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DEDICATION

To the greatest generation, particularly my parents, aunts and uncles -
Joe, Bea, Mike, Kay, Roger, Vi, Adolph, John, Terry, Ren, Doris, Lon,
Nat, Pat, AudreySandy

You taught us grea¢ssons
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OGod does not play dice with theiverseO
-Albert Einstein

OEinstein, stop telling God whiatdo.O
-NielsBohr






Greenwich, Connecticut, Indian Harbor, December 22, 1963

he annual family Christmas party at the home of the Pe

PennfieldsO in Greenwich, Connecticut was as much a marke

season as the carols heralding from the churches, the twi
colorful lights strung along Main Street and the lush green wreaths ac
front doors throughout the storied town. Everything about the family
held each Sunday before Christmas was the product of a well-rehearse
with only slight details changing from yetaryear.

This year, however, the serene procession of warm family gre:
clinking tumblers of scotch, Christmas cookies, and festive seasonal g:
abruptly hijacked. Without warning, some unknown force sliced a r
through their holiday ritual. The incident occurred right behind the Penn
grand Dutch colonial, even as a warm glow emanated from its wir
floating into the frosty indigo evening over Indigiarbor.

OSiP! SHiIPPY!O Jonathan vigorously shook the shoulders of his yoi
cousin, who was sitting naked, shivering with goosebumps at the enc
old ricketydock

OShippy, what happened?0 Jonathan shook the seven year oldOs
onceagain
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Breathing heavily, Cousin Lance ran over. ODid you see the
Jonathan? Did you see it? It was right abineavaterO

OA glow? What kind of glow?0 Jonathan ast@udfused

OOver the water. | saw it. | readlgwit.O

Jonathan shook Shipmnceagain

Nothing.

Shippy remained unresponsive and shivering as his vacant eyes st
to nowhere

OGo get Ophie,O Jonathan shouted at Lance. OQuhigiowiO

OpHELIA PenNFIELD, ShippyOs twenty-two-year-old sister, arrived quickly
older cousin Christopher running beside her, with Lance trailing behin
looked at her little brother sitting naked and shivering, his bare feet de
off the dock in mid-winter. The site was so oddN so out of place and
pectedN her mind could not fit together the juxtapositiorinafges

OJesus!O cousin Christopdariaimed

Ol think he saw something,O Lance said. OIOm suresoensainng)

The other two young boysdded

When Ophie could fully process it, finally grasp the reality that the
was sitting naked and unresponsive at the end of the dock on a cold,
night, shescreamed

Christopher turned towards her, held her face in both hand
commanded her to run back to the hoiasénelp.

ORTHER, FATHER!O

All heads in the library turned towards Ophie shaking in the entranc
The contrast between her stark-white face and jet-black hair was
extremethanusual

OOphie? WhatOs wrong?O Her father rosieed

OltOs Arthur. Little Shippy,O bheted

OWhat? What abogatthur?O

OSomethingOs wrong. Outside. SomethingOs terobig O

SPRINTING OUT THE DOOR, Ophelia dragged her father to the inlet and ove
rolling, clacking slats, rushing to the end of the dock. Christopher was I
deep into the boyOs eyes, calling his name, as Jonathan, Charles a
hoverednearby
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OYou see, father, you see,O Ophelia began anxiously, OthereOs
wrong. HeOs not responding to anyone. WeOve been calling to him. |
nothing®

OThere was a glow, a glow, Uncle Perce,O Lance said as he tugg
uncle. Olt was strange. And thewéntawayO

Ignoring his nephews, Percival Pennfield stared directly atduagson

ShippyOs glazed eyes were penetrating and focused, but only .
vague, obscurpoint

The men from the library swarmed onto the dockdbobdback

OArthur! Arthur!Talk to me.@Percival Pennfield shook his son vigorot
by theshoulders

The young boy shivered, his arms wrapped around his knees
clinging to his soft white skin, oblivious to where he was or whort
waswith.

OArthur. Arthur, itOs your fathePénnfield shook moreigorously.

Nothing.

OShip. Shippy! WhatOs wrong with yotii® time he shook with fury.

A series of vacant-eyeshivers

OArthur! ShippyAnswer me, damnit!Bnraged with frustrationNvham
N Pennfield slapped his large hand acrossduisOface

Nothing.

The young boy wiped his face as if the slap was a minor itch and
again out intonothingness



Greenwich, Connecticut, Indian Harbor, December 22, 1963

p until that moment, nothing out of the ordinary had occurr
this yearOs episode of the Pennfield familyOs party. The fire ¢

in the marble fireplace and the player-piano cranked out Chri

tunes as clusters of Pennfield scions from throughout the northeast exc
holiday greetings in the main vestibule, bunching into a bottleneck of
will andcheer

(Bonjour, mon jeune cousin brilliant,Ohristopher Pennfield bellow
joyously stepping through the doorway and dusting snow from his coa
spotted his little seven-year old cousin Shippy galloping dowasttiease

OEt comment vos Ztudes ~ Paris avaient-elles progres#f@Cshippy
responded, bounding towards h@usin

OStimuler, mais difficile. Et v™MtreCRYistopher whirled Shippy around
his arms. Ever since little Arthur Shipkin Pennfield was an infant hi
formed a special bond with his cousin Christopher. Although separa
twenty years, the two shared a simpatico that transceagted

OTres bien. JapprZcie en particulier la gZomZtri¢h® young bo
answered. The two were widely considered the most brilliant members
family: Christopher, pursuing post-doctoral work in philosophy at the ¢
gious fcole Normale SuperiZure, and Arthur, a child prodigy, prec
beyond his years, fluent in French since the age of five and already a
of geometry and algebra. The slight, freckle-faced young boy could ht
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own with his older cousin in discussions of mathematics, science an
politics.
OTres boriTresbonO

OAD How@ Paris treating you, Chris?0 a familiar, raspy vioieerupted
OUncle Perce!O Christopher pivoted to greet his uncle, with little
draped on his shoulders. A distinguished investment banker, Perciva
field was tall and striking, his silver hair swept back fashionably &
his scalp
OParis? Well, the professors are unbearably sadistic, the work is
but stimulating, and the women areE well, | think you knowEO. WMeked
His unclegrinned

O%), THE PRODIGAL SON FINALLY RETURNSO

OOphie!CChristopher exclaimed the moment he caught a glimpse o
ArthurOs oldesister

Ophelia Pennfield, a petite dark-haired beauty with classic featur
boundless energy, rushed over to Christopher and hugged both him
brother. OChris, how are you? ItOs bearthsO

OOnly six, but whoOs counting,O he responded, kissingthecheek

OYou must tell me aboBarisO

Olndeed.O

OJonathan! Charles! Lance!@ttle Shippy exclaimed with glee t
moment he spotted his young cousins entering the vestibule. He sprai
ChristopherOs grasp and darted towidieis

OWell, it has to be the most beautiful city in the world,O Chris
continued with Ophelia, Othe food is beyond heavenly and, of cour
winesareN O

Shippy barreled into the crowd and tugged at his motherOs festiv
and red dress. OMother, can we go outsidiplay?0O

Margaret OBunnyO Pennfield shook her head. ONo, Shippy. 1tO
dark and itOs vicioustyld.O

Shippy looked over towards his sist®phelia

Defenseless against the expressive eyes of her spry, freckle-faced
Ophie was amasymark

OOh Mother,O Ophelia Pennfield twirled towards her mom, Olet tt
they hardly seeachotherO

OOkay,O Bunny answered. OBut only for twenty minutesuadtup.O
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THE FOUR YOUNG boys barreled out the front door, caroming off arri
guests and bouncing playfully into the mounds of crusty snow borderi
inlet. The narrow beach was cold and brittle, with bristling water bru
back and forth against its thamoreline

OHey, Shippy!O Jonathan PennfieldOs voice cast a frosty echo ag
slight whistle of the cold Decembbreeze

OYeah?0 His little cousin Arthur tur@edund

OHeads up!O Jonathan lofted a snowball towards ArtaceOs

OMoron!O Arthur scowled, wiping snowflakes fituscheek

Embarrassed, Arthur scooped up a pile of snow and ran towat
cousin. Larger and faster, Jonathan easily pulled away from ArthurOs
Little Shippy was an easy target for his stronger, faster cousins; doted t
his parents and sister, he was protected as if he were a fragile egg, its ¢
too thin to weather the vagaries of the world. He made a half-hearted .
to heave the snow towards the others before riuegff.

OHey, Charles,O Jonathan called over to his other cousin, Obet y
throw one acrosthewatetO

OBet you canOt,0 Chaatesvered

Alone, Shippy walked off towards the dock in a huff. The rickety
slats on the lone dock protruded out from the beach to cold, dreary wai
looked up into the twilight dotted by faint twinkles of early evening stars
setting sent a chill up litte ShippyOs spine as the boyOs oversized
conspired with his small, wiry frame to leave him both in awe and fear
surroundings. Anxiously, he threw a snowball into the water and then
up with innocence and wonder. After a moment of sheer elationN mar
at the stars and the deep blue skyN his jaw suddenly dropped. He |
twice, observing a mysterious, shimmergigw.

When he realized what it might be, dg@sped

A blurry oval hovered over the inlet; it appeared as if it might be sorr
of figure, but the colors and shapes were too diffuse. The voice emi
from the odd shape was thunderous. It echoed, audible o8hyippy.

The young boy answered

(How do you know who | am? Who are you? Are yBemnfiel ®O

OShip! Shippy! Come over here. WeOre throwing snowballs!O J
called outto him.

OShipBhippyEO

When Ship didnOt answer, Jonathan sprinted towadsck
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Lenox, Massachusetts, Gladwell Sanitarium, January 2, 1964

neglected, brick, ivy-covered structure, Gladwell Sanitarium |

out from the Berkshire countryside with an inflated sense of

worth. The tired old structure could easily have once been a s
castle, a home to the landed aristocracy, but no longer. That passage
had sapped away all suggestions of ebullience and color. It stood nov
giant mausoleum, surrounded with acres of crunchy brown grass and a
wrought-iron fence. A melancholy pallor hung like a dark veil from aboy
if the elements conspired to assume the disposition of Gladwesi@snts

Percival Pennfield adjusted his omnipresent bowtie as he walked

the Cadillac to open the doors for his wife and daughter. As they appr
the portico, he surveyed the old red-brick structure, his eye following a \
ivy up to a third-floor window. He had serious reservations about entr
his son to this institution. But his close friend Chuck Edwards, a Yale
mate and renowned internist, assured him this was the very best facilit
kind. So with a degree of hesitation, Pennfield agreed to have Shippy
ported to Gladwell for observation several days prior to thsil:

Ol PercivaL PennFIELD,Ohe announced to a Germanic looking woman
short blonde hair at the front desk. OWeOre here to see Dr. Hazard ¢
Arthur.O
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OOf course,0 the woman answered with a slight accent, and an ¢
squint in one of her eyes. OWe've been expecting yo®evinfieldO

PercivaL PENNFIELD HAD DEVELOPED a Set of keen, uncanny instincts ove!
years on Wall Street, and his instincts sent unsettling signals the mor
first met Dr. EmilioHazard

OA pleazzzurea pleazzzurg indeed,O Hazard announced in his t
Swiss-German accent as he offered his hafetmfield

Pennfield clasped firmlyA dead fish he thought, assessing Haza
flimsy handshake

OSo what the hellOs going on with my son?0 Pennfield blurted as |
gaged hands witHazard

Ol certainly can understand your extreme concern, Mr. and Mrs. Pe
Ophelia,0 Hazard nodded and then smirked, exposing his mis:
yellowedteeth

O OcConcernO is an understatement, Dr. Hazard,O Percival
answered with his sharp, raspy whisper, looking Hazard right in the
sizing him up: a short, unattractive man with a shock of oily black
brushed across his baldisgalp

OExcuse me, but itOs HAIRD, eh?0 Hazard again smirked and raise
eyes above higlasses

OOf course, Dr. HAAIRD,O Pennfield conveyed his impatience by «
exaggeratinghename

OWhat can you do for our son, Dr. BAIRD,O Bunny Pennfield ask
almostbegging

OCome with me,O Hazard directed, leading them up a flight of s
ShippyOmom

UPON ENTERING, their faces turned white. The young boy appeared -
some sort of puppet with flesh, returning nothing but a blank stare,
incoherent mumbles and some facial twitches. Bald spots dotted his
each a connection point for an EEG sensor. The two bright lights
an eerie illumination to his small, freckled face creating meni
shadows behind him. He sat motionless on a beige, steel-framed b
a Spartan mattress as the hypnotic rhythm of the heart-monitor
somberly, its green line scrolling endlessly across its screen, leapin
eachbeat

OWeOve examined him quite thoroughly, quite thoroughly, indee
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Hazard explained as he approached ShippyOs bed and flipped hirr
allowing his legs to dangle atfieside

OAnd?0

OWatch,O said tHector.

The doctor struck the young boyOs knee with a mallet. No respol
pricked his arm with a pin. No response. He brushed his cheek with ¢
featherNothing

OWhat in the name of God are ytming, Dr. Hazard?O Pennfield grow
OWhatOs all this poppycock with pins and malletéeattiereO

OBe patient, Mr. Pennfield,O Hazard continued profédhild.

OBut | donOt think youOre getting it. Thisnysson, my own fles
andbloodO

Bunny Pennfield put her hand on her husbandOs shoulder.
pleas®&l O

OYou have to understand, Mr. Pennfield, this is a very complicated ¢
sis,O saidlazard

What doyou mear?O

OHe has limited motor-nerve response but then the X-rays show no
on the brain. So we have neurological symptoms with no neurologica
ogy, at least none that weOve been allistoverO

OSo youOre saying he hpsyahiatricdisorder?0 Ophelésked

OThe signs are pointing in that direction,0 Hazard answered. OAt
thought his symptoms were consistent with some sort of delirium, but t
a delirium episode is set off by some external factor like a disease or
maticexperienced

OThe boys did say they saw a glow out on the dock, but we checke
was nothing we could confirm,® Ophetiantioned

OSo then we thought, perhaps itOs what we call castbiziophreniad

OSchizophrenia?8hocked, Bunny Pennfield coverieer mouth

OYes, itOs a rare form. But some of his symptoms lead in that di
Watch.O The doctor walked over to the young boy, propped up aga
pillows, almost to a seated position. He pulled ArthurOs right elbow u
with his shoulder and allowed his forearmhanglimp.

OWhat are you doing?0O Percival ass@uefused

OJust watch,0 Hazarswered

The doctor let go of young Arthurésow.

Pennfield gasped. The arm remained in the exact position, jutting ot
the young boyOs shoulder, his forearm dangling limp tlelbow.

OJesus!O Ophetiged

10
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OOh my God,O her motlgasped

OWhat the hell is that?O Percharked

OCatalepsy,0 Hazard answered. OltOs a state of muscular rigidit
we callwaxy flexibility We can place his limbs in any position, even a cc
tionistOs position, and theyOll stay there. ItOs a pretty strong marker
tonic schizophrenia

OWhat are you trying to do, make my son into some sogidéahow?O

ONot at all. WeOre just trying to hone in on the priagnosisO

OAnNd thatvould beEO

OAs | said,0 Hazard explained, Owe are leaning towards it not
neurological affliction, but rather a psychiatric one, catatonic schizopt
ThatOs as close as we carrigat now.O

OWell, 1Om sorry Dr. Ha-ZAIRD,O Pennfield barked, exaggerati
pronunciation of the doctorOs name, Obut thatOs just nehgoghio

Ol understand, but let me ask you this: has there been any histon
traits like this in your immediate family, or your wifeOs family?0 Haza
an ingratiating habit of nodding his head, half-smiling, and raising his
above his glasses as a punctuation each time he spoke. Although the
was intended to be deferential, Pennfield took patsonizing

Percival Pennfield swallowed hard. OWell, weOve had our share ¢
stopped and asked himself how far he should go, OEof what | would
uhEeccentriccharacter®

OEccentric, youOre saying?O Hazard raised an eyebrow and fla
ingratiating smirk, exposing his crookeskth

Pennfield swallowed again. OWell, yes, you know, | had um, an
Sarah who was very depressed and ended her life in an institutic
remember correctly. And there may have been a few others, and of
some alcoholics here and there, but how the hell is this relevant to the
of my sor?O

OSo, Mr. Pennfield, you do not think that a family history of despon
can have anything to do with your sonOs condition?0 Hazard rai
eyebrow, then wrote something down inaebook

OWe may have had our share of issues, but no more than ar
family.O

Hazard looked up again and addressed the family. OThe young chi
condition which most closely resembles the symptoms for catatonic ¢
phrenia, en? And he has at least one relativeN a great auntN who ha
institutionalized for depression and perhaps some other serious psych
conditionsO

II
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OSo youOre saying Shippy might have inherited this condition?C
asked

OPerhaps,0 Hazaedponded

OSo, what does this treatment entail?0 Penasikddl

OUnfortunately, there is no simple answer,0 Hazard responded
almost condescending smirk. OWe hardly see anything of this sort i
industrialized countries. You can count on your fingers the number of
we see in North America and Europe. This is a phenomenon which -
mostly in third worldcountriesO

OThen why did it happen to Shippy?0 Opbskad

OVery good question. Very good, indeed. At this point we can only |
uponit.O

OPonder?@ercival growled, OYouQOre supposed to be one of the
leading psychiatrists and all you can dpimdePO

Hazard nodded and smiled in deference, OMr. Pennfield, unfort
this is a very, very intriguingnaladyO

OSo when the hell is it going to be over and done with?O Pe
demanded

OHard to tell,O Hazard answered, OThe symptoms may disappea
ate, or last forever, quite impossiltedetermined

OGoddamnit!®ennfield punched his fist on his sobédframe

Bunny put her arm around her husband. OPlease, Pkras&O

Ol certainly understand, Mr. Pennfield, certainly,O Hazard responde
there is no established protocol of treatment for your smm@gionO

OThen let me ask again,0 Pennfield rasped, Owhat are we doin
youQre incapable of treatimy sor?O

Hazard smiled deferentially. OQuite frankly, Mr. Pennfield, if anyc
capable of treating your son, it would me O

OThenNO

Ol have examined more patients with these symptoms than any psy
in the world. 1 have several well-developed theories of what tree
regimen might be mosuccessfud

OSo letOs get going,O Optsponded

OUnfortunately, Ophelia,0 Hazard nodded and raised his eyebrow
OitOs not quite that simple. | have applied numerous times for funding
ical research whichN in my humble opinionN would help moderate
condition. But, regretfully, the funding has never materialized. They s:
affliction is fartoorareO

OFunding, en?0 Percival Pennfield knew the subject of money wou
up eventually, his only question had been how Hazard mighit slip

12
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OYes, funding.O Hazard answered. OFor fifty or sixty thousand dol
would be able to make seriossrides in the treatment of young Artht
affliction.O Hazard nodded at Ophelia. OAn unfortunate affliction. Ver
unfortunateO

Inside, Pennfield chuckled. The way Dr. Hazard pandered to Ophel
so transparent it was almost comical. He looked Hazard in the eyes.
speak with my wife and daughter in private for a momentHBrar®O

OYes, of course. Of course, Mr. Pennfield.O0 Hazard nodded a
backed his way out dheroom

OWALAT DO You THINK, Perce?OBunnyasked

Ol don®t know. Frankly,O Percival answered, Ol expected him tc
muchmoreO

OFather, does everything in life have to be ahwriey Just give it t
him.O Ophelia raisdtervoice

OPerce, will you do it?0 Buresked

OWell, you canOt deny it,0 Pennfield rasped, Othe manOs cred
impeccable. Yet thereOs something about him that bothers me, m:
queasyO

OBut heOs the best in the world, Father,0 Ophelia countered. OD:«
Shippy deserve theery bes?O

Silently, Pennfield focused on the catatonic Ship, then gazed c
window at the rolling countryside. He thought for several moments, an
swallowed hard. OPerhaps it might be worth giving DIZNHRD an opportt
nity. This place is close enough to visit, but far enough away from the
York riff-raff. Yes, it could workfor usO

OPercival, is that your only concern, staying away from the New Yo
raff?0 Bunny admonished hersband

OWhatever you may want to think, itOs important, Bunny,O Pennfie
OextremelymportantO

ODR. Hazarp,OPercival Pennfield immediately addressed the doctor as
entered the room, OMy family and | are in agreement. IOm prepared to
of your researcpersonallyO

Ol see. Of course.O Hazard nodsteeined

OSo, itOs settled,O Pennfield stood up from his chair and offered |
OArthur will stay here at Gladwell, and you will take steps to begin
researchmmediatelyO

13
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OYes. Of course.O Hazard was taken aback by the suddenness of
fields@lecision

Pennfield led Bunny and Ophelia towards the door. OYou can e»
check in three days, Dr. Hazard. Certified, of course. Just get our Shipy
to normalO

Hazard saved his largest smidk last

14



Lenox, Massachusetts, Gladwell Sanitarium, January BJune, 1964

or days, the young boy sat straight up in his hospital bed, cor
and oblivious to his surroundings: his head shaven, his eyes
and deep, his face expressing a bland state of indifference. Ser
his head and chest sent a rhythmic set of beats to the monitors @stesesi
bly, he was a seven-year-old boy sitting up in a hospital bed, nothing re
unusual, but the vacant eeriness of his expression, his hollow unresg
ness, and the rhythmic expansion and contraction of his chest with eacl
Nthe sole evidence of his existenceNformed a jolting, disconcersight
Each moment little Ship endured this conditionN this stranglehold ¢
sensesN the affliction matured; what began as a presumed acute attac
would hopefully inflict its damage and then be over and done with, soor
ened into something more chronic, one that might last forever. His
gradually resigned themselves to the unsettling possibilppehanence
ShipOs days were not without minor deviations from the norm. Dur
second month at Gladwell, Drs. Hazard and Hog noticed some
twitching around his nose and eyes. Although hopefulN since this
response by Ship might be a nascent sign of the efficacy of their car
doctors cautiously reigned in their enthusiasm, restraining themselve
over-reacting. Anxiously, they waited for a more concsaje
Several weeks later, suclsigncame
The young boyOs eyes bulged, the veins in his neck quivered, swea

15
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down his face as he battled with his faculties. He struggled to move |
even slightly. Gradually he formed a sound, sapping every ounce of ene
body couldmuster

(ESpuhESpuhE,O Ship stuttered in a soft whispeSgMhE SpuhEOHe
took a deep breath, held it in for a moment, and let out a s@BEpUhE
SpuhESparrrrirE O

Hazard and Hoq hovered over him, noticing every little movel
hanging onto every little grunt. The young boy struggled once more,
faced and clammy from his sweat. He wasy&ttdone

C(RuhE RuhEOhis neck turned red, his veins popping as he struggle
RuhERUhE Rowwwww,®eblurted

He took a deep, deep breath. He held it in, then spouted hastily as
rushed out: SpaarrooowwwO

OWhat was that he safdSparrowi®e the bird?0 Hoq askethzard

OThatOs what | heard,O Hazsponded

OWhat do you think it meand2@y asked

Ol havanoideaO

GreenwicH Connecticut
Indian Harbor
Time: Unknown

A sSPONGE FOR KNOWLEDGE, Shippy Pennfield loved nature and lovec
explore. On weekend days he would spend hours in the nearby
weaving between the houses on Indian Harbor, even wandering righ
their properties, alone or with friends, climbing trees, playing games, ¢
squirrels and all other types of animals. On this clear Spring day in A
and his friendsN Tommy Murphy, Jake Sunderland and Allie JohnsonKN
deep into a series of games of Hide and Seek. This time, Shippy was !
hands over his eyes and his face pressed to a tree trunk as his friends
about the woods, rushing to find their hidiplgces

(E SevenE EightE NineE TenEOShip removed his hands from over
eyes and shoute@Ready or not, het&comeO

He listened for rustling sounds. He tried to sense his friendsO last
attempts at camouflage, tried to pick up sounds that would lead him t
hiding places. He heard some rustling, but it sounded much too cl
certainly couldnOt be Higends

16
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He looked down, sensing motion. Something covered in leaves |
around a small puddi&ome tiny animél he thought. He went down on |
knees and observed more closely. Whatever it was didnOt seem to be
properly, as if limping. As he leaned closer in, he could see the feat
smallbird.

OHello, Mr. Bird,O Ship said, surprised it diflgGiway.

Sadly, the little bird just looked baek him.

Ship could tell something was wrong. The bird hardly struggled
Ship picked it up, lifting it to eye-level. Quickly, Ship could see the prol
The little birdOs right wing was broken. When he tried to rub his thumb
it, the little birdchirped

OWhat happened to youSiidp asked

The bird seemed comfortable in ShipOs cupped hands, almost a:
nest, peaceful anturtured

OWe have to do something about your wing, donOt we?0O Ship se
bird. Ol think | havanideaO

Ship began to walk off, the bird securelyhis hands

OShip! Shippy!O his friends shouted, wondering what had happt
their game. OWhatgsngon?0

OGot something 10ve got to do,O Ship shouted Battewdne O

The four of them traded one adventure for another as they followe
down the street to his house. He led them over to a little tool shed in th
Musty and damp, the shed was full of wooden shelves with all sorts of
randomly stacked. ShipOs eyes roamed across the shelves until he n
old shoebox. He pulled it down. It was greasy and full of screws, nu
bolts. He dumped the contents onto the floor and then ran outside th
picking up leaves, grass and twigs. He placed them in the box, pattin
down, creating a comfy home for his litdeest

OYou think itOs gonna stay in there?O Tomsked

OSure,O Ship answered, Ohe has a lwolgO

OBut howOs it gonna eat2Keasked

Ship thought for a moment, then said, Ogood point. I6gHéackO

Ship rushed over to the house, leapt up the back steps and into the
He opened the refrigerator door and searched for afdatad

OShippy, what are you doing?O His mother called out to him frc
living room

Ol need a piece of bread to feed aWwidound O

OBe careful, they carry gergwu know.O

ODon@torry, Mom.O

Ship bolted out the door and back over to the shed. Carefully, he pul
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piece of bread apart and crumbled it into little pieces. He spread then
shoebox. At first, the bird was cautious, then begaretkaway.

OWelcome to your new home, Mr. Bird,O Ship addressed tharittial

OYeah, but what are you going to do about his wing?0 Allie Ji
asked

OTomorrow at school, 101l go to the library and look it up,GaSigered

THE NEXT DAY, Ship found a book in the school library titlaél About Birds
Mostly a picture book, it allowed Ship to identify his little friend as a spa
He flipped through the pages until he came to a chapter on Care and f
Several pages into it, he spotted a series of drawings demonstrating
care for a broken wing. Immediately, Ship took the book over to the lib
and checked out

OQ@HiE, can you take me to the store?0 he asked his big sister when hg
home

(rorwhat?O

Ol need to get some stuff,O he answered. Ol want to fix my little sf
wing.O

His father sat nearby in his leather chair, his face buried in his dail
of TheTimes his tumbler of scotch on the side-table. OAnd what do yot
to do that for?0 he asked, still shielded behindévispaper

OOf course, to help him, Father,0 Shipswered

OHeOs probably gonna die, you know,O his father said tersely. OW
thetime?0

OOh, phooey, Father,O Ophie admonished him. OWho knows? Pe
have a doctor in the making.O She looked over towards Shippy. OCOr
letOg0.0

THAT EVENING, Ship went to work. He pulled on the chain to the tool sl
overhead light and laid out his supplies. First, he washed the little bird
special soap they bought at the drug store, then sprinkled him with we
dried the little sparrow carefully, making sure not to hurt his damaged
Ship then cut a twelve-inch length of bandage and methodically placed
the wing, securing it to the birdOs tiny body, but not so secure as to inte
breathing. He wrapped the bandage underneath the birdOs good wing ¢
several loops around its body. When he reached the end of the banc
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fastened it to itself with tape. Then he placed the bird in a brand-ne\
they purchased at tipetstore

OThere, Mr. Bird,0 Ship lifted him up and looked in the little cree
eyes. Ol know it may be uncomfortable, but soon yiy@gainO

For THE NEXT FOUR WeEks, Shippy nursed his little sparrow back to he.
each day visiting the tool shed at least twice, feeding him birdseed ani
crumbs, placing drops of water in a little plastic container and checki
hiswing.

Then cameheday.

The book said to give the bird four weeks to recover after the win
been properly wrapped, then another few days for the little creature to
its bearings once the wrapping was removed. Halfway through the fifth
the little sparrow seemed to have regained its strength, moving briskly
his cage. Ship decidedwtastime.

He called Ophie outside to vietve event

Carefully, he cupped his hands and lifted the little sparrow out of its
He held out his hands and preparedeteaset.

OArenOt you going to say anything to your little friend?0 exited

OWhat should | say? Stapswered

OTell himE good luck, or, youOre goingmésshim.O

Ol am, but,O he hesitated, OheQll be happier flying around instead
in thatold cageO®

Ophie smiled, impressed by ShipOs maturity for an yégtrbld.

Ship looked at the little bird in his hands and whispered, Ohave a gc
Mr. Bird.O In one swift motion, he un-cupped his hands, springing th
sparrow intatheair.

When the sparrow flapped its wings and flew over to a nearby tree
giggled. OThere you go, Mr. Bird. It was goo#riow you.O

Ophie wipedhereye

Even BErFORE SHIPPY launched his adopted little sparrow back into the wi

ness, he had developed an itch. His itchy skinNespecially around his

and armsNhadnOt been unbearable. But now, after doctoring his own ¢

the itch had begun to interrupt his concentration on schoolwork and

the time it took him to fall asleep at night. ShipOs scratching had incre

such a point that Bunny Pennfield finally took him to see the fathaityor.
OBird mites,O Dr. Stevenson explained after adx@hination

19



ROGER CHIOCCHI

OYou see, Ship, | warned you about germs,O she rerhinded

ODonOt be too hard on him, Mrs. Pennfield,0 Stevenson said. OH
little bird. 10l prescribe some ointment and everything will be fine in a
orso0

THAT EVENING, When Percival Pennfield returned home from his Wall £
office, he was much ledsrgiving.

Ol told you not to fool around with things like that,O his father admo
him, pouring his nightly tumbler of scotch, Othe damn birdOs probab
already. Was it reallyorthit?O

OOf course,O Ship answered. ODonOt you realize he fleWathaR)

Lenox, Massachusetts
Gladwell Sanitarium
March 30,1964

OHas HE DoNE IT AcaIN?O Ophie exclaimed as she rushed out of her pa
Cadillac and bolted toward Drs. Hazard and Hoq in the hospitalOs foye
we actuallysee hindoit?0

OWell,® began Dr. Hazard, Owe will haweN O

OHe said a wordSgarrow,®e actually said it?0 Ophie askaditedly.

OYes,O Dr. Hoq answered. OWe were curious if you could ascl
significanceto it?0

Ophie thought for a moment. ONo, not really, he loves the out
though, so it wouldn®&N O

ODrHazardO

Mid-sentence, Ophie was abrupithterrupted

OExactly whatOs going on?O Percival Pennfield continued in wh
strident tones as he and his wife entered the foyer. From his sour expre
was obvious he was not happy about driving all the way up to Gladwell
upon a few mergrunts

OltOs true that we shouldnOt get too enthusiastic, Mr. Pennfield,(
responded, Obut certainly we would consider this a positive sign, atitea:
tionally.O

ODirectionally?OPennfield scoffed. OEither heOs responding or he
WhatOs happening, Bfazar®O
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OPerhaps we should take a look at him?O Hsuzggested

THE PENNFIELDS HAD SEEN Ship in this state before, yet the horrific impact
not diminish over time; each time they saw himN their poor little Sh
hovering in some gelatinous semi-state between life and deathN it di
forted themevenmore

Undaunted, Ophelia rushed over and tried to break through his see
impenetrable shellOShip!... Shippy!Ghe called out to him hugging t
brusquely. Talk to me, Ship. 1tOs iyeur OphidO

Despite embracing him with all the might she could muster, Sh
straight up: quiet andndisturbed

OOphelia, perhaps you shouldnOt disturb him,O her mwgjbested

ONo, no, Mrs. Pennfield,0 Dr. Hazard said. OItOs quite alright. Sc
has to eventually break through, disruptstigporO

Percival Pennfield scowled. OIf a hug from his sister can eventual
him, what the hell is hdoinghereO

OMr. Pennfield, IOm sorry if | sounded cavalier, but that was not my
We are experimenting with different protocols of drug therapy combine:
electroconvulsive therapy. ItOs just a matter of finding the right b
Perhaps a display of warmth from a loved one in combination wit
optimal protocol will be what finally breakBroughO

OHowOs your clinical study coming?0 Pennfield tesisety

OThrough your generous contribution, Mr. Pennfield, we are rec
more and more patients each day, so we are able to test many differe
menssimultaneoushy®

OThe sooner, the better, Dr. Hazard. We warbbaybackO

OOf course. QfourseO

Throughout it all, OphieOs eyes remained fixed on little Shippy, exj
the contours of his face, searching for some sort of slight movemen
lips, his eyes, his ears, anythingNsome real sign that he was among the
She had to believe that he was somehow aware of her presence, yet t
respond. She gently grazed his forehead with the back of her hand. C
feel her hand, she wondered, or was his mind in another place altc
creating his own special world? Was she a phitt?

GREENWICH Connecticut
Indian Harbor
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Time: Unknown

QDpHIE, Ophie, cOmon, letGs go out on the So@idpCcalled out from the
old rickety backyaralock

The New England summer day was perfect. The full strength of the
rays reflected off the waters of Long Island Sound as the afternoon |
provided a tranquility accented by the pungent odorssaltgsea

OOkay, okay,O Ophie answered fronb#ekporch

OMake sure he puts his life jacket on,0 Bunny Pennfield admonis
daughter

OOf course, Mother,O Ophie shouted back as she ran out tBhiagls

Tethered to the dock, a wooden Sunfish with a bright blue and
striped sail rocked back and forth to the gentle roll of Indian HarborOs
Still not an accomplished swimmer, the nine-year-old Shippy was not a
to take out the small boat on his own. OphieOs presence was just as 1
as a gentle sea and forgiving winds for Ship to enjoy a jaunt on the fe
Sunfish

OCan | work the tiller?0 Ship asked anxiously as he jumped onto tt
skiff.

OWatch yourself, Shippy, donOt jump like that,O Ophie warned hin
removed her robe, revealing a classic blue one-piece bathing suit. OAn
your life jacketO

ODo | have t0?0 Shipgxclaimed

OEven if you were Johnny Weissmuller, youOd have to,0 she a
stepping carefully ontthe boat

OTarzan wears a life jacket?O Ship questiordigialiet

OYes, Tarzan wears a life jacket,O0 Ophie answered. ONow man f
CaptainO

They shoved off onto glassy waters, Ophie letting out the sail to c
light breeze crossing from port starboard

OSteer to starboard,O Ophie instructed him as she let out the <
more, repositioning the small boat for a smooth doenwind

OShould | pull up the centerboard?0O Shasked

OSure,O Optamswered

Free of its dagger keel, the boat sped up, hydroplaning across
HarborOs waters and into Long Island Sound. ShipOs cheerful en
soothed Ophie in a way that would be impossible to match. She loved
the slight little Shippy enjoying himself so. And, likewise, she loved th
needederso
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OCan | work the sail?0 Ship asked as they skirted Hosser

OSure, 10l take the tiller,O Opimswered

They shared a memorable few hours on the Sound, navigating the
past Mead Point, around Tweed Island, across the Sound to Rocky
dipping in and out of Smith Cove, then downwind to Indian Harbor
where they set course upwind for thede home

OReady to come about?0 Opbkied

OReady, Captain!O Ship reveled in his role as a matieisefis

OOkayhard-a-lee!QDOphieordered

Ship let out the sail, and as Ophie steered the boat into the winc
allowed the sail to backwind. He tugged hard on the sheet, so forcefu
the taut sail stood hardened as a strong puff of wind collided with it, t
the small boato port

OShip, Shippy, let it out@phiescreamed

Panicking, Shippy grabbed ftre sheet

The tip of the small boatOs sail dipped perilously close to the wa
boat bouncing on its side. Ophie and Ship struggled to keebtiairce

Plop!

The small boat fell over, capsized. Its port side and colorful sail dipg
the water. The small vessel dunked both Ship and Ophi¢he&ound

OHelp! Help!Gshippy yelled as he floated aimlessly in the waters,
buoyant by his life jacke©Help me, OphidielpmeO

ODonGt worry, don®t worry, just floah®reassureaim.

A strong swimmer, Ophie dove towards his legs, got a grip anc
worked her hand up his torso. She wrapped one arm around his che
treading water wittthe other.

QDphie, Ophigd Ship exclaimed, hanging wrher.

Clutching Ship, she swam him over to the capsized boat, propelle
strong scissokick.

OBut what do we do now?0 Ship askedering

O10m going to let go of you faserondd

ONo, no, donOtBhipbegged

ODonOt worry. Just float. 10ltigat hereO

Ophie swam over to the boat, pushed down on its starboard side st
the small craft, then grabbed the mast, tugging it upright. She lifted |
onto the boat then dipped her hand in the water, propelling the vess
short strokes, guiding it towahip.

She pulled hinonboard

Ship breathed heavily, goose-bumped sinigtering

OSo why did this happen?0 she asked. OWhat did youicfoliaped
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OUmmmmE.O Ship began, still shivering, OuhhhE maybeE forgot t
the centerboartlackin?0

OThatOs it.O She held up the centerboard, then slid it into its notch.
learnedd

Shipped hugged Ophie, holding tight.

Ol love you, Ophie,O tvispered

OAnd | love you, too, Shippy.O She tightened her grip. OMor
anything else itheworld.O

GreenwicH Connecticut
Indian Harbor
May 30, 1964

A cHiLD oF pPrIVILEGE, Ophelia Pennfield had her quirks, a set of indulge
most ordinary folk could never imagine. An Aquarius, she would vis
astrologer twice a weekN more when the situation warrantedN never t
taking a major venture nor finalizing a critical decision without
consulting Miss Felicia. It was a habit her honors professoid/ediesle)
would have never guessshehad

Then there was her Ouija board habit, an almost hourly addict
conjuring up messages from the netherworld. Her elder cousin Xenobi
odd sort, but with an incisive intuition rivaled by very fewN had taught h
read Tarot at aparlyage

Perhaps OpheliaOs most interesting quirk was what she called Ot
the window.O Almost daily, as twilight darkened into night, she would |
to her third-floor bedroom, darken the room, place two scented candles
window sill, look out and converse with tbarkness

At times, it would be a moment of silent contemplation, nothing more
a ritualistic respite from the humdrum of daily existence. At other time
would drift into a trance-like state, conversing with all sorts of peopleN
or imaginedN on the other side of the glass. Occasionally, she
embellish her trance with a puff or twoadnnabis

During these window-sill rituals, she had observed many odd visic
the other side. Her grandfather, Benjamin Pennfield, as well as her aur
Pennfield Morton, the black sheep of the family, were known to convers
her now and then. She felt sure she had spoken with Joan of Arc, S
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Newton, Cleopatra, Abraham Lincoln, a slew of family members and
JesuChrist

Tonight she stood at the window searching for solace. ShipOs condi
preyed upon her, taken its toll. She was known to be emotional, pas:
but this inexplicable assault upon ShipOs very humanity stifled her, d
her into despondency, then mild depression. She was anxious, ob
yearning to help him, her little Shippy. Now, she could not bear that
several hundred miles away, by himself, sitting upright in a hospita
doing nothing, experiencing nothing, and she was here at Indian Harbo
less and hopeless, impotent to improvecoisdition

She gazed outward, awaiting a sign from somewhere, sometime, sc
Gradually, the scenery framed within windowN the trees, the inlet, the
kling starsN became one and the same. Everything darkened, the el
coalescing into some vast somber grayness, a canvas, perhaps, for a
yet to emerge. Soon the canvas expressed itself, emanating a mysteric
in the middle, a white spot, confirming her instincts: fuzzy at first, the |
white spot grew as it sharpened intarity.

An egg-shaped face, shoulders, arms: monochromatic, the shades
more than just an artistOs palette; a spectrum of moods and feelings. !
could make out a wall, arabed

She gasped as the blur becaes

IT was SHiPPY, little Shippy, sitting comatose in his hospital bed, just as st

seen him during her last visit. His faceN his sorrowful, vacant faceN

larger, closer. She could feel the pulse of his heartbeat, count his freckles,

with him in synchrony. He could see her, too. She was sure of it. He kn

was watching. Very slowly, very deliberately, he spoke, higjlipgering
OHelp me, OphidielpmeO

Lenox, Massachusetts
Gladwell Sanitarium
June 189, 1964

Her vision at the window left Ophelia with only one alternative. She h
be near Shippy. And it had to hew! She needed to watch him, touch hinr
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there for him, maybe even save him. She had no choice but to go to C
immediately. Undoubtedly, her appearance there on a Monday afternoc
as a complete surprise to GladwellOs Chief Medifiaér.

OI0Il be staying in the area for several weeks, Dr. Hazard,C
announced to the esteemed doctor as he greeted her in GladwellOs
want to spend as much time with my little brothepassibleO

OOf course, of course.O Dr. Hazard muttered. OYou are welco
whenever youesireO

OThank you,0O she answered. ONow can someone takehipeO

HazAarRD was NOT sure how to interpret this development. He could sen:
strength of the bond between Ophelia and her little brotherN absolu
extreme love and affectionN but Hazard had an inherent distrust of P
Pennfield. To him, Pennfield was a domineering bully and he wouldnC
past him to have sent Ophelia hereaapy.

ODalipe, | must talk to you,0 Hazard announced to his assistant.
join me in myoffice.O

OWhat is it, Emilio,O Dr. Hoq asked as he sat across$-aaard

Olt appears that we will have a visitor for several weeks,O Hamdrd

O0h?0

OYes, Ophelia Pennfield will be staying nearby and | would venture
sheOll be spending a good deal of time here witbrbgrerO

OAnd why is this?0 DBiogasked

OFrankly, | donOt know antydthersme O

OSo, what shoulde do?0O

OCooperate with her fully on anything to do withtretherO

Hoqnodded

OBut be caref@roundner.O

Q will.O

OAndDalipe?O

OYesEmilio.O

OMake sure she never gets near the basement,O ¢tdeaed

OSurelyEmilio.O

OrHIE waTcHED over Ship as if she were his personal caretaker. She l¢
how to help feed him through his tubes, deal with his catheter and b
monitor his EEG and take his blood pressure. But her caretaking skill
far overshadowed by the warmth and comfort she provided, dividenc
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truly deep and undying love. She would sit beside him for hours and
him, engage in a one-way conversation with his blank, inert stare,
into his eyes while always yearning to understand what was goi
inside

She regularly read to him, not childrenOs books, but works reflective
elevated intellect prior to his incident on the dock. She read him the cl
Ivanhoe, The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, Captains Courageou
Grapes of Wrattand The Old Man and the SeRarely did he respond, |
Ophie continued undeterred, convinced that somehow the words wo
through and when his inevitable return to normalcy occurred, his in
would be as fine-tunedsever.

OToday letOs talk about politics, leadershipEO she began her com
with him one morning as she did all others, opening with a daily top
discussion. OThere have been many great leaders of men, those w
liberated thousands of people. But there have also been tyrants, those
their power and charisma to twist the minds of their people, leading to t
terriblething£O

Typically, she would go on and on and on, conversing with the g
eyed, unresponsive mannequin. On this day, though, when she mentic
word tyrant, she sensed a stir, or perhaps a slight shiver. She we
mentioning the names of some of historyOs most tyateds

OHitlerE MussoliniE LeninE StalinE Trotsky..O

She stopped short, senssgmething

His lips quivered, he trembled all over, attempting to muster up ¢
strength. Silent, Ophie focused, grasping for every little sign of move
another slight twitch, a blink, a quiverihig.

OBUhEO he gruntenlit

Elated, Ophie encouraged him. OGo on. G&bippy.O

OBUhEO he strainedo@wwnnnrEQ

OBuhE Owwnnnn,O he struggle®adnneO

(Bone?Was that what you meant?O Opisked

OSoEsoEsorrrrirE,O His face reddened as he conjured up the st
ORuhEruhEeeeeeeESawReeeed

OSorry?@phie translated his grunts into a watBone? Sorry?O

OH saID SOMETHING, Dr. Hazard, he said something to me!O Ophie s
the moment she flew through his offideor.

OReally?0O Hazard looked up, rose his eyes above his glass fra
responded softly, undaunted by her abemtance
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OYes. Yes.O Ophie blurted into his face. OHe spoke. He actuall
IsnOt ivonderfulPO

Ol suppose so0,0 Hazard mumbled. OExactly whatheasit?

OTwo words,O she answe@®Bonand&orry0O

OAnNd you believe the significance of this is@&sked

OIOm not sure,O she responded feebly. OHe loved animals, |
outdoors. Maybe it has something to do with a bone he gave to a dog o
thing. Or maybe heOsSorry... about taking it away®/ho knows?O

Oltds hard for me to work with something so vague, Miss Pen
Hazard responded. OCan you give me anythimg?O

ONo, | canOt right now. But I0m sure thereOs somethiggrtethingd

LeEnox, Massachusetts
The Berkshires Countiiyin
Twilight
Junel9, 1964

OPHELIA susTAINED her ritual of Otalking to the windowO throughout hel
in the Berkshires. Set on a hill surrounded by a grassy meadow, the Ini
Ophelia lodged offered majestic views of the mountains. Just as she
Indian Harbor, Ophelia lit two small votive candles and set one on eac
of her roomOs window sill. She placed her hands down on the mid
leaned forward, her eyes shut tight. She concentrated mightily, hoping
special nightN the end of a day when Ship actually displayed signs ¢
signs that gave her hopeN her time at the window would not be in
Tonight, she hoped for some real, conciesgght

She strained, then opened her eyes and gazed outside. Despite the
the panorama of flattened, languorous mountains extending acrc
window was a sight to behold. Spring had bequeathed them with suc
tiful and robust colors that even the sunOs daily departure could not m:
vibrancy.

She struggled to achieve a tranquil state, one which freed her mi
opened it to a higher level of consciousness. Perhaps the adrenaline
from her encouraging session with Ship was a deterrent. She would try
thing else. She stepped away from the window and opened the top doc
dresser. There, in a small pouch, she kept her rolling papers and a si
marijuana. She carefully rolled a cigarette and began to puff, holdii
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smoke in her lungs long enough so every cell in her body would be
with its calmingeffects

She walked back to the window, took another puff and breathed i
once more. Now she could relax, absorb. She looked out over the lands
melted away into something different: visionsN provocative, resc
visions

FirsT, Ship in his hospital bed, unresponsive aathatose

Then, cousin Christopher, but an older cousin Christopher, his face
ened and aged, sitting in a dark room with large windows, sipping &
of wine.

Then Ship again. Followed by cousin Christopdugain

The images flipped faster and faster, back and forth, swirling togeth
one composite picture: a transparent Ship over a transparent image of 1
Christopher

They flipped more and more rapidly, so rapidly they finally melted
into a plain, homogenous white. She rubbed her &ybsit was the meani
of it? What was sh do?

She looked up and savored the vista once again. She couldnOt s
She needed to find out more. She took another puff of marijuana, bree
and looked up. This time, the quaint Berkshires panorama melted ¢
away, replaced by a more startlivigion.

A maN, perhaps about fifty, sitting in a cell in some sort ofjaibut the jai
looked old-fashioned, perhaps third-world. The vision focused in ©
manQOs face. It looked oddly familiar. The more Ophelia studied
became absolutely convinced it was Ship, an adult Ship. She could ¢
his eyes

Then, suddenly, four armed guards marched into the scene anc
before his cell. One dghemspoke

QtGdime.O

The margulped

They pulled him out of his cell and surrounded him, two guards in
two in front. They pushed him forward. His ankles shackled, he strugt
keep up. After he fell, they dragged him up the cold, sharp-edged
stairs, scraping his knees and shins altmgway.

They pulled him through the door. The sun shone brightly and the s
an inviting shade of blue. A retinue of officials steating.
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One of them stepped forward and read from some sort of c
document

ODr. Arthur Shipkin Pennfield: By order of the Apexian governmer
Prime Minister 1zan Bonne-Saari, you are hereby sentenced to death t
lotine on this day of Magd", 20110

What!

She breathed deeply, her face went flush, her horrific shock wipi
vision away:.

Bone Sorry.

Did that man saydoneSorry?

She was sure of it, the man in her vision repeated the exact same
Ship had struggled to blurt out earlier that day. She closed her eyes
trying to find her way back in, trying fearnmore

SHE HAD seeN Ship and cousin Chris. They merged into a homogel
oneness in some cryptic sort of way. And then she saw what had to ha
an older Ship, being led to an execution, an execution ordered by sc
namedBone Sorry She opened her eyes and took another deep long
wondering what it all meant. But why would todayOs Ship, cataton
flawed, blurt out that name? How could he possiigw it?

Think, think, concentrat&She goadetierself

ThereOs todayOs Ship, flawed and afflicted. And then, perhaps ther
future Ship: ostensibly healthy but in some sort of deep trouble. Whe
this juxtaposition of Ships mean? Was it some sort of choice? Young
Flawed or un-flawed. Sheltered siramed

Is a healthy Ship somehow destined to be shamead adult?

Yet, if Ship stays afflicted with this mysterious condition, any semb
of a normal life is snatched awéypm him.

Which is betterhealthy and shamed or sick asldeltere@

And was there evenchoice?

CousIN CHrisTOPHER studying in New York for Spring semester, we
constant phone companion of OpheliaOs throughout the ordeal. For ye
had always been there for each other, celebrating each otherOs acc
ments, salving each otherOs wounds, sharing each otherOs thoughts
even to the point of completing each otherOs sentences. They shar
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traits in common: an exuberant, playjoie de vivre intellectual curiosity, &
understated urbane refinement and, of course, a deep love fdBHhiipley.

After her experience at the window earlier in the evening, there w
oneOs voice in the world Ophelia would rather hear than that of her
Christopher

OH:LLo,Othe familiar voiceanswered

OChristopher?0 shikispered

OYes, yes, my dear,0 he answered. OHowOs everything
Massachuset®O

ONothingOs changed really. The doctors still donCi tae

OMy God. That@sminalO

Ol wish you were here right now,0 she said with a se®tectiveness

Ol know, | knowsweethear®

Olneedyou.O

Ol know. | know. But right now that would be quite impossible. IO
my neck in my dissertation, teaching two sophomore sections at Col
andE ElizabethOs hewith me.O

Ol understand,O she answeesinedly

OBut 10l get there. 10l be there for you. You knowdthra®you?O

OOf course,O she answered, then paused for a maBianigtophePO

OYesmy dearO

Ol want you to knowomethingd

OYes?0

ONo matter what happens. No matter what happens to you or
Shippy, | love you. 10l alwaysve you.O

OAnd | do you,0 he whispered. Ol will love you forever my d
Nothing will ever changéhatO
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TIME FRAME: 20 YEARS
LATER







Upper Manhattan, Columbia Presbyterian Hospital, November 13,
1984

olumbia Presbyterian Hospital towered over the West Side Hig
keeping watch over the Hudson and the GW Bridge. The da
damp and chilly, as grey as the giant steel stanchions suspenc
majestic bridge. A mist, similarly somber, tinged the air with glc
wretchedness
If anyone were to choose a day to die, Christopher Pennfield thought as
entered the hospitalOs reception atelay would be the kind of day to do it.
He still did not believe he was here, paying a visit to say goodbye to sc
whose presence in his life transcended family, transcended love, tran
romance. He felt more like a shell-shocked automaton progressing thi
series of pre-determinadotions
If there was any place he didnOt want to be, any circumstance h
want to face, this was it. But he had to be here, had to see her one las
would be both comforting and deeply depressing. He would be there w
and for her, for her last moments. But the thought of living in a world w
her was unbearable. A bright light in his life was to be extinguitireder.

Ol@ HEerE to see Ophelia Pennfield,O Christopher Pennfield announce
approached the hospitalOs main receptsk
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The receptionist on duty checked her list. OAre you an immediate
membePO

OYes, I0m heousinO

OYou do realize the intensive care ward does not have the same
hours as the rest of thespitaPO

OYes, but sheOs dying. | haveetther.O

OIQIl call up and see if they can take you.ydadname&O

OChristopher Pennfiel@)y: Christopher Pennfield.O he answered brisl
Ol told you, IOm her cousin.O Perhaps his academic status would ac
heft to his requeshehoped

OYou may have a seat over there.O She nodded towards a cou
waiting area

Pennfield fidgeted anxiously. He had little patience for the bureat
ways of large institutions, particularly hospitals. Annoyed, he waited
knot in his stomach began tightening with each moment. Finally, afte
seemed like an hour, he jumped up and marched brusqubekdesk

OHave they respondea?0

On the phone, the receptionist held up her finger, dropped the mout
and whispered, OIOIl call again iniauteO

Pennfield looked at his watch. Only ten minutes had passed sii
walked in the doors. He marched backhecouch

Finally, the receptionist summoned an orderly who escorted Pennfi
to Intensive Care. Two large doors swung open, exposing a methodice
of nurses, doctors and attendants crisscrossing the room, intern
hovering over one of the ten or so hospital beds draped with an array ¢
monitors, respirators and IV-bags hooked and connected in all sorts of \
all sorts of body parts. The orderly lead him over to OpheliaOs cornel
field bracechimself

Oesus Christ!” he exclaimed. As much as he had prepared himse
was shocked. This was not his cousin, not the femme fatale who had
hundreds of hearts, leaving scores of suitors in her wake: the sassy En
major from Wellesley, the Park Avensecialite

PennfieldOs eyes fixated on her now: a chalky white carcass, the |
around her forehead rendering her androgynous. Yet, still, as his eyes
deeper, he could sense her inner beauty, her inimitable sense of sl
spunk, heressence; those would never die, couldnOt possibly, he as
himself

OSir? Your visit will be limited. About 3@inutesO

ORight. Is sheoherer?O

OOff and on,O answethdnurse
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He pulled up a chair next to her bed and clutched for OphieOs h:
squeezed it. OOphie, Ophie, what has this terrible cancetodymeO

For a moment, she opened her eyes and squbazkd

OOph! 1tOs meN God bless you my dear, God bless you,O Pennfie
pered, squeezingack

Her lips made a futile attemfi move

OShhhhhh,O Pennfield hushed her. ORelax, sawngogyyO

Still, her lips struggled to form coherent speech. It came slowly and
erately.“Pain...”

OWhat?0 Startled, Pennfield at first did not comprehemidssage

She squeezed his hand and summoned up the strength to speak ac
time her meaning wadear. “Pain...”

Pennfield grasped her hand tightly. Ol know. | know youOre st
Ophie, sweetheart,0O he whispered. OAnd as hard as it is for me to
soon your suffering will end, youOll igpeaced

Abruptly, she shook her head, her massive effort resulting in mi
movement. ROEO

Ol know. | know, my dear,O Pennfield responded. OBut always kno
love you. 10l love yoalwaysO

ONOEO She struggledY@uEO

“Me?” Pennfield answeregluizzically.

“Yes... You... Pain...”

OWhat dgou mear?O

“You... Pain...”

Gently, he touched her cheek, rubbing it with the back of his hand.
strain yourself, my dear. | understand. | understaat.O

He stood there, clutching her hand for as long as he was allowed. H
remained closed, she laid silent and still until he traced his finger do\
cheek once again, preparittgleave

Her lips moved sparingly, but deliberatelyrotect...Shippy... Protect...”

OOphie! Wait,SBippy? What doyou mear?O

“Protect... Shippy... Protect...”

OFromN yesbput, Op?0O

She closedhereyes

Various Locations
1995-2007
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