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Violin
By Anne Rice

What | seek to do here perhaps cannot be done in words. Perhapsit can only be
donein music. | wanttotry todoitinwords. | want to giveto the tale the architecture
which only narrative can provide -the beginning, the middle and the end-the charged
unfolding events in phrases faithfully reflecting their impact upon the writer. You
shoud not need to know the composers | mention often in these pages. Beethoven,
Mozart, Tchaikovsky-the wild strummings of the bluegrass fiddlers or the eerie music of
Gaelicviolins. My words should impart the very essence of the sound to you.

If not, thenthere is something here which cannot be really written. But sinceit's
the story in me, the story | am compelled to unfold-life, my tragedy, my triumph and its
price-1 have no choice but to attempt this record.

Aswe begin, don't seek to link the past events of my life in one coherent chain like
Rosary beads. | have not done so. The scenes come forth in bursts and disorder, as
beads tossed helter-skelter to the light. And were they strung together, to make a
Rosary-and my years are the very same as the beads of the Rosary-fifty-four-my past
would not make a set of mysteries, not the Sorrowful, nor the Joyful or the Glorious. No
crucifix at the end redeems those fifty-four years. | give you the flashing moments that
matter here.

See me, if you will, not as an old woman. Fifty-four today is nothing. Picture me
if you must asfive feet one inch tall, plump, with a shapeless torso that has been the bane
of my adult life, but with a girlish face and free dark hair, thick and long, and slender



wrists and ankles. Fat has not changed the facial expression | had when | was twenty.
When | cover myself in soft flowing clothes, | seem a small bell-shaped young woman.

My face was a kindness on the part of God, but not remarkably so. Itistypically
Irish-German, square, and my eyes are large and brown, and my hair, cut blunt just above
my eyebrows-bangs, if you will-disguises my worst feature, alow forehead. "Such a
pretty face" they say of dumpy women like me. My bones are just visible enough
through the flesh to catch the light in flattering ways. My features are insignificant. If |
catch the eye of the passerby, it's on account of an acuity visible in my gaze, an honed
and nourished intelligence, and because when | smile, | look truly young, just for that
instant.

It's no uncommon thing to be so young at fifty-four in this era, but | mark it here,
because when | was a child, a person who had lived over half a century was old, and now
it's not so.

In our fifties, our sixties, it does not matter what age, we all wander as our health
will allow-free, strong, dressing like the young if we want, sitting with feet propped up,
casual-the first beneficiaries of an unprecedented health, preserving often to the very end
of lifeitself afaith in discovery.

So that's your heroine, if aheroinel am to be.

And your hero? Ah, he had lived beyond a century.

This story begins when he came-like ayoung girl's painting of the dark and troubled
charmer-Lord Byron on acliff above the abyss-the brooding, secretive embodiment of
romance, which he was, and most deservedly so. He was true to this grand type,
exquisite and profound, tragic and aluring as a Mater Dolorosa, and he paid for all that
hewas. He paid.

Thisis... what happened.

Chapter 1

He came before the day Karl died.

It was late afternoon, and the city had a drowsy dusty look, the on St. Charles
Avenue roaring as it aways does, and the big magnolia leaves outside had covered the
flagstones because | had not gone out to sweep them.

| saw himcome walking down the Avenue, and when he reached my corner he
didn't come across Third Street. Rather he stood before the florist shop, and turned and
cocked his head and looked at me.

| was behind the curtains at the front window. Our house has many such long
windows, and wide generous porches. | was merely standing there, watching the
Avenue and its cars and people for no very good reason at al, asI've done al my life.

It isn't too easy for someone to see me behind the curtains.  The corner is busy; and
the lace of the curtains, though torn, is thick because the world is aways there, drifting
by right around you.

He had no visible violin with him then, only a sack slung over his shoulder. He
merely stood and looked at the house-and turned as though he had come now to the end
of hiswalk and would return, slowly, by foot as he had approached-just another afternoon
Avenue stroller.



He wastall and gaunt, but not at al in an unattractive way. His black hair was
unkempt and rock musician long, with two braids tied back to keep it from hisface, and |
remember | liked the way it hung down his back as he turned around. | remember his
coat on account of that-an old dusty black coat, terribly dusty, as though he'd been
sleeping somewhere in the dust. | remember this because of the gleaming black hair and
the way it broke off rough and ragged and long and so pretty.

He had dark eyes; | could see that much over the distance of the corner, the kind of
eyes that are deep, sculpted in the face so that they can be secretive, beneath arching
brows, until you get really close and see the warmth in them. He was lanky, but not
graceless.

He looked at me and he looked at the house. And then off he went, with easy
steps, too regular, | suppose. But then what did | know about ghosts at the time? Or
how they walk when they come through?

He didn't come back until two nights after Karl died. | hadn't told anyone Karl was
dead and the telephone-answering machine was lying for me.

These two days were my own.

In the first few hours after Karl was gone, | mean really truly gone, with the blood
draining down to the bottom of his body, and his face and hands and legs turning very
white, | had been elated the way you can be after a death and | had danced and danced to
Mozart.

Mozart was always my happy guardian, the Little Genius, | called him, Master of
His Choir of Angels, that is Mozart; but Beethoven is the Master of My Dark Heart, the
captain of my broken life and all my failures.

That first night when Karl was only dead five hours, after | changed the sheets and
cleaned up Karl's body and set his hands at his sides, | couldn't listen to the angels of
Mozart anymore. Let Karl bewith them. Please, after so much pain. And the book
Karl had compiled, amost finished, but not quite-its pages and pictures strewn across his
table. Letitwalt. Somuch pan.

| turned to my Beethoven.

| lay on the floor of the living room downstairs-the corner room, through which
light comes from the Avenue both front and side, and | played Beethoven's Ninth. |
played the torture part. | played the Second Movement. Mozart couldn't carry me up
and out of the death; it was time for anguish, and Beethoven knew and the Second Move-
ment of the symphony knew.

No matter who dies or when, the Second Movement of the Ninth Symphony just
keeps going.

When | was a child, | loved the last movement of Beethoven's Ninth Symphony, as
does everybody. | loved the chorus singing the"Odeto Joy. " | can't count the times
I've seen it-here, Vienna once, San Francisco severa times during the cold years when |
was away from my city.

But in these last few years, even before | met Karl, it was the Second Movement
that really belonged to me.

It's like walking music, the music of someone walking doggedly and almost
vengefully up amountain. It just goes on and on and on, as though the person won't stop
walking. Thenit comesto aquiet place, asif in the ViennaWoods, asif the personis
suddenly breathless and exultant and has the view of the city that he wants, and can throw



up hisarms, and dancein acircle. The French horn is there, which always makes you
think of woods and dales and shepherds, and you can feel the peace and the stillness of
the woods and the plateau of appiness of this person standing there, but then...then the
drums come. And the uphill walk begins again, the determined walking and walking.
Walking and walking.

Y ou can dance to this music if you want, swing from the waist, and do, back and
forth like you're crazy, making yourself dizzy, letting your hair flop to the left and then
flop to theright. 'Y ou can walk round and round the room in a grim marching circle,
fists clenched, going faster and faster, and now and then twirling when you can before
you go on walking. You can bang your head back and forth, back and forth, letting your
hair fly up and over and down and dark before your eyes, before it disappears and you see
the celling again.

Thisisrelentlessmusic. This person isnot going to give up. Onward, upward,
forward, it does not matter now-woods, trees, it does not matter. All that mattersis that
you walk... and when there comes just alittle bit of happiness again-the sweet exultant
happiness of the plateaurit's caught up this time in the advancing steps. Because thereis
no stopping.

Not till it stops.

And that's the end of the Second Movement. And | can roll over on the floor, and
hit the button again, and bow my head, and let the movement go on, independent of all
else, even grand and magnificent assurances that Beethoven tried to make, it seemed, to
al of us, that everything would someday be understood and this life was worth it.

That night, the night after Karl's death, | played the Second Movement long into the
morning; until the room was full of sunlight and the parquet floor was glaring. And the
sun made big beams through the holes in the curtains. And above, the ceiling, having
lost al those headlights of the long night's traffic, became a smooth white, like a new
page on which nothing is written.

Once, at noon, | let the whole symphony play out. | closed my eyes. The
afternoon was empty, with only the cars outside, the never ending cars that speed up and
down St. Charles Avenue, too many for its narrow lanes, too fast for its old oaks and
gently curved street lamps, drowning out in their alien thunder even the beautiful and
regular roar of the old streetcar. A clang. A rattle. A noise that should have been a
racket, and was once | suppose, though | never in all my life, which is over half acentury,
remember the Avenue ever truly being quiet, except in the small hours.

| lay that day in silence because | couldn't move. | couldn't do anything. Only
when it got dark again did | go upstairs. The sheets were till clean. The body was stiff.
| knew it was rigor mortis; there was little change in his face; 1'd wrapped his face round
and round with clean white cloth to keep his mouth closed, and I'd closed his eyes
myself. And though | lay there all night, curled up next to him, my hand on his cold
chest, it wasn't the same as it had been when he was soft.

The softness came back by midmorning. Just arelaxing of the body all over. The
sheetswere soiled. Foul smellswerethere. But | had no intention of recognizing them.
| lifted hisarms easily now. | bathed him again. | changed everything, as a nurse
would, rolling the body to one side for the clean sheet, then back in order to cover and
tuck in the clean sheet on the other.



He was white, and wasted, but he was pliant once again. And though the skin was
sinking, pulling away from the features of his face, they were still his features, those of
my Karl, and | could see the tiny cracks in hislips unchanged, and the pale colorless tips
of his eyelashes when the sunshine hit them.

The upstairs room, the western room, that was the one in which he'd wanted us to
sleep, and in which he died, because the sun does come there late through the little attic
windows.

Thisis a cottage, this huge house, this house of six Corinthian columns and black
cast-iron railings. It'sjust a cottage really, with grand spaces on one floor, and small
bedrooms carved from its once cavernous attic. When | was very little it was only attic
then, and smelled so sweet, like wood all the time, like wood and attic. Bedrooms came
when my younger sisters came.

This western corner bedroom was a pretty room. He'd been right to choose it, dress
it so bountifully, right to fix everything. It had been so simple for him.

I never knew where he kept his money or how much it was, or what would become
of it later. We had married only afew years before. It hadn't seemed a proper question
to ask. | wastoo old for children. But he had given so generously-anything | desired.

It was hisway.

He spent his days working on his pictures and commentaries on one saint, one saint
who captured hisimagination: St.  Sebastian. He'd hoped to finish his book before he
died. Hehad amost won. All that remained were scholarly chores. | would think of
this later.

| would call Lev and ask Lev'sadvice. Lev was my first husband. Lev would
help. Lev was a college professor.

| lay along time beside Karl and as night came, | thought, Well, he's been dead now
for two days and you've probably broken the law.

But what does it really matter? What can they do? They know what he died of;
that it was AIDS and there was no hope for him, and when they do come, they'll destroy
everything. They'll take his body and burn it.

| think that was the main reason | kept him so long. | had no fear of the fluids or
any such thing, and he himself had been so careful aways in the final months, demanding
masks and gloves. Evenin thefilth after he died, I'd lain there in athick velvet robe, my
unbroken skin closing me in and saving me from any virus that lingered around him.

Our erotic moments had been for hands, skin against skin, all that could be washed-
never the daredevil union.

The AIDS had never gotten into me. And only now after the two days, when |
thought | should call them, | should let them know-only now, | knew | wished it had
gotten me. Or | thought | did.

It's so easy to wish for death when nothing's wrong with you! It's so easy to fall in
love with death, and I've been all my life, and seen its most faithful worshipers crumble
in the end, screaming just to live, asif al the dark veils and the lilies and the smell of
candles, and grandiose promises of the grave, meant nothing.

| knew that. But | alwayswished | wasdead. It wasaway to go on living.

Evening came. | looked out the little window for awhile as the street lamps came
on. Asthelightsof the florist shop went on, just asits doors to the public were locked.



| saw the flagstones ever more covered with the stiff, curling magnolialeaves. |
saw how wretched were the bricks along the side of the frnce, which | ought to fix so no
one would fall onthem. | saw the oaks coated with the dust rising from the roaring cars.

| thought, Well, kiss him goodbye. Y ou know what comes next. He's soft, but
then it's decay and a smell that must have nothing, nothing to do with him.

| bent down and kissed hislips. | kissed him and kissed him and kissed-this
partuer of only afew short years and such considerately rapid decline-1 kissed him and
though | wanted to go back to bed | went downstairs and ate white bread in sices from
the wrapping, and drank the diet soda, hot from the carton on the floor, out of sheer
indifference, or rather the certainty that pleasure in any form was forbidden.

Music. | couldtry it again. Just one more evening alone listening to my disks, all
to mysdlf; before they came, screaming. Before his mother sobbed on the phone from
London, "Thank God the baby isborn! He waited, he waited until his sister's baby was
born!™

| knew that's exactly what she would say, and it was true, | guess; he had waited for
his sister's baby, but not waited long enough for her to come home, that's the part that
7ould keep her screaming longer than | had the patienceto listen. Kind old woman. To
whose bedside do you go, that of your daughter in London, giving birth, or that of your
dying son?

The house was littered with the trash.

Ah, what license I'd taken. The nurses didn't really want to come during the last
daysanyway. There are saints around, saints who stay with the dying until the very last,
but in this case, | was there, and no saints were needed.

Every day my old-timers, Althea and Lacomb, had come to knock, but | hadn't
changed the note on the door: All IsWell. Leave a Message.

And so the place was full of trash, of cookie crumbs and empty cans, and dust and
even leaves, asif awindow must be open somewhere, probably in the master bedroom
which we never used, and the wind had brought the leaves in on the orange carpet.

| went into the front room. | lay down. | wanted to reach out to touch the button
and start the Second Movement again, just Beethoven with me, the captain of this pain.
But | couldn't do it.

It even seemed all right for the Little Genius, Mozart perhaps, the bright safe glow
of angels chattering and laughing and doing back flipsin celestia light. | wanted to. .

But | justdidntmove. . . forhours. | heard Mozart in my head; | heard his racing
violin; aways with me it was the violin, the violin above all, that | loved.

| heard Beethoven now and then; the stronger happiness of his one and only Violin
Concerto which | had long ago memorized, the easy solo melodies, | mean. But nothing
played in the house where | lay with the dead man upstairs. The floor was cold. It was
spring and the Weather wavered in these days from very hot to winter chill. And |
thought to myself, Well, it's getting cold, and that will keep the body better, won't it?

Someone knocked. They went away. Thetraffic reached its peak. There camea
quiet. The phone machinetold lie after lie after lie. Click and click and click click.

Then | dept, perhaps for the first time.

And the most beautiful dream came to me.



Chapter 2

| dreamed of the sea by the full light of the sun, but such a seal'd never known.
The land was a great cradle in which this sea moved, as the sea at Waikiki or along the
coast south of San Francisco. That is, | could see distant arms of land to left and right,
reaching out desperately to contain this water.

But what afierce and glistening sea it was, and under such a huge and pure sun,
though the sun itself | couldn't see, only the light of it. The great waves camerollingin,
curling, full of green light for one instant before they broke and then each wave did a
dance-a dance-1'd never wituessed.

A great frothy foam came from each dying wave, but this foam broke into great
random peaks, as many as six to eight for one wave, and these peaks |ooked like nothing
so much as people-people made of the glistening bubbles of the foamreaching out for the
real land, for the beach, for the sun above perhaps.

Over and over, | watched the seain my dream. | knew | was watching from a
window. And | marveled and tried to count the dancing figures before they would
inevitably die away, astonished at how well formed of foam they became, with nodding
heads and desperate arms, before they lapsed back as if dealt amortal blow by the air, to
wash away and come again in the curling green wave with awhole new display of
graceful imploring movements.

People of foam, ghosts out of the sea-that's what they looked like to me, and all
along the beach for asfar as | could see from my safe window, the waves all did the
same; they curled, green and brilliant, arid then they broke and became the pleading
figures, some nodding to each other, and others away, and then turning back again into a
great violent ocean.

Seas |'ve seen, but never a sea where the waves made dancers. And even as the
evening sun went down, an artificial light flooded the combed sand, the dancers came
still, with heads high and long spines and arms flung beseechingly landward.

Oh, these foamy beings looked so like ghosts to me-like spirits too weak to make a
form in the concrete world, yet strong enough to invest for amoment in the wild
disintegrating froth and force it into human shape before nature took it back.

How I lovedit. All night long | watched it, or so my dream told me, the way
dreamswill do. And then | saw myself in the dream and it was daytime. The world was
aliveand busy. But the seawas just as vast and so blue | aimost cried to look at it.

| saw myself in the window! In my dreams, such a perspective almost never comes,
never! But there | was, | knew myself; my own thin square face, my own black hair with
bangs cut blunt and al the rest long and straight. | stood in a square window in awhite
facade of what seemed a grand building. | saw my own features, small, nondescript with
asmile, not interesting, only ordinary and totally without danger or challenge, my face
with bangs long amost to my eyelashes, and my lips so easily smiling. | have aface that
livesinitssmiles. And evenin the dream | thought, Ah Triana, you must be very happy!
But it never took much to make me smile, really. | know misery and happiness
intimately!

| thought al thisin the dream. | thought of both the misery and the happiness.
And | was happy. | saw inthe dream that | stood in the window holding in my left arm a
big bouquet of red roses, and that with my right arm | waved to people below me.



But where could this be, | thought, coming closer and closer to the edge of
wakefulness. | never sleep for long. | never sleep deep.  The dreadful suspicion had
already made itself known. Thisisadream, Trianal You aren't there. Yourenotina
warm bright place with avast sea. Y ou have no roses.

But the dream would not break, or fade, or show the slightest tear or flaw.

| saw myself high in the window, waving still, smiling, holding the big floppy
bouquet, and then | saw that | waved to young men and women who stood on the
sidewalk below-tall children, no more than that-kids of twenty-five years or less-just kids,
and | knew that it was they who had sent me theroses. | loved them. | waved and
waved and so did they, and in their exuberance they jumped up and down, and then |
threw them kisses.

Kiss after kiss | threw with the fingers of my right hand to these admirers, while
behind them the great blue sea blazed and evening came, sharp and sudden, and beyond
these youthful dancers on the patterned black and white pavements, there danced the sea
once more, flocks of figures rising from the foamy waves, and this seemed aworld so
real | couldn't pronounce it just a dream.

"Thisis happening to you, Triana. You're there."

| tried to be clever. | knew these hypnagogic tricks that dreams could do, | knew
the demons who come face to face with you on the very margin of sleep. | knew and |
turned and tried to see the room in which | stood. "Whereisthis? How could | imagine
it?'

But | saw only thesea. The night was black with stars. The delirium of the foamy
ghostsran for asfar as| could see.

Oh, Soul, Oh, Lost Souls, | sang aloud, Oh, are you happy, are you happier than in
life which has such hard edgesto it and such agony? They gave no answer, these ghosts;
they extended their arms, only to be dragged back into dazzling sliding water.

| woke. So sharp.

Karl said in my ear: "Not that way! Y ou don't understand. Stop it!"

| sat up. That was a shocking thing, to have so recollected his voice, to have
imagined it so close to me. But not aterribly unwelcome thing. Therewasno frar in
me.

| was aone in the big dirty front room. The headlights threw the lace al over the
ceiling. Inthe painted St. Sebastian above the mantel the gilded halo gleamed. The
house creaked and the traffic crawled by, alower rumbling.

"Yourehere. Anditwas, itwas, it wasavivid dream, and Karl wasright here
beside me!"

For thefirst time | caught ascent intheair. Sitting on the floor, my legs crossed,
still al filled up with the dream and the strictuess of Karl's voice-"Not that way! Y ou
don't understand. Stopit!"-al filled up with this, I caught the scent in the house that
meant his body had begun to rot.

| knew that scent. Weall know it. Even if we have not been to morgues or
battlefields we know it. We know it when the rat dies in the wall, and no one can find it.

I knewitnow. . . faint, but filling al of thiswhole house, al its big ornamented
rooms, filling even this parlor, where St.  Sebastian glared out from the golden frame,
and the music box lay within inches. And ihe telephone was once more making that
click, timefor thelie, click. A message perhaps.



But the point is, Triana, you dreamed it. And this smell could not be borne. No,
not this, because thiswasn't Karl, thisawful smell. Thiswas not my Karl. Thiswasjust
adead body.

| thought | should move. Then something fixed me. It wasmusic, but it wasn t
coming from my disks strewn on the floor, and it wasn't ainusic | knew, but | knew the
instrument.

Only aviolin can sing like that, only aviolin can plead and cry in the night like that.
Oh, how in childhood | had longed to be able to make that sound on aviolin.

Someone out there was playing aviolin. | heardit. | heard it rise tenderly above
the mingled Avenue sounds. | heard it desperate and poignant as if guided by
Tchaikovsky; | heard a masterly riff of notes so fast and dexterous they seemed magical.

| climbed to my feet and | went to the corner window.

Hewasthere. Thetall one with the shiny black rock musician hair and the dusty
coat. Theonel'd seen before. He stood on my side of the corner now, on the broken
brick sidewalk beside my iron fence and he played the violin as | looked down on him. |
pushed the curtain back. The music made me want to sob.

| thought, I will die of this. | will die of death and the stench in this house and the
sheer beauty of this music.

Why had he come? Why to me? Why, and to play of al things the violin, which |
so loved, and once in childhood had struggled with so hard, but who does not love the
violin? Why had he come to play it near my window?

Ah, honey babe, you are dreaming! It's just the thickest yet, the worst most
hypnagogic trap. You're still dreaming. You haven't waked at all. Go back, find
yourself; find yourself where you know you are... lying on thefloor. Find yoursel£

“Trianal"

| spun round.

Karl stood in the door. His head was wrapped in the white cloth but his face was
stone white and his body amost a skeleton in the black silk pgjamas | had put on him.

"No, dorit!" he said.

The voice of theviolinrose. The bow came crashing down on the lower strings,
the D, the G, making that soulful agonizing throb that is almost dissonance and becamein
this moment the sheer expression of my desperation.

"Ah, Karl!" | caled out. | must have.

But Karl wasgone. Therewasno Karl. Theviolin sang on; it sang and sang, and
when | turned and looked | saw him again, with his shiny black hair, and his wide
shoulders, and the violin, silken and brown in the street light, and he did bring the bow
down with such violence now that | felt the chills run up the back of my neck and down
my arms.

"Don't stop, don't stop!" | cried out.

He swayed like a wild man, alone on the corner, in the red glow of the florist shop
lights, in the dull beam of the curved street lamp, in the shadow of the magnolia branches
tangled over the bricks. He played. He played of love and pain and loss and played and
played of al the things | most in this world wanted to believe. | began to cry.

| could smell the stench again.

| was awake. | had to be. 1 hit the glass, but not hard enough to break it. | looked
at him.



He turned towards me, the bow poised, and then looking right up at me over the
fence, he played a softer song, taking it down so low that the passing cars almost
drowned it.

A loud noise jarred me. Someone banging on the back door. Someone banging
hard enough to break the glass.

| stood there, not wanting to leave, but knowing that when people knock like that,
they are bound to come in, and someone had caught on that Karl was dead, for sure, and |
had to go and talk sane. There was no time for music.

No time for this? He brought the notes down low, moaning, loud arid raucous again
and then high and piercing from the strings.

| backed away from the window.

There was afigure in the room; but it wasn't Karl. 1t wasawoman. Shecame
from the hallway, and | knew her. She was my neighbor. Her name was Hardy. Miss
Nanny Hardy.

"Triana, honey, is that man bothering you?' she asked. She went to the window.

She was so outside hissong. | knew her with another part of my mind, because al
of the rest of me was moving with him, and quite suddenly | realized he was real.

She had just proved it.

"Triana, honey, for two days, you haven't answered the door. | just gave the door a
hard push. | wasworried about you, Triana. You and Karl. Triana, tell meif you want
me to make that horrible man go away. Who does he think he is? Look at him. He's
been outside the 'use, and now listen to him, playing the violin at this time of night.
Doesn't he know that aman is sick in this house-"

But these were teeny tiny sounds, these words, like little pebbles dropping out of
somebody's hand. The music went on, sweet, and demure, and winding to a
compassionate finale. | know your pain. know. But madnessisn'tfor you. It never
was. You'rethe one who never mad.

| stared at him and then again at Miss Hardy. Miss Hardy wore a dressing gown.
She'd comein dlippers.  Quite athing for such a proper lady. Shelooked at me. She
looked around the room, circumspect and gently, as well bred people do, but surely she
saw the scattered music disks and empty soda cans, the crumpled wrapper from the bread,
the unopened mail.

It wasn't this, however, that made her face change as she looked at me. Something
caught her off guard; something assaulted her. Something unpleasant suddenly touched
her.

She'd smelled the smell.  Karl's body.

The music stopped. | turned. "Don't let him go!" | said.

But the tall lanky man with the silky black hair had already begun to walk away,
carrying in his hands his violin and his bow, and he looked back at me as he crossed
Third Street and stood before the florist shop, and he waved at me, waved, and carefully
placing his bow in his left hand with the neck of the violin, he raised his right hand and
blew akissto me, deliberate and sweet.

He blew me a kiss like those young kids had done in the dream, the kids who'd
brought me roses.



Roses, roses, roses. . .1 amost heard someone saying those words, and it wasin
aforeign tongue, which almost made me laugh to think arose by any other tongue is still
arose.

"Triana," Miss Hardy said so gently, her hand out to touch my shoulder. "Let me
call someone.” It was not a question, really.

"Yes, Miss Hardy, | should make the call." | pushed my bangs out of my eyes. |
blinked, trying to gather up more light from the street and see her better in her flowered
dressing gown, very nest.

"It'sthe sméll, isn't it? You can smell it."

She nodded very slowly. "Why in God's hame did his mother leave you here
alone!"

"A baby, Miss Hardy, born in London, afew daysago. You can hear all about it
from the machine. The messageisthere. | insisted that his mother go. She didn't want
toleave Karl. And thereit was, you see, no one can tell you exactly when a dying man
will die, or ababy will be born, and thiswas Karl's sister's first, and Karl told her to go,
and | insisted shego, andthen. . . thenl just got tired of all the others coming."

| couldn't read her face. | couldn't even imagine her thoughts. Perhaps she didn't
know them herself in such amoment. | thought she was pretty in her dressing gown; it
was white with pale flowers and pleated at the waist, and she had satin slippers too, such
as a Garden District lady might, and she was very rich, they always said. Her gray hair
was neatly trimmed in small curls around her face.

| looked back out at the Avenue. Thetal lanky man was gone from view. | heard
those words again.  You're the one who never goes mad! | couldn't remember the
expression on hisface. Had he smiled? Had he moved hislips? And the music, just
thinking of it made the tears flow.

It was the most shamefully emotional music, so like Tchaikovsky just saying, Hell
with the world, and letting the sweetest, saddest pain gush, in away that my Mozart and
my Beethoven never did.

| looked at the empty block, the far houses. A streetcar came slowly rocking
towards the corner. By God, he was there! The violinist. He had crossed to the median
and he stood on the car stop, but he didn't get on the car. He was too far away for me to
see his expression or know even that he could still see me, and now he turned and drifted
off.

The night wasthe same. The stench was the same. Miss Hardy stood in
frightening motionlessness.

Shelooked so sad. Shethought | was crazy. Or she just hated it, perhaps, to be
the one to find me this way, the one to have to do something perhaps. | don't know.

She went away, to find the phone, | thought. She didn't have more words for me.
She thought | was out of my mind and not worth another word of sense, and who could
blame her?

At least it was true about the baby born in London. But | would have let his body
lie there even if they'd al been home and here. It just would have been harder.

| turned around and hurried out of the parlor, and across the dining room. | went
through the small breakfast room and ran yp the steps.  They are small, these steps-not a
grand staircase as in atwo-story antebellum house, but small delicate curved stepsto go
to the attic of a Greek Revival cottage.



| slammed his door and turned the brass key. He was always one for every door
having its proper key, and for the first time ever | was glad of it.

Now she couldn't get in.  No one could.

The room was icy cold because the windows were wide open, and it was full of the
smell, but | took deep gulping breath after breath and then crawled under the blankets and
beside him for the last time, just one more time, just one more few minutes before they
burn each and every finger and toe, hislips, hiseyes. Just let me be with him.

Let me be with al of them.

From far off there came the clamor of her voice, but something else from a distance.
It was the dim respectful pavane of aviolin. You out there, playing.

For you, Triana.

| snuggled up against Karl's shoulder. He was so very dead, so much deader than
yesterday. | shut my eyes and pulled the big gold comforter over us-he had such money,
he loved such pretty things-in this our four-poster bed, our Prince of Wales-style bed
which he had let me have, and now | dreamed for the last time of him: the grave dream.

Themusicwasinit. Itwassofaint | couldn't tell if | was only remembering it now
from downstairs, but it wasthere. The music.

Karl. | laid my hand on his bony cheeks, al sweethess melted away.

One last time, let me wallow in death and this time with my new friend's music
coming to me asif the Devil had sent him up from Hell, this violinist, just for those of us
who are so "half in love with easeful Death.”

Father, Mother, Lily, give me your bones. Give methe grave. Let'stake Karl
downinto it with us. What matter to us, those of us who are dead, that he died of some
virulent disease; we are dl here in the moist earth together; we are dead together.

Chapter 3

Dig deep, deep, my soul, to find the heart-the blood, the heat, the shrine and resting
place. Dig deep, deep into the moist soil all the ay to where they lie, those | love-she,
Mother, with her dark hair loose and gone, her bones long since tumbled in the back of
the vault, other coffins came to rest in her spot, but in this dream | range them round me
to hold as if she were here, Mother, in adark red dress, with her dark hair and he-my
lately dead father, wax probably still buried without a tie because he had wanted none
and | took it off him right there beside the coffin and unbuttoned his shirt, knowing how
much he had hated ties, and his limbs were whole and neat with undertakers fluids or
who knows, perhaps within they were alive aready with all earth's tender mouths, come
to mourn, devour and then depart, and she, the smallest one, my beautiful one, cancer-
bald lovely as an angel born hairless and perfect, but then let me give her back her long
golden hair that fell out because of the drugs, her hair that was so fine to brush and brush,
strawberry blond, the prettiest little girl in al the world, flesh of my flesh-my daughter
dead so many years now she'd be awoman if she had lived-

Digdeep. . . let meliewithyou, let uslie here, al of ustogether.

Liewith us, with Karl and me. Karl's a skeleton aready!



Open lies this grave with al of us so tenderly and happily together. Thereisno
word for union as gentle and total asthis, our bodies, our corpses, our bones, so heavily
snuggled together.

| know no separation from anyone. Not Mother, not Father, not Karl, not Lily, not
all theliving and all the dead as we are one-kin-in this damp and crumbling grave, this
private secret place of our own, this deep chamber of earth where we may rot and mingle
as the ants come, as the skin is covered over with mold.

That doesn't matter.

L et us be together, no face forgotten, laughter of each one clear asit ran some
twenty years ago or twice that long, laughter lilting as the music of a ghostly violin, an
uncertain violin, a perfect violin, our laughter our music that blended minds and souls and
bound us al forever.

Fall softly on this great soft secret snuggling grave, my warm and singing rain.
What is this grave without rain? Our gentle southern rain.

Fall soft with kisses not to scatter this embrace in which we are living-1 and they,
the dead, asone. Thiscreviceisour home. Let the drops be tears like song, more sound
and lull than water, for | would have nothing here disturbed, but only lustrous swest,
among you all forever. Lily, snuggle against me now, and Mother let me burrow my
face in your neck, but then we are one, and Karl has his arms round us all, and so does
Father.

Flowers, come. Thereisno need to scatter broken stems or the crimson petals.

No need to bring them big bouquets all tied with shining ribbon.

Here the earth will celebrate this grave; the earth will bring its wild thin grass, its
nodding blooms of simple buttercups and daisies and poppies, colors blue and yellow and
pink, the mellow shades of the rampant untended and eternal garden.

Let me snuggle against you, let me lie in your arms, let me assure you that no
outward sign of death means anything to me as much as love and that we lived, you and |,
once, all of us, aive, and | would not be anywhere now but with you here in this slow and
damp and safe corruption.

That consciousness follows me down to this final embrace isa gift! | am intimate
with the dead, and yet | live to know it and savor it.

L et trees bow down to hide this place, let trees form over my eyes a dense and
thickening net, not green but black asif it snared the night, so shut away the last prying
eye, or vantage point, as the grass grows high-so that we may be aone, just us, you and I,
those whom | so adored and cannot live without.

Sink. Sink deep into the earth. Feel the earth enclose you. Let the clods seal our
quietude. | want nothing else.

And now, bound up with you and safe, | can say, Hell to all that tries to come
between us.

Come, the steps of strangers on the stairs.

Break the lock, yes, break the wood, and pull the tubes away, and pump the air with
white smoke. Do not bruise my armsfor | am not here, | amin the grave; and it isan
angry rigid image of me that you intrude upon. Yes, you see the sheets are clean, | could
have told you! Wind him up, wind him thick, thick in the sheets, it does not matter one
whit-you see, there is no blood, there is no virulent thing ~ can get you from him-he died



not from open cankers but he starved inside as those with AIDS are wont to do, so that it
hurt him even to draw breath, and what do you have left now to fear?

I am not with you or with those who ask questions of time and place and blood and
sanity and numbers to be called; | cannot answer those who would Help. | am safein the
grave. | pressmy lipsto my father's skull. | reach for my mother's bony hand. Let me
hold you!

| can till hear the music.  Oh, God, that this lone violinist would come through
high grass and falling rain and the dense smoke of imagined night, envisioned darkness,
to be with me till and play his mournful song, to give a voice to these words inside my
head, as the earth grows ever more damp, and al things alive in it seem nothing but
natural and kind and even alittle beautiful.

All the blood in our dark sweet grave is gone, gone, gone, save mine, and in our
bower of earth | bleed assimply as| sigh. If blood iswanted now for any reason under
God, | have enough for all of us.

Fear won't come here. Fear isgone. Jangle the keys and stack the cups. Bang the
pots on the iron stove downstairs. Fill the night with sirensif you will. Let the water
rush and rush and rush, and the tub | see you not. | know you not.

No petty worry will come here, not to this grave where welie. Fear gone-like
youth itself and all that old anguish when | watched them commit you to the ground-
coffin after coffin, and Father's of such fine wood, and Mother's, | can't remember, and
Lily's so small and white, and the old gentleman not wanting to charge us a nickel
because shewasjust alittlegirl. No, all that worry is gone.

Worry stops your earsto thereal music. Worry doesn't let you fold your arms
around the bones of those you love.

| am alive and with you now, truly only now realizing what it meansthat | will have
you aways with me!

Father, Mother, Karl, Lily, hold me!

Oh, it seems asin to ask compassion of the dead, those who died in pain, those |
couldn't save, those for whom | didn't have the right farewells or charms to drive off
panic, or agony, of those who saw in the final careless, dissonant moments no tears
perhaps or heard no pledge that | would mourn you forever.

I'm here now! With you! | know what it means to be dead. | let the mud cover me,
| let my foot push deep into the spongy side of the grave.

Thisisavision, my house. They matter not:

"That music, can you hear it?

"I think she should get into the shower again now! | think she should be thoroughly
disinfected!"

"Everything in that room should be burnt-"

"Oh, not that pretty four-poster bed, that's foolishness, they don't blow up the
hospital room, do they, when somebody dies of this."

“...and his manuscript, don't you touch it."

No, don 't you dare touch his manuscript!

"Shhh, not in front of-"

"She's crazy, can't you see it?'

“...his mother is on the morning plane out of Gatwick."

“...absolutely stark raving mad."



"Oh, please, both of you, if you love your sister, for God's sake, be quiet. Miss
Hardy, did you know her well?"

"Drink this, Triana."

Thisismy vision; my house. | sitin my living room, washed, scrubbed, asif |
were the one to be buried, water dripping from my hair. Let the morning sun strike the
mirrors. Toss the peacock’s brilliant feathers out of the silver urn and al over the floor.
Don't hang a ghastly veil over al things bright. Look deep to find the phantom in the
glass.

Thisismy house. And thisis my garden, and my roses crawl on these railings
outside and we arein our grave too. We are here and we are there, and they are one.

We are in the grave and we are in the house, and all elseisafailure of imagination.

In this soft rainy realm, where water sings as it falls from the darkning leaves, as the
earth falls from the uneven edges above, | am the bride, the daughter, the mother, all
those venerable titles forming for me the precious clams | lay upon myself.

| have you always! Never never to let you leave me, never never to away.

All right. And so we made a mistake again.  So we played our game. So we
nudged at madness as if it were athick door and then we slammed against it, like they
slammed against Karl's door, but the door of madness didn't break, and that uncharted
grave isthedream. Waéll, | can hear his music through it.

| don't even think they hear it. Thisis my voicein my head and hisviolinishis
voice out there, and together we keep the secret, that this grave ismy vision, and that |
can't really be with you now, my dead ones. The living need me.

The living need me now, need me so, as they always need the bereaved after the
death, so needy of those who have nursed the most, and sat the longest in the stillness, so
needy with questions and suggestions and assertions and declarations, and papersto be
signed. They need meto look up at the strangest smiles and find some way to receive
with grace the most awkward sympathies.

But I'll comeintime. I'll come. And when | do, the grave will hold usall. And
the grass will grow above al of us.

Love and love and love | give youlet the earth grow wet. Let my limbs sink down.
Give me skullslike stones to press against my lips, give me bones to hold in my fingers,
and if the hair is gone-like fine spun silk, it does not matter. Long hair | have to shroud
al of us, isn’'t that so. Look at it, thislong hair. Let me cover usall.

Death is not death as | once thought, when fear was trampled underfoot. Broken
hearts do best forever beating upon the wintry windowpane.

Hold me, hold me, hold me here. Let me never never tarry in another place.

Forget the fancy lace, the deftly painted walls, the gleaming inlay of the open desk.
The chinathat they take with such care now, piece by piece, to place now al over the
table, cups and saucers ornamented with blue lace and gold. Karl'sthings. Turn around.
Don't feel these living arms.

The only thing important about coffee being poured from a silver spout is the way
that the early light shinesin it; the way that the deep brown of t