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The foreman chattersin Meihua, the beautiful tongue, Singapore English. "Get he over here. All this
trash here! Got littletime." Heisastocky little Chinese man who has suffered disgppointments.
"Someone work that cutter, xing buxing?"

Someone is me, the tech on thejob. " Xing," | say, "Okay." Good equipment can't be trusted to stupid
New York natives. | heft the cutter, balance it againgt my thigh. My goggles darken, shutting out the
buildings, even the lot we are clearing to build.

"Okay," he says, backing away, glad to have an ABC engineer. ABC—American Born Chinese, or
likethe waiguoren, the non-Chink say, Another Bastard Chink. With my gogglesdark | can't see
anything but the glow at the end of the cutter asit goes through rusted, twisted stedl, girdersin tangles
and laying there like string dropped in a pile. Where the cutter touches it goes through like butter, and
wherethe ged iscut it will shine clean and rust free. Sted drops spatter like quicksiver, glowing metal
white. Thear smellslike athunderstorm coming.

| swear softly at the foreman in Spanish, but heistoo far awvay to hear anything, which isgood. He
does not know | speak Spanish. ABC; he knows | speak Mandarin—Poutonghua—and American
Standard and the Singapore English Asans cal Mehua and waiguoren cdl Chinglish. (Waiguoren don't
get the joke. Mehua, beautiful language, becausethisis Meiguo—America. In Mandarin, Meiguo
means 'beautiful country' because 'Meiguo' approximated the sound in A-mer-i-cato Chinese ears.)

Theforemanisadl right, for someone borninside. He speaks English asif helearned it in school in
Shanghai, which he did, but at least he speaks it unaugmented. He likesme; | work hard and | speak
Mandarin better than most ABC. | am dmost like ared Chinese person. My manners are good. An
example of how breeding will out, even in a second rate country like this. He can talk to me, and there
are probably very few people Foreman Qian sees each day who he can talk to. "Y ou here what for?' he
asksme. "You smart. You go Shangha?' Everyoneingde thinksthat dl therest of usaredyingtogoto
China

If I went to Chinato study 1'd be doing agreat ded better than working as atech engineer ona
congtruction crew. Maybetherest of us are dying to go to China, maybe even me. But maybe Spanishis
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thefirgt language | ever learned because my mother's birth name was Teresa L uisand it's just because
my parents paid to adjust the genetic make-up of their son that | ook like adope-head like my father.
So Qian doesn't know; my last nameis Zhang and | speak Mandarin and when he asks mewhy | don't
go to Shanghai or Guangzhou to study | just shrug.

It infuriates him, that shrug. Hethinksit isanative characteridtic, that it indicatesindifferenceand a
kind of self-defeating fatalism. But just looking Chineseis not enough to get someoneto China. My
parents weren't rich and tinkering with genesis expensive. Maybe | would map close enough to Chinese
standard to pass, then again, maybe something in them would prove me Hidalgo. | don't apply so | don't
ever haveto takethe medicdl.

Pretty soon the stedl islying in piecesthat can be carried away. | shut off the cutter, my goggles
lighten and I'm back in the rea world. "Giveit fifteen minutesto cool,” | say, "then get it out of here." The
crew has been watching me cut, they'll stop to watch anything. The foreman stands there with his hands
on hiships. Waiguoren think that Chinese never show any expression, so of course, he's not showing
any and neither am |. So the crew thinks we are angry because they're not doing anything and drifts back
to work. They're agood crew except when Foreman Qian is here, then | can't get them to do adamn
thing.

"Zhang," the foreman saysand so | follow him into the office. Insde, over the door it says"The
Revolution livesin the peoples hearts' but the paint iswearing thin. It was probably painted during the
Great Cleansng Winds campaign. | don't think Foreman Qian isvery pureideologicaly, he hastoo much
interest in the bottom line. It islike the crucifix in the hal of the gpartment where | grew up, something
everyone passes every day. | have no religion, neither Christ nor Mao Zedong.

"| often ask you, what you do with your life, you pretty good boy," Foreman Qian says. "We each
and each respect, dui budui ?'

"Dui," | say. 'Right.’

"Here, you tech engineer, job s0-s0."

"Bu-cuo,” | answer, 'Not bad.'

"l have daughter,” Foreman Qian says, "Request you to my home come, meet her, hao buhao?"

| have the momentary sense that this conversation, which Foreman Qian and | have had before, has
just gone way out of my depth. "Foreman Qian," | say, stuttering, "I—I cannot ... | am only tech
engineer ... "

"Not befool,” he says and dropsin Mandarin. "How old are you, twenty-five?"

"Twenty-sx, Sr.”

"My wifeand |, together we have one daughter. There is no one herefor her, | would like her to meet
aniceyoung man."

"Foreman Qian," | do not know what to say.

"1 have no son, and | will not get to go back to China—" Heisa Chinese citizen and if the best he can
doisajob asacongruction foreman, he'sin disgrace. | wonder what Foreman Qian did during the
Great Cleansng Wind to get introuble. "I have acousin at Shanghai University. | would sponsor a
son-in-law there.”

Thisisunexpected. Thisis disaster. Whatever has old Qian thinking that | would make a good
son-in-law? It looks great from the outside, offer a 26 year-old achance at Shanghal University and
citizenship-by-marriage which isamost as good as born-insde-citizenship. Maybe | would get achance
to Say insde, then his daughter would have ahome there. Foreman Qian and hiswife would retire to
Chinaand live with their daughter and son-in-law.

"| understand that you have not even met my daughter,” Foreman Qian says. "I mean nothing except



that you should meet."

"l cannat, Elder Qian,” | am quaintly forma in my attempt to say something, faling back on school
book Mandarin, ludicrous phrases. "I am unworthy." Mea culpa. | am violently flushed, for thefirst time
inyears| am so embarrassed that | actudly fed hot. "1, | an aforeigner.”

He wavesthat away. "Accident of birth place.”

| open my mouth to say 'no’, but | cannot say it. Not only isit rude, but | can't say it. | amimpure, a
mongrel. | am animposter. And thereis more that he doesn't know. When | tell him what | am, he will
look foolish because he has mistaken me for Chinese, he will lose face. We will pretend that nothing was
ever said. Then when thisjob isfinished he will inform me that the company can no longer useme. It is
not easy to find jobs.

"Y ou think about it, meet her. Maybe you will not get aong, maybe you will. No harm in meeting.”
| should finish thisnow, explain, but | flee.

I meet my mother for lunch every sx monthsor so. Filid duty. Teresa L uislivesin Pennsylvaniaand
commutes to work here in Manhattan. She has another family, ahusband and two sons. She and my
father were divorced during the Great Cleansing Winds. Elder Zhang lives out on the West Coast where
he is an office manager for acompany that builds robots to do precision robotics. | have not seen him for
fifteen years.

| meet her in the market, getting off the subway at Times Square.

| don't know why shelikesto eat in the market; | think it isatacky place with dl the close streets and
the booths and sidewalk sellers. She saysit has charm. My mother works at Citinet in International
Banking. Sheisaclerk. She dwayswears those suits that are amost like uniforms—drab colors with
taillsto the backs of her knees. Never short tails, never the long ones. Sheisvery rdigiousand she
believesin Marx and Mao Zedong. Do not make the mistake of thinking her stupid; she hasto jugglea
lot of Kierkegaard and Heiler to explain but she manages afull wipe.

"Hello," she saysand takesmy arm. | am never sure | am her son, although | don't rationally doubt it.
It'sjust that the connection between usisvery tenuous. Perhaps | have so few of her genesthat we are
more like cousins.

"Zhong Shan, what'swrong?' Zhong Shan ismy Chinese name, Rafadl ismy Spanish name. There
isnt any smilarity. | am named for a Chinese revolutionary, and for her Spanish great-great-grandfather,
who was a union organizer before the great collapse. He was a party member in the secret days of the
Second Depression, and later, during the American Liberation War, amartyr.

"l amintrouble” | say, and tell her about Foreman Qian. While| am talking | watch the copper
marks under the skin of her wrist. Then | watch the copper marks on my wrist, aimost like bruises. She
tiesinto her termind every day, | use my jacks only when I'm working with machinery. With those jacks,
Foreman Qian can access my records. But only my surface records, not my deep records, he doesn't
have clearance. Thereis nothing persona in my surface records, and my mother'snameislisted asLi
Taming, her name from when she was active in the party.

When | am finished she says, "The Chinese arethe worst racistsin the world.” Thisis not surprising,
nor isit helpful. Nor isit agood political thing to say but everybody knowsit. "What are you going to
do?' she asks.

“Turn him down. | don't even know the girl. Even if it worked out when | gpply they'll do amedical.
They'll do abackground check. If | passamedica I'll till fail the background check.” Legdly everyone
isequal, even here at the other end of the world in the Socidist Union of American Stateswe al know
better than that. Be it Rome or Beijing, we bring tribute but we are not admitted. Unfortunate day | was
born.



"Y ou can go to dinner,” she says. "Maybe the daughter won't like you. Maybe you'll forget your
upbringing and sneeze a thetable.”

"It'salie" | say, "and you dwaystold methat alie dways creastes complications.” But my faceisalie
aswell, and she condoned that. | am sure she hears the accusation, but we never talk about my mother's
contradictions.

She does not touch me, although for amoment | think sheisgoing to cover my hand with hersand |
am afraid.

"Itisnot therevolution that isat fault,” she says, "it isthe people who areimplementing it.”

| don't believein socidism but | don't believein capitdism ether. We are small, governments are
large, we survivein the cracks. Cold comfort.

Thereisagamel play when | am out by mysdlf among people. | play it on my way home, descending
into the bowels of the city, taking a three hundred year old train to the bottom of theidand and under the
choked harbor to Brooklyn. The subway sways and likeidiotswe dl nod together. My gameisthis: |
become other people.

A man reading a cheatsheet flimse, picking the horses. On office clerk in hisboxy suit. Or this
evening | am apower tech, ayoung woman with sturdy calves outlined by the tight legs of her coveralls.
All day she sdllsand channels power and | imagine the city's energy pouring through her hands, the hair
on her head risng with the build-up of static charge. Of coursethat's not true, she sitsat atermina and
feedsinformation, watchesthe lines, drains the power reservoirs when they're needed and fills them when
demand falls. The train stops a Lawrence and the doors open. My power tech gets off and I'm just
Zhang: 1.80 meters (dmost) 64 kilos, leaning against the door with my feet spread to brace mysdif, right
under the sign that saysin English, Spanish and Chinese 'Do not lean against doors." | could go cruising,
stay on the train and head for Coney Idand and seewhat | could pick up. But that'sjust to avoid thinking
about Foreman Qian and anyway, I'm too tired from work.

Stll, | don't get off at my stop, | ride thetrain all the way to the end. Coney Idand used to be anice
neighborhood, condos on the water and dl, until the smell in the water drove everybody away. The smdll
is better now, what with the project to filter al the water that comes into the bay, but Coney Idand isill
the end of the line. The young couples are starting to move in and brave the crime to get permitsto cheap
condos and establish communes where everybody knows everybody elsein the building. Pretty soon
everybody will be begging permitsto move out here and the little free-market green grocers will open up,
but right now Coney Idand isgray in the trangition and the hawks like me ride the train there to spread
our wings.

Gray isagood word; when | come up on the street it's twilight, the buildings are gray, the wind off the
water smellsgray and ashy. It'squiet. A quiet neighborhood isabad sign out here. My jacket isn't very
warm but | walk down to the water. | wonder if part of the harbor has been burning again, but the ash at
the water's edge could be old.

I walk the cracked concrete walk beside the water, my shoes crunching in the sand blown acrossiit.
A young man leans againgt abench and my heart quickens. He looks twenty, younger than me. Heis
wearing coverdls, utility blue, and they hug hislegs and pelvis. Heis dark though, and | have blond Peter
on my mind. Our eyes meet and heis arrogant, dangerous looking, but his gaze lingers with the possibility
of invitation. | think about dowing down, asking him what hesdoing, | just kegp walking. | didn't redlly
come out herefor aconey. When | glance back heis prowling tiff-legged in the other direction.

So | find apublic cal box. The chain on the bracelet is short, to reduce the chances that someone will
yank it out, so once | get the bracelet on | have to fumble one-handed for my number book. | read
Peter's number, the call clicks through. Waiting for him to answer, the only part of me that'swarmismy
wrist where the contact's made, and that's just an illusion anyway, just excited nerves at the periphery of



contact.

"It'sZhang," | say.

"Hey," Peter says, looking preoccupied, by which | mean heislooking at something on hislap rather
than me.

"Hey. I'm out on the beach.”

That perks him up, blue-gray eyes on me and he soundsinterested, "Y eah? Come up.”

Peter livesin awretched commune, Lenin knows how they ever got a permit. Just goesto prove that
five years ago anyone could get permission to livein Coney Idand. The dogan over the door says, "The
force at the core of the peopleisthe Revolution” from the Xiao Hongshu, the Little Red Book. | press
my wrigt against the contact and Peter has told the building to expect me because the street door opens.

| climb the stairs because | have atheory that Peter's building didikesme and | won't get inthe
elevator. Peter only livestwo flights up. | knock on the door and he opensit and kisses metherein the
hall. He swears nobody cares but | ill hate when he doesiit, if anyone suspected I'm bent it could cost
memy job. Not that Lisaand Aruba, who live next door, arein any position to complain about our
moras

"ChinaMountain," he says, "where the hell have you been?' ChinaMountain isapossible trandation
of my name, Peter likesit.

"l work," | say, "got any pijiu?"
He hands me a beer. Peter and | lived together for three months, we're ill friends. Better friendsthan

lovers. "Want to go to the kite races?" he asks. Peter worksin an office but deep deprivation has never
seemed to bother him.

No, | don't want to go to the kite races. "'Foreman Qian wants to sponsor me to Shanghal
Universty.” | Stinoneof hishig cushions, sink into it like it was ahug and it thrums gently and startsto
warm me up.

"lsn't that kind of surprisng?' Peter frowns. Threelittle lines appear in the middle of hisforehead. His
eyebrows arch like gull wings. They arelighter than his summer tan, just beginning to fade.

"Hewants me to marry hisdaughter. Then I'll go to the university, get ajob in China, and he can retire
back insde."

For amoment Peter looks asif heisgoing to laugh but he takesalong pull on hisbeer ingtead. "He's
kidding isn't he? | mean, arranged marriages are pretty feuda, you know."

"He'sapretty feudd kind of guy.”

He thinks amoment. "Can you tell him you dready have afiance?'

"No, he's asked before.”

Peter shakes his head. "Y ou have such acomplicated persond life."

No kidding.

"Hey, ChinaMountain, don't Sit there all stoney. You'redl inyour skull again. Come on, Rafael, don't
godl Chink."

"Maybe| shouldn't have come,” | say, sulking.

"Guilt, guilt, guilt, | fed horrible. Now get off your assand lets go to the kite races. I'll introduce you
to aflyer and he's skinny and blond and you can polish your obsession for yellow hairs. He doesn't have
abrainin hisperfect little cranium but he's il hao kan."

"If I goI'll beup dl night and I'll be awreck at work tomorrow.” But | go, and we watch the silk
glidersrace dl night above Washington Square; red and ydllow sails siwooping and skimming in the



searchlights. Peter never doesfind hisflyer

Next day, Friday. | get back to my flat, shower, change and catch the train back to Manhattan. How
does Peter doit? | am at work at 6:45, pouring coffee in the vain hopethat if | drink enough | won't
accidently cut my foot off with the cutter. Foreman Qianisthereat 7:30. | do not know what | will say to
him. I will tell him that thereisredly agirl. I will tel him that | am involved in the sdle and trandfer of illegal
goods and not asuitable choice. | will tell him | am againgt feudd arrangementslikethis. | will tel him |
have an incurable disease and only have sx monthsto live.

| follow himinto his office and he sitsdown. | notice hisjowls hang alittle, like atired bulldog's. Then
| sare at thewal in back of him.

"Engineer Zhang," he saysin Mandarin, "'Please you come to dinner on Sunday.”

Thewall iswhite and needs painting. "Thank you, Foreman Qian," | say, "I would be honored.” And
then dink out onto the Site.

Long terrible day, with Foreman Qian smiling a me as prospective son-in-law. The crew knows
something is up, and with Foreman Qian lurking around the Site, nothing gets done. | do not ever
reprimand them directly, it is not the way to get them to work, instead | find small waysto express my
displeasure. But my heartisnot init. At noon | liein the sun on asack of cement—it's not comfortable
but | only mean to sit aminute. | put my forearm over my eyes and fall adeep, jerk awake and drink
more coffee. Wefinaly finish at 4:00. As| passout pay chits| look at each one, "Y our hard-earned

pay,” | say.
| hear Kevin from Queens muitter, "Qian been bugtin' the bastard's ass again.”
Little do you know.

Friday evening | deep for about five hours and then meet Peter at 11:00 to drop in on afriend's party.
| fully intend to be home by two, three a the latest. When | get homeit's8:00 in themorning and | deep
the day away. Saturday | promise mysdf | will stay homethat evening, but | end up meeting a couple of
guysfor avid. Sunday morning finds me, asdways, tired, broke and with aflat that desperately needs
cleaning. It'snot abig flat, it doesn't take any time to Sraighten up, | just don't get around to it for weeks
on end.

At 6:00 | present mysdlf a gpartment Sixteen, in acomplex on Bay Shore. | am carrying acarefully
wrapped copy of Sun-zi's classic on strategy. Not that | think Foreman Qian is such afan of military
strategy but because | think he will be flattered by the ingnuation he reads the classics.

Foreman Qian's daughter answersthe door, "Y ou are Engineer Zhang?' she says. "l am Qian
San-xiang."

Sheisagtonishingly ugly. More than ugly, there is something wrong with the bones of her face.

Sheisaflat-faced southern looking Chinese girl of twenty or twenty-two. She has alittle square face
like amonkey and small eyes even by Chinese standards. Her little wizened face is so unexpected | blink.
| think instantly of some sort of bone defect that would cregte that almost non-existent chin. She looks at
me expressionlesdy and then drops her eyes and glances Sideways a her mother. Her mother isa
matronly looking woman clasping her hands together and smiling a me; Foreman Qian comesinto the
doorway to the little foyer and says hello and there we dl are, four of us crowded into thislittle space.
San-xiang dides between her mother and father and disappearsinto the next room.

"Let metakeyour jacket," her mother says. "l am Liu Su-ping.”

Chinese woman do not take their husband's names, and it is evident that | have left the West in the
hdll.

| shrug out of my jacket and casually leave my package on the little table by the door. Asapolite
person | do not call atention to the gift, as polite people the Qians pretend not have noticed it. We go



into theliving room, full of heavy wooden furniture clearly brought over from China. The eaborately
paned window faces the harbor. The apartment is pretty but extraordinarily cramped. | St and am
offered something to drink, which | decline.

"No, please have something,” Liu Su-ping ingsts. She has smal soft looking hands which she keeps
clasped tightly together. | decline respectfully. Am | certain | would not like some tea?

"San-xiang," she cdls, "bring Engineer Zhang sometea.”

"No, do not bother yourself,” | say. | am not an engineer, I'm a construction tech. | hate when people
cdl mean engineer.

"Itissent by my sster, Dragon Well tea, from Huangzhou," she says.

Having politely declined threetimes | can now say yes, | would be pleased to have sometea. It is
awayseasier to let people give you something than to convince them that you are not being polite, that
you redly just don't want it.

Now, however, while San-xiang makestea, silencefalls.

"S0," | say in Mandarin, "l have dways meant to ask you, Foreman Qian, whereisyour family from?"
Thereisalittle burst of conversation. Hisfamily isfrom Chengde, in the west. Her family isfrom
Wenzhou, in the south. They met when he was on atwo year assgnment in her province. Whereismy
family from?

| canonly say | don't know. Elder Zhang isborn and raised in the States. | have a grandfather on the

West Coast but | haven't seen him in twenty years. And there is no need to discuss my mother so | don't
mention her.

"Y ou speek Mandarin very well," Liu Su-ping says. "Where did you learn it?!

"I went to the Brooklyn Middle School of Theory and History and dl of our classeswerein
Mandarin,” | say, "but | am afraid | was not so quick as my classmates. My Mandarin is very poor.”

Oh no, oh no, they say, it isvery good, very smooth. Oh no, | say, they flatter me.
Welagpseinto silence. My only consolation isthat | must not be making agood impression.

San-xiang bringsin teaon atray. Theteais served out of apretty porcelain teapot. It isnicetes,
smokey and strong. | say 0.

San-xiang servesteaand sits down, eyes on her l1ap. Sheisdressed nicely but more casualy than |
expected. Foreman Qianisintailored coveralls, heis dressed exactly asheisevery day a work. But
San-xiang and her mother are dressed in tunics with mandarin collars over tights, very casud. The clothes
might even be from China. | am overdressed and conservative, wearing along black shirt to mid-thigh,
but | thought thiswould be more formal. It istoo lateto worry. | wish | was brave enough to do
something truey rude.

After amoment San-xiang gets up and goes back into the kitchen and returns with a plate full of
peanuts, candied walnuts and ersatz quail eggs. | hate ersatz quail eggs, but | carefully taste everything.

| anrelieved that | have to get up early tomorrow, it will provide mewith an excuseto leave early.

Dinner progresses pretty much asthe rest of the evening has, that isto say, laborioudy. Thefood is
good; pork stuffed with hard cooked eggs, dumplings, afresh salad, and lastly soup. Foreman Qianand |
talk business and in the course of the evening San-xiang says hardly anything to me. | keep waiting to
hear her speak. Her voice, when she does spesk, is high and soft, alittle girl'svoice. | know sheisin her
early twenties. A very sheltered girl, | think.

At ninel apologize and say | must be at work early the next day, | have a strict boss. Foreman Qian
laughs. "It has been good to have you, we don't have guests often.”

| am not surprised, considering that they seem to havelittle socia grace. "'l have had awonderful



evening,”" | lie
" redlize that you two have not had much chance to get to know each other," Foreman Qian says.
"Next you must spend some time together.”

San-xiang glances sideways a her mother. | fed the color start to risein my face. Why doeshis
suggestion sound somehow illicit? Not sexua, but | fed compromised. "Yes," | agree. "Perhaps next time
we will have more chanceto talk.”

"Perhaps on Saturday, you two might take the time to get to know each other.”

Lenin and Mao Zedong. But | beam like anidiot. "That would be very nice," | say. "Saturday.”
"Fine," Foreman Qian says, "you decide what you should do. And | will see you tomorrow.”
The door closesand | am standing inthe hal. | stare at the closed door.

Oh hit.

"Perhaps," | suggest to Foreman Qian, "your daughter would liketo goto avid withme" Thisisa
nasty comedy we play, one of Shakespeare's problem comedies, like Measure for Measure. A tragedy
that haslogt it's nerve and istrying desperately to pair principaswho have no business with each other.

He nods, heisdoing accounts. After he hasfinished whatever heiswriting helooksup at me. "I think
you with her to kite race go. Often you tell me you to kite race go. Hao buhao?"

"l don't know. Maybe kite race have no interest,” | say, faling into Chinglish.
"Thistime, firgt time my daughter to kite race go. Shetell meit have interest.”
"Ah, good,” | say. "Weto kiteracewill go."

| don't want to take her to the kite races, they don't start until 9:30 and if | took her to avid | could
take her at 7:30 and have her home by 11:30, midnight at the latest. If she's as charming as shewas at
dinner it'sgoing to be anight that will fed like Sx months anyway.

So Saturday | again present mysdlf a Flat Sixteen at the building on Bay Shore. The door is opened
by Liu Su-ping, San-xiang's mother, and | am forced to make small talk while San-xiang finishes getting
ready. Shefindly appearsin tights and along red jacket. She has nice taste in clothes but the night
aready hasthe same out-of-synch quaity asdl those timesin Middle School when | took agirl out. At
least now | am not hoping that something will arouse some sort of latent heterosexuality.

We aretold to have agood time and leave. She watches the floor, and then the numbersin the
elevator. | resst theimpulseto say, 'Nice weather.'

We wak towards the subway and suddenly she saysin English, "I want to tell you I'm very sorry
about this"

"Nothing to be sorry about,” | say brightly.

She glances up at me, that same sidelong glance she gives her mother. "I know you didn't plan to
spend your Saturday night dragging meto the kite races. | know you are doing this because of my dad.
Y ou probably have agirlfriend.” The last with such bitterness | am taken aback, even as| find myself
thinking her Englishisgood.

"No," | answer honestly, "I don't have agirlfriend.”

"Look, well go to the kite races for awhile, then I'll take a cab home and you can do whatever you
want to do."

Theworld isunnaturaly crud to ugly girls. "Why don't we just go to the kite races and not worry
about it," | say. "Have you ever been?'

"No, I've only seen them on thevid."



"Well, they're better when you're there.”

| pay her way into the subway and we head for Manhattan and get off at Union Square. We don't
talk on the subway but then the subway isloud. At Union Square we head for the Huang Tunnel
pedestrian walkway and come up in Washington Square Park, where the race begins and ends.
Washington Square is packed on Saturday night. | buy us aticket for the stands because I'd much prefer
tojack in. "Would you like something to drink? A beer?' | ask.

She shakes her head.

"Don't bepolite,” | say, smiling, "I'm aNew Y orker. I'm going to have abeer. Did you eat dinner?”
Sheletsme buy her abeer and | get abag of finger dumplings and find our seets. | even buy two
programs, dthough usudly | just use the board.

We st down, she holding her beer carefully. | watch for awhile but she doesn't drink. Maybe she
doesn't like beer.

"How old were you when you cameto New York?' | ask.

"Nine" shesays.

"Doyoulikeit?’

"I hated it at first, but | guessit'sdl right." She shrugs, "Places are pretty much the same, underneath.”

"Doyou think?" | ask. "I've never been anywhere but New Y ork, except once when | was six and
we went to San Diego to see my grandparents. It seemed different.”

"Things are different from placeto place," she says. "New York isredly very different from Ching,
not as—" she pauses, diplomatically searching for theword.

"We're backward,” | supply, grinning.

"Not backward," she says. "Things are less advanced, maybe. | used to think | was unhappy because
my father wasin trouble and we had to come here, but now | don't think it makes any difference. If
you're acertain kind of person, you'll be unhappy wherever you are.”

| have no doubt she considers hersdlf that certain kind of person.
"Areyou happy?' she asks.

"Do you mean a thismoment, or with my life?"

"With your life. Answer thefirgt thing you think."

"No," | say.

"Do you think you would be happy in China?'

"l don't know," | say, "I've never been to China"

"Do you want to go?"

| wonder if sheis playing agame. Does she know that her father has dangled Chinain front of me as
her dowry?"Sure," | makeit sound as nonchalant as| can, "I wouldn't mind going to China. I'd liketo
seeChina”

"Would you liketo live there?"

"Go to school there? Live thereforever?' In Chinadevianceisacapitd offence, | don't know about
living in acountry where my natura tendancies could see me end up with the traditional rememdy of a
bullet in the back of the head.

"It doesn't make any differenceif you did or you didn't,” she says, "because you would sill be you.
And if you were unhappy here, you'd be unhappy there."

"But much of our unhappinessis caused by socia conditions” | say.



"That'snaive socidism,” with some disgust.

Actudly it'sevasive on my part. What started us on this conversation? Perhaps my expression gives
away my unesse.

"I'm sorry,” shesays. "l wasjudt trying to explain.”

Sheisfascinating to look at. Her teeth are straight, her hair nice, her clotheslovely. But she hasno
ddicacy of feature. Her noseistoo broad, her lips are narrow, her forehead too low. And she has no
chin. Itisan amazingly smianface. | find myself drawn back again and again to sudying her. Where did

that face come from? Foreman Qian is not handsome, but hisface isrounder. And her mother, Liu
Su-ping, is no beauty, but she doesn't seem to possess any of the features| find in her daughter'sface.

"Why do you keep looking at me?" San-xiang says suddenly.

Caught out, | look away. "I am out with you," | say. "If you don't like beer, I'll drink yours. Would
you like asoda?"

"| like beer," she says, and Sps hers.

She doesn't like beer. | make some sort of small talk about kite racers, and everytime | glance at her
shegps her beer. Lipstick bleeds at the lip of the cup. Theflyers spird lazily up, bright silksin red and
blue. I show her how to place abet, jack her into the system. ™Y ou have to bet on someone to be jacked
inwith them,” | explain. "But once you've jacked in, you can bet any additiona way you want. Even
againg your flyer if youwant. | usudly jack into rookies because they're less accustomed to racing and
it'smore exciting.”

She bites her lower lip in concentration. Above us the kites swing in ahuge arc over the square and
head into the darkness towards Union Square. The system cutsin and suddenly I'min synch with a
rookie flyer named Iceberg. | can fed higmy muscles pumping, | can see the kites ahead of me when we
comeinto the lights over Union Square. The kites swing over Union Square and come back towards
Washington Square, gearing up to begin the race when they cross Washington Square. My flyer istense
with anticipation. It's not the same asredlly experiencing it yoursdf, everything isflattened, at adistance. |
know hefeelsthe cold, but I'm not cold. | open my eyes and see the silks above us.

| glance & San-xiang. Sheisgazing up into the darkness and when the kites flash brilliant into the
lights above Washington Square she shivers and takes adrink of her beer.

| don't know why it is so much more exciting to seethe race live. Everybody jacksin at home, too.
And a hometheraceisclearer than it isout here. But it iswonderful to see them up there and at the
same time be able to close your eyes and see some sense of what they see.

Theraceis quick—at two laps they always are—and | ceberg doesn't finish in the money. "Ready for
another beer?' | ask San-xiang.

"Yes, please," she says. She has color in her cheeks, whether from the race, the chill, or the beer |
canttell.

When | come back she smilesup a me. "Thank you," she acceptsthe beer. "Thisisfun. You do this
alot?'

"Pretty much," | say.

"Would you liketo be akite racer?"

"I'mtoo big,” | say, laughing. Kite racers are small, usualy around 40, 45 kilos.
"Y es, but wouldn't you like to be? If you could?"

"If l wonalot," | say.

She laughs and sips her beer, watching me over the rim of the glass. Flirting. We pour over the
program, | haven't heard of any of thefliersin thisrace but | recognize alot of the racersin thelast three



races, the big ones. San-xiang decides not to bet on arookie, she wantsto win.

She doesn't win the second race, or the third, but her flier comesin second for the fourth race and
pays 3:1. The credit light flashes and | take her up to pick up her chit. When she slands up sheisalittle
unsteady on her feet from the beer. She refuses my arm but she's ddighted when they pay her off. She
turnsthat monkey-face up at me and smiles.

"I'm having awonderful time" she says, "one of the best timesin my lifel”
Wewalk ahit rather than go back to our seats and the chill clears her head.
"Wewon't missthe next race, will we?' she asks.

| shake my head. "There's a break between thefirst four races and the last four. Thefirst four are the
minor card and the last four are the mgjor card. The best fliers race the mgor card.”

Peter and aguy from Bed-Stuy are standing where we always stand by the Arch. | hadn't intended to
walk that way, just habit. | think about pretending not to see them but decide what the hell and wave.
Peter grins and waves back.

"Who'sthat?' San-xiang whispers.
"A good friend of mine" | say.

We stop for amoment and talk to Peter and Bed-Stuy, whose name | can't at this moment
remember. "Peter, thisis Qian San-xiang. My friend Peter and,” | make those motions one makeswhen
one can't remember aname,

"Ka," Bed-Stuy says.

"Isthat an American name?' San-xiang asks.

"Scandanavian," Bed-Stuy says, "But I'm American." Peter and Bed-Stuy are both fair, both
anglo-handsome. Neither one of them isvery attractive by Chinese stlandards—hbig nosed for onething
and Ka in particular hasthe kind of angled face that Chinese don't like. Chinese dwaysthink
Westerner's eyes are set too deep in their heads, that they look abit Neandertha. Thisisnot aprejudice
| share. But Peter and Kai are dressed well, both in swesaters with |eather ties and shimmering reflective
srips dangling off the shoulders and shaded glasses Sitting on top of their hair. Bed-Stuy hashishairina
tail, likeme. They look so bent | wonder if shewill guess.

We are carefully low key, tak alittle about who is expected to win the seventh and eighth races, and
then | say that San-xiang and | have to get back to our sedts.

"We're going out to Commemorative afterwards," Peter says. "Drop by if it'snot too late.”
"Okay," | say and head us back to the stands.

"What is Commemorative?' San-xiang asks.

"It'saflyer bar that Peter likes," | say. "Do you want another beer?"

| buy two more beers and we make our way back to our seats. We pour over the program and talk
about who to bet on. I'm tired and want to go home, but San-xiang is clearly enjoying the evening so |
feign interest. She sips her beer and looks coyly at me out of the corners of her eyes and not knowing
how to respond | pretend not to notice. Clearly she does not think | am gay and that isarelief but the
night is beginning to depressme.

"Y our friends are handsome,” she says.

"Doyou think 07" | ask. " You da biz," | say. They have big noses The Chinese dang for
westerener is'big nose.’

She giggles and looks down &t the program.
Finaly thelast four races start. It'sa so-so card, the seventh race looks good. | pick aflyer at



random in the fifth race, San-xiang ddliberates before picking the odds-on favorite. | find myself watching
for Peter and Bed-Stuy between races. San-xiang is disappointed when her flyer doesn't comein. She
winsthe sixth race and is o excited she spills her beer. With some trepidation | buy her another, she has
had two and ahdf and it is obvious that she's not accustomed to them. But | am hoping that if she has
another shewill be drunk and deepy enough to want to go home after the races.

| findly pick aflyer who placesin the eighth race. San-xiang isgiggly and unsteadly.

"Areyou hungry?' | ask.

"What about that place your friends are going, Commemerétive, do they have food?'

"Not thislate," | say. "I know alittle Thai place on West 4th Street, it's not far from here.”

"l am having such agood time, | want to stay out al night!" she says. "Are you having agood time?"

"Of course,” | say. "When you go with someone who's never seen the kite races it reminds you of
your firg time."

"It's S0 exciting. It's o much better than watching it on thevid."

Thisisanight shewill remember al her life, the night when she went to the kite races. How many
nightsdo | remember? How many specid nights have | had in my life? Isit so much to give up anight?

"Let'sget something to eat and then see how lateit is, maybe stop infor adrink,” | say. She smilesup
at me. Oh, the dangers of pity.

The restaurant is crowded and we pick up our orders of curry and noodles and eat standing on the
dreet. The streets are full of studentsin outrageous clothes. San-xiang watches agirl in alavender tunic
with no sides, belted at the middle. Underneath she wears a pale green transparent body suit. Sheis
arguing with aboy, shaking her copper hair to make her points. The boy—as drab as sheisvivid—isin
one of those gray digper thingslike they wear in India. He has long, impossibly skinny black clad legs
gticking out of hisdhoti. | wonder what he would look like if hedidn't rat hishair. 'Leave her,’ | urge him
slently. Heisangry and sullen, regarding her out of hot bruised eyes. He crosses hisarms and shiftshis
weight from one leg to the other. Heis S0 thin that thereis nothing under his skin but long, striated
muscle, and the muscles are clear as diagrams over hisface bones. Suddenly he turns and walks off.

Thegirl flips him the finger and stands, rigid with anger, before whirling and walking up the street.

"Dog," San-xiang whispersin Chinese. She looks up at me for collaboration and | nod, athough |
know she means the boy. San-xiang takes my arm and | tense, startled, but she doesn't notice.

Commemorative is crowded and loud. Hot and noisy. | try to see Peter and Bed-Stuy but can't, 0|
take her hand and force my way through the crowd. | findly find them near the back, a the end of the
bar. They're talking with aflyer, he only comesto Peter's shoulder, and he's dark and ugly. Not many
flyersare pretty, like most of them helooks asif his head istoo big for hisbody.

"Zhang!" Peter shouits, "Thisis—!"

| missthe namein the noise but nod and smile anyway. | don't share Peter's preoccupation with
flyers. He saysthey're atheletes, good in bed. | signd the bartender ‘two beers and she puts them up on
the bar. Peter hands them to me, we can't get close. Peter is happy and animated, trying to converse with
hisflyer. Bed-Stuy hasthe patient look of aman who has stood at alot of barsand iswilling to wait to
seeif hisluck changes. San-xiang seemsalittle overwhelmed.

| smile at her and shrug to show my gpology. She smiles and drinks some of her beer.

| watch her drink her beer, and she watches me. Then she turns pink and looks down at her glass.
How fascinating sheis. | can't help looking at her, trying to define just what went wrong. What would she
need to become beautiful ? Larger eyes? More bone in the jawline? And why hasn't she doneit?

Wedon't stay long, it'stoo loud. Sheisabit unsteady when we leave.



"Areyoudl right?" | ask her.

She leans againgt me and whispers conspiratoridly, "I'm alittle drunk.” Her body language, her
gestures, are dl the actions of agirl being cute, of aflirt, and yet looking up a meisthat square monkey
face, those tiny porcine eyes. She wrinkles her nose and her eyes amost disappear, and | gaze,
entranced by the grotesque.

It fedslewd. All my life | have been careful not to stare. | don't stare at war veterans, | don't stare at
street people. | guess, unconcioudly, | don't stare at people who are ugly, either. But | can Sare at
San-xiang. | have the sudden urge to kiss her on the forehead, | don't know why.

We take the subway to Brooklyn and walk to her parent's apartment. In the hall we stop and | think
of being in middle school and bringing the girl to her door and trying to decideiif | was supposed to kiss
her or not. | kiss San-xiang, a nice brotherly kiss.

"I had awonderful time," she saysand gives me atrembling smile. "Y ou are very nice.”
"Soareyou," | say.
"Why don't you have agirlfriend?Y ou're very handsome.”

I liketo betold I'm handsome as much as anyone does but coming from San-xiang it isabit
disconcerting. | make the Nali-nali, the don't-talk-about-it motion with my hand, looking away
embarrassed. "No reason,” | say. "l just don't redly want agirlfriend right now, | guess.” Thewadlsinthe
hallway are Chinared.

She rubsthe back of her hand across her eyes and her voiceisfull of tearswhen she says, "I haveto
go, goodnight.”

She unlocks the door and closesiit behind her and | am left standing in the hall, wondering, what did |
do?

| do not expect her voice when | answer the cadll. It is Tuesday evening and I've only been home from
work for afew minutes.

"Zhong Shan?' she says, "It's San-xiang." We make inconsequential small-talk, how iswork? 1 ask
her how her work isand realize that | don't even know what she does.

"Some friends of mineand |," she says, "on Thursday nights, we have, well, it'skind of apolitica
study mesting but it'sredly not, we St around and talk, mostly. | waswondering if you would liketo
come? It won't be late, | mean, | know you work on Friday, weal do, soit ... it won't belate. But if
you're busy, I'll understand. | mean, thisis short notice and | know you probably have plans, or, redly
that you might have plans. That'swhat | meant, that you're probably afairly busy person, and it might not
be convenient.”

Sheisso nervous, | want to save her. "No," | say, "I don't have plans. I'm not very political though.
I'm pretty dumb about politics.”
"But you went to the Middle Schoal for Political Theory, didn't you?"

"Y eah, but that was ten years ago, and we didn't learn too much about politics. Mostly we studied
Mandarin.”

"Oh," shesaysin her high, voice. "It doesn't redly matter, we just mostly talk, anyway."

"Sure. What time?"

"About 6:30," she says and tells me whereto come. | usualy start at 7:00 am. and get off about 4:30
in the afternoon so that gives me time to get home and change. But Thursday comes and the project we
areworking on includesasdewadl tha will eventudly have an atificid water-wall and a courtyard for

the public. Thewall isto be done in a continuous pour and for al the usua reasonswe are late beginning
the pour. Of course aspecia crew doesthe pour but | have to be there until it's finished to secure the



gte

At six | head for Brooklyn, till in coverdls and workboots. The proletariat. Well, that ought to go
over bigin San-xiang's political study group.

| am late, it is quarter of seven when | get to the address San-xiang has given me. | need a shower
and a beer, not necessarily in that order. The door opensand | say, "Excuse me, | am afriend of
San-xiang?'

The facein the doorway is Chinese. A man, about my age. "Comein," he says, "we were afraid you
got logt.”

"I'msorry,” | say, "l had to work late.”

There are five peoplein thelittle main room of this gpartment, including San-xiang, whose eyes dmost
disappear in her ddight.

"S0 you are the man with the incredible name,” drawls atall woman, not Chinese.

| smile and nod. "One cannot choose one's parents,” | say. Oh my foolish mother. Zhong Shanisthe
name of afamous Chinese revolutionary, the first president of the Republic; it isthe Mandarin version of
the Cantonese name Sun Y at-sen. To be named Zhang Zhong Shan is like being named George
Washington Jones. | sit down next to San-xiang and she introduces me around. | catch only two names,
thewoman is Ginny and the ABC who met me at the door is Gu Zhongyan. Thereisaso acouple,
clearly married, in their forties, | think.

| gpologize again for coming late, and for coming straight from work without a chance to clean up.

"We hope to eventudly establish a neighborhood association or acommune,” Gu Zhongyan explains,
"but we are none of usfinancialy able yet. So for now we have astudy group.”

The mde haf of the couple passes out flimsies of an article out of amagazine. It's political theory. |
read through the first couple of paragraphs and don't much understand, it's something about optimum
community size. San-xiang studies hers carefully for amoment, then putsit in afolder and pulls out
another stack of flimses carefully underlined and highlighted. She has made notesto herself in Chinese
adong the margins. Her characters aretiny swift swirlsof line.

They tak for awhile about the article. Ginny and Gu appear not to have read it as carefully. Themae
haf of the coupleis clearly the most committed. | gather in the course of the conversation that he and his
wifelived in acommune before but there was some trouble and they |eft.

The only commune | am familiar with is Peter's, which has no ideology and exists merely as atenant's
association to keep his building running. And doesn't seem to do that too terribly well. I'm tired, it's been
along day, and they talk carefully about the rel ationship between competition and productivity.

| fedl inadequate. | know that politicsisimportant | just don't like to think about it. | don't know what
my opinionsare, | just know that very little | hear ever ssemsto have much to do with me, or with my
life

This gpartment is the apartment of a serious person. Disordered, but in a serious way—alarge system
on thewall, equipped for information and music, but no vid. There areflimsiesin astack on thefloor,
obviousy down-loaded. Thewall at the back has homemade bookshelves filled with books and stacks
of flimsiesin binders. The books|ook like non-fiction. | used to read alot during my dienated
adolescence. Fiction. Thereisabook lying on the floor near Gu's chair, The Socid Matrix: Religious
Communitiesin Capitalist America

San-xiang talks. Sheis serious and involved. "A community doesn't have to be autonomousto be a
community,” she says. ""People can work outside the community.”

"Then what makesit acommunity?* Gu Zhongyan asks, sounding irritated.
"A community isagroup of people united by shared interests,” San-xiang says. "It can bework, or



family or even something like atheater. That's why acommunity should do something, have a product
that everybody works with, because the profit and loss unites people.”

"But there you have competition,” says the husband, "and whenever you have competition you're
going to have inequdity. Some members are going to be less able to contribute.”

" So the community adapts,” San-xiang says. "It adjusts. We're adults, we can recognize that someone
taking care of anew baby haslesstime, or that someone elseisn't going to be able to handle
bookkeeping.”

"But if you have competition,” saysthe wife, "peopl€'s judgments become clouded. Y ou get
resentment. Y ou can't expect people to recognize and adjust, somebody is going to fed put out.” She
soundswistful, asif she gpeaks from experience.

" Sometimes a community doesn't adjust,” San-xiang says, "and sometimesit doesn't work. But that
doesn't mean we shouldn't try."

After the discussion we have green tea and cookies and then San-xiang and | walk to the subway.
"What did you think?' San-xiang asks.

"l think you are very smart,” | answer.

Shefrowns. "No, | mean are you interested?”’

"Injoining your commune?| don't know."

"We don't even have acommune yet,” she says. "Y ou didn't say very much, | guessit isn't asexciting
askiteraces"

"I'm not avery political person,” | say by way of gpology.

Shelooks a me sharply but doesn't say anything.

"It'strue,” | say, "'l don't even like to watch the news. I'm not the kind of person who getsinvolvedin
political things”

"Everybody isinvolved in palitics,” she says.

"Not me," | say. "Not because | think they're bad, | think | should be involved, I'm just lazy."

"No, listen to me. Everyoneis political. Y ou can't helpit. Y ou make politica decisonsall thetime,
just asyou make mora ones.”

| shrug.

"Zhong Shan," she says gently, "get this through that handsome empty skull of yours, okay? No one
can escape palitics. You're ABC, are you aparty member?"

"No," | say, expecting her to be disappointed. A lot of ABC are party members. "Likel told you, I'm
not interested. | think the party is mostly ameans of advancing on€e's career anyway."

"Exactly, and your decison not to joinisapolitical decision.”

"W, then my political decison isto not be politica.”

"Exactly, that'sa political statement. Y ou are expressing your opinion about current politics. Except
you are politica, everything we doispalitica,” she says, doggedly explaining to the unenlightened. ™Y ou
do things. Y ou rent a private gpartment, right?"

"Becauseif | took housing I'd haveto live in some complex in Virginiaor northern Pennsylvania,” |
Say irritated.

"But by doing so you condone landlords.”

"l don't condone or not condone landlords,” | say. "It'sapractica decision, not apolitical one. The
Great Cleansing Winds Campaign is over, San-xiang. We don't have to analyze everyoneslivesfor



motives."

"l wasn't saying it'swrong,”" she saysmildly, "l wasjust pointing out that your life says something
about your politics whether you think about them or not. Y ou can either just let that happen or you can
think about the kind of choices you want to make."

"I'd like to continue to make my choices because they fit my life rather than out of some sense of
ideology,” | say. "In my experienceideology isalot likereligion; it'sabelief system and most people cling
toit long after it becomes clear that their ideology doesn't describe the real world.”

She smilesup a me. "That's as pure a description of an gpplied politica theory asany I've ever
heard."

| look at that little monkey face and say coldly, "Pretty good for a dumb construction tech, right?”
"Bu cuo," shesaysairily. 'Not bad.’
Ugly girls have to have something, | think. Sportsor idegs.

Lenin and Mao Zedong. | am ditting in front of the vid, leaned over unlacing my work boots, when |
get acdl. | assumethat it's Peter and | think to mysdlf, thistime | won't et him talk meinto going
anywhere. It's Tuesday night, I'm tired. | pick up my beer and wander into the kitchen to take the call,
trailing boot laces.

"Zhang here" | say, not bothering with the visud.

"Zhong Shan?' San-xiang says.

"Wel," | answer, surprised and alittle disappointed.

"My parentsthrew me out,” she saysin her high, soft little-girl voice.
"What?' | say. "What for?'

"We had an argument.”

"About what?' | say foolishly.

"Oh, everything. Can | cometo your flat?"

"Oh, sure" | say. | give her directions and then lace my boots and run down to the little Thai place
(The Ruby Kitchen) and get take out noodles and fried chicken. | stop and pick up more beer, too. Then
back to my flat, where | take the shirts| brought back from the cleaners off the chair and throw themin
my room. The place looks okay. It needs to be cleaned but I'm not going to worry about that right now.

And then | wait, Stting on the edge of the chair, watching thevid. If | sit back in the chair, I'll
probably fal adeep. | fal adeep alot of eveningsin thischair, sitting in front of the vid.

The building system says someone's at the outside door, | check the console and there she stands
with adouch bag over her shoulder. Until | seethe bag it doesn't occur to me that she might want to stay
here the night. Hell, doesn't she have friends? | let her in, tell the building to recognize her and let her in
whenever she comes, and leave the door off the latch.

San-xiang stops at the door. | am in the kitchen, but | hear her heels and then | imagine her stopping,
her chinlesslittle face upturned. “I'min the kitchen," | cdll.

When she comes in the kitchen she doesn't have her bag.
"Yao pijiuma?’ | ask and hand her abeer without waiting for her to answer.

"Hi," she says, looking at the beer asif she doesn't know whether she wantsit or not. She takesagp.
She stands, uncertain of her reception.

"Thisismy decadent flat," | say, gesturing. It istwo real rooms and akitchen and bathroom roughly
the sze of closets. Compared to her parents apartment it's little bigger than adrawer. And it'sarathole.



The flooring isthat synthetic stuff and doesn't go quite to the corners and the wall covering needsto be
replaced. The apartment is brown except where the gray concrete showsin the corners. | could fix it up,
| think about it oncein awhile, but | never know how long I'm going to live here. And I'm rarely here
except to eat and deep.

Shelooks around, looks back at me. "I'm sorry to just show up thisway."
"Sit down," | say, "have something to eat. Tell me what happened.”

She sitsdown and | stick chopsticksin the noodles. | hand her aplate and a pair of chopsticks, Sit
down and pick up a piece of chicken.

She stsfor amoment, looking at the noodles but clearly not seeing them. Her attitude reminds me of
someone saying grace. | put apiece of chicken on her plate. "Thank you," she says.

| eat and watch her egt. Findly she says, "'l had an argument with my parents.”
"What about?' | ask.

Shedhrugs. "Nothing. Money. Everything.”

| wait.

"It was just alittle argument, and things kept coming in. Likewhy | didn't study hard enough to go to
the University and how my father spent the money that was supposed to be for me, for," her voice drops
to awhigper, "my face."

For just asecond | think she means 'face in the Chinese sense, asin 'not lose face.” Then | redlize she
means her physicd face.

"My father thinks | should save my money for that, not for acommune.”

| don't know what to say, everything | say may bewrong, so | say the innocuous. "What do you
think?'

"l think | am an adult and it ismy decison,” she says. "He saysthat aslong as| livein hishouseitis
hisdecison. But | can't get assigned housing unless| get married and | want to save my money so | don't
want to pay rent. But maybe it's an excuse to stay at home?”

"It soundsvery sensbleto me” | say.

"Do you think | am immeature?' she asks.

Yes, but | cannot say that. "'l think you are very sensible,” | say.
"Y ou don't livewith your family," she says.

"l don't have afamily,” | say. Whichisnot true, strictly speaking, but my father has been gonefor
years, and my mother hasanew family. | couldn't live with either of them. And wouldn't want to.

"Thisisanice gpartment,” she says.

| laugh and sheisgtartled. "It'sadump,” | say. "But itiswhat | can afford.”
So we edt.

"l haveto get up early,” | say, "lets get you settled.”

Shenods, al tension.

I go into my bedroom and dig asheet out of my closet. | have two pillows on my bed, so | skin one
out of the case and put a clean case on it. San-xiang standsin the doorway and watches me. | fed asif
something iswrong, but | don't know what it is. My bedroom isamess, | wonder if sheisupset. Did she
have someideathat | lived thiselegant life? If so, the actua squalor of coffee cupsin the bedroom could
bealittle distressing.

I have aquilt and use the pillow, sheet and quilt to create amakeshift bed on the couch. It's not going



to adjust to body temperature but it should be comfortable enough. | probably should put her on my bed
and deep out here, but damn it, | didn't ask her to come over, and besides, dl therest of my sheetsare
dirty and I'm not going to bring dirty sheets out here to deep and put her in my bed.

"l haveto be at work at seven tomorrow,” | explain, "so I'll be leaving alittle after sx. What time do
you have to be at work?'

"Nine" shesays.
"What time do you need to wake up?'
"About seven-thirty?' she says.

"Okay, I'll tell the system. There's coffee and teain the kitchen. Fedl free to watch the vid, make
yoursdf a home"

She sitsdown on the couch, her handsfolded in her Iap. Again | have the feding that sheisupset. Itis
probably strange to her.

"Have you ever been away from home before?"

"Ohyeah," she says. "Every year | go somewhere for acouple of weeks and Cuo sent meto
Arkansasfor training two years ago. | wasthere for eighteen weeks." Shelooks up at me, straight at me
instead of her usuad sidelong glance. "Why are you dwayslooking & me?'

Flustered | say, "What do you mean?"'
"Y ou are dways sudying me. Isit because | am ugly?'
"No," | say too quickly, "of course not."

"It'sokay," shesays, "I know I'm ugly. Someday, when | have enough money, | will have my face
fixed. It'sabone problem, it only happensto one in twenty thousand children. It's not so expensiveif they
do something right at adolescence, but my father wasin trouble, so we had to come here.”

"What happened to your father?"

"He managed a branch of Huang-Kamakai in Guangzhou and his branch logt alot of money,
hundreds of thousands of yuan. So they transferred him to the United States and sent him to work at
Hong Fangzhen Congtruction. They used to own it. Then during the Cleansing Windsit lost so much
money they sold it to an ABC so now we can never be transferred back."

Wédll, | haveto get up, so | goto bed. After afew minutes| hear the vid on very low. | go to deep
with my back to the crack of light showing under my door.

The system gets me up and | creep through the front room to the bathroom, clean up and dress.
When | come out of the bathroom, the hills and valeys on the couch shift and San-xiang sits up.

"Go back to deep,” | whisper, "it'sonly quarter of Sx."

"I'm awake," she saysand turnson thelight. Sheblinksin theglare. "I can make you coffeg,” she
sys.
"l dwaysget it a theste" | say, "goto deep.”

But she gets up, wearing aloose shift and barefoot, her hair tangled, and takes her bag into the
bathroom. I'm ready early, | usudly st around, watch the vid a bit, sometimes make coffee. Or | deep
too late and rush out a six-thirty.

Thismorning | make coffee and sit down with acup. | wonder how long shell stay. | don't havethe
ambition to bring it up in the morning. She comes out dressed.

"Coffee?" | ask.
She pours acup.
"Sugar isby thesink, | don't have milk," | say.



She gets sugar and bringsit back to the couch but sits with the cup untasted.
"Did you deepwel?' | ask.
"Fine" shesayshbrightly.

We make small talk. | ask her about her work, she works for Cuo, one of the big Chinese
conglomerates, she'saclerk in theinternational transport department. She routes orders.

She doesn't like coffee, but | pretend not to notice. And in afew minutes, | leave for work.

When | get home that evening—we are on rush work which meanswe work long hoursand | don't
get home until nearly seven-thirty—sheisalready there. | hear her in the kitchen when | open the door.
Theliving room is neet, the sheet and quilt neatly folded on the end of the couch. Sheis chopping inthe
kitchen, | wait until I hear the cleaver stop before cdling hello.

"Zhong Shan?' shecdlls.

| am tired to the bone. Foreman Qian was not on the Site today, asmall blessing, but there were too
many thingsto do. | worked for twelve hours, the hard physical work of pounding excess off forms and
pulling the forms, polishing the face of the building. Painstaking hand work with acrew that wantsto get it
done and go home. | have shouted mysdlf nearly hoarse. The crew is mutinous. But the job will be done
by Friday if we don't get disastrous westher.

| don't redlly want company. If Peter called | would tell him to go pound sand. "San-xiang,” | say. |
amdl rice cooking.

"Areyou dways S0 late?" she says. Sheis chopping scalions.

"No," | say, "usualy | am home around five." | find abeer and collagpsein achair.
"Did you seemy father?'

"He wasn't on Site today. He might be tomorrow."

"Will youtd!l himwherel am?'

"If heasks" | say.

Shefrowns at the wok, tosses chicken in sesameail. It isasmell that reminds me of growing up.
"Dont tdl him, okay? Tell him you don't know wherel am. | don't want him to know."

| don't likethis. | shrug.

She dtirsthe chicken, tossesin green scallions and chinese chilis and adds aglob of sesame paste.
Then she spillsit onto plates. "Areyou hungry?'

"Yeeh," | say. "Thisisvery nice of you."

"It'snice of you to let me stay," she says.

| hadn't planned on her staying thislong. "How long will you be here?' | ask.
"Whenever you want meto go," she says, "you tell me. I'll understand.”

| don't exactly know what to say. Tonight. | want you to leave tonight. Go stay with one of your
friends from the politica study group. | don't say anything, just shove food into my mouth while | think
about this.

| decide that tomorrow I'll tell her to leave. "Thisisvery good."

"Thank you."

| should tell her to be out by the weekend. | should tell her right now. But it seemsterribleto Sit eating
her food telling her not to stay. Tomorrow I'll eat before | get home. She doesn't think about the position
she's put me in because she doesn't have any friends, she's not accustomed to being around people. | am



furious. But asaways, | hesitate to rgect her. | look into that monkey face and think, she's been rejected
and hurt enough, and | put it off. | am acoward.

We st and watch the vid for awhile, "Do you want to see kite races?’ she asks.

"l don't redlly care,” | say. Actudly I don't watch the kites on vid much, but since | took her she
thinksit'sthe most important thing in my life. Wewatch aserid. We makesmal tak. | fal adegpinmy
chair and wake up with ajerk. Where can she go? She can't get housing, not unless her parentswill filea
separation. Surely she hasfriends. Surdly it isnot my problem.

| go to bed and deep badly. | dream of middle schoal.

In the morning San-xiang doesn't get up when | do, so | leave early without coffee. | am on the Ste by
gx-forty-five and St in the gray morning waiting for coffee and for the day to begin. The crew greetsthe
site of their tech engineer perched on the back of a concrete bench with dismay—"Jesus, Zhang, you
goin' to be bustin bals al day today?" And the tone of the day is .

We are under deadline and | am mean, | do not want to be here Friday night under the lights,
working. | want to be here Saturday even less. If we work on Saturday, the men will expect big bonus
and | will get chewed out.

Foreman Qian shows up at alittle before nine and disappearsinto thetrailer. If he staysin thetrailer,
maybe | will get some work out of the crew. But he doesn't. He comes back out, coffee cup in hand, and
surveysthe crew work.

"Zhang!" he snaps.

"Foreman Qian," | say, trotting over, dutiful dog.

"You think Friday areedy you finish?'

| drop into Chinese. "If the weather is good, yes. If the weather is bad, or we have problems, no."
Foreman Qian nods. Sips his morning tea.

"Engineer Zhang," he says, "Have you talked to my daughter?!

"Laey?' | ask. "Not snce Thursday.”

Helooks unhappy and tired. "She givesyou acal, you cal me, okay?'

"Something iswrong?' | ask.

"A misunderstanding,” he says. "Sheis staying with one of her friends.”

I nod, we stand looking at the crew for amoment in apparent comraderie. Then | trot back and
Foreman Qian goesinto thetrailer. | don't like being in the middie of this, tonight I'll tell her to call him.
That will take care of my problems.

In the afternoon we have abox playing—we aways have abox playing, sounds of Brooklyn—and |
catch aweather report. Rain tomorrow. The crew watches me, obvioudy they already know. | rest a
polisher on the edge of the granite planter | am working on.

"Okay," | say, "I hear it. Work starts at noon tomorrow. Tell your mothersto put your dinners on the
counter, well beworking under the lights."

"Shit," someone says. But | turn the polisher back on and go back to work. | pretend not to notice
them bitching. They knew what | was going to say, but hdll, bitching is one of the few satisfactionsthey
have.

It isseven-thirty when | leave work. | get my dinner on the way home, stopping for a hamburger on
the way to the subway. The subway isn't crowded. Above me apaper Sign says"Unaluz brillaraen tu
camina/Ven alaiglesa. Descubre lo que has perdido.” Discover what | have lost? Not by going to



church. | think whatever | have lost was gone before | was born. | fal adeep on the subway and nearly
miss my stop.

The apartment is dark, for amoment | think she has|eft, but then the lights come up and | see her bag
sitting by the door. | check through the whole apartment. No sign, no note.

Perhaps she, like me, isworking late? Maybe she went to dinner with someone from work?
So | gtinmy chair and go to deep with the vid on.

The door wakesme and | Sit up. The system has shut the vid off, which means |'ve been adeep for
more than twenty minutes, | am confused and fed asif itislater than tht.

"San-xiang?' | say.

"Helo," shesingsout, "I thought you'd be adeep.”

| was. "I waswatching thevid. Did you work late?"
"Tonight ismy politica study mesting.”

Oh yes, the optimum size of acommunity. Now what? Tl her she hasto go. "Y our father isvery
worried about you," | say.

"Did you talk to him today? What did he say?"

"He asked meto cal himif | saw you. | think you should talk to him. And | think you should decide
what you are going to do." Wdl put, | think to mysdlf.

She sitsdown on the couch. "If | call him, hell make me come home."

"But hethrew you out,” | say.

She makes agesture with her hand, waving that away. "He didn't relly mean it.”
"What are you going to do?"' | ask.

"l don't know." Shelooks down at her feet, "Call him, | guess. Do you mean tonight?*
Shit. Grow up. All right, if you want meto be the parent. "Y egh, tonight.”

She sitsthere for amoment, then gets up and goesinto the kitchen. Thereisalong silence, longer
than it takes to jack in and connect. Finaly | hear her say, "Baba? Shi wo." Papa, it'sme.

A pause. "Za Zhang gongchengshidejidi.” At Engineer Zhang's place.
A long pause. Dui, she bresthes. "Wo dengideng.” I'll wait.

I hear the snap when she takes off the contact. "He's coming to get me," she says. Sheis about to cry
and escapes into the bathroom. | think about getting abeer but decide | amtoo tired. At least | can deep
late tomorrow and there won't be anyone here.

| try not to listen to San-xiang crying in the bathroom.

She comes back out and sits down on the couch. It isnot my fault sheisugly, | have no reason to fed
guilty. | have dways had tremendous trouble defining the limits of respongbility.

"My father isvery upset,” she says, and hasto regain her self-control.
| nod.

"l aninbigtrouble" she says.

"You'rean adult,” | point out.

" Sometimes my father makesthat hard to remember. Heis pretty good at making people do what he
wants."

"Youcanjust tell him'no’."
"Likeyou did when hetold you to take me out?' she asks.



"That'sdifferent,” | say, "taking you out isenjoyable.”

She nods and looks at the vid. Sheis crying again, without allowing any sound to escape. | fed
trapped. A few minutes and her father will be here. She takes a shuddery bregath. "It's okay,” she says,
"you don't have to ask me out anymore. | mean, you're very nice but | know you redly don't want to."

"That'snot true," | lie. "l enjoy our eveningstogether.” 1t's not atogether alie.

She shrugs.

"I condder you afriend, San-xiang," | say asgently as| can.

"Well maybe I'm not looking for friendship,” she snaps and then covers her face with her hands.

| don't know how to respond but she doesn't say anything el se. After amoment she goes back into
the bathroom. | hear water running. My water bill isgoing to be terrible this month, last month it was
pretty good, but this month will be bad. If | took public housing | wouldn't have to pay anything for the
first 800 liters of water | used.

She comes out with her make-up repaired and her eyes red and we watch the vid until my system
tellsmethat her father isoutside. | check, and sure enough, there heisin hiscoverdls. | let himin, and
whilel amat it | take San-xiang out of the system so she can't get in unless| let her.

| open the door and say, unnecessarily I'm sure, ™Y our father is here.”

| hear thelift open and then Foreman Qian walking down the hallway. | open the door, and he
glances a me once and brushes past me. "San-xiang," he says.

"Baba," she says poised on the couch, holding her back very straight but keeping her eyes down.
Perfect posturefor a Chinese girl.

In Chinese he demands, "How do you explain this?*

"l am not explaining,” she says.

"Thisisterrible, what you have done to your mother! Y ou could have at least called and told us
where you were. Where have you been!”

"Here," she says s0 softly | can barely understand.

"Here? With Zhang Zhong Shan?'

"Here"

Helooks at me, hisface very red. "Y ou told me you hadn't seen her!"

"She asked meto."

Helooks back at her. "Y ou stayed here done?' Heistrembling with fury, | have never seen himlike
this Hisfaceissored | am afraid he will make himsdf ill.

"Foreman Qian," | say, "perhaps you would sit down. | have tea, beer.”

"What have you been doing for two days! What isyour mother going to do when she hears about
thist And you," heturnsto me, "how could you do this! | have had you to my home and now you are
taking advantage of my daughter!”

"Foreman Qian," | say, thewords sounding asludicrousin Chinese asthey do in English, "I have not
taken advantage of your daughter, | did not even ask her to come here.”

"l cannot believethid" he saysto her, ignoring me. "Y ou want usto treat you asif you are an adullt,
but you do this?' | am embarrassed. Foreman Qian sounds like the cliche of the Chinese father,
protecting his daughter from bad influence. Like avid. People do not act likethisin red life. But then,
people don't try to marry their daughtersto bent foreman they barely know, either. "What if they found
out at your job! Do you think you would ever be transferred to Chinaif they thought you were an
immord girl?'



"The Great Cleansing Winds campaign isover,” San-xiang says, "No one talks that way anymore.”

"Well why don't you just tell them a work that you are staying with an Engineering Technician without
citizenship and see how they talk.”

San-xiang flushes. Foreman Qian rounds on me, "1 would have been happy to treat you likeason, |
had no idea you were so supid.”

"I have been entirdly respectful with your daughter,” | say. " She called me Tuesday and asked if she
could come here, she told me she had an argument with you and her mother."

"A man donewith agirl, you expect meto believe this?'

"It'strue,” San-xiang says coldly, "Engineer Zhang is not interested in me, ba-ba, | am too ugly for a

Hetakesthat like abody blow. For the first time | see hisposition, afather with an ugly daughter,
trying to make up to her for spending her face money. But he rallsright on, not even acknowledging her
comment. "l don't believe thisfoolishness. Y ou have been here two nights. The neighbors know you are
here"

If thiswere a Chinese building, the auntie watching the hall would report what we are doing to the
building committee, but thisisnot a Chinese building, I'm the only ABC living here and thereare no
Chinese. "Here" | say, "no one cares."

"l can believethat," he says, looking at my apartment. "What about your mother?' he saysto
San-xiang.

"l will tell her I'm sorry,” San-xiang says.

"Do you think that will erase what you've done?!

"What do you want meto do?' shecries.

"Do you expect to continue on after this?' Foreman Qian asks.
"No," she says, "we have aready decided to stop.”

| expect that to mallify him but instead he turns back to me. "So! Y ou have had her herel Now you
arefinished with her? Isthat it! Sheistrash and you discard her?!

"No—" | say, astonished and angry.
"You areastupid bit of dogshit!" he says.

"Enough!" | shout back, thisisared Chinese argument now, conducted like any good Chinese
argument, at full volume. "'l didn't ask your daughter to come here! | treated her well! | told her to call
you and now al you do is shout at me! Don't shout at me because you can't control your daughter!™

"What do you expect meto bdieve! | find my daughter in thisdirty little gpartment wherethereis
barely room to turn around and you tell me you have been living like ssters? And then you say you do
not want to see my daughter again? How can you tell meyou are not interested in aChinese girl! In
citizenship! Maybe thiswas just to get my daughter in trouble so she would have to marry you!"

"Y ou wanted your daughter to marry me!” | say. "Y ou tried to bribe me with your talk of Guangzhou
University!" My faceisflushed, | fed it. "Well Foreman Qian, something you did not know, my mother is
not Chinese. | am not redlly Chinese. My mother'snameis Teresa Luis and sheis hispanic!" 'Wode
mamajiao TeresaLuisyetashi Hai-g-ba-na'

Foreman Qian is shocked into silence. The Spanish name stands out from the Chinese.
After amoment Foreman Qian stutters, ™Y our mother; her surnameisLi. | read your records.”

"Li isher party name. Only my father is Chinese. Now, pleaseleave,” | say, "I have to work
tomorrow."



| see adifferent anger building in hisface, acolder anger. Finally Foreman Qian says, "Ah, now you
remember that you work for me."

"l havetold the crew to be on the site a noon, hopefully therain will be over,” | say. Hisface
frightens me, the red is gone and now the anger iswhite.

"Wewill tak," Foreman Qian saysand it isclearly athreet. " San-xiang, let'sgo."
She collects her bag slently. "I'm sorry,” she saysin English.
"San-xiang!" her father snaps.

And | closethe door behind them. | stand there for aminute, and then | go to the kitchen and get a
beer. There are only five beers, | suspect that isn't enough.

Before | go to the Site the next day | go to the employment office and check the jobs on the board. |
cannot look for ajob until 1 no longer have one, so | don't stay long for fear someone will ask to look at
my work card. | do not see any jobs.

| do not know what | will do when | am unemployed. | may haveto give up my flat if | am
unemployed for very long and accept gpproved housing. Living in Virginiaor northern Pennsylvaniaand
taking thetrain to the city. | will be able to take the train but only during non-peak hours. Maybe| can
live with Peter for awhile.

| haveaskill, so | will be ableto wait until ajob comes that matches my skill, rather than being
assgned to menid labor.

If I had enough money and could keep paying my rent, | could keep my flat. | cannot ask my mother
for money. There arejobs, free market jobsin Times Square. Maybe | can sall something. | get back on
the train to go back downtown to the job site. In the subway there is atorn advertisement, the samel
saw the night before, "Unaluz brillaraen tu camina’Ven alaiglesia. Descubre [o que te has perdido.”
Discover what | have lost? Not by going to church. Unaluz brillaraen tu camina. A brilliant light in your
path. Thereisabirilliant light ingde of me. Itisnot Chri, itisnot Mao Zedong. | do not know what it is.
| am Zhang, donewith my light, and in thet light | think for amoment that | am free.

But | an only freein small places. Government isbig, we are small. We are only freewhen we dip
through the cracks.

KITES (Angel)

The door isflanked by two, curtained windows with big flower arrangementsin them, it makesthe
place look more like a discreet and expensive restaurant than afuneral parlor. Thefirst person| seeis
Orchid—long white hair and black satin quilted jacket with, of course, ahuge white slk orchid appliqued
across the back. Then Cinnabar, who isn't wearing red. Cinnabar isredlly Cinnabar Chavez' first name,
50 | guess he doesn't have to prove anything, he only wears red when heflies.

Someflierstake on their flying name, like Orchid. Everybody cdls her Orchid. | don't even know
what her nameis. But nobody calls Eleni *Jacinth’ except the marks. Nobody calls me Gargoyle, they just
cal me Angd. But everybody cdls Johnny B "Johnny B', even though we al know his nameis Gregory.

Cinnabar sees me, waves me over. Hesagood flier for aguy, alittletal, he's 1.55 meters but so
skinny he doesn't mass over 48 kilos. Flying runsin hisfamily, his brother was Random Chavez—bet you
didn't know he even had alast name. Of course, hewaskilled in that big smash, Jesus, five years ago?
I'm getting old. That wasthe year | started flying the big kites. | wasthere, | finished that race.

"Pijiu?" Cinnabar says. We give each other ahug. There's a spread, afunera banquet, but | can't eat
at funeras. Just aswell, sincel have to keep my weight at about 39 kilos, and beer has too many
caories. Orchid preens, looking strange and graceful asamacaw. | check, no cameras and of course



she's not synched. She must do it by ingtinct.

We don't have anything to say to each other. So we stand around the viewing room feding guilty. The
dead can fedl virtuous | suppose. Dead dead dead. That'sfor all you people who say 'passed away.'

People diefor different reasons; the young ones—the ones with good reflexes die because they take
risks, the older ones die because their reflexes or synapses et them down. Not that we don't al cut up
and takerisks, it'sjust that the older you get, the less often you get in positions where you have to, or
maybe you know that there's another race.

"Kirinwasanicegirl," Cinnabar says.

| didn't really know the deceased all that well. | mean, sheldd flown and al but shed only beenriding in
the big kitesayear or s0, and | was out for three months because | tore aligament in my shoulder.
Besides, shewas ABC, American Born Chinese, she even had citizenship in China. Opensalot of
doors. ABC don't have to associate with waiguoren from Brooklyn. Especialy waiguoren having abad
year. Funny, when | was growing up | didn't know that waiguoren meant foreigner, because the ABC
werethe foreignersto me. | dways thought it meant not-Chinese.

"Areyou flying tonight?" | ask.

"I'm going down to Florida this afternoon,” Orchid says. She goes down therealot to fly.
"Y ou be out at Washington Square?' Cinnabar asks me.

"If Georgia can get the Siyue off the ground.” Georgias my tech.

"Youredill flyingaSyue?' Orchid asks, white eyebrows arching al disdainful.

Cinnabar looks away asif he hasn't heard, to save meface. Last year Citinet dropped me and I've
been flying independent. Orchid knowsthat. Meigian, I'm apoor woman, last year's kite. Bitch. But
Orchid isn't going to be dropped, no. Even if sheisn't having agood year, she makes agood cover story.
Pretty girl, apopular synch.

"Angel," Cinnabar says, "jailal tonight on Guatamaa Avenue, want to go back to the old
neighborhood?!

"L et's see how the race goes.”

Cinnabar is such a sweetheart. He comes from Brooklyn, like me. Orchid looks bored, pampered
litle Virginiagirl.

"If you comein money,” Cinnabar says, "Y ou pay."
| laugh.

At Washington Square, Georgiaand | have got the Siyue working and | lift the kite over my head,
holding it so | can fed thewind inthe silk. It hums, ahuge insect. I'm wired into the half-awake kite and
moving in sensory overlgp—I have arms and wings both feeding through pardld syngpsisand if | think
about which | am trying to moveit'sliketrying to pat my head and rub my scomach at the sametime. But
I'm lit and my mind is chemical clear. My black silk wings are taut and light above me. | am called Angel,
with the soft 'h' sound of Brooklyn for the'd’, and | am burning, waiting for therace. | stand 1.47 meters
tall and weigh 39 kilos but I'm strong, probably stronger than you. My joints are like cables, the ligaments
and tendonsin my shoulders are dl synthetic after the last surgery, strong as spider web, far stronger than
Sed.

If my kite holds together, there is no one who can best me. | fed it.

| jog afew meters, and then start to run lightly. Thereisthe faint vibration of power asthe sensors
signd that I've reached the threshold between drag and lift and the system tripsinto active, and when the
power feeds through the kite the full system comes on, and | swing my legs up into the harness by habit
because | don't even have abody anymore. My body isthekite. | fed theair on my silk, | balance on the



air. Thekiteismore than aglider, because it needs a power source which isfueled by my own
metabolism, but the original kites—hang gliders—weretrue gliders; akite does fly. | mean, 'mnot a
rock. | won't just fall.

| cdlimbinlazy circles, theréstwo fliers spiraling up above me, one below me. Loushang isMedicine,
her kite patterned like a Navg o sand painting even from where | seeit underneath. Louxial can't see,
they are between me and the groundlight, so al | can seeisthe silhouette of aLiuyuekite. | test the kite,
my left shoulder acheslike rheumatism. It'san old kite, it has aches and pains.

Then they are starting to form up; eighteen kites, two abreast, | am six back, on the outside. | drop
into place, and we do adow circle of the course. Eighteen triangles of bright silk. The course goesfrom
Washington Square Park to Union Square and back, following The Swath. Over the Square the ground
isamaze of lights, then suddenly the ground lights end and there's nothing below us but the undergrowth
and debris of the 2059 riots. Off to my right | see the bracelet of lights where Broadway goes under The
Swath—I never remember to cdl it Huang Tunndl, it's still Morrissey to me—and then there's nothing but
thefloaterslighting us until we're over Union Square. Long sweeping turn over Union Square and just as
we straighten up, like along strung-out New Y ear's dragon made of kites, we're back over The Swath.
Off to my right and dightly behind me now is midtown. | count floaters, there are five and then we are
over Washington Square Park. | catch aglimpse of the betting board but it's too small to read from up
here.

| wonder briefly how many people are synched with me. | used to be sdlf-conscious about the people
who aretied in, experiencing what | experience as| fly. Now I don't think of them as separate people
much—ateenage boy somewhere in Queens, maybe an old man in the Bronx. If the numbers get high
enough, Citinet will sponsor me again. But why sponsor someone with last year's kite? Someone who
probably won't win? When they dropped me at Citinet, they told me | wastoo precise aflier. | madeall
the rationa choices, took no chances. | am too cold, no fun.

| told them no one was going to follow me down into The Sweth, fighting to regain control of my kite,
until the automatic cutoff kills the synch just nanoseconds before impact. One of them muttered at least
then I'd be doing something interesting.

We come back over Washington Square Park for the second time and the kites begin to pick up
speed. We glide past the floater marking the start and dready I'm climbing, trying to get dtitude. Ten
kitesarein front of meand | sdedip dightly insde, cutting off Medicine, flying to my left. She'sforced to
go underneath me, ends up flying xialou, my shadow underneath except that my kiteisblack silk and
hersisaNavgo pattern in red, black, white and blue. | see Cinnabar ahead, flying third—a scarlet kite
with edges that bleed into cinnamon.

And we are over The Swath. | dive. Not hard, just enough to gain speed. A black kite disappears
over The Swath, thereisonly the slver of the lightsreflecting like water on my slk. | hang there
underneath Kim (whose work nameis Polaris but who | have dways called Kim.) The dive has put
merely thelightest of strain on my frame and the ache in my shoulder isno worse. Still, | wait, to see
where everyone is when we flash out over Union Square. | settlein, working steadily. I'm not winded, |
feel good. | drink air out of my facemask.

Out over the lights of Union Square.

| am somewhere around fifth, we aren't in neat rows anymore. | fed strong, I've got my pace. | look
for Cinnabar. He has dropped back, but heis high, high above me, shanglou. When my kite was new, |
rode up there, shanglou. We are a spume of color, amomentary iridescence over Union Square, and
then we are back over The Swath. | am climbing, forcing mysdlf up. | fed rather than see someone
swoop underneath me. Not Cinnabar, heswaiting. | push abit, counting under my bregth as| pass
floaters. One, two, three, four, five, and we are out in the lights again. | have held on to fifth, and am even
with most of the pack, but Cinnabar is above me, and Riptide has taken low lead. She wasthe swoop |
fdt. Kimisdightly infront of me, and inthelight, she divesabit and thenriseslikeasall fish, sprinting



forward. She arcs up and startsto fall into acceleration, but a blue kite flown by some rookie whose
name| don't remember neatly sSidedips across her trgectory, and she must spill air to avoid. And then we
are over the darkness for the second and final circuit. Again | climb. One, two, three, four, five, and we
are over Union Square. | am higher than Kim and Riptide, but Cinnabar is somewhere higher above me,
30 | continue to climb. Something, some sense, telsmejust as we are going into the dark that heis
diving, and | dive, too. A kite hasto comein at least two hundred meters above the ground, that's for
safety. | am ahead of Cinnabar, | don't know how far. Everyoneis diving through the dark, ahead of mel
sensetherookie, sheisinmy arc. | let my wings catch lift just for a second, fedling the strain, coming just
over thetop of her, and for amoment I'm afraid I've cut it too close.

But I'm over her, and | fed her loseit for asecond, brake, spill air, startled and trying to avoid a
collison that would have happened before she had time to react. Thewind is so cold across my wings.
I'm taking great gulps of air. My shoulder isaching.

Something moves fagter, over me, Cinnabar, and | dive deeper, but the frame of my kite beginsto
shudder and I'm afraid to trust it. | ease up on the dive, trying to power sprint forward, but my shoulder
twinges and the kite shudders and is suddenly clumsy. Something has given in the left Sde of the kite.
Frantic | spill air, lose speed and dtitude as wings flash around me, over me, under me, but the kiteis
under control. | comeinto the light, crippled, losing dtitude. The othersflash acrossthe finish. By thetime
| get to thefinish, I'm at 150 meters, too low. Cinnabar Chavez istaking hisvictory lap as| touch down,
running, feding the strain in my knees of trying to dow the broken kite, then walking.

Georgia, tal and heavy-hipped, my tech, takesthe kite, liftsit off my shoulders. She doesn't say
anything. | don't say anything. What'sto say?

| fed heavy, dirt solid. | take off my facemask and gulp air. God, I'm tired.

Cinnabar is flushed with winning, he's been having a so-so year, he's been hungry for awin. But
everybody isaways hungry for awin. He comes and finds me where Georgiaand | are packing up my
broken kite. It'snice of him to think of me. He's alittle embarrassed to be standing there while wefinish
crating it, it takes along time because part of the frameis bent and it won't fit.

I compliment him on hiswin and he says" Nalinali," making a don't-talk-about-it motion with his
hand, looking away acrossthe park. But heswound up. "Come meet me, by my crew," he says, too
tense to wait, and why should he when there are people waiting for him?

So | go to find him, and a bunch of us go out to a place on La Guardiawhere we can drink and make
alot of noise. It's caled Commemorative, and fliers hang out there. Cinnabar's picked up two guys, a
blond and an ABC, both clearly bent. So's Cinnabar. They arentt fliers, of course. Cinnabar hasthe hots
for the blond, whose name is Peter. Heisn't tall, not for, you know, anon-flier, I'm not good at heights,
maybe 1.7? And not heavy. But next to him Cinnabar looks like nothing but bone and hair. HE'S pretty,
too. And scrawny Cinnabar is not pretty.

They're talking about going to see somejaila, but | figure they don't need meaong, so | say I'mtired
and have to get up tomorrow to look at the kite. The ABC says he'stired, too, which surprises me.

"How are you getting home?' he asks me. It'sthefirg time he's spoken to medl night, but then
Cinnabar and the blond have been doing al the talking.

What's he think, I'm going home by limo?" Subway," | say.

"Il wak with you," he offers.

Therearethe usua protestations, the don't gosand if you musts. Then | find myself going down the
gtairs and out onto the street with thisgay ABC in hismirrors and his sharkskin jacket. ABC all act like

their faces are made out of ice. We walk west. I'm not sure of his name, sounded like the blond kept
cdling him Rafe or something, so | ask and he says, "Zhang,” red flat.



Fuck it, I think, I didn't ask you to take awalk.

We cross Sixth Avenue, and then al the sudden he says, "I'm sorry | wasn't synched with you
tonight.”

I'm alittle caught off, so | say, "Were you synched with Cinnabar?"
He shakeshishead. "Israd "

Israel ?Who the hdll islsradl? It must be the rookie. "She's okay,” | say, "once she has some
experience." Thekind of Suff one says.

"Shewas okay until you dusted her," he says.

Neither of us says anything more until werein the lighted subway. Then to be polite | ask, "What do
you do?'

"I'm acongtruction tech,”" he says, which is hard to imagine because he doesn't ook or talk like the
kind of person who spends his days on congtruction sights, if you know what | mean. He takes off his
shades and rubbs his eyes, adding, "But I'm unemployed,” then puts them on.

I mumble something about being sorry to hear it. HE's chilly and distant but he keepstakingto me. |
can't imagine him wanting meto invite him home, and | sure as hdll don't want to anyway. So | look at the
track.

Down thetrack | seethelights of thetrain.
"When the kite went," he says, "did you think about that zhong guo ren, Kirin?"

Theflier that just died. That'swhy he wanted to be synched to me. "No," | say, "I didn't think about
anything but getting it under control. Y ou don't have much timeto think. Did you ever fly akite?' Asif |
had to ask.

"No," hesays.
"It'snot acerebrd activity,” | say.

Thetrain comesin fast and then cushionsto astop. We get on. He doesn't say anything else except
'bye, when he transfers for Brooklyn.

| dwaysforget that haf of the people who watch usfly are waiting to see usdie.

I was thinking, or rather, | had something in the back of my head when the kite shuddered. | was
thinking of my first year flying the big kites. | wasflying in the New Y ork City Hight, it was only my third
or fourth big race and it was the biggest race | had ever beenin. | wasarookie, the field was
huge—twenty-six fliers. | didn't have achance. And | had a crush on Random Chavez. Fiveflierswere
killed in that race.

That wasthefirst time | ever felt afraid to die. When the kite shuddered, whenever something goes
wrong and there'sthat instant of having no control, I'm aways back at that race.

| ride the subway hometo Brooklyn. It's not far from the subway to my building, but I'm glad to get
to the door. Safein the entry, safer in the elevator. I've been living here for two years, and the building
knowsme. | have an afinity for machines, call me superdtitious but | think it comes of spending some of
my waking hours as akind of cyborg. | think my building likesme. | get in the gpartment and the lights
comeondim, | get mysdf something icy and bitter to drink and throw on my rec of that race. The chair
hugs me, and | prop my feet up and the apartment darkens. | don't synch in with anyone, soit'slike
watching it from afloater keeping pace with the race. Like being God. Or maybe God issynchedinto
everyone. Same thing, though, total objectivity. I'm back in the thick of the pack, flying about ninth.
Jacinth has just snapped a connection, and her kite fals behind, then clear, then disappears off the
screen. She dropped out just before anything happened.



Fox isin seventh, Random Chavez isin fifteenth, Fox dolphinsto rise over Watchmaker and just as
she begins the swoop over him she dipsit—Iooks away, loses her concentration, who knows. Anyway,
she clips Watchmaker and he waffles, would have pulled out of it maybe but he loses too much speed,
and Maachite, in front of me, triesto pull hiskite over and they collide, | hear therip of silk, even though
flyingisredly too noisy to hear anything. | don't remember anything after that, but in thetape| dip
sideways, insgde, and shoot past them. The pack parts around them but Random is boxed, so he drops
nosefirst into a steep vertica dive deep into acrack between fliers and is gone undernegth al of us,
stresking, until hetriesto pull up. If his kite had been braced the way they are now heldd have madeit, but
that's five years ago, and the silk sheers under the stress, and he tumbles. And he was dead. And Fox,
Madachite, Hot Rocks and Saffron were dead, and Watchmaker never flew again. And Angd finished
seventh.

I run it through a second time, in synch with Random Chavez. | just want to fee the plunge when he
saw no way through ahead of him, but being in synch isredly not the same as being there. | don't seethe
gpace he knew was there, fed only the amusement park sensation of drop, the shoot and cut out when
the kite startsto tumble.

The lights start to come up, but | want it dim. | think about my kite, and where I'm going to get money
tofix it. Mr. Meman of Melman-Guoxin Fipeisone of my sponsors, I'll go to him, sign anote. Oh damn,
I'm so deep in debt dready. But it'sjust aframe and silk, everything else would be al right. And | have
slk.

In Chinesg, slkis g, first tone. Four is 9, second tone—asin Siyue, April (fourth month.) Deathis 9,
third tone. Four isabad luck number for Chinese. But I'm from Brooklyn.

My synch numbers pick up for the next race, but it's dways like that after a crack-up. People like that
ABC in Commemordtive. | fly acareful race, comein fourth, just out of money. Afterwards| think that if
I'd flown amore spectacular race—worried less about winning and more about how it synched—I could
have picked up my numbers. But how can | go out and fly without planning to win?

It'stwo weeks before | hit money, and that's only second. Pays rent for Georgiaand me. Nights1'm
out with Cinnabar. He's been hitting, and his synch numbers are way up, with the requisite loss of
privacy. He needs somebody to go places with, he surely can't pick up some bent groupie if asynch
crew islikely to come out of the walls and snatch a shot or an impression.

Cinnabar and | share afondnessfor kites and areverence for his dead brother. Late at night, clear
out to the vacuum, we talk about how wonderful aflyer he was with that combination of seriousness and
hyperbole the sober can't abide.

We go out dancing the night before the New Haven Flight, Cinnabar in his brother's red sharkskin
jacket—so what if it'sfive years out of date—and mein ablack dress cut so low in back you can seethe
copper bruise of the synapsis junction in the base of my spine. We go to someplace way downtown in
the areathey're reclaming, you know the place, where you haveto fit the mix to get in. The building likes
us, | told you | have an affinity for buildings, because we just saunter past al the peopleit won't et in and
whoaosh, the doors open. Dancing with Cinnabar is nice, on the sultry numbers| don't find myself
regarding the middle of his chest and on the fast numbers heisn't as iff as most straights. Or maybeit's
because he's aflyer.

We dance alot, and then get synched, | see the crew from the vid. Some woman from the vid drags
usin back for an interview with Cinnabar, and we st in the kitchen. Cinnabar's soaked with sweet with
hishair al stuck to hisface and | canfed it trickling down my back. She asks dl the silly questions about
racing and if he expects his streak to continue. He just shrugs. It dways amazes me that they ask that,
what do they expect peopleto do, say yes?

She asks how he got from Brooklyn to flying kites, and he tells her Random was his older brother. |



tell her that the jacket isRandom'’s, | figure it will make good media. The kitchen is environmented, and
it's cold. Cinnabar puts the jacket around my shoulders and sitswith hisarm around my waist. | can fed
hisfingers on my ribstapping nervoudy. She asks usif we're ready for the New Haven tomorrow and
says she noticeswe aren't drinking. | tell her it'stoo many calories. | don't tell her we'reiced to the gills
(no caloriesin chemicals,) But we'reiced enough that we aren't redlly watching what we're doing.

She asks Cinnabar if he feals he has agood chance for the New Haven, and he makes like to spit
over his shoulder, just like they do at home to ward off bad luck, then he says, "Gargoyle's going to best
me"

Wedl laugh.

Citinet cdls me after the synch ison vid next evening, but I'm aready out at the park, patching my old
Syue. I'm hoping the vid exposure will raise my synch numbers, but I'm thinking about my kite, not my
publicity. | don't even seethe vid until later, and in it we look like a couple of seventeen year olds
cuddling, which hooks al the romantics, and there'sthat red jacket going from owner to owner to catch
all the disaster addicts. Just shows nobody cares about how you race so much as what they think about
your life.

There are bunches of people around my pit watching Georgiaand | work, and another synch crew
shows up. They want to know what it fedslike to be racing against my boyfriend and how serious
Cinnabar and | are. | say araceisarace and shrug.

"Do you think Cinnabar is right when he says you're going to beat him?"

| stand up and faced the synch crew, put my hands on my hips. "Well, I'm going to try,” | say, "but
I'm flying aSyue, and he'sflying aLiuyue."

"What'sthe difference?’
"Hisisanewer kite," | say, "Now | gotta get ready for arace, §7'

They don't stop asking me questions but | stop answering. The pick-up chirps, and | leave Georgia
testing systems.

"Angd," Cinnabar says, "Esta loco aqui .

"Aqui tambien amigo. | don't know how | can get anything done." It's so noisy | haveto plug one
ear with my finger. "Wedid good, huh?'

"No shit." Helaughs. " Synch numbers are going to be great. Got an idea, going to send you the
jacket, okay? Make abig fuss. Then, when you fly in that crate tonight, you make it look good, okay?
Maybe somebody will pick you up and you can fly ared kite."

"Goto hdl, my Syueisared kite."

"You like antiques.”

"Y ou're doing me agreet favor,” | say to him.

"Favor hell, the bigger thisis, the higher my numbers, comprende?'

"Okay," | say.

Fifteen minutes later, as1'm putting on my face mask and getting ready to take the kite out, one of

Cinnabar's crew arrives carrying the red sharkskin jacket. | make abig show of staring at it, then put it
ondowly. Then| jog the Siyue out.

I'm out early, | need the time to remember I'm flying arace. It's cold up there, it feelsgood. It's
empty, | take alondy lap out across The Swath and Union Square. For thefirst time since | got out to
the Park | get to think about the race.

| fal into linewhen | get back out over Washington Square, take one lazy lap with everyone. I'm



back at eighth, Cinnabar is second. Hell go shanglou and so will Orchid. | haven't achance againgt them
if | fly their race, not in a Siyue. We flash over Washington Square Park. | climb abit, but when we go
over The Swath | put my kiteinto along flat drive, pumping forward. It's not an al out sprint, but I'm
pushing faster than my usud pace. | ridefar out, al the way down till I'm close to the 200 meter dtitude
limit and when we flash over Union Square I'm low and way out in front. Everybody isstill jockying for
shanglou which isridiculous, because Cinnabar is going to be the best power diver, at 48 kilos he's got
masson hissde. I'm using my light weight—damn few flierslighter than 39 kilos—and sprinting. | don't
expect anyoneto dive until were over The Swath, but Israel bresks and isdiving after me. Aswe go into
darkness, the pack breaks above me.

Isthat ABC synched with metonight?

Inthe darkness. | climb abit, maybe twenty-five meters. Kites are diving in the dark, and when we
flash over Washington Square the second time, I'm third, and the field is a disaster. People are strung out
shanglou to xialou and Orchid isfirst. Her kiteis pearlized silver. She'sin trouble because | know | can
out power her. I'm above her, she'd down around bottoming out.

We go back into the dark. I'm pushing, | don't know how much longer | can keep thisup. But I've
made this goddamn race my way. I'm il third when we come out over Union Square, but three people
divein front of meincluding Cinnabar. | diveinto the middle, till not aslow as Orchid. Shetriesto
dolphin up and risesinto Medicine. We go into darkness.

It'stheworst point of the race under the best of circumstances because oneis half blind and
acclimating, and the next floater istoo far to see and | don't know what the hell isgoing on, but | know
thingsareamess. | fee someone over me, and Medicine and Orchid have to be tangled in front of me.
The disaster lights go on and | have just time to see Orchid's kite waffle into Cinnabar and seethe silk
shred away from the left front srut. Polarisis above me coming down outside. Israel iscoming fast insde
me. | take the space in front of me, nose first and start a screaming, too deep dive.

I know I'm below two hundred meters, but I'm more worried about pulling the kite out. My
bones/frame are screaming with strain and the cross strut breaks away. | drop out of the harnessto
provide drag, and come into Washington Square too low, too fast. At twenty meters| try to throw the
nose up, no longer trying to save the frame and the silk, and the frame distorts as easily as an umbrella
turned indgde-out by ahigh wind. But the silk holdslike adack sail taking up air. | try to land on my fet,
the ground makes my foot skip off it, | can't get far enough in front of the kite, the balls of my feet keep
skipping off the pavement as| try to run, | tumble and the ground comes up hard ...

| come to when they're cutting the harness off. They cut off the sharkskin jacket, too, because I've
didocated my left shoulder. "What happened,” | keep saying, "what happened?'

"An accident,” Georgiasays, "you're okay, honey."

They've given me something, because I'm way out to the vacuum, and | can't think of the questions|
want to ask, S0 | keep saying, "What happened?’

"Orchid got in. Almost everybody'sin,” Georgiasays.
"Who'snot in?'
"Cinnabar," she says, "he went down in The Swath.”

Wi, of course, you probably remember everything else sinceit wasal over the media. How
Cinnabar Chavez broke his spine. That they did surgery, and that it was awhile before they were sure he
would live.

Hewasin bad shape for along time but he's okay now. He livesin Brooklyn with hislover, | till see
him alot. He doesn't fly anymore. Surgery iswonderful, so istherapy, and he's ftill a sweet dancer, but
he couldn't trust hisreflexesin arace. He has ajob as aconsultant for Cuo, the company that makesthe



big kites, and he does commentary for one of the big vid organizations. Hisincome is steedy these days.

Mineis pretty good these days, too. | fly abig black and red kite for Citinet; a Chiyue, the new one.
My synch numbersarein the 50's, and my picture's on the front of Passion next month. I'm wearing the
red sharkskin jacket—I had it fixed—and the articleistitled "Gargoyl€s an Angd!" which iskind of cute.

| fly better these days. Cinnabar bitches about it, he saysI'm too far out in front of mysalf. Sometimes
when he saysthat | think of bringing that Siyuein and trying to get in front of it to stop it. But that's what
the people want, right?

Besides, | can't say it to him, but 1'd rather be dead than not ableto fly.

BAFFIN ISLAND (Zhang)

| am unemployed.

The man who hands me the application says, "Filled out one before.” It's supposed to be aquestion.
He doesn't look up to see my answer so | don't say anything. | hope my interviewer will be waiguoren
—not Chinese, Or if Chinese, at least huagiao, like me. Perhaps an oversess person will be more
sympathetic to another overseas person, unless, perhapsthey have to prove that they're astough asa
Chinese with citizenship. Y ou can never tell, but | dwaysfed Chinese arethe worst.

| gt a thekard. Surname: Zhang. Given name: Zhong Shan. China Mountain Zhang. My foolish
mother. I1t's so clearly a huagiao name, like naming someone Nikolai Lenin Smith or Karl Marx Johnson.
Zhong Shan, better known in the west as Sun Y a-sen, one of the early leaders of the greet revolutionin
China, back inthefirst days, the days of virtue. The man who held up the sky, like amountain. Irony.

But better that than Rafael Luis.

| give my address, really Peter's address out in Coney Idand as I'm Without Residence. When one
has no job one cannot afford the decadent luxury of paying one's landlord, and one must accept
government housing or stay with friends or family. | have been staying with Peter for dmost six months.
Soon I'll have to apply for government housing, | can't keep living with Peter. Living in Virginiawon't be
S0 bad, it isonly ninety minutes to Journal Square Station in New Jersey, lots of people do it everyday. If
oneisunemployed, thetrainisfree at off-peak hours.

IDEX: 415-64-4557-2S816. Trade Designation: Construction Tech. Job Index: Comex Constr.,
65997. Comex Congtr. wants administrative experience | don't have, but | have three years experiencein
congtruction. In school, | wanted to be an Engineering Tech and my math scores were good, but there
were no openingsthat year. | have an Assoc. Certificate instead of the full Bach. Sci.

| should study on the side, teach myself, take the exam. | should. Maybe when | get ajob, havea
place of my own again, I'll study in the evening after | get home from work, spend lesstime going ot,
waste lesstime and money. I've said it before, every time | was without a job.

I hand my gpplication to the man at the desk, he glances up a me, hislips move while he keysinto the
network and puts my application on file, then he peelsthe contact off hiswrist. "Have asedt,” he says. |
st and read my paper. Thewaiting room islarge, large enough to be a cafeteria or something. There are
alot of people, twenty or thirty, but that's not enough for the size of the room. While I'm reading more
people hand in gpplications, people waiting are caled for interviews. | want to check the time, but why?
Time doesn't matter to me, I'm unemployed.

Stll, | noticeit isamost an hour before I'm caled. My interviewer isawoman, a huagiao | am sure.
Shelookstoo New Y ork to be from Chinaitself.

"Zhang," she saysin English, "you have insufficient adminigtretive experience for thejob you are
gpplying for." Her hair is pulled smoothly back from her face, shining asif lacquered. It is caught with a
red cord, and the short ponytail curvesunder likea'c'.



| nod.
She looks at the screenin front of her. ™Y ou have turned down two aternative offerings.”

"I had hoped to stay in New York," | say. Onejob wasin Maryland, the other wasin Arizona. If |
turn down another dternativeit will go on my record. Perhgps shewon't have an dternative.

She saysto mein Mandarin, Y ou arefrom New Y ork?' Sheisclearly huagiao, she hasaNew
Y ork accent.

"I'm from Brooklyn," | say.
"I'm from Brooklyn, too," she says. "Y ou like Coney Idand?"

"l am staying with afriend, but | like it much better than | expected,” | say. "When | get ajob | expect
to get aplace there.”

"l am thinking of joining a co-op group,” she says.
So nice! Aninterviewer has never talked to me so personally. No doubt it is because of the address,

but maybe shell give methe job. | study her. Watch her bite her bottom lip in concentration. She has
lines at the corners of her eyes, but the way she frowns makes her look very young.

Findly shesghs. " Bukegi, tongzhi," she says. 'l am sorry citizen.' "l cannot give thisto someone with
50 little admin experience.” The polite address softens the blow.

| nod. | understand. | thank her.

"L et me check new listings,” she says, " Sometimes things do not get posted.” She fedsbadly, she
wantsto offer me something.

Itisakindness, | should not expect anything but | cannot help hoping. Sheisrelieved she can do
something. | watch her flick through entries. She stops and | become more hopeful. She reads quickly
then flicks expressonlessy forward. At each flick she shakes her head dightly. Her lips are the perfect
rose of adoll'smouth. They shine like satin. She beginsto flush, sheis not so happy now. Something is
wrong. An dternative, not agood one, | am sure. Do not offer it, | think, pretend you didn't seeit.

She graightens her shoulders. "Zhang, | have ajob available for someone of your experience,” she
says, in English. She names asdary which isthree times my present salary. She doesn't look at me. "It is
working at aresearch center, the salary is high because you will haveto live at thefacility, but it isasix
month contract with the option to extend or renew."

"Whereisit?' | ask.
"Baffindand."
Baffin Idand? Wherethe hdl is Baffin Idand?

"Itisinthe Arctic Circle," she says primly, handing me a card with the specs, but not looking a me.
"Y ou have forty-eight hoursto decide on the job, should you want meto hold it for you, otherwise you
risk someone taking it from you while you make up your mind."

"Dont holdit," | say.

The Arctic Circle, Arctic Circle, Arctic Circle, thetrain to Brooklyn rumbles. We stop at Arctic
Avenue, and then | redizeitis Atlantic and | get out to transfer. It ismy third dternative. If no one takes
itinforty-eight hours, | will have turned it down. That means| will be dropped from the category of
prime candidates, | will only be offered jobs that have been available to prime applicants for fourteen
days. No New Y ork job will be available after fourteen days.

Why did she offer it? Maybe there is some rule that she had to. But who would ever know? It wasn't
even posted. She knew | wanted to stay in New Y ork. She was angry at something. Sheisabitch. She
has ruined my life. If only she didn't try to do me afavor. | would never have applied for so risky a



position as the Comex Condtr. job if they had Arctic Circle posted for fear it would be my alternative.

| go back to Peter's. Peter isa work, he worksin an office, doing paper sorting and filing for adental
clinic. | find beer in the box and sit down. Peter is supposed to get off work at 4:30, but I'm not surprised
when he doesn't get home by six. At 9:30 he comes home. "Rafadl ?* he cdlls as he comesin, and the
lights come up. | have been ditting in the dark.

"Hello, Peter," | say.

"What are you doing sitting in the dark?' He goesinto the kitchen to put away groceries. | hear alow
whigtle. "Drink our dinner, did we. Good day at the employment office, no doubt.”

"Celebration,” | cdl, alittlethick. "I think | have ajob.”

"Congratulations," he says, "Inthat case | don't careif you drank most of the beer." He sings
something quietly as he putsthings away, | hear him open abeer and he comesin to st down. Blond
Peter with his Eastern-European heritage and his easy, deepy way. Heisagood friend, bright yang to
my dark yin. "Tell methe particulars," he says.

"Itisasix month contract,” | say, "with option to renew or extend." | namethe salary. Hispae
eyebrows arch, heiswaiting for the punchline, but | draw it out, saying it ismy third ternative.

"What'sthekick," he says.
| smile, "It ison Baffin Idand, somewhere up around the north pole.”
"Ohshit," hesays. "You didn't takeit, did you?"

"Not yet," | say. "Thereisachancethat during,” | check my watch, "the next forty-two hours,
someone will snatch thiswonderful opportunity away from me."

"Y ou think maybe the sdlary will tempt someone?*
"No, do you?"

"It can't bethat bad,” Peter says gamely, "lots of people would bewilling to do it for six months. Turn
it down, you can Say here."

Good of him, the gpartment isreally too smdl for two roommates who aren't in love with each other.
Itisnot that | don't love Peter, | love Peter more than anyone in theworld, but I'm not in love with him. |
was once, and he with me, but that was years ago.

"It'sonly sx months" | say. "I'll usethe extratimeto study for my engineering license.”

"Six monthsin Siberia," he says. "Six monthsfor you to brood yourself into catatonia.”

"But then | will have three alternativeswhen | get back. | can get ajobin New York." | am being
very practical. "Besides, catatoniais asymptom of bourgeois or maadaptive thinking, something swept
away by therevolution.”

Peter islooking at mein away that says he is exasperated with me, that he doesn't trust me. Normaly
he would laugh, since we are clearly maadapted by virtue of our preference. Angry, he says, "Don't
drink any more beer tonight."

"It'syour beer," | say.

"That'sright," he says.

And now we are both hurt and angry. He makes himsalf some dinner, | am too drunk to be hungry.

There is not much to say. He goesinto his room where he probably watches avid, and | make my bed
on the couch and go to deep.

| don't see much of Peter the next day, which ismy fault. The day after that | go back to the
employment office. The Baffin Idand job isgill posted. | takeit.



Two weeks later, thefirst week in October, and | am sitting in a copter. Five hoursago | wasin
Montredl, changing flights. Now, since| only had afifteen minute transfer in Montreal and barely made
my plane, | am torturing myself about whether my luggage was transferred. We will land in Hebron,
Labrador. | have discovered that Labrador is part of the province of Newfoundland. | have aready
heard my first Newfiejoke. In Hebron they still have the old-fashioned manhole coversthat can be pried
up with acrowbar, big round meta things. A Newfieisjumping up and down on the manhole cover
saying, " Sixty-seven! Sixty-seven!" every time he jumps. A man visiting on business stopsto stare and the
Newfie beckons him over, explainsthat what heisdoing isaway of relieving sress. (Thisistold witha
Newfie accent, every sentence ends with, ‘ay?) Hetells the business man to try. The business man is not
sure that he wantsto, but dowly heis convinced to step on the manhole cover. He jumpsinto the air and
says " Sixty-seven.”

The Newfie saysthat he's got to put moreinto it (ay,) really shout it out. So the business man jumps
and shouts " Sixty-seven!" Hefindsit iskind of fun, so he jumps higher, shouting " Sixty-seven!" louder
and louder, until he'sred in the face and hislong coet tails are flying. He jumpsredly high, shouts
"Sixty-seven!” and the Newfie whisks the manhole cover off and the business man disappearsinto the
manhole. Then the Newfie puts the cover back on and starts jumping up and down shouting,
"Sxty-eight!"

| wonder what Baffies do to American Born Chinese.

Thefield at Hebron, Newfoundland is small, most of the traffic seemsto befreight. It doesn't have the
usual amenities of public fields, there's no arcade of shops, and no vendors wandering around hawking
things. It just dowly stops being an airfield and becomes atown. Thetown isal ancient pre-fabricated
housing (the kind shipped on trucks and fitted together) but the units have been painted and added onto,
sometimes fantastically ornamented in vividly tinted agua.and red duminum and plagtics. It isterribly
tacky and antique looking, but very very redl. | think | likeit. Thereisonelittle restaurant. Oncel have
convinced mysdf that my luggage hastransferred, | go into thelittle restaurant. It isrun by Thais, which
surprises me, dthough | guessthere are Thai restaurants everywhere. | order Thai-Moo Shu, and it
comes, pork and cabbage in a spicy coconut sauce, wrapped up in a pancake. The restaurant has a
screen door that leads to what |ooks like a mechanic's yard where agray and white dog with pale eyesis
tied to a doghouse made out of blue tinted chrome/aluminum, but the Thai food tastes exactly like it
would at any little Thai hole-in-the-wall back in New Y ork. The restaurant isfilled with men and women
in coverdls. | fed alittle conspicuous, everybody knows everybody ese, but the beer and the food are
resssuring.

Maybe therewill beaThai restaurant on Baffin Idand, too. If so, | will probably go every day for the
whole sx months.

My last flight isacopter, smaller than the one | camein on. Thereisno oneon it except for mysalf
and the pilot and co-pilot. | imagine Baffin Idand will belike Hebron. | left New York at 8:00 am., at
7:22 p.m. we land at Borden Station, Baffin Idand.

The cold hits as soon as the door is opened, blown in by a shockingly cold wind that smellslike
water. Itisminusthree Celsius, and dready it is black as midnight. Thereis nobody there but the crew
that ties down the copter, and the bright, white outside lightsilluminate the copter, it casts long insect
shadowsin three directions. The only building | seeisthe research complex, | glance around quickly,
looking for the town, but it'stoo cold to look much. | walk acrossthe tarmac and into the research
complex with the pilot and co-pilot. "It getsdark early,” | say.

The pilot says, "Sunset was a 15:10 this afternoon.” Five p.m. | think, then redlize I'm wrong. Three
o'clock. Sunset was at three, because we are north of the frigging Arctic Circle.

Insdethe gation isal smooth, clean white walls and blue carpet, very ingtitutional and not shabby at
al. There are big windows looking out at the tundra on one side, and over the bluff a Lancaster Sound
on the other. The shoreiceiswhiter than the finest of sand beaches and the open water is shining like



black glass.
For amoment | think that the woman who has met meis Chinese.

"Hi, you're Zhang Zhong Shan?' she says. "I'm Maggie Smalwood, come on, I'll show you your
room."

"Just Zhang," | say. Sheis Native American, Eskimo | suppose. Her faceisround and her eyesare
danted. She chatters aswe walk, sheisthe onethat tells me the water is Lancaster Sound. She uses
words | have never heard, polayna, belukha, bowhead. | finally figure out that belukha and bowhead are
kinds of whales,

"You're studying whales" | say.

She laughs, "I'm sorry, we're studying belukha migration patterns and their mating rituals.” She keeps
talking as she opens the door to my room. It is actualy two small rooms, the front room has adesk and
two chairs, the back a closet and bed. The bathroom is off the back. There's no kitchen. | was expecting
an gpartment, thisismore like adormitory.

"I'll bet you're hungry," she says. "I'll show you wherethe caf is."

The cafeteriaisfull of peopletaking, playing cards, watching vids. Very few of them seemto be
eating. Thereisfood to flash heat, Maggie tells me that during breskfast and dinner hoursthefood is
made fresh. The cost of my dinner is debited against my wages, but it's chegp food. We sit down with a
group of people, al natural behaviorists: Jm Rodriguez, bearded, with straight, pale-brown hair; Danid
Munk, blond, but not so blond as Peter, also bearded; Janna Morissey and Karin Webster (one has
brown curly hair, and one has straight short hair, but | cannot remember which iswhich even though | can
remember that the onewith curly hair has anarrow face and atough way of talking and the straight
haired one likes to dress pretty. I'm very bad with names.)

"Your Englishisvery good,” Daniel says, "Aren't you hired out of New Y ork? How long did you live
inNew York?'

"All my life”" | say. "I'm ABC," | explain.

They don't understand.

"ABC," | say, "American Born Chinese. I'm from Brooklyn."

They laugh, they have never heard the phrase. | shake my head in wonder.

They'redl Canadians. They are naivein anice way. There are not many Chinese in Canada because
Canada has not had asocidist revolution, it's till acongtitutional monarchy. Thisis probably alittlelike
the U.S. used to be before the revolution. They ask meif | can speak Chinese, and how | cameto be
bornin New York. | amost tel them only my father is Chinese, my mother isHispanic, but | don'. I've
put my Chinese name on my application; I'm not going to loose the advantage of being Chinese, not even
here.

They aredl very nice, tell me about the complex. | tell my Newfie joke, and everyonetdls Newfie
jokes.

"How far away isthetown,” | ask, remembering Hebron.

"What do you mean?' Jannaor Karin asks (the one with straight hair.)

"Thetown, Borden Station, how far isit?"

Jmsays, "Thisisit. Therés nothing here but the station.”

They laugh a my expresson.

When | wake upitisstill dark. Of course, it is 7:00 am., not so late, but it isas dark outside my
window asif it were much earlier. | stand and look out the window, there is nothing but the Lawrence



Sound, far below me. | would redlly like acup of coffee, I'm not accustomed to having to face other
people before my firgt cup in the morning.

Theroom iswarm, difficult to believe how cold it isoutsde. | keep standing there, half adeep,
looking out at the landscape. There are SO many stars! The sky isthick with stars, from glittering pointsto
tiny scatterings. No moon. But the snow is bright, it must be bright enough to read a paper. Right outside
my window istough, dried grass, then the steep fdll to the water. Thereisaband of shoreice, likealong
smooth desert from here.

Looking at the shoreice, | seeit isnot perfectly smooth. There are shadows. | can see very far to the
water. | don't know if the shadows are indentations, cracks, or frozen waves. | have no sense of
proportion, how far away istheice?

How far away isthe next nearest person? How far is Hebron? Montreal ? New Y ork? If therewas an
emergency herethat we couldn't deal with, how long until someone could get here, how long until we
could get to ahospital?

There are no edges to the landscape, no tourist lodges, no sidewalks, no ships, no agrias, no wires,
no planes, nothing but gradations of white and blue to black. It has nothing to do with me. It is perfect,
derile, dead. | think | lovethislandscape. | know | am afraid of it.

| dressin pants and sweater and go to the cafeteriato get coffee. | will be working with Jim.

Jmisdready there. Heiswearing a pullover that |ooks like the top part of an atmosphere suit which
itis, complete was couplings. He has the hood pushed back. It makes him look like some sort of sea
miner, or satellite tech, not like ascientist. He's big, with an open face and akind of easy, aw-shucks
way with people that emphasi zes the dumb-tech look.

"Morning Zhang," he says. "Y ou prefer Zhang?"
"Everybody cdlsmeZhang," | say.

He nods, durping coffee. | St down. Heiseyeing me over hismug. "Nice swedter," he says, in that
funny way people compliment you when they areredlly saying, 'l don't know what to make of what you
arewearing.’

"Wrong, huh?' | say. It'sjust aswesater. It'swoven in asharkskin pattern, black, white and gray. It's
good enough to wear out drinking or something, but it's still just a swester.
"No, | mean, | just never saw onelikethat. It's not really sharkskin, isit?’

Of courseit lookslike sharkskin. "No," | say. "Wool and synthetic." Sweaters are big at home right
now. What will he say when he seesthe wine sharkskin sweater with the leather tiesand mirrors?
Obvioudy hewill say nothing because obvioudy | will never wear it here. Maybe I'll send it back to Peter
and he can get some wear out of it.

The woman with the tough face and the curly hair walksin and Jm says, "Hi Janna." | think,
remember, Janna isthe onewith the curly hair, Karin isthefeminine one.

Jannasays, "Morning Jm, Zhang, | love your sweater! Isthat what they're wearing in New Y ork?"
Ah hah. Overdressed. "Wdll," | say, "It waswhen | bought it last winter."

"Karin will want one as soon as she seesit. But you're going to freeze." Janna stops and puts her
hands on her hips. "Don't you have any winter gear?"'

For thefirst timel think | jack Janna. Jannaistough, practical, no nonsense. That's her mechanism.
Maybe Jannaand Karin are acouple? " This iswinter gear in New York."

"Wl it's not winter gear here. Y ou're supposed to be issued an ARC."

ARC. Artificid climate suit. What the rest of us cal atmosphere suits. "l just got here” | say. "Maggie
showed me my room and then the caf "



Jannalooksat Jm, Jm shrugs. "He can't go out like that,” Janna says.

"WEell haveto find him something.” Jim frowns, "He couldn't wear mine, it'd betoo big, and I've got
to wear it. Maybe Danidl's. Is Danid going out?"

Nothing to do but ask Danid. We tromp to Daniel's room, carrying our coffee mugs. Danidl isadeep,
after dl itisonly 7:45. And dark enough to be midnight. Sunriseisn't until amost 10:00 am. | have that
disoriented sense of being up at the wrong time.

Danid says| can usehisARC if it fits. He handsit to me and | shuck my swester. Theair inddethe
gation is cool but not cold. | work out alittle, haul tools around al day, | can be casua about being
bare-chested, especialy next to im who looks big but undefined. If he worked out | could never
compare with the width of his shoulders. Under his ARC what does he look like? Forget all that for six
months, Zhang. It'sasmall place, people arein each other'slgps. | am amonk in the service of research,
and Jmisnot my type anyway. | tug the ARC over my head, pull the hood off my hair. It isnot agood
fit, but it will do. It'stoo warm.

Jm nods. "Better."

Janna nods, too.

Danid says, "Wear it in good hedth.” He hands me the leggings and shuffles back to bed.
I look at Jannaand Jm. "I think I'd prefer to put these onin my room."

Jmgrins. "Y egh, probably."

| dress, feding like I'm playacting, and meet Jim &t the caf. We walk down to the pool. Not awater
pool, avehicle pool. Therésacutter unit that looks likeit's barely been used, it's not even dirty. | check
it to make sure the seals have been broken, but actualy it has been used before, so | load it in the back
of the yellow floater. Then weload a couple of crates of pre-fab and | climb in the floater with Im.

"Have you ever been under theice?' he says.

Sure, | think to myself, | spend al my time under ice, usudly up around Macy's. What the hell does
hethink? New Y ork isaglacier?| don't know what he means'under theice.' | don't understand these
people when they talk. "1 just got here," | say.

"It'snot so bad,” he says.

Something never to believe, right up therewith 'It tastesjust like chicken,' is'It'snot so bad.' If it
wasn't bad, they wouldn't have to tell me it wasn't bad.

We rumble out into the darkness and | can fed the force of the wind hit me and the floater, when Jm
setsthe hover he hasto head the noseinto thewind, but in my suit I'm not cold. If anything I'm alittle
warm. It's pretty. The sky isblack, the land iswhite. It's so big and empty that it's scary. | wonder if I'm
agoraphobic. Of course, I'm acity boy. It's not the space that makes me nervous, it's the absence of
human reference. We head off, the nose of the floater about forty-five degreesthe left of the direction in
which we are actually heading, so we are kind of skidding sideways. | glance back at the station,
expecting reassurance, but we scoot over thelip of the big hill down to Lancaster Straight and the station
looks smaller and smaller. So | ook forward again, which isdightly less unnerving than watching safety
recede.

Jm tells me about where we are going. We're heading for Halsey Station, which, when it isfinished
will bethefirg of aseries of stationsthat will monitor belukhawhaes. It's under water in the summer,
under theicein thewinter. "Why did you take this job, the chance to study in China?' he says.

"Nobody said anything to me about studying in China," | say.

"That's what the guy before you was out herefor,” he says. "He said your government wroteit into a
hazardous contract, if you renew your contract you get some kind of chance to study in China"

| didn't redlly read the contract. All right, so you should aways read a contract. "I'll haveto look," |



say. | don't believeit. They wouldn't give somebody a chance to study in Chinajust for spending six
months here.

"So why did you come? Y ou don't seem very interested in the great outdoors.”

| wonder what | seem like to him. He's a scientist, here because he wants to be, he must get pretty
tired of techies who want to do their sx months and go home. "It was my third aternate,” | say. "l had to
takeit."

"Y ou mean your government made you come here?"
"Not exactly.” | explain about aternatives.

"Wereyou a al, you know, interested?' he asks. "I mean | know it'snot New Y ork, but like you
sad, it'sonly for sx months and it'sachange, you know."

"Yeah," | lig, "1 thought it would be interesting. And | thought it would make me study for the
engineering exam." He doesn't want to hear how horrible I think this placeis, he choose to come here.
And | should study for the engineering exam. Thereisn't much socid life here,

"Y ou should check out that education thing," he says. "Kevin only had to work ayear and now he'sin
Guangzhou."

Stay hereayear? It would beworth it if | could study in China. But I'm sure that it's more
complicated than that, or that the regulations have changed. Madre de Dios, stay here ayear?

"Theresthe station,” Jm says. We coast out onto the ice and he points to something that 1ooks like an
old-fashioned lighthouse. Theiceis run with cracks, long spiderwebs. And aswe get closer to the Sation
| can see how theice has piled up around it. " Shit," he says, "we ought to clear that ice."

Theice has ground againgt the west Side, mounting the side of the tower. Wed need alight-hammer. |
mention thet.

"Therésonein the sation,” he says, "we haveto clear ice every couple of weeks."

We park the floater on theice and walk acrossto the station. Without the blow of the floater | can
hear theice groaning al around me. It groanslike metal under stress, but there's hectares of it. Wind
moan and ice groan, black sky and white blueicein the dark. We climb dabs of iceto metal rungssetin
the side of the tower, and | follow Jm up to the top where he opens a hatch and we seethe lit stairs
curling down at our feet. He gestures for meto go first and closes the top after us. Thewind stopsand |
redlize I've been holding my shoulderstense. They ache. The stairsareacircular metal Saircaseina
reinforced concrete tower with aribbon light down thewall, but ugly asit isin hereit's better than out
there.

Our steps echo as we go down. Underneath is alarge space, maybe twenty meters across, with
windowsfor the outer walls. It's bare unfinished concrete floor and ceiling except where someone has
garted finishing one of thewalsin porcdain white. "The actud shell israconite” Jm says. "Weve got this
level wired so the lights come on whenever anyone enters but then there are two more levels below us.
The middle one isn't asfinished asthis one, the bottom islabs. | need some help setting up some stuff for
alab, then theré's a building protocol you can use to do some work on the place while | run some tests.
Ah, the hammer isunder stairs, thereésonly one." He's embarrassed that there's only one, he doesn't want
to tell meto do theice mysdif.

"Well," | say, "that'swhat they're paying my inflated sdary for."

Hegrins, relieved. HE'sanice guy, big and wooly asabear. "It won't take you too long," he says.
"Just break up the top stuff and be careful not to cut too deep, remember thereswater underneath. I'll be
onthefird leve."

"Meishi," | say.
"What?"



"Meishi, you know, 'no problem',” | say.
"Isthat Chinese?'
| guessitis, | never thought about it. Everybody says meishi. Except Canadians.

I hoist the hammer, brand-new, just like the cutter, but alittle more used, and climb back up the steps
withit. When | open the hatch thewind is sill going and theiceis dtill groaning and creaking and my
shoulders bunch up again. | close the hatch behind me and wonder if people get accustomed to this. Man
isan adaptable animd, | tell mysdlf, you'll get accustomed to this. | ding the hammer across my back with
the shoulder strap and climb down. How am | supposed to use ahammer on asubstance | have difficulty
standing on? Cleats would help. Remember when back at the base to ask someone about ordering some
kind of mountain climbing boots. | wrap the contact round my wrist and jack into the hammer. Iceis
freaky stuff, it's not like concrete becauseit's got aweird surface and the dengity is different. It's hard to
judge how much headway I'm making, first | think I've done alot and then when | look | haven't done
anything. Then | redlly whae and suddenly I've cut the surface too deep and the hammer is skipping al
over the place.

Someone who knows what they're doing would finish alot faster than | do, but in an hour I've cut
away alot of ice. | don't know how close | am to water and that makes me nervous, there are dl these
crackson theice and I'm not sureit's safe, don't people get killed out here? | walk away from the tower
out on the groaning ice—I dmogt think | can fed it move—to the floater and pull the cutter out of the
back. | walk farther out, about thirty meters away from the tower and jack into the cutter. | focusthe
beam astight asit will go and aim straight down and in no time I've cut ahole raight through theiceto
water. One meter before | register achange in density. Theiceisabout ameter thick. Well, a meter of
iceisnt likely to dump meinto Lancaster Sound. But if it stress fracturesit would shatter spectacularly
and I'd hate to be there when it happened.

When we get back to the base I'm going to do some reading about ice.

In the evenings | study engineering, and aletter to the Bureau of Education brings back the
information that workers under thirty-five years of age who take hardship jobsfor one or more years get
preferentid trestment when gpplying for school in Chinaand qudify for loansto help with their education,
if needed.

To go to school in China. Chinese citizens can take the entrance exams, and ten percent of the seats
are open to overseas Chinese and foreigners by competitive exam. If | could get aB.A. Engineering in
Chinal'd be st. I'd be able to get good work anywhere, in New Y ork, maybe even in China. | could
probably get ajob and stay init, I'd be assigned good housing, maybe after acouple of years| could live
in Manhattan. Tak about luck, like winning the numbers. | begin to request math texts from the library so
| can prep for the entrance exam.

Most days| spend at Halsey Station doing construction while everyone el se checks recordings and
makes observations. Maggie Smallwood tells me everything is going to happen in the spring, when the
bel ukha and the bowhead mate. She says the Sound is just constant activity then. Even now the lights
atract plankton and the plankton attract al sorts of fish. Everyoneisnice, everyoneisfriendly, but
distant. They're scientists, they have amission. I'm asix month techie, and athough no onewould say it,
working class. Muscle rather than brain.

Still I hang around sometimes with a cup of coffee and listen to them talk about what they are doing.
When Janna needs someone to label bottles I'm happy to oblige. When Jm's atmosphere suit—excuse
me, his ARC—seemsto have mic problems, | find the fault in the receiver and use one of the labs
microtoolsto repair it. Danidl can never keep dl of the tools he needs a hand, so | hang atoolholder
over hislab table, like chefs use to hang pots and pansin akitchen where they'll awaysbein reach. |



hang arack over Karin'sand rig it so she can raise and lower it so her samples will be out of her way
when she needs the workspace. Soon they're asking meto do little things for them and I'm busy all the
time

Then we go back to the base in the dark, and the evening is dark, and we wake up in the morning
and it'sdark, and since we spend most days under theice at Halsey the only sunlight | seeisthe blue
glow filtered through ameter of ice. Every couple of weeks | have to hammer theice free of the tower
and usualy replace ladder rungs whereit's torn them away—I never do get my mountain boots—and
athough | can't get used to the groan of theice | look forward to it because | do it a noon, when the sun
isabove the horizon and theiceis blinding white and | fed surrounded by light. If it's after ten and
someone mentions they left something on the floater I'm thefirgt to volunteer to get it.

"Do you missthe sun?' | ask Maggie Smallwood. Maggie looks Chinese to me, but she doesn't act
Chinese. She acts Canadian.

She thinks amoment, looking at the black windows. "'Y eah, some. But after summer it's nice to have
some darkness.”

Summer. In July the sun never sets. "Isit warmin the summer?' | ask.

"Sure," she says. "Theré's grass and flowers and baby caribou. Y ou'll seeit. Wait, you won't, will
you, you'l be gonein April "

"l don't know," | say, "'l haveto find out about this schoal thing in China."

"Great," she says abdtractedly, then, "look at that sedl!"

Outsde thewindow a sedl is coasting past, gray and deek with aneat head like acat's, looking in a
the lightswith it's great, dmond eyes. Maggie turnsto me, beaming from her round Eskimo face, "lsn't he
wonderful?*

I've never seen alive sedl before. "Yeah," | say, and then without thinking, "Do they dl look so sad?!

Shelooks at me oddly but doesn't answer.

Early in November we stand on theice a 11:54 and watch the sunrise with the rest of Borden
Station. The edge of the sun's disk flashes above the horizon for less than aminute and then sets. | watch
the red sky darken. Tomorrow the sky will redden asif the sun will rise but then darken. Thisisthe
evening of along night. Dawnisin February. The Arctic landscapeis beautiful a night.

It just isn't meant for human beings.

Maggi€'s people have lived here for generations. She says | shouldn't worry about the darkness, but
suggests full spectrum light thergpy, so once aweek | go to the clinic and get thirty minutes of full
gpectrum light. | feel foolish lying undernesth the lights like a sunbather but the doctor explainsto me how
some people are more senditive to light changes than others. "Do you experience bouts of depressonin
January?' she asks.

According to Peter | experience bouts of depression if | missasubway connection. "Not that |
noticed,” | say, "but my friends say I'm moody." | smile gpologeticaly.

She smiles back and says, "Why did you come here?" It occursto methat in lessthan two months a
lot of people have asked methat question.

| sudy engineering texts under full gpectrum lights wearing only my underwesr.
I work on congtruction on the first level and they work in the labs on the third.

So | cope, and people are niceto me, if distant, and it'sonly ayear. It'sagreat experience, back in
New York I'll be ableto say, "When | wasin the Arctic Circle ... " Oneday Jm saysto me, "I've got to
go out on theice, want to come? | could use some help.”

| don't particularly want to go, | don't want to Stay at Halsey dl day. 1t will be an experience. It will



make the time go faster. So we load gear into the floater and take off acrosstheice. Well plant some
pick-ups either in open water or drive them through theice and then well come back. 1t will only take the
mormning.

Morning. It's not going to be morning until February. | keep thinking of it as 'dark in the morning.’ |
find myself waiting for it to get light. The doctor prattles on about the need for something to focuson, a
god. It seemsthat the reason the scientists are less likely to have problems with depression is because
they have an obsession and that orderstheir Umwelt, their sf-world. We live in the same physica
space but our fedings about it make us order it differently. Maggie Smalwood tells me that her ancestors
used to be able to draw marvelous maps from memory but that their hunting-grounds were dways drawn
disproportionately large. That's because in their Unmwelt, those were the placeswhere their lives were
lived, and everything e se was thought of in relationship to them. | think if Maggie had to draw amap, the
largest place on it would be the open water where her beloved whaleslived. Her wholelifeis organized
around whales. Her &b is where she organizes her data on whales, so in away, that's where the whales
are. If she goes someplace dse, she's away from her whales, out of her norma world. She would
probably be homesick.

When | look outside the window, | don't seewhales, | seedark. This placeisn't evenin my Umwelt.
Skimming acrosstheice with Jm | look out across the empty land. It has been afull moon for sx straight
days. It never sets, never rises. Sometimesit's east, sometimesit's north, sometimes west. It's hard to
believe we are on earth.

We go farther away from Borden Station than | have ever been. | tell mysdlf it doesn't matter, Jm has
donethis before, well get back. | could walk back acrosstheiceif | had to. | redlize that thismorning |
don't care. I'mtoo tired of it dl to care. | am along for theride.

Aswego Jm explainsthat theicewe are oniscaled 'fast ice becauseit is shorefast, meaning it's
attached to the shore. WEll cross the lead of open water and then well bein 'pack ice whichisicethat's
floating. Ahead of ustheice changes abruptly from white to black. We come closer, the ice beneath us
shading from blue white under the moon to gray. Behind us along streek of darker gray marks where the
floater has crossed, and then we crossto the black ice. Jim shouts, "The lead!" over the sound of the
floater. We're over open water. Across the open water | see moreice, rough and tumbled, not like the
icewejust came over. Floating free. Aswe cross| see that between us and those moundsis aflat skirt
of ice. Big flat gray plates that have ridden up over the edges of other big flat plates so they overlap.

"Nillisice" IJm explains, "when it doesthat it's caled 'finger-rafting'.

Why?

Jm turnsthe floater west and we run along the lead for about twenty minutes. Heswatching his
location on the board and when it satisfies him he cuts the motors and together we manhandle one of the
pick-ups—with their pointed noses and tail-finsthey ook like old-fashioned missiles—and heaveit over
the sde. It disgppearsinto the water, heading straight down to anchor in the bottom and monitor the area
for animal life. im jamsthe floater back into forward and makes awide turn that kicks up the black
water and we head back the other way, east. With the full moon hanging above us we can see quite
clearly, but it's hard to tell how near or how far things are. | know we came over akilometer across open
water, but the ice shore could be just twenty meters away.

Jm cuts north towards the pack ice, but we run for over twenty minutes before we reach it, then
we're on the flat sheets. The floater skims. There's no snow, thisfar north isadesert, it rarely snows. We
ride over alip of bluish-whiteice and then it's like riding rough seas as the floater bounces over the
terrain. Jm runsfast but steers carefully, the floater could ram aspire of ice. Werise over alip—

A stomach lurching drop of about ameter and ahalf and wearein alead. | yelp and grab and Jm
looks surprised. He turns us sidewaysin the lead and dows down. After amoment he seesagap inthe
pack and we're headed north again. Thistime we go alittle more cautioudly.



| do not say anything. Jm does not say anything.
We are on the pack ice when Jim says, "Thisis close enough. Cut fast, the pack is running east.”

I climb out and he hands me the cutter. Ther€'s no sensation of movement, the pack feelslike solid
land. "How fast arewe running?" | ask.

"l don't know," he says, "pack ice runsirregularly. Don't worry, the floater will keep us oriented.”

| wasn't worrying, but when someone tells me not to worry, then | wonder. | want to cut awell of
about athird of ameter, it will take afew minutes. | set the cutter and start working while Jm haulsthe
pick-up out onto theice,

| cut through three-and-a-half meters of ice before | reach water, that's pretty far for acutter because
| can't go down with it. My arms are tired from suspending the cutter above the hole. im heavesthe
pick-up into the hole and lets go, we hear it splash below.

"Onemore" hesays, "let'sgo."

| climbinafter him. "Isitin open water?' | ask.
"l don't know," he says.

| can only hope.

Off across pack ice, but dowly because the leads we find close up in front of us. Thewind is high and
as we watch the narrow leads become gray. | have never seen water freeze as| watch. | am not cold,
not in my suit, but | can fed thewind hit me.

Jmiscareful, we mount ridges of ice dowly. He calsthis 'close pack, and watches the location on
hisboard. It feddsto me asif we are going diagonaly and | ask if we are going south. He says no, that the
pack veers about thirty degrees off the wind. He skips us over narrow leads, running us fast enough that
we don't have timeto sink before we hit the other side. Finally, near alead, he stops.

"Not openwater," | say. | don't like cutting through this.

He shakes hishead. "Make it quick, we're drifting.

"Could we heaveit into the lead?" | ask.

He squints, looks back down &t hislocation on the board. "Y esh,” he says, "we could.”

I climb out and he passes the pick-up to me, then while | hold the nose and he holds the fins, we set
out under the night sky. We have to go dowly, the footing is uneven and we have to climb over boulder
szed chunks of ice. The edge of thelead is not even like the bank of ariver. The lead isamost ameter
below us and the 'edge’ isan irregular dope about ameter wide. Thelead isgray, nillisice that gently
risesand fals. Theicelookslike grease. Because | suggested using the lead rather than cutting, | go
down the dope, gingerly, supporting the nose of the pick-up. | wedge my feet against pieces of ice and
say, "l'vegot it." | take the weight of the pick-up, bent avkwardly towards Jm.

| fed asif | have over-balanced, my feet go out from under me, | hit the ice hard enough to knock the
wind out of me. Then | am under water. Theré'sno air in my mask, which has shut off to keep the water
out, and the suit is not made to insulate against ice water, so | fed the cold. | surface and flail for the
edge, Imisholding ontotheice, and | keep falling to reach far enough to grab the edge.

Get out, my mind isscreaming. The dushisthick and grey and it ticksin clumpsto my faceplate. |
am not thinking that | will get out. Always before, when something happened, | have been afraid | would
beinjured, that it would be along time before things would be okay again.

| am thinking, thisis serious. | am thinking, | am not going to be okay. | redize, | don't care. Sartling
thought, that, | don't care. The worst that can happen is dying. The cold makesit hard to move, to swim,
and | have haf anotion to givein, but | am not sure how. If | givein, if | stop fighting, what do | do, tread
water and look at Im? Stop treading water? | flail and fight and watch mysdlf asif from agreat distance.



| am trying to get out because it istoo embarrassing not to. Thetruth is, | am not sure how to drown.

"Zhang!" Jm keeps shouting. | finally grab something. | can't get out, can't do more than hold on. For
amoment Jm doesn't move, then he scrambles down and grabs my arm. | can't get leverage to get o,
he can't find enough purchase to pull me out, but he keeps pulling and diding, and | keep reaching for
something to hold on to, and findly manage to get hdfway out. My body is suddenly heavy, the way it
fedsafter being in the water, and Jm helps me get the rest of the way up.

"Thelead shifted!” Jm ydls, dthough my mikeisworking fineand | can hear him clearly. "Areyou
okay?"

"Fine" | say, dill feding asif | anwatching mysdf. "Wherésthe pick-up?’

"It'sin! Areyou wet?'

I'm cold, and | fed coldest around thewaist. "No," | say.

"Areyou okay?' He saysagain.

"Yeah," | say, "just cold."

"We better get back to Borden,” he says. We make better time going back across the ice than we did
carrying the pick-up and climb into the floater. | am curious about this not caring. | an awarethat it isnot
agood thing, but it isalot better than worrying.

"Damn,” Jm says, "that wasfreaky! The lead shifted, | mean they do that, you read about it
happening to Eskimo hunters, but 1've never seen it happen. It just moved farther apart, like agoddamn
earthquake. | saw you thrown in, just thrown in, wasn't adamn thing you could do about it, and if | hadn't
grabbed that chunk of ice, I'd have gone right after you, and we'd never have gotten out!”

Jm talks except when he has to concentrate on the floater. | say, "Yeah," when | need to. | have
nothing to say. The lead got wider, that's how | fell in. Thelead opened up. It occursto meit could have
aseadly closed.

Now that | am out of the water the suit is beginning to keep me warm again. My strange mood lifts
suddenly, | am not the watcher anymore, | am Zhang, stting in acold ARC suit, wondering what it would
have been like to have tried to come up for air and found only ice. My teeth start chattering. | redlizel
can't go home. | want very badly to go home.

By early December | have stopped studying. | awaysdo. | do not liketo study, | dwaystell mysdf |
should, but then after afew weeks, | stop. Alwaysbefore, | have dowly gone from studying five nights
and going out two, to studying three nights and going out four, to not sudying. Always before | have said
that if | didn't have any distractions, | would study. Now thereisno placeto go, but | don't study. | Sit at
the window and look out at Lancaster Sound. Sometimes | watch the Arctic foxes, trotting along with
their short legs nearly ablur of motion, and often after | see thefoxes| go to the cafeteriaand get acup
of coffee, St and talk with Janna, or Karin, or Jm. But mosily the landscape is empty except for the
dowly unfurling cliffs of the aurora boredis, glowing lavender and pink and pale green above the blueice
and snow. | seemy own reflection in the window, so | turn off my lightsand sit in the dark. | loose track
of time. | discover that it's possible to listen to outside noises, and then the outside comesinto my room.
Thewind is so congtant that after awhile| don't hear it anymore, and then there is nothing to hear.

| am not adapting well, | know.

Oncein awhile Maggie Smalwood comes to ask me to come watch arec or avid. 'Corin is showing
the rec he's put together on polar bears,’ she says, or, ‘It'savid from the States.”

Sol go, and sit. If | canstontheend | say | antired and leave early. When Maggie traps mein the
middle, then | haveto tay to theend.

| am tired. All day when | am working, | want to deep. | think about going to deep. But assoon as|



get back to my room, | am tired but not deepy. The clinic sends me notes to come lay under thelights,
but when | [ay under the lights, there is nothing to do but study, and | can not bear to think of my
engineering text, so | Sop going.

In my room | think about what | am trying to do. | am twenty-seven. | am thinking of trying to passan
examination to Univerdty, so | may go to Chinaand study engineering. Okay. Say | work very hard this
winter, | study dl thetime, | passthe examination. Then | would go to China, where everyone wantsto
go. Old Mother China, where thereis possibility. | would study for four yearsin China, away from New
York, in aforeign place—granted | am Chinese, well | look Chinese, and | speak the language, but |
have never been to China. But | do thisfor two years. Then | have achoice, ether try to stay in China,
where | can get agood job, maybe become well off. Or come back to New Y ork, where | will be able
to get agood job.

All of that work to make alittle more money. But | will till be Zhang. | carry myself where ever | go,
and itismysdf | want to escapefrom. | hate mysdlf. | hatethisplace. And | find it isvery tiring to carry
hate all thetime. So | St and listen to the night on the Arctic Tundra, defeated before | start. And sick to
desth of dl of it.

I remember reading about the first crew at Canalli Base on Mars, how they suffered from depression.
| tell mysdlf it'sonly deding with an unfamiliar environment. But mostly | St in my room surrounded by a
wind | can't evenfed.

Five of usgo out to Halsey in the big floater, Im, Maggie, Janna, Eric and me. | am dmost finished
with the congtruction on thefirst level, but al | can think of isthe immense amount of work needed on the
second level. I'll be gone before the second level is ever completed.

"Look at that ice," Eric remarks, referring to the ice piling up on the west Sde of Halsey Station. Itisa
lot of ice, but | cut Halsey free not too long ago (how long ago wasit? Maybe sunset? A month?) | fedl
theimplied criticism. "I'll take care of it," | say, and get out of the floater before anyone ese. | go Straight
for the cutter, and wait for everyone to go downdtairs, then back out of the warm light into the night. |
gart to work on theice, which will come back again. And next winter, another tech will cut away theice,
and it will grow back. Each year they will cut away theice, each year it will grow back, and eventudly,
when they no longer use Hasey station, they will stop cutting away theice, and it will erode the gation
away, and then there will be nothing here but the flat plane of ice, moaning with the cold.

And | am here, and it makes no difference. | have built part of this place, and someday it will be gone,
sowhy am | here?| turn my back on Halsey Station and score wide shalow cutsintheice. I cut Chinese
characters, "Wo zai jar," | am here. And then | use the cutter to smooth them over until it is smooth as
glass, polishing away thetraces.

"Zhang?

Maggieis standing on the tower, lit from undernesth by the light. Sheis faceless behind her face
mask, hidden in her ARC, but | know her size and shape, her voice. It infuriates me to see another
faceless person in an ARC suit. The Arctic makes people things. | do not answer her, but make abrupt,
choppy cutsintheice.

"What are you doing?'

I think the wind and the stressed ice sounds are answer enough. Then | think, damnit, | want to bein
the wind. So putting down the cutter | take off my mask, pull back my hood. Thewind isso cold it
makes my eyestear, theair isso cold it hurtsto breath, much colder even than going into the water. |
open the sedls, pull thetop off. | don't careif I'm cold. The pain of the cold seemslike the right feeling,
seemsred. | pick up the cutter and make a cut.

Part of me cannot believe what | am doing, but | have had enough, | want them to know | have had
enough. "It'sal shit!" | shout at Maggie. "This base, the polar bears and whaes! None of it matters! We
don't frigging well belong here! We are nothing! Nadal " Maybe | am posturing, but hereinthewind | do



not fed that. | cut through the ice, to the water undernesth, a smooth shhhiffffzzz, asthe laser hitswater
and vaporizesit. | start to cut atrench, burning aong, but | cannot concentrate, so | throw down the
cutter. | am talking, talking, talking, talking, but what | am saying does not seem important. Someof itis
English, someof it is Spanish, my mother'slanguage. | am talking to Maggie. | am talking to mysdif.

| antakingtotheice, and | am saying over and over, "1 have lost my frigging mind, do you
understand? | have lost my frigging mind. | havelost my frigging mind."

Maggie comes over and takes my arm and says, "Comeinsde. Comeinsde.”

At firg | think, no. But then | redlize | am cold, and that | redlly want to, so | let her pick up my
pull-over and the cutter and we go insde. Now shetaksand | am quiet. "It's nothing,” she says, "it
happensin the winter. Comeinsde, have something hot, have sometea. The Eskimo call it perlerorneq,
winter depression, it happens when it gets dark and you're unhappy, but now it's over, you're okay, youll
be okay. I'll make you acup of tea, very swest, here put this back on and get warm.” To Jm and Janna,
"Zhangistired, I'll take him back, he's not going to work today. Don't worry, he's okay now."

Words wash over me, | don't care. | don't care, except | am so tired that | could weep. | wonder if |
amgoing crazy, but | think thet if | am, at least | will go home.

Maggie takes me back, and takes me to my room. She sits with me on my bed and tells me, "Right
now, you arejust sick of life, perlerorneq, but you'll fed better."

"I'm sorry,” | mumble. But | have afedling now, not anger. Undernesth my tiredness| fed grateful.
"Thank you," | say.

"Goto deep," shesays.

| deep for sixteen hours, through the day and the next night. And when | meet everyone the next
morning for breskfast, | an embarrassed, and they aredl kind. | cannot look at Maggie Smallwood, so |
don't.

Jannasays, "It'shard for al of us, but for you, well, you didn't even want to be here.”

"l don't know what happened to me," | say, penitent and confused. | go to work, and they keep me
working on thethird leve, close to them, and they talk to me often.

Maggie talks to me, matter-of-fact. "When they had trouble with depression in space, they asked the
Inuit Eskimo and the Greenland Eskimo about perlerorneq. It'slike acircuit breaker. Now the Eskimo
train research crewsin space waysto dedl withiit. | learned about it in school, in my Native Studies
course.”

My unhappinessis gtill there, but it isgray, not black. | go back to the full spectrum lights, | study a
little. Janna begins to teach me caculus on Monday and Wednesday nights, to keep me studying. | have
taken calculus, and sheisgood at explaining, so it iseasy. | do not talk much to Maggie, except to say
hello. | am ashamed of my behavior towards her, but what is there to say?

So December passes. Christmas, a package from Peter, sweatersin the most outrageous styles, with
little capes; dl therage, he writes. | give oneto Karin. We exchange gifts, sSing songs. It's not so bad.

We are expecting sunrise at 12:14 p.m. on February 2. In January | study and wait through the days.
| havethe feding that | have fdt the worst and now it will bedl right. | decide to renew my contract.

"Dontworry," Jannatelsme, "Y ou'll love the summer, asun worshiper like you. Explorersused to
wear fdt blindfolds so they could escape the sunlight to deep.”

On January 29 we are studying in the late morning. Ericisrunning an experiment at Halsey from 8:00
p.m. until dmost 3:00 am. and he needs atech, so | won't go out to Halsey until later. Each day now
thereisafase dawn. The sky getsrosy and the sun threatensto rise, the stars paling in the south, but it
doesn't quite come up. Still, I watch. Only four more days.



Jannais checking my figures, | am watching the horizon. Dawn seems so close, 0 possible. The sky
isthe pearlescent white of dawn, shading to pink, lavender, indigo, and then somewhere above, to black.
Theiceisthe color of the sky.

And then, four days early, | seethe edge of the sun, blinding, above the horizon. " Jannal"
She looks up and her eyeswiden and then crinkle with delight. "Oh, Zhang, wonderful "
It'smorning. | smileand amile.

"It'snot ared sunrise" Jannaexplans, "It'srefraction. The earth's atmosphere bending light rays. The
sunisdill five degrees below the horizon.”

We gt in slence and waich the sun rise and then dip. In minutesit isover.

| expect to fed the weight of the night again, but no, the sunriseis enough. | can wait. | can Sudy, |
can pass the exam. And the second night is not so bad, never as bad asthefirg.

| have survived. And | think, finaly, | am adapting.

JERUSALEM RIDGE (Martine)

Thelittle girl looks a me and asks, "What'sthat?"
"What?' | ask. The myth that al middle-aged women like childrenisjugt that, amyth.
"That," shepoints.

"It'sacandle,” the man working on the skid says. "Come over here Theresa, | need you to hold
something for me, okay?'

Clearly her father. They both have the same pale, washed out |00k, like faded cotton. Newcomers.
Maybe whatever life they'd been living before they got here washed them out that way. Thelittle girl
looks up a me, not sure what to make of me, then obeys.

I'm walking the perimeter, checking for an air leak. | know it'shere, | just don't know whereit is. We
use avery old fashioned way to locate leaks, whenever we get aflag that the air mixtureis off
somewherein Jeruslem Ridge, | come out here and prowl around with acandle, using the flicker of the
flameto find the lesk.

Don't go looking for Jerusalem Ridge on your map, it's called New Changsha, or Sector 56/C-JRU,
depending on whether your map is dated during or after the Cleansing Winds Campaign. It'son the
northern edge of the Argyre Basin in the southern hemisphere. JRU isactudly theinitias of the surveyor.
Aron Fahey saysthe name comesfrom theinitids, but | redly couldn't say. Most of the people who were
here thirty years ago and would remember have been relocated. Aron would have been ninethen so I'm
not sure hereally knows. | came when they reopened the sector seven years ago and walked into a
viper's nest of back-stabbing and |eftover animosities. Even now the Commune tends to bresk into two
parts, the old people left who remember everything anybody ever did to anyone else during the
Campaign, and the new ones who left our mistakes on Earth. The people who were kids during the
Campaign tend to stick with the new people.

Thesetwo arerea new, transports. If | didn't already know, | certainly figure it out when the father
carefully jacksthelittle girl into histroubleshooter. Kids don't get implantsthat young here; | don't think
she's more than six. Shelooks younger than that, dressed in ared top that's been stretched out too much
inthe neck and istoo smdll for her and pantstoo big. Cast offs. Heswearing coverals, regular issue. |
find my leak and repair it. It doesn't take much to repair aleak; smear seder onit, mark it for astructura
check, athough this onelooks like someone dammed something into the wall—a common enough
occurrence in the godown. While I'm waiting for the sedler to set, | watch the father and daughter. He's
blond and sharp featured, she hasthin, limp hair the color of dishwater. She stands next to him without



figiting, careful on her task. She seemsto be concentrating more on him than the job; she watches him
raptly, mouth open alittle, the way kids do.

| leave before they finish their repair job.
When | get home, my separator is on the fritz again and | completely forget about them.

When | wasalittlegirl | once waked two milesin my deep. I'm just the walking sort. That waswhen
therewere still communesin West Virginia | guessthat'swhat | miss mogt, walking in West Virginia
After they put thetrainin, it wasn't the same. Then suddenly the place was crawling with New Y orkers,
al looking for aclean placeto live where their families could grow up in the country while they went to
their good-paying jobsin the city. It was al cadres at first, and maybe a couple of green men. Officers, of
course, common soldiersdon't live that well.

| guess | became asoldier because when | was agirl that wasthe way to insure getting the best. That
was right after the beginning of the Cleansing Winds Campaign, when we were dl trying to get back to
the days when socialism meant something to the people. That was going terribly wrong and everywhere
you |looked people were getting in trouble for things that ten years earlier had been fine, like growing your
own silicon chipsand all thelittle backyard technologies. The army looked like apretty safe dedl. | had a
string—my uncle was abird colond and he got mein. | went in at fifteen. Y ou could do that then. At
thirty-five | had my twenty years, afalled marriage and about al | could take of the army. | went looking
for West Virginiabut while | had been gone it had somehow transferred itself into a copy of New Jersey,
and | hadn't gone back looking for New Jersey. That's how | ended up on the settlement project on
Mars. Patriotic Volunteers Turn Red Desert Into Productive Land.

But | was back to walking; besides minding my plot, my goats and my bees| walked the perimeter
watching for leaks. Lenin knowsit was hard. | thought I'd start anew life on Jeruslem Ridge, but |
hadn't counted on the fact that wherever | went I'd till be there. And | hadn't changed just by getting on
ashuttle and coming to Mars. | wasn't happy. | can't say it was amistake, | wasn't happy on Earth,
either. But on Earth at least | was comfortable. For along time | wasn't comfortable on Mars. Six months
after | got here | about made up my mind to go home, but | kept putting off doing anything about it and
now it's gotten to the point where it's easier to stay than to go.

| schedule my day based on what happens, sometimes I'm working at three in the morning, livestock
makesit's own times and doesn't redlly respect yours, but by 4:30 in the afternoon I'm often in the house.
It isabout 4:30, aweek or so after | first saw them, when they stop for adrink of water. I'm a bit off the
tube, so they have had to walk, but I'm one of the last empty domes before the long stretch to New
Arizonaand it's not unusua for peopleto stop. We gill don't have asurplus of drinking weter. | aways
give, | never know when I'll be asking.

I wouldn't know himif it wasn't for thelittle girl. If he remembers me asthelady with the candle he
doesn't say anything. Theresa, thelittle girl, sands haf behind her father, shy in an unfamiliar place. He
takesthe glass, crouches abit fiffly and offersit to her. She watches him as she drinks, asif thiswere
something he has produced out of thin air. She hands him back half aglass, which hefinishes, using her
glassin that unsdfconcious way parents do.

"Thank thelady,” he says softly.

"Thank you," she says, and reachesfor his hand.

"Going to New Arizona?' | ask.

"No," hesays, "jugtin."

New Arizonais about nineteen hours awvay. Why did he take the child?

We don't know whét to say to each other, and he starts to make the motions of someone getting



ready to leave.

"Maybe you and thelittle girl would like something to eat?' It occursto methat they'reliving in the
dorms. What a shame to make that long trip and go back there to deep.

He glances down at the top of her brown head, tempted | think, but shakes his head. "No, thank
you."

"It'sno trouble,”" | say, "1 make soup to keep and flash and | just made a grest, fresh pot. It's got to
be better than dinner a the complex.”

It'sthelittle girl that decides him. She waits, neither hoping nor hopeless, just tired. "If it'sno trouble
then," he says softly.

The house is concrete, smooth rounded walls, like ahill. Insdeit'sall green and blues, probably
because on Mars everything isred, acolor | associate with politics. And | have plants, oxygenators.
They take the strain off the recyc system. I've been here seven years, and done pretty well with my own
side-business. I've nothing to do with the credit but spend it on the house. "I'm Martine Jansch,” | say and
gick out my hand.

"Alexi Dormov," he says. "Thisismy daughter, Theresa."
"Helo," she says, watching her feet.

"Hello Theresa," pleasant old-fashioned name, "are you hungry?*
"Yes," shesays.

"Doyou like soup?"

"What kind?' shelooks up at me. Well, it was a stupid question on my part and a perfectly
reasonable question on hers.

Her father doesn't know whether to be amused or embarrassed, and | like him for that. | don't like
people who fed that strangers must be amused by everything that their child does.

"Bean," | say.

"l don't know," she answers honestly.

My kitchen iswhite and beige and blue with awal full of plants. | pour Theresaaglassfull of fruit

juice and offer her father a beer, which he accepts with surprise and pleasure. I'm not showing off, | can
afford fruit juice and beer.

"Youliveheredone?' heasks.

"Yes" | say, "but thetedlecom is set to open by voice and someone is aways stopping by." For a
moment he loomsin my mind asthis mentaly deranged man who wanders around exposing his daughter
to brutal acts of violence. Martine, | think, you have spent too much time aone. Not to mention that he's
dill dumsy in Martian gravity.

Helooks around, admiring the cool white walswith their strip of bluetile, the beigetilefloor. Aron's
wife makes ceramics and she made thetilesfor me, then | ingalled them mysdif. "It'sabig place for
someoneto livedone," he says.

"It's not so big. Two bedrooms, afront room and the kitchen. Although | imagine you're accustomed
to more crowded conditions." I'm thinking of the dorms, of course.

"Yes weare, aen't we Little Heart." He ruffles his daughter's hair. "Weve been living in Y orimitsu.”

Y orimitsu, Y orimitsu. I've heard something about Y orimitsu. | don't pay much attention to news from
home, it's ways bad. " Something to do with Arizona, Colorado, Nevada, the corridor, Y orimitsu, isn't
that ... " | can't dredgeit up.

"A resettlement camp,” he saysin the same soft voice he says everything.



People sent to develop the corridor near the end of the Cleansing Winds Campaign. There weren't
enough resources, they had to be re-settled again, some of them spent yearsin resettlement camps
waiting to be put somewhere. And Alexi Dormov and his daughter were put on Mars. Whereisher
mother? " Thiswould seem big toyou," | say.

"How did you come here?’

"Voluntarily. | retired from thearmy,” | explain. "1 wanted something unstructured.”
"Youwereinthearmy?'

"Twenty years."

"l wasin South Africa," he says.

Peace Keeping Force, volunteer. "Infantry?' | ask.

He shakes his head. " Atmosphere skippers.”

Pilot. Well, he's short enough. | have the infantry's distrust for pilots; they tend to be hot heads out to
prove their righteousness by flying. | flash the soup and ladleit into blue and beige bowls. Aron'swife,
Chen, makesthem aswall. | think they're pretty, but they probably don't Iook like much to someone
fresh from earth.

| put tabasco on the table and when | put afew dropsinto my soup they carefully copy me. Not
everybody likestabasco in their bean soup but | don't say anything, I've no intention of embarrassing
them. Alexi tagtes carefully and then nods. "Thisisgood. Thisisredly good, huh Therese?"

She nods. The spoon lookstoo big in her hand.

"It has SO much taste," he says, "I thought the food in the complex was pretty good, but thisisredly
good.”

"Thank you," | say, embarrassed. It's just bean soup with abit of pork in it for flavor. Not even
nine-bean soup like we used to have when | was young. The food in the complex isfilling; mess hdl food.
But not what | would describe as good. Alexi has three bowls, abit embarrassed by his own greed. He
S0 obvioudy enjoysit that it's a pleasure to serve him. And Theresa eats dmost dl her bowl and hasa
biscuit with honey onit. My businessis bees, the commune sdlls Jeruslem Honey dl over the quadrant.
It'show | can afford my fruit juice and beer.

Their presence wears me out. I'm not accustomed to company and | got up at alittle after four this
morning. The conversation wears dangeroudy thin, I'm not holding up my end. | take them out to see my
bees. Alexi carries Theresawho is stricken motionless with fascination and terror when | pull apanel out
of ahive and explain how | take out the honey. The bees, buttons of tiger fur with glasswings, crawl in
glittering, ceasdless motion.

Then we go to see my fourteen goatsand | tell their names; Eingtein, Jellybean, Eskimo, Constanting,
Miss Shapiro, Lucy, Kate-the-Shrew, Lilith (who has the heart of awhore, dthough | don't mention that)
Hai-hong, Machina Jones, Amelia, Angela, Carmin and Cleopatra. They jostle for attention, gently
butting us and trying to get into my pocketsto seeif | have anything. | feed them for the night, and
Theresa flings handfuls of sweetfeed into their buckets, and she and they squed with delight asthey shove
and rear to get their nosesin firgt, leaping over each other. Einstein does histrick, leaping high over
Carmin and pushing off thewall to vault into the middle of the pack. Goatsdo well in light gravity, unlike
cows, poor stupid things.

When Alexi carries Theresa back through the tunnel to the house she's heavy as asack of grain, her
pae deepy face againg his shoulder. | am drunk with the pleasure of showing them my little
well-organized farm and the words pop out of my mouth, " Stay the night.”

"Oh now we couldn't, we've put you out enough.”
| regret the offer immediately and think to mysdlf, why'd you makeit if you didn't want to? Contrary



asl am| indst more. He doesn't want to bed her down in the dorm, she's so tired she needs a quiet
place to deep and he hasto betired aswell. The transport will be fine parked on my pull-off. I've asofa
that opens out to make a bed and an extrabedroom. Againit'sthelittle girl that decides him. | expect
that helll put her on the couch, but he says they can deep together in the bedroom. I'm relieved, once he
saysthat | realize that my offer could have been misconstrued.

He hasto go out to the transport and get their little bag of things, then he sits her on the edge of the
bed and pulls the shirt over her head. Sheis passive and limp, her head seemstoo heavy to support. He
is matter-of-fact, hel ping her hands find the deeveswith an air of practice. Then he pullsthe blankets
over and sets the bed to keep her warm.

We go back out to the front room and have two more beers. | tell him alittle about Jerusalem Ridge,
find myself unexpectedly talking about what it was like when | first came here and so many people had
been relocated that we had a severe labor shortage. He asksintelligent questions. He has been promised
hisown plot in three years, but | warn him that the way things get done around hereit could befive.

He'sthirty-four. I'm forty-two. Theresais six-and-a-hdf.

Wegoto bed early. | lie awake, over-stimulated | suppose. | can't hear anything, but | fed asif | can
hear them bresthing. The house seemsfull. After awhile the bresthing turnsinto the ocean, and at
four-thirty the bed wakes me and | have been dreaming of the Pacific. In my dream, the sky wasfull of
Crows.

My separator ison thefritz again. It is becauseit is built and programmed to handle 5-10 cowsand |
have 12 nannies. It has the capacity to handle the amount of milk but I jury rigged it to handle the nannies
and it just bresks down dl the time. | manage to get them milked mysdlf and to start the damn thing
manualy but that meansthat a chore that should take twenty minutes takes over an hour. | get back in at
6:30. My company isn't up yet, so | stir up biscuit batter. By 7:00 the biscuits are baking, the second
batch of coffeeisready. Alexi appears dressed at alittle before 7:30, followed by Theresarubbing her
eyes. | serve biscuits covered with cheese and raisins, rice tir-porridge with milk, and fruit juice. | can't
pretend | eat thisway every morning, usudly | eat abowl of porridge and wash it down with coffee.

"Did you deepwel?' | ask, cruely bright-eyed.

"Terrific. | can't believe you have made dl this, what time did you get up?’
"Beforefive,” | say.

"For us?' Alexi asks, conscience stricken.

"Of course nat, | have afarm to run. | hoped to get some honey ready to ship, but I'll haveto call
Cdeb and tel him it won't be ready until tomorrow.”

He askswhy and | tell him about my troubles with my separator-milker manager system. While| talk
| watch Theresawho has apparently never had biscuits with cheese and raisins. She eats her porridge for
awhile before working up the nerveto try it. Then she putsit down and | think she doesn't like it but after
abit shetacklesit again and eventud|ly ests half.

Alexi asks me questions about the system, eats abowl of porridge and three biscuits, then polishes of f
what hisdaughter didn't finish. "Maybe| canfix it," he says, "I'm good at fixing things."

Finewith me. Theresais excited about going to see the goats. | send him down to the goatswhile |
cal Caeb and explain that the honey will belate. When | get down to the goats Alexi isjacked into the
system and Theresais gingerly petting Cleopatra, who is pregnant. Five of the nannies are pregnant,
whichisgoing to cut down on my income for awhile, but I've decided to go ahead and have more space
added to thefarm so I'll be able to expand. Alexi has the absorbed look of someone jacked in, and
Theresa seems happy so | decide to do bee work.

After an hour or so Alexi comesto find me. "l can fix your program quickly and it should be dl right,



but have you thought about when you have the new goats?*
| havebut | don't liketo. "I suppose I'll haveto get anew system,” | say.

He shakes hishead. "I can modify the system, but it would take me awhile and today | have to get
back to the complex with the transport. But if you'd like I could come back and do it, maybe on Sunday.
| have Sunday free."

"l could pay you," | say. "That would be gresat."
"No need to pay, | oweyou for dl your hospitdity."

We argue about payment, and findly | agree, stipulating that he and Theresacomefor lunch and
dinner on Sunday.

Then we al go back to the house and | walk them to the pull-off. He boosts her into the cab of the
trangport, swingsin himsdlf and closesthe door. | stand politely and watch them off. Then, freed |
wander back to the house now given back to me. | strip the sheets off the guest bed and remakeit, then |
clean my kitchen, singing to mysdlf. | work the rest of the day, checking my little bit of vegetables,
cleaning the goat pen, and spend the bulk of the afternoon straining and cooking honey. It's good to be
by mysdf. | lissento music| haven't listened to in years, somethings | waysthink of asWest Virginia
musC.

In the afternoon | find mysalf planning what to cook for Theresaand Alexi. | have afancy rice and
bean dish, but if I'm going to make it there are afew things | want to buy. It'sabit of work. And maybe a
cake, Theresawould like that.

Sunday they come at about eleven, Theresafirst, skating down the corridor the way children and
martian born do, the way those of uswho came to maturity on Earth never learn. Alexi comes after her,
amiling. "Martine" he says, "hello!" The cakeisiced, therésabig pitcher of lemonade Stting on the table.
Martineis standing in the kitchen looking at the cake with whiteicing and strawberries diced to make
flowers on the top. Alexi whisks her up and says, "L ook at that, Little Heart."

"What are the red things?"

"Strawberries. Fresh strawberries. We used to have strawberrieswhen | was alittle boy. They're
wonderful.”

Theresahas never had strawberries? What were things like in a resettlement camp?

We have rice and beans and then big dices of cake. Theresawants aflower so | cut her apiece she
can never et but she makes a pretty good sized dent. Then her father finishesit. For alittle guy, Alexi
Dormov can put away the food. He ests like he never knows when helll eat again. Then he goesto work
on the separator and | take Theresa out to the garden and teach her to pick beans. The domeis opened
and the summer sun pours through the polarized glass. | bring Cleopatrain and ask Theresato keep her
from eating and the two of them run up and down between the rows. If Cleo drops anannie-kid I'll name
her Theresa.

I'm nervous with her; shelikesme but | don't know how to act around alittle girl. And | don't want to
entertain her. But | don't have to, she's busy with Cleopatra.

After awhile | go to check on Alexi and bring him afresh glass of lemonade. Hes till jacked in, Sitting
mesmerized. He has apad on hislap and he's scribbled some symbols down on it but he's not looking at
it. I know reprogramming is complicated o | just wait until he notices me and jacks out. He grins and
pushes hishair off hisface.

"How'sit going?' | ask.
"Okay," he says, "It'sgoing to take me awhile. Is Theresa driving you crazy?"
"No, she's playing with one of the goats."



"Just my luck, my kid'sbest friend isagoat.”

A world of regret in that comment, although he saysit lightly enough. When his smile disgppears and
hisfaceis4till for amoment | assume he'sthinking of Y orimitsu. | amost say, 'Kidsarereslient,’ even
though it's one of those fallacies like middie-aged women like children. But that's not what he's thinking at
al. "Martine," he says, "they're going to transfer us again, and | don't know what to do."

"What?' | sy.

"They're going to transfer me again. Isn't it enough to send usto Mars?' He never raiseshisvoice, itis
easy to missthe despair in what he says.

"They're shipping you off Mars?' | ask. | can't imagine where el se they would send him. Or why.
"No," he says, "not off Mars. They're talking about the water reclamation project down at the pole.”
"What about Theresa?' | ask. Life down at the poleis primitive and dangerous.

"I don't know," he says. "They haven't redly said were going yet."

"What makes you think they're going to send you," | say, and redlize as| say it that it sounds asif he's
some sort of paranoid.

"I know. I've been through this now five times. | know when they're going to ship us off." He balshis
fistsand puts them together asit dl boils out of him. "First Geri and | volunteered for resettlement in
Nevada because they were going to send us anyway, then the water dried up and Geri got dysentery
while they were shipping usto Y orimitsu and | gave her dl my water and even some of the baby's but she
gtill dehydrated and died. | volunteered for South Africabecause | thought that a veteran would be
treated alittle better and because they were criticizing me for my attitude after Geri died—I thought |
didn't want Theresato grow up with a counter-revolutionary father and now it doesn't matter at all
because everybody's just embarrassed about the whole Cleansing Winds nonsense. When | came back
they put usin Buffalo. Then when we were in Buffao they started dl this nonsense about Mars. | thought,
I'm avet, Theresa's six, they won't uproot us again. But they did. And now they're talking about the
water reclamation project at the pole.”

"They won't send you, they couldn't send aman with asix year old daughter,” | say, thinking that the
commune couldn't possibly.

"Y ou don't understand,” he says, "we've no guanxi, no connection, no string. Everybody just wants
to get rid of us. We're human trash. Disposable. Less useful than goatshit, because you can dump that
back in the soil."

The commune won't send them, | think. How would you fed if your wife died of dehydration, | dso
think, and what kind of society alows that? The commune must be better than that, must be better than
Earthif that'swhat Earth isreduced to.

| hear the sniff and look around. Theresais standing there holding on to Cleopatra. Cleopatralooks at
uswith golden eyes expressionless as agates. Theresa rubs her nose with her arm and rubs her eye with
her fist, crying and trying to be quiet and trapped between backing away and coming towards us. Did she
hear? Or did shejust fal or something?

"Baby?" Alexi says, "what'swrong?'
"Arewe going to move again?'
"Oh, baby," Alexi sayshelplesdy.

Theresais easily consoled, but that afternoon she pesters her father. Shetriesto pick up
Cleopatra—possibly because the gravity isweak but not probably because Cleo isn't interested. | don't
think Cleoislikdly to get hurt, even if dropped, but aflailing hoof could hurt Theresaso | findly haveto
put the nannie up. Theresa plays awhile but is clearly bored and pesters her father some more. At dinner



she doesn't want soup, just cake, and bursts into angry tears when told that they can't stay the night.
"We're alittle mongter tonight, aren't we," Alexi says.

He carries her out to the scooter and puts her in front of him on the seet. | walk down with them,
mostly because | am so eager to see them go and don't want them to know. | send them home with soup
and cake.

The program on the separator isn't finished and Monday morning | milk by hand and manually start
the separator. Then | check my bees. I'm creating queensto sell, feeding larvae royd jelly. | haveto keep
them separate, of course, no queenisgoing to let my roya larvaelivein her hive. Thelittle unit that
controls environment has gone on thefritz. It'sa chegp little unit, it wouldn't cost anything to replace on
earth but we're moving away from opposition, when then Earth is closest to Mars, to conjunction when
Marsison one side of the sun and the earth is on the other side. I'll order by transmitter but it will
probably be about 18 months until we start getting regular shipments. It'sa 26 month cycle from
opposition to opposition and the shipping window is about 8 months, we've got another month and a half,
but many of those ships dready left earth. And right now I'm going to lose some of my royd larvae.

| wonder if Alexi could fix it and decide to have him look at it when he comesin the evening to finish
the separator.

He comes adonethis evening. Forgive me, but | am relieved. "Where's Theresa?" | ask.
"At the creche" he says, "sometimes| need alittle time off."

| redlizethat I'm alonewith Alexi for thefirst time and I'm nervous. My hand smoothsmy hair. I'm ten
years older than Alexi and not interested. | don't want him to think I'm interested, | want to be friends.
I'm sure he's not interested either, so why am | nervous? "Have abeer,” | say.

"Let me get to that separator,” he says.

When he isfinished he says he hasto get back, hasto get up early the next day and dl, but he does
day for the beer, itting in my living room with the little environment unit. "I cant fix it," he says, "it'sal
fusedingde”

"Have you heard anything more?' | ask.

"About being reassigned? No." Hisvoiceis soft and curioudly flat. "But I've talked to some of the
other guys and they think that the commune probably wouldn't send Theresato the pole.”

| am relieved, | wanted to deny that anything could go so wrong, and now | learn that | was probably
right. "l think that'strue,” | say.

"So I'd probably go on atwo year assgnment and she'd stay with the creche. That's not so bad, |
haven't been much of afather. It'sjust that the separation is bad for her, she's aready withdrawn and
immature—at least that's what dl the counselors say. She's shy, but so was her mother and after al the
movingaround ... "

"They wouldn't send you and leave her here,” | blurt out.

He shrugs. "They'll say it'stemporary and that some sacrifices have to be made to open up Mars. |
hate to leave her, when | came back from Africa she didn't know who | was and then she had
tremendous separation anxiety.”" His soft voice goes on and on and | discover that the flatnessisredlly
bitterness.

| didn't ask you to come here, | am thinking. | didn't ask you and your daughter to stop for adrink of
water. And at the same time | am understanding why he takes her with him when he goesto New
Arizona. He talks about temper tantrums in the creche when heleaves. | think of her behavior yesterday,
when she was upset, the tantrums and tears.

Findly he doesn't say anything more. The slenceisthick, but | can't think of anything to say into it. He



finishes hisbeer and says, "I'm sorry, | didn't mean to dump my troubles on you like that." But hesonly
apol ogizing because he's supposed to, when he leaves he looks around my house, and then he looks at
me asif he hatesme. It'snot fair, | am thinking, | worked for this. My life wasn't easy either. | don't walk
him down to the pull-off where the motor scooter is parked.

When | go to bed and set the darm for five, | redizethat | forgot to thank him for re-programming
my separator.

McKenzie comes Monday, Wednesday, Friday and Saturday to pick up milk. She gossipsabit, |
look forward to her coming. She helped meimpregnate my nannies. (My billies are just company for my
nannies, | get seed from Earth.) | tell her about Alexi reprogramming my separator.

"Would hedo it for someone dse?"

"Sure, he doesn't have abusiness. It would help him generate credit for when he'sassigned aplot.”
Actudly | have noideaif Alexi would doit.

McKenzie haswild curly hair and a stub of anose. She brushes her hair back. "Nearly everyone who
has goats has a separator programmed for cows,”" she says. "1 bet alot of them would love to have their
system converted.”

"I'll ask him and let you know," | say. Then, because the subject of the Dormovs makes me
uncomfortable | ask her about the last council meeting.

"Boring. I'm stepping down, I'm sick of it. | don't know where they're going to find aland-holding
newcomer to take my place." She garts the pump and my milk isdrawn into her tank aswetalk. "It's
nothing but a headache," she says. I'vetold her thisfor years.

The council istwelve people; by common consent, six are people from before the shutdown, those
who went through the Cleansing Winds (including Aron Fahey who is sort of unofficid Head) and six are
from after. I'm one of the oldest newcomers, they used to ask meto be on.

"Maybe| should serveaterm,” | say.

McKenzielaughs, and then looks a me quizzicaly when I'm not laughing. "Martine,” she says, "you're
not serious?'

"Well, if it'snot meit'll be that horsesass Waters." Lilith butts me and | reach down and fondle her
long, leaf-shaped ears. She spreads her legs to brace and lowers her head a bit in pleasure. Maybel |
should get acat, I've got afamily of micein my garden. Some things come from earth whether you want
them or not. "Do you know anyone whose cat is going to have kittens?'

"Sure, I'll bring you acat. Areyou redly going to run for council ?*

"Maybe," | say. "Bring meacadico, if you can.” Cdicosare usudly femae. McKenzie asks mewhy
I'dserveand | tdll her | guessthat | can't keep letting other people do dl of the dirty work. Whichisn't
true, | could go therest of my life and let them worry about who gets how much land and air and water.
When she leaves| go back to the garden and check the CO2 levelsin the air. | open the dome and the
normally blue sky isred with the violence of adust storm. The sand shushes softly againgt the dome.

Alexi Dormov, I'm doing something. That will wipe out the anger that wasin your face when you | eft
last night. I'll deny that I'm joining council to help you and Theresa, but you'll know. Y ou'll be grateful,
aware that you migudged me. | fed asurge of self-righteous anger, how dare you have looked at me and
thought that | have it soft.

At the sametime| know that I'm being the perfect martyr. "Y ou're pathetic,” | say outloud. Whois
this Alexi Dormov that his opinion matters so much? I'm angry al morning, and | make the mistake of
working with the bees. Sure enough, | get stung.



| don't see Alexi and Theresafor awhile. | talk to him by transmitter and thank him for fixing my
separator, but it's ahectic week. Two airleaks, and that means the next council meeting they'll haveto
decideif the problem warrants an investigation. Three of my larvae hatch into queensand | box them and
send them north to Calhoun to awoman named Jessup who does allittle bee-keeping. Cahoun is out of
the sector so she won't compete with my honey sdles. My nannies start dropping kids and that meansa
lot of interrupted deep. Cleo drops anannie-kid. So do Hai-hong and Machina Jones. Angelaand Lilith
drop billies. I'll get rid of the billies as soon as they're weaned; someone e se can raise them for daughter,
I'm adairy operation. McKenzie brings me atiger-striped femalekitten, and it criesal night for thefirst
four nights. It soundslike ababy and | grit my teeth and stumble around half-awake dl day while it deeps
curled up in the strawberries.

And thereisthe council meseting. | haven't been to acouncil meeting in years. They hold them inthe
commune cafeteriaat the long hour on Thursday nights. | don't know who decided that since the martian
day is 37 minutes and 23 seconds longer than the Earth day we should have the long hour from 8:00 to
9:00 last one hour 37 minutes and 23 seconds. If were going to have along hour I'd rather haveit in the
morning. But it's a bureaucrats dream, an hour and 37 minutes to have an hour mesting.

The cafeteriais red and gold. Across the back wall are the words " The force at the core of the
Peopleisthe Revolution” in English and Chinese characters. At least | supposethat'swhat it saysin
Chinese but it could say "Western Barbarians Have No Revolutionary Spine” for al | know. It's been
there ance the days of the Cleansing Winds Campaign and nobody redlly likesit but nobody redly has
the nerve to suggest we takeiit out.

The meeting is opened and they discussthe problem of Aron Fahey's eldest girl who istwenty and
has applied for aplot of her own. It seemsto me that she should just go on thelist like any newcomer but
there is some question about whether the work she has done with Chen, her mother, qudifies her for any
work credit or if that work goesto Aron and Chen's household. After twenty-five minutes of discussion
they decide she should go on thelist like any newcomer. It'samost 8:30. | usualy go to bed around
8:60.

The meeting drags on, trividizing anything it touches. They talk about the two air lesks and decide not
to investigate, but to put a note on the next calendar to seeif there has been an unusua number between
this month and next. That takes fifteen minutes.

Phillipamakes areport sating that the commune has been asked to come up with five people to send
to the water reclamation project at the pole for two years. | Sit up. Aron asks that acommittee be formed
to look into the matter and report back with alist of names for next month. He asks for volunteers. |
gand.

"Martineg," he says, "you wish to be recognized?'

"No Aron,” | say, "l wish to volunteer.”

Aron Fahey looks perplexed and strokes his brown beard. "All right. Anyone else?"

No one e se volunteers. Findly Philippa says shélll be on the committee, and Aron browbesats Cord
into saying hell join.

Then he nods at McK enzie who has been frowning at me. She stands and announces that shell be
stepping down next meeting and that the seat is open. | stand again.

"Martine?' Aron says, sounding anxious.

"l would like to announce that | am interested in taking McKenzies seat.” | St down. Then it occurs
to methat this sounds peremptory so | stand, "Unless the commune finds someone who would be better
suited, of course.” | sit back down. My faceiscam, my knees are shaking.

"Okay, it'son therecord. If there's no further business?* Aron dismissesthe meeting. It's 8:75.
McKenzie makes her way over to me. "Marting," she says, "Martine." And when she has my ebow,



"Why this sudden interest in politics?"
"Maybe I'm tired of having no oneto talk to but goats,” | say.
"Andwhosefault isthat,” she says.
"Obvioudy I'm not going to disagree with you.”

It is4:30 in the afternoon and I'm in the kitchen weighing the kids on my kitchen scae when my
transmitter clicks open and Alexi says, "Hello, anybody home?'

"Yeah," | say, "what'sup?"

"Theresaand | are on our way to New Arizonaon arun and we thought we'd stop and say hello.”
"You'reé the pull-off?’

"Right”

"Just come onin, I'minthe kitchen.”

"What's that noise?'

The noiseisthe clatter of Theresarthe-goat and one of the billies hooves tapping againgt thetileson
my kitchen floor. "Comeinand see" | say.

| stay in the kitchen, but | am bursting with things to say; about the chance to start his own business
adapting the programs on other peopl€e's separators, about the council meeting.

"Helo," Alexi saysfrom the doorway, "the door was open—oh, my, Little Heart look at this."

Theresapokes past hislegs and seesthe kids. | am weighing one, two are standing in the middle of
the floor. They stand and the little billy waggles his head. Theresaknedls down, amazed. Then thekids
whedl and bolt under the kitchen table. | take the one | have out of the bag | put them in to weigh them
and put her on thefloor. She scrabblesas | put her down and jets directly towards Theresa then redlizes
her mistake. Shetriesto veer, didesinto the wall with athump and bleats. The two under the table
answer back and she scramblesto her feet and joinsthem.

"What'sthis?' | say, "new clothes?"

Theresaiswearing ayellow shirt and apair of pae blue coverdls. She has barretts shaped like
rabbits. The differenceisamazing.

"They let me have my firs draw,” Alexi says.
"l didn't know you were earning credit,” | say.

"Newcomers earn aluxury dlowance," he says. "l finaly earned enough to get something. | got them
alittle big, so she can grow abit." Hisvoiceisalittle questioning, looking for approval.

"That'sgood," | say. I've never bought clothesfor alittle girl in my life—ask me about goats, | know a
lot about goats.

"Well, we can't stay long, we're supposed to be on the way to New Arizona. He shifts from one foot
to the other. He's il in the utility coverdls the communeissues and since he'ssmall, they're too big.

"I'm glad you cameby," | say. "Listen, | wastaking to McKenzie, she picks up the milk delivery, and
shethinksthat alot of people would be interested in having you adapt their separator programs. It would
help you earn some credit, you could use credit when you get your own place.”

"Okay," he says, "'Resa, we've got to be going.”

Sheishafway under the table and doesn't pay much attention. | am surprised a how blase heis
about my suggestion.

"I'm sure that there's more than separators that need to be adapted, you could probably get quite a



little business started.”

He nods pleasantly. | bite off the impulse to add that my honey business has made dl the difference,
paidfor dl thelittle extrasin thishouse.

"Have you heard anymore about reassgnment,” | ask.
"No, just that they've got some sort of committee to handleit. Theresa, come out of there, we haveto

go.
"I'm on the committeg,” | say, sharply.
"What? You are?' he says, and | fed asif | really have hisattention for the first time snce hewaked
in."Why?'
" volunteered.”

Goats run across the kitchen floor and Theresa backs out from under the table, blue bottom
gopearing fird.
Alexi and | arelooking at each other and my heart is pounding.

Heislooking a me and what is he thinking; what right does she have? Is he wondering if thisis some
sort declaration | am making? Ishe angry at me? | want to look down and | can fed heat in my face.

"You didn't haveto do that," he says.
"I'm running for aposition on council,” | say, "it will help to look asif | aminvolved.”
Helooks away firgt, perplexed. "Oh. | didn't know you wanted to be on council.”

"Theresalot you may not know, Alexi," | say sharply. Only afterwardsdo | redize that he might
mistake that to mean something about my fedingsfor him. Whichisnot what | mean a al. And then
suddenly I am tired of them. | want to be finished with this conversation, | want them out of my house.
Theresa has gotten one of the nanny-kidsto stay still and sheis pettingit.

"What'sits name?' she asks.

"Theresathe-goat,” | answer. "It's Cleopatras baby." | meant that to be a surprise, abig dedl, but it
comes out matter of fact."

"That'smy name!" Theresasays.

"How many people are they sending?' he asks.

"Theregquest isfor five, but the committee hasn't met yet.”

"Isit two years? Redly?

"l don't know," | answer, "Philippais going to send me the notice, but | haven't seen anything.”

"Comeon, Theresa," Alexi says, "we haveto head on to New Arizona." But the peremptory noteis
gone from hisvoice. He's off balance.

"Can Theresa-the-goat come with us?'
"No," he says, "she hasto stay with Martine and Cleopatra, she'sonly ababy.”
"Can she come to the transport with us?’ Theresabegs.

"All right,” | say, "but I'll haveto carry her." | scoop her up and we walk out to the transport. Goats
aren't lap animas and the kid struggles on and off al the way. Theresa skips and bounces in the martian
gravity. Alexi aone seems sirained. He opens the hatch on the transport and lifts Theresainand | seea
big duffel bag behind the seets. I'm surprised only because | remember how little he had the first time they
came; alittle bag with anight gown and a change of clothesfor Theresa, achange of coverdlsfor
himsdf.

Heislooking a me oddly, and | think heisgoing to say something. But gpparently he changes his



mind and says, "Bye Martine, thanks for everything." Then he grabs the handle by the door and swings
himsdf into the cab.

Theresawaves energetically and blows me akiss, but | see only Alexi's profile as he sartsthe
trangport and shiftsinto forward.

Another airlegk, thisone comesin at about 10:30 at night and it's after 1:00 when | find it. When |
first started it took me six, seven hoursto find an airleak, but by now | know whereto look. Still, I'm
worn out when | finaly get to bed. | wake up from adream of forests and squirrels, the red fox squirrds
from where | grew up, big-eyed and |leaping from tree branch to tree branch. | am standing in the
passageway that leads from the house to the goatyard, standing barefoot in my nightgown. | haven't been
deepwalking in yearsand it scaresme agreat dedl.

The Committee on the allocation of people for the water reclamation project finally meets. Cord has
been unable to make time until aweek before the next council meeting. He doesn't bother to hide his
irritation at being on the committee. He's middle-height and stocky, an old-timer. During the height of
Cleansing Winds he was publicly accused and convicted of anti-revolutionary behavior in one of the
infamous 'Peoples Trids," a polite euphemism for trid by unruly mob. He was badly beaten, I'm told. It
explains his attitude toward the commune.

Wedon't like each other. Cord doesn't redly care for anyone, he and hiswife are still married but the
gossipisthat their eldest son degpsin the front room so hisfather can have aroom away from his
mother. | don't care for Cord because when the Army moved against the W.P.B. (Winds of the People
Brigades) we arrested people who'd run those trials and 1'd seen the Army allow them to betried by the
same mob. That eyefor an eyejustice doesn't seem right to me. Asan officer | dlowed it becauseit
served asakind of catharsisfor the people, but Cord reminded me of decisions|'d never been proud of .

Phillipais ateacher, anewcomer; she's been here six years. She's married to an old-timer, aman
twenty-five years older than sheis. She'sin her early thirties but her hair isgraying and shewearsit pulled
back. It'samatronly look. | don't know her very well, our paths don't often cross. We werein the
dormitory together or | wouldn't know her at al.

First we discuss the requirements, or at least Phillipaand | do. Five people to be sent to the
reclamation project at the pole. It's understood that landholders don't go. What would happen to my
goats, or Phillipas corn if we were gonefor two years?

"Soitll haveto befive from the dorms,” Phillipasays. "And it probably should be newcomerswho've
been here ayear or less since the others are digible for aholding after three years.

"But we never have aholding ready,” | point out.
Phillipashrugged. "We might."

We havealig of dl the newcomers who've been there ayear or less. There arefour. Alexi'snameis
firsd onthelid.

"W, that'sfour,” Phillipasays. "What happensif we can only come up with four?'

"Thisman, this Dormov fdlow, | know him," | say. "He's been relocated four times, he's awidower
and he's got a six-year-old daughter. The counselors on Earth said that all this didocation was bad for

"But welve only got four,” Philippasays. "Besides, hell earn credit. They get hazard credit. That'll help
him get started when he gets back, and welll keep the daughter at the creche. What I'm redlly worried
about isthat there's only four. New Arizonawill give us hdl if we don't come up with five."

"So much for equdity,” Cord mutters.
"What?" Philippasays.



"Send the newcomers. It's like adraft. The people like Aron Fahey never go."
"Aron Fahey isalandholder,” Philippa says.

"So whose to say he's any better than this comrade with the daughter?'

Cord is an unexpected and not atogether wanted aly.

" S0 you think landholders should be consdered, too?" Philippasaysdryly.

Cord gtsup, "Yes, | do." Helooks straight at her, malice glinting, "1 think you, Martine, and | should
be considered. And the Fahey clan and the Mannheims and everybody else.”

"l suspect that would be thrown right out of council,” Philippa says.
"Perhapsit should be brought up, anyway," Cord says.

"Wdl then, why don't you make thereport,” Phillipa suggests.

"I'll dothat,” Cord says.

And that isthe committee meeting. | don't know what to do. Cord'sideaisridiculous. Hell raiseit,
everybody will be made uncomfortable. Aron or someone will quote The good of the many outweighs
the good of the few." And the four newcomerswill go. Well discuss what to do about the fifth person
and what will happen if we only send four.

I go home. I'm tired and | keep thinking about thelook on Alexi's face the night he came aoneto fix
the separator. How different he turned out to be than the way | thought of him when | first met him—the
hidden bitterness, and the awkwardnessthe last time | saw him.

The bitterness doesn't surprise me, scratch the surface and it seemsalot of people are bitter.
And why not?

| go down and feed my goats. | spend some time down there just fussing so asto be near them. | like
goats. People have the wrong idea about goats, about how stubborn they are and al. Goats are just
smart, that's al. My goats are mostly even tempered and they aren't hard to deal with. God knows, a
person who can't outsmart agoat isin pretty sad shape. | am cleaning up, shoveling manure to be used to
make acohol for fuel and used asfertilizer when | think again of Alexi swinging up into the cab of his
truck, the easy strength and agility in martian gravity. And | think of the duffel bag. He could probably get
nearly everything they ownin that duffel bag.

What if he has? What if he doesn't plan to come back?

Martine, use your head, thisisMars. Where could he go? New Arizonawhere my beer comes from?
Then west to Wallace which would put him on the big north-south artery. Sure, he could run, but where
would he get fuel? (He's a clever man with machines, but athief?) And even if he could get fud, there's
just no placeto run. There aren't more than seventeen, eighteen million people on the whole planet. He's
not stupid, he wouldn't try it. When they caught him they'd take Theresaaway from him, execute him if he
wasn't lucky, sentence him to reform through labor if he was. That would mean mining, or thered
hazardous duty on the water reclamation project for the rest of hisshort life.

It'sfoolishnessto think hewould run. | think about Alexi too much, | have middie-aged fancies. He's
young and attractive and friendly and yes, I'm lonely and goats aren't enough.

Nonetheless, | fret.

Tuesday he should be back from hisrun. Surely they'll stop on their way in. At least say hello.
Tuesday comes, didespast. Inthe evening | cdl the dorms. Dormov isn't in, he'srunning late. Do | want
to leave amessage? No, | don't want to draw attention to his absence.

He could have had transport trouble. They could have stayed an extra day because he has alittle
money in his pocket. She has a cold, maybe, or ate something that disagreed with her. Or he did.



Although the thought of him sick and them aone bothers me. | imagine him sick inadorm and Theresain
acrecheinacommunein New Arizona

Hewouldn't run, | tell mysdlf. He knowsthey'd put abullet in the back of hishead. Theft of a
trangport, he knows.

It's hard enough to protect mysalf from my own stupidity, how can | be expected to protect mysdlf
from someone el ses?

Wednesday evening, watching the kitten chase across the floor, batting a plastic spool acrossthetiles.
Thetrangmitter says, "Martine?'

"Alexi?' | say.
"Yesh"
"Y ou came back." The words are out of my mouth.

| expect him to laugh and say something about it took them long enough, but instead he just says,
"yeah." It'slikeasigh. It'sfull of regret, it doesn't pretend that we don't both know.

"Areyou at the pull-off?' My voiceis so matter of fact, I'm astounded. None of my relief isinit.

" About twenty minutes out.”

"Come by, you can deep here tonight.”

"Okay," he says. "Theresas adeep.”

Ilokw.ll

And then I'm in the kitchen, digging out tofu, bread, running down to the garden for atomato and
pardey and ahandful of strawberries. | cook onions, dicein the tofu, the tomato and the pardey. Basil
from my kitchen plants. | dice cheese onto brown bread, dice strawberries under the cheese, put it on a
plate to flash when they get in. And coffee; decaf, or I'll be awake dl night. | scrub the cutting board, the

gk, the counter, water the plants, clip off the dead leaves, fill twenty, then twenty-five, then thirty
minuteswith activity. Findly, thirty-five minuteslaer | hear him cdl, "Martine?'

“Inthekitchen," | answer.

He comes to the kitchen door. Good thing it's martian gravity because heis carrying Theresaand he
looks donein.

"Sit down," | say.

Theresa has her head on his shoulder and opens her eyes only when he shifts her to put her down. |
put the bread in to flash, wait for the timer and then pull it out. "Theresa,” | say, "have alittle bread and
cheese and then you can go to deep. Careful, it'shot.”

| pour him coffee and heap food on his plate, pour coffee for me and take some bread and cheese.
At first he picksat it, then he eats. Theresaeats haf of her bread and cheese and then | take her into the
guest bedroom and take off her shoes and socks, her coveralls and top. Tonight she can deepin her
underwear. | turn the bed up warm and tuck her in and shefalsadeep as| am Sitting on the bed.

When | come back, Alexi isgitting at the table, the plate pushed away from him, his hands wrapped
around an empty coffee cup.

"Thank you," he says. "'l don't know how to say thank you."
"What made you come back?' | ask.

" redlized | couldn't doiit. | thought, maybein New Arizona, or in Wallace, | could dip into the free
market or something. But it's not like Earth, there's no where to go. | don't know what to do. And | kept
thinking, you're on the committee, | know I've asked so much of you, but | thought maybe you could



hdp."

I'm full of anger. Anger isboiling up inside me. Just looking a thisman, Stting a my kitchen table, full
of my food, asking mefor help. | know that my anger isirrationd, | know that it'sthe flip Sde of fear, but
that doesn't sop mefrom fedingit.

"The Commune is supposed to send five people to the water reclamation project. Wewon't send
landholders, because landholders are what make the commune work." Anger makes my word come out
crisp and clear. "WEell have to send newcomers and if they've been here for more than ayear and we
send them, then we're making them wait longer to get their holding.”

Alexi islooking a me, vulnerablein the kitchen light.

"Including you, there are four newcomers who have been here for ayear. | brought up the fact that
you've been relocated so many times and that it's not good for Theresa, but the committee feels that
sending you will give you a chance to accumulate agood chunk of credit for when you come back and
do get aholding."

He opens his mouth asif to say something, and then changes hismind.

"Right now, the committee is more interested in trying to figure out how to select the fifth person than
itisinlistening to why you shouldn't go, and | can't think of anything to say that will changethat."

Henods. "Okay," he says.

Thereisalittleslence.

"Okay," he says, "so that's that.”

"Therés gtill somethingstotry,” | say. "l have anides, but | don't think it will go. Just don't do
anything until | try my idea."

"What isit?' he asks.

"There are some other people who might go,” | say vagudly.

Henodstiredly. "And if that doesn't work, it'sonly two years." Heis defeated. He says itisonly two
years the way | imagine someone might say, 'Everybody hasto die sometime.”

But if it doesn't work, | have one more idea. But I'm not ready to talk about that, because I'm not
redly sureI'm ready mysdlf.

Goats, leaks, bees. Bees, leaks, goats. My life goes back to it's expected rounds. Alexi and Theresa
come the following weekend. Theresais hyper and unhappy on Saturday, but Sunday sheisfineuntil itis
timeto leave. Alexi and | are pleasant to each other. We don't talk much about his reassignment but once
he says, "After | come back fromthepole... "

They go back to the dorm, Theresafussing and crying. Monday is goats and bees. Tuesday is bees
and goats. Wednesday | get stung twice. Well, I'll never get arthritis. | deep badly, dream and dream but
| can't remember what | dream about when | wake up. At least | don't deepwalk. And thenitis
Thursday, timefor the council meeting.

Thereisan empty chair at the front, McKenzie sitsin the audience. Aron opens the meeting and says,
"We can't have ameeting until we have afull council. We have one person willing to sit on council,
Martine Jansch. Any other nominations or volunteers?!

Kepet Waters stands up, "I'm willing," and sits down.
McKenzie looks at her lap and frowns. Watersisahorse's ass.

I look around the hall, | have noillusions aout my own popularity. Alexi, | an surprised to see, is
standing next to the door.

Aron saysto me, "Martine, would you like to say anything?'



| think for amoment. | can't imagine getting up and addressing dl these people, even though | know
mogt of them. "'l guess everybody pretty well knowsme, Aron."

"Anybody want to say anything about Martine?'

McKenzie pops up, "I think Martine would do afinejob and she'sthe person I'd like to follow me."
She pops back down, shoves her handsin her pockets and frowns.

Aron waitsto seeif anyone €l se wantsto say anything.

"Kepet?' he says.

The only thing | have going for meisthat | don't think 1've made many enemies. Not that Kepet has
real, honest enemies, but well, he stands up and says, "I'd like to say alittle, Aron,” and proceedsto talk
for twenty minutes about whet this commune could be.

Most of ushad our fill of speeches during the days of the Cleansing Wind; particularly speeches about
how wonderful things are going to be. People are polite while Kepet talks, and afew clap politely when
heisdone, but | think most of ustend to distrust aman who talks that much.

Stll, I'm nervous when everybody votes. Kepet and | don't vote. | glance back intimeto see
someone hand a piece of paper to Alexi, who doesn't know what to do for amoment, then takesit.
Back on Earth you don't vote unless you're a party member, but here everybody on the commune votes
on commune businessif they're old enough to receive credit for their work. Y ou have to be a party
member to vote on anything out of New Arizona, but even many of the party members, like me, don't
bother with most of that. Who cares who our representatives are a the Martian Congress, al the mgjor
decisons are made on Earth anyway.

They count the votes, it's 8:45 by the time they're finished but for once I'm not deepy.

I'm astounded when they read off the totals. "Martine has 111, Kepet has 34." | had convinced
myself | wouldn't win, that I'm too sour awoman. Kepet's speech has been more of a drawback than
expected. | even more surprised that most 150 people showed up for acouncil meeting. There are over
1000 people in the commune, over 200 landholding families, but council meetings are late, they're boring,
and mogt of us have better thingsto do with our time.

Aron says, "Okay. When Martine decides to come up here and sit down we can start the meeting.”

| stand up, embarrassed, and take my seet at the front. | don't hear much for afew minutes, it's been
along time since | had to stand in front of people, or even sitin front of them, and that was when | was
Captain Jansch and had auniform to hide behind. | can't look up for awhile, but findly, while Aronis
talking about reducing our water use—atopic of council meetingsfor aslong as| can remember, | glance
up to see alittle group of four or five peopleleaving. In fact it doesn't ook like anywhere near 150
people are at the meeting.

"Okay," Aron says—it'saverbd tic of his, every sentence beginswith ‘okay'—"now can we have a
report from the Committee on the Water Reclamation V olunteers?!

An unfortunate choice of words, that. VVolunteers.

Cord stands up, "We are required to provide five people to work for at least two years on the water
reclamation project. We thought that we should look first at the newcomers who have been herefor less
than ayear, snce newcomers who have been here for more than ayear are less than two yearsfrom
possibly having their own holding." Cord pauses for amoment. "At least officidly.”

Thereisatitter, everybody knowsthat it takes closer to five yearsto get everything together,
approved and built.

" S0, the problem isthere are only four newcomers who have been here for lessthan ayear. This
meansthat we are till one person short.”

| wait for the proverbia other shoe. Cord sits down and doesn't say any more and | realize he has



decided not to go through with it. And that puts the burden squarely on me. There are some people who
are more than two years away from having a plot of their own, who are not newcomers. | don't know
how many there are, but I'm thinking of people like Aron's daughter. But Aron is going to want to think
about offering Lucille Fahey a chance to earn hazard credit at the Water Reclamation Project. So | have
to be careful how to introduceit. Infact, | don't have any ideahow to introduce it. | must wait for that
magic moment.

Leo says, "Perhaps the fifth person should be whoever has the least time here among the people
who've been here for more than ayear."

Philippa says, "Everybody who has been here for more than six months has been here for 32 months,
at least.” Of course, because we aways get newcomers at the beginning of the shipping cycle from Earth.
We used to get twenty, thirty people at atime, but now they go to Communes which aren't well
established.

Cord stands up again.

Aron recognizeshim.

"Aron," Cord says, "Isit true that we consider everybody in the Commune equal ?'

Aron nods. | look aPhilippa. Her mouth is set.

"Wdll, has anyone talked to the newcomers about whether or not they particularly want to go?"
Aron saysasif talking to achild. "No one wantsto go, Cord."

"So we send the newcomers? Can we consider them equal ?'

Aron looks pained. After amoment Leo says, "The Council hasto look at the good of the Commune.
Newcomers are least likely to be irreplaceable.”

Cord says, "Wdll, Leo, I'mintrigued to find out that you consider yourself irreplacesble.”

"I don't consder mysdlf irreplaceable,” Leo says, stuttering abit, "I mispoke, but everyone knows
what | meant, that landholders are unable to leave their holdings. Not like a newcomer, who doesn't have
asde business and isn't trying to keep something going. And it would give a newcomer achanceto
accumulate agood chunk of credit before getting their holding. And that would be helpful. It'sactudly a
good opportunity, better than just living in the dorms, trying to get established.”

Cord nodded. " So, then landholders can't go because our pottery kilnswill be empty and the rest of
uswon't have breskfast bowls. No one can contest the logic of that. But I've thought of another group
which has more than two years until they get their holdings. Y oung people, like Lucille Fahey."

| see Aron'sfacetighten and | close my eyes. Cord has effectively ruined my chance of introducing
the concept diplomaticaly. And when Cord saysit | see Aron'sfacetighten and | know helll stop this.

"Cord," he says, "the water reclamation project is hazardous duty. This communewill not send
children.

| look back at the door intimeto see Alexi leave,

The meeting ends fifteen minutes later with the question of who is going to the water reclamation
project fill unanswered. The feding at the end of the meeting isugly.

| leave the cafeteria and turn left towards the dorms instead of right towards home.

I haven't been in the dormsin six years, and I've forgotten how sparse they were; two bunk beds, a
couple of dressers and a closet. Bathrooms down the hall. They're mostly empty, when [ first came they
werefull. The commune had just started giving out private holdings—during the Cleanang Winds
Campaign the desirefor a private holding had been seen as a desire to own more than other people, to
have for onesdlf. Now they hold mostly newcomers and afew single men who for one reason or another
livethere. Most people live one or two to aroom that used to hold four or more,



"Alexi Dormov?' | say acouple of times, and people point. | findly knock on adoor. Theresno
answer. | knock again and say, "Alexi?'

After amoment | hear arustle, afoot hitting the floor. Then the door opensand Alexi is standing
there.

"Martine?' he says.

"l saw you a the meeting.”

Henods, "Y eah. Congratulations. Y ou look nice."

I'm alittle dressed up, a cotton blouse and dacks. | ook past him into the room.
"Comein," hesays.

It's painfully bare. He lives adone, there's nothing on the walls. The bottom bunk of one of the
bunkbeds has sheets and a blanket on it, but it's unmade. Everything elseisneat asapin.

| st down on the bare mattress. He sits down on the bed. "I don't have coffee or anything to offer,"
he says.

"l didn't expect anything," | say. "Alexi—"

"Don't worry about it," he says, "'l appreciate what you've done dready. | wasthere, | saw what it

waslike. They're not likely to beinterested in my problems, not when the dternative is sending their own
children. And I'd be the same way, if it were Theresawho wasinvolved."

"There might be—"

"It'sdl right,” heinggts, "it'sonly two years. It's not going to be as bad asthe army, at least they won't
be shooting a me."

"Therés another way," | say.
"Thereisno other way," Alexi says.

"We could get married,” | say. | mean to present it as a business proposition, but instead my voice
comes out small, abit pleading.

"What?' hesaysmildly.
"We could get married. If we were married, you'd be alandhol der.”
"l can't ask you to do that," he says.

"It wouldn't be areal marriage, of course,” | say. "There are two bedrooms, we can add a third for
Theresa. And if you wanted to end it, after acouple of years, of course, that would befine."

He shakes hishead.
"Why not?" | say, inthat little pleading voice | find so absurd.

"l can't," hesays, "l can't. Martine, your beautiful house, dl you've worked for. Y ou're o, S0
sdf-aufficient. I'm nothing, just some refugee. Lenin and Mao Zedong, | can't believethis.”

"It's getting to be abit much for one person,” | say. "And you could establish a side business, we
don't have much in the way of technicians here, you'd have more work than you knew what to do with."

"Thiswasn't what | had in mind,” he says. "Not at dl.”

| shrug. "Things happen. Think about it. Don't make up your mind, well talk about it tomorrow. But
remember, we should have decided before next council mesting.”

"That'sonly amonth,” he says.
| know.
"Marriageisabigthing," headds.



"I've been married before,” | say.

"I know. | asked everybody everything about you." | must look non-plussed because he explains, "
know you were a Captain. | know you're from West Virginia, | know you hated the commune when you
werefirg here, | know you're amost never sick, you never had any children and that you're ex-husband
isgtill inthe Army and that he's sationed in Cdifornia. People respect you, alot of people cameto the
mesting tonight just to vote for you."

"How did you know Evan'sin Cdifornia?" | ask.

"Claire, one of the newcomers from two years ago, she worksin transmissions. Shetold me you got
mail forwarded from an E. Jansch from some base in Southern California”

| occasiondly get stuff from Evan, not much, not often, and | usudly pitchit.
"l admireyou alot,” he says. "'l don't want your charity, | want, well to start, | want your respect.”

"It wouldn't be charity, Dormov," | say. "I get up some morningsat 3:30, 4:00 am., and I'd expect
you to do the same.”

He doesn't say anything.
"Y ou checked up on me?' I'm not sureif | likethisor not.

"Wadl, not exactly, | just remembered what people said about you, and then because people knew we
werefriends, it'sasmall place, peopleliketotak.”

"l find thisdl alittle unnerving, and | find theway Alexi islooking at me, well, I'm not surewhat it
means.

"Think about it," | say briskly, "I'd liketo have you and Theresa" | find as| say it, | meanit. Oh, |
know that the moment Theresa throws a tantrum I'm going to wonder how | ever got into this, but for
right now, | redly fed it. | need not to be done, and Alexi issomeone | could live with.

"Wecouldtry it," | add, "at least for Theresa's sake. If it doesn't work out, | throw you out. It's not
anirrevocable decison.”

He nodsdowly.
I know well enough when to leave, | stand up and he stands up, too.

He opensthe door and then says, "Well, how about,” shyly, "I mean if were thinking about getting
married, if you wouldn't mind, agood night kiss?'

And after that he says, "How about if | walk you home?'

GHOST (Zhang)
"Ni hao ma?" the nurse says, smiling at me. Mandarin 'How areyou,' literdly trandatesas'Y ou
good, huh?

"Hao," | answer, 'good.' Actudly | fed dreadful. | havefindly decided that it's not adjustment to a
different time zone, | have been sick the entireweek since |l got here. | am running afever and | have the
backache to end dl backachesand if | throw up one moretime| will hang mysdlf in despair.

| catalogue my complaintsfor the nurse who frowns and tellsmethat | am not in the system. " Ni
gang lai-le ma?"

| went to a specia secondary school where we spoke nothing but Mandarin, | can dreamiin
Mandarin, so how come my fever be-fogged brain hasto trandate laborioudy to recognize, "Y ou just got
here?'

"Dui," | manage. Right.



"Huagiao ma?" '‘Areyou overseas Chinese?
"Dui." | think for amoment before | add, "Can | st down?"

He checks me with amonitor and informs me brightly that | have afever, pparently an infection, and
dapsatab on my arm. I'm not sure how long he saysto leave it on, I'm not really paying much attention.
| have decided it would be atogether too impolite to put my head down on the table. He comes back,
pedsthetab off and tells me to come back in three days.

Then I'm out on the street again. So much for the most advanced medical system in theworld. | want
to be homein New York. Ingtead | wait for abus. | have to ask three times about whereto sit. | keep
getting up and down confused in Mandarin. | walk to the back muttering loushang, houbiar , upstairs
back, likeit ismy mantra. It doesn't redlly bother me when the front separates from the back of the bus,
but when the top separates and we cut up into the overcity there's this moment where the thing rises asiif
cresting ahill and my somach riseswithit. | am not violently ill, but it is purely amatter of will.

| manage to get off at Nanjing University, where| am aspecia student but where| have yet to attend
aclass. | goto the correct tower, take the el evator up and find the suite | share with Xiao Chen.

"What did the doctor say?' he asksin English, either for practice or out of deferenceto my condition.
"That I'm sick,” | say, and go to bed.

| deep for twelve hours and wake up feding human. Whatever they gave me has worked wonders. |
emerge wan but without fever, my mind burned clear. Everything feels new, amazing. Colorsare
wonderful, not feding asif | am going to throw up iswonderful, people do not know how lucky they are.
Xiao Chen and | go downstairsto get something for breskfast. | don't know him yet, we have only been
roommates for aweek and I've been sick dl that time. | know he's from Singapore and he speaks
Mandarin, Singapore and Singapore-English (augmented) and is learning to speak English (augmented.)
He seems nice enough, moon-faced and dark. | keep telling him he should learn Japanese but heis
studying scientific history and dl of theimportant stuff from the 20th and 21t century isin English.

He convinces methat | should have hot rice cered for breakfast, that it's bland. I'm not redlly hungry
but it smelsnice. Standing in line | drop my spoon and bend over for it, when | stand up | see starsand
things go black for amoment because al the blood has rushed to my head, except that my ears sart
roaring and my vison won't clear. | grab for the counter in front of me, for Xiao Chen'sarm, athough I'm
not surewhere heis, theworld isturning or | am faling.

And that'sthe last thing | remember for three days.

| wakein aperfect little room, very clean. | am jacked in, the unit on my left wrist isheavy. I'm
comfortable, it isjust difficult to work up the energy to do more than turn my head. On thewindowsill isa
bright yellow spray of forsythia. | have vague memories of dreams.

The doctor comesin, crisp and businesdikein her dark red tails. She sitsand jacksin. "I am Dr. Cui.
Well speak English, | think you have quite enough to worry about without trying to spesk Mandarin.”
Her Englishisdictionary perfect in the style of someone who is augmented but either her sysemisvery
good or her English isn't bad on its own because she doesn't hesitate for trandation time.

"When you came in on Friday the practitioner saw that you had an infection and gave you standard
treatment.” She glances over aflimsie, obvioudy my medica print-out. "We gave you avirusto combat
theinfection.”

"Pardon me?' | say.

"Y ou don't do that in the West?' she asks, perfect eyebrowsrisang. Sheisavery polished woman, |
fed asif | cantrust her. "The virus we gave you carries RNA which uses your body's own immune
sysemtotdl it whet cellsareinfection cells" She gestures with manicured hands. "Y our cdlslearnto
identify adisease by the pattern of it's outer layer and then creates antibodies that are templatesfor that



outer layer, that fit the offending cell. Do you understand?’
I nod, dthough | am not redly sure.

"All right, the viruswe gave you 'learns, so to speek, to identify abad cdll from reading the cells of
your own body and then dtersitsdlf to attack those cells.”

Okay. Sowhy am | in atiny clean room?

"Unfortunately, once in awhile something goes wrong. In your case most of thevirus did what it was
supposed to do, but asmdll portion of the virus mis-identified. That iswhy you became soill on
Saturday, and Saturday and Sunday you were avery ill man. Thisis Tuesday, you have been herefor
three days."

"Am | okay now?"' | ask.

She smilesbenignly, ™Y ou are recovering nicely, tongzhur . However | am afraid you will be herefor
afew weeksuntil your new kidneys are mature.”

"Y ou haveto give me new kidneys?' | ask.

"Ohno," she says, "you dready have them, we just have to wait for them to come on-line, so to
gpeak." Sheamiles, dimplesalittle, "That isdl right to say, isn't it?'On-lineg? In asense, what we have
doneisinfect you with new kidneys, we have implanted naive kidney cdlls, cdlslikefeta cdls, to
piggyback on your old kidneys. The naive cdlls are dso anonymous, which meansthat they have no
identification at al and your body doesn't recognize them and so attack them. The unit on your wrist is
monitoring your condition and stimulating your new kidneysto grow. Isthat clear?"

"l think," | say, and smile back.
"All right," she says, "lie fill amoment, | want to check you out."

| have no desire to do anything else. She concentrates for amoment, frowning at the air. She seesa
display but I don't, I'm not jacked into her system.

"Everything looksfine," she says after amoment. "Go to deep.”
It'sasif shehastripped arelay, because | do.

Occasiondly | am half awake, when Dr. Cui comesto see me | am fully awake, but mostly | am not.
Dr. Cui explainsthat snce my left kidney has ceased functioning and my right is badly damaged, they are
keeping me as nearly suspended as possible. Thereisafineline, she explains, between too much activity
which would overwhelm my system and too little which would mean that the new kidneys would not
grow. | tekedl of thisplacidly.

"Dr. Cui," | say, "you are controlling my moods, aren't you."

She pats my hand, the first time she has touched me that | remember. "Of course, you are new here,
aone, ill. If wedidn't you would be frightened and depressed. The unit,” she indicates my weighted left
wrigt, "isfeeding back into your nervous system. In asense, you are not jacked into it, it isjacked into
you. That's how we control your moments of consciousness, aswell as your moods and simulate the
growth of your new kidneys. They are vascularized nicdly, by theway. In afew daysthey will beginto
take over. Your old kidneyswill shut down and eventually will atrophy and be absorbed by your body."

How exciting. | find it hard to maintain interest in what sheis saying, or in anything. Back to nothing.

After threeweeks | am released. | have lost seven kilos and my pants dontt fit. My kidneys, my new
kidneysthat is, are functioning well, but | have been instructed to avoid things like beer and a cohol and
to watch my sat intake. October, only afew days after October 1, Nationa Day, the day the People's
Republic of Chinawas founded and here in the city the windows of some of the shops are till decorated
inred and gold. | am assaulted by noise. Nanjing dialect, Mandarin, | am washed in Chinese. The people
on the street are dl well dressed and healthy looking. Everywhere, egant men in black and red business



talls, or casualy dressed in coverdls. Women with sprays of light in their hair. Light displays hang
suspended in front of windows, light sticks refract into images whenever | turn my head, charactersflash
acrossthe backs of my eyes.

| stand waiting for the bus. | fed dizzy again, but it'snot physical. | put my hand againgt the signpole.
The bus coaststo astop in front of me.

Xiao Chenis at the suite, and he has friends over.

"Zhang!" he says, then beaming to the others, "See? | told you he existed.” | collapseinto achair,
worn out from the effort of getting to the dorm. Hisfriends begin the obligatory, 'Y ou must betired, and
| shake my head, no, no, please do not leave. "Beer?' Xiao Chen asksin English, proud of himsdlf.

"No," | say palitdly in Mandarin, "I cannot, new kidneys."

They ask me how | am and Xiao Chen describes my spectacular collgpsein thedining hall. He
describesthings | do not remember, saysthat when | cameto | talked to him, but that my back hurt very
badly and that | was very brave, He tells about medical coming and putting me out.

"l don't remember,” | say.

"l to hospita go, seeyou,” he saysin clipped Singapore English, "They say you deep. | send to you
flowers, they come not come?"

"Yelow ones?' | ask, | don't know the word for forsythiain Mandarin.

He beams. Introduces hisfriends. A couple are from Singapore, huagiao, overseas Chinesg, like
Chen and |. Two are from Chengdu, Zhongguo ren, Chinese citizens. They St and chatter and | stop
trying to follow the conversation, just letting the sound wash over me, drinking tea. It isniceto bewith

people.
Oh, I amlondy. Anditisall so strange. | miss Peter.

| am three weeks behind in my classes. For my lab on tool-handling thisis no problem, | have more
experience than most of the class. The cutters and seders we use are often different makesthan | am
accustomed to, and the stepswe learn in class abit more formal than theway | am used to handling
them, but I've used so many different makesit really doesn't bother me. We stand, fifteen of usin the lab,
jacked in, and the teacher tells usto turn on the cutter. Thetip of my cutter glows ready.

The class has been practicing controlling the width of the beam. The teacher says he wants the beam
the width of a pencil, we are supposed to burn a hole through a piece of plagtic. | heave three feet of
cutter into podtion, rest thetip where | want the hole and fireaquick burst (plastic kegps melting abit
after the cutter shuts off so it'salways good to do abit too little)) Then | wait for fifteen minuteswhile
everybody e se practices and learns the texture and density of the plastic. | help the people on the left and
right of me. The girl on theright keeps pulsing the cutter and has little keyhole shapes al over her piece of
practice plagtic.

For methe only real problem with the classisthat I'm out of shape and the cutters are bulky.

The teacher suggeststhat | test out of the class, but it will probably be one of my two high marksso |
respectfully decline. As anon-native speaker | aso take Mandarin, poutonghua. Since many of the

other non-natives are till augmented in our classes and we are not alowed to be augmented in this class,
| do well. The teacher gives me books to read to improve my character vocabulary, my reading is not as

good as my spesking.
It isthe other classes, the math and engineering courses, that worry me. | have five courses, including

an engineering lecture and an engineering lab. I'm going to be thirty in five months, I'm too old to bein
school.

| am assigned atutor for engineering, to help me make up thetimel havelogt. | am embarrassed. Itis



clearly my incompetence, they feel | am not quick enough to makeit up on my own. It islow self-esteem,
| am aware. | am adone, Chen hashiscircle of friends, it seemsto methat in the four weeks | have log,
everyone e se has adjusted.

| am unableto fathom engineering, so | go to my tutor, taking thelift to the bottom of the Dong-ta,
the East Tower, where| live, crossing the arcade of shops that connects the overcity complex above the
Univergity to the Bei-ta, the North Tower, and taking the lift back up to the address | have been given. |
knock on the door, and Y ang Haibao opensiit.

His eyesflicker down and up, very swiftly, and he smiles. Heis smooth faced with a stiff brush of
har. "Helo," he saysin Poutonghua, "you are the man with the incredible name?!

"Zhang," | answer. Lenin and Mao Zedong, my huagiao name! "I suffer for the Snsof my parents;” |
add, aglib response, aplay on Marxist-Leninist-Mao Zedong thought which saysthe child isformed by
the parents and the son of thelandlord isaso alandlord, even if he ownsno land. Only after | have said
itdo I think, I amin Chinaand | don't know thisman and | watch to seeif heis offended.

Not a al. Hegrins, "Comein,” he says.

Hisdormitory. How can | say what it islike to walk into Haibao's dormitory? His name means
'Sea-wave athough a better trandation istidal wave. Theroom isblue and lightfish swim lazily near the
ceiling, skeletons aglow. His room faces out, looking at the city—Chen's and my room facesinto the
inner wall—and the city is going to smoky twilight, so it seemsasif the blue goes on and on. Furnitureis
soft, dusky shapes.

He waves his hand and the room programming picks up. Lightfish flicker into shadows and are gone

and the light comes up, the window dims, and suddenly the room is bright. The furniture revedled shifts
chameleon-like to rose and the pae yelow walls seem to be textured, like cotton.

"Niceroom," | say.

"Thanks," he says. "Can | get you abeer? Nanjing beer.”

Nanjing beer is supposed to be very good. "Thank you, but | can't. New kidneys."

"That'sright, you've been sick,” he says.

| tell it briefly, tired aready of explaining and not wanting to bore him. He makes me nervous. Heis
polished, his clothes casud and, to my eye, expensive. | think to mysdf | will remember that open shirt,
the brushed gray tights, the calf high boots. Look for something like that. | wonder what he thinks of me
inmy American clothes, looking huagiao and gppearing with the outlandish name of Zhang Zhong Shan.

"How tiresomefor you," he says, with sympathy. "How do you like China?'
| am ready to march out the platitudes but | don't. "I don't know, I've spent most of the time herein

Helaughs. My foolish heart, | aminlove with him. This polished young man with his perfect clothes.
He cannot be bent, | cannot be so lucky, and yet, and yet.

Does he dance? That'sthe way to tell. When astraight man meets a straight woman, they dance.
When | meet someone bent, we dance. It isso subtle. | only know when | meet astraight man, he
doesn't dance. It seemsto methat Haibao and | are dancing, watching each other'sfaces alittle longer,
responding by looking away or swift nervous smiles. But thisis China, maybe I'm crossing cultura
sgnds. I'mlonely and | want this young man, this polished tidal wave, to belikeme. Tolikeme.

We dart at the beginning and he grounds me in engineering. He's a pretty good teacher, he
understands my need to know what something means. | arrange to come back on Thursday.

That evening | stop in the arcade and buy a copy of amagazine called Xiansheng, amen's magazine
I've picked up oncein awhilein New Y ork. It'sasexpendve hereasit isin New Y ork. Beautiful menin
shirtsthat shimmer like lacquer and silk jackets brocaded with cranes and dragons. The swesaters have



hoods. Everyone iswearing those caf high boots that Haibao had on.
Thursday | have class from eight to ten (amath class) and then | am free until three. | go shopping.

I head north up Daging Lu, the street islined with stores. | stop and look in windows, the pricesare
ghadtly. | have some of my Baffin Idand salary on credit plus astipend from the University. Because|
study technology, my only cost was getting here, the rest is scholarship. Getting here was expensive
enough. Clothes are five times what they would cost a home. And strange. The refinements of fashion
look awkward to my untutored eyes. First | buy apair of those skintight calf-high boots. | fee confident
about those.

Then apair of rust-colored coverdls. I've seen peoplein these and | have good shoulders. | think the
coveralswill flatter me. | finger abrocade jacket, dl yelow with circles of long lifeworked in it and
stylized blue waves across the bottom. So expensive, three weeks of my inflated Baffin Idand sdlary for a
jacket. And | don't know what it means. What kind of person would wear this jacket, what doesit say
about the wearer?

If I don't know then it would undoubtedly call out, 'Huagiao with more money than sense’

So | buy conservatively, spending money to blend in, not to impress. How painful. But when | think of
my swesaters with the leather ties and the mirrors and look out a Daging Lu, filled with shoppers and
scooters and segmented buses, | can only wince. If Haibao ever saw theway | dressed at home ... At
least | will not embarrass mysdlf.

That night | sudy engineering and think of questionsto ask Haibao. | want to catch on quickly, be
brilliant. After an hour and ahalf of study I'm drawn back to Xiansheng. | study the clothes, but more
closdy | study the ads. The regular festures show some sort of fashionableidedl, but the ads, they show
something that hasto passfor everyday life. A different idedl.

I wish I had someoneto talk to, someone to compare notes with. Not Xiao Chen, who dresseslike a
tech; coveralsthat he could have worn twenty years ago, and will probably be wearing twenty years
from now, al in grays and navy blues. Peter. But Peter isin Brooklyn and | amin China

| write him aletter that begins, "I'minlove again." It'sten herein Nanjing, so it'smorning in Brooklyn
and he's at work. Well, the letter will be waiting for him when he gets home. "L ove from the Middle
Kingdom, Zhang." And then | hit trangmit.

Does hetake in my new clothes when his eyesflicker over me? It ishard to tell. Maybe the rust
coverdlsarewrong?"Hello," he says. Hisroom isdl the color of a sunset until he rather absently waves
his hand and then the only sunset is outside hiswindow. And himsdlf, dressed in athigh-length tunic that
shiftsfrom red at the neck to indigo at the hem. The same brushed gray tights and caf-high boots.

Heisdistant and pre-occupied this evening. | don't know how to act, so | open my book and feign
diligence.

"Youteachwdl," | say after awhile.

"Thank you," he says. "l was ateacher."

"Of engineering?" | say, surprised. | though he was a student.

"No, | taught physicsin middle school.”

I had thought him younger than me. "What made you quit?' | ask, wondering, are those wrinkles at
the corners of hiseyes?Ishe older than | an?Heisan engineering marve, full of suggested cablesand
supports, tense under his easiness.

He shrugs. "No money in teaching. No guanxi, either. Fifteen-year-olds aren't very good people to
make connectionswith."

"How did you get reassigned?’ | ask without thinking.



"A friend," he saysvaguely. "How did you get to school ?*

"l was a congtruction tech on anidand inthe Arctic circlefor ayear. | got specia placement.” |
shouldn't have asked him how he got to school. Teaching is an assigned job, awork unit job, cradleto
grave security but the drawback isthat it's hard to change. Likethe army. Not like my job, whichisa
free market job, but has no hedth care, no security, dmost no protection. | get ahousing alowance, but
except for the Baffin Idand job I've never had assigned housing until Nanjing. But | can quit any time |
want to, go to employment and get on the job assgnment list.

How did he get permission to leave hiswork unit to come to school? Maybe he has alover with
connections?

| smileto mysdif, | don't even know if he'sgay and aready | think he'sgot alover inthearmy or
something.

"That'sa secret smile" heremarks.

"Thinking about how different itishere,” | say.

"What's the biggest difference?’ he asks.

| think for amoment. Everything is different. In New Y ork | ride asubway system built sometimein
the 1900's, here buses segment and flow off in different directions. Therésacity above the city, alace
work super-structure that supports thousands of four tower living units and work complexeslikethe
University complex welivein; what they cdl the xin gongshe, new communes. And there's the constant
assault of Chinese, | get hungry for someone to speak English with. Thefood. | ate Chinese and Thai
food at home, but not al the time. And there'sfood here I've never seen or heard of, from Austraiaand
South Americaand Africa, at outrageous prices. Everyone here seemsrich.

I laugh. "At home, | knew what was going on, and if | had something to talk about, | called somebody
and talked to them. Here," it ismy turn to shrug, "I am not quite sure what will happen, what things mean,
and | don't have anyoneto talk to about it." | glance at him, to see how hetakesit.

He looks thoughtful.
It'stimetoleave, | stand. "l am sureyou aretired,” | say politely.
"Oh, no," he says, equally as polite.

We go through theritud of leaving. | redize | amtaler than heis, dthough not by much. Thisis
important to mein some secret way.

"Saturday,” he says, "perhaps you would like some extratutoring? Not suggesting that you aren't
picking it up fagt," he adds, smiling.

"I'dlikethat," | say.
"Of course, the classismost important,” he says, "but it never hurtsto have alittle left-handed help.”

Left-handed. My heart startsto hammer. It isdl code, heistesting me. Or perhapsit's an accident,
he just used the phrase, unaware that it can have any other meaning. Back home, straightsare
right-handed, we are |eft. Not really, of course, just dang.

"Thanks," | say, "I'm grateful, and | dways gppreciate alittle |eft-handed help.”
"Oh," he says, politdy ddighted, "I wasn't sure you would.”
"Morethan you know," | say. "It'svery lonely here for a huagiao."

"1 think a huagiao like yoursalf should make very many friends quickly. Y ou do not redly haveto go
yet, do you?'

I am filled with terror and joy. "Well, perhapsif you are not too busy,” | say. | am dl desire, and | see
heis, aswell. My knees are loosened, | fed asif | am seventeen again, waiting in the dark on Coney
Idand beach for someone to come aong, while the smell of ash rolls off the burning harbor.



"Wait," he says, and does something swiftly with the room. The lights darken towards rose and then
the sunset isinsgde the room, and the world is dark outsde. Nanjing islightsthat go on up the Y angtze
River to the horizon; theriver is marked by acurving road of lightlessness.

"l cannot believethis" | whisper.

"What can't you believe?' he asks, laughing softly.

"That you are here," | say, cliche, | know, but things become cliche because they expresstruths. And
| cannot believe heishere.

We are waiting for something, | don't know what but we wait. | am shaking and aroused, he doesn't
know what it islike to be alonein aforeign country. He doesn't know. And if he knew how badly | want
him, would he want me at al?

"Lai, lai," he says, 'Come here.’

So for afew hours| can pretend that I'm not aone.

If to comeisthe petit mort, the little desth—and it seemsto meit is because everything is burned
away for that brief, explosive time—then waking up in someone's bed isresurrection. It'sonly alittle
death and a correspondingly sordid resurrection. It isnot life that falls on me so much as obligation. |
have engineering a 9:00 am. and | am in Haibao's bed. At the hour before dawn I'm rarely in love.

| 9t up, Haibao gtirs and opens hiseyes. Hishair isamess and heis naked and ordinary, asam I.
"I must go," | tdl him.

"Weishemma'"? 'Why?

"l have engineering and | have to study.”

Hedtsup, "Wait," he says, "I'll maketea."

Rituals, the same here as a home. Y ou never |et the coney go without making him breskfast, even
though by that time you often can't stand the Sight of each other. "Bei-keqi,” | murmur, 'Do not be polite.’

He protests alittle, but | dress and apologize for my rudenessin leaving so abruptly and asking him to
understand. "I'll see you Saturday,” | promise, not particularly wanting to at this moment, but knowing
that by tonight I'll be thinking about nothing ese. | press him gently back to the bed, and leave him going
to deep.

My eyesarethick, I'm dow. The hdl isslent and dark and thelift openswith asigh. | crossthe
empty arcade and stop to watch the sunrise. A sunriseisaspecia thing, I've lived north of the Arctic
circle, where night lasts for months. Then up to the suite where | shower and make coffee, and sit down
to study my engineering.

Engineering is better that morning. | am beginning to follow what isgoing on, and | find | study better
inthe morning than | do at night. But once engineering isover, | think of Haibao. Will he want to see me
again?| think of how many people | have wanted only once, maybe it was only the unexpectedness of
the moment, the dwaysincestuous discovery of our particular brotherhood, that interested him.

I'm so tired of being a colony of one.

Xiao Chen says, "Last night, out late."

| answer in Mandarin, "1 waswith my tutor.”

"Sudying?'

| shake my head and smile. "No. I'm not that good a student.”

A couple of Xiao Chen's friends come over and we watch avid. | work on my mathematics
homework. | get aletter from Peter which begins, "You'rein love? I'm sojedlous| can't gand it. Tl me



dl about her, is she beautiful ?' Y ou never know when atransmission will be monitored. | write back
extolling the charms of Haibao who | rename Hai-ming, Sea-jade.

Empty afternoon, empty evening. | am waiting, suspended, until Saturday evening.

| dressin my new clothes, calf-high boots, black jacket with swallow tails over red, and brushed gray
tights like Haibao wore. Am | doing it wrong, | wonder? Have | chosen well? | could disappear on the
dreet in athousand smilar outfits. Will he approve?

When he opens the door heis preoccupied. "Lai, lai," he says absently, ‘Comein, comein.' And he
isnot done.

| despair at not having him to mysdlf. | wonder if | have not been good enough. | am angry at him for
doing thisto us. | am curious about this other—one of us? And | am elated at the thought of meeting

people.
"Hello," saysthe man on the couch, "Y ou are Haibao's huagiao."

"Hello, I'm cdled Zhang," | say, and we scrutinize each other. Haibao is not particularly handsome, in
the face heisrather plain, but he has good hair and agood build and is so polished that the net effect is
dazzling. Thisman is casudly, even badly dressed. Hishair is cut asif someone has dropped abowl on
his head and cut whatever showed and he hasn't bothered to comb it. But he has a handsome face;
something easy to miss. In my experience, no oneistruly handsome or beautiful without working at it.

"I'm LiuWen," he says, "have a seet. Haibao is suffering and we should not interrupt amaster.”
"lrony isthe escape of theintellectud,” Hailbao murmurs.

"Escapeisescape. Andif | must be abad dement, | might aswell alow myself the luxury of indulging
as many categories aspossible.”

Bad elements. There used to befive categories of black ements; landlords, criminals,
counter-revolutionaries, capitdigts, and one other which | don't remember. We studied it in middie school
in Politica Theory, that was along time ago for me. Capitalists have been rehabilitated. | don't remember
whereintellectuas originaly camein, perhaps counter-revolutionaries, but bent aswe are, we are
criminas. That has not changed in dl the years since the revolution.

"Let'sdo something,” Liu Wen says.
"It'searly," Haibao answers, gill pre-occupied with the view out the window.
"Then lets go get something to edt.”

Haibao shrugs. And so we go out into the evening and catch abus. Liu Wenisin charge and Haibao
doesn't ask wherewe are going. So | don't either. | notice at an intersection that we're on Jiankang Lu
but | couldn't retrace my steps. Liu Wen gets up and we swing off the bus and saunter into arestaurant.
It'sbeautifully finished. My first restaurant in Nanjing. Thefloors areinlaid wood and one entirewall
looks like red lacquer, finished in so many coatsthat it ssemsasif you could put your hand intoiit like
water.

Liu Wen orders duck and four other dishes and beer. | gpologize and explain that | can't drink beer.
They bring tea, and eventudly duck with creamy white skin and red tender flesh. "It'saspecidty,” Liu
Wen says. Itistagty. | chaseit with my chopsticks, and wash down monkeybrain mushrooms with my
tea.

LiuWen turns his attention on me, 'How do | like China? 'What isit likein New Y ork? 'How did |
get here? He isfascinated when he learnsthat | worked north of the Arctic circle, on Baffin Idand. He
worked in Audtraiafor awhile, he explains, in Melbourne. "Audradiawill be the next maor economic
power," he says, "now that they have the technology to use the Outback.” He says 'Outa-baka.’

Itisastrange med. Thefood isgood, but it is disturbing to watch Liu Wen animated while Haibao
stsand broods, playing with hisduck. | don't know therules here.



LiuWen pays, they give him the debit statement and he doesn't even glance at it. Out on the Street it
isnight. "Still too early to do anything," he says. At home | would suggest we go watch the kite races but
herel don't know what anyone does. Liu Wen is attractive, fascinating, but he seemsinterested in me
only as conversation. That isal right, it is better than being done. | think. I'm uneasy and uncertain. Wait,
let things happen, | tell mysdlf, livein this moment, thereis nothing but enjoyment in this moment.

We take abus acrosstown to Linggu Park and walk. "They used to close the park,” Liu Wen says,
"but now everything is monitored.”

Itisatacit way to say 'be careful’. Liu Wen seemsto catch Haibao's silence. The evening is cool. We
walk up aroad until we come to a building surrounded by amoat crossed by three bridges. We stop and
| try to figure out the reason we are here. The building issmall, square, white, with agraceful bluetile
roof with upcurving endsin the tradition of Chinese architecture. It'sanicelittle building, but wheat isthe

point?
"Thetomb of your honorable namesake," Liu Wen saysto me, grinning.
"Zhong Shan?' | ask, stupidly. He nods. Sun Y a-sen isburied here. Well imagine.

| glance a Liu Wen, he hasafunny smile on hisface. Haibao leans on the ba ustrade at the edge of
the moat and looks down at the duggish orange carp motionless near the light set under the bridge.

| don't know what to say so | say nothing. | am not even sureiif they are making fun of me.
"Well," LiuWen saysto no onein particular, "let'sgo play."
Haibao straightens up and shoves his handsin his deeves. We walk back and catch abus.

Weride al theway back acrosstown, out of the dark park into wide streets, then through the bright
heart of Nanjing, back out into the dark edge of the city. The busis only three segments when we get on,
goes down to two, picks up two more in the center of town, loses them (people transfer from segment to
segment but we just Sit) and findly goes down to one segment before we get off. The air smells different
down here. All of Chinasmédlsdifferent, | noticed adusty, old clothes smell when | got here, but | don't
smell that anymore. Hereisadamp smdll. Liu Wen remarks we are close to theriver.

Around us are godowns. We walk past |oading docks and parked flat-skids for moving goods of f
trucks. | can't imagine why we would be here. Liu Wen stops a ameta door and hisses at me, "Don't
giveyour real name," and opensthe door on abadly lit stairwell. Up we go as| try to understand what
he meant. At the top of the stairs another door, waiting behind Haibao | can't seewhat it'slike when Liu
Wen opensthe door, only hear sudden music, people murmuring. | can't hear what he's saying, only that
he istalking to someone at the door.

"Don't worry," Haibao whispers, "heisamember.” Then hefollows Liu Wen to the door and thistime
| hear the doorman say, " i shel?" Who areyou?

"Li," he says, the most common surnamein China,

"Shemma Li?" WhichLi?

"Li Haibao."

| smile, 'Haibao' means'sed’. | have seen seals with their cat's heads and sad eyesin the waters off of
Baffin Idand, and Haibao, in his deek way, has picked aname that flattershim.

"Shi shel?" the doorman asks me, he iswearing awhite mask with holesfor eyesand adit for a
mouth.

"Ma" | answer.

"Shemma Ma?"

"Guai-zi," | answer. 'Ghogt' or ‘Demon.’

Haibao glances over his shoulder at me and smiles. | smile back. We areindde.



The placeishbig, after al, thisisagodown, eveniif it's not being used for storage. The light comes
from floor level or just above our heads and the ceiling disappearsin darkness. Looking up | dmost think
| see dtars, whichisof courseanillusion. Thelightingisal gold, our facesand handsare gold. Thereisa
bar and some smdll tables, and then there are larger, square tables, with people standing around them.
Gold light comes up from the tables.

"Want adrink?' Liu Wen asks.
| shake my head.
"Areyou buying?' Haibao asks. "Mao-tal then."

Liu Wen shakes his head and laughs. | remember my mother buying mao-tai for her future bosswhen
shewas giving giftsto change jobs. A bottle cost more than she made in two weeks, and that was twenty
years ago.

In China, a secretary makes more in aweek than | make in amost amonth at home as a congtruction
tech.

| wonder if | am dressed right. Looking around | see afew people dressed as| am, and afew
dressed inlong formals, tails amost sweeping the floor at their heds asthey stand at the tables. Some
dressed like Liu Wen, with complete disregard for appropriateness. What isthis place, agambling hall?

There are no women. | ook around, surprised. There are no women. Haibao iswatching me, smiling
alittle

"In New Y ork, do you have placeslike this?'

"l don't know," | say, "I don't know what this placeis.”

"Jiagiu,” he says.

| don't understand. In Chinese, one word can have many different meanings, Yjia can mean family' or
'home' or it can mean 'beautiful’ or ‘welcome."Qiu' can mean 'prisoner or 'ball’. | try sorting through
meanings and nothing makes sense. Mandarinisahdl of alanguagein alot of ways.

"Which 'jia' ?" | ask and he sketches the character on his hand.

"Jiagong dejia," he explains, which doesn't trandate into English. ‘Jagong’ meansto be caught ina
surprise attack by one's enemies and closed in, amost sguished between.

"Thejia of jiazi?" | ask. 'Jazi' means clothespin, which in Chineseiscaled a'press-pin'.

"Dui," he says. Right.

"Jangiu de giu?’ | ask. '‘Qiu meaning 'ball’ asin basketball? 'Press-bal’ or 'Squeeze-bdl'? What the
hell is'Squeeze-bal'?

He nods.

"l don't think we havethat,” | say.

"Youll likeit," he assuresme.

| am not so certain. But Haibao brightens up, he actualy looks at Liu Wen when Liu Wen handshim
atiny glass containing meo-tai.
"Let'splay,” Liu Wen says.

We find atable with only three men around it. They don't glance up. The tabletop isfeatureess, a
golden glow illuminating our faceslike heat from afire. Liu Wen picks up acontact and grins at me with
gold teeth before jacking in. The three men shift dightly asif someone had stepped up beside them. Liu
Wen seems engrossed in the glow. Haibao jacksin and the four—Liu Wen included—absently shift
agan.

| study the glow for clues.



Whatever is happening, it'snot vishble. | jack in.
Thetableisill there, but | have an overlay, | aminacirclewith five others. It'salittle like contact

when making acal, that instant before sound cutsin; | don't see them but they arethere. | try to seethem
and | can—five men around a glowing table—but then | almost lose the sense of contact.

| am aboundary, | am part of the golden glow. And there are ballsin the glow; agolden ball (amost
invisble), two slver bals, ablack lacquer bal and ared lacquer bdl. | find the red lacquer bal attractive.
| reach out to touch it, it is not so different from working power tools, and it gently squiggles away from
my touch.

| senseadight hissof disgust from my right, and | am shocked into actualy seeing the man. Heistal,
dressed in ahigh-collared cutaway coat and he has hair that brushes his collar (hair dmost aslong as
mine, ishe huagiao?) Heis gtaring into the table, obliviousto me.

LiuWen dtirs, "Itishisfirg time" he says.

| am diding back into thefield and so | fed the acquiescence.

| watch thistime.

Haibao is after one of the silver balls. He attempts to cup around it, so that equally repulsed it will
have no place to go and be held, but one of the strangers (not the long hair) hitsit with atouch and it
shoots towards my end of thetable.

Haibao makes agtart to stop it, awild unfocused motion that suggeststhat | shouldn't want it too
close, so | hit it rather like hitting aping pong bal, back towards Liu Wen who deflectsit, pool cue style,
right into the stranger beside him.

We are suddenly dropped out of contact and Liu Wen says, "My point," and the stranger, "my loss."
LiuWen amilesa me, "Good bdl." Which in Englishismore like saying, ‘good save!

Wefdl back into the golden ocean and the balls are distributed in the center. Silver are top and
bottom, red and black revolving dowly around the golden in the center.

LiuWen tapsthered bdl toward the silver and both rebound towards where no one is sitting. Haibao
reaches out and dings the red towards himsalf and athough the long haired man and Liu Wen try to tap
the ball it touches Haibao and we drop out of contact again.

"My point,” Haibao says, smiling. No onetakesaloss.
"Excuseme,” | say politely, "but the sllver should not touch one, the red should?*

The long haired man nods. "The gold, the black and the red are friendly, the silver are not. Anyone
who causes an opponent to take a silver gets apoint, and the opponent loses a point.”

"Y ou can never start the gold in motion on thefirst play,” Haibao adds, "and you can't touch the
golden bal until it isaready moving, athough you can hit it with another ball.”

| nod.

We are back in the gold. Haibao clicks the black into the silver and we play them around the table. |
play cautioudly, trying only to deflect, never attempting to catch, and trying waysto send the silver to
the center, particularly after someone sendsthe silver at Liu Wen and before it has even begun to cross
the space between them he reversesit right back into them.

Finaly by accident | send the silver into the golden ball. It has been in play afew times before but |
have never even touched it. Thelong hair reachesfor it and one of the other strangerstappsit away.
Someone dsejacksinto our table asthe golden bal isgliding past meand | fed everybody shift. It
dartles me and without thinking | reach out like ajai lai player and ding the bal my way.

When it hitsthereis an explosion of feding. For amoment | am the golden bal and the golden ball is
me and | am jolted with pleasure. It is orgasmic and threatens to unlock my knees but before | can even



react it washes through me and we drop out of contact. | blink and everybody grinsat me. | look at
them.

Then | remember, "My point.”
"Five pointsfor agold,” Liu Wen says.

Back into the light, where | find my sengtivity is heightened. Now when the red or black balls come
near | fed atickle of sensation, with the golden ball it is even more definite. The silver balls seem colder. |
become more aggressive in my play and catch the red bal twice. The explosion isless dramatic than the
golden bal, and | remember to say, "My point,” each time.

Only onceam | hit with the sllver ball, and it drains me, takes away the sengtivity, and | have the
sensethat what | have lost has gone into my opponent. Hungrily | play harder until | amost tekethe silver
ball again, managing by sheer luck to deflect it into one of the strangers. He has been playing along time,
and | am jolted again by the power of what drains off of him.

"My point,” | say.
"My loss" he says. Our eyes meet and he looks hungrily a me, and we drop into the light.

| am more careful, made aware by my near miss, and manage to catch the black lacquer ball once. It
islikethered lacquer. | catch the red lacquer.

We drop out of contact.

"My point,” | say.

"Timeisup," Liu Wen says. "Nine points, you dmost madeit."
Timeisup?"How long have we been playing?' | ask.

"Two hours" Liu Wen says. "That's how much we paid for. If | had realized you had nine pointsI'd
have fed you the tenth, just so you could seewhat it waslike."

"Likethe golden ball?' | ask, staring into the gold of thetable.
He shakes his heed. "Different."
Better, | think.

I look up from the gold. Already the others are back in contact, only Haibao, Liu Wen and | are out.
Somehow | keep expecting to drop back in, but instead, they take off their contacts and | take off mine.
My barewrigt fedscoldintheair.

| look at them, Haibao lookstense. Liu Wen looks like he dways does. | am aware of perspiration
on my neck, under my hair. | am even more aware of my aching testicles, and that | am tight againgt the
seam of my pants. | fed asif | have been cock-teased for acouple of hours, which is precisely what has
happened. But it doesn't seem asif we have been playing for two hours.

I lickmy lips.

"Hedid pretty well,” Haibao says.

"Beginnersiuck,” Liu Wen says.

| redlizethat Liu Wen paid for me. "Thank you for thegame,” | say.

"l lovetheway you talk," Haibao says softly.

"How do | talk?" | ask.

"Y our accent, the forma way you say things."

"Do | have much accent?’ | ask.

"It's charming, exotic, and yet you sound so refined.”

I thought my Mandarin was pretty good. | resolve to work on my accent.



LiuWen shakes hishead, smiling. "I'll seeyou two later," he says and heads back towards another
table. | follow him with wistful eyes, wishing to be back in the golden glow, dthough | ache.

"He's handsome," Haibao says.
"He could be," | answer, "if hewould bother.”
"Come with me?' Haibao asks. Lai gen wo ma?

Of course | will go with him. We walk through the godown to the back, where thereisanarrow iron
dair, and up above the lights he opens adoor on aroom like a coffin, alittle more than ameter high, the
samewide. Itisonly then that | redlize why he has taken me here, that there is not another game @t the
end, or at least, only the old game.

| laugh, dthough | am so aroused there will be damn littlejoy.

He stoops and enters, and Sitting on the mat says, softly, “Lai lai lai,” 'Come, come, come. | stoop
and follow him, knedling in front of him, aware of my boots on the mat. | lean avkwardly forward, resting
my hand on the mat next to histhigh, and wekiss. | tug gently at his pants and he raises his hipsfor meto
didethem down. If thereisaway to do thiswithout a sense of interruption | have never found it. But then
| kned reverently and pay homage.

And later, once, he asks me, "Why 'ghogt'?"

"Waiguai," | say, foreign-devil’ or ‘foreign-ghogt'. It'sthe old dang term for aforeigner. Not very
flattering. Like Westerners say 'Siope-head.’

"Youaren'ta"waiguai," hesays, "you're haugiao." Not aforeign ghost, but an overseas Chinese.

That iswhat it sayson my identification. | was certain my IDEX would be waiguoren but it says
huagiao. Theflimsethey gave meindicated that my genetic mother may have been Philippine Chinese
(the combination of my mother's Hispanic genes and my father's Chinese, | suppose.) Haibao doesn't
know that my mother is Hispanic-American. | do not mentionit.

"You look tired," the doctor saysin Mandarin.

| am, | did not get much deep the night before. It isMonday and | met Haibao for dinner last
night—Iate because he had something he had to do before he saw me. | was jealous but did not ask.

| am herefor an examination, just to make sure that my new kidneys are working.

"You arethefird patient | have ever had who isthe result of cosmetic gene-splicing,” she says. "It's
illega here except for authorized disorders.”

Itisnow at home aswell. Except for things like Taysachs, Downs, Herodata's Schizophrenia. She
has accessed my deep records, | wonder if shewill change my IDEX, but she doesn't seem to think of it.
| am jittery and nervous.

The doctor is astonishing. Goneisthe perfect, concerned woman | remember from when | was sick.
She says the correct things, like Y ou look tired,’ but she says them with an air of detachment. | don't
answer her and it doesn't seem to matter. She explains things, tells me how my kidneys grew, how the
old ones are beginning to atrophy. She holds me off with her words. "If you experience any depression or
anxiety these days you are welcome to come and talk with acounsdlor.”

I nod unhappily. Sheisjacked into my medica records. What does she find in my medical records
that makes her think that | need counsding? Something from Baffin Idand? Or perhaps my constructed
genetic make-up isflawed and | am prone to system imbalances? She certainly does not want to counsel
me. Why did | think her so wonderful ?

"Areyou edting right?' she asks, and does not wait for an answer. " Still avoid thingslike beer and
alcohol and not too much protein yet." She stands. | stand.



"Thank you Dr. Cui," | say.
It must be the unit that they used to keep me quiet. It must have encouraged meto trust my doctor, to
assumethat everythingisdl right.

All my life, or at least Since | was seven and got my jacksimplanted, | have jacked in; in schoal, at
work, to cal afriend, to find out how much credit was on my account. But those are operations where
the system is passve, where | draw on theinformation. In the West, active systems, systemsthat feed
back into the human nervous system, areillegd. There are exceptions, the big kites that the prosfly, for
example; they feed flight information back to the flyer, but those are licensed. I've never beento the
doctor and been jacked into an active system.

Jiangiu, 'Pressbdl’ isan active system, too. | know it isillegd, that'swhy one doesn't use one'sresl
name, athough if the system records atrace they can identify our individua nervous system patterns. Still,
that takes alot of work, | suppose they'd amost have to know who we werefirs.

Active systems areillegd, as everyone knows, because they can cause injury. And becausethey are
addicting. | wonder if Jiangiu causes any sort of degeneration of my aready taxed nervous system.
There are certainly waysin whichit istaxing. But | have noideaif | will ever play again. I'd certainly like
to.

Isthat the definition of addicting? If so, duck is addicting because I'd dso like to try Nanjing duck
agan.

On Tueday | have my engineering tutoria again. | crossthe busy arcade and takethelift. | don't
know if we are going to bother with engineering again.

"Lai, lai," Haibao says absently, opening the door. He is not looking at me, and theflat isrose. He
gestures and the lights come up. So | suppose we are going to work. We sit down and he sighs, sitsfor a
moment asif too listless to bother before leaning forward to look through the book.

It isquite aperformance. But I'm not Liu Wen to make fun of it.
"We don't have to work thisevening,” | say, "I can go back, we can work another time."
"No," he says, "it doesn't matter." He pages through my book.

"No, truly," | say. "I'm doing better. It makes more sensethese days.” Thisisthetruth, athough |
have some questions I'd like to ask.

He smiles. "Y ou are dways so polite,” he says, "are al American huagiao so polite asyou?'
"Old fashioned, maybe," | say, and begin to get up.

He puts his hand on my arm. "Don't pay any attention to me, Liu Wen doesn't.”

"Liu Wen knows you better than | do," | say.

To my astonishment his eyesfill with tears and he looks away. Then he stands up and walksto the
window. He stands with his back to me and | wait, confused and darmed. What did | say?

He doesn't say anything for awhile and | have timeto fee uncomfortable. What should | do? 1 don't
know what to do so | sit and look at my engineering book, and then back at Haibao. | don't hear any
crying. Hisshirt isas bright as yellow lacquer and the nagpe of his neck is pale between hishair and the
collar.

"What'swrong?' | findly ask.
"A friend of mineisgoingto be arrested,” he says.
LiuWen?No it can't be. | wait.

He clasps his hands behind hisback. "Heisateacher," he says. "They are arresting him on amorals
charge, but it's more complicated than that.”



| think, it dwaysis. And | anrdieveditisnt Liu Wen.

"| fed sorry for him," Haibao says, "of course. They'll send him to Xinjiang Province, to do Reform
Through Labor. Do you know, if you misbehave in alabor camp, one of the punishmentsisto wire your
thumbs together? They draw the wire very tight. It cuts off the blood. Y ou have to eat rice out of abowl
like adog, without using your hands. And then gangrene setsin and they cut your thumbs off. Or maybe
youdie"

What'sto say? At home they used to send people to the Corridor out west, convict labor. Now,
sometimes they send them to Mars. Convict labor. Chinese citizens do not usualy have much interest in
going to the moon or Mars.

"l think we are adiseasein society,” Haibao says. "Bad cdlls. | think something has gone wrong with
lﬁ"

"In my country theresabird that laysit'seggsin other bird'snests,” | say. "The other birds don't
know. They think this baby istheir own. They raiseit and feed it, in some ways it becomesadmost a
monster becauseit grows so large and demands so much. But eventuadly it smply leavesthe nest, like
any other bird. It'snot amongter, it'sredly just another part of things. | think were like those baby birds.
Wedidn't ask for this, our parents didn't ask for this. No oneis guilty, just maybe unlucky."

"So you think that we're accidents,” Haibao says. He sounds sarcastic.

| shrug, even though he's not looking a me. That'swhat | think, and if he doesnt, that's okay.

"I'm afraid,” he says. "If they interrogate my friend, they may arrest me.”

| say ddlicately, "Perhaps you have a friend who can hel p you, someone who perhaps helped you
transfer out of your teachingjob ... "

"No," he sayscurtly.

It crossesmy mind that if they arrest him and interrogate him, perhaps| will be arrested aswell. But it
seems too improbable to concern me.

Heis ill at the window, looking out with the city asaback drop. Thisflat islike atheater for him, a
shadow box for hisown display. | get up and walk behind him, put my hand on his shoulder. Heis
trembling, like some small animal. | stroke his hair, he leans back againg me and | wrap my arm around
hiswaist. Heturns his head so heislooking awvay from me and relaxes against me, his profile
expressonlessin the reflecting window. | tighten my grip, feding his buttocks and back pressed against
my stomach and groin, hisfine skull under my fingers. Sowly the shaking subsides.

Theré's no doubt that hisfear isred. But | cannot help but notice the flicker of the whitesin the
reflection of his eyes as he glances towards the window. He adjusts ever so dightly, improving theline,

perfecting the pose.
"Dont worry, haibao," | say, thinking how 'sedl’ fits him, how deek both he and sedlsare, "you are a
perfect picture.”

He laughs, shakily. "Y ou see through me.”

| don't really understand him at dl, but | kiss hishair rather than answer, running my fingers across his
chest. His pulse beatsvisbly in histemple.

"No," he says, chiding, "we must study engineering." Hisvoiceisplayful and so | pay no attention,
diding my hand under thewaist of histights.

Hesghs. "At leadt," he says softly, "we must darken the windows."

"Ohno," | say brightly, pulling my hand away, letting go, Straightening his clothes like amother with a
toddler, "we must study engineering.”

He growls a me, baring even, perfect little teeth like peerls.



| laugh, "First we study engineering and then we screw.”
He gapes, astonished. "Did | hear your right? The namesake of Zhong Shan, vulgar?'

We do study engineering. | get my questions answered, draw out the session, teasing him, distracting
him, pretending to be serious. It'salittlelike presshal, everything done by indirection. When | think his
attention iswandering | pressmy thigh againgt his. | bring him abeer, brush fingerswhen | hand it to him,
reach over and drink from hiswithout asking while | watch him over the rim, and he watches me.

Finaly | admit | have no more questions and kiss him. He grabs my hand and pulls me towards the
bedroom, but | laugh and hang back, stopping him in the doorway where | press him againgt the frame,
ped down histights and go down on him there. He gasps, and laughs and swears at me, his hands
wrapped rather painfully in my hair. Only after he comes do we make it to the bed.

Late, he dozes next to me and my arm is draped over hischest. | look into the darkness. It is about
one. Peter isat work in New Y ork, joking with Rebecca, the girl who does dl the correspondence and
filing. Peter would be astonished and proud of me, to know | have done so well with Haibao. To seeme
thinking about someone eseinthisway.

"A minigtering angd," hewould say, "aregular Florence Nightingae."
Peter, who so often did the same for me.
| am terribly homesick.

Haibao helps me with my engineering, aclassmate, Wai Ling Zhung Fan, gracioudy helps mewith my
engineering. Even Xiao Chen, who knows nothing about engineering, uses my notes to ask me about my
enginesring. The midterm examination isvery difficult, | work until the end of the hour and still do not get
areal answer for question 6. | walk out despondent, knowing that | missed at |east three questions
completely, and parts of many others. For days| will not stop at the Professor's office and ook at the
grades posted on aflimsie on the door. But the Professor's office is next to my Practical Applications
class (my tool handling class) so oneday | smply go and look. And | have passed the engineering
midterm with a score of 62 points out of 100 which on the grade curveisa86%! | didn't know there
would beacurvel | thought a62 would be afailing grade!

Of course | go straight up to the arcade (the university isthe base on which the four towersrest.) |
take the lift to hisflat and then stand outside his door in an agony of apprehension. | have never come on
Haibao unannounced. And each day it is problematica asto whether Haibao will be pleased to see me
or too despondent to care. Some days heisal wit and languid charm. Some days heis silent and
withdrawn. Always he knows| am coming.

I imagine him opening the door smiling. Open the door frowning. Someone elsethere.

So | go back to thelift, take it back down and call from the arcade. | jack in and think the numbersin
careful Chinese—the system will understand English, and thinking out the call in Chineseis not second
nature yet, but it's good practice to do everything in Chinese. Then thereisawait solong that | think heis
gone. Perhapsin ameeting with histhesis professor? Not that | have ever seen Haibao work on his
thesis, but then I'm never there during the day.

"Wai," he says, Chinesefor 'Hey' and the way everyone answers the phone. No vid, sound only.
"Venerableteacher," | say, "thisisyour undeserving sudent.”

"Who?' he says, he sounds asif he hasjust woken up.

"Zhang," | say. "It'sZhang. Did | cdl a abad time?"

"Zhang?' he says. "No, you didn't cal at abad time. What isit? Something wrong?'

"No, | just wanted to tell you | passed my engineering midterm. And say thank you for your help.”
"Oh, you passed? Excdllent." Heistrying to sound interested, pleased, but the effort is gpparent in his



voice.

"An 86%," | say.

"An 86%7" he says, "0 high? When did you find out? | thought you weren't going to check.”

"I had to, better to know the worst than anticipate. | just wanted to tell you, | didn't want to disturb
you. I'll see you tomorrow evening as usud ?*

"Right, right." A pause. "Where are you now?"

"Onthearcade" | say.

"Oh," he says, "are you busy?'

"Oh, sure" | say, "there are al these incredible men lined up waiting to spend the afternoon with an
enginesring genius™

He laughs and sounds alittle more like himsdlf. "Tdll them to go away and come up. No wait, tell
them to keep you entertained, buy you lunch or something, and give me thirty minutes. Everythingis, ah,
let methink of the Zhang way to say this," hisvoice changes, he spesks softly and mimics my American
accent and northern pronunciation, “thingsare abit untidy, and if you do not mind, I must inconvenience
you alittle, respectfully request you wait."

"Tamada," | say, "Your mother.'"Just get dressed and come down to the coffee-bar. Go shopping
with me. Show this poor confused foreigner what clothesto buy that will make him look lesslike he
comes from a second-rate country.”

"Mao-Zedong and Lenin, | thought you'd never ask," he says and breaks the connection.

But it istwenty-five minutes before he shows up. | am stting in the coffee-bar nursng my coffee—or
at least the sweetened syrup that passesfor coffee in this country—when Haibao stopsin the doorway .
He scansthe room, which isfull of students. His gaze flickers past me acouple of times, athough | wave.
Heispadeandlogt; hishair looks asif he hasrun hisfingersthroughit, hislong yelow and green tunic
doesn't match histights. At last he sees me. He puts his head down and enters the crowd like aswimmer
making along dive.

"Do you want anything?' | ask him when he didesinto the sest.
He shakes hishead.

"What'swrong?' | ask.

"Nothing," he says. "Where do you want to go shopping?"

"l don't know, where do you go?'

"We don't want you to look too much likeafag," he says, off hand. "Why have you got your hair that
way?'

My hair istied back in aponytail. | keep it shoulder length so there's not much tail. "I had my tool
handling classtoday, | liketo keep it out of my eyeswhen | work."

"It looksnice," he says.

"It looks huagiao,” | say. "l think maybe | should cut it.

"No, don't," he says. "Please don't.”

The din makesit hard to carry on this conversation. Students call to each other in nasa, six-toned
Nanjing didect and shrill four-toned Mandarin. At home, my non-Chinese speaking friends say Chinese
conversations often sound like arguments. | wonder how long it will be until | hear the liquid vowels of
Spanish again. "Yan Chun!" the young man next to me shouts, "Yan Chun! Zouba!" ‘Let'sgo.' Across
thefloor, atall young man with an open face, dressed asif he just came off the gym floor, turnsand
amiles "Shemma?" 'What? The mandarin word for ‘agood time' is renao, hot-noisy.



"Let'sgo,” | say.
The arcade is busy, too. Haibao has his hands jammed in his tunic pockets, and moves with his head
down.

| want to get out of this, to some place whereit isquiet and private. Sometimes | take red pleasurein
being with a person when there are al these straight people around and that person and | are just two
people together. But right now Haibao and | aren't together, he isthere and | am here and the physical
gpace between usis not nearly so vast asthe emotional distance. But | can't suggest we go to hisflat,
since hemade apoint of telling meit wasamess. | can't take him to my dorm because Xiao Chen might
bring friends back from class and then we'd have no privacy.

So we wak down to the bus stop. "Have you heard any more about your friend?' | ask.

He shakes hishead. "I talked to someone back homelast night. He said my friend is still suspended
from teaching, but nothing else. Everyoneis dill waiting."

"How did they find out about your friend?" | ask.
"It'scomplicated,” he says.
Rebuffed, | say nothing.

The sunishard on the street. Trafficisnot heavy a mid-day, a street sweeper running off a power
lineraises and absorbs clouds of yellow dust. The window acrossthe street isfull of empty bird cages, in
asguare of sunlight, awhite cat deeps beneath them. It doesn't fed like home, thelight is different or
something. Maybe when | go back to New Y ork I'll get a cat. Chinese people do not keep petsvery
much, it seems particularly Western to make an anima amember of the family.

"The Didtrict Superintendent of Education isafag," Haibao says. "He hired my friend and |. He was
arrested in apark. Then my friend was suspended. That's al anyone really knows."

The Digtrict Superintendent must be how Haibao got to study engineering. It must be abig scanda
that someone in education is gay, Someone so important, abig person.

"Do you think they'll be looking for you? The school hasn't suspended you.”
"Not yet," Haibao says. Chinese never say 'no’.

| seethe bus, far up the street. Segmented buses|ook asif they are hinged in the middle, they bend a
bit when they go around corners.

"I'm not feding very well,” Haibao says. "Maybe I'll go back and take anap. Y ou go on, celebrate
your good mark." He smilestiredly, "I forgot to say congratulations.”

"Don't go back,” | say. "Youll just St by yourself, that's bad, | know."
"I'll take anap," Haibao says.

"No you wont, you'l try to deep but you won't. | promise, well only be gone an hour, you'll deep
better if you do something.”

He shakes hishead. The busis coming.

"Haibao," | say, "I don't know how to dress, what to buy." | remember feeling the way he does. "If
you won't come shopping with me, I want to go back to your flat with you.”

The bus stops, the door hisses open.

He shakes hishead again, but getson. | pam the credit and pay for both of us. He dumps down into
the seat and looks out the window.

| fed asif | shouldn't leave him done, athough I'm not sureif it's him that shouldn't be alone, or me.
Surreptitioudy | run theflat of my hand over histhigh. He glances over at me and smilesalittle.

"Y ou are one son of abitch,” he says.



"Haveyou talked to Liu Wen?" | asked.
"Not since the night the three of uswent out."
"Heisan unusua person,” | say.

Haibao laughs dryly. "Y ou have such away of putting things. Yes. LiuWenis'unusud'." He watches
out the window for amoment. "Maybe I'll call him. Do you have an early class on Friday?"

"Wes"
"Then Saturday. Maybe well go play presshdl, if hell pay.”

"Isherich?'

"Sometimes. When he has agood week."

"What does he do?’

"Cui cui."

Hurry-hurry? Sang isthe most difficult part of Mandarin for me. "What'sthat?"
"SdIshimsdf.”

My face must betray me. Haibao breaks out laughing. "Y ou are right, it's good to come out with you,
you cheer meup. You look asif | told you he murderslittle girls™

"Why does he dressthat way if he, cui cui ?'
"Becausethey likeit. Tak softly."

"Yousay | dwaystak softly,” | hiss, feding the hegt risein my face. | glance around, the busis nearly
empty.
"Well, don't stop. Do you not want meto call him?"

| want very badly to play pressbal, | want to get ten points. I've never been out with aman who goes
for money. | mean, pick-ups, of course. When | wasfifteen | used to go out to Coney Idand and wait to
get picked up, and when | was older, go to pick up, but not for money.

"What'swrong with it?' Haibao says.

"It spreadsdisease,” | say.

Herollshiseyes. "l won't cdl him."

"No," | say, "cdl him."

"We are corrupting you," he says, then laughs. I, of course, do not find thisfunny.

New clothes. | have waited dl week to for Saturday night. Because Haibao likes it that way | have
tied my hair back. My suit isblack and in Haibao's words, " So ruthlessly conservativeit's not. Everyone
will think youreavid artist or something.”

Liu Wen, stting on the couch and needing his hair brushed, as usud, approves. "Pretty,” he says.
"Need to make some money on the Sde?”’

"No," | say curtly.

Hegrinsat Haibao. Liu Wen iswearing a business suit coat that has seen better days, over gray tights
that have been worn so often that they bag at the knees. Haibao isin white and looks, this evening,
perfect. Heisaso in agood mood. A delightful mood. Hishair isfreshly trimmed, he smellsever so
dightly of ocean and evergreen. He smileswhen he sees me, gives me abeer which | shouldn't have but
which | drink anyway.

We look asif we are going to three completely different places.



"Youlook likeabride" | tell Haibao.
LiuWenlaughs, "I told him helookslike afunerd."
"Funerdsinthewest are dtill inblack," | say.

"And bridesin the east wear red," Haibao says.

"Theeastisred," LiuWen says, "and now that we've had our cultural exchange hour finish your beers
because I'm hungry."

But we don't. Haibao doesn't want to leave yet, he wants to watch the sunset from hiswindow. So
wetalk, about my engineering mark, about Liu Wen'sweek (in carefully vague terms)) Liu Wen has
apparently had afair week, business-wise.

Outside the window it isthe west which isred. The towers of the overcity, the new communes, rise
above Nanjing. The Sdesthat face west are red, and those between us and the horizon are black
slhouettes. Red and black, the colors of good luck. While Liu Wen and | talk, | watch Haibao. Heis
engrossed in thewindow. The city goes blue-gray, and we St in the haflight until it isalmost dark, finaly
dlent, asthelightscomeoninthecity.

"] want to give you each something," Haibao says, "you have both been my friendsthrough this
difficult time"

LiuWen looks amused. I'm taken abit aback. To Liu Wen hegivesaring set with Australian opd. "It
isnot your style, | am aware," Haibao says, smiling, "but it isone of my favorites.”

Liu Wen looks perplexed but triesit on. It fits hissmallest finger.

Tome Haibao givesasmall gold box set with atiger-eye. "It'svery old," he says, "Qing Dynasty,
1600s. Openiit.”

Insdeit says Guai-z, 'Ghost.'

"A tiger-eye dways seemed abit guai-yi," strange, or unusua, samefirst character as'ghost’, "and so
| thought of your assumed name," he says.

"Thank you," | say. Chinese people do not usudly give giftsin thisway, they normally leave the gift
and you look at it after they are gone. | am uncomfortableand soisLiu Wen.

Habao says, "Let'sgo.”
The hal ispanfully light, and Haibao's eyes are too bright.

Asif hewas about to cry. But he moves quickly, excited. "Are we going to the new place?' he asks
LiuWen.

"If youwant,” Liu Wen says. "l don't care wherewe go.”

" Somewhere where businessisgood,” Haibao says, watching me and smiling. Liu Wen grins. | am il
confused by thelittleritual, | wonder if | should have had something. | search for something to say.

"Something | have wanted to ask," | say, hearing in my own voice the diffidence that Haibao teases
me about.

Liu Wen cocks an eyebrow asif to say, 'Yes?

"The last time we went out, why did we go to the tomb of Zhong Shan?"
LiuWen grinsagain. "Did you think we weretrying to tel you something?"
"I didn't know," | answer.

"No reason,” Haibao says. "Truly. We often go to the park, but usualy we walk down the Avenue of
Stone Animals. Just once we were there it seemed fitting to go by thetomb."”

"Doyou mindif | ask you something?" Liu Wen asks.



"Go ahead," | say.
"Why do you ask peopleto call you just 'Zhang'?'
"If your first name were 'Zedong' would you want peopleto cdl you that?'

LiuWen shakes hishead, "I understand why you don't use Zhong Shan. But to just cal you Zhang
sounds ... well, rude. If you know what | mean. Don't you have anickname?' | know what he means, it
sounds too short. Chinese people like namesto comein two syllables.

"Rafad," | say.
" Shemma?"
"Rafad.”
"Ur-ah-fa—"

They both try it. Mandarin has adifferent 'r' than the west, and they have difficulty ending withan T'.
They keep wanting to end with avowel, since Mandarin endsin avowel, an'n’ or an 'ng’.

"Ur-ah-fa-eh-la" Hailbao manages.

| shake my head, "Rafaglaisawoman's name."

"So, Zhang," Liu Wen says heartily, "how do you likeit herein China?"

"We can't cal you Xiao Zhang," Haibao says. Xiao Zhang would be the diminutive, Y oung Zhang.'
It'slike saying ‘Billy' for 'Bill."

"'Lao Zhang," Liu Wen laughs. Elder Zhang.

"Must bethesuit," | say.

We esat aleisurdy dinner. Pork and bamboo shoots, french fries, Sichuan (spicy) cabbage. | drink
two beers, | know | shouldn't but it's aways hard for me to eat spicy food without pijiu. We get down to
the warehouse digtrict. | assume that we are going to the same club, but Liu Wen leads usto a heavy red
door—was the last door red? | cannot remember. Up the stairswe go into ared and gold place, full of
rooms with two or three tablesin each and gilt stting platforms dong the walls. Some of the tables have
men and women at them, which surprises me. We wander through amaze.

Liu Wen buys Hailbao a mao tai and | have abeer. Liu Wen says helll be back. | gaze, mesmerized,
at thegold light risng like migt off thetables.

"Y ou have an unusud face," Haibao says.

| am not bad looking, | know. Not truly handsome, the way Liu Wen would beif he choseto be. |
fancy | hear wistfullnessin Haibao's voice, little does he know how much | envy him, a Chinese citizen,
worldly and polished.

"Do you know wherein Chinayour family wasfrom?' Haibao asks.

"My gene scan said that my mother's family was gpparently Philippine huagiao,” | say. It didn't make
any difference. Since | qudified by working on Baffin Idand, | could still go to Nanjing University without
having to qualify for a huagiao sest. Competition for the waiguoren seatsisfierce. Many candidates,
few places.

If my genetic map iswithin tolerance, then | am Chinesg, right?

Physcdly, if not culturdly. | mean, they are obvioudy not concerned with the information in my files,
that my mother isnot Chinese. The University hasto know. Someone at the University, at least.

"Y ou are more yoursdlf tonight,” | say.
Helooksthoughtful, " Truly?"
"Have you heard any more about your friend?' | ask.



"Let'snot talk about it," he says. He puts his hand on my arm, looking off across the room, and then
shudders.

Idiot, | shouldn't have said anything. | search for other topics. "How did you meet Liu Wen?"' | ask.

"Through friends," he says. "I don't redly know Liu Wen very well. | like him though, he has been
good for me." He smiles sadly, " So have you, ghost.”

"Have you been here before?' | ask, trying to push him away from this mood.
He nods.

Liu Wen comes back and | am relieved to see him. If we play, Haibao will be distracted. "Wereat a
tablein the back," he says. A young girl with asmooth white face and painted eyebrows comesto lead
usto our table. | watch the swing of her narrow hipsin her imperiad Chinese gown embroidered with
cranes and redlize suddenly, sheis not awoman.

Fascinated and more than alittle amazed | cannot take my eyes off the boy. He gestureswith
exaggerated grace, catching hold of one deeve and pointing with the other hand. He keeps his eyes cast
down, glancing up a meonly as| pass him. He doesn't amile and his eyesflicker down.

Am | aroused? No, only curious. Thereisnothing in cross-dressing | find stimulating.
But | watch him walk away, watch his hips swing, and look back to see Liu Wen grinning.

Into the golden glow. There are the five balls; one black lacquer, one red lacquer, two silver and in
the center, agolden bal, dmogt invisblein the glow. Liu Wen flicksthe silver bdl directly at meand |
barely manage to avoid taking it. | ricochet thered ball off the edge hoping it will come back towards me
and Haibao hooks it in along gliding curve and capturesit and we drop out of contact. So fast.

"My point,” Haibao says. Heisal edge and excitement, and | think, thiswill be hisnight.
Anditis. Even LiuWen and | together can't stop him.

Every time we break contact Haibao is more exhilarated. His color ishigh, sweat beadsdong his
upper lip and hiswisps of hair lay wet at histemplesin fine black curveslike pen strokes. His hands rest
lightly on the table edge, fingernails pink with perfect white half-moons. He doesn't move and yet likea
cat, perfectly relaxed, he hasthe air of something on the edge of motion.

We break contact and Haibao says, "Seven,” and | am clenching the table, my pamswet. He smiles,
perfect white teeth, golden skin, white clothes and al wrapped in golden light. White and gold and
eectric. LiuWenlooksat him hungrily, and sodo .

Haibao looks down &t the table, the light under his eyes and carving hisnorma flat face into planes
and high cheeks. His eyes are hooded. Liu Wen opens his mouth asif to say something—I know what he
isgoing to say, to stop the game, and | want him to say it and | don't because | want the game to end but
| don't want Liu Wen to get Haibao—and we drop back into contact.

| score four points and never once touch the golden ball. Liu Wen scores more often, but is hit with
the slver too many times. He scores six points only by taking the gold ball. And immediately after thet,
Haibao, at seven points, reaches past where Liu Wen and | are playing with the black lacquer ball and
effortlessy setsthe red spinning into the gold. | reach reflexively for the golden ball, and Liu Wen sends
the black careening to cut it off but | end up interfering with the black and it collides with the red and both
skid off on tangents towards empty parts of the table. And Haibao effortlessy takes the golden ball.

We break contact. Haibao's head is thrown back, his eyes closed, his back dightly arched. His hands
remain resting lightly on the edge of the table. He Sighs, a shudder more like a sob, then opens his eyes
and looks at usand smiles. "Ten points,” he says.

LiuWen startsto say something, clears histhroat, "Do you want to keep playing, Zhang? I'm sure
they can find atablefor you." Heisn't looking at me.

| should be good, | should disappear, as Liu Wen did the last time, but | wait, because it isHaibao's



night. It isHaibao's choice. | swallow. He looks at Liu Wen, and then at me, and then back down at the
table. | am reminded of the boy who led us here, and theway he didn't look a me. | think | have read
something in Haibao's ook, my heart beginsto hammer. He will choose me. Choose me, Haibao.

The lights on the table flicker, and the lights above us dim, for amoment | see the bare bones of the
building, normally hidden by a scrim of light and color, and thisisan old, not very atractive place. The
light comes back even brighter, distantly | hear the sound of glass shattering.

Welook towards the sound, through the opening we see other people listening, and then | see
someone yank off their contact.

"Turan soucha!" LiuWen hisses, 'Policeraid!" He pedlsthe contact off and flingsit, it jerks at the
end of the cord and swings. Liu Wen does not wait to see if we are coming, but goes into the room next
to ours.

Haibao ismotionless.
"Comeon," | say. LiuWen will know how to get out of here.
Haibao looks at me.

| grab hishand and pull him into the next room, | think | see Liu Wen. People begin shouting and
pushing past us towards the entrance, but | am counting on Liu Wen to know aback door. We are
buffeted by atwo men and awoman running into us. | can't seeLiu Wen, so| gointhedirection | think
he went. Thereisaservice door, and | know | have found the exit, | openiit.

A darwdl going up.

"Fuck," | say in English. Behind me the sound has changed. A woman screams. And some of the
shouts have a different timber, the voice of authority. Reform through Labor, or that old-fashioned
pendty, abullet in the back of my head. | panic and take the stairs, Haibao aweight | pull behind me. It's

only one flight up to another door, aheavy industria door, the kind they don't make much anymore. | try
it and it opens and we arein ahuge, dark space. Along one edge, far to our left | seeafaint line of light.

The celling doesn't sedl againgt the wall, that's the light from the club below us. | put one hand against
thewall and start to jog to the right. Thisisthe godown, the space could be huge, but there would have
to be an office and from the office an entrance.

Haibao is breathing hard, sobbing for breath. "Zhong Shan,” he whispers, "Zhong Shan—"

"Hush," | say in English and run hard into a pole, face and shoulder. The pain staggers me, brings
tearsto my eyes.

"Zhong Shan!" he saysloudly.
"Xing xing," | say, it'sokay. Madre de Dios, | think, Mother of God, help us. "Watch the pole,” |

say, and guide him around. Then go more dowly aong thewall. | find adoor, try it, it'slocked. Of
course. We keep on and get to ametd stair going up. "Careful,” | say. Xiao xin, in Chinese, 'small heart.’

It seemsto methat our feet are very loud on the stairs. We go up twelve steps, adoor? A landing.
Up twelve more steps. Around the landing. Up twelve more steps. I'm a congtruction tech and 1've built a
godown. | know I've fucked up; thisisthe stairsto the catwalks and the grid they use to hang the tackles
to move heavy things. My check throbs. | have a grip on Haibao with my right hand, and hold on to the
raling with my |eft.

The stairwd| rings mutedly with our footsteps and we climb blind in the dark. At the back of the
catwak maybe therell be another set of stairsto the loading bay. Madre de dios, | pray in the language
of my mother, who believed in Mao Zedong and Kirkiegaard. We had atortured Christ on acrucifix in
the hall when we lived in Brooklyn. Dios te salve, Maria, llena eres de gracia, Hail Mary, full of grace.
Weare at thetop, thelanding is different. | fed therailing find the catwalk. | can't do it in the dark, can't
walk anindudtria catwalk.



| follow therailing to the wall, nothing €l se, we are standing on a square platform with thewall behind
us, the stairsto our right, the catwalk in front of us. The only thing to do isto go back down.

Below usthereis sudden surprisingly distant square of light. It isthe door we camein. | St down,
pulling Haibao down againgt me, and amoment later lightsflicker acrossthe wals and celling, heavy
search lights. | pull Haibao's head against my chest and he draws up against me. Perhaps we should
make abreak for it, run across the catwalks. At worst they will shoot us or we will misstep and we will
fal and die. If they cometo the stairs that iswhat we should do.

| can't doit. | can't move from this spot. If they climb the airsthey will find us here.

Their voices are distorted by space and distance. They will find uswrapped here in each other'sarms
and therewill be no question of guilt or innocence. | don't really believe any of this. | have been picked
up by apoliceman once, when | wasfifteen, for loitering, being out after curfew at Coney Idand. He
knew what | wastherefor, but just gave me alecture and called my mother. And | was beaten up by
nighthawks once in dmost the same place where | was arrested. Both times | had the same sense of
unredlity.

| am rocking, rocking Halbao tight in my arms, but | can't sop mysdf.
The lights have stopped but | still hear voices. Sgue | whisper, | can't think in Chinese, when | try to
think of Chineseit comes out Spanish. 'Go on'. Do it. Arrest us. Anything, just makeit end.

They stop talking. | listen for the sound of their feet. | can't tdll if | hear them or not, an empty godown
isnot aslent place. | can hear our breathing. | can hear my heart. | think | can hear Haibao's heart.

| liglen to the words running through my head, Padre Nuestro, que estas en los cielo, santificado
sea tu nombre. Venga a nos tu reino. Hagase tu voluntad asi en latierra como en €l cielo ...
Meaningless snatches of prayer. | think they are on the sairs, | can't exactly hear them, but | think | do. |
count again. They are coming without lights. They wouldn't come without lights. | rock Haibao, he has my
jacket clenched in hisfisisand heis hyperventilating. | can't hear over the sound of his breeth.

Will Peter ever find out what happened to me? He will call mama, and shell tdl him. She knows Peter
ismy friend. She may even suspect that there is more, she has never indicated that she knowswhat | am.
She doesn't ask me about my life, | don't ask her about hers and every Chrissmas when | am homein
New York | go and see her second hushand and my haf-brothers and Craig came to stay with me when
he was eleven and | ill had aplace. We went to the kite races.

They will tdl her, will shetdl Craig thet his huagiao half-brother isafag?

It hasbeen along time.

Maybe they aren't coming.

But wewait for along time.

Even when we know they aren't coming, we wait. Haibao beginsto shake. "l want to die," he
whispers, "I can't stand it. Stop it, please, make it stop.”

| sroke hishair and rock him. | kisshishair asif hewere alittle boy. "Hush," | whisper, "they're not
coming." They may ill be downdairs, well wait. "Were okay, nothing's going to happen to ushere.”

He shakes and shakes. | doze, and wake and heis ill trembling. My arms ache. My back aches. |
shift, try to shift Haibao and he grabs hold of me. "Shhh, shhh. It's okay, here, liethisway. Shhh." | rub
his back and histemples and sooth him asbest | can. Hisfaceiswet. "1 want to die," he whispers, "I'm
S0 afraid.”

But he stops shaking eventualy, and we doze together. We stay there until dawn comesin through the
dirty skylight.

| am so iff | can bardly move. In the night | have did down on my side and Haibao lies curled beside



me. Thelight is not very good, only enough to make out shapes. Haibao's white suit isalittle more
visble

"Haibao," | whisper.

Hedirs.

"Now we should try to go," | say.

He sits up but doesn't look at me. | try to work the cramps out of my back and arms, stand up and
try to move about abit. | am chilled to the bone and my teeth start chattering. Haibao sits woodenly.

"Comeon," | say, "stand up.”" | reach down and take his upper arm and he stands up.

The catwalk istoo narrow for usto stand side by side. It'swider than an I-beam, of course, but we
are high above the floor and it looks narrower. | take Haibao's wrist with my left hand and start acrossit.
| can see the control pand on the other Sde and a set of tairs going down, but that sde of the building is
shadowed and | can't seeif thereisaloading dock. There should be.

"Hold ontotherailing,” | say. Haibao doeswhat he'stold. | wish hewould think alittle for himself, |
am cold and | ache and he's acting like achild. Damnit, | ought to leave him here, let him find hisown
way out.

Anger isgood. Anger is better than what Haibao isfedling, than gpathy or, what did Maggie
Smadlwood cdl it? Perlerorneg, the avareness of the futility of it dl. Despair. Underneath my anger | am
all too awarethat I've been just as parayzed as Haibao is now.

Thereis something exhilarating about being the onewho isintrepid. | think, | have doneit, | have
saved us. We go step by cautious step across the catwalk and | am exhausted and angry and full of a
hard, terriblejoy. We have survived. Y es, it was luck as much as anything e'se, but we made our own
luck. The chain and tackle system danglesin lines and shadows al around us, the light dowly brightens
above us. Thereisapurity of form and line; redity, hard lean redlity isvery beautiful.

We take the stairs down. I'm s0 tired my knees are shaking, but Haibao follows me without
complaint. The door to the loading dock is bolted shut, but it isn't meant to be safe from theinside. And
then we are outside and we walk away, not going around the front but climbing the fence in the morning
haflight. | make a gtirrup of my hands and boost Haibao up, then climb the chain link and drop, shaking
with fatigue, on the other sde. Haibao's white suit is stresked with rust like old blood, but we come out
on a street two blocks away.

And then, itisal too normdl. It is Sunday morning.

"It'sokay," | say to Haibao. "We're okay."

Henods, listledy.

"I'm never going to play pressball again,” | say, grinning, but he doesn't respond.
| start watching for bus stop signs. "What is our bus?' | ask Haibao.

He doesn't act asif he heard.

"What number isour bus" | say. And when he doesn't answer, "Haibao!"
"Seventeen," he says. "A 17 or a17 Specid.”

Itistoo easy, | find astop for the 17 and we stand, Haibao dumped against the wall with his eyes
closed. The bus comes and the driver eyes Haibao's stained suit but nobody says anything. "Nanjing
Universty,” | say.

"Back," hesays, "Up."

We climb up and go back and collapse into seats. Haibao nods. | stare out the window. Eventually
his head comes down against my shoulder. The busiswarm and dowly the warmth cregpsinto me. |
doze with my head againgt the glass, waking when we separate from the front, then again when wejoin



another bus. | awake the third time when our segment peals off to go up, and | know we are close to the
University so | wake Haibao. Heisbleary eyed.

We get off, the top isfamiliar, and yet different. Just as the morning, which would usudly bea
beginning, isan ending to the night.

“I'll come up with you," | say to Haibao.
"It'sokay," he says.

"No problem.” | go up inthelift with him, and when we get to theflat, | send himin for ashower. "l
just want to go to bed," he protests, but he has no fight in him. While heisin the shower | make teaand
swesten it. | check out the bruise on my face in the mirror in Haibao's bedroom—I have ablue knot and
the side of my face aches. Teaand aspirin. | take my hair down.

Haibao comes out in his bathrobe and | feed him sweet tea and aspirin, and remembering Maggie
Smalwood, talk to him softly. "It isa pretty morning,” | say and ™Y ou are warm now, and tired, and
you'll degp well. Finish your tea, the sugar will make you fed alittle better, and then into awarm bed.
WEell darken thewindows, and I'll cdl thisevening.”

Then | make him drink all therest of histeaand put himin bed. | dim thewindows. | an sotired. |
want to be clean like Haibao. But | st for amoment and he says something for the first time since | asked
him about the bus. "Don't go," he says.

"I'mhere" | say, feding alittlefoolish. "I'll stay, and I'll call you thisevening.”

He cdloseshiseyesand | St what seemslikealong time, but which isredly only five minutesby my
watch (I count the seconds. | decide to stay ten minutes, then seven, and then dide carefully off the bed
a five)

I dim the windowsin the front of the gpartment. It is easy, |I've seen Haibao do it o many times, | just
rest my fingertips againg the glassand say "Dim," and when it isdark enough | take my fingersaway. On
thelittle table next to the door | see aletter Sgned with the red officia chop of the University. | amtired
and | dmost leaveit, but | pick it up.

'‘Comrade Yang:' it begins, they all begin with Comrade. 'Thisis to inform you that
pending an official investigation from your home district, you are suspended from
study—
It isdated for Friday and it is open. Haibao has seen it, knew about, but hasn't said anything. And
Saturday night he wasin a better mood than | have seen himin along time. | think of hisexhilaration at
pressbal. How he glowed gold and white.

| assume | have misunderstood the letter, read it again. My Chinese causes me to make mistakes,
perhapsit isteling him he has been cleared? No, | go through the sentences carefully, my head beginning
to throb from fatigue and strain. He is suspended, they areinvestigating him. Maybe he hasn't read it? But
why would he print it out on Friday and then not read it?

| put the letter down and go, closing the door softly behind me. | am too tired to care now, I'll call him
thisevening and ask him. Inthelift | put my handsin my pockets and find something in the right. The gold
box with the tiger-eye lid that Haibao gave me the night before.

Xiao Chen iswatching the newswhen | open the door.

"What happened to your face?' he asks.

"Very good party,” | say, grinning. "Except that | walked into adoor."
He shakes his head appreciably.

| shower and deep. | awake alittle before dinner. The sunis strong through the window and | am
disoriented and il tired, but | know if | keep deeping | won't deep tonight. When | it up all my joints
al crack like old ticks.



| wander out to the kitchen and flash heat some fried rice. Xiao Chen kids me about my dissolute life,

tellsmel'vegot mall. | figureit's Peter, | owe him aletter. Guilt makes me avoid printing the letter before
| edt.

It's only one page—Peter's letters run to four or five pages and use every type of punctuation
avaladle.

Ghost,
Not to fret, | have sent thisto you from the arcade, it is not on my system. Thisis
just to say thank you. | have received my suspension notification and | cannot go
through Reform Through Labor. | cannot face my family.
| wish to thank you for all you have done, | believe you will understand. From the
first you have always under stood, even when no one else did. Even your choice of
names. | think perhaps | hoped that last night would show me I made the wrong
decision, but when we were almost arrested | knew that | had been a fool to wait.
Think of me with kindness.
Haibao

"What isit?" Xiao Chen asks.

| don't know what to say, | am not surewhat it is. He has run away, | think. Where will he go?

| call, thereisno answer. Theletter isdated today and thetime oniit is5:15. It isalittle after 6:00,
which is marked asthe delivery time, meaning he sent it at 5:15 on aforty-five minute delay. He can't
have left thisfast, unless he sent it on hisway out.

| pull on my coverdls.
"What iswrong?"' Xiao Chen asks.
"I don't know," | say, "I don't understand this message from my tutor."

Onthe arcade | passwhere he would have sent the letter and catch the lift. When thelift opensthe
hal isfull of people and thereisa strong breeze. People are standing around chattering, their ams
crossed, the way people stand around an accident.

Thereisapolice tape blocking the hal right before Haibao's door and the breeze is coming through
the door. It ismore than abreeze, it isastrong wind. They have arrested him, I'm sure. Thewind islike
being up on the super structure when abuilding is going up.

"What happened?' | ask two women standing there.
"The person in that apartment,” she points, "he broke his window and jumped out.”

"Jumped out,”" | say, and then stupidly, "did he die?' We are over 150 meters above ground level
ganding in thisurban diff.

"Oh, yes" shesays.

"Heismy tutor,” | say. And then add, "I am an engineering student.”
"Why did hedo it?" she asks.

"I don't know," | say.

We stand there for aminute and then | duck under the police tape. | should not, | should get on the
lift and go back downgdtairs, but | have to see. Thewind is strong in the doorway, it is coming from the
great shattered starburst in the window. Police are picking through the pieces of glass or sanding talking.

A man looks up a me, "Hey, what are you doing here! Don't crossthe barrier!”
"He, h-hewasmy tutor,” | stutter, "l am an engineering sudent.”
"Thereisno tutoring today," the officer says.



On thefloor, covered with crystals of glittering glass, are apair of shoes, neetly folded white tights
and white shirt. Asif he had taken them off there, in front of hiswindow.

"How did he bresk thewindow?' | ask. The windows are supposed to be shatterproof.

"He used a softening agent on it, then heated it with ahairdryer until it was brittle," the officer says.
Then his expression softens. "Where are you from?”

"America” | say. "I'm American.”

"Wel, tongxue," 'sudent,’ "there is nothing you can do here. Y ou should go home.
"l can't go home," | say, "I have eghteen more monthsuntil | finish my classes.”

He looks at me oddly. "No, no, | meant your dormitory."

A woman comesinto the room, "He wiped his system,” she says, "He made sure that we couldn't use
thetrace, either.” Her feet crunch in broken glass.

| don't know what they are talking about. | back up. | duck under the police tape again, walk through
the crowd with my head down. | am afraid. There are peoplein thelift. | look at the numbers and then at
thefloor.

Inthe arcade, | sit down for amoment on a bench, because | don't want to go back to my dormitory,
and then | get up and make acall to New Y ork. It isfive-thirty in the morning in New Y ork, Peter is not
up.

"Rafad!" he says. "Hey! How are you doing!"

"My friend," | say, ™Y ou remember the one | wrote you about? My tutor.”

"What happened?' he says.

"Hekilled himsdf," | say.

"How?' he says.

Why do we aways have to know? What difference does it make? " He broke his window and
jumped.”

"Areyou going to come home?' Peter asks.

Wéll, yes. | hope so. | don't want to die here. Then | think, he means right now.

"No," | say, "I haveto finish schoal. | did well on my engineering examination.”

Wetalk, | cannot say why so | say | don't know and talk around it. | think, it's good to talk, better
than being aone, the money doesn't matter.

But al our words are empty.

HOMEWORK (Alexi)

Theingde of Martines houseis pretty, after two years of living hereit sill ssemsaluxury to liveinthis
place. A lot of the homes on the Ridge are pretty. | never pictured life on Marslike this—I grew upina
frontier town on the edge of the Corridor, my daddy was a scrap prospector, not afarmer but there
werealot of farmersand so | had an idea of what frontier farming was like. Some years they got crops,
some years the Peopl€'s V olunteers brought drinking water into town in trucks and when | wasin senior
middle school | used to go get water for my mother. We had two big 50 litre plastic containers that we
put in the back of an old three whed! bike. I'd get them filled and then have to stand on the pedalsto get
the bike to go anywhere. | wanted to join the PV, but after | finished school and married Geri there were
too many applicants. Then the Party said that the drive to reduce carbon dioxide use was working. That
the globa temperature wasfalling, and it would be possible to resettle the Corridor. So we went. A few



years of hardship, and then, see, weld be sitting on good, farmable land. When | 1eft Earth they were il
talking about global temperaturesfaling, maybe adegreein fifty years. Three degrees, and they'll get
back to temperature levelsin the 1900'sand it'll rain in Idaho, and across north central Africaand who
knows, maybeit'll rain carp in Beijing, and flowerswill bloom in the Antarctic but Geri till died and
Theresaspent haf of her childhood in resettlement camps.

The Ridgeis hard work, Martineand | are up by five. | don't know if I've ever worked so hard in my
life. But it's not like the Corridor, where it didn't make any difference whether you worked or not, it dl
died. Martineand | put in another tunnel and goatyard to increase the goat herd, and now there are
nineteen nannies and four of them are pregnant. And we added aroom for Theresa. | didn't redlly want
todoit, but | felt then asif it wasredly Martine's decision and if she wanted to take the risk, | was pretty
well dong for the ride. Were into negative credit, it'll take us a couple of yearsto pay the Commune
back and if those goddamn goats get sick welll spend the rest of our lives paying it back, but so far we're
making our contributions. Martine's honey businessis steady and | keep getting sidework doing
re-programming. Even if the nannies al dropped dead tomorrow we'd probably get by. Give up beer and
sl the srawberriesinstead of eating them, but get by.

Not that you ever redly know how thingswill turn out. On the Corridor, when things got bad, | got us
by for awhile by scrap prospecting, like my daddy. Farming was awaste of time, anything we planted
dried up if it ever madeit out of the ground, so | used to take my little scooter and find what was | eft of
some old road and go look for scrap. It never made much money, but at least it brought in something to
buy food. Until the little scooter just gave up and | had to walk back the last 25 kilometers. If | had been
farther away and had to walk | don't know how I'd have made it without water, but | was young enough
then, | just walked home. Scared to death about how we'd make it without prospecting, but certain wed
make it somehow. When you're young it's dways been dl right before, you trust it will bedl right this
time

But things are different here in the Commune. Aslong as there's the supply, the Commune hasto
make sure everybody has enough to eat, so wewon't sarve. And it looks asif Martinés expansonis
going to pay off in thelong run, aslong as nothing mgjor goes wrong. We compliment each other,
Martineand |. Shel's good with animals and I'm good with keeping things running smoothly.

We're good business partners, Martine and |. That's the one part of our lives we handle well.

Wednesday afternoon. | sit down and watch the tape of my class. | have atutorid at 5:00 and |
wanted to watch the tape last night, but | ended up working longer than | expected on re-programing the
tow-motor programs for the Commune.

I'm monitoring aclass at Nanjing University, asystemsclass. | guess Nanjing isavery good school .
I'd never have gotten near auniversity a home, and certainly never had a chance to do anything
connected with a Chinese university, but some universities have this specid, patriotic program to help the
frontier effort so | get to audit the class. They get money from the Party, and they get to pat themselves
on the back and think of themselves as forwarding the party ideds.

Thisisthe second rec I've watched and al that happened in the first classisthat the prof has
bel abored some obvious points about programming. Things are broken down into mgjor points for easy
memorization, the way the Chinese do everything. Four Modernizations. Three Revolutionary Idedls.
Eight Legs Proof. Thetext book isalittle theoretical. Thefirst class didn't have much to do with the
book. | don't see how taking this courseis going to help either me or the commune, but the Ridge is
footing the communicationsbill. Maybe | will learn enough to modify the Ridge controller system.

Thetrandation isgood. The prof isredlly speaking Chinese, of course. All | cansay in Chinesearea
few phrases| remember from senior middle school. Ni hao. Ni hao ma? Wo hen hao, xiexie. 'Hdlo,
how are you? I'm fine, thank you." And I'm sure my tones stink.



The second classtakes off a agdlop. | St with the book on my lap, stopping the rec, reading the
textbook until | have an ideawhat he'stalking about, then letting him talk again. He whips through the first
chapter in an hour, and starts on the second chapter and it actualy getskind of interesting, athough | il
can't see what good it's going to do me. Then he assigns problems which | scribble down.

| took an advanced chemistry course in senior middle schooal. It was a correspondence thing, about
five of ustook it. My teacher had decided to 'make a difference.’ We were going to pass entrance exams
and go to university at Sat Lake. Anyway, the course had us do experiments where wed have questions
like

A sample of iron oxide was heated and treated with a stream of hydrogen gas, converting
it completely to metdliciron. The origina sample weighed 3.50 g. and the resultant iron
meta weighed 2.45 g. What isthe empirical formulaof the origina compound?

It'slikethosejokesthat start " A man awoman and aduck crossMain &." and go on for five minutes
and at the end say, "and what was the name of the duck?'

Needlessto say, that isthefedling that | have looking at the questionsin front of me. A class3
bundled reinforcement circuit with a 107 base can learn to recognize handwriting. It isrun on three
samples of different handwriting displayed below. Using theword ‘cat,’ diagram two probable sensitivity

patterns.

Right. The whole beginning of the questions sets me up to think that I'm going to test for degree of
error. I'm hell on degree of error. When | waslearning to be apilot and systemstech in the Army, we
were aways testing for degree of error, that tellsyou if the system is going to work or not. When |
re-program, | run asimulation and test for degree of error. Who cares which bundles are becoming
sengdtized?

I go back and read part of the chapter again. Maybe it'sthe fact that the text istrandated from
Chinese, but somehow | have trouble following the legp from the explanation to the examples of how to
figure this stuff out.

Widll, that'swhat | have atutor for. I've got about an hour and ahalf until the appointment. Theresa
cdlsand asksif she can Say a the creche and play with Lindaand | tell her dinner isat Six. Martine
comesin from the goats.

"The CO2 levd'sup inthe new yard," she says.

Check the hardware. My area of expertise. "My tutorid'sat 5:00, I'll look at it after dinner. Theresa's
at the creche, with Linda. Shélll be home at six.”

So | kill time until dmost 5:00, then Sit down and wait.

The screen beegps, but remains blank. Theré's aseven and a half minute delay, approximately. That's
the amount of time it takesthe carrier to flash the sgnd from one planet to the other. Somewherein
Chinamy tutor has sat down in front of asimilar blank screen. So | introduce mysdif. "I'm Alexi
Dormov," | say to the blank screen, feding alittle foolish. | tell her or him what |'ve done and explain my
problem. Then | wait and kill time by paging through my book.

Seven minutesis along time when you don't have much digtraction. Then theimage coalescesand |
see a Chinese man making himself comfortable. He looks at abook in hislap and then at the screen.
Actudly, thisis seven and haf minutesin his past. Right now heisrecelving my Sgnd, watching merecite.

"My nameisZhang," he says, "I'minmy second year here at Nanjing, studying systems engineering.
I'm actually between my third and fourth year of study because | have atwo year certificate. I'm your
tutor. My C-Mail Number isNJDX 167, my persona suffix is 7994. Why don't you start by telling me
what you've done and asking me any questions you might have. I'm going to let the screen record what



you ask me so my answers will have, you know, maybe a better context. To fill time, I'll answer some of
the questions most people have." He talksfor about three minutes, | have el gpsed time displayed on the
screen, and then helooks at his book and notes.

He's speaking English—trand ation programs don't bother to lip synch. HisEnglishisvery good and |
wonder why someone studying systems a Nanjing University would havefirst sudied English. Why ishe
my tutor? Do dl students have to tutor someone? | fed asif | am staring. Will it look asif | am staring at
him when he seesit seven-and-a-haf minutes from now?

| say that his procedure sounds fine. After afew minutes more | hear my questions, dmost fifteen
minutes after | asked them. He'sooking at the screen and then his book. He haslong hair, isthat the
fashion in China? He nods, "Turn to page, ah, twenty-six," he says. So I'll have a chance to get about
four exchangesin an hour of tutorid. Well, maybe | can prep my classes ahead of time and be ableto
shoot him awhole stack of questions.

He explains sengtivity patterns, alot of which | dready know, then he makes up aproblem and
solvesit step-by-step. | ask him to download any supplementary materia he thinks would be helpful.

"Okay," hesays, "Next sesson, give mealist of the references you have available, | mean, thingslike
Qids, ah," he pauses amoment, trandating thetitle from Chineseto English | guess, " Reference Guide to
, ah, System Types.”

The sesson ends.

| shut the screen off, feding more than allittle unsatisfied with the whole arrangement. The Ridgeis
paying good credit for meto take an hour of carrier time. It's not like the class, that's a squirt, takes no
timeat dl to receive thewhole thing. | know thereésalot of spacein the signd, that other thingscomein
with it and get separated, but it doesn't seem worth what it costs.

Taking the class doesn't seem worth what it costs, even if the actual class doesn't cost anything. It'sdll
theory. It'snot practicd. | don't so how it's going to help me with the Ridge's main problem. All of our
system is over-extended, everything adapted to do more than it was designed to do, and we don't redlly
have much back-up. It'saraw materia problem, wejust don't have enough hardware.

Theresacomesin and drops her bookbag on the floor in the living room. Martine dishes up dinner
and asks me about my tutorid. | talk and watch her move around the kitchen. Sheisatall woman, taller
than | am by afinger'swidth, big-boned. Not pretty. She was an officer in the Army and that still shows
in the way she holds hersdlf. | review what | have done today, cleaned after the goats this morning and
run the waste separator and distiller and spent the afternoon figuring out abstractions of systems
engineering. Martine hasworked all day, | know. And | have so much to do. | should be out in back,
checking the garden, and she mentioned the CO2 levels are off.

She clearsthetable. "Thetwo of you can do your homework together," she saysto Theresaand |.
"Have you got homework?' Theresaasks.

"Alot," | say.

Theresagiggles

First thing Thursday morning, | check the CO2 levelsin the new yard. Eskimo, one of the old billies,
plants hisfeet wide and shakes his head at me in challenge but the nanniesal crowd around me. Theresa
sometimes brings handouts and they've all become beggars. She's dready fed them, that's her before
school chore. | break the litmus pack and stick theindicator on the wall, then | shovel goat manure for
waste separation. Martine wants the goat yards as clean as the house, which | supposeisagood idea,
but the goats aren't very cooperative.

The CO2 levelsare higher than usud. Not life threatening to man or goat by any means, but unusud. |
go back to the old goat yard and crack the second pack and stick the indicator on thewall. Lilith follows



me around. She's one of the pregnant nannies. She's aso my favorite, she's affectionate. | think Martine
holds this againgt her, she said once that Lilith was easy. Nobody could ever accuse Martine of being
easy. | pet Lilith, and shoo her out of my way and clean up.

The CO2 levelsin the old goat yard are high, too.

| put agticker in the garden, oddly enough, O2 levels are abnormaly high. Of course, the plantsare
oxygenators but the system takes advantage of that. When Martine said there were problemsin the new
yard | suspected aleak, even atiny lesk can through aregulator off. But in both goat yards and the
garden?

Theregulators are smple, like thermogtats, redly and it seems an unreasonable coincidence that dll
three would go out a once. Which suggests that there's a problem with our controller. | put asticker in
the kitchen.

"What'sthat for?' Martine asks.
"All three of theyards are off," | say.
"Isit the programming?' she asks.

"The programming was fine until now," | say, keeping my voice normd. | did the programming to
extend the systlem when we ingtdled the yard. | handle thetechnical things, it'smy haf. Martinetalksto
the goats.

Martinelooks at me, clear eyed, direct. "Wadll, isit the system?"' she asks.

"l don't know," | say. "I don't know what itis." If it'sthe system, welll have to apply to the commune
for anew one. More negative credit. If they have one. If they don't, we have to wait until some are
alocated, and we're pulling away from the shipping window. Two years without asystem. Thisholding
couldn't go two years without asystem, we'd have to closeit and then start al over again in two years.
Five minutesand | pull the sticker down and throw it in the paper box.

Martineiswaiting, arms crossed.
"Too much O2, like the garden. Maybe alesk isthrowing everything off."

She opens adrawer and getsout acandle. | shut off the ventilation in the new yard and go out and
spend the rest of the morning looking for leaks. Martineis good at finding leaks, she has an ingtinct, but
even anewcomer like me can tell after acouple of hoursthat I'm not going to find anything. No drafts at
any joints, the ssamsare dl straight, no bubblesin the sedler. | turn the ventilation back on and turn it off
inthe old yard. After that | check the garden, find the cat deeping on top of the ductwork, which telsus
where he goes when we can't find him, but no leaks.

Martine comes out to the garden. "Find anything?' she asks.

"No," | say, "thejointsall look fine. I'll check the programming and run some diagnostics.”
"Do you think it might be the programming or do you think it's the system?”

| shrug, | don't know.

"Alexi," shesays sharply, "well ded withit, whatever itis."

Martine and her iron will. Sometimes, aniron will isn't enough.

I go back into the house and jack into the system and set up teststo run. When | jack out Martineis
standing there. I'm sitting on the floor next to the panel so | haveto look up at her. She's got Marting's
intent look. If you don't know her you'd think she was frowning at you.

"Thetestshavetorun,” | explain. "It1l beawnhile.

"l just cameto tell you come eat some lunch." She puts her hand on my shoulder, and | cover it with
mine. Uncharacteristic of Martine, that touch. | don't know whether to take it as comfort or an indication
of the gravity of the Situation.



So we ezt lunch, and | go out and clean thefiltersin the garden. Martine comes out and opensthe
skylight. Light wind on the surface. Sand shushes softly, the sky isan unnatural cobalt and the sunlight is
thin but hard, even with the ultraviol et filtered out. We work through the early afternoon. Martine's bees
drone, working the garden with us. We're the only place with screen doors in the wholeridge, but | like
the bees. | like the screen doors, too. They're normal, like home on Earth.

At 3:30 the one between the house and the garden dams and Theresa comesin with Linda.

"Hi Little Heart," | say, and realize my mistake too late. She gives me awithering look. It isnot
appropriate to cal an eight-year-old by what she refersto as her 'baby-name' in front of her friends.

"Hello, Comrade Alexi," Lindasays politdy, "Hello Comrade Martine.”

"Dad, can we have lemonade?’

| glance a Martine, who nods. "Okay. Don't do anything with the system, I'm running tests.”

"Okay."

Linda started coming over about ayear ago and she and Theresa have become 'best friends. At first

| was afraid that the attraction was the fruit juice in the cooler, but | think that the truth isthat there just
aren't that many children. There are lessthan 1,500 peoplein Jerusdem Ridge.

At four | goinsde. | can herethe girlstalking in Theresal's bedroom—although | can't hear what
they're saying. | jack in. My diagnosticsindicate something is off. Maybeiit redly just needs
reprogramming. | don't careif | screwed up the programming, | can handle that.

Martine has a council meeting so | flash soup and biscuits for dinner. Lindals mother comesby at a
little before five, Lindaiswatching for the scooter and she and Theresa run down to the pulloff.

Itisdl sonorma, so family. What if the problem isn't something | can solve with re-programming?
What if our sysem is shot?

Martine puts on her council meeting outfit, a blouse and dacks. We eat dinner and Theresatellsus
about the report she has to write. She hasto do areport on one of the leaders of the Second American
Revolution. After dinner, she hasto be reminded to feed the goats, she doesit every evening, but she
aways hasto be reminded. Martine kegpstdling methat if | kegp reminding her shelll never learnto
think for hersdf. | keep reminding Martine that she's eight yearsold.

Martine takes our scooter, she hasto talk with Aron Fahey about something first, so she leaves early.
Theresaand | settle at the kitchen table to do our homework.

She doesn't know whether to do her report on Zhou Xiezhi or Christopher Brin. "Can | usethe
sysem now?'

"Go ahead," | say. Shecdlsup anindex and | help her pick out sources. Her reading scores are
excdllent, ahead of her age group. She's still behind in math but her teacher says not to worry, she's
catching up. She readsthe story of Zhou Xiezhi to me;

Zhou Xiezhi wasthe son of doctors. When he was a boy, he went to his grandmother's
farm. His grandmother had many animals, including abig, pink pig. Zhou Xiezhi liked the
pig. Each day, Zhou Xiezhi taked to the pink pig. Hefed the pig apples and caled the
pig 'Old Man.' The pig would make happy noises, grunt, grunt, grunt, and Zhou Xiezhi
would laugh and laugh. On New Y ears Day the family had abig dinner. They had
chicken and beef. They had fish becausein Chinese the word for ‘fish’ soundslike the
word that means 'more food.' There were dumplings and pork ribs. Zhou Xiezhi ran to
wish the pink pig aHappy New Y ear. But the pig was gone. Where was the pig? His
grandmother told him, "The pig was part of the New Y ear Dinner."

Zhou Xiezhi cried and cried. After that day he never ate mest again.



| remember the story of Zhou Xiezhi's soft heart, of course we studied in primary school. When | got
older | was disappointed to learn that the famous vegetarian from Chinawho came to Americato help
the Soviet Revolution cold-bloodedly ordered that every third captive be put to death until the capitalist
defenders of Gatlinburg surrendered.

Don't get mewrong, | redize that killing some sixty captives saved him from having to kill thousands
of capitdists and lose thousands of his own soldiers, taking Gatlinburg, | just wonder at the mind that
could calculate that way, balance human life against human life. No matter how anguished hisdiary
entries.

Theresawrites her report about Zhou Xiezhi, the military genius from Chinawho left hishome forever
to organize the People's Army of America, and died amartyr to the American revolution. | help her draw
atimeline. At 7:30 she watches haf-an-hour on the vid, then at 8:00 she gets her bath. In bed by 8:30,
she'sdlowed to read until 8:60 and then lights ouit.

I read through my textbook, looking for cluesthat will help me with the system. Martine gets home
and goesto bed and | continue to work, trying to solve problems. When | giveinitisafter 11:00. | deep
in the third bedroom, where | dept when we werefirst married, because | don't want to wake Martine
up. It'sgood that | do, in the morning the bedcl othes are twisted from tossing dl night.

"| got your question and your list of sources,” my tutor says. "If you didn't get the sources | sent you,
let meknow." He glances at me, or at least at the screen. He has afunny look. "Thank you for the
compliment on my English, but I'm from Brooklyn."

From Brooklyn? New Y ork?

He clears histhroat and begins answering my questions. Some he answers quickly. Sometake him
longer. | find the seven-and-a-haf minute delay frugtrating.

"Comrade Zhang," | say about forty-five minutesinto the hour, "This doesn't have anything directly to
do with the class, but the biggest problem | face as atech isthat we keep having to use our systemsto
do things they weren't constructed to do, and to expand them to maximum capacity. If you can think of
any information on how to increase the system's efficiency, | would be very grateful to seeit.”

Heislooking through histextbook for a problem to use an example. Hefindsone, says, "Turnto
page 67." He reads amoment, smiles briefly at the screen, aquick, kind of apologetic thing. "Okay," he
says, "for example." Hetendsto over explain, sncel can't tell him what | aready know.

Fifteen minuteslater | hear my voice asking my question. "Ah," he says, "'l can't think of anything off
hand, but let me seewhat | can come up with."

End of session. From Brooklyn. American, | assume, unless there's a Brooklyn Australiaor England
or something. But he sounds American.

He must be one smart son of abitch.

We get our oxygen out of Mars atmosphere and most of our energy is solar. New Arizona uses
fisson, but we don't redly need it, having lots of unused surface space. Before | start reprogramming |
decide to check the solar collectors and the CO2 tanks. Ultraviolet radiation bresks some of the CO2
down, but not enough. We use algae for the rest. Occasionally somebody cracks atank and the dgae
getsloose, New Arizona screams about corrupting the Martian environment. Thereisn't redly much
Martian environment to corrupt, some indigenous pseudo-algae and lichens at the poles. Our agae gets
irradiated out of existence anyway. But | try to get out and check the tank about every six months.
Sandstorms are tough on everything.

We have an airlock between the house and the garden, set in the roof of the tunndl. It'stiny, big



enough for aperson to crouch in. | have to go down to equipment in town and pick up an ARC, we
don't have one and don't redlly need one. The suitsdon't fold, and it'sapain to get it bundled up enough
totieit on the back of the scooter. The army would havefitsif they ever saw it, it doesn't exactly fit
safety specs. The couplings are ol d-fashioned gaskets and the whole suit isamess, but when | get home
| pressurize it and stand it out in the garden for an hour and if it has any lesks they're dow enough I'm not
goingto care.

The cat, Mintessg, is dternately fascinated and irritated. She hauntsthe garden whilel fiddiewithiit. |
polishit up, thelast time | borrowed one the heating system was very efficient and besides smdlling like
every other poor soul who'd ever swesated inside it, it nearly roasted me. | scoot aboot across the
pavement at her and she arches her back, goes sideways and hisses. Maybe Geoff Kern had it last, he's
got three dogs. Or maybe she just doesn't like highly reflective surfaces.

Theinsde hasthe ethene reek of cleaning solvent. | sland amoment in the garden, moddling my
underwear for the hogtile cat, and then clamber into the thing, sedling the front and then boots and helmet
and gloves. The pressure holdsin the suit, the back pack doesn't quite follow my back and the flat power
pack at the baseflaresinto afishtail that presses above my kidneysif | stland too straight.

| put the ladder under thelittle airlock, pull mysdlf intoit. | couldn't pull myself up so easlly in earth
gravity, but it's easy to lift mysdlf in and crouch, close the door. | hope Martine doesn't move the ladder
for some reason—she knows I'm doing this, she wouldn't move the ladder, just amoments paranoia

Thelittleairlock has apump that labors mightily to pull out some of the air mixture. It doesn't creste
much vacuum, but it's dways a shame to waste mixture. Then the outer atmosphere ventsin and | crank
the outer door open, straighten up and brace against the wind. My face mask polarizes. | can't remember
what season werein. | squint at the sky, amost black through my darkened facemask, and it seemsto
methe sun is north. Of course, we're pretty far down in the southern hemisphere, the sun better be north.
Theresthe crest of the ridge behind me, sunlight glinting off the curve of our skylights. Therest of the
settlement isinthelessside. Infront of metheland isfull of dark chunks of rock in rusted soil.

| dwaysthought of Mars as a desert and somehow expected it to ook like home. Other than being
dry, it doesn't. The soil color iswrong, for one thing, for another, the only eroson on Marsiswind
erosion. For another, there are more rocks. | guess most of our soil comes from water and the action of
plants and insects on rock. Pictures of some of the areas down at the pole show stuff that looks more like
the baked ground of home, but agreat ded of it ishuge, cracked areas, like baked mud. Except the
plates of cracked soil are meters across, and the cracks are bigger. Step into bigger. Martian landscapes
are exaggerated, smplified. Every school child has seen pictures of Olympus Mons; therésnot a
mountain on the whole of earth as pure or as huge as Olympus Mons. The crater is 90 klicks across.

Stll, I like coming out once in awhile. Thereésno red distance in the Ridge, no vista, no perspective.
Everything fedsinade. Most of thetime | don't think about it, but when | get outsdein the sunlight |
adwaysfind mysdf stretching. Unfortunately when | stretch in the ARC the power pack digsinto my
back, but it still feels good.

Wadking on Marsisdifficult. I'vetried to make akind of path to the tank but the stones are wobbly
and there's no flat place to put my feet. | pick my way across, amswaving for balance, and check the
filters

They'refull of sand, but they're built for that. | empty them but the next sandstorm will fill them. The
big, black O2 holding tank looksfine. | take the panel off. My fingers are cold. Just my luck, the last suit
| had overheated, this one doesn't heet at al. The panel covering the instrument readoutsiis, of course, on
the windward side. | turn my back into the wind, hoping the back pack will keep mealittle warmer. It's
only about ten centimetersthick at the dorsal ridge, not very protective, and even so the backs of my legs
begin to get cold. Everything looksfine, dl the quaintly old fashioned L.E.D.sregistering the way they
should. Theré'sno way to jack into the system out here, no external jack on the ARC anyway.



| pick my way back to the airlock and squat, pull the door closed over my head and crank it shut, feel
the goosebumps on my arms and thighs while the pump tries to force most of the CO2 ouit.

Theladder istill there, too. | swing down toit.

Martineis standing by the screen door with two trays of seedlings. She was supposed to be building a
bee box, either she finished or she'staking a break. She waitswhile | pop the hdmet. "How's the tank?”

"Fing" | say. "I emptied thefilters. The heater doesn't work on thisthing."
"| thought you were back inahurry.” She puts down the trays.

"Have you seen Min?' | ask.

"The cat? She's up on the ductwork, in asnit.”

"She doesn't like the suit, ether,” | say.

Bright words. | didn't expect to find anything wrong out there. Maybe it's not the system. Maybe I'll
find the problem re-programming.

"Areyou going to check the programming this afternoon?' Martine asks.

"Not thisafternoon,” | say, "I've been fiddling with thisthing for days, I've got to get caught up on
some other things." | don't look at Martine. Martine getsright down to thingsand if it takes al night, it
takesdl night. But I'm not Martine.

The bed istoo warm, | can't get comfortable. I'm aware I'm keeping Martine awake, | should go and
deep in the other room, but I'm not really awake or adeep, and if | get up shell ask what I'm doing. |
don't know if she prefers deeping with me or not. | think that we have a decent sex life, | mean she's
never said anything oneway or another. Not that she should haveto, of course. | mean that the act
seems satisfying enough to her, and athough she once made the comment that she had gotten
accustomed to deeping done, | fed she prefersto have someone in bed with her now. | havetried to
make her fed it was agood ideato marry me, that it benefited her as much asit did me. | am grateful, for
mysdlf and for Theresa,

Sometimes| fed asif | carry thismarriage on my back. Thereweretimes| felt trapped by my first
marriage, by Geri, and the obligation of achild in that Stuation, it'sanorma enough fedingin any
marriage and I'm certain that there are times Martine wonders why she ever took us on. But | haveto
believe that this marriage iswha Martine wants.

| jerk awake, the larm has gone off and for amoment | am thinking that it can't be morning and | can
see the chron blinking 2:18 in blue numbers, and then | redizeit's Martinesaarm sgnding that the air
mixtureis off somewhere. A leak. Sometimes shelll have three in amonth, sometimes well go three
months without one.

| hear her get out of bed, listen to her move around the room, out into the main room. | won't be able
to go back to deep until sheleaves, and | won't redly deep well until she's back, which tonight probably
means | won't get much deep because it usudly takes a couple of hours.

| hear her come back, the light ison in the main room and | am trying to avoid it, digging my facein
the crook of my arm. "Alexi?' she says.

"Hmm?' | say.
"Thedarmisfrom our yards."
"What?' | say.

"Theaarm." She speaks quietly, but doesn't whisper. "It's ours, the air mixtureis off in our goat
yards. It's pretty far off in the new yard, not as bad in the old.”

| get out of bed, grab my pants and check the system. Our system shows ahigh CO2 level inthe old



yard 0| jack into manudly raisethe O2 levelsbut | can't manipulate the system. I'm doing everything
I'm supposed to do and the relays fed frozen.

| jack out, run aclear, jack back in. | fee thetension that saysI'm controlling the regulator and
changeit, but ingtead of changing it freezes up on me again. | know we're screwed. That's not
programming, that'saglitch in the actud system.

Martineiswaiting. "The system'sfrozen,” | say. "It's not regulating the house or the yards" | shut it
down, throwing everything on the little back-up, manua system. Then | jack in and turn onthelightsin
the yards and the kitchen. "1 don't know how high the CO2 is out there, | don't know if the system was
registering correctly or not."

"Il test," Martine says.

"Put one up in the kitchen, too." | use the back-up system to start cycling CO2 out of the yards, but it
can take acouple of hours. | check the house temperature, we're running alittle cold.

The O2 levelsin the kitchen are alittle high. | wonder why the system would do better in the house
thanin theyards. | hear Martine calling me from the garden.

"Alexi, theréstoo much CO2, the goats are groggy.”

"It'sokay in here, how'sthe garden?"

"It'sdl right." Martine frowns. "I can't put the goatsin the garden.”

They'd have afidd day and we'd never see srawberries again. "Bring them in the kitchen,” | say.
Martine looks at measif | havelost my mind. "Nineteen goatsin our kitchen?”

"What else are you going to do with them? It'll be acouple of hours before the air qudity isdl right in
theyard.”

| use furniture to block off the kitchen from the Main Room.

"What are you doing?' Theresaasks. She's standing in the hall, wearing her white nightgown, her hair
deeptangled and her fist under her chin the way she used to do when she was younger.

"Thear mixtureisbad in the goat yards," | say. "Were going to put the goatsin the kitchen. Can you
go out and help, hold the doors open? Go get your dippers.”

Martine comesin, agoat under each arm. She drops them splay legged on the floor, and one of the
nannies, Carlotta, | think, foldsto her knees with aplop. The goats close their dit-pupiled eyes. | climb
over the furniture and follow her back to the new yard. Theair smellsstale, or isit just because | know?
The goats lie around, most not bothering to move when we come in. Strange sight, al the quiescent
goats, black and whites, whites, bearded. | pick up ananny and Einstein, who, groggy or not, manages
knock my in the chin tossing his head. Next trip back heis standing just in the door to the kitchen,
shaking his head to warn me back.

"Theresa?' | cdl. She cdlimbsover furniture. "Keep Eingtein, baby."

She pullsthe goat away from the door and sits down on the floor with him. Martineand | haul goats.
They're not heavy, just not made for carrying. They're better for Martine, | pick them up and like as not
they struggle.

Coming through the garden with my fourth armload of goat | hear hooves on the kitchen floor.
Carlottaison her feet. "Well, were not going to have brain-damaged goats,” Martine says, coming
towards me on her way for her next armload of goat.

"How could you tdll adifference?’ | ask.
Nineteen goatsfill Martineskitchen. They revive avfully fast and clamber al over each other.
"Do you think well be able to put them back in the yard to milk them?' Martine asks.



"Yeah," | say, "in acouple of hoursthey should be dl right. Y ou two go on back to bed, I'll watch
goats.”

"Comeon, Theresa," Martine says.

"Do | haveto go to school tomorrow?" Theresa asks.

"Why not?" | ask.

"Causeof dl this" she says, exasperated. "1 won't be rested.”

"Lifestough,” | say. "Go to bed now so you'll be rested.”

"Dad," shesays, "l need to help.”

"Nothing to do. Go on."

She says good night rather sullenly and climbs over the furniture. | St up on the counter.

"Dad!" | hear her call.

"What?"

"My light won't goon."

| hear Martine say, "Y ou don't need alight to deep.”

"Goto deep!” | cdl, reinforcement, | hope. The lights are on the system. Everything is on the system.
Which reminds methat | have to increase the O2 to the kitchen, nineteen goats are going to use alot of
arr. | climb—rather awkwardly actualy—over my furniture barricade and Martine comes back down the
hall. "1 want to increase O2 in the house," | say. "Go onto deep.”

" won't be able to go back to deep now," she says.

"Well, go liedown, then," | say. Behind us something clunks and thumps at the barricade and Eingtein
isintheliving room.

| start after the goat, who takes off down the hall, and Martineand | finadly corner himin the
bathroom.

"That furnitureisn't going to stop him," Martine says. Eingtein is a shaggy white goat, the kind that
look like someone threw a stringy carpet over them.

"Any ideas?' | ask.

Martine thinks amoment and then closes the bathroom door. "L et him stew,” she says, "there's
nothing he can hurt inthere.”

His hooves clatter on the bathroom tile. It'sdark in there. | hear amuted bleat. | don't think I've ever
heard Einstein sound nervous. Maybe hell have a nervous breakdown and never be right again. It's not
that | don't like Eingtein, exactly, it'sjust that hel's dways been apain. As Martine says, he's smart.

"Did you lock Eingtein in the bathroom?' Theresa callsfrom her bedroom.
"Yes" | answer, "do you need to go?'

"No," she says, tomy relief.

"Go to deep, Theresa™

I help Martine climb over the barricade, and shove the table more solidly againgt it. We wade through
goat and perch side by side on the counter.

"Do you want ashirt?' Martine asks.

"Not bad enough to go get one,”" | answer. "Y ou've seen me without a shirt before.™

Martine touches her hair saf-conscioudy, barely brushing it with her fingertips, then smoothsit firmly.
"It looksadl right,” | say.



Startled, she drops her hand in her 1ap. Martine takes persona compliments badly. "Cleo!" she snaps
a agoat pushing at the barricade. Cleo doesn't Sop and Martine sighes but doesn't go after her.

Oh, I'mtired. And things are amess. "We're amost out of indicator packs, aren't we?' | ask.

"l imagine" Martine says. "Inthe morning I'll pick some up, and tell Equipment that our systemis
down. Canyou fix it?'

"No," | say.

"I didn't think s0," Martine saysand sighesagain.

"What are we going to do?' | ask.

"Can you keep the air mixture good manually?'

| shrug. "After afashion. | guessif | had to | could make some sort of automatic regulator. | don't
know if | could do the house, the garden and both goat yards.”

"Then well close off the new yard and sell some of the goats," Martine says. "Well seeif we can run
oneyard on manual, at least until we get anew system.”

"It might have to wait until the next window," | say. The next window isover ayear awvay.

"We could get one on the free market in New Arizona," she says.

"Wedon't have the credit,” | say.

"We can borrow."

| don't say anything.

After amoment shetakes my hand. "Alexi," she says, "thisisn't the end of everything, we're not going

to lose the place. We may have to give up beer and lemonade and sl strawberries and green beansfor
awhile"

"It'salot of money," | say.

Irritated, she says, "Y ou are the most paranoid man imaginable. Y ou think thisis debt, you wouldn't
believewhat | did to get this place started.”

"Things don't dwaysgo right,” | point out.

"And they don't dways go wrong, either. And stop talking so quietly. Y ou know, whenever you're
upset about something it'sasif you had to iron all the expression out of your voice."

"That's better than screaming and raving, isn't it?' | say. | do sound curioudy flat, evento my ears. |
don't fed flat.

"All right, Alexi," she agrees. Disagppointment in her voice, in her body language. Were dill holding
hands, but I'm sure she doesn't redizeit.

"| didn't ask you to marry me," | say, defending myself.

"Son of abitch," she says, not particularly at me, it has the sound of agenerd expletive. I'm taken
aback, Martine doesn't swear much.

"| should have known. Okay. Y ou want adivorce, well divorce.”

Thereit s, proof of how badly I'vefailed her, failed thiswhole thing. "I don't want adivorce," | say,
"but I'm willing to do whatever you want." | never saw myself Stting on the counter in the kitchen, our
feet disappearing into a sea of goats, holding Martine's hand while we discussed divorce. Cleo shoves at
the barricade. "Damniit,” | legp off the counter and haul the nanny away, shove Theresa-the-goat down.
When | turn around, Martine is watching me, and she looks so sad, so, what isthe word | am looking
for? So devastated. Martine has great huge dark eyes, funny how | never thought of how big her eyesare
until thismoment, in her paelong face.



"Alexi," she says, forlornly, and to my great consternation she startsto cry.

Y ou have to understand, Martine doesn't cry. At least not in my experience. Martineisiron. She's
Army. Discipline. For amoment | don't have any ideawhat to do. So | wade back through goats and
climb up onto the counter and put my arms around her.

"It'sdl right," | say, and other, soothing things, things you say when someoneis crying.

"l know I'm old," she says, sniffling. "1 know it wasn't fair, using the holding asabribe. | thought,
though, it would work out.” Marting's strong, rather prominent nose gets red, and she looks older when
shecries. Certainly not prettier.

"Yourenot old,” | say.

"I'm forty-four," she says, "I'm ten years older than you—"

"Eight," | correct.

"Men like younger women."

"l never felt worthy of you," | say, deeply, from the bottom of my heart.

That makes her cry harder. "I don't want you to fed worthy," she says, "I want you to likeme!™ She
pulls away and gets down among the sea of goats and shoves Lilith out of the way so she can open a
drawer and pull out adish towdl.

"l dolikeyou," | say, perplexed. "l likeyou, | evenloveyou."

"But you're awaysworrying about pulling your own weight,” she says. ™Y ou're aways going to fed
like thiswas my farm firgt, so you owe me. Everything is debt, debt, debt. Y ou owe Theresa because her
mother died. Y ou owe me because of the holding. Y ou owe the commune because of the new yard so
you take this class and try to figure out how to make it useful. Nobody givesadamn if you ever usethis
classor nat, it's politics Alexi. It looks good on the report to New Arizonal ™

| don't know what to say. After aminute |l say, "Y ou make it sound asif it'sacrimeto be grateful.”

"It'snot being grateful,” she says. "Theflip Sde of grateful isresentment. Y ou're not my dave, | don't
want you to be my dave."

"Holdit," | say. Goats bleat. We are getting loud and Theresais going to hear this. | grab her arm,
"Comeon," and haul her out into the garden. "Y ou've exaggerated thisal out of proportion. I'm not your
dave, | don't fed like your dave, maybe| do worry about keeping up my end. But | never know what
you think! Y ou never tel meif you like the way things are or you don't like the way things are. | don't
know how you feel about me. | don't know if you like being my wife. Hell, I don't even know if you like
sex with me!™

"You don't haveto talk soloud,” Martine says.
"A minute ago you were complaining | didn't talk loud enough!™

Martine startsto laugh. It runsthrough my mind that she's hysterica, after dl it's between 2:30 and
3:00in themorning.

"What'swrong?' | say.

"It'sfunny,” she says, laughing.

"What?'

"Herewe are with akitchen full of goats, having our first married argument.”

"Isthisour firgt argument?’ | ask, trying to remember previous arguments.

"QOur first red one" shesays.

"We argue about Theresa, you're dways telling me not to remind her to feed the goats.”



"That's not an argument. | say it, you say she's eight-years-old and then we don't say anymore." She
grinsa me, red nosed from crying.

"If thisisour firgt argument,” | say thoughtfully—
"And we've even brought up,” she drops her voice, "the 'D' word, so it qualifies.”

"—then we must redlly be married. Like people who don't get married so one of them doesn't haveto
go to the South Pole.”

"Which would normaly mean that right now we should make up,” she says,
llam_ll
"Yes?' | say.
"We have akitchen full of goats, Mr. Dormov. But | dolike," her voice quaversabit, "sex with you."

"And | like sex with you. And | don't think you'reold,” | say. "Ms. Jansch,” | put my arms around her
and give her ahug, "how about if we go back into the kitchen and St on the counter and smooch.”

"Aslong asthe goats don't start chewing on the furniture,” she says.

DAOIST ENGINEERING (Zhang)

Thetrain rests heavily ontrack 3, long gleaming and white. White isthe color of desth in the east and
dawnisthetime of burid. My breeth iswhite. The platform islined with people waiting to get on the
train. | have a soft seat ticket and stand near the end of the platform in a cluster of people waiting for soft
Seat and deeper berths. By sheer foolish luck | am privileged, Engineer Zhang on hisway to thesite. | am
not yet really an engineer, | have to co-op firgt, but the co-op company has paid for this.

My fellow passengers are business travelers—men dressed as | am in black suits with red shirts, the
uniform of the bailing jieceng de, the white collar class (so why, if they are called ‘white collar' do they
wear red?)—and gingderen, 'green men’, except that of course the army wears silver-gray trimmed in
red. The business men hunch their shoulders abit and read their flimsies, straddling their briefcases. The
officers, there are three, stand in asmall group, shoulders thrown back, obliviousto the weight of the
early hour, talking quietly to one another.

| find afax and pick up the day's news and carry it back so asto blend in. World newsfirg, in
Americathereisadrought in the corridor, families dong the fringes are being evacuated. In related news,
theworld CO2 level hasfalen for the third Straight year and science predictsthat if the trend continues
that in fifty yearswell see more rain across northern Africa, Austrdia, the middle of Chinaand western
America In Parisastructurd failure caused awall to collapse in an apartment complex and 32 people
aremissing, believed killed.

| turn the pages until | find an article on acommunein Hubel which is celebrating it's 150th year of
existence. Imagine that, 150 years. Haibao couldn't even make it to 35.

The doors sigh open. Further down the platform the people press forward trying to push on before all
of the hard seets are taken. Above us huge smiling conductors hang in the air saying gently but firmly, ‘Do
Not Push To Get On The Train." At soft seat, wewait in line, our seat numbers aready guaranteed.

Theair inthetrain smells new and unused. The seats are pale gray, the soft music is about the same
color. The officersfit the decor. | find my seat which is next to awindow, shove my bag in the overhead
and hope they start soon. Trains serve coffee aswel asteaand I'm looking forward to acup. Findly |
fed the sudden suspense as the mag-lev comes on, and then we begin to dide smoothly out of the station.
Pd e faces upturned watch us go. A dispenser hung off the ceiling comes down theaide and | get my cup
of coffee, ped off the top and wait for it to heat. | bow my head, wreathed in the aroma and somewhere
deep in my head some primitive portion of my brainismomentarily lulled into believing | am home. For a
breath | feel ease. Home.



Wuxi. The name means 'tinless and refersto tin mines exhausted over 1000 years ago. We crossthe
Grand Cand before we get to the train station. | am the only person in my car who gets off; the next stop
is Suzhou and after that, Shanghai, thefinancia heart of China. The door sighs open and | swing my bag
in front of me and step down. Theair isfull of mist and drizzle, thick with moisture even under the cover
that protects the platform.

"Engineer Zhang?'
| turn, looking, and find adark, neet little man. "Not yet," | answer amiling, "only Student Zhang."

Helaughs politely. "I am Engineer Xi. | will seeto it that you are caled Engineer Zhang by thetime
you leave here"

We make the requisite small talk on the platform, did | have agood journey? Did | et yet? Chinese
do not often talk about the weather. Behind us the mag-lev shiftsfrom inert to dive, athough not
watching closely | don't see the train rise bare centimeters above the track. It beginsto dip soundlessly
forward and | follow Engineer Xi back to and through the gtation.

Studentsin auniversity live trangent and comparatively marginal existences. That istrue the world
over. A university is concerned with preparation for the future and there is an underlying philosophy that
overcrowded living conditions and alack of the comforts of the middle classis not only excused but
somehow educational. In Brooklyn, students who lived at school were six to aroom. At thirty-one | am
not particularly interested in amargind existence, fedling that perhaps | have paid my dues. But student
lifein Nanjing has not seemed very margind, at the very least the amount of hot water is astonishing. |
shower every day without regard for cost. The rooms are clean and pretty in their way. Comfortable. For
aforeigner lifein aChinese university isapleasure, full of unexpected amenities—for example, when |
discovered therm containers. Theideathat | pull the therm of coffee out of the cupboard, openit, andin
aminuteit's hot just amazes me. Sure | know al about the way the lining reacts with light to excite the
water molecules. I'm just astounded that they would go to al that trouble.

Itisonly now, in Wuxi, thet | discover that the definition of margina is comparative. Whichisto say
that 'margind’ meansonething in New Y ork, and an entirely different thing in the middle kingdom. The
first lesson isthe car waiting for us.

"Enginesr Zhang," Engineer Xi says, "thisis Driver Shi."

Driver Shi nods at me and smiles. The car isa Renminde-Hou, a'Peoples Tiger'. I've heard of
Renmin cars. Engineer Xi opensthe back door and | get in. The door closes and my earsfed the way
they did on theflight over here, asif we have been completely isolated. It smells different than | expected,
faintly sweet, lemony. Theinterior isuniform-gray. I've been in acar before, threetimes, in fact. My
mother hired a car to take meto the hospitd when | broke my arm; my father hired a car to take usfrom
the port to hisfather's place in California (that car was red and had a dogan across the front panel where
theinstruments are. My father told me what it said, "Revolution is not adinner party.”) | in acar when
Janvier got married just out of middle school, | was amember of the wedding. That car was also red.
The cab that took usto the hospital was yellow, of course.

Thefeding of movement in acar isstronger than it ison atrain, acceleration pushes me firmly back in
my seat, and when the car goes around cornersthe pull right or left isvery sharp. Thefirst timeweturn |
grab the door, and am embarrassed that Engineer Xi doesn't, but he pretends not to notice.

The next surpriseisthe office complex of Wuxi Engineering Technologies. Red lacquer roof tiles
swoop in graceful waves down the hill. The buildings themselves are black matte. Engineer Xi describes
how the building fusestraditiona Chinese architectural details—the many connected buildings and the
roofs with the upturned eaves—with more modern architectural technology. The black matte walls
actudly absorb enough light and sound radiation to provide the energy needed to run the complex. Driver
Shi glances back, "Do you know why the eaves go up?' he asks. "Demon dides. Demons can only travel



in straight lines, so when ademon came down from the sky it would hit the roof and be shunted along to
the eave and whip off the end back into the sky."

"Sowe arewel| protected at Wuxi Engineering,” Engineer Xi deadpans and we dl laugh.

Insde everything isred and black. Black oriental rugsthat ook like silk with huge red medallionsin
the centers, red lacquer walls. The young man at reception isdressed in red and black, of course, but
here the effect is even more consarvetive, asif the young manisactualy a part of the decor.

Thewonders multiply, maddening and exhausting. Here no onejacksin, instead, Engineer Xi
explains, the syssem will be attuned to me and | will be, in asense, permanently jacked in. | can cal on
information anytime | want. Included, he says, isa syntax and vocabulary in Mandarin, should | ever
need it. Although, he adds politely, | speak very well.

| am shown my cubicle and desk, beautiful shining black lacquer with red lacquer fixtures. | am taken
to the systems department where | am attuned to the system. All | doisjack in and atechnician ingtructs
the system to attune and it does. | jack out and query the time. 10:52. The information pops up. Always
before | could only accessinformation when | wasjacked in, it gave me asensethat | knew what |
thought and what the system told me, but now, how do | know what is system and what is Zhang?

We est in the cadres dining room. There is a cafeteriafor workers, although | am assured that the
food comes from the same kitchen. There are cold plates on our table which no one edts; diced, spiced
tofu, pickles, kimchee and peanuts. We are offered beer, | decline after Engineer Xi does. The
chopsticks are cloisonne, the plates china. We have cloth napkins. Lunch iswhite fish cooked with ginger
and scallions and tender vegetables.

| havethe feding that they will discover who | am, that I'm just some huagiao student masquerading
inmy suit. Everyone else has short hair. | promise mysdlf that | will keep my ponytail.

I'm jacked into the system. Isit monitoring me? Surely I'm not focusing, it can't follow the random
pattern of normal thought. A system would be overwhemed trying to process unfocused thought,
wouldn't it?

| don't even know if it'sastupid question. | am without perspective. | have dways been told that we
manipulate the system, but what's to keep the system from manipulating us? Symbionts. Soon, perhapsit
will beimpossibleto tell where human ends and machines begin.

Engineer Xi hasto work, so someone else shows me to my desk, introduces me to the Engineer with
whom | will apprentice, atall woman named Woo Eubong, a Korean. We are about the same age.
"Good," shesays, "I'mtired of dealing with adolescents.”

"Y ou train them that young?' | ask.
"Twenty-one. Not redly adolescents, but not adults yet, either.”

| don't know how to take her, | suspect | will miss her humor, irony doesn't trandate. Shelll think I'm
dreedfully serious. Maybe the systlem will flag irony for me?

I livein an gpartment S0 beautiful | am certain | will never livein anything likeit again. It isthree rooms
with atiny courtyard of raked stones and twisted rocks in back. Therooms are alittle bigger than the
front room of my gpartment in Brooklyn, but what is so amazing isthe finish. The bed isan acove hung
with white gauze curtains, the alcove and onewall (hiding a closet) is completely faced in wood with
lacework carving &t the corners. The black and red carpets are in every room except the kitchen, which
isred and whitetile. The couch hastwo little footstools of wood, purely decorative. The wdls are hung
with calligraphy. Over ablack lacquer desk (very like the one a work) hangs ascroll with the characters
spelling out "Inaction” followed by averse from the Dao De Ching.

"I'm sorry it's so corporate,” Woo Eubong said before leaving the night before. "it'sabit impersona,
but you're only here for fifteen weeks. And it's better than the guesthouse.”



I'm not sure | ever want to leave.

I go to work in the morning through the clean, twisting maze of the Wuxi complex, waking through
passages with carved wooden handrails and climbing immacul ate stone steps. People sympathize with me
for having to spend so much time here. Woo Eubong tellsme | have to cometo her placefor dinner
some Saturday, just to get away from work. Hard to explain that | like it herejust fine.

In the morning, from eight to noon, | do donkey work. | check figures, run things through the system,
review jobs. Engineers hate that sort of paperwork. Mogtly it'sroutine, dthough once in awhile there's
something unusua, anovel solution to aproblem. It'sagood way to learn alot about engineering.
Building plansin front of me on flimsies, the system presents the entire building to me, supplements my
own capacity and alows meto hold the entire building in my head and go over it. Although thework is
routine, it takes me amorning to do fivejobs, | haveto call on the system to explain techniquesto me.
Woo Eubong tells me not to worry, in twelve weeks I'll find mysdlf reviewing thirty or forty jobsina
morning, finish two or three complete buildings aday.

"It'sthe only way to redlly learn,” she says. "Y ou just have to get the experience of knowing so many
jobs. Now you can run through the construction jobs as fast as anyone, it'sthe systems, the electrical, the
utilities, the aestheticsthat dow you down.”

Particularly the systems and the aesthetics.
In the afternoon, | am Woo's student.

Woo isan organic engineer. That doesn't mean she works with growing things, it meansthat she plans
work o that it makes organic sense. It seemsto methat she doesn't plan at al. Daoist engineering. |
refer to it that way once, and she says, "Right,” without blinking. Irony doesn't trandate.

Each daoist engineer learns from working one on one with ateacher, as| will learn from Woo
Eubong. There are only ahandful of daoist engineersin North America. It's not aspecidty that isin much
demand at home, mostly because we do not make the kinds of buildingsthat call for the subtlety of daoist
engineering. They are very subtle buildings. Complex as bodies, with systemsfor nervous systems, and
circulation and musculature. For homework she gives methetask of studying the Wuxi Engineering
Technologies complex.

So at night | St with flimgesin front of me, studying energy distribution and environmenta monitoring.
Normally because of airflow, room size, room adjacency, exposure and window size, different rooms
have different temperatures. The system for Wuxi complex monitors temperature and humidity. But for an
organic system, temperatureisrelative. My hands and feet are cooler than my head and chest. If | am
gtting, | will find the room colder than if | am up and moving around. And different people respond to
temperature in different ways, some are perpetually cold, some people aren't. We are sengitiveto light, as
wdll; awdl lit place fed s subjectively warmer than adark place, and radiant heat from awindow may
heat one small area differently than another. Many buildings adjust room temperatures. The Wuxi
Complex system aso monitorsthe people jacked into it. Peopletdll the system they are cold or warm
and it adjusts. People, in fact, become nerve endings for the system. And the rooms are ingeniously
structured so asto transfer heat from windows to darker areas, to increase the amount of outside light
that comesin. It is part of the reason that the place is such amaze. Again and again | sudy aroom and
think, 'isn't that clever.’

The number of ingeniouslittle detailsin thiscomplex stagger the imagination. It isnot only thet the
particular details are so good, but that they dovetail. The way aroom is shaped to create heat transfer
aso dlowsfor efficient use of space, creates offices that have some privacy without requiring that they be
walled off, alows enough ambient noise for human comfort and privacy but not so much that noise
becomes anirritant. | request the system ater adetail, see what would happen if awindow were put in
somewhere ese, only to find that the result, while bringing in more light, reduces the effectiveness of
energy absorption, or affects ventilation. It'sasif this building were the result of biological evolution.



During the afternoon | draw paper houses. | Sit, attuned, and imagine very smple buildings.

"Dont plan the building, let the system do that,” WWoo Eubong says. "Y ou just let go, let your mind
drift and do what it wants."

At first | don't even produce buildings, for two days| produce scribbles. Then oneday | produce a
very shaky looking pyramid sort of thing. | believeit isan accident, but Woo nods. "A pyramidisavery
efficient shape, using the minimum number of surfaces. The only thing with fewer Sdesisacircle”

"Engineer Wo0," | say, "l can detall abuilding ahundred times better than this."
"Certainly. But could you detail the complex?”
"I'm not an architectural and engineering team,” | say.

"Wuxi Engineering Complex wasn't detailed by ateam, it was detailed by one woman, using, of
course, feedback from the departments that would be using the building.”

| gape.
"Exactly," she says, smiling. "A team would not have congtructed the building as aunit, but asa series
of connected—but compromised and adjusted ideas.”

"It can't be done. It had to have taken years.”

"It did take over two years, but it can be done. | can't do it, there aren't many people who have the
ability to do work on that grand ascae.”

"But dl thoselittle details,” | say.

She stopsfor amoment. As| said, sheisatal woman with a square face. She stands out among the
company people, not for her height, but because sheis different. Many of the engineers havethisair
about them. They are more casuad—today sheisin black coverals—and they tend to work different
hours. Sometimes they comein late, sometimes do alot of work a home. When | came | thought there
were two classes; cadres and workers. But the cadres sometime refer to organic engineers astaent.

"An example" shesays. "Stand up.”
| stland up, alittle nervous.
"Walk to Hai-hong's desk.”

| walk over to Hai-hong's desk, Hai-hong glances up at me expectantly, her look saying, ‘what do
you need?

"Woo Eubong ismaking an example" | say.
Hai-hong nods and |ooks back down at her work. | walk back to Woo Eubong. "Y es?' | ask.

"When you passed your desk, you changed direction. How many degrees? How many steps did you
take? How many metersto Hai-hong's desk?"

| shrug. "I don't know."

"You didn't calculate?' she asks. "Y ou didn't analyze the situation and determine the best possible
method to get to Hai-hong's desk?"

"No," | say, smiling alittle, "l just walked over."

"But you had to figure the best way to walk. In fact, standing in front of me, your muscles are
constantly adjusting to keep you upright, correct? Musclesin your legs and feet adjusting congtantly to
make sure you don't balance too far one way or another?”'

"Well, yes" | say, "if you want to think of it that way."

"But you don't think to stand, or walk, or dance. Gymnasts don't calculate trgjectories.” Sheis
amiling, too.



"l understand,” | say.

"Good, | want you to make buildings the same way that you walk to Hai-hong's desk, thinking about
the product, not the process.”

"Y ou are going to try to make meamenta gymnast,” | say.

She shakes her head. "No, Li Jan-fen, who built this complex, shewasagymnast. You, | an
teaching towalk."

| work using atutorid. It's afeedback system, when | start to think andytically the system cuts out. |
st down and try to imagine aspace. | try to determine the qudities | want in the space. | try toimaginea
sense of thisspace. | imaginewhitewalls, redize that | have no idea of the roof and conscioudy start to
sort through possible roofs to go with the concept | have—

System cuts out. Flimsie printsand | have atangle of schematics. If | look | can sort of identify four
wadls. Thetimer indicatesthat | wasin the correct mode for 22 seconds. About average.

Woo Eubong glances over my shoulder. "Y ou are a stubborn man,” she says.
| shrug, not knowing what she refersto.

"Y ou aren't using the system, you're staying in your own head. Y ou have the manipulative skills but
not the storage capacity.”
| till don't know exactly what she'staking abouit.

Shedghs, "Words don't redly explain what you should be doing, you just haveto do it, then you'll
know. Dao kedao, feichang dao." Thefird lineof the Dao De Ching, roughly trand ated meansthat
‘Theway that can be spoken is not theway.'

She doesn't look like the kind of person who would spout philosophica Daoism. She has a short ruff
of hair and looks like an athlete. A swvimmer maybe, long straight lines,

"Maybe | can't learn to be an organic engineer,” | say.

"Maybe," she says, surprising me, | expected (hoped) that she would say, 'no, no, no, you'll learn,
don't worry.'

"Doyou havealot of falures?'
"I've only trained two others, one of them learned it, one didn't.”
"Both of them were young?'

Shenods, "And correspondingly more flexible than us elders. | redly wonder if we shouldn't teach
thisto ten year olds." She smilesand | redize sheisjoking. "Truly, you cannot teach it to ten year olds,
becausein order to do it, you have to have experience with buildings, have to have buildingsin your

"When you do this, aren't you redlly an architect?"
"Yes," shesays.
"l imagine architects do not redlly carefor theidea."

She shakes her head. "No, there are aso organic architects. They come at the problemsfrom a
different direction, but basically they do the samething. But | tend to sacrifice aesthetics for engineering,
architectstend to sacrifice engineering for aesthetics.”

"Can | see some of thework of architects?' | ask.

"Of course," she says. Shelooksinto the middle distance, her eyes drifting left as people's eyes tend
to do when they are querying the system. "1 had them print-out in your gpartment,” she says.

"So | don't get any time off."



"Ah," shelaughs, "you areclever.”

Clever in Mandarin means amost the same thing as dy. | grin and try to look wicked. Then | make
more scribbles.

| do not confessto her how frugtrating thiswhole processis. | am here by afluke. The University
charts our actua performance againgt our expected performance. Once | had atutor, and that helped my
grades. Then my tutor died and oddly enough, that helped my grades. | worked very hard. Everything
€l se seemed sour but in the second semester | had a systemns course and found something fascinating. |
learned to tie systemsinto al my other courses. My projects were systems related. And | was tapped for
aco-op job a Wuxi Engineering Technologies, where | would be working with systems, because
Engineer Xi, who reviews applicants for co-op poditions, read one of my projects.

It wasn't until the list was posted and peopl e started to congratulate me that | even understood | had
been awarded something, but for maybe thefirst timein my life, | have been succeeded a something.
And now, | am failing. And wasting an opportunity for someone who could have learned this.

Itiswordt a night, Sitting in that beautiful gpartment, making scribbles, going over flimses. | get cold,
athough when | accessthe system it tells me that the temperature in my roomisin fact higher than
normal. | wear aridiculous swester, one with leather ties, from New Y ork. All | want to do isdeep, but |
go back over the Wuxi Complex. How did Li Jan-fen learn to do what she does? On my black desk sits
asmooth stone carved into awalrus. It was a Christmas gift from Maggie Smallwood the year | spent on
Baffin Idand. | thought that what | learned in Baffin Idand tempered me. Haibao thought we were
damaged. | thought we were smply different. Maybe he was right. Then again maybe | am just too old.

| imagine aspace, a clean clear white space like light through ice (clarity and sadness and the
round-eyed faces of the sealsin Lancaster sound, but thisis unfocused, asisthe memory of Haibao's
white clothes nesatly folded by the broken window.) | try to hold that, but everything seemsformless. All
right, everything isformless, | let it drift, thinking, the building will form. A room unfolds, but it's hard to
hold it, hard to concentrate without concentrating. The system has the capacity to hold it for me, just asit
holdsabuilding | am studying, but usudly | am conscious of the system when | work withit. | am not
even aware | have reached into the system'’s capacity, tapped the system's space.

For an ingtant | have vertigo, and then acomplete lack of perspective. A multiplicity of options,
substancesto usefor wals, shapesin my mind flowing and shifting likeice. Everything becomes mutable,
nothing stable, there are no boundaries. 1 did not know the perimeters of my own mind because | never
had any sense that there was any more than my mind but there is asense of my thoughts fleeing out and
out and expanding and | fed asif | am diffusng—

47 seconds. My heart is pounding. The scribble is complex, beautiful, abstract and inhuman. It has
nothing to do with building, it has nothing to do with me. | am having a panic attack, my heart isracing,
racing. | want to get up, get away, but | don't want to go out. | get up, go into the bedroom, lean on the
chairback and take deep breaths, hoping | will calm down.

Deep breath. Hold asecond, let it out. Deep breath, hold a second, let it out. | want to talk to
someone. | don't want to be done. My heart won't dow down.

Anxiety attack. What do | know about an anxiety attack? That it is unfocused fear. | sure as hell don't
know what I'm afraid of, dthough | know what started this.

| cal Peter, my hands are shaking as | make coffee and wait for the system to put me through. What
timeisit? Thesysemtdismeitis22:41.

Peter isat work, it'smorning in New Y ork. | can't go home for another six months. | close my eyes
and try arelaxation exercise (my thoughts skittering like dry leaves.) Fird, visudize acam quiet place.
But the place | imagineisthe night landscape of Borden Station. The long inhumanly white sweep to
Lancaster Sound, ablack line of open water, and then the deep sky paling dightly at the horizon.



Goto bed. | leave my cup of coffee and crawl into bed behind the white gauzy curtains. It isabed
big enough for two. | leave the lights on, instruct the system to turn them off when | go to deep and turn
themon againif | wake up. | liethere awhile, listening to my heart pound, which makes me nervous,
which meansthat my heartrate doesn't dow (charming little feedback loop) until findly | guess| wear
mysdlf out, and eventudly, thefear subsides. | close my eyes and painstakingly imagine Peter'sliving
room, his couch. | remember where everything isin relationship to me deegping on hiscouch. | am
deeping on his couch. | am thinking about Peter and Engineer Xi. It ismorning, and timeto put on my red
and black and go to work.

| fedd normal, abit tired but in the morning the room is only wearing in it'sinsgstence that | am not
back home. | take my latest scribble to Woo Eubong.

She spreadsit out on her desk. "It'sinteresting,” she says. "What isit?"

"It's47 secondsin the system,” | say.

"Well, that's something. It'salittlelike caligraphy,” she says.

"Tutorid art," | sugges.

"A littleflat,” she says. "Too western. Maybe that's the problem, awestern mindset.”
| do not know if sheisjoking or not. "Right,” | say.

| review jobs, but | am dow because | keegp losing concentration. | keep thinking about Chinese
cdligraphy. Calligraphy emphasizesline, the variation of width and blacknessin the stroke, flow. Therée's
alot of talk about the rhythm of the character. For example, when | write the English word ‘talk’ | don't
crossthe't' until | finishthe'k'. A character is supposed to be akind of circular movement. | tend, when |
finishthe 'k’ intalk to drag my pen so theré'safaint line from the 'k’ to the crossbar of the't'. In
cdligraphy thefaint lineis supposed to beimplied. It can actualy be there, abrush of ink, but whether it
isor isn't, there must be asense of the artist's brush moving in that connected, circular pattern.

| keep thinking about dl of thiswhen | am supposed to be checking jobs. Thinking about how
caligraphy might be connected with imagining buildings.

Frankly, | don't see any connection at all.

On my fourth Saturday in Wuxi, | go to dinner at Woo Eubong'sflat. It's a pretty place, less perfect
than the gpartment I'm staying in, but more like a home. Woo Eubong has two daughters—officia policy
isone child, but it's not redly so difficult to get permission for asecond.

| have spent afew hoursin Wuxi, shopping, and finally paid asmal fortune for aWuxi tegpot. Made
of brown clay, the spout and handle are very redlistic looking branches. Mine was made in the second
haf of the twentieth century, the redly vauable ones were made before the Liberation, in feudal China
But it'still an antique. 1t'stiny and comeswith four cupsthat ook asif they actudly only hold about a
quarter of acup each. The shopkeeper explainsthat the tegpots used to be stuffed with leaves and the
tea brewed was very strong. The four little cups sat in atray and werefilled by being splashed first with
teaand then with hot water. The tea, he says, never had a chance to get cold. He wraps them, folding the
paper so that he doesn't have to use any adhesive.

It'stiny, if shedoesn't likeit, a least | made the gesture. And she can put it in adrawer, I'll never
know.

| take the bus to the complex where she lives, way out on the edge of town. The buildings are three
and four gtoriestal, and give theimpression of cardlessirregularity, of flow. Tiled roofsjut, balconies
look out, roofs are finished as gardens with round moon gates. | look with amore practiced eye. This
building was designed by an organic engineer or architect. Woo Eubong?

The gate checks me, opensand | follow my directions back three buildings and then left to the second
walkway. Thereisan archway, asthe directions promise, and next to the archway, a child's three whed



gleams asred asthe roof tiles.

| climb aramp, thereisalift, and ask for the second floor. It is S0 clean, so polished. They must pay
to keep it so clean. Woo Eubong's door is blue and before | knock it is opened by a child—maybe four
yearsold? Sheis sucking on apurpleicelolly and does not speak, only looks up at me.

"Hdlo," | sa.

She regards me serioudy and then runs back into the flat, leaving me at the door. Sheiswearing blue
coverdlsand yelow shoes.

Anolder girl with long pigtails peers around the corner. "Mamal" she hollers, "he's herel” She smiles
at me, showing missing teeth, and disappears.

A man comes around the corner, tal and fair-skinned. "Engineer Zhang?' he says, "I'm Zhang
Chunging, Eubong's husband. Comein.”

Theflat smells of food cooking, and from somewhere | hear Woo Eubong saying, "1 know he's here,
I'll beright out. Go talk to him."

Zhang Chunging cdls, "Girls? Come out here?' He takes my jacket, the girls skid around the corner
on the hardwood floor like puppies. " These two worthless daughters are Xiu-ping and Xiu-lin."

The girlsgiggle madly and take back off for the kitchen.
Hesighs, "You will find we are not avery forma household, I'm afraid.”

| finditisvery hard not to fed a home here. Woo Eubong comesin bringing finger dumplings and
diced vegetables and Zhang Chunging gets beer. The girlswant to watch the vid and are told they can't
do it inthefront room. They disappear into their bedroom but reappear every fifteen minutes or so to get
some snacks and regard me owlishly before breaking into giggles and dashing off to the bedroom. Zhang
Chunging tells me that the older girl, Xiu-ping, isgoing to aspecia school where shelearns piano and
Japanese and wefall into adiscussion of the best way to learn alanguage. Woo Eubong quizzes me on
how | learned Mandarin. Chunging isabiology teacher at amiddle schoal for students who are preparing
for Universty work.

The room is pretty, but thereisapair of small red shoes by the doors that lead to the balcony. A
stack of papers sits on one end of a shdlf that displays pottery (perhaps my teapot was agood choice) It
isnot as beautiful as my gpartment, but it is more comfortable. And the beer works on me and | beginto
relax alittle. It ishard to completely relax, | am alwayswatching my behavior, trying to be Chinese.
Thereisa huagiao saying that when you step foot in Chinayou become Chinese. Maybeit istrueif you
arefirst generation, maybe it would be true for San Xiang's child, Foreman Qian's grandchild, but it is not
true for me. Maybe | am more my mother's son than | ever knew.

But | like Woo Eubong agreat deal and her husband is easy to talk to. Dinner is ddightful, thousand
year old eggs, sweet and sour pork and spiced cabbage with anise, a chicken roasted with it's head
tucked under it'swing, fresh diced tomatoes with a dusting of white sugar, candied yams. The girls have
to be told to pick up their rice bowls when they eat, they want to |eave the bowls on the table, stick
chopsticksin them and carefully try to get the rice in their mouth with spilling anything. Woo Eubongisa
little embarrassed, but | am relieved to be treated to redl life. Everything at Wuxi has seemed to consist of
glossy surfaces, effortless perfection, with me as the only flawed example of the other lifel knew. Itis
nice to seethat children are dtill children.

After dinner wetak somemore, and | find mysalf admitting that | am frustrated.

"You try too hard,” Woo Eubong says. "Y ou have this feding that what you are trying to do isvery
difficult, but it isn't. Onceyou find away in, it will not be difficult a dl.”

A way in. A way inwhere?



Monday at Wuxi Engineering Technologies. | spend the morning reviewing jobs. | am starting to pick
up speed, this, my third week. | eat lunch with Woo Eubong in the cadres dining room (five pink pravns
on the sde of my plate like five shingles, dicesof green kiwi fruit from Ausiralia, cooked cucumber and
tometo.)

"Today," she says, "you're not going to scribble. Today you are going to design doors.”
"Why isthat?' | ask.
"l am trying something different.”

Ah. Okay. So that afternoon | sit and design doors. Imagine adoor, the system drawsit. A wooden
door. A metal door. A garage door. A great Chinese double gate, each side set with eighty-one brass
studs. A moon gate, the opening around zero. Then back to wooden doors. Without windows, with
insets, with carving, with awindow, with square panes, with paneslike afan. | take a stack to Woo
Eubong. She nods.

"Kegp working," she says.
"Doors?' | say.
"Doors," shesays.

So | do doorswith transoms. Doors with security systems. Doors that fold, that retract, that dide.
Doorswithin doors. When | run out | do doors of varying widths. Doors of varying finishes. A stone
door. | start to indicate alittle bit of entryway but WWoo Eubong, leaning over my shoulder says, "No, just
the doors."

Glass doors. Stained glass doors. Revolving doors. Doors for openings with arches, with triangles.
Doorsin doorwayswith lintels. | rack my brainsfor variations of doors. | do doors that open up. Doors
that swing, dated doors, bamboo doors, half doors. My desk is covered in doors. People passing stop
and look, shake their heads. By four-thirty | think | have done every kind of door known to man. But
Woo Eubong keeps me making doors until 5:00.

| walk back to my apartment, noticing the doors| pass.

Therearealot that | hadn't thought of. Hell, when | get back to the apartment | find that | hadn't even
done my closet door. So that night, | do afew more doors, and when | pull out my schematic of Wuxi
Complex, | runthrough dl the doorsin the place.

Li Jan-fen wasincredible with doors.

| begin to redlize the importance of doors. They set the tone for the building, they are the second
interaction between building and person, thefirgt being the sight of the building. 1 think about the black
doors of the main entrance to Wuxi Complex. They are opague, lusterless matte. It isnot just the
efficiency of energy absorption, it isaso the effect they have when one enters. They are likewals, they
protect.

Chinais obsessed with walls. The university iswaled, every factory, every school, every office
complex or hotdl is surrounded by awall. And so doors are very important because they represent
vulnerability but aso opportunity, which isagreat metaphor for every endeavor.

Excited, the next morning | am ready to tell Woo Eubong al about my understanding of doors. | see
why she has had me study doors. But sheis planning and | don't get achanceto talk with her. Shehasa
luncheon so | ezt lunch with a couple of people in the department and when | get back from lunch thereis
amessage from her in the system.

Dofloors.

And so | do floors. And the next day steps (along, difficult afternoon.) Thursday | do windows,
which isapleasure after steps. And Friday | do lighting. Saturday, usualy my haf-day, thereisa
message in the system for me. More lighting. Monday, more lighting. Tuesday, oh bliss, | do sinks.



| learn to dread the afternoons again. There's no more failure, no more 27 second scribbles, but it's so
tedious. Still, I find mysdlf looking at lighting, a sinks, a sairs. The Wuxi Complex isn't enough, | usethe
schematics from the organic architects and observe what they did with doors, with windows, with sairs. |
never redly thought much about landings or mezzanines. Li Jan-fen used alot of mezzanine aress a
Wuxi complex, but her use of gairsisnt particularly inventive.

Stll, by three-thirty, there | Sit a my desk, haunted, trying to invent another sink and hoping that Woo
Eubong won't come by and see me sitting there not doing anything. She never says anything, but she
notices.

| dowadlsand cellings. | havelearned alot by thetime | do walsand cellings, | have moreideas. But
| do them faster and then there | Sit. It iswork achild could do. It is meaningless, a catalogue. Has she
decided | cannot do the red engineering? Except for the one assgnment in lighting, after three more
weeks | haven't done anything even remotely resembling engineering. | wonder, does Woo Eubong keep
count of the number | do? Does the system report the amount of time | Sit motionless?

One Saturday night | sit down again and try to scribble. Four walls, light through ice, and then | think,
what kind of windows? | remember doing al those windows and try to remember if there were any that |
liked and—

16 seconds. Worse than when | first started.
After that | don't try again.

When | have been there nine weeks, Woo Eubong comes to me one day and tellsmethat | am
needed on aproject. They are building acomplex (in the conventional way, no daoist engineering this
time) and are involved in acompetitive bid. So for four days | work with other engineersdoing red
engineering work. We discuss ideas, have the system construct analogs, modify and change them. By the
time| join the team, they have aready been working for over aweek, and on Saturday night, at nine, we
submit our rough plan for the competitive bid and then go into Wuxi and have adrink.

| fed asif | am one of these people, | have been working with them ten to twelve hours aday for four
days and they accept me asacolleague. | redlize, Spping my beer, that | am acolleague. | anan
engineer. When | go back to New Y ork, no matter what ese, | will be an engineer, | will have my degree
in Congtruction Engineering from Nanjing University, and | will be something of an expert in the use of
systemns. Not to mention particularly inventive with doors.

It isacomfort. Almost enough to make me forget the last 16 second scribble.

After the project | settleinto days of reviewing jobs and cregting variations on whatever themes Woo
Eubong assgns me. Ten weeks, deven weeks. The Wuxi Complex beginsto matter lessand lessto me.
Itislate May. | will by in New York on July 1.

| pick out my find project. | must do afina project for Nanjing University based on my co-op
experience. | choseto expand on the syslemswork | did with the project team. It isinteresting, mildly
diverting. But it ishard to care. My credit balance is blooming, my apartment is beautiful, but al | want to
doisgo home. | will eat fried chicken and biscuits, pasta smothered in cheese (cheeseis not eaten very
much in China) Peter has promised to make me lasagnamy first week home. Rice and beans my second
week home, athough | make better rice and beans than Peter.

Woo Eubong shows me the specsfor her projects. A housing complex, an office building. A beach
house,

A beach house sounds nice. | ask her abouit it. It will be on theidand of Hainandao. Hainandao was
one of the origina specia economic zones like Hong Kong, Shenzhen and Taiwan. It is till afreemarket
zone, aplace of virulent capitalism, mean to fue the socidist system. The beach houseisfor one of the
old mercantile families of Hainandao, built by the clan corporation.



She points out the setting. No specs, she says. “The only reason they didn't giveit to an architect is
that Comrade Gao, the big man of Wuxi Engineering, isfriends with Comrade Wang. Comrade Gao
wants anumber of designs. Engineer Li Jan-fen issubmitting one.”

"Andyou,” | say.
Shelooks down.

"Humble adminigtrators build gardens, too," | say, referring to the Zhuozheng, the Humble
Adminigirator's garden, one of the famous gardens of Suzhou.

She glances up at me but doesn't answer and | wonder if I've offended her.
"You should try,” she says.
"| can't compete with organic engineering,” | say.

"Okay, then see what you can do with heating and cooling,” she says. It isan infuriating answer. Why
did shesuggest that | try?

Does shefed that | might be able to create an adequate building? She doesn't ever much comment on
how | fulfill her assgnments, | never know if I've met with her gpprova or not.

| fiddle with heating and cooling systems. Convection. Conduction. Old fashioned systems. Expensive
systems. Efficient systems. Thisisabig area, | suspect | will do hesting and cooling systemsfor awhile.

Hainandao. The name means South Sealdand. Thefirst character, 'hai' means'sed. Itisthe same as
the'ha’ in Haibao. Searwave. | think about heating and cooling systems. (On Hainandao they would only
need a cooling system. Theresalot of sunlight.) | try to imagine a beach house in Hainandao, lots of
wood. Maybe paper screens, like they usein Japan.

| scribble more hesting and cooling systems. And eventudly | stop thinking about Hainandao. And |
do not think about Haibao's white clothes folded neetly by the shattered starburst of the window.

That evening | spend along time making dinner, trying to concoct rice and beans from the loca
ingredients. The result is pretty close, dthough not what my mother would make. Not even what | would
make under normal circumstances. | leaveit on cycle; flash, stand, flash, stand. My mother cooks on a
stove, but | have only aflash wok and an oven, it is hard to dow cook something.

Thenwhileitiscooking | St down and tap the system. | am not going to scribble anything, | just want
to try to imagine abeach house. And so | try. | try to imagine something that looks asinsubstantia as
paper, maybe diding wals.

23 seconds.

Disgusted | get up and go back to the beans and rice. But theré's nothing to do but wait. | try the
beach house again.

28 seconds.
Back to the rice and beans. And then again, the beach house.
19 seconds.

Woo Eubong tapsin for twenty, thirty minutes at atime. She sits at the desk for three hours, working,
answering questions, dropping back into her work. | have even tried to mimic her posture. | am so
frugtrated | could hit something. | force mysdlf into the chair and decide | will keep doing it until |
manage. | imagine the beach house.

Contact breaks.
| imagine the beach house.
Contact breaks.

I tapin.



Contact breaks.

Theflimsespile up by the printer and findly | override the sysem and tell it not to print unless| tell it
to.

Andfinaly, | give up, get up, put away my beans and rice uneaten and go to bed. | am not, am not,
will never be, adaoist engineer.

| wake up. Some burden has been lifted. | have discovered that | am not capable, and now | no
longer havetotry. Or evenif | am capable, it doesn't matter. Tonight | will come back, eat rice and
beans, and work on my project for the University.

| work well this day. Woo Eubong told methat by thetime | left I'd be able to review thirty, forty
jobsaday, and sheiscorrect. | have learned agreat deal about engineering and however strange her
teaching methods may be, | am grateful. Even for al those days of doing heating and cooling systems.

At theend of theday | am fedling pleased with mysdlf. It doesn't bother me when Woo Eubong says,
"Y ou have homework."

| wait. I'd prefer to work on my project, but | have three weeksto do that and it isamost finished
dready.

"I want you to scribble again, the way you did when you first came.”

"How many?" | ask.

"Threg" she says.

Okay. I'll havetimeto work on my project. "Good," | say. If | finish my project | can do some
shopping, buy thingsto send home.

So | go home, take out my beans and rice and sit down to scribble. I'll do my three, eat, and then
work on my project. Above my desk the scroll reads "Inaction.”

| can say for thefirst timethat | redlly don't care. | am thinking alittle that when | finish | can do some
work on my project, but my mind isempty. | am not trying to succeed.

| tap in, remember to tell the system to produce aflimge. | do not think of anything for amoment, |
haveto think of something to scribble. The beach houseis as good as anything ese. All white, but this
timeitisn't paper | think of, but ice. | think again of Borden Station. | invision a huge expanse of window.
It's not very Chinese, more like the glass and sted tradition of New Y ork. Something long and low, and |
know how it should flow. A great room, akitchen divided by very littlewall, dightly higher than the long
great room with it'swindow looking over the ocean—

And | reach. For amoment thereis no perspective and | am on the edge of panic, but instead | give
in, I let myself be swallowed by the emptiness and instead | expand, the system becomes my own
memory. | fal through. | fed my mind's boundaries, | know how little I can think about at onetime, and
then those boundaries become unimaginably huge and | am mysdlf, mysdlf, but able to think and have the
thing I think in my mind without holding it, without concentrating, because | am using the systlem to
concentrate for me. The system isthere for me, apart of me. To modify the house | only haveto think it
and itisso, it hangsthere. | am outside it, seeing the long portion of the house that is the kitchen and
great room, off the kitchen the steps down to the beach (and at the landing, there | use my paper screen,
athough | have to come up with some subgtitute for paper that hasthe lucent qualities but is not so
fragile.) The bedrooms are beyond the kitchen, higher to take advantage of the uneventerrain (alsoin
memory) and | think that thiswestern building needs atile roof. Blue chinesetile. Soften the variation in
the roof height and the roof becomesawave.

| stop, and look around the room. The printer Sghsand thereistheflimsie. | pick it up. Thethings|
have designed (little more than ashell, not red finish yet) aredl there. 14 minutes.



| begin to shake. What if | can't doit again?| close my eyes, tap in, ook for the beach house,
expand—

Itisthere.

| drop out and look at theflimsiel am holding. | fed limited, | missthe system. | close my eyes,
expand—

And even sitting there, the shell of my beach house just hanging there, | can fed that | am crying.
Because | have doneit, | have doneit.

| feed whole, and now it istimeto go home.

THREE FRAGRANCES (San-xiang)

It isaterrible thing to go to work with anew face. | finger my new jawline and chin. Do | wear
make-up? Isit right to try to look prettier? But now that | have aniceface, isn't it right that | try to do
something with it? To not wear make-up, isn't that saying that | think | don't need it?

Everyone at Cuo knowsthat | have anew face. All those cards, 'San-xiang! A sweet girl! May your
new face match your heart!" | mean | should have had my face fixed along time ago. | would haveif my
father hadn't spent my face money trying to make guanxi, connections, so that we could get back to
China. Asif there was any chance when Americawent crazy during the Great Cleansing Winds
Campaign. If we had been in Chinawe would have been safe from that, too. Chinaistoo old, too well
established to have indulged in anything like the Great Cleansang Winds.

When | look inthemirror | think of al those weeks, while the virustold my bone cdllsto divide. | was
50 frightened. They told me everything that would happen, but | would be awake at night and | would
think, what if it doesn't top? Long lines of jaw grew down from my earslike curving ridges, and my teeth
ached and shifted like old stonesin amountain. | would imagine my jaw grown long and heavy until my
head resembled along-faced baboon, a praying mantis. And then they injected another virus, carrying it's
cargo of RNA strings materials, it'smoleculesto tell my bone cellsto turn off, and it al stopped.

| think it isabeautiful face. Redly, Mamasays| am pretty now. | am normal, she says, not avid gar,
but when | look inthemirror | can't believeit isthere. My eyes are bigger—not waiguoren big, of
course, but bigger. | have such anice ova chin. Thiswon't be thefirgt time I've been out, Mamaand |
have gone shopping and people are so different. Sometimes they aren't asnice; it'swonderful, no pity.

At Cuo, everyone will stare a me. And even though | know I'm not ugly anymore I'm afraid to have
them dl look at me. They'll be thinking about my old face and comparing it to my new one. | don't want
to be the old San-xiang anymore. Poor, ugly San-xiang who had no jaw and had little squinty eyesand
who looked like she was congenitaly stupid. Thisisit, my chance. I'm going to change my life. I'm going
to look for anew job, have new friends, be anew person.

I'm going to put on make-up. When | get anew job no one will ever know that | wasugly and I'll
wear make-up there, so | might aswell start now. Practice, so when | change jobs, I'll be accustomed to
my new face, and no one will ever suspect that | once looked ugly and stupid. | put on new clothes, |
have anew haircut to match the shape of my new face. My temples are shaved back and my bangsfall
like ahorse'sforelock. Very how can, asthey say.

Theworld isnew.

All day long people have been saying to me, "How beautiful." "Come out for adrink," Celiasays.
"Come celebrate, we won't stay late.”

So after work we al troop to The In-Between, the place where everybody goes after work to get a
drink and | order abeer. Cdiaand Carol get those neon looking drinks with sprays of those plastic fibers



with glowing ends sticking out of them. | only see them in drinks, where do bars get them? Tim and Qing
Y ang get baijiu, man-type drinks, no-nonsense drinks. | only drink beer. | didn't even used to like beer
but | learned to likeit.

"Such agood Chinesegirl,” Tim says, teasing, "spping your beer.”
"Baijiu makesmedizzy," | say and he and Qing Y ang laugh dthough it'sthe truth. They laugh at alot

of things| say and at first it makes me nervous, but then | think that they're just being nice. They act asif |
am clever. They laugh when | say that | haveto call my mother and tell her I'll belate.

"Mama," | say in Mandarin, "Tonight | will belate. I'm at a bar with some people from work."

"Hao, hao," she says, nodding complacently. Looking at her double chin | think with surprise, | am
prettier than my mother.

"Qing ni gaosu baba," | say. "Pleasetell papa.”

"Meishi," shesays, "ni gen nide pengyou, wanba." "Don't worry, have agood time with your
friends”

It'safunny thing to say, Chinese wordsin an English way. She does not seemto care at dl that | am

gttingin abar. | go back to my seat. Thereisthe bar, then the space for the bartenders, then a counter
with rows of bottles and rising above the bottles is a pretty Chinese woman in abusiness suit.

Shelooksalittle nervous, but sheistill having agood time, you can tell.

Qing Yang asks meto The In-Between on Thursday. | have my political study meeting but | say yes.
Then cal Guandtell himthat | can't makeit, | haveto work late.

Qing Yangisan ABC. | would like him to ask me out. He is not too handsome, he has around bald
spat, like amonk, only small. Heis not as handsome as Zhang, another ABC | went out with acouple of
times. Zhang isthe only other person | have ever dated and he only went out with me because he worked
for my father and my father asked him to. | wonder what he would think if he saw me?

Qing Yang isnice. Handsome men are usually not very nice, they usualy can't be bothered. So we go
to the In-Between and | have abeer. | don't know what to say to him. At first we smilealot and things
are very uncomfortable, but then we get talking about his job and he sartstelling me about al the people
he meets and the people hetriesto sall systemsto. | never really knew what Qing Y ang did. | supposel
thought that people who needed systems cameto Cuo, | never realized that some people in Cuo actudly
sold them. Which is pretty naive of me, | redize.

Qing Y ang sounds like he's a pretty good salesman, al his stories are about how he found sometrick
that would make the person who bought the system like him, like the woman who didn't like ABC and
didn't like Qing Y ang, of course, until shefound out that he grew up in West Virginia, just like shedid.
"We were neighbors then, you see?' he says. "It'sthat persond identification, you have to draw the client
intoyou."

I'msurel could never doiit, | mean, what if he hadn't been from West Virginia? I've never even been
to West Virginia

Qing Y ang goesto the bathroom and | look at my watch. It's an hour after work. | don't know when
| should go home, actualy I'm getting hungry. He comes back. "Want to get something to eat?"

"Okay," | say.

We go to an Indian restaurant on Seventh Avenue. The Sign saysthat it's been there over one
hundred years. "Have you ever had Indian food?' Qing Y ang asks.

"Isitlike Thai?' | ask.

"Sort of." Ingdeis old-fashioned brick walls and tables with silver and white linen tableclothes. It
doesn't seem very Indian. It's one of those antiquey places that has two glasses and three forks at every



place; it doesn't look like there would be enough space on the table to put our dinner. Qing Y ang orders
for me, something called tandoori chicken. It's chicken baked with ayogurt covering, but it doesn't seem
very yogurty. It'sdl right. | tell himit'svery good. The bread is called poori, it puffsup like apillow. We
useit to scoop up red and green spicy saucesfrom aserver inthe middle of thetable. | redly likethe
bread.

| have abeer with my dinner, too. It'san Indian beer called Golden Eagle, but it just tastes like beer
to me. Beer isbeer isbeer. | can't tell much difference.

After the restaurant he takes me to this place he knows where we can listen to music, "Just for an
hour or s0." At the place they are pattern dancing. Qing Y ang triesto get me to dance, but | don't know
any paterns. Findly he shows measmple one. It'sonly twelve steps, well redlly fourteen if you count the
curtsey/bow at the end and then he kisses my hand. When | curtsey, thetails of my suit brush the ground.
If | start to go wrong, Qing Y ang kind of pulls my hand to show me the correct way. "I'll teach you the
quad,” he promises. "What those people are doing.”

The man holds the woman's hand in the air, sheiswearing aring that sparkles blue and white. They
take two steps together, and make thiskind of dithery glide, then aturn so that somehow sheendsupin
front of him, then he puts his hands on her hips and they lean sdeways, bending away from each other
like graceful trees, liketall courting birds. It ssemsto be very complicated, there's more after that. | don't
think | could ever learn it. But it's SO pretty. Pattern dancing music just seemsto ripple aong, at first |
can't redly tell thebeat init, but after abit | redizeit'svery easy.

At nine Qing Y ang says hell beright back, and then hell walk me to the subway station. | wait by the
bar.

"Excueme, what timeisit?"

| don't redize that the man istalking to me until he repeeats himself. "Excuse me, miss? Do you have
thetime?'

"Oh," | say, flustered. | look a my watch, dthough | just did. "It'salittle after nine.”

Heisawaiguoren. He smilesa meand | smile back. He haslight brown hair, very thick, that he
wearsin aqueue. Hereminds mealittle of Zhang, the ABC | dated. Heiswearing a burgundy swester
with alittle cape, not asuit like he came from work.

"Y our boyfriend?" he asks, gesturing towards the bathroom.

"No," | say, "just afriend.” How casud it sounds. | like the sound of it. Qing Y ang could be my
boyfriend, but heisnot, heisjust afriend.

"What's your name?"

"Qian San-xiang,”" | say.

"San-Xiang," he says, "that's a pretty name. What'sit mean?"

"It means 'three fragrances.."

"My namesBaobby." He shrugs, "Unfortunately, it doesn't mean anything."
| giggle, he'sfunny.

"Areyou from around here? I've never seen you here before.” He has very nice, big eyes. Likea
puppy. He isn't comparing my new faceto my old face.

"No," | say, "l work for Cuo, down on Water Street. | livein Brooklyn." Just then | see Qing Y ang
coming back from the bathroom and | wonder if I'm supposed to be talking to Bobby if I'm with Qing
Y ang. But Bobby just smiles and turns back around, understanding. Just goes to show that al handsome
guysaren't jerks.

| can fed my new life opening, like one of those paper pillsyou put in water that open out into



flowers.

At work | have aletter from Aron Fahey. Aron Fahey isaMartian Settler, | contacted him because
of aninterview | saw in Xin Gongshe, apalitica theory magazine| subscribeto. Theinterview was
about commune management and he was talking about palitica infrastructure in hiscommune. My
political study group hopesto eventudly establish an urban commune, and he had some interesting things
to say about acommunity's politics versus alarger society's politics, and he aso talked about the
difference between asmal commune's politics and alarger commune's palitics. His commune has over
200 families, our commune might have only sixteen or o, o | wrote him alletter.

| get |etters through the Cuo System Mailbox, | couldn't really afford the interplanetary rates on my
own. | gave Aron my access, S0 he can afford to answer me. Hislettersare redlly interesting, it seems
strangethat I've never seen hisface or heard hisvoice, but | know al about him. | know about hiswife
and his daughter, and about hisfarm. Hislife seems so straight-forward, he knows what he has dedicated
hislifeto. If it wasn't on Mars, I'd probably ask himif | could join hiscommune.

| savetheletter until my mid-morning break, but I'm just Sitting down to enjoy it when Cedliaoverrides
my system shunt to tell me I've got apersond cal. | imagineit'smama, calling to ask meto stop and get
something in the city on my way home. I'm really surprised to see the guy from the bar, Bobby.

"Ah," hesays, "it isyou. | thought | remembered you saying you worked for Cuo."”

"Hi," | say, dartled.

"I'mredlly sorry to bother you," he says, "isthisabad time?'

"No," | say, "I'm on break."

"Oh, good,” he says. He amiiles, redly nice. "l felt redly bad about caling you at work, usudly | never
call anyone at work, you know? But | didn't know any other way to get in touch with you. Y ou seemed

S0 nice at the bar last night and I've just kept thinking about you. | bet you don't even remember me?
Héll, I'll bet you get cdlsdl thetime.”

I am blushing, | can fed how hot my faceis, and | can't help laughing athough it comesout all
high-pitched and silly sounding. "Oh, no, | remember who you are. Y ou were Sitting at the bar. You
asked me what my name meant.”

""Three Fragrances, right?"

"Right,” | say.
He saysthat he's never seen methere before, dthough he addsthat it isn't like he goesthere dl the
time | tdl himitwasmy firg timethere,

"Hey, maybe | could meet you there? Buy you adrink?1'd redlly like achance to get to know you.
Although,” he looks downcagt, "on aFriday night, you're probably busy."

| dmogt say that | am, | mean, | don't know him or anything, but | think about it. | canjust havea
drink and then go home. | don't haveto stay. It would be nice to meet someone. And he doesn't know
anybody that | know, and he only knows the new San-xiang. He thinks I'm the kind of girl who has dates
al thetime, and he'shandsome. "No," | say, "'I'm not busy tonight. I'd love to have adrink."

He brightens up. "Great! What's a good time? How about seven or so?"
| have adate. I'm going out with thisguy. Just like any normd girl.

The rest of the day goes so dow. And then | have to do something until seven. | can't really go home,
| would just get home and have to turn around and come right back. So | get something to eat, and then |
go shopping. | want to be late, | want to get there about five minutes after seven so | don't haveto be
stting there when he getsthere, but | start walking over too soon, and | get there at dmost ten minutes
of. He's not there.



Seven. He's il not there. | wait by the door because | don't want to sit down until he comes. People
keep looking & me. | know | look silly, standing there.

Findly at ten minutes after seven the door opensand it's him. He'sfrowning asif he'sthinking about
something but when he sees me he suddenly hasthis great big smile. Helookslike alittle boy when he
amiles

"I'msorry I'm late," he says. "Have you been waiting long?”

"No," | say, "l just got here." | don't want him to fedl bad.

He puts one hand in the small of my back and takes my arm and directs me towards the sde where
there are sometables. | get awhiff of his scent; the leather ties of his sweater and a curious smoky smell
that isamixture of his cologne and him. No one has ever touched me that way. It'salittle scary, but
Bobby doesit soit must be very normal. How would | know, | haven't had many dates, and Zhang never
touched me except to kiss me good night.

We st down and he says, "'l fed like | know you."

| don't know what to say so | don't say anything.

"Y ou know what | mean, don't you, don't you fedl asif we know each other?"

"Yes" | say, becauseit'swhat he wants meto say.

"I'll bet you drink Chrysanthemums,” he says.

"l do," | say, eventhough | don't and | fed alittle uncomfortable.

"See" hesays, "I know you."

He orders drinks. He is so handsome, and | fed so pretty, people must look at us and envy us.

Bobby asks me about my job and | tell him, dthough it'sredly very boring. He asks meif I'm from
Chinaand thenwhy am | living here? A Chrysanthemum isabright, clear fuchsawith one of thoselight
oraysinit. It tastes sweet, but alittle hot, like cinnamon. It'sgood. Whilel am telling him how my father
caused usto come here and about how old-fashioned my father is and how my cousinsin Chinathink my
father isterribly feuda, he buys me another. At first | think heisjust being polite, but he kegps asking me
questions, how did it fed to leave my friends, did | fedl out of place here?"Y ou're like an aristocrat,” he
says, but heis serious, not trying to flatter me. ™Y our breeding shows, when you were young you were
accustomed to finer things."

| never thought of myself asaristocratic. It'strue that mamaand | buy some things from China, and
mama keeps the apartment looking like China. Not shabby, the way people do here, but finished, with a
system that changesthe wall color and dims the windows. We have dl our old furniture from China, not
like the new furniture in Chinathat tiesinto your system so you can change the color to match your
decor, but till much better than anything you can find here.

"Someday | will go back," | say, dthough until thismoment | didn't redlly think | would. But saying it |
redizeitistrue, | must go back. | don't know how I will doiit, but I am acitizen. "Thisjob at Cuo, it's
just for now. I'm going to change my job."

"Good for you," he says. "So you live with your parents?'

Just theway he saysit, theway it sounds, makes mewish | didn't. Herel sit, drinking a
Chrysanthemum, wearing my suit from China, with this handsome man. | should not live with my parents.
| cannot say | live with my parents, helll think I'm achild. "No," | say, "'l have an gpartment.”

Heis surprised. Hiseyes grow wider, respectful. "Redlly. Alone?!

"Itisonly for awhile" | say, "agroup of my friendsand | plan eventudly to establish acommuneout in
Brooklyn, down by Brighton Beach or Coney Idand.” | look casualy down a my drink. It istrue, the
part about my friends, dthough | have often wondered if wewill redlly ever do anything except tak.



Surely everybody must fed that way when they start something as difficult as establishing acommune,

Then it occurs to me that some people disapprove of landlords. Perhaps he is disappointed in me. |
add quickly, "I don't really condonethe landlord system. It isjust that the only other aternativeisliving
out in Pennsylvaniaor West Virginia. And it isonly temporary.”

He nods, looking thoughtful.

| want to ask him if he condoneslandlords, but what can he say after | have said that | have an
gpartment?
"Wheredoyou live?' | ask.

"New Jersey,” he says, "but right now | am staying with friends. San-xiang,” he pauses and smiles, "'l
loveto say your name, it is such apretty name, so old fashioned. San-xiang. I've been invited to a party
later tonight, would you like to go with me?”’

"I'dloveto," | say, feding worldly.

| fed funny when we get to the party. It'sin avery small gpartment that doesn't have much furniture,
Not even abed. Then | redlize that the couch thing on the floor isafuton. The apartment is painted white;
floor, ceiling, walls, pipes, even the bricks that make up akitchen wall. But the paint is old and has black
scuff marksin places.

Everybody knows Bobby. Nobody iswearing asuit. Some of the people at the party might be from
the Universty, dthoughitishard to tell. Thereisno placeto Sit. Some of the girlsare very strange
looking and one of the boysiswearing adhoati. | think dhotislook funny, very pre-industrid revolution.
Why would anyone want to look pre-industrid revolution?

The musicisweird, too. All that harmonic tona stuff and complicated percussion. We walk towards
the second room. A girl issaying, " ... people asmusica insruments, rather then the homocentric view
that people are foreground and instruments background—nhi Bobby."

"Hi Cara" he says, and kegps walking. He leaves me in the middle of the second room and says helll
be right back. | don't know what to do, so | try to stand out of the way and look like I'm expecting him
right back. | don't know what I'm supposed to be doing. Some people are walking around but most
people are stlanding in groups, talking. | hear snatches of conversation:

" ... 301 told him, 'Empathy isameasure of emotiona maturity ... "
" ... Débra, how can, how truly can. Wheredidyou ... "

" ... it'sdl amatter of continuous consciousness, reassembled, | would not know | was not he, but
that consciousness would have been interrupted and anew consciousness, identical, would replaceit,
and soitwould beadeath ... "

" ... dmulating length to timewhen it flies by before it can even be recognized, if that makes any
sene... "

| fed very supid. What if somebody talksto me?

| see Bobby coming back and smile at him. "Tomasisn't here," he says, "they said he'snot here yet.
Hesafriend of mine. Here, | couldn't find much to drink so | brought you a Grenade." He handsme a
white container, then shakes hisand opensit. | shake mine and openit. | take ataste, it burns. "Wait," he
says, "l need to talk to someone—"

I'mdoneagain. | shouldn't have come. At least | have my Grenade. | hope that Bobby doesn't want
to stay long, maybe—I check my watch, it's nine-thirty—in an hour I'll leave. An hour is enough time.
Besdes, the Chrysanthemums have made metired.

I've drunk half of my Grenade before Bobby comes back. "Comeon,” he says, "there are some
people | want you to meet.”



So we go back towards the room that is not the kitchen. All thiswhite, it'slike afunera. In the back
room they have the lightsway down and people are sitting on the floor. | am wearing my good
suit—evenif itisan old San-xiang suit it's still good—but when Bobby stsdown | carefully st down,
too. Bobby says " San-xiang, thisis Dana, Carlos," and he names four other names but it's hard to keep
them dl straight. Everybody smilesa me. | am wearing agood red suit and Sitting on adirty whitefloor. |
smile back. They are dl wearing tights. Danais maybe forty and she hasn't had her metabolism monitored
in along time because she's overweight. She has large, soft haunches, but she's not dirty and she smiles at
me

| listen to peopletalk, they are dl talking about people I don't know. | want to look a my watch but it
would seem rude. | drink my Grenade. It's milky white and tastes like bitter dmonds. Or maybe bitter
vanilla. Everything white, except the scuff marks on thewalls. In the dim light the scuff marks amost ook
like characters. | find "ren,” people, and "xiao,” smdl. Bobby puts hisarm around me.

It feds strange, but nice. Hisarm is heavy, in agood way. | can fed hisfingers on my collar bone.
Nobody notices. Maybe they assume that | am Bobby's new girlfriend. Maybe | am.

Bobby's girlfriend. Bobby de nupengyoul. | try to find the charactersfor girlfriend in the scuff marks; |
find"nu", girl, and the second character in friend, "you". My head feds funny, too many Chrysanthemums
and Grenades.

"Comeon, baby," Bobby saysdl the sudden, "let'sget some air.”

He pullsmeto my feet and | look around, everybody islooking at usin abemused sort of way.

Bobby smilesat me and brushes me off, straightens my suit. | fed wobbly. Not drunk exactly, but
definitely wobbly. "My head fedsfunny,” | say, my voice sounding very smdll.

"Comeon," he says. "No more Grenades for you."

I laugh, it sounds silly, 'no more Grenadesfor me.' "Blew me up,” | say.

Bobby laughs, he soundsredly pleased. "Yes, darlin’ it suredid. Comeon.”

We leave the party, the middle and first room are very bright. "Blew meup,” | whisper, glad to have
said something clever, something that made Bobby laugh. I'm as clever asdll these people. | could be
Bobby's girlfriend if he wanted meto. Bobby has hisarm around my waist and | lean againgt him. It is
very niceand it isnot my fault because I'm wobbly. | don't mean anything by it, I'm just wobbly.

We go down the lift and out on the street. The subway rumbles up through the grates and the trucks
that make night ddiveriesin Manhattan growl by. A party in Manhattan. Well, it wasn't my fault that |
didn't know anybody. When | am Bobby's girlfriend I'll know more people and then I'll have agood
time. Bobby sayswe should walk and we do, |eft foot, right foot, both marching in step. | remember a
Chinese marching song and | want to sing it but then | decide that | shouldn't because drunks sing.

Weturn acorner and thereis a doorway. We stop in the doorway and Bobby says, "' San-xiang,
listen to me. Take a deep breath of this.”

He takes a piece of paper, but it isrealy two pieces of paper stuck together. He pulls them apart
under my nose and | take a deep breath—

Sweet cold smdll, liketaking afast drink of cold milk, hurts my head, bigger and whiter and bigger
and whiter, | clutch my forehead and grit my teeth and it doesn't stop and then al of the suddenit'slikea
balloon that has been getting bigger and bigger and ready to explode, someone letsthe air out and it gets
amadl red fast and isgone.

Bobby islooking a me. "Better baby?"

I nod. | fed better, evenif | do have alittle bit of aheadache. | don't fedl wobbly. "What'sthat?" |
ask.

"It'sanicepick,” he says, which doesn't tell me anything. He crumples the paper up and throwsit in



the corner of the doorway. | hold my temples, watching him, but he doesn't pay any attention to me. He
takes out another icepick and pedsit apart with arip, takes a breath and tosses it in the corner. | wait to
seeif it gives him aheadache but it doesn't seem to. "Come on,” he says. "Do you like to dance?’

"l don't know how," | say. "L ook, | redlly ought to get home, | mean, I'm redlly kind of tired, you
know, | worked al day."

Hetakeshold of my arms. "I really meant to show you agood time tonight, but | haven't redlly, and |
fed redly bad. Let metake you to this place | know, and then if you want to go home, | won't say a
thing. | won't call you again, | won't ever bother you."

"That wasn't what | meant at dl," | say. Hisfaceis so wonderful, everything isso clear, it'slikel can
seeinthedark. Hissmdl, the smoky cologne smell, isfresh and intoxicating. " That wasn't what | meant.”
| don't want him to never call me.

Heleansforward and gives me akiss. The kiss makes me kind of uncomfortable, he puts histongue
in my mouth and | keep thinking that | haven't brushed my teeth. But he wraps his arms around me and
pullsme againgt him and | can fed hissilky sweater and smell the leather ties. He squeezes mered hard,
and liftsme up alittle bit so my feet are off the ground. I don't know what to do. It feels very good, |
want him to hug me harder. | don't redlly want him to kissme, but | want him to hug me and hug me.

"San-xiang," he says, "l love your name. Three Fragrances. Come with me now, okay?'
"Okay," | whisper.

But first he hasto go back to the party to meet the Tomas person. He takes me to arestaurant and
buys me acup of tea. "Y ou don't have to go back, I'll be back as soon as| can. Okay sweetheart?' He
givesme hislittle boy amile, "That's the perfect thing to cal you, 'sweetheart'. Like asweet fragrance.
Wait right here for me, sweetheart. Promise you won't go anywhere?'

"l promise” | say.

Heisgonefor thirty-five minuteswhile | have three cups of tea and read anewspaper. Thisisn't what
| expected at dl. Thisisn't like adate with Zhang, he picked me up, we went to the kite races, then we
had something to eat and went home. We didn't do al this running around. Of course, Bobby hasll
these friends. My headache goes away but then | fed tired. It'sonly 10:30, it fedsasif it'slater. Inthe

bathroom I look inthe mirror. My faceis il there, but | don't care. | try to think of how niceit looks,
but it'slikeadress| haveworn al day, itisjust there.

In the restaurant they are playing sweet old people versions of popular songs. A cup of teais
expensive, and the sandwiches and samosas are as much asadinner in Brooklyn. Each placeislaid, asif
they are expecting 200 people to comein during the middle of the night, and each table hasiit's canister of
chopsticks.

Bobby comes back and whisks me out of the restaurant into the night. | am deepy again. I'll go to
whatever this place is he wants to take me to and then I'll go home, and | don't careif he ever callsme
again. Up and down, up and down, al evening, and now I'm tired.

"Here," Bobby pulls out another of those pieces of paper.
| shake my head.

"It'1l makeyou fed better," Bobby says.

"They give me aheadache."

"Don't breath quite so deep,” he says.

So | don't and it still gives me aheadache, but not as bad, the coldness rising into my head and white
little sparklesin my eyes and then everything clear. Bobby islooking a me, not smiling, and | don't know
what that means. "Comeon," he says.



We get on the nearly empty subway and ride, swaying and nodding, for two stops, then get off.
Bobby'sface is green-white under the old lights of the station, his burgundy swester isthe brown-red of
bloodstains. While traveling he does not look at me. Heisangry at me. Maybe heistired, too. | hope he
istired, athough I'm not anymore. | can't keep atrain of thought in my head, many thoughts just skitter
around, my head isacricket cage.

He will be angry when hefinds out that | don't know how to dance. The new San-xiang should know
how to dance, but | just don't. | can't helpit, | don't. When he gets mad, then I'll go home. In the subway
station there are mosaics of beaversin thetiles. | wonder if beaversused to livein New Y ork City.

Wewak and | try to piece together an outline of the evening. The bar, the party, waiting in the
restaurant, riding in the subway. When Mama says tomorrow, "What did you do?' what will | answer?

"Do you liketo swim?' Bobby asks.

"Yeah," | say. | haven't been swimming in along time, but | used to go to the hedlth club when | wasa
teenager. When | was six we went to Hainandao, in China. It isan idand, like Hawaii, only bigger. We
stayed in ahuge hotel and went down to the beach. | remember the big hotdl. | remember getting lost on
the beach. | remember there were stepsinto the blue pool, the first step and the second step were fine,
the third step was pretty deep and everything after that was over my head.

We go through dark glass doorsinto something like the lobby of ahotel. Bobby smilesat the girl
behind the counter. "Hey sweetheart,” he says and for amoment | think heistalking to me, but then |
redlize heistalking to the girl, who smiles back a him. He pays her money in cash and she hasto have
somebody come out and take it and put it in an envelope with alock. I don't know many people who use
cash. | wonder why Bobby hasit. Whatever we are going to do is very expensive, | wonder how Bobby
can affordit.

Then we go through another glass door and | smell pool chemicals. | look at Bobby but heisn't
looking a me. He has his arm through my arm but heislooking at some windows up above us.

Thismust be something illegd, but | don't know what it is. Maybe gambling? It isalittle scary, but
exciting. Ginny, my friend from my politica study group, has gambled. Shetold me about it, the dedlers
with no deeves so you can be sure they're not cheating, the men in suits who are managers and who
carry guns, the cards and tiles. Y ou would have to have real money to gamble, because the gambling
place wouldn't want arecord of debits and credits on your account, unless you werein Monaco, where it
isdtill legd. And if you gambled in Monaco, your boss at your job could find out.

"Isthisagambling place?' | ask.
"No," Bobby says, "it'sabath house."
"What's a bath house?' | ask.

Bobby laughs, the sound bounces off thetile. "This." He points towards a pink door. "Go on and get
asuit and get changed, I'll meet you on the other side.”

Helets go of my arm and turns. He walks through a blue door, waving to me. | don't know what to
do. Maybe | should go home. But he spent alot of money on me. So | go through the pink door. On the
other side, everything ispink. Thefloor ispink carpeting, the wals are pink, thereisagirl in apink
bathing suit. "Do you need asuit?' she asks, smiling.

She lets me choose which color | want, | pick white. Then she shows me how to open the packet.
"Put it on quick," she says, "beforeit sets.”

Through another door. Thereisalocker room, with pink tile and pink lockers. | Sit on apink bench
and read the ingtructions on the suit packet. It'sfrom China. | pedl it open, and ped out the suit. | step
into theleg holes, pull it up. It's soft, like gelatin and | tear it pulling oniit, but | close the tear with my
fingersand it sedstogether. Using the pictures on the back of theingructions| pull it and stretch it until it
has straps and it isn't too tight. By thetime | have gotten it pretty much theway | want, and torn off the



bitsthat | don't like, it is getting tougher. The back isn't quite even, but | hopethat it looks okay. | brush
my hair and freshen my makeup, then | go back to the girl in the pink room.

"Everything okay?' she asks, smiling.

"l think 0," | say.

"WEell, just go on through the locker room and out to the lounge. Do you want arobe?!
"Yesplease™

She hands me awhite robe with angel deeves, the kind that could fit anyone, and | put that on and go
out looking for Bobby.

Heisstanding in the lounge, holding adrink. His bathing suit is black and very tight. Bobby looks
pretty nicein ablack bathing suit, except that he has alittle bit of abelly. But | can seehim, | can see it
kind of next to hisleg, hissuit isthat tight. | look up, glad that he didn't see melooking. There are other
peoplein the lounge. Most of the women are young and afew of them are very pretty. Onegirl, a
Eurasian, has aspray of what looks like starsin her hair. They are so pretty. | have seen them in Mamas
Chinese magazines, but | have never seen anyone wear one. | wish | had one, but where would | wear it?
Out with Bobby?

Some of the men are our age, some are older. A lot are very handsome, but some aren't and they
look foolish in their bathing suits. Why are men never worried about how they look when they arewith a
woman who is pretty?

Through an archway by the bar isthe pool, and | can see afew people swimming, their heads deek
above the water, but Bobby takes my arm and walks me over to the bar. He orders me another
Chrysanthemum without asking me and | take it even though | redlly don't want it, then we go the other
way, away from the poal. Y ou look nice" he says, "let me see your suit.”

| take off my robe dthough | would redlly prefer to keep it on.

"What are you wearing thet thing for?' he asks, "you're too pretty to hide under a sheet. San-xiang,"
he says, kind of Snging my name, " Sasan-xi-asang." He says 'Xiang' like awaiguoren, 'she-ung’ but it till
sounds nice.

| want to put it back on but | don't.

We st down at alittle table and there are jacks. The room is dark, each table has alight aboveit.
Bobby jacksin, so | do too, and there's ashow. It'sacomedian, but she uses al sorts of swear words,
English and Chinese, and says all sorts of things that should be censored. | am embarrassed at first, and
I'm afraid to laugh, because | don't want Bobby to think | am the kind of girl who likesthiskind of talk,
but Bobby islaughing, and some of the thingsareredly funny, so | start laughing alittle, too.

Bobby takes my hand and kind of keeps rubbing my wrigt with histhumb, back and forth. At firg it's
okay, but after awhile, he keeps rubbing back and forth in the same place and it doesn't fed so good. But
the show isfun. | don't drink very much of my drink, but Bobby drinks his.

Then we go swimming. It isso srange to be swimming in the middle of the night. We swimin one
pool for awhile, and dive off the diving board. Then we go to another pool. The room is darker, and
thereisalight that reflects across the water, like the moon, Bobby says.

He holds my wrist aswe walk down the stepsinto the water. | can see him, hisskinis so white, and |
can see my suit. There are other people here, | can hear them and barely see them. The water iswarm,
much warmer than the pool whereit islight. | can smdll plants, and thereisacricket. It must bea
recording, but | can hear him, sawing away. A cricket isgood luck. Maybe even arecording.

Thewater isup to my chest, and Bobby pulls me againgt him, hugs me. | don't know whet to do, heis
not wearing very much and | can fed hisskinand | canfed him kind of againgt my leg, even though heis
wearing asuit, but | don't want to pull away. "San-xiang," he saysin my ear and he strokes my back. |



don't do anything, | don't pull away and | don't move my hands. | just sland with my arms around him
and hope that he stops. There are other people in the pool, they must be doing the same thing.

Hekissesme. | don't know what to do, so | kisshim back. If | don't kisshim, helll think | don't like
him at dl. After thisI'll go homeand I'll never see him again, S0 it doesn't matter. Nothing eseisgoing to

happen.
He kisses me and kind of bends his knees—I have to, too—until just our heads are above water. He
pullsaway, I'm relieved, but then he starts to touch my breast and | pull away.

He doesn't do anything for amoment, then he says, "Okay." | can't redly see hisexpresson, o
don't know if he'sangry or not, he just says, "okay."

Then we go back to the other pool and swim some more.

Wedon't swim very long, and then he asks meif I'm ready to go. He doesn't act angry. | say that I'm
ready. It must belate. | go back into the pink locker room and take off my suit. Theré'sacanister with a
sgn aboveit that says"Discard Suits™ | drop my suit in the clear liquid in the canigter, mineisthe only
auit in there, and right away | see why because it startsto dissolve. By thetime |l am dressed, theliquid in
the canister isclear.

"Good night, dear,” the pink girl says.
"Didyou likeit?' Bobby saysaswe areleaving.
"Yeah," | say, "l did. I've never been any placelike that.”

"I told you that you'd likeit." He kegpslooking around him, dl full of energy, | redlize he has used
another icepick. "Hey, why don't you come back to my place, have adrink or a cup of tea or something.
The place where I'm gtaying isn't far from here.""

"| redly can't, Bobby," | say, "it'slate, I've got to get home." | dmost say that my mother will be
wondering wherel am but | remember | told him that | have my own gpartment.

"Judt for alittle while," he says, "you don't work on Saturday, do you? Or we could go to your place,
except mines closer.”

"It'sredly late" | say.

Hejust keeps walking, doesn't look at me.

"I mean, | worked al day," | say, trying to make excuse.

"Fine," hesays, angry. "l spend al thismoney on you, and you just go home.”

| fed terrible. It'strue that he spent all that money, but he didn't seem to care.

"All I ask," he says, "isthat you stop and have a cup of tea, agod damn cup of tea."
I look at the ground, watch our feet.

"I know I'm not Chinese, not like your boyfriend,” he says, nasty-sounding, "and | redize you're doing
awaiguoren ared favor, gracing me with your presence, but | just thought you weren't like that. |
thought you were nice, San-xiang."

"That's not true,” | whisper, "he's not my boyfriend. | wasn't being likethat. | like you, yourenice, |
don't careif you're a waiguoren."

"Well, just come and have acup of tea," he says, suddenly pleading.

"Okay," | say. | won't stay long. "Just afew minutes.”

"That's okay," he says, hisvoice norma again.

It'stwelve-thirty. Inan hour I'll be home. | tell mysdlf that, in an hour I'll be home.

Wewalk and my hedls click. We don't take the subway. My hair iswet, but it's not too cold, and I'm



not cold. I'mtired, but | don't want Bobby to know because I'm afraid helll give me another icepick and |
don't want that.

The place where heis staying doesn't even have an elevator. We have to go up airs. It'son the third
floor and my legsaretired. | havethat tired feding you get after you've been swvimming, my kneesaredl
trembly and I'm alittle hungry but mostly I'mjust tired.

He unlocks three locks. Theflat smells musty. He switches on thelight and it'sjust two tiny rooms,
oneroom really, because there's not even adoor, just like an archway between thetwo. The bed isin the
back haf and it's not made, the gpartment isfull of man smell. Likeaman's laundry.

"Sit on the couch,” he says, "I'll make sometea.”

| 9t down. I'm so deepy. Mamais going to be worried. The kitchenisredly tiny, like the bathroom. |
can see into the bathroom and the floor is dirty. It'sworse than Zhang's apartment. | remember when |
stayed at Zhang's apartment | had hoped that we would become lovers. Not that | was sure | wanted to
have sex with him, but | thought that after | did | would learn to want to. And then | could leave home
and livewith Zhang and maybe we would fal inlove. Except | was so ugly he never redly liked me.

| wonder if he would like me now. It doesn't matter, right now | don't want to be anyone'slover. |
want to be home in my own bed. | glance at my watch. It'samost 1:00. I'll be home by two.

Bobby comes back in with the tea. He makes me nervous, but thereés no reason. I'm just going to
have acup of teaand then go home, we talked about that.

He hands me the tea and sits down on the couch next to me. "Y ou are realy beautiful," he says.
| don't know what to say. "Thank you," | say.

"Redly," hesays. "Likeaprincess. A goddamn chinese princess. Looking at you makes me want to
touch you. When | saw you in that bar last night | just had to touch you.”

| Sp my tea. Maybeif | don't say anything hell stop. But he doesn't, he keepstalking. "When | saw
you al cool and golden in that white suit, | thought you were an ice princess, but | knew you were just
looking for aman to melt you, al creamy golden.” He touches my cheek and | start. His voiceis soft, but
it doesn't sound gentle. "My very own ice princess. Y ou don't know athing, do you sweetheart?
San-xiang. Three Fragrances."

He touches my breast and | pull away. "Don't," | say.

"Three Fragrances," he repeats, like | haven't said anything, and uses onefinger like hewas drawing a
linedown my arm.

| start talking, too fast, but it'slike | can't help it. "Bobby, | redlly haveto go, it'slate and I'm sure
you'reredly tired. | mean, I'm sureyou'reredly busy, and | haveto go, | redly have to go, my mamawiill
be waiting up and shell be wondering where | am because | never stay out thislate—" | scoot over awvay
from hisfinger as| amtalking and | put the cup down on an endtable with aclatter, "—she's not
accustomed to me going out and she'll worry because I'm on the subway so late and you never know
what will happen on the subway thislate," and he gralbbs my arm and pulls me towards him and | hear
mysalf whispering, "Bobby, don't, Bobby, don't, Bobby, don't," and he kisses me and sticks histongue
way in my mouth. He kisses me along time, holding metightly by one arm with his other hand touching
my breasts and pinching them so they hurt and he kisses me and kisses me and hefindly stops, | try to
get up, and he pulls me back, and then | try real hard to get up and he lets me and then pushes me hard
s0 | stumble back against the bed and Sit on it, except he still has my arm and hetriesto make my lie
down onthebed and | say, "l won't, | won't, | WON'T," and then | scream except while | am screaming
he dapsmereal hard and | bite my tongue and | stop because of the hurt and he says, "Don't make a
sound, sweetheart.”

Everything in my head stops then, because | know | am going to die. So | let him kissme, even
though my tongueisbleeding alittle bit and it hurts. | lie still while he touches my breasts and then he



raises my skirt and makes melift up so he can take off my panties. | fed the cold air on me and while he
stands up and takes of f his pants | hear thisnoise, kind of like a puppy or something whining, going ‘unnn,
unnn,’ likeit's hurt. It'sme, I'm making this strange noise. But it doesn't matter. And then he climbs on top
of mewith histhing with it's bald head sticking up and shovesit into me. It hurts, it hurts, and | Sart to
cry.

Whenitisover | am afraid to move, but he doesn't pay any attention to me. He gets up without his
pants and histhing isjust hanging now, dl shriveled, and he goesinto the bathroom. Then | hear the
shower.

| put my feet in my shoes and grab my purse and run, leaving my underwear. | run down the steps. |
keep expecting him to come after me, to hear the sound of the door. | run down the street to the empty
subway and | stand on the platform begging the train to comein, because | am afraid that helll come
down the steps. So | cry, and the train doesn't come, and the train doesn't come, but neither does he,
and then finaly thereisatrain and | am onit. | am Sitting on the train with no underwear. | hurt.

People get on, and get off, and | am afraid of dl of them. None of them look at me because | am
crying. Then | haveto changetrainsat Atlantic and | have to stop there. | havethisterrible smell, | can
smdl it. And | am not wearing underwear. There are three people on the platform, two of them are men,
and | am afraid one of them will touch me, because he will know, because of the smdll. But my train
COmes.

It istwo-fifteen when | get home and mama and baba are adeep. | keep hoping mamawill hear me,
but she doesn't. She doesn't come to the door, she just degps. So | close my door and | take off my
clothes and then | run to the shower and wash mysdlf off. But the dirt doesn't come off. | climb into my
clean nightgown, into my clean bed, but thereis till the smell, like aman, like aman's dirty laundry. And
| cry and cry until | go to deep and no one ever comes.

| keep meaning to look for anew job, but | never see exactly what | am looking for in the paper. | do
apply for atransfer at Cuo, but it turns out that alot of people want that job so | don't get it. | never tell
anybody about Bobby. Celiaasks me how my date went and | say it was boring.

On Friday he cdlls. | am gitting there working. I'm redlly not thinking about him, sometimes| do, but
when he calls|'m redlly not thinking about him at dl. | don't expect hisface. When | seeit | don't know
what to do.

He smilesand says, "Hi, are you busy?' His hair isdown and with it down helooks kind of, well,
cheap. | just Stare at him for aminute.

"San-xiang?' he says.

| cut him off. Then | shunt my calsto Cdia Asan excusel go to the bathroom. | sit there and fedl
sck but after awhile fed okay. If nobody knowsit'sasif it didn't happen.

So | go back to work. | expect Celiato tell me that he called back, but she doesn't. But he can call at
any time. It occursto methat he could come and see me at work. He knowswhere | work. Or he could
be waiting in the subway when | get off.

| watch for himin the subway. Once| think | see him when | am shopping. | wish | could have my old
face back to wear on the subways. But we can never go back.

RAFAEL (Zhang)

"I'm sorry, the only housing we have availableisin upstate Pennsylvania™ The clerk looks over my
ydlow tunic and gray tights, my Chinese boots. "Where are you staying now, comrade?"

"l an gaying with afriendinthecity,” | say.



"Well," the young man leans forward and lowers hisvoice, "if | were you that'swhere I'd stay. Weve
been getting alot of complaints about the buildings.”

I nod. "Put them up too fast?'
"Overextended the water table. The water pressure is so low that only thefirst five stories get water."
"How many dtories are there?'

He pulls out a brochure, white buildings off in the middle distance, trees. "Nine," he says, showing me
the brochure.

"What do you do for water if you're on the ninth floor?

"There aretapsin the yard. Y ou take a bucket downstairs and fill it up.” He shakes hishead. "It's
crazy."

"Ah," | say, nodding. "Can | havethis?'

"Sure," he says, handing me the brochure.

Back in New York. All | wanted wasto get home and here | am, standing in linein the housing office
30 | can be offered aflat without running water. | turned down job offersin Wuxi for this. Thisismy
second office thismorning, I've dready waited an hour and fifteen minutes to see an Employment
Counsdlor at the Bureau of Employment, only to betold that since | was specidized |abor | needed to
make an appointment with the Office of Occupational Resources. And now I'vewaited in line for
twenty-five minutesto be told the only thing availableis afrigging flat in Pennsylvaniawithout running
water. | wonder if the architect that designed this office designed Pennsylvaniahousing. It'sindtitutional
green and needs painting. The floor is concrete, once painted green. Behind the counter hangs afly strip,
curled into ahdix by age.

There had to befliesin China, | think, climbing anarrow stairway surfaced in black, industrial no-dip
materid, | just never noticed them. (Right, fliesin the Wuxi Complex. A fly in Wuxi would have redized it
hubris and died of embarrassment.) Every public stairwell in New Y ork seemsto be surfaced in that
squishy no-dip stuff. | don't useit when | design because disposing of it cleanly isdifficult and besides; it's
ugly. New Y ork has gotten around the disposal problem by never disposing of it. It's nearly
indestructible, but going into the subway it's worn to holes. The holes provide dippery spots and hed
catches, which contradicts the only reason for using it, thet is, to provide anon-dip surface.

New Y ork, in fact, the States seemed to suffer from a seriouslack of follow through. | understand
that maintenanceis expensive, but what about the gpartments out in Pennsylvania? When they found
there was insufficient water pressure, why did they keep building? (Because where else are they going to
put people.)

The subway station smells, afamiliar, reassuring ink. Home again, home again. Peopletak all
around me, their voicesrise and fall, get to the end of the sentence and sing ahit, falling to say thisisthe
end, rising to ask aquestion. Not like Mandarin, the staccato clatter of tones. | lean against the door,
under the sign that says 'Do not lean againgt doors in English, Spanish and Chinese. Likethe warningsin
Chinese gtations not to push, some things are meant to be ignored.

A woman sits under one of the sgnsthat tell you whereto cal for information about resettlement on
Mars, sheisreading atextbook on med tech. She's very serious. She wears awaitress uniform, al day
she flash heats chegp food. | imagine her onfirein her class, going into work the next day and watching
the elaborate physics of the bodies around her, the balancing act of awoman leaning down to get
something off ashdf, her whole body flexing and relaxing in symphony. The waitress amazed, her whole
world expanding outward, suddenly complex and fascinating.

| know she's studying to be amed tech, ajob not redlly different from flash heating food in terms of
intellectud stimulation. She'sdoing it o she can get her certificate and get out of her free market job, get
rea benefits. Thetrain stops a De Kalb, she gets out and crosses the platform to wait for the M train.



The Mystery train we used to cal it when we were kids, because we didn't know anything about the
placesit went.

| get out too, and upstairsto crossto the Atlantic station, connected by tunnel to De Kalb. At Atlantic
Avenue someone says, "Zhong Shan?'

It'sayoung woman | don't recognize, an ABC, | think. Short hair in the style that dl the girlsin New
Y ork seem to be wearing, shaved high at the temples and glossily varnished everywhere else.

"Y ou don't know me, do you," she says. "It's San-xiang. Qian San-xiang."

For amoment | can't place her, the face doesn't go with anyone and then | remember San-xiang.
Ugly little San-xiang. She has had her face fixed. Shelooks normal.

"San-xiang," | say, "you're very pretty! How are you?'
"Okay," shesays. "How areyou?'

"All right. What are you doing, still working at Cuo?' | remember the place where she worked, that's
good.

She nods, "For now. I'll beleaving in March."
"Tranderring?' | ask.

"No," shesays, "I'm going to Mars. I'm going to join acommune caled Jingshen." She saysit flatly,
without excitement, watching my reaction.

"Shentong de shen?" | ask. Which meaning of jingshen? It can mean 'essence’ or 'profound' or a
host of other things.

"Vigor," she says, which sounds like a Cleansing Winds name.

"I remember you were alwaysinterested in communes,” | say lamely, wondering why anyone would
go to Mars, wondering if she hasany ideawhat it will belike. Of course, she has moved before, when
shewasagirl and her family came from China, but surely she doesn't redize how wrenching it will beto
exile hersdf from home.

"You look likeyou are doing well," she says.
"I've been studying in China, I've only been back aweek."

She asksthe usua questions, wherein China, what did | study. She's changed, she seemsolder. She
isolder, it's been four years since | saw San-xiang, she must be, what, twenty-six?

"Let'sgo get coffeg,” | suggest.
She hestates amoment then shrugs. "All right.”

Wefind aplace to get coffee on the concourse between the Atlantic and Pacific stops. It'sa
depressing little place that, like most placesin the subway, never sees sunlight. We it down at metal
tables with pressed smulated wood grain. "How isyour father?' | ask.

Sheamiles. "About the same. Still believes he hasthe right to run everybody'slife.”

Wedon't talk about the last time we saw each other, when her father came to collect her at my
gpartment, but we do talk alittle about kite racing. The conversation lags.

"Why are you going to Mars?' | ask.

"I've been corresponding with someone there for years," she says. | admire the philosophy of the
commune, it isagood compromise between the ided and the practicd. | think it would be agood thing
to sart over in aplace where people pay attention to what isimportant.”

It'saset speech, she must say thisalot. "So you'll go done?"
"Yes" shesays, alittle defiantly, "they'll be my community.”



"What does your family think?" | am sure Foreman Qian has not taken thisquietly.
"They're adjugting to theidea," she says, evasively.

The conversation sputters again, we both sip our drinks. We were strangers when we met, strangers
when we parted, we are strangers now.

"What are you doing,” she asks, "now that you are back from China?"

"l don't know. Waiting until I get my lifein order. | have to go to the Office of Occupationa
Resources and see about getting ajob."

"Herein New York?' she says.
"Ohyesah." | say. "l found out in China, I'mredlly aNew Yorker." | laugh, "Evenif itisadump.”

She doesn't say anything to that and | remember again that San-xiang is Chinese. | don't think of her
that way, she's been here so long. If she could, would she go back to China? | wonder if sheld find it
foreign, she's been here for longer than shelived there.

| try to think of something to say, the only thing | can think of isto tell her how nice shelooks, and I'm
not sure whether | should say that or not.

"I'm sure you're very busy,” San-xiang says.
"Oh," I say, "not s0 busy, but | know you're working and you don't have much free time.”

Politely we dance through the formulas of ending, of parting. We walk back to the platform and say
thingslike, "It wasredly good to see you again.”

Thetrains, of course, don't come and we are left hanging there gracelesdly.

"Y ou know," San-xiang says suddenly, "1'm sorry about the way it worked out, but I'm glad we went
out together.”

"l enjoyed your company,” | say.

"Wasit because of my face?' she asks.

"Was what because of your face?' | say, knowing | don't want to hear her question.
"That you couldn't redly like me?’

| could say that | did like her, but that isn't what she means. | ook up, the board says her trainis
coming in. | want to explain, but | don't know how she will react, if shell be disgusted. It ishard to break
dlence, it'sahabit not to.

"Was it because you're only part Chinese?' she asks.

Her train damsinto the station, cushionsto a stop. "Good luck on Mars," | say, as people push
around us. | am unableto think of how to answer her, of what to say. She has pretty eyes, now, turned
up a me, asking, what is so wrong with her that | wouldn't do the dance, the dance that men and women
are supposed to do? She starts to duck her head, to get on the train.

| touch her arm, "San-xiang,” | say, "it didn't have anything to do with you."
Her faceisclosed. It soundslike everything else | have said to her, apolite lie to escape fedings. The
doorswill close any timenow. "San-xiang, I'm gay," | say, and gently push her on.

She stopsin the door and looks back at me, looking in my face, while her mouth shapes the word.
She doesn't understand right away. Then asthe doors close | see alook of wonder as she beginsto
redize. Thetrain starts up, accelerates away. | hope that in this moment she feel's some sort of absolution,
some understanding that it was not her lack.

| amrelieved that | didn't haveto seeif that look of wonder was followed by disgust. And now, | tell
mysdlf, it doesn't matter anyway.



| get back to Peter'sflat and therésacal. | barely catch it, dap the console. | am looking at the
reason that | have to find another placetolive.

"Hello," saysthereason, "is Peter there?’
| glance at the clock. "He's running alittle late, probably stopped for something,” | say.
"Tdl him Cinnabar caled,” he says.

"Sure,” | say and he cuts the connection. So now | know his name. Peter isinvolved, afact he keeps
secret from me. It is hard to come back and find that Peter isin love. I've been gone on and off for four
years, and | had thought, maybe, when | came back, that Peter and | could try again, that we've matured
and now maybeit will work. But | never said anything to him, and he never said anything to me. It
probably wouldn't have worked for dl of the same reasonsit didn't before. And now we're good friends.

This Cinnabar, he seems, well, short. | don't know how to explain how someone looks short on a
monitor, but he does. | think he'saflyer. Peter dways had athing about fliers. He's not very good
looking, I'm alot better looking than heis. He seemsnice. If he seemed like a son of abitch it would be
different. (Different from what, Zhang?)

I've hardly been home aweek, and my lifeis so complicated aready. Peter'sflat isso small; tiny
kitchen, main room, bedroom. I'm degping on the couch, which isn't very comfortable (I wake up some
mornings without having the dightest ideawhere | am.) | should stay here, save my little bit of money left
over from my Wuxi sdary, wait until | get ajob placement, but | don't know how long | can stand living
here. | haveto get out. | can't stand Peter pretending | don't complicate hislife, | can't stand any of this.

"Hey, Rafadl," Peter isat the door, baancing the canvas bag he usesfor groceries. "Did you clean the
fla?"

"And painted.”

Helooks around, "And you matched the old color exactly, down to the smudges.”
"Hey," | cdl as he disappearsinto the kitchen, "I'm an engineer "

"Pijiu?' Hetosses me a beer. "There, shook it for you."

"Cinnabar called,” | say.

He comes back around the door again. "Oh yeah?' Not knowing what to say or how to act. Even
though it's July, heswearing the ydlow jacket | sent him from China, shining with silk thread,
embroidered with long-life medalions and stylized phoenix. Everybody wearsjacketsdl thetime.
Fashion.

"No message, just tell you hecdled.” | flick onthevid. "1 went down the housing office today, the
nearest available housing is upstate Pennsylvania. And it doesn't have running water. | got a prospectus
for you." Now | haveto think of an excuse for an errand so | can get out of here and Peter can call this
flier person.

| develop the habit of walking the boardwalk. The air smells salty these days. It doesn't have that
burnt smell anymore, the project to clean up the harbor must be working. Reassuring to know that
something isworking. But | missthe smell, for meit'sexciting. Sexud. Not that I'm cruising these days.
Hdll, evenif | wanted to, wherewould | take them, back to Peter's couch? And I'm too old to climb
under the boardwalk and let some kid do mein the sand.

I remember knedling in the sand, shivering, with the light coming down between the cracksin the
boardwalk. Going to school in the day, pretending to be like everybody else, feding like | had some
secret knowledge, some understanding of the real world that the people | went to school with didn't
have. Gooseflesh and the smdll of ash. Some chickenhawk with hisfingerslocked inmy hair.

| walk every night from eight until dmost nine, regular as clockwork. Thefirst couple of nightsit'sdl



right, but Friday night it's dtogether too hot, and the boardwalk is crowded with people. Couples, girlsin
cheap flashy clothes, bright flimsey things. The young girls are shaving high up the backs of their necks,
up even with their earlobes, and just leaving atail of braided hair hang down.

"Ever had ahotdog?"

I'm leaning up againgt the railing, watching the kids go by. He's older than most of the kids, but only
by afew years.

"S," | say, " Yo habito aqui." 'l live here!

For amoment he looks confused. He looks hispanic, but that doesn't mean he speaks spanish. That
will teach meto try and be clever.

Thenhegrins. "Donde?"
"Coney Idand,” | say.

He shakes his head. "For amoment | didn't realize what you were saying, you know, | just didn't
expect you to spesk spanish. Chinese clothesand dl.”

"l grew up on UticaAvenue," | say. He's handsome. Dresses chegp, short matador jacket (no shirt)
and tights. He has atattoo of atear at the corner of hisleft eye, it hangs on the edge of asharp
cheekbone. He's darker than | am. " So you were going to poison aforeign guest with aloca hotdog.”

He shrugs, "I just thought, herésthisforeigner, dl by himsdf on the boardwalk. Somebody ought to
give him atagte of the ethnic cuisine.”

Wewak abit. He gtruts, gestures as he talks. The boys seemed spaced along the walk at regular
intervas. They lean against posts and watch us. Coneys. The couples become static, white noise. The
sdient features of the landscape are the boys, and this amazing young man waking with me who talks
about growing up out here on the edge, in the part of Brooklyn some people call Bangladesh.

"See," he explains, "there's dways going to be agroup of people who aren't ideologically sound.
There'sadways going to be abad e ement fringe. So the Party doesn't mess with Bangladesh. Werea
safety valve surrounding Coney Idand. So out here we can be free”

"What about al the communes being established?' | ask. The girlsdressin bright colors, the coneys
dressdark. A coney in dark pants, dark deeveless shirt watches us from the corner of hiseye. Herests
one muscled arm on a post.

"They won't say," he says, arrily. "Out hereit never redly changes. They pretend to clean it up, but
they just pick up afew deviants and everybody else hides and two hours later the meat market isback in

Hot night for ameat market. I've seen it change. Used to be there wasn't anything out here, no
couples, no hotdogs, just boarded up stands, the coneys and the chickenhawks and the squatters. The
squatters are mostly gone and the whole place is now free marketeers and the people who want housing
in the city bad enough to stick it out. They clean up the two hundred year old buildings, then make the
neighborhood domestic.

He's so fresh and young. Is he waiting for me to make amove? | would if | could. "I haveto get
back," | say, regretfully.

"Good taking to you," he says.
"I come out here and walk pretty often,” | say. "What's your name?'

"Invierno," he says. In Spanish that meanswinter. What kind of nameis Invierno? Obvioudy not his
real name. Not giving one'sread name or number is atime-honored tradition out here on the boardwalk.

"I'm Rafadl," | say. "Liketheangd."
He grins and makes the sign of benediction, standing at the top of the steps.



When | glance back a second time he has aready turned and stalks back down the boardwalk,
prowling.
Back at Peter's building two women are carting boxes out the front door and piling them on the

sdewak. They watch me, flat, hostile faces. Their belongings make the usud pitiful pile onthe sdewalk. |
step over bluegreen pillows like the kind Peter has tossed on the floor, palm the door.

The hdlway and the dlevator are hot and airless, in China even the halways were kept cool. | wonder
how much money it would cost to keep the halls hested and cooled. There are old ducts, a onetimethe
hals of thisbuilding were temperature controlled. In an old building like thisit would help the tenants
keep their own cogtsalittle lower.

"Hey," | say, "someoneis moving out of the building.”
Peter isflicking through vid programs. "Who wasit?'

"Two girls. No one | know." Peter must be asfrustrated as| am. | leave coneys on the boardwalk, he
talksto hisflier. "Maybe | could rent their place.

"Don't rent, save your money until you get ajob," Peter says.
"Y ou need your own place back," | say.
"Y ou're no problem, and you pay half the rent.”

"How'swhat's hisname, theflier." | say pointedly. How'syour love life? I've got this roommeate and
he'sdriving me crazy.

Peter glances up at me, back at the vid. "Cinnabar's just afriend. Hes not aflier, he'sretired." He sits
diff and defensive. | shouldn't have said it.

"l need aplace of my own,” | say and sit down next to him.

"You don't get ajob,” he says, "you'll start borrowing money from me. Pretty soon they'll kick both of
usout."

"Hey," | sy, "I'll rent for afew months and then well move to Pennsylvaniatogether.”
Then | get him abeer and rub his shoulders.

"A regular Florence Nightingde," he says.

The room has ghodts.

So | become atenant. | moveto thefifth floor, griping about having to take the psychopathic elevator
to the top of the building. Moving is not difficult; as Peter remarks, for aman with atruly astounding
wardrobe, | seem painfully short of possessions. (Not that my wardrobe isreally much, it'sjust Chinese))
Theflat istwo rooms, not counting the tiny kitchen and bathroom, both about the same size.

I liveinadump. "Thefloor hasto go," | say. Someone painted the walls agua, the floor is bluegreen
dip, it'slikeliving under water on abad film set. Chegp. But this building was built before the second
depression, when they built to last, and underneath that garbage isasolid floor, underneath thewallsis
good solid wood frame. | wonder what would happen if | knocked the wall out between the two big
rooms. Thelittle front room, which is supposed to be the main room, has no window. The back roomis
bardly big enough for abed. Together they would make one decent room.

But it'smy own. Once moved in | decide | have to take my lifein hand. I've been home for two
weeks and haven't done anything but deep on Peter's couch and walk the boardwalk.

The morning after | movein | put on my black suit and go to the Office of Occupational Resources.

The office has carpeting, something that marksit as a step up on the scale of bureaucracy, but why is
it al sougly? Thisofficeisdirty green; gray-green carpeting (the kind that doesn't show dirt, wear or
aesthetic value) pond-scum green halfway up the wall and scuffed white the rest of theway. | meet a



middle-aged woman, dressed in aboxy beige suit with tailsthat come precisdly to the backs of her
knees.

"Comrade Zhang?' she says, "I'm Cecily Hester. I'm the counsalor who will be assigned to your
placement.”

| have a counsglor assigned to me. | am not certain how to fedl about this. "Counsglor,” | say, politely.

Sheindicates a seat, not at the desk but at the flyspecked window that looks out on the street, and
gtsdown beside me. "Tell me, just exactly what does an organic engineer do? Are you amedical
enginer?'

So | launch into adescription of my training.

"WEell have to start looking around to see who could use your particular skills," she says, thoughtfully.
| sugpect she il isn't surejust what | do.

"What kind of people do you usually place?' | ask.

"Doctorsand highly technica peoplelikeyoursdlf." She getsup, "I'll need to get some information on
the system.” | follow her over and we sit, she behind the desk.

"How long does it take to place someone?" | ask.

"That depends on what they do. A few months. Do you have a preferences asto what part of the
country you'd work in?'

"New York City," | say.
"East Coagt," she says, entering theinformation, "Northeast.”
"I'dredly liketo stay in New York."

"Engineer," shesays, "you have avery specidized skill. Hopefully I'll be @bleto find afirm in the city
that isinterested in you, but it'snot very likely."

"Do you mean | won't be ableto get ajob?’ | ask. "They offered mework in China" Marx and Mao
Zedong but | sound desperate.

"You'll beableto get ajob," she says. " Off the top of my head, | can think of two places that will
probably beinterested in you. Oneisin Cdifornia, oneisin Arizona."

"The Corridor,” | say. Baffin Idand, only permanently.
"They have a beautiful compound,” she says.

She asks meto repeat my educetion, entersit dl. | give her arec with my resume and fina project,
my beach house, onit.

| sense didocation ahead. Moving. | fed sotired, lifewasahdll of alot easier when | wasjust ajob
engineer, another dumb congtruction tech.

What the hell am | going to do? All that time, Baffin Idand, Nanjing. All that, so | can work inthe
Corridor?"Ah, if thisis going to take afew months, can you help me get some sort of short term work,
maybe as a congtruction tech? The only housing available isin Pennsylvania, and they told me it doesn't
have running water, so I'm living in acommune out in Coney Idand and | haveto help with the building
maintenance.”

"I'm sure you don't need to be a construction tech,” she says, sounding alittle asif | wereresearch
scientist who just offered to be ajanitor. "Let methink about it and I'll call you.”

The ride out to Coney Idand takes forever.

All thistime on my hands. When [ finished the job on Baffin Idand and passed my exams, | waited
ten monthsto go to China, but | worked construction jobsfor al but the last month. | don't remember



time hanging on me during that month. Since then | have been in China, dways struggling to catch up,
struggling with language, with taking three years worth of coursesin two regular school yearsand a
summer.

Chinafdlsinto two, neat halves—not chronologicaly, thefirst 'haf' isredly only about three, four
months, the last 'half' the better part of two years. But thereis Haibao, and then there isthe time after
Haibao, the whitetime. That'stheway | think of it, | don't know why. Or rather, | know some of the
reasonswhy, but they don't seem sufficient to describe the feding.

Thewhite timeis crowded with activity. | have never sudied so intently as| did in the year after
Haibao died, | don't suppose | ever will again. For ayear | wasthis amazing creature, the envy of my
classmates, Zhang, the huagiao who destroys grade curves. | read the assgnments, did supplemental
readings. | got tutoring assignments because | discovered having to explain systems analysisto some
Martian made it clearer in my own head (especially because Alexi had an agenda of hisown, he asked
guestions that made me think about systemsin different ways than the textbooks did.)

| didit theway you'l play solitaire for an afternoon, because the dternative was being done with
mysdif.

The gpartment is depressing. All that green. | try to read, but | start thinking about what | could do
with it. On ajob once, we used this sandstone flooring. Theflat isn't very big, the flooring wasn't
outrageoudy expensve and it would be better than bluegreen dip. | wonder what the subflooring islike.

| shut off the climate control, open the door and put my new bed and boxes out in the hall and tear up
acorner of the flooring. Underneeth the flooring is hundred year old thinsulation and under that was
chipboard. Imagine having so much wood you can useit astrash building materid.

"What are you doing?' Someone says from the doorway. It's Y oni, one of the two people who chair
the co-op's managing committee.

"I'm going to replace the floor," | say.
"Y ou should have cleared it with the committeefirgt," he says.
"I'll pay forit," | say.

"That's not the point. What if you get halfway through and stop. The co-op would have to replace the
rest of it. Y ou're damaging the building." He strokes his walrus moustache.

“I'll put Some money in an zhuazhu account until | get it finished,” | say.
"A what?' heasks,

"Zhuazhu." | say. I'm not exactly sure how to trandate. "An account to hold money. A holding
account. I'll put the cost of replacing the floor in abank account in the co-op's name. When I'm finished,
you can give it back. It'swhat they do in China. Look at this, you know what's undernesth this floor?
Chipboard.”

"What's chipboard?' he asks.
"Pressed wood chips. Look at it."

He comes and crouches next to me. "Hey," he says, "it'skind of pretty. Do you think that's under
most of thefloors?"

| shrug. "Depends on how the place was put together, if thisflat wasremodeled. 1'd say they haveit
next door, it looks like these two flats used to be one. See how it goes under the wall ?*

"Vanni might likethis stuff on her floor,” Y oni says

"Y ou haveto sed it." He wantsto know why and | explain how wood is soft and damages. Then |
explain about seders.

He goes next door and gets VVanni, my neighbor. It'snoon but Vanni is abartender and at first she's



not at al thrilled about being woken up to look at her neighbor's floor. She's come by a couple of times
to seewhat | was doing, she'salittle dark thing, not more than twenty-five.

She crouches down deepily. "Theré's that under the blue stuff?"

"Hard totell," | say, "but probably. These old buildings are like archeology, they comein layers.”

"Hey Yoni," shesays, grinning, "do you think theré's another layer under that garbage I've got for
plumbing? Some sort of decent pipes? Maybe copper?”

"Most archeology is done on garbage dumps, isn't it?' Yoni asks.

"Y ou mean under the garbage is more garbage. Rafadl," she says, "want to come rip up my floor?1
can't pay much.”

"If | don't get ajob soon I'll rip it up and if you've got chipboard I'll sedl it.”

| don't sedl the chipboard on my floor. | knock out the dividing wall and repair the walboard at the
break, paint the wallswhite and then lay pa e sandstone squares from somewhere out in the Corridor.
The whole job takes six days, mostly because | don't have much in the way of tools. | rent a cutter for
four hoursfor thewall, and buy alittle hand cutter to trim stone, but other than that the whole thing is
pretty much done by hand. Oncein awhile find mysalf looking for shapes of Satesin theinsulation and
stone. Divining my future. Some people read tealeaves, | read building materids. The soneisabitch to
haul in, but when I'm finished the placeislight and clean looking. Next job will be making the window
bigger.

For afew minutes| fed pleased with mysdlf. | haven't fdt adrift dl day, and Sitting in this gpartment |
now have aplace where | can escape the oppressive shabbiness of everything.

But hell, theré's not alot to do. Watch my little vid. | have akitchen table and two chairs, and a bed.
Nothing to do but think about the interview and all the questions | should have asked. Why did | even
bother to redo the place?1'm not going to live here. I've doneit al for astranger, who will probably hate
it because there's no bedroom. Timeto get out, otherwise I'm going to brood myself into catatonia.

| wander downgtairsto seeif Peter isin. To tak, to tdl him about the interview.

"Zhang," Peter says when he opensthe door, surprised. He doesn't usually cal methat. "Comein.
How's the place?’

"Bucuo." Not bad. "Mostly finished, you should come up and see it sometime when | have beer in
the cooler. Y ou busy?'

"No, afriend just stopped by," he gesturesto comein.

It'sthe onewho cals. Heis short, short and tiny. Stringy. Definitely aflyer. "Hi," | say, "I'm Zhang, or
Rafad .

"1 met you once a couple of yearsago,” the he says, " Cinnabar Chavez." He stands and offers his
hand. "Y ou and Peter were at Commemorative.”

"l remember,” | lie. Therewerealot of nightsat Commemorative, alot of flyers. But thistime |
connect, maybe it'sthe last name. | guessthe reason | didn't connect before wasthat | had it in my head
that he died. Obvioudy not.

"Pijiu?" Peter says, elaborately casual.

"Sure," | say. It occursto methat I'm not going to talk to Peter about what to do with my life. At least
not tonight. "So you are Peter's secret,” | say.

Peter pops out of the kitchen, looking irritated. Somehow this delights me, makes me fed wicked.
Peter ducks back in the kitchen.

"I've heard alot about you," Cinnabar says. "Y ou and Peter have been friends along time. Which do



you prefer, Zhang or Rafael ?"
"Which does Peter cal me?'
"Modtly Refad "
"Rafad isfine. Peter'sagood guy,” | say, "agood friend. The best.”
"l can seethat,” Cinnabar says softly.
From the kitchen Peter calls, "What isthis, my eulogy?'
"Except, of course,” | add, "he thinks he's everybody's mother.”

This gtrikes some cord in Cinnabar, he starts laughing. Peter comes out of the kitchen scarlet with
embarrassment, slently hands me my beer, and glares a Cinnabar when hegiveshim his.

"Don't look a me!" Cinnabar protests, "1 didn't make him say it! | didn't say aword!"

| amintrouble. Thisjob thing, | have too much timeto think about it.

| reed and watch the vid. In the evening | walk on the boardwalk, sometimes late at night go back out
and on Friday night I even end up underneath the boardwalk with akid who looks seventeen but says
he's twenty. We're at a stretch where the stands are boarded up for the night and there aren't as many
couples, but gtill, above my head there are the click-click-click of hedls. The act isfast and depressing,
sordid without being thrilling.

| remember being a coney. Hawks seemed old.

Whitetime. Baffin Idand time. Two weeks of my life dide by. A couple of evenings| go downgtairs
and talk to Peter and Cinnabar. Cinnabar is having aparty, | agree to go to make Peter happy. Instead,
the Friday of Cinnabar's party becomes alandmark, a navigation point, something happening. It'slikea
white out, where the wind is blowing the snow sideways, and the windows of the observation ation
might aswell have been painted white. We came back from Hasey Station in one, using instrumentsto
navigate. | got so disoriented | had trouble standing up when we got inside, I'd lost al sense of right and
|eft, up and down.

Then Cecily Hester from The Office of Occupationd Resourcescalls. "I have lots of news," she says.
Sheisexcited. "Western Technologiesin Cdifornia. They're offering ninety-two hundred, but | think
that'slow. It'sonly to get you to come and talk to them anyway. And | think I've got you something to
tide you over."

"In Cdifornia?" | say stupidly. Ninety-two hundred? | made eleven hundred ayear asacongtruction
tech. Thirty-two in my year of 'hazardous duty’ on Baffin Idand. My father lives somewherein Cdifornia

"Right, Western Technologies. But the place that's redlly going to beinterested in you is New
Mexico-Texas. That's where you're going to get thered offers. They're both multinationas, with
headquartersin the free economic zone in Hainandao. That'swhy they can afford to offer the salaries. Of
course, when your salary ispaid by afree market corporation, you're taxed. | imagine you've never been
taxed. It'salot of money, thirty, forty percent, but that's still avery good sdlary.” Comrade Cecily Hester
gmilesat me, "I'velearned agreet ded about Organic Engineersin the last three days, Engineer Zhang.
There aren't very many of you outside of China. It's nice to see that you came back."

The braindrain to China. All the brightest and best go there. How funny that she lumps mein with
molecular biologistswho go to Chinato do grad work and never return.

"Also," shesays, "Brooklyn College would like to have you teach an Engineering course. They were
very excited when | told them you werein the city.” She looks thoughtful, "It's a pity they don't pay much,
that would alow you to stay in the city. But they're not going to be able to come anywhere sixty.”

So much money. "Thank you," | say.



Cinnabar's Party. I'm not sure I'm in aparty mood. I'd really like to talk to Peter about this New
Mexico-Texasthing, but | probably won't get much chance. | have abad feding about this party.

| decide to wear the black suit Haibao said was so conservetive it wasn't. | wonder if Liu Wen till
playsjiaqiu, | never found out if he was arrested or if he escaped that night when the club was raided. If
he did escape, | don't know if he ever found out that Haibao was dead. What would they think of Liu
Wen at Cinnabar's party? Would they understand how decadent it was to be beautiful and appear to
throw it dl away?

| take the train down to Brooklyn Heights where Cinnabar lives. Peter ishelping to host so he's been
thereall day. | carry beer, my contribution.

Cinnabar livesin an old building, it was probably once asingle family residence, now apartments.
Cinnabar hasthe top two floors. The hdlway is cluttered with kite frames, abicycle, acouple of chairs
turned on their sdes. He's a consultant for one of the companies that supplies kite frames. The door is
open. Cinnabar's placeis pretty big, rather dark and cool. | haven't been to many placesthe size of this,
Cinnabar Chavez obvioudy does pretty well, but I've been to alot of places that |ooked much the same,
if amdler.

It'san old building, built strong and decaying dowly. Inside seems shabby and chesp. It's not, not by
New Y ork standards, | know. (I think of the Wuxi complex, beautiful red tile roofs.) On onewall isa
short vid loop. It'saflyer hooking into akite harness, talking to akid on hiscrew. Theflyer isn't
Cinnabar, dthough he's hispanic. After amoment | redlizethekid is, ayoung Cinnabar. Thereésno
sound, just thisflyer jacking in, ared short clip of him taking off in an old looking kite with bright blue
and violet slk. Then aclip of another flyer, probably Cinnabar, touching down in akite with red silk.
Then repest.

Therésmusc, that tinkly, percussion stuff for pattern dancing. | take my beer into the kitchen and
stuff it into acold box aready full of beer and wine. Nobody's dancing yet. | see Peter talking to acouple
of people and say hello. | go back and get abeer so | have something to do with myself until 1 fit into the
party. | see Cinnabar talking to another flyer, awoman with long crinkly hair, ared jacket and hipslikea
twelve-year-old. | don't recognize many flyers, | know some of their silk colorsand that'sall, and |
haven't been to arace since before China

Cinnabar doesn't seem to have much furniture. Makes agreat space for parties.

| drink my beer and say hello to a couple of people | know from Peter's building. | end up talking to
Robert, who doesn't know anybody here either. "Y ou'rein the building? How come | haven't seeyou at
the meetings?'

"I've only been there a couple of weeks."

We make smdll talk. It'seight-thirty, | figure | can sneak out at €leven, maybe ten-thirty.

| glance around and to my astonishment make eye contact with the guy from the boardwalk, Invierno.
"It'stheangd!" he says and sauntersover.

"Hey," | say, ddlighted. "Areyou afriend of Cinnabar's?'

Heis, well not exactly, he'safriend of afriend. "1 dmost didn't cometonight,” he says.

"I'm glad you came.”

Heknows alot of people at the party. "The woman taking to Cinnabar? That's Gargoyle, theflier.
Only her namesreadly Angel. And that guy over there? That's Previn Tabat, the guy on the news."

Hetdlsmethat theflyer in thevidis Cinnabar's elder brother, dead in aflying accident. He flirtswith
me. Heflirtswith Robert. He haslarge dark eyes and very long eyelashes. He's dressed in his matador's
outfit again.

"I haven't seen you on the boardwalk," | say.



"l don't get out too much.” He shrugs. "I work at abank, | work weird hoursin Routing." Something
about keeping track of credit.

Robert drifts off while we stand talking. Invierno's such akid, full of himsdlf, aggressve, dmost
obnoxious. But | keep finding him funny.

"Dancewith me," he says. People have started dancing.

"l don't know how," | say, amused.

"l don't believe you."

"It'strue” | protest, laughing. "1 redlly don't know how."

"I'll teach you apattern,” he promises, and taking me by the wrigt, pulls me to the center of the room
where we are most noticeable, and teaches me a pattern, asimple one. We dance and | think hell get
tired of me, but he doesn't. He changes pattern dancing into something baroque, to go with his Spanish
clothes. He invests the stleps with a stiffness, machismo. He holds my hand high and when helooks at me,
he has veiled his eyes under those lashes. He looks like awillful boy who is sensitive to dights. And the
more | laugh, the more he warms under the attention.

S0, of course, latein the party | take him home. We dip down the steps to the subway and sit on the
train, casudly uninterested in each other, my left knee touching hisright, while an old man deeps across
from usand agirl in awaitress uniform knits next to us.

| take him into my room, out of the dark hal where the lights go off the moment you open your door,
and he says, "Thisiswhereyou live?'

| imagineit'stoo bare for him, | don't even have achair. "I haven't been herelong.”

Then he surprisessme. "Thisisredly nice" he says oftly, envioudy. "Isthisthe way they do thingsin
China?'

"No," | say, "in Chinayou'd program lightsand wall colors. And thered be more furniture.”

He nods, touches the wallswith the tips of hisfingers. "It'swhite. Doesn't white mean death?"

"It dso meanslife. It depends on whether you're eastern or western.”

"What areyou?' he asks.

| shrug. "A little of both.”

He stands there, looking a me. Waitsfor me. | am the older man, | makethefirst move. Thatisa
shock, too. I've always been the pick-up, or we were both young and there was no older/younger, like
with Peter. But now we arein my place and | have Invierno.

So | take him to bed.

| deep and wake, turn carefully on the bed not to bother him, deep again, coming half-awake to shift.
He shifts against me a couple of times, often only amoment after | do. We didn't deep until four or five.
Thelight through the one window is bright by mid-morning. He has alovely shoulder, hairless, the color
of tea. Broad flat shoulder bone like an ax.

Used to be I'd be lying here wishing he would leave. Y oung men leave, don't even deep, they grab
their tights, stand in the bedroom like one-legged storks, getting dressed. Once I'd have shifted around
until he woke up, then I'd offer him breskfast. I'll be thirty-onein four months. I'm tired but | like him
here, degping on his somach, hisface turned away from me.

Hetold me the tear tattoo was a prison thing a hundred years ago. Fashion now. After the liberation,
gay men doing reform through labor had the tattoo. A totem. A sign. A signd. | don't touch him, he'd
wake up.

Someone knocks on the door and Invierno sits straight up.



"Justaminutel” | cal.
"Shit," Invierno says, rubbing hisface. "Whet timeisit?

"Around ten-thirty." | drag on the pantsto my suit—lying on the floor next to the bed—and push my
hair out of my face, open the door just wide enough to see out. It's Vanni, my next door neighbor. She's
fresh, brown face turned up, big eyes, wild black hair caught back.

"Oh," she says, "wereyou adeep?'
| dip out inthe airless hall, the heat hits hard, makes mefed asif | can't breathe. "What are you doing

up so early on a Saturday morning?' Vanni works late hours, | hear her comein a two, threein the
morning.

Shel'sembarrassed, 'l was just up, | was wondering about if you could help me strip my floor this
weekend. | didn't mean to wake you."

"Sure, I'll hepyou stripit.” | say, "I'm so bored | don't know what to do with myself. Look, I've got
company, are you going to be home later thismorning?*

"Oh God," she says, covers her mouth, "Oh Rafad, I'm redlly sorry. I'll be home."

| samileat her, "Okay, I'll seeyou later.” | guess| should beirritated, but I'm pleased. | like the idea of
having neighbors.

Invierno is il Sitting on the bed, bare feet on thefloor. "I didn't know it was so late," he says.

"Areyou late for work?"

"No, but I've got to do some stuff first." He grabs his matador pants. In the bathroom my reflectionis
arevelaion, haggard face, hair stringing al over the place. | splash water on my face, drag abrush
through my hair and tieit back.

While he'sin the bathroom | make coffee. He downs a cup, refuses my offer of breskfadt. | tell himto
cal meif he'sfreg, give him my number. He Suffsit in the pocket of hisjacket without looking at it or me.
Themorning after. But he smilesa mein the halway.

Smilesareliketears. Totems. Signs. Signdls.
Inthewhitetime, you cling to sgnds.

| become ateacher.

It'slaughable, in away. Theway | become ateacher is smply to have someone say 'yourea
teacher." A professor noless.

Brooklyn Collegeisan old school with along and illustrious tradition. They say that even before the
liberation, anyone who had a college diploma could go to Brooklyn College and that it was free. There's
adatue of Christopher Brinin front of Martyr's Hall and a plague explaining that and thet Brinwas a
graduate of Brooklyn College. | don't exactly understand the logigtics of al this. If anyone who wanted to
could go to school, how did they keep from having classes of 200 or 2000 students?

My preparation for teaching my course, acoursetitled "Engineering—Systems Applications' isan
interview with Dean Eng. Dean Eng asks me my teaching experience and the only thing | can think of is

tutoring. | tell her | tutored aMartian settler and she asksmeif | could possibly get him to enrall in my
class here. He could audit for free.

| usethetermind in her officeto send Alexi Dormov ateex.

Her mgjor piece of adviceisto wait until to class has sarted and then walk in without looking at the
class, wak straight to the blackboard and write my name. Then announce my name, the class name and
cal numbers and say that anyone who needs to add the classto their schedule should see me afterwards.

| assumethisis some method of intimidating sudents with professoria manner.



"Not at al," sheexplains, smiling inakind of motherly way, "it'samethod of reducing stage fright.
Thisway, when you turn around and look at al those faces you'll have something to say."

Sheisabsolutely correct. There arefifteen people officialy registered for my course, but when | turn
around after writing "Zhang Zhong Shan' on the board there are easily thirty peoplein the classroom. I've
never talked in front of so many peoplein my life and the minute | start with my lecture they're going to
know that I'm afraud. | make my announcement about which classthisis and nobody moves. Thirty
faces, dmogt haf of them ABC, dl looking a me, most of them Invierno's age. My knees are shaking. |
stand behind the desk.

| glance back at the board behind me. The class before mineisarequired politics class, someone has
diagrammed the classic Marxist historical progression on the board: Primitive Society to Feudalism,
Feuddisamto Industrid Revolution to Capitalism to Proletariat Revolution to Socidism to Communism.
All sortsof irrdlevant things run through my mind. My first year in China, my roommete, Xiao Chen, was
a Scientific History mgor. | can remember helping him study for exams. | can gill remember the three
mgor advancementsin pure science in the twentieth century: Rdativity, Quantum Physics and Chaos
Studies.

"I know you are dl going to be disappointed,” | say, "but thisis an Engineering course, not a politics
course.”

Some of them amile politely.

"Thereisamember of the classwho is present but severad minutesbehind us” | say. "Wewill havea
Martian auditing the class by monitor, so please speak up loudly so Alexi can hear your contributionsto
class" My voice sounds very shaky. They cannot possibly believe | am ateacher. But they dl St very
expectantly. When | start to talk, they al start their transcribers, highlighters ready.

When | wrote it, my opening lecture seemed brilliant. | don't realy want to teach anything today, | just
wanted to get my feet wet and entertain them alittle. Looking at my notes| redize I'm going to bore them
all bonkers. | talk about how we think of using systems, and how we assume that we jack into the
meachine

"Simulation of your nervous system from an artificid sysemisillegd,” | say. "Why?'

Thereisslence. Madre de Dios, what do | do if no one answers the question? Then one young man
raseshishandand | call on him gratefully.

"Becauseit'saddicting,” he says.

"How many of you have ever been to see akiterace?’ | ask. It soundslike one of those
teacher-questions (I am amazed at how much | sound like ateacher.) Most of them raise their hands.
"Well, aflier experiencesthe kite asakind of second body," | say. "Theflier fedsthe kites sall asif they
weretheflier'swing, and if the kite develops a structural problem then theflier fedlsit asan ache.
Something has got to be stimulating the flier's nervous system,” | say. They glaze over. Did you know you
can see boredom? | have other examples, the medica stuff in China, for one, but | decideto just finish up
on fliersand forget other examples. | tell them about the system at Wuxi, where people didn't jack in.
Some of them look interested but nobody usestheir highlighters. "In the future we might al be cyborgs
linked into systems. In that future, we would al be organic engineers.” This sounds like ateacher lecture.
Amazing how you don't have to have any training to sound like every dull teacher you ever had in middle
school.

| explain about organic engineers. | expected the lecture to take an hour, but | find it's only taken
twenty-five minutes. | tack on alittle about the relationship of science to society, about how socid
thought ways lags behind scientific change. Mostly because of thinking about Xiao Chen. Then | redize
| need an example.

What's an example of how socia thought lags behind scientific change? 1 mean, it'sacliche, but other
than talking even more about how everyoneisafraid of feedback but how it isthe way thingswill goin



thefuture, | realy can't think of anything. Religion. But everybody knows about religion, and it's not
relevant to them.

"Take for example the diagram behind me on the board. Does anyone recognize it?'

They al look a me, blank. Of coursethey dl recognizeit. But it's politics. Nobody in their right mind
isgoing to volunteer anything about politics. Keep your head down, don't get into trouble. Nervousness
makes meatyrant, | point a one young woman. "Tell mewhat it means.”

Shelooks around, hoping for escape. Normally 1'd fed sympathy for her but now | am only
concerned with how to fill another fifteen minutes.

"Ah, itsMarx'sandyss—"

Her voiceis so soft | can barely hear her. " Sweetheart,” | say, trying to put her at ease, "you've got to
talk loud enough to be heard on Mars."

Louder she says, "It'saMarxist diagram of historica progression.”

"Right. Now, what the diagram saysisthat primitive society eventualy organizesinto feuda society.
Usualy asaresult of farming. That society eventualy dlows afew landlords—whether you cal them
lords or landholders or whatever—to accrue enough capital to invest in something other than farming.
That capital formsthe basefor anindustria revolution, which pavestheway for capitalist society.
Capitaism exploits workers the way Feuddism exploits serfs. But capitdiam is an unstable system, with
it'sboom and bust cycles, it's violent corrections, and eventudly thereisaproletariat revolution and a
socidig system is established. So far so good?”

| expect them to be bored out of their minds, they've been chanting this relationship since junior

middle schoal, but they are rigid with attention, the glaze of boredom is gone. Apparently thereis some
novelty in having an engineering teacher lecture them on palitics.

"Okay," | say, "when did Chinamove from primitive to feuda?'
"The Emperor Qin," someone saysdutifully.

"From feudd to capitdig?’

Thereisamoment of slence. Finally an ABC raises hishand.

"Laoshi," he saysformaly, Teacher,' "Mao Zedong changed the diagram. The revolution in China
was a peasant revolution, not aproletariat revolution.”

"Wrong," | say. The young man's eyes get large. " Lenin changed the diagram. Other than that you are
perfectly correct.” | sound like Comrade Wei, my caculusteacher in middle school. Marx and Lenin |
hated that man.

Thereisanervouslaugh. | find it very exciting to have ther attention. "Can you name me an example
of acountry that did have aproletariat revolution?’

A young woman pops out without raising her hand, "Wedid."

"Right. In the early twentieth century the nationa debt and the trade deficit of the old United States
precipitated the second depression. In effect, the country went bankrupt, and as aresult, so did the
economy of every first world nation at the time except for Japan, which managed to keep from total
bankruptcy but lost most of it's markets, and for Canada and Austraia, which created the
Canadian-Audtradian dliance, aholding measure to preserve their own systemswhich survives until this
day. The Soviet Union aso went into bankruptcy because it was deeply invested in the U.S. bond
market, whatever that was," they dl laugh, weve al been taught that the U.S.S.R. was deeply hurt in the
economic collapse because of their involvement in the U.S. bond market, but I'll be damned if | ever met
anyone who redly knew what that meant. "And what did Chinado?"

"Went back to a soft currency system,” someone volunteers.



"What is soft currency?" | ask.

Slence.

The boy who cdled me laoshi has his nerve back. "Ah, it is an economic system which does not tie
it'sown currency into theworld market."

"Meaning?' | ask.
"Meaning," hetakesabreath, "that a Chinese yuan inside the borders of China had vaue—that it
bought things—but that outside the Chinese border it was just a piece of paper.”

"Ah" | say. Then| tell thetruth. "Y ou're the first person ever to explain that to me. Unless | dept
through it in Middle School, which is possible” Honest laughter thistime.

| continue. "The U.S. could no longer provide socia services, keep schools open, hospitals, banks.
Eventually, the Communist Party organized well enough under Christopher Brin to take over portions of
New Y ork City and attempted to provide basic socia services. Wewill skip over the struggles of the
early party, which was, as everyone knows, given amgjor shot in the arm by the help of the Chinesewho
had managed to get their economic shit together.”

Grinsin the room.

"Along comes the Second Civil War, led by Brin until hewaskilled in Atlanta.and after that by
Darwin lacomo and Zhou Xie-zhi and the United States becomes a socidist country. So there we have
it, Capitalism to Proletariat revolution to Sociaism. Now," | ask, "whereisthe American Feuda period?"

Actudly, it was a Canadian who first asked me that, Karin, happily poking holesin my education. The
classhasthe same answer | do, which isto say that they have no idea.

"Well," | say, enjoying mysdlf immensely and not giving Karin any credit, ""unless you count davery,
which was regiond, there was no feudal period. And the only American primitive period was the Native
Americans, and their economic history is discontinuous from ours.”

A young woman who hasn't spoken thus far raises her hand. " Our feudalism wasin Europe,” she
sys.
I nod. "Okay," | say, "I'll giveyou that."

Up until now everything I've said has been fine. | stop. | don't redlly have the nerveto go on. | look
up, there are studentsin every seat, and there are two people leaning on windowsllIs. They areall
waliting, waiting for me to make my point. "But now, al of thisso far has been very finefrom apolitical
point of view. But from ascientific point of view it isclearly avery Newtonian way of thinking."

They dl watch me. | don't know what they are thinking.

"Newtonian," | say, "From Newton. The guy with the apple." Marx and Mao Zedong, | am the last
person anyone would ever expect to be standing here lecturing on science and politics. Maybe | can just
explain why it's Newtonian and stop there, that doesn't seem too dangerous.

"Newton thought of the Universe aslike agiant clock. He said that the universe wasrather like a
mechanism, wound up and set in motion by God and therefore moving in grand patterns, much like
planetary orbits. The nineteenth and twentieth century were mostly involved with trying to figure out
Newton's patterns and describe them all.

"Marx attempted to reduce society to it's component forces. For Newton, the forces that described
the universe were basically gravity, motion and inertia. Marx's mgjor forces were economic. He thought
that an analys's of economic relationshipswould explain the movement of history. And when he had
analyzed these relationships he could extrapolate to predict the way society would movein the future.” |
tap onthe board. "Thisishisanalyss.

Some nods. | notice the flicker of highlighters. "1 would appreciate it you didn't take thisdown,” | say
softly. "You will not be tested on any of this."



The young man who calsme laoshi grins and leans back.

"Marx assumed that either things were predictable or they were random. Things are either predictable
or random, aren't they?" It isatrick question, these are engineering students. Engineering tends to work
with things we can solve. Thingswe can solve are usualy predictable. "What are the two kinds of
predictable equations?' After | ak it | redize they may not know.

A young man, "Linear or periodic.”

"Right. Linear. If | drop thisbook you can calcul ate the speed of the book asit falls. Correct? Linear
or periodic?’

"Linear," hesays.

| tap the blackboard behind me. "Linear or periodic?

"It's not an equation,” says the woman who said our Feuda period wasin Europe.

"Ah, but it looks like a graph, would the equation be linear or periodic?’

"Linear," acouple of people say. Obvioudy. It'saline, from primitive to the communist utopia

"Give me an example of periodic?'

The laoshi young man. "The seasons.”

"Right, spring, summer, fal, winter, pring, summer, fal, winter. Capitalism assumed that an economy
cyclesin aboom and bust cycle. Expanson, adjustment, expansion, adjustment. After dl, economicsis

not unpredictable, isit? Thelaw of supply and demand holds true, reduce the supply and demand will
force priceshigher. A system that's predictable isn't random.

"So which wasright, Marx with hislinear view of higory, or capitdism withit'scyclicd view?
Obvioudy not capitaism, because history didn't repest. We did progress from primitive society to
feuddism, to capitalism. Unlessthe cycleisjust longer than we redlize and we are dl going to drop back
to primitive and gart the climb dl over again.”

"But aperiodic equationisaloop,” the feudadism woman says, "it hasto repeat exactly.”

"We're usng mathamatics as metgphors,” | explain. " Sciencefiltersinto the generd public as
metaphors that describe out world, our history. For Marx, there were only two possibilities, that history
was either predictable or it was random. If it was random, then it should have behaved in arandom
fashion, but Newton had described the universe as governed by natural laws. Marx'sgeniuswasin
determining that socid history was a so governed by recognizable factors. He set out to systematically
define those factors—the bas ¢ ones economic—and then, once he thought he had, he did for society
what Newton's system did for planetary motion, he predicted the future.”

| should stop. But it would sound ridiculousif | stopped. And theré's something exciting about
ganding up here, thinking dl this, saying dl this.

"That iswhat you have been taught, and that'sthe prevailing socid view. It'sbasicaly aNewtonian
view. Since Newton we've had anumber of major revolutionsin the way wethink the universe works,
three of them in the twentieth century. Thefirgt was Relativity, the second was Quantum Mechanics, the
third was Chaos. What is chaos?"

Laoshi says, "The study of complex, non-linear systems.”

"Good. What'sthe Butterfly effect?'

“Laoshi, Pardon me?’

"Any of you interested in Physics?' | ask. "'Can someone describe 'sensitive dependence oninitial
conditions?'

The young woman who said American feudalism occurred in Europe says, " Sensitive dependence on
initid conditions refersto theway smal factors affect non-linear systems.” The definition istextbook, the



voiceis Brooklyn. She and the ABC, | like them.

"Right," | say, "The most classic example iswegther, which is not random—for example
thunderstorms occur &t the leading edge of low pressure system. But wesather isnot cyclic, if it rained on
August the ninth last year that doesn't tell you what it will do this year. The mean average temperature for
thisyear is not the mean average temperature for last year, nor this century for last century. In fact, the
climate of the earth has changed radically, through ice ages and warm periods, and no one has ever been
ableto identify apattern that repests itsdlf.

"If | am trying to predict weather, | can feed huge quantities of information into a system; temperature
and wind direction and humidity for placesall over the globe, the effect of the earth'srotation, land
masses, mountain el evations, oceans, and get afairly reasonable representation of weether. But if |
change one temperature in one location by one-tenth of a degree, pretty soon my modd's weather will
dart to diverge from actua westher conditions. In afew months, the system and the real world won't
resemble each other at al. Weather shows sengitive dependence on initid conditions. It is so sengtiveto
variablesthat the movement of air by abutterfly'swingsin New Y ork eventudly has an effect on dust
gormsin Bajing.

Stop now, the conclusion isobvious. | pause. But they are waiting, thirty people willing meto finish.
And | want to, | am proud of my theory, | don't want to be careful ths onetime.

"Higtory isaso acomplex system. It isnot random, but it is non-linear. Marx's predictions were
based on the assumption that history isalinear system, and using those assumptions he predicted the
future. But if weather isacomplex system, it seems reasonable to assume that history is aso acomplex
system. History is sengitive dependent oninitid conditions. Y ou cannot predict the future.”

Thereisasggh in the classroom. | have said what everybody knows but no one says. It isin the room,
hanging.
Marx waswrong.

"For class on Thursday please read the first chapter and prepare problemstwo, six and seven,” | say.
"I know we haven't discussed how to do the problems, but | want to see how you tackle engineering
problemsusing systems. That'sit, I'll seeyou Thursday if I'm sill ateacher.”

They st for amoment. | check thetime, it isalittle over an hour. | am wringing wet under my black
auit, exhilarated, more than alittle scared. Suddenly they al start getting up and six or seven people are
standing around my desk asking to be admitted to the class.

Apparently nobody says anything, because come Thursday, | am ill teaching. Nobody that is except
Alexi Dormov, who leaves me hisusud list of questionsand anote. "If you keep this up, you're going to
end up here. Hope you like goats.”

Comrade Cecily Hester from the Office of Occupationa Resources callsme. | can fed see her
excitement. "1've been reviewing the responses I'm getting, | think you had better cometalk to my
supervisor,” shesays. "l think you're rather out of my league. Congratulations. How about today?* she
says.

Today isfine. Around ten.

| get dressed in my Chinese suit and go downtown where | meet with Comrade Cecily Hester's
superior, Comrade Huang. Comrade Huang is ABC. As one goes further up in any hierarchy, one meets
more and more ethnically Chinese. We discuss what kinds of things the companieswill offer me, what
should be important to me. Comrade Huang talks about the difference between paid sdary and the value
of benefits. "When you enter abig multinationd," he says, "you are entering acommunity. Y ou should be
aware of the kinds of environments the manageriad philosophies create.”

Whatever that means.



"I | decide on acompany, can there be athree month trial?* | ask. "'Can we set something up so that
either | can get out of the company or they can let mego if I'm not comfortable or right for their
environment?' He saysit'spossble.

Comrade Huang calls two corporations, Western Technologies and New Mexico-Texas Systems
and talksto them while| wait in ashabby green waiting room with dusty dipcovers on government issue
chairs.

"Engineer Zhang," he sayswhen he comes out to get me, "would you possibly be ableto fly out to
Arizonafor aninterview Friday?"

No, | am thinking, I'm not ready. "I have aclassto teach,” | say.
"l understand that is Tuesday and Thursday, thiswould be only Friday and Saturday.”
Thereisnothing to say, no defense.

| fly to Albuguerke to meet representatives of New-Mexico Texas Light Industrials. | am met at the
arport by adriver and arepresentative. Ms. Ngyuen is as brown as my mother and despite her Asan
name looks Chicano. She has ashort bob of hair, conservative, and wears atan short deeved shirt and
pants; like ageologist or an archeologist. Albuquerke isin the Western Corridor, water is a constant
problem and Ms. Ngyuen, and | talk water al the way to the headquarters.

| expect something dramatic like Wuxi Technologies, perhaps an oasis of green in the middle of this
rocky landscape. We come to a chainlink fence and drive pardld to it for miles. Beyond the chainlink is
nothing, the landscape is the same on ether sde. We stop a a guardhouse, turn in and go through a gate.
The sign says 'New Mexico-Texas Light Industrids but it'svery small.

It isten in the morning and light searsthe landscape. | keep hoping for the oasis, but we drive for
fifteen minutes and see nothing but rock and brush. The brush looks dead; Ms. Ngyuen informs me that it
comesdiveinthe soring. Like Baffin Idand, | imagine, theliving thingslive their wholelivesin that narrow
time when conditions are favorable, and al the rest of the time they wait.

Eventudly, far ahead | see acomplex of buildings. They arelow, the same color asthe land, akind of
bleached brown. When we get closer | seethey're surrounded by gravel. Well, why waste water on
grass? It's untended, nothing like the raked garden of sonesat my flat in Wuxi. The siteisacluster of
half-a-dozen buildings. But the Sizeis decelving, buildings| assumed were astory high are actudly three
stories. We drive under one right into the garage.

When Ms. Ngyuen opens the door the heat is not nearly so bad as | expected, athough, of course
we arein the shade. We take an eevator up three stories.

Indde, thefloor is polished and painted concrete, the walls are adobe, it looks alittle pinched. The
offices are drab, the only color comes from calendars. The staff wears khaki; crisp brown and tan, short
deeves. I'm not sureif it isexactly auniform, because even in one officeit's sometimes coverdls,
sometimes shirts and pants or skirts. Some people wear white blouses. A few glance up aswewalk by,
the rest seem engrossed in their work. We come through a double door into what must be the executive
offices and things look better. Our footsteps are muffled by sand colored carpet, wooden desks have
Native American pottery on them, plants are growing out of Native American baskets. Prettier, but Wuxi
it'snot.

| meet Vice President Wang. He isfrom the main office in Hainandao, herefor fiveyears. Heisa
smdl, neat man with ashort brush of hair. His officeisal sand colored, with huge windows that look out
a milesof scrub. In hiskhaki he gives animpression of military correctness. He leans forward, smiling,
and shakes my hand. "Engineer Zhang," he says, hisvoice forceful and full of energy, "we are pleased you
could come." His English is accented but good.

We have teaand discuss my journey, and then the water shortage. Finally he gestures towards a tube



on hisdesk, the kind for storing plans and large flimsies. "My engineers have been looking at your project
from Nanjing University. Itisvery impressve. Y ou designed this using the techniques of organic
enginesring?'

My beach house. | explain that it was an assignment during my internship. (Woo Eubong's design was
the one eventually accepted, mine, | tell mysdlf, was not to the taste of the owner.) Vice President Wang
explainsthat New Mexico-Texas has an organic engineer. "l don't suppose you have much need for a
man who can design beach houses,” | say.

"We don't need too many beach houses, athough we have one in Hainandao, and plan to have onein
San Antonio." Vice President Wang smiles. "There are other things you can do, | am sure.”

"What would you need?"
"How about if | have you spesk with our Engineer after lunch, she can explain.”

We break for lunch, which isred snapper Veracruz and icy cold Mexican beer. The cafeteriais sand
colored, with soft accents of mint and melon. Very inditutiond. The windows ook out on scrub. The
noon landscape is blasted white with sunlight.

After lunch | meet Mang Li-zi, the organic engineer, trained in Shanghai. Her office isaso carpeted,
but her desk and tables are meta. Sheis finishing the second year of afive year rotation from Hainandao.
SheisChinese and her first wordsto meare, "Ni shuo poutonghua ma?" 'Do you spesk Mandarin?

"Shuo,” | say, 'Yes!
"Good," shesaysin Chinese. "It'seasier that way. Do you need augmentation?'

"No," | say, "I think | can understand. Y ou spesk very clearly.” Actudly she has aheavy Shanghai
accent, the kind that changes 'Shanghai’ into 'Sanghal..

Sheisthefirg person | have seen who isnot in khaki, she wears apae green tunic over yellow pants,
soft spring colors. Sheis pretty, has an ova face with arosebud mouth and small nose. Very polished,
very Shanghai, whichis, after al, the fashion capitd of the East. She Sighs. "It'snot like China," she says.
"But the system is good, were connected with Hainandao, it's as good a system as youl'l find herein the
West."

"What kind of work do you do?"

"Mogly | run the Engineering Department, administration. Oncein awhile | modify plans, or do some
desgnwork. It'sdl right.

Not what | expected, I'm looking forward to getting back to Hainandao. | still keep my hand in,
though. In the evening | do some systemswork, for recreation. Let me show you some."

The system is conventiond, not like Wuxi where | didn't have to use a contact. We jack in and she
shows me some designs she's done. Two, which she tells me have already been accepted, are for office
complexes. Shetalks about using available materias. It's obvious that the office complexeswill be used
here, not in China or Japan. She'sat work on an industria complex right now. She takes methrough it
using the system and flimsies. She has an interesting touch, very Chinese but very different from Woo
Eubong. Woo Eubong's pieces are subtle, sometimes with bits of fancy technology. Mang Li-zi's pieces
areless complicated. They have the virtue of gppearing gracefully smple but not cheap.

"You did these for New Mexico-Texas?' | say. They don't look like desert designs, | wonder where
€l se the company has offices.

"Yes," shesays, asif admitting something. "I've gotten bonuses for both works."

They'renice, but | don't think particularly worth bonuses. Of course, | have to remind mysdlf, shedid
thison her own time. Do they expect her to design office complexes for them? It seemsto me they ought
to have her do it on their time. "Do they cometo you and tell you they need the plans, or do you ask
them for thework?' What | am redlly trying to discover isif New Mexico-Texaswill expect meto give



themdl of my freetime.

"No, they have to be posted, let me show you." She uses an outside access and shows me alist of
competitive bids. There are listings and specs for hundreds of jobs all across the nation, from hundreds of
corporations. It's some kind of national posting. She keys an index and pages through screens of
proposal requirements. None of the jobs listed today are projects for New Mexico-Texas.

"What do you do," | ask, "watch until New Mexico-Texas postsajob?' Seemsfoolish to me, why
couldn't they just offer it to her?

"No," shefrownsat me. "Y ou don't understand. New Mexico-Texas didn't post these. They're office
complexesfor other companies, not for New Mexico-Texas. Thefirst oneisfor Intek, the second isfor
Senkai's Western Division. | find aposting that looks interesting to me, and | submit abid in New
Mexico-Texass hame. It'saway to keep my hand in."

"What about the fees? How do they pay you if you submit the bid as New Mexico-Texas?"
"Wdll, the company getsthe fee, then they give me abonus.”

It takes me a moment to figure out. Sheislooking up postings, designing complexes on her own time,
and New Mexico-Texas gets the fees. "But you do dl thework,” | say.

"l use the company's system,” she says. "l work for New Mexico-Texas. I'm not acompany. If | sdll
aproject, good, | get abonus. If | don't," she shrugged, "it doesn't matter. They till pay my sdary. And |
get dl the benefits, medical, housing, dl of it. If | wason my own, I'd have to take care of dl of that."

I nod. | understand. But it bothers me. " So most of the organic engineering you do, you do at night or
on weekends?"'

She shakes her head. "Mostly | run the department. There's not enough timeto doit al.”
"Do you teach?" | ask, thinking of Woo Eubong.

"No," she says, looking at the readout hanging in the air in front of us, the clean, sparelines of her
office complex. Without looking at me she says, "It isnat like China. Why didn't you stay in China?"

"| wanted to come home," | say.

That evening, over dinner, Vice Presdent Wang explains sdlary and living arrangements. Hetelsme
that | would work with Mang Li-zi until she goes back to Hainandao, after which | would be Senior
Engineer. Itis, he points out, only three years until | would be Senior Engineer. "1 understand you were
offered ajob with Wuxi," he says. "May | ask why you didn't take it?"

"| was grateful for the opportunity, but | did not fee comfortable. Comrade Huang isfond of saying
that aplacement islikeamarriage." | know better than to say to thisman that | didn't want to livein
China

"If you were interested in the position, when would you be available?' he asks.

"] am teaching aclass a Brooklyn College,” | say. "l would not be able to come until the class
finishes™"
That'sfine. "You look very Chinese" he says casudly.

I know he has accessto my records. "Gene splicing,” | say. And add in Chinese, "It does not matter if
the cat isblack or white, aslong asit catchesmice. An old politica saying.

Vice President Wang laughs gppreciably. The dinner isaspicy southwestern dish; chickenin mole
with asalad of avacados, tomatoes and onions. Asthere was at lunch thereisicy Mexican beer. Outside
the window the sun sets. The landscape glows brilliant and beautiful red, then lavender, and aswe Sit
talking over coffee and a sweet chocolate desert, it grows black. We are reflected in the glass of the
window. Someone who didn't know better would look at us and say that |, in my Chinese suit, wasthe



onewith citizenship and he, in hiskhaki, the ABC.
"Y ou are not married, Engineer. Anyone specid in your life?"

Just afag | met on the boardwalk in the part of New Y ork City they cal Bangladesh. | don't know if
hell ever call meagain. "No," | say, "l think I've been moving around so much | haven't had much
chance”

He nods. "This might strike you as adifficult place to meet someone but you'll be surprised. We have
number of single women on staff.” He smiles, "1 think that you are dready atopic of discusson, an
eligible bachelor. Someone like yoursdf should have no trouble making friends.”

| am shown a comfortable room in the guesthouse. There isabig double bed, carpeting on the floor,
fantagtically colored prints of the southwestern landscape. All very nice.(I wake up donein the middle of
the night, disoriented, and it takes me amoment to settle mysdlf, to think, The door isTHAT way, the
window THISway, the bathroom in the direction of my feet.")

We discuss sdary and living conditionsin the morning. The sdary they have offered is extraordinarily
high, 103 hundred. There would be atax rate of forty percent, they will take care of al taxes. After taxes
my sdary would bein the area of 62 hundred. Plus they would provide housing, and | would have
unlimited sygemtime.

| tell them | think the offer isvery generous. | will giveit very serious consderation and | will bein
touch with them through Office of Employment Resources. | am very polite, | thank Vice President Wang
in Mandarin. | hear my own voice, my old-fashioned phrasing, my northern pronunciation. Haibao dways
found it o amusing.

Vice President Wang seemsimpressed, maybe pleased.

| am, infact, terrified. | cannot live that way, | can't live in acompound in the middle of the desert,
surrounded by chainlink. Like Baffin Idand, except for therest of my life.

| haveto think. What do | want?

| want to keep teaching. None of my subsequent lectures have been as exciting asthe first, but | like
thework. | don't want to end up in a corporate compound. So | must make some money.

While I am thinking, | use the number Mang Li-zi showed meto accessthe job postings. There are
well over ahundred of them. I go through them, stopping to look something up when it strikes my fancy.
| get acdl whilel'min the middle of the proposal specsfor an office complex and | just switch over
audio.

"ThisisZhang," | say, trying to decideif thiscomplex istoo big.
"Pardon me? | was given this number for Rafael 7"

ItisInvierno. | flick over tovid. "That'sme."

"Rafad," he says. "Rafael Zhang. Or Zhang Rafad, which?"

| laugh, "Neither. Either Rafadl L uis, or Zhang Zhong Shan.”
"Okay," helooks cautious. "Which isyour red name?"

"Both, my mother is higpanic and my father isABC. | use Zhang when | work, but alot of my friends
cdl meRafad."

He bats hislong eyelasheswhile he consdersthis.

"Hey, aman with anamelike 'Winter' doesn't have alot of space to complain. What are you doing?'
"Nothing much," he says. "My firs nameis Jeremy. Invierno'smy last name, but | likeit better."
"Let'sgotothekiteraces" | say.



Heignoresthat. "That's why you speak Spanish?' he says.
"Street Spanish. Nothing they would understand in Bogata.”
"You sureas hdl don't look Spanish." Heisfrowning.

"I'll tell you dl @bout it at the kite races.

"Onemorething,” he says. "Where the hell have you been?’
"What," | say, "you left your wallet over here or something?”

He getsvishbly flustered, "No, it'sjust afriend of mine had a party last night and | though you'd like to
go. Look, | wasjust asking." The matador look is back, pouty and sengitive to dights.

"l wasin Arizonainterviewing for ajob."

"Arizong," he says, aghast. "What the fuck do you want to go to Arizonafor?"'
"l don't."

"Thenwhy did you go," he says, reasonably.

"Who made you my mother?' | ask, laughing. He makes melaugh, Invierno, and as usud, he doesn't
redlly take offense. So we go to the kite races, and Invierno comes home with me sinceit's Friday and he
doesn't have to work on Saturday.

Herollsover inthemorning and I'm staring at the ceiling, thinking of Mang Li-zi. Thinking of mysdlf
Stuck out in Arizona

He pillows hischin on hisarms. "Y ou sure as hell don't look like much fun.”
"I'mworried," | say.

"Oh," Hesays.

After along bit of slence he saysresignedly, "What are you worried about?"

"l just had ajob offer to make about sixty ayear, but | haveto livein acompound in Arizonaand be
an adminigrator, and incidently they'd redlly like me to marry someone within the company.” | climb
across him and pad into the kitchen to start coffee.

"Sixty ayear?" hisvoicefollows meto the kitchen, heisastounded. "I thought you were ateacher!"
"I'man enginesr,” | say.

| hear him shift on the bed. "Are you going to teke it?"

"No."

"How can you turn down that much money?*

"Becauseif | livethere I'll go crazy. I'd have to be amonk, those peoplelive in each other'ship
pockets."

"l can see how that would be a problem.” Invierno's says. "Couldn't you just work there a couple of
years? Y ou know, saveit al or something?'

"No," | say.
"Why not? That'swhat I'd do."
"Because| just couldn't doit." I'mirritated.

"Okay," he says. | bring him coffee. "Why do you dwayswear your hair in atail?' he asks stting up,
"I likeit down."

"Because | wasin lovewith aguy onetime and hetold me heliked it back.”
Invierno spshis coffee, consdering. "Do you gill see him?”
"No," | say. "He'sdead. He jumped out awindow, one of those big complexesin China" | put my



coffee down on the floor and rub my eyes. It'stoo complicated, too early in the morning to get into this
with atwenty-two year old.

"Hey," he says, "Rafael, I'm sorry." He Sits up and rests his cheek against my back, a pleasant
scratchy feding. "1 just asked you because | wanted to change the subject.”

"Don't worry about it," | say. Invierno doesn't ask anymore questions (athough he's dying to) but he
does gtay for breskfast, which isvery sweet of him. "I'll cal you," he promisesin the hdlway. "I will, I'll
redly cdl you."

I'm suddenly invested with tragedy. The poet, Byron, once told afriend of histhat he wished he had
consumption. The friend—who had consumption—was gppalled and wanted to know why. Because the
women would think he was so interesting, Byron told him. Probably preening.

I'm not at al displeased to think that | have become interesting to Invierno.

I go back to the pogtings, thinking of Mang Li-zi. It would be better if | did some laundry, but I'm too
lazy to go down to the basement. Thereisa proposa for an office complex, not very big. | print out the
information and suddenly decide | should do something so | go down to the library and buy time on the
sysem.

It's not avery good system, too many users. Sometimes you have to wait for it to do something. And
it'sexpensiveto usefor long periods of time. | don't have that much money anymore. It's exasperating to
think of something and have to wait for it to happen, knowing that I'm being charged for thetime | wait.
But it'sthe only system | have accessto.

It'sinteresting, building thislittle office complex. It's crazy to try to build on a public system, but | have
the advantage of knowing there aren't many organic engineersin this country. | can probably do a better
job than the usua team.

| could start my own business. | wouldn't have to make that much, if | kept teaching that would just
about pay my rent.

| spend about five hours Saturday and another three on Sunday working on alittle office complex.
The feewouldn't be very much, I'm hoping not many companieswould take thetimeto doit.

Monday Mr. Huang from the Bureau of Resources cals and tells me that Sung of Wisconsn wants
me to come out to meet them.

"They have dready said they cannot match New Mexico-Texas," he says, "you might aswell not go.”

My firgt inclination isto agree, for onething | want to work on my design. Of course, Sung'ssystemis
going to be alot better than thelibrary's, if | could just get afew hoursonit | could get alot done.

"I'd like to hear what they haveto say. I'm not certain | would be comfortable in the Corridor,” | say,
hearing in my voice the softness that Haibao mistook for courtesy. Duplicity. | whisper when | have
something to hide, to protect. In Chinal was protecting mysdlf from mistake, from derison, eventualy
from exposure. Now | am merely lying. I am hoping for something from Sung. "I could fly out Tuesday
afternoon, after my class, come back on Wednesday."

| fly out to Eau Clair, Wisconsin, pretty place, green and full of flowers. | am met by apolite young
man and adriver and driven to the corporate headquarters where | spend the day talking in the same soft
voice to the Executive Officer, Comrade Cui. Sung does not have an organic engineer. It'smore
comfortable than New Mexico, not so severe, there are more people around. But both of them are
strange to someone like mysdlf, an urban person, and it's overseeing the engineering department. What
makes them think my degree has anything to do with administration?

| am fed trout and creamed potatoes. The windows of the executive dining room look out on agreen
mesdow.

Comrade Cui, the Executive Officer, isawoman with afirm handshake. Sheis ABC. She does not



make any comment about my higpanic mother, but does say something about my being single. The room
inthe guesthouseisblue.

Andinit | have accessto Sung's system. | do not get much deep, and at alittle after four, | dump my
work back into thefilel useinthelibrary system. I'm surprised when | look up and theroomisblue, I've
been in ared and cream office complex.

Then the trip back home. | deep in my seet, and leave the airport in afog. But there istoo much to do
and not enough money or time.

The project swalowsmy life. | haveto do materid estimates. At Wuxi | could have asked the system
for someinformation, and had aclerk do the calling on the rest. But now | must call supply places and
ask them, 'How much aton?'"How much asquare meter? | calculate by hand because | cannot afford
wadting expensve system time on calculations and | can do them in the evening when thelibrary is
closed. Some of the answers| get force me to change my ideas. Back to the system.

| assgn my classaproject: design aroom that they couldn't design without using asystem. My ABC
comesto me and asksif he can design asound system ingtead. "It's my senior thesis" heexplains. | tell
himtodoit.

| run out of money.

Completely. | don't even have the money for coffee and rice. And I'm not finished. | need to get the
proposa submitted in four daysand | am out of money. So | call Peter.

"What'sup," he says.

"l have aproblem,” | say.

Eyebrows quirk. "What'swrong?'

"I'mtrying to start my own business. Doing organic engineering.”

"Oh?" Peter says, hisvoice neutrad. "What happened to the idea of getting ajob?”’

"I've gone on two interviews," | explain, "onein New Mexico, onein Texas. | don't want to leave
New York. | liketeaching, | likemy flat, | like having friends. I'm sick of Sarting over again, eveninthis
country. Lenin and Mao Zedong, Peter, do you know what it's like to be alone in a country where being
bent can earn you abullet in the back of your head? | want friends, | want some sort of community!™

"Okay," Peter says gently. "Why don't you come downstairs and talk. Or I'll come up.”
"Il comedown,” | say. Then | smilefor him. "I'm out of beer."
Hegrins. "Okay, ChinaMountain."

Peter makes me aloan. And two hours later, Cinnabar Chavez cdllsand says, | talked to Peter.
Listen, how about apartner?’Y ou have this specidty, this engineering thing, and | have alittle money."

And after that, the only thing left isthe work.

| dump my submission a deadline, Sx p.m. Friday night, and leave the library. Down the steps, past
thelions and into Manhattan. | think about going for adrink, but | don't fed right spending Cinnabar's
money that way. So | call Cinnabar and tell him we've submitted our first project.

"What do you think?' he asks.

"I think it's pogitively ingpired, but who knowswhat they'll think." | shrug. "Actudly I'm sick of it. But
itsdone. Did | ever show you my beach house?'

He says Peter's on hisway over for dinner, why don't | come, but I'm tired and | beg off.
Then| cdl Invierno.
It takes awhile for him to answer.



"Hi," | sy, "It'sRafad."

"Hi," he says, disdainful.

"I got your messages, |'ve been meaning to call you back but I've been caught up with something.”
"That'sdl right,” hesays. "I'mkind of inahurry."

"Look, I'm sorry | haven't called you for awhile, I've been trying to get abusiness started.”
He's contemptuous. "Well, good luck.” He reaches for the cutoff.

"Hey," | say, "wait. Areyou busy tonight?"

"Yeah," he says, "asamatter of fact, | am.”

"Yeah," | say. "l guessyou're not Stting around waiting for the phoneto ring.”
Hepurseshislips. "I, ah, I'm not busy tomorrow night,” he saysfindly.

"Great. What do you want to do? I'm broke."

Heisincredulous. "Y ou call mefor thefirst timein two weeks and ask me what I'm doing and have
the nerveto tel me you're broke?"

"That'sright,” | say. "But I'm red fun to be with. Why don't you take me to the kite races?"

Helaughs. And then we talk some, he asks me about my businessand | tel him alittle.

"So you won't haveto go to Arizona," he says. "What's that noise?

"It'satrain. I'm caling from the subway. |'ve been working on something for two weeksand | just
finishedit, s0 | called you right away."

"Ohyeah?' Theideatickleshim, that | caled him right away.

"Yeah, | just submitted the damn thing, not fifteen minutes ago. | haven't esten dinner yet."

"Rafad," he says, "did you eat lunch?' | must be attracted to motherly types. | pretend to consider. "l
probably did," | say. Of course| ate lunch, | had asandwich.

"Listen," he says, "'l was going to go to this party, but it'sno big deal. How about if | pick up some
noodles or something and come by your place.”

"Okay," | sy, "I'd like that."

| catch thetrain and go home. Theold D train al the way out to Coney Idand, underground (except
for the bridge) to Prospect Park and then up into the evening light. It's the second of November. In Baffin
Idand the days are amost gone. In Nanjing it'ssix inthe morning. | don't have adime, but | fedl curioudy
light.

If thisproject slls, thefee will dlow usto put adown payment on asystem. A smal system, but that
will be better than going to the library. And | can talk to someone a Brooklyn College, maybe my ABC
or my girl from Brooklyn could get credit as a student intern and I'll have someone to do some of the
donkey work; the checking up on materias and dl that. Eventualy were going to need aclerk. And
Cinnabar said well haveto file papers and get permits for the new company. Were going to cal it Daoist
Enginering.

| wonder if | could hire someone from the building? Maybe somebody like Vanni.

"Unaluzbrillara en tu camina." Used to be subway advertisements for the church that said that.
During the Great Cleansing Winds religion was dangerous, but about five years ago they lifted the
restrictions on religion. For awvhile every timel got on thetrain I'd see one of those ads. "Una luz
brillara en tu camina. Descubre lo quete has perdido.” A brilliant light in your path. Discover what
you havelogt.

The light angles across Brooklyn, red now. It comes through the train windows. Sunset used to



depressme. But | learned in Baffin Idand, you've just got to remember the light, keep it ingde you, and
wait. The sun comes back every morning.
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