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The bus did to an uneasy stop, two hourslate. Snow was eight inches deep, and the white sky met
the white ground in astrange world where the grubby black bus station floated free. It wasaworld
where up and down had become meaningless, where the snow fdl horizontally. Crane, supported by the
wind and the snow, could have entered the station by walking up thewall, or acrossthe celling. Hismind
seemed adrift, out of touch with the redlity of hisbody. He stamped, scattering snow, bringing some
feding back to hislegs, making himsdlf fed the floor beneath hisfeet. Hetried to fed hischeek, to seeif
he was feverish, but his hands were too numb, his cheek too numb. The heating system of the bus had
failed over an hour ago.

The trouble was that he had not dressed for such weather. An overcoat, but no boots, no fur-lined
gloves, no woolen scarf to wind and wind about histhroat. He stamped and clapped his hands. Others
were doing the same.

There had been only nine or ten people on the bus, and some of them were beinggreeted by others or
were dipping out into the ssorm, home finally or near enough now. The bus driver wastaking to an old
man who had been in the station when they arrived, the ticket agent, probably. He was wearing two
swesaters, one aheavy, hip-length green that looked home-knit; under it, aturtleneck gray wool with
too-long deevesthat hung from benesth the green deeves. He had on furry boots that came to his knees,
with his sagging pants tucked tightly into them. Beyond him, tossed over one of the wooden benches,
was a greatcod, fleece- lined, long enough to hang to his boot tops. Fleecy gloves bulged from one of
the pockets.

"Folks" he said, turning away from the bus driver, "there won't be another bus until sometimein the



morning, when they get the roads plowed out some. There's an al-night diner down the road, three, four
blocks. Not much esein town's open thistime of night.”

"Isthereahotd?' A woman, fur coat, shiny patent boots, kid gloves. She had got on at the same
dation that Crane had; he remembered the whiff of expensive perfume as she had passed him.

"There'sthe Laughton Inn, maam, but it's two miles outside town and there's no way to get there.”
"Oh, for God's sake! Y ou mean this crummy burg doesn't even have ahotd of itsown?"

"Four of them, in fact, but they're closed, open again in April. Don't get many people to stay overnight
inthewinter times."

"Okay, okay. Which way'sthe diner?' She swept a disapproving glance over the bleak station and
went to the door,, carrying an overnight bag with her.

"Come on, honey, I'm going there, too," the driver said. He pulled on gloves and turned up his collar.
Hetook her arm firmly, transferred the bag to his other hand, then turned to look at the other three or
four peoplein the sation. "Anyone 27"

Diner. Glaring lights, jukebox noise without end, the smell of hamburgers and onions, rank coffee and
doughnuts saturated with grease. Everyone smoking. Someone would have cards probably, someone a
bottle. The woman would sing or cry, or get afight going. She was anasty one, he could tell. She'd be
bored within an hour. Sheld have the guys groping her under the table, in the end booth. The man half
turned, his back shielding her from view, his hand dipping between her buttons, under the blouse, under
the dip, the dippery smooth nylon, thetightness of the bra, unfas- tening it with his other hand. Her low
laugh, busy hands. The hard nipple between his fingers now, his own responsive hardness. She had
turned to look at the stranded passengers when the driver spoke, and she caught Crane's glance.

"It'salong wait for a Scranton bus, honey," she said.

"I'd just get soaked going to the diner,” Crane said, and turned his back on her. His hand hurt, and he
opened his clenched fingers and rubbed his hands together hard.

"l sure as hell don't want to wait dl night inthisrat hole," someone ese said. "Do you have lockers? |
cant carry dl thisgear.”

"Lock them up inthe office for you," the ticket agent said. He pulled out a bunch of keys and opened
adoor at the end of theroom. A heavy-set man followed him, carrying three suit- cases. They returned;
the door squeaked. The agent locked it again.

"Now, you boyswill hold me up, won't you? | don't want to fal downin al that snow."
"Doall, if youfdl onyour pretty little ass, I'll dry you off person- dly," the driver said.
"Oh, you will, will you?'

Cranetightened hisjaw, trying not to hear them. The outside door opened and ablast of frigid air
shook the room. A curtain of snow swept across the floor before the door banged again, and the
laughing voiceswere gone.

"Y ou sure you want to wait here?" the ticket agent asked. "Not very warm in here. And I'm going
homein aminute, you know."



"I'm not dressed to walk across the street in this weather, much less four blocks," Crane said.

The agent till hesitated, one hand on his coat. Helooked around, asif checking on loose vauables.
There was awoman on one of the benches. She was sitting with her head lowered, handsin her lap, legs
crossed at the ankles. She wore adark cloth coat, and her shoes were skimpier than Crane's, three
crossing strips of leather attached to paper-thin soles. Black cloth gloves hid her hands. She didn't look
up, in the sllence that followed, while the two men scrutinized her. It wasimpossible to guess her agein
that pose, with only the dark clothesto go by.

"Mdam, areyou dl right?' the agent asked finally.
"Yes, of course. Like the gentleman, | didn't care to wade through the snow. | can wait here."

She raised her head and with atouch of disappointment Crane saw that she was as nondescript as her
clothing. When he stopped looking at her, he couldn't remember what she looked like. A woman. Thirty.
Thirty-five. Forty. He didn't know. And yet. There was something vaguedly familiar about her, asif he
should remember her, asif he might have seen her or met her at onetime or another. He had avery good
memory for faces and names, an invaluable assat for a sdlesman, and he searched his memory for. this
woman and came up with nothing.

"Don't you have nothing with you that you could change into?"' the agent asked peevishly. "You'd be
more comfortable down at the diner.”

"I don't have anything but some work with me," she said. Her voice was very patient. "1 thought I'd be
in the city before the storm came. Late bus, early storm. I'll befine here.”

Again hiseyes swept through the dingy room, searching for something to say, not finding anything. He
began to pull on his coat, and he seemed to gain forty pounds. "Telephone under the counter, back
there," he said findly. "Pay phone's outside under adrift, | reckon.”

"Thank you," she said.

The agent continued to dawdle. He pulled on his gloves, checked the rest rooms to make sure the
doorswere not locked, that the lights worked. He peered at a thermostat, muttering that you couldn't
believe what it said anyways. At the door he stopped once more. He looked like awalking heap of
outdoor garments, aclothes pile that had swallowed aman. "Mr.-uh-"

"Crane. Randolph Crane. Manhattan.”

"Uh, yes. Mr. Crang, I'll tell the troopersthat you two are up here. And the road boys. Plow"|l be out
soon'sit lets up some.

They'll keep an eye open for you, if you need anything. Maybe drop in with some coffee later on.”
"Great," Crane said. "That'd be great.”
"Okay, then. | wouldn't wander out if | was you. See you in the morning, then. Night."

Theicy blast and the inrushing snow made Crane start to shake again. He looked over at the woman,
who was huddling down, trying to wrap hersaf up in the skimpy coat.

His shivering eased and he sat down and opened his briefcase and pulled out one of the policieshe
had taken along to study. Thiswasthefirst time he had touched it. He hoped the woman would fall
adeep and stay adeep until the bus came in the morning. He knew that he wouldn't be able to stretch out



on the short benches, not that it would matter anyway. He wasn't the type to relax enough to fall adeep
anywhere but in bed.

He gtared at the palicy, atwenty-year endowment, two yearsto go to maturity, on the life of William
Sanders, age twenty-two. He held it higher, trying to catch the light, but the print was ablur; al he could
make out were the headings of the clauses, and these he aready knew by heart. He turned the policy
over; it was the same on the back, the old familiar print, and the rest ablur. He started to refold the
paper to return it to the briefcase. She would think he was crazy, taking it out, looking at it amoment,
turning it thisway and that, and then putting it back. He pursed hislips and pretended to read.

Sanders, Sanders. What did he want? Four policies, the endowment, a health and accident, astraight
life, and mortgage policy. Covered, protected. Insurance-poor, Sanders had said, throwing the bulky
envel ope onto Crane's desk. " Consolidate these things somehow. | want cash if | can get it, and out from
under therest.”

"'But what about your wife, the kids?'
"Ex-wife. If | go, shell manage. Let her carry insurance on me.”

Crane had been as persuasive as he knew how to be, and in the end he had had to promise to assess
the palicies, to have figures to show cash values, and so on. Disgpprovingly, of course.

"Y ou know, dear, you redly are getting more stuffy every day," Mary Louise sad.

"And if he dies, and his children are left destitute, then will | be so suffy?”

"I'd rather have the seven hundred dollars mysdlf than seeit go to your company year after year."
"That's pretty shortsighted.”

"Areyou redly going to wear that suit to Maggie's party?'

"Changing the subject?’

"Why not?'Y ou know what you think, and | know what | think, and they aren't even within hailing
distance of each other."

Mary Louise wore ared velvet gown that was dit to her navel, molded just beneath her breastsby a
slver chain, and amost completely barein the back, clown to the curve of her buttocks. The silver chain
cut into her tanned back, dightly. Crane stared at it.

"New?"'
"Yes. | picked it up last week. Pretty?’
"Indecent. | didn't know it was aformal thing tonight."

"Not redlly. Optiona anyway. Some of us decided to dress, that'sall.” She looked at him in the mirror
and said, | redly don't careif you want to wear that suit.”

Wordlessy he turned and went back to the closet to find his dinner jacket and black trousers. How
easy it would be, aflick of achain latch, and she'd be stripped to her hips. Was she counting on
someone's noticing that? Evers maybe? Or Olivetti! Olivetti? What had he said? Something about women
who worered in public. Like passing out adance card and pencil, the promise implicit in the gesture?



"Sut!" he said, through teeth so tightly pressed together that his jaws ached.
"What? I'm sorry.”

Helooked up. The woman in the bus station was watching him acrossthe aide. She still looked quite
cold.

"l am sorry," she said softly. "1 thought you spoke.”

"No." He stuffed the policy back in his case and fastened it. "Are you warm enough?’

"Not realy. Theticket agent wasn't kidding when he said the thermodtat lies. According to it, it's
seventy-four in here.”

Crane got up and looked at the thermostat. The adjustment control was gone. The station was
abysmally cold. He walked back and forth for afew moments, then paused at the window. The white
world, ebbing and growing, changing, changeless. "If | had a cup or something, | could bring in some
snow and chill the thermostat. That might make the heat kick on.”

"Maybeintherestroom. . ." 13eheard her move across the floor, but he didn't turn to look. There
was apink glow now in the whiteness, like afirein the distance, al but obscured by the inter- vening
clouds of snow. He watched asit grew brighter, darker, dmost red; then it went out. The woman
returned and stood at hisside.

"No cups, but | folded paper towelsto make afunnd thing. Will it do?"

Hetook the funnel. It was sturdy enough, three thicknesses of brown, unabsorbent toweling.
"Probably better than acup,” he said. "Best stand behind the door. Every time it opens, that bliz- zard
comesrightonin.”

She nodded and moved away. When he opened the door the wind hit him hard, amost knocking him
back into the room, wrenching the door from his hand. It swung wide open and hit the woman. Digtantly
he heard her gasp of surprise and pain. He reached out and scooped up afunne full of snow and then
pushed the door closed again. He was covered with snow. Breathless, he leaned against thewall. "Are
you al right?' he asked after afew moments.

She was holding her |eft shoulder. "Y es. It caught me by sur- prise. No harm done. Did you get
enough snow?"'

He held up the funnd for her to see and then pushed himsdf away from the wal. Again he had the
impression that there was no right side up in the small station. He held the back of one of the benchesand
moved aong it. "The wind took my bresth away," he said.

"Or theintense cold. | think | read that breathing in the cold causes as many heart attacks as
overexertion.”

"Wéll, it's cold enough out there. About zero by now, | guess." He scooped out some of the snow
and held it againgt the thermodtat. " The furnace must be behind thiswall, or under thisarea. Fed how
wamitis"



She put her hand on the wall and nodded. "M aybe we can fasten the cup of snow up next to the
termostat.” Shelooked around and then went to the bulletin board. She removed severa of the notices
and schedules there and brought him the thumbtacks. Crane spilled alittle snow getting the tacksinto the
paper towed and then into the wall. In afew minutes there was arumble as the furnace came on and
amost immediately the station began to fed dightly warmer. Presently the woman took off her coat.

"Success," shesaid, smiling.
"1 was beginning to think it had been amistake after al, not going to the diner.” .
~.Sowasl."

"] think they aretrying to get the snowplows going. | saw ared light a couple of minutes ago. It went
out again, but at least someone'strying.”

Shedidn't reply, and after amoment he said, "'I'm glad you don't smoke. | gaveit up afew months
ago, and it would drive me mad to have to smdll it through anight like this. Probably 1'd go back to
them.”

"l have some," she said. "I even smoke once in awhile. If you decide that you do want them .. . "
"No. No. | wasn't hinting."

"l just wish the lights were better in here. | could get in awhole night'swork. | often work at night.”
"Sodol, but you'd put your eyes out. What-

"That'sall right. What kind of work do | do? Anillustrator for Slocum House Catal ogue Company.
Not very exciting, I'm afraid.”

"Oh, yourean artigt.”
"No. llustrator. | wanted to become an artist, but . . . things didn't work out that way."

"I'd call you an artist. Maybe because I'm in awe of anyone who can draw, or paint, or do thingslike
that. Youreadl artiststo me."

She shrugged. "And you're an insurance salesman.” lie stiffened and she got up, saying, "1 saw the
policy you were looking over, and the briefcase suffed full of policies and company pamphlets and such.
| knew an insurance salesman once."

Herealized that he had been about to ask where she was going, and he clamped hisjaw again and
turned so that he wouldn't watch her go into the ladies room.

He went to the window. Thewind was till at gale force, but so silent. With the door closed, the
gation seemed far removed from the storm, and looking at it was like watching something wholly unred,
manufactured to amuse him perhaps. There were scorm windows, and the building was very sturdy and
probably very well insulated. Now, with the furnace working, it was snug and secure. He cupped his
hands about his eyes, trying to see past the reflections in the window, but there was nothing. Snow, adrift
up to the sill now, and the wind-driven snow that was like a sheer curtain being waved from above,
touching the windows, fluttering back, touching again, hiding everything behind it.

Shewastaking along time. He should have gone when she left Now he had the awkward moment to
face, of excusng himsdf or not, of timing it so that she wouldn't think he was leaving deliberately in order



to dodge something that one or the other said or hinted. She had doneit so easily and naturdly.-He
envied peoplelike her. Always so sure of themselves.

"Which face are you wearing tonight, Randy?' Mary Louise reached across the table and touched his
cheek, then shook her head. "I can't dwaystell. When you're the successful salesman, you are so
assured, S0 poised, charming, voluble even.”

" And the other times? What am | those times?"
"Afraid."

Drawing back from her hand, tight and salf-contained again, watchful, he said, "Isn't it lucky that | can
keep the two separated, then? How successful asalesman would | beif | put on the wrong face when |
went to work?'

"l wonder if mixing it up alittle might not be good for you. So you wouldn't sall amillion dollars worth
of insurance ayear, but you'd be alittle happier when you're not working

"Likeyou?"

"Not like me, God forbid. But at least | haven't given up looking for something. And you have."
"Yeah. You'relooking. In abottle. In someone el se's bed. In buying sprees.”

"C'est lavie. You can aways buzz off, you know."

"And add adimony to my other headaches? No, thanks."

Smiling a him, spping an Old Fashioned, infinitdly wise and infinitely evil. Were wise women dways
evil?"My poor Randy. My poor, darling. Y ou thought | was everything you were not, and instead you
find that | am stamped from the same mold. Number XLM 119543872- afraid of life, only not quite
afraid of death. Someone et up on the pressure there. Hardly an indentation even. So | can lose mysdlf
and you can't. A pity, my darling Randy. If we could lose oursalves together, what might we be ableto
find? We are so good together, you know. Sex with you is still the best of dl. | try harder and harder to
make you let go al theway. | read manuas and take persondized lessons, dl for your sake, darling. All
for you. And it doesno good. Y ou are my only challenge, you see.”

"Stopit! Areyou crazy?"'

"Ah. Now | know who you are tonight. There you are. Tight mouth, frowning forehead full of lines,
narrowed eyes. Y ou are not so handsome with thisface on, you know. Why don't you look a me,
Randy?' Her hands across the table again, touching his cheeks, afinger trailing across hislips, acaressor
mockery. "Y ou never look a me, you know. Y ou never look &t meat dl."

He leaned hisforehead againgt the window, and the chill roused him. Where was the woman? He
looked at hiswatch and realized that she had been gone only afew minutes, not the half hour or longer
that he had thought. Was the whole night going to be like that? Minutes dragging by like hours? Time
distorted until alifetime could be spent in waiting for one dawn?

He went to the men's room. When he returned, she was sitting in her own place once more, her coat
thrown over her shoulders, a sketch pad in her lap.

"Areyou cold again?' He felt dmost frozen. There was no hesat in the men's room.



"Not redlly. Moving about chilled me. Theré's apuddle under the funndl, and the snow is gone, but
heat is gtill coming from the radiator.”

"I'll haveto refill it every hdf hour or so, | guess.”
"Thedriver said it's supposed to go to ten or fifteen below tonight.”

Crane shrugged. "After it getsthislow, | don't care how much farther it drops. Aslong as| don't have
tobeoutinit."

She turned her attention to her pad and began to make strong lines. He couldn't tell what she was
drawing, only that she didn't hesitate, but drew surely, confidently. He opened his briefcase and got out
his schedule book. It was no use, he couldn't read the small print in the poor lighting of the Sation. He
rummaged for something that he would be able to concentrate on. He was grateful when she spoke

again.

"It was s0 stupid to start out tonight. | could have waited until tomorrow. I'm not bound by atime
clock or anything."

"That'sjust what | wasthinking. | was afraid of being snowed in for severd days. We were at Sky
Mount Ski Lodge, and everyone el se was cheering the storm's approach. Do you ki ?"

"Some, not very well. The cold takes my breath away, hitting mein the face like that."

He stared at her for amoment, opened his mouth to agree, then closed it again. It was asif shewas
anticipating what he was going to say. "Don't be so silly, Randy. All you have to do iswear the muter
around your mouth and nose. And the goggles on your eyes. Nothing is exposed then. You'rejust too
lazy to ki."

"Okay, lazy. | know this-I'm bored to death here. | haven't been warm since we | ft the apartment,
and my legsache. That wasanasty fdl | had thismorning. I'm sore. | have aheadache from the glare of
the snow, and | think it's asnine to freeze for two hoursin order to dide down amountain a couple of
times. I'm going back to the city."

"But our reservation isthrough Saturday night. Paid in advance.”

"Stay. Be my guest. Have yourself abal. Y ou and McCone make agood pair, and hiswife seems
content to Sit on the Sdelines and watch you. Did you redly think that anemic blonde would apped to
me? Did you think we'd be too busy together to notice what you were up to?!

"Tracy? Totdl thetruth | hadn't given her athought. | didn't know she didn't ski until this afternoon. |
don't know why Mac brought her here. Any more than | know why you came dong.”

"Come on home with me. Let's pack up and |leave before the storm begins. We can stop at that nice
old antique inn on the way home, where they dways have pheasant pie. Remember?"

"Darling, | cameto ski. You will leave the car here, won't you? I'll need it to get the skis back home,
and our gear. Isn't there abus or something?'

"Mary Louise, thismorning on the dope, didn't you realy see me?'Y ou know, when your ski pole got
away fromyou."

"What in the world are you talking about? Y ou were behind me. How could | have seen you? | didn't
even know you had started down.”



"Okay. Forget it. I'll giveyou acal when | get to the gpartment.”
"Yes, do. You can leave amessage at the desk if | don't answer."

The woman held up her sketch and narrowed her eyes. She ripped out the page and crumpled it,
tossed it into the waste can.

"I think I'm too tired after all."

"It's getting cold in here again. Y our hands are probably too cold.” He got up and took the funnel
fromthewall. "I'll get more snow and seeif we can't get the furnace going again.”

"Y ou should put something over your face, so the cold air won't be such a shock. Don't you have a
muffler?'

He stopped- He had crushed the funnel, he realized, and he tried to smooth it again without |etting her
see what he had done. He decided that it would do, and opened the door. A drift had formed, and afoot
of snow fdl into the gation. The wind was colder, sharper, dmost ddiberately cutting. He was blinded by
the wind and the snow that was driven into hisface. Hefilled the funndl and tried to close the door again,
but the drift wasin the way. He pushed, trying to use the door as a snowplow. More snow was being
blown in, and findly he had to use his hands, push the snow out of the way, not outside, but to one side
of thedoor. At last he had it clear enough and he dammed the door, more winded this time than before.
Histhroat felt raw, and he felt acongtriction about his chest.

"It's getting worse dl thetime. | couldn't even see the bus, nothing but amountain of snow."

"Ground blizzard, | suspect. When it blows like thisyou can't tell how much of it is new snow and
how muchisjust falen snow being blown about. The driftswill be tremendous tomorrow.” She smiled. "l
remember how we loved it when this happened when we were kids. The drifts are exciting, so pure, so
high. Sometimes they glaze over and you can play Glass Mountain. | used to be the princess.” '

Crane was shivering again. He forced his hands to be steady as he pushed the thumbtacks into the
funne to hold it in place next to the thermostat. He had to clear histhroat before he could speak. "Did the
prince ever reach you?'

"No. Eventudly | just did back down and went home."
"Where? Where did you live?'
"Qutside Chicago, near thelake."

He spun around. "Who are you?' He grabbed the back of abench and clutched it hard. She stared at
him. He had screamed at her, and he didn't know why. "I'm sorry," he said. ™Y ou keep saying things that
I'm thinking. | wasthinking of that game, of how | never could makeit to the top.”

"Near Lake Michigan?'
"On the shores amost.”
She nodded.

"l guessdl kids play gameslikethat in the snow," he said. " Strange that we should have come from
the same general area. Did your milk freeze on the back steps, stick up out of the bottle, with the cap at
anangle?'



"Y es. And those awful cloakrooms at school, where you bad to strip off snowsuits and boots, and
sep inicy water before you could get your indoors shoes on.”

"And doshing through the thaws, wet every damn day. | was wet more than | was dry al through
grade school "

"Wedl were" shesad, smiling faintly, looking past him.

He amost laughed in hisrelief. He went to the radiator and put his hands out over it, hisback to her.
Similar backgrounds, that's dl, he said to himsdlf, framing the words carefully. Nothing strange. Nothing
eerie. Shewasjust a plain woman who came from the same state, probably the same county that he
came from. They might have gone to the same schools, and he would not have noticed her. She wastoo
common, too nondescript to have noticed at the time. And he had been a quiet boy, not particularly note-
worthy himsalf. No sports besides the required ones. No clubs. A few friends, but even there, below
average, because they had lived in an areatoo far removed from most of the kids who went to his
schoal.

"It'sonly two. Seemslikeit ought to be morning aready, doesn't it?" She was moving about and he
turned to see what she was doing. She had gone behind the counter, where the ticket agent had said
there was atelephone. "A foam cushion,” she said, hold- ing it up. "'l fed like one of the Swiss Family
Robinson, salvaging what might be useful.”

"Too bad there isn't some coffee under there."

"Wish youwerein thediner?'

"No. That bitch probably hasthem all at each other's throats by now, asitis;"
"That girl? The one who was so afraid?

Helaughed harshly and sat down. "Girl!"

"No more than twenty, if that much.”

He laughed again and shook his head.

"Describe her to me,” the woman said. She left the counter and sat down on the bench opposite him,
gtill carrying the foam cush- ion. It had ablack plastic cover; gray foam bulged from a crack. It was

disgusting.
Cranesaid, "The broad wasin her late twenties, or possibly thirties-"
"Eighteen to twenty.”
" She had a pound of makeup on, nailslikeacat.”
"Fake nails, chapped hands, calluses. Ten-cent-store makeup."”
" She had expensive perfume, and a beaver coat. | think beaver.”

Shelaughed gently. "Drugstore spray cologne. Macy's Base- ment fake fur, about fifty-nine to
axty-fivedollars, unlessshe hitasae.”

"And thekid gloves, and the high patent leather boots?"



"Vinyl, both of them." Shelooked-at him for an uncomfortable minute, then examined the pillow she
had found. "On second thought, I'm not sure that | would want to rest my head on this. It's alittle bit
diggudting, it it?"

"Why did you want me to describe that woman? 'Y ou have your opinion of what sheis; | have mine,
Theresno way to prove either of our cases without having her before us.”

"I don't need to prove anything. | don't careif you think you'reright and I'm wrong. | felt very sorry
for thegirl. | noticed her."

"I noticed her, too."

"What color was her hair, her eyes? How about her mouth-big, smdl, full? And her nose? Straight,
snub, broad?!

Heregarded her bitterly for amoment, then shrugged and turned toward the window. He didn't
speak.

"Y ou can't describe what she really was like because you didn't see her. Y ou saw the package and
made up your mind about the contents. Believe me, she was terrified of the storm, of those men,
everything. She needed the security of the driver and people. What about me? Can you describe me?”

He looked, but she was holding the pillow between them and he could see only her hands, long, pale,
dender fingers, no rings.

"Thisisridiculous," he said after asecond. "I have one of those reputations for names and faces. Y ou
know, never forget aname, dways know the names of the kids, the wife, occupation and so on."

"Not thisside of you. Thissderefusesto see anyoneat all. | wonder why." '

"What face are you wearing tonight, Randy?' Mary Louise touching him. "Do you see me? Why don't
you look a me?"

Wind whistling past his ears, not redly cold yet, not when he was standing still anyway, with the sun
warm on him. But racing down' the dope, treesto hisright, the precipiceto hisleft, thewind wasicy.
Mary Louise ared streak ahead of him, and somewhere behind him the navy and white blur that was
McCone. Holding his,. own between them. The curve of thetrail aheed, the thrill of the downward
plummet, and suddenly the open-mouthed face of hiswife, Silent scream, add in the same ingtant, the ski
pole againg hislegs, tripping him up, the more exciting plunge downward, face in the snow, blinded, over
and over, skis gone now, trying to grasp the snow, trying to stop the tumbling, over and over inthe
SOW.

Had hiswifetried to kill him?
"Areyou dl right, Mr. Crane?"

"Yes, of course. Let me describe the last man | sold insurance to, aweek ago. Twenty-four, Six feet
oneinch, atiny, dmost invisible scar over hisright eyebrow, crinkle lines about his eyes, because he'san
outdoor type, very tanned and muscular. He's aprofessional baseball player, incidentdly. Hisleft hand
has larger knucklesthantheright . . . ."

The woman was not listening. She had crossed the station and was standing at the window, trying to
see out. "Computer talk,” ,. she said. "A meaningless rundown of facts. So he bought a policy for one
hundred thousand dollars, sraight life, and from now on you won't have to dea with him, be concerned



withhima al."
"Why did you say one hundred thousand dollars?!
"No reason. | don't know, obvioudy."
He chewed hislip and watched her. "Any change out there?!

"Worsg, if anything. | don't think you'll be able to use thisdoor at al now. Y ou'd never get it closed.
Itshalf covered with adrift.”

"There must be awindow or another door that isn't drifted over."

" Storm windows. Maybe there's aback door; but | bet it opensto the office, and the ticket agent
locked that."

Crane looked at the windows and found that she was right. The storm windows couldn't be opened
from inside. And there wasn't . another outside door. The men'sroom was like afreezer now. Hetried to
run the water, thinking that possibly cold water would work on the thermostat as well as snow, but
nothing came out. The. pipes must have frozen- As he started to close the door, he saw a3 small
block-printed sign: "Don't close door dl the way, no heet in here, water will freeze up.” Thetoweing
wouldn't hold water anyway. He left the door open a crack and rgjoined the woman near the window.
"It'sgot to bethisdoor,” hesaid. "I guess| could open it an inch or two, let that much of the drift fall
inddeand useit."

"Maybe. But you'll haveto be careful "

"Right out of Jack London," he said. "It's seventy-two on the thermometer. How do you fed?"
"Coolish, not bad."

"Okay, well wait awhile. Maybe thewind will let up.”

He stared at the puddle under the thermostat, and at the other alarger one across the room near the
door, where the snowdrift had entered the room the last time. The drift had been only afoot high then,
and now it wasthree or four feet. Could he move that much snow without anything to work with, if it
cameinsde? He shouldn't have started back to town. She had goaded himinto it, of course. Had she
suspected that he would get stranded somewhere, maybe freeze to death?

"Why don't you come right out and say what you're thinking?' Red pants, red ski jacket, cheeks
amost asred.

"I'm not thinking anything. It was an accident.”

"Yourealiar, Randy! You think | guessed you werethere, that | let go hoping to make you fall. 1sn't
that what you think? Isn't it?"

He shook his head hard. She hadn't said any of that. He hadn't thought of it then. Only now, here,
stranded with this haf-mad woman. Half- mad? He looked a her and quickly averted his gaze. Why had
that thought come to him? She was odd, certainly, probably very londly, shy. But haf-mad?

Why did she watch him s0? Asif aware of histhoughts, she turned her back and walked to the ladies
room. He had to go too, but he remembered the frozen pipes in the men'sroom. Maybe she'd fal adeep
eventually and hed be ableto dip into her rest room. If not, then held wait until morning. Maybe this night



had come about in order to give him time to think about him and Mary Louise, to redly think it through al
theway and cometo adecision.

He had met her when he was stationed in Washington, after the Korean War. He had been a captain,
assigned to Army Intelligence. She had worked as a private secretary to Senator Robertson of New
Y ork. So he had done dl right without her up to then. She had introduced him to the president of the
company that he worked for now. Knowing that he wanted to become awriter, she had dmost forced
him into insurance. Fine. It wasthe right choice. He had told her so athousand times. But how he had
succeeded was il apuzzle to him. He never had tested well on salesmanship on aptitude tests. Too
introverted and shy.

"Y ou make other peoplefed stupid, frankly," she had said once. "Y ou are so tight and so sure of
yourself that you don't allow anyone elseto have an opinion at all. It's not empathy, like it iswith so many
good salesmen. It'sakind of sadistic force that you apply.”

"Oh, gop it. You'retalking nonsense.”

"Y ou treat each client like an extension of the policy that you intend to sdll to him. Not like a person,
but the human counterpart of the dick paper with the clauses and small print. Y ou show the same respect
and liking for, them asfor the policies. They go together. Y ou bdieve it and make them believeit.
Numbers, that's what they are to you. Policy numbers.”

"Why do you hang around if you find me so cold and caculating?'

"Oh, itsagamethat | play. | know there's aroom somewhere where you've locked up part of
yoursdlf, and | keep searching for it. Someday I'll find it and openit just acrack, and then I'll run
Becauseif it ever opens, even alittle, everything will come tumbling out and you won't be able to stop
any of it. How you'll bleed then, bleed and bleed, and cry and moan. | couldn't stand that. And | can't
stand for it not to be s0."

Crane put his head down in his hands and rubbed his eyes hard. Without affect: that was the term that
she used. Modern man without affect. Schizoid persondity.. But he a'so had anearly split persondity.
The doctor had told him so. In the Six sessons that he had gone to he had learned much of the jargon,
and then he had broken it off. Split persondlity. Schizoid tendencies. Without affect. All to keep himself
safe. It seemed to him to be real madnessto take away any of the safeties he had painstakingly built, and
he had quit the sessions.

And now this strange woman that he was locked up with was warning him not to open the door a
crack. He rubbed his eyes harder until there was solid pain there. He had to touch her. Theticket agent
had seen her, too, though. He had been concerned about leaving her alone with a strange man dl night.
So transparently worried about her, worried about Crane. Fishing for his name. He could have told the
fool anything. He couldn't remember hisface at dl, only hisclothes.

All right, thewoman wasred, but strange. She had an uncanny way of anticipating what he was
thinking, what he was going to say, what he feared. Maybe these were her fearstoo.

She cane back into the waiting room. She was wearing her black coat buttoned to her neck, her
hands in the pockets. She didn't mention the cold.

Soon hewould have to get more snow, trick the fool thermostat into turning on the furnace. Soon. A
maniac must have put it on that wall, the only warm wall in the building. A penny-pinching maniec.

"If you decideto try to get more snow, maybe | should hold the door while you scoop it up,” she said,



after along silence. The cold had made her face look pinched, and Crane was shivering under his
overcoat.

"Canyou hold it?" he asked. "Theresalot of pressure behind that door."
She nodded.

"Okay. I'll take the waste can and get as much as| can. It'll keep in the men's room. There's no hest
inthere

She held the doorknob until he was ready, and when he nodded, she turned it and, bracing the door
with her shoulder, let it open severd inches. The wind pushed, and the snow spilled through. It was over
their heads now, and it came in the entire height of the door. She gave ground and the door was open
five or sx inches. Crane pulled the snow inside, using both hands, clawing &t it. The Augean stable, he
thought bitterly, and then joined her behind the door, trying to push it closed again. At least no blast of air
had come insde thistime. The door was packing the snow, and the inner surface of it wasthawing
dightly, only to refreeze under the pressure and the cold from the other sde. Push, Crane thought at her.
Push, you devil. Y ou witch. '

Sowly it began to move, scrunching snow. They weren't going to get it closed dl theway. They
stopped pushing to rest. He was panting hard, and she put her head againgt the door. After amoment he
sad, "Do you .think you could move one of the benches over here?'

She nodded. He braced himself against the door and was sur- prised at the increase in the pressure
when sheleft. He heard her wrestling with the bench, but he couldn't turn to see. The snow was gaining
again. Hisfeet were dipping on the floor, wet now where some of the snow had melted and was running
across the room. He saw the bench from the corner of his eye, and he turned to watch her progress with
it. She was pushing it toward him, the back to the wall; the back wastoo high. It would have to betilted
to go under the doorknab. It was a heavy oak bench. If they could maneuver it in place, it would hold.

For fifteen minutes they worked, grunting, saying nothing, try- ing to hold the door closed and get the
bench under the knob without losing any more ground. Findly it was done. The door was open Six
inches, white packed snow the entire height of it.

Cranefdl onto abench and stared at the open door, not able to say anything. The woman seemed
equally exhausted. At the top of the door, the snow suddenly fell forward, into the station, sifting at firdt,
then faling in astream. Icy wind followed the snow into the room, and now that the top of the column of
snow had been logt, the wind continued to pour into the station, whistling shrilly

"Well, we know now that the drift isn't redlly to the top of the building,” the woman said wesarily. She
was staring at the opening.

"My words, dmost exactly,” Crane said. She always said what he planned to say. He waited.
"Well haveto closeit at the top somehow."
He nodded. "Inaminute. Inaminute.”

The cold increased and he knew that he should get busy and try to close the opening, but he felt too
numb to cope with it. The furnace couldn't keep up with the draft of below-zero air. His hands were
aching with cold, and histoes hurt with a stabbing intensity. Only hismind felt pleasantly numb and he
didn't want to think about the problem of closing up the hole.

"You're not faling adeep, are you?"'



"For God's sakel" He jerked straight up on the bench and gave her amean look, aguilty look. "Just
shut up and let metry to think, will you?"

"Sorry." She got up and began to pace briskly, hugging her handsto her body. "I'll look around, see if
| can find anything that would fit. | smply can't st till, I'm so cold.”

He stared at the hole. There had to be something that would fit over it, stay in place, keep out the
wind. He narrowed his eyes, saring, and he saw the wind-driven snow as aliquid running into the station
from above, swirling about, only fractionally, heavier than the medium that it met on theinside. One
continuum, start- ing in the farthest blackest vacuum of space, taking on form as it reached the highest
amospheric molecules, becoming denser asit neared Earth, dmost solid here, but not yet. Not yet. The
hole extended to that unimaginable distance whereit al began, and the chill spilled down, down,
searching for him, wafting about here, searching for him, wanting only to find him, willing then to stop the
ceasalesswhirl. Coat him, claim him. The woman be- longed to the coldness that came from the black of
space. He remembered her now.

Korea. The woman. The village. Waiting for the signal. Colder than the Station even, snow, flint like
ground, striking sparks from nailsin boots, sparks without warmth. 1f they could fire the village, they
would get warm, have food, deep that night. Harrison, wounded, frozen where hefell. Lorenz,
frosthbitten; Jakobs, snow- blind. Crane, too tired to think, too hungry to think, too cold to think. "Firethe
village." The woman, out of nowhere, urging him back, back up the mountain to the bunkersthat were
half filled with ice, mineslaid now between the bunkers and the valley. Ordering the woman into the
village at gunpoint. Spark from his muzzle. Blessed fire and warmth. But atouch of ice behind the eyes,
icethat didn't let him weep when Lorenz died, or when Jakobs, blinded, wandered out and twitched and
jerked and pitched over acliff under afusillade of bullets. The snow queen, he thought. She's the snow
queen, and she touched my eyeswithice.

"Mr. Crane, please wake up. Please!”

He jumped to hisfeet reaching for his carbine, and only when his hands closed on air did he
remember where hewas.

"Mr. Crane, | think | know what we can use to close up the hole. Let me show you."

She pulled at hisarm and hefollowed her. Sheled himinto the ladies room. At the door hetried to
pull back, but she tugged. "L ook, stacks of paper towels, al folded together. They would be about the
right size, wouldn't they? If we wet them, ablock of them, and if we can get them up to the hole, they
would freeze in place, and the drift could pile up against them and stop blowing into the station. Wouldn't
it work?'

She was separating the opened package into thirds, her hands busy, her eyes downcast, not seeing
him at al. Crane, dightly to one side of her, astep behind, stared a the double image in the mirror. He
continued to watch the mirror as his hands reached out for her and closed about her throat. Therewas no
struggle. She smply closed her eyes and became very limp, and he let her fal. Then he took the wad of
towels and held it under the water for afew moments and returned to the waiting room with it. He had
to clear snow from the approach to the door, and then he had to ,. move the bench that was holding the
door, carefully, not letting it become didodged. He dragged a second bench to the door and climbed on
it and pushed the wet wad of towelsinto the opening. He held it severa minutes, until he could fed the
freezing paper Sart to siffen benesth hisfingers. He climbed down.

"That should doit," the woman said.

"But you're dead.”



Mary Louise threw the sugar bow! a him, trailing aline of sugar across the room.
He smiled. "Wishful thinking," he/she said.

"You'redead insde. You're shriveled up and dried up and rot- ting inside. When did you last fedl
anything? My God! Y ou can't create anything, you are afraid of creating anything, even our child!"

"l don't believeit was our child."
"Y ou don't dare believeit. Or admit that you know it was."

He dapped her. The only timethat he ever hit her. And her so pale from the operation, so weak from
theloss of blood. The dap meant nothing to him, his hand meeting her cheek, leaving ared print there.

"Murderer!"
"Y ou crazy hitch! Y ou're the one who had the abortion! Y ou wanted it!"

"I didn't. I didn't know what | wanted. | wasterrified. Y ou made the arrangements, got the doctor,
took me, arranged everything, waited in the other room writing policies. Murderer.”

"Murderer," the woman said.

He shook hishead. "Y ou'd better go back to the ladies room and stay there. | don't want to hurt
you."

"Murderer."

Hetook a step toward her. He siwung around abruptly and amost ran to the far side of the Sation,
pressing hisforehead hard on the window.

"We can't stop it now," the woman said, following him. Y ou can't close the door again now. I'm here.
Youfindly saw me. Redly saw me. I'm real now. | won't be banished again. I'm stronger than you are.
Y ou'vekilled off bitsand pieces of yoursdlf until theré's nothing left to fight with. Y ou can't send me away

agan."

Crane pushed himsdlf away from the glass and made a hafhearted attempt to hit her with hisfist. He
missed and fell againgt the bench holding the door. He heard the woman'slow laugh. All for nothing. All
for nothing. The bench did out from under his hand, and the drift pushed into the room like an avdanche.
He pulled himsdf free and tried to brush the snow off his clothes.

"WEII both freeze now," he said, not caring any longer.

The woman cameto his sde and touched his cheek with her fingers; they were strangely warm.
"Relax now, Crane. Just relax."

Sheled him to abench, where he sat down resignedly. "Will you at least tell mewho you are?" he
sad.

"You know. Y ou've dways known."

He shook his head. One last attempt, he thought. He had to make that one last effort to get rid of her,

the woman whose face was so like hisown. "Y ou don't even exist," he said harshly, not opening his eyes.
"l imagined you here because | was afraid of being alone dl night. | created you. | created you. "



He stood up. "Y ou hear that, Mary Louise! Did you hear that? | created something. Something so
red that it wantsto kill me."

"Look at me, Crane. Look at me. Turn your head and look. Look with me, Crane. Let me show you.
Let me show youwhat | see...."

He was shaking again, chilled through, shaking so hard that his muscleswere sore. Sowly, inevitably
he turned his head and saw the man half- standing, haf-crouching, holding the bench with both hands.
The man had gray skin, and his eyes were mad with terror.

"Let go, Crane. Look at him and let go. He doesn't deserve anything from us ever again.” Crane
watched the man clutch his chest, heard him moaning for Mary Louiseto come help him, ™ watched him
fdl tothefloor.

She heard the men working at the drift, and she opened the office door to wait for them. They findly
got through and the ticket agent squirmed through the opening they had made.

"Missl Miss? Areyou dl right?!
"Yes. | broke into the office, though.”

"My God, | thought . . . When we saw that the door had given under the drift, and youin here. . .
ao- "Theticket agent blinked rgpidly severd times.

"l was perfectly al right. When | saw that the door wasn't going to hold, | broke open the inner office
and camein here with my sketch book and pencils. I've had avery productive night, redlly.  But | could
use some coffee now."

They took her to the diner in apolice car, and while she waited for her breakfast order, she went to
the rest room and washed her face and combed her hair. She stared at hersdlf in the mirror appraisingly.
"Happy birthday," she said softly then.

"Y our birthday?" asked the girl who had chosen to wait the night out in the diner. "Y ou were awfully
braveto stay doneinthe station. | couldn't have done that. Y ou redly an artist?"

"Yes, redly. And last night | had alot of work to get done. A lot of work and not much time.”



