


I stood erect and Hstened for the sound I knew would come. Straining like a
Hifter to catch the first alry note. Roberta and Juan colled like snakes around
the core of thelr mad hope. Longstreth picking banjo and singing country
songs. Fellx Mixing the elixer of existence. Constance dancing from fence to
fix. Glen picked up a pocked and rusted chunk of castoff machinery. Some
Iliterary device long past its usefulness. He cast It upon the waters. It sank
without a trace. An Indlan weaver sitting stringing anclent beads to form
tokens of primitivism for sale to tourists. Little Rebecca with her nose
pressed to the windowpane. Ice floes with their unwilling cargoes of hapless
sca Hons. Klller whales surfacing, breaking the ice into dalqulrs; with all the
sea lion blood and thelr pitiful walls. Me? I was just trying to express myself
in my haphazard and ill disciplined way.

around and you get used to the extra Social Security Check.

Harriet became insanely jealous whenever he would talk about
Amanda and the dog. Living with Morgan in the trailer was
sometimes nice but most of the time, trying. Whatever she
did, she could never compete with Morgan's past. The pit of
which he always spoke was somewhere, about fifty miles to the
southwest — no longer there, the site of an all night mini-
mart. Evidently they had used it to bury the large gas tanks to
fill the cars and trucks that ran along the new interstate.
Morgan had taken her there once but, because of his frustration
about how the place had changed and her frustration about not
being able to comprehend the change, he has never gone back —
pretending that it still existed as it did so many years ago.

Morgan did absolutely nothing these days. His time was
spent between watching the spanish station on TV (the only
one that their small antenna would pull in) and long walks in
the desert.

Harriet had long ago stopped asking Morgan about his walks.
He would deny it, but she knew that he was out looking for the
dog. he had given up looking for Amanda years ago, but the dog
still obsessed him; even though it had been so long and the dog
was surely dead.

“I'm nothing without the dog,” he would mutter to himself
sometimes. He would scream in the night, in his sleep, about
being buried alive and would spit as if his mouth were full of
dirt.

Harriet wondered. She had thought about leaving Morgan
but what can you do when you're ninety-one years old and have
outlived all your children? You get used to having someone
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