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blur. I took a good look at him. He had a long nose, pro- 
nounced Slavic cheekbones, a full mouth. He was a little 
taller than me and took up roomin a broad-shouldered way, 
as though he were used to having people move over for him. 
His hair curled around his ears. He reminded me of 
Baryshnikov in his thirties, only with rougher features. But it 
was the feeling of his eyes on me that I remember best- There 
was something invasive in his stare. Then, as though I'd 
imagined it, the look was gone. He nodded and stepped back 
to let me by. 

I nodded too and moved past him. The whole thing 
could have been choreographed. I t  took only a few seconds. 
But i n  the bathroom I found myself contemplating my face in 
the mirror. He was attractive, but it wasn't that. The curious 
shift in expression seemed enigmatic; perhaps I was associ- 
ating it with my memory of the Grand Canyon. My reflection 
frowned back at me. 1 made it blank, trying to recreate the 
look on his face. When I came out of the bathroom there were 
four people waiting. 

I went back to the patio. When you don't know anyone at a 
party, it's good to have a view. A strong wind hit me in the 
face as I stepped outside, and I walked against that pressure 
to the Far railing, opposite the remaining dancers who had 
begun to drift into private groups of two and three. I could 
make out the big dipper overhead, though the stars were 
slightly swollen with haze. The night felt like summer. -1 
looked out over a quiet street lined with tall buildings. 

I didn'tcall my parents to tell them I was leaving New 
York; I just dropped them each a postcard saying I'd call 
them from the road. When I arrived at Boris's I sent off a 
couple more postcards. I couldn't face talking to them. I 






































