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 When Helen arrived at the party, an hour late on purpose, she saw Sutton right off.  

He was standing by a floor-to-ceiling window surrounded by party-goers.  The sunlight 

streaming in behind him made the black silk of his Armani suit shimmer and the white 

silk of his Armani shirt glow against his dark skin and dark hair.  Though the temperature 

in the room must have been over ninety and though the armpits and backs of many party-

goers' shirts and dresses were stained with sweat, Sutton looked cool and dry. 

 Helen edged up on the admirers to catch something of what Sutton was saying, 

but he wasn't saying anything.  Everybody else was talking to him.  They interrupted each 

other and talked over each other in a rabid eagerness to catch Sutton's ear. Helen was 

amused.  As secretary to the professors of the Industrial Psychology Department, she was 

having the rare opportunity of watching her bosses, beings generally not plagued by low 

self-esteem, suddenly metamorphose into sycophants.   

 Helen was handed a drink, and she eased herself away from the frantic crowd and 

sat down on a sofa near another floor-to-ceiling window.  The limitless vista the window 

was meant to provide of the valley below was obscured by dirt brown smog that had 

spread across the sky like a huge smudge.  The valley itself, once blanketed with fruit 

orchards, nurseries, small vegetable farms, and horse stables, now grew computer chips, 

toxic chemicals, hamburger stands and freeways faster than it had ever grown an apricot.   

 Helen took another look at Sutton.  He was the kind of guy, she imagined, who 

believed that dioxin and cholesterol-rich burgers represented progress and the American 

way whereas avocados and petunias simply didn't.   

 David Sutton was an industrialist from the East who was reputedly in possession 

of enormous and growing wealth despite the apparent demise of heavy industry.  He was 

also, allegedly, in possession of a number of women.  Apparently lots of money and 

Armani suits made him as appealing to models and movie actresses as he was to 

Industrial Psychology professors.  Or maybe, Helen thought, they all appreciated the real 
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David Sutton, the inner man.  In any case, Sutton, real or otherwise, had come to the 

smog-smudged valley for in depth study of the silicon chip and the secret to its wildly 

successful manufacture.  No unions, Taiwan, Helen mumbled. 

 The man himself still wasn't saying anything.  He didn't even smile.  Helen figured 

he had the routine down pat—stay aloof, allow the masses to grovel.  She peeled her 

sweat-soaked blouse from her back and wondered how Sutton, standing in a silk suit in 

full sunlight, managed not to sweat.    

  Helen got up in search of another drink.  Dr. Portner, the host and chair of the 

department, was manning the wet bar.  He had been given the chairmanship based on his 

discovery that lavender paint was a subliminal incentive for office workers.    

 "Talk to him," Portner hissed at Helen.  "Be friendly.  He seems to be bored." 

 The he was understood.  Sutton was now alone, standing by a window not ten feet 

from the wet bar.  What was meant by "friendly" was also understood.  Portner grabbed 

Helen's elbow in a crab-like grip and dragged her towards Sutton. 

 "Why David, you know Helen.  She's our secretary." 

 Helen thought she should ask for cash in advance. 

 "Secretary?" Sutton asked, blinking. 

 "Yes, secretary," Helen said. 

 "It's lonely," he said.   

 Helen didn't know if that were a statement, a question, or a joke. Portner handed 

Sutton a drink and then disappeared.  Sutton took the glass, but his hand was shaking so 

badly that the drink sloshed over the side.   

 "I'll have a sip," Helen said.  Sutton didn't look aloof anymore, grateful was more 

like it.  It reminded Helen of when Nortie Hubber had asked her to dance at high school 

graduation.  He had waited until midnight but he had still asked, and he was the only one 

who did.   
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 "Get me out of here,"  Sutton gasped.  Though it made no sense to Helen, she 

understood that Sutton felt the way she'd felt at seventeen standing against the 

gymnasium wall in her ill-fitting taffeta.  But she didn't know why he felt like that.  

Everybody wanted Sutton to dance.  She said sure anyway and took hold of his elbow to 

guide him out of the room. But he jumped at her touch and seemed to curl up, like a sea 

anemone, sort of folding into himself.  They made it out the front door with Helen 

whispering words of encouragement.   

 "Where's your car?" she asked. 

 "Somebody br-br-ought me," he murmured. 

 "Somebody brought—" 

 Sutton's entire body suddenly seemed to be seized by a fierce tremor. 

 "Okay," Helen said.  "Okay.  It doesn't matter.  I'll drive." 

 

 Sutton gave her his address, and Helen headed south on the freeway. 

 "God, it's hot," she said.  

 "Hot?" 

 "The weather," she said.  "You know, the temperature." 

 "Oh yes, hot," he said.  He stuffed his hands into the pockets of his suit jacket. 

 "It'll cool off," she said. "It always does.  The fog comes in sooner or later." 

 "Fog?" he asked. 

 "Uh, fog, you know, sort of like clouds, only lower."  Helen felt as if she were 

speaking to someone who not only was not completely conversant with the English 

language but was not especially familiar with the planet as a whole. 

 "Yes, fog," Sutton said with a sigh. 

 

 When they arrived at the house, Helen stopped in the driveway and asked, "Are 

you sure this is it? Five, three, zero?" 
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 "Yes, yes," Sutton said.  He had already begun to climb out. 

 Helen couldn't believe it.  The house was an old orchard shack, a wood frame and 

plaster cubicle with steps up to a small, enclosed porch.  An ancient palm drooped over a 

few overgrown rose bushes in the front yard.   

 A tiny woman, as ancient as the palm tree, stepped out on the porch.  She wore a 

faded but starched cotton dress and black shoes that laced up to her ankles. 

 "Hello, David," the lady said softly.  "Not much fun?" 

 "Uh, no," said Sutton as he walked past her.  "Oh—uh—Helen here b—b—

brought me . . . "  He flung a shaky hand in Helen's direction and went into the house.   

 The woman smiled.  "Come in and have some iced tea, dear." 

 "Thank you," Helen said, "I will."  Her clothes were drenched and her throat was 

dry, now that she took the time to notice, but also, she had to admit, she wanted to see 

inside.  She had a notion that if she went in, somehow the woman would explain 

everything and she and Helen could get Sutton back to himself—whoever that was. 

 The house was clean and neat and furnished simply, but it was not plain.  A couch 

and over-stuffed chair were covered in a bright blue fabric and a hand-stitched quilted pad 

covered a rocker's cane bottom seat.  On the mantle an orchard smoke pot repainted fire 

engine red and a basket of fresh fruit had been placed opposite each other.  

  Above the fireplace hung an oil painting.  In it thick bold brush strokes of red, 

orange, yellow, green and blue oils brought a modest bedroom to life.  On an iron 

bedstead lay a mattress spread with white sheets and a red coverlet.  Sunlight entering the 

room through shuttered windows softly lit a night table on which two books lay next to a 

small sculpture of a nude woman and a pale blue bottle of water.  The wall above the bed 

was covered with oil paintings.  And all of it, the table, chairs and bed seemed to float 

above a brick red tile floor.   

 Sutton sat on the couch like a stone.  Sweat dripped from his forehead onto his 

Armani jacket. 
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 "I'm Penelope," said the woman.  "You can call me Penny."  She held out a small, 

gnarled hand.  Helen's hand was damp and sticky, but Penny didn't seem to notice or 

pretended that she hadn't.  She turned instead to Sutton and asked, "Would you like some 

lemonade?" 

 After a few seconds, in which Sutton seemed to have heard nothing, he gave an 

almost imperceptible nod. 

 "Fine, come along Helen," Penny said and then added in a whisper, "He needs a 

breather, I think." 

 Helen sat in a corner of the kitchen and sipped iced tea.  Penny had drawn the 

shades, and the room felt cool and clean. 

 "Are you David's, uh, Mr. Sutton's mother?" Helen asked. 

 "Oh, call him David," Penny said.  "He certainly won't mind.  No, I'm not.  I'm his 

housekeeper.  Well, his parents' housekeeper.  I came out West to cook and clean for him 

and keep him company." 

 "Is he troubled?" Helen asked.   A stupid question.  Penny ignored it. 

 "It was so nice of you to bring him home," Penny said.  "I can't think why he didn't 

call me." 

 Penny had brought him to the party?  He didn't drive? 

 "Oh, it was no trouble," Helen said, though it was a twenty-mile trip out of her 

way. 

 "I'll take David his lemonade," Penny said.   

 Helen followed her into the living room where they found Sutton curled up on the 

couch.  He was shaking violently as if he had caught a bad chill. 

 "Would you like a blanket?" Penny asked. 

 "I"ll get it," Helen said, in need of a breather herself. 

 When she found Sutton's bedroom, she was sure that it was his because this room 

was plain.   The furniture was metal and bare, the carpet a drab institutional green and the 
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walls and dresser-tops stripped of anything personal or human.  The only exceptions to 

the barren asceticism were a few drawings which lay on Sutton's bed next to a worn gray 

blanket.  Helen looked at one, a stark but intricate pen and ink drawing of a tract house—

gingerbread eaves, well-tended lawn, absolutely pristine and unremarkable, except for 

one torn tennis shoe lying at the edge of the driveway.  The torn shoe was riveting.  

Nothing else mattered.     

 Helen felt as if she shouldn't be looking at the drawing, as if she were a voyeur of 

sorts, but there was something in it that made her want to keep looking, but then again 

there was something in it that made her want to stop.  She grabbed the blanket and rushed 

back into the living room where things seemed saner though Sutton looked as if he had 

curled deeper into himself.  Penny took the blanket and draped it over him without 

touching him. 

 "I'm sorry," Helen said.  "I've really got to go." 

 "Oh, of course," Penny said.  She walked with Helen out onto the porch.  Sutton 

didn't budge. 

 "He is troubled," Penny said, stepping down onto the front path.  "That's perfectly 

obvious.  But he's a wonderful person, you know.  I don't suppose you can see that." 

 

 It wasn't until much later in the evening that Helen herself felt a chill that set her 

bones rattling against each other.  She had sat down with a glass of wine and a manuscript 

to proof but found that she couldn't dislodge the memory of the tennis shoe.  It's a self-

portrait, she had thought suddenly, and, though the thought didn't make any sense, she 

immediately began to feel cold—as if she were freezing from the inside out, first in the 

marrow, then the bones, then muscles, fat and skin.  She had felt such a chill many times 

before, of course, when she'd suddenly realize that the layer of cynicism she used as a 

buffer against life was permeable.   
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 Helen didn't expect to hear from Sutton after the party, and she figured it was just 

as well.  Who needed that kind of trouble?   

 Five days later, she was walking down a hallway at the university when Sutton 

suddenly stepped through a door and looked directly at her and smiled.  His smile startled 

her.  His eyes startled her more.  They looked as if they had witnessed something in life 

that had given Sutton a bad fright. 

 The smile was brief.  Sutton bent and studied the tops of his shoes and said, 

"Would you—w-w-would you ..." 

 "Yes?" she asked.   

 "Uh, I'm late," he said and walked off.  Helen turned to watch him go.  He walked 

like an industrialist then, steady, sure, determined.   

 "An odd bird," Professor Portner said.  Helen jumped.  "You know where he does 

his research?" 

 Helen shook her head no. 

 "At the Ford plant, on the line.  Dexter Webb, the plant manager out there told 

me.  He couldn't believe it." 

 "What's wrong with studying an assembly line?" 

 "He isn't studying it, Helen.  He's working on it.  The guy's cuckoo.  I mean, for 

him—well that'd be like me deciding to be a secretary."  Portner laughed.   

 

 Helen spent the afternoon planning a homicide but decided in the end that Portner 

wasn't worth the death penalty.   

 Penny phoned later that evening.  "David would like you to come to dinner." 

 "David?  Why didn't he—" 

 "Don't feel you have to," Penny said in a whisper, "but it would please him a great 

deal." 
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 Helen suddenly realized homicide wasn't the only thing she had been considering 

all afternoon.  She imagined Camelot with a seismic fissure.  She imagined Tara with 

locked wings and men in Confederate white suits. 

 "Sure," she said.  "Thank you." 

 

 Helen's hands were shaking as badly as Sutton's by the time she got to his house.  

She arrived in linen and silk.  Sutton waited on the porch in jeans and a polo shirt.  Helen 

felt as if she'd spent a lifetime overdressing or underdressing for dinner parties at which 

everyone else knew precisely what to wear without ever having to ask.   

 "Hello," she said.  Sutton's entire body was caught up in a slight but noticeable 

tremor.  What was also noticeable to Helen was that he had a body, a flesh and blood 

body over which the flesh was nicely spread. 

 "Thank you," David said, studying the tips of his tennis shoes. 

 "Thank you," Helen said. 

 Apparently that was enough conversation for David.  He turned and entered the 

house letting the screen door slam behind him.  Helen thought it might have been better 

to spend the evening plotting Portner's assassination.  But Penny opened the screen door 

and said, "Come in, come in." 

 David had disappeared into his bedroom behind a closed door.  Helen sipped 

white wine in the cool clean kitchen while Penny cut up apricots, melons and plums for a 

summer fruit salad.  Above the refrigerator, Helen saw a photograph framed in ornate 

silver and took it down to have a look at it.  The frame was tarnished and the photograph 

mottled with spots and fingerprints.  An infant, perhaps two years old, stared out as if into 

a void.  For Helen, there was no mistaking the eyes. 

 "My God," she whispered.   

 "I know," Penny said.  "But look again." 
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 The photograph had been taken in the child's room.  There were toy fire engines, 

toy service stations, an electric train, building blocks, and metal pots and pans.  But the 

room was strangely bare—no carpet, blinds instead of drapes, a plain bedspread thrown 

over a bed with no pillow. 

 "It's so—cold," Helen  said. 

 "Exactly," Penny said.  "Mr. Sutton, David's father, was fond of saying, 'There are 

no pillows in the real world,' though he permitted himself a good many comforts of his 

own." 

 "What about David's mother?" 

 "Well, comfort was important to her, too, and an infant was simply a nuisance.  

She hired a nurse to take care of him.  The nurse didn't believe in pillows either  

 "But you were with him then, weren't you?"  Helen asked.  "He had you."  Helen 

wanted a silver lining for David, a sliver of redemption.  

 "Yes, I was there," Penny said, "but I was the housekeeper.  The Suttons wouldn't 

let me touch him." 

 "But—," Helen began.  She still had to know one thing. 

 "Oh, honey, that's enough for now.  Go see, David.  He really did want you to 

come, even if he can't say so." 

 

 The door to David's room was ajar.  Helen could see him hunched over a pad, 

drawing with one hand and running the fingers of the other through his hair as if he were 

trying to smooth it and yet leaving it more unkempt each time he did it.  Helen wanted 

simply to watch, but she felt again as if she were a voyeur and knocked on the open door 

instead.   

 "Oh Penny, I can't get it right."  

 "No David, it's Helen." 
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 David turned slowly and looked at her and blinked as if he'd seen a vision he was 

trying to clear. 

 "Oh Helen.  Helen," he said.    He turned back to his table and drew the lid over 

the drawing pad very slowly. 

 "Please don't," Helen said.  "Couldn't I see it?" 

 "Oh no," he said, "it's not finished."  He held his hands flat against the cover of the 

pad. 

 "Are there any that are finished?  May I see those?" 

 "Well, yes.  Well, no.  I mean they're finished, but—" 

 His hands began to tremble so badly that they rattled the paper on the pad, and his 

face worked as if the muscles of it were waging a war against each other. Helen 

immediately regretted having asked, but David said, "Well, yes then.  If you would like 

to."   

 He walked across his bare room and opened a closet door. Inside, the shelves and 

racks were stuffed with belongings—clothes, shoes, ties, a red blanket, books, a small 

sculpture of a nude, bottles of green and blue glass, and canvases and empty frames 

haphazardly stacked against each other.  David ignored it all and made his way to the 

back to a deep shelf on which a sheaf of papers lay two feet high.  He lifted up the entire 

pile up and carried it to his bed. 

 "These are finished," he said.  "I'll just—I'll just—"  He fled the room on wobbly 

legs. 

 The drawings, all wrought in pen and ink, were intricate, precise but strangely 

barren.  There were drawings of men and women bent over assembly line belts, of parks 

where old people fed pigeons, young mothers rocked babies in strollers, and teenagers 

embraced, and of fast-food restaurants, supermarkets and service stations. 

 The drawings made a stark record of the people and places Helen knew well and 

had come to ignore, but they did more than that.  Each drew her eye to one detail—
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beneath the formica tables, the families of four and the styrofoam detritus of a busy fast-

food restaurant, a knit baby bonnet lay in a pool of spilt Coca Cola and globs of 

thickening catsup; in a manicured, well-swept park, an old man had taken an elegant pose 

on a freshly painted park bench though cracked nails that had curled into the parchment 

flesh of his toes had broken through the stitching of his once elegant wing tips; as the last 

man riveted the last bolt and the gleaming white car rolled gently off the line and the wide 

flat belt dipped to turn under and begin its inexorable circle again, a pair of wire-rimmed 

glasses were caught between smooth rubber and smooth metal, one lens shattering into a 

starburst.  

 Helen was weeping, but she sensed that David had returned to the room and tried 

to stop.   

 "Oh, don't," he said.  He sat down next to her but just far enough away so that 

their bodies didn't touch.  "So you looked at them then," he said.   

 When Helen nodded, David leaned over and kissed her cheek.  "You smell so 

nice," he whispered. 

 Helen turned and kissed him back.  She felt his cool, dry lips withdraw 

immediately.   

 "No!" he said.  "No." 

 Helen scrambled to her feet.  

 "No," he said again.  He wasn't stuttering and he wasn't trembling.  He sat 

absolutely still, absolutely frozen, like cool dead marble. 

 Helen ran from the room and from the house.  She drove home and stayed there 

for five days.  The phone rang on and off.  She didn't answer it.  There were knocks on 

her door.  She didn't answer those either.  The only thing she looked at with any interest 

was a photograph of herself at five.  By the time the photograph had been taken, Helen's 

father had already disappeared and with him he had taken her wife's interest in life and in 

Helen. At five, Helen hadn't looked into the camera as if into a void.  She had looked into 
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it with eyes that were already dead.  Helen didn't want line drawings and marble 

sculptures. 

 On the fifth day, the phone rang and she answered it.   

 "David wants to see you," Penny said. 

 "No," Helen said. 

 "Honey, he wants to see you very badly." 

 "Then I want to hear it from him."  

 Helen thought the phone had been dropped or was merely being held.  All she 

heard was an eerie silence that seemed to have some life to it. 

 "David?" she asked. 

 "Helen—I—would—very—much—like—to—see—you—I—" 

 "Okay, David," Helen said.  It was all she had wanted. 

 "—realize—that—it—would—be—more—proper—for—me—to—come—to—

you—but—since—" 

 "David, I said okay." 

 "—I—don't—drive—at—the—moment—I—was—hoping—that—you—

would—come—to—see—me." 

 "Yes, David.  I will.  Now?" 

 "Thank you," he said. 

 Helen washed her hair for the first time in five days and changed her clothes and 

drove south for ten miles to the orchard shack.   

 

 "Have a seat, honey.  I'll get you some tea," Penny said as she ushered Helen into 

the living room.   Helen sat down on the bright blue sofa and looked at the painting above 

the fireplace.  She wished that it were possible to be in that lush world of red, blue and 

green oils and sunlight, bottles, and books.  Then suddenly she realized that she had been 

in it. 
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 Penny returned with iced tea for both of them.  "I know I haven't answered all 

your questions," she said.  "David is a very private person, Helen.  I wish he knew how to 

tell you himself so that—" 

 "I know," Helen said quickly.  "I know it isn't fair, but I feel I'm in so— deep."  

Despite five days in a stupor, Helen had not realized just how deep until that moment.  

Falling through the seismic crack in Camelot terrified her; the descent, though, was 

somehow familiar. 

 Penny sighed.  "David was considered a very fortunate man, Helen.  He went to 

the right schools and did well.  He went into business and made more money than his 

father ever had, and what his father had made was considerable.  David had his choice of 

women and his choice of famous friends, but he was frozen out somehow . . . or maybe 

by that time, he had frozen himself out." 

 "But what happened?  I mean, how did he get here?" 

 "He made a routine visit to a plant one day and saw a familiar sight—an assembly 

line and his employees along either side of it.  I think it looked too familiar to him that 

day.  He wouldn't leave the line.  In the end, they had to carry him off in restraints, and his 

father had him locked up in what amounted to a very expensive prison.  I got him out by 

offering to take him away and take care of him.  The Suttons let me, I suppose, because 

he was more than a nuisance by then." 

 "But he's working on an assembly line, why would he do that?" Helen asked. 

 "I don't know," Penny said.  "I know so little.  Just what I see.  David doesn't talk 

to me either, you know.  He doesn't talk to anyone."   

 Penny smiled.  "David's waiting for you in the garden, honey.  Go on out back and 

have some tea with him.  I'll be in the kitchen if you need me." 

 

 David sat in jeans and a T-shirt in a worn wicker chair.  He would have looked 

very handsome if it hadn't been for his arms that he held rigidly by his sides and his eyes 
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that seemed to stare straight out into the apricot orchard without seeing.  Helen sat down 

a foot away from him and said hello. 

 "You mustn't love me," he said. 

 "Why not?" she asked, realizing suddenly not only that she did love him but that 

she'd already made many assumptions about why he could never love her, none of which 

had anything to do with seismic fissures or Confederate white suits.  All of it was 

temporary, she had thought, the orchard shack and the assembly line.  David would return 

to himself, and he would never love her then.  She was an employee. 

 "There's nothing to love," he said.  "I'm not a person." 

 Though it wasn't the answer she had expected, she understood immediately when 

she heard it. 

 "You're the tennis shoe on the lawn, the eyeglasses caught in the line?" 

 "No, just the line—the pulleys and the belts, moving around and around the edges 

of things, sometimes crushing them."  He spoke almost normally now, without stutters or 

hesitation. 

 "But the drawings—you wanted somebody to notice?  So you could stop?" 

 "Yes, I wanted somebody to notice.  You did." 

 "And did you stop?" Helen asked. 

 "When I touched you," he said.  "I felt as if I'd finally gotten into the middle." 

 Helen wasn't about to risk another attempt to cross the fissure.  She looked out 

into the orchard of fruit-laden trees.  The grove was an endangered species that would 

soon be subdivided.  And though the sky seemed clear and blue, she knew that between 

her and the heavens lay an invisible smudge of airborne waste.  Still, she wasn't prepared 

to lose interest, not yet anyway.   

   "The painting over the fireplace," she said, "that's yours, isn't it?" 

 David began to tremble.  His head shook and he could not bring his hands to a 

rest. 
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 "And it's your bedroom?"   

 David shook more violently but managed a wobbly nod.   

 "Was your bedroom like that once?"   

 Suddenly David stopped shaking altogether. 

 "Please—come—with—me—Helen—if—you—would—like—to." 

  

 Helen followed David into the institutional gloom of the gray-green bedroom.  

David went to a corner and pulled back the bare carpet.  Beneath it was a worn hardwood 

floor painted brick red. 

 "When I first came," he said, "I had a dream—about the floor.  I liked it.  The 

color." 

 "Why didn't you pull up the carpet?" Helen asked. 

 "Oh, I couldn't, I couldn't do that.  No." David said.  "So I—so I—painted it—like 

a wish."  He smiled at the patch of brick red wood. 

 

 "It's a lovely color," Penny said from the doorway.  "Perhaps we should take up 

the carpet." 

 David looked from the brick red wood to the institutional green carpet and back 

again. 

 "Would you like that, Helen?" he asked. 

 "Yes, I would." 

 David knelt down and pulled the carpet back an inch or two more and then peaked 

underneath it. 

 "Do you think it's brick red all across the room?" he asked. 

 "Be my guess," Penny said. 

 "Helen?" 
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 Rather than answering, Helen knelt down by David and began pulling the carpet 

up.  It was tacked down in spots and glued down in others.  Penny got paint thinner and a 

hammer, and Helen and David set to work softening glue and prying up carpet tacks.  

When they had lifted the last corner, they were dripping with sweat and out of breath.  

They rolled the gray-green carpet up tight and carried it out to the backyard. 

 "I'd bury it, or burn it," Helen said. 

 David laughed—for the first time, in Helen's memory anyway. 

 When they returned to the bedroom, Penny had a pitcher of lemonade waiting.  

Helen and Penny sat on the chairs covered with Naugahyde and David sat on the bed with 

the metal frame.  The brick red floor seemed to glow beneath their feet. 

 "To a lovely color," Penny said, lifting her glass. 

 "I like it," David said. 

 "So do I," Helen said. 

 The smudge in the sky didn't matter so much to her at that moment.  When she 

looked at the brick red floor she felt as if it might be possible to see through the smudge 

in the sky to something clean and clear beyond. 

"Don't you see, David?" she said.  "You are  a person." 

 He looked at her then as if she had just said that gold could mined in an asphalt 

parking lot. 

 "No, David.  Listen to me.  Belts and pulleys didn't make those drawings.  It 

wasn't a machine that painted a picture so—full of life, so full of your life.  David, a 

machine can't..." 

 "Can't what?" he asked. 

 "Nothing . . . nothing, nevermind." 

 "Can't what?" 

 "Love someone." 

 "I see," David said. 
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 They both studied the patch of brick red wood. 

 

 

 


