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What can you say about a twenty-five-year-old girl who
di ed?

That she was beautiful. And brilliant. That she | oved
Mozart and Bach. And the Beatles. And me. Once, when she
specifically lunped me with those nusical types, | asked her

what the order was, and she replied, smling, 'Al phabetical.'
At the tinmne | smled too. But now !l sit and wonder whether
she was listing ne by ny first name - in which case | would
trail Mozart - or by ny last nanme, in which case | woul d edge
in there between Bach and the Beatles. Either way | don't
come first, which for sone stupid reason bothers hell out of
me, having grown up with the notion that | always had to be
nunber one. Famly heritage, don't you know?

In the fall of ny senior year, | got into the habit of
studying at the Radcliffe library. Not just to eye the
cheese, although | admt that | liked to | ook. The place was
qui et, nobody knew nme, and the reserve books were less in
demand. The day before one of ny history hour exans, | stil
hadn't gotten around to reading the first book on the |ist,
an endem ¢ Harvard di sease. | anbled over to the reserve desk
to get one of the tones that would bail ne out on the norrow.
There were two girls working there. One a tall tennis-anyone
type, the other a bespectacl ed nouse type. | opted for Mnnie
Four - Eyes.



"Do you have The Waning of the M ddl e Ages?

She shot a glance up at ne.

"Do you have your own library? she asked.

"Listen, Harvard is allowed to use the Radcliffe

library."’

"I"mnot talking legality, Preppie, |I'mtaking ethics.

You guys have five mllion books. W have a few | ousy

t housand."

Christ, a superior-being type! The kind who think

since the ratio of Radcliffe to Harvard is five to one, the
girls nust be five tinmes as snmart. | normally cut these types
to ribbons, but just then | badly] needed that goddamm book.
‘Listen, | need that goddamm book.'

"Whul dj a pl ease watch your profanity, Preppie?

"What nmakes you so sure | went to prep school ?

"You | ook stupid and rich,' she said, renoving her

gl asses.

"You're wong,'"' | protested. 'I'mactually smart and
poor . '

"Ch, no, Preppie. I"'msnmart and poor.’

She was staring straight at me. Her eyes were brown.

kay, maybe | look rich, but I wouldn't let some '"diffie -
even one with pretty eyes - call ne dunb.

"What the hell nmakes you so smart?' | asked.

"I wouldn't go for coffee with you,' she answered.

"Listen - | wouldn't ask you.'

"That,' she replied, 'is what makes you stupid.'

Let nme explain why | took her for coffee. By shrewdly
capitulating at the crucial nmonent - i.e., by pretending that
| suddenly wanted to - | got ny book. And since she couldn't

| eave until the library closed, | had plenty of tinme to
absorb sone pithy phrases about the shift of royal dependence
fromcleric to lawer in the late el eventh century. | got an
A minus on the exam coincidentally the sane grade | assigned
to Jenny's | egs when she first wal ked from behi nd that desk.

| can't say | gave her costune an honor grade, however; it

was a bit too Boho for ny taste. | especially |oathed that
I ndian thing she carried for a handbag. Fortunately | didn't
mention this, as | later discovered it was of her own design.

W went to the M dget Restaurant, a nearby sandw ch
joint which, despite its nanme, is not restricted to people of
smal|l stature. | ordered two coffees and a brownie with ice



cream (for her).

"I"'mJennifer Cavilleri,' she said, 'an Anerican of
Italian descent.'

As if I wouldn't have known. 'And a nusic major,' she
added.

"My nane is diver,' | said.

"First or last? she asked.

"First," | answered, and then confessed that ny entire

name was Oiver Barrett. (I nean, that's nost of it.)

"Ch,' she said. 'Barrett, |ike the poet?

"Yes,' | said. '"No relation.'

In the pause that ensued, | gave inward thanks that

she hadn't conme up with the usual distressing question:
"Barrett, like the hall?" For it is my special albatross to

be related to the guy that built Barrett Hall, the | argest
and ugliest structure in Harvard Yard, a col ossal nonunment to
ny famly's noney, vanity - and flagrant Harvardi sm

After that, she was pretty quiet. Could we have run

out of conversation so quickly? Had | turned her off by not
being related to the poet? What? She sinply sat there,

sem -smling at me. For sonmething to do, | checked out her
not ebooks. Her handwiting was curious - small sharp little
| etters with no capitals (who did she think she was, e. e.
cumm ngs?). And she was taking sone pretty snowy courses:
Conp. Lit. 105, Music 150, Music 201 -

"Music 201? Isn't that a graduate course?

She nodded yes, and was not very good at nasking her

pride.

' Renai ssance pol yphony.'

"What ' s pol yphony?

' Not hi ng sexual , Preppie.’

Wy was | putting up wwth this? Doesn't she read the

Cri mson? Doesn't she know who | anf

‘Hey, don't you know who | an®'

'Yeah,' she answered with kind of disdain. 'You're the

guy that owns Barrett Hall.'

She didn't know who | was.

‘I don't own Barrett Hall,' | quibbled. 'MW

gr eat - gr andf at her happened to give it to Harvard.'

"So his not-so-great grandson would be sure to get

in!'

That was the limt.

"*Jenny, if you're so convinced I"'ma |oser, why did

you bul |l doze ne into buying you coffee?



She | ooked ne straight in the eye and sm | ed.

"I like your body,' she said.

Part of being a big winner is the ability to be a good

| oser. There's no paradox involved. It's a distinctly Harvard
thing to be able to turn any defeat into victory.

" Tough luck, Barrett. You played a helluva gane.'

"Really, I"'mso glad you fellows took it, | nean, you
peopl e need to win so badly'
O course, an out-and-out triunph is better. | nean,

i f you have the option, the last-mnute score is preferable.
And as | wal ked Jenny back to her dorm | had not despaired
of ultimate victory over this snotty Radcliffe bitch.
"Listen, you snotty Radcliffe bitch, Friday night is

t he Dartnouth hockey gane.'

' S0?'

"So I'd like you to cone.'

She replied with the usual Radcliffe reverence for

sport:

"Way the hell should | conme to a | ousy hockey gane?

| answered casually:

' Because |'m pl aying.'

There was a brief silence. | think | heard snow

falling.

"For which side? she asked.

A iver Barrett |VSenior

| pswi ch, Mass. Phillips Exeter
Age 20 5'11" 185 | bs.

Maj or: Soci al Studies

Dean's List: '61, '62, '63
All-lvy First Team '62, '63
Career Alm Law

By now Jenny had read nmy bio in the program | nade triple
sure that Vic Caman, the nmanager, saw that she got one.
"For Christ's sake, Barrett, is this your first date?

" Shut up, Vic, or you'll be chewi ng your teeth.'

As we warnmed up on the ice, | didn't wave to her



(how uncool!) or even | ook her way. And yet | think

she thought | was glancing at her. | nean, did she renove her
gl asses during the National Anthem out of respect for the
flag?

By the mddle of the second period, we were beating
Dartmouth 0-0. That is, Davey Johnston and | were about to
perforate their nets. The Green bastards sensed this, and
began to play rougher. Maybe they could break a bone or two
bef ore we broke them open. The fans were already screaning
for blood. And in hockey this literally neans bl ood or,
failing that, a goal. As a kind of noblesse oblige, | have
never deni ed them either.

Al Reddi ng, Dartrmouth center, charged across our bl ue

line and | slammed into him stole the puck and started
down-ice. The fans were roaring. | could see Davey Johnston
on nmy left, but | thought I would take it all the way, their
goalie being a slightly chicken type | had terrorized since
he played for Deerfield. Before I could get off a shot, both
their defensenen were on ne, and | had to skate around their
nets to keep hold of the puck. There were three of us,
flailing away agai nst the boards and each other. It had

al ways been ny policy, in pile-ups like this, to | ash
mghtily at anything wearing eneny colors. Sonmewhere beneath
our skates was the puck, but for the nonent we were
concentrating on beating the shit out of each other.

A ref blew his whistle.

"You - two minutes in the box!'

| | ooked up. He was pointing at nme. Me? What had |

done to deserve a penalty?

"Cone on, ref, what'd | do?

Sonehow he wasn't interested in further dial ogue. He

was calling to the officials' desk - 'Nunber seven, two
mnutes' - and signaling with his arns.

| renmonstrated a bit, but that's de rigueur. The crowd
expects a protest, no matter how flagrant the offense. The

ref waved ne off. Seething with frustration, | skated toward
the penalty box. As | clinbed in, listening to the click of
ny skate bl ades on the wood of the floor, | heard the bark of

t he PA system

"Penalty. Barrett of Harvard. Two minutes. Hol ding.'

The crowd booed; several Harvards inpugned the vision
and integrity of the referees. | sat, trying to catch ny
breath, not |ooking up or even out onto the ice, where
Dar t nout h out manned us.



"Why are you sitting here when all your friends are

out pl ayi ng?"

The voice was Jenny's. | ignored her, and exhorted ny

t eanmat es i nst ead.

"*C non, Harvard, get that puck!’

"What did you do wong?

| turned and answered her. She was ny date, after all.

‘I tried too hard.'

And | went back to watching ny teammates try to hold

off Al Redding's determned efforts to score.

"I's this a big disgrace?

*Jenny, please, I'mtrying to concentrate!

"On what ?'

"On how |I'mgonna total that bastard Al Redding!'

| | ooked out onto the ice to give noral support to ny

col | eagues.

"Are you a dirty player?

My eyes were riveted on our goal, now swarmng with

G een bastards. | couldn't wait to get out there again. Jenny
per si st ed.

"Whul d you ever 'total' nme?

| answered her w thout turning.

"I wll right nowif you don't shut up.'

"I"m|eaving. Good-hbye.’

By the tinme | turned, she had di sappeared. As | stood

up to look further, I was inforned that ny two-m nute
sentence was up. | |eaped the barrier, back onto the ice.
The crowd wel coned nmy return. Barrett's on wing, all's
right with the team Werever she was hiding, Jenny would
hear the big enthusiasmfor ny presence. So who cares where
she is.

Where is she?

Al Reddi ng sl apped a nurderous shot, which our goalie

defl ected off toward Gene Kennaway, who then passed it
down-ice in ny vicinity. As | skated after the puck,

t hought | had a split second to glance up at the stands to
search for Jenny. | did. | saw her. She was there.

The next thing | knew | was on ny ass.

Two Green bastards had slamed into nme, ny ass was on

the ice, and | was - Christ! - enbarrassed beyond beli ef.
Barrett dunped! | could hear the |oyal Harvard fans groaning
for me as | skidded. | could hear the bl oodthirsty Dartnouth
fans chanti ng.

"Ht "emagain! Ht 'emagain!'



What woul d Jenny t hi nk?

Dart nout h had the puck around our goal again, and

again our goalie deflected their shot. Kennaway pushed it at
Johnston, who rifled it down to ne (I had stood up by this
tinme). Now the crowd was wild. This had to be a score. | took
the puck and sped all out across Dartnouth's blue line. Two
Dar t nout h def ensenen were com ng strai ght at ne.

"Go, Aiver, go! Knock their heads off!"’

| heard Jenny's shrill scream above the crowd. It was
exquisitely violent. | faked out one defensenman, slanmed the
other so hard he lost his breath and then - instead of
shooting off balance - | passed off to Davey Johnston, who

had conme up the right side. Davey slapped it into the nets.
Harvard score!

In an instant, we were huggi ng and ki ssing. Me and

Davey Johnston and the other guys. Huggi ng and ki ssing and
back sl apping and junmping up and down (on skates). The crowd
was scream ng. And the Dartmouth guy | hit was still on his
ass. The fans threw prograns onto the ice. This really broke
Dartnmout h's back. (That's a netaphor; the defenseman got up
when he caught his breath.) W creaned them 7-0.

If | were a sentinentalist, and cared enough about Harvard
to hang a photograph on the wall, it would not be of Wnthrop
House, or Mem Church, but of Dillon. Dllon Field House. If |
had a spiritual hone at Harvard, this was it. Nate Pusey may
revoke nmy diploma for saying this, but Wdener Library neans
far less to ne than Dillon. Every afternoon of my coll ege
life |I walked into that place, greeted ny buddies with
friendly obscenities, shed the trappings of civilization and
turned into a jock. How great to put on the pads and the good
old nunber 7 shirt (I had dreans of themretiring that
nunber; they didn't), to take the skates and wal k out toward
t he Watson Ri nk.

The return to Dillon woul d be even better. Peeling off

the sweaty gear, strutting naked to the supply desk to get a
t owel .

"How d it go today, Alie?

' Good, Richie. Good, Jimy'

Then into the showers to listen to who did what to
whom how many tinmes | ast Saturday night. 'W got these pigs
fromMunt Ida, see. . . .? And | was privileged to enjoy
a private place of neditation. Being blessed with a bad knee
(yes, blessed; have you seen ny draft card?), | had to give



It some whirl pool after playing. As | sat and watched the
rings run round ny knee, | could catalog ny cuts and bruises
(I enjoy them in a way), and kind of think about anything or
not hi ng. Tonight | could think of a goal, an assist and
virtually locking up nmy third consecutive All-1vy.

" Takin' some whirly-pooly, Alie?

It was Jackie Felt, our trainer and self-appointed

spiritual guide.

"What does it look like I'"mdoing, Felt, beating off?
Jackie chortled and lit up with an idiot grin.

"Know what's wong with yer knee, Alie? D ya know?

|'"d been to every orthopedist in the East, but Felt

knew better.

"Yer not eatin' right.'

| really wasn't very interested.

"Yer not eatin' enough salt.’

Maybe if | hunmor himhe' Il go away.

" Ckay, Jack, I'll start eating nore salt.

Jesus, was he pleased! He wal ked off with this amazing

| ook of acconplishnment on his idiot face. Anyway, | was al one
again. | let my whole pleasantly aching body slide into the

whi rl pool, closed ny eyes and just sat there, up to ny neck
in. warmh. Ahhhhhhh.

Jesus! Jenny would be waiting outside. | hope! Still!

Jesus! How long had | lingered in that confort while she was
out there in the Canbridge cold? | set a new record for
getting dressed. | wasn't even quite dry as | pushed open the

center door of Dillon.

The cold air hit ne. God, was it freezing. And dark.

There was still a small cluster of fans. Mostly ol d hockey
faithfuls, the grads who've never nentally shed the pads.
Quys |like old Jordan Jencks, who cone to every single gane,
home or away. How do they do it? | mean, Jencks is a big
banker. And why do they do it?

"Quite a spill you took, diver.'

' Yeah, M. Jencks. You know what kind of gane they

play.'

| was | ooking everywhere for Jenny. Had she left and

wal ked all the way back to Radcliffe al one?

"Jenny?

| took three or four steps away fromthe fans,

sear chi ng desperately Suddenly she popped out from behind a
bush, her face swathed in a scarf, only her eyes

‘"Hey, Preppie, it's cold as hell out here.'



Was | glad to see her!

"Jenny!’

Li ke instinctively, | kissed her lightly on the
f or ehead.

"Did I say you coul d?' she said.

" What ?"

"Did | say you could kiss ne?

"Sorry. | was carried away.'

"1 wasn't.'

W were pretty nuch all alone out there, and it was

dark and cold and late. | kissed her again. But not on the
forehead, and not lightly. It lasted a long nice tine. Wen
we stopped kissing, she was still holding on to ny sl eeves.
‘I don't like it,' she said.

" What ?'

"The fact that | like it.'

As we wal ked all the way back (I have a car, but she
wanted to wal k), Jenny held on to ny sleeve. Not ny. arm ny
sleeve. Don't ask me to explain that. At the doorstep of
Briggs Hall, | did not kiss her good night.

"Listen, Jen, | may not call you for a few nonths.'

She was silent for a nonent. A few nonents.

Finally she asked, 'Wy?

‘' Then again, | may call you as soon as | get to ny
room'

| turned and began to wal k of f.

"Bastard!' | heard her whisper.

| pivoted again and scored froma distance of twenty
feet.

' See, Jenny, you can dish it out, but you can't take
it!

| would like to have seen the expression on her face,
but strategy forbade ny | ooking back.

My roommate, Ray Stratton, was playing poker with two
football buddies as | entered the room

"Hell o, animals.'

They responded with appropriate grunts.

"Whatja get tonight, Alie? Ray asked.

"An assist and a goal,' | replied.
"OFf Cavilleri.'
'None of your business,’ | replied.

"Who's this? asked one of the behenoths.
"*Jenny Cavilleri,' answered Ray. 'Wnky nusic type.'



"I know that one,' said another. '"A real tight-ass.'

| ignored these crude and horny bastards as |

unt angl ed the phone and started to take it into nmy bedroom
' She plays piano with the Bach Society,' said

Stratton.

"What does she play with Barrett?

"Probably hard to get!"’

QO nks, grunts and guffaws. The ani mals were | aughi ng.
"Gentlenen,' | announced as | took |eave, 'up yours.'

| closed nmy door on anot her wave of subhuman noi ses,

took off ny shoes, lay back on the bed and dialed Jenny's
nunber .

W spoke in whispers.

'Hey, Jen .

' Yeah?'

*Jen . . . what would you say if | told you . '
| hesitated. She waited.

"I think . . . I'"'min love with you.'

There was a pause. Then she answered very softly.
"I would say . . . you were full of shit.'

She hung up.

| wasn't unhappy. O surprised.

3

| got hurt in the Cornell gane.

It was ny own fault, really. At a heated juncture,

made the unfortunate error of referring to their center as a
"fucking Canuck.' My oversight was in not renenbering that
four nenbers of their teamwere Canadians - all, it turned
out, extrenely patriotic, well-built and within earshot. To
add insult to injury, the penalty was called on ne. And not a
common one, either: five mnutes for fighting. You should
have heard the Cornell fans ride ne when it was announced!
Not many Harvard rooters had cone way the hell up to Ithaca,
New York, even though the lvy ride was at stake. Five

m nutes! | could see our coach tearing his hair out as I
clinber into the box.

Jackie Felt canme scanpering over. It was only then

realized that the whole right side of ny face was a bl oody
mess. 'Jesus Christ,' he kept repeating as he worked ne over



wth a styptic pencil. 'Jesus, dlie.'

| sat quietly, staring blankly ahead. | was ashaned to

| ook onto the ice, where nmy worst fears were quickly
realized; Cornell scored. The Red fans screaned and bel | owned
and hooted. It was a tie now Cornell could very possibly win
the gane - and with it, the lvy title. Shit - and | had
barely gone through half nmy penalty.

Across the rink, the mnuscul e Harvard conti ngent was
grimand silent. By now the fans for both sides had forgotten

me. Only one spectator still had his eyes on the penalty box.
Yes, he was there. 'If the conference breaks in tinme, 1"l
try to get to Cornell.' Sitting anong the Harvard rooters -

but not rooting, of course - was Oiver Barrett I11.

Across the gulf of ice, Ad Stonyface observed in
expressionless silence as the last bit of blood on the face
of his only son was stopped by adhesive papers. \Wat was he
t hi nki ng, do you think? Teh tch tch - or words to that
effect?

"Aiver, if you like fighting so nuch, why don't you

go out for the boxing tean?

' Exeter doesn't have a boxing team Father.'

"Wel |, perhaps | shouldn't cone up to your hockey

ganes. '

‘Do you think | fight for your benefit, Father?

"Well, | wouldn't say 'benefit.''

But of course, who could tell what he was thinking?
Qiver Barrett IIl was a wal ki ng, sonetines tal king Munt

Rushnore. Stonyface.

Perhaps A d Stony was indulging in his usual

sel f-celebration: Look at nme, there are extrenely few Harvard
spectators here this evening, and yet | amone of them |
Aiver Barrett IIl, an extrenely busy man with banks to run
and so forth, | have taken the tinme to come up to Cornell for
a | ousy hockey gane. How wonderful. (For whon®)

The crowd roared again, but really wild this tine.

Anot her Cornell goal. They were ahead. And | had two m nutes
of penalty to go! Davey Johnston skated up-ice, red-faced,
angry. He passed right by me without so nuch as a glance. And
did | notice tears in his eyes? | nean, okay, the title was
at stake, but Jesus - tears! But then Davey, our captain,

had this incredible streak going for him seven years and
he'd never played on a |osing side, high school or coll ege.

It was |ike a mnor |egend. And he was a senior. And this was
our | ast tough gane.



Which we | ost, 6-3.

After the gane, an X ray determ ned that no bones were
broken, and then twelve stitches were sewn into my cheek by
Richard Sel zer, M D. Jackie Felt hovered around the ned room
telling the Cornell physician how | wasn't eating right and
that all this m ght have been averted had | been taking
sufficient salt pills. Selzer ignored Jack, and gave ne a
stern warning about ny nearly danmaging 'the floor of ny
orbit' (those are the nedical terns) and that not to play for
a week would be the wisest thing. | thanked him He |eft,
with Felt dogging himto talk nore of nutrition. | was gl ad
to be al one.

| showered slowy, being careful not to wet ny sore

face. The Novocain was wearing off a little, but | was
somehow happy to feel pain. 'l nmean, hadn't | really fucked
up? W'd blown the title, broken our own streak (all the

seni ors had been undefeated) and Davey Johnston's too. Mybe
the blanme wasn't totally mne, but right then | felt like it
was.

There was nobody in the | ocker room They nust all

have been at the notel already. | supposed no one wanted to
see ne or speak to ne. Wth this terrible bitter taste in ny
mouth - | felt so bad I could taste it - | packed ny gear and

wal ked outside. There were not many Harvard fans out there in
the wintry wilds of upstate New YorKk.

"How s the cheek, Barrett?

' Ckay, thanks, M. Jencks.'

"You'll probably want a steak,' said another famliar

voi ce. Thus spake Oiver Barrett Ill. How typical of himto
suggest the ol d-fashioned cure for a bl ack eye.

' Thank you, Father,' | said. 'The doctor took care of

it." | indicated the gauze pad covering Selzer's twelve
stitches.

"I mean for your stomach, son.

At dinner, we had yet another in our continuing series of
nonconversations, all of which conmence with 'How ve you
been?' and conclude with "Anything | can do?

' How ve you been, son?

"Fine, sir.'
' Does your face hurt?
"No, sir.'

It was beginning to hurt |ike hell.



"I"d like Jack Wells to look at it on Mnday.'

' Not necessary, Father.'

"He's a specialist - '

' The Cornell doctor wasn't exactly a veterinarian,' |

said, hoping to danmpen ny father's usual snobbi sh enthusi asm
for specialists, experts, and all other 'top people.’

'Too bad,' remarked Aiver Barrett I1l, in what |

first took to be a stab at hunor, 'you did get a beastly
cut.'

"Yes, sir," | said. (Was | supposed to chuckl e?)

And then | wondered if ny father's quasi-witticism had

not been intended as sone sort of inplicit reprimand for ny
actions on the ice.

"Or were you inplying that | behaved |ike an ani ma

t hi s eveni ng?

H s expression suggested sone pleasure at the fact

that | had asked him But he sinply replied, 'You were the
one who nentioned veterinarians.' At this point, | decided to
study the nmenu.

As the main course was served, A d Stony |aunched into
another of his sinplistic sernobnettes, this one, if | recal

- and | try not to - concerning victories and defeats. He
noted that we had lost the title (very sharp of you, Father),
but after all, in sport what really counts is not the w nning
but the playing. H's remarks sounded suspiciously close to a
par aphrase of the put-down of such athletic trivia as |vy
tides. But I was not about to feed himany A ynpic straight
lines, so | gave himhis quota of 'Yes sir's' and shut up.
We ran the usual conversational gamut, which centers

around A d Stony's favorite nontopic, nmy plans.

"Tell me, diver, have you heard fromthe Law School ?'
"Actual ly, Father, | haven't definitely decided on | aw
school .

"I was nerely asking if |aw school had definitely

deci ded on you.'

Was this another witticisn? Was | supposed to smle at

ny father's rosy rhetoric?

"No, sir. | haven't heard.'

"I could give Price Zimrermann a ring - '

"No!" | interrupted as an instant reflex, 'Please
don't, sir.'

"Not to influence," OB. Ill said very uprightly,

"just to inquire.’
"Father, | want to get the letter with everyone el se.



Pl ease."

"Yes. O course. Fine.'

" Thank you, sir.'

‘Besides there really isn't much doubt about your
getting in,' he added.

| don't know why, but O B. IlIl has a way of
di sparaging ne even while uttering | audatory phrases.
"It"s no cinch," | replied. 'They don't have a hockey

team after all.'’

| have no idea why | was putting nyself down. Maybe it

was because he was taking the opposite view.

"You have other qualities,' said Aiver Barrett |11,

but declined to el aborate. (I doubt if he could have.)

The neal was as | ousy as the conversation, except that

| could have predicted the stal eness of the rolls even before
they arrived, whereas | can never predict what subject ny
father will set blandly before ne.

"And there's always the Peace Corps,' he renarked,

conpl etely out of the bl ue.

"Sir?" | asked, not quite sure whether he was neking a
statenment or asking a question.

"I think the Peace Corps is a fine thing, don't you?

he sai d.

"Well," | replied, "it's certainly better than the War
Corps.'

W were even. | didn't know what he neant and vice

versa. Was that it for the topic? Wuld we now di scuss ot her
current affairs or governnment prograns? No. | had nonentarily
forgotten that our quintessential thenme is always ny plans.
"l would certainly have no objection to your joining

t he Peace Corps, Qdiver.'

"It'"s mutual, sir," | replied, matching his own

generosity of spirit. I"'msure Ad Stony never |listens to ne
anyway, so |I'mnot surprised that he didn't react to ny quiet
little sarcasm

"But anong your classmates,' he continued, 'what is

the attitude there?

"Sir?

"Do they feel the Peace Corps is relevant to their

lives?

| guess ny father needs to hear the phrase as nuch as

a fish needs water: 'Yes, sir.'

Even the apple pie was stale.



At about eleven-thirty, | walked himto his car.

"Anything | can do, son?

"No, sir. Good night, sir.'

And he drove off.

Yes, there are planes between Boston and |thaca, New

York, but Aiver Barrett Ill chose to drive. Not that those
many hours at the wheel could be taken as sone kind of
parental gesture. My father sinply likes to drive. Fast. And
at that hour of the night in an Aston Martin DBS you can go
fast as hell. | have no doubt that Aiver Barrett Il was out
to break his Ithaca-Boston speed record, set the year

previ ous after we had beaten Cornell and taken the title. |
know, because | saw himglance at his watch.

| went back to the notel to phone Jenny.

It was the only good part of the evening. | told her

all about the fight (omtting the precise nature of the casus
belli) and | could tell she enjoyed it. Not many of her wonky
musi cian friends either threw or received punches.

"Did you at least total the guy that hit you?' she

asked.

"Yeah. Totally. | creanmed him'

‘I wish | coulda seen it. Maybe you'll beat up
sonebody in the Yal e gane, huh?

' Yeah.'

| smled. How she loved the sinple things in life.

4

*Jenny's on the downstairs phone.'

This informati on was announced to nme by the girl on

bells, although | had not identified nyself or ny purpose in
comng to Briggs Hall that Mnday evening. | quickly
concluded that this nmeant points for ne. Cbviously the
"Ciffie who greeted ne read the Cri nson and knew who | was.
Ckay, that had happened many tines. Mire significant was the
fact that Jenny had been nentioning that she was dating ne.

"Thanks,' | said. "I'lIl wait here.’
' Too bad about Cornell. The Crinme says four guys
j unmped you. '

'Yeah. And | got the penalty. Five mnutes.'
' Yeah.'



The difference between a friend and a fan is that with

the latter you quickly run out of conversati on.

*Jenny off the phone yet? '

She checked her swi tchboard, replied, 'No.'

Who could Jenny be talking to that was worth

appropriating nonents set aside for a date with nme? Sone
musi cal wonk? It was not unknown to ne that Martin Davidson,
Adans House seni or and conductor of the Bach Society
orchestra, considered hinself to have a franchise on Jenny's

attention. Not body; | don't think the guy could wave nore
than his baton. Anyway, | would put a stop to this usurpation
of my tinme.

"Where's the phone boot h?

"Around the corner.' She pointed in the precise

di rection.

| anbled into the |ounge area. Fromafar | could see

Jenny on the phone. She had left the booth door open. |

wal ked sl owly, casually, hoping she would catch sight of ne,
nmy bandages, ny injuries in toto, and be noved to sl am down

the receiver and rush to ny arns. As | approached, | could
hear fragments of conversation.

"Yeah. O course! Absolutely. Ch, ne too, Phil. | |ove

you too, Phil.’

| stopped anbling. Wio was she talking to? It wasn't

Davi dson - there was no Phil in any part of his nane. | had

| ong ago checked himout in our Cass Register: Martin Eugene
Davi dson, 70 Riverside Drive, New York, H gh School of Misic
and Art. His photo suggested sensitivity, intelligence and
about fifty pounds

| ess than ne. But why was | bothering about Davi dson?

Clearly both he and | were being shot down by Jennifer
Cavilleri, for sonmeone to whom she was at this nonent (how
gross!) blow ng kisses into the phone!

| had been away only forty-ei ght hours, and sone

bastard naned Phil had crawled into bed with Jenny (it had to
be that!).

‘Yeah, Phil, | |ove you too. 'Bye.'

As she was hangi ng up, she saw ne, and w thout so much

as bl ushing, she smled and waved nme a kiss. How could she be
so two-faced?

She kissed ne lightly on nmy unhurt cheek.

"Hey - you | ook awful .’

"I"'minjured, Jen.'

' Does the other guy | ook worse?



"Yeah. Much. | always nake the other guy | ook worse.'

| said that as omnously as | could, sort of inplying

that | would punch-out any rivals who would creep into bed
with Jenny while | was out of sight and evidently out of

m nd. She grabbed ny sleeve and we started toward the door.
"Ni ght, Jenny,' called the girl on bells.

"Night, Sara Jane,' Jenny call ed back.

When we were outside, about to step into ny MG |
oxygenated ny lungs with a breath of evening, and put the
guestion as casually as | could.

' Say, Jen . '

' Yeah?'

"Uh - who's Phil?

She answered matter-of-factly as she got into the car:

"My father.'

| wasn't about to believe a story like that.

"You call your father Phil?

"That's his nanme. What do you call yours?

Jenny had once told ne she had been rai sed by her

father, sonme sort of a baker type, in Cranston, Rhode I|sland.
When she was very young, her nother was killed in a car
crash. Al this by way of explaining why she had no driver's
| icense. Her father, in every other way "a truly good guy’
(her words), was incredibly superstitious about letting his
only daughter drive. This was a real drag during her |ast
years of high school, when she was taking piano with a guy in
Provi dence. But then she got to read all of Proust on those
| ong bus ri des.

"What do you call yours?" she asked agai n.

| had been so out of it, | hadn't heard her question.

"My what ?'

"What term do you enpl oy when you speak of your

progenitor?

| answered with the termlI'd always wanted to enpl oy.

' Sonovabi tch.'

"To his face?" she asked.

"I never see his face.'

'He wears a mask?

“In a way, yes. O stone. O absolute stone.'’

"Go on - he nust be proud as hell. You're a big
Harvard j ock.'
| | ooked at her. | guess she didn't know everyt hing,

after all.



'So was he, Jenny.'

"Bigger than All-lvy w ng?

| liked the way she enjoyed ny athletic credentials.

Too bad | had to shoot nyself down by giving her ny father's.
"He rowed single sculls in the 1928 A ynpics.'

'CGod,' she said. 'Did he wi n?

"No,"' | answered, and | guess she could tell that the
fact that he was sixth in the finals actually afforded ne
sone confort.

There was a little silence. Now maybe Jenny woul d
understand that to be Aiver Barrett |V doesn't just nean
living wwth that gray stone edifice in Harvard Yard. It

I nvol ves a kind of nuscular intimdation as well. | nean, the
I mage of athletic achievenent | oom ng down on you. | nean, on
me.

"But what does he do to qualify as a sonovabitch?
Jenny asked.

‘Make nme,' | replied.
' Beg pardon?
‘Make nme,' | repeated.

Her eyes wi dened |ike saucers. 'You nean |ike incest?
she asked.

‘Don't give nme your famly problens, Jen. |'ve got
enough of nmy own.'

"Like what, diver? she asked, 'like just what is it
he makes you do?

"The 'right things,'' | said.

"What's wwong with the "right things'?" she asked,

delighting in the apparent paradox.

| told her how I | oathed being programmed for the

Barrett Tradition - which she should have realized, having
seen nme cringe at having to nention the nuneral at the end of
nmy nane. And | did not |ike having to deliver x anobunt of
achi evenent every single term

"Ch yeah,' said Jenny with broad sarcasm 'I| notice

how you hate getting A's, being All-Ivy - '

"What | hate is that he expects no less!' Just saying

what | had always felt (but never before spoken) nmade ne feel
unconfortable as hell, but now | had to make Jenny under st and
it all. "And he's so incredibly blasé when | do cone through.
| nmean he just takes ne absolutely for granted.'

"But he's a busy man. Doesn't he run |ots of banks and

t hi ngs?"

*Jesus, Jenny, whose side are you on?



"Is this a war?' she asked.

"Most definitely," | replied.

"That's ridiculous, diver.'

She seened genui nely unconvinced. And there | got ny

first inkling of a cultural gap between us. | nean, three and
a half years of Harvard-Radcliffe had pretty nuch nmade us
into the cocky intellectuals that institution traditionally
produces, but when it canme to accepting the fact that ny

rat her was nmade of stone, she adhered to sone atavistic
I'talian-Mediterranean notion of papa-I|oves-banbi nos, and
there was no argui ng ot herw se.

| tried to cite a case in point. That ridicul ous
nonconversation after the Cornell gane. This definitely made
an i npression on her. But the goddamm w ong one.

'"He went all the way up to Ithaca to watch a | ousy

hockey gane?'

| tried to explain that ny father was all form and no
content. She was still obsessed with the fact that he had
traveled so far for such a (relatively) trivial sports event.
' Look, Jenny, can we just forget it?

" Thank God you're hung up about your father,' she

replied. 'That nmeans you're not perfect.’

"Ch - you nmean you are?

"Hell no, Preppie. If | was, would | be going out with

you?'

Back to busi ness as usual.

5

| would like to say a word about our physical
rel ati onshi p.

For a strangely long while there wasn't any. | nean,
there wasn't anything nore significant than those kisses
al ready nentioned (all of which I still remenber in greatest

detail). This was not standard procedure as far as | was
concerned, being rather inpulsive, inpatient and quick to
action. If you were to tell any of a dozen girls at Tower
Court, Wellesley, that Qiver Barrett |V had been dating a
young lady daily for three weeks and had not slept with her,
they woul d surely have | aughed and severely questioned the
femninity of the girl involved. But of course the actual



facts were quite different.

| didn't know what to do.

Don't m sunderstand or take that too literally. | knew

all the nmoves. | just couldn't cope with nmy own feelings
about nmaking them Jenny was so smart that | was afraid she
m ght | augh at what | had traditionally considered the suave
romanti ¢ (and unstoppable) style of Aiver Barrett IV. | was
afraid of being rejected, yes. | was also afraid of being
accepted for the wong reasons. Wat | amfunbling to say is
that | felt different about Jennifer, and didn't know what to
say or even who to ask about it. ('You should have asked ne,’
she said later.) | just knew | had these feelings. For her.
For all of her.

"You're gonna flunk out, diver.'

W were sitting in nmy roomon a Sunday afternoon,

r eadi ng.

"Adiver, you're gonna flunk out if you just sit there

wat chi ng me study.'

"I"'mnot watching you study. |'m studying.'

"Bullshit. You're looking at ny |legs.'

"Only once in a while. Every chapter.’

‘.'That book has extrenely short chapters.'

‘Listen, you narcissistic bitch, you' re not that
great -1 ooki ng! '

"I know. But can | help it if you think so?

| threw down ny book and crossed the roomto where she

was sitting.

*Jenny, for Christ's sake, how can | read John Stuart

MIIl when every single second |'mdying to nake | ove to you?
She screwed up her brow and frowned.

| was crouching by her chair. She |ooked back into her

book.
"Jenny -
She cl osed her book softly, put it down, then pl aced

her hands on the sides of ny neck.

"diver - wouldja please.’

It all happened at once. Everything.

Qur first physical encounter was the polar opposite of

our first verbal one. It was all so unhurried, so soft, so

gentle. | had never realized that this was the real Jenny -
the soft one, whose touch was so light and so |oving. And yet
what truly shocked ne was ny own response. | was gentle, |

was tender. Was this the real Oiver Barrett |V?
As | said, | had never seen Jenny wth so nmuch as her



sweat er opened an extra button. | was sonmewhat surprised to
find that she wore a tiny golden cross. On one of those
chai ns that never unlock. Meaning that when we nade | ove, she

still wore the cross. In a resting nonent of that |ovely
af ternoon, at one of those junctures when everything and
nothing is relevant, | touched the little cross and inquired

what her priest mght have to say about our being in bed
together, and so forth. She answered that she had no priest.
"Aren't you a good Catholic girl? | asked.

"Well, I"'ma girl,' she said. 'And |' m good."

She | ooked at ne for confirmation and | smled. She

sm | ed back.

"So that's two out of three.'

| then asked her why the cross, welded, no | ess. She
explained that it had been her nother's; she wore it for
sentimental reasons, not religious. The conversation returned
to oursel ves.

"Hey, Aiver, did | tell you that I |ove you?' she
sai d.
'No, Jen.’

"Why didn't you ask me?

"I was afraid to, frankly."'
"Ask nme now.'

‘Do you | ove ne, Jenny?

She | ooked at nme and wasn't being evasive when she
answer ed:

"What do you think?

'Yeah. | guess. Maybe.'

| ki ssed her neck.

"Adiver?

' Yes?'

"I don't just |love you .

Ch, Christ, what was this?

‘I love you very nuch, diver.'

| love Ray Stratton.

He may not be a genius or a great football player

(kind of slow at the snap), but he was always a good roonmate
and loyal friend. And how that poor bastard suffered through



nost of our senior year. Wiere did he go to study when he saw
the tie placed on the doorknob of our room (the traditional
signal for 'action within')? Admttedly, he didn't study that
much, but he had to sonetines. Let's say he used the House
library, or Lanment, or even the Pi Eta C ub. But where did he
sl eep on those Saturday nights when Jenny and | decided to

di sobey parietal rules and stay together? Ray had to scrounge
for places to sack in - neighbors' couches, etc., assum ng
they had nothing going for them WIlIl, at least it was after
the football season. And | woul d have done the sanme thing for
hi m

But what was Ray's reward? In days of yore |I had

shared with himthe m nutest details of nmy anprous triunphs.
Now he was not only denied these inalienable roonmte's
rights, but | never even cane out and admitted that Jenny and
| were lovers. | would just indicate when we woul d be needi ng
the room and so forth. Stratton could draw what concl usion
he w shed.

"I mean, Christ, Barrett, are you making it .or not?

he woul d ask.

"Raynmond, as a friend |I'masking you not to ask.'

"But Christ, Barrett, afternoons, Friday nights,

Saturday nights. Christ, you nust be making it.'

' Then why bot her asking ne, Ray?

'Because it's unheal thy.'

"What is?

"The whole situation, d. | nean, it was never |ike

this before. | nean, this total freeze-out on details for big
Ray. | nean, this is unwarranted. Unhealthy. Christ, what

does she do that's so different?
"Look, Ray, in a mature love affair -

' Love?'

"Don't say it like it's a dirty word."

At your age? Love? Christ, | greatly fear, old
buddy. '

"For what? My sanity?

" Your bachel orhood. Your freedom Your life!"’

Poor Ray. He really neant it.

"Afraid you' re losing a roommate, huh?

"Still, in a way |'ve gai ned one, she spends so mnuch
time here.’

| was dressing for a concert, so this dialogue would
shortly cone to a cl ose.

"Don't sweat, Raynond. We'll have that apartnent in



New York. Different babies every night. W'll do it all.
"Don't tell nme not to sweat, Barrett. That girl's got

you.'

‘It's all under control,' | replied. 'Stay |oose."' |

was adjusting nmy tie and heading for the door. Stratton was
somehow unconvi nced.

"Hey, Alie?

' Yeah?'

"You are making it, aren't you?

*Jesus Christ, Stratton!

| was not taking Jenny to this concert; | was watching her
init. The Bach Society was doing the Fifth Brandenburg
Concerto at Dunster House, and Jenny was harpsichord sol oi st.
| had heard her play many tines, of course, but never with a
group or in public. Christ, was | proud. She didn't nake any
m stakes that | could noti ce.

"I can't believe how great you were,' | said after the
concert.

" That shows what you know about nusic, Preppie.'’

"I know enough.

W were in the Dunster courtyard. It was one of those

April afternoons when you' d believe spring mght finally
reach Canbridge. Her nusical colleagues were strolling nearby
(including Martin Davidson, throwi ng invisible hate bonbs in
my direction), so | couldn't argue keyboard expertise with
her

We crossed Menorial Drive to wal k along the river.

"Wse up, Barrett, wouldja please. | play okay. Not

great. Not even "All-Ivy."' Just okay. Ckay?

How coul d I argue when she wanted to put herself down?
"Ckay. You play okay. | just nmean you shoul d al ways

keep at it.'

"Who said | wasn't going to keep at it, for God's

sake? |I'm gonna study with Nadi a Boul anger, aren't |?

What the hell was she tal king about?' Fromthe way she

I mredi ately shut up, | sensed this was sonething she had not
I ntended to nention.

"Who?' | asked.

' Nadi a Boul anger. A fanous nusic teacher. In Paris.

She said those |last two words rather quickly.

"In Paris?" | asked, rather slowy.

' She takes very few Anerican pupils. | was |ucky. |

got a good schol arship too.'



"*Jennifer - you are going to Paris?

"I'"ve never seen Europe. | can hardly wait.'

| grabbed her by the shoul ders. Maybe | was too rough,
| don't know.

'Hey - how | ong have you known this?

For once in her life, Jenny couldn't | ook ne square in
t he eye.

"Alie, don't be stupid,' she said. "It's inevitable.'
"What's inevitabl e?

"W graduate and we go our separate ways. You'll go to
Law school - °

"Wait a mnute - what are you tal king about ?'
Now she | ooked ne in the eye. And her face was sad.
"Alie, you're a preppie mllionaire, and |I'm a soci al
zero.'
| was still holding onto her shoul ders.
"What the hell does that have to do with separate
ways? We're together now, we're happy.'
"Alie, don't be stupid,' she repeated. 'Harvard is
li ke Santa's Christmas bag. You can stuff any crazy kind of
toy into it. But when the holiday's over, they shake you out
' She hesit at ed.

and you gotta go back where you bel ong.'
"You nmean you're going to bake cookies in Cranston,
Rhode | sl and?’
| was sayi ng desperate things.
"Pastries,' she said. 'And don't make fun of ny
fatter.'
" Then don't | eave ne, Jenny. Please.'’
"What about ny schol arshi p? What about Paris, which
|'ve never seen in ny whol e goddamm |ife?
"What about our marriage?
It was | who spoke those words, although for a split
second | wasn't sure | really had.
"Who sai d anyt hing about marriage?

"Me. I'msaying it now'

"You want to nmarry ne?'

"Yes.'

She tilted her head, did not smle, but nerely
I nqui r ed:

"y 2

| | ooked her straight in the eye.

' Because,' | said.

"Oh,' she said. 'That's a very good reason.'



She took ny arm (not ny sleeve this tine), and we
wal ked along the river. There was nothing nore to say,
real ly.

-

| pswi ch, Mass., is sone forty mnutes fromthe Mystic

Ri ver Bridge, depending on the weather and how you drive. |
have actually nmade it on occasion in twenty-nine mnutes. A
certain distingui shed Boston banker clainms an even faster
time, but when one is discussing sub thirty mnutes from

Bridge to Barrens', it is difficult to separate fact from
fancy. | happen to consider twenty-nine nmnutes as the
absolute limt. | mean, you can't ignore the traffic signals
on Route I, can you?

"You're driving |ike a maniac,' Jenny said.

"This is Boston,' | replied. 'Everyone drives like a

maniac." W were halted for a red light on Route |I at the
tinme.

"You'll kill us before your parents can nurder us.'

‘Listen, Jen, ny parents are |ovely people.'’

The |ight changed. The MG was at sixty in under ten

seconds.

'Even the Sonovabitch?' she asked.

" VWho?'

"Adiver Barrett I11."

"Ah, he's a nice guy. You'll really Iike him'

"How do you know?'

"Everybody likes him"' | replied.

" Then why don't you?

' Because everybody likes him' | said.

Wiy was | taking her to neet them anyway? | nean, did

| really need A d Stonyface's blessing or anything? Part of

It was that she wanted to (' That's the way it's done,

Aiver') and part of it was the sinple fact that Aiver 1|1
was my banker in the very grossest sense: he paid the goddam
tuition.

It had to be Sunday dinner, didn't it? | nean, that's

comre il faut, right? Sunday, when all the lousy drivers were
clogging Route I and getting in ny way. | pulled off the main
drag onto G-oton Street, a road whose turns | had been taking



at high speeds since | was thirteen.

"There are no houses here,' said Jenny, 'just trees.'

' The houses are behind the trees.'

When traveling down Goton Street, you' ve got to be

very careful or else you'll mss the turnoff into our place.
Actually, | mssed the turnoff nyself that afternoon. | was
t hree hundred yards down the road when | screeched to a halt.
"Where are we?' she asked.

"Past it,' | rmunbl ed, between obscenities.

s there sonmething synbolic in the fact that | backed

up three hundred yards to the entrance of our place? Anyway,

| drove slowy once we were on Barrett soil. It's at least a
half mle in fromGoton Street to Dover House proper. En
route you pass other . . . well, buildings. |I guess it's

fairly inpressive when you see it for the first tine.
"Holy shit!' Jenny said.

"What's the matter, Jen?

"Pull over, Aiver. No kidding. Stop the car.’

| stopped the car. She was cl utching.

"Hey, | didn't think it would be like this.'

'Li ke what ?

"Like this rich. | nean, | bet you have serfs living
here.'

| wanted to reach over and touch her, but ny pal ns

were not dry (an uncommon state), and so | gave her ver bal
reassurance.

'"Please, Jen. It'll be a breeze.'

"Yeah, but why is it |I suddenly wi sh ny nane was

Abi gai | Adans, or Wendy WASP?'

We drove the rest of the way in silence, parked and

wal ked up to the front door. As we waited for the ring to be
answer ed, Jenny succunbed to a | ast-m nute panic.

"Let's run,' she said.

‘Let's stay and fight,' | said.

Was either of us joking?

The door was opened by Florence, a devoted and antique
servant of the Barrett famly.

"Ah, Master QAiver,' she greeted ne.

God, how | hate to be called that! | detest that
inplicitly derogatory distinction between nme and A d

St onyf ace.

My parents, Florence infornmed us, were waiting in the
l'ibrary. Jenny was taken aback by sone of the portraits we
passed. Not just that sonme were by John Singer Sargent



(notably Aiver Barrett |1, sonetines displayed in the Boston
Museun), but the new realization that not all of ny forebears
were naned Barrett. There had been solid Barrett wonen who
had mated wel|l and bred such creatures as Barrett W nthrop,
Richard Barrett Sewall and even Abbott Law ence Lyman, who
had the tenerity to go through |life (and Harvard, its

I nplicit anal ogue), becom ng a prize-w nning chem st, w thout
so much as a Barrett in his mddl e nane!

"*Jesus Christ,' said Jenny. '| see half the buil dings
at Harvard hangi ng here.’
‘It's all crap,’" | told her.

"I didn't know you were related to Sewal | Boat House

too,' she said.

"Yeah. | cone froma long |ine of wood and stone.'

At the end of the long row of portraits, and just

before one turns into the |library, stands a glass case. In
the case are trophies. Athletic trophies.

"' They' re gorgeous,' Jenny said. 'I've never seen ones
that look |like real gold and silver.'

"They are.'

"Jesus. Yours?

"No. His.'

Barrett |11l did not place in the Amsterdam A ynpi cs.

It is, however, also quite true that he enjoyed significant
row ng triunphs on various other occasions. Several. Mny.
The wel | - polished proof of this was now before Jennifer's
dazzl ed eyes.

"They don't give stuff like that in the Cranston

bow i ng | eagues.’

Then | think she tossed ne a bone.

"Do you have trophies, Aiver?

"Yes.'

"In a case?’

"Up in ny room Under the bed.'

She gave nme one of her good Jenny-| ooks and whi spered:
"We'll go look at themlater, huh?

Before | could answer, or even gauge Jenny's true
notivations for suggesting a trip to ny bedroom we were
I nt errupt ed.

“Ah, hello there.’

Sonovabitch! It was the Sonovabitch.

"Oh, hello, sir. This is Jennifer - '

"Ah, hello there.’

He was shaki ng her hand before | could finish the



I ntroduction. | noted that he was not wearing any of his
Banker Costunes. No indeed; diver IIl had on a fancy
cashnere sport jacket. And there was an insidious smle on
his usual |y rockli ke countenance.

‘Do cone in and neet Ms. Barrett.'

Anot her once-in-a-lifetinme thrill was in store for

Jennifer: neeting Alison Forbes 'Tipsy' Barrett. (In perverse
nonments | wondered how her boardi ng- school ni cknane m ght
have affected her, had she not grown up to be the earnest
do- gooder nmuseum trustee she was.) Let the record show t hat
Ti psy Forbes never conpleted college. She left Smith in her
sophonore year, with the full blessing of her parents, to wed
AQiver Barrett 111

'My wife Alison, this is Jennifer -

He had al ready usurped the function of introducing

her .

"Calliveri,' | added, since Ad Stony didn't know her

| ast nane.

"Cavilleri,' Jenny added politely, since | had

m spronounced it - for the first and only tine in nmy goddamn
life.

"As in Caval leria Rusticana?" asked nmy nother,

probably to prove that despite her drop-out status, she was
sail pretty cul tured.

"Right.' Jenny smled at her. "No relation.'

"Ah,' said ny nother.

"Ah,' said ny father.

To which, all the tinme wondering if they had caught

Jenny's hunor, | could but add: 'Ah?

Mot her and Jenny shook hands, and after the usual

exchange of banalities fromwhich one never progressed in ny
house, we sat down. Everybody was quiet. | tried to sense
what was happeni ng. Doubt| ess, Mt her was sizing up Jennifer,
checki ng out her costune (not Boho this afternoon), her
posture, her deneanor, her accent. Face it, the Sound of
Cranston was there even in the politest of nonents. Perhaps

Jenny was sizing up Mother. Grls do that, I'mtold. It's
supposed to reveal things about the guys they're going to
marry. Maybe she was also sizing up AQiver IlIl. D d she
notice he was taller than I? Did she like his cashnere

] acket ?

Aiver |11, of course, would be concentrating his fire

on ne, as usual.
' How ve you been, son?



For a goddamm Rhodes schol ar, he is one | ousy
conversationali st.

"Fine, sir. Fine.'

As a kind of equal - rinme gesture, Mther greeted
Jenni fer.

"Did you have a nice trip down?

"Yes,' Jenny replied, '"nice and swft.'

"Adiver is aswift driver,' interposed Ad Stony.
"No swifter than you, Father,' | retorted.

What woul d he say to that?

"Uh - yes. | suppose not.'

You bet your ass not, Father.

Mot her, who is always on his side, whatever the

ci rcunstances, turned the subject to one of nore universal
interest - nusic or art, | believe. | wasn't exactly
listening carefully. Subsequently, a teacup found its way
i nto ny hand.

' Thank you,' | said, then added, 'We'IlI|l have to be

goi ng soon.'

"Huh?' said Jenny. It seens they had been discussing
Puccini - or sonething, and ny remark was consi dered
somewhat tangential. Mdther |ooked at nme (a rare event).
"But you did cone for dinner, didn't you?

"Uh - we can't,' | said.
"OF course,' Jenny said, alnost at the sane rine.
"I'"ve gotta get back,' | said earnestly to Jen.

Jenny gave ne a | ook of 'Wat are you tal king about?

Then A d Stonyface pronounced:

"You're staying for dinner. That's an order.'

The fake smle on his face didn't nmake it any | ess of

a command. And | don't take that kind of crap even from an
A ynpic finalist.

"W can't, sir,' | replied.

‘W have to, Qiver,' said Jenny.

"Why?' | asked.

' Because |'m hungry,' she said.

W sat at the table obedient to the wshes of Aiver I1I

He bowed his head. Mdther and Jenny followed suit. | tilted
mne slightly.

"Bless this food to our use and us to Thy service, and

help us to be ever m ndful of the needs and wants of others.
This we ask in the nane of Thy Son Jesus Christ, Anen.'
Jesus Christ, | was nortified. Couldn't he have



omtted the piety just this once? Wiat woul d Jenny t hi nk?
God, it was a throwback to the Dark Ages.
"Amen,' said Mother (and Jenny too, very softly).

"Play ball!' said I, as kind of a pleasantry.
Nobody seened anused. Least of all Jenny. She | ooked
away fromne. Aiver IlIl glanced across at ne.

"I certainly wish you would play ball now and then,
Aiver.

W did not eat in total silence, thanks to ny nother's
remar kabl e capacity for small talk.

"Mostly. My nother was fromFall River.'

"The Barrens have mlls in Fall River,' noted Qi ver
[l

"Where they exploited the poor for generations,' added
Aiver |V

"In the nineteenth century,' added Oiver I1]

My nother smled at this, apparently satisfied that
her Aiver had taken that set. But not so.

"What about those plans to automate the mlls?" |
vol | eyed back.

There was a brief pause. | awaited sone sl amr ng
retort.

"What about coffee?" said Alison Forbes Tipsy Barrett.

W wthdrewinto the library for what would definitely be
the last round. Jenny and | had cl asses the next day, Stony
had the bank and so forth, and surely Tipsy would have
somet hi ng worthwhil e planned for bright and early.

‘Sugar, Aiver? asked nmy nother.

"Adiver always takes sugar, dear,' said ny father.

"Not tonight, thank you,' said |I. 'Just bl ack,
Mot her . '
Vell, we all had our cups, and we were all sitting

there cozily with absolutely nothing to say to one anot her.
So | brought up a topic.

"Tell me, Jennifer,' | inquired. 'Wat do you think of

t he Peace Corps?

She frowned at ne, and refused to cooperate.

" Ch, have you told them dlie.? said ny nother to ny

f at her.

"It isn't the time, dear,' said AQiver IIl, with a

| and of fake humlity that broadcasted, 'Ask ne, ask ne.' So
| had to.

"What's this, Father?



"Not hi ng i nportant, son.
"l don't see how you can say that,' said ny nother,

and turned toward nme to deliver the nmessage with full force
(I said she was on his side):

"Your father's going to be director of the Peace

Cor ps.'

Coh.

Jenny also said, "Ch,' but in a different, kind of

happi er tone of voi ce.

My father pretended to | ook enbarrassed, and ny not her
seened to be waiting for ne to bow down or sonething. | nean
it's not Secretary of State, after all!

"Congratul ations, M. Barrett.' Jenny took the

initiative.

"Yes. Congratul ations, sir.'

Mot her was so anxious to tal k about it.

‘I do think it wll be a wonderful educati onal
experience,' she said.

"Ch, it wll," agreed Jenny.

"Yes,' | said without much conviction. '"Uh - would you

pass the sugar, please.'

8

*Jenny, it's not Secretary of State, after all!’

W were finally driving back to Canbridge, thank God.
"Still, dAiver, you could have been nore

ent husi astic.'

"l said congratul ations.'

"It was mighty generous of you.'

"What did you expect, for chrissake?

"Ch, God,' she replied, 'the whole thing nakes ne
sick.'

"That's two of us,' | added.

We drove on for a long tine w thout saying a word. But
somet hi ng was wrong.

‘What whol e thing nmakes you sick, Jen? | asked as a
| ong afterthought.

" The di sgusting way you treat your father.'

' How about the disgusting way he treats ne?

| had opened a can of beans. O, nore appropriately,



spaghetti sauce. For Jenny |aunched into a full - scale
of fense on paternal |ove. That whole Italian-Mediterranean
syndrone. And how | was di srespectful.

"You bug himand bug himand bug him' she sai d.

"It's nmutual, Jen. O didn't you notice that?

"I don't think you'd stop at anything, just to get to
your old man.'

"It's inpossible to "get to' Aiver Barrett IIl1."'

There was a strange little silence before she replied:
"Unl ess maybe if you marry Jennifer Cavilleri . . .'

| kept ny cool |ong enough to pull into the parking

| ot of a seafood diner. | then turned to Jennifer, nmad as
hel | .

"I's that what you think? | demanded.

"I think it's part of it,' she said very quietly.

*Jenny, don't you believe I Iove you?' | shouted.

"Yes,' she replied, still quietly, "but in a crazy way

you al so | ove ny negative social status.'

| couldn't think of anything to say but no. | said it

several tinmes and in several tones of voice. | nmean, | was so
terribly upset, | even considered the possibility of there

being a grain of truth to her awful suggestion.

But she wasn't in great shape, either.

"I can't pass judgnent, Olie. | just think it's part

of it. I nmean, | know | |ove not only you yourself. | |ove
your nane. And your nuneral .’

She | ooked away, and | thought naybe she was going to

cry. But she didn't; she finished her thought:

"After all, it's part of what you are.'

| sat there for a while, watching a neon sign blink

"Clans and Oysters.' What | had | oved so nuch about Jenny was
her ability to see inside ne, to understand things |I never
needed to carve out in words. She was still doing it. But
could I face the fact that | wasn't perfect? Christ, she had
al ready faced ny inperfection and her own. Christ, how
unworthy | felt!

| didn't know what the hell to say.

"Wuld you |ike a clamor an oyster, Jen?

"Whuld you |ike a punch in the nouth, Preppie?

"Yes,' | said.
She made a fist and then placed it gently agai nst ny
cheek. | kissed it, and as | reached over to enbrace her, she

strai ght-arned ne, and barked like a gun noll:
"Just drive, Preppie. Get back to the wheel and start



speedi ng!"’
| did. | did.

My father's basic conment concerned what he consi dered
excessive velocity. Haste. Precipitousness. | forget his
exact words, but | know the text for his sernon during our

| uncheon at the Harvard C ub concerned itself primarily with
nmy going too fast. He warnmed up for it by. suggesting that |
not bolt ny food. | politely suggested that | was a grown
man, that he should no | onger correct - or even comrent upon
- ny behavior. He allowed that even world | eaders needed
constructive criticismnow and then. | took this to be a

not -t oo-subtle allusion to his stint in Washington during the
first Roosevelt Adm nistration. But | was not about to set
himup to rem nisce about F.D.R, or his role in U S. bank
reform So | shut up.

W were, as | said, eating lunch in the Harvard C ub

of Boston. (I too fast, if one accepts ny father's estinmate.)
This nmeans we were surrounded by his people. H's cl assnmates,
clients, admrers and so forth. | nean, it was a put-up job
if ever there was one. If you really listened, you nm ght hear
some of them murnmur things |like, 'There goes Oiver Barrett.'
O 'That's Barrett, the big athlete."’

It was yet another round in our series of

nonconversations. Only the very nonspecific nature of the
tal k was gl aringly conspi cuous.

' Fat her, you haven't said a word about Jennifer.'

"What is there to say? You' ve presented us with a fait
acconpli, have you not?

"But what do you think, Father?

"I think Jennifer is admrable. And for a girl from

her background to get all the way to Radcliffe .

Wth this pseudo-nelting-pot bullshit, he was skirting

t he issue.

"CGet to the point, Father!’

' The point has nothing to do with the young | ady,' he

said, 'it has to do with you.'

"Ah?'" | said.

"Your rebellion,' he added. 'You are rebelling, son.'

"Father, | fail to see how marrying a beautiful and

brilliant Radcliffe girl constitutes rebellion. | nean, she's

not sone crazy hippie -
"She is not many things.'
Ah, here we cone. The goddamm nitty gritty.



"What irks you nost, Father - that she's Catholic or
t hat she's poor?

He replied in kind of a whisper, |eaning slightly
toward ne.

"What attracts you nost?

| wanted to get up and leave. | told himso.

"Stay here and talk like a man,' he said.

As opposed to what? A boy? A girl? A nouse? Anyway, |
st ayed.

The Sonovabi tch derived enornous satisfaction fromny
remai ning seated. | nmean, | could tell he regarded it as
another in his many victories over ne.

"I would only ask that you wait awhile,' said diver
Barrett 111.

"Define "while,' please.’

"Finish aw school. If this is real, it can stand the
test of tine.'

"It is real, but why in hell should | subject it to
sonme arbitrary test?

My inplication was clear, | think. | was standing up
to him To his arbitrariness. To his conpul sion to donm nate
and control ny life.

"diver.' He began a newround. 'You're a mnor - '
"A mnor what?' | was |osing ny tenper, goddammt.
"You are not yet twenty-one. Not legally an adult.'
"*Screw the | egal nitpicking, dammt!"’

Per haps sone nei ghboring diners heard this remark. As

if to conpensate for ny |loudness, Aiver Ill ainmed his next
words at nme in a biting whisper:

"Marry her now, and I will not give you the tine of

day.' Wo gave a shit if sonebody over heard.

"Fat her, you don't know the tinme of day.'
| wal ked out of his |ife and began ny own.

There remained the matter of Cranston, Rhode Island, a

city slightly nore to the south of Boston than Ipswich is to
the north. After the debacle of introducing Jennifer to her
potential in-laws ('Do | call them outlaws now?' she asked),

| did not |ook forward with any confidence to ny neeting with



her father. | nmean, here | would be bucking that |otsa | ove
Italian-Mediterranean syndrone, conpounded by the fact that
Jenny was an only child, conpounded by the fact that she had
no not her, which nmeant abnornally close ties to her father. |
woul d be up against all those enotional forces the psych
books descri be.

Plus the fact that | was broke.

| nmean, imagine for a second Aivero Barretto, sone

nice ltalian kid fromdown the block in Cranston, Rhode

| sl and. He cones to see M. Cavilleri, a wage-earning pastry
chef of that city, and says, 'I would like to marry your only
daughter, Jennifer.' Wat would the old man's first question
be? (He woul d not question Barretto's |ove, since to know
Jenny is to love Jenny; it's a universal truth.) No, M.
Cavilleri would say sonething like, '"Barretto, how are you
going to support her?

Now i magi ne the good M. Cavilleri's reaction if

Barretto informed himthat the opposite would prevail, at

| east for the next three years: his daughter would have to
support his son-in-law Wuld not the good M. Cavilleri show
Barretto to the door, or even, if Barretto were not ny size,
punch hi m out ?

You bet your ass he woul d.

This may serve to explain why, on that Sunday

afternoon in May, | was obeying all posted speed |imts, as
we headed southward on Route 95. Jenny, who had cone to enjoy
the pace at which | drove, conplained at one point that | was

going forty in a forty-five-mle-an-hour zone. | told her the
car needed tuni ng, which she believed not at all.
"Tell it to nme again, Jen.'

Pati ence was not one of Jenny's virtues, and she

refused to bol ster ny confidence by repeating the answers to
all the stupid questions | had asked.

"*Just one nore tinme, Jenny, please.’

‘I called him | told him He said okay. In English,

because, as | told you and you don't seemto want to believe,
he doesn't know a goddamm word of Italian except a few
curses.'

' But what does 'okay' nmean?’

"Are you inmplying that Harvard Law School has accepted

a man who can't even define 'okay'?'

"It's not a legal term Jenny.'

She touched ny arm Thank God, | understood that. |

still needed clarification, though. | had to know what | was



in for.

' Ckay' could also nean I'Il suffer through it."'
She found the charity in her heart to repeat for the
nth tine the details of her conversation with her father. He
was happy. He was. He had never expected, when he sent her
off to Radcliffe, that she would return to Cranston to marry
t he boy next door (who by the way had asked her just before
she left). He was at first incredulous that her intended' s
name was really Aiver Barrett IV. He had then warned his
daughter not to violate the El eventh Commandnent.

"Which one is that?' | asked her.
‘Do not bullshit thy father,' she said.
1 G,] 1

"And that's all, diver. Truly.'

'He knows |' m poor?

"Yes.'

'He doesn't m nd?

"At | east you and he have sonething in comon.'
"But he'd be happier if | had a few bucks, right?
"Woul dn't you?

| shut up for the rest of the ride.

Jenny lived on a street called Ham |ton Avenue, a |ong

l i ne of wooden houses with many children in front of them
and a few scraggly trees. Merely driving down it, |ooking for
a parking space, | felt like in another country. To begin
with, there were so nany people. Besides the children
playing, there were entire famlies sitting on their porches
Wi th apparently nothing better to do this Sunday afternoon
than to watch nme park ny Ma

Jenny | eaped out first. She had incredible reflexes in
Cranston, like sonme quick little grasshopper. There was all
but an organi zed cheer when the porch watchers saw who ny
passenger was. No | ess than the great Cavilleri! Wen |I heard
all the greetings for her, | was al nost ashanmed to get out. |
mean, | could not renotely for a nonment pass for the

hypot hetical O ivero Barretto.

'Hey, Jenny!' | heard one matronly type shout with

great gusto.

‘Hey, M's. Capodilupo,’ | heard Jenny bell ow back. |

clinmbed out of the car. |I could feel the eyes on ne.

"Hey - who's the boy?" shouted Ms. Capodil upo. Not

too subtle around here, are they?

"He's nothing!' Jenny called back. Wich did wonders



for ny confidence.

' Maybe,' shouted Ms. Capodilupo in nmy direction, 'but

the girl he's with is really sonething!'

'He knows,' Jenny replied.

She then turned to satisfy neighbors on the other

si de.

'He knows,' she told a whole new group of her fans.

She took ny hand (I was a stranger in paradise), and led ne
up the stairs to 189A Ham | ton Avenue.

It was an awkward nonent.

| just stood there as Jenny said, 'This is ny father.'

And Phil Cavilleri, a roughhewn (say 5'9", 165-pound) Rhode
Island type in his late forties, held out his hand.

W shook and he had a strong grip.

' How do you do, sir?

"Phil," he corrected ne, 'I'mPhil."’

"Phil, sir," | replied, continuing to shake his hand.

It was al so a scary nonent. Because then, just as he

l et go of ny hand, M. Cavilleri turned to his daughter and
gave this incredible shout:

*Jennifer!’

For a split second nothing happened. And then they

wer e hugging. Tight. Very tight. Rocking to and fro. Al M.
Cavilleri could offer by way of further coment was the (now
very soft) repetition of his daughter's nane: 'Jennifer.' And
all his graduating-Radcliffe-wth-honors daughter could offer
by way of reply was: 'Phil."’

| was definitely the odd nman out.

One thing about ny couth upbringing hel ped ne out that

afternoon. | had al ways been | ectured about not tal king with
my nouth full. Since Phil and his daughter kept conspiring to
fill that orifice, | didn't have to speak. | nust have eaten

a record quantity of Italian pastries. Afterward | discoursed
at sone length on which ones | had |iked best (I ate no |ess
than two of each kind, for fear of giving offense), to the
delight of the two Cavilleris.

'"He's okay,' said Phil Cavilleri to his daughter.

What did that nean?

| didn't need to have 'okay' defined; | nerely w shed

to know what of nmy few and circunspect actions had earned for
me that cherished epithet.

Did | Iike the right cookies? Was ny handshake strong



enough? \What ?

‘I told you he was okay, Phil,' said M. Cavilleri's
daught er.

"Wl |, okay,' said her father, 'I still had to see for
nyself. Now | saw. diver?

He was now addressi ng ne.

"Yes, sir?

"Phil .’

"Yes, Phil, sir?

"You' re okay.'

" Thank you, sir. | appreciate it. Really | do. And you
know how | feel about your daughter, sir. And you, sir.’
"Adiver,' Jenny interrupted, 'wll you stop babbling

| i ke a stupid goddamm preppie, and -

*Jennifer," M. Cavilleri interrupted, 'can you avoid
the profanity? The sonovabitch is a guest!’

At dinner (the pastries turned out to be nerely a snack)
Phil tried to have a serious talk wth ne about
you- can- guess-what. For sone crazy reason he thought he could

effect a rapprochenent between Qivers Il and IV.
‘Let me speak to himon the phone, father to father,"
he pl eaded.

"Please, Phil, it's a waste of tine.'

"I can't sit here and allow a parent to reject a

child. | can't.’

"Yeah. But | reject himtoo, Phil."’

"Don't ever let ne hear you talk like that,' he said,
getting genuinely angry. 'A father's love is to be cherished
and respected. It's rare.’

"Especially innmy famly,' | said.

Jenny was getting up and down to serve, so she was not
i nvol ved with nost of this.

"Get himon the phone,' Phil repeated. 'I'll take care
of this.'

"No, Phil. My father and | have installed a cold
l'ine."’

"Aw, listen, Aiver, he'll thaw. Believe ne when

tell you he'll thaw. Wen it's tinme to go to church -
At this nmonment Jenny, who was handi ng out dessert

pl ates, directed at her father a portentous nonosyll abl e.
"Phil . . . ?

' Yeah, Jen?

" About the church bit



' Yeah?'

"Un - kind of negative on it, Phil."'

'Ch?' asked M. Cavilleri. Then, leaping instantly to

t he wong concl usion, he turned apol ogetically toward ne.
"I - uh - didn't nean necessarily Catholic Church,

Aiver. | mean, as Jennifer has no doubt told you, we
are of the Catholic faith. But, | nean, your church, diver.
God will bless this union in any church, | swear.'

| | ooked at Jenny, who had obviously failed to cover

this crucial topic in her phone conversation.

"Adiver,' she explained, '"it was just too goddamm rnuch

to hit himw th at once.'

"What's this? asked the ever affable M. Cavilleri.

"Ht nme, hit nme, children. | want to be hit with everything
on your mnds.'

Wy is it that at this precise nonent ny eyes hit upon

the porcelain statue of the Virgin Mary on a shelf in the
Cavilleris' dining roonf

"It's about the God-blessing bit, Phil," said Jenny,
averting her gaze from him

' Yeah, Jen, yeah?' asked Phil, fearing the worst.
"Uh - kind of negative on it, Phil," she said, now

glancing at ne for support - which ny eyes tried to give her.
'On God? On anybody's God?

Jenny nodded yes.

"May | explain, Phil? 1 asked.

' Pl ease.

"W neither of us believe, Phil. And we won't be
hypocrites.'

| think he took it because it canme fromne. He m ght

maybe have hit Jenny. But now he was the odd man out, the
foreigner. He couldn't | ook at either of us.

"That's fine,' he said after a very long tine. 'Could

| just be inforned as to who perforns the cerenony?

"W do,' | said.

He | ooked at his daughter for verification. She

nodded. My statenent was correct.

After another long silence, he again said, 'That's

fine." And then he inquired of nme, inasnmuch as | was pl anning
a career in law, whether such a kind of marriage is - what's
the word? - | egal ?

Jenny expl ained that the cerenony we had in mnd would

have the college Unitarian chaplain preside ('Ah, chaplain,'
murmmured Phil) while the man and wonman address each ot her.



'The bride speaks too?' he asked, alnost as if this -
of all things - mght be the coup de grace.

"Philip," said his daughter, 'could you inagi ne any
situation in which | would shut up?

'No, baby,' he replied, working up a tiny smle. "I
guess you would have to talk.'

As we drove back to Canbridge, | asked Jenny how she
t hought it all went.
" Ckay,' she said.

10

M. WIliamF. Thonpson, Associate Dean of the Harvard Law
School, could not believe his ears.

"Did | hear you right, M. Barrett?

"Yes, sir, Dean Thonpson.'

It had not been easy to say the first tine. It was no
easier repeating it.

"I"l'l need a scholarship for next year, sir.
'Real | y?'

"That's why |'mhere, sir. You are in charge of
Financial A d, aren't you, Dean Thonpson?
"Yes, but it's rather curious. Your father -
"He's no longer involved, sir.'

"I beg your pardon?' Dean Thonpson took off his

gl asses and began to polish themw th his tie.

'"He and | have had a sort of disagreenent.’

The Dean put his glasses back on, and | ooked at ne

with that kind of expressionless expression you have to be a
dean to master

"This is very unfortunate, M. Barrett,' he said. For

whon? | wanted to say. This guy was beginning to piss ne off.

"Yes, sir," | said. 'Very unfortunate. But that's why

|"ve cone to you, sir. I'mgetting married next nonth. W'l
bot h be working over the summer. Then Jenny - that's nmy wife
- will be teaching in a private school. That's a living, but
it's still not tuition. Your tuition is pretty steep, Dean
Thonpson.*

"Uh - yes,' he replied. But that's all. Didn't this
guy get the drift of ny conversation? Wiy in hell did he



think I was there, anyway?

' Dean Thonpson, | would |like a scholarship.' | said it
straight out. Athird tine. 'l have absolutely zilch in the
bank, and |I'm al ready accepted."

"Ah, yes,' said M. Thonpson, hitting upon the
technicality. 'The final date for financial - aid
applications is |ong overdue.'

What woul d satisfy this bastard? The gory details,
maybe? WAs it scandal he want ed? Wat ?

' Dean Thonpson, when | applied | didn't know this
woul d conme up.'

"That's quite right, M. Barrett, and | nust tell you
that | really don't think this office should enter into a
famly quarrel. A rather distressing one, at that.'

' Ckay, Dean,' | said, standing up. 'I can see what
you're driving at. But I'mstill not gonna kiss ny
father's ass so you can get a Barrett Hall for the Law
School .

As | turned to |l eave, | heard Dean Thonpson nutter,
"That's unfair.'

| couldn't have agreed nore.

11

Jenni fer was awarded her degree on Wednesday. Al sorts of
relatives from Cranston, Fall River - and even an aunt from
Cleveland - flocked to Canbridge to attend the cerenony. By
prior arrangenent, | was not introduced as her fiancé, and
Jenny wore no ring: this so that none would be of fended (too
soon) about m ssing our weddi ng.

"Aunt Clara, this is ny boyfriend AQiver,' Jenny woul d

say, always adding, 'He isn't a college graduate.'

There was plenty of rib poking, whispering and even

overt speculation, but the relatives could pry no specific
Information fromeither of us - or fromPhil, who | guess was
happy to avoid a discussion of |ove anong the athei sts.

On Thursday, | becane Jenny's academ c equal,

receiving ny degree fromHarvard - |ike her own, nagna cum

| aude. Moreover, | was Class Marshal, and in this capacity
got to lead the graduating seniors to their seats. This neant
wal ki ng ahead of even the sunmas, the super-superbrains. |



was al nost noved to tell these types that nmy presence as
their | eader decisively proved ny theory that an hour in
Dillon Field House is worth two in Wdener Library. But |
refrained. Let the joy be universal.

| have no idea whether Aiver Barrett Il was present.

More than seventeen thousand people jaminto Harvard Yard on
Commencenent norning, and | certainly was not scanning the
rows with binoculars. Ooviously, | had used ny allotted
parent tickets for Phil and Jenny. O course, as an al umus,
A d Stonyface could enter and sit with the Cass of '26. But
then why should he want to? | nean, - weren't the banks
open?

The weddi ng was that Sunday. Qur reason for excluding
Jenny's relatives was out of genuine concern that our

om ssion of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost woul d nmake the
occasion far too trying for unlapsed Catholics. It was in
Phillips Brooks House, an old building in the north of
Harvard Yard. Tinothy Blauvelt, the college Unitarian
chaplain, presided. Naturally, Ray Stratton was there, and I
al so invited Jereny Nahum a good friend fromthe Exeter
days, who had taken Amherst over Harvard. Jenny asked a girl
friend fromBriggs Hall and - naybe for sentinental reasons -

her tall, gawky col |l eague at the reserve book desk. And of
course Phil.
| put Ray Stratton in charge of Phil. | nean, just to

keep him as | oose as possible. Not that Stratton was all that
calm The pair of them stood there, |ooking trenmendously
unconfortable, each silently reinforcing the other's
preconcei ved notion that this "do-it-yourself wedding' (as
Phil referred to it) was going to be (as Stratton kept
predicting) 'an incredible horror show ' Just because Jenny
and | were going to address a few words directly to one
another! W had actually seen it done earlier that spring
when one of Jenny's nusical friends, Marya Randall, married a
desi gn student naned Eric Levenson. It was a very beautiful
thing, and really sold us on the idea,

"Are you two ready?' asked M. Blauvelt.

"Yes,' | said for both of us.

"Friends,' said M. Blauvelt to the others, 'we are

here to witness the union of two lives in marriage. Let us
listen to the words they have chosen to read on this sacred
occasion.'

The bride first. Jenny stood facing ne and recited the

poem she had selected. It was very noving, perhaps especially



to ne, because it was a sonnet by Elizabeth Barrett:

When our two souls stand up erect and strong,
Face to face, silent, drawi ng ni gh and ni gher,
Until the | engthening wngs break into fire .

Fromthe corner of ny eye | saw Phil Cavilleri, pale,

sl ack-jawed, eyes wide with amazenent and adorati on conbi ned.
W listened to Jenny finish the sonnet, which was in its way
a kind of prayer for

A place to stand and love in for a day,
Wth darkness and the death' hour rounding it.

Then it was ny turn. It had been hard finding a piece

of poetry | could read w thout blushing. I

mean, | couldn't stand there and recite |ace-doily

phrases. | couldn't. But a section of Walt Wi tman's Song of
the Open Road, though kind of brief, said it all for ne:

| give you ny hand!
| give you ny | ove nore precious than noney,
| give you nyself before preaching or |aw
WIIl you give ne yourself? will you cone travel with ne?
Shall we stick by each other as long as we |ive?

| finished, and there was a wonderful hush in the

room Then Ray Stratton handed ne the ring, and Jenny and | -
ourselves - recited the marriage vows, taking each other,
fromthat day forward, to |love and cherish, till death do us
part.

By the authority vested in himby the Commonweal t h of
Massachusetts, M. Tinothy Bl auvelt pronounced us man and

wi fe.

Upon refl ection, our 'post-gane party' (as Stratton

referred to it) was pretentiously unpretentious. Jenny and |
had absolutely rejected the chanpagne route, and since there
were so few of us we could all fit into one booth, we went to
drink beer at Cronin's. As | recall, JimCronin hinself set
us up with a round, as a tribute to 'the greatest Harvard
hockey pl ayer since the Cleary brothers.'

"Like hell," argued Phil Cavilleri, pounding his fist

on the table. "He's better than all the dearys put



together.' Philip's neaning, | believe (he had never seen a
Har vard hockey gane), was that however well Bobby or Billy
Cl eary m ght have skated, neither got to marry his |ovely
daughter. | nean, we were all smashed, and it was just an
excuse for getting nore so.

| let Phil pick up the tab, a decision which |ater

evoked one of Jenny's rare conplinments about ny intuition
("You'll be a human being yet, Preppie'). It got alittle
hairy at the end when we drove himto the bus, however. |
nean, the wet-eyes bit. H's, Jenny's, naybe mne too; | don't
remenber anything except that the nonent was |iquid.

Anyway, after all sorts of blessings, he got onto the

bus and we waited and waved until it drove out of sight. It
was then that the awesone truth started to get to ne.
*Jenny, we're legally married!

'Yeah, now | can be a bitch.'
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If a single word can describe our daily life during those
first three years, it is 'scrounge.' Every waking nonent we
were concentrating on how the hell we would be able to scrape
up enough dough to do whatever it was we had to do. Usually
it was just break even. And there's nothing romantic about
it, either. Renmenber the fanous stanza in Orar Khayyan? You
know, the book of verses underneath the bough, the | oaf of
bread, the jug of wine and so forth? Substitute Scott on
Trusts for that book of verses and see how this poetic vision
stacks up against ny idyllic existence. Ah, paradise? No,
bullshit. Al 1'd think about is how nmuch that book was
(could we get it secondhand?) and where, if anywhere, we

m ght be able to charge that bread and wi ne. And then how we
m ght ultimately scrounge up the dough to pay off our debts.
Li fe changes. Even the sinplest decision nust be

scrutinized by the ever vigilant budget commttee of your

m nd.

"Hey, Aiver, let's go see Becket tonight'

"Listen, it's three bucks.'

"What do you nean?

"I mean a buck fifty for you and a buck fifty for ne.’

' Does that nean yes or no?



"Neither. It just nmeans three bucks.'

Qur honeynoon was spent on a yacht and with twenty-one
children. That is, | sailed a thirty-six-foot Rhodes from
seven in the norning till whenever ny passengers had enough,
and Jenny was a children's counselor. It was a place called

t he Pequod Boat Club in Dennis Port (not far from Hyannis),
an establishnment that included a |large hotel, a marina and
several dozen houses for rent. In one of the tinier

bungal ows, | have nailed an imgi nary plaque: 'diver and
Jenny sl ept here - when they weren't meking love.' | think
it's a tribute to us both that after a |long day of being kind
to our custoners, for we were largely dependent on their tips
for our incone, Jenny and | were nonetheless kind to each

other. | sinply say 'kind,' because | |lack the vocabulary to
descri be what | oving and being | oved by Jennifer Cavilleri is
like. Sorry, | nmean Jennifer Barrett.

Before | eaving for the Cape, we found a cheap

apartnent in North Canbridge. | called it North Canbri dge,

al t hough the address was technically in the town of
Sonerville and the house was, as Jenny described it, "in the
state of disrepair.' It had originally been a two-fam |y
structure, now converted into four apartnents, overpriced
even at its' 'cheap' rental. But what the hell can graduate
students do? It's a seller's market.

‘"Hey, d, why do you think the fire departnment hasn't
condemed the joint? Jenny asked.

"They're probably afraid to walk inside,' | said.
"So am .’

"You weren't in June,' | said.

(Thi s dial ogue was taking place upon our reentry in
Sept enber.)

"I wasn't married then. Speaking as a married woman,
consider this place to be unsafe at any speed.'
‘What do you intend to do about it?

" Speak to nmy husband,' she replied. '"He'll take care
of it.'

‘Hey, |'myour husband,' | said.

"Real ly? Prove it.'

"How?' | asked, inwardly thinking, Ch no, in the
street?

"Carry nme over the threshold,' she said.

"You don't believe in that nonsense, do you?

"Carry nme, and I'll decide after.'



Ckay. | scooped her in ny arnms and haul ed her up five
steps onto the porch.

"Why' d you stop?' she asked.

"Isn't this the threshol d?

‘Negative, negative,' she said.

'l see our nane by the bell.’

"This is not the official goddam threshold. Upstairs,
you turkey!'

It was twenty-four steps up to our 'official

honmest ead, and | had to pause about halfway to catch ny
br eat h.

"Wy are you so heavy? ' | asked her.

"Did you ever think I mght be pregnant?' she

answer ed.

This didn't nake it easier for nme to catch ny breath.
"Are you?' | could finally say.

'Hah! Scared you, didn't 17?

" Nah.'

"Don't bullshit nme, Preppie.’

'Yeah. For a second there, | clutched.'

| carried her the rest of the way.

This is anpong the precious few nonents | can recall in

whi ch the verb 'scrounge' has no rel evance what ever.

My illustrious nanme enabled us to establish a charge

account at a grocery store which would otherw se have deni ed
credit to students. And yet it worked to our disadvantage at
a place I would | east have expected: the Shady Lane School,
where Jenny was to teach.

"OF course, Shady Lane isn't able to match the public

school salaries," Mss Anne MIler Wiitman, the principal,
told ny wfe, adding sonething to the effect that Barretts
woul dn't be concerned with 'that aspect' anyway. Jenny tried
to dispel her illusions, but all she could get in addition to
the already offered thirty-five hundred for the year was
about two mnutes of 'ho ho ho's. Mss Witman thought Jenny
was being so wtty in her remarks about Barretts having to
pay the rent just |ike other people.

When Jenny recounted all this to ne, | nmade a few

| magi nati ve suggesti ons about what M ss Whitman could do with
her - ho ho ho - thirty-five hundred. But then Jenny asked if
| would like to drop out of |aw school and support her while
she took the education credits needed to teach in a public
school. | gave the whole situation a big think for about two



seconds and reached an accurate and succi nct concl usi on:
"Shit.’

"That's pretty eloquent,' said ny wfe.

"What am | supposed to say, Jenny - 'ho ho ho' ?

"No. Just learn to |like spaghetti.’

| did. | learned to |ike spaghetti, and Jenny | earned

every conceivable recipe to nake pasta seem i ke sonet hi ng

el se. What with our summrer earnings, her salary, the incone
anticipated fromny planned night work in the post office
during Christmas rush, we were doing okay. | nean, there were
a lot of novies we didn't see (and concerts she didn't go
to), but we were neking ends neet.

"OF course, about all we were neeting were ends. |

nmean, socially both our lives changed drastically. W were
still in Canbridge, and theoretically Jenny coul d have stayed
with all her nusic groups. But there wasn't tine. She cane
home from Shady Lane exhausted, and there was dinner yet to
cook (eating out was beyond the real mof nmaxi num
feasibility). Meanwhile nmy own friends were considerate
enough to let us alone. | nmean, they didn't invite us so we
woul dn't have to invite them if you know what | nean.

We even ski pped the football ganes.

As a nenber of the Varsity Cub, | was entitled to

seats in their terrific section on the fifty-yard |ine. But
It was six bucks a ticker, which is twelve bucks.

"It's not," argued Jenny, 'it's six bucks. You can go

wi thout nme. | don't know a thing about football except people
shout '"Hit 'emagain,’ which is what you adore, which is why
| want you to goddamm go!'’

"The case is closed,” | would reply, being after all

t he husband and head of househol d. 'Besides, | can use the
time to study.' Still, | would spend Saturday afternoons with
a transistor at ny ear, listening to the roar of the fans,

who, though geographically but a mle away, were now in

anot her worl d.

| used ny Varsity Club privileges to get Yale gane

seats for Robbie Wald, a Law School classmate. Wien Robbi e

| eft our apartnment, effusively grateful, Jenny asked if |
woul dn't tell her again just who got to sit in the V. Cub
section, and | once nore explained that it was for those who,
regardl ess of age or size or social rank, had nobly served
fair Harvard on the playing fields.

"On the water too?" she asked.



"*Jocks are jocks,' | answered, 'dry or wet.'

' Except you, Oiver,' she said. 'You're frozen.'

| let the subject drop, assum ng that this was sinply
Jennifer's usual flip repartee, not wanting to think there
had been any nore to her question concerning the athletic
traditions of Harvard University. Such as perhaps the subtle
suggestion that although Soldiers Field holds 45, 000 peopl e,
all fornmer athletes would be seated in that one terrific
section. All. Ad and young. Wet, dry - and even frozen. And
was it nerely six dollars that kept nme away fromthe stadi um
t hose Saturday afternoons?

No; if she had sonething else in mnd, | would rather

not discuss it.
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M. and Ms. diver Barrett |11
request the pleasure of your conpany
at a dinner in celebration of

M. Barrett's sixtieth birthday

Sat urday, the sixth of March

at seven o' clock

Dover House, |psw ch, Massachusetts
R s.v.p.

"Wl | ?' asked Jennifer.

'Do you even have to ask? | replied. | was in the

m dst of abstracting The State v. Percival, a crucial
precedent in crimnal law. Jenny was sort of waving the
invitation to bug ne.

"I think it's about tinme, Aiver,' she said.

" For what ?'

"For you know very well what,' she answered. 'Does he
have to crawl here on his hands and knees?'

| kept working as she worked ne over.

"dlie - he's reaching out to you!

"Bul Il shit, Jenny. My nother addressed the envel ope.'
"I thought you said you didn't ook at it!' she sort
of yelled.

kay, so | did glance at it earlier. Maybe it had
slipped my mnd. | was, after all, in the m dst of



abstracting The State v. Percival, and in the virtual shadow
of exans. The point was she shoul d have stopped harangui ng
me.

"Adlie, think,' she said, her tone kind of pleading

now. 'Sixty goddamm years old. Nothing says he'll still be
around when you're finally ready for the reconciliation.'

| informed Jenny in the sinplest possible terns that

there woul d never be a reconciliation and woul d she pl ease

|l et me continue ny studying. She sat down quietly, squeezing
herself onto a corner of the hassock where | had ny feet.

Al t hough she didn't make a sound, | quickly becane aware that
she was | ooking at ne very hard. | glanced up.

' Soneday,' she said, 'when you're being bugged by

Aiver V -

"He won't be called diver, be sure of that!"' |

snapped at her. She didn't raise her voice, though she

usual ly did when | did.

"Lissen, O, even if we nane himBozo the C own, that

kid's still gonna resent you 'cause you were a big Harvard
jock. And by the tine he's a freshman, you'll probably be in
t he Suprene Court!’

| told her that our son would definitely not resent

me. She then inquired how | could be so certain of that. I
coul dn't produce evidence. | nean, | sinply knew our son
woul d not resent nme, | couldn't say precisely why. As an
absol ute non sequitur, Jenny then remarked:

"Your father |oves you too, AQiver. He |oves you just

the way you'll |ove Bozo. But you Barretts are so damm proud
and conpetitive, you'll go through life thinking you hate
each other.'

"If it weren't for you,' | said facetiously.
"Yes,' she said.
"The case is closed,' | said, being, after all, the

husband and head of household. My eyes returned to The State
v. Percival and Jenny got up. But then she renenbered:
"There's still the matter of the RSVP.'

| allowed that a Radcliffe nusic major could probably
conpose a nice little negative RSVP w t hout professional

gui dance.

‘Listen, diver,' she said, '|I've probably lied or

cheated in ny life. But |I've never deliberately hurt anyone.
| don't think I could."

Real | y, at that nonent she was only hurting nme, so |

asked her politely to handle the RSVP i n what ever manner she



w shed, as long as the essence of the nessage was that we
woul dn't show unl ess hell froze over. | returned once again
to The State v. Percival.

"What's the nunber?' | heard her say very softly. She

was at the tel ephone.

"Can't you just wite a note?

"In a mnute I'll [ose ny nerve. What's the nunber?

| told her and was instantaneously imrersed in

Percival's appeal to the Suprene Court. | was not |istening
to Jenny. That is, | tried not to. She was in the sanme room
after all.

"Ch - good evening, sir," | heard her say. Did the

Sonovabi tch answer the phone? Wasn't he in WAshi ngton during
the week? That's what a recent profile in The New York Ti nes
said. Goddamm journalismis going downhill nowadays.
How | ong does it take to say no?

Sonehow Jenni fer had already taken nore tinme than one

woul d thi nk necessary to pronounce this sinple syllable.
"Alie?

She had her hand over the nout hpiece.

"Alie, does it have to be negative?

The nod of nmy head indicated that it had to be, the

wave of ny hand indicated that she should hurry the hell up.
‘I"'mterribly sorry,' she said into the phone. 'l

mean, we're terribly sorry, sir . . ..'

We're! Did she have to involve ne in this? And why

can't she get to the point and hang up?

"Adiver!’

She had her hand on the nout hpi ece again and was

tal king very | oud.

'He's wounded, diver! Can you just sit there and | et

your father bl eed?

Had she not been in such an enotional state, | could

have expl ai ned once agai n that stones do not bleed, that she
shoul d not project her Italian-Mediterranean m sconceptions
about parents onto the craggy heights of Munt Rushnore. But
she was very upset. And it was upsetting ne too.

"Aiver,' she pleaded, 'could you just say a word?

To hin? She nust be going out of her m nd!

"I nmean, l|ike just maybe 'hell o' ?

She was offering the phone to nme. And trying not to

cry.

‘I wll never talk to him Ever,' | said with perfect

calm



And now she was crying. Nothing audible, but tears

pouri ng down her face. And then she - she begged.

"For me, diver. |'ve never asked you for anything.

Pl ease. '

Three of us. Three of us just standing (I sonmehow

| magi ned ny father being there as well) waiting for
sonet hi ng. What? For ne?

| couldn't do it.

Di dn't Jenny understand she was asking the inpossible?

That | woul d have done absolutely anything el se? As | | ooked
at the floor, shaking ny head in adamant refusal and extrene
di sconfort, Jenny addressed me with a kind of whispered fury
| had never heard from her:

"You are a heartl ess bastard,' she said. And then she

ended the tel ephone conversation with ny father, saying:

"M. Barrett, diver does want you to know that in his

own speci al way . '

She paused for breath. She had been sobbing, so it

wasn't easy. | was nuch too astonished to do anythi ng but
await the end of ny alleged 'nessage.'

"diver loves you very much,' she said, and hung up

very qui ckly.

There is no rational explanation for nmy actions in the

next split second. | plead tenporary insanity. Correction: |
pl ead nothing. | nust never be forgiven for what | did.

| ripped the phone from her hand, then fromthe socket

- and hurled it across the room

'God damm you, Jenny! Wiy don't you get the hell out

of my life!'

| stood still, panting like the animal | had suddenly
becone. Jesus Christ! What the hell had happened to ne? |
turned to | ook at Jen.

But she was gone.

| nmean absol utely gone, because | didn't even hear

footsteps on the stairs. Christ, she nust have dashed out the
instant | grabbed the phone. Even her coat and scarf were
still there. The pain of not know ng what to do was exceeded
only by that of knowi ng what | had done.

| searched everywhere.

In the Law School library, |I prowed the rows of

grindi ng students, |ooking and | ooking. Up and back, at |east
hal f a dozen tinmes. Though | didn't utter a sound, | knew ny
gl ance was so intense, ny face so fierce, | was disturbing

t he whol e fucking place. W cares?



But Jenny wasn't there.

Then all through Harkness Commons, the |ounge, the
cafeteria. Then a wild sprint to | ook around Agassiz Hall at
Radcliffe. Not there, either. | was running everywhere now,
ny legs trying to catch up with the pace of ny heart.

Paine Hall? (lronic goddamm nane!) Downstairs are

pi ano practice roons. | know Jenny. Wen she's angry, she
pounds the fucking keyboard. Right? But how about when she's
scared to death?

It's crazy wal king down the corridor, practice roons

on either side. The sounds of Mdzart and Bartok, Bach and
Brahns filter out fromthe doors and blend into this weird
I nfernal sound.

Jenny's got to be here!

I nstinct made nme stop at a door where | heard the

poundi ng (angry?) sound of a Chopin prelude. | paused for a
second. The playing was | ousy - stops and starts and nmany

m st akes. At one pause | heard a girl's voice nutter, 'Shit!"'
It had to be Jenny. | flung open the door.

A Radcliffe girl was at the piano. She |ooked up. An

ugly, big-shoul dered hippie Radcliffe girl, annoyed at ny

I nvasi on.

"What's the scene, man?' she asked.

‘Bad, bad,' | replied, and closed the door again.

Then | tried Harvard Square. The Caf é Panpl ona,

Tommy's Arcade, even Hayes Bick - lots of artistic types go
t here. Not hi ng.

Where woul d Jenny have gone?

By now t he subway was cl osed, but if she had gone

straight to the Square she coul d have caught a train to
Boston. To the bus term nal.

It was alnost 1 AM as | deposited a quarter and two

dimes in the slot. I was in one of the booths by the kiosk in
Har vard Squar e.

"Hel l o, Phil?

"Hey . . .'" he said sleepily. "Who's this?
‘It's me - Adiver.'
"diver!' He sounded scared. 'Is Jenny hurt?' he asked

quickly. If he was asking nme, did that nean she wasn't with
hi n?

"Uh - no, Phil, no.’

" Thank Christ. How are you, diver?

Once assured of his daughter's safety, he was casual



and friendly. As if he had not been aroused fromthe depths
of sl unber.

"Fine, Phil, I"'mgreat. Fine. Say, Phil, what do you
hear from Jenny?

' Not enough, goddammt,' he answered in a strangely
cal m voi ce.

"What do you nean, Phil?'

"Christ, she should call nore often, goddammt. |'m
not a stranger, you know. '

I f you can be relieved and pani cked at the sanme tine,
that's what | was.

‘"I's she there with you?' he asked ne.

" Huh?'
"Put Jenny on; I1'Il yell at her nyself.'
"I can't, Phil .’

"COh is she asleep? If she's asleep, don't disturb
her.'

'Yeah,' | said.
"Listen, you bastard,' he said.
"Yes, sir?

' How goddamm far is Cranston that you can't come down
on a Sunday afternoon? Huh? O | can cone up, diver.'
"Uh - no, Phil. We'll conme down.'

" When?'

" Sone Sunday. '

"Don't give nme that 'some' crap. A loyal child doesn't
say 'sone,' he says 'this.' This Sunday, Qdiver.'

"Yes, sir. This Sunday.'

"Four o'clock. But drive carefully. R ght?

"Right .’

"And next tine call collect, goddammt.'

He hung up.

| just stood there, lost on that island in the dark of
Harvard Square, not knowi ng where to go or what to do next. A
col ored guy approached ne and inquired if I was in need of a
fix. I kind of absently replied, 'No, thank you, sir.'

| wasn't running now. | nean, what was the rush to

return to the enpty house? It was very late and | was nunb -
nore with fright than with the cold (although it wasn't warm
believe ne). From several yards off, | thought | saw soneone
sitting on the top of the steps. This had to be ny eyes

pl aying tricks, because the figure was notionl ess.

But it was Jenny.

She was sitting on the top step.



| was relieved to speak. Inwardly | hoped she had sone

bl unt instrument wwth which to hit ne.

"Jen?’

"Adlie?

We both spoke so quietly, it was inpossible to take an
enoti onal reading.

"I forgot ny key,' Jenny said.

| stood there at the bottomof the steps, afraid to

ask how | ong she had been sitting, knowing only that | had
wronged her terribly.

‘Jenny, I'msorry -

"Stop!' She cut off ny apol ogy, then said very

quietly, 'Love neans not ever having to say you're sorry.
| clinbed up the stairs to where she was sitting.

‘I"d like to go to sleep. kay?' she said.

" Ckay. '

We wal ked up to our apartnent. As we undressed, she

| ooked at ne reassuringly.

"I nmeant what | said, diver.'

And that was all
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It was July when the letter cane.

It had been forwarded from Canbridge to Dennis Port,

so | guess | got the news a day or so late. | charged over to
where Jenny was supervising her children in a gane of

ki ckball (or sonmething), and said in ny best Bogart tones:
‘"Let's go.'

" Huh?'

‘"Let's go," | repeated, and with such obvi ous

authority that she began to follow ne as | wal ked toward the
wat er .

"What's going on, Oiver? Wuldja tell ne, please,

| continued to stride powerfully onto the dock.

"Onto the boat, Jennifer,' | ordered, pointing to it

with the very hand that held the letter, which she didn't
even noti ce.

"Adiver, | have children to take care of,"' she

protested, even while stepping obediently on board.



'Goddammt, diver, wll you explain what's going on?
W were now a few hundred yards from shore.

"I have sonmething to tell you,' | said.
"Couldn't you have told it on dry | and?' she yell ed.
'No, goddammt,' | yelled back (we were neither of us

angry, but there was lots of wind, and we had to shout to be
hear d) .

"I wanted to be alone with you. Look what | have.'

| waved the envel ope at her. She imrediately

recogni zed the | etterhead.

'Hey - Harvard Law School! Have you been ki cked out?
‘GQuess again, you optimstic bitch,' | yelled.

"You were first in the class!' she guessed.

| was now al nost ashaned to tell her.

"Not quite. Third.'

"Ch,' she said. '"Only third?

"Listen - that still neans | nake the goddamm Law
Review | shout ed.

She just sat there with an absol ute no-expression

expr essi on.

"Christ, Jenny,' | kind of whined, 'say sonething!

"Not until | neet nunbers one and two,' she said.

| | ooked at her, hoping she would break into the smle
| knew she was suppressi ng.

"C non, Jenny!' | pleaded.
"I'"'mleaving. Good-bye,' she said, and junped
i mrediately into the water. | dove right in after her and the

next thing | knew we were both hanging on to the side of the
boat and gi ggling.

"Hey,' | said in one of ny wittier observati ons,
went overboard for ne.'

"Don't be too cocky,' she replied. "Third is stil

you

only third."'

'Hey, listen, you bitch,' | said.

"What, you bastard?' she repli ed.

‘"l owe you a helluva lot," | said sincerely.
"Not true, you bastard, not true,' she answered.
"Not true?' | inquired, sonewhat surprised.

"You owe ne everything,' she said.

That night we blew twenty-three bucks on a | obster
dinner at a fancy place in Yarnmouth. Jenny was still
reserving judgnent until she could check out the two
gentl enen who had, as she put it, 'defeated ne.'



Stupid as it sounds, | was so in love with her that the
nmoment we got back to Canbridge, | rushed to find out who the
first two guys were. | was relieved to discover that the top
man, Erwi n Bl asband, Cty College '64, was booki sh,
bespectacl ed, nonathletic and not her type, and the nunber -
two man was Bel |l a Landau, Bryn Mawr '64, a girl. This was all
to the good, especially since Bella Landau was rat her cool

| ooking (as | ady | aw students go), and | could twit Jenny a
bit with 'details' of what went on in those | ate-night hours
at Gannett House, the Law Review building. And Jesus, there
were |late nights. It was not unusual for ne to conme hone at
two or three in the norning. | nean, six courses, plus
editing the Law Review, plus the fact that | actually
authored an article in one of the issues ('Legal Assistance
for the Urban Poor: A Study of Boston's Roxbury District' by
Qiver Barrett 1V, HLR March, 1966, pp. 861-908).

‘A good piece. Areally good piece.’

That's all Joel Fleishman, the senior editor, could

repeat again and again. Frankly, | had expected a nore
articulate conplinent fromthe guy who woul d next year clerk
for Justice Douglas, but that's all he kept saying as he
checked over ny final draft. Christ, Jenny had told ne it was
‘incisive, intelligent and really well witten.' Couldn't

Fl ei shman mat ch that?

"Fleishman called it a good piece, Jen.'

‘*Jesus, did | wait up so late just to hear that?' she

said. 'Didn't he conment on your research, or your style, or
anyt hi ng?"

"No, Jen. He just called it 'good.'

" Then what took you all this |ong?

| gave her a little w nk.

"I had sone stuff to go over wwth Bella Landau,' |

sai d.

' Ch?' she said.

| couldn't read the tone.

"Are you jealous? | asked straight out.

"No; |'ve got nmuch better |egs,' she said.

"Can you wite a brief?

' Can she make | asagna?’

"Yes,' | answered. 'Matter of fact, she brought sone

over to Gannett House tonight. Everybody said they were as
good as your |egs.'

Jenny nodded, 'I'll bet.’

"What do you say to that?' | said.



"Does Bella Landau pay your rent?' she asked.
"Damm,"' | replied, '"why can't | ever quit when I'm
ahead?

' Because, Preppie,' said ny loving wife, 'you never
are.'
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We finished in that order.

| nmean, Erwin, Bella and nyself were the top three in

t he Law School graduating class. The tine for triunph was at
hand. Job interviews. Ofers. Pleas. Snow jobs. Everywhere |
turned sonebody seened to be waving a flag that read: 'Wrk
for us, Barrett!'

But | followed only the green flags. | nean, | wasn't
totally crass, but | elimnated the prestige alternatives,
li ke clerking for a judge, and the public service
alternatives, |ike Departnent of Justice, in favor of a

| ucrative job that would get the dirty word 'scrounge' out of
our goddamm vocabul ary.

Third though I was, | enjoyed one inestinable

advantage in conpeting for the best |egal spots. | was the
only guy in the top ten who wasn't Jew sh. (And anyone who
says it doesn't matter is full of it.) Christ, there are
dozens of firns who will kiss the ass of a WASP who can
nerely pass the bar. Consider the case of yours truly: Law
Review, All-lvy, Harvard and you know what el se. Hordes of
peopl e were fighting to get nmy nane and nuneral onto their
stationery. | felt like a bonus baby - and | | oved every
mnute of it.

There was one especially intriguing offer froma firm

in Los Angeles. The recruiter, M. - (why risk a |awsuit?),
kept telling mne:

"Barrett baby, in our territory we get it all the

time. Day and night. | nean, we can even have it sent up to
the office!’

Not that we were interested in California, but 1'd

still Iike to know precisely what M. - was di scussing.
Jenny and | canme up with sone pretty wild possibilities, but
for L.A they probably weren't wld enough. (I finally had to
get M. - off ny back by telling himthat |I really didn't



care for '"it' at all. He was crestfallen.)

Actually, we had nmade up our minds to stay on the East

Coast. As it turned out, we still had dozens of fantastic

of fers from Boston, New York and Washi ngton. Jenny at one
time thought D.C. mght be good ('You could check out the
Wiite House, A'), but | |eaned toward New York. And so, with
ny wife's blessing, | finally said yes to the firmof Jonas
and Marsh, a prestigious office (Marsh was a forner Attorney
General ) that was very civil-liberties oriented ('You can do
good and nake good at once,' said Jenny). Also, they really
snowed ne. | nean, old man Jonas cane up to Boston, took us
to dinner at Pier Four and sent Jenny flowers the next day.
Jenny went around for a week sort of singing a jingle

that went 'Jonas, Marsh and Barrett.' | told her not so fast
and she told me to go screw because | was probably singing
the same tune in ny head. | don't have to tell you she was
right.

Allow nme to nention, however, that Jonas and Marsh

paid AQiver Barrett 1V $11,800, the absol ute highest salary
recei ved by any nenber of our graduating class.

So you see | was only third academni cally.
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CHANGE OF ADDRESS
FromJuly 1, 1967

M. and Ms. diver Barrett |1V
263 East 63rd Street
New York, N.Y. 10021

"It's so nouveau riche,' conpl ai ned Jenny.

"But we are nouveau riche,' | insisted.

What was adding to nmy overall feeling of euphoric

triunph was the fact that the nonthly rate for ny car was
dam near as nmuch as we had paid for our entire apartnent in
Canbri dge! Jonas and Marsh was an easy ten-m nute wal k (or
strut - | preferred the latter gait), and so were the fancy
shops like Bonwit's and so forth where | insisted that ny
wife, the bitch, inmmedi ately open accounts and start

spendi ng.



"Way, diver?

' Because, goddammt, Jenny, | want to be taken

advant age of !

| joined the Harvard C ub of New York, proposed by

Raynmond Stratton '64, newy returned to civilian life after
havi ng actually shot at sone Vietcong ('I'mnot positive it
was VC, actually. | heard noises, so | opened fire at the
bushes'). Ray and | played squash at |east three tines a
week, and | nade a nmental note, giving nyself three years to
become Cl ub chanpi on. Whether it was nerely because | had
resurfaced in Harvard territory, or because word of ny Law
School successes had gotten around (I didn't brag about the
sal ary, honest), ny 'friends' discovered ne once nore. W had
noved in at the height of the summer (I had to take a cram
course for the New York bar exam), and the first invitations
were for weekends.

"Fuck "em diver. | don't want to waste two days

bull shitting wiwth a bunch of vapid preppies.'

' Ckay, Jen, but what should | tell then?

"Just say |'mpregnant, diver.'

"Are you? 'I| asked.

"No, but if we stay honme this weekend I m ght be.’

We had a nane al ready picked out. | nean, | had, and |
think I got Jenny to agree finally.

"Hey - you won't laugh?' | said to her, when first
broachi ng the subject. She was in the kitchen at the tine (a
yel | ow col or-keyed thing that even included a di shwasher).
"What ?' she asked, still slicing tomatoes.

"I've really grown fond of the nane Bozo,' | said.

"You nean seriously? she asked.

"Yeah. | honestly dig it.'

"You woul d nane our child Bozo?' she asked agai n.

"Yes. Really. Honestly, Jen, it's the nane of a

super-j ock."'

'Bozo Barrett.' She tried it on for size.

"Christ, he'll be an incredible bruiser,' | continued,
convincing nyself further wwth each word | spoke. ' 'Bozo
Barrett, Harvard's huge All-Ivy tackle.’

"Yeah - but, Qiver,' she asked, 'suppose - just

suppose - the kid' s not coordinated?

"I npossi ble, Jen, the genes are too good. Truly.'

meant it sincerely. This whol e Bozo business had gotten to be
a frequent daydreamof mne as | strutted to work.



| pursued the matter at di nner. W had bought great
Dani sh chi na.

"Bozo will be a very well-coordinated bruiser,' | told
Jenny. 'In fact, if he has your hands, we can put himin the
backfiel d.'

She was just smrking at ne, searching no doubt for
sone sneaky put-down to disrupt ny idyllic vision. But
| acking a truly devastating remark, she nerely cut the cake

and gave ne a piece. And she was still hearing ne out.
"Think of it, Jenny,' | continued, even with ny nouth
full, "two hundred and forty pounds of bruising finesse.'

"Two hundred and forty pounds?' she said. 'There's

nothing in our genes that says two hundred and forty pounds,
Aiver.

"We'll feed himup, Jen. Hi-Proteen, Nutranent, the

whol e di et -suppl enent bit.'

' Ch, yeah? Suppose he won't eat, diver?

"He' Il eat, goddammit,' | said, getting slightly

pi ssed off already at the kid who woul d soon be sitting at
our table not cooperating with nmy plans for his athletic
triunphs. "He'll eat or I'Il break his face.'

At which point Jenny | ooked nme straight in the eye and
sm | ed.

"Not if he weighs two-forty, you won't.'

"Oh," | replied, nonentarily set back, then quickly
realized, 'But he won't be two-forty right away!'

' Yeah, yeah,' said Jenny, now shaki ng an adnonitory

spoon at ne, 'but when he is, Preppie, start running!' And
she | aughed |i ke hell.

It's really comc, but while she was | aughing | had

this vision of a two-hundred-and-forty-pound kid in a diaper
chasing after nme in Central Park, shouting, 'You be nicer to
nmy not her, Preppie!' Christ, hopefully Jenny woul d keep Bozo
from destroyi ng ne.
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It is not all that easy to nake a baby.

| mean, there is a certain irony involved when guys

who spend the first years of their sex lives preoccupied with
not getting girls pregnant (and when | first started, condons



were still in) then reverse their thinking and becone
obsessed with conception and not its contra.

Yes, it can becone an obsession. And it can divest the

nost gl orious aspect of a happy married life of its

nat ural ness and spontaneity. | nean, to program your thinking
(unfortunate verb, 'program; it suggests a nmachine) - to
program your thinking about the act of |ove in accordance
with rules, calenders, strategy ('Wuldn't it be better
tonorrow norning, A ?') can be a source of disconfort,

di sgust and ultinmately terror.

For when you see that your |ayman's know edge and (you
assune) nornmal healthy efforts are not succeeding in the
matter of increase-and-multiply, it can bring the nost awful
t houghts to your m nd.

"I"msure you understand, diver, that 'sterility’

woul d have nothing to do with "virility.'" Thus Dr. Mortiner
Sheppard to nme during the first conversation, when Jenny and
| had finally decided we needed expert consultation.

'He understands, doctor,' said Jenny for ne, know ng

W t hout ny ever having nentioned it that the notion of being
sterile - of possibly being sterile - was devastating to ne.
Didn't her voice even suggest that she hoped, if an

I nsufficiency were to be discovered, it would be her own?
But the doctor had nerely been spelling it all out for

us, telling us the worst, before going on to say that there
was still a great possibility that both of us were okay, and
that we m ght soon be proud parents. But of course we would
bot h undergo a battery of tests. Conplete physicals. The
works. (I don't want to repeat the unpleasant specifics of
this kind of thorough investigation.)

W went through the tests on a Monday. Jenny during

the day, | after work (I was fantastically imersed in the

| egal world). Dr. Sheppard called Jenny in again that Friday,
explaining that his nurse had screwed up and he needed to
check a few things again. Wen Jenny told ne of the revisit,
| began to suspect that perhaps he had found the .

Insufficiency with her. | think she suspected the sane. The
nurse-screwing-up alibi is pretty trite.
When Dr. Sheppard called ne at Jonas and Marsh, | was

al nrost certain. Whuld | please drop by his office on the way
home? When | heard this was not to be a three-way
conversation ('l spoke to Ms. Barrett earlier today'), ny
suspi cions were confirnmed. Jenny could not have children.

Al t hough, let's not phrase it in the absolute, Qiver;



remenber Sheppard nentioned there were things |ike corrective
surgery and so forth. But | couldn't concentrate at all, and
it was foolish to wait it out till five o' clock. | called
Sheppard back and asked if he could see nme in the early

af ternoon. He said okay.

'Do you know whose fault it is? | asked, not m ncing

any words.

‘I really wouldn't say 'fault,' diver,' he replied.

"Wl |, okay, do you know which of us is

mal f uncti oni ng?"

"Yes. Jenny.'

| had been nore or less prepared for this, but the
finality wwth which the doctor pronounced it still threw ne.
He wasn't saying anything nore, so | assuned he wanted a
statenent of sone sort from ne.

‘Ckay, so we'll adopt kids. | nean, the inportant

thing is that we | ove each other, right?

And then he told ne.

"Adiver, the problemis nore serious than that. Jenny

Is very sick.'

"Whul d you define 'very sick,' please?

‘' She's dying.'

"That's inpossible,' | said.

And | waited for the doctor to tell ne that it was all

a grimjoke.

"She is, diver,' he said. '"I'"'mvery sorry to have to

tell you this.'

| insisted that he had nade sone m stake - perhaps

that idiot nurse of his had screwed up again and given him
the wong X rays or sonething. He replied with as nuch
conpassi on as he could that Jenny's bl ood test had been
repeated three tinmes. There was absolutely no question about
t he diagnosis. He would of course have to refer us - ne -
Jenny to a hematologist. In fact, he could suggest -

| waved ny hand to cut himoff. | wanted silence for a
mnute. Just silence to let it all sink in. Then a thought
occurred to ne.

"What did you tell Jenny, doctor?

" That you were both all right.'

' She bought it?

"I think so.'

"When do we have to tell her?

"At this point, it's up to you.'

Up to ne! Christ, at this point | didn't feel up to



br eat hi ng.

The doctor explained that what therapy they had for

Jenny's formof |eukema was nerely palliative - it could
relieve, it mght retard, but it could not reverse. So at

that point it was up to ne. They could withhold therapy for a
whi | e.

But at that nmonent all | really could think of was how
obscene the whol e fucking thing was.
"She's only twenty-four!' | told the doctor, shouting,

| think. He nodded, very patiently, knowing full well Jenny's
age, but al so understandi ng what agony this was for ne.
Finally | realized that | couldn't just sit in this man's

office forever. So | asked hi mwhat to do. | nean, what |
should do. He told ne to act as nornmal as possible for as
| ong as possible. |I thanked himand | eft.

Nor mal ! Nor mal !
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| began to think about God.

| nmean, the notion of a Suprenme Being existing

sonewhere began to creep into nmy private thoughts. Not
because | wanted to strike H mon the face, to punch H m out
for what He was about to do to ne - to Jenny, that is. No,
the kind of religious thoughts | had were just the opposite.
Li ke when | woke up in the norning and Jenny was there. Still
there. I'msorry, enbarrassed even, but | hoped there was a
God | could say thank you to. Thank you for letting ne wake
up and see Jennifer.

| was trying like hell to act normal, so of course |

"Seeing Stratton today?' she asked, as | was having a
second bowl of Special K

"Who?' | asked.

"Raynond Stratton '64,' she said, 'your best friend.

Your roonmmate before ne.'

'Yeah. W were supposed to play squash. | think I"1l]

cancel it.'

"Bul I shit.'

"What, Jen?

"Don't go canceling squash ganes, Preppie. | don't

want a fl abby husband, dammt!’



"Ckay,' | said, '"but let's have di nner downtown.'

"Why?' she asked.

"What do you nean, 'why'?" | yelled, trying to work up

ny normal nock anger. 'Can't | take ny goddamm wife to dinner
if I want to?

"Who is she, Barrett? What's her nane?' Jenny asked.

" What ?"

"Listen,' she explained. 'Wen you have to take your

wi fe to dinner on a weekday, you nust be screw ng someone!"’
*Jennifer!" | bellowed, now honestly hurt. 'I wll not

have that kind of talk at ny breakfast table!’

" Then get your ass hone to ny dinner table. Ckay?

" Ckay. '

And | told this God, whoever and wherever He m ght be,

that | would gladly settle for the status quo. | don't mnd
the agony, sir, | don't mnd know ng as |ong as Jenny doesn't
know. Did you hear nme, Lord, sir? You can nane the price.

"Adiver?

"Yes, M. Jonas?

He had called ne into his office.

"Are you famliar with the Beck affair? he asked.

O course | was. Robert L. Beck, photographer for Life
magazi ne, had the shit kicked out of him by the Chicago
police, while trying to photograph a riot. Jonas consi dered
this one of the key cases for the firm

"I know the cops punched himout, sir," | told Jonas,

| i ght heartedly (hah!).

‘I'd like you to handle it, diver,' he said.

"Mysel £?' | asked.

"You can take al ong one of the younger nen,' he

replied.

Younger nmen? | was the youngest guy in the office. But

| read his nessage: Oiver, despite your chronol ogi cal age,
you are already one of the elders of this office. One of us,
Aiver.

" Thank you, sir,' | said.

' How soon can you | eave for Chicago? he asked.

| had resolved to tell nobody, to shoulder the entire
burden nyself. So | gave old man Jonas sone bullshit, | don't
even renenber exactly what, about how | didn't feel I could
| eave New York at this tinme, sir. And | hoped he woul d
understand. But | know he was di sappointed at ny reaction to



what was obviously a very significant gesture. Ch, Christ,
M. Jonas, when you find out the real reason!

Paradox: Oiver Barrett IV leaving the office earlier, yet
wal ki ng honmeward nore slowy. How can you explain that?

| had gotten into the habit of w ndow shoppi ng on

Fifth Avenue, |ooking at the wonderful and silly extravagant
things | woul d have bought Jennifer had I not wanted to keep

up that fiction of . . . normal.

Sure, | was afraid to go hone. Because now, several

weeks after | had first |learned the true facts, she was
beginning to |l ose weight. | nean, just a little and she
hersel f probably didn't notice. But I, who knew, noticed.
| would wi ndow shop the airlines: Brazil, the

Carri bbean, Hawaii ('Get away fromit all - fly into the

sunshine!') and so forth. On this particular afternoon, TWA
was pushing Europe in the off season: London for shoppers,
Paris for |overs .

"What about ny schol arshi p? What about Paris, which

|'ve never seen in ny whol e goddamm |ife?

"'What about our marriage?

"Who sai d anyt hing about marri age?'

"Me. I'msaying it now

"You want to marry ne?

"Yes.'

iy 2"

| was such a fantastically good credit risk that | already
owned a Diners Club card. Zip! My signature on the dotted
line and | .Was the proud possessor of two tickets (first
class, no less) to the Gty of Lovers.

Jenny | ooked kind of pale and gray when | got hone,

but | hoped ny fantastic idea would put sonme color in those
cheeks.

‘Guess what, Ms. Barrett,' | said

"You got fired,' guessed ny optimstic wfe.

"No. Fired up," | replied, and pulled out the tickets.
"Up, up and away,' | said. 'Tonorrow night to Paris.'

"Bullshit, diver,' she said. But quietly, with none

of her usual nock-aggression. As she spoke it then, it was a
kind of endearnent: 'Bullshit, diver.'

'Hey, can you define 'bullshit' nore specifically,

pl ease?"

"Hey, dlie,' she said softly, '"that's not the way



we're gonna do it.'

‘Do what? '| asked.

"I don't want Paris. | don't need Paris. | just want

you - '

" That you've got, baby!' | interrupted, sounding

falsely nmerry.

"And | want tinme,' she continued, 'which you can't

give ne.'

Now | | ooked into her eyes. They were ineffably sad.

But sad in a way only | understood. They were saying she was
sorry. That is, sorry for nmne.

We stood there silently holding one another. Pl ease,

If one of us cries, let both of us cry. But preferably
nei t her of us.

And t hen Jenny expl ai ned how she had been feeling
"absolutely shitty' and gone back to Dr. Sheppard, not for
consul tation, but confrontation: Tell nme what's wong with
me, dammt. And he did.

| felt strangely guilty at not having been the one to
break it to her. She sensed this, and made a cal cul atedly
stupi d renark.

'"He's a Yalie, A

"Who is, Jen?

" Ackerman. The hernatologist. Atotal Yalie. College

and Med School .’

"Oh,' | said, knowi ng that she was trying to inject
some levity into the grim proceedi ngs.
‘Can he at least read and wite?' | asked.

"That renmains to be seen,' smled Ms. diver Barrett,
Radcliffe "64, '"but | know he can talk. And | wanted to
tal k.'

‘Ckay, then, for the Yalie doctor,' | said.

" Ckay,' she said.
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Now at |east | wasn't afraid to go hone, | wasn't scared
about 'acting normal.' W were once again sharing everything,
even if it was the awful know edge that our days together
were every one of them nunbered.

There were things we had to discuss, things not



usual | y broached by twenty-four-year-old couples.
"I'"mcounting on you to be strong, you hockey jock,"

she sai d.

I will, I wll,"” I answered, wondering if the always
knowi ng Jennifer could tell that the great hockey jock was
fright ened.

"I mean, for Phil," she continued. 'It's gonna be
hardest for him You, after all, you'll be the
merry-w dower.'

"I won't be nmerry," | interrupted.

"You'll be nerry, goddammit. | want you to be nerry.
kay ?'

" Ckay. '

" Ckay. '

It was about a nonth later, right after dinner. She was
still doing the cooking; she insisted on it. |I had finally
persuaded her to allow nme to clean up (though she gave ne
heat about it not being 'man's work'), and was putting away
the dishes while she played Chopin on the piano. | heard her
stop in md - Prelude, and wal ked i mediately into the |iving
room She was just sitting there.

"Are you okay, Jen?' | asked, neaning it in a relative
sense. She answered wi th anot her questi on.

"Are you rich enough to pay for a taxi ?" she asked.

"Sure,' | replied. 'Wiere do you want to go?

"Like - the hospital,' she said.

| was aware, in the swift flurry of notions that

followed, that this was it. Jenny was going to wal k out of
our apartnent and never conme back. As she just sat there

while | threw a few things together for her, I wondered what
was crossing her mnd. About the apartnent, | nean. What
woul d she want to | ook at to renenber?

Not hi ng. She just sat still, focusing on nothing at

all.

"Hey,' | said, 'anything special you want to take

al ong?’

"Uh uh.' She nodded no, then added as an afterthought,
"You. '

Downstairs it was tough to get a cab, it being theater

hour and all. The doorman was bl ow ng his whistle and wavi ng
his arns |ike a wild-eyed hockey referee. Jenny just |eaned
against nme, and | secretly w shed there would be no taxi,



that she would just keep leaning on ne. But we finally got
one. And the cabbie was - just our luck - a jolly type. Wen
he heard Mount Sinai Hospital on the double, he launched into
a whol e routi ne.

"Don't worry, children, you're in experienced hands.

The stork and | have been doi ng business for years.'

In the back seat, Jenny was cuddl ed up agai nst ne. |

was ki ssing her hair.

"Is this your first? asked our jolly driver.

| guess Jenny could feel | was about to snap at the

guy, and she whi spered to ne:

"Be nice, Qiver. He's trying to be nice to us.'

"Yes, sir," I told him "It's the first, and ny wfe

Isn't feeling so great, so could we junp a few |ights,

pl ease?’

He got us to Mount Sinai in nothing flat. He was very

nice, getting out to open the door for us and everyt hi ng.
Before taking off again, he wished us all sorts of good
fortune and happi ness. Jenny thanked him

She seened unsteady on her feet and | wanted to carry her
in, but she insisted, '"Not this threshold, Preppie." So we
wal ked in and suffered through that painfully nit-picking
process of checking in.

"Do you have Blue Shield or other nedical plan?

'No.

(Who coul d have thought of such trivia? W were too

busy buyi ng di shes.)

O course, Jenny's arrival was not unexpected. It had
earlier been foreseen and was now bei ng supervi sed by Bernard
Ackerman, M D., who was, as Jenny predicted, a good guy,
albeit a total Yalie.

"She's getting white cells and platelets,’ Dr.

Ackerman told nme. 'That's what she needs nobst at the nonent.
She doesn't want antinetabolites at all.'

"What does that nean?' | asked.

"It's a treatnent that slows cell destruction,' he
expl ai ned, 'but - as Jenny knows - there can be unpl easant
side effects.'

"Listen, doctor' - | know | was lecturing him

needl essly - 'Jenny's the boss. Whatever she says goes. Just
you guys do everything you possibly can to nake it not hurt.’
"You can be sure of that,' he said.

‘I don't care what it costs, doctor.' | think |I was



rai sing ny voi ce.

"It could be weeks or nonths,' he said.

"Screw the cost,' | said. He was very patient with ne.

| nmean, | was bullying him really.

"I was sinply saying,' Ackerman expl ained, 'that

there's really no way of know ng how |l ong - or how short -

she'll linger.'

"Just renenber, doctor,' | commanded him 'just

remenber | want her to have the very best. Private room
Speci al nurses. Everything. Please. |'ve got the noney.’
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It is inpossible to drive from East Sixty-third Street,
Manhattan, to Boston, Massachusetts, in less than three hours
and twenty mnutes. Believe nme, | have tested the outer
limts on this track, and | amcertain that no autonobil e,
foreign or donestic, even with sone GahamHill type at the
wheel , can nmake it faster. | had the MG at a hundred and five
on the Mass Turnpi ke.

| have this cordless electric razor and you can be

sure | shaved carefully, and changed ny shirt in the car,
before entering those hallowed offices on State Street. Even
at 8 AM there were several distinguished - |ooking Boston
types waiting to see Aiver Barrett IlIl. H's secretary - who
knew ne - didn't blink twi ce when she spoke ny nane into the
I nt ercom

My father did not say, 'Show himin.'

| nstead, his door opened and he appeared in person. He

said, '"diver.'

Preoccupied as | was wi th physical appearances, |

noticed that he seened a bit pale, that his hair had grown
grayi sh (and perhaps thinner) in these three years.

"Cone in, son,' he said. | couldn't read the tone.

just wal ked toward his office.

| sat inthe '"client's chair.'

W | ooked at one another, then let our gazes drift

onto other objects in the room | |let mne fall anong the
Itenms on his desk: scissors in a |eather case, letter opener
with a | eather handle, a photo of Mdther taken years ago. A
photo of ne (Exeter graduation).



'How ve you been, son?' he asked.

"Well, sir," | answered.

"And how s Jennifer?' he asked.

Instead of lying to him | evaded the issue - although
it was the issue - by blurting out the reason for ny sudden
r eappear ance.

"Father, | need to borrow five thousand dollars. For a
good reason.'

He | ooked at ne. And sort of nodded, | think.

"Wl | ? ' he said.

"Sir?" | asked.

‘"May | know the reason?' he asked.

‘I can't tell you, Father. Just |lend ne the dough.

Pl ease."

| had the feeling - if one can actually receive

feelings fromQiver Barrett IIl - that he intended to give
me the noney. | also sensed that he didn't want to give ne
any heat. But he did want to . . . talk.

"Don't they pay you at Jonas and Marsh?' he asked.

"Yes, sir.'

| was tenpted to tell himhow nuch, nerely to let him
know it was a class record, but then |I thought if he knew
where | worked, he probably knew ny salary as well.

"And doesn't she teach too?' he asked.

Vel |, he doesn't know everyt hing.

"Don't call her 'she,'' | said.

"Doesn't Jennifer teach?" he asked politely.

"And pl ease | eave her out of this, Father. This is a
personal matter. A very inportant personal matter.'

'Have you gotten sone girl in trouble? he asked, but

w t hout any deprecation in his voice.

"Yeah,' | said, 'yes, sir. That's it. Gve ne the

dough. Pl ease.’

| don't think for a nonent he believed ny reason. |

don't think he really wanted to know. He had questioned ne
nmerely, as | said before, so we could . . . talk.

He reached into his desk drawer and took out a

checkbook bound in the sane cordovan | eather as the handl e of
his |l etter opener and the case for his scissors. He opened it
slowy. Not to torture nme, | don't think, but to stall for
time. To find things to say. Non-abrasive things.

He finished witing the check, tore it fromthe book

and then held it out toward ne. | was naybe a split second
slowin realizing | should reach out ny hand to neet his. So



he got enbarrassed (I think), wthdrew his hand and pl aced
the check on the edge of his desk. He | ooked at ne now and
nodded. Hi s expression seened to say, 'There it is, son.' But
all he really did was nod.

It's not that | wanted to |leave, either. It's just

that | nyself couldn't think of anything neutral to say. And
we couldn't just sit there, both of us willing to talk and
yet unable even to | ook the other straight in the face.

| | eaned over and picked up the check. Yes, it said

five thousand dollars, signed AQiver Barrett H. It was
already dry. | folded it carefully and put it into ny shirt
pocket as | rose and shuffled to the door. | should at |east

have said sonething to the effect that | knew that on ny
account very inportant Boston dignitaries (maybe even

Washi ngton) were cooling their heels in his outer office, and
yet if we had nore to say to one another | could even hang
around your office, Father, and you woul d cancel your

| uncheon plans . . . and so forth.

| stood there with the door half open, and summobned

the courage to | ook at himand say:

" Thank you, Father.’
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The task of informng Phil Cavilleri fell to ne. Who el se?
He did not go to pieces as | feared he mght, but calmy

cl osed the house in Cranston and cane to live in our
apartnment. We all have our idiosyncratic ways of coping with
grief. Phil's was to clean the place. To wash, to scrub, to
polish. | don't really understand his thought processes, but
Christ, et himwork.

Does he cherish the dreamthat Jenny will cone hone?

He does, doesn't he? The poor bastard. That's why he's
cleaning up. He just won't accept things for what they are.
O course, he won't admt this to ne, but I knowit's on his
m nd.

Because it's on m ne too.

Once she was in the hospital, | called old man Jonas and
| et him know why | couldn't be comng to work. | pretended
that | had to hurry off the phone because | know he was



pai ned and wanted to say things he couldn't possibly express.
From then on, the days were sinply divided between visiting
hours and everything el se. And of course everything el se was
not hi ng. Eating w thout hunger, watching Phil clean the
apartnent (again!) and not sleeping even with the
prescription Ackernman gave ne.

Once | overheard Phil nmutter to hinself, 'I can't

stand it nuch longer.' He was in the next room washing our

di nner dishes (by hand). | didn't answer him but | did think
to nyself, | can. Whoever's Up There running the show, M.
Suprene Being, sir, keep it up, | can take this ad infinitum
Because Jenny is Jenny.

That evening, she kicked ne out of the room She

wanted to speak to her father 'man to man.

"This neeting is restricted only to Anericans of

Italian descent,' she said, |ooking as white as her pill ows,
'so beat it, Barrett.'

" Ckay,' | said.

"But not too far,' she said when | reached the door.

| went to sit in the |ounge. Presently Phil appeared.

' She says to get your ass in there,' he whispered

hoarsely, |like the whole inside of himwas hollow. 'I'm gonna
buy sonme cigarettes.'

' Cl ose the goddamm door,' she commanded as | entered

the room | obeyed, shut the door quietly, and as | went back
to sit by her bed, | caught a fuller view of her. | nean,
with the tubes going into her right arm which she woul d keep
under the covers. | always liked to sit very close and just

| ook at her face, which, however pale, still had her eyes
shining init.

So | quickly sat very cl ose.

‘It doesn't hurt, Alie, really,' she said. '"It's |like
falling off a cliff in slow notion, you know?

Sonmet hing stirred deep in ny gut. Sone shapel ess thing

that was going to fly into ny throat and make ne cry. But |
wasn't going to. | never have. |I'ma tough bastard, see? | am
not gonna cry.

But if I'mnot gonna cry, then | can't open ny nouth.

"Il sinply have to nod yes. So | nodded yes.

"Bul I shit," she said.

"Huh?' It was nore of a grunt than a word.

"You don't know about falling off cliffs, Preppie,’

she said. 'You never fell off one in your goddamm life."'
'Yeah,' | said, recovering the power of speech. 'Wen



| met you.'

'Yeah,' she said, and a smle crossed her face. ''Ch,
what a falling off was there.' W said that?

"I don't know,' | replied. 'Shakespeare.'

' Yeah, but who?' she said kind of plaintively. 'l

can't renmenber which play, even. | went to Radcliffe, |
shoul d renenber things. | once knew all the Mdzart Kdchel
listings.'

"Big deal,' | said.

"You bet it was,' she said, and then screwed up

her forehead, asking, 'Wat nunber is the C M nor

Pi ano Concerto?

“I"ll look it up," | said.

| knew just where. Back in the apartnent, on a shelf

by the piano. | would look it up and tell her first thing
t onor r ow.

"I used to know,' Jenny said, 'l did. | used to know.'
"Listen,' | said, Bogart style, 'do you want to talk
musi c?'

"Wul d you prefer talking funeral s?' she asked.

"No," | said, sorry for having interrupted her

"I discussed it with Phil. Are you listening, Alie?

| had turned ny face away.

"Yeah, I'mlistening, Jenny.'

"I told himhe could have a Catholic service, you'd

say okay. Ckay?

" Ckay,' | said.

" Ckay,' she replied.

And then | felt slightly relieved, because after all,

what ever we tal ked of now woul d have to be an inprovenent.
| was wrong.

"Listen, Aiver,' said Jenny, and it was in her angry

voi ce, albeit soft. '"diver, you' ve got to stop being sick!"’
" VB

"That quilty | ook on your face, Odiver, it's sick.'
Honestly, | tried to change ny expression, but ny

facial nuscles were frozen.

"It's nobody's fault, you preppie bastard,' she was
saying. 'Wuld you please stop bl am ng yoursel f!'

| wanted to keep | ooking at her because | wanted to

never take ny eyes fromher, but still | had to | ower ny
eyes, | was so ashaned that even now Jenny was readi ng ny
m nd so perfectly.

"Listen, that's the only goddamm thing |I'm asking,



AOlie. Oherwise, I know you'll be okay.
That thing in ny gut was stirring again, so | was

afraid to even speak the word 'okay.' | just |ooked nmutely at
Jenny.

"*Screw Paris,' she said suddenly.

" Huh?'

"Screw Paris and nusic and all the crap you think you
stole fromne. | don't care, you sonovabitch. Can't you
bel i eve that?

"No," | answered truthfully.

"Then get the hell out of here,' she said. 'l don't

want you at ny goddamm deat hbed."

She neant it. | could tell when Jenny really neant

sonmet hing. So | bought perm ssion to stay by telling a |lie:
"l believe you,' | said.

"That's better,' she said. 'Now would you do ne a

favor?'" From sonewhere inside ne cane this devastating
assault to make nme cry. But | wthstood. | would not cry. |
would nerely indicate to Jennifer - by the affirmative
noddi ng of ny head - that | would be happy to do her any
favor what soever.

"Whul d you please hold nme very tight?' she asked.

| put ny hand on her forearm- Christ, so thin - and

gave it a little squeeze.

"No, Aiver,' she said, 'really hold ne. Next to ne.'

| was very, very careful - of the tubes and things -

as | got onto the bed with her and put ny arns around her.
" Thanks, dlie.’

Those were her | ast words.
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Phil Cavilleri was in the solarium snoking his nth
cigarette, when | appeared.

"Phil? 'l said softly.

' Yeah?' He | ooked up and | think he already knew.

He obvi ously needed sone kind of physical conforting.

| wal ked over and placed nmy hand on his shoulder. | was
afraid he mght cry. | was pretty sure | wouldn't. Couldn't.
| nmean, | was past all that.



He put his hand on m ne.

"I wsh,'" he nmuttered, 'l wished | hadn't . . .' He

paused there, and 1 waited. What was the hurry, after all?
"'1 wish | hadn't prom sed Jenny to be strong for

you.'

And, to honor his pledge, he patted ny hand very

gently. But | had to be alone. To breathe air. To take a
wal k, maybe.

Downst airs, the hospital | obby was absolutely still.

Al'l | could hear was the click of ny own heels on the

| i nol eum

"Adiver.'

| stopped.

It was ny father. Except for the woman at the

reception desk we were all by ourselves there. In fact, we
were anong the few people in New York awake at that hour.

| couldn't face him | went straight for the revol ving
door. But in an instant he was out there standing next to ne.
"Aiver,' he said, 'you should have told ne.'

It was very cold, which in a way was good because |

was nunmb and wanted to feel sonething. My father continued to

address nme, and | continued to stand still and let the cold
wi nd slap ny face.

"As soon as | found out, | junped into the car.'

| had forgotten ny coat; the chill was starting to

make ne ache. Good. Good.

"Adiver,' said ny father urgently, 'I want to help.'
*Jenny's dead,' | told him

‘I"'msorry,' he said in a stunned whi sper.

Not know ng why, | repeated what | had | ong ago

| earned fromthe beautiful girl now dead.

'Love neans not ever having to say you're sorry.'

And then | did what | had never done in his presence, mnuch
less in his arns. | cried.
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