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Fulfillment

Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.

"She found herself at the counter, buying another fifty-dollar dress. The whole scene: the glittering
displays - sequins were in - the disorganized and overdressed clerks, the bee-buzz of the fluorescent
lights overhead, recalled memories of cupidity and contentment. Apparel. Accessories. She was back to
demanding the newest colors, the smartest fit. Even her jeans were fashionably faded on mornings of
inhaled Tide, Glamour magazines and quarters disappearing down the slot of the front-loader ...."

Cover Page Footnote
Appeared in the issue: 1974.

This prose is available in The Angle: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1974/iss1/9
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she found herself at the counter,
ying another fifty-dollar dress.
e whole scene: the glittering dis-
tys — gequins were in — the dis-
ranized and overdressed clerks,
: bee-buzz of the fluorescentlights
erhead, recalled memories of cu-
lity and contentment. Apparel.
cessories. She was back to de-
mding the newest colors, the
artest fit. Even her jeans were
hionably faded on mornings of
waled Tide, Glamour magazines
1 quarters disappearing down
» glot of the front-loader....

ong ago, it seemed, shehad met
n on just such a day. Head buried
Ninety-Two in the Shade he sur-
sed her immediately by failing to
ice her body as she walked in.
gt males overtwelve did. Instead
looked directly into her face, un-
aid, even met her eyes. Slate, his
re impenetrable.

he was becoming Nicole Tiffin
1in, the girl with money to burn:
v store-bought distractions:
thes, furnishings, fripperies were
their way tobeingfunagain. The
rk folded the dress oh-so-neatly
1 baxed it, a hundred doliars
rth of gauze under one arm. She
ked out of the store into the
iny street and copped a lid on

way home.

evin Moriarly, obsessed by James
ce's story, "The Dead,’” has promised
seff a literary effort to equal or sur-

s it
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Beacon Street wasneverlovelier;
skies full of sheepish clouds and
springtime budsknotted like forget-
me-nots almost made her miss the
door of the studio. Even inside the
furniture glowed with sun as she
fingered the dimmer down tofifteen
watts. The dress she’d bought had
the same colors as the original Klee
on the west wall of the living room,
but it was not yet lit by the sun-
light; and when she pulled the
drapes she knew that it wouldn’t
be. That day at least. She'd wear
the dress to work tomorrow, she
decided.

The job was boring but paid so
well she didn’t want to quit. Be-
sides, twenty-two and single again
she appreciated the distraction of

many young men, married or other-

wise, but searching, concupiscent.
Osgood Richardson, her hoss and
the most overrated claim adjustor
in New England, was important
enocugh on the executive table of or-
ganization to see that she got more
than two hundred dollars a week.
And she was due for a raise. The
last one had been only one week be-
fore Rock left; how unimportant it
had seemed just then. She must
have been crazy, she said to her-
self, aware that she was talking
aloud — to the Klee on the west
wall,

She poured the glass of wine,
spilling only a little on the rug, but
it made her melancholy. She sat
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down, back to the painting and
gtaring at the drapes, and killed
the bottle to keep from thinking,
but thought anyway: the courier al-
ways dies that his message may
live. But she didn’t know what she
meant by that.

She’d never known her real fa-
ther. His overbearing spouse de-
scribed him to her as harsh and un-
affectionate, selfish and shy. When
she was two, he was found in the
garage, poisoned. The police were
tactful; they never really tried to
find his murderer. Toomany people
wanted him dead, among them her
mother and the detective assigned
to the case. A short while after her
mother married, a millionaire in-
vestment banker whose hobby,
free-lance photography of nature,
now obsessed him so that he lethis
partners run the Wall Street busi-
ness. He moved his new family up
to New Canaan, to an estate com-
plete with aviary, stocked trout
gtream, and several beautiful wild
cats — puma, jaguar, cheetah, cou-
gar — he kept discreetly in cages
and even more discreetly occas-
ionally took out for runs,

Nicole learned to love the lonely
woods and the small animals there.
She imagined herself communing
with them, loved them, because
she’d seen some of the cats kill
cottontails and quail, with an ab-
stract passion she fancied doomed
to be unrequited. The self-pitying,
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bittersweet mood became the dom-
inant disposition of the twelve-year-
old girl turning woman.

She did well enough in grammar
school to be accepted at Concord,
where her snobbishness blossomed,
blooming easily among the daugh-
ters of the dollar. She drank the
hidden wine, toked up, and dressed
down with the rest —fine wine, good
grass, but old though Abercrombie
jeans — until one winter afternoon,
alone in the woods near the school,
she was nearly raped by a band of
townies and escaped from her in-
decisive assailants carrying a
chunk of eyeball under her half-
inch fingernail. Its original owner
was the only one determined
enough to pull his pants down. For
two weeks afterwards, Nicole told
about the snowy woods and his
frozen dong and carried that sliver
of eyeball around in a biology lab
petri dish; it was an amusing ex-
perience, she told her friends, and
the local high school would havethe
perfect lead should they decide to
stage {° QOedipus Hex that semes-
ter. Bu. she knew she had learned
from her stepfather’s wild cats.

To Boston after graduating,
happy about it, Nicole worked at
Brigham’s in Kenmore Squarefora
year, dating sporadically. She dis-
covered D.H. Lawrence and read ail
his novels in a month, picturing her-
self as Miriam, the Platonic priest-
ess of Sons and Lovers, butshelost
her virginity to a middle-aged man
who was not so literary. When she
explained the role she saw herself
in and tried to usher him out of
her flat, he slapped her downon the
bed and took her with a directness
and an absence of affection that told
her of another role he saw for her,
required of her, that she had not
yet conceived of.

It was then that fashion obsessed
her; if she wanted it, she got it
She bought antique furniture from
Turhbville’s, French haut couture
from Filene’s and Sak’s — Balen-
ciagas, Chanels, Yves St. Laurents,
Diors — and rented the studio, Her
mother sent her — without any
other communication — a regular
two-hundred-dollar-a-week check,
so that, in all those matters, she
could do as she pleased, because
when she'd graduated from Con-
cord there’d been the convenient
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trust fund and over the years tax-
deductible cash gifts. She knew, of
course, that it was all a bribe not
to come home, to stay as far from
New Canaan ag she could — and
she kept her part of the bargain.

The following spring she applied
for a job as a secretary at I *“erty
Mutual. She was restless, __red,
and a series of casual bedpartners
had only made her more restive.
When she was hired she was as-
signed to the typing pool, but that
voluptuousness she now knew she
had, and used, walking, standing,
fixing a pantyhose, crossing and
uncrossing her legs, soon found
her working in a pecan-panelled of-
fice, her pay increased by forty
percent, the other girlsinthe typing
pool hating her guts. Her first im-
pressions of ‘Osgood Richardson
were that he was an ugly, garru-
lous man, but he treated her quite
decently. She wondered how so un-
impressive & man had done so well
in the cutthroat insurance busi-
ness and thought it might be just
dumb luck. Her own “si  ess”
she knew was lucky, but more than
luck; her typing was only average,
her shorthand by no means the
best, but her looke and that un-
dulating walk were a help: how she
used them helped even more.

She was independent; sheneeded
no one, wanted no one, until, eight-
een months before, she met Rock.
She walked into the laundromat
with four pairs of new jeans in a
paper bag; since new jeans weren't
de rigueur that year, they needed
fading. He wae reading the Mec-
(Guane book and tapping his foot
to some unknown melody. She’d
read several reviews of the novel
and was curicus about it. She tap-
ped one of his narrow sboulders
and asked, “‘Interesting?’

The slate eyes came up from the
book like pebbles from some depth
and looked at her for moments be-
fore he said, softly, A little over-
written, but Key Westsounds fine.”

“Ever been there?’

“Never been south of Washing-
ton, D.C.” The slate eyes, almond-
shaped, were sunk in hollowed eye-
sockets, his lips were sunburned or
chapped — or bitten — and hisface
wag indoor pale. He looked like he
never saw the sun,

“Spent a month there last sum-

mer and loved it. Beautiful town full
of palm trees, round-assed Cubans
and stoned shrimp-boat captains
playing Hemingway.”” Shehad read
To Have and Have Not.

She threw the jeansinto the wash-
ing machine for the third denim-
bleaching treatment, and waited
for him to speak again, but he was
gilent until she sat down. “You a
lit. major?” he asked.

She shook her head. “*Just a read-
er. I’'m a secretary. Up there.” She
pointed through the ceiling. They
were in the shadow of the Liberty
Mutual building. “What do youdo?’

“I'm a med student, at North-
eastern.” He closed the book, but
kept his finger in the place. “In-
teresting work?” he asked.

*Boring as hell. My boss is a walk-
ing dildo. Sometimes I wonder why
1 do it. 1 don’t need the bread.”

“You’re lucky.” His expression
had just the hint of envy.

“Rough going?’

“Let’s say that I’m getting sick
of mortadella and coke for break-
fast.”

“You do look a bit thin and wash-
out,” she blurted.

“Thanks a lot.”” Then his face
broke into a smile. He put the book
down and wenttotake some clothes
fromn a washer. Whenhe turned, she
asked if he was doing anything that
night.

“QOrganic chemistry, but I don’t
feel much like it.”

“"Why don’t you come to my
place? It's only a couple of blocks
from here, and I guarantee you bet-
ter than mortadella and coke.”
Even as she saidit, she was aghast;
she sounded too eager, even servile.
Something was happening to her.
She felt a wave, no, a tsunami of
emotion engulfing her. What was it
about him that caused it? Theslate
eyed gaze? Cut out the romanti-
cizing, she told herself; he’s just a
med student down on his luck and
glad to get a free meal.

Another man came Into the laun-
dromat and started his wash. Rock
kept staring at him as if he knew
him, then muttered something to
himself, and said goodbye. Before
he walked out, she went after him
to find cut his name and to give
him her address. “I'm Rockwell
Carter, but people call me Rock,”
he said grimly, looking over her
shoulder. They shook hands awk-
wardly and he left. The jeans were
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