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			PRAISE FOR
Paradise Park




			
				“In her arresting mix of innocence and worldliness, Sharon Spiegelman reminds me of another disaffected youth, Holden Caulfield.”

				—The Boston Globe

			

			
				“Bellow found Augie March, and Roth hit upon Alexander Portnoy. Goodman gives the world Sharon Spiegelman.”

				—Time

			

			
				“Goodman succeeds because she’s that rare thing—a writer whose keen observation and humor haven’t been blunted by her faith.”

				—San Francisco Chronicle

			

			
				“Goodman’s hippie heroine is so endearing, so exuberant, so earnest, so amusing, so confused, you gotta love her.”

				—USA Today

			

			
				“Like Kaaterskill Falls before it, Paradise Park turns out to be a literate, incisive examination of the nature of contemporary faith…. In her heroine, Goodman has created a spiritual guide for the modern age.”

				—Harper’s Bazaar

			

			Please turn the page for more extraordinary acclaim….

			
				“[A] marvelous new novel … [Sharon Spiegelman’s] voice, a pitch-perfect mix of irreverent vernacular punctuated by hyperbolic exhilaration, is a comic triumph. Readers will finish the novel feeling … sublime well-being and satisfaction.”

				—Publishers Weekly

			

			
				“Self-delusion has rarely been so hilariously and poignantly embodied as in hippy-dippy dharma bum Sharon Spiegelman.”

				—The Wall Street Journal

			

			
				“In the loving, sneaky, and immensely talented hands of novelist Allegra Goodman, Sharon tells her moving, hilarious story in such a compelling voice that she charms her way into your heart.”

				—The Plain Dealer (Cleveland)

			

			
				“This modern-day heroine’s journey tilts heavily toward the wild tales of Scheherazade…. It’s clear that this ardent Jewish-American woman is a member of the family Goodman. And as such, she’s a worthwhile family member to know.”

				—Entertainment Weekly

			

			
				“Paradise Park never resorts to preachiness, thanks to Sharon’s ebullient personality. When at last she finds the best of all possible worlds, readers will feel much the way she does—relieved, satisfied, and wiser for having made the journey.”

				—US Weekly

			

			
				“As a narrator, Sharon proves sympathetic and compelling…. [Goodman’s] writing is authoritative and original, carrying influences of everyone from Mona Simpson to Saul Bellow.”

				—The Village Voice

			

			
				“A bold step forward … Sharon is a wonderfully complex, utterly believable character…. Brilliantly crafted and pitched perfectly.”

				—Kirkus Reviews
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			How long will I go on crying “tomorrow, tomorrow”? Why not now?

			—AUGUSTINE
Confessions 8:12
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Honeycreepers

		ALL this light was pouring in on me, and I started to open my eyes. I didn’t know where in the world I was, and I reached over, but no one was there. The room was empty, and I didn’t even know where the room was—it was all just floating in empty space, and I couldn’t say what planet or star I’d landed on. All that was running through me in that one second was the loneliness of being this tiny insignificant particle in the universe, and how a life weighs nothing in all that light. And what is that light compared to God? Then I woke up and it came back to me. That the guy, supposedly my boyfriend, who came out with me to this joint, a fleabag in Waikiki, was now gone, run off with a chick on her way to Fiji, and he—actually they—had left me with the hotel bill, which since I had no idea how to pay I was avoiding by just staying in the hotel and not checking out. But you know, the vision I had before, when I was just half awake, that was the important part. That was like the angels talking, when they speak to you and teach you right before you’re born, and then they put their fingers on your lips—Sh! don’t tell! You almost forget, but somewhere inside, you remember. At the time, that morning, I just lay there and had no idea what to do, not to mention I had never as far as I knew even believed in the existence of God. But in my subconscious, and my unconscious, and everywhere else, I had all these questions and ideas about this higher power and this divine spirit, and maybe I would have been dealing with them if I hadn’t been so broke.

		Finally I got up. I sat on the edge of the queen-size hotel bed. The bedspread was halfway off, sliding onto the floor, and the spread was green, printed yellow and orange with bird-of-paradise flowers so enormous they looked like some kind of dinosaur parts. The headboard was white rattan. So was the dresser and the mirror frame and the desk. There was no chair. Everything that could be nailed down was.

		THERE I was all by myself, yet it wasn’t exactly like I’d had some kind of one-night stand! We were folk dancers. That’s how my boyfriend and I had met a couple of years before. Gary and I were two of the original dancers that danced in Cambridge at MIT. Balkan on Tuesdays. Israeli on Wednesdays. This was in the seventies when the folk scene in Boston was just starting, and there was a group of us—it was our life. We’d gather together at night—guys in cutoff shorts and girls in Indian gauze skirts, tank tops. In winter we’d strip down out of our parkas and ski hats and wool socks, and unzip until we were barefoot. I had long straight hair, light brown, and I wore it loose down to my waist, and I lived to dance in Walker Gym with my hair flying around me and my shirt against my bare skin, and the smooth gym varnish on the floor like syrup to my toes.

		The music came from a tape recorder mounted on a little wooden cart painted gypsy colors, yellow and red, and stenciled in fancy green: MIT FOLK DANCE CLUB. The names of the dances were scribbled in chalk on a green chalkboard wheeled in from one of the classrooms. Then, from seven to eleven at night, we circled and wheeled and flew. We would dance like this for Balkan: twenty at a time together with our arms linked in a line, and our legs kicking and feet moving to rhythms like 7/8 or 11/16. Like this for Israeli: in concentric circles, feet flying, every other person off the ground.

		Gary and I were such a pair that everybody watched us. When we left the gym it was like after a performance, all those admiring eyes. We’d walk outside in winter, and shuffle through the snow with the heat still on us, carrying our coats for blocks before we started to get cold. Just wandering in the slush and barely noticing that gradual little bit of freezing cold water that starts wicking in through the seams of your boots. We’d get home to Allston and run up the stairs to Gary’s apartment—a real find on top of a doddering Victorian house. We had a kitchenette wired up in half a hall, and a dormer bedroom, where we curled up in blankets. I used to sit for hours in bed playing my guitar, the radiator like drums behind me, bang banging away.

		Originally he was the one with the traveling bug. Gary was one of those Vietnam-era graduate students, thirty-five at that time, which was ’74. He was still working on a government public health grant at Harvard, and he used to cart around boxes of those manila computer punch cards. Every once in a while the profs would fire up the old computer, and they’d input their data with a clicking and a clacking till the oracle spoke, spewing out numbers on that wide paper with pale-green and white stripes. Then Gary and the other grad students would all go back to their shared offices adorned with shag carpet remnants and cork bulletin boards, and they’d ponder the numbers. Gary had been doing this for years; and since it was a longitudinal study, which meant it didn’t ever end, he was getting kind of restless. But I, on the other hand, was really busy, since I was just twenty—in the middle of stopping out of college and getting seriously into dancing and my music—folk stuff on my guitar. I listened to Joni Mitchell and Carole King and Jackson Browne. And of course I was writing my own stuff, too, all in their same styles. I was biking over the BU Bridge to Central Square, where I was working for this antiwar, antinuclear couple, Vivica and Dan, who I’d met from dancing, and who had originally come from Berkeley. We were holed up, the three of us, in a little one-room office trying to put a stop to military spending. To me bringing peace about was pretty good. But Gary, being fifteen years older, had bigger ambitions for the planet. He started talking about how he wanted to go west.

		The thing was I loved him. Not that he had a face to sink a thousand ships. He had fair skin, blinky brown eyes, shoulder-length hair, a Fu Manchu moustache. But he had beautiful feet, elastic arches. He had the longest arms of anyone I knew. And when he jumped! He could have been a pro. He could have traveled the world leaping in the air. That’s the way I pictured it, him leaping and me spinning at his side. I still hadn’t gotten over it, being so much younger than he was, and him choosing me to be his partner—because my dancing was so good. And getting to live with him, which meant getting out of my dad’s house and my stepmother’s hair. And just realizing that Gary thought I was beautiful! It wasn’t like I was plain. I wasn’t plain at all. I was slender and had big black eyes, sleepy with eyeliner, and that shimmery loose hair, so when I danced I looked like a ballerina down at the hem. But I was young—not even one-and-twenty like the guy in the poem—and I couldn’t believe Gary with his long arms and his gorgeous feet and hard muscles in his calves actually thought that I was beautiful.

		He had ideas about the environment and about the world and basically about cleaning up the oceans and saving the forests. He thought we’d go to Portland, Oregon, and fight the loggers and clean the rivers—finding big pipes sending poison into the fresh water—and we’d camp and explore all along the way. At that point in my life I was not much of a camper, and I’d never explored any strange places besides Cambridge. But I thought the oceans and the rivers were my causes too. And I knew Oregon wasn’t far from Berkeley—and since the couple I worked for, Vivica and Dan, had always described Berkeley to me as nirvana, I figured we’d get to Oregon and then go downstream to Berkeley and I’d work there for a while and get my California residency and continue my education at the university and on the streets. So we went.

		We drove a Plymouth Fury, a cursed lemon that sputtered and spit its way across the country and probably vomited as many pollutants as some of those companies Gary wanted to go after. Starting in January, taking I-80 west—by Toledo the transmission was shot. Just past Des Moines the fan belt slipped. Then through Iowa our muffler was dragging. We had a slow leak in our front driver-side tire, so half the time we were stopping at service stations for air. It was more like biking cross country than driving. We spent all our money on repairs, including some we didn’t need. Those roadside mechanics looked at the two of us and my guitar in the back seat, and saw we were such a cliché we were begging to be ripped off. When we got out to the coast after three weeks, and we drove up to the Pacific Ocean, and we really saw it roaring all gray and restless in the rain, I almost cried with relief that there was nowhere else to go. We were stiff and filthy from sleeping in the car, from breaking down and hitching rides for help and getting towed and getting lied to. I really thought I’d seen it all.

		We bummed around Oregon for a while and did some contra dancing in Portland. First I waitressed, and then I got a job cleaning rooms at a seniors residence—two twin towers with distant views of the Willamette River—and we lived there in some cement-block staff quarters in the back. I really really wanted to get to Berkeley, but Gary was going house to house for the Sierra Club. It was actually very old fashioned in a way, me scrubbing floors, and Gary like the Fuller brush man going door to door, peddling clean air and meadows blossoming with wildflowers. I started thinking it wasn’t just a figure of speech, that you could die of loneliness.

		Finally, after eight months or so, I convinced Gary to drive down to Berkeley and check out how activist the campus really was, and if the place was all it was cracked up to be. I was sure once he got there he’d want to stay, because it would all be so much his thing. I was just bereft of my bookstores and my coffeehouses and the folk dance club and little twisted streets in Boston, and I thought in his heart Gary was too.

		We drove south, not right along the coast, but through the mountains on I-5, to take the faster route. We’d poured so much money into the Fury it was running for days without trouble, but we knew it was just a matter of time before that car broke down again. Mountains towered over us, all covered with pine trees, and desolate ranches came up, yellow bluffs and only cattle. Not a single rancher in sight. Then trucks would thunder down on either side of us and wall off the view. We broke the trip into two days and spent the night at a camping ground just outside Yreka, and then we drove through that little town, and past all the roadside dealerships for farm equipment, new and used. We drove all the next day, down, down, down, till the land was flat and we got to Vallejo, which was so flat it seemed to seep right into a blue haze at the edges, and then we got tangled in those steel bridges and highways that shoot out all over the bay.

		What a relief! There was dancing every night in Berkeley, in the churches and the classrooms; and, since it was spring now, we’d dance practically all night in the parks on the grass. Gary and I danced until we hurt. We took razor blades to slit the blisters on our feet. The two of us showed off East Coast Israeli dances, steps Berkeley had never seen before. Everyone was talking about us. Everyone was gathering in circles in the evenings to watch us dance in Cedar Rose Park.

		I spent my days working in Moe’s, where the books were piled up on musty shelves and orange crates. I combed through the library close-outs, when the public libraries would dump books by the box load. Books in library bindings, all sensible colors like for ladies’ winter purses: crimson, forest green, and navy blue. Between customers I used to stand around and read old tomes about Nature and Art. Books on microbes with black-and-white photographs, art-history textbooks with color plates—dark prints of oil paintings veiled with tissue-paper pages to protect them. Evenings, Gary and I went home to a vegetarian cooperative house of environmental people in South Berkeley where we slept on a futon high up under the roof. We had some silly weekends there in the house, dropping acid in the common room on these big vinyl sofas. But really mainly we were dedicated to turning people on to the plight of the marshlands around the bay. We had a ditto machine we had liberated from a basement office in Tollman Hall and we were busy putting out newsletters with that wavy lavender printing and trippy inky smell that dittos have.

		Still, Gary had that traveling bug. “I want to go out and see some islands,” he told me one night in bed.

		And I said, “What kind of islands?”

		“In the Pacific,” he said. “I want to get out there before it’s too late.”

		“Too late for what?” I said, being kind of sleepy.

		“Before they’re spoiled.”

		“I thought they already are spoiled.”

		“Did you know,” he said, “that almost half of Hawaii’s endemic birds are now extinct?” And he told me how forty percent of the known native bird species were now wiped out, and sixty percent, which I guess was all the rest, were on the endangered species list. And he told me how he wanted to go out there and see those birds, and work on saving them.

		I lay there, my head in the hollow right beneath his shoulder. He was so big his whole body warmed me easily from head to foot. Being twenty, I figured I was past the escapades of my teenage years, and now settling down. I didn’t want to go anywhere. I was something of a homebody for an activist.

		But Gary had got started with this reading group from the geography department at the university. It was a very small odd radical group of graduate students. They didn’t just study maps and charts. They were into geopolitics and the history of colonialism, and invading peoples warping ecosystems, and that’s where Gary got this bee in his bonnet about going out into the Pacific and trying to do some good in Hawaii. There was this guy who was a legend to the reading group, this guy out in Hawaii, named Brian Andrew Williamson, who was saving endangered birds. He was the world authority on some of the rare species, and had actually seen a pair of elusive vermillion iiwi birds that had been thought at one time to be entirely extinct. Gary went and read all Williamson’s papers in Doe Library, which he got access to as a “visiting scholar” from Harvard. He got hold of everything by Williamson in Pacific Science, all his articles in Atoll Research Bulletin. “Birds,” Gary said. “They’re like a key to the whole ecosystem. They’re the bellwether, did you know that?”

		“No,” I said.

		He looked at me as if I lacked feeling. “When the birds go, it’s symptomatic of the whole habitat’s decay!”

		Gary was already starting to get this Gauguin thing going. He was obsessed with seeing the birds of the Pacific. He got antsy; he gave me grief—which at the time I didn’t really understand, since we’d been through that big journey west, and all that time in Oregon. I thought all that had brought us closer together, all that history between us. But Gary was getting quieter and moodier and full of plans.

		Inspired by the ornithologist, Williamson, Gary got an idea he would go out and work on saving the endangered bird species in what was left of the jungles in Hawaii. He talked all the time about goats eroding the hillsides and wild boars uprooting trees, and the invasion of the white-eyes, these little green finches from Japan wiping out the native honey-creepers, which were Hawaiian finches. He just had to fly out there; he just had to see those raped islands for himself and do something about them. For money he was going to sell the Plymouth. He was going to find some guy, some automotive virgin, and sell him the Fury from hell. Then Gary would take off. So, of course, I said I would go out to Honolulu with him. I figured I’d go see the place too; and I cared about the native finches. And I think somewhere in me I knew that if I hadn’t gone with him he would have gone anyway.

		HERE’S what I took to Hawaii: my guitar, and my backpack with my name on it in black laundry marker. In the backpack: six panties, and a bra. Five T-shirts of different colors, a pair of shorts (I wore my jeans), two Indian gauze skirts wadded up in little balls, and a macramé bikini. A notebook and a ballpoint pen to write down my feelings. My wallet, my hairbrush, and toothbrush, and, from the free clinic, a good supply of the pill. I had a watch, a big silver man’s watch that had been my grandfather’s. Grandpa Irving’s watch had a creamy face and bold black roman numerals. The crystal was scratched, and when you opened up the watch-case there were pawn marks inside, stamped in the silver. The watch was battered up, but lucky. Grandpa had kept it during the flu epidemic of 1918, when he holed up in his room for two weeks with a bottle of wicked germ-killing brandy, and he’d carried it through all his union organizing. It was his talisman—at least that’s how it was told to me. He even brought it down to Mexico, when he’d tried to organize the tobacco workers in Yucatán. So of things of value I had that watch and my guitar.

		It was raining when we got to Oahu. Everything was gray and white and windy, like an old movie as we came down closer and closer, and out the airplane window I could see these little palm trees waving around hysterically by the tarmac. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. My face was just pressed against that cold airplane glass. In the airport there was slack key guitar music and such a strong sweet scent of flowers I thought at first that everyone was smoking weed. There were servicemen, and tourists and honeymooners, who you could tell right away because they were all dressed up, everything about them new. And then there were scraggly folk like us, some with hiking gear. We all got free paper cups of pineapple juice.

		The two of us piled into a station wagon taxi—which wasn’t really necessary, considering how little luggage we had, but we laid our backpacks and my guitar in the back and we got in. All the car’s windows were open in the rain, and I couldn’t believe it, the air was so warm and soft and damp. We drove on the shortest freeway I’d ever seen. It was like it was foreshortened, and there was Honolulu coming up so fast, just a few tall white buildings, a little clump right in front of Diamond Head. We’d got a two-week deal in Waikiki. Our hotel was not on the beach; it did not have views, its rooms were not equipped with many towels, but it was cheap. We figured it would be our launching pad.

		The rain cleared up by the next morning, and we hopped a city bus, which was painted turquoise and had turquoise seats too. The windows were half open, and outside the colors were spectacular. I couldn’t get over it. The greens were so green, the blue sky so blue. The leaves, the clouds, even the mock orange bushes. It was like everything on that island had just come out of the wash; it was like the trees were hanging out to dry. I just wanted to ride around all day. I just wanted to go out to a park bench with my guitar and write a song. But Gary had a look of disgust on his face. He hadn’t come to ride buses and feel like he was still in the United States. He never said anything to me unless it was some kind of critical comment about tourist traps and raped ecosystems and the scummy bars in Waikiki.

		We got off at the university, which was full of trees. There were trees that launched these seeds just like brown golf balls, dimples and all. And there were trees with big saggy phallic seed pods hanging down, just obscene looking. The buildings were all a mishmash, lots of dirty cement and glass. There was a tubular sculpture, bright orange, house high, with enameled pieces of metal bent into cones and big pointy curves. The top looked like lipstick scaled for a giantess. I loved all this. I was gawking at everything, but Gary just strode over to the zoology department. He was focused on digging up that ornithologist, the hero he had come all this way to meet and work with and learn from and basically get involved with his cause. There was real drama about it, the way Gary walked into Spaulding Hall. It was like it was going to be: Dr. Williamson, I presume? And Gary would be Stanley.

		Well, as it turned out, Brian was a very down to earth feet-on-the-desk type guy. He was about Gary’s age, mid-thirties, but shorter than Gary, and stockier. He had a lot of sandy blond hair and a beard, and basically looked like a mountain man. His eyes were dark and steady, his nose was peeling. His arms were thick and freckled, and his shoulders broad, as opposed to Gary, who was so tall and sinewy and fleeting. At the time I just thought Brian looked bluff and bland, and not as sharp as Gary. I thought Brian didn’t have a lot of rhythm to him. Still, when it came to birds, he seemed to know his stuff. He thought it was cool Gary had read his articles. He said why don’t we all have lunch. So we went to a lunch wagon on the street and bought big white dumplings with pork called manapua, and meat sticks, and that sweet cold inari sushi in a brown sugary-vinegary cone.

		We sat out on the grass and Brian talked about his new project that he’d just got funded. It was a study of red-footed boobies, which were a very gentle lovely bird that traveled all through the Hawaiian Islands to breed, even to certain tiny islands way northwest. They were one of those species that were indigenous to Hawaii and they weren’t used to having any predators. They had no idea how to protect themselves against goats or pigs or mongooses. On Tern Island and various atolls they were being slaughtered by the jeeps and machinery the military was bringing in. They were flying into guy wires, and being sucked up the intakes of jet engines, which tended to crash the Air Force’s precious fighter-bombers. Naturally, grunts had no sensitivity to this rare bird. In fact they liked driving around mowing boobies down when they stood in the middle of the road. Brian had been ridiculed by the Coast Guard when he’d gone out to defend the birds on island bases and installations. The government’s official position was that the birds were dumb for getting in their way, while in fact it was the boobies’ innocence and trust that was getting them killed. But now the Coast Guard was pulling back from a lot of places in the northwest, so Brian had a grant to sail out there and take a census of the boobies and other seabirds that were nesting happily on the islands the military had left. In particular, he was making plans to go out for three months to observe a bunch of red-footed boobies that he’d banded on Kauai when they were just chicks.

		Gary listened closely all during lunch, but he didn’t say much. I think maybe the Berkeleyites had made Brian out a little larger than life. Gary was becoming a little bit downcast.

		After lunch when Brian went back to his office, Gary and I walked through campus.

		“Where are you going?” I asked. “Isn’t the bus the other way?”

		Gary kept his eyes on the ground. He just kept walking. I looked over at him. He was making me nervous. What should I say to him? That I was having a great time? That those meat sticks and pork dumplings had made my day? It had been months since I’d had meat, and I wasn’t exactly a vegetarian, even though in Berkeley I’d been living in a vegetarian co-op house. I just walked and walked along. It was hard to keep up, Gary’s legs were so long, and he was so deep in thought. Finally I said, “Gary, could you just stop for a minute?”

		He stopped.

		“Don’t you want to work on Brian’s project?”

		Gary looked at me like he’d never seen me before. I guess I should have realized the very suggestion was an insult. He’d come to Hawaii planning to work in the jungle looking for those endangered honey-creepers being driven out. He wasn’t here to sit and watch a thriving seabird colony!

		“How come you don’t like it here?” I asked.

		He didn’t answer.

		All of a sudden I lost it. “Well, what the hell do you like? What do you want? We’ve been traveling together all this time and nothing is good enough for you. Nothing is clean enough or wild enough; nobody is radical enough. Just what exactly are you looking for?”

		He set his mouth, and still he didn’t answer.

		“You are the most selfish person I’ve ever known!” I raged. “I’ve come all this way with you and you are never never satisfied. I’m not going to take it anymore. I’m not going anywhere else with you. I’m not walking with you; I’m not dancing with you, I’m not following you from—”

		Then Gary floored me. He said, “Fine.”

		I couldn’t believe it. I should have known. But it just hadn’t occurred to me. I’d been too young and green to understand that Gary’s goal in life wasn’t just being with me! It hadn’t occurred to me that we were different that way. I still had in my head some idea of symmetry, that since I loved him, he loved me the same way. And since I was all wrapped up in him, he was also all wrapped up in me. And that was the way it should be. I’d probably written too many songs.

		He left me there right on campus with those ridiculous golf-ball trees, and I walked around and around, and my face twisted up like crumpled paper as I walked.

		Finally, I went back to the hotel room and gathered everything that belonged to Gary. There were some papers, and his good hiking boots, and some extra clothes. He had his backpack with him, but I took everything he’d left in the room out onto the balcony. And if we’d had a room looking out on the ocean I’d have flung it all into the sea. As it was, we were on the tenth floor overlooking the street, and not far from an open-air shopping bazaar called the International Marketplace. I didn’t want to kill anyone with the boots, so I left them on the balcony. Then I hurled Gary’s shirts with all my might, so that they fell all the way down ten stories to the ground and flopped all over the sidewalk and draped on bushes far below. I wadded Gary’s papers individually into little balls, and I tossed them too. All those balls of letters and notebook doodlings blew back against the building, and so did his socks, so they probably landed on the balconies below me, but Gary’s jeans went straight down over the side, flapping in the breeze. And his underpants had a good wind behind them. Some hit the street, and some landed on the sidewalk, where the tourist couples in their matching aloha wear looked up to see what was going on.

		But even after I did all that, I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t see how Gary would want to shake me off—I who not only had loved him, but who had been such a good sport.

		I started looking for him. For days I looked. I called Professor Williamson and I searched all through the university, and went back to the lunch wagon on the street. I walked through Waikiki and peeked in the lobbies of the hotels, the pink Royal Hawaiian, and the Halekulani, which had this whole library in the lobby of old novels and mysteries, and the Moana, which was a rickety old white-frame colonialist building from the twenties with a banyan tree in its courtyard. I searched the Pacific Reef Hotel. I stood like a zombie in front of their oceanarium—a humongous fish tank where they used to send a girl down in a bikini and scuba gear to feed all the bug-eyed fish with pieces of lettuce. I looked in the restaurants and the bars, like the Tahitian Lanai with its paintings on black velvet of Polynesian maidens and topless hula dancers. I didn’t realize at the time that those paintings were world famous, being artworks by the master velvet painter, Leeteg. I just figured they were pornography.

		I walked to Ala Moana Shopping Center and spent hours looking for Gary in the shops there. I wandered by the marina where the sailboats bumped against the dock. After five days my anger had almost all turned into sadness, and my energy was gone. Poor me, with my long hair and my callused feet. I was actually getting frightened because I didn’t know anyone, and I only had a few traveler’s checks. Then Gary showed up again. He walked into our hotel room in the evening like he’d never been away. I almost jumped off the bed where I was sitting with my guitar. I almost felt more relief than actual despair.

		“Hi,” he said.

		I put down the guitar.

		“I came to get my stuff.” He started opening up the rattan dresser drawers.

		I said, “Your stuff isn’t here anymore.”

		“None of it?”

		Then I remembered his boots. I got up and opened the sliding door onto the balcony. The boots were sitting there all covered with pigeon poop. They were all mottled with little black-and-white turds and runny green.

		But Gary picked them up and took them inside and began cleaning them off in the bathroom with my one hotel towel. “I’ve met up with a group going to Fiji,” he said.

		So I looked at him and I was going to shriek: You selfish clichéd opportunist pig! You shallow self-serving piece of scum! Yet I was still gasping for air. I took the boots and I dumped them in the bathtub and turned on the shower till they were soaked. I wanted to kill Gary’s stuff for good—although I should have known you can’t destroy good hiking boots—meanwhile I was shouting, “Who’s in this group, Gary? Some girl who wants to see the world?” And I screamed all kinds of other stuff at him, and I tried to hit him, and I think I did scratch him a fair amount. I screamed, “Don’t lie to me, asshole!”

		“I’m not lying,” he said. But when I let go of him and we went back into the bedroom and talked a little but not a lot more calmly, it turned out the group of three he was taking off to Fiji with did include a girl named Katrina. He’d managed to hook up with this German chick who was an anthropology student with a huge fellowship to write her diss on quilt making in the Pacific Islands and she was traveling all through the South Pacific photographing quilts and taking oral histories. But the main thing I gathered was she had all this money. So she must have been enjoying herself, having a great time partying along the way.

		I was numb by then. My face was all dried out from crying. Gary didn’t once say he was sorry. What could he say? He was sorry he was tired of me? He was sorry our relationship wore thin as time wore on? I guess there was no good way to put it. I told him to get the fuck out, which was pretty much what he was waiting for. He turned tail and closed the hotel room door. And he didn’t forget his sopping boots, which he carried by the laces.

		After he left, I lay on top of the bed and I thought and thought how just two years before in Boston this same guy was practically begging me to sleep with him. How he’d picked me out from all the dancers as his partner to teach with. How we’d walked out after dancing in short sleeves in the winter, and all down the street we didn’t even notice the slush and the cold.
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I Shall Go A-Wanderin’

		THERE are all different famous kinds of sleep. The sleep of the just, and the sleep of the good—but there’s nothing like the sleep of the totally devastated. Nothing so sound. Nothing so deep. You hit the pillow and your eyes shut, and your whole body sighs with relief. You don’t want to wake up, ever.

		The night Gary left I slept that way. I slept and slept far into the morning, and that was when I had that vision about light, and space, and God, but, as I said, the whole thing dissolved as soon as I woke up all the way. I just couldn’t make myself sleep any more. Then I sat on the edge of my bed and tried to figure out what I was going to do.

		The hotel bill was half paid, because Gary had paid half in advance. But the other half I was going to have to come up with, and that was about all I had in traveler’s checks. I tallied up the bill, and I counted my money a few times. Every time, I saw that the hotel would just about clean me out. I guess I cried a little bit more. I saw myself in the mirror crying, and then I felt strange doing it, but I couldn’t help it. I watched myself crying. I began to feel like I was watching some girl in my situation. And that feeling was the worst of all—that I was hanging around watching myself. That was the feeling of being alone.

		I got up and started washing my face, but the towel was filthy lying there on the bathroom floor. Who knew when housekeeping would come with another one? Probably never. Especially not for me, who they wanted to check out already—settle my bill and split. I went and dried my face on the top sheet of the bed.

		Then I did something odd. I made the bed and smoothed out the bedspread on top until it was perfectly flat, hideous bird-of-paradise design and all. I took my guitar and my backpack and all my things, even my toothbrush, and I laid them out on the bed around me very carefully one by one. And I got on the bed and sat cross-legged with my back to the mirror and looked at my stuff. I sat there on that green bedspread like I was a castaway doing an inventory of the things left from my wreck, spreading them out to dry on my little bed-size island. There were my T-shirts. There was the wad of string that was my macramé bikini. I looked at everything I’d packed to see the world. I picked up Grandpa Irving’s old silver watch and I held it in my palm and rubbed it with my fingers like a worry bead. I looked at the little dime-store notebook I’d bought back on Shattuck Avenue. There wasn’t a single word written in it. I turned over Grandpa Irving’s watch in my hands, and I looked at the pawn marks like tattoos inside the cover of its case. I wished that some of the luck in that watch would rub off on me, or maybe that some genie or ghost of my grandfather would pop out from the winding stem to grant my wishes—except what would those wishes be? I was almost too demoralized to come up with anything besides Gary’s plane crashing in the ocean on the way to Fiji, and a tiger shark coming in to eat Gary limb by limb, leaving a long trail of blood in the water. For myself I guess I could only wish I had money for the hotel and also some breakfast, which I really needed, since I was so hungry. Beyond that I didn’t even know what I’d wish for, because the last five days had pretty much destroyed any confidence I had.

		But there was one little voice inside of me that kept speaking to me. I wish I could say it was the voice of reason, but to tell the truth, at that stage of my life reason didn’t speak to me very often. I really wish I could say I heard a still, small voice. I love when there’s a still, small voice! But nope. My voice inside of me was more of what I would describe as enraged and terrified yet squeaky, but it kept on talking till I couldn’t help listening, and it kept saying—It’s not fair. It’s not fair! That was the one thing I kept telling myself. Because, why did Gary get to go off to Fiji while I had to stay here? How come he got to pursue his causes while all I got to pursue was him? Why was that?—apart from the fact that I’d been in love with him? Why were all his harebrained schemes so important? I mean, what about my journey, and my odyssey? Where were my poems that were supposed to be written down there in my notebook? Where were those songs from my life experiences that I was going to write? Of course nobody had forced me to become the long-suffering girlfriend of this jerk—but I wasn’t thinking about that—I was thinking how it was just so unfair. Angry and sulky and with a wounded pride, I sat on that bed and looked at my little array of clothes laid out there. I looked at my guitar, and my scrunched-up gauze skirts, wrinkly as tissue paper. And then my eye fell on my return ticket to California.

		I could go back, I thought. I could always go back. That probably should have comforted me, but it made me feel worse than before. Just the thought of coming all that way and then giving up! Retracing my steps so defeatedly. Just letting Gary have the whole Western hemisphere—when he didn’t even deserve it. Leaving him to sail the Pacific, when he was the one who dumped on the whole ocean and all the islands in it! Even Hawaii wasn’t good enough for him. Even Oahu wasn’t paradisiacal enough, not to mention me!

		I hopped off my bed and ran over to the balcony and I stood out there and saw the crowds of tourists down below, yet that didn’t bother me. There were fast-food joints, yet that could be a good thing, not bad. I’ve never understood this: Just because you are on an odyssey, is there something wrong with once in a while having a hot meal? I looked down from the balcony. I leaned way over the edge—not that I was going to jump or anything, but I leaned. I called out, “Go to hell, Gary. You can take Fiji and shove it!” And I screamed some other things, mostly swear words, I admit, until I was tired, and I felt like an idiot.

		Then I went back inside and just sat on the floor for a couple of hours, until I was very very calm. With great deliberation I picked up my plane ticket from the bed. I knew I could do one of two things. I could stay in Hawaii, all bitter and heartbroken, feeling sorry for myself and drifting aimlessly, just wrecking my spiritual compass. Or I could retrace my steps, rethink my actions, fly back to San Francisco, and then make my way back to Boston—trying to learn from my mistakes and grow, reconcile with my dad, return to school, and live my life. So that was easy.

		I ran down to the hotel lobby where the desk manager guarded probably the hotel’s only copy of the Honolulu phone book.

		I called a ticket broker, and I walked all the way down to his office near Hotel Street, and I sold that guy my ticket home.

		Having sold the ticket and decided I was going to hang out in Honolulu and just be an abandoned aimless folk dancer with a broken compass, I felt much better. I went back to the hotel. No one had cleaned up the room. The dirty towel was still lying there, but I took a shower anyway, since who knew when I’d see a shower again. Then I packed up, went downstairs, paid my bill, and checked out. I walked off down the street just like in the song: “Oh, I shall go a-wanderin’, my knapsack on my back….”

		All around me the hotels were crowding up to the beach. The whole day was ahead of me. So what should I do? I wandered around for a long while before I came up with something. Laundry.

		I found a coin-op Laundromat just off Kuhio Avenue and I put all my clothes and also the hotel towel in the wash. Everything was dirty, even what I was wearing, so I went across the street and bought some breakfast at a noodle shop and used their facilities to change into my bikini, so I could get even the clothes I was wearing into the machine.

		I was sitting on a rusty old folding chair with my bare feet up against one of the dryers. I was holding a tall foam cup and eating my first saimin, which was this warm salty soup swarming with noodles, vegetables, and pink-and-white discs I later found out were fish cake, and I was all absorbed in my thoughts and in my saimin, but I guess because of my attire some of the other coin-op clientele might have gotten the wrong idea about me. A couple of guys approached me, and one even asked where I was staying. Of course I didn’t even look at them, since I was off men.

		When my load was done, I put on my shorts and T-shirt, all warm and clean, over my bikini, packed up the rest of my clothes, and took the bus to see the only person in Hawaii that I knew, Professor Williamson at the university.

		I went straight to the zoology department, and when it turned out Williamson wasn’t in his office I waited out in the lounge, which I realized smelled really peculiar, now that I was spending an hour there. The place smelled nauseating, like cats had got into the green carpet—not that I had anything against cats! Probably the being I was closest to in my whole childhood was my cat, Clarissa, who I raised from when she was just a tiny ball of fluff and who became admittedly so obese, you would have thought she was pregnant if she hadn’t been spayed. Yet she was beautiful that way. She had heft. She had stability! She would sit and sit. What I’m saying is—that comment wasn’t meant as derogatory that the department smelled like cats. Just I was surprised to smell cats in that context!

		So while I was waiting, a couple of zoology graduate students, Rich and Geoffrey, wandered in, and we went down to the candy machines in the basement level of the building and the two of them got some snacks—and I almost did, but then I thought, I’d better not. I was afraid to blow any excess money.

		I told Geoffrey and Rich how I’d come out west from Boston. And they told me about the smell in the building. It was actually from chickens that were kept upstairs and experimented on, which kind of turned your stomach. Still, I didn’t leave. I kept looking up the stairwell, and finally I saw Williamson sauntering in, dragging his bike after him up the stairs.

		“Brian,” I called out.

		He looked around, confused.

		“It’s me, Sharon.” I ran up the stairs.

		“Hi.” He looked nervous to see me, since I guess a few days earlier I’d sounded hysterical and maybe suicidal on the phone when I’d called him looking for Gary. “I still haven’t seen him,” he told me.

		“Oh, well, that’s okay,” I said hurriedly. I’d resolved to myself in the reception area never to speak of Gary, so that way I would avoid crying. “I didn’t come about that,” I said. “Actually, is this an okay time to talk? Are you busy?”

		“Well, yeah. I am.”

		I felt my eyes welling up when he said that, but I held the tears in. “Do you have just one minute?”

		“All right,” he said.

		I followed him into his office and sat down in a rush. “I wanted to come talk to you about the census project and find out if you still have an opening on it, because I’d really like to work on something like this—”

		He leaned back in his swivel chair, back, back, till I thought he might fall over, and he put his feet up on the edge of the desk. He wore frayed old leather sandals. “I thought Gary was the one who wanted to study bird populations.”

		“No, no,” I said, “Gary was just a bullshit artist. Really. He never cared about birds at all—especially not red-footed boobies. He might have said things to you about how he loved endangered animals and how he wanted to help the native honeycreepers, but it was just like a fad with him—it was just a passing thing.” I choked up a little there, but I was worried any second Williamson was going to say he had stuff to do, so I kept talking, making up whatever I needed as I went along. I said, “The truth is it was my idea to come out to Hawaii, because for years I wanted to come here and I wanted to be a tropical naturalist, but there weren’t any good courses in that at BU, so I came out here wanting to transfer to UH. And when I made that decision Gary got all interested and decided birds were his thing, too, but when we got here and he saw the reality of living in Honolulu, and also when he realized how much work the booby census would take, I think he got just—just—”

		“You’re an undergraduate at BU,” Brian said.

		“A junior,” I said, which was almost true, because if I’d been back in Boston and in school I would have been a junior.

		“Uh-huh,” he said, and he looked at me blankly like he’d almost rather I was some kind of bird, because then he wouldn’t have to be polite and have a conversation with me. He could just count me or something. “Sharon, we won’t even be starting the census until next May. Remember what I told Gary? The observation time is from mid-May until September.”

		I was just crushed when he mentioned that. When the birds actually laid their eggs hadn’t occurred to me. I’d just figured I was going to convince this prof to let me on his boat right away and he and I and the rest of the team would be sailing off to the northwest islands far away. But the project wouldn’t even start for almost a year. A lot of the charm of the whole census idea wore off right then.

		Much subdued, I said thank you to Professor Williamson and trudged off to the campus center, which was practically empty. But I got a sandwich and talked to the guy behind the counter about cheap places to stay. I found out about the YWCA on University Avenue, and I went there and checked it out. It was an old beige brick-faced five-story rooming house with a restaurant-cafeteria downstairs called The Breadline. What was neat was, the restaurant had almost all special-needs employees. The downside, I discovered later, was, there was this chili-like gruel, like if Charles Dickens went to Mexico, and it just kept coming back at you every day. The Breadline was the kind of place that had stainless-steel milk machines and a few bugs in the corners, but hey. I gave the superintendent a deposit and I got a room on the third floor with a bed that had sheets and a pilly blanket and a pillow so flat you had to fold it over to rest your head on it. There was a table and chair and a splintery dresser with little mounds of sawdust in the drawers, which later I found out were termite droppings. There was no rug or telephone. There was a pay phone in the restaurant. At the end of the hall there was a bathroom with showers. It was good I’d brought my own towel from the hotel.

		WELL, the next few days were bleak, because I didn’t actually know anybody, and here I was across the street from the university, and the summer session was starting, but, of course, I wasn’t registered. And it wasn’t like being unregistered at BU, where I knew people on campus, and could walk around looking disaffected and too cool for everyone else. Here, I’d never been a part of the scene to begin with, so there wasn’t anything to be disaffected from, which, if you think about it, is the whole point of being cool, the whole raison d’être.

		However, pretty soon I got out and started hanging at the campus center, and befriended some people—not so much the young undergraduates, all my age and cute and perky—but the older crowd, the graduate students, a lot of whom were from the Mainland like me, and the postdocs, and some of those zoology students I mentioned before. They were a rowdy group with great parties off campus, usually on the North Shore, and a lot of times they’d take me along, being very hospitable. They shared everything they had—food, drink, drugs. I remember a couple of times lying out on the beach in a white and pristine cove—about twenty people, including Brian Williamson and his girlfriend, Imo, and Brian’s colleagues Ron and Christian—all eating chips and smoking dope, just getting a pleasant buzz, just softening your edges a little so your self wasn’t all hard and separate from the rest of the world, but sort of dissolving. It was like becoming all crumbly, and cracking your outer shell—but not in a crazy way, not like turning into some kind of volcano spewing red hots, but rather, feeling your mind and your whole spirit becoming porous inside, like a malted milk ball.

		One of the zoology students I hung out with was Rich, the guy I’d met at the department. Rich was short and hairy with bright brown eyes like a squirrel’s and faded T-shirts and cutoff shorts, and a love of birds, seabirds especially, and also a love of oceans. He’d spent his childhood landlocked in Arizona. He was lighthearted and laid back. He could have been a real heartbreaker if he’d put in the time. Truthfully he was just too sweet and lazy.

		At the end of a few parties we stayed after, camping in this old army tent, and fooling around in the dark, and I have to say he felt good after Gary’s melancholy, and his sad little smiles and pretentious hair, and that abstracted look he had—like he was thinking of higher things than you. Rich was always right there with you. With Rich it was never what would happen next, and where would we go, and if he would be happy when we got there, it was just him and me drawn up to him when the ocean was calm. Just us swimming together in shallow water and lying down on towels warm from soaking up the sun. And not all that ego, not to mention all that undressing and sheets and beds like there used to be in Allston, and being careful not to brush the silver radiator, all clanging hot as a teakettle, but instead, being naked to begin with and already wet inside and out. It was just for fun, nothing serious. Apart from a few weekends Rich and I had pretty much a platonic relationship.

		The money thing was a problem, but I did manage to earn some cash as an emergency substitute secretary around campus for departments and programs that were in the middle of fiscal belt tightening, scandals, sanctions, firings, and other crises. I used to come and fill in when needed—always purely as a temp worker, officially a “casual hire,” since, of course, it was a state university, and only state employees could be real permanent secretaries—which meant wearing dresses to work and having candy dishes on your desk and photos under the glass of your desk top. I just came as is and did filing and phone answering and hunt and pecked a few letters, as the case may be. My favorite gig was the Women’s Studies Program, which had digs in the back of Crawford Hall, so you actually had to climb up and down a rickety metal fire escape to get to and from the parking lot. It was just a few lady profs and a department library with metal shelves and floor cushions, and a desk for a receptionist, which was a lot of times just me at the black rotary dial phone. We used to cool the place with World War II—era oscillating fans with putty-colored rubber blades, and I loved it there because, as I said, it was just femmes, and very egalitarian. We were all like sisters. There was a southern lesbian English prof named Corinne who would give me poetry books to read, and there was a psychologist, Margo, who used to tip me off about jobs at the medical school where you could get cash for sleeping in a lab or being a patient for students to learn on—not getting operated on or anything like that, but just undergoing physical exams. Women’s Studies was my home away from home. There was a poster on the wall above my desk, a black-and-white picture of Golda Meir with a caption that read “But Can She Type?” That was very empowering to me when I worked there, because I’d never learned.

		RICH and the zoology guys, even Brian, liked me a lot, and when May rolled around they mentioned that if I still wanted, I could go out and lend a hand on the booby census. I could go with them to French Frigate Shoals—as a volunteer. They didn’t have funding for me, but I could come along with Brian and Imo, and Rich and that other graduate student named Geoffrey, who was a weight lifter but also a very religious person who had dedicated his whole life to Jesus Christ, so to him, studying boobies was for the glory of God.

		It was such a great group of people, I said I’d go. I wouldn’t earn anything on the trip, but I’d get room and board, so to speak. Free beer and good dope, I figured—judging from the department parties—moonlit swims, and my name on an article, not to mention just being on some island where hardly anyone had ever been before.

		The downside was leaving my guitar. Everyone said that where we were going, my guitar would be toast. So I wiped it clean and put it in its case and took it over to Corinne, the English prof from Women’s Studies who lived in a gorgeous old moldy house in Manoa with saggy wood floors and lots of pictures on the walls, botanical engravings warped in their frames, and faded frayed books and furniture covered with white hair from Corinne’s cat, Jane.

		“Oh! I miss my old cat,” I said as soon as I saw Jane lying on the couch. I put my guitar down by the door and I went and sat on the couch and stroked Jane and, God, my fingers had almost forgotten how good it was to be stroking a cat, just knuckling that wiry body under that soft soft fur. Oh, wow, I missed my cat so much, my cat Clarissa. She died when I was seven and no one let me have another one. This cat Jane was all white, except she had a black nose, just the tip, like she’d dipped it. She was so sweet and she felt so good, so knobby.

		“Let me get you some tea.” Corinne went to the kitchen and put on the kettle. She was a very literary southern gentlewoman, and she had short silver-gray hair and willowy arms, and gray eyes and this melodious voice. I’m sure back in Nashville once upon a time Corinne had been one of those girls in white silk and organdy in cotillion balls. She, of all the people I’d ever met, I could imagine wearing white kid gloves with buttons at the wrist. We had raspberry tea and English tea biscuits that came out of a tin, and I told Corinne about the expedition. All the time I knew her, I loved to confide in Corinne. She was what I would describe as a wisewoman. Full of reason, and gentleness, and self-respect. She always gave me good advice, except I never followed it, which proved to be a little bit of a strain on our relationship. That and Corinne’s girlfriend, Rae, who was fierce and short and spiky, with a buzz cut and heavy black eyebrows that she would knit when I was around.

		Anyway, Corinne was a scholar of American women’s literature, and she showed me her own original Alcott books that she’d kept from when she was a little girl and taken with her after she broke up with her original husband. She had Eight Cousins, and Rose in Bloom, and An Old-Fashioned Girl, and everything. “Oh, I love that book,” I said, when I saw Little Women.

		It seemed like Corinne couldn’t help smiling at me, loving Little Women and sitting on the couch in my shorts and my tank top that I was wearing without a bra. Not that I was one of those bra burners at that time, not at all, but I had to wear one to work, and this was my day off. I put Little Women on the stack next to Jane. “When I was little,” I said, “I always wanted to live back then. I wanted to live in the old days.”

		“Well,” Corinne said, “all girls like the old days when they’re little, and then they grow out of it.”

		“Not me,” I said. Because suddenly, the old days seemed like the epitome of shore, and those March girls in Concord, Mass., seemed so cozy sitting at the piano—singing songs and knitting, and putting on plays. And I, on the other hand, was all alone, and I was sailing out that Tuesday. I couldn’t help feeling sorry for myself, going six hundred miles away to the northwest islands, and without women friends or music, when it was so cozy in Corinne’s house with Jane—who was named after The Jane. Austen.

		In two days I was going to be adrift with no home at all. No piano, no sisters, no singing. And the ocean was all shifty and impersonal and so lonely. I blinked back a few tears.

		So then Corinne got alarmed. She said I shouldn’t feel like I had to go to the northwest islands. She could help me get home to my folks in Boston, and if I felt I couldn’t go back there, she’d help me find some job, or some better place, and I could stay with her, and register for classes in the fall. But I said, no, no, I had to go because I’d promised, and she asked me if I felt pressured in any way, and if I felt I was going to be used on this trip, since I was going for no money, and if I was sure it was the best thing to do.

		But I said I couldn’t stay with her there in the house, even though the house was so great and I would miss my guitar so much. Admittedly, it felt good to have someone feeling sorry for me besides myself, but after a while it was like I was getting a crick in my neck from being so droopy and being so mothered, and I pulled myself together and went and put my empty tea mug in the kitchen sink. I didn’t mention it, but I had a feeling Rae wouldn’t be crazy about my staying with them. As for my parents, I really didn’t want to get into them. Mom wasn’t in the best shape. And Dad—this was ironic for an economics professor, but true—he had this serious pathology about money. He tended not to spend any, except on himself, which had made childhood and college and stuff somewhat difficult, and I guess had led to a little bit of stealing from him, and check forging on my part. Not to mention some minor drug dealing in high school and college—purely as a middleman—but which he couldn’t forgive me for, since the one time I got hauled up by the authorities I was a BU student, and it so happened my father was a dean at the time. My defense, which was later published in the BU Bridge, had been that Dad was such a dickhead, he wasn’t even paying my tuition hardly, and I had to live off campus, and even there I didn’t have money for food and rent. All of which was true, yet truth was not what the police and university were after. They were after punishment, like community service, and leaving school. And Dad, of course, had to come out against me hardest of all, given his position and his feelings toward me in general. All this being relatively fresh in my mind, the idea of going back to what Corinne called my folks really dried my eyes. “I should get going,” I said. “I have to pack.”

		“Take this with you.” Corinne gave me this fat little Norton anthology of English literature (volume two) bound in green with INSTRUCTOR’S EDITION NOT FOR SALE stamped on it. I stuffed the book in my bag, and Corinne told me my guitar would be waiting there with her safe till I came back. I left with one longing look at Jane.
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French Frigate Shoals

		IN the clear morning light with not a wisp of cloud I stood on the dock and stared at Gaia, our so-called research vessel from the Hawaiian Oceanographic Institute. She was a thirdhand donated yacht loaded down with equipment, like sounding devices and fathoming weights and cables and specimen tanks and rusty old chains. This is it? I thought. It was just she looked like such a piece of crap. Still, when we lifted anchor and set her loose, I forgot any first impressions I’d had. I forgot everything, even being cozy in the old days, since I was so excited to be starting out and actually sailing. We were on a voyage! We were going to be out on the ocean for six days! All the time we motored out of Honolulu Harbor I was just jumping around on deck and watching the whitecaps and feeling like a crazy sea woman.

		Then that night we hit rough water, after which I was lying below doubled over. All the others were busy running around on deck, back seat navigating, and shooting the breeze with Gaia’s crew, whose name was Sean, and her ponytailed captain, David Abernathy. Captain Abernathy was paunchy and permanently freckled, and his face was covered with tiny wrinkles, either from laughing a lot over the years or from squinting too long in sun, you couldn’t tell which. He had once been an ocean sciences professor at the university but was one of those profs
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