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and. when 1 had told him a second time he asked me did

where [ was going
| know The Arab’s Farewell to His Steed.” When 1 left the kitchen he was

about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt.

1 held a florin tightly in my hand as T strode down Buckingham Street
towards the station.The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and glar-
iy Witk gas coeailsl TS she nurpose of my journeyv. | took my seat ina
third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerablc aeiay i AL

lowly. It crept onwi rd among ruinous houses and

moved out of the station s
over the twinkling river. Al Westland Row Station 2 crowd of people
pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters moved them back, saying that

it was a special train for the bazaar. | remained alone in the bare carriage. In
a few minutes the train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform. I
passed out on 1O the road and saw by the lighted dial of a clock that it was
rom minutes to ten. In front of me was a large building which displayed the

magical name.

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar

would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling
to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled at half its
height by a gallery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater part of
the hall was in darkness. [ recognised a silence like that which pervades a
church after a service. 1 walked into the center of the bazaar timidly. A
few people were gathered about the stalls which were still open. Before a

cemm which the words Café Chantant Were written in colored

Y b

men were counting monecy on a SA1VEL 1 hstenes w e il O3

lamps, (WO

the coins.
Remembering with difficulty why I had come [ went over to one of

the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the door
of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young gentle-
men. | remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to their con-
versation.

.1 never said such a thing!

—O, but you dii:

—O,but T didn’t!

30 —Didn't she say that?

35 The young lady chan

—Yes! I heard her.

—O.there’sa ... fib!

Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did 1 wish to buy
anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she scemed to have
spoken to me out of a sense of duty. 1 looked humbly at the great jars that
ssnnd Tila sactern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and

murmured:
—No, thank you.
ged the position of one of the vases and went back

to the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. Once oOr

twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.
I lingered before her stall, though | knew my stay was useless, to make
my interest in her wares scem the more real. Then 1 turned away slowly

— e
The Arab’s Farewell
a popular sentimental poem

to His Steed Joyce is referring to “The Arab to His Favorite Steed,

by Caroline Norton (1808-1877).
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and walked down the middle of the bazaar. 1 allowed the two pennies to
£11 anainer the civpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of
the gallery that the light was out. The UpPCr Part Of LT Mt was sl S
pletely dark

Gazing up into the darkness 1 saw myself as a creature driven and
derided by vanity: and my eyes burned with anguish and anger.

YOUR TURN

1. Setting in fiction—the time and place where the story occurs, the envi-
FOINERT (i1 Wi 13 60 § Looro b e il b diecucsed in the next
chapter, but here we can make the obvious point that setting often fas
an influence on the characters: For instance, it may shape them or they
may respond to it. What does the second paragraph of “Araby” tell us
about the boy’s nature?

2. Reread the story, underlining or highlighting religious images. What is
the point of these images?

3. Ii you had to summarize the plot briefly, what would you say? If you
hrieflv had to describe the personality—the character—of the protago-

nist, what would you say

RAYMOND CARVER

Raymond Carver (1938-1988) was born in Clatskanie, a
logging town in Oregon. In 1963 be graduated from
Humboldt State College in nortbern California and then

:'z!:r.;;:r ihor ghuity ntths Indsnvedty af lana

His early years were not easy—he married while siiil
in college, divorced a little later, and sometimes siiffered
from alcobolism. In bis last years be fornd both personal
bappiness and literar)' SUCCESS, but be died of cancer at
the age of fifty.

As a young man be wrote poetry while working dl
odd jobs ( janitor; deliverymain, etc.); later be turned to fiction, though be con-
vienrrnd 0 1wite boetry Most of bis fiction is of a sort called “minimalist” narrat-
ing in a spare, understaled styie siories GboUT Dewnacres prried SGITEIIIIST OF
hausted men and women.

Cathedral (1983]

This blind man, an old friend of my wife's, he was on his way to spend the
S tmo —afs had died Ra he was visiting the dead wife’s relatives in

ts wEriTee 11IAUC

Connecticut, He called my wife from his in-laws . AIangeiicils s TN
He would come by train. a five-hour trip.and my wife would meet him at the
station. She hadn't seen him since she worked for him one summer in Seat-
tle ten years ago. But she and the blind man had kept in touch. They made
tapes and mailed them back and forth. 1 wasn't enthusiastic about his visit. He
was no one 1 knew. And his being blind bothered me. My idea of blindness
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C4mie oMl HHE 1HOVICs. i LIS MOVIEs, TIC DINnd moved siowiy and never
laughed. Sometimes they were led by seeing-eye dogs. A blind man in my
house was not something I looked forward to.

That summer in Seattle she had needed a job. She didn’t have any
moncy. The man she was going to marry at the end of the summer was in
officers’ training school. He didn't have any moncy, either. But she was in love
with the guy, and he was in love with her, etc. She'd seen something in the
PApCr: HELP WANTED—Reading to Blind Man, and a telephone number. She
shoned and went over was hired an the snot She'd warkied with thic hlind
man all summer. She read stuff to him, case studies, reports, that sort of thing.
She helped him organize his little office in the county social-service depart-
ment. They'd become good friends, my wife and the blind man. How do 1
know these things? She told me. And she told me something else. On her last
day in the office. the blind man asked if he could touch her face. She agreed
to this. She told me he touched his fingers to every part of her face, her
nose—even her neck! She never forgot it. She even tried to write a poem
about it. She was always trying to write a poem. She wrote a puem or two
Creiy yees UStsll) sith SULCH DG Tl ETPOMARE (@G GApPEncd WU HCr

When we first started going out together. she showed me the poem. In
the poem, she recalled his fingers and the way they had moved around over
her face. In the poem, she talked about what she had felt at the time, about
what went through her mind when the blind man touched her nose and
lips.1 can remember I didn't think much of the poem. Of course, I didn't tell
her that. Maybe I just don’t understand poetry. [ admit it's not the first thing
I reach for when 1 pick up something to read.

Anyway, this man who'd first enjoved her favors, the officertohe he'd
been her childhood sweetheart. So okay. I'm saying that at the end of the
summer she let the blind man run his hands over her face, said goodbye to
him, married her childhood etc., who was now a commissioned officer. and
she moved away from Seattle. But they'd kept in touch, she and the blind
man. She made the first contact after a vear or so. She called him up one
night from an Air Force base in Alabama. She wanted to talk. They talked. He
asked her to send a tape and tell him about her life. She did this. She sent
the tape. On the tap

ole 3 938 om ~nfe o 5

band but she didn't like it where they lived and she didn’t like it that he
was part of the military-industrial thing. She told the blind man she’d writ-
ten a poem and he was in it. She told him that she was writing a poem
about what it was like to be an Air Force officer’s wife. The poem wasn't
finished yet. She was still writing it. The blind man made a tape. He sent her
the tape. She made a tape. This went on for years. My wife's officer was
posted to one base and then another. She sent tapes from Moody AFB,
McGuire. McConnell. and finally Travis, near Sacramento, where one night
she got to reeling lonely and cut off from people she kept losing in that
moving-around life. She got to feeling she couldn’t go it another step. She
went in and swallowed all the pills and capsules in the medicine chest and
washed them down with a bottle of gin. Then she got into a hot bath and
passed out.

But instead of dying, she got sick. She threw up. Her officer—why
should he have a name? he was the childhood sweetheart, and what more
does he want?’—came home from somewhere, found her, and called the
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Raymond Carver 142
ambudance. In time, she putit all on a tape and sent the lape to the blind
man. Over the years, she put all kinds of stuff on tapes and sent the tapes off
lickety-split. Next 1o Wwriting a poem every year, I think it was her chief
means of recreation. On one tape, she told the blind man she'd decided 1o
live away from her officer for a time, Oh another tape, she told him about
her divorce. She and 1 began going out, and of course she told her blind man
about it. She told him everything, or so it seemed to me. Once she asked me
if I'd like to hear the latest tape from the hlind man This wae o —an I

— O
BReA i Wi RHPC NIIC 53

S, BIL 53 56 4 said okay, 1d listen to it T got us drinks and w

€
settled down in the living room. We made

ready to listen. First she inserted
the tape into the player and adjusted a couple of dials. Then she pushed a
lever. The tape squeaked and someone began to ik in this
lowered the volume. After a few minutes of h

own name in the mouth of this stranger, this blind man | didn't even know!
And then this:“From aj] you've said about him. 1 can only conclude—" Bug
We werc interrupted, a knock at the door, something, and we didn’t ever get
back to the tane. Mavhe ir o Pastoae moi s aig al L wanted i,

Now this same blind man Was coming to sleep in my house,

“Maybe T could take him bowling,” I said to my wife. She was at the
draining board doing scalloped Potatoes. She put down the knife she Was us-
ing and turned around.

“If you love me.” she said, “you can do this for me. If you don't love me.
okay. But if you had a friend, any friend, and the friend came to visit, I'd make
him feel comfortable * She wiped her hands with the dish towel.

“I don’t have any blind friends," I said.

“ZOR 8507 have HFLITICRTS, sie said. “Period. Besides” she said, “god-
damn it, his wife's just died! Don't You understand that? The man's lost his
wife!”

I didn't answer. She'd told me a little about the blind man’s wife, Her
name was Beulal. Beulah! Thar's 4 name for a colored woman.

“Was his wife 2 Negro?” [ asked.

"Are you crazy?” my wife said.“Have you just flipped or something?” She
picked up a potato. I saw it hit the floor, then roll under the stove, “What's
Wrong with you?" she said “Are v Aeani on

“iim jusi asking, | said.

Right then my w
made a drink and sat
to fall into place.

Beulah had gone to work for the blind man the summer after my wife
had stopped working for him. Pretty soon Beulah and the blind man had
themselves a church wedding. It was a little wedding—who'd want 1o g0 10
such a wedding in the first place?—just the two of them blus the minietas
and the minteroms e o ' wes W cnurcii wedding just the same. It was
what Beulah had wanted, he'd said. But even then Beulah must have been
carrying the cancer in her glands. After they had been inseparable for eight

Years—my wife's word, inseparable—RBeulah's health went into a rapid de-
cline. She died in a Seagtle hospital room, the blind man sitting beside the
bed and holding on to her hand. They'd married, lived and worked together,
slept together—had sex. Sure—and then the blind man had to bury her. All
this without his having ever seen what the goddamned woman looked like.
It was beyond my understandine. Hearino rhiec T oo~ . -

S o=l wed bnw indng pgan

armless chitchat, I heard my

ife filled me in with more detail than T cared o know. |
at the kitchen table to listen. Pieces of the story began
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for a little bit. And then 1 found myself thinking what a pitiful life this
woman must have led. Imagine a woman who could never see herself as
she was seen in the eyes of her loved one. A woman who could go on day
after day and never receive the smallest compliment from her beloved. A
woman whose husband could never read the expression on her face, be it
misery or something better. Someone who could wear makeup or not—
wdaar Aiffvence 1o him? She could, if she wanted, wear green eve-shadow
around one eye, a straight pin in her nostril, yellow slacks, and purple shoes,
no matter. And then to slip off into death, the blind man’s hand on her hand,
his blind eyes streaming tears—I'm imagining now—her last thought maybe
this: that he never even knew what she looked like, and she on an express to
the grave. Robert was left with a small insurance policy and a half of a
twenty-peso Mexican coin. The other half of the coin went into the box with
her. Pathetic.

So when the time rolled around, my wife went to the depot to pick
NI UpP. WL UL 0 Gy s s e, & Sl sk e thar—1 was
having a drink and watching the TV when 1 heard the car pull into the
drive. T got up from the sofa with my drink and went to the window to have
a look.

I saw my wife laughing as she parked the car. 1 saw her get out of the
car and shut the door. She was still wearing a smile. Just amazing. She went
around to the other side of the car to where the blind man was already start-
ing to get out. This blind man, feature this, he was wearing a full beard! A
teard an a hlind man! Too much, 1 sav The blind man reached into the back
seat and dragged out a suitcase. My wife took his arm, STIUL LNE Car duur, an,

talking all the way, moved him down the drive and then up the steps to the
front porch. | turned off the TV. 1 finished my drink, rinsed the glass, dried
my hands. Then [ went to the door.

My wife said,“T want you to meet Robert. Robert, this is my husband.
I've told you all about him.” She was beaming. She had this blind man by his
coat sleeve.

The blind man let go of his suitcase and up came his hand.

g TS TS SRPE J BT - ETIRR, Y L I, WP o~
i v de. IIc sguaestdl Loid hand and then he lot it oo

“] feel like we've already met.” he boomed.

slikewise” 1 said. 1 didn't know what else to say. Then 1 said, “Wel-
come. I've heard a lot about you." We began to move then, a little group,
from the porch into the living room, my wife guiding him by the arm.The
blind man was carrying his suitcase in his other hand. My wife said things
like, “To vour left here, Robert. That's right. Now watch it, there’s a chair.
That's it. Sit down right here. This is the sofa. We just bought this sofa two
weeks ago”

I started to say SOmething a4boul E O1G S0TA. 1 U R Uias Uil BULa.
But I didn’t say anything. Then T wanted to say something else, small-talk,
about the scenic ride along the Hudson. How going fo New York, you
should sit on the right-hand side of the train, and coming from New York,
the left-hand side.

“Did you have a good train ride?” 1 said."Which side of the train did you
sit on, by the way?”

“What a question, which side!” my wife said. “What'’s it matter which

SRy Y |

“I just asked.” 1 said.
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TN ST e Dhind nan sud. o] i1adii’t been on a train in nearly forty
¢ I was a kid. With my folks. That's been a long time. I'd nearly
forgotten the sensation. I have winter in my beard now,” he said. “So I've
been told, anyway. Do 1 look distinguished, my dear?” the blind man said to
my wife,

“You look distinguished, Robert.” she said."'Ruhcn." she said. “Robert, it's
just so good to see you."

My wife finally took her cyes off the blind man and looked at me. [ had
the feeling she didn't like What che caw: T ohenonas

i'V€ iiever met, or personally known, anyone who was blind. This blind
man was late forties, a heavy-set, balding man with stooped shoulders, as if
he carried a great weight there. He wore brown slacks, brown shoes, a
light-brown shirt, a tie, a SPOrts coat. Spiffy. He also had this full beard. But he
didn’t use a cane and he didn’t wear dark glasses. I'd always thought dark
glasses were a must for the blind. Fact was, I wished he had a pair. At first
glance, his eyes looked like anyone else’s eyes. But if you looked close, there
was something different about them. Too much white in the iris. for one
thing, wnd the pups scomed du HUve around i ihe sockets without his
knowing it or being able to stop it. Creepy. As I stared at his face. | saw the
left pupil turn in toward his nose while the other made an effort to keep in

I said,“Let me get you a drink. What’s your pleasure? We have a little of
cverything. [t’s one of our pastimes.”

“Bub,I'm a Scotch man mysell]” he said fast enough in this big voice.

“Right,” 1 said. Bub! “Sure vou are. T knew s

FIC IS Lis dingers touch his suitcase, which was sitting alongside the
sofa. He was taking his bearings. I didn't blame him for that.

“I'll move that up to your room,” my wife said.

“No, that’s fine" the blind man said loudly. “It can go up when I go up.”

“A little water with the Scotch?" [ said.

“Very little,” he said,

“1 knew it" [ said.

He said, “Just a tad. The Irish actor, Barry Fitzgerald? I'm like that fellow.
Whea I drink warer Phocerts 10 1 0k walern waen I drink whiskey, |
drink whiskey” My wife laughed. The blind man brought his hand up under
his beard. He lifted his beard slow ly and let it drop.

I did the drinks, three big glasses of Scotch with 2 splash of water in
cach. Then we made ourselves comfortable and talked about Robert’s trav-
cls. First the long flight from the West Coast to Connecticut, we covered
that. Then from Connecticut up here by train. We had another drink con-
cerning that leg of the trip.

[ remembered having read somewhere that the hlind didn's cavtn 1o
Cdust, @3 specuiznon had it, they couldn't see the smoke they exhaled. 1
thought I knew that much and that much only about blind people. But this
blind man smoked his cigarette down to the nubbin and then lit another
one. This blind man filled his ashtray and my wife emptied it

When we sat down at the table for dinner, we had another drink. My
wife hcaped Robert's plate with cube steak, scalloped potatoes, green
beans. 1 buttered him up two slices of bread. I said “Here’s bread and butter
for you." I swallowed some of my drink. “Now let us pray,” I said, and the
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blind man lowered his head. My wife looked at me, her mouth agape. “Pray
the phone won't ring and the food doesn't get cold.”I said.

We dug in. We ate everything there was to eat on the table. We ate like
there was no tomorrow. We didn’t talk. We ate, We scarfed. We grazed that
table. We were into serious eating. The blind man had right away located his
foods, he knew just where everything was an his nlate ! warched with ack
miration as he used his knife and fork on the meat. He'd cut two pieces of
meat, fork the meat into his mouth, and then £o all out for the scalloped
potatoes, the beans next. and then he'd tear off a hunk of buttered bread and
cat that. He'd follow this up with a big drink of milk. It didn’t seem to bother
him to use his fingers once in a while, either.

We finished everything, including half a strawberry pie. For a few mo-
ments, we sat as if stunned. Sweat beaded on our faces. Finally, we got up
from the wble and left the dirty plates. We didn't look back. We took

nures HTE v ST SR i Ous pleaccy wmaili BT aitd ity
wife sat on the sofa. I took the big chair. We had us two or three more
drinks while they talked about the major things that had come to pass for
them in the past ten years. For the most part, I just listened. Now and then
I joined in. I didn't want him to think I'd left the room, and I didn’'t want
her to think T was feeling left out. They talked of things that had hap-
pened to them—to them!—these past ten years. | waited in vain to hear
my name on my wife's sweet lips: “And then my dear husband came into
my life" —something like that But I heard nathing of the sart. More tall: of
Robert. Robert had done a little of everything, it seemed, a regular blind
jack-of-all-trades. But most recently he and his wife had had an Amway dis-
tributorship, from which, T gathered, they'd earned their living, such as it
was. The blind man was also a ham radio operator. He talked in his loud
voice about conversations he'd had with fellow operators in Guam, in the
Philippines, in Alaska, and even in Tahiti. He said he'd have a lot of friends
there if he ever wanted to go visit those places. From time to time. he'd
turn his blind face toward me, put his hand under his beard, ask me some-

ituirier Blevesr fnma had T hasn I mrr ssenccee —cntato o N R I o O B
is T 5=t H NEPREELA FRAEIS.S Al A

like my work? (I didn't.) Was I going to stay with it? (What were the op-
tions?) Finally, when I thought he was beginning to run down, | got up
and turned on the TV,

My wife looked at me with irritation. She was heading toward a boil.
Then she looked at the blind man and said.“Robert. do you have aTv?"

The blind man said, “My dear, I have two TVs. I have a color set and a
black-and-white thing, an old relic. It's funny, but if 1 turn the TV on, and
I'm always turning it on, I turn on the color set. It's funny, don’t vou
(REIIRTE

I didn’t know what to say to that.T had absolutely nothing to say to that.
No opinion. So I watched the news program and tried to listen to what the
announcer was saying. ;

“This is a color TV,” the biind man said.“Don't ask me how, but I can tell”

“We traded up a while ago,” [ said,

The blind man had another taste of his drink. He lifted his beard, sniffed
it,and let it fall. He leaned forward on the sofa. He positioned his ashtray

y on
the coffee tahle then not the laliber ts hic riomrarre Ha faanadd baecde oo sl

sofa and crossed his legs at the ankles. el
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My wife covered her mouth, and then she yawned. She stretched. She
said,“1 think I'll go upstairs and put on my robe. T think I'll change into some-
thing else. Robert, you make yourself comfortable,” she said.

BoRid e apiibde i 028 13O DIIENGNT BEIAND NS

‘I want you to feel comfortable in this house” she said.
“I am comfortable,” the blind man said.

After she'd left the room, he and [ listened to the weather report and
then to the sports roundup. By that time, she'd been gone so long I didn't
know if she was going to come back. 1 thought she might have gone to bed.
I wished she'd come back downstairs. I didn't want to be left alone with a
blind man.T asked him if he wanted anather drink and he caid cuee Then 1
asked if he wanted to smoke some dope with me. T said ['d just rolled a num-
ber.1 hadn’t, but I planned to do so in about two shakes.

“U'll try some with you,” he said.

“Damn right,” I said.“That's the stuff”

[ got our drinks and sat down on the sofa with him. Then I rolled us two
fat numbers. I lit one and passed it. | brought it to his fingers. He took it and
inhaled.

“Hold it as long as you can,” I said. I could tell he didn’t know the first

My wife came back downstairs wearing her pink robe and her pink
slippers.

“What do I smell?” she said.

“We thought we'd have us some cannabis.” I said.

My wife gave me a savage look. Then she looked at the blind man and
said,"Robert, I didn't know you smoked.”

He said, “T do now, my dear. There's a first time for everything. But I
don’t feel anvthing vet.”

“Tius siuil 1s prewy meiiow, i said.~This stutf is miid. it's dope you can
reason with,"1 said. “It doesn’t mess you up.”

“Not much it doesn't, bub,” he said, and laughed.

My wife sat on the sofa between the blind man and me. I passed her the
number. She took it and toked and then passed it back to me.*Which way is
this going?” she said. Then she said. "I shouldn't be smoking this. I can hardly
keep my cyes open as it is. That dinner did me in. I shouldn't have eaten so
much.”

BTp mmmn iy = TPt A e Az =Tt

said, and he laughed laugh. Then he shook his head.

“There’'s more strawberry pie,” I said.

“Do you want some more, Robert?” my wife said.

“Maybe in a little while,” he said.

We gave our attention to the TV. My wife yawned again. She said, “Your
bed is made up when you feel like going to bed, Robert. I know you must
have had a long day. When you're ready to go to bed, say so.” She pulled his
arm.“Robert?”

HE CAmc W and said, 1 ve bad 4 real iice e, This beais apes, doesi tiir”

I said,"Coming at you,"and I put the number between his fingers. He in-
haled, held the smoke, and then let it go. It was like he'd been doing it since
he was nine years old.
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“Thanks, bub,” he said. “But I think this is all for me. I think I'm begin-
ning to feel it,” he said. He held the burning roach out for my wife.

“Same here,” she said. “Ditto. Me, too.” She took the roach and passed it
to me.“I may just sit here for a while between you two guys with my eyes
closed. But don't let me bother you, okay? Either one of you. If it bothers
von, &av o Otherwice I mav inst git here with mv eves closed nntil van're
ready to go to bed, she said. “Your bed’s made up, Robert, when you're
ready. Tt's right next to our room at the top of the stairs. We'll show you up
when you're ready. You wake me up now, vou guys. if 1 fall asleep.” She said
that and then she closed her eyes and went to sleep.

The news program ended. I got up and changed the channel. I sat back
down on the sofa. I wished my wife hadn't pooped out. Her head lay across
the back of the sofa, her mouth open. She'd turned so that her robe slipped
away imm her legs exposing a juicy thigh. I reached to draw her robe back

rerrm e e 38 esran s e 1 e et e i m ]

biilis fazedi 4 jpiualtaa L L3IT irsiline iEEmEEe

fhpped the robe opcn again.
“You say when you want some strawberry pie.” [ said.

“I will,” he said.

I said,“Are you tired? Do you want me to take you up to your bed? Are
you ready to hit the hay?”

“Not vet,” he said. “No, I'll stay up with you, bub. If that's ali right. I'll
stay up until you're ready to turn in. We haven't had a chance to talk.
Know what I mean? 1 feel like me and her mononolized the evening” He
nited ms beard and ne let it 1all. He picked up his cigarertes and his
lighter.

“That’s all right"1 said.Then 1 said,“I'm glad for the company.”

And [ guess [ was. Every night I smoked dope and stayed up as long as I
could before | fell asicep. My wife and I hardly ever went to bed at the same
time. When | did go to sleep, I had these dreams. Sometimes I'd wake up
from one of them, my heart going crazy.

Snmct]u‘ng about the church and the Middle Ages was on the TV. Not

=48 rrew r
v rnnenduiheamill TV fars 1o aETesd vo vEass |1 :-\-'n....rl\ s ...A - l Fysosracd vy

the other channels. But there was nothmg on them, e1ther So I tumcd back
to the first channel and apologized.

“Bub, it’s all right,” the blind man said.“It’s fine with me. Whatever you
want to watch is okay. I'm always learning something. Learning never ends.
It won't hurt me to learn something tonight. I got ears,” he said.

We didn’t say anything for a time. He was leaning forward with his head
turned at me, his right ear aimed in the direction of the set. Very disconcert-
HIE. INUW alu UIvnn ins Cyunus uroupod and men ey snapped open again.
Now and then he put his fingers into his beard and tugged, like he was
thinking about something he was hearing on the television.

On the screen, a group of men wearing cowls was being set upon and
tormented by men dressed in skeleton costumes and men dressed as devils.
The men dressed as devils wore devil masks, horns, and long tails. This
pageant was part of a procession. The Englishman who was narrating the
thing sajd it tcmk placc in Spain once a year. | tried to explain to the blind

l.. L inrg

"Skeletons, he said.” 1 know about skeletons” he said, and he nodded.
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The TV showed this one cathedral. Then there was a long, slow look at
abihier one. runaly, e picture switchod to the Bamious oue in Paris, with its
flying buttresses and its spires reaching up to the clouds. The camera pulled
away to show the whole of the cathedral rising above the skyline.

There were times when the Englishman who was telling the thing
would shut up, would simply let the camera move around the cathedrals. Or
else the camera would tour the countryside, men in fields walking behind
oxen. I waited as long as I could. Then 1 felt I had to say something. | said,
“They're showing the outside of this cathedral now. Gargoyles. Little statue
carved to lonk like monctere Nowr 1 onrse thasiee o Bl Wb bl s
ltaly. There's paintings on the walls of this one church”

“Are those fresco paintings. bub?” he asked, and he sipped from his
drink.

I reached for my glass. Bur it was cmpty. I tried to remember what 1
could remember. “You're asking me are those frescoes?” 1 said. “That’s a good
question. T don’t know.”

The camera moved to a cathedral outside Lishon. The differences in
the Portuguese cathedral compared with the French and Italian were not
DT Zevais e oriny wein inere, sty B IRTCror SWL Hhci somcihing
occurred to me, and T said, “Something has occurred to me. Do you have
any idea what a cathedral is? What they look like, that is? Do you follow
me? If somebody savs cathedral to you, do you have any notion what
they're talking about? Do you know the difference between thar and a
Baptist church, say?”

He let the smoke dribble from his mouth.“I know they took hundreds
of workers fifty or a hundred years to build,” he said.“I just heard the man
say that, of course. 1 know generations of the came familing meaelomd o ~
cathiedral. I heard him sav that, too. The men who began their life's work
on them, they never lived to sce the completion of their work. In that
wise, bub, they're no different from the resr of us, right?” He laughed. Then
his eyelids drooped again. His head nodded. He seemed to be snoozing.
Maybe he was imagining himself in Portugal. The TV was showing another
cathedral now. This one was in Germany. The Englishman's voice droned
on.“Cathedrals,” the blind man said. He sat up and rolled his head back and
forth."If you want the truth, bub, that’s about all I know. What I just said.
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you'd do it. I'd like that. If you want to know. | really don’t have a good
idea’”

I stared hard at the shot of the cathedral on the TV How could I even
begin to describe it? But say my life depended on ir. Say my life was being
threatened by an insane guy who said I had to do it or else.

I stared some more at the cathedral before the picture flipped off into
the countryside. There was no use, [ turned to the blind man and said, “To
begin with, they're very tall.” was looking around the room for clies “Thev
Icach way up. Up and up. Toward the sky. They re so big, some of them, they
have to have these supports. To help hold them up, so to speak. These sup-
ports arc called buttresses. They remind me of viaducts, for some reason. Bur
maybe you don't know viaducts, cither? Sometimes the cathedrals have dev-
ils and such carved into the front. Sometimes lords and ladies. Don't ask me
why this is," I said.




Chapter 7 / Character

He was nodding. The whole upper part of his body seemed to be mov-
ing back and forth.

“I'm not doing so good, am 17”1 said.

He stopped nodding and leaned forward on the edge of the sofa. As he
listened to me, he was running his fingers through his beard. 1 wasn't get-
ting through to him. I could see that. But he waited for me to go on just the
same. He nodded, like hL was tr} mg to cncourage me. I tried to Llunk \\hdt
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stone. Marble, too, sometimes. In those olden days, when they built cathe-
drals, men wanted to be close to God. In those olden davs, God was an im-
portant part of everyone's life. You could tell this from their cathedral-
building. I'm sorry,” I said, “but it looks like that's the best I can do for you.
['m just no good at it.”

“That's all right, bub,” the blind man said.“Hey, listen. | hope you don’t mind
my asking you. Can I ask you something? Let me ask you a simple question, yes
or no. I'm just curious and there's no offense You're mv hast Rut let me aclk
If you are in any way religious? You don't mind my asking?"

I shook my head. He couldn't see that, though. A wink is the same as a
nod to a blind man.“1 guess 1 don’t believe in it. In anything. Sometimes it's
hard.You know what I'm saying?”

“Sure, I do.” he said.

“Right.” I said.
The Englishman was still holding forth. My wife sighed in her sleep. She
drew a Iong b!‘t"d!h and went on w:th hcr slccpmg_,
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looks ljke It |ust isn’t in me to do it. I can't do any more than I've done”

The blind man sat very still, his head down, as he listened to me.

I said, “The truth is, cathedrals don't mean anything special to me.
Nothing. Cathedrals. They're something to look at on late-night TV. That's all
they are”

It was then that the blind man cleared his throat. He brought something
up. He took a handkerchief from his back pocket. Then he said,“I get it, bub.
[t's okay. It happens. Don't worry about it he said. “Hev. listen to me. Will
YOU O mC A [Myors § got an dea. Wity don't you find us some heavy paper?
And a pen. We'll do something. We'll draw one together. Get us a pen and
some heavy paper. Go on, bub, get the stuff;” he said.

So I went upstairs. My legs felt like they didn’t have any strength in
them. They felt like they did after I'd done some running. In my wife’s room,
I'looked around. I found some ballpoints in a little basket on her table. And
then I tried to think where to look for the kind of paper he was ralking
about.

Downstairs. in the bitchen T framndd a chirvasiseg has with aninn cline in

the bottom of the bag. I emptied the bag and shook it. I brought it into the
living room and sat down with it near his legs. I moved some things,
smoothed the wrinkles from the bag, spread it out on the coffee table.

The blind man got down from the sofa and sat next to me on the carpet

He ran his fingers over the paper. He went up and down the sides of the
paper. The edges, even the edges. He fingered the corners.

“All right,” he said.“All right, ler’s do her”

He found my hand, the hand with the pen. He closed his hand over my

Maiid, OU aiud, Dub, draw, 06 shid. " DIaw. You'il see. 1 i foldow aiong witn
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you. It'll be okay. Just begin now like I'm telling you. You'll sce. Draw,” the
blind man said. '

So I began. First T drew a box that looked like a house. It could have
e i Dnouse 1 ived o, fhen | Pl & rO0f Ou 1L At eitiier end of the roof. |
drew spires. Crazy.

“Swell,” he said.“Terrific. You're doing fine,” he said.“Never thought any-
thing like this could happen in your lifetime, did you, bub? Well, it's a strange
life, we all know that. Go on now. Keep it up”

I put in windows with arches. | drew flying buttresses. I hung great
doors. I couldn’t stop.The TV station went off the air. I put down the pen

and closed and opened my fingers. The blind man felt around over the
paper He maved the tine af hie Bnorrs mvee b mamae an 2 i

drawn, and he nodded.

“Doing fine.” the blind man said.

I took up the pen again, and he found my hand. I kept at it. I'm no artist.
But I kept drawing just the same.

My wife opened up her eyes and 8azed at us. She sat up on the sofa,
her robe hanging open. She said. "What are you doing? Tell me, I want to
know.”

I'didn’t answer her,

ThL GUOd sai sy, We're drawing a cathedral. Me aind it are working
on it. Press hard,” he said to me. “That's right. That's good.” he said. “Sure. You
8ot it, bub, I can tell. You didn't think you could. But you can, can’t vou?
You're cooking with gas now. Yon know what I'm saying? We're going to re-
ally have us something here in a minute. How's the old arm?" he said. “Put
some people in there now. What's a cathedral without people?”

My wife said, “What's going on? Robert, what are you doing? What's
going on?”

“It’s all right” he said to her “Clase vane eyes nomr? the WMol man saza

~

o me.

Ldid it. I closed them just like he said.

“Are they closed?” he said.“Don't fudge”

“They're closed,” I said.

“Keep them that way,” he said. He said,“Don’t stop now. Draw.”

50 we kept on with it. His fingers rode my fingers as my hand went over
the paper. It was like nothing else in my life up to now:,

Then he said,“I think that’s it. I think you got it;” he said. “Take a look.

Whae A 2oraas

But T had my eves closed. | thought I'd keep them that way for a little
longer 1 thought it was something I ought to do.

“Well?” he said.“Are you looking?”

My eyes were still closed. | was in my house. I knew that. But T didn't
feel like 1 was inside anything.

“It's really something," I said.

VOUD Tite s

What was your impression of the narrator after reading the first five
jparagraphs?

. Why does the narrator feel threatened by the blind man? Has he any
reason to feel threatened?

(]




152 Chapter 7/ Character

3. What attitude does the narrator reveal in the following passage:

She'd turned so that her robe had slipped away from her legs, expos-
ing a juicy thigh. | reached to draw her robe back over her, and it
was then that | glanced at the blind man. What the hell! | flipped the
robe open again.

+ VVITY UUES INE NATTatur NUL VPEN ™S EYes at tne ena of tne story¢

- The television program happens to be about cathedrals, but if the point
is to get the narrator to draw something while the blind man’s hand
rests on the narrator’s, the program could have been about some other
topic, for example, about skyscrapers or about the Statue of Liberty. Do
you think that a cathedral is a better choice, for Carver’s purposes, than
these other subjects? Why?

- In what ways does Carver prepare us for the narrator’s final state of

T | |
MinGe




