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"Yotrr  l r : r i r  is 'ot  red l ike a rose," hr. t . rc l  rne."I t  is n. t  so t lat .
I h:r'u'cn't sccn this red. in books or irr {-rrlrdens."

"vlrr thi'k I'n-r cute," I said. Hc tkrcs.'t k.orv hoi,r,'to flirr.
hc probabliz never will.

"You're not as prett)'as sonle of the \\().tcn in pictures and
r.rovies," he told nle, "but you are rrrorc plcrrsi'g to look at. I
a'r satisfied when I look at you. I woulrr prt'fer to look at
)tou't '

"So you prefer rnv face, to other womer) s.
"I prefer your face," he said, "to all othcr frrccs."
There aren't ma'y androids in the countr\,, brrt *,e'll keep

to ourselves. I have a garden planned-radish, squash, okra,
corn and tomatoes of course. My first Lau,,rence grew up on
a farm.We'd go toVermont, every fall, to get a pulnpkin and
see the leaves turn. I think I've found our home. It\ a great
big old saltbox smack in the middle of the woods. It ,reeds a
few repairs. We'll replace the shingies, re-do the kitchen. I
want a nice kitchen. I like cookins for us.

GEORGE GARRETT

Feeling Good, Feeling Fine

i ' '  
l nov AND A man in the park. Between them an old

l'' "lo,wooden 
bat, a battered and dirry baseball and one

leather glove, well tended and cared for, oiled and supple, but
old, too, its pocket as thin as paper.

The boy and the nlan Jre sweating in the late afternoon
light. Lazy end of a long summer day.The park (no nrore than
a rough grass field, really) is empry now except for the two of
them. Sonrervhere not far away a car horn toots, a dog barks,
a woman calls her children in for supper.

"Come on," the man shouts."Knock i t  to me!"
The boy carefully, all concentration, tosses the ball up and

swings the bat to loft it high above the man.Who, skinny and
raggedy as a scarecrow moves gracefully back and away and
underneath the high fly ball. Spears it deftly with the glovc.
Then throws it high and easy back toward the boy. The bell
rolls dead, an easy reach from his feet.

"Let's quit and go home," the boy calls.
The tall thin man shakes his head and nroves back tlccr''t.r



t t . ,  ( i l < l H c ; l  C l A R n r r T t

' ' (  ) rrc rrrore," l re i rol lers. ' - fust one morc. '
( . rack of the bat on the bal l  and this is the best one yu.A

Irornertrn ball high in the fading lieht. alnrost lost in the llst
blrre crf  the sky:The rnan shading his eyes as he runs suroot lr ly
and swiftly back and back until het there rvhere he has to bc
to snaq i t .  Snags i t .

'Ihen 
cornes running in torvard the bor'. hugely grinning, I

loping f ie lder:  rvho has rnadc rhe f inal  catch of an inning.
Ycru rnight thirrk the bov rvoulc-l be pleased to have s\\rlllrlr

his bat (the el<>ve .rncl the bat lncl thc ball are his) rh:rr rvcll
and knocked thc ball so high ;urd trrr. But rruth is the bov
hates brrseball. "lti n.rv leest tavoritc. sporr," he n'il l tell lnyonc
rvho :rsks. Anvone except the ur:rn mnninq torvarc-l hitn, his
nncle, his nrother\ brorher, rvho has recenth' conre to livc
with thern after severai vears at the state hospital.

Uncle Jack, he's had a hard tirne of it. First rirne he r,vent
crazli his r,vifc ran ofT u,ith their trvo daur{hters, the boy's
cousi l rs,  to Cal i fornirr  or sonre place l ike that ancl  disappeared
for kceps. l lov cloesn' t  knorv i t ,  can' t  contprehend i t  even i f
he could inr lginc i t ,  btr t  he u'on' t  evcr see that rvonran and
his trvo cousins asain. Uncle Jack is livrng rvith thertr tbr the
t i rne beins, "unt i l  he has rr  charrce to qet rhings sfraightened
out," the boy's father explains. Wlien thc boy conrplains
about the hclurs spent-\ \ 'asted as far as he's conccrned-
knocking fungoes and chasing flvs and grounclers rvith
Uncle Jack, his fatl-rer sinrply savs: "Hunror hinr. bor'. He!
gooi l  at  i t .  Let hinr be."

He din't tlnt,qood, the boy sometinres thinks btrr cloesn't sa1'.
Saicl it once, though, and his flrther corrccrctl hinr.
"Listen, bov, he s rustv and he hasn't bcerr rr'cll. But believe

rne, I'r-n here to tell yor,r.he rvas sonre kirrd t,t 'a b.rseball player.
A real Dleasure to lvatch."

l

I : t ' t l i r t . q  O o o d ,  l ' t e l i t t , q  l ; i t t t  t  t  l

\ l t t ter lcr tqr-re,"  the boy said scorr l ful l l ' .yy1' tr . ,  t ' . l l r  t  t r t r . rr l r rr

,1r\{rn( '  sctt l ing fbr anythir-rg less than the top oi  the l r t ' . r1 '  l1

,  l rkt ' r l  basebal l  enoush to want to play at i t ,he wt l t t l t l  bt ' t r r
' l r (  nr.r l ( )r-s or nothing. He sttre enough wouldn' t  be h:rp1tv
,rr l r  sorrre old photographs in an album and some frar l ,  vcl-

: , , \ \  t r r {  I rc \vspaFcr  c l ipp in95.
'\rrtl i ihe rvas a crazy old man back from the state hospitaL

,,r,1 lr:rd a nepherv u'ho rvas required to humor him, the boy

,r, ,11111 never pretend, let  alone bel ieve for one nr inute that he

... rr qctting hinrself back in shape so he coulcl join the New

\,,r I y,,trp.es or the Wasl-rington Senators or somebody like

r  l r . r t .

\lrrt, Uncle Jack couldn't evett play for the Ilrooklyn

|  ) , , t lqc rs .

I  I rrc leJack now- has the bat i r t  one hand and the other arnr

rr , ,1111i the boy's shoulclers ( the boy carr ies the glove and the

I' rllt ,rs the tr.vo of thenr slor.ilv head firr hotne in the tw'il ight.
"Vru hi t  that last one just a hel luva goocl l ick,"  UncleJack

. ,r '. "Vlu could be a real hitter if you ptlt,vour rnirld to it. It 's

,ll rrr the coordination and vou have got that, all you could

, r  r ' r '  ne c 'd."

Whu if he hate's baseball, does the boy relish and rejoice irr

rllf ' n)iu)'s words? Wh.v, if his uncle Jack is sorne kind of crazy

l ,(  r \ ()r)  and is fbol ing hinrsel f  and everybody else, too, about

rr lr.rt rr great ballplayer he '"vas and thinks he stil l is' why does

rlr, l.ov autonratic:Illy accept and enjoy his uncle's judp;nrent?

\\ lrr. i ihis uncle is n-rostly eurbarrassment and trouble, some-

''n(' to be ashamecl of', does the boy at this very instant, alto-

, , ,  r l rcr- in spi te of hirnself ,  wish more than anything that thc

r rll. thin, raggedy, graceful nlan was and is everything hc

, 'ugl) t  to be or could harre been?

(Ycrrrs ;rtrd years later, rvhen this boy is a grandfather hirrr-
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st ' l f  ,  l i r r  r( ' , lsol ls he won't  understand therr anv more than he
tlrt's r.r\'. hc will tell his grandchildren, rr.d ar)vone else who
*'rll lr.ther to ]isten to him, all about his U'cleJack who was,
brrcfly-but is not all beauty and great achieve'rent as brief
,rs the flare of a struck match?-a wonderful athlete, a base_
ball player much admired and envied by his peers, sonleone
who, except for a piece or two of bad luck, would have beerr
named and honored among the very best of them. Someone
to be proud of. Someone 'u,",ho once tried to teach him how
to play the game.)

They are close to home nor,v.They have left the raw,uvicie
field behind and are coming under a clerk canopy oi shade.
Houses with green crisp lawns, dark earth and, here and there,
a sprinkler pulsing bright water. can see the rights of the bovi
house being switched on downstairs. Can lrelr briefly, before
his father's voice calls out a crisp command, rrrusic playing
loudly on the radio.That will be his sisrer or his little brother
fooling around. Upstairs probably. They arc rrlnrosr close
enough to see thr-ough the lighted windorvs of the dining
room his rnother and Hattie, the maid, who *,.rks late and
long for them in this Great Depression, setrirrq the supper
table with flat silver, napkins and water grasscs. po. 

" 
ii itt.

time, the short walk, nrore of a stroll into the Lrrltlual dark, he
has been alnrost perfbctly contenr. Weary, svu,crrtcd out, but
feeling good, feeling fine, soorhed by his unclcls cornplinren_
tary words. Suddenly confident that whatevcr lre does from
here and now ro the end of his life,"vill go rvcll. Even nlore:
that he will be able not only to enjoy this fccrirs of satisfac-
tion, ofjoy, really, but will be able ro slrarc it rvith others less
fortunate than hirnseif.

What he cannot know, even as hc lrrcl his uncle come
across the lawn and into the house rrrd shut the front door

F c c l i n g  ( i o t r r / ,  I : t c l i r r , g  I  r t t ,  j

l reh inc ]  h im,what  he  can ' t  know anc l  rv i l l  t to t  t  l t r ) ( ] \ (  ( ' \ r ' r r  t .

rertrenrber years and years later rvhen he bi t tcr l l '  t , rkt ' r  l l r ,

. rshcs of l i is l i fe searching for evetr one retnair t ing glorr t rrr i

t 'o;ri, is what happens next.

At the table his father (who includes the rvhole fantilr', cvt'rr

Hattie, in almost everything) will tell them about the lorrs

distance telephone call he received at his oflice this srrrrtc

,rfternoon from a doctor at the state hospital in Chatta-

hoochee.The doctor has told him that there is a new kind of

ln operation on the brain that might, just might, cure lJncle

-fack for good and all. No more coming and going, no more

breakdorvns and slorv recoveries. It is a new thing.There catr

be no promises or guarantees, of course. And, as in any oper-

ation, there is ah.vays danger, there are always risks. But . . .

Everybody listens intentlv. (Except Hattie, who elects to go

back into the kitchen quietl,r,'.) Evervbodv listens. And then

beforeJack or an)rone car) sav anythine, his mother bursts into

tears. Sobs at the table, trving to hide her flce with her hands,

her shoulders shaking.

Later that evening the bov will sce his father, for the first

and probably the only tinre, slap his nlother full across her soft

face, making her sob again and rnore as they quarrel about

what may be the best thing for her brother to do. His uncle

rviil settle the quarrel b-v freely and cheerfully choosing to

return to the hospital to undergo this operation. And-the

boy and man rvould rvarn therl then and norv, if there r.vere

some \\'av, arlv \\,a\', if onlv he could-it rverrt badlv, as badiy

as can be, leaving his uncle no more than half alive, a veg-

etable, really, in that hospital tor the rest of his life. The boy

rvill l ive to be irn old nran, rvill go to war and live throuqh it,

rvill learn all the lessons-of love and death, of gain attcl lo.s.

of pride and of resret-a long life can teach.
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l lur  rrorr t '  r>f- this has happened yet.  Man and boy have spent
,r  lorrq,r t tcrnoon in the park together and, at rhe end of i t ,
Ir.rvt' r'oure home.They come in the front door.Jack grabs his
srstcr, the boy's mother, and gives her a bear hug, lifts her in
the air.The boy goes to put the bat and the ball and the glove
irr the hall closet. Over his shoulder he hears his sister and
brother comins down the shirs like a pair of wild ponies.
Lookirrg trp, turning. he sees his father, smiling in shirrsleeves,
conring out of the living room vn'ith the evening paper in his
hands.

"Here they are," he savs. "Here conrc our baseball players
just in tinre for supper."

LESLIE PIETRZYK

Pompeii

HE SUNLIGHT THROUGH the  bedroont  w indorv  had
already slid halfrvay across the Persian carper by rhe time

tlrey woke up. Phil was first, opening his eyes slowly, squint-
rrrs before focrrsing on Beth's dark hair draped across her face.
Ile'wanted to draw it back-how could she breathe with that
('urtain of hair over her mouth?-and ler it slip through his
tingers, but he kept still, afraid he d wake her.They'd srayed up
tr>o late, his fault.

She lay on her side, her head resting in the hollorv of his
'honlder, just under his collarbone, exactly rvhere she'd snug-

sled in rvhen they d gone to sleep, though she must've rolled
.r\\'ay at some point in the night. He rvas becoming more
.rrvake no'v'"i l istening to her breathing, enjoying the ticklc
.rsainst his skin as she exhaled until he rvorried that her breath
\\'rs too quick, too shallow; rnaybe she rvas dreaminE abc>ut
running? Running was one of their shared passions,:rnd thrrr
u'as how they d met, sort of. He d seen her across the patio .rt
.r ti iend-of-a-friend's parfy; without realizing 'nvhat sh.' rr',r'


