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saying. or didn't belidve what 1 was saying, or didn't find it
relevant. Instead thep wanted to help me understand my
relationship with my father, or to prescribe a mood-elevating
drug, or to set up a r¢inforcement schedule for me to reyard
myself, as a means of fighting depression. !
Finally I found Dr. Haywood—Alex—who faughed andcon-
fessed he, too, hated twentieth century. i

|
“Except for good plumbing, good medicine and icefcold

beer,” he had added. ['I'd have a hard time giving thosd up.
Still, ‘the death of the spirit is a high price to pay for ‘hush
toilets.” b
Alex helped me thrpugh a bad time. 1 saw him every week
for about six months §nd then we said good-bye. Or ral?er I

said good-bye. He , "God be with ye, too, Jenny.? He -

wanted to remind me §f the origin of the word. That was ope of
the things he felt strofgly about, that people should remember

where things come 5 i
Anyway, to get b:I'o Holly and her hunger for a boe, 1
spent a lot of time thinking about it. Somewhere in , I
found the key to the House Joe and I had brought her horhe to
after she was born. It i !
the campus where Jop was studying ph

ge brass key, so 1 bou

give you is the key to a door to a house than no longer exists.”

She liked the key. “Someday I'll byild a house, Momma, and
I'll have a lock made that this key Wl# open.” It was a nice idea
to play with. We talked about the kind of house she would like,
where it would be, how many rooms it would have. She even
drew pictures and floor plans and asked me all about the house
where she had first lived.

In many ways it was hard to talk about that house. Joe and I
had begun there with such hope, such joy in the arrival of
Holly, so many plans for the future, and then had watched

rything fall apart. Nor did I want to be reminded of how I
had acted during that time, how much pain we had caused
each other, intentionally as well as inadvertently. Still, Holly
was persistent, and I guess | have leamned pretty much to
forgive that young woman | once was.

So I began to tell her stories about our life in that house. 1
told her about the September day we had moved in and how I
had loved the window seat in ‘the dining room, and the
breakfast room looking out on the small but beautiful backyard.
and about the tiny bedroom next to ours that we immediately
named the nursery. 1 told her about the day we went out and
bought the rocking chair and how, after it was delivered, we
carried it into the nursery. Joe had sat in it for a half hour or
more, rocking and rocking, and singing— "practicing my lul-
labies,” he told me. 1 told her about her birth, how I had
awakened in the middle of the night feeling rather strange but
not sure | was really in labor, so I didn't bother to wake Joe. [
had gone into the nursery and sat in the rocking chair, rocking
and looking out at the November sky, which was clear and
starry for a change, until 1 was sure. Then | woke Joe and we
drove to the hospital. She had been born four hours later and,
after the birth, 1 was so high 1 kept telling everyone I saw, "1
love you.”

Some evenings, after Holly and 1 had talked a long time and
she had gone to bed and I was sure she was asleep. 1 would lie
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on my own bed and cry and cry. Sometimes | had the feeling!l
had been saving up my tears for 31 years and now they were a’l
pouring out at once. | found I was weeping not just for my ownp
lost hopes but for those of everyone 1 knew—for my frien
Amy, who had just had her second miscarriage; for my father,
whose longing to be a lawyer had been thwarted first by
depression, then by a war, for my brother Jeff, who was nqt
able to find a job teaching the history that he loved and inste:
had settled for a job with an insurance company—and so
and on and on. !

After the second session of tears, 1 began to worry a li
about myself and had the impulse to call Alex Haywood lo
distance and pour out my soul, but I had the feeling I knew
both well enough now to be able to write the script for
conversation without any help from him.

“I'm crying a lot, A

“There’s a lot to cry about, Jenny. Anything in particular?

“Lost hopes, you might say. My own. Everyone elses.

‘T have a few you could add to the list. Do you feel sick
just sad?”

“T feel awful. Isn’t that sickness?”

But I didn't call him. I kept on telling Holly stories, sensin|
I was not only giving her the past I had for the last few y
denied her, but at the same time 1 was reminding her the;
was a future there to be entered.

[} suppose it was inevitable after all that talk that Holl|
decided she wanted to go visit her “hometown.”

“But it's all changed,” 1 kept insisting. “The house isn!
there. Our friends bhave moved away. The population has
tripled. I probably wouldn't even recognize the place.”

But Holly was persistent, and when our spring vacations
cane, we packed our bags and found someone to feed the

and water the seven African violet plants, and we set off of
our{ journey back to Holly's home. =

It was even more changed than I had imagined it woul

& |
|

be. The images of memory are stronger than the images of
invention for most of s, so though I knew what had happened
to all the other places in the world 1 had known, it still was a
shock to find it had |also! happened here. The highway into
town, which once n lined with orchards and green
fields, was now a lonig -strip of signs and shops—places that
wanted to sell us fast used cars and lodging for the night,
undistinguishable those other long strips leading into
countless other towns|in the United States. The old buildings I
had loved were still but they were now surrounded by
e entire context was changed. As I
s¢e the courthouse clock and the spire
of the church in the distance, but instead of their being framed
by the leafy greennesq of maple trees, I now saw them through
the distractions of a Iving bucket of fried chicken and the
red neon cow of the dairy store.

Holly, of course, the change in the town itself was
invisible. She was used to the cluttered approaches to cities.
She focused instead on the charm she saw—the beauty of the
streets lined with flowering plum trees, the big old Victorian
homes near the centér of town, the beautiful green hills that
surrounded it.

.We drove down the street where we had once lived and 1 saw
“our” corner but had {o drive five blocks beyond before I could
find a place to park. We walked back past the campus stores,
and 1 looked for the lice cream shop where we had gone for
cones and the shoe repair shop (where 1 had hoped to find Mr.
Berini still at work), but those shops had been replaced by a
pizza store and a place that sold pottery and macrame. I
glanced up at the street sign to make sure we were in the right
place. The name was the same. That was all.

I had expected and feared Holly's disappointment at seeing
the place where she had, first lived. 1 think I also had per-
suaded myself that bavigg to face that reality might be a
necessary experience for her, but I don't think I  (continued)
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