazon or the evening ahead. They had
both been certain that the answer would be to go to bed together, hold
each other through the long night as a means of warding off death,
but there in the parking lot they split apart navurally, both of them
too tired and too fundamentally alone in their thoughts to stay with
the other,

“T'll call to say good night,” M. Fox said.

Marina nodded and she kissed him, and when she was home and in
bed after the bath she had so desperately wanted, he did call and said
good night, but only good night, with no discussion of the day. When
the phone rang again, five minutes or five hours after she had wrned
out the light, she did not think it would be Mr. Fox. Her first startled
thought was that it was Anders. It had something to do with a dream
she was having. Anders was calling to say his car had broken down in
the snow and he needed her to come and pick him up.

"Marina, I'm sorry, I'm waking you.”

It was a woman’s voice, and then she realized it was Karen's voice.
Marina reached beneath her to try and straighten our the nightgown
that had worked its way into twisted rope around her waist. “It’s all
right.”

"Dr. Johnson brought some sleeping pills over but they didnt do
anything”

“Sometimes they don't,” Marina said. She picked up the little clock
on her bedside table whose riny hands glowed green in the dack, 3:25.

“They worked for everyone else. Everyone in the house is sound
asleep.”

“Do you want me to come over?” She could go back now and sit on
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the kitchen floor with Karen and Pickles. She could lic on Anders side
of the bed and hold Karen's hand in the dark until she fell askeep. This
time she would be ready, she would know what to do.

“No, it'’s okay. I've got my family here, even if they're asleep. It's
just that I've been thinking abou all this, righe? OFf course I'm think-
ing about this.” Her voice was remarkably calm on the other end of
the line.

“Sure.”

“And I've got all these questions now.”

“Of course,” Marina said, unable to think of a single question she'd
be capable of answering.

“Well, why does she say in the letter that she’s keeping his few pos-
sessions for his wife? Does she think that I'm going to come by and
pick up his warch?"” Her voice wavered a bit and just as quickly she
regained control. “Don’t you think she’d mail them?”

His camera, wallet, passport, watch, maybe the field guides and
maybe some clothing but she doubted that. De. Swenson would
retarn the chings that she deemed important, which is to say she
would ser them aside and forger them. “Maybe she just thought she
would give them to the next person who came down there. It would
be safer. [ imagine a lot of things get lost in the mail.” It occurred to
her then that this letter could have been lost, ar it might have come
three days ago, or a month from now. How long would they have
waited passively for news of Anders while they went about their lives?

“But what if she isn't sending the things because he still has them:”

Marina rubbed her thumb and index finger into the cotners of her
eyes. She was trying to pull herself up from sleep by using the bridge
of her nese. “I'm sorry. I'm not following you.”

“What if he isn't dead?”

Marina pressed her head deep into the pillow. “He’s dead, Karen.”

“Why? Because we got a ketter from some crazy woman in Brazil
who nobody’s alfowed to talk to? I need more than that. This is the
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worst thing that’s ever going to happen to me. It’s the worst thing that’s
going to happen to my boys ever in their entire lives, and I'm supposed
to take a stranger’s word on it?”

There had to be an equation for probability and proof. At some
point probability becomes so great it eclipses the need for proof, al-
though maybe not if it was your husband. “Mr. Fox is going to send
someone down there. They're going to find out what happened.”

“But say he's not dead. I know you don't believe it but just say. Say
that he's sick and he needs me to come and find hitn. In that case there
isn't any time to wait for M. Fox to reassemble his committee to find
someone else to send to Brazil who has no idea what he's doing”

Slowly Marina’s sight adjusted to the darkness. She could make out
the shapes in her bedroom, the dresser, the lamp. "T'll ralk to him. 1
pramise. I'll make sure he gets this done right.”

“I'm going to go down there,” Karen said.

“No, you're not.” It was all a form of shock, Marina understood
that, Maybe tomotrow Karen weuldn't remember this conversation
atall.

The phone was quiet for a long time. “1 would,” she said. "I swear
to God if it wasn'c for the boys.”

“Look,” Marina said, “this isn't something that any of us can figure
out now. You've got to get some rest. We have to give Mr. Fox a chance
to find out what he can.”

“I gave Mr. Fox everything I've gor,” she said.

That afterncon Marina had thought that Karen would never speak
to her again, that she would always blame her for bearing the news.
The fact that she was the person Karen Eckman called in the middle
of the night felt something like forgiveness, and for that forgiveness she
was deeply grateful. “What time did you take the sleeping pill?"

Marina waited. She watched the glowing second hand pass the
three, the six, the nine.

“Karen?"
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“You could go.”

So now Marina understood what this conversation was about.
When Karen said it, 2 picture of Anders came very clearly into Ma-
tina's mind: his back was against an impenetrable bank of leaves, his
feet in the water. He was holding a leccer. He was looking down river
for the boy in the dugout log. He was dead. Marina might not have a
great deal of faith in Dr. Swenson but Dr. Swenson wasn't the sort to
announce a death where no death had oceurred, thar would constitute
a frivolous waste of time. “You're the second person to tell me that
tonight.”

“Anders said you knew her. He said she was a teacher of yours.”

“She was," Marina said, not wanting 1o explain. Marina was from
Minnesora, No one ever believed that. At che point when she could
have raken a job anywhere she came back because she loved it here.
This landscape was the one she understood, all prairic and sky. She
and Anders had that in common.

“I know how rmuch I'm asking,” Karen said. “And I know how ter-
rible you feel about Anders and about me and the boys. I know that
I'm using all of it against you and how unfair it is and I sejll want you
to go.”

"I understand.”

“Tknow you understand,” Karen said. “But will you go?”
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Two

First things fitst. Marina made an appointment with an epidemi-
ologist in St. Paul and got a ten-year vaccine for yellow fever and
a tetanus shot. She got a prescription for an antimalarial, Lariam, and
was told to take the first pill immediately. After that she would cake
one pill a week for che duration of her trip, and then one a week for
four weeks after her return home. "Watch this stuff” the doctor told
her. “It can make you feel like jumping off a roof.”

Marina wasn't worried about jumping off a roof. Her worries were
centered around plane tickets, packing, English-Portuguese diction-
aries, how much Pepto-Bismol would be enough, From time to time
she thought about the uppet quadrant of her left arm, which, since
those ewo shots, felt like both needles had broken off their respective
bypodettnics and were now lodged in her humerus like a pair of hot
spears. She allowed these more practical concerns to stand temportarily
in place for her thoughts of Anders and Karen and Dr. Swenson, none
of whom she could manage at the moment. It wasn't until the third
night after she took the first tabler of Lariam that Marinas thoughts
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swung sharply io the direction of India and her father. In the process
of leaving for the Amazon, she had inadvertently solved a mystery that
at present was the farthest thing from her mind: Weat bad been wrong with
ker chitdbood?

And then the unexpected answer: these pills.

It came to her in the night when she bolted up from her bed, out
of her bed, drenched and shaking, the dream still so alive she wouldn't
blink her eyes for fear of calling it back, though really there was no
avoiding it. She knew this one by heart. It was the same dream that had
marked the entirety of her youth, intensely present and then gone for
years, recutming at the very moment she was careless enough to forget
about it. Standing there beside her bed in the dark, the sheets soaked,
her pillow and nightgown soaked, she came to the clear and sudden
realization that she had caken Lariam as a child. Her mother never told
her but of course she must have, starting the dosage as prescribed, the
first pill taken a week before departure, then every week while away,
then for four wecks after they returned. Pills meant it was time to see
her father as surely as digging through desk drawers to find the pass-
ports and dragging the suitcases up from the basement. India pills, her
mother had called them. Come and take your India pills.

Matina had only the most cursory memories of living in an apart-
ment in Minneapolis with both of her patents but she could summon
them back without any effort. Look, there is her father standing at the
front door shaking the snow from the black gloss of his hair. There
he is at the kitchen table writing on a tablet, a cigarette in the saucer
beside him burning slowly to ash, his books and papers arranged in
such precise order that ar dinner time they had to sit on the floor in
the living room and ear off the coffee table. There he is at her bed at
night, pulling the covers beneath her chin, tucking them in on either
side. “Snug like a bugi” he asks her. She nods her head against che
pillow, the only part of her free to move, and gazes at his lovely face
only inches above hers, until she can no longer keep her eyes open.
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Marina did not forget her father in his absence, nor did she learn to
aceept the situation over time. She longed for him. Her mother often
said that Marina was smart in just the way her father was smare, and
that explained why he was so proud that she excelled in the very things
that interested her the most: earth sciences and math when she was a
little girl, calculus, statistics, inorganic chemistry when she was older.
Her skin was all cream and light in comparison to her father's and
very dark when she held her wrist against her mother’s. She had her
father's round, black eyes and heavy lashes, his black hair and angular
frame. Seeing her father gave her the ability to see herself, the comfort
of physical recognition after a life spent among her mother's peaple, all
those translucent cousins who looked at her like she was a llama who
had wandeted into their holiday dinner. The checkers in the grocery
store, the children at school, the doctors and the bus drivers all asked
her where she was from. There was no point in saying, Right berr, Min-
neapolis, though it was in fact the case. Instead she told them India, and
even that they didn't always understand (Lakera? asked the gas station
attendant, and Marina would have to work very hard not to roll her
eyes because her mother had explained that eye-rolling was the height
of rudeness and was never an appropriate response, even to very stupid
questions). Being the child of a white mother and foreign graduate-
student father who took his doctoral degree but not his family back
to his country of origin after he was finished had become the stuff of
presidential history, but when Marina was growing up there was no ex-
ample that could easily explain her situation. In time, she came to tell
herself that she practically was from India because after all her father
was from there and lived there and she had visited him there every
two or three years when enough money had been saved. These dra-
matic trips were discussed and planned as great events, and as Matina
matked off the months then weeks then days on her calendar what
she was longing for was not only her father but an entire country, that
place where no one would turn around and look at her unless it was to
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admire her good posture. But then, a little less than a week before she
left, the dreams would begin,

In the dreams she is holding her father’s hand. They are walk-
ing up Indira Gandhi Sarani towards Dalhousie Square or following
Bidhan Sarani in the direction of the college where her father is a
professor. The farther they go along the more people start to come
out of buildings and alleyways, Maybe the power has gone out again
and the trams have stopped and all the fans in all the kitchens have
stopped so that people who were in their apartments have come out
to the street because the crowd is pushing in closer and closer as more
people are joining in along che edges, There is the heat of the day 1o
contend with and then the hear of so many bodies, their sweat and
perfume, che shacp seent of spice carried in the smoke of vendots'
fires and the bitter smell of marigolds strung into garlands, and all
together ic begins 1o overwhelm her. Marina can't see whete she's
going anymore, only the people pressing into her, hips wrapped in
crimsan saris and dhoti-punjabis knocking her from side to side. She
reaches out her hand and pats a cow. She can hear the persistent music
of jewelry weaving through the shouted conversations, bangle brace-
lets stacked halfway to the elbow and anklets covered in tiny bells,
earrings that function as wind chimes. Somesimes when the masses
shift her feet are lifted from the ground and for 2 moment she is held
a few inches aloft, a small weight distributed over various points on
other people’s bodies as she drags behind her father like a low kite.
She feels her shoe knocked loose from her foor and she calls for her
father to stop. but he doesnt hear her over the roar of voices. She can
still see the lictle shoe flashing yellow on the hard packed ground not
two steps behind them in the crowd, It is perfectly still, untrampled,
and though she knows she isn't supposed to, she lets go of her father's
hand. She dives for her shoe but the crowd has already swallowed i,
and as quickly as she turns back the crowd has swallowed her fathes

23 well. She calls for him, Papi! Papil but the tinging, of bells, the call-
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ing and crying of beggars, has taken the sound from her mouth. She
doesn't know if he even realizes she’s gone. Some other child could
have attached himself to her father’s hand when she fell off, in India
the children are very fast. And then Marina is alone somewhere in
the sea of Calcutta, folded inside the human current of chattering
Hindi which she does not understand, her body swept along while
she cries, at which point she would wake up sweating, nauseated, her
black hair soaked to the skull. She would run down the hall to her
mother’s room, throw herself into her mother’s bed, crying, “Don't
make me go!”

Her mother took her up in her arms, put a cool hand on her fore-
head. She asked her what the dream was about but Marina always
said she couldnt remember, something awful. She did remember, bat
wouldn't speak it for fear the words would somehow cement the images
into reality. From then on she had the dream every night: she had it
on the plane going over to Calcutta and woke up screaming, She had
it in the flat her father rented for her and her mother not far from his
office at the college so that they would not disturb his second wife, his
second children, They were separated getting onto a bus, her father let
her go while they were swimming in the sea at a crowded beach. After
s0 many dreams that were so much alike she became rerrified of slecp.
She was tecrified the whole time they were in India, so much so that ac
the end of every trip both of her parents agreed that it might all be too
much for her, Marina's father said he would try to come 1o Minnesota
more often, but that was never practical. Once they were back at home,
after a week or two, the crowds that haunted her sleep would begin to
dissipate, thin into smaller groups, and then break apart altogether.
Slowly, Marina would forget them, and then her mother would forger,
and within a year it would once again be decided that she was a much
bigger girl now and maybe they should start thinking about a trip to
India sometime in the future.

Was it possible that no one had troubled themselves 1o read the vo-
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[uminous side effects of the Lariam? Marina liked to think she would
have figured out the puzzle herself if her father hadn't died when she
was in college. At that point she hadn'c been back to Calcutta in three
years. Had he lived and she had gone again, she would have been old
enough to look into the medication herself, although it was true thac
a patient was less likely 1o question a set of symptoms she had always
accepted, She had grown up believing that India gave her nightmares,
seeing her father gave her nightmares, when all along it was the anti-
malarial. The drug, not the ciccumstances of her life, destroyed her
chance to be with her father.

“Of course I knew it was the Lariam,” her mother said over the
phone. “Your father and I were always worrying about it. You had such
a terrible reaction.”

“Then why didn't you tell me wha it was?" Marina said.

“You don't tell a five-year-old they're going to have bad dreams.
That’s like giving them an invitation to have more.”

“A five-year-old,” she said, "I'll grant you that, But you could have
explained it to me when 1 was ten, at least when I was fifteen.”

“I couldn't tell you anything when you were fifteen. If I'd told
you it was che pills that gave you nightmares you wouldnt have
taken them.”

“Would that have been the end of the world?"

“If you had gotten malaria in India then, yes, 1 suppose it would
have been. The end of the world had it killed you. I'm surprised this is
still a problem. I would have thought they would have come up with a
better drug to take by now.”

“They have and they haven'r. The new ones don't make you so erazy
but they also don't protect from all the different strains of malaria,”

“So why in the world are you taking Lariam again?” her mother
asked. It was the most important question and yet it only now seemed
to have occurred to her. “Are you going back to India?”

What was so interesting about the nightmares now was the exeent
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o which nothing much 1n them had changed. At forty-two she was
still holding her father’s hand, the people around them rose up like a
tide and she was then forced to let him go. It had never actually hap-
pened. this physical wrenching apatt, and still her subconscious clung
to the fear. Things that had happened to Marina, the memories she
saw as the logical candidates for nightmares, never entered her sleeping
life, and she supposed that for this she should be grateful. In her own
home she got up and turned the lights on in the bathroom. Her hands
were shaking and she ran a wet washcloth over her face and neck, care-
ful not to look at herself in the mirror. It was surprising to discover
that understanding the origin of her dreams offered her exactly no
comfort at two in the morning. In fact, all she could think of now
was her doctor’s careless admonition that she might want to jump off
a roof. Her deepest fear, her father’s hand slipping from her hand, had
held steady even when it was kept undisturbed in a pharmacy without

her for twenty-five years.

11 hat about the funeral?” Marina asked Karen Eckman.

They hadn't seen each other all week, not since Marina had
come with Mr. Fox on the day of the heavy snow. Now that she was
leaving in the morning, both of the women thought it was important
to say goodbye, though for different reasons. Marina wanted to see if
Karen had given up on the idea that Anders might still be alive now
that she’d had some days to sit with his death. Karen wanted to make
sure Marina wasn't chinking of backing out.

It was after dinner when Marina came by and the lengthening
day had just gone dark. The boys had brushed their teeth and were
watching relevision in cthe den. They were now allowed a show before
bedtime every night, a childhood luxury previously restricred 1o week-
ends. Marina said hello to them when she fitst came in and they barely
turned their heads towards her, the youngest two muttering hello in
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low unison when their mother insisted, the eldest saying nothing at all.
Mr. Fox had made a mistake in telling Marina that she had been the
first choice to go find Dr. Swenson instead of Andets. She now saw the
entire world in terms of alternate scenarios.

"A memorial service. You call it a memorial service when you don't
have a body,” Karen said.

“I'm sorry,” Marina said. “Memorial secvice.”

Karen leaned around the open archway to the den, The boys in
their sweatshirts and flannel pajama pants shimped into the endlessly
long corduroy couch. The smallest, palest boy lay over Pickles like a
rug. They were bound to the television screen as if by wites. “It’s amaz-
ing what they hear.” she said in a low vaice. “They don't even have to be
listening but their ears just pick it up, then I put them to bed at night
and one of them says, "When are we having the funeral for Daddy?""
Karen poured herself a glass of wine and when she wagged the bortle
in Matina’s direction Marina nodded.

“Funeral,” the middle boy called out without looking at them, He
giggled for a second and then stopped.

Marina theughe of that muddy ground where Anders was buried
and reached for her glass. “I'm sorry,” she said to Karen.

“Benjy, stop that,” Karen said in a sharp voice. "No, no, it's just
something I try to be aware of. Did Anders ever tell you I majored in
Russian literature in college? I've been thinking I should find some
Russian friends. Then we could talk anywhere. Or maybe it's just that
we could talk about Chekhov anywhere.” She took her wine to the
other side of the kitchen and opened the louvered door to the big walk-
in panery. Marina followed her inside. Even the pantry was neat, bright
boxes of cereal standing rogether in a line of diminishing height. Karen
returned to het point, her voice lowered. "Sometimes 1 think they can
hear the conversations people have about us down the sereet. If you
listened to them talk you'd think they knew everything that was gaing
on. I mean, they don't understand 1t all bur somewhere or other they've
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heard it and they remember. Do you ever wonder when you stopped
being able to hear everything?” Karen asked.

“I hadn't thought about it." Marina had no idea how much her
hearing had deteriorated over the course of het life.

Karen looked blank for a minute as if part of her had walked out
of the room and chen, just as quickly, rerurned. “T gor a letter raday.”

There was no question and still she said Anders’ name, her heart
thrumming like a hummingbird’s heart.

Karen nodded and pulled one of those same blue envelopes out of
the pocket of her sweater. She set it face up on the palm of her open
hand and together they stared at it like a thing that could at any minute
unfold a pair of wings. There was Anders’ clear parochial penmanship
across the front, Karen Eckman . , . Eden Prairie, Marina liked to tell him
he was the only doctor she ever knew who wrote like a Catholic schoal
gitl. "I¢’s che second one I've had this week.” Katen said. “The other
one came on Tuesday but he wrote it later, the first of March. He was
sicker chen.”

Marina opened her mouth. There was something she was supposed
to say but she couldn’t imagine whac it would be. He was dead, he was
sick, he was not so sick. The story rewound until the only conclusion to
draw would be that Anders gets better. He leaves the jungle and tetuns
to Manaus, He flies from Manaus and starts again from home, only
this time they know enough to refuse ro lec him go. Marina wondered
how many lecters were still our chere and when they would drift in,
their postal route having mistakenly sent them on a detour through
Bhutan. A person didn't have to stretch very far to find a logical expla-
nation for how this had happened, so why did Marina feel it necessary
to tile back her glass and take down all of the winc in a swallow?

“That experience, going out to your maitbox and finding a stack
af cacalogues and bills and a letter from your dead husband, there’s
not been anything in my life so far to gec me ready for chac.” Karen

unfolded the envelope and looked at the words but just as quickly
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looked away from them. She looked to Marina instead. “It takes
you understand why e-mail is better,” she said. “You get an c-mail
from your dead husband and you know that he's alive out there some-
where. You get a letter from your dead husband and you don't know
anything at all.”

“Can you tell me what he saidi” Marina was whispering. Maybe
the letters were the one ching the boys didn't know about yer. She
wanted to ask if there was anything about Dr, Swenson and where they
were working. She wanted to know where in the jungle she should look.

“Ie isn't really about anything,” Karen said, as if that was some-
thing she should apologize for. She handed Marina the letter.

February 15

Weald it alarm you 100 much to tell you I am often alarmed in this
place? What you deserve is not bonesty but the sort of buchand who is capable
of putting up a Brve Fromt. Bu if I put up a Brave Front now after telling
you 50 muck abowr bow miserable I am, if I paid Nomo or one of the Saturns
1o put a Brave Front ropether for me on a separate skeet of paper which I could
then copy over i py own coward s bandwriting, yore would see through rbe
ploy immiediately. Then you would bave to get on a plane and bire a boat and
4 gide and come down bere to find e because you wosld know (baving
never seen a single Brave Front out of ane in your life) bow wnimaginable
thigs rust be. So I won' alarm you by trying to muster 1p courape. You've
alwiys been the one with all ibe couragr anyway. It's why yow' staying home
with three boys and I'm vacationing. It why you were able to pull thar nail

ent of Benjy’s beel last summer with pliers. I am not brave. I bave a fever

that comes on at seven in the morning and slays for two bours, By four in the
dfterncor it's back and I am notking but a ranting pile of ash. Most days now
1 bave a beadache and T worry shat some tiny Amazontan animal is earing
a bolz through ny eerebral cortex, and the only thing I want in the werld,

the only thing that weuld give mrarung or sense do this existene, would be
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the chanze to lay my bead m your lap. You wonld put your band in my basr,
I know you would do sbai for me. Suek is your bravery, such 13 my good
Sfortune. Damm these ridiculons sheers of paper. There’s never any space. I pray
Ithe @ babbling fiundamentalist now thas I am in Brazil and tonight I will
pray that the lester carvier sends tbis 1o you 5o that you can feel the fiull wweight
of my love. Kust the bays for me. Kiss tbe inside of your wrist.
—A

Matina refolded it and gave it back to Karen, who recurned it to her
pocket. She put her hand on a shelf near several boxes of microwave pop-
corn to steady herself. It was incalculably worse than the letter from Dr.
Swenson. This was Anders announcing the onset of his own death, his
voice 50 clear and plain he might as well have crowded into the pantry
with them and read it aloud. “Who are Nkomo and the Saturns?”

Karen shook her head. “He mentions names sometimes but I don't
know them. I can't even imagine how many of the letters got lost. The
lecter from Dr. Swenson could have gotten lost, the one saying he was
dead.” Karen ran a finger in an absent circle around the top of a can of
peas. “I think I'd rather wait on the service until you come back. I'd
like it if you could be here.”

Marina looked down at her, blinked, nodded.

"I never say it to them,” she said, looking towards the slightly open
pantry door in the direction of her boys and their television, "that I'm
not sure he’s dead. I know they need to have one answer, even if it’s
the worst answer you could think of. Hope is a horrible thing, you
know. I dont know wha decided to package hope as a vittue because
it's not. It's a plague. Hope is like walking around with a fishhook in

your mouth and somebody just keeps pulling it and pulling ir. Every-
-~ body thinks I'm a train wreck because Anders is dead bur it's really so

much worse than that. I'm still hoping that this Dr. Swenson, for some

* fason | couldnt possibly put together, has lied about everything, thar

1 ’s keeping him, or she’s lost him somewhere.” Then Katen stopped
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and a sudden light of clarity came over her face and the panic fell away
from her voice. “And I say that and I know it isn't true. No one would
do that. But then that would mean he's dead.” She puc the question to
Marina directly. “Is he dead:” she asked. "I just don't feel it. 1 would
feel it, wouldn't 3" Her eyes filled up and she brushed the tears back
with two fingers.

Nothing would be lovelier than a lie now, a single dose of possibil-
ity. But if Marina gave her chat then she would be nothing but another
fishhook in Karen Eckman'’s mouth. She said that Anders was dead.

Karen put her hands in her pockets, looked to the very clean wood
plank floor. She nodded. “Was he writing to you?”

Marina understood the question but she left it alone. “He sent me
a postcard from Manaus and two letters from the jungle very early
on, They were mostly about birds. I showed them to Mr. Fox. I'll give
them to you if you want them.”

“For the boys,” she said. “It would be good I think to keep every-
thing together. For the furure.”

Macina was not claustrophobic by natute, and the pantry was as
big as a hotel elevator, but she was ready to open the door and step out-
side, The canned green beans and bottled cranbetry juice and packets
of instant catmeal in sweet, assorted flavors were beginning to press
towards her, taking up more and more of the space. "I don't know how
long I'll be gone.”

“Well, whatever you do, don't stay.” Karen tried to say this lightly.
“That's the big mistake.”

After they said their goodbyes, Marina left cthe Eckman housc and
walked out alone into the subdivision beneath the endless expanse of
velvet night. She gave herself 2 moment in the enormons darkness 1o
shake off the small, bright closet she had been in. She wondered if
there would be some time in her life, ten years from now, ot twenty,
when she would not be chinking about that letter. Sudk is your bravery, sudb
is my good fortine. Probably not. In his death, her officemate had become
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her responsibility. While she undesstood Karen's position on hope she
wotldn't have minded a little bit of ic for herself, How gladly she would
go to Brazil to find Anders! But her job was to confirm his death and
finish his work. All those years in the smallese lab at Vogel working
on the same reports, they had grown accustomed to completing the
othet's data.

Marina filled her [ungs with frozen air and smefled both winter and
spring, dict and leftover snow with the smallest undercurrent of some-
thing green. That was another thing she and Anders had in common:
they were both profoundly suited for Minnesota. She wanted to de-
velop a fear of flying that would keep her from ever going farther than
the Dakotas in her car, Like her mother and all her mother's people
before her. those inexhaustible blondes who staked their claims in ver-
dant prairies, Marina was cut from Minnesota, the soil and the starry
night. Tnstead of growing up inquisitive and restless, she had developed
a profound desire to stay, as if her center of graviey was so low it con-
nected her directly to this particular patch of carth. The frigid winds
raced across the plains with nothing in their path to stop them but
Marina, who stood thete freezing for one more minute before finally
getting into her car.

Back at home she found Mr. Fox waiting in her driveway, engine
running and heater on. When he saw her he rolled down his window.
“T've been trying to call you,” he said.

“T went to tell Karen goodbye.”

She could have told him abour the letter but there was so little time
left, and anyway, what could she say? This weck hadn't gone the way
either of them would have [iked. They had scen each other mostly at
the office in the presence of Vogel's board. Given the circumstances,
the board had wanted Marina to have a complete and detailed account
of their expectations for her erip. Did she understand exactly what was
expected of her? Fly to Manaus, go to Dr. Swenson's apartment there,
they had an address, Anders had found some people who knew where
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Ia, la, fe. Marina was scrambled by the lack of sleep and agitated by the
Lariam. She found herself sitting through those meetings and listening
to nothing, moving her Vogel Pharmaceutical ballpoint in designs that
resembled cursive writing. Even when she gave moderately articulace
replies to their nervous questions she wasn't listening. She was chink-
ing instead of her father and how she had missed his death because she
hadn't wanted to leave school in che middle of the semestet. As with
so many other critical matters in her early life, she had been protected
from the seriousness of the situation. She had been told only that he
was ill and he hoped that she could visit soen. Given chat information
she had thought there was plenty of time, when in fact there had been
none at ali. She was thinking of her mother who had been asked not to
attend his funetal and so waited in the hotel room in deference to the
second wife. She was thinking of Anders and his birding guides and
wondeting if Dr. Swenson would bave kept them. Anders would be so
happy if she made the effort to look for some birds while she was there.
She would use his binoculars to find them. Surely when Dr. Swenson
said in her letter that she was keeping his few possessions this would
include his binoculars. And his cameraf She would use his camera to
take pictures of birds for the boys.

“May I come in?” M. Fox asked.

Matina in the dack, in the cold of early April, nodded her head and
he followed her to the door of her house and stood very close behind.
He shifted to the left and then slightly to the right and then stopped
and pressed himself agarnst her back while she dug for her keys in her
purse. He was trying o shield her from the wind. It was that tender-
ness that brought the tightness to Marina’s throat and before there was
a chance to stop herself she was crying, Was she crying for Kacen and
her lerces? For Andecs while he wrote ic, or for those pajama-clad boys?
Wis she crying because of the Lariam, which made her cry at news-
paper storics and radio songs, or because she really would have given
almaost anything to let this cup of Brazil pass from her? She turned and
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put her arms around Mr. Fox’s neck and he kissed her there under her
porch light where anyone driving by could have seen them. She kissed
him and held on to him as if a great crowd of people were trying to
pull chem apirt. The cold and the wind did not marter. Nothing mat-
tered. They had played this thing all wrong. They had made terrible
decisions about waiting to see where their relationship would go, about
not being together openly. They agreed there was no point in becom-
ing the topic of other people’s conversations, especially if things didn't
work out. Mr. Fox was always quick 1o tell her that he didn't think
things would work out. The problem, he said, was his age. He was
too old for her. Even when they were Iying in bed, his arm beneath her
shoulders, her head on his chest, he would talk about how he would
die so many years before her and leave her alone. It would be berter if
she found someone her own age now and not chrow away these good
years on him.

“Now?" she would say. “Do I have to find someone elsc right this
minute?”

Then he would press her closer and kiss the top of her head. “No,”
he would say, running his open hand down the side of her arm. “Prob-
ably not this exact minute. You could put it off for a little while.”

“I could die first, you know. There’s a perfectly good chance.” She
had said it because in truth Matina wanted very much for this rela-
tionship to work, and because there was a medical fact worth pointing
out as well: the younger ones go first all the rime. Bur coming into her
house on this night she thought about those conversations tn a differ-
ent light, and so they kissed each other while thinking of her death
tather than his. Logically speaking, Anders” death portended noth-
ing for Marina, but Anders was dead and he hadn't thought it was a
possible outcome for his trip. Karen hadn't thought it was possible ot
she never would have let him out the front door. Mr. Fox was sorry,
genuinely sorry, that he had ever asked Marina to go and he told het
s0. Marina said she was sorry she had agreed. But Marina had been a
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very good student and a very good doctor and a very good employee
and lover and friend and when someone asked her to do something
she operated on the principle they had asked because it was impor-
tant. She had succeeded in life because she had so rarely declined any
request that was made of her, how would the Amazon be different?
They banged their legs against the coffee table as they wied 10 move
through the house without turning on lights. They pressed against a
wall in the dark hallway. They fell into her room. into her bed, and
stayed there until they had exhausted themselves with every act of love
and anger and apology and forgiveness they could think of that might
stand in for what they did not have the wotds to say. It was after all
of that, when they were finished and had fallea asleep, thar Marina
started screaming,

It was a while before she could explain herself. As much as a minute
passed befote she could be fully awakened and so kept on in the world
of her dream in which screaming was the only possible option. When
she opened her eyes Mr. Fox was there and he was holding her upper
arms and locking like he was about to start sereaming himself, She
almost asked him what was wrong, then she remembered.

“I'm taking Lariam,” Marina said, There was no saliva in her
mouth and without the lubrication the words were sticking on her
teeth, “It’s the side effect. Nightmares." She was on the floor with the
bedspread around her bare shoulders. She covered her face with her
hands and thought she could hear the sweat running down her neck.
Her flight from the St. Paul-Minneapolis airport left at six forty-five
in the morning and she still had a lictle last minute packing to do. She
wanted to be sure to water the plants and take all the perishables out
of the refrigerator. She was awake now, wide awake. She would just
stay up.

Mr. Fox, who was crouched down in front of her, put his hands
gently on her knees. “What in the world did you dream?” he said.

And even though she wanted 1o tell him the rruth because she loved
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him, she could not imagine putting the dream into words. She told
him the same thing she used to tell her mother: it was something ge-
nerically awful, she didn't remember,

When Mr. Fox drove her to the airport it was twenty degrees.
Marina clicked off the radio before they had the chance to announce
the windchill. The datk of motning scemed deeper than anything
night had been able to come up with. They were addled by cheir deci-
sions, their lack of sleep. They didn't take into account how carly it was
and that the drivers in that ferce commuter traffic for which they had
allotted so much extra time weren't even awake yet. When he pulled
into the lane for departing flights it was five fifteen in the morning,

“I'll come in with you,” he said.

She shook her head. “I'm going to g0 on to the gate. Anyway, you
need to pet home, get ready for work.” She didn't know why she said it.
She wanted to stay with him forever.

“T'have a Tittle going-away present,” he said. T was coming over to
give you this last night but I got sidetracked.” He leaned across her to
open the glove compartment, from which he tock a small bfack zip-
pered pouch. He pulled the zipper back and took out a complicated-
looking phone. "I know what you're going to say, you already have a
phone. But trust me, it isn't like chis. They say you can make a eall
from anyplace in the world on this thing. You can check your mes-
sages, send e-mail, and there’s a GPS. It can teli you whar tiver you're
on.” He looked so pleased with it all. “It’s all charged up and ready to

go. I programmed in my phone numbess. 1 put all the instructions in
the bag. T chought that maybe you could read them on the plane.”

Matina looked ac the bright silver face. It could no doubt shoot and
edit a short documentary film about a pharmacologist who goes to the
Amazon. “I'm sure I'll need t0.”

“The man at the store told me you could make 2 phone call from
Antarctica”

Marina turned and Jooked at him blankly.

a0
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"I want to stay in touch with you, that’s all I'm saying I want to
know what's happening”

She nodded and puc the phane and the phone’s tiny manuals in her
purse. For a moment they both sat quiecly. Matina thought they were
working up to goodbye.

“About the dreams,” he said,

“They'll stop.”

“But you'll keep taking the Lariam?”

They were bathed in the fall of light pouring out through the high
sheets of glass in front of the airport. Why did airports always have
such ridiculously high ceilings? Was it meant to ease you into the
notion of flight? Mr. Fox looked at her very seriously and so she said,
“Of course.”

He sighed and took her hand. “Goed,” he said, and gave the hand
2 squeeze. "Good. There must be 3 huge temptation to throw them in
the trash if they give you dreams like that. I don't want you going down
there—" He stopped himself.

“And getting a fever,” she said.

Mr. Fox seemed suddenly distracted by Marina’s hand, as if he
were making a study of its shape and size. It was her left hand, of
course, he was on the left side of the car, and he took his own left hand
and slid the tips of his fingers down her third finger, as il he were put-
ting a ring there, except there wasn't any ting. “You'll go down there,
find out what you ean, and take the next flight home.” He lifted his
¢yes to hers. “De you promise?”

She said yes. He was still holding on to her finger. She wanted to
ask him what it meant, if it meant what she thought it meant, but if
she was wrong she couldn’t bear the answer at this particular moment.
They got out of the car together. Marina, with the finely honed sense
of a native, would say chat the windchill had fallen into negative num-
bezs, although the woman on the radio had said tomorrow the temper-
atures would climb back up near forty. Such were the inconsistencies
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of spring. He took her bag out of the trunk of his car and he held her
and kissed her and exacted one more set of promises of how careful
she would be and how quickly she would teturn, and when all of that
was done Mr. Fox got back into his car and drove away. Marina stood
there in the cold watching the taillights until she could no longer be
certain which sec were his, then she wheeled her bag into the airport’s
main terminal and pulled it up to an embankment of chairs. Fiest she
opened the zippered phone case he had given her and after removing
the phone and the paperwortk searched with some real sense of expec-
tation for a ring. It was the only place he could have hidden it, and if
he had, well, that would be something, because then she supposed she
would use the phone to call him and say yes, she would matry him.
But when she had untangled the cord to the charger and found noth-
ing but her own foolishness she put it all back. She put the mantals in
her carry-on just in case she was able to make herself read them on the
plane and then she pushed the phone inside her suitcase. She ran her
hands carefully around tn her folded shirts and underpants and extra
shoes until she found the small bag which bare a striking resemblance
to the bag the phone came in, the one she used for pills: aspirin, Pepro-
Bismol tablets, Ambien, broad-spectrum anibiotics, She took out the
bottle of Lariam and without so much as a thoughtful glance dropped
itin the trash can beside her. She felt that there was something decply
flawed in her tmagination that she hadn't even considered the fact that
the pills could just be thrown away.

Unfortunarely, throwing away the pills did nor throw away the
dreams, not until whatever was left of the Lariam had cycled through
her bload stream, and so with little more than three hours of sleep to
back her up she tried to stay awake on the plane. Vogel had bought her
a first-class tickes to Miami and then on to Manaus, and the big seat
took her in its arms, tilted her back, and told her repeatedly to rest. At
seven thirty in the morning the man beside her in a charcoal gray suit

asked the flight attendant for 2 Bloody Mary. She wondered if they had
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given Anders a fiest-class ticket, or, for that matter, a cell phone with
GPS. She doubted ie. The recirculated air carried the lightest scent of
vodka and tomato juice. Marina's head dipped to che side and there
was Mr. Fox again, holding her ting finger, telling her to come home.
Her hiead shot up.

M. Fox’s wife was named Mary. Mary had died of 2 non-Hodgkin’s
Iymphoma at the age of fifty-five. It was the same year Marina came
to Vogel. If Marina was given to armchair analysis, and she was not,
she supposed a case could be made that despite Mr. Fox’s protests to
the contrary, the very thing that drew him to Marina was the fact
that she was younger and therefore less likely to re-create the sicuation
he had already endured, although that hardly explained why he was
sending her to Brazil. In the pictures of Mary that Mr. Fox kept out,
one of her alone that was in the kitchen, and another in the den with
their two daughters on a rafting trip, she looked like someone Marina
would like. She had a good face, her eyes opened wide, her thick wheat-
colored hair pulled back in a ponytail. Mary had taught math at a prep
school in Eden Prairie that both of their gitls had attended. “They
gave us a great break on ruition,” M. Fox said, holding the picrure.
"Ellie,” he said, pointing to the smaller of the two gitls, *looks just like
her mother. She's doing her internzhip in radiology at the Cleveland
Clinic. married an English teacher of all things. And this one, Alice,
she isn't married.” He moved his finger over to the darker of the two
gitls. “She’s an international bond teader in Rome. She went to Ttaly
her junior year at Vassar and that was it for her. She believed she was
supposed to be [talian.”

Marina stared at their faces. The girls were lictle, maybe six and
eight. It was difficult to imagine them as doctor and banker. Mary in
the picture was younger than Marina was now, her health shimmering
like the pinpoints of light spreading out across the water behind her.
They are standing on che bank of a river in front of an overturned
canoe, pine boughs feathering the edges of the frame. They are holding
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up their paddles and smiling, smiling at Mr. Fox, who is himself not
yet forry when he pushes down the button on the camera.

“I had thought that they would all stay here,” he said, standing
the picture back in the bookshelf. “Maybe the girls would go away ro
school, but then they'd come back and live near us, get married, have
children. I hadn't given much thought to our dying back chen bus if
you htad asked me I would have said that Mary would outlast me bya
good ten years at least, She was at the top of the actuarial tables. She
ate her vegetables and went hiking and never smoked and had so many
friends. 1 would have bet every dime I had on her" He tapped his fin-
gers against the top of the frame. "It seems ridiculous now, doesn' i,
that kind of naivecé?"

If anything, it seerned to Marina that naiveré was key. It was the
thing chat had allewed Karen to marry Anders and have those three
childten, their shared belief that he would always be there to take care
of them. She and Anders both were too naive to think that cither one
of them might die in these early years when they were both so essential
to one another and to their sons. Had they thought for a minuce that
things might turn out the way they did they never would have had the
courage to begin. Matina's own birth had been engendered by naiveté:
her mother’s, thinking that love would win out over the pull of an
entire country; her fathers, chinking he could leave a country behind
for ane Minnesotan. Had they not been so hopeful and guileless her
birth would have been impossible. Marina reimagined her parents as
a couple of practical cynies and suddenly the entire flm of her life
spooled backwards until at last the small heroine disappeared com-
pletely. Naiveté may be the bedrock of reproduction, the Iynchpin for
the survival of the species, Even Marina, who understood all of this,
was still able to think that Mr. Fox was possibly, obliqucly, suggesting
they might marry.

Marina had been married once herself, though she didn't chink it
counted for much of anything now. They had married in the begin-
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ning of their third year of residency and divorced ac the end of the
fifth, and in the two and a half years that intervened they were virtu-
ally never awake at the same time. Marina often thoughe that if it
hadn't been for the wedding, which was modest, it would have simply
been a failed relationship with a nice man she really never thought of
anymore. She had been naive herself, thinking that they could make
a matriage work at that particulatly difficult point in their training,
despite the fact that everyone they knew had told them otherwise. She
was certain that love would prevail, and when it didn't, she had lost
not only her marriage but her ingenuous self. Marina and her husband
boughe cheir own divorce kit at an office supply store and amicably
filled out the paperwork at the kitchen table. He took the bedroom
furniture, she took the living room furniture. In a gesture of kindness,
she offered up the kitchen table and the chairs that they sat in, and
because he knew she meant it kindly he accepted. Her mother flew 1o
Baltimore to help her find a smaller apatement and pack up half of the
wedding gifts that she hadn't wanted in the first place. What Marina
had wanted very much was the chance to lie on the sofa in the living
room and maybe drink a glass of scotch while erying in the afternoon
but there wasn't time. She had turned thircy the week before. She had
six hours left before she had to be back at the hospital. The thing
that Marina was feeling the end of so acutely, the thing that made her
want to take to the sofa in the middle of che day, was not the end of
her marriage but the end of her residency in obstetrics and gynecol-
ogy. Four years into her five-year program she had switched to clinical
pharmacology, entolled in a Ph.D. program, and doomed herself to
another three years of school. Even though her mother had come 10
Balumore to help her through her divorce, Marina didn't tell her what
it was she was actually breaking up with. She didn't tell her that the
life she bad ruined was not her own nor Josh Su's but someone else’s,
someone she didn't even know. She did not tell her mother about the
accident, not about the Spanish Inquisition that had followed. She
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did not tell her about the switch to pharmacology until she was a year
into the program and then she mentioned it so casually that it seemed
like the most natural thing in the wotld. She did not tell her mother
about Dr. Swenson.

Marina pulled her coat around her shoulders. Beneath the plane
was a soft white bank of clouds that shielded passengers from the land-
scape below. There was no telling whete they were now. She let her head
tip back and thought that no harm could come from the smallest sip of
sleep. She knew how to close het eyes for two minutes. It was a magic
trick she had picked up in her residency, falling asleep in the corner
of an elevaror and then waking up on the right floor. She would give
her head a quick shake and then walk straight to the patient’s room,
not exactly refreshed but, for the moment, reinforced. She pressed the
button on the armrest and let her seat recline. She set her internal
alarm for five minutes and gave in to the sleep that had been pulling
at her since the nightmares had thrown her out of bed this morning,
Bur this time when the elevator doors opened she was not in Caleutra.
She was at Vogel, looking down the hallway at the tile floor and hum-
ming lights, and suddenly she changed her mind about everything, She
should have told Andcrs about Dr. Swenson. It was hard to see what
bearing her story would have on his trip to the Amazon but still she
had chosen not to tell him as a means of protecting herself, not because
he shouldn't have had the informatton. Anders would have been grate-
ful for any insight, she could see that now, and it seemed possible chat
this one additional fact could have changed his outcome. He might at
least have been waty. The mare she thought of it the faster she went
down the hall. All of the windows set into the doors of the labs and
offices were dark. Everyone had already gone home.

Except Anders.

He was at his desk, his back towards her. She always got 1o work
before him in the morning, He had te drop the boys off at school. She
almost never came in and saw him sitting there and the joy that broke
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over her at the sight of his tall. straight back, his faded hair, made her
ety out. "] was aftaid I'd missed you!” she said. Her heart was beating
so fast, 150, she thought, 160.

The look on his face was half surprised. “You did miss me. I was
all che way out to the parking Jor and I realized I'd left my wacch.” He
slipped the band over his left hand, fastened down the catch. Anders
always took his watch off in the morning, they all did, too much hand
washing, too many times in and out of latex gloves. “What's wrong
with you? You look like you've been running” He reached over and
put his hand on her shoulder and then he started to shake her, gently
at fitst and then forcefully. “Miss,” he said, as if they had never met
before. “Miss?”

Marina opened her eyes. The man in the suit was shaking her shoul-
der and the flight attendant was peering into Marina's face, entirely too
close. When Marina opened her eyes she was looking directly into the
woman's mauth, her lipstick a thick brownish pink, abscene, “Misst"

“I'm sorry,” Marina said.

“] think you were having a dream.” The flighe actendant pulled
back, giving Marina a bigger picture. How eatly must she have gotten
up this morning in order to put on that much mascara? “Would you
like a glass of water?”

Marina nodded. The trick of Lariam was to figure out which pare
was the dreamn and which part was her waking life: Vogel she knew,
Anders and the lab. kt was the plane that smacked of nightmares.

“I don't like to Ay myself,” the suited man told her and held up his
Bloody Mary. “I medicate.”

“T don't mind flying,” Marina said. There was something she had
meant to tell Anders.

“It certainly seemed like you mind it.” the man said. Maybe he
was concerned, or bored, or inappropriately friendly, or midwest-
ern friendly. Nothing was clear. She took the glass of water that was
handed to her and drank it down.
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“I have bad dreams,” Marina said, and then she added, “on planes.
I wen't fall asleep again.”

The man looked at het skepically. After all, they were in this to-
gether now, seatmates. “Well, if you do, should 1 wake you up or just
let you go?”

Marina thought about it. Either way it was a loss. She didn’t want
to scream in front of him and she didn't want him shaking her arm
eithet. The intimacy of sleeping nexr to strangers, much less rwitching
and making noises, was unbearable. “Let me go,” she said, and turned
her shoulders away from him.

She had been going to tell Anders about Dr. Swenson. It was a
funny business, the subconscious mind, thinking that it could rewrite
history. It would never have occurred to her to tell him what had hap-
pened when he was alive, and now chat he was dead she was certain she
should have. The grear, lumbering guilt that slepe inside of her at every
moment of her life had shifted, stretched. Wasn't it logical that guile
should awaken guilt? Marina Singh had had an accident a long time
ago, and after that she had removed herself from the obsterrics and
gynecology program. She had never told her mother, who thought that
her daughter had had an illogical change of heart late in her training,
or Mr. Fox, who never knew her to be anything othet than a pharma-
cologist. The people who did know the details of what had happened,
Josh Su, the Friends she had at the time, one by one she found a way not
to know them anymore. She no longer knew Dr. Swenson. With a great
deal of concenteated effort she had found the means to stop repeating
the story to herself. She no longer traced the events through the map
of her memory, stﬁdying the various places where she had been free to
make different choices.

Marina Singh had been the chief resident and Dr. Swenson was the
attending, On this particular night, or as the review board had called
it, the night in question, she was working at the County Receiving
Hospital in Baltimore. It was a busy night but not the worst. Sometime
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after midnight a woman came in who said she'd been in labor for three
hours. She had already had two children and she said she hadn't been
in any hurry to come to the hospital.

“How are you feeling now?” the flight attendant asked.

“I'm fine,” Marina said. Her eyes were dry and she concentrated on
keeping them open.

“Well, don't feel embarrassed. This nice man here woke you up
in time.”

The nice man smiled again at Marina. Something in that smile
implied that he was sheltering a small flame of hope that there would
be a reward for his good deed.

“Some people's searmates aren't so thoughtful,” the flight attendant
said. She was lingering, There wasn't much to do in first class, not
enough people to take care of. "They let them snore and scream and
carry on until you can hear them in the rear lavatory.”

*“I'tn fine now,” Marina said again, and she turned her face to the
window, wondering if there was an empty seat at the back of the plane.

She tried to separate what had happened that night from her depo-
sition. She tried to place herself back ar the actual event instead of the
endless and exhaustive retelling of that event. The patient was twenty-
cight, African-American. Her hait was straightened and pulled back.
She was tall, broad shouldered, enormously pregnant. Matina was sur-
prised to remember how much she liked the woman. If the patient had
been aftaid she never showed it. She talked about her other children in
between her contractions and sometimes through them: two girls, and
now they were having their boy. Matina paged Dr. Swenson and tald
her che patient’s contractions were four minutes apart and she hadn't
begun dilating. The infant’s heart rate was unstable. Marina told Dr.
Swenson that unless the situation improved they would need o do a
cesarean.

And Dr. Swenson said, she was very clear on this, that Marina was

to wait. She was not to do the section without her.
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“Can you see anything down there?” asked the man in the suit.

“No,” Martna said.

“I dan’t know how you can stand it. Me, [ can't do the window seat.
Ifit’s all chey've got I pull the blind. I tell myself we're in a bus. I used
to not be able to fly at all and [ went to a class where they taught us to
hypnotize ourselves into thinking we were on a bus. It works as long as
T have a drink. De you want a drink?”

Marina shook her head.

“Part of the paper?”

Marina looked at him. He was pale with high red cheeks, a fellow
traveler who wanted het to ask him why he was flying to Miami and if
that was his final destination. He wanted her to tell him she was going
on to South America so that he could be impressed and ask her what
she planned on doing there, and she would do none of chat. She would
do nothing for him.

She had done C-sections before but on that night she was told
to wait and monitor and call back in one hour if there was no im-
provement. The fetal heart rate dropped and climbed, dropped and
climbed, and still the patient wasn't dilated. Marina paged Dr. Swen-
son the second time, and she waited and waited bur there was no call
back. When she looked at the clock she realized that only forty-five
minutes had passed, not an hout. The rules were intractable. She had
not followed the rules. It was exactly the thing Marina had always
admired about Dr. Swenson until she was the one trying to get her on
the phone. The patient was a talker, and they had time to talk. She
said she was exhausted but thar it wasn't so much the labor. She said
her two-year-old had kept her up all night the night befare with an
earache. Her husband had dropped het off in front of the hospital.
He was driving theit girls out to his mother’s and that was two hours
away. Two hours out and two hours back but at the rate she was going
he'd be there for the birth so she said she didn't mind waiting. She

wanted him there. He had missed the first two, circumstances, she
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said, not his fault. Her voiee was strong, louder than it needed 1o be
in the small room. “You always forget what childbirth is like,” she
said, “but I don't remember it being this hard.” Then she laughed a
litele and said, “That's the whole point, right? You den't remember,
because if you did remember no one would ever have kids again and
then what would happen? That would be the end of everything”
It was one thirty. It was twe. It was three. No calls were returned.
Marina delivered ewe other babies while the woman waited and both
of the births were so easy they hadn't needed a doctor at all. Women
for the most part knew how to push out an infant. Even when they
didn’c know there was no stopping them. Marina went back to check
on the woman again, The doctor was terrified, the patient was pa-
tient. Back in the days when Marina played this film in her head
every hour, waking and slecping, this was the part she watched most
carefully. She slowed down the tape to a crawl, She looked at cvery
frame separately. She was not terrified that the patient would die or
that she would lose the baby, she was terrified that she was doing
something wrong in the eyes of Dr. Swenson. She was thinking that
if she had followed instructions and waited another ffteen minutes
to call che ficst time then none of this would be happening. Surely
she had learned her lesson now. Surely Dr. Swenson was almost there.
The nurses understood all of this. Even as they were prepping the
patient for surgery and calling the anesthesiologist to wake him up
they were saying, We're just getting things ready for Dr. Swenson
so she can walk right in. Marina should have called another doctor
but she never even thoughe of it. She had strecched the time out too
far trying to caver herself. I she hadn't waited so Jong, if she hadn't
waited until everything was crashing and there was no other choice
but to go ahead, she would have taken more time.

The plane dropped shacply and then righted itself. It was an air
pocket, a blip, but for a split second every person on the plane heard
the same voice in their head, This is it. The man in the suit grabbed her
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wrist, but by the time his hand was on her arm it was over, forgotten,
everyching was fine. "Did you feel that?” he said.

She hadn't started in the right place. The deeper truth of the story
was someplace years before this, at the beginning of her residency, or
in medical school that first day of class when she saw Dr. Swenson
down in the pit of the lecture hall. There were no words for how much
she admired her, her intelligence, her abilities as a doctor. All of the
students did. In every moment Dr. Swenson's students were eager and
anxious. She didn't bother to learn their names and yet they lived their
[ives to the lecrer of her law. She was harder on the women in the group.
She would tell them stories of her own days in medical school and how
when she came along the men knit theit atms together 1o keep her out.
They made a human barricade against her, they kicked at her when she
climbed over them, and now all the women were just walking through,
no understanding or appreciation for the work that had been done for
them. Jt wasn't that Marina had ever wanted to be like her, it wasn't in
her. She had just wanted to see if she was capable of spending five years
of her life living up to Dr. Swenson's standards, and she wasn'e. All of
a sudden she felt drunk. Somewhere very far away she could feel the
presence of a man beside her. He had let her go. She could never have
told this story to Anders, even if it would have put him on his guard,
even if that might have been the thing to save his life. He had three
sons of his own, after all. The skin of the patient’s beily was stretched
to the point of startling thinness, like a balloon that had been blown
up too far. Marina remembered there was a sheen to it. She cuc the
skin, dug through the fac for the fascia. She had thought there was no
time Jefr. Her hands were working at triple speed, and there was che
utcrus. She thoughe that she was saving the baby’s life because she was
so fast, but the instant she tealized he was occiput posterior, looking
straight up, the blade had caught his head right of center ar the hairine,
cutting until she stopped in the middle of his cheek. It used to be that
she could feel it in her own face, the straight incision, the scalpel slicing
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through the eye. The child’s father could feel i when he came back to
the hospital that night to find his wife sedated and his son scarred and
blinded in one eye. Marina met him in the hallway and told him what
she had done. She saw him flinch in exactly the way she had Binched.
He was nat allowed to see the baby then. The specialists were alteady
working but some things cannot be set to right.

They did not terminate het residency. Marina remembered this
with no small amount of wonder. When all of it was over and the
lawsuit was sertled, she was allowed to go back. The patient had
liked her, that was che hell of it. They had spent the whole nighe
together. She wanted the setclement money but she didn't want Ma-
rina’s head on a pike. She said that other than that one mistake she'd
done a good job. That one mistake. So Marina was left to mete out
a punishment for hersclf. She could not touch a patient or face her
classmates. She could et go back to Dr. Swenson, who had said
in the deposition that the chief resident had been instructed not to
proceed alone. Over the theee hour period the fetal heart rate kept
getting lower but every time it reversed. It kept coming up. Maybe
in another hour or two she would have dilated. Maybe in another
ten minutes the baby would have died. No one knew the answer to
that. Matina was a sinking ship and from the safety of dry land Dr.
Swenson tutned her back and walked away. Matina suspected in the
end Dr. Swenson had no idea who she was.

Anders was never going to stay home. Not when there was a
chance to leave in the winter and see the Amazon, to photograph
the erested caracaras. And anyway, he had already left, he was al-
ready dead, she was flying to Brazil in hopes of finding out what
had become of his body. She had been up all night with the pa-
tient, she had been up all night blinding the child, and now her eyes
dropped, opened, dropped. This was the cost of going to find Dr.
Swenson: remembering. She went to the lab at Vogel even though she
had promised the man beside her on the plane that she would not.
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She went down the dark hall to their dark lab and there she picked
up the picture of the Eckman boys that sat on Anders’ desk, all three
of them caught in a fit of hilarity that would hereafter be thought of
as belonging to another lifetime. The picture, whose small subjects
were so incandescent they seemed to throw off a little light of their
own in the dark room, was in her hands when the door opened again.
Anders had forgotten what this time? Wallee? Keys? It didn't matrer.
She only wanted him back.

“Come now, Mari," her father said. “It's time to go."

It was so perfect that Marina nearly laughed aloud. OF course
he was there now, of course. There was 2 part of the dream that did
not follow her into waking—this part—;vhcre her father comes into
the room and says her name. The part when they are together for a
while, the two of them, before things go wrong. The way things ended
always obliterated the genuine happiness that had come before and
thar shouldn't be the case. The truth was so much more complicated
than that. It was made up of grief and great rewards and she necded to
remember all of it. I was Jooking at this picture,” she said, and held it
out to him. “Aren’t these handsome boys?”

Her father nodded. He looked good in his yellow kurta and pressed
trousers. He looked fit and rested, a braided belt circling his trim waist,
Marina hadn't thought of it before but they were very nearly the same
age now. She understood it was the business of time to move forward
but she would have been glad to stay exactly in this moment.

“So you're ready?”

“I'm ready,” she said.

"Good, alright then, hold on to me.” And he opened the door
and they stepped out together into the empry hallway of Vogel. Fora
moment there was a wondrous quiet and Marina tried to appreciate it
while understanding that it couldn’t last. One by one the doors opened
and her colleagues came out to meet her father and shake his hand and

behind them came Indians, more and more of them, until it fele like
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all of Caleurta was pouring in beside them, raising their voices over the
din of other peaple’s conversations.

“I know where the staircase 1s,” Martna said into his ear. “We can
get there.”

Her father couldn't hear her, it was simply too loud. They pressed
ahead, holding on to each other for as long as was possible.
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Three

he minute she stepped into the musty wind of the tropical air-
conditioning, Matina smelled her own wooliness. She pulled off
her light spring coat and then the zippered cardigan beneath it, stuff-
ing them into her carry-on where they did not begin to fit, while every
insect in the Amazon lifted its head from the leaf it was masticating
and turned a slender antenna in her direction. She was a snack plate,
a buffec line, a woman dressed for springtime in the North, Marina
handed over het passpott to the man at the desk whose shirt bore
all the appropriate badges and tags of his office. He Jooked hard at
her picture, her face. When asked, she said she was visiting Brazil on
business. While her planned response 1o the question “How long will
you stay?"” was hwo weeks, she changed her mind juse as she opened her
mouth,
“Three weeks,” she said, and the man stamped an empty page in a
baoklet filled with empty pages,
Matina squeezed into place at the crowded baggage carousel and
watched the river of bundled possessions flow past. Such enormous

[ 3]
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suitcases piled on top of one another like sandbags ready to stem a
rising tide. Marina waited and watched for her own unassuming lug-
gage, looking away only Jong enough 10 help a sttanger drag a foot
locker to the floor. She thought of Calcutta, the madness of the bag-
gage claim rhat gave anly che slightest preview to the madness of the
streets outside. She and her mother and father were alone together
among the thronging masses, her father shepherding them from the
path of young men with roller carts. Sari-wrapped grandmothers
guarded the family luggage by sitving on top of it, zippered soft-sides
that strained to open against a series of exterior belts. Marina shook
the tmage from her head, turning her Full attention to the scene at
hand. She tried to stay hopeful through the dwindling: the suitcases,
the crowd, one by one they all left. A pair of child's swim goggles
remained on the belt and she watched them pass again and again.
She made 2 mental list of the items a smarter person would have
kept in a carry-on: the dictionary, the zippered bag with the phone,
the Lartam, which was ia a trash can in the Minneapolis—St. Paul
airport.

The unhappy people who crowded the office of lost luggage pressed
against the stacks of unclaimed suitcases and together they raised the
tenperature in the little room some fifteen degrees beyond the heat in
the vast cavern of baggage claim. A smail black metal fan sat on the
desk and stirred hopelessly at the air in a two foor radius. One by one
they approached the gurl ar the desk, making fast conversation in Por-
tuguese. When Marina’s turn came she handed over her ticket and the
address of het hotel withour a word, and the gitl, who had had more
than a little experience with these situations, pushed forward a lami-
nated sheet of pictures of various bags. Marina touched the suitcase
that most resembled hets, The printer churned out a piece of paper
that the girl then handed back to Marina, circling 2 phone number
and a elatm number.

Marnina went past security and customs and stepped out into the
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lobby full of people who were looking behind her. Young gitls stood
on theit toes and waved. Taxi drivers hustled for fares, cruise directors
and Amazon adventure guides herded their charges into groups. An
assorrment of cheap shops and money changing stations vied for at-
tention with bright colors and brighter lights, and righe in the middle
of everything stood a man in a dark suit helding a neatly lettered sign
with two words:

Marina Singh.

So certain was Marina Singh that she was alone in this world that
the sight of her own name written in a heavy black marker and properdy
spelled (how rarely anyone found the energy to include chat final “h™)
made her stop. The man holding the sign appeared to see everything,
and though there were easily five hundred people to choose from, he
very quickly tutned to her. "Dr. Singh?” he said. He was quite far away.
She did not hear her name as much as see it shaped by his lips and she
nodded. He walked towards her and the sea of life parted easily around
him. He held out his hand. “I am Mifton.”

“Milton,” she said. She had to remind herself that an embrace was
not in order.

“You are quite late. I was concerned.” And he looked concerned.
His eyes peered into hers for any sign that things had not gone well.

“My luggage was lost. 1 had to go to the clatms office. To rell you
the truth, I didn’t know that anyone would be here to meet me.”

"You have no luggage?” Milton said.

“I'have an overcoat.” She patted at the coat and saw that one sleeve
was almost to the floor. She pushed it back in the bag.

On his face she saw a look of sorrow and responsibility. “You'll
come with me?” He ook the small bag from her and put his hand
very lightly on her upper arm, moving her a few steps backwards into
the crowd.

“1 filled out all the forms,” she said,

He shook his head. “We must go back.”
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“But we can't go back through security.” To move backwards
through a security door, a door clearly marked to indicate that all
traffic flowed in one direction, was as likely as going back in time,
but there was Mikon, his hand now testing on the shoulder of the
security guard. He leaned his body slightly forward and whispered
something to the man with che gun and the man with the gun held
up his hand to stop the people who were pouting ahead to let Milton
and Marina through. They walked the wrong way through customs
where a man in uniform had two hands deep inside a woman’s purse.
He chen held out one of those hands to Milton and Milton shook it
as they passed.

“I'll need your paper,” Milton said to Marina, and she handed it
to him. Already they were moving past the carousels. They stepped
into the claims office which was now crowded with different people
who had lost their luggage on later flights. They pushed against one
another, angry and sad, thinking they had been the only ones.

The gitl wotking behind the desk saw them, or sensed them, as
soon as they stepped inside the door and she raised her head. “Milton,”
she said, smiling, and then she was off on a tear of Portuguese. Marina
put together the girl’s opening and then last the thread—"Isso ¢ um
sanho.” The girl waved them up to the front where she and Milon
began a conversation in passionate animation. When a man who had
waited more than an hour for a word of recognition began to pro-
test, the girl made a clucking sound with her tongue and silenced him.
Milton gave her the computer printout and she read the repoct she had
typed up herself as if it were a document of compelling mystery, then
let out a long sigh. From his wallet Milton took a business card and
quickly folded a bill around it, talking, tatking. The gitl took it from
him and he kissed the tips of her fingers. She laughed and said some-
thing to Marina that may ot may not have been lurid in nature. Marina
looked back at her, dumb as a sock.

The outside air was heavy enough to be bitten and chewed.
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Never had Marina's lungs taken in so much oxygen, so much mois-
tute. With every inhalation she felt she was introducing unseen par-
ticles of plant life into her body, tiny spores that bedded down in
between her cilia and set about taking root. An insect flew against
her ear, emicting a sound so piercing that her head snapped back as
if struck. Another insect bit her cheek just as she raised her hand
to drive the first one away. They were not in the jungle, they were
in a parking lot. For an instant the heat lightning brightened up an
ominous cloud bank miles to the south and just as quickly left them
in darkness.

“Do you have what you need in the small bag?” Milton asked
hopefully.

Matina shook her head. “Books,” she said, “a coat.” The manual
for the phone that was last. A neck pillow for sleeping on the plane. A
copy of The Wings of the Dowe, which she brought because she thoughe it
was long enough to see her through the entire trip. A copy of the New
England Jowrnal of Medicing, which contained a chapter of Dr. Swenson's
report—"Reproductive Endocrinology in the Lakashi People.”

“Then we must get you some things tonight,” he said. His brather-
in-law ran a store in town. Milton took out his cell phone, assuring
her the brother-in-law would be amenable to meeting them with the
keys despite the late hour, not a problem, and Marina, whe very much
wanted a toothbrush, accepted.

Milton was careful to maneuver around those potheles which
could be maneuvered around. He drove cautiously through the ones
that could not. People clumped together on corners of busy streets
waiting for a light to cross, but when the lights changed they con-
tinued to stand there. Girls dressed for dancing pushed strollers past
walls pasted over in handbills. An old woman with a broom swept
debris through the middle of an intersection. Marina watched all of
it thinking of Anders, wondering if he had seen these same people on
the night he arrived. She couldn't imagine things in Manaus changed
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very much from one night to the next. “Did you drive Dr. Eckman?”
Marina asked.

*Eckman,” Milton said, as if it were an object whose English name
was unfamiliar to him.

“Anders Eckman. He came here just after Christmas. We work fot
the same company.”

Milton shook his head. “Do many of your doctars come to Brazil?”

Exactly three, Marina thought, and then she said, “Not many."
Of course no one would have thought to get Anders a car and driver.
Anders would have found his luggage and taken ic to the taxi line,
opened his Portuguese phrase book and rehearsed the sentence, “What
is the fare to the hotel?” It occurred to Marina now how close she was
to him here. She thought of him standing in that same airport, his feet
planted on the same asphalt outside. They had been divided by only
a scant handful of months, one of them slipping out the back deor
while the other was coming in the front. It was then that an entirely
different idea came to Marina. “Did you ever drive a woman named
Dr. Swenson?”

“Dr. Swenson, of course. She is a very good customer. Do you work
with Dr. Swenson as well?”

Matina sat up straighter then and as soon as she did she fele her
seat belt lock into place. If Vogel hadn't bathered to hire a driver for
Anders they certainly would have found one for Dr. Swenson, or Dr.
Swenson would have found one for herself. It would be a car as clean
as this one, a driver as strikingly competent. "Do you know where she
lives?”

“In Manaus, yes. It isn't far from your hotel. But Dr. Swenson is
rarely in Manaus. Her work is in the jungle.” Milton stopped then, and
Marina saw him glance at her in the rearview mirrot. “You know her,
yest"” He should not be talking about the people he drives. He should
nat be talking about Dr. Swenson.

“She was my reacher in medical school,” Marina said, offering up
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this bit of her past so easily it felt like a lie. “Many years ago. We work
for the same company now. I've come here to find her. Qur company
has sent me to talk to her about the project she’s working on.”

"And so you know,” Milton said, his voice telieved.

"I have her address in town but no one is able to reach her where
she's working. Dr. Swenson won't use cell phones.”

“She calls me from the pay phone at the dock when she comes to
the ciry.”

"And it doesnt matter if you're driving someone else . . " She was
speaking from her own, distant experience.

Milton nodded then, keeping his eyes straight ahead. "There's never
any warmning when she’s coming, when she leaves, Sometimes months
go by and she doesn't come in from the jungle. I geew up in Manaus. [
wouldn't spend so much time out there.”

“Nothing bothers Dr. Swenson,” Marina said.

"No,” Milron said, but after mote consideration he added, “except
not being picked up at the dock.”

In a few more turns Milon brought her to another part of the city
where people walked through the streets arguing or holding hands,
oblivious to the fact it was night and there was nothing going on
around them in any dircction. Up ahead a man sat on a low cement
step and Milton pulled the car over. Immediately the man stood up
and opened Marina’s door. He was tall and thin, wearing a pink cotton
shirz that would have covered two of him. He greeted them in clipped
Portuguese. He clearly was not as pleased to be coming out late as
Milton had suggested.

“Negocio é negbeio,” Milton said. rurning off the ignition, He in-
troduced his brothe-in-law, Rodrigo, to Marina, as Rodrigo took her
hand to help her out of the car.

Rodrigo said something to Milton when he unlocked the door to
the building. Milton then flipped on the lights. Inside it smelied of
sawdust. He checked to make sure the door was locked behind them,
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Rodrigo turned off the lights and Milton turned them on again.
Rodrigo covered his eyes with his hands as if trying to ensure darkness,
all the while making quick use of a Janguage Marina did not speak.
She Blinked, her eyes dilated and blind and then flooded with electric
light. The store was nothing but a large square with wood plank floors
and every conceivable item crammed inside: canned food and clothes
and pills, sunglasses, postcards, bags of seed, laundry soap. The colors
of the bozes and bottles ¢limbing up and up to the high ceiling made
her dizzy. The general tenar of the argument between the two men was
clear to her even if she didn't understand the words. They were taking
turns lipping the swirch from off to on to off and she was to make fast
work in the light while she had it. She picked up a red toothbrush, de-
odorant, toothpaste, shampoo, insect repellent, sunblock, twe cotton
shicts, T-shirts, a straw hat. She held a pair of pants up 1 her waist
and then dropped them on the counter. The suitcase might arrive in
the motning or she might never see it again. She picked up a package of
underwear and then a cluster of elastic hair bands. “So when was the
last time you saw Dr. Swenson?” Marina asked.

"Dr. Singh conhece o Dr. Swenson,” Milton said to his brother-in-
law. Marina heard both of their names. In a gesture that struck her as
being particulatly Indian, Rodrigo pressed his palms together in front
of his lips and made a stight bow of his head.

“She is an excellent customer,” Milton said. “She buys all che pro-
visions for the camp here. It is something to sec the way she comes
into the store. She stands right in the middle, right where you are, and
points 1o what she wants and Redrigo brings it down for het. She does
it all without a list. It's impressive.”

"Muito decisivo,” Rodrigo said. “Muito ripide.”

“It used to be one of the other doctors might come in for sup-
plies. Dr. Swenson would be working very hard on her medicine and
so she would send someone clse into town, then two days later there

she would be at the dock. She'd say they hadn't bought enough things.
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or the right things. In the end she told me sending someone else was
only time wasted. Sometimes she sends in Easter with a note if there
15 something special she needs, bur that isn't often. He couldn't do all
the shopping himself”

Rodrigo disagreed. Milton ignored him. “Rodrigo knows hec very
well now. There are certain items he orders just for her.”

“Other doctors?” Marina said. Qutside she could hear voices and
then the rattling of the door handle, and then the slapping of hands
against glass. The crowd wanted in.

“It hasn't been a month since she was here.” Milton looked at
Rodrigo and asked in Portuguese, “Um més?” Rodrigo nodded. “That
could be inconvenient for you,” Milton said. “I've known her to be
gone for three.”

Marina pictured three months in this city she had yet to see in
daylight, wearing these clothes, memorizing the manual for the miss-
ing cell phone. She would buy a boat and head down the river herself
if it came to that. She asked if there was anyone who would know how
to find her.

Milton tilted his head from side to side as if weighing out his
thoughts, “If anyone did it would be the Bovenders, but I don'e really
think that they know."

“Dr. Swenson nio thes diria nada,” Rodrigo said. He could follow
the conversation well enough in English but did not speak it. He
brought out a hooded rain poncho folded into a clear plastic sack and
a small umbrella. He handed them to Marina and nodded at her wich
a gravity that insisted she add them to her purchases.

“You have another idea?” Milton asked his brother-in-law in
English.

“The Bovenders,” Marina said,

“They are the young couple who stay in her apartment. No doubt
you'll meet them, They are very hard to miss. They are travclers.”
Milron closed his eyes. “What is the word?”
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“Boémio,” Rodrigo said disapprovingly.

Milton opened his eyes. “They are young bohemians.”

Rodrigo was making a list of everyching Marina was taking, writ-
ing down the prices with a pencil. She held a single yellow fip-flop
against the sole of her shoe, then she put it back to try another. She
picked up a prepaid phone card. Anders would have found the Boven-
ders easily enough if they were living in Dr. Swenson's apartment. He
had the address where her mail was delivered, he would have gone there
fiest. In the store there was an irregular clicking sound, a tapping that
wasn't coming from the people who were taking turns erying to force
open the door. It sounded like someone was hitting the edge of a wacch
against a counter. She looked up to the ceiling to see some hard-shelled
insects dashing themselves against the fluorescent tubing. From where
she stood they didn't appear to have wings.

“Estoque!” Milton called out to the people clustered on the other
side of the plass. He continued to shout at them in Portuguese. Rodrigo
shut off the light again. In the dark he puc her purchases inco tissue
thin plastic bags.

“What do they want?" Marina asked.

Milton turned and looked at het. “They don't wanc anything,”
he said, pointing out the way in which their situation was different.
“They're just looking to pass the night.”

When Rodrigo finally did open the door to let Milton and Matina
out it became clear that the crowd wasn' as large as it had appeared
when viewed through a pane of glass, maybe twenty people, and some
of them were children. They looked dissipated standing there in the
open street, as if there had never really been the energy needed 1o push
their way nside. Still, chey waited around to voice their disappoint-
ment, which they did in a half-heacted manner.

When Rodrigo opened the car door for Marina she suddenly real-
ized she hadn't paid for anything. The featherweight sacks containing
everything she had taken were looped over her fingers and she held
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them up 10 the two men. “I haven't paid,” she said to Milton. The
membets of the dwindling crowd who hadn't wandered home leaned in
towards her, hoping to make out the contents of her bags.

He shook his head. “It all gaes on account, yes?”

“Whose account?”

"Vogel.” Rodrigo said. He reached into one of the bags and showed
her the carbon of the bill, a neatly printed record of everything she was
leaving with.

Marina started to say someching and then let it go. If it seemed
odd to her that a general store in Manaus had direct billing with
an American pharmaceutical company, it did not seem odd ro the
two men. She thanked them both and said good night to Rodrige,
who, under Milton’s translation, wished her luggage a safe return.
Because he opened the back door of the car for her that was where
she sat for the very short ride to her hotel. When chey reached their
destination, Milton gathered up the few things she had and walked
her inside.

She had a room at The Hotel Indira. She could not imagine that
whoever booked it had known enough to mean it as a joke. From the
grand exterior she entered a lobby of palm plants and tired brown
safas that slumped together as if chey had come as far as they could
and then given up. Milton checked her in and then came back to give
her the key. After a pleasant wish for a good night he left her chece,
having circled his cell phone number on his business card. She real-
ized that without Milton she might have slept in a chair in the airport
and then checked in for the morning flight back to Miami, Even when
she was in her room and had hung her coat on a metal bar that was
attached rather nakedly to the wall, she thoughe about that flight. She
sat down on the edge of the bed and fished a pair of reading glasses
out from the bottom of her purse in order to see the endless serics of
microscopic numbets from che phone card she had bought in Rodrigo’s
store, Somehow it was only one hour earlier in Eden Praitie. After so
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much travel she was a scant hour from home. Mr. Fox ariswered on the

second ring, v h

'm here,” she said. e ! £ n

“Good," hesaid. “Good.” He cleared hiis throat and she heard som
rustling around. She wondered if she had woken him up. “I thought T'd
hear from you earlier. Did you get some dinner? "

Marina thought about it, She must have eaten something on the
plane but she couldn't remember. “My suitcase was lost. I'm sure
they'll bring it tomorrow bur 1 wanted you to know I don't have the
phone.”

“You put the phone in your suitcase?” he said,

“I put it in the svitcase.”

Mir. Fox was quiet for the briefest moment. “They always find them
these days. Usualiy they bring it to the hotel in the middle of the night.
Call the desk as soon as you wake up in the morning, I'll bet it’s there.”

“The drivet tock me to get some things. At least I have a rooth-
brush now. Thank you for that, by the way.”

“Fot the toothbrush?”

“For Milton, the driver.” She put her hand over the receiver and
yawned.

“I'm glad he’s helpful. I'm sorry I'm not more helpful myself”

She nodded, for all the good it did their conversation. Maybe she
should have waited until tomorrow to call. The deaperies were open
and she looked out onto the city. that infinite sea of tiny lights. In
the dark, in the distance, she could have been anywhere. She clased
het eyes.

“Marina?” he said.

“I'm sorry.” she said. “1 chink I fell asleep.”

“Go to bed. We can talk tomotrow.”

“Unless che phone doesn’t come,” she said, and then she remem-
bered. “Or you can call me at the hotel.”

“I'll do that,” he said. “Get some sleep.”
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“T'll write you a letter;” she said. She did not remember hanging up
the phohe. :

Manaus wasn't difficult to figure out. It catered to tourists and
travelers and shippers, who. in this accommodating city, were
free from all imporc duties, Everyone was either getting off of boats
or gerting on them, and so the streets had been laid out in such a
way that one always had the feeling of walking away from the water
or towards it. By the third day Marina could navigate easily. Once
she got a fix on the river's position everything else fell into place. She
went to the matket hall at six in the morning when the world was
out to accomplish as much as was humanly possible before the truly
devastating heat began. The smell of so many dead fish and chickens
and sides of beef tilting precariously towards rot in the still air made
her hold a crumpled T-shirt over the lower half of her face but she
took the time to stop and look at the herbs and barks at the medicine
table, the snake heads floating in what she sincerely hoped was alco-
hol. A black vulture the size of a turkey walked down the aisles like
all the other shoppers, looking for whatever fish heads and entrails
were to be had underneath the tables. The bloody scraps were hard to
find. Marina bought two apple-flavored bananas and a pastry from a
woman who kept hers under a crumpled sheet of waxed paper. After
that she went down to the river to watch the boats. She spent a great
deal of time looking ac the water, which was the color of milky tea
and completely opaque even when she walked down a dock, squat-
ted on her heels, and stared directly into it. She did this often. She
couldn't see a quarter of an inch below the surface. She was waiting
for Dr. Swenson.

Wiaiting for Dr. Swenson to appear would have been a clear waste
of time had there been some other means of putting time to better
use. Waiting for her suitcase was simply not a full time job, even
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though Tormo, the young man at the front desk of her hotel, was kind
enough to call the airport twice a day and inquire as to its status.
There wete also the Bovenders to wait for. Marina had the address of
Dh. Swenson's apartment and so every day she had written to them,
putting both the names Bovender and Swenson on the envelope and
neatly printing her request for contact along with het hotel informa-
tion. Erom what Marina could tell from the building’s architecture
and neighborthood, and from the well-appointed lobby where she left
offher letrers at the desk every morning, it was one of the city’s better
residences. She wondered what it was costing Vogel to keep a pied-
a-terre in Brazil that was mainly inhabited by bohemians who didn'c
seem to be home much themselves. OF course, it was possible that the
bohetuians had gone en. They had been described as travelers after
all, and chis was clearly a city where people who had somewhere else
to go would not be inclined to stay. She nodded again to the con-
cierge who as always took her envelope with an enormous grin and
great, energetic nodding.

“Bovenders,” she said pointedly.

“Bonvenders!” he replied.

She decided that her project for the afternoon would be to cobble
together a note in Portuguese to hand him tomecrow. It would be
berrer if she could explain to the concierge, as well as to the mythical
Bovenders, what she was after.

All of Marina's activities—waiting at the river, waiting outside
the apartment building, wandering through the city in hopes that
she might be struck by some picce of inspiration that could lead her
in the direction of Dr. Swenson-—were punctuated by rain, blinding,
torrential downpours that seemed to rise out of clear skies and turn
the streets into wild rivers that ran ankle deep. People moved calmly
from the open spaces and pressed their backs against buildings, shar-
ing whatever room there was bencath various overhangs while they

waited for the storms to pass. Several cimes a day she had the oppor-
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tunity to be grateful to Radrigo for pushing the rubberized ponche
on her.

Of course there were times when neither the poncho nor the aw-
nings were enough and the rain drove Marina to run in her flip-flops
back to the hotel, every drop pricking her skin like a hornet. The
chemicals in her sunscreen mixed with the DEET in her insect re-
pellent and when she tried to wipe the watet from her face it butned
her eyes until she was half blind. Back at the hotel she showcred and
napped and did her best with the James novel, and when she'd had
enough of that she read about the reproductive endocrinology in the
Lakashi people.

As Anders had tried to explain to her when she had been so dis-
inclined to listen, the Lakashi were an isolated tribe in the Amazon
whose women appeared to continue to give birth to healchy infants
well into their seventies. Securing accurate ages on the women was of
course an inaccurate science. Still, it did not undermine the point: old
women were having babies. The Lakashi were reproducing for up to
thirty years beyond the women in the neighboring tribes. Families con-
taining five generations were commonplace. and aside from what could
perhaps be called a heightened exhaustion, they all appeared to enjoy a
state of health commensurate to that of their indigenous peers. Birth
defects, mental retardation, problems with bones, teeth, vision, height,
weight, everything came out as average in both mothers and children
as compared to members in neighboring tribes over a thirty-five-year
petiod of study.

Marina rolled over onto her back and held the journal above her.
A thirty-five-vear period of siudy? That would mean that while Dr. Swen-
son was, to the best of her knowledge, teaching a full load ac Hop-
kins she was also studying the Lakashi in Brazil? Of course, who
knew what she did on the weekends, spring breaks, Thanksgiving va-
cations. It was possible she had been flying to Manaus all chose yeats
and hiring a boat to take her down the splitting tributaries of the
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Rio Negro. Had it been anyone clse she would have been certain the
whole report was an ambitious fraud, but Dr. Swenson had always
exhibited a relentless cnergy that defied all human understanding. If
someone had told Marina that while she was stumbling through her
rounds half asleep in Baltimore, Dr. Swenson was taking the red-
eye 1o Brazil to collect data, she would have been impressed but not
amazed. In fact, the very paper she was reading inclided research
from a dissertation for which she had been awarded a doctorate in
ethnobotany from Harvard. It seemed there was a great deal abouc
Dr. Swenson she didn't know.

When the rains came hatd and caught her out too far to run
back to the hotel, Marina would go to the Internet café and pay five
dollats to look up information about Dr. Swenson or her tribe, but
as she sat there trying not to et her hait drip on the keyboard she
found there was remarkably little information to be had. Google
Annick Swenson and there were course descriptions, appearances
at medical conferences, papees—mostly related to gynecological
surgery—some tedious postings from medical students who com-
plained thac Dr. Swenson's classes, and probably all of their classes,
weee unfairly difficult. Most of the mentions of Lakashi linked
back to the New England Journal of Medicine article, alchough the name
also came up in relation to the famous Harvard ethnobotanist
Martin Rapp, who had first interacted with the tribe while taking
plant samples in 1960, His interest in them as a people appeared
nominal, as his writing about their habits was limited to which
species of fungi they did and did not consume. There was a single
pictute of him, an extremely thin sunburnt man with light hair
and a straight English nose who stood a head above the natives on
either side of him. They were all holding up mushrooms. Marina
read everything she could find about Dr. Rapp and the Lakashi
in hopes that there might be some clues as to their location, but
the most specific directive she found was “central Amazon basin”
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Leave it to Dr. Swenson to somehow manage to keep the Internet
out of her business.

119 ell me they've found the suitcase,” Mr. Fox said as soon as
he answered the phone. Mr. Fox had somehow become more

focused on whether or not she had made successful contact with her

luggage than with either Dr. Swenson or the mythical Bovenders.

“Apparently the airport code for Manaus is MAQ. Madrid is
MAD. The theory is that an O starts to look like a D after a certain
number of suitcases and so they start sending bags to Spain.”

“I'm going to mail you anather phone,” he said. “I'll get it pro-
grammed and shipped down there tomorrow. You're going to need
more Lariam soon anyway, Make a list of what you want.”

“Nothing,” she said, looking at che rings of insect bites that brace-
leced her wrists and ankles, hard red bumps that she longed to dig
out with her fingernails. “I don't need anything, The second you send
another phone my suitcase will show up and then I'll have two.”

“Soa then you'll have two. You can give one to De. Swenson. There
may be someone she wants to call.”

In fact, Marina enjoyed not having a telephone. She had stasted out
as an intern with a pager and then added to that a cell phone that later
turned into a BlackBerry. In Manaus, there was an almost indescrib-
able sense of freedom that came from wandering around in a strange
city knowing that she was unteachable. “Speaking of Dr. Swenson, I've
been reading about the Lakashi.”

“It’s always good to read up on people before you meet them,” Mr.
Fox replied.

“It’s an interesting article but she doesn't exactly give anything
away,”

“Dr. Swenson doesn’t mean to give things away."

" . . .
So what's the secrec ingredient? Does she even know? Certainly
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the Lakashi don't know. I don't care how primitive these women are,
if they understood what they were doing that was causing them to
remain festile unto death they'd stop doing it.”

Mr. Eox fell silent on his end and Marina waited.

“You know and you don't want to teli me?” Marina said, laughing,
Surely his secretary, the very serious Mrs. Dunaway, had walked into
his office at that moment and forced him to wait on his reply.

“It isn't a matter of want,” Mr. Fox said finally.

Marina had relazed into the conversation and spread herself out
actross the bed but a bole of incredulity forced her to sit upright again.
“Whae?”

“There is an agreement of confidentialicy—"

“I'm in Brazil!" she said. I found a lizard in the bathtub chis morn-
ing the size of a kitten. I don't know where Dr. Swenson is ot how
to find het and now you're saying you aren’t going to tell me how the
Lakashi women maintain fectility? Is there something Istill need to do
to merit yout rrust?”

*“Marina, Marina, it has nothing to do with you. It’s contractual.
I'm not allowed to talk about it.”

“It has nothing to do with me? Then why am I here? If this
has nothing to do with me then 1 would very much like to come
home now.”

In truth, she did not care. She did not care that the Lakashi were
having 3.7 times the number of children as compared to other in-
digenous Brazilians over the course of their lifetimes. She didn'c care

where they lived or if they were happy or if they wanted the children
they had. What she did care about, cared abour very much in fact, was
that her employer, who had virtually proposed marriage and then sent
het ofT to the equator after one of Vogel's employees had dicd there,
now refused ta share with her the basic information of the research in
question. “When 1 find Dr. Swenson and all those pregnant Lakashi
people, am [ supposed to avert my eyes so I won't figure out how they're
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manageng this? Do they make it a practice of killing anyone who finds
out their secret?” And then she saw Anders standing ankle deep in the
muddy river, holding a single blue envelope in his hand. “My God,” she
said. "My God, I didn’t mean that.”

“They chew some sort of bark while it's still on the tree,” Mr.
Fox said.

Marina did not care at all about the bark or the trees. “I didn't
mean that.”

“T'know,” he said, but all the light had gone out of his voice, and
in another couple of sentences they had wrapped it alf up and gotten
off the phone. Marina puc her shoes on and went back out into the
street. The rain had stopped and the sun was beating the pavement
and buildings and people and dogs into a flat sameness. She didn'e
want to walk to the river or the market hall and so she walked for a
while around the square in the choking humidity thinking of how
Anders must have walked around the square as well. Maybe he hadn't
felt hopeless when he came here. Maybe he was glad to go on day-
long bitding excursions into the jungle and drink pisco sours alone at
the bar at night. Marina bent over to look at the carved trinkets that
a group of natives were selling off a blanker. She picked up a bracelet
that could have been smooth painted beads or red seeds with holes
drilled through the centers. She let the woman on the blanket tie it
to her wrist with a complex and permanent set of knots and then bite
off the ends, her lips somehow never touching skin. One of the chil-
dren, a narrow-chested boy of nine ot ten, looked through the me-
nagerie of tiny carved animals that were spread out in front of him
and picked out a white heron that was two inches high, a tiny fish
caught in the needke of its beak, and he handed it to her. Marina had
meant to refusc it, but once she held it up she chought e was in fact
very fine, better than anything else she had seen, and so she agreed
10 buy the heron and the bracelet for a handful of bills she thoughs
wotked out to be about three dollars U.S. She pur the little bird tn
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her pocket and walked down a series of side streets, careful to keep
all her turns in mind. She wasn't in the mood to get lost. The farther
she walked the more she noticed that no one was looking at her. The
small boys with stacks of T-shirts and dazzling butterflies pinned to
boards inside cheap wooden frames didn't follow her. The ice cream
vendors didn't call to her. nor did the man with the mustache and a
small monkey on each shoulder who was barking at tourists in Por-
tuguese. With her black hair caught back in a barrette beneath the
hat she'd bought and her cheap clothing and her flip-flops, she was
able to pass in Manaus the way she was never able to pass in Minne-
sota, Here they looked at her and secing someone who looked some-
thing like a woman they knew, looked away. When she was spoken
to it was only a simple greeting, that much she understood, and she
nodded her head in recognition and kept walking. Andecs would have
been mobbed everywhere, He was so blue-eyed and overly tall, his
skin was very neatly Juminous, as unfamiliar to these people as snow
itself. Any passerby could see deeper into Anders than he could the
Rio Negro. Marina thought of all the times he'd come to work on
Monday after a weckend spent paddling the boys around some lake
in the summer, and how his skin would be scorched, his lips and nose
already starting to peel. "Haven't you heatd of sunblock?” Marina
said. "Hats?"”

“They keep all that information from men.” He didn’t wear a tic
to work on those days and his shirt collar stayed open. The sore, red
visage of his neck was something Marina made a point not to look at.
Who thought it would be a good idea to send Anders to the equaror?
Her own skin was darker now. The sun had extended its reach past the
hats and creams. It was inevitable.

When Matina turned again, a turn that was as aimless as alf the
othets she had made, she found herself back at Rodrigo's stote. There
were no crowds out front this time, no one peering in the window.
In the daylight it didn’t appear to be such a compelling attraction.
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The street outside was empty of people, empty of cars. In fact when
she went inside, thinking she would say hello, buy a bottle of water,
there was only one young couple in the store, a2 man and woman in
their twenties pointing up to something that was over their heads. The
woman was long-limbed and tan in a red sundress and she stretched
to try and reach for whatever it was she wanted. Her long yellow hair,
which was held away from her face by a [arge pair of sunglasses pushed
back on her head. was the brightest aspect of the room, as it seemed
that Rodrigo was no more inclined towards electricity during the day
than he had been at night. The young man, who may have been a little
taller than the woman. stood back in his T-shirt and baggy shorts and
watched her stretch. His hair was pale brown and shaggy and his face,
which was nearly too precty, was half covered up in what was either a
beard or several days spent not shaving. They hadn't noticed her come
in, and so Marina watched chem, in part because they made an unusual
sight for Manaus, and in part because she was sure that they were the
Bovenders.

She had picrured the Bovenders as being closer to her own age,
without any of the drama inherent to so much bony attractiveness, but
the minute she walked in the stote she revised the imaginings of her
idle mind. There was a tattoo banding the young man’s ankle, a deco-
rative vine, and around the woman's ankle a small gold chain. Marina
had exactly one word of description te work from, bohemians, and
these were the only two bohemians she had seen in chree days.

Rodrigo came into the store from a room behind the counter.
He told the couple something in Portuguese and the young woman
disagreed and once again reached above her head helplessly while the
young man folded his arms across his chest. Was it the soap pads she
wanted? When Rodrigo turned for the fadder he saw Marina stand-
ing just inside the open door and in the course of a single second
he placed her, remembered who it was she wanted to find, and was
pleased ar the luck of being the one ro make the introductions. “Ola!
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Dr. Singh!" he said, and when the young couple turned to see who
it was Rodrigo knew, he opened his hands towards his other guests.
“Bovenders.”

The young Bovenders, in possession of a highly evolved social in-
stinct, were beaming as they walked towards her, If they had been
working to avoid her they were masters at hiding it. In fact, it seemed
as if meeting her in this store on this afternoon was the very thing they
were most looking forward to in all the world and they would nor hald
it against her that she had come a licdle late. “Barbara Bovender,” the
young woman said, extending her hand. She smiled to show the slight
disorder among her large white tecth.

“Jackie," the young man said, and Marina shook his hand as well.
The accent she thought was Australian but she wasn't positive. They
seemed too tan to be English.

Rodrigo said something to Barbara and she squinted at him slightly
when he spoke, as if she were translating each word separately and then
reassembling them into a sentence in her head.

“Nos?”

“Dr. Swenson,” he said.

“Yes, of course,” Barbara said, looking almost relieved. “You're
leokéng for Dr. Swenson.”

“People don't look for us,” Jackie said.

“That's because nobody knows where we are,” Barbara said, and
then she laughed. “That makes it sound like we're hiding.”

Marina tried 1o put this couple together in her mind with Dr.
Swenson. She tried to picture the three of them standing together in
the same room. She could not. “I've left letters for you.”

“For us?” Jackie asked. “At the apartment?”

“At Dr. Swenson's aparement butlding. 1 lefe chem at the desk.”

At this point Rodrigo got the ladder and climbed up towards the
ceiling te get a box of dryer sheets. The hierarchy in which differemt
items were destred, needed. and sold, could cleatly be charted based on
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what was closcst to the ceiling and what was closest to the floor. Dryer
sheets appeared to be hovering on the edge of obscurity for everyone in
Manaus save Barbara Bovender.

“All the mail goes straight into a box,” Jackie said. “Annick picks it
up when she comes into town.”

“Or she doesn't,” Barbara said. “She isn't very good about the mail.
I've told her I'd open it for her, sort it all out, but she says not to bother.
I think at the heart of it she just doesn't care.”

Jackie tuened then to face his wife. Was she his wife? The Boven-
ders could have been siblings or cousins. The general resemblance they
bote to one another was striking. “She has a lot on her mind."

Barbara nodded, half closing her eyes, as if she were considering all
the many weights Dr. Swenson had to bear. “It’s true.”

“We have a postbox,” Jackie said. “That way when we get to the
next town chey’l] forward it on.”

“Are you leaving?” Marina asked.

“Oh, we will, sooner or later,” Barbara said. She looked over at
Rodrigo who now had the box of dryer sheets in his hand, “We're
always leaving. We've stayed here longer than anywhere.”

Somehow Marina was hoping she didnt mean Manaus. She
couldn't imagine how she would last out the week. “In Brazil?"

"No, here,” Jackie said, and held up his open hand as if he meant
to say that they had spent an endless stretch of time in Rodrigo’s store.

Barbara then got a scrious lock an her face and tilted che slender
rack of her shoulders towards Marina. “Do you know Annick?”

Marina hesitated so briefly that neither of the young people saw it.
“I do,” she said.

“Well, then you know. Her work is so important—"

Jackie interrupted her. “And she’s been really good to us, my God."

"It’'s not like I think we're helping her,” Barbara said. “We're not
scientists. But if sbe thinks we'te helping her, if there’s anything we can
do 1o contribute, then it’s not a prablem for us to stay for a while. Is

AT
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not a problem for me anyway. 1 can do my work anywhere. It’s really

harder for Jackie.”
"\Vhat do you do?” Marina s:ud using the pronoun in the plural

““Tna writer,” Darbara faid.

Jackie raised his hand and ran his open fingers through his hair. “I
suth,” he said.

Harder, yes. Marina thought about the bath-warm water of the Rio
Negro inching along towards the Rio Solimbes so that they could flow
together into the Amazon. She was planning to ask him something
about this, how surfing constituted work or how he planned to solve
the current problems of his employment; when the only other person
she knew in Manuas came through the open door. When Milton saw
the thrve of them together he was extremely pleased. He had left his
suit in the closet at home and was dressed for the weather. All his Tight
cotton clothes were neatly pressed. “Perfect!” he said. TYou found each
other without me.”

Marina extended her hand to the driver. Because she knew him to
be a problem solver she was especially glad to see him again. 1 was just
out taking a watk.”

“A bad time of day for walking but this is very good,” Milton said.
“T am relieved. I have been telling them to go ro your hotel.”

Jackie had wandered off to pick lip the store’s lone can of tennis
balls. It seemed that there was nothing Rodrigo hadn't thought of.
Barbara in turn shot her eyes to Milton who seemed startled by che se-
verity of her glance. “I'm sorry,” he said, before he knew what he might
be apologizing for.

Barbara sighed and tried to brush a medium-sized insect off the
front of her sundress. It was hard-shelled and black and the tiny spikes
on its legs held stubbornly to the fabric but she seemed not to natice
any of this. She put her thumb beneath her index finger and gave the
bug a single, dislodging Bick. “You'll forgive me,” she said to Marina,
who imagined she would. “Part of what we try to do is keep Annick
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hidden—from the press that comes down, from other doctors and
drug companies trying to sreal her work. You never know who some-
onc really is no matter what they tell you.”

“Tam terribly sorry,” Milton said.

"The press comes here?” Marina said.

Barbara looked ac her. “Well, they will once they heat about her re-
search. They did before we got here, What really matters is that people

i . shouldn'c distract her. Even people with very good intentions.” She was

trying to be firm but she lacked experience.

“Dr. Singh works for Vogel,” Milton said in an attempt to make up
for his indiscretion. “She and Dr. Swenson are employed by the same
company, They sent her here to—" He looked at Marina but he had to

. . stop there. She hadn't told him why they'd sent her.

“Vogel"-—she locked at Marina—"I'm sorry but that is my point
exactly. Vogel is the worst. All they want to know is what her progress is.
How can she be expected to do her work if she's constantly being mon-
itored? This is science. This may change the course of everything, She

" can’t just stop and meet people. Do you know that you're the second

doctor that Vogel's sent to see her since Christmas?”
“I do,” Marina said. If she were in any way inclined to have com-
passion for the girl she would have stopped her then, but at the moment

* she did not. Jackie had come back now and he kept the can of tennis

balls in his hand. Maybe he wanted them. Maybe he knew a court

i neatby where they could play.

“You know Dr. Eckman?"

“We worked together.”

Bacbara shrugged her pretty shoulders which were gold along the
tops and gold down her arms. "“Well, if he's a friend of yours, I'm

- sorry. He's 2 pecfectly nice guy but he was a huge distraction, He hung
j around here forever, always asking questions, always wanting to go

along. He was a distraction to my work. I can’t even imagine what he

4y . must have been like for Annick.”

LRt
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“He took me birding,” Jackie said.

“] tried to explain to him that Annick didn't have the time, buc he
wasn't going to go until he saw her. She finally came and picked him
up. For all I know he’s still out there.”

“He isn't,” Marina said. “Or he is. He's dead.” It wasn'e the gitl’s
fault of course, not any of it, but Marina found het sadness transposed
itself easily into anger.

Jackie put dawn the tennis balls then and took Barbara’s hand in
a gesture of sympathy or solidarity. She watched the color drain from
the girl, from her face, her neck, all the blood was rushing 1o her heart.
Even the gold receded from her shoulders.

“Dr. Swenson buried him at the research station where she works.
She told us that in a letter. She sent us very little information about his
death, but, as you say, she’s busy. Dr. Eckman's wife wanted me to come
down to see if 1 could find out what happened. She wants to know
what she should tell their children.”

Three women came into the store then, one of them holding a baby,
and in another minute a couple came in behind them. It seemed that
they all knew one another, the way they were talking. The woman with
the baby passed her baby over to another one of the women so that she
could look at cooking ail.

“I need to sit down,” Barbara said. She did not say this dramati-
cally. The two Bovenders [eft the store together to sit on the cement
steps out front. Almost immediately Jackie came back in to get her a
bottle of water.

“Ah, your poor friend,” Milton said to Marina. "I am very sorry.”

Marina nodded, unable to focus her eyes on Milton or the Boven-
ders or anything n the store.

When the Bovenders did get up from the steps, after Barbara had
finished her bottle of water, they did not come back into the store.
Rodrigo wrote out the same well-ordered receipt to charge to the
Vogel account and then gathered up the things they'd wanted and put
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them into bags: dryer sheets, rennis balls, a new sun hat, mangoes and
bananas. Marina in her rush to be unpleasant had likely broken the
one theead she could have followed into the jungle. Maybe they found
Anders annoying, but in his affable way he had managed to wear them
down, 5till, she liked to think if she had been the one who died and
he was coming in as the replacement, his patience would have been
limited as well,
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Four

]ackie sat up front with Milton on the way to Ponta Negra while
Marina sat with Barbara in the back. They kept the windows down.
In the wind tunne] that roared through the backsear, strands of Bar-
bara's hair would intermuttently fly out and strike Marina in the face
even though Barbara did her best to gather her hair in her hands and
hold it down. Jackie was prone towards car sickness, and the road to
the beach was neither smeoth nor straight.

“It wouldn't be better if you were cool?” Milton asked Jackie. Jackie
said nothing.

“He needs the fresh air,” Barbara shouted from the back.

Marina might have noted that the air was not particularly fresh
but she refrained. The Bovenders had invited her to the beach and
she was determined to be grateful that they had extended themselves.
When he was invited to come along on the outing and bring his car,
Milton had said they needed to leave no later than six a.m. The beach,
like the matket, was strictly a morning affair. But the Bovenders would
not hear of six. They claimed they were useless until nine at the very
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earliest, and while Milton and Marina were waiting for them in front
of the apartment at that designated hour, the Bovenders did nat make
an appearance until nearly ten. It was, Matina thought, a bad stare.
“Wouldn't you get motion sickness from surfing?” she asked, raising
het voice to be heard over the din of citculating air. They were going
fast: Jackie had said he wanted to go fast in order to get out of the car
as soon as possible,

“INot a problem,” he said.

“He can sutf a killer wave bus on boats,” Barbara said. "My God,
he can't even Jook at a boat. He can't walk down 2 dock.”

“Baby, please,” Jackie said, his voice weak.

“Sorry,” Barbara said, and turned her head towards the window.

*1 don't have any problems when I drive,” Jackie said.

As they rounded another hairpin curve a silky white goat trotted
into the road and Milton slammed the brakes. Marina, who was not
given to car sickness in the least, felc her stomach lurch up. The people
in the car understood that the goat had escaped his fate by no more
than four inches, but che goat understood nothing. It looked up, mildly
puzzled, sniffed the blacktop, and then went on. Jackie opened the
door and vomited lightky.

“I can't let you drive,” Milton said.

“I know,” Jackie said, and he covered his eyes with his hand.

The night before at dinner the Bovenders had made a list of every-
thing Marina should see while she was in Manaus. “There isn't much
to do around here,” Jackic had said. "so you really ought to make the
effort.” They offered to take her to the beach and the Natural Science
Museum but both required a car. Barbara took out her cell phone at
the dinner table and called Milton. His number was programmed in.

The Bovenders had come to her. They had waited nearly a week
after their unfortunate first meeting but then they called. They wanted
to hear about Anders. They assumed, incorrectly, that Marina knew a
good deal more about his death than she had rold them.
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"Buc what did Annick say?” Bacbara leaned in close enough that
Matina could smell her perfuime, a mix of lavender and time.

“She said that he died of a fever. That's all | know. And I know that
she buried him there.” The restaurant was dark with a cement floor
and dried out palm fronds hanging over the bar. There were two pin-
ball machines in the corner and they chirped and clanged even when
there was no one there with the change it took to play them.

Barbara ran a tiny red cocktail straw in circles, nervously stirring
up the contents of her glass. "I'm sure it would have been almost tm-
possible for her to get the body back.”

“Bur people do,” Marina said. "I realize Dr. Swenson isn't senti-
mental but 1 imagine she would have felt differently had it been her
husband. Anders’ wife would have liked to see him buried at home.”
She would have liked it had he never gone in the first place.

“Annick has a husband?” Barbara said.

“Not that I know of”

“Did you speak to Annick about what should be done wich Dr.
Eckman?” Barbara was more inclined to do the talking Jackic was
busying himself with the hard salted strips of plantains that were
served in the place of chips.

“From what I understand she doesnT have a phone. She wrote
a leteer and by the time it got to Vogel he'd been dead two weeks.”
Matina took a sip of some fruited rum punch Jackie had ordered for
all of them. “She wrote the letter to Mr. Fox.”

Barbara and Jackie looked at one another. "Mt. Fox,” they said
together ominously.

Marina put down her drink.

“Do you know him?" Barbara asked.

“He's the president of Vogel,” Marina said, he voice even. "I work
for him.”

“Is he awfulz”

Marina looked at the girl and smiled. In truch she was icritated
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with Mr. Fox, He had gone ahead and sent her another phone and
several different antibiotics and enough Lariam to see her through
another six months in South America. If he had intended it as a mes-
sage, it wasn't a message that pleased her. “No,” she said neutrally.
“not awful ar all”

Batbasa waved het hand. “I shouldn't have said chat. But you have
to understand—"

"We're very protective of Annick,” Jackie said, nibbling the side off
a plantain strip.

Barbara nodded vigorously, giving her long, jeweled earrings a good
swing Barbara had overdressed for dinner, weating a sleeveless silk top
in emerald green. She was such a preery girl. [t musc be hard for her,
Marina imagined, to have no place to go. “Of course you'd be upset
about your friend, We're upset about Dr. Eckman ourselves, but what-
ever happened it wasn't Annick's faule. It's just that she’s very focused.
She has to be.”

Now that Marina was in the Amazon it seemed that there was
probably no end of things that could kill a person without any assign-
ment of blame, unless perhaps the blame was assigned to Mr. Fox. 1
never thoughe it was her fault.”

This news came to Barbara as a great relief. “I'm so glad!” she
said. “Once you understand Annick you know there’s nobody like
het. 1 was thinking that maybe you hadn't been around her in a
while, or you'd forgotten,” she said. seeming to know things she
could not possibly know. “She’s such a foree of nature. Her work
is chrilling, but really, it's almost beside the poinc. She’s what’s so
amazing, the person herself, don't you think? 1 try to imagine what
it would have been like to have a mother like that, a grandmother,
2 woman who was completely fearless, someone who saw the world
without limitations.”

Marina could remember thac exact feeling It was a thought se
briefly held and deeply buried that she could barely dredge it up again:
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What if Dr. Swenson were my motker? She made a mental note to call her
mother before she went to bed tonight, even if it was very late. “Bur
what does that have to do with Mr. Fox?”

“He bothers her,” Jackic said, as if he had suddenly woken up and
found himself in a restaurant, in a conversation. His blue eyes peered
out brightly through the fringe of his overly long bangs. “He werites her
letress asking her what she’s doing. He used to call her.”

“That’s when she got rid of the phone,” Barbara said. "It happened
years before we got here.”

Marina took the slice of pineapple off the edge of het glass, dipped
it into her drink and ate it. “Is that really so intrusive? She does work
for him after all. He is paying for everything, her research, her apart-
ment, this dinner. Isn't he entitled to know how things are going?”

Barbara corrected her. “Hr doesn't pay for it. The company pays
for ic”

“Yes, but the company is his job. He runs it. He hired her. He's
responsible.”

“Is the person who commissions van Gogh responsible for the
painting?”

Marina wondered if she would have come up with a similar quip of
logic when she was twenty-three or however old Mrs. Bovender actu-
ally was. She was quite sure she would have felt the same way. It was
exactly Dr. Swenson's brio she had been drawn to, the urter assured-
ness with which she moved through the world, getting things done and
being indefarigably right. Marina had not met her like again, and she
was glad of that, and she was sorry. “I suppose that van Gogh would
be responsible for making good on his sale, and that if he didn't show
up with the painting after a vastly extended period of time it would be
within the righes—"

Barbara put her cool hand on Marina’s wrist. “I'm sorry.” she said.
"Mt. Fox is your boss, Dr. Eckman was your friend. I shouldn't be

tunning on about this.”
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“I underseand your point,” Marina said, making a conscious effort
to get along,

“We'll try to find a way to get word to Annick, and if we can't we'll
just entertain you ourselves until she comes back.”

Marina took a long pull off her drink, even though there was a dis-
tinct voice in her head telling her not to. “You don't have to do that”

“OF course we do.” Barbara said, and sat back peacefully in her
chair as if everything had been decided. "Is what Annick would want.”

y ten o'clock the world was a furnace cracked open in a closed

room, but just outside of Manaus people crowded the river’s bank
on 2 Wednesday to lie across towels spread out in the sand. Chiidren
played in the shallows while adults swam wide circles around them.
Their voices, the screaring and laughing while they splashed one an-
ather, sounded less like words and more like the call and answer of
birds. Milton in his infinite wisdom had brought a large striped um-
brella in the trunk of his car and stabbed it repeatedly into the sand
until it was able to stand upright and provide a circle of shade. It was in
that limited field that he and Marina sat on towels, their arms around
theit knees. Marina had gone to buy a swimsuit from Rodrigo that
morning and the only possible option, which is to say the only one-
piece, was cheap and bright and had a small skice that made her look
like an aging figure skater. She wore it under her clothes now, unable
to imagine what had ever made her think she would go into the water.
The Bovenders, who had no intcrest in the umbrella or its protection,
were, without their clothes, unnerving Jackie wore a pair of cutoff
shores that rode dangerously below the sharp protrusions of his hip-
bones, while Barbara's bikini was carelessly tied together with a series
of loosc serings. It secmed chat the desited effect of their swimwear
was to make their fellow beach-goers feel a strong breeze could serip
them bare. At one point Jackie yawned, tilted forward into the sand,

STATE OF WONDER

and raised himself into a handstand. The muscles in his arms and back
separated into distinct groups that any first year medical student would
have been grateful to study: pectoralis majot, pectoralis minor, deltoid,
trapezius, intercostal, The people on neighbaring towels pointed, call-
ing for their children to watch. They whistled and clapped.

“Not sick anymore,” Milton said.

Jackie brought his feet to the ground and sat again. The vine that
encircled his ankle was hung with tiny clusters of grapes. “I'm fine.”

“That's why I married him," Barbara said, half of her face shielded
behind enormous black glasses. “I saw him do that at the beach in Sydney.
He was wearing his boardies. I said to my gitlfriend, ‘That one’s mine.'”

“Marriages have been built on less,” Marina said, although in truch
she didn't think this was the case.

"Do you swim?” Milton asked her. He was wearing his trousers
and his white short-sleeved shirt. He showed no signs of removing
them.

"I know how,” she said, “if that’s what you're asking.”

Bathata steerched along her towel, her oiled body reflecting light
from every surface except for the few discreet areas covered by fabric.
These was a small, circular diamond hanging in the gold chain of her
anklet and it glinted along with her skin. “It's so hot,” she eried quietly.

“Hot is what we do best,” Milton said. He had a lictle straw hat
sitting on the top of his head and somehow it made him look cooler
than the rest of them.

“Let’s go for a swim,” Jackie said, and leaned over to smack his
wife's stomach lightly with the flat of his open hand. Her whole body
jumped an inch off her towel.

“The water is only going to be hotter,” she said.

“Up, up, up.” he said, and stood himself, leaning down to pull her
to her feet. She paused a moment to shake the sand our of her pale hair.
It was for the other beach-goers as great a spectacle as her husband
standing on his hands. They were halfway to the water, their arms
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draped against each other’s naked waists, when they turned back o
thetr compatriots. “You're coming, aren't you?" Jackie asked.

Marina shook her head. “Go, go,” Milton said. “We'll come and
watch.” He got up stiffly and helped Marina to her fect. "They want
us to see how pretty they are in the river.”

“They were pretty enough just lying there,” Marina said.

*We are the parents,” Milton said. “We have to wacch.”

Matina went along with a sullen sense of duty, but out from under
the umbrella the world was a differcnt place. It had not been cool be-
neath the candy colared stripes, but away from them the sun meted out
a pummeling that was stunning She stopped for a moment to spot the
Bovenders as they walked tnto the brown water holding hands. On a
few occasions since arriving in Brazil she had been as hot but she had
always been able to step into the shade, to go into a café for a can of
soda, return to her hotel room and stand in a cold shower. She had
come to know in advance when the heat was about to overwhelm her
as clearly as if there had been a thermometer built into her wrist and
50 she had been able to save herself accordingly. but looking out at the
water and the sand she was uncertain of where she could go. She was
melting into the people around her, into Milton. There was a little ice
chest beneath the umbtella that Milten had brought with them—cool
bottles of water and beets for Jackie. She could rub a piece of ice against
her neck. Far ahead of them the Bovenders sank into the water and
blurred into all of the other children around them as they swam away.
With everything in her she cursed them for being unwilling, unable, to
wake before nine. After all, she had been tired herself. She had taken a
Lariam fresh from the new bottle Mr. Fox had sent the night before and
at three in the morning she had woken herself, and no doubt everyone
else in the Hotel Indira, with het interminable screaming. Sormeone is
stabbing a woman 1o death, was the thought she had swimming up through
sleep before she realized where the sound was coming from. After that
she was finished for the night, no more sleep, just waiting,
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“You do a good job of this,” Milton said, keeping his eyes towards
the river. “T admire your patience.”

"'Believe me, I have no patience.”

"Then you create the illusion of patience. In the end the effect is
the same.”

"All T want vo do is find Dy, Swenson and go home,” she said slowly.
The words coming out of her mouth felt hot.

“And to get to Dr. Swenson and to get home you must first get past
the Bovenders. The Bovenders are the guards of the gate. It is their job
to keep you away from her, that’s what they're paid for. I have no idea if
they know where she is, but ] am certain that no one else knows, They
like you. Perhaps theyll figure something out.” An arm went up in the
water and waved and Milton raised his hand and waved back.

Where in the world was the rain? Those blinding cataracts that she
had endured day aftet day? She needed one now. Ir didn't necessarily
cool things down but at least for a while it blocked out the sun. "They
couldn' Tike me.”

“They think you'te vety natural. Mrs. Bovender told me that. They
see you as a person who is honestly grieving her friend and urying to
get information about his death.”

“Well, that's true,” she said. although that description only covered
her obligations to Karen.

“They'te starting to think that Dr. Swenson would like you,”
Milton said.

Marina fele the top of her head turning soft as the sun worked into
her brain, unloosening its coils. “Dr. Swenson knew me once already.
I'm quite cerrain she had no feelings for me one way or the other.”
She mopped at her face with a large ted handkerchief Rodrigo had
pressed on her that morning. When she declined it once he had made
her a gift of it, though probably it went on Vogel's account all the
same. Under her clothes she felt the swimsuit with evety inhalation, Ic
wrapped around her body like an endless bandage, growing larger and
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loaser as it soaked her up. She kept pushing the cloth against her face.
Her vision was clouded by the sweat in her eyes. She could only make
out the most basic elements of the landscape: sand, water, sky.

“What the Bovenders require is diplomacy” Mikon said. “They
just need some more of your time. They want to study you and make
sure you are what you seem.”

Marina squinted out rowards the waving line of the horizon. “I
don't see them anymore.” What she meant to say was that she thought
she might faint. At that point she might have said Milton’s name. She
didn’t fall, buc she was thinking of falling, and with that chought he
tock her arm and walked her over the remaining expanse of sandy
beach to the river. He walked her into the water up to their knees and
then up to their waists. It was like a bath, silky and warm. The current
was so slight it barely disturbed her clothes. She wanted to lic down
in it. Milton dipped his own handkerchief into the water and spread
it wet over the top of her head. “It's better, isn't it,” he sard, though it
wasnt a question.

She nodded. Jackte had been night to make Barbara go in. It was
lifesaving. When Marina looked down she saw nothing, just a line
where her torso vanished into the water. All around them children
kicked their rafts and jumped off one another’s shoulders. “"How do
you know what's under therei™ she asked him.

"You don't,” Milton said. "You don’t want to."

‘ x T hen Marina got back o the hotel room and checked her cell

phone she had two messages from Mr. Fox, one from her
mother, and one from Karen Eckman, whese number showed up in
Anders’ name. She might as well have been home. She was feeling
slightly sympathetic towards Dr. Swenson’s refusal to have a phone at
all. She took a cold shower, drank a bottle of water, and went to bed,
where she had a dream about losing her father in a train station. When
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Barbara Bovender called on the hotet line at nine thar night she woke
her up. “We wanted to check on you,” she said. “I'm afraid we nearly
killed you this afternoon with our idea of fun."

“No, no,” Marina said, disoriented by sleep and heat and dreams,
“T'm fine. I just haven't gotten used to all of it yer. I suppose it takes
some time.”

“It does!" Barbara said, sounding gleeful for no reason. "I'm so
much better at it now than [ used to be. The secret is not to let the heat
keep you in. Jackie swears the air conditioning weakens yout immune
system after a while. The more you get out the more you get used to it.
You should come over to the apattment and have a drink.”

“Now2" Marina said, as if she might have something else to do.

“A lirele walk at night would do you good.”

Maybe the Bovenders were the guards at the gate but it was also
true that they were lonely. There was nothing keeping Marina a the
Hotel Indira. Tomo had moved her to a bigger room two days before,
a reward that acknowledged the length of her stay, but it was still as
mussty and dismal as the one before it. There was a better view but the
same metal bar attached to che wall for clothes. Marina looked at her
waol coat, even from a distance she could see the lacework of holes the
moths had eaten near the collar. She said she’'d come over,

Walking through the city streets past all the closed up shops,
Marina could undetstand how exciting it would be to see one of them
open now. If there had been a light on in Rodrigo's store tonight she
would doubtlessly have gone and stood with the crowd on the street,
craning her neck to try and see what was going on inside. She had not
come up with a time line for how long she would wait in Manaus if the
waiting continued ro be nothing but an exercise in frustration, but she
could feel herself coming to the end. Marina was used to being good
at her work buc she was no good at this. The same concierge who had
been sitting at the desk in the lobby of Dr. Swenson's apartment build-
ing at cight in the morning was sitting there still ac nine-thirty at night.
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It appeared he was very glad to see her. After all, she hadn't been by in
several days. “Bovendets,” she said to him, and then touched her index
finger to her chest. "Marina Singh.”

When Barbara Bovender opened the door and invited her in,
Marina had the sense that she was crossing a portal from the waste-
land of Manaus to another world entitely. Granted, she had spent more
than a week in a badly furnished hotel room wearing the same three
outfits she rinsed out in the bathtub at night. She was very far from
beaury, and yet she had to think that this place would have scruck her
as beautiful no matter where she came across it She praised it lavishly,
stncerefy.

“You're so sweet,” Barbara said, walking her down a hallway past 2
series of small framed works on paper that could not have been Klee
and yet looked like Klee. The hallway brought them into a large open
living room with a high ceiling. Twvo sets of tall French doors were
open onto a balcony and a breeze that Marina hadn't feit anywhere
in the city stizred the edges of the sheer silk curtains that had been
drawn aside. The breeze smelled like jasmine and matijuana. From
the height of the sixth floor the river appeared to be rimmed in small,
blinking lights. If Marina didn't focus her gaze she could have been in
any number of splendid cities. “It’s a wondetful place,” Barbara said,
locking at her home with impartial judgment. “I'm sure the bones have
always been good but it really was 2 wreck when we got here.”

“Barbaca’s done amazing things.” Jackie said, taking a small hit
off a joint and holding it up to her. Marina shook her head and so
he brought her a glass of white wine instead, kissing her on the cheek
when he gase it to her as if they were old friends. She was surprised
how much the kiss startled her, more even than the joint. Jackie raised
his hands, motioning to the walls around him. “The woman who lived
hete before us, Annick's last assistant, had her sisters strung up in
hammocks all over the place.”

Bacbara took the joint from her husband, allowing herself a modest
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inhalation before stubbing it out in a small silver ashtray. She gave her-
self 2 moment and then exhaled. “Annick just wanted something nice.
That was the only thing she said to me about it. Of course you would,
wouldn't you? Coming in from all chat time in the jungle, that’s not so
much to ask. Good sheets, good bath towels—"

“A decent plass of wine,” Jackie said and raised his glass as an indi-
cator that chey should all drink up.

There was something petfectly spate aboue it afl, a bouquer of
some sort of white flowers she had never seen before on the dining
toom table, a long, low leather bench in front of an equally long white
sofa, walls that were painted a shade of blue so pale it mught not have
been blue at all, it might have been the evening light. And then there
were the Bovenders themselves, whose many physical attribures were
highlighted by the elegance of their surroundings. Barbara’s stacking
bracelets seemed to have been carved from the same wood as the Roor
boards so that ene might notice how the color of the floor compli-
mented the warm color of her skin. Still, it was difficult to imagine
Dr. Swenson perched on that sofa. Marina doubted Dr. Swenson’s feet
would touch the floor. "Where do you go when she comes in?”

Barbara shrugged. “Sometimes we just move to the guest room. It
depends on whether or not she needs us for anything. If we have some
time we go to Suriname or French Guiana so Jackie can sutf”

“I need to get to Lima," he said, glad to have the topic turn in his
direction if only for a sentence. “The waves are exploding there, but
getting flights from Manaus to Lima is an unbelicvable bitch. It would
take me about as much time to walk there.”

Marina wandered over to the balcony. She couldn't take her eyes
off the river; that thick brown soup was a mirror in the darkness. "I
wouldn't have expected there would be something like this in Manaus,”
she said. She wouldn't have expected the Meursault either, and she took
another stp. She couldnt help but wonder whar all of this was casting.
It couldn't really matter 1o Vogel. The expense of one apartment in
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the Amazon for a researcher who didn't use it was nothing when put
againse che potential profits of fertility.

“There was a lot of money here once, you have to remember that,”
Barbara said. "It used to be more expensive to live in Manaus than
in Paris.”

“They came, they built, they left,” Jackie said, dropping himself
down on the sofa and strerching his bare feet out on the bench in
front of him. “When there wasn't any money to be made in boiling
the rubber out of the jungle anymore that was it, instant history. The
people around here were very plad to see those people go.”

“I think there’s a lot about this city thar’s still very elegant. This
building is as good as anything you'd find in a real city,” Bacbara said.
“And Nixon takes care of everything at the front desk like a profes-
sional. I tell him all the rime he could get a job in Sydney.”

“Nixon?"” Marina smd.

"Seriously,” Jackie said, his eyes lightly pinked.

“Well, he isn't much for delivering the mail,” Marina said. and then
she thoughe again. "Unless you did get the notes [ sent you.”

Barbara stood a little straighter. In her heels she was taller than
Marina. “We didn't. I told you thar.”

Marina shrugged. “So much for Nixon.”

“All the mail goes into a box for Annick.” She walked away and
came back from another room helding a neat looking steel crate with
handles on either side, the kind of thing an idle girt would order from
a design catalogue to be delivered to Brazil when putting mail into a
cardboard box seemed too messy. “Look,” she said. “I don't even check
it. Annick says straight in the box and so there it goes. 1 keep it in her
office” She put the crate down en the bench near her husband. Thete
was a pale V marked across the tops of his brown feet where his dip-

flops had interfered with his tan. “1 used to answer the letters, o cell
people they couldn’t come to see her, but in the end Annick decided that
any interaction was a form of encouragement so she told me ro stop.”
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“These people take no as encouragement,” Jackie said.

Marina came and sat beside the box, putting her glass of wine down
on the floor. She did not ask. She slipped her fingers into the back and
moved the letters forward. She didn't have to go very far before she
found her own handwriting on the hotel’s white envelopes. “Bovender,”
she said, dropping the first one on the bench and then going back to
find the other two. “Bovender, Bovender.”

Jackie leaned forward and plucked the paper from the envelope,
“Deat Mr. and Mrs. Bovender,” he began.

“Please!” Barbara said, and covered her ears with her hands to
make her point. "It makes me feel like a total idiot. From now on I'll
[ook at the mail, I promise.”

Marina looked up at her. “Don't you pay the bills?"”

Jackie shook his head. “They all go straight to Minnesota. [ bet
that was something to sec up”

Of course, so no one would be bothered. Marina went back to the
box. The magazines stoed up neatly at the side, Harper’s, The New Yorker,
Saemtific American, the New England Journal. Thete seemed to be a host of
letters from Vogel, letters from othet countries, envelopes from hospi-
tals, universities, drug research companies that were not her own. Her
fingers kept Aipping, flipping.

Barbara pecred over the edge and watched her employer’s corre-
spondence sift through the hands of someone she in fact did not know
at all. “T'm not so sure we should be doing this,” she said in a tentative
voice. It seemed it was just now occurring to her that bringing out the
entire box of mail might not have been her best decision. "Unless you
wrote us more letters. She doesn't like for us—"

But there it was. Matina didn't have to go so deep into the crare,
It wasn't such a very long time ago that he had been here. “Anders
Eckman.” She dropped the blue airmail envelope on top of the statio-
nery from her hotel, Jackie pulled up his feet quickly, as if she had set
down something hot.




ANN PATCHETT

Barbara leaned forward, looked without touching. “My God. Who
do you think it's from?”

Anders Eckman, in sare of Dr. Anmick Swenson, a particularly inaccurate
phrasing. “His wife,” Manina said. Once she had identified Karen's
handwriting she could find the letters quickly. Everything she pulled
from the box now would have been written after he had gone into the
jungle. Writing in care of Dr. Swenson in Manaus was the only chance
Karen had of reaching him once he had left the city, there were no
other addresses. Before he was in the jungle she would have called him
or e-mailed or, if she was feeling sentimental, sent him a letter at the
hotel. Karen would have told him about the boys and the snow, told
him to come home now because he was sounding worse, and anyway,
they abviously had not thought this through well enough at the outser.
Marina knew the contents of every letter that passed through her
hands and one by one she dropped them onto the bench where Jackie's
feet had been. She could see Karen sitting at the island in her kitchen,
perched on top of a high stool, writing page after page in the morn-
ing after she had taken the boys to school and then again at night
when she had put them to bed, her licad bent forward, her blond hair
pushed behind her ears. Marina could read them as if she were stand-
ing over Karen's shoulder. Come bome. The lerters came singly and in
pairs. They came in groups of three. Karen would have written every
day, maybe twice a day, because there was nothing else she could do to
help him. But she didn't help him. Marina did noc doube that Anders
knew Karen was writing him and knew that her lettecs had hit a wall
in Manaus, He would have known his wife’s loyzlty as a correspondent.
But by not receiving those letters he never knew that she was hearing
from him. Anders would have died wondering if any of his letters had
made it out of the jungle. Who wouldn't imagine that the boy in the
dugout Jog would have sitnply taken the coins he was given and lec the
envelopes float in the water as soon as he had rounded the bend in the
river, and that those letters were divided berween che fish and the fresh-
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water dolphins? In the meantitme, Karen Eckman turned her love jnto
industry, writing her husband with a diligence that was now spread
across a low leather bench in Di. Swenson's apartment.

At some point Barbara had gone to sit next to her husband. They
held their wine glasses and watched the growing stack of mail with a
flush of guilt on their cheeks. “What will you do with them all>” Bar-
bara asked once Marina had combed the bex for the final time,

Matina leaned over to pick up the few strays that had fallen onto
the floor. “T don't know," she said. “I'll take them. 1 don't know what
I'll do with them.”

“This one’s different,” Jackie said, and picked up a smaller envelope
from the pile.

Marina took the envelope, piving it the most cursory inspection.
“It's from me.”

“You were writing to him too?"” Barbara asked.

Marina nodded. There would have been notes from the boys in
there as well. Karen would have addressed the envelopes for them.

"Were you in love with him?"

Marina looked up, her hands full of thin blue envelopes. Barbara
Bovender was more interested now. She leaned in closer, a glossy chunk
of hair swinging forward. “No,” Marina said. She started to say some-
thing sharp and just as quick had another idea entirely: yes. The very
thought of it brought the blood to her cheeks. Yes. She hadn't loved
him when he was alive, and not when that letter was written, but now?
She thought of Anders when she went to sleep at night and when she
woke up in the morning. Every street she walked down she imagined
him standing there. She imagined being with him when he died, his
head in her lap, just so she wouldn't have to think of him alone, and
for a minute at least she had fallen in love with her dead friend. “We
worked together,” she said. “We did the same research. We ate lunch
together.” Marina picked up the letter she had written. It was no doubt
full of statistics on plaque reduction she had thought he might enjoy.
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She was glad he'd never received it. “You get used to people. You get
attached to them. It was seven years. But no.” As far as Marina was
concerned the evening was over. She rested the stack of letters in her
lap. She was tired and sad, and she couldnt imagine that she and her
liosts had anything left to say to one another.

Bur the Bovenders wanted her to stay. Barbara said she could make
a light supper and Jackie suggested that they watch a movie. "We gora
copy of Fitzrarralds” he said. “How crazy is thac?”

"You could cven sleep over if you wanted,” Barbara said, her pale
eyes brightening at the thoughe. “Tc would be so much fun. We'll just
agree now that we'll stay up toe late and have too much to drink.”

The twenty years between Marina and che Bovenders formed an
impenetrable gull. For whatever she thoughe of her hotel room, she
knew a slember party might well kill her. “I appreciate it, I really do,
but all that sun this afternoon wore me out.”

“Well, at Jease let Jackie walk you back to your hotel,” Barbara said,
and Jackie, in an unexpected flourish of chivaley, was on his feet at
once and looking for his sandals.

“T'm fine,” Maina said. She put the bundle of letters in her bag. She
wanted to go quickly now, before there was another offer to decline.

Barbara began to wilt as soon as it was clear her company was
leaving. Her inability to come up with something more enticing to
offer had defeated her. "We manage to make a worse impression
every time we see you,” she said. Marina assured her it wasn' true.
Barbara leaned a shoulder against the wall. It couldn't be said that she
was blocking the exit, she didn't have the girth for that, but clearly
she was stalling. "It would be betrer for me if you didn't tell Annick
about the letters,” she said finally, twisting her bracelets. “I don't

think she’d like it if she thought I was letting people go through che ;

mail, even though you were completely right to get the letters from
Dr. Eckman's wife.”

Marina chought of all the times another resident had asked her not
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to tefl Dr. Swenson something, the lab results that had not confirmed
a diagnosis, the details of a badly handled exam. She remembered Dr.
Swenson's canny knack for knowing all of it anyway. “I'm hardly in a
position to tell her anything.”

Barbara took Marina’s hand in her two cool hands. “But you will
be, when you see her again.”

“These letrers belong to Anders and to Karen. They aren't anyone
else’s business.”

Barbara gave her the slightest smile of genutne gratitude. “Thank
you,” she said. She squeezed Marina’s hand.

Once Marina was back at the hotel she put the lecters on the night
table and looked at the neat stack they made. She didn't like having
themn there. They were certainly too personal to leave in Dr. Swenson's
bozx but they were too personal to be with het as well. She moved them
to the night table’s shallow drawer beside a Portuguese Bible before
calling Karen. She had a need to hear her voice, thinking it would
tamp down the guilt for that sudden bout of love she'd felt for Karen's
husband.

“It’s s0 late,” Marina said. She hadn't thought about the time until
she dialed.

“I never sleep,” Karen said. "And the worst part is nobody calls
afier eight. They're afraid of waking up the boys."

“I didn't think of that.”

“I'm glad. Nothing wakes them up anyway. I called you this morn-
ing. Mr. Fox gave me your cell phone number.”

“You've heard from him?"

“He checks on us." Karen yawned. “"He's a better person than 1
thought he was. Or he’s lonely. 1 can't rell. He says you haven’t found
her yec”

“I found the Bovenders.”

"The Bovenders!” Karen said. “My God, how are they?”

“Anders talked about chem?”

1] ]
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“And very little else for a while. They drove him out of his mind.
He did not love the Bovenders.”

“1 could see that.”

“He felt like they were stringing him along, like they were abways
about to produce Dr. Swenson but they never quite got around to it.
He was never really sure whether or not they knew where she was, but
he spent a lot of time being nice to them."

“Well then, I guess I'm right on schedule. How much time was he
in Manaus before he found Dr. Swenson?”

Karen thought about it. “A month? I'm not positive. 1 know it was
at least a month.”

Marina closed her eyes. “I don't chink I can spend a month with
the Bovenders.”

"What did they say about Anders?”

“They didn't know he was dead,” Matina said.

There was a long silence on the line after that, Back in Eden Prai-
rie, Marina heard Karen pur down the phone and then chere was noth-
ing to do but wait. Marina laid back across the bed and stared ar the
pale water stain on the ceiling that she had contemplated every night
since she changed rooms. She wished she could put her hand on Kar-
en's head, stroke her hair. Sudh is your bravery. Such is my good fortune. When
Katen did come back her breathing had changed.

*I'm sorry,” Marina said.

“It comes on so fast,” Karen said, trying to catch her breath. “They
didn't know he was dead because she didn'c tell chemn. Why wouldn'e
she t¢ll them?”

“She didn't tell them for the exact reason you just said—they have
no means of communication. She only comes to town once every few
months. She doesn't even check her mail.” Marina didn't know what
she was going to do with the letters but she wasn't going to tell Karen
that she had them. That much she could at least be certain of. From
thousands of miles away Marina listened to her crying. The boys were
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asleeps in theitr beds. Pickles was asleep. “Should I call Mr. Fox:” she
said. It didn't seem like a good idea but it was the only ane she had.

Karen put down the phone again and blew her nose. She was
trying to get a hold of herself, Marina could hear it. She made the
sounds of a person who was trying to wrestle an enormous sorrow to
the ground. “No,” she said. “Don’t call him. This happens to me now.
It's part of it."

“T want to tell you something diffetent,” Marina said.

“I know you do.”

"I’ terrible here, Karen. I hate it.”

“I know,” she said.

har night, which was her first might of fever, she dreamed that

she and her father were paddling a small boat down a river in the
jungle and that the boat turned over. Her father drowned and she was
left alone in the water. The boat had gotten away. Marina had forgot-
ten that her father didn't know how to swim.

“Naw T have something you're going to like,” Barbara said on
the phone.

Marina hadn't heard from the Bovenders since her visit to their
apattment several days before and since that time she had not left the
hotel and had very seldom left her bed. She wasn't entirely sure if the
preventative medicine that worked against insect borne diseases was

.. making het sick ot if she had in fact contracted an insect borne discase

in spite of the medication. It also seemed entirely possible thar all of
her symptoms, which included body aches and a peculiar rash around
her trunk, were psychosomatic—she was willing herself into illness

in order to bring this all to an end. But then she wondered if Anders

hadn't reached the same conclusion. I ka «  fever that remes on af seven in the
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morning and stays for two bours. By four in the afternoon it’s back and I awn nothing
but a ranting pile of ash, Most days now I bave a Beadashe and I worry shat some tiny
Amazonian animal is eating a bole through my cerebral cortex. Marina had only
read that letter once and still she knew it by heart. “What will 1 like?”
she asked Barbara Bovender, because in truth she could not think of
onc single thing in Manaus that sounded appealing

*We're poing to the opera! Annick keeps a box and the season
opens tomorrow. We have her tickees!”

“She keeps a box at the opera?” Marina didn't have the energy for
indignation but really, was there no end to this?

“Apparently there was a season several years ago when the rains got
so bad she had to come into the city for a long time, She said the opera
saved her.”

“Well, I don't think &'s going to save me. I'm sick. I need to stay
whete [ am.”

“Did you eat something?” Barbata asked. It was the logical ques-
tion. The market stalls were filled with things that would kill anyone
who didn't have several generations of the proper bacterta in cheir gue.

“It’s just a fever,” Marina said.

“High or low?”

“I don't have a thermometer.” She was bored. She wanted to get off
the phone.

“Alright,” Barbara said. “I'll be over in about an hour. And I'm
bringing some dresses for you 1o look at.”

"I don'’t want company and I don't want dresses. [ appreciate the
gesture but crust me, I'm a doctor. { know what I'm doing.”

“You have no idea,” Batbara said lightly.

f I Tomo, the concierge, in an act of dogged perseverance and faith -.
that far outreached anything Marina herself was capable of, had 4§

continued to call the airport every day regarding her luggage. It had
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been located momentarily in Spain and then lost again. He was also
the hotel employee who was sent up to her room whenever someone
called about the screaming, and now he was locking after her because
she was sick. He brought her bottles of syrupy eane juice and carbon-
ated soft dninks and hard, dry crackers that stood 1n for meals. The
truth was that Marina, stranded and in decline, elicited the sympathy
of the entire hotel staff, but they all recognized that Temo was in
charge of her.

So when there was knocking on her door, how much later she
couldn't say (sleep was like an anesthetic she broke out of and then
slipped into again]), Marina assumed 1t was Tomo. She put on the extra
bed sheet that was her robe and answered the door.

Barbara gave her a hard stare up and down’ before speaking. “Oh,
you are rough,” she said with her long, fat vowels. “Why didn't you
call me?"”

Marina, disappointed that now she wouldn't be able to go right
back to sleep, retreated into her room, which was dark and stale. The
Australian followed her.

“T've brought you things.” Barbara held up a small, dirty paper
sack and a tapestry overnight bag as if they were enticing offers. The
housekeepers hadn’t been in for a couple of days because Marina
could not stop sleeping. Bits of crackers were scattered over the floor
like sand. Mrs. Bovender turned on the light switch by the door and
then opened the blinds. “You shouldn't be living like this,” was all she
had to say.

“My standards have changed.” Marina burrowed down into the
bed. One would think it would be difficult to fall asleep in front

~ of someone you barely knew but in fact it was the simplest thing

in the world,

Barbara rook a paper cup out of the bag and pried off the hd.
“Here,” she said, and held it out 10 her. “Sit up. You're supposed to
drink it while it’s hot.”
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Marina leaned forward and sniffed the contents of the cup. It was
the river, boiled down to its foulest essence. It was even the color of the
river, The steam that rolled off the surface was like the heavy morning
mist. “Where did you get that?”

“From the shaman stand in the market, and don't say anything dis-
thissive about the shaman until you've given him a try. I've been bitten
by half che insects in this country. I've had some awful fevers, some
sores | wouldn't even talk about. Jackie had food poisoning once. He
ate some sort of grilled turtle fram a vendor, which was idiouc in the
first place. I was positive he was going to dic. The shaman's saved us
every time. I could pracuically open an account with him.”

The shaman would no doubt have direct billing with Vogel. “But
1 hiaven't been 1o see the shaman,” Marina said, applying logic where
no logic could be applicd. “What is he basing his diagnosis on? You
haven't seen me cither.”

“I explained the situation. Actually, Milton explained the situation
for me after I explained it to Milton. The shaman and [ don't exactly
speak the same Portuguese, and 1 think it's important to get it all right.
Milton hopes you're feeling better, by the way." She pressed the cup
against Marina’s breastbone and held it there until she took it in her
hands,

“This is idiocy,” Marina said, looking down at the cloudy liquid.
The cup was warm. The smell came up to her in layers: water, fish,
mud, death.

“Drink it!"” Batbara said sharply. “I'm tired of trying to help you.

Drink it all down, one swallow, come on. This is what we do down

here in hell”

Marina, so surprised by the force of the order and by the look
of mad frustration on Barbara Bovender's face, did what she was told
and took down the whole foul cup in one long swallow. It was not en-
tirely liquid, it was thicker near the bottom, viscous, and there were
tiny bits of someching hard and twiglike that caught in her throat.
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The canoe they were in was a log and it rolled over to the side and
she was thrown down with her facher into the water. The water filled
up her eyes and nose and mouth. She sank before she could swim and
all she could raste was the river. She had forgotten until now how the
river tasted.

“Put your head back and pant,” Barbara said. "Don't throw it up.”
She got down on her knees tn front of Marina, putting her hands
on Marina’s knees. Mr. Fox had said the difference berween Marina
and Anders was that Anders hadn't had the sense to come home when
he had first fallen sick, but oh, it wasn't 2 matter of whether she was
willing. It was all a matter of able. A chill passed through her, a great
shuddering wave that washed over her wet skin and made her spine
convulse.

“Okay,” Batbara sard quietly, patting at her knee as if it were the
head of a very small dog, “here’s the other thing. You're going to be
really sick now, but just for a lirtle while, an hour or so, maybe two.
It all depends on what needs to break down inside you. Then you're
going 1o be absolutely fine. You're going te be better than fine. I'd be
happy to stay with you. I'm free all afternoon.”

Marina looked at her guest but all she could reafly make out was
the light of her hair which appeared to be receding down a tunnel. She
said she did not wane her to stay.

Barbara sat back on her heels looking disappointed. She took
Martna's cold fingers in her hand and bounced them. "Okay, I'll
come back then ac five and we can talk about what dress you're
going to wear tomotrow. | brought a few that I think will be pretty
on you. It’s good that yeu have a friend who's as tall as you are.” She
waited, “Are you going to be sick now? Try to wait as long as you
can. The longer you can hold it down the better it works. Panting
really helps.”

Lines of sweat began to run down Marina's forehead, down from
the crown of her head, down the back of her neck. A clear, chin mucus
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came from her nose at a rate that exceeded both the perspiration and
the tears that were pouting from her eyes. She did not lift her hand 1o
her face. She let the slick wall pour unabated. It was early still but she
realized very clearly there was nothing she could do to stop this from
happening. The trembling shook her hard enough to knock her teech
and she tried to keep her mouth open. Even if there were an antidote
she would never get to it in time. This was the end of the end. She
knew what it felt like now. If she lived to see it come again she would
call it by name. In one of her last clear thoughts, Marina wondered if
she had been murdered, or if by taking the cup herself, she had com-
mitted suicide.

Far outside the city the tree frogs were calling her, and the deep,
thythmic pulse of thetr voices set the blood flow to her heart.

Marina woke up on the cool tile of the bathroom floor, her head

resting on a pile of towels. She opened her eyes and watched _.

a bright red spider of medium size slip beneath the sink cabinet. The
details of the time that had elapsed, she didn't know how tmuch time
it was, were not clear, and for that she was grateful. She breathed
in and breathed out, moved her fingers and toes, stretched open her
mouth and ¢losed it again, The shaman-induced illness bad left her
and in the violence of its departure had scraped out whatever ill-
ness she had had in the first place. She was alive, possibly well, Her
hip was sore from the angle she had been lying at but that hardly
scemed impottant. Carefully, slowly. she pulled herself upright and
then moved the short distance over the ledge of the bathtub where
she sat in the bottom just to be safe and ler the hat shower beat
against her head until the water slipped to lukewarm. After that she
brushed her teeth and drank a bottle of water. She was sore and raw
but she experienced that distinct mental clarity that marked a fever’s
end, She rolled her head from side to side. She walked naked into the
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bedroom, a towel around her head, to find the room was clean and
Barbara Bovender was sitting in a chair by the window reading the
New England Josrnal of Medicine.

"Look who's up!” Barbara said.

"You were leaving,” Marina said, but very little sound came our.
She coughed, trying to reset her vocal cords which had been stripped
from vomiting. “You were leaving” She found the bathrobe sheet
folded an che foot of the bed and putled it around her,

"I was going to, but you got sick so fast. It really went right to work
on you. I thought I should stay just to make sure you didn't fall and
hit your head on the toiler, anything like that. But you're better, right?
I can tell just by looking at you.”

“I am,” Marina said. She couldn't bring herself to thank the person
who had so recently poisoned her, nor could she deny that the poison
had improved her circumstances.

“I've never read this article,” Barbara said, holding up the journal.
“It’s fascinating, even the science parts which I really don't follow. 1
kept thinking about how lucky it was that chings worked out so that [
was sitting in your hotel room for a couple of hours. | have to tell you,
I ceally didn't understand Annick’s work at all before this. To think
of being able to wait and have your children whenever you want them,
forty, fifty—sixty even, thar would be amazing." Barbara stopped and
looked at her hostess. “You know, I've never asked you, do you have
children?”

“I do not,” Martina said. The air conditioning had been turned
up to high and she was starting to shiver in the cold. “I'd like to get
dressed now.” For the first time in days she was hungry.

“Oh sure, of course.” Barbara got up from her chair. “Do you tind
if  borrow this? I know Jackie would want to read it.”

“Fine,” Marina said.

“Tty the dresses on and let me know which one you like.” Barbara
stopped at the door. “I really am so glad it all worked out and that
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you're better. Ill tell the shaman, be'll be so pleased. We'll pick you up
tomorrow at seven, alright?”
But she didn't mean it as a question. Before Marina had a chance

to answer, Barbara Bovender and the New England Journal of Medicine
wete gone.

Five

he point of an eventng at Teatro Amazonas was not so much to

see an opera as it was to sec an opera house. They had tickets
for Gluck’s Orfes ed Eundice, but only because there had 1o be cickers
for something, The building itself was the performance, the ewo long
marble staircases curving up in front, the high blue walls piped with
crisp white embellishments, the great tiled dome that must have been
tom from a Russian palace by a monstrous storm and blown all the
way to South America, or so a teutist had rold Marina one morning
when she stopped to take a picture of it with her phone. There was
no real explanation for how such a building was conceived for such
a place. Marina thoughe of it as the line of civilization that held the
jungle back. Surely without the opera house the vines would have crept
up aver the city and swallowed it whole.

“The natives swear that nobedy buile it,” Barbara said, taking the
tickets out from her tiny black lacquered evening bag. “They say it just
happened.”

Jackie nodded. Ie was the version of which he most approved. “They

I

|
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say it was brought down in a space ship for some prince because this
was the only place he could have sex.”

Barbara Bovender was wearing a short wvory-colored dress that
showed the full length of her leg, a shameless expanse of tanned calf
and thigh that was exaggerated by a very high pair of evening sandals.
Tt was a dress she had first offered o Marina and Marina had declined.
Every dress Batbara had brought over in her tapestry bag was missing
some essential picce of fabric: the front or the back or the skirr, leaving
Marina to decide which part of herself she could best afford to leave
uncovered. The ivory dress had a modest neckline and long sleeves but
was short enough to embarrass a third-grader. In the end she settled on
a long steaight dress of dark gray silk that left bare her arms and back
because Barbara consented to lend her a wrap, even though she said it
ruined the lines. Once Marinas fever had broken and the vomiting had
stopped, she was in fact grateful. not only for her shaman cure {though
she wished she had taken a vaccine for hepatitis A before leaving on
her erip) but for the loan of an inappropriate dress and the chance to
go to the opera. She appreciated having a reason to scrub beneath her
fingernails, 1o leave her room in the evening, to listen to music. What's
more, Mrs. Bovender came back to her hotel before the performance
to pin up Marina’s hair and apply her eycliner as if she were a bride.
Marina had had many friends in her life who could recite the periodic
table from memory but not since high school had she had a friend
with a particular talent for hair. When Batbara was through with her
considerable work she led Marina to the mirror so that she could be
overwhelmed by the results, and Marina, who didn't remember locking
as beautiful on her wedding day, obliged. “You have to make a point of
looking nice every now and then,” Barbara said, clamping a significant
gold cuff around Marina’s wrist. "Believe me, if you don't do it down
heee then everything is lost.”

When the three of them moved through the lobby, the crowds of T

opera gocrs turned to watch them pass. Jackie, slightly stoned, with his
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lightly tinted glasses and glossy hair, looked like a man who was likely
to arrive with two women. He wore a white linen shirt with white
embroidery down the front, a surfer’s version of formal wear. Marina
was only sorry to think that this beauty she was doubtlessly incapable
of replicating was being spent on the Bovenders. After all, Mr. Fox
enjoyed the opera. It wasn't so unreasonable to think he could have
visited her here. She imagined the weight of her hand resting inside
his arm.

The usher unlocked the door to their box with a heavy brass skel-
eton key that he wore around his neck on a velvet cord. He made a
slight bow to each of them while distributing the programs. The three
of them had eight red velvet chairs to choose from. Marina leaned over
the brass railing on their balcony to watch the prosperous citizens of
Manaus find their way to their seats. The inside of the house was a
wedding cake, every intricately decorated layer balanced delicately on
the shoulders of the one beneath it, rising up and up to a ceiling where
frescoed angels parted the wandeting clouds with their hands. When
the chandeliers began to dim, Jackie put his hand on his wife's thigh
and she crossed her other leg over to pin him there. Marina turned
her attention down to the orchestra. With a face of pure serenity, Bar-
bara leaned towards Marina and whispered, “I love this part.” Marina
didn't know what part she meant, and didn't ask, but when the house
was datk and the overture rose up to their third-tier balcony she un-
derstood completely. Suddenly every insect in Manaus was forgotten.
The chicken heads that cluttered che tables in the market place and the
starving dogs that waited in the hopes that one might fail were forgor-
ten. The children with fans that waved the flies away from the baskets
of fish were forgotten even as she knew she was not supposed to farget
the children. She longed to forget them. She managed to forget the
smells, the traffic, the sticky pools of blood. The doors scaled them
in with the music and sealed the world out and suddenly it was clear
that building an opeta house was a basic act of human survival. It kept

[Fs)
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them all from rotting in the unendurable heat. It saved their souls in
ways those murdering Christian misstonaries could never have envi-
sioned. In these past few days of fever Marina had forgotten herself.
The city was breaking her down along with the Lariam, her sense of
failure, her nearly mad desire to be home in time to see the lilacs, But
then the orchestra struck a nate thac brought her back to herself. Every
pass of the cellists’ bows across the cellos’ strings scraped away a bit
of her confusion, and the woodwinds returned her to strength. While
she sat in the dark, Marina started to think that this opera house, and
indeed this opera, were meant to save her. She knew the story of Or-
pheus, but it wasn't until the singing began that she realized it was the
story of her life. She was Orfeo, and there was no question that Anders
was Eutidice, dead from a snake bite. Marina had been sent to hell 10
bring him back. Had Karen been able to leave the boys, she would have
been Ocfeo, It was the role she had been born to play. But Karen was in
Minnesota, and Marina's mind was filled with Anders now, their seven
years of friendship, the fifty hours a week they spent charting lipids,
listening to the rise and fall of each other's breath.

Barbara opened up her tiny purse and handed Marina a Kleenex.
“Blot in a straight line beneath your eyes,” she whispered.

A woman sang the role of Orfeo in a baggy toga, her hair slicked
back and caught beneath a crown of gilded leaves. She stood there
center stage, a lyre in her arms to cover her breasts, and sang her sorrow
to the chorus.

Jackie leaned across his wife. “Why is it a woman?” he whispered
to Marina. Martna dabbed her nose and bent in to tell him that the
aleernative was to find a castrato for whom the part was originally
written, bur a hand reached between them and thumped Jackie on the
shoulder with two hard taps.

“Quiet,” the woman's voice said.

Marina and the two Bovenders straightened their spines as if the
same small volrage had run up the carved chair legs and through the
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velvet seats, They began to turn, the three of them together, but the
hand came back between Batbara and Marina and pointed to the stage.
That was how they watched the rest of the opera, their eyes forward
and their entire consciousness turned behind them to focus on Dr.
Swenson,

Dr. Swenson! Back from the jungle and here at the opera with no
announcement at all. And now they wete madc to wait, not to ger out
of their seas like reasonable people, step into the stairwell or go down
to the lobby to begin the conversation that should have been started
weeks ago. At first Marina had thought about how she would fee! once
she saw Dr. Swenson, but the longet she had stayed in Brazil the more
she came to consider her chances of finding her to be hopeless. The sce-
narios she had run in her mind involved going home to tell Karen and
Mir. Fox that she had failed. Euridice was behind Orfeo as they trudged
the long road up from the underwotld, Euridice constantly harping,
complaining, her lovely soprano voice turned into a droning saw—il%y
wenh you fook at me? Why don'’t you love me? Dear God, even in her enormous
beauty she was unbearable. Marina fixed her eyes forward and willed
herself with everything in her not to tuen around. She noteced that
Jackie's hand was no longer sandwiched between his wife's thighs and
that they were both staring at the stage with great concentration, no
doubt wondering if they had properly aired the aparement, made the
bed, returned all the lacy scraps of underweat to thetr proper drawers.
Marina, who had folded the shawl in her lap once the lights went down
because it was less than perfectly cool in this third-tier box, considered
the visage of her naked shoulders and back that were presently ob-
structing Dr. Swenson's view of the stage, the complicated twist of her
hair held in place with two black sticks ornamented with tiny gold fans
as if she were a Chinese princess. She imagined herself in a hospital
room, sitting at a patient’s bedside in her dark gray silk, and suddenly
Dr. Swenson came into the coom behind her. I was paged, Marina said to
her, trying to explain the Iack of fabric in her dress. I'e been at the cpera.
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Her own fear surprised her most, the dull chumping deep in
her bowels that was associated with the instruction that she might
now open her test booklet and begin. Or even later, being called
on in Grand Rounds, Dr Singh, if you weuld then explain 1o s why ibe
numbness persists. Marina would have expected anger, confrontation,
It wouldn't matter that someone was singing, that everyone around
them would hear her. [ want you to tell me what bappened to Anders! was
what she had planned 1o say. What a thought. She had nothing to say
to Dt. Swenson. She was waiting to hear what Dr. Swenson had to
say to her. Dr. Singh, of course I remember, you blinded that abild in Baltimore.
The sweat under her arms came down her rib cage in an unimpeded
line, and because of the way the dress was cut, fastened behind her
neck and low across her back, it did not pool into a stain until it
was nearly at her waist. Orfeo could not take it another minute, the
badgering, the chilling doubt. Lin't it proof enough that I've come to hell for
you? he could have said. Couldn't yore trust my love and wait anotber hventy
minuies while I navigate this narrow path? But no, it didn't work that way.
He had to see her. He had to reassure her of his love. He had to shut
her up. He turned to his beloved and in doing so he killed her all
over again, sending her down to thac pit of endless sleep where the
story had first begun.

With everything in her, Marina willed the singers to stop sing-
ing, the musicians to put down their instruments in recognition of
the unbearable anxiery emanating from the third tier. Such is the stuff
of dreams. It wasn't enough that in this opera the dead were alive and
then dead again due to the botched efforts of the pratagonist, there
were stifl more reversals of fortune and a very long dance segment to
endure, but the ending did at last arrive. Marina and the two Boven-
ders applauded violently, all the repressed energy of waiting finally able
to release itself into their slapping hands. “Brava!” Jackie called when
the mezzo came forward on che stage.

“It was hardly as good as all chat,” Dr. Swenson said behind them.
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As if tha sentence were their permission, they stood and turned,
the three of them, Dr. Swenson’s chorus. “Probably not,” Barbara satd,
as if this were a conversation. “But it's just so lovely to go to the opera.”

“Great seats,” Jackie said.

Marina, who was considerably ctaller in Mrs, Bovender’s shoes,
neglected to take Dr. Swensons height into account and so looked
direetly over Dr. Swenson's head when she turned. She saw another
person in the box, a man in a suit who stayed beneath the eaves, Milton
mouthed to her a silent hello.

Barbara put her arm around Marinas shoulder and pulled her
close. The gesture could have been seen as possessive or loving and
yet Marina suspected it was really an attempt by the younger woman
to remain standing. She could feel Barbara Bovender’s heartbeat as she
pushed in hip to hip, rib to rib. A low curtent of trembling rumbled
between them and she could not be sure which of them was the source.
“Annick, you know my friend Dr. Singh,” Barbara said.

“Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swenson said, and offered her hand, neither con-
firming nor denying what she knew. The last thirteen years had not
touched Dr. Swenson, except that her skin, which had seen very lirtle
sun in those Balttmote winters, was now quite tan, and her hair was
more white than gray, It still floated around her broad, open face in
the same disarganized cloud Marina remembered. She was blue-eyed,
bright, her small hand round and soft in Marina’s own. Her clothing
was wrinkled, sensible, making no concessions for a night at the opera.
It seemed possible that she had come directly from the dock. This
woinan who had fixed the course of Marina’s life locked for all the
world like somebody’s Swedish grandmother on a chartered tour of
the Amazon,

'T'm very glad—" Marina began.

“Sit, sit,” Dr. Swenson said, and sat herself to ser the example.
“She's going to sing the Villa-Lobos.”

“The what?" Barbara said.
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Dr. Swenson answered her with a tremendous glare and took the
fourth chair in the first row next to Marina while the soprano, the
tedious and beautiful Euridice, put a modest hand to her breast and
ben her head forward to receive the maclstrom of applause. The Villa-
Lobos, Brazil's singular contribution to the classical repertoire, was
considerably more beautiful than the Gluck, or the soprano was in-
clined to sing the vocalise with more tenderness than she had been
able to bring to her previous role, and for the bricfest moment Marina
was able to forger what was behind her (Anders’ death} and all that
there was still to come (the now inevitable ttip inte che jungle with her
professor} and she listened. It took eight cellos and a human voice to
quict her mind.

“Now that was worth coming in for,” Dr. Swenson said, when
finally, after fifteen minutes of thunderous applause, the sopranc
reluctantly tore heeself from the proscenium. As they picked up
their programs and opened the door to the box, Dr. Swenson ad-
dressed Marina directly. “What did you think of the Gluck, Dr.
Singh?”

Tell t5 about the patient, Dr. Singh. Marina stopped herself. “I'm afraid
I'm not a good judge this evening. I was distracted.”

Dr. Swenson nodded as if this was the correct answer. “I feel cer-
tain its berter that way. The Gluck in one’s memory is always more
satisfying than the Gluck itself” She turned and led the way down
the hall to the staircase and the four others followed behind. Milton
took Marina’s arm for the stairs and she was grateful for the kindness.
She spent very little time in high heels and she could feel a sway in
her ankles.

“No one was expecting her?” Matina said. She made her voice
quiet but the crowds were pouring into the hallways now and filling up
the space around them, everyone chatteting to one another, to their cell
phones. The air clicked with the hard, bright syllables of Portuguese
spoken by Brazilians well pleased with their evening out.
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“There is no expecting Dr. Swenson,” Milton said, tightening his
grip on Marina’s arm as two young girls cut through the crowd at
a gallop pace, their party dresses flipping up behind them to show
white underskirts as they took the stairs three at 2 time. “Buc there is
suspecting She doesn't like to miss the opening of the season. I didn't
take any bookings for tonight though there were plenty of people who
wanted to come in a car. That is not because [ expected her, but be-
cause | suspected.”

Marina had lost sight of Dr. Swenson but not the Bovendets, who
wete a dozen steps ahead. Mrs. Bovender especially was a virtual light-

* house. “T would have appreciated you passing your suspicions along™

"I might have made you worry for nothing then. She doesn't always
come. She doesn't always do anything”

"I understand that, but had [ known there was any possibility of
her being here tonight I would have worn my own clothes.”

Milton stopped on the stairs, forcing the people behind him to
stop. “There is something wrong with your dress? How could there be
something wrong with this dress?”

Up ahead Marina saw the Bovenders ride the river of humanity out
the front doors of the opera house, their bright heads bent down. She
could assume they were walking to Dr. Swenson or at least chat they
were listening to her. She ignored Milton's question and tugged him
forward.

The night air was heavy and warm but there was a slight fish-
smelling breeze coming from the river. Marina and Milten found
the ather three on the great tiled landing in front of the opera house,
their faces turned in the direction of that breeze. Countless thousands
of insects poured tawards the electric lights that bathed the sides of
the magnificent building and flooded over into the terraces and the
streets below them. Even in the noise of the crowd Marina could hear
the thrumming of wings, the various pitches of buzzing sounds they
made. Their enthrallment of che light reminded her of the audience
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at the end of the final aria. They were deiven mad by it. They could
never have enough.

“The Bovenders tell me that nothing has changed since ['ve been
gone,” Dr, Swenson said as Milton and Marina approached them. “Is
that true? An entire city and nothing changes?”

"1 can't chink of any changes in the last ten years,” Milton said.

“There must be something,” Dr. Swenson said. Her face was tilted
up and the spotlight above her head seemed to shine on her alone. It
was as if she had been cut out of light and pasted onto a dark back-
ground, powerfully removed from the crowds around her the way she
was in memory. Even though this was exactly the person Marina had
been locking for, she could not overcome the fecling that two vety
distant points in her life were now colliding in a way that should be
relegated only to bad dreams. The last time she had actually seen Dr.
Swenson was the day before the accident. Throughout the inquisition
they had no contact and after the inquisition she left the program. She
hadn't thought of that before.

"Well, Marina's hete now.” Jackie offered.

“I would prefer something I didn't already know.”

Mitton thought for a moment. “Rodrigo is stocking flea collars in
his store, He says you can put them under your pillow, it keeps things
out of the bed.”

Drt. Swenson nodded her head approvingly, as if this were exactly
the piece of information she had hoped to uncover. "I'll get some in
the tnorning”

That was when a slightly built boy, 2 Brazilian Indtan, wandered
towards them, slipping easily between adults without touching their
clothes. He was noticeable even in the crowd because he represented
two groups that were largely absent from the evening: children and
Indians. He wore a pair of nylon shorts and a green T-shire thac said
"Wortld Cup Soccer.” He looked like the boys who sat on blankets in

the square selling bracelets and small animals carved out of nuts. He
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had the same dark sitky hair and eyes that appeared overly large, when
1n fact it was his face that was too small. Logic would dictate that this
child would be selling something as well, children were industrious in
Manaus: hawking fans and postcards and bucterflics in wooden boxes,
but his hands were empty.

“Easter!” Barbara Bovender cried, and dropped down to sit on the
back of her heels, a petilous maneuver in so short a dress. She held out
her arms to the boy who ran into them, burying his face in her neck.

“It’s the hair,” Dr. Swenson said. “He never can get over it.”

Jackie leaned over 1o pick the child up and his wife came up as
well. The boy had filled both of his hands with her hair and was
studying it intencly, a luminous rope thrown down from che gods.
He was too old to be picked up and clearly it delighted him. “I think
you're bigger,” Jackie said, jostling him up and down as if trying to
guess his weight.

“He isn't bigger,” Dr. Swenson said. She tapped the boy on the
chest and when he locked at het she spoke. “Dr. Singh.” She raised her
right index finger and touched that hand to her left wrist, then drew a
line up her throat with one finger and pulled that same finger into the
air from her mouth. Then she pointed at Marina. He let go of Bar-
bara’s hair and gave Marina his hand.

“Look at that!” Jackie said, as if this were a particularly clever trick
for a boy. "He can shake.” As a reward he tossed the child up in the
air a few inches, up and down and up and down, until he laughed a
strange, seal-like Jaugh and had to let go of her hand.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Marina said. The child’s enormous eyes
fixed themselves to her and did not look away. "You could have brought
him to the opera,” she said to Dr. Swenson. Had he come with her?
“There were plenty of seats.”

“Easter’s deaf,” Dr. Swenson said. “The opera would have been
more tedious for him than it was for us.”

“It wasn't such a bad opera,” Barbara said 1o the boy.
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“He likes to wander when he has the chance,” Drt. Swenson said for
him. “He likes to take a look around town.” Easter, perched in Jackie's
arms, his attention rightfully recurned to Barbara’s hair, did not wrn
his head. Even with good hearing he would have seemed too small to
be walking the streets of Manaus alone in the dark.

“I would have gone with you if I'd known you were out here,”
Jackie said to the boy. “We could have cut out rogether.”

“He could have come. I think he would have liked seeing all the
people,” Batbara said, “There’s a lot to look at in the opera house even
if you cant hear the music.”

Dr. Swenson looked at her watch. “I think this is enough of a re-
union for now. Dr. Singh and 1 should have a tzlk. I assume you don't
mind the late hour, Dr. Singh. Milton tells me you've been waiting”

Matina said that she would be glad to talk.

"Good. So the rest of you go on. I'll see you in the morning. Milton,
tell Rodrigo I'll be at the store by seven.”

“May I drive you somewhere” Milton asked.

Dr. Swenson shook her head. “It's a perfectly good night. I'm sure
we can manage a walk. Can you manage, Dr. Singh?”

Marina, in her column of gray silk and her high heels, was not
entirely sure she could manage, but she said that a walk would be good
after sitting so long.

“We'll take Easter back to the apartment.” Barbara said. The child
had begun to braid the section of her hair that he was holding on to.

Dr. Swenson shook her head. “He hasn't eaten. He'll come with us.
Put him down, Jackie, he isn't 2 monkey.”

Jackie set Easter on the ground and the boy looked from one party
10 the other. In spite of not having heard he seemed to be in tacit agree-
ment with the plans, "We'll see you later then.” Jackie said, finding the
part in the boy's hair with his fingers and smoothing it down. Then,
remembering what in fact was new, he held out his hand and Easter
shook it goodbye. “Brilliant,” Jackie said.
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he streets around the opera house were made of flat stones fitted

together into an uneven jigsaw and Marina found herself wishing
that Milton had come with them, if not to drive then at least to keep
his hand under her arm. Marina was a very tall doctor who worked in
i lab in Minnesota and those three things: the height, the work, and
the state, precluded che wearing of heels, giving her lictle experience to
drzw from now that she needed it. She shifted her weight forward onto
her toes and hoped not to wedge the heel of Barbara’s shoes into a crev-
ice. Even as Marina slowed, Dr. Swenson kept to her own unwavering
pace, a trudge of metronamic regularicy chat Marina remembered. In
her khaki pants and rubber-soled shoes, she was quickly a block ahead
without seeming to notice that she was alone. Easter stayed behind
them both, perhaps to alett Dr. Swenson tn the event thac Marina went
down. The crowd from the opera had dispersed and all that remained
were the city’s regulars who stood on the street corners in the dack
trying to decide whether or not to cross. They watched Marina as she
pulled her borrowed shawl up over her shoulders.

“Are you coming, Dr. Singh?” Dr. Swenson called out. She had
gone around a corner ot stepped into a building. Her voice was part of
the night. Te came from nowhere.

Are you comring, Drr. Singh? She would dip so quickly into a patient’s
room that suddenly the residents would lose their bearings. Had she
gone to the right or the leftz Marina squinted down the street, the
darkness broken apart by sereetlights and headlights and bits of broken
glass that showered the curb and reflected the light up. “Ym coming,”
she said. Her eyes shifted constantly from one side of the street to the
other in a slow nystagmus. In order to steady herself, she made an orga-
nized list in her mind of all che things that were making her nervous:
it was night, and she wasn't exactly sure where she was, though she
could have casily turned around and found her way back to the opera
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house and from chere, her hortel; she was unsteady in her shoes, which,
along with the ridiculous dress, made her the human equivalent of a
bird with a broken wing to any predator who might be out trawling the
streets late at night; if there was a predator, she now had a deaf child
to protect and she wasn't exactly sure how she would manage that; as
she felt the blisters coming up beneath the sandals’ straps she could not
help but think of the countless explorers throughout history who had
been taken down by the lowly blister, then she reassured herself chat
there was very little chance that this was how she would meet her end
given the three different types of antibiotics Mr. Fox had sent along
with her Lariam and the phone; and since this was a list of anxie-
tics, she could not neglect the most pressing fear of ail: assuming she
made it to her destination tonight, she was then to sit down with Dr.
Swenson and have a discussion about what exactly? Vogel's rights and
interests in Brazil? The location of Anders’ body?

Then, without so much as a footfall to announce him, Easter came
up from behind her and put himself in che lead. At first she thought he
must be bored by how slow she was and figured he meant to leave hex,
but instead he aligned himself to her pace. He would have been in easy
reach had she just put out her hand. He had made himself het seeing-
eye boy. As she watched his back, his shouiders barely wide enough to
hang a shirt on, half the anxieties on her list fell away, With one hand
she held Mts, Bovender's wrap firmly to her chest while her other hand
was full of the silk of her skirt which she held up in order not to trip
on it or let it drag in the pools of muddied rain left over from the late
afterncon deluge. The night air pressed against her, moving roughly in
and our of her lungs. It was very recently chat she had been ill. Despite
the pins and the spray and the black lacquered sticks with the gold
Chinese fans, she could feel random sections of her hair breaking free
and sliding damply down the back of het neck. When they reached
the corner, Easter turned right, and without question or thought, she
followed him.
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Tivo blocks later, at about the point she was certain she would not
be able to take another step, Easter dipped into a restaurant Marina
had never seen befare, on a street she couldn’t remember. He could
not have seen Dr. Swenson go in but there she was, sitting at a table
in the corner, a bottle of soda watet in front of her that was already
half consurmned. If possible, the room was slightly darker than the night
she had come in from and a small, single candle on every table stood
in place of the stars. Half a dozen tables were occupied, a dozen more
were empty. It was late. The boy, having completed his job, cut the
shortest path berween the other customers and sat in 2 wooden chait
beside Dr. Swenson. Had she brought him in with her from the jungle
or did Easter, along with Milton and the Bovenders, have his place on
Vogel's payroll? Dr. Swenson tilted the bread basket towards him and
he taok a piece and laid it nicely on his plate. Marina tried not to limp
as she made her way towards them. For a moment she stood at the table
saying nothing, her resplendence melted in the heat, and waited for the
other woman to acknowledge her arrival. She could have waited for the
rest of her life. “I lost you,” Marina said finally.

“Clearly you didn't,” Dr. Swenson said. “Easter knew where we
were going.”

“I didn't know that Easter had been informed.”

Dr. Swenson was looking at the menu through a pair of half glasses.
“Fm sure you realized soon encugh. This place is a bic farther buc
that’s why che opera crowd avoids it. I can always ger a table.”

Marina pulled out a chair beside Easter, across from Dr, Swenson,
and felt a significant throbbing in her feet as the blood shifted back up
her legs. She decided to be grateful for the chair and fo the audience.

After taking in all the information the menu had to offer, Dr.
Swenison laid it down. Now that she knew what she would have for
dinner she was ready to begin. “Allow me to be direer, Dr. Singh,”
she said, folding her plasses back into their padded case. “It will save
us both some time. You shouldn't have come. There must be a way of
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convincing Mr. Fox thar conrinual monitoring does not speed produc-
tivity. Maybe that can be a project fot you when you return home. You
can tell him I am fine, and that it would better suit his own purposes
to leave me alone.”

A waiter approached the table and Dr. Swenson proceeded to
order for herself and the child in broken Portuguese. When the waiter
tutned to Marina she asked for a glass of wine. Dr. Swenson added to
the order and sent the waiter away.

“I'm glad you're fine,” Marina said. “And you're right, I've come to
find out about the progress of the drug’s development, thar's part of the
reason I'm here, But | was a close friend of Dr. Eckman's, I am a friend
of his wife’s. It’s important for her to understand the circumstances of
his death.”

“He died of a fever.”

Marina nodded. “So you wrote, but she would like to know more
than that. It would help het to be able to explain to their children what
happened.”

Easter sat at the table without fidgeting, both of his feet on the
floor or nearly on the floor. He rore neat pieces off his bread and ate
them slowly. He did not seem to be the least bit bothered by waiting,
which caused Marina to wonder if he had had a great deal of practice.

“Are you asking me if | know what caused the fever, if it had a
name? I do not. The list of pussibilities is too long. I suppose at this
point checking his recent vaccination records would be a place to start.
I can also give you a list of antibiotics he failed to respond to.”

“I'm not asking you what kind of fever it was,” Marina said. "I'm
asking you what happened.”

Dr. Swenson sighed. “Is this my deposttion, Dr. Singh?”

“I'm not accusing—"

Dr. Swenson waved her hand, brushing the words out of the air. T
will tell you: I liked Dr. Eckman. Every aspect of his visit was a great
inconvenience to me but there was something ingenuous about him.
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He had 2 sincere interest in the Lakashi, in the work. You were a friend
of his and so you know this about him, he had a singular ability for
demonstrating interest, if it was in birds or in the estrogen levels in
the collected bload samples; he asked 2 great many questions and took
in every word of the answers he was given. He was polite and affable
even when [ was trying to convince him to leave, which, you should
note to his wife, I did constantly.” She interrupted herself to finish her
glass of water and before the empty glass had come to rest on the table
it had been refilled by the hovering waiter. "Mr. Fox was an idiot to
send him down here. I've hardly ever seen a man so ill suited for the
jungle, and that’s saying a great deal. Most people are ill suited for the
jungle. The heat, the insects, even the trees made him anxious. Now,
one would think when a person comes to a place where he doesn’t want
to be and he is not wanted, he would have the sense to go. Dr. Eckman
lacked that sense. He told me that the company needed me 1o speed up
the progress of my work, that they needed to see my records, bring in
other researchers, move as much of the project back to Vogel as soon
as was possible. I believe our entire exchange could have taken place in
an hour, fifteen minutes if both patties were succinct, but there was
something about Dr. Eckman. It was as if he needed to see everything
for himself. He had come a long way and by God he wasn't going to
take my word for the fact that there was a drug in development. He

E. felr the need to retrace the entire course of my work. He was going to

rediscover the Lakashi tribe himself. He was going to find the roots of

by theic fertilicy himself. He refused to let his misery inform his actions.”

A small man in a dirty white apron came out of the kitchen with
two plates of yellow rice covered over with chicken. The meat was the
same color as the rice and was glossy and loose on the bone. He gave

= one to Dr. Swenson and one to the child, whose face became incandes-

cent with joy when he saw what was for dinner.
“We haven't had much luck keeping chickens,” Dr. Swenson said.
“We have both been looking forward to dinner.” She tapped Easter's
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hand and at that permussion he picked up his fork and began to pull
the mear apart by holding the chicken in place with two fingers. She
tapped his hand again and handed him a knife. “We have Dr. Eckman
to thank for Easter's table manners. All this is new. It frankly wasn't
anything 1'd stressed before, the Lakashi table manners are not our
own, but I've kept up with it. Dr. Eckman took such an interest in the
child. I can only think he was missing his own—" She stopped and
looked at Marina, leaving the question unspoken.

“Boys,” Martna said. “He had three boys.”

Dr. Swenson nodded. “Well, you could see i. 1 don't suppose I'd
thought of this before but surely a grear part of my sympathy for Dr.
Eckman came from his kindness to Easrer.”

The original waiter returned and put a piece of tres leches in fromt
of Matina, who shook her head at the sight of it. She was thinking of
those three boys on the sofa, the ones whose hearing was so acute that
adult conversations wete forced inco the kitchen pantry and conducted
in whispers.

“J ordered it for you,” Dr. Swenson said, and sent the waiter away.
“It’s good cake. It goes with the wine.”

Marina saw the boy eyeing her dessert, caught berween the joy of = o
his own meal and the longing for hers. “How long was Anders with HE

you before he got sick:”
“It would be hard to say since I don't actually know when he was
infected. In retrospect, 1 think he may have picked up something here

in Manaus and brought it out with him. I didn’t know Dr. Eckman -

before this. It's possible that I never saw him when he was completel
P P
himself”

"You did,” Marina said. “You met him at Vogel before you lefe. SF

He was on the review commiteee for your financing” She pictured

Anders leaning against her desk. He had been so certain Dr. Swenson 80
A Its easy to become hypochondriacal out here but the more danger-

had liked him.

Dr. Swenson nodded, her actention given over fully o her chicken %

(R L]
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for the moment. “Yes, of course, he told me chat. But I didn't remember
him. T wouldn't have any reason to remember him.”

"Of course,” Marina said, and for the first time it came to her with
certainty: She docs not know me.

The older doctor took a bite of rice. “It’s difficult to trust yourself
in the jungle,” she said. "Some people gain their bearings over time
but for others that adjustment never comes. It’s simply too foreign. We
can’t find 2 common application for whart we already know. I'm not just
thinking of moral issues ot rules of law, though both of those apply,
bue the simple concrete facts of existence aren't what we're used te.
Take the insects, for example. Hundreds of thousand of new species
are discovered around the world every year, and who knows how many
other species vanish, The means by which we separate out the deadly
from the merely ircitating are extremely limited considering that the
insect that just bit you tnight not have even been classified yet, and at
what point does constant irritation itself become deadly? You're birten
by so many things, there’s no way of keeping track. You simply have to
accept the fact that whatever it was probably sn't going to kill you.”

. She motioned to Marina with her fork. “Did you know your arm is

bleeding, Dr. Singh?"

Marina had let the shawl slip behind her in the chair and she could
see now that there was a thin line of dried blood about six inches long
that came from a puncture of her right biceps. Dr. Swenson took the
unused napkin from che fourth place at the table and dipped i into her
water glass. “Here,” she said. “Clean yourself up.”

Marina took the napkin and wiped her arm, taking a minute to
apply some pressure to the wound as washing it had scarced up the
bleeding again.

“I'm sure it's nothing,” Dr. Swenson said, working industriously
to get the last of the chicken off the bone, “but it goes to my point,

- ous state is hypochondria’s opposite: the insistent voice that says you
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tust be overreacting to things, and so in turn you begin to ignore real
symptoms. Doctots, I'm sure you know, are notorious for this sort
of behavior, and I think it may have been the case with Dr. Eckman.
His substantial fears actually led him too far in the other direction.
Every time I asked him if he was sick he would exhaust himself deny-
ing it. When it became ridiculous for him to deny it, 1 told him I was
sending him back. Ne, no, no, he said to me, like some sort of child
who doesn't want to miss his part in the school pageant, he would
be better in a day or two. | couldn’t make his decisions for him, Dr.
Singh, though believe me, I tried. He had waited for me a fong time in
Manaus and he wasa't about to turn back around without completing
whatever mission he imagined it was his responsibility to complece.
The next thing [ knew we were setting up an infirmary. He required
neatly constant attention.” Dr. Swenson looked over at Easter, who
had picked a chicken bone up from his plate and was gnawing on it.
She raised a hand to tap him and then lowered it instead. She let it go.
“Do you see the problem bere?” she said to Marina, her voice main-
taining every inflection of composure. “The man who had been sent
to prod me along in my work was keeping me from it. He had crossed
aver 2 line from feeling that he would recover quickly to feeling he was
toe ill to travel. He told me he wanted to wait until he was in a berrer
condition. He didn't want to be out on the river. He was afraid of the
river. What he wanted was to be home, but getting home from the

Amazon requires a great deal of effort and after a certain point he no 8

longer had that in him. 1 liked Dr. Eckman well enough. buc 1 don't
believe that makes any difference to the story. He was an impediment
to me when he was well and he was an impediment when he was sick.

1 will not have him be an impediment now that he is dead. I will not

attempt to retrace every moment of his illness when I cannot alter its

outcome. I am sorry that his wife will have to bear that, but there was

nothing I could do about it then and there is nothing I can do about

it now. Fle made his own choices. He teceived the best care we could "4

H0
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have given him considering our resources, but Dr. Eckman died. Does
that shed any more light on the subject? I wasn't with him at the end.
If there were some final words, a message, I missed ic.”

Marina sat at the table and thought of her friend dying of a nameless
fever in some room or some hut at the end of the world. Karen Eckman
made her promise she would ask if Anders was dead. Instead she asked
Dr. Swenson if he had died alone. It was a sentimental question but she
wanted some other picture in her mind than the one she had.

“When he died? No," she said. Her eyes cut over to the boy for an
instant and then back to Marina. "Easter was with him.”

Easter, who was possibly the age of the oldest Eckman boy, or the
middle one, had seen him out. His plate was scraped clean and wiped
down with bread, a neat pike of chicken bones stacked in the center.
She gave him her cake and n return he gave her such a smile that she
wanted the waiter to come back so she could otder another piece and
give him that one as well,

“It isn't a story to bring home,” Dr. Swenson said.

"No,” Matina said.

“The story isn't meant for her anyway." Dr. Swenson tapped the
corners of her mouth with her napkin. “It’s a story for you. Without
gesting into the details over dinner, you will trust me when 1 tell you
that Dr. Eckman suffered. I mean it to be a cautionary cale.”

Marina nodded, trying o find some untapped vein of stoicism
within herself as she wanted very much to cover her face with her hands
at the thought of Anders’ end. “I understand that.”

“I don't imagine that anyone has been too worried abouc this back

at the pharmaceutical plant, but Dr. Eckman’s death was difficult for

e as well. T was cautious to begin with and now 1 am doubly so.
I'm not looking to take on a new responsibilicy. If you want to know

. _. how my work is going I will tell you: F am behind schedule. This is
2 delicate piece of science. I give it every waking moment of my life

but at this point it still requites more time. I understand that it is
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not an unlimited number of years I have in which to finish this, both
from Vogel's perspective and from my own.” Dr. Swenson signaled the
waiter to bring the check and drank the last of her water. “Someday [
would like to leave the Amazon myself, Dr. Singh. I am used to this
place but T am not in love with it. I have every possible incentive to
complete this project as quickly as possible. Mr. Fox seems to think
that I'm enjoying myself so much that I would need a series of Vogel
emissaties to cemind me that the goal is to Ainish. You may report back
that I have not lost sight of the goal.”

Marina nodded. She understood that she was being given her
ticket home,

Dr. Swenson put both of her hands on the table and gave it a gentle
tap to signify that their interview was now concluded. “Easter and I
will walk you back to your hotel. We'll go right past it on the way to
the apartment. There we will say good night and goodbye. This won't
be a long visit for me. You understand I need to get back.”

Marina cautiously moved her toes side to side. Her feet had swol-
len while she had been sitting and the straps of her sandals were now
cutting deep into the skin. She reached under the table and, with some
effort and a sharp strike of pain, pulled the shoes oft. Easter, having
finished the cake, ducked to look.

“I'm aftaid 1 won't be able to walk back,” Marina said. What harm
would there be in telling the truch now? She was finished.

Dr. Swenson called out to the waiter and Matina clearly under- ® d
stood her to say Milton's name. The waiter nodded. “He'll come and |
pick us up,” she said. She mationed for Easter to hand her one of the 548 ;
i . ted as well, then she dried off and slathered up with salve. All of this
difficult for me to understand why a woman would choose te do that F

shoes and she looked a it as if it were a rare archeological find. “It's

to hersell” She recurned the silver sandal to its mate.

“It 15 a mystery to me as well.” Marina said. She would not try to
defend the shoes. They wetc indefensible. She would walk barefoot fot ¥

the rest of her [ife before she'd put them on again.
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"Batbara tells me you were a student of mine.” Dr. Swenson said.
Perhaps it was the shoes that made her think of it, she was wondering
how a student of hers had learned so little about the workings of the
human anatomy.

"Yes," Marina said. All of her fears were floating away from her
now. What difference did it make? One by one she met them and then
ler them go.

“That would have been Johns Hopkins?™

Marina nodded. “I'm forty-two.”

Dr. Swenson signed her name to the bill and left it on the table.
It would no doubt be mailed to Vogel. “Well, I must not have done
a convincing job if you went into pharmacology. But then here [ am
developing a drug. I suppose we both wound up in the same field after
all.” She reached down to the floor and handed Marina's sandals to
Easter to carry. He seemed very pleased to have the job. “None of us
knows how life will work out, Dr. Singh.”

Dr. Singh was in the process of agreeing with chat exact impossibil-

~" ity as Milton, who must have been idling the car outside, walked in the
- door to take her home.

hat night Marina spent a long time in the bach paying attention
to her various wounds: the rumned back laps of skin that dotted
her toes and heels, the pillowy blisters that had yer to drain, the diffet-
ent bites that were itching or bleeding or bruised, she scrubbed them
all with soap and washcloth until the skin around the red lesions was

% had to be done before calling Mr. Fox. It didn't marter how late it was.
i L She was planning on waking him up. She was hoping even that waking

him up would give her something of an advantage in their conversa-

.:_= tion. She pictured the phone cinging on the nigh table beside the bed
s I"' she had on occasion fallen asleep in but in which she had never slept an
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entire night, the very bed she hoped to go home to. Me. Fox answered
on the fourth ring, his voice alert and composed. He would have given
himself two rings after waking to collece himself.

"Tell me you're fine,” he said.

“Some blisters,” she said, gently pushing at one of them on her
toe, "but absolutely fine. I found Dr. Swenson.” She said it straight
out. She did not wait for him to ask her because he had asked her
every time they spoke, as if finding Dr. Swenson was something that
might have happened and then slipped her mind. She told him about
the opera house, about Easter and the dinner. She told him what had
been said about Anders and, in trying to recreate the conversation,
she realized how little of a convessation it had actually been. She
could report that the project was behind but moving forward. Even
if she lacked the derails she was sure about the essential fact: Dr.
Swenson wanted to see this done more than anyone, and she would
gee it done, on that point she had been very convincing, though she
had neglected to say when she projected the drug might be submitted
to the FDA.

“No time line?" Mr. Fox said.

“Nothing absolute,” Marina said, but in truch she hadn't asked.
Why hadn't she asked? All these years later, she still listened to Dr.
Swenson as a student listens to a teacher, as a Greek listens to an oracle.
She didn't question her, she simply committed the answers to memory.

“Don't worry about that,” Mr. Fox said. "It was a preliminary 3]

meeting, You're smart not to push her yet. Do you think you'll Jeave

tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow or the next day. It depends on tickets. Il be on the

first plane that has a sear.”
“You'll cake a plane?” Mr. Fox asked.

“To come home.”

The line was quiet, and into that silence Marina did not extend

herself. Even as she realized the error of her assumption she wanted to
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stay with it for as long as possible. Her hopeful imagination had let her
dnft all the way home, She had no luggage. They had never found her
luggage. Everything she had acquired in Manaus would be left behind,
save the little white heron and the red beaded bracelet that was knotted
to her wrist. Through the window of the Minneapolis—St. Paul airport
she saw white blossoms. She drank the honeyed breeze as she stepped
outside,

“Don’t quit this now,” Mr. Fox said, “Nor after all the time it's
taken to find her.”

He would still be saying this after sizx months, after a year, Don’ quir
ikis now. Maybe he wanted her to stay until she could promise she was
bringing back the chemical compound for fertility in her pocket. "I
delivered the message,” Marina said. In retrospect she was not entirely

¥ sure that she had said anything but she was certain that any message

she delivered 1o Dr. Swenson would never be listened to anyway. Dr.

¥ Swenson didn't listen vo Marina, or Anders, or M. Fox. Listening was

oot Dr. Swenson's habit. Marina was not going to change the course of
the river. “Anders delivered the tnessage. She told me that. She under-

- stands exactly what it is you want and I believe she will get it to you as
. s00n as is humanly possible.”

“It isn't the sort of thing you can take someone’s word on. The

F  drug could be finished ot she could never have started ir. This is a
' project of enormous importance and expense. You need to find out
~ whete we are in development,” Mr. Fox said, and then he added the
= word “exacely.”

She looked at her feet, bright and raw in the overhead light, slick

: " with Neosporin. “You'll have to find somcbody else.”

“Marina,” he said. “Matina, Marina." He said it with tendetness
in his voice, with love.
She could smell her own capitulation coming on from a mile away.

& It was her nature, her duty. She told him good night and hung up the
phone. She couldn’t blame him much. Inside the envelope of his own
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warm, dry sheets, he really couldn’t understand what he was asking her
to do. When she was still ac home, she hadn't been able to imagine this
place either.

Ir was a Lariam day. She had been putting it off since this morn-
ing, but what difference did it make? She always wound up taking it in
the end. The pills she had so cavalierly tossed in the airpart trash had
managed to find her again. Tomo never complained about having to
come up from the front desk to settle her screaming by banging on her
door. And if she dealt with intermittent nausea, paranoia, my God, she
could hardly pin thac on the Latiam. Even if she went home tomorrow
she would have to take it for another four wecks. It was the drug’s way
of reminding the patient that che teip isn't over. The trip would be in
the bloodstream, in the tissues. All the potential disasters of the place
would continue to linger inside. Marina sec the pill on her rongue
and swallowed it with half a bottle of water which was sitting on her
dresser, then she turned out the light. She was becotning accustomed
to the dip in the middle of the mattress, to the foam-rubber pillow
that smelled like cardboard boxes, to the sound of the water piping

into the ice machine down the hall and then, hours later, the dumping
release of its little frozen charges into the bin. She wondered how long J

these things would stay with her once she was home again. She won-
dered how long Anders would stay with her, and what it would be like
to settle back into their lab alone and who would cventually come to
replace hitn, She wondered how long it would be that she would think
of him every day, and what it would feel like to realize that days had

passed and she had forgotten to think of him at all. She choughe about <%

the stack of letters that Karen had weitten sitting in the drawer of the

table beside the bed. She thought of Anders buried in the jungle foor b
three thousand miles from Eden Prairie. As tired as she was, it kept -
her awake. When the mind could no longer beat the news—Anders is
dead—it busied itself with the details: Where is his camnera? Where -~

are his binoculars?
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‘ ! J hen Marina woke up she was standing in front of the window

in her hotel room with no memory of having gorten out of
bed. It was freezing. She and her father had been at the campus of
the University of Minnesota where he had done his doctoral work in
microbiology. The snow was coming down hard. All she could really
remember were the Indians coming our of all the buildings, and how
the women in their red and purple saris completely changed the land-
scape, the men in pink shirts broke the whiteness apart. They shivered
in the arctic wind until the colots began to vibrate, making a sca of
trembling, snow-covered poppies. She had gone to slecp with the air
conditioner left on high and now the inside of the hotel window was
so wet that she wondered from the stupor of interrupted sleep if it was
finally raining inside. Beads of water streaked down the glass, reducing
the view of the world outside to a deep purple datkness punictuated
by balls of glittering light. The cold air blew gale force at che cheap
cotton nightgown she had boughe from Rodrigo. She squatted down
in front of the unit beneath the window, her hair blown back by the
wind, and blindly pushed the little buttons until the system gave one
fnal frozen exhalation and died. She was shaking, and unsure how
much of that was the temperature and how much was a dream. All
she could be certain of was that she had been trying to go home and

~ that she couldn’t because of the snow. She wasn't going home. Maybe

Mr. Fox had whispered in her car all nigh, but while she slepr che
world shifted away from the airport and towards the docks. The clear
resolve she had had in the restaurant seemed to have broken like a fever

. sometime during the night and as she was waking up she could feel

Minnesota recede with the rest of her dream. She would not get back

& into bed now. She was finished with that bed. Like a somnambulist
" half awake she gathered up everyching that belonged to Barbara Bov-
- ender, the gray silk dress that was muddied around the hem, the savage

R e o T
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shoes, the wrap, the hair pins, and put them all together in a plastic
bag. Then she opened every drawer and removed the meager contents.
She folded what she owned and put it into small piles on the dresser.

As she went to every corner of the room, she told herself that what 3

mattered now was movement, that the point was not so much to get
home as it was to leave Manaus. She was certain of nothing except the
fact that she wouldn't spend another night in the Hotel Indira. She
put the packet of Karen's lettets on top of her three folded shircs. She
didn’t have a bag for what she owned but that, she imagined, would
be the least of it

By six o'clock she had dressed and lefe. The early morning city had
the tick of action, children were on their blankets, the painted bowls

and crude flutes and beaded bracelets they had 1o sell were all in even and

lines, the women were moving towards the market hall, not briskly but
faster than they would move at any other point for the rest of the day.

Dogs trailed along far to the sides of che streets, heads low and watch-

ful, the shadow and light making valleys between every rib. .
It seemed in all of Manaus only Nixon was still asleep. In the lobby
of the Swenson-Bovender apartment building, his face was pressed

sideways against the desk, his hands stretched out in front of him and 4 :

open wide. Marina gave hesself a moment to warch such a deep and

dreamless sleep, feeling a fondness for him she couldn't account for 3
unless it was just the face that there were so few people in this city she |
knew by name. She imagined he was a good man even though her only o

evidence was his fidelity to this post.

She sat down in the lobby to write the Bovenders a note, but after ¥
going to the trouble of locating paper and pen found she had no idea e 5
what to say. She couldn't thank them. They were the grand jury afeer
all, keeping her there in the holding cell of the Hotel Indira for two 18
weeks while they decided if her case was fit for Dr. Swenson to hear. E
Or maybe she should thank them for managing to make their dect- 3

sion in two weeks. They had kept Anders for over a month, an entire
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wasted month of life while his boys tode their bicycles alone through
the slush of spring. Marina was distracted by the sound of Nizon's
labored respiration. Then, on his desk, he stopped breathing, Twenty
secands, thirty seconds, she was just about to get up when at forey-five
seconds he gasped, his back heaving, and then began to breathe again.
Still asleep, e sighed and turned his face in the other direction. Apnea.
There was nothing she could do about that.

She settled back into the winged chair in the lobby's small con-
versational grouping of furniture where she sat by herself. If Matina
couldn’t thank the Bovenders, she found she couldn’t blame them
cither. At twenty-three she would have pladly done their job. She might
have stayed in the position until she was forry-thtee if certain events
had played out differently. Without the Bovenders there to remind her,
she might have forgotten what it was like to be enthralled, to fall hard
in love for principles and a singularly remarkable mind. They were
lietle more chan pretty children, feather-light, proven capable of no end
of lies, and yee there was something in their shiny nature that made
them indestructible. She would have given anything to rake them to
the jungle with her. So in the end she pur down the truth as she knew
it as that exact minute. I will miss you. She wrote their name on the bag
and added twenty dollars U.S. for the cost of cleaning the dress, knot-
ted it all together and left it on the desk beside one of Nixon's sleeping
hands. Dr. Swenson tended to be carly. If rounds began at seven she
was on to the first case at six-thirey. It didn't take long to figure out

£ the clock. Marina didn't want to meet her in the lobby for fear it might

look like an ambush. She walked quickly to Rodrigo's store. It was
busy then, all the stores were busy. She fized herself a cup of coffee

_. . from the pot on his counter and found a nylon duffel bag while he
. waited on customers. She picked up more sunscreen, more bug spray.

It was important not to think too deeply about what she would need

or she might wind up taking all of it. Everything went on the Vogel

account, down to the coffec. She picked up anothet box of Band-Aids,
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a second pair of flip-flops. She was looking at a length of netting that
was meant to hang over a bed when De. Swenson came in with Milton.

Rodrigo saw them first. There wasn't room enough for Dr. Swen-
son and all the women who had come in for flour and thread, things
they could easily wait unal later to buy. He began 1o rush his other
customers by shouting at them and no one objected to his harassment.
A few of them put down whatever was in their hands and left the store
immediately, while others grabbed a few more things off the shelves
nearby and rushed to the counter to pay. Maybe they knew Dr. Swen-
son. Maybe they were as anxious to leave as the clerk was 1o see them
go. Rodrigo, ahways so careful to write up bills of sale, gave a quick
visual assessment of the pile of goods and batked out a price that cach
woman paid without question. Dr. Swenson noticed none of this. Her
chin was pointed up. She was mainly interested in the high-shelf items,
the goods ignored by the daily foot traffic of Brazilians. She was mut-
tering her thoughts to the ceiling and Milten was writing them down,
She would not have noticed Marina had Marina been dipped in yellow
paint, and Milton, who never looked up from his pencil and pad, had
missed her as well. One by one the customers fled the store. Marina
followed the last of them to the counter to have her purchases added to
her account. Rodrigo, who seemed to understand exactly che decision

that had been made, added in an extra hat, three more cotton handker- 8% ]

chiefs, several rolls of LifeSavers.
“You're up very early, Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swenson said 1o the ceiling.
Milton, startled, looked up. “There you are!” he said. “Then find-

ing you this moming is one thing | can cross of f my lisc.”

“You said you'd be here early,” Marina said. “And there were a few .

things [ needed myself.”

“There's no end 1o what one needs in the Amazon,” Dr. Swenson *

sard, “What isnt eaten by insects is quick to rot. That's why out friend

Rodrigo does such a booming business. Nature provides a state of 4
constant turnover. Still, I would think if you are leaving today you'd =
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be better off making your purchases at home, unless you're looking for
souvenirs.”

There was nothing to do but say it. Marina told her she would be
coming along. This did not seem to surprise Dr. Swenson. She ook
the news as 1f ic were both unpleasant and expected. "You've been talk-
ing to Mr. Fox."

Marina looked up towards the high shelves as well, wondering
what she might be secing there. “At the very least I should gee Anders’
things.”

"Raisins,” Dr. Swenson said to Milton, who added it to the list,
“Tapioca.” She turned to Marina. “Docs it matcer at all that you are
nat invited?”

It would be easier had she been invited buc to the best of her knowl-
edge Dr. Swensen had never welcomed students to her classes or in-
terns to the program or patients to the hospital. She couldn't see how
this experience should be any different. “Not really.”

“Dr. Rapp always said that people would attach themselves to an
expedition.” She moved very slowly, purting het hand first on a box of
erackers, next on a bag of coffee. Milton continued to write and chen
Rodrigo was writing as well. An older woman with a baby tied across
her chest in a bright red scarf opened the door and, seeing the people
who were inside, turned and left without comment. “Cerrainly they
did with him. I saw it myself. An endless succession of mongrels and
malingeters, the laziest dropouts who fancied themselves explorers.
He made his policy clear: he was not responsible for their food, theit

B shelter, their safety, or their health. He didn't waste his time discour-

aging them because frankly there was no discouragement they could

& not withstand. All of the energy they could have put into their inrel-

ligence they had used to develop their temacity. Bur what I quickly

1 learned was that their tenactty was for going, not for staying. Once

they were out on the trail they fell like flies. Some took a day, two

* days, others were gone in a matter of hours, and Dr. Rapp never
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stopped for them. He remained beautifully consistent: he was there
to work and he would continue to work. He would not ferry back
the weak and the lame. They had chosen to get themselves in and
they would simply have to figute the means to get themselves our.
People were quick to accept these terms until they themselves were
weak. Then they changed their tune entirely, then they said Dr. Rapp
was heartless. They couldn't slander him as a scientist bur they said
no end of scurrilous things about him as a man. He hadn't rescued
them! He hadn't been their father and mother! I will tell you, none of
that troubled his sleep. If he had made them his responsibility, either
by dissuading them from theitr ambitions or by bailing them out of
their folly, the greatest botanist of our time would have been reduced
to a babysitter. It would have been an incalculable blow to science, all
in the name of saving the stupid.”

The air, ever heavy, now was paralyzed. Milton had slipped his
pencil and pad in his pocket without thinking, and Rodrigo had put
his pencil down as well. While Dr. Swenson continued to calculate
how much food she would need to take back with her, the other three
staod breathless and unblinking. Marina felt as if she were trying to
remember the answet when there hadn't been a question posed. They
were all waiting. “T don't think you'll find me to be nearly that much
trouble,” she said finally.

Dr. Swenson, who had been distracted by a small bin of socks, did &

not lock up. “As much trouble as what?”
“The mongrels,” Marina said. “The malingerers.”

“Don't be so self-referential. I was telling you a story. I wasn't tell- i

ing a story abour you.”

At that Milton inhaled as abruptly as Nixon ac his desk. “There S
you go,” he said, willing himself to accept the explanation, "How many 3

cans of apricots?”

Dr. Swenson waited a moment, as if making a tally in her head. “A 4 :
case more than usual,” she said, looking at Marina. It was impossible 74
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to know how many apricots 2 persen would eat once they had been
removed from civilizacion.

It was agreed then that Milton would pick Marina up in front of
the Hotel Indira at eleven, and despite the heat of that hour she was
standing ready at the front of che hotel, tucked beneath the awning
with her half-empty bag, She had said goodbye to Tomo, who was
more than happy to store her coat and sweaters until she returned. She
had net said goodbye to M. Fox. This city, so busy when she woke up
that morning, was practically empty now. The dogs pressed themselves
into doorways beneath thin strips of shade. The cars drove by slowly,
as if every driver was trying to decide if he was the one who was sup-
posed to take Marina to the docks. They looked at her carefully and
tapped their horns.

When Milton did arrive, Easter was in the passenger seat. When
he saw Marina through the open window, he reached both of his arms
out to her as if he were hers alone in all the world. There was some-
thing brilliant about being recognized, the happiness on his face en-
tirely disproportionate to his knowing her. Marina went to him and
took both of his small hands in her hands and he gave her an enthu-

©siastic shake. Milton put a thumb on the boy’s shoulder and pointed

to the backseat. Easter immediately flipped backwards, a trick he had
been saving.

“Forgive me.” Milton said in a tired voice when she got in the car.
He was sitting on a folded towel, his shirc and pants and hair soaked
through. Even the small straw hat on the back of his head was wilted
and damp. There could have been a rainstorm blocks from here that
Marina never saw. He could have fallen in the river.

“Forgive you for what?”

Milton shook his head. "It took us longer to load the boat.” He
took out a stmallet towel and wiped down his face.

Easter was craning his entire upper body out the window to see

(" as far as he could in every direction: boy as turtle, car as shell. The
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wind dried out last night's soccer shirt and ruffled the dark, wet culs
against his neck. Looking at him, Marina realized he was a marker.
The boat was loaded, Dr. Swenson was on the boat. IF Milton hadn't
taken Easter there would have been no reason for her to wait the min-
utes it took for him to drive to the hotel. “It’s not as if I had anywhere
else ro go," she said.

“He likes the car,” Milton said, tilting his head back.

“I'm sure he does.”

The dock was farther up river than Marina had been before. The
wooden planks on the walkway were warped by the endless succession
of sun and hard rain. A cellection of rusted tugs and houseboats that
looked like they had been pieced together over the course of many
generations bobbed between the low-niding water taxis. From the top
of the bank she could see the freighters and cruise ships in the distance
lining up agains the great cement piers. Below her was a small figure
pacing beneath the shade of a black umbrella.

“We are [ate, Milton,” Dr. Swenson called. The engine of the boat
was running and a pale lavender smoke spread out across the water.

“This would be the time to change your mind,” Milton said qui-
etly. “If you are inclined o change your mind.”

Easter {lew ahead of them now, running in flip-Bops, forsaking the
perilous steps for the more perilous slope of mud and rock and weed.

The boat was a pontoon, the kind of boat her father had rented fora

weekend every summer when Marina was young and her parents were

married. Her father was not much for boating but the pontoon he said S5

was like a pony rented out for children: stalid and low. nor given to
sudden movements.
“I'll be fine,” Marina said. She was tn motion now. She was as good

as on the river.

“I don’t remember telling you to take Easter along,” Dr. Swenson 11

said when they reached the old pontoon with a flat metal roof. The boy

was standing behind her now, his hands on the wheel 1n an imirtation - 5

STATE OF WONDER

of steering. There were boxes stacked neatly around the circumference
and the boar sat low and ven in the water.

"1 don't believe you did,” Milton said. He gave Marina his hand to
board and in the moment she held his hand she thought about him the
way she thought about the Bovenders, It would all be better if he would
simply board the boat behind het.

Dr. Swenson tapped Easter on the shoulder and pointed to the
lines, ar which point the boy jumped off the boat and untied them.
He curled his toes around the edge of the dock and pushed the boat
away. He let it go so far that for one horrible instant Marina thought
he wasn't coming either, but then he leapt, his child’s bones filled with
springs, and landed with both feet planted on the deck.

“Travet safely.” Milton said, and raised his hand up to them. He
was the only person on the dock and he stood there as if they were the
Lusitania. He was waving them back instead of waving them on.

Easter was firm at the wheel now. The child stecred the boat out
into a low switl of current, a seriousness in his eyes as he scanned
the wide horizon. Dr. Swenson, safe beneath the boat'’s cover, closed
her umbrella. Marina dropped her bag at her fect and held on to the
nailing. Milton receded but stayed in place, his arm raised as he grew
smaller and smaller. Dear Milton. She waved to him. She hadn’t made
it clear how grateful she was. After all those empty hours to spend in
any conversation in the world, they had left in a matter of minutes
with no discussion of where they were going or how long it would
take them to get there or when they might think of coming back. But
somehow none of that mattered anymore. Marina hadn®t understood
the enotmity of the river until she was on it. The sky was spread over
in white clouds that banked and thinned depending on the direction
she turned in. Some of the clouds had covered over the sun so for the
moment it was cooler, and the breeze of their forward momenturn kept
the insects down. The birds shot out from the banks and cut over the
water. Marina thought of Anders at the bow, his binoculars raised.




ANN PATCHETT

How glad he must have been to finally leave this city. Marina never
would have believed it until she was on a boat herself but the watet
was an enormous telief. “Beautiful,” she said to the one member of the
party who could hear her.

*“We always feel better heading home,” Dr. Swenson said.

here was traffic on the Negro, barges and tugs, water taxis with

rorcing thatched roofs where river swallows nested, dugour
canoes containing entire families—sisters with babies and brothers
and cousins and grandfathers and aunts holding open umbrellas, so
many people crammed into one log that the lip of the boat sat nearly
level with the surface of the brown water as one man in the back
rowed carefully on. The smaller boats stayed near the shore, while a
cruise ship, white as a sailor’s dress uniform, churned up the center
aisle. Easter remained fiercely alert, his damp hair pushed back by the

B breeze, his eyes sweeping slowly side to side. He pulled the throttle ro
B cut his wake in deference to the boats that were smaller, and he waved

to those larger boats that cut their wake for him, Every appearance was

I that of an orderly world. Then the boy would turn and look behind

him, and when he did he would nod to Marina and Dr. Swenson and

o they would nod back.

“Does he drive all the way?™ Marina asked, not having any idea
how far they were going.
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Dr. Swenson nodded. “He likes ir.” She was sitting on a box of
canned hash while Matina stood. "What boy wouldnt want to drive
the boae? It gives him standing in the tribe. I drive or Easter drives, no
one else. A few of the men have outboard motors that they've traded
for over the years, but they've never captained a boat like this, It forces
them to show respect when they see how much I trust him. He'’s good
with the engine, too. He's figured it out.”

Marina was no judge of children but she would say that Easter
looked too young to captain a boat or fix an engine or walk alone in
a city at night, though pot a mile back she had seen a child alone in a
child-sized log who could not have been more than five, a spear lying
over the bow, his paddle even as it went in and cut of the water. “How
old is Easter?”

Dr. Swenson looked up and gave a squint in Marina's direction.
“Shall 1 ask him?”

If Dr. Swenson had not been changed by time ot experience or  B¥

geography or climate, was it possible that Marina had not been sub-
stantively changed either? Was she in fact the person she had been in
medical school, in grade school? "You'll have to forgive me,” Marina
said, and then set about testating the question. 1 don't know 2ny more
about the Lakashi than what you've written and you've written nothing
about their ability to record time. Does anyone know how old anyone
ts? Do his parents know?”

“You make no end of suppasitions, Dr. Singh. Is that a habit of
yours? I have to say that was one thing 1 admired about Dr. Eckman:
no preconceived conclusions whatsoever. A truly open mind is a scien-
tist’s greatest asset. He must have been very thougheful in his research.
Had the circumstances been different I could have imagined asking
him to stay on.”

Marina was not in the least bit unsettled by the praise for
Anders. She knew the role of compliments in Dr. Swenson's peda-
gogy: they were used not to raise one person up but to tap another
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down into place. She was only sotty that she didn't have Anders to
repeat it to, no doubt he would be shocked to hear such kindness
after his death.

“You, however, suppose that Easter is Lakashi. He is not. I of
course cannot be certain where he came from as he simply appeared 1n
camp one morning and could neicher hear not speak. Were I to follow
yout example, | would suppose that he was Hummocca based on the
shape of his head and the arrangement of his sinuses. The Hummocea
have sinus cavities that are less pronounced than the Lakashi. Their
faces are mote curved, not quite so flat, but the difference is subtle.
The Hummocca are somewhat smaller as well, and this goes to your
eriginal question about his age, I say all of this based on a single bricf
and unpleasant encounter with the tribe many years ago. 5till, 1 find
that fear can sometimes heighten our powers of observation to a paint
of great clarity. | remember the heads of the Hummocca so vividly it
was almost as if T had dissected one.”

A double-decker tourist boat glided by without slowing and for 2
moment they were caught in its churning wake. As they pitched for-
ward and back, rolling like a barrel in the lictle waves, Marina grabbed

on to a pole and Easter raised his fist at the bigger boat. A tourist
'_ L[ on the upper level pointed a camera in their direction. Dr. Swenson
" “ dropped her head for a moment, as if willing the other boat to sink

through powers of concentration.

After the worst of the rolling had abated, Dr. Swenson lified her

& head, her blue eyes bright and ringed in sweat. “Always buy a pontoon,”

she said, panting lightly as if making an effort not ro vomit. “You

% cannot imagine how hard that wake would have hit us had we not been
- ina pontoon. Bur [ was making a poin: Easter is a very small child, I
would go so far as to say he is stunted. This could have been caused by
g i . aconsistent lack of nutrition. It secms quite possible that no one was
_ = willing to give much of the cribe’s resources o a deaf child, or it could

- be that whatever illness rendered him deaf also rendered him small buc
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now | am straying into what can only be called guessing, which is never
helpful. Given his skills, his ability to learn, I would think him to be
a twelve-year-old of normal, pechaps above-normal, intelligence. Tl
have a more precise judgment when he reaches puberty. The onset of
puberty in the Lakashi male f2lls consistently between thirteen-point-
two and thirteen-point-eight, 2 much natrower window than you find
in American males. Whether or not this holds true of the Hummocca
I am afraid I will never know. Do you have children, Dr. Singh?”

Matina was at least three questions behind. She wanted very much
to know about the unpleasant encounter bur, feeling she had been
called on to give the easiest answer, merely shook her head. “None.”

“That’s good. Dr. Eckman had no business coming down here
leaving three children behind. Are you married?”

“I am not.”

“Good again.” Dr. Swenson nodded her approval before turning
het face towards the breeze. The sky spooled blue above the tiver in
both endless directions. “This is a business for old maids, and I don't
say that derogatotily, being one mysell. I feel better about you being on
the boat knowing your circumstances.”

Speaking of suppositions, how much light could being unmar-

ried and childless shed on her circumstances? Did it mean that no

one would miss her ternibly if she were to die, that there wouldn't be 3
the same set of complications brought about by Dr. Eckman’s death? -5}

Marina said nothing but sat down on the deck near Dr. Swenson's
{eer. The sun edged beneath the boat’s awning and she wanted more
of the shade.

Dr. Swensan leaned to the side and patted her case of canned hash s

with an open hand. “I prefer to sit on a box. A box doesn't protect

one from the roaches but I like to chink it sends a message: We are on 3 =

another level. There ts a case of grapefrui juice chete. 1 would recom-
mend that.”

Obediently, Marina got up and pushed the box of juice forward, _.'. L §
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sat, They passed a handful of open houses built onto stilts. Several
children, all of them too young to be standing alone in the water, were
standing waist deep in the river, waving,

“As for Easter’s parents—" Dr. Swenson stopped then and looked
at the captain’s small back. She tilted het head. “Parents seems 2 very
sentimental word to use in his case. The man who inseminated the
woman, the woman who pushed the child out of her body, other mem-
bers of the tribe who may or may not have tried to mise that child
when the original duo failed in their respansibilities: his parents have
not been in evidence. The Hummocca left it up to the Lakashi, which,
considering the nature of the tribe, strikes me as a startling act of hu-
manity. I would have thought them more inclined to abandon a child
in the jungle to starve to death or be eaten. All of which is to say he has
been with me some eight years now, cight this past Easter. I suppose [
am his parents.”

“It sounds as if the Hummocca may have left Easter for you then
and not the Lakashi, assuming they knew you were here.” Marina re-
alized she had made another assumption as soon as it was out of her
mouth but this one Dr. Swenson let pass.

“Oh, they knew I was here,” she said, nodding her head. “Every-

* onie knows everything eventually, Upon first consideration a person

believes herself to be very isolated in the jungle but it iso't the case.
Word travels between the tribes, althouph I've never figured out how it
happens as many of them refuse to communicate with one anothet. It
would make a brilliant dissertation tapic if you ever become interested

" in furthering your education.” (Marina would have mentioned her

Ph.D. as well as her M.D. but there was not a glimmer of a break.) I
say it's the monkeys,” Dr. Swenson said. “But then I tend to blame the
monkeys for everything. ‘A white woman is living with the Lakashi.
News like that goes up and down the river in 4 matter of hours. Then
one afternoon a boy is curting at a tree with a machete and when his
arm goes back he sinks the blade into his sister's head. Amazing that
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this sorg of thin X .
found 2 need]e afdd:o':::[gtﬁi::‘;t:y ﬁ-:;n m’:"“s out here, So [ F you advance to them will be undone before your back is turned. You
mostly blood, she was 5 vety dramatie bglcedcr ;::e ! " might as well come down here to unbend the river. The point, then, is
to medical school to ey up a head. Ie didyy, t.;ke one hardly "'-35 to ng . toobserve the life they themselves have put in place and learn from ic.”
a snake bite, 2 breccl, birth, and suddeyy many events 'Ilkc this, | Marina fele remarkably unmoved by this. “So go back in time, do
. uddenly che whole of Brazil knows it again: there is a child standing in front of you with a machete in
her head. What do you do?" The farther they went down the tiver,
the fewer boats they saw. From time co time there was still a group of
people, mostly very small children, in clusters on the shore but they
were thinning out. It fely good to ask a question twice. It was sorme-
thing she could never have managed in the past.

"That's a dramatic flourish, Dr. Singh. Did I tell you the child had
amachete in her head? I said she was cu, Thete was no doubt that she
had a skull fracture, 1 picked out bone fragments with my tweezers
but thete was nothing else to be done about that. If she was draining
cerebral spinal fluid she didn't do it in front of me. ] sewed her up, 1
gave het some antibiatic ointment, hooray for me, now I can meet your
expectations of decency, unless of course your expectations include my
taking her back to Manaus for an X-ray. But the actions you admire
are not thoughtful, they were automatic, the actions I had brought with
- me from my Western medical background. The question you should

 be asking is what would have happened to the girl if I hadn't been
there? There was someone in the cribe who had managed these situa-
tions before me and I suppose that he, in this case it was a he, would
~ have used the available means 1o help her. Would it have been a sterile
- needle? I think not. Would she have died? Very doubtful. And while
[ you are moralizing, ack yourself this question as well: What happens
B o the gitl whose brother cuts her after I've gone? Does the tribe stiil
-, have faith in the man who sewed up heads before me? Has he kept up
] it ~ with his own skills or was he too busy watching mine? I don't intend
5  to be here forever.”
. “The man who puts the gitl's scalp back together, the one you are

o

he pitl up. Je vas

. Practioner. [ am simpj
A person who made CErtan mistakes ar ¢hye onset, They didn't knf:!:

;;e aRs a d'octor when I arrived, The Lakash; koew me g5 5 member of |
* Rapp’s party. They thought I was fik, Dr. Rapp, thar ] was there

t:rnI; it wouid l:nave sentany mycological society into 3 frenzy. The face
that I took thejr femperature and dreyy blood samples and measyred

they continued (o see me
as the pcl.’son they first fMEL—as an extension of Dr. Rapp. And it had
been my intention to be fike him, to floar on i

their misgrided percep-

any attention at ajf you'll realize (hy You could nes

to your way of Iife anyway. They are an intraceable race. Any

progress - respecting. do vor think hic maehade oo. .
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infant, and at that instant realizing what she had done. She rem;m;
bered one of the nurses taking him away, but \.vhal: came after ¢ alii
Where was the needle? She didn't leave the patient there, ul:cn.ts ahn

abdomen open to the world, but she could not find a picture in her

“Now you are being Purposefully ridiculows. I have very lictle re-
spect for what passes as science around here. There's nothing a West-
emer loves more than the idea of being cured by tinctures made of
boiled roots. They think this place is some sort of magical medicine |
chest, but for the most part the creatments here consist of oorly re- ;. memory of closing, . r e » student.
corded gossip handed down throughout the ages from pc]::ple whe “It comes right back, l?r. Sw:r:;f.on said. “You were my st
knew very linle o People who know even less, There is much to be § Believe me, I pounded it a'll in there. lusion to the sorgery in her
taken from the jungle, obviously—1I am here 1o develop a drug—but in Marina was still looking for the 50“; USIOI:‘I ¢ D Reppt”
mast cases the plants are 25 useless as the potted begonia that grows on - mind when she had another thought. “What about Dr.
your kitchen windowsill, The ones that do have potential can only be “What abou him?” icl's head?”
medicinal when they are propecly employed. For these people there is “Wouldn't he have S the pirl’s .Cla \ld not have, and not
70 concepr of 2 dosage, no set length for treatments, When something Dr. Swenson snorted. “He most ccml: y W°r ct understanding of

works it seems to me to be nothing short of a miracle because he wasn't a medical doct(?r. He I";s lall:":evcr seen in my Iife.
Marina remembered that cup of sludge Barbara Bovender had buman physiology and ‘h"'smadﬁt har!li " :vhe thousht it was nec-
brought her from che shaman’s stand and wondered if she was no more He could have grafied a vein by 4 camp : -a tionsgnbout his role
than a Westerner given to the charms of boiled tinctures, It was a cure essary. But Dr. Rapp had n? self-agrandizing no hite hero. He
she would never admit to now, fnthe rribe. Fle never ser humself ouc eo b:, o gsm :I:S:lutd)‘ needed.
Dr. Swenson brightened for a moment. "I} tell you what the locals never took a single specimen more than what wa
do have a real genius for, and chat's poison. There are so many plants
and insects and vatious teptiles capable of killing a person our here
that it seems any idiot could scrape together 2 compound that would
drop an clephant, As for the rest of it, people survive regardless of the
care they get. The human animal is too resilient for it to be otherwise,
It is noz for me to meddfe”
‘T appreciate your point. Its only that I believe in the moment—
the child, the blood—j; would be hard noz to e
“Then perhaps it will actually open up some of my rime to have
you here. I'll send the daily medical emergencies o you.” ¥
Marina laughed at this, “Then | know they'd be better off with p
the local medical care, | haven't threaded a needle in neatly Rfteen
years.” Suddenly Marina realized she couldn'e temernber sewing up
that last woman she'd operated on. She remembered lifting out the B 1

T T

T

He distupted nothing” ]
“So he would have let her bleed to death.

N hat was in place.”
He would have tespected the order t ; .

Marina nodded, chinking perhaps she was luckier than sh.e realized
to have found herself with an expedition still capable of making errors
of compassion. "Is Dr. Rapp still alive?” . ‘

Shepmigh! as well have asked if President Kennedy had stfn'n"ed hl.s
assassination artempt. “Do you read, Dr. Singh? Do you live in this
world?"

It was a beautiful question to be asked by a woman on a bo:t Whﬁ
was taking her down a river into the beating heart of nowhere. “I do,
Marina said.

She sighed and shook her head. “Dr. Rapp died nine years ago. It
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was green. The sky, the water, the bark of the trees: everything that
wasn't green became green. All in preen my love went riding.

Dr. Swenson announced that lunch was now in order. “The boy
deserves a break. He stands up there so rigid chac I think he would
shacter if 2 nut hit him just right. There is no way of communicating
that one should relax, do you realize that? You can shake out your
arms and swivel your neck and it all looks like nonsense.” Dr. Swen-
son put her hands on het thighs and pushed up but she did not stand.
She was thicker around the middle than she had been in Baltimore
and the weight and the long time sitting seemed to keep her cied
to her case of hash. Dr. Swenson, so far as Marina could calculate,
would be in the neighborhood of seveny. It was possible at this point
that even Drr. Swenson was tired, Marina stood up and extended her
hand. Dr. Swenson rubbed her knees for a minute, looking pointedly
away, then she took the hand. “Thank you for the assistance,” she
said. She stood up and then let Marina go. "These ace different days.
For all T know about the body this is still not what 1 expected.” She
went over and tapped Easter on the shoulder, then made a turning
motion with het wrist and pointed to the shore, He nodded, kecp-
ing his eyes ahead. “He won't go in right away,” Dr. Swenson said,
coming back to where Marina was standing. “There’s a spot he likes
whete he can tie up to a tree. The anchor makes hirn nervous. It's ot
teliable. Once he dropped it off and we had a devil of a time getting
it back in the boat. There’s a lot for an anchor to get caught on in
this river.”

Marina looked over the side of the boat. She couldn't even imagine
it. "How long have you been coming out here?”

. “Dr. Rapp first found the Lakashi"—Dr. Swenson craned back her
x = head, tooked towards the tops of the trees—"it was fifey years ago, I

i suppose. I was on that trip, standing right on the stage of history. I re-
B member coming down this very river for the first time. It was a glorious
ig day. I had no idea that I would be coming back for the rest of my life.”

And Marina, sensing that sympathy was in order, said that she was
sorry to hear it, and Dr. Swenson thanked her.

“Were you studying mycology at the time? Is that how you came
to work with Dr. Rapp?” It seemed possible, after all; anything was
possible. She may have been coming down here as an operative for
the CIA.

“I was a student of Dr. Rapp’s, and the location of his classroom
was unpredictable. I followed him through Aftica and Indonesia, but
the Amazon was the source of his most important work. He studied
botany, and I was free 1o study the workings of a true scientific mind.
As an undergraduate at Radcliffe 1 wasn't allowed to take his class at
Harvard, Harvard couldn't have stood for anything as radical as that,
but Dr. Rapp let me cravel on the expeditions. He was the firse teacher
I encountered who saw no limitations for women. As it turned out he
was the anly one.”

They were quiet for a long time after that, both staring off at |
different aspects of the jungle as it rolled past them, the same bir of -
scenery recycled indefinitely. Two hours later, Easter left the protec- |
tion of the right-hand bank and crossed the width of che Negto 10
the left. There he turned up a tributary that was in every way simi- K
lat to the countless other tributarics they had passed, and while it *§
was unmarked, it was the exit ramp ftom the interstate, the one thac
would eventually take them to the street where Dr. Swenson lived, No
other boats followed chem though the entrance was wide at the mouth.

In a matter of minutes the nameless river narrowed and the geeen
dropped behind them like a curtain and the Negro was Jost. Marina
had chough that the imporzant line that was crossed was between the
dock and che boat, the [and and the water. She had thought the water 4
was the line where civilization feli away. But as they glided between i
two thick walls of breathing vegeration she realized she was in another -
world entitely, and that she would see civilization drop away again and "7
again before they reached their final destination. All Marina could see -,
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"It doesn't seem that anything much has changed,” Marina said, | E. outside your office, all waiting to whisper the same tmbecilic question

looking to the riverbank and the straight wall of plant life, not a single in your ear.”
person an che shore now, not a hut, a boat, in any direction. Martina clearly remembered being one of those same Friday rab-
“Don't be fooled by the scenery,” Dr. Swenson said. “Things were & bis herself, waiting for hours in the chair beside the office door unnil
very different then. You didn't tutn a corner and find a square mile of another student coming down the hall had the decency to explain that

forest burned into a field. You didn't see the constant smoke the way she was watting for nothing, “The department chair didn't mind that

you do now. And the Lakashi, even they're differenc. They lose theit you didn't keep hours?”

skills as fast as the basin loses forest. They used to make their own Dr. Swenson lowered her chin. "Did you attend parochial school
ropes, they wove cloth, Now even they manage to buy things. They cut * { asachild, Dr. Singh?”

down two or three trees and tie them together, foar them to Manaus “Public,” Marina said. “And so you came back on Sunday and
and sell them, that’s enough money for kerosene and salt, a river taxi taught Monday’s class?”

tide back home, maybe some rum if they can strike a good deal, but “It was a red-eye coming back. I'd land Monday morning and have

for the most part they are terrible at dealing. They pick up clothing the taxi take me straight to campus.” She stretched her arms overhead,

in town, the very junk that Americans drop off at the Salvation Army " the straying springs of her white hair reaching out in every direction.

box. One time when I was visiting, chis was years ago, the tribal elder,a = B never looked my best on Mondays.”
man they called Josie, met me at the dock wearing a Johns Hopkins T- “I never noticed,” Marina said.
shirr, T had lefc my class at Hopkins that moming and flown to Brazil @ "That’s one thing I have to give to your Mr. Fox: he made it pos-
and taken a boat down a half a dozen splitting rivers only to be greeted 4 sible for me to stay down here and do my work. I can't say I am undis-
by a Johns Hopkins T-shirt.” She shook her head at the memory of it. . + turbed, as he makes every effort to disturb me himself, but 1 am free of
“Dear God, he was proud of that shirt. He wore it every day. In fact the madness that comes from trying to conduct meaningful research
he was buried in it.” B when your subjects are in another country. I've been down here full
“So you would teach all week and see patients and then fiy down b . time for ten years now. The first three years I pieced together grants
here on the weekends?” - but the constant search for funding was more time consuming than
~ . Bying back and forth to teach. There wasn't a major pharmaceutical

“Not every weekend, nothing like that, though if there had been | ¢
.. company in the world that wouldn't have been willing to foot the bill

enough time or enough money I might have. There was so much work
to do down here. ! would leave late Thursday nighe after my last class. for this but in the end Vogel won. 1 give credit where credit’s due.”
I only had office hours on Friday, and 1 didn't keep office hours. I never Easter slowed the boar and chen put it in reverse, which, with theic
% Forward momentum, achieved a sort of churning stillness. He steered it
just the one raising his hand. If you don't have the starch to stand up | ] :' into what appeated to be a slight indentation in the solid wall of trees

+ and then took che rope that was already in his hand and flung it over a
I branch that hung out over the water at a beter angle than all the other

. branches.

in ¢lass and admit what you don't understand, then I don't have the
time to explain it to you. I you don't have a policy against nonsense
you can wind up with a dozen timid little rabbits lined up in che hall |
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“Well, that worked out nicely” Marina said when the rope was

safely caupht. She would rather talk about branches and rope than br

Mr Fex,

"It always works our well. That’s Eastet’s tree. That's the one he
waits for. He knows exactly where to go.”

Marina made a slow circle. Thousands of ttees, hundreds of thou-

sands of trees as far as she could sce on both sides of the river withour F¢

a single cleating. Branches ad infinitum, leaves in perpetuity. “He re-
members one branch? | don't see how it would be possible to remember

one branch.” From time to time a flock of birds would explode shrick- ;

ing from the tangled greenccy but the jungle looked so impenetrable

that Marina couldnt imagine how birds were able to fly into ir. How

could one bird ever make its way back to the nest? How could Easter
remember the best place to tie the boat?
"It has been my observation that Easter rerembers everything,”

Dr. Swenson said. "When I said [ believed that his intelligence may be -

above average I didn't mean it sentimentally.”

Every act the boy performed was done with a graceful efficiency of
movement: he shut down the engine, tied a knot, turned around to nod
at Dr. Swensen.

“Very good!” she said. holding two thumbs up.

Easter smiled. The minute they were propetly moored he became a S
child again, the one that Marina had first seen outside the opera house,

the one Jackie had held in his arms. The boat was now the responsi-

bility of the trec and for these moments he could be on his own. He

pointed to the water and looked again to Dr. Swenson. She nodded, .
and as quickly as she could move her head he pulled off his T-shirt, 4 i
showing them the smooth brown skin of his chese, the matchstick of /i

his torso. He scrambled on top of two boxes of canned apricots and ; " twisted closed the plastic bag with a piece of wire and picked up a bat-
flying up and over the ropes that stood in place for a proper railing he '
launched his body rocket-wise, up and over, up and our, out and inte

the brown water with a resounding splash, his knees pulled up to his
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chest, his chin tucked in, his arms lifred up to the light. And then he
was gone.

Marina was at the edge of the boat in two steps while Dr. Swenson
made herself busy looking for something in a brown paper bag. The
water was velvety, undisturbed by the weight of so small a boy. It didn't
even trouble itself to give up a reflection the way most water would.
There was nothing on the surface and nothing beneath it, “Whete is
het” Matina cried.

"Oh, that's paer of the trick. He thinks he’s scaring me to death,
That's the big fun of it all.” Dr. Swenson rooted through a bag of loose
items. “"Do you eat peanut butter? Americans are al] determined to be
allergic to peanuts these days.”

"I can't see him!"” The water was as impenctrable as the earth irself,
The boy had been swallowed whole, 2 minnow, a thought.

Dr. Swenson raised her head and, looking in Marina's direction, she
sighed. “There is a great temptation to tease you, Dr. Singh. Your ear-
nestness makes you very vulnerable to chat, I'm sure. The child has the
lungs of a Japanese pearl diver. He'll resurface two-thirds of the way

¢ across in a direct line with the boat.” She waited one count. “Now.”

And up came the head of the boy who fipped his wet hait asidc
and raised his hand and waved. The light on the planes of his face
made him golden. Even at this distance she could see his enormous in-
halation before he dove again, this time kicking his legs up straight so
. that the light caught the pink soles of his feet before they disappeated.
- Marina sank down on the case of apricots, the place from which those
fect had so recently catapulred, and she etied,

"Peanut butter and marmalade,” Dr. Swenson said, dealing out six
slices of bread along the top of a box as if it were a poker game. She

'_r. tered knife with a long narcow blade, She stuck the blade into a jar of

;. who knows how to keep his customer’s business. One underestimates

e =
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the sandwiches had been eaten (he handled the peanut butter jar wich
- such gentle affection afterwards that Dr. Swenson consented to make

the pleasures of marmalade until one has been separated from ix. Be [
sure to enjoy the bread. When this loaf goes that’s it, no more. It just _§
doesnt keep. I bring back yeast and they bake some but it has almost Tf5
nothing in common with the store-bought bread. This, I must say, is ' b

him another), it was announced that there would be a nap. “Sesta,” Dr.
Swenson said, and clapped her hands, The Portuguese made it sound

delicious.” essential. "It is satd the sesta is one of the only gifts the Europeans

She had thought he was dead, and as stupid as that was she could y ¢ brought to South America, but ! imagine the Brazilians could have

not conteol her imagination. Of course the boy could dive, could swim. fF  figured out how 1o sleep in the afternoon without having to endure
He would come back in the boat and take them where they needed to ¢

go. How had she become so dependent on a deaf child in less than [

centurics of murder and enslavement.” She tapped Easter and pointed
t a [ow trunk in front of the steering wheel, then she closed her eyes
and rested her head against her folded hands in a child’s pantomime of

twenty-four hours? What in the world was she erying for?
s]eep. Having his directions, the boy pulled two hammocks from the

“Pull yourself together, Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swenson said, keeping her -
3 -: box and then set to clipping them onto poles beneath the shade of the
"He'll be back on the boat in a minute and it will upset him greatly to S8 boat’s tarp.
see you carrying on. He's a deaf child. He does everything to make you “Before I came to the jungle 1 didn' believe in napping,” Dr. Swen-
forget that, so it is your responsibility as the adult to remember. You _ - son said, choosing the hammock nearest the steering wheel for herself.
can't explain to him why you're crying. I have not invented a sign with " b= "I thought of it as a sign of weakness. But this country could make a
§ . happer out of anyone. It is important to pay attention to what the body

= ls telling us.” She settled herself into the long piece of fabtic and when
she leaned back and lifted up her feer the hammock swallowed her

soothing to bath of the women in the boat. Using the same knife, Dr. " whole. Marina looked at her reacher, a low-hanging lump cocooned in

' s Bl TN
Swenson cut the sandwiches into triangles and left them there on the 8
EL - to rest creating motion. “Go to sleep now, Dr. Singh,” the muffled

striped cotton swaying from side to side, the energy of her lying down

imperative tather than an invitation. 3 voice said. “Ie will do your nerves a world of good.”
Marina pressed her eyes against the sleeve of her shirt. “It just Jf= It was as if Dr. Swenson had vanished from the boat, as surely
scared me. That's all,” she said. Neither her voice nor her explanation " as Easter had vanished from it when he went over the side. Marina

sounded convincing. " watched the hammock until its motion had settled. It was a magic

“We aren't even there yet,” Dr. Swenson said, and took a triangle'_ . trick: wrap her in a blanket and she's gone. The quiet that was left

uyr e .

of sandwich for herself. “You're going to have to toughen up or as God
is my witness | will put you on the shore right here. There are mere #

without her was layered, subtle: at first Marina heard ic only as silence,
_ the absence of human voices, but once her car had seteled into it the

frightening things in the jungle chan a boy going swimming in a still other sounds began to rise, the deeply forested chirping, the caw that

stretch of river.” - tame from the tops of trees, the chattering of lower primates, the in-

After Easter was back on the boat, as sleck and damp as a seal, and [48=  cessant sawing of insect life. It was not unlike che overture of the opera
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in which the well-trained listener could draw forth the piccolos, the
soft French horn, a single meaningful viola. She leaned out from the

shade’s protection and looked into the sun. Her watch said two o'clock. [
Easter sat on the deck in front of one of the many boxes that made B

up their furniture, a ballpoint pen in his right hand. Marina touched
the empry hammock and then pointed to him. She folded her hands
together and rested her head on them.

Easter shook his head, pointed to her, the hammock. He closed his
eyes and dropped his chin, When she only stood there watching him

he pointed again, this time using the pen for emphasts. She was sup-

posed to go in the hammock.

It wasn't a bad idea. She was ticed. Still, she had the feeling that [
vigilance was in order. Didn't someone necd to stay awake and watch §
the jungle? Didn't someone need te make sute the child did noc fall §

overboard?

Easter got up and spread out the fabric with both hands, holding
it open for her like an envelope and nodding instructively, as if per- |

haps the aperation of a hammock was confusing to het. So he would

watch the jungle. He would make sure she did not fall into the water. ; ;
Obediently, she sat down, she lay down, and when she was settled in, K :
Easter put his hand on her forehead and held it there as if she were a § !
sick child. He smiled at her, and smiling back she closed her eyes. She | ::;-
was on a piver in 2 boat in Brazil. She was in the Amazon taking a nap .

with Dr. Swenson.

STATE OF WONDER

heat tacked her into place. She thought about medical school, the
fluorescent halls of that first hospital, the stacks of textbooks that
made her back ache as she lugged them home from the library, Had
she known that Dr. Swenson caught the [ast flight to Manaus after
Thursday’s lecture on endometrial tissue, would she have wished
that she could come along? Could she have scen herself in the
Amazon ar the side of her teacher on an expedition that forged

-~ ahead in science’s name? Dr. Swenson certainly had no trouble en-
. visioning herself in the Amazon with Dr. Rapp when she was a

student. Wasn't it possible chat she could have managed the same?
Marina artempted to shift the knot of her hair to one side so chat
she was not lying on it so directly and in doing so set herself back

into a gentle rocking. The answer was no. Marina had been a very

* pood student, but she only raised her hand when she was certain of

the answer. She excelled not through bright bursts of inspiration but
by the hard labor of a field hotse pulling a plow. On the few occa-

[ sions Dr. Swenson noticed her she had approved, but she had never
= been able to remember Marina's name.

When the rocking stopped Marina tilted her hips back and forth
to start it up again. There were layers upon layers of scents inside

! the hammock—the smell of her own sweat which brought up trace

amounts of soap and shampoo; the smell of the hammock itself which

5 _ was both mildewed and sunbaked with a slight hint of rope; the smell
g of the boat, gasoline and oil; and the smell of the wotld outside the
She had had a good imagination as a child, though it had been (§

boar, the river water and the great factory of leaves pumping oxygen
into the atmosphere, the titeless photosynthesis of plants turning sun-

systematically chipped apart by years of studying inorganic chcm- =
istry and charting lipids. These days Marina put her faith in data, E light into energy, not that photosynthesis had an odor. Marina in-
the world she trusted was one that she could measure. But even with if

a truly magnificent imagination she could not have put herself in

. haled deeply and the scent of the air relazed her. Brought together, all
£ those disparate elements turned into something wholly pleasant. She
the jungle. She felt something slip actoss her rib cage—an insect & .' wouldn'e have thought that would be the case.

a bead of swear? She kept still, looking cut through the top of the "=

Marina closed her eyes. She could feel the boat wagging gently in

hammock at the bright split of daylight in front of her. The midday 2 ':'; the current of the river as it pulled on its fine. She could feel the light
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off the ground, but be that as it may the ground had come up hard and
knocked the wind out of her. When she opened her eyes she saw feet
in tennis shoes and beside chem, small brown feet. She ook anather

and layered motion of the water coming up through the boat and up T b
the poles that held the hammock and from there into the hammock "j
and into her bones, and that was the movement that sent her to sleep. %

Her father was there, but he was in a terrible rush. She was going 80
back to the university with him. He was late for the class he was teach- 7§
ing and the streets of Caleutta were packed in a human knot, more 7

minute to breathe.

“Dr. Singh, answer me! Is thete a snake?”

“No,” Marina said, her left cheek pressed hard 1o the filthy wood.

“Then why were you screaming?” The boat was moving now and
Dr. Swenson gave Easter a poke in the shoulder and pointed him back
¥ o the wheel. They had resumed their j journey at some point and for 2
must look, the two of them holding hands. When a woman walking-' : imnute there had been no one driving.
quickly in the opposite direction with a sack of rice on her head wedged " Oh, she could think of so many reasons to be screaming, nor the
herself berween them as if there was no other way she could possibly 3 | lnst of which was the fire in every bone on the left side of her bedy.
go. Marina latched onto the back of her father’s belt before he had the {5

_ " then explored the range of movement in her left wrise. She moved her

Mannn eased over onto her back. She moved her left fingers gently and
chance to slip away. She was trying to outsmart the dream. She knew it =

well enough by now. Her father was so fast! She was looking at the little & _ feet from side to side to complete the inventory. Nothing broken. The

. fabric she had been sleeping in was now hanging just above her face, “I
“F  washaving a dream”

tbem How could he get so much speed in this crush? The dream wa 4 E  Dr. Swenson reached up and unclipped Marina’s hammock from
intent on its own hlstoncal set of rulcs—lt is written that the two of * the pole and then walked around her to the other side to take the ham-
L mock down. It had the effect of someone throwing open the draperies.
he meant to go through her arm. The blow hit her with such velocity 5§ The sunlight flooded her vision. Without intending to, Marina was
that she went flying up into the air. It was like a dream, and for the L. -Boking up the bottom of Dr. Swenson’s shire and saw the soft white
instant she was above the crowd she saw everything, all the pcople
the animals, the terrible shacks that lined the road to the grand houses, $f°
the bepgars and their bowls, the gates of the university, her father's stint S

shoulders as he dashed ahead unencumbered by her weight. She saw

1 ledge of her belly where it met the line of her drawstring pants. "I
thought you had been bitten by a snake.”

" "Yes, Lunderstand that.” Marina was shiveting slightly in the heat.
 She closed her right hand, tried to feel her father’s belr.

everything. the impossibility of everything, before she crashed down ! “There are lanceheads in these parts and they aren't geniuses for
1 iging on to their branches. It is as stupid a snake as it is deadly.
| _Ev!ryonc here knows someone who snct their end stepping on a lance-
Dr. Singh?” _ head. They are perfectly camouflaged and they do nothing to get out
Marina was on the deck of the boat. Tt was a very slighe distancz o}

fall. Suspended in her hammock she had been no more than three feef

2 of the way or make theit presence known except for sinking their teeth
= _mto your ankle. Easter once kept me from putting my foor in the
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middIe of one all coiled up in our camp. It must have been two merers
long and it didn't look any different from a pile of leaves and dirt. Even

when he showed it to me I didn't see it at first.” She stopped and gave | -
and ANDERS, followed by a rudimentary drawing of a smail. Marina

herself a quick shake.
*“Was I about to step on onc?”

“They do occasionally fall into boats,” Drr. Swenson said tersely. g i
“They like to ger under things or into things. A hammock is a reason- s |
able place for a snake to hide, It was stardling, your screaming, T had o i

tuen you out to see if there was a snake in there with you.”
"You turned the hammock over?” Marina had assumed she had

thrown herself out in the course of her dream.

“OF course I did. Did you expect me to find the snake without 3

1

Marina shook her head. Had there been a two-meter snake in her I

waking you?”

hammock, flinging it onto the ground while flinging Marina on top ¥
of it would likely not have saved her from being bitten, but where |
snakes were concerned peaple often made hutried decisions. She closed
her eyes and covered them with both hands. Dr. Swenson would hare
thought she was thinking of the snake but she was chinking of her .
father. No one said anything for a while and then she felt something 1

very cold tapping against her shoulder.
“Sit up,” Dr. Swenson said. “Drink a bottle of water. Sit up now.
There's ice on the boat. Do you want any ice?”

Marina shook her head.

“Ice is a luxuty confined to this moment. If you want any ice, this i!. :
your chance. Sit up now, Dr. Singh. I can't stand to see a person lying on (&
this deck. It’s vile. You had a dream. Now sit up and drink your water," 3}

Marina sat up and then, remembering the cockroaches, she pulled

herself back onto the box of grapefruit juice. Her head hure. Then she;
noticed that the box she was sitting on was covered in letters, letrers she ]
was sure hadn't been there eaclier. It was a printed uppercase alphabet!

of an irregular size, or most of the alphabet. The letter K was gone,

-F ' and when she moved her thigh she saw the Q was missing as well. Some
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lexters, like the A, were perfectly rendered, while others, R and Z, were
backwards. At the end of the string of letters were two words, EASTER

touched her fingers to Anders’ name. “What's this about?”
“That is one of the many legacies left by your friend Dr. Eckman,
I'n sure thete are more | have yet to come across. In the brief amount

- of time he was with us he managed to teach Easter the fundamentals
: " of table manners as well as the alphabet, or most of the alphabet. I see
_ the K is missing.”

“And he can write their names.”
*1 thoughe it was interesting that those were the two words he chose
to teach the boy. Easter, well, that makes sense, but Anders? Still, he

_ Was very sick at the end, Maybe he felt it was a way to be remembered.”

¢ Marina could see him sitting on a log, a pad of paper out across

L his knees, Easter ptessed in close beside him. Of course he could teach
a boy how to make his lecters. He'd done it chree times before. It
; wouldn't make any difference to him that Easter couldn't hear. This is
- wlo yeu are, Anders tells him, pointing to Easter’s name. Then he points

to his own, This is who I am.
“Dr. Eckman wrote everything out for him, a sort of study chart.
Baster practices constantly. I let him keep Dr. Eckiman's pens when he

3 . died. For a while he was making letters all over his arms and legs bur
'_Ilput a stop to that. I don't know how much of the ink is absorbed

through the skin but it can't be good for a child. It's 2 bad habit when

 there's plenty of perfectly usable paper. I don't know what he thinks

thie letters are exactly, but he remembers them, most of them. He gets

them in the right order.”
“Maybe he thinks of them as something that belonged to Anders.”
Dr. Swenson nodded. She watched the boy watch the river. “Easter
ies out in his sleep. It's the only time I've heard his voice, but he has

* 'Bhe. Months go by and 1 don't hear him. but since Dr. Eckman dicd

g
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he’s had nightmares every night. It's a terrible sound he makes.” Dr. B It hadn't been what she was asking, though it was a pecfectly rea-
Swenson turned then and ler her eyes stay on Marina's. “It’'s a shame
you can't talk o him about it. It's something that the two of you have §

in comemon. | will assume that the issue for you is mefloquine and that ‘.

sonable question. “It seems possible.”

“Malaria is something of a specialty of mine,” Dr. Swenson said.
“So I can tell you no, Not unless it was P._falciparum that turned cere-
M. Fox did not send me a doctor with 2 debilitating mental illness.” f

“I'm taking Lariam.” She wished she could bring back the box of | :

grapefruit juice for Karen. It was, all things considered, a remarkable §

bral. That would be a true rarity, of course, there isn't a great deal of P
e Jelaparum in these parts”

P falciparsm, P. vivax, P malariae, and there was one more. When was
achievement. J&  the last time Marina needed to know the straéns of malaria?
“P owale” Dr. Swenson said.

“You think he might have had P owale:”

“No, that’s the one you can’t remember. Mention a strain of ma-

“I've seen my share of screamers down here but when it happens '
never think of Lartam. In the moment I always think it’s a snake.”

“Better to be safe.”

Dr. Swenson nodded. “Lariam 15 for toutists, Dr. Singh. Ism:er:[y
hope you are a tourist, out of here in the next canoe. But short of chat T/

laria to any doctor and they try to remember the other three, but no
g, one remembers P owale. You see very little of it outside West Africa. Do
suggest you throw those pills in the river. Do you think T rake Latiam! 8 you have the same dream every time?”
A person can't live here having screaming nightmares and paranoia and ! -

suicidal fantasies. The jungle is hard enough without that."

Marina had been too recently asleep to understand everything, oo
recently on this boat, 100 recently discussing snakes, too recently in
“I haven't been suicidal.” : Calcutea, too recently with Anders. P owle? “More or less.”
“Well, good for you. It can still come. I knew a young man who (&

walked into the river one night and didn't walk out. The natives saw

“1 find mefloquine interesting in that way, how it taps into a single

B pocket of the subconscious. You could just as easily use it as a treat-

him, thought he was going for a swim.” f " ment as you could a preventative medicine. There’s no sense suffering
“I don't cake it because | enjoy it, believe me” ]

“Ever more the reason not to take it. It affects certain people quite

seriously. T would say given this display that you're one of them.”

Marina drew a slow breath in, held it, let it out. She could feel htr i

self coming back even as the fire was raised in her arm. “All the same =

inadrance, It wouldn't do you much good with cerebral malaria but as
 1said, that would be an extremely rare presentation in Brazil. What are
' pour dreams abour, Dr. Singh?”
O Whaar your dreams about? her mother asked her when she was a child
screaming in her bed, 1What did you dram? Mr. Fox asked, his hands
though, I'd rather not ges malaria.” holdmg the tops of her arms. “My father,” Marina said, “I'm with my
“Well, I wouldn't say it's rampant. I haven't gotten it, or I ot il} ' father and then we're separated somehow. I can't find him.”
once but it wasn't here. And there is after all a cure.”

“Was Anders taking Lariam?”

D, Swenson put her hands in her hair and gave her scalp an aggres: |

sive scrarch. “He didn't scream in his sleep so we never had the oppors =

- Dr. Swenson stood up with some difficulty. The interview had
3 . reached its conclusion. “Well, that doesn't sound too bad.”

" Marina would concede the point. When presented as a single sen-
'“l!m:r without embellishment it didn't sound bad ar all,




Seven

2 A: dusk the tnsects came down in a storm, the hard-shelled and
oft-sided, che biting and stinging, the chirping and buzzing and
dmmng‘ every last one unfolded its paper wings and flew with unimag-
, inable velocity into the eyes and mouths and noses of the only three
- humans they could find. Easter slipped back inside his shirt while Dr.
- Swenson and Marina wrapped theic heads like Bedovins in a storm.
© When it was fully dark only the misguided insects pelted themselves
. ittt the people on board while the rest chose to end their lives against
-~ the two bright, hot lights on either side of the boat. The night was
 filled with the relentless ping of their bodies hitting the glass,
¢ "Dr. Rapp used to say how easy it was for the entomologists,” Dr.
Sw:nsnn said, turning her back to the onslaughr. "Thcy only had to
 switch on a light and all their specimens came running.”
Marina was less comfortable in the jungle now that she couldn't see
: She felt che plane life pressing against the edpes of the water, strain-
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2 d t dusk the insects came down in a storm, the hard-shelled and
" L \soft-sided, the biting and stinging, the chirping and buzzing and

- ﬂroning, every last one unfolded its paper wings and flew with unimag-
 inable velocity into the eyes and mouths and noses of the only three
i humans they could find. Easter slipped back inside his shirt while Dr.
enson and Marina wrapped their heads like Bedouins in 2 storm,
en it was fully dark only the misguided insects pelted themsclves
" into the people on board while the rest chose to end their lives against
:'- two bright, hot lights on either side of the boa. The night was
3 ﬂled with the relentless ping of their bodies hitting the glass.

- “Dr. Rapp used to say how easy it was for the entomologists,” Dr.
| Swenson said, turning her back to the onslaught. “They only had to
. switch on a light and all their specimens came running”

L Marina was less comfortable in the jungle now that she couldn't sce
i ?..She felt the planc life pressing against the edges of the water, strain-
g towards them, every root and tendril reaching, “Not only do the
pecimens come to you, they then have the decency to kill themselves.”
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“This is worse than a hailstorm,” Dr. Swenson said, spitting 2 8
small winged beetle onto the deck. “We can do without the lights.” i
And then she turned off the lights. .

In an instant the veil of insects lifted and Marina saw nothing as i

- could no longer count them. What had been a line had spread into
. layers, and in those layers the circles of light lifted and fell. Was the
* fire in the tops of trees? Was it somehow butning in the water? Easter
turned the lights of the boat back on and instantly the fire began to

* leap. A ululation of voices exploded the night, the ringing sound of
~ countless tongues hitting the roofs of countless mouths, It filled the

she had never seen nothing before. It was as if God Himself had turned 2
out the lights, every last one, and left them in the gaping darkness of
His abandonment. “Shouldn’t Easter be able to see where he’s going?” !

i 4: entire jungle and poured up the river in a wave,
she asked. She could barely hear the sound of her own voice over the e

There were people on the banks of the river.

They were going to meet the tribe. That had always been the point
_ of the expedition, so why hadn't Marina thought of it before now?
* What had made ¢he jungle so uncomfortable all this time was its ab-
':' sence of people. All the jungle had offered thus far were plants and
: insects, clinging vines and unseen animals, and that was bad enough,

engine. A boy who could find a single branch in a thousand miles of £
uninterrupted trees could surely find his way home in the dark. She

was the one who wanted the lights back on.
“Open your eyes, Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swenson said. “Look at the stars.” |
Marina put her hands out in front of her and batted at the air until <
she found the rope at the edge of the boat. She held tightly to it when
she leaned to the side. Beyond the spectrum of darkness she saw the.

- but now Marina realized that people were truly the worst-case sce-
. r-; hario. It was like being alone on a dark city street and suddenly turn-
‘; ing a corner to find a group of young men staring menacingly from a

 doorway. “Lakashi?” Marina asked, hoping they were at the very least
* facing a known factor.

“Yes," Dr. Swenson said.

bright stars scattered across the table of the night sky and felt as if she
had never seen such things as stars before. She did not know enougH ‘"'
numbers to count them, and even if she did, the stars could not be &
separated one from the other, the whole was so much greater than the
sum of its parts. She saw the textbook of constellations, the heroes : Marina waited for a moment, hoping for more than a one word
¢ affrmation. She was on an unnamed river in the middle of nowhere
& in the middle of the nighe feeling very much the same way she always
felt with Dr. Swenson, like Oliver Twist holding up his empty bowl.

E'Would it have been too much to ask for the stmple acknowledgment

T

of mythology posing on fields of ink. She couid see the milkiness i :
everything now, the way the sky was spread over with light. And when; &
finally, she could tear herself away from the theater above them to Iool':""
forward again she saw yet another light blinking like a mirage on thé =
horizon. It was small and orange and as they came towards it, the ligh'f:.: that these were no doubt unfamiliar circumstances? Dr. Swenson
= could have even extended herself enough to tell the story of the first
¢ time she had encountered the Lakashi, Lucky for me it was daylight then,

> o, [ certainly was grateful that Dr. Rapp knew what to do, but that of course

appeared to stretch into a single line, and when she thought she ha
the line fixed in her vision it broke apart. It scatrered and spread, bits >
of it popping on and off. “There’s something up there,” she said to Do
Swenson, and in another minute she said, “It's fire.” What she meant_!; : * would require Dr. Swenson to be someone else entirely, The boat
to say was Turn the boat around,
“Indeed,” Dr. Swenson said.

It was a dozen fires, and then the fires tripled, and then Marina

tept its way towards the waving, spinning flames until they were
ose enough that Marina could juse make out the shape of heads
; .,-'behind each of the fires, every man and woman waving a burning
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stick, children holding slim burning branches, jumping and calling,
She could sec the trails of sparks as they splintered off and few
in every direction, extinguishing themselves before they touched the
ground. In their magnitude those sparks were reminiscent of stars, |
The sound was also more nuanced the closer they came to it: too 4
forceful for any flock of birds, too rhythmic for any animal. Matina .
remembered a funeral her father had taken her to as a child, thou- 4|
sands of lights in paper cups floating down the Ganges, the people &
crowded onto the banks, walking into the water, cutting through the b
night air filled with incense and smoke. She could smell the rot of the &
water beneath the blanket of flowers. At the time the spectacle had ¥
frightened her so badly she buried her face in her father's shirt and |
kept it there for the rest of the night, but now she was grateful for the |
little she had seen. It didn't explain what was spread out before her |
but it reminded her of all the things she didn't understand. “What
do you think has happened?” Marina asked. Some of the people on ¢
the shore were dropping their fire now. They were walking into the
water and swimming towards the boat. It was quite clear to Marina
how people could get on the boat but she wasn’t able to see how shé |

could get off.

“What do you mean?” Dr. Swenson said, What do you sniean, Dr. Singh _;'
. vl

when you say stage-two cervical cancer?

Marina, beyond words, extended her open arms to the shore aheal:li_. 3
Dr. Swenson looked down at the men who swam towards them |
They kept their long throats stretched up like turtles so that they could |
avoid getting water in their open mouths as they called and cried. Theni
she looked back at her guest as if she could not believe she was yet agal'.ﬂjﬂ
being bothered by the timid rabbits and their foolish questions. “We've' |

come back,” she said.

Marina turned away from the ebullient welcome, the burnin’g'_l
and hopping and splashing, the never-ending sound of la-la-la-las 3
la, and turned back to Dr. Swenson, who was nodding her head

o0
¥
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& towards the masses with a sort of weary acceptance. “You were only
* gone for a night.”
“They never believe it. It doesn't matter how many times I tell

hem, Their sense of time lacks—" But she didn't finish her sentence.
. The boat had sharply listed to the right as the men began to hang on

.y

o the pontoon on one side and then push themselves up. The case of
=4 grapefruit juice slid abruptly, hitting Marina in the ankles and very
' neatly throwing her into the ones who were just now pulling them-
.-_. selves out of the water, She caught a pole and righted herself. This was
', the reason Marina's father always insisted on renting a pontoon boat
i those early summers: not only was it casier to navigate and impos-
'._-‘ sible to sink, it would have been very easy to reboard if one of them
.ifiiad fallen over. But no one ever did fall over. The theory was not put
'}_fu the test. Dripping, the men hoisted themselves on to the deck and
 Stood, They were considerably smaller than Marina, though tailer than
I, Swenson, weating nylon running shorts and sopping T-shirts that
B advertised American products—Nike and Mr. Bubble. One of them
'.lii'o're a Peterbilt hat. They slapped their open hands against Easter,

;:_Hs arms and shoulders and back, as if he were a fire that they were

]

L putting out. Easter, clearly pleased, slapped them away. There were
:“H'rcn men on the boat, and then there were nine, all of them crying
o out with piercing intent. The black water was churning with swim-
3 '_'.jhers and from time to time Easter would swing down the light and
e shine it into the water which served to consolidate the men like tarpon.
'mey looked up and waved. No one could fault Easter for driving
ﬁm them, they were swarming, but when the slow moving pontoon
, Pressed against a shoulder or head the man simply sank beneath it and
i]i!rl popped up again later, assuming it was the same man popping
 Up there. How many boats throughout history had been met by such
. thusiastic locals? On the deck a man was looking up at Marina now
: f:d he touched her cheek with a wet hand without making cye contact,
& Two men behind her petted her hair. A fourth man ran his fingers
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they raised their torches overhead to cast a wider band of light. They
.‘. . Wore homemade shift dresses in dull colors and kept their hair in long
E braids down their backs. There were children tied across their chests in
slings, children holding on to their ankles, children balanced on hips,
‘ their dark round eyes reflecting the fire all around them. Dr. Swenson
trudged up the dirt path into the jungle, nodding from time to time
.; at the women who trilled their vowels in rapture. The children on

| the ground reached out and touched Marina's pants, women ran cheir

' / fingers around her ears and tapped at her collarbone. Occasionally a
. child, a very small one, would extend 2 hand to Dr. Swenson and the
"-_ other would snatch it back.

+They didn't know you were coming tonight,” Marina said, hurry-

down her forearm in a way that was almost too gentle to be endured. ,.
It was as if she were being greeted in a school for the blind. When a i
fifth reached up and cupped het breast, Dr, Swenson clapped her hands | §

ERL "

together sharply. .
“Enough of that,” she said, and the men with their hands on
Marina jumped back onto the toes of ones standing behind them who -'
were waiting their turn, which caused all of them to still their tangues
in their mouths and look at Dr. Swenson with expectation. In that
moment Marina knew two things for certain: the Lakashi did not o
speak English, did not know the word enough, and that despite this 8
minor hindrance they would do whatever Dr. Swenson told them. The - 1

snap in Dr. Swenson's voice had driven Marina's pulse higher than the ; _I

0 . n . Iyl H
men with their wet fingers. They, after all, seemed more curious than 2 ing a bit to be closer to Dr. Swenson. She even went so far as to put a

! * hand on her arm. “Sometimes you stay longer in Manaus, two nights,
 three nights.”

“Sometimes I stay a week,” Dr. Swenson said, looking forward. “I
* don't enjoy it but it happens.”

menacing. In this hierarchy, Dr. Swenson was the uncontested kingpin

. - o !
and Marina felt herself to be closer to the natives than to their ruler, &
“Go on,” Dr. Swenson said, and pointed to the side of the boat, where

one by one they walked obediently off the edge, often landing on some '3
A pregnant woman reached into the path in front of them and

unfortunate in the water. “They are an extremely tactile people,” Dr. E
- pulled back a low-hanging branch from a tree.

Swenson said when the last one had disappeared with a splash. “They |
3 B I . .
2] . "But if they have no sense of time, and you have no means of con-

.fac':"ting them, how do they know when you're coming back?”

L & “They don't” ~

' ‘ i “Then how did they know to stage all of this tonighe?”

. | Dr.Swenson stopped and turned to Marina, The terrible darkness

* was broken apart by so many separate fires that the shadows, like the
; -‘_J;'pices, came at them from every direction. From time to time a chunk
' of burning stick would fall into a pile of leaves. It was hard to under-
Iﬁnd how the entire forest had not been reduced to a pile of smoldering
iih. “I suppose they do it every night when I'm gone. I don't actually
¢ know. You can ask Dr. Nkomo in the morning. I'm going to say good
*'l._!?ight. Dr. Singh. Easter will get you settled from here. I'm tired now.”
As she spoke the words, Dr. Swenson began to weave a bit from side to

don’t mean anything by it. If they can't touch it, it doesn’t exist.”
“They don't touch you,” Marina said, running her sleeve over |
her face. i ;
Dr. Swenson nodded. “At this point they know I exist. I've be ot i
able to do away with the rest of it.” f

There was a narrow dock sticking out of the bank, a single, beck-

&

oning finger, and Easter brought up the boat snug alongside it, at whic]'jt_a'.'f

the boat in an ordetly fashion, picking up boxes and baggage and cai:'-'ﬁ_
rying them off into the night. Most of them gave Marina a tap on
shoulder or stopped to touch the side of her head, but there was wo'rk_--

to be done and no one lingered. Now it was the women who wcré_
singing out, and as Marina left the boat with Easter and Dr. Swenso i
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side and Marina took a firmer hold on her arm. Dr. Swenson closed her |
eyes. “I'm alright,” she said, and then she looked at Marina. She seemed
to struggle for her breath. “Sometimes this is more difficult than I [
had imagined.” Dr. Swenson held out her hand and woman standing 8
beside the path, a woman with one sleeping child tied across her chest '
and two more children, twins perhaps, holding either calf, took that j_.
hand and led her forward into the night. As Dr. Swenson walked away, r
all the light and sound went with her, the crowd formed itself around *
the fire she was holding, It should have been Marina who asked fora 8
torch because before very long she was standing alone in the dark. -

She would have wortied about Dr. Swenson then, how the Amazon
appeared to be defeating her, but instead thought of the lanceheads. "
She wondered if they slept on the ground or in the trees and, if it was.
in the trees, did their coils ever loosen in the night? Her best bet was *
to follow the crowd, to stay within the light, but after taking a few %
steps she felt uncertain as to where she should put her feet. There was i
so much crackling and breaking all around her. Small thorns tuggedf 18
at her clothes and she was certain something was crawling on her neck. * .
Just as she was about to call out she saw a light coming up from the__l
direction of the dock, a light that formed itself in a long, steady beam: _
A flashlight! She felt as if she had never seen anything so modetn in her
life. Clearly it was Easter who was coming for her. Easter didn't use # :
flashlighe like a boy. He kept the light focused on the path. He didnt! §
shine it in Marina’s eyes or illuminate the tops of trees. When he got to_.'.
her he took her hand and together they walked further into the jungltr"z.
There was a sort of narrow path, although it could have been nothing
more than a random break in the growth of underbrush. Marina stayﬂl‘."
one step behind Easter, putting down her feet in the places from which |
his feet had been lifted while Easter cleared everything in their wz&-%_
low-hanging vines and spiderwebs of such size and strength they could:
have easily ensnared a small pig. Marina’s attention was so wholly fo-
cused on her feet that she didn't see where they were going until thej 8
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:@:npped. The place that Easter brough her to was a tin box built onto
© stilts. He leancd over and lifted up a rock, took out a key, and unlocked
'_@.'le doot. Marina had not expected a door in the jungle, much less a
ﬁock Inside the room Easter swept the flashlight over a table and some
b chairs, stacks of boxes, some of which she thought she recognized: the
. {juice, the hash, They were in the storage room. Easter, who kept hold
-':i!fher hand even now, led her to the back of the room where they went
al fough a second door and out onto a wide porch, or maybe it was
JEii!-i‘ocnin as well. It was hard to tell. There was no breeze other than
j@hat was stirred up by a hundred thousand wings of flying insects.
:-- ster pointed the light to a long column of mosquito netting that was
# suspended from the ceiling and fanned out over a cot. He pointed to
'_g'.' iet, to the cor, All of this would be different in the daylight. Nothing
 ould feel so daunting once she could properly see.
L 1 When she sat down on the edge of her bed, Marina realized that
" lin her concern about fire and snakes and the wandering hands of the
1-;l-’u:ures she had walked off and left her suitcase on the boat, and while
* die would have liked to change out of her clothes and brush her teeth
£ wasn't even sure where she could find a basin of water. She could
ﬁ;u gine no pantomime for Easter that would express her desire to be
#ecompanied back to the boat and she wasn't about to make the trip
_i her own, and so she decided to forget about the whole business.
#‘ nat she would have liked was the telephone. She should have called
Mr Fox before they left Manaus. She knew by now he would have left
L adozen messages and that when she listened to them in the morning
¢ would be able to chart the panic mounting in his voice. It had been
thing but petulance on her part, his punishment to spend the day
t knowing where she was, and now that it was too datk to try and
d the phone there was no way to comfort him. Or maybe he would
ik she was halfway to Miami now, coming home on the next fight

: way she had told him she would, although Marina didn'c chink he
417 d ever really believed her.
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She took off her shoes and pointed to Easter, You sleep? He turned % when he died. Thar was the boy’s legacy, a handful of Bics. She went
the flashlight to a wall six feet from the foot of her bed and showed & ,_r-ck to the sleeping porch, shined the light on some buckets, traced
her a hammock, an empty casing waiting for a boy. Then, handing
her the flashlight, he pulled off his shirt and climbed inside while

she stood there shining the light in his direction, dumbstruck by the i

..f"' beam of light around the line where the wall met the floor, and

- there, just beneath the hammock, she saw a metal box, bigger than the
* kind used for documents and smaller than the kind used for tackle or
ols. She went down on her knees and reached beneath the boy, slid
. "-I_:l'lc meta] over the rough hewn planks of flooring. There was no lock,
2 iuit a fold-over hasp that kept the box shut. On the top was a small
;!hmal tray full of feathers and she held them up in groups of two and
I:Hmt and four, more than two dozen feathers in colors Marina had
 bever realized feathers came in, lavender and iridescent yellow, each one
:'_1- tfectly clean, the bar?s zipped up tight. In the tray there was a rock
» fthat in its size and marking looked startlingly like a human eyeball.
ﬁ:te was a pc::fect fossil of a prehistoric fish pressed into shale and
* 4 rolled-up red silk ribbon. Beneath the tray was a blue Aerogram en-
| ‘velope with the word EASTER written on the front and when unfolded
] ?ﬁad Please do all that is within your power o help this boy reach the United States and
2 fj!w will be rewarded. Take bim to Karen Echman, Thete was his address, his
phone number. All expenses will be reimbursed REWARD, Thank you, Anders
Edman. Beneath that, the note was written out again in Anders’ college
§pmish. He did not speak Portuguese and so the Spanish was his best
b thance. Marina sat back on her heels. There was a pocket-sized spiral
& natebook that contained the alphabet, a letter on each page, each of
' them printed in uppercase, and at the end the word Easter and then
. \the word Anders and then the word Minnesota, Anders’ driver's license

B #as in the bottom of the box along with his passport. Maybe Easter

Ko

E

litele hanging cocoon he made. By her good fortune, she was sleeping 18
in Easter’s room. She tried to imagine it was a stroke of extraordinary __- i
kindness on Dr, Swenson’s part when in fact it was probably the only &
bit of available space covered by a roof. It didn't matter; she tealized
now she could never have slept there without him. In her cot, beneath 1
her net, Marina could easily calculate the ways in which her circum- ]
stances could have been worse. She stretched out and clicked off the::
light, listening to the steady breathing of the jungle. This was better
than the Hotel Indira. The cot was no less comfortable than that bed. 1§}
Clearly the Lakashi were prepared for guests no matter how insistently
Dr. Swenson claimed to dislike them. People had come and stayed here :
before and probably they had all lain beneath this mosquito net than](‘-;'
ing God that Easter's hammock was six feet away. Marina opened het k|
eyes. In the dim light of the moon she looked into the white cloud of :
her net. Anders would have slept here. Easter was with him when he
died, that’s what Dr. Swenson had said. She sat up. Anders. It cainé‘;-
over her, this dark, this porch, this cot. In his fever he looked through{
this net. Marina got up, put her feet back in her shoes. There had g
be a pen somewhere. She got the flashlight, checked the small figure of. L
Easter supine in his cloth. She had nothing, not a handbag, a rucksack:’
She went back into the storage room. Now that she held the lighe shs,.l
could see that it functioned as nothing more than an outsized closet-'—'_f |
boxes and boxes, plastic bins, plastic tubs, boxes of food, bottles
water, smaller boxes of test tubes and slides. She found a broom, 2 piIE-

wanted his picture or Anders wanted him to have it. There were
:}I- e twenty dollar bills. There were five rubber bands, a half dozen
\ péns, 2 handful of coins, American and Brazilian. Marina was dizzy.
-_ had meant to wake the boy up, to write the word Anders, one of
- Hic three words he knew. She would point to the word and then point
10 her bed. Did Anders sleep bere? but she didnt have to ask the question
T
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of cloths, a giant spool of twine. There was not a drawer or a shelf; 3
There was not a logical place to put a pen, there was no logic to an &
of it. And then she remembered that Anders’ pens had gone to EasterS
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now. She put everything back the way she had found it. She arranged 8
the feathers, closed the lid, and slid the box to the wall, She turned off ©
the flashlight and followed the moon back to Anders’ bed and crawleﬂ-
inside. He had shown her his passport the day it came in the mail, The ..
cardboard cover was stiff, His picture captured nothing of him. Even E:
the color was off, The picture on his driver’s license was better. “You -_-1': _
didn't have a passport?” she asked him. ._ |
“I.did," he said, sitting on her desk and looking over her shouldel:_
so he could see it again. “My junior year of college.” -
Marina locked up at him then. “Where did you go?” Marina re-
gretted that she had never spent a year abroad. She could never bear the :::_:
thought of being so far from home. :

= the sound of his voice, then she reached inside and put her hands on
 this shoulders. She knew how to wake a person from a dream, how no
';_Elhe ever did it and how it should be done. She shook him gently, let-
-T:&ng him flail beneath her hands. He was sweating, shaking, his eyes
+ tolled back, She made all the appropriate sounds he couldn't hear, She i
b ':l"]lispered, Okay, it’s alright now. She could not have stopped herself. She
* took him in her arms and let him cry against her neck while she made i’
j 'Ilun promises, her hand tracing circles in the narrow space between his I
s;l'louldcr blades, and when he could breathe easily again and was falling !
_ a,l:uck into sleep she straightencd his hair with her fingers and turned ¢1|‘[ ’
8 go back to her bed and he followed her there and climbed beneath il
:  the net. Marina had never slept with a child before, not since she was [i
“Barcelona,” he said, lisping shamelessly. “My parents wanted me '_,5:
to go to Norway. But who leaves Minnesota for a semester abroad in' &
Norway? When I was there I never thought I'd go home. I used to write
the leter in my head to my parents, explaining that I was meant for sun
and sangria and siestas. I was the happiest American in Spain.” 4
“So what are you doing here?”

| dchild herself and had slumber parties with other girls, but it wasn't a i

: ._ﬂ'?:cllence. She made a space for him beneath her arm and pulled his back
* againsc her chest and before there was another thought they were both
| asleep, safe in the white tunnel of net,
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Anders shrugged. “My time was up. Somehow I wound up going'?
home. I went to medical school. I never went back.” He took the pass*
port from her and looked at it again. “Don't you think the picture i5 .
good? I ook so setious, I could be 2 spy.”

Marina didn't dream that night. Whatever price the Lariam e
acted on her subconscious had been paid that afternoon on the boaf&:
but at some point when she was asleep and dreaming of nothing she %
was awakened by a breathless cry, the high, hopeless call of an animal ™
in a trap. Marina sat up. “Easter?” she said, She turned on the flash- &
light and saw such a struggle in his hammock that her immediatﬁ;
thought was a snake, She leapt to her feet, meaning to grab the edges l
of the fabric and flip it over, to save the boy from what was devouri
him, but by the time she had made it out of her net she understood %
what was happening and she took just a second longer to listen tq:.

fi:-LAt some point during the night the fire juggling, fiercely scream-
< king Lakashi had been replaced by a working-class tribe, a sober
\ﬁhmp of people who went about the business of their day without
E faifare or Aame. Marina found them by following a path to a clear-
lhg on the banks of-the river, although when she had walked through
* this spot the night before she would have sworn it was solid jungle,

| There were women washing clothes in the river and washing children,
‘jomen gathering sticks into baskets and braiding the hair of gitls, it ;
. Every movement they made exposed to the merciless sunshine. There 1k
s a large assorrment of naked toddlers slapping the water with their
jﬁnds and stamping in puddles, so many toddlets and crawling babies
‘Hiat Marina wondered if she had wandered into the tribal day care.
ere were fewer men in evidence but still there were a handful of

carving down the inside of a very large log. They were shirt- t
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less, shoeless, and when Marina walked by them they gave her a brief; | ;

{ quitoes helped themselves to her ankles and dug a well into the nape
disinterested glance as if she were a tourist and they had seen her kind' :

of her neck. One flew down the back of her shirt to bite beneath
before. Boats, of course, were key to river life, and other logs carved-: shoulder blade in a place she would never be able to scratch. She
into boats were jumbled together on the shore, and in the water ama.ti: | .«?iranted this suitcase much more than she had wanted the one that
was paddling away. Two small girls came by wearing shorts and no (S fiever arrived in Manaus., She wondered if somewhere in the storage
shirts, each of them with a tiny monkey around her neck that held on &

to its own prehensile tail with its hands to form a clasp. The monkeys.

f ’;Eéhed where she was sleeping there might be a case of insect repellent,
H;’.nd for the first time she considered the word insecticide in relation
. ‘f the word homicide. Suddenly she felt a shift among the Lakashi, a
" eollective straightening of spines that was followed by an animated

both swiveled their heads towards Marina and showed her their pointy &5
yellow teeth in extravagant smiles. The monkeys alone looked her in "8
the eye. Then one of the monkeys caught sight of some infinitesimal ]
life form in the hair of his little gitl and reached up and snatched it oﬂ':
her scalp and swallowed it.

_éhatter she could not parse into any words she knew. Then she saw
i very tall black man as thin as a drinking straw emerge from the
_ I?hgle. his small wire glasses glinting sunlight. He dipped his head in
Marina had not as yet been able to locate the two people she knew, SN very direction in a gesture that was less than a bow but considerably
on this river, Easter was not in her bed when she woke up this morn-'1 : , ‘Hidre than a nod, and from every corner the people stood and dipped
ing, not in his hammock, and she marveled at the thoughe that anyone " itheir heads in return, A few of them called out a phrase of greet-
could be quiet enough not to wake her, especially a child who was hims e 2
self unacquainted with sound. She hadn't found Dr. Swenson yet eithr.rl
but that she imagined would be more of a challenge. Dr. Swenson was !

either standing right in front of you or she could not be located, anl:.ii-

~ing and he repeated it back to them, capturing perfectly the same
- thythmic swing at the end of the sentence that threw the crowd into
3 .*iaptures. The women held up their babies and wagged them towards
. : fiim, the men laid down their knives. They proceeded then to engage
in this case there was no waiting outside her office door hoping shc‘! ~in a sort of call—and-rcsponsc, a person in the tribe throwing out a
would turn up. k ;:“ and the tall man repeating it. No matter how complicated a
- sthitence they served he managed to volley it back. The Lakashi were

ocking side to side in complete satisfaction, at which point the man

The pontoon boat swayed lightly on its rope at the edge of the &
dock exactly where it had been left the night before and Marinz i
took this as a sign that for the moment all was well. When she went_= 14 a much lower bow that seemed to indicate it had all been great
on board the men who had been scraping at the log stopped what " m but now was the time to return to work.
they were doing and stood up straight to stare at her, their curved 3 :
knives tapping against their thighs. It was a matter of seconds beforc?
she established her bag was not on board. The deck was empty ';
there was no place a piece of luggage could be hidden away, Mariné{
ran her tongue over her teeth and thought again of her toothbrushi &8

B ‘D, Singh, I presume,” he said, walking around a fire to offer his
-",' d to Marina. He wore khaki pants and a blue cotton shirt that
" lookkd as if they had been banged out repeatedly on rocks. “Thomas
Nkomo. It is a pleasure.” His English was so musical and so clearly not
s first language that Marina wondered if he had learned to speak it

The morning was already hot and the air was thick with the sme‘llr- #through singing.

of leaves rotting and leaves unfolding. Down by the water the mos-.2 ETCA pleasure,” she said, taking his long, thin hand.
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“Dr. Swenson told us you would be returning with her, I *feed to, There were so many lanceheads to step on. “I work as part of

:Elﬁhuup that does long-range tests with statins.”

*:é;-‘-Wim that Thomas Nkomo put his long, elegant hands together
2 d pressed the tips of his fingers to his lips, his head moving sadly,
85wy from side to side. She saw his gold wedding band bright as a

 Beacon against his skin, The Lakashi, who never stopped watching

wanted to meet you last night, to say welcome, but with everyone turfi-
ing out to greet you I could not even get close.”
“I don't think it was me they were coming to greet.” Dr, Swensot %
told him she would be returning with her? e
“The Lakashi like to make things happen. They're always looking’
for reasons to celebrate.” i ¢ hith; were Ieaning forward now, concerned to see the distressed look
Marina nodded to the crowd behind them who had sat down k. .
watch their conversation as if it were a theater piece. “You speak their
language beautifully.” v
Thomas Nkomo laughed. “I'm a parrot. What they give me I can =
return to them., It is the way I learn, They know some Portuguese, ﬂh

' this face. It was a very long time before he said anything at all. “You
£l __'hlcre about our friend then.”
t%”Marina blinked. Of ali the other doctors who had come here before

" Her'the chances were goed that only one of them was interested in cho-

esterol, “Yes”
Hc sighed, his chin down. “I had not put this together but of
] » of course. Poor Anders, We have missed him very much. How
; 1“11.1 wife? How are Karen and the boys?”
“You must first open your mouth.” vl ' Car-ron was how he said her name. It had never been feasible for
“Do you understand Lakashi>” =
He shrugged. “I know more than I think | do. I have been here two.
years now. That's time enough to pick up something,” i
Two years? Just behind the thick scrim of leaves Marina cou d =
make out the shape of some huts, 2 vague outline of civilization. ;,,’,
there a sort of suburb in the trees that she couldn't see, a place wiif- %

traders come through or they go to Manaus, but I make an attemp _;
to speak Lakashi. One must not be shy where languagc is concemedf'_‘-'_. :
“I wouldn't know how to start with this one.”

en to make chis trip and yet Marina wanted her there to see the suf-

ieting on Thomas Nkomo's face, to be the recipient of such gracious

ﬁﬁipithy. “She wants me to find out what happened to him. There has

"' i vety little information.”

Thomas Nkomo's shoulders slumped forward. “I don’t know what
y. How can we explain this to her? We thought he would recover,

people could bear to live for years at a time? “So you're working with:* ¢ in the jungle get extremely sick, fevers are common things. I am

: Dakar. In West Africa I can tell you that the very young will die
e | stiddenly and che very old will die slowly but the people in the middle,

Dr. Swenson?” Surely Vogel knew and failed to mention to her tHabd
they were paying other doctors to work on-site. &

“I am working with Dr. Swenson,” he said, but he sounded like .
Was parroting again, that he either didn't belicve what he was sayin *,
or he hadn't understood the question, then he added, “Our fields -1..
research overlap. And you, Dr. Singh? Dr. Swenson tells us you aré 8
employed by Vogel. What is your field?” ik

hy men like Anders Eckman, they pass through these illnesses in
We are doctors here.” He covered his heart with his hand, “I am
3 _vﬁ_hctor. I was not expecting this.”

s if in response to this show of emotion the Lakashi stood
wlbthiptly and gathered their children and their knives, They made
“Cholesterol,” Marina said, thinking that in all probability no onk work of putting twigs and clothing into baskets and in less

in the rain forest had cver considered their cholesterol nor did thef, - ihs i a minute every last one of them had retreated into the jungle.

B
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Thomas Nkomo glanced nervously at the sky. “We should go nOWi;i_ :
Dr. Singh. The storm will be heavy. The Lakashi have the most un’.i':I
canny meteorological abilities. Come with me, then, yes? I will show.

- Marina pulled her fingers back quickly and nodded, then she
ttirned her palms up and washed her hands in the rain.
- Dr. Nkomo went on, mote or less shouting to pitch his voice above
e roar of the storm. “I leaned against a tree once and a bullet ant bie
i

"ﬁﬁpohcra?" He removed his glasses, which the rain had rendered use-

you the lab. You will be impressed by what we have made in o
primitive circumstances.” ! rough my shirr, bit into my shoulder. You may know it by the genus,

To the west she could see the storm heading up the river and feel the &
sudden shift in the texture of the air. Dr. Nkomo put his hand agai st
her back. “Now, please,” he said, and they began to walk quickly in

direction Marina had not been in before. Birds came reeling past thes

" ess, and put them in his shirt pocket. “It was only one ant, as long as
ﬁ thumbnail, and I was in bed for a weck. No one likes to complain
-?fiuch things but the pain was memorable. No bullet ants where you
| afe from, is that correct}”

. Marina thought of the erickets and the meadowlarks, the rab-

10its and the deer, the Disney book of wildlife that slept in the wide
een meadows of her home state. “No buller ants,” she said. Her scalp
: s'oaked, her underwear, the ground beneath her feet loosencd as

water and dived straight inco the canopy ovethead while other things,
things that Marina couldn’t make out exactly, darted up trees. T --::':i
there was a single, nuclear flash of lightning that was followed somé!
milliseconds later by a clap of thunder that could have cracked the "

wotld in half, and then, because these things come in threes, there wias

rain, Marina, half blinded by the light and deafened by the boom, | streams of water sluiced between the trees. They heard a high whistle

denly thought she would drown standing up. % '_i!i:?cing through the thunder and wondered if it was their tmagina- :
There had been many occasions in Manaus when Marina hadl’ "'r]l Imagination played a major role in the jungle, especially during a [ '
outrun a storm, or outrun the worst of it, she had pounded up the -ihfm They stopped and waited until the whistle came again and then _f1|.
street in her flip-flops, finding shelter beneath an awning before the, .- silence. Marina turned her head and saw that what she had taken for 1
sky broke apart, but to run in a jungle one must have been born in'; ~ &tiee to her left was actually a pole. There were four poles, and five feer !'? '
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_a:'., ove her head there was a platform, and above that a palm roof. Four
’L’ﬂkuhl leaned over the edge, watching. Dr. Nkomo looked up, waved,
i3 and the four waved back.

% “It is an invitation,” he said to Marina. “We should go up, yes?”

jungle, otherwise the roots and vines are snares, leg breakers, with m f'.;
that slicks the landscape into oil. The Lakashi had long since vans |
ished with the birds and those other skittering unknowns, all of thert

T

back to home and nest and hole, leaving the place empty for Marina

' 'Marina, who could barely hear for the water building up inside her
_- 13, climbed the ladder first.

The single wide, open room that was the house was mitaculously

and Dr. Nkomo who made slow progress on the uneven path. Every
drop of rain hit the ground with such force it bounced back up agair 3

e

giving the earth the appearance of something boiling. Marina ma ‘3
Sty given the absence of side walls but the roof was several feet wider

her hands from tree to tree, steadying herself on branches, trying .
Ehh the floor in every direction and dipped down low on the sides.

regulate her breath in the flow of water, e .
Dr. Nkomo tapped one of his long fingers against her fingetsy

“Excuse me, but it is not the best idea” he said loudly. “You nev

know when there is something hiding in the bark you shouldn't touch:"s

_.. tina and Dr. Nkomo both looked up instinctively to admire this
bittier becween the rain and their heads while one of the women sar
: _:_‘ﬁ'le floor intricately knotting three very long palm fronds together

i
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" the had thought that Easter would not break the surface of the water
* - 2paih? That this was how they ensured an incelligent race, by letting

-ﬁie careless babies fall like ripe fruit from the trees? She held the child
& beneath his arms to face her. He was no doubt thinner than the average
'ﬁﬁ.hierican model but very healthy, kicking and gurgling with pleasure,

into shingles as if to demonstrate how such things were possible. She
was so taken with her work that she seemed not to notice the arrival of
the guests, and yet Marina was certain she had been leaning over the‘
edge of the floor and staring at them thirty seconds before. The sound 1}
of water pummeling palm fronds was inﬁnitely more gentle than the

sound of water beating against her skull and she was grateful to this 3 = The toddler stopped her running for a minute to pick up the unem-

.' ']J']oyed knife and began to knock it against the floor behind the older
i ;_i_'i'uman. The baby then urinated on Marina, a long exuberant stream
.'f‘ :a_'gainst the front of her already soaking shirt. The men laughed harder
£W and the women laughed more sedately, shaking their heads at all
§ :thc siHy foreigners in the world who don't know enough to hold a baby
Ji'.l the right dircction.‘The toddler’s knife got stuck in the floorboards
. dhd after 2 momentary wail she pulled it out and plunged it back again,
_"ﬁ‘.i'issing the old woman’s back by six inches. "Could you pick up that
 knife?” Marina said to Dy, Nkomo,

=

woman for the work she did. Two men, who may have been thirty *.:-:.:
fifty, came over to slap their hands against Dr. Nkomo's chest andi _:
back, though the slaps were more respectful and restrained than the =
ones that had been meted out to Easter the night before. Then, t:]'lat.'r
ting endlessly with one another, they picked up pieces of Marina's sop-
ping hair, examined her ears briefly, and let the hair drop. A much 3
heavier woman in her sixties or seventies was chopping up 2 pile of: '
whitish roots using the floor as her cutting board and the same knif¢
that had recently been in the employ of the boat builders. Because
were two men in the room there was a second similar knife on thq'
ground behind her, There was a teenage daugher, replete with pirnpleti i
skin and bitten nails, who cast her gaze aimlessly around the room as e

Dr. Swenson would no doube have argued for respecting the natu-
il order in which babies sailed off the edge of a flat earth and tod.
* dlets played with the knives they would one day need to understand
.'d'rcier to feed themselves. These children had escaped without major
& dfijury before Marina arrived and chances were no doubt good thac
3  ‘they would continue to exist after the company departed, but still, Dr.
a good clip across the splintered planks. Marina quickly calculared g, - komo was willing to pry the knife from the unwilling hands of the
the speed at which the baby was traveling and the remaining length.ot; SR little pitl, and when he had handed it to one of the men she put her
the floorboards and immediately leapt across the room, catching thcj face down on the floor and wept. The woman weaving shingles stood
boy by his small brown foot just as his left hand had reached into the_ ¢ ﬁ? and said something to Dr. Nkomo, pointing at Marina, pointing at
5 .,;: m. The teenage girl came and took the baby away.

“Have I done something already?” Marina asked.

T something about your clothes,” he said. “Clothes is the only
- word Irccugnized. and maybe I am not sure of that.”

% The older woman now got up stiffly from the floor and began
hnbutton Marina’s shirt. Marina caught the woman's fingers and

if she were hoping to catch sight of a telephone, a sprinting toddlet of ._
two or three who wore a very small version of the crude shift dress that
all Lakashi women seemed to wear, and a naked boy baby crawling at &

empty air in front of him. £

“Aaaahhh!” the crowd said, and laughed. Marina, breathless;
looked over the edge where the water from the roof churned into a pits
of mud and vines like it was pouring off Niagara Falls. She dippcd an
arm beneath the child’s midsection and carried him back to the ccnt:é
of the room again, The baby was laughing too, What was the ]'oke.*' 4
exactly? That she really thought he was going to go over the same way; ~ #00k her head but the woman simply waited until Marina et her
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hands go and then she started again, Her touch was both patient and' '
persistent. It made no difference to Marina that there was urine 013:
her filthy, soaking clothes but there was no way to explain that. When )
Marina stepped away the woman followed her. She was considerably-
shorter than Marina, they all were, and so Marina was left to look at.
the part in her gray hair, the long braid that went down her back. Het I
dress pulled against her belly and her belly pressed against Marinas |
groin. The woman's belly was high and hard and suddenly Marina §
saw the woman's arms were thin, her face and legs were thin. Only hes i 8
stomach protruded. Marina considered this as she stepped away from:
her again and again until it scemed possible that they might both gé_'
over the edge. Marina stopped, considering the ways to extricate her
self while the woman resumed the work with the buttons, her stomach
pressed against her, and then she felt the baby kick. 3

“My God,” Marina said.

“I think she wants to wash your shirt,” Dr. Nkomo said, seeming}

deeply embarrassed. “Once they are on to an idea it is very difficult to :
1

j:'tﬁ and said something to the older woman who leaned her nose
.: PStWEen Marina’s breasts to inspect the lace edge of the white cups
nore closely. Dr. Nkomo busied himself with the toddler, his back
"._“ ﬂ:tisively pointed in her direction, but the other two men folded their
: | &rms across their chests, watching the show with interest, and Marina
j_: - Was not bothered by any of this. She had been kicked by a fetus whose
_f.sothcr was at the very least sixty and could easily have been more
iﬂian seventy. The tecnage girl stood in front of Marina and held
her arms until Marina understood that this was an instruction
._ ’i:d not a game. She held up her arms as well. It was the girl’s clear
j .f_lnfcntion to drop a shift dress over Marina's head but the height dis-
"_i‘ipancy between them did not allow for it and so Marina pulled it
%ﬁjhctself. No sooner was it covertng her head and somewhat twisted
H’hn one of them pulled down her pants and began to rub her legs
H‘Eﬁ the cloth as well. She stepped up obediently, one foot and then
: ﬁi:‘dther, and the pants were taken away. Marina stood there like the
.?ﬂlets now in her loose trapeze dress full enough to take her through
sth entire pregnancy because among the female Lakashi all clothes
]  Wete maternity clothes. Without zippers or buttons, Marina saw the
H;r in which they looked like candidares for a rustic insane asylum.
g “Lhe outfie was consfderfnbly shorter on her and the women poked at
s knees and laughed as if there was something vaguely scandalous
pet olit knees. The women sat down on the floor and Marina sat with
g and put her hands back on the woman'’s stomach, waiting for
f,]fs‘.f:'iaby to move again while the one who made shingles pulled back
: na’s hair with a carved comb and braided it more tightly than her
- 0%1 mother had ever managed to braid it when she was a child. The
. age girl bit off a single piece of the palm frond with her teeth and
t3ed off the end of her braid while the baby swam beneath Marina's
i’i'-- She would say six months along. Marina realized then she
= not touched a single pregnant woman since it stopped being her
.. siness to touch them. How could that be possible? After all the

dissuade them.” I
“She’s pregnant. I felt the baby kick,” Marina said. “It kicked

The baby kicked again as if grateful for the recognition and
woman lifted her face and shook her head at Marina as if to sa,
Kids, what can you do? Her forchead was deeply creased and her neck
was wattled. There was a dark, flat mole of an irregular shape on the:
side of her nose near the eye that could have been a melanoma. Bufy!
tons undone, she helped Marina out of her shirt and Marina let het
take it. What was it that Anders had said? Lost Horizon for ovarics__
How many children had this woman undressed and how many of;
the people in this tree house were her children? The toddler Wec_l
ing for her knife? The woman weaving the roof? The men waiting.
to get back to carving their boat? The other woman came with a -_?j'
that was small and not particularly clean and rubbed down Marina
arms and back, rubbed her stomach and neck. She touched Marini
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sure he was dead, His eyes went quickly around the room, passing over

S er and stopping only brief]
. ¥ briefly on Th Nkome.
“You knew, didn't you, about the Lakashi, about why Dr. Swen- % & down the ladder again bur sh}; stood ::::Iickl;T:d }:;c:::cria;?zfz

son is here? Anders told you?” Dr. Nkomo asked, the little girlin hi' it was her in that dress with her hair braided he bounded up th I

. e e 8 e ast
!ap, Playing with his glasses. She was gentle as she folded the armss ! 3 ¥ rungs of the ladder, his T-shirt stretched out by che rain,P the muil
in and out, " mMaking a solid cake up to his knees, He began slapping his open hands

“I'd been told, but I can't say I necessarily believed it. It's somethin Eagainst her arms, her hips, her back. He coy d not stop himself Sh
: ' . p himself. She

altogether different to see things for myself.” : B s his tesponsibility and he had lost her
“It’s true,” Dr. Nkomo said nodding. “I had read Dr. SWEHSOH' " The Lakashi nodded and clucked their tongues and pointed at hi
papers but T was still very surprised. I have thought too much abq GEES (bt Easter would not look in their direction and so the Pa e a"It'hlm
the fertility and reproduction of mosquitoes and not enough about the S 7o teasing the deaf if they refused to look at Y e
TR 2 )
fertility and reproduction of women. That's what my wife would saj SRS« tain is letting up,” Thomas said crani}:uhis head to |
She says if we wait much longer for a baby she will have to come ar ond the edges 8f the roof, “Or maybe it’s,stoppcc% now a:::l tl:: tDOk
' d : g 3G rees
live among the Lakashi in order to get pregnant. S At just dripping, It's very difficult for me to tell the difference bet
Marina reached back and moved the base of her braid back andt the current rain and the continued falling of the rain we’ clween
forth, trying to loosen it up before it gave her a headache. “I thoug bR had” e ey
A ,L i “I don’t mind getting wet again.” Marina put her arm around Eas-
1, . 5 sh(.)u]dcrs. She was thinking about his box, the pens and feathers,
Jiunders’ open letrer to che world on his behalf,

e

" "Then we sho & :

-c 3 uld go.” Thomas began a series of deep nods around
the room.

countless bellies she had run her hands over in her training, how ha

she let them all go?

your research was in fertility with Dr. Swenson.” g
“Ah,” Dr. Nkomo said, taking his glasses back from the litdle ;
and in doing so breaking her heart all over again. “We work togethes
We are colleagues, but we do not share the same field of study. Oubg
ficlds overlap.” '
Their hosts followed the conversation intently, their faces mﬁ‘
ing from speaker to speaker as if they were watching a tennis ma teil
“What is your field of study, Dr. Nkomo?” U8
“Please,” he said, “call me Thomas. I suppose you would say I foci 1':
on the drug’s off-targer toxicity, except in this case it isn't toxic,
drug has exhibited benefits unrelated to fertilicy.”
There were questions to ask, namely what the benefits were andi

L: “How do you say thank you?”

;; “To the best of my knowledge the word doesn’t exist in Lakashi.
_We asked other people thar question and no one comes up with
I'}’ ything.”

3 : Marina looked at her hosts, who stared expectantly as if they were
0ping she would figure it out. “Whar about in Portuguese?”

b “Obrigado.”

who was paying for his research, but at that moment Easter appeared i “Obrigado,” Marina said to the pregnant woman but ¢h

over the top of the ladder, every bit as wet as he had been coming uf Mge in expression, She put her hand on the woman’s bell ere “.rasbno
out of the river and over the side of the boat. Marina understood the e baby was quiet, y again bue

look of panic on his face. He was sure she was dead as she had bet! " Easter tugged at the cloth of Marina’s dress, then he held out hi
b v 15
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screaming, all these men climbing on board from the water, and then
:-'.H'If.: next thing I knew Dr. Swenson was going up the dock. I wasn't
Ing to stay there and find my luggage.”

“Of course,” Thomas said. He did not offer her a single word of
.':mcouragement. He did not tell her as anyone would thac this was a
:_:!:' ety small village and surely there was no place for her bag to go. The
3 -'ﬁtnage gitl was up now, slapping at Easter’s hands, and then the lic-
E}est girl, the toddler, came over and she hit him as well. “We should
g0 now, Dr. Singh,” Thomas said.

R o ) . [
5 Please,” she said, surprisingly heartbroken over such a small loss,
- Hy - o

- ‘Gall me Marina, .

shirt, pointed at his shirt, and then pointed at her. Marina looked A
around the room. There were a few hammocks strung between poles,i:'. :.3
some piles of blankets and clothes on the floor, some baskets with
roots and some baskets with twigs, but she did not see her shirt and
pants. In truth, if he hadn't mentioned her clothes she probably woulti_'_
have gone right down the ladder without them, she was so distracted!:
by what she had seen. She shook her head. Easter then went to the :‘
pregnant woman and held out his shirt to her between two fingers "___:
pointed to Marina. The woman seemed to have no idea what he 2
getting at. Marina did a pantomime of unbuttoning her shirt, taking B
her fingers down the front of her dress where the buttons would have . r
been, but again the woman shrugged. A &
Thomas then said a word, basa or basi, which was probably the word
he believed meant clothes, but it was met with the same blank expres-
sion as the Portuguese word for thanks. He held out his own shirt
pointed to Marina. The younger woman took her place on the floofis
and resumed the twisting and knotting of palm fronds as if there ha '
never been visitors at all and then, in what was the most damning gcs;
ture of false innocence, the teenage girl sat down to help her. The bal:jr
was settled on the floor and given 2 palm frond to play with and he pué:
the tip of it in his mouth and sucked contentedly.
“I believe you've been scammed,” Thomas said. M _
“Out of my clothes?” Marina couldn’t quite imagine such a thin'
was possible even as she stood there in a smock. Easter crossed the
room and started digging through a pile on the floor and one of th _
men came over and smacked him on the side of the head with the :.,._
of his hand. ‘-
“This isn't good,” Marina said. “T don't know where my luggage i3
“The bag you came with from Manaus?” Thomas said. “Wasn't it}
on the boat with you?” - -
She turned to him. Suddenly the dress felt very small, “Of course o4

it was on the boat with me but, my God, coming into all that fire and}
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Eight

j \ /A 2rina had been in the jungle for a week before Dr. Alan Saturn,
2 Y Awhom she thought of as the first Dr. Saturn, said he would
: r__,[-' otfow Easter and the boat and make a trip to the trading post two
..'_- away to mail some letters. (The trading post was not a trading
‘. tatall buca larger village down river where the more advanced Jinta
__fﬁans had their camp. They were, for a small price, willing to hold
letters and money untl a trader passed through from Manaus, which
Shtliey did with some frequency. For a larger price, the traders would then
the letters back with them to mail—no small request as the mail

¥as going to Java and Dakar and Michigan and they themselves were
men born with a natural inclination to stand in long post office
liges.) Once the trip was established, cveryone save Dr. Swenson broke
"'1'” work to sit down for some time after lunch to commit themsclves
fpaper. Dr. Budi gave Marina three blue tissue Aerograms from her
{ oisiderable stack and Alan Saturn said he would stand her for the
stamps. Marina, whose luggage had yet to be recovered, had spent the
seven days in her Lakashi dress, though she had been given an
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~oons. Two of the young men from the tribe had dreams of learning
English and German and becoming tour guides at one of the eco-

liges hundreds of miles away. They had seen the great white hope
_gf.the cruise ships while riding bundles of trees to Manaus. They
ad met the naturalists when visiting the Jinta. Because they were
ways looking to practice, they were willing to take a restless doctor

identical spare out of either guilt or compassion by an anonyrmous trib 5"
member, Nancy Saturn, the second Dr. Saturn, had given her two e ,-5
pairs of underwear and Thomas Nkomo had a toothbrush still in the ]
plastic wrap. He put it in her hand very discreetly. It seemed to Marina
that these were among the kindest gifts of her existence. K
“This is why I don't loan out the boat,” Dr, Swenson said, look+,
ing around the lab as the doctors scattered with paper and pens, 0 that deeper place off the available paths where the afternoon
ght was filtered out by leaves. With a great deal of hand gestur-
'_g, a few common words in four different languages, and a couple
of glossy ficld guides with the name Anders Eckman printed inside
. . front cover, they would endeavor to give jungle tours, pointing
b odt the neon colored frogs the size of dimes that contained enough
Eﬁﬁison in their clammy skins to take down twenty men. The scien-
: :_:-:fa sts all agreed that they had never been deep into the jungle for more
~than eight minutes without thinking they would give everything they
nied to be led safely out.

charming dinosaurs of communication. “Once you say it's leaving o
one seems to think there’s any wotk to do.” :

But work was all chere was to do. Marina had been set up in the
corner of the lab and been given the job of running tests on the com-
pound for stability, to see whether it was degrading with heat anil}
cxposure. Like Anders, she was a small molecule person. Their wa I3
had been in pills and while it wasn't an exact match for the task at hand
it was comfortably within her realm of experience. There was enougt§
data piled up to keep her busy for years and she wondered if chaf,
wasn't Dr. Swenson's objective—to kecp her busy. It was possible tha
they were feeding her problems they had already solved as a means o

+ Sometimes in the late afternoons when the gencrator stumbled
the burdens of overuse and the scant electricity in the lab
G ! cked off altogether (save the backup, backup generators that kepe
i @_ié'i)lood samples in the freezers Aash-frozen to arctic levels), the
ftea drove the doctors, save Dr. Swenson, into the river to swim,

placating her or testing her competence. They had mice after all, thieps
were clearly already onto testing the concentration of the compo ..-£
in bloed levels. Seill, she knew that if she stayed in her corner looking:

over what they had given her she would be much more able to ma i_’gh the river was even worse than the jungle because in that

"ti':y soup there was no telling what was coming at you. As they
ded the water slowly, hoping not to kick up an attractive splash,
tonversation turned not to the spectacular moth with wings the
Size of handkerchiefs that for a moment hovered over their heads, but

realistic assessment of how far they were from a first efficacious "._
She could sidle over to Dr. Budi from time to time—DBudi was'
charge of clinical research organization—and ask her questions abou
the Lakashi blood work. She could see now how ridiculous it had 'f
to simply ask Dr. Swenson over dinner what her progress was. Woiks
ing hete she had the chance to make her own assessment, and ChiE i tirethra with catastrophic tesults. Marina, who had no alterna-

swam in her dress and hoped that in the slow agitation of her
trokes she was washing it. They kept an eye out for water snakes
sc heads rode the surface of the river like tiny periscopes, and
tnisced about the vampire bats that had tangled their claws in the

jo 10 the microscopic candiru fish that were capable of swimming up

what Mr. Fox had wanted all along. 0
And besides, if she wasn't working, what was she going to do witl
her days? The jungle, with its screeching cries of death and slitherin .

piles of leaves, was hardly a place to go walking alone in the aft :
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. . .1
mosquito nets over their heds, No one stayed long in the water, ng
5

even Dr. Budi, who apparently had been something of a swimm;
star in Indonesia when she was 3 girl.

ﬂ!e said, raking not the least discomforr in the word. “It was our life's
E '.F"oi‘ic, Dr. Rapp’s and mine, earning their trust.”
4 "“ * But if she taught them to tolerate her research she had not made
ﬂltm geod company. They rarely offered to share their dried fish and
A _';!_ﬁg'i:lrgitated manioc root, not that anyone wanted it, but it was the
-_';': most basic lesson in any Introduction to Anthropology class: the shar-
T . . o
- ihg of food was the primary symbol of harmonious communal living,
Eﬂlen dgain, Dr. Swenson strictly forbade the sharing of the scientists’
= food among members of the tribe as she believed that 2 jar of peanut
cach volume, as ants, D Rapp had i ‘ ,, tter was more corrupting to indigenous ways than a television set, so
the scent o f,Cl'nnarnon br gg Ozci‘m ;r, would always -'1"0_ { 'r_ﬂ‘w:ls possible that the Eakashi's unwillingness to offer up their bread
standand beopar th; em; Of-eos‘c;.n o teved that ants would pe -.] 'ﬁs onlya matter of passive retaliation. It was Easter alone who ate
Other dhn e civi fzatllon. o . ;ﬁ'om both table$, o, more accurately, both pots. The Lakashi didn’t
) .er e .”ef- and unsatisfy tng diversions of walking andj : }{ﬁﬂock on the door of the lab to extend an invitation on the nights they
;:;tngf ;;lsoszd;:i. I;I: l]::acti .Wasd le:t for Dr. Swenson and -: : ’gat:ided for no discernible reason to dance until three in the morning,
Iab, and th. Iab Het and the two Drs. Satur1.-|, e I'»‘-‘-'i ﬁldﬂ'ley left no note when they cleared out, all of them together, which
; - 7@ was not unlike a Las Vegas casino. They existed ‘}1 I-'Eéy did from time to time, leaving behind the most unnerving silence.
When they came back twelve hours later they were red-eyed and quiet,
then they stopped and ate-—opening a can of apricots and another walking on their toes in their collective indigenous hangover. Even
1 children smelled of a peculiar smoke and sat like stumps on the
155'*-” k of the river, an entire [ine of them staring straight ahead without

For entertainmen not reliant on nature, there were outdated se'
entific journals and old New Yorkers but invariably something had e; o
through the most interesting paragraphs. Dr. Swenson had a comp e |
set of hardbacked Dickens and she kept the books wrapped separately |
in heavy pieces of plastic tarp and tied with twine. She would load:
them out and then do spot checks to make sure they were bcing re;d.-
with clean hands, A cinnamon stick was lodged in the Plastic wrap '.

bungalows at the Spear-O-Wigwam Summer Camp for Girls at M
Lacs. They read some Dickens before they went to sleep. At the &
of her first week, Marina was halfway through Little Dorrit. OF aJl

possessions lost and gone she was particularly sorry to be without heb &
James nove], %

“Scratching their insect bites,
4 Ef' “We used to call it a vision quest in honor of the indigenous Amer-
& deans,” Dr. Swenson had said when Marina ran to the lab in a sweat-
& soaked panic asking whar had happened to everyone. She had been in
;:_.. three days when, in the manner of a horrible scene from a science
- ion movie, they all disappeared. “That was the perfect name for
ﬁ‘lat they were doing until it also became the name of a video game
d the rallying cry for every pack of middle-aged New Agers who
e locking to legitimize their interest in psychedelics. I don't have a
aime for it anymore, I wake up and sec they're gone and I think, Oh,

"':1

s time for that again.”
=

As for the Lakashi, they were patient subjects, submitting th r
selves to constant weighing and measurement, nllowing their mens uz t
cycles to be charted and their children to be pricked for blood samp, -“,. 1

il .
Rl
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retony would have made a striking program for interdisciplinary
'es——biology, anthropology. world religion. I certainly found it

“Have you ever gone with them?” Marina asked. 3
Dr. Swenson was working through a complicated looking eqita=*
; mpelling as a medical student to see how long a person could sustain

tion in a spiral notebook but she didn't seem to mind carrying on the
: a low heart rate. In the whole lot of them there wasn't a pulse

conversation while she wrote down strings of numbers. There we
computets in the lab but between the undependable electricity and the * Over twenty-four. I once brought a cuff with me and monitored the

overpowering humidity that from time to time seized the generator{ :' kashi and the students every twenty minutes for five hours after they

like a fever, everyone was more inclined to do their important calculas \bad reached a state of unconsciousness. Their diastolic pressure ticked

tions by hand, proving legions of math teachers correct. “No one goes, in slighely above dead. T was only testing for my own interest but if I
d have put together a committed contro] group it could have been
tmportant study over time.”

“Did you—" Marina wasn't exactly sure how to phrase the
stion, .

with them now. In retrospect, I think it was only Dr. Rapp they &
inviting and the rest of us held his coattails, Once he stopped coming ;
on expeditions, the Lakashi simply went out in the middle of the nigh
while we were sleeping. Never have I known a people who could o *‘
hour be as loud as a blitzkrieg and the next hour maintain petfect s* 1 did, of course, but mycology was never my field. I was more
lence while walking through dried leaves. They can move their entitd! tested in recording the subjects. Let the botanist take notes on his
operation out of here without breaking a twig” £ itrip, I say. I was of great assistance to Dr. Rapp in this way. He
Marina waited for an answer to the question she had asked but D 1# et had a graduate student who was willing to abstain for purposes
Swenson's attention had fallen back to the math before her. It occurred) dbservation. I didn’t mind that, of course, I was glad to help the sci-
to Marina that these sorts of conversations were exactly the reason 75 + The real problem was the Lakashi themselves. Once the women
d I wasn't going on the trip anymore they started piling all the
es around me, all the children, I put a quick stop to that.”

'\ “The children were participating?”

Bovenders worked so hard to keep Dr. Swenson separated from o F
ety. Society was nothing but a long, dull dinner party conversation ifly
which one was forced to speak to one’s partnet on both the left and the?

right. “But you did go?” &1 T suppose that conflicts with your ideas of good parenting. In ret-

Dr. Swenson glanced up for a moment as if surprised to see Marial ct, I can see how you would have prefetred me to stop them, but
Ltidn't know you at the time.”

'. - “That's fine, I'm not interested in the children,” Marina said, and
fact she was telling the truth, From what she could tell, the Lakashi

ten were constructed out of titanium. They ate random berries

was still there. “Of course, when I was younger. It seemed fascinati
at the time, as if we had discovered something central to the iden

2

of the people. It was very important to Dr. Rapp, it was importas
to the entire field of mycology. I picture all those students now,
from Park Avenue and Hyde Park and Back Bay who had spent their.®

~ dnd were bitten by spiders and fell out of trees and swam with piranha
previous summers in the Hamptons scooping ice cream, all marchifig

\and they were fine, She could hardly see how a regular dosing of hal-

off into the jungle ready to ingest anything that was given to thermi licinogens could make a difference. “But when you did go on the erip,
& you say, did you enjoy it?” Marina had given her youth to studying,

The way they opened their mouths and closed their eyes you would:
i fng all the propaganda of the dangers of drugs while her wor-

have thought the Lakashi were distributing communion, Actually, the
e . a0 .
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shiped professor was spending her weekends in the Amazon cating] entire weeks without vain, which means de facto no connection, The second

mushreoms, She felt she deserved to know at least secondhand if it hn'. phone you &ave me, along with my second suitcase, disappeared after my ar-

been any fun, " rival in the Lakashi Village. I have beent a poor steward of my belongings, It

Dr. Swenson took off her reading glasses and pressed her fingerti k- _ .' bas been 50 long since e been able to tell you where I am that I worry by

hard against che bridge of her nose. T keep hoping that you are moré & - 10w you must ibink I'm dead, I am hoping the mail service comes through

Ku

than you show yourself to be, Dr. Singh. 1 am just on the verge of. Jor me and you get this letter quickly. I've been bere a week and this is ny

- first bope of getting a letter out of the village, though Dr. Nkomo told me

Iiking you but you dwell on the most mundane points. Yes, of coursé:
it was interesting to take part in the ritual, that was what we had come |
here to do. It was slightly terrifying the first time, all of the screammél
and the smoke, in that way it was a little like your experience comi

; : é@pqrbat when Anders was here bhe would stand on the banks of the river with
~ s letter in bis hand and watch Jfor any passing dugout canoe. What I most
et 1 say is that you shouldn’t worry abowt me. Life among the Lakashi
i i it oni o bas been better 1 ected. 1 bave a small job in the lab and over time

up the river at night, except that you are all very close together in one_ ol A better than expected. I have a small j @ m
giant, enclosed hut, Seeing God was worthwhile, of course. I doubt & & L feel T will be able po discern how much real progress bas been made on
tiously that anything in our Western tradition would have shown Him,|

to me so personally. 1 remember Dr. Rapp would feel quite humb :

.I g drug. While everyone is friendly no one is particularly  fortheoming as
1o what aspects of the research they are responsible for. I will tell you that

for several days after the experience and would continue to see a & L be pregrancies are astonishing. Ages are diffienlt to document in the older

deal of purple. We all would. But in the final assessment I am a pesdi;: - memibers of the tribe (Dr. Swenson began to document the childyen when she

. . . - =T ‘o ,
who loathes vomiting, and there is a great deal of vomiting involved| \fist arrived fifty Jyears ago) but there are pregnant women here who seem

i fearly to be in their seventies. The more I see the more I understand your

in the Lakashi ritual. It is an unavoidable part of the program. The S
body isn't capable of processing that amount of poison without—" -"

"wmmitment to this drug, no matter bow much time it takes 1o reach the first

Swenson, who was sitting on a low stool in front of a table she used fof. - “buman dose.

her desk, closed her eyes as if she were temembering the experience. Eii :

kept her eyes closed for entirely too long, b
“Dr. Swenson?” .
She held up her hand and shook her head almost impercepﬁblﬁ'

warding off further questions. Then she stood up, Iooking watery :-'

pale, and, going quickly out the door, vomited next to the front sarpe.

11

3
ui oF.
:, _ .

arina was at the end of her fold-over sheet and she hesitated at

M

\Parlance and yet she was certain it was implicitly true. She couldn't sce

her closing. Zove was not a word that had made its way into their

Thow, given all that had happened, that there would be anything shock-
8 «'.1" g about its introduction here. And so she wrote it in ink, Love, Marina,
Dear Jim, i '_' ". followed this letter with very brief notes to her mother and Karen

1t is true that no one bere has a telephone. T believe it has sommething to 1,
do with the bumidity, vwhich is the enemy of all machines, While I am told w ' . After all, the boat was leaving soon and she didn't want to keep

one waiting. She promised to seart longer letters immediately and

which she used most of her paper explaining why the note was so

there is an Internet connection in a village several hours west of Manaus 1

(which is nowhere near us anyway) it only works when there have been two - 8 them for the next departure.

P~
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'6"|-n with the feathers,. Wherever they came from he doled them out

It was true that Anders had been impatient with the mail sysl:elm
several people had commented on that. He would take Easter to i

y, one every other day, every third day, beneath the sheet, beneath
plllow. folded in her extra dress.
the river and they would stand for hours waiting for anyone to paddle 4 Let me tell you the virtue of fever: it brings YOU here. I would have preferred it

past, then when ﬁnally someone did, he would have the boy swim o = tzh e bore and once or twice that’s happened but for the most part YOU arrive at

with the letter and the money. Dr. Budi said he tried to get a letter I:lh o #:00 and take me our of this bed and we walk through the jungle, and Karen , you

EVERYTHING about the Jungle. You know the names of all the spiders. You

 ldre afraid of nothing. I am afraid of nothing when you are here. Let me live in this
was too sick to go down to the water himself, too sick to spend sal! " Pver, It is so rmuch worse now, the hours I am well

every boat that went by just to increase his chances that one or t# 0 *5
might actually find their way home to his wife, But after a while t'le

many hours in the sun, and so he sent Easter alone. It did not requli'n .
Then nothing, MaYbe these were the letters Anders didn't finish,
‘oties he started and forgot, and Easter picked them up off the
while Anders slept and tucked them away. Of the three she had

a great deal of i inquiry on Marinas part to put this together, noﬁ
much conjecture to fill in the missing pieces: Anders, sick, wrote ]el?
ters to his wife. Easter, worried, did not want to leave Anders for th

amount of time it would have taken to find a boat going past. The eived so far two were only paragraphs and the third was a scant two

traffic on their little tributary was thin at best and on some days riob % tences:

a single person floated by. While Easter would have understood

ritual of giving the blue envelope to someone in a boat, he could 1ia L ’ What was the narme of the couple who lived next door to us in the apartment building

have understood what a letter was or what it represented, only that] ﬁﬁh& Court? I see them here constantly and I canniot think of their names,

Anders wrote and wrote. He would have only just come back to the'

sleeping porch and his friend would want to send him out again 1 1 D;, Swenson had gone to her room at the back of the lab after

another envelope. 3 being sick, and by the time she returned everyone had finished his or

The first time Marina found one of those blue paper rectang "ﬁ

i e letter except for Dr= Budi who seemed to approach the question of
in her bed, perfectly sealed and addressed to Karen Eckman in EJ&& :

5& to say as a spatial problem. She would stare for a long time at her

Prairie, she froze as solidly as a blood sample in the very bottom of thie® 1 P&' and then turn her eyes up to the ceiling as if trying to calculate

freezer. She leaned over the railing and shined the flashlight into the; exactly how many words she needed to express her feelings and how

night jungle looking for a flash of Anders running away, her heart ..',.' y inches there were left on the paper for those words. Dr. Swen-

full arrhythmia, but it didn't take her long to figure out who had deli don temrncd after lunch looking like nothing had happened and when

ered it. For Easter, these envelopes were his most precious possessm ' atina started to ask her how she was feeling, Dr. Swenson waved her

and therefore his best gifts, and because he knew he had come to thetd ' 43 awa}r “Fine,” she said, without waiting for the question.

& o Alan Saturn stood in front of Dr. Budi and tapped the table with
l'lis ﬁngers ‘Give it up,” he said.

through a direct act of disobedience, they carried the added entu:em" b
of guilt. The letters were so secret he would not keep them in his lock 3
"‘1

220 ':' - Ca 221
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“You could have told me last night that you meant to go tthlay.’L'i
She was a fine-boned woman of indeterminate age who wore her blacki’
hair in a single braid in the manner of the Lakashi. She folded het

up so seldom I imagine she thinks she’s home.” Dr. Saturn was
tking to loosen a knot in a rope that held the pontoon boat to the
. Shore and in his struggles he made the knot more intractable. Easter
'{ down the dock and thumped him on the shoulder. His point
;, tlear. “Now, take Nancy and me coming from Michigan,” he said,
- “vell, chat's going to be harder. It doesn’t matter how long we're here
ow often we come, we never fully acclimate. The foreignness of the
e is always going to be a distraction for us.”

“Dr. Swenson was born in Maine and she doesn't seem distracted.”

' “Dr. Swenson may never be cited in conversations about how

letter into thirds and ran her tongue along the glue strip. -

“Nothing happens here,” Alan said. “No one needs that much timé .
to write a letter.” ¢

Dr. Budi reached into the pocket of the cotton smock she wore
and pulled out several small bills which she handed over to Dr. Satu‘.'
along with the envelope. Then, without further conversation, she res.
turned her attention to her work. In her devotion to her task, Dr. Budi
- hotmal people respond to their environment.” Some freakish brand of
o ' at white bird "with a wing span of a pterodactyl flapped down the
tiver towards them. It had a bare black head, a long black bill, and a red
'g.arou'nd its skinny neck. They all stood paralyzed by the sight of
i watching until it took a hard left into the foliage and vanished. Dr.

- Saturn formed his hand into a visor against the afternoon sun. “Anders

was an archetype of a particular sort in the medical community, as
much as the ill-tempered surgeon or the addicted anesthesiologist:
Any time a group of doctors came together, there was always the oné |
whose car would be in the parking lot when the others arrived at da :
and whose car would still be there when the others pulled away afté 5
midnight, the one who was standing at the nurses’ station at four a.ii ‘
teviewing a chart when it wasn't her weekend on call, the one the otﬂ'. otild have known what that was.”
doctors privately ridiculed for having no life and yet with whom After a fluery of turning pages, Benoit held up the picture of the
felt a gnawing and irrational sense of competition. What was rems :: ; in Anders' book, thrilled to have found it so fast. He showed it
able was how ably Dr. Budi filled this role even when there was nd. & 0 Dt. Saturn, who nodded approvingly at the correct match. “Jaribu
hospital, no parking lot, and no patients, When all they did was work/ %, Dr. Saturn said.
Dr. Budi worked more, She claimed that she had already read gll t]!e
Dickens. . __
“Have you ever been to Java?” Alan Saturn asked Marina. "Ar_lfl-
where in Indonesia?” She had followed him down to the dock with the ]

Lakashi, not even asking herself why she was doing it. A departure, iu

el 'Benoit, one of those young men who hoped for a career in tourism,
* Had as a child been collected for a missionary school that had popped
lp biefly several tributaries away. Thanks to a group of Baptists from
.' abama he could read and write in Portuguese and had memorized
"Bible verses which he could recite at will, skills that had made him one
ﬁft]:ie least contented members of his tribe. Marina came over to lock

arrival, she was beginning to see their appeal as a diversion. She was
Latthe picture.
- T

certain one of the men was wearing a pair of her pants rolled up at hé-
cuffs. Pieces of her clothing walked by her from time to time and there ' &
was nothing to do but watch them pass. She shook her head. &

“It’'s my theory that Budi is more suited to the tropics than the "

- The brought hats!” Nancy Saturn said, coming down to the water.
*Thave two. Now you can come with us.” She handed Marina a wide
mimed hat and when Marina hesitated, Dr. Saturn took it from

of us. This air, these smells, they must be second nature to her. Sh B lis wife and put it on Marina’s head. The age span between the Drs.

B
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Saturn was greatet than the span between Mr. Fox and Marina. On “
could imagine, though it had not been said, that he had once beert het!
teacher. Marina recognized the way the wife leaned towards the hi
band when he spoke as it was not unlike the way she had often led .1
towards Dr. Swenson. In one late-night conversation over a bottle .i
pisco brandy in which the first Dr. Saturn was holding forth on mat :
ters of tropical medicine, the second Dt. Saturn actually took a no r‘
book out of her pocket to write down something he had said. She
was discreet, and the paper might have gone unnoticed had Dr, Swet:il;
son not asked her rather loudly if she wasn't capable of simply rel
on her memory. Dt. Swenson leaned decisively away from the feri :|.
Dr. Saturn, whom she clearly regarded as a gate-crasher, a hanget- ot}
though the younger woman, a botanist with a degree in public heat!
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was probably best qualified to be of assistance. Certainly her cre"ci.
on my memory whefi I i

3

tials were closest to Dr. Rapp’s. "T never rely
drinking,” was what Nancy Saturn had said. &

Easter turned the key and the motor of the pontoon boat begiﬁ'_
spit and cough. All of the Lakashi pressed forward now and Marina .Z~_-'
herself jostled from side to side by the shirtless men in running sho "
and the women with their pregnant bellies. She found herself looki
at their ears and the strings of seeds and animal teeth arotind 1eif)
necks and suddenly she realized she had not dreamed of India all wee :r_
Her father, who had been missing from her life for so many years, W,
gone again, and for an instant she had a vivid recreation of that hollof .
hopeless feeling of having lost him in the crowd. As she wondered if th 1
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¥
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Lariam was out of her system now, a mosquito bit the back of her

“Jump!” Alan said, jumping onto the boat himself with the ropé
his hand. Immediately the current caught the boat and pulled it aw
from the shore. He turned around and reached his hand to Marind;

s
e
7] . . ' 0 . ﬁ d = 11 .
The entire tribe is going to be on board in five seconds,” he c: :
. . . . . . . . ——T
“Hesitation is the same thing as a straight-up invitation around he i

It was true, the Lakashi were poised to begin boarding, all of them

her cot beneath the netting,

et little bed. They had gotten good at it. In only a week th

Hlratned how to stretch and turn in unison.
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it pushed ahead of the pack and jumped without solicitation. He
y meant to go somewhere, and Nancy followed him. Two more
i leapt onto the boat but before they had gotten their balance

oit tipped them back into the water, and then Marina jumped with-
': tever meaning to go. Easter laughed at her flat-footed landing and
= went and stood behind him, both of her hands on his shoulders.

 night they went to sleep separately, he in his hammock and she
and every night his dreams woke them
His dreams, not hers, and she would g0 and scoop him up, bring
back in with her where they would sleep out the rest of the night

ey had

The Lakashi were wading into the river and with the cross of breast-

e and dog paddle they favored, they swam. Marina looked at their
heads in the water and wondered if she would have swum out too,
to have something

them,

to do. Nancy Saturn removed her hat and waved
showing the short auburn hair she cropped herself. She called
thustastic series of farewells-—-goodbye in English and tchau in
guese and then some sort of humming sound followed by a high
ed cry that essentially meant I am gone from you in Lakashi. Afeer
urth or fifth repetition they finally turned around and swam back

ore. It wasn't as if they ever would have caught the boat. Easter was

unning the engine now that Dr. Swenson wasn't on board.

‘They only want a little recognition,” Nancy said, watching and

L3

aving as they fell farther and farther behind. “If you don't acknowl-

what they're doing they just keep doing it. Frankly, I don't think

're such good swimmers. You can't have half the tribe drowning on

Fad
_"way to the trading post.”

Nancy would have made a great social behaviorist,” Alan Sarurn
dropping a very tan arm over his wife's shoulders. “Dr. Rapp

d have loved her. There wete so many things we missed back then

Hia Nancy picked up on the very first time she came out here”

Tac



ANN PATCHETT STATE OF WONDER

“You knew Dr. Rapp?” Marina asked.

Nancy raised her eycbrows briefly and then sighed with the rec :

ognition of what was to come. “How in the world did you miss thatis

and began to rub it in, “To know Martin Rapp was to know
ick Swenson.”

; “*Don't ruin the story,” Alan said to her. He turned his attention
. . 2 A
lecture?” she said, stepping out from under her husband’s arm d'

rifling through her bag for sunblock and bug gel. She handed one tithé.

to Marina, that untapped source of listening pleasure. “Annick is
years older than I am, of course.” This news was delivered for
to Marina and began to use the other on herself. - yn vanity, as Alan Saturn, with his thinning white hair, enormous
Alan Saturn lifted his sunglasses to better show the delight inh eyebrows, and perilously slender ankles, could easily have been

eyes. “I was his student at Harvard! I was actually enrolled in t ::-' s older than Dr. Swenson. The only thin g that made Dr. Saturn
famous mycology class the year he broke his ankle in New Guinea and

wound up coming back to teach for the entire semester. Those
the lectures that were published by Oxford University Press, and there 8

younger was his younger wife. “She was coming down here years
me. They were, shall we say, quite inseparable in the field.”
iShe picked the boys who went on the trips,” Nancy said. “Only
~Iboys. She held interviews in his office at Harvard. She was the one who
1 1 f Alan, Dr. Ripp didn't have the time to fill the rosters himself”
: rina could see him then, a tall and lanky undergraduate, a
_ rucksack on his back. “You knew him t00?” she asked Nancy.

have been no end of papers written on them. I'm sure you must hava
read some of them. There were a great many legends built up around
that class. It was listed in the catalogue every year but Dr. Rapp vi iy
ally never made his way back to the classroom for more than a day:
two. In reality it was taught by some graduate student who had been'irt®

% ._.@incy gave a small, snorting laugh and applied a layer of sunblock

the field himself and was qualified to do no more than read the wHer breastbone, reaching into the collar of her shirt to do the job

and mark the tests. So while Studies in Mycology was considered! ,.“ “I came after Dr. Rapp.”

be one of the seminal classes at the university, no one but rubes act 3

" Alan Saturn was ignoring her now. He was launched. A giant tree
ally signed up for it. Signing up for the class was as good as admitting: Rie.

. en into the river and the roots and branches reached up through
you had no idea what was going on, so who better than me to ento L

water as if begging to be saved. A bright yellow bird with a long,

When people realized what had happened, that the great man . ; S ider neck sat on one of those branches and watched the boat as it

self was coming back to teach, you had a situation where seniors 2 passed. Benoit, having spotted the bird, began his frantic turning of

graduate students and in some cases faculty members were making hapes. “Martin Rapp was more than my teacher. He was the man I

cash offers to freshmen to give up their seats. I for one stood firm ar L wanted to be. He was fully engaged with his life every minute that he

was rewarded fortunes beyond that fifty bucks I turned down. I got. :‘; shived it: He didn'e trudge along doing what someone else told him to do.
teWas never a cog in the wheel. He held his head up and looked at the

eWetld around him. Now, my father was a very decent man, worked as

know Dr. Rapp that semester, I made sure of it, and so ] was askeJr.
travel with him in the Amazon for the next three summers in a rows!

“Is that how you met Dr. Swenson?” Marina thought of her teach '
taking the trouble to catch the red-eyc back from Manaus, To the Dt

or in Detroit back when there were men in Detroit who had their
its made. He worked until his hands were so twisted with arthritis he

of her memory Dr. Swenson hadn’t missed a single class, § i i.: i 't hold a needle. If 2 man came into the store and told my father

Nancy Saturn smeared a great handful of white paste across e c : :_' he wanted, the only word my father had for him was yes. It didn't

iFs - ™
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matter if it was a ridiculous order, didn't matter if this guy showed Ui
on Saturday morning and wanted his suit for Saturday night and there
was already work piled to the rafters, my father said yes. And once m
father said yes it was as good as done because that word was all he had ®

J'

in the world. He spent his life in the backroom of a store and the o

death, fascinated by it. He was taking notes. He was in his eight-
1en, he couldn’t go out to the sites anymore. When I asked him if
till did his meditation he said to me, “‘Why would this time be any
erent?’ That was the thing most people never knew about him: if he
in his house in Cambridge or he was in 2 tent in the driving rain
thing he knew about his environment was that needle going in and otk §
of the cloth. He did all this so my brothers and I could go to collc 3‘ .
and not be tailors and have the luxury of telling somebody no somen:]ip _
So off I went to Harvard, the tailor’s boy from Michigan. The next
thing I knew I was sitting in a lecture hall and in walked the grea _-
Martin Rapp, his ankie sunk in a plaster boot, his crutches swmgﬂi
forward. He came up to the lectern and he said, ‘Gentlemen, close ye £

ide Iquitos, he always meditated, and that's back in the days when
adly a handful of Indians and maybe a few Tibetans had even heard
;‘ he - word, He used to say we all had a compass inside of us and what we
1_ ed to do was to find it and to follow it. But we were undergraduates
: { for the most part we couldn't find our asses with our hands and so
Tollowed his compdss instead. Until we knew how to be men by our
_ standards we tried to be men like Dr. Rapp. We never would be,
books and listen. We have nothing less than the world to consider. [ urse, but it was still a noble goal. I look out over this river now and
were awestruck, every last one of us. We would have sat there for Hib i
full four years of college. I remember everything about that day, tha
room, the giant blackboards, the light coming in those leaded glﬁ
windows. What I saw in front of me was the character of a man. It w

the most remarkable ching, and I've never had that experience bcﬁﬂ

or since. It was some sort of aura he had. From ten rows away [ h -;, _ ihewas in the water and then into the jungle, gone. Gone! And there we

1sec him, paddling the canoe along with the rest of us, In fact we
d have stopped paddling, crying like children about our blisters
obr splinters, and he would just keep on. He wouldn't say a word
then all of a sudden he would turn the boat so hard we would

capsize, He would take it to shore and the next thing we knew

exactly who he was and I knew I would follow him anywhere.” 708 , alone. Ten minutes later he'd walk back out with a mushroom in
“Here,” Nancy said to Marina, “take the sunblock and give me I:Es : )

bug gel.” | w'- : utp the coordinates and taking pictures of the site, and then he was
Marina took the sunblock but there was only so much sunbw
could do. As careful as she had tried to be she was as dark as the narives ‘__.
now. Her own mother wouldn't recognize her. ;
“Listen to her,” Alan said, declining to take the paste himself. 'Wa ;
didn't have sunblock back then. It was a melanoma that killed Dr. R
in the end. By the time they found it, it had spread everywhere there ¥

for a melanoma to go. I cannot imagine all the years he spent in an op

andkerchief, the surest sign that the discovery was now complete.
ing he did was orchestrated, every movement was beautiful. We
doys would scramble into the jungle trying to figure out what he'd seen
4 26d how he'd known those mushtooms were there, and when we'd ask
m he would say, ‘I keep my eyes open.’” Alan Saturn was moved by
: ." memory. “ ‘T keep my eyes open.’ That was the lesson. T have to rell
boat with no more than a straw hat and a white shirt for protectio o1 ]
amazing he lasted as long as he did. I came back to Cambridge to see
him in the end and he was every bit himself. He was interested in fis

those were the happiest sumnmers of my life.”
ooking along the edges of the river in the blinding daylight, the
of the jungle as tight as twenty chain-link fences stacked to-
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h& the story of how I related to my father and then later to my
netitor, who, it is obvious enough, was a father figure to me. I'm not
"sﬁ’.presenttng my father. I say he’s a hard worker, a provider. But if I

gether, Marina could imagine that reaching in to pluck a single ml.la#h
room from the forest floor must have been an act akin to pulling a fu I'
grown sheep from a top hat, at once dazzling and pointless. I"
turned back from the steering wheel of the boat and waved to 1 towards Dr. Rapp as a role model then that's my choice to make.”

Benoit looked for birds in the trees. ‘“.Nancy waited a long time before shrugging her shoulders. The

“So why didn't you go back with him after that?” i fug appeared to cost her something. “I can see that.”
L

“I hear you, though,” he said. “And I appreciate what you're saying”

Matina wondered if they had been through a great deal of marriage
ool eling o if it was possible that this was the way they had spoken
4 each other all along, It was such a long time ago that she had been
ried. She couldn't,imagine she and Josh Su had, in their twenties,
had such an exchange.

"Malaria,” Alan said, and gave a sigh for the memory of what fie
had lost. “I got it in Peru the summer after my junior year. Dr. R '
had had malaria who knows how many times. He said I'd pull throt.l i :
it fine, but I didn't do so well. After I got home I ended up havmg a
sit out the first semester of my senior year. By the time the summ f
came around again and Dr. Rapp was putting his crew together I w3
probably back to ninety-five percent but my father wouldn't let me go I

You said there were two things,” Alan said.

i
i 43 “Annick Swenson.”

shouldn't blame him, I suppose. He thought he was protecting me, s i
4,

I couldn’t make him understand. My father had never seen the worl Ci : She isn't in the story.”
. “She is implicit in every stoty about Dr. Rapp. Your story tells as

chiby what you leave out as what you put in.”

he didn't think it was much of a crime to keep me from it.” j
Nancy Saturn looked at her husband, great streaks of unabsorbed '
Itleave out what was private in his life. Those matters didn’t con-
itetn me and they didn't concern science.”
- - 'Llsten to him,” the second Dr. Saturn said, turning to Marina,
S TWhiat is this, Meet the Press?” She pivoted back to her husband. “It
: -. E lutely did concern’you. When one's role model brings his mistress
:'-- g trip after trip with a dozen boys and you are one of those boys
“Tell me,” Alan said. e ithen it concerns you, It concerns you when you later go to his house

white paste still standing on her chin and around het ears. She waited

for another minute to see if there was anything else forthcoming and

then she asked him, “Finished?” i
“Those are some highlights,” he said. :"
“As many times as I've heard this story there are two things ¢ ‘1‘,

never sit well with me,” she said. e

“Well, first, your poor father. Why must he always be made th o 3 havc dinner with your mentor and his wife.”
drudge in opposition to the free spirit of Martin Rapp? He didi; | "Dr. Swenson was his mistress?” Marina said. Just saying it brought

r igur taste to her mouth, It was, she thought, 2 terrible word, and in

Way representative. A mistress was a woman who waited in a hotel

want his son who still had occasional relapses of malaria to returito®
the jungle where he'd gotten it in the first place? That doesn't seem
criminal to me.”
his is what I meant by private,” Alan said pointedly to his wife.
rs. Rapp lives in Cambridge and has three daughters. She is
ty-two. We send her grapefruit ac Christmas. I'm not saying people

Alan Saturn considered his wife thoughtfully for some time, chﬁf- 2
ing over her criticism. He brushed some sott of leggy cricket out of hls
hair. “You have a valid point,” he said finally. “But this is the story of
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3 LI k| 3 . -
don't have affairs, even very decent people, let us be so lucky as to falk X0 were nineteen years old and he was picking mushrooms!”

into that category. But we cannot unbraid the story of another persot :r ncy Saturn had a wild look in her eyes, as if she were telling the
i, y-of what had happened to her child and not her husband. “His
esé must have been through medical school by then. At the very
you would think she could have stayed with you.”

Alan Saturn would have stormed away at this point, the desire to

life and take out all the parts that don't suit our purposes and put f
only the ones that do. He was a great scientist, I will grant you 't
and by all accounts a true charismatic, but he was also deeply un it '
ful to two women and frankly that bothers me. It bothers me that e
man you say you wanted to become was a lifelong philanderer.” _{'

“When did this start?” Marina asked. A
“We can take the life apart. We do it all the time.” The veinso

\ her was plamly tw:tchlng in his muscles, working t:hrough his jaw,
: y were on a boat on a river in the ;ung]e "The incident you are

ring to happened a very long time ago.” His voice was steady and

Alan Saturn’s temples were pressing forward with their new inflttx.of “I'clearly made a mistake in confiding it to you.”
blood. “Picasso put his cigarettes out on his girlfriends and we ..‘:"
love the paintings any less for it. Wagner was a fascist and I can L “

b ik

you every bar in the opening of Die Walkiirz." o

Tm your wife. It would have come out eventually.” Nancy Saturn
not in the least bit ready to break away. She saw she had a game
tage and did not blink.

“I don’t know Picasso and I don't know Wagner!” ou knew nothing about Annick and Dr. Rapp?” Alan said to

“And you didn’t know Drz. Rapp!”
The shouting caused Benoit to raise his eyes from the field guids

finally. There were still sparks of rage in his voice even when it
Was'directed to her.

Not a clue,” Marina said. She would have liked to separate herself
7’-: ‘the Saturns now, to find a place on the boat without roaches

LT

: ete she could sit down, because even though she could say that based

: it e information that had been presented Alan Saturn was wrong—
tress! If I didn't know those two women I feel certain you'd be rlg];ﬂ;‘ Rapp had behaved badly, and Nancy Saturn was right, such mat-

would be just another bit of gossip from the annals of history, butth rhaft

he was studying. He pointed to the top of a tree and said in English
“Look!” But neither of the Drs. Saturn looked, nor did Marina, anidiaft

i
43

s

L

course Easter missed it completely. B

“I know his wife!” Nancy satd, her voice high. “I know his'd 5:,

te worthy of ]udgment-—she found herself siding with Alan
isn't the case. You can't separate it out when it's someone yot know e there was much in his single-minded devotion to a mentor that

4 "=l F
can tell you he wasn'’t a good man.” riand ded a familiar note. In this life we love who we love. There were

“He was the greatest man I ever knew.” stories in which facts were very nearly irrelevant,

“He left you with a tribe of Indians in Peru when youhad a fe u "Yes, he said, trying to slow his breath:ng, pethaps another learned
a hundred and five]” HES el que “Well, a private matter.” Nancy opened her mouth but he

“And they took me to Iquitos and eventually I got to Lima. 1o abhis hand gently on her forehead and used his thumb to rub in a clot
block that was clinging to the roots of her hair. He cleared his

it. He was trying very hard to settle them both. “You see that river

wasn't as if he stretched me out next to a log in the jungle and
away. We all undetstood the terms of the agreement going in. Am
who slowed down the group would be cut from the group. Dr. o 1" He was speaking to Marina. He nodded towards a tributary. It
was there to work and we were there to learn.” b ' d have been easily missed, the small opening folded into the jungle
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so discreetly. “You follow that river to the Hummocea tribe. It's two,}

: *';"' They had passed the opening in the jungle now. Looking back over
or three hours from here. "They are the closest tribe to the Lakashi and; I

| Bt shoulder Marina found it nowhere in evidence. Had they turned
yet in all the times I've been here I've never seen them.” It was his onel!

heroic attempt to change the subject. He took his hand from his wifes’
head and there passed between them a tacit agreement. They were on 'i
boat. They were not alone. They would find a way to stop this. i

the boat around she wasn't sure that she could find it. “No reports in
&ie last fifty years, but it doesn't sound like anyone is going up there
regular surveys about their habits.”

“They've shot poisoned arrows at traders,” Nancy said. “Either
H’Ey'te not very good shots and the arrows have landed wide of the

o

“Dr. Swenson said that Easter was Hummocea,” Marina said, ui- 2
derstanding that her part in the play was to pretend that nothing had®
happened. :

boats, or they are very good shots and they mean it to be a warning, If
*' Ster were at some point in his life a Hummocea, no one has plans to
send him back.”

' When they arrived at the trading post it seemed less like Canada

“No one really knows,” Nancy said, weighing her words out catti
fully. “But it’s the only logical explanation. The Jinta wouldn't ha e

left him.” B, and mote like Florida, A dozen or so tourists had come with their

“Did anyone try and take him back? Sece if they were missing ‘§ﬁiﬂé in an open boat from their eco-lodge to watch the Jinta children
boy?” Marina looked over at Easter bur he did not turn his head in thl‘:_1

-t their grass skirts as they twitched their nonexistent hips in time to
direction of the smaller river. Benoit was showing him a picture. He

t t thiindering thythm of drums. The drums were played by middle-
was steering with one hand. . "'-'_- men, shirtless and thick, who were most likely the fathers. The
“Tribes are like countries,” Alan Saturn said. “They each have th :If _Eiérs had run stripes of what looked to be red lipstick down their
jfioses and across their cheeks and thrashed their heads from side to

own national characters. Tribes like the Jinta are essentially Canadiami
Other tribes, like the Hummocca, are more North Korean. Because we. . “side like members of a garage band. The drummers were good but

1

have no direct contact with them we have very little information aboub S their children were better, their wrists encircled in tufts of grass. There

what they do, and the information we do have keeps us away.” ‘ wefe twenty of them or more ranging from very tiny to a few who were
“Dr. Swenson has seen them,” Marina said. “She told me so w -h_'-: :- ' tly bigger than Easter; and they stamped out a complicated pat-
we were coming in.”
“And that’s all she’s told you,” Alan said. “The story doesn't go
farther than that one piece of information: she's seen them and thc?
frightened her. Just the idea of Annick being frightened of somet]'iing_l

is enough to keep me away.”

steth of footwork and then hopped in a large circle on one foot while
i %ﬂiﬁding out the hue and cry of warriors. The tourists, enchanted,
itook pictures with their cell phones. A girl of ten or twelve with a red
'B-iscus tucked behind her ear stepped forward to dance a solo with
‘Bm constrictor around her neck and so nicely did it hang and sway
HFroth her arms that one could not help but be reminded that a feather

“They'te cannibals,” Nancy said.

“They were cannibals,” Alan said, “which is only to say a small patt| 3 Eéf'Was made to imitate a snake. The mothers of the dancers quickly
of the meat was eaten in rituals, not that they subsisted on a regulan’ _ ead cloths on the ground and set out an array of small blow guns,
diet of human flesh, and there haven't been any reports of it happening

in the last fifty years."

B e A 5 N
ity carved white herons, and string bracelets woven with red seeds.
B Having been given an opportunity to shop, the white women began
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e people watched them. It would never have been her preference to
art of a tourist ateraction. One of the children handed her the sloth
d'she took it, She hung it around her neck and continued her dance,

bartering, wanting a bracelet and a necklace for the price of the btaced

let alone. One of the women handed her husband the camera and ¢ '
came and stood beside Marina. “Take my picture with this one,” sheg ,
Bl setling the soft, warm hair against her skin. Had anyone given her a
_ dice, she would have chosen instead to be back on the potch behind

-ﬂ_
L

said. “She’s twice the size of the rest of them.” 4
Marina, in her Lakashi dress, put her arm around the womans!
waist so that her own red seed bracelet would show in the picture. storage shed beneath her mosquito netting reading Little Dorrit. Still,

Easter went and stood beside one of the men with a tall ke de _I"knew it was somehow less humiliating, less disrespectful, to dance

With the natives than it was to simply stand there watching them.
. Dollars accumulated in a woven basket, offerings to the gods. The
ettets were given to the tourists’ guide, who said he had two hours off

: '}ﬁanaus the next day and would mail them himself, Benoit had been

drum and put his hands on either side of the base. After a minute_.
began to nod his head in time. A boy came out with a three-toed slo this
and hung it around a tourist’s neck and the animal, barely awake, tilked:

¥
back its head and seemed to smile at her. The sloth, for posing in/pice
5 i . .. A
falking to the man the entire time and recciving strong advice on the

'r Sottance of English and German. He should speak Spanish as well.

guese was nothing more than a baseline accomplishment.

tures, was an even bigger hit than Marina. A heavyset woman in a d i
T-shirt and cutoff jeans then arrived with a struggling fifty po I-E

=
h

capybara in her arms. She held it on its back the way one would a baby,
possibly thinking the large rodent would take a nice picture as w
but the animal squealed and writhed and then finally bit her so that L
was forced to drop it and watch it sprint away into the undergrowtty @ n their way back from the trading post, Marina and the Saturns

shrieking in fear. That was when two very old men in enormous fea n-.. — gave Benoit all of their attention. They looked at every bird and

monkey he pointed to and when he found the correlating picture in

o
L

ered headdresses came skipping slowly out of a thatched hut shdl ing!
rain sticks, and the dancing children fell into a line behind them. ] e book they told him how to pronounce the words in English, spot-
elder of the two men, the one with no teeth, stopped and took Mafindky joliedtoucanet, Alan had brought binoculars and showed Benoit how to
' ‘_'them. Perhaps the tourists had rubbed off on them because they

hand, tugging at her gently. _
ved as tourists now. They kept their collective gaze focused on the

“You're supposed to dance,” Naney said. . be
“I can't do this,” Marina said. 5
“I don't think there’s any choice.” i :
Marina looked at the crowd and then at the Indians and the --'
sage on every face was exactly the same: no choice. And so she took the

chief’s hand which he then held high above his head, about the level: _'
Marina's cheekbone, and together they did the slow skip forward whils!

'.| ter and the leaves and the sky and scarcely looked at one another at
;_; They caught a glimpse of pink dolphins and discussed birds. They
todk a few unnecessary turns up very small tributaries because Benoit
;H?.’- them out to Easter and Easter, being free of all agenda, was
i”' By to oblige. Marina and the Saturns had burned through so much
bmidtion eatlier in che day that now they all felt remarkably placid, or

the men beat their drums and the tourists took their pictures and th ‘ aps only exhausted. They had not passed another living soul since

children followed with their dances, their snake and their sloth, In this: n left the Jintas and the world scemed something silent and wide,

group Marina danced with the people who were not white while té ? onging only to them. On the left there was what appeared to be a
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-

crisp freld of floating green lettuce. Benoit tapped at Easter’s arm ai to'cast it away from his body while holding on too tight for the snake's

the boy turned the wheel and took them in. ott. The reprile’s long, recurved teeth snapped fetociously into
the ait, diving towards Benoit’s wrist while Benoit whipped the head
HOm side to side, buying time until he could close the distance between
]r id and head. He rolled onto his side and then his back, managing
ISdﬁeflow to pull the first half of the reptile on board while it failed

iike'a downed electrical wire. At its neck the snake was as big around as

&
Ta
o

Beneath the sounds of bird calls there was che most delicate 3o
of crunching, as if the boat were making its way through a lig] __
frozen pond in December and the ice, half the thickness of a wm
pane, was breaking apart to let them pass. Marina leaned over’
front of the boat and watched the lettuce compact beneath the pol 5'-
toons while behind them the plants knitted themselves back toge £

s
smoothing over the path they had made without so much as a d m-

oit's wrist, and from there its body, smooth scales of darkest green
black blotches on the back and then creamy light underneath,

aged leaf. We are here, Marina thought, and we were never here. It ; ed into a size more in keeping with his thigh. The snake kept

a green so much brighter, so much fresher than anything she'd set pdlling up and pulling up, more and more of itself slithering up and

the jungle. Long toed birds strolled across the delicate meadow 0t the deck in thick, muscular rolls where it sought to make its way

such confidence it was tempting to think those tiny foating pl o Benoit's body: extending out against him, kneading him, while
might hold the weight of a single pharmacologist. The question Benoit struggled mightily to keep their two faces apart. Do not let the
‘Bices touch.

F x'i"Put it backi” Nancy screamed in English, the Ianguage that stood

a3

was whether the water was a foot deep or twenty feet decp. Bentit
smacked at Easter again and held up his hand and Easter stoppel:t e

boat. Benoit lay down on his belly then, his head and shoulders ovef’ fl'::; tDetween Benoit and his dream of being a tour guide. “Drop it!”

“Fiick!” Alan Saturn said, and then repeated the word endlessly for

side. He had seen something. The Saturns came and leaned over 11}
1pood measure,

Marina leaned over him. “Is it a fish?" Nancy said. “Peixe?”
Benoit shook his head.
“T don't see anything,” her husband said. =

* Hehad caughe it sure enough but he hadn't caught it close enough to
3 -hcad There was too much available snake above Benoit’s hand, and

Easter kept his eyes on Benoit, who, without looking at his cat taits tHe
P ¥4 , s g

ﬁake'_s' enormous gaping mouth sought purchase, its jaws opening
again, pointed his hand to the left, to the right, and then a little b o

than such a little head should reasonably dictate. In a flash there

Easter held the throttle low and scooted the big boat around in "; evidence of many rows of smaller teeth lined up and waiting to

smallest possible increments until Benoit, every ounce of his a

$dmp into skin. Only by swinging it wildly did he keep the snake from

tion fixed into the sweet spring of lettuce, abruptly raised his h ilking into his wrist. Benoit seemed fixated only on the six inches of

and Easter killed the engine altogether. The silence was startlihg, :. ‘;iSnike between the top of his fist and the tip of its tongue while

budding naturalist, still flat on his stomach, then dove that same '"’?‘L,r“ O ietely ignoring the enormous body that was working its way heav-

down through the leaves and began to pull the colossus of all'st kes, AWyionto his own body now, and Benoit, who was wet with sweat and

into the boat. I.twater the snake brought on board, was laughing. There on his

Human instinct dictated first that the snake must be kept ay b pinned like a wrestler in an unsporting match, he roared with a

from the face, and so Benoit straightened his arm to rigid as if wi joy while he tried to work the one hand upwards with the as-
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sistance of the other hand. Easter, ever helpful, grabbed onto the los '::I .' P _.;‘-Maybe Marina understood before he did but of course that would

= beimpossible to say. In a moment everything was clear to her and she
' stepped through the wall of her own revulsion and fear and took the
*tatl end of the snake that was pressed into Easter’s hip. Its flesh was at
clammy and dry, cool despite the terrible heat of the day. She had

half of their guest and tried to pry it off of his friend. There was -:"
much coiling and uncoiling for an accurate measurement but the sna
appeared to be fifteen feet long, eighteen when it stretched. Benoit -_:
peared to be five feet, five inches, and he was outweighed by as much‘“

fifty pounds. The three doctors pressed away, screaming various inveak Jonke dissected a snake in a college biology class, a small black garter

- dnake long dead and stinking of formaldehyde. She had cut it down
the center and pinned it open on a wax-bottom pan. To the best of her
m emory that was the only snake she had ever touched. She touched the
“second one as she worked to pull it from the boy. When she had pried
= afittle of it loose she moted her hands up the body, hand over hand

tives in an unhelpful language. Marina wanted to jump in the wa
and to run across the lettuce with the long toed birds, buc who coulé
say the snake didn't have a family down there? There was an ode J
none of them recognized, the smell of a furious reptile, an oily steric!
of putrid rage that sunk into the membranes of their nostrils as if-

planned to stay there forever. The back half of the snake whipped dg '1 she was working her way up a rope, except the end of the rope then

fiis

and made itself a knot around Easter's slender waist and wrapped ahtl (Dt to wrap arofind her wrist. It was a muscle like nothing she had

-'-'. encountered, It did not fight against her. It did not notice her. She

d Easter coughed again. Benoit could now see the problem as

wrapped and at the moment its head swung past, Easter reached
the air, his hand 2 quarter second faster than the snake, and grabbec[
throat just below the head, well above Benoit’s fist. Easter had c& ghitr
the snake that Benoit had caught, A

well: his friend was wrapped inside the snake and the snake had figured
ol way to loosen the hand that held its neck. Benosit slid his hand
#p to cover Easter’s hand just as Easter’s hand fell away. Easter tried to
1‘-- his own small hands between himself and the snake and when
ed to get just his fingertips in between them the snake felt the
idvement of his breath and squeezed. Easter’s eyes shot first to Marina
afid'there she saw the very soul of him in his fear and she pulled and
. an's hands were by her hands and they were pulling together, all of
Lt  Benoit from the throat while Nancy Saturn cried for a knife, a
xnife, and then “faca!”

Oh, the whooping! The triumph and revelry! They shook ¢
jungle with their screams, Benoit and Easter, for sure enough Eastett
was screaming, and the sound was so piercing, so much like the §§0'. ;
of death, that all three doctors were sure the boy was bitten and.th ;
lunged forward with the instinct of human decency to save his life. B ' !
Easter was grinning madly as he gripped the snake while Benoit, # ot

was considerably stronger, held fast below. They looked into the creas!
ture’s mouth now like a carnival attraction while the tongue, a silveteg)
3

spark of light, licked towards them. . ;':iiﬂut Benoit could not hear her now, He was frozen to the snake that

“It’s a fucking anaconda!” Alan said. “He caught an anaconda witl} Wis in the business of killing his friend who may have been eleven or

his hands!” Alan Saturn seemed to be at the perfect intersection of 1 ve but was very small for his age.

tI"IC thrtllmg aChiEVCant of the LakﬂShi, the terror OF Marina a-ﬂ& "ﬂ. ; :Td[ me there i5a fucking kﬂl& on thiS boa[!” Nancy said_ EElStEl"S

ilipé were turning blue. From either the lack of oxygen or the weight

i
F

wife, and the rage of the snake, whose eyes had focused into two pini#
points of murderous desire. iofthe snake he went down on his knees. It occurred to Marina that
Bl

Easter coughed. spine could snap. They all went down to their knees, Marina knew
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there was a machete strapped to the steering column of the boat, --f-?-‘ i
knife that Easter had used to trim away the branches when he tied thé
boat to a tree. In an instant she was up, The knife was neatly as "
as her arm, as heavy as a tennis racket, and she put the blade just abort:
Benoit’s fist and with a single pass sliced off the head. It would ha
been the greatest moment of her life had cutting off the head killed®
the snake but the beheading changed nothing, On the deck the busy:
head continued to snap its murderous teeth, moving in a slow circle

the jaw opened and closed, while its body went about the business -i':r_;

strangling a boy. :

“Jesus,” she said. She could see the tendons standing out on Beno s

neck, she could see his crooked bottom teeth, his open jaw jutting " :
it

ward in the exertion, the blood of the headless snake running down

arm. While Benoit continued to pull the top of the snake, the Saturas ;
continued to pull the bottom, and in the middle Easter continued
death. Marina began to saw into the rolls of headless snake, her hand:Z
at Easter’s head and the point of the machete at Easter’s toes. Hes 3
objective was to cut through both coils simultaneously as she doubtt
there would be time to do this twice. At no point did Easter ""g:_
sound. He would not use another teaspoon of breath. He stayed st
still inside this jacket and kept his eyes on Marina. First there wasdil
large vertebral column that required Marina to lean in as she sawtd, :
much as she would have leaned in to saw apart a human wrist with ﬁ
long knife at a bad angle. She had worried about pressing too hard
curting into Easter, but Easter was still very far away. She cracked i g'
vertebra in the first coil and then worked the knifc from side to side o
break the second bend. She then cut through the ribs, the thick m
that ran down to the belly scute, the cloaca. When she was very
to Easter she put the knife down and ripped the bit of the snake it
was left with her hands. The heavy weight of the snake worked in
favor then, tearing itself as it fell to the deck.

Nancy Saturn picked the boy up, light as air this child, and stretch

i
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|'H.'In out beside his murderer and blew into his mouth and blew, her lips
'E_&t"ned in to cover so small a mouth. With one hand behind his neck
* the tilted back his head and with her other hand she blocked his nose
she blew until she saw his chest rise and none of them could tell
"_ hose breath it was. She stopped for a minute. It was his. Shallow and

"-_fl_.‘;.‘n'even at first but his own, She lifted up his shirt and lightly rouched

u}ﬁ'lc red welts across his torso and Alan Saturn kneeled beside her and
i Puthis ear to Easter’s chest. Benoit crouched away from them, his head
 against his knees, his back heaving with his breath, while on the other

i side of the boat Easter’s eyes blinked. Marina sat down beside him then

i the widening pool of blood and took his hand.
It was sull daylight when they got back. Alan Saturn was driving

‘Jﬂk boat and even though a couple dozen Lakashi were waiting on the
i tHore the branches they held in their hands had not been lit. When

saw the boat they stood up to watch but they did not jump or
‘Z}f{ out, It could have been because the travelers had only been gone
| for half a day and it could have been because Dr. Swenson was not
them. Either way, everyone on the boat was relieved, though
"ﬂﬁm was more to celebrate now than there had been in all their lives

fj?’ﬂhlbined. But when Alan Sarurn pulled up next to the little dock and
‘m'c;[.akashi came on board the boat, the calling and crying broke forth
; ‘lin earnest, not the theatrical display of the week before but a deep and
_‘ iding joy Marina had not seen. Three men picked up the threc large
& ﬂlunks of the snake from the blood-slicked deck and a fourth man

4

picked up the head, the very head Marina had meant to kick into the

. %lter though she had been unwilling to touch it again cven with her

. foot. They carried off the picces of the snake, cach as heavy as a small
tree, and hoisted them about their heads to show the ebullient crowd.
_i'_tllm: would be anaconda for dinner tonight. It would be a feast to
'_a._: the grandchildren about years from now. So many Lakashi slapped
tieir hands against Benoit they were beating him. They held out their

ﬂ"ﬁnks of snake in a rare offer of inclusion towards the Saturns, who

LN
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leaned into each other fiercely and declined. Easter stood to walk b . ould have been hit by an SUV while riding his bike. His odds

I'_I:letter against the snake.”
“What?”

e .
It s dangerous here, you don't need to tell me that, but it's more
A 3

when he started to sway almost immediately, Benoit lifted him into ki
arms and the Lakashi cheered for them while the boy cried out in'pa iny;
Marina led them back to the porch and had Benoit put Easter inth ct
bed and when Benoit was gone she crawled beneath the net hersd.ﬁ;_; 8ingerous there. This is where he understands things, he knows how
gtl: along, Maybe he's cracked some ribs, but you watch him, he'll
befine. Dr. Eckman had ideas about taking Easter home with him.

if the hearing loss were nerve-based he might benefit from a

lic beside him. They were alive and together and they reeked of st

It wasn't long before Dr. Swenson came and found the t
them there in the litele bed, shoulder ro shoulder holding hands, sin il
Hansel, big Gretel. Easter had fallen asleep taking shallow bre the tochlear implant, but you can't change people like that. You can’t make
through his mouth, but Marina's eyes were open wide. Even -"fi.' heari g boy out of a deaf boy, and you can't turn everyone you meet
all this time it still wasn't completely dark. “The Saturns told’ i .'anAmerican. Easter 1sn't a souvenir anyway, a lictle something you
pocket on your way out to remind you of your time in South America.
3 Dﬁkepf your head, Dr. Singh, you saved his life. I commend you for
','Buf if you think tHe reward for saving the boy’s life is keeping the
r._ﬂlen I'must tell you this is not the case. A simple thank you will
ito suffice. He is not available.”

what happened.” Dr. Swenson reached beneath the net and to
his hair. . '

“I don’t know what happened,” Marina said, her eyes straight i '1";
the point where the net knotted together. "It doesn't make any st .
He saw a snake in the water and he pulled it onto the boat? Why w

he do thac?”
“Benoit wants to be a tour guide and the stock and trade o

would have been the easiest thing in the world for Marina to tell
;‘Ehfenson that she had no idea what she was talking about, when

1,.' Dr. Swenson was saying was perfectly clear, she had simply put
1 words before Marina had made it a complete thoughe, the same

Amazon tour guide is the ability to pick things up—tarantulas, Cait
lizards, all sorts of ridiculous things. Pulling an anaconda into a ba
an extraordinary accomplishment. I've never seen anyone manage 1 Mafshe would answer the questions on Grand Rounds the split second
before Marina had them formujated in her mind. Marina was in fact
Mol _eﬁ‘ts from coming to the conclusion that the thing to do would be
'é'Easter home with her, that it was what Anders had wanted, that
s what she wanted, that in some bizarre way this was the child of
1 s

theitunion, the product of the scven years Anders and Marina spent

I've scen people try. Had it ended better he probably would have :
you to write a letter to the National Board of Tourism.” s
“It’s a miracle the thing didn't bite one of them. I'll be seeing
fangs for the rest of my life.” ;
Dr. Swenson shook her head. “Teeth,” she said, “not fangs. I'mitoill
the bite is extremely painful and it's a monstrous business gettihé ._

head disengaged, but it isn’t a poisonous snake. What that anlj{eq '

npether in a cramped lab. Easter was her compensation for what she
fdlost. Dr. Swenson had simply seen it before Marina, and in seeing

doing to Easter was a much more setious business than biting” % e-cut her off at the pass. “It was horrible,” Marina said weakly,

Marina turned her head to face her mentor. “What about hi ing at least some sympathy for what she was being asked to forfeit.

his spleen? If we were home I could take him for a CT” wiemeant the snake.

“If you were home he wouldn't have been squeezed by an ana

* Im sure it was.” Dr. Swenson put her hand against the boy’s fore-
8
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head, checking for fever, and then dipped two fingers into his neck o' Ei}_ﬂ'ure of pregnancy. It was something Marina was sure she had never
 seen her do. Her shirt rode up and showed the roundness of her belly.
kniow you have seen women here who are my age or older and they

count his pulse. “Did you ever want children of your own, Dr. SingHi_
And there she was again, anticipating the next emotion, following'8

Marina’s train of thought backwards: I canmot keep this child. I should bives i

A
oy

¢ ptegnant. I've heard you comment on them.”
i “But they're Lakashi.” Marina wasn't sure if what she was saying

had a child. She wondered if she were particularly cransparent or if D. £

.

s racist or scientific. This distortion of biology is for them, not for
.lii:'_SI'le could still hear them singing by the river, beating on drums, no
She was amazed that Dr., Swenson hadn't commented on that. _ -,“,_ ot tenderizing the snake before they held it on sticks above the fire,
“And that time has passed?”
Marina shrugged. It was a peculiar kind of therapy, lying flat ot

Swenson just had a special knack for reading her. “There was a l:imé;.T
Marina said. She could not make peace with the stench of the snakd !

?g_’n'ilatever one did to cook a snake in these parts.
k- “They are Lakashi indeed, so that is the question. We know that if

with the child you had only now realized you wanted while being : ced S Lithiey eat the bark consistently from the onset of first menses their ova
if you had wanted a child. “I'm forty-two, I seriously doubt my life will® :' pear not to deteriorate. But Americans wouldn't feed their daughters
::_Eonthly pill from the time they're thirteen on the off chance the
', will want to wait until she’s fifty to reproduce. What we have to
fiid out is whether or not the bark can reinvigorate the reproductive
ﬂi?_icity of the postmenopausal woman.”

" "And youTe the test case? You couldn't find someone else to do
?”

Dr. Singh, what I have discovered about these trees is not what I et SR “There are no postmenopausal Lakashi. That's the whole point.”
pected. It will not be what your pharmaceutical company expects. IL*E

change so much in the next year or two that it would be possible.” "
was no longer sure about what she wanted from Mr. Fox, and hers
not an age for indecision. 40

“There will be nothing but time, don't you understand? That's w }
the Lakashi are offering. If I can have a child at seventy-three, then w '
shouldn't you have one at forty-three, forty-five? I'll cell you the truff®

~ "Then you get a Jinta. You don't take it yourself.”

“How quickly we put our medical ethies aside. I developed this
f1believe in it, and clearly I do, then I should be willing to test

myself.”

“Who is the father?”

Dr. Swenson looked at her with the gravest disappointment, the

s ppointment she reserved for first year medical students. "Rcally.

Singh, you are not serious.”

something much greater, much more ambitious than anything we h
hoped for. That was Dr, Rapp's great lesson in the Amazon, in science 1
Never be so focused on what you're looking for that you overlook
thing you actually find.” :

Marina was sitting up now. She had disengaged her hand from :
ter's though the two were faitly stuck together from where the sn
blood had dried and scaled them into one unit. She came outside ln
net. “You'e telling me you're pregnant?”

Dr. Swenson blinked. For a moment she looked mote surpr

than Marina. “You thought I was far?”

~ 'Given the circumstances of the day, Marina would have sworn that
was nothing left 1o upset her, and still she felt her hands shaking,
derstand that you are conducting an extremely limited initial trial
“You're seventy-three years old!” urself but the end result of this experiment will be a child and,

Dr. Swenson folded her hands on top of her stomach in a unive il ith all good wishes for your longevity, you may not be around as long
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A to bear them or to raise them either. The Lakashi are used to it.
ﬁus is their particular fate. They can hand off their infants to their
¥ ' ddaughters, They don't have to raise them. That is the only reward

as you might like to look after it. If there is no father in the traditio -
sense, then what happens to the outcome?” J':!

“There are plenty of children around here. Do you really think ot
more is going to break the tribe? I am very well regarded. Any outcoti@" . h these late-life children: you know they won't be your responsibility.
-llld never felt old before this, that is a fact. I have avoided mirrors my

of mine, as you so warmly describe this child, would be welcomed : __
5 dim: life. T have no better sense of whar I look like at seventy-three

well cared for.”

I
e

“You're going to leave it here? Annick Swenson's child will be raised ¢ than I did at twenty. I've had some arthritis in my shoulder but noth-
by the Lakashi?” T g to speak of. I keep on. I have kept coming down here, kept up with
. my work, Dr. Rapp's work. I have not lived the life of an old woman
cause [ was not an old woman. I was only myself. But this thing, this
-~§]’|ﬂd, it has made me firmly scventy-three. It has made me older than
| that. By straying into the territory of the biologically young I have been
nished. I would have to say rightfully so.”

& Marina looked at her teacher, looked at her feet flling out a bat-

1 ered pair of Birkenstocks, looked at the way gravity pinned her to

“They are a decent, well-organized people.”

“You went to Radcliffe.”

“T didn't love it.” ¥

Easter slept through all of it. Marina looked down on him in :;5;;
bed. His shirt and arms and face were smeared with blood. Som::l‘m:l‘_n;r
in all of this she hadn't noticed it before. She would get a cloth
wash him. She could wash him while he slept. “Imagine Dr. Rappﬁ;’
thered a child down here,” she said, remembering the example of .'.'

Tin 3iAL

* the chair. She asked the most ridiculous question of all, only because
e had been so recently asked herself. “Did you ever want to have

“Should the son or the daughter of the greatest mind in botany ]l;é - children?”
wander around in the jungle for the rest of his or her life, not having:

e

Saturn in his argument with his wife and wotking to calm her voice.

" "What is it you said to me just now? There was a time? Maybe
|.iﬁre was a time. To tell you the truth I can't remember. From where
Al:htl would tell you that having a child is akin to plotting your own
Sl‘.ith. but I delivered thousands and thousands of babies in my day

and it seemed at least in that moment many of the mothers were happy.

any access to their own potential?” ot
“Do you think his children aren't here? Do you honestly think s “-\

things never happened? You should ask Benoit to take you to the _ &

vision quest or whatever you want to call it.” Dr. Swenson shook 'E,

head and then walked over to sit in the one small chair in the tooﬁ:;! : ,‘rju:ioiv it wasn't like this for the young,” Dr. Swenson closed her eyes

*and though her head stayed balanced and upright she seemed to be

;@ccp.

.+ "Should I walk you back to your room?” Marina asked.

Dr. Swenson considered the offer. “What about Easter)”

“Marina looked back at him, noted the regular rise and fall of his

f:ﬁﬁt. “He's not going to wake up. He's had a long day.”

She sar on top of Marina's second dress and her other two pair of
derpants as the chair was where she kept her things. “T am very Llrbai
Dr. Singh,” she said and pushed back her hair with her hands. “T hawt ™
sciatica in my left leg and the child is sitting on my bladder. It begi.n.f;' ..
thrash whenever I lie down. I am glad to have conducted this pie 4
research on myself because it makes me realize something I might o

¢ “That’s the one you want,” Dr. Swenson said, bringing their con-

have otherwise taken into account: women past a certain age are sim

| wersation back to its beginning although this time she seemed to be

Al

5 . . L ..':1'_;I
not meant to carry children, and I can only imagine thac we are ot
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B
 riding on the backs of crocodiles and pecking out insects, and while
- Marina had fought them at first, pulling their hands from her hair
* whenever they gathered it back, she had finally given over to it. She had
| leimed to relax bencath their touch. While the woman braided and
".'&lgged, Marina watched the river, counting the fish that popped the
Eui‘ﬁce. She counted eigh in all.
you to go, but I'm starting to see that you are genuinely interested ifi | When her hair was finished and the water was hot enough she car-
our work.” i * tied it back to the porch. It was finally gerting dark and the evening
“I'am,” Marina said, realizing for the first time that she hadn't bee ., lovely and young. While the bats spun out of dead trees to an-
* \nounce the dusk, Marina washed the snake off of Easter. He woke up
. enough to squint at her vaguely while she worked her cloth down
 His arms and between his toes. She wiped his face and rubbed his hair
& and was very gentle as she wiped down his stomach and chest which
“weee already blossoming into a spectrum of purple and green. When
_\Sﬂg was finished he turned himself over with great difficulty and let
8 her do the other side. She spread a clean sheet beneath him the way
* she had seen nurses do, it was a skill she had forgotten she had: change
bed with someonc in it. So he had been a cannibal once, if only in
& dnother lifetime, In light of all that had happened it was hardly worth
& hentioning,

offering him up. “One who's older, one who's smart, one who loves you:
If someone ever told me T could have had a child like Easter I wou i
have done it, only I would have done it a long time ago.” "

Marina nodded, and using both of her hands she pulled Dr. S&ﬂi"—f
son up from her chair. “We can agree on that.” .

“You were smart to stay with us, Dr. Singh. kept waiting for %

thinking about leaving at all. Then she took Dr. Swenson's arm
together they walked down the stairs and side by side on the narrow’
path back through the jungle to the lab. E

At the lab, Marina borrowed some soap and a pot, and when sht}.’
was in the river took off her dress and held herself under the n___
clouded water for some time. There was a complicated, ineffectu 1
shower rigged up behind the lab that required hauling bags of wal‘El"j"
up from the river and running them through a filtering system but
would have been no match for all she was hoping to remove. Bring-
ing her head above the surface, opening her eyes to the light fajlin"
at a low slant across the water, she was surprised to find that she no
longer felt afraid of the river. She would have thought it would be
other way around. She scrubbed her dress and then used the rou .
fabric of the dress to scrub herself, then sank a final time and s -T;
back into her clothes. She emerged dripping from the water still stinks®
ing, though perhaps not as much. Then she convinced che Lik:
women to let her put a pot of water down at the edge of their fire ancl ;
while she waited for it to heat up a woman came and sat behind Il
combing out Marina's wet hair with her fingers and then braiding 1t
If there were men in the tribe who hoped to one day escape their
cumstances by becoming naturalists, the women all seemed to shart =

. o e
a common dream of hairdressing. There was no more denying the

L
desire to groom than one could stop those little Aftican birds from =
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Nine

It was on the fourth morning after the trip to the trading post that
_ Marina saw Dr. Budi and the second Dr, Saturn walking through
j:lie jungle. It was very early, much earlier chan she normally would be
_"i:mt. but something had crawled beneach the net above her bed and
 bitten her near the elbow and the bite, now swollen and hot, had pte-
vented her from going back to sleep. She used what scant morning
ight was available to inspect the snake’s ]ong-lasting tattoo that had
% deepened the color of Easter’s bruises to eggplant and spread from
is atmpits to his groin. When she had assured herself yet again chat
J ese bruises were merely horrible and nor 3 sign of some underlying
"edical catastrophe, she dislodged herself from the sleeping child and
ent in search of the coffee that Dr. Budi, always working, was sure
0 have made. It was sl hfteen minutes short of full daylight when
*'ﬂ saw her colleagues on the other side of a giant termite mound, the

E et

1_:4 ound between them trembling with industry. She waved and called
* good morning and they stopped abruptly, looking at her as if she were
. e last person they had ever expected to see in the Amazon, After a
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. : %, fust as you were right 1o tell me 1o come bere and right o tell me (T know this is
__ .j&! you would say) to stay. Look how agrecable I've become since I've been gone! I can
2 Hﬂy belizve how close I came to getting on the next flight home. I would have suffered
- W Manaus only to miss the very thing I bad come  for.
*How's Easter?” Nancy Saturn said. g J'*a- Far to the west, Budi and Nancy and Marina heard a rustling of
Marina gave Nancy the credit for saving Easter’s life, for havmgth& _'r es as two young women laughing and talking in what Marina
presence of mind to say the word knife when Marina was still attempt-
ing to win a wrestling match with a snake. It was Nancy Saturn w
had set their salvation in motion. “He was sleeping when 1 left. Dn
Swenson gwcs h:m half an Ambien at night now, otherwise the p: i
wakes him up.”
“Blessings from Allah on that,” Dr. Budi said, nodding, .
“We'te going out to the trees,” Nanqlr said casually, laying her hand Ef-h
on the bag of notebooks that hung across her chest. “Why don't yo

come along?”

pause, Dr. Saturn leaned down to whisper something in Dr. Budl
car and Dr. Budi, after what appeared to be consideration, nodded ht 2
approval. The two doctors then made their way towards her, cuttmg
wide berth around the termites.

ihll considered to be an impenetrable language passed at a distance,
moddmg their heads with disinterest when they spotted the doctors.

i @nc of the older women was walking from the direction of the river

= = e e
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 Bolding the hand of a young girl. Three more suddenly appeared from
4 Eehmd a large, dead stump. “You would think they all had alarm
: s,” Nancy said as more and more women stepped from the undet-
j Emt;h and headed in the same direction. They were on a path Marina
3 dldn’t think she had been on before although she couldn't be sure.
' Paths opened up when she studied the undergrowth carefully and then
: dtsappcared as soon as she turned her head, She had a mortal fear of
g ﬂ:’lﬂowmg one path into the jungle and then being unable to find it
;agam when she was ready to go out. If Marina had it all to do over
agam she would have brought sacks of red yarn with her so she could
t tie one end of the ball to the foot of her bed every time she entered the
E; h rinth,
“It is the Lakashi biological clock,” Dr. Budi said, and Nancy and
from the others. Still, now that the invitation had been extended 4 farina laughed. D¢, Budi smiled shyly, having made so few successful
accepted with pleasure, feeling chat her patience had been noticed af kes in her life.
rewarded, E | It wasn't often that Marina dwelled on the contents of either of her
In fact, she had written just such a sentiment last night to Mr. Fox; .
sitting on the floor of the sleeping porch and using the chair as a desk’ 3
because Easter had already gone to bed. (Since the snake, his hammotk:
had hung empty until 2 marmoset took it up for afternoon naps. It Wai
a filthy little creature.) 1 find myself following your advice now that I have #e

Before Easter’s accident, if pulling a snake into a boat can be called!’
an accident, Marina had asked several times to sce the trees, but her
requests had been met by a vague evasiveness—they had already beed
or this wasn't the week to go. Since the anaconda, she had frankly for- &
gotten about them. Her notions of what was important had shifted:
The jungle was not short on trees and she had seen many of them. s
was difficult to imagine that some would be so substantially differeni ﬁ 3

oy gy

L

i

[Bst suitcases but there were moments, and this was such a moment,
- gr['lcn she would have liked a real pair of shoes instead of the rubber
; ﬂlp-ﬂops She would have liked a long sleeved shirt that would have
,ﬁﬂd her arms at least from the smaller thotns, and a pair of pants to
pl’otect her from those random blades of grass which when brushed
direct way of reaching you. You would tell me to wait and observe. You would tell ﬂ_ : * past at exactly the right angle could slice the shin like a razor. The
there is more to this situation than I could immediately understand and you would 4 _{ﬁuﬂ amount of blood that beaded and then seeped from her leg was

- u

254 . 255
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an advertisement for all she had to offer. It felt as if they were golhg ) lancy leaned over to peer at the lizard as if it were someone she

d almost place, then she shook her head. “Neither do 1"

t was another twenty minutes past the lizard before they came to

|..,.

very long way, but distances, like directions, were hard to measure, I
could have been that this particular path (wete they on a path?):

more fallen trees lying across it that required clambering over, mort} iting, or, if not a clearing, a place where fewer, thinner trees stood

mysterious sinkholes of standing water heralded only by a snﬂd et apart from one another, and all the trees were the same. There

sponginess underfoot. It could be that they were only two or t : no thick coat of undergrowth covering the ground, just a light

- - ] L] - . F 4
straight city blocks away from their destination but that distance wa sh of grass, there were no hairy ropes of vines strangling the trees,

meaningless given the obstacles they had still to overcome. Mati}f b;
brushed her hand across the back of her neck and dislodged something®
with a hard shell, She had learned in time to brush instead of slap a5

Iy the smooth, straight expanse of bark. Sunlight fell easily between
¢'pale oval leaves and hit the ground in wide patches. “It’'s beautiful”
_‘ ina said, dropping her head back. Such sunlight, such pretey little
- ves “My God, why dog't they live here?”

P:' *“Too far from the water,” Dr. Budi said, looking at her watch and
cal protuberance, straight into the bloodstream. . ma

slapping only served to pump the entire contents of the insect, --",
was doubtlessly already burrowed into the skin with some entomo[ngi-

ng a note of the time.

+ - J—
The Lakashi women were singing now. No, they weren't singings: A dozen Lakashi women were already there. Marina knew most of

It was just that so many of them were talking at once and when I(‘Ii it . -. m by sight even if she couldn’t properly reproduce the series of tones

voices came together it sounded vaguely like a section of Torah as stif 5 ': dtat made up their names. Over the next few minutes two dozen more
¥
by a group of bar mitzvah boys whose voices had yet to change. De iﬁ'm:d and took their places against the trunks that were a buttery

you know what they're saying?” Marina asked. : 3;, ow color and ranged from ten to twenty inches around. Without
Nancy shook her head. “T catch a word every now and then; '
I think I do. We had a linguist with us for a while. He had beeh' _:-

student of Noam Chomsky's. He said the language wasn't partic t"r

jal or fanfare, with no apparent consideration, the women went for
trees, the ones already bitten, and left the saplings alone. Press-

‘in like a partner for a slow dance, they opened their mouths and

difficult or even interesting, that all the languages in this region, immediately to scrape their teeth down the bark. The jungle on

the Amazon came from a single grammatical base with variatiods orning was particulatly quiet and so it was possible to hear them,

i
. N _':. B
vocabulary which meant at one point the tribes must have been cond’ small sound amplified by so many women making it at the same time.

nected and then split apart. It made me wish we had a language. * A few stragplers wandered in and stopped to greet the women at
was a lictle bit more obscure so we might have kept him, He made us ‘e trees around them who stopped their biting and chewing long

some charts with phonetics so we can put together some basic phrases. ¢
“Thomas is very good at it,” Dr. Budi said. She held up het:
and the other two women stopped and waited while a very Iarge._ oW,

hﬁugh to receive the greeting and return it. Two of the women who
‘all a great deal to say to each other took opposite sides of the same
and from a distance they appeared to be kissing. Women who had
slung lizard dragged itself across their path, its loose green skin hangs S brought their children left them in a pile in the center of the trees and
ing over the rib cage like chain mail. “I don’t know that one,” Dr. Bli ith the  older children herded the younget ones back when they tried o
said, watching it carefully. g awl away. One of the older women went into the group of children

236
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and led a girl of twelve or thirteen to a tree and the others stopped “Populas, like Aspens, a very rare phenomenon. Its a single root system.
oy ‘tree is cloning itself"

&'"Very delicate,” Dr. Budi said, nodding to herself.
*The root system changes the acidity level in the soil so that noth-
g much will grow here except for the trees and a little bit of grass, In
£nse you could say the tree poisons the area it inhabits to make sure
| that nothing else will survive in its space and take the nutrients out of
i:_lle soil or grow taller and block out the sunlighe.”
v ) “Except the Rapps,” Dr. Budi said. “The Rapps thrive right where
. ﬁ}iare." She pointed the tip of her pen towards the clusters of mush-
* oms that grew nedr the base of the trees, each cap a perfect golf
exotic act of biting a tree into nothing more than factory work. 7 L ofi a tall, slender stem. The Rapps were a most unearthly shade
“This is important,” Dr. Budi said to Marina. “The girl has ]1!51" pale blue, They came so close to glowing in che light of day that
completed her first menstrual cycle. The Lakashi rituals are very brief " - ik wanted to come back with a flashlight and see them in the dack.
unsentimental. You are lucky to see such a thing on your first day '8 ' Matina couldn’s imagine how she had missed them.
“Prilocybe livoris rappinis,” Nancy said. “They are considered to be
Mara was menstruating.” A3 L the preatest single discovery in mycology. There has never been any
Dr. Budi held up her book. “T have it.” 8 vidence that this ecosystem is duplicated anywhere else in the rain
Thetre were more than enough trees for everyone, maybe two ‘- t, anywhere in the world. These trees you're looking at here, these
dred of them spread over two acres of land. The tallest climbed o

at once, turning their heads from their trees to watch her. When e |
girl tilted her face to the side, looking uncertain of how she shot -E_:___
approach it, the others hooted lightly and slapped their trees to mlkE -
a kind of tree-plus-human applause. The thin branches trembled "
shook the delicate leaves from side to side. The girl, whose hair vat |
unbraided and disheveled by sleep, looked embarrassed to be the cente
of so much attention. She then began to nibble at the batk. Aftef
others felt certain she was performing this primal act correctly they J":
went back to their work. From the nubile to the beldame they scraped &
and chewed without pleasure or distaste. They had turned the fai 'Z.

Nancy Saturn turned some pages in her notebook. “I didn't reﬂi.n‘:‘

rooms, this is it. As far as we know, these are the only Rapps in

a height of sixty or seventy feet, but there were plenty of new trees world. Your passport to spiritual enlightenment.”

coming up as well. In the places where a tree had been recently eated] & “You've tried them?”

-

the absence of bark left a mark that was soft and white; growing bz . " Nancy Saturn closed her eyes and nodded slightly, holding up one
fifiger.

= “Very sick,” Dr. Budi said. “Interesting, everything you see, but
i ' sick.”

v .
~ 1 “So if the mushrooms are Rapps, are the trees called Swensons?”

it was the palest of yellows and then darkened over time so that most’
of the trees at the height of a Lakashi's head appeared to have b
banded by decoupage. e

It was easier to breathe in this place, and so easy to see! In every
: " Marina asked. There was an inordinate number of lavender moths the
of quarters bobbing through the sunlight. Marina didn’t remem-
Bcr seeing them before but then it would be difficult to notice such a

inill moth in the workaday tangle of vines that suffocated the rest of
f thic jungle,

rection the vista was open. No more wondering what might be tca:mg ;
through the jungle with its wet jaws hinged open. “I never thought ﬂ'ld:l.‘-
would be so many trees,” Marina said. “I didn't picture it like this.” M‘E

“It's actually just one tree,” Nancy said. She was counting the =8

women and marking them present by name in her notebook. "Thc}f’_: :
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“The trees are called Martins,” Dr. Budi said. “Tubebuia martisii”- | d: Had she seen them by a lake in Minnesota she wouldn't have
“It’s actually the Rapps we're protecting,” Nancy said. “All he

secrecy about the work and the location, it's so no one can find!thé

Rapps. Scientifically, it’s the Martins that have presented such remarkes

able potential. The Martins really may prove to be one of the great Hos

tanical discoveries of our age. But people have been trying to get: h eif
hands on the Rapps ever since Dr. Rapp started writing about

the greater world knew where they were—" B
Dr. Budi covered her eyes with her hand and shook her head!'
"Exactly. This place would be overrun, drug dealers, the B i

ian government, other tribes, German tourists, there’s no telling:

would get here first and what sort of a war would ensue. The
thing I know for sure is that the Lakashi would be destroyeci. het

entire existence is built around Rapps and while they have casily g

hundred times more mushrooms than they need for their rituals'tl h i

have no interest in drying and storing them. The Rapps present e

hundred and sixty-five days a year and so the Lakashi just asst

they're always going to be right here under the trees, I've been tryihg
grow Martins and, subsequently, Rapps, for three years now, and
not talking about growing them back in Michigan, I'm talking
growing them in the l2b from root dissections, the same soil, the
water, and I can’t do it.”

“You will,” Dr. Budi said. _

Nancy Saturn shook her head. “It's too soon to say.” - * "Checking the levels of estrogen in cervical mucus.” Dr. Saturn's

Dr. Saturn and Dr. Budi announced that they were talking oo Gt
much and the window of time for work would not stay open in ;

them a second look, or maybe one glance back, just because she
fo! memory of seeing such yellow bark. The Rapps she would
 noticed, looking down at the small clump near her feet. They
like a cluster of exotic sea cteatures that had washed up a thou-
Ainiles inland. How in the world had Dr. Rapp found this place?
mw had he known to look past the fire waving tribe on the shore
120 a mile into the jungle? Marina cut a path between the trees.
a pleasure it was to walk! What a pleasure to take a large step
d be able to see where her foot was landing, She raised her arms
ve her head and stretched. One by one the women stepped back
1 the trees and began sc;atching out whatever splinter of bark
_"Iociged between their teeth with their fingernails, Budi picked
idful of women oitt of the crowd and wiped down their fingers
 alcohol swabs and then pricked them to draw the small pipettes
oFblood. After making notes she carefully pressed the tubes into a
metal case. On the other side of the stand, Dr. Saturn went
thotigh a more challenging interaction as she handed three of the
SWoimen long cotton swabs and waited while they reached beneath
i dresses, made a quick flick with the wrist, and handed the swab
to her. Dr. Saturn then tapped the swab on a slide and on a piece
tmus paper. =

i *ﬁhat in the world are you doing?” Marina asked.

fing case was a more complicated affair and she sat down on the
nd to make her notations on the test tube where she deposited her
nitely. They excused themselves and began going tree to tree aski

the women questions that involved the use of four or five wo d I
Lakashi. Nancy took a cuff out of her bag and was checking Matz}y
blood pressure. Marina took the opportunity to look at the trees
small plastic placard, numbered and dated, had been staked in f
of each one. She ran her hands over the scarred bark, sniffed at

wdbs. “The slides are for ferning,”

}_ﬁ'.*No one does ferning anymore,” Marina said. It was the slightly
ine process of watching estrogen grow into intricate fern patterns
o0 Slides. No ferns, no ﬁ:rtility.

‘fbr Saturn shrugged. “Tt’s very effective for the Lakashi. Their es-

‘trogen levels are quite sensitive to the intake of bark.”

-
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ing outer bark. “The Martin is a soft bark tree. Once the bark

the band of scarring, began to scrape down the bark. Marina took the.
broken the Lakashi have no trouble scraping through the inner bark

thermometer out of her mouth, “Wait 2 minute,” she said.

A= q. " . . e 2
“The Martins have many purposes,” Nancy said, “For years D ‘down into the cambium where the living cells are. This creates

o
4f

Rapp thought that part of the hallucinogenic qualities in the m st ~A00pening, as you can see, a sort of wound in the trec, and into that

rooms must come from the root system of the tree, that it must .'_'d comes this moth, the purple martinet.”

“You can't be serious,” Marina said, leaning in for a better Jook. “Is
L__anything he didn't name for himself?"

“The Lakashi tribe was not a Martin Rapp discovery. If it had
1y this place would surely have been Rapptown.” Nancy put a finger
beneath the moth which, like the Lakashi, seemed impervious to
:}n'\;asions of its privacy. “Agruis purpurea martinet, It takes liquid from
: ptlp of the Martid, not the sap, which is deeper inside the tree.

inséct subsists on the moisture in the wood itself, It ingests and

some way be leached from the trees themselves, so he assumed that
chewing bark the women were, in essence, giving themselves 4 lit
bump. It was Annick who made the connection between the trees
extended fereility. Apparently he never noticed that they kept getti
pregnant.” -
"She still is always giving Dr. Rapp the credit,” Dr. Budi said,
as a correction, simply as a statement. -
“If you look at their notes from that time it’s quite clear.” Thon
took a handkerchief out of his pocket and touched it to the corhers tes almost simultaneously, processing the proteins from the pulp.
! ® a year it lays its eggs.”
~In the bark?” Marina asked. When the moth opened its wings
owed two bright yellow dots like eyes, one on either side, then it

his mouth,

“It wasn't until 1990 that she made the connection between
Martins and malaria,” Naney said. “And that was definitely her dis
ery. Dr. Rapp was barely in the field by the nineties.” L ed back up again. A butterfly rests with its wings open and a moth
“She still gives him credit,” Dr. Budi said. “Says he had mentia

it before.”

s with its wings closed, she had read that somewhere years ago.

_ Nancy nodded. “Like the Martins and the Rapps, the purple mar-
Thomas Nkomo shook his head by way of acknowledging the seem to exist right here. You'll see one in camp from time to
ness of a woman who was so quick to assign her achievements to 4 i _ They'll go as far as the river, but we have no record of it feeding
“This is the greatest discovery to be made in relation to the Laki ; '_ide this area. The key to fertility is found in the combination of
tribe. Not the Rapps or the fertility but the malaria,” o "J i# Martin trce and the purple martinet, although we haven't isolated

Sithe'moths’ excretions from the proteins in its larval casing. What we
“Ktiow is that it works.”

“I don't understand,” Marina said, and she didn't, not any of it
“Lakashi women do not contract malaria,” Dr. Budi said. & :
have been inoculated.” Dt. Budi wiped an alcohol swab over her own finger and then

ipticked it herself.

“There is no inoculation for malaria,” Marina said, and the o
three smiled at her, and Thomas bit the tree again. i"What about the blood samples?” Marina asked. “Can you actu-
fally read hormone levels on such a small amount of blood?”

"Nanotechnology," Budi said. “Brave new world.”

Nancy Saturn pointed out the small purple moth resting ofi
white inner bark of the tree. It was the spot that Dr. Budi had reten ! _
chewed and there was still the slightest glimmer of saliva on the sug "““Marina nodded.

Al
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"How in the world did you convince them to—" She wasn't suré & £ tere the bark was darkest yellow and dry, then she leaned towards it
the appropriate word. Selfswab? ‘-. _..1_ 3 blt, her teeth making that same scraping sound. “You'll try it?” she

“That,” Dr. Saturn said, “is Dr. Swenson's genius. The trainin - kid, looking back at Marina.

‘1 should take her vitals,” Nancy said, pulling out the blood-
pressure cuff again. "Budi, take her temperature.”
b n - “Why would I>" Marina said.
" “We need people to test. People who aren't Lakashi, We do it.”
] -. “But I'm not going to get pregnant.”

was in place a long time before I arrived. I cannot imagine how tr.rﬁ‘
fied of her they must have been to have gone along with it. These d s
it doesn’t even seem to register as an invasion of privacy.” The ﬂuﬂi
Lakashi woman handed over her Q-tip without fanfare and Nanc ‘
bowed her head as she accepted it. 2 ol

When the Lakashi had finished what had been asked of them, dﬁ
walked off in groups of two and three and four, not looking baclc 1-“

3 -“Nancy Veleroed a cuff around Marina’s arm and began to pump
ghter and tighter. Dr. Budi held up a flac plastic thermomerer and
tina, sure of nothing, opened her mouth.

the trees or acknowledging the scientists. They picked up the child s
. "You would not be alone in that,” Dr. Budi said.

who were too small to walk reliably and let the others trail behmdu ~‘.s -
best they could. They were done. i * “Believe me, there are plenty of things to test you for. You don't
to get pregnant.”

~ “Thomas will tell you,” Dr. Budi said, and then as if on cue, Dr.
: .' somo broke through the thicket outside the stand of Martins and

pra walkmg towards them.

“Do they come every day?” Marina watched as the entire lot UE
them receded into the thickening woods as if a school bell had bes
tung. They left without so much as a glance back to the doctors or H'fl
trees. Their work was done. .
“They chew the bark every five days, though the entire female sec “Isee ] am sufficiently late,” he said, bowing his head to the three
of the tribe doesn't come on the same day. Their visits are regular. Hﬂﬂ'
they figure the five days is beyond us as they have no apparent systefit “Men and women don't come to the stand at the same time,”
& Nincy told Marina, “The women chew the trees and the men gather

& .e Rapps.”
“Division of labor,” Dr. Budi said. Nancy removed the blood-

sure cuff and pressed two fingets to the side of Marina's wrist to

for marking time. I can only assume that it has at this point becomn-i
biological craving. They don't come when they're pregnant. In fact thie:
bark repulses them from what seems to be the moment of conceptic ot Ji

Dr. Swenson confirms this. Because of this pregnancies seem espec: Iy
Eid her pulse.

long out here. We know about them for a full thirty-nine weeks. Thf.f e

also don't come when they're menstruating, though conveniently theyte: _L.!' ~ “First time, yes?” Thomas said.

pretty much on the same cycle so we get a few days off every monﬂu : ~ Marina nodded, keeping her mouth fixed to the thermometer.
“All of them?” "Ah, very good. Just remember to keep your tongue pushed down,
Nancy nodded. “It takes the new girls a while to get it stralgifﬁ

cned out and no one is perfectly regular after giving birth, but otheg

than that.” .
Dr. Budi walked over to a tree near her and looked to find a plﬁte

| Otherwise you can get splinters.”

3- “Although we're geniuses at taking them out, " Nancy said. “Pulse
ilxty-four Well done, Dr. Singh.”

' Thomas brought his mouth to the trec beside him and, far above
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“We've isolated the molecules as they are metabolized in the ittinet dipped past her and then landed on the front of her dress, its

of the tree,” Budi continued, “but we're still charting the impact rple wings opening and closing twice before flying off again.
“There is enormous overlap,” Thomas told her. “In exploring one

P
the Lakashi saliva, their gastric juices, plasma. What we don't 108,
wtllearn about the other. They cannot be separated out.”

is what combination of factors is also giving the women pro __ =

MNancy Saturn was a botanist. She could be playing for either
L But Dr., Budi and Thomas and Alan Saturn all seemed to be
the side of malaria. “Is Dr. Swenson the only one working on the
ity drug?”

“That is certainly her primary project,” Thomas said. “But we be-

against malaria.” i
Marina asked if the men in the tribe were susceptible to
and Thomas nodded. “After they have completed breast-feeding; e
male babies are as likely as any member of comparable tribes to comE s
tract malaria, as are female children between the ages when they ?': -
to be breast-fed and the onset of their own first menses, when thep: I“,_I' the answer to one is the answer to the other.”
‘It's a lot to take in,” Nancy said. “We understand that. Just give
batk a try, see what you think. You probably won't be here long
igh fo be part of the tests but you should at least give it a go. The
fminber of non<Lakashi who have had the chance to chew the Martins
small.”

begin chewing the trees.”
“So they aren't actually inoculated. The tree and the moth ac
preventative, like quinine.” 5
Dr. Budi shook her head. “Preventative while breast-feeding,-.s_
oculated when cating the bark. The question is why the entire trilil
It is an honor,” Dr. Budi said, leaning forward to take another

herself,

‘What was it Anders had said to her? “Pretend for 3 moment that

hasn't evolved ro eat the bark in their youth, but considering how o -m{_-
children die of malaria, there could be a terrible population explo‘ i
among the Lakashi were they all to live.” !
“But how do you know?” Marina asked. Her head was swim are a clinical pharmacologist working for a major drug develop-
with this. Had they convinced some men to eat the bark? How - firm, Imagine someone offering you the equivalent of Lost Hori-
they tested the children? “Could you get some of the women to - for American ovaries.” Marina closed her eyes, pressed down her
eating the bark?” She looked up again at the trees. She could see ¢, and opened her mouth. It was not as natural as it appeared. It
far away against the ceiling of sky the clusters of pink flowers mote like milking a cow, casy as Jong as someone else was doing
Thé secret seemed to be in the angle of the head, not coming at the
€ straight on. In truth the bark was neatly soft, yielding. It offered

the slightest amount of pulpy liquid that tasted of fennel and rose-

hung as heavy as grapes.

“There have been a few cases of women who were unable to
ceive who after a while stopped participating in the group visits t
Martins,” Nancy said. “But because they had already eaten the with a slightly peppered undertone that she could only imagine
to do with the excrement of the putple martinet, It wasn't bad, but
tien it couldn’t be bad. Generations of Lakashi women and a handful
L scientists would not persist in chewing a foul tasting trec. How had
“Hhit first Lakashi woman thought to break the bark with her teeth,
:how did that first moth, who must have been eating something

they were inoculated.”
“Mostly we have experimented on ourselves,” Thomas said.
“With whac?”

Dr. Budi looked at her, blinked. “Mosquitoes.”
“So what drug is being developed exactly?” Marina asked. A p
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somewhere before this, flutter in behind her? Marina pressed in somé 8 o a ritual. They take the body away, they take the Rapps. It is a

ate matter for them.”

"But he wasn't one of them,” Marina said. She saw him laid out on
keshift bier being carted off into the very trees he hated, Gulliver
id and dragged away by Lilliputians, “It makes a difference. It makes

what harder and felt a sharp stab in her upper gum line but she: *
not deterred. She was not seventy-three. She was not so old at all, ati

there were plenty of women who had children at her age, women 1 o
certainly never went as far as this. As ambivalent as she was tegardi.r_l 5

enormous difference.” She said it knowing full well it made no dif-
-3*_’- ce whatsoever. He was dead and that was all that mattered.

b,

4 “They were very fond of Anders,” Thomas said, patting her shoul-
:EHL"They would have given him every care.”

Tt was raining hard that week,” Dr. Budi said. “It was very hot.
* The Lakashi would not bury him where we asked and we could not
tbury him ourselves.

her own ability to reproduce, she was not the least bit ambivalent "-:'_ - i
the science of the experiment. Now she wanted that global satellites '
phone. She would have called M. Fox from where she stood and ¢
him what was possible. Ry
Dr. Budi tapped her shoulder. “Enough now,” she said, “Too m __
at first affects the bowels.” .5
Nancy handed her a swab sealed inside a test tube. “For later,”" sk
said. “You could just drop it off on my desk.” i
Marina touched her fingers to her lips and nodded. “Did And
come here? Did he try this?” ;

There was a look that passed between the other three, a vé

So you gave him up.” She saw Karen so clearly in her mind, sliding
to her kitchen floor, taking the dog in her arms. Karen had felt
E even then, never having seen this place. “It was the only thing
_ESwenson said in her letter, that he had been buried in keeping with
f Christian traditions. I don't even know if he had any Christian
thaditions but T doubt he planned to be buried in a jungle by a group
people eating mushrooms.”

o “She said it to comfort you,” Dr. Budi said,

L’T‘_ “Let's go back,” Nancy said, and put an arm around Marina,
'::g_'There was no one clear point of loss. It happened over and over
“aih in a thousand small ways and the only truth there was to learn
_G s that there was no getting used to it. Karen Eckman had wanted
_'__ai‘ina to go to Brazil to find out what had happened to her hus-
band, but now chat she was here she understood what Dr, Swenson
' told her in the restaurant that first night after the opera: it could

brief flash of discomfort. “He was interested in our work,” Thoiﬁ'
said. “From the beginning. He was with us here for as long as he ‘
could be,” u'«
“I want to see where he's buried,” Marina said, hoping it wis -'
in the field of Martins. She hadn't asked before because she
sure she would be able to bear the sight of it, looking down at all the .
ungodly growth and knowing that Anders was beneath that wef_
forever. But it would be easier to remember him in a beautiful p '
She could describe all of this to Karen. She could explain the open
Even if he wasn't here, this is what she would tel] her. Ry
“Ah,"” Nancy Saturn said, pressing the toe of her tennis shoe agairis g
the root of a Martin. st

T o .
! ave been anything, any fever, any bite. It never was remarkable that
“We don't know,” Thomas said. -

g : Anders had died; the remarkable thing was that the rest of them were
“Who does know? Dr., Swenson knows.” ‘?. Lmanaging to live in a place for which they were so fundamentally
tmsivited. Karen had wanted to believe that knowing what Anders

died of and where he was buried would make a difference, but

After a period of silence it was Dr. Budi who spoke up, She w
one to leave a difficult job to someone else. “The Lakashi bury p
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it wouldn't and it didn’t. At some point Marina would have to
out a way to tell her that. "
Marina went back to the porch with the taste of Martins still
her tongue and found that Easter was up and gone. She looked
the sheets to sec if there was a leteer from Anders but there was
ing. Easter was no doube showing off his bruises to the other chil
She had already seen him laying two sticks in the mud very far ap;
show them how long the snake had been, She wondered at what
he had lost his hearing and if he understood enough about languiage
miss it when there was so great a story to tell. She would have Jove
know how the snake had lodged itself in his memory, if he thoughti
it as the terror it was or as a great adventure, or maybe he didn't 5i;'1_

Gt 'iTalk we will, Dy, Singh. It’s not a short walk, There’s plcnty of
E:to catch up, but I need you to come with me now.”

= fWhat's the problem?” Obviously there was a problem. The man
moaning, She could hear him now above the din of the insects
: he seemed to be making a concerted effort to be quiet in the
: way he was trying his best, she could rel], dcspite all his move-
4 to stay still. It wasn't just that Dr. Swenson had convinced the
:hl' to sub’mit to her tests, they were as afraid of her as any group

of it at all except as the source of the dull ache in his chest. Marina hs '
to admit she really didn't know what Easter thought about any r:I;.f
His nightmares had abated since the snake, he no longer cried ottt
the night, though that could have been the Ambien or the comfor
sleeping the entire night in her bed. It could have been that once

Bt-year interns. The clear accomplishment of the man in the gray
t was that he wasn't screaming,

ou'll like this,” Dy, Swenson said, and turned back to the path
_Ead come down. “This will be right up your alley”

Marina was out the door and down the steps. Dr. Swenson did not

_*for her and had continued to carry on their conversation alone, “]

anaconda had squeezed him half to death there really wasn't an h

left to be afraid of, 4
Outside, Marina heard Dy, Swenson calling her name, am:f

went and leaned over the porch railing, "
“You've been gone half the morning, Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swensorix id

W how much you've been looking forward to practicing medicine

3 £

ure here, I think we've found you an opportunity.”
She was with a Lakash; man wearing shorts and a gray T-shirt

had sweated through. The men wore T-shirts as a means of dres
up; certainly anyone coming early in the morning to seek an audier »
with Dr. Swenson would find a shirt to put on. He was holding as .it ;;. fear of breaking her ankle. | didn't say that,”

red canvas duffe] bag with both hands. From this particular arigi :*-_D'i-, Swenson stopped and turned to Marina. The man now looked
:'"I- rified. ]t Wwas imperative they continue their forward motion. He
tip the bag in case she had forgotren it and began a quick mono-

Toptic in Lakashi, but Dr. Swenson held up her hand. “You did, You

looking down on the two of them from a height of eight or ten feet
couldn’t imagine that she had ever missed Dr. Swenson's pregnz

She was nothing but belly. by
“There was a lot to talk about,” Marina said, and she had eve -_=,-f-'n einber, on the boat, We were discussing the girl with the machete
intention of talking to Dr. Swenson about it as well: Anders’ bu 0 her head,”

e
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“I do remember,” Marina said, marveling at how the panic rising up
in her was obliterating all of her questions: Why did you give Anders
over to them and why did you lie about it and there was something else
after that but now she couldn’t remember, “I thought it was right for
you to attend to the cases that presented themselves.”

“That presented themselves to me as 3 doctor, or you as a doctor.
Either way, you waved the Hippocratic oath above our heads like a flag
so now you'll have the chance to bask in its glory.”

“I'm a pharmacologist.”

To the man’s great relief Dr. Swenson started walking again. The
sun was high and bright and very hot. “Yes, well, I can't get on the floor
and in this village things happen on the floor, and if you're planning
to tell me that they should bring his wife to the lab, I've already sug-
gested that. She can't go down the ladder. As much as I am opposed to
hosting a medical clinic in my office, I am considerably more opposed
to house calls.”

“What's wrong with his wife;”

Dr. Swenson passed a dead log covered in bright red butterflies and
the breeze thar she made caused them to startle and disperse upwards
into a bright red cloud. “It has something to do with the birth of a
child. If you are ever betting on the nature of a local tragedy you'll
never go broke putting your money on that one. For the most part they
do it remarkably well bue the sheer volume in which they reproduce
brings forth a certain number of errors.”

“Do you know what this error is?” Marina was walking faster and
faster when everything in her was saying she should stop.

Dr. Swenson shook her head. “No idea.”

“But you said you didn't want to interfere.” Interference in the
medical needs of an indigenous people suddenly struck Marina as
the worst possible idea. She could see now the virtue in leaving them
alone, of observing without tmposition. “You distinctly said there

was someone—"
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“The county witch doctor, yes. His malaria has flared again. He's
running such a fever we've been asked to go by and check on him later,
There is also, you will be pleased to know, a midwife, who is presently
in labor herself. She is being attended by the midwife—in—training, who
is her daughter. The daughter would feel much more comfortable if we
stopped in.”

“Who told you this? It isn't possible.”

“The messages are collected by Benoit, who brings them to Dr.
Nancy Saturn. Benoit and Dr, Saturn can stumble along together in
Portuguese. Frankly, the chain of communication is so weak that we
might arrive and find out none of this is true, I do a better job com-
municating with Easter than I do most members of the tribe.”

In the jungle they passed the stilted huts of several families who
leaned against the railings and waved. An enormous fallen branch
blocked the path for a moment but their scout dragged it away before
they had the chance to wonder how they might crawl through. Marina
began again. "Dr. Swenson, you have to listen to me. I am not the
person for this job. There are other doctors here and any one of them,
I promise you, is better qualified.”

“Shall we ask the botanist?” Dr. Swenson said sharply. “Or one of
the other three? T doubt they have ever been out of a lab in their [jves.
You forget I have worked with these doctors for several years now. They
have a real talent for breeding mosquitoes and that is all the credit I
will give them. You may be a pharmacologist, Dr. Singh, but before
that you were a student of mine. You know how to do this, and if you
don't I will be standing there reminding you. I cannot get down on the
floor anymore. My leg won't allow it. I will not go to the trouble of
telling you that you can turn back now and leave this woman to her
fate because it would be a waste of my time and yours. You will do this
regardless of how you feel about it. That much I know about you now.”

Marina fele such a sudden weight in her fect that she looked down

at them, sure she must have stepped in something.
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“Cheer up, Dr. Singh. It's your chance to do good in the world.”

Marina's scalp was wet with sweat and it ran down the sides of 4

her face and the back of her neck. She was going over notes in her
mind and finding that entire pages of them were missing. Of course

there was a chance that everything was fine, that they would arrive to &

find nothing but a long labor and a nervous husband. If it were only

a matter of delivering the child because everyone else was indisposed,

well, she could do that. Anyone could do that. She was only hoping -

there would be no cutting involved. Where was the bladder exactly?
When she walked away from her last C-section it had never occurred
to her that this was a skill she might someday be called to use again.
Why should she have stayed current, attended the conferences, read
the journals? She wasn’t even boarded in obstetrics. Any fireman or
taxi driver could be called on for a vaginal delivery, but the unqualified
were never asked to cut. Somehow this thought calmed her, and for
a moment she allowed herself the pleasant picture of a baby slipping

easily into her hands while her teacher watched. There was no reason

to think this wasn't the way it would go.

“You'Te very quiet,” Dr. Swenson said. “I thought you would have
so much to talk about while we walked. Everyone back at the lab this

morning was anxious to discuss your feelings.”

“I'm trying to remember how to deliver a baby,” Marina said.

“The brain is a storage shed. You put experience in there and it
waits for you. Don't worry. You'll find it in time,” With these neatly -
encouraging words they reached their destination. Had the Lakashi :..,'

lived in a city, this particular hut would have been located in the out- her first child at seventy-three,” Marina said. “They had a lifetime

skirts of the farthest suburb. It was for the native who wanted pri-

vacy, who wanted a view of the river without a view of his neighbors. _ =3
They knew it was the right house by the pitifully weak screaming that "'.-:!_
emanated from it. The man and the duffel bag bounded up the ladder =

ahead of them and was gone,

Dr. Swenson looked behind him, gauging the logistics. “When I :
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3 think of finishing this project and going back to the States the thing

I picture is a staircase. I suppose if I were more ambitious in my day-
dreams 1 would think of elevators and escalators, but I don't. All 1

want is a nice set of stairs with a banister. You are my witness, Dr.

Singh. If I make it out of this country alive I will never climb another

ladder again.”

At seventy-three it was hardly a shocking oath to swear. Marina
considered the length of Dr. Swenson's arms and legs against the width
of her circumference. It did not seem possible. “Is there any way for
me to help?”

“Not unless you strap me to your back. I believe I can go up but
the coming down 2oncerns me. I don’t want to get stuck up there and
wind up having to give birth in this hut myself.”

“No,” Marina said, though the thought of going up there alone was
not without problems.

Dr. Swenson rubbed at her temples, “What do we know for certain,

& Dr. Singh? I am a seventy-three-year-old woman who is pregnant and

short. Buc women who are older and shorter and more pregnant than ]
have made it up and down these ladders every day of their lives, includ-

e ing the day of their delivery.”

The T-shirted man leaned over the floor and looked at them with
expectation. “Vir! Vir!” he said.

“Oh good,” Dr. Swenson said. “He has a lictle Portuguese. He says
we should come.” She looked up again. “I suppose we should.”

“We also know for certain that none of those women was having

of experience in climbing the ladders, pregnant or not. They were
used to it.”

Dr. Swenson turned to her and nodded her approval, “Well said,

- and I admire your willingness to argue against your own best interests.

Now stay one step behind me and prepare yourself to be an ox. You are

very strong, aren’t you?”
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“Very,” she said. And so they climbed, Marina stretching her long . Marina unzipped the bag and ran her hand in circles inside, heart-

arms around her professor, her hands just beneath Dr. Swenson's hands, . sick to see how little she had to work with. There was a bar of soap
: | ina box, no scrub brush, some packaged, disinfected towels, pack-
wards the wretched weeping and the husband’s calls of “Agora.” Now! | = aged gloves, a prepackaged surgical kit, some various medications that
& tolled around the bottom of the case looking paltry. There were two
silver shoehorns with their ends bent back. Marina held them up.
" “What arc these?”

“Shochorns!” Dr. Swenson reported happily. “Rodrigo got a whole

Benoit had been sent ahead with instructions that the family should
have waiting a large quantity of water that had been twice boiled and
twice strained, and the first thing they saw were the buckets, which ":'_"
were not clean themselves, sitting in a row. Benoit, who had avoided--_f'_
Marina since the incident with the snake, was nowhere in evidence. ¢ box of them once years ago. They make brilliant retractors.”

Marina put the shochorns in her lap and bowed her head. “How

The woman lay on the floor in a pile of blankets and both the woman * =
. can I sterilize them?’

and the blankets were so wet they looked like they'd been dredged up
from the river. Spreading across the floorboards beneath her wasa “How can you sterilize anything? You can't, Dr. Singh. This is
:'i what it is. Go ahead and wash up in the first bucket,” Dr. Swenson said.

= Tm catching my breath.”

dark, soaking stain. Their guide was kneeling beside his wife, hold- (o
ing her hand, rearranging her wet hair with his fingers while the other. 3
members of the household went about their business. An elderly man = The water in the first bucket was tepid and Marina ground the
with no shirt stretched out in a hammock while two small children, a \ & soap into her skin over and over again, wondering how it was pos-
“ " sible that she was where she was, that what was about to happen was

boy and a girl, pushed him back and forth, laughing ecstatically every.

time he swung away. Three women, one with a baby on her breast; in fact happening. Surely she had participated fully in every step it
: - took to get to this place, agreeing whenever she had meant to decline,
sharpened a knife. When Dr. Swenson arrived at the top of the laddet. & Ir but still, it wasn't such a long time ago that she was back at Vogel

_, charting lipids and Anders was alive. She was trying to dig out the

were tying strings of red peppers together while 2 man in the corner, \*

she was panting and they all snapped up their heads in attention. She"..'.l-: o A
pointed to a wooden crate and one of the younger women ran to bring: ., dirt from underneath her fingernails when the woman on the blanket
it to her. She sat down and was offered a gourd full of water which she: let out such a cry she jumped. What Marina needed was to deputize
accepted. Even the woman on the blankets quieted herself o acknowl-

edge the honor she had been shown. To think that Dr. Swenson had.

e

a nurse, someone had to open the packages. She called to one of the
* three women, jetking her head until the woman reluctantly laid down
# .' her peppers and came over. Marina handed her the soap and did a
E pantomime of washing and opening the packages while the woman
L stared at her as if Marina had lost her mind. She wondered if she
would have to act out every stage of the surgery, but now she was
| getting ahead of herself. No one had said there would be a surgery.

. Dr. Swenson had situated her crate next to the woman on the blan-

come to her house! o

Marina didn't know if she should first attend to the patient or the =
doctor, when in fact she wasn't sure she had the skills to help either one.
of them. “There's the bag,” Dr. Swenson said, and gave a nod towards, ;
the floor. “You'll find what you need. I'll tell you, I'm impressed to, 4
have managed this.” She covered her heart with her hand. “I haven't d

gone up a ladder since this whole ordeal began.” ¢ kets. Marina came over with her nurse who continued to scowl at the
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bother of it all until Dr. Swenson made eye contact with her and the
eye contact settled her at once. ol

Marina pulled on her gloves, got down on her knees. When the
woman on the blankets looked at her, Marina pointed to herself,
“Marina,” she said. The woman gave her a weak nod in return and said
a name no one could hear. Having made the introductions, Marina :
soaped the woman’s genitals and thighs, bent up her knees and showed
the nurse how to hold them. “It would be nice to have a clean blanket
to put her on.”

“If you had a clean blanket you would want a sterile one, and a
sterile blanket makes you think you can't do anything without a table

and a light, and from the table and the light it is a very short step to

needing a fetal heart monitor, I know this. Check and sec how dilated
she is.” J

Again, Marina looked at the woman as she slid in her hand ts ,:'
check the cervix, There was enough room for a well placed baby of

normal size to make an easy exit and Marina felt a great wave of relief g -

come over her. “She’s wide open.” She moved her hand around, feeling . =

for the baby. As it happened, the basic construction of the female body = % .

had not changed since she had done this last. Having the patient on B
the floor made no difference: there was the baby, though she was quite
certain that was not the baby’s head she was f'eeling. “It's breech,” she
s2id. It wouldn't have been her first choice but she could manage iti
“I'm going to have to try and turn it.” 7

Dr. Swenson shook her head, “That takes forever, causes 2 great
deal of pain, and half the time it doesn’t work anyway, We'll do 1 38
section,”

Marina removed her hand from the woman. “What do you mean
it takes forever? Where do we have to go?”

From her perch on the wooden box Dr. Swenson dismissed thé-.;_._
suggestion out of hand. “There's no point in putting her through allof

e

that if in the end you'll have to do the section anyway,”
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Marina sat back on her heels. “The point is we don't have any-

!'-3 thing approaching sterile conditions. The chance of her dying from a

& postoperative infection is enough to indicate that turning the baby is
' worth a try. I don't have a nurse to help me with a surgery, I don't have
= m anesthesiologist.” -

E “Do you think we keep an anesthesiologist around here>”

. “What do you have?” Marina pulled offa glove and poked through
ﬂ"; ti:e bag,

“Ketamine. And don't go throwing gloves away. This isn't Johns
i > Hopkins.”

“Ketamine? Are we Rlanning on sending her out to a disco later;

=
O

i 1*
= Who in the world uses Ketamine?”

33 -y “Herc’s the news, Dr. Singh, you get what you get, and I was lucky

- toger that” '

B I'm going to try and turn the baby,” Marina said.

_t;; “You're not,” Dr. Swenson said. “It is enough that I had to go up
 that godforsaken ladder. I would appreciate it if you did not make me

'.h get down on the floor as well. Even if it were possible to take my leg
* .{ff’ out of the equation, I have edema in my hands.” Dr. Swenson held up
B her hands for exhibition. Her fingers were swollen out straight and the
L skin was pulled tight. Ten little sausages.

: 5 “Dear God, when did that happen?” Marina reached up for a hand
L?' and Dr. Swenson jerked it away.

. “T would have a difficur time with the scalpel. I have a difficulr
- time with a pencil. All that said, eicher you are going to do the cesarean
o] am. Those are the choices.”

“What is your blood pressure?” Marina asked.

“I am not your patient,” Dr. Swenson said. “You would do well to
[ keep your attention on what is in front of you.”

-_ : The man in the gray T-shirt looked from Dr. Swenson to Dr. Singh,
= holding his wife's hand. Clearly, cheir disagreement concerned him. I¢

* did not concern his wife, who took the Opportunity to close her cyes

i
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for the two minutes she had between contractions. Had someone asked 5. “T've got it,” Marina said. She took the nurse’s hands and put a

Marina whose opinton was more valuable on the question of whether shoehorn in each one. She dug the horns into the incision and showed

or not to proceed with a cesarean—rthe former head of obstetrics and * ~ the woman how to pull. There was the uterus, Despite the drownmg
P

gynecological surgery at Johns Hopkins who had not touched the pa- _:_ +  flood of adrenaline she recognized it all—bowel and bladder, it was

tient, or the obstetrics and gynecological surgery dropout who was

perfectly familiar. Why was that so surprising? She had given up her

touching her first patient in thirteen years—Marina would cast her lot ?"' " profession, not her knowledge. Marina, half blinded by her own sweat,

with the former. Still, being the latter, she was sure she was right, and S * turned her face to Dr. Swenson who picked a shirt up off the floor and
i

equally sure she wasn't about to physically prevent her mentor from "= wiped her down. Dr. Swenson then leaned forward and blotted off the

i .__face of the nurse, who was wrestling mightily to keep the cavity open
, _-,' wide with her shoehorns.
' “Now take the bladdar down,” Dr. Swenson said. “Don’t nick it.

q ¢ Yot see the bladder, don’t you?”

taking over the case. That left her one option. “Tell me how to use the '
Ketamine,” she said. ' #

The Ketamine was put in a syringe, which, once the needle had
been inserted into the vein, was taped to the inner arm so that it could -3

be slowly tapped in as nceded, and with that tapping the patient ceased i "I do,” Marina'said. It was a miracle to see anything without direct

':1 4 Iight. She cut into the uterus carefully, avoiding everything that was
out her legs, and, putring on clean gloves, showed her nurse how to B :’: not meant to be cut, and the blood boiled up into the cistern of the
hold the skin taut. She had her nurse’s attention now. The woman was

wide-eyed and still while Marina slid the scalpel into the skin. Once &
she felt the knife insert, it occurred to her that this was not her

to whimper. Marina washed and dried the woman's belly, straightened

_ elly. Blood, combined wich the great slosh of amniotic fluid, made a
atk and raging ocean Marina could not get past. The hot liquid broke

S over the floor and pooled beneath the doctor and her patient. “How in
surgery after so many years. It wasn't a week ago she had cut through &

the snake. The subcutaneous fat welled up through the line of th‘E-""
incision like clotted cream dotted with the first bright beads of blood. %

" the hell do you do this without suction?”
" "There’s a bulb in the bag,” Dr. Swenson said.

“I need another set of hands.”
L ""You don't have them. Make do.”
Marina grabbed at the bulb which shot out of her bloody glove

That cut, which passed without a sound save a small gasp from thc: :
husband, drew the sudden attention of everyone in the hut. Even the &

old man pulled himself out of the hammock and brought the two chl[-":_' and skidded across the floor where it was caught, like all balls, by a

,_.r.ﬁve-ycar-old boy Ioitering nearby. “Christ!” Marina said. “Ac least get
%  somebody to wash it of”

dren over to sce. The other two women, and the man with the knife, ' i
all gathered round for the show, leaning forward and pushing a little to' = :

get the best view. Marina felt someonc’s knees against her back. “This And Dr. Swenson, withour a word, motioned for the bulb to be

isn't helping,” she said. run through the bucket with soap and water and so it was returned to

Her nurse, hands steady on either side of the incision, barked ot_l:E’a'r Marina who used it to pull up a half pint of liquid that she then shot

an order, and the cicle immediately took one big step back. - ‘onto the floor beside her. She did it again. There, beneath so many

“Now weTe Iooking for the fascia,” Dr. Swenson said. “I didn't 3

_ 2 fayers, she could sec the baby face down, feet to the head, bottom lodged
_:'k.'."

bring my glasses. Do you see it there, under the fae?” .__':_ﬁrrnly in the pelvis. Marina tried to sit the baby up but it was stuck.
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“Lift the breech,” Dr. Swenson said.
“I'm trying,” Marina said, irritated,

otk on the heavy stitches, a procedure as delicate as closing a Thanks-
ving turkey with kitchen twine, The nurse, so much braver than one
“Just tug it up.” 1-' ould have imagined, moved her shoehorns back knowledgeably while
arina reassembled everything she had taken apart: the uterus sewn,
-e bladder placed back on top.

Marina moved the shoehorns to the inside of the uterus and mo- |

+ “This is a good man,” Dr., Swenson said, nodding to the husband.

i stayed right with her. You don't see that. They like to go fishing,
1metimes when they hear it was a son they'll come in for a look, but

,& that's about j¢,”

.' “Maybe it’s their first,” Marina said.

' Dr. Swenson shook her head. “I should know that. T can’t re-

'etnber."

herself doomed to a lifetime of constant reproduction did with all hﬂ e
might while Marina reached in and tried to pry the baby out. It was & L
wedged into the morher like 2 child who had shoved himself into ﬂlé i
tiniest cabinet during a childish game and could then not be coaxed. .
out. The muscles in Marina's shoulders and neck strained, her I:mae
pulled. It was a physical test of strength, 142 pounds of Marina Sit@‘i};
against six pounds of baby, and then with 2 great sucking sound &p"‘
baby dislodged. The man with the knife put his hand on Marina’s bad i
to keep her from falling over, Red and white and shining, one entd'i
boy flipped over on the mother’s chest, e

tioned for the nurse to pull, to really pull, which this woman who was
&

e Marin;} was making her last knot when the baby was returned,
dhe slid the Ketamine out of the woman’s arm and lay the baby there
& M its place, though the mother, who was just barely flicking her eye-
::,1{:15. did nothing to hold it. It was a good looking baby, two furry
; ".@ebrows and a rounded mouth, swaddled in striped yellow cloth.
fe gave half a cry and half a yawn and everyone seemed to find this

“Look at that. Could that have been easier?” Dr. Swenson ga!‘"eff
a single, decisive clap. “Give the baby to them now. They know a]] E
about this.” No sooner were the words spoken than the slippery ci‘llll:l ;
was out of her hands, the thick liver of placenta going with him. ﬂ'i_:':“i 3 arming.
entire crowd bore him away, the old and the young made off with th{'

astonishingly new. They had proof of something spectacular happel'ﬁ

- Marina was stiff coming up off her knees. “See)” Dr. Swenson
id, pointing. “It’s hard enough for you.”

Marina nodded: taking off her gloves, and looked at the blood on
r arms, the blood on her dress, the tidal pool of blood in which she
" ;‘Z"Had been sitting, “Good Lord,” she said. She looked in the bag for a

'ﬁ ;‘mood-pressure cuff.

ing now. As many births as there had been no one was completely;
inured to the charms of infants, “Do you remember the rest of
Massage the uterus now. This is the part 1 always liked, reconstriic
tion, restoring order to the chaos.” Dr. Swenson leaned forward fo

better look. “The baby is gone, he’s someone else’s problem, and yo"li.l

L : Dr. Swenson shook her head, “You don't realize how much blood

€an pay more attention to the details. There isn't the same sense " there is when you have all those other people waiting there to sop it up
urgency.” Py & for you. This is a perfccl:ly reasonable amount. You waijt and see, she’ll

+ bt fine. They'll both be fine.”

- The nurse came over and covered the woman with another blanket.

From the other side of the room the baby was crying now and
husband, still fixed to his wife’s hand, craned his head towards

sound. “Tap the Ketamine,” Dr, Swenson said. “There’s no point 4 t Tt would be good if we could just move her to someplace that was

her waking up now.” Marina suctioned out the belly again and set td'  dry” Marina said. “] can't leave her lying in all of that.”
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“Thete are certain things we cannot expect the Lakashi to.d
Dr. Swenson said. “They cannot perform cesarean sections. That s l:';
matter of training and equipment, They do know thac a sick wom 'f-
should not be feft o Iie on a sodden blanket, and they know pe |"'I“=
well how to clean up. You will come back tonight and check on pod s
patients, Dr. Singh, and come back again to check on them tomortow.
You'll sce how wel] they manage without you,”

The woman who had been nursing a baby when they arr
had handed that one off and was now nursing the new one wh
his mother slept on the floor, The father came to Marina, who
putting the contents of the used surgical kit back in her bag,
very lightly slapped her back and arms with his open hands. Ther
the others came over, all except the woman nursing and the womd
sleeping, and did the same. The two children hie her legs and the, -71:-
man reached to slap her ears. Marina in turn pounded the back of ieg.
nutse who had never flinched or turned her head during the su ,
and in return the woman gently slapped Marina's face with the .:
of her hand. ;

“Come now,” Dr. Swenson said. “Once you get started with :
can go on for hours, You'lj come home with more bruises than Easter Jee a student of mine, You made a classic T-incision. You kept the

It took some navigation to get Dr. Swenson down the ladder F: j:'* ening in the uterus small. You have very steady hands, Dr, Singh.
there were so many Lakashi waiting for her at the bottom with' thes " : }flﬁre exactly the person I want when I deliver”

" What a thought, delivering the child of the person who taught her

d, staking out the tetritory as her own. “You're just projecting. You
0o idea whar they're saying,”
: “I know their happiness. | may not know the details of every
L fice but believe me, there are many ways to listen and I've been
iste ing to these people for a long time.” The crowd was moving
ﬁird and the two doctors moved with them. "They think you will
teplice me,” Dr. Swenson said to her, “the way I replaced Dr, Rapp.
__-:ii it told them you were the one who killed the snake to save Easter
d.that you brought the snake back for them. Now they've seen you
j_':i:ut a child and keep the mother alive. That'’s a heady business
_ +:f ihd here.” .
;. ’ifsi:"They didn’t see that,” Marina said.
-'f'*:f_-';They most certainly did,” Dr. Swenson said, and lifted up her
-\T--.. towards the sky. "Thcy were in the trees. The entire surgical
: “e"afer was full”

' Marina looked around at the faces of all the beaming Lakashi.
Y hat would have happened if the woman hadn't lived? If the child
; tre dead? “I didn't look up,” she said,

b Just as well, too much pressure. You did a fine job. I could tell you

fallen and borne her alof; all the way back to the lab, She gave herielf. @ deliver children, “T won'’t be here when you deliver,” Marina said,
few minutes to carch her breath and while they waited 2 crowd asse *dnd took comfort in the knowledge. “How far along are you?”

bled. Clearly the news of their success had spread. The natives mad = ust over twenty-six weeks.”

thick ring around Marina and Dr. Swenson, chattering and clappi : * "No, no,” she said. “That's not even possible. Who were you plan-

g on delivering the baby? "
their hands to themselves,

'Everyone Is admmng you,” Dr. Swenson told Matina in
raised voice,

Marina laughed. There was a woman behind her holding on to he B

 “The midwife. T'll be honest, T had envisioned an experience as
:- e to the Lakashi'’s as possible, but as time goes by I'm thinking
about the need for 3 section, I'm doubting that my pelvis wil]
2 spread. Chewing the Martins does nothing to reverse the aging of one’s

P
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bones. I'm going to need a section and there's no one else here I'd trust™
for that.”

fticular ecosystem have yet to be replicated, Eventually, yes, but for
e time being if it is going to happen it's going to happen here. For
“Then you'll go to Manaus.” '. my study was strictly academic. I wanted to record the role of
“A woman my age can't go to the hospital to have a baby. Thei Martins in fertility. I had no desire to synthesize a compound. I've
would be too many questions.” __ believed the women of the world are entitled to leave cvery one
“I would have to think a woman your age couldn'’t avoid ui v;f.heir options open for a lifetime. I believe it less now thar I am
to the hospital.” Marina looked at Dr. Swenson and seeing *34:'3 5 _'nant. Give me your hand, Dr. Singh, this leg is killing me. Yes.
wasn't listening began again. “Even if I was going to be here, 1': .t can walk a little slower chan the rest of them” With that the
trust me, I'm not, you don't know what kind of complications j 0 'L. * Likashi, who had at times an uncanny ability to understand English,
: ﬁ}‘.{iﬁtheir pace in half. “But when I discovered the link to malaria all

might have. You're breaking ground here, you can't just expect tof
: - ofthat changed. Naq scientist could be on the threshold of a vaccina-

have the baby on your desk. You just saw me petform my first surg

in over thirteen years. That hardly qualifies me to deal with anyth

TR . .
;_iton for malaria and not make an attempt at it. I've been very careful
" e

that could come up.” ut the people I've brought here. They are all extremely commit-
“But you could. I saw you work. At some point I realized I should , 0, respectful. I wouldn't have any of them take out my appendix,

have made better plans for this inevitability but now you're here. You :Jfrﬂ}ias far as the drug’s development is concerned they have made

a surgeon, Dr. Singh, and all the pharmacology in the wotld isn't goi
to change that.” She shook her head. "Pharmacology should be,

served for doctors who have no interpersonal skills or doctors wi

ifﬁarkablc progress.”
. ___L - "How do you know it works?”

048 Dr. Swenson used her free hand to pat her stomach. “In the same
uncontrolled tremors who are prone to making mistakes. You nes I know the fertility aspects work. I test them. I've been regularly
did tell me why you changed your course of study.” sing myself to malaria for more than thirty years now and I've
had it. Dr. Nkomo, Dr. Budi, both of the Saturns, we all have

egular exposures. IVe exposed the Lakashi. I can show you all the

Some members of the crowd around them had begun to sing
some others to tap their tongues against their palates, making a noi
of cheerful wailing. The children cleared the path ahead like a pai
of hungry goats, snatching up every leaf and twig, ripping out.

b ata. It's the combination of the Martin bark and the purple martinets.
4:'_: Je kniow it now, It's just a matter of replicating ir.”

A nd what about Vogel?” Marina asked.

o “Vogel pays for it. I would have said I had been careful in choos-

knocking down spider webs with 2 stick, until the trail was as
as anything found in a natjonal park. “You never told me why yo
changed yours,” Marina said. - Vogel as well, but Mr. Fox has grown too restless for me. He isn't
“I had no choice. I saw the work that needed to be done and’ ,;_Iﬂtérested in what can be accomplished. He only wants to see where the
had to do it myself. You can'’t draw the world a map to this place __iﬁiPney's gone. Not that I think some other company would have been
and have everyone come running in, trampling the Rapps, killing

off the martinets, displacing the tribe. By the time they underst

what they were doing, it would all be dead. The conditions for ¢

They all claim to support science without any real understand-
& 1ng of what science entails, Dr. Rapp spent half of his life down here,

- héldid the most important work in the history of his field and he only

fhaitr
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-'i:'.-.*"';"_-."..l

scratched the surface of the mycology that was available to him. T "'P_f':’haps instead of trying to reproduce themselves, these postmeno-

L
things take an extraordinary amount of time. They can take lifet : -,1- sal women who want to be mothets could adopt up some of the

3 |4 . . "
You would think they would be grateful that I've given them my _ | excess thae will surely be available.
; _Ef-’"__}l\darina, as usual, felc that she was five steps behind in the conversa-
tluf “It seemns you should give Vogel a chance. You may find they're as
b :f_rested in the vaccine as you are.”

~ “Your trust would be charming if it weten't so simplistic,” Dr.

but someone like Jim Fox would be incapable of understanding thag
Sending Dr. Eckman here was a disaster for all of us. His death wa
very bad for morale. For a week or two I thoughe T might lose all'of"
them. But then you came, Dr. Singh, and as much as I've fought ¢
e e you have a place here. You get along well with ¢ ﬁ»ﬁéﬂson said without a trace of rancor in her voice, “Because if you'te
- wrong, and I am faitly certain you are wrong about an American phar-
f fmaceutical company wishing to foot che bill for Third World do-

i :g_'()'o'ding, then we lose everything, That is not a risk you are allowed to

one, your health seems excellent, and I think you'll be able to soo
M. Fox, convince him that things are progressing nicely and we'll

need a little more time.” g
take when the outcome of an incorrect assumption amounts to such a
9 Lrs. =1 * .

> significant annual loss of lives.”

“But why would I do that? T work for Vogel. They're paying

+

enormous sums to develop the drug that you brought to them, that 5! :
ol They were back in the village, having picked up a great many more

that seems to be all you're working on. Why would I want to cover foti Lakashi on the way. It looked to Marina like almost the entite tribe

you?” Marina balanced the weight of Dr. Swenson on her arm. l"r was assembled.

proposed. You haven't even told them about the malaria vaccine

farther they went the more Dr. Swenson leaned against her. 'h“Come to the lab,” Dr. Swenson said, patting the arm that she held
“with her other hand. “Dr. Nkomo will show you our mosquitoes.”
_ . “Let me take a swim first,” Marina said. “Get the blood off”

£ Dr. Swenson shook her head. “Use a basin. I'll have some men

“It isn't a matter of covering anything. This isn’t a lie told.
school. The drugs are intertwined. We have not been able to sepats
them out. Look at me. I am clearly pursuing my work in fertility e :
if my interests lie in how it relates to malaria. What I'm interest mg some buckets of water over for you. No sense getting into the

awver all covered in blood. You never know who might mistake you for

..1 _' i EI'.”
i

in personally really doesn't matter when either way we end up in £

same place. When we get one drug we'll have the other, and I dotf i
“T went into the river when I had half an anaconda on me,” Matina

: _.;éi'd#looking down at her dress which had stiffened as it dried.
% Dr. Swenson nodded her head. “We're being more careful with
now.”

see the harm in making an American pharmaceutical company payt s
for a vaccination that will have enormous benefits to world heal
and no financial benefits for company shareholders. The people wlhio &
need a malarial vaccine will never have the means to pay for it, At

the same time I will give them a drug that will, if anything, undefs When Marina went back to the sleeping porch the shects on the

mine the health of women and make them a truly obscene fortun tbed had been straightened and there was a letter lying on top of the

Isn't that a reasonable exchange? Eight hundred thousand children f

die every year of malaria, Imagine an extra eight hundred thou i1

S pillow. She reached carefully into the netting and took it out. She
idn't want to touch anything unil she'd had 2 bath and still she slid
ything

children running around the planet once this vaccine is in pla nger around the edges of the envelope, turning it back into a sheet
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Edeman, Mrs. Anders Eckman, Karen Smithson, K4
scrawled and uneven, A feyw times the pen had
printed the words but his hand was shaking, M
one up and kept it with him in the be

even thought to mail,
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Karen Eckman, Karen
ren Eckinan, The letters were 3
torn the paper. He i’lal.']
aybe he had folded :
d. Maybe this one he had never

s

Ten

- ifito other women eventually, both Lakash; and the doctors. Dr. Budj
' aid there was scientific precedent for going to chew che trees 5o often

it the beginning. They said they'd had a loading dose as weil. Maybe
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to thirteen. Beyond that, Marina had begun to wonder if there asht :1r|g to figure out how she could take Easter with her when she Jeft.
s '.-.“" Was unnerved both by Dr. Swenson's repeated references to “our”
the Lakashi women trudging back o the trees long after they \ Jdelivery date and by the letters from her dead friend that she found
sick to death of babies, something that kept the doctors at their dedis L Faiting in her bed at night. She wanted out of all of it, but still, it was
| jist now light in this beautiful, singular stand of trees and she cupped
% hand around the slender trunk of one of them and leaned in.
‘Matina had never scen the rooms where the other doctors lived.
f” °te was a small circle of huts behind the lab but the lab was where
£l worked and ate and stayed to talk in the evenings. She had known

e

g i . .

i -éome time that one of the huts contained the mice that were forced
3

something mildly addictive in the fenneled bark, something that ke -'.=.: .

for years after they were ready to go home. Maybe Dr. Rapp ha
cortect in his original assessment thar there was some mild connect .
between the mushrooms and tzees, the smallest touch of narcotic in the
bark that kept the women leashed to che forest,
As for herself, Marina dreamed of Martins. They were there
and stately, in front of her eyes before she opened them in the mo

and when Shc drifted offat ﬂight she was Walklng tDW&I‘dS t]'lfmo Ii ._.._III repeated Pregnancicg’ their heavy bCHiCS bumplng against [heir

the thought that ShC COUld become addictcd to anything il'l this' :&-cise WHECIS, and now She knew that anothcr hut was full Of‘- mos-

that first made her realize it was time to leave the Amazon, t quitves, Their larvae grew in tepid water inside of plastic trays that

stacked into 2 rall rack of metal shelving. When they were ready to
ihaich they were transferred into large plastic buckets with a piece of
'tjrhosc stretched across the top that was held in Place by a rubber

everything was potnting towards departure. In one week she i'lad.. ]
together the eyelid of a gitl who had been bitten by the very morikey
she had worn around her neck. It took both of her parents to!

the child down while Marina worked with too heavy a needle d. From there the mosquitoes were infected with malaria, Jr might

too thiCk a thread to reassemble the delicate tissue, When Sh-e : been bCCHUSE CVEI'YOHE felt SO COﬂﬁdCl‘lt in the success Qf[_‘heir vac-

Dr. Swenson about getting some human rabies immunoglobhiiﬂi 5 '1_Bons that they could afford to be so sloppy in their protocol, but
Swenson said she would first need to see a slide of the monkey's by "' Alan Sacurn first showed them to Marina she did not feel com-

She had removed a six-inch wedge of wood from between the third dné ; ftable with the hundreds of flying insects per bucker banging their

| ifnuscule weight against a web of nylon.
] ".'f!"Feeding time at the zoo,” Alan said, and soaked a large wad of

§otton in a cup of sugar sytup. “Go on and give them a taste of what
Uthey really wane. Breathe on them. Just lean over and exhale.”

fourth toes of a man who was cutting down trees to make boats fo
to Manaus. Three men had dragged him down to the lab wiﬂiolff
much as a tourntquet, leaving Marina to do her best to piece tdg
muscles and bones whose names she could no longet remembet: -I'_
terror of the jungle was now redefined by the wotk it could drea of

for her. While the other doctors, no doubt relieved that they h#?t;_ ]
been asked to perform the task themselves, praised her to the potmtof

}T-_."ﬁnd so she did, and they flung themselves upward in one ineffec-
‘black fist. Marina stepped back.
._ “Mammalian breath, that's what draws them. It's only the fernales

ridiculousness, the Lakash; peered over her porch railing at r'll'gi'll'- 1. bite, you know. The males neither contract nor spread the proto-

raised up on their toes to sniff her neck whenever they were clo ._ " He dropped the cotton onto the hosiery and the mosquitoes went
uin like sharks for bloody chum, He watched them for a minute. “They

wiys hold up their end of the bargain.”

was clear to Marina that no good was going to come of this. Sh
tired of her two dresses, tired of waking up in the middle of the
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There were two plastic flyswatters tacked to the wall, their wire you'll remember: the problem is figuring out a way to vaccinate against

handles rusted. “How do you test yourself?” she asked, not entitel . :. 4 E‘-If they get sick fora couple of days in the name of dcveloping adrug
certatn she wanted to know, i {_\'{_at could protect the entire tribe, the entire world, then I say so be it.”

“"We take five mosquitoes out of the infected bucket,” he said, tap= & "F" “Yes,” Marina said, feeling a little uncomfortable with the argu-
ping the lip of the bucket she'd just breathed into, “When I first can i jﬁ'mt. “But they don't say so be it.”

ﬂr Alan Saturn picked up his buckets and began to arrange them on
I:ﬂle counter. “It’s good to get out of the Ametican medical system from
tithe to time, Marina. It frecs a person up, makes them think about
1ar's possible.” He took an empty plastic cup off the rable and held it
in her direction, “Do you feel like trying it? At least you can count
uirself as fully informed to all the risks, and you will have saved one
~tnfortunate native from standing in your place. The best part is, all
'jhl.i’ll wind up with in the end is five itchy bumps.”

' Marina considered her Lariam, long gone. She considered her father,
:ﬁi looked inside the cup and shook her head. “I think I'll wait.”

_ " "Research doesn't happen in a Petzi dish, you know, and mice only
50 far. It's the human trials that make the difference. Sometimes you
ve to be the one to rol] up your sleeve,”

* But Marina didn'’t stay. She wanted more batk before she became
" patt of che experiment,

here you should have seen what we went through. We'd put on hazmat
suits, seriously, face masks, gloves. As if every tenth mosquito DUtSllI:I ¥
|

doing. I put those five in a cup with a piece of nylon over the top, th '

isn't carrying anyway. Now I just stick a net in there. I know what Im &
I hold the cup on my arm, on my leg, it doesn't matter. When I
five bites I kill the mosquitoes and run them under the microscope
a slide to make sure they were all infected. Thart's pretty much it.”
“That'’s it?” .
“Well, then you wait. The malaria will present in ten days. But

doesn't present. It hasn't for any of us.”

Ay

- . 1
“So how can you be certain your mosquitoes are good?

e
“

“The microscope tells us that, and then from time to time ¥

infect one of the men in the tribe from the same batch. Ten days l'a.
clockwork, he has malaria. We bring in some of the women and

same group of mosquitoes can bite them all day long and it's nothing’

Alan was leaning over another bucket. He blew in before giving BBy

the cotton, O " Dear Jim, -
"And this man who contracts malaria, how does he agree to this#t B L see bow this could take years, how no armount of time would ever be
He stood up and shrugged. “I suppose if this man had a lawyer i - enough to figure out everything that’s going on here, but I'n going to bepins the

could be said that he hadn't agreed, or that he hadn't been made full .r : 1 business of trying to get home. The first thing Il have 10 figure out is the boar,

:given Dr. Swensorss investment in keeping me I doubr she'll be quick to offer
~ bers. Bt boats do 20 by and 1 know the divection of Manas. Some days [
" think Pl see one and syinm out 10 it, and if Easter swims with e the who
:‘5‘ Would stop ys?

aware of what he was agreeing to. I've got some Cokes in here, I dbl_:;li |
tell Annick that. They love them,”

“You give them a Coke for getting malaria?”

“Don’t make this out to be the Tuskegee Institute, Chances 2
excellent that these men have had malaria before, or that they would: e

have had malaria eventually. The difference is that when they get 1 : E&Marina wrote more letters now. She wrote them every day. Dr, Budi
3

. 5 . ) 5 :
this room we're also going to cure it. Curing malaria isn't the prob : her pack of stationery open on her desk and Nancy Saturn was

294 2{]5



ANN PATCHETT

generous with her stamps. She would take Easter with her to the ri'._ i
1 . E mother and one for Karen and two for Mr. Fox. The boat was coming

and they would skip rocks from the shore or go for a swim. Boats

go by—a child in a canoe, a rare river taxi on its way to the Jinta—bi

then two or three days would pass with nothing, She made Easter k
watch when she was working, leaving him alone with che letters:

would never have occurred to her that it was possible for the systamﬁ
work, except that it had worked, Anders had mailed lecters, who
how many letters, and some of them found their way to Karen. Yets

as often as she wrote to Mr. Fox she hadn't really told him anythi
She hadn't told him about the malaria or Dr. Swenson's pregnancy
Anders’ burial. Those things she needed to say to him herself. 1

Easter and Marina liked the river best at six o'clock when the &
was spreading out long across the water and the birds had just beg
to make their way home for the night. They sat on the damp bas
as far away as they could from the heat of the Lakashi's fire. It was
early to eat and still she wanted to leave the lab for a while, stretch]
legs and roll her neck. Sometimes she would sit for twenty min b
thirty minutes, and other nights she would stay until it was dark. S
had never seen a boat go by once it was dark but it was such a pleas
to sit and watch the hot red ball of the sun sink fully down into't
jungle chat she made the excuse that one might come. Easter po" b
out every fish that broke the river’s surface and she pointed out

bats swimming through the purple evening sky. She had gotten ve

used to spending her time with someone who said nothing at all.

found that watching the coming on of night without feeling any nék

to comment on it brought about a sense of tranquility that she h
rarely known.
It was in that tranquility a boat was spotted in the distance.

She heard it before she saw it, the sound of a well-maintained en i

pushing effortlessly ahead. That was in itself worthy of notice as t
boats she was familiar with here came in two varieties: the cotnpl

silent canoe/raft/ floating bundle of logs, and anything with a
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*  ing motor. She got to her feet with four letters in her hand, one for her

L

EL-

e T3

¥ oft fast, 2 small round dot of light fixed to the front that was pointing
* - river, and Easter, ever the thinker, jumped up and grabbed two long
litanches from the edge of the fire, one for Marina and one for himself,
- q:lhd they stepped into the water until it was up to their knees and they
-.ﬁved the branches overhead. A boat that fast was surely headed to
‘Manaus eventually, even though it was going in the wrong direction for
- fiow. She wanted that boat, She swung the fire over her head and let our
in"gh, bright sound, a sound she never would have guessed she had in
-::_ Llic'r. She hoped it would encompass every ]anguage in which the words
-S'II? the boat could be‘spoken. Whether the people on the boat heard
I_h:r it would be impossible to say, sitting as they were just on the cusp
* between near‘and far, but the Lakashi heard her, and they ran through
g the jungle faster than any boat could travel and picked the fire apart
*._ iﬁ:[ lit sticks from one another's sticks and then let out a gtant howl,
k: Hmt own particular shibboleth, and all of this so Marina could send
e '_E!Eher mail, Bless the Lakashi, and for this one night bless them for
'.'_:._i_"itching her too closely, because suddenly their shoreline was ablaze
= nd the noise they made was deafening and the boat, which was almost
o0 them now was certainly slowing out on the dark river though it

[gl i,

=
F‘r

;":‘iifa'sn'l: slowing enough to give the impression of stopping, and Marina,
K .-_biloyed up on the energy of the people, called out with the lungs of a
'_ip'djita.no, “Stop the boat!”

B8 All sound stopped, the Lakashi startled into a brief silence by the
':ﬂitensity in Marina's voice, even the frogs and insects for an instant
rl’dd their breath. She wasn't used to it herself, the power of her own
. Wice, and so in the new silence she called again, “Stop the boat!” And
boat, which was past them now, stopped. It turned and slowly came
* towards the dock, its spotlight sweeping the crowd on the shore slowly,
]rft to right.

. "Correspondéncia!” Marina called. She had been reading a Por-

287



ANN PATCHETT STATE OF WONDER

tuguese dictionary at night along with the Dickens. "Obrigacio, s

-
1
1

“utake in and it was all too wonderfu] and confusing, The Lakashj
‘4{ ErE Continuing to sing and the smoke from all the fires was as blind-

-'-'f-' as the spotlight from the boat. Marina was climbing over the edge

"ok the boat to throw her arms around Milton, her feet bare, her dress
t0tn at the left side seam, her hair neatly combed and braided because

rigado.” She came out of the water and ran down the planks of -j ;
dock, the letters in one hand, the burning branch in the othér; 41 l
the light from the boat leapt across her and then returned. It hit

. . i ¥
squarely in the face and froze her in mid-step. In her own dcfenselsl_

oy

closed her eyes. X had been sitting for a long time watching the sunset, She put out
I atms to Milton and he took her hands, his arms out straight, and
“tirned her entire body so that she could see there was in fact a third
{Person there, and because that person was not catching the light it
ook her a moment to understand. It should have been Jackie and it
2s not Jackie, ,

"'-'“Marina," said Mr. Fox.

,.; It was just that one word, her name, and suddenly she was certain
‘dbhothing, Could she embrace him? Did they kiss? In the torch light
* ¢ coitld make out that all three of the visitors wore a similar expres-
8o, a fook that was hollowed out and exhausted, possibly terrified, a
Jook that Marina no doubt must have had on her own face that first
dtight she came down the river to see the burning Lakashi torches.
' other doctors would be walking down from the lab by now. They
_5‘! d have heard all the ruckus and come to see why this night was
i @E&ent from all other nights. Could she kiss Mr. Fox in front of Dr,
“,i' wenson? In front of Barbara Bovender? She had never mentioned that
“patt to any of them, that Mr. Fox was the person in all the world she
Efu?ed. “I've been writing to you,” she said, and held out the letters to
--':. like a defense. He was wearing a white cotton shirt like Milton's
" she wondered if he had come down in a wool suit. Had Milton
; him to Rodrigo’s late at night to buy him clothes? “] was fagging
i the boat to see if it would take my letters to you.” He took the
s. He took her hand.

8T haven't had any letters,” he said. His voice was hoarse. “I haven't
L d from you.” The time she had been gone had aged him, the boat

ping of something—jealousy? That couldn't be right. It was s‘o.jﬁﬁ; ch ..-.. ‘had aged him. How long had he been in Brazil? How long had i¢
= d_." . R .

xl_-» o i .

“Marina?” a voice asked. k.
“Yes?” she said. Why did this not seem strange, someone ca g,

her name? It was because of the light she could not make sense of '

was happening. et

“Marinal” The voice was happy now. She did not know the ¥o ;
and then she did. The second it came to her he spoke his name:“T {
Mileon!”

The enormity of Marina's happiness was caught in that light,
all the tributaries in all of the Amazon he had wandered onto'h
Milton her protector, Milton who would know exactly how l.‘.o set v
erything to right. She threw her branch into the water and let ¢ L
scream of joy which took the shape of his name, “Milton!”’ But Hig

=

scream that met hers was high and entirely female and there botif
over the edge of the boat and into her arms came Barbara Bo J- a
wearing a short khaki colored dress with a stunning number of pockei®
Milton was driving the boat for Barbara Bovender! The light of e
Lakashi torch was caught in the reflective sheet of her wind-iz
hair. Marina embraced the narrow back of her friend who clung
neck and whispered in her ear too softly to be heard above the ¢
the Lakashi. She smelled of lime blossom perfume.

“How are you here?” Marina said. There was no sensible W
say tt—how did you find us and why did you come and how.
can you stay and will you take me with you when you leave? E
bounded down the dock on a wave of childlike glee and straig"ﬂ:

Barbara’s arms, burying his face in her hair. Marina felt the sina
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taken him to wear the Bovenders down? “I didn't know what had hap I ;

(it

pened to you. Are you hure?” e
“I'm fine,” Marina said,

R T

“There's blood all over your dress.” © i

Marina looked down and sure enough there was, but she cou]dti-‘td
remember who it once belonged to or how much of it was just a staifi =
she hadn't been able to scrub out. The Lakashi were coming on board, 4
now and they grinned as they slapped Mr. Fox who flinched at first
and then raised his hand in what appeared to be self-defense. MaE{ni
pulled him back. They were slapping Milton and Barbara Bovende_t‘i'
pounding out their particular and aggressive form of welcome. Already e -
two women had their hands deep in the white gold of Barbara's hﬁu' .
and she struggled hopelessly to get away. A suitcase was held aloft 2 -
then passed overhead and Marina leapt up to grab it. “Milton!” she
called out, “don’t let them take the bags!” gE.

Milton managed to wrestle the remaining duffels and totes away
from the natives. He waved to Easter, who came on board and grL 3
Milton a hearty slap at the waist and then began to loop his an‘flfg; %
through the various handles of bags. : ":,Lj

Marina took Mr. Fox's hand and held i¢ tightly. “We have to ke%

an eye on Barbara. She won't be able to manage this.” -

“I wouldn’t worry about Mrs. Bovender,” he said in a flat vo*_ ¥
This was not the reunion they were supposed to have. She wished he 8
would have waited in the Minneapolis airport for her to come ba ck
It wouldn'’t have been too much longer. Once they were on the d d
he let go of her hand. Maybe it wasn't a good thing the boat lﬁali
come at all. There was no aligning Minnesota to Amazonia. Thes
was no explaining one world to the other, Dr. Swenson was waﬂcﬂ:_l A

At
towards them.

"Enough of that,” she said, clapping her hands. “Leave her alone
now.” The two Lakashi women who fought over Barbara’s hait ha

settled their differences, Ieaving her in under a minute wich two |

00

e -

i Bl

e
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= braids already tied off at the ends with pieces of thread pulled from
* their own dresses, Dr. Swenson walked by Barbara with barely a glance.
L “We'll be talking about this,” she said as she passed, and Barbara
> dropped her head, When she got to the end of the dock her full atten-

. tion turned to Milton. “Whose boat is this?”

: _";’: - Tr belongs to a friend of Rodrigo’s,” Milton said.

e

B "Rodrigo's friends don't have money like this,”

b “One of them does,” Milton said. “The man who bottles Inca
= Cola. Rodrigo sells it in the store,”

' Dr. Swenson nodded, “Did you bring supplies or only guests?”
* "Rodrigo put together a list of what you must need by now, plus
some things you'll [ike, He had just gotten in a full case of oranges and

' e sent them all to you. I think he did a very good job.”

- .:.Having dealt with two of the travelers, she turned to the third,

V- “You no doubt moved heaven and earth for this, M. Fox.”

a * ' Mr. Fox stood on the dock and stared ar Dr. Swenson and seared
= 2t the entire flaming tableau that spread behind her, A bar spun down
14 Perilously close to the top of his head and he did not flinch, “We have
o fd a difficule trip. There is clearly 2 great deal to discuss, including
*- c heaven and earth [ have moved, but for how you should te]] ys

. where we will be sleeping”

~ ‘T don't know where you'll be sleeping,” Dr. Swenson said, making
concessions to civility. “We are working here, not tunning a Hyate.”
The Lakashi, sensing there was no further call for celebration,

gan stacking their burning sticks into a single raging bonfire that

catened to spread to the dock they were standing on. Thomas
"';Hkomo stepped forward, waving his hand and bowing quickly to the
& uests. “Let us work this out away from the fire,” he said calmly, “We

3 will make sure everyone is accommodated.” Once he had herded them
.T:_E!:nﬂy to shore he told Barbara Bovender that she would follow Marina,

"5nd Mr. Fox would bunk wich him, and Milton—
_r_i,' “I can sleep in the boat,” Milton said.

in:

s
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ger
£ start to think a half an hour later that that was the river we were
P siifiposed to turn on.”

Thomas shook his head. “There is a cot in the lab near Dr. -.':.‘*'
son’s station. She will be happy to have you sleep there for tonight 1#38 .
s _féﬁ-"But you got them here,” Marina said. She wasn't sure she could
- have done it.

“Let's leave your assumptions of my happiness out of this,” :
Swenson said. As she turned and walked back up the dock, Matt

could see that Dr. Swenson was limping badly and wanted to go: +“Marina, we left two days ago. All those rivers, all those trees, I get

her and lend her an arm, and she wanted to go with Mr. Fox be red around in Manaus.” Het hands were shaking and so she sat on

Jﬂ’lﬁm “Do you have a cigarette? I would really love a cigarette.”

T

Thomas of all people would give them 2 moment together wiﬂi_
L . *Tm sorry,” Marina said.

\“Thank God Milton was there. At first Mr. Fox asked me a lot

' of questions, mostly questions about you, but once he was convinced

asking questions, but instead she took Barbara Bovender's hand and
her through the jungle towards the storage shed. 5

“Do you know where we're going?” Barbara asked. -'_'ﬁ' ;

“I do,” Marina said. B

Jackie had left for Lima five days before, this being the season w "1
the surf rose along the Peruvian coast with such ferocity that it cled
the lesser surfers from the beaches and brought forth the greater ones =
from other continents. The Bovenders had talked it over at length ab i
decided this would be a good time for both of them. Barbara cotil g
work on her novel and he could spend a couple of weeks curled

 Treally hadn't heard from you he stopped talking to me alrogether.”
ﬂlﬁ'i:re was something about Barbara’s hair, the two yellow braids hang-
¢ iing over her shoulders, that had robbed her of her considerable sophis-
* tication and feft behind a fourteen year old girl. “I was staring out at
:tin‘é tiver bank every second. | felt like I was trying to intuit where you
; wete, like it was my responsibility to know, and I didn’t know. Mr. Fox
wotildn't believe me when I told him I didn't remember. He thought I
the lip of a giant wave. “We went over everything that could possib still trying to throw him off Annick’s trail, like it would be great
happen and decided there was nothing that I couldn’t handle mys A for me to take us all out on the river and get us lost. And then I
She was sitting in the chair on top of Marina's extra dress. She clos 52w another river, a small onc, and all of the sudden I was sure it was
her eyes and shook her head. “We didn't take Mr. Fox into accott '. ' I,&Iﬁ'right one. The opening would have been so easy to miss. If I had
I told him I didn't know where Annick was, That lasted abotit t ree
minutes.” :

“He’s better at it than I was.”

& been looking on the other side of the boat for just a minute we would
- Have kept going. Mr. Fox and Milton didn't see it at first, and they both
E’iﬂ:ed up then because I was so sure. We went up that river for half the
y and everything was quict. Most of the time I was still thinking I'd

Mrs. Bovender’s blue eyes went round at the thought of it. ‘| .-.L .
b gotten it right, and then I started to think we had gotten it wrong, and

better at it than anyone. Vogel holds the lease on the apartment. f. :
said I would be on the curb in an hour. He got Milton, Milton
the boat. I said, fine, good luck, and then he said I was coming | t
them. Milton’s never been out here before and I'd only come witl

just about to say that, | was getting up my nerve, when we came
il"Mnd a bend and there were all these people on the shore in loincloths
.'_i"itﬂ their forcheads painted yellow, It was like they'd been standing
tflere forever, waiting for us, and T didn't remember exactly what the
'f_liékashi looked like. I was so tired by then and I was so confused by all

‘_J_tllé'wrong choices I'd already made that I hon-:stly didn't remember.”

Jackie. Half the time I came with him I was asleep. Jackie gets seasli. 5
unless he's the one driving the boat. I was supposed to tell them - :
to get here? Oh God, it was awful, we'd pass one river and then If'

i
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Marina leaned forward from the bed where she was sitting. She prit | ;
her hands on Barbara Bovender’s knees. All of the rivers in the Amazoﬁ. -
and she knew which one this story had ctaken. g
“So I'said, “There they are!’ and Milton was slowing down the boat &

She shook her head. “Mz. Fox was on the deck and Milton was
wing, I don't think they would have been able to sce him anyway. I
ink he was only there for me.”

and he was whispering to me, ‘Are you sure, are you sure?’ He's met l:l'u:1
Lakashi before. They come down to Manaus selling timber, sometime§
they've come with Annick. He knows this isn't right, and then I know b

15 {1 ho would have known you were missing?” Dr. Swenson
it isn't right, and the river is narrow there and they all raise up thesé &

i was saying to Mr. Fox when Barbara and Marina walked
~ into the lab. Dr. Budi could not stop shaking her head and the two

trembling hands out from beneath her legs and begins to wipe her eyes! - Urs. Saturn stayed very close together. The misery that comes from

o

bows and arrows and they're huge.” She is crying now, and she takes hu'L

“You're okay,” Marina said. “You found me. Milton got you out.” A * having a good imagination was writ large on Thomas Nkomo. “I sup-
She nodded but her fingers could not get far enough ahead of t]lﬁ_f iy
tears to wipe them all away, there were simply too many of them. 'iH_ b
did. He was so fast. Milton deserves some sort of medal. He'd nevet & i two or three weeks they would have come here together. Don't you
driven that boat before and he slammed it around so fast we nedﬂ'ﬁ:.; i Barbara? He would have come looking for you then,”

went over. When I looked back the air was full of arrows. Arrows
How can that be possible? And then I saw something. I thought I saw. ¥

Barbara Bovender, now the center of everyone's nervous attention,
made the slightest gesture towards a nod.

- Dr. Swenson held out a hand towards this confirmation. “One man
‘missing a boat, one man missing a wife, What do you think I should
have told them when they arrived? I wouldn't have had any idea where
Jou were."

ﬁr* “If you had a telephone no one would have to risk thetr lives to find

something”
“What?” Marina said. ]
She shook her head. “It was worse than anything, worse than M¢

Fox or us getting Jost or those people shooting at us.” She looked up at
Marina and blinked her eyes and for 2 moment the crying stopped anid

«
a look of utter seriousness crossed her pretty face. She took Marina¥ u,” Mr. Fox said. How was 1t possible that Marina could not go to

hands, “I saw my father running through the trees,” she whispered. 19 him? Why didn’t he come to her now having survived a rain of poison

don't know what you'd call it, a vision, a visitation? He was coming & rrows? How could he not take her in his arms regardless of who was
/48 in the room? He looked so out of place in his lightly embroidered
on the bottom of the boat. Thete were arrows in the boat and Milton' * & white shirc and khaki pants, as if he had dressed up for a party whose
said not to touch them. I tried to look back for him but Milton sailgf _ 3 J;'ﬂlerne was the Amazon.

to keep down. Marina, my father is dead. He died in Australia when I I' “This is about my not having a telephone? Do you think Dr. Rapp
h_]i]]:h‘,

but I've never seen him. He came there for me because he knew I was

straight towards me, coming down to the water, and I threw myse‘.[ﬂ1 V.

was ten years old. I think about him all the time, I dream about came to the Amazon with a telephone? I am trying to finish my work,
4 First you send a man down here who dies and when you decide to

3 follow him it scems you are determined to die yourself and take two

going to die.”
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of my people with you. It is distuptive, Mt. Fox, can you undets_ s old and I am pregnant. If you trouble yourself to look around

that? You do not advance your own case by continuing to throw the sHllithe morning you will see that T am nor alone in my condition. We

(-

1l}gvmry close to being able to bring you what you want if you could
lly control your impulse for disruption. I'm keeping up my end of the
gain, I expect you to start keeping yours.”

Or a moment Mr. Fox was too far behind. He had missed the
nt crials, the studies in higher mammals. He had no knowledge
first efficacious dose or the multidose safety studies. He had seen
:ie'ports on the probability of technical success, and then suddenly
fwas six months into the first human dose. First in Man, that's what

‘twould always be no matter how inherently sexist the implications,
5 L

tragedies in my path.”
“I was looking for Dr. Singh,” he said, tapping his glasses up:

bridge of his nose with his index finger, a nervous tic Marina ki

be the slightest outward manifestation of simmering fury. “I
had any word from her. T couldn’t take the chance that another ofie
my employees was sick or in danger.” -

Another onc of your employees, Marina thought. Well, the
have it. i1

“But you endanger them yourself!” Dr. Swenson said. “You ths
a person in the river and then make a spectacle of jumping in to's
them.”

all there was to absorb j¢ took a moment for the news to settle

tibuit when it did the look on Mr. Fox's face was as tender and pleased
: md'surprised as it had been on a night thirty-five years before when

Before Mr. Fox had a chance to answer, Dr. Budi stepped bety
them. “T must ask that you stop this now,” she said, her voice unexpe

e

(is.own wife Mary had made a similar announcement. He took a few
edly strong, “Dr. Swenson, this is not right for you. This argunier fitentative steps towards Dr, Swenson. He softened his voice. “How far
ended. You must sit,” 7 dlong:”

The room fell suddenly silent and in the silence they could i

b

the unexpected sound of Dr. Swenson struggling to catch her breatih & “T'mnot qualified to do the section,” Marina said to her. “I've told
There was no ignoring Budi’s advice. Dr. Swenson sunk down hez that. You need to go to a hospital.”

in her chair and put her swollen feet up on a box in front of her. Nag - would feel more comfortable with Dr. Singh,” Dr. Swenson said.
Saturn came over with a glass of water and Dr. Swenson waved g  can't afford any breaches in security at chis point. I can’t go to the

away. When she spoke again her voice was calmer. “Look at as iTity to have a child. I've seen her operate several times now. She does a

data as you need to reassure yourself, Mr. Fox, The two Drs. Sat
will help you. Tomorrow when it's light, Dr. Budi will cake you to
the Martins, and after thar you will get back on the Inca Cola ane

":'-- liant job. I have no questions as to her complete competence.”
. While Marina had come far enough to contradict Dr. Swenson
7 hen they were alone, she still lacked the skills to do so publicly.

to Manaus. That is all the hospitality I am capable of extending = There was no way to point out that these compliments were her road
0 perdition,

" "We could bring in an obstetrician from Rio," Mr. Fox said. “We
.. d bring one in from Johns Hopkins if you'd like.” He had already

jjf--w gotten about the trip from Manaus, about Mrs. Bovender, about
fithe Hummocca, The drug worked, that was all he had ever needed to

.

“Dr. Singh is coming with us.” Mr. Fox said. It was not a ro T
gesture but the first counteroffer in an ongoing negotiation, 1 |
Dr. Swenson shook her head. “That wil] not be possible. Dr.
has agreed to stay until T deliver my child.” She put her swollen v
on either side of her belly. “The big reveal, Mr. Fox. Seventy= .
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know. He didn't care about the paperwork, the trees, he didn't need t I
see Marina, He could get back on the boat tonight. .

“What I would like is what I have already said. I trained Dr. Sing
myself. You can spare her for a little while longer.” :

“I can,” Mr. Fox said. s

Marina started to say something but Dr. Swenson cur her off, ‘Dt &
Budi is right, T am tired. Walk with me back to the hut now, Dr. Singh _
I've done enough for tonight.” She held up her hand and Marina took
it. The skin between Dr. Swenson's fingers was cracked and bleedili_
Mr. Fox touched Dr. Swenson's shoulder before they left the room ark
she nodded at him in return. 1

sorry for me because that is your nature. There’s nothing I could
o to prevent that.”

" Marina sat down on the edge of the single mattress. “Who's the

& 'an in the picture?” She took Dr. Swenson's wrist between her fingers,

1. pulse was almost too rapid to count.

* ' Dr. Swenson turned and looked at the frame on her bedside table.

i __Irwas a black-and-white photograph of a tall, thin man with a very fine

{ Iii‘li:sf. standing in the jungle. He was wearing a white shirt and seemed

"o be looking over the shoulder of whoever was holding the camera.
ever ask a question if you already know the answer. I find that the

ost irritating habit.”

“He's very handsome,” Marina said.

ing their foam over the night sky, Marina started in. “I told you#ﬁi ,_,__' *He was,” she said, closing her eyes.

" "Wherd’s the blood-pressure cuff?”

8 She pointed down to the red bag on the floor and Marina got the

and a stethoscope. “The baby is dead, Dr. Singh. It died yester-
» maybe the day before, I was going to tell you tonight but then

e company arrived. You can go on and try to listen but nothing has

| tioved. I'm not certain when it moved last. I haven't been able to find

" aheartbeat.”

Once they were safely under the cover of darkness, the stars spre

wasn't going to stay,” she whispered sharply over the grind of inse
wings, over the endless repetition of frogs croaking. “Did you think
you could just lease me out from my employer?”

“Hold on to yourself for two more minutes,” Dr. Swenson said. 1 =
ApEe

i

Dr. Swenson’s hut was the one closest to the lab. It was a sm 1
room with a single bed and a dresser, a folding table with two chairs
Dr. Swenson struggled up the four stairs, leaning her weight aga"

Marina, and when she came inside she sat down heavily on the bedi "% * Marina put her hand on her teacher’s arm but Dr. Swenson shook

“I'm going to have to lie down,” she said, and with that she stretche f off. “Go on,” Dr. Swenson said, “Try”

over the bed, her stomach pointing up. She sent forth a low moa Marina put the scope in her ears, ran the drum across Dr. Swen-

s belly, trying one spot and then another and then another,
“There's nothing there,” Dr. Swenson said.
*  "No” Marina said. She took her blood pressure then and then

though whether it was pain or the relief from pain Marina could 't ot

be sure. “Be a friend and pull off my sandals, Dr. Singh.”
Marina struggled with the Birkenstocks but managed to get the 5

. ook it again to make sure her reading was correct. “One seventy-two

i‘ﬁm one fifteen.”

= Dr. Swenson nodded. “T have preeclampsia. There is no Pitocin,

" There is a syrup the locals use to bring about labor in these circum-

_.. .hces,

. the time being I am finished with my own human experimentation, I

loose. Dr. Swenson’s toes were sunk halfway into her swollen fe
which had an unnatural purple cast. “Don't make me feel sorry fog
you,” Marina said. “The more I worry about you the more certaid I
am that you need to go to a hospital with doctors who know wha

they'te doing."

a boiled-down extract of crickets or some such thing but for
A . . A
“You know what you're doing,” Dr, Swenson said, “and you

308 309



ANN PATCHETT STATE OF WONDER

e .'"Therc is of course every reason to think that this will kil me in
%e end.” She opened her eyes and looked at Marina. “It's difficult
- o'say if this is an outcome of the drug or the circumstances of age.

don't think I'd survive labor anyway. So the bad news is you will have
do the section and the good news is you won't have to wait two monf] 5
to do it. Mr. Fox will leave tomorrow with the proof he needs that th “

drug is viable, and that in itself will buy us a great deal of time, If-yo - Whether or not 1 am finished remains to be seen, but I want you to

__Qgiﬁow that the drug is finished, at least the fertility aspect. Mr. Fox
.-',:é,_ go and cry in his cups. With a little luck we'll be able o keep

N T . . 0
. Hhat news from him for a few more years while he finances a malaria

i :_’,!]ﬁ'ccine."

could stay here just a little while after the surgery to make sure
are no complications I would appreciate it. Later I'll have Easter and
Saturns take you back to Manaus in the pontoon. Can you do that?

“T can put you on that boat in the morning and we can go |
' Marina shook her head. She wrote it off to the circumstances. In a
__Eﬁuple of months when all of this was behind her Dr. Swenson would
H i&] differently. “You shouldn't say that. You've worked on it for too

ooy
& many years to let it go.”

real hospital with real medicine and a sterile surgical room and
anesthesiologist. I'm not going to operate on you with a syringe full
Ketamine.” :
Dr. Swenson waved her hand. “Don't be ridiculous. We have 1"_
of Versed for special occasions.” g 'y “And how shall we test it further? I've been cating this bark for
* Jears. I've seen my own menstruation return at sixty. I've lived through
: '- pimples and the cramps and I will tell you there was nothing there
k. _‘enjoy. T did not need to see that aspect of my youth again.”
:‘i “Thar's why they have NHV, normal healthy volunteers. No one
" expects that you should do all of this yourself.”

There were things to say about that but Marina let them go. “T. -:E':‘_:
are serious circumstances. I know it isn't what you want but you )
got to think like a medical doctor and not an ethnobotanist. If yotlige
with Milton and Mr. Fox you'll be there in half the time. You cc
be there tonight, which, considering your blood pressure, is what 3

should be doing anyway. You'd never put this off if it were some ~ "We would have to find a great many childless seventy-three-year-
N "félﬂ women who were willing to be impregnated in order to evaluate
& sifety. Chances are we would kil the lion’s share of them in the course

the drug trials.” -

“Listen to what I'm saying the first time, Dr. Singh. I don't
the energy to keep repeating myself. I'm not going anywhete tor
1“Chances are,” Marina said. She brushed down the insane wires of
. Swenson’s hair with her hand.

so if I die before you have the chance to save me the onus will be co
pletely my own. You can’t have Mr. Fox take me to the hospital. Tk
all of his dreams will be shattered and subsequently my dreams w “Don't be tender, Dr. Singh. We're fine the way we are. I only tell
be shattered as well. T will not sacrifice a potential malaria vaccine it this because I want you to know that if anything happens to me

a hospital bed in Manaus. I am asking you to do this surgery as a % _:Pow, anything, it is not your fault. I've broughl: this on myself in the

of saving myself from having Alan Saturn do it. I don't know ’ 'etest of science and I don't regret any of it. Do you understand thar?
i This has all been to the positive, We are very close to securing a vac-

¢ cine, and in addition to that we know what the body has told us all

have asked you for so much in the past that you would find this sifigle:
request something you are unable to grant.” :
tilnng, postmenopausal women aren’t meant to be pregnant. That is
do no better than a nod of the head. ' _ji'hat we had to learn.”

Marina waited, considering the horror of it all. In the end she could!
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“It might not work at seventy-three. That doesn't mean it coulds! e

':: l&i’nuw»without the slightest trace of collusion. He was simply happy.
work at fifty. This isn't the time to throw everything away.” R ;

¢ drug would soon be in hand, the stock would exceed expectations,
risk would be lauded by generations of board members to come.
Dr. Budi handed her a sandwich on a plate, potted chicken after so
y weeks of potted ham. “Dr. Swenson?” she asked.

~“Her blood pressure 1s high,” Marina said.

-_L Mr. Fox looked up and Marina shook her head. “She’s tired. She
B st needs rest, that's all. There should be as litle stress as possible.”
> _:I'v‘m a line of dialogue she remembered from meeting with patients

. frars ago. It always comforted them. Anyone could embrace the idea
B that the answer was rest.

“Let the fifty-year-olds console themselves with in vitro as th :
have in the past. I have no intention of unleashing this misery on'th 148
world because I trust women to stop trying at a sensible age.” She
shook her head. “So it's good then,” she said, “it's good. I'm going to§
to sleep now. I want you to get some sleep, too. We'll do this tomorn ..
in the afternoon when everyone has left and there’s plenty of light. Do
your best to get them off early. Milton and Barbara would swim
of here, I feel sure of it, but Mr. Fox may try to linger. Once you ge
them on the boat, go and ask Dr. Budi to assist you. There’s no setis e 3
in telling her tonight.” £ 'i.- _ “We'll leave in the morning,” Milton said.

B “After we've seen the trees,” Mr. Fox said.
-% jr'._t"Marina :waited another minute for old time’s sake. Mr. Fox bent
% B :H::k over the data and she wanted very much to put her hand on the

=

i &Wm of his head. It was probably better that he didn't look at her,
1’ 'Hi.‘t he didn't take her aside and whisper his truc plan in her ear, If he
g Hnd her now, it would only be sadder later on when he realized that she
F #d lied to him along with all the others. He would leave her once the
I_f'ﬁhole thing fell apart. It might be ycafs, but once he understood
ﬂi_'at he was holding a malaria vaccine instead of a drug for fertility
ﬁicl that she had known it and done nothing to stop ir, nothing to save
* fim, he would break with her in every possible way. That loss would be
_}iﬁﬁnite]y harder to take if he had ever loved her. “Let’s go to bed now,”
. - the said quietly. Then he did raise his head, looking at her as if to say
'fli:t surely he misunderstood.

_:_ E'Tm with you,” Barbara Bovender said, slipping the second half of
¥ et sandwich into one of the many pockets on her dress, The two of
thn took Easter with them while the rest of the group called good
; h?ght, while Mr. Fox said good night.

¥ "How does this work?” Barbara asked, looking again at the con-

__."f figuration of the sleeping porch.

“Alright,” Marina said. She pulled the mosquito netting down
the bed. She turned down the flame in the lantern but she couldn!
seem to make herself go.

“You're still here,” Dr. Swenson said finally.

“I thought I'd wait until you fell asleep.”

“I know how to sleep, Dr. Singh. 1 don't need you to watch:
unless it is something you are trying to learn to do yourself.”

When Marina got back to the lab, Dr. Nancy Saturn was
p

laining the rclationship between the Martin trees and-_
purple martinets to Mr. Fox, and Thomas Nkomo was showing’ ﬁf

the charts of pregnancies, birth weights, live births, and they were
lying to him in everything they chose not to tell, Milton and Batbs
made sandwiches out of the store-bought bread they had brought wit
them. Everyone was helpful. Everyone was getting along. bt

“Have you seen all of this?” M. Fox said to Marina when she cak
over to them.

“I have,” she said. “I've been here a long time.”

“It’s remarkable work. Truly remarkable work.” He was smil}
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“T have the cot and Easter has the hammock, but Easter sleeps with ~ n the farthest edge of the perimeter. She would saw them into smaller

me so I guess that leaves you with the hammock. I'll grant you th d smaller pieces and tie them together with twine and she would
ing them back with her, a little something for herself, She pictured

self in her kitchen, a freezer full of twigs, taking them out only

it isn't much but it's better than winding up on the floor somewhers.g-_f

Easter was sitting on the floor wiping off the bottoms of his' 3~"'
with a rag. It was the one bedtime ritual Marina had taught him. e = When she nceded one, sitting alone in her living room scraping the bark
& 5own with her teeth, and while she was thinking about this she came
' ﬁ- rilously close to putting her foot into a nest of ants. She stopped and

~ Warched them cut a determined path through the leaf litter. She was

aly

“Look,” Batbara said, twisting a fat yellow braid around hef -
gers. "I know this is your place, but if you wouldn't mind terribly co ‘E% :
1 sleep with Easter? It's just for tonight. I've been half out of my wits

* Walking too fast. She kept her eyes down for the rest of the way and
o h;hen she finally looked up again it was to sce the morning sun coming
irough the Martins at an easterly slant, the full illumination of the

all day. Frankly, if he wasn’t here I'd be asking to sleep with you, and’
I don't think the two of us would fit in that bed.” She looked sad.[}{;_ :
the child. “It's been a bad time for Jackie to be gone.” g

Marina nodded. She understood completely the calming powers ofi: in yellow trunks, the high crowns of pink flowers brushing the edges
Easter. Still, as she shook the marmoset scat out of the hammock, s |;-_-_- : : _tﬁe barely blue sky. Maybe she wasn't sorry not to be going back on
thought of how on this particular night she would have preferre“d_: t e boat today. As she touched her mouth to an already soft opening
] 1 the bark, a fceling of peace and wcll—being spread through her veins.

* She wondered if in fact it was really time to vo at all.
g Y 8

to sleep alone herself,

That night Marina dreamed not of her own father but of Barba
Bovender's father as he ran through the trees towards the river. y a She saw the first three Lakashi women coming towards the trees
she woke up she had one leg and both of her arms hanging ovet ;

the same dresses rhey wore every clay, the same dress she wore every

o it
3 ﬁéy. and they raised their hands to wave to her. Marina waved back

edges of the reeking hammock and her first thought was of the

* aid moved quickly to the side of the stand. In the distance, she could
& hear the disembodied voice of Nancy Saturn lecturing on the purple
he'd worn the day before and Barbara in a white cotton nightgowni = * Martinet, the digestion and excrement versus the larval sack. Marina

tins. There was only the smallest bit of light coming onto the i
and Barbara and Easter were stil] sIceping, Easter in the nylon she

For a moment Marina looked at them and marveled that such thi EILﬁ]y knew one way out of the trees. One would think she could walk
as nightgowns had ever existed and that the people who owned th :

thought to wear them to bed. She took her ﬂashlight and walkécl_.'
into the jungle, keeping the beam pointed low to the ground as it'y

nﬂt in any direction and make a circle back around the edge but that
& Wasn't the case. She needed a path. She had to leave the same way she
ﬁame in or she would get lost. She had a distinct desire to run straight
. ;Ilto the jungle, but why? What was there to run from? Mr. Fox was her
- Iover, the Saturns were her friends. Either way she had already stood
: _!H:l_gre too long,

“gﬁ “Marina!” Alan called,

1 g .
. She went to them. The Lakashi were busy at their trees and the

still so early the tarantulas would just now be making their slow ciav]
home. She wanted to get to the trees and back before anyone else®
out. She was fairly cercain there was some other quality in the b:
that no one was talking about and she knew she wasn't going to .
it through this particular day without it. She thought of how she wox

come out here on her last day and saw off a few branches from the E gehtle sound of their mastication was a comfort to her. One of the
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gtji@darina. “They were all over me. As soon as I cut it off I was invis-
e to them.”
“She’s gone completely native,” Alan said to Mr. Fox. e :%A?E'They fix Budi’s hair every morning,” Alan said. “They come to
Like everything else around chis place, Mr. Fox looked better i be 3 "
light of day standing between the trunks of the Martins. He had ofs
blue shirt this morning and a darker pair of pants. She couldn't
believe that in his rush to find her he had brought a change of clo

i

women patted her bottom as she walked past, her mouth firm tditha:
bark. It was her nurse. Marina patted the back of her head.

#So you've gotten used to the place?” M. Fox said, and for the

“time he sounded as if he were speaking to Marina as if she were

eone he had met before,

She nodded. “Finish your tour and then I'l] take you back. You can
me up on everything I've missed at work.”

" Mr. Fox agreed to this and went off with the Saturns. Marina |js-

“I was meaning to ask about the dress last night.” 77}
Marina brushed off the front of the coarse fabric, “It's the

uniform,”

Jto their voices—Martins and martinets and not a single mention
ERapps. She leaned forward from whete she was sitting and picked
ﬁli‘., thé smallest, bluest mushroom that grew at the base of the tree. It
_ i .hardly bigger than her little finger. She brought it to her nose and
iffed it like 2 daisy and the woman who was braiding her hair began
ugh, She leaned over Marina’s shoulder and sniffed the mush-
! om herself, then she put her arms around Marina from the back and
{higged her, giggling into her neck until Marina had to laugh herself,
?,- n the woman finished Marina’s hair she took the mushroom from
'_?"_ﬁngers and, giving a quick, furtive glance to either side, popped it
10 her mouth and walked away.

“What happened to your clothes?”
Marina shook her head, “A misunderstanding,” she said. “R : ]
the dress has been fine.” : :
“If my legs looked as good as yours I'd wear one too,sN =
Saturn said. - _
While Marina's legs were of sound basic construction they. wetg
also bruised, unshaven, scabbed, and covered in a fierce topog
of insect bites. It struck Marina then that it wasn't only Mi.
she was lying to. She was lying to the other doctors, her file
who would certainly have wanted to know that she had inofe
a professional relationship with the man they were trying to sn
A small Lakashi woman who had finished her requisite amot
bark came up behind Marina and gave her shoulder two hard t
and Marina sat down on the ground with thoughtless obedience.’
didn’t mind sitting down in the Martins. All of the insects 'savE'" e
purple martinets cut a wide berch around this part of the jungle. T8

' The Saturns stayed behind with their litmus paper and their cotton
Sswabs while Marina walked Mr. Fox back to the lab. The Lakashi
ed past, raising their hands to her,

F . “You're popular here,” he said.

-. 'She stopped and turned to him. She took his hands. They had gone
:_C]'licago together once, gotten a fancy room at the Drake and stayed
_:i}td until noon. “I wrote to you. Some of the letters will get there
_’_'i:uaHy. The second suitcase was lost and I didn't have the phone.”
_-1'51. [é¢ more women came by. One of them reached down and slapped
Marina's thighs and Mr. Fox let go of her hands. “Don't worry about

them,” she said, “They don't report back to anyone.”
s

woman untied the end of Marina’s braid and combed out het k
with her fingets. e
“Is this a service?” Mr. Fox asked. e

s . . 3 ol
“You can't stop them,” Marina said. “There s absolutely no-ﬁ
ing this.” 1L
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: 0 i
“Still,” he said. G
e

"It doesn’t matter,” Marina said. “No one cares what we're domg, -

It didn't matter before either.” She kissed him then because she didn't :
know if there was ever going to be another chance, She rememb

o
Fix. 2
g

% " Barbara was wearing white linen pants and a tight navy top and

« Marina wondered if she had packed it thinking the outfic had a certain

e

I
*

§nautical look that was appropriate for river travel, “Maybe you could
ﬁ in a good word for me then, tell her I'm still doing my job.”

B L5 she going to fire you for bringing out Mr, Fox}”

" She looked back towards the door she had just come out of to make
“stire Dr. Swenson wasn't standing there watching. “I don't know, She

ay just be trying to scare me. She says she hasn't decided. | think she

that she must smell horrible although she could no longer smell
of anything herself. The snake had burned it out of her.

He stayed with the kiss for only a second. There were too m:
women walking past and they were laughing quietly with each ot

“You're fine,” he said, pulling away, “You're going to be home %o o $ = looks awful, by the way. I had thought the idea of waiting until later to
and we’ll have time to talk abour everything. All of chis is “have children was such a good one, and now I'm not so sure.”

than anything I could have imagined, and I have you to thank | ot b, "It isn't a good one,” Marina said.

-

o M. Bovender put her arm through her friend’s arm and together

e .

- they walked towards the water. “T don'’t know how you've lived out
4 "

¢ fere. You were so miserable in Manaus bur this js a thousand times

rse. Maybe I'd be lucky if she fired us. T want to go back to Austra-

: i 1 hate this entire country. Jackie hates it here.”

~ “Then you should go.” Marina found herself wanting to comb and

books and she recognized it an instant before it darted away into tHé* btaid che yellow hair which spread around Barbara’s shoulders like a

high grass.
“Marina!” he said sharply, but she had hold of him now so tig

he could not get away and she did not immediatcly let him go. Ins

much of that. It was very brave of you to come down here aluﬁg 3
see that now.” He turned away from her then and took a step fo
ward and Marina saw the snake, his foot coming down right on top::
of it as she grabbed him and pulled him back, pulled him irfo : 1
with a not inconsiderable strength. It was a little lancehead; s :

enough to be immature. She had seen the picture in one of Aud

.'osc blanket. She was thinking that maybe the desire to groom was
another component of the Martins that had yet to be traced.

1'. *-"1' “The thing 1s," Barbara said, “we’l] never find a gig as casy as this
=8 Bhe anyplace in the-world.”

she put her lips very lightly to his car. ¥
“Snake,” she said.

= T arbara Bovender gave Marina much of what was in her suitcase
: =a before she left: two pairs of lacy underpants and a matching bra
the white cotton nightgown and a jar of face cream that smelled
i tke jasmine. Mr. Fox gave her the white shirt he had worn the day
* before and his extra pants which she planned to tie up with a piece of
5 twine. Milton gave her his straw hat.

“But you wear this hat,” she said.

s soon as they were back Marina went to check on Dr. et
Ason and found Barbara coming up the path. Her eyes Werk e
and checks were flushed. Marina didn't know if she had just 2

been crying or if it was leftover from all the crying the nighe bef
“She's alright,” Barbara said, and stepped in front of Marina. “But:

shouldn't go in there. She said she wanted to rest now.” ' R
iy

“You're back to guarding the gate.” ~ He shrugged. “I can wear another hat.”
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“But in the end it served your purpose, their coming here. It all
imed out for the best.”

%" “We are not in a rush, Dr. Singh, but neither is there an endless
I__'f'--. ount of time for what needs to be accomplished. You'll forgive me
thon't care to focus myself on the matter of the Bovenders’ employ-
Cdnent with the time that I have. There s so much to do here. I've been
y ing to organize some things, just in case.” Her thick fingers cut and
f ut the stacks in front of her like a deck of oversized cards. “But I see
went down to the dock and said goodbye to their three friends; S '.Eﬂ there’s no doing it. It would take 2 solid three months of work to
kissed all three of them and only Mr. Fox was embarrassed. Thét
slapped each one on the waist, The Lakashi came down and .stooc[
Marina and Easter and together they watched the beautiful Inca

B "

She held it for a minute, looked at the thin red ribbon band! -4'
put it on her head and immediately felt braver for it. “I'll bring it bick s
to you,” she said.
“Then it would be so valuable to me I could never wear it.”" A
It occurred to Marina then that she should have run off with
Milton that first moment she saw him in the airport. She should have
begged him to take her to Rio where they could have vanished toget

into the crowds of dancing girls and handsome men. She and Eas

e them even passingly useful to anyone other than myself, I realize
'.g“" I've been too cryptic, I've kept too much in my head. There are

1{" things here I'can hardly make sense of myself. I can see now I've
'_eﬁ'very optimistic. I should have taken failure into account.”

; 1 “The fiilure of whar” Marina said. How far away was the boar
L 0w? Was it possible that one of them could have had a change of
n'i tt, if not Mr. Fox then Milton or Barbara? Couldn't they insist on
ﬁhling around to go back for her?

i Dr. Swenson looked over the top of her glasses, “I think it is safe
S0 say we will be making surgical history today, though God knows

. won't be getting credit. [ can't tmagine there have been any other

--'.' my age having cesareans.”

: \ Marina sat down heavily and put her elbows on the table and in

in front of a large spread of paper: file folders and typed report_.é_ dbir g so frightened a handful of small bats that nested inside the ta-

hand written notes pulled from spiral notebooks.

boat pull away. Marina put her hand on Easter’s head to comfort
self. Everyone waved. Long after the particular details of thgir fea
became small and blurred down the river she could still make ou
gleam of Barbara Bovender's hair, which had turned into a great fl
flag in the wind. §

The future was a terrible weight and Marina stood on the do _
a long time after the boat was out of sight and felt it press down oliil
Finally she went to the lab to look through the surgical supplies, &
talk to Dr. Budi about assisting, and take whatever means were
able to forestall the inevitable, but Dr. Swenson was there at hﬂ"_{

s lip. Five or six of them went spinning around the room, lost in

“You aren’t really going to fire the Bovenders, are you?” Ma : ¢ bright light of day, until one by one they stuck to the walls and
asked. = -+ taitened out like thick daubs of mud.

“Since when do you care about the Bovenders? They wete the cnk : & “There could certainly be a problem with bleeding, but Dr. Nkomo
that kept you in Manaus for so long” i -

“Yourre the one who kept me in Manaus,” Marina said. “They,

 Has offered himself for a transfusion if we need one. He’s A positive.
8 lltac’s a stroke of luck.”

“Do you have a bag?” Marina asked. What they had and what they

Clacked was a source of great mystery.

just doing their job.”
“So in the case of Mr. Fox they didn't do their job well, or Ls
say she didn't do it at all.” T

HE £One line, two needles, gravity does the rest.”
b
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5
r child ae this age, to have had the chance to see myself in a child. |
1 ____ dn't have ever thought about jt except for the fact that we came
t_:fose." She made another note, equally unreadable, and put it on
other side of the desk, “Be sure to freeze it, Dr. Singh. There are
that I'll want to do later. T'll want to see what levels of the com-
d are in the rissues.”

18

“You must be kidding me.” e
Dr. Swenson shook her head. "You would be amazed at alf -=_!,1'-'-
things that are possible in a state of deprivation. It's only a matter of
thinking things through. Just take your time, Dr. Singh. There
reason to rush this. That was your downfall in Baltimore. Rushi
the greatest mistake.” L A
Marina sat up, a sound like a be] ringing in her head. “Baltimo vd

Dr. Swenson looked at her without bemnusement or compassiof, bt %, especially the part that concerned her, but she was lost. Mr. Fox

speeding down the river now and she wanted him to come back.

: would tell him everything, She would stare with her internship and
“Because you didn’ remember that. When I met you in Manétis d g the story right up to today.

the opera you didn’t know me.”

of the things thac Marina might have hoped to see, then she g
back at her papers. “You thought I didn't remember that.” '

3 Dr Swenson looked at her watch, and then she took it off her swol-
:-a wrist and laid'it on the desk. When she stood up from her chair she
’!:" ggled, the great and Iooming failure of her Pregnancy going before
; : We should get to work now, don’t you think? There’s nothing else

“That's true, I didn't. I came to me later, not long after w
back, and by that point it didn’t make any difference.” She pluck
thick article out of the stack, scrawled a note across the top in il
writing, and placed it in a blue cardboard file, “I only bring it u
because I don't want it weighing on you going into surgery. Timi:_
I had you do that cesarcan, you know, not just to sec if you cotr
it. I wanted you to get your confidence up. You made a very cof
mistake that night at the General, You tushed, nothing more thar
Had it not been the eye you would have forgotten all about it ifi &
Everyonc at some point nicks a skull, nicks an ear, It was just. yotittbad
Iuck that the head wasn't positioned another centimeter in eithei‘f
tion. In retrospect the real loss was your quitting the program. ] 31117
known you better then [ would have stepped in. At the time tho
she shrugged, “it was your decision. This will be easier for yoti.
isn't the pressure of a baby to save.” 49

Marina sac down in a chair beside the desk, and there it _
burden of her lifetime, taken. She wondered if she could have. i
the Lakashi baby. She looked down at her hands. She wondere:
they might have accomplished, ,"';

“It would have been remarkable if it had worked out, to haf




Eleven

any hours after the surgery, and well after dark, Easter and
4 Y L Thomas took the mattress off the cot on the

“ind carried it to Dr. Swenson’s hut,

sleeping porch
They had to take out the table and
P __'h the ewo chairs against the wall but in the end there was enough
: for Easter and Marina to sleep. Not that Marina was sleeping,
was watching Dr. Swenson, watching the parade of cvery nocturnal
Geature in the Amazon as™it wandered through the room. Ir seemed
that they were all attracted to the light, which made her think of chat

tnight in Manaus and Rodrigo's store. The next day she sent Benoit

t for the cor frame and the mosquito netting, Easter brought his

gbox with him. For 3 moment Dr. Swenson opened her eyes and
vatched while they rearranged the furniture again. “I don’t remember
s fting the two of you to move in,” she said, but before Marina could
atinch her explanation Dr. Swenson had fallen back to sleep.

Aside from her quick morning trips to the Martins, Marina stayed

close to her patient, watching her pass in and out of fevers, In her lucid-
B . :
ty Dr. Swenson was demanding, wanting to talk to Alan Saturn abour

i T
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-:er Path to the lab. When she was safely back in bed, too tired even
‘to sleep, Marina read to her from Grear Expectations, That became their
" ew routine, and if the chapter was Particularly good, or the day par-
: -.'I:f;ularly dull, Dr. Swenson would ask Marina to read her some more.
© Easter sat on the Hoor with his Paper and pad and practiced bending
-I_'--gﬁaight lines into the alphabet. Marina wrote oyt Dr. Swenson and put je
i -:f:'tl‘m Dr. Swenson's chest. She wrote the word Maring and Put it in her lap.
 "Did you think I'd forget?” Dr. Swenson said, locking at che picce
" of Paper when she woke.

< “T'm trying to give him a few new words,” Marina said.

- Dr. Swenson put the piece of Paper back on her chest and patted
- it there, “Good. Let him remember this, Dr. Eckman was always
1_'!:rying-to teach him to write Minnesota. That was never going to do
3 hm any good.”

“ " “You never know,” Marina said,

: -t “I'do know. I think about Dr. Eckman now. There is something
l'éry specific abour having a fever in the tropics, very unlike having a
fever at home. Here you feel the air burning into you, or you are burn-

mosquitoes, wanting briefings on the data that had been collected si -41‘4‘
her surgery, wanting Marina to take her blood pressure. Then just
quickly che fever came back and she cried in her slecp, great Hoodlﬁg L;
tears. She would ask for ice and Marina would go and get the st
block she kept in the freezer where they stored the blood sarnples, chi.
ping it into shards with a knife. It was the same freezer where she ke ESIES
the child with the curving tail. Sirenomelia. It was two days befc'__ :

Marina remembered the name for it The only time she had ever hcarf! £
of it was in a lecture on birth abnormalities Dr, Swenson had give
Johns Hopkins. It flashed by in a single slide, Sirenomelia, Mermaid .
drome, the legs of the fetus are fused together into a single tail, o visible gmiralid.l
rothing you're likely to see. And there it went; with a click and a brief B
of blackness they were on to the next slide, The only person whb._e 3
stood to know what it would have been like to have Dr. Swensomfot_

mother had not lived ro meet the experience. A life of such extraordis
nary bcginnings had, in the end, amounted to little more than a s _
experiment, Marina had rested her hand on the tiny head for 2 morr .
when the whole thing was over, just before Budi covered it over to ke

&

it from the insects and took it off to the Iab.

: __ ing into it, After a time one loses a]] parameters, even the parameter of
In her fevered dreams, Dr. Swenson often gave bits and pieces:

=y “siun I'think he couldn't possibly have understood what was hnppcning
lectures, and sometimes it was a lecture Marina remembered, "ECﬁ? p 3 ¢ to him.” )
Pregnancy and the Damage to Fallopian Tubes.” She fell ingd's ;__!-' - "Probably not,” Marina said. It had been almost 2 week since
ocher broken slecp, the blood of Thomas Nkomo making a 51‘_"'.":1&_' N * Baster had lef one of Anders’ letters in the bed. He must have run out
through her veins. Marina gave her fluids and tinkered with the drtiar

biotics. For all that they lacked in the jungle their assortment of die
tibiotics was as comprehensive as any hospital pharrnacy. She chec

| Of them. Easter was sttting shirtless by the door and the sun fel] over
'-fexactly half of him, one leg and one arm, the left side of his face. The
l'éb:htises had in time faded down to a dul] green.
“How well do you think I am now?”

r “You're through the worst of it but I wouldn't say you're well. That
= will take 2 lon_g time. You know more about it than I do,”

i : ~ Dr. Swenson nodded. “That's what I've been thinking myself. Dr.
_Budi, Dr. Nkomo, even the botanist could look after me now,”

£ In fact they came to visit every day. Just that morning Dr. Bud

the incision, watched for excessive swelling, She sat in the small T

o

with the door open and read the copious notes on malaria. As ﬂ“iu;‘."l i
went by, Dr. Swenson's fevers would stop and then start again, Ma I"

upped the dosagcs, beat them back. It was days before they could sft'f.i
up. and then stand her up. Marina worried about clots. Wich Eastet o i

one side and Marina on the other, Dr. Swenson walked halfway JE!
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brought a bouquet of pink blossoms from the Martin trees in a d '._ A lfi; a fly circling over her head and Marina disciplined herself not

ishoo it away. “Barbara Bovender came to see me the morning that

ing glass, who knows how she had managed to get them. They w ‘

there on the bedside table, the heavy blossoms crossing the face of I E left. She was worried that T was going to fire her, and because

 she was worried she told me the story of her visit to the Hummocca.
wﬁ was a story that Milton had already told me, but she wanted to

4 I it again to show me how she had suffered for the cause, She sat

E‘
* St
&

Rapp. The Lakashi came too, the women keeping a silent vigil outs
the window while they unbraided and rebraided one another’s
Any one of them would have taken care of her if given the chan
Marina told her as much. ¥

“None of them would do the job like you. I trained you m

after all. You do your follow—up the way it's meant to be done. I

*in-that chair where you are now and she cried. She told me she was
ﬂ"l‘lose to death that she had seen her father running through the
s gle towards her, waving his hands, her father who had died when
like to keep you on, Dr. Singh. You certainly could manage Vi l’;was a child.”

It was Barbara Bovender they were talking about? Not the child
th the curling tail? Not Vogel? Not something that had happened
= thirteen years ago at Johns Hopkins? “She told me the same story,”

- Mﬁrina saids

+ “She told you the same story? Then I would imagine you have come

keep them happy while everyone else did their work. The other _
tors like you. The Lakashi have bonded to you in much the way
bonded to Dr. Rapp. Someone is going to need to look after them
I'm gone. I don't think any of the others could do that.”
“The Lakashi can look after themselves.” i
Dr. Swenson shook her head. “Not if the world comes in to take &  similar series of assumptions.” Dr. Swenson looked at Easter sit.

i

the Martins, to take the Rapps. I will get over this surgery o I w ; : in the doorway. She kept her eyes on him for a long time. “I didn't

Other people can take care of me but who can take care of them? ed lize she had told you.”
& L "What assumptions?” Marina asked. It was a quiz of some sort

* d she had no idea what the answer was.

truth is, I could just keep thinking up reasons you had to stay. T'un
stand you well enough for that.”
" Dr. Swenson looked at her the way she always looked at her, as if
everything was obvious. “Mrs. Bovender is a very tall, pale blonde.
E‘/Youldn’t her father be the same? I can't help but think that what she
" saw was a white man in the jungle, a man who was not her father but

o
1)

*.
Iy

“You've done a good job so far,” Marina said, wringing out a
to wash Dr. Swenson’s face and neck. :

“Sie still for a minute,” Dr. Swenson said, pushing her hand a
“Sit down. I'm trying to tell you something important. This is a tm sa
flict T am facing I am telling you I want you to stay and at the sam : from a distance, in her fear, might have looked something like him.
; ‘Ht was running through the trees towards her, she was in a boat. She
,_l,;ﬁildn't have seen him for more than a few seconds, [ asked her if he
said anything, if he had spoken to her in English. She told me that
it *ﬁ‘:‘t father had called for het to wait.”

i For the first time since she had left Manaus, that last morning

time giving you a reason to go.” ;
“You aren’t giving me any reason to go.” P
“That's because you won't be quiet. You won't stop moving dlif =

the time.” 5.
Marina sat down and held the wet cloth in her hands. It was cc

She'd let the extra ice melt in the bowl. :

: '."iﬂ'len she had woken up standing in front of the air conditioner having
Dr. Swenson, small in her bed, locked up at the ceiling. [

i_:ll‘eamed about her father, Marina Singh was cold. She was so cold she
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48 - Marina had thought she understood this place. She had spotted
the lancehead after all, she had cut apart the anaconda, She had per-
i frmed surgeries she was neither licensed nor qualified to perform on
iédirty floor and had eaten from the trees and swum in the river in a
B ody dress only to find out that none of those things were on the
: f. There was in fact a circle of hell beneath this one that required
\@i.i'-entirely different set of skills that she did not possess. She would
liave to go there anyway. She had been foolish enough to think thar she
 ha given up everything when in fact she could see now that she hadn’t
"_-:' started, Anders Eckman could still be alive. Anders her friend,
: Whders father of three, was down the river with the cannibals waiting

thought her bones would break. She put the wet cloth back in the bqﬂ
She felt as if there were ice around her heart. “He isn't dead.” - =
“I would swear to you with everything I understand about
place that he was dead, but no, I did not see it for myself, Some
when Dr. Eckman was very sick he would wander off. He never w
very far. We found him in the storage room once. Once he fell over:
railing of the sleeping porch and hurt his shoulder. I left Easter t
to watch him. Dr, Eckman would start to get up and Easter wd
put him back to bed. Easter was a very good steward of Dr. E il
The boy had grown attached to him, the way he's grown attgch 0
: n one night he came into my hut well after midnight o i
E:uwa-'ls_l;:antic, Fraitic. He pulled me oyut of bed. I barely got my ety *‘h an_other boat torgo by. “Is there any safe way for me to do this?”
in my shoes and he was pulling me back to the storage hut. It's j . ,'il"e said ﬁnally.
pouring rain that night, a blinding rain, and Easter was crying lﬂtga 05y
was the end of all the earth. I assumed that Dr. Eckman was dead.'-' 3
remember feeling surprised, as sick as he was I had thought he v 1'-*_'-' '
pull through. We came onto the porch and Easter had a ﬂashlighti_ :
showed me the bed, he showed me the room, Dr. Eckman was goi
While Easter was asleep in his hammock Dr. Eckman had wa.nd
off in the night. I went to wake Benoit and he rounded up a gi:otrp‘ .
Lakashi, but no one could find him. Not that night or all the next of
We never found him. You've been out there. It isn't so hard to inia'__ '
that a man who was very sick would last about twenty minutes int:EHe s

& Dr. Swenson covered her eyes with the heels of her hands, “No. In
fact, 1 tmagine they’ll kill you,”

' Anders took off his lab coat and put on his jacket that was hanging
the back of the door. He retied his tie, took his briefcase off the
sk. “If T have to g0 to one more meeting it is going to kill me,” he
L said to Marina.
= hisn't two hours ago that she had been eating the Martins. “I should
L gonow,” she said.
jau “After we've thouéht 1 through,” Dr. Swenson said. “First there has
" fobe plan.”

- Marina looked out the open door. Somehow it was still morning, It

jungle ac night. He would step on a spider. He would crawl mtﬂ "“t
hollow of some rotting tree and never wake up. Something had e ';. ;
him, something had dragged him away. I didn't know what it was’t it

e
Lt

& © Marina shook her head, thinking of Karen Eckman and what she
Z;iad said about Anders not being comfortable with the trees. She would
. * liave walked off the path at that moment. She would have gone straight
B irito the jungle to find him. “I don't think tomorrow's going to be any
E&th:r.” And with that she left, Easter tratling behind her. She could
I'lHi' Dr. Swenson calling her name as she went past the [ab but she
‘ didn't go back. They could have talked it over for the rest of their

' lives, Marina only wanted to be on the boat, out on the water, head-

he was gone, Dr. Singh, he was as gone as any man who had died,
so that's what I said. I told the other doctors the Lakashi take 3
their dead in the middle of the night. I wrote a letter saying Wc
buried him. And I believed I had handled the situation with as
humanity as was possible unti] Barbara Bovender turned up the v

tributary and saw her father.”

33
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|ﬁl": a softer yellow and she stood there, making a point to notice ey.
& eoything. She picked a Rapp and held it up to Easter, then she put it in
. crything She p PP p P

a4 tl'lt basket, She picked another and another and he followed her, going

ing towards Anders and her own fate, She was floating now, caugh
in a current that pulled her ahead and to her surprise she did L
mind it. She was content to float, to be pulled under or tossed up. :
would give herself over to the force of the river if the river took het' 0.
Anders. She would have gone straight to the dock but she needed tog
take something with her. She was trying to think of what she col ld-
offer the Hummocca in exchange for her friend. She looked around the:
storage room, opening boxes, and found ten oranges left in the bottom:
of the crate. She took them along with the peanut butter. She
L

a scarf, thinking if there was in fact 3 universal language of sur'rehcle”lfi

 had never realized how many of them there were, Protecting the Rapps
theant protecting the Lakashi, and the Martins, and the fertility drug,
the malaria vaccine. No one could ever know where the Rapps had
" oine from. But who had thought to protect Anders? If this is what was
ilable‘to her then this is what she would use. When she picked up
| basket it was scarcely heavier than ir had been empty, and she cov.
-t d the whole thing up with the nightgown and made her way back,
: The mushrooms she knew were her best chance but she had Easter
the peanut butter and the oranges just in case. She loaded all of it
_iib'i:ito the boat. Thomas met her on the dock, Benoit was beside him, “I
| Gnnot believe what Dr. Swenson has told me,” Thomas said, the panic
¥ ﬁsing in his voice, “What must Anders have thought, that in al] this
-;_Ehm We never came to look for him?”

,-: Marina shook her head. “We didn't know.”

i Thomas took her hand. “I am going with you to find him.” The
e akashi were there now, waiting to leap aboard.

,it.i“ It was a]] 3 set-up. Dr. Swenson would have called out for Thomas
-g_"kl;sonn as she was gone, telling him everything, telling him he had to
with Marina, and Thomas, guilt stricken in hjs ignorance, played
- fight along. But it was not his destiny to see this thing through. “Anders
’ﬂ‘lﬁ my friend,” Marina sard, and squeezed his thin ﬁngers. “He’s the
-E‘eison I came here. I think | should be the one to go.”

; it- ‘I understand that,” Thomas sajd. “But he was my friend as wel]
& and so it s equally my right. And you have no language with which to
£ &5k for him back”

white nightgown Barbara Bovender had given her around her neckli

would ac least give her the means to do so. She wished for buttons and
beads, knives and paint. She wished for something other than s]?ring_ i
litmus Papers, glass tubes with rubber stoppers, bottles of acetonh'_‘ i
sat down on a box of fruit cockeail and closed her eyes. She saw An_. 4
sttting on his desk looking through birding guides to the Amazon, §
tried to think of something that was as valuable as Anders’ life, And
then Marina temembered the Rapps. L
Easter stayed with her though he had never followed het ottt
the Martins before. The sun was high and hot though it was not
nine in the morning. She carried very large basket that she had fox
in the storage room, something the Lakashi had woven out of
grass. She had never come so late. In the two hours since she ha
taken this trail the jungle had installed an entirely different set of ks |
screeching out an entirely different hue and cry. The mid-morning
shift of insects replaced their early-morning brethren and clicked
vibrated a new and distinet set of messages. Marina kept her
on the snakes that wrapped around trees and tangled themselves .
vines and she placed her feet down carefully. She could not affe _
make a mistake now. She stopped for a minute at the edge of the]
tins, leaning forward to wipe the sweat off her face with the hem of Heb |
dress, The way the bright sunlight came into the field now mrl:l_ed:-ﬂh
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“You don't speak Hummocca,” Marina said, :
“What Benoit and I have between us will be closer to Hummocea &
than your English. T will not wajc on this dock and wonder what's 8 b
¢ concern them. Marina's mind clamped down on every syllable, cmbed-
ded them in her brain—1 fave brovght &ifts. Let us have the white man,
: “We should go now,” Thomas said. “Before the others arrive, We
by &n practice when we're on our way.”
: “I need to get some water,” she said, lookl'ng around the boat, “and
: %:' a hat.”
&  Thomas stepped onto the dock, “I wi]] £0,” he said, and then
* e nodded towards the Lakashi, “You keep them off the boat.” He
" burned back and raised his hand to her and at that moment Marina

become of you. I will not wait to see if Anders is alive.” His face shor.leu..fl: b
with such bright earnestness jt was nearly unbearable, “I have already ..,
made a promise to Dr. Swenson, We are going along” Benoit noddEfJ.'.i f,
his head without understanding exactly what was being promisedi:
Marina thought it was a nod of considerably less conviction, LS
“If you wait much longer to decide, Alan Saturn will hear abotﬂ_‘i<< E:
this,” Thomas said. “He will insist on going. He has always been in= Ri
terested in the Hummoeca, And Nancy would never let him go with=
out her, you know this, so factor her in as well. T do not imagine D
Budi would agree to stay behind to warch Dy, Swenson but I could b
wrong. If she insists on coming as well then we will need to put Dt
Swenson on the boat. We could make her a pallet on the deck out of :
= ~ of Mrs. Nkomo's husband whijle going off to find Mrs, Eckman’s
husband; She tapped Easter hard on the shoulder, motioning for him
-'T" to start the 1gnition while she untied che line, As they pulled back,
B Benoit yelled at her, pointing to the place where Thomas Nkomo had
T " so recently stood, and wich that she pushed Benoit backwards into
- the water. Easter seemed to think this was hysterical, Marina push-
ing his friend into the river, and he gunned the engine so the two of
* . them could get away,

some blankets.” ;

If Anders were in fact alive jn a tribe down river he had been thete i
for more than chree months, Marina would not have him there another.
night. “Alright,” she said, finally. It only mattered thac she left right
away. It mattered less who was with her. “Alrighe.” at

Thomas nodded gratefully, glad that this part of the negctiatio_
was complete. When he told her their next step was to find a gift s'h_ .
told him about the oranges and the peanut butter bur didn't mentiofl -
the mushrooms. g

“T wish we had more,” he said, looking at the ten lonely oranges &

8 F . . .
with discouragement. “But we will make a good presentation. We will l ‘or hours they saw no one, 1o men on floating logs, no children in
L canoes. Occasionaﬂy a tree ful] of monkeys would scream at them

O a silvered pack of Sparrows would sweep past the bow, but other

say to them, “We have brought gifts’ and ‘Let us have the white mati/*
Thomas said the rwo phrases to Benoit in Portuguese and Benoit gave, :
back the closest approximation in Lakashi. Standing on the dock, the
three of them repeated the words over and over again, Marina prayed 880 "gave half of it to Easter. They had Peanut butter and a bushel basket
the linguist was correct, that this Was an uninteresting language thaf— _ - of haHucinogenic mushrooms. Marina kept her eyes trained to the
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o stop the engine and put her arms around the boy. This, she thought,
was the outcome of the letter Mr. Fox had brought into the lab that
; she and Anders had shared: this morment, these arrows, this hear and
: ngle. Together she and Easter stared into the matred leaves. There
. Were no more arrows, She opened her mouth and cried out in Lakashi,
the serics of pitches she sincerely hoped she had remembered correctly.
She had a gift, She said it again as loud as she could. “We have broughe
on was lesser still, a wide creek really, narrow and nameless. Marind. ;gifts." It was ridiculous. They were not words, they were sounds. They
had felt certain about leaving Thomas and Benoit behind until they ; jﬁrere the only sounds she knew.

made that turn and now she was wishing for all of them—the Saturns " | The wall of trees sat before her silently. She eased the throttle for-
and Budi and even Dr. Swenson on the deck in a pile of blankets, - ward to counteract the current of the river that pulled them back. The
She wished she had filled every available dugout with Lakashi and had

them paddling along behind her. If there was safety in numbers she ah

of branches marked the turn they were supposed to take. “You see that '
river chere?” Alan Saturn had said to her. “You follow that river to the, ©
Hummocea tribe.” When finally she saw it, or saw her vaguest memo

of it, she tapped Easter on the shoulder and pointed out the turn. .

The river that went from the Lakashi tribe to the Jintas was itseifa o
tributary of the Rio Negro. It was a modest river, half the width of th?
Negro and a fraction of the Amazon, but the tributary they had tugné

~ arrows had fallen at least three feet away from them and Marina was
R willing to take this as a good sign. It wouldn'’t have been so difficult to
;'hlt the target had they meant to. She kept her hands on Easter's back

" ind counted the seconds by the regular beat of his heart. Minutes

Easter were perilously unsafe. The jungle closed over the entrance ané
after a few minutes she could no longer see the way out. In some places
the trees touched leaves from either side and knit together a canopy.

i
L

_:. passed. She called out to the jungle again, a sentence without meaning,
aind it echoed through the trees until the birds called back to her. She
Marina imagined Barbara Bovender and Mr. Fox standing silently if] By I"__siw 2 movement in the leaves and then, slipping out from between the
the back of the boat behind Milton, all three of them wondering if i f imnches, a single man came forth, and then another. They were cre-
turn they had taken could possibly have been the right one. + E

Easter took down the speed and the boat glided quietly ahead, the

trail of purple smoke vanishing ten feet behind them. Marina couldr

cutting the light into leaf-shaped shadows that covered over the waten

. ated wholly from the foliage, one and then one more stepping forward
L B watch her until a group of thirty or more were assembled on the
 bank of the river, loincloths and arrows, thejr forcheads as yellow as ca-
understand how this part of the jungle could be so much worse: thos{, s aries. The women came behind the men, holding children, their faces
were the same trees; this was the same water. They went along for arf, = - “‘tinpainted. Marina thought of her father extolling the virtues of the
hour before the river widened, and then another hour before it nat-
rowed again. Marina stayed close to Easter now, She kept a hand o hl; -
back. “I'd Iike to be out of here before dark,” she said to him, becalbi‘._'

the sound of a voice, even her own voice, was a comfort, and that was.

_ pontoon boat but while it was steady in the water it was nothing more
- than a floating stage. She and Easter stood on an open hand offered
o the Hummocea, and though she waited for her own fear it did not
& tome, She was finally here. This was the place she had been trying to
get to from the very beginning and here she would wait for the rest of
g ]_ler life. She tapped at the throttle to hold her place. They watched her
b and she watched them. Marina pushed Easter behind her and picked
4 ip the basket of Rapps. She tried to throw a few mushrooms as far as

when the arrows came raining down on either side of them, half.of
them making sharp clicks as they hit the deck while the others part:a:[
the water like knife blades and slipped inside. Easter leapt to push I:H.E:_I'Jh
boat ahead but Marina caught his hand. She pulled the throttle d- ;

Y
L r
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the shore but they fluttered into the water like a handful of blue feath: 2
ers. She put down the basket and very slowly took an orange out of. the :
box, holding it up first as an exhibit and then pretending to
and then throwing it so that it landed close to the middle of the gtollﬂ‘ 4
of them. They took a step back from it, making a wide half circle; 2

il ey'll gue every last Lakashi by sundown and clean them out. How
- did you find me?” he called to her. One by one they cautiously laid the
ces on their tongues and as they bit down they turned to Anders in
" their startled pleasure.

L Tleell you some other time,” she said. It was all she could do not

watched the orange where it lay in the mud until a man stepped jump over the side of the boat, to swim to him.

ward from the back of the group and reached over for it. His hair wa
long and the color of sunlight, his beard ginger and gray. He looked:! i
be thinner by half and yet he was thete, still himself, Anders Eckmardj,
just as his wife had speculated in the insanity of her grief, had o
been missing. When Marina called his name he flinched as if some

~ Anders pointed back at the boat, and after further conference he
."h talled to Marina. "The orange is good. They want to know what you
r"fﬁ'ant in return.”
- She wondered if he was serious, if he really didn't know. “You,” she
:satd and then added to that the second sentence she knew, Let us bave
had fired a gun. : Eﬂ: white man, She wondered if a syllable of it made sense to them. She
“Who is it?” he called out. “‘"C'Duld feel Easter’s breath through the fabric of her dress. His mouth
“Marina,” she said. g 3 &as pressed against her back. She was an idiot to have brought him,
He stood there for a long time, the globe of the orange cau She knew enough to leave Thomas and Benoit behind and then took
between his hands, his shirt filthy and torn, his pants torn, “Marind?! aster with her without a thought, like he was nothing more than her
“I've broughe a gift,” she said in English and then said it agair v g"_‘:r.i::alisman, her good luck. No mother would have brought her child into
Lakashi. . ithis even if he was the one who understood the tiver and the boat.
There was a low murmuring on the shore and Anders seemed to' _ \ On the shore Anders was pointing to his chest, he was pointing to
listening to it. “What is it?” Anders said. : = the boat. A single heron skated down the river. After a long discussion

“Rapps. I've got some peanut butter and some oranges and a w

P called again to Marina. “They want you to bring in the boat.”
Fi

large basket of Rapps.”

Once again Marina waited for her fear but somehow it held back.

“Should 17"
“Do it,” Anders said. “They have you anyway. Just give them a little

One of the men raised an arrow towards the boat and A dets|
. . ) o
walked over and stood in front of him until he lowered it again. H

was saying something now, and then he pressed his thumbs into t it, a jar of peanut butter to start.”

Marina nodded and reached for the throttle, and when she did
.L:_:fEaster came around from behind her. He put his hands back on the
-, wheel. She put one hand on his head and pointed for him to go into
" shore and he nodded.
he said calmly. - s i. “Is that Easter?” Anders said. I don't have my glasses anymore,”
“It’s what I've got,” she said. ‘!'i-q“; : -
“You've got peanut butter. If these people find out about the Rapps:

orange and pulled it in half, taking out a piece for himself and holdi .
it up to them before putting it in his mouth. Then he divided up the
fruit into sections and handed it out to the men who were standit

around him. “Do not under any circumstances give them the Rappj;

“I made a mistake,” she said.
Y It was only fiftecn feet and they came in slowly. The men waded
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out and the women kept to the shore behind them. Anders was 1 the water who were talking faster and faster now, one hand hold-
close now and she could see the hollow of his cheeks beneath his be '

and she could see his eyes. When the Hummocea came to the k
Marina could see the shape of their heads was in fact slightly diffefer them Easter and we can go.”

from the Lakashi just as Dr. Swenson had said. They were not as'tll "1 “No,” she said, That could not be possible. She had brought gifts.
as the Lakashi and Anders towered over them. She handed tfe, i‘ ;:- had come for Anders. She put her hands over the woman’s hands,
who looked like he was in charge the jar of peanut butter and ﬁiﬁ? i " Easter’s hands. Their arms made a structure that held her up. She
moment he struggled with what to do with it, his hands squeezing'-'_. %' ook her head. “We'll give them the Rapps.”
jar. He looked up ar Marina, maybe he had meant for her to help Hi 3" .

ot maybe he meant to kill her, but what he saw there on the boa
Easter. The man with the yellow forehead stood there waist dér

g up an arrow, the other making circles in the air. Anders looked at
“Marina. For the first time she could see his eyes very plainly. “Give

“This isn't a choice, They can keep all of us and the boat. Do
tnow while they're confused. We have no bargaining power at all
l " Anders helped himself slowly onto the boat and, bending before
i:fT' rina, he unlocked the layers of hands, Only then did Easter see him
aé-‘i:]y and understand why they had come here ar all. He reached for
iiﬂers’ neck and made the sound he made in his sleep, a high tren-
:; Hant cry that stood in place for the words Nor dead, You are not dead. The
Bl mocea looked up from the water and were amazed to see their
knew this white man and that clearly he loved him so well.
Not this,” Marina said. “If we stay with him we’ll all be together.”
1 Go get the oranges and the Peanut butter,” he said, one hand on
a ring of small waves into the water. And then she was there, pal ;_’_a- back of Easter’s head, his face in Easter's neck. Anders kissed the
herself onto the boat and Easter shrank back behind Marina, hi§‘

g

the water, his chest against the pontoon, and the look on his face- ’ ;
the same look that had been on her own face a moment beforé &5
she first saw Anders, a cross of joy and disbelief, a look thar was s
ing to accept that which was not possible. He turned and caﬂedf
woman on the shore who put the child she was holding on the gro
and walked out into the water. Once she had seen Easter fro:h‘zi-{
tance, she tried to move faster and the water held her back, She c:
to him, stretching out her arms, the trembling in her body senciiﬂ‘

" i his hair and ear and eye. They would have less than a minute
gether. The woman was'standing now, her hands on Easter's back.

" Marin, got the fruit and the peanut butter and handed ¢ over the
e, filling up every hand thar was raised to her. Then Anders held
Bditer out by the waist. The boy's feet were bare and he was wear-
g dirty yellow shorts and 2 blue T-shirt that read “JazzFest 2003

B

§ Marina made 1 note of all of it, as if there was someone she could

around her waist as tight as a snake.

Anders was out in the water, and then his hands were on the
He was calling out to the Hummocca with two sharp syllables.
woman scrambled up on the deck, her short legs muddied and we

T i rr——

knelt behind Easter, her wet arms covering his arms, encircling }
na's waist. She wailed a single word again and again while Easter s
describe him to later On, an agency that went to look for missing chil-

iden, Anders handed Easter to the up-reached hands of the man in the |
- Watet and the woman slipped over the side of the boat to stand with et

petfectly still, holding fiercely to Marina. The woman behind fu_m
rocking, The man with the peanut butter jar was saying somethi
Anders that was not said in rage. T
“They want Easter,” Anders sard. He was holding onto the side ¢

the boat now, his hands on the deck. He was nodding at the other

?... The look on the boy's face as his eyes went from Marina and

ders and back to her again was one of terrified misunderstanding. f
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‘Wwhen it didn't rain the light thinned in the tops of the trees and the
+  bats began to loop out across the water. It wasn’t hard to drive the
* at. Why had she ever thought she needed Easter to come with her?
- zEMarina wrapped the nightgown around her head and face and squinted
through the insects of catly evening,

5
-
q

and Marina closed her eyes. She left him there, She let him go.
The boat was turned around now and Anders was driving. In-

When Anders finally woke up hours later it was from a nightmare.
His hands shot up into the air and he gave one short cry and then
Jéat. It was pitch dark by then and Marina drove slowly, shining the
» '-light of the boat onto shore. She was worried she would drive past
*  the Lakashi, chat she would turn up some tributary and be lost all
3 bver again, Anders looked at the river and then the boat, he looked at
Marina, From a distance they could just make out some small spots
of fire down the river. “I had a lot of time to imagine my rescue,” he
© said. "Army Rangers, soldiers of fortune, even the Lakashi. Mostly 1
. thought it would be Karen.”

- "It should have been Karen. She wanted to be the one but I told her
have been glad to have lost her mind. She would have been grateful e the had to stay home with the boys.”

see God. There were so many things to say to Anders that she saidl " Anders closed his eyes so that he could see them more clearly.

How are the boys?”

I "Everyone 15 fine.”

Marina kept her eyes closed, one hand fixed to the pole that held iﬂ'
ragged cover over the center of the boat. She had accounted for hnﬁ %
own death, and certainly she had accounted for Anders’, but she ha
not been ready for this. i

“They would have taken him,” Anders said. “If they killed us/ 1
they didn't kill us, Easter would have stayed with them.”

He took a turn too fast and the basket of Rapps bounced twice 1534
then sailed off the back of the boat and spread out over the water, an
offering of little blue corks. Marina just caught the edge of the nig i
gown before it flew away and she tied it in a knot around her waist.

this time, and how he had gotten there, if he was still sick, but
“In all the times I dreamed of this, I never once saw you as the one
coming to get me.”

stood in front of every question. She had not lost him or killed hi
She had taken him into the jungle and given him away and there

nothing that anyone could say in the face of that. Once they were fat “I thought you were dead,” she said to him.

enough away Marina drove the boat and Anders lay at the front of m _4,: ' “I was dead,” Anders said.
deck with his eyes closed and his hands folded across his chest. W v‘{-’trr " Itwasn't long before the voices of the Lakashi spread over the water

*  and pulled them in. Marina was grateful for their fire, their enormous

" noise. For the first time in weeks she wondered what time it was, There
re men swimming out to the boat and then men pulling themselves
n board and as soon as they stood on the deck they were silent. Two
.. *"ihﬁmaginable things had happened: Anders was with her and Easter
* was gone, Marina killed the engine, afraid she would run over someone
.

i in the dark, and the swimmers pulled the boat up to the dock, The
1

o

she looked at him sleeping she remembered that he had been dead
months now and that in order to bring him back she had given
everything she had known in the world. Anders who she had woﬂf.t&
with every day, Anders who she knew very well and not at all, was on
again alive. He slept as if he had stayed awake the entire time he!H.
been gone and there were moments she wondered if he were dead aga

but she wouldn't stop the boat to see. From time to time it ra'inet'i-"_
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>.~- "What do you mean, gone?”

2 The Hummocca took him. That's how I got Anders back. A man
“anda woman took him off the boat, They seemed to think that Easter
elonged to chem. They were very definite about it.”

" There came across Dr. Swenson a wild look and she pushed herself
J Up to sitting with her hands. Her nightgown was old and torn at the
“cln “You have to go back there. You have to go and get him.”

. Marina shook her head. “I can't.,”

.;_ “T won't accept that you can't. Obviously you can. You got Dr.
& Eckman and you will get Easter. He's deaf. He doesn't understand
,; ts happened. You ean't just leave him there.”

" But Marina had already left him, and she understood that in life

_._.petson was only allowed one trip down to hell. There was no going
b to that place, not for anyone. “Where did you get him?” she said.
“I told you.”

“Tell me again,” Marina said.

men leaned in towards Anders, the burning branches high above: '. :
heads. They did not slap him but set their branches in the watet\_v'.v
the fire hissed out. One by one slipped over the edge. Voice by voicett
singing ceased. In the darkness Anders caught hold of Marina'gh T
Thomas Nkomo was standing on the dock with a flashlight a
he had been waiting there all day for Marina to remember' himi/
first thought when she saw him was of the arrows that had fallet
the boat but she did not bother to tell him that she had saved ['u'i
as well. Thomas went to Anders and took him in his arms and the
tall thin men held one another. Dr. Budi came up behind him ahl:].,

the Saturns and each one took their turn.

A

“Easter?” Nancy Saturn said, looking around her. Vil
“We left him there,” Marina said. The Lakashi were walking_:
from them and the lights from all those burning sticks trailed mft_i

Al

jungle in every direction while the doctors walked to the lab; §
Marina took the path back to Dr. Swenson’s. She didn't ]‘i’i_'n
flashlight but the moon was bright. When she went inside she sa Dr. Swenson sank back into the pillows. She waited a long time
te she spoke. “I didn't tell you because you wouldn’t have liked
e story. But that matters less now, doesn't it? No one tells the truth
_people they don't actually know, and if they do it is a horrible trait.
-_-.:-&-:- *Tyone wants something smaller, something neater than the truch.”
& “Where did you get him?”
 “They gave him to me. He came here. In the jungle one tribe
" knows what another tribe is doing, I told you that, tribes with which
ey have no obvious means of communication. One day the Hum-
bcea sent for me, This was probably eight years ago, I'm not positive.
'-'"- men came in a canoe to get me but I wouldn's go with them. I
 kiew who they were, Dr, Rapp had had some dealings with the Hum-
occa thirty years ago, nothing that was good. The next day the same
0 men came back with a child between them jin the bottom of the
t. He was fantastically sick. There was pus and blood running
' ut of both of his ears. Children die out here constantly, that's why

her cot was gone,

“I'had them move it this afternoon. I didn't think you wete.c
back.” Dr, Swenson was lying in bed, a lantern burning on the
beside her. A TE

“Anders is here,” Marina said, standing by the door.

Dr. Swenson raised up her head. “Barbara Bovender was righ

“He’s in the lab.”

“I don't know another story to match this,” Dr, Swenso
shaking her head. “I will be glad to see Dr. Eckman, Easter mtis
thrilled. T always thought he blamed himself for letting him get
Dr. Eckman must have gone down to the tiver, I've been thinking.
it all day and that's what I decided. One of the canoes was missir
must have crawled inside and floated away. Then somewhere out
the Hummocea found him.”

“Easter is gone.”
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so many of them are needed. I can only imagine this child belofige e chance. Why did you let me take him back there? Why didn't you
el me it wouldn't be safe;”

to me. They got their point across without benefit of a mutual.jfﬁ_', “He didn't belong to them,” Dr. Swenson said. “He was mine.”
guage, they wanted him saved, and after that they left him heﬂ.:} i
certainly didn't ask them to. He had a fever of a hundred and six : -~ Sworn that Easter was hers, “Anders an

to someone who was very important because they had brought hi

d1are Ieaving in the morning,”
1$ “Take Dr. Eckman back to Manaus if you have to, or let someone
.'. take him, bu I stjll need you here.”

“I'm going with him,” Marina said,

" Dr. Swenson shook her head. “It doesn't work like that, Trust me,
Yo won't fit in there anymore. You've changed. You've betrayed your

“So you kept him?” t: : and you'll kebp on betraying him, and thac won't sit well
“T told them the boy was dead. That would have been the cite B With soméone like you. I changed myself once,

it hadn’t been for me. The fact of the matter is had they waited a:

bilateral mastoidiis, probably meningitis. He was already deaf, th .
was nothing I could have done about that. Three days later the same:
two men were there again, wanting him back. He was on IV, I:h':riit_':lit &
lin, fifty thousand units Q6H. It wasn't as if I could send him Oﬂ"ih

L
e mbe

the cance.”

it was a long time ago
4 ?EnitI changed. I"followed my teacher down here too, | thought I was
: ming for the summer, | know about thjs”

‘It isn't the same.”

weeks I would have given him back, but they came too early, a.ht.i.’
was too sick to go. I couldn't explain any of that, but I knew ehbtiglj%;
tell them he was dead.” o

“Of course it isn't the same, Nothing is ever the same. | wasn't like
“You could have sent him back later.”

e.llﬂt Rapp, and still I took his Place. You're not like me but you wait,
- y9u'll go back there and nothing will make sense to you anymore.”
"''Marina came and stood beside the bed. “Good night,” she said.
L “You'll come back,” Dr. Swenson said. “But don’t make me wait
 forever. There isn't an infinite amount of time to get this work done,
- er will come back, you know. He may even be back in the morn-
I Ing. He'll steal a canoe while they're sleeping. He knows how to get
- Home. He won't hold it against you, whar you've done to him. He's a
child. He'll forgive us.”

. But Marina had seen the look on his face when Anders handed him
g ver. She wasn't sure Dr. Swenson was right. “Good nighte,” she said
igim, and closed the door,

i

5

“He was sick for a month, as sick as anything I've seen. By
time I brought him back they would have forgotten about him, A__
child? They wouldn't have known what to do with him. Do you tl
you wouldn't have done the same thing? He was Easter even then_;_

know. After a month of feeding him and washing him and sta :
all night with his fevers you really think you would have taken '} 5
back to the cannibalsy”

“I wouldn't have taken someore else’s child,” Marina said..

“Of course you would,” Dr. Swenson said. “You would take E
from me now. You never had any intention of leaving here withmfi: _‘
and I never had any intention of letting him go. He was mine. He
my boy and you gave him away.” : ;
Were he hete she would have put him in a canoe tonight and ; '

the boat herself in the dark all the way to the Amazon River. “T Y hen she went back to the lab to find Anders, Alan Saturn

have taken him,” she said. “You're right, Except that now I don't told her he had gone to take a shower. Thomas was off
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looking for the box where they had put his things, hoping that not :
all of his clothes had been taken. Nancy and Budi sat staring at the

. . 5 I
floor in front of them. “He says he still has intermittent fevers,

T o
Rt -5
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“So did I,” Anders said. He turned off the two lanterns and put the
strongbox on the floor. “Move over,” he said.

Marina stretched out on one side of the cot and Anders lay down

Alan said finally. “Make sure he looks good when you get him on ? beside her. Their noses were touching and he put his arm over her
the plane. If they think he has malaria they won't let him back in .r" - Sho:lder:’ “I'm sorr):,‘” !1e said. . )
the country.” EF i 4 “No, she sa:d.’ It's better .t'hls way.
“Could he have malaria?” Marina asked. b - Tomorrow we'll go home.
Dr. Budi looked up but she said nothing, i X She leaned into him. She nodded mto his neck. If they fell aslecp
“Its the tropics,” Nancy said. “Anyone could have malaria.” g __;* they would have to fall asleep at the same minute. They would have to
Dr. Budi shook her head. “Anyone but us,” she said. '_;:;____j * hold each other very close and stay very still until they woke up again.
Marina went back to the sleeping porch, She washed herself stand- : : Until this point they had embraced every year when she came to his
ing in a basin and put on Mrs. Bovender's nightgown. It was no longer ,____ : - house for the Christmas party. I-.Ie woulc.l open the door w::aring ared
particularly clean but it was a veritable blossom of edelweiss compared |+ sweater and she, would be standing out in the snow, holding a bottle

R
to the dress she'd been wearing. She felt sick to be in this place withotit " of wine, and he would give her a quick hug and then usher her inside,
Easter. She opened his strongbox, which had been returned with the TR "How was it you?” he said,

cot, and there beneath the feathers and the rock that looked like an ’

3 .'__-\:.Y__.- .

L "I don't know. Karen wanted me to go, and Mr. Fox. I was sup-
. posed to find out what had happened to Dr. Swenson and find out how
you died. T was so sorry when I heard you had died.”

“No one thought I was missing?” he said. “No one thought it was

. 3 i
eye was the letter from Anders announcing a reward for Easter’s safe

F
| i 30, N i

delivery. In that box she found not only Anders’ passport but her own: .
He had had a picture of both of them. She also found her wallet, het

plane ticket, and her phone. She sat with the phone in her hands fot 2 -.. :
long time before trying to turn it on and when she finally found het

nerve to push the button nothing happened. The battery was dead. She
put it back in the box. -
“This was my room,” Anders said.

T

- e

strange that my body was gone?”
Marina shook her head very slightly against the pillow they shared.

~Dr. Swenson said they'd buried you. She thought you were dead, She

. was sure you were dead.”

“But you didn't think I was.” He put his hand on her shoulder.

Marina looked up and there he was. His beard was gone and he rah -~ =8 2 "I did,” Marina said. “Karen didn't. She held out a ot of hope for
[ youbut I didn believe her. I thought she just couldn’t accept it.”
“Then why did you come out there to find me}”

“Barbara Bovender,” she said, and that was when she kissed him,
- because their mouths were so close, because he was in fact alive, be-
 cause she could not explain any of it. She was in the Bovenders' living
room and Barbara was asking her, did she love him? She loved him now,

but only now. On this one night, after a day of the most extraordinary

his hand over his face. It was the face she remembered. “Some Lakashi i
woman shaved it off for me. It seemed to make her inordinately happy.

I never had a beard before,” he said. “I hated it.” -
“You look like yourself,” she said. !
“Islept here.” He pointed to the bed. “Easter was in the hammock.” .*
“T'know,” she said. “I figured it out.” She looked at the strongbc;ii.

“He slept with me. He had terrible nightmares after you were gone.
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circumstances chat cither of them would sce for the rest of their.liv : wf_;_ epulsive. The only thing to bring home was Anders. She was naked, in
she kissed him to prove to herself that all of this had happened, ';"ff: " bed with her officemate, and in sliding out from under him she woke

kissed her because it was true, he was here. And when they pulled ther

i ?F up.
bodies closer still it felt like a necessity, trying to lie together in stch

B 'Oh, Marina,” he said, but she shook her head and leaned forward.
.Ith'J‘f the last time in her life, she kissed him.

- 1"Let's go home,” she said.

¥ ‘And so they did, Marina wearing Mrs. Bovender's nightgown with
:.jl‘Pdir of her pants underneath it and one of Mr. Fox's shirts over it
. She wore Milton's hat on her head and carried Easter’s strongbox [ike
; ty small suitcase. The Saturns took them in the pontoon boat to

small space. When she cried it was because she saw the tribﬁtat}w-'ﬁ
and she saw again how easy it would have been to miss it. Héﬂ:_.s :
missed it, had Barbara Bovender missed it, Anders would nevet h
been found, and Easter never would have been lost. Anders kneﬁ-. 1 &
he said as much when he held her head in his hands. When they-:i.lii_ 3
love it was only to calm the fears they had endured. It was a phis -'l

" Manaus. They were only an hour away from the Lakashi when an
g enormous eagle sailed over their heads low enough that they could sce

' ithe expression on the face of the small monkey that dangled from its
£~ ving talons.

act of kindness, a comfort, a sublime tenderness between frien :
would have made love to Mr. Fox if he had been there, and At
would have made love to his wife, but for this night what they hal:[
one another, and anyway, after all that had happened between%
how could they not press themselves together, press through egch 0
with their bodies to show how deeply, if only until the plane-lani:t :
Minneapolis, that they were intertwined. Without the scant weightl p
what was left of him to pin her down she might have gone to'stah
the shallows of the river to sce if Dr. Swenson was right about E:

" “That’s 2 harpy eagle,” Anders said loudly, tilting himself over the
. Lclf: of the boat to watch it pass. “Did you see thar”

B No one could miss that,” Nancy Saturn said. The jungle was sud-
:-4 énly silent in the bird's wake, as if everything with eyes had the sense
o hold its breath,

" “That was the bird I most wanted to see when I came down here.
"~ They're almost impossible to find.” Anders’ body still strained forward
the direction of the taptor. "I can't believe I saw a harpy eagle.”
When they arrived in Manaus they called Milton from the pay
...r- one at the dock, Mileon, forever resourceful, had a friend at the

rowing his way home to them in a stolen canoe, maybe the ‘sahle-,.u_‘:_'ah o
Anders had floated away in. Without the warmth of her he mig].:l__i.:
have believed the reversal of his fortunes. This would be the onljrf_
of the story thac they would never speak of again, the part.wl\aj’c
lifted her on top of him, his arms as thin as sapling trees, and s
her face down on his chest and she kissed him and cried. 2

2 . Bket counter at the aitlines who was sympathetic to their case, and
In the morning, miraculously, they were both still balahced;[l:l_t_

" While they waited for him to arrange the details of two seats on the Jast
ight out to Miamj, connecting to the first flight out to Minneapolis,
_f' ty went to see Barbara Bovender to tell her that it was not her father
i,¥1e had seen running through the trees and how in making that wrong
*’g.ltn on the river she had saved Anders' life. In telling the story to other
T ople they told it to one another, about how they each had come to
?'d Dr. Swenson, how Anders in his fever had wandered down to the

bed, two thin plates leaning against one another in a rack, Mni‘lﬁ},{ a
her side, wearing Anders Eckman over her back like a blanket SHi
would have thought that she would go to the Martins one laslu
before leaving but now all she wanted was for this to be over‘.Sh' WS
finished with the trees. The fact that she had ever considered bri

back a bag full of branches struck her now as ridiculous and s

350 a5y

e




ANN PATCHETT

river and gotten into a canoe, about the Hummocca who had found
him half dead and floating in the bottom of his little boat l:hou.glz
where he was he would never know for sure as all of those memoried_

. _:',I_ '::r!'
came from a place that was now fully under water, like a town that hdcljh §:

;'\.
by

been flooded into a lake, about the poultice they painted on him fof i
weeks that smelled like horseradish and tar and how it blistered t.hﬁ
skin on his chest. They became so good at talking that at one pou'ju:‘.
Marina told Milton of her vision of Thomas Nkomo shot thtou'gll
with an arrow and Anders told Barbara about Easter being lifted fro:ﬁl
his hands though both Barbara and Marina had cried to hear. it, By H’l€
time they boarded the plane, they had talked about everything exc:i:ﬂ
the thing they would never need to talk about. They drank Bloodjh
Marys and watched as the Amazon grew farther and l.":u:ther away Di:h
the in-flight map screen in front of them. In their reclining seats.th_cy =
both fell into a sleep that was deeper and more refreshing than any,
sleep either had had in months. "
There was a good case to be made for calling Karen from- the lli:- 3
port in Miami and a good case to be made for waiting, for going ng].'lﬁ‘"
to the house. Marina could see that there were equal parts of love antf
cruely either way it was reasoned, and though she voted t? go to &Iﬁ.
house she said the decision was of course unequivocally his to malfﬁ XA
Anders stared at the clock and the rare bank of pay phones neat ' L
gate until finally the flight was called to board. Anders and Mantﬁ" ¢
both agreed they had lost their skills on the telephone. Every mile l:i1fy“:L o
went backwards they felt themselves turning into the people they HTL H
been, two doctors who shared an office in a pharmaceutical com'p‘anly
side of Minneapolis. T
OUtMinnesota! Itpsrnelled like raspberries and sunlight and terbdij;v
grass. It was summer, and everything was more beautifu? than :.uy o
picture she had carried with her. By the time they were in the I:Ixit; .
they still knew that something extraordinary had happened but th:}i :
found themselves distracted, first by the tall buildings and thenhl

e
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" a bicycle but Anders was looking in the other direction. He had by
! then caught sight'of two boys in the front yard, boys who from a dis-

-

4
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5 by the trees that were fully leafed, by the wide stretches of prairie
" that let the eye sweep so easily in any direction, by the remarkable
lightness of the air. Anders leaned over the seat and gave his direc-

tions to the Nigerian cab driver one turn at a time while Marina

. J rolled down her window and let the wind press back her fingers and
T

- pull at her braided hair. For some reason she thought of driving with

& Milton and the Bovenders to that beach outside Manaus and the goat
'l.

1 that Milton managed not to hit. There had never been a place in the
:__ world as beautiful as Minnesota.

When they got to the top of the cul-de-sac they passed a boy on

-

1 E tance moved and played like Easter, and his hand was on the Nigerian's
* shoulder 4nd was calling for him to stop the car, to stop. The door

* of the taxi opened like the door of a cage and Anders leapt out, call-
. ing their names. For a few moments the cab was stopped and Marina
&._’ watched this world that had nothing to do with her even though she
? had made it herself, She saw the boy on the bike swing a wide,
& turn and come careening back down the street towards his father. The
: 4 front door opened at the sound of so much screaming,

arcing

the boys were
. screaming like Lakashi, and the neighbors opened their doors. She

¢ didn't see Karen open her door but there she was, flying into his arms,
 her feet never touching the lawn, She was as small and golden as a child
'Lerselﬁ Tt was as if they had waited for him every day he had been gone,
3 ['lolding their burning sticks above their heads, pouring their souls up

- ‘toheavenina single voice of ululation until he came back. And Marina
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