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T he telephone rang while he 
was running the vacuum 
cleaner. He had worked his 
way through the apartment 
and was doing the living room, 

using the nozzle attachment to get at the cat 
hairs between the cushions. He stopped and 
listened and then switched off the vacuum. 
He went to answer the telephone. 

"Hello," he said. "Myers here." 
"Myers," she said. "How are you? What 

are you doing?" 
"Nothing," he said. "Hello, Paula." 
"There's an office party this afternoon," 

she said. "You're invited. Carl invited you." 
"I don't think I can come," Myers said. 
"Carl just this minute said get that old 

man of yours on the phone. Get him down 
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here for a drink. Get him out of his ivory tow
er and back into the real world for a while. 
Carl's funny when he's drinking. Myers?" 

"I heard you," Myers said. 
Myers used to work for Carl. Carl always 

talked of going to Paris to write a novel, and 
when Myers had quit to write a novel, Carl 
had said he would watch for Myers' name on 
the best-seller list. 

"I can'tcome now," Myers said. 
"We found out some horrible news this 

morning," Paula continued, as if she had not 
heard him. "You remember Larry Gudinas. 
He was still here when you came to work. He 
helped out on science books for a while, and 
then they put him in the field, and then they 
canned him? We heard this morning he com
mitted suicide. He shot himself in the mouth. 
Can you imagine? Myers?" 

"I heard you," Myers said. He tried to 
remember Larry Gudinas and recalled a tall, 
stooped man with wire-frame glasses, bright 
ties, and a receding hairline. He could just 
imagine the jolt, the head snapping back. 
"Jesus," Myers said. "Well, I'm sorry to hear 
that." 

"Come on down to the office, honey, all 
right?" Paula said. "Everybody is just talking 
and having some drinks and listening to 
Christmas music. Come down," she said. 

Myers could hear it all at the other end of 
the line. "I don't want to come down," he 
said. "Paula?" A few snowflakes drifted past 
the window as he watched. He rubbed his 
fingers across the glass and then began to 
write his name on the glass as he waited. 

"What? I heard," she said. "All right," 
Paula said. "Well, then, why don't we meet at 
Voyles for a drink? Myers?" 

"Okay," he said. "Voyles. All right." 
"Everybody here will be disappointed 

you didn't come," she said. "Carl especially. 
Carl admires you, you know. He does. He's 
told me so. He admires your nerve. He said if 
he had your nerve he would have quit years 
ago. Carl said it takes nerve to do what you 
did. Myers?" 

''I'm right here," Myers said. "I think I 
can get my car started. Ifl can't start it, I'll call 
you back." 

"All right," she said. "I'll see you at Voy
les. I'll leave here in five minutes if I don't 
hear from you." 

"Say hello to Carl for me," Myers said. 
"I will," Paula said. "He's talking about 

you." 
Myers put the vacuum cleaner away. He 

walked down the two flights and went to his 
car, which was in the last stall and covered 
with snow. He got in, worked the pedal a 
number of times, and tried the starter. It 
turned over. He kept the pedal down. 

As he drove, he looked at the people 
who hurried along the sidewalks with 
shopping bags. He glanced at the gray 

sky, filled with flakes, and at the tall buildings 
with snow in the crevices and on the window 
ledges. He tried to see everything, save it for 

later. He was between stories, and he felt des
picable. He found Voyles, a small bar on a cor
ner next to a men's clothing store. He parked 
in back and went inside. He sat at the bar for a 
time and then carried a drink over to a little 
table near the door. 

When Paula came in she said, "Merry 
Christmas," and he got up and gave her a kiss 
on the cheek. He held a chair for her. 

He said, "Scotch?" 
"Scotch," she said, then "Scotch over ice" 

to the girl who came for her order. 
Paula picked up his drink and drained the 

glass. 
"I'll have another one, too," Myers said to 

the girl. "I don't like this place," he said after 
the girl had moved away. 

"What's wrong with this place?" Paula 
said. "We always come here." 

"I just don't like it," he said. "Let's have a 
drink and then go someplace else." 

"Whatever you want," she said. 
The girl arrived with the drinks. Myers 

paid her, and he and Paula touched glasses. 
Myers stared at her. 
"Carl says hello," she said. 
Myers nodded. 
Paula sipped her drink. "How was your 

day today?" 
Myers shrugged. 
"What'd you do?" she said. 
"Nothing," he said. "I vacuumed." 
She touched his hand. "Everybody said to 

tell you hi." 
They finished their drinks. 
"I have an idea," she said. "Why don't we 

stop and visit the Morgans for a few minutes. 
We've never met them, for God's sake, and 
they've been back for months. We could just 
stop by and say hello, we're the Myerses. Be
sides, they sent us a card. They asked us to 
stop during the holidays. They invited us. I 
don't want to go home," she finally said and 
fished in her purse for a cigaret. 

Myers recalled setting the furnace and 
turning out all the lights before he had left. 
And then he thought of the snow drifting past 
the window. 

"What about that insulting letter they 
sent telling us they heard we were keeping a 
cat in the house?" he said. 

"They've forgotten about that by now," 
she said. "That wasn't anything serious, any
way. Oh, let's do it, Myers! Let's go by." 

"We should call first if we're going to do 
anything like that," he said. 

"No," she said. "That's parr of it. Let's not 
call. Let's just go knock on the door and say 
hello, we used to live here. All right? Myers?" 

"I think we should call first," he said. 
"It's the holidays," she said, getting up 

from her chair. "Come on, baby." 
She took his arm and they went out into 

the snow. She suggested they take her car and 
pick up his car later. He opened the door for 
her and then went around to the passenger's 
side. 

Something took him when he saw the 
lighted windows, saw snow on the roof, 
saw the station wagon in the driveway. 

The curtains were open and Christmas-tree 
lights blinked at them from the window. 

They got out of the car. He took her 
elbow as they stepped over a pile of snow and 
started up the walk to the front porch. They 
had gone a few steps when a large bushy dog 
hurtled around the corner of the garage and 
headed straight for Myers. 

"Oh, God," he said, hunching, stepping 
back, bringing his hands up. He slipped on 
the walk, his coat flapped, and he fell onto the 
frozen grass with the dread certainty that the 
dog would go for his throat. T he dog growled 
once and then began to sniff Myers' coat. 

Paula picked up a handful of snow and 
threw it at the dog. The porch light came on, 
the door opened, and a man called, "Buzzy!" 
Myers got to his feet and brushed himself off. 

"What's going on?" the man in the door
way said. "Who is it? Buzzy, come here, fel
low. Come here!" 

"We're the Myerses," Paula said. "We 
came to wish you a Merry Christmas." 

"The Myerses?" the man in the doorway 
said. "Get out! Get in the garage, Buzzy. Get, 
get! It's the Myerses," the man said to the 
woman who stood behind him trying to look 
past his shoulder. 

"The Myerses," she said. "Well, ask them 
in, ask them in, for heaven's sake." She step
ped onto the porch and said, "Come in, 
please, it's freezing. I'm Hilda Morgan and 
this is Edgar. We're happy to meet you. 
Please come in." 

The all shook hands quickly on the front 
porch. Myers and Paula stepped inside and 
Edgar Morgan shut the door. 

"Let me have your coats. Take off your 
coats," Edgar Morgan said. "You're all right?" 
he said to Myers, observing him closely, and 
Myers nodded. "I knew that dog was crazy, 
but he's never pulled anything like this. I saw 
it. I was looking out the window when it hap
pened." 

This remark seemed odd to Myers, and 
he looked at the man. Edgar Morgan was in 
his forties, nearly bald, and was dressed in 
slacks and a sweater and was wearing leather 
slippers. 

"His name is Buzzy," Hilda Morgan an
nounced and made a face. "It's Edgar's dog. I 
can't have an animal in the house myself, but 
Edgar bought this dog and promised to keep 
him outside." 

"He sleeps in the garage," Edgar Morgan 
said. "He begs to come in the house, but we 
can't allow it, you know." Morgan chuckled. 
"But sit down, sit down, if you can find a 
place with this clutter. Hilda, dear, move 
some of those things off the couch so Mr. and 
Mrs. Myers can sit down." 

Hilda Morgan cleared the couch of pack
ages, wrapping paper, scissors, a box of rib
bons, bows. She put everything on the floor. 

Myers noticed Morgan staring at him 
again, not smiling now. 
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R 
Sometimes it's better not to 

meet your heroes. They turn 
out to be human and that is not 
what we require of them. On the 
other hand sometimes you meet a 
hero and he turns out to be 
human-thereby enlarging your 
notion of humanity. 

I was living in New York in the 
fall of 1980-an unemployed and 
unproductive aspiring writer
when a friend called up and asked if 
I would like to meet Raymond Car
ver, a writer we had both idolized for 
several years. Carver was down 
from Syracuse to give a reading at 
Columbia and apparently had 
several hours to ki II after a 
lunchtime meeting with his pub
lishers. My friend, who worked at 
Random House, had volunteered 
my services as a guide to the city, 
correctly assuming that I was just 
sitting around nursing my writer's 
block anyway. I was sweeping the 
apartment when the phone call 
came. And then suddenly there he 
was at my door, a big man who 
filled the door frame and who 
looked as nervous as I felt. 

We never got to see the city. I 
can't remember exactly what we 
talked about-though it was all 
about writing and books. I remem
ber always leaning forward in my 
chair the better to hear Ray, who 
spoke very softly and diffidently. 
T.S. Eliot described Ezra Pound, in 
his mentor role, as "a man trying to 
convey to a very deaf person the 
fact that the house is on fire." Ray 
was precisely the opposite. Ray 
never insisted and never shouted, 
even when the smoke was filling the 
house. This, I think, was a function 
of a deep humility and perhaps a 
sense that words should be hand
led very carefully. 

Hours passed and suddenly it 
was time for Ray's reading . We 
raced up to Columbia. Ray read a 
story called "Put Yourself in My 
Shoes." I'd read the story before, 
but I had never heard Ray read. He 
read as he spoke, very softly, al
most mumbling. Everyone in the 

A y 
audience leaned 
forward to hear. It 

c 
A 

A R V E 
fiction, was an act 
of empathy for Ray, 

seemed artless, the 
exact opposite of a 
performance, and 
yet it was mes
merizing. As fam
il iar as I was with 
the story, I now 
heard things in it 
that I had never 
noticed before. Al-

REMINISCENCE putting yourself in 

by 

JAY 

the other guy's 
shoes. He couldn't 
understand writers 
who wrote negative 
reviews. One day 
when I berated him 
for going easy on a 
student I thought 
was turning out 
egregious work he 
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though he read it 
straight, the dark humor of the story 
was highlighted: at certain points 
we were all gasping for breath be
tween laughs. Ray seemed a little 
surprised, a little embarrassed by 
the response, and this, of course, 
won us over completely. The story 
itself had special reverberations for 
me: it is about a blocked writer, a 
man who had quit his job to write a 
novel which he is clearly not writ
ing. My story, more or less. 

That evening might have been a 
special isolated memory. But Car
ver answered a letter I wrote to him 
after he returned to Syracuse and 
then another. I sent him a story. And 
gradually he coaxed me into leav
ing the city and coming to Syra
cuse, where he was teaching 
creative writing. He convinced me 
that if I was ever going to be a writer 
I had to make a serious commit
ment. He made me bel ieve I could 
do it. And thereby 

told me a story: he had recently 
been a judge in a prestigious fiction 
contest. The unanimous winner 
was a former student of his, prob
ably the worst, least promising stu
dent he'd had in 20 years. "What if I 
discouraged her?" he said. 

My first semester Ray somehow 
forgot to enter my grade for 
workshop When I pointed this out 
to him we went together to the 
English office to rectify the sit
uation. "You did some real good 
work," he said, informing me that I 
would get an A. I was very pleased 
with myself, but perhaps a little less 
so when Ray opened the grade book 
and wrote an A next to my name un
derneath a solid column of identi
cal grades. Everybody did good 
work, apparently. In workshop he 
approached every story with 
respect- treating each as if it were 
a living entity, a little sick, possibly, 

he changed my 
life. 

As a teacher 
Carver had a very 
light touch. He 
did not consider 
it his job to dis
courage anyone. 
He said that there 
was enough dis
couragement out 
there for anyone 
trying against all 
odds to become a 
writer, and he 
clearly spoke 
from experience. 
Criticism , like 

.L\ Y \1<:1:'\'ER,EY. a 
,lim11er S { ' graduate stu
dellt i11 creath·e writi11g, is 
well kllfl'li.'ll as the author 
ofl{ansom, The Stot·y of 
!\ly Life, t~~ul Bright 
l .ights, Big ( :ity. lie is, as 

well, o11e of those 1111111_\' 
writers r~( his geueratio11 
i1(/lue11ced hy the work of 
,lim11er Sf · writi11.~ prrdi's
sor RayuwJul Can:er, who 
died last year. '111is remi
niscence, awl the acmlll· 
pauyiu.~ Can.'l'l' story, are 
II is-aut! 1111 r-pa rt i ug 
tlumks to a great writer rd' 
American fiction. 

or lame, but 
something that 
could be nursed 
and trained to 
health. 

Ray's humility 
was quite aston
ishing. In the 
years that I came 
to know Ray he 
was becoming 
more and more 
celebrated as a 
writer. By the time 
he died he was 
widely acknow
ledged to be a 
master of the 
short story, a leg-
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end among other writers , and yet 
Ray would never take any of this for 
granted. He would say, "Can you 
believe that the Times wants to do a 
piece on me?" Of course I could 
bel ieve it, but he cou ldn't. 
Throughout his apotheosis he con
tinued to write almost every day of 
his life and that example was al
most as useful to me as his actual 
instruction. Hearing the typewriter 
of one of the masters of American 
prose clacking just up the street 
was tremendously inspiring. And 
seeing him later for coffee or to 
watch a ball game put art and life 
into perspective in a way that saved 
me from certain self-destruct ive 
myths about the writing life. 

Though Ray was always en
couraging, he could be a rigorous 
critic if he knew the criticism was 
welcome. Some lucky few of us had 
our stories subjected to the same 
process he employed on his own 
early drafts. My manuscripts came 
back to me thoroughly ventilated 
with Carver deletions, substitu
tions, question marks and chicken 
scratch queries. Once he and I 
spent some 10 or 15 minutes 
debating my use of the word earth. 
Carver felt it had to be "ground," 
and he felt it was worth the trouble 
of talking about it for 15 minutes. 
He would never insist. In this case, 
he was right. 

John Gardner, the novel ist, was 
Ray's first writing teacher. After 
Gardner died, Ray told me that for 
many years he had felt Gardner 
looking over his shoulder when he 
wrote, approving or disapproving 
of certain words, phrases, strate
gies. I feel that way about Ray. 
Sometimes I hear him saying, "I'm 
not so sure about that, Jay." And 
read ing over this remin iscence, I 
wonder if he might not find my first 
paragraph a little grandiloquent or 
abstract. I usually heed this Carver 
voice that I've internal ized. But in 
this case I'm going to make a judg
ment call. Sometimes "hero" is the 
right word. 
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Paula said, "Myers, there's something in 
your hair, dearest" 

Myers put a hand up to the back of his 
head and found a twig and put it in his 
pocket. 

'That dog," Morgan said and chuckled 
again. "We were just having a hot drink and 
wrapping some last-minute gifts. Will you 
join us in a cup of holiday cheer? What would 
you like?" 

"Anything is fine," Paula said. 
"Anything," Myers said. "We wouldn't 

have interrupted." 
"Nonsense," Morgan said. "We've been. 

. . very curious about the Myerses. You'll have 
a hot drink, sir?" 

"That's fine," Myers said. 
"Mrs. Myers?" Morgan said. 
Paula nodded. 
"Two hot drinks coming up," Morgan 

said. "Dear, I think we're ready too, aren't 
we?" he said to his wife. "This is certainly an 
occasion." 

He took her cup and went out to the 
kitchen. Myers heard the cupboard door 
bang and heard a muffied word that sounded 
like a curse. Myers blinked. He looked at Hil
da Morgan, who was settling herself into a 
chair at the end of the couch. 

"Sit down over here, you two," Hilda 
Morgan said. She patted the arm of the 
couch. "Over he re, by the fire. We 'II have Mr. 
Morgan build it up again when he returns." 
They sat. Hilda Morgan clasped her hands in 
her lap and leaned forward slightly, examin
ing Myers' face. 

The living room was as he remembered it, 
except that on the wall behind Hilda Mor
gan's chair he saw three small framed prints. 
In one prima man in a vest and frock coat was 
tipping his hat to two ladies who held para
sols. All this was happening on a broad con
course with horses and carriages. 

"How was Germany?" Paula said. She sat 
on the edge of the cushion and held he r purse 
on her knees. 

"We loved Germany," Edgar Morgan 
said, coming in from the kitchen with a tray 
and four large cups. Myers recognized the 
cups. 

"Have you been to Germany, Mrs. My
ers?" Morgan asked. 

"We want to go," Paula said. "Don't we, 
Myers? Maybe next year, next summer. Or 
else the year after. As soon as we can afford it. 
Maybe as soon as Myers sells something. My
ers writes." 

"I should think a trip to Europe would be 
very beneficial to a writer," Edgar Morgan 
said. He put the cups into coasters. "Please 
help yourselves." He sat down in a chair 
across from his wife and gazed at Myers. "You 
said in your letter you were taking off work to 
write." 

"T hat's true," Myers said and sipped his 
drink. 

"He writes something almost every day," 
Paula said. 

"Is that a fact?" Morgan said. "That's im-

pressive. What did you write today, may I 
ask?" 

"Nothing," Myers said. 
"It's the holidays," Paula said. 
"You must be proud of him, Mrs. Myers," 

Hilda Morgan said. 
"I am," Paula said. 
"I'm happy for you," Hilda Morgan said. 
"I heard something the other day that 

might interest you," Edgar Morgan said. He 
took out some tobacco and began to fill a 
pipe. Myers lighted a cigaret and looked 
around for an ashtray, then dropped the 
match behind the couch. 

"It's a horrible story, really. But maybe you 
could use it, Mr. Myers." Morgan struck a 
flame and drew on the pipe. "Grist for the 
mill, you know, and all that," Morgan said and 
laughed and shook the match. "This fellow 

I want you to hear 
this story;' Morgan 

said, raising his 
voice. "You will 

insult us both if you 
don't listen to 

this story:' 
was about my age or so. He was a colleague 
for a couple of years. We knew each other a 
little, and we had good friends in common. 
Then he moved out, accepted a position at 
the university down the way. Well, you know 
how these things go sometimes-the fellow 
had an affair with one of his students." 

Mrs. Morgan made a disapproving noise 
with her tongue. She reached down for a 
small package that was wrapped in green 
paper and began to affix a red bow to the 
paper. 

"According to all accounts, it was a torrid 
affair that lasted for some months," Morgan 
continued. "Right up until a short time ago, 
in fact. A week ago, to be exact. On that 
day- it was in the evening- he announced 
to his wife- they'd been married for twenty 
years-he announced to his wife that he wan
ted a divorce. You can imagine how the fool 
woman took it, coming out of the blue like 
that, so to speak. T here was quite a row. T he 
whole family got into it. She ordered him out 
of the house then and there. But just as the 
fe llow was leaving, his son threw a can of 
tomato soup at him and him in the forehead. 
It caused a concussion that sent the man to 
the hospital. His condition is quite serious." 

Morgan drew on his pipe and gazed at 
Myers. 

I 've never heard such a story," Mrs. Mor
gan said. "Edgar, that's disgusting." 

"Horrible," Paula said. 
Myers grinned. 
"Now there's a tale for you, Mr. Myers," 

Morgan said, catching the grin and narrowing 
his eyes. "Think of the story you'd have if 
you could get inside that man's head." 

"Or her head," Mrs. Morgan said. "The 
wife's. Think of her story. To be betrayed in 
such a fashion after twenty years. Think how 
she must feel." 

"But imagine what the poor boy must be 
going through," Paula said. "Imagine, having 
almost killed his father." 

"Yes, that's all true," Morgan said. "But 
here's something I don't think any of you has 
thought about. Think about this for a mo
ment. Mr. Myers, are you listening? Tell me 
what you think of this. Put yourself in the 
shoes of that eighteen-year-old coed who fell 
in love with a married man. Think about her 
for a moment, and then you see the possibil
ities for your story." 

Morgan nodded and leaned back in the 
chair with a satisfied expression. 

"I'm afraid I don't have any sympathy for 
her," Mrs. Morgan said. "I can imagine the 
sort she is. We all know what she's like, that 
kind that preys on older men. I don't have 
any sympathy for him, either-the man, the 
chaser, no, I don't. I'm afraid my sympathies 
in this case are entirely with the wife and 
son." 

"It would take a Tolstoy to tell it and tell it 
right," Morgan said. "No less than a Tolstoy. 
Mr. Myers, the water is still hot." 

"Time to go," Myers said. 
He stood up and threw his cigaret into the 

fire. 
"Stay," Mrs. Morgan said. "We haven't 

gotten acquainted yet. You don't know how 
we have . .. speculated about you. Now that 
we're together at last, stay a little while. It's 
such a pleasant surprise." 

"We appreciated the card and your note," 
Paula said. 

"The card?" Mrs. Morgan said. 
Myers sat down. 
"We decided not to mail any cards this 

year," Paula said. "I didn't get around to it 
when I should have, and it seemed futi le to 
do it at the last minute." 

"You'll have another one, Mrs. Myers?" 
Morgan said, standing in front of her now 
with his hand on her cup. "You 'II set an exam
ple for your husband." 

"It was good," Paula said. "It warms you." 
"Right," Morgan said. "It warms you. 

That's right. Dear, did you hear Mrs. Myers? 
It warms you. T hat's very good. Mr. Myers?" 
Morgan said and waited. "You'lljoin us?" 

"All right," Myers said and let Morgan 
take the cup. 

The dog began to whine and scratch at 
the door. 

"That dog. I don't know what's gotten 
into that dog," Morgan said. He went to the 
kitchen and this time Myers distinctly heard 
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Morgan curse as he slammed 
the kettle onto a burner. 

M rs. Morgan began to 
hum. She picked 
up a half-wrapped 

package, cut a piece of tape, 
and began sealing the paper. 

Myers lighted a cigaret. 
He dropped the match in his 
coaster. He looked at his 
watch. 

Mrs. Morgan raised her 
head. "I believe I hear sing
ing," she said. She listened. 
She rose from her chair and 
went to the front window. "It 
is singing. Edgar!" she called. 

Myers and Paula went to 
the window. 

"I haven't seen carolers in 
years," Mrs. Morgan said. 

"What is it?" Morgan said. 
He had the tray and cups. 
"What is it? What's wrong?" 

"Nothing's wrong, dear. 
It's carolers. There they are 
over there, across the street," 
Mrs. Morgan said. 

"Mrs. Myers," Morgan said, extending 
the tray. "Mr. Myers. Dear." 

"Thank you," Paula said. 
"Muchas gracias," Myers said. 
Morgan put the tray down and came back 

to the window with his cup. Young people 
were gathered on the walk in front of the 
house across the street, boys and girls with an 
older, taller boy who wore a muffler and a top
coat. Myers could see the faces at the window 
across the way-the Ardreys--and when the 
carolers had finished, Jack Ardrey came to the 
door and gave something to the older boy. 
The group moved on down the walk, flash
lights bobbing, and stopped in front of 
another house. 

"They won't come here," Mrs. Morgan 
said after a time. 

"What? Why won't they come he re?" 
Morgan said and turned to his wife. "What a 
goddamned si lly thing to say! Why won't 
they come here?" 

"I just know they won't," Mrs. Morgan 
said. 

"And I say they will," Morgan said. "Mrs. 
Myers, are those carolers going to come here 
or not? What do you think? Will they return to 
bless this house? We'llleave it up to you." 

Paula pressed closer to the window. But 
the carolers were far down the street now. She 
did not answer. 

"Well, now that all the excitement is 
over," Morgan said and went over to his chair. 
He sat down, frowned, and began to fill his 
pipe. 

Myers and Paula went back to the couch. 
Mrs. Morgan moved away from the window 
at last. She sat down. She smiled and gazed 
into her cup. Then she put the cup down and 
began to weep. 

Morgan gave his handkerchief to his wife. 
He looked at Myers. Presently Morgan began 
to drum on the arm of his chair. Myers moved 
his feet. Paula looked into her purse for a 
cigaret. "See what you've caused?" Morgan 
said as he stared at something on the carpet 
near Myers' shoes. 

Myers gathered himself to stand. 
"Edgar, get them another drink," Mrs. 

Morgan said as she dabbed at her eyes. She 
used the handkerchief on her nose. "I want 
them to hear about Mrs. Attenborough. Mr. 
Myers writes. I think he might appreciate 
this. We'll wait until you come back before 
we begin the story." 

Morgan collected the cups. He car
ried them into the kitchen. Myers 
heard dishes clatter, cupboard 

doors bang. Mrs. Morgan looked at Myers 
and smiled faintly. 

"We have to go," Myers said. "We have to 
go. Paula, get your coat." 

"No, no, we insist, Mr. Myers," Mrs. Mor
gan said. "We want you to hear about Mrs. 
Attenborough, poor Mrs. Attenborough. You 
might appreciate this story, too, Mrs. Myers. 
T his is your chance to see how your hus
band's mind goes to work on raw material." 

Morgan came back and passed out the hot 
drinks. He sat down quickly. 

"Tell them about Mrs. Attenborough, 
dear," Mrs. Morgan said. 

"That dog almost tore my leg off," Myers 
said and was at once surprised at his words. 
He put his cup down. 

"Oh, come, it wasn't that bad," Morgan 
said. "I saw it. " 

"You know writers," Mrs. Morgan said to 
Paula. "They like to exaggerate." 
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"The power of the pen 
and all that," Morgan said. 

"That's it," Mrs. Morgan 
said. "Bend your pen into a 
plowshare, Mr. Myers." 

"We'll let Mrs. Morgan 
tell the story of Mrs. Atten
borough," Morgan said, ig
noring Myers, who stood up 
at that moment. "Mrs. Mor
gan was intimately con
nected with the affair. I've 
already told you of the fellow 
who was knocked for a loop 
by a can of soup." Morgan 
chuckled. "We' ll let Mrs. 
Morgan tell this one." 

"You tell it, dear. And Mr. 
Myers, you listen closely," 
Mrs. Morgan said. 

"We have to go," Myers 
said. "Paula, let's go." 

"Talk about honesty," 
Mrs. Morgan said. 

"Let's talk about it," 
Myers said. Then he said, 
"Paula, are you coming?" 

"I want you to hear this 
story," Morgan said, raising 

his voice. "You will insult Mrs. Morgan, you 
will insult us both, if you don't listen to this 
story." Morgan clenched his pipe. 

"Myers, please," Paula said anxiously. "I 
want to hear it. Then we'll go. Myers? Please, 
honey, sit down for another minute." 

Myers looked at her. She moved her 
fingers, as if signaling him. He hesitated, and 
then he sat next to her. 

Mrs. Morgan began. "One afternoon in 
Munich, Edgar and I went to the Dortmun
der Museum. There was a Bauhaus exhibit 
that fall, and Edgar said the heck with it, let's 
take a day off-he was doing his research, 
you see-the heck with it, let's take a day off. 
We caught a tram and rode across Munich to 
the museum. We spent several hours viewing 
the exhibit and revisiting some of the gal
leries to pay homage to a few of our favorites 
amongst the old masters. Just as we were to 
leave, I stepped into the ladies' room. I left 
my purse. In the purse was Edgar's monthly 
check from home that had come the day 
before and a hundred and twenty dollars cash 
that I was going to deposit along with the 
check. I also had my identification cards in 
the purse. I did not miss my purse until we 
arrived home. Edgar immediately te le
phoned the museum authorities. But while 
he was talking I saw a taxi out front. A well
dressed woman with white hair got out. She 
was a stout woman and she was carrying two 
purses. I called for Edgar and went to the 
door. The woman introduced herself as Mrs. 
Attenborough, gave me my purse, and ex
plained that she too had visited the museum 
that afternoon and while in the ladies' room 
had noticed a purse in the trash can. She of 
course had opened the purse in an effort to 
trace the owner. There were the identifica-
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tion cards and such giving our local address. 
She immediately lefi: the museum and took a 
taxi in order to deliver the purse herself. 
Edgar's check was there, but the money, the 
one hundred twenty dollars, was gone. 
Nevertheless, I was grateful the other things 
were intact. It was nearly four o'clock and we 
asked the woman to stay for tea. She sat 
down, and after a little while she began to tell 
us about herself. She had been born and 
reared in Australia, had married young, had 
had three children, all sons, been widowed, 
and still lived in Australia with two of her 
sons. They raised sheep and had more than 
twenty thousand acres of land for the sheep 
to run in, and many drovers and shearers and 
such who worked for them at certain times of 
the year. When she came to our home in 
Munich, she was then on her way to Australia 
from England, where she had been to visit 
her youngest son, who was a barrister. She 
was returning to Australia when we met her," 
Mrs. Morgan said. "She was seeing some of 
the world in the process. She had many 
places yet to visit on her itinerary." 

"Come to the point, dear," Morgan said. 
"Yes. Here is what happened, then. Mr. 

Myers, I'll go right to the climax, as you 
writers say. Suddenly, after we had a very 
pleasant conversation for an hour, after this 
woman had told about herself and her adven
turous life Down Under, she stood up to go. 
As she started to pass me her cup, her mouth 
flew open, the cup dropped, and she fell 
across our couch and died. Died. Right in our 
living room. It was the most shocking mo
ment in our lives." 

Morgan nodded solemnly. 
"God," Paula said. 
"Fate sent her to die on the couch in our 

living room in Germany," Mrs. Morgan said. 
Myers began i:o laugh. "Fate ... sent .. . 

her ... to ... die ... in ... your ... living .. . 
room?" he said between gasps. 

"Is that funny, sir?" Morgan said. "Do you 
find that amusing?" 

Myers nodded. He kept laughing. He 
wiped his eyes on his shin sleeve. ''I'm really 
sorry," he said. "I can't help it. T hat line 'Fate 
sent her to die on the couch in our living room in 
Germany.' I'm sorry. T hen what happened?" 
he managed i:o say. "I'd like to know what 
happened then." 

"Mr. Myers, we didn't know what to do," 
Mrs. Morgan said. "The shock was terrible. 
Edgar felt for her pulse, but there· was no sign 
of life. And she had begun to change color. 
Her face and hands were tuminggray. Edgar 
went to the phone to call someone. T hen he 
said, 'Open her purse, see if you can find 
where she's staying.' All the time averring my 
eyes from the poor thing there on the couch, I 
took up her purse. Imagine my complete be
wilderment, my utter bewilderment when 
the first thing I saw inside was my hundred 
twenty dollars, still fastened with the paper 
clip. I was never so astonished." 

"And disappointed," Morgan said. "Don't 
forget that. I twas a keen disappointment." 

Myers giggled. 
"If you were a real writer, as you say you 

are, Mr. Myers, you would not laugh," Mor
gan said as he got to his feet. "You would not 
dare laugh! You would try to understand. You 
would plumb the depths of that poor soul's 
heart and try to understand. But you are no 
writer, sir!" 

Myers kept on giggling. 
Morgan slammed his fist on the coffee 

table and the cups rattled in the coasters. 
"The real story lies right here, in this house, 
this very living room, and it's time it was told! 
The real story is here, Mr. Myers," Morgan 
said. He walked up and down over the bril~ 
liant wrapping paper that had unrolled and 
now lay spread across the carpet. He stopped 
to glare at Myers, who was holding his 
forehead and shaking with laughter. 

"Consider this for a possibility, Mr. 
Myers!" Morgan screamed. "Consider! A 
friend-le t 's call him Mr. X-is friends 
with ... with Mr. and Mrs. Y, as well as Mr. and 
Mrs. Z. Mr. and Mrs. Y and Mr. and Mrs. Z do 
not know each other, unfortunately. I say un
f~rtunately because if they had known each 
other this story would not exist because it 
would never have taken place. Now, Mr. X 
learns that Mr. and Mrs. Y are going to Ger
many for a year and need someone to occupy 
their house during the time they are gone. 
Mr. and Mrs. Z are looking for suitable ac
commodations, and Mr. X tells them he 
knows of just the place. But before Mr. X can 
put Mr. and Mrs. Z in touch with Mr. and 
Mrs. Y, the Ys have to leave sooner than ex
pected. Mr. X, being a friend, is left to rent 
the house at his discretion to anyone, includ
ing Mr. and Mrs. Y-1 mean Z. Now, Mr. and 
Mrs . ... Z move into the house and bring a cat 
with them that Mr. and Mrs. Y hear about in a 
letter from Mr. X. Mr. and Mrs. Z bring a cat 
into the house even though the terms of the 
lease have expressly forbidden cats or other 
animals in the house because of Mrs. Y's 
asthma. T he real story, Mr. Myers, lies in the 
situation I've just described. Mr. and Mrs. 
Z-1 mean Mr. and Mrs. Y's moving into the 
Zs' house, invading the Zs' house, ifthe truth 
is to be told. Sleeping in the Zs' bed is one 
thing, but unlocking the Zs' private closet 
and using their linen, vandalizing the things 
found there, that was against the spirit and 
letter of the lease. And this same couple, the 
Zs, opened boxes of kitchen utensils marked 
'Don't Open.' And broke dishes when it was 
spelled out, spelled out in that same lease, that 
they were not to use the owners', the Zs' per
sonal, I emphasize personal, possessions." 

Morgan's lips were white. He continued 
to walk up and down on the paper, stopping 
every now and then to look at Myers and emit 
little puffing noises from his lips. 

"And the bathroom things, dear---<ion't for
get the bathroom things," Mrs. Morgan said. 
"It's bad enough using the Zs' blankets and 
sheets, but when they also get into their bath
room things and go through the little private 
things stored in the attic, a line has to be drawn." 

"That's the real story, Mr. Myers," Mor
gan said. He tried to fill his pipe. His hands 
trembled and tobacco spilled onto the carpet. 
"That's the real story that is waiting to be 
written." 

"And it doesn't need Tolstoy to tell it," 
Mrs. Morgan said. 

"It doesn't need Tolstoy," Morgan said. 

M yers laughed. He and Paula got up 
from the couch at the same time 
and moved toward the door. "Good 

night," Myers said merrily. 
Morgan was behind him. "If you were a real 

writer, sir, you would put that story into words 
and not pussyfoot around with it, either." 

Myers just laughed. He touched the 
doorknob. 

"One other thing," Morgan said. "I didn't 
intend to bring this up, but in light of your 
behavior here tonight, I want to tell you that 
I'm missing my two-volume set of'jazz at the 
Philharmonic.' Those records are of great 
sentimental value. I bought them in 1955. 
And now I insist you tell me what happened 
to them!" 

"In all fairness, Edgar," Mrs. Morgan said 
as she helped Paula on with her coat, "after 
you took inventory of the records, you ad
mitted you couldn't recall the last time you 
had seen those records." 

"But I am sure of it now," Morgan said. "I 
am positive I saw those records just before we 
left, and now, now I'd like this writer to tell 
me exactly what he knows of their where
abouts. Mr. Myers?" 

But Myers was already outdoors, and, 
taking his wife by the hand, he hurried her 
down the walk to the car. They surprised 
Buzzy. The dog yelped in what seemed fear 
and then jumped to the side. 

"I insist on knowing!' Morgan called. "I 
am waiting, sir!" 

Myers got Paula into the car and started 
the engine. He looked again at the couple on 
the porch. Mrs. Morgan waved, and then she 
and Edgar Morgan went back inside and shut 
the door. 

Myers pulled away from the curb. 
"Those people are crazy," Paula said. 
Myers patted her hand. 
"They were scary," she said. 
He did not answer. Her voice seemed to 

come to him from a great distance. He kept 
driving. Snow rushed at the windshield. He 
was silent and watched the road. He was at 
the very end of a story. 

"Put Yourself in My Shoes, " original copyright 
©by Raymond Carver. Reprinted by kind permis
sion of Tess Gallagher, on behalf of the Raymond 
Carver estate. 
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