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We
are advancing into an unknown land with a deliberate air of nonchalance, our
elbows out or our hands on hips, or standing one foot on a rock when there’s
the opportunity for it. Always to the left, the river, as they told us it
should be. Always to the right, the hills. At every telephone booth we stop and
call. Frequently the lines are down because of high winds or ice. The Commander
says we are already in an area of the sightings. We must watch now, he has told
us over the phone, for those curious two-part footprints no bigger than a boy’s
and of a unique delicacy. “Climb a tree,” the Commander says, “or a telephone
pole, whichever is the most feasible, and call out a few of the names you have
memorized.” So we climb a pole and cry out: Alice, Betty, Elaine, Jean, Joan,
Marilyn, Mary … and so on, in alphabetical order. Nothing comes of it.

We are seven manly men in the
dress uniform of the Marines, though we are not (except for one) Marines. But this
particular uniform has always been thought to attract them. We are seven
seemingly blasé (our collars open at the neck in any weather) experts in our
fields, we, the research team for the Committee on Unidentified Objects that
Whizz by in Pursuit of Their Own Illusive Identities. Our guns shoot sparks and
stars and chocolate-covered cherries and make a big bang. It’s already the age
of frontal nudity, of “Why not?” instead of “Maybe.” It’s already the age of
devices that can sense a warm, pulsing, live body at seventy-five yards and
home in on it, and we have one of those devices with us. (I might be able to
love like that myself someday.) On the other hand, we carry only a few blurry
pictures in our wallets, most of these from random sightings several months
ago. One is thought to be of the wife of the Commander. It was taken from a
distance and we can’t make out her features, she was wearing her fur coat. He
thought he recognized it. He has said there was nothing seriously wrong with
her.

   

So
far there has been nothing but snow. What we put up with for these creatures!

   

Imagine
their bodies as you hold this little reminder in the palm of your hand …
this fat, four-inch Venus of their possibilities … The serious elements are
missing, the eyes simple dots (the characteristic hair-do almost covers the
face), the feet, the head inconsequential. Imagine the possibility of triumph
but a-void the smirk. Accept the challenge of the breasts, of the outsize hips
and then … (the biggest challenge of all). If we pit ourselves against it
can we win! Or come off with honorable mention, or, at the least, finish
without their analysis of our wrong moves?

   

Here
are the signs of their presence that we have found so far (we might almost
think these things had been dropped in our path on purpose if we didn’t know
how careless they can be, especially when harassed or in a hurry; and since
they are nervous creatures, easily excited, they usually are harassed
and/or in a hurry) … Found in our path, then: one stalk of still-frozen
asparagus, a simple recipe for moussaka using onion-soup mix, carelessly torn
out of a magazine, a small purse with a few crumpled-up dollar bills and a book
of matches. (It is clear that they do have fire. We take comfort in that.)

   

And
now the Commander says to leave the river and to go up into the hills even
though they are treacherous with spring thaws and avalanches. The compass
points up. We slide on scree and ice all day sometimes, well aware that they
may have all gone south by now, whole tribes of them feeling worthless, ugly
and unloved. Because the possibilities are endless, any direction may be wrong,
but at the first sign of superficialities we’ll know we’re on the right track.

   

One
of us is a psychoanalyst of long experience, a specialist in hysteria and
masochism. (Even without case histories, he is committed to the study of their
kind.) He says that if we find them they will probably make some strange
strangling sounds, but that these are of no consequence and are often mistaken
for laughter, which, he says, is probably the best way to take them. If, on the
other hand, they smile, it’s a simple reflex and serves the purpose of
disarming us. (It has been found that they smile two and a half times as often
as we do.) Sometimes, he says, there’s a kind of nervous giggle which is
essentially sexual in origin and, if it occurs when they see us, is probably a
very good sign. In any case, he says, we should give no more than our names and
our rank, and if they get angry, we should be careful that their rage doesn’t
turn against themselves.

   

Grace
is the name of the one in the picture, but she must be all of fifty-five by
now. Slipped out of a diner one moonlit night when the Commander forgot to look
in her direction. But what was there to do but go on as usual, commanding what
needed to be commanded? We agree. He said she had accepted her limitations up
to that time, as far as he could see, and the limits of her actions. He blamed
it on incomplete acculturation or on not seeing the obvious, and did not wonder
about it until several years later.

   

I’d
like to see one like her right now. Dare to ask where I come from and how come
they’re so unlike? How we evolved affectations the opposite of theirs? And do
they live deep underground in vast kitchens, some multichambered sanctuary
heated by ovens, the smell of gingerbread, those of childbearing age
perpetually pregnant from the frozen semen of some tall, redheaded, long-dead
comedian or rock star? Anyway, that’s one theory.

But now the sudden silence of our
own first sighting. One! … On the heights above us, huge (or seems so) and in
full regalia (as in the Commander’s photograph): mink and monstrous hat, the
glint of something in the ears, standing (it seems a full five minutes) motionless
on one leg. Or maybe just an upright bear (the sun was in our eyes) but gone
when we got up to the place a half hour later. The psychoanalyst waited by the
footprints all night, ready with his own kind of sweet-talk, but no luck.

   

The
information has been phoned back to the commander (“Tell her I think I love
her,” he said), and it has been decided that we will put on the paraphernalia
ourselves … the shoes that fit the footprints, the mink, fox, leopard
(phony) over several layers of the proper underwear. We have decided to put
bananas out along the snow in a circle seventy-five yards beyond our camp and
to set up our live warm-body sensor. Then when they come out for the bananas we
will follow them back to their lairs, down into their own dark sacred places;
our camera crew will be ready to get their first reactions to us for TV. They’ll
like being followed. They always have.

   

We
hope they are aware, if only on some dim level, of our reputations in our
respective fields.

   

But
the live warm-body sensor, while it does sound the alarm, can’t seem to find
any particular right direction, and in the morning all the bananas are gone.

It’s because they won’t sit still…won’t
take anything seriously. There’s nobody to coordinate their actions, so they run
around in different directions, always distracted from the task at hand,
jumping to conclusions, making unwarranted assumptions, taking everything for
granted or, on the other hand, not taking anything for granted (love,
for instance). The forces of nature are on their side, yes, (chaos?) but we
have other forces. This time we will lay the bananas out in one long logical
straight line.

   

When
we step into those kitchens finally! The largest mountain completely hollowed
out, my God! And the smells! The bustle! The humdrum everydayness of
their existence! We won’t believe what we see. And they will probably tell us
things are going better than ever. They will be thinking they no longer need to
be close to the sources of power. They may even say they like places of no
power to anyone … live powerless, as friends, their own soft signals one to
the other, the least of them to the least of them. And they will also say we
hardly noticed them anyway, or noticed that they weren’t there. They will say
we were always looking in the other direction, that we never knew who or what
they were, or cared. Well, we did sense something … have sensed it for a
long time, and we feel a lack we can’t quite pinpoint. Unpaid creatures, mostly
moneyless, but even so, noticed. We will tell them this, and also that the
Commander thinks he may love one of them.

But this time they have refused
the bananas. (What we offer them is never quite right.) Okay. The final
offering (they have one more chance): these glass beads that look like jade; a
set of fine, imported cookware; a self-help book, “How to Overcome Shyness with
the Opposite Sex”; and (especially) we offer ourselves for their delight as
sons, fathers or lovers (their choice).

   

The
psychoanalyst says they’re entitled to their own opinions, but we wonder how
independent should they be allowed to be?

   

One
of us has said it was just a bear we saw at the top of that hill. He said he
remembered that it humped down on all fours after standing on one leg, but they
might do that.

   

The
psychoanalyst has had a dream. Afterwards he told us never to be afraid of the
snapping vagina (figuratively speaking) but to come on down to them (though we
are climbing up, actually) and throw fish to the wombs (nothing but the best
filet of sole, figuratively speaking).

This is the diagram the
psychoanalyst has laid out for further study:



 

   

Well,
if I had one I’d wash its feet (literally) and the back. Venture the front,
too. Let the water flow over both of us. Let their hair hang down. I’d take
some time out now and then, even from important work, to do some little things
like this of hardly any meaning, and listen, sometimes, to its idle chatter or,
at least, seem to. But as to Grace, it must be something else I have in mind,
though I’m not sure what.

   

We
are telling all the old tales about them around our campfires in the late
evenings, but it’s not the same kind of frightening that it used to be when we
were young and telling the tales in similar circumstances because now we know
they may actually be lurking out there in the shadows, and what’s scary is that
we have really no idea of their size! We’re not sure what to believe. On the
one hand, whether they are twice our size or, as the Commander insists, whether
almost all of them are quite a bit smaller and definitely weaker. The more
mythically oriented among us have said that they are large enough to swallow us
up into their stomachs (from below) and to ejaculate us out again months later,
weak and helpless. The anthropologically oriented say they may be the missing
link we have searched for so long and stand, as they believe, somewhere between
the gorilla and us (though probably quite a bit higher on the scale than
pithecanthropus erectus) and that they are, therefore, (logically) distinctly
smaller and somewhat bent over, but may not necessarily be weaker. The sexually
obsessed among us wonder, among other things, if their orgasm is as specific a
reaction as ours is. The romantics among us think they will be cute and
loveable creatures even when they’re angry and regardless of size and strength.
Others think the opposite. Opinions also vary as to how to console them for the
facts of their lives and whether it is possible to do so at all since 72
percent of them perceive themselves as inferior, 65 percent perceive themselves
to be in a fragile mental balance, only 33 1/3 percent are without deep
feelings of humiliation simply for being what they are. How will it be
possible, then, to penetrate their lines of self-defense and their lines of
defensiveness? Altercations are inevitable, that’s clear. (Eighty-five percent
return to rehash old arguments.) We dislike unpleasant emotional confrontations,
try to avoid such things at all costs, but we also realize that playing the
role of dominant partner in intimate interaction won’t always be easy. How
nice, even so, to have a group of beings, one of these days (almost invisible,
too) whose main job would be to tidy up!

   

Pedestals
have already been set out for them.

   

Even
if (or especially if) they are not quite up to our standards, they will, in any
case, remind us of the animal in all of us, of our beastliness … our ebb
and flow … of life-forces we barely know exist … maybe some we never
suspected.

   

But
now we have had a strange and disturbing message from the Commander telling us
that some very important political appointees have said that these stories of
sightings are exactly that, stories … hoaxes, and it’s been proven that the
photographs have been doctored, in one case a gorilla superimposed on a snowy
mountain, in another case a man in drag. (Only two pictures still unexplained.)
Several people have confessed. Some have never even been in the area at all.
Whatever we have seen must have been a trick of light and shadow or, more
likely, one of the bears in this vicinity and (they’re sure of it) we have a
hoaxer among us, stealing the bananas himself and making footprints with an old
shoe on the end of a long stick. Besides, think if we should discover that they
do, in fact, exist. We would only be adding to our present problems. Committees
would have to be set up to find alternatives to boredom once their dishwashing
years were over. Cures would have to be discovered for cancers in peculiar
places, for strange flows, for vaginismus and other spasms. A huge group of
dilettantes (Sunday poets and painters) would be added to society, which
society can well do without, according to the Commander. And why should we come
searching them, as though they were Mount Everest (and as important), simply
because they’re there? Anyway, the funding for our search has run out. The
Commander even doubts if we can afford any more phone calls.

   

We
are all very depressed by this news, though it’s hard to pinpoint exactly why.
Some of us feel sure, or fairly sure, that there is something out there…just
out of sight…just out of earshot. Some of us seem to see, sometimes, a flash
of color out of the corners of our eyes, as though the essentially invisible
had been made almost visible for a few seconds. Makes one think, too
(and some of us do), how socks and underwear might someday return, magically,
from under beds to be found clean and folded in the drawer, as if cups of
coffee could appear out of nowhere just when most needed, as if the
refrigerator never ran out of milk or butter … But we are at the service of
our schedule and our budget. We must return to the seats of power, to the service
of civilization … politics … We turn back.

   

For
a while I think seriously of going on by myself. I think perhaps if I crept
back alone, sat quietly, maybe dressed to blend in more. Maybe if I sat still
long enough (and stopped telling, out loud, those old, scary stories about
them), if I made no proud gestures … shoulders not so stiff… maybe then
they’d get used to me, even eat bananas out of my hand, and come, in time, to
recognize an authoritarian figure by the subtle reality of it, and perhaps
learn a few simple commands. But I have to stick to my orders. It’s too bad,
though I do want to pick up my pay, my medals, and get on with the next
project. Still, I want to make one more move toward these creatures, if only a
symbolic one. I sneak back along the trail and leave a message where it can’t
be missed, surrounded by bananas. I leave something they’ll be sure to
understand: the simple drawing of a naked man; a crescent that can’t help but
stand for moon; a heart shape (anatomically correct) for love; a clock face
with the time of the message; the outline of a footprint of my own next to an
outline of one of theirs (looks like a question mark next to an exclamation
point). “To Grace” at the top. I sit there for a while, then, and listen for
sighs and think I hear some … think I see something vaguely white on white
in the clarity of snow. Invisible on purpose, that’s for sure (if there
at all), so if we can’t see them, it’s not our fault.

   

Well,
if that’s how they want it, let them bark at the moon alone (or whatever it is
they do) and dance and keep their own home fires burning. Let them live, as was
said, “in the shadow of man.” It serves them right.

   *

I
ask the psychoanalyst, “Who are we, anyway?” He says about 90 percent of us ask
that same question in one form or another, while about 10 percent seem to have
found some kind of an answer of their own. He says that, anyway, we will remain
essentially who we already are whether we bother to ask the question or not.
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