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What a piece of work is a man! how noble in reason!
how infinite in faculty! In form and moving, how express and
admirable! in action how like an angel! in apprehension how like a
god! the beauty of the world! the paragon of animals!

William Shakespeare, Hamlet, Act II, Scene
ii

What is mind? Doesn't matter. What is matter? Never
mind.

—doggerel attributed by the philosopher
Bertrand Russell to his parents

 



NOTE:

Tuatha de Dannan is pronounced
Tootha-day-danan, and Daoine Sidh is pronounced Theena-shee.

 



THE ACCIDENT

 



Chapter 1

Claude Copperwell
owned the antique shop on Main Street in Anatolia, New York. He
also did framing for local artists in a
back room. When Thomas Brennan finished a panel that was destined
for sale—this happened only two or three times a year—either Tom
himself or whoever might be driving in from the farm took the new
painting to Claude. Greene House was
completed shortly after Thanksgiving. Tom ignored it for a
while—went bird hunting, shot pool, repaired a tractor. Then he
hung around the panel, critically, for another day or two, but was
reluctant to pick up a brush and so knew he had done all that was
in him. On a day in early December, at about three in the
afternoon, Tom's daughter Barry put the tempera painting, wrapped
in an old quilt, in the back of the Volvo station wagon and drove
eleven miles to Anatolia. The sky was dull silver, and there was a
tease of snow in the air.

For almost thirty years Thomas Brennan's
paintings had come to Copperwell's for framing. This occasion was
no different from the others, but there was a minor ritual to be
observed. Barry parked by the back door. Snow was coming harder,
stinging her cheeks, swirling on the street. She went in for
Claude. He carried the painting, thirty by sixty inches on die
board, to his workroom and placed it on an old paint-scabbed easel
that had belonged to Rockwell Kent.

"That's Greene's, isn't it?" Tom Brennan had
painted the eighteenth-century farmhouse, or parts of it, several
times.

"Yes."

"I don't think Tom's ever done one like this.
A few things around sundown—that kind of light. This picture's
dark."

"It's scary," the girl said.

Claude's wife brought in a tray with
wineglasses and a decanter and gave Barry a hug.

"It's been much too long since we've seen
you, lovey."

"I haven't been to town for a while. There's
a lot to do at the farm."

"Here I was thinking you were away at college
like the other girls."

Barry shrugged. "Maybe next year."

"Oh, my, it's a big one," Millicent said,
looking at the painting, but quickly and almost shyly, just letting
it hit her and not trying to size it up too soon. She poured Dry
Sack and they smiled at each other, two gnomes with a tall girl
between them. Claude was neckless, without hair except for eyebrows
so thick and black they looked tarred; he had a chipped waxen face,
large pores in his cheeks like unfinished eyes. She was English,
pink and cheery, with an ardor for unpopular causes, the
unchampioned: Millicent's friends called her Blighty Mouse.

The three of them sipped their wine and
devoted themselves to Tom Brennan's latest work, which Barry
already knew by heart. She had viewed Greene
House in all of its manifestations, from early summer on,
first as notations in a sketchbook done in India ink or pencil,
then as a series of small watercolors, some in dry brush—twenty or
more renderings culminating in this impressive work. She both
admired and felt a need to back away from her father's
painting.

At a glance, the painting, like all of his
work (aside from portraits), was daringly composed, muted in color,
and dealt with the ordinary and homely things of a very small area
of rural New York State—all that was within walking distance of his
home. The distinction of Greene's house, situated in a cleft of a
hill and nearly surrounded by a bleak woodlot, was an
out-of-proportion, squarely built, twentieth century addition—a
screened front porch. By emphasizing the coldly lighted porch and
foreshortening the dark house Tom Brennan had suggested momentum, a
voyage; the chalky, brilliant angle of the porch, cutting at a
slight diagonal to the left third of the panel, was like the prow
of a ship. The moon was down, the hour late, the woodlot raggedly
streaked with snow at the turn of a year.

On the porch a woman wearing a cardigan
sweater sat erect on the edge of her chair, perhaps caught at the
instant of beginning to rise, hands gripping the chair arms. At
first she seemed merely tired; her face was turned toward the
house, as if she'd made up her mind to go inside. But to Barry the
tone of the woman's body, the odd jutting of an elbow, had come to
describe fear. What had struck her at this moment? A thought, a
sound she'd heard, something physical?

"Why, that's Edie," Millicent said of the
woman in the painting. Then she looked at Barry's face, realizing
that Barry hadn't guessed. Millicent saw a flash of confusion and,
at the same time, Edie's best features, which had survived in her
daughter: the high forehead, pale but ravishing lashes, the tip of
the nose elevated a bit importantly. Barry's coloring was all her
father's.

She was a strawberry blonde, with the high
ruddiness of chafing weather, eyes royal blue and so sensitive they
turned hazy from any sort of brilliance.

"I dunno," Barry said, looking again. "I
guess it looks like her."

Edith Brennan had died in an automobile
accident when Barry was nine, so Barry's memories lacked depth and
precision. There was a good store of family photographs that she
sometimes consulted when, caught out in the lonely drift of being
eighteen and motherless, she needed to get her bearings. Also, she
had seen countless impressions of a younger Edie in the pages of
the artist's notebooks—skinny, unpretentious, dun-colored Irish,
but with that native cheekiness, a sly wit, and a good-humored
indulgent smile any sensible man would have killed for. And Edie
was fey, which came of possessing too much knowledge of the world
both here and gone. She was always on edge from intuition, using
herself unsparingly for the sake of others, burning to excess the
pale marrows of her body.

Barry's eyes smarted; like all of her family
she was too quickly in the full flood of her emotions. She drank
her remaining sherry, accepted more, and quelled the self-pity. But
drinking softened her focus and momentarily dizzied her; it left
her with an uncertain disposition. She turned her back on her
father's painting and drifted toward the door that, half opened,
revealed a gleam of old mirrors and dark furniture chockablock in
the shop beyond. She heard voices, a man and a woman exclaiming
over objets d'art.

"I suppose this one's sold already," Claude
said, his eyes still on the new painting.

"There are a lot of buyers," Millicent said,
"but not nearly enough Brennans."

Claude turned, looking at Barry. "Tell the
gallery they can come up and get this one a week from
Saturday."

Barry didn't reply. She had glimpsed a young
man in the shop, bending over a Shaker rocking chair. He had sandy
long hair and was wearing an orange-and-black plaid wool jacket.
Barry's heart lurched and her right arm jumped in reflex; wine
spilled from the glass she was holding, but she was oblivious. The
young man in the shop was joined by his wife, or girl friend. The
woman murmured to him, pointing out something of interest. Still he
hadn't turned his head so that Barry could see his face.

"Barry?" Millicent said.

She heard her name through the singing of
blood in her ears. She turned and almost stumbled, catching the
door frame with her free hand, sloshing a little more of the
wine.

Millicent looked from Barry's face to the
couple in the shop.

"Ned had a jacket like that one," Barry
explained in a small neutral voice.

"Oh, lovey."

"Nobody could ever mistake him for a deer.
That's what he said." Her shoulders lifted slightly. She smiled,
but sadly; her cheeks burned. She stared at Millicent and bit off a
stammer. "So w-what did they think he was,
when they shot him?"

Millicent went to her without seeming to move
very quickly, deftly closed the door, and put an arm around her
waist. Barry was downcast. The cuff of her parka was stained.

"I spilled my wine. I'm sorry."

"You've got to put it behind you.
Honestly."

Barry nodded. "I know. It was just the
jacket—and for a couple of seconds he looked like Ned. That's all."
Millicent and Claude went outside with her to the Volvo. In a half
hour's time the village had begun to turn white, except for the
draped muzzy tinsel and gilt-edged stars on the lampposts, the
Salvation Army's sentry box and red kettle in front of the bus
depot. Thoughts of Ned had plunged Barry into the deep backwater of
her recent sorrow. She fumbled for her keys, dropped them in the
cold carpet of white at her feet.

Claude retrieved the keys for her. "You be
careful driving back; we're supposed to get six or eight inches by
midnight."

"Give Tom our love," Millicent said. "You two
are going to have to stop acting like recluses and come to
see us."

"We will. I promise."

"Everyone at the hospital's been asking. When
is Barry going to put on another show for us?"

Barry forced a smile. "Oh, I don't know.
Soon."

She drove away, not too cautiously, fleeing
the town. The Copperwells waited in the snow until she was out of
sight.

"She still has all that grief bottled up
inside," Millicent said. "That's more of a tragedy than Ned's
death. I don't know why. Tom can't do something to help her."

"All artists are alike. Tom's in his own
world."

"Perhaps I shall just drop by one afternoon
soon and have a heart-to-heart with Barry."

"Let's go in. My feet are freezing."

Barry, aching for the seclusion of the farm,
her lamp lit room, drove too fast, depending on the snow tires of
the wagon to keep her out of trouble.

Trees that an hour ago had been skeletal
along the road now were shapely from snow that came thick and wild
from the northwest. The snow was piled up in translucent slabs at
the edges of the Volvo's windshield by the action of the
wipers.

The two-lane country road from Anatolia to
the farm seldom ran straight for more than a hundred yards. There
were hills and more hills, no settlements of any size along the
route. A few miles from town the road bisected a state park with a
small pretty lake, a century-old spillway and a covered bridge in
the cove below it. Here there was a hairpin turn, down to the
bridge and sharply up again, through crags and tall trees.

Barry knew the way by heart and had driven
the road in all kinds of weather. By the time she reached the
bridge she had met only two other cars. The headlights of the Volvo
were on. She had a slight tension headache; she felt famished,
dispirited, quarrelsome, with no one to talk to, to object to—how
meaningless Ned's death was, such
point-blank cruelty and absurdity. Had everyone
else forgotten? She could still blow herself away with just
a twist of memory—but her mind was definitely on her driving. She
was not, as Mrs. Prye frequently—and maliciously—observed, carrying
her head around under one arm.

Later Barry was asked what she thought the
young man had been doing on the road when it would have been
sensible (no, instinctive) to seek the shelter of the bridge and
wait, out of the blowing snow, until someone came to his rescue.
But of course nothing about the advent of Draven made the least
sense, and afterward he was unable to provide an explanation of his
actions up to the moment Barry ran into him.

She came out of the full downfall of the
storm into the rumbling dark of the one-lane bridge, where the snow
was limited to a delicate drift through the chinks and spaces of
the sideboards. She slowed, as it was prudent to do, then pressed
the accelerator again on the other side, needing momentum to make
the upcoming turn and hill.

As the Volvo exited the bridge she had an
eerie glimpse of him through the speed of the snow, in the
headlight beams, raising his hands by the side of the road. It was
either a gesture of pitiful defense, or surprise, but his face—what
she saw of it in a split second—showed no emotion: if he hadn't
moved she would have thought he was a piece of marble statuary,
some misplaced Greek, blurred and crumbling, wells of blankness
where the eyes should be. But he was human. And he wasn't wearing
any clothes.

Barry turned the wheel sharply, hitting the
brake pedal for an instant, then skidded sideways. She felt the
impact of the right rear bumper guard against the man—there never
was a chance of avoiding him, only a possibility of not, killing
him—and steered in the direction of the skid to try to bring the
Volvo under control. She was too intent on avoiding a bad smashup
to be shocked by the accident.

The Volvo came to a slant stop a couple of
hundred feet uphill from the bridge with the front bumper nudging
the protective cable that separated the road from a precipitous
drop to the watercourse below. There was a red warning flasher in
the station wagon that plugged into the cigarette lighter. Barry
got it out and placed it on the roof of the wagon to alert anyone
coming down the hill.

Before she was finished her hands began to
shake. The blood drained from her head and her knees wouldn't
support her. She had to sit down again, numbly, her head almost on
her knees, the door open, snow flying in. The thought of what she
had done, even though she was sure it hadn't been all her fault,
dismayed her.

But he was down there somewhere in the snow,
undoubtedly with broken bones. He wouldn't stand a chance if she
didn't help him quickly.

Barry reached for the microphone of the radio
that her brother Dal had installed in the wagon at the height of
the CB craze. She knew, just barely, how to operate it.

"Breaker breaker—this is, uh, Barry.
Barry. Does anyone copy? I'm by the
covered bridge in Tremont Park and I've—I've had an accident. Uh,
there's someone hurt. Need help. Please copy!"

Holding the microphone, she looked down the
hill, trying to make him out by the side of the road, but she
couldn't see much. The swaths she had carved on the blacktop
already were whiting out. Tears scalded her frigid cheeks. It was
almost as if the man had never been there—but she knew she hadn't
imagined the solid thump of the skidding Volvo against his
body.

A voice, indistinct, squawked at her. Barry
made some frantic adjustments on the tuner, spoke again into the
microphone.

"Would you repeat that? I d-didn't—"

The voice this time was clearer, but still
faint.

''Uh, Barry Barry, this's that Tidewater
Lefty, westbound on eight-four, about three miles from that
Brewster town. Want to give me your ten-twenty and I'll notify the
state police."

Barry guessed that he had asked for her
location and repeated it.

"Uh, ten-four, Barry Barry. Just hold on and
I'll get some help there right away."

"Have them call my
father!" Barry yelled, but there was no reply. She replaced
the microphone. Her fingers were tingling inside her driving
gloves; she no longer felt as if her head might nod off her
shoulders. Adrenaline had reawakened her.

Barry snatched the old quilt from the back of
the wagon and went downhill, slipping, falling, sliding on her rump
part of the way to where the Volvo had struck the man. How could he
have been out in this weather without, apparently, having a stitch
on? Some sort of lunatic, she thought, and was alarmed. But after
being hit and nearly run over he couldn't be a danger to her.

He was a long way from the edge of the road,
the tone of his skin so chalky he nearly blended with the snow
halfway down the embankment. He was lying on his face; his tumbling
fall had been arrested by a small hawthorne tree, and one arm hung
limply in the low tangle of branches. He looked, from her vantage
point, washed up, homeless as a fish on a beach.

Barry went down backwards, dragging the
rolled-up quilt, grasping at small bushes and ledges of rock for
purchase. Just above him she slipped, and her momentum carried her
jarringly against his body. She heard a faint groan, but he didn't
move of his own volition. At least he was alive.
She looked at his partly obscured face, at the smooth,
well-muscled, youthful body, and realized with a pinch of the heart
that he was about her age.

His hair was glossy black, thick over the
ears and at the nape. He hadn't appeared to have so much hair, or
hair at all, when she'd first sighted him. There was no hair on his
forearms or legs. The soles of his feet had a faint purple blush.
He couldn't have walked far—there wasn't a trace of grime, although
the snow might have rinsed his feet. Barry saw no blood, no obvious
deformity resulting from a broken bone. She took off one glove and
felt his neck gently, then the small of his back. She was
distressed by a lack of heat, an extraordinary quality of
bloodlessness. His skin, this close, was turning blue. Barry
remembered a little first aid from her high school physical
education courses. Was he in shock or suffering from hypothermia?
The important thing was to make him warm without delay. Barry
realized it would be hopeless, even if it was safe to move him, to
try to get him to the Volvo by herself. He was about six feet tall
and weighed, judging from his solid build, at least a hundred and
seventy-five pounds.

She opened and spread the quilt beside him,
hesitated, biting her lip, then put her hands under him and rolled
him carefully, onto his back. His right hand fell from the tree.
His eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted. She took a few
moments to press her cold fingers against the carotid artery in his
neck. There was a pulse, but his face was so blank it scared her.
Barry looked him over quickly. His left thigh above the knee was
swollen, turning a mottled purple. That was where the Volvo had
struck him, fortunately knocking him aside. She pressed gently on
his rib cage and then his abdomen, wondering if something was torn
inside, leaking blood into the abdominal cavity. She remembered a
childhood friend, kicked by a cow, who had nearly died from a
ruptured spleen. But she didn't feel swelling anywhere. His
scrotum, gnarled and blue, was tight to the body. His ample penis
tapered almost to a point, like that of Michelangelo's David.

Barry straightened, unfastened the toggles of
her parka, and took it off. She was only three or four inches
shorter than he was, and she had long arms. She managed to squeeze
him into the fur-lined parka. Then she wrapped him in the quilt,
tucking it in around his feet. But even that wasn't going to be
enough. . .

"Hey! Anybody around here?"

Barry straightened, looking up toward the
road. She saw a crimson glow from the flasher atop the station
wagon. The day was darkening, and it seemed colder. She wiped
freezing snow from her lashes and shivered; she was wearing only, a
lightweight cotton sweater.

A figure partly materialized out of the storm
above her. A man with a flashlight.

"Down here!" Barry screamed. "I need
help!"

The flashlight beam, diffused, highlighted
the branches of the hawthorne tree and the young man's unconscious
face. The newcomer studied them for several seconds, then abruptly
vanished.

Barry slumped bleakly in the snow, teeth
chattering, wondering if he was just going to drive off again. But
within a minute he was back, picking his way cautiously down the
slope in his Vibram-soled boots, a coil of rope over one shoulder,
a rolled-up square of pearly plastic in the other. Barry recognized
him, jumped up, and almost lost her footing.

"Albert!"

Albert Tweedie raised his head. "Barry?" He
was a hulking young man of twenty; he had been in Barry's classes,
off and on, from the first grade, but had fallen steadily behind
her. A year ago he had dropped out of the high school to marry a
homeless girl with two small children. His family was still upset,
but Barry had heard the marriage was going pretty well; Albert was
good with the kids.

He kneeled beside the victim, then glanced at
her again; "What happened?"

"Well, I—I don't know where he came from. He was just on the road, and I—I couldn't
help it, I didn't see him in time—"

Fresh tears threatened; Barry blinked hard.
Albert studied her, taking time to think over everything she was
trying to tell him. He was excessively prognathic, with acne like
blackberry stains on his jaw. His eyes were on the small side, and
everyone thought him irredeemably stupid. Barry had decided long
ago that Albert had good sense and a willing heart—he was just a
little slow and socially inept. With Albert, as with most people,
patience and understanding paid off. "You
run over him?"

"I hit him. His leg looks b-bad above the
knee—it m-may be broken."

Albert unfolded the quilt and chewed his lip
vigorously upon discovering that the other young man was naked; but
he said nothing to Barry. After a while Albert wrapped him again
and looked back, pondering the steepness of the slope behind
him.

"Can you c-carry him?" Barry asked.

Albert shook his head. "Better not try. He's
big." He unfurled the plastic, which had metal grommets around the
edges, and began threading the Dacron rope he'd brought with him
through the grommets. Barry, rocked by shudders, guessed what
Albert was up to and looked at him admiringly.

He was aware of her distress. He paused to
take off his down-filled vest and handed it to her.

"No, n-no, I'm o-k-kay."

"Go on—cold don't bother me." He even seemed
to be perspiring lightly as he worked. Barry slipped into the old
vest, which needed cleaning.

"What'll we do?"

"This is like a hammock, see? This way we can
drag him uphill and he'll be wrapped tight, won't be moving much.
In case there's broken bones."

"I don't know what I'd've done if you hadn't
c-c-come along, Albert."

"Don't worry. You hold his head steady now,
and I'll move him."

Together they laced the young man into the
dropcloth until his arms were tight at his sides, hands overlapping
his thighs. Albert went first up the slope, moving backwards,
grunting with effort, feeling for handholds behind him. The rope
was belayed around his waist. Barry followed, trying to act as a
brake, holding the wrapped victim steady when Albert paused to be
sure of his footing.

They were near the top of the slope when they
heard a siren; a police car appeared in the tunnel of the bridge.
Albert had left his pickup truck on the other side of the road,
engine running. He hurried to flag down the cop with his
flashlight.

 



Chapter 2

The officer's name
was Mix; he was in his thirties, wore a khan's mustache, and had
popped brown eyes that gave him a look of constant asperity, as if
he found even the routine matters of life infernally perplexing. He
asked for Barry's driver's license. Then, with Albert standing
behind her, chewing his lip, Barry stammered through a brief
explanation of events.

Mix went down on one knee, pulled a pencil
flashlight from his shirt pocket, opened the victim's right eyelid,
and shone the light on the dilated pupil. It contracted, but a
little slowly. Mix unwrapped-the young man, looked him over for a
few seconds, then rose and put his hands on his hips.

"You a witness?" he asked Albert.

"He just g-got here a few minutes ago," Barry
told the cop.

"And you don't know who this is you hit?"

"I never saw him before," Barry said, and
knew that Mix didn't believe anything she'd told him.

"Okay, he's a male Doe. Probably going into
shock. Best thing now's to get him to the hospital. We ought to use
your station wagon, instead of waiting for an ambulance. You okay
to drive?"

"Uh-huh."

"Bring it on down here."

With Albert pushing from the front Barry was
able to get the Volvo back on the road. Down by the bridge Mix took
the time to look inside, using his big flashlight. He read the
registration and insurance card, then continued, maddeningly, to
poke around. He was searching for dope, or clothing, or both, Barry
decided. So he thought . . . Barry's cheeks fired up, and she began
to stammer again from the cold.

"He wasn't r-r-riding with me," she said in exasperation.

Mix didn't reply. He and Albert lifted the
injured man into the station wagon. Albert volunteered to ride
along to keep an eye on him. Barry was grateful to have his
company. She still felt shaky, but perhaps the worst was over.

Mix led the way to the Anatolia Community
Hospital, siren going, blue and red roof lights twinkling in the
deepening gloom and snowfall. Albert was crouched behind the front
seat, keeping the victim's head from rolling side to side; Mix had
stressed the importance of this, in case there was an injury to the
cervical spine. Barry had the Volvo's heater on full blast, which
intensified her headache. The ordeal had nauseated her, but she was
determined not to yield to the urge to pull over and let Albert
take the wheel.

"How is he?"

"Not so cold."

"Good."

"You know what I think?" Albert said
hesitantly. No one ever cared what he thought.

"What's that, Albert?"

"He was out there camping."

"Without any clothes on?"

"Could've gone swimming."

"'In this weather?"

"My uncle goes swimming at Coney Island every
weekend. Even in January. And he's sixty-three. It's like a club he
belongs to. He says ice water is good for his circulation. Well,
he's in pretty good shape except he's deaf in one ear."

Barry had another idea. "It could have been a
dumb initiation stunt."

"One of those college fraternities?"

"It wouldn't be the first time they've left
them in the woods around here. Maybe they didn't know it was
supposed to snow."

When they reached the hospital the victim was
still unconscious. A doctor and two nurses were waiting for him at
the emergency entrance, and they hustled him on a gurney to a
treatment room inside. Barry and Albert stood around while Mix
advised the charge nurse how to fill out her forms. There wasn't
much to tell her about the young man.

To Barry, Mix said, "There's an investigator
on his way over, like to talk to you."

"I'm not going anywhere. But I want to call
my father. And what about Albert? He left his truck at the
bridge."

"He can leave anytime."

Barry looked at Albert and shrugged
apologetically. From the treatment room she heard a nurse call out,
"Blood pressure one-ten." A heart monitor was beeping at a steady
clip. "Can you hear me?" the doctor said
loudly. "What's your name? Tell me your
name." Barry, itching with curiosity, started to drift
toward the room. The charge nurse sternly shook her head. Instead
Barry and Albert went to the hospital lobby to look for
telephones.

The housekeeper at the farm, Mrs. Aldrich,
told Barry that her father had been notified ten minutes ago by the
state police and was on his way to town. "Should I wait
supper?"

"I think so, Mrs. Aldrich. Is Dal home?"

"No, but the last I heard he still planned to
drive up from the city with his young lady. There's Ethan outside
honking for me now—if I stay any longer we'll never get up our hill
tonight. Everything's ready for the oven when you get here."

"Thanks, Mrs. Aldrich."

In the gift shop in the lobby Barry bought
presents for Albert's stepchildren: a windup bear that played
cymbals, a rag doll with floppy curls and an ear-to-ear sewn grin.
She had enough money left for a copy of Seventeen, which featured
on the cover a model friend of her brother's, and a Snickers bar, a
lifelong addiction. Barry wolfed the candy, but her stomach
complained. She wrapped the other half and put it in her purse.

"Jessie's coming for me," Albert said when
she caught up to him in the lobby.

"Good. My dad's on the way too. Albert, you
probably saved that guy's life. I couldn't have done anything by
myself. This is just something for the kids, okay?"

Barry went back to Emergency. The patient was
still in the treatment room. Barry had a quick look at him, lying
there, unresponsive. The shadows of a doctor, a nurse, and a man in
a topcoat were on the curtain that was partially pulled around the
table. There was something else—a bundle of rags or cloth on the
floor, black and orange and bloody. Unexpected. Too vivid. Barry
felt a touch of darkness, a passing fever. She backed away and gave
herself a pinch to partially restore equilibrium. She cornered the
charge nurse, who smiled distantly at her questions.

"How bad is he hurt?"

"That's hard to say."

"Why is he still unconscious?"

"I don't think you should worry."

"What do you mean I
shouldn't worry? I'm the one who. . ."

The man in the khaki topcoat came out of the
treatment room and smiled at her. He wore big round fishbowl
eyeglasses. He had the general contours, the pussyfoot amble, and
slightly manic air of Garfield the cat.

"Are you Barry? I'm Stewart Ivorson. You used
to take piano lessons from my mom."

"Oh, sure. How is she?"

He wiggled the fingers of one hand.
"Arthritis. Cuts down on her teaching. Why don't we sit over there,
I need to ask you a few questions about the accident."

They walked toward a row of blue and orange
molded plastic chairs that reminded Barry of nursery school.
Ivorson flipped through the pages of a pocket spiral notebook,
musing.

"Do you know who he is?" Barry asked.

"Not yet. Couple of men over at the park
trying to find out where he was camping, if he was."

"What does the doctor say?"'

"He's cautiously optimistic. Let's see, we've
got a male Doe approximately twenty years of age, in good physical
condition. Body temperature when he was brought in was 94.2
degrees. No signs of frostbite or prolonged exposure to the
elements. The patient's pupils were reactive, all other
neurological signs were normal. There's no trauma on the outside of
the skull. Pretty good contusion on the left thigh between the hip
and the knee, possible fracture of the femur, patient's going to X
ray in a couple of minutes. His respiration' was shallow, now it's
near normal. Blood pressure is on the low side, but not dropping.
That means there's probably no serious bleeding anywhere. But he's
out cold, hasn't responded to verbal or physical stimuli. Do you
know what time the accident happened?"

Barry told him approximately when she had
left Anatolia.

"Given the driving conditions, we can say
that the accident occurred about ten minutes after four. Posted
speed limit on the bridge is twenty-five miles an hour. Think you
might have been going faster?"

"A little," Barry admitted.

"Let's say thirty miles an hour. I don't
suppose you thought to notify your insurance company?"

"God, I forgot! Maybe Dad—"

"One of you take care of that as soon as
possible. Okay, Barry, want to go through it again for me?"

Barry closed her eyes for a few moments,
anxious again, trying to get rid of the fog in her mind, to clearly
relive the accident. She needed to go to the bathroom, but she
wanted to have the investigation over with.

She concentrated and saw it all again: the
dark shaft of the covered bridge, the hard gusts of snow at the
other end, then the figure immediately in front of her on the
narrow road, suddenly big as life and too close, head turning,
hands raised . . . But this time she saw him a little
differently—something about the victim was reminiscent of Ned
Kramer.

Barry stiffened, stopped talking, stared
openmouthed at the opposite wall with an expression of anguish.
"He's going to live. He has to."

"Take it easy, Barry," Ivorson said,
misinterpreting the look on her face. "Visibility was poor, and you
had almost no time to react. I'd say you did a good job of saving
his life."

She turned wearily to him.

"I'm not in trouble, am I?"

"Doesn't look that way to me. I've got
everything I need for now. Why don't you go home and get some
rest?"

"I better wait for Dad. I don't think I could
drive right now."

The charge nurse brought her parka to her
from the treatment room. Barry took it eagerly, feeling cold from
shock. But, although the young man had worn it for the better part
of an hour, he'd left no clues to himself. Putting on the parka was
worse than going blind; it was like stepping into the featureless
eternity of a grave. Barry reacted violently, shucking the parka
and dropping it on a chair.

Two hospital attendants wheeled the young man
out of the treatment room on the other side of the nurses' station.
A sheet covered him now, from his ankles to his chin. His eyes were
closed. His hands were folded on
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