“MY BEAUTIFUL 20TH CENTURY SON" (ygrs 1o~ A+ )
by Yaoicy Berns

“Oooh, look cut, you reck o’ nollers”
-David Bewig, 1973
1.

It's not just becanse I smoked 2 whols hell of 3 lot of East Cuasrpotthaﬂ;hn’trcm:mbermuch
' ofmylastyearm?ennState It was cheap pot, mostly, andwuhadlosmchamnofrttogetanywhcre
In 1973, wewereailtmtakenmthuurfreadumtOc.amthatwcmsuckmgonmrkshmnngsr.hazenhnr
put us to slesp or gave us a hzadache.

No, no. The reason I don’t remember much is becanse, 1 think, it is necessary 16 forget, Those
times, my early twenties and the carly post-sixties America, were like this wotderful downhill slide into
oblivion. You didn't know it was all gonna end right back whers it started, you dicln"t kouww that the
Eighties werajust ffnn:mbetlha fifties with cocaine. You thought that that fegling of shiding, from

Ia pemoslERETY a0l .
WoodmockmAlmmtmtmNumn,wassnmnewhndafmedum We thonght it was the frst pags of the
new America, an America that spanon 2 hnb!il:e_“Da:kSideOfTheMocn".justspinmngmrandmr
until vou reslly KNEW what it was all abowt, Foui Mirchel! said we were golden, and for all we knew she
was right.

&5 1 eaid, [ don't remember much. Certainlynoﬂlin_gthatlmldiad. But I remember this thing
that happenad, this wabelievable thing, and the more T let myself think abont it. 1he more it seems like a1l
those years singe fhen are just some hndofmassiwﬁnufmfmnﬁsmmnﬁmm That everything
iusid:m:m-:dcvarythjng'ou‘t;idemgmssuckedin,rcdcﬁned, mdmmitedwtattbemumcntthﬂlm

ST

turned his back 1o us and started wp The FIil in the rain 1t scems like, somewhere inside me, 1 know that

everything  know now T fearel afiertha, Tt ofseying | koew befor that night st wet g with the
cold wind, Like Jomi said, stardust, : .
The more T think abont him, the more he comes back, -
{ emember Lyman Hall, s | apeber oufbeanite on. My b, raly. And ] remes

]mwclaseIcamelﬂcpenjngthedmronthatlastnigm,whma]lmybagswerepacked,MRudyhsd




already paciad-ip hi:;nﬂnj-lan a[&umsmdw just Kepe listening w"Tw over and over. 1
remember the raspy sound of the sad breeze escaping Alfred’s paper lungs.
2, .

Mad Magazine had been published by the great William Gaines since the fifties, and for most of
my growing up, it was my only source of humor and real relzase. When [ was younger, it was funny cause
it was gross, When I got to college in “69, it was furmy “cansé it was stapid. But it was always fanay.

They had really bad movie parodies, and “The Lighter Side CF. ", and “5py Vs. Spy”, and Jack Davis

arcworke. And on the cover, there was atways Alfred E. Neuman, Of inditerminate ape, height,

intelligence, demeanor, Alfred stared oyt from every cover of Mad  Sometimes he was decked out in Star

Trek garb, sometimes be was dressed up like a bippie (always my favorite), sometimes be was

incorporated into cover art of nearly surrealist nature, peering forth from some optical illusion. Red hair,
smile, gap in the teeth, Years aftor I read my last Mad, oy secend wifk: left me for a puy thac had that last
attribmte, and don’t your know § let her know it. I called this gay * Alfred E, Fuckin® Neuman™, and I told

her that she’d never be happy with the prick. And, as [ remember pow, somehow, even that remark ’
hadn't brought our Lyman Hall gon to my mind.

The Mad collection was ore of the few things that I had brought to school  Some albwms, some
clothes, a globe, and that big old musty pile of maguzines. I had Mads going al! the way back, back to
whenitmmmip.-bmksizedandabitbwmik 1 could pull omt s old igsue and items from the past
would £ from the pages, dirt from sammer days, crumbs from ancient innches. My Mad magazine
collection (kept current by subscription to Mr, Peter Ball, that was me) was the thing that got me in with
the Lyman guys. Rudy had his pot, and Steve had the Flaybovs and the 16mm copy of “Barbarelia”, and
Carl had the hittle black book  And T had my old Mads.

3.
Avyone whe has ever lived among young men, especizlly in a dormitory situation, mows how Sav A 4 €
) ‘things cam: pet. It weas never a shocking revelation to see the same sandwich crast in the same
corner for days on end  Piles of filthy socks and boxers, Twinlkic wrappers, crisped pot maggets, the staif

of long Fall mights away from home. (It helped thar onr R.A. had Jong since fallen under the spell of




weren't out to impress amybody, We scratched onrselves and belched like Yikings. We went unshaven

and we listzned 1o Neil Young and that was okay by Lyman Hatl. Those were the best tunch of guys I had
ever met, Still are. A]l&leﬁicndslhsvemwplayracqwetballandcheatcnibcir“ﬁm. There is 1o
honor among the sleazy, like there was ar Lyman. There is ne fin anymose, not o that

Thete was enly one bathroors on the hall, a heinous fact thal all the girls we dated during those
fomt years could not reconcile with their ovn housing cirenmstances. We shared one solid toilet, looksd
out the same smail window onto the green that led to The Hill while we ¢rapped, shaved into the same
wheezy drainpipe (when we shavesl) Steve 1old me vears later that be can't belteve he EVER was
comfortable with showering while one of the other brothers was taking a shit (Steve's in Glendale,
Cakiforsia, now. He sells old baseball cards to snotnosed skateboard pumks. What that has to do with
Liberal Arts I can’t even begin 1o imagine.)

1 originally resisted when Rudy first tried 10 1ake one of my Mads into the can with ki, These
were“ml]ectur'siteuts”,[said.andthey.wuﬂdbewcﬁhmoncysomédzy. Alas, 1 also had long singe ’
become beholden ro Ruody's linde green friend, and it didn’t take mmch convincing on Rusdy’s part for me

-
-

to telent, - S -
T quess T tizs already latiy ge.

“ won't wipe my ass with il, Peie. Don't you worry,” That was what he bad said. Rudy was
my roommate for that last year, and God bless him. He rarely slept, farted zombsis farts when he DID,
and listened to prog rock, but [ loved him.

Now, this became an epidemic. Whenever the felfas were ready to “hold com:}" {you figure it
out), lhes.ralways came in 1o grab a Mad first. David Fenstar, who got hit and kifled by afd‘olvo in
Lexington back in *89, achzally attempted to read thera in order.  The midierms that 3ast year weze piled
on thick znd heavy for the pre-meds, and he developed ifritsble bowel syndrome (knowa pre-nineties as
“The Rens”.) Meedless to say, he made it through my whole colleciion alrinst twice before gracuation.

By the fourth ar fifth week of that last year, it was evident that my_b;adoeﬂocﬁonwas never
gonna be auctioned off at Sothetry's. The ends of the pages were all ds.rkcnnd, the ¢owvers had gotten

brittle and chipped. They smeiled likz hands and sweat and sandwiches. 1wasn't too i.rpset, though 1



graduation that is.

]dnn'tluwwwhclgélq"pﬂe of Mad magazines came to life, exactly, but we were later able to
fipure ot that it must have been over ihe Thanksgiving bolidary, Most of us had gone home, and I had
ton. And while T was back in Bennington, Alfted became aware, Hewasstiilapileofmagazineswilml
dropped my duflle bag down on my bed after that long drive back, and nene of us would really know about
him for a day or two. But he was there already, and [ should have noticed. There had been 4 soft muramr
that night, like 3 little surabie, and Rudy and 1 had asammed that Kenny James (5 small-ckims Iawyer,
povw, and still 3 horse’s ss) bhad taken Rhonda Denrry behind the durnpster again. But that wasn't it,

1 first npticed the sirange phenomenon one night while [ was sitting on Rudy s bed and
wewndingtumadW'. That eavrmur had come back, and I had been convinced that it was some
sort of 2 nlplu.ll‘ﬁ.:ldrﬂ.inpi.pe(ur,‘ﬁypossﬂlly, a tuge, fat, and hungry Lyman Hali rat—HIPPEST rats on
the Fastern Seaboardl) But, that zight, a very strange throat finally cleared and spake to me. - R

“Dacd?, it said

We were &ll young then, and we didn"t really know what pot was capable of. You have to
ymderstand that the ooty reason 1 didn’t run out of the room screaming was becauss T thought I was
having some ciazy “Yetlow Sulmmaring” hallucination.

Dad?®, again.

1 locked at the pile of magazines. It had shifted towards me, a cghumn of paper wilh sone

unknown musculature 1 watched as, three quarters of the way up the pile, 1wo of the magazines curved )
. L - .

away from ¢ach other tn the cemier to form crude lips. [

. "Daﬂ.,[mhu.ﬂgl’j’”ltﬁﬂld- Apﬂeufmmadmagazmwlaﬂﬂnsu*ﬂﬂ 5oL = '{G""‘t;;f_ L
T m:’ UIE’ T frr'f‘ﬂhed.

5.
He didn’t know his name, he didn’t kmow where he was, he didn’t know wheres he had been

before this. He said that he had heard vs calling from some place green and saowy, and that he had gone




The voice was young, hike a liltle boy.

“Dad, what's yoar oame?,” he said

“I'm Pete. Those ave my magazines you've got thers,” [ said, not realizing yet that he didn’l
HAVE the magazines. He wasn’t inside chem, they weren't bannted. He WAS them

“Diad,” he said, “I really, really want to have some chicken neodle seep, ‘cause it's cold and I feel
strange ”

“Strange?", 1 asked

“I feel...like...I'm.. flying," he said. 1didn’t understand then, and I still don't.

Ay thought  had of keeping this wiole thing a secret was shaticred when Rudy burst in the
room, stoned as Janis Joplin and more than ready to acoept 2 naive, tabbling pile of newsprint and staples.
Rugdy yelled like a house afire, exclaimed that this was groovy and these are the times to come and this is
what we dreamers bad wrought. Rudywasﬂ:cguywhng:tmﬁad(wcmm;h;f;ﬁtd. of course)
stoned, Rudy was the guy who had tried to get Alfred laid, Pusdy was the puy. But I was the dad. T aiways P
fipured that it was my special affection for Mad Magarzine that bronght Alfred to us that winter, that and
those trips to the bathroom with the Lyman boys.

It was no sectct, of course, that more than just defecation and urination an Mad occurred in that
one bathroom. [ won’t get graphic, Sot you have to remember that there is nothing mare unsiabie sexoally
than a nincteen or tweaty vear old male, After screenings of “Barbarelia”, the line to the bathugom was
sametimes longer than the lunch line on Pizza Thursday. We =l knew what we were up to, we all weat
unafraid and unembarrassed.  And, with the roctoragie simation, thers was an unspoken agresment that
o solitary under-the-cover mischief was allowed while the other persan was home.

%0, 1 suppese it could be said that Alfred sprang from that one bathroom at Lyrnan hall, the son
af the Lyman boys and a million motkers. The son of Jang Fonds and Natalic Wood and Sophia Loren
and Julie Christie and Raquel Welch and every amazing inch of Ann-Margret.

&.



to hold himself together in 4 humanoid shape. First, we noticed that the bottom haif of the magazine

stack had split into odd leg shapes. Then, arms. For a month, he wackdled around boxy, like Robbie The
_ Rnbol.‘ Hg:q-?sdoingso;nuri, \]
: Lo

£,r.u'_ L';‘c:ln'.yJ & was the Tirst to notice faat the Alfred E. Newman Faces on all the covers (and the covers were
constantly in circulation over that sicange body) began to overtake the rest of the image. That is to say, &
cover of Neuman as Warren Beatry from “Bonnie And Clwde” eventually just becaroe a close-up shot of
that leering, gap-toothed face. All the covers were liks this, and it becaniie apparent to us that this was
part of Alfred’s attemp to be like the Lyman Boys. This was his shin, se? By the end of {iungs, even
the Alfred E. Neuman features had faded, leaving leaves and leaves of skin-colored elick mégazme cover
fesh.

“Doll.ookright?\“ he asked onc nighi as we all watched “Honeymooners™ re-ryns.

“Yeah, Alfred,” Steve said, "You're lookin® good.”

“I hope 1 look good, “cause [ wanna go outside soot.™  This was the main dilemma in those days,
keeping Alfred a secret. He was our mascot and our friend, but even the generally hip shucdent bady
wouldn’t have undersiood.  This meant smnggling him food (which he couldn’t actually eat, but which he
would bring to his “lips" and drop clumsiiv} and having somebody stay home in the days to be with him. .
This was not a major problem, as most guys were happy 10 skap class once every conple of weeks. - These
were the days that Rody gave Alfred pot {just blowing the smoke in fis face, not wanting o get firg close
1o those paper cheeks), and that David showed Alfred “Lawrence Of Aabia” {Dave said that Alfred gave
Lhamétandbiggestsighof.wundgrwmlhaldwmﬂmﬁlledmcsma]lscreminthcmmmonmm. Tt
chakes me up thinking of that.)

Fohn Clay tanghe Alfred poker and ping-pong. John Burgess showed him how to make vs Besf
Stroganoff {a hit selfish, & vou ask me, and Alfred could never quite get it right ) And on the days when [
had him, we just talked.

“Why didn’t you go to Vietmarn, Dad?”, he agked me one cfthnﬁc.times.

“I'm a student. You didn't have to go if you were 2 student.”




“I5 that WHY vou're here, Dad.-'?", T satd as he played with a
clurnsily (brough bis paper chest,

“No, Alfred. Things are cool these days. At colleges everywhere, people are changing things,
Faor the better.”

“Better?", he saict Another new idea,

“Yeah You don’t know this, but things were preity shitty a few years ago. Police were beating
up kids, kids were dying for old white men who had no idea what was 2oing on. We just said we weren't
gonna rake it anymore, not ever again.” | reaity belteved alt this, you have to undersiand

“Wow,” Alfred whispered, “what an adventure, Like Lawrence Of Arabia. Tusi like that ™

“Yeah, I puess,” [ said. Abfred always talked about things he wanted to do after college. Strange
things learned from the movies, fantasy things. Bicycling through the Sudan, catching bunterflies in the
sun. Wetriedtqtmchhimhowmingsmsﬂywere,hﬂhejustmuldn‘tﬂopdﬁming

' 7,

Those Lyman days finally came te an end that May, anditn:asth:saddestﬁmeofmyﬁfe.
Somewhere inside, the part of me that was growing up knew that it was a rough world out there. 'We may
a]]getcurmbathrmmoncumwn,hnlmajmdymissingth:mughamsofmyLymunmmm.
After May, there was never gomna be another excuse again, no zeason net o be on top of things every day. -
The fres ride was coming to an end, for me and for America. Soon, we would all go forth on pur bellies
and learn how to give up proudly hike men.

We had 4 meeting late in April, about Alfred. We tald him o wait in mine and Rudy's saom for
ammdthnmofuswemdmmtothemmmonrmwmlk

“Olray, [ puess ['m gonna have to be the one to bring this up,” I said, trying lo sound mature,
“bant what are we gonna do with Alfred when we leave?

T could 211 that seome of the other fellas had thought of this same problem, but that was the first
time any of us had said it out loud

Drvid was the first to speak, “Oneofusisgonna]:svcmtnkehiﬁhom“hesaid,buthelm]wd

attheshagcarp_eiaﬁﬂlcouldte]l that that person wasn't gonna be him,




mnderstand ™

“haybe we can just leave him here for the next bunch,” Tony Morelli posited, “he IS the Lyman
Hall maseot, anyway.” _

*No,” I said, “You know that won't worke Nebody™s gonna understand Alfred except us. Who
knows what these new kids would do to l:u.nﬂ:,J He's gotta leave when we leave ™

For fiftcen tinutes, the question bounced around the room. Nobody could taks him, ncbodies
folks would be hip to it. T thought for a minute that Rudy might save the day, that maybe Rudy was gonna
Iak:;::t‘sld Mustang cross country and “find America”, and mayhe show Alfred Mardi Gras, but ic wasa't
to-be. Rudy was just gomna go home and work at his dad's hardware store umtil he could find a job in
Manhattan. ([ talked to Rudy just & few weeks ago. We didn™t mention Alfred, or even Lymen Hall. We
juslla]kedahou:._tthIiumndﬁng, and about how we both missed smoeking pot, and maybe we condd get
together on Cape Cod next summer, and ail that stuf you talk sbont when you're 100 ashamed to admit t
each ocher that you've lost something precions inside. } ' ,

T hate to admut it, but it 4t came down to me. Evetybody knew that Alfred called me “dad”,
everybody knew that my just bringing up the subdject of Alfreds placement wasn't enough. If T couldn’t
take him_ nobody was gonna take him. Angd when it came down {0 7k, ming was the lamest excuse of 11,

“I can't take him,” I zaid, "My dog would be jealous.”

This is how decisions are made. Thisiswheret_hcserepescussionscomcfmm.ymmthﬂ

line. These are the tzoments you wish vou coukd change. But there are no do-gvers, at least not since
o h'm?g-‘t.
When Rudy and [ went back op to the room, we bromght semeisag to stand in for the fictiticns

1973,

“surprise” that we had promised Alfred. I'll never forget how he looked when »e opened the door, B8
fidgety and nervous 25 a real person. Hopping up and dowt: on Rudy’s bed, sbaling with exciternent.
“Here vou go, kid,™ Rudy said, and slipped an LP from under his arm. Tt was a recording of the

score for “Lawrence OFf Arabia”, thut great desent hero music,




W O WO K5t Cot T e Sheh s b & secket T s e very bustl ThiSis the =
very finesi!”

Alfred clumsily made his wayowrwtﬁe record plaver in ty corper of the room and slapped the ,
disc down. His feet were still litle more thar: two rolled up monthlies, but he was making great progress.
The great Maurice Jarre music filled that small dorm, the room T still miss and seimetimes dream I'm
sleeping in, and I'H be demned if Rudy and I didn’t have to trn our faces away from Alfred to hide our
shamefol tears,

“Ch, this is GROOVY!!", Alfred blurted ow! a5 be spun around snd around, “I feel like T'm
STONED! 1 feel like T ate PIZZA! Ifeelljke.[‘mh_.ll.ghNN -MARGRET! msisjus:iﬂ;eaS'rGNEs
concert!”. mwmemmmﬁg;gngm’dMMMme Things
mlm’ed,mr?:wantedmba:ﬂymexpenemehmsdﬁ

“So, Al," Rudy said, and thank God for that, ‘cause my veice wovld have come out all wet and
cracked, “When you are you gonna get #o a Stones concen? I hear they have this huge inflatable prick on
siage.” ' - ’

“Have YOU ever seen the Stones, Rudy?”, he agked. The “Lawrence” theme swelled.

“Yeah, baby, yeah. Ditched my folks and hitchhiled to Schenectady. Fun times. Got high, gor
Iaid Mick ard the boys did “Angie” for the first time that night.”

“HOLY COW!™, he said, “it must b RIGHTEQUS to ditch your folks and sez the Siones|™

I hought then that maybe Alfred had bought it I thought that maybe Rudy had planted the seeds
of some strange kind of adolescent rebellion in Alfred’s head That’s it, Alfred, ditch those boving old
Lyman puys, hit the highway, get laid, pet going,

Didn't work that way.

8.

Finals were okay that last year, Mobody sweated, nobody went crazy. We all felt like it was
winding down, like there was no way for us to screw pur fafures up anymore, Alfred stared 10 gel 2 sense
that things were ending, too, Tthink, He ket asking the feilas to repeat old stories that they had 103d him,

to see the same old movies.




< '{'anfﬁ

“He wanted focome to graduation, but we told him (oF SotrseY IRAE Tl Wit t tiime yet. That

the only time that Alfred stayed home all day by himsslf, and I came back to our room to find that he had
- n

cleaned up and alphabetized all my stuff. Likﬂ[msmﬁng,ﬁkawumgmmhaveamdmr\i. ,

SUnIMmeEr,
That last night was the hardest night any of us ever lived tir harder even (I'm sure) thanh o "‘i“"‘?.Aﬂ@l
af+or mﬁmﬁ ’pﬂs 1535 :‘bﬂf-l-vd tﬁ
Dave’s last night honked to the respirator after the Volvo flattened him, We a1t had decided to clese our hés Usm
doors on Alfred, we ail had decided that that was for the best. We left himn dowat in the commen room :jil@
watching t.v., and we all went up and finished packing and saying our mature good-byes. TW{ (’“Ja
At about 11:30, Alfred wandered up the sizirs and began to knock on doots. He was just a ki, ﬂfﬁf
but he picked wp on this thing eventually, Iomﬁdhwhjs\'oiu:dn\mthehail,lcou]dhtﬂrhlmasﬁng
Steve "what was happenin, man?”, and [ could hear Steve’s onuffled response. Nothing, Alfred, just
packing now and reafly busy.
The same from Davic and Tony and Car} and the rest. Alfred wasn't the type to realize this
massive betrayal was happesing, He just kapt knocking, wond&dngl;'h}'sverybocb'wasbcingsnbdring. ’
“Okh, you guys,” he laughed soffly time and again. “SOMEBODY must wanna hmg outl”
Rudy had packed np all his sad stuff, and that's good. He had put away “The Freewheelin' Bob
Dylan™, which kas “Bob Dylun's Dream™ on . That’s a song sboot Dylan dreaming about old times and
friends, long pone, It's the saddest damn song I've ever heard, and even before college I knew that one
day it would just kill me. I've only heard that somg once or twice since then, and T have to fight 1o keep
the sound of Alfted’s soft knocking out of my head as T cry like a motherless child, ™~ ' -
Like a vici.
‘We were listening to “Tomnr”. Pete Townshend was singing “Got a feelin® twenty-one’s /
gorns be a good vear / maybe for vou and me / bat not for bim / no never® The song is about Tommy's
mom and her lover plotting Tomnry's dad’s death, but that rock epera coulda beem about Lymar Hall for
what my soul was crying that night.
The knock came,

“Dad?", those paper lungs sxhaled, "Why is evervbody being$o weird?”



“Packing what?™ Alfred asked

“Any shit you wanna taks, Lo temember us alt by, You know, right, AI?" Rudy was tu:ﬁedaway
from me.
“Npd? Let's go watch ‘Barbarella’ again, Dad. [ wanna take that to remember.”
I hadn’t said anything yet. I never had a child. and 1’m sure that night was the reasor why. 1
betrayed our son, I let him g0, T left my soul there on the floor of that dorm room, It flopped around in M
)"‘a a

fomt of me, and it died slow. F,’{‘g-p'y‘& fb‘ &L revd umléﬂ,u% u\d X M [.Hwir iﬂ

“ALFRED, YOU GOTTA GO, 1 finaily said. The wards tore my insickes like hot smeke

tipping up my throat.
*...why, Dad”", he squeaked. 1 could tell that he was geving the pjeture. T could il that he had
: gelee. g e Agd
been wahng for ny ik T )
sl y revpfvhon Falie

1 thought about that, though. Why? mgmdwasauafmﬁfmwejuggomguhome ,
and work for our dads and eat oo moin’s foed again and marry Mary Jane or Betty and drive a station
wagon? Why g0 home? Thelastjurs,fora]lofus,hsdhecnanexplomﬁnn, an anthology of
possibilities. We kmew we could make that world real, that world of Flower power and free love and peace
and music and all char self that makes the kids laugh and snicket today, [t was closer 1o us, that
Wirvata, than it ever was for any other poor shmuck who ever walked the Earth But we Gnally agreed
tha it was just too dangerous, toe chancy, and we really kinda liked those station wagons. They were
safe,anﬁthr:,vwmm]jablc_ .

1 almost reached for thai doorknob, though. 1almest let Alfret in. And if be'd come in, if I'd
hefd him, I never woukd bave Iet po. The two of us woald have bounced arond this world together unril
we died. If, that is, deaﬂlhadmmﬁmmﬂ knodkdng, Aschorage, Alagkn. Memphis, Tennessee.
Wherever we wanted. 'I'hai]J'fcl'mssoduplhatnight,thatlifcoffn.nmsyanc_lsci—ﬁpomibi]ity—lljkem
think if teally hayppened, in some other universe, Some plane of reality where Lyman Hall still burns with

the lights of fiy pove, till all hours of the night Some world where Alfred and I led the way towards that




ridiculous as Shangri-La or Oz,

“Because,” 1 said finally, “it’s time fo po.” Those were the last words [ ever said to Alfred, my
beantiful om, that crazy canceit, a pils of pop culture with an wilamished soud. 1 sounded like my father.
tepeating the old reasons, net thinking of inumortatity a1 all.

He didn’t knock again, and Rudy tumned The Wha up loud as we both fimished packing. Later,
we ali gathered in the tobby window after David told us that he had heard the frony door slam, ftwasa
rainy night, strange for May, We could see wet pieces of newsprini on thie wet concrete ontside, footprint
shape,

1n the distance, at the base of The Hill, we could see Aifred Jeaving. The wind and the rain were
whipping at him, He had a small sack over his arm, hut nobody ever figured out what he took with him.
Nobody went home missing anvihing, to my understanding,

Ashcwa]kcdupthelull mrogﬁ?:hv“fdamﬁumthatgmatmﬂonofmmhmthms
never ponna come back, be looked li inting that Normzn Roclowell never got to finish. “Faper ,
Bay Leaving [n The Rain,” or “Going Home.” Except he wasn't gotag home at all,

" Hedidn'tlook back at us. Fle spared us that, He struggled against the elements, shaking and
ﬂﬁaﬂgwsufﬁshdyahcmupmmll. Up The Hill, throngh the rain, and out of sight. 1
s : N - :
think we all stopped believing in him the ninute we could 0o fonger s¢¢ him. [), ﬂ'ﬁ;erf"m; £";j :mfs:_
9,

T never saw Alfred or amything like iim again, I went home to Bennington, and 1 worked for a
whﬂeatmofthebigsupwma:keﬁywb nntmLAAguta;obmﬂtahnumngmspmuon
compatny. Needless to say, this is not wl smndﬂgnahuicbo}' But I guess I get by,

Eddie Jones, who loved Philly Cheesesteak sandwiches, had been coming back to Lymon that
\ast might just aBer Alfred left. Cufting through the rain sith those ot foil wrapped sandwiches, he said
he saw this strange pulpy thing though his miny windshield, standing at the top of the hill. And bhe
:hougmheheardahndorgurg:ymmmmmmmﬁumdmmmmw&

main smudenr paridng loc. He had asked what it might have been, but T think he knew.
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it wasn't Alfred that Eddie saw. Shse 1o (hink, I NEED 1o think on

tike this, that Alfred made it \Bhmetimes I get postcards, strange ones, blank 611::5, from odd places
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. T"ve never been. From the American frontier. From North Bencd, Washington. From Colorado Springs.

Someday, if 1 get one from Arabia, T'll know wha's sending them,

One timne, last year, [ was driving down the 405 audlspnttedsummncupinthemdowofpm
of (hose office high rises that creep closer and closer 10 the freeway every year. Tt was just for a second,
Just for a flash. Butlthoughtitwashinynwbaautiﬁﬂiﬂthcenmrysun,wmgatm. In a suit, in an
office, from a board meeting. Staring out at the L. A, sunset,catchjngm:eiulhecnnmofhism];wpaper
gye. Drnking Starbucks coffee and wolling down a Krispy Kreme domat.

But then I thought, nah. Th:re'smwayAlfrﬂdwouldhavesnldouﬂikelhat,isﬂ;m? There
must be SOMEBQDY ont there who still believes in all those crazy dreams, and on nights when my soul

lifts me ont of my cold bed [ wish I were with lom,



