
By June it was foggy in the mornings. On a Saturday, Elsa watered the little back garden which 
surrounded the cement patio, starting on one side and working her way around with a sprinkler head on a 
hose. Most of the planting had been done three years ago, so it was fairly mature. It was a time for 
flowers. The sticky pungent escallonia hedge along the side fence was in bloom, displaying its little pink 
bells. The trumpet vine climbed along the back fence, its orange trumpets sparse but beautifully waxy and 
sturdy against its deep greenery. Elsa's eyes rejoiced in the colors. She turned to see Nadja sitting on the 
picnic table, calmly washing her face with a paw. 
              "Your garden is lovely, Nadja," Elsa said. "I don't know how you manage, with all the things you 
have to do." 
              Nadja acted as if she hadn't been spoken to. Above them, the fog seemed to be moving, letting 
some sunlight between its pillowy shapes and then hiding the light again. 
              Elsa watered her pots of herbs, picking off the brown leaves, and then Morgan's precious bonsai 
standing in tubs on a thin shelf under the house window. She turned off the water and looked around at 
the damp patio which smelled like rich earth and wet concrete. How she loved the weekends when she 
did not need to be attuned to the hands of the clock. 
              She went inside and walked through the house thinking about what she ought to be doing. She 
was lazy in the summer, didn’t get much weaving done, though she still had to put together the coverlet 
for her niece before her brother came. Upstairs she stripped the bed. The phone rang. She ran down the 
stairs and picked up the receiver. It was Jerome, Morgan's old friend from Chicago, who now lived in Los 
Angeles. 
              "Elsa?  How are you doing?" 
              "Good. How can I help feeling great?  It's Saturday. I'm so glad to be at home."  She wondered 
what he might be calling about. "Morgan lives at Green Gulch now." 
              "Yeah, I know. I was wondering whether I could stay at the house tonight. I'm coming up for a 
meeting." 
              He had said "the house" as if were a communal property. Elsa flushed angrily. But he had often 
stayed when Morgan was at home and it was probably natural that he should call. She hesitated, 
answering, "What time would you be coming?" 
              "Around 3 or 4 o'clock, if I don't have any problems, I guess. I'm leaving now." 
              Elsa still felt angry. Why hadn't he called before?  "I guess you can stay. I'll be home by three." 
              "You don't have to be at home if you leave me a key. I just want to take a shower and then I'll go 
to my meeting. It's in Berkeley." 
              "Couldn't you have called me before?  I feel like you are pressuring me."  Elsa thought he ought 
to know she wasn't entirely thrilled he was coming, but she didn't want to be too unpleasant. 
              "I would have called you, but I wasn't sure I needed to be there. Now it looks like I should."  
Jerome was organizing for his group, one of the Nuremberg Action committees and they had felt he was 
the best speaker for recruiting purposes. "I'm sorry, Elsa. It's okay, isn't it?" 
              "Sure. I'll see you at three," Elsa hung up without waiting to hear more. She was impatient, her 
Saturday disrupted, her self-indulgent mood broken. 
              Elsa had not talked to Jerome since before Christmas. He lived in Los Angeles and had a wife 
and child, but he and Morgan had always been close. They had both been in the Resistance in Chicago in 
the late 60's, and Elsa's early memories of Morgan had Jerome in them as well. Until he had moved to 
southern California, Jerome had been at all of their gatherings. Actually his wife Angela had moved first 
and he had followed, finding his ties to Charlie, their 8-year old son, the most powerful in his life. Elsa 
was not even sure Angela and Jerome were living together. She wasn’t sure what he did for money either. 
She thought he found sporadic work on films.. 
              Elsa walked through the house again, seeing it through the eyes of a guest. It looked 
comfortable. Parts of the house were shabby, but Jerome was the last person to whom it would have 
mattered. All he expected was a floor to put his sleeping bag on and a shower. But Elsa would clean the 
bathrooms and lay out the futon with fresh linen in Morgan's old room. She had to admit she was secretly 
excited to have someone on whom to practice her hospitality. 

 
* * * 



              The next morning the sun shone into the bedroom, a flat golden plate with no obstructions. It 
hung on the far wall, then slipped down onto the futon, then lay on the floor where it shimmered on the 
cotton comforter. Elsa felt delicious in clean sheets on one of the rare mornings when it wasn't foggy and 
the sun was up before she was. She waited until the sunny patch left her and then got up. In honor of her 
guest, who slept in the next room, she put on a clean black cotton shirt and white jeans that didn’t quite 
need washing. She went down the stairs quietly and put a kettle of water on the stove. Jerome had gotten 
in around 2 a.m. She had wakened when he arrived and looked at her clock. 
              Elsa spooned smoky lapsang souchong leaves into a pot. It was warm enough to have tea out of 
doors, though the steam from the pot rose visibly on an air current. It was a beautiful day, but Elsa felt as 
if she were waiting. If Jerome had not been there, she would have sat in just the same way, but she would 
not have felt the subtle consciousness that he might come down at any moment. She had a magazine with 
her in case he came so that he would not find her doing nothing. 
              But Jerome did not get up. Elsa had long since ceased expecting him and was absorbed in a 
Bonnard book she had recently bought, when he finally turned up in the garden. She laughed at him. His 
brown hair was too short to look tousled, but his eyes were puffed and sleepy-looking. A navy t-shirt 
showed off his tanned arms. He wore jeans that were frayed white around the hems and the pockets and 
sandals. 
              "I love to see what people look like when they wake up," said Elsa. 
              Jerome yawned and stretched, rubbing his stomach. "I'd like to see what you look like when you 
wake up." 
              "Taking advantage of my hospitality are you?  You'd better not," Elsa teased. "Want some 
breakfast?" 
              "Coffee and a newspaper would be great." 
              "Are you going to eat the newspaper?" 
              "In a manner of speaking." 
              "I don't have one. You'll have to go across the street to the market." 
              "Sunday morning and you don't have a newspaper," mused Jerome. 
              "I never get one. They're dirty and I hardly ever want to know what's in them." 
              "Elsa, you’re a rare bird. And here you are living just outside Berkeley, the most politicized town 
in the country." 
              Elsa shrugged. "Go get your paper. I'll make coffee." 
              A little later they were sprawled in the sun on the patio at the uncomfortable wooden table with 
the newspaper spread around them. Elsa tried to use the table edge as a chair back with a cushion pressed 
against it, her legs drawn up beside her. She flipped through the New York Times Magazine. Nadja sat curled 
on the untouched Sports page with her eyes closed. 
             Jerome kept up a running commentary on the news, talking Elsa noticed, as if he were participant 
in it. He was encouraged by his meeting the night before, at which he had been the Contras in Nicaragua 
against the legitimately-elected Nicaraguan government. 
              “The Concord Naval Weapons Station plays a major role in supplying munitions for military 
operations in Central America, as well as covert activities in countless locations,” Brian Willson, one of 
the chief organizers, had written. “Citizens who are aware of acts of government in violation of 
international law are obligated to disobey commands furthering the illegal conduct.” 
              "What are you trying to do?" asked Elsa, trying not to reveal her ignorance by asking too many 
questions. 
              "Just get in the way," said Jerome, as if it were a simple argument between him and the U.S. 
Navy. "It has to be stopped, that's all. Here we are, this giant nation, trying to undermine the perfectly 
legitimate governments of small nations." 
              But Elsa was impatient with conflicts so far from home. "Come on Jerome," she said finally, 
looking at his brown arms. "I can read the paper myself. Talk to me. How are Angela and Charlie?" 
              "They're good," Jerome folded his eloquent hands thoughtfully, his elbows on the paper. "I wish 
I could afford a better school for Charlie, though. All the other kids are Spanish-speaking, so the teacher 
is working on their English, and Charlie isn't learning a thing. He's really bright. Practically taught himself 
to read you know." 



              "Maybe he's learning Spanish." 
              "Maybe."  
              Elsa gestured helplessly with her shoulders. It was characteristic of her to accept the status quo 
without challenge, expecting some good to come from events. Even after having lived for years among 
city people, who were accustomed to directing outcomes, she was still inclined to accept the elemental 
purposes which she believed lay beneath the thin layer of man-made culture. Although Morgan was often 
impatient with her quietism, she wholly backed him by cooking and cleaning and taking care of household 
difficulties, so that he could do political work. She had enjoyed demonstrations, big public parties that 
Morgan wanted to attend, but she resisted going to meetings with him. 
              Even when she was directly affected, Elsa resisted conflict, such as when she was invited to join 
a large class action against the makers of the Dalkon shield, which she had used, and which was perhaps 
the reason that she had as yet not become pregnant, though she wanted to have children. She felt that she 
was herself responsible for using the device and must take the consequences. As Morgan and his brother 
had been of the generation that resisted being drafted into wars they didn’t agree with, so Elsa was of the 
generation which had pioneered birth control. There were consequences for any action, and she expected 
some, being grateful always that they weren’t greater. She thought that growing up on a farm, where 
animals were evaluated for their practicality and little sentiment could be afforded, had contributed to her 
acceptance of both happiness and tragedy. 
              "How about Angela?"  Elsa searched for an image at the back of her mind. She had known 
Angela a little. Angela was large, dark, powerful and a bit lazy. Elsa had liked her. 
              "Angela is Angela. Forever Angela," said Jerome, ruefully. Angela had finally decided to live near 
her family in Los Angeles who were of more use to her than Jerome, who maintained a high degree of 
unpredictability and was dedicated to causes other than his family. She tolerated his coming and going but 
did not worry about him. 
              "I just sort of dance around the edges. She hardly notices me. I could be a woodchuck come to 
snuffle in the garbage." said Jerome. 
              "It's good for Charlie to have a Dad." 
              "That's what they all say. I hope they're right,” Jerome looked a little bored. He stood up and 
looked at the trumpet vine. 
              He was taller than Morgan and Elsa could not take her eyes off his beautiful brown arms, which 
she could not remember having noticed before. The garden around him seemed smaller than usual. 
              "So," he turned to Elsa. "What are you going to do now that the famous Morgan is gone?" 
              Elsa bristled, immediately defensive. "What do you mean what am I going to do?  I'm not going 
to do anything. I'm going to stay right here and vegetate. I love living here."  She reached for Nadja and 
began stroking her. 
              Jerome looked down at them, wondering how to get through to the complacent Elsa. He sat 
down and picked up another section of the paper. 
              Elsa felt comfortable, stroking black and white fur in the warm sun. It seemed Jerome had been 
there for hundreds of mornings with and without Morgan. He knew everything about her:  her 
domesticity, her pain at not having children, her passiveness. He had always sparred with her a little, but 
now without Morgan to buffer, he was more civilized. 
              "Why don't you drive down to Los Angeles with me today and I'll put you on a plane going back 
tonight. I would really enjoy your company," Jerome put out the words carelessly. 
              "Jerome," Elsa cried, surprised and reproachful. "You can't afford that. And I don't want to 
spend my precious Sunday on a hot freeway." 
              "Okay, okay, never mind. It was just a thought,” Jerome said easily. "All of a sudden I feel like I 
don't know you very well and I would just like to spend some time with you." 
              "You know me. I'm just the same as I always was."  Elsa looked up at him. She felt vulnerable, 
and angry that he was being suggestive in her garden. She tried to go back to the way she had felt a 
moment ago, comfortable in his presence. But Jerome was a hot person, always trying to persuade 
someone of something. The peaceful Sunday egg was broken, the yolk running all over the patio. Elsa 
stood up and began to tidy the newspapers. 
              "How about a pot of coffee to take with me," suggested Jerome. 



              "Sure," said Elsa, entering the house. "Don't you want any other breakfast?  Some crackers to 
take with you?  Apricots?  You haven't had anything to eat."  The temptation to try to feed anyone she 
found in her kitchen was strong. 
              "Coffee's fine," said Jerome. "I don't eat until after noon or so."  He had distanced himself. He 
was twenty miles down the road. While the coffee water boiled, he went upstairs and got his things to put 
in the car. He brought his thermos into the kitchen. Like a trucker, he used it as a companion on his 
constant trips. 
              It was a heavy, old-fashioned thermos with a dented tin cup screwed on top that Jerome had 
picked up at a garage sale and seeing it on her counter filled Elsa with compassion for his life. 
She set the Melitta filter over it and let the coffee drip directly into thermos jar. She stole a look at Jerome 
who was rolling up the cuffs of a clean cotton shirt as he waited. 
              "Thanks very much for having me," he said looking up. 
              "I enjoyed having you, Jerome," Elsa replied. "Really. Say hello to Angela and Charlie."  She 
handed him the thermos and then reached up her arms to hug him awkwardly, pressing her face into his 
shoulder. 
              Jerome put his free arm around her and kissed her hair. There was nothing else to do then but to 
go, and he did. Elsa followed him to the front porch and watched him get into his ancient Volvo. She 
waved as he pulled out of the driveway. Behind her, Nadja's black surrealist tail twitched. 

 
* * * 

 


