JACK WOMACK
A KISS, A WINK, A GRASSY KNOLL

The assassination of John F. Kennedy touched ageneration--and spawned awedth
of conspiracy theories

Edgar met Nataie when they worked together reprocessing the Zapruder film for
usein amusic video. He enhanced the images and she edited them anew into an
unending loop. They were entwined within their own conspiracy before the job
was done.

Not long after, heinvited meto his Twenty-fourth Street apartment for dinner,

to meet Natalie aswell. With trepidation | agreed. Since high school I'd

watched him perform hisrituaswith the blind regularity of atribe which

offered up its virginswithout remembering why. A woman showed interest in him,
hed thrust his head into the maw of love; yet, if hisfedingswere

reciprocated, the couple soon found themselves unable to develop their tryst

into more than abrief corresponding of mutual obsessions, for asthe woman's
lessened, hisgrew, and after so long she would pass again ghostlike into the
night.

"It'sdifferent thistime," he avowed. Asever | choseto bdieve, the romantic
inmy soul leading me astray.

After dinner we sat in hisliving room, talking. Each minute spent in Edgar's
cigarette cloud surdly stole amore distant minute from my life, but he was

aways memorable company. Our conversation flowed asfredly asthe wine Natdie
poured for hersdlf; she was attractive, intelligent, and cheerfully

argumentative. Edgar clasped her handsin hisand constantly stroked her

wrigts, asif forever needing to be taking her pulse. "L ook a what weve done,”

he said, getting up and inserting their tape into one of his machinesthat |

might judge the fruit of their womb. Histdlevison waswall-sze; initsblurs

| could guess a every shadow. "The group hasn't had any luck getting airplay,”
hesad. "Not evenin clubs”

"For reasons of taste, perhaps?’ | asked.

Natalie nodded and drew in his smoke as he exhaed. "Exactly. At the band's
request the director blue-screened space babes on top of our loop. Y ou can see
everything in those garter beltsthey're wearing."

"And theimages bleed at the edges," he added. "The lines overlap. Oursisthe
pure, if lessartidtic, verson.”

Natalie kissed him. When she did they seemed to forget that their surrounding
world contained anyone, or anything, other than themsdlves. Coevd in age, at
that point they coexisted in mind aswell. Natdie was genuinely different;



something about her forewarned me that she was as cardless as Edgar in alowing
her linesto bleed into another's. Perhaps that was what each had sought, after
al: someone with whom they could sacrifice their soul, that for others, if not
themsdlves, asplendid harvest might later be gathered.

The taped played. "Y ou've done an excellent job,” | said. By itslook both film
and Kennedy could have been shot the day before.

"Condgdering | used adupe negative," said Edgar, touching thetip of afresh
cigarette to hisold one; he claimed to use alighter only upon awakening.
"It'slike washing awindow that's never been cleaned before.”

The Lincoln emerged from behind astreet Sgn. Kennedy lifted hisarmsasif
shielding hisface and reached for histhroat's new-made wound. The First Lady
stared, seeing all; the governor, one seat ahead, appeared unaware of anything
untoward. The President clutched his neck, and then the governor was hit. His
cheeksinflated with air forced from the lungs, asif held been punched in the
stomach by someone unseen.

"The second shot,” said Edgar. ™Y ou saw the film jump, before the car came out
from behind thesgn?"

"That wasn't ddiberate?"

"Not on our part,” said Natalie, her bracel ets clinking together as she brushed
Edgar'shair from hisface. Kennedy dumped toward hiswife. "The third bullet
fired hitsacurb,” Edgar said. "Thefourth strikes at frame 313." Mrs.

Kennedy climbed onto the trunk asthe Lincoln raced out of thered mig, asif
trying to bring the car to a stop and push it back to where it had been seconds
before. The camera panned right, and al disappeared into afog of treesrising
from the grassy knoll. The film relooped; the Lincoln swung dowly onto EIm
Street. The crowd cheered asit dways had, the President waved as he dways
would; the unenlightened might believe that God, touched by the First Lady's
efforts, reconsidered and pressed rewind, that the scene should replay as
intended, that no one be hurt. "Where the film jumps, that provesit.”

"Proveswhat?' | asked.

"That the film was edited," he said. "At thetime, certainly. Five, six frames
gone, by my estimate. Thereve aways been suspicions.”

"But the notion of missing

| wasin second grade when the principa announced that school was closing
early, the president had been ambushed. footage, that's anew one,” Natdie
sad. "Thekey to the complicities”

| wasin second grade when the principa announced that school was closing
early, that the President had been ambushed. | imagined rustlers, guns drawn,
leaping up from behind sagebrush. Edgar never before demongtrated any greater



awareness of complicity than my own, but then, thiswas one of histraditions,
that the fascinations of his other became his own within seconds of hishearing
of them. Romance enabled Edgar to dlow othersto plot hislifein advance as
carefully asthe route of amotorcade through an unsecured city. "Y ou Sarted
reading up on thisfor the project?' | asked. The film jumped; Kennedy lifted
his arms Edgar raised his own and pointed to a stack of books atop a black
console,

"Natdie lent me part of her collection.”

"What would be on thismissing footage?" | asked. "Thefirg shot,” hesaid. "If
thefilm origindly showed that initid impact, the officia timing would be
demongtrated fase. The single-bullet theory would be demolished, and withit,
the single-assassin theory.” Edgar smiled. "Takestwo to tango.” She kissed
him, again.

"But it hgppened so long ago,” | said. "What's to be gained from seeing missing
footage, wereit to exist, and if it were il in the film?"

"Understanding,” they said as one, blushed, then nuzzled. "Has America ever been
the same, since? And can anyone say exactly why that should be so? The child
comes home from school and finds Father lying in apool of blood intheliving
room: Will the child'slife afterward ever be the same? If you don't understand
what actually happened in the past, how can you ever relate to the present?”
Perhaps, | hoped, this bespoke an awareness of how that specific inquiry might
be gpplied to hisemotiond state aswell ashispalitical, "But knowing there

were two assassins won't mean well ever know who they were," Natdie said.

"It could gill make adifference,” Edgar said. "Misperception, that's where

al thetrouble garts. Thinking you understand when you redlly don't. But if

you do truly understand the past, you can start making sense of the present, and
then, findly, you can move on to the future-"

"The futurés something else" she said. "L et it hagppen and worry about it asit
comes.”

"Thepointis" hesad, ignoring hers, "the waves from this particular scorm
breek even today on the unlikeliest shores. What were you saying the other
evening, Nadie? When we met the musicians a the sudio?!

"The nation's why drums became so important in popular music after 1963,"
shesad. "l meant to tell that to Lawrence-"

"Excuseme?’ | asked.

"Why the big beat's essentid. Do you remember hearing anything else that
weekend? When you think of Kennedy now, what do you hear?"

"A psychic necessity, you could say,” said Edgar.



"You could," said Natalie, rolling her eyes. "A heartbesat you had to hear ever
after, to know you were dill dive. That'swhat I'd cdll it." T Some opinions
concerning history are best |eft done; | let it go. Natalie said shehad to

leave, not long after. That she wasn't even spending the night shocked me more
than that she wasn't yet living there. Edgar moved hisex-wifeinto his
gpartment hafway through their first date.

"What do you think?" he asked, once sheld gone. | told him. "1t's so wonderful,"
he sad, agreeing; | knew he would. "We have so much in common.”

"Just keep your head on straight about thisand it'll work," | said, ™Y ou know
how you tend to behave, though-"

"It'snot likethat with Natdlie, it's not-"
"Why'd sheleave?' | asked, "Does she do editing in the evening?’

"Her husbhand's expecting her." He looked away from me, that he wouldn't seethe
expresson he knew hed find on my face. "That is, Lawrence-"

"Her husband?' | repeated. "Does he know about this?'

"Not yet," Edgar said. "No one knows she's seeing me. It would hurt her too much
if anyone knew, so don't let on." | took my coat from the closet. "We work
around it. It's no more uncertain than any relationship. More complicated.”

"Becareful," | sad.

"Shelsworthit," hesad. "It'sdifferent thistime. It is. It redly is"
Concluding hislitany, he smiled and shook my hand goodnight, for the moment
seeming to believe what he'd told me.

They kissed, they were happy; how easy a state isthat to even attain, much less
possess? But circumstances demanded that their shared world remain
circumscribed; it must have been impressed upon them each day how their life
together could be appreciated to no greater degree than might frames snipped
from afilm, or undeniable facts lacking atheory, however ultimately provable.
They dipped sounds of love over the lines of pay phones, passed cryptic
messages to one another that no one else could decode--met by serendipitous
arrangement, if not at Edgar's, in bistrosin the afternoon, where no eyes saw
their wordless kisses, no ears heard their sllent secrets. No recriminations, no
confessions, no footprintsleft visble in the grass: Those rulestheir plot
required.

After that first evening it seemed to methat | only saw them from afar, however
near they may have been; glimpsed them but peripheraly, asthrough an
upper-floor window washed too infrequently to be anything other than opague.
When the three of uswere able to meet, our conversations took on a
disconcerting predictability. Natalie aways had to go home by ten; before
elght-thirty their monologue concerned thetrids of forever working around



Lawrence, and after, the words dedlt solely with nation arcana: geometric
equations regarding wound ratios, or the noms de guerre of tramps arrested near
the triple underpass after the shooting, or the misperception of afence shadow
asthe silhouette of sx Cuban gunmen.

Sometimes | wondered if they would ever again recall that existence proceeded
nevertheess after 1963. After another month | discerned their monologue
becoming solely Edgar's, when Nataie interrupted, it was only to remind him of
those areas of their concept with which Lawrence disagreed. Her husband had his
own theories.

Onenight | ran into the three of them at a party in Soho; that evening it was
evident who accompanied whom. Afterward | went with them to a coffee shop, as
one hurriesto see the results of afriend's automobile accident. Lawrence wasa
teacher, and twenty years older than Natalie.

"My courseis cdled 'Kennedy Post-mortem,' " hetold me.
"A postmodern approach?" | asked.

"Neopost," he said. Asdog owners, over time, take on the lessignorable
characteristics of their pets, so hislook inferred an dmost genetic

relaionship to his subject, asif he might have been aprevioudy overlooked
Kennedy brother, perhaps snuck into thisworld from one paralel, where the men
of that family refrained from entering politics and became instead shoe

salesmen, bouncersin Irish bars, or teachers at the New School.

"I've been tackling the question of direction-" Edgar began, bringing up the
usud topic of conversation.

"We agreethat acrossfirewasinvolved,” said Lawrence.

"Evident," said Edgar. Neither he nor Lawrence, | noticed, looked directly at
one another asthey spoke. "And the missing footage could demongtrate that, at
the expense of some of your ideas"

"Missing footage's ared herring, not unlike Oswald," said Lawrence. "The
construct works without the introduction of superfluous facts that so-caled
missing footage might show."

"Which construct do you mean?' | asked. Lawrence Stared a me, asif forgetting
exactly who | was and how | had come to be sitting so near. Natdie sat between
him and Edgar, looking from one to the other as she listened.

"What's the context?"

"What are you talking about?" | asked.

"Edgar'sfalen prey to the usua misconceptions, | think, thet after the
nation some enormous caba sprang forth full-blown to fudge the



evidence asit was discovered. When would there have been time to edit the film?
Who would have okayed the changes? My orbita points--that is, my essentid
theses-work better, | believe, so we'll go with those.”

| could tell he knew about Edgar and Natdie, evenif he didn't know; cal it
perception, call it inspiration, cal it what you like. When Lawrence looked at
hiswifeit was clear to me how much he hated to love her.

"What are your essentid theses, by theway?' | asked, cognizant of how deftly
he had thus far avoided mentioning them.

"Therewere at least two assassinsin each location,” he said. "Two on the
knall, two in the Da-Tex building, two at the Texas School Book Depository.
Possibly three in the Depository, though on different floors."

"How could that many people keep a secret?' Edgar asked. "Besides, they'd have
been shooting each other-"

"Ddiberately, perhaps" said Lawrence. Glancing up from the table, | was taken
aback to see Nataliewink at me and smile. | looked away.

"Y our theories could run concurrently,” | heard her say; she was as attuned to
her husband's conceits as she was to Edgar's. " There's no reason for them to be
mutudly exdusve”

"Nor reason for them not to be," said Lawrence.

"Can't you see how impossible thisis?' Edgar asked, taking a pen and sketching
lines upon the paper tablecloth. "L eaving acoustics asde for the moment, how
many otherswould have been caught in such acrossfire?"

"By my estimation," Lawrence said, "twenty-seven shotswere fired. Most missed.”

"You're not hearing me," Edgar said; he scrawled a sharp-edged triangle atop his
map of Dedley Plaza's streets. Waiters passed by, glared, and didn't offer

refills. "That's the essentia form, right there. Anything esewould be

impossible. The angleswould never dign, following your plan.”

"The lines of fire are superimposed,” Lawrence said. "One over the next, over
the next, and al aming in smilar directions. Undoubtedly some shotswere
firedinto the ar to confuse. Sparrows fell from the sky into the plaza,

minutes after the shooting.”

| suspected at firgt that he was only stringing Edgar along, taking some
indefensible pleasure in academic sadism; then | redized that he believed in

what he said, and that made it al the more troubling. The plazasthree

streets, | saw, curved into atip just before they thrust themselves through the
underpasss opening. Natalie smiled at me again. "No," said Edgar. "Nothing more
than an acute triangle with three smple vertices. Y ou're making this o much

more complicated than it hasto be."



"Lawrencespointsare asvaid asyours, Edgar,” Natalie said. "Don't pushit.”

"Certain evidence, too, is bdieved to exigt,” Lawrence continued, hissmile
showing how aware he wasthat his manipulations were so subtle that there was no
need any longer to acknowledge the existence of another's argument, "suggesting
that Kennedy wasn't killed, that he was impersonated in the presidential

limousine by Officer Tippit." Edgar Sghed, looked & the anglesinto which held
dlowed himsdlf to be drawn.

"Hemay Hill livein peaceful secluson,” said Lawrence, "on afarm in Montana,
or on aPacificidand. Who can say?'

When Natdie winked at me, when she smiled, | understood the compulsive
attention that in private her presence demanded from them, however distant
appeared her public relationships. As Lawrence unfolded the blueprints of his
illusory structure, so aswell | felt theinner peace that an impossible surety

might lend to soulsthat tossand turnin the night. Closing my eyes| dmost
believed | saw ahidden ide, way west of Sumatra: There, in apam-shaded
grove, the Kennedy brothers creep into Marilyn Monroe's grass hut to cover her
skin in coconut milk; John Lennon strums a ukulele as Jm Morrison servesfresh
tropical fruit to Hitler, afterward emptying the Fuhrer's bedpan; James Dean,
horribly disfigured, lies on the beach, listensto the surf, dreams of the open
road; asevening falls, al gather for their torchlit ritual, dropping to their

kneesin prayer, searching starscarred black velvet skiesfor Elvis, who in his
glory will one day descend from heaven in ashiny silver mother ship,
accompanied by aretinue of Venerians, Jovians, and the Lindbergh baby.

| stared at the triangle; to my eyes it appeared not acute, but obtuse.

"It'slike arguing with someone who's sure the earth isflat," Edgar said to me,
severa weekslater. "I'll never win."

Hed cdled after midnight, asking, begging, truly-if we could talk. Natdie and
Lawrence were away for the weekend, attending a conferencein Philadelphia. "If
you were working on something, you wouldn't be so preoccupied with this,” |
sad, "and I'm not talking about these theories. Don't you have any new
assgnments coming up?'

"I've been putting them on hold,” he said. " They might not have even goneto the
conference. There may not even be a conference, for dl 1 know-"

"Why would shetell you there wasif there wasn't? Y ou trust her, don't you?"
"l don't trust him. | do trust my perceptions. Something's scaring him and he's
taking it out on her. Y ou've seen them together. He pullsthe strings and she
goes dong. He's been able to make her do anything he wants-"

"I wouldn't think he'd be making her go out withyou,” | said, "and if he's
scared I'd imagine it's because he knows you and hiswife are up to something,



even if he'snot surewhat. And he may be crazy but he's not stupid.”
"He's keeping her from me. We get along so perfectly. It'snot fair-"
"Edgar, they're married, that'sredity.”

"Redity'swhat you makeit," hesaid. "They have nothing in common. Why can't
shesee?' It was so late, and | was so tired, and unable or unwilling to think

of anything ese |l might say to him which he might heed; whatever | saidinthis
mood of hiswould harm as much as help, | suspected. "Why won't he let her see?
What's he got to hide? Do you really think he's as crazy as he seems? He can't

be, she wouldn't put up with it. It must be some sort of act.”

"Some sort of game, perhaps.” It'sabad situation, | wanted to say; get out of
it. "Be careful, Edgar.”

"| don't see how she stands him."
"Tak to her about it," | said. "When's she get back, Monday?'
"I think 0," he said. "Shewouldn't tdl me."

Having so much undesired expertise now concerning these matters, | am aware of
the existence of a photograph of President Johnson, taken aboard Air Force One,
moments after the swearing in on the afternoon of November 22, 1963. Old Lyndon
looks away from the camera and turnsto face afdlow Texas politician. The
image forever preserved captures the man giving hisnew President awink and a
smile. Much could be made of that, were one of suspicious mind; yet, if in any
given ingtant less, aswell as more, beats unseen beneath the unpierceable

shell, then awink may be no more than areflex, atheory nothing but adream, a
hope only delusion; that in every instance the most evident isleast certain. It
unnerved me, recalling how | was so excited by her wink, her smile; and they
loved her.

Two weeks after, Edgar called mefollowing aprolonged silence, during which
time | began to wonder if they had somehow managed to dip back through the
years, to take what they imagined astheir safer placein abygone era, or
perhaps attempt to change what had gone before, and so at last bring a
possibility into their present that they could in no other way have. "People
weretrying to find you, Edgar,” | said. Y ou missed out on &t least onejob
that | know of. Whereve you been?'

"Wewent out of town for the weekend," he said. In the background | heard
Natalie cough. " Seized the moment. Lawrence had to go out of town for another
conference. Natalie decided not to go, We had three days to oursalves, It was so
wonderful.”

"Where did you go?"

"Ddlas" When hetold me, | couldn't imaginewhy | should have been surprised.



"It was like a honeymoon. We went to the Depository on Saturday afternoon and
took thetour. It'samuseum now, they even have the boxesin theright place on
the sixth floor. Y ou didn't get my postcard?”

"No-" Nataie seemed to be saying something, but | couldn't hear her well enough
to understand.

"It might have been intercepted,” he said, ™Y ou understand?’ Deciding that | did
long before | could reply, he continued. "We had dinner at awonderful
retaurant.”

"Friendsvetold me of good restaurantsin Dallas" | Sarted to say.

"And then we went back to the plaza," he said. "There was afull moon, and you
can seethe gars down there at night. It was so warm, even at thistime of

year. The homeless are able to deep on the grass. No one else was around. We
were waking aong the pergola, it'slike alittle concrete porch. It'swhere
Zapruder was standing. At that moment | realized how apparent it wasthat it'd
never work."

"Youdid?'

"The plazastoo smal," he said. "There couldn't have been so many people
shooting, everyone would have been killed, Talk about red herrings, you'd think
he was using it as a cover story. She could see how idictic histheory was then.

| know she could. | kept saying, 'Y ou see,' and she kept nodding. She saw. Then
we both saw."

He'd lowered his own voice enough that | could more distinctly hear Natali€'s. |
couldnt tell asto whom she might be speaking. "There wasn't any way around
it-" shewas saying. | supposed she referred to whatever it was that they'd

Seen.

"I don't follow, Edgar.”

"We saw the car,” he said. "Kennedy's car. It turned the corner and came down
Elm Street, soft edged and white like abridal vell. We couldn't seewho wasin
it

"Maybe somebody," | began, started again. "Maybe somebody else borrowed it for
the evening--"

"l said, 'Y ou see? and she saw."

Again, inthe background, | heard Natalie speak. "He asked where I'd been. |
couldn't lie anymore--"

"Edgar," | said, as she began to cough, "who's Nataie talking to?"

"Natdie?' hesad. "Oh. Shestaking tome."



"But you're not talking to her-"

"She'snot here" he said, hiswords sounding suddenly asif they issued from
an unexpectedly abstracted mind. "Not as aphysicd presence. Thisiswhen she
came over the other night. | have her on tape.”

"How could I hurt him likethis, he said-" Natai€e's voice recounted.
"For higtory," Edgar sad.
"Hethrew aglassat thewadl," | heard her say. "It dmogt hit mein the head.”

"It helps," he concluded, and then returned to his preferred redlity. "Weran
across the knoll hand in hand as it passed us, and then we watched it go into
the underpass and fade away. | wanted to make love to her, there on the knoll."
He began to whisper, asif into her ear, "What she saw upset her too much, she
told me. | understood. But wouldn't it have been romantic?’

Natalie called me aweek after that, asking that | come at once to Edgar's
goartment. Their film was playing when | arrived; Edgar was watching, hitting
pause repegtedly, studying the framesin normd ratio and then punching
enhancement, enlarging areas of each image until nothing but phosphorescent
glarefilled the screen. Natalie stood behind him, stroking his shoulders.

"Look who's here, Edgar,” she said.
"l ssehim.”

Asthe climax approached, Edgar zapped through the sequence more rapidly,
stopping at frame 313. Kennedy's head flared as brilliantly as atropica
sunset; bitsof skull flew through the air like seegulls, and he sank into the
Sedt asif benesth the waves.

"Now watch," Edgar said. "I'll show you. You'll see” Thumbing the button again,
he alowed the tape to progress until the knoll's trees appeared, casting

noonday shadows as sharp edged as knives. Thefoliage's blurs could have hid a
limitless number of snipers, or rustlers, or Cuban gunmen, deep within the
leaves. "Hell wish this footage was missing. Sure asdegth in Texas."

Nataie waked away and sat on the couch, covering her face with her hands,
hearing Edgar laugh.

"Oneframe more," he said. The Lincoln disappeared beyond the underpass. Edgar
brought up the picture until the trees gppeared only as abrownish-gray smear,

and whatever lay beyond them might aswell have been seen through an uncleaned
window, or from the vantage of sparrows. "There heis. A cover story, that's

what it was. No wonder it was so ridiculous. Thisis so smple once you know
what you're looking for."



"Who do you see, Edgar?" | asked, wondered why | asked.

"Lawrence," he sad, the screen's cathode glow lighting his smile, brightening
his eyes, shooting rays through hisface. "The second gunman. Heknows | know. |
know he knows. Weve always known."

Second gunman, third, fourth, or fifth; who can say? Natdie began to cry. Edgar
drew on his cigarette; smoke blurred his edges, fogged his words, "No wonder he
never liked me," he said, "No wonder,"

Some wonder for too long why history happens asit does, why the past unspooled
asit did, and thereby assure that in remembering too well what has been, the
condemnation unto perpetua repetition is carried out; others gaze too deeply

into the face of other enigmas, ones ultimately greater and no lesslikely to

elude conclusions by which one can live, or even deep: why love lingerswhere

it shouldn't, or why it runswhen it should stay. In gathering a harvest of

scattered facts, the reaper must remember that, once planted, seeds shdl grow
asthey will, and one must make do with the crop resulting.

Thelr project won some award; neither attended the ceremony. Edgar went away for
awhile and then returned to hiswork, hisart improved if not hislife. |

didn't know what happened to Natalie; ayesar later | ran into her at the

Whitney, in the video galeries. She was done, and we went to the museum's
restaurant and talked over adoubtful lunch. "I didn't know how to help him
anymore,” shesaid. "That'swhy | caled you that night, so you could come over,

Y ou were dways so niceto me."

"Why shouldn't | have been?’

She prodded the food on her plate with thetip of her knife. "Everyone hastheir
reasons,” she said. "How's he doing?'

"No worsethan ever,” | said. "He'sworking.”

"That'sgood," she sad. | never wanted to hurt him."

"How's your husband?'

"We separated. My friends say it's as well, relationships with academics are
rarely hedlthy. | was thinking about them only thismorning. Lawrenceand | had
apad, certainly, but Edgar and | could have had afuture, if weld have only

let it happen. | never wanted to hurt anybody."

For whatever reason, | found mysdlf asking one more question. "What was your
theory?'

"About whet?'

"Kennedy.”



"It matters?' she asked. "Once | believed a hushand's obsessions should bethe
wifesaswell for amarriage to work. After | saw | waswrong, | stopped
thinking about it, and when he started teaching he never talked about the

nation at home anymore. | was as glad he didn'.

"Then Edgar and | started working on the project. He seemed so interested, and |
knew | was. It should have worked, perhaps. Still, we thought we had something
in common, and it wasn't something of ours." Shefinished her drink. "Edgar had
the better theory, but in practice’-Natdie gave me awink without asmile,
knowing as| knew how, through acomplicity so deliberate astheirs, I'd dlowed
myself to become astangled up in secrecy, avoiding truth percelved, however
rightly, as being too hurtful to tell to those most harmed by its absence-"well,

Y ou know."

To conclude my story of Edgar and Natalie by saying that one wound up kissing
the other's casket would be romantic, perhaps; but there were no rites of state,
no unending lines of mourners, no accompanied procession into glory. Natdie
went her way, Lawrence went his, Edgar continued to toss himself onto his
eterna pyre. Sometimes he called and told me of his newest girlfriend. "It's
different thistime," he said, and said, and said again.

Some autumn nightsin Ddlas, aghost Lincoln swings dowly onto Elm Strest.
Those at rest in Dedley Plaza, atop th grassy knoll or on the pergolawhere
Abraham Zapruder stood to shoot, awake from their nightmares, glimpsing the
vison passing through the mist. Threefiguresarein the car, twomenand a
woman inextricably involved. Ther heartbeats sound as drums. One man hasno
ideawhat is happening, but is sure he'sdl right. The woman, seeing what is
happening, stares at the other man, the one sitting beside her, and wishes she
could reverse time and save what had been. The man beside her understands what
is happening. He's read the books on ritual and romance; he's foreseen the
conclusion. Thisdtill seemsdifferent from what he dwaysimagined. He dumps,
asif hoping that the woman will comfort him. When she reaches over to touch his
heed, it isn't there anymore.



