Part Five: Letters

When all that story’s finished, what’s the news?

In luck or out the toil has left its mark.

That old perplexity an empty purse,

Or the day’s vanity, the night’s remorse.

--W.B. Yeats







Monday 15 April

O

n Monday morning about 9 AM two couriers set out from Rushmore to deliver two important letters. Rose Wyznewski headed for the Theatre complex intending to hand-deliver her envelope to Artemis Fletcher, a woman she knew by sight but had never met. A work-study student strolled to Kaiser Hall and slid a letter for Jack into his mail cubicle, where it lay waiting for him to finish exercising Moonheen and show up for work. He would not read it until nearly ten A.M.  

"Dear Professor Stoneycroft: 

Enclosed you will find a list of the colleagues, students, and others who submitted confidential evaluations solicited by the Decanal Search Committee. I must disappoint you in all the other requests enumerated in your letter. You will not be permitted to answer as yet unspecified charges before our Committee. You will not be granted access to the privileged letters raising questions concerning your professional conduct. The Committee was most disturbed that you have chosen to delay its decision in choosing final Decanal candidates by seeking an injunction in District Court. We assure you that as soon as the injunction is lifted, the Committee will complete its task. We are all sorry indeed that this issue has arisen, but are convinced that the administration and our committee are handling an unfortunate and unprecedented development in the fairest, indeed the only responsible manner available to us.

Sincerely,

Professor Horst Kleiner

Professor of German

Chair, Search Committee for Dean of Humanities 

cc. 
Provost Tim Horsfall


Rose Wyznewski

List of Signed Evaluators of Professor Jackson Stoneycroft

submitted to the Decanal Search Committee

Lincoln Kangamishu 


Maria Moscowitz 

Lois Jones

Jeremy Harkens


Paula Merriwether

Greta Morgan


Miles Foresander

    
David Pellerin


and 27 unsigned 

Utah Katz



Porter Dickinson

comments


Artemis Fletcher


Chen Ming




Abby Means



R. P. Bindermann

Townley Smith


George Barnstone

Kiki Russell



Jean-Louis Capucin

Pierlorenzo Boccone


Tom Westmeyer

Giles Sullivan



Cindy Fox

Rose Wyznewski did not find Artemis Fletcher in her office or anywhere nearby in the Theatre Building. After inspecting the office hours posted on her door --"9 AM Somedays till Whenever"--Rose decided they could not be literally interpreted. Perhaps, she thought, I should have warned her I was coming by phone and asked her to meet me. Rose became increasingly uncomfortable standing outside Artemis' office with an envelope clutched in her hand. She did not have the option of leaving it in a mailbox or sliding it under her door. This letter needed a context, a history and an explanation that she couldn’t put in writing. Standing for twenty minutes in her heels, black pantyhose and minikilt, she envied the students in jeans and leggings who could wait for their professors sprawled on the mud-scuffed floors of the Theatre building. A few years back, in Las Vegas, she had attended classes at UNLV dressed pretty much as she was today, a striking figure among students just as casually overalled and jeaned as the ones now studying or catnapping at her feet. Straight from dealing Blackjack on the late shift she would grab breakfast and energized, head for campus to attend her Psych and Women’s Studies classes. She had come to Las Vegas from Kansas, hoping to support her ambition to compete as a pro in contract bridge tournaments. Her card savvy got her well-paid work at the Casinos, dealing Blackjack and Poker, but soon she soured on the gambling life. Soured especially on her male co-workers and superiors, whom she had to admit were more sexually presumptuous than the professors she encountered when she shifted her bill-paying career from nightlong card playing to her present day job-- academic administration. Though she was well aware her style of dress jarred in the dreary paper-shuffling daylight, she couldn’t abandon it. To leave a little high-stakes excitement glittering in her clothes felt good. Like Ivy profs who never graduate from their undergrad khakis and tweed jackets, Rose only felt comfortable after Vegas in black stockings and short skirts. But being surrounded like this by slovenly kids irritated and exposed her.

When Artemis did arrive, tossing her hair and scarves in contrary directions, she noticed Rose impatiently shifting her weight from one foot to the other as she stood outside her door.

"May I see you a moment, Professor Fletcher?"

"I'm sorry, but I'm late for a meeting. Can we make an appointment?"

"I'm Rose Wyznewski from the Affirmative Action Office. I have a letter I’d like you to read. Then perhaps you might be willing to run a little late so we could talk?"

Artemis did not reply, but she opened her office door and closed it after Rose followed her in and handed her the envelope. After reading two sentences, Artemis picked up her phone, dialed five digits and said, "Abby, please start without me. I know, I know, I asked for the meeting. Say what I would say. What's happening here? It's a command performance I can't postpone. Nothing like that, silly. Please? Ciao." She put the phone down with anticipatory deliberateness and read the rest of Lin Yu's e-mail to Jack Stoneycroft.

"Is this Eyes Only," said Artemis, "or may I hang on to this copy and show it to one other person?"

Rose said nothing. They both smiled. Artemis thought, Brave woman, I’m not sure I could have stolen that letter. She’s way out in front on this. But she sure isn’t dressed like a sexual policewoman. Dressed more like a gal who could use some policing herself.
"OK, I understand. Whatever happens to this letter from now on will be on my head."

Rose still said nothing, but said it with a louder smile. We are allies. Maybe soulmates. When Rose finally spoke, she said, "I’ll phone Ms. Yu myself. In very general terms, I’ll invite her to share any uncomfortable encounters with male faculty she might have had."

Artemis remembered her failures to penetrate Lin’s silence about Jack. "I'm not optimistic that she'll respond to that approach, despite the tone in this letter.” Lin's anger didn’t surprise Artemis. First there had been that pitiful sobbing on the day of the “Bed-Sit” rehearsal, then the stoic composure she imagined Lin Yu assumed on leaving Jack’s car at the abortion clinic. Underneath all that was the one emotion Artemis believed to be at the heart of most women’s feelings toward men: the place we all arrive. Rage.
"The letter documents his mistreatment of her. That's why I brought it to you. Let's hope Ms. Yu can be persuaded to share her obviously painful experiences with us. And with the community. To keep some other women from suffering ... similar unhappiness."

Artemis was struck by Rose’s awkward euphemisms. Female administrators were often weak enablers of male entitlement. "Ms. Wysnewski, this letter could be useful—right now--to a woman he's recently come on to.  A student of his named Marla Crispin."

"What?"

"You heard me. You won’t believe this--well, actually, you will. Stoneycroft was pawing her yesterday. He embraced her. Incredible.  She thought it was just a benign paternalistic exuberance. What balls that man has! When Marla reads Ms. Yu’s letter, she'll see that but for the grace of god..."

"There goes she. You’re way ahead of me, Professor Fletcher. I thought the letter might lead to Lin helping us. But this new student is a godsend, isn't she? How in the world did you find her? Tell her I'm in Rushmore 9 to 4 when she’s ready to speak to someone with the authority to assert her rights in a legal and public way. Look, I’ve got to get back to my office, but I think you and I should talk soon, too. Maybe meet for lunch next week?"

Artemis held up both hands with her index and middle fingers crossed, then uncrossed those fingers into two upraised V's to salute her departing visitor. Rose opened the door and stepped into a hall teeming with female students, not one of whom wore clothes as provocative as Rose’s black textured tights.
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Later that morning Rose wrote a brief memo to the Provost: 

Tim--shred this immediately on reading, please--we have as of noon on Monday no student willing to bring a charge of harassment against the subject. I did receive several calls, and interviewed two faculty members and two students. Nothing was presented which improved on the original letters. All we have still are stories indicating subject has had what interviewees considered inappropriate relationships. Nothing we could present to the Sex Har Board. However--I am working on two very promising possibilities. They may take a few days to bear fruit. I request that you not prematurely close the investigation. Rose.

Tim Horsfall did not wait for the shredder. He crumpled the memo seconds after opening it, lit it with a match, and then used the flaming memo to light his cigar. He looked up at the smoke alarm high on the wall of his office and said--"Don't even think about it chappie--or you’ll be permanently defanged."

His secretary heard him talking and stuck her head in the office, thinking he was talking to her. The Provost was still sucking flames into his cigar. "May all your vices be as harmless, Ms. Sutton, as mine are." Ms. Sutton, to whom there were no harmless vices, closed the door.

Horsfall picked up the phone and called across the hall to Fleur, who, thirty seconds later, was sitting on the sofa while the Provost smoked and fumed:

"Our boys are going into court tomorrow to ask Judge McCloskey to lift his injunction. But that may not be an entirely prosperous development. From what I hear from its possibly alarmist Chair, the Search Committee is straying to the edge of the reservation--and if left to its own devices might take a second look at Professor Stoneycock."

Fleur gave her boss the bland expressionless smile that was her version of the disapproving glance.

"McCloskey will do his duty and kill the injunction, my Boston law boys say, but Belle Isle has negotiated a concession from our side which will shut down our harassment investigation at noon sharp this Friday. Unless Stoney's blood's in the water by Friday morning, we must call off our chief shark, the enterprising Ms. Wyznewski. Was I right to buy the deal, Fleur?"

"Yes, I’m sure you were right. Because there won't be any blood in the water by Friday, Tim. I know Stoneycroft. He's no harasser. Those ultrafems have got him so far wrong it's sickening. With the injunction turned off, the Search Committee will give you names you can live with, the cowards. They aren't insane or brave enough to send up Jack's name. So don’t worry. I personally think Jack would be a super Dean of Humanities. For sure he would give you and me a Hell of a hard time. But it would do us--I mean you—some good. Do the University good."

"He gives me a hard time every time he opens his mouth. I have no interest in giving him a 23 million-dollar budget and a bully pulpit with which to harass his betters. Sor-ree. He was too clever by half for the six years he survived on the starvation rations we fed to his History budget. He hired two future MacArthur Fellows behind my back."

"So you'll appoint yourself either a firebrand dean in Herman Gotoff who is three times as smart as you in dialectic and three times as deficient in common sense as the guy who cleans our johns. Or you'll appoint a PC lady saint of a dean who will spend her entire term of office avenging wrongs to women and minorities and not accomplish one creative thing for the Humanities. Karlson talks a great game, but for hard thinking in the real world of academia, forget it. I know you despise Dean Kurtz, but the man has more often than not picked winners. Remember, he supported Jack when at considerable expense he hired back-to back-Guggenheim and MacArthur winners in one year."

"I don’t want any more MacArthurs on my watch. They give the rest of the bloody Humanities faculty exalted airs. They start up this ridiculous 'We're the Public Harvard' chant, and the B. U. alumni in the General Court look at our budget in a foul mood and knock off another ten million. We can't afford MacArthurs, we can't afford Pulitzers, we can't even afford a basketball team that goes to the Ultimate Four, or whatever they call it. How can we pay a basketball coach $250,000 a year plus a cut of the gate receipts each time we play at the Fleet Center? Suppose our hot-shot physicists and poets started hiring agents?"

"Then you’d know you were doing something right. It’s FINAL Four, Tim, and Mike Caligary is worth every bloody buck he rips us off for. Without him shaming the legislature into giving us a university that looks half presentable when Dick Vitale and ABC Sports come to town, you would be facing an even angrier faculty and fewer millions to work with."

"Back to the final twosome that concerns us. Let it not be a final threesome, shall we?"

"Tim, you underestimate Stoneycroft. He won't go quietly. Look what he did last Thursday, first to you and then to Kurtz. He's the only shark who's tasted blood this week."

"If you want to use marine metaphors, Fleur, I have news from Ms. W that dear unbloodied Jack may have taken a hit below the waterline."

"And you're not going to tell me this torpedo's name."

"I wouldn't dream of so burdening your conscience."

"Your consideration of your staff's well-being is your all-time finest trait, Tim."
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Jack woke before dawn on Monday--actually, he had slept only for a few hours all night--so he could drive to Boston by 9:30. He rarely came to Boston, so finding a parking spot taxed his ingenuity. He finally found one in a MacDonald's restaurant lot six or seven blocks from the offices of Fogarty, Shawcross and Belle Isle. The reception room of the firm was as spacious as the lobby of a small tasteful hotel and furnished with French 18th century chairs, settees and hautboys. The tranquil ambiance exuded so much style and established wealth, he wondered whether it wasn't intended to exacerbate feelings of desperate chaos in clients like himself, who sat tensely contemplating their wrecked lives and pending indictments. Jack gave his name to the receptionist, who had a phone on her desk but no switchboard in sight. He was expected, she said. Belle Isle came soundlessly out over the immense Bokhara rug to greet him and guided him to a conference room that looked down on Boston Common.  

"Something very interesting has occurred, Jack. Look at these." Spread neatly at one end of a round cherry conference table were six sheets of paper. As Jack sat to read them his name jumped at him from all six pages.

"Are these they?"

"Those is," said Belle Isle. "Yesterday somebody mailed me all the letters accusing you of sexual harassment. By overnight mail. Fake return address and unregistered so I can't trace the sender. My best guess is that some sympathetic Rushmore type thinks you’re getting screwed and to help your cause copied and sent the letters to me. Or maybe Oberschmitt advised Horsfall to send them to your attorney to spare the Commonwealth an expensive court fight, which our side would surely win.  They read authentic to me. Look them over. Do you recognize yourself--or more to the point, do you recognize any of the authors?"

Jack read slowly through four handwritten evaluation forms, and the fifth item, typed, a page and a half long. Despite their importance, he found it hard to concentrate on the words. Words that interpreted his conduct just as unmercifully as his own stomach, which was tightening now just as it had when he had taken last Monday’s call from Wyznewski. Amazing how our stomachs always assume the worst is about to happen and prolong the aggravation.
"I recognized the handwriting in one evaluation before I even got to the signature on the back. It's by a colleague named Gil Sullivan. After six years as Chair I know the hand of every colleague--including secretaries and janitors--in the History Department. What a shit Sullivan is. I helped him every chance I got and here he's lying about me."

"Jack--forget the ankle-nippers. What do you think of the long letter that's signed Artemis Fletcher?"

"I've never had a private conversation with her. But she’s publicly ambushed me twice in the last week. I know who she is. She was acting Head of Theatre for a semester while their main guy was on sabbatical. I must have gone to a half-a-dozen Head's Meetings in Dean Kurtz's office with her. An angry person, basically. Good acting teacher I hear. She knows nothing about me but hearsay. I know literally nothing personal about her.” Jack skimmed the letter and highlighted its most self-righteous passages. “She has it on ‘good authority’ that I’ve coerced women to have sex with me? Whose authority? I have a reputation as a ‘sexual reprobate’? Good old-fashioned term at least. She demands the University investigate me? She’s ‘shocked’ that the Search Committee has made me a finalist? ‘Shocked’, is it? There's not a word here about my accomplishments as a Chair or a Historian. It's a hatchet job without the slightest bit of truth in the whole fucking letter. Martin, I want to sue this woman for every cent she's got."

"Then you'll probably need to find another lawyer, Jack."

Jack tossed Artemis Fletcher’s letter onto Belle Isle's desk and walked over to the huge glass wall. He saw trees lightly tinged with green, brick buildings, traffic moving with excruciating slowness, eighteenth century streetlights, and nine stories of air plummeting away from his shoes. He said to himself, Cool it, Fella, you are not thinking clearly and you won't be for a few minutes. Ask why he can't sue.

"Martin, why won’t you help me sue a person who libels me in a public arena? This is a formal letter of evaluation. It’s utterly false. I don't understand."

"It's also a letter that some very competent attorney has carefully vetted to make impervious to a libel action. Re-read it, if you can stand to. Every sentence contains a hedge. Your righteous Artemis Fletcher insinuates, she asks loaded questions, she's snide, she's selective, she doesn't define any of her terms--in short, it's a letter saying you're almost certainly guilty of sexual harassment--in her opinion--but she places the burden on the University to get the goods on you. It's a very clever piece of work."

"Can't I sue her for blackening my name without evidence?"

"You'd waste money you don't have. Professors who teach in public universities are public officials. Libel law treats all public officials differently than it does us common folk. Hostile comment on your job performance--even if it’s a pack of lies--can only be libelous if it was malicious--which in legal terms means that the accuser knew in advance the charges were false. Since Fletcher doesn’t pretend certainty she can’t be accused of making charges she knew were false. Simple as that. And in any case, all she'd need to do in defense of her harassment charges is to trot out witnesses who will say you've slept with just one student. Just one. That's all she wrote, as far as any jury's concerned. Her attorney will make sneering references to your unfortunate reputation, and he'll convince nine citizens that Ms. Fletcher was raising legitimate questions concerning your fitness to be Dean. I wouldn't want to rise in your defense after someone like Mick Conan of Stoddard, Stern and Barkham--the libel-meisters of Boston--has shredded your reputation."

"Suppose I took the stand and told the truth. That yes, I slept with students, but there was never any quid pro quo."

"Fletcher’s' lawyers would seek discovery of your gradebooks or student term-papers you’ve corrected and in cross-examination would keep asking you if maybe--as is quite human and understandable--you gave Mss. X, Y, and Z the benefit of the doubt at grading time. For instance, did Ms. X, Y, or Z ever earn less than an "A" from you, Professor Stoneycroft, on any piece of written work?"

Jack froze and was silent for a second, remembering his conversation with Fleur about grades. “There were only two, a Ms. Y and a Ms. Z.”

"Just answer the question, please. Will the Court direct the witness to answer? Thank you."

Jack drove his fist into his open palm and looked at Martin Belle Isle with fury. 

"That's what you'll face, Jack. Look, I can't lead you on. The law in this country is tilted toward free speech. And any situation with sex in it is going to tilt against the sexually opportunistic person. That's the reality."

"OK. Do I have to sit still and go berserk with impotent rage? Is there not one damn thing I can do?"

"Yeah, there is something you can do. You can accept the terms of Artemis Fletcher's letter. The University is investigating you right now. Welcome it. Live with it for a few more days. According to the deal I've cut with Oberschmitt, the ball is in their court until Friday noon. If no one accuses you, you at least have demonstrated that Artemis Fletcher came up empty. You might even ask her publicly or privately for an apology--since no harassed present or former student of yours stepped forward. At that point the Dean's Search Committee reconvenes, names its recommended candidates, and everybody's life goes on. You can keep on running for Dean to the bitter end if you want. Find a forum and give another newsworthy speech."

"Martin, if you were an oncologist who had just told me I had inoperable cancer, I'd go down the street from Mass General to Brigham and Women's for a second opinion. Should I do that so I can confirm your miserable prognosis?"

"Suit yourself, Jack. But I'm not an internist and you're not going to die because of this. The law and the facts should be as clear to your historian's mind as to my legal mind. Weren’t we both trained in college by good old MacGregor Burns? Didn’t he tell you that a mature public man knows when he’s beaten?  I doubt you can become Dean, but you can beat the harassment charges.  I don't think you'll hear a different story from any Boston libel attorney who isn't an ambulance chaser. Don't throw good money after a bum rap. Don't we all want to leave some stock to Williams when we die?"

Jack, who owned no stock, planned to leave his papers to Williams when he died. At this point he wondered whether his Alma Mater would accept them.

"I think we both have to go to work," Jack said. Belle Isle was due in court at 11 AM. Jack was due back on campus for a 2 PM Graduate Studies Committee Meeting.

"I'll phone tonight," said Martin. "But the gist of what happens in court very likely will be on the Evening News. I'd advise not talking to reporters, by the way. There's no way any reporter is going to write a story sympathetic to you. Just say you can't comment while investigations are ongoing. By the way, I haven't used up your thousand bucks yet. If all goes well, your costs to date will fit neatly into my retainer."
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Jack walked out of his law firm's high-rise, cut over through narrow streets and sedate neighborhoods on Beacon Hill, down past the State House and the Athenaeum. He descended from high to low Brahmin culture, and then further down into the beefy political neighborhood that, as Robert Lowell sneered in a famous poem, went sliding by on grease. He found his car, grabbed a Big Mac at the drive-up window and inched his way through the torn up streets.

He drove due west on the turnpike connector out of Boston toward his rural home countryside and thought about anything and everything except the five letters he’d read in Belle Isle’s office. He thought about the dry cleaning he would pick up three weeks late from the strip mall near campus. He thought about the cold lake in the Pocono mountains where he’d learned to swim. And he thought about how this very ninety miles he was driving from Boston to Shaysville had squelched his university as it tried to achieve distinction. 

Jack had come to Shaysville from the University of Texas at Austin to join a History Department at what was in the seventies, a university bursting with intellectual joy and educational mission, a university with enough money pouring into its budget to hire first-rate talent. The glow had lasted less than a decade. Then a series of fairly predictable but still bitterly resented acts by the Boston legislators had cut his campus off at the knees. We've been walking on stumps ever since, Jack often said--but so did Toulouse-Lautrec and he painted some winners. The Commonwealth's economy sank in the late seventies, and the good Higher Ed budgets ceased. The new President of B.U., also up from Texas, lobbied the legislature for millions in public support for private-college students and diverted massive amounts of state education monies into his own and other private college budgets. In the depressed seventies and eighties the lawmakers’ loyalties to their private alma maters worked against the University's vision of itself as an eventual peer of Michigan (soon) and of Berkeley (sometime later in the next century). The University was like a boiler of ambition with all the steam escaping before it could drive its pistons. 

Jack had grown deeply appreciative of the Valley landscape and its resourceful folk, and--like many another in the betrayed professoriate--he never seriously considered leaving for a richer and less becalmed university. Jack liked his life of teaching, friends, sport and scholarship. He remembered the bliss of comradeship that suffused his years as a still swift and nimble Assistant Professor. It was like belonging to an adolescent gang periodically purged of all its losers. He and his buddies--there had been nine male historians in their twenties and thirties hired within three years in the seventies--played touch football every Saturday morning on the girl's athletic field. They kept it up for four or five seasons, until every game of touch ended at the infirmary with somebody's bone cracked or tendon strained or heart palpitating him into dizziness. 

They read each other's manuscripts on European diplomacy in the Cold War,  complex Balkan animosities, the Aztec legacy in Southern Mexico, the gladiator's code extrapolated into the later Roman Empire and beyond. They went on shoestring teaching exchanges to second-line sister universities in Europe. They changed wives, or unremarkably married their students. They took up less violent  field sports; a few ran the Boston Marathon. And their books made their Department shine on the national scene far more brilliantly than the state deserved. In a word, they flourished like unkillable New England weeds. Six of his colleagues had won Guggenheims, two were to become MacArthur Fellows, and one earned a Pulitzer Prize in biography for writing the spirited Life of a half-crazed and alcoholic, but melodically resplendent 20th-century American poet.  

As the Massachusetts landscape along the Pike shed suburbs and malls and grew forests and mountains Jack rehearsed the main points of the lecture he would give the following day on the Cuban Missile Crisis. He had given this lecture eight times before over the years, but every year new information about those thirteen days surfaced and he worked it in. He always wanted his material to be fresh when he switched on the lights and PA system, put the mike cord around his neck, and started talking about thermonuclear deterrence to kids who no longer had to worry about it. The angle he would take tomorrow was a student's eye view of the Kennedy White House reacting to the discovery that Kruschev had started to build ballistic missile launch pads in the Cuban hinterlands.

I have taken you through the assassination of the Archduke in Sarajevo in 1914, the horrendous miscalculations of both democrats and kings, four years of trench death, the Great Depression, Chamberlain cringing exuberantly from Hitler at Munich, Pearl Harbor, the invasion of Europe, the Holocaust, the Bomb, the simultaneous rebirth of Europe and self-destruction of Communism. Remember that Ted Sorenson, Mac Bundy, Bob MacNamara, both Kennedy brothers--they all had taken courses more or less like the one you are taking now with me. The President had even written a book when he was your age about the runup in Britain to Munich. They had all been students of history's great horrifying, million-death catastrophes. Now they were in charge and a megadeath catastrophe was about to happen on their watch. What did they learn from books and lectures? What did they do that spared us all? Or was it dumb luck? Give me your thinking please, then I'll spend the rest of the hour telling you what I think happened. Jack knew that in seconds some student would jump at the chance to be first on his feet. Making his students stand to talk had improved their performance in his lecture courses, but he wasn't sure why.

As he turned off the Pike onto the Interstate north he ceased to think about the world's receding chances of annihilation and forced himself to analyze his own problem in the light of his graduate martyrs course. What had he learned from studying great men who were falsely accused that could help him now?

One thing, at least, might help. Smart as they were, not one of his martyrs—except maybe Jesus--not Socrates, Girolomo Savonarola, Galileo, Giordano Bruno, Thomas More, Dreyfus, Oscar Wilde, J. Robert Oppenheimer—understood his accusers from the inside. Empathy with your accusers brings you closer to the issues, closer to the rage driving them, and  better equips you to speak a language their anger might understand. Do that, and maybe they’ll hear you. If Socrates had been able to say to the Athenians judging him, “Men, when I expose your muddled thinking in the marketplace, I am not trying to insult your intelligence or humiliate you. I’m trying to activate your intelligence. We’re all capable Athenians, right? Thinking foolishly will harm you, body and soul. When any physician lances a boil, it causes pain.” But Jack had to admit that forcing his fellow citizens to kill him appealed to Socrates; he used it to score further points. Jack wasn’t interested in scoring points. He wanted either to persuade his accuser to back off or destroy her. To do either he had to understand her.

Artemis certainly shared the ultrafeminist approach that damned all sex between professor and student. Fleur Charleroi had made at least that much clear to him. But here was a unique, idiosyncratic woman who had a name and a life. And Jack knew almost nothing about her. I could head for the library, read what she’s published. Learn how she thinks and what matters to her. Something in Fletcher’s life caused her to target me. What?, Lesbian rage against men? Did a professor she once loved jilt her?  Or is her venom highly personal, aimed just at me? Have I harmed her or someone she cares about? I won’t find news like that in her bibliography.  Maybe her hatred for me has no plot behind it. Maybe she hates who I am in the world. Maybe she’s a self-appointed God surrogate. She has judged my entire being wanting and is punishing my known sins in this life because there is no other.  Jack winced. A totally just God, of all humankind’s malign inventions, was the one that terrified him the most. 

He switched on the radio to a Fitchburg AM station, now looking for distraction in a talk show or a ball game. He found a call-in show full of derisive comment on the Red Sox--off to their worst start in years. Jack wondered if it might be a perverse omen of their triumph in October. But as the haphazardly-sited high-rise dorms of his campus rose into view over the peaceful farmland like the towers of a paranoid San Gimignano, the uncertainties he faced came to meet him. He couldn't avoid Artemis Fletcher. She's a woman committed to ruining me. I've got no choice but to confront her. Out-think her. She thinks she has driven a sword between my shoulderblades and down through my heart. She's waiting for me to sink in a swirl of her cape. Artemis, in a matador’s suit with fish-scaly glitter, flashed into his mind–-wielding a cape that looked exactly like Marla’s. This image dissolved, blood red slowly fading to a pink glow, until he refocused his eyes on the highway. That’s not going to happen. I’m going to toss her with one horn back over the barrera where she belongs.  
On returning to his office after his Graduate Studies meeting he saw Marla leaning against the wall next to his door. He would have turned away and just gone home if she hadn’t kept her eyes peeled and seen him first. She straightened from her slouch and brightened toward him. How foolish to veer from his digs because an unwelcome visitor was camped on his threshold. Politely but firmly, he’d send Marla on her way.

"Do you have a moment?"

"Moment in the singular, Marla. What's up?" She was practically blocking the door as he unlocked it. Before she could answer he brushed past her and stepped straight to his desk.

"Nothing much. I'm just a little crazy thinking night and day about Constance Wilde."

"You'll get no sympathy from me for time you spend with Constance Wilde." He started to sort the day’s mail, dropping a few envelopes into his briefcase.

"It's not sympathy I'm looking for exactly--though sympathy is always welcome. Well, let me be honest. This is a social visit. I wanted to say hello."

"Well Marla, I'm honored. But I have no time for social diversion today. I'm hard pressed and I’m late for everything."

"I guess I just felt like talking to you. Do you mind if I sit here while you pack up your briefcase?"  She sat down in the rocking chair next to his desk and gingerly picked up the ostrakon as if it were an ancient artifact.

Can’t she see my briefcase is almost packed? "Look Marla, I've really got to get out of here and go feed two neglected ponies."

"Your kids' ponies?"

"The ponies are really horses. The one kid I had grew up. And no, he didn’t make that paperweight."

"No wife either?" Marla was surprised by a brusqueness in his voice she’d never heard before.

"No wife."

"I guess I already knew that. I'm just chattering. Sorry."

Jack said nothing more. He stuffed his mail, his books, his uncorrected essays and exams into his briefcase. As soon as he’d yanked its buckles shut and stood, Marla jumped to her feet; he let her pass him as he waited to turn off the lights and lock the door. She looked up at him with undisguised respect. Or was it something else? She walked first out the door, then turned abruptly to face him. He almost collided with her.

"Mind if I walk outside with you? I’m on my way to Theatre I guess. Did you know I’m taking Professor Fletcher’s Shakespeare-in-Performance course this semester? I’m finally getting to play some of those women’s parts I’ve lusted after ever since..."

"Look, Marla, I'm not going to walk. I'm going to run. See you in class tomorrow."

He strode awkwardly ahead of her out the glass doors of Kaiser Hall and through the smokers who were now forced to pursue their addiction in the open air. Let her pay Artemis a social visit, he thought. Why the Hell is Marla so friendly to me if she’s listening to that woman's anti-male, anti-Jack discourses three or four hours a week? As Jack turned and jogged toward the parking lot he saw Marla veering away, spinning to say good-bye. She wasn't the child-like Marla of three years ago, and she didn’t look much like the bright student who’d show up at his seminar table wearing outfits seemingly borrowed from the Theatre Department costume storeroom. She wasn’t wearing anything pink. Today she was dressed like a woman who wanted to be noticed for her body, not her fusty clothes. The lines of that body were no longer as swift and thin as a Matisse brush stroke or a Modigliani statuette. An inner alarm went off. What’s going on here? he thought. Why is she hanging around my door like a lost puppy? What if she’s attracted to me? That’s her problem. Let’s make damn sure it doesn’t become mine.
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Marla veered yet again away from the Theatre. She was walking quickly and with seeming purpose, but in fact was aimless. She circled the Campus Pond, browsed through the drama and poetry shelves of the Student Union bookstore, bought and drank a glass of wine at the nearly deserted on-campus bistro. She was feeling an unexpected ache of rejection from Jack's cutting their conversation short. All dressed up no place to go. This evening I’m awfully blue. Why did that Gershwin lyric pop into her mind? She sang it silently to herself. Its real subtext, she thought, is No one to please. She phoned Ted Powdorski, whom she had dated briefly during her first weeks back at the University and still liked. Maybe they could hang out together for a while, watch a video or smoke a joint. He‘d be willing to sleep with her again, she knew, given the chance. He wasn’t home, but she wasn’t entirely sorry. Her mind was on Jack at the moment, and compared to Jack, Ted seemed raucously predictable and cocksure.   

Without realizing quite how she got there, she climbed up the long flight of concrete steps toward the Theatre offices and Artemis Fletcher's open door.

'Well, Marla, whom have you been trying to impress?"

"Who am I trying to impress? What’s wrong with wearing a dress? Something different for a change."

"Dress? Looks like a miniskirt and skimpy tank top to me. Also looks chilly for this time of year. But very different from your usual get-ups." Artemis raised her eyebrows at Marla's display of slender thighs and rounded breasts. Six delicate pearls had replaced the plain silver studs Marla usually wore in her ears, five on the left, one on the right. A choker of larger pearls lay against the base of her throat. "You better not go to Professor Stoneycroft’s class like that. You’ll surely get a rise out of him? Or is that the point? Maybe you’re trying to force the weather to warm up by wearing almost nothing."

“Artemis, I don’t dress to get a rise out of a man. I dress to match how I feel. Don’t we all? Anyway, Professor Stoneycroft didn’t notice what I was wearing. Despite my mini and silk top he chased me out just now after five seconds so he could go feed his horses.”

"Oh really? Where did he chase you? In his office?"

"Chased me FROM his office.”

“And what were you doing there?”

 “I waited outside his office till his meeting was over."

"To ask another favor?" Artemis kept an indulgent smile on her face. She could feel Marla relax.

"Not really. Just to see him. I’m finding Constance Wilde a bit of a bore. I was hoping Jack would motivate me. He’s fun to talk to even when he’s throwing me out. I like him. I admit it. Now I’m probably boring you--I’m sort of feeling at loose ends today.”

"You're not boring me in the slightest." Artemis waited a beat. Jack? Since when did she call him Jack? "But I worry you’re becoming attracted to a dangerous man."

"Dangerous? That’s ridiculous. Anyway, he doesn't seem attracted to me in the least, so how can he be dangerous? All he cares about is getting me to write a decent term paper. And I still don’t believe any of this sexual harassment stuff is true.” Oh no, let’s not get into this stuff again.  She wasn’t willing to suffer another fishing expedition like the dinner conversation at Trudies. 

"That's not what I see, Marla. Two weeks ago you were wearing overalls and a backward baseball cap to his class. Now look at you. You show up spontaneously at his office. You sigh about his looks. You try to arouse him by showing him your nipples. Did you look at yourself in a mirror? I’ll bet you did. Even tried on different tops until you got it right! What's happening to you?” 

What’s happening to me? Marla asked herself. She felt exposed, as though Artemis had actually watched her try on and yank off those five or six sweaters before settling on a flimsy summer shell. And ashamed that she’d purposely left her blazer in her car to cross campus in a 50 degree chill.  For years my clothes have been my throwaway costumes. So now I’m dressing myself like Madonna in her Grace Kelly mode. I'm actually trying seriously to provoke a professor into noticing me. And I'm feeling rejected by a man my dad's age. 

"Yeah. I guess I am feeling rejected."

"What comes before rejection?"

"Attraction? Desire? OK. You're right. I did solicit his attention. It wasn't ONLY just a casual social call. I'm smitten. Am I not smitten?" Marla searched for some actorly tone that would cushion the blow of self-discovery. 

"Marla, I think you might be smitten in a way you don’t fully understand.”

“What’s to understand? I know what a crush is. I’ve had ‘em before. Lots. I’ve got one now. On my History professor.” 

“That’s the point I want to explore. He’s your teacher. What are your feelings about him? What does he mean to you?”

“It’s not just that he’s good looking and athletic for an older guy. My life got exciting years ago when I took my first course with him.”

“How so?”

“He seemed to know what should become of me. He was very kind when I was speechless or stupid. But he asked questions that scared me. Once he asked the whole class to name the all-time greatest ideas humankind had ever come up with. We brought up stuff already discussed in his class--things like Justice, gods that looked like people, the afterlife, loyalty, agriculture, wine, love, logic, poetry, the house, the city, the University--and when we sorted them all out, I saw what he was getting at—that History didn’t just happen, it was invented. Imagined by people. Mostly by men so far, let’s face it. A lot of History is moral invention. I felt stronger after that class. Ready to do some inventing of my own. When I see him walk into class, a minute late as usual, I expect all kinds of surprises. I feel I should surprise him back. We don’t just talk back and forth in class or in his office. We share a glow.”

“Freeze frame. Stop right there, Marla. Share a glow? What you’re describing to me is called numinosity by shrinks. Politicians and actors and rock singers and preachers have it. Shrinks and professors sometimes have it.”

“Professors have it? That means you could have it.”

“Professors ‘have it’ only when their students worship them. Actually, it’s always the students’ feelings that make their professors numinous. And it’s most dangerous when a woman feels it for her male teacher.”

“What do you mean by ‘dangerous’?”

“Look, Marla. The numinous person isn’t a person anymore; he’s not just somebody whose position commands respect. He’s a figure you’ve exalted; he becomes ultra special. That gives him a lot of power, and you become sexually available to him without quite realizing what’s happening to you. Your admiration for a professor is one thing. His taking advantage of your numinous feeling to get you into bed is something else. It’s criminal, as far as I’m concerned. You’re in danger of being very badly hurt.” 

“Well, I guess you could be right  about my desiring him. So you think I’ve benumined Jack?”   

“I do. Now what are you going to do about it?"

"Nothing. Write a paper for him. Sit on my emotions. Put on a baggy sweatshirt." Marla slumped in her chair, small and childlike, hugging her knees. Artemis felt sorry for her, but not enough even to pause before taking further advantage. "Why don't you do something for all the women who’ve gotten hurt by him, all the women who weren't strong enough to sit on their emotions?" Her voice had softened but kept its urgency.

"If they got hurt, they were big girls. Their eyes were open, as you tell me to keep mine wide open at all times. Why is getting dumped by a professor any different than when a guy your own age dumps you? Don’t we all get our hearts broken by somebody a few times?"

"Books are written about what professors do to women students. Books you haven't time to read right now, but which you should someday. The short and truthful answer is that sex between a woman and her professor always exploits the woman's vulnerability. Look how vulnerable you are to Jack's approval. Would you ever droop like you’re doing now if a guy your age was ignoring you?”

“Weelll...” She bit her lip and ever so slightly gleamed an eye.

 “I don’t think you would. Professors have power over their students' futures. And they have private lives of their own they don't want disturbed, wives they won't leave--and selfish lusts that young women mistake for love and esteem." 

"Jack would never hurt a woman like you say he would. He has no wife."

"Do you know why she divorced him?"

"No. It's none of my business. Why?" 

"He had an affair with a graduate student five or six years ago. Now take a look at this." Artemis handed Marla the letter Lin Yu had written to Jack last Thursday morning at 7:05 AM. Marla took the letter with a show of reluctance but read it with sober fascination. 

"So?" said Marla. "They broke up and she's sad and a little angry and she still loves him." Her skeptical words were swamped by a surge of sympathy for Lin Yu--sympathy undercut by a flash of jealousy a second later. Marla conjured a picture of Lin--intelligent and disturbingly beautiful, once invulnerable but now devastated. Marla's eyes closed. She imagined playing the part of Lin Yu, suffering through Lin Yu's months-long passion for Jack Stoneycroft, accelerating, in a few seconds, from blind love to blinding sobs. 

"I want him stopped, Marla. I want him out of our students' lives. I want him out of the University. Help me stop him."

"How can I stop him? I'm nothing to him, Artemis. And he's done nothing to me."

"He embraced you."

"That was an embrace of respect. It wasn't an invitation to go to bed with him."

"All embraces are erotic, no matter what they pretend to be. Or what they start out being. Didn’t your breasts respond to contact with his body? Didn’t you sense—OK, didn’t you feel--he was aroused? Didn’t he try to make genital contact? And didn’t you feel deprived when he didn’t pay further attention to you? Look at yourself. You're about to throw yourself at him."

"Not any more."

"Good. Now do one more good thing. For Lin Yu and the next twenty years of Lin Yus."

"What thing?" Marla’s eyes were blurring like the emotions she felt--grief and envy for Lin, sympathy for Artemis' rage, and the loss of whatever might have happened between her and Jack.

"Tell the people at Affirmative Action what happened between you and Jack last week. Just the facts."

"But nothing happened. He hugged me. People hug people all the time and nothing happens. I sometimes hug six people a day."

"Let the people at Affirmative Action be the judge of what that ‘hug’ meant. You told me it took you by surprise. In no way did you invite it."

"I didn't invite it. But when it happened I welcomed it."

Artemis sat down on the couch and put her arm around her student. 

“Don’t you think Lin welcomed at first the things he did to her?”
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Tuesday morning 16 April

Jack roused himself at 6 AM to embark on his expedition to discover what he could about Artemis Fletcher--at least enough to uncover the reason she was trying to destroy him. His first stop was the computer bank in the Library’s reference room. He signed on to the Theatre Department’s Web page and was rewarded by a file that included the career publications of each faculty member. As he’d expected of a primarily hands-on acting teacher, Artemis had not been prolific. But one item caught his eye. She had published a 25 page piece entitled “Truth and Catharsis” in Recoveries, a New Age journal not available in the library’s periodical collections. But the journal had its own Web page and Jack was able to call up a synopsis of Fletcher’s article and discover its gist. It had an epigraph from a poet named Janice Mirikitani that read: “Forgiveness is denial.” The synopsis disclosed some of Fletcher’s own life history: “I was extremely damaged as a child. I was emotionally abused as a young woman. Like many women who choose a career in the creative arts, much of my work has focused on expressing the indelible pain inflicted by men I trusted.” Artemis’ abusers and betrayers had been several, including a father, various boy friends, and a theatrical mentor. Jack braced for it. Here comes a victim litany. The more abuse in your vita, the greater the moral authority you can claim these days. He stopped reading and decided to download and print out the synopsis for closer study. He started the communal printer, and while waiting for the five pages to be run off, he walked over to the reference stacks, and carried back to his table all the University’s course catalogues for the past dozen years. 

He read the description for every course Artemis Fletcher had ever offered. She had mostly taught acting and directing classes. The first dramatic literature course Jack found, Theatre 335D SHAKESPEARE’S CHAUVINISM, was one she had taught in Fall 1991 and was cross-listed with Women’s Studies. The course description began: “Can the Presiding Genius of the Western Dramatic Tradition be a Woman-Hater? You bet he can. We will study half a dozen plays to discover the ways in which Shakespeare has represented women as morally challenged and sexually insatiable, treacherous and manipulative. Students will be expected to pursue Shakespeare’s demeaning characterizations of women on their own. You will find, in Dryden’s phrase about Chaucer, ‘God’s Plenty.’” So she’s taking on the Bard himself, Jack thought. At least I’m in excellent company.  It was no consolation that by today’s feminist standards he doubted whether any male writer prior to 1970 would be found wholly innocent of sexism. 

He next found a Theatre Department publicity brochure listing the plays Artemis had directed. “Oleana,” staged in the little experimental theatre in April 1994, struck his eye. Mamet’s two-character, 90-minute drama concerned a misunderstanding between an addled professor and a foolishly paranoiac woman student. Her accusation of sexual harassment destroys the man’s career. Jack had seen the original off-Broadway production and judged it contrived and unsatisfying. Mamet didn’t understand academia very well, Jack had thought. He didn’t have the right feel for the process by which a professor earns tenure. Probably because Mamet was always a visitor when he taught at colleges. And his professor came off as playing without a full deck, too preoccupied with his own life to attend fully to the troubled woman seeking his help. Jack went to the periodical stacks to see what local critics had thought of Fletcher’s production back in April 1994. He found a review in the student newspaper and another in Fresh Ink, a mildly counter-cultural free paper, but the most interesting appeared in the staid Northshire Bulletin.  A visiting drama professor wrote it. “Under Ms. Fletcher’s steely hand, the play loses the witty, ambiguous balance of Mamet’s original. Fletcher’s professor is clearly a guilty harasser. The means by which Fletcher accomplishes this subversion of authorial intent is quite simple. She directs the actor playing the prof, Matt Blaine, to fondle and hug Sue Winograd, who plays his student. Without changing a line of Mamet’s text, Fletcher has rewritten it.”

Now, Jack thought, she’s rewritten my life. 

He picked up the five printed pages of Fletcher’s “Truth and Catharsis” synopsis and read through them as he walked back to the catalogue computers. 

What disturbed Jack was the thesis Fletcher generated from her trauma as she worked in the Theatre. “One of the constants of traditional drama and dramatic criticism is the expectation that even the harshest betrayals will somehow be transformed into understanding--and if possible--forgiveness. Shakespeare’s problem comedies and late tragedies offer several instances of quite brutal treatment of their women by patriarchal figures. Measure for Measure, The Taming of the Shrew, Much Ado about 

Nothing, and of course, Hamlet, are my primary examples. I argue that Shakespeare, like many modern playwrights, coerces his audience into accepting the unacceptable. For both personal reasons, and for the health of our society, I believe that drama must reflect the truths virtually all abused women share. We do not forgive our abusers. Their just punishment is integral to our healing process. Any art form that deprives us of this necessary revenge by means of a false catharsis, as do the ‘happy’ endings of Measure for Measure and Much Ado, is bad art. The solution, I believe, must come either by removing these offensive works from the dramatic repertoire or by directing individual productions of them in such a way as to overcome and expose Shakespeare’s mendacities. We must make OUR sentences, not Shakespeare’s, prevail.” 

This is a woman who will take no prisoners, Jack now understood. He looked out over the tables of evenly spaced monitors and across the vast soft-carpeted room where hundreds of students were pursuing discoveries by punching keyboards and leafing through texts. No researcher that day would be punched back by the kind of body blow Artemis had just landed to his gut. 

“We must make our sentences prevail.” The more radical younger historians are advancing similar solipsistic nonsense. “All historiography is political. Written History, like all discourse, is ineluctably a form of fiction.” I lopped off that reptile’s head last week, and it’s already regenerating. 

His eyes squinted against the blazing sunlight as he walked out of the library and headed toward Kaiser Hall. He had never felt so rawly his disgust at the number his own discipline had done on “facts”--a word which now received from most of his colleagues the defensive or derisive mockery of quotation marks. Getting reality objectively right matters no longer. It once did to Plato, who showed Socrates persuading even his most skeptical friends that reality is something we get right to our glory and wrong at our peril. Now we live in a world of designer realities. Now reality has become a fiction you devise to comfort yourself and imperil your opponents.
Back in his office he picked up his phone and dialed. I’ve had it with this bitch.
“Is this Professor Artemis Fletcher? You’re talking to Jackson Stoneycroft.”

“I don’t want to talk to him.”

“Why are you accusing me of sexual harassment?”

“Because you’re guilty of it.”

“Look, I’m angry and baffled. What facts do you have that could possibly justify your accusation? I think you owe me an explanation.”

“Your entire existence is the fact that justifies what I’ve done and what the University is doing. Examine your own life.”

“I have. I’ve never harassed anyone.”

“Except your dog. That’s not much of a defense, given the facts.”

God, she’s been talking to Wyznewski. “I repeat, what facts?” When she said nothing, he continued, “Then I don’t need a defense. You have no facts whatever to make a case.”

“If you’re not worried about my charges, Professor Stoneycroft, why are you calling me? I don’t appreciate this attempt to intimidate me. You’ll soon be acquainted with all the ‘facts,’ as you call them, that my letter has caused to come forward.”

“Facts don’t come forward, people do. I want you to withdraw your lying letter.”

“I’m going to report this threat. ” She hung up.

Some truth. Some catharsis. She thinks I’m a fact?   My whole life is a fact? He once again felt sick to his stomach. What kind of thinking am I up against? He would try to protect himself from the despair he felt. In time he would step back from his discovery of Artemis’ obsessions to contemplate the consequences of all the stupid destructive theories that the intellectual professions had inflicted on themselves, on the world, and on luckless chaps who got in their way. But his immediate act was to phone Martin Belle Isle, who was not amused when Jack told him whom he had just phoned. “Didn’t I warn you she would just blow you off?” he said. “And now she’s going to report you. To whom, I wonder.”
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Tuesday afternoon 16 April

On his way home Jack parked on Main Street in front of Kinko's Copies. He took the open letter he’d written to the Dean's Search Committee, which demanded it meet him, and placed it face down on the glass of a self-service copy machine. In his letter he had coolly summarized events of the last ten days. He was sure fair-minded colleagues would react publicly to the University's grotesque tolerance of his accusers’ lies and its refusal to let him confront them. He planned to send the letter by campus mail to all 321 Humanities professors.

He went into automatic pilot, watching the green digits flicker toward zero on the count window of the huge Canon copier while the sheets piled softly in the tray. He felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Herman Gotoff.

Jack plucked the 80-odd finished pages out of the tray, reflexively shielding them from Gotoff's gaze while he struggled to capture the tone of cordial denigration he usually shared with his abrasive friend. As each fresh page peeled into view he snatched it into secrecy. Then Jack thought, Hey. I’m mailing this to everybody.
"Here, Herm. Read this."

"Holy shit," said Gotoff, whose hyper-quick reading speed absorbed the document in eight seconds. "This is pretty good, Jack. You sock it to those clowns."

"You talk like a man on the sidelines."

"Hardly. Coffee?"

"My horses need grain or they'll jump their fences. Didn’t you come here to do some copying of your own?"

“I left them a book manuscript to copy and spiral bind. It’s called Shakespeare’s Leftward Swerve. I challenge the canard that the good ol’ bard was a Tudor establishment apologist. I checked out all the radical subversive stuff between the lines. Tell you about it sometime after all this blows over. Come on, you must have fifteen minutes to squander on your martyrdom and my curiosity. I’ll buy. We should talk. Everybody else is talking about us. Well, kiddo, they're mostly talking about you." 

Jack could do without Herman's support, which he guessed would balance nicely between jocular sympathy and macho sexual congratulation.

"I need relief from mine own kampf, Herm. On the condition we talk about anything but sexual harassment, I'll let you buy me coffee."

"Deal."

They headed across Main Street toward the town's newest coffeehouse, called Columbia's Other High.

Columbia's belonged to the aromatic warehouse genre of college-town coffeehouse. Burlap sacks of beans stacked in every corner. Tiny tables scattered as afterthoughts. No waiters--you stood in line and picked up your paper cups of espresso or latte or cappuccino from the serving counter. Herman and Jack carried their cups to a distant rickety table. A couple of older women he didn't know sent looks of dignified distaste in his direction. Or at least that’s how Jack interpreted their stares. Herman glad-handed a future colleague from the Afro-American Department. 

Jack had been a fascinated friend of Herman's for years. He had in fact lived a few doors down from the Gotoffs in South Shaysville during what turned out to be the last few years of both their marriages. Herman was one of those scholars able to keep dozens of irons reddening in more than one fire. He seemed to publish some kind of book every few months. The fact that he published so much didn't dilute the quality of his work, which was brilliant enough to distinguish him in a specialty--Shakespeare--crowded with talent. 

Nobody doubted Gotoff's intellect. He was clearly the smartest of the candidates for Dean. No one would have bothered to run against him, however, did not his brilliance suffer from a considerable--some would say a disabling--flaw. Herman was a purist. His ideas had been fired in the kiln of sixties radicalism, and he had never revised his conspiratorial take on all human activity. 

The domino theory of nations toppling to Communism across Asia or the Caribbean had been seized by this passionate radical and applied to every initiative of the Power Elite. Hearing him in full flight, Jack felt both awe at Herman’s powers of prophetic dialectic and thankfulness for his own quieter sanity. Still, if Jack was not going to be chosen Dean, he relished the prospect of Herman Gotoff suddenly in giddy possession of that office.

"So how do you rate our competition, kiddo?" said Gotoff.

"Losers one and all, but more likely to win the deanship than the likes of us."

"Be serious, Stoneycroft. But you're basically right. It seems obvious to me that Mia Karlson has bamboozled the field. For openers, the Deanship is an administrative post. Which candidate has the most experience and success at running a complex organization with a large budget? Jack Stoneycroft. For seconds, the Deanship requires some intellectual leadership and verbal pizzazz to keep us from being devoured. Who's got those qualities--not to boast, but isn't he buying you coffee? OK--so Mia laps us males by browbeating all and sundry into thinking this is a watershed moment. The University should seize this big chance to right the wrongs of the ages, put a woman in charge who will close the gender gap, back us when we purge shiftless white males from our syllabi, and bring sisterhood and ethnomultiplicity to power. This election is about change, she’s convinced everybody. Not  competence or smarts or vision. Change.  Her idea of change is nickel and dime stuff for my money. We're all smart and competent. Maybe some more so. But only Mia is perceived as wholesomely innovative. She's won the agenda battle. The whole search committee has bought her schtick."

"Then why, Herman, are they sending your name up to the Provost as well? Aren’t they afraid Horsfall will correctly see that Mia spells disaster and pick you? Or is disaster what they want for the Humanities?"

A peculiar look exploded throughout Herman Gotoff’s entire face, as though a thought had detonated. This unnerving event, which could erupt several times during a conversation or a class, signaled an imminent demonstration of how easily he could wrest a fact or an argument into his power.

"I have a theory why I'm the sacrificial lamb here..."

"Excuse me," broke in Jack, "let's more accurately say you're the sacrificial wolf."

"Wolf is much better. Right. Sacrificial Wolf. Who's afraid of Him? Everybody, I hope. Well, they’re sending my name up because I make Mia look safe and non-confrontational."

"But Herman, you'd make anyone—me, James Carville--look safe and non-confrontational!"

"Precisely.  Because I have the intellectual credentials, because I'm academically respectable to the Ivies, folk around the campus will say the Search Committee acted bravely. Look! They’ve sent up a serious and political man! But for God's sake--everybody will privately plead with the Provost--make the woman, not the anarchist, our Dean!"

"Herman, I'm speechless. You can even analyze your own self-immolation."

"I find it an invaluable trait. It endears me to certain people, who must remain nameless," said Herman, conspiratorial to the end.

Jack left the check for Herman to pay and fled back to feed his horses before they cracked the spongy rails of their paddock and went looking for succulence and adventure in the greening forest. 
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Wednesday 17 April

Breakfast meetings at 7 AM in academia almost always are called to register a sense of crisis rather than to take decisive action. In that spirit the Search Committee’s Chair, Horst Kleiner, had summoned his colleagues on twelve hours notice to meet on Wednesday morning, April 17, at the Faculty Club "to share impressions and exchange information." "We must take cognizance," he had repeated portentously on the phone to each of his committee. Translated that meant: Let us revel in this catastrophe together.

Pam Deschler, Ruth Smith and Chairman Kleiner arrived in time to fill their plates with mushroom omelets and hash browns at the downstairs buffet. They were seated around the Shaker table in the private upstairs dining room as the rest trooped in, each new arrival ratcheting up the level of exhilarated tension. Even Kim Fowles, the flaky and seldom prompt graduate student member, arrived almost on time. Nobody was appreciably late; Horst Kleiner convened his colleagues informally at 7:03. He had asked that the servers not interrupt, so after setting out several pots of coffee and the Club's remarkably good croissants and blueberry muffins, the help vanished. Horst Kleiner then slipped his watch off his wrist and laid it on the stained pine table before claiming his colleagues' attention.

"I thought it would be useful to caucus informally to consider what lines of approach we might take when we meet on Friday next. The injunction will be lifted at noon; we should submit the finalists’ names that same afternoon. If we hear each other’s views today, we will have forty-eight hours to reach consensus. "Consensus" was Kleiner’s convenient euphemism for coerced unanimity. He hated loud American wrangles.  "Our chief concern this morning is the resilience of Professor Stoneycroft. Do any of us want him back in the search?"

Malcolm Finnerty, in sharp contrast to Kleiner who was intently leaning forward, relaxed backwards in his chair, his hands clasped behind his neck. He said:

"I suggest we do nothing whatever about Professor Stoneycroft. Let him get on with his life. Let’s not harass him with the illusory notion that we might somehow make him our Dean."

A few colleagues groaned at Mac’s snide allusion. Monty Stapleton, who represented the Chancellor's office on the committee, but wasn't a professor and had little patience for professors or anything academic, said:

"Horst, if whether or not we should reconsider Jack Stoneycroft's candidacy was your reason for springing this caucus on us, we should have stayed in bed. I'm with Mac Finnerty." 

Ruth Smith said, "Gentlemen, I thought this meeting was called to share impressions and consider options, not vote with the first words out of our mouths. My impression, from what I hear on TV, read in the local paper, and see with my own eyes, is that persons unknown are making unsubstantiated charges against a colleague whose scholarship and professional savvy I've long admired."

"Ruth, I was thinking you backed Mia Karlson," said Philippe Letelier of French.

"I do back Karlson. But I'm revolted by what this campus is doing to Stoneycroft."

"Thank you, Ruth. Sanity at last," said Pam Deschler. "I'm more than revolted, and I’m going to speak my mind. I think this committee was confused and intimidated last week. That's over the dam. Now we ought to tell the Provost to get lost, meet ourselves with Stoneycroft as a committee, and apologize to the man for trashing his rights. Those scurrilous unsubstantiated letters never should have left this committee. When that sad-sack lawyer the Provost sent over snarfed them into his briefcase and carried them off to Wyznewski at Affirmative Action, we should have gone en bloc right then, down the hall to Horsfall’s office. Told him he was violating our honor—and his--by breaking the promises of confidentiality we gave to every candidate, including Jack Stoneycroft."

"Pam has a point, but not much of a one. Our honor is one thing, Federal Law is another. Guess which wins, every time, folks," said Mac Finnerty.

Pam responded instantly: "Let's talk impressions, Mac. What was your reaction to Jack's defense of the Humanities last Wednesday, including your own Ph.D. in Russian? I didn't hear our present Dean or Mia Karlson rising to that occasion."

"Jack did a respectable job.  He's good on his feet. But let’s be honest, Pam.  He was casting about for an issue and a forum, trying to salvage his dead candidacy. Nice try, I say," said Finnerty, who had taken his hands from behind his head and was now squeezing them around his stainless steel thermos.

"Nice try yourself, Mac," said Pam, "Are you telling us Jack didn't mean what he said? Or that killing our language Ph.D. programs is a non-issue? That you personally don’t care if you lose your grad program?" She looked to several sympathetic faces for support and received a few quiet but firm nods and murmurs. She continued, "There is no doubt in my mind that we heard from Jack something we've not heard from any Humanities Dean. Think about that. We heard a guy who wasn't playing anybody's game. He said what I believe. We're Humanists. We matter. Jack explained why we matter in a way that made the evening news."

"Come off it, Pam. He was on the news because he sleeps with students. The Senate stuff was incidental footage used just to show his face." Mac paused, thinking he had hit a winner past a flustered lady. He hadn’t. Pam simply kept the ball in play:

"Either of you guys willing to tell us where Jack went wrong in the Senate? No takers I see." Mac Finnerty was uncomfortable and felt he had to respond.

"Agenda is everything, Pam. Most of us in this room could have defended the Humanities about as well as Jack did. But I take nothing back. Jack was desperate. If my Russian Ph.D. survives, it will be because Herman Gotoff or Mia Karlson cuts a deal with the Provost. I doubt either is crazy enough to accept the deanship unless the Provost modifies his plan and spares some of the better language Ph.D.s. Jack's agenda was saving his candidacy; my agenda is the realpolitic of saving the Russian grad program. Mia can do it, Herman maybe. Jack hasn't a prayer because the Provost despises him and will never negotiate anything that matters with him."

Ruth Smith exploded: "I've heard enough cynicism from this committee to last me--well, until our meeting on Friday. I'm ashamed to be a colleague of anybody from our side of campus who wasn't cheering Jack's comments--they were hardly a speech--and I'm ashamed of this committee if it judges him guilty when there apparently was never a real accuser out there."

"I take exception to that, Ruth," Mac Finnerty said. "Speech is free, isn't it? I'm freely saying I don't buy Jack's sincerity. He slept with students? He can’t be Dean. Quid. Pro. Quo. That’s it. End of story. Let's eat our pastries and go home."

Horst Kleiner had been listening with quick intakes of breath as his colleagues moved from disagreeing with each other to open confrontation. He had hoped to smoke out support for Jack (or lack of it) in time to plan his strategy for Friday's meeting. Now smoke was pouring out all over his carefully laid table. He said: 

"Divisiveness prevails. Therefore, as things now stand, even informal reconsideration of Professor Stoneycroft’s candidacy lacks support? Do I express our collective will? Yes?"

"I'd like to say one more thing about Professor Stoneycroft before we go any further," said Kim Fowles, the grad student representative from Linguistics. "I think calling him innocent, or calling the charges unproven is ridiculous. Nobody denies he’s slept with students, right?"

"He's being charged with trading grades for sex, Kim," said Ruth. "Not with having a normal sex life."

"Maybe so. But I just want to say that, to my mind, to a LOT of minds I know, sleeping with students isn’t normal--it’s sick, and just as bad as the grade thing. In fact, I'd like to read to you what the Graduate Student Union is proposing for the new Consensual Relations Policy."

"The one the Provost has promised the campus without delivering for four or five years?" asked Pam.

"That's the one. Well, here's our proposed language, and I think it fits the situation we're discussing:

“‘Amorous relationships between faculty members and students are wrong when the faculty member has professional responsibility for a student. Such situations greatly increase the chances that the faculty member will abuse his or her power and sexually exploit the student. Voluntary consent by the student in such a relationship is suspect, given the fundamental asymmetric nature of the relationship. ...Therefore the University will view it as unethical if faculty members engage in amorous relations with students enrolled in their classes or subject to their supervision, even when both parties appear to have consented to the relationship.’ “

“Kim...KIM!” Ruth called out twice as Kim doggedly read, but uncharacteristically failed even to slow her progress. Ruth’s usual mastery came in part from her appearance. She was plain and gray and large, about six feet tall. She possessed a vigilant intelligence which, combined with obvious good will, had won the trust of her colleagues over the years. "My dear girl,” she said to Kim, who had once been her student, "you can't expect us to judge Jack Stoneycroft by a policy that isn't yet law on this campus--and which hasn’t even been made public for discussion. I find your reading from that document way out of line. I suggest we not discuss it further." 

Monty Stapleton raised both his arms over his head: "Time out. I thought this was an unofficial, no-holds-barred conclave. More power to Kim. What she read may not be on the books yet, but it certainly expresses my take on Stoneycroft's candidacy. He should be History, Ruth, if you'll pardon the pun."

"I’ll forgive you any number of nasty puns, Monty, but not of convicting a person without trial or evidence."

Mac jumped in: "I recognize the source of the passage Kim so courageously read. It's from the University of Iowa’s Sexual Harassment Policy, I believe. The faculty/student/ administration committee now drafting our own policy must have borrowed Iowa’s formulation. I say—pace Ruth—that it's highly relevant. If the shoe fits, if it pinches, baby...and doesn't it pinch, Ruth? Iowa's right on. Their concept ought to be on this committee's agenda. No sex between prof and student."

"Mac, where did you and Marsha meet?" said Pam. "At a concert? In a single's bar? Or in a section of Russian 101 you were teaching?"

Horst Kleiner shot both hands up in front of his face, and clutched the top of his bald head.  Mac half rose from his chair and was so choked he could force no words past his throat. Kleiner said:

"Pam, the private lives of this committee are not on trial. Your personal attack on your colleague Malcolm is unprofessional, uncollegial, and I ask you to withdraw it."

"I just asked Mac a question, Horst. But sure, I'll withdraw it," said Pam, but couldn’t undo the damage she’d caused, any more than retracting a sword will stop a man’s bleeding.

"I move we adjourn ourselves," said Phillipe Letelier of French. "We are not converging."

"No, we are surely not converging," said Pam.  "In fact, I'm splitting right now, whether or not you folks vote to adjourn. This meeting doesn't even deserve the genteel cover of Roberts’ Rules of Order."

"Roberts' Rules are not involved," said Kleiner, now shouting. “Roberts’ Rules are out of order! This was explicitly an informal caucus."

 "Sure, Horst.  This was about as informal a caucus as the one that gathered around Julius Caesar on the Ides of March," said Pam as she slammed her chair against the Shaker table where her colleagues still sat. Undrunk coffee sloshed out of somebody's mug.
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8:30 Wednesday morning, 17 April

When Pam got back to her office she picked up her phone and called Jack. 

“Jack, I’ve decided to break another confidence on your behalf.”

“Who’s on the receiving end of what you’re about to tell me?”

“Mac Finnerty.”

“What’s he done to deserve it?”

“Just listen to me. Finnerty is out to get you and it sickens me. He was unbelievably contemptuous of you at the Search Committee meeting that just broke up. Mac lives in his own glass house. So what does he do? Starts heaving rocks at yours. Did you know Marsha was once his student?”

“No. I don’t keep track of the provenance of my detractors’ wives.” 

“Well, she was his student--way back in 1985. Russian 101. Left his wife of ten years for Marsha. That’s no secret. But there’s worse. Did Minkie Navarre mention who her own previous lover--right before you--happened to be?”

“No. She teased me about him. She said it was somebody I’d never guess. I guessed a lot of guys, but her lips were sealed. It was one of the things that probably led to our break up. I wanted total honesty. She wanted to remind me I wasn’t the only fish in her personal sea, and she had a right to keep the fish still nosing around her a secret.”

“Especially from you. Especially this. Mac Finnerty and Minkie had an affair.”

“That’s incredible.  That creep? How can you be sure?”

“Listen to this. Remember that course Minkie took with me? French Working Women in the 19th Century? We had a year-end picnic out at our house. Everybody brought bathing suits and swam in the pool. Charley, God bless him, couldn’t keep his eyes off Minkie--I’m sure you get the picture. She must have had her hands full fending off lustful husbands and their watchful wives if she always behaved the way she did at our house. I felt a little bitchy myself about her flirting with Charley.  So I struck up a conversation to find out what other professors she might be “friendly with.” I think she saw right through my euphemism and shot straight to the point. But she wouldn’t mention names.  She said that she had a policy of only dating the unmarried (well, maybe a few separateds). ‘And I insist on discretion.’ Those were her exact words.”  

“That sounds like Minkie. Discretion obsessed her. Because she lacked it.”

“OK. So I asked her how she managed to be discreet in a hothouse college town in which everybody knows everything about everybody else.”

“‘They don’t know zilch about me,’ she said. I almost lost it right there and laughed out loud. A couple of male grad students had told me plenty about her—for instance that she had led both of them on for a while but dumped them in favor of  ‘older men’. Their code word for profs, I guess. I asked how she eluded the local sex police. She said she simply never showed any public affection for her lovers. She would never go places with her faculty dates. They’d just connect at films and parties and such by accident and leave separately. So I asked Minkie jokingly if she made her ‘dates’ hide their cars in the bushes if they wanted to spend a quiet evening at home with her. I couldn’t believe it when she answered my question nonchalantly and apparently truthfully.

“‘I make them walk the last few hundred feet on foot to my house,’ she said. She seemed amused to be sharing this kind of stuff with me--almost like she was proud of it. Then she told me this. There was one guy who bought himself a beat up old Pontiac with pink lips on it, which he only used for assignations with Minkie. He called it his Minkmobile, she said. Brilliant camouflage, wasn’t it? Who woulda thunk a prof drove a car like that? That was about six years ago. Now, here comes the really good part. You may remember that I went to Mac and Marsha Finnerty’s 10th wedding anniversary shindig last fall? Well, I got bored after the toasts and took a walk around their property. I wandered into their barn and whaddyknow, parked next to Mac’s tractor there’s this black Pontiac with huge pink lips painted on it. For a second I assumed the car belonged to Mac’s son from his first marriage. The boy lived in a little cottage at the other end of their property. Then I remembered Minkie’s story about her boyfriend’s Minkmobile. I guess those pink lips made an indelible impression on me. He kept it all these years, Jack. I wonder what he uses it for these days.”

“So this is as much a Minkie story as a Mac story,” said Jack. “Yeah, Minkie told me she broke off with her previous guy just after we started to see each other. I should have asked her what kind of car he drove. So Finnerty is a vengeful lover.”

“You bet he is.”

 “I guess I was looking for some deep political principle that was driving him to take all those cheap shots at me. So it was just simple boring jealousy. As the great man Commager said to me once, ‘knowing the right facts can make sense of a disreputable world’.”

“I could have told you this a long time ago. But you know what I thought of Minkie. I didn’t want to rub it in. So, does knowing this about Mac change anything?”

“Sure. I’ll just treat him like the bastard he is, rather than some snide but principled lefty on my case.” 
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9 AM Wednesday, 17 April

Artemis had driven down to Litchfield the afternoon before and brought her two motherless nieces, Jessica, eight, and Caitlin, ten, back to her house on the edge of the Shaysville Reservoir. They’d dined out at a Caribbean restaurant and then driven over the river to Northshire to see a “grown-up” movie. Cold Comfort Farm was about an orphaned girl who shapes up her addled but charming relatives on their dilapidated farm, sidesteps a predictable marriage to a wealthy, worthy landowner, and then writes her way into a brilliant career. 

Jessica was a little sad for the jilted foxhunting landowner. “He wouldn’t have minded her writing books,” she said. 

“She could have done her books in the middle of the night,” said Caitlin. “While he slept.”

“Women should never have to do things dear to their hearts in secret, especially middle of the night things,” said Artemis. 

They had arrived early at the University, along with several hundred other daughters of various ages and attention spans, to join their moms and dads or surrogate parents at work. Artemis walked her nieces through the most peaceful and grassy part of campus to a shady spot where a dozen people were pulling bright tee shirts from boxes and clothespinning them to a fifty-foot clothesline strung from one oak tree to another. The few shirts already hung were shivering and flapping in the chilly breeze. A woman pulled the looser edges of one taut so she could read it. Jessica broke into a run as soon as she saw the tee shirts--their most anticipated destination of the day. Artemis had explained that the clothesline was part of a national exhibit, now traveling from campus to campus throughout New England, intended to raise awareness of breast cancer.  Women who had suffered from breast cancer or friends or relatives of the breast cancer  victims had imprinted each shirt with a message or a narrative or an image. Last night at Artemis’ kitchen table the girls had made one themselves, using decals and letters that they ironed into a plain white tee shirt. Two stick-figure girls, drawn in primary-colored laundry markers, held hands below a bright red heart and the words WE LOVE YOU, MOM. Artemis had shuddered as the sizzling iron in Caitlin’s hand pressed the slightly off-kilter letters and the heart onto the flattened chest of the shirt.

Jessica went up to Fleur Charleroi, who was one of the volunteers hanging shirts, and said:

“Will you hang ours? Our mother died of breast cancer last year. Can you put it in your exhibition so it can go around the country with the others?” She held up the shirt by its shoulders.

“Of course we want your lovely shirt. Here, write a little more about your mom on this piece of paper so we’ll know her name and when she died. And put your names and address on the page so we can send the shirt back when the show closes,” said Fleur. “Your mama would be proud, girls. It’s great.  Would you like to hang it yourselves?”

Artemis and her nieces stayed to watch the clothesline fill up with bright air-ruffled shapes. They held hands as they walked along the clothesline close enough to read the messages, then ran on through the sprawling campus landscape. Artemis was impressed by their feisty good cheer. They’re surviving their mom’s death, she thought. For their grandmother and me Janice’s death is the arena where what little feeling we had for each other is being destroyed. The girls disappeared into the Theatre building. Artemis at last sprinted to catch up.

Caitlin and Jessica were excited by the succession of huge spaces--the lobby, the main stage, the scenery workshop--that Artemis led them through on the way downstairs to the rehearsal room, where a few other daughters had also come to join their aunt’s morning acting class. The visitors were invited by Artemis to join the warmups. 

“We need to do this deep diaphragm exercise to make our voices flexible and loud so we can project and fill up the whole theater. Did you girls know your voices are muscles?”

“You mean this is like boys’ batting practice?” said Caitlin.

“Like girls’ batting practice, right Artemis?” said Marla Crispin, who was peeling off the sweater she wore over her leotard and couldn’t pass up the chance to remind Artemis that she made every statement tinged with sexism, even the most innocent, into a feminist opportunity.

For the morning’s exercise Artemis had chosen one of the more chilling passages from Act III, Scene 1 of Hamlet. She had made extra copies of it with a brief synopsis printed across the top, for the benefit of her young visitors: “Hamlet finishes his ‘To be or 

not to be’ soliloquy. Ophelia interrupts him, her arms full of all the love-gifts that she‘s now regretfully returning to him. He says some bitter and contradictory words to her.”
“Today, people, were going to do something a little different. The men in the class will take turns reading Hamlet’s speeches. All the women, including our young guests, will take turns as Ophelia. For the first part of the scene I want each Ophelia to speak the lines Shakespeare wrote, right down to Hamlet’s line, “I loved you not.” When you get to that point, I want everybody to start improvising, including all you Hamlets. I want you women to invent your own response to rejection by a male, a male with whom you have almost certainly had sex.”

Here Jessica and Caitlin started to giggle and then suppressed it, womanfully.

Artemis smiled at her nieces, then continued. “Men, I want you to respond to the pain you have undoubtedly caused a woman, and try to make things right with her. Margaret and Ted, please lead us off.”

Ted Podorski read Hamlet’s lines with an arch redneck glee: “Are you honest...are you fair? If you be honest and fair, your honesty should admit no discourse to your beauty...the power of beauty will sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness....I did love you.  Once....You should not have believed me…. I loved you not.” He silently mouthed, Bitch.
Margaret answered: “Are you saying I was too good looking not to want to go to bed with you, Hamlet? Geez, I can’t understand what you’re saying half the time. But I’m such a fool about you--all your weird talk doesn’t bother me a bit.” She caressed Ted’s neck. After the laughter prompted by her improvisation, Margaret bantered on about Hamlet’s lack of clarity for a while before Artemis gave them both the hook. 

“That’s not quite what I had in mind, Margaret. Ted, that was really ugly. Let Alice try with Stephen.”

Alice said nothing. She walked up and kissed Stephen’s lips. 


Artemis put a stop to that line of improvisation immediately.

“Well, what would you do?” Alice asked Artemis.

“Not that.” The nieces were openly hilarious. “Jessica, get control of yourself and be a serious Ophelia for us. Greg, you’re on.”

When Greg told little Jessica, with exquisite kindness, that he didn’t love her because there was this German princess he met while studying in Wittenberg, and he was just very sorry they’d made a mistake, Jessica shouted:

“It wasn’t a mistake for me! I still really like you, Hamlet. Can I buy you a soda and we can talk it over?”

“O dear,” said Artemis, who walked over and hugged Jessica, ending her performance. “This isn’t working, is it.”

“Let me show you why it isn’t,” said Marla “Can I have Ted come back and do the scene with me?”

“Jesus Christ, Marla,” said Ted.

“Don’t worry Dorskers, all’s fair. Remember?”

When Ted said, “I loved you not” Marla replied.

“I was the more deceived.”

“That’s against the rules, Marla. “You’ve just said exactly what Shakespeare wrote. I want your own take on the situation. Not that sexist Bard’s.”

“Artemis, Shakespeare was speaking for me there. I can’t do better. Who can?

“I was the more deceived.”
















Wednesday morning April 17

After he fed his horses their grain Jack put halters on both and led them down to graze the wet spring grass in his rocky streamside pasture. Moonheen spooked at something in the bushes invisible to Jack, lifting his great chestnut head with fear in both black pupils. He stopped abruptly to stare at the woods, tensed for flight. In the dark of the alders Jack saw a small bear feeding on the white grubs of a huge rotten tree trunk. Jack’s calm steadied and reassured Moonheen; he and the horses and the bear ignored each other and went about their lives. A horse can startle, but can't astonish me, he thought. I can interpret almost every move Moonheen makes.  Old Bull Run is tougher to read. But what about ME when I sense danger? I too flinch, then I panic, then I think about the situation. I try to outwit my enemies. It would be a lot easier to be all fluttering muscle like Moonheen--just spook sideways and take off at 35 miles an hour. He led Moonheen back up the hill to the stable. He hadn't spent much time with his horses in the last week.  His own problems had obsessed him. He’d made quick visits twice a day to feed his horses and muck out their stalls, but he hadn’t exercised either one. He hadn’t done a lot of routine chores. His house was filthy and there was practically no food in the refrigerator.  He hadn’t even checked his e-mail for several days, even though that was where his most urgent messages, except for Belle Isle’s, arrived. After locking the paddock gate he walked back through the frog chirps on his pond and into his study to turn on his computer.

He logged onto his University account, typed his password and clicked open his mail file. There were two new messages. One from his current doctoral student, one from an old friend in Austin, Texas. He read and saved their letters, and responded to his friend with a few quick sentences. Kai Marshall, his dissertation student, wrote that he planned to visit campus to see Jack during the second week in June. Meanwhile, Kai asked, could Jack send a hard copy of his reactions to the revised second chapter on the cultural context of Impressionism which he had sent Jack as an attached e-mail file last week? Huh, thought Jack, I don't remember that download. Maybe it didn’t come through. He opened his Old Mail file to look for it. He found Kai’s downloaded chapter. Jesus, I am starting to lose it. But also in the Old Mail file there was e-mail from Lin Yu that had been sent on Thursday morning at 7:05 and read on Friday at 3:53 PM. He remained confused for a few seconds, not yet ready to click open Lin's letter. He was absolutely certain he hadn’t opened this letter and then forgotten about it, as he’d done with Kai’s file. Was it possible that his mail had been opened? What else could have happened? Someone unknown must have my password. That's wild. I've never given my password to anyone. I even stuck a number in the middle of the word to make it nearly impossible to decrypt. He opened Lin's letter and heard her voice rising from dark type on his gray screen. Jack: if it was so good between us, why did you leave?
A realization struck Jack, and with an angry certainty. The face of his monitor still smiled when booted up, but some enemy had invaded its innards and his own. Who had accessed his computer account?  Who had compelled the mainframe to divulge his password? Is it possible for somebody to loot my files? He had thought not, but what did he know of the computer world's sinister capacities? He wondered if there was a way of tracing the person who used his password to read Lin's letter. He had to stay calm. Phone Lincoln Kangamishu. 

Kanga had in his spare time started a computer company, deftly fusing his grasp of what Americans looked for in their computer software with the latest hardware available back in Japan. He had hired some Bengali programmers to develop English-language optical character recognition software for a new line of scanners from SONY, replacing the buggy original code, then had licensed the package back to SONY America, which marketed it under a different name. He had predicted the Internet frenzy two years before Bill Gates swerved Microsoft into gear. “Americans are not shy. They want to connect,” he had said. “‘Only connect’ was Forster’s forlorn admonition to his classbound British countrymen,” Kanga liked to say,  “but for you Americans in this generation connection is second nature.” This timely insight made him rich. When Jack phoned, Kanga said he was welcome to come over "just as soon as you wish." Jack walked out to his car seconds after hanging up. 

Kanga, wearing khaki fatigues, opened his door and gave him a crisp salute. Jack hadn't explained exactly why he needed his old friend's computer expertise, only that his need was great. 

"My computer account's been hacked, Kanga. Somebody's got my password." 

"Shall we engage the bastards right away?" Kanga said, gesturing toward a flight of stairs. Visible through Kanga's accommodating manner was a keen appetite for battle. His study hummed with electronic paraphernalia unfamiliar to Jack--tiny glowing screens, purring boxes in many shapes and sizes. Phone lines slithered out of every wall. The intensity within this room was balanced by the open airiness of the rest of the house and by the view from the study window of descending tiers of rock and pebble-floored gardens. The manic West staring out over the peaceful East.
"So they’re turning the screws around on you," said Kanga as he switched on his PowerMac.

"That’s what they’re doing. Somebody’s downloaded a letter from a former student of mine named Lin Yu. An extremely personal letter that would really hurt me if it got published or used as evidence. Can we figure out how somebody stole my password?"

"We do have an intriguing puzzle, if, as you say, no other person knows your password. Big mystery here, unless you left your password lying around on a piece of paper, or someone overheard you recite it in your sleep."

"Negative." Jack always slipped into army lingo in Kanga's presence.

"Fact one: we know someone purloined your password. Fact two: we don’t yet know that someone. Did you type your password while someone watched?'

"Yes. Last Tuesday I used it in Rose Wyznewski's office. But I thought my back was between her line of sight and the keyboard."

"I don't know this Wyznewski. Can she see through backs?"

"I didn’t know she existed until last week. Who knows if she can she see through backs, but I heard she stabbed a few before she found mine. She phoned me with the news I was being investigated and demanded I meet her in Rushmore. She works as a staffer in the Affirmative Action office. During our meeting she was sitting behind me, on a couch, about eight feet away. She might have edged sideways for a clearer view of my fingers. Still, how could she have seen which keys I hit from so far away? Maybe she has a card sharp’s eyes." Jack remembered the royal flush framed on her wall. He remembered the Las Vegas-like outfit she wore to their only meeting. Black-patterned stockings. Short skirt. Plenty of cleavage.

"I’ll bet Wyznewski is a card player, Kanga. She’s probably got eyes that can pick up tiny distant details. She could be the thief. Realistically, it’s got to be her. How can we prove it?” 

"I don’t think we can easily do that,” was Kanga’s first reaction. “How crucial is accusing her to your case?"

“It would show the campus how desperate my accusers are. Embarrass the hell out of the Provost. Wyznewski acts in Horsfall’s name.  Is there a way we can nail her?”

“We could possibly do it by using a program called SafeCracker.”

“Where do we buy it?”

“Oh no, this is not something you can buy through MacWarehouse. It’s used by Internet and Computer criminals. Sold privately like heroin. Or an outlawed, untraceable, automatic weapon. It’s the Uzi of software. The going price used to be 5 K. If you try to make your own copy a retaliatory virus will erase your hard drive while shouting Sicilian obscenities at maximum volume through your speakers.”

“Yikes. But how does it work?”

“You let it run day and night. It can run zillions of passwords at multi megahertz speeds until it finds one that will open somebody’s networked computer. It finds the right password about 90 percent of the time. If we had it and it did its work, we could access Wyznewski’s hard drive from our machine and find Lin Yu’s letter’s on it. ”

“Forget it. I can’t do that. Any other options?”

“If this were a criminal case a judge might let a prosecutor subpoena Wyznewski’s computer and you could legally search her hard disk. But then she may have deleted the letter beyond recovery. She probably has a security program called MicroShredder.”

“Subpoenas aren’t an option. Any other ideas?”

“Call her on the phone and confront her. Say you have reason to believe she stole your password. Hint you’ve traced Lin’s letter to her machine—which in a sense you have. Get her answers on tape. She might panic and commit a mistake.”

Just as he used to do in his days as Chair, Jack acted on angry impulse. He grabbed Kanga’s phone and dialed Wyznewski’s office. Kanga turned on the answering machine recorder and moved the record time to the open-ended setting. After a polite greeting Jack put his question. He heard a slight intake of breath.

“Are you accusing me of stealing your password?”

“Yes, ma’am. And I’m asking if you downloaded any e-mail addressed to me.”

“O wouldn’t that be interesting if I did! Was this by any chance a letter you might wish to keep private, Professor Stoneycroft?  I didn’t steal your password. And I don’t read other people’s mail unless they show it to me. If you want to accuse me publicly of doing otherwise, I will take you to court.”

“Aren’t you taking me to court already, Ms. Wyznewski? But you go ahead and do that--sue me for libel. Truth is always a pretty conclusive defense in any libel action. So sue me. And if you did steal that letter, it better not show up as evidence at my Hearing.”

“Oh, so we’re a little worried about that letter, are we? Does it by any chance confirm your sexual exploitation of students? I’m sure you WOULD be embarrassed if others read a letter like that.”

“Not as embarrassed as you’ll be when I play the statements you just made at the Hearing.”

“Go ahead and play them, Professor,” she said, then hung up.

“Jack! You should have kept her talking. I don’t think you recorded enough incrimination.”

“Enough for me. I want Fleur Charleroi to hear what this woman just said. Let’s go.”

















Wednesday noon 17 April

“What’s happening?” said Fleur as Jack and Kanga walked into her office. Fleur blinked in the sun-glare through her huge Rushmore window when she saw Jack’s friend coming at her. “To what do we owe this pleasure,” she said as she offered Kanga her hand. 

“This isn’t pleasure, this is war,” said Kanga, removing the slim answering machine from his briefcase. “A just war.”

“I don’t think she believes there are any just wars, Kanga,” said Jack. “Listen, Fleur, I have a ninety second phone tape to play for you. Hope you can spare us the time.  It proves that Rose Wyznewski stole my password, opened my e-mail account, and then downloaded a letter a student sent me. The letter’s damaging to me, but it was never meant to be public.  Just listen.”

Kanga pressed the play button. Fleur sat down on her couch next to the tape-recorder and listened carefully. When the tape came to its abrupt end she shook her head at Jack. “You’re crazy Jack. Wyznewski didn’t confess to anything on this tape. All her comments were hypothetical and non-specific. She didn’t incriminate herself. Play it again at home and pay attention. She could claim she was just having you on. I don’t think that tape is usable evidence. One more thing. I’m not sure of the law, but I’ll bet it forbids taping somebody’s phone conversation without getting consent first.”

“Fleur, she’s got the letter. She got it illegally. And suppose she tries to use it? Wouldn’t that use be an admission she’s a thief? This woman is your boss’s agent. Do you support what she’s done?” 

“Sit down, guys, and let me explain something to you both.” Jack and Kanga had expressed their sense of urgency and triumph by staying on their feet and pacing to the window and back while the tape played. Jack exploded.

“Fleur? Why are you trying to excuse Wyznewski? Look, there’s no doubt she stole my password and read my e-mail. What are you going to do about it?”

“Nothing.”

“What?” Jack was stunned. “The woman should be fired.”

“Jack. Get real. Sure, maybe she should be fired. For general incompetence and obsessiveness. But all this e-mail larceny is diversionary. Even if you managed to expose her, your enemies will say, Like Dirty Harry and a lot of hard-nosed prosecutors, Wyznewski took the law briefly into her own hands to get the goods on YOU. And she got ‘em.  She got hold of what sounds like—since you’re being so ballistic about it—one of your seduced students’ plaintive e-mails to you. If you accuse Wyznewski of theft in public you will look as though you’re pleading a technicality. Horsfall will probably say he can’t condone Wyznewski’s methods, BUT he condones your morality even less. I don’t see how you can win that argument.”

Jack looked at Kanga for support without saying a word.

“The Assistant to the Provost could be right, Jack.” Kanga spoke to Fleur’s logic, but he was thinking, How careless Americans can be of each other’s self-esteem. Even their friends’ self-esteem.

Jack thought: If Fleur’s convinced Kanga, it’s hopeless. Fleur was relentless.

“Sorry, Jack, but flailing at your accusers will just make you look guiltier. I don’t like the Jack who tried to trap Wyznewski in a lie on tape. That isn’t playing by the Marquess of Queensbury’s rules, is it?”

“The Marquess of Queensbury? Fleur, you don’t know one goddam thing about that crazed bastard. He never played by his own rules. He’s the guy who destroyed Oscar Wilde.”

 “I know who Queensbury is, Jack. Look, guys, I have work to do. No more time for fun and games. Maybe you both need to get serious. You’re acting like Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer.” 
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Kanga offered to take Jack’s mind off his troubles by giving him a ride in his airplane, which he kept at a tiny airfield in Green River. Kanga frequently offered Jack a plane ride, but Jack was almost always ready with a polite excuse.

“I want to keep my feet on the ground, Kanga. Fleur’s right. Let’s play. I very much want to whack something. Let’s go hit some golf balls. We can work off unused adrenalin. And talk. We can’t hear each other in your goddamned Zero.”

They drove the few miles to the driving range, built by a local farmer, which had plenty of lush turf off which golfers could practice their irons and fairway woods.  Kanga seemed exhilarated to hold a club in his hand. His breath made an alarming sound on each downswing, which reminded Jack of a joyful death rattle, oxymoronic as that thought seemed. These days Kanga’s arthritic hip had sharply restricted his once fluid swing. Back in the seventies he had been a six-handicap player. “Final stage of my Americaphilia,” was how he explained the ferocious energy he devoted to the game. A few years ago he had accompanied Jack and Adam and Baxter on a pilgrimage to St. Andrews, and he had walked the Old Course in blissful concentration. Jack suspected Kanga had deliberately knocked his three-wood approach over the 17th green so he could identify with Tom Watson’s predicament during the 1984 British Open and play his ball where it came to rest, eighteen inches from the stone wall behind the green of the Road Hole. 

For twenty minutes they raked the red-equatored range balls toward themselves and smacked them out. Purged for the moment, Jack leaned his club against the arm of a peeling adirondack chair and sat in it to watch Kanga. Jack was impressed at the distance his friend got, even now, with what seemed a wristy half-swipe.

“What do you make of all this, Kanga? What’s happening to me? And the University to which we’ve given our lives?”

Kanga picked at the grooves of his five-iron with a tee and walked back and forth without saying anything. He knew something about unworthy causes to which lives were given.

“Divorce this university!” he finally said. “You ought to take her to court. Start fresh elsewhere.”

“A good lawyer told me suing would be too expensive and too risky. Tell me where all of us—me, the university, this country, the world, you name it--went wrong.”

“Only you know where you went wrong. Can’t help you there, Jackson. My expertise is mostly on what’s right with your country. I don’t know from wrong. There I’m an amateur.” Kanga occasionally jazzed up his speech with Jewish idioms, whose ironic poetry warmed his heart. He punched a five iron with a slight draw. “There’s always some kind of ugly meanness driving any political conflict. The difference now in the U.S. is your people’s profound confusion. When I studied your bad times like the Civil War and the Depression and McCarthy era I felt strong tides pulling the country in a healthy direction. Now I don’t feel any such tides. I feel everyone listless in a stagnant bath. Too much pursuit of false happiness.”

“Why are the good old tides failing us now? Running out on us? Becalming us? Whatever. What gives?”

“A powerful country needs a humungous idea to keep it powerful. Needs a big one just to stay healthy. America has nothing substantial or healthy on her mind right now. I agree with the gentleman who said we’re at the end of History--but not in the way he meant it. History seems over to us now—I hope it’s just temporary--because we’ve stopped believing we’re INSIDE History and able to motivate it to do good things. We go along for the ride.” Kanga paused and raised an eyebrow at Jack. Had he heard all this before? Jack’s smile said, Yeah, I know this by heart, but my heart’s still warmed to hear you say it again.

Kanga decided to continue. “Remember the great Kennedy excitement? His inaugural speech: ‘ASK NOT what your country can do for you?’ Kennedy amazed the whole country the moment he said that. But those words make me cringe now. Don’t you too cringe? They expose shame. People shy away from patriotism. Ask us to sacrifice for the nation? No sir, that invades our rights as free people. We know the government’s proper task: Enrich us, stupid! Isn’t that what Clinton—or was it Mr. Carville—taught last election? Enrich us, Stupid! Demanding patriotism from anybody except a U.S. Marine who’s getting paid for it has become a tyrannical act.”

That’s a bit harsh, thought Jack. But he declined to probe or debate Kanga, who was in obvious moral pain. At the beginning of their friendship he’d probed into the difference in their cultural experience. Kanga was raised in a culture where making unquestioning sacrifice for the Emperor often meant dying for him. He’d dedicated his life to Hirohito until his Zero sank in Leyte Gulf and he floated reborn to the surface. His countrymen’s extreme degree of sacrifice to a national ideal had been collective insanity, Kanga had later declared in a controversial essay. But the near opposite that prevailed in the U.S. in the mid-nineties had its own extreme shortsightedness--also to the point of insanity—and would only be cured, Kanga predicted, by some implacable and horrendous national catastrophe. The cure for mindless affluence might be a death-spiral Depression that makes the suburbs as poverty-riddled as the inner cities. Or better yet, as doomed as the famine- and AIDS-stricken huts of sub-Saharan Africa. 

Maybe it will be a terrorist inflicted epidemic that wakes us up, Jack thought, one that kills as many millions as the Black Plague did in the 14th century. The New York Times had printed without comment on its Op Ed page this very morning an unrhymed sonnet supposedly written by an anonymous epidemiologist. Jack had razored it out of his paper and now retrieved it from his wallet and read it aloud to Kanga, who whisked his five iron back and forth as he listened. 

“Listen to this, Kanga:

“CHIMERA

(a beast created from parts of other beasts)

A jet opens its wing pods, or an aerosol

exhales from a briefcase left hissing

in an airport lounge or subway station.

EbólaPox is so ethereal

we'll have no clue a countdown has begun.

It will take us a few infinite days

to die--we will blacken, then melt away.

I’ll spare you further symptoms. But terrorists

won’t, nor will their feisty microallies, 

who will pulse from our lungs in waves of slow

motion bio-contagion, breath by breath,

pulling our lovers, whole cities of strangers,

into a holy, continent-spanning

battlecry, as their God makes our flesh his Word.”

Jack doubted a scientist could be the true author of the angry sonnet. The poetic craft was just deft enough to be the work of some well-known poet.  Maybe a response to being spooked by the nerve gas attack in the Japanese subway. Or the threat to our cities posed by the designer germs of Islamic militants. The poet probably concealed his identity to forestall a fatwah of the kind of that sent Salman Rushdie into nomadic house arrest.

The Times’ own unexpected flicker of courage had impressed Jack, but not Kanga, who said, “You think that poem’s a deadly insult to Islam? I don’t think so. Not blasphemous enough to provoke fatwah. Perhaps you miss the point?” 

“Enlighten me, Kanga.”

“Right now, who can take a sonnet seriously? Especially one with that ridiculous title. Isn’t a chimera something nonexistent? Actually, The Times most likely published it to show its readers all those TV stories on killer bacteria are ridiculous paranoia. What is Bioterrorism? The NY Times says a poem can deal with it. Nothing to be scared about. Believe me, Jack, Ebola virus SHOULD be on Page One in very large, very black headlines. Your country turns its eyes away from the next Pearl Harbor. Expect it to arrive just in time to ruin the millennium. Don’t print me your prophetic sonnets, NY Times! Just tell me when your Stealth bombers from Colorado are going to hit those germ labs in the Asian desert.”
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Wednesday evening 17 April

Marla at first believed a feminist political agenda drove Artemis’ war against Jack, but as her treacherous use of Lin’s letter sank in, she suspected a personal grudge. What else explained the intensity of Artemis’ anger? Artemis seemed not to care in the slightest what going public might cost Marla. No thanks. Forget it, she repeated as she walked home from campus. No way. Whatever happened between Stoneycroft and Lin, sad as it is, doesn’t concern anybody else, especially me. Jack never made a real pass at me, anyway. And so WHAT if he tries again? I might kiss back. I might even sleep with him now. I COULD sleep with him. Well, I’m not sure, but I might. I’m a big girl. What happened to Lin won’t happen to me.

Artemis had given her a copy of Lin’s letter to take back to her apartment. She read it over a few times as she undressed. In bed, she recited phrases from it in the dark. What events could have caused Lin’s dignified but rending unhappiness? She clearly still loves him. Jack stopped loving Lin a while back. That’s all that happened. Happens every day.

"Your intense coaching of my writing and my grammar never helped me understand the language you speak.” Marla repeated Lin’s words aloud with her head on the pillow. Lin must have been really angry when she wrote that. To write that to a man must have been so humiliating. Well, hers was a kind of exchange--writing instruction for sex. I got my instruction from him just by paying tuition. At least he helped me before there were any mornings after. 

At dawn when Marla woke up, she was still thinking of Lin Yu, and every time she focused on Lin her own slowly emerging desire for Jack sharpened. If nothing else, Lin’s letter prove Jack would sleep with his woman students. It wouldn’t end like that for me. She decided to write in her journal, a ritual she reserved for times when cumulative clarity was needed to combat her despair.

I could hit on him just a little, she wrote. Though that’s exactly what Artemis hopes I’ll do--though she’s never pushed me at him. Except by warning me so I’ll think about it.  If Jack “welcomes” my interest, and Artemis finds out we’ve had sex, she’ll have him dead to rights—and me the victim-witness. And she’s smart enough to see through any of my evasions.

I’m curious to know what Jack did to make Lin so “painful” as she puts it. I want to know what he’s like as a man. Maybe not enough to sleep with him. But god knows I’ve slept with enough guys I half-liked for half an hour. But Jack’s got to be off limits to me now. For a while, anyway. Maybe that’s why I’m even considering what it would be like to go to bed with him--he’s off limits. 

I sure as hell don’t want to help Artemis hurt Jack. What would happen if I testified at a Sexual Harassment Hearing? I’d tell them the truth about Jack’s hug. It might have been dumb on his part, but it wasn’t harassment.  I could make his accusers look like witchburners. Yell at them. But if I screw it up then Jack might lose. And lose big. But I won’t.  He’ll be OK unless somebody else accuses him. But who else is there? I’m Artemis’ only real weapon, and I’ll shoot HER down.

The phone rang to interrupt what Marla was confiding to the page. It was Artemis.

“Marla, I’ve come to a decision which involves you. We’d better talk seriously about it. Will you meet me tomorrow morning at Tina’s Breakfast Nook about 8 AM?”
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Thursday late morning 18 April

Fleur carried it directly from her desk to Provost Horsfall's hands.

"She phoned me before lunch to tell me it was on its way. Good show, my one and only Polish Princess," said Horsfall as he opened the envelope. CONFIDENTIAL was scrawled in large letters across both sides in red marker. 

"Did she write that with lipstick or Jack’s blood?” said Fleur. “You don’t mind if I read over your shoulder, do you?"

"So Fleur, you do want to be in at the kill? And have your forehead daubed with Professor Stoneycroft's blood? " said Horsfall. He silently turned over two pages. “I'm skipping Ms. Wyznewski's breathless preamble and cutting, as your countrymen say, to the chase. Ah! Listen to sweet music:

Marla Crispin, an M.F.A. candidate in Theatre, provided the Affirmative Action Office with a detailed account of a series of meetings she had with Professor Jackson Stoneycroft, which culminated, on April 12th at approximately 10:30 AM, in his taking hold of her shoulders and embracing her. This gesture was uninvited by, and a surprise to, Ms. Crispin. She has, however, declared herself unwilling to charge Professor Stoneycroft with sexual harassment, citing her belief that his embrace was not prompted by sexual motives. It is the Affirmative Action Office’s conviction that Stoneycroft has exhibited a pattern of sexual exploitation of his female students serious enough to justify the bringing of a formal complaint of sexual harassment against him. As you are aware, second-hand but credible testimony may be permitted in a Sexual Harassment Hearing. We have three witnesses willing to provide such testimony, as well as a letter from a former student which clearly implies that an exploitative sexual relationship existed between her and Stoneycroft. At present the legal status of this letter is under review. Its content, however, has been revealed to Professor Artemis Fletcher of Theatre, one of the three witnesses we intend to call, and may through her testimony be summarized and put in evidence. While Ms. Crispin has declined to bring charges herself, she has agreed to give testimony concerning the circumstances surrounding the incident. Ms. Crispin made explicit her rejection of Stoneycroft’s advance--if it indeed was one--by not responding to his overture and by leaving the office shortly thereafter. The Affirmative Action Office recommends that these particulars be presented to the Sexual Harassment Hearing Board with a view to its assessing whether or not formal charges should be brought against Professor Stoneycroft.

Sincerely,

Rose Wyznewski

Encl.

"What do you think, Fleur? Will Ms. Crispin's testimony strip Stoneycroft of his tenure or merely knock him for good and all out of the running for Dean of Humanities?"

"I think Wyznewski has abused her investigatory powers, Tim."

"Then you tell me what this uninvited embrace was all about."

"Who knows. Marla Crispin doesn't tell us. Wyznewski tries to put the worst possible interpretation on it. It could have been utterly blameless."

"NOT BLOODY LIKELY, given our Professor's vigorous amatory track record. And why do you think Ms. Crispin is prepared to give evidence? That tells us she not taking this matter lightly. I'm inclined to prosecute."

"Tim, we'll lose even if Stoneycroft is found guilty. Do you really want to be responsible for throwing a perfectly good man—our faculty colleague--to the PC wolves over something that has nothing but evanescent significance between consenting--well, in this case, non-consenting adults--whom nobody claims slept with each other?"

"I think you protect your friend, Fleur. Let him hire a professional lawyer. You're not persuading me."

"You'll lose this, Provost. In fact, you may have more to lose than Jack does. Me, for instance. If you send Wyznewski’s letter to the Hearing Board, I'm out of here. I'll resign."

"I'll regret that," said Horsfall.
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Fleur went back to her office, called in her secretary, and said: “Dottie, take an undated letter of resignation, please. And don’t flinch. Just keep writing it down. You’re going to hear some very angry language from me.”

Ten minutes later Fleur walked down the hall to the Affirmative Action Office, looking for Rose Wyznewski. 

“She’s gone for the day,” her secretary said.

“Where might she be?”

“‘I’m off to celebrate,’ was what she said when she left. But she didn’t say where. Or what she was celebrating.”
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“Marla Crispin? My name is Fleur Charleroi. I’m Deputy to the Provost. Though this will be my last week or so in the position. I want you to know I’m resigning in response to what’s happening. We have just received a recommendation from the Affirmative Action Office that Professor Stoneycroft be charged with sexual harassment. I’m phoning you because you’re named as a witness.”

“Ms. Charleroi, I don’t agree with this. I refused to bring charges.”

“I understand that. But you have agreed to be a witness and you do say he gave you an uninvited embrace. How did you get involved with the Affirmative Action Office?”

“I went to see a Ms. Rose Wyznewski there. She was the person in charge of the investigation. I’d heard from Professor Fletcher, one of my teachers, that she was about to accuse Jack---Professor Stoneycroft, that is. That shockedme. I was trying to stop the whole thing by telling Ms. Wyznewski exactly what happened. The hug was no big deal. It startled me, but it wasn’t a pass or anything like that.”

“Then why did you let Wyznewski include you in her formal accusation? I don’t understand.”

“Both she and Professor Fletcher explained that the University has a stake in policing harassment situations. Even if a victim won’t make her own accusation, the University can bring a charge on its own.”

“That’s correct.”

“Wyznewski didn’t badger me. She listened to my account. She took notes, actually. Professor Fletcher came to Wyznewski’s office as my advisor. They both said, OK, we accept your unwillingness to accuse him. They said I didn’t even have to testify. But they said they might accuse him on other grounds than what he did to me. They claim to have stuff from other women. They’re making it sound like he’s some kind of public menace. I got mad. I think I lost it. I said I insisted on testifying. Otherwise they’ll turn Jack’s hugging me into something horrendous. Professor Stoneycroft has nothing to fear from me.”

“You don’t think so, Marla? No matter how you tell it, his putting his arms around you is going to make him look bad. People don’t see ‘affectionate’ when a prof touches a student. They see ‘lecherous’. Wyznewski can use you—by presenting you as naively sympathetic to him--to establish what may be the most damaging evidence against him they’ll ever get.”

“What a mess. Universities are supposed to be run by smart compassionate people. What’s going on?”

“We are smart. Compassionate? Forget it. Not Fletcher and Wyznewski anyway. They are very smart and very devious and they are pulling our strings. Not just yours. Mine. The Provost’s too. Marla, thank you for your honesty. I expect to be at the hearing. Good luck. Let’s hope the truth works.”
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 “What if she just tells the fucking truth?” said Artemis to Rose after a couple of glasses of Spanish champagne. “Can we live with that?”

“He’s toast.”

“How can you be sure?”

“Very simple. Our society is passing through a paradigm change. An action like Jack’s hug might ten years ago have seemed innocent or at worst ambiguous. A good lawyer could have sold it to our jury as just manly, affectionate praise. But now, in the legal system of which Sex Harassment regs are a part--read, ‘em, Artemis--the community and the assaulted person are the judges of what a hug or a kiss or a pat or a lewd remark was intended to provoke. And We the People have the final say about what any sexually charged gesture means. If the Sex Har Board says Jack made a pass, he made it. And he pays.”
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Friday 19th April

"Jack, you really should buy or rent a pager for the duration," said Martin Belle Isle. 

"My life is already full of interruptions. I don't need any more. You'll have to live with my answering machine. What's up?"

"I wanted you to hear it from me before you heard it on the news or from one of your students."

"Hear what?"

"Your vigilant colleagues on the Sexual Harassment Board have voted (not unanimously, by the way) to charge you with Sexual Harassment of three students."

"You’re joking. That's the bad news. Is there any good news?"

"There’s no good news. Brother Oberschmitt phoned me himself with the decision. It happened late this morning."

"Who's accusing me? What’s this about THREE students?"

"Marla Crispin will testify that you embraced her without an invitation."

"Marla? For Christ’s sake, Martin, what a crazy bitch! Yes! I did “embrace” her--well, kind of, yes. I gave her a perfectly spontaneous hug of gratitude because she had the spunk to argue a tough issue and won me over. And scrub what I said about her being a bitch. She’s not. But I just don’t get what’s going on with her."

"Wouldn’t a few upbeat words to this lady have spared you a lot of grief? Are you sure this Marla isn’t out to get you?  They say she’s also Artemis Fletcher’s student. Could they have set you up? Or maybe Marla had a crush and thinks you spurned her?"

"Always a possibility, but I don’t think so. I'm still astonished. Marla’s a little wild, but a serious person. Somebody must have gotten to her. Hypnotized her? My harmless hug is being exploded into some kind of crude sexual assault. I need help, Martin."

"I think you should ask Marla why she did it. Maybe she'll come to her senses and refuse to testify."

"That won't halt the trial. You may not know our university’s peculiar legal procedures for prosecuting Sexual Harassment accusations. Even if Marla refuses to testify in the end, the University can introduce the hug as hearsay and proceed against me on its own, as an aggrieved institution."

"I am familiar with your bizarre regs. Somebody at Rushmore faxed them to me this morning. I still think you should talk to Marla Crispin. Was she coerced? Does she understand how serious a deal this thing is? We need answers to mount a defense. Phone me when you have news. I'll do the same."
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Jack didn't phone Marla. A little after five PM he got in his BMW and drove. Not to look for Marla--but out to Lin Yu's apartment in rural Billington. As he buzzed along hilly back roads near the Quabbin reservoir he blipped the accelerator entering curves and felt his machine settle down on stiff shocks as it cornered. Blue lights started pulsing as he passed a logging road. He had been driving forty miles over the speed limit when a town cop flicked on his radar gun. Jack slowed and stopped immediately. The cop asked him to step out of his car and submit to a Breathalyzer test: “Had a few drinks after work, fella?” Jack refused, too pissed to co-operate with this insinuating cop, even though he had had nothing alcoholic to drink all day. The cop impounded his BMW, confiscated his operator's license, and phoned the towing company. 

“Fella, this fine is going to be a big one. Forty miles over at fifteen bucks a pop. Will you want a lift to a phone?” 

“No thanks, I’ll walk. How come you’re not taking me to the station?”

“You think I want to spend all night at the town lockup myself? Nobody else will be on duty out back. And I don’t feel much like cuffing and chauffeuring you all the way to Springfield or Westfield. Hell, I’ve got your car and your license. And I know where you work, Professor. Your habeas corpus isn’t  much use to me right now. More a pain in the ass.” 

Jack shrugged and walked away. He felt giddy. Acutely disembodied, he watched while his BMW was winched up and chained onto the flatbed. He’d incorporated his car’s quickness into his sense of personal freedom, and losing it made his legs wobbly. He took down the car-pound's address from the cop before setting out to hike the rest of the way--about a mile and a half--to Lin's apartment. Fifty yards down the highway he had the urge to turn a cartwheel.  While upside down he spilled dimes and quarters clinking and glinting onto the asphalt in the slanting sunlight. He tight-rope walked with defiant equipoise along the white centerline until he was out of sight of the Billington Police Cruiser, whose blue light kept up its relentless flash-beat behind him as it waited for the rumbling tow truck to depart.
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Lin Yu wasn't home or wasn't answering her apartment bell.  Jack sat down in the hallway and rested his back against the wall.  I'll simply wait her out, he thought. He waited almost two hours, letting his mind wander through a half-hearted analysis of his predicament.  He couldn't figure out what impelled him to come here. He wasn't drunk, but his actions sure had an intoxicated abandon.  His grounding by the cop had poured molasses over his freedom to move and act. He was due in Boston at 1:30 PM on Wednesday the 24th--how was he going to manage that?  A five-hour bus ride? No thanks. He wouldn't ask Lin Yu to drive him; she had her own job, her own life.  What was that life like without him? He reminded himself that living her life without him had been his choice, not hers.

She opened the building’s outside door about 8 PM and came up the stairwell carrying groceries. He knew she’d been to the Asian Market because of the large plastic tote, embossed with red Chinese characters, which the market asked its customers to re-use. Did the Firebird man just drop her off? 

“I don't know you," she said.  He stood, his back sore, his legs tingling from lack of circulation.  He almost walked out and away into the twilight.  But she softened.  "Come in and tell me who you are and why you’re here."

"I need a ride home," he said.  "I lost my car and my license on the way."

He sat on the couch.  She sat on the floor and listened.  "I'm going to be tried for sexual harassment," he began.  When he finished his story she stared at him.

"You've come to me for help?" she asked, more in disbelief than reproach.  "I thought you didn't want me."

"I was foolish to come here.  I don't know what I was expecting.  I wanted you to know what they're doing to me.  Now I need a ride home.  Maybe that's all I need."

"I hope that's all." She recalled how Jack always came looking for her when some aspect of his life veered out of control. He only wants a small part of me, the part that can comfort his distress.  He’ll push me away if I ask him for more.
In the rhythm of Jack's past visits now was about the time that he would lift Lin off the floor and carry her to the bedroom.  He wondered if she would still let him.  But he felt no desire. And he had, somewhere out on the road, lost track of the nebulous impulse that had driven him here.  There's nothing I want from her now, he realized.  He felt his tense body ease as he leaned back on the couch.  He was silent for a few minutes.

Lin wondered if Jack wanted to tell her something.  She did not interrupt his silence.  She remembered what it was like to make love to him, and knew she wouldn't sleep with him again.  She had not been a virgin when they met, but her first sexual encounters in China had given her limited pleasure and a lot of disillusion. Is this the most women can feel?  She had wondered if her lack of response wasn’t the fault of her early lovers and the husband she'd been forced to marry.  She hadn't then explored her own body at all, hadn't realized how much pleasure depended on knowing how to call it into being.  But Jack knew.  And she and Jack had kept on trying for several frustrating nights, until suddenly she felt her body surrender to the orgasm she had never imagined possible.  Jack had been shocked at the look of terror on her face.  "It's so much," she had said. “Too much.”

Lin’s sometimes frightening passion for European literature—which she had brought with her to America and to the University’s Comp Lit department—was something which struck Jack soon after they’d met. On her way though a six hundred page book she’d come to his office each morning haggard as if the author had disrupted her life as much as his characters. He assumed this visceral response to literature just about guaranteed the strength of her erotic feelings. Lugging her copy of The Brothers Karamazov everywhere, she said, “I am so much like Ivan! His twin! I can’t believe it. Am I growing his beard?” She ran an apprehensive hand along her narrow cheekbones. Over the next few days Jack noticed her bookmark knifing deeper and deeper into the novel’s thick body. “You seem to be chugging The Brothers K,” he had said to her one day after class. She reacted in openmouthed horror, as if he’d accused her of some kind of group sexual perversion. Jack’s stuttering explanation of what ‘chugging’ meant in fraternity houses—drinking an entire glass of beer without stopping to breathe—broke the thin ice between them. She took to dropping into his office for a few minutes several times a day. He knew she wasn’t coming any more to be taught, but to be noticed. And that was OK with Jack. Lin fascinated him.

As Jack tried to put the Beats or Vietnam into an American perspective, or explain how civil repartee in a Jane Austen novel could reveal the healthy desires of a young woman in that era, he wished he could speak to her passion without diversionary small talk. Lin sensed this, and found excuses to seek more and more of his help: on writing assignments from other courses, the peculiarities of English grammar, Foucault’s theory of history. After a while Jack began to help her negotiate more mundane difficulties--he drove her to the store so she wouldn’t have to carry her groceries on the bus; he advised her how to cut through red tape when applying for a research assistantship in the Comp Lit Department. One the day he helped her choose which computer to buy, she said, "You are Mr. Knightly."  She almost said "my" Mr. Knightly but couldn’t quite risk that. Jack wondered if they’d have to plow through the equivalent of Emma’s four hundred pages before they became less cautious characters in a swifter moving book of their own. But it was her artless matter-of-fact announcement minutes later—“Lady Chatterly's Lover is my favorite novel”--that finally gave Jack the signal to park his car on a back road in Billington. 

That was long ago. Jack was now immobilized on Lin’s floor. His head rested against the front of the couch.  Lin let him be. Maybe he’s doing a bit of reliving himself.
Jack would come to her apartment and she would prepare him Chinese dinners like banquets, whose ingredients contained as much poetry as savor and nutriment: Cloud ears. Pearl balls. Golden needles. Gunns.  Tell me how it feels to be Chinese, how you connect to people, he would ask as they ate. Lin would explain how much of her past life depended on dropping and picking up hints, how many areas of dangerous shame had to be skirted, how the entire Communist way of life had been enacted routinely even as it was despised. She came to view her own cultural heritage—what was left of it—as something to escape, to leave behind. And when Jack had made love to her on those nights, she felt her dress going over her head and her briefs kicking free of her toes as an escape from a life swaddled by taboos. She was entering a new land of unfailing pleasure, and she made Jack its king.  But the king was in residence only at his convenience; that was the way with kings.

On one of the nights Jack was absent, maybe a month before they stopped seeing each other, she decided to try sex with her Taiwanese admirer. She had simply not asked him to leave one night when he had arrived unexpectedly.  She had unbuttoned one button on her blouse and let him take it from there. It was a relief to find out that she could enjoy lovemaking with another man, to learn that Jack didn't own her powers of sexual response.  After Jack left her, she resumed seeing the man.  She felt less for him than she once had for Jack, but at least she felt something.  And felt it in her native language.

Lin knew she did not want to explain these thoughts to Jack. She wanted him to know she wasn't pining or waiting. She now came out and said it. "Jack, I've slept with Steven Wong." In surprise he looked up at her at her casual revelation, but was so gripped by his own crises that he failed to respond.

“Lin, they’ve got your letter to me. They hacked into my computer file. They know we had an affair.”

She looked at him, but without any show of surprise, though she felt some. How had she expected him to react to her confession? Throw his arms around her? Say, I don’t care whom you’ve slept with. I want you back. Jack was scarily impassive. 

Now she was annoyed. “So what? Everybody knew we were lovers. The Chinese community knows everything about itself.”

“Having it on paper makes it real. Your pain is on paper. They can hurt me with it.”

“What’s that,” she said, “compared to how you hurt me?” 

They hardly spoke as she drove him across the valley and up the highway to his farmhouse in Green River. "I'll drive you to Boston Wednesday if you want," she said as he was getting out of the car.

"Thanks, but I'll probably stay here and do it all by phone."

"How will you go back and forth to the University? Or will you teach your classes by phone?"

"I have a plan," he said, as he got of the car.

She put her car into reverse, backed up, and drove off.

Jack's plan was to ride Moonheen to work. He walked down to the stable. Moonheen was standing asleep in the paddock. He woke and prowled stiff-leggedly over to the fence and stood under Jack's stroking hand. Moonheen’s eye nearest Jack jerked white and he lifted his great head and snorted softly. Off in the woods--who knew how far away?--Jack heard a yipping frenzy of coydogs. He’d heard the same noise late at night as the weather warmed and the land thawed. Were they lovemaking? Tearing a rabbit apart?  Moonheen was concerned, but he wasn’t careening around the paddock as he did once when a raccoon, having sniffed the apples Jack had stored in the tackroom, had padded into the stable late one Fall. Now he led Moonheen into his stall and bolted the outer Dutch doors. He didn’t want his horse to tire himself out by pacing frantically all night at the sound of coydogs. Tomorrow he was going to get ridden eight miles to campus and eight miles home.

It was too late to phone anyone except Kanga. "They've pulled my operator's license. How about exercising your Zero on Wednesday and letting me hitch a ride to Boston? I'm supposed to be at my lawyer’s on Beacon Hill around 1:30 PM. We’d need to have your plane parked at Logan no later than 1 PM.” 

"No problem," said Kanga. 

But planes were always a problem for Jack. He hated the idea of exposing himself to sudden ignominious death. He only flew when the alternatives were worse. A slow stinking bus was worse. Spending $150 on a limo was worse. Though hating every minute of the terror aloft, he flew sometimes with Kanga, because flying was crucial to his friend’s character. Jack realized years ago that he’d never fully experience Kanga without trusting him while he sat behind him in his zooming Zero. He’d flown to Bar Harbor and back with him on a couple of occasions, and survived only by gritting his mind into his fear, as an unanaesthetized soldier bites iron while the bullet’s excised. 

"Thanks, pal,” he said. “Can you pick me up on your way to the airport?"

Instead of going to bed--it was after midnight now--he went up to his study to think some more about his classes. But all he could think about was the ticket and the Billington cop. He had quite cold-bloodedly accepted the risk that his occasional reckless acts might embarrass, inconvenience and sometimes damage him. The alternative was living life with an eternal yellow light on. Yellows are one thing. Running reds is another, he thought as he headed to the kitchen and poured a fistful of Jameson’s into a snifter. 

If he went to bed he knew he'd be in the grip of Joyce’s Agenbite of Inwit.  Tonight’s version of this venerable scourge would be surges of insomno-maniacal regret at letting impulse overthrow calculation once again. Take care of yourself. Measure the odds. Stop taking risks. That’s your only chance to get through all this. All your life you have resisted calculation. Been drawn to actions whose results you could not foresee. Speeding to Lin, refusing a Breathalyzer, putting your arms around Marla—all that was insane. Now what do you want? Peace. That’s it? Forget it. Sleep’s not an option as long as I’m on your case.  Read some more Simon Schama and let him sharpen tomorrow’s lecture.
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Tuesday morning, 23 April

He figured it would take him two hours to reach campus on Moonheen. The next morning he packed his books, his street shoes and his teaching trousers into his saddlebags. Moonheen was shivering and full of snorts. He sensed something unroutine was happening. When Jack turned Moonheen eastward, away from the soft dirt trails of the town woods and onto the macadam, he tossed his head. Jack squeezed him ahead. I mean it.
His major difficulty was how to negotiate the big bridge over the river. There was a raised and slippery concrete sidewalk. He would have to risk trotting Moonheen in the roadway for three hundred yards, on the asphalt, trusting the forbearance of the driving commuters. But much of the route on the eastern side of the river would be over paths through meadows and on the grassy margins of back roads. He set  Moonheen out at a brisk walk for a half-mile, then trotted him on the Interstate overpass into the farmland south along the river. Moonheen wanted to canter after a bit, but Jack restrained him. The migrant farm workers were already in the fields--had been since dawn. When he saw a farmer plowing on his tractor, he would trot alongside to ask if anyone minded him riding across this land for the next couple of weeks. Just stay off the asparagus or the tobacco, was what most of them said. 

The slowness of the horse covering ground his BMW had always whizzed him through seemed part of the calmness settling over his immediate future. I’m literally grounded. I can’t go anywhere fast. Or without making elaborate arrangements. A succession of territorial farm dogs trotted beside him. Moonheen stepped up his pace to leave each growler behind. For a hundred yards at a stretch, he squeezed Moonheen’s upward surge and forward drive between his legs, and tucked his head down close to his horse’s eager thrusting neck. 

He was a bit stiff and sweating as he arrived in the green sprawl of athletic fields on the western edge of campus and headed uphill toward the stables and cattle sheds that were still part of the University's functioning agricultural curriculum. The grand old brick stable still had a few stalls in use. The Chancellor's wife had kept her horse there until a few years ago. Jack had phoned ahead to the stable manager, and was told, just this once. Now Jack was talking his way into a somewhat more permanent arrangement. It would be thirty days, he explained, before he’d have his license back. Moonheen is my transport to work. 

"OK. But you'll have to muck out the stall yourself, Professor, every afternoon before you ride him out of here," the barn manager had said.
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When Jack arrived at the bank of History mailboxes in Kaiser Hall, Bocca beckoned him into the Chair’s chambers and closed both his doors--to the hall and to his secretary’s office. 

“Why the riding boots? Are they a political statement, Herr Stoneycroft? What gives?”

“My car’s impounded. My horse isn’t.”

“I hear the Dyke patrol is trying to impound YOU. But what’s the deal losing your car? Were you trying to run one of them down?”

“Just speeding. Out of sheer bloodymindedness I waived the Breathalyzer.” 

“So how long are they giving you to prepare your other case,” said Bocca. “The one that can impound your teaching license?”

“Three weeks, it says here,” said Jack, looking down at the letter from the Provost’s Office that set the hearing date at 9 AM on Monday, May 17th. Rushmore needs the time to get ready. I certainly don’t.”

“I hear a rumor you hit on some girl a few days ago. Say it ain’t so, Jack.”

Jack didn’t say a word.

“Don’t go taking the fifth with your old buddy Pierlorenzo.”

“We’ve taken more than a few fifths together, haven’t we, friend?”

“Is yours an affirmative or a negative silence?”

“It’s a belligerent silence. Anyway, it’s time for me to go teach the young why Communism fell. I’ve worked out a paradigm of what makes empires pack it in, from Gibbon’s Romans to Churchill’s Brits to Reagan’s Soviets.”

“I hope you have time to change your pants first. At least lose that crop stuck in your boot. You look like you wandered in from a BBC war movie. Teach in those britches and some indignant lass will say your very clothes reek of your hostile attitude. They also reek of something with four Irish legs.”

Jack did have time to change out of his riding clothes and send a note to the Provost acknowledging his summons to the Hearing. He also called Martin Belle Isle and said he would make their meeting on Wednesday even though he had no car and no operator’s license.
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Wednesday 24 April

Kanga’s two-seated Zero--complete with bright-red Rising Sun insignia on its wings--was parked among the Pipers and Cesnas at Green River Airport. Its strangeness to the local fliers had worn off a decade ago. Kanga had bought the plane out in California and driven it East himself, dismantled, in a huge Ryder truck. It had taken him two years to track down or have milled all the parts needed to make it fly. But when it finally flew, the Zero left frissons of alarm in its wake as it buzzed at crop-dusting height down the Connecticut River flood plain to Northshire’s airport, or chandelled around fire towers in Vermont. 

Airborne at 11 AM, Kanga got quickly on the radio with the Logan tower to confirm his landing time and approach route. 

“How are things looking down there?” he asked Jack, who had tried unobtrusively to keep his eyes closed during takeoff. 

“As though it would not be much fun to hit if we crashed. Hello, this is N1944Z calling Logan Tower. We’d like to report a small problem. We’re losing altitude at the rate of fifty feet per second. Please advise. Over and out.”

“Hey, Jack! I’m flying with an open mike. Hello Logan, this is N1944Z calling Logan. Do you read me? Erroneous message has just been transmitted. There is no, repeat, NO emergency on N1944Z. We are maintaining altitude at 6000 feet. Repeat. Previous transmission was in error. Everything A OK on N1944Z.”

Jack said nothing, but put his hands over his face and then looked abjectly at Kanga.

“Talk to me, Jack. Forget you’re flying. Tell me how The Commonwealth’s economic prospects look from 6000 feet. Have a long look out the window. It’ll calm your stomach.”

“The Commonwealth looks pretty prosperous from the friendly skies.  At least not as strapped for cash as the Governor and General Court tell their University she is. Look at all those jammed Malls. Nothing but double truck rigs full of merchandise on the Pike.”

Getting into the plane with him, Jack had thought of the Kangamishu who, when he was 17 years old, had flown another Zero across the flight deck of the U.S.S. Enterprise.

“I had stopped thinking of my death as I went into my dive. The tracer bullets were coming at me, so I was only thinking of dipping and climbing to avoid them. But I realized that I must have tried to pull out of my dive to see if I could land on the carrier I was supposed to sink. Disgraceful. The impact didn’t supply enough foot-pounds to make the bomb fuse under me go off. I don’t remember activating the bomb-fuse by pulling lanyard. Disaster.”

“Disaster for whom? Not for the crew of the Enterprise. Not for you.”

“Life long disaster for me, Jack. I love my new country, but I live with something undetonated inside me.”

“Don’t we all.”

That conversation had happened years ago, as he and Kanga jogged through Shaysville, each prompted to push himself deep into oxygen debt since a certain colleague had just finished his first Boston Marathon. Now, aloft in the Zero, they looked down on Hopkinton Common where last Monday another seething human mass had waited to start the run toward Boston. Jack asked over the roar as they looked down from the opened cockpit hatch:

“Have you defused that detonator yet, Kanga?”

“No. But I still owe the Emperor an explosion. I’m fortunate he doesn’t want it anymore.”

“Kanga, when it was getting obvious that all your deaths weren’t even slowing the American advance, wasn’t there any anger or rebellion among the Kamikaze pilots?”

“Sure there was. It wasn’t based on cowardice or unreadiness to die for the Emperor—we were all ready to do that. Most of us felt squandered. The after-action observers flew home with stories of whole squadrons shot down before our planes got within range of any American targets. One pilot at our base, Toshiro Ogawa was his name, got orders to fly on a three-plane mission against the aircraft carrier Hornet, which Intelligence believed was stationed off Okinawa. Toshiro knew the order made no sense. He knew three overloaded unescorted Zeros would never get within fifty kilometers of the Hornet. But at the ceremony before takeoff Toshi sipped the Saki and put on the white samurai headband along with two other dazed teen-age pilots who’d hardly flown solo for six hours each. Then they took off. Toshiro flew the wrong way at first, dipped his wings at Mount Fuji, then came right down on the deck and strafed our tin command hut. He killed some soldiers but none of the officers. I never saw him again. I hoped he’d flown off to Russia or China or ditched near his home island. But I expect he went through with the mission and got shot down. I wish I’d felt strongly enough back then to strafe my own officers. I didn’t come halfway to my senses until I was diving toward the Enterprise. That’s the undetonated something I live with.”

“I hope ‘live with’ are the operative words.”

Jack wasn’t always sure Kanga was kidding. He was not above using the legend of his Kamikaze youth when he exhorted American kids to go for broke in their lives, or urged (with velvet deference) his History colleagues to redeem--at least within the walls of Kaiser Hall--the moral vision of an America now losing its way. A few years ago Kanga discovered a color newsreel of himself crashing his Zero across the Enterprise’s flight deck, followed by his rescue when a destroyer dropped a life raft beside him in the choppy seas. He played the clip for classes he felt close too, explaining only, “This is why I am almost not here and why I am here.”

“I love you, Massachusetts!” Kanga yelled as he took his plane into a roll high over the Charles River. “Witches! Redcoats! Muskets! Marathons! Kennedys! Red Sox! Patriots!”
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Belle Isle had sent his firm’s limo out to the airport to pick up Jack and Kanga along with two other clients who had been aboard the shuttle from La Guardia. On the ride back to town through the tunnel Jack was dismayed to discover that on being introduced one of his fellow passengers recognized his name and expressed some interest in his predicament. A Manhattan Public Radio station had picked up the story. How far has this thing spread? What’s next? A message on my tape from Terry Gross or Maury Povich?
While Jack met with Martin Belle Isle, Kanga was taken into a separate office by one of the firm’s  young cyberhip Associates to give a deposition concerning Wyznewski’s computer theft. That theft was the first thing Martin addressed. 

“I don’t think it will help us much, unless we want to embarrass her bosses—whose good will we may still need. I’m not sure that what she did was blatantly illegal. She could claim you practically gave her your password. At least you made no effort to hide it from her. There’s virtually no case law yet on snitched e-mail. Some case law does, in fact, validate use of e-mail as evidence. But e-mail isn’t yet as protected as letters sent via the U.S. Postal system. Those older laws against mail fraud haven’t proven to be automatically transferable to the new electronic world. But we could still raise the issue as an invasion of privacy, if necessary, to document Wyznewski’s malice. We’ll see.”

Jack was taken aback. “If you can’t make the law work for me, Martin, what can you help me with?”

“You’ve got to understand that this Hearing is not like a normal trial. You won’t have the normal rights of the accused. Your guilt will be more or less assumed. And I hope you realize that although no reporters are allowed in and it’s closed to the public, there will be leaks. So many people will be participating around the edges of the Hearing, it’s a sure thing that each day’s testimony and eventually the verdict itself will be all over your campus and into the media the day it happens. I don’t see any way that you are not going to be badly blackened no matter how we play it. I don’t think your afterlife as a professor is going to be much fun ever again. So start toughening your skin.”

“Martin, let’s have a trial before you start preparing me for defeat. Why is winning such a long shot? Do you think I’m guilty?”

“No, Jack. But I don’t think you’re exactly innocent in the terms the jurors will be using. I’ve studied the rules for Harassment Hearings that they faxed me and got an earful from the attorney who had helped out a Professor from your School of Management. To be blunt, he had a better case than yours and he still lost. He didn’t even physically touch the woman. I must say Horsfall showed some sense in reducing the punishment his judges recommended to something closer to a mild reward. But given Horsfall’s hostility to you, he might not excuse your hug as easily as he did that other unfortunate fellow’s verbal groping.”

“Martin, please understand me. I hear you that my reputation is already permanently blasted. And I understand that I could be convicted no matter how I defend myself. But I can’t stop believing I’ll outfight and out smart the prosecution. Is there any way YOU think  I can win?”

“Basically I see two ways for you to go. You can walk in there contrite, apologize to Marla and the panel for your unfortunate misjudgment, and ask everybody’s forgiveness. Or you can challenge their every premise, say you are a normal person, not a harasser, demonstrate indeed there was no harassment involved, and that the gesture you made was the equivalent of a pat on the back for Marla’s intellectual tenacity. What’s your pleasure, Jack? Or better yet, your gut choice?”

“To tell the truth is my gut instinct. The “gesture,” as you call it, was meant to show my delight in Marla’s taking me on. But I’m paying you to save me from my foolish instincts. Tell me how to get through this nightmare with my tenure and self respect intact.”

“Can’t promise you both. But let’s go through the procedures you’ll face. The most negative factor is that there will be no discovery procedure. We won’t know in advance much of their written evidence or what their witnesses are likely to say. If the University calls Lin Yu and/or Monique Navarre to confirm they were your lovers--that will hurt us badly. How would you react if Lin Yu made public all that happened between you?”

“Numb rage, probably. But she won’t.”

“But her letter implies most of it--if they can persuade the Hearing judges to accept it into evidence. You could summon Lin to the stand yourself. Ask her if you ever made an unwelcomed sexual advance to her. Then when she says No, probably with her teary eyes strafing the jury, you say, ‘No further questions, Ms. Yu.’ Then tell your judges that you’re sorry this emotionally-callous era and this egregious legal process has forced you to invade the lives of people who’ve done nothing to harm anyone. A bold stroke like that might generate enough revulsion against Artemis Fletcher to win you a vote or two. But the prosecution will be playing their own revulsion cards against you.”

“I’m not up for mortifying either Lin or myself. I can’t call her. What else do we have?”

“You’re entitled to have me or another lawyer present. I’ll be happy to appear, but it will save you a few thousand if you go it alone. My trial hourly would be $350. Frankly, my normal fee would be $500. I’ll lower it because—unfortunately--I ‘m not permitted to address the court or cross-examine, and you won’t get my full value. I could silently feed you points from my laptop. I should say I type slowly. Do you need your hand held?” 

“I guess I’d rather appear unlawyered than squint every few minutes at a tiny screen. Unless you think that would be dangerous? I am allowed to have one faculty advisor sit and whisper. Pam Deschler has volunteered. But Pam’s out-of-control language, including her body language, would antagonize the jurors. Fleur Charleroi has also offered. You know that Fleur has threatened to resign from her staff position in the Provost’s office over my case. But I’m wary of her help. She and I had a long go-round about my problems last week. Fleur thinks I don’t understand sufficiently the depth of feeling out there against professors who sleep with students. She’s told me the PC crowd does have a point or two or three. But she’s my friend and still thinks, despite all this, I’d make a good dean.  Before she quits, she’ll try one last time to persuade the Provost that the case against me involving Marla is preposterous.”

“I know Fleur Charleroi by reputation. Use her. She’ll be a steadier head than anyone else in that room--present company included. And she’ll be voting for your innocence and against Rushmore’s vendetta just by her presence.”

“What I don’t yet understand is Marla. Why is she doing this? I realize I’ve avoided calling her, contrary to your advice.”

“On second thought it’s probably not a good idea now to phone her. Witness tampering shouldn’t be an issue at this kind of hearing. But who knows. They might question her about any contact you two have had subsequent to her agreement to testify.”

“Still, what or who made Marla do it?”

“Marla says: To protect you. Or Fletcher may have done something to break down Marla’s resistance. We may eventually learn what that was. We may not. You can of course cross-examine Marla after they’ve questioned her. She could throw out their script. Stage a nasty surprise for the opposition.”

“Are you suggesting that she might cast herself in one hell of a starring role?”

“Doubt that. Doubt, anyway, that she’s doing it consciously.  But as you suggest, something doesn’t compute here. But let’s get to work and imagine what happens when it’s legal crunch time. I’m going to put before you specific testimony and lines of attack you’re likely to face and help you hone your answers. Then I’ll give you a crash course in forensic summation. We’ll also draw up a pre-emptive motion to exclude Lin Yu’s purloined e-mail, but I can’t imagine how Wyznewski would try to use something she still insists she didn’t steal.”
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12 PM, April 26th

Finally, with the indictment against Jack handed down, the Decanal Search Committee was free to complete its job. Horst Kleiner had, days before, scheduled its final meeting at the precise hour the injunction would have expired anyway, noon on Friday.

“The floor is open for debate, and then it will be this committee’s pleasure to recommend final candidates for Dean of Humanities,” said Horst with evident satisfaction to his colleagues. They had assembled, six fray-nerved and mutually-suspicious professors, at one end of a huge twenty-person mahogany seminar table in the Dean of Humanities’ own vast office, absent the Dean, who was on a hydrofoil heading upriver in Zaire. A rich alum had become the U.S. ambassador to that country and had invited Kurtz to give recruiting talks to prospective students in Stanleyville and Brazzaville. Kurtz would be back on the weekend. Meanwhile his office was available. “I’m off to do a little headhunting,” he had casually told every visitor for two weeks before his departure.

“I have good reason to expect that this committee will wish to endorse only the names of Professors Karlson and Gotoff and send them up forthwith,” said Pam Deschler. “I’m sure all of us want to vote and go home. But I hope you’ll bear with me while I argue that we should consider going into a long and highly principled stall.”

“Fine with me,” said Horst, not grasping her intent, “so long as you keep this principled stall of yours brief and then we vote. Would twenty minutes suffice?”

“I had in mind about twenty-two days,” said Pam. “I’ll give you both my reasons. First. Let’s not mince words. Jackson Stoneycroft is the obvious target of some kind of vendetta. And he’s three weeks away from his day in court. There’s not a shred of evidence I’ve heard to date that he’s harassed anybody. This Committee must assume he’s innocent and anticipate he’ll be vindicated. Horst, that’s how we Americans administer justice.  Second. He’s still the best candidate we’ve got. The same qualities that make Jack unacceptable to Rushmore make him the warrior we need. He’s a proven magician at getting the most out of a budget, at hiring better talent than our budget deserves, and at treating colleagues with respect. He’s an even-handed and inventive administrator. History was a serious, rising place while he led us. He’s a more aggressive, a more interesting, and a more persuasive spokesperson for our cause than the other finalists. Look, I’m summarizing what a majority of you said and wrote after we interviewed him. I think he deserves two things from us: Three weeks of our patience and a chance to address this committee before we act. I move we table all nominations until a verdict on his case is rendered. I move we grant him both.”

“That’s unacceptable to me, Pam,” said Chairman Kleiner. “I gave assurances to the Provost he would hear from us today.”

“I don’t recall a vote on that, Horst,” said Ruth Smith’s commanding contralto. She slowly took a breath, her swelling chest extending her already formidable authority. “With all due respect, you had no agreement from us to give that assurance. Both the timing of our vote and what names we send up must be our committee’s democratic decision.”

“Ruth, I must strongly disagree--but also respectfully. The Provost charged this committee to bring him our recommendations by April 10th. We’re more than two weeks overdue.”

“This ain’t a pregnancy, Horst,” said Pam.

“If conditions were ordinary we could have met that deadline,” Ruth cut in before Pam could follow up her taunt. “But in part due to the Provost’s own decision to investigate Stoneycroft and put him on trial, ordinary conditions don’t prevail. I think we’re entitled to hold off our vote. I repeat Pam’s obvious point: in legal terms, this man is innocent.”

“Then fine, OK, Ja, let us put Pam’s proposition to a vote,” said Kleiner. “Let us take a straw vote immediately on which two candidates we want to send up. If Stoneycroft doesn’t make it, then the issue is moot. And then let’s repeat our vote in earnest which names to forward.”

“Forget straw votes, Horst,” said Mac Finnerty. “I say we vote for real right now, and our first vote should be to exclude Stoneycroft permanently. Forget the sexual harassment charges against him, all of which his trial will confirm in spades. Let’s just concentrate on the obvious: we can’t appoint somebody who sleeps with students to any university office.”  

Pam couldn’t believe her ears. She had insinuated at their last meeting what everyone knew but hardly cared to mention--that ten years ago Mac Finnerty had married one of his students. She also knew that a car sporting KISS MY BUTT on its own rear end had a special significance to Mac, and it wasn’t merely that those words expressed his prevailing attitude toward others. Not only had Mac married one student, he had simultaneously been fucking another. Either very stupid or very reckless, Mac seemed to be daring Pam to make his own marriage an issue. Be measured, she thought. Measured.

“Mac, you married one of your students. And I assume that you dated her first. What is the double standard you’re invoking here? Whom Jack dates is relevant, but whom Mac marries isn’t? Or can we expect your resignation as Acting Chair of  the Slavic Studies Department by nightfall? Do I make my point?”

“This is ad hominem ad nauseum, Pam,” said Horst. “It’s not appropriate. Mac isn’t a candidate for Dean. Nobody’s accused him of sexual harassment. This is a red herring. I think you should apologize to him.”

“Apologize? For what? Hurting his feelings? Or for exposing his hypocrisy? Let him admit he and Jack both dated their students, then we can take this issue off the table. It’s irrelevant to finding us a good Dean. Look, our professional future as a faculty is on the line. If we don’t appoint a Dean stronger and smarter than the one Rushmore wants us to have, the Humanities on this campus are going into decline--for five, ten years--for however long Rushmore’s choice sits at that desk over there in the corner of this room. The science departments will suck our money into their labs. Our faculty positions will shrink. Our salaries will stagnate. So will our self-respect. Personal distinction in teaching and research, once the things a great university rewarded and protected, will be replaced by all things PC. As Jack said, ward politics will take over the Humanities. The agendas and track records and past politics of Mia Karlson and Herman Gotoff guarantee it.”

“Yawn, yawn, yawn.” That came from Mac Finnerty. “I think Pam should change her tape loop.”

“I move Pam’s question,” said Philippe Letelier. “Let’s get on with it.”

Horst Kleiner tore up a blank sheet of paper into six strips with the aid of a straight edge and distributed one to each committee member present (Kim Fowles, the grad student member, had not yet arrived). Then he raked back the ballots on which each person had written yea or nay. He unfolded them and placed them in two distinct piles. There were three slips in each pile. “We are evenly divided,” he said. “Stoneycroft is not yet dropped as a candidate.” Kleiner and Finnerty were left wondering what turncoat had voted with Pam and Ruth. Mac passed Horst a note that said: The Frog. Letelier.
“Let’s wait for Kim,” said Mac. “I’ll be glad to phone her at the grad dorm.” He started to rise from his chair. “Hell, I’ll go pick her up so we can end this nonsense.”

“That’s out of order, Mac,” said Ruth sharply. “She missed the discussion, she’s not entitled to vote. We can’t sit here and wait for her to waltz in and decide the only issue that matters. Read it in Roberts’ Rules.” As it turned out, Kim never showed up, an overdue Folklore paper on Inuit governance being more imperative than the governance of her own immediate tribe.

“So where does that leave us?” asked Monty Stapleton.

“Exactly where we ought to be,” said Pam. “Waiting for due process to enlighten us. Waiting until this group musters a quorum of adults.”
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“They voted to do what?” said Provost Tim Horsfall.

“Do nothing. They couldn’t agree to recommend any candidates yet. They voted to wait,” said Fleur. “They’re refusing to send up names until the Hearing Board rules on Marla Crispin’s complaint against Professor Stoneycroft.”

“By the time the Sexual Harassment Hearing Board is through with your friend, he might not even be a professor. He can be demoted, put on leave, lose his tenure. I’m going to appoint Peter Harkness of Sociology to chair the Hearing Board. He’s got a law degree and even some experience as a junior prosecutor somewhere on his vita.”

“That loads the dice, Tim. We want open-minded heads on that panel, not gunslingers. You’re making a mistake.”

“We need somebody who knows how to interpret relevant testimony and put it into the context of a tricky piece of campus legislation. Can’t trust some fuzzy leftie to do that.”

“I’d give serious thought to including a fuzzy leftie, Tim, as you quaintly call them. Most of them hate Jack’s guts.”

“We need Pete. I’ve already appointed him. It’s a done deal. Think you Yanks are above using quaint expressions? Done deal indeed. I’ve also appointed the ex-Ombudsperson Gerd Maartens as the administration rep and an undergraduate from Women’s Studies named Tina Morales as the student rep. I’ve learned that the University’s Boston campus actually has on its payroll a ferocious litigator. A man named Sergei Stern. I’ve chosen him to present the University’s case.”

“I want out, Tim. I resign. Good-bye. I can’t work for you any more.” Fleur spoke without hesitation, but she had plowed through plenty of doubts to reach her clarity. Adam was dead against it. “Why burn the bridge when you can lead your troops across it someday and take over Rushmore?” he had asked her. (And in this case the bridge was hardly a metaphor. Built in the turbulent sixties when students regularly stormed college administration buildings, Rushmore had a kind of dry moat under the access walkway leading into its main entrance so it could be easily barricaded against marching militants.) What had finally convinced Fleur to quit was her frustration with working and taking risks for a man she could no longer respect. Horsfall knew his own Affirmative Action office had no substantive case against Jack and could only prevail by stacking the jury and stirring up irrelevant emotions. Since Horsfall didn’t like Jack, he had climbed aboard Fletcher and Wyznewski’s vendetta. If Horsfall wouldn’t listen to Fleur’s reasoning, she wanted out. But Horsfall hadn’t yet reacted.

“I want out, Tim,” she repeated.

“Just a minute, Fleur. You’re a friend of Jack’s, right? Don’t you think you’re putting friendship ahead of your responsibility to me--to your office--to your career?”

“You shouldn’t have let him be investigated, Tim, let alone tried. The affadavit Wyznewski presented was ludicrous. A hug? One totally without sexual implication? It stinks, Tim. Sure, Jack’s my friend. But I’d resign if you did this to my dead-beat ex-husband. And the judges you’ve appointed are so wired they’ll convict Jack without even hearing his case. I mean, without REALLY listening to it.  Look, ex-Ombudsperson Maartens is on record as wanting to criminalize any and all faculty-student sex. Fair play? Forget it. And forget me. So long.” She walked to her office, dated and signed her letter of resignation (one too honest for her boss to release to the Press) left Rushmore, told her secretary to box up her files, and did not return to the Provost’s office suite for nearly three years.
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Friday to Monday 26-29 April 

For the next several days Jack’s indictment drove both his and his accuser’s agendas. Artemis and Rose met with Sergei Stern, who was to present the University’s case. Jack consulted with Martin by phone at least once a day. Some new facet of the scandal was explored in every edition of the Northshire Bulletin. Reporters stopped phoning Jack, who had for days politely told them nothing. Their revenge was to publish hearsay and background pieces on the virulent effects of Sexual Harassment on the local campus as well as nationwide, and to invite people on the street to comment on Professors Who Sleep With Their Students. Uniformly scathing responses (except one from an aging flower child) were printed alongside pictures of the outspoken citizenry. 
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Monday 29 April

When Jack got back to his house five messages were on his answering machine. The most ominous was from Officer Dzilo of the Billington Police. Jack decided to face that music first.

“Thanks for calling, Professor. I hear you’ve been riding your horse to work. Actually, I saw it on TV last night.”

“Beats thirty-buck cab fares, Officer.”

“Look, I’m going to return your operator’s license. Can you get someone to drive out here to the station and pick it up? And retrieve your vehicle from the pound?”

“That’s great. What happened? I thought a thirty-day suspension was mandatory if somebody refused the Breathalyzer.” 

“You didn’t look drunk to me--but you were just a tad over the 35 MPH speed limit. Say you more than doubled it. But I got to thinking and realized you did pass a sobriety test that night. You cartwheeled once and then walked right down the white line for about a hundred yards. No drunk could do that. So I never did turn in the DWI charge. But you still owe us folks in Billington 600 bucks for the speeding infraction.”

“Check’s in the mail, Officer. I’ll be out to pick up my car later today if I can get a ride. How much will the pound set me back?”

“A hundred bucks.  Hey, good luck, Professor. Fuck the bastards. And give my regards to your good buddy Baxter. Played with him in a benefit scramble down in Longmeadow yesterday.”

So it was Baxter, bless his nicotined heart. I wonder if Moonheen will miss the exercise. As soon as the cop hung up Jack phoned Adam Charleroi to see if he would mind driving him to Billington.

“Adam’s on the golf course, Jack. Why aren’t you this lovely day? But I’ll drive you. A chance for us to talk and for you to decide whether you want me at your side during the Hearing. There’s a downside to me, fella.”

“Yeah? Well, I wonder myself whether I really want you to sit through all the dirt about me that’s coming down the pike. Thanks, Fleur. I’ll meet you at the end of my drive. Twenty minutes?”

After retrieving his license and Beemer, Jack and Fleur stopped to finish their talk over a drink at The Cocked Musket, a roadhouse on the Shaysville-Billington border. “We won’t have to lower our voices here,” Jack said. The nearly deserted bar was pine-paneled and beer-musty. But the booths were cushioned and cozy, Sam Adams was on tap, and they had the undivided attention of the lone barmaid.

“So you’re not bringing your Boston attorney out to the hearing,” said Fleur with an unfeigned look of concern.

“My high-priced Boston attorney. No. He’s given me a lot of advice and drafted some motions. But I want to confront all the action directly without pausing for his instructions. I don’t want to come off as a puppet.  I’m not trying to hide anything. What they’ll see is who I am. Fuck ‘em, Fleur. I’m not going to hold back. If I go down it will be because they’re viscerally revolted by my arguments. If they really listen to them, I win. You’re it, so far as real-time guidance goes. And I won’t want much.”

“What I’m hearing sounds a bit like whistling in a gale. The University is going to hit you with A) leading a student into a sexual relationship that harmed her, B) giving a student a hug she didn’t want, and C) favoring students grade-or other-wise with whom you were enjoying an amorous relation. That’s heavy stuff, Jack. I don’t think they’ll take away your tenure--that would bring the Faculty Union in on your side with all their feisty litigators--but you could find yourself with no paycheck for a year. Look, I agree Horsfall shouldn’t be prosecuting you, but he is. He doesn’t like you, he thinks you’re a pain in the ass, and he does have a case on that score. You are a pain in the ass to provosts who think Humanists should mouth inexpensive platitudes.  It’s his judgment that’s haywire, maybe not his interpretation of the law, and certainly not his sense of community outrage against you. You shouldn’t have hugged her. You shouldn’t have touched her.”

“Fleur, thanks, but no thanks. I don’t think I want anybody but totally pro-Jack types at my side. That leaves just me. Thanks for your offer. Thanks for the ride. Check, please.”
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During the two-and-a-half week run up to the Hearing Jack stayed mostly clear of his friends. He turned down drinks, dinner invitations from all but the Charlerois, and especially turned aside embarrassed offers of advice and good will. He even cut short chats with friends he bumped into at the supermarket.  He came to campus now only to teach his classes and hold his office hours. No lunches at the Faculty Club, no committee meetings, no decompressing after a lecture in the History Lounge. His usual anticipation of summer’s promise was affected by uncertainty and foreboding. Whatever the outcome of the May 13th Hearing, his life would change. His anxiety was so deep he couldn’t articulate it even to himself. Wasn’t it certain he would defeat his accusers? How could he think otherwise? He believed in his powers of persuasion, and, despite all contrary evidence, in a certain irreducible fairness in how his university conducted its business. And he believed in his innocence. 

But suppose I lose. What then? He forbade himself to answer. Gradually he realized that he knew the answer, and it was Italy. He knew he’d go to Italy because three days in a row he had drifted to the Italian shelves of the Easy Street Video store and brought home Il Gattopardo, Bitter Rice, and L’Aventura.  He spread the map of Tuscany on his seldom-set dining room table. He bought an Espresso machine for his kitchen. Win or lose, it would be Italy. Tuscany. Poppi. Via Apostolica. Pensione Dante. The room on the top floor, which looked out over a valley whose meadows would be sprinkled with goats clinking neck-bells as they grazed. Or maybe Villa I Tatti in Florence would have room for somebody working on Savanorola. Kurtz wasn’t wrong.
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In the meantime, Jack was tethered to Shaysville. He tried to alter his old routines, hoping the newness would divert his mind from his problems.  Even though he had his car back he rode Moonheen in to the old Aggie stables on his teaching days. The long ride was a reliable pleasure on which he couldn’t currently improve. He bought the geodesic survey map for North Shaysville and studied the terrain and dirt farm roads that skirted the river. He put together a new route that included some long stretches where he could gallop through pastures, and jump some shallow ditches and low fences with wooden rails. Moonheen had been a handsome jumper during Jack’s years of three-day Eventing and he cleared the obstacles Jack rode him over with contemptuous ease. 

Five years earlier Jack had gone to Ireland for six weeks, perfecting his jumping in County Monaghan over the 200 jumps at Castle Leslie and on weeklong cross country treks from hotel to hotel in Connemara and Tipperary. One December, on the way back from Italy, he had broken his trip at Shannon to ride to hounds in North Tipperary. A local horse-jobber had put him on a huge white mare allegedly safe for novices because it had once been hunted by a retired one-legged priest. He remembered advice given him by a 90 year old Irish lady with whom he had taken tea the day before the hunt: “Always watch the heads of the riders in front of you when they clear stone. If their heads drop out of sight, laddie,  you know it’s bit o’ steep down the other side. Adjust your expectations accordingly.” Jack had done so, and had fallen only once during the six hour hunt, when a thick branch had smashed him in the face as his mare blasted through a covert. There would be no hounds and no riders ahead of him when he rode cross-country through local farmland towards Shaysville. He didn’t expect any steep drops and believed the fields held nothing more alarming than green John Deere tractors and brown migrant laborers.
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Tuesday 30 April

On Tuesday April 30th he rode Moonheen for several miles over a route he had checked out a day earlier for barbed wire and other dangers. As horse and rider landed after clearing a brushy hedge, Moonheen shied hard right. Jack hadn’t been riding with alert eyes and a firm leg-grip, and he fell off--a slow motion flailing crash. He clutched the reins as he went down, not letting go until he hit. His rear end and then his head in its hard hat bounced off the sod. He lay still, feeling no immediate pain but a lot of dizziness. A surge of adrenaline for a few minutes masked whatever damage had been done to his bones and muscles and cartilage. When he tried them, all his limbs worked, but he still had trouble getting to his feet. At this point he noticed what made Moonheen veer. A large bison about 60 yards away had stopped grazing and was looking at him with unmunched grass hanging out his mouth. 

Moonheen was trotting along the far edge of the field. Jack stood and edged quietly toward a wide aluminum pasture gate thirty yards away. Moonheen cantered back to him and he caught his trailing reins. Just as Jack closed it, the bison pounded up to the gate, looking old, moth-eaten and frustrated.  After running Moonheen’s stirrups up under the saddle flaps Jack walked him along a dirt track toward the University. He decided not to remount. Something was wrong with his back. He put his horse in the accustomed stall and asked the barn manager if he could leave him overnight. He’d be OK tomorrow and would ride him back across the river. “We’ll play it day by day,” said the manager. Jack walked in pain the two hundred yards up the hill to Kaiser Hall.

His one official meeting that day was with Chairman Pierlorenzo Boccone to request that a colleague be assigned to read and grade Marla’s term paper--which Jack was surprised to hear she still planned to finish. He had offered her--by registered letter--an Incomplete grade.

Boccone hesitated for some moments before responding to Jack’s request.

“You look dubious, Piero. Isn’t this a no-brainer? How can you not agree to my offering the woman an Incomplete and asking somebody else to judge the paper whenever she feels like handing it in?”

“Sometimes bending over backwards only gets you a kick in the butt, Jack. By farming out her term paper, aren’t you acknowledging that Marla might question your impartiality? Why grant that point? I say write her again, saying that you’ve reconsidered and now plan to grade the damn thing yourself.”

“I dunno. Sure, I’d like to grade it. If I wasn’t being accused of turning a high mark into a filthy deed. After all the hassles she and I went through to set up the assignment, I’d like to see if she pulls it off. But she might panic if I withdrew my offer to recuse myself. She could go to the Ombudsfolk.”

“Doubt it. But have you thought of this? Her paper may tell you something--let’s not put too fine a point on it--exculpatory.”

“Sure, the fact that she can write it--wants to write it--is exculpatory. She can’t claim I destroyed her ability to do academics. Thanks for the thought, Piero--but, no. I can’t risk grading her work now. Please ask someone like Don Martingale to step in. Here’s Marla’s campus address.” Jack handed Piero the address and headed out.

“How are you holding up?”

“I’m so innocent, Bocca, I’m beginning to feel overconfident. I think I’ve got a fair chance of winning. Come hear my summation. I’ll sneak you in. I promise you I’ll be dangerously eloquent.”

“Jack, take your opponents seriously. The playing field ain’t level. In fact, it’s shaped like a toilet bowl with a power flush. Or like the funnel of Dante’s Hell. Let’s see, where do we find Sexual Harassers given their come-uppance in the great poet’s scheme? What? Sex Offenders are not damned in Dante’s Hell? How politically incorrect can a major poet get?  I’d predict ol’ Dante’s going to be exiled yet again--from the World Norton this time.”

Jack went up to his office, changed into khakis, swallowed three Advils, and contemplated the stack of term papers that had piled up alarmingly in the last few days.

Within minutes he was absorbed in the task of writing comments--never in judgmental red ink, always in black—down the margins of one essay after another. Here was a student arguing that Jesus was a fictional character. “Not likely,” he wrote. “Too many Roman and Jewish sources--check out Josephus--treated him as a real player in Near-Eastern religious politics of the day.” Another student wondered how Robert Oppenheimer could be a loyal American and have a communist friend. “Didn’t I go over this in class?” Jack wrote a little testily. “Not a valid inference. The Russians in 1944-45 were still our allies against the Nazis. Cold war hadn’t started yet. Still a free country until the McCarthy era.” 

Jack usually didn’t finish grading all the papers for a course by the time of its final meeting, so he’d leave the whole stack--sometimes forty hours of his work--in a box outside his office. He was always depressed by how few students these days troubled to pick up their exams and term papers; it hadn’t been that way during the early years. He remembered the apprehensive students picking up their corrected work in December and May and walking mesmerized down the hall as they absorbed his comments. The illusion of a lost golden age? I don’t think so. The glow was real. The kids care less now about intellectual competence and more about their job prospects.  
He took a break from grading to walk downstairs to pick up his mail. A friendly letter had arrived from the local chapter of Oddballs United, a supposedly international organization of which Jack had never heard. The local TV station and campus paper had each done features making gentle sport of Jack’s unusual mode of transportation to work, with shots of Jack cantering across a field, dismounting in front of Kaiser Hall, feeding hay to Moonheen. Mr. Thomas Jefferson Reveille, the Oddballs’ local chapter head, now wished to know if Jack would join a support group devoted to ameliorating the “misunderstanding and frequent mockery” eccentrics often suffered. Jack began to smell a new venue for victimhood. What’s your disability, Mate? Oh, I ride my unicycle to work.
“Dear Mr. Reveille,” Jack began his answer, “I do not as yet consider myself a certified “oddball,” and if I did I would not wish to formalize this grim self-assessment by joining your organization. But against the unhappy day when I change my mind or do something truly outrageous, I will keep your letter on file.”

Answering Reveille’s letter revived his spirits enough to set him reading an essay by an annoyingly cocky sophomore that he’d been putting off. This is suspiciously good, he thought, as he read the first few pages. I wonder if it’s plagiarized. Then he remembered it was a topic he’d suggested to the boy during a depressing advising session. It distinguished the valid from the suspect in certain radical attacks on conventional historical opinion.  It contrasted Simon Schama’s brilliant revisionary take on the French Revolution in Citizens, in which the Ancien Regime comes off as a source of activist reform, with A.J.P. Taylor’s dubious portrayal of Hitler as merely doing what came naturally to a German politician. So he’d taught this recalcitrant kid something after all.

He had only a single phone call all afternoon. It was his son, Ned, phoning from Palo Alto. “Mom called me. She said she’d heard that you were having some trouble at the University and that you lost your driver’s license. I didn’t think you drank that much, Dad. Or did you have a run-in with some storm trooper state cop?”

Jack was amused that Ned was more interested by his run in with the police than his tenure-imperiling harassment indictment. Just as well--it would be hard for Jack to talk about his sex life—and his sex life was inevitably linked to the harassment charges—with his son.

“The license thing was silly. It’s no big deal. I’m getting to work OK.  They’ve given me my wheels back already. I wasn’t drunk, by the way. I just stupidly refused the Breathalyzer. Didn’t you once do the same thing?”

“Yeah. You remember that? Dad, how serious is this harassment thing? Out here at the Jet Propulsion Lab they’ve been disciplining people for telling dirty stories in mixed company. How Victorian can you get?  Do you need money for lawyers? I could lend you some.”

That’s wild, Jack thought. Two years ago I had to lend Ned the money to fly back to visit his mom. 

“You must be doing well. What’s happening at the lab?”

“I could make something up, Dad, but the stuff I’m working on is either classified or too arcane for me to explain to a layperson. Will this thing get you fired?”

“Maybe. But I’m caring less and less about working here. Maybe I’ll go to Italy. Should I come teach in California?” This last musing startled Jack. Neither he nor Ned had ever wished to live within driving distance of each other. There was an uncomfortable pause before Ned responded.

“They’d never hire you out here in the Cal state system, Dad. Maybe if you were a minority they’d be under enough quota-pressure to overlook your harassment episode.”

Ned always took Jack’s ironies at face value, much like Ned’s mother always had. “Ned, I’m innocent. There was no harassment.”

“Mom doesn’t think so.”

“She doesn’t know the facts. Or me.” Another silence from Ned, this one a little longer.

“Dad, remember when I argued with you that no idea was worth a damn that couldn’t be expressed as a testable scientific concept or a mathematical equation?”

“Yeah, I remember our argument, Ned. We both lost it. Neither of us persuaded the other.”

“You were right.”

“What changed your mind?”

“I was given a problem about how to deal with an anthrax attack on California if Saddam or somebody sprayed a certain amount, say, on downtown LA. They wanted me to work out an algorithm for how fast the disease would spread, how many people it would kill, how long the anti-toxins and immunizations would take to slow it down and contain it. I worked it out and the guys from DOD said it looked OK to them. I can’t tell you what figures I came up with, but they were pretty depressing. I started to ask myself what would make one person want to kill so many others, none of whom he knew. I tried to set up an algorithm for degrees of political hatred—just for my own satisfaction. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t find any logical connection between kinds and degrees of hatred and their expression as violence. It’s entirely arbitrary. So my scientific conclusion has to be that how people act on their hatreds can’t be predicted. Pretty useless idea. People kill around here if someone cuts them off in traffic. I had assumed that since people are a kind of living mechanism and our brains run on electricity and chemical reactions, we’d be able to understand someday how we tick with complete accuracy. It may take a long time before we get there. I don’t think hatred will ever be understood and quantified.”

“Jesus, Ned, I’m glad to hear you say that. Wish I’d been the one to convince you of that.”

“You set me the problem, Dad. Your arguments that parts of life couldn’t be quantified always nagged at me. I didn’t really believe myself that every thing important could be theorized or quantified. It just comforted me to say it when I was living in a house full of books with no equations in them and everybody talked about Gibbon and Yeats at dinner. I wanted to ignore what you did with your life. The anthrax issue just made the whole thing personal. In science we respect the guys who frame the questions even if they never make headway themselves. You framed the question for me. Dad, I’m sorry somebody hates you. At least they’re not using anthrax.”

“I love you, Ned.” There was silence on the line. For once Jack had spoken from so deep a place he heard his own words as a terrified spectator. Finally, fully conscious now, he said, “Ned, I do love you.” This time Ned could answer.

“Dad, maybe someday.” 
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After grading intently for another hour, it was obvious that his lumbar pain was rapidly gaining on the three Advil tablets he’d taken. He phoned a cab and had it drive him out to Northshire Health to have an x-ray.

“Nothing’s broken or seriously torn,” said the Internist as he showed Jack the X-Rays of his ghostly spine floating in a sea of blackness. “But there’s a severe impact contusion in your lower back and you’re not going to feel like doing much physical exercise for a few days. And I don’t advise getting back on your horse for a while. I’ll give you some Demerol, but you won’t like what it does to your state of mind. Hope you don’t have many papers to grade or other demands on your good judgment.”

“Can you treat it with myotherapy? Acupuncture? Some high tech alternative?”

“Backs are still mostly in the low tech area of medicine. We don’t have much to offer you. A cold bath might help. Don’t try heat on this one. Heat will just bring blood up into the traumatized tissues and stimulate the pain sensors. In a few days you might try some therapeutic massage.” 

Jack hitched a ride from Northshire Health out to his house aboard the Shaysville Senior Surrey, a van that had a wide back seat where he could lie flat. He was disgusted with his folly. Why had he tried to jump Moonheen when he was too out of shape to keep his balance over a four-foot hedge? Turning that cartwheel for the cop had swelled Jack’s head. Some perilous athletic moves were better left to re-enact in memory only.
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11 PM Wednesday 1 May

“Jack, this is Martin. I know it’s late, but I have some news. They’ve blinked. Charley Oberschmitt phoned me with a kind of plea bargain. They offer to make short work of the hearing, limit it to a reading of the charge against you to be followed by a statement from you admitting its substantial accuracy, a statement you agree to let the University publish. In return the University will commit itself to recommending nothing but a verbal reprimand. No sanctions. No public condemnation. No pay cut. The expectation is that the Hearing Board would go along. If they don’t, the Provost promises, in his words, to “downsize to insignificance” any penalty they recommend. The key for them is that you admit wrongdoing and they can claim victory. By doing so you justify all the nastiness of their pursuit of you, but as we say in the criminal justice system, you walk. What do you think?”

“Martin, why did you even bother passing this arrogance on to me?”

“Because as your lawyer I’m obliged to. I think you ought at least to consider it overnight. Accepting it would remove serious risk from a volatile situation.”

“I’m surprised. I thought you were convinced of my innocence.”

“I am. But I think you have about a one in five chance of getting the same result you’re being offered now if you go to trial. Take their offer and your career may be harshly damaged but it will continue.”

“But if I win they’ll be some losers. I want them to lose.  Not just to win myself.”

“Jack, even if you win you will be the only permanent loser. Listen: what matters more than anything is the evidence the other side has and will make public. Lin Yu’s letter will be read aloud. Its gist, maybe its text, will then circulate and possibly be leaked and published. Other students and faculty will testify to any and all students you’ve had relationships with. Remember, hearsay is admissible. And one of these affairs happened while you were still married. Marla will spend an hour or two downplaying the hug--but your accusers will interpret her friendliness toward you as a sign she was ready to jump into your bed. That hug of yours, which you insist was so platonic, has actually been Abelardic--it has given the righteous sisterhood an excuse to castrate you. Whatever the legalities, your conduct will put you--bigtime--in every media pillory our culture has devised: Press, TV, Internet, gossip, local one-liners. And don’t count on persuading any juror on the Hearing Board. It’s so stacked against you that even Oberschmitt is disgusted by Horsfall’s sliminess. That Board, too, would vote quite literally to cut off your balls if that were an option. My spies tell me there’s talk of making any subsequent relation you have with a student a firing offense.”

“No.”

“No...what?”

“No, I don’t accept their offer.”

“Good for you. How’s your back by the way? Sounds like you need a masseuse. Just make sure she’s not a student.”

Jack had in fact already hired one, though he would not meet her until the next afternoon. Her name was Martha Harlow, and he had found her in Fresh Ink, one of the several local alternative newspapers stacked in wire receptacles near supermarket exits, the same one which had reviewed Artemis’ production of Oleana. He’d never taken an interest in any of the exotic healing techniques he saw listed in their classified sections. And the list had been long: Rolfing, Reiki, Polarity Therapy, Proskauer Massage, and Acupuncture. They all seemed equally invasive weirdnesses to him. But he was grimly aware that the painkillers his doctor prescribed were not the answer. They never really numbed, but only slightly dulled, the pain radiating from just above his buttocks, and they left him for hours in a woozy daze. He was ready to try anything. He‘d looked up Therapeutic Massage in the Yellow Pages, but it was in Fresh Ink’s Barter section that he found an ad that caught his attention. “Masseuse willing to exchange her talents for goods and/or services. I’m anxious to consider what you have to offer!!!” it began. The talent she offered was explicitly therapeutic: “No sexual massage!” The stylist in Jack noted the scaled-back emphasis in that warning. Most people who placed Barter ads were usually quite specific about what they were looking for in return: “income tax preparation, lawn care, tennis or dancing lessons.” Harlow’s implied openness intrigued him. Which of his talents or worldly goods would interest her? When Jack phoned she agreed to treat his back late Wednesday afternoon. After some slightly embarrassed but good natured haggling, Jack agreed to pay for fifty minutes of massage with a bushel of homegrown Macintosh apples, access to his asparagus patch, and mint-condition instructor’s copies of three Norton editions: Anna Karenina, Moby Dick and The Red and the Black.

Late Wednesday afternoon Martha Harlow arrived in an ancient Subaru station wagon and toted her portable aluminum massage table to his front door. It reminded Jack of a slender streamlined steamer trunk, with brass corners and sturdy leather handles.

“Am I at the right house? There’s no number at the road.”

“Martha Harlow, I presume.”

She smiled. ”Let’s talk a bit before I set up. I just want to make sure we’re on the same wave length.” 

“Sure. Come on in. Let me help you with that.”

“Too risky. If your back’s the problem, you shouldn’t lift a thing. Anyway, this table’s featherlight for me.”

Martha had a manner that assumed equality with this stranger she was just meeting. Her affect was an almost aristocratic casualness, a quality he didn’t associate with workers who came to practice their crafts in his house. About 5’ 5” Jack estimated. Slightly but very athletically built and about 40 years old. Her hair was a natural blonde, no gray, with a few streaks of a lighter shade. She was wearing textured navy blue tights and a white tunic. Nice eyes. Nice breasts. 

“I phoned your osteopath, by the way--thanks for giving me his number--and he said massage was OK for you now in this stage of your recovery. I just want it understood that I’m a professional whole body therapist, not a sexual employee. Sorry to be blunt. But it sometimes saves a lot of grief. I know I said all that already in my ad, but I want to repeat it in person.”

“I’ve got a bad back. I hired a masseuse. If I wanted something else I’d go elsewhere. If you don’t mind my bluntness.” 

“Actually I like it. Can I try one of your Macs before I start? I could use a little snack about now.”

“Sure.”  Jack slowly went down the steep ladder stairs into his cellar and brought her a couple of apples. “Maybe I’ll be ready to bring the bushel up after you’re exorcised my muscle demons.”

Martha had opened the shiny folding table and was setting it up in his living room. She covered it with a thin foam pad, then covered the pad with one of two plaid flannel sheets she had brought with her. 

“What should I wear for this?” he said. 

“A towel. Relax. Remember, I’m a professional. Really, a towel’s easier. That way I won’t be alarming you by always pulling your briefs down to reach your lower verts. Or are you the boxer type?”

“If I wear a towel you’ll never know.”

Jack went upstairs and came back in a towel knotted around his waist. Very gingerly he sat on the table. 

“Don’t worry, it’s held men twice your weight.”

He lay down and waited, keeping one hand on the slippery towel. Martha took two small bottles of oil to his microwave and warmed them for 20 seconds. “One for each end of the table,” she said. She tugged at the towel knot and rearranged it so that it draped over Jack’s midsection. She began pressing the bottoms of his feet. “This is to stimulate the nerves around your spine,” she said. “When I get going on your back it may hurt slightly at first, until I get your muscles and nerves responding, but it should start to feel better in about 20 minutes. Silence is best for massage, but if you’re a talker I can be one too.”

“We can talk later. I just want to feel my back getting better.”

Martha continued to massage mostly his damaged lower back. But she soon encountered stiffness in Jack’s neck and left arm and worked on them. She worked her way back down his vertebrae to his buttocks, kneading each for about three minutes. Jack sensed just how deep under skin and muscle his pelvic bones were, as the probing pressure and weight of Martha’s hands found the source of his pain and eased it.

“God that feels good,” he said.

“I thought you’d like that. Can I turn you over? I’d like to do a little knee manipulation--you seem stiff there--and some pelvic lifts.”

She put both thumbs under his kneecap and pressed down in what became extremely pleasurable pulses. “That’s great,” he said.

“You haven’t felt anything yet. Just be patient.”

She flexed each knee and massaged the front of his thighs. By the time the fifty minutes were over Jack was totally relaxed. He got up from the table, reknotted the towel, and stretched his arms and legs. His whole body felt tuned like a large stringed instrument.

“I’ll let myself out,” she said. “I’m due in Northshire to see another client at 5:30. We can leave the apples for another day unless you decide my thing isn’t right for you.”

“It was great. You were great. Please come back.”

“Friday, same time?”

“Sure. Similar deal? I’ve got a shelf-full of Norton Editions and the rhubarb should be ready to pick in a few days.”

“Great--we’ll work it out Friday. Your back will relax even more next time. I think you’re still a little tense. Relaxation doubles the healing power of massage.”

Martha continued to come to Jack’s every other day for two weeks. Before she arrived for each session, Jack would spread out the Norton and Modern Library titles he could spare on the dining room table together with bundles of asparagus and rhubarb. “Give me as many minutes as you think they’re worth,” he would say.

“For the books alone I’d stay all night,” she answered him one afternoon, flashing him a look and a smile while she set up the table. “Reading is my thing these days. I’ve already read some of the books you’ve traded me--Anna Karinina for one. I borrowed most of what I read from the town library until recently--couldn’t afford to go buy all the good books I wanted, even second hand. It’s great to start collecting my own library.”

She was working on his lower back, her thumbs pushing into the muscles with short alternating strokes. Each time she seemed to push her fingers closer to his spine, setting off the tingling sense of well being to which he was now thoroughly addicted. She abruptly asked him, “Would you let me ride your horse sometime? I have boots and a hard hat. I rode one summer at camp and out west on trips, though not much in the last ten years. But I’m a quick learner and you might agree I’m sensitive to other creatures’ bodies.”

Jack hesitated. He was not eager to impersonate a riding instructor. He knew it was his own intuitive and inarticulate feel for what a horse was thinking that usually allowed him to impose his will on Moonheen and Bull Run without much resistance. He didn’t have an eye for anybody else’s faults of horsemanship and he was far from a flawless horseman himself. But he didn’t want to say no to Martha Harlow. She always slowed her car to watch Moonheen and Bull Run grazing when she drove up his drive. She wasn’t trying to impress him. And it might be fun to ride with someone. So Jack let her walk Bull Run around his paddock after his next massage and promised her some rides into the forest if she could learn to post to Bull Run’s awkward and impatient trot. 

The first few times in the ring Jack put a lunge line on Bull Run and they worked on Martha’s posting. He reviewed for her the commands she needed to know to change a horse’s gait. Cluck your tongue and say ‘Walk on!’ to get him moving. Turn him by aiming your head decisively where you want to go, pulling gently on the rein on the side where you’re heading him, while you exert pressure with your calves to keep him focused. The reins should be taut but never harsh. To stop him, sit back with more weight in the saddle while holding the reins more firmly and keep driving him into the reins by squeezing your legs. When he feels the resistance he’ll halt. She was intrigued to learn that a horse can sense where you are looking at all times and will go in the direction that your eyes point when you squeeze his sides. Before and after each ride Martha insisted she groom the horse, tack him and un-tack him. “He deserves my best strokes, same as you,” she said.

When Jack ran low on the books with which he was willing to part and the vegetables dwindled, he had little to barter but Bull Run’s sagging back and his company as trail guide. Martha seemed to like the rides, which usually lasted an hour. Then one day she said, “Let’s leave the horses in the barn today. It’s hard to talk on horseback. Let’s just walk.”

Jack agreed, but he was cautious about involving himself in a long conversation with Martha that was unconnected to the activities they were happily sharing. It was amazing how much horse lore and anatomical insight they had imparted to each other. But did they share anything more significant? Mostly Jack was reluctant to start talking about his current problems, which he assumed she must know something about from the paper and the radio. He played it safe and asked her a non-personal question.

“How’s your reading going?”

“Going great. I’m finishing a new novel every couple of days. But I can’t buy what most of them tell me are plausible answers to people’s problems. Take Anna Karenina. I would never jump in front of a train! No matter what. Why kill yourself when it’s your husband who’s the problem? Anna should have done what I did--kill her husband instead of herself.”

Jack stopped walking and looked at her, thinking, Why tell me that? What am I supposed to do with that? He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. She must mean it metaphorically. His spoken reaction was to answer as he would have to a student. “Anna would have been executed if she killed him. What good would that have done to her or her son?”

“None, I suppose. I was about nineteen the first time I read the novel and Anna didn’t do me much good even then. I’m not saying she didn’t make sense inside her own miserable emotions. Inside her own book. It’s just that when I was in a tough situation she was no role model. Now I think I could have been a role model for her. I know a lot about miserable marriages.” She stopped talking to concentrate on stepping across a brook with only mossy stonetops for footholds. “I got married for the wrong reasons. George--that’s my dead husband--was an alcoholic. Nothing anonymous about it. Boasted to everybody he was a World Class Drinker. And he was abusive to me. But that part he didn’t brag about. Once he hired a private eye when he thought I was fooling around. I wasn’t--yet--but in those days he was threatened by things I liked to do that didn’t include him--going to fitness clubs, jogging, even reading, if you can believe that. He knew I was growing unhappy with him. I’m putting it diplomatically. I was depressed and it showed. He warned me he’d go crazy if I left him. I did leave twice, and all he did was bounce rocks off my new house and burn rubber before the cops came. I got a restraining order. Then filed for divorce. That was in 1983. By that time I was seeing another guy, and George found out who it was. So he mailed him photos of me--some nude shots taken back in happier days--and told him he’d taken them the week before. The guy stopped seeing me. That was no loss, I guess, but it hurt then. I was lonely. So lonely I went to bed with George even though the divorce was just about final. I can’t believe I did it. After that all he could talk about was how I’d ruined his life.”

“You said you killed him. Do you want to tell me what happened?”

Martha looked quickly at Jack, as if to say, Do you really want to know that kind of thing about me?  Jack sensed from her look that he might be walking into the Valley of the Rubicon. He waited for her to continue.

“You know how I said I’d slept with him that once, after I left? Well, I got pregnant that night. Told him about it when I was about eight weeks along. It was really stupid of me to tell him this while riding in his car. I guess I was doing a lot of stupid things in those days. I told him I would have the baby but wouldn’t come back to him. He went nuts. We were driving down a dirt road and he took his right hand off the steering wheel, grabbed my neck and slammed my head against the passenger-side window. The next day I had a miscarriage. My doctor was very matter-of-fact about why it happened. ‘There’s nothing anybody could have done about it,’ the guy said. ‘The fetus just didn’t develop normally.’ I didn’t believe him. ‘You’re young,’ he said, and he went on an on about that. ‘You’ve both got plenty of time to try again.’ When George came to see me in the hospital, I didn’t tell him what the doctor said.  I did tell him I was glad the baby was dead. And I was. As he was leaving he asked me, ‘What else would it take to make you glad?’ That night he drove his car into a rest stop near the Green River Bridge. Shot himself through the mouth. I screamed when the cops came right into the recovery ward with the news. But I was already thinking. It’s over, I’m free.”

“You still feel that way?”

“I do. But guilt about his suicide and being free of him go together. I don’t know if I could have had the one without the other.”

Jack didn’t know what to say. He reached over and took Martha’s hand and held it, except to brush away the black flies, until they got back to his house.

On her next visit they walked again, after riding the horses in the paddock for awhile. This time it was Jack’s turn. He asked her if she knew about the sexual harassment charges he was battling. She did, but was surprised at the damage they were causing Jack’s career. “So you needed my massage for something more than an injured back!” she said after he had told her most of the story. Then she said, “You know, maybe this is a good time to say that I don’t want you to think of me as your masseuse anymore. It’s not that I want to stop massaging you. I can keep doing that. I just don’t want you to pay me, so to speak. I’ll still come over to ride Bull Run if that helps you. Your number two horse doesn’t get ridden much by anybody, does he?”

Jack said he’d be grateful if she’d keep riding Bull Run.  And give his owner an occasional massage. “This doesn’t mean I have to stop giving you things, does it? I’ve gotten used to thinking of things you’d like.”

“No. It just means that what we give each other doesn’t need to match perfectly.”

Jack wondered exactly what she meant by that. He gradually convinced himself that she meant she had a whole lot to give him; maybe more than she expected him to give back. It felt safe to think like that. He wasn’t ready to be her Mr. Knightly, even though he was glad to accept what Martha was apparently offering him. He couldn’t help wondering whether if she visited him again she’d lift the embargo on sexual massage. Because he was pretty sure that if they kept meeting they would become lovers, he didn’t phone her for several days. “Do I want this?” he would ask himself with the phone in his hand. Then he’d put it down. She might have been asking her own questions; she hadn’t phoned him either. Uncertainty about a woman’s long-term intentions, and his own, had never before stopped him from asking out a woman who pleased him, but it did now. 

He didn’t know what Martha thought about love. He wondered if she’d use that word at all, or whether she’d stick to the more modern “relationship,” a term devised in the vain hope of keeping what happens between men and women more fully rational. Jack didn’t want a “relationship.” He’d had enough of those. Only love will do this time.  Writers had guided his thinking about love--manipulated might be a better word—as far back as Plato. That philosopher’s monomania always wanted love kicked up to a more spiritual plane just when the sensual part was going well. Maybe it was time to think about love for himself without leaning on philosophers to tell him what its essence was. Maybe even Stendhal was mistaken when he called love the great pearl that grows around a small unlovely need. Hadn’t Stendhal also dramatized love as a grand passion?  It had been grand enough once or twice in Jack’s life. Maybe love wasn’t a pearl and maybe the need itself was not so unlovely. When his thinking arrived at this stage he phoned Martha without much of an agenda. She sensed his lack of focus and simply started thinking into his ear.

“I’m glad you called. Thank you for all our walks last week. But, you know, we really weren’t being straight with each other. We were playing it safe. Sticking to unspoken rules. Let me tell you about an interesting interview with a psychiatrist I once heard on a radio talk show. He said too many people get locked into stories--he kept calling them ‘narratives’—anyway, stories which make them miserable. People should stop turning the pages of the same old life story and jump into a whole different book. That was his gist. Leave your smothery parents’ house, quit your dismal job, turn your hobby into a business, get a divorce, sit your spouse or your boyfriend down to get everything said, go back to college--things like that. People have to make up new stories for themselves. By the way, what’s the real difference, Professor, between a story and a narrative?”

“I’m not sure. But the hot shot literary theorists these days sure think ‘narrative’ is a jazzier word. Maybe it’s easier to take your life seriously if you call it a narrative.”

“Could be. Well, anyway, here’s my thought. When that guy on the radio said unhappy people should ‘change their narrative’ I realize that’s exactly what I tried to do when I first left George.  I didn’t do it very well then, I guess. George did it for me. He wrote the end of our narrative while I kept backsliding into my old ways of putting up with him. Changing the narrative is a fancy name that oversimplifies a complicated thing. I guess I just want to do it better next time I get the chance.”

Jack thought about Martha’s mostly matter of fact attitude about her lousy marriage and her abusive suicidal husband. She seemed matter of fact even about her next man, her next marriage.

“I’m sure you will. You’re doing just fine,” he said.

“I’m glad you think so.” Jack tried to guess what the expression on her face might tell him if he could see it.

“But back to us,” Martha continued. “I’m also glad the professional part of our relationship is over. Not that I didn’t enjoy the massaging and the trail riding and our talks. I loved them.”

“You enjoyed massaging me? It sure felt to me as though you were hard at work. I kept thinking as you bore down on my back muscles how many foot-pounds can this woman exert and how come she doesn’t get carpal tunnel syndrome?”

“Mostly typists get that. Not people like me, who put their whole body into their work. I loved massaging you. It stopped being work after about fifteen minutes when I saw the blissful expression on your face. You didn’t even try to hide it. I liked that. See, I changed my narrative without your knowing it. Actually, it took a few days for me to realize just how much I was getting to like you. It was an unconscious hands-on thing. One day as I was going deep under your shoulderblades I said, I think I could love this man. Does that shock you?”

“Yeah, it does shock me. I really thought at first you liked to keep coming back mostly for the books and Bull Run and my sympathetic ear.”

“At first? What do you think now?”

“I thought you were getting interested in me.”

“What about you, Jack? I saw you look at me a few times. Weren’t you pondering the possibilities yourself?”

“You’re right. I wasn’t being completely honest. I was thinking on our walks that it would be nice to go to bed with you. I’m thinking about it right now. Is that honest enough? But most men think that about half the women they meet. Does that shock you?”

Martha laughed. “I always thought the percentage was quite a bit higher. Yes, that’s honest enough, thanks. But let me finish about the narratives. Maybe another narrative should change. I mean the one between you and the University. Can’t you go teach somewhere else so you don’t have to deal with those jerks? Your description of the atmosphere over there is ugly.”

“Not at my age. I’m a tenured full professor. Unless you’ve got a hefty national reputation a guy with tenure can’t easily move to a new job at another university. I’m not quite in that sought-after class. Maybe the reputation I’ve got is already shot. Besides I like it here. My colleagues aren’t all jerks. Do you really want me to pick up and move to someplace like California or Alabama?”

They talked for almost an hour. But they made no plans to meet until after Jack’s Hearing was over. “I’ll call you,” he said. 
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Friday morning, 10 May

Jack met with students in his office without interruption from 10 AM until well after his usual Friday noon departure to play a match or hit practice shots at the Fort River course. Most of the students waiting outside his door had urgent requests. An extension for a term paper (“You’ve still got three days, Colin; go home and have an idea.”) Advice about which courses and professors to sign up for next year (“Keep clear of the Linguistics Department; they think language is a branch of higher mathematics, and that can wreak havoc on your life.”) A letter of recommendation for a job or grad school (“Go for it, Kevin; apply to Yale.”) Many sought last-minute enlightenment on scary topics they might confront on Jack’s final exams: “Do we really have to be ready to define ‘Mutually Assured Destruction’? It’s so weird.”  (“Yes, you do.”) “Then please explain it again for me.” Two upperclassmen arrived together to continue a conversation started on an earlier office visit about the ancient classics nobody had told them to read; he had to shoo them away (“I’m mobbed. Let’s have a beer after our last class. Start reading Homer in Lattimore’s translation.”) Jack’s favorite petitioner was the sophomore who innocently asked him to define the term “historical fact.” An eavesdropping student in the hallway, fearing a twenty-minute exposition from voluble Professor Stoneycroft, audibly groaned. Jack caught himself and pulled open a file-drawer and handed the student an offprint he’d written on the subject. “Read this. By the way, here’s an example of a deduced historical fact.  You, Peter O’Hara, either were absent, or slept through, my views on ‘facts, plain and fancy’--which I gave to your class in apparently wearisome detail on its second meeting back in February.”

“I was there!“ O’Hara exclaimed. “I just didn’t take notes that day.”

“Only those with total recall are entitled to go through life without taking notes.”

After the last student had wished him well and left Jack ate his turkey sandwich and raw carrots at his desk. He looked up from the current issue of the tabloid-wide Chronicle of Higher Education, which he had spread open to a scrupulously neutral story about himself: “Bay State Campus Troubled by Harassment Case.” He saw a placid campus stretching over lawns to the 19th century brick dorms and the skyscraping library and science towers. The closest thing to trouble visible to him was Mia Karlson stopping on a path to have her cigarette lit by Pierlorenzo Boccone. Then he looked back to see Marla once again brightening his doorway.

“Why are you here? What’s there to say?”

“I’m sorry.”

“So am I. You should leave, Marla. Good-bye.”

Jack got up and stepped toward the door, determined to shut her out. He had no time for her or her apologies.

“Please let me come in. If you’re angry at me you’ve got to hear what happened.”

“What happened is that you told Artemis Fletcher I hugged you. Do I have that wrong? And you told Rose Wyznewski a story that convinced her to have me indicted for Sexual Harassment. Or is that just a rumor?”

“OK, Professor Stoneycroft, those things happened. I thought I could persuade Wyznewski that you meant me no harm.” 

“Meant you no harm?  I was trying to let you know that you’d done something brave. I wanted to show how much you’d impressed me.”

“That’s what I came to talk about.”

“Look, I really don’t want to rehash this, Marla. I responded to you because I thought you were one hell of a student.”

“I know you were fond of me. Are you still?”

“I said:  you were a terrific student. It was your potential that got my respect.”

“I know what we both said. Just let me tell you what I came to say. There’s no easy way to say it. Are you attracted to me? I am to you.” Marla didn’t flinch. She looked at Jack calmly and saw his face freeze.

“Are you going to say that next Monday at the Hearing and trust people will see it the way you do? Please don’t.”

“I’m going to tell them there was nothing sexual about your hugging me and that I despise what this university is doing to you.”

“Marla, you have got to understand that your view of what happened between us does not and will not matter. They’re using you.”

“They’re trying to. But I won’t let them. What I’m saying, now, today, is that I’m attracted to you. And that I want to do something about it.”

 “Marla, we all get crushes that we shouldn’t act on. That’s how we live sane lives. By not acting on every crazy impulse.”

“This isn’t an impulse. It isn’t crazy.”

“Whatever it is, Marla, I don’t want to get into it.”

“Then I need you to explain some things to me. Why is it wrong for me to be attracted to you?  You’re divorced. You’re a brilliant man who helped me more than any teacher ever has. Why shouldn’t I act on my feelings? And don’t tell me professors are off-limits to students. You’ve loved students. Somebody even told me their names.”

“OK. It isn’t wrong for you to feel attracted to me. Feelings themselves can’t be called wrong. But for me to respond, even playfully, would have devastating costs I’m no longer willing to pay. Costs you shouldn’t be willing to pay either.”

They were both silent for a moment, and Jack sunk into his desk chair, realizing that just how much he was going to pay for his unsuppressed feelings was now the only issue, and it was out of his control.

Marla had inched slightly inside the room. She moved to the edge of Jack’s desk and reached to touch his shoulder. He raised his forearm and she dropped her hand.

“Marla, I was wrong to hug you that day. And it has nothing to do with the harassment thing they’re accusing me of. I was thinking more about what I wanted to express than what my hug could mean to you. I regret what I did.”

“I don’t. Look, Jack—can I use your name yet? I know there’s a kind of taboo about students dating professors. But I just find you amazing. Look, there’s no graceful way to say this. I want to go out with you. Get past the awful place we’re in.”

“Until your amazement wears off?”

“Maybe it won’t.”

She was offering herself to him. How many times over the years had he reached out and took gladly what a woman offered without much soul searching? He was haunted now by the frailest thread of wariness. Is this real?  Is she enticing me? Could she be wired? Are they after more evidence?
Then Jack started to imagine in a wild rush what her body might feel like in his arms, and what she would do there. But he instantly realized he was in the grip of a male reflex any attractive woman might set off, the kind he’d admitted to Martha the night before, and he caught himself. He looked closely at Marla’s tense eyes. Was she WILLING him to kiss her?

“Marla, stop staring and look at me. What do you see?”

“Your face. It’s worried. Disturbed. You have kind eyes. A little enigmatic. Sharp friendly creases like double brackets around the edges of your mouth. Some gray hair in your sideburns. A mole under your right cheekbone.”

“Everything you’ve described is outside me. I’m inside. What goes on in me? What do I really enjoy doing? Do I want to play touch football this weekend? Or basketball? Tennis? Golf? Shuffleboard?

“Shuffleboard? Never!” Marla snickered. Jack had a flash of himself 30 years from now living in a perpetually balmy climate. Silver-haired, frail, shuffling himself from patio to pool. He didn’t take kindly to her amusement.

“What else do I do when I’m not teaching? What do I like to eat and drink? What kind of movie do I like? Who’s my best friend? Do I have a lover? How did I get to this horrible place in my life? What good or bad choices have I made? How many women have hurt me? How many have I hurt? Did I get along with my parents when I was a kid? Do I have brothers or sisters? Children?” Jack stopped and took a deep breath.

Marla looked at him uncomprehendingly. Jack sighed impatiently and got to his point.

“Have you ever slept with a man and not known the answers to at least some of those questions?”

“No. Never. We always talk about that stuff way before having sex. I know you have one child. It doesn’t matter how little I know about you. My feelings come from somewhere else.”

“Where do your feelings about me come from? That is something I know and can tell you about. When teaching goes really well, like it did between us, we both sense we’re exercising new powers. And we take pleasure and satisfaction in what’s happening between us. Please forgive the pedantic way I’m putting this. I’m just trying to be clear.  The most intense pleasure we take in another person is erotic pleasure, right? Think what Plato said about erotic pursuit as a way to understand intellectual craving. What we love is what we lack. Ignorance is always lusting for knowledge. We love what we hope to become. So when you say you’re attracted to me, aren’t you taking pleasure in the person you are all of a sudden--Wow!--becoming? Aren’t you responding more to the teacher in me than the mere man? I’m a mere man, Marla.” Mere man. He’d said those words to Lin Yu a few times. Once when she was outlasting him in bed. Once when he was explaining that what Lin perceived as his brilliance was conventional Western thinking he’d picked up at school. Once when she beat her fists on his chest and said Let me see your heart!
 “I follow what you’re saying, Jack. But none of it matters. Sure I’m responding to my teacher. But can’t I respond to Jack Stoneycroft when he’s not teaching? I mean, is that unthinkable? Other students have responded. And you to them, right?”

“Right. But who is this Jack that fascinates you?”

“I think you know. He teaches me. Helps me. Makes me feel appreciated.”

“That’s it, Marla. He’s your teacher. You love his teaching so much you want to turn it into something else. What?”

“Desire for me.”

“I don’t desire you. I loved teaching you. But that’s over. We’re not going to be lovers.” 

“Is that it?  My last lesson?”

“From me.”

She left, at last persuaded more by his stony tone than his words. He was caught somewhere between regret and relief. He had no doubt he would have enjoyed making love to Marla. He’d always found a woman’s eagerness a stronger aphrodisiac than transparent coyness. But he was wary—all right, face it—he was frightened—no, he was convinced--that a real affair with Marla would sink him utterly.  He couldn’t risk it. 

Still, he hadn’t lied to her. He chose not to act on his casual and fleeting attraction to Marla. He was sorry for the intense pain he had just caused her. But she’d get over it. He knew that to take her hand, kiss her, touch her until they were both ready to race back to his house or hers would be taking advantage of her. That was a role he was not willing to play, especially not in her welcoming bed. Such were his reasons for saying no to Marla and they depressed him, because they seemed implicitly to admit that on earlier occasions he had exploited Minkie and Lin. He sat at his desk and, for the first time since his mother died, started to cry without trying to stop.
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During the three years Jack had lived abroad to study European History, mostly in Italy, he’d hung out with classicists and archaeologists and had grown interested in the ancient Mediterranean custom of consulting dead ancestors during times of stress and danger and confusion. The Greeks spoke of their dead as earthpeople, and in times of crisis would approach the tombs just outside town to ask guidance of parents and elders whose lives were over, but whose spirits remained accessible. Romans mostly consulted their ancestors at home, praying to the household gods in their courtyard niches, but they still buried their dead along the roads out of town. Jack had often driven on the Appian Way past the few remaining desecrated tombs, and near them on cold days he’d seen brightly miniskirted prostitutes warming their hands over fires in oil drums.

Now Jack was driving on the winding road that led to Green River. He was confused and frightened. A reassuring or a cautionary word from a dead parent would have meant a lot. He had done something stupid and was under attack. He was overwhelmed by the last few weeks—if not the last few years’ worth of events—and he needed a way out of trouble. He might even have relinquished his fierce reliance on rationality itself to hear his mother repeat what she used to say to him during his adolescence: Life’s too short. Don’t play their game.  Those words comforted him, though at thirteen the only game he saw in his town was life, and he expected to continue playing it.

But he obviously wasn’t Roman. He didn’t believe in familial voices from beyond this life, not even his mother’s, so he looked elsewhere for wise speech. Elsewhere to Jack was his library, the most comforting room in his house. A library was nothing if not a Hades full of spirits who would talk if you opened their small rectangular tombs and let them sniff the house wine on your breath. 

As soon as he got home he poured some Chianti for himself and his expected revenants, and carried the glass upstairs to his books.

Is there a book I can open whose voice will bless my saying no?  Or honor my horny regrets? He was stretching on his couch, something he had not done once in the weeks since Wyznewski’s call had brought him the news that let others play havoc with his life. His eyes played from spine to spine. He rejected St. Paul, he rejected Plato, he rejected Thoreau, he rejected all sad ballads, like “Barbara Allen.” Bob Dylan’s “It ain’t me Babe” played in his mind. “It ain’t me, Marla,” he quietly sang. He felt ridiculous. No, stupid. Don’t sing. Let someone sing to you. He pushed himself off the couch, briefly dizzy from lying down, and pulled Yeats’ Collected Poems off the shelf. He mimicked Yeats’ own Irish intonation as he read aloud:

How can I, that girl standing there,

My attention fix 

On Roman or on Russian

Or on Spanish politics, 

Yet there’s a traveled man that knows

What he talks about,

And there’s a politician

That has both read and thought,

And maybe what they say is true

Of war and war’s alarms,

But O that I were young again

And held her in my arms.

Jack woke up, some time after 3 AM, sat up in bed and turned on his narrowly focused reading lamp. It laid a bright circle on his bare thigh. He had switched on the light because he could rarely think clearly in the dark. He sipped at the remnants of his whiskey. I’m two people, he thought, that’s my problem. And one of the people I am has been invisible to the other until now.

He had begun to doubt that Minkie and Lin--and now Marla--had fallen simply for the man he actually was. Maybe it was his professorial sheen that had stirred and maintained their desires. Maybe Artemis Fletcher had it right: that he had somehow exploited his authority and taken advantage of their bedazzlement. He tried to test the idea, but he hated the idea of bedazzlement and its implications. He hadn’t quite believed what he had said to Marla in his panic yesterday--that she was confusing the pleasure of being taught with the promised pleasure of being loved. He had been testing her, hoping she would convince him it was ordinary Jack who attracted her, not the brilliant Professor Stoneycroft. And, of course, he was being prudent. Was this self-preserving instinct a shameful one? The Jack of last week might have said Yes  it was sheer cowardice. He was less sure as he sat looking over the low hills to the east for some sign of dawn. In his mind he could feel Marla as a physical presence. He wondered if her body would lift as easily as Lin’s had. He forced himself to focus on what Marla’s passion had taught him. 

A question that would have seemed irrelevant last week was driving even Marla out of his thoughts.  Had he himself as a college student ever been bedazzled? Was there ever any sexual feeling between him and a teacher? His professors at Williams had all been male. There had been no women students during his years there and only two or three woman professors, none of whom he studied with. So he had no exposure to sexual numinosity equivalent to Minkie and Lin’s and Marla’s. But he knew he’d grown to love two teachers at Williams, Charles Whipple and Marty Klinghofer. Whipple had taught Jack Ancient Greek and Athenian History. Klinghofer had taught him European History. Before he graduated and left Williamstown in 1970,  both men had become his close friends. Whipple had attended his wedding. 

Had he repressed some sexual feeling for either man? He knew they were gay, though that usage hadn’t yet commandeered the once innocent word. A scene flashed of Whipple in bed with him in the small French town of Hesdin, the night’s stop as they drove Charlie’s TR 3 south toward Paris. That’s right, in bed. The last room available held just one bed. Whipple and Jack were headed to Paris and later into Germany and through Switzerland to Italy, to visit the libraries and museums and battlefields that would figure in Jack’s research. He had just finished his first year in grad school, was married, with one child. He had not thought it strange or unfeeling to leave wife and Ned behind while he made this six-week expedition in the exhilarating company of Charlie Whipple. He was pursuing his career, wasn’t he? The truth was that he couldn’t get enough of his old teacher’s sense of what mattered, his insider’s expertise about everything. Charlie had gone everywhere, done everything—57 countries, including China, Russia, Arabia, Israel, India, in an era when such destinations were unusual. He had taken Jack to see the paths Wordsworth walked in Cambridge, England and introduced him on a street in Cambridge, Massachusetts to Werner Jaeger, the German-born author of Paideia, the immensely learned three volume summation of what the Greeks created and why it still matters.  “If I’m one of your spiritual grandchildren.” Whipple had said, “this young historian is your great-grandson.” Jaeger had stared at Jack and begun to talk to him in Latin, quizzing Jack about his projected dissertation as amused students surged around an animated unintelligible conversation  in Harvard Square. 

Whipple’s great gift was quick insight into nearly every perplexity--from whether to go after the prettiest or brightest or most sexually available girl (wait to commit till all three appear in one person, but never shun a willing woman, as Zorba tells his protégé), to whether it was safe to disbelieve in any God (postpone the issue through agnosticism, or accept atheism as inescapable). Don’t be afraid to claim the world’s pleasures and challenges: drink champagne at Heathrow to dispel jet lag; correspond with the famous—they’ll respond to an interesting letter; learn to make sauce béarnaise; read all the Russian novels you can stand; memorize as many principle parts of Greek verbs as your brain can hold; cherish your college friends, because friendships made later in life may never match the intensity of those made in college. 

Whipple seemed never at a loss. The zest and certainty of the way he met every challenge, from a surly cop to an obtuse colleague to an unwelcome visitor astonished Jack. He realized it was Whipple much more than Kanga who had inspired his own Samurai reflexes. Jack remembered the one time Whipple had been at a complete loss—when Williams College had forced him to resign in the wake of a murky scandal involving a runaway teenager who had sought refuge from his dysfunctional family in Whipple’s house. A devastated, jobless Whipple had driven to Jack’s house. Jack had hugged and reassured him. Whipple went on to survive as an academic, first by teaching at a prep school for two years, then by spending a year as an extraordinary fellow at King’s College, Cambridge (overlapping there with Jack), then on to a tenured position at Berkeley, where he had instantly become a revered, beloved and with-it figure.

Jack slowly recovered the events of that night in their French hotel. Whipple had intertwined his fingers in Jack’s as they lay. Jack had instinctively frozen. But he had not withdrawn his hand. Their hands had fallen separate as they fell asleep. Jack had awoken in the middle of the night and had stroked the shoulders of his sleeping friend. As he stroked, he wondered if Charlie felt the strokes and was feigning sleep. Is this is the limit of my love for him?  Two years ago Whipple had died of AIDS in a San Francisco hospice.

Out his window he could now see gray light on the low hills to the east. If I were gay, would I have slept with Charlie Whipple? Yes, he thought. Yes.

