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Thundershowers, an original novella, represents one

person's perception of relationships between women and men.

The first-person narrator, Anna Slone, records her limited

observations of married and unmarried couples while she pursues

her own involvement with a man. She observes nothing admirable

in any of the relationships between men and women in the story,

and her own romance falls short of her expectations. The only

nurturing love that she records passes between herself and two

other women, her mother and a friend. Thundershowers is not

meant to be a suggestion that all woman-man relationships are

soulless or that real love can exist only between women.

Set in a Colorado resort, the action focuses on several

concurrent love-interests, including a faltering marriage,

a traditional marriage, the engagement of two young lovers,

a lighthearted sexual affair, and the short-lived but painful

romance of Anna and a man whom she meets at the resort.



TABLE OF CONTENTS

Page
PART I. THUNDERSHOWERS. . ........ ...... 1

PART II. COMMENTARY ON THUNDERSHOWERS...............71

iii



PART I

THUNDERSHOWERS

1

It was the summer that Daddy fell in love with another

woman. She had bleached blond hair and a childlike voice.

"Christ, I love her," Daddy said when he took me, the

oldest child, on a walk to explain what was happening.

"What you think you want most will probably only make

you miserably unhappy," I told him philosophically. That was

before I learned that no one, including me, lets philosophical

maxims interfere with their hot love blazes.

Mother said the other woman looked cheap and hoped Daddy

would fall out of love soon. In the meantime, she took me,

my brother Peter, and my friend Katrina to Colorado on

Daddy's Mastercharge. We drove on superhighways in the

metallic green Oldsmobile that had belonged to Daddy's parents

before they got tired of it. The radio poured out the Senate

Watergate hearings and the air conditioner poured out refrig-

erated air as we rolled through west Texas, the corner of

New Mexico, and southern Colorado.

We were headed for Arcady, a family camp on the edge of

a national park, where Texans and Kansans slept in cabins

and attended discussion groups led by progressive Protestant

ministers. We would spend two weeks there, hiking mountain
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trails, sitting before the fire in our living room, and

forgetting about Daddy's lover Charlotte and the relentless

Dallas heat. Mother was not used to leading the family

vacation, but she valiantly plotted our route on road maps

and picked restaurants for lunch that were nicer than the

kind Daddy would have chosen.

Katrina was thinking about divorcing her husband of five

years, left behind in Dallas, and was savoring fantasies of

all the men she would go to bed with guiltlessly after the

divorce. He was pot-bellied, and she told me that she was

tired of wiping his curly red hairs out of the bathtub. She

did not notice that Mother's movements were heavy with worry.

My friend Eve Dodson, who lived in Austin, was also on

her way to Colorado. Her boyfriend's father did well enough

as a chemistry professor to take his wife and children, with

their current spouses, friends, and lovers, to Arcady every

summer, where they stayed for as many weeks as they wanted.

Mrs. Bassen would hold court in the kitchen, using all her

Master's-Degree-in-Home-Economics expertise to bake cookies and

rib roasts while Dr, Bassen and the young folks worked up

healthy appetites climbing mountains and identifying wild-

flowers. Eve's boyfriend, Chris, was a junior at Harvard.

He had come home to Austin for a summer of making love with

Eve and sneaking back to his old bedroom at four in the morning.

Chris was the youngest Bassen, the only one accompanying his
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parents to Arcady this summer. The other Bassens were busy

starting families and becoming lawyers.

I was to meet Eve in Colorado and steal what few hours of

her company I could between her time spent sleeping alone in

the second bedroom, helping Mrs. Bassen wash dishes and cook

meals, and appeasing Chris, who would be sleeping alone on the

living room couch. Eve was campaigning to become a daughter-

in-law; her free time was limited.

As the giant green Oldsmobile lumbered across the plains

and a shadow of mountains appeared on the horizon, I thought

about seeing Eve and Chris. Katrina and I laughed and gossiped

in the back seat, and I watched Mother's eyes in the rear view

mirror.

We arrived at our little cabin in the middle of a Sunday

afternoon thundershower. The cabin was named Rainbow. We

carried bags of groceries and our suitcases up the short flight

of wooden steps and inside. There was a braid rug on the living

room floor and logs and kindling in the fireplace, ready to be

lit for the first fire. At one end of the living room was a

little kitchen area.

After we unpacked Mother went to the kitchen table and

pulled a flask of gin, forbidden by camp rules, and a bottle

of tonic water out of a bag of groceries. She and Katrina and

I sat on kitchen chairs on the front porch and had two drinks

apiece. The thundershower was over, the air was moist, and

the porch railing was wet. We leaned back in our chairs and

looked out over the lodge, mountains, and clearing sky.
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The telephone on the kitchen wall rang. I ran to answer

it. Eve's voice came through the receiver.

"Anna! "

"Evie!"

"We're here, I'm exhausted, I've been sitting in the

back seat between two people for three days, and Dr. Bassen

called me Miss Dodson the whole damn time!"

"Miss Dodson! What, does he think he's still in the

classroom? Where are you?"

"Down at the lodge. They're getting keys and things."

"What two people were you between in the back seat?"

"Chris and Deming."

"Deming?"

"Russell Deming--you remember him--you met him when you

came down last summer. He's Chris's friend, the one--"

Something inside my chest moved. "Yeah. I remember

him."

"He showed up in town about a week ago and was staying

at his parents' lake house."

"By himself?"

"No. His parents moved out there because his father

retired this year. We ran into him at a party--he's been in

Mexico for four or five months. Chris asked him right away

if he wanted to come to Arcady with us. He didn't say yes or

no until the night before we left. But he's here."

"Hmm."
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"I've got to go find Chris."

"Listen, will you be down at the lodge for a few minutes?"

"Yeah, there are a lot of people here and it'll take a

while, I'm sure."

"I'm gonna walk down. I'll be right there. I can't wait

to see you! Evie! This is gonna be a great two weeks!"

"Yeah. Here comes Chris. See you in a minute."

Russell Deming. I remembered meeting him a year earlier.

It was late August. Eve and Chris and I were driving to a

lake outside of Austin. We were going for one of the last

swims of the dry, dying summer. Eve and I wore bathing suits

and Chris had on cut-off jeans and tennis shoes. A boy driving

an open jeep passed us. The wind whipped through his hair.

"That was Deming." Chris said to Eve.

Eve and Chris weren't surprised to see Deming, because his

parents owned a house overlooking the lake. Chris honked at

him and they both pulled over. He and Chris were buddies from

high school days. Chris hopped out to talk to him, and Eve

and I stayed in the car. 'She turned around in the front seat

to look at me in the back.

"This guy is one of Austin's dream cuties," Eve warned,

"so don't wear your heart on your sleeve."

I nodded what I presumed to be a knowing nod. Goddamnit,

Eve, I thought. I always wear my heart on my sleeve. You

know that. How can you tell me not to? You're taunting me
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because you're small and demure and blond and always perfectly

dressed, and you have a handsome boyfriend who goes to Harvard

and is going to be a rich doctor some day. And in high school

you had a handsome boyfriend who stole your virginity and wrote

you honest-to-God love letters. And you knew I was alone then

and wondering if my virginity was going to be permanent, and

I'm alone now, and I'm loud and gawky and bold and you're not

and you know it and you're taunting me. My heart must be worn

on my sleeve--it refuses to stay anywhere else.

I nodded again.

I looked out the windshield at Deming talking to Chris.

He was smiling and he wore a navy blue bandana tied around his

head gypsy fashion. Chris came back to the car, got in, and

pulled it off the road. We were going with Deming. Chris

got in the front of the jeep, next to him, and Eve and I rode

in the back. It was too windy to talk and I thought about how

messed up my hair was going to be. I tried to look around the

back of Deming's head to see what kind of dream cutie he was.

His hair fell unevenly down his neck and looked as if it would

feel like straw, and what I had seen of his face as we climbed

in the jeep wasn't nice-looking enough to be called plain.

But he was long and thin and his shoulders were freckled and

brown. He had an easy way of handling the jeep and I knew I

would like him. Eve and I always had the same taste in boys.

We were in perfect accord: picky and slow to use super-

latives in our descriptions. More than once, we had fallen in

love with the same boy.
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Eve's parents had just bought a few acres of land at the

lake. She wanted to show it to Chris. She had only been

there once, but she thought she could pick out the way to it.

This particular man-made lake sat in dusty blue hills that

jutted down to the water and was surrounded by a labyrinth of

narrow, twisty shale roads that headed each other off and bent

around and met themselves coming back. When there were markers,

they were only little strips of greying wood at corners, bearing

the names of families with cabins down that road: Milligan,

Allen, Sconci. The Dodsons' land had no cabin, and no sign

leading to it.

Sun burned my shoulders and hot air blasted me from all

directions as we bumped along in the open jeep. I wished for

a cold can of Pearl. Eve was unsure of her directions, and

Chris's critical glances made her more unsure. We drove down

little turnoffs: false start--back to the main road. We

circled and passed cactus-dotted places that Eve knitted her

brow over, saying, "That looks like it . . . I think." Deming

had infinite patience. He seemed content to spend an eternity

doubling back over tiny lake roads looking for a piece of dried

up land just like all the other dried up, expensive land around

the lake. Finally Eve spotted a little cedar tree with a faded

red tag tied to it, and said this was the place. Deming

stopped and we hopped out of the jeep, relieved to be at some

sort of destination.
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The lot did not front the water. We walked about,

kicking little pieces of shale and avoiding prickly pear. I

could think of nothing to say about the newly purchased land.

We got back into the jeep and left. Deming's shortcut to the

place where Chris had left his car did not go by the lake. We

never got into the water that day.

Later, back in Austin at Deming's house, he struck a

delicate balance between making us feel comfortable and

ignoring us. One of his pale blue eyes had a gold fleck in

it. I liked the way his wide hand settled around a grape

juice bottle, his long, knobby fingers spread evenly apart.

I attempted unsuccessfully to make conversation with him. We

left soon, and I almost forgot about Russell Deming.

When I got to the lodge, my head reeling a little from

the gin and the thin mountain air, Eve and the Bassens were

coming out onto the huge front porch with their keys and dis-

cussion group schedules in their hands. Eve and I hugged and

Chris, smiling, introduced me to his parents. Mrs. Bassen had

Lady Bird Johnson's hairstyle and sweetness; Dr. Bassen was

hefty and silent. Deming appeared and said hello shyly. We

all squished into Dr. Bassen's boxy white Chrysler. I was

exuberant: Eve, Colorado, a second chance at Russell Deming--

it was too much for me.

"Y'all will have to come up to our cabin and have a

drink! I just had two gin and tonics, and I feel great!"
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Silence. Eve told me later that one simply did not

drink or mention drinking in front of the Bassens: the only

liquor ever consumed in their house was the six pack of beer

that Dr. Bassen would down in one sitting after he mowed the

lawn.

The white Chrysler chugged up the hill to the Bassens'

cabin. We got out, and I told Eve that I would see her later--

maybe tomorrow. I looked at Deming. He and Dr. Bassen were

lifting suitcases out of the trunk.

"Russell, it's good to see you again," I ventured. He

set the suitcase he was holding on the ground and smiled slowly

and big. His skin was brown and smooth. I bet it would feel

warm, I thought.

"Good to see you," he said. He immediately went back to

the suitcases.

I walked up to our cabin in the late afternoon light. I

spent the evening reading a paperback novel.

2

Sleeping in a double bed on starched white sheets, In my

dreams I was back in Dallas, lying naked on a raft in an aqua

swimming pool. The sun drew sweat droplets from my chest,

and each little hair on my arms glistened in the sunlight and

baby oil that I had spread on them. I fell asleep as I

floated, and dreamed that a tall, thin man lifted me in his

arms and carried me into a cool forest where brilliant,
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paper-thin purple and red flowers bloomed in little sunny

spots and orchids hung from the trees. He set me in the

middle of a shallow stream. The pebbles on the bottom were

round and smooth against my back and a piece of stringy moss

lodged in my hair and danced in the moving water, trying to

escape. The fingers of my right hand were underwater but the

heel of my hand was out, and I could feel the hot sun on it.

One by one the pebbles under me fell away, and in slow motion

I slipped out the bottom of the stream into space. Pebbles

and orchids fell all around me.

Katrina rolled over closer to me and I woke up. Through

the tiny bedroom window, I could see early morning sun on the

side of the next cabin. Mother lay in the next bed. Her eyes

were open. She smiled at me slowly. I rolled over on my back

and remembered that Chris and Eve and Deming were here and that

this was the first day of two weeks. A long time--a lot could

happen. I got up, pulled on a pair of blue jeans over the

underpants and t-shirt that I had slept in, and rummaged around

in the drawers for socks, trying not to make noise. I took my

hiking boots out of the closet and walked into the living room.

The sun streamed in through the picture window and lit

the yellow wood floor. I sat down on the couch and pulled on

my socks and boots. The boots were yellowish brown with thick

soles and worn toes, and the laces did not go all the way up

to the top holes. I had bought them at an army surplus store

because I needed boots to wear at college in Vermont. My
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college roommate took a picture of me in a snowy wood, holding

my long skirt up out of the snow, revealing those boots, and

smiling. When I sent an eight-by-ten of the picture home to

Dallas, my father called me and asked, "Why don't you lace your

boots all the way up to the top?"

I walked out onto the front porch. I could see down the

slope to where Eve and Chris were, and across the valley to a

road zig-zagging up a ridge covered with pines. The air had

a taste of the nighttime coolness that the sun was busily

burning off. I wondered if Eve was up.

The cabin door opened and Mother stepped out onto the

porch and stood next to me. She fumbled for my hand and

squeezed it as she said good morning. Mother had taken to

wearing blue jeans, but they were stiff and dark blue, not

soft and worn like the ones I wore. She also had pierced her

ears and had grown her thick grey hair long, but it was always

pulled back or wrapped up in a bun. She walked down the wooden

steps and took three logs from the woodpile by the cabin.

Inside, she set them on the hearth.

Mother talked through breakfast about the hikes she wanted

to take and the leather belts she intended to make at the

Arcady craft shop. I wondered how long I should wait before

venturing down to the Bassens' cabin. I decided not to appear

too eager (Eve would disapprove) but to wait until afternoon,

then call Eve on the telephone. It was too late to go on an

Arcady-organized hike--they started before sunrise so the
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hikers would be off the mountaintops before the afternoon

thundershower. Katrina and I accepted Mother's invitation to

drive down the hill to the craft shop.

In a long, low-ceilinged room, completely removed from

mountains or sunshine and lit by florescent lamps, dozens of

healthy-looking people were pounding on leather, shaping glass

and lead into stained-glass turtle paperweights, and decoupaging

homey slogans onto wooden plaques. The smell of shellac and

leather glue assaulted my head and stomach. Mother dove into

the belt-making area, and Katrina and I left. On the way up

the hill, I couldn't resist stopping at the Bassens' cabin.

Mrs. Bassen answered my knock at the door. She was

wearing an apron with a dishtowel sewn into the waist. Eve

sat on the couch holding an open copy of East of Eden. Her long

blond hair was in a single braid. I wished my hair were that

long and straight. We sat down, and Mrs. Bassen returned to

the little kitchen area, where she was peeling apples for apple

brown betty.

"What's up?" I asked Eve.

"Well, I've been to the Arcady library." She held up the

fat, cellophane-covered book.

"You the only ones here?"

"Yeah, Chris and Deming and Dr. Bassen were gone before I

ever got up. They're hiking up to Robin Lake."

"And maybe on up to the top of Hatchett Peak," Mrs. Bassen

sang out from the kitchen. "I saw them off, and they seemed

pretty determined,"
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"How's East of Eden?"

"I don't know. I'm on page ten."

"Want to walk down to the lodge and see what's going on?"

She said yes.

"Bound to be exciting," Katrina laughed.

"Good-bye, girls!" Mrs. Bassen chirped as we walked out

the door.

Outside, the sun was warmer and brighter. We walked down

the bumpy dirt road, laughing over Chris's mother's sweetness.

"But she really is a kind woman," Eve put in.

"Evie," I asked, turning to look at her, "areyou gonna

go hiking with Chris and Deming, or are you gonna sit around

the cabin with Mrs. Bassen for three weeks?"

Eve reached behind her back and fingered the bottom of her

braid. "Anna, Deming and Chris have been hiking together in

Colorado for about ten summers. They even go places where you

have to use ropes. Chris climbed Mitchell Peak last summer in

a pair of tennis shoes. I just couldn't keep up."

I sneered.

"Oh, they'll go on some hikes that I can do," she said

quickly. "You can come too, if you want to."

I shouldn't be mean to Eve, I thought. "Will Dr. Bassen

call me Miss Slone?"

"He sure will. No room for lightweights around him."

"I don't think I could stand being called Mrs. Mitford

for a whole hike," Katrina said, laughing.
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At the lodge, we picked up mimeographed hike schedules

and bought frozen custard cones. We carried them out to the

big front porch and sat on a worn wooden bench, leaning back,

licking our custard, and watching station wagons drive by and

families trudge up and down the lodge steps. Cameras, clunky

hiking boots, sweatshirts bearing the names of Midwestern

universities. I looked out at the tall, blue mountaintops

past the rows of cabins, and wondered where Deming was. Maybe

he was squatting down to look at a blue columbine, or asking

Chris if I had a boyfriend back in Dallas.

"Deming still looks appealing," I said, licking around

the edge of my custard cone and trying to sound casual.

"Yep, and he's as unapproachable as ever." Eve cut me

short.

"I want to meet this guy," Katrina said.

"You'll get a chance to," I answered, looking at her.

Katrina was plump and fair and had just cut off her long red

hair, leaving her face surrounded by thin curls. She laughed

easily and was very approachable.

"What would we do without men?" Katrina asked, and Eve

smiled.

3

Peter and Katrina and I sat at the kitchen table, studying

the hike schedule. Lawn Lake, Hatchett Peak, Deer Lake, Beaver

Meadow, Robin Lake. Mitchell Peak--"for advanced climbers only,
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pitons and hiking boots required, meet on lodge steps at 3:30

a.m." I wondered what pitons were.

We had been at Arcady three days. I had seen Eve twice

and Deming once--when I ran into the entire Bassen gang at the

lodge late one afternoon. Mother had made two belts and one

stained-glass turtle, and Peter had gone on two Arcady hikes.

Katrina and I had hiked alone to Deer Lake, where we sat at

the edge of the high, glassy little lake eating Swiss cheese

sandwiches and resting too long. On the way back down the

mountain, we were caught in a thundershower. We had scurried

along in our ponchos, lightning flashing through the pine trees

all around us. After we got back to the cabin and took hot

baths, we each confessed that we had hoped to be struck by

lightning rather than have the other struck and be forced to

carry her charred body back to Arcady, wrapped in a green

plastic poncho.

It was early afternoon, and Mother was in town shopping

for groceries and postcards. There was a knock at the door.

"Come in!" I called. Could it be Eve?

Russell Deming opened the door, stepped over the doorsill,

and stood there--long, thin, holding a plastic bag. I'll be

damned, I thought.

"Hello, come in, sit down," I said. Katrina was smiling.

He walked over to the table where we sat, but did- not sit down.

"I came over to borrow some whole wheat flour." He hung

back. "Eve thought you'd have some,"
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I hopped up and went to the refrigerator,. "Yeah, sure,

how much do you need?"

As I poured the brown flour into Deming's plastic bag, I

asked him what they were doing down the slope.

"Dr. Bassen and Helen went into town. I've been reading.

That's plenty of flour. Are you sure you aren't going to need

it?"

"Oh, yeah, positive. Here." I handed him the little bag

of flour. "What are you going to make?"

"Unleavened bread."

"That's neat. Do you make bread a lot?"

"Yeah, I like to cook, and the things I eat are pretty

unusual, so I make them myself."

"Neat." He moved toward the door, and I followed him,

opening it and walking him out onto the front porch. He looked

down towards the Bassens' cabin.

"Is Eve down there?" I asked.

"Yeah." Silence. "You want to come down?"

"Sure." Hot damn! I went inside and put on my yellow

flip flops, came back out and walked down the steps with that

lean, brown boy.

The afternoon thundershower had come and gone, the sky

was blue and white, and the road was wet. We skirted around

little puddles and I stole looks at Russell. He was no taller

than me. He wore khaki shorts, a faded black t-shirt, and

high-topped tennis shoes. His sandy-colored hair fell to his
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shoulders and, although it was still uneven at the bottom, it

did not look like straw anymore. I thought it would feel silky.

"Eve told me you've been in Mexico."

"Yep. I was poking around down there with a friend." I

wondered if the friend was a girl.

"And you're living at your parents' house out on the lake

now?" He looked like he'd spent the first part of the summer

in the sun.

"Well, it's kind of headquarters for me now. I'm gonna

travel some more when I leave here."

"Where're you going?"

"I've got friends in Colorado I want to see, and I might

go further west, to Utah and Idaho."

We were at the Bassens' cabin. Eve and Chris were sitting

on the front steps. She raised her eyebrows when I looked at

her, and they leaned sideways for us to step by. We sat down

cross-legged on the wooden porch. I hoped that I hadn't sat

too close to Deming. Chris smiled his little-boy smile and told

me about how he roused Eve out of bed at four-thirty the morning

before. She had hiked all day with Chris, Deming, and

Dr. Bassen, She said she'd loved it, but I figured I'd hear

the real story later, when Chris wasn't around.

We talked about the fall. Chris told us about the house

he was going to rent with three other pre-med students in

Cambridge, squeezing Eve's hand as he talked. Eve would go to

school only part-time this year, and shelve books at a library
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in Austin. Deming said he might build a bunkhouse on his

parents' lake property--a place for the grown children to stay

when they came for extended visits. I stared at my toes as he

spoke, afraid to look at him. Then we were quiet. I watched

a hawk circle leisurely above a clump of pine trees and

wondered if Deming was looking at me. Finally Chris stood up,

pulled Eve to her feet, and said, "We're going in the cabin,

and we won't be out for a long time," looking at Deming hard.

What a brash young man, I thought. They stepped past us on

the front porch. I couldn't see Eve's face as she went by.

I did not know what to say to Deming. I looked over at

him. He was looking down towards the lodge. He turned to me.

"Have you been to Colorado before?" he asked.

"Yeah. My family comes up here to Arcady almost every

year. As a matter of fact, two summers ago I worked here for

a couple of months. I cleaned bathrooms. And I lived in that

building right there." I pointed down the slope to a long, low

building behind the lodge. It looked cheap and institutional.

"I didn't know you worked here."

"Oh yeah. It was terrific. Room and board and a hundred

and twenty dollars a month. We got off one day a week. And

while I was here my boyfriend at home found another girl."

Deming said nothing. I rubbed the top of my little toe

with my thumb. I looked down to the bunkhouse where I'd slept

for two months, and then over at Deming and smiled. He said

he'd better go inside and start his bread. We stood up and I
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walked down the porch steps. When I heard him open the cabin

door, I wondered if he'd already forgotten about Eve and Chris.

4

In the middle of the night it rained. I tried to lie

quietly in the bed, next to Katrina. She was sleeping solid

and warm, wrapped in an old flannel nightgown. A weak flash

of lightning lit the little window. I rolled over towards

Mother's bed. Her eyes were open and she was staring at the

ceiling. Her hand on top of the covers tightened and loosened

around a rumpled Kleenex. She did not see me watching her.

I wondered if she had slept that night. I closed my eyes,

drew my knees up a little, and pulled my pillow close to my

head. I saw me with Deming, earlier that same day, sitting on

the front porch and talking. I pretended that he had reached

over, taken my hand, and held it in his, looking at it and

running his thumb over the back of my hand as if it were a

piece of velvet he was admiring. I moved closer to him. It

would be easy to love Russell Deming. I could tell he liked

me. It would be easy.

The ringing telephone woke me up. Mother hopped out of

bed, grabbed her bathrobe off the chair by the door, and padded

into the kitchen. "Hello?" she said in her phone-answering

voice, the one I'd heard a thousand times. I lay still and

tried to listen. It was too early for a phone call. In the

dawn light, the next cabin was only a black shape.
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Mother was talking, but her voice had diminished to

almost nothing. I could hear only indistinguishable murmurs.

Then long silences. Then Mother's weak little sounds again.

I got out of bed and pulled on my blue jeans and went

out to the kitchen table. Mother was listening now. Her

jowls drooped and her long grey hair hung limply down her back.

"Okay, sweetheart . . . Okay . . . I love you too . . .

Okay . . . Bye-bye."

She slowly set the receiver on its hook. She looked at

me and came over to the table to sit down.

"That was your father. He's thinking about flying to

London to meet Charlotte. She's there for some kind of summer

workshop."

I reached over and stroked her shoulder. She looked at

me and began to smile, but her mouth weakened and fell down-

ward. She cried. I got up, went to her chair, and leaned over

with my arms around her shoulders, patting her and saying

nothing.

"Goddamn him," Mother said. "Goddamn him. He has never

gone that far to see me, ever, not even before we were married."

"Aw, Mother," I whispered, and held her tighter.

That afternoon Mother asked me to take a walk with her.

We headed up the mountainside, towards the cheap little cabins

with linoleum on the bathroom floors instead of tile--the

cabins with names like "Bambi" and "Snowflake." We called them

scum-huts when I was a housekeeper. Mother talked, I listened.
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"Any other woman would have filed for divorce by now.

He's lucky he's got me."

We passed a cabin named Honeydew. A tiny grey dog tied

to the screen door handle yapped at us.

"He says he needs room. He asked me to be patient and

help him through this stage. Jesus Christ, have you seen

Charlotte? Have you seen what she looks like? Hair obviously

way too blond for a woman her age--frumpy short dresses with

low necklines. I can't believe it! What does a woman like

that have to offer Bud? I can't understand it."

A chipmunk ran across the road in front of us.

She turned to me. "Have you ever heard of male menopause?"

I shook my head.

"Well, they say that men go through menopause too--they

get all moody and dissatisfied and scared of getting old. I

think maybe your father is going through something like that."

"I don't know, Mother. Maybe. All I know is that you're

hurt."

She stopped in the middle of the road. She covered her

face with her hands for a second, and swallowed. "Goddamnit,

yes, I hurt." A car crunched along the rocky road, up the hill,

and towards us. We turned around and started back down to our

cabin.

We got back just before the afternoon thundershower began.

Katrina and Peter were gone. I sat at the kitchen table while

Mother mixed two gin and tonics. We drank, and I told her
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funny stories about the summer I'd been an Arcady bathroom

cleaner. She laughed.

She got up to fix two more drinks. I got up, took a bag

of Doritoes out of the cabinet, tore it open, and set it on

the table between us. We drank and crunched Doritoes.

"You know," she said between sips on her drink, "I never

really wanted to move to Texas. Bud wanted to go there because

that's where he grew up, and he said it was a good place to

raise a family. But I didn't want to be there. Now if he

leaves me, I'll be stuck in Dallas with half my family in

Philadelphia and you kids down here. It's like he convinced

me to come here and now he's abandoning me."

"I thought you liked Dallas, Mom," I said, poking at the

squeezed quarter of a lime floating in my glass.

"If I had a whole family there I'd like it. Of course

I'll stay there as long as you kids are there. I just feel

like I'm being deserted." She shook the ice in her glass and

tipped it up to drink the last sip. She stood up and carried

her glass to the sink, turned around, and leaned against the

drainboard. She did not look like she was going to cry.

"I'm going to go lie down for a while. You can have

grilled cheese sandwiches for supper. There's a tomato you

could slice to put in them."

She left. I looked at my fingernails. I wanted to bite

one of them. But I wouldn't. I wanted them to grow out into

little quarter moons that would be pretty, like Eve's
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fingernails. I took another sip of my drink and decided to go

down to the Bassens' cabin after supper.

5

The stars were out and the air was chilly. Walking down

the black asphalt road to the Bassens' was easy. My round-

toed canvas tennis shoes had thick rubber soles; I bounced along.

I wanted to see Russell. I hoped Eve hadn't gone some place

with Chris. I didn't want to face Russell and Dr. Bassen and

Mrs. Bassen alone. I wouldn't know what to say to them. I

guessed I could just pretend to be looking for Eve and leave

right away if she wasn't there. But hell, I thought, I want

to see Russell. I want to see his blue eyes and broad brown

hands and black t-shirt covering his smooth, hard stomach. I

want to talk to him. Maybe he would want me to go for a walk

with him. Maybe down to the lodge to get a custard cone. No,

he probably didn't eat custard because it had sugar in it.

I was at the Bassens' cabin. The lights were on and I

heard Chris's voice, then Eve's laugh. I knocked on the door.

"Come in!" Chris called.

I opened the door. Eve and Chris were slumped on the

couch with his feet on the coffee table and her legs draped

over his.

"Anna, come in." Chris smiled big. His long curly hair

was pulled back in a ponytail. Eve was wearing blue jeans and

a round-collared blouse with tiny yellow flowers all over it,
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tucked in. She smiled up at me. I walked in and sat down on

a brown chair with wooden arms.

"What's up?" I said, trying not to look around the room.

"Well, my parents went into town to eat at the Dinner

Bell."

"Mrs. Bassen says they have the best coffee in Estes Park,"

Eve said. "Deming's in the bedroom."

I realized that I had not seen Eve without Chris since that

day on the front porch of the lodge with Katrina. I had not

been alone with her once.

"Well," I said, "I've been eating grilled cheese sandwiches

and thinking about going on one of the Arcady hikes tomorrow."

I leaned back in the chair and crossed my legs at the ankles.

"Anna, you oughta come with us. Eve's gonna come. We're

hiking to Lawn Lake,"

Us, I thought. That was sure to mean Deming too. I tried

not to sound eager. "When will you leave?"

"At five-thirty," Chris answered, tapping two fingers on

Eve's knee. "You should come." Russell Deming walked into

the room, wearing only his khaki shorts and carrying a thick

hardback by Carl Jung. I looked up at him and smiled.

"Hello," I said. I ran my right hand through my hair.

"Hi," said Deming. He looked at me for an instant and

turned toward Chris. From the side, his waist looked even

thinner. My own waist felt marshmallowy. He sat down on the

braid rug, far away from me, and put his book on the coffee

table,
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"I'm trying to get Anna to go on our hike tomorrow,"

Chris told Deming.

"She wants to make sure that she won't have to get up

too early before she'll commit herself," Eve kidded.

"Bullshit! Y'all are lightweights. The Arcady hikes

leave in the middle of the night. Five-thirty is late."

"Well, we could push it back a couple of hours if you

want," Chris smiled.

"Very funny. If I come, can I bring Peter?"

"Sure," said Chris.

"What about Katrina?" Eve asked.

"Oh, she's met this new guy named Steve, He's a hike-

master for Arcady. He's leading a hike to Beaver Meadow

tomorrow and she's gonna go on that."

Eve took her legs off Chris's and sat up on the couch.

"God, she doesn't waste any time. When did she meet him?"

"Day before yesterday." I started to tell Eve how

beautiful he was, but stopped when I thought how bad I'd feel

if Deming mentioned some other girl who he thought was cute.

I looked over at him. That damn Deming, He hadn't said a

word since he sat down. I could ask him if he liked Jung, I

thought, but that seemed kind of dumb.

Chris grabbed Eve around the neck in a fake wrestling

hold. She screamed and laughed. "I'm going to steal you away

to the lodge." He pulled her down across his lap. "And when

you get there I am going to buy you an ice cream cone."
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"Okay!"

He let her go., She stood up, leaned over, and kissed

him on the cheek. "Let me go comb my hair." She left.

Chris looked at me and Deming. "Do y'all want to come?"

"Me, no,?? said Deming. Shit. I knew he'd say no.

"Well, I better get back up the road." I stood up and

put my hands in my jeans pockets. I hated to leave so soon.

I bit my lower lip. "Russell, could I convince you to walk

me back to our cabin?"

He hopped to his feet. "Why, I'd be glad to, ma'am," he

said in a mock Texas accent.

"Thanks." I tried to sound noncommittal and grateful at

once.

Eve came back into the room. She had put on a pale

yellow v-neck sweater and was carrying a little navy blue

coin purse. She looked surprised when Deming walked out the

door behind me. On the road in front of the cabin, I said

good night to her and Chris, who was even more keyed up out

in the cool air. He put his arm around Eve's shoulder and

they headed off towards the lodge. Deming and I went in the

other direction.

"Isn't this a fine night?" I asked. I could not really

imagine anything finer than walking next to Russell Deming.

"It is." I hoped he would say something more. He didn't.

We walked,

He stopped suddenly. "Smell that?"
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I inhaled deeply. "No."

He stepped off one side of the road, and I followed.

"It's a ponderosa pine." He walked up to the fat trunk of a

tall pine and put his palms against it. He closed his eyes

and breathed in. "It smells delicious."

"What is it?" I walked up next to him, put my nose up

to the trunk, and smelled. It smelled just like vanilla.

"The sap has that smell. If it were daytime you could

see sap running all down the sides of this tree. Like sweat."

"Wow. That's neat." Why was that the only thing I could

think of to say? I hoped he didn't think I was pretending

enthusiasm. We went back to the road and on up it until we

were almost at my cabin.

Deming turned and looked at me for the first time on the

walk. "Do you want to keep walking? It's a good night for it."

I could not believe that he'd asked such a bold question.

"That would be great."

6

I came back to the cabin late. Deming walked with me to

the bottom of the steps. A light was on in the living room.

I turned and faced him. He took my right hand and held it,

and with his free hand he drew tiny designs on my chest, above

my breasts. I leaned in and kissed his cheekbone. I held his

hand close to my thigh. I felt hot and slippery between my

legs. I was used to following up on that feeling when I was

with a boy, and it seemed crazy to have my mother up in the
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cabin, probably wondering where I was. Deming dropped my hand

and pulled me up to him. We kissed long and soft and wet; he

did not push his mouth and tongue hard against mine, as some

boys did, but met my tongue halfway and played with it, slowly

advancing and retreating. His hand moved down my back and

into the seat of my jeans. He pulled me tight against him.

Through our clothes, I could feel his hard penis against me.

My vagina ached. I stopped kissing him and drew back.

"Goddamn you, Deming," I whispered. "I wish we were at

my apartment." I could see him smile in the light from the

picture window.

"So do I."

"I can't believe you're standing here. I thought you

didn't like me. Well, really, I thought you liked me, but

nothing was happening."

"Well, I'm very shy."

I laughed. "Is that right?" I kissed him quickly on the

lips. "I have to go in now. I feel like I'm in high school

on a date. Except I never had any dates in high school."

"Are you coming on the Lawn Lake safari tomorrow?"

"Oh God. Yes. I'd totally forgotten about that. Five-

thirty. You're going, right?" He nodded. "I'll see you then."

I backed up the first step. He took one of my hands and

squeezed it.

"Good night."
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I bounded up the steps. I'm going out of my mind, I

thought. I cannot wait to tell Katrina. She'll eat up every

detail, I ran through the front door and stopped.

Mother was sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe.

Her hair hung down and she toyed with a teaspoon, slowly

flipping it over and over on the table. She looked up at me

and didn't smile.

"Mother! What time is it?" I went to her and put my

arms around her shoulders. "What is going on?" I kept one

arm around her and pulled out a chair with the other. I sat

down and held her hand on top of the table.

"Your father."

"What?"

"He called. He's flying to London day after tomorrow."

"Well, shit." I picked her watch up off the table. It

was eleven-thirty. "When did he call?" I couldn't think of

anything else to say.

"About half an hour ago. Oh Anna, I just cannot believe

it. I simply can't. What does he see in her? What does she

have that makes her worth travelling all that way? I can't

believe he's doing this to me."

"Did you tell him that on the phone?"

"Yes. He said he wasn't doing this to me. He said it

was for him and that he didn't want to hurt me at all. For

someone who doesn't want to hurt me, he's sure doing a great

job."
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I thought of Russell. Would he ever hurt me? No. He

was too kind. "Well," I said, "he probably does perceive it

that way. That doesn't mean that it hurts you any less, of

course. But I'm sure he doesn't purposely want to hurt you."

"Yes. I know. On the phone he kept saying he was sorry.

'I'm sorry this is hurting you, sweetheart. I'm sorry.' Shit.

As if he couldn't help what he was doing--as if it were totally

uncontrollable. But the thing is, I think in a way this is an

uncontrollable urge. He doesn't seem to be able to do anything

about it."

"Really?" I had not yet learned that "uncontrollable"

means "This is what I really want to do."

"Yes. It's like an impulse that he has to follow. Maybe

I can wait it out." She looked down at the table. "But shit!

Why should I have to be the patient one while he goes jet-

setting around the world chasing that blond bombshell? It's

not fair!" She clenched her fists, raised them, and threw

them down as if to slam them on the table. She stopped just

short of doing that, and lowered them the rest of the way

slowly.

"Of course it's not fair, Mother."

She started to cry. "I feel so ugly and unwanted." She

drew her fingers down a piece of her hair.

I stroked her forearm, "Mother, that's bullshit, You

are beautiful. You're much prettier than any of my friends'

mothers, and you look younger too,"
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Her chest heaved and she sucked in a breath. "Charlotte

must be ten years younger than me."

"Fuck Charlotte!"

Mother smiled and her crying let up.

"To hell with her!" I said. "You have ten times the class

that she has. She never could be as neat as you are. Fuck

her!"

Mother looked at me. "Do you really think that, sweetie?"

"Of course!" I jumped up, went to the drainboard, and got

some paper towels. I pulled her hair back behind her shoulders

and began wiping her face. Then her mouth quivered. "I have

so many fears. I feel so worthless. It seems that if he

could stop loving me, you kids could too."

I got down on my knees by her and held her. I whispered

in her ear. "Never ever ever, Mother. I love you so much."

She put her arms around me, "Thank you. I love you too,

sweetie." I kept one arm around her, and with the other wiped

her cheeks again. Then I gave her a paper towel. She blew her

nose.

Jesus, I thought. Where is Russell? Asleep? Does he

sleep on the living room hide-a-bed next to Chris?

Mother stood up, She pulled her robe tighter around her.

I gathered up the paper towels and threw them away.

"You go to bed, sweetie. I'm going to read until I get

sleepy."

"Do you want me to fix you a cup of tea?"



32

She smiled a sad smile, "That would be nice,"

I got the tea kettle and carried it to the sink to fill
it with water. "I'm going on a hike tomorrow with Chris and
Eve and Dr. Bassen and Russell Deming."

"Good." She sank down in a chair in the living room,
and I turned the fire on under the tea kettle,

7

When I got into the bedroom, Katrina was asleep, Shit.

I'd wanted to tell her about Russell, She was breathing soft

and slow. I took off my jeans and left on my underpants and

navy blue t-shirt, I reached into my underpants and felt my
vagina with two fingers, It was still slippery wet, God.

That Russell. He was a beauty. I wondered what would happen

tomorrow and if we would get to make love in Colorado and how

soon I would see him again in Texas. Maybe I should move to

Austin. I could goto school there.. I eased into the bed

as gently as I could, I pulled the hotel-stiff white sheet

and blankets over me, Light from the living room fell at an

angle through the doorway. I'd left Mother with a cup of

steamy tea with a spoonful of honey in it and the fat August

fiction issue of Ladies Home Journal, I hoped she would go

to sleep soon.

I stretched, The bed felt good, Mother had promised to

wake me at five. I'd wake Peter up then, and ask him if he

wanted to come on the hike, I felt my vagina again, Then I
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turned over onto my stomach, put my arms around the pillow,

and went over what happened with Russell. I wanted to savor

every minute.

We had walked up to a big broad rock that I knew about

from my housekeeper days. We sat on it, and then lay back

with our knees up, our feet flat on the rock, our hands behind

our heads, and looked up at the stars.

Russellpointed out constellations. "I never could

identify any constellations except the Big Dipper," I said.

"When they taught us about them, it always looked to me like

there was a little clump of stars and someone drew a picture

on top of it, but if you took away the picture, the clump of

stars wouldn't really look anything like what it was supposed

to be--like a crab or a man with a bow or a bull."

Russell laughed. "I always thought that too. But it's

a lot nicer than giving them numbers."

I shivered.

"Are you cold?"

"Just a little."

"We should have brought a sleeping bag." He laughed. I

wasn't sure what he meant by that, if he meant anything. Maybe

he did, because then he felt around in the dark for my hand

and took it. He held it in his hand and rubbed his thumb up

and down in my palm, He moved closer to me, turned on his

side, and stroked my hair. I looked over at him. He kissed

my lips slowly and tentatively. I put my hand on the back
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of his head and opened my mouth. It was a short kiss. He

sat up. "This rock isn't comfortable to lie on."

I sat up too. "If you were fat it probably would be

comfortable, 'cause you'd have lots of padding."

"Yeah. Too bad I'm not fat." He sounded like he meant

it.

"It's not so bad sitting." I didn't want to go back

down the hill.

He put his arm around me. I knew from my high school

days that it's hard to kiss when both people are sitting side

by side on the ground; your legs get in the way. But we did

it: we kissed on the mouth, on the cheeks, on the chin, on

the neck. Then we kissed some more. Finally I said it was

time for me to go home.

Katrina rolled over in the bed. Tomorrow I'd have to tell

her all this and see what she thought. I'd have to tell Eve

too and ask her if Russell had said anything about me. I

wondered if he would talk to Chris about me. I hoped so. I

rolled over a little closer to Katrina's warmth and softness

and slept.

8

Five o'clock came early. After Mother shook my shoulder,

my first thought was how shitty I'd look when I saw Russell.

I didn't have time to wash my hair.
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Mother had awakened Peter, too. He wanted to come, I

asked him to put two English muffins in the oven and beat up

four eggs while I took a shower.

The shower was hot and it filled the bathroom with steam.

I stayed in as long as I could. I washed my vagina and under

my arms twice. When I got out, I wiped off a space in the

foggy medicine chest mirror. My eyes were open and my hair

was a little wavy. I decided that seeing Russell so soon after

last night would be kind of intimate and fun. I went into the

bedroom and put on my hiking boots that laced almost up to the

top, my jeans, a cotton cowboy shirt, and a pullover sweater.

Peter had the breakfast started. I scrambled the eggs

and we ate in a hurry. We made cheese sandwiches on whole

wheat bread that Mother had baked and packed them with dates,

crackers, and a little tin cup for water in our baggy old

army surplus pack.

I went into the bedroom and kissed Mother good-bye, and

we started off down the road to the Bassens'. The walk was

not as easy as the night before; I was still tired, and a

little stiff. The stars were out and there was only a faint

pink glow in the east. It was cold, As we got closer to the

Bassenst , we heard voices, Chris and Russell were walking to

the white Chrysler, Chris carried a pack,

"Good morning!" he called, "Is this too late for you?"

We walked up to where he and Russell stood. "No, Chris,"

I smiled, "This is just fine. Good morning, Russell."
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"Hi Anna. Hi Peter." He barely looked at me.

Dr. Bassen and Eve came out of the front door and up to

the car. Eve wore a blue bandana over her hair and tiny gold

loops in her ears. She put her hand on the small of Chris's

back for a second. He leaned down and kissed the top of her

head. When he introduced his father to Peter, Dr. Bassen

shook Peter's hand and said, "How do you do, Mr. Slone?"

Peter told me later that he looked around to see if Daddy

was there. We got into the car, Dr. Bassen driving, Chris and

Russell next to him, Eve and Peter and I in the back.

"Now it ought to be about eight miles over to the Lawn

Lake trailhead," Dr. Bassen said, easing the car down the hill

towards the lodge. He looked at his watch. "It's five-thirty-

seven now, so that will put us there at approximately six a.m.,

perhaps a little before." I could tell by Chris's nod that

these calculations were very important. I could hear Dr. Bassen

in bed with Mrs. Bassen that night: "Well, we left Arcady at

approximately five-thirty-seven, arrived at the trailhead at

five-fifty-eight," and Mrs. Bassen would be nodding and saying,

"That's very good time, dear."

We passed the Arcady gates and wound over a two-lane

black asphalt highway that followed a broad, rocky stream.

The sun was coming up. Deming and Chris talked: they identi-

fied different varieties of spruce and disagreed over a clump

of wildflowers, Chris called them Colorado day buttercups

and Deming called them butter-and-eggs.
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"Naw, Deming, you're all wrong. Butter-and-eggs are much

smaller and closer to the ground. Besides, they wouldn't be

growing out by the side of the road."

"Maybe those got lost," Deming replied.

We reached the trailhead at one minute past six.,

Dr. Bassen said that we had gone seven and seven-tenths miles

from their cabin at Arcady. It took me a minute to figure

how he knew that. I did not own a car, and I remembered that

when the odometer on our big green Oldsmobile passed sixty

thousand miles, Daddy had been completely taken aback: the

last time he'd looked at the odometer, it read fifty-one

thousand.

Dr. Bassen parked the white Chrysler where other hikers

would not bump their cars against it. "Lock your door behind

you, please, Miss Slone," he said as I climbed out. I wondered

what he was like after one of those six packs of beer Eve said

he drank.

The day was sparkly and beautiful, and the hike was long,

through varied landscape. But I did a poor job of appreciating

nature. Dr. Bassen walked in front, Chris and Deming behind

him, and Peter behind them, Eve and I huffed and puffed along

in the back. We spoke very little. Sometimes I could not even

see Russell, he was so far ahead of me around the winding trail.

We hiked up through pine forest with dusty red pine needle-

covered floors, across a wet yellow-green meadow that a skinny

blue stream meandered over, through high, damp, cool woods
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where blue columbine hid themselves in shady spots. Chris and

Russell attempted to name every wildflower we passed; Chris

usually disagreed with Russell's identification. Chris found

some tiny wild strawberries growing close to the ground, and

when he stopped to eat some we all stopped. I edged over to

Deming. "You know, it's against the law to pick anything in

a national park," I said to him. "Even wild strawberries."

"Maybe that's why Chris likes doing it so much." Deming

smiled. "How are you?"

I felt noticed for the first time that day, and realized

that I was miserable. "Fine." I smiled self-consciously.

"How about you?"

"Oh, I'm great." He laughed warm and smooth. Shit, I

thought. He probably couldn't care less whether I'm on this

hike or not. He'd be great either way.

We reassembled into our hiking order: men in front,

women bringing up the rear. We marched out of the woods and

up a rocky slope. The trail turned narrow and steep. Eve and

I climbed slowly; we could hear ourselves breathing. The boys

and Dr. Bassen rounded a bend in front of us and were temporarily

out of sight. "Evie," I huffed, "I have to talk to you. I have

a lot to tell you,"

She turned with some effort and looked at me. Her gold

earring glinted in the sun, "You do?" Hell, I thought between

breaths, don't you think interesting things can happen in my

life, too? "Do you want to talk now?"
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"No! No way! What are y'all doing tonight?"

She gathered her strength to answer. "Nothing, as far

as I know. I'll probably be dead from this damn hike."

"You want to go down to the lodge with me for a little

bit? We could get a Coke." I breathed in. "God, that sounds

fantastic right now."

"No kidding. Yeah. I think I could do that. I don't

think Chris would mind."

I didn't say anything for a minute. We trudged on.

"Okay," I finally huffed. "I'll walk down to your cabin.

Tell Chris we won't be gone long."

Lawn Lake was flat, blue, and surrounded by green pines

and blue spruce, and past them, bare rock slopes with rivers

of snow in the crevices. A little wood sign said in carved

letters, "No Swimming." We could hear shouts from across the

lake: two people were in it, splashing and laughing. Thank

God we're here, I thought. I am starving. I could taste the

sweet, dense whole wheat bread and the slab of cheddar cheese.

Chris turned around and called out, "Let's hike on up to

Glacier Lake. It's a nice place to eat lunch and there's a

stream there that we can drink from." I'd be more than happy

to drink from this blue lake, I thought.

"Good idea, Chris," Dr. Bassen said. I looked at Eve,

hung my tongue out, and rolled my eyes, dying-of-thirst-in-the-

desert style. She only smiled a weary smile.
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Dr. Bassen marched on. Deming and Chris loped on, and

Peter followed on. Eve and I trudged on.

"What'd you have for breakfast?" Eve asked, We trudged

past a wooden sign that read, "Glacier Lake .9 mile."

"Scrambled eggs and wheat berry English muffins."

"Oh God. That sounds fantastic. Deming fixed us hot

kasha with currents." She grimaced.

"Does he always eat stuff like that?"

"All the time. Even for supper."

Jesus, I thought. He will have to be reformed.

Glacier Lake was up among the rivers of snow. A yellow

port-o-can sat in the boulder field that surrounded the little

green-blue lake. It must have been lowered in by helicopter.

I sank down on a rock by a stream that fed the lake--the

stream Chris said we could drink from. I drank three cups of

water before unwrapping my sandwich.

"Be careful, Miss Slone," Dr. Bassen warned. "You shouldn't

drink too much water at once when you're tired out."

"Oh, I'm not so tired," I panted, gulping down the second

half of the third cup. It's less liquid than a six pack of beer,

I thought.

Deming and Chris segregated themselves on top of a rock

that neither Eve nor I could have possible climbed. That left

Peter, Eve, and me alone with Dr. Bassen, Eve told him how

interesting the hike was, and what a perfect day this was for

it. "I hope Mrs. Bassen gets outside some today. I'd hate

for her to miss this weather."
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"Oh, she will," Dr. Bassen said, peeling open a little

Tupperware case that held two deviled egg halves. "I'm low

on clean clothes." I pictured little Mrs. Bassen, struggling

to carry a huge basket of dirty clothes down to the Arcady

laundromat, smiling sweetly as she thought of her boys out

on the trail, getting good exercise and seeing all those

interesting things that they would tell her about tonight over

meat loaf and baked potatoes.

The hike back was downhill and too long. Deming did not

say a word to me. He stayed ahead of everyone; Dr. Bassen

was somewhat tired, and he walked with me and Eve. Shit, I

thought. I could never keep up with Russell. What if we got

married and he wanted me to go hiking with him? I'd be miles

behind him the whole way. What if he wanted me to eat cooked

kasha and currants for breakfast every morning? I'd never get

filled up. Eventually I'd grow fat, somehow; he would always

be thin and agile. When I'd want to go to Swensen's for ice

cream sundaes, he'd want to stay home and eat currants. I'd

want to vacation on Padre Island, lying in the sun and drinking

cold Pearls; held want to climb a bunch of mountains and read

Jung at night. I looked up the trail at him. He had taken

off his shirt. His back was smooth and brown and freckled.

His body was long and hard,

When we got to the trailhead parking lot, the sky was

clouding over for the afternoon thundershower. Two old ladies

were getting into a Chevrolet sedan. They wore tennis shoes
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with little white socks and Bermuda shorts and canvas tennis

hats. "Look, Anna," Eve whispered. "I hope that you and I

are just like that when we're sixty." I put my arm around her

shoulder and squeezed her. There was a rumble of thunder,

and it began to rain.

9

"Anna?" It was Eve's voice on the phone. "What are you

doing?"

"Well, we just finished supper, and before that I washed

my hair and took a hot bath. It felt terrific."

"Are you going to come down?"

It was strange for Eve to ask for my company. "Yeah,

sure. You want me to come down now?"

"Yes! I have something to tell you, too."

"Okay. Where's Russell?"

"He and Chris drove into town with Dr. and Mrs. Bassen.

She ran out of Wesson oil."

"Okay, I'll be right down."

Rats. I was hoping to see Russell when I went by to get

Eve. I went into the bedroom to get my sweater. What could

Eve have to tell me? Maybe Russell had said something to her

about me. Or to Chris, and Chris had told Eve. I saw myself

in the dresser mirror. My hair looked clean and soft. I'd

put on a Mexican blouse with cotton lace trim. Maybe Russell

would be there when we got back from the lodge.
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Eve was sitting on the front steps waiting for me. She

jumped up when I got there.

"Hi! I've been looking forward to this. I feel guilty

when I consume sugar in front of Russell."

"Oh, Eve! To hell with him!" Now that I had spent some

time alone with Russell, I felt that I had a right to tell

other people how to handle him.

"So what is going on?" Eve asked.

"Wait 'til we get to the lodge."

At the lodge snack bar we ordered huge root beer floats.

"We deserve these after today," Eve said as we carried

them over to a rough brown couch by the fireplace. Above the

stone hearth were brown-and-white group photographs in old

wooden frames, with mountains in the backgrounds. House-

keeping staffs from days gone by, I thought.

No one was sitting by the fire, but mothers and children

were milling around the front door and fathers were coming

and going from the registration desk. I settled into the

couch and put my feet up on the old coffee table. It had

halves of fake wagon wheels for legs. Eve perched on the edge

of the couch, facing me with her knees held together, stirring

her float with the straws and holding her little finger out in

the air, I picked up a glob of custard with my straws and ate

it.

"Well," I started, "you know that I went on a walk with

Russell last night."
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"No, I didn't know that. When Chris and I got back from

here, he wasn't at the cabin, but I just figured he'd gone

somewhere by himself. He's such a loner."

"He didn't say anything to you about having been with me?"

"No. Chris told me that you asked him to walk you back

to your cabin." She said it as if it had been a request at

which Emily Post would wince.

"Yes, I did. And when we got to my cabin, he asked me

to keep walking with him." I wanted her to know that I wasn't

the only one who had done some asking.

Eve looked up from her float. -

"So we did," I went on, "and we sat on a big rock and

talked. And then kissed for a long time. It was terrific."

"Well, good." I'd heard that voice from Eve before. It

meant "I know I should be real positive and enthusiastic about

this, so I'll sound like I am." It never fooled me.

"I really like him, Eve."

"Yeah, I've always liked him too, ever since he walked

into my math class in the eighth grade." She seemed to feel

that she had some prior claim on Russell. Jesus, she already

had a boyfriend. A huge log in the fireplace fell, and a

flurry of sparks went up the chimney. Eve scooted into the

corner of the couch and pulled her legs under her. She looked

into her float and stirred it, "So what else did you have to

tell me? You said that you had a lot to tell me."
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"That was all." Didn't she know how important that was?

What else could have happened, short of Russell screwing me in

the bushes or asking me to marry him? I pulled back and sat

in my corner of the couch. I crossed my legs Indian-fashion.

"Well," said Eve, "I'm glad for you. Russell is a neat

guy. He's just so elusive."

"I know! He was terrible on the hike today! He hardly

talked to me at all."

"Yeah. He used to sleep with one of my roommates

sometimes. She would get terribly frustrated because she

wouldn't hear from him for weeks after they made love." The

words sliced through me. How many girl friends did he have?

She brushed a strand of hair out of her face. "Well, I have

something to tell you. You're the first person I've told. I

would have told you on the hike today, but I wanted us to be

alone." She paused for dramatic effect, and leaned forward a

bit, smiling. "Chris asked me to marry him last night." She

sat back to watch my reaction.

I felt sick. I set what was left of my float on the

floor by the couch. That's great, Eve," I said evenly.

"That's just terrific. Of course I'm not surprised." I made

sure that my voice was not enthusiastic.

She looked disappointed. I felt guilty. I moved closer

to her and took her hand and squeezed it. "Congratulations.

Are you real happy?"



46

She nodded. Her eyes were a little wet. "We're going to

get married around Thanksgiving, because Chris will have four

days off from school. I hope you can come."

"Of course. I'll be there." I thought for a second.

"Maybe Russell and I can be each other's dates. I could be

the maid of honor, and he could be the best man. It would be

so cute and romantic." I laughed coldly.

"No, Anna," Eve said earnestly. "I'm sorry, but my

sister's going to be maid of honor."

10

Katrina was sitting by herself on the couch when I got

back to the cabin.

"Hi. Where's Mother?"

"She went to a talk. On dreams. Where've you been?"

I flopped into a chair across from her and sighed. The

root beer float was not sitting well in my stomach, and I was

tired from the hike, from Eve's crappy picture of Russell

Deming, from hearing about her engagement, and from knowing

that my parents were probably not going to stay married. I

looked at the floor. "I've been at the lodge talking to Miss

Dodson. And listening to her talk."

"You don't look very enthusiastic about whatever she told

you."

"No, I'm not. Not at all." I looked up at her. "What

about you? Where've you. been?"
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Katrina smiled. For the first time I noticed that her

cheeks were pink. She was slumped down so far that she was

practically lying on the couch, with one ankle resting on the

other knee and her arms laid out on each side of her with the

palms turned upward.

"I've been on Steve's hike, which was fun, and not too

long. It was mainly a bunch of pre-teens and their parents.

Of course all the little girls had crushes on Steve, and that

was hilarious. They hung on every word he said. There was

a lot of whispering and giggling." She laughed, but otherwise

did not move. "And pointing. I'm sure they wondered who I

was. One of the mothers asked me if I were Steve's fiancee.

I thought that was a riot. Then," she sighed, "we went to his

little apartment in Estes Park."

"His little apartment! I thought all the hikemasters

lived at Arcady in those crummy dorms like the one I lived

in!" This wasn't fair.

"Oh yes," Katrina smiled. "He lives in one of those

dorms. But he keeps this apartment too. It's just an

efficiency, with a double mattress and a stereo."

"You have got to be kidding! Katrina! This guy is a

real mover!"

"Well, he's wonderful in bed." She smiled for the

hundredth time, But it wasn't a feigned smile, like Eve's or

a too-sweet smile, like Mrs. Bassen's,'or a martyr's smile,

like Mother's. It was a perfectly relaxed, genuine smile. I

couldn't stand it,
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"So then what'd you do?"

"He took me out for pizza and beer, to a really good

place. The pizza had crust like French bread, and real thick

homemade tomato sauce and fresh mushrooms."

I didn't like thinking of pizza and beer. It made my

stomach more unsteady.

"Then did you go back to his apartment and fuck some more?"

"No," she giggled. "He has to be back in the dorm by

ten-thirty."

"That is a scream! A swinging bachelor who has to be in

by ten-thirty!" I really thought it was funny.

"I know. Isn't it hilarious?"

"Jesus, Katrina, I'm jealous as hell. But I'm so relieved

to see you. You are great."

"Thanks."

"Everything today has been so damn serious. Did you know

that Daddy's flying to London to see Charlotte? And I'm still

totally crazy about Russell Deming, and Eve told me tonight

that he blows off all the girls he goes to bed with, and she

also told me that she is going to marry Chris, which for some

reason I find completely depressing."

"What? She's getting married? Oh God, tell her not to

do it."

"I know, I feel like I should." That was before I learned

that people who are getting a divorce always think that no one

should get married, ever.



49

"So your father's going to see Charlotte. No wonder your

mother looked so bad when I came home. She really looked

haggard. It made me feel guilty."

"I know. She's miserable. But she's really strong."

"Yeah. Maybe that's her problem. Maybe she should just

let loose and cry and scream and freak out."

"Maybe. And I haven't even told you the thing that I was

dying to tell you last night. It seems so insignificant now.

I spent some time with Russell last night and it was really

fun."

"Oh Anna! That's terrific."

I smiled and nodded. "Yeah. It was."

"How was he?"

"Huh?"

"You know, how was he?"

"He was warm and interesting and we talked about different

stuff--"

"I mean how was he in bed?"

"Oh! I don't know. We didn't go to bed. What'd you

think we'd do, make love in a bed of pine needles?"

"Oh." She was disappointed.

I got up, went to the bathroom, and threw up in the toilet.

11

I'm going to become a nun, I thought, The sun was shining

brightly through the little bedroom window. Not a Catholic

nun, but some kind of nun where they let you do yoga and meditate
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and chant. I'll bake unleavened whole wheat bread for the

other nuns, and paint those big fancy letters on illuminated

manuscripts like the monks did in the Dark Ages. I rolled

over on my back, stretched out my legs, and flexed my toes.

Yes, I'll become a nun.

The phone rang. I was the only person still in bed.

Mother's voice answered it.

"Anna! Telephone!"

I hopped up and went out into the kitchen in my t-shirt

and underpants. Peter was sitting at the kitchen table

reading the back of a cereal box, and Katrina was on the couch

with a magazine.

"Hello?"

"Anna, this is Russell." I couldn't believe it. Maybe

I was different from that roommate of Eve's. Surely I was.

"Hi."

"How are you this fine morning?" I hadn't yet thought of

it as fine.

"Well, I'm not very awake, and I was just thinking about

becoming a nun." Sometimes honesty is charming, I thought.

"Today?"

I laughed. "No, not for a while."

"Good. Would you like to come down? The gang went into

town for breakfast and window shopping."

Oh Jesus, I thought. A muscle weakened at the base of my

spine. "What does that have to do with me coming down there?"
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"Uh--it's quieter here than it usually is. And we can

have the kitchen to ourselves."

I laughed. God he's cute, I thought. "When shall I

come?"

I thought I heard a little sigh on the other end. Had he

been afraid I'd say no? "Any time. I'll be here."

I wondered how long ago "the gang" had left. I needed to

take a shower.

"Okay Russell. I'll be there in a little bit."

"Good! I'll put on some sweet potatoes."

I laughed again.

I was nervous and fast in the shower. Jesus. Katrina

would love to know about this, but I didn't want to tell her.

I laughed out loud to myself. That Russell. I couldn't

figure him out at all. I'm never going on a hike with him

again, I thought. "I'm very shy." What a bunch of baloney!

He's about as shy as Martha Mitchell.

I wore my yellow flip flops and the only dress I'd brought

to Colorado: a little backless sundress from India that tied

behind my neck. On the way down to the Bassens' cabin, I

pictured me and Russell in five years, living together in a

sprawling ranch house in the hills outside of Austin, It would

have long, low couches and huge windows overlooking the

Colorado River and framed paintings by Russell on the walls.

Eve had said once that he painted in watercolor. He would

have a studio over the garage, and when Eve and Chris came to

visit us, she would be jealous.
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At the Bassens' cabin, Russell and I sat on the couch.

We didn't have much to say to each other, but our little idle

conversation felt weighty and intimate. He really did pick

up my hand and run his fingers over it as if it were valuable

and precious and interesting, just as I had wanted him to.

He also told me that I was beautiful, and that I had looked

beautiful on the hike the day before, and he untied the bow

at the back of my neck and pulled down the front of my little

dress and kissed both my breasts, and we lay side by side on

the couch and he put his hand down the back of my underpants

and pulled me up close to him. We made love there on the couch,

after he promised me that the Bassens and Eve would not be home

until afternoon.

I got up and dressed soon afterwards, wanting to leave

plenty of time between my departure and the moment when the

white Chrysler pulled through the Arcady gates. Standing

together at the door, he kissed me. I pulled back and laughed.

"I can't believe this happened, Russell."

"Why?"l

"I just didn't think you liked me."

"You said that before, I do like you. I like you a lot.

I've liked you since the first time I met you."

"But you ignored me yesterday on the hike."

"I did?"

"Yes, you did! You acted like a mountain goat the whole

time. I hardly saw you at all."
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He smiled a bad-boy smile. "I guess I can't help that.

I'm uncontrollable up there in them mountains."

I laughed and kissed his cheek. "I have to go."

"Okay." I wished he'd protest. He kissed me one more

time, quickly, and I left.

I practically danced up the road to our cabin. He likes

me, I kept thinking. He, Russell Deming, likes me, Anna Slone.

I laughed out loud. If Katrina asked again, I'd have to tell

her that he's bad in bed. He came too fast, and when he did

I could barely tell that he was coming. But I didn't care.

He would improve with time. That was before I learned that I

could have orgasms in my body, too. So far my orgasms had

occurred in my ego.

That afternoon, after lunch, I walked up to the rock where

Russell had kissed me two nights earlier. Maybe some day he

and I would bring our kids to Arcady, and I'd point this rock

out to them: "Your father first kissed me there."

The sun was warm on the rock. I sat down and looked out

across the pines and the cabins to the cloud shadows moving

slowly over the mountains. A car creeped up the road below me.

Suitcases were piled on the luggage rack, held in place with

white cotton rope, A tiny arm stuck out the window, its

fingers spread out. The sun was warm on my shoulders. I

remembered the first time I'd sat on that rock.

It was in my housekeeper summer, on a sunny afternoon

like this one. I'd walked up the slope to get away from the
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other housekeepers, who talked only about which kind of

mascara was best and the importance of Jesus in their lives.

I'd come up here with a tube of suntan lotion and a book,

hoping to find a good place to sit. This rock was perfect:

broad, flat, lonely. From it, I could see down to a row of

cabins, and families coming and going in their station wagons.

I sat down and opened my book. I wondered where everyone was

going. Maybe down to the craft shop. Maybe into Estes Park

to buy groceries and the rain ponchos they'd discovered they

needed and teacups with pictures of the blue Colorado Rockies

on them to take back to grandmothers. Maybe into the national

park, to the place where children could feed chipmunks peanuts

out of their hands. I began to read.

I looked up when a station wagon stopped below me. A

little boy and a father and a dog hopped out. The father

went into their cabin, carrying a brown grocery sack, and the

dog bounded up the hillside. The boy followed. I went back

to my book.

"Mickey, stop it! No! Mickey!" A high-pitched scream

floated up the slope. I looked up. The little boy was standing

a few feet from the (log, batting the air with his hands and

crying. "No! Mickey! Don't do that!" The dog was shaking its

head furiously; it held something in its mouth. "MICKEY!" the

boy screamed one last time, and then he sat down on the ground

and sobbed. The dog was lying on its stomach now, tearing at

its prey. It had probably been a chipmunk.
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I was glad that summer was over. It had been too lonely.

I wondered if I'd see Russell that night. I could walk down

to his cabin, but I decided instead to wait for him to call

me. The sky began to cloud, so I climbed off the rock and

walked down to our cabin. I got inside just before the after-

noon thundershower began.

After supper that night Mother asked me to go with her

to a talk on acupuncture. I hadn't heard from Russell, so I

said yes. We wore sweaters and walked to the lodge in the

starlight.

"Your father called me again this morning."

"He did? I must have been asleep."

"No, you were gone. Where did you go this morning anyway?"

I considered telling her what I had done. She usually

knew about my romances. But I didn't want to drag in something

about a boy that made me feel good when she was so hurt, and

I liked being the only person besides Russell who knew that we

made love.

"I went down to the Bassens' cabin."

"Oh. Well, he called at eleven-fifteen. He was in New

York." She barked out a tiny cry, but then tightened her jaw.

"His plane for London wasn't leaving for an hour."

"Well, gee, it was nice of him to call." They were the

first words I'd said against my father since the whole crazy

thing started. We passed the Bassens' cabin. The lights were

on.
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"He told me that he thought very seriously about not

going, because I'd sounded so hurt on the phone, but he feels

that this is something he must do. He said he would be denying

a very deep urge if he did not do it."

Shit, he tries to make it sound so noble, I thought. "So

what did you say to him?"

"I told him to remember to take his Vitamin C and to

think about me while he's there." She laughed short and hollow.

"I should have told him that I hope the damned plane crashes

into the Atlantic Ocean."

"That's the spirit!" I put my arm around her shoulder

and hugged her to my side. We were at the lodge. We went

inside, where a man in a white lab coat was already talking

to a group of attentive Texans and Kansans in folding chairs.

12

I slept with Mother that night. She asked me to. Before

I fell asleep, I put my arms around her in the bed. She cried

a little.

"Oh, sweetie."

"I know, Mom. It's totally fucked,"

"What's wrong with me?"

"Nothing, Not a damn thing, You are fantastic and

beautiful and you're my mother and I love you,"

The next morning, Peter and Mother and Katrina left at

five-thirty for an Arcady hike led by Steve, I got up late.

made myself a cup of tea and a thick slice of toasted homemade
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bread with butter and honey, and took them out on the front

porch to sit in the sun and eat. A little yellow butterfly

flitted around in the wildflowers at the bottom of the steps.

This is a great day to be in love, I thought. I wondered what

Russell was doing. I wondered what he had done last night.

When Mother and I had walked back by the Bassens' cabin, the

lights were all out. I was sure that Russell would either call

me or come over that morning.

He didn't. Mother and Katrina and Peter got back from

their hike in the middle of the afternoon, and Katrina took

a shower and left to meet Steve at the lodge. I told her to

have a good time. Mother asked me to go down to the craft

shop with her, but I said no because I wanted to be at the

cabin when Russell called. He didn't call.

He didn't call the next day, either. I thought about

that roommate of Eve's. She must have been so frustrated and

hurt by Russell.

After supper on the second day of no Russell, I decided

to hell with it; I hated waiting. I brushed my hair and put

on a clean t-shirt and started off for the Bassens'.

The night was cool. I hugged my arms to my chest and

wished I'd brought a sweater. I could see a light on in the

Bassens' cabin, but the white Chrysler was gone. I walked up

the steps. My heart banged against the inside of my chest and

my throat was full. I knocked on the door.

"Come in!" Russell's voice.
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I opened the door. He sat by himself on the couch with

his Jung book, smiling big and warm.

"Hi Russell."

"Hi. How are you?"

"I'm okay. Where is everyone?"

"They went into town to eat steaks and celebrate Eve and

Chris being engaged."

"Oh. You don't like steaks?"

"Nope."

Goddamn you, Russell, I thought. Where have you been?

"Can I sit down?"

"Of course! By all means! Sit down."

I walked around to a chair that faced the couch and sat

on the edge of it. "What have you been up to?"

"Oh, lots of stuff, Chris and I climbed Mitchell Peak

today."

"Mitchell Peak" You must be exhausted. Didn't you have

to leave at something absurd like four in the morning?"

"Well, we got off about five. When we got to the top,

we just turned around and started back so we'd beat the rain."

I thought about me waiting for a phone call from Russell

while he was climbing the highest mountain in the park. I

wanted to cry.

He set his book on the floor, stood up, and stretched.

"Would you like some tea?"

An invitation. I perked up. "Sure."
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He walked to the refrigerator. "It's iced tea. Pepper-

mint." He opened the door and took out a big wide-mouthed jar

full of pale-colored water and ice cubes. He pulled two tall

glasses that had "UT Longhorns" written on them in orange

letters out of a cabinet, and poured the tea and ice into them.

"Thank you," I said when he handed me a glass. He sat on

the floor at my feet and put one of his hands on my knee. It

was cold from handling the icy glasses, but it made the inside

of my chest stir. I sat back, sipped the tea, and looked at

Russell. He didn't have a shirt on, and his long, lean chest

was smooth and brown. His hand on my knee looked broad and

strong. I knew now that his sandy-colored hair felt silky.

We talked about Eve and Chris's upcoming marriage, about

Mitchell Peak, and about his Jung book. Then we were quiet.

He ran his hand down my calf.

"You know, Russell, I like you too much."

"Too much for what?" He kissed my knee.

"Oh, for nothing. Never mind."

13

We made love again that night, on the couch. Russell

told me that he wished we could spend the night together, and

he walked me back up to my cabin, holding his arm tight around

my shoulders the whole way. His arm was warm. When he kissed

me good night, he said he wanted to see me the next day.

I wasn't mad about Eve being engaged to Chris anymore. I

thought that if that was what she wanted, it was just fine with me.
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Russell came to our cabin the next afternoon. He asked

me to take a walk with him. We went up the slope. I told

him that we were leaving in three days.

"When do you think you'll be back in Austin?" I asked

him. I was wondering what to do with my fall.

"God, I don't know. I've been thinking a lot about going

to Italy in September. I could work my way over on a boat."

My stomach tightened. "How long would you be gone?"

He laughed. "I never know. The last time I went to

Europe, I was there for almost a year."

A year' I thought. Shit. I have three days to convince

him not to do that. "So you and the Bassens are gonna be here

another week, right?"

"Well, they are. I'm leaving tomorrow. I'm meeting a

friend in Denver and we're gonna drive out to Wyoming."

"Oh. I'm sorry that you're leaving so soon."

"Well, I've spent enough time with Chris's parents."

"Yeah. I guess that gets pretty tedious."

The sky was clouding over. Thunder rumbled. We turned

down a narrow road of the Bambi and Snowflake kind of cabins.

A plop of rain fell on my forehead, and it began to shower.

"Holy smokes!" cried Russell. He grabbed my hand and we ran

through the rain, up to the tiny doorstep of one of the little

cabins. We fell down under its roof, laughing and catching our

breath. We were dripping.
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I turned around and looked at the front door. "Do you

think anyone's staying here?"

"No! This is our cabin."

I looked down at my lap and smiled. He put his arm

around my shoulder and kissed me on the cheek. I turned my

face to his and we kissed. Rain dripped on our toes.

"Russell," I said when we stopped kissing, "when will I

see you again?" It was raining harder now.

"Don't worry about that," he said cheerily. "You'll see

me."

"Yeah, I guess you're right. After that first time that

I met you, I figured I'd never see you again. And here you

are."

"Yeah. You'll see me."

But fuck that, I thought. I looked down at the red-brown

mud and gravel. "Russell, I can't stand to just see you once

a year. And I can't stand to hear you say that you're going

to Italy and you don't know how long you'll be gone." I

looked at him. "I'm sorry if you don't like to hear that."

Really I wasn't sorry. "But that's how I feel. I meant it

when I said I like you too much. I want to be with you." I

looked back down at the mud. "I want you." A little river

of warm rain water ran over my feet and my flip flops.

He took his arm away from around my shoulder and picked

up a wet twig. He rolled it back and forth between his fingers.

The rain fell and a bird twittered in a pine tree, "Anna, I

really like you, But I'm just not ready to settle down."
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"Settle down! Shit, Russell, I'm not talking about

having babies and hanging out the wash. I just want to be

with you."

"I'm just not ready for that."

I began to cry. He put his arm around me again and pulled

me close to him. We huddled there on the drippy little door-

step. He was warm and his arm was tight around my shoulders.

I hoped it would keep raining,

After a while, I spoke. My voice was little. "Is it

really that you don't want to be with anyone, or just that you

don't want to be with me?" I was sure that if I'd only had

the right charms, as Eve obviously did, he would not be afraid

of "settling down."

"It's that I don't want to be with anyone." I looked

away from him. The bird flapped out of the pine and a stray

raindrop trickled down my arm.

14

"Haven't we been friends since we were six years old?"

Eve said.

I nodded. We were sitting on the front porch of the lodge,

on the same wooden bench where we'd eaten custard cones back

at the beginning of my stay at Arcady. That was one of the

times when Eve had discouraged me from liking Russell Deming.

It was supper time. I wasn't hungry. I'd had a hollow

feeling at the bottom of my stomach since Russell and I sat

through the thundershower that afternoon, but it wasn't hunger.
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I'd called Eve and asked her to meet me here on the front

porch of the lodge. The evening sun sparkled on the long,

wet meadow grass across the road, and station wagons came and

went.

"He said he's not ready to settle down. I hate that line

more than anything else in the world. It sounds so bullshitty.

If he doesn't like me enough to want to be with me, I wish he'd

just say so, instead of being such a chickenshit." A mother

plodded up the lodge steps, carrying a sleeping baby and holding

a pudgy little boy by the hand. "The only thing I don't under-

stand is why he was ever interested in me in the first place.

He must have liked me at least a little bit." The mother

stopped when the little boy bent down to pick a bubble gum

wrapper off the top step. "Maybe he was just curious. Or horny."

"No, Anna, I don't think so. I really don't think Russell

would go to bed with you just because he's horny. He could go

to bed with lots of girls in Austin all the time, but he doesn't."

"Well, then what was the attraction? He obviously doesn't

give a shit now."

"Yes he does, He seemed real subdued when he came back to

the cabin this afternoon." She looked out across the wet grass

and sighed.

I croaked out a short laugh, remembering that afternoon.

"Maybe he felt defeated. He asked me if he could kiss me good-

bye, and I said no. That was about the only good thing that

happened this afternoon."
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Eve reached for my hand and held onto it. Her hand was

small and soft and thin. A Volkswagen bus sputtered up, and

four teen-age girls in sweatshirts hopped out, giggling and

chattering.

I remembered that my father was in London. "Oh Evie, I

feel so unlovable."

"You're not unlovable. Chris always has nothing but

good things to say about you."

I looked down at my toes. "I'm never going to get married.??

"Oh, Anna, you are too."

"No, really, Eve, I'm not going to. Why should I? I

might be married twenty-four years and then be abandoned, like

Mother. Besides, I don't think anyone would ever want to marry

me. "t

"You're wrong."

"No I'm not. I've never had a boyfriend for longer than

two months. Boys just don't stick around me."

"Anna, Russell Deming never looks twice at any girl. I

can't believe he paid as much attention to you as he did."

"Gee, thanks,"

"No, I didn't mean it that way. I mean he just never

pays any attention to girls. He's never had a girl friend

since I've known him. He must have really been taken by you."

A boy with a long ponytail drove by in a old grey Volvo.

"But what about your roommate that you told me about?"
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Eve looked away. "Well, that was a case of her seducing

him after a party one time. Russell's human, too."

"One time! That's not what you said! You said he used

to make love with her. Why didn't you say it was just one

time after a party? Eve, I was so depressed over that!"

She let go of my hand. "I guess I exaggerated it."

I couldn't understand. "Why?"

"Well, I didn't want you to get too hopeful. I knew

that you would be really frustrated if you got hung up on

Russell. I didn't want you to make a fool of yourself over

him."

"Then why didn't you just say that?"

Eve bit her lower lip, lifted her feet onto the bench,

and hugged her knees up to herself. She set her little face

between her knees and stared out in front of her.

"Evie, couldn't you just say that? Why did you make up

stuff?"

She sighed and closed her eyes for a second.

"I made it up because I was jealous."

"Jealous!" She winced. How could she possibly be jealous

of me? What did I have that she wanted?

She put her feet back on the floor and turned to look at

me. "I was jealous of you because I knew Russell liked you."

She looked down at her feet. "You did all the wrong things,

and he still liked you. It wasn't fair."
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I didn't say anything for a minute. I thought about how

hard Eve worked to be nice to the Bassens, and how careful she

was about what she said around Chris.

"You thought I never could have a boyfriend?"

She nodded. "I know it's terrible, Anna, but I thought

that."

"Well, even if you thought that, what difference did it

make to you if Russell liked me?"

She fingered a strand of her long hair. The four teen-age

girls came out of the lodge doors, still laughing, carrying

four custard cones.

"I liked Deming, too."

"Jesus. That's really great!"

"But I've always liked him. I told you that before."

I remembered her saying something like that on the lodge front

porch that morning with Katrina, and again the night she told

me she was going to marry Chris. I'd taken it as part of her

campaign to deny my ability to get anything going with Russell.

"I don't like him more than I like Chris, but hell, you can't

help being attracted to him,"

I scowled. "No shit."

"I've always thought he was worth a million, And I never

thought he'd be with a girl. I just figured he'd always be

around Chris and be unattached and cute and interesting."

"But you were attracted to him, too?"

She swallowed, "Yeah."
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"And you couldn't stand it when he started to like crummy

old Anna, right?"

She didn't say anything. A red Datsun pulled up and

honked. Two little girls banged out the lodge doors and ran

down the steps. "No,"' Eve sighed. "Not crummy old Anna.

You're not crummy. You're warm and you can laugh and you get

along with everyone and you're never afraid. I'm sure that's

why Russell liked you."

"Do you like me?"

"Yes. Yes, I like you. I think you are amazing. You

jump right into things. I'm always so cautious."

"I don't know if it was such a great idea to jump into

bed with Russell Deming."

"Sure it was! Don't you think it was worth it?"

I nodded. "Yes. It was worth it."

15

All of our bags were packed. We'd left out our tooth-

brushes and the clothes we were going to wear in the car the

next day. We had eaten a strange collection of leftovers for

dinner: one corn muffin, two toasted English muffins, a small

bowl of tuna fish salad, four deviled eggs, a sliced tomato,

one cup of clam chowder, a few tablespoons of buttered peas,

the last of a zucchini casserole, and three slices of meat loaf.

When I said good-bye to Eve that afternoon, I'd promised

her to come to Austin at least once before the summer was over.
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She wanted me to look for a wedding dress with her. I wanted

to drive out to the lake for a swim.

I washed and dried the supper dishes and put them back in

the cabinet. Mother built a big fire in the fireplace, and

Peter made four cups of tea with honey. He carried them into

the living room two at a time, gingerly, and set them on the

coffee table. We sat in a little circle around the fire,

sipping our tea.

I put my feet on the coffee table and cradled my cup in

my hands. I was glad that this was the last time I'd drink

tea from an Arcady Melmac cup. For this summer, anyway.

The fire died down. I set my cup on the coffee table.

It was covered with circles from other cups and glasses that

had been set on it. In the middle was the turtle paperweight.

I felt sleepy. I moved closer to Katrina on the couch and

rested my head on her shoulder. She patted my knee. I was

glad to be going home. I wouldn't have to worry about looking

pretty or saying the right thing at home. I curled my legs

under me. I wondered where Russell was right then. Maybe

driving down a highway on some huge, flat plain. Maybe he's

thinking about me, I thought, just before I fell asleep with

my head on Katrina's warm shoulder.



COMMENTARY ON THUNDERSHOWERS

Thundershowers is a glimpse of one person's perception

of relationships between women and men. The first-person

narrator, Anna Slone, records her limited observations of

married and unmarried couples while she pursues her own

involvement with a man. She observes little that she admires

in any of the relationships between men and women in the

story, and her own romance falls short of her expectations.

The only nurturing love that she records passes between her-

self and two other women in the story, her mother and her

friend Eve. In Thundershowers I am not attempting to suggest

that all woman-man relationships are soulless or that real love

can exist only between women. I am simply telling a story

about one young person's very limited perception of love.

The setting is a vacation resort in midsummer. There,

the narrator can see summer romances blossom and existing

love-relationships continue without the distractions of work,

school, and domestic routine. Anna is curious about inter-

actions between men and women, and she is wondering: she

wonders how Eve's face looks when she disappears into her

cabin with her boyfriend; she wonders if Russell Deming is

thinking about her; she remains silent when her friend Katrina

asks, "'What would we do without men?'"

69
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Anna begins the narrative by identifying its time-setting,

not as the summer that she fell in love with Russell Deming or

as the summer that Eve Dodson and Chris Bassen became engaged,

but as "the summer that Daddy fell in love with another woman."

A good part of the story is about the conflict in her parents'

marriage, and most of that conflict focuses on her mother. She

reports in detail her mother's anguish and her own attempts to

console her mother. But she makes very few comments on the

actual conflict. She does not comment on her father's love

affair until late in the story, when he claims that his actions

are only the consequence of an urge that he cannot deny: "He

tried to make it sound so noble, I thought." She calls one

remark "the first words I'd said against my father since the

whole crazy thing started." She wonders only once if Russell

would ever hurt her as her father hurts her mother. ("No.

He was too kind," she decides.) Her parents' marital crisis

does not fit into the way Anna wants to see the world. She

demonstrates an ability to love and care for her mother in

several scenes, but in one of them, as soon as she has a

chance, she remembers Russell: "Then I gave her a paper towel.

She blew her nose. Jesus, I thought. Where is Russell? Asleep?"

A clue to the reason for Anna's silence about her parents'

problem appears in this line: "I remembered that my father

was in London. 'Oh Evie, I feel so unlovable.'" Anna does not

report her reaction to the crisis because she does not want

to react to it and because she wants to see it as separate
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from her own experience of love relationships. She does not

see it as separate from her however when she finally says:

"'I'm never going to get married. . . . Why 'should I? I

might be married twenty-four years and then be abandoned, like

Mother."' There is little encouragement for Annals observing

the selfish behavior of her father and the pain and bewilder-

ment of her mother.

A second relationship that Anna monitors is the one

between Eve and Chris. As she watches her mother, she also

watches Eve. She predicts that at Arcady Eve will divide her

time among sleeping, helping Mrs. Bassen in the kitchen, and

"appeasing Chris, who would be sleeping alone on the living

room couch." Anna does not list these activities as if they

were scintillating prospects.

According to Anna, Eve is not completely honest with

Chris. Once when Anna is talking with Eve and Chris, and Eve

claims to have enjoyed a hike in the mountains, Anna reports,

"I figured I'd hear the real story later, when Chris wasn't

around." Anna perceives Eve as a kind of prisoner in the

Bassens' cabin; she rarely hikes with Chris, but instead stays

inside with his mother; she will only tentatively accept

Annals invitation to have a Coke together: "'I think I could

do that. I don't think Chris would mind"'; she eats kasha,

which she dislikes, for breakfast; she is afraid to eat sugar

in front of Russell. At the end of the story, when Eve

confesses jealousy of Anna, Eve says, "'I was jealous of you
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because I knew Russell liked you. . . . You did all the wrong

things, and he still liked you. It wasn't fair.'" Anna has

seen Eve labor to do all the proper things and finally break

through to some measure of honesty with Anna, if not with Chris.

Anna is envious of Eve's straight blond hair and string

of boyfriends, but she does not envy Eve's position in relation

to Chris. She watches Eve and Chris with a critical eye.

Anna also keeps a critical eye on Dr. and Mrs. Bassen.

Her first picture of them is of Mrs. Bassen busily preparing

food in the cabin kitchen while "Dr. Bassen and the young

folks worked up healthy appetites climbing mountains and identi-

fying wildflowers." Later, when Anna and Dr. Bassen (and

Peter and Eve) are sitting by a stream eating lunch, she

pictures Mrs. Bassen struggling with Dr. Bassen's dirty laundry.

Through Anna's eyes, Mrs. Bassen enjoys her visit to Arcady

only vicariously; Anna imagines her "smiling sweetly as she

thought of her boys out on the trail, getting good exercise

and seeing all those interesting things that they would tell

her about tonight over meat loaf and baked potatoes." To

Anna, the Bassens do not share the pleasures of their vacation;

instead, she sees Mrs. Bassen as only a kind of domestic

servant for her husband and (as an extension of him) her son.

Much of the Bassenst relationship recorded in the story is

Anna's humorous fantasy; she entertains herself by imagining

scenes from their private life.
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Although Anna reports on little that is positive in the

relationships between her parents, Eve and Chris, and the

Bassens, she is fully and painfully aware of the power of

sexual magnetism. A good part of her attraction to Russell

Deming is physical. She says repeatedly that he is long,

thin, brown, and smooth; she describes his eyes, hands, hair,

and even his clothes. Accordingly, the only reasons that she

gives for Katrina's dissatisfaction with her husband are

physical: his pot belly and his stray hairs in the bathtub.

Her description of her father's lover is also purely physical:

"She had bleached blond hair and a childlike voice."

Beyond mutual sexual attraction, her relationship to

Russell has meaning mostly in Anna's fantasy. She imagines

herself married to him and having children with him. (A

main feature of this fantasy is the idea that Eve "would be

jealous.") Her summer romance is with a rather selfish,

attractive man who has no interest in marriage, with Anna or

anyone else. So the romance is as unrealized as her marriage

fantasies, and she is naturally disappointed in the end.

Anna reacts to the relationships around her in a variety

of ways. She attempts to ignore the fact that her parents'

marriage is faltering, even when she comforts her mother. She

is critical of Eve and Chris. She makes fun of the Bassens by

picturing ludicrous scenes in their marriage. She claims

that she is jealous of Katrina's lighthearted sexual encounter

with Steve, the hikemaster, but she is sickened when Katrina
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intimates that sex is the only important exchange between

women and men. None of these reactions can be called admira-

tion. Anna reacts to her own ephemeral involvement with Russell

by wishing for marriage, and her wishes go unfulfilled.

The only nurturing love that Anna observes is between

herself and her mother and between herself and Eve.

Anna succeeds in comforting her mother, and when her

mother is upset, the parent-child roles are reversed: the

daughter wipes away the mother's tears, the mother asks the

daughter to sleep in the same bed with her, the daughter

reassures the insecure, frightened mother. In Anna's telling,

she performs these actions without effort or self-consciousness.

She expresses a supportive love for her mother.

The friendship of Eve and Anna has a history (Eve says

that they have been friends since they were six years old),

and they experience the conflict and resolution of conflict

that make a relationship rich. Through most of the story,

Anna records a tension between herself and Eve: she resents

Eve's devotion of time and energy to Chris, and she wants Eve's

approval (which she feels that she does not have). On the

evening after their hike to Lawn Lake, the tension is most

obvious, as each friend cooly receives the other's important

news. But in the last conversation that Anna records, they

are honest with each other, and Anna asks for Eve's affection

directly ("'Do you like me?'") instead of attempting to read

Eve's mind and earn her approval. Eve shows her ability to
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nurture Anna: she assures Anna that she is lovable and that

she appreciates Anna's good qualities.

Anna is an observant young person who is not afraid to

make-judgments about the ways that other people act. Although

most of her criticism of the relationships between men and

women that she observes in Thundershowers is negative, and

although her own romance is short-lived and disappointing,

she ends the narrative without a feeling of desperation or

even rancour.


