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cry outs “No, no like this, and add a shuffle, turning out her
knees a8 Helen _m.:mrnm. They studied the way Pete blew his
pose, that they might get it right; they studied his sneeze, his
augh, the self-important way he flipped through his calendar.
wiell, now, let me have some look-see,” growled Theresa. “Typ-
ical Pete!” Ralph roared in approval. “Typical, typical Pete!”
Ralph even mimicked Boyboy, Pete’s mutt — strutting around,
barking showily, calling himself “Ralph-Ralph.” He paced back
and forth, guarding the door with wide swishes of a brush tail;
he jumped up on Helen and Theresa as they tried to dodge by
with grocery bags. And pretty soon, no one knew quite how,
“typical Pete” turned “typical American” turned typical Amer-
ican this, typical American that. “Typical American no-good,”
Ralph would say; Theresa, “typical American don’t-know-how-
to-get-along”’; and Helen, wistfully, “typical American just-
want-to-be-the-center-of-things.” They were sure, of course, that
they wouldn’t “become wild” here in America, where there was
“n0 one to control them.” Yet they were more sure still as they
shook their heads over a clerk who short-changed them (“typical
American no-morals!”). Over a neighbor who snapped his key
in his door lock (“typical American use-brute-force!”). Or what
about that other neighbor’s kid, who claimed the opposite of a
Democrat to be a pelican? (“Peckin?” said Ralph. “A kind of
bird,” explained Theresa; then he laughed too. “Typical Amer-
ican just-dumb!”) They discovered stories everywhere. A boy
who stole his father’s only pair of pants. A mother who kept
her daughter on a leash. An animal trainer who, in a fit of anger,
bit his wife’s ear off.

“With his mouth?”” Ralph couldn’t believe it.

But it was true. Helen had read it in the American newspaper,
which was honest enough to admit, one day, that they were
right. Americans had degenerated since the War. As for why,
that was complicated. Sitting in the geeen room that was the

room and Theresa’s bedroom , she read the whole
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s ommented finally.
«That’s what we weré saying, Ralph ¢

looked to Theresa, who nodded. g
«Americans want 10 EQQ :m
said. “They’re sick of rationing.

i it again?”’ !
:aﬂo”\“wmﬁauw_m%mg supposed, t0 have in the family 4
ele )

least this one rickety seat- And sure go:m—? 9.08 Ms Was once
more, evidence of how smart they were. magine ! M:_ r>, b
they could see, in a foreign country, ir.mn was what! bove
them, the ceiling light dropped haloes in their hair as they listened
on. Everything, they heard, was going to be okay.

w, have a good time

The only question was why Ralph lay awake E.ro_a nights, lis-
tening to Helen asleep in the next bed. It wasn’t just the strange-
ness of rooming with a woman which kept him up with the
streetlights. Not anymore; he was already used to the company,
or almost used to it — to the way she dressed in the morning,
under the covers, reaching to the bureau with a lithe, bare arm;
to the way she and his sister sometimes talked to each other
through the door. He was more or less used to saying wife, to
being called husband, whatever that meant. He was even used

to sex, which he no longer wanted twice a day. Once was

MMo“mrwm M_a»% the fumbling had become memory. An ease had

’d
Py cross wo her bed; a touch, and she’d turn over. A
they iong,naoamm uttons; then quiet, quiet, listening to be sure
But Helen waking ._:m sister. It was easy. Quiet. Quiet.
a noise, She “Mwn“ M»%, Mﬂvﬂr_:m. or even seemed about to make
. & b € €°Hﬂmnm no 5 & b
but all night, in ther own be » 1ot just in bed together,

the matter w; .mm. like this. Was th thing
vmﬂ“ﬁ? ”ouﬁco_“w Mmmwrmww hid ﬁr.m:mm. he’d mwnom”om% Msln_a?
clse might she pe roM% Magazines under her mattress. Wha!
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" he king. A sligh i
making. A slght popping, 35 j
" e Or as if there were some ov_m””nﬂrma e bol
ion ,

. ding her brea
. th.
No, in her throat. Right at the base of E. - Where? In her chest?

$ OWn throat he thought
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iy : to the doctor. Cancer. An o

| osnM vn. e Hedide: oo ww%%”._o%a Where would she want to

ity with :o:&;o»ﬁ. How would she vﬁnmﬂﬂw”mm uiisa iy

rvof | He swallowed. Would he have marrieq e .mﬂs e

tens | would happen? And should he have mar i i
i arried her if he wouldn’t

© —mTO {0) someone Q\TC 0 &
I w hm HTOHO WEre some ne to Nm—ﬂ cou
. _ _ _ :
: Hﬂ—— T—a _..ﬂﬁvcc muc °c0. W m..m the @HOUOH amount mOH a @Nmﬂ Om
= ., E QWu 702 ﬂsﬂm—ﬁ_m~mwﬂ—ﬁ ﬁrﬂt mrog—& mﬂn— NTOEH HT i
mv —_m 502— (3 €Ir new

inge- | duties and ibiliti
B | gl nnm_uo:m_v___.anm. where they fell in the spectrum of
an attachments. Did they talk
A ‘ : ! y talk to each other more than av-
W d erage? Less? Did they kiss enough? Fight too much? Wh -
ning, tered? He wished he were in China, where if Hrﬂm EHMMQBMM
mﬂ:w to be mos.._nﬁr_:m wrong with the marriage he could always take
ther a concubine. That was a better system, he thought, more sure.
e, t0 Although now that he was thinking about it, he wondered if he
used ios_m.gg know if something were wrong. For this was the
was odd thing — all his life, he’d known he would get married, and
had yet he’d never stopped to consider what it would be like once
r. A he was. Marriage, as he’d thought of it, was the end of a story,
sure much like a Ph.D., except that the marriage story was shorter,
and less work. Not that life wouldn’t take up again, but i'd be

ake in other realms. At home, the husband would a.o::.:»:m. the
ot wife obey. They would find harmony under their pillows the
ing way that children, New Year’s morning, mocs.m %.885«.

iy But instead here he was, listening. Zmi she
Qmm she faced away from him. He Sh_% t _zmm.
ha . thi > He sat up a little. A truc

) Had she st breathing :

be Bl : &n&%ﬂﬂ“ on. A distant radio, a sopranc, Very
o B e his pai 2ma top out from under his back.

o B sl day himoelf ut; PRHECE 25 i
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until inally, like a wandering rain, it came t0 him, not the sgy;
he awaited, but something else, a recognition — that whay ¢
wanted more than anything was to secure her. He did not Wan,
her to float away into history, into the times, an UP:WCllmg of
the masses. He wanted her to be permanent, an edifice Whoge
piles touched the heart of the earth.

Still nothing. He got out of bed and crossed the cold ajgle =
hers, shivering. How attached he was already — it was frighy.
ening how attached — just to her sound and presence, to her
simple animal company. To her ways of doing things — the Way
she rolled up the washcloths, the way she dusted with a feathe,
duster. What a privilege it was to know another Person’s habiry
To know when she set her hair. To know that she hid things,
He wished she wouldn’t hide things. But even so; yes, already
he was attached. He could not imagine how he was going to

in twenty years. And how about fifty? How was he going
‘walk around on the street then? He was 80ing to wan;
in a satin-lined box.
hem of her pillowcase. The light in the room
a half vault of stripes, below which he
rise and fall of her body. Still he
: then gently picked up her
rder t than he'd
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there was nothing wrong (or nothing,
admit), childish love turned into ad
rurned into manly tyranny.

“This way,” Ralph demonstrated, inhaling,

Do you see? You should breathe this way.”

Helen mimicked him, timidly. “That one right?”

“Right,” pronounced Ralph. “Again.”

Helen did it again.

“Again,” he commanded. “Again.”

Helen thought a moment, then experimentally let her breath
catch.

“No,” said Ralph. “That wasn’t right.””

“Show me once more?” She tilted her head, and was pleased
to see the pleasure with which Ralph authoritatively obliged.

So it went, back and forth, Ralph playing at husband, Helen
at wife. &

Later, the game over, Ralph approached Helen as she chopped
vegetables. He had in the meantime gone to school to meet with.
his new advisor, who was not Pinkus — he missed Pinkus, who

i now Rodney

at least, that she would
olescent embarrassment

exhaling. “Even.
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what his father used to 53y~ _Of 501‘523}15 was teagip
't a big teaser but sometimes she did tease, and g "¢
» An odd word; sometimes he v, M ghe

2
o

'wasn
it “ril blﬂ 8
:va}lxl:t‘:nc:'tsh::cpr%vords like that among [hF other secregs ofe;:d "v
drawers. Anyway, this time she h:jtd her chin stuck out over & S
sink in case she dripped as she ribbed, and when he’q i
her Adam’s apple, she'd laughed, which gladdened him, o thl‘
But now, as he stood in the doorway again, hOming i €
presence, he thought he saw her shoulders rise with appep, er br¢
in. “No more, no more,” she said With::l ! g

sion, her elbows draw i
turning around, or at least that’s what he thought she said. ey

when he came in anyway, she said, “More soup?” |
He shook his head and simply stood, wanting to tickle j |

Adam’s apple again but not knowing how to get to that. Thy %]

was a way, he knew, but he knew it the way he knew that b::

aptami'wﬂld 'rnz\riyw by the stars. He gazed up at the fly {

. ,m;udc blinking overhead. Unfathomable. “Sure,” he s‘io

after a moment. “Soup.” : -
“Needs )
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«What's so interesting about th
«Not right?”” Still chopping,
«You didn’t even look.”
She watched.
“Good,” he said then.
ot
agreed. But ten mi)
brf:; aggrain' nutes later, he caught her holding her
‘;)”fm were listening?”” asked Helen. “From around the cor-
He nodded, barely.
“[s there something wrong?”
“You hide things,” he said.
“Hide what?”
“Everything. There are things you don’t tell me.”
She scraped a ragged peel off a turnip.
“Say something. I want you to say something.”
She thought. “Would you like some soup?”
“No.”
“Would you like some tea?”
“No.” :

0se carrots?”

‘I want yoy to breathe that way all
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YT, when in time, Ralph’s love for his sister took another turn
too, Helen found herself half-glad at best.

March was on them like a bully then, raining blowing
between bouts of snow, and sleet, ings
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“You went up the trap door?” Ralph said.
“It was nothing, really. You should try it,” she s;

chalant, though in one way, she was taken aback oo 1y y
much, how fast she was changing! There was at least thag py,, ¥
to be happy about, she supposed. The same girl who had pe,
50 much as drawn her own bath was now sprouting mung be,
in jars with holes punched in their screw lids. It was as if, Once
she’d resigned herself to her new world, something had o,
her over — a drive to make it hers. She made her own Chinege
pancakes now. She made her own red bean paste, boiling 5,
mashing and frying the beans, then using them to fill buns, whig
she made also. She made curtains; she made bedspreads; she
rewired Ralph’s old lamp. She couldn’t help but feel proud. T,
~ proud, really — she tried to bind that feeling up — recognizing
ill, though, that in her own way she was becoming privare
itself. She was the hidden double stitching that kep;
from tearing out. And all because she’d discovered, by
— that working was enjoyable. Effort, result,
comes off. Water, the plant grows. Having never
she was entranced by these small satisfac-
when, pausing at the sink, a door of
on her wrist, she realized — yes. Just

fill, she felt strong. Just this
wve footprints on her clean floor,

&

ds be too delicate
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ork might be her life. One part of Helen, though,
Sl : Pajamas, under a shimmering silk
comforter, cla_ppmg while her brother performed magic tricks,
Scarves out of his shoe! And how did he know she was holding
how it all worked, the secret
marks and folds, the way he distracted her eye. Standard stuff,
he shrugged, in his brotherly way. He flared his nostrils at her,
a sign of affection. Anybody could do it.

Now there Was no one to show her an,

. ything anymore; the
tricks, in her dimming memory, glowed

with magic again, like
an old mirror resilvered by candlelight.

. After work, though,
still came what she thought of as “doin,

g nothing,” a proper
Shanghainese-girl activity. Without Theresa and Ralph knowing,

she spent large parts of her afternoons listening to the radio, or
reading the magazines she kept under her mattress. She lm{ed
the advertisements especially, so gorgeously puzzling _thch
part of the picture was the “velvet”? Which the “pmt neck-
line””? Also she liked the inﬁgbtsimowemhmhﬁ-»—thc

who took
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One day Theresa heard that the super’s dog had been s,
the veterinarian, something serious. Then, the next day, n
Pete had had Boyboy put to sleep. “Cancer,” Theresa saiq

“Asleep?” Ralph said. So much fun he’d made of

11, now he turned mournful. “Boyboy? A dog can get c
There was nothing anyone could do, explained

Ting bu jian — Ralph did not hear her. “You’re
accused, as though, bearing the news, Theresa had

stil

to do with it.

“I am not glad,” she said.

Not too long after that, she came upstairs
was only a state school, but she’d gotten

arship.
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Day three. Ralph opened the windows, I¢ ;
than 0ut> he ma_mmmed: The curtains, usua“;“’ﬁ; 601;‘1:;1 .:sxde
b,(lgwed, magmﬁcgm with life. p, furled and
“The rain’s coming in,” obscrved Theresa,
«How stupid of me not to have noticed,” said Ralph

Day four. Still no super, still no owner. Ralph d i
plankets and slept to one side of the bed. alph doubled up his

elen pulled Theresa into the hall closet. “W; 2
HTheusa blinked in the green darkness. V"I;tasth::‘eldwu:e;fif\
here among the hangers? she wanted to know; but instead, reg-
sponded carefully — “Whatever we can” — and when Helen
didn’t say what that was, thought hard. Her relationship with
Helen had always depended on silence. Restraint. Only now did
she appreciate how much it depended on sight as well. How
else, after all, to know how to read those silences? For instance,
this one, now, coalescing in the air like a queer humidity. She
considered, trying to ignore the jangling hangers, with their cold,
quick touch. Then, experimentally, she said, “You know, I've
been thinking of getting married.”

“Really!”” said Helen. Her voice burst with surprise. All the
same, it was a response; Theresa sensed herself on the right track.

“Do you think that will make a difference?”
Helen couldn’t help but agree. e
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ines. Helen was transfixed. There wegen
he room. She blinked. What else didn’t they
Pete? Had th fact known anything at all? Ang
it was here! She could feel the heat of the lights o |
she continued down. She unbuttoned her coat a ljnk; %
Her eyes watered. She shaded them with her hapd
glanced back up. Was there a way to shut some
off?
Just the one switch.
Down some more. The wooden steps were b
loose railing to one side. Careful, the baby.
She was relieved to feel the hard concrete
slippers. The boiler was straj i
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yodded.
marvelled Ralph. He reached
th his hand. “Is Pete backs»
said Helen.
" He wiggled his toes, “Heat.”

out, questioned the ra-

“How did you do it?” Theresa wanted to know.

Helen haltingly described how big the boiler was, how intim-
idating. How she found the instruction manual, How compli-
ated it was. How many terms she didn’t understand. She
savored the details.

“You fixed it?”

“Then I called the phone number at the back,” finished Helen.
“Theres an oil tank under the ground that needs filling every
so often.”

“Really!”

“Pete has an account to pay for

Theresa shook her head. “That

Helen modestly declined
all night, and the next day
but she had never felt the
her that she did now. What
were in the world! Who s
couldn’t say, couldn’t
certain — what maﬂcfdrl'
tered here.

ment door she d
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“HE’S STUDYING AGAIN,” Helen reported the next day, on
s

the phone to Janis Chao. "Evcrything’s okay.”
“It’s about time.” i s
Janis Chao was exactly the sort of person Helen would prob-
ably never have known in China. Not that her background was
bad, but her father had died : h / #

some rich woman had a few
would show them around
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fling for permane under the [_)is;?l;ced Persons Ay
she was disarmed by efforts to stay in touch. Wegey:
they genuine? Janis W: easy to talk to, havmg.s(, much ¢
say herself; any s smoothed over with acco,
of all kinds of inese-student irs. Picnics, dances. Sh,-‘.'
vited Helen and Ralph to everything. “You should go out more,
see more friends,” she said. ‘Don’t lock yourself up in y
house.”

Helen wasn’t sure exactly why; it had

They never went.
thing to do with the fact that Janis’s husband had not o

nt residen
Janis

sponsored by the Chinese government to come to the |
States, but was almost done with his Ph.D. already. “A

ventured Helen.
“Hmm,” said Ralph.
“If he’s done by next September that’ll be
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THE
IMAGINEER

Old Chao’s house? Sure,” he said, blithe as a new

if last week he’d been a tadpole? He was
Could she have known that?
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LOVE
AT FIRST SIGHT

AZzALEAS. Ralph blinked gingerly as they walked. The bee gt;
was still swollen, so he could not properly appreciate how beay.-
tiful his sister looked with her hair out of jts bun, though l-hh
told him. “Softer, don’t you think?”

her navy blue hat sleekly to he;

Theresa’s hair fell from
der, then mostly curled under, except for one section on
assersby with a little bri

side, which presented p

Luckily, Theresa was oblivious to the offering,

&?mﬂhﬂﬁﬁwmgﬂ' her b
e i g
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world. At the centg, 4
o pulse, like her gyer t‘:f.:‘;f image
cgretted buying thep, % d:::';
wing but dignified, Wi, her hlue_glfe, they hgq o
on desperate pink, Goog thing gp, ack gipgo,
¢ businessman thoughy, Thougﬁs ¢ didn'e
high heels?
She tottered.

“Welcome! Come in!”” Janis, Pregnant,

way. In a fit of daring, she had had her Waved from her door.

all over in the latest style — the M%’minnm ;::
ingrch.
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“Well, maybe not a beggar,” put in Helen, comfortingly,

“That's right! How could you land up a beggar? Don’t |j
to him!” Janis gestured with unusual vivacity. “He thinks thiy
is China! As if there are beggars here!”

“There are beggars here,” said Old Chao.

“Ah,” said Ralph. “Have you met my wifes”

Janis nudged Old Chao. “No, no, we’ve never met,” he saig
then. “Pleased to meet you!”” Helen blushed. Ralph appraiseq
her with a sideways look. “Come in, come in, come in!” Q)
Chao went on. “What happened to your face!” g

While Ralph explained about the bee, Theresa stationed

self on the far side of the triple-tiered hall table, so that
wouldn’t show. Both watched Helen; with her hair dras
into a low horsetail, she did look “darling,” just as J:
saying. In her best, rose-colored dress — this combin
darin collar with a circle skirt — she also look
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Oniy 0t g here, ¢h?” He winked delib,
t QRIng 10 €liderately 5y

thin, B, pleasure.” With a bow, he ext Holn, Sk iy e
ks 4 “Oh, nonono.” She blushed, ended bis hang t0 her, S

radi «
ter-in-law.” diant. “Plage 1

Theresa lifted her head shyly.

Grover craned his solid neck y , th ;
like a cooked shrimp. “Nice sho:s," l?: g;:imﬁﬁllls el i

“New ones,” Helen volunteered, %

“Very darling,” said Janis,

“Darling,” echoed Helen.

Theresa’s collar tightened.

“Very darling, indeed,” agreed Grover. He placed his hands
in his pockets. Then he winked ayin,agleal:ninhiseye,at
Helen.

meet my sjs.

Dinner was ten long courses. These Janis served one after an-
other, banquet-style, more because she had only three working
burners and two hands than for formal effect. “Shredded Beef
with Peppers,” she’d announce, forehead dz “Squid with
Button Mushrooms.” Every:
Helen would stand, set aside
to help — Janis was too
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ject,” Old Chao kept saying. As indeed they all hag, 5 .
that they have some kind of conversation, though ;i
matter of face — Theresa especially responded with s“d;"l‘
interest that Old Chao had no choice as a host but m’“\
talking. He did try digressions — wondering if certain :du,kﬁ
been having might be arthritis, for example (Theresa "'H
him they were not) — but none of these proved %
““And do you know, the department interviewed sixty

that’s six-oh, sixty — and by the end, only two people
so-called offer.” This was after the soup, at the fourth
Lion’s Head. “Myself and one very smart guy, much

“who got his doctorate from MIT.” s
“From MIT! Really!” chorused Helen and
faintly, Ralph. He couldn’t eat. 2
Old Chao hesitated, apparently aware





image29.jpeg
95

sed to Ralph, who, head i

|l the world like someone i 10:,'&':%‘:‘?(!1 slack, looked
could hav n it. Especially when Grover, w:i:tm it; anyone
Jeave the table. What Ralph would haye done then mgl’e:'wdvm
good-by, Old Chao and his tenure-track job of{erlv(e}:c:lh
/, soc Ralph could only ogle, though, helpless wi d;

envy, as Grover balled up his napkin. He did not P“Slfhis ;‘
in, but left it angled out like a door in midswin 5,

Janis came out with Strange-Flavored Chicken,

By Ants Climbing Trees, Grover hadn’t returned. His jacket
hung on his chair back; his napkin uncrumpled slowly beside
his plate, blooming like something out of a time-lapse photog-
raphy sequence. All the same, Old Chao spoke in English, as.
though Grover hadn’t left.

“Of course, for the back and forth, I had to buy a new car,”
he said. “You remember the old one, I won it in the church
lottery?” ‘ F

“Sure!”

“Well, now I trade it in for a.

Shrimp in Hot Sauce. Still no
car was a barely used 1950
yellow. It had a full chrom
button radio, the new

fo
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though it were the crystalline noge of an L
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not be relying on one picture-taker for ;
Ralph, accepting his diploma, hesitated, 1o
women a good shot. Everyone was clappir
audience and waved a little, like a moyie. ol
was now Doctor Chang!

“Congratulations,” said the president o
again. He was a tall, narrow man, like
except that, sheathed in sweat, he

Ralph shook his hand a sec
“Pm just wish my father,

The president mopped his
said.

The pictures came out so b
which of them to frame,
professionally, as well
living room, near the wed
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e ancestors. But when, shortly 1fte’ral it

hung the shelf, Ralph was blessed with a tenure-track job (ﬂiq
Chao had put in @ word for him), they thanked their b Ol
for whatever help they might have been. arenty

They did this again when Theresa got her M.D.

By the time the fall semestet began, Helen had found 2
Jarger place,in Washington Heights. Solid ceilings, she e,
a room for Mona and Callie, and a dining room that nm

their father ¢
father, with @
dead — they were 1!
their parents had becom!

made into a room for Theresa. The girls helped
dnboxsulmuizstaﬂelenwuldpack”d

Helen had crumpled her last picce of newspa
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HELEN’S LIFE in China had been in every way perfect. Though
a girl, she had been preceded by a twin sister who had died, so
that her own touch-and-go start was cheered breath by halting
breath; and in later life, she’d been blessed by just enough lin-
ing, sometimes serious illness, to win her much fuss. Well —
of the fuss she could have done without, for instance
volved her grandfather firing doctors; her mother
. ng with embarrassment, or else whispering at
Helen’s bed, in a voice so low that Helen felt the
- than she heard them. They were a sensation, a
hi ng she could not have sworn came from outside

s conten eet-natured that her two sisters
her: wht(; igi;l‘:; have resented her, instead vied
» please. They carried her up and down the
1os. She was a family pastime. Her life am-l
e forever. The way Americans in genclﬁ'l
4 Chinese love t0 hold still; ren_xovla lls
4 for Helen, the general was particularly




image2.jpeg
A\

62

ildhood was the knowledge th

Frui- ];ihfi 22: cgh{l:f)]ffn};eéfcﬁlelr diseases, she would’ eventuaT]t &
;fasveeto lmarry and go live with in-laws. And then shte dt Embab.l
wish she had died. How faint she felt,’]ust hstﬁmngf :r € Storie,
other girls told — about a neighbor’s daughter, : texgmple’
who walked all the way hofme from bHu:r;iZ :,0:[;0(3 ie;) frieetsl(:ir::

as extreme, of course, :
?;zsl:i.nTv}:fla:o:Nmarried away into the COUH!EI’YSIdC, wa}s1 made t,
take baths in a big copper vat? Over a pit fire, as t (:iuﬁh she
were a pork joint, in water that had already been used by he,
father-in-law, her husband, her husband’s seven brothers, ang
her mother-in-law. Don’t worry, Helen’s parents reassured hef’
we'll find you someone nice, someone you like too. No one’s
going to beat you. But at best, Helen knew, she would be sent
to scratch out some new, poor spot for herself, at the edge of 2
strange world, separated from everyone she loved as though by
a violent, black ocean.

Now, America. For the first few months, she could hardly sit
without thinking how she might be wearing out her irreplaceable
clothes. How careful she had to be! Theresa could traipse all
over, searching out that elusive brother of hers; Helen walked
as little and as lightly as she could, sparing her shoes, that they
might last until the Nationalists saved the country and she could
80 home again. She studied the way she walked too, lightly —

more foreign quarter of Shanghai, like the British cop
the French. She learned to cook, so that she’d have Ch;
to eat. When she could not have Chinese food, she diq n
Theresa (who would eat anything, even cheese and salozi =
course thought her silly, “In Shanghai you ate foreign ; )do’f
Theresa sajd (da cai, she called it — big vegetables) ‘(‘){.V )
shouldn’t You eat it here?” Still, for a long time, He] : ¢

not, which they both thought would make her sick. en woylqg
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She was not at home enough, though, even to fall il

This could not go on forever. Eventually
studied harder, walked more, bought ne,
parents less. She did continue to spend whole afternoons simpl
sitting still, staring, as though hoping to be visited by ghosts po);
by a truly wasting disease; but she also developed a liking,for
American magazines, American newspapers. American radio —
she kept her Philco in the corner of the living room nearest the
bedroom, so she could listen nonstop. She sang along: “The corn
is as high as an el-e-phant’s eyyye . ..” She did not insist on
folding all her clothes, but used the closet too. She began to say
“red, white, and blue” instead of “blue, white, and red” and to
distinguish “interest” from “interested” from “interesting,” She
caught a few colds. And she married Ralph, officially accept-
ing what seemed already true — that she had indeed crossed
a violent, black ocean; and that it was time to make herself

as at home in her exile as she could.

faith faltering, Helen
w clothes, wrote her
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«f guess,” said Ralph, uncertainly.

Helen sighed. At home, room had always been made for her
in the conversation; people paused before going on, and looked
at her. Here, she had to launch herself into the talking, for
instance during a lull, as now.

«You know that saying about a wife’s ankle?” she put in softly.

«What?” said Ralph.

«Don’t interrupt,” said Theresa. “She’s talking.”

“I can’t hear ber.”

“That saying,” Helen said louder. “Do you know that saying,
about a wife’s ankle? Being tied to her husband’s?”

“Of course,” encouraged Theresa. “With a long red string.
From the time she’s born.”

“Well, I think maybe my ankle was tied to my husband’s and
sister-in-law’s both.”

“Ah no! To both? To my ankle too?” Theresa protested, laugh-
ing. Then, in English, “Are you trying to pull my leg?”

They all laughed. “Good joke!” cried Ralph.

“Good one!” Helen agreed.

Weren't they happy, though? At least until it was time for
run-down walk-up north of r25th Street,

ents lived, where the differences in

.
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aPh.D.!
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