The Cop, the Hooker and the Ridealong
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At 7 am. Sunday morning, apolice cruise settesin front of our
house. CIU is painted on the sie in large blue lettes and black
vertical bars rib the back windows | can make ait the slhouette
of aportly officerin the divers se# hisned swiveled to watcha
house acrosthe dred.

My husband and | live an a quiet, esidental stred nea the
summit of ahill, far from the centerof town. Broad andspacious
in one directon, our rced is cranped in the dher,aharrowing
drive around elbow turnswhere a nicro moment of inatention
could afflict or derange a existence Theback sde of ar house
looks aut ona canym. We can stand atthe window and gazedown
atsoaringbirds redtailed rawks crows, mockingbirds. In the
distance, on alear day, we canseethe Paific oceanadeep éd
color in yesterday'ssun.

Thisisthe seond time ve see apolice cruiser @rked here.
Lag time, they invedigatedthe neighbor kitty-comer
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aaossthe steet. Fred Wilsan. Tdl andthin andsilver hared,
Fred'sa fierdly man,always tinkering in his gaagelate irto the
night, the fluoreent lights dowing into the bhad pitch of the air.
He and his wife usel to pend thesummers back eas, in
Connecticut people sadl, though I've never seen his wife. Zerine,
next door, says dhe's arecluse,but someneelse siggested she
wasill . Becausel saw alarge woman go into the house me dy
lag month, | imgine Feds wife as olese thoughin acozy way,
zaftig like an aunt from the old country who was confortabkin a
vad, hamey body, not possithe herein Cdifornia wheefat is an
indignity and agingrude.

Out beck, acouple of deer are gazing on the brush, which
amog makesme forget he sachess At night, | roll pictures
throughmy mind of all the beautiful sights andcolors d each
day. The dee, their tawny necks fent to feed, raise them still as
steé, so | can ®e treflare of treir moist black noses, atted and
velvety at theend of tapered souts.
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Their ears cack to gahervibrations, slent to me, and the round
swell of their eyeslook gartled and soft, sarrowful | think.
Some nights therareno pictures.

CIU stand for Criminal Investigation Unit | discovewhen |
go out for the newsgper. On impuke,| walk over to the cruiser.
A bloated, swveaty dficer is Bking noteson the canputer saeen
mountedon the dash

"Would you like acupof coffee?"
Awkward, | forge to sg, in alittleto go
cup, out here.

"No, ma'am" hesays, twisting his sloping

what he assums ae snooping egs.

"I just brewed some," | gy, turning.

When e seesne startd leave without asking whats going on,

he ads, "Just had abig cup. Thank you, though."

| realize, ba& in the ktchen, that he ddn't just think | was
prying. He thought | wasinviting him in.

Yearsago, when | was $ill apsychdogist, | used towork with
police, tead them thimsthey didn't want to knav about stres
and humaremotions. | rode in he patrol ars wth them o find
out whet it waslike. "Come on welfare night:' theyd snigger. The
night welfare clkcks were digributed it wasshowtime on tle
streets, velfare and the full
moon.

The first night | wentout, abig burly cop tgpped me for hiscar.
Unusual: police dont liketo have grangersin their cars,
especidly sccial sciencetypes mudded by theory andtoo ft in
the heat. ButMax's patner wasdown with aflu, which laer
becane pneunonia, and he wanted someone to wak the idio in
case 6 an emergengy.

We crusd the downbwn pedestran mall where only black
and whiesand buss cold drive. Pierced, tattooedspiky-haired
teenagers mikkd in front ofglitzy shops, tleir music pourirg into
thecrowds from loudspeakes and lmom koxes. In the adows, in
recessal crannies vhere polie eyes roaed long beforemine, the
shady deds went on. Folded into the @drknesslurked tre petty
thieves the pickpackets, he drug ceders,the methed-up,
junked-down, ecstaged freaks on their fag descent into brutality,
chicaneryand aeah. In the incandesert brilli anceof the gation,
Max introduced re to a hagyard, sniveling woman, ashen kehind
the thick stiokesof blackeyeliner encircling bloodshoteyes How
old, he asked. | shrggdl, thirty, mgbe forty; who could tell.
Eighteen, he said Sx months on th greets

In thesealy part of town, where vagrans and drunis staggeed
through the dreet and flophouses abounded, Max drove me
through hooker teritory. They each have their corner, he
explained, and they don't mooch on each otters turf. Beside the
Italian poal hall and cappucino bar, wherel somdimeshung ait
by day, he pulled up ®xt to a woman shiveing in a white fur
jadket and stiletb bods.

" ew med on the streg”"

Sheleaned irto the car, ndded.
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| used to work with
police, teach them
things they didn't
bulk in anattempt b shield thescreen from want to know ....

A

"Well, don't go down a block from here You couldget
yoursdf hurt."

She wouldnt, thanls.

"There'ssome reahastypimps kangout down trere Stay awa
from them" Helooked her upand down, realslow. "Y ou looklike
a nicegirl. What d'you o by day?"

"I'm anurse:' $ie aknowledged, with an
embarrased lkugh. "But | have achild, a daighter.
You just can't get by on what nurses make"

He nodded,seious like. "Times argough. You
proteded?'

"My mum was ahooker. Ske taught me the ropes."
"Well, good luck to you, swet pea

Andif you get in troubke, don't be afraid ¢ call. The cqs yau
see ot hele, they're after he johrs. We gt a rew program
going Butask forme, Max Ya gd that?"

"Max:' she sadl. "I'm Jeanne. JE ANN E."

Harlow, | thoudht. Becausel associated cherry lips, wet vith
mystery, with hadot and figured it was brave to place mes
future sonea a cancept that neant ruin.

We pulled away and lasked about te program."Wuss
whaclers," he said."We take their ID, write down their names
ask f their wives know theyre aut here. Or their bosss. How
would they like it if we published their mmes.Tell them we kep
alist, for hedth reasms. List all the diseaseshey could get.
Desciibe how their ball sil rot. By the ime were dane, theyre
most d 'em are st glad to gohome."

"Do you arred ary of them?"
"Nah."

| can lea my husbaul aee around tk house, his Bnds
squealingglong on tke two banisters w've nstalled,ashe gees
himsdf down the dairs.It's been émost three years gce the
first symptom of his disease gpeaed, an inability to run onthe
mini-trampdine. Sx months dter that, he sad, "There's
something weird going on"

It was eay in the morning ona Sunday like this ane. | was
lollingin bed luxuriating in the tgpaz li ght jewellin g the canyon,
in the sightof him lissane asthe moungin lion healwayslooked
for when we hiked.Now there was a bewildered l@k in his pond
blue gres."My left leg worit do what my bein tells it."

Outside, the sea iggraytoday, tte skypale. The fishingboat 5
gone; in its placeis the triangular white sailof ayacht bobhing
cheerfully onthe small waves. Every night at dusk, afishing boat
chugs acossthe cove ad, asthe aun fdls, aluminous Potlight
shines fomits dde, as if afull moon kas drgped right onto he
dedk to beam a pah acrossthe sea. Agiantomniscient eye oflight
glows acossthe water ad disperses sdety to that dark dark
hartor. Shrimping, my husbad explained,who had fishedfor a
year up in tke north partof the gate. In ked, | told fast b that
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imageof a bexcon in the darklet the roll of the dream-sea
soothe me, until | drop at last intthe tombof sleep

| suspect Fred Wil®n is a battesr. It's the only eason | can
conjure for the plice to visit hs house so rgularly. Fred is 6o
charming, | reflect, and hé friendliness aqquiresan wndercurrent
of brooding anger. Thereis a stoy there, | feel sure. His wife
hides n the louse to stanch his jedous rages He hoards dl the
money, dribbles Geoges aml Abes,a fev Andies out for
groceies; cometo think of it, | never see he shop. Or drive; both
cars belongto him Nor does e wak, though everyone aound
herewalks. The dreets & hilly, steeo, great foragobics; the
weaher is dwaysmild; even the men walk, pumpig small
weights in their goirg-to-flab arms, breathing in bavy pufs like
they're tonirg up for a narathon. Brenwhen Zerine hed a party
for the neighbors Fred camealone. | wonder if his wife is broken.
Bruised on kr faceor god telp her, in he soul,like Jeame
would be ow, if shed made thewrong decisia inthe caiundrum
she fac& when bst Isawher.

Every time we rodetogether, Max took me to sedleanne. Always
she wa ganding tlere, on the corner besde the mffee bar and
pod hal, tall and shivering in ker fox fur, her hai piled ina
brazen dsplay of loops and culs, totemic in seture and mizazz
Her skirts wee short, her oats tall, andvherever shespotted s
she grode o\erto the car.

"How'sit goin'?"

"Got my girl in the Faser," she sal, shy-proud like a
runaway who mede it through her firstday back a school." My
girl in the Frasef

Max let outa hoot so probngedit turnedinto a howl.

"I'd better put nyold lady on the steets;'he joshed. "You're doin
well, girl. Watchyer bad."

The Fraser, k grousedvhenwe pulled away. The fuckin'
Frase. He was Bppy for he all thesame.

The disdbedent foot seemed to be bergn, Shane's primaty care
physicianannounced, butjust to besure he s& Shareto a
neurologist, a pecidist in Parkinsan's. Parknsan's: all Shane's
life he'sdreaded the disease His father hal it, and oncehe
tumbled on thesteps of the Botaricd Gardens and Shane,
fourteen and immobilized, Et him stuggle to his fee on his own.
A yearago, Shae's otler brother, arancher in Wyming, had
developed it. Trelook on Shene'sface when heold me! Lorg and
slack and inuttrabl sad But nowhere gar asunsettlirg asthe
look he ges now: thewell of vulneraility in the half-open eyes,
the droopng aurve of his no longer moble mouth, the sal
downwardslope of his tin shoulders, the flash of fear and
sharpened awareness. | want to takehim in my ams and rock him,
but Hsbalanceis so tiancy, | could tip him intoa fdl. Rocking
has kecome too violent a movement. "You've got The Look;" |
say

The Parkinsors doctor dagnosed neuropithy, and Shae came
away reassured. He could d physical tlerapyor not; it
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wouldn't make the neurogthy diseppear fager, though it
might stremgthen the foot

Art is suposedto transform tragedy, bu | have come to
guess it's theother way arownd. Tragedy trarsforms art.

| get a peek ird Fred Wilon's carage ore day when hes m a
tinker. Stadked against tre fa wall, impossble to sse when both
cars are tucked sdely in their dots, is cavasaftercanvasof
stunning ecrylics. Threeof themare facing outward, the most
recent in tle tick stads of ten, maybe twelve paintings. | fetch
the binoculars | tseto watchwildlife in the canyon andtrain them
on the pictures.

We live inatown of artits, profuse withgdleries, festvals,
and a summer pageanttableaux vivargin which people are
costumed and psed as famoussculptures and gintingseach
night. In our reighborhood Zerine painsin brash sweeing
watercobrs and dovn the gree ElaineFrick weavedextured wall
hargings. The coupk who rent hae alife-sized figure standing on
his handspoisedin theirwindow; in his kright blue coverdls, he
looks zany in the daylight, gpocalyptic at night. There is nothing
extraordinary about @intings ina gaage | catch aglimpse of
monochromes ofaqua and green, tangerinesand golds, liquidas
emotion.

Fred clogs the garage do, and its mechnical whir floats
across thestred to where 'm standing inour sunken pat,
straining this way ad thet to try to find a decent angle Eyelevel
from the pitwhere Im araning, our garden blazes into apalette of
wild colors, chaoic and disordery and insanely beautiful. Behind
the padbcked iron gae tohis yad, Fred Wil son's plarts are
ordeed naeatly into lines of pas,endng with awheelbarrow of red
geraniums. Thefaded bravn shingles on s house ae sdt with
rot.

Fred walls across the sed. "Livia?"

I let the bhoculars slié@ mto the slate and @k out to the
mailbox.

"How's the work going;' he asls. Our louse lay somevhere
between fixer-upper and totl-teardavn whenwe bought it, the
balconies sadecayed you could put your foot through the danks,
and we've been remoaling Snce the day wemoved

"Great," | say,thoughwe're gang to have b sdl it, it hastoo
mary steps. "We're aimost finished te exteior.”

"Those lalconies look argerthan the aes yu had
before. Youget a permit?”

"They're tle sane, exact."

Hisnod s synpathetic "That Design Board's abear | hea.
Backed upover a year just to ge window pemits. Tom, down the
street they tuned him @wn, you know; hés beenfighting with
them eversince. Hell never get a thing dore. They can nakeit so
youcan't stayin this town." He givesme a wam smile. Strands o
his slvery hair, ruffled by the beeze drop acros his eyes
shadaving a fown onto his brow, which he shakes off with the
abrupt upward mament that mens no in sone countries and
don't mess with min others.
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In the sammer, Shane and | taveded upto the rorth coast &
Oregm to nmeet his brother and family for a weekad. Shane's
brother,Earl, trudged slowly down the keach, his motionlessright
arm thrst into the pocket of hisjeans.Shane dowed down to
walk with him in the quiet way he wauld when we hiked togeter.
"It gives me the dhance to

look," hed say strolling behind e,
gazing atevay vista, explaining to his
New Jersg girl the California plantsthe
saucy ydlow monkey flowers, the
twisted branches d marearitas, ard the
tree-tall spires ofthe yuccawhose time
to flower isright before it dies.l can see
him now, leside his brotheryto sx-foot
figures,one thin andlanky, blond hair
featherirg in the

breeze, the aher thick andsturdy, blad billed cap @vering his
thatch of deerbrown reir. Their talk looked ntense,but | know
Shane wes doing most of thlistening. He probebly drewupalist
of questions to ask his braher before we ewen strted on the
journey.

Shane wdks up and down the hall, the Pakinson's doctor
watching him. The ansetof weaknessin his hand hasescéated
coneern; you don't gt two neuropathies unless ébran or the
spinal cord is involved. Stanésleft leg swingsin alittle arc with
eadt step, lending a dight jerky motion to his gat. The docibr
shakeshis head. "It's not Parkinsan's," he says."Definitely not
Parkirson's" | ask fow he can tell.

"The Rrkinsoris gait is stiff, not plastic like this one.

Small, rigid steps. Usually ashotenedarm swirg too, if
therés any swing at dl."

"And Slan€s gat?"

"Spastt,” hesays "The musdes arenit following through.
They stop @rtway, pull back, instigate ttet littl e jerking motion."
He poinstowards Share'sfoot. The front issloped tavards the
floor, asif gravity is exerting more force onthe tae than the heel.
Smoothand kentam, the ac raminds meof the undulatig motion
of a pendulum

"You neal a reuromuwsaular spedalist” the dbctor says

bearable.

The police aquisa isparked in front of our hotse agin. Itislatein
the ewening. Vegigesof sdmon-coloredtwilight smearthe
charcoaling summersky. The men in the cruiser daly for awhile,
conferring | assume, tlough it tkesa veay longtime.

Oncewhen Max and | had gone to answe a domestic, he'd
pounded on the dor then kag aside, siouting, "Police. Ogen up”
When | hadn't followed suit, hegrabbed my arm and yanked me
over besde him "lt's a domestic,” he hssel. "Y ou newr stand ir
front of the door in ese tley answe with a gun." The two cogs
ply open thefrontgate and bound to Fed's front door, where tey
scdter, one to each side.

Freds house s doscued by layersof fence andyarden.
Darknes consurres the thesholdand the two officersand
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She snuggled
back in her chair. She

had someth i ng I didn't
and it made being here

A

thewash of yellow light are quckly swdlowed behindthe thick
closed dbor. The cantaloupe streaksin thesky have dmmed anc
faraway dreetlights are visiblein thecod of night. | can se
headlights meing along the CoastHighway, but, unlike the
lanterneye inthe harbor, they dorit look friendly; they look lost
and ursteady, weaving down aroad
far from home, popping in and out of view.
Cold has @scenced with the dark,
and a shiery fegling races acresmy
skin.
Theshivery feding reminds me ofthe
dayJeanne cdledmy office.
"| haveto seeyou," sheannounced
"Right away."

It took a while to find out who was
cdling, butwhen | did I sad to cane
right over.

"Tonight," she repied. "Before my shift." She meant street not
nursing, shift. She meantafter her daughter had been tucked
sdely into her expersive bedand anelderly babysitter had been
installed in the lving room, but before de hit tte streds.

| wasusel to thiskind of cdl. | got alot of referals from
police, sexia asaultcenters, agengesthat bok in streetkids. For
reasans | nevercould identiy, I'd gottenareputaion that | could
be tusted. | think itwas $mply because | didn't equate bal luck or
bad judgment with bad charader, didn't confusethe reault with the
cause.Backthen to understandwomernislives wasradicd; it gave
meareputtion for beirg atough kabe, afeminist when b bea
feministmeantsomething frong andedgy.

Plus| let peaple lie. | understood thet the truth was t@
diminishing 1o bear except in glimpses, that trey needed to make
fictions from their experience ug to et to sleep at nght and badk
upinthe noming. Storying, they aled it, when tleyinverted
dreams about circumstanees dherthan their own. Once the/'d
harveged enough resourcesto put the trthugly in spite of all the
attistic claims &out it - in alandscape vast emugh © malke it
small they would tell it. Truth had to be cubdn to sze or it
would assaulyou ayan.

Jeanne camein at9:30, ahalf hour later then wed ageed.
Shewas weaing jeans, tattered at the knee, and aribbed blacktee
shirt. Her duwsty hair was clippedshort around fer face,which
made me reafie the heap of blackcurls was a wig. Without the
heavy makeup, her lips lodked meay but notas wde asl
remembered, and the gnger d her eyes fadedinto her face,
lightly spatteredwith freckles and shaped like aspade Herlashes
were dhort, her pale eydrows plucked into inverted vees a
though pernanently lifted in shock. Her buttocksdsely grazed
the rim of the chair andshe hurthedforward hand glayedon
her thighs, soherweight rested mainly on her ensed legs
Undedded she was,in spite of the urgency of her cdl.

The chairs in m office were soft trown leatherarmcthairs,
vaguely S@andinavian in design.A marbk side
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table, shaped like a half moon, rested flush against the wall; thand said. "Can't believe | fell asleep like tHddw much
tiny lamp on top emitted low light. | kept the therapy chairs time do we have?"

angled slightly toward the windows, so my visitors could look "Enough," | replied, though we were already running over.
out or at me, as they chose. Jeanne optegize my attention First sessions often flitted around the fiery center of a prablem
with her eyes before she started. | reeled my mind backwards through the rain to retrieve what
"I'm really fine," she said'l don't know why | called you." "It's she'd been saying before she'd started to cry and realized it was
always hard to figure that out." money.The hundred grand.
"Really? Other people don't know?" "l was twelve," she said, "when my mom first introduced me to
"If they do, they're usually just making something up." the life. | was early to develop, had my period for two years
"Lying?" She made the word sound casual, musical, already. | felt, like, crazed with this Colossal Lust. Everywhere,
though her torso tensed. suddenly, all | saw was boys. | couldn't think, | couldn't talk,
"Motivating themselves. Giving themselves a reason to get could barely seéBut every night, | had my chance. Down would
here." go my hands, rubbing, cuddling, fingering, until | found

She sat back a little. "I can make a hundred thousand dollar§verywhere that felt good, the sweet satiny place behind and the
she said. "For a few hours of mega work. Maybe ten grand an little bud in front. Five, six times a night, and still it wasn't

hour." enaugh. | was at a Catholic school, you know, ‘cause my mom
"Oh?" knew. She'd been the same, and she said it would never go away.
"Bet that's more than you make." It was a talent, sex, the same as being gifted in athletics, and it

needed mega attention. | was fourth generation, she told me,
proudas all getout; my great great whatever grandmother had
"No. Not in a year.” been a good time girl in the Yukon gold rush. She promised to

She snuggled back in her chair. She had something | didn't a(?]\ﬁersee ek enliasieldienondwiandisicidic

it made being here bearable. Relaxed, she began to cry. At first it""_|0W was that?" | asked. i
was just moisture running from her eyes and her open mouth and _She started me off herse!f. She stripped me nakedtaod
nostrils, but then it seemed to gather steam, bechasedlated me in front of a mirror, showing me all my NS, HFE GINT [D3E
into a gasping wail, and all her body went into participating, het/Sin9 & hand mirror to let me see everything between my legs.
heaving shoulders and abdomen, her jiggling shaking anxious ' €N she took me to bed and taught me every sexy part of my
legs. anatomy.

It was not the kind of sob that needed Kleenex; the very act of ""And?" . .
handing her a tissue would inhibit the flow, Isat and looked out ~ 1hen she brpughlt in men. Small ones edtfinot the
the window, trying to give her the quiet acceptance she neededUyS but the pricks:

| laughed. "For sure, | don't make that in an hour." "In a
month?"

The night was tar dark, and a watery light fell from the street | smiled at the explanation. Not that she needed encour
lamp, making everything in its corona look blurry. | realized theAg9ement. This was a story she wanted to tell.
that it was raining, a daily event ihis northwestern city of tall She seemed to relish every detail. The first man had been

boreal trees and profuse flotahad been misty all day, the sky Pierre, a French Canadian. In her mother's day, the Frexth
leaking a dampness that clung to the skin in a clammy film, butoeen renown as lovers, and Pierre was skilled but small; perfect to
now a light rain slanted outside the window, one of those spacictiart with. That moment of entry! Never had she known such
rains in which every dropliges slowly along its own trajéary, sweetness! But that was not what her mother had in mind by
mirroring for brief seconds the entire world on tiny rotating ~ training. Once she had learned the ecstasy part of the trade, the
cylinders, reflecting birch bark and spruce boles and pine need|&ye of pleasure that kept a whore at the top of the game, her
the bright light of a window, the bowing fronds of a willow, a mother taught her the skills, like how to clean up a man before
floppy-brimmed hat, thelint of a lost trinket, all of which you touched him or roll on a condom without his missing a beat;
seemed to be sliding and falling, as though the raindrops were how to use your tongue to craze him or deep throat him or take
motionless and the world topsy turvy, and suddenly | saw the tdam round the world.

of us, Jeanne and me, in brown leather chairs, toppling and Jeanne's face had a look of bliss that made me wonder what
somersaulting, the lamp arttethalimoon of the marble table ~ Eve had really known, and | sensed her reluctance to move on.
tumbling with us, all strangely stuck in precise arrangement to "So what's troubling you?" | asked.

each other while we rotated and swirled, and | turned back to look She bucked in her seat and glanced down at her watch.

at Jeanne whose sobs were subsiding. "Omigod," she cried.Gotta go I've got a regular, twenty
"Mwaah mwah fyah mwaaah." She looked up at me as minutes ago." She looked up at me and gave me a sly, sexy smile,
thoudh she were saying words, so | nodded cunning as a ray of sun as it fanned from behind a storm.cloud

Her eyes closed again and when she opened them, she"You're just like me. You get a client going and they don't want
gave her head a shake, stretched her arms in front of her, to leave."
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The spell ofthe session lingereddbween s, even &1
explained confidentiality rulesandwhere the/ ended: theas o
violence to rersdf or others. Rising to leave, $ie coded her head
at me and cooedin hergirlish voice of memoy, "God, | fed
better,” and we sé arpthertime.

Peple think you getstaries when you do gydcothergpy but
you don't. No one e&er tells you about th

floral bedspreadhat lay lighty over ttem  The halls are dim and

failed to gererate the ftorror of it, which lay inits very dail yness,
the elentlessdedmation of evely human power. Thereis no
adjusting to ALS. It changeseverything, nerveby nerve, day by
day. ABiblical word suitsit. Affliction.

Monday morning, | caled tre
Parkinson's a@ctor and left a mssage."Tell me, |
sdd, "how did you eliminateALS?" Neither the
doctar nor his rurse cfled me back

asthey listenedto the simmer aickets, or grimy, too narrow for

how theylaughed o the Feris wheel when
theydiscovered they weren't scaedat the
top. | never found ait anything aout
Jeane'ssecondprofession, not how
mary tricks shketurned inaweek, ror what ske actually did with
them, norwhethemwomen made dfers. She workedthree nights,
short shifts, and the money was dl hers; $ie didn't have a old
man, eka apimp, whichwas why she'd chasen a peripherd
corner. | did find out, when we talked about &es- she dways
paid cash and never wantedareceipt- thatshe also fed asliding
scale. And when it becaprelevant, she confded that tke best
relationshipof her life had been with her mother, in abungalow
full of laughter and kindness m the endbwment propeties out o
the peninsula. Her mother hal died of Hodgkin's lymphoma,
thirty-sevenyears four months, and three daysinto her life, six
months beforeJeanne finished nursng college, elevenmonths
before she gvebirth to her own daghter.

Whenever ayone talks abait asssted suicide as a act ofmercy,
they sg, But what ifyou get Lou Gehrig diseas? While Shanewas
till certain he tad aypical Parknsan's, | was mally reading ebout
other neurological conditions that staredwith a dropped fot and
progressed aterally to weaknessin the hand

The seondentry on the Mayo Clinic website was Amyotrophic
Lateral Sdeross. The sgnscould besubtle, the doctors wrote, like
"difficulty lifting thefront part of yourfoot (footdrop)" or a weak,
clumsy hand. Typicdly, the diseasebegan inthe limbs and then
spreadas wediness to d parts o the bod/, eventdly affecting
chewirg, swallowing, spesking, breahing, and ending ingeneral
pardysis of al voluntary systemsDeath usudly ocaurred threeto
five yeas after syrptomonset.That night, | slept onthe pullout
sofa sd could toss aad weepin fea. In ourbedoom, Shane, still
innocent (could Ikeep himthatway?) slumberal in hisillusiors,
perhaps dream-building the dan for world peae he yearned to
gererate, perhrapsdreamuvisiting the islandoff the caast of Turkey
wherehed taught rebellious French chillrenin an expelimental
school. Wasit passble my next years vere gang tobe spent not
going to Norway b study an evolved allture a to Isreel to
hedtantly explore my roats, but watching the person | loved nmost
in the universego through cuel agmies? B robbedof every
function while his crystal mind understood emestep? Yet even
then, my imagination

30 NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW

two people to pass
without brushing.

At the harlor, my husband and Ispy an

odd little kird, strutting dong on thinorange stilts.
Hislittle gans tale him faser than the three
foot-plus shanks of my spastic husband. Shaped
like aheron, the bird has therickety gat of a sandpiper and the
long panted keak of &ishing bird. His amall but not insubstantial
body is amottled buff ad brown, and iridesceat tufts dume his
crown and stiate his stubby neck On littl e gindles he gose
steps overto the sideof the per, making my husband and me
laugh out loud & thesillinessof his stide. Dockdde, hepeeks
over the edgeand then drawshimséf ered to elongate his neck.
Stretch, strefch, gretch, he extends his wattled ack wntil it | ooks
aslong and graceful as the curve d a svan or eva agreat tue
heron, which tuns outto behis relative. And then this Ameican
bittern, this sditary creatue of the coatal bays and mashes steps
delicately onto amooring rope and tilts the randure d his neck dl
the way to the water, clogng hisbeak oer samething which we
can only see as le steps backwardsto safey, a slvery minnow
curled in his mouth. Fluffing his feahers, he toses off droplets
and struts foith to enother nooring ropeto repeathe proces.
Cloud Chaser assts the mmeon the prow of the yaditand |
glance upto see tle gossaner hapes of my favorite fanaides saud
out to sa.

Max and | are outagain, his partner'spneumoniahaving take a
turn for theworse.Just & we head towadls Jean€s corner, a
urgent @l comesin from the dispacher. By now, | have run
training sessionsfor dispatcters ad complainttakers, krow they
assesslanger an seveal scales abnce including threds tolife,
risk to personrel, and crimes arrently in progressThis one
involves a bHi gerent drunk in a aime-infested lotel; it's hard to
as®ss hedangerlevd but so far t's victimless.

Max whips down aside greet awayrom Jeanne's posand
flicks on the lights and the sren. It surprises me how few
drivers pull over, even when we zoontright wp their tails, red
and blue lights awirl in their ear iew mirrors The srens, |
understard, can't be head over he bhre d music and talk
radio. Max loops aound a To/ota and a sumsed Asian face
looksoutthe window.

In frontof adingy red brick building, Maxdouble paks and
handsmethe nobile radb. "Call if you think Im in

September-October 2009






