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FICTION

BY JONATHAN SAFRAN FOER

HE PUNCTUATION
DISEASE

The “silence mark’ signifies an ab-

sence of language, and there is at
Jeast one on every page of thestory of my
family life. Most often used in the con-
versations 1 have with my grandmother
about her life in Europe during the war,
and in conversations with my father about
our family’s history of heart disease—we
have forty-one heart attacks between us,
and counti e silence mark is a sta-
ple of familial punctuation. Note the use
of silence in the following brief exchange,
when my father called me at college, the
‘morning of his most recent angjoplasty:

«Listen,” he said, and then surrendered toa
Jong pause, s if the pause were what Lwas sup-
posedito listen fo. “m surc everything’s gonna
be fine, but I just wanted to let you know—""

T already-know,” I said- i

e

1]
“O.K.,” he said.
<Tli talk to you tonight,” I said, and 1
could hear, in the recciver, my own heartbeat-
He said, “Yup.”

The “willed silence mark” signifies
an intentional silence, the conversa-
tional equivalent of building a wall over
which you can't climb, through which you
can't sec, against which you break the
bones of your hands and wrists. 1 often

inflict willed silences upon my mother
when she asks about my relationships
with girls. Perhaps this is because Inever
have relationships with girls—only rela-
tions. It depresses me to think that T've
never had sex with anyone who really
loved me. Sometimes I wonder if having
sexwith a girl who doesrit love me islike
felling a tree, alone, in a forest: no one
hears about it; it didnt happen.

p The “insistent question mark” de=
notes one family member's refusal
toyieldtoa willed silence, as in this con-

versation with my mother:

“Are you dating at all?”

«“But you're seeing people, I'm sure.
Right?” = £

T don’t get it. Are you ashamed of the
girl? Are you ashamed of me?”

«”

© As it visually suggests, the “unxcla-

mation point” is the opposite of an
exclamation point; it indicatesa whisper.

The best example of this usage oc-
curred when Iwas a boy. My grandmother
was driving me to a piano lesson, and the
Volvo's wipers only moved the rain
around. She turned down the volume of
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the second side of the seventh tape of an
audio version of “Shoah,” put her hand
on my cheek, and said, “T hope that you
never love anyone as muchas Tlove youi”

Why was she whispering? We were
the only ones who could hear.

o ® Theoretically, the “extraunxclama-

tion points” would be used to de-
note twice an unxclamation point, butin
practice any whisper that quiet would
otbe heard. I take comfort in believing
that at least some of the silences in my
life were really extraunxclamations.

The “extraexclamation points” are
oo simplytwicean exclamation point.
Tve never had a heated argument with
any member of my family. We've never
yelled at each other, or'disagreed with
any passion. In fact, I can't even remem-
ber a difference of opinion. There are
those who would say that this is un-
healthy. But, since jtis the case, there ex-
ists only one instance of extraexclama-
tion points in our family history, and
they were uttered by a stranger who was
vying with my father for a parking space
in front of the National Zoo.
“Give it up, fucker!!” he hollered at
my father, in front of my mother, my
brothers, and me.

FILP PAGOWSKI




[image: image2.jpg]“Well, I'm sorry,” my father said,
pushing the bridge of his glasses up his
nose, “but I think it’s rather obvious that
‘we arrived at this space first. You see, we
were approaching from—”"

“Give...it...up ... fucker!!”

“Well, it’s just that I think I'm in the
right on this particu—" -

“GIVE IT UP, FUCKER!!"

“Give it up, Dadi” I said, suffering
2 minor: coronary event as my fingers
clenched his seat’s headrest.

“Je-sus!” the man yelled, pounding
his fist against the outside of his car
door. “Giveitupfucker!!”"

Ultimately, my father gave it up, and
we found a spot several blocks away. Be-
fore we got out, he pushediin the ciga-_
rette lighter, and we waited, in silence,
as it got hot. When it popped out, he
pushed it back in. “It’s never, ever worth
it,” he said, turning back to us, his hand
against his heart.

A~ Placed at the end of a sentence, the
“pedal point” signifies a thought that
dissolves into a suggestive silence. The
pedal point is distinguished from the el-
lipsis and the dash in that the thought it
follows is neither incomplete nor inter-
rupted but an outstretched hand. My
younger brother uses these a lot with me,
probably because he, of all the members
of my family, is the one most capable of
telling me what he needs to tell me with-
out having to say it. Or, rather, he’s the
one whose words I'm most convinced I
don’t need to hear. Very often he will say,
“Jonathan~"and I will say; T know:”

A few weeks ago, he was having
problems with his heart. A visit to his
university’s health center to check out
some chest pains became a trip to the
emergency room became a week in the
intensive-care unit. As it turns out, he’s
been having one long heart attack for the
Jast six years. “Tt’s nowhere near as bad as
it sounds,” the doctor told my parents,
“butit’s definitely something we want to
take care of.”

1 called my brother that night and
told him that he shouldn’t worry. He
said, “I know. But that doesn’t mean
there’s nothing to worry about~"

“T know~"I said.

“I know~" he said.

o

.

<

Does my little brother have relation-
ships with girls? I don't Imo‘{\h 4

Another commonly employed fa-

milial punctuation mark, the “low
point,”is used either in place—or for ac-
centuation at the end—of such phrases
as “This is terrible,” “This is irremedia-
ble,” “Tt couldn't possibly be worse.”

“It’s good to have somebody, Jonathan.
It’s necessary.”

“It pains me to think of you alone.”

“ryr

Interestingly, low points always corrie
in pairs in my family. That s, the ac-
knowledgment of whatever is terrible
and irremediable becomes itself some-
thing terrible and irremediable—and
often worse than the original referent.
For example, my sadness makes my
mother sadder than the cause of my sad-
ness does. Of course, her sadness then
makes me sad. Thus is created a “low-
point chain” {1} ... %,

The “snowflake” is used at the end

of aunique familial phrase—that is,
any sequence of words that has never, in
the history of our family life, been assem-
bled as such. For example, ‘T didn't die in
the Holocaust, but all of my siblings did,
so where does that leave me?#” Or, “My
heartis no good, and I'm afraid of dying,
and T'm also afiaid of saying I love you. &

The “corroboration mark” is more

or less what it looks like. But it
would be a mistake to think that it sim-
ply stands in place of “I agree,” or even
“Yes.” Witness the subtle usage in this
dialogue between my mother and my
father:

“Could you add ofange juice to the
grocery list, but remember to get the kind
with reduced acid. Also some cottage cheese.
And that bacon-substitute stuff. And a few
Yah(git candles.”

“The car needs gas. I need tampons.”

“Is Jonathan dating anyone? Im not pry-
ing, but Pm very interested.”
e

My father has suffered twenty-two
heart attacks—more than the rest of us
combined. Once, in a moment of frank-

ness after his nineteenth, he told me that
his marriage to my mother had been
successful because he had become a yes-
man early on.

“We’ve only had one fight,” he
said. “It was in our first week of mar-
riage. I realized that it’s never, ever
worth it.” "

My father and I were pulling weeds
one afternoon a few weeks ago. He was
disobeying his cardiologist’s order not to
pull weeds. The problem, the doctor
says, is not the physical exertion but the
emotional stress that weeding inflicts on
my father. He has dreams of weeds
sprouting from his body, of having to
pull them, at the roots, from his chest.
He has also been told not to watch Ori-
oles games and not to think about the
‘current Administration.

Aswe weeded, my father made ajoke
about how my older brother, who, bar-
ring a fatal heart attack, was to get mar-
ried in a few weeks, had already become
a yes-man. Hearing this felt like hay-
ing an elephant sit on my chest—my
brother, whom I loved more than Iloved
myself, was surrendering.

“Your grandfather was a yes-man,”
my father added, on his knees, his fingers
pushing into the earth, “and your chil-
dren will be yes-men.”

"ve been thinking about that con-
versation ever since, and I've come to
understand—with a straining heart—
that I, too, am becoming a yes-man,
and that, like my father’s and my broth-
er’s, my surrender has little to do with
the people I say yes to, or with the exis-
tence of questions at all. It has to do
with a fear of dying, with rehearsal and

preparation.

y The “severed web”isa Barely
N Tolerable Substitute, whose

meaning approximates ‘I love you,” and

which can be used in place of ‘I love

you.” Other Barely Tolerable Substitutes

include, but are not limited to:

—>|<—, which approximates “Ilove you.”
907, which approximates “I love you.”
8, which approximates “I love you.”

X, which approximates “I love you.”

1 don't know how many Barely Toler-
able Substitutes there are, but often it
feels as if they were everywhere, as if ev-
erything that is spoken and done—every
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[image: image3.jpg]“Yup,” “O.K.,” and “T already know,”
every weed pulled from the lawn, every
sexual act—were just Barely Tolerable.

© ® Unlike the colon, which is used to
mark a major division in a sentence,
and to indicate that what follows is an
elaboration, summatiop, implication,
etc., of what precedes, the “reversible
colon”is used when what appears on i
ther side elaborates, summates, impli-
cates, etc., what's on the other side. In
other words, the two halves of the sen-
tence explain each other, as in the cases
of “Mother::Me,” and “Father::Death.”
Here are some examples of reversible
sentences: ¥

My eyes water when I speak about my
family:1 don’t like to speak about my family.
Pve never felt loved by anyone outside

of my family:my persistent depression.
1938 to 1945:[].
Sexayes.
My grandmother’s sadness:my mother's
sadness:my sadness:ithe sadness that will

Heart disease::yes. v

<— Familiat communication always

has to do with failures to com-
municate. It is common that in the
course of a conversation one of the
participants will not hear something
that the other has said. It is also quite
common that one of the participants
will not understand what the other
has said. Somewhat less common is
one participant’s saying something
whose words the other understands
completely but whose meaning is not
understood at all. This can happen

with very simple sentences, like ‘T hope
that you never love anyone as much as
Ilove youi”

But, in our best, least depressing mo-
ments, we #7y to understand what we
have failed to understand. A “backup”is
used: we start again at the beginning, we
replay what was missed and make an ef-
fort to hear what was meant instead of
‘what was said:

“It pains me to think of you alone.”
“<—It pains me to think of me without
any grandchildren to love.”

A related set of marks, the

“should-have brackets,” signify
words that were not spoken but should
have been, as in this dialogue with my
father:

“Are you hearing static?”
“{Pm crying into the phone.}”
“Jonathan?”

“Jonathan~”

ot myself~"
“(A child’s sadness s a paren’s sadness.)”
“(A parent’s sadness is a child's sadness.)”
i

“I'm probably just tiredi”
. “{Lnever told you this, because I thought
it might hurt you, but in my dreams it was
you. Not me. You were pulling the weeds
from my chest.)”
“wantiolove and beloved )"
«@»
«n
«i» .
“g»
«©»
ELE A
ce
“MOK”
“H+EH—>N"
“«©@»
“orp
“Ba”
:g,!:l‘:‘OOOODQ@O”
“{Llove yop.}” g
“{llove you, too. So much.}”

Of course, my sense of the should-
have is unlikely to be the same as my
brothers’, or my mother’s, or my fa-
ther’s. Sometimes—when I'm in the
car, or having sex, or talking to one of
them on the phone—I imagine their
should-have versions. I sew them to-
gether into a new life, leaving out ev-
erything that actually happened and

‘was said. ¢
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My tsear Nane is Alesander Perchor: But all of my many friends dub
me Aley, because that is a more flaccid-to-utter version of my legal
name. Mother dubs me Alexi-stop-spleening-me!, because I am always
spleening her. If you want to know why I am always spleening her, it is
because Tam ahways elsewhere with friends, and disseminating so much
p: currency, and petforming so many things that can spleen a mother. Fa-
ther used to dub me Shapka, for the far hat I would don even in the sum-~
mer month. He ceased dubbing me that because I ordered him 1o cease
dubbing me that. It sounded boyish to me, and T have always thought of
myselfas very potent and generative. I have many meny girls, believe me,
and they all have a different name for me. One dubs me Baby, not be-
cause I am a baby, but because she attends to me. Another dubs me All
Nigbt. Do you want to know why? T have a girl who dubs me Cusrency,
because [ disseminate so much carrency around her, She licks my chops
for it. T have a minjature brother who dubs me Alli, I do not dig this
name very much, but I dig him very much, so OK, T permit him to dub
me Alli. As for his name, it is Little Igor, but Father dubs him Clumsy
One, because he is always promenading into things. It was only four days
previous that he made his eye blue from a mismanagement with a brick
wall. If you're wondering what my bitchs name is, it is Samsay Davis, Ju-
nior, Junior. She has this name because Sammy Davis, Junior was Grand-
father’s beloved singer, and the birch is his, not mine, because I am not
the one who thinks he is blind.
As for me, [ was sired in 1977, the same year as the hero of this story.
In truth, my life has been very ordinary: As I mentioned before, I do
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\
mmany good things with myself and othe
dig American movies. 1 dig Negroes, pardcularly
to disseminate very much currency at famous ni
Lamborghini Countaches are excellent, and so are cappuccinos. Many
girls want to be carnal with me in many good aTTaNgements, notwith-
standing the Inebriated Kangaroo, the Gorky Ticlle, and the Unyield-
ing Zookeeper. 1f you want to know why so many girls want to be with
me, it is because 1 am a very premjum person to be with. T am homely,
and also severely funny, and these ave winning things. But nonethele
know many people who dig rapid cars and famous discotheques. There
are so many who perform the Sputnik Bosom Dalliance—which is al-
ways terminated with a skimy underface—that 1 cannot tally them onall
of tmy hands. There are even many people named Alex. (Three in my
house alone!) That is why I was so effervescent to go to Lutsk and trans-
Jate for Jonathan Safran Toer. It would be unordinary.

1 had performed recklessly well in my second year of English atuni-
versity. This was a Very majestic thing T did because my instructor was
having shit berween his brains. Mother was so proud of me, she said,
«lex stop-spleening-me! You have made me so proud of vou” T in-

uired her to purchase me leather pans, but she said no. “Shorts?”
Father was also so proud. He said, “Shapka,” and T said, “Do not

dub me that,” and he said, “Alex, you have made Mother so proud.”
cery humble. She toils aca small

Mother is 2 humble woman. Very,
café one hour distance from our home. She presents food and drink to
customers there, and says to me, ] mmount the autobus for an hour to
work all day doing things [ hate. You want 5o ko why? It is for vou,
Alexi-stop-spleening-me! One day vou will do things for me that you
hate. That is what it means to be a family.” What she does not cluich is
that I already do things for her that T hate. T listen to her when she talks
to me. I resist complaining about my pygmy allowance. And did I men-
tion that I do not spleen her nearly so rmuch as T desire to? ButIdonot
do these things because we are & family. I do them because they are com-
mon decencies. That is an idiom that the hero taught me. I do them be-
canse L am not a big fucking asshole, That is another idiom that the hero

tanght me.

TFather toils for a travel agency, denominated }
for Jewish people, like the hero, who have cravin
bled country Americe and visit hurmble s in
Father’s agency scores a translator, guide, and dri
try to unearth places where their families once ex
met a Jewish person until the voyage. But this wa
as T had always been willing, and one might eve
meet one. I will be truthful again and mention th
had the opinion that Jewish people were havir
brains. This is because all T knew of Jewish people
ther very much currency in order to make vaca
Ukraine. But then I met Jonathan Safran Foer, as
ot having shit between his brains. He is an ingen

So as for the Clumsy One, who I never ever dr
always Little Igor, he is a firse-rate boy. It is now
will become a very potent and generative man, ¢
have many muscles. We do not speak in volume:
silent person, but T am certain that we are friend
would be Iying if I wrote that we are paramount
Little Igor to be a man of this world. For an exan
smutty magazine three days yore, so that he shot
many positions in which I am carnal. “This is the:
presenting the magazine in front of him. I put my
—on the action, so that he would not overlook
sixty-nine?” he asked, because he is a person hot
“It was invented in 1969. My friend Gregory |
nephew of the inventor.” “What did people do &
blowjobs and masticating box, but never in chon

VIP if [ have a thing to do with it.

This is where the story begins.

Bur first I am burdened to recite my good 2pp
ocally tall. T do not know any women who ar
women T know who are taller than me are lesbian
very momentous year. I have handsome hairs, v
dle. This is because Mother used to split them or
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Father toils for a travel agency, denominated Heritage Touring. It is
for Jewish people, like the hero, who have cravings to leave that enno-
bled country America and visit humble towns in Poland and Ukraine.
Father’s agency scores a translator, guide, and driver for the Jews, who
oy to unearth places where their families ance existed. OK, T had never
et Jewish person until the voyage. But this was their faul, not mine,
as T had always been willing, and one might even write lukewarm, to
meet one. I will be truthful again and mention that before the voyage T
had the opinion that Jewish people were having shit between their
brains. This is because all I knew of Jewish people was that they paid Fa-
ther very much currency in order to make vacations from America to
Ulkraine. But then I met Jonathan Safran Foer, and T will tell you, he is
not having shit berween his brains. He is an ingenious Jew,

Soas for the Clumsy One, who I never ever dub the Clumsy One but
always Lirtle Igor, he is a first-rate boy. It is now evident to me that he
will become a very potent and generative man, and that his brain will
have many muscles, We do not speak in volumes, because he is such a
, and I do not think T
would be lying if T wrote that we are paramount friends. I have tutored
Lirtle Igor to be a man of this world. For an example, I exhibited him a
smutty magazine three days yore, so that he should be appraised of the
many positions in which I am carnal, “This is the six ty-nine,” I told him,
presenting the magazine in front of him. I put my fingers—two of them
—on the action, so that he would not overlook it. “Why is it dubbed
ixty-nine?” he asked, because he is a person hot on fire with curiosity,
“Tt was invented in 1969. My friend Gregory knows a friend of the
nephew of the inventor™ “What did people do before 19693 “Merely
blowjobs and masticating hox, but never in chorus.” He will be made a
VIP if L have a thing to do with it

This is where the storv begins.

But fizst Tam burdened o recite iy good appearance. T am unequis-
ocally tall. I do not know any women who are taller than me. The
women I know who are taller than me are lesbians, for whom 1969 wasa
very momentous year. I have handsome hairs, which are split in the mid-
dle. This is because Mother used to split them on the side when T was a

silent person, bur I am certain that we are friend




[image: image7.jpg]ceived no room for the night at all, and had to repose in the car, s
Grandfather had made an addiction of doing.

¥ VWhen we returned to the car, Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior was mas-
tcating her til in the back sear, and Grandfather was again manufacrur-
ing Z's. “Grandfather,” I said, adjusting his arm, “we obtained a room.”!
had to move him with very much violence in order to wake him. When
he unclosed his eyes, he did not know where he was. “Anna?” he asked.
“No, Grandfather,” I said, “it is me, Sasha.” He was very shamed, and
hid his face from me. “We obtained a room,” I said. “Is he feeling OK?”
the hero asked me. “Yes, he is fatigued.” “Will he be OK for tomorrow?”
“Of course.” But in truth Grandfather was not his normal self. Or maybe
he was his normal self. T did not know what his normal self was. [ re-
membered a thing that Father told me. When I was a boy, Grandfather
said I looked like a combination of Father, Mother, Brezhnev, and my-
self. T had always thought that story was very funny until at that moment
at the car in front of the hotel in Lutsk.

I told the hero not to leave any of his bags in the car. It is 2 bad and
popular habit for people in Ukraine to take things without asking. T have
read that New York City is very dangerous, but I must say that Ukraine
is more dangerous. If you want to know who protects you from the peo-
ple that take without asking, it is the police. If you want to know who

protects you from the police, it is the people who take without asking.
And very often they are the same people.

“Let us eat,” Grandfather said, and commenced to drive. “You are
hungry?” T asked the hero, who swas again the sexual object of Sammy
Davis, Junior, Junior. “Get it off of me,” he said. “Are you hungry
peated. “Please!” he implored. I called to her, and when she did not re-
spond [ punched her in the face. She moved to her side of the back seat,
because now she understanded what it means to be stupid with the
wrong person, and commenced to cry. Did I feel awful? “I'm famished.”
the bero said, lifting his head from his knees. “What?” “Yes, I'm hungry.
“You are hungry, then.” Good. Our driver—" “You can call him
your grandfather. It doesn’t bother me.” “He is not your brother.”
“Bother, 1 said. Bother.” “What does it mean to hother me?
“What does it mean to upset?” “To distress.” “I understand to distress”
“So you can call him your grandfather, is what I'm saying.”

re-

“To upset.”

64

We became very busy talking. When I rota
I'saw that he was examining Augustine again.
him and the photograph, and nothing in the we
“We will eat,” T told him. “Good,” he said, hol¢
near to his face. Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior w
thing, though,” the hero said. “What:” “You st
* “What?

am a...how to say this, ma...

ves?” “I'm a vegerarian.” “T do not understar
“Why not?” “I just don’t.” “How can you not ¢
“He does not eat meat,” I told Grandfather. “Yz
me, “Yes you do,” I likewise informed the her
not?” I inquired him again. “I just don't. N
“Mear?” “No meat.” “Steak” “Nope.” “Chicke
veal?” “Oh, God. Absolutely no veal” “Wha
sausage either.” I told Grandfather this, and |
bothered look. “What is wrong with him?” he
vou?” I asked him. “Tt’s just the way [ am,”

* “What did he say is wrong «
asked. “It is just the way he is.” “Does he ea
sausage!” “No. He says he does not ear sausag:

what he says.” “Bur sausage. ..” I know.” “In
sausage?” “No sausage.” “No sausage.” I told Gr
eyes and tried to puc his arms around his ston
room because of the wheel. It appeared like he
cause the hero would not eat sausage. “Well, let
going to eat. We will go to the most proximal
schmuck,” T informed the hero. “You're not using
said. “Yes Iam,” I said.

“What do you mean he does not eat mear}”
Grandfather pur his head in his hands, “What is
asked. “Which? The one who does not eat meat,
his hands, or the bitch who is masticating her ta
not eat meat.” “Tr is only the way that he is.” T
were talking about. “They do not have anythin
formed him. “He does not eat any meat at all?*
“Itis merely the way he is,” I told her. “Sausage?’
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‘We became very busy talking. When I rotated back to Grandfather,

I saw that he was examining Augustine again. There was a sadness amid
him and the photograph, and nothing in the world frightened me more.
“We will eat,” I told him. “Good,” he said, holding the photograph very
near to his face. Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior was persisting to cry. “One
thing, though,” the hero said. “What?” “You should know...” “Yes:” “I
“What*” “I'm a...” “You are very hungry,
do not understand.” “I don’t eat meat.”
“Why not?" “T just don’t.” “How can you not eat meat?” “I
“He does not eat meat,” I told Grandfather. “Yes he does,” he informed
“Yes you do,” I likewise informed the hero. “No. I don'’t.
? “Pork:”

am a...how to say this

yes?” “I'm a vegetarian.

just don’t.”

1 inquired him again. “I just dont. No meat.

No meat.” “Steak?” “Nope.” “Chickens?” “No.” “Do you eat
No

vealt” “Oh, God. Absolutely no veal” “What about sausage?
sausage either.” I told Grandfather this,
bothered look. “What is wrong with him?” he asked. “Whar is wrong
with you?” T asked him. “Tt%s fust the way T am,” he said, “Hamburge
“No.* “Tongue?” “What did he say is wrong with him:” Grandfather
” “Does he eat sausage?
“No. He says he does not eat sausage.” “In trutl
what he says.” “But sausage...” “I know.” “In truth you do not eat any
sausaget” “No sausage.” “No sausage,” I told Grandfather. He closed his
eyes and tried to put his arms around his stomach, but there was not
room because of the wheel. It appeared like he was becoming sick be-
‘Well, let him deduce what he is

asked. “It is just the way he is.

cause the hero would not eat sausage.
going to ear, We will go to the most proximal restaurant.” “You are a
schmuck,” I informed the hero. “You're not using the word correctly,” he
said. “Yes Tam,” I said.

“What do you mean he does not eat meat?” the waitress asked, and
Grandfather put his head in his hands. “What is wrong with him?” she
asked. “Which? The one who does not eat meat, the one with his head in
his hands, or the bitch who is masticating her tail?” “The one who does
not eat meat.” “It is only the way that he is.” The hero asked what we
were talking about. “They do not have anything without mear,” I in-
he inquired me again.

formed him. “He does not eat any meat at all
ausage?” “No sausage,” Grand-

“It is merely the way he is,” T told her
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[image: image9.jpg]father answered to the waitress, rotating his head from here to there.
“Maybe vou could eat some meat,” I suggested to the hero, “because

they do not have anything thar is not meat.” “Don’t they have poratoes
or something?” he asked, “Do you have potatoes?” I asked the waitress.
“Or something?” “You only receive a potato with the meat,” she said.
I told the hero. “Couldn’ T just get a plare of potatoes?” “What?”
“Couldn’t I get two or three potatoes, without meat?” I asked the wait-
ress, and she said she would go to the chef and inquire him. “Ask him if
he eaus liver,” Grandfather said.

The waitress revurned and said, “Here is what I have to say.
make concessions to give him two potatoes, but they are served with 2
piece of meat on the plate. The chef says that this cannot be negotiated.
He will have to eat it.” “Tiwo potatoes is fine>” L asked the hero. “Oh, that
would be great.” Grandfather and I both ordered the pork steak, and or-
dered one for Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior as well, who was becoming
sociable with the hero’s leg.

When the food arrived, the hero asked for me to remove the meat
off of his plate. “I'd prefer not to touch it,” he said. This was on my
nerves to the maximum. If you want to know why, it is because I per-
ceived that the hero perceived he was too good for our food. I tock the
meat off his plate, because I knew that is what Father would have desired
me to do, and I did not uster a thing. “Tell him we will commence very

carly in the morning tomorrow,” Grandfacher said. “Early?” “So we can
have s much of the day for searching as possible. It will be rigid at
night.” “We will commence very early in the morning tomorrow,” I said

hat’s good,” he said, kicking his leg. I was very flabber-

to the hero.
gasted that Grandfather would desire to go forth early in the morning.
He hated to not repose tardy. He hated to not repose ever. He also hated
Lutsk, and the car, and the hero, and, of late, me. Leaving early in the
motning would provide him with more of the day aroused with all of us.
“Let me inspect at his maps,” he said. I asked the hero for the maps. As
he was reaching into his fanny pack, he again kicked his leg, which made
Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior become sociable with the rable, and also
made the plates move. One of the hero’s potatoes descended to the floor.
When it hit the floor it made a sound. PLOMP. It rolled over, and then
was inert. Grandfather and I examined each other. I did not know what
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t0 do. “A terrible thing has occurred,” Grandfather said. The hero con-
tinued to view the potato on the floor, Tt was a dirty floor. [t was one of
his two potatoes. “This is awful,” Grandfather said silenty, and moved
his plate to the side. “Awful.” He was correct.
“The waitress returned to our tble with the colas we ordered. “Here
are—" she began, but then she witnessed the porato on the floor and
walked away with warp speed. The hero was still witnessing the potato
on the floor, I do not know for certain, but I imagine he was imagining
that he could pick it up, put it back on his plate, and eat it, or he could
feave it on the floor, delude the mishap never happened, eat his one
potato, and counterfeit to be happy, or he could push it with his foot o
Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior, who was aristocratic enough not to eat it as
it laid on that dirty floor, or he could tell the waitress for another, which
would mean he would have to get another piece of meat for me to ve-
move from his plate because for him meat is disgusting, or he could just
cat the picce of meat I removed from his plate before, as T would hope for
him to. But what he did was not any of these things. If you want to know
what he did, he did not do anything, We remained silent, wimessing the
potato. Grandfather inserted his fork in the potato, picked it up from the
floor, and put it on his plate. He cut it into four pieces and gave one to
Sammy Davis, Junior, Junior under the table, one to me, and one to the
hero. He cut off a piece from his piece and ate it. Then he locked atme.
1 did not want to, but T knew that I had to. To say that it was not delicious
would be an overstatement. Then we looked at the hero. He looked at
the foor, and then at his plate. He cut off 2 plece from his piece and
looked at it. “Welcome to Ukraine,” Grandfather said to him, and
punched me on the back, which was a thing [ relished very much. Then
Grandfather started laughing. “Welcome to Ulkraine,” 1 wanslated.
Then T started langhing. Then the hero started laughing. We laughed
with much violence for a long time. We obtained the attention of every
person in the restaurant, We laughed with violence, and then more vio-
lence. T witnessed that each of us was manufacturing tears at his eyes. It
was not until very much in the posterior that I understanded that each of
us was laughing for a different reason, for our own reason, and thac not
one of those reasons had a thing to do with the potato.
There is something that I did not mention before, which it would





