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         Takeo Yamamoto was about to tell his son, a student at the Institute of Medical Science,  

     that under no circumstances should he marry the girl he had been seeing.  That she was a  

    golddigger, unstable, probably, and completely unsuited to be the wife of a cardiologist. 

       In Amsterdam, Amil Jaffa was about to pour herself her last cup of the day and listen to  

                    some jazz before going to bed. 

                    High on a mountaintop, Isabella, the astronomer, waited. 

      On an island stripped by a hurricane, a snake crawled. 

 

                    It’s a good sign when the snakes come back. 

        It’s nice to listen to music before going to bed. 

       It is difficult to wait for a lover who doesn’t come. 

                                                                  It is impossible to let go of a child. 

 

                                                                     The snake curls next to the ruin of a picket fence.  Its body is elegant.    

                                                                      No one has ever seen a snake be awkward.  Precarious, maybe. 

                                                           In the heavens, Saturn is close enough that you don’t need to be on a                 

                                                                  mountaintop.  A backyard telescope will do.  An old woman from  

                                                                      Houston, helped to the eyepiece by her great-grandchild, sees it for the     

                                                                           first time.  It was always there, and she knew it, but this is something   

                                                                               else.  At this magnitude, it wears only a single ring.  Look.  As  

                                                                                   though it were engaged to another planet, far away. 

                                                                              The ring and the coiled snake form roughly the same  

                                                                                          ellipse. 

 

                                                                                       They could not save the chestnut tree in front of          

                                                                                                  Anne Frank’s house, and Takeo  

                                                                                                     Yamamoto couldn’t save his son from  

                                                                                                        an imprudent marriage.  The boy  

                                                                                                          married the golddigger; they moved  

                                                                                                             into an apartment larger than they  

                                                                                                               could afford.  He, Takeo, helped  

                                                                                                                them out. The girl decorated the  

                                                                                                                  hallway with strange, suspended  

                                                                                                                    pieces of art that looked as though  

                                                                                                                     they were worthless but in fact cost a  

                                                                                                                      great deal. Takeo worried about his son’s        

                                                                                                                        future. Not every man who studies the    

                                                                                                                         heart ends up its surgeon.  

                                               In Amsterdam, the tree fell down   

                                                                                                                          but its saplings were saved to be       

                                                                                                                           planted. Amil Jaffa was given one by          

                                                                                                                            her boyfriend.  

                                                                                                                                Isabella, on her mountaintop, goes                      

                                                                                                                            on waiting for a lover who hasn’t    

                                                                                                                            come. She has left him a letter, but he   

                                                                                                                            hasn’t found it. 

 

                                                                                                                   Not every seed that is                  

                                                                                                                             planted, sprouts.  

                                                                                                                                Words will not always  

                                                                                                                            convey what you mean. 

                                                                                                                  A letter unopened is a sealed                      

                                                                                                                           wind. 

 

                                                                                                                 The old woman in Texas, very old,         

                                                                                                                         at the end of her life, is at the wrong   

                                                                                                                        end of the telescope.  Her husband is   

                                                                                                                       gone, he lies under grass on the side of   

                                                                                                                      the plot corresponding to his side of the  

                                                                                                                     bed.  Now and then the stone  

                                                                                                                   sinks into the watery earth, and  

                                                                                                                 she has to have it dug out and  

                                                                                                               propped up again. She hopes her great- 

                                                                                                             grandchildren will do the same for her. 

                                                                                                  The place where Isabella the astronomer waits      

                                                                                                         is cruel.  The mountains of Chile are like picks  

                                                                                                       shoved up through the earth.  They look painful.    

                                                                                                    She waits for her turn at the lens.  She wants at least   

                                                                                                 two things at once: to reach the heavens, and to avoid  

                                                                                               hell. 

                                                                                   At sea-level, the snake explores.  The house belonging   

                                                                                        to the picket fence is abandoned, leaning slightly to one side.    

                                                                                     Mold grows in it.  The salt flood killed the oak tree out front.    

                                                                                  An artist, unable to do anything about the house, came along and   

                                                                              carved the                dead stump into the shape of a flying fish.   

                                                                         Tourists now                 come and take pictures of it. All over the   

                                                                    world, at this                       very moment, people are thinking of things to   

                                                              do with dead                              wood. Takeo Yamamoto is going to buy his   

                                                         son a house.  If he is                    going to throw good money after bad, at least   

                                                   let it be an investment.                     Someday, perhaps, the market will                  

                                            recover. The house he finds has     very small, shiny tile in the bathroom.  It               

                                     looks like money thrown against the walls, all over the floor.  But it doesn’t                       

                           matter.  What matters is a certain sense of control. In her garden in Amsterdam,  

                  Amil Jaffa plants the sapling.  It’s a surprise for her boy friend.  She looks at the  

dark ground.  Only two things can ever happen in life.   

                                          Will.   

                                                  Or won’t. 
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