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AH, THE SWEET relief of digression. You slip into it with a sense 
of recognition and release, as if entering the pond where you first 
learned to swim, or putting on your frayed purple velour bathrobe 
at the end of the longest workweek in the world. This is how your 
mind always works best, sliding sideways from one subject to an­
other, moving associatively, like a butterfly flitting from one flower 
to the next, dipping and sipping deeply, an invisible trail of scent 
stretched behind you. One minute you hear your husband's voice 
in the kitchen, cajoling the collie, who is grieving, like you, for his 
sister dog, Annabelle, buried on the back hill two days ago. "Eat 
something, Togo," he says. "Please eat." And the next minute you 
hear your father's voice, fifty years ago, offering the family dog half 
a buttered bagel and saying, "That's my boy, that's my boy." 

Your father and his red wool work shirt. The kitchen with his 
watercolor paintings of Revolutionary War soldiers, old copper 
pans from France shining on the wall beside the brick oven, and 
the battered round table where you and your sister drank endless 
ironstone china cups of Tetley tea after school, gossiping about the 
day. Her eyes were so much like your mother's-dead when you 
were only little girls-you sometimes told her so. But when you did 
she'd turn snotty, scathing, mean, saying "You're so sensitive." As if 
sensitivity were a crime. And meanwhile, Daylily Creek babbled 
along outside through the lower meadow, its surface catching the 
light, reflecting it in rippling panels like moire silk on the ceiling. 

You follow the long, looping lassos of thought that is not 
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