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5

Gestures areall that I have; somet imes t hey must be grand in nat ure.
whil eI occasional 1y step over theline and int o t he world of t he

mel odr amat ic, it is what I must do in order t o communicate clearly a1
effect ivel yI n order t o make my point under st ood wit hout question. I |
no words I canrel y on because, much t o my dis gnagy t ongue was
designed 1 ong and fl at and | oose, and t her efore, is a horribl feaméfe t ool
for pushing food ar ound my mout h whil e chewing, and an even | ess
effect ive t ool for making cl ever and compl icat ed pol ysyl 1 abic sounds t
can be 1 inked t oget her t o form sent ences. And shathy I *m her e now
wait ing for Denny t o come home—he shoul d be her e soon—I ying on t he
cool til es of t he kit chen fl oor in a puddl e of my own urine.

I ’'m ol d. And whil e I m very capabl e of get t ing pt Hets not t he way
I want to goout. Shot full of pain medicat ion and st er oids t o r educe t|
swel 1 ing of my joint s.i%ion fogged wit h cat aract s. Hyf pl ast icky
packages of Doggie Depends st ocked in t he pant.rly’m sur e Denny woul d
get me one of those littl e wagons I ’veseen onthe streets, t he ones tl
cradl e t he hindquarters so a dog can drag his ass behind him when t hing
start to fail . Thathumil iat ing and degrading. I *’m not sure ¥ iworse t har
dressing up a dog for Hal | oween, butsitl ose. He woul d do it out of 1 ove
of course. I 'm sure he woul d keep me al ive as 1 ong as he possibl y coul «
body det erior at ing, disint egr at ing ar ound me, dissol ving unt il st her e’



not hing 1 eft but my brain fl oating in a gl ass jar fil I ed wit h cl ear 1 iquic
eyebal 1 s drifting at the surface and all sorts of cabl es and t ubes feedis
remains. But I domn'want to be kept al ive. Because I know whatext . I vt
seen it on TVA documentary I saw about Mongol ia, of all places.I t w
t he best thing I ’ve ever seen on tel evision, ot her t han t he 1993 Grand
of Europe, of course, t he great est aut omobil e race of all time in which
Ayrt on Senna proved himsel f t o be a genius in t he rain. After t he 1993
Grand Prix, the best thing I ’ve ever seen on TV is a document ary t hat
expl ained ever yt hing t o me, made it all c] eat d t he whol e t rut h: when ¢
dog is finished 1 iving his 1 ifet imes as a dog, his next incar nat ion will be
man.

I ’ve al ways felt al most human. I ’ve al ways known t hats t her e’
somet hing about me t hat different t han ot her dogSure, I 'm stfed into a
dog’s body, but that’just the shell sIwhat$ inside t has’import antThe
soul . And my soul is very human.

I am ready t o become a man now hough I realizel will loseall th
have been. All of my memories, all of my experiences.I wouldliketo-
t hem wit h me int o my next 1ife—t here is so much I have gone t hr ough
t he Swift famil y—but I havelittle say in t he mthagrcan I do but forc
mysel f t o remember 'y t o imprint what I know on my soul, a t hing t h
has no sur face, no sides, no pages, no form of any kind. Carry it so deepl
in t he pocket s of my exist ence t hat when I open my eyes and 1 ook down
my new hands wit h t heir t humbs that are ableto cl ose tightly around
fingers, I will al ready kndwwil I al ready see.

The door opens, and I hear him wit h his famil iar, ¢¥p, Zo!” Usual 1 y
I canf hel p but put aside my pain and hoist mysel f t o my feet, wag my t
sl ing my t ongue ar ound, and shove my face int o his crotch. I t t akes
humanl ike wil 1 power t o hol d back on t his particul ar occasion, but I dt
hol d back. I dom’get up. I ’m act ing.

“Enzo?”

I hear his foot st eps, t he concern in his voice. He finds me and 1 ooks
down. I lift my head, wag my t ail feebly so it taps against t helflplay
the part.



He shakes his head and runs his hand t hr ough his haet s down t he
plastic bag from t he grocery t hat has his dinner init.I cansmell roas
chicken t hrough t he pl ast ffonight he’s having roast chicken and an
iceberg 1 et t uce sal ad.

“Oh, Enz,” he says.

He reaches down t o me, cr ouches, t ouches my head 1 ike he does, al or
t he crease behind t he eaand I 1ift my head and 1 ick at his for ear m.

“What happened, kid?” he asks.
Gestures cant’ expl ain.
“Can you get up?”

I tyyand I scrambl e. My heart t akef, bfinges ahead because no, I
can’t.I panic.I thought I was just acting, but I redl ggtcap’ Shit . L ife
imit at ing art .

“Take it easykid,” he says, pressing down on my chest to cal m me.
“I ’ve got you.”

He 1 ift s me easil }1e cradl es me, and I can smell the day on him.I ¢
smel ] everyt hing leedone. His work, t he aut o shop wher e kebehind t he
count er all dagt anding, making nice wit h t he cust omers who yel | at hi
because t heir BMWSs dom’work right and it costs t oo much t o fix t hem
t hat makes t hem mad so t hey have t o yel | at someone. I can smell his
He went to the I ndian Hef helikes. All you can eat sldheap, and
somet imes he t akes a cont ainer wit h him and st eal s extra portions of t
t andoori chicken and yel 1 ow rice and has it for dipneso. I can smell bee
He st opped somewher eT'he Mexican restaurant up the hill. I can smell
tortilla chips on his breat h. Now it makes sense. Ustalthyexcel 1 ent wit
el apsed time, but I wasrpaying at t ent ion because of my emot ing.

He pl aces me gently in t he tub and t urns on t he handhel d shower tt
and says, “EasyEnz.”



He says, “Sorry I was late.I shoul d have come straight home, but
guys from work insisted.I told Craigl was quitting, and...”

Hetrail s 6fand I realize t hat he t hinks t hat my accident was becau
he was [ ate Oh, no. That § not how it was meant. § sb hard to
communicat e because t her e ar e so many moving parts. Therg' esent at ior
and t heres int er pret at ion and t hey’re so dependent on each ot her it mal
t hings very dificul t. I didh’want him t o feel bad about this.I wanted h
t o see t he obvious, t hat sitdkay for him t o 1 et me go. Hebeen going
t hr ough so much, and hes’ final 1 y t hr ough it . He needs t o not have me
around t o worry about anymor e. He needs me t o free him t o be bril | ian

He is so bril l iant . He shines. Hdeaut iful wit h his hands t hat grab

t hings and his t ongue t hat says t hings and t he way he st ands and chews
food for so 1 ong, mashing it int o a past e before he swallows. I will mi
andlittle Zoé, and I know t hey will miss me. But fl l@nsent iment al it
cl oud my grand pl an. Aft er t his happens, Denny wil 1 be free t o 1 ive his
andI will returntoearthinanew form, as aman, and I will find him
shake his hand and comment on how tal ented heis, and thenI will winl
him and say, “Enzo says hel 1 0,” and t urn and wal k quickl y away as he ca
aft er me, “Do 1 know you?” He will cal 1, “Have we met before?”

After t he bat h he cl eans t he kit chen fl oor whil e I hatgives me my
food, which I eat t oo quickl y again, and sets me up in front of the TV w
he prepares his dinner

“How about atape,” he says.
“Yes, atape,” I replhut of course, he doesi’ hear me.

He put s in a video from one of his races and he turns it on and we
wat ch. I ¢ ‘one of my favorit es. The racetrack is dry for t he pace I ap, anc
t hen just after the green fl ag is waved, indicat ing t he start of t he race,
is awall of rain, atorrential downpour that engul fs t he track, and al
cars around him spin out of control into the fiel ds and he drives t hr oug
t hem as if t he rain didn’fal 1 on him, 1 ike he had a magic spel I that cl ear
wat er from his pat h. J ust 1ike t he 1993 Grand Prix of Eur ope, when Sei
passed four cars ont he opening 1 ap, four of t he best championship drive



in t heir championship car s—SchumacheWendl inger Hil 1, Prost —and he
passed them al . Like he had a magic spell.

Denny is as good as Arton Senna. But no one sees him because he has
responsibil it ies. He has his daught£pé, and he had his wife, E ve, who
was sick unt il she died, and he has me. And he lives in Seatt] e when he
shoul d 1 ive somewhere el se. And he has a job. But somet imes when he ¢
away he comes back wit h a t rophy and he shows it to me and tel ls me al
about his races and how he shone on t he t rack and t aught t hose ot her di
in Sonoma or Texas or Mid-Ohio what driving in wet weat her is really
about .

When t he t ape is over he says, “Letgo out,” and I struggle to get uj

He lift s my but t int o t he air and cent ers my weight over my |l egs ar
then I ’m okayl'o show him, I rub my muzzl e against his t high.

“Ther e’ my Enzo.”

We | eave our apart ment ; t he night is sharp, cool and breezy and.cl e,
We onl y go down t he bl ock and back because my hips hurt so much, and
Denny sees. Denny knows. When we get back, he gives me my bedt ime
cookies and I curl int o my bed on t he fl oor next to his. He picks up t he
phone and dial s.

“Mike,” he says. Mike is Dennys friend from t he shop where t hey bot
wor k behind t he count eiCust omer rel ations, t hey call it. Blikbittle gu
wit h friendl y hands t hat are pink and al ways washed cl ean of smel I . “1\
can you cover for me tomorrow? I have to take Enzo to t he vet again.”

We’ve been goingto the vet alot recently to gderdifit medicines t ha
ar e supposed t o hel p make me mor e comfort abl e, but t heytdar¥al 1 And
since t hey dont, and considering al 1 t hat went on yest erldaye set t he
Mast er Pl an in mot ion.

Denny st ops t al king for a minut e, and when he st arts again, his voic
doesn’t sound | ike his voice. Istr’ough, 1 ike when he has a col d or algies.



“I dont know” he says. “I ’m not suresit®round trip visit.”

I may not be abl e t o form words, but I under st and Almeli. ’'m
surprised by what he said, even though I set it up. For a moment, I 'm
sur prised my pl an is wor king.ilst he best t hing for all invol ved, I know
I 't he right t hing for Denny t o do. Hefone so much for me, my whol e
life.I owe him t he gift of setting him free. Letting him asceadiava
good run, and now its over; whats wrong wit h t hat ?

I closemy eyes and list en vaguel y in a hal f sl eep as he does the th
he does before he sl eeps each night . Brushing and squirt ing and spl ashii
So many t hings. Peopl e and t heir ritual s. They cling t o t hings so hard
somet imes.



IN

He picked me out of a pil e of puppies, a t angl ed, rol 1 ing mass of paws ar
ears and t ail s, behind a barn in a smel 1 y fiel d near a t own in east ern
Washingt on cal 1 ed Spangl e. I dom’emember much about where I came
from, but I remember my mot heheavy bit ch of a 1 ab wit h pendul ous
teats that swungtoand fro as my littermates and I chased t hem dowr
across t he yard. Honest byr mot her didit’ seem t o I ike us much, and she
was fairly indifler ent t o whet her we at e or st arved. She seemed rel ievec
whenever one of us 1 eft. One fewer yipping mammal tracking her down t
bl eed her of her mil k.

I never knew my fat heThe peopl e on t he farm t ol d Denny t hat he w:
a shepher d-poodl e mix, but I danbel ieve it.I never saw a dog t hat 1 ool
1 ike t hat on t he far mpd whil e t he 1 ady was nice, t he al pha man was a
mean bast ard who woul d 1 ook you in t he eyes and 1 ie even if t el 1 ing t he
trut h woul d serve him bet. ttée expounded at 1ength on t he rel at ive
int el 1 igence of dog br eeds, and he firml y bel ieved t hat shepherds and
poodl es were t he smart ones, and t her efor e woul d be mor e desir abl e—
mor e val uabl e—when “bred back t o a1 ab for temperament.” All a bunc
junk. Ever yone knows t hat shepherds and poodl es at eespecial 1 y smart.
They’re responders and react ors, not independent t hinkers. Especial 1y
bl ue-eyed sheep dogs from Down Under t hat peopl e make such a fuss ov



when t hey cat ch a Frisbee. Sure, t hey’re cl ever and quick, but t heyt don’
t hink out side t he box; t hey’re al | about convent ion.

I ’m sure my fat her was at er.rBacause terriers are probl em sol ver
They’l1 do what youtell them, but onl y if it happens t o be in I ine wit h
t hey want ed t o do anywaylhere was a terrier 1like t hat on t he farm. An
Airedal e. Big and br own-bl ack and t ough. No one messed wit h him. He
didn’t st ay wit h us in t he gat ed fiel d behind t he house. He st ayed in t he
down t he hil 1 by t he creek wher e t he men went t o fix t heir tractors. B
somet imes he woul d come up t he hil 1, and when he did, ever yone st eer e
cl ear Word in t he fiel d was he was a fight ing dog t he al pha man kept
separat e because he’d kil 1 a dog for sfimifs in his direction. He’d rip t he fu
fr om a nape because of al azy gl ance. And when a bit ch was in heat, he’d
mount her good and go about his business wit hout a t hought about who
wat ching or whacar ed. I ’ve oft en wonder ed if he sired me. I have his
br own-bl ack col oring and my coat is slight1y waird/peopl e frequent 1y
comment that I must be part teirieike t o t hink I came fr om a det er mi
gene pool .

I remember the heat onthe dayI 1eft the farm. Every day was hot
Spangl e, and I t hought t he worl d was just a hot pl ace because I never
what col d was about.I had never seen rain, didkhow much about wat er
Wat er was t he stfuifh t he bucket s t hat t he ol der dogs drank, and it was f
st uf t he al pha man sprayed out of t he hose and int o t he faces of dogs wt
might want t o pick a fight . But t he day Denny arrived was except ional |
hot. My littermates and I were tussling around | ike we al ways did, an
hand r eached int o t he pil e and found my scifidnd suddenl y I was dangl in
high in t he air

“This one,” a man said.

I t was my first gl impse of t he rest of my | ife. He was slwitdet ong
and 1 ean muscl es. Not a lgegrman, but assertive. He had keen, icy bl ue
eyes. His choppy hair and short, scfyfbeard wer e dark and wir) ike an
I rishterrier

“The pick of t he l it t &rt he 1 ady said. She was nice; I al ways 1 iked it
when she cuddl ed us in her soft 1ap. “The sweet est. The best.”



“We wer e t hinkin’ a keepin”im,” t he al pha man said, st epping up wit I
his big boot s caked wit h mud fr om t he cr eek wher e he was pat ching a
fence. That was t he ] ine he al ways used. Hel 1,1 was a pup onl y a dozen
weeks ol d, andl ’d al ready heard t hat 1ine a bunch of times. He used it t
mor e money.

“Will youl et him go?”

“Fur aprice,” t he al pha man said, squint ing at t he bkgached a pal e
bl ue by t he sun. “Fur a price.”
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“Very gent 1.yl ike t here are eggshel I s on your pedal s,” Denny al ways s:
“and you don’t want t o break t herfthat’s how you drive in t he rain.”

When we wat ch videos t oget her—which we’ve done ever since t he ve
first day I met him—he expl ains t hese t hings t o men€lI) Bal ance,
ant icipat ion, pat ience. These are all vital . Peripheral vision, seeing t hii
you’ve never seen before. Kinest het ic sensat ion, driving by t he seat of t
pant s. But what I ’ve al ways | iked best is when he t al ks about having 1
memor ¥ No memory of t hings he’d done just a second before. Good or
bad. Because memory is t ime fol ding back on it sel 6. flemember is t o
disengage from t he present. I n order t o reach any kind of success in
aut omobil e racing, a driver must never r emember

Which is why drivers compul sivel y record t heir ever y move, t heir €
race, wit h cockpit camer as, in-car video, dat a mapping; a driver cannot bt
wit ness t o his own gr eat nedis is what Denny says. He says racing is
doing. I t is being a part of a moment and being awar e of not hing el se bu
t hat moment . Refl ect ion must come at alater time. The great champio
J ul ian Sabel 1 aRosa has said, “When I am racing, my mind and my body
wor king so quickl y and so wel | t oget,Hermust be sure not t o t hink, or e
I will definit el y make a mist ake.”



I~

Denny moved me far from t he farm in Spangl e, t 0 a Seat t | e neighbor hoc
call ed Leschi where helivedinalittle apartment herented on L ake
Washingt on. I didn’enjoy apart ment 1iving much, as I was used t o wide
open spaces and I was very much a puppy; still, we had a bal cony t hat
over | ooked t he 1 ake, which gave me pl easure since I am part wat er dog
my mot her's side.

I grew quickl,ynd during t hat first yeddenny and I foged a deep
fondness for each ot her as well as a feel ing of trust. Which is why I w
sur prised when he fel I in 1 ove with Eve so quickl y

He brought her home and she was sweet smel ling, | ike him. Full of
ferment ed drinks t hat made t hem bot h act fymimey wer e hanging on each
ot her 1ike t hey had t oo many ot hes bet ween t hem, and t hey were pul 1 in
at each ot hert ugging, bit ing 1 ips and jabbing finger s and yanking at haikl
el bows and t oes and sal iva. They fel | ont o t he bed and he mount ed her
she said, “The fiel d is fert il e—beware!” And he said, “I embrace t he
fertil it’y And he pl owed t he fiel d until it grasped t he sheets inits fists
ar ched it s back, and cried out wit h joy

When he got up to spl ash in t he bat hr oom, she pat t ed my head, whic
hovered l ow to t he fl gane stil ]l being immat ure at just over a year ol d



alittlebit intimidat ed by all the screaming. She said,dovi’t mind if I
1 ove him, t 0o, do you? I won’come bet ween you.”

I respected her for asking, but I knew t haveiedcome bet ween us,
and I found her preempt ive denial t o be disingenuous.

I tried not to actf-pfitt ing because I knew how infat uat ed Denny wa
with her But I admit I was less t han embr acing of her presence. And
because of t hat, she was 1 ess t han embr acing of me Wére bot h sat el 1 it ¢
or bit ing Dennys sun, st ruggl ing for gravit at ional supren@fyourse, she
had t he advant age of her t ongue and her t humbs, and when I wat ched he
kiss and fondl e him somet imes she woul d gl ance at me and wink as if to
gl oat L ook at my thumbs! See what they can do!



I

Monkeys have t humbs.

Practical l y t he dumbest species ont he pl anet, next t o t he duck-bil
pl at ypus, who make t heir dens under wat er even t hough t hey breat he th
The pl at ypus is horribl y st upid, but is onl y slight1y dumber t han a mc
Yet monkeys have t humbsThos e monkey-t humbs wer e meant for dogs.
Gi ve me my thumbs, you f ucki ng monkeygl 1ove t he Al Pacino r emake o
Scarf ace ver y much, t hough it doesn’compar e t o t h&odf athermovies,
which are excel | ent .)

I wat ch t oo much TWhen Denny goes away in t he mor nings, he turr
it on for me, and its’become a habit . He war ned me not t o wat ch al | ,day
but I do. Fortunat,dieyknows I 1ove cars, so helets me watchalot of
Speed Channel . The cl assicraces are t he best, and I especial 1 y | thalkc
One. I like NASCAR, too, but I prefer it when t hey race on t he road
cir cuit s. Whil e racing is my favor it e, Denny t ol d me it was good for me
have variet y in my 1 ife, so he oft en put s on ot her channel s, which I enjc
ver y much as wel 1.

Somet imes if I *'m wat ching t he Hist ory Channel or t he Discovery
Channel or PBS or even one of t he kidehannel s—when Zoé was littlel
end up spending hal f t he day t rying t o pry goofy jingl es out of my brain-



1 ear n about ot her cul t ures and ot her ways of l1ife, andthenI start thi
about my own pl ace in t he worl d and what makes sense and what ddesn’

They tal k al ot about Darwin; pretty much every educat ional chann
has some kind of show about evol ution at some point, and itsual 1 y real |
wel l thought out and resear ched. Howeverdont under st and why peopl e
insist on pitting t he concept s of evol ut ion and cr eat ion against each ot |
Why can’t they see that spirit ual ism and science are dha? bodies
evol ve and soul s evol ve and t he universe is a fl uid pl ace t hat marries t
bot h in a wonder ful package cal | ed a human being. Whstwr ong wit h t hat
idea?

The scient ific t heorist s go on and on about how monkeys are t he cl o
evol ut ionary rel at ive of peopl e. But shapécul at ion. Based on what ?
Based on t he fact that certain ancient craniums have been found t o be
simil ar t o moder n masi? What does t hat prove? Based on t he fact that
some primat es wal k on t wo feet ? Being bipedal iseven an advant age.

L ook at t he human foot, full of bent t oes andicah deposit s and pus

draining fr om ingr own cl aws t hat arteeven hard enough to scratch at th
earth. (And yet, how I yearn for t he moment my soul inhabits one of t
poorly designed bipedal bodies and I , t 0o, assume t he heal t h concerns
man!) So what if man3 body evol ved from t he monkeys? Whet her he camr
fr om monkeys or fish is unimport ant. The import ant idea is t hat when t
body became “human” enough, t he first human soul slipped into it.

I ’11 give you a t heory: Marcl osest rel ative is not t he chimpanzee, ¢
t he TV peopl e bel ieve, but is, in fact, t he dog.

Wit ness my 1 ogic:
Case-in-Point #1: The Dew Claw

I t is my opinion t hat t he so-cal | ed dew cldwich is oft en snipped offa
dog’s forel eg at an early age, is act ual 1 y evidence of a pr egam¢rt humb.
Furtherd believethat men have systematically bred t he thumb out of
certain |l ines of dog t hr ough an el aborat e process call ed “sel ect ive

br eeding,”si mpl y i n @ler to prevent dogs f bm evol vi ng i nto dexteus,

and theref oe “dangerous,” mammal s.



I also bel ieve t hat mmawbnt inued domest icat ion (if you careto use t
sil | y euphemism) of dogs is mot ivat ed by fear: fear t hat dogs, left toe
on t heir own, woul d, in fact, devel op t humbs and smal |l er t ongues, and
t her efor e woul d be superior t o men, who are sl ow and cumber some,
st anding erect as t hey do. This is why dogs must live under t he const ar
super vision of peopl e, and ar e immediat el y put t o deat h when found 1 ivi
on t heir own.

From what Denny has t ol d me about t he government and its inner
wor kings, it is my bel ief t hat t his despicabl e pl an was hat ched in a bacl
room of none ot her t han t he Whit e House, probabl y by an evil adviser t
president of questionabl e moral and intellectual fortitude, and pr obat
t he correct assessment —unfort unamehdge from a posit ion of par anoia
rat her t han of spiritual insight —ahhtdogs ae progressi vel y i ncl i ned
regardi ng soci al i ssues.

Case-in-P oint #2: The Werewolf

The ful ] moon rises. The fog cl ings t o t he l owest branches of t he spr u«
trees. The man st eps out of t he darkest corner of t he forest and finds
trans formed int o...

A monkey?

I think not.



[=p]

Her name was Eve, and at first I resent ed how she changed our 1ives. I
resent ed t he at t ent ion Denny paid t o her small hands, her pl ump, r oun
but t ocks, her modest hips. The way he gazed int o her soft green eyes, w
peered out from under stylishstrands of straight bl ardildalir envy her
engaging smil e t hat ecl ipsed anyt hing about her t hat might have been
considered 1l ess t han special ? Perhaps I did. F or she was a person, unl i
me. She was well groomed. Unl ike me. She was ever yt hing I wash’went
for ext ended periods wit hout a hair cut or a bat h, for inst ance; she bat h
ever y day and had a special person do not hing el se but col or her hair tc
Denny’s 1 iking. My nail s grew t oo 1 ong and scr at ched t he wood fl oor; s
frequent 1y at t ended t o her nail s wit h sticks and cl ippers and pol ishes
make sure t hey were t he proper shape and size.

Her attentionto every det ail of her appearance was refl ect ed in her
personal it y as wel | : she was an incr ediblgawizer, fast idious in nat ure,
const ant 1 y making 1 ist s and jot t ing down not es of t hings t o be done or
gotten or assembl ed, frequent 1y creat ing what she cal | ed “Honey-Do”
for Denny and me, so t hat our weekends were fil 1 ed with trips to the H
Depot or wait ing in 1 ine at t he Disposal and Recycllingns fer St ation in
Georget own. I didn’ I ike paint ing r ooms and fixing door knobs and was hi
screens. But Denny | iked it, appar entlegause t he more she gave him t o



do, t he mor e quickl y he compl et ed his t asks so he coul d col 1 ect his rey
which usual 1y incl uded a l ot of nuzzl ing and st r oking.

Soon aft er she moved int o our apart ment, t hey were married in a si
wedding cer emony, which I at t ended al ong wit h a gr oup of t heir cl osest
friends and Eves immediat e famil yDenny didn’t have any br ot hers or
sisters to invit e, and he expl ained his parents’ absence simpl y by sayin
t hey didnt travel well.

Eve’s parent s made it cl ear toall invol ved t hat t he house in which
wedding t ook pl ace, a charming l it t I e beach cot t age on Whidbey I sl anc
owned by cl ose friends of t heirs who were not in att endance. I was al |
to participat e onl y under strict rules: I was not toroam freel yonth
or swim in t he bayas I might track sand ont o t he expensive mahogany
floors. And I was forced t o urinat e and defecat e in a very specific | ocat
next totherecycl ing cont ainers.

Upon our ret urn from Whidbge¥ not iced t hat Eweoved t hr ough our
apart ment wit h a great er sense of aut hor ship, and was much bol der in't
act ions t o move or repl ace t hings: t owel s, l inens, and even furniture. ¢
had ent ered our 1ives and changed ever yt hing ar ound. And yet, while I -
unhappy wit h her intrusion, t her e was somet hing about her t hat preven
me from must ering any real angdr bel ieve t hat t hing was her swol 1 en
bel ly

Ther e was somet hing about t hefeft it t ook for her to1ie down on he
side t o rest, having removed her shirt and ugdement s, t he way her
breasts fell just soacross her chest as shelay on the bed. I t reminde
my own mot her at meal t ime when she sighed and shrugged hersel ftot!
ground, 1 ift ing her 1 eg t o expose her nippl es t dlsse are the devi ces |
use to feed you. Now eat!/And while I greatlyresentedthe attention Ey
1 avished on her unborn bahyin retrospect,I realizel had never given h
reasontolavish that same at t ent ion on me. Per haps t hat is my regret :
1 oved how she was when she was pregnant, and yet I knew I coul d neve
t he sour ce of her déction in t hat way because I coul d never be her chil c

She devot ed hersel f t o t he baby befor e it was even born. She t ouche«
regul arly t hrough her tightly stret ched skin. She sang t o it and dance



it tomusic she pl ayed on t he st ereo. She 1 ear ned t 0 make it move ar our
drinking or ange juice, which she did fr equent ] expl aining t o me t hat t he
heal t h magazines demanded she drink t he juice for t he fol ic acid, but she
and I bot h knew she was doing it for thiek. She once asked if I wanted t
know what it felt 1ike, and I did, so she hel d my face against her belly
she had drunk t he acid, and I fel t it move. An el bbw hink, pushing out
per ver sel,}t ike somet hing r eaching out from t he grave. I t was hard for
t o imagine exact l y what was going on behind t he curt ain, inside Eve’
magic sack where the litt1e rabbit was being assembl ed. But I knew t1l
what was inside of her was separ at e fr om ,bemd had a will of it s own and
moved when it want ed t o—or when prodded by t he acid—and was beyon
her control.

I admire t he femal e sex. The | ife makers. I t must be amazing t o ha
body t hat can carry an ent ire creature inside. (I mean, ot her t han a
t apewor m, which I ’ve had. That doeg¢ncount as anot her 1ife, r eallthat &
a parasit e and shoul d never have been t here in t he first pl ace.) The l ife
Eve had inside her was somet hing she had made. She and Denny had made
it toget hel wished, at the time, t hat t he baby woul d 1 ook I ike me.

I remember the day t he baby arrived. I had just reached adul t hood-
year s by cal endar count. Denny was in Dayt ona, F1 orida, for t he drive c
car eer He had spent the entire year sol icit ing sponsors, begging, pl eadi
hust1ing, until he got 1ucky and found t he right person in t he right hot
1 obby t 0 say“You’ve got balls, son. Call me t omor.t &hus, he found his
1 ong-sought sponsor dollars and was abl e t o buy a seat in a Porsche 9€
Cup Car for t he Rol ex 24 Hour s of Dayt ona.

E ndur ance racing is not for t he meek. F our drivers each spending si:
hours behind t he wheel of al oud, power ful, chal | enging, and expensive 1
car is an exer cise in coor dinat ion and det er minat ion. The 24 Hours of
Dayt ona, which is broadcast on tel evision, is as unpredict abl e as it is
excit ing. That Denny was present ed wit h a chance t o drive it in t he sam
year t hat his daught er woul d be born was one of t hose coincidences t hai
turn on int er pret at ion: Eve was dismayed by t he unfort unat e t iming of
event s; Denny cel ebr at ed t he bount y of opport unit y and t he feel ing t ha
had ever yt hing he coul d possibl y ask for



Still, t he t iming wasfon t he day of t he race, even t hough it was
mor e t han a week befor e schedul e, Eve fel t t he cont ract ions and cal 1 ec
midwives, who invaded our home and quickl y t ook chge. L at er t hat
evening, as Denny was, no doubt, driving t he cir cuit in Dayt ona and
winning t he race, Eve st ood bent over t he bed wit h t wo round I adies wt
hel ped her by hol ding her arms, and wit h a monstrous bel 1 ow t hat seei
tolast an housquirted out alittle bl oody bl ob of human tissue t hat
wriggl ed spastical 1 y and t hen cried out. The 1 adies hel ped Eve int o her
andrested t he tiny purpl e t hing on her torso until the bahything
mout h found E ve$ nippl e and began t o suck.

“CouldI have a minut e al one—?” Eve start ed.

“Of course,” one of t he 1 adies said, moving t o t he door

“Come wit h us, puppy’ t he ot her 1 ady said t o me on her way out .
“No—" Eve st opped t hem. “He can st dy

[ couldstay? Despite mysel f,I felt proud to be incl udedsrirkree’
circl e. The t wo | adies bust 1 edlob t ake car e of what ever t hey needed t o
t ake care of, and I wat ched in fascinat ion as E ve suckl ed her new babe.
After a few minut es, my at t ent ion drift ed from t he bahiy3t meal to Ese
face,and I saw that she was crying and I wonder ed.why

She l et her free hand dangl e t o t he bedside, her fingers near my muz
I hesitated.I didn¥ant to presume she was beckoning me. But t hen her
finger s wiggl ed and her eyes caught mine, and I knew she was cal 1 ing ir
bumped her hand wit h my nose. She l ift ed her fingers t ot he crown of m
head and scrat ched, still crying, her baby still nursing.

“I knowI toldhimto go,” she said tome. “I know that I insisted
I know” Tears ran down her cheeks. “Butsb wish he wer e here!”

I had no idea what t o do, but I knew not t o move. She needed me t he

“Will you promise t o al ways prot ect her?” she asked.



She wasn’t asking me. She was asking Dennyand I was merel y
Denny’s surrogate. Still,I felt the obligation. understood that, as
coul d never be as int eract ive wit h humanity as I trul y desét ed. Yeal ize
at that moment, I coul d be somet hing el se. I coul d provide somet hing
need t o t he peopl e around me. I coul d comfort Eve when Denny was aw
I could protect Evdaby. And whileI woul d al ways crave more, in a
sense, I had found a pl ace t o begin.

The next day Denny came home fr om Dayt ona, F 1 orida, unhappHis
mood immediat el y changed when he hel d his little girl, whom t hey namr
Z.0é, not aft er me, but aft er Es/gr andmot her

“Do you seemy little angel, Enz?” he asked me.
Did I seeher? 1 practicalbiyrthedher !

Denny skat ed car eful I y t hr ough t he kit chen aft er he ret urned, sens
t hat the ice was very t hin. Evggar ent s, Maxwel 1 andiEh, had been in
t he house since Zoé was born, t aking care of t heir daught er and t heir ne
baby granddaught erI began cal 1 ing t hem t heiks because t hey 1 ooked
ver y much al ike wit h t he same shade of art ificial 1 y col or eddmdr
because t hey al ways wor e mat ching out fit s: khaki pant s or pol yester s
part ner ed wit h sweat ers or pol o shirts. When one of t hem wor e sungl :
t he ot her did, t oo. The same with Bermuda shorts and tall socks pul I €
t heir knees. And because t hey bot h smel | ed of chemical s: pl astics and
pet r ol eum-based hair products.

From t he moment t hey arrived, t heills had been admonis hing E ve
for having her baby at home. They t ol d her she was endanger ing her bab:
wel fare and t hat in t hese modern t imes, it was irresponsibl e t o give bi
anywher e but in t he most prestigious of al l hospital s wit h t he most
expensive of al 1 doctors. Eve tried to expl aintothem that statistics
exact 1 y t he opposit e was true for a heal t hy moahéit hat any signs of
distress woul d have been recognized early by her experienced t eam of
1 icens ed midwives put t hey refused t o yiel d. Fort unat el y for Eve, Denr
arrival home meant t hewins coul d turn t heir att ent ion away fr om her
short comings and focus on his.



“That & al ot of bad 1 uck,” Maxwel | said t o Denny as t hey st ood in t
kit chen. Maxwel 1 was gl oat ing; I coul d hear it in his voice.

“Do you get any of your money back?”Trish asked.

Denny was distraught, and I wasmws'ure why unt il Mike came over 1 at
t hat night and he and Denny opened t heir beers t oget hért urned out t hat
Denny was going t o t ake t he t hird st int in t heTtae car had been r unning
wel I, ever yt hing going great . They wer e second in cl ass and Denny wou
easil y assume t he 1 ead as t he sunl ight faded and t he night driving begar
Until the driver who had t he second st intfed uihe car int o t he wall on
turn 6.

He st ufed it when a Dayt ona Pr ot ot ype—a much fast er car—was
overt aking. First rul e of racing: Never move aside t o 1 et someone pass
make hi mpassyou. But the driver on Denny’t eam moved oveyand he hit
t he mar bl es, which is what they call t he bits of rubber t hat stkd oir es
and t hat accumul at e on t he track next to the establ ished racing line. E
t he marbl es and t he rear end snapped ar ound; he pl owed int o t he wal I ¢
prettyclosetotopspeed, andthe car shatteredintoamil lionlittlef

The driver was unhurt, but t he race was over for t he t eam. And Den
who had spent a year working for his moment t o shine, found himsel f
st anding in t he infiel d wear ing t hency race suit t hey had given him for
t he race wit h t he sponsor pat ches all over it and his own special hel mi
he had fitted with all sorts of radio gear and vent adapt ors and t he spe
car bon fiber HANS device for prot ect ion, wat ching t he opport unit y of h
l ifet ime get dragged 6f he t rack by t he wr eckest r apped ont o a fl at bed,
and driven off t o sal vage wit hout his having sat in it for a singl e racing

“And you don’t get any of your money back,” Mike said.
“I donf care about any of t hat,” Denny said. “I shoul d have been her

“She came earl yYou can’t know whats going t o happen befor e it
happens.”

“Yes, I can,” Denny said. “I fI m any good, I can.”



“Anyway,” Mike said, 1 ift ing his beer bottle, “t 0 Zoé.”
“To Zoé,” Denny echoed.

To Zoé, 1 said t o myselWhom I will al waysqtect.



N

When it was just Denny and me, he used t o make up t o t en t housand dol
a mont h in his spare time by cal 1 ing peopl e on t he t el ephone, 1 ike t he
commer cial said. But after Eve became pregnant, Denny t ook his job
behind t he count er at t he fancy aut o shop t hat serviced onl y expensive
German cars. Denny I iked his real job, but it ate up all of his free time
heand I didnt get t o spend our days t oget her anymor e.

Somet imes on weekends, Denny t aught at a high-per for mance dr iver
educat ion program run by one of t he many car cl ubs in t he ar ea—BMW
Por sche, Al fa Romeo—and he oft en t ook me t o t he t rack wit h him, whic
enjoyed very much. He didnt real l y | ike t eaching at t hese event s becaus
he didn’t get todrive; he just had t o sit in t he passengeranddtel 1 ot her
peopl e how t o drive. And it hardl y paid for t he gas it cost him t o get dc
to t he track, he said. He fant asized about moving somewher e—t o Sonon
or Phoenix or Connecticut or L agegés, or even Europe—and cat ching on
wit h one of t he big school s so he coul d drive more, but Eve said she did
t hink she coul d ever 1 eave Seatt]e.

Eve wor ked for some big ret ail cl ot hing company because it provide
us wit h money and heal t h insur ance, and al so because she coul d buy cl o
for t he famil y at t he empl oyee discount . She went back t o work a few
mont hs aft er Zoé was born, even t hough she real 1 y want ed t o st ay hom
wit h her babyDenny offer ed t o give up his own job t o care for Zoé, but



Eve said t hat wast’practical ; inst ead, she dropped Zoé af t he day-care
cent er ever y mor ning and picked her up every night on her way home fro
wor k.

Wit h Denny and E ve wor king and Zoé dfat day care, I was left tom
own devices. F or most of t he dreary days I was al one in t he apart ment
wander ing fr om room t o r oom, fr om nap spot t o nap spot, somet imes
spending my hours doing not hing more t han st aring out t he window and
timing t he Metro buses t hat drove by on t he street out side t o see if I
decipher t heir schedul e. I hadm’eal ized how much I enjoyed having
ever yone bust1ing around t he house for those first few mont hs of V.idé’
I had felt so much a part of somet hing. I was an int egral figure $n Zoé
ent ert ainment : somet imes aft er a feeding, when she was awake and al er
and st rapped safel y int o her bouncy seat, Eve Behny woul d pl ay
Monkey in t he Middl e, t hrowing a bal I of socks back and forth across t
living room; I got to be t he monkkyl eapt aft er t he socks and t hen
scrambl ed back t o cat ch t hem, and t hen danced | ike a fbagged cl own t o
cat ch t hem again. And when, against all odds, I reached the sock ball a
batted it int ot he air wit h my snout, Zoé woul d squeal and I augh; she w
shake her 1egs wit h such for ce, t he bouncy chair woul d scoot al ong t he
fl oor And Eve, Denny; and I woul d col 1 apse in a pil e of 1 aught er

But t hen ever yone moved on and |1 eft me behind.

I wallowed inthe emptiness of mylonel y days.I would stare out
window and try t o pict ure Zoé and me pl aying Enno-F et ch, a game I ha
invent ed but she |l at er named, in which Denny or Eve woul d hel p her ro
sock bal 1 or fl ing one of her t oys across t he room, and I woul d push it
t o her wit h my nose, and she woul d  augh and I woul d wag my t ail , and
t hen we woul d do it again. Until one day when a fort unat e accident
happened t hat changed my 1 ife. Denny t urned on t he TV in t he mor ning t
check t he weat her report, and he fmt to turn the TVfof

Let metell youthis: Thewher Channel is not about weat her; it is
about theworld I t is about how weat herfeaft s us al 1, our entire gl obal
economy, heal t h, happiness, spirit. The channel del ves wit h great det ai
weat her phenomena of al | ddrent kinds—hurricanes, cycl ones, t or nado
monsoons, hail , rain, 1 ight ning st or ms—and t hey especial 1 y del ight in



confl uence of mul t ipl e phenomena. Absol ut éhgrinat ing. So much so t hat
when Denny r et ur ned fr om work t hat evening, I was still gluedtothe
t el evision.

“What ar e you wat ching?” he asked when he came in, asked it as if I
were Eve or Zog, as if it coul dnhave been more natural t o see methere
address me | ike t hat . But Eve was in t he kit chen cooking dinner and Zoi
was wit h her; it was just me. I 1ooked at him and t hen back tBW,hehich
was reviewing t he day major event : fl ooding due t o heavy rainst orms o
the East Coast.

“The Weat her Channel ?” he scééd, snat ching up t he r emot e and
changing t he channel . “Here.”

He changed it t o Speed Channel .

I had wat ched plenty of TV as I grew up, but onl y when a person w
al r eady wat ching: Denny and I enjoyed r acing and t he movie channel s; E
and I wat ched music videos and Hol 1 ywood gossip; Zoé and I wat ched
chil drems shows. (I triedto teach mysel fto read by st udying Sesame ¢
but it didnf work. I achieved a degree of liter,anyd I canstill tell the
differ ence bet ween “pul 1 ” and “push” on a dodvut after I figured out t h
shapes of theletters, I coul gnasp which sounds each 1 et t er made and
why.) But, suddenl yt he idea of wat ching t el evisidny mysel fent er ed my
life! T fI had been a cart oon, t he 1 ight bul b over my head woul d have
il l uminat ed. I bar ked excit edl y when I saw cars racing on t he screen.
1 aughed.

“Bet t erright ?”

Yes! Better! I stret ched degplypusl ydoing my bestdownwar d-
facing dog and wagging my t ail —bot h gest ures of happiness and appr ov:
And Denny got it.

“I didnf know you were a tel evision dog,” he said. “I caneave it on
you during t he dayif you want .”

I want! I want!



“But you have t o 1 imit yoursel f,” he said. “I doevdnt t o cat ch you
wat ching TV all day l ong. I ’m count ing on you t 0 be responsibl e.”

I am esponsi bl e!

Whil eI hadlearned a great deal up until that point in my | ife—I -
t hree years ol d al r eady—once Denny began 1 eaving t he TV on for me, or
educat ion real 1 y t ookfoWit h t he t edium gone, t ime st art ed moving
quickl y again. The weekends, when we were al | t oget jeeemed short and
fil 1 ed wit h act ivitand whil e Sunday night s wer e bitt ersweet, I took gr
comfort in knowing I had a week of t el evision ahead.

I was so immersed in my educat ion, I supposel 1ost count of t he
sol was surprised by t he arrival of Zeétond birt hdaySuddenl y I was
engul fed by a party in t he apart ment wit h a bunch of l'itt1e kids she hac
in t he park and at her day-care cent ért was 1 oud and crazy and all t he
childrenlet me play with t hem and wrestle ontherug,andI let them
me up wit h a hat and a sweat jacket and Zoé cal | ed me her big br ot Heey
got 1 emon cake all over the fl,ad I got t o be Exehel per cl eaning it uj
whil e Denny opened present s wit h t he kids. I thought it nickEwvhat
seemed s o0 happy cl eaning up t his mess, when she somet imes compl ainec
about cl eaning t he apart ment when one of us made a mess. She even t eas
me about my crumb-cl eaning skil I s and we raced, she wit h her Dust bus
and me wit h my t ongue. Aft er everyone had | eft and we had al 1 compl et
our cl eaning assignment s, Denny had a sur prise birt hday present for Zc
He showed her a phot ograph t hat she 1 ooked at briefl yand withlittle
interest. But t hen he showed t he same phot ograph t o Eve, and it made
cry And t hen it made her 1 augh and she hugged him and | ooked at t he
phot o again and cried some mor e. Denny picked up t he phot ogr aph and
showed it t o me, and it was a phot o of a house.

“L ook at t his, Enzo,” he sai@This is your new yard. Aren’you
excit ed?”

I guess I was excit ed. Act ual 1was kind of confused. I didn’
under st and t he impl icat ions. And t hen ever yone st art ed shoving t hings
boxes and scrambl ing ar ound, and t he next t hing I kmaw bed was
somewhere el se entirel y



The house was nice. I t was astylishlittle CraftsmanlikelI ’dsee
Thi s Ol d Housewit h t wo bedr ooms and onl y one bat hr oom but wit h ple
of 1 iving space, situat ed very cl ose t o it s neighbors on a hil I side in t he
Central District. Many el ectrical wires draped from pol es al ong t he
sidewal k out side, and whil e our house | ooked neat and trim, a few door
down st ood ot her houses wit h unkempt 1 awns and peel ing paint and mo:
roofs.

Eve and Denny were in 1 ove wit h t he pl ace. They spent al most t he
entire first night t here rol l ing ar ound naked in every r oom except. Zoé’
When Denny came home fr om work, he woul d first say helloto the girl
t hen he woul d t ake me out side t o t he yard and t hr ow t he bal 1, which I
happil y ret rieved\nd t hen Zoé got big enough t hat she woul d run ar oun
and squeal whileI pretended t o chase Ward Eve woul d admonish her:
“Don’t run like t hat; Enzo wil |l bit e you.” She did t hat frequently inth
early years, doubt me | ike t hat. But one t ime, Denny t ur ned on her quic
and said: “Enzo woul d never hurt her—ever!” And he was right.I knew
was different from ot her dogs.I had a cert ain wil | power t hat was stre
enough t o over come my mor e primal instincts. What Eve said was not
of 1 ine, as most dogs cannot hel p t hemsel ves; t hey see an animal runni
and t hey track it and t hey go aft er it. But that sort of t hing dggslny t o
me.

Still, Eve dido’know t hat, and I had no way of expl aining it t q herl
never pl ayed rough with Zoé. 1 didnwant Evetostart worrying
unnecessaril.yBecause I had al ready smel 1 ed it . When Denny was away
Eve fed me and she | eaned down t o give me my bowl of food and my nose
was near her head, I had det ect ed a bad ogdbike rot t ing wood, mus hr oom
decay. Wet , soggy decayl t came from her ears and her sinuskEser e was
somet hing inside Eve’ head t hat didrt’ bel ong.

Given a facil e t ongue, I coul d have warned t hem. I coul d have al ert
them t o her condit ion I ong before t hey disexwed it wit h t heir machines,
t heir comput ers and super vision scopes t hat can see inside t he human h
They may t hink t hose machines are sophist icat ed, but in fact they are
cl unky and cl umsyt ot al | y react ive, based on a phil os ophy of sympt om-
driven medicine t hat is al ways a steplate. My nose—yes, my little bl



nose t hat is I eat hery and cut e—coul d smel ] t he disease inhiwaéen 1 ong
befor e even she knew it was t here.

But I hadm’a facil e t ongue. So all I coul d do was wat ch and feel en
inside; Eve had assigned me t o prot ect Zoé no mat t er what, but no one |
been assigned t o prot ect Eve. And t here was not hing I coul d do t o hel |
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One summer Sat ur day aft er noon, aft er we had spent t he morning at t he
beach at Al ki swimming and eat ing fish and chips fr om Spadwe r et ur nec
tothe housered and tired from t he sun. Eve put Zoé down for a nap; De
andI sat infront of the TV to study

He put on a t ape of an endur o he had been asked t o co-drive in Port1a
a few weeks earlierl t was an excit ing race, eight hours 1 ong, in which
Denny and his t wo co-drivers t ook t urns behind t he wheel in t wo-hour
shift s, ul t imat el y finishing first in cl ass aft er Balmyent h-hour her oic:
which incl uded recovering from a near spinto overt ake t wo cl ass
compet it ors.

Wat ching a race ent irel y fr om in-car video is a t remendous exper ien
I t creates a wonderful sense of perspedthiae is oft enlost in atelevisio
broadcast with it s many cameras and cars t o fol $esing a race from t he
cockpit of a singl e car gives a t rue feel ing of whas tike t o be a driver: tl
grip ont he st eering wheel , t he dash, t he t rack, and t he gl impse t hr oug
rear view mirror of ot her cars overt aking or being overt aken, t he sense
isol at ion, t he focus and det er minat ion t hat are necessary t o win.

Denny st arted t he t ape at t he beginning of his final stint, with t he t
wet and t he sky heavy wit h dark cl ouds t hat t hreat ened mor e rain. W
wat ched several 1aps in sil ence. Denny dr ove smoot hl y and al most al o



his t eam had fal 1 en behind aft er making t he crucial decisionto pull int
pits and switch torain tires; ot her racing t eams had predict ed t he rain
pass and dry track conditions woul d ret urn, and so had gained more t ha
t wo L aps on Denny’ t eam. ¥t t he rain began again, which gave Denny a

t remendous advant age.

Denny quickl y and easil y passed cars from ot her cl asses: under pow
Miat as t hat darted t hrough t he t urns wit h t heir excel 1 ent bal ance; bij
Vipers wit h t heir at rocious handl ing. Denimyhis quick and muscul ar
Porsche Cup Cayslicing t hr ough t he r ain.

“How come you go t hrough t he t urns so much fast er t han t he ot her
cars?” Eve asked.

I 1ooked up. She st ood in t he door wawat ching wit h us.
“Most of t hem aren’running rain tires,” Denny said.
Eve took a seat ont he sofa next to Denny

“But some of t hem are.”

“Yes, some,” he said.

We wat ched. Denny got up behind a yel | ow Camar o at t he end of t he
back straight, and t hough it 1 ooked as if he coul d have t aken t he ot her ¢
turn 12, he hel d back. Eve not iced.

“Why didn’t you pass him?” she asked.

“I know him. Hes got t oo much power and woul d just pass me back «
the straight.I thinkI take him inthe next series of turns.”

Yes. At t he next turn-in, Denny was inches from t he Cansar ear
bumper. He rode t ight t hr ough t he doubl e-apex right -hand t urn and t her
popped out at t he exit to take t he inside | ine for t he next turn, a quick |
and he zipped right by



“This part of the trackis really slickinthe rain,” he said. “He has 1
back way off. By t he t ime he get s his grip back, I 'm out of his reach.”

On t he back straight again, t he headl ight s il ] uminat ing t he t urn me
against a sky that was still not compl et el y dark, t he Camar o coul d be
in Denny’s panor amic r acing r ear view mir ,dading int o t he backgr ound.

“Did he have rain tires?” E ve asked.
“I think so. But his car wass’et up right.”

“Still.&0’re driving 1 ike t he t rack ismwet , and ever yone el se is
driving l ike it is.”

Turn 12 and bl ast ing down t he st raight , we coul dseke 1 ight s of t he
compet it ion fl icker ahead; Denny’next vict ims.

“That which you manifest is befor e you,” Denny said soft 1y
“What ?” Eve asked.

“When I was ninet een,” Denny said aft er a moment, “at my first dri
school down at Sears Point, it was raining and t hey were trying t o t eac
how to drive in t he rain. After the instruct ors were finished expl aining
t heir secrets, all the students were totally confubad.idea what
t hey were t al king about . I 1ooked over at t he guy next to me—I reme
him, he was from France and he was very fast. Gabriel Flouret. He smi
and he said: *'That which you manifest is before you.””

Eve stuck out her 1 ower 1ip and squint ed at Denny
“And t hen ever yt hing made sense,” she said jokingl y
“That 5 right,” Denny said seriously

On the TV t he rain didnf st op; it kept coming. Denmsyt eam had made
t he right choice; ot her t eams wer e pul | ifigmifo t he hot pits t o change t ¢
raintires.



“Drivers are afraid of t he rain,” Denny t ol d us. “Rain ampl ifies your
mist akes, and wat er on t he t rack can make your car handl e unpr edict ab.
When somet hing unpr edict abl e happens you have toreact toit; if you'r:
react ing at speed, you’re reacting t oo I at e. And soshoul dbe afr aid.”

“I m afraid just wat ching it,” Eve said.

“I fI intentional l y make t he car do somet hing, t henpk echiat what
it § going t o do. I n ot her wordssionl y unpr edict abl e if I “'m not ...
possessi ng...it .”

“So you spin t he car before t he car spins itsel f?” she asked.

“That§ it! I f1 initiate the action—ifI get thecar alittleloose—
know it 5 going t o happen befor e it happens. ThenI canreact to it befor
even t he car knows is’happening.”

“And you can do t hat ?”

Dashing past ot her cars onthe TV screen, his rear end suddenl y st ¢
out, his car got sideways but his hands wer e al ready t urning t o corr ect
inst ead of his car snapping around int o a ful 1 spin, he wdsaghin, 1 eaving
t he ot her s behind. Eve sighed in rel ief, hel d her hand t o her forehead.

“Somet imes,” Denny said. “But all drivers spin. I t comes fr om pus
the limits. But I ’'m working on it. Al ways working on it. AndI had a ¢
day.”

She sat wit h us anot her minut e, and t hen she smil ed at Denny al mo:
rel uct antl y and st ood up.

“I 1ove you,” she said. “I 1oveall of you, even your racing. And I k
on some |l evel that you are compl et el y right about all this. I fushinlod
coul d ever do it mysel f.”

She went of int o t he kit chen; Denny and I cont inued wat ching t he ca
on t he video as t hey drove ar ound and ar ound t he cir cuit drenched in
dar kness.



I will never tire of wat ching t apes wit h Dddaknows so much, and
I have |l ear ned so much fr om him. He said not hing more t o me; he
cont inued wat ching his t apes. But my t hought s turned t o what he had ji
t aught me. Such a simpl e concept, yet so true: t hat which we manifest i
before us; we are t he creat ors of our own destBwyit t hrough int ent ion o
ignor ance, our successes and our fail ures have been br ought on by none
ot her t han oursel ves.

I consider ed how t hat idea appl ied t o my rel at ionship with Eve. I t
truethat I carried some resent ment t oward her for her invol vement i
lives, and I know t hat she sensed t hat fact and prot ect ed hersel f by
remaining al oof. And even t hough our rel at ions hip had changed greatly
since Zoé’s arrival , t here was still a dist ance bet ween us.

I left Denny at the TV and wal ked int o t he kit chen. Eve was pr epar
dinner, and she |1 ooked at me when I ent ered.

“Bored with t he race?” she asked casual 1 y

I wastt’ bored. I coul d have wat ched therace all that day and al ] t
next .l was manifesting somet hing. I 1ay down near t he refrigénat or
favorit e spot of mine, and rest ed.

I couldtell shefelt sel f-conscious wit h me t her e. Liuaéhyy was
in the house, I spent my time by his side; that I had chosen t o be with
now seemed t o confuse herShe didn’t underst and my int ent ions. But t he
she got rolling wit h dinnend she forgot about me.

First she started some hangmurfr ying, which smel 1 ed good. Then s h
washed some | et t uce and spun it dfhe sl iced appl es. She added onions
and garlic to a pot and t hen a can of t omat oes. And t he kit chen was rich
with the smel |l of food. The smell of it and t he heat of t he day made me
quit e drowsyso I must have nodded 6fintil I felt her hands on me, unt i
fel t her stroking my side, t hen scrat ching my pahflyf rolled over on my
back t o acknowl edge her dominance; my r eward was mor e of her
comfort ing scrat ches.

“Sweet dog,” she said t o me. “Sweet dog.”



She ret urned t o her preparat ions, pausing onl y occasional l y t o rub
neck wit h her bare foot as she passed, which wasml 1 t hat much, but
meant alot to me nonet hel ess.

I had al ways wanted to 1 ove Eve as Denny | oved lwet I never had
because I was afraid. She was my rain. She was my unpr edict abl e el eme
She was my fear But aracer shoul d not be afraid of rain; a racer shoul d
embrace t he rain. I , al one, coul d manifest a change in t hat which was
ar ound me. By changing my mood, my enegy, I allowed Evetoregard m
differ ent .yAnd whil e I cannot say that I am a master of my own dedt i
can say t hat I have experienced a gl impse of masfeng I know what I
have t o work t oward.



(4=

A coupl e of years aft er we moved int o t he new house, somet hing very
fright ening happened.

Denny got a seat for arace at ddkins Glen. I t was anot her enduro, b
it was with a wel ]l -est abl ished t eam, and he didave t o find all t he
sponsor ship money for his seat. Earlier t hat spring he had goneto Fra
for a Formul a Renaul t testing program. I t was an expensive program
coul dnt aford; he t ol d Mike his parents paid for it as a gift, but I had1
doubt s. His parent s lived very far away in a small t own, and t hey had n
visited in all the time I had been t here. Not for t he wedding, Hioé’h, or
anyt hing. No mat t eWher ever t he funding came fr om, Denny had at t ende
t his program, and he had kicked ass because it was in France in t he spri
when it rains. When he t ol d Eve about it, he said t hat one of t he scout s
at t end t hese t hings approached him in tpaeldock aft er a session and said,
“Can you drive as fast inthe dry as you can in t he wet ?” And Denny | 00!
him straight in t he eyes and repl ied, simplly y me.”

That which you manifest is before you.

The scout ofered Denny a t ryout, and Denny went away for t wo weel
Test ing and t uning and practicing. I t was a big deal . He did so wel 1, t he
offered him a seat in t he endur o race Wat kins Gl en.



When he first 1eft for Newoivk, we al 1 grinned at each ot her because
we coul dnt wait t o wat ch t he race on Speed Channel .

“I 8’s0 exciting.” Eve woul d giggl e. “Daddya pr ofessional race car
driver!”

And Zoé, whom I 1ove ver y much and woul d not hesit at e t o sacrific
my own l ife t o prot ect, woul d cheer and hop into her littlerace car th
in t he l iving room and drive around in circl es until we were all dizzy ar
t hen t hrow her hands int o t he air and procl aim, “I am t he champion!”

I got so caught up in t he excit ement, I was doing idiot ic dog t hings
digging up t he 1 awn. Bal 1 ing mysel f up and t hen st ret ching out 1 ong an
t hin on t he fl oor wit h my 1 egs straight and my back ar ched and 1 et t ing
scrat ch my bel I And chasing t hings. I chased!

I t was the best of times. Real ly
And t hen it was t he worst of times.

Race day came, and E ve woke up wit h a dar kness upon heA pain so
insuffer abl e she st ood in t he kit chen in tdae 1 y hour's, befor e Zoé was
awake, and vomit ed wit h great int ensit y int o t he sink. She vomit ed as if
wer e turning hersel f inside out .

“I dont know whats wr ong wit h me, Enzo,” she said. And sherarel y
spoke t o me candidl y 1 ike t hat . L.ike how Denny t al ks t o me, as if [ 'm |
true friend, his soul mat e. Thelast time she had t al ked t o me 1 ike t hat
when Zoé was born.

But this time shedidtal kto melikeI was her soul mate. She aske
“What 5 wrong wit h me?”

She knew I coul dii’ answerHer question was totally rhetorical .sTh
what I found so frustrating about it: I had an answer

I knew what was wrong, but I had no way t o t el kddr pushed at her
t high with my muzzl e. I nosed in and bur ied my face bet ween her 1 egs. .



I wait ed t here, afr aid.
“I feel |ike someometrushing my skull,” she said.
I couldn’respond. I had no words. There was not hing I coul d do.
“Someone’s crushing my skull,” she repeat ed.

And quickl y she gat her ed some t hings whil e I wat ched. She shoved
Z0é’s cl ot hes in a bag and some of her own and t oot hbrushes. Al so fas
And she roused Zoé and st @iéd her 1ittle kid-feet int o her little-kid sne
and—bang—t he door sl ammed shut andsri ck, sni ck-t he deadbol t was
t hrown and t hey wer e gone.

AndI wastt’ gone. I was there.I was still there.



I deal ludriver is amaster of all that is around him, Denny says. I, deal
driver controls t he car so compl et el y t hat he corrects a spin before it
happens, he ant icipat es al 1 possibil it ies. But wetdbive in an ideal worl ¢
I nour world, surprises somet imes happen, mist akes happen, incident s
ot her drivers happen, and a driver must react.

When a driver reacts, Denny says,dtimport ant to remember t hat a c
is onl y as good as its tires. I fthetires lose traction, not hing el se ma
Hor sepower t or que, braking. All is moot when a skid is init iat ed. Unt il
speed is scrubbed by good, ol d-fashioned frict ion and t he tires regain
traction, t he driver is at t he mer cy of moment um. And moment um is a
power ful for ce of nat ure.

I t is important for the driver to underst and t linddeeer ride his
nat ural incl inat ions. When t he rear of a car “steps out,” t he driver ma:
and l ift his foot 6f he accel erat of f he does, he will t hrow t he weight o
t he car t oward t he front wheel s, t he rear end will snap around, and t hs
wil | spin.

A good driver will tryto catch the spin by t urning wheel s in t he
dir ect ion t he car is moving; he may succeed. Howevyat a critical point,
t he skid has compl et ed it s mission, which was t o scrub speed from a cas
going t oo fast. Suddenl y t he tires find grip, and t he driver has traction



unfort unat el y for him, wit h his front wheel s t urned sharpl y in t he wr
dir ect ion. This induces a count er spin, as t here is no bal ance t o t he car
what soever Thus, t he spin in one dir ect ion, when over corr ect ed, become:
spin in t he ot her direct ion, and t he secondary spin is much fast er and m
danger ous.

I f, howeverat the very first moment his tires began t o break free, c
driver had been experienced enough t o resist his instinctive reactionto
he might have been abl e t 0 appl y his knowl edge of vehicl e behavior and,
inst ead,i ncease t he pressure on t he accel er gtamd at t he same t ime ease
out onthe st eering wheel ever so sl ighflieyincrease in accel er at ion
woul d have pushed his rear tires onto the track and set t 1 ed. Relaxing
t he st eering woul d have 1 essened t he 1 at eral g-forces at work. The spi
woul d t her efor e have been correct ed, but our driver woul d t hen have t «
wit h t he secondar y probl em his correction has credtyeihcr easing t he
radius of t he turn, he has put himsel f at risk of r unningheft r ack.

Al as! Our driver is not where he had hoped t o Wet heis still in
control of his caHe is still abl e to act in a positive manHerstill can
creat e an ending t o his st ory in which he compl et es t he race wit hout
incident . And, per haps, if his manifest ing is good, he wil 1 win.



When I was 1 ocked in t he house suddenl y and fir pil ylid not panic. I did
not overcorrect or freeze. I quickl y and careful 1 y t ook st ock of t he sit
and under st ood t hese t hings: Eve was il 1, and t he il ] ness was possibl y
affect ing her judgment, and she 1 ikel y woul d not return for me; Denny
woul d be home on t he t hird dawft er t wo night s.

I amadog,and I know how to fast slatpart of t he genet ic backgr our
for which I have such cont empt . When God gave men big br ains, he t ook
away t he pads on t heir feet and made t hem suscept ibl e t o sal monel ] a."
he denied dogs t he use of t humbs, he gave t hem t he abil it y t o sur vive
wit hout food for ext ended periods. Whil e a t humbre thumb!—woul d
have been very hel pful at that time, alihgwne t oturn a stupi d doorknob
and escape, t he second best t ool , and t he one at my disposal , was my ab
t 0 go wit hout nourishment .

For three days I took caretorationthe toil etl watader ed ar ound
t he house snifing at t he crack beneat h t he pant ry door and fant asizing al
a big bowl of my kibbl e, scooping up t he occasional errant dust-cover ec
Cheerio Zoé had dropped in a corner somewhere. And I urinat ed and
defecat ed on t he mat by t he back dopmext t o t he 1 aundry machines. I dic
not panic.



During t he second night , appr oximat el y fort y hours int o my sol it uc
think I began t o hal 1 ucinat e. Licking at the | egs of Aigh chair where I
had discover ed some remnant s of yogurt spilled1ongago, [ inadverter
spar ked my st omacls’ digest ive juices t o | ife wit h an unpl easant groan, ¢
I heard a sound coming fr om her bedroom. When I investigated, I saw
somet hing t erribl e and fright ening. One of her fedidnimal t oys was
moving about on its own.

I t was t he zebra. The stadfzebra t hat had been sent t o her by her
pat ernal grandpar ent s, who may have been dedfanimal s t hemsel ves for
all that we saw them in Seattle.I never cared for t hat zebra, as it wa:
somet hing of my rival for Za#affection. FranklLy was surprisedto see
in t he house, since it was one of Zog’favorit es and she cart ed it around a
1 engt h and even sl ept with it, wearing little grooves inits coat just b
animal § vel vet een head. I found it hard t o bel ieve E ve hagyr’abbed it
when shet hrew t oget her t heir bag, but I guess she was so freaked out
such pain t hat she overl ooked t he zebr a.

The now-1 iving zebra said not hing t o me at all, but when it saw me |
began a dance, a t wist ing, jer ky bal 1 et , which cul minat ed wit h t he zebr
repeat edl y thrusting it s gel ded groin int o t he face of an innocent Bar bi
dol 1. That made me quit e angrand I growl ed at t he mol est er zebr a, but
simpl y smil ed and cont inued it s assaul t, t his t ime picking onfed fudg,
which it mount ed fr om behind and r ode bar eback, it s hoof in t he air 1ike
bronco rideryel 1 ing out , “&¢-haw! Yee-haw!”

I stalkedthebastard as it abused and humil iat ed each of Zogs wit h
great mal ice. F inal,lly coul d t ake no more and I moved in, t eet h bar ed fi
attack, to end t he brut al burl esque once and for all. But beforeI coul
t he dement ed zebr a in my fangs, it st opped dancing and st ood on it s hinc
1 egs before me. Then it reached down with its forel egs and tore at the
that ran down its belI'yts own seam! I t ripped t he seam open unt il it w
abl e toreach in and t ear out its own fingf I t cont inued dismant | ing it s
seam by seam, handful by handful, until it expel I ed what ever desnon’
bl ood had brought it t o1ife and was not hing mor e t han a pil e of fabric ¢
st ufing t hat undul at ed on t he fl pbeat ing | ike a heart ripped from a ches
sl owl ys1 owerand t hen not hing.



Traumat ized, I 1eft Ze& oom, hoping t hat what I had seen was in m
mind, a vision driven by t he 1 ack of gl ucoir my bl ood, but knowing,
somehow, t hat it wasnh’a vision; it was true. Somet hing t erribl e had
happened.

The fol 1 owing aft er noon, Denny ret urned. I heard t he taxi pull up,
wat ched him unl oad his bags and wal k t hem up t o t he back ddordidnf
want to seem t 0o excit ed t o see him, and yet at the same time I was
concer ned about what I had done t o t he doormat, sol gave a coupl e of
smal ] barks to al ert hifhr ough t he windowI coul d see t he I ook of
surprise on his face. He t ook out his keys and opened t he damd I triedt
bl ock him, but he came in t oo quickl y and t he mat made a squishy sound
He | ooked down and ginger 1y hopped int o t he r oom.

“What the hel 1 ? What are you doing her e?”

He gl anced ar ound t he kit chen. Not hing was out of pl ace, not hing wz
amiss, except me.

“Eve?” he call ed out .

But Eve wasit’ there. I didnknow where she was, but she wasniit h
me.

“Are t hey home?” he asked me.
I didnt answerHe picked up t he phone and dial ed.

“Are Eve and Zoé still at your house?” he asked wit hout saying hel
“Canl speakto Eve?”

Aft er a moment, he said, “Enzo is here.”

He said, “I ’'m trying t o wr ap my head ar ound it mysebh. Neft him
her e?”

He said, “This is insane. How coul d you not remember t hat your dog
in t he house?”



He said, “He’s been here t he whol e t ime?”
He said very angr il,y*Shit !”

And t hen he hung up t he phone and shout ed in frust rat ion, a big 1 ong
shout that was very |l oud. He 1 ooked at me aft er t hat and said,sd am
pissed of.”

He wal ked t hr ough t he house quicklly didnf foll ow him; I wait ed by
t he back door A minut e 1 at er he ret ur ned.

“This is t he onl y pl ace you used?” he asked, point ing at t he mat . “Gc
boy, Enzo. Good work.”

He got a garbage bag out of t he pant ry and scooped t he sopping mat
intoit, tied it cl osed, and put it on t he back por ch. He mopped up t he ar
near t he door

“You must be st arving.”

He fil | ed my wat er bowl and gave me some kibbl e, which I ate too
quickl y and didnt enjoy but at least it filled t he empt y space in my
st omach. I n sil ence, fuming, he wat ched me eat . And very soon, E ve anc
Zoé arrived on t he back por ch.

Denny t hrew open t he door
“Unbel ievabl e,” he said bit t er ['You ar e unbel ievabl e.”

“I was sick,” Eve said, st epping int o t he house wit h Zoé hiding behir
her. “I wasnt’ t hinking.”

“He coul d have died.”
“He didn’t die.”

“He coul dhave died,” Denny said. “I ’ve never heard of anyt hing so
st upid. Carel essoffal | y unaware.”



“I was sick!” Eve snapped at him. “I wasthinking!”
“You don’t t hink, peopl e die. Dogs die.”

“I canf do this anymore,” she cried, st anding t her e shaking 1 ike a th
tree on a windy dayZoé scurried ar ound her and disappeared int o t he
house. “You al ways go awayand I have t o t ake care of Zoé and Enzo al |
mysel f,and I can’doit! Istt oo much! I can barely t ake care of mysel f!’

“You shoul d have cal | ed Mike or t aken him t 0 a kennelsemethi ng
Don’t trytokill him.”

“I didnf try to kil l him,” she whis per ed.

I hear d weeping and | ooked oveZ0é st ood in t he door t o t he hal I wa
crying. Eve pushed past Denny and went t o Zoé&, kneel ing befor e. her

“Oh, baby, we’re sorry we’re fight ing. M1 st op. Pl ease dantry’
“My animal s,” Zoé whimper ed.
“What happened t o your animal s?”

Eve |l ed Zoé by t he hand down t he hal 1. Denny fol | owed t hem. I sta
wherel was.I wagngoing near t hat room wher e t he dancing s ex-fr eak
zebra had been. I didrt’ want to see it.

Suddenl y I heard t hunder ing foot st eps. I cower ed by t he back door
Denny hurt 1 ed t hr ough t he kit chen t owar d me. He wadeplifip and angry
and his eyes 1 ocked on me and his jaw cl enched t ight .

“You st upid dog,” he growl ed, and he grabbed t he back of my neck,
t aking a huge fist ful of my fur and jerking. I went 1imp, afraid. He’d ney
treat ed me | ike t his befoitée dragged me t hr ough t he kit chen and down
the hall, int o Za&T oom where she sat, st unned, on t he fl oor in t he midc
of a huge mess. Her dol1s, her animal s, all tornto shreds, eviscerat ed
compl et e disast.€fot al carnage. I could only assume t hat t he evil dem
zebra had reassembl ed it sel f and destroyed t he ot her animal s after I |



I shoul d have el iminat ed t he zebra when I had my chance. I shoul d hay
eat en it , even if it had kil I ed me.

Denny was so angry t hat his anger fil 1 ed up t he ent ire r oom, t he ent
house. Not hing was as 1 ge as Denny’s anger. He r ear ed up and r oar ed, anc
wit h his great hand, he st ruck me on t he side of t he head. I toppl ed ove
wit h a yel p, hunkering as cl ose t o t he ground as possibl e. “Bad dog!” he
bel 1 owed and he raised his hand t o hit me again.

“Denny, no!” Eve cried. She rushed t o me and cover ed me wit h her ov
body. She prot ect ed me.

Denny st opped. He woul dit’ hit herNo mat t er what. J ust as he
woul dnt hit me. Héhadnt hit me, I knoweven t hough I coul d feel t he pa
of t he bl owHe had hit t he demon, t he evil zebra, t he dark creature t hat
came int o t he house and possessed t he sfedfanimal . Denny bel ieved t he
evil demon was in me, but it wasn’I saw it. The demon had possessed t|
zebra and | eft me at t he bl oody scene wit h no voice t o defend mysel f—]
had been fr amed.

“We’ll get new animal s, baPyE ve said t o Zoé. “W’l1l gotothestore
t omorr ow

As gentlyas I could, I slunktoward Zoég, t he sagilrit ohet he fl opr
surrounded by t he rubbl e of her fant asy worl d, her chin t ucked int o her
chest, tears on her cheeks.I felt her pain because I knew her fantasy v
int imat el,yas she al ] owed me t o see t he trut h of it, and oft en incl uded r
it . Through our rol e-pl aying—sil 1 y games wit h significant telltal es—
what she t hought about who she reall y was, her pl ace in 1ife. How she
wor shipped her fat her and al ways hoped t o pl ease her motthew s he
trust ed me but was afraid when I made faces at her t hat were t oo expr
and defied what she’d 1 earned fr om t he adul t -driveorWd Or der t hat
denies animal s t he process of t hought.I crawl ed t o her on my el bows
pl aced my nose next to her thigh, t anned from t he summer sun. And I r
my eyebrows slightly as if to ask if she coul d evegiterme for not
prot ect ing her animal s.



She wait ed a l ong t ime t o give me her answeéut she final 1 y gave it.
She pl aced her hand on my head and l et it rest t here. She didit at ch me.
I t woul d be a whil e before she al 1 owed hersel f t o do t hat. But she did
me, which meant she fopave me for what had happened, t hough t he wounc
was still tooraw and t he pain was still t oo great for hegett.o for

L at eraft er ever yone had eat en and Zoé was put t o bed in her room t !
had been cl eaned of t he carnage, I found Denny sit ting on t he porch st e
wit h a drink of hard 1 iqupwhich I t hought was st range because he hardl
ever drank hard 1l iquot approached caut ious]land he not iced.

“I 5’ okay, boy,” he said. He patted t he st ep next to himand I went t
him. I snifled his wrist and t ook a t ent at ive 1 ick. He smil ed and r ubbed 1
neck.

“I ‘'mreallysortle said. “I 1ost my mind.”

The pat ch of 1 awn behind our house was not big, but it was nice inth
evening. I t was rimmed by a dirt strip cover ed wit h sweet -smel 1 ing ce
chips where t hey pl ant ed fl owers in t he spring, and t hey had a bush in t
corner t hat made fl owers that attract ed t he bees and made me ner vous
whenever Zoé pl ayed near it, but she never got stung.

Denny finished his drink wit h al ong swal I ow and shiver ed
invol unt ar il e produced a bot t 1 e from nowhere—I was surprisedI th
not iced it —and pour ed himsel f anot héfe st ood up and t ook a coupl e of
steps and stret ched t o t he.sky

“We got first place, Enzo. Not ‘in cl ass€ tWok first pl ace overall.
You know what t hat means?”

My heart jumped. I knew what it meant.I t meant t hat he was t he
champion. I t meant he was t he best !

“I t means a seat in atouring car next season,s hdiat it means,”
Denny said t o me. “I got anf#r from areal, live racing t eam. Do you
know what an ofer is?”



I loved it when he t al ked t o me I ike t hat . Dragging out t he drama.
Rat chet ing up t he ant icipat ion. I ’ve al ways found great pl easure in t he
narrative tease. But then,I 'madramatist. For me, a good story is all
set ting up expect at ions and del iver ing on t hem in an excit ing and surpr|
way.

“Get ting an ofer means I candrive if I come up wit h my share of
sponsor s hip money for t he season—which is reasonabl e and al most
at t ainabl e—and if I ’'m wil 1 ing t o spend t he bet t er part of six mont hs
from Eve and Zoé and you. Am I willing to do t hat ?”

I didnf say anyt hing because I was torn.I knew I was Debiggest
fan and most st eadfast supporter in his racing. But I al so felt someth
what Eve and Zoé must have fel t whenever he went away: a hol | ow pit :
my st omach at t he idea of his absence. He must have been abletoread nn
mind, because he gul ped at his gl ass and said, “I donhink so, eit hét
Which was what I was t hinking.

“I canf believe sheleft you like t hat,” he said. “I know she had a vi
but still.”

Did he real 1y bel ieve t hat, or was he | ying t o himsel f? Or maybe he
bel ieved it because Eve want ed him t o bel ieve it . No matided I been a
person, I coul d have t ol d him t he t rut h abouts eerdit ion.

“I t was a bad virus,” he said more t o himsel f t han t o me. “And she
coul dnt think.”

And suddenl y I was unsure: had I been a person, had I been ableto
himthetruth, I ’'m not sure he woul d have want ed t o hear it.

He groaned and sat back down and fil 1 ed his gl ass again.

“I ’m t aking t hose sfed animal s out of your al 1 owance,” he said wit |
chuckl e. He 1 ooked at me t hen, t ook my chin wit h his hand.

“I 1ove you, bgy he said. “And I promiseI ’11 never do t hat again. I
matter what.I 'mreallysbrry



He was bl at hering, he was drunk. But it made me feel so much I ove
him, t oo.

“You’re t ough,” he said. “¥u can do t hree days I ike t hat because
you’r e one t ough dog.”

I felt proud.
“I know you’d never do anyt hing del iberatel y t o hurt Zoé,” he said.
I 1aid my head on his | eg and | ooked up at him.

“Somet imes I t hink you act ual 1 y under st and me,” he said. ke’
theres a person inside t here. Like you know ever yt hing.”

I dg1 saidto myselH.do.



Eve’s condit ion was el usive and unpr edict abl e. One day she woul deuf
headache of crushing magnit ude. Anot her dagebil it at ing nausea. A t hird
woul d open wit h dizziness and end wit h a dar k and angry mood. And t hes
days wer e never | inked t oget her consecut ivélet ween t hem woul d be
days or even weeks of rel ief, | ife as usual . And t hen Denny woul d get a
at work, and he woul d run t o Esgedssist ance, drive her home from her jo
impose on a friend t o fol 1 ow in her ¢and spend t he rest of t he day

wat ching hel pl essly

The int ense and ar bit rar y nat ur e of Eveffl ict ion was far beyond
Denny’s grasp. The wail ings, t he dramat ic screaming fit s, t he fal 1 ing o
fl oor in fit s of anguish. These are t hings t hat onl y dogs and women
under st and because we t ap int o t he pain dir ectleyconnect t o pain direct 1
from its source, and so it is at once bril l iant and brut al and dtearhit e-
hot met al spraying out of a fire hose, we can appreciat e t he aest het ic w
t aking t he worst of it straight int he face. Men, on t he ot her hand, are ¢
fil ters and defl ect ors and timed rel ease. F or nmeehjlke’at hl etsefoot :
spray t he special spray on it, t hey,say it goes away They have no idea
t hat t he manifest at ion of t heifl &ft ion—t he fungus bet ween t heir hairy
t oes—is merel y a sympt om, an indicat ion of a syst emic probl em. A can
bl oom in t heir bowel s, for inst ance, or some ot her upset totheir syst«
Suppr essing t he s ympt om does not hing but force t he t rue probl emto



express itsel f on a deeper 1 evel at some ot her time. Go see a doetsaid

t 0 her Get some medicat ion. And she howl ed t o t he moon in r efHg

never understood, as I did, what she meant when she said t hat medicat i
woul d onl y mask t he pain, not make it go awamd what 5 t he point of

t hat . He never under st ood when she said t hat if she went t o a dadteor
doct or woul d onl y invent a disease t hat woul d expl ain why he coulhgdhp
her. And t her e was so much t ime bet ween episodes. Ther e was so much
hope.

Denny was frustrat ed by his impot ence, and in t hat regard, I coul d
under st and his point of view t’frustrat ing for me t o be unabl e t o speak
To feel that I have so much t o say many ways I can hel p, but I "'m 1 ock
in a soundpr oof box, a game show isol at ion boot h from which I can see ¢
and I can hear whas ’going on, but t hey never t urn on my micr ophone anc
t hey never 1 et me out.I t might drive a person mad. I t certainl y has d
many a dog mad. The good dog t hat woul d never hurt a soul but is founc
one day having eat en t he face of his mast er as she sl ept deepl y under th
infl uence of sl eeping pil 1 s? Ther e was not hing wr ong wit h t hat dog exc
t hat his mind final 1 y snapped. As awful as it sounds, it happersgritt’he
TV news regul arly

Mysel f, I have found ways around t he madness. [ work at my huma;
gait, for instance. I practice chewing my food sl owl y 1 ike peopl e do. I
t he t el evision for cl ues on behavior and t o |l earn how t o react in cert ai
situations. I n my next 1ife, when I am born again as a person, I wil ]
practicall y be an adult the moment I am pl ucked fr om t he womb, wit h
the preparationI have done.I t will beall I can do to wait for my nev
human body t o mat ure t 0 adul t hood so I may excel at all the athletic
intel l ectual pursuits I hope to.enjoy

Denny avoided t he madness of his personal sound-booth hell by driv
t hrough it . Ther e was not hing he coul d do t o make Bw#istress go away
and once he real ized t hat, he made a commit ment to do everyt hing el se
better

Oft en t hings happen t o race cars in t he heat of t he race. A squar e-
t oot hed gear in a transmission may br eak, suddenl y I eaving t he driver
wit hout all of his gears. Or perhaps a cl ut ch fail s. Brakes go soft fron



over heat ing. Suspensions break. When faced wit h one of t hese probl ems
t he poor driver crashes. The aver age driver gives up. The great drivers
t hr ough t he probl em. They figur e out a way t o cont inue racing. Like in t
Luxembourg Grand Prix in 1989, when the I rish racer Kevin F inn&fark
finished t he race vict oriousl y ahdt er reveal ed t hat he had driven t he fir
t wenty | aps of t he race wit h onl y t wo geandielabl e t o possess a
machine in such a way is t he ul t imat e show of det er minat ion and
awareness. I t makes one real ize t hat t he physical ity of our world is a
boundary t o us only if our will is weak; a t rue champion can accompl ist
t hings t hat a normal person woul d t hink impossibl e.

Denny cut back his hours at work so he coul d t ake Zoé t o her prescl
I nthe evenings aft er dinpére read t o her and hel ped her 1 earn her numb
and letters. He t ook over all the grocery shopping and cooking. He t 0o
over t he cl eaning of t he house. And he did it all excel 1 ent]ly and wit hot
compl aint . He want ed t o rel ieve E ve of any burden, any job t hat coul d
cause stress. What he coul dmdo, t hough, with al 1 of t he ext ra he was
doing, was cont inue t o engage her in t he same pl ayful and physical 1y
affect ionat e way I had grown used t o seeing. I t was impossibl e for him
do ever yt hing; cl ear] lye had decided t hat t he car e of her ganism woul d
receive t he t opmost prior.iwhich I bel ieve was t he correct t hing for hi
t o do under t he cir cumst ances. Because he had me.

I see greenas graly seered as bl ack. Does t hat make me a bad
pot ent ial person? I f you t aught me t o read and pr ovided for me t he sar
comput er system as someone has provided for St ephen Hawking, I , t oo
woul d writ e great books. And yet you dort’each me t o read, and you don’
give me a comput er stick I can push around wit h my nose t o point at tk
nextletter I wishtyped. So whose fault is it that I am what I am?

Denny did not stop |l oving E ve, he merel y del egat ed his 1 ove-giving
me. [ became t he provider of 1 ove and comfort by pr.dAfhen she ail ed
and he t ook chage of Zoé and whisked her out of t he house t o see one of
t he many wonder ful animat ed fil ms t hey make for chil dren so t hat she
might not hear the cries of agony from her mot hest ayed behind. He
trusted me. He would tell me, as he and Zoé packed t heir bott1es of we
and t heir special sandwich cookies wit hout hydrogenat ed oil s t hat he



bought for her at t he good mar ket , he woul d,s'§yo t ake car e of her for
me, Enzo, pl ease.”

AndI did.I took care of her by curling up at her bedsidé ©he had
col 1 apsed on t he fl qdry curl ing up next t o her t here. Oft en, she woul d
hol d me cl ose t 0 hehol d me tight to her bodynd when she did, she
woul d tell me t hings about t he pain.

I cannotliestill.I cannot be al one wi th this. I needam sord
thrash, because it stays away when I seam. When I 'm silent, it finds me
tracks me down and pi eces me and says, “Now I ’ve got you! Now you
bel ong to me!”

Demon. Greml in. Pol t geist . Ghost . Phant om. Spir it . Shado&houl .
Devil . Peopl e ar e afraid of t hem so t hey rel egat e t heir existence to st
vol umes of books t hat can be cl osed and put ont he shel f or 1 eft behind
bed and breakfast ; t hey cl ench t heir eyes shut sothey will see no evil .
trust me whenI tell you that the zebrais real . Somewhere, t he zebra
dancing.

The spring final 1 y gr ound around t o us t hr ough an except ional 1 y we
wint eg ful 1 of gray days and rain and an edgy cold I rarel y found
r ejuvenat ing. Over t he wint,df ve at e poorl y and became drawn and pal e.
When her pain came, she oft en went for days wit hout eat ing a bit e of foc
She never exer cised, so her t hinness had no t one, sl ack skin over britt!l
bones; she was wast ing awayDenny was concer ned, but Eve never heeded
his pl eas for her t o consult a docfomil d case of depression, she woul d
say. They’l1 try to give her pills and she daeswent pills. And one evenir
aft er dinnerwhich was a special one, t hough I dantemember if it was a
bir t hday or an anniver say Penny suddenl y appear ed naked in t he bedr oon
and E ve was naked on t he bed.

I t seemed so odd t o me because t hey hadmiount ed or even pl ayed
wit h each ot her in such along time. But there t hey were. He posit ionec
himsel f over her and she said t o him, “The fiel d is fertil e.”

“You arent real | yre you?” he asked.



“J ust say it,” shereplied aft er a moment, her eyes having dimmed,
having been sucked deep int o t heir socket s and swal 1 owed by t héypuf
skin, suggest ing anyt hing but fertil ity

“I embrace t he fertil’ithe said. But t heir exchange seemed weak and
unent husiast ic. She made noise, but she was pret ending, I couldtell,
because in t he middl e of it she | ooked at me and shook her head and wawv
me off. Respect ful LY wit hdrew t o anot her room and drifted into aligh
sleep. And, if I recall corredt ldreamed of t he crows.



They sit inthe trees and on t he el ect ric wires and on t he r oofs and t hey
wat ch ever yt hing, t he sinister little bastards. They cackl e wit h a dar k
1 ike t hey’r e mocking you, cawing const ant t iey know where you are
when you’re in t he house, t hey know wher e you ar e when you’r e out side;
t hey’re al ways wait ing. The smal ] er cousin of t he raven, t hey are reser
and angry, bit t er at being genet ical 1 y dwar fed by t heir brot hers. Thera
it is said, is t he next step up t he evol ut ionary 1 adder from man. The ra
creat ed man, aft er al 1, according t o t he I egends of t he Nort hwest Coas
nat ives. (I ¢ int erest ing t o not e here t hat t he deit y t hat corresponds w
raven in Pl ains I ndian fol kl or e is t he coyot e, which is a dog. So it seem
me we are al ] smashed t oget her at t he t op of t he spiritual food chain.)
t he raven creat ethan, and t he crow is t he raven’'cousin, wher e does t he
crow fit in?

The crow fit s in t he garbage.eVy smart, very sltshey are best when
t hey appl y t heir evil little genius t o uncapping a gar bage can or peckin;
t hr ough some kind of encl osure t o get at scrap food. They are scum,
creatures of clustehey call them a murder when t hey are in a group. A
good wor d, because when t hey are t oget hgtou want to kil 1 t hem.

I never chase a craw'hey hop away, t aunt ing, t rying t o dupe you int c
chase in which you will become injur edlTrying t o get you st uck somewhe
far away so t hey can have t heir way wit h t he gar bagesItt ie. Somet imes



when I have night mares, I dream of crows. A murder of t hem. At t acki
ruthl esslgruel l y tearing me to shreds. I t is t he worst.

When we first moved t o our house, somet hing happened wit h t he crc
and t hats why I know t hey hat e me. § bad t o have enemies. Denny
al ways picked up my I eavings in small green biodegradabl e bags.fat t
of what peopl e do as a penance for t heir need t o keep dogs under such st
super vision. They must extract our excrement from bet ween t he grass
bl ades with a pl astic bag t hat has been t urned inside out . They must gr
wit h t heir fingers and handl e it . Even t hough t kea ¢l ast ic barr jerhey
never enjoy t he t ask because t hey can smel | it and t heir sense of smel |
t he sophisticationto discernthe subtlety of thelayers of scent and tt
meaning.

Denny col l ect ed t he smal 1 crap-fil 1 ed bags andtiegin in a pl ast ic
grocery bag. Occasional 1 y he woul d dispose of t hegbaibag in a gar bage
caninthe parkupthestreet.I guess he didvdnt t o pol I ut e his own
gar bage can wit h bags of my feces. I ddanknow

The crows, who pride t hemsel ves on being cousins of t he raven and
t her efor e being very smart, |1 ove going aft er a bag of groceries. And t he
have, on many occasion, gone aft er a bag on t he porch 1 eft out side when
Denny or Eve brought home more t han a few at a time. They can get in a
out so fast, maybe find some cookies or somet hing and fl y away

On one occasion, when I was young, t he crows spotted Eve bringing
home t he groceries and t hey cr owded near,lmy ust ering ina tree just ont
edge of t he propert,go many of t hem. They were sil ent, not wantingto
draw at tention t o t hemsel ves, but I knew t hey were t here. Eve had pa
t he al | gyand she made several trips wit h bags from t he car t ot he porc
t hen from t he por ch int o t he house. The crows wat ched. And t hey not ic
t hat Eve had 1 eft a bag behind.

Wel 1. They are smart, I have t o give t hem credit, for t hey didive in
right awayThey wat ched and wait ed unt il Eve went upst airs and undr es
and got int o t he bat ht ub, as she somet imes did in t he aft ernoon when st
had a day off from her wor k. They wat ched and were sure t hat t he gl ass



paned kit chen door was cl osed and 1 ocked so t hieves and rapists coul dn
get in, and so I coul dnget out. Then t hey made t heir move.

They swooped in, several of t hem, and picked up t he bagit h t heir
beaks. One of t hem goaded me by wal kingup tothe glass andtryingto
me t o bark. Normal ] ¥ woul d have resist ed t hgeyrjust to spite t hem, bt
knowing what I knewl barked a few times, enough t o make it convincing
They didn’t go far They want ed t o t aunt me wit h it . They want ed me t o
wat ch t hem enjoy t he treat s in t he bag, so t hey st opped inside t he yard
t he grass, t he whol e group of t hem. They danced around in circl es and n
faces at me and fl apped t heir wings and cal | ed for t heir friends. They t
open t he pl astic and t hey dove in wit h al 1 of t heir beaks t o eat t he won
food and del icious it ems t hat wer e hidden inside, and t hey at e. They gul
t hose st upid birds; t hey at e from t he bag and t hey swal 1 owed wit h gl e
t hey choked on giant mout hful s of my shit.

My shit !

Oh, t he 1 ooks on t heir faces! The st unned sil efidee indignat ion! The
shaking of heads, and t hen t hey fl ew bén masse t o t he neighbor up t he
street wit h t he dribbl ing fount ain so t hey coul d wash t heir beaks.

They came back, t hen. Cl ean and mad. Hundr eds of t hem. Maybe
t housands. They st ood on t he back por ch and on t he back 1 awn, so t hick
wit h crows it was 1ike a massive, undul at ing | ayer of t ar and feat hers,
t heir beady eyes trained on me, st aring at me, as if t pGayne out, little
doggie, and we’l 1 peck your eyebal I s out !

I didnf go out. And t hey soon 1 eft. But when Denny got home from
wor k t hat dayhe 1 ooked in t he back. Evevas cooking dinner; and Zoé was
still little, in a high ch@enny 1 ooked out side and said, “Why is t here sc
much bird crap on t he deck?” I knewsiven a St ephen Hawking comput er
I coul d have made a good joke of it .

He went out and t urned on t he hose and washed t he deck. And he
col l ect ed t he t or n poop bags wit h puzzl ement but no indliey r ees and
t el ephone wires and el ect rical wires were heavy wit h t hose birds, al |



t hem wat ching. I didn’go out wit h him. And when he want ed t o go t hr oy
theball,I pretendedI was sick and cl imbed ont o my bed and sl ept .

I t was a good | augh, wat ching t hose dumb birds who t hink t hey’re «
smart wit h t heir beaks ful I of dog shit. But, as withall things, there-
reper cussions: since t hat time, my night mar es have al ways cont ained a;
Cr OWS.

A murder of t hem.



The cl ues were all there, I simply hadaad t hem correct Dver t he

wint et he had pl ayed a video racing game obsessive] which wasn’t 1ike
him. He had never got t en int o racing games. But t hat wijiiteepl ayed t he
game ever y night aft er Eve went to bed. And he raced on Amer ican cir ct
onl y St . Pet er sbgrand L aguna Seca. Road At ant a and Mid-Ohio. I shou
have known just from seeing t he t racks he was racing. He waspl’aying a
video game, he was st udying t he cir cuit s. He was 1 ear ning t ur n-in point :
and br aking points. I ’d heard him t al k about how accur at e t he backgr ot
are on t hese video games, how drivers have found t he games can be quit e
hel pful for getting acquaint ed wit h new cir cuits. But I never t hought -

And his diet : no al cohol , no sugano fried foods. His exercise r egimen
running several days a week, swimming athe Medgar Evers Pool, 1ift ing
weight s in t he gar age of t he big guy down t he st reet who started liftin
when he was in prison. Denny had been prepar ing himsel f. He was 1 ean ai
strong and ready todo battleinarace Aaxd I had missed all the signs.
But then, I believe I had been duped. Because when he came downst air ¢
wit h his track bag packed t hat day in Mar ch and his suit case on wheel s
his special hel met -and-HANS-device bag, E ve and Zoé seemed t 0 know a
about his 1 eaving. He had t oltlem. He hadn’t t ol dhe.

The part ing was strange. Zoé was bot h excit ed and ner vous, E ve was
somber, and I was ut terly confus&lhere was he goi ng?l raised my



eyebrows, | ift ed my ears, and cocked my head; I used every facial gestu
my disposal in an att empt to gl ean infor mat ion.

“Sebring,” he said t o me, r eading my mind t he way he does somet ime:
“I took theseat inthetouringdan’t I tell you?”

The t ouring car? But t hat was somet hing he said he coul d never do!
agreed on t hat !

I was at once el at ed and devast at ed. A race weekend is at 1 east thr
night s awaysomet imes four when t he event is on t he opposit e coast, an
there are el even races over an eight -mont h period. He woul d be away sc
much of t he time! I was worried about t he emot ional wel 1 -being of t hc
us 1 eft behind.

But I amaracer at heart, and aracer will never 1 et somet hing t he
al r eady happened afect what is happeningiow. The news t hat he had t aker
t he t ouring car seat and was fl ying t o Sebring t o race on E SPN 2 was
ext remel y good. He was final 1 y doing what he shoul d be doing when he
was supposed t o do it . He wasn'wait ing or worrying about everyone el s
He was 1 ooking out for himsel f. A race car driver must be very sel fish.
a col d trut h: even his famil y must come second t o t he race.

I wagged my tail ent husiast icahhg he smil ed at me with a t winkl e i
his eye. He knew t hat I underst ood ever yt hing he said.

“Be good, now,” he chided me pl ayful 1.y*Wat ch over t he girls.”

He hugged litt1e Zoé and kissed Eve genthut as he t urned away fr om
her she 1 aunched hersel f int 0 his chest and grabbed him t ight . She bur ie
hersel f in his shoul ddner face red wit h congest ed t ears.

“Pl ease come back,” she said, her wor ds mfiifed by his mass.
“Of coursel will.”
“Pl ease come back,” she r epeat ed.

He soot hed her



“I promiseI ’I1 come back in one piece,” he said.
She shook her head, which was still pressed against his body

“I dont care how many pieces,” she said. “J ust promise you’l1 come
back.”

He quickl y gl anced at me, as if I coul d cl arify whatvedsereal 1 y
asking. Did she mean come back al ive? Or come back and not 1 eave her? (
somet hing el se ent irel y? He didiknow

I , howeverknew exact 1 y what she meant . Eve wasmworried about
Denny not ret urning, she was worried about hersel f. She knew t hat
somet hing was wr ong wit h herhough she didnt know what , and she was
afraid it would return in some t erribl e way when Denny was not witht
was concerned as wel ], the memory of t he zebra still in my head. I dou
expl ain t his t o Denpyut I coul d resol ve t o remain st eadfast in his abs

“I promise,” he said, hopeful.l y

Aft er he had gone, Eve cl osed her eyes and t ook a deep breat h. Wher
she opened her eyes again, she 1 ooked at me, and I coul d see t hat she ha
resol ved somet hing for hersel f as wel l.

“I insisted he doit,” she said t o me. “I think it will be good for me
wil ]l make me stronggr

That was t he first race of t he series, and t he racedigmwel 1 for
Denny, t hough it went fine for Eve, Zoé, and me. 8Mvat ched it on TYand
Denny qual ified in t he t op t hird of t he fiel d. But shortly int ot he race,
had t o pit because of a cut tire; a crew member had t r oubl e mount ing t
new wheel , and by t he t ime Denny ret urned t o t he race, he was al ap dor
and never recover ed. Went y-fourt h pl ace.

The second race came onl y a few weeks aft er t he first, and, again, Ey
Zoé, and I managed fine. F or Denny he reul t s of t he race were ver y muc
t he same as t he first: spill ed fuel that resul ted in a st op-and-gg penal
cost ing Denny a | ap. Thirtiet h pl ace.



Denny was extremel y frustrat ed.

“I 1ike t he guys,” he tol d us at dinner when he was home for a stret
“They’r e good peopl e, but t hey’re not a good pit crdlwey’r e making
mist akes, kil 1 ing our season. I fthey woul d just give me a chance t o fin
I °d finish wel 1.”

“Can’t you get a new crew?” Eve asked.

I was int he kit chen, next to t he dining room. I never stayed in t he
dining r oom when t hey at e, out of respect. No one | ikes a dog under t he
t abl e 1 ooking for crumbs when t hey’re eat ing. So I coulsé®’t hem, but I
coul d hear t hem. Denny picking up t he wooden sal ad bowl and serving
himsel f more sal ad. Zoé pushing her chicken nugget s ar ound on t he pl at

“Eat them, honey Eve said. “Dont pl ay wit h t hem.”

“I ’not t he qual it y of t he man,” Denny tried t o expl airs the fual it
of t heteam.”

“How do you fix it ?” Eve asked:“You’r e spending so much t ime away
it seems | ike a wast e. Whatt’he point of racing if you can’finish? Zoég,
you’ve onl y had t wo bit eat.”

The crunching of r omaine. Zoé dr inking fr om her sippy cup.
“Practice,” Denny said. “Pract ice, pract ice, pract ice.”
“When wil 1 you practice?”

“They want me t o go down t o I nfineon next week, work with t he Ap
Por sche peopl e. Wrk hard wit h t he pit crew t here are no mor e mist ake:
The sponsors are getting frustrated.”

Eve fell sil ent.

“Next week is your week df” she said final L.y



“I wont be gone 1 ong. Three or four days. Good sal ad. Did you make
t he dressing yoursel ?”

I coul dit’read t heir body I anguage because I coulk diée t hem, but
t here are some t hings a dog can senskension. F ear Anxiet y These st at es
of being are the resul t of a chemical rel ease inside t he human.bbldgy
are total l y physiol ogical , in ot her words. I nvol Peogl e | ike t o t hink
t hey have evol ved beyond inst inct, but in fact, t hey stil I have fightght
responses t o stimul i. And when t heir bodies respond, I can smell the
chemical rel ease from t heir pituitary gl ands. For inst ance, adr enal ine
very specific odor which is not so much smelled but tasted.I know a
person cant underst and t hat concept, but tshahé best way t o describe it
the tast e of an al kal ine on t he back of my t ongue. F rom my posit ion on
kit chen fl oorl coul d t ast e Evedr enal ine. Cl ear,Ishe had st eel ed hersel
for Denny’ racing absences; she was not prepared for his imprompt u
practices in Sonoma, and she was angry and afr aid.

I heard chair 1 egs scrape as a chair was pushed back. I heard pl at es
being st acked, fl at war e ner vousl y gat her ed.

“Eat your nuggets,” Eve said again, t his time sternly

“I m full,” Zoé decl ar ed.

“You haven’t eat en anyt hing. How can you be ful 1 ?”

“I donf Iike nuggets.”

“You’re not I eaving t he tabl e until you eat your nuggets.”

“I DON’T LI KE NUGGETS!” Zoé shrieked, and suddenl y t he worl
was a very dark pl ace.

Anxiet y Ant icipat ion. E xcit ement . Ant ipat B¢ 1 t hese emot ions have
dist inct ive smel 1, many of which wer e exuding fr om t he dining r oom at
moment .

After along sil ence, Denny said, “I ’I1 make you a hot dog.”



“No,” Eve said. “She’ll eat t he nuggets. She I ikes nugget ssghet
being difficul t. Eat !”

Anot her pause, and t hen t he sound of a chil d gagging.
Denny al most 1 aughed. “I ’11 make her a hot dog,” he said again.
“She’s going t o eat t he goddamn nugget s!” Eve shout ed.

“She doesn’t like t he nuggets.I ’11 make her a hot dog,” Denny repl
firml y

“No, you won’t ! She 1 ikes t he nugget s, shglist doing t his because
you’re here. I 'm not making a new dinner every time she decides she
doesn’t like somet hing. She asked for t he fucking nugget s, now she’ll e
t he fucking nugget s!”

Fury has a very dist inct ive smel 1, t oo.

Zoé started to crly went to the door and | ooked in. Eve was st andin;
t he head of t he t abl e, her face red and pinched. Zoé was sobbing int o her
nugget s. Denny st ood t o make himsel f seem biggkits’import ant for t he
al pha t o be biggerOft en just post uring can get a member of t he pack to
back down.

“You’re overr eact ing,” he said. “Why doh’you go 1 ie down and 1 et me
finish up here.”

“You al ways t ake her side!” E ve bar ked.
“I just want her t o have a dinner she’ll eat.”
“Fine,” Eve hissed. “I ’11 make her a hot dog, t hen.”

Eve whirl ed from t he t abl e and al most crushed me when she burst
t he kit chen. She t hrew open t he freezer door and snat ched a package of t
dogs, turned on t he faucet and hel d t he package under t he running wat er
She grabbed a knife from t he bl ock and st abbed int o t he package, and tshe
when t he evening t ur ned fr om one fil 1 ed wit hdefrt abl e gument s t o one



mar ked by undeniabl e and per manent evidence. As if t he knife had a wil 1
its own and want ed t o get invol ved in t he fracas, t he bl ade 1 eapt from t
wet , frozen package and sl iced deep and cl ean int o t he fl eshy webbing of
Eve’s 1 eft pal m, bet ween her t humb and fingers.

The knife cl at t ered in t he sink, and E ve gr abbed her hand wit h a wail
Wat ery drops of bl ood speckl ed t he backspl ash. Denny was there in a
moment wit h a dishcl ot h.

“Let me see it,” he said, peel ing t he bl ood-soaked cl ot h from her ha
which she hel d by t he wrist as if it were no 1 onger a part of her body bt
some al ien creat ure t hat had at t acked her

“We shoul d t ake you t o t he hospit al,” he said.
“No!” she bel 1 owed. “No hospit al !”
“You need st it ches,” he said, examining t he gus hing wound.

She didn’t answer immediat e] ut her eyes were fil ] edit h t ears. Not
fr om pain, but fr om fearShe was so afraid of doct ors and hospit al s. She
was afraid t hat she might go in and t hey woul d never 1 et her out.

“Pl ease,” she whispered t o Denn{yPI ease. No hospit al .”
He groaned and shook his head.
“I ’11 seeif I can close it,” he said.

Zoé st ood next t o me, sil ent, eyes wide, hol ding a chicken nugget ,
wat ching. Neit her of us knew what t o do.

“Zoé, baby,” Denny said. “Can you find t he but t er fl y cl osures for me
the hall cl oset W1 get Mommy al 1 pat ched up, okay?”

Z.0é didn’t move. How coul d she? She knew she was t he cause of
Mommy’s pain. I t was her bl ood t hat Eve was bl eeding.



“Zoé, pl ease,” Denny said, | ift ing Eve t o her feet. “Bl ue and white b
redletters. Look for the ‘B’ wdudterf 1y

Zoé headed off t o find t he box. Denny guided E ve t o t he bat hr oom an
cl osed t he dood heard Eve cry out in pain.

When Zoé r et ur ned wit h t he box of bandages, she didmknow wher e
her parents had gone, soI wal ked her t o t he bat hr oom door and bar ked
Denny opened t he door a crack and t ook t he bandages.

“Thanks, Zoé. I ’11 t ake care of Momympw. You can go pl ay or wat ch
TV.”

He cl osed t he door

Zoé | ooked at me for a moment wit h concern in her eyes, and I want
t o hel p herl wal ked t oward t he 1 iving r ommd 1 ooked back. She stil
hesitated, soI went to get. henudged her and tried again; t his t ime she
foll owed me. I sat before t he tel evision and wait ed for her toturnit c
which she did. And we wat chedKi ds Next Door And t hen Denny and E ve
appear ed.

They saw us wat ching TV t oget heand t hey seemed somehow rel ievec
They sat next t o Zoé and wat ched al ong wit h us, not saying a word. Wh
t he show was overEve pressed t he mut e but t on on t he remot e.

“The cut isnt very bad,” she said to Zoé. “I f you’re still huhgrgn
make you a hot dog....”

Z.08é shook her head.

And t hen Eve st art ed sobbing. Sit ting on t he couch, exposed to t he
worl d, she col 1 apsed int o hersel f; I coul d see hegyeimepl ode.

“I “'m so sorryshe cried.

Denny put his arm ar ound her shoul der and hel d.her



“I dont want to be like this,” she sobbed. §Inotf me. I ’'m so sor1y
don’t want to be mean. Istiot whoI am.”

Beware, I thought. The zebra hides ever ywhere.

Z.oé grabbed her mot her and hel d t ight , which unl eashed a fl ood of t
fr om bot h of t hem, and t hey wer e joined by Denpnwho hover ed over t hem
1 ike a fir efight ing hel icopt,etlumping his bucket of t ears on t he fire.

I left. Not becausel felt they want ed t heir pbildeye me. I 1 eft
because I felt that they had resol ved t heir issues and al | was good in 1
worl d.

And, al so, I was hungry

I wandered int o t he dining room and scanned t he fl oor for dropping
Ther e wasnt much. But in t he kit chen I found somet hing good. A nuggei

Zoé must have dropped it after Eve cut hersel f. I t 1 ooked | ike a fai
snack t o me, somet hing t o t ide me over until they got over t heir cuddl
moment and remembered t o feed me. I sfieif t he nugget, and I recoil ed i1
disgust.I t was bad! I farifagain. Rancid. F oul . Disease 1 aden! The
nugget s had been in t he freezer t oo 1 ong, or out of t he freezer t oo 1 ong.
bot h, I concl uded, having wit nessed what little regard people paytot
grocery sacks. This nugget —and probabl y al 1 t he ot hers on t he pl at e~
definit el y t ur ned.

I felt bad for Zoé: al 1 she’d had t o do was say t hat t he nuggetts dids
tasteright, and t his incident woul d have been avoided. But Eve woul d I
found a way t o hurt hersel f anywdy suppose. They needed t his. This
moment . [ t was important tothem as a fammty understoodthat.

I nracing, t hey say t hat your car goes where your eyes go. The drive
who cannot t ear his eyes away from t he wall as he spins out of control
meet that wall; the driver who 1 ooks down t he track as he feel s his ti1
break free wil 1 regain control of his vehicl e.



Your car goes where your eyes go. Simpl y anot her way of saying t ha
which you manifest is before you.

I know its’t rue; racing doest’l ie.



When Denny went away t he fol | owing week, we went to Esvparents’
house so t hey coul d t ake care of us. Evdiand was bandaged up, which
indicat ed t o me t hat t he cut was worse t han she had 1 et on. But it didn
sl ow her down much.

Maxwel 1 and Tish, t he Wins, 1 ived in a very fancy house on a l ge
par cel of wooded 1 and on Mercer I sl and, wit h an amazing view of L ake
Washingt on and Seat t1 e. And for having such a beaut iful placetolive,t
wer e among t he most unhappy peopl e I ’ve ever met . Not hing was good
enough for t hem. They wer e al ways compl aining about how t hings coul «
bett er or why t hings were as bad as t hey wer e. When we arrived, t hey
started in about Denny right aw#le doesnt spend enough ti me wi th Zoé.
He s negl ecti ng youral ati onshi p. Hi s dog needs a bath.ike my hygiene
had anyt hing t o do with it.

“What are you going t o do?” Maxwel 1 asked her

They wer e st anding ar ound in t he kit chen whil'eish cooked dinner
making somet hing t hat Zoé woul d inevit abl y hate. I t was a warm sprir
evening, so t he Wins wer e wearing pol o shirts wit h t heir sl acks. Maxw
and Trish wer e drinking Manhat t ans wit h cherries, Eve, a gl ass of wine
had r eject ed t he painkil 1 erfefed t o heyrwhich was | eft over from t he
her nia oper at ion Maxwel 1 had undgone a few mont hs before.



“I ’m going t o get in shape,” Eve said. “I feel fat.”

“But you’re so thin,”rish said.

“You can feel fat even if you're thin.I feel out of shape.”
“Oh.”

“I mean about Denny Maxwel |l said.

“What doI need t o do about Denny?” Eve asked.

“Somethi ng!What is he contribut ing t o your familYp2 make all t he
money!”

“He’s my husband and he% Zoé’s fat herand I 1ove him. What el se doe
he need t o cont ribut e t o our famil y?”

Maxwel | snorted and sl apped t he count efl inched.

“You’re scaring t he dog,” flish point ed out . She rarel y cal 1 ed me by
name. They do t hat in prisoner of war camps, I ’ve hear d. Deper sonal iza

“I ’m just frustrated,” Maxwell said. “I want t he best for my girl
Whenever you come t o st ay her e, §tbecause hes gone racing. I ¢ hot
good for you.”

“This season is real l y important for his cdt éeve said,t rying t o
remain st eadfast. “I wish I were abl e t o be more invol ved, but I m do
best I can, and he appreciat es t hat . What It dweed is you going aft er me
for it.”

“I ’m sorgyMaxwel 1 said, hol ding up his hands in surrendfr’'m
sorryl just want whatBest for you.”

“I knowDaddy,” E ve said, and she 1 eaned for war d and kissed his
cheek. “I want whas best for me, t 00.”



She t ook her wine out side int o t he backyard, and I 1inger ed. Maxwe.
opened t he refriger at or and ret rieved a jar of t he hot peppers he liked t
He was al ways eat ing peppers. He opened t he jar and squeezed his finger
inside, ext ract ed a 1 ong pepper oncini, and crunched int o it .

“Do you see how frail she’gotten?” Tish asked. “L ike a whippet . But
shefeel fat.”

He shook his head. “My daught erwit h a mechanic—no, not a
mechanic. A customer servi ce techni ci awher e did we go wr ong?”

“She’s al ways made her own choices,”flish said.

“But at least her choices made sense. She majored in art hisfioor y
Christs’ sake. She ends up wit h him?”

“The dog is wat ching you,” Fish said aft er a moment . “Maybe he
want s a pepper’

Maxwel Is expression changed.
“Want a treat, boy?” he asked, hol ding out a pepper oncini.

That wasnt why I had been wat ching him. I was wat ching him t o bet
gl ean t he meaning of his words. Still, I was humgr}y snféd at t he

pepper.
“They’r e good,” he prompt ed. “I mported from L’taly

I took the pepper from him and immediat el y fel t a prickl y sensat ic
my t ongue. I bit down, and a bur ning 1 iquid fil | ed my mout h. I quickl y
swal 1 owed and t hought I was done wit h t he discomfort—surel y t he a
my st omach woul d cancel out t he acid of t he pepper—but $ hahén t he
painreal l y began. My t hroat felt as if it had been scrapedMgwt omach
churned. I immediatel y 1 eft t he room and t he house. Out side t he back «
I 1apped at my bowl of wagbnt it didlittletohel p. ] made my way to
near by shrub and 1 ay down in it s shade and rest ed unt il the burning wei
away.



When t hey t ook me out t hat night +i¥h and Maxwel 1 did, as Zoé and
Eve had | ong been asl eep—t hey st ood at t he back porch and repeat ed t1
sil l y mantra, “Get budypy, get busy!” Still feel ing somewhat quedsy
vent ur ed away from t he house fart her than I usually did, crouched in n
st ance, and shat . After I did my business, I saw that my st ool was 1 o
wat eryand when I snifled at it, it was unusual l y foul -smel ling. I knew
was safe and t he ordeal had passed; still, since that time I have been w
trying new foods t hat might upset my syst em, and I have never accept ¢
food from someone I didmw’fully trust.



The weeks tripped by wit h t remendous hast e, as if digging int o t he fal 1
t he most import ant mission of al 1. There was no |l inger ing on

accompl ishment : Denny got his first vict ory in Laguna in early J une, h
pegged a podium finish—t hird pl ace—at Road At 1 ant a, and he finished
eight h in Denver That week wit h t he boys in Sonoma had wor ked out t he
kinks wit h t he crepand it was all on Denny’shoul der sAnd his shoul ders
wer e br oad.

That summeywhen we gat her ed ar ound t he dinner t abl e, t her e was
somet hing t o t al k aboutr dphies. Phot ographs. Repl ays on t el evision 1 a
at night . Suddenl y peopl e wer e hanging ar ound, coming over for dinner
Not just Mike from wor k—wher e t hey wer e happy t 0 accommodat e
Denny’s crazy schedul e—but ot hers, t oo. NASCAR vet er air IRerCope.
Mot orsports Hall of Famer Chip Hanawér wer e even int r oduced t o L uc
Pant oni, a very power ful man at Ferrari headquarters in Maranel 1,0, I 1
who was in Seat t1 e visit ing Don Kit ch beat t ] 8’ premier racing t ut.dr
never broke my rul e about t he dining room, I have t oo much int egrity f
that. But I sat uponthe threshold, I assure you. My t oenail s edged o
linesothat I coul d be that much cl oser to greatness. 1earned more
racing in t hose few weeks than I had in all my prior years of wat ching"
and t el evision; t o hear t he estimabl e Ross Bencb&sh of champions,
speak about br eat hing-breathi ngt—was absol ut el y st unning.



Zoé chat t ered away const ant hkways somet hing t o sagl ways
somet hing t o showShe woul d sit on Denny’ knee wit h her big eyes
absor bing every word of t he conver sat ion, and at an appr opr iat e momen
she woul d decl ar e some racing t rut h Denny had t aught her—“sl ow han
t he fast stfiffast hands in t he sl ow sfifor somet hing I ike t hat —and al |
t he big men woul d be suit abl y impressed. I was proud of her in t hose
moment s; since I was unabl e t o impress t he racing men wit h my own
knowl edge, t he next best t hing was t o experience it vicariously t hroug
Z.08.

Eve was happy again: she t ook what she call ed “mat ” cl asses and
gained muscl e t one, and oft en al ert ed Denny t o t he needs of her fertil e
somet imes wit h great gancy. Her heal t h had great 1y improved wit h no
expl anat ion: no mor e headaches, no mor e nausea. She cont inued t o have
troubl e wit h her injur ed hand, oddhpd somet imes she used a wrist
support to hel p her grip when cooking. Still, from what I heard in t he
bedroom 1 at e at night, her hands ret ained al 1 of t he necessary fl exibil i
suppl eness t o make Denny and hersel f very happy

Yet for every peak t here is a val 1 Benny’s next race was pivot al, as «
good finish woul d sol idify his position as rookie of t he yéam t hat race, a
Phoenix I nt er nat ional RacewdYenny got tagged in t he first turn.

This is arul e of racing: No race has ever been won in t he first corne
many have been 1 ost there.

He got caught in a bad spot. Someone tried t o 1 at e-br ake him going i
t he corner and | ocked it upifles dont work if t hey aren’rol ling. I n ful 1.
out skid, t he hard chger sl ammed int o Denny’l eft front wheel,
destroying t he cds al ignment . The t oe was skewed so badl y t hat his car
crabbed up t he track, scrubbing secondsf diis 1 ap t ime.

Al ignment, | at e-br aking, 1 ocking up, t oe-in: mer g¢gar: These are
simpl y t he t erms we use t 0 expl ain t he phenomena ar ound us. What ma
is not how precisel y we can expl ain t he event, but t he event itsel f and i
cons equence, which was t hat Denng’car was br oken. He finished t he race
but he finished DF L. Thas ‘what he cal | ed it when he t ol d me about it. #



new cat egor yTheres DNS: Did Not Start. TheseDNF : Did Not Finish.
And theres DF L.: Dead F ucking L ast.

“I t just doesn$eem faif” Eve said. “I t was t he ot her dris/daul t.”

“I fit was anybodyg’faul t,” Denny said, “it was mine for being wher e
coul d get coll ected.”

This is somet hing I ’d heard him say before: gett ing angry at anot he
driver for a driving incident is point ] eseuYeed t o wat ch t he drivers
around you, under st and t heir skil 1, confidence, and aggression I evel s, a
drive wit h t hem accor dingl iKnow who is driving next to you. Any
probl ems t hat may occur have ul t imat el y been caused by you, because
ar e responsibl e for wher e you are and what you ar e doing t here.

Still, faul t or no, Denny was crushed. Zoé was crushed. Eve was
crushed. I was decimat ed. Mhad come so cl ose t o gr eat ness eWad
smel l ed it, and it smelled like roast pig. Everybody l ikes the smell o
pig. But what is worse, smelling t he roast and not feast ing, or not smx
theroast at all?

August was hot and dyynd t he grass all ar ound t he neighbor hood w.
br own and dead. Denny spent his t ime doing mat h. By his figuring, it wa:
still possibl e for him to finishinthe top tenint he series and I ikel y w
rookie of t he yearand eit her resul t woul d assure him of get t ing anot hei
t he fol 1 owing year

We sat on t he back por ch basking in t he earl y evening sun, t he smel |
Denny’s freshl y baked oat meal cookies waft ing fr om t he kit chen. Zoé
running in t he sprinkl.eDenny massaging E ves hand gent | ygiving it 1 ife.
I was ont he deck doing my best impression of an iguana: soakingalp t he
heat I coul d t o warm my bl ood, hoping t hat if I absorbed enough, it wr
carry me t hr ough t he wint evhich woul d I ikel y be harsh, col d, dark, and
bit t eras a hot Seattl e summer usuall y port ends.

“Maybe it isnf meant t o be,” Eve said.

“I t’11 happen when it happens,” Denny t ol d her



“But you’re never here anymore when I ’m ovul at ing.”

“So come wit h me next week. Zoé will 1ove it; we’ll stay where t he
have a pool . She 1 oves anyt hing wit h a pool . And you can come tothetr
for t he race.”

“I canf gotothetrack,” Eve said. “Not ndwmean, I wishI could, I
real l y do. But I ’ve been feel ing good | gtygwknow? And...I ’m afr aid.
The track is so 1 oud and s hot, and it smel 1 s | ike rubber and gas, and t}
radio bl asts static int o my ears, and ever gosieOut ing at each ot her so
t hey can be heard. I t might give me a—I might react badlytoit.”

Denny smil ed and sighed. Even E ve cracked a smil e.
“Do you under st and?” she asked.
“I do,” Denny ans wer ed.

I did, t oo. Ever yt hing about t he t rack. The sounds, t he smellllsinv
t hr ough t he paddock and feel ing t he ergy;, t he heat of race mot ors
emanat ing from each pit . The el ect ricit y t hat rippl es up and down t he
paddock when t he announcer cal | s t he next race group t o pre-gradchhg
t he frant ic scrambl e of a st anding st art, and t hen imagining t he possibi
put t ing t oget her t he st ory of whgbing on when t he cars are out of sight
on ot her parts of t he r ade cuit until t hey come around to start/finish a
in an ent irel y dférent or derdodging and dr aft ing and making runs and
diving int o t he next turn that can fl ip ever yt hing upside down again. De
and I fed ofit; it gave us life. But I totally understood that what fil 1
wit h enegy coul d be t oxic t o someone el se, especial 1 y Eve.

“We coul d use a t ur key bast,éiDenny said, and E ve 1 aughed hard,
harder thanI ’d seen her 1augh in alongtime. “I coul d1eave you with
cupful of pot ent ial babies in t he refriger,dtlr said, and she 1 aughed even
harder I didnt get t he joke, but Eve t hought it was hysterical .

She got up and went int o t he house, r eappearing a moment 1 at er wit
turkey bast er from t he kit chen. She scrut inized it wit h a devious smil e
her fingers al ong it s 1 engt h.



“Hmm,” she said. “Maybe.”

They giggl ed t oget her and 1 ooked out tothelawn andI 1ooked wit.
t hem and we al 1 wat ched Zoé, her wet hair cl inging t o her shoul ders in
glist ening 1 ocks. Her chil dish bikini and t anned feet . Pure joy as she rar

circl es around t he sprinklleer shrieks and squeal s and 1 aughs echoing
t hrough t he Central District streets.



Your car goes where your eyes go.

We went t o Denny Cr eek, not because it was named aft er Denny—it
wasn’t —but because it was such an enjoyabl e hike, Zoé cl umping al ong
her first pair of whfe st ompers, me cut 1oose of my | eash. Summer in t1]
Cascades is al ways pl easant, cool under t he canopy of cedars and al der
beat en pat h packed down, making 1 ong st rides easyf ohe beat en pat h—
wher e dogs prefer—a soft and spongy bed of fal I en needl es t hat rot an
feed the trees with a st eady trickl e of nutrients. And t he smel 1 !

The smel 1 woul d have given me an erectionif I ’dstill had testicl e
Richness and fert il it@rowt h and deat h and food and decayWait ing. J ust
wait ing for someone t o smell it, lingering cl ose to t he ground in 1 ayer
dist inct scemwit h it s own ar omat ic weight , it s own pl ace. A good nose 1
mine can separ at e each odarident ify enjoy. I rarel ylet mysel f go,
practicing t o be restrained 1 ike men are, but t hat sumomider ing t he
joy of al 1 that we had, Denng/success and Zo& exuber ance and even E ve,
who was light and free, I ran through t hose woods t hat day wilk#l
cr azy dog, diving t hr ough t he bushes, over t he fal l en t rees, giving gent .
chase t o chipmunks, barking at t he jays, rolling over and scrat ching my
back on t he sticks and 1 eaves and needl es and eart h.



We made our way al ong t he pat h, up t he hil 1 s and down, over t he ro:
and past t he rock out croppings, event ual l y arriving at t he Slippery Sl
they are cal |l ed, where t he creek runs over a series of broad, fl at rocks
pool ing at some point s, st reaming at ot hers. Chil dren 1 ove t he Sl ipper
Sl abs as they slide and sl ice t hrough t he sl uices and sl at e. And so we
arrived and I drank t he wateol d and fresh, the l ast of t hat j®amow
mel t. Zoé and Denny and Eve stripped down t o t heir swimsuit s and bat
gent ]y in t he wat ers. Zoé was ol d enough t o safel y navigat e parts hers
and Denny t ook t he | ower and E ve t ook t he upper and t hey sl id Zoé dow
t he st ream of wat,df ve giving a push and Zoé sl ipping down. The r ocks
had t ract ion when d; yput when wet, t here was a fil m on t hem t hat made
t hem quit e sl ick. Down she woul d go, squeal ing and squir ming, spl as hii
int o t he frigid pool at Denmsyfeet ; he woul d snat ch her up and whisk her
back t o Eve, who woul d sl ide her down again. And again.

Peopl e, 1 ike dogs, | ove repet ition. Chasing a bal 1, | apping a course i
race cas sl iding down a sl ide. Because as much as each incident is simil a
so it is differ ent . Denny rushed up t he sl ab and handedf dfoé. He r et ur ned
t o his spot by t he pool . Eve ]l owered Zoé int o t he wat er; she screamed
fl ung hersel f in pl ayl id down t he sl ab t o be caught by Denny again.

Unt il once. Eve dipped Zoé int o t he wat bt inst ead of screaming anc
spl ashing, Zoé suddenl y pul 1 ed her t oes from t he icy wapeet t ing Eve’
bal ance. Eve shift ed her weight and somehow managed t o rel ease Zoé
safel y ont o t he dry rock, but her move was t oo abrupt, t oo sudden—an
over correct ion. Her foot t ouched t he creek, and she didwal ize how
slippery those rocks were, slippery sl abs 1ike gl ass.

Her 1egs went out from under neat h.Hslre r eached out, but her hand
grasped onl y t he air; her fist cl osed, emptey head hit t he rock with a
1 oud crack and bounced. I t hit and bounced and hit again, 1 ike a rubber bt

We st ood, it seemed | ike for a |l ong t ime, wait ing t 0 see what was g¢
t o happen. Eve 1 ay unmoving, and t her e was Zoé, again t he cause, not
knowing what t o do. She | ooked at her fat hetho quickl y bounded up t o
t hem bot h.

“Are you okay?”



Eve bl inked har d, painful 1 Yher e was bl ood in her mout h.
“I bit my t ongue,” she said woozil y

“How’s your head?” Denny asked.

“—Hurts.”

“Can you make it back t ot he car?”

Wit h me in t he 1 ead her ding Zoé, Denny st eer ed E ve. She wasn’
st aggering, but she was 1l ost, and who knows wher e she woul d have end
up if someone hadn’t been wit h herl t was earl y evening when we got to
hospital in Bel 1 evue.

“You probabl y have a minor concussion,” Denny said. “But t hey shot
check it out.”

“I ’m okay’ Eve repeat ed over and oveBut cl earl y she wagnokay
She was dazed and sl urring her words and she kept noddingmit Denny
woul d wake her up, saying somet hing about not fal 1 ing asl eep when you
have a concussion.

They al 1l went inside and 1 eft me in t he car wit h t he windows open a
crack. I settled into t he pocketlike passenger seat of D&MW 3.0 CSi
and for ced mysel fto sl eep; when 1 sleep, I tdfeel the @e t o urinate
nearly as badl y as when I am awake.



I n Mongol ia, when a dog dies, he is buried high in t he hil 1 s so peopl e
cannot wal k on his grave. The dog’mast er whispers int o t he dogar his
wishes t hat the dog will return as a man in his next Iife. Then his t ail |
off and put beneat h his head, and a piece of meat or fat is pl aced in his
mout h t o sust ain his soul on its journey; before he is reincar nat ed, t ke
soul is freedtotravel theland, torunacross the high desert plains fc
1 ong as it woul d I ike.

I learnedthat from a program on t he Nat ional Geographic Channel
bel ieve it is true. Not all dogs return as men, t hey say; onl y t hose wh
r eady.

[ am ready



I t was hours befor e Denny ret urned, and he ret urned al one. He 1 et me
and I barely coul d scrambl e from t he seat befor e unl eashing a t orrent
urine on t he 1 amppost in front of me.

“Sorryboy,” he said. “I didrt’ foget about you.”

When I had finished, he opened a package of peanut butter sandwich
crackers he must have got t en from a vending machine. I 1ove t hose cra
the best. Istthe salt and t he but ter in t he crackers mixed wit h t he fat i
peanuts. I triedto eat sl gsdworing each bite, but I was t oo hungry anc
swal l owed t hem so quickl y I barel y got totastethem. What a shame
wast e somet hing so wonder ful on a dog. Somet imes I hate what I am s
much.

We sat on t he berm for quite along time, not speakingngt hing. He
seemed upset, and when he was upset, I knew the best thing I coul d do
be avail abl e for him. So I 1ay next to him and wait ed.

Parking 1 ot s are weird pl aces. Peopl e 1 ove t heir cars so much when
ar e moving, but t hey hurry away from t hem so quickl y when t hey st op
moving. Peopl e are l oat h t o sit in a parked car for 1 ong. They are afraid
someone might judge t hem for it, I think. The onl y peopl e who sit in pa
cars are pol ice and st al kers, and somet imes t axi drivers on a br eak, but



usual l y onl y when t hey’re eat ing. Wher eas me, I can sit in a par ked car
hour s and nobody t hinks to ask. Odd.I coul d be a st al ker dog, and t hen
what woul d happen? But in t hat hospital parkinglot, withits very ble
bl ackt op, warm 1 ike a sweat er just removed, and it s very whit e white |
paint ed wit h swgical care, peopl e parked t heir cars amsh fr om t hem.
Sprint ed int o t he buil ding. Or scurried out of t he buil ding and int o t hei
cars, quick t o drive away wit h no mirror adjust ment, no assessment of
gauges, | ike a get away car

Denny and I sat at 1ength and wat ched t hem, t he comers and goers,
did not hing mor e t han br eat he; we did not need conversationto
communicat e wit h each ot herAft er a whil e, a car pul 1 ed int o t he par king
l ot and parked near us. I t was beaut iful , a 1974 Al fa Romeo GTV in pir
green wit h a fact ory-inst al | ed fabric sunroof, in mint condit ion. Mike g
out sl owl y and wal ked t oward us.

I greeted him, and he gave me a per funct ory pat on héad. He
cont inued over t o Denny and sat down in my spot ontheberm.I triedt
must er some joy because t he mood was definit el y down, but Mike pushe
me away when I went t o nuzzl e him.

“I appreciat e t his, Mike,” Denny said.
“Hey, man, no probl em. What about Zoé&?”
“Eve’s dad t ook her t o their house and put her to bed.”

Mike nodded. The crickets were 1 ouder t han t he ficdf om t he near by
I nterstat e 405, but not by muck.IWét ened t o t hem, a concert of cricket
wind, 1 eaves, cars, and fans on t he roof of t he hospit al buil ding.

Heres why I will be a good person. Because I listen.I cannot spe:
I listenvery well.I never interrupt, I never defl ect the course of t}
conver sat ion wit h a comment of my own. Peopl e, if you pay at tention t c
t hem, change t he dir ect ion of one anot Herconver sat ions const ant1 ¥’
1 ike having a passenger in your car who suddenl y grabs t he st eering wh
and turns you down a side street. For inst ance, if we met at a party anc
wantedtotell youastoryabout the timel neededto get asoccer bal



neighbor’s yard but his dog chased me and I had t o jump int 0 a swimmin
pool toescape, and I began telling t he styorty hearing t he wor ds
“soccer ” and “neighbor ” in t he same sent ence, might int errupt and ment
t hat your chil dhood neighbor was Pel é, t he famous soccer p] apdrl
might be courteous and sapidn’t he pl ay for t he Cosmos of Newoivk?
Did you grow up in New Yor k? And you might reply t hat, no, ygnew up
in Brazil onthe streets afd Coracoes with Pel é, and I might, day

t hought you wer e froméfinessee, and you might say not original hyd

t hen go on t 0 out ] ine your geneal ogy at 1 engt h. So my initial conversat
gambit —t hat I had a funny st ory about being chased by my neightbdong
—wouldbetotallylost, and onl y because youhadtotell meall abou
Learntdistehl beg of you. Pret end you are a dog 1 ike me and listento
ot her peopl e rat her than steal their stories.

I listened that night and I heard.
“How | ong wil | t hey keep her ?” Mike as ked.

“They might not even do a biopsyThey might just go in and get it.
Mal ignant or not, & 3till causing probl ems. The headaches, t he nausea,
mood swings.”

“Real 1 y Mike deadpanned. “Mood swings? Maybemy wife has a
t umor”

I t was ajoke line, a t hrowawbyut Denny didnt have a sense of humor
t hat night . He said sharpI‘Y 5’not a t umgrMike. I 5’amass. I t’not a
tumor until theytest it.”

“Sorry” Mike said. “I was...SorryHe grabbed me by t he scrifand
gave me a shake. “Real 1 y rough,” he said. “I ’d be fr eaking out right now
wer e you.”

Denny stood up tall. For him. He was®a’tal 1 gu¥e was a Formul a
One guy. Wel 1 proportioned and power ful , but scal ed down. A fl yweigh

“I am fr eaking out ,” he said.



Mike nodded t hought ful 1 y

“You don’t lookit.I guess thawvhy you’re such a good drivef he
said, and I 1ooked at him quicklFhat was just what I was t hinking.

“You don’t mind st opping by my pl ace and get t ing his $?1if
Denny t ook out his key ring, picked t hr ough t he bundl e.

“The food is in t he pant r.yGive him a cup and a hal f. He get s t hree of
t hose chicken cookies befor e he goes t o bed—t ake his bedsiiri t he
bedr oom. And t ake his dog. J ust sdWhere’ your dog?’ and he’ll find it,
somet imes he hides it.”

He found t he house key and hel d it out for Mike, I et t ing t he ot her k
dangl e.

“I t’t he same for bot h 1 ocksh® said.

“We’l 1l be fine,” Mike said. “Do you want me t o bring you some
cl ot hes?”

“No,” Denny said. “I ’11 go back in t he mor ning and pack a bag if we’r
st aying.”

“You want me t o bring t hese back?”

“l have Eve inside.”

No words, t hen, just crickets, wind, ficaffans bl owing on t he r oof, a
dist ant siren.

“You don’t have t o keep it inside,” Mike said. ‘6Yi can 1 et go. W’re in
a parking 1 ot .”

Denny | ooked down at his shoes, t he same ol d t hree-quart er boot s |
1 iked t o hike in; he want ed a new pajil knew because he’d t ol d me, but he
didn’t want t o spend t money he said, and I t hink he hel d out hope t hat
someone woul d give him a pair of boot s for a birt hday or Christ mas or



somet hing. But no one ever did. He had a hundr ed pair of driving gl oves,
but no one ever t hought t o give him a new pair of hiking boot ¢ i bten

He | ooked up at Mike.

“This is why she didnf want to go t ot he hospit al .”

“What ?” Mike asked.

“This is what she was afraid of.”

Mike nodded, but cl early he didn’under st and what Denny was saying
“What about your race next week?” he asked.

“I ’11 call J onny tomorrow andtell him I m out for the season,”
said. “I have t o bhere.”

Mike t ook me t o our house t o get my t hings. I was humil iat ed wher
said, “Wher e$ your dog?” I didm’want t o admit that I still slept witl
stufed animal . But I did. I 1oved that dog, and Denny was right, I did
during t he day because I didn’want Zoé t o assimil at e it int o her col 1 ec
and al so because when peopl e saw it t hey wanted t o pl ay t ug and I tdidr
1 ike t ugging wit h my dog. And al so, I was afraid of t he virus t hat had
possessed t he zebra.

But I got my dog out of his hiding spot under t he sofa and we cl imb
back int o Mike$ Al fa and went t o his house. His wife, who wasreal l y a
wife but a man who was wife-1 ike, asked how it al ] went and Mike brush
him off right away and pour ed himsel f a dr ink.

“That guy is bottled so tight,” Mike said. ‘Hgdnna have an aneurism
or somet hing.”

Mike’s wife picked up my dog t hat I had dropped on t he fl.oor

“We have t o t ake t his, t 00?” he asked.



“List en,” Mike sighed, “ever yone needs a security bl anket . Wshat ’
wrong wit h t hat ?”

“I t stinks,” MikeWwife said. “I ’11 wash it.”

And he put it in t he washing machine! My dog! He t ook t he first t oy
t hat Denny ever gave me and st uck it int o t he washing machine...with
soap! I coul dn’bel ieve it.I was stunned. No one had ever handl ed my d
in such a way!

I wat ched t hr ough t he gl ass window of t he machine as it spun ar ou
and around, sl oshing wit h t he suds, I wat cheAnd.t hey 1 aughed at me.
Not meanl yThey t hought I was a dumb dog—al |l peopl e do. They 1 augh
and I wat ched and when it came out, t hey put it in t he dryer with a t ow
and I wait ed. And when it was drtyhey t ook it out and gave it t o mernl,
Mike’s wife, t ook it out and it was warm, and he handed it t o me and sai
“Much bet t erright ?”

I wantedtohate himthen.I wantedtohatetheworld.I wantedt
my own dog, a goofy st ufed animal t hat Denny gave me when I was just
puppy. I was so angry wit h how our famil y had been suddenl y t orn apar
Z.oé st uck wit h t hewins, Eve sick in a hospit al , me shut t | eflldke a
foster chil d. And now my dog, washed cl ean of smell.I wanted to pust
ever yone away and go | ive by mysel f wit h my ancest arst he high desert
pl ains of Mongol ia and guard t he sheep and t he ewes fr om t he wol ves.

When Tony handed me my dog, I took it in my mout h out of respect.
t ook it t o my bed because t hatwhat Denny woul d have want ed me t o do.
AndI curledup withit.

And the irony? I liked it.

I 1iked my stfiefd dog bett er cl ean t han smelwhich was somet hing I
never woul d have imagined, but which gave me somet hing I coul d hol d «
t 0. Some bel ief t hat t he cent er of our famil y coul d not be fract ured by
chance occurrence, an accident al washing, an unexpect ed il I ness. Deep i
t he kernel of our famil y exist ed a bond; Deniyé, E ve, me, and even my



st ufed dog. However t hings might change ar ound us, we woul d al ways b
t oget her



I was not privy t o much, being a dog. I was not al l owed int o t he hos pi
hear t he hushed conversat ions, t he diagnosis, t he prognosis, t he anal ys
wit ness t he doct or wit h t he bl ue hat and bl ue gown whispering his

mis givings, reveal ing t he cl ues t hey al 1 shoul d have seen, unravel ing t
myst eries of t he brain. No one confided in me. I was never consul t ed.
Not hing was expect ed of me except that I do my business out side when
called upontodoso, and that I stop barking whentoldto stop barkin

Eve stayed in t he hospit al for alongtimeeM. Because t here was sc
much for Denny t o do, caring for bot h me and Zoég, as wel ]l as visiting E
in t he hospit al whenever possibl e, he decided t hat t he best pl an was to
impl ement atempl asgst em, rat her t han our usual spont aneous way of
1 iving. Wher eas befor e, he and E ve somet imes t ook Zoé t o dinner at a
rest aur ant, wit hout Eve, we al ways at e at home. Wher eas befor e, Denn
somet imes fed Zoé br eakfast at a e shop, wit hout Eve, br eakfast was
al ways eat en at home. The days consist ed of a series of regiment ed ever
Z0é at e her cereal whil e Denny made her a sack 1 unch consist ing of a
peanut but t er and banana sandwich on whol e gr ain br ead, pot at o chips, t
good cookies, and a smal I bott1 e of watleenny t hen dr opped Zoé at her
summer camp, and cont inued on t o wor k. At t he end of t he wor kdagnny
retrieved Zoé from camp and r et ur ned home t o cook dinner whil e Zoé
wat ched cart oons. Aft er dinpddenny gave me my food and t hen t ook Zoé



to visit Eve. L at,arhey ret urned, Denny bat hed Zoé, r ead her a st ang

t ucked her int o bed. Denny t hen at t ended t o what ever t asks needed

at t ending, such as paying bil 1 s oigaing wit h t he heal t h insur ance
company about cost overruns and payment schedul es and so fort h.
Weekends were spent l1gel y at the hospital.I t was not a very col or ful
to live. But it wasfefient. And considering t he seriousness of Esve’

il 1 ness, éfcient was t he best we coul d expect . My wal ks wer e infr equen
my trips to the dog park nonexistent. Little attention was paid t o me
Denny or Zoé. But I was ready t o make t hat sacrifice in t he int erest of
wel | -being and t o preser ve t he famil y dynamic. I vowed not t o be a squ
wheel in any way

After t wo weeks of t his pat t ern, Maxwel | andhllofered t o keep Zoé
for a weekend, so as t o &brd Denny a bit of a respit e. They t ol d him he
1 ooked sickl yt hat he shoul d t ake a vacat ion fr om his t roubl es, and E ve
agreed. “I dort’ want t o see you t his weekend,” she said t o him, at 1 east
t hats what he t ol d Zoé and me. Denny was ambival ent about t he idea, I
could tell as he packed Zsébver night bag. He was hesitant tolet Zoé g
But he did 1l et her go, and t hen he and I were al Amel it fel t very strang

We did al 1 the t hings we used t o doeWent jogging. We or der ed
del ivery pizza for 1 unch. Wspent t he aft er noon wat ching t he fant ast ic
movie L e Mans in which St eve McQueen endur es t ragedy and pain in t he
ul timat e t est of courage and personal fort it uwledivched one of Denny}
t apes feat uring an onboar d view of t he grand Niirguing r acet r ack in
Ger many; fil med in t he t rack’heyday when t he 1 ikes of J ackie St ewart a
J im Cl ark raced it s 1 engt hy t went y-t wo-kil griiéd-erur nNordschl ei f,@r
Nort hern L oop. Aft er t hat, Denny t ook me t o t he Bl ue Dog Park t hat -
few bl ocks away and he t hrew t he bal I for me. But even for t hat vent ur
our eneigy was wrong; a dog wit h dar kness about him got aft er me and w
at my t hroat wit h bared t eeth everywhere I moved, sol c¢onédnieve th
t ennis bal I but was forced t o st ay cl ose by Denmsiyfe.

[t all felt wrong. The absence of Eve and Zoé was wrong. There wa
somet hing missing in ever yt hing we did. Aft er we had bot h eat en dipner
we sat t oget her in t he kit chen, fidget ing. Ther e was not hing for us t o di



fidget . Becaus e whil eve wer e going t hr ough t he mot ions, doing what we
al ways used t o do, t her e was no joy in it what soever

Final 1,yDenny st ood. He t ook me out side, and I urinat ed for him. He
gave me my usual bedt ime cookies, and t hen he said t o me, 6Ybe good.”

He said, “I have t o go see hér
I followed himtothe door;I wantedto go sgeder

“No,” he said t o me. “Yu st ay here. They wort’ l et you int o t he
hospit al .”

I understood; I went tomy bed and | ay down.
“Thanks, Enzo,” he said. And t hen he ] eft .

He ret urned a few hours 1 af & t he dar kness, and he sil ent 1 y cl imbec
int o his bed wit h a shiver before t he sheets got warm. I 1ift ed my head
he saw me.

“She’s going t o be okay” he said t o me. “Shes going t o be okay”



She made me wear t he bumbl ebee wings she had worn t he previous

Hal 1 oween. She dressed hersel f in her pink bal 1 et out fit withthe tull
and t he l eot ard and st ockings eWent out int o t he backyard and ran
around t oget her unt il her pink feet were st ained wit h dirt.

Zoé and me, pl aying in t he backyard on a sunny aft ernoon. I t was th
Tuesday aft er her weekend wit h Maxwel 1 dfidish, and by t hen she had
thankfully l ost the sour vinegar smell that clung to her whenever shi
time at t heWins’house. Denny had | eft work earl y and picked up Zoé so
t hey coul d go shopping for new sneakers and socks. When t hey got homu
Denny cl eaned t he house whil e Zoé and I pl ayede Wanced and | aughed
and ran and pr et ended we wer e angel s.

She cal | ed me over to t he corner of t he yard by t he spigot. On t he v
chips 1 ay one of her Barbie dol I s. She kneel ed down before it.

“You’re going t o be okay’ she said to the dol 1. “Ever yt hing is going"
be okay.”

She unfol ded a dishcl ot h t hat she’d brought from t he house. I nthe
dishcl ot h wer e scissors, a Shar pie pen, and masking t ape. She pul Ifechef
dol 1S head. She t ook t he kit chen scissors and cuf Bfir bie$ hair, down t o



t he pl astic nub. She then drew aline on t he doskul 1, all t he whil e
whisper ing soft | {/E ver yt hing’ going t o be okay”

When she was done, she t or e éfa piece of masking t ape and put it on
t he dol k’head. She pressed t he head back ont o t he neck st ub and I aid t h
dol1 down. Wbot h stared at it .Mdoment of sil ence.

“Now she can go t o heaven,” Zoé said t o me. “And I ’11 live with
Grandma and Grandpa.”

I was disheart ened. Cl eartlhe weekend of r es pit e Maxwel I and iFh
had offer ed Denny was a fal se one. I had no cl ear evidence, and yet 1 co
sense it. For t hewlins, it had been a wor king weekend, an dort t o
est abl ish an agenda. They wer e al ready sowing t he seeds of t heir,story
spinning t he yar n of t heir propaganda, prophesying a fut ure t hey hoped
woul d come t rue.



Soon, L.abor Day weekend came, and aft er t hat, Zoé was enrol I ed in schu
“Real school,” as she call ed it . Kinghart en. And she was so excited t o gc
She picked out her cl ot hes t he night before her firstbaddy -bot t om jeans
and sneakers and a bright yel 1 ow bl ouse. She had her backpack, her I unc
box, her pencil case, her not ebook. Wh great cer emopPenny and I

wal ked wit h her a bl ock from our house t o t he corner of Mart in L ut hei
J rWay, and we wait ed for t he bus t hat woul d t ake her t o her new

el ement ar y school . Wvait ed wit h a few ot her kids and parents from t he
neighbor hood.

When t he bus trundl ed over the hill, we were all so excit ed.
“Kiss me now” she said t o Denny

“Now?”

“Not when t he bus is here.I domwant J essieto see.”

J essie was her best friend from preschool , who was going t o be in t
same kindergart en cl ass.

Denny obl iged and kissed her before t he bus had st opped.



“After school, you go t o Ext ended Dahe said. “L ike we pract iced
yest er day at orient at ion. Remember ?”

“Daddy!” she scol ded.

“I ’11 pick you up aft er Ext ended D¥gu wait in t he cl assroom, and I
come and get you.”

“Daddy!”

She made a st ern face at him, and for a second I coul d have sworn sl
was Eve. The fl ashing eyes. The fl ared nostril s. The bal anced st ance an
arms akimbo, t he head cocked, ready for bat t1e. She quickl y t urned and
cl imbed ont o t he bus, and as she wal ked down t he aisl e, she t urned and
waved at us bot h before she t ook her seat next to her friend.

The bus pul 1 ed away and headed for school .
“Your first ?” anot her fat her asked Denny
“Yeah,” Denny repl ied. “My onl.yYou?”

“My t hird,” t he man said. “But t hex @0t hing 1 ike your first. They
grow up so fast.”

“That t hey do,” Denny said wit h a smil e; we t ur ned and wal ked homi



Ever yt hing t hey said made sense, but none of it added up properl y in mjy
mind. I t was an evening on which Denny t ook me al ong t o t he hospit al 1
visit Eve, though I didnget to goinside. After the visit, Zoé and I wait
in t he car whil e Maxwel 1 and'Kh joined Denny for a confer ence on t he
pavement . Zoé was immer sed in a book of mazes, somet hing she 1 oved t ¢
do; I listened carefullytothe conversation. Maxwel kisiddid al 1 of t h
t al king.

“Of course, there has t o be a nurse on duayound t he cl ock.”
“They wor k in shift s—”

“They work in shift s, but still, t he one on dut y t akes breaks.”
“So someone needs t o be t here t o hel p.”

“And since we’r e al ways ar ound.”

“We have nowhere to go—"

“And you have t o work.”

“So it § best.”



“Yes, it$ best.”

Denny nodded wit hout convict ion. He got int o t he cand we drove
off.

“When’s Mommy coming home?” Zoé asked.
“Soon,” Denny said.

We wer e crossing t he fl oat ing bridge, t he one Zoé usedto call the ¢
90,” when she was younger

“Mommy’s going t o stay wit h Grandma and Gr andpa for a whil e,”
Denny said. “Unt il she feel s bet.tles t hat okay wit h you?”

“lI guess,” Zoé said. “Why?”
“T t’11 be easier for—” He brokfe ¢f t ’11 be eas.iér

A few days 1 at ¢ra Sat urdayZoé, Denny, and I went t o Maxwel | and
Trish$ house. A bed had been set up in t he 1 iving r oom. A geihos pit al
bed t hat moved up and down and til t ed and did al 1 sorts of t hings by
t ouching a remot e control , and t hat had a br oad foot board from which I
a cl ipboard, and t hat came st ocked with a nurse, a crinkl y ol der woman
had a voice t hat sounded 1 ike she was singing whenever she spoke and wi
didn’t 1ike dogs, t hough I had no object ion t 0 her what soévermediat el y
the nursestarted fretting about men¥ dismay, Maxwel l concurr ednd
Denny was preoccupied, so I was shoved out side int o t he backyar d;

t hankful 1,yZ0é came t o my r es cue.

“Mommy’s coming!” Zoé t ol d me.

She was very excit ed and wor e t he madras dress t hat she | iked beca
it was soprettand I found her excit ement infectious so I joined in witt
I embraced t he fest ivjay eal homecoming. Zoé and I pl ayed; she t hrew
ball for me and I did tricks for, had we rol 1 ed t oget her in t he grass. I
was a wonder ful dayt he famil y al ]l t oget her again. I t fel t very special



“She’s here!” Denny cal | ed from t he back dg@nd Zoé and I rushed t«
see; this time I was all owed inside. E wedt her ent ered t he house first,
fol 1 owed by a man in bl ue sl acks and a yel  ow shirt with alogo on it w
wheel ed in a whit e figur e wit h dead eyes, a mannequin in sl ippers. Maxw
and Denny 1 ift ed t he figur e and pl aced it in t he bed and t he nurse t uckec
in and Zoé said, “Hi, Mommy,” and al | t his happened before it even ent er
my consciousness that this strange figure was not a dumaotya mock-up
used for practice, but Eve.

Her head was covered wit h a st ocking cap. Her cheeks wer e sunken, |
skin, sal 1 owShe 1 ift ed her head and 1 ooked ar ound.

“I feel like a Christmas tree,” she said. “I nthe living r oom, every
st anding ar ound me expect ing somet hing. I doinave any presents.”

Uncomfort abl e chuckl es from t he onl ookers.
And t hen she 1 ooked at me directly
“Enzo,” she said. “Come here.”

I wagged my tail and appr oached caut iousl yhadnt seen her since she
went int ot he hospital, and I wasprepared for what I sdw seemedto
me t he hospit al had made her much sicker t han she real 1 y was.

“He doesn’t know what t o t hink,” Denny said for me.
“I 5’ okay, Enzo,” she said.

She dangl ed her hand of t he side of t he bed, and I bumped it wit h my
nose. I didit’ like any of t his, all t he new furnit ure, Eve 1 ooking |1 imp a
sad, peopl e st anding ar ound | ike Christ mas wit hout t he present s. Non
seemed right . So even t hough ever yone was st aring at me, I fkbddibver tc
Z.oé and st ood behind herl ooking out t he windows int o t he backyard,
which was dappl ed wit h sunl ight .

“I think I ’vefehded him by being sick,” she said.



That was not what I meant at all. My feel ings wer e so compl icat e
have difficul t y expl aining t hem wit h any cl arit y even t paftyer I have
lived t hrough it and had time to refl ect uponit. All I coul d do was mc
her bedside and 1 ie down befor e her 1ike a rug.

“I dont 1ike seeing me 1ike t his eit Jfeshe said.

The aft ernoon was int er minabl e. Final 1 y t he dinner hour came, and
Maxwel |, Tish, and Denny pour ed t hemsel ves cockt ail s and t he mood
1 ift ed dr amat ical. 1An ol d phot o al bum of Eve as a chil d was t aken out
from hiding and ever yone 1 aughed whil e t he smel 1 of garlic and oil fl oa
fr omt he kit chen wher e lish cooked t he food. Eve t ook bher cap and we
mar vel ed at her shaved head and gr ot esque scars. She showered with tt
hel p of t he nurse, and when she emged fr om t he bat hr oom in one of her
own dresses and not t he hospital gown and r obe, she | ooked al most noi
t hough t her e was a dar kness behind her eyes, a 1 ook of resignat ion. She
tried t o read Zoé a book, but she said she coultdidcus wel 1 enough, so
Zoé tried her best toreadto Eve, and her best was fairl y good. I wand
int o t he kit chen, wher e Denny was again confer encing withish and
Maxwel 1 .

“We real ly think Zoé shoul d st ay wit h us,” Maxwel | said, “until ...
“Until ...” Tish echoed, st anding at t he st ove wit h her back t o us.

So much of 1 anguage is unspoken. So much of I anguage is comprised ¢
1 ooks and gest ures and sounds t hat are not words. Peopl e ar e ignor ant
vast compl exit y of t heir own communicat iom.igh$ robot ic r epeat ing of
t he singl e word “unt il ” reveal ed ever yt hing about her st at e of mind.

“Unt ilwhat?” Denny demanded. I coul d hear t he irrit at ion in his voi
“How do you know what % going t o happen? Yu’r e condemning her to
somet hing befor e you even know’

Trish dropped her frying pan ont o t he burner withaloud clatter an
began t o sob. Maxwel | wrapped his arms around her and envel oped her
his embr ace. He 1 ooked over at Denny



“Pl ease, Denny We have t o face t he real it y of it . Thect or said sixto
eight mont hs. He was quit e definit e.”

Trish pul 1 ed away fr om him and st eadied hersel f,fedifn her tears.
“My baby,” she whis per ed.

“Zoé is just a chil d,” Maxwel I cont inued. “This is val uabl e t ime—t
onl ytime she has t o spend with Eve. I d¢aivhagi ne—1 cant bel i eve for a
second—t hat you woul d possibl y object .”

“You’re such a caring person,Trish added.

I couldseethat Denny was st uck. He had agreed t o have Eve stay v
Maxwel | and Tish, and now t hey want ed Zoé, t oo. I f he object ed, he wot
be keeping a mot her and a daught er apart.I f he accept ed t heir proposal
woul d be pushed t o t he peripherlye woul d become an out sider in his own
famil y

“I understand what you’re saying—" Denny said.

“We knew you woul d,” Tish int errupt ed.

“But 1’11 havetotal kto Zoé about it t o see what she wants.”
Trish and Maxwel 1 1 ooked at each ot her uneasil y

“You can’t seriously consider asking alittle girl what she wants,”
Maxwel ]l snorted. “Shefi vefor Gods sake! She cant —”

“I ’11 talkto Zoé t o see what she wants,” Denny repeat ed firml y

Aft er dinnerhe t ook Zoé int o t he backyard, and t hey sat t oget her on
terrace steps.

“Mommy woul d | ike it if you st ayed her e wit h her and Grandma and
Grandpa,” he said. “What do you t hink about t hat ?”

She t urned it over in her head.



“What doyou t hink about it ?” she asked.

“Wel 1,” Denny said, “I think maybesit he best t hing. Mommy has
missed you so much, and she want s t o spend more time with you. I t wo
just be for alittle whil e. Untilsstet’t er and can come home.”

“Oh,” Zoé said. “I still get to take the bus to school ?”

“Wel 1,” Denny said, t hinking. “Probabl y not . Not for a whil e. Grand
or Grandpa will drive you t o school and pick you up, I think. When
Mommy feel s bet t eyou bot h wil 1 come home, t hen you can t ake t he bus
again.”

“Oh.’)

“I ’11 come and visit every da¥enny said. “And we’l 1l spend
weekends t oget herand somet imes you’ll stay wit h me, t oo. But Momm
real l y want s you wit h lér

Z.0é nodded somber 1y
“Grandma and Grandpa real |l y want me, t 00,” she said.

Denny was cl earl y upset, but he was hiding it in a way that I thoug
little kids didnuinder st and. But Zoé was very smart, | ike her fdfken
at five years ol d, she under st ood.

“I 5’ okay, Daddy,” she said. “I know you wort’ 1 eave me her e for evét

He smil ed at her and t ook her 1ittl e-kid hand and hel d it in his own
kissed her on t he for ehead.

“I promisel will never do that,” he said.

I t was agreed t hen, per haps t o neit her of t heir sat isfaction, t hat s
woul d st ay

I marvel ed at t hem bot h; howfitifil t it must beto be aperson. T
const ant ]y subvert your desireswbrry about doing t he right t hing, rat



t han doing what is most expedient . At t hat moment , honekthad gr ave
doubt s as to my abil ity to interact onsuchalevel.I wonderedif I cor
become t he human I hoped t o be.

As t he night wound down, I found Denny sit t ing in t hefetufhair
next to Eve’ bed, ner vousl y t apping his hand against his 1 eg.

“This is crazy’ Denny said. “I ’'m going t o st,ayoo. 1 ’11 sl eep on the
couch.”

“No, Denny,” Eve said. “You’l | be so uncomfort abl e—”
“I ’ve sl ept on pl enty of couches in my | ifs. finé.”
“Denny, pl ease—"

Ther e was somet hing about t he t one of her voice, somet hing pl eadin
her eyes, t hat made him st op.

“Pl ease go home,” she said.
He scrat ched t he back of his neck and | ooked down.

“Zoé is here,” he said. “Yur fol ks are here.dxi’ve t ol d me you want
Enzo t o st ay wit h you t onight . But you send me away? What did I do?”

She sighed deepl y She was very tired and seemed | ike she hadnt he
energy t o expl ain it to DennBut she tried.

“Zoé won’t remembej)” she said. “I don’ car e what mparent s t hink.
And Enzo—wel 1, Enzo underst ands. But I devdntyou t o see me 1 ike
t his.”

“Like what ?”

“L ook at me,” she said. “My head is shaved. My face 1 ooks ol d. My
breath smells likeI 'mrotting inside. I *'m ugl y—”



“I dont care what you l ook | ike,” he said. “I see you.I see who you
reallyare.”

“I care what I 100k 1ike,” she said, trying t o muster her ol d Eve sn
“When 1 1ook at you, I see my refl ection in your eyes. I damt to be
ugl y in front of you.”

Denny t urned away as if t o shiel d his eyes from e if t o t ake away
the mirrors. He 1 ooked out t he window int o t he backyar d, which was 1 i
wit h light s al ong t he pasietdge and more light s t hat wer e suspended in
the trees, il ] uminat ing our lives. Out t here, beyond t he 1 ight, was t he
unknown. Ever yt hing t hat wasmnus.

“I ’11 pack Zo&’t hings and come back in t he mor ning,” he said, final 1 y
wit hout t urning ar ound.

“Thank you, Denny,” E ve said, rel ieved. “&u can t ake Enzo. I don’
want you t o feel abandoned.”

“No,” he said. “Enzo shoul d st afde misses you.”

He kissed Eve good night, t ucked Zoé int o bed, and t hen he 1 eft me w
Eve.I wasn’sure why she want ed me ar ound, but I underst ood why sh
want ed Denny t o go: as he fel 1 asl eep t hat night, she wanted him to dre
of her as she used t o be, not as she currently was; she tlidmht Dennys
vision of her t o be corrupt ed by her presence. Whhe didnt underst and
was Denny’s abil ity t o 1 ook beyond her physical condition. He was focus
on t he next turn. Perhaps if she had had t he same abjltihings woul d have
turned out dférently for her

The house grew quiet and dark, Zoé in bed, Maxwel | and iEh in t heir
room wit h t heir TV bl inking under t he doBve was settled int o her bed
t he 1 iving room wit h t he nurse sit t ing in a dark corner pl aying a page o
wor d-s ear ch book, in which she circl ed t he hidden messages. I 1ay next
Eve’s bed.

L at ey Eve was asl eep and t he nur se nudged me wit h her foot.I lifte
my head and she hel d a finger to her 1ips and t ol d me t o be a good dog ai



fol 1 ow herwhich I did. She 1 ed me t hr ough t he kit chen, t hr ough t he 1 au
room t o t he back of t he house and she opened t he door that ledtothe
gar age.

“I n you go,” she said. “Wdon’t want you dist ur bing Mrs. Swift duri
t he night .”

I 1ooked at hepuzzl ed. Dist urb Eve? Why woul d I do t hat ?

She t ook my hesit at ion as rebel 1 ion; she snat ched my col I ar and gar
a jer k. She shoved me int o t he dark gar age and cl osed t he ddothear d her
slippers tread awalack int o t he house.

I was not afraid. Al1 I knew was how dark it was in t he gar age.

I t wasn’t oo col d, and it wasmbverl y unpl easant, if ydon’t mind a
concr et e fl oor and t he smel 1 of engine oil in an absol ut el y pit ch-bl ack
I 'msurethere werenorats, as Maxwel | kept a cl ean gar age for his ve
cars. But I had never sl ept in a garage before.

The t ime cl icked byLiteral 1§ wat ched it click by on an ol d el ectric
cl ock t hat Maxwel 1 kept on t he wor kbench he never used. I t was one o
those ol d cl ocks with t he numbers onlittleplastictabs that rotate:
spindl e, il ] uminat ed by a smal 1 bul b, t he onl y source of l ight intherc
E ach minut e was t wo cl icks, the first whenthelittle plastic hal f-nun
was rel eased, t he second when t he hal f-number sett]ed, reveal ing an er
new number. Cl i ck-cl i,cdnd a minut e went byCl i ck-cl i,cdnd anot her
And t hats how I passed my t ime in my prison, count ing t he cl icks. And
daydr eaming about t he movies I ’ve seen.

My t wo favorite actors are, in t his order: St eve McQueen and Al
Pacino. Bobby Deerfielid a very under appr eciat ed fil m, as is Pacino’
per for mance in it . My t hird favorit e act or is Paul Newman, for his exce
car-handl ing skil I s in t he filWi nni ngand because he is a fant ast ic racer
his own right and owns a Champ Car racing t eam, and finglHegause he
pur chases his pal m fruit oil from renewabl e sources in Col ombia and
t her eby dis cour ages t he decimat ion of vast tracts of rain forest in Bor
and Sumat r a. Geoge Cl ooney is my fourt h favorit e act or becausehe’



except ional 1 y cl ever at hel ping cur e chil dren of diseases on r er Bif§ of
and because he 1 ooks alittle like me around t he eyes. Dust ifnrfdnfis my
fift h favor it e act pmost 1 y because he did such great t hings for t he Al fa
Romeo t rademar k iitThe Graduate. St eve McQueen, t hough, is my first,
and not onl y because of.e Mansand Bul I i ft wo of t he great est car movie
ever made. But al so because dtapi I | orBeing a dog, I know what it 1ike
to belocked in a prison cel I wit hout hope, every day wait ing for t he sl
door t o open and for a met al bowl of undernourishing sl op t o be shovec
through the slot.

Hours int o my night mar e, t he gar age door opened, and E ve was t her
her night gown, sil houet t ed by t he night -1 ight in t he kit chen.

“Enzo?” she quest ioned.

I said not hing but I erged fr om t he darkness, rel ieved t o see her
again.

“Come wit h me.”

She 1 ed me back t o t he 1 iving room and she t ook a cushion from t he ¢
and pl aced it next t o her bed. Shetold metolieonit,andI did. Thens
cl imbed int o t he bed and pul 1 ed up t he sheet s t o her neck.

“I need you wit h me,” she said. “Don’go away again.”

But I hadm’gone away! I had been abduct ed!

I could feel the sleep pressing down on her

“lI need you wit h me,” she said. “I ’'m so afraid. I ’'m so afraid.”
I 8 okay, 1 saidl ’m hee.

Sherolledtothe edge of t he bed and | ooked down at me, her eyes
gl azed.

“Get me t hrough t onight,” she sai’hat 5 al 1 I need. Prot ect me. Do
l et it happen t onight . Enzo, pl easeuY¥ e t he onl y one who can hel p.”



I will said.
“You’re t he onl y one. Do’ worry about that nurse; I sent her home
I 1ooked over to the coryamd t he crinkl y ol d woman was gone.

“I dont need her” she said.“Onl y you can prot ect me. Pl ease. Daonl et
it happen t onight .”

I didnf sleepat all that night.I stood guard, wait ing for t he demc
show his face. The demon was coming for Eve, but he woul d have t o get
past me first, and I was reallynot ed ever y sound, every creak, every
change in air densit yand by st anding or shift ing my weight, I silentlyn
it clear tothe demon t hat he woul d have t o cont end wit h me if he int en
to t ake Eve.

The demon st ayed away I n t he mor ning, t he ot hers awoke and car ed
Eve,and I was abl e t o rel inquish my guard dut ies and sl eep.

“What alazy dog,” I heard Maxwel ] mutter as he passed me.

AndthenI felt Eseiand on my neck, st roking. “Thank you,” she said
“Thank you.”



For the first few weeks of our new arrangement —Denny and I 1ived in
house, whil e Eve and Zoé 1 ived wit h t hevlns—Denny visit ed t hem every
singl e evening aft er work, whil e I st ayed home al one. By Hal | oween,
Denny’s pace had sl owed, and by Thanks giving, he visit ed t hem onl y t wi
dur ing t he week. Whenever he came home fr om t hBwins’ house, he
reported t o me how good E ve 1 ooked and how much bet t er she was get t
and t hat she woul d be coming home soon. But I saw, heo, on t he
weekends, when he woul d t ake me t o visit, and I knSke wasn’t getting
bet t erand she woul dnf be coming home any t ime soon.

Every weekend, wit hout fail , bot h Denny and I visit ed wit h Eve on
Sat ur day when we picked up Zoé, and again onSunday when we del iver ed
her home aft er our sl eepover; we frequent1y t ook our Sunday meal wit
ext ended famil yI spent t he occasional night wit h Eve in her 1iving r oo
but she never needed me as much as she had t hat first night when she w.
so afraid. Zoé$ t ime wit h us shoul d have been fil | ed wit h jmyt she didnt
seem al t oget her happ¥low coul d she be, | iving wit h her mot hevho was
dying, and not wit h her fat hewho was very much al ive?

Z0é’s school ing had briefl y become a point of cont ent ion. Short1y af
she began st aying wit h Maxwel | andEh, t hey asked to transfer Zoé to
school on Mercer I sland, as travel ing back and forth across the I -90
bridge t wice a day was a burden for t hem. But Denny put down his foot,



knowing how much Zoé 1 oved her Madr ona school . He insist ed she rema
t here, as he was her fat her and 1 egal guardian, and al so, he maint ained,
since bot h Zoé and E ve woul d be moving home in t he near fut ure.

Frustrat ed by Denmyint r act abil itMaxwel 1 offered t o pay for Zo&’
school ing if she enrol 1 ed in a privat e school 1ocat ed on Mercer I sl and
conver sat ions wer e frequent and int ense. But even in t he face of Maxsve
persist ence, Denny proved t hat he had a bit of t he Gil a monst er in him-
though I don’ know whet her on his mot harside or his fat hés side—as
his jaws never sl ackened. Event ual l y he prevail ed, and Maxwel | aixhT
wer e for ced t o commut e t wice dail y across t he 1 ake.

“I fthey’rereal l y doing it for Zoé and E ve,” Denny saité once, “it
shoul dnf bot her t hem t o drive fift een minut es across t he 1 akeedltl’y no
t hat far

Denny missed Eve t remendous]ly knowbut he missed Zoé just as
much. I could see it most on t hose days when he kept Zoé over night an
got to wal k her to her bus st op. Usual 1 y a Monday or a Thur@ddayhos e
mor nings, our house seemed fil | ed wit h el ectricit y so t hat neit her Der
I needed t he al arm cl ock t o wake, but inst ead wait ed anxiousl y in t he
darkness unt il the hour came to rouse Zoé dMin’t want to miss a singl e
minut e we coul d spend wit h hefn t hose mor nings, Denny was a diiér ent
person al t oget héFhe way he so 1 ovingl y packed her sack 1 unches, oft en
writing a not e on a piece of not epapea t hought or a joke he hoped she
woul d find at 1unch and might make her smil e. The way he t ook such car
wit h her peanut butter and banana sandwiches, sl icing t he banana so t he
each sl ice was exactly t he same t hickness. (I got to eat the extra bana
t hose occasions, which I enjoyed. I 1ove bananas al most as muchas I 1
pancakes, my favor it e food.)

After Zoé drove away on t he yel | ow bus t hose days, t he ot her fat he
wit h t he t hree chil dren woul d somet imderof o buy us a cdiee, and
somet imes we woul d accept and we woul d al 1 wal k t o Madisontother
bakery and drink cofee at t he sidewal k t abl es. Unt il once, when t he ot h
fat her said, “Wur wife wor ks ?” Obvious], yie was trying t o expl ain to
himsel f Eves absence.



“No,” Denny repl ied. “Shes recover ing fr om br ain cancét
The man dipped his head sadl y upon hearing t he sit uat ion.

After t hat dawhenever we went to t he bus st op, t he man made hims
busy t al king t o ot her peopl e or checking his cel ] phomen&/er spoke t o
him again.



I n Februar yhe bl ack pit of wint,ewe went on a trip t o nort h-cent ral
Washingt on, t o an area cal 1 ed t he Met hoat Myl t is import ant for Unit
St at es citizens to cel ebrat e t he birt hdays of t heir greatest presidents
t he school s were cl osed for a week; Denifypé, and I went to acabininttl
snowy mount ains t o cel ebrat e. The cabin was owned by arel ative ofEv
whom I had never met.I t was quit e col d, t oo col d for me, t hough on t
warmer aft ernoons I enjoyed running in t he snbwmuch preferredtoliel
t he baseboard heat er and 1 et t he ot hers do t heir exer cises, skiing and
snows hoeing and al 1 of t hat. Eve, who was t oo weak t o travel, and her
parent s were not there. But many ot hers were, all of whom were rel at
some kind or anot herWe were only t here, I overheard, because Eve had
t hought it was very iport ant for Zoé t o spend t ime wit h t hese peopl e, s
she, Eve, someone said, woul d die very soon.

I didnf 1ike t hat whol e | ine of reasoning. First, t hat Eve woul d be
soon. And second, t hat Zoé needed t o spend t ime wit h peopl e she had ne
met because Eve woul d soon die. They might have been per fect 1y pl easa
peopl e, in t heir pdfy pant s and fl eece vests and sweat ers t hat smel ]l ed «
sweat. I don’know But I wonder ed why t hey had wait ed for Evia’l ness
t o make t hemsel ves avail abl e for companions hip.

Ther e wer e a great many of t hem, and I had no idea who was connect
t o whom. They were all cousins, I underst ood, but t here were cert ain



gener at ional gaps t hat were confusing t o me, and some of t he peopl e we
wit hout parents but were wit h uncl es and aunt s inst ead, and some mig}
have just been friends. Zoé and Denny kept mostly to t hemsel ves, but t
still participat ed in cert ain group event s 1 ike horseback riding in t he s
sl edding, and snows hoeing. The gr oup meal s wer e convivial , and t hough
was det ermined t o remain al oof, one of t he cousins was al ways wil | ing
slip me atreat at meal time. And no one ever kicked me out from under
very | age dining t abl e where I 1ingered during dipesen t hough I was
br eaking my own per sonal code; a cert ain sense of | awl essness per vade
house, what wit h chil dren st aying awake 1 at e int o t he night and adul t s
sl eeping at all hours of t he day | ike dogs. Why shoul Hnllave part aken ir
t he debaucher y?

Confl ict ed t hough I was, each night somet hing special happened t h:
1 iked ver y much. Out side t he house—which had many ident ical rooms,
each wit h many ident ical beds t o house t he mul t it ude—was a st one pat
with al age heart h. Apparently in t he summer mont hs, it was used for
out door cooking, but it was used in t he wint er as wel 1. It diginé for t he
st ones, which were very col d and were sprinkl ed with salt pellets tha
when t hey got wedged bet ween my pads, but I 1oved the hearth. Fire!
Cracking and hot, it bl azed in t he evenings aft er dinaed t hey al 1
gat her ed, bundl ed in t heir great coats, and one had a guit ar and gl oves
wit hout fingertips and he pl ayed music whil e t hey al 1 sang. I t was wel
bel ow freezing, but I had my pl ace next tothe hearth. And the stars w
coul d see! Bil lions of t hem, because t he night was so int ensel y dark, a
sounds in t he dist ance, t he snap of a snow-bur dened t r ee branch giving v
t o t he wind. The bar king of coyot es, my bret hren, cal | ing each ot her to
hunt . And when t he col d over power ed t he heat from t he hearth, we al |
shuffl ed int o t he house and int o our separat e rooms, our fur and jacket s
smel | ing of smoke and pine sap and fl aming mar shmal I ows.

I t was on one of t he evenings whil e sitting around t he firethat I n
Denny had an admir er She was young, t he sist er of someone, whom Denn
appar ent 1 y had met years earlier dthanksgiving or an East ebecause his
first comment to her and t he ot hers was about how much she had gr ow:
since he had seen her 1ast. She was a t eenager wheal a ful 1 set of breast:«
for mil king and hips wide enough for chil dbirth and so was, for all int e



and pur poses, an adul t, but who still acted 1ike a chil d, al ways asking
permission t o do t hings.

This girl -not -yet -a-woman was named Annika, and she was very cr af
and al ways knew how t o position hersel f and t ime her movement s t o fo
meet ing wit h DennyShe sat next to him around t he fire. She sat across
from him at meal s. She al ways managed t o be in t he backseat of someon
Subur ban when he was in t he backseat . She 1 aughed t oo 1 oudl y at every
comment he made. She 1 oved his hair aft er he t ool bfs sweat y ski cap.
She procl aimed an ext r eme admir at ion for his hands. She dot ed on Zoé. !
became emot ional at t he ment ion of Eve. Denny was ignorant of her
advances; I dort’ know if it was del iber at e or not, but he cert ainl y act e
if he hadn’t a cl ue.

Who is Achil 1 es wit hout his t endon? Who is Samson wit hout Del il
Who is Oedipus wit hout his cl ubfoot ? Mut e by design, I have been abl e
study the art of rhet oric unfet t ered by ego and sel f-int erest, and so I
t he answers t o t hese quest ions.

The true hero is fl awed. The true t est of a champion is not whet her
can t riumph, but whet her he can over come obst acl es—pr eferabl y of his
own making—in order t o t riumph. A hero wit hout a fl aw is of no int ere
an audience or t ot he univer se, which, after all, is based on confl ict and
opposition, t he irresist ibl e for ce meet ing t he unmovwathjkeet . Which is
al so why Michael Schumachercl early one of t he most gift ed Formul a C
drivers of al ] time, winner of more races, winner of mor e champions hip:
hol der of mor e pol e posit ions t han any ot her driver in F ormul a One hi:
is often l eft 6DOf t he race fans list of favorit e champions. He is unl ike
Ayrt on Senna, who oft en empl oyed t he same devious and daring t act ics
Schumacher, but did so wit h a wink and t her efor e was cal | ed charismat i
and emot ional rat her t han what t hey call Schumacher: remot e and
unappr oachabl e. Schumacher has no fl aws. He has t he best, cle best -
financed t eam, t he best tires, t he most skill. Who can rejoice in his win
The sunrises every daywhat is tolove? Lock the sun in a box. Force th
sun t o over come adversity in order t o riden we will cheer! I will ofte
admir e a beaut iful sunrise, but I will never consider t he sun a champio
having risen. So. For me torel ate t he hist ory of Demhg is a true



champion, wit hout incl uding his misst eps and fail ings woul d be doing a
disservice to all invol ved.

As t he end of t he week dr ew neat he weat her reports on t he radio
changed, and Denny became quite tense. [ t was al most timetoreturnt
Seat t 1l e, and he want ed t o 1 eave, get back on t he highway and drive t he f
hours over t he mount ain passes t o our house on t he ot her side, which,

t hough col d and dar k and wet , was mer ciful 1 y wit hout six feet of base ¢
and subfr eezing t emper at ur es. He needed t o get back t o work, he said. 2
Z.0é needed time t 0 adjust t ot he school schedul e. And...

And Annika needed t o get back, t 0o. A student at t he Hol y Names
Academy, she needed toreturn so that she coul d consul t with fel | ow
st udent s and pr epar e some kind of project t hey wer e wor king on t hat
concer ned sust ainabl e 1 iving. She spoke of it wit Bemcy, but onl y aft er
she under st ood t hat Denny was pl anning on heading west befor e any of 1
ot her cousins. Onl y aft er she real ized t hat if her needs and Denrgds
coincided, she might win for hersel f five hours next to him in his fize
hours of wat ching his hands hol d t he st eering wheel , five hours of seein
his t ousl ed hat head, of inhal ing his int oxicat ing pher omones.

The mor ning of our departure came, and t he st orm had settled in an
windows of t he cabin wer e pel t ed wit h a fr eezing rain t he 1 ikes of which
had never experienced. Denny fretted for most of t he morning. The r adic
announced t he cl osure of St evens Pass because of t he st onmactlion
devices wer e r equir ed on Snoqual mie Pass.

“Stay! St ay!”

That 5 what t hey said, t he insipid cousins. I hated t hem all. They
smel | ed rank. Even when t hey shower ed, t hey put on t heir same sweat ¢
wit hout washing t hem and t heir sour odor returned to t hem | ike a
boomer ang.

We at e | unch quickl y and t hen we 1 eft, st opping at a gas stational c
t he way t o pur chase chains for our tires. The drive sout h was horrific.
fr eezing r ain accumul at ed on t he windshiel d fast er t han t he wipers cou
push it awayand every few t edious mil es, Denny woul d st op t he car and



get out to scrape away t he icy gl aze. I t was danger ous driving, and I d
like it at all.I rode int he back wit h Zoé; Annikarode inthe front.I c
see Denny’s hands wer e gripping t he st eering wheel far t oo tighmlarace
car t he hands must be rel axed, and Dennydl ways are when I see t he in-c
videos from his races; he oft en fl exes his fingers t o remind himsel ftor
his grip. But for that excruciat ing drive down t he Col umbia RiDeamy
hel d t he wheel in a deat h grip.

I felt very badly for Zoé, who was cl early fright ened. The rear of t
moved mor e suddenl y t han t he front, and so she and I exper ienced mor ¢
t he sl ipping and sl iding sensat ion gener at ed by t he ice. Thinking of how
scared Zoé must have been, I worked mysel f int 0 a st at e of agit at ion, a
l et mysel f get carried aw8efore I knew it, I was in a ful I -bl own panic
pushed at t he windows. I tried to cl amber into t he front seat, which w
total 1 y count er product ive. Denny final 1 y bar ked, “Zoé, pl ease settle I
down!”

She grabbed me around t he neck and hel d me tight I yfel | against her
as she l ay back, and she start ed singing a song in my,eare I r emember ed
from her past, “Hello, little Enzo, so gl ad t o see you....” She had just
started preschool when she |l earned t hat song. She and Eve used t o sin;
t oget herl rel axed and 1et her cradl e me. “Hell o, little Enzo, so gl ad
you, t 00...”

I wouldliketotell youthat I am such a master of my dest iny t he
contrived t he entire situation, t hat I made mysadyfso Zoé coul d cal m
me on t his trip, and t hus woul d be dist ract ed from her own agit atriarh T
be t ol d, howeverl have t o admit I was gl ad she was hol ding me; I was
afraid, and I was grateful for her care.

The 1 ine of cars trudged st eadil y but sl oMbpy cars were st opped or
t he side of t he road t o wait out t he st diftra.weat her men and-women on
t he r adio said wait ing woul d be wor se, howeyas t he front was stall ed,
ceil ing was 1 owand when t he war m air arrived as ant icipat ed, t he ice
woul d turn t o rain and t he fl ooding woul d begin.

When we reached t he t ur nobffor Highway 2, t here was an
announcement ont he radio t hat Bl ewett Pass was cl osed because of a



jackknifed t ract et rail er rig. woul d have t o make a | ong det our t o r ea
I -90 near Gegge, Washingt on. Denny ant icipat ed fast er travel onI -90
because of it s size, but it was worse, not betlle r ains had begun, and

t he median was more | ike a spil | way t han a grassy divide bet ween east
west. Stil I, we cont inued our journey because t here was littleel se we
do.

After seven hours of gruel ing travel and still t wo hours away fron
Seat t 1 e in good driving weat hddenny had Annika cal 1 her parent s on her
cel 1 phone and ask t hem t o find a pl ace for us t o st ay somewher e near (
Elum. But they call ed back soon and tol d us that all the motels were
because of t he st orm. ®5t opped at a McDonal €; and Denny pur chas ed
food for us t o eat—I got chicken nugget s—t hen we pressed onward t o
East on.

Out side East on, wher e snow was pil ed on t he sides of t he highway
Denny st opped his car al ongside dozens of ot her cars and t rucks in t he
chain-up area and vent ured int o t he fr eezing rain. He 1 ay down on t he
pavement and installed t he tire chains, which t ook hal f an, hadrwhen
he cl imbed back int o t he caihe was soaking wet and shiver ing.

“You poor t hing,” Annika said, and she rubbed his shoul ders t o warn
him.

“They’re going to cl ose t he pass soon,” Denny said. “That trucker h
it on t he radio.”

“Can’t we wait here?” Annika asked.

“They expect fl ooding. I f we don’make it over t he pass t onight , we
might be stuck for days.”

I t was nasty and horribl e, snowy and icy and fr eezing r ain, but we
pushed on, our little ol d BMW chugging up t he mount ain unt il we reac
t he summit where t hey have t he ski l ift s, and t hen ever yt hing changed.
Ther e was no snowno ice, just rainWe rejoiced in t he rain!



Short 1,yDenny st opped t he car t o remove t he chains, which t ook
anot her hal f hour and got him soaking again, and t hen we wer e going
downhil 1. The windshiel d wipers fl ipped back and forth as quickl y as t}
coul d, but t hey didi’ hel p muchThe visibil it y was t erribl e. Denny hel d
wheel tightly and squint ed int o t he dar kness, and we event ual 1 y r eache
North Bend and t hen I ssaquah and t hen t he fl oat ing bridge across L ak
Washingt on. I t was near midnight —t he five-hour drive having t aken mc
t han t en—when Annika cal 1 ed her parents and t ol d t hem we had made it
safel yto Seattle. They were rel ieved. They t ol d her—and she rel at ed
—t hat t he news had report ed fl ash-fl ooding condit ions t hat caused ar
slide cl osing west bound I -90 near t he summit .

“We must have just missed it,” Denny said. “Thank God.”

Beware t he whimsy of Fate, I said t o mysel f. She is a mean bit ch of
1 ab.

“No, no,” Annika said int o her phone. “I ’11 st ay wit h Dekig/s t oo
exhaust ed t o keep driving, and Zoé is sl eeping in t he backseat ; she shoul
be put t o bed. Denny said he’ happy t o drive me home in t he mor ning.”

This made Denny t urn and 1 ook at her questioninghgnder ing if he
had act ual 1 y said anyt hing I ike t hat . Of course, I knew he hadminika
smil ed at him and winked. She ended her call and sl ipped her phone int o
her bag. “We’re al most t here,” she said, 1 ooking ahead out t he winds hie
her breat hs shal 1 ow wit h ant icipat ion.

Why he didn’t take action at t hat moment . Why he didgét right back
on t he freeway and drive up t o Edmonds, wher e her famil y 1 ived. Why h
said not hing. I ’11 never kndRer haps, on some I evel , he needed t 0 connec
wit h someone who reminded him of t he passion he and Eve used t o share
Per haps.

Back at t he house, Denny carried Zoé t o her room and put her tosle
He t urned on t he t el evision, and wat ched t he foot age of Snoqual mie
Pass being shut down by t he aut hor it ies, onl y for a few days, t hey predi
hopeful I yt hough possibl y for a week or mor e. Denny went int ot he



bat hr oom and shed his wet cl ot hes; he ret urned wear ing sweat pant s an
ol d Fshirt. He pul 1 ed a beer from t he refrigerat or and opened it .

“Canl take ashower?” Annika asked.

Denny seemed start]ed.i al I of t he heroics he had been up t o, he h
al most fggot t en about her

He showed her where t he t owel s wer e, how t o work t he handhel d
shower t emperat ure t hing, and t hen he cl osed t he.door

He got the extra sheets and pil | ows and bl anket s, unfol ded t he cou
t he l iving room, and made t he t empor ary bed for Annika. When he was
done, he went int o his bedr oom and sat on t he end of his own bed.

“I ’m fried,” he said t o me, and t hen he fel | backward so he was 1 yin;
t he bed, his hands on his chest, his feet still on t he,fliisoknees dangl ing
over t he edge of t he bed, and t he rest of him asl eep even t hough t he 1 ig}
the room were still on.I 1layonthe fl oor near him and fel I asleep as -

I opened my eyes and saw her st anding over him. Her hair was wet a
she wor e Denny$ bat hr obe. She said not hing. She wat ched him s1 eep for
several minutes, and I wat ched.Het was spooky behavio€reepy I didnt
1 ike it . She opened her robe, exposing a sl iver of pal e whit e fhasla
tatt oo of a sunburst encircl ing her bel I y but t on. She digkek. She
shrugged of her robe and st ood naked, her Igabreasts wit h t heir br own
nippl es point ing at him. Still, he was unconscious. Asl eep.

She r eached down and sl ipped her smal 1 hands int o t he band of his
sweat pant s. She pul 1 ed his pants down t o his knees.

“Don’t,” he mut t er ed, his eyes still cl osed.

He had driven for more t han t en hours across a harrowing course of
snow and ice and fl ooding. He had not hing 1 eft wit h which t o fend aif
at t ack.



She pul 1 ed his pants down t o his ankl es, t hen 1 ift ed one foot and t h
t he ot her t o remove t hem compl et 8hg | ooked at me.

“Shoo,” she said.

I didnt shoo.I was t oo angrAnd yet I didnt’ at t ack, eit heBomet hing
was hol ding me back. The zebr a keeps dancing.

She gave me a dismissive 1 ook and t urned her at t ent ion t owar d Dem
“Don’t,” he said, sl eepil y
“Shhh,” she soot hed. “Istal 1 good.”

I have faith. I will al ways have fait h in Definoyl have t o bel ieve whe
she did t o him was wit hout his consent, wit hout his knowl edge. He had
not hing t o do wit h it . He was a prisoner of his bodhich had no more
energy, and she t ook advant age of him.

Still, I could nolonger stand by and wat ch. I ’d been in a posit ion t
prevent t he demon from dest roying Ze#oys, and I had fail ed. I couldn
fail t his new test.I barked sharggdgressivelyl growled, I snapped, and
Denny suddenl y awakened; his eyes popped open, and he saw t he naked
girl and he | eapt away from her

“What t he hel 1 ?” he shout ed.
I continued t o bar k. The demon was still int he room.
“Enzo!” he snapped. “Thats enough!”

I stopped barking, but I kept my eye on her in case she were to ass.
him once again.

“Wher e ar e my pant s?” Denny asked fr ant icaldtyanding on t he bed.
“What wer e you doing?”

“I 1ove you so much,” she said.



“I ’m married!”

“I s’not | ike it ’having sex,” she said.

And she crawl ed ont o t he bed, r eaching for him, so I bar ked again.
“Make t he dog go away” she said.

“Annika, st op!”

Denny gr abbed her wrists; she squirmed pl ayful l y

“St op!” he shout ed, jumping dft he bed, gr abbing his sweat pant s fron
t he fl ogrand pul I ing t hem on quickl y

“I thought you | iked me,” Annika said, her mood abrupt | y dar kening
“Annika—"
“I thought yowanted me.”

“Annika, put t his on,” he said, hol ding out her robe. “I taml kto a
fift een-yearol d nude woman. I ¢ 'not | egal .d shoul dnf be here. I ’11 tal
you home.”

She cl ut ched t he robe t o hersel f.

“But, Denny...”

“Annika, pl ease, put on t he robe.”

Denny t ight ened t he strings on his sweat pants.

“Annika, t his isnf happening right nowThis isnt somet hing t hat
happens. I dort’ know why you t hought —”

“You!” she wail ed and she st art ed crying.di¥fl irt ed wit h me al 1 wee
You t eased me. Yu kissed me.”



“I kissed you on t he cheek,” Denny said. “¢ hormal for rel atives to
kiss on t he cheek. Ist tal 1 ed dfct ion, not 1ove.”

“But I 1ove you!” she howl ed, and t hen she was in an al | -out crying
her eyes squeezed shut, her mout h contorted. “I yav& she kept saying
over and over “I 1ovegou!”

Denny was trapped. He want ed t o consol e hbnt whenever he moved
cl osershe dropped her hands, which wer e cl ut ching t he crumpl ed robe t
her chest, and suddenl y her massive breast s, heaving wit h grief, were
exposed t o him and he had t o retreat . This happened several times, | ike
funny t oy a monkey wit h cymbal s or somet hing. He appr oached t o comfc
her, she dr opped her hands, her breasts shot out at him, and he fl ew bac
I ’possibl e I was wit nessing a | iving int er pret at ion of an ant ique
por nogr aphic penny bank, simil ar t o one I saw in a movie calTh Stunt
Man, which depict ed a bear copul at ing with a girl on a swing.

Final 1,yDenny had to put astoptoit.

“I ’m going t o | eave t he room,” he said.dt¥wil I put on t he robe and
make your sel f decentWhen you’r e r eady come int o t he 1 iving r oom, and
we can discuss it furthér

And he t urned ar ound and mar ched away fol 1 owednd t hen we
wait ed. And we wait ed. And we wait ed.

Final 1 y she came out wearing t he robe, her eyes swollen with t ear:
didn’t say a word, but she went straight to the bat hroom. A few momer
1 at ershe emerged wear ing her cl ot hes.

“I ’11 t ake you home,” Denny said.
“I call ed my fat h&rAnnika said, “from t he bedr oom.”
Denny froze. I suddenly sensed appr ehension in t he r oom.

“What did you tell him?” he asked.



She 1 ooked at him for a1l ong time before she answered. I f her int ent
was t o make him anxious, it wor ked.

“I told him t o come pick me up,” she said. “The bed is t oo
uncomfort abl e here.”

“Good,” Denny sighed. “Good t hinking.”

She didn’t respond, but continuedto stare at him.

“I fI gave yout he wrong impression, I 'm gbBYepny said, 1 ooking
away. “You’re a very at tract ive woman, but I ’m married and you’re so
young. This isnt a viable...”

He trail ed df Words not spoken.

“Affair,” she said, firml.y

“Sit uat ion,” he whis per ed.

She picked up her handbag and her dufel and wal ked t o t he foyeWe
could all see t he headl ight s when t hey appeared in front of t he house.
Annika t hrew open t he door and jogged down t he wal k t o t he street . De
and I wat ched from t he door way as she t ossed her bags in t he back of t
Mer cedes, cl imbed int o t he front seat. Her fatihdris pajamas, waved and
t hen dr ove away



That year we had a col d spel 1 in each wint er mont h, and when t he first
warm day of spring final 1 y arrived in April, t he trees and fl owers and
grasses burst to life with such intensity that the tel evision news had-
procl aim an al 1 gy emergency. The drugstores literally ran out of

ant ihist amines. The phar maceut ical companies—t hose who profit from
misery of ot her s—coul d have asked for no great er income-gener at ing
scenario t han a col d, wet wint er full of flushots and NyQuil , fol I owe«
hot spring and recor d-br eaking pol 1 en counts. (I bel ieve t hat peopl e w
not so allgicto their environment until they began pol 1 ut ing t hemsel
and t heir worl d wit h so many drugs and t oxins. But t hen, nobody asked
me.) So whil e the rest of t he worl d was focused onihbenvenience of

hay fever, t he peopl e in my worl d had ot her t hings t o do: E ve cont inued
wit h t he inexor abl e process of dying, Zoé spent t oo much t ime wit h her
grandparent s, and Denny and I worked at sl owing t he beat ing of our he
so we woul dnt feel so much pain.

Still, Denny al 1 owed for an occasional diversion, and t hat April, or
present ed it sel f. He had got t en a jobeoffr om one of t he racing school s h
wor ked for: t hey had been hired t o provide race car drivers for atel evis
commer cial , and t hey asked Denny t o be one of t he drivers. The racecouw
was in Cal ifornia, a pl ace cal | ed Thunder hil 1 Raceway Park. I knew it »
happening in April because Denny t al ked about it quit e a bit ; he was ver



excit ed. But I had no idea t hat he pl anned t o drive himsel f t here, a t en
trip. AndI had evenless of an idea t hat he pl anned on t aking me wit h h

Oh, t he joy! Denny and me and our BMWdriving al 1 day and int o t he
evening | ike a coupl e of bandit os running fr om t he | &¥ke partners in
crime.I t hadtobe acrime tolead such alifeas weled, alifein which
coul d escape one$ troubl es by racing cars!

The drive down wasnt very special : t he middl e of Oregon is not not
for it s scenic beaut yhough ot her parts of Oregon are. And t he mount air
passes in nort hern Cal ifornia were stil]l somewhat swiwmch made me
cringe wit h t he memor y odinnika and how she had t aken advant age of
Denny. L uckil yt he snow of t he Siskiyous was confined t o t he shoul ders
t he highway and t he road sur face was barand wet . And t hen we fel ]l out ¢
t he sky and int o t he verdant fiel ds nort h of Sacr ament o.

St unning. Absol ut el y st unning, t he vast ness of a world so int ense"
growt h and birth, in t he season of | ife bet ween t he dor mant wint er and
baking heat of summer Vast, rolling hil I s covered wit h newl y sprung g
and great swat hs of wil dfl owers. Men wor king t he 1 and in t heir tract o
churning t he soil, rel easing a heady brew of smel | s: moist ur e and,deca
fertil izer and diesel fumes. I n Seattle we live among t he trees and t he
wat er ways, and we feel we are rocked gently int he cradl e of 1 ife. Our
wint ers are not col d and our summers are not hot and we congrat ul at e
our sel ves for choosing such a spect acul ar pl acetorest our heads and1
our chickens. But around t he Thunder hil | Raceway Park, sprisgrisnd
There is no bet t er evidence of t he season.

And t he track. Rel ativel y newel 1 car ed fgorchal 1 enging wit h t wist s
and el evat ion changes and so much t o | ook at . The mor ning aft er we
arrived, Denny t ook me jogging. Wjogged t he entire track. He was doing
it t o famil iarize himsel f wit h t he sur faca1 &n’t real l y see a t rack from
inside a race car travel ing at one hundr ed fift y mil es per hour or more,
said. You have t o get out andleelit .

Denny expl ained t o me what he was | ooking fd8umps in t he
pavement t hat might upset omesuspensionVisibl e seams t hat he might
use as braking zone markers or turn-in point s. He t ouched t he pavement



t he apex of t he turns and fel t t he condit ion of t he asphal t —were t he si
st onesworn smoot h? Coul d he find bet t er grip sl ightfltyhefest abl ished
racing 1 ine? And t here were tricks t ot he camber of certain turns, pl ac
where t he track appeared |1 evel from inside a car but were actually gra
ever so slightly—usual l y by design t o al ] ow rainwat er t btrhmtafack
and not puddl e danger ously

After we had travel ed t he entire track and st udied al 1 t hr ee mil es
fift een t urns, we ret urned t o t he paddockoT age semi t rucks had
arrived. Several men in racing-crew unifor ms erect ed t ent s and canopie
and ] aid out an el abor at e food service, whil e ot her men unl oaded six
beaut iful 1 y identical Ast on Martin DB5 aut omobil es, t he kind made fa
by J ames Bond. Denny int r oduced himsel f t 0 a man who carried a cl ipbc
and wal ked wit h t he gait of someone in clge. His name was Ken.

“Thanks for your dedicat ion,” Ken said, “but you’re ear’l y
“I want ed t o wal k t he track,” Denny expl ained.

“Feel free.”

“I al ready did, t hanks.”

Ken nodded and 1 ooked at his wat ch.

“I st 0o earl y for race engines,” he said, “but you can t ake your stre
exhaust out if you want. J ust keep it sane.”

“Thanks,” Denny said, and he | ooked at me and winked.

We went over to a crew truck, and Denny caught t he arm of a crew
member.

“I ’m Denny” he said. “One of t he drivers.”
The man shook his hand and int r oduced himsel f as Pat.

“You’ve got time,” he said. “Cdee is over t here.”



“l ’m going t o t ake my Bimmer out for a few easy 1l aps. Ken said it v
okay. I was wonder ing if you had a tie-down I coul d bor.’ow

“What do you need a t ie-down for ?” Pat asked.
Denny gl anced at me quickl,yand Pat 1 aughed.

“Hey, J im,” he cal I ed t o anot her man. “This guy want s t o borrow a
down so he can t ake his dog for a joy ride.”

They bot h 1 aughed, and I was alittle confused.

“I have somet hing bet t’&t he J im guy said. He went around tot he ca
of t he t ruck and ret urned a minut e 1 at er wit h a beds heet .

“Here,” he said. “I can al ways wash it at the hot el if he shits himse

Denny tol d me t o get in t he front seat of his car and sit, which I di
They wr apped t he sheet over me, pressing me to t he seat, 1 eaving onl y
head st icking out . They somehow secured t he sheet tightly from behind

“Too tight ?” Denny asked.
I was too excit ed t o repHy was going t o t ake me out in his car!

“Take it easy on him until you see if he has a st omach for it,” Pat sai
“Not hing wor se t han cl eaning dog puke out of your vents.”

“You’ve done t his befor e?”
“Oh, yeah,” he said. “My dog used to 1 ove it .”

Denny wal ked around t o t he driverside. He t ook hidel met out of t he

backseat and squeezed it ont o his head. He got in t he car and put on his ¢
bel t.

“One bar k means sl owert wo means fast eigot it ?”



I barked t wice, and t hat surprised him and Pat and J im, who were b
] eaning in t he passenger windaw

“He want s t o go fast er al reddy im said. “¥Yu’ve got yoursel f a good
dog t here.”

The paddock at Thunder hil ] Raceway Park is t ucked bet weentwo 1o
parallel straights;therest of the course fans out from t he paddock ar
but t er fl y wings. 8ruised very sl owl y t hrough t he hot pit areaandto
track ent rance.

“We’re going t o t ake it eagyDenny said, and off we went .

Being on a t rack was a new experience for me. No buil dings, no signs
no sense of proportion. I t was |like running t hr ough a fiel d, gl iding ove
pl ain. Denny shift ed smoot hlhut I not iced he drove more aggressivel y
t han he did on t he street. He revved t he car much highed his br aking
was much har der

“I ’m finding my visual s,” he expl ained t o me.ufl-in point s, br aking.
Some guys drive mor e by feel . They get inarhythm and trust it. But I
very visual . I t makes me feel comfortabl e to have references. I alreac
dozens of refer ence point s on t his track even t hough I ’ve never driven i
seven or eight specific t hings I ’ve not ed on each t urn from our track w

Around t he t urns we went . He not ed his apexes and exit s for my ben
Down t he st raight s we picked up speed.eWerent going very fast, maybe
sixtybut I reallyfelt the speed around t he t urns when t he t ires made
hol | owghost1y sound, al most 1ike an owl.I felt special, being with D
on t he racet rack. He had never t aken me on a track before.I felt sure a
rel axed; being hel d firml y t o t he seat was comfort ing. The windows we
open, and t he wind was fresh and col d. I coul d have driven | ike t hat all

After threelaps helooked over at me.
“Brakes are warm,” he said. ‘ffes are warm.”

I didnt understand what he was get ting at.



“You want totry ahot 1ap?”
A hot 1ap? 1 barked t wice. Then I bar ked t wice again. Denny 1 aughe

“Sing out if you dont 1ike it ,lie said, “one 1 ong howl .” He firml y
pressed t he accel erat or to t he fl oor

Ther e is not hing 1 ike it . The sensat ion of speed. Not hing in t he worl
can compar e.

I t was t he sudden accel er at ion, not J beds heet , t hat kept me pinned
tothe seat as we gat her ed speed and fl ew down t he first straight.

“Hol d on, now” Denny said, “we’re t aking t his at speed.”

Fast, we went, hurtling, fagiemwat ched t he t urn appr oach, scream a
unt il we were practical ly past it and t hen he washefaccel er at or and har
on t he brakes. The nose of t he car dove and then I was t hankful for the
because wit hout it I woul d have been t hr own against t he windshiel d. S
sl owsl ow t he brake pads hel d therotors as tightly as t hey coul d, bur
from t he frict ion, t he heat being t hr owhtdfe cal ipers, t he ergy
dissipat ing. And t hen he cr anked t he wheel 1eft and so smoot hl y but wi
pause he was back on t he gas and we wer e pushing t hrough t he turn, t he
for ces shoving us t oward t he out side of t he car but the tires hol ding us
pl ace, t hey were not hoot ing, t hose tires, no. The owl was dead. The tir
wer e scr eeching, t hey wer e shout ing, howl ing, crying in paihhhhh! He
rel axed on t he wheel at the apex and t he car drift ed t oward t he exit an
was full on t he gas and we fl ewH-ew!-eut of that turn and t oward t he
next and t he next after that. Fifteenturns at Thunderhil I. Fift een. An
them all equal.lly adore t hem all. Each one isfdifent , each wit h it s own
particul ar sensation, but each so magnificeit bund t he t rack we went,
fast er and fast glap aft er 1ap.

“You okay?” he asked, |1 ooking over at me as we sped nearl y one
hundr ed t went y mil es per hour down t he back straight.

I barked t wice.



“I ’m gonna use up my tires if you keep me out here,” he said. “One
more | ap.”

Yes, one more ] ap. One more |l ap. Foreyene more lap.I 1ive my life
for one more | ap. fi vemy 1 ife for one more I ap! Pl ease, God, pl ease givt
me one more | ag

And t hat 1ap was spect acul brl ift ed my eyes as Denngst ruct ed. “Big
eyes, far eyes,” he said t o me. Those r efer ence point s, t he visual s he hac
ident ified when we wal ked t he t rack, moved by so quickl y it t ook me so;
time t o real ize t hat he was not even seeing t hem. He Was nghem! He
had programmed t he map of t he racecourse int o his brain and it was t he
1 ike a GPS navigat ional system; when we sl owed for a t urn, his head wa
and | ooking atthe next turn, not at t he apex of t he t urn we wer e driving.
The t urn we were in was simpl y a st at e of exist ence for Dehnywas wher
we wer e, and he was happy to be t here, and I coul d feel t he joy emanat i
from him, t he ] ove of 1 ife. But his at t ent ion—and hignti os—was far
ahead, t o t he next turn and t he one beyond t hatit Mevery breat h he
adjust ed, he reassessed, he correct ed, but he did it al 1 subconsciousl y;
t hen, how in a race he coul d pl ot now t o pass anot her driver t hree or fc
1 aps 1 at eHis t hinking, his strat egies, his mind; al | of Denny unfol ded fc
me t hat day

After a cool -down | ap, we pul | ed int o t he paddock and t he ent ire cr
was wait ing. They surrounded t he car and t heir hands rel eased me fr om
harness and I 1eapt to the tarmac.

“Did you I ike it ?” one of t hem asked me and I barkedsY 1 bar ked anc
jumped high in t he air

“You wer e haul ing ass out t here,” Pat said t o Derfie’ve got areal
racer ontheset.”

“Wel 1, Enzo bar ked t wice,” Denny expl ained wit h a 1 aughw6Ibar ks
means faster!”

They | aughed, and I barked t wice again. F ast er! The feel ing. The
sensat ion. The movement . The speed. The caiThe tires. The sound. The



wind. The track sur face. The apex. The exiflChe shift point. The br aking
zone. Theride. I s’all about the ride!

Ther e is not hing moretotell about that trip because not hing coul ¢
possibl y be mor e incredibl e t han t hose few hot 1aps t hat Denny gave t
Until that momenttHought that I lovedracing. I intellectualized t hat
woul d enjoy being in a race carUnt il that moment I didiow. How
coul d anyone know unt il he sits in a car at race speed and t akes turns a
1 imit s of adhesion, br akes a hair from I ockup, t he engine begging for t he
redl ine?

I floatedthroughtherest of our trip. I dreamed of going out agair
speed, but I suspect ed—as it turned out, correctly so—t hat more tre
for me was unl ikel.y5til 1.1 had my memgnyy experience I couldrelive
in my mind again and again. Two bar ks means fast eSomet imes, t o t his
day, in my sleep I bark t wice because I am dreaming of Denny driving i
ar ound Thunder hil 1, t he t wo of us 1 aying down a hot 1ap, and I bark tw
say fast erOne mor e 1 ap, Denny!Faster!



Six mont hs came and six mont hs 1 eft and Eve was still al ive. Then sevt
mont hs. Then eight . On t he first of Mdyenny and I were invited t ot he
Twins’ for dinner which was unusual because it was a Monday night , and
never went wit h Denny on a weeknight visit .eWt ood awkwardl y in t he

] iving r oom wit h t he empt y hospit al bed whit s and Maxwel 1 prepar ec
dinner. E ve was absent .

I wander ed down t he hal ] way t o investigate, and I found Zoé pl ayi
quiet 1 y by hersel f in her room. Her room in Maxwel | aridhiB house was
much | ager t han her room at home, and it was fill ed with all t he t hing
little girl could want: dolls and toys and fril l y bed skirts and cl ouds
on t he ceil ing. She was immersed in her dol 1 house and didnot ice me
ent er

I spottedasockball onthe flwhich must have fal 1l en when t he cl e
cl ot hes wer e being 1 oaded int o her dresantd I pounced onit.I playfull
dropped it at Zo&’ feet, nudged it wit h my nose, and t hen dr opped down t
my el bows, | eaving my haunches tall and my tail upright : universal sig
1 anguage for “Les’pl ay!” But she ignored me.

Sol tried again. I snatched up t he socks, fl ung t hem in t hatied
t hem wit h my snout, retrieved t hem for mysel f, and dr opped t hem agai



Z0é’s feet, and downwardly I faced.I was all prepared for a fun game
Enno-F et ch. She wasit’. She pushed t he socks aside wit h her foot .

I barked expect ant,lgne 1 ast att empt. She t urned and |1 ooked at me
seriously

“That § a baby game,” she said. “I have t o be a gr own-up néw
My little Zoé, a grown-up at her tender ageadt hought.

Disappoint ed, I wal ked sl owl y to t he door and |1 ooked back at her ¢
my shoul der

“Somet imes bad t hings happen,” she said t o hersel f. “Somet imes t hi
change, and we have t o change, t 00.”

She was speaking someone el se’words, and I m not sure she bel ieve
t hem or even under st ood t hem. Per haps she was commit t ing t hem t o
memor y because she hoped t hey woul d hol d t he key t o her uncert ain fut

I returnedtotheliving room and wait ed wit h Denny unt il , fiagkl y
emerged fr om t he hal | way wher e t he bretbm and bat hr ooms wer e. The
nurse who spent her breaks obsessivel y knit t ing wit h met al needl es t1
dr ove me mad wit h t heir scraping and scr at ching was hel ping E ve wal k
And Eve was bril liant . She was wearing a geous dress, |1 ong and navy
bl ue and cut just so. She wore the lovel y string of small freshwater p
from J apan t hat Denny had given her for t heir fift h anniver aardyher
makeup and her haig which had gr own enough so she coul d arrange it int
some kind of a hairdo, was done t hat wagnd she was beaming. Even
t hough she needed hel p for her runway wal k, she was wal king t he rupw,
and Denny gave her a st anding ovat ion.

“Today is the first day I am not dead,” Eve said to us. “And we’re
having a party’

To live every day as if it had been st ol en from deat h, t hat is how I
like t o live.d'feel t he joy of life, as Eve fel t the joy of 1 ifes@&parat e
onesel f from t he bur den, t he angst, t he anguish t hat we al 1 encount er e



day. Tosay I amalive,I am wonderful,I am.I am. That is somet hing
aspiretoWhen I am a person, t hat is how I will 1ive my I ife.

The part y was fest ive. Ever yone was hapmyd t hose who wer e not
happy pret ended t hat t hey were wit h such conviction t hat we all were
convinced. Even Zoé came al ive wit h her usual humapparently
forget t ing for a t ime her need t o be a gr own-up. When t he hour came for
to 1 eave, Denny kissed Eve deepl y

“I 1ove you so much,” he said. “I wish you coul d come home.”
“I want to come home,” she repl ied. Wil tome home.”

She was tired, so she sat onthe sofaand called metoher;I let her
my ears. Denny was hel ping Zoé get ready for her bedtime, whil e t he
Twins, for once, wer e keeping a respect ful dist ance.

“I know Dennys disappoint ed,” she said t o me. “They’re al |
disappoint ed. E ver yone want s me t o be t he next L.ance Armstrong. Anc
coul d just grab it and hol d it in front of me, maybe I coul d be. Buttl c;
hol d it, Enzo. IstBigger t han me. Istéver ywhere.”

I n the ot her room we coul d hear Zoé pl aying in t he bat h, Denny
1 aughing wit h heras if t hey had no worries in t he worl d.

“I shoul dn’have al 1 owed it t o be t his wayhe said regr et ful. I}
shoul d have insist ed on going home so we coul d al | be t ogetHeat 5 my
faul t; I coul d have been st ronggnt Denny woul d say we ca’ worry
about whats al ready happened, so...Pl ease t ake car e of Denny and Zoé fc
me, Enzo. They’re so wonder ful when t hey’re t oget’her

She shook her head t o rid hersel f of her sad t hought s and 1 ooked do
at me.

“Do you see?” she asked. “I ’'m not afraid of it anymore. [ want ed yo
wit h me befor e because I want ed you t o prot ect me, but I *m not afr aid
anymor e. Because its' not t he end.”



She | aughed t he Eve 1 augh t hat I remember ed.
“But you knew t hat,” she said. ‘6¥ know ever yt hing.”

Not ever yt hing. But I knew she had been right aboutskterat ion: whil
doct ors are abl e t o hel p many peopl e, for, hbey coul d onl y tel 1 her whe
coul dnt be done. And I knew t hat once t hey ident ified her disease for hi
once ever yone ar ound her accept ed her diagnosis and r einfor ced it and
repeat ed it back t o her time and again, t her e was no way she coul d st op
The visibl e becomes inevit abl e.oYir car goes where your eyes go.

We t ook our | eave, Denny and I . I dids’ eep in t he car on t he ride
home as I usually did. I wat ched t he bright 1ights of Bel I evue and Me
fl icker byso beaut iful . Crossing t he I ake on t he fl oat ing bridge and see
t he gl ow of Madison Park and L eschi, t he buil dings of downt own peekin
out from behind t he Mount Baker ridge; t he city sharp and crisp, all th
and age hidden by t he night .

I fI ever find mysel f before a firing squad, I will face my execut or
wit hout a bl indfol d, and I will t hink of Eve. Of what she said. I t is no
end.

She died t hat night. Her 1ast breath t ook her soul,I saw it in my d
saw her soul I eave her body as she exhal ed, and t hen she had no more
needs, no mor e reason; she was rel eased from her bahd, being rel eased,
she cont inued her journey el sewhere, high in t he firmament where soul
mat erial gat hers and pl ays out all t he dreams and joys of which we t er
beings can barel y conceive, all the t hings t hat are beyond our
compr ehension, but even so, are not beyond our attainment if we choose
at t ain t hem, and bel ieve t hat we trul y can.



I n t he morning, Denny didh’know about Eve, and I , having awakened in ¢
fog from my dr eam, barel y suspect ed. He drove me over t o Lut her Bur]
Park on t he east ern shor e of Mercer I sl and. Since it was a warm spr,in;
it was a good choice of dog parks, as it fafr ded | ake access so Denny coul
throw theball and I coul d swim aft er it. The park was empt y of ot her
we wer e by oursel ves.

“We’ll move her back home,” Denny said t o me as he t hrew t he bal 1
“And Zoé. We shoul d al I be t oget hér miss t hem.”

I swamout intothe coldlake andretrievedtheball.
“This week,” he said. “This week I ’11 bring bot h of t hem home.”

And he threw the bal 1 again. I waded over t he rocky bott om until 1
body gained buoyancy and t hen I paddl ed out to t he bal I, bobbed for it i
t he 1 ake, and ret urned. When I droppéd bal | at Denngfeet and | ooked
up, I saw t hat he was on his cel ]l phone. Aft er a moment he nodded and
hung up.

“She’s gone,” he said, and t hen he sobbed | oudl y and t ur ned away
crying int o t he cr ook of his arm so I cout diPe.



I am not a dog who runs away from t hings. I had never run away frc
Denny before t hat moment, and I have never run away since. But in t hat
moment, I had to run.

Ther e was somet hing about it.I dokhow The setting of t he dog parl
per ched on t he east ern bank of Mercer I sl and like t hat, so Thadypl it
rail fence, not a cont ainment fence in any wa¥he ent ir e scene begs for a
dogtorun, to fl ee from his captivitglash out against t he est abl ishmer
Andsol ran.

Off tothe south, I bursfdifwn the short path throughthe gapinth
split rail and out ont o t he big fiel d, then I br oke west. Over t he aspha
and down t he ot her side t o t he amphit heat er I found what I was 1 ookii
unt amed wil derness. I needed t o go wil ding. I was upset, sad, angr y—
somet hing! I needed t o do somet hing! I needed t o feel mysel f, underst
mysel f and t his horribl e world we are all trapped in, wher e bugs and t
and viruses worm t heir way int o our brains and | ay t heir putrid eggs tt
hat ch and eat us al ive from t he inside out. I needed t o do my part to cr
st amp out what was at t acking me, my way of life. SoI ran.

The t wigs and vines whipped my face. The rough earth hurt my feet.
But I ranuntil I saw what I needed t o sepiifrel . F at and compl acent
Eat ing from a bag of Frit os. St upidl y shoving chips int o it s mout h, and
found in t he dar kest part of my soul ahatred I had never fel t before.tl
know wher e it came from but it was there and I gidit hat squirrel . It
looked uptoolate. I t noticed melong after it shoul d have if it had wa
live,and I was onit.I was onthat squirrel and it had no chance.l wa:s
rut hl ess. My jaws sl apped down on it, cracking it s back, my t eet h rippe
intoits fyrand I shook it t o deat h aft er t hat, for good measure, I shoo
until I heardits neck snap intwo. Andthenl ateit.I ripped it open v
fangs, my incisors, tore int o it, and bl ood was on me, all t he bl ood, hot
rich, I drankits lifeandI ateits entrail s and pul verized it s bones anc
swal l owed. I crushedits skull and ate its head. I devoured t he sduidr
todoit.I missed EvesomuchI coul &®’ a human anymor e and feel the
pain t hat humans feel .1 had t o be an animal again. I devour ed,dedgdr
gul ped, I did all the things I shotlldive done. My tryingtoliveto
human st andar ds had done not hing for Eve; I ate the squirrel for Eve.



I slept inthe bushes. Sometime ] ater Igednenysel f again. Denny
found me and he said not hing. He 1 ed me t o t he cdr got in t he backs eat
and fel I asl eep again immediat elWit h t he t ast e of bl ood fr om t he squir
I had murdered fresh in my mouth, I slept. And whilel slept I drear
t he crows.

I chased them; I caught them;I killedthem.I didit for Eve.



For Eve, her deat h was t he end of a painful battle. For Denny it was t}
beginning.

What I did in t he park was sel fish because it was about sat isfying r
basest needs. I t was al so sel fish because it prevent ed Denny fr om goir
Zoé right awayHe was angry wit h me for having del ayed him in t he park
But to post pone, even for a short time, what he was t o find at t he home
t he Twins might have been t he most merciful thing I coul d have done fo
him.

When I awoke from my sl umbewe were at Maxwel 1 andrfshs
house. I nthe driveway was a windowl ess whit e van wit h a ftletris
insignia on t he drivels door Denny par ked in such a way as t o not bl ock
t he vehicl e, and t hen he 1 ed me around t he side of t he house t o t he hose
in back. He t urned on t he hose and rinsed t he bl ood fr om my muzzl e in a
rough and joyl ess manner; it was not a bat h, it was a scrubbing.

“What did you get int o out t here?” he asked me.

When I was cl eaned of dirt and bl ood, he rel eased me and I shook
mysel f dryHe went to t he French doors on t he pat io and knocked. Aft er
moment , T ish appear ed. She opened t he door and embr aced Denn$he
was Crying.



After alongtime, during which Maxwel 1 and Zoé al so appear ed, De
ended t he embr ace and asked, “Wher e is she?”

Trish point ed. “Wt ol d t hem t o wait for you,” she said.

Denny st epped int o t he house, t ouching Zeéhead as he passed. Aft er
he disappear ed, Tish | ooked at Maxwel l.

“Let him have a minut e,” she said.

And t hey wit h Zoé, st epped out side and cl osed t he French door so t
Denny coul d be al one wit h Eve for the last time, even t hough she was 1
1 onger living.

I nthe emptiness that was all around me, I noticed an ol d t ennis b
the pl antings; I picked it up and dropped it at Z6é8t. 1 didn’know what
I was doing, if I had a specific int ent ionadAl trying t o | ight en t he mooc
don’t knowbut I felt I hadto do somet hing. So t here t he bal 1 bouncec
st op at her bare feet.

She 1 ooked down at t he ball but did not hing wit h it .

Maxwel ]l noticed what I had done, and he not iced Zokack of r eact ion
He picked up t he bal I and, wit h a mighthgave, t hrew it so far into t he
woods behind t he house that T 1ost sight of it and coul d onl y barel y he
crash t hrough t he 1 eaves of bushes on it s way backto earth.I t was qu
impressive t oss, t he pal e t ennis bal | sail ing t hrough t he air against tt
bl ue sky What amount of psychic pain was expended on t hat ball, I had
idea.

“F et ch, boy’ Maxwel ] said t o me sar donica] &iyd t hen he t ur ned back
to t he house.

I didnf fet ch, but wait ed wit h t hem unt il Denny r et urned. When he
he went t o Zoé immediat e] picked her up, and hel d her t ight.1She
squeezed his neck.

“I ’m so sad,” he said.



“Me, t 00.”

He sat on one of t he t eak deck chairs wit h Zoé on his knee. She burie
her face in his shoul der and st ayed 1 ike t hat .

“The peopl e fr om Bonney-Wt son wil 1 t ake her ngwlrish said. “W’l 1
bury her wit h our famil ¥ t’what she want ed.”

“I know” he said, nodding. “When?”
“Before t he end of t he week.”
“What canI do?”

Trish 1 ooked at Maxwel l.

“We’ll take care of t he arrangement s,” Maxwel | said. “But we did »
t o speak wit h you about somet hing.”

Denny wait ed for Maxwel | t o cont inue, but he didn’

“You haven’t eat en breakfast, Zoé,”rI5h said. “Come with me and I ’1
fix you an egg.”

Zoé didn’t budge unt il Denny t apped her shoul der and nudged hefr aff
his 1 ap.

“Go get some food wit h Grandma,” he said.
Z0é obedient 1 y fol ] owedrTsh int o t he house.

When she was gone, Denny | eaned back wit h his eyes cl osed and sigh
heavil y his face 1 ift ed t o t he skiffe st ayed | ike t hat for along t ime.
Minut es. He was a st at ue. Whil e Denny was immobil e, Maxwel | shift ec
weight from one foot to t he ot her and back. Several times Maxwel ] beg
speaking but st opped himsel f. He seemed somehow rel uct ant .

“I knew it was coming,” Denny said, final, Ihys eyes still cl osed. “Bu
still...I ‘msurprised.”



Maxwel 1 nodded t o himsel f.

“That § what concerns ilish and me,” he said.
Denny opened his eyes and 1 ooked at Maxwel I .
“Concerns you?” he asked, t aken aback.

“That you havent made preparat ions.”

“Pr epar at ions ?”

“You have no pl an.”

“Pl an?”

“You keep repeat ing t he l ast thing I ’ve said,” Maxwel | observed af
pause.

“Because I dor’ underst and what you’re t al king about ,” Denny said.
“That 5 what concerns us.”

Denny, still sitting, | eaned for ward and screwed up his face at Max
“What exactly are you concer ned about , Maxwel 1 ?” he asked.

Then Trish was t here.

“Zoé is eat ing an egg and t oast, and wat ching TV in t he kit chen,” she
announced. She 1 ooked at Maxwel 1 expectantly

“We’ve just started,” Maxwel ] said.
“Oh,” Trish said, “I thought ...What have you said so far ?”

“Why don’t you t ake it from t he t dyish,” Denny said. “Maxwel I is
having some difficul t y wit h t he opening.o¥i’r e concer ned...”



Trish gl anced ar ound, appar ent 1 y disappoint ed t hat t heir concernstl
al r eady been resol ved.

“Wel 1,” she began, “Eve’passing is obviously aterrible tragsdill,
we’ve been ant icipat ing it for many mont hs. Maxwell and I have discus
at great length our lives—t he l ived tdf us—in t he aft ermat h of E ge’
deat h. We discussed it with Eve, as wel I, just so you kndmd we bel ieve
t hat t he best situation for all parties invol ved woul d be for us t o have
cust ody of Zoé, t o raise her in a warm and st abl e famil y sit uat ion, t o
provide her wit h t he kind of upbringing and, wel 1, not t o be gauche, but
privi l egewe can provide for herWe t hink it will be best .eWope you
under st and t hat t his is in no way a comment ar y on you as a per son or Y
fat hering abil ities. I t is simpl y what is irs @8t interest.”

Denny | ooked from one of t hem t o t he ot hamper pl exed 1 ook still on
his face, but he said not hing.

I was perplexed, too. I t was my under st anding t hat Denny had al |
Eve tolive wit h t hewins so t hey coul d spend t ime wit h t heir dying
daught er and t hat he had al | owed Zoé t o l ive wit h t hank so she coul d
spend t ime wit h her dying mot heAs I underst ood it, once Eve died, Zoé
woul d be wit h us. The idea of a t ransit ion period made some sense t 0 me
Eve had died t he previous night ; t o spend t he fol ] owing day—or even fe
days—wit h her grandparent s made sense. But, cust ody?

“What do you t hink?” Tish asked.
“You can’t have cust ody of Zoé,” Denny said simpl y

Maxwel 1 sucked in his cheeks, crossed his arms, and t apped his finge
against his biceps, which were cl ad in a dark pol yest er knit .

“I know t his is hard for you,?iFh said. “But you have t 0 agree t hat 1
have t he advant ages of parent al experience, avail abl e free t ime, and fisc
abundance t hat will ensure Zeé&ducat ion t hr ough what ever 1 evel she
might choose t o pursue, and a Igehome in a safe neighbor hood t hat has
many young famil ies and many chil dren her age.”



Denny t hought for a moment .
“You can’t have cust ody of Z0é,” he said.
“I toldyou,” Maxwell saidlirash.

“I f you coul d just sleep on it Fish said t o Denny‘l m sure you wil 1
see t hat what we’re doing is rightslbest fomal 1. Yu can pursue your
racing car eey Zoé can gr ow up in a 1 oving and support ive envir onment sl
what Eve want ed.”

“How do you know t hat ?” Denny as ked quickl y*She t ol d you?”
“She did.”

“But she didnf tell me.”

“I dont know why she woul dit’ have,” T ish said.

“She didn’t,” Denny said firml.y

Trish forced a smil e.

“Will you sl eep on it ?” she asked. TW you t hink about what we’ve
said? I t will be much easter

“No, I will not sleep onit,” Denny said, rising from t he ¢¥ain
can’t have cust ody of my daught eF inal answer’

The Twins sighed simul t aneouslJrish shook her head in dismay
Maxwel 1 reached int o his back pocket and removed a business envel ope.

“We didn’t want it t o have t o be t his walye said, and he handed t he
envel ope t o Denny

“What § t his?” Denny as ked.

“Open it,” Maxwel | said.



Denny opened t he envel ope and removed several sheets of pajite
gl anced at t hem briefl y

“What does t his mean?” he asked again.

“I dont know if you have a l awyel” Maxwel 1 said. “But if you don,
you shoul d get one. Wre suing for cust ody of our granddaught’er

Denny fl inched 1 ike he had been punched in t he gut . Hiel 1 back int o
t he deck chair his hands still clinging t o t he document s.

“l finished my egg,” Zoé announced.

None of us had noticed her return, but t here she was. She cl imbed o1
Denny’s 1 ap.

“Areyou hungry?” she asked. “Grandma can make you an egg, t 00.”
“No,” he said apol oget ical 1 Y1 ’m not hungr¥y

She t hought a moment . “Are you still sad?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said aft er a pause. “I “'mstill very sad.”

“Me, t 00,” she agreed, and she I aid her head on his chest.

Denny | ooked at t heWins. Maxwel Is’1 ong ar m hung on Tish$ narr ow
shoul ders 1 ike some kind of heavy chain. And then I saw somet hing char
in Denny. I saw his face tight en wit h resol ve.

“Z0&,” he said, st anding her up. “du run inside and pack your t hings,
okay?”

“Wher e ar e we going?” she asked.
“We’r e going home now”

Zoé smil ed and st art edfpbut Maxwel 1 st epped for ward.



“Zoé, stop right there,” he said. “Daddy has some errands he has t o
You’l ] stay wit h us for ndw

“How dar e you!” Denny said. “Who do you t hink you ar e?”

“I ’m t he one wha’been raising her for t he past eight mont hs,”
Maxwel | said, his jaw set.

Zoé | ooked from her fat her t o her grandfat B&e didn’t know what to
do. No one knew what to do.I t was a st anfddfnd t hen Trish st epped in.

“Run inside and put your dol1s t oget,Hehe said t o Zog, “whil e we
talkalittl e more.”

Zoé rel uct antly wit hdrew

“Let her stay wit h us, Denfiylrish pl eaded. “W can work t his out . I
know we can work it out. Let her stay wit h us whil e t he l awyers come
wit h some kind of compr omise. &1 wer e fine wit h her st aying here
before.”

“You begged me to 1 et her stay here,” Denny said t a her
“I >m sure we can work t his out .”
“No, Trish,” he said. “I ’'m t aking her home wit h me.”

“And who’s going t o t ake car e of her when you’re at wor k?” Maxwel
snapped, shaking wit h anger“When you’re off at your races for days at a
time? Who wil 1 t ake care of her if, God forbid, she were t o get sick? Or
woul d you just ignore it, hide it from t he doct ors unt il she was on ghe
of deat h, 1 ike you did wit h Eve?”

“I didnf hide Eve from t he doct ors.”
“And yet she never saw anyone—"

“She refused!” Denny cried out . “She refused t o see anyone!”



“You coul d have for ced hef” Maxwel 1 shout ed.

“No one coul d force Eve t o do anyt hing E ve didnivant t o do,” Denny
said. “T cert ainl y coul dn.”

Maxwel | cl enched his fist s tighillhe t endons in his neck bul ged.
“And t hats why she’ dead,” he said.

“What ?” Denny asked incr edul ousl ¥This is a joke! I ’'m not cont inuir
t his conversation.”

He gl ared at Maxwel ] and started t oward t he house.

“l regret the day she met you,” Maxwel ]l mut t ered aft er him.
Denny st opped at t he door and cal I ed inside.

“Zoé, 1 ets go now. We can stop by later to get your dolls.”

Zoé emerged 1 ooking confused, hol ding an ar mful of sfed animal s.
“Canl take these?” she asked.

“Yes, honey. But 1es’go now. We’ll come back 1 ater for therest.”

Denny ushered her t oward t he path that 1ed around to t he front of |
house.

“You’re going toregret this,” Maxwel 1 hissed at Denny as he passe
“You have no idea what you’re getting yoursel f int 0.”

“Lets go, Enzo,” Denny said.

We wal ked around t o t he driveway and got int o our. daxwel 1
fol 1 owed us and wat ched Denny strap Zoé int o her car seat. Denny st ar
t he engine.

“You’re going toregret this,” Maxwel 1 said again. “Mar k my wor ds



Denny pul 1l ed t he drivé&s-side door cl osed with a sl am that shook th
car.

“Do 1 have alawyer?” he said t o himsel f. “I wor k ambhe
prestigious BMW and Mer cedes service cent er in Seatt1e. Who does he
t hink he’ deal ing wit h? I have a good rel ationship with all the best 1a
in t his townAnd I have t heir home phone numbers.”

We pul I ed out of t he driveway wit h a spray of gravel at Maxswidet’,
and as we t ook of up t he idyl 1 ic, t wist y Mercer I sl and road, I d¢ohkHp’
but not ice t hat t he whit e van was gone. And with it, Eve.



Wit h experience, a driver adjusts his underst anding of how a car feel s w
it is near its | imit sdAiver becomes comfort abl e driving on t he edge, so
when his tires begint ol ose adhesion, he can easil y correct, pause, and
recover Knowing wher e and when he can push for alittle extra becomes
ingrained in his being.

When t he pressure is intense and t he race is onl y hal f compl et ed, a
driver who is being chased rel entl essl y by a compet it or real izes t hat |
might be bet t er 6pushing from behind t han pul 1 ing from the front. I n't
case, the smart move is to yiel d his 1 ead to the trail ing car and 1 et t he
driver pass. Rel ieved of his burden, our driver can tuck in behind and ma
t he new | eader drive his mirrors.

Somet imes, howeverit is important to hol d cngobst ion and not
al 1 ow t he pass. For strat egic reasons, psychol ogical reasons. Somet ir
driver simpl y has t o prove t hat he is bet t er t han his compet it ion.

Racing is about discipl ine and int el ] igence, not about who has t he
heavier foot. The one who drives smart will al ways win in t he end.



Zoé insist ed on going t o school the next dayd when Denny said he
woul d pick her up at dismissal time, she compl ained t hat she want ed t «
wit h her friends in t he aftechool program. Denny rel uct ant 1y agr eed.

“I 11 pickyouupalittleearlier thanI usually do,” he said when 1
dropped her of. He must have been afraid t hat t havihs wouldtrytostea
her away

From Zoés$ school, we drove up Union t o F ift eent ieflue and found a
par king spot directly across frémtrol a Cdée. Denny tied my l eash to a
bicycl e st and and went inside; he ret urned a few minut es 1 at er wifde cof
and a scone. He unt ied me and t ol d me t o sit under neat h an out door t ab
which I did. A quarter of an hour 1 atvee wer e joined by someone el se. A
1 age but compact man composedf circl es: round head, round t orso, r ou
t highs, round hands. Ther e was no hair on t he t op of his head, but alot
t he sides. He was wear ing very wide jeans and a pargray sweat shirt witt
a giant purple Won it.

“Good mor ning, Dennis,” t he man said. “Pl ease accept my sincer e
condol ences for your devast ating 1 0ss.”

He 1 eaned down and for ceful 1 y embr aced Denpwho sat awkwar dlLy
hands in his 1 ap, 1 ooking out tothestreet.



“I —” Denny started, t hen st opped himsel f as t he man rel eased hin
st ood upright . “Of course,” Denny said uncomfort abl y

The man nodded sl ight ], ygnor ing Denny% confused r epl,yand t hen
wedged himsel f bet ween t he met al arms of t he ot her sidewal k chair by
t abl e; he was not fat, and in fact, he might have been consider ed mus cul
in some circl es, yet he was very gar

“Good-1 ooking dog,” he said. “He has some t errier in him?”

I 1ift ed my head. Me?

“I dont know exact 1,y Denny said. “Probabl y’

“Good-1 ooking animal ,” t he man mus ed.

I was impressed t hat he not iced me at all.

“Oh, she pul1s a good l atte,” t he man said, sl ur ping hfeecdf ink.
“Who?” Denny asked.

“My littlebarista in t here. The one wit h t he pl ump 1 ips, t he pier ce
eyebr ow and t he dar k chocol at e eyes...”

“l didnf notice.”

“You’ve got alot on your mindf’he man said. “This consul t at ion wil
cost you an oil change. My gul 1 -wing is very t hir Aiyoil change, whet her
or not you decide t o ret ain me.”

“Fine.”
“Let me see t he paper work.”

Denny handed him t he envel ope Maxwel 1 had given him. The man t oo
it and removed t he papers.

“They said Eve tol d t hem she want ed Zoé t o be raised by t hem.”



“l donf care about that,” t he man said.

“Somet imes she was on so many drugs, she woul d have said anyt hing
Denny said desper at el ¥¥She may have said it, but she coul dn’havemeant
it.”

“I dont care what anyone said or why t hey said it,” t he man said
sharpl y“Chil dren are not chattel. They cannot be given away or traded
t he mar ket pl ace. Ever yt hing t hat happens will be done in t he best inte
t he chil d.”

“That § what t hey said,” Denny said. “Zog’best interest.”

“They’r e educat ed,” t he man said. “Stil 1, t he motshéimal wishes are
irrel evant . How | ong wer e you married?”

“Six years.”

“Any ot her chil dren?”
“No.”

“Any secrets?”
“None.”

The man drank his 1 att e and | eafed t hr ough t he papers. He was a cur
man, ful I of t wit ches and ext ra movements. I t t ook me several minut e
real ize t hat when he t ouched his hand t o his hip pocket, which he did
frequent 1,yit was because he had some kind of buzzing device hidden away
and by t ouching it he coul d st op it s buzzing. This nmat t ent ion was in
many pl aces at once. And yet, when he I ocked eyes wit h Dentycoul d
sense t he t ot al it y of his focus. Denny coul d, t 0o, I ,Joeewuse in t hose
moment s, Dennys t ension sl ackened per cept ibl y

“Are you in a drug t reat ment program?” t he man asked.

“NO »



“Are you aregist ered sex fender ?”

“No.”

“Have you ever been convict ed of a fel ony? Spent any t ime in jail ?”
“No.”

The man st ufed t he papers back in t he envel ope.

“This is not hing,” he said. “Wher e is your daught er now?”

“She want ed t o go t o school . Shoul d I have kept her home?”

“No, t hats good. You’re being responsive t o her needs. That ’
important. Listen, t his is not somet hing you shoul d be overl y concer n¢
with. I ’11 demand a summary judgment . I tcaeé why we wont get it. The
chil d wil 1 be yours free and cl .&ar

Denny brist ] ed.
“By ‘t he chil d’ you mean my daught eZ.06?”

“Yes,” t he man said, sizing up Denny“l mean your daught gZ.0é. This
is Washingt on St at e, for Chrissake! Unl ess you’re cooking met h in you
kit chen, t he chil d is al ways awar ded t o t he biol ogical parent. No quest

“Okay,” Denny said.

“Don’t panic. Dont get mad. Be polite. Call t hem and give t hem my
informat ion. Fl1 them all correspondence has t o be direct ed t o me as y
attorneyl ’11 call their 1 awyers and I et t hem know t he big dog is in yo
cor ner My feel ing is t hey’re | ooking for a soft spot; t hey’re hoping you
go away quiet | yGrandparent s are | ike t hat . Grandparent s ar e convince
they’re better parents than t heir own kids, whose 1 ives t hey’ve al r ead
fucked up. The probl em is, grandparent s are pains in t he ass because t he
have money. Do t hey have money?”

“Plent y’



“And you?”
“Oil changes for life,” Denny said wit h a for ced smil e.

“Oil changes ainf going to cut it, Dennis. My rat e is fdift y an hour I
need a t went y-five-hundr ed-dol 1 ar r et aili2o you have it ?”

“I ’11 get it,” Denny said.
“When? Today? This week? Next week?”
Denny | ooked at him hard.

“This is my daught erMark. I promise on my soul youget every
dol 1 ar you have coming t o you. She’my daught erHer name is Zoé. And I
woul d appr eciat e it if you woul d use her name, or at 1east a geratarect
pr onoun, when you refer t o het

Mar k sucked in his cheeks and nodded.

“I totally understand, Dennis.Sleur daught erand her name is Zoé.
And I understandthat you’reafriendandI trust you.I apol ogize for
quest ioning. Somet imes I get peopl e...” He paused. “Me t o0 you, Dennis
We’re t al king about seven or eight grand t o make t his t hing go.ayay
can do t hat, right ? Of course you can. I waive my ret ainer for you, my
friend.” He st ood up and t he chair al most st ood wit h him, but he shucke
himsel f out of it before it embarrassed him in front of tdte ¥ a cr owd.
“This is atotallybogus cust ody suit . It @®n imagine why t hey woul d
bot her to fileit. Call the in-l awswin-l aws—and t el 1 t hem ever yt hing
goes through me. I ’11 have t he paral egal on t his t edgyparal egal . |
real 1 y have a probl em wit h my pronouns, doh’? Thanks for point ing it
out. Trust me, t hey didn’see t his comingl'hey’r e pl aying you for a sucker
and you arent a suckeyare you, champ?”

He cuffed Denny on t he chin.

“Be cool with them,” Mark said. “Danget angr.yBe cool, and
everyt hing is inlittle Zo®est interest, got it ? Al ways say ever yt hing



for her Got it?”
“Got it,” Denny said.
The man paused sol emnl.y
“How ar e you hol ding up, friend?”
“I ’m fine,” Denny said.
“Taking t ime of? A head-cl ear ing wal k wit h...What his name?”
“Enzo.”
“Good name. Good-1 ooking dog.”

“He’s upset,” Denny said“l ’m t aking him t o wor k wit h me t odhy
don’t feel comfort abl e 1 eaving him home al one.”

“Maybe you shoul d t ake some t ime jf Mar k said. “Your wife just
passed away Pl us t his nonsense. Craig wil 1 give you some t inficarfd if
he doesn’t, I 11 call him and rattle his cage with t he t hreat of a wor ky
har assment suit.”

“Thanks, Mark,” Denny said. “But I can$tay home right now t
reminds me t oo much—”

“Ah.”

“I need towork.I needto do somet hing. Keep moving.”
“Under st ood,” Mar k said. “Say no more.”

He gat her ed his bag.

“I have t o admit,” he said, “wat ching you win t hat race on TV was
pretty sweet. Where was that ? Last year?”

“Wat kins Gl en,” Denny said.



“Yeah. Wat kins Gl en. That was sweet . The wife had some peopl e ove
and I was barbecuing and I turned onthelittle TV in t he kit chen and t
guys wer e wat ching...sweet.”

Denny smil ed, but it was wit hout convict ion.

“You’r e a good man, Dennis,” Mark said. “I ’11 t ake care of t his. Of ¢
t he t hings you have t o worry about, t his is not afrtchem. You | etme
worry about t his partot ake car e of your daught gpkay?”

“Thanks.”

Mark t rundl ed 6flown t he st reet,, and when he had r ounded t he cor,n
Denny | ooked at me and hel d his hands out in front of himsel f. They wer
shaking. He didn’t say anyt hing, but he 1 ooked at his hands t rembl ing ar
t hen he 1 ooked at me, and I knew what he was t hinking. He was t hinking
t hat if he just had a st eering wheel to hold on t o, his hands wdus$ Hake.

I f he had a st eering wheel to hold onto, everyt hing woul d be al ] right



I spent most of t he day hanging out in t he gar age wit h t he guys who fix
cars because t he owners of t he shop didnl’ike it when I was in t he 1 obby
where t he cust omers coul d see me.

I knew all the guys inthe garage. 1 digo’t o work very oft en, but I
been t her e enough t hat t hey al 1 knew me and gave me a hard t ime by doi
t hings 1 ike t hr owing wr enches across t he shop and trying t o get me t o
t hem, and when I refused, t hey’d | augh and comment on how smart I w
Ther e was one t ech guy in part icul &enn, who was real l y nice, and every
t ime he wal ked by me he woul d ask: “Are you done yet ?” At first I had
idea what he was t al king about , but I final 1y figured out t haf ohe
shop’s owners, Craig, spent most of his time asking if t he t echs were
finished wit h t heir cars, and F enn was just passing it on down t he | ine t
onl y one who ranked bel ow him. Me.

“Are you done yet ?”

I felt strangel y anxious t haf idayver y human way. Peopl e are
al ways worried about whathappening next .They oft en find it difficult to
stand still, t o occupy t he now wit hout worrying about t he fut ure. Peoj
not general ly satisfied wit h what t hey have; t hey are very concer ned w
what t hey ar goi ngt o have. A dog can al most power down his psyche anc
sl ow his ant icipat or y met abol ism, 1 ike David Bl aine at t empt ing t 0 set



record for hol ding his breath at t he bot t om of a swimming pool —t he t
of t he worl d around him simpl y changes. On a nor mal dog,daycan sit st i
for hours on end wit h no ébrt. But that day I was anxious. I was nervc
and worried, uneasy and distract ed. I paced ar ound and never felt settl
didn’t care for the sensation, yet I realized it was possibl y a nat ural

progression of my evol ving soul , and t herefore I tried my best to emb

One of t he gar age bays was open, and a st icky drizzl e fogged t he air
Skip, t he big funny man wit h t he 1 ong beard, dut iful 1 y washed t he cars f
wer e ready for pickup, even t hough it was raining.

“Rain isn’t dirt,ydi rtis dirty he repeat ed t o himsel f, a Seat t 1 e-car
was hing mant ra. He squeezed his cl ump of sponge, and soapy wat er rust
like a river down t he windshiel d afi immacul at el y car ed-for British rac
green BMW 2002. 1 1ahead bet ween my forel egs, just inside t he t hrest
of t he gar age, wat ching him wor k.

The day seemed | ike it woul d never end, until the Seattl e police car
showed up and t wo pol icemen got out .

“Canl ofer you gent1emen a wash?” Skip called t o t hem.

The men seemed confused by t he quest ion. They exchanged a gl ance.
“l t’raining,” one of t hem said.

“Rain isn’t dirt,} Skip said cheer ful Ly‘Di rtis dirty

The pol icemen | ooked at him st rangehy if t hey didnf know if he was
mocking t hem.

“No, t hanks,” one of t hem said as t hey wal ked t o t he 1 obby door and
went inside.

I nosed t hrough t he swinging door in t he garage bay and int o t he fil
room. I wander ed up behind t he count evhich Mike was at t ending.

“Aft ernoon, oficers,” I heard Mike sayA probl em wit h your car ?”



“Ar e you Dennis Swift ?” one of t hem asked.

“I am not,” Mike repl ied.

“I s he here?”

Mike hesitated. I could smell his sudden t ension.

“He may have | eft for t he dgyMike said. “L et me check. Can1 tell
him who’s cal 1 ing?”

“We have a warrant for his arrest,” one of t he pol icemen said.
“I ’11 see if ledtill int he back.”

Mike t urned and st umbl ed int o me.

“Enzo. Cl ear out, bo¥

He | ooked up at t he pol ice nervously

“Shop dog,” he said. “Al ways in t he way

I followed him int o t he back, wher e Denny was at t he complibgging
invoices for t he peopl e who want ed t heir cars by t he end of t he day

“Den,” Mike said. “There are a coupl e of cops out front with a warra

“F or ?” Denny asked, not even |1 ooking up from t he screen, t ap-t ap-
t apping away at his invoices.

“You. For your arrest.”
Denny st opped what he was doing.
“For what ?” he asked.

“I didnf get the detail s. But t hey’re unifor m SPD and t heyt damgk
| ike mal e strippers and t oday tsgour birt hday anywago I dort’ t hink



it aprank.”
Denny st ood up and st art ed for t he I abby

“I toldthem you might have | eft for t hg’ddyke said, indicat ing t he
back door wit h his chin.

“I appreciat e t he t hought , Mike. But if t hey’ve got a warrant, t hey
probabl y know where I live. Let me find out what this is all about.”

Like a train, t he t hree of us snaked t hr ough t he fil e room and up t o
count er

“I ’m Denny Swift .”

The pol ice nodded.

“Coul d you st ep out from behind t he countsr ?” one of t hem as ked.
“I s there aprobl em? Can you tell me what this is all about ?”

Ther e wer e hal f a dozen peopl e sit t ing in t he 1 obby wait ing for t heir
invoices t o be prepared; t hey al 1 1 ooked up from t heir r eading mat erial

“Pl ease st ep out from behind t he count @rthe pol iceman said.

Denny hesit at ed for a moment , and t hen fol | owed his inst ruct ions.
“We have a warrant for your arrest,” one of t he men said.

“For what ?” Denny asked. “Can 1 seeit? There must be some mista
The cop handed Denny a sheaf of paper Denny read it .

“You’re joking,” he said.

“No, sir” t he cop said, t aking back t he papers. “Pl ease pl ace your ha
on t he count er and spread your 1egs.”



Denny’s boss, Craig, came out of t he back.

“Officers?” he said, approaching t hem. “I danbel ieve t his is
necessaryand if it is, you can do it out side.”

“Sir, hol d!” t he pol iceman said st er ppgint ing a 1 ong finger at Craig.

But Craig was right. The whol e t hing was designed t o be pr ejudicial
was t he | obby of a pl ace of businesBeopl e wer e t her e, wait ing for t heir
BMWs and Mer cedes gul 1 -wings and ot her fancy cars. The pol ice didn’
have t o do what t hey did in front of t hose peopl'Rey wer e cust omers.
They trust ed Denpynd now he was a criminal What t he pol ice were
doing wasn’t right. There must have been a bet t er Myt t hey had guns
and bat ons. They had pepper spray anddfers. And t he SPD has al ways
been not oriousl y nervous.

Denny fol 1 owed t heir inst ruct ions and pl aced his hands on t he coun
and spread his | egs; t he cop pat t ed him down t hor oughl y

“Pl ease turn ar ound and pl ace your hands behind your back,” t he cop
said.

“You don’t need handcufs,” Craig said angril {¥He’s not running
anywhere!”

“Sir!” t he cop bar ked. “Hol d!”

Denny t ur ned ar ound and pl aced his hands behind his back. Thefider
cuffed him.

“You have t he right t o remain sil ent,” t he cop said. “Anyt hing you s
can and wil I be hel d against you—"

“How 1 ong is t his going t o t ake?” Denny asked. “I have t o pick up m
daught er”

“I suggest you make ot her arrangement s,” t he ot her pofier afaid.

“I can pick her up, Denny Mike said.



“You’re not onthelist of approved pickup peopl e.”

“So who shouldI call?”

“...an attorney wil | be appointed t o you...”

“Call Mark Fein,” Denny said, desper at e. “§l&l t he comput ef
“Do you underst and t heserights as I have read t hem t o you?”

“Do you need me t 0 bail you out ?” Craig asked. “What ever you need

»

“I have no idea what I need,” Denny said. “Cal 1 Mar k. Maybe he can
pick up Zoé.”

“Do you understand the ri ghts as I haveead them?”
“I understand!” Denny snappetlYes. I understand!”
“What are you being arrest ed for ?” Mike as ked.

Denny 1 ooked t o t he dicers, but they said not hing. They wait ed for
Denny t o answer t he quest ion. They were wel |l trained in t he sophist ic:
met hods of br eaking down a subject —make him voice his own crime.

“Rape of a chil d in t he t hir d degr ee,” Denny said.
“F el ony rape,” one of t he cops cl arified.

“But I didi’rape anyone,” Denny said t o t he cop. “Whobehind t his?
What chil d?”

Ther e was a l ong pause. The peopl e in t he |1 obby were rapt. Denny w
st anding before t hem al I, his hands bound behind his back, t hey coul d al
see how he was a prisoner nophe had no use of his hands now he coul d
not race a car nowAl ]l attention was on t he pol ice and t heir bl ue-gray s
wit h t he epaul et s and t heir bl ack guns, st icks, wands, and | eat her pack



wr apped around t heir waists. I t was drama. E ver yone want ed t o know
t he answer t ot he quest idwhat chi I d?

“The one you raped,” t he cop repl ied simpl y

I despised him for what he was doing, but I had t o admir e his dr am:
fl air ; wit hout anot her word, t he pol ice t ook Denny away



Much of what happened t o Denny r egar ding t he cust ody suit concer ning
Zoé as wel ]l as the criminal cBes of rape of a chil d in t he t hird degree w
not wit nessed by me. These events spanned cl ose t o t hree years of our
as one of t he tact ics of Maxwel |1 andidh was t o drag out t he process in
order to depl et e Denny of money and dest roy his wil l, as well as tofl
of his desire t o see Zoé mat ure in a |l oving and support ive envir onment .
was denied access t o much informat ion. I was not invited t o at t end any
t he l egal proceedings, for instance.I was all owed to attend only a fev
meet ings Denny had wit h his at t or pédar k F ein, specifical ] yhose t hat
occurred at ¥trol a Cdée (because Mark F ein had a fancy for t he barist«
wit h t he pier ced eyebr ow and t he dar k chocol at e eyes). I did not accom
Denny t o t he pol ice st at ion aft er his arrest.I was not present for his
booking, his arraignment, or his subsequent 1ie det ect or test ing.

Much of what I will tell you about the ordeal that fol 1 owedektte’
is areconst ruct ion based on infor mat ion compil ed by me fr om secondha
knowl edge, over heard conversat ions, and est abl ished I egal practices a:
have gl eaned fr om various t el evision shows, most especial | kahé&
Order series and it s spin-td, Speci al Mcti ms Unj Cri mi nal I nterand t he
much mal ignedTri al by JuryF urther detail s regar ding pol ice met hodol
and t erminol ogy ar e based on t wo of t he very best tel evision shows in-
hist ory of t he genr &he Rockfod Fil esst arring J ames Gar petho al so



starred in t he excel 1 ent racing fimand Pri x and of course, t he great est
of al 1 pol ice dramag€ol umbg st arring t he fabul ous and exceptional 1y
clever Peter Falkinthetitlerole. (My sixth favorite act or is Peter F
And, final 1 ymy knowl edge of t he courtroom is based sol el y on t he wor
the greatest of all courtroom dramatists, Sidney L umet , whose many
incl udingThe Verdi ctand 12 Angry Men, have infl uenced me t remendous]
and, as a sidenote, I woul d say t hat his cast ing of Al PacibwinDay

Af ternoonwas not hing short of inspir ed.

My int ent, here,is totell our story in a dramatical 1 y t r ut. Mthilvea
t he fact s may be l ess t han accurat e, pl ease underst and t hat t he emot ic
true. The int ent is true. And, dramat ical 1 y speaking, int ent ion is every



They t ook him t 0 a small room wit h agearabl e and many chairs. The

wal 1 s wer e per for at ed wit h windows t hat 1 ooked out t ot he surroundi
office, which was fil 1 ed wit h pol ice det ect ives doing t heir pol ice work ¢
t heir desks, just 1ike dmw & Order. Wooden bl inds fil t ered t he bl ue 1 ig
that crept into the room, rippling t he t abl e and fl oor wit h 1 ong shadov

No one bot her ed him. A bad cop didnt pull his ears or hit him with a
t el ephone direct ory or smash his fingers in t he door or smack his head
against t he chal kboard, as oft en happens on t el evision. No. Aft er being
booked and finger print ed and phot ogr aphed, he was put in t he room, al o
and | eft there, as if t he pol ice haddott en him ent ir el He sat by himsel f.
He sat for hours wit h not hing. No fed, no wat ey no rest r ooms, no r adio.
No distractions. His crime and his punishment and himsel f. Al one.

Did he despair? Did he sil ent 1 y berat e himsel f for al I owing himsel 1
in t hat situation? Or did he final 1 y real ize what it is 1 iketo be me,tot
dog? Did he under st and, as t hose int er minabl e minut es t ickedlst being
al one is not t he same as being 1 onel y? That being al one is a neutral ste
is 1ike a bl ind fish at t he bot t om of t he ocean: wit hout eyes, and t her efc
wit hout judgment. I s it possibl e? That which is around me does freat af
my mood; my mood affect s t hat which is around me. I s it true? Coul d
Denny have possibl y appr eciat ed t he subject ive nat ur e of 1 onel iness, wl



is somet hing t hat exists onl y in t he mind, not in t he worl d, and, 1 ike a"
is unabl e t o sur vive wit hout a wil l ing host ?

I like to think t hat he was al one for that time, but t hat lehoashil
like t o t hink t hat he t hought about his condit ion, but he did not despair

And t hen Mark Fein burst into the East Precinct on Sea€idpét ol
Hil 1 ; he burst in and began shout ing. That is Mark Edbhtuistery style.
Bombast ic. Boist erous. Bol d. Bel 1 icose. Mark Fein is a capital letter
is shaped 1 ike t he l et f@nd he act s 1ike t he 1 et.tlBrash. Brazen. Bul L ish.
Bel 1 owing. He bl ew down t he dadwul 1 -rushed t he desk, bl ast ed t he
sergeant on dut yand bail ed out Denny

“What t he fuck is t his all about, Dennis?” Mar k demanded on t he st
cor net

“I ’not hing,” Denny said, unint erest ed in t he conver sat ion.
“The fuck it is! A fift een-yeanl d? Dennis The fuck it § not hing!”
“She’s 1 ying.”

“I s she? Did you have int er course wit h t his girl ?”

“No.”

“Did you penet r at e any of her orifices wit h your genital s or any ot h
object ?”

Denny st ared at Mark Fein and refused t o ans.wer

“This is part of a pl an, do you see t hat ?” Mark said, frustrat ed. “I
coul dnt figure why t hey woul d fil e a bogus cust ody suit, but t his chang
ever yt hing.”

Stil I, Denny said not hing.

“A pedophil e. A sex ofender. A statutory rapist. A chil d mol efxcer
these t erms fit anywhere in t he concept of ‘t he best int erest of a chil d



Denny gr ound his t eet h; his jaw muscl es bul ged.

“My office, eight t hirty t omorrow morning,” Mark said. “Dd¥1 ate.’
Denny bur ned.

“Wher e’ Zoé?” he demanded.

Mar k F ein dug his heel int o t he pavement .

“They got to her before I coul d,” he said. “The t iming on t his was n
an accident .”

“I ’m going t o get hgrDenny said.

“Don’t I” Mar k snapped. “L et t hem be. Now is not tlme for her oics.
When you’re st uck in quicksand, t he worst t hing you can do is struggl e

“Sonow I ’m st uck in quicksand?” Denny as ked.
“Dennis, you ar e in t he quickest of al 1 possibl e sand right”now
Denny wheel ed ar ound and st ar t edfof

“And don’t 1 eave the state,” Mark call ed aft er him. “And, J esus Cl
Dennis, don’t evenl ookat anot her fift een-yeasl d girl!”

But Denny had al r eady r ounded t he corner and was gone.



Hands are t he windows t o a mas’soul .

Wat ch in-car videos of race drivers enough, and you’ll seethetruth
t his st at ement . The rigid, t ense grip of one driver refl ect s his rigid, te
driving st yl e. The ner vous hand-sHiif of anot her driver proves how
uncomfort abl e he is in t he caf driver's hands shoul d be rel axed,
sensit ive, awar e. Much infor mat ion is communicat ed t hr ough t he st eeri
wheel of a car; too tight or t oo nervous a grip will not all ow t he infor
t 0 be communicat ed t o t he brain.

They say t hat senses do not oper at e al one, but rat her are combined
t oget her in a special part of t he brain t hat creates a pict ure of t he bod
whol e: sensors inthe skintell the brain about pressure, pain, heat ; ser
in t he joint and t endons tell t he brain about t he begysit ion in s pace;
sensors in t he ears track bal ance; and sensors in int ergmisdndicat e
one’s emot ional stateoVol untaril yrestrict one channel of informat ior
fool ish for aracer;to all ow infor mation t o fl ow unfet t er ed is divine.

Seeing Denny’s hands shake was as upset t ing for me as it was for hir
After Eve deat h, he gl anced at his hands oft en, hel d t hem befor e his ey
as if they werert’ real 1 y his hands at all, hel d t hem up and wat ched t hel
shake. He tried t o do it so no one woul d see. “Ner ves,” he woul d say t o
whenever he caught me wat ching his manual examinat ion. “Stress.” And



t hen he woul d t uck t hem int o his pant s pocket s and keep t hem t here, ot
sight .

When Mike and Tony br ought me home 1 at er t hat night, Denny was
wait ing on t he dar k por ch wit h his hands in his pockets.

“Not onlydoI not want totalk about it,” he said t o t hem, “Mark t
not to. So.”

They st ood on t he wal k, 1 ooking up at him.
“Can we come in?” Mike asked.

“No,” Denny repl ied, and t hen, awar e of his abrupt ness, attempt ed t
expl ain. “I dont’ feel |ike company right now

They stared at him for a moment .

“You don’t have t ot al k about whatgoing on,” Mike said. “But is’
good t otal k You can’t keep ever yt hing inside. k tiot heal t by

“You’re probabl y right,” Denny said. “Butsindt how I operate.I jus
need t 0...assimil at e...what going on, and then I ’11 be abl e t o t al k. But
now.”

Neit her Mike nor dhy moved. I t was | ike t hey wer e deciding if t hey
woul d respect Denng’request to be l eft al one, or if t hey woul d storm
him int o t he house and keep him company by for ce. They 1 ooked at each
otherand I could smell their anxiety; I wished t hat Denny woul d
under st and t he dept h of t heir concern for him.

“You’ll be all right ?” Mike asked. €4bn’t have t o worry about t he
gas oven being 1 eft on and you | ight ing a cigaret t e or somet hing?”

“I s’el ectric,” Denny said. “And I dorsmoke.”
“He’ll be all right,8ny said t o Mike.

“You want us t o keep Enzo or anyt hing?” Mike asked.



“No.”

“Bring you some gr oceries?”

Denny shook his head.

“He’ll be all right,8ny said again, and t ugged at Mike’ ar m.

“My phone’s al ways on,” Mike said. “Went y-fourhour crisis hot 1 ine.
Need t o t al k, need anyt hing, cal 1 me.”

They retreat ed down t he wal k.
“We fed Enzo!” Mike cal 1 ed from t he al ] ey

They | eft, and Denny and I went inside. He t ook his hands fr om his
pocket s and hel d t hem up t o 1 ook at t hem shaking.

“Rapists dort get custody of t heir little girls,” he said. “See how t
wor ks ?”

I followed him int o t he kit chen, for a moment concerned t hat he ha
lied t o Mike and ©ny and t hat per haps we did have a gas oven after all. ]
he didn’t go to t he oven, he went to t he cupboard and t ook out a gl ass."

he reached int o wher e he kept t he 1iquor and t ook out a bott1e. He pour
drink.

I t was absurd. Depressed, stressed, hands shaking, and now he was
going t o get himsel f drunk? I coultdst and for it.I barked sharply at hi

He 1 ooked down at me, drink in hand, and I up at him. I fI ’d had han
I woul d have opened one of t hem and sl apped him wit h it .

“What 5 t he mat t pE nzo, t oo much of a cl iché for you?”
I barked again. @o much of a patheti ccl iché for me.

“Don’t judge me,” he said. “Thats’ not your job. Wur job is t o support
me, not judge me.”



He drank t he drink and t hen gl ared at me, and I did judge him. He wz
acting just as t hey want ed him t o act. They were rat t1ing him, and he w
about t o quit and t hen it woul d be over and I ’d have to spend t he rest «
1 ife wit h a drunkar d who had not hing t o do but stare lifel essly out fro
dead eyes at pict ures fl ashing by on t he TV screen. This wasny Denny
This was a pat het ic charact er from a hackneyed t el evision dr &md.I
didn’t 1ike him at all.

I left theroom thinking I would goto bed, but It digm’ t o sleep in
t he same room as t his Denny impost @his Denny facsimil e. I went int o
Z.0é’s bedroom, curl ed up on t he fl oor next to her bed, and tried t o sl ee
Zoé was theonly onel hadleft.

Later—t hough I danknow how much—he st ood in t he door way

“The first time I t ook you for a drive in my car when you wer e a pur
you puked al ]l over the seat,” he said t o me. “But I digive up on you.”

I 1ift ed my head from t he ground, not under st anding his point .
“I put the booze awgyhe said. “I ’'m bet t er t han t hat .”

He t ur ned and wal ked awayl heard him shidf e around in t he I iving
room and then turn on t he TV

So he didn’t fall hopel essly into the bottle, t he refuge of t he weak
t he maudl in. He got my point. Gestures are all that I have.

I found him on t he couch wat ching a video of Eve, Zoé, and me, from
year s ago when we went t o L ong Beach, on t MWashingt on coast . Zoé was
atoddl er] remembered t hat weekend wel 1 ; we were all so young, it
seemed, chasing kit es on t he wide beach t hat went on for miles. I sat n
t he couch and wat ched, t oo. Wwer e so naive; we had no knowl edge of
wher e t he r oad woul d t ake us, no idea t hat we woul d ever be separ at ed.
beach, t he ocean, t he skyl t was t here for us and onl y for us. A world
wit hout end.



“No race has ever been won in t he first corjiehne said. “But pl ent y of
races have been 1l ost there.”

I 1ooked at him. He reached out, set t] ed his hand on t he crown of m
head, and scrat ched my ear 1ike he has al ways done.

“That & right,” he said t o me. “I f we’re going t o be a cl ichés Ibet &
positive cl iché.”

Yes: the race is l ong—t o finish first, first you must finish.



I 1ove very few t hings more t han a nice 1 ong wal k in t he drizzl e of Seat
don’t care for t he heaviness of real rain; I 1ike t he mist ing, t he feel ing
tiny dropl et s on my muzzl e and eyel ashes. The freshness of t hehich
has been suddenl y infused wit h ozone and negat ive ions. Whil e rain is
heavy and can suppress the scent s, alight shower actual 1 y ampl ifies s;
it rel eases t he mol ecul es, brings odor tolife, and t hen carries it t hro
air t o my nose. Which is why I 1ove Seattle more t han any ot her pl ace
Thunder hil 1 Raceway Par k. Because, whil e t he summers ar e ver yodicg

t he damp season begins, nary a day goes by wit hout a hel ping of my muc
1 oved drizzl e.

Denny t ook me for awal kinthe drizzle, and I relished it. Eve had
been dead for a few days, but since her deat h, had fel t so bot t1ed up and
congest ed, sit t ing wit h Denny in t he house for much of t he t ime, breat h
t he same st al e air over and ove¥enny seemed t o crave t he change, t 00;
inst ead of jeans, a sweat shirt, and his yel | ow sl,ibkgrut on a pair of dark
sl acks, and he wore his bl ack t rench coat over a high-necked cashmer e
sweat er

We wal ked nort h out of MadisonaVl ey and int o t h&r bor et um. Once
past the dangerous part, where t here is no wal kway and t he cars drive
over t he safe speed | imit, we t urned oh t he smal | er road, and Denny
rel eased me from my I eash.



This is what I 1ovetodo: 1 lovetorunthrough a fiel d of wet gras
has not been mowed recent] ¥ 1ove t o run, keeping my snout 1ow tothe
ground so the grass and t he sparkl es of wat er cover my face. I imagine
mysel f as a vacuum cl eanesucking inall the smells, all thelife, a spe:
summer grass. I t reminds me of my chil dhood, back on t he far m in Spar
wher e t her e was no rain, but there was grass, t here were fiel ds, and I

I ranand I ran that .dand Denny wal ked on, t rudging st eadilAt t he
point wher e we usual 1y t urned ar ound, we kept going.dvossed t he
pedestrian bridge and curl ed up int o Mont | ake. Denny reat t ached my I ¢
and we crossed a |l @er road and we were in a new park! I 1oved t his one,
too. But it was ddrent.

“I nt erl aken,” Denny said t o me as he unl eashed me.

I nterl aken. This park was not fiel ds and fl at 1 and. h gneas ed and
t wist y ravine paint ed wit h vines and bushes and gr oundcgvent ed by t he
tallest of trees and a canopy of 1 eaves. I t was wonder ful . As Denny
fol ] owed t he path, I bounded up and down t he hil I side, hiding in t he 1 o
brush and pret ending I was a secret agent, or running as fast as I coul
t hr ough t he obst acl es and pret ending I was a predat or 1ike in t he mov
hunt ing somet hing down, t r acking my pr.ey

For alongtime we wal ked and ran in t his park, me running five pace
for every one of Dennys, until I was exhaust ed and t hir¥eyemerged
from t he park and wal ked in a neighbor hood t hat was for eign t o me. Der
st opped in a café t o pur chase a cup of ctde for himsel f. He br ought some
wat er for me, which was in a paper cup and diful t t o drink, but sat ed m
nonet hel ess.

And we cont inued wal king.

I have al ways 1 oved act ivit y and wal king, especial | y wit h Dampy
favorit e wal king part neand especial l y in t he drizzl e, but I have t o adm
at that timel was get ting quit e t iredhabeen out for more t han t wo
hours, and aft er along wal k 1ike that, I 1ike t o go home for a pl ayful
t owel ing off, and t hen sett1 e down for a nice 1 ong nap. But t here was no
nap; we kept wal king.



I recognized F ift eent védnue when we reached it, and I knew

Vol unt eer Park quite well. But I was surprised when we went int o t he
View Cemet er yOf course, I knew t he import ance of L akieW Cemet ery
though I had nevebeen t here. I had seen a document ary on Bruce L ee;
L.ake View is where he is buried, al ongside his son, Brandon, who was a
wonder ful actor until his untimely death. 1 feel very badl y for Brandc
because he fel I victim to t he famil y curse, but al so because the last fil
made was The Crow, an unfort unat e tit1e for an unfort unat e fil m based
comic book writ t en by someone who cl early had no idea of t he real natt
of crows. But t hat a discussion for anot her time.eWht er ed t he cemet ey
and we did not seek out t he graves of Bruce and Brandon Lee, t wo very
act ors. Wsought somet hing el se. Fol ] owing t he paved road t o t he nor
1 ooped around t he central hill and came upon a t emporary tent structi
under which many peopl e wer e assembl ed.

They were all dressed nicel y and t hose who wet g’ ot ect ed fr om t he
drizzl e by t he t ent wer e hol ding umbrel ]l as. I mmediatedw Zoé.

Ah. The light swit ch—i &it her on or it off. Denny had dressed for
t he event .

We appr oached t he peopl e, who were sl ight 1y dgaaized, mil | ing
about, t heir col 1l ect ive at t ent ion fr agmefithedpr oceedings had not yet
begun.

We got very close tothem, and t hen, suddeslgmeone br oke of from
t he group. A man. And t hen anot her man, and anot hdihe t hr ee of t hem
wal ked t oward us.

One of t hem was Maxwel 1. The ot her s wer e Ever ot hers, whose
names I never knew because t hey showed t hemsel ves so infrequent 1y

“You’re not wel come here,” Maxwel | said sternly
“She’s my wife,” Denny said cal ml.y¥*The mot her of my chil d.”

She was t here, t he chil d. Zoé saw her fat.Helie waved at him, and he
waved back.



“You’re not wel come her e Maxwel | said again. “L.eave, or I ’11 call
pol ice.”

The t wo brot hers raised t hemsel ves. Pre-bat t1e post uring.
“You al ready cal 1 ed t hem, didn{ou?” Denny as ked.

Maxwel | sneered at Denny

“You wer e war ned,” he said.

“Why ar e you doing t his?”

Maxwel I pushed up int o0 Denny’per sonal space.

“You’ve never been good t o Eve,” Maxwel 1 said. “And wit h what yot
did t o Annika, I will not trust you with Zoé.”

“Not hing happened t hat night —”

But Maxwell had al ready t urned. “Pl ease escor SWIft away fr om
here,” he said t o his t wo sons, and he abrupt |l y wal ked away

I nthe distance,I saw Zoé&, unabl e t o cont ain hersel f any | onger; sl
jumped out of her seat and rant oward us.

“Beat it,” one of t he men said.

“I ’my wife’s funeral ,” Denny said. “I ’'m st aying.”

“Get the hell out of here,” t he ot her man said, jabbing Denny in t he
“Punch me if you want ,” Denny said. “I won’fight back.”

“Chil d mol est er!” t he first man hissed, fl ingingdnids int o Dennys
chest . Denny didnt budge. A man who drives a t wo-t housand-pound car &
one hundr ed sevent y mil es per hour does not get fl ustered by t he honk
t he geese.



Zoé reached us and | eapt at Denn¥de hoist ed her int o t he air and
propped her on his hip and kissed her cheek.

“How’s my baby?” he asked.
“How’s my daddy?” she repl ied.

“I ’m get t ing B¥yhe said. He t urned t o t he brot her who had just push
him. “Sorryl didnt cat ch what you just said. Maybe you’d 1 ike t o r epeat
in front of my daught ef

The man t ook a st ep back, and t henrlish rushed up t o us. She insert ec
hersel f bet ween Denny and t he brot hers. She tol d them t o I eave, and s
turned t o Denny

“Pl ease,” she said. “I understand why you’re here, but itt dentone
like this. I really donhink you shoul d st.dyShe hesit at ed for a moment,
and t hen she said: “I ’m sorr¥ou must be so al one.”

Denny didn’t respond. I 1ooked up at him, and his eyes were full of
tears. Zoé not iced, t 0o, and st art ed crying wit h him.

“I t’okay to cry she said. “Grandma says crying hel ps because it
washes away t he hurt ing.”

He 1 ooked at Zoé for al ong moment and she at him. Then he sighed
sadl y

“You hel p Grandma and Grandpa be st rong, okay?” he said. “I have
some import ant business to t ake care of. AbMammy. There are t hings
t hat have t o be done.”

“l know”’ she said.

“You’l ]l stay wit h Grandma and Grandpa for alittle bit | ongdrl ge
ever yt hing wor ked out , okay?”

“They tol d me I might stay with t hem for a whil e.”



“Wel 1,” he said r egr et ful TGr andma and Gr andpa ar e ver y good at
t hinking ahead.”

“We can al 1 compromise,”flish said. “I know you’re not a bad persor

bad

“Ther e is no compr omise,” Denny said.
“Given time, you’ll see. ktwhat$ best for Zoé.”

“Enzo!” Zoé cal | ed out suddenllyocat ing me beneat h heiShe
squirmed 1 oose of Denny and gr abbed me ar ound t he neck. “Enzo!”

I was surprised and pl eased by her hearty greeting, sol 1licked her
Trish 1 eaned in t o Denny

“You must have been missing Eve t erriBl yhe whispered t o him. “But
t o t ake advant age of a fift een-yead d girl —”

Denny abrupt 1 y st raight ened and pul 1 ed away fr om her

“Zoé,” he said. “Enzo and I are going t o wat ch from a special spot.
Come on, Enzo.”

He bent down and kissed her for ehead, and we wal ked away

Zoé and Trish wat ched us go. Wcont inued on t he circul ar pat h and
wal ked up t he bump of a hill to t he t op, where we st ood under neat h t he
trees, and, prot ect ed from t he | iglall lying r ain, wat ched t he whol e t hing
The peopl e coming t o at t ent ion. The man r eading fr om a book. The peopl
l aying roses on t he cfifi. And ever yone 1 eaving in t heir cars.

We st ayed. W wait ed for t he wor kers who came and dismant 1 ed t he
tents. The wor kers who came and used a st r ange winch device t o | ower
coffin int o t he gr ound.

We st ayed. W wat ched t he men wit h t heir little Caterpillar as t he
shovel ed al 1 the dirt over.We wait ed.



When t hey were all gone, we wal ked down t he hil ] and we st ood bef
t he mound of dirt and we cried. Wkneel ed and we cried and we gr abbed at
handful s of t he dirt, t he mound, and we fel t thelast bit,dfhleelrast part
of her t hat we coul d feel , and we cried.

And final 1 ywhen we coul d do no mor e, we st oodAnd we began t he
1 ong wal k home.



The mor ning aft er Eve’funeral, I coul d barel y move. My body was sds
[ coul dit’ even st and, and Denny had t o |1 ook for me because I usually ¢
up immediat el y and hel ped him wit h breakfast.I was eight years ol d, t
years ol der than Zoé&, though I felt much more | ike her uncl e t han her
brot herWhil eI was still t oo young t beswn art hrit ic condit ion in my
hips, t hats’ exact 1 y what 1 $erfed from. Degener at ive art hrit is caused by
hip dyspl asia. I t was an unpl easant condit ion, yes; but in a sense it was
rel ief that I coul d concentrat e on my owficdift ies rat her t han dwell or
ot her t hings t hat preoccupied my t hought s: specificAbEybeing st r anded
wit h t he Wins.

I was quit e young when I understood t hat my hips abr@ mal . I hac
spent most of my first mont hs of 1 ife running and pl aying wit h ) gmsty
thetwo of us,andsol hadlittle opportunityto compare mysel f with
dogs. When I was ol d enough t o frequent dog parks, I real ized t hat ke
my hind 1 egs t oget her in my gait —t hough much mor e comfort abl e for 1
was an obvious sign t hat my hips wer e defective. The l ast thing I want
was to be seen as a misfit, and so I trained mysel fto wal k and run in c
ways t o disguise my defect .

As I matured and t he prot ect ive cart il age at t he ends of my bones
away, as cartil age t ends t o do, t he pain became mor e acut e. And yet, ins
of compl aining, I tried t o hide my probl em. Perhaps I have al ways beel



more like Eve than I ’ve ever admitted, for I distrusted t he medical w
immensel yand I found ways t o compensat e for my disabil ity so I coul
avoid a diagnosis t hat woul d undoubt edl y hast en my demise.

As I mentioned, I do not know t he source of EdiSt rust of medicine
t he origins of my distrust, howevare al 1 t oo cl eAvhen I was just a pup
not mor e t han a week or t wo ol d, t he al pha man on t he far m in Spangl e
int r oduced me t o a friend of his. The man hel d me in his 1 ap and pettedr
feel ing my forel egs at 1engt h.

“They shoul d come of,” he said t o t he al pha man.

“I ’11 hol d him,” t he al pha man said.

“He needs anest hetic, W1. ¥u shoul d have cal ]l ed me 1 ast week.”

“I ’m not wast ing my money on a dog, Doc,” t he al pha man said. “Cut

I had no idea what t hey were t al king about, but t hen t he al pha man
gripped me tight 1 y around my midsect ion. The ot her man, “Doc,” t ook h
of my right paw and, wit h shiny scissors t hat glint ed in t he sunl ight, s
off my right dew cl awMy right t humb. The pain bl azed t hr ough my bgdy
a wr acking, shat t ering pain. I t was bl oody and horribl e and I cried out
struggl ed mightil y t o free mysel f, but t he al pha man squeezed me so t
I coul d barel y breat he. Then Doc t ook hol d of my 1 eft paw and, wit hou
hesit at ing for a moment , cutfafy | eft t humbClickl remember t hat
per haps mor e t han t he pain. The soun@l i ckSo 1 oud. And t hen t he bl ood
was ever ywher eThe pain was so intense it 1 eft me shivering and weak.
L at ey Doc appl ied sal ve t o my wounds and wr apped my forel egs tight 1y
and whisper ed t o me, “Istd mean bast ar d who wont’ pay for alittlelocal
anest het ic for his pups.”

Do you see? This is why I distrust t hems.d mean bast ard who will ¢
t he cut t ing wit hout anest het ic because he want s t o get paid.

The day aft er Eves funeral , Denny t ook me t o t he vet, a t hin man wh
smel 1 ed of hayand who had a bot t oml ess pocket full of treats. He fel t
hips and I tried not to wince, but I coulkelp mysel f when he squeezed



cert ain pl aces. He diagnosed me, prescribed ant i-infl ammat or y medicat
and said t her e was not hing el se he coul d do excepome day in t he fut ure,
per for m expensive sigery t o repl ace my defect ive parts.

Denny t hanked t he man and dr ove me home.
“You have hip dyspl asia,” he said t o me.

I 1 °d had fingers, I ’d have shoved t hem int o my ears until I bur st
own ear drums. Anyt hing t o avoid hear ing.

“Hip dyspl asia,” he repeat ed, shaking his head in amazement .

I shook my head, t oo. Wh my diagnosis, I knewvoul d come my end.
S1 owl yper haps. Painful 1,wit hout a doubt ; mar ked by t he signpost s 1 aic
out by t he vet er inarian. The visibl e becomes inevit abl e. The car goes wl
t he eyes go. What ever t he t rauma t hat 1 ed t csElet rust of medicine, I
was abl e t o see onl y t hefeft s: she had been unabl e t 0 1 ook away from
where the ot hers hadtold her tolook. I t is arare person who can hear
bl unt aut hority of a t erminal diagnosis, refuse to accept it, and choose
different path.I thought of Eve and how quickl y she embraced her deat
once t he peopl e around her agreedtoit; I consideredthe foretelling o
own end, which was t o be ful 1 of sfdring and pain, as deat h is bel ieved t c
be by most of the world,and I triedtolook away



Because of t he criminal chges against Dennyt he Twins had been grant ed
a temporary restraining order t hat meant, pending chal 1 enge in court,
didn’t get tosee Zoé at all for several mont hs. Minut es aft er he was
arrest ed, Maxwel 1 and iEh fil ed a mot ion t o t er minat e Demsnyight to
cust ody of any kind, since he was cl early an unfit parent. A pedophil e. 2
sex offender.

Well. Wall play by the same rul ess just t hat some peopl e spend
mor e t ime r eading t hose rul es and figuring out how t o make t hem wor k
t heir behal f.

I have seen movies t hat invol ve abduct ed chil dren and t he grief and
terror that fadat e t he parents when t heir chil dren are t aken by strang
Denny fel t every bit of t hat grief, and, in my own whydid, t oo. And we
knew wher eZoé was. We knew who had t aken her And, still, we coul d do
not hing.

Mar k F ein suggest ed it woul d be infl ammatorytotell Zoé about t
1 egal proceedings, and he suggest ed t hat Denny invent a st ory about dr
race cars in Europe t o expl ain his prol onged absence. Mark F ein al so
negot iat ed al et t er exchange: not es and dr awings made by Zoé woul d be
del iver ed t o Dennyand Denny coul d writeletters to his child, as 1 ong ¢
agreedtoallow thoseletters to be censored bwihe counsel . I will t



you, every vertical surface in our house was decor at ed wit hsZadéf ight ful
art wor k, and many 1 ong night s wer e spent by Denny and me cr aft ing t hq
letters we sent to Zoé, telling of Denenpl oit s on t he Eur opean race
cir cuit .

As much as I wanted Denny to act, tolash out against the est abl is
in a bol d and passionat e wayl respect ed his restraint. Denny has | ong
admired t he ] egendar y driver Emerson Fit t ipal di. “Emmo,” as he was ¢
by his peers, was a champion of great st at ure and consist,eamywas
known for his pragmat ism on t he t r ackking chances is not a good idea if
choosing wrong may send you into t he wal |l at I, halyist your car into a
fiery met al scul pture t hat egaecy wor kers struggl e t o unt angl e whil e
your fl esh is mel t ed fr om your bones by t he invisibl e fl ames of bur ning
et hanol . Not onl y did Emmo never panic, Emmo never put himsel f in a
posit ion wher e he might have t o; | ike Emmo, Denny never t ook
unnecessary risks.

Whilel , too,admireand trytoemul ate Emmo, I still think t hat
like t o drive 1 ikeyAt on Senna, ful | of emot ion and daring. I woul d 1 ike
have packed our necessit ies in t he BMWriven by Zoé% school one day t o
pick her up unannounced, and t hen headed direct 1 y for Canada. From
Vancouver, we coul d have driven east t o Mont r eal —wher e t hey have me
fabul ous road courses and where t hey host a Formul a One Grand Prix ¢
summer —t o | ive by oursel ves in peace for the rest of our lives.

But it was not my choice. I was not behind t he wheel . No one car ed
whit about me. Which is why t hey were all in such a st at e of panic wher
Zoé asked her grandparent s if she coul d see m@&usee, no one had
account ed for my wher eabout s. THBwins, not knowing wher e t heir
el abor at e fict ion had pl aced me, immediat el y cal | ed Mark F ein, who
immediat el y cal | ed Denny t o out | ine t he nat ur e of our predicament .

“She bel ieves it al1,” I coul d hear Mark shout over t he phone, even
t hough t he phone was pressed t o Dennygar “So wher e did you I eave t he
fucking dog? You coul d have t aken him wit h you, but t here are quarant ir
rul es! Does she know about quar ant ine?”



“Tel 1 her of course she can see Enzo,” Denny said cal nfl§nzo is
st aying wit h Mike and @dny whil e I “m in Europe; Zoé | ikes t hem, and s he
bel ieveit.I ’11 have Mike bring Enzo over on Sat ufday

And t hats what happened. I n t he early aft ernoon Milaked me up
and drove me over to Mercer I sland, andI spent t he aft ernoon pl ayin;
Zoé on t he great |1 awn. Befor e dinnert ime, Mike r et urned me t o Denny

“How did she I ook?” Denny as ked Mike.

“She 1 ooked t errific,” Mike said. “She has her mot Isesmil e.”
“They had a good t ime t oget her ?”

“A fant ast ic t ime. They pl ayed al | day

“Fet ch?” Denny asked, t hirsty for detail s. “Did she use t he Chuckit
did t hey pl ay chase? Eve never |iked it when t hey pl ayed chase.”

“No, most | y fet ch,” Mike said kindl y

“I never minded when t hey pl ayed chase because I know Enzo, but I
was al ways...”

“You know,” Mike said, “somet imes t hey just fl opped down ont he
grass and cuddl ed t oget hdrt was reall y sweet.”

Denny wiped his nose quickl y
“Thanks, Mike,” he said. “Real L.yT'hanks al ot .”
“Anyt ime,” Mike said.

I appreciat ed Mike’effort t o appease Denpyeven t hough he was
avoiding t he t rut h. Or maybe Mike didnsee what I saWaybe he
coul dnt hear what I heard. Ze&r ofound sadness. Her 1 onel iness. Her
whispered pl ans that she and I woul d somehow smuggl e our s elfwes of
Eur ope and find her fat her



That summer wit hout Zoé was very painful for Denlny addit ion t o
feel ing isol at ed fr om his daughg his car eer was der ail ed: t hough he was
offer ed t he opport unit y t o drive again for t he racing t eam he was wit h t
previous year he was for ced t o decl ine, as t he pending criminal case
demanded t hat he remain in t he st at e of3Mingt on at all times or he wot
for feit his bond. F urt hédre was not all owed t o accept any of t he 1 ucrat i
t eaching jobs and commer cial work fdrs t hat came his way—aft er his
spect acul ar experience dthunder hil 1, he was highl y recommended in t he
commer cial industry and r eceivedfefs over t he phone fairl y frequent1y
These jobs al most al ways t ook pl ace in Cal ifor nia, or somet imes in Ne
or Texas, and occasional 1 y in Connect icut, and t her efor e wer e for bidden
him. He was a prisoner of t he st at e.

And yet .

We are all dbrded our physical exist ence so we can | ear n about
oursel ves. So I underst and why Denay a deeper 1 evel , al | owed t his
situation t o befal 1 him. I wosay he creat ed t he sit uat ion, butahtowed
it. Because he needed to test his mettle. He want ed t o know how 1 ong t
coul d keep his foot on t he accel er at or before lift ing. He chose t his 1 ife
t her efor e he chose t his battle.

And I realized, as t he summer mat ured and I frequently visit ed Zc
wit hout Dennyt hat I was a part of this, too.I was integral tothedra
Because on t hose | at e Sat ur day aft er noons in,Jaftler Mike r eviewed t he
event s of t he day wit h Denny and t hen ret urned t o his own wor 1 d, Denn
woul d sit wit h me on t he back por ch and quiz me. “Did you pl ay fet ch? [
you t ug? Did you chase?” He woul d ask, “Did you cuddl e?” He woul d ask
“How did she 1 ook? I s she eat ing enough fruit ? Are t hey buyiggmic?”

I tried.I triedas hardas I couldto form words for him, but t hey
woul dnt come. I triedtobeam my t houghts int o his head via t el epat hy
tried to send him t he pictures I saw in my mind. I twit ched my ears. I
cocked my head. I nodded. I pawed.

Unt il he smil ed at me and st ood.



“Thanks, Enzo,” he woul d say on t hose days. 6¥’re not too tired, are
you?”

I wouldstand and wag. I m never t oo tired.
“Lets go, t hen.”

He woul d grab t he Chuckit and t he t ennis ball and wal k me down t
Bl ue Dog Park, and we woul d pl ay fet ch until the light grew thin andt
mos quit oes came out of hiding, t hirsty for t heir dinner



Ther e was an occasion t hat summer when Denny found a t eaching
engagement in Spokane and, via Mike, our faux-I nt er cont inent al 1iaison
asked if t he Wins coul d t ake me for t he weekend; t hey agr eed, as t hey h:
grown accust omed t 0 my presence in t heir home, and I al ways handl ed
mysel f wit h the ut most dignity when I was around t hem, never soil ing
expensive rugs or car pets, never begging for food, and never drool ing w.
I slept.

I woul d much rat her have gone t o racing school wit h Demnty I
under st ood t hat he depended on me t o t ake care of Zoé&, and al so t o act «
some kind of a wit ness on his behal Though I coul d not relate to himth
det ail s of our visits, my presence, I think, reassured him in some way

On a Friday aft ernoon, I was del iver ed by Mike iAbé’s wait ing
embr ace. She immediat el y usher ed me int 0 her room, and we pl ayed a
game of dress-up t oget her; t o say t hat I was t aking one for t he t eam w
be an under st at ement , considering t he crazy out fits I was forced t o we
But t has’my ego speaking; I knew my rol e as jester in Zoéurt, and I
was happy to play the part.

That evening Maxwel I t ook me out side earl ier t han usugingime t o
“get busy’ WhenI came back inside, I was 1 ed t o Znébom, which
al ready had my bed in it . Appar ent,Ishe had requested I sl eep wit h her



rat her t han by t he back door, ékod for bid, in t he garage. I curledinto a
bal 1 and quickl y dozed df

A bit 1ated woke. The lights were dim. Zoé was awake and act ive,
encir cl ing my bed wit h pil es of her sfadfanimal s.

“They’l ] keep you company’ she whispered t o me as she surrounded
me.

Seemingl y hundr eds of t hem. All shapes and sizes. I was being
surrounded by t eddy bears and giife$, shar ks and dogs, cat s and birds an
snakes. She worked st eadil y and I wat ched, until I was not hing more t
small atoll on t he Pacific, and t he animal s were my coral reef. I founc
somewhat amusing and t ouching t hat Zoé cared t o shar e me wit h her
animal s in t hat wawand I drift ed 6f o sl eep feel ing prot ect ed and s afe.

I awokelater inthe night and saw t hat the wall of animal s ar ound
was quit e high. Still,I was abl e t o shifweight and change position to
make mysel f more comfort abl e. But whenI did, I was shocked by a
fright ening sight . One of t he animal s. The one on t op. St aring straight
me. [ t was the zebra.

The repl acement zebra. The one she had chosen to fil 1 in for t he demr
t hat had dismant 1 ed it sel f befor e me so 1 ong ago. The horrifying zebra
my past .

The demon had r et urned. And, t hough it was dark in t he room, I kno
saw a gl int of light it its eyes.

As you can imagine, my sl eep t hat night was sparfke | ast t hing I
want ed was t o awaken amid animal car nage because t he demon had
returned. I forced mysel fto stay awake; yet I colledp but drift fof
Each time I opened my eyes, I found the zebra staring at me. Like a
gargoyl e, it st ood on a cat hedral of animal s above me, wat ching. The ot |
animal s had no | ife; t hey were t oys. The zebra al one knew

I felt sluggishall,day I did my best to keep up, andI triedto cat
up on my sl eep by napping quiet L. {To any observerl 'm sure I gavefdafhe



impr ession of being quit e cont ent ed; howevdr was anxious about
night fal I, concerned t hat , once again, t he zebra woul d t ort ure me wit h
mocking eyes.

That aft ernoon, as t hewlins t ook t heir al cohol on t he deck as t hey
t ended t o do and Zoé wat ched t el evision in t he TV room, I dozed out sic
the sun. AndI heard t hem.

“I know its’ for t he best,”rIsh said. “But still,I feel badl y for him.
“I t’for t he best,” Maxwel |l said.
“l knowBut still...”

“He for ced himsel f on a t eenage girl,” Maxwel | said st ef'MWlat kind
of a fat her preys on innocent young girls?”

I 1ift ed my head from t he war m wood of t he deck and sawsTh cl uck
and shake her head.

“What ?” Maxwel 1 demanded.
“From what I heaghe’s not t hat innocent.”

“What youhear!” Maxwel | bl urted. “He forced himsel f on a young g
That 5 rape!”

“I knowl knowl ’just that the timing of her coming forward is...c
big coincidence.”

“Are you suggest ing t hat she made it up?”

“No,” Trish said. “But why did Pet e wait totell us about it until af
you compl ained t o him so bitterl y t hat you were cert ain we waugedin’
cust ody of Zo&?”

“I dont care about any of t hat,” Maxwell said, waving hef: ‘tHle
wasn’t good enough for Eve, and he not good enough for Zoé. And if hes
st upid enough t o get caught wit h his pant s down and his pecker in his fit



you’r e going t o be damn sure I m going t o seize t he moment . Zoé wil 1 1
a bet t er chil dhood wit h us. She will have a bet t er moral raising, a bet t
financial raising, a better famil y | ife, and you know itisTh. You know it !”

“I knowl know’ she said, and sipped her amber drink wit h t he brigh
red cherry drowned at t he bot t om of t he gl ass. “Bsitnhe’a bad person.”

He pour ed his drink down his gul l et and sl apped t he gl ass down on-
teak table.

“l s’time to start dinjfehe said, and he went inside.

I was stunned. I , t oo, had not ed t he coincidence of events, and I ha
been suspicious since t he beginning. But t o hear t he words, t he col dnes
Maxwel IS t one.

I magine t his. I magine having your wife die suddenl y of a brain cance
Then imagine having her parents at t ack you mercil essly in order t o gail
cust ody of your daught ef magine t hat t hey expl oit al | egat ions of sexuc
mol est at ion against you; t hey hire very expensive and cl ever 1 awyers
because t hey have much mor e money t han you have. I magine t hat t hey
prevent you from having any cont act wit h your six-yedd daught er for
mont hs on end. And imagine t hey restrict your abil it y t o earn money t
support yoursel f and, of course, as you hope, your daughHew 1 ong
woul d you 1 ast before your will was br oken?

They had no idea who t hey wer e deal ing wit h. Denny woul d not kneel
befor e t hem. He woul d never quit ; he woul d never br eak.

Wit h disgust, I foll owed t hem int o t he househTbegan her
prepar at ions and Maxwel | t ook his jar of peppers from t he refrigerat o
inside me, a dar kness brewed. Cont rivers. Manipul at ors. They wer e no
1 onger peopl e t o me. They were now t he Evikiils. Evil , horribl e,
dast ardl y peopl e who sfed t hemsel ves wit h burning hot peppers in ord
to fuel the bil e in t heir st omachs. When t hey I aughed, fl ashwsout of
t heir noses. They were not wort hy of 1 ife, t hese peopl e. They wer e
disgust ing creat ures, nit rogen-based | ife forms t hat 1ived in t he very c
corners of t he very deepest | akes where there is nolight and t he press



crushes ever yt hing t o sand; deep, dar k pl aces wher e oxygen woul d neve
dare vent ure.

My anger wit h t he Evilwiins fed my t hirst for revenge. And I was n
above using t he t ool s of my dogness t o exact just ice.

I presented mysel ft o Maxwel | as hded afiot her pepper int o his
mout h and pul verized it wit h t he ceramic t eet h he removed at night . I
before him. I lifted a paw

“Want atreat?” he asked me, cl early surprised by my gest ure.
I barked.
“Her e you go, boy”

He extract ed a pepper from t he bottle and hel d it before my nose. I
a very |l age one, 1 ong and art ificial l y green and smel 1 ing of sul fit es and
nitrat es. The devH tandy.

“I donf think t hose are good for dogs,i§h said.
“He 1 ikes t hem,” Maxwel ] count er ed.

My first t hought was t ot ake t he pepper oncini and a coupl e of
Maxwel Is fingers wit h it. But t hat woul d have caused real probl ems, ¢
1 ikel y woul d have been eut hanized befor e Mike coul d ret urn t o save me
I didnf t ake his fingers. I did, howeyenke t he pepperl knew it was bad
for me, that I woul d $arf immediat e discomfort . Butkhew my
discomfort woul d pass, and I ant icipat ed t he unpl easant rebdend,ef
which is what I wanted. After all,I am just a st upid dog, unwort hy of
human scorn, wit hout t he brains t o be responsibl e for my own bodil y
functions. A dumb dog.

I observed their dinner carefull y because I wantedto see for myse
The Twins ser ved Zoé some kind of chicken covered in a creamy sauce.
They didn’t know t hat whil e Zoé 1 oved chicken cut 1 et s, she never ate tl
wit h sauce, and cert ainl y never wit h cream; she disl iked t he consist enc



When she didn’t eat the string beans t hey ser vadsh asked if she woul d
1 ike a banana inst ead. Zoé r epl iedfif mat ivel y andrish made some
banana sl ices, which Zoé barel y picked at because t hey were crudel y sl i
and s peckl ed wit h brown spot s, which she al ways avoided. (When Denny
prepar ed her bananas for hehe t ook great care in slicing t hem in uniforn
t hickness aft er removing any and al 1 brown spot s he coul d find.)

And t hese agent s of evil —t hese supposed gr andpar ent s '—t hought
woul d be bet t er 6fvit h t hem! Bah! They didit’ spend a moment t hinking
about her wel fare; aft er dinnehey didnt even ask why she hadnt eat en
t he bananas. They al 1 owed her to | eave t he t abl e having eat en al most
not hing. Denny never woul d have al | owed t hat . He woul d have pr epar ec
her somet hing she | iked and he woul d have required t hat she eat facierft
dinner t o cont inue t o grow in a heal t hy way

All the whileI watched, I seethed. And in my st omach, a foul
concoct ion st eeped.

When it was time t o t ake me out t hat night, Maxwel | opened t he F1
door t o t he back deck and began his idiot ic chant ing: “Get bubgy. Get
busy.”

I didnf go outside. I 1ooked up at him and I thought about what he
doing, how he was rending our famil,ypul 1 ing apart t he fabric of our 1ive
for his own smug, sel f-congrat ul at ory purposes; I thought about how
Trish were grossly inferior guardians for my Zoé. I crouched in my st a
right there, inside t he house, and I shat a massive, s@mmgent pil e of
diarr hea on his beaut iful , expensive, 1 inen-col or ed Ber ber car pet .

“What the hel 1 ?” he shout ed at me. “Bad dog!”
I turned and trotted cheerfullyta Zoém.

“Get busymot her fuckey’ I said as I 1eft. But, of course, he coul dn’
hear me.

As I settledint o my | agoon offethdnimal s, I heard Maxwel 1 excl a
loudl y and call forrEh to cl ean up my mess. I 1ooked at the zebra, st il



per ched on his t hrone of 1 ifel ess animal carcasses, and I growl ed at it
softl y but very ominouslAnd t he demon knew The demon knew not t o
mess wit h me t hat night.

Not that night, or ever again.



Oh, a breat h of Sept ember !

The vacat ions wer e done. The 1 awyers wer e back at wor k. The court
were at full sfalhe post ponement s wer e finished. The t rut h woul d be
had!

He 1l eft t hat morning wearing t he onl y suit he owned, a crumpl ed kI
t wo-piece fr om Banana Republ ic, and a dark t ie. He 1 ooked very good.

“Mike wil 1 come by at 1unch and t ake you for a wal k,” he said t o me.
don’t know how 1 ong t his will go.”

Mike came and wal ked me briefl y t hr ough t he neighbor hood so I
woul dnt be ]l onel,yand t hen he 1 eft again. Later t hat aft er noon, Denny
ret urned. He smil ed down at me.

“Do I need toreint roduce you t wo?” he asked.
And behind him was Zoé!

I leapt inthe alr bounded. lknewit ! Iknew Denny woul d vanquish t he
Evil Tins! I felt 1ike doing fl ips. Zoé had r et ur ned!



I t was an amazing aft er noon.évgl ayed in t he yar dWe r an and
1 aughed. We hugged and cuddl ed. We made dinner t oget her and sat at our
tableand ate.I t felt so good to be t oget her #daie! dinnert hey at e ice
cream in t he kit chen.

“Ar e you going back t o Eur ope soon?Zoé asked out of t he bl ue.

Denny froze in pl ace. The st ory had wor ked so wel 1, Zoé still bel ie
it. He sat down across from her

“No, I ’'m not going back t o Europe,” he said.
Her face lit up.

“Yay!” she cheered. “I can have my r oom back!”
“Actual LY Denny said, “I m afraid not yet.”

Her for ehead crinkl ed and her 1ips pursed as she att empt ed t o puzz
his st at ement.I was puzzl ed, t oo.

“Why not ?” she asked, final | yrustrat ion in her voice. “I want t o cor
home.”

“I knowhoney, but t he | awyers and judges have t o make t he decision
on where you’ll live. b part of what happens when someoreimommy
dies.”

“J ustel It hem,” she demanded. “J ugel It hem t hat I ’'m coming home.
don’t want tolive there anymore.I want tolive wit h you and Enzo.”

“I s’alitt]l e more complicat ed t han t hat,” Denny hemmed.
“J ustel It hem,” she repeat ed angrily ustel It hem!”
“Zoé, someone has accused me of doing somet hing ver y bad—"

“J ustel It hem.”



“Someone said I did somet hing very bad. And even t hough I know I
didn’t doit, now I have to goto court and prove t o ever yone t hat  dhc
it.”

Zoé t hought about it for a moment .
“Was it Grandma and Grandpa?” she asked.
I was very impressed wit h t he l aserl ike accuracy of her inquiry

“Not —” Denny st art ed. “No. No, it wast’hem. But ...t hdsnow about
it.”

“I made t hem | ove me t oo much,” Zoé said softllooking int o her bow]
of mel t ed ice cream. “I shoul d have been bad. I shoul d have made t hem
want to keep me.”

“No, honey, no,” Denny said, dismayed. “Dont say t hat . shoul d
shine with all of your light all thetime.I ’11 work this out.I promis

Zoé shook her head wit hout meet ing his eyes. Underst anding t hat tt
conver sat ion was overDenny cl ear ed her bowl and began t o cl ean t he
dishes. I felt badly for t hem bot h, but more so for Zoé, who cont inued
face sit uat ions t hat were | oaded wit h subt | et ies beyond her experience
fraught wit h t he confl ict ing desires of t hose ar oundight ing for
supremacy | ike vines ent angl ed on atrellis. Sadleywent int o her
bedroom t o pl ay wit h t he animal s she had 1 eft behind.

Later int he evening, t he doorbel I rang. Denny answered it. Mark F
was t here.

“I ’time,” he said.
Denny nodded and cal 1 ed for Zoé.

“This was a major vict ory for us, Dennis,” Mark said. “I t means al«
You under st and t hat , right ?”

Denny nodded, but he was sad. Like Zoé.



“Every ot her weekend, Friday aft er school until Sunday aft er dinne
she’s yours,” Mark said. “And ever y ¥dnes day, you pick her up aft er
school and del iver her before eight o’cl ock, right ?”

“Right,” Denny said.
Mark F ein |1 ooked at Denny for al ong t ime wit hout speaking.

“I ’m fucking pr oud of you,” he said, final 1l donf know what goes
on in t hat head of yours, but you’re a fucking compet it or

Denny br eat hed in deepl.y
“That § what I am,” he agr eed.

And Mark F ein t ook Zoé awayShe had just returned and she was goir
away again. I t t ook me some time to full y grasp t he sit uat ion, but I
under st ood, ul t imat et at t he court case earlier int he day was not
Denny’s criminal trial, but a cust ody hearing, a hearing t hat had been
del ayed over and overput of for mont hs because t he  awyers wer e going
to t heir houses on Lopez I sl and wit h t heir own famil ies and t he judge
goingto Cle Elumto his ranch. I felt bet rhykdew t hat t hose peopl e,

t hose oficial s of t he court, had no cl ue as to t he feel ings I had wit ness
t hat night at t he dinner table. I fthey had, t hey woul d have st opped
ever yt hing, cancel ed al I of t heir ot her obl igat ions, and ensur ed a swift
resol ution t o our sit uat ion.

As it was, we had t aken onl y our first step. The restraining order h
been quashed. Denny had won visit at ion right s. But Zoé was still in t he
cust ody of t he Evilwlins. Denny was still ontrial for a fel onygehe
didn’t deserve. Not hing had been sol ved.

And yet.I had seen t hem t oget.Herhad seen t hem 1 ook at each ot her
and giggl e wit h rel ief. Which r daf med my fait h in t he bal ance of t he
univer se. And whil e I underst ood t hat we had merel y successful 1 y nav
the first turnofaverylongrace,I felt that things boded well for us,
was not one t o make mist akes, and with fresh tires and a ful I 1oad of fu
woul d prove a for midabl e foe t o anyone chal | enging him.



The fl ash and fury of a sprint race are grand. The strat egies and skill o
race of five hundr ed mil es are spect aculBut t he race for t he t rue racer
t he endur o. Eight hours, t wel ve hourweilt y-four E ven t went y-five. I

int r oduce you t o one of t he fgot t en names in aut omot ive r acing hist ory:
Luigi Chinet t i.

Chinet ti was atirel ess driver who participat ed in ever y mot or s por
at Le Mans from 1932 t hr ough 1953. He is known most 1y for winning tt
first ever Ferrarivictory at the 24 Hours of L e Mans, in 1949. Chinet t
drove mor e t han t went y-t hr ee-and-one-hal f of t hose t went y-four hours
t went y minut es, he rel inquished control of t he car t o his co;d¥éwver
Mit chel 1 -Thompson, t he carowner, a bar onfrom Scot 1 and. That is all.
Chinettidrove all but t went y minut es of t he t went y-four hours. Andt
won.

A bril liant driyemechanic, and businessman, L uigi Chinettil at er
convinced Ferraritosell their cars int he Unit ed St at es, and he convir
them t o grant him t he first —and for many years, t he onl y—Ferrari
deal ership in t his count.iye sol d expensive r ed aut omobil es t o very ricl
peopl e, and t hey paid very rich prices for t heir t oys. Chinet t i al ways k«
his client 1ist confident ial , shunning t he garish light of conspicuous
consumpt ion.



A great man, Luigi Chinetti. Cl ever and smart and resour ceful . He
in 1994 at t he age of ninet y-t hree years. I oft en wonder who he is wiw
possesses his soul . Does a chil d know his own spiritual background, his
own pedigree? I doubt it. But somewhere, a chil d surprises himsel f wi
endur ance, his quick mind, his dext er ous hands. Somewher e a chil d
accompl ishes wit h ease t hat which usual l y t akes gr&attefAnd t his chil ¢
who has been bl ind t o his past but whose heart still beats for the thri
race, t his chil d’soul awakens.

And a new champion wal ks among us.



How quickl y

How quickl y a year passes, | ike a mout hful of food snat ched from t}
maw of et er nit.y

How quickl y

Withlittle drama, comparat ivel y speaking, t o mark t he mont hs, tt
sl ipped byone by one, unt il anot her fall I ay before us. And still, al mo:
not hing had changed. Back and fort h, round and round, t he | awyers danc
and pl ayed t heir game, which was merel y a game t o t hem. But not to us

Denny t ook Zoé on schedul e, every ot her weekend, ever yeies day
aft ernoon. He t ook her t o pl aces of cul tural enrichment. Art museums
Science exhibit s. The zoo and t he aquar ium. He t aught her t hings. And
somet imes, on secret missions, he t ook us to the go-karts.

Ah. The el ectric karts. She was just big enough t o fit when he t ook |
And she was good. She knew t he kart s immediat ghy if she had been born
t o t hem. She was quick.

How quickl y



Withlittleinstruction she cl imbed behind t he wheel , t ucked her gc
hair int o a hel met, buckl ed her harness, and waS Db fear. No hesit at ion.
No wait ing.

“You t ake her t o Spanaway?” t he wor ker boy asked Denny aft er her
very first session.

Spanaway was a pl ace sout h of us wher e chil dr en oft en pract iced go-
kart ing on an out door course.

“Nope,” Denny r epl ied.
“’Cause she coul d kick your ass,” t he kid said.
“I doubt it.” Denny | aughed.

The wor ker kid gl anced nervousl y at t he cl ock. He 1 ooked t hr ough t
gl ass barrier tothe cashregister peopl e. I t was mid-aft er noon, aft er
1 unch rush and befor e anyone showed up for t he evening act ivit ies. The
pl ace was empt y except for us; they onlylet me in because I had been t
before and I had never creat ed a probl em.

“So t ake a session,” t he kid saié¢She wins, you pay. You win, you
don’t pay”

“You’re on,” Denny said, grabbing a hel met from t he rack of hel met
t hat peopl e can borrow—he hadnbot hered t o bring his own.

They start ed t heir race, a fl ying start, wit h Denny giving Zoé a bit «
edge, t aking it easy on herF or several | ahe dogged her, st ayed on her
back tires, |l et her know he was t here. Then he tried t o pass her

And she sl ammed t he door on him.
He tried again t o pass. She sl ammed t he door

Again. Sameresult.I t was like she knew where he was at every
moment . I n akart wit h no mirr or eaMhg a hel met t hat al 1 owed no
peripheral vision. Sh¢el him. She knew



When he made his moves, she shut him down. Every singl e t ime.

Consider t hat she had a t remendous advant age, being onl y sixt y pou
t o his one hundr ed fift.yThat § a huge weight difer ential in karting. Still
Consider that he was a t hirt y-yedid semipr ofessional race car driver an
she was a seven-yearol d neophyt e. Consider t he possibil it ies.

She t ook t he checkerGod bl ess her little soul. She t ook t he checker
beat her ol d man. And I was so hapfdy was so happy that I didmiind it
when I had t o wait in t he car whil e t hey went int o Anfyner for French
fries and mil k shakes.

How did Denny sust ain himsel f for t he durat ion of t his or deal ? Her
how: He had a secret . His daught er was bet t er and quicker and smart er
he was. And whil e t he Evilwins may have restrict ed his ability to see h
when he was al 1 owed t 0 see hehe received al | t he engy he needed t o
maint ain his focus.



“This is not a conversationI liketo have,” Mark F ein said, 1 eaning bacl
t he iron chair until it groaned wit h fat igues‘dne’l have t oo oft en.”

Spring, again. Vict rol a. Dar k chocol at e eyes.

I slept at my massefeet on t he sidewal k of F ift eent ieAue, which
had been war med by t he sun | ike a cooking st one. Sl ept and sprawl ed,
barel y 1 ift ing my head t o acknowl edge t he occasional petting I receive
from t he passersbwl 1 of whom, on some 1 evel , want ed t o be more | ike 1
abl e t o enjoy a nap in t he sun wit hout guil t, wit hout whbrityl e did t hey
know t hat, in fact, I was quit e apprehensive, as I al ways was at our
meet ings wit h Mark.

“I ’m ready Denny said.
“Money.”
Denny nodded t o himsel f and sighed. “I ’ve missed some invoices.”

“You owe me a shit 1 oad, Dennis,” Mark cl arified. “I ’ve been giving y
slack, but I have to cut yod.bf

“Give me anot her t hirt y days of sl ack,” Denny said.



“Can’t doit, friend.”
“Yes, you can,” Denny said firml.y“Yes. You can.”
Mar k sucked on his l atte.

“I have investigat ors. Lie det ect or special ists. Paral egal s. Suppor
I have t o pay t hese peopl e.”

“Mar k,” Denny said. “I ’m asking you for a favdive me t hirt y days.”
“You’ll be paid in ful 1 ?” Mar k asked.

“Thirt y days.”

Mar k finished his cofee drink and st ood.

“Okay. Thirt y days. Our next meet ing is at Cafi¢ &

“Why Café Vit a?” Denny as ked.

“My dar k chocol at e eyes. They | eft for aricher roast sSiteCafé ¥ a,
so t hats’ wher e our next meet ing will be. As 1 ong as you pay your bil 1.
Thirty days.”

“I ’11 payDenny said. “You keep wor king.”



The sol ut ion had been put t o Denny by Mark F ein: if Denny wer e t o quit
cl aim t o Zoé, t he criminal clgas woul d vanish. Thas’what Mark F ein
said. As simpl e as t hat .

Of course, t hat was specul at ion on his part. The Ewihsldidn’t tell
him t hat outright, but, drawing on his experience, Mark F ein kiBsagause
t he mot her of t he girl whsish$ cousin, was part of it. And al so because
t heir 1 awyer had made it cl ear in t he initial hearings t hat t hey did not
for Denny t o spend any t ime in jail for hisfedfise. They simpl y want ed hin
toberegistered as a sexfehder. Sex offenders dont get cust ody of t heir
little girls.

“They’re very devious,” Mark not ed. “And t hey’re very good.”
“As good as you?” Denny wonder ed.
“No one is as good as me. But they’re very good.”

At one point Mark even counsel ed Denny t hat perhaps t he best t hin
Zoé woul d be t o st ay wit h her grandparents, as t hey were better abl e 1
provide for t he comforts of her chil dhood, as well as pay for her coll ey
educat ion, when t hat became necessarjurthefMark suggest ed, were
Denny not t o be t he principal caregiver for Zoé&, he woul d be much more



abl e t o accept instructing and driving jobs out of state, as well as part
in racing series worl dwide, if he so chose. He not ed t hat a chil d needs a
st abl e home envir onment , which, he said, coul d be best provided in a sin
housing | ocat ion and wit h consist ent school ing, preferabl y in t he subur
or at a privat e school in an urban neighbor hood. Mar k assur ed Denny he
woul d sett1e for not hing short of aliberal visit ation schedul e. He spe
a 1 ong t ime convincing Denny of t hese trut hs.

I wastt’ convinced. Of course, I understoodthat arace car driver i
be sel fish. Success at any endeavor on an el it e ] evel demands sel fishne:
But for Mark Fein t o say Denny shoul d put his own needs above t he nee
of his famil y because concurrent success in bot h fiel ds was impossibl e
simpl y wr ong. Many of us have convinced oursel ves t hat compromise is
necessary t o achieve our goal s, that all of our goal s are not att ainabl ¢
shoul d el iminat e t he ext raneous, prioritize our desires, and accept 1 es:
t he moon. But Denny refused to yiel dto t hat idea. He want ed his daugh
and he want ed his racing career and he refused t o give up one for the att

Things change quickl y on a racecourse.l remember wat ching one of
Denny’s races, when I had accompanied him t o t he t rack and was 1 ookec
aft er by his crewWe wat ched near the start/finish |l ine as, wit h one 1 ap
remaining, Denny was in t hir d pl ace, behind t wo ot her cars. They dr ove
past us, and when t hey came back ar ound for t he checkered fl ag, Denny
was by himsel f; he won t he race. When asked how he had overt aken t wo
cars on t he final 1ap, he simpl y smil ed and said t hat when he saw t he st
wag one finger, meaning it was the last lap, he got a fl ash, and he said t «
himsel f, “I will win t his race.” One of t he racers ahead of him s jputhef
track, t he ot her 1 ocked up his wheel s and gave Denny an easy opening t
pass.

“I ’never too l ate,” Denny said t o Mar k. “Things change.”

Very true. Things change quickl And, as if t o prove it, Denny sol d ou
house.

We had no money 1 eft . They had sucked him dr.yMar k had t hr eat ened
t o cease wor king for Dennyg’defense. There was little el se Denny coul d



He rent ed a t ruck from U-Haul and cal 1 ed on his friends, and one
weekend t hat summerwe moved al l of our bel ongings fr om our house in
the Central District to a one-bedr oom apart ment on Capit ol Hil .

I 1oved our house.I t was small, I . Kivwoovbedr ooms and one

bat hr oom. And t he yard was too smal ]l for a good running. And somet in
at night the buses onthe strwere tooloud. But I had grown at t ached t
my spot intheliving room on t he har dwood fl,oehich was very warm in

t he wint er when t he sun st reamed in t hr ough t he windawd I 1 oved using
my dog door, which Denny had inst al 1 ed for me so 1 coul d venture int o
backyard at will.I woul d oft en go out on t he back porch on a col d and

day when Denny was at work and sit and br eat he and wat ch t he moveme
of t he tree branches and smel 1 t he rain.

But t hat was no more. That was gone. From t hat point for ward, my
wer e spent in an apart ment wit h car pet ing t hat smel | ed of chemical s,
insul at ed windows t hat didnbr eat he proper,land a refrigerat or t hat
hummed t 0o 1 oudl y and seemed t o wor k t oo hard t o keep t he food col d.
And no cable TV

Still, I triedto make the best ofit.I fI squeezed mysel finto the
bet ween t he ar m of t he sofa and t he sl iding gl ass door t hat opened ont (
bal cony t hat was too small t o be considered a bal cony at all, if I wed;
mysel f just so, I couldsee past t he buil ding across the street and, t hi
narrow gap, I coul d see t he Space Needl e with its litt]e bronze el evat
tirel essl y whisked visit ors from t he ground t o t he sky and back again.



Denny paid his account wit h Mark F ein. Short 1y aft er ward, Mark F ein -
appoint ed t o be a cir cuit judge, somet hing about which I know little, e:
t hat it is al ifet ime appoint ment, it is quit e prestigious, and it is not
refusabl e. Denny found a new | awyer who didn'meet at Café iVa or

Vict rol a Cdiée because he didn’t care for young girls wit h eyebr ow

pier cings and chocol at e eyes. Whereas Mark Fein was aletter B, this r
one was aletter L. Mrawr ence. L aconic, |1 aid-back, 1 ugubrious...Mark
had spark and fire. This one had very lge ears.

This one asked for a cont inuance, which is what you can do in t he | eg;
worl d if you need time toread all t he paper work. And whil e I underst
was necessaryl was still concerned. Mark F ein had carried himsel f wit
t he enegy of someone who had al ready won t he game and was pol itel y
wait ing for you t o count t he chips t o discover your 1 ossLMwrence
might have been very capabl e, but he carried himsel f more I ike a hound
wit hout a hunt : a I et -me-know-when-you’r e-r eady 1 ook on his sad face. .
so whil e it had seemed 1 ike we were get ting cl ose t o t he reckoning,
suddenl y t he horizon shot away from us and, again, we wer e wait ing for
1 egal wheel s to turn, which t hey did, but exceedingly sl owl y

Short1y aft er Denny began wor king wit h our new represent at ion, wi
r eceived mor e bad news. The Evil Wins wer e suing Denny for chil d
support.



Dast ardl,ys how Mark F ein had described t hem. So ngwn addit ion t o
t aking his chil d fr om him, t hey demanded he pay for t he food t hey fed he

Mr. L awr ence defended t heir action as a l egitimate tactic, rut hl ess
might be. He posed t o Denny a quest ion: “Does t he end al ways justify t]
means?” And t hen, he answer ed it : “Appar eng for t hem, it does.”

I have an imaginary friend. I call him King Karma. I know t hat kar
a force in t his universe, and t hat peopl e 1 ike t he EwihsI'wil I receive
kar mic justice for their actions.I know that this justice will come wh
univer se deems it appropriat e, and it may not be in t his 1 ifet ime but in{
next, or t he one aft er that. The current consciousness of t hewind nhay
never feel the brunt of t he kar ma t hey have incurred, t hough t heir soul
absolutel y will.I understand t his concept .

But I don’like it. And so my imaginary friend does t hings for me. I
you ar e mean t o someone, King Karma wil 1 swoop out of t he sky and cal
you names. I f you kick someone, King Karma wil I bound from an al l ey ¢
kick you back. I f you are cruel and vicious, King Karma will administ er
fit t ing punishment .

At night, beforel sleep,I talktomyimaginary friend andI send |l
t he Evil Wins, and he exact s his justice.I t may not be much, bstwhat I
can do. Every night , King Karma gives t hem very bad dr eams in which t1
ar e chased mer cil essl y by a pack of wil d dogs until t hey awaken with a
start, unableto fall asl eep again.



I t was an especial | yfdéfil t wint er for me. Per haps it was t he stairs in
apart ment buil ding. Or maybe it was my genet ic deficiency cat ching up t
me. Or maybe I was just tired of being a dog.

I solongedtoshedthis bodp be free of it. I spent my | ongbyl ess
days wat ching t he peopl e who wal ked by on t he st reet behblwgoing
somewhere, al ] with important dest inations. And me. Unabl e t o unl oc]
door and goto greet them. And, even if I had been abl e to greet t hem, I
a dog’s t ongue and t her efor e woul d have been unabl e t o speak t o t hem.
Unabl e t o shake t heir hands. How I wanted total kto t hese peopl e! Hi
want ed t o engage t hem in l ife! I want ed t o participat e, not just t o obs:
want ed t o judge t he worl d ar ound me, not mer el y be a support ive frien

And, I ooking back, I cantell youit was my st at e of mind, it was m
out ] ook onlife, that attracted me tothat car and attracted t hat car t
That which we manifest is before us.

We wal ked back from ¥l unt eer Park 1 at e in t he night, ext ending our
usual quick jaunt because of t he special weat her conditions. I t was not
col d and not t oo warm, a gent | e breeze b) amd snow fel | from t he skly
was unset t | ed by t he snplv r ememberSeat t | e is rain. Wm rain or col d
rain, Seattle is rain. Seattl e is not shhere are far t oo many hill s for
Seattletobeabletotol eratesAod yet t here was snaw



Denny oft en al I owed me t o0 wal k home fr om t he park wit hout my l e
and t hat night I strayed too far from him. I was wat ching t he fl akes f:
gat her in a t hin l ayer on t he sidewal k and on t he street, aheadmirhT
Avenue, which was devoid of bot h cars and peopl e.

“Yo, Zo!” he cal 1 ed. He whist 1 ed for me, his sharp whist1e.

I 1ooked up. He was on t he ot her side of Al oha. He must have cross
wit hout my not icing.

“Come her e, boy!”

He sl apped his t high and, feel ing det ached fr om him, feel ing someho
] ike t her e was a worl d bet ween us, not merel y atwo-l aneroad, I boun
toward him into t he street.

He suddenl y cried out, “No! Wt !”

The tires did not scream, as tires do. The gr ound was covered wit h ¢
t hin | ayer of snowlhe tires hushed. They shushed. And t hen t he car hit 1

So stupid, I thought.I amsostupid. ] am the stupidest dog on t he
pl anet, and I have t he audacit y t o dr eam of becoming a man? I am st upi

“Set t1 e down, bay

His hands wer e on me. Vir m.

“I didnf see—”

“I know”

“He shot out—”"

“I totallyunderstand.l saw t he whol e t hing.”
Denny 1 ift ed me. Denny hel d me.

“What canI do?”



“I ’'m several bl ocks from home. He'0oo heavy to carrWill you drive
me?”

“Sure, but —”

“Youtriedtostop. The street is snwy

“I ’ve never hit a dog before.”

“You just cl ipped him.”

“I 'mtotally freaking—”

“He’s more scared t han he is anyt hing el se.”
“I ’ve never hit—"

“What just happened ist’import ant ,” Denny said. “Lett’hink about
what § going t o happen next . Get in your cdr

“Yeah,” t he boy said. He was just a boW t eenager “Where I shoul d
go?”

“Ever yt hing' fine,” Denny said, sl iding int o t he backseat wit h me on
his 1 ap. “Hke a deep breat h and 1 e 'drive.”



Ayrton Senna did not have t o die.

This came to me in a fl ash as I ] sshimpering in pain, in t he backs eat
of Denny’s car ont he way t o t he animal hospital that night.I t came t
on t he Grand Prix cir cuit in t he t own of I mol a. I nafilimiFel I o cor ner
Senna did not have t o die. He coul d have wal ked away

Sat ur dayt he day befor e t he race, Senns’friend and pr ot égé Rubens
Barrichel 1 o was seriously injured in an accident . Anot her dRiskand
Rat zenbeger, was kil | ed during a pract ice session. Senna was very ups et
about t he safet y condit ions of t he t rack. He spent Sundage mor ning,
assembl ing t he ot her drivers t o for m a new drdwaafet y gr oup; Senna wa:s
el ect ed t he head of t he gr oup.

Peopl e say t hat he was so ambival ent about t hat rac&arhbar ino
Grand Prix, t hat he t hought seriously of retiring as a driver on Sunday
mor ning. He al most quit. He al most wal ked away

But he did not wal k awaHe raced, t hat fat eful first day of May in
1994. And when his car failed t o turn in at t he fabl athBurel 1 o cor nea
corner known for its excessive danger and speed, his car 1eft the track:
near |l y one hundr ed ninet y mil es per hour and struck a concret e barrier
was kil l ed inst ant 1 y by a piece of suspension t hat penet rat ed his hel me



Or he died in t he hel icopt er on t he way t o t he hospital .
Or he died on t he track, aft er t hey had pul I ed him out of t he wrecka
Enigmat ic is Arton Senna, in deat h as well as in | ife.

To this daythereis still great controversy over his deat h. On-boar
camer a foot age myst erious! y disappear Ad.count s of his deat h dfér ed.
The pol it ics of t he F édérat ion I nt er nat ional e de 1’ Aut omobil e came ir
playl t is true that, in I ifad diriver dies whil e on t he track, t he deat h is
invest igat ed immediat el y and t he race is stopped. I t is truethat,ifar
wer e t 0 be st opped in such a wayil 1 ions of dol 1 ars woul d be 1 ost by t]1
FI A, its sponsors, the track, tel evision revenue, and so fort h. Comme
woul d be afect ed. Wher eas if t hat same driver were t o die in a hel icppt |
for instance, enroutetothe hospital, t he race coul d cont inue.

[tisalsotruethat the first mantoreach Senna aft er t hat momen
Sidney Wat kins, said: “W 1 ift ed him fr om t heockpit and 1 aid him on t he
ground. As we did, he sighed and, al thoughI amtotally agnostic,I fel
soul departed at t hat moment .”

What is thereal truthregarding t he deaflyiafon Senna, who was
onl y t hirt y-four years ol d?

I knowthetruth,andI will tell you now:

He was admir ed, 1 oved, cheer ed, honor ed, respect ed. I n1ife as wel 1
deat h. A great man, he is. A great man, he was. A great man, he wil |l be.

He died t hat day because his body had served it s purpose. His soul h
done what it came t o do, ] ear ned what it came t ol earn, and t hen was fr
leave. And I knewas Denny sped me t oward t he doct or who woul d fix m
that if I had al ready accompl ished what I set out t o accomplish here (
earth, if I had al ready | earned what I was meant tolearn,I would ha
the curbone secondl ater thanI had, and I woul d have been kil ] ed inst
by t hat car

But I was not kill ed. BecauseI was not finished. I still had work



Separ at e ent rances for cats and doghat § what I remember most. And
stil]l anot her ent rance for infect ious animal s, which did not dis cr iminat
genus. Appar ent l,ydogs and cat s are equal when t hey ar e infect ious.

I remember the doct or painful 1 y manipul at ing my hips. Then he gav
me a shot and I was ver y much asl eep.

When1 awoke, I was still gropgy no l onger in pain. I heard snippe
of conversat ion. @ ms 1 ike “dyspl asia,” and “chronic art hrit is,” and
“nondis pl aced fract ur e of t he pel vic bone.” Ot hers 1 ike “r epl acement
suiger y” and “sal vage oper at ion,” “knit t ing,” and “pain t hreshol d,”

“cal cificat ion,” and‘fusing.” And my favorit e, “ol d.”

Denny carried me t ot he I obby and |1 aid me down on t he br own
car pet ing, which was somehow comfort ing in t he dim r oofthe assist ant
spoke t o0 him and said mor e t hingshat wer e confusing t o me due t o my
drugged st at e. “X-rdy“Sedat ive.” “E xaminat ion and diagnosis.”
“Cortisone inject ion.” “Pain medicat ions.” “Night t ime egescy fee.”
And, of course, “Eight hundred t wel ve dol 1 ars.”

Denny handed t he assist ant a credit card. He kneel ed down and stro
my head.



“You’ll be all right, Zo,” he said.dti¥cr acked your pel vis, but it wil ]
heal .You’ll just take it easy for a whil e, and t hen you’ll be good a$’ new

“Mr. Swift ?”

Denny st ood and ret urned t o t he count er
“Your card has been decl ined.”

Denny st ifened.

“That § not possible.”

“Do you have anot her card?”

“Here.”

They bot h wat ched t he bl ue machine t hat t ook t he cards, and a few
moment s | at et he assist ant shook his head.

“You’ve exceeded your 1 imit.”

Denny fr owned and t ook out anot her card.
“Here’ my ATM card. I t will work.”
They wait ed again. Same resul t.

“That § not right,” Denny said. I coul d hear his breat h quicken, his }
beat faster“l just deposit ed my paycheck. Maybe it haswl ear ed yet .”

The doct or appear ed from t he back.
“A probl em?” he asked.

“Look, I havethree hundred dol1ars from when I deposit ed my che
t ook some of it out in cash. Here.”

Denny fanned bil 1 s in front of t he doct or



“They must be hol ding t he rest of t he check or somet hing, wait ing f
t o cl ea” Denny said, his voice sounding panicky “I know I have money in
that account. Or I cantransfer some int o it t omorr ow morning from r
savings.”

“Rel ax, Denny” t he doct or said. “I 'm sursifust a misunder st anding

He said t o t he assist ant, ¥We MrSwift areceipt for t he t hree hundr
and | eave a not e for Susan to run t he card in t he mor ning for t he bal anc

The assist ant reached out and t ook Denniyash. Denny wat ched
cl osel y as t he young man wr ot e up t he receipt .

“Could I keep t wenty of it ?” Denny asked hesit art lcpul d see his 1 it
quiver ing. He was exhaust ed and shaken and embarrassed. “I need to pu
some gas in my car”’

The assist ant 1ooked t ot he do¢tvano 1 ower ed his eyes and nodded
sil ent]y and t urned awal 1 ing good night over his shoul déhe assist ant
handed Denny a t went y-dol 1 ar bill and a receipt, and Denny carried me
t he car

When we got home and Denny pl aced me on my bed, he sat in t he dar]
room, | it onl y by the street] amps out side, and he hel d his head in his h
for along time.

“I canf,” he said. “I can’keep going.”

I 1ooked up, and he was t al king t o me. He was 1 ooking at me.
“They won,” he said. “You see?”

How could I respond? What could say?

“I canf even afordtotake care of you,” he said t o me. “I darVen
afford gas for my carl ’ve got not hing 1 eft, Enzo. Thereot hing 1 eft .”

Oh, how I wished I coul d speak. How I wished for t humbs. I coul c
grabbed his shirt col ]l &r coul d have pul | ed him cl ose t o me, so cl ose he



coul d feel my breath on his skin, and I coul d have said t o him, “This is
a crisis. A fl ash! Aingl e mat ch st ruck against t he impl acabl e dar kness
time! You are t he one who t aught me t o never give upoiYt aught me t hat
new possibil it ies emge for t hose who are prepared, for t hose who are
ready You have t o bel ieve!”

But I couldn’saythat.I couldonly]lookat him.
“l tried,” he said.

He said t hat because he coul din’hear me. Because he had not heard a
word I ’d just said. Because I am a dog.

“You ar e my wit ness,” he said. “I tried.”

I fI couldhave stood on my hindlegs.I fI coul d have raised my h:
and hel d him. I fI coul d have spoken t o him.

“I have notwi tnessed’ I woul d have said. “dm wi tnessi n§’

And he woul d have under st ood what I meant . And he woul d have
real ized.

But he coul d not hear me. Because I am what I am.
And so he ret urned his head t o his hands and he sat .
[ provided not hing.

He was al one.



Days | at erA week. Two. I donf know Aft er Dennys defl at ion, t ime mean
littlet o me; he 1 ooked siglleyhad no energy, no 1 ife for ce, and so neit her
did I . At a point when my hips still bot hered me—not solong as to ha
heal ed, not so soon t hat t he pain was acut e—we went t o visit Mike and
Tony.

They didn’t 1ive far from us. Their house was smal |l but refl ect ed a
different 1evel of income;0Ry had st ood in t he right pl ace at t he right t
Denny once t ol d me, and woul d never have t o worry about money again.
Such is 1ife. Such is manifest ing.dr car goes where your eyes go.

We sat int heir kit chen, Denny wit h a cup of t ea and a manil a fol der
befor e him. Tony wasnt present. Mike paced ner vousl y

“I s’t heright decision, Den,” Mike said. “I totally support you.”
Denny didn’t move, didnt speak, just stared dully at t he fol der

“This is your yout h,” Mike said. “This is your time. Principl e is
import ant, but sois your life. So is your reput at ion.”

Denny nodded.



“L.awr ence got what you want ed him t o get, right ?”
Denny nodded.

“Same visit at ion schedul e but wit h t wo weeks in t he summer and or
week over Christ mas break, and t he F ebruary school break?” Mike aske

Denny nodded.

“And you don’t have t o pay support anymore. They’l1 put her in a
privat e school on Mercer I sland. And they’l1 pay for her college educ

Denny nodded.

“And they’l ] settle for misdemeanor harassment and probat ion; no
offense on your record.”

Denny nodded.

“Denny,” Mike said seriousl,y'you’re a smart guyOne of t he smart est
guys I ’ve ever met. Let metell you, this is a smart decieipkndw t hat ,
right ?”

Denny 1 ooked confused for a moment , scanned t he t abl et op, checked
own hands.

“I need a pen,” he said.

Mike r eached behind him t o t he t el ephone t abl e and picked up a pen.
handed it t o Denny

Denny hesit at ed, his hand poised over t he document s in t he fallder
1 ooked up at Mike.

“I feel like t hey’ve sliced open my guts, Mike. Like t hey’ve sl iced 1
open and cut out my intestines and I ’11 have to carry around a pl astic
bag for therest of my life. For therest of mylife, I ’I1 have t his pl as:
of shit tied t o my waist and a hose, and whenever I empt y my shit -bag i
thetoilet,I ’11 have to t hink about how t hey cut me open and gutted 1t



just 1ay t here wit h a dead smil e on my face and saidelW, at 1east I ’m ni
br oke.’”

Mike seemed at aloss. “k tr'ough,” he said.
“Yeah,” Denny agr eed. “I §’rough. Nice pen.”

Denny hel d up t he pen. I t was one of t hose souvenir pens wit h t he
sliding t hing in t he pl astic t op wit h t he 1 iquid.

“Woodl and Park Zoo,” Mike said.

I 1ooked cl os.éfhe t op of the pen. A little plastic savannah. The sl i
t hing? A zebra. When Denny t ipped t he pen, t he zebra sl id across t he pl
savannah. The zebra is ever ywhere.

I suddenl y real ized. The zebra. I t is not somet hing out side of us. T
zebra is somet hing nsi deof us. Our fears. Our own sel f-dest ruct ive nat t
The zebra is t he worst part of us when we ar e face-t o-face wit h our wor
times. The demon is us!

Denny brought the tip of the pentothe paper and I coul d see the ze
sl iding for war d, inching t oward t he signature 1 ine, and I knew it twasn’
Denny who was signing. I was t he zebra! Denny woul d never give up his
daught er for a few weeks of summer vacat ion and an exempt ion fr om chi
support payments!

I was an ol d dog. Recent 1y hit by a.cAnd yet I must er ed what I
coul d, and t he pain medicat ion Denny had given me earl ier hel ped with t
rest.I pushed up ont o his 1 ap wit h my paws. I reached out with my t e
And the next thing I knew was st anding at t he kit chen door wit h t he
paper s in my mout h and bot h Mike and Denny st aring at me, compl et el y
st unned.

“Enzo!” Denny commanded. “Drop it !”
I refused.

“Enzo! Drop!” he yel 1 ed.



I shook my head.
“Come here, boy!” Mike said.

I 1ooked over at him; he was hol ding a banana. PI aying good cop t o
Denny’s bad cop. Which was t ot al | y unfalte knew how much I 1oved
bananas. But still, I refused.

“Enzo, get the hell over here!” Denny shout ed, and he 1 unged at me.
I slipped away

I t was al ow-speed chase, t o be sure, my mobil it y being rest rict ed
was. But it was a chase nonet hel ess. One in which I feint ed and dodged
slid and evaded t he hands t hat grasped for my colll drel d t hem &f

I still had t he papers, even when t hey corner ed me in t he 1 iving r oc
Even when t hey wer e about t o cat ch me amd est t he papers from my jaw
I had a chance.l was trapped, I knBwt Denny t aught me t hat t he race
isn’t over until the checker flies.I 1ooked around and not iced t hat one
windows was open. I t wasn’open much, and t her e was a screen on it, but
was open, and t hat was enough.

Despite all of my pain, I 1ungeditWall of my might, I dove.I clear
t he opening; I crashed int o t hat screen and t hrough it. And suddenl y I
onthe porch.I scurried int o t he backyard.

Mike and Denny fl ew out t he back dogpant ing, and yet not pursuing.
I nstead, t hey seemed somewhat impressed by my feat .

“He dove,” Mike said, breat hl ess.
“Out t he window’ Denny finished for him.
Yes, I did.I dove.

“I f we had a videot ape of t hat, we coul d win ten t housand dol 1 ars o
Ameri cas Funni est Home Vdeos” Mike said.



“Give me t he paper s, Enzo,” Denny said.

I shook t hem vigorousl y in my mout h. Mike 1 aughed at my refusal .
“l s’not funny”’ Denny admonis hed.

“I 5’kind of funny,” Mike repl ied in his defense.

“Give me t he papers,” Denny r epeat ed.

I dropped t he papers before me and pawed at them. I dug at t hem. I
to bury t hem.

Again, Mike | aughed.
Denny, however, was very angry; he gl ared at me.
“Enzo,” he said. “I ’m war ning you.”

What couldI do? Had I not made mysel f cl ear? Had I not
communicat ed my message? What el se was t her e for me t o do?

One t hing onl yI 1ifted my hind1eg and I urinat ed on t he papers.
Gestures areall that I have.

When t hey saw what I had done, t hey coul diivel p t hemsel ves; t hey
1 aughed. Denny and Mike. They 1 aughed so hard. Denny 1 aughed har der
thanI ’d seen him | augh in yearEheir faces t urned red. They coul d barel
breat he. They fell to t heir knees and 1 aughed unt il they coul d I augh no
mor e.

“Okay, Enzo,” Denny said. “I $ ‘okay.”
I went to him then, | eaving t he urine-soaked papers on t he grass.

“Call Lawrence,” Mike said t o Denrf{He’l 1 print t hem again and you
can sign t hem.”



Denny st ood.

“No,” he said, “I 'm with Enzo. I piss ontheir settlement,toa. I d
care how smart it is for meto signit.I tida’anyt hing wrong, and I m
not giving up. I ’'m never giving up.”

“They’r e going t o be mad,” Mike said wit h a sigh.

“Screw t hem,” Denny said. “I m going t o win t his t hing or I ’m goin
run out of fuel onthelast lap. But I 'm not going to quit.I promised .
I ’m not going t o quit.”

When we got home, Denny gave me a bat h and t owel ed me bf
Afterward, he turned on the TV in t he | iving r oom.

“What § your favorit e?” he asked, |1 ooking at t he shel f of videot apes
kept, all the races we l oved t o wat ch t oget Adr, heres one you 1 ike.”

He started t he t apey# on Senna driving t he Grand Prix of Monaco in
1984, slicing t hr ough t he rain in pursuit of t he race 1 eAdein Prost.
Senna woul d have won t hat race, had t hey not st opped it because of t he
condit ions; when it rained, it never rained on Senna.

We wat ched t he race t oget her wit hout pause, side by side, Denny ant
me.



The summer of my t ent h birt hday came al ong and t her e was a sense of
bal ance t o our lives, t hough none of compl et enesg.sWil1 spent al t er nat
weekends wit h Zoé, who had grown so tall recenahgt who never let a
moment pass wit hout questioning an assumpt ion or chal 1 enging a t heor
offering an insight t hat made Denny smil e wit h pride.

My hips had heal ed poorly from my accident, but I was det er mined
to cost Denny any mor e mongys I had at t he animal hospital that nigh
pushed t hr ough t he pain, which at times prevent ed me from sl eeping
t hrough t he nights. I tried my best t o keep up wit h t he pace of I ife; my
mobil it y was severel y | imited and I coul gal'l op or cantémt I coul d
still trot fairlywell.I felt that I fpollemtadf it, as I somet imes hea
peopl e who knew my backgr oundcomment on how frisky I 1ooked or hov
dogs in general heal quick] gnd easil y adapt t ot heir disabil it ies.

Money was still aconstant struggle for us, since Denny had t o givt
Evil Wins a portion of his paycheck, and MiL. awr ence, t he 1 evel headed
1 awyer al ways demanded t hat Denny’account be kept up t o dat e.
F ort unat e] Penny’s bosses were gener ous in al I owing him t o change his
schedul e frequent 1 y so he coul d at t end his various meet ings, and al so ¢
coul d t each driving on cert ain days at Pacific Raceways, which was an ea
way for Denny t o make mor e money t o pay for his defense.



Somet imes, on his driving school days, Denny woul d t ake me with h
tothetrack, and whileI was never all owed t o ride wit h him, I did enj
sitting in t he st ands and wat ching him t each. I became known as a bit o
track dog, and I especial l y | iked trotting t hr ough t he paddock, 1 ookiny
l at est fashion in cars purchased by t he rich young men and women whos
bank account s wer e fed wit h heaping pil es of t echnol ogy monies. From 1
nimbl e L ot us Exige t o t he cl assic Porsche t o t he mor e fl amboyant
L.amborghini, t her e was al ways somet hing good t o see.

On a hot day at t he end of J ylwe were t eaching, I rememheand
whil e t hey were al ] out onthe course,I wat ched as a beaut iful red Fe
F 430 drove t hr ough t he paddock and up t o t he school headquarters. A
smal ], ol der man cl imbed out and t he owner of t he school , Don Kit ch, «
t o meet him. They embr aced and s poke for several minutEse man
strolledtothe bl eachers to get a view of t he track, and Don radioed t «

corner workers to checker the session and bring in t he st udent s for 1 ui
br eak.

As the drivers cl imbed out of t heir vehicl es and t he instruct ors ga
t hem hel pful comment s and point ers, Don cal 1 ed for Dewhyp
appr oached, as did I , curious about what was going on.

“I need a favoy” Don said t o Denny
And suddenl y t he smal | man with the Ferrari was with us.

“You remember L uca Pant oni, dom’you?” Don asked. “W came t o
dinner at your pl ace a coupl e of years ago.”

“Of course,” Denny said, shaking L.uca’ hand.

“Your wife cooked a del ight ful dinngrLuca said. “I remember it stil
Pl ease accept my sincer e and heart fel t condol ences.”

When I heard him speak wit h his I tal ian accent, I recognized him
immediat el yThe man from Ferrari.

“Thank you,” Denny said quiet 1y



“Luca woul d I ike you t 0 show him our track,” Don saidoti¥an gr ab
a sandwich bet ween sessions, right Ydon’t need 1 unch.”

“No probl em,” Denny said, pul I ing on his hel met and wal king t o t he
passenger side of t he exquisit e aut omobil e.

“Mr. Swift ,” Luca cal 1 ed out’Per haps you woul d do me t he favor of
al | owing me t o be t he passenger so that I may see more.”

Sur prised, Denny | ooked at Don.

“You want me t o drivehi scar ?” he asked. After all, the F430 is pric
at nearly a quarter of amilliondollars.

“I accept full 1iabiJitlyuca said.
Don nodded.
“I ’d be pl eased t 0,” Denny said, and he cl imbed int o t he cockpit .

I t was an extremel y beaut iful, @ad it was out fit t ed not for street t
but for the track, wit h cer amic br ake rot ors, one-piece FI A homol ogat
racing seat s and harnesses, a full roll cage, and, as I had suspect ed, F
paddl e shift er SL’he t wo men st rapped in and Denny pressed t he el ect r or
start button and t he car fired to life.

Ah, what a sound. The whine of t he fant ast ic engine 1 ayer ed over t he
t hroat y rumbl e of t he massive exhaust . Denny fl icked t he paddl e shift ¢
they cruised sl owl y t hr ough t he paddock t oward t he t rack ent r ance.

I foll owed Don int o t he school cl assroom, where t he st udent s wei
cl ut ching t hick hunks of a giant sandwich, chewing and eat ing and
1 aughing, t heir int ense mor ning of t rack t ime having inject ed a week’
wort h of joy int o t heir 1ives.

“I f youdrivers want to see somet hing special ,” Don said, “grab you
sandwiches and come out to t he bl eachers. Thera’ unch session going
on.”



The Ferrari was the only car on the track, as the track was usual 1
cl osed during t he I unch hauBut t his was a special occasion.

“What § going on?” one of t he ot her instructors asked Don.
“Denny’s got an audit ion,” Don replied cryptically

We al 1 went out to the bl eachers in time t o see Denny come ar ound
9 and streak down t he straight.

“I figureit will take himthreelaps tolearnthe sequentig? Bloift e
said.

Sur e enough, Denny st art ed sl owl ike he had driven wit h me back at
Thunder hil 1. Oh, how I wished I coul d have t raded pl aces wit h Luca, t
1 ucky dog! I be copil ot t o Denny in an F 430 must be an amazing
exper ience.

He was driving easybut as he came around for t he t hird t ime, t here
a not iceabl e change t o t he caF t was no l onger a ¢atr was ared blut t no
1 onger whined, it screamed as it shot down t he st raight away so fast th
student s 1 aughed at each ot her as if someone had just tol d a dirty joke.
Denny was 1 aying down a hot 1 ap.

A minut e ] at eiso fast one wonder ed if he had t aken a short cut, t he
Ferrari popped out of the cluster of trees at the exit of turn 7, crestir
rise until its suspension was tot al l y ext ended, and t hen pack-pock-
pock sound we heard t he el ect ronic cl ut ch quickl y downshift from sixt]
t hird and we saw t he cer amic brake rot ors gl ow r ed bet ween t he spoke
t he magnesium wheel s, and t hen we heard t he thrott1e open ful I and
wat ched t he car sl am t hr ough t he sweeping t urn 8 as if it were a rocket
as if it were onrail s, it s hot rubber racing-compound t ires gr abbing t h
greasy pavement | ike & cro, and t hen—pock—shift ing up and—pock—
bl asting past us at turn 9 no mor e t hanineles from t he concret e barr.ie
The Doppl er efect of t he passing car converted its snarl into an angry
growl, and of it r ocket ed-pock—shift ing again at t he Kink and it was
gone.



“Hol y shit !” a student said.

I 1ooked back at t hem, and t heir mout hs wer e agipeal | were sil ent
and we coul d hear t hat soundpeck, pock—as Denny set himsel f up for
turn 5A on t he backside of t he t rack, which we coultdaée but which we
coul d imagine, given such wonder ful sound fdct s, and again Denny
careened past us at a mil ]l ion mil es an hour

“How cl ose t o t he edge is he?” someone asked al oud.
Don smil ed and shook his head.

“He’s way past the edge,” he said. “I 'm sure Luca tol d him t o show
what he coul d do, and t ha¢ ‘what he$ doing.” Then he turned t o t he grour

and shout ed: ©ON’T YOU EVER DRI VE LI KE THADENNY I S APROFESSI ONAL
RACE CAR DRI VER AND THRS NOT HI S CAR! HE DOESN’T HXE TOPAY FORI TI F H

BREAKSI T’

Lap after 1ap, around t hey went until we were dizzy and exhaust ed {
wat ching t hem. And t hen t he car sl owed consider abl y—a cool -down I aj
and pul 1 ed of int o t he paddock.

The ent ire cl ass gat her ed ar ound as Denny and L uca egeerfr om t he
bur ning hot vehicl e. The st udent s wer e abuzz; t hey t ouched t he scal din,
gl ass window t hat shiel ded t he magnificent power pl ant and excl aimed
t he spect acul ar drive.

“Everyone int o t he cl assroom!” Don bar ked.é’W go over cor ner
not es from your mor ning sessions.”

As t hey headed of, Don cl asped Dennys shoul der firml y
“What was it |ike?”
“I t was incredibl e,” Denny said.

“Good for you. You deserve it .”



Don went of t o t each his cl ass; L uca approached and ext ended his
hand. I n it was a business card.

“I woul d 1 ike you t o wor k for me,” Liuca said wit h his t hick accent .

I sat next to Denmyho reached down and scrat ched my ear out of
habit .

“I appreciat e t hat,” Denny saf@®ut I dom’t hink I ’d make a very goo
car sal esman.”

“Neit her do I ,” Luca said.
“But you’re with Ferrari.”

“Yes.I work in Maranell o, at Ferrari headquart edsave/a wonder ful
track t here.”

“I see,” Denny said. “So you’d 1 ike me t o work...wher e?”

“At the track. There is some need, as oft en our cl ients woul d I ike t
instruction in t heir new cars.”

“I nstructing?”
“Ther e is some need. But most,Iypu woul d be t est ing t he vehicl es.”

Denny’s eyes got extremel y garand he sucked in a huge breat h of air
as did I . Ws t his guy saying what we t hought he was saying?

“I n1 t gl Penny said.

“Yes. You woul d be provided wit h an apart ment for you and your
daught er And of course, a company car—a F iat —as part of your
compensat ion package.”

“Tolive in I t al’yDenny said. “And test -drive Ferraris.”

“Si »



Denny rol 1 ed his head ar ound. He t urned ar ound in a cir cl e, 1 ooked
down at me, | aughed.

“Why me?” Denny asked. “There are a t housand guys who can drive
t his car”

“Don Kitchtells me you are an except ional driver int he wet wéat h
“I am. But that canbe t he reason.”

“No,” Luca said. “You are correct.” He st ared at Dephis cl ear bl ue
eyes smil ing. “But I woul d prefer totell you more about t hose reaso:
you join me in Maranel l o, and I can invit e you t o my house for dirher

Denny nodded and chewed his 1 ip. He t apped L uca’business card
against his t humbnail .

“I appreciat e your gener ousfe,” he said. “But I ’m afraid cert ain
t hings prevent me from I eaving t his count r y—or even t his st at e—at t
moment . So I have t o decl ine.”

“I know about your troubl es,” Luca said. “That is why I am here.”
Denny 1 ooked up, surprised.

“I will keep t he position avail abl e for you unt il your sit uation is
resol ved and you can make your decision fr ee fr onle bur den of
circumst ance. My t el ephone is on my card.”

Luca smil ed and shook Denny’ hand again. He sl ipped into the Ferra
“I wish youwoul d tell me whipenny said.

Luca hel d up his finger

“Dinner, at my home. You will underst and.”

He drove away.



Denny shook his head in bewil der ment as t he high-per for mance dr ivi
school students engad from t he cl assroom and headed for t heir cars. D
appear ed.

“Wel 1 ?” he asked.
“I donf underst and,” Denny said.

“He’s taken an int erest in your career since he first met you,” Don s
“Whenever we t al k, he asks how you’re doing.”

“Why does he car e so much?” Denny as ked.

“He wants totell you himsel f. All I cansay is that herespects hc
you’r e fight ing for your daught.&r

Denny t hought for a moment .
“But what if I don’win?” he asked.

“Ther e is no dishonor in 1 osing t he race,” Don said. “There is onl 'y
dishonor in not racing because you are afraid to l ose.” He paused. “Now
to your student, Grasshoppend get t he hell out onthe trdfhkdt 5§ where
you bel ong!”



“You need t o go out ? L es’go out .”

He was hol ding my | eash. He wor e his jeans and a | ight jacket for th
fall chill. He lift ed me t o my unst eady feet and cl ipped on t he 1 eash. W
went out int ot he darkness; I had fal 1 en asl eep batliy was t ime for me
t o urinate.

I had been experiencing a decl ine in my heal th. I doknow if my
accident t he previous wint er had knocked s omet hing | oose in my pl umb:
or if it was somehow associat ed wit h t he medicat ion t hat Denny gave m
but I had devel oped an inconvenient case of urinary incont inence. Aft er
even mil d activit,J often sl ept deepl y and awoke having soil ed my
bedding. I t was usual 1 y onl y a few dribbl es, t hough on occasion it was
ext ensive, and it was al ways horribl y embarrassing.

I al so was having great fiul t y wit h my hips. Once I was up and
moving, once I had warmed up my joint s anldigaments, I felt fine and wa
abl e t o move wel 1 . Howevewhenever 1 slept or lay in one spot for any
amount of t ime, my hind joint s |1 ocked in pl ace, and I found ifidift to
get t hem moving again, or eventorise to astanding posit ion.

The net resul t of my heal t h issues was t hat Denny coul d no 1 onger
me al one for an ent ir e wor kdalle began visit ing at 1 uncht ime so he coul



t ake me out torel ieve mysel f. He was very kind, and expl ained t o me t '}
he was doing it for himsel f: he was feel ing st agnant, he said, and frustr,
The 1 awyers cont inued at t heir gl acial pace, and t her e was not hing Den
coul d do t o speed t hem al ong, so he 1 ooked at t he short wal k from his
to t he apart ment and back as a t onic; it al ] owed him a cert ain amount ¢
cardiovascul ar exer cise, yes, but it al so gave him a pur pose; a mission;
somet hing t o do ot her t han wait .

That evening—it was around ten, I knedwecause The Amazi ng Race
had just finished—Denny t ook me out . The night was bracing, and I
enjoyed t he feel ing of wakeful ness as I breat hed in t hr ough my nostril
energy.

We crossed Pine Street and I saw peopl e smoking out side t he Cha (
Lounge. I forced mysel ftoignore t hgaro snif t he gutted refusedto
shove my nose int o t he but t of anot her dog making t he rounds. And yet
urinat ed on t he street Iike an animal because t hat was the onlyaltern
was affor ded. To be a dog.

We wal ked down Pine t oward t he citand t hen she was t here.

Bot h of us st opped. Whel d our breat hs Wb young women at an
out door t abl e at Bauhaus Books and €&ef and one of t hem was Annika.

Temptress! Seducer ! iXen!

How awful for us to have to see this horrid girl.I wantedtoleap:«
and t ake her nose in my t eet h and t wist ! How I hat ed t his young girl w
at t acked my Denny wit h her unrest rained sexual it y and t hen bl amed hi)
the att ack. How I despised she who woul d rend t his famil y because of 1
own agenda. A woman s cor ned, indeed! Kat e Hepbur n woul d smash her
wit h a singl e bl ow and 1 augh whil e doing it . How my anger bur ned.

At Bauhaus, she sat at an out door t abl e wit h anot her girl. At t his
cool cofee shop inour neighborhood, she sat drinking cfée and smoking
cigarettes! She was at | east sevent een by,pmwsibl y eight een, and was
legal 1y al l owed t o funct ion in societ y on her owahilical 1 yshe coul d sit
at any cofee shop in any cit y and st ew in her wret chedness. 1 coul dhdp



her. But I didn’have t o deal wit h her—immat ure finger poinirdt ict er of
wounds !

I thought we would cross the street to avoid a confront at ion, but
we headed straight for het didnf underst and. Per haps Denny hadnseen
her. Per haps he didnt know?

But I knepandsol resisted.l set my weight, I ducked my head.
“Come on, boy,” Denny or der ed me. He t ugged at my | eash.

I refused.

“Wit h me!” he snapped.

No! I woul d not go wit h him!

And t hen he 1 eaned down. He kneel ed and hel d my muzzl e and 1 ookec
me in t he eyes.

“I see hert 0o,” he said. “L es’handl e t his wit h dignit’y
He rel eased my muzzl e.

“This can workforus, Zo.I want youto goup to her and 1 ove her mc
t han you’ve ever 1 oved anyone before.”

I didnf understand his strat,dgyt I acquiesced. After all, he had t he
1 eash.

As we drew abreast of her tabl e, Denny st opped and 1 ooked sur pris
“Oh, hey!” he said bright L.y

Annika 1 ooked up, feigning shock, cl earl y having seen us, but hoping
t her e woul d be no int er act ion.

“Denny. Good t o see you!”



I played my part.I greeted her ent husiast icahizzl ed hed pushed
my nose into her leg,I sat and | ooked at her wit h great ant icipat ion, w
is somet hing peopl e find very appeal ing. But inside, I was churning. He
facial makeup. Her hairHer t ight sweat er and heaving bos omudk.

“Enzo!” she said.

“Hey,” Denny said, “can we t al k for a minut e?”

Annika’s friend started t o get up.

“I ’11 go get mor e fed,” she said.

“No,” Denny st opped her wit h a wave of his hand. “Pl ease st’ay
She hesit at ed.

“I t’import ant t hat you wit ness t hat t here is no impropriet y t aker
Denny expl ained. “I f you l eave, I ’11 have t o1 eave.”

The girl 1ooked t o Annika, who nodded her agreement .
“Annika,” Denny said.
“Denny.”

He pul | ed up a chair from t he next t abl e, which was empleysat down
next to her

“I totally understand whgbing on,” he said.

Which was strange, because I certainl y didi’ didit’ underst and it at
al 1. She had at t acked him. She t hen accused him of at t acking her and
because of t hat we only got to see Zoé on cert ain days of t he week. Why
wer e speaking wit h her rat her t han roasting her on a spit was unfat hon
t 0 me.

“I may have given you signal s,” he said. “Thatt ot al l y my faul t. But
just because t he light is green doasmiean you shoul dit’ 1 ook bot h ways



before st epping into the street.”
Annika screwed up her face in puzzl ement and 1 ooked t o her friend.
“A met aphos” her friend said.

Ha! A met aphor she said! Fant ast ic! This one knows how t o decode t
English 1 anguage! Wwil 1l save her for roasting t omorrow!

“I shoul d have handl ed t he sit uat ion ent ir efer dift 1.} Denny said. “I
haven’t had t he chance t o say t his t o0 you because we’ve been kept apart.
I made all the mist akkgs’al I my faul t ; you did not hing wr oigu’r e an
attract ive woman, and I under st and my not ing t hat attractiveness—e
mysel f—may have signal ed t o you t hat I was avail abl e. But, you know
wasn’t avail able. I was married to Eve. And you wer e far t oo young.”

Annika dipped her head at t he ment ion of E ve.

“Maybe I even t hought of you as Eve for a minut e,” Denny said. “An
maybe I 1ooked at youlikeI usedtolook at Eve. But, Annika, whil e I
under st and how angry you must be, I wonder if you under st and what ’
going on, what t he fal 1 out is. They won’et me have my daught.eDo you
real ize t hat ?”

Annika I ooked up at him and shrugged.

“They want me to be registered as a sexXafder, and t hat will mean
that I will al ways have t o regist er wit h t he pol ice, wherever I live. .
wil | never be abl e t 0 see my daught er again wit hout supervision. Did t1
tell you about that ?”

“They said...” she said soft | put didnt finish.

“Annika, when I saw Eve for the first time, I cotilbdi®at he. I
coul dnt wal k.1 felt if she were out of my sight for a moment, I might
up from a dream and find her gone. My ent ir e worl d revol ved ar ound’hei

He paused, and none of us said anyt hing for a moment . A crowd of
peopl e emeged from arest aurant across the street and said t heir good



1 oudl y and wit h much 1 aught &issing and hugging befor e t hey went t heir
separ at e ways.

“I t never coul d have wor ked bet ween you and me. There are a mil 1 i
reasons. My daught emy age, your age, Eve. I n a dférent time, in a
different pl ace? Maybe. But not noiNot t hree years ago.o¥i’re a
wonder ful woman, and I know t hat you will find t he right partner and
wil l be very happy for the rest of your 1ife.”

She 1 ooked up at him, and her eyes were so big.

“I ’'mvery sorry that it wobé me, Annika,” he said. “But one day you
will find someone who st ops t he worl d for you as Eve st opped t he wor
me. [ promise you.”

She 1 ooked deepl y int 0 her 1atte.

“Zoé&’s my daught ef” he said. “I 1ove her |ike your fat her 1 oves you.
Pl ease, Annika, dont t ake her away from me.”

Annika didn’t 1 ook up from her céde, but I gl anced at her frieneai’s
hung on her 1 ower lids.

We paused a moment , and t hen we t ur ned and wal ked away br is ldnd
Denny’s gait seemed l ight er t han it had been for years.

“I think she heard me,” he said.

I thought so, t oo, but how couldI respond? I barked t wice.
He 1 ooked at me and 1 aughed.

“Faster?” he asked.

I barked t wice again.

“F ast ert hen,” he said. “Les’go!” And we trottedtherest of t he way
home.



The coupl e who st ood in t he door way wer e ent ir el y for eign t o me. They
wer e ol d and frail . They wore t hr eadbar e cl ot hing. They t ot ed ol d fabr
suit cases t hat bul ged awkwar.dl'lyey smel 1 ed of mot hbal I s and fesf.

Denny embr aced t he woman and kissed her cheek. He picked up her
bag wit h one hand and shook t he mars’ hand wit h t he ot heThey shuffl ed
int o t he apart ment and Denny t ook t heir coats.

“Your room is in here,” he said t o t hem, carrying t heir bags int o t he
bedroom. “I ’11 sl eep on t he sofa.”

Neit her of t hem said a wor d. He was bal d except for a crescent of
stringy bl ack haiHis skull was | ong and nar r.ddis eyes wer e sunken 1 ik
his cheeks; his face was covered with a gray bristle t hat 1 ooked painful
woman had whit ehair t hat was quit e t hin and 1 eft most of her scal p vis
She wor e sungl asses, even in t he apar t ment, and s he oft en st ood compl
still and wait ed unt il t he man was next t o her before she moved.

She whisper ed int o t he man’ear

“Your mot her woul d 1ike t o use t he washr oom,” t he man said.



“I 11 show hérDenny said. He st ood next t ot he woman and hel d out
his arm.

“I °’l show her,” t he man said.

The woman t ook t he mars arm, and he | ed her toward t he hal ] wher
t he bat hr oom was.

“The light swit ch is hidden behind t he hand t owel ,” Denny said.
“She doesn’t need a |l ight swit ch,” t he man said.

As they went int o t he bat hr oom, Denny t ur ned away and r ubbed his
face wit h t he pal ms of his hands.

“Good t o see you,” he said int o0 his hands. “§ béen so | ong.”



Had I knownI was meet ing Densyparents, I might have act ed more
receptivetothese strangers. I had been given no advance not ice, no
war ning, and so my sur prise was compl et el y justified. Still,I wouldt
preferred to greet them | ike famil y

They st ayed wit h us for t hree days, and t hey hardl y 1 eft t he apartm
For t he aft ernoon on one of t hose days, Denny retrieved Zoé, who was s
pretty wit h her hair in ribbons and a nice dress, and who had obviousl y
coached by Denny, as she wil l ingl y sat for quite along time on t he couc
and al 1 owed Dennys mot her t o expl ore t he t errain of her face wit h her
hands. Tear s ran down Dennys mot hets cheeks during t he ent ire
encount ey raindrops spot ting Zséfl owerprint dress.

Our meal s wer e prepar ed by Denpynd wer e simpl e in nat ur e: br oil e
st eaks, st eamed st ring beans, boil ed pot atDesy wer e eat en in sil ence.
The fact that t hree peopl e coul d occupy such a small apart ment and sp
so few wor ds was quit e strange t o me.

Denny’s fat her 1ost some of his gfedge whil e he was wit h us, and he
even smil ed at Denny a few t imes. Once, in t he sil ence of t he apar t ment
whil e I sat in my corner wat ching t he Space Needl e el evat or s, he came
st ood behind me.



“What do you see, boy?” he asked quiet ] gnd he t ouched t he cr own of
my head and his fingers scrat ched at my ears just t he way Denny does. I
t he t ouch of a son is so 1l ike t he t ouch of his fat her

I 1ooked back at him.
“You t ake good car e of him,” he said.

AndI couldn’tell if he was tal king t o me or t o DeAmy if he was
t al king t o me, did he mean it as a command or as an acknowl edgment ? T
human | anguage, as precise as it is wit hits t housands of words, can sti
so wonder ful 1 y vague.

On thel ast night of t heir visit, Denarfpt her handed Denny an
envel ope.

“Open it,” he said.

Denny did as instruct ed, and 1 ooked at t he cont ents.
“Where t he hel I did t his come from?” he asked.

“I t came from us,” his fat her repl ied.

“You don’t have any money”

“We have a house. We have a farm.”

“You can’t sell your house!” Denny excl aimed.

“We didn’t,” his fat her said. “They call it areverse mort gage. The b
will get our house when we die, but we t hought you needed t he money n
mor e t han you woul d | at,e&0.”

Denny 1 ooked up at his fat hewho was quit e tall and very t hin; his
cl ot hes draped on him | ike cl ot hes on a scar ecr ow

“Dad—"” Denny st art ed, but his eyes fill ed with t ears and he coul d
shake his head. His fat her reached for him and embr aced him, hel d him



cl ose and st roked his hair with 1 ong fingers and fingernail s t hat gad1a
pal e hal f-moons near t he quick.

“We never did right by you,” his fat her said. €Wever did right . This
makes it right.”

They | eft t he next morning. Like the l ast strong aut umn wind t hat
thetrees until the remaining | eaves fal 1, brief but powerful was t heir
signal ing t hat t he season had changed, and soon, I ife woul d begin again.



A driver must have faith. I n his tal ent, his judgment, t he judgment of t
ar ound him, physics. Adriver must have fait h in his crghis car, his tires,
his brakes, himsel f.

The apex set s up wrong. He is for ced bhis usual 1ine. He carries t oo
much speed. His tires have l ost grip. The track has got t en gr/eadyhe
suddenl y finds himsel f at turn exit with no more track and t oo much sy

As the gravel trap rushes at him, t he driver must make decisions t|
wil | impact his race, his fut ure.thick in woul d be devast at ing: wr enchin
t he front wheel s against t heir nat ure will onl y spin.the kit is equally
bad, t aking grip away from t he rear of t he.cwhat is t o be done?

The driver must accept his fat e. He must accept t he fact t hat mist a
have been made. Misjudgment s. Poor desiions. A confl uence of
circumst ance has 1 anded him in t his position. A driver must accept it al
be wil 1 ing t o pay t he price for it. He must detafack.

To dump t wo wheel s. Even foul t’an awful feel ing, bot h as a driver
and as a compet it orT'he gravel that kicks up against t he under carriage. "
feel ing of swimming in muck. Whil e his wheel s ar efathe t rack, ot her
drivers are passing him. They are t aking his spot, cont inuing at speed. C
he is sl owing down.



At t his moment, a driver feel s a t remendous crisisnideget back on
t he gas. Hemust get back on t he t rack.

Oh! The fol 1y!

Consider t he drivers who have been t aken out of races by snapping t
st eer ing wheel s, by over correct ing t o ext remes and spinning t heir cars
front of t heir compet it or st ékribl e position t o find onesel f in—

A winner, a champion, wil I accept his fat e. He wil 1 cont inue wit h his
wheel s in t he dirt. He wil I do his best t o maint ain his 1 ine and gr adual
himsel f back on t he t rack when it is safe t o do ses,Yie ]l oses a few pl ace:
in the race. ¥s, he is at a disadvant age. But he is still racing. He is stil
al ive.

Theraceis long. It is better to drive wit hin onesel f and finish t he
behind t he ot hers t han it is t o drive t oo hard and cr ash.



So much infor mat ion came out in t he fol 1 owing days, t hanks t o Mike, w
pl agued Denny wit h questions unt il he answered. About his mds her

bl indness, which came on when Denny was a boy; he cared for her until t
1 eft home aft er high school . About how his fat her t ol d Denny t hat if he
didn’t stay to hel p wit h t he far m and his mqthes houl dnt bot her
keeping in t ouch at all. About how Denny cal | ed ever y Christ mas for y
unt il his mot her final | y answer ed t he phone and 1 ist ened wit hout speal
For years, until she final l y asked how he was doing and if he was happy

I learned that his parents had not paid for the testing program in |
as Denny had cl aimed; he paid for t hat with a home equity loan. I 1earn
t hat his parents had not contributed to t he sponsorship of t he t ouring
season, asDenny had said; he paid for t hat wit h a second mort gage, whicl
E ve had encour aged.

Al ways pushing t he ext remes. F inding himsel f br dked finding
himsel f on t he t el ephone wit h his bl ind mot Aeking her for some kind of
hel p, any kind of hel p, so t hat he coul d keep his daught er; and her respo
t hat she woul d give him ever yt hing if onl y she coul d meet her grandchi
Her hands on Zoé$ hopeful face; her tears on Zsélress.

“Such a sad st or,}} Mike said, pour ing himsel f anot her shot of t equil :



“Act ual LY Denny said, examining his can of Diet Coke, “I bel ieve it
has a happy ending.”



“All rise,” the bailiff called out, such ol d-f ashi oned formalityin su
contemporary setti ng. The new Seattl e courthouse: gl ass wal | s and metal
beams j utti ng out at al | angl es, coata f 1 oors and stai rs wi th rubber
treads, and al | of itlitby a strange, bl ui sh li ght.

“The Honorabl e Judge & Ti ghem.”

An el derly man, clad i n a bl adbe, strode i nto the pom. He was short
and wi de, and he had a wave of gray hai r swept to one si de of his head. I
dark, bushy eyebrows hung over hi s small eyes like hairy caterpillars; |
spoke withanIrishlilt.

“Sit,” he commanded. “Let us begin.”

Thus, the trial commenced. At least in my mind. I twgive youall the

det ail s because I ddnknow t hem. I wastt here because I am a dog, and
dogs are not all owed in court. The onl y impressions I have of t he trial
t he fant ast ic images and scenes I invent ed in my dreams. The onl y fact
know are t he ones I gat hered from Demy®t el | ing of event s; my onl y ic
of a courtroom, as I have said before, is what I 1earned from wat ching
favorit e movies and t el evision shows. I pieced t oget her t hose days as ¢



conjures a partiall y compl et ed jigsaw puzzl e—t he fr ame is finished, th
corners fil 1 ed in, but handful s of t he heart and bel l y ar e missing.

The first day of t he trial was devoted to pretrial motions, t he secc
jury sel ect ion. Denny and Mike didn’t al k much about t hose events, so |
assume ever yt hing went as expect ed. Bot h dayen¥ and Mike arrived at
our apart ment early in t he mor ning; Mike escort ed Denny t o court whi
Tony st ayed behind t o 1 ook aft er me.

Tony and I didnf do much wit h our time t oget h#ve sat and read t he
paper, or went for short wal ks, or vent ured t o Bauhaus so he coul d che
his e-mail on t heir free wi-fi net work. I 1ikexdyJ'despite t he fact that he
had washed my dog years earlie©r maybe because he had. That dog, poor
t hing, final 1 y went the way of al 1 fl esh and fel ] to t hreads and was t o<
into t he trash bin wit hout cer emowyt hout eul ogy‘My dog,” was all I
coul d t hink t o saMy dog. And I wat ched Denny drop it int o t he bin and
cl ose t he drawennd t hat was that .

On t he t hird mor ning, t her e was a definit e change in t he air whemyT
and Mike arrived. Ther e was much more t ension, fewer banal pl easantri
no one-liners. I t was the day t he case was t o begin in earnest, and we w
all fil 1 ed wit h t repidat ion. Dennfyit ur e was at st ake, and it was no
1 aughing mat t er

Apparent 1yl 1ater |earned,.Mawr ence del iver ed an impassioned
opening st at ement . He agreed wit h t he prosecutsiassertion t hat sexual
mol est at ion is about powdmut he point ed out t hat basel ess al 1 egat ion i
equal 1 y dest ruct ive weapon, and is just as much about po#ar he
pl edged t o prove Denny innocent of t he clgas against him.

The prosecut ion | ed 6f heir case wit h a par ade of wit nesses, all of
whom had st ayed wit h us t hat week iniW hr op, each of t hem t est ifying t
Denny’s inappropriat e flirt at ious manner and his pr edaikerst al king of
Annika. Yes, t hey agreed, she was pl aying t he game wit h him, but she we
chil d! (“As was Lol ita!” Spencer dcy might have shout ed.) Denny was ar
int el l igent, st rong, good-1 ooking man, t he wit nesses said, and shoul d k
known bet t erOne by one, t hey depict ed a worl d in which Denny
maneuver ed sneakil y in order t o be wit h Annika, t o brush agains;tler



hol d her hand il 1 icit IBach convincing wit ness was fol | owed by anot her
even mor e convincing, and anot her aft er t hat. Until, finalleyal 1 eged
vict im hersel f was cal l ed t o t ake t he st and.

Wear ing a subdued skirt and high-col 1 ar ed bl ouse,li@r pinned back
and eyes downcast, Annika proceeded t o cat al og every | ook, gl ance, and
breat h, every incident al t ouch and near miss. She admit t ed t hat she wat
wil | ing—even eager—accompl ice, but insist ed t hat, as a chil d, she had
idea what she was get ting hersel f inVisibl y upset, she spoke about how
t he ent ire episode had t or ment ed her ever since.

Torment ed her in what way woul d have asked, by her innocence, or
by her guil t? But I wast’here to pose t he question. By t he t ime Annike
dir ect examinat ion was finished, not a person in t he courtroom, save De
himsel f, was absol ut el y cert ain t hat he had not t aken 1 iberties wit h he
week. And even Denny’s confidence in himsel f was shaken.

Early t hat aft ernoon—it Wdednesday—t he weat her was oppressive. Th
cl ouds wer e heavybut t he sky refused t o raironly and I wal ked down t o

Bauhaus so he coul d get his cbde. We sat out side and st ared at t hefiic af

on Pine Street until my mind shut downand I 1ost track of time.

‘(E nZO_’,
I raised my head. dny pocket ed his cel 1 phone.

“That was Mike. The prosecut or asked for a special recess. Sometdhi
going on.”

He paused, wait ing for my response. I said not hing.
“What shoul d we do?” he asked.
I barked t wice. Wshoul d go.

Tony cl osed up his comput er and got his bag t oget We hurried down
Pine and across t he freeway over pass. He was moving very quigldnd I



had a hard t ime keeping up. When he fel t t he l eash go t aut, he 1 ooked ba
at me and sl owed. “Whave t o hurry if we want t o cat ch t hem,” he said. |
want ed t o cat ch t hem, t oo. But my hips ached s® Mist1ed past the
Paramount Theat er t o F ift kiehue. We rushed sout h, zigzagging fr om
Wal k t o Dont’ WAl k signal s unt il we reached t he pl aza before t he

cour t house on Third ¥enue.

Mike and Denny were not there. Only asmall cluster of peopleinc
corner of t he pl aza, speaking gent | ygest ur ing wit h agit at ion.eWt ar t ed
towar d t hem. Per haps t hey knew what was going on. But at t hat momer
t he rain began t o fal 1. The gr oup immediat el y disbanded, and I saw Anr
among t hem. Her face was drawn and pal e; she was crying. When she sav
me, she winced, t ur ned away quickl,yand vanished int o t he buil ding.

Why was she so upset ? I didnknow but it made me very ner vous.
What coul d be going on inside t hat buil ding, in t he dar k chambers of
justice? What might she have said t o furt her incriminat e Denny and des
his life? How I prayed for some kind of int er vent ion, for t he spirit of
Gregory Peck or J immy Stewart or Raul J uliato descend on t he pl aza
lead us to the truth. For Paul Newman or Denzslhigt on t o st ep out of
a passing bus and del iver a rousing speech t hat woul d set everyt hing ri

Tony and I t ook r efuge under neat h an awning; we st ood t ensel y
Somet hing was going on, and I didn’know what it was.I wished t hat I
coul d have inject ed mysel f int o t he process, snuck int o t he court r oom,
on a t abl e, and made my voice heard. But my part icipat ion was not part
t he pl an.

“I t’done now,” Tony said. “We can’t change whats al r eady been
decided.”

Can’t we? I wondered. Even just alittle? Can we not will oursel v
achieve t he impossibl e? Can we not use t he power of our 1 ife force to
change somet hing: one smal | t hing, one insignificant moment, one br eat
one gesture? I s t here not hing we can do t o change what is around us?

My 1l egs were so heavy I coul d nolonger stand; I lay onthe wet
concrete,and I fell into an unsteady sl eep fil ] ed wit h very st range dr



“Ladi es and gentl emen of the j yrMr. Lawrence sai d, standi ng bef erthe
jury box. “I tisimportant to note that the case put f orth by thegacuti on
isentiely ciaumstanti al . Thea i s no evi dence whatsoever of viol ati on. 1
truth of what eal | y happened that ni ght i s known by two peopl e al oneoT
peopl e, and a dog.”

“A dog?” the j udge asked i nexul ously

“Yes, Judge Vin Ti ghem,” Mr L awrence sai d, steppi ng f orth bol dl y
“The enti e event was wi tnessed by the def endantdog. I call to the stand
Enzo!”

“I obj ect!” the msecutor barked.
“Sustai ned,” the j udge sai d. “For the ti me bei ng.”

He produced a | age vol ume faom beneath hi s desk and paged though i t
at | ength, eadi ng many passages.

“Does thi s dog speak?” the j udge asked MFE.awrence, hi s head sti I |
buri ed i n the book.

“Wi th the hel p of a voi ce synthesi,ZeWr. L awrence sai d, “yes, the dog
speaks.”

“I obj ect!” the msecutor pi ped i n.
“Not yet,” the j udge sai d. “dl | me about thi s devi ce, Mrawrence.”

“We’ve borrowed a speci al voi ce synthesi zer that was devel oped f or
Stephen Hawki ng,” MrL awrence conti nued. “Byeadi ng the el ectri cal
pul ses of the i nner brai n—"

“Enough! You had me at ‘Stephen Hawki ng’!”

“Wi th thi s devi ce, the dog can speak,” Mrawrence sai d.



The j udge cl apped shut hi s massi ve tome.
“Obj ecti on overrul ed. Letiave hi m, then, thi s dog! L ethave hi m!”

The room was fill ed wi th huredls of peopl e, and I was si tti ng on the
wi tness stand, strapped to Stephen Hawki ngVoi ce si mul ator; the j udge
swore me in.

“Do you swear to tel | the truth, the whol e truth, and nothi ng but the
truth, so hel p you God?”

“I do,” I saidin my scratchyetal lic voi ce, whi ch was not at al | as
had i magi ned. I had al ways hoped I woul d sound meommandi ng and
present, l i ke James Earl Jones.

“Mr. Lawrence,” the j udge sai d, astoni shed. 6Ur wi tness.”

“Enzo,” Mr. Lawrence sai d, “you wee present f or the al l eged
mol estati on?”

“I was,” I said.

Suddenl y thee was si l ence i n the gal l.eSyddenl y no one daed to
speak, to ti tteyor even to breathe. I was tal ki ng, and they wet i steni ng.

“Tel | us in your own wais what you wi tnessed i n MiSwi f 8 bedroom
that ni ght.”

“I will tell you,” I said. “But first, with permission, I would ik
address the court.”

“You may,” the j udge sai d.

“I nsi de each of uesi des the truth,” I began, “the absol ute truth. But
someti mes the truth i s hi dden in a hall of arsriSometi mes we bel i eve wi
are vi ewi ng theaual thing, when in fact weaavi ewing a facsimile, a
di stortion. As I listen to this trial, I eami mded of the cli macti c scene of
James Bond fi | r;he Man wit h t he Gol den Gunl ames Bond escaped hi s
hal | of miers by breaki ng the gl ass, shatteri ng the il 1 usi ons, unti |l onl)



true vi | | ai n stood befeoli m. W, too, must shatter the mi rors. We must

[ ook i nto oursel ves andpt out the di storti ons unti | that thi ng whi ch we
know i n our hearts i s perf ect and true, stands begars. Onl y then wi | |

j usti ce be served.”

I 1 ooked over the faces i n theom and saw each of them consi deri ng
my words, noddi ng appreci ati vel y

“Nothi ng happened between them,” I said, final'Nething atall.”
“But we’ve heard so much of these accusati ons,” ML awrence sai d.

“Your Honor”—I rai sed my voi ce—“L adi es and gentl emen of the,jliL
assure you that my master, Denni s Swi f't, i n no way acted i nappri atel y
around thi s young | adyAnni ka. I t was cl ear to me that she | oved hi m moi
than anythi ng i n the worl d, and she of gerhersel f to hi m. He decl i ned he
of ferAf ter dri vi ng us over a haowi ng mountai n pass, af ter exhausti ng
hi msel f, drai ni ng hi msel f of all physi cqy ememder to del i ver us saf el
home, Denny i s guilty only of falling asPeep.ka, this girl, thi s woman,
as unaware of the rami fi cati ons of her acti ons as she mi ght have been,
assaul ted my Denny”

A murmur rose f om the gal | ery

“Mi ss Anni ka, i s thi s true?” the j udge demanded.
“I'tistrue,’Anni ka epl i ed.

“Do you di savow these accusati ons?” dn Ti ghem asked.

“I do,” she cried‘I 'm so sorry f or the pai n I ’ve put you al lothgh. 1
di savow!”

“Thi s i s a stunni ngevel ati on!” & Ti ghem announced. “Enzo the dog
has spoken! The truth i s known. Thi s case i s di smi ssed. Bwiftis¢e to
go, and he i s awared custody of hi s daughte¥

I 1 eapt pm the wi tness stand and embraced Denny and Zoé. At | ast, we
were a f ami | yogether agai n.



“l 5’ over”
My mast efs voice.

I opened my eyes. Denny was fl anked by Mike and ML awr ence, who
hel d a very | gge umbrel I a. How much t ime had passed, I didikhow But
Tony and I were both very wet from t he rain.

“That recess was the l ongest fort y-five minut es of my 1 ife,” Denny
I wait ed for his answer

“She recant ed,” he said. “They dr opped t he chges.”

He fought it, I knagwbut it was hard for him t o br eat he.

“They dr opped t he chages, and I ’'m free.”

Denny might have been abl e t 0 hol d it faf we had been al one, but
Mike wr apped him in a hug, and Denny unl eashed t he years of t ears t hat
had been dammed behind mud and det er minat ion and t he abil it y t o al way
find anot her finger to stick in t he 1 eaking dike. He cried so hard.

“Thank you, Mr. L.awr ence,” ‘Bny said, shaking Mr L. awr ence$ hand.
“You did a fant ast ic job.”

Mr. L awr ence smil ed, per haps for the first time in his 1 ife. “They ha
physical evidence,” he said:‘Al1 t hey had was Annika’t est imonyl coul d
tell, ondirect, she was wavering—t her e was somet hing mor e she want
say—so I went after her on cross, and she broke down. She said t hat uj
unt il now she’d been t el | ing peopl e what she haded might have
happened. Today, she admit t ed t hat not hing happened at al it hiéut her
t est imonyit woul d have been fool ish for t he prosecut or t o move for war
wit h t he case.”

I s that what she testified? I wonder ed wher e she was, what she we
t hinking. I gl anced around t he pl aza and spot t ed her 1 eaving t he court]|



wit h her famil.yShe seemed somehow fr agil e.

She 1 ooked over and saw us. She was not a bad person, I knew t hen.
One can never be angry at anot her driver for atrack incident . One can o
be upset at himsel f for being caught in t he wrong pl ace at t he wrong t i

She gave a quick wave meant for Dennybut I was t he onl y one who
saw because I was the onl y one 1 ooking. SoI barkedtolet her know

“You’ve got a good mast ert here,” 'Bny said t o me, his attention still
our immediat e circl e.

He was right. I have t he best master

I wat ched Denny as he hel d on t o Mike and swayed back and fort h,
feel ing t he rel ief, t he rel ease, knowing t hat anot her pat h might have be
easier for himto travel, but that it coulpdis’sibl y have déred a more
sat isfying concl usion.



The very next dayMr. L awr ence informed Denny t hat t he E vilvihs had
dropped t heir cust ody suit . Zoé was his. Theilis had request ed fort y-
eight hours t o assembl e her bel ongings and spend alittle more time w
befor e del ivering her t o Denplut he was under no obl igat ion t o agr ee.

Denny coul d have been mean. He coul d have been spit eful . They t ook
years of his life, they took al 1 of his mqgrndyey r obbed him of work, t hey
tried t o destroy him. But Denny is a gent | eman. Denny has compassion
his fel | ow man. He grant ed t hem t heir request.

He was baking cookies 1 ast night in ant icipat ion of Zoé®t ur n, making
the bat t er from scrat ch like he used t o do, when t he phone rang. Since I
hands wer e cover ed wit kt icky oat meal goop, he t apped t he speaker but t
on t he kit chen phone.

“You’re on t he air!” he said bright I'\fhanks for cal 1 ing. Wha bn
your mind?”

Ther e was al ong pause fil 1 ed wit h st at ic.

“I ’m cal l ing for Dennis Swift.”



“This is Denny” Denny cal | ed from his cookie bowl . “How can I hel |
you?”

“This is Luca Pant oni, ret urning your call. From Maranel ]l 0. Am I
cat ching you at a bad t ime?”

Denny’s eyebrows shot up, he smil ed at me.

“Luca! Grazi ¢ for returning my cal 1. I ’m making cookies soI have
on t he speaker phone. I hope you don’mind.”

“No probl em.”

“Luca, thereason I called...The issues t hat were keeping me in t he
St at es have been resol ved.”

“I cantell by the tone of your voice t hey were resol ved t o your
sat isfact ion,” L uca obser ved.

“Ver y much so,” Denny said. “¥s, indeed. I was wonder ing if t he
posit ion you ofer ed me earl ier was still avail abl e?”

“Of course.”

“My daught er and I —and my dog, Enzo—woul d ver y much 1 ike t o j
you for dinner in Maranel 1 o, t hen.”

“Your dog is named Enzo? How pr opit ious!”

“He is arace car driver at heart,” Denny said, andshmil ed at me. I
1 ove Denny so much. I know ever yt hing about him, and yet he al ways
surprises me. He cal 1 ed L uca!

“I 100k forward t o meet ing your daught er and t o seeing Enzo again,
Luca said. “I will have my assist ant make t he arrangements. I t will I
necessary toretain your services under contract. hope you underst ar
nat ur e of our business, as well as t he expense of devel oping atest driv



“I underst and,” Denny repl ied, pl opping oat meal and raisins onto t
cookie sheet .

“You do not object to athree-year commit ment ?” L uca as keaduffY
daught er will not mind I iving here? There is an American school, if she
woul d prefer it toour I talian schools.”

“She t ol d me she wants totry thel talian school,” Denny seidl “W
have t o see how it goes. Eit her wahe knows it will be a great advent ur
and she’s very excit ed. Shes been st udying a chil dres’book I gave her t he
t eaches some simpl e I tal ian phrases. She says she feel s confident or de
pizza in Mar anel 1 o, and she 1 oves pizza.”

“Bene!l 1ove pizza, too! I 1ike t he way your daught er t hinks, Dlenn
am so pleased I can be a part of your freshstart.”

Denny pl opped mor e cookies, al most as if he had fmt t en about t he
t el ephone cal 1.

“My assistant will be in t ouch wit h you, Deriw wil | expect to see
you in a few weeks.”

“Yes, L uca, t hank you.”PI op, pl opLuca.”
“Si ?”

“Now will you tell me why?” Denny asked.
Anot her | ong pause.

“I would prefer totell you—"

“Yes, I knowLuca.I knowBut it woul d hel p me so much if you coul
see your way totelling me nolvor my own peace of mind.”

“I underst and your need,” Luca said. “I will tell you. Many years
when my wife passed away I al most died fr om grief.”



“I ’m sorg’yDenny said, no 1 onger wor king t he cookie bat f ®impl y
l ist ening.

“Thank you,” Luca said. “I t t ook me a l ong time t o know how to
respond t o peopl e &éring t heir condol ences. Such a simpl e t hing, yet fil
wit h much pain. I ’m sure you underst and.”

“I do,” Denny said.

“I woul dhave died from grief, Dennyif I had not received hel p,if I h
not found a ment or who dér ed me his hand. Do you under st and? My
predecessor at this companyfef ed me a job driving cars for him. He save
my | ife, not merel y for me, but for my chil dren as widlik.man passed
away recent | y—he was very ol d—but still, sometimes I see his face,
his voice, and I remember him. What hefef ed me is not for me t o keep,
but for me t o give t o anot héfhat is why I feel very fortunate that I an
abl e t o ofer my hand t o you.”

Denny st ared at t he phone as if he coul d see Luca in it .

“Thank you, L uca, for your hand, and for tel I ing me why you have
offeredit.”

“My friend,” Luca said, “t he pl easure is ent irel y minel 8me t o
Ferrari.l assure you, you will not want toleave.”

They said t heir good-byes, and Denny pressed t he but t on wit h his
pinkie. He cr ouched down and hel d out his st icky hands for me, and I
obl igingl y l icked t hem cl ean.

“Somet imes I bel ieve,” he said t o me as I indul ged in t he sweet nes
his hands, of his fingers, of his opposabl e t humbs. “Sometimes I really
bel ieve.”



The dawn breaks gently on t he horizon and spil I s its 1ight over thelar
| ife seems 1 ike it has been so1ong and so short at t he same t ime. Peopl
speak of a will tolive. They rarel y speak of a will t o die. Because peop
ar e afr aid of deat h. Deat h is dar k and unknown and fright ening. But not
me. | t is not t he end.

I can hear Denny in t he kit chen. I can smell what dminhg; he’s
cooking breakfast, somet hing he used to do al | t he time when we were ¢
famil y when Eve was wit h us and Zoé. F or al ong t ime t hey have been
gone, and Denny has eat en cereal .

Wit h every bit of strength I have in my hddywr ench mysel fto a
st anding posit ion. Though my hips ar e frozen and my 1 egs bur n wit h paii
hobbl e t o t he door of t he bedr oom.

Growing ol d is a pat hetic thing. I t is full of 1 imit at ions and r educt
happens tous all,I know; but I think that it might not have to.I thi
happens t o t hose of us who request it. And in our current mind-set, our
col I ect ive ennui, it is what we have chosen t o do. But one day a mut ant
chil d wil 1 be born who refuses t o age, who refuses t o acknowl edge t he
] imit at ions of t hese bodies of ours, who lives in heal t h until he is done
l ife, not until his body no 1 onger supports him. He will 1ive for hundre
years, | ike Noah. Like Moses. This chikdgenes wil I be passed t o his



offspring, and more 1 ike him wil ]l fol 1l @&wmd t heir genet ic makeup wil 1
suppl ant t he genes of t hose of us who need t o gr ow ol d and decay befor
die. I bel ieve t hat one day it will come t o pass; howeueh a worl d is
beyond my pur view

“Yo, Zo!” he cal 1 s t o me when he sees me. “How ar e you feel ing?”
“Like shit,” I replBut, of course, he doesm’hear me.
“I made you pancakes,” he says, cheerfully

I force mysel ftowagmytail,andI really shodlade, because t he
wagging jost 1 es my bl adder and I feel warm dropl ets of urine splashr
feet .

“I 5’ okay, boy,” he says. “I ’ve got it.”

He cl eans up my mess and t ears me a piece of pancake. I take it in m
mout h, but I can’chewit,I can’tasteit.I t sits on my tongue limply t
final 1y fal 1 s out of my mout h and ont o t he flloothink Denny not ices, but
he doesn’t sayanyt hing; he keeps fl ipping t he pancakes, set t ing t hem on
rack t o cool .

I donf want Denny t o worry about me. I dowant to force himtotal
me on a one-way visit to the vet. He ] oves me so much. The worst t hing
coul d possibl y do t o Denny is make him hurt me. The concept of eut han:
has some merit, yes, but it is t oo fraught wit h emotion. I much prefer
idea of assist ed suicide, which was devel oped by t he inspir ed physician [
Kevorkian. I §’a machine t hat al Il ows an ail ing el der t o push a butt on a
t ake responsibil it y for his own deather e is not hing passive about t he
suicide machine. A big red but t on. Press it or dal’ t is a but t on of
absol ut ion.

My will to die. Perhaps, whenI am aman, I will invent a suicide
machine for dogs.

WhenI returntothis world,I will beaman.I will wal k among"
will lick my lips with my smal 1, dext erous t ongue. I will shake hands



ot her men, grasping firml y wit h my opposabl e t humbs. And I will tea
peopleall that I kndwd whenI see a man or a woman or a child in
trouble, I will ext end my hand, bot h met aphorical 1 y and physlicatil ¥
offer my hand. To him. To her. To you. To t he world. I will be a good

cit izen, a good part ner in t he endeavor of 1 ife t hat we all share.

I gotoDennyand I push my muzzl e int o his t high.
“Ther es my Enzo,” he says.

And he reaches down out of inst inct ; we’ve been t oget kerl ong, he
t ouches t he crown of my head, and his fingers scrat ch at t he crease of n
ears. The t ouch of a man.

My l egs buckleand I fall.

“Z0?”

He is al armed. He crouches over me.
“Are you okay?”

I am fine.I am wonderful.I am.I am.
“Zo?”

He turns dft he fire under t he frying pan. He pl aces his hand over my
heart. The beat ing t hat he feel s, if he feel s anyt hing at all, is not stror

I nthe past few days, ever yt hing has changed. He is going t o be reun
with Zoé. I woul dlike to see that moment. They are goingtol talyto
To Mar anel 1 0. They will live in an apart ment in t he small t own, and t|
will drive a Fiat. Denny wil ]l be a wonder ful driver for Ferrari.I can ¢
him, al ready an expert on t he t rack because he is so quick, so sidrdy.
wil |l see his tal ent and t hey wil 1 pl uck him from t he ranks of test driv
give him a tryout for the Formul a One t eam. Scuderia F errari. They wi
choose him t o repl ace t he irrepl aceabl e Schumi.

“Try me,” he wil 1 sgynd they will try him.



They wil 1 see his tal ent and make him a dr jxad soon, he will be a
F or mul a One champion just 1ikeyt on Senna. L ike J uan Manuel F angio.
J im Cl ark. Like J ackie St ewart, Nel son Piquet, Al ain Prost, Niki L au
Nigel Mansel 1. Like Michael Schumachd&y Denny!

I wouldliketoseethat. All of it, beginning t his aft ernoon when Z
arrives and is once again t oget her wit h her fat Bait I dom’bel ieve I wil |
get the chance t o see t hat moment . And, anywiyis not for me t o decide.
My soul has | earned what it came tolearn, and all t he ot her t hings ar
t hings. W can’t have ever yt hing we want . Somet imes, we simpl y have t «
bel ieve.

“You’re okay” he says. He cradl es my head in his I ap. I see him.

I know t his much about racing in t he rain. I know it is about bal anc
is about ant icipation and patience. I know all of t he driving skil 1 s t hat
necessary for one t o be successful inthe rain. But racing in t he rain is «
about thenind I t is about owning orebwn body. About bel ieving t hat
one’s car is merel y an ext ension of osebody. About bel ieving t hat t he
track is an ext ension of t he ¢and t he rain is an ext ension of t he track, a
t he sky is an ext ension of t he rain. I t is about bel ieving t hat you are nc
you ar e ever yt hing. And ever yt hing is you.

Racers are often cal l ed sel fish and egotistical . I mysel f have cal ]«
car drivers sel fish; I was wrongb# a champion, you must have no ego at
all. Yu must not exist as a separ at e entYoy must give yoursel f over to
t he race. Yu ar e not hing if not for your t eam, your ,cgour shoes, your
tires. Do not mist ake confidence and sel f-awar eness for egot ism.

I saw a document ary once. I t was about dogs in Mbigd t said t hat
t he next incarnat ion for a dog—a dog who is ready t o | eave his dogness
behind—is as a man.

I am ready

And yet ...



Denny is so very sad; he wil 1 miss me so much. I woul d rat her st ay
him and Zoé here in t he apart ment and wat ch t he peopl e onthe street Et
as they tal k t o each ot her and shake each ottidiands.

“You’ve al ways been wit h me,” Denny says t o me. 6%’ ve al ways
been my Enzo.”

Yes. 1 have. He& correct.
“I 5’ okay,” he says t o me:I f you need t o go nowyou can go.”

[ turn my head, and t her e, befor e me, is my | ife. My chil dhood. My
worl d.

My worldis all around me. All around t he fiel ds of Spangl e, wher ¢
was born. Therol ling hil I s cover ed wit h t he gol den grasses t hat sway
wind and t ickl e my st omach when I move over t hem. The sky so per fect
bl ue and t he sun so round.

This is what I woul d l ikeo pl ay in t hose fiel ds for alittle I ofiger
spend alitt]le more time being me before I become someone el se. This
what I woul d 1 ike.

And I wonder: Have I squander ed my dogness? Have I forsaken my
nat ur e for my desires? Have I made a mist ake by ant icipat ing my fut ur
shunning my present ?

Perhaps I have. An embarrassing deat hbed regret . Sil Ify st uf

“The first time I saw you,” he says, “I knew we bel onged t ogét her
Yes! Me, t oo!

“I 5’ okay.”

I saw a fil m once. A document ar@n t he t el evision, which I wat ch a
1 ot. Denny once t ol d me not to wat ch so much. I saw a document ary at
dogs in Mongol ia. I t said t hat aft er dogs die, t hey ret urn as men. But f
was somet hing el se—



I feel his warm breat h on my neck, his hands. He 1 eans down t o me,
though I can no l onger see him, he | eans down t 0o my ear

The fiel ds aresolge I coul d run forever in one direction and t hen r
forever back. There is no end t o t hese fiel ds.

“I 5’ okay, boy,” he says soft | gent | yint o my ear

—I remember! This document ary said t hat aft er a dog dies, his sou
rel eased int o t he worl d around us. His soul is releasedtoruninthew
run t hr ough t he fiel ds, enjoy t he eart h, t he wind, t he rivers, t he rain, t
t he—

When a dog dies, his soul is rel eased torun until heis ready t o be
reborn. I remember

“I tS’ Okay”

When 1 amrebornas aman, will find Derdnywil 1 find Zoé. 1 will
wal k up t o t hem and shake t heir hands and tell t hem t hat Enzo says he
They wil 1 see.

“You can go.”

Before meI see my worl d: t he fiel ds ar ound Spanghere are no
fences. No buil dings. No peopl e. There is onl y me and t he grass and t he
and t he eart h. Onl y me.

“I 1ove you, bay

I take afew steps intothe fiel d, and it feel s so good, so nice t o be i
cool airtosmell thesmells all around méeél’ t he sun on my coat. I fe
like I am here.

“You can go.”

I gather mystrengthandI sthenhdfit feel s good, 1ike I have no age
at all,likel am timeless.I pickupspeed.I run.



“I t’ okay, Enzo.”

I donf 1 ook back, but I know lset here. I bark t wice because I want
him t o hear I want him t o knaw feel his eyes on me but I domtrn back.
Off int o t he fiel d, int o t he vast ness of t he universe ahead, I run.

“You can go,” he cal l s t o me.

F ast ert he wind presses against my face as I run, fadt deel my heart
beating wildlyand I barktwicetotell him,totell everyone in t he wc
sayfastet 1 bark twice so he knows, so he remembe¥hat I want now is
what I ’ve al ways want ed.

One mor e | ap, Denny! One mor e | apFaster!



ImorA, ITALY

After it is all oyafter thelast race has been won, aft er t he season’
champion has been crowned, he sits al one in t he infiel d of t heiburel 1 o
corner on t he grass t hat is soggy from many days of rain. A bright figur
his Ferrari-red Nomex racing suit, which is cover ed wit h pat ches of t he
many sponsors who want him as t heir figur ehead, t heir image, as t he on
whom t hey can hol d befor e t he worl d as t heir symbol , t he champion sit
al one. All around J apan, Brazil, around ] Eat ppe, t he worl d, peopl e
cel ebrat e his vict arlyn the trail ers and t he back rooms, t he ot her drive
some of whom are hal f his age, shake t heir heads in amazemeno. Have
accompl ished what he has accompl ishedoThave endur ed what he has
endur ed. To have become a F ormul a One chamion out of nowhere. At his
age. I t is not hing 1l ess t han a fairy tal e.

Anelectric gol fcart stops onthetarmac near him, driven by a you
woman wit h 1 ong, gol den haiiWit h her in t he cart are t wo ot her figures
one | age and one smal | .

The young woman cl imbs out and wal ks t oward t he champion.

“Dad?” she cal I s.

He 1 ooks t o hert hough he had hoped t o be al one just alittlel onger



“They’r e big fans,” she says.

He smil es and rol | s his eyes. The idea t hat he has fans at al | —big c
smal | —is very sil ]l y t o him and somet hing he has t o get used t o.

“No, no,” she says, because she knows his t hought s al most befor e he
can t hink t hem. “I think you’dreal 1y 1ike t o meet t hem.”

He nods at her because she is al ways right . She beckons t he t wo pea
inthe cart. A man st eps out, hunched beneat h a rain poncho. Then a chil
They wal k t oward t he champion.

“Deni!” t he man cal 1 s.

He does not recognize t hem. He does not know t hem.
“Deni! Speravamo di tovarl a qui !”

“Eccomi ,”t he champion repl ies.

“Deni, we ar e your biggest fans.d(r daught er brought us t o find you
She said you woul d not mind.”

“She knows me,” t he champion says warml y

“My son,” says t he man. “He wor ships you. He t al ks about you
al ways.”

The champion | ooks at t he bgwho is small wit h sharp feat ures and
bl ue eyes and 1 ight curly hair

“Quanti anni hai ?te asks.
“Ci nque,”t he boy repl ies.
“Do you r ace?”

“Heraces the karts,” t he fat her says. “He is very good. The first tii
sat in a kart, he knew how t o drive it sIvet y expensive for me, but he is



so good, such atal ent, t hat we do it.”
“Bene, che bel | o,the champion says.

“Will you sign our program?” t he fat her askse ‘¥t ched t he race
from t he fiel d over t here. The grandst and is ver y expensivedmdve fr om
Napol i.”

“Certo,” t he champion says t o t he fat hdie t akes t he program and t he
pen. “Come ti chi ami ?He asks t he boy

“Enzo,” t he boy says.

The champion | ooks up, startled. For a moment, he ddesmdve. He
doesn’t write. He doesn’speak.

“Enzo?” he asks, final Ly

“Si,”t he boy says.“Mi chi amo Enzo. Anch’i o vogl i o di veatan
campi one.”

St unned, t he champion st ares at t he boy

“He says he want s t o be a champion,” t he fat her transl at es,
misint er pret ing t he pause. “Like you.”

“Otti ma i dea,’t he champion says, but he cont inues st aring at t he bo
unt il he real izes l®ebeen st aring t oo 1 ong and shakes his head t o st op
himsel f.“Mi scusi,’he says. “Your son reminds me of a good friend of
mine.”

He cat ches his daught és eye, t hen he signs t he boy’pr ogr am and
hands it t o t he fat hewho reads it.

“Che cos’é?”t he fat her asks.

“My t el ephone number in Mar anel |1 0,” t he champion says. “When yor
t hink your son is readyall me. I ’11 make sure he gets proper instructi
and t he opportunity to drive.”



“Grazie! Grazie mill allte man says. “He tal ks about you al ways. H
says you are t he best champion evdde says you ar e bet t eeven, t han
Senna!”

The champion rises, his racing suit still wet from t he rain. He pat s
boy’s head and rufl es his hairThe boy 1 ooks up at him.

“He is arace car driver at heart,” t he champion says.

“Grazi e,”t he fat her says. “He st udies all of your races on videot ap
“La macchi na va dove vanno gl i occhit,lie boy says.

The champion | aughs, t hen I ooks t o t he sky

“Si,”he says. “The car goes where t he eyes go. I t is true, my young
friend. I t is veryery true.”
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