


Tfr» 





New York University Press 
gratefully acknowledges the support of 

Madeline and Kevin Brine 
in making these awards possible. 





THE NE W YOR K UNIVERSIT Y PRES S PRIZE S FO R FICTIO N AN D POETR Y 

The New York University Press Prizes for Fiction and Poetry ac-
knowledge fine works of literature and poetry by writers whose 
work, thoug h ofte n alread y a  known quantity , remain s under -
recognized relative to the quality and ambition o f their writing. 

Past winners of the awards are: 

Indentation and  Other 
Stories 

Joe Schall 
(fiction) 

Living with  Strangers 
Robert Schirme r 
(fiction) 

Let the Dog Drive 
David Bowma n 
(fiction) 

The Lost and Found 
and Other  Stories 

Anne Marsella 
(fiction) 

Cannibal 
Terese Svoboda 
(fiction) 

Bird Self  Accumulated 
Don Judso n 
(fiction) 

Sing, Sing, Sing 
Bruce Murph y 
(poetry) 

Wild Brides 
Laura Kasischk e 
(poetry) 

Like Memory, Caverns 
Elizabeth Dod d 
(poetry) 

Man Living  on  a Side 
Creek and Other  Poems 

Stephan Torr e 
(poetry) 

Human Nature 
Alice Anderson 
(poetry) 

Crazy Water: 
Six Fictions 

Lori Baker 
(fiction) 

Rodent Angel 
Debra Weinstein 
(poetry) 



Bye-Bye Flying  Out with  the 
Jane Ransom Wounded 
(fiction) Ann e Casto n 

(poetry) 

In 1997 , the jurors selected Trace FarrelPs novel, The  Ruins, 
and Nanc y Shoenberger' s collectio n o f poems , Long  Like  a 
River. 



"Wf! 
T R A C E F A R R E L L 

NEW Y O R K U N I V E R S I T Y PRES S 
New York and Londo n 



NEW Y O R K U N I V E R S I T Y PRES S 

New York and Londo n 

© 199 8 b y New York Universit y 
All rights reserve d 

This book i s fictional.  Names, characters, places, and incident s ar e 
invented o r used fictitiously. Any resemblance t o actua l people , 

places, or events is purely coincidental . 

Partial suppor t fo r thi s work was provided b y the 
King County Arts Commission Hotel/Mote l Ta x Revenues . 

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publicatio n Dat a 
Farrell, Trace, 1959 -

The ruins / Trac e Farrell . 
p. cm . 

ISBN 0-8147-2685- 2 (acid-fre e paper ) 
I. Title . 

PS3556.A7723R85 199 8 
813'.54—dc21 98-1068 3 

CIP 

New York University Pres s books are printed o n acid-fre e paper , 
and thei r bindin g material s are chosen fo r strengt h an d durability . 

Manufactured i n the Unite d State s of America 
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS, etc . 

Among other things, a book's what finally doesn't budg e 
when you'v e shooe d wha t yo u ca n fro m th e page . 
Thanks t o m y editor , th e intrepi d Barbar a Epler , fo r a 
hand i n the shooing ; and t o Chri s an d Ma r fo r a  timely 
haven in which to shoo . 

A heavy debt is owed, as well, to Marianne Faithful fo r 
her hysterical schtick on the demise of Harry Nilsson (o n 
which L a Stupenda's accoun t o f "th e ga y dog Doug " i s 
based). 

Goethe's th e wag behind th e first verse of the lullab y 
on p . 146 ; the insight s o n gree n apple s an d uncounte d 
heads belong to Machiavelli . 

In the end, of course, I have to hand i t to Tom-Tom . 





CHAPTER ON E 

In Which  Our Hero's Knees—Dicey, a 
Hazard in  the  Best of Times—Have 
Never Been Worse . . . 

1 — 

lorn grunt s like a girl as he hurdles a  black-spotted so w 
barreling straight for him down the narrow cobbled lane 
. .  .  swerve s violenti y roun d tw o roarin g guttersnipes , 
hung lik e hams from th e bi g red fist s o f a leering polic e 
matron .  .  . vaults a  row of battered meta l folding chair s 
laid ou t wit h bundle s o f colore d wire , use d compute r 
geegaws an d paper s o f ruste d needles—land s har d o n 
both tende r heel s an d whisdes t o cove r th e smal l invol -
untary cry that escapes him. He pull s up wincing, minc-
ing like a crab. On eithe r side two wharf hands bellow: 

"Porca madonna ! v 

"Guarda! Aiee —" 
Huh? To m look s up an d a  thirty-pound watermelon , 

monstrous in the flickering gasli t drizzle of rain, sails ele-
gandy not an inch before his own dripping nose. He rears 
back—unghl—then grab s t o sav e it . Slic k finger s goos e 
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the glamorou s gree n butt . To o late ! A hollow thunk ; a 
sharp wet crack. Like magic, children swar m from unde r 
empty produc e crate s an d overturne d dollie s t o cas t 
themselves, spitting and snarling like monkeys, upon th e 
bright red , black-eye d fruit : "Crackerjack!"  N o smal l 
booty in a  neighborhood o f weeping mutto n an d gree n 
potatoes. 

Tom pauses , impresse d b y thei r bravado . Himsel f 
high-browed, gaunt-cheeked, small-chinned; with rheumy 
spaniel eyes set close above the bridge of a long, deferen -
tial nose, and a calamitous thatch of ruddy curls, flared as 
a frui t bowl , crownin g hi s tapering , pear-shape d tors o 
(tragic legs ; broad , delicat e feet) . Tom' s pluckles s exte -
rior belies a keen admiration for the defiant self-servers of 
the world . H e clucks , i s tappe d fro m behind—spins — 
then back s away, appalled, before tw o abruptly looming , 
yellow-slickered doc k bulls. 

"Whoah!" H e tug s a  penitent re d forelock . An  acci-
dent! " I didn't , tha t is , I'm really— " N o use . H e fake s 
left, cuts right; a pretty cheat, bum knees and all. The yel-
lowbacks spit , cursin g th e tactica l squea k o f rubbe r 
sneakers on wet cement , the flagrant  white flash of fugi -
tive heels, rising and falling, away and further away , down 
the long dark tunnel of night. Close call! 

The crooked lane is tight as a hen's ass, snot-slick with 
rain and perilously lit . Tom hugs his ribs and hightail s i t 
anyway; th e impac t o f eac h strikin g hee l drive s jagge d 
bolts of blue lightning clear to his plump, pumping hips. 
Rickets, is why. Wrung like rags in the tenderness of their 
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growing years , our hero' s leg s cam e throug h conspicu -
ously calcifie d i n thei r misfortune : socket s taut , exquis -
itely bowed , h e warp s wit h th e weathe r lik e a  sensitiv e 
guitar. 

"Alas," To m woul d b e th e first  t o agree , bor n t o a 
caste o f humbl e shoeshine s oblige d fo r generation s t o 
make end s mee t b y th e dogged , day-lon g tuc k o f thei r 
typically inadequate knees . And yet , adds he (th e sor t o f 
green apple that favors a comforting lie , as they say, to the 
uncomfortable truth) : "I t could be worse!" 

Tom knew , for instance , a  certain butcher , bor n wit h 
no eyelids , wh o depende d o n a  spra y bottl e o f boile d 
water to spare his eyeballs' drying out . The fellow' s wif e 
covered his face with a damp rag at night as she could not 
bear t o wak e an d se e he r husband' s eyes—"lik e tw o 
boiled onions!"—staring a t the ceiling while he snored . 

And then there was Rosie. A real heartbreaker, Tom' s 
ravishing baby sister; only innocent as an egg. Talk about 
luck! She'd bee n hour s eac h da y lighting candles  a t th e 
parish church , he r hai r a n aprico t clou d boun d clumsil y 
with dirty blue string , and despit e he r devotions—or be-
cause?—brought hom e a  virgi n bell y miraculousl y 
abloom with child . Oh la ! (a coral blush stained he r per-
fect cheeks). And what was Tom to think? Tubercular Fa-
ther Ratskin , from whos e blunt , nicotine-staine d fingers 
the meek parishioners weekly received God's inescapabl e 
dispensations, didn't blin k an eye. 

"Mysterium tremendum! " h e dre w har d o n th e stal e 
weed o f a  smoldering Pal l Mall . "Penetrate d b y a  heav-
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enly incubus while tellin g her beads. " The priest' s voice 
rattled wit h furtiv e yello w phlegm . "Happen s al l th e 
time!" He dropped one proprietary hand to Rosie's slen-
der nec k an d squeezed , hi s gaz e trailin g a  haggard as h 
gone t o res t upo n th e child' s precocious , blue-marble d 
bosom. To m shuffle d hi s feet ; Fathe r Ratski n glared — 
"Scram!"—turned, an d wit h a  convulsiv e hitc h o f hi s 
long blac k skirt , shepherded th e waddling an d obedien t 
Rose up the aisle . And that was that. Tom watched the m 
disappear inside the priest' s dim and airles s sacristy; eye-
balled, uncertainly , th e zippe d lip s o f th e plaste r saints ; 
and finally  left , onl y knockin g woo d fo r th e les s in -
scrutable liabilities of punk knees. 

• •  • 

At th e en d o f the lan e Tom' s sid e stitches , forcin g hi m 
to walk. Was  it weather made things worse? Honestiy, he 
can't remembe r a  les s promisin g spring . Fiv e minute s 
ago it rained; the backed-u p sewer s ebb and flow, awash 
with iridescen t oi l slicks , unsinkabl e filte r tips , an d th e 
floundering headlight s o f stalle d automobiles , mopeds , 
and careenin g bicycles . In five minutes mor e i t wil l rain 
again. Peopl e pus h pas t To m i n ancien t oilskins , o r 
makeshift tarp s of torn and dirty plastic, sick and tired of 
being wet—no surprise!—thei r ruby-lobe d cabbag e ear s 
shoved dee p int o yawnin g collarbones , thei r drippin g 
hoods an d hunche d shoulder s reflectin g th e inter -
minable red , green , an d ambe r o f th e corne r traffi c 
lights. Rud e cart s insinuat e themselve s amongs t th e in -
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different crowd ; ragamuffins prow l th e gutter s i n packs, 
slapping parke d car s wit h freezin g hand s t o se t of f a 
chorus o f wailing securit y alarms ; broken-tailed cat s slip 
sourly alon g th e dam p walls , pausing no w an d the n t o 
stare wit h wide , accusin g eye s a t th e mes s o f humanit y 
surging b y 

Tom draw s bea d o n a  rusty viny l awnin g bellie d lo w 
with rain ; steal s sideway s betwee n th e wearil y kissin g 
chrome o f checked traffi c an d duck s in , shuddering th e 
water from hi s back like a finicky sparrow . 

Are all chips vendors junkies? Any port in a storm, Tom 
reckons. Thi s one' s surprise d holdin g a  mustar d dis -
penser t o hi s whorled gra y ear with eviden t wonder , hi s 
mouth openin g an d closing in astonishment . Well? Tom 
taps a t th e windo w an d th e ol d ma n jumps . Hi s red -
rimmed, caramel eyes roll in their sockets like loose mar-
bles; his face i s a wad of blue-black wrinkles, white stub -
ble and brilliant gold teeth a s he points at Tom, slaps his 
skinny thigh an d hoots , his bald hea d wobbl y a s an eg g 
on end. Tom nods, accepts a cracked cup of pale pink tea, 
and to pamper his knees squats gingerly upon a splintered 
orange crate ; the slats give uneasily. He twirl s his tea bag 
counter-clockwise, lifts i t up and observes the drops tha t 
fall fro m i t bac k int o th e cup , sinks th e ba g onc e mor e 
into the steaming pink water. Across the sidewalk thin fil-
aments o f rain attac h themselve s t o a  bucket o f Chines e 
chrysanthemums an d a  child' s rubbe r galoshes , a s i f t o 
catch th e color s u p an d dangl e the m ove r th e gleamin g 
pavement, th e yellow s a  bi t highe r tha n th e reds . To m 
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squints an d th e blue-whit e headlamp s o f car s swi m lik e 
platinum fish. 

"But, oh! " (an d oh ! her e w e g o again) . "Wh y here ? 
Why on earth Q—  ?" 

This is Tom's cross to bear, his bone to chew, the hard 
yellow pe a tha t won' t le t hi m rest . He' s ha d hi s hea d 
turned, i s th e problem , b y tale s overhear d whil e plyin g 
his trade . Ben t ove r th e caulke d boot s o f sailors , th e 
cracked leather thongs of itinerant saints, the gaudy two-
tones of fast-talking traveling salesmen—our hero listens, 
and marvels at what he hears. 

. . . three skinny boys, yellow as snakes, with  glittering 
smiles they dangle like  bracelets  before  the  faltering 
guardians of  your desire . . . 

. .  .  tomahawks, uranium,  absinthe,  you bet!  Snake 
oil for amethysts,  marigolds  for tin! 

. .  . beyond a frozen, pitiless  bivouac of pitched bones 
and blood-daubed  caribou hide—and in  all  direc-
tions, for miles —the silent drifts like  God's dream of 
angels, or death . . . 

. .  .  a  naked  girl with  tattooed  breasts,  wrestling  a 
puma! 

... what  isn't light is stone, what isn't stone is sea, and 
an army of blue mountains standing at  your back . . . 

. .  .  ruby slippers, glass coffins, poisoned pancakes— 
and the  geese! 

. .  . across the water is Africa .  . . 
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Tom's hea d spins , an d n o wonder . I n Q —, a  tired , 
brisding city of crumbling brickyards, contaminated nee-
dles, coal barges and abject fog , the days come and go in 
a flat, lurid tide , noon an d midnigh t lik e sullen twins , so 
indifferendy doe s ligh t distinguis h itsel f fro m darkness . 
Encrustations o f oil and soo t eclips e the shattere d stree t 
lamps, hissing neon, an d storefron t windows ; grease th e 
puddled streets , the bald , glabrous tires of carts and lor -
ries. A  dank , funerea l smok e hang s i n th e ai r every -
where—down amon g th e slim y docks beedin g ou t ove r 
the viscou s yello w river ; chokin g th e crowde d marke t 
stalls where half-dressed chicken s flap by their heels fro m 
loops o f rustin g wire ; an d i n th e ope n ulcere d squares , 
pearled, like vast laboring brows, with gobbets of blood-
marbled sputum and the brought-up bil e of bellies dizzy 
with cheap yellow ale. The damp fetor cling s to people' s 
hair an d skin , an d t o th e filth y matte d hide s o f the car t 
horses dragging thei r haphazard load s of pig iron, draff , 
recyclable glas s an d buste d furniture . Crows , pigeons , 
and starling s slouc h alon g th e gutters , thei r feather s a 
boodess debauc h o f greas e an d grit , thei r blac k eye s 
bulging with ill will. 

Phew! One da y spen t i n thi s tow n i s too much—on e 
hour! Tom hug s hi s tea an d nod s with understandin g a t 
the botched , bese t face s o f the peopl e sloggin g by—th e 
stooping, soot-maske d furnac e tenders ; doome d insur -
ance adjuster s clutchin g tau t blac k umbrellas ; resdes s 
crews of saffron-robed Har e Krishnas,  their shaved heads 
stubbly under backwards baseball caps; teen moms push-



8 

ing preemies i n stroller s with tor n tops ; apocalyptic fag s 
in patent leather drag; tiny Asians in tall rubber boots; old 
people with n o home s who slep t on th e smotherin g as h 
heaps beside the river for warmth an d woke with cinder s 
in thei r eye s to star e a t the mudd y daw n o f another un -
charitable day. Our hero shivers, his curved spine rattling 
like a child's stick against the aluminum chips wagon, and 
lets hi s eye s clos e a s the gaslight s sputte r overhea d lik e 
dying star s and still  it rains , vertical ladder s o f water ris-
ing up out of the streets, leaning on nothing at all, going 
nowhere. 

"Yet only read the papers!" Tom rouses himself, set in 
his ways for on e s o young, cc —it could be worse!" Worse 
indeed. Rogu e viruses , religiou s terrorism , cross-triba l 
atomic sniping, the stratosphere in smithereens . 

Grandmas Favorite Devoured by Deceiving Wolf. 
Stepmother^ Slave Rescued after Lifetime of Forced Labor! 

Oh la! 

"On th e other hand," Tom allows , nodding drowsily , 
"it wouldn't tak e much to brighten things up a bit." For 
just a  moment , eye s flutterin g lik e littl e bird s beneat h 
sweetiy lowered lids , Tom yields , cradled an d consoled , 
to a  smal l private  raptur e (wholl y invented ) o f Better 
Days. War m breeze s tumblin g abou t lik e flossy,  sun -
licked kittens, and a  cloud o f hummingbirds beatin g th e 
air to stiff, luminous peaks. There would b e hands, bod -
iless an d sof t a s butter , t o teas e th e roug h kink s fro m 
one's sullen curls ; and a  bower o f round-cheeked yello w 
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roses, shaking thei r skirt s a t the leerin g sky ; and th e so -
porific dron e o f wasps, swinging dizzily among ripe,  un -
reachable apples . A  whit e rabbit' s pink , quiverin g nos e 
. . . and something nice, nice to eat. .  . and thickets of tall 
grass to nap in, and oh!—ecstasy of the golden carrot ! 

When Tom' s eye s ope n it' s rainin g bucket s an d th e 
junkie's out in it, aghast: seven pigeons press toward him 
along th e gutter , shovin g wit h tende r urgenc y lik e ol d 
people for a  bus. The frightened vendo r back s away, one 
arm throw n u p acros s his stunned, streamin g face . To m 
shakes his head, tucks several pennies beneath a tin of pal-
lid lard, and steps out from beneat h the dripping tarpau -
lin. The crowds, anyway, have thinned . 

• •  • 

At th e nex t intersectio n it' s th e lette r o f th e la w fo r 
Tom—a dauntles s stickler , natch —who bide s his time a t 
the deserted crossin g shifting hi s weight from on e peev-
ish knee t o th e othe r whil e th e traffi c signa l deliberates . 
Meanwhile hi s idl e belly , nettle d b y th e indeterminat e 
pink tea, is arranging a  conniption. 

Not surprisingly , Tom' s neve r manage d t o ea t prop -
erly. Sure he's mouse-poor, motherless , and (beyon d th e 
niceties o f boiling water ) neve r rise n muc h t o th e occa -
sion of cuisine; all more or less to be expected. But it's not 
strictly a lack of resources tha t frustrate s him ; the fac t is , 
Tom's saddle d wit h a  nervous stomach . Wha t he'll  say, 
presented with a not unappetizing crust of gravy, the flac-
cid ski n fro m a  kin d man' s pudding : "Mmm ? Oh ! ha 
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ha—no really . . . I'm, I  couldn't—I've eaten,  yes! You go 
ahead though , g o on ! I'l l jus t . . . " an d h e back s awa y 
from th e innocen t morsel , hand s palmin g th e ai r a s 
though you' d pulle d a  knife o n him . Modesty , i s it? O r 
pride? Ba d breeding ? (Ther e i s mor e t o an y her o tha n 
meets th e eye , and Tom , fo r al l his youth an d inexperi -
ence, i s no exception. ) Still , you wonde r ho w h e man -
ages; these so-called growing years.. . . Furthermore, and 
what's worse , peopl e ar e insulted . We're  all rats  on  the 
same sinking ship,  goes their thinking. Who's  he to powder 
his nose? 

Needless to say, his belly's none too happy about it ei-
ther. To m ha s a  special—indeed , a n inspired —relation-
ship wit h hi s hunger , whic h h e perceive s a s very lik e a 
glowering, one-eyed dachshund one used to see dragged 
through the market in a fancy cart by an otherwise desti-
tute bum. Heaven knows, that shabby old man was born 
dreadful t o look at—his tiny eyes peered warily from th e 
face o f a  bloated an d blisterin g seal—an d coul d scarcel y 
provide for his own material needs, much less those of an 
ill-tempered bitc h name d "Kevin. " Nevertheles s h e 
doted on his snarling, darling mascot, his horrid little Cy-
clops, his Kevver;  and would swaddle i t in his own stink -
ing rags, kiss the tip of its torn ear , beg for it s ungratefu l 
sake first, and promise it brighter skies, silver linings, pots 
of gold, a  plump an d steamin g phoenix risin g from old , 
cold ashes . Just around  the  corner, little  princess, over  the 
next rainbow and we're  there . . . Now and then the nasty 
little princess would narro w her one gummy eye , lift he r 
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lip and snap traitorously at the earnest, uneasy bum, who 
invariably believed (poo r wretch! heartless Kewer! ) tha t 
he had it coming. 

Our To m assume d th e sam e tender , futil e guardian -
ship toward hi s own perpetually dissatisfied belly . He fe d 
it hop e i n humbl e crumbs ; he mad e excuse s fo r it s ba d 
manners; h e flattered  an d indulge d it ; h e di d wha t h e 
could. When it showed its teeth he clucked and promised 
it anything—fis h fingers,  malte d mil k balls , ho t cros s 
buns, chicken a  la king. 

Now Tom's stomach, unappeased since this morning's 
hasty and wholly insufficient gruel , rattles the cage of his 
ribs in high dudgeon while the rain streams down the col-
lar o f hi s hoodles s mack , an d th e crossin g ligh t i s pre -
dictably on the fritz. Overhea d a  wrought iron sign com-
plains o f rust y hinges ; To m look s up : Th e Groanin g 
Board. Turning around , he admires the big , blowzy edi-
fice, five stories high , it s beam-buil t fram e haphazardl y 
stuffed wit h stucco, mortar, lath, and straw. Neon silhou-
ettes o f implausibl y endowe d barmaid s animat e th e 
steamy, stree t leve l windows ; th e entir e structur e list s 
right. Oblivious , now , t o th e abruptl y gree n an d insis -
tenriy flashing  Walk!  signal behind him, Tom whisdes t o 
distract hi s belly and fingers  th e pennie s a t scan t libert y 
inside his pocket. Mm-hmm,  mm-hmm  .  . . 

When th e double-wid e door s o f th e publi c hous e 
burst open, discharging a great friendly belch  of laughter 
and curse s an d th e mingle d odor s o f scorche d grease , 
mildew, an d corrosiv e perfume , ou r her o surrenders . 
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Tom dart s in , automaticall y shakin g th e wate r fro m hi s 
unruly re d crest , befor e th e heav y doors swin g shu t be -
hind him with a  great whack like a clap of thunder an d a 
godawful whoosh  of air. 

2— 

Gracious! Transfixed b y the abrup t fluorescenc e o f furi -
ous orang e bulbs—hundred s o f them , bar e an d hissin g 
from lon g blac k wire s tha t criss-cros s th e hig h expose d 
beams o f the hall—To m hesitates , then creep s forward , 
his feet testing the unfamiliar threshol d o f damp clay and 
rushes, his hands cagey as spiders along splayed walls fes-
tooned with spit and vomit. The place is vast and, though 
unheated, the stal e air nevertheless steams with the con -
gregate squalo r o f we t dog s an d woole n underclothes , 
the morbi d ree k o f indoor plumbing , an d th e ran k col -
lective gorge of countless indefatigable gobs—bared , car-
ious teet h closin g o n plum p sausage s an d meat y whit e 
shoulders; withered lung s suckin g greedil y a t fa t cigar s 
and windy gossip; ambitious tongues lashing away at pert 
earlobes and promising assholes and the overlooked bot -
toms o f unattende d grav y boats . Th e commotio n i s de 
luxe. 

"Pretty kettl e offish! " think s Tom , lookin g roun d a 
little wildly. Here a fairy's strapped to a table, blowing air 
like a laboring porpoise while a tattooed hoyden sets steel 
rings through hi s pierced and bleeding nipples. There by 
the ba r a  turtlenecke d highbro w i n a  wheelchai r wit h 
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bent spoke s puts a  cigarette ou t i n th e pal m o f his ow n 
hand, glaring at a skinny girl who looks away, flicking her 
lips with th e fa t blac k whis k o f a  greas y braid . No t fa r 
from them an immense tub of a woman in a tired blue hat 
has her elbows out aroun d a  platter o f meat sandwiches ; 
her tiny eyes gaze wearily around the crowded room. Oh , 
a lively spot, all right! Lame dogs, ulcerated pigs and rick-
ety kid s wit h tick s i n thei r seams , ru n hell-ben t an d 
shrieking, snapping and squealing, up and down the nar-
row aisles . Walleye d pigeon s sidl e alon g th e overhea d 
beams, indifferent t o the sizzle and pop of shattering or -
ange bulbs. In one corner a little goat bleats mildly, head 
in a  sack , twa t impale d o n th e re d ho t poke r o f a n 
amorous schoolboy. Frowzy chickens browse among th e 
dirty stra w pallet s o f deadbeat s an d pilgrims , penny-a -
flop, snorin g round a n unli t stove . Rats run lik e eels be-
neath the long communal tables, while fat cats sneer over 
filched sprats ; and it's nobody's business if here and there 
a wink's me t with a  nod, a  likely pocket's picked , a  ripe 
crotch experimentally squeezed . 

A small gray mouse, confused, run s halfway u p Tom's 
sopping leg . "Sweet! " h e think s (a  little  velvet  sack with 
claws), then kick s i t of f an d edge s close r t o th e dinin g 
hall. Waitresses in shapeless paper caps struggle pas t him 
with platter s o f bashe d neeps , mingle-mangle , an d re d 
flannel hash . Barmaids ' arm s terminat e i n tankard s o f 
beer and ale, like enormous glass knuckles, or tall flagons 
of boile d wine , fume y wit h gentia n an d juniper . Fres h 
loaves gro w limp  unde r fat , perspirin g arms ; from bag -
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ging apro n pocket s come s the covert , beguilin g clin k o f 
ash tray s an d bottle s o f sauce . No t bad , no t ba d a t all ! 
Tom's bell y lift s it s pointed muzzle , dance s o n it s hin d 
feet an d moans . Well,  our bo y reasons , he  that allows  A 
cannot deny  B—and s o on . I n othe r words , on e thin g 
leads to another . To m therefor e fills his lungs, tucks hi s 
chin, and plunges into the teeming hall . 

"Sorry, s'cuse me . . . oh pardon! Ughl  I mean —v 

Tom's dogge d a s a  dowser' s stick , nosin g hi s wa y 
among patrons no more mindfu l o f him than th e nit s in 
their ale. He finally squeezes in between a huddle of Chi-
nese cook s sippin g cogna c fro m thimble-size d te a cups , 
and two wan girls in flaking black lipstick who turn thei r 
backs at Tom's friendly nod. Well! A pig-tailed chef offer s 
him th e bottle ; flattered,  self-conscious , ou r fledgling 
hero demur s with a  flurry of mute, inscrutable gestures . 
The cook shrugs and Tom reaches for the menu, a single 
sheet o f greasy foolscap folde d an d stuc k betwee n a  red 
glass candle glob e nette d i n white plasti c an d a n empt y 
napkin dispenser . 

And now, the moment he's been waiting for! 

Naturally he's short on dough an d doomed, a s a con-
sequence, t o a  sauce r o f dr y groats , a  sh y measur e o f 
cider (i f he' s lucky) . Nevertheles s To m ha s grav e in -
stincts for th e ceremony  of dining an d wil l give al l possi-
bles a n extravagan t going-ove r befor e placin g hi s final 
order. H e shrug s of f hi s mac k an d unfold s th e soile d 
paper. 
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Has Tour  Bed of Roses Gone to Seed? 
Is Tour Ivory Tower  Besieged? 

Has the  Spice in Tour  Life Lost  Its Zing? 

Never Fear , Fret, or Bemoa n Your Fate! 
The Ruins 

Will Gladly Engage All Those i n Sincere Pursui t 
of 

Prosperity, Prestige, and a  Promising Future .  . . 
Does This Mean You? 

No Experienc e Necessary ! 

Imagine. .  . 
Gainful Employment ! 

A Glamorous  Environment. .  . 
Your Big Chance! 

Don't Pas s Up Thi s Rare Opportunity ! 
Join Us  and Leave  Tour Troubles  Behind! 

The pape r itself , onc e thic k an d creamy , i s no w dog -
eared an d spotte d wit h sauce , limp an d nearl y torn acros s 
the middle from repeate d folding . Ah , but the bold , gold , 
elegantly bosse d script ! Back-slantin g languidly , glintin g 
come-hitherly! Mmm-mmm-wmw / Ou r hero' s finger s 
brush th e fac e o f it . Tantalized , provoked , h e lay s on e 
hand upo n hi s abruptl y gallopin g heart . 

In th e meantim e a  waitres s ha s arrive d and , notin g 
Tom's preoccupation , take s thi s opportunit y t o sor t furi -
ously among a  fistful o f loose yellow receipts—amendin g 
one wit h th e licke d ti p o f a  ravage d re d pencil ; crushin g 
another t o a  grimy yellow nugget—he r darkl y mutterin g 
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lips partin g t o revea l tw o row s o f childish , milk-whit e 
teeth. 

"Unh huh , that—that was .  . . uh oh! Oh!—what?" 
Slope-shouldered an d ostensibl y boneless , wit h tiny 

hands and a  transparently anxious brow, she put Tom i n 
mind o f th e littl e gra y mouse , an d seeme d frai l fo r th e 
job. Her pointed chin shone like the petal of a flower; her 
wide mouth—a n artless , unrouged pink—blurre d a t it s 
edges. He r nose , o n th e othe r hand , wa s th e sharpes t 
he'd eve r see n ( a littl e chappe d aroun d th e nostrils , a s 
though recoverin g fro m a  cold) . Sh e ha d brigh t black , 
slightly protruding eyes , unabashed a s buttons, with vig-
orously arched brow s in marked contras t to the cloud o f 
feckless, fuzzy hair drawn back from he r face into a dubi-
ous knot at the back of her head. Her bosom, as revealed 
by th e flagran t plung e o f he r unifor m neckline , stare d 
one in the face, frankly flat as the bottom of a pan, chaste 
as whey. O n th e othe r hand , ther e wa s a  delicate com -
motion a t th e bas e o f he r throat— a flicker , a  seren e 
churn—as thoug h i t wer e there  her hear t lodged , jus t 
below th e skin , an d no t hidde n behin d th e hard , bon y 
confines o f the ribs. 

Tom gaze s politely somewhere t o the left o f the girl' s 
sternum, intending , when sh e has concluded he r paper -
work, to inquire a s to the strang e an d remarkable hand -
bill he'd discovered in place of a menu. As it happens, the 
girl sinks slowly—still bitin g her bi g soft lips , totting u p 
numbers an d exclaimin g under he r breath—dow n upo n 
the bench besid e him. Tom bend s over to collec t severa l 
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dingy receipts she's let slip to the floor; but even as he de-
livers these befor e th e waitress' s distracte d eye , his ow n 
gaze steal s bac k t o th e luminou s golde n letter s o f th e 
broadsheet lyin g open on the table . 

The Ruins. .  . 

Some kind of joke? 

Prosperity! Prestige! 

"No," Tom reasons , "that's no joke!" 
All right then , was it a club of some kind? An agency? 

The thin g rea d lik e a  solicitation, bu t expresse d a  disre-
gard fo r experienc e o r credentials . A  training program ? 
An apprenticeship? Ah, the future! Indeed , that certainl y 
rang a bell! It was no picnic , after all , to have been bor n 
a two-penny shoeshine with lousy knees; Tom had ofte n 
asked himsel f i f there weren't , perhaps , another  way.  In 
any case , there wa s only so much can-d o a  fellow coul d 
muster; as things stood it was all he could manage just t o 
pacify hi s churlish bell y and keep a  thatch ove r his head . 
The here-and-no w consume d him , no blam e there ; and 
it wa s onl y i n "th e future " tha t h e wa s abl e t o discern , 
however remote , the fain t glimme r o f a different, better 
life. Something, for example , up off his knees. 

Well then ? Hear t i n hi s throa t an d decidedl y half -
cocked, our hero slaps his hand fla t agains t the table top, 
sending a  litter o f yellow receipts fluttering t o th e floor ; 
the waitres s look s up . Fo r a  brie f momen t bot h thei r 
mouths ar e ope n t o exclaim ; then eac h indicate s wit h a 
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polite nod fo r the other to go ahead. Then it' s "no , par-
don me^  an d "no , no, you were saying?" ; then a  volley 
of "please , I  insist"—"n o you"— "no no"—"well" — 
"well. .  ." They break off. Tom' s hands meet precisely in 
his lap ; the girl' s mout h nips  t o on e sid e o f he r face , a 
wince of impatience to the other . 

"Well I was  just going to —v 

"Iguess you'd like  to—* 
Oh fo r th e lov e of—! Agai n the y brea k off , eye s nar -

rowing wit h suspicion . Whe n To m frown s th e waitres s 
surrenders, throwing up her hands with a  contrite yelp. 

"Oh I  am  sorry—jeez ! An d no w you'r e mad ? Wel l 
look, it' s nothing , I  won' t sa y another word . Cros s m y 
heart! You just go ahead! " 

Tom softens . "Oh , a s for that—mad ! No , no t a t all . 
Fellow like me? The fact is , well, no, I am a little tired, to 
be sure , an d o f course I  migh t orde r a  bite t o eat—oh , 
nothing elaborate , min d you , a  littl e snack , an d onl y 
when it's convenient for you, naturally . . . " Th e waitress 
nods briskl y an d pull s a  yello w receip t boo k fro m he r 
apron pocket . "Nfl/^To m nearl y snatches the girl' s pen-
cil fro m he r hand ; the n sit s back , surprise d an d embar -
rassed by his own lathered nerves . He manage s a  neutral 
s'cuse me> then fixes his eyes down the table where a seedy 
pigeon pecks casually at a plate of battered cod . 

"The thing is , really, I'm a  little—well, very  curious, I 
must say , about this , this litde circular , or whatever, tha t 
was left o n the table. 'Spect you've seen it! Some kind of 


