Story

I get home from work and there is a message from him:
that he is not coming, that he is busy. He will call again. I
wait to hear from him, then at nine o’clock I go to where
he lives, find his car, but he’s not home. I knock at his
apartment door and then at all the garage doors, not
knowing which garage door is his—no answer. I write a
note, read it over, write a new note, and stick it in his door.
At home I am restless, and all I can do, though I have a lot
to do, since I’'m going on a trip in the morning, is play the
piano. I call again at ten forty-five and he’s home, he has
been to the movies with his old girlfriend, and she’s still
there. He says he’ll call back. I wait. Finally I sit down and
write in my notebook that when he calls me either he will
then come to me, or he will not and I will be angry, and so
I will have either him or my own anger, and this might be
alt right, since anger is always a great comfort, as I found
with my husband. And then I go on to write, in the third
person and the past tense, that clearly she always needed to
have a love even if it was a complicated love. He calls back
before | have time to finish writing all this down. When he
calls, it is a little after eleven thirty. We argue until nearly
Bvelve. Everything he says is a contradiction: for example,
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he says he did not want to see me because he wanted to
work and even more because he wanted to be alone, but he
has not worked and he has not been alone. There is no way
I can get him to reconcile any of his contradictions, and
when this conversation begins to sound too much like
many I had with my husband I say goodbye and hang up. I
finish writing down what I started to write down even
though by now it no longer seems true that anger is any
great comfort.

I call him back five minutes later to tell him that T am
sorry about all this arguing, and that I love him, but there
is no answer. I call again five minutes later, thinking he
might have walked out to his garage and walked back, but
again there is no answer. I think of driving to where he
lives again and looking for his garage to see if he is in there
working, because he keeps his desk there and his books and
that is where he goes to read and write. I am in my night-
gown, it is after twelve and I have to leave the next morn-
ing at five. Even so, I get dressed and drive the mile or so
to his place. I am afraid that when I get there I will see
other cars by his house that I did not see earlier and that
one of them will belong to his old girlfriend. When I drive
down the driveway I see two cars that weren’t there before,
and one of them is parked as close as possible to his door,
and I think that she is there. I walk around the small build-
ing to the back where his apartment is, and look in the
window: the light is on, but I can’t see anything clearly
because of the half-closed venetian blinds and the steam on
the glass. But things inside the room are not the same as
they were earlier in the evening, and before there was no
steam. I open the outer screen door and knock. I wait. No
answer. I let the screen door fall shut and 1 walk away to
check the row of garages. Now the door opens behind me
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as I am walking away and he comes out. I can’t see him
very well because it is dark in the narrow lane beside his
door and he is wearing dark clothes and whatever light
there is is behind him. He comes up to me and puts his
arms around me without speaking, and I think he is not
speaking not because he is feeling so much but because he
is preparing what he will say. He lets go of me and walks
around me and ahead of me out to where the cars are
parked by the garage doors.

As we walk out there he says “Look,” and my name,
and I am waiting for him to say that she is here and also
that it’s all over between us. But he doesn’t, and T have the
feeling he did intend to say something like that, at least say
that she was here, and that he then thought better of it for
some reason. Instead, he says that everything that went
wrong tonight was his fault and he’s sorry. He stands with
his back against a garage door and his face in the light and
I stand in front of him with my back to the light. At one
point he hugs me so suddenly that the fire of my cigarette
crumbles against the garage door behind him. I know why
we’re out here and not in his room, but 1 don’t ask him
until everything is all right between us. Then he says, “She
wasn’t here when I called you. She came back later.” He
says the only reason she is there is that something is trou-
bling her and he is the only one she can talk to about it.
Then he says, “You don’t understand, do you?”

I try to figure it out.

So they went to the movies and then came back to his
place and then I called and then she left and he called back
and we argued and then I called back twice but he had
gone out to get a beer (he says) and then I drove over and
in the meantime he had returned from buying beer and she
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had also come back and she was in his room so we talked
by the garage doors. But what is the truth? Could he and
she both really have come back in that short interval
between my last phone call and my arrival at his place? Or
is the truth really that during his call to me she waited out-
side or in his garage or in her car and that he then brought
her in again, and that when the phone rang with my
second and third calls he let it ring without answering,
because he was fed up with me and with arguing? Or is the
truth that she did leave and did come back later but that he
remained and let the phone ring without answering? Or
did he perhaps bring her in and then go out for the beer
while she waited there and listened to the phone ring? The
last is the least likely. T don’t believe anyway that there was
any trip out for beet.

The fact that he does not tell me the truth all the time
makes me not sure of his truth at certain times, and then I
work to figure out for myself if what he is telling me is the
truth or not, and sometimes I can figure out that it’s not
the truth and sometimes I don’t know and never know,
and sometimes just because he says it to me over and over
again T am convinced it is the truth because I don’t believe
he would repeat a lie so often. Maybe the truth does not
matter, but I want to know it if only so that I can come to
some conclusions about such questions as: whether he is
angry at me or not; if he is, then how angry; whether he
still loves her or not; if he does, then how much; whether
he loves me or not; how much; how capable he is of
deceiving me in the act and after the act in the telling.

The Fears of Mrs. Orlando

Mrs. Otlando’s world is a dark one. In her house she
knows what is dangerous: the gas stove, the steep stairs, the
slick bathtub, and several kinds of bad wiring. Outside her
.house she knows some of what is dangerous but not all of
it, and is frightened by her own ignorance, and avid for
information about crime and disaster.

Though she takes every precaution, no precaution will
be enough. She tries to prepare for sudden hunger, for
cold, for boredom, and for heavy bleeding. She is never
without a bandaid, a safety pin, and a knife. In her car she
has, among other things, a length of rope and a whistle
and also a social history of England to read while waiting’
for her daughters, who are often a long time shopping.

In general she likes to be accompanied by men: they
offer protection both because of their large size and
because of their rational outlook on the world. She admires
prudence, and respects the man who reserves a table in
advance and also the one who hesitates before answering
any of her questions. She believes in hiring lawyers and
feels most comfortable talking to lawyers because every one
of their words is endorsed by the law. But she will ask her
daughters or a woman friend to go shopping with her
downtown, rather than go alone.




