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			Praise for Thomas Mallon’s

			Aurora 7

			“Stylistically, [Mallon] is, like Nicholson Baker if not with the same antic effect, a precisionist, who—in Aurora 7 especially—hones a multitude of details to a gleaming, smoothly oiled fit.”

			—John Updike, The New Yorker

			“An old-fashioned, perfectly voiced page-turner with ideas…. Compassionate and disturbing, Aurora 7 is a tour de force as intrinsically American yet stubbornly cosmic as Thornton Wilder’s Our Town.”

			—Entertainment Weekly

			“If history is Mallon’s backdrop, center stage belongs to the characters he has imagined so beautifully, whose lives parallel, verify, and exalt those of the heroes—historical license or not, this small book resonates. The author has done more than chronicle this ‘strange, fretful’ day. He has created it.”

			—USA Today

			“Aurora 7, as unpretentious in size as the spacecraft that bore its name, is vast with insight, charming, and provocative—a brave mission of a book to put back the stars in any reader’s eyes.”

			—The Washington Post

			“Astronaut Scott Carpenter’s triple orbit around the earth on May 24, 1962, is the launching point for this audacious novel…. Period detail is enhanced by walk-ons by JFK, Walter Cronkite, LBJ. The cumulative effect is exhilarating.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“When, as they will, English departments start offering courses in ‘Cold War literature,’ they will surely include Thomas Mallon’s lovely novel Aurora 7, for the space program was as integral a part of this war as the Manhattan Project was of an earlier one, and Mallon perfectly re-creates, on the most intimate level, the America that nourished it.”

			—American Heritage

			“Original, wonder-filled.”

			—The Kansas City Star

		

	
		
			Thomas Mallon

			Aurora 7

			Thomas Mallon is the author of eleven novels, including Henry and Clara, Dewey Defeats Truman, Fellow Travelers, Watergate, and Landfall. He is a frequent contributor to The New Yorker, The New York Times Book Review, and other publications. In 2011 he received the American Academy of Arts and Letters’ Harold D. Vursell Memorial Award for prose style. He has been the literary editor of GQ and the deputy chairman of the National Endowment for the Humanities. He lives in Washington, D.C.
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			Author’s Notes and Acknowledgments

			The Aurora 7 was launched at 8:45 Edt on May 24, 1962. Throughout the novel, words preceded by a note of the hour, minute and second of elapsed flight time (e.g., 03 08 35) are taken from the transcript of Air-Ground Voice Communications between pilot Scott Carpenter (P) and the Capsule Communicators, or Cap Coms (CC), at various tracking stations around the globe. On May 24, 1962, New York City and its suburbs were on eastern daylight time, whereas Cape Canaveral was on eastern standard. Unless otherwise noted, references are to daylight time.

			Throughout the novel, words and images specifically attributed to Mercury Control and to CBS’ television coverage on the day of the flight are authentic. Other reports are accurate in terms of information, but the reports themselves have been composed by the author.

			In addition to such obviously historical figures as President Kennedy, the characters Walter J. Hammill (the condemned murderer), Ian Shelton (the Canadian astronomer), Everett Knowles, Jr. (the recovering accident victim) and Kenneth Shickley, Jr., are actual people. Other characters are fictitious.

			Almost all the incidental events of May 24, 1962, that are portrayed or referred to in the novel did indeed occur on that day: President Kennedy dedicated the Rayburn Building in Washington; Korvette’s opened on Fifth Avenue in New York; Lee Harvey Oswald applied for permission to leave the USSR and return to the United States; the Leonardo da Vinci docked at West 44th Street. The statements written for Vice President Johnson are authentic and are now part of the National Archives. The loggerhead turtles’ eggs were laid on Saturday night, May 19, and the evening storm depicted in the Epilogue would be remembered for its severity in the next Britannica Book of the Year. The airplane crashes of March 1 and May 22, 1962, took place as described. Advertisements and news clippings are for the most part authentic. Michael Collins’s Liftoff and We Seven, by the original astronauts, have been my chief sources for knowledge of the workings of the Mercury capsule. Thoughts and actions attributed to Rene and Scott Carpenter are based on their own accounts written for Life magazine and We Seven.

			The Peninsular campaign of the Civil War was, on May 24, 1862, at roughly the stage described here, and there was indeed a Union observation balloon called the Intrepid. The names of the ships wrecked during the hurricane of August 23, 1758, are real, as is the date of John Wesley’s revelation. Coventry Cathedral was reconsecrated on May 25, 1962; the TWA Terminal at Idlewild and the memorial for the USS Arizona were dedicated the following week. The police chase through Grand Central Terminal on May 13, 1962, happened as described.

			Having established these authenticities, I hasten to add that I have taken a number of small liberties—geographical, logistical and historical—throughout the novel.

			I am grateful to the following people for help in researching the events of May 24, 1962: Alexandra Isles, Assistant Curator, Museum of Broadcasting, New York City; Marjorie H. Ciarlante, Civil Archives Branch, National Archives, Washington, D.C.; Lee D. Saegesser, Archivist, NASA History Office, Washington, D.C.

			And thanks to Bill Bodenschatz.

			New York City

			June 23, 1990

		

	
		
			
				Who can tell if God will turn and repent, and turn away from his fierce anger, that we perish not?

				—Jonah 3:9

				I want to say that the effort involved in one of these missions is such that, at the end, we often feel emotionally drained, and we tend to fall back on the comfortable phrases, and words, like “happy,” “proud,” “thrilled”—and we feel so much more…

				—Rene Carpenter, at a press conference in Cocoa Beach, Florida, on May 24, 1962

			

		

	
		
			T MINUS 8 45 00

			At the bottom of the Pumpkin Patch Channel of Jamaica Bay, a burnt piece of seat belt decomposes. It has been there for twelve weeks, since 10:07 A.M. on March 1, 1962, when an American Airlines Astrojet bound for Los Angeles took off from Idlewild Airport and crashed into the water fifty feet from the shore. No one survived, and some of the ninety-five bodies remained underwater for days after the first distress call went out from the airport and fifty-six policemen from the Tactical Patrol Force were shifted from Battery Park to Jamaica Bay.

			They had been stationed at Battery Park to help, oddly enough, with crowd control during John Glenn’s ticker-tape parade through Manhattan, which began just an hour after the crash. Afterward, at the Waldorf-Astoria, Cardinal Spellman finished the luncheon, whose participants included not just Colonel Glenn but his six fellow astronauts and all of their wives, by praying for “the victims of the tragedy of the skies this morning.” It was a sunny morning, a lovely day, just nine days after Colonel Glenn had run three rings around the earth. The crash and the prayer were strangely humbling, some people thought.

			Now, twelve weeks later, at 11:11 P.M. on Wednesday, May 23, 1962, an air traveler passing over the town of Melwyn Park, in Westchester County, New York—a traveler beginning a peaceful descent toward Idlewild after a peaceful flight from Vancouver—might look out the window of his Boeing 707 and pick out one small light among those in the nebula on the ground between Pleasantville and Valhalla. It would be coming from the living room window of 111 Fillmore Terrace in Melwyn Park, the home of James and Mary Noonan and their eleven-year-old son, Gregory. Part of the light is being made by the Noonans’ RCA blond-wood color television, which is tuned to the news, which is now reporting on one more air crash, the one involving “a Continental Airlines 707 jet, en route, you’ll recall, to Kansas City from Chicago when it went down last night, killing all forty-five people on board and scattering wreckage over a sixty-mile stretch of Missouri and Iowa. A thunderstorm is still believed to be the cause of the crash, but Civil Aeronautics Board investigations remain incomplete.”

			(In fact, the CAB will soon know what it already suspects: that the crash was caused not be a thunderstorm but by Mr. Thomas G. Doty, who boarded the plane with some powerful explosives and $275,000 in flight insurance, and who was wanted for armed robbery in Kansas City. His wife, the beneficiary of his insurance policy, is pregnant.)

			Only the thunderstorm, not the sabotage, would qualify to insurers as an act of God, but most other people, like the moderately religious Noonan family, wouldn’t be so sure.

			And just why this year does God seem to be knocking planes out of the sky with such frequency, just when men are being so newly successful in their weightless cartwheels above the atmosphere He gave them to breathe? They’ve been like boys these last ten months, recklessly testing His limits.

			That boys are always testing them is to be expected, though the story coming out of the Noonans’ TV just now involves a form of daring commenced, like the space shots, only in 1961. A fifteen-year-old boy attempted today to swim from East to West Berlin when East German border guards began firing at him. West Berlin policemen shot back and killed one of the East Germans. The boy was rescued from the canal and pulled into the British sector—but only after he was hit by seven bullets.

			The Noonans, as they usually do in these tense months of the Cold War, watch and listen to these items in silence. But at 11:13 P.M., after the air traveler overhead has passed beyond the lights of Melwyn Park, voices begin to speak in the living room of 111 Fillmore Terrace.

			“Here you go, Gregger,” says Jim Noonan, noting that what his son has waited up for is finally on.

			“Mmmn,” says Gregory, lying in front of the TV on the braided colonial rug. He will not let his excitement about it keep him from signaling to his father that he really doesn’t need him to tell him what is now up on the screen—namely, news that “preparations for the blast-off of tomorrow’s three-orbital Mercury space mission are, according to NASA officials, proceeding A-OK. Smoke from some nearby brush fires is giving Cape Canaveral scientists some minor concerns about visibility, but not enough for them to foresee a postponement of tomorrow morning’s launch. CBS News will be on the air all day bringing you coverage of…”

			Jim Noonan thinks of the space capsule that will be going around the globe, which makes him think of the baseball that has been sitting in the empty ashtray over near Mary ever since he and Gregory came in from their silent after-supper catch. That’s how it’s been between them for the last few weeks: his son has been moving farther and farther into some spooky, sullen world of his own. Gregory has always been dreamy, hard to reach, but until recently you could always catch him on the wing, when one of his occasional bursts of chatter and warmth made him briefly available, like a radio station you passed in and out of as the dial kept scanning. But no more. In these last few weeks his son has been cold, out of contact. Jim wonders: Is it maybe just Gregory’s boredom with his nonheroic father, who’s about to go to bed before his eleven-year-old son?

			Their catch ended tonight when Jim Noonan’s slightly wild throw went bouncing out into the street. When Gregory went after it, Jim called out, “Look both ways!” and that had been it, Gregory’s small frame stiffening into a signal that as soon as he retrieved the ball he would be calling it a night. Was it just that he resented his father’s treating him like a baby, reminding him to look out for cars? No, it was something more: another reminder that the boy his father had known is, for reasons unclear to both of them, inaccessible, gone.

			The fifteen-minute-long newscast is ending with a shot of the huge Westclox Big Ben in Grand Central Terminal, where, the announcer reminds viewers, CBS will display its coverage of the flight all day tomorrow on a giant monitor. As the camera moves toward the clock, a bit of the vast ceiling over the main concourse is visible. It is painted with a portion of the zodiac, 2,500 stars, the 60 largest of them marked by ten-watt bulbs. The arrangement appears to have been painted backwards, but that is only true for the human observer below. In fact, the reverse arrangement is the one favored by medieval astronomers, who liked to depict the heavens the way God would see them—from above.

			Jim Noonan sees the time on the clock on the screen—11:14—and thinks of how nine or so hours from now he’ll be walking under that same clock. It’s time for bed. He gets up from his chair, crosses the room and kisses his wife good night. On his way to the stairs he passes Gregory, still lying on his stomach on the rug. He reaches down toward his son and tousles his hair, and says what he says every night with the same gentle, jaunty smile: “Good night, sweet prince.”

			Gregory doesn’t look up. Jim looks to Mary, rolling his eyes before he turns and mounts the stairs.

			It isn’t fair, Mary thinks. Six months ago Gregory would have followed him up the stairs, unable to keep from talk-talk-talking of some new planet he’d been reading about. Six weeks ago he would have gone down to the Melwyn Park station to meet his father getting off the 6:32, to walk and talk him home to supper. But they are separate now. She thinks about the Berlin story on the TV a couple of minutes ago, and wonders why her family is becoming a divided city, wonders what power is putting up a wall around her son.

			At this moment Gregory is looking at the Westclox Big Ben give way to the newscast’s credits. He thinks: T minus 8 45 00. In eight and three quarters hours, an hour before he has to go to school, the rocket will rise.

			Actually, though he doesn’t know it, Gregory Noonan won’t be spending the whole day at school tomorrow. He doesn’t know what’s in store for him, but God has some ideas—has, in fact, had something up His sleeve for weeks.

		

	
		
			LIFT-OFF

			On his mother’s aqua-colored Admiral radio, in the kitchen below his bedroom, Rosemary Clooney is singing Irving Berlin. A middle-aged disc jockey twenty-five miles away in Manhattan has found just the right thing for a sunny May morning.

			
				It’s a lovely day today,

				So whatever you’ve got to do,

				You’ve got a lovely day to do it in,

				That’s true.

			

			He can’t hear the words, and he isn’t fully awake, but the faraway nearby music opens his eyes enough to let him notice spangles of light through the new green leaves of the apple tree outside the window. Which gives him his first thought of the day, May 24, 1962: a memory, really, of the news announcer last night, just before bed, talking about forest fires in south-central Florida.

			
				And I hope whatever you’ve got to do

				Is something that can be done by two…

			

			The broom handle taps on the kitchen ceiling below the bedroom floor. “Gregger, you’ll miss it!”

			In a handful of seconds and movements he is not only fully awake and fully aware of what she is talking about, but already downstairs in the living room, in front of the television, facing the rocket, the beautiful bridled Atlas booster sweating liquid oxygen, ready to take off, to slip through the tower’s worried, restraining arms and fly away.

			It vanishes, not off the launch pad but in favor of a film clip made during the night. The announcer explains that the silver man, waving his gloved fingers and smiling through the glass visor of his helmet, breakfasted on filet mignon, poached eggs, orange juice, toast and coffee before being inserted into the Mercury capsule.

			Before boarding, thinks Gregory. Not being inserted.

			It is 8:16 A.M., and in twenty-nine minutes the silver man, whose name is Malcolm Scott Carpenter, will leave the earth. Gregory wants rather desperately to go with him.

			In the kitchen a clarinet solo comes to a close and Rosemary Clooney resumes radio contact:

			
				But if you’ve got something

				That must be done

				And it can only be done by one,

				There is nothing more to say…

			

			He isn’t going with Scott Carpenter. “Mom, could you turn that thing off!”

			
				Except it’s a lovely day for saying

				It’s a lovely day.

			

			“Come have breakfast.”

			
				Except it’s a lovely day for saying

				It’s a lovely day.

			

			

			_____­_____­_____­

			Five hundred miles above the earth Tiros IV, a satellite shaped like one of Mrs. John F. Kennedy’s pillbox hats, flies through one of the hundred-minute orbits it’s been making for the last 115 days. Its medium-angle lens begins transmitting a picture of hundreds of square miles of cirrus cloud, over which the Aurora 7, a few hours from now, will also be flying. Tiros IV is performing well, and will still be in the sky twenty-five years from this morning. But however high its orbit, it is slowly, inexorably, being doomed by gravity, which will one day suck it into a fiery death.

			

			_____­_____­_____­

			“Gregger, will you please slow down?”

			He is eating Shredded Wheat, without sugar or interest, in fast robotic spoonings. Mary Noonan is eating Sugar Crisp. Two years ago she’d come home with a box of it, thinking to please her nine-year-old son, who promptly said, “Yuck.” He’s the strangest boy, really, preferring vegetables to dessert and leaving Mary with the taste for Sugar Crisp, which she occasionally still buys.

			“Gregger, stop rushing. There’s a hold.” The countdown was stopped forty minutes ago at T minus 11, partly so smoke from the brush fires can clear off for better camera coverage of the launch. Still, it’s the smoothest countdown so far in Project Mercury, as the television, still on in the living room, keeps saying.

			Gregory drinks orange juice and rubs his eyes. Mary, wiping some milk from the oilcloth, says, “That’s what you get for staying up to watch the eleven o’clock news. They say Scott Carpenter was in bed by ten last night.”

			“But Mom,” Gregory groans, “he got up at two-fifteen.”

			“Even so,” Mary says. “You could have gotten up a little earlier. He’s been gone for half an hour.”

			Gregory looks confused.

			“Your father, Gregory. Not the astronaut.”

			“Oh.”

			“ ‘Oh.’ Well, you might be down here while he’s having breakfast a little more often. His train is probably in that hot tunnel under Park Avenue now, with him thinking he’s got to put in another day’s work without his son even saying goodbye to him.”

			Gregory says nothing.

			A thousand miles to the south, on pad 14, Scott Carpenter resumes his deep-breathing and muscle-tensing exercises and listens for the whir of liquid oxygen. He feels calm now, even detached, as if he’s watching himself get ready, more curious than anything else.

			A moment ago it was different. He’d decided, because of the hold, to put in a call to his wife, Rene, who is in a rented house several miles down the beach. She was so startled to hear the phone that she’d answered it with her mouth still full of Wheaties. They’d agreed he wouldn’t call after he was in the capsule, but the hold made him change his mind. She said she couldn’t see the Cape yet because of the haze. Then he talked to his four children, his six-year-old daughter, Krissy, asking how the “test” was going. And that was when, just for a second, his eyes filled with tears.

			

			_____­_____­_____­

			“Why did God make us?” Mary Noonan asks her son, handing him a wet dish.

			“Mom, that’s so easy,” Gregory says, embarrassed, drying the cereal bowl. He races through his answer: “ ‘God made us to show forth His goodness and to share with us His everlasting happiness in heaven.’ God, Mom, you must think I’m stupid.”

			“Of course I don’t think you’re stupid. That was very good.”

			Gregory is about a year away from confirmation. Yesterday afternoon he’d had his weekly “religious instructions” with the other Catholic students, who get to leave the public Melwyn Park School an hour early on Wednesdays and go to Saint Anastasia’s for an hour with the nuns. “Why did God make us?” is actually a First Communion–level question, from the first page of the Baltimore Catechism, but Mary is always proud and entertained to hear Gregory rattle off any of the responses. A year from now he is supposed to be gently slapped in the face by the bishop, made a soldier of God and given an additional name. They have already settled on Joseph, after one of Mary’s half-brothers, from a list prepared by Gregory, a list that contained, among fifteen others, the name Gordo, for Leroy Gordon Cooper, Jr., one of the seven Mercury astronauts.

			“There’s no Saint Gordo, Gregger,” his father had said.

			“God, Dad, it was a joke.”

			“Oh,” his father had said, smiling.

			Then Gregory had frowned and gone into the other room.

			“I give up,” Jim Noonan had then said to his wife. “I smiled, didn’t I? I don’t get it. I don’t get him.”

			

			_____­_____­_____­

			The countdown resumes at T minus 11 minutes. Scott Carpenter, who in 1959 could not understand the importance of the written “Who Am I?” test during astronaut selection procedures at Lovelace Clinic in Albuquerque, New Mexico, thinks that he is about to be let in on the great secret.

			_____­_____­_____­

			
				Crest has been shown to be an effective decay-preventive dentifrice that can be of significant value when used in a conscientiously applied program of oral hygiene and regular professional care.

			

			Gregory rinses his mouth with the fluoridated water that excites the suspicions of Melwyn Park’s Republicans. He makes a big smile in the mirror to check that there’s no toothpaste left on his front teeth, which are mercifully straight, unlike those of Brian Kearns, who about twice a week on the school playground hears the jingle for one of Crest’s rivals chanted in his direction: “Bucky Bucky Beaver uses new Ipana. Bucky Bucky Brian uses new Ipana.” Gregory, who is cute, almost pretty in his skinny, undersized way, has no vanity where physical appearance is concerned: not to be funny-looking is all he would think to ask at eleven years of age.

			The water swirls down the drain clockwise, and he watches it, recalling how last night he had climbed up on the back of the sink, mistakenly thinking he’d be able to look at the water go counterclockwise, the way it does below the Equator, the way Scott Carpenter might see it on certain portions of his flight today. Aside from being a mistake, this was hypothetical, of course, since whatever water is inside the Mercury capsule will be trapped and weightless, but last night he realized that Scott Carpenter will be one of very few human beings alive on May 24, 1962, to cross the Equator six times in one day, and the swirling water suddenly seemed interesting, until his father passed the bathroom door and asked, “Gregger, what the Sam Hill are you doing?”

			Gregory’s more mature classmates are already being caught masturbating behind closed doors, but it is doubtful that any agitated parental knocking has caused them the mortification he suffered in climbing down from the Rheem-Richmond porcelain sink.

			It’s his father. They’re on different planets now, and to be spotted doing something stupid is to be weakened. When he’d seen that his father was not annoyed but amused, it was worse. He recalls this now as he buries his face in the towel.

			Back in his room he gathers up what he’ll need for school, knowing he actually won’t need a lot of it, since Mrs. Linley never gets around to half of what she plans for them to do. They have the play rehearsal today, and even with the flight going on she still wants them to bring their arithmetic, American history and geography books, as well as their stock market charts. (Gregory is tracking McDonnell Aircraft, because they build the Mercury capsule; it closed at 42½ yesterday afternoon on Wall Street.) On top of the pile of textbooks he puts his latest favorite book, Men of Iron, by Howard Pyle, which is due back today at the school library.

			Possessed of even more than the typical eleven-year-old’s animism, Gregory scans his room—his telescope, his Yankees banner, his Civil War centennial commemorative stickers—and says goodbye to everything.

			He starts down the stairs at T minus 6 minutes.

			Inside the Aurora 7, the tape recorder, which will preserve everything Scott Carpenter and his Capsule Communicators say during the next five hours, switches on.

			In Gregory’s favorite book, now going down the stairs with him, page 243 reads in part:

			
				And now, at last, had come the day of days for Myles Falworth; the day when he was to put to the test all that he had acquired in the three years of his training; the day that was to disclose what promise of future greatness there was in his strong young body. And it was a noble day…

			

			It was also, as Rosemary Clooney had said, a lovely day. Three years and six weeks after being chosen for Project Mercury, Scott Carpenter is ready for it—ready, he realizes, for the ride and morning of his life. And Gregory Noonan, carrying Howard Pyle’s seventy-year-old tale of fifteenth-century England, is ready—as soon as he’s seen the rocket go up—for school.

			

			_____­_____­_____­

			“Gregory, please don’t shoosh your mother.”

			The voice of Colonel John “Shorty” Powers, at 8:45:16 A.M., reaching the moment, comes through the television: “T minus fifteen and counting. Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three—three, two, one, zero.”

			Gregory, lying on the living room carpet, is afraid his mother will say something. He needs to be alone at the instant of the rocket’s rise, to feel inside himself the moment when the clock will change direction, when the countdown will be over, and time, catching its own baton, will begin moving forward.

			But Mary Noonan is silent, having begun—just as Powers stumbled, ahead of himself, on the number three—to make the sign of the cross.

			“Ignition.”

			Everything seems quiet to Scott Carpenter. The signal has been given, but he does not feel the rocket shake, does not hear any machinery start, does not hear the vernier engines light off, does not detect any noise from the liquid-oxygen valve.

			But then the main engine ignites. And there is a little bit of shaking. And he feels his body beginning to rise.

			“Lift-off,” says Powers, and Gregory, looking at the rocket, feels, as everyone always does, that it is somehow rising too slowly, that it won’t make it, that it won’t come true. The black-and-white picture—Live from Cape Canaveral—seems for a terrible, long instant like a photograph that won’t develop, a movie that will break or run backwards, ending in fire and panic.

			00 00 01 P

			I feel the lift-off. The clock has started.

			00 00 04 CC

			Roger.

			But time is running forward, and the rocket is rising, clearing the tower.

			00 00 06 P

			Loud and clear, Gus.

			Gregory digs into the carpet’s braids with both hands, squeezing and pulling as if the Aurora 7’s movement into the sky, and dear life, depend on him.

			00 00 12.5 P

			Little bit of shaking, pretty smooth.

			Gregory trembles.

			Down the beach from the rocket, Rene Carpenter, the astronaut’s wife, shades her eyes with her right hand and holds out her left, wishing farewell to the Atlas booster, whose tail of flame shines through the remaining haze and is reflected in the green plastic of her wraparound sunglasses. Ralph Morse snaps the photograph that will be on the cover of next week’s Life. A cry, not of fear but of pain, is all that cuts into her concentration: her six-year-old daughter, standing next to her, has stepped on a sandspur.

			Back in Melwyn Park, Gregory Noonan is looking not at the television but into the braided landscape of the rug, feeling a premonition of something, good or bad he doesn’t know.

			00 00 21 P

			Roger, the backup clock has started.

			Jim Noonan, emerging from track 28 in Grand Central Terminal, looks at his watch.

			00 00 24.5 CC

			Roger, Aurora 7.

			He sees the great crowd on the main concourse watching the TV screen, and at one point above it an old lady’s long white spring glove waving, waving, back and forth, goodbye to the rocket. Cheers fill the great room, cheers that good-natured Jim regrets being too buttoned-down and Sanforized to join. But his heart is excited as he threads his way into the mass of people, finding a place under the great green ceiling, which, though painted with the northern constellations, looks more like an ocean than a sky. He stands under
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