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         Part 1

         
         
         
         
         The sinister is always the unintelligible, the impressive, the numinous. Wherever something divine appears, we begin to experience
            fear.

         
         
         
         
         . . . Everything that has to do with salvation possesses, among other things, a sinister, unfamiliar character; it always
            includes the superhuman. It is a specifically human trait to find joy in destruction.

         
         
         
         
         —ADOLF GUGGENBUHL-CRAIG

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Prologue

         
         
         
         
         
         Steve swung a cast-iron skillet through the door of a cupboard, spraying the kitchen with broken glass, and Dub ducked back s through the doorway. In the dining room he stood picking splinters of glass off his shirt, trying to sort out the clash of feelings in his chest.

         
         
         
         
         When they'd come up the hill and Dub hadfirstglimpsed the house, he'd been startled by the sight, momentarily transfixed: the slanting light of late afternoon, the grand forlorn tall chimneys and weathered shingle walls, the September woods all around shot with streaks of bright color. Scary, but beautiful, he thought, puzzled at the paradox of conflicting impressions.

         
         
         
         
         Steve had just come in and started wrenching doors off the cabinets and throwing them through windows. Earlier he had been talking about how all the shit in your life built up inside, and how trashing the abandoned house would be perfect way to let it out. Watching him now, Dub could easily believe it: Steve's mouth kinked in a weird smile that seemed to have as much pain as happiness in it; and the way his eyes bulged from exertion, he did look like he had some kind of pressure in him.

         
         
         
         
         A pot bounced off the doorframe and almost hit Dub, so he left the dining room and headed into the huge room at the center of the house. Why the fuck had he even come up here? Partly it had to do with Steve, who talked too much and moved his hands and feet too much and came from a crappy family and bitched about being poor, and inspired in Dub a mix of admiration and pity that added up to a desire not to let him down when he proposed the idea. Partly it had been curiosity, he decided: It might be nice to try throwing things around, let out all the anger and frustration or whatever. Or at least let him know if he had all that stuff inside or not.

         
         
         
         
         And yet now he couldn't bring himself to smash anything. He was too nervous, too appalled at the damage, almost paralyzed. When they'd first come in he thought he'd heard a noise somewhere inside, and he couldn't get rid of the feeling that somebody was in here with them—watching, listening. Plus the house was wrecked so badly, to the point where he didn't think it could be just high school kids like him and Steve, he could almost believe the talk about weird rituals up here, or maybe poltergeists. Now every muscle in his body was drawn too tight, his senses on guard, everything made him jump.

         
         
         
         
         Horrified and fascinated, he wandered aimlessly in the main room, just looking. The room was as long as a tennis court and two stories tall, and like the rest of the house was several feet deep with a mash of clothes and appliances and broken furniture and smashed paintings and books and stuffed animal heads. The walls had been broken open in places, too, leaving chunks of plaster and broken boards on the floor.

         
         
         
         
         Dub prodded a stuffed wolf head with his toe, and then jumped as it rolled toward him and seemed to cock its glistening eye at him. He moved away.

         
         
         
         
         The wolfs frozen snarl brought back a disturbing memory: the time when he was eight and he had climbed a tree out in the woods and after a while a bunch of dogs had come by, a German shepherd and Sue Boardman's collie and a little yellow mutt and Jamie Klein's black Lab. They weren't at all the same friendly pets he'd wrestled with and thrown sticks for—somehow, roaming wild, out of view of their owners, they had changed back into pack hunters. Every movement taut and purposeful, they combed through the woods looking for things to kill, ears upright, faces different from their usual sappy expressions. More like that wolf head. As he watched, they flushed and caught a rabbit, tossing it up in the air and then pulling it to pieces. What would have happened if he'd been on the ground and they'd seen him?

         
         
         
         
         Now, as he listened to Steve in the other room, the thought occurred to him, Maybe people could change the same way those dogs did. How else could they wreck a house in this totally fucked-up way} And what else could they do when they got that different, that dangerous?

         
         
         
         
         Dub shivered at the thought. That's where he disagreed with Steve, he decided: If there was stuff like that down inside you, maybe it wasn't such a good idea to let it out.

         
         
         
         
         But despite the tension, despite the twisted, broken mess around him, there was still that other thing he'd felt from the moment he'd first seen the place—a good feeling, he decided, having to do with how beautiful things were, how mysterious. Now the sun had gone down, and through the tall windows he could see the sky, striped purple and peach. And below it the woods had darkened so that it felt like he and Steve were on the edge of another world. They were only a mile or two from home and yet they might as well be on a desert island: The heavy forest in the waning light had an ancient, timeless look to it, like the jungle in Jurassic Park, eerily beautiful. And the house was beautiful, too, despite being so fucked up—the fading red light gave the big room a somber, stately quality, like the inside of a church. With the same sad feeling churches had, too, always a poor dead fesus pinned to the wall somewhere.

         
         
         
         
         Dub picked up a heavy crystal vase and looked through its fluted glass at the fractured remains of sunset, puzzled by his own internal state as much as by the effects of light. Like his vision, his thoughts seemed especially lucid, unfamiliar and exciting. As if your mind changed when you were away from other people, or did something new and forbidden, or maybe when the light changed as night began to fall—

         
         
         
         
         He jumped involuntarily as out of the corner of his eye he saw something big fly through the dining room door, hit the near wall, and drop to the floor. It was getting too dark to see well, but hefiguredSteve must have thrown the broken-off back of the antique settee he'd noticed in there—the upholstered, wood-trimmed back would have made that kind o/Tcnock-thump noise when it hit. Although it would have been hard to throw that far.

         
         
         
         
         Now Steve was really going wild—it almost sounded like two or three guys, or someone much bigger and stronger than Steve. Something in the dining room or kitchen crashed so loud Dub's whole body jerked in response, and then there was a rending noise, like nailed-together boards being pried apart. Dub set the vase down carefully, realizing he'd really rather go home now.

         
         
         
         
         "fesus, Steve, take it easy," he called. He tried to put a laugh in his voice so Steve wouldn't get pissy about it. Steve didn't answer, but suddenly the noises stopped, everything but a strange, rhythmic sound, like someone sawing.

         
         
         
         
         "Steve?" Dub squinted across the big room, not able to see clearly into the doorway thirty feet away, realizing that it got dark quickly here when the sun dipped below the trees. A wave of anxiety sent ice into his veins, and he started to walk back toward the door, suddenly shaky. "Hey, man, maybe we ought to get going," he said.

         
         
         
         
         Halfway to the door he came close to the thing that had been thrown and now lay tumbled and shapeless against the wall, and he saw what it was. It was Steve.

         
         
         
         
         He turned to the dining room doorway and saw the vehement movement inside, and instantly became empty of thought. Worst of all, the lens of strange beauty was gone from his eyes, and all that remained was the ugly, animal light of fear.

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Chapter 1

         
         
         
         
         "The thing about danger," Lia shouted, "is that it simplifies X you. It strips away everything but the essentials. Whatever's left, that's got to be really who you are, right?" She was standing at the open hatch of the Piper Seneca, a wall of chaotic wind at her face, a 15,000-foot
            drop just below the toes of her boots. Framed against the blue square of sky, even in the baggy khaki jumpsuit, crisscrossed
            with harness straps and burdened by parachutes, her silhouette got to Paul. An undeniably female shape.

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah," Paul shouted back. "Absolutely." Aside, he said, "Yeah! Humpty Dumpty!" A rhythmically symmetrical phrase, he thought,
            but definitely inappropriate right now. Luckily, he was sure she hadn't heard him inside her crash helmet, with the wind noise
            and the penetrating drone of the engines. Anyway, she was focused inward now, savoring the struggling forces of fear and will
            inside as she watched the forested hills sliding below. Paul knew this was the part she liked best: just before, when the normal, cautious, day-to-day psyche had to be torn to shreds so the raw impulse or desire could assert itself and
            take command. Lia had a hungry soul. Danger fed it.

         
         
         
         
         Paul couldn't repress a gesture, repeatedly raising one arm and snapping his fingers, like an impatient customer summoning
            a waiter. Lia wasn't a highly experienced sky diver. She'd readily admitted that she had insufficient qualifications for this
            jump. Plus it was too cold, and the thirteenth of November, an inauspicious date. The plane jittered in the wind, which was
            broken into erratic puffs and eddies by the Green Mountains. If it weren't for Line they'd never have gotten a plane, and
            no one else would have let her jump. There didn't seem to be enough control on this particular risk.

         
         
         
         
         Through the window, Paul could see the gray and dark green November woods below give way to the smooth brown of open land,
            then the airfield—from three miles up no bigger than a postage stamp. The jump site.

         
         
         
         
         Up front, Line slapped a thick hand twice on the cabin ceiling. "Any time," he shouted back. He dropped the Piper's airspeed.
            At the hatch, Lia gripped the walls of the fuselage on each side, her mouth all teeth, a grin or grimace, her eyes hidden
            beneath shaded goggles. She turned her face briefly toward Paul, and he felt the hot beam of her attention on him despite
            the goggles. Then the square of the hatch was empty.

         
         
         
         
         Paul rammed the hatch shut, secured it, scrambled forward. He fell into the seat next to Line just as the plane tilted and
            began to spiral sharply downward. It took him a moment to find her, a single windblown leaf lost in the big landscape of mountains
            and sky.

         
         
         
         
         "Akathisia," Paul said. He said it again, singing it, drawing out the separate syllables: "^4-ka-rfzeee-zha!"

         
         
         
         
         "What's that mean?" Line said. He was steering the plane in a wide circle with Lia's free-falling body at its center.

         
         
         
         
         "Shouldn't she be opening her chute by now?" Paul asked. "Christ!"

         
         
         
         
         "Pretty soon."

         
         
         
         
         "'Akathisia' means an internal sensation of acute restlessness."

         
         
         
         
         Line grunted. "Like when you take too many diet pills. I know that one." He wore small sunglasses and a radio headset that
            covered just his left ear. He had a wide mouth with slack, sensuous lips, and round cheeks covered by stubbly gray-black beard.
            Despite the cold, his leather jacket was open over his bulging chest and stomach, just a T-shirt underneath. At his feet a
            collection of beer and pop cans rolled and clattered.

         
         
         
         
         "So is this really a good idea? Lia jumping today?" Paul was just keeping his mouth moving. His eyes were locked on Lia's
            rigid form—face down, arms out, legs spread and bent sharply at the knee. He touched his nose, first with his left forefinger,
            then his right. Line shrugged.

         
         
         
         
         Paul wondered again whether Line himself wasn't part of Lia's experiment, one of the elements of risk in this scenario. How
            competent was he to judge a jumper's skills, the weather, the condition of equipment? He didn't exactly inspire confidence.
            If Lia hadn't befriended the pilot last year, if Line wasn't a slob and a rebel and a loner with the perpetual hots for her,
            they'd never have gotten aloft today. Line was doing this for love. They certainly couldn't afford to pay anyone for a flight.

         
         
         
         
         Paul lost sight of her against some deep brown woods, then spotted her again as she came out against the lighter yellow-brown
            of the fields. Maybe she was too cold. Maybe something was the matter with the chute. "Fuck!" he barked. He raised his arm
            and snapped his fingers again. "Fuck! Fuck!" he said under his breath.

         
         
         
         
         Line glanced at Paul's flicking hand. "What's that called again? That thing you've got? Lia was telling me."

         
         
         
         
         Suddenly there was something in the air above her, a lengthening strand of silver. A long, thin inverted teardrop appeared
            and opened abruptly into a bright blue-and-white umbrella that seemed to catch on some hook in the air, hovering almost motionless
            as Lia swung beneath it.

         
         
         
         
         Paul took a deep breath, only now feeling how tight the muscles of his chest and shoulders had gotten, the ache in his jaw.
            "Tourette's," he told Line. "Tourette's syndrome."

         
         
         
         
         Line lazily shoved the half-wheel and the plane dropped further. He nodded. "Where you have to talk dirty? Somebody said maybe
            Nixon had that—all those expletive deleted in his tapes."

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah, coprolalia can be part of it," Paul told him. "But I don't know about Nixon."

         
         
         
         
         "It gets worse when you're tense or scared?" Line said, not really interested.

         
         
         
         
         "Seems to." Understatement.

         
         
         
         
         Neither of them said anything for a while as Line brought the plane down. Then Line yawned. "I guess everybody's got some
            cross to bear, some fatal flaw, huh? Can't say you haven't gotten lucky in other respects, though." He jutted his double chin
            toward the approaching field, where Lia was just touching down. She somersaulted, the chute wilted. Then she was up and gathering
            line quickly as the nylon blossomed again in a random wind.

         
         
         
         
         Line found a slot between the bucking mountain breezes and brought the plane in for what turned out to be a perfectly smooth
            landing. As the tension slid away, Paul thought of the look Lia had shot him just before going out the hatch, her mouth straight
            and serious, no kidding around. She'd been pausing at the edge of the impending jump, inspecting what was left in her when
            fear stripped away everything superfluous. He smiled. They'd been living together for two years, but it was nice to have these
            things confirmed: If he read her right, that look said that she'd found some feelings for him among the essentials that remained.

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Chapter 2

         
         
         
         
         Lia left for Dartmouth early on Monday, and Paul spent the entire morning trying to crank out two job applications. A depressing
            task. How do you account for a checkered employment history, the years you spent being a carpenter and small-time building
            contractor, a career shift late in life? How do you gussie up your resume so it looks like your life has any internal logic
            or continuity? How do you write a cover letter that doesn't sound like an apology?

         
         
         
         
         And how do you toot your own horn without sounding like a narcissistic asshole? I'm thirty-eight, I've got Tourette's, I've never held a job as a teacher, but I've done a lot of research on the brain, I've gained a lot ofspecial-ed experience by working with my own son's behavioral problems, I've got an IQ of 153 and a master's degree, I'm really good, believe me. He'd already sent resumes to every high school within sixty miles and hadn't even drawn an interview.

         
         
         
         
         Giving your past such close scrutiny was not a healthy exercise. When you were broke, though, you performed these little rituals.
            His desk was in one of the upstairs bedrooms of the old farmhouse he and Lia rented, with eastward views over a few Vermont
            hills and the distant White Mountains of New Hampshire. Among the clutter of books and papers next to the computer monitor
            stood his full-size model of the human head, the outer features molded in clear plastic so that the diverse parts of the brain
            showed through in shades of pink and red, green and purple. Now the transparent face wore a pair of wraparound sunglasses,
            a convenient place to keep them. He'd bought the model two years before to help Mark visualize the brain and all its queer
            little structures. The skull opened up, and you could lift away the cerebellum, the cortex, the hypothalamus, all the other
            parts, piece by piece. "It's like a puzzle!" Mark had said the first time Paul showed it to him. Paul had to agree: the absolute,
            ultimate puzzle.

         
         
         
         
         By one o'clock he got tired of the head's silent, alien gaze and went out to the barn to work on the MG. He stood in the cold
            for a few minutes, appraising the car with mixed emotions, then lay down on the rough planks of the barn floor and crammed
            himself underneath.

         
         
         
         
         He'd always had a weakness for British vehicles—the toggle switches, the panels of walnut burl on the dashboard, the jaunty,
            tall-wheeled stance. When he'd bought the 1958 Twin Cam MG junker six years ago, back when he still had enough money to restore
            it, it had seemed like the perfect symbol of his desire for change and fulfillment. But while the Brits had class, they couldn't
            figure out how to make nuts stay on bolts, how to seat screws so they wouldn't work loose. The MG's charm had lasted until
            the first big mechanical problems arose. Now it had been up on blocks for three weeks, as he located and installed a complete
            new wiring harness. The car's recurrent electrical problems did not exactly inspire affection.

         
         
         
         
         When the phone over the workbench rang, Paul was so intent that he jumped and hit his forehead on the MG's undercarriage.
            It took him another three rings to caterpillar out from under and pick up the receiver.

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah," he said.

         
         
         
         
         "Hi, Paulie." It was his sister Kay, calling from Philadelphia. "How's tics?"

         
         
         
         
         "Screw you, bitch?' he joked. "Actually, not bad at all right now. How are you?"

         
         
         
         
         "We're doing fine—the kids are having a better year at school, Ted's business is going great, I've lost three pounds. How
            about you? Found work yet?"

         
         
         
         
         "Not yet."

         
         
         
         
         "Well, that's why I called. I just had an interesting conversation, something that might involve you. When was the last time
            you heard from Aunt Vivien?" "Vivien? Hoffmann? I've talked to her on the phone maybe twice in twenty years."

         
         
         
         
         "I haven't heard from her much either. Before she called this morning, I don't think I'd talked to her in three years. It
            turns out she's been living in San Francisco for the last six months or so. After all those years at Highwood! Apparently
            the lodge has been empty, and she heard from the Lewisboro police that there's been some vandalism. I guess she left a lot
            of her belongings there, and she's concerned things are being taken. So she wants to hire somebody to check out the house,
            maybe fix things up, close it off so her stuff can't be taken. She says she wants someone she can trust, preferably a family
            member. Which is where you come in."

         
         
         
         
         "Me? She probably doesn't remember I exist."

         
         
         
         
         "On the contrary. She specifically asked if you'd be interested—she remembered you'd done carpentry and cabinetry. And I suggested
            that the work wouldn't be, um, unwelcome for you right now. This could turn into a job for you. Just call her, see what she wants. You might call Mother first and
            see what she thinks."

         
         
         
         
         Paul digested this for a moment. "Why doesn't she have Royce see to it? Why did she move to San Francisco in the first place?"

         
         
         
         
         "She didn't mention Royce. He's not exactly an attentive son. Last time I asked, she said she hadn't heard from him in fifteen
            years or so. As for moving to San Francisco—Christ, Paulie, she's been living in that house all alone for almost forty years.
            It's a wonder she didn't leave years earlier."

         
         
         
         
         They were interrupted by an explosion of children's voices at Kay's end. "Oop. Well," she said, "I've got to go get dinner
            ready for the hordes. Listen, Paulie—can I give you some advice?"

         
         
         
         
         "Do I have a choice?"

         
         
         
         
         "If you do this, you charge Vivien enough so that it's worth your while. I mean it. She's our aunt, but this is strictly business.
            Vivien can afford whatever you charge her."

         
         
         
         
         By the time Paul got off the phone, it was late afternoon and the light was beginning to fade. He'd gotten chilled, standing
            motionless in the unheated barn. But the prospect of having a job, even a one-time infusion of cash, had improved his outlook
            immeasurably. What was it Mark Twain said? "Nothing improves the scenery as much as a good breakfast." A dose of material
            sufficiency wouldn't hurt.

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Chapter 3

         
         
         
         
         He swung the barn doors shut and walked to the house. The weather was muted gray, raw, typical of mid-November in Vermont.
            Still, he and Lia had a nice setup. The farmhouse was completely isolated yet was only twelve minutes from Hanover and Dartmouth
            College, and only twenty from Hartland, which made it easy to have Mark stay over every other week. The house and barn topped
            a little hill, offering views of overgrown fields surrounded by a wall of trees, now without leaves, still and dour.

         
         
         
         
         After being cramped under the car, he found the open landscape very alluring. He had some things to think about anyway: time
            for a one-man skull session, a solo get-acquainted brainstorming interlude. He got his saxophone from the house and went out
            into the field, wading through brittle grass to take a seat on a granite boulder that caught the last pale sunshine. Despite
            cold fingers, he managed to play "In the Still of the Night" by the Five Satins, and then for some reason segued into Patsy
            Cline's "Crazy." The pads plopped noisily over the holes.

         
         
         
         
         "Crazy" was the cue. Sometimes you used a saxophone to help figure things out—a brass-voiced oracle. He needed to give some
            thought to Lia's jump yesterday.

         
         
         
         
         They had driven back to the farm in Lia's Subaru with the heater blowing full-blast. Lia was tired and cold, still on edge
            from the jump. "This was a good one," she'd said. "Paul, you've got to try it! You've got to at least start the training."

         
         
         
         
         "I'm doing fine just observing now. It wasn't easy seeing you dive out the hatch." Lia smiled, shuddered slightly. "I was
            scared out of my wits."

         
         
         
         
         A high measure of praise. She could defend her controlled-risk agenda: Confronting your fear was essential to cognitive development,
            provided rites of initiation necessary for constructive personal growth, et cetera. But on a deeper level, it wasn't rational
            at all. She had a longing for the ecstatic clarity, the emptiness that came with facing danger. She liked rubbing up against
            the darker parts of her own nature. And that was the problem for Paul: those scarier reasons or pressures that Lia didn't
            consciously know about or didn't want to reveal. Sometimes her compulsion seemed almost sexual, as if Eros and Thanatos, the
            life urge and death wish, both drove her. And sometimes Paul wondered if the high hadn't become an addiction for her—a heightened
            craving for the neuropeptide rush, an increasing temptation to raise the stakes each time.

         
         
         
         
         "You waited to pull the chute. A little extra time?" He was just guessing: She had explained that she'd wait ninety seconds
            before pulling the cord, but he'd lost any real sense of time after she'd jumped. It had seemed intolerably long.

         
         
         
         
         "Not that much," she'd said. She'd laid her hand over his on the stick shift, a little apology.

         
         
         
         
         Paul put down the sax and rolled a kink out of his shoulders. The sun was almost gone behind the hill. He'd drifted into a
            cold-fingered, clunky version of "Take Good Care of My Baby." Bobby Vee, 1961. Definitely apropos. Everybody's got some cross to bear, Line had said, a fatal flaw.

         
         
         
         
         The odd thing about his resistance to her agenda was that he'd begun a similar project, struggling free of his own constraints,
            several years before meeting her. But they had different criteria for what constituted real risk. At one point when she'd
            made it clear she thought he was being more of a stick in the mud than necessary, Paul couldn't help asking her, "Aren't I
            taking enough risks already? I just went through a divorce. I've got an eight-year-old son who has neurological problems,
            and I'm risking nonconventional therapy on him. I took a chance on going back to school at the age of thirty-four, and now
            I've switched careers, which means I'm gambling on finding a position in a field where there are eight times as many applicants
            as there are jobs. I've got Tourette's syndrome and I'm cutting back on my medication. I'm unemployed and uninsured and dead
            broke. All of this isn't risky enough?"

         
         
         
         
         Lia mimed playing a violin.

         
         
         
         
         "I'm serious!"

         
         
         
         
         "Those aren't risks, those are just headaches. Problems," she said, deadpan. "There's a difference." When it came to the aesthetics
            of danger, she had exacting standards.

         
         
         
         
         "I'm living with you," he'd said. "Does that count?"

         
         
         
         
         If only he could get it across to her: Lia, it's different for me. I've got a son to think about, I intend to stay alive to be a father to Mark. I've also been burned before, I've got to take it slow.

         
         
         
         
         It was 1985, he'd been married to Janet for two years, and they'd just learned that she was pregnant. Both were very happy
            about it, but for Paul the impending birth brought on some soul-searching. The whole episode started with his asking a comparatively
            harmless question: What kind of father did he want to be? Eventually he was up against some large and difficult existential
            questions: Who was he? And that, he decided, he couldn't begin to answer until he found out who he was without the daily consumption
            of a powerful drug that controlled the chemistry of his brain.

         
         
         
         
         Haloperidol was great at suppressing the tics and impulsive behavior. Between the drug and his father's training, he'd stayed
            stable, fairly predictable. Motor tics manageable, coprolalia very rare, verbal outbursts mostly limited to snatches of song
            or movie lines, and usually more irritating than offensive to others. Yes: stable, predictable, even-tempered, levelheaded,
            methodical, restrained, repressed, dull, boring, bored, practically comatose. Or so it seemed at times. When he was five,
            he'd been considered gifted. At six he was an avid amateur scientist, working through all the experiments suggested by the
            chemistry set his father, Ben, bought him, and he could hum any tune after hearing it once—he was still playing them on the
            sax by memory.

         
         
         
         
         But something happened to the whiz kid. He got buried under an avalanche of neurological problems, held down by decades of
            haloper-  idol drowsiness and self-restraint and the methodical habits instilled by Ben. By 1985 Paul had realized that if
            he wanted more out of life, he'd have to have access to all his own potentials. Was the whiz kid dead or just locked in an
            attic room, wearing a haloperidol straitjacket?

         
         
         
         
         So a month after Janet announced that she was pregnant, he decided to go off the drug and find out who was in there, in the
            attic between his ears. A friend offered his remote vacation cabin, and Paul packed up enough food for several days and drove
            up to the Northeast Kingdom—leaving the haloperidol bottle in the medicine cabinet. He told Janet he needed to get away to
            think about things, but didn't tell her about the experiment; she'd no doubt worry unnecessarily. Plus, she'd probably disapprove.
            Janet was a big believer in playing by the rules, and her rules didn't include unsupervised medical experiments.

         
         
         
         
         Mid-August: The leaves of the trees were the deep, lacquered green of late summer. The cabin stood in a little clearing at
            the end of a long gravel driveway, six miles of dirt road from the nearest town. No one would bother him here.

         
         
         
         
         Inside, the cabin was funky and comfortable, one big room with a wood stove, a sink with water brought down from a spring
            uphill, no electricity or phone. Pleasant smell of woodsmoke, mouse piss, and insect repellent—a summer-camp smell. Paul unpacked
            and set out to reconnoiter, and found it to be a pretty piece of land, i covered with a heavy forest of maple and birch. A
            stream played over clean-scrubbed rocks not far from the cabin, and a knoll just up the slope gave him views of miles of rolling
            hills.

         
         
         
         
         Aside from a somewhat manic sense of expectation he didn't notice anything different about himself that first day or the next.
            On the third day, though, he sensed that the haloperidol had fallen below therapeutic levels in his bloodstream. At first
            it wasn't much. He had gone out to cut some firewood with Bill's chainsaw, and at some point he realized that his jaw ached.
            In fact his whole head hurt. The reason was that for over an hour he'd been unconsciously playing shave-and-a-haircut, two-bits! on his teeth, clicking them together by shifting his jaw rapidly side to side.

         
         
         
         
         Okay, that was interesting. Not exactly an act of genius, but it was the first little compulsive gesture. He had started the
            wild mystery rollercoaster ride. This was going to be great.

         
         
         
         
         The day went fine. He worked hard, getting up a good supply of wood which he split and stacked under the eave of the cabin.
            It wasn't until evening that the first disquieting flights of morbid ideation came to him. Whole scenarios would play out
            in the blink of an eye. It started out with a normal, passing concern for Janet: / hope the nausea isn't bad. I hope she's okay at home alone. But then, compressed into a second or less, a whole scene played out in living color: Janet sitting at home, an intruder at
            the window, breaking in, pursuing her. Her desperate attempts to reach the telephone, the blow to her stomach that would cause
            her to miscarry, their struggling at the kitchen counter, the cutlery rack nearby—

         
         
         
         
         He shook his head to clear the awful image. Just a flight of morbid fantasy, not unusual for some Touretters, he told himself.
            On the other hand, he thought, pacing around the cabin.

         
         
         
         
         "No," he argued out loud, "it's just Tourette's, old Mr. T, it just seems very real because you're not familiar with the way
            your head works when you're off haloperidol." Then in a high, quick voice, mimicking neurotic concern, he answered himself:
            "But you never know, better safe than sorry!" It wasn't a verbal tic so much as a compulsion, the pressure building inside
            until he had to externalize his thoughts. He shook his finger in the air like a chiding, busybody old aunt. "Better safe than sorry?' It was a funny voice, self-satirizing, but finally this was the side that won out. He went to the car in the dark, drove six
            miles on dirt roads to call Janet from the pay phone in Craftsbury.

         
         
         
         
         She answered groggily after ten rings.

         
         
         
         
         "Oh, hi, honey. It's me," he said. "I'm just calling to check in, see how you're doing."

         
         
         
         
         "Christ, Paul, it's eleven-thirty! Couldn't you have 'checked in' a couple of hours ago?"

         
         
         
         
         "I'm sorry. Lost track of the time. Everything okay?"

         
         
         
         
         "Everything's fine," she said grumpily.

         
         
         
         
         "Good, good," he said. "Hee hee." The bogus laugh escaped before he could stop it, the two syllables necessary to "balance"
            the good good, almost like an echo.

         
         
         
         
         "Are you drunk? I thought you were going out there for some soul-searching, not for boozing it up."

         
         
         
         
         "No. God, no. Just checking in to make sure you're all right. You sure you don't want me to come home?"

         
         
         
         
         "It sounds like you're the one who wants to come home."

         
         
         
         
         Actually, she was right: After the anxiety attack, he was nervous about returning to the cabin, to the whole experiment. Embarrassed,
            he reassured her and got off the line.

         
         
         
         
         The next morning he cooked a delicious breakfast of eggs, bacon, and coffee on the Coleman stove, occasionally making a snatching
            movement in front of his face like the proverbial martial-arts master grabbing flies out of midair. It felt good, pleasing,
            a multisensory "tune" played on the instrument of his mind and body—a kinetic melody that was very satisfying. The origin
            of the movement was the idea that kept coming to him at the back of his mind: seize the opportunity. That's what he wanted to do with this time at the cabin, with life, by God: carpe diem. He felt aggressively optimistic. Snatch! Your thoughts and urges were always running in polyphony, like a piece of music by Bach, themes and subthemes. The normal
            person was seldom even aware of the sub-themes, the subthoughts, but the Touretter let them come immediately to the foreground,
            to be expressed in word or gesture. Snatch! Consciously or unconsciously, a Touretter seized the offbeat thought, indulged the latent impulse. Sometimes what came out
            was socially inappropriate, but so what? Social convention could use a little slap in the face. It was playful. It felt great.
            You had to be willing to take risks if you were going to get ahead in life.

         
         
         
         
         The parade of classic Tourettic symptoms went on, with Paul sometimes conscious of the urges and sometimes startled by them.
            Looking out the window at the glorious morning, he made grabbing gestures at the pretty view of trees and sky, the fresh sunlight
            on the leaves, and brought his fist back to his open mouth as if eating the beauty of it. He found his fingers tapping quickly the red-hot burner of the Coleman stove, the baited mousetraps, the
            edges of the kitchen knives—satisfying some hidden curiosity about little dangers, committing little violations of safety-related
            taboos.

         
         
         
         
         The phenomenon was fascinating, but it raised some troubling questions. Where, ultimately, were the boundaries of behavior?
            Should there be boundaries? Themes and subthemes, conscious and subconscious—where did this stuff come from? Thinking along
            these lines, he improvised a comic dialogue between his conscious and his subconscious as he washed the dishes in the numbingly
            cold water from the sink's single faucet.

         
         
         
         
         "Straighten up and fly right," the conscious mind said. "Touching knives and stove burners—settle down, guy." The voice he
            used was gruff and martial, the voice of a disgusted drill sergeant. Sergeant Haloperidol.

         
         
         
         
         Subconscious mind's voice was self-parodying too, a limp-wristed voice, sensitive but taunting, manipulative: "Are we feeling
            threatened or what? Has it ever occurred to you that you'd be better off if you didn't go into a defensive crouch every time your control slips?"

         
         
         
         
         "What would you know about control? You've never had any. You're a goddamned jellyfish. No wonder you're not in charge."

         
         
         
         
         "Uh-oh: 'Who's in charge here?'" Subconscious did a great job of imitating conscious mind's voice, a parody within a parody.
            "Of course, Mr. Hierarchy has the answer—me, me, me!"

         
         
         
         
         At one point as he mugged and postured, he caught sight of himself in the mirror and had to laugh as he recognized something
            familiar in his own image. Without realizing it he had been engaging in another Tourettic oddity: mimesis. He was unconsciously
            imitating Robin Williams—the same elastic face, the simian gestures, even the rubbery, bouncy body. Oh my God, Robin Williams, he knew suddenly, of course, he's got Tourette's, he's plugged into his Tourette's, that's where he gets his juice, his improvisatory genius!

         
         
         
         
         This was fabulous. Robin Williams, look out. He'd quit carpentry and get a job as a stand-up comic, he'd move to Hollywood, get into movies and TV. The whole scenario
            flashed through his head: big-money deals in glitzy producers' offices, movie sets, celebrity galas. Tourette's was a gift.
            The whiz kid was waking up, breaking free.

         
         
         
         
         But by late afternoon he was beginning to fray. The humor slipped, the intermittent argument in his brain turned scary: "I
            want to kill you," subconscious said unexpectedly. That stopped him in his tracks. Where the fuck had that come from? Still chilled about the implications of it, he had another lightning-fast morbid fantasy that brought out a sweat
            on his neck: Janet driving, an accident, the baby being hurt. He argued with himself about driving into town and calling her,
            and only then did he realize that he had some doubt about his ability to handle the car. He was constantly snatching the air
            and pointing his finger, and now he'd started impulsively clapping his hands, his arms straight out in front of him like the
            flippers of a trained seal—what if he couldn't control the tics when he was driving?

         
         
         
         
         Plus he'd begun having some compulsions. Harmless at first, they began to wear on him after a few hours. He had put on a Red
            Sox cap to keep the sun out of his eyes while he worked with the chainsaw. But the cap "needed" to be adjusted, had to be
            just so: After each cut, he'd tug the visor down, crimp it to get the right arch, pat the dome to make sure it had just so
            much loft and no more. After he'd repeated the gesture a hundred times, it had begun to exhaust him. The desire to adjust
            the cap was as powerful and automatic as the need to scratch a mosquito bite, the satisfaction just as short-lived.

         
         
         
         
         It was corning back to him now, the work he had put in with his father, trying to overcome the various tics and compulsions
            of Tour­ette's when he was a child. For years he'd resented Ben for getting him on haloperidol so young, but now he could
            see why a concerned father might do so.

         
         
         
         
         In fact, looking back, he had to concede that Ben had done a remarkable job in more ways than one. Back in 1963, when Paul
            was seven and had first started to show symptoms, almost nobody knew about the condition. Georges Gilles de la Tourette had
            described the phenomenon in 1885, but mainstream medicine had virtually forgotten about it since the turn of the century.
            But Ben had read widely and managed to accurately identify Paul's symptoms, first inventing a practical therapy for his son
            and by 1965 finding out about the emerging treatment using haloperidol, which reduced the level of the neurotransmitter dopamine
            in the Tourettic  brain.

         
         
         
         
         Ben's "exercises": Philosophically, Ben was a proud son of the Age of Reason, convinced that the power of thought and conscious
            will knew no limits. When Paul first began to tic and perform odd ritualistic movements, Ben worked with him to monitor himself,
            to become aware of the urges that prompted his actions. It was Ben who had explained the idea that thought was always occurring
            on several levels at once, and that Touretters often acted upon the subthemes. And, he explained, Tourettic impulses were
            often contrary, the opposite of what was socially acceptable—or safe. So he trained Paul to "listen" to his own thoughts, to identify and
            restrain inappropriate impulses. And it helped. But not without a cost.

         
         
         
         
         Problem: Self-restraint was a double-edged sword. Kids were supposed to do wacky stuff. Hell, adults should do more wacky stuff A lot of Tourette's behavior was playful, mischievous, based on the sheer satisfaction of movements
            or sounds. Snatching the air felt good, a catchy kinetic tune. Ben may have had good intentions, but Paul saw it as a short step from self-restraint to self-repression.
            And it was sometimes hard to see where Ben's resistance to Tourette's ended and where his resistance to Paul's identity began.

         
         
         
         
         So then Ben found haloperidol, Paul took to the drug fairly well, and the Tourette's  subsided to a manageable level. And
            between the drug and the habits of self-discipline Ben had imposed, Paul had from the age of eight laid the foundations of
            his personality. In 1985, twenty years later, it seemed that all that was left was reliable Paul, good-work-ethic Paul, predictable
            Paul. A person Paul no longer much liked. Hence this trip to the woods.

         
         
         
         
         But Tourette's was the pits too, Paul thought, adjusting the baseball cap again. In a very
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