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How My Love Was Sawed in Half

Robert Fontaine

When I was fourteen, I ran away from home.

My mother and father thought [ had gone to sum-
mer camp. I started for camp, but I got off the train
because I saw a carnival®. | meant to stay only until
the next train came. Then | remembered the advice of
my Uncle Louis: “ If you do not see all of this world
you will not be ready for the next.”

I walked about the carnival as if in a dream. 1
smelled the popcorn and candied apples, I listened to
the music, the shouting of the carnival people and I
tasted sugar candy.

The next train came and another one after that.
But I was still in my dream. [ was in love with the car-
nival. Here at last was the place for me. Life here was
fun.

I tried to find a job. Burt I just didn’t look like a
carnival person. Huge men with sweating faces smiled
at me as they said no. Big women in colorful dresses
gently patted my head as they said no. I was beginning
to feel sad, but then I came to Ramia, the fortune
teller.

“Let me see your hands,” she said. She looked at
them for a long time. “You will be disappointed in
love,” she said. And then, after a moment, she
added, “But then, who isn’t, eh?”

“Were you?” 1 asked.

“Always. First Hypo, the Hypnotist®. Then
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Greco, the strong man, even Haha, the laugher who
runs the House of Mirrors. ”

“I'm sorry,” I said. “About you I mean.”

She then felt the bumps® on my head. “ The
bumps are good,” she said. “The bump of progress is
well developed, and this one here, the intelligence
bump, is a good size. Perhaps I can help you. 1 have
many friends at the carnival. Come back at dark. You
can sleep in the wagon. You must wash dishes though,
and stay on your own stde of the room.” [ left her with
excitement. | walked everywhere and saw all of the
carnival. At last I came to Hypo, the Hypnotist. He
was a huge man, all painted white with two red spots
on his cheeks.

[ watched him as he sawed a girl in half.

She lay in the long box, her head out of one end,
her legs out of the other end. She was smiling and
looked so beautiful and brave. Her hair was golden and
she had blue eyes. She did not seem troubled at all
when the saw cut through her. And then, a miracle!
In a few minutes she was put back together. What
lovely magic!

“A trick,” a man said. “ It’s done with mirrors. ”
A fat woman next to him agreed.

I listened, and 1 wondered. Some things might be
tricks. But with my own eyes I had seen the saw go
through the beautiful Belle-Linda® and 1 had seen her
face turn white. Perhaps this man and woman did not
have the same bumps on their heads as 1 had.

I went back to Ramia, the fortune teller. “You
can stay with me,” she said. “There is enough to eat.
People will talk but let them.”

[ stayed and helped Ramia. 1 went into the middle
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of the crowds and made friends. I told them how
Ramia could see into the future and how she had told
me about my past life. Her business grew,

After a few weeks | decided 1 was madly in love
with Belle-Linda. I told Ramia and she laughed. “In a
way,  she said, “I feel sorry, but perhaps you will
learn a lesson. You love the impossible, but so does ev-
ery man. You love a girl with golden hair and blue
eyes, and yet with the other side of your heart you love
a dark, brown-eyed girl.”

“I love Belle-Linda,” I said proudly, “and no one
else, except perhaps my mother and you.”

Ramia put her arms around me. “You are a nice
boy. Love whom you please while you have time.”

The summer passed quickly and the time came for
me to leave. The boys would be leaving summer camp,
and | had to get home.

“I have loved you,” I said to the girl with golden
hair, “ever since the first time I saw you.”

“You are a sweet boy,” she said, and kissed me.
She turned and was gone. In a moment the dark girl
came to me. She laughed like a bell and said, “I am
Linda. " She kissed me-—a warm and loving kiss—and
then said “You are a sweet boy,” and then she disap-
peared. [ was alone again looking at myself in a hun-
dred mirrors.

At last I found a way out. I felt alive and happy to
be in the open air. I raced to Ramia and told her what
had happened: “The girl, the one Hypo saws in half,
kissed me. But another girl, a dark one, very differ-
ent, also kissed me.”

When [ had calmed down, Ramia spoke. “I told
you there always will be two women, very different.
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The one whose face you know so well and the other
who is just the opposite and you do not know at all.”
“But is she of one woman?” I asked.

“Now she is; then again, she is two. But we must
get you ready for the train. I hope your summer was
exciting. Not many boys have this sort of a summer
camp. "

I put my arms around her. “It has been exciting,”
I'said. “and I'm in love. I am growing up quickly,
too.

When 1 got home everything was the same.

“You did not get very much sun,” my mother
said.

Later, my wine-loving Uncle Louis said to me,
“You have been up to something.® You must tell me
sometime. ~ 1 told him. “Ah,” he said. “Well, there
are two girls, you see. One is the head and she puts her
legs under her to fit in the box. The other girl is the
feet and she bends her body down to fit in the other
part of the box. Only her legs show. The saw goes be-
tween the two girls. Understand? It is all a trick.”

I smiled to make him feel that I believed him. But
he did not really understand at all. How could he? He
was not in love.

Notes:

@ carnival /'kamival/: JFFRX YT

@ hypnotist /'hipnatist/: BT 4R AR 59 A

@ bump Zoamp/: kB FERBT(REEFANRAENE
iE)

@ belle /bel/: %%, Belle-Linda &% %, .

@ You have...something: 5 —H & [ 5,



The Lost Phoebe

Theodore Dreiser®

Old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phoebe® loved
one another the way people do who have lived together
a long, long time. They were simple farm people.
Their world was the fruit trees, the cornfield and the
backyard with its pigs and chickens. The rest of the
world was far away—like stars in the sky.®

Sometimes Henry worried about death. During his
worries he would raise his old voice and say, “Phoebe,
where is my corn pipe? You are always taking things
that belong to me.”

“Now you hush, Henry,” his wife would say. “If
you keep talking like that, I will go away. And then
what would you do? There is nobody to look after you.
Your corn pipe is on the table where you put it.”

Old Henry knew his wife would never leave him.
The only leaving he feared was death. He often won-
dered how he could live without Phoebe. In the
evening when he went to the door to see that they were
safely shut in, it warmed his heart to know Phoebe was
there with him. When Henry moved during the night,
she always spoke to him.

“Now, Henry, be quiet! You are as jumpy as a
chicken.”

“Well, I cannot sleep, Phoebe.”

“If you stop rolling around so much, you will
sleep. Then I can get some rest, too.”

Knowing she was there beside him in the dark
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made Henry quiet again.

When she wanted a pail of water, Henry liked to
say, “Do this ... do that ... always asking me to do
something. Women are never satisfied.” Phoebe would
smile; she could see the inner happiness shining in his
eyes. Henry talked sharply, but he never forgot to get
water and wood for the fire. In this way, they lived
happily in their simple world.

One day in the early spring Phoebe became sick
and died. Old Henry—in a fog of sorrow and pain—
watched them put her body in the earth. Neighbors
asked Henry to come and live with them, but he would
not leave. He wanted to be near the place where his
Phoebe lay in the earth. He tried to work around the
farm, but it was difficult to return to an empty house
at night.

At night he read the newspaper. But most of the
time he just sat—looking at the floor—wondering
where Phoebe was and how soon he would die.

For five months he lived like this. Then there was
a change. It happened one night after he had gone to
bed. There was a bright moon in the sky; its silver
light fell on the old chairs and table in the bedroom.
The moonlight on the chair and the half-open door
made a shadow. The shadow looked like Phoebe. She
was sitting by the table the way she had done so many
times before.

“Phoebe,” he called in a weak voice, “have you
come back?”

The shadow in the chair did not move. Henry got
up and slowly walked toward it. When he came near
the table, he saw that there was nothing on the chair
but his old coat.
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Another night, he seemed to see her again. He
felt a soft wind blow in the room. When the wind blew
away, the shadow of Phoebe went away too.

A third night, when he was sleeping, she came to
the bed and put her hand on his head. “Poor Henry,”
she said gently, “1 am sorry you are alone.”

He awoke and was sure he saw her leave the
room. Phoebe had come back. Night after night he
waited. Then one morning he awoke with a surprising
new thought. Perhaps she was not dead. Phoebe had
just gone away. They had argued about the corn pipe
and she had left the house. Yes—that was it.? She
was always making jokes about leaving him; this time
she really had gone.

That morning he started to walk to the nearest
neighbors. “Why, hello, Henry,” said farmer Dodge,
who was taking grain to market. “Where are you going
this morning?”

“Have you seen Phoebe?” asked Henry.

“Phoebe who?”® Farmer Dodge knew Henry’s
Phoebe was dead.

“My Phoebe,” Henry said sharply. “Who do you
think I mean?”

“You must be joking,” said farmer Dodge. “You
cannot be talking about your Phoebe. She is dead. ”

“Dead? Not my Phoebe! She left me this morning
while I was sleeping. We argued about my corn pipe
last night and that is why she left. But [ can find her.

She went over to Matilda Race’s farm—yes that is

1

where she is.”
Henry started to walk fast down the road.
“The poor old man is sick in his mind,®” Dodge
said to himself. “ He has been living alone too long. "
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Henry met no one until he reached Matilda’s
farm. His Phoebe and Matilda Race had been good
friends. Phoebe must be here. He opened the gate and
walked to the house.

Matilda opened the door. “Why, Henry Reifsnei-
der, what a surprise!”

“Is Phoebe here?” Henry asked.

“Phoebe? Which Phoebe?”

“Why, my Phoebe, of course.” Henry smiled a
little. “You do not have to keep it a secret. She is
here—isn’t she?” He looked inside the house.

“Well!” Matilda Race said. “You poot old man.
So you have a sick mind now. Come and sit down while
I get you some coffee and food. [ will take you to

]

Phoebe. I know where she is.’

While Matilda worked in the kitchen, she talked
to Henry. But he was not listening. He was thinking
about Phoebe. He decided® she was not there. He
must hurry to the next farm and get her.

“I will go now,” he said, getting up.” I think she
went over to the Murray farm.” Then he was out on
the road again.

It was like this for many weeks. Every night he
returned to his house to see if Phoebe had come back.
Soon everyone in the area knew old Henry and an-
swered his questions. “I have not seen her,” they
would say—or-—“No, Henry, she has not been here
today. ”

For several years Henry walked in the sun and
rain, looking for Phoebe. His white hair grew longer
and longer. His black hat was the brown color of the
earth and his clothes were dusty and torn.

It was in the seventh year of looking when Henry
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