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“EXCELLENT . ..

Graceful and spare in his prose style, Price has
written three long stories of unusual intensity and
emotional depth. He focuses clearly, intimately, on
finely drawn characters whom we meet at the
moment they are challenged to move beyond the
past by making difficult choices. . . . Price skillfully
explores a volatile landscape of emotion and memory
as his characters make their way toward an uncertain
future.”
San Francisco Chronicle

“[Price] has given us works that are among his most
vivid, most poetic creations. . . . Reynolds Price [is]
at his considerable best, which 1is all the
recommendation discerning readers need.”

The Dallas Morning News

“It’s Price’s gift to be entirely unsentimental, and to
expose the sources of pain. These three stories bring

a measure of fortitude to a grim world.”
Mirabella
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“HIS STORIES WILL TAKE YOUR
BREATH AWAY. . ..

With the artistic and poetic intensity for which he is
so well known, Price creates three unforgettable
journeys of faith and discovery. ... His narrative
thythm flows with the fervor of gospel music, and
quiets into moments that resemble prayer.”

Chicago Sun-Times

“Reynolds Price may be the most important
writer from the South of his generation.
THE FORESEEABLE FUTURE further testifies to
his rich and rewarding art. . . . Always the craftsman,
Price tells these stories with sensitivity and grace,
with close attention to the nuances of detail and

language. . .. These are complex and lasting tales,
told by one of our most gifted writers.”
Newsday

“Prose so poetic that readers may pause with awe to
savor a sentence or even an entire paragraph.”
Milwaukee Journal

“These are stories touched with grace and
compassion as Price writes eloquently and tenderly
of the love between parent and child, man and

woman.”
The Orlando Sentinel



“COMPELLING . .. MAGICAL . . .
ELOQUENT ...

As fine as Reynolds Price has ever written
in his long and distinguished career.”
The Miami Herald

“Striking ... These stories are vintage Price. . ..
Each story ends with a powerful rush of prose so
clotted with imagery that a reader sometimes needs
to read it again—and then again—to take in and
savor its full importance and impact.”

The Virginian-Pilot/The Ledger-Star

“Extremely well-crafted . . . THE FORESEEABLE
FUTURE has an accomplished style rarely
encountered in modern fiction. . .. As did Thomas
Wolfe, Reynolds Price often sings and soars with
poetic brilliarice. Both of these writers . . . are like
archangels writing with silver pens in a book of
gold!” :
Nashville Banner

“Price’s writing is a marvel, lean and muscular as a
snake, lyrical and evocative as music heard over great
distance at night. His eye for detail makes the least
of his characters—even his characters’ dogs—
practically breathe on the page, and his language can
just about take the reader’s breath away. But what’s
most valuable in THE FORESEEABLE FUTURE
is the heart of these stories, unsentimental but wise
and compassionate.”
The Arizona Daily Star



Also by Reynolds Price:

A LONG AND HAPPY LIFE
THE NAMES AND FACES OF HEROES#*
A GENEROUS MAN

LOVE AND WORK*
PERMANENT ERRORS*
THINGS THEMSELVES
THE SURFACE OF EARTH*
EARLY DARK

A PALPABLE GOD

THE SOURCE OF LIGHT*
VITAL PROVISIONS
MUSTIAN*

PRIVATE CONTENTMENT
KATE VAIDEN*

THE LAWS OF ICE

A COMMON ROOM

GOOD HEARTS*

CLEAR PICTURES*

THE TONGUES OF ANGELS*
THE USE OF FIRE

NEW MUSIC

*Published by Ballantine Books



FOR

HARRIET WASSERMAN



CONTENTS

THE FARE TO THE MOON 1
THE FORESEEABLE FUTURE 69

BACK BEFORE DAY 223



THE FARE TO
THE MOON







O N E

S EVER, SHE WOKE SOMETIME BEFORE LIGHT. IN

the fall of the year, and with war savings-time,

that meant it was just before five o’clock. The
nearest timepiece in the house was his watch; and that
was under his pillow still, still on his wrist. His brother
would be here in half an hour; his overnight satchel was
already packed—a clean pair of drawers, his toothbrush
and razor, a Hershey bar she hid in a pair of his mended
socks. There was nothing for her to do here now but
make the coffee and watch him walk through the door,
down the slope to his brother’s car and then away.

She had halfway dreaded the news all summer; but when
the letter came three weeks ago and he said ““Well’” and
left it open on the table to read, she knew this morning
would be the last. No way the Army would turn down a
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man as strong as him—not scarce as men were, this late
in the war. When he had seen her pick up the letter, he
stood at the screen door, watching the woods, and told
her the ways you could beat the draft—all the foolish
dodges hed heard from scared boys. His favorite seemed
to be vinegar and prune pits. The night before your phys-
ical exam, you drank a tall glass of white cider vinegar
and swallowed three prune pits. Then you told the Army
you had stomach ulcers; they X-rayed your belly, saw the
dark shadows and the shriveled lining and sent you home
with a sympathetic wave.

Without a word, she had bought the prunes and left
them out on the shelf by the stove; the vinegar was always
there in plain view. But he never mentioned the plan again,
and last night she knew not to bring it up. Every bone in
her body guessed he meant to leave. It made good sense,
though it hurt like barbed wire raked down her face. She
even guessed it hurt him as bad, but he never said it. And
she wouldn’t force it from him, not that last night. That
was up to him.

Afier she brushed her teeth on the stoop and peed in
the bushes, she came back in, damped the woodstove
down, then shucked her sweater and dungarees, put on
the flannel night shirt and crawled in beside him. She had
lain there flat, saying her few prayers quick before he
touched her. But he never did, not with his hands. Their
hipbones touched and parts of their legs; but somehow the
warm space built up between them till she felt gone al-
ready, that near him.

After five minutes he said ‘‘Remember, I set the
alarm.”’ He knew how much she hated the bell; it was
one more way to say You do it. You wake up and spare
us.
She had said ‘‘All right’’ and then ‘‘I'm thinking you’li
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live through it, Kayes.”” He had said many times that he
knew, if they took him, he'd die overseas; and most of the
times, he would laugh or sing a few lines of some hymn.
But she knew he meant it; she said it to help him face the
night, not because she was sure. And as far as she could
tell, he had slept like a baby. She thought I slept like a
baby too, a mighty sick child; but she also knew she had
not dreamed once. That froze her as much as the cold
dawn air—If I didn’t dream last night, I'm the corpse—
and she calculated they had the minutes to hitch up, one
more farewell time. Her hand went toward him under the
cover.

For the only time in the months he had known her, he
stopped the hand with his own and held it. In another
minute he said ‘‘Much obliged,”’ then threw back his side
of the cover and sat up.

It was still too dark to see him move; so before he could
strike a match to the lamp, she thought Excepr for this
war, wed stay right here. He don’t give a goddamn for
nothing but me. Even without the sight of his face, she
almost half-believed it was true. And early as it was in a
chilly week, she was more than half right. It had been
nearly true for six quick months. He had never admitted
as much by day; but he proved it at dusk by turning back
up at this door here, living her life beside her in private
and sometimes in town and telling her things with his
body by dark that, she aimost knew, were meant to last.

WHEN HE FINISHED THE COFFEE, HE POURED HOT WATER
in the big tin pan, lit the lamp by the mirror and slowly
shaved.

She sat at the table and watched every move. All her
life, she envied men those minutes each morning, staring
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at a face they seemed not to notice, not trying to make it
thinner or lighter, just taking it in.

Then he put on the first necktie he had worn since mov-
ing here; it had waited on a nail in the old pie safe. He
took his change and knife from the shelf and portioned
them out into several pockets. He took up the long narrow
wallet and searched it.

She thought ‘‘Oh Jesus, now here it comes. Like every
other white man God ever made, he thinks we can cross
this out with money.”’

But he managed it altogether differently. He came the
whole way to the table and sat again, in a fresh cold chair.
He said ‘‘Please look right here at my eyes.”” When she
looked, he said ‘‘You have been too good to me, every
day. I will know that fact from here to my grave, wherever
I find it. If I don’t come back alive in time, remember I
said I loved you true. 1 was sober when I said it, and I
meant every word.’’ He had still not smiled, but he leaned
well forward. ‘‘Now give me both hands.”’

She had no choice but to spread both palms between
them on the table, though she watched him still.

He laid two fifty-dollar bills down first; then he took off
his watch and laid it on them. He had sometimes let her
wear it on days when she doubted his promise to be here
by dark.

She said ‘“The money will help me a lot; thank you
kindly. But you’re going to need that watch overseas.”’

He understood she didn’t mean that: she meant she
thought it belonged to his wife, had been his wife’s gift to
him years ago. So he closed both her hands now, money
and watch, and said ‘I bought that watch myself. It’s
yours till the day I walk back in here, claiming it again.”’

She had to nod, dry-eyed as a boy.

He stood up and, before he got both arms in his coat,
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a car horn blew way down by the road. He stepped to the
door.

She stood where she was.

With a hand in the air, he kept her in place. “*Don’t let
me see you in the cold,”” he said. Then someway he
melted, silent, and was gone.

It was then that she knew the room was hot and dry as
a kiln. She thought she was free to howl like a dog, and
she sat there and waited for a moan to rise. But the car
door slammed; and she heard it leave and fade completely
away toward Raleigh with still no tears in her eyes, no
moan. She said his name Kayes and waited again. But no,
nothing came. So she stood and rinsed out both their cups
and set them upside down on the shelf where they sat
before he ever came here. Beyond her even, they had been
her grandmother’s and had sat unbroken in this same room
long before she was born to meet this man that hurt her
like this.



