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A mailbox was coming up, sitting at the end of a lane about one hundred yards
long. The name on the box read “Richard Johnson, RR 2.” He slowed down and
turned up the lane, looking for guidance.

When he pulled into the yard, a woman was sitting on the front porch. It looked
cool there, and she was drinkink something that looked even cooler. She came off
the porch toward him. He stepped from the truck and looked at her looked closer,
and then closer still. She was lovely, or had been at one time, or could be again.
And immediately he began to feel the old clumsiness he always suffered around wo-

men to whom he was even faintly attracted.v
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The paradox is this : If it hadn't been for Robert Kincaid, I'm not sure I could
have stayed on the farm all these years. In four days, he gave me a lifetime, a
universe, and made the separate parts of me into a whole. [ have never stopped
thinking of him, not for a moment. Even when he was not in my conscious mind,

I could feel him somewhere, always he was there.2
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“Right. Good stuff, Yeats. Realism, economy, sensuousness, beauty, magic. Appeals

to my Irish heritage.”®
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‘The old dreams were good dreams; they didn’t work out, but I'm glad I had

them.®
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It’s clear to me now that I have been mving toward you and you toward me for a
long time. Though neither of us was aware of the other before we met, there was
a kind of mindless certainty humming blithely along beneath our ignorance that
ensured we would come together. Like two solitary birds flying the great prairies
by celestial reckoning, all of these years and lifetimes we have been moving toward
one another.

The road is a strange place. Shuffling along, I looked up and you were there walk-
ing across the grass toward my truck on an August day. In retrospect, it seems
inevitable——it could not have been any other way—— a case of what I call the high
lity of the improbable.

So here I am walking around with another person inside of me. Though I think I
put it better the day we parted when I said there is a third person we have created

from the two of us. And I am stalked now by that other entity.>
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His eyes looked directly at her, and she felt something jump inside. The eyes, the
voice, the face, the silver hair, the easy way he moved his body, old ways, disturbing
ways, ways that draw you in. Ways that whisper to you in the final moment before
slecp comes, when the barriers have fallen. Ways that rearrange the molecular
space betwecn male and female, regardless of species.

The generations must roll, and the ways whisper only of that single requirement,
nothing more. The power is infinite, the design supremely elegant. The ways are
unswerving, their goal is clear. The ways are simple, we have made them seem
complicated. Francesca sensed this without knowing she was sensing it, sensed it at

the level of her cells. And there began the thing that would change her forever.®
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“They’re doing a piece on covered bridges, and Madison County, lowa, apparently
has some interesting ones. I've located six of them, but I guess there’s at least one
more, and it’s supposed to be out in this direction.”

“It’s called Roseman Bridge,” said Francesca over the noise of the wind and tires
and engine. Her voice sounded strange, as if it belonged to someone else, to a teen-

age girl leaning out of a window in Naples, looking for down city streets toward
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the trains or out at the harbor and thinking of distant lovers yet to come.”
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“It’s real nice, real pretty here,” he said, his voice reverberating inside the cov-
ered bridge.
Francesca nodded. ‘Yes, it is. We take these old bridges for granted around here

and don’t think much about them.’®
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Through the rain, from her place by the window, she could see the post where the
old fence still circumscribed the pasture. When the rented out the land, after Rich-
ard died, she stipulated the pasture must be kept intact, left untouched, even

though it was empty now and had turned to meadow grass.®
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For a short time, red streaks cut across part of the sky. “I call that bounce,”
Robert Kincaid said, pointing upward. ‘‘Most people put their camera away too soon.
After the sun goes down, there’s often a period of really nice light and color in the
sky, just for a few minutes, when the sun is below the horizon but bounces its light

off the sky.”10
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Francesca said nothing, wondering about a man to whom the difference between a
pasture and a meadow seemed important, who got excited about sky color, who
wrote a little poetry but not much fiction. Who played the guitar, who earned his
living by images and carried his tools in knapsacks. Who seemed like the wind.

And moved like it. Came from it, perhaps.il
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And he heard the words he whispered to her, as if a voice other than his own
have saying them. Fragments of a Rilke poem, ‘“‘around the ancient tower ---1 were

been circling for a thousand years.” The lines to a Navajo sun chant. He whispered

to her of the visions she brought to him ——of blowing sand and magenta winds and

brown pelicans riding the backs of dolphins moving north along the coast of Africa.!?
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Some-where it played, he could hear it, an old accordion. It was far back, or far

ahead, he couldn’t be sure. Yet it moved toward him steadily.!¥
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Robert Kincaid was a magician of sorts, who lived within himself in strange, al-

most threatening places.!¥
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He understood magic.!®

HOBIXEMAIIS ) THLORBEML Tz,



134

LEEST Wb, FIRAYTTLERDODIBHE S b, ERMICIEBohichot Ky v+ — <= vO B
Bl eSS RLBHFHLTE DL 5 TH D,

e

B

DEEZLTERI Sy AV VREERS T B0 W, 20 <7 14 v VEROHE] 207
WEEDEDET>TINTHA 5o TDPFIIT Vb OBKEWECTRZ B < RADIKEWETH 5o
THOE~DA Y Iz L 2ORBMNOETH D, REDOR—X< v« 7V vy DRTATZOMZA DS
EEFIIPEN I DT 1Y mA— PABRICKEES R, TOKITBETHEACL > Tr—X< v 7
Yoy SR, BRI S VvF 2 AADKERrR—-RX< v 7Y v DIClinhic, SO ERID A
BB ORE (BoE) ~N&, BAIEAE Y 277 v T DY —=TEI AR, KEOEXDADAED, K
LTWBEEXRWIES I M BB, “ATr—X~v 7 )y O BT REAT, LOo0BY
W ARTOREORIC A>TVl bERL I 50 7TAAL TV FOMEGI ZO/NHOEEZX [
OB KRAT, 7A VA OBREOREYHFEZ S L LThW500 3 Liiol,

““Analysis destroys wholes. Some things, magic things, are meant to stay whole,

If you look at their pieces, they go away.!®
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