Part Six: Guilt

History to the defeated may say 'alas,'

But cannot help or pardon.

                                                         --W.H. Auden









Saturday morning, 11 May

T

he phone woke him at 7 AM. “Fort River’s flooded again, Stoney. Eleven holes are playable. Still game?”

“No, I’m not game, Baxter. But I’ll play anyway. Have you conscripted anyone else?”

“Hey, let’s make it a foursome. You and me take on Artemis Fletcher and Rose Wyznewski? Isn’t that an attractive match? Maybe give’em a few strokes on the side?”

“I’m not mixing business and pleasure, Bax.”

“Isn’t that what got you in trouble, Herr Doctor?”

“Humor me, Bax. Lay off my troubles so I can forget ‘em, please. I just want to go half a mile away from the rest of the world for a couple of hours. See if I can still carry the Fort River on hole number seven.”

“Too bad. I’d like to meet those ladies—Artemis and Rose. Maybe I could put ‘em in my next book. I hear they’re terrorizing the whole goddam male professoriate. Am I wrong?”

“Baxter, shut up. I’ll meet you at the course. But please don’t try to cheer me up.”

“See you in forty minutes.”

They teed off on the third, which was unaffected by the rain-swollen Fort River. Jack noticed his friend had something of a tan. Even his legs were bronzed below his Bermudas.

“I see you’ve been south, Bax. You’ve been playing in Florida or Myrtle Beach. I haven’t. So it’s too early for us to have any kind of even match. It’s been five months since I’ve swung a club. Except from the practice tee. How about granting me two a side? Two buck Nassau?”

“You’ve got the money right. But I don’t know about the strokes. I’ve got a much better idea. There’s a new game that transcends differences in ability without resorting to handicaps. I played it in Florida. Bear with me and I’ll explain it as we go along.” 

Jack teed off first and hit his normal 210-yard drive that gently faded up the hill. Baxter then slashed his drive over a treeline down the right side, way out of sight and over a steep ridge onto the sixth fairway, leaving himself a very uncomfortable second to the elevated and steeply bunkered third green. Baxter shrugged and teed up another Maxfli and hit this one straight, about 230 yards up the left side of the fairway.

“Hey Bax! I’m not giving you mulligans when we’re playing for money. Go find your first drive and deal with it.”

“That wasn’t a mulligan. It’s our new game. We’re going to play something called a Self- Scramble. Rules are easy. You keep on hitting every shot until you get one you like. Goes for putts as well. That way nobody can ever complain. Or need strokes. Pure Platonic golf. Regret free golf. Bliss plus. My best ideal shots against yours. What could be fairer? Or more philosophical?”

So they played eleven soggy holes. Baxter, abject and profane perfectionist that he was, won almost every hole. He kept dropping balls until he hit a shot he could live with. Some were indeed things of beauty. Jack, however, accepted any half-decent shot he made. He was five down after six holes. Baxter at the seventh hit six drives, the last of which handsomely flew the swollen Fort River. Jack laid up.

“You’re a god-damned metaphor, Baxter. Under USGA rules you’d now lie eleven. We’re ruining the great thing about golf--its total unhedged Calvinism. You get one shot. You play your foul balls. You count every stroke. You’ve just crossed Scottish golf with a Vegas slot machine. You just keep on feeding it silver dollars until you win.”

“You aren’t enjoying yourself, Jack? Do you really LIKE missing shots?”

“Yes! I like missing shots. Compared to all this second-, third-, fourth-chance mulliganitis, Clintonitis, for God’s sake, I like missing shots much better.”

“Ever wanted to take back a misplaced hug, Stoney?”

Jack took a Precept from his pocket, dropped it onto the squishy turf, and nailed a three iron three yards wide of Baxter’s jaw.  Baxter took a baseball swipe at it with his five iron as it screamed beyond his reach into the woods. 

“By the way, Stoney, I met a cop who was amused by your cartwheels. He says I ought to write a piece for the GLOBE about the University’s resident oddballs. He thinks your workplace is a twilight zone. ‘They dock a prof’s pay every time he makes eye contact with a boob,’ he was telling me.”
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Saturday afternoon 11 May

In the women’s locker room of Corporo Sano, the East Shaysville fitness club, Kiki Russell, Artemis Fletcher, and Mia Karlson, their breasts now safely sheltered from the male gaze left behind in the main gym, enjoyed the empowering high to which an hour of Tai Chi had carried them. Kiki and Artemis had showered and were toweling their lower bodies on narrow benches in front of a row of lockers, contemplating the rewards of lifelong daily exercise. Mia, bent over at the waist while she fluffed out her fine, shoulder-length hair with high-speed blasts of air from the wall-mounted hair dryer, was straining to hear Kiki’s and Artemis’ chat. She turned the setting down to low-speed cool. Kiki was massaging Artemis’ stressed calf muscles. No one seemed eager to put her street clothes on and head back to her weekend chores. Kiki and Artemis had tacitly repaired the breach caused by last month’s phone conversation, in which Kiki had expressed alarm at Artemis’ needlessly vindictive pursuit of Jack and at the continuing absence of an accuser. Kiki had in fact written a letter to Horst Kleiner retracting her Artemis-inspired indictment of Jack’s morals, with a copy to the Provost, but curiously, none to Jack. That done, Kiki now felt at peace with herself and with Artemis. 

“I can feel a knot in there that wants kneading. Have I found the right spot?” asked Kiki, and as Artemis nodded, she pressed deep into her friend’s calf muscle with both thumbs.

 “She always gets a cramp right there--aaah, you’ve got it, Hon, thanks--no matter how many minutes she stretches,” said Artemis.

“How’s the Stoneycroft thing going?” said Kiki, as she picked up Artemis’ other calf.

“The Stoneycroft thing? Well we finally found what we were looking for. A new seducee. But I don’t think now is a good time to talk about this, Kiki.” Artemis blinked her eyes in Mia’s direction.

“Oh really!” said Mia, clicking off the dryer. “Not while the next Dean’s within earshot, right? I’m pretty well informed about Professor Stoneycroft’s problems, guys. You’re not going to compromise me in the slightest.”

Artemis reached with one arm for her clothes while Kiki was still massaging her right leg, and said, “It’s nothing to do with you, Mia. It’s between the two of us. We’re having a fight. Kiki doesn’t think Artemis is doing the right thing. So Artemis tries to do the civilized thing--not talk about it.”

“Avoidance is civilized?” said Kiki. “I think it’s very important that we talk about it.”

Mia took advantage of Kiki’s’ willingness to talk: “I hear Rose Wyznewski has two accusers now and a lot of second-hand confirmation from some kind of paper trail. What’s your problem, Kiki, with the University building an airtight harassment case against Jack Stoneycroft? Isn’t it about time?”

“My problem is precisely with the University’s evidence, or lack of it, Mia,” Kiki shot back. “When I wrote my letter denouncing Stoneycroft, I was assured—by my dear friend here--that the evidence was much stronger than it’s turned out to be.” Kiki abruptly stopped her massage of Artemis’ right calf and stretched herself out on the bench.  “My own legs feel as though they’ve been thigh deep in the Fountain of Youth all morning.”

Artemis had stood up to dress as soon as she sensed Kiki’ annoyance. “I’d better leave now,” she said. “I don’t want to fight with my friends about this. I’ll save my cartridges for Stoneycroft in person when the Hearing convenes on Monday. And Kiki, we do have the goods on him.” She gave her friend a sincere look, pulled her black sweatshirt and leggings on, slipped her feet into her Birkenstock clogs, kissed her two friends, and was gone.

“I wish this Stoneycroft thing was over,” said Mia. “It isn’t really helping me. In fact, the stupid ruckus has put my appointment as Dean on hold for weeks. It’s disgusting that Stoneycroft could jam the system the way he’s done. All in the name of Due Process, whoever he is. I hate it. But it does warm the cockles to see an arrogant honcho like him self-destruct. It wasn’t this scandal, though, that scuttled him. Jack was out of the running long before he got hit with those sex charges. Now he’s picked up this revolting Rocky-type glamour, and his belligerent anti-PC tirades are mobilizing fogies of all ages for his cause, and even a few brain-jerk liberals. Have you seen those Tee Shirts his cronies are wearing?  ‘1996 is The Year of the Humanist!’  Spare me.”

Kiki opened her gym bag and took out the very tee shirt Mia had just scorned and pulled it over her head. She drew her shoulders back and stuck her buff chest out, seeming to enhance the black letters of the slogan by a few font sizes. “Hey Mia, Feminism is a big tent,” she said. “I was a Humanist before I was a Feminist. Still am.”

Mia was annoyed. She eyed how the tee shirt, a size too small by her standards, dramatized Kiki’s splendid breasts as boldly as her political apostasy.  “You know, Kiki, Jack and his good buddies have gotta learn. Their day is over. It’s OVER. What an amazing sense of entitlement those schmucks have. They thought our deanship would go to a male administrator from a big department just like it always has. But a good track record as an administrator and a few books on your vita just won’t cut it anymore.  There’s a majority out there that wants a woman Dean--somebody they can trust to shake things up. And I will change EVERYTHING. I plan to run the obsolete parts of the Humanities like they’ve never been run before--right out of existence. Cross fingers, but we might even get rid of the name ‘HuMANities’--which has been a laughing stock for years now--if I can persuade the Trustees to go along. The Faculty of Liberated Thought. How does that sound, Kiki? If Shaysville can rename itself for the New Age, why the Hell can’t we? 

“I’m going to be the first Dean of Humanities who dares to say openly that many of the ‘great ideas’ of the Western World are very bad ideas. Tolerance? Of what? Imperialism? Racism? Exploitation? Privilege? Half-measures? Tolerance sucks. And what does their vaunted and unquestioned Rationality amount to?  Quite often a way of talking people out of doing the right thing. Our mantra should be: Whose side is Rationality on?  And don’t talk to me about the Sacredness of the Artistic Vision. It’s a fancy name for genuflecting to all those self-serving distortions of our common world turned out by white males. It’s gotta stop. The Lessons of History? The best lesson I ever learned is that the only way to change things for the better is to overthrow those in power more or less ruthlessly. The powerful never go quietly. And that’s not the line that most Humanists teach, is it? “

“Nope. Sounds like a big step backward to me, Mia.”

“Kiki, I’m not going to be intimidated by butt-patting bullies, by crypto doormat gals, or by history. We’re going to make the Faculty of Liberated Thought a place where we do our own thing. Think about that. Our own thing. Cosa Propria Nostra. I love it. As a wise woman once said: About ten years ago, Truth changed.”

“Truth changed, did it, Mia? Ten years ago? What does that mean, for God’s sake?”

“It means WE started calling the shots. Faster than they could fend them off. It means that gender and class and race went from having a small piece of the action to becoming the main event. Truth stopped being coldly and irrelevantly universal. Truth got very personal and local and ethnic and racial and gendered. Now Truth has a human face and a human body with penis and vulva intact.”

“Is that really what happened, Mia?  You make truth sound like Boston politics. Or a string of adjectives. Or Hustler magazine. What does all that have to do with truth? Truth is a standard of judgment.  Sure, it’s always subject to debate and proof. You’re saying truth is just politics? I’ve never known a political party I’d trust to adjudicate Truth.”

“Kiki, I mean that the once Eternal Verities lost an election, which we won. Now let’s start our own regime. Not only by pointing out that our former intellectual emperors aren’t wearing any clothes, but hey, let’s have some fun at the expense of their privates. We’re going to put what’s been suppressed too damn long right up there on our big bad screen. My first semester in office I’m going to hold a Grievance Fair. Seriously. Under a tent on the Student Union lawn. With delicacies from many lands. Once we did it piecemeal with marches and megaphones. For one whole Saturday I’m going to give every marginalized or oppressed cadre a booth, microphone time, and our undivided attention. We’re going to clear away all the antique academic junk until we’ve got not just the level playing field we’ve always bitched about getting, but one that tilts our way. Starting in about 100 days, when Kurtz dribbles himself into the California sunset, we’ll be running the plantation. Isn’t it about time? Aren’t you excited? Our white male overseers have done us some real harm. I’m going to do us some real good.”

Kiki blew air out a corner of her mouth. “And you’ll do a little harm, I expect, to our nasty overseers--those misogynist no-nothings who hired and tenured you and me? Look, Mia, I’m with you some of the way, on a few things. But I still believe what I was taught at Swarthmore about Truth and Art and Tolerance and Rationality. But back to our original subject. I think a person’s sex life--so long as he or she doesn’t harass or rape anybody--is none of any university’s damn business. I’m sure it’s none of mine. I’d hate to have my own sex life put under the same spotlight Jack Stoneycroft’s is getting. How about you? Do you want every amour you ever had scrutinized? Publicized? Let’s get real.“

“Moi have amours? Kiki, don’t expect me to get that real. Even with you. Let’s just say that sex-with-equals is protected sex. Sex with students isn’t. I practice safe sex. Enough said?”

“More than enough, Mia.” Kiki, still wearing only the Humanist Tee shirt, pulled on a pair of faded jeans over her bare bottom and decided there was something more she could say about her old roommate. “Do you know why Artemis is doing this? Why she’s so obsessed?”

“I don’t know why. And I don’t much want to know. Unless it’s reeeally juicy.”

“It’s because of an affair Artemis had twenty years ago. It hurt her so bad that it’s impossible now for her to think clearly about men, or about any of this stuff. I knew that, but I trusted her--I’ve known her too long not to love her and trust her. I was sure she had something seriously damaging on Stoneycroft. She asked me to write a letter accusing him of harassment. I did, mostly because I knew he’d screwed around with students. And I figured, you know--where there’s smoke. Now I find Artemis has zilch. I was had. She’s got zilch. And I’ve written as much to Horst Kleiner and his Committee.”

“Why did you do that? Artemis claims she’s found the smoking gun.”

“The smoke is coming from inside her, Mia.”

Mia stepped over the bench and straddled it, facing the now sitting Kiki. “It’s all semantics, Kiki. Stoneycroft exploited women. You can use different words to make what he did look better or worse. But it’s all semantics. He caused harm. Aren’t you linguist enough to realize that?” 

“Mia, I’m linguist enough to know it isn’t just semantics. People cry ‘semantics’ when they want to evade distinctions that matter. I repeat: no woman has lodged a sexual complaint against the guy.”

“OK. We’re stalemated on that one. So get to the dish, Kiki. What happened to Artemis to make her go after Jack? I know about her tell-all piece for Recoveries--all the emotional damage stuff. What else is there?”

“Something she didn’t divulge in Recoveries, and I’m not sure why. Artemis had a professor lover at Swarthmore. He did all the things to her that she claims Jack did to his students, including give her a grade she didn’t earn. And she had an emotional collapse after he dumped her.”

“How could you possibly know that about the grade?”

“We lived in the same dorm. We were buddies. We still are, God help me. She never completed her journal in French on the semester’s reading for this guy’s course. She just stopped reading when she got to Camus. He still gave her an A. I saw pages from her journal scattered all over her bed. She’d ripped them up into tiny slivers. I watched her stuff all that excelsior into a manila envelope. At the last class meeting she handed the envelope to him as her journal. ”

“That’s a little different, Kiki. The guy obviously was embarrassed. Weren’t the scraps evidence enough she’d done the work? Why punish her while she’s having an emotional collapse? Her A was earned, I’d say.”

“Artemis never even finished reading the last work on the syllabus--L’Etranger--and never made notes on it.  Let me tell you the rest. This French professor was married but promised he was leaving his wife for Artemis. He never did. He got Artemis pregnant, and when she at first refused an abortion he ditched her. He called her into HIS OFFICE, sat her down, and broke it off stone cold turkey. Within a week he’d found another younger undergraduate as replacement mistress. Those were the days of free love and flower children, the days when colleges winked at it all. Artemis couldn’t believe this professor who had treated her so graciously and made love so passionately to her for six months could betray her with such…sang froid I believe is the word. He gave absolutely no hint of dissatisfaction with her until she refused the abortion. She had a baby that she never saw. Can you imagine her pain? On her life’s evidence she concluded that men are dangerous. They do savage things to women. She’s not entirely wrong, Mia. Some men ARE dangerous. But not every man who has sex with a woman and then takes off ruins her life. Artemis is making an elementary mistake—forgive me for using one of your forbidden words—of logic. She’s behaving irrationally.”

 
Mia thought before speaking. We’ve all got to behave irrationally sometimes or we’d go nuts. But since Kiki was invoking logic, she rephrased her story as a series of obvious deductions: “So when Artemis heard Jack had broken up with two women students, she identified with both women, vividly recalling her own misery. Then she assumed, probably correctly, that Jack had at the very least damaged the women’s self-esteem. Assumed it was her right and moral duty to punish him. So there’s no great mystery here. Artemis identifies with Jack’s victims. She melts into the archetypal female abusee. She considers herself his victim. But now she’s a grown woman, so instead of shredding paper, she writes a principled letter asking that a known malefactor be investigated. She sounds perfectly sane to me.”

 “Is it perfectly sane for Artemis, when the investigation comes up with nothing, to act as though it had? Refuse to back off and admit a mistake?”

“Lack of evidence means nothing to a true believer. The bliss of being an archetype is that you never have to think. You know who you are. You know who your enemies are. You may think it’s sick, Kiki, but boy is it satisfying.”

“What about Stoneycroft? Does he deserve to be our enemy?”

“Look, they’re all shameless knaves. But Jack’s worse than most. He had no business running for Dean in the first place. The poor deluded lad must have thought this was the Year of the Stud. Maybe his buddies will start printing that on some tee shirts. Would you wear that one, Kiki?” 

“Feminism is a big tent, Mia. And it’s no sin to be a stud. Not to me.”

“But our big tent ain’t a circus. Let’s just keep the paleface clowns out, shall we?”  Those were Mia’s last words on the subject.
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Saturday evening, 11 May

Ted Powdorski had phoned Marla with an invitation. “I have something you’ve really gotta see.”

“What’s that? Your naked butt? Don’t give me any grief, Ted.”

“I’ve rented an enhanced video-tape version of Orson Welles’ Othello. Welles is awesome. So’s the guy who plays Iago. Desdemona is a little icy. Best camera work I’ve ever seen. Welles has narrowed the whole thing down to the jealousy theme. I think I understood the play better from Welles’ flick than when we were doing it live in class for Artemis. Want to come watch it with me tonight?”  

“I dunno, Ted, I’ve had to live through enough betrayal around here. I don’t need to see any more betrayal on film when I’m trying to relax.”

“But this film shows stuff you can’t get from the plain text of Shakespeare. You can actually see why love turns inside out--it goes from adoration to jealousy to murder right on Orson’s face. You can almost see why Iago does what he fucking does.”

Marla thought for a few seconds. She liked Powdorski, had remained friendly enough with him even after their couple of sexual encounters led nowhere, and had even dialed his number when Jack had rejected her. But she felt a huge disconnect in the way they went at life. Powdorskers was terminally certain about everything; Marla enjoyed her quandaries, her explorations and productive follies. She loved his strong physical grip but not the crunch her mind felt when he dismissed or mocked her doubts and inspirations. “OK. I’m interested. In seeing the video. Please don’t take this personally, Ted, but no sex or I won’t come.”

“That’s a double negative.”

“You’re BAD, Powdorskers. But yeah, I meant a very double negative.”

Powdorskers had always hung around with an older crowd, and during his senior year he was sharing a house in the country with six Theatre grad students, two of them women. From the outside it looked like a slightly run-down farmhouse, with a little land still unsold, on the eastern edge of Shaysville. You knew it wasn’t a working farm because of the six vehicles parked in the rutted dirt car park, none was a tractor or a pick-up. Its ten rooms all needed paint and its furniture was the kind generations of students had bought used, abused for nine months, then sold back to the “EXPERIENCED GEAR” warehouse store in June. When Marla saw that Powdorski had shaved his normal two-day stubble and slapped on some presumptuous aftershave, she gave him a pre-emptive grimace: “Don’t even think about it, Dorsker.” 

The only functioning VCR was in the kitchen, so Ted rolled the video there. During the credits he opened a fridge with COLD ONES in huge paper letters on the door--there were two refrigerators, one for food, the other for drink--and held it wide open so Marla could inspect and choose what she wanted. She picked a Berkshire Pale and handed it back to Ted to twist open. They sat at the kitchen table--Marla with her notebook open--as the white skies, black battlements, vivid faces and archaic, razor-edged, poison-drenched speech invaded the dimmed room. Occasionally a housemate would disturb the scene by opening one of the fridges.

“Look at that blond stud of a Cassio!” Powdorski pounded his beer bottle on the table. “You know Dezzie probably has just a tad of a letch for the guy. When she starts badgering the Big O to invite Cassio to dinner and be nice to him, something’s got to be up between them.”

“If she feels anything for Cassio, it’s got to be unconscious,” said Marla. “She loves Othello. I don’t see any ambiguity in her. Welles, on the other hand, makes Othello a big morass of insecurity, despite his strut. So tell me what you see in Iago that’s not on the page?”

“That Irish guy Micheal Mac Liammoir plays Iago without cracking a smile. He’s there in nearly every scene, a stage manager.  He’s calling every shot. He’s so incredibly fast on his feet. Says exactly the most innocently sinister thing every time. He ratchets up the Big Guy’s jealousies and sends him over the top--first gets Cassio drunk and fired, pushes Dezzie into sticking up for him, right down to the last straw of planting Dezzie’s hankie on Cassio’s bimbo. What Mac Liammoir shows is Iago’s sheer love of doing what he’s doing. How many people want to cause that kind of damage? Or have the balls to risk doing it and the self-discipline and smarts to bring it off? Iago walks a tightrope the whole damn film. One mis-step and the Big O catches on. Iago is so into his schtick that he doesn’t even care if he gets killed. That’s awesome. And we know he loses from the get-go--the first shots we see show Dezzie and Big O dead, all right, but there’s Iago being winched up the battlement --grinning at last--to die of exposure in that cage. Grinning the grin that was inside him his whole fucking trip. Evil is just a kind of deadpan high for Iago. To be a sadist at his level you gotta be super-competent. Iago is Everyman with evil in his heart--he’s also got more balls than the rest of us. He does what we all want done but don’t dare do. And we’re fascinated to see our desire projected up there.”

“That’s the sickest thing I ever heard, Ted. Iago’s supposed to be the great inexplicable exception! You say he’s us? Give Me A Break. I can’t stand it. That’s stupid.”

“A lot of things aren’t what they’re supposed to be. It wouldn’t be any fun if they were. A lot of people lie about what they really want. And I’m talking present company here.”

“Fuck you, Ted! I’ve changed my mind about the sex, by the way.” 

Marla immediately clapped her hand over her mouth and popped her eyes as the fridge door opened. One of Powdorsker’s green-eyed housemates, who had been watching in the gloom, seized a beer just as Welles, with his massive hands, was winding blonde hair around a mute, unbelieving woman’s throat. The fridge door slammed.
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Sunday 12 May

Fleur was standing on a hillock above a bunker near the eighteenth green as the twosome of Jack and Adam came into view. They were playing Crumpin’ Fox, a Trent Jones-designed course up near the New Hampshire border, because Jack wanted to get far away from Shaysville and still play golf, on this last day before his Sexual Harassment Hearing. Crumpin’ Fox was the kind of course that intensified your pleasure when you were playing well and your respect for the game itself when you were struggling. Both Jack and Adam had played well. Jack, in fact, had just played maybe the best round of his life, completely unfazed by tomorrow’s peril. His five-iron approach on 18 over the greenside pond had stayed on the raised narrow green and left him a thirty-foot birdie putt for a 79. Adam was on the fringe in two. Adam chipped stiff; Jack left his putt on the lip.  

Fleur had met them on the sixteenth and had walked in with them, forging ahead as she did on the 18th to serve as a forecaddy when there was a blind shot or a place where their drives might be rescued from oblivion by her presence and quick eye. She had come up to join Jack and Adam for dinner at the steak restaurant overlooking the course.

Adam had taken a cart to ease the burden on his heart over the fairly hilly layout. Jack and Fleur had begun their conversation with a few skirmishes as they walked to where Jack’s Precept gleamed white in the dusk. They knew that sometime during dinner their talk would get serious. Jack wanted to know exactly why Fleur quit the Provost’s office. 

“Affection for my wayward faculty friends was getting me in trouble,” she had said, deadpan.

Jack wasn’t quite sure she was joking. Bad enough for him to risk his own job. Why should Fleur risk hers? As soon as they reached the clubhouse, he and Adam showered, then joined Fleur on the outside deck of the club’s restaurant.

“Let’s have a drink here and go in when it gets cold,” Fleur said. She had already draped a sweater over shoulders.

“You look very much out from under,” Jack said.

“I’ll drink to that,” said Adam. “So long as she doesn’t carry it to bed with her.”

They looked back wordlessly toward the fearsome 18th green. In the late afternoon sunlight four white balls one by one bounced to rest short of the pond and glowed huge and white. 

“Must be seniors like us,” said Adam. “They all laid up. Jack, when are you and I going to start laying up? My dad always told me to take the water out of play whenever possible. I never believed him as a kid. Dads should heed the kind of advice they give to their rebel kids. I’ve played on dangerous waters the whole rest of my life.”

“They sure should heed it. My Dad always said go for it, son. He probably thought I’d get sick of penalty splashes and learn to hit it straight and far.” Jack paused to grimace. “But  I never did straighten my shots, no matter how many Pinnacles I drowned.” 

“Still losing your balls in hazards,” said the ever-reflexive Adam.

 A few minutes later a boisterous female foursome--none of them close to senior status--walked into view on the 18th fairway. “Just before dusk, golf is an even more blessed game, with a drink in one’s hand, and nymphs galore coming over the rise,” said Adam, just as Fleur decided to disabuse Jack of his fear that she’d quit because of him. 

“Jack, it wasn’t only my disgust with Horsfall’s signing off on the accusations against you that made me quit,” she began as they were finishing their salads. “I just didn’t like the way things were going. Horsfall rarely took my advice on issues that mattered. Take the English Department’s long-promised Elizabethan Institute. Remember the learned and enterprising fellow who held that Baronetcy in North Yorkshire?  Sir Rutherford Cortland, Bart. was how he listed himself in the faculty roster. He got an offer from Eastern Shore U. or someplace like that, and the English Chairperson--forgotten who, it was so long ago--extracted a promise from him? If Bart—we always called him that for short, he kind of liked it--if Bart stayed put we’d give him his own institute and house it in one of those grand old mansions that well-fixed widows heading for nursing homes leave us from time to time. You know the kind--wrap-around porches, ionic columns, pediment eaves. Well, six or seven years went by, mansions the University owned fell empty and were always assigned to some drab administrative use--never to the Elizabethan Institute, most of which was still housed in Bart’s garage. Bart was civil in his disappointment, but plainly mortified as he got older and thought successive provosts were stalling so their rash promises would retire--or die--with him. Bart once said to me that he’d trade in his Baronetcy for the damned Institute if he could. My own view was that it was purely a class thing between him and Horsfall. Our Provost couldn’t bear granting another Brit, especially a titled one, a kind of lifetime American peerage.

“You know I’ve been no great champion of the Humanities, Jack, but I thought Horsfall ought to keep our institutional promise. I also thought it would be an inexpensive boost to you guys. Bart was going to donate all his books, some cash,  and a lot of furniture, so the remodeling cost would be a fraction of some biotech lab.”

“I wondered why Rutherford didn’t just job hunt again. Or go back to All Souls. How did Horsfall justify his backing off?”

“Interesting. He thought only scientists had a right to found institutes. He didn’t want Humanists, least of all you literary types, to get any fancy ideas of parity with scientists. And he was honest enough to put it bluntly. ‘Academia isn’t a democracy and the playing fields aren’t level. Humanists are second-class citizens. I want them to understand that. The written promise the English chair negotiated for Professor Cortland wasn’t iron clad and contained no date certain. Legally, English has no case.’

“I found that pretty chilling. But I kept working on other projects Tim assigned me. My main job was budgets. I was supposed to come up with plans that would leech dollars out of the Humanities and distribute them to the professional schools like Engineering and Management and the better departments in the hard sciences. This had to happen. I wasn’t opposed in principle. The Trustees were demanding we shift money for real, not just fake it with smoke and mirrors. Now I don’t think History and Literature and Drama and Music are the salvation of the universe, guys, but I think they matter. I also think people matter. I saw no reason to humiliate the Humanities professoriate by cutting them to the bone and denying them things like the Elizabethan Institute. It’s a question of balance, of letting enough funding flow to protect morale. Sometimes all they really wanted was some heartfelt verbal stroking. Horsfall would have none of it. I would have quit inside a year. His going along with the feminist wolfpack baying after you, Jack, just made me leave sooner.”

“I don’t know whether to thank you for making my miseries your exit cue or launch into a sermon to educate you about the Humanities one more time.”

“We have all fifty of those tapes in our mental video collection, Jack,” said Adam. “I have a better idea. Waiter, another bottle of Veuve Cliquot.”

“Not to worry. I’m sick of preaching anyway, guys. I’ve sworn off it. Thanks, Fleur.”

“I hope you’re not too tired to get drunk,” said Adam. 

“Take care of yourself tomorrow, Jack,” said Fleur. “Go easy on the heroics.”

“Don’t forget to assail the enemy with some of your undecipherable...sorry, unanswerable syllogisms,” said Adam.

“Logic has nothing to do with it,” Jack said. “It’s going to be a Trial by Fire. They’re going to make me walk barefoot through every piece of hot gossip they’ve dug up about me. If I start showing pain or try to hide, they’ll say ‘gotcha.’ You know Trial by Fire was once believed to be a perfectly reliable way to determine who was telling the truth. Savanorola’s enemies tried to use it in Florence. It happened not long after the famous Bonfire of the Vanities. I wish there was a modern version of Trial by Fire around that I could use on my accusers.”

“I’ve got another better idea,” said Adam. He unlaced and took off his Mephistos and then knelt to remove Fleur’s sandals. “Let’s make our own Trial by Fairway. What you need, Jack, is a whole lot of freshly mown greensward between your toes. Let’s pay the check and then walk around the 18th green. Feel how good the dull old world feels underfoot.”

They waded in the water hazard and dug their feet into the sand in the greenside bunker. Then walked back down the 18th fairway to the 17h green and cavorted around its ghostly flag. Adam was right. The world felt much better to Jack with no leather or wool between it and his damp, flexing, grass-covered soles. Adam hugged him. Fleur kissed his lips.  

Jack did end the evening a little drunk. He managed to make it safely back over the dark roads to his house by driving about 30 MPH. He thought about the limited power of friendship as he drove. The friends who had just hugged him good-bye and goodluck were almost the only true and easy friends he had left. But he’d failed over nearly twenty years to convince them of his most passionate belief: Art, literature, philosophy, history, matter more than all the sciences. To the same degree that the moral powers which keep nations from dropping a hydrogen bomb or the anthrax virus on its enemies is more precious than the sciences that imagined and built those weapons of unredeemable terror. 
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Monday 13 May

Jack was slightly late arriving at Conference Room 112, the site of the Hearing, in the cavernous basement of the Student Union. A creature of habit still, he had stopped to buy his usual copy of The New York Times in the campus bookstore. As he left the store he passed Herman Gotoff heading in. Herb tapped Jack’s Times and said, “Some reading matter if the testimony gets dull?” 

“Just trying to persuade myself today’s like any other, Herm.”

“It ain’t,” said his friend. 

The fact that Gotoff was hovering in the vicinity of the Hearing room annoyed Jack. “You aren’t planning to attend this witch burning, are you? It’s not supposed to be open to the public.”

“I’m working on the rationale they’ll let interested parties see who’s throwing low blows at whom.” Jack wanted to aim a low blow at Gotoff, but this busy rationalizer had slipped away into the store.

A campus cop holding a list was stationed at the door on Room 112 to limit access to authorized participants and witnesses. There seemed to be already about twenty people inside--more than the eight or ten he had anticipated. Why so many? Jack had envisioned, despite Belle Isle’s warnings, a small privacy-preserving, almost intimate gathering. He’d been assured that public and press would be excluded. A courteous young woman was directing Mathilda Portius, a prosecution witness whom Jack knew well, to a separate inner room to await the call to testify. Jack assumed that Marla and Artemis and Kanga had already arrived and were waiting in the same confined space. He wondered what they could possibly be saying to each other. Four large folding tables had been joined into a horseshoe under the green blackboard. Off to one side at a separate table two sound technicians with earphones readied and tested a reel-to-reel tape recorder. At every chair along the horseshoe stood a small microphone hardwired back to the tape recorder. There was a great snarl of wires underfoot, interfering with the chair legs. A tray of doughnuts and a stainless steel coffee urn beckoned on another side table. Jack poured himself a Styrofoam cupful and approached the central table. It was about five minutes past the scheduled start of proceedings. A man in a gray suit wearing a huge wristwatch checked the time, then raised his eyebrows and smiled at him with palpable condescension. He had a gray crew cut, impressive frown lines, a lithe build, and looked about fifty years old.

“Professor Stoneycroft? Reporting reluctantly for duty I see. We’ve been speculating that you might want to play a little hooky today. And who could blame you?” The man patted Jack’s shoulder.  “Hey, just kidding,” he blustered on as anger flashed in Jack’s face. “I’m sure you think your own cause is just, the same as we do ours.” He offered Jack his hand. “My name is Sergei Stern. You may have heard that I’m the University’s point man here and will be presenting its case.” Stern turned to another man sitting in the central position at the table. “Peter, now that our main protagonist is here—is that the right literary term, Professor? --we can start the show. We’ll be ready for action as soon as the sound people tell us their tape recorder is functioning. Please take a seat.”  Stern followed Jack to his seat and lowered his voice, explaining that he held a part-time Lectureship at the University’s South Shore campus and had been “conscripted” for this “uncongenial” assignment.  Stern was in fact a full-time litigator who used to teach an occasional night course in the Legal Studies Program there. Charley Oberschmitt had suggested to Horsfall—“if you want a tiger”--that Stern be appointed the “Evidence Presenter,” as the prosecutorial role was named in the Harassment regulations. Using Stern was stretching the provision that required the “Presenter” be a University faculty member, but Belle Isle, who’d told Jack about Stern earlier in the week, could find no effective way to challenge Horsfall’s choice. Stern introduced Jack to the three people who would judge him. Tina Morales, a Woman’s Studies student, Lesbian and proud of it, as she often announced in public.  Peter Harkness, a Professor of Sociology with a law degree from B.U.  Gerd Maartens, until recently an ombudsperson.

“Will you be accompanied by legal counsel?” Stern asked Jack. “Or will you have a faculty colleague as your advisor? I’m sure you were informed that you are entitled to one or the other or both.”

“Neither,” said Jack.

“I’m surprised to hear that. But I can understand.... there might be....some disinclination…” said Stern, his voice trailing off before saying brightly, “Too bad. I was actually looking forward to meeting Martin Belle Isle again. Good attorney.  I know he’s expensive. But worth every shilling.”

“I’ve CHOSEN to appear alone, Stern. Let’s not start this thing off with a prejudicial inference.”

“I’m afraid that uncomfortable inferences are acceptable in virtually all legal proceedings, and they certainly are in this one. Better not to imagine otherwise, my friend. Whether anything you or I say is truly prejudicial will be for these three good people to decide.” Stern nodded toward the members of the Hearing jury.  

This guy is good, Jack thought. He suddenly felt stupid and light-headed. 

Peter Harkness, the juror who was chairing the Hearing, cleared his voice into his mike for quiet. He took several minutes to introduce formally the principals to each other and set out the ground rules. The Hearing’s purpose, he said, was to determine the truth or falsity of accusations that Professor Stoneycroft had elicited sexual favors in return for granting specific women students “academic advantage” and that he had “sexually harassed Marla Crispin by forcibly embracing her without her consent, as payment for a favor.” Harkness stated that this was not a court of law, but a community working through its appointed representatives to resolve a serious issue in fairness to all parties, including past, present and especially future students. State criminal and civil courts have stricter rules of evidence than the ones that will apply here, he explained. In this Hearing witnesses will take an oath to testify truthfully, but they cannot be charged with perjury. Hearsay or second hand testimony will be admissible and judged on its merits. 

“Such hearsay testimony will of course be subject to common sense standards of credibility.  Upon presentation of the evidence by both sides, Professors Stern and Stoneycroft will each have 30 minutes to sum up their respective cases. The Hearing will then adjourn, probably for a few days to a week. The Panel will deliberate until it has reached a verdict, and, if necessary it will formulate and recommend sanctions against the accused. When the verdict is ready in written form, the Provost’s office will contact everyone involved by phone. Then, on the next business day, this Hearing will reconvene to hear our verdict. The Provost has the authority to approve, reject or revise our decision. There you have it. Let’s get started. Professor Stern?” 

The first witness Stern called was Mathilda Portius, who was asked to tell what she knew herself and what she had learned from others, of Professor Stoneycroft’s involvement with his female students over the years. Portius, though she held a doctorate in History, was a non-academic employee of the Archivists Training Program, a certificate granting extension of the History Department. She had known Jack as her boss during his Chairmanship. She had apparently kept close track of every woman student with whom he had been friendly.

There has been a consistent pattern, she began, quite matter of factly, of sexual liaisons stretching back fifteen years. In each instance, and she was more or less sure there were at least two, Portius had noted evidence of favoritism or other inappropriate advantage given to the woman involved. “Current student mistress” was the term Portius used repeatedly. She began many sentences with the phrase “It was common knowledge...” 

Stern spoke from notes spread out on a one-legged lectern set just in front of the tables. When he had finished questioning Portius, he turned to his three jurors. “My purpose in asking Ms. Portius to present her information was quite simply to convey what might be called the sense of the affected community. I am not suggesting that her testimony establishes anything more than a widespread conviction that Professor Stoneycroft has engaged in serial intimacies with several women. We will present evidence in due course that he was the beneficiary of their sexual favors in return for actions he took to further their academic careers, or in lay terms, he traded grades for sex. I now will place in evidence a letter of recommendation the accused wrote for one of the women, Dr. Monique Navarre. Her name appears on the copies of the recommendation I now distribute to the Panel and to Professor Stoneycroft, so there’s no question or need of preserving her anonymity.”

As soon as Jack heard Minkie’s name he was on his feet. “Objection, please. I wrote that as a confidential recommendation. I don’t see how it can possibly be placed in evidence here. And I have no idea how it can lead to the conclusions you seem to draw from it.”

“Please sit down, Professor” said Harkness. “We’re not in a law court. Seated objections are perfectly acceptable. Look at the confidentiality box at the top of the recommendation form. You’ll note that Dr. Navarre checked the box indicating she did not waive her right to see the document. In any case, the University obtained Dr. Navarre’s permission to place the document in evidence at this Hearing. She seemed quite pleased with your praise of her qualifications. Here is a copy of her recent letter authorizing us to use it as evidence. Objection overruled. Proceed, Professor Stern,” concluded Harkness. He passed both documents across to Jack. Jack studied the recommendation form that he’d filled out and signed some five years ago. Minkie had in fact checked the box preserving her right to see whatever he wrote about her. Jack had simply never noticed. How could she fear what I’d write?
Stern then read Jack’s letter stating that Navarre was a brilliant researcher and writer, and equally splendid in person; lively, presentable; a warm, vibrant woman. “I’ll leave it to the Panel to interpret those code words--’lively,’ ‘vibrant,’ ‘warm.’” Stern seemed already to have interpreted them to his satisfaction. Jack’s letter noted that his student had published a chapter from her dissertation in a prestigious historical journal.  And that she had a special knack for colleagueship. As the judges studied copies of the recommendation, Stern passed out the official approval forms--all written and signed by Jack, and all ringingly laudatory—granting Monique Navarre her Doctorate of Philosophy in History.

“Questions or comments, Professor Stoneycroft?”

“Is there a suggestion that my praise was somehow exaggerated or that Dr. Navarre did not deserve the degree?”

Stern sidestepped Jack’s question. “By way of answer, I ask the Panel to note three things. First, the extremely intimate nature of Professor Stoneycroft’s praise, stressing his student’s vivid personality as much or more than her academic accomplishments. Second, Dr. Navarre’s unusually rapid progress from her final oral exam in September ‘89 to completion of her dissertation in May ‘90--nine months in contrast to the average national gestation time of 48 months for a History Ph.D. dissertation to get itself written. And third, the contrast between the letter written for Dr. Navarre, who was hired by a small Southern state college, and a letter Professor Stoneycroft wrote the following semester for another History Ph.D. on whose dissertation committee he also served. This woman, Dr. Angela Turner, had the distinction of being hired by Columbia University’s American Studies Department. Here are copies of the second letter, also obtained from the student herself. Professor Stoneycroft, do you agree that Dr. Navarre fares far better in the recommendation you wrote for her than did Dr. Turner, whom I should say has no objection to our using her name?

“Yes. Sure, I agree. I thought then and do now that Dr. Navarre was by far the more promising academic.”

“You seem to be unique in making that judgment, Professor Stoneycroft. Dr. Turner also received job offers from Wesleyan and Berkeley; whereas Dr. Navarre received only the State College job offer she eventually accepted. Was it her academic promise--or a another kind of promise you made to Dr. Navarre--that explains this embarrassing discrepancy?”

“Professor Stern, Dr. Turner was a good student and had excellent prospects for an academic career. She also happens to be an African-American. In the current academic job market competent African-American Ph.D’s in History--and Dr. Turner is more than competent--are extremely scarce and in wide demand. Let me put that even more strongly. All universities are under pressure to hire Black faculty members. There aren’t enough to go around. Unfortunately for Dr. Turner, although Columbia hired her they did not see fit to award her tenure. Nor has she to date published her dissertation. Dr. Navarre both published her dissertation and earned early tenure two years ago. Her speedy completion of her dissertation is a measure of her talent and energy. Surely you can’t convert her virtues into my failings.”

“I have no further questions concerning this former student of yours. Except for this one: Do you disagree with Dr. Portius’ characterization of your intimacy with Dr. Navarre?”

“There’s no complaint from her, or any evidence I harassed her, or showed her favoritism. Why should I discuss my personal relations with her or any student? Now or ever.”

“Let me get this straight, Professor Stoneycroft. You decline to discuss your relationship with Dr. Navarre on the grounds that it was consensual?”

“Emphatically so.”

Some scattered titters broke out which soon became brief and general but embarrassed laughter.

“Look, I emphatically decline to answer.” 

“Perhaps you will have a more difficult time evading the implications of this next letter, from a woman who asks that her name be withheld. Until last December, when she received her Master of Arts degree, she was a graduate student in the Comparative Literature Department. She was enrolled in your European Intellectual History graduate course in spring 1995.”

Jack was about to subside into his chair, but instantly stood so he would be on equal footing with Stern and spoke directly to Harkness.

“This is outrageous, Professor Harkness. Someone stole the e-mail letter Stern is trying to introduce. Stole it from my computer account. I asked in a motion to the Panel that it be excluded. Ms. Wyznewski watched while I typed my password on her computer. I believe she memorized or wrote it down, and then used it unlawfully to hack into my account. Professor Kangamishu’s sworn affadavit--which the Panel has seen—gives his expert opinion as to what happened. Chairman Harkness, how did you rule on my motion to exclude? You knew the letter was stolen.”

“I have, as should be obvious by now, admitted this letter. How it was obtained may be in dispute; its authenticity is not. We have contacted the young woman in question. She admits that she wrote it. That was good enough for me and my fellow jurors.”

“Well, it wasn’t good enough for the fellows who wrote our Bill of Rights.”

“I repeat, this isn’t a court of law.”

 “Then what is it a court of? That document was illegally searched for and seized from my computer account. Was the woman who wrote it willing to testify in this hearing against me? If so, why isn’t she here?”

Stern spoke before Harkness could answer: “Professor Stoneycroft, I believe her absence today answers your question. She’s apparently still trying to protect you.” He handed copies of the letter to the judges and to Jack. “Shall we continue? The letter, as you see, expresses considerable emotional distress that her relationship to the accused, consensual or otherwise, was abruptly terminated by him. What do you have to say for yourself, Professor Stoneycroft?”

“Nothing. You can’t expect me to discuss a painful, private and irrelevant letter. The woman who wrote it hasn’t alleged I harassed her. Once again I decline to discuss my personal life.”

“That’s your choice, Professor,” said Stern. “I can’t compel answers from you. But you’re not being responsive to my reasonable questioning. The Jury Panel will, I’m sure, in due course want to assess your motives in withholding information they may find extremely relevant. In the meantime, I suggest that you sexually exploited this anonymous female student of yours, and that exploitation amounted to sexual harassment. I now call on Professor Artemis Fletcher to provide evidence in that regard.”

On cue, Artemis emerged from the witness room, promised to testify truthfully, and took the witness seat. One of the technicians adjusted the microphone to her height and poured her a glass of water.

“Professor Fletcher,” said Stern, “you were among the several members of the University community who wrote letters or evaluations suggesting that Professor Stoneycroft might be guilty of sexual harassment, were you not?”

“I was one of several. Yes.”

“Did you have direct personal knowledge of Professor Stoneycroft’s sexual harassment of students?”

“I did.”

“Please tell us what you know of each case.”  

“May I assume the e-mail letter to the accused from the anonymous but highly articulate woman establishes a sexual liaison?”

“That’s a reasonable interpretation. You won’t be alone in making it.”

“The emotional damage of that relationship to her is my main contribution to the evidence. I witnessed it. She had a leading role in a one-act play directed by a colleague with whom I collaborated. For five weeks of rehearsals and performances I worked backstage and became quite familiar with Ms. X.”

“Could you tell us the title and subject of that play?”

“It was called “Bed-Sit” and was written by the Irish playwright Paul Bullock. Very Pinteresque, if that term conveys anything to you. Its theme was unwanted pregnancy and abandonment. Our letter-writer played the victimized woman. After one unusually draining rehearsal she cried uncontrollably in my presence. She hinted that the play dramatized things she knew too much about. She was obviously miserable, but went through with the rehearsals and later the performances. She was very convincing as the immigrant Pakistani girl.”

“Do you possess any additional evidence that the actress herself might have been pregnant?”

“I do. I recall having breakfast across the street from our local abortion clinic one morning and I saw Ms. X leave the building and get into a black BMW driven by Professor Stoneycroft.”

“Thank you. Would you like to question the witness on this portion of her testimony, Professor Stoneycroft?”

“No. I’d prefer to wait until your direct examination concludes.”

“Your inference is then, Professor Fletcher, that Ms. X was pregnant and had an abortion?”

“Correct. And on the basis of his picking her up at the clinic I assumed the man who impregnated her was the accused. I had noticed them together two other times, once at a restaurant, once at a play.” Artemis swallowed hard and reached for her water glass, from which she slowly drank. She was aware of a strange ringing in her ears, seemingly out of nowhere, but which had begun as she had finished her last sentence. She had not seen Jack pick Lin up at the clinic. Greta Morgan had heard of this incident from someone who worked there.  And someone else reported seeing a young Asian woman with an older man in Trudies, and the same couple at a performance of Euripides’ Alcestis. Artemis did not doubt the accuracy of the information. But not disclosing that she learned of it third hand was lying, and lying made her mouth feel dry. She drained her water glass. A small lie, she told herself. But a thirst-provoking one.

“Why did you assume there was an ongoing affair between them on the basis of only three--sightings?”

“I follow the tip of the iceberg principle. If you see two people of different sexes thoroughly enjoying themselves together, you should multiply the number of sightings by ten to arrive at their true degree of intimacy. It’s a convergence of the law of averages and those of human nature.” 

“I object to the mumbo-jumbo that’s being foisted on this Hearing,” Jack said. 

“We can judge the degree of probability of an intimacy between you and Ms. X for ourselves, Professor Stoneycroft. Ms. X tacitly admits she was your lover in her e-mail to you. Overruled.” A patient Stern continued:

“Now could you tell us what you know of the defendant’s relations with Marla Crispin, who I believe was a student you both shared?”

“Marla Crispin came to me upset about a disagreement with Professor Stoneycroft. Coming to me for help was natural, since she was my advisee in the Theatre MFA Program. She felt Stoneycroft was coercing her.”

“In what way?”

“He wanted her to pursue an uncongenial and sexually-charged term paper topic instead of one she much preferred. He wanted her to write on Oscar Wilde as a victim of English homophobia; her preference was to study the impact of Wilde’s disgrace on his wife Constance and their two sons. I told her to stick to her guns. She did, and in fact she managed to persuade Stoneycroft to let her write about Constance. She told me that at the exact moment Stoneycroft agreed to her preferred topic, he took her by the shoulders and pulled her to his body. She told me this embrace was neither invited, nor was she forewarned. I believe she was highly agitated by the experience. I further believe that the defendant was expecting his sexual overture to be returned and recognized by Ms. Crispin as a quid pro quo. You know--she gets what she wants but so does he. When she ignored his advance, Stoneycroft was curt and unhelpful to her whenever she returned to his office seeking advice.”

“How do you explain Marla Crispin’s opinion that his gesture of physical affection was wholly asexual?” asked Stern.

“In a word, Marla’s naiveté. She could never quite comprehend Stoneycroft’s modus operandi, not even when it was happening to her. To put it bluntly, he treated attractive students favorably so as to incur their gratitude toward him, gratitude which all too often he succeeded in transforming down the road into their sexual availability.”

“Professor Fletcher, the other two women whose relations with the defendant are under review have informally insisted that they consented to all that happened. Do you accept their understanding? Or do you find from your personal acquaintance with them a similar pattern of naiveté?”

“I agree with the many experts in this field who argue that NO erotic relationship between professor and student is ever truly consensual. This is not just theory, or guesswork. It’s based on my experience, and a lot of women’s well-documented experience. The power male professors wield over female students under our system of higher education simply can’t be denied. You see it everywhere. And I submit that abuse of this power is a corrupting influence. Every form of patronage which professors control will flow more often to a sexual partner than to a woman who says no or is never propositioned. Some women will always take advantage of this power and use their sexual compliance to procure a male professor’s good will, obligation, indebtedness, whatever, knowing he will repay sexual favors with higher grades for less work, advantageous job references, and often lucrative graduate assistantships. But even women who understand this abuse of professorial power are not protected from becoming victims. They often see no other options available. Professor Stoneycroft practiced this corruption--for which sexual harassment is too kind a term--on the two women with whom we know he had relations and the one with whom he got no further than a clumsy physical proposition.”

“Thank you, Professor Fletcher. Any questions or counter evidence, Professor Stoneycroft?” Stern tapped his notes into a pile and folded his hands expectantly. As soon as Jack stood to cross-examine Fletcher he began walking to his seat, distracting the audience and jurors from Jack’s initial question.

“Professor Fletcher, did you obtain a copy of the private e-mail that the anonymous student sent to me around 7 AM on Thursday morning, the 11th of April?”

“I did.”

“How did you obtain it, please?”

“It was hand delivered to me by Rose Wyznewski on Monday morning April 15th.”

“I would like to put Ms. Wyznewski briefly on the stand to explain how she came to possess the letter.”

Rose was called and apprehensively pulled up a chair beside Artemis. Jack put his question to her.

“It turned up on my computer.”

“It turned UP? Ms. Wyznewski, did you or didn’t you hack into my computer account, using my password which you had seen me type at your computer?”

“I did not STEAL your password, sir. If you recall that incident, which happened on Tuesday morning, April 9th, you had without my authorization transferred onto my office computer several semesters’ worth of your teaching rosters. You were trying to make some incomprehensible point. A few days later you phoned to accuse me of stealing your password and to ask if I had this letter from Ms. X.  I said your charge was ridiculous and insulting. But it made me curious to see what you were making such a fuss about. So I checked my computer and I discovered that the letter from Ms. X had indeed been transferred to my hard drive. I assumed this famous letter got there via the same route the rosters did. There it was—in the same file. I further assumed you wanted me to read it—maybe as evidence somehow of your innocence because its author sounded so affectionate toward you. And so I took the opportunity and I read the letter. I do admit that. But then I drew some conclusions you probably didn’t anticipate and won’t like. Your accusation that I hacked into your mail file is just desperate after-the- fact fantasy. Ms. X’s letter was in my file because—consciously or unconsciously--you put it there.”

“Professor Harkness,” asked Jack, “would you please confirm the date of Ms. X’s letter for the record? It’s dated 7:05 AM, Thursday April 11th, isn’t it?”

“That’s correct.”

“Ms. Wyznewski, could you explain how a letter written and sent on Thursday morning, April 11th, could arrive in your computer two days earlier on Tuesday the 9th? The day I downloaded my rosters. Time travel?”

“Professor Stoneycroft, I was not aware of the letter until you told me about it on Wednesday the 17th. You could have forwarded me the letter at any time after Ms. X wrote it. For all I know Ms. X herself sent it to me on your instructions.”

Jack was flabbergasted and stumped. He had never imagined Wyznewski could devise such a contemptuously transparent lie in defense of her theft. He needed help. He called Kanga as a witness at this point and asked him to elaborate his written views of how Lin’s letter came into Ms. Wyznewski possession: 

“When Professor Stoneycroft asked her about it directly on April 17th, in my presence, Wyznewski denied any knowledge whatever of Ms. X’s letter. Now she ingeniously claims it was my friend’s phone call that alerted her to the possible transfer of Ms. X’s letter to her hard drive. Much the more likely explanation is that she had noted down Professor Stoneycroft’s password. During her phone conversation on April 17th she even taunted Professor Stoneycroft about the letter, talking as if she knew its contents.” After he was finished, Stern asked him simply, “Professor Kangamishu, you are recognized as an extremely knowledgeable computer person--even though you are basically an amateur in that regard while your profession—the one for which the Commonwealth pays your salary--is that of History teacher. Is that correct?” 

Kanga half nodded, then said. “It would be more accurate to say that I moonlight as a computer industry entrepreneur. I have founded an Internet services company and at this moment I am still sole owner of Webweavers, Incorporated.” 

”Congratulations, Professor. I’m sure where you work the moon is very bright indeed. Now you have certainly given us a possible alternative explanation as to how the letter came into Ms. Rose Wyznewski’s possession. Without judging the relative likelihood of either hypothesis, please tell the Panel whether or not Ms. Wyznewski’s explanation of how the letter came into her possession is technically possible.”

“Well, of course, it’s technically possible, but...”

“You’re an honest man, Professor Kangamishu. Thank you.”

“...but it’s unlikely in the extre...”

“THANK you, Professor Kangamishu.”

What the hell is happening here? Stern cut Kanga off in mid-sentence. All of a sudden evaluating the likelihood of someone else’s perjury is against the rules? Jack watched wordlessly as Kanga stepped down. Both men looked at each other with visible distress. Jack simply didn’t know enough computer science to challenge Wyznewski’s cover story. He knew Kanga would be feeling just as furiously helpless. 

Jack drank slowly from his cup of cold coffee. Slow down. The rapid volley of questions and answers had numbed him. Nobody seemed to care that Wyznewski was getting away with stealing a private letter and then denying the theft. He felt disengaged, as though the “Jack Stoneycroft” Artemis Fletcher and his other accusers were talking about was someone else, someone whose ugly behavior had been horribly fused with his own blameless acts and with his name. Focus on what’s happening to you here and now. Fight back. This is real. These people are shrewd as hell and utterly unprincipled. The abortion accusation is proof of that. Never had Jack been confronted by someone who so blatantly and so skillfully claimed to have seen only what she wanted to believe. He resumed his questioning of Artemis, who had remained seated at the witness table. He would have to cut through her composure.

“The anonymous woman had no abortion, Professor Fletcher. In fact, the colleague of whom you were so supportive is in part responsible for her presence at the clinic.”

“What? Professor Stoneycroft, is this some sick joke? Pregnancies are initiated by males, without exception.” Artemis suddenly remembered the parthenogenesis book Pru Millen had written, and those uneaten deviled eggs. Surely it wasn’t Jack’s intent to make a joke about someone’s pathetic theory? He continued:

“Your colleague’s student, Ms. X, was so moved by her part in “Bed-Sit” that she grew interested in comforting and counseling women faced with unwanted pregnancies they wanted to end. When you saw her get into my car that day at the clinic she had been working in the clinic as a volunteer abortion counselor. I’ll ask the head of the clinic to phone Professor Harkness later today to confirm that fact. Professor Fletcher has grossly misread Ms. X’s entirely generous act.”

“Is it logically impossible, Professor,” asked Stern, “for a volunteer to have also been a patient, one whose pregnancy had been terminated in the same building?”

“Not logically impossible. Simply untrue.”

“So you say. But thank you for your candid answer.”

Jack was losing control. The silent faces in the room looked impervious to his persuasive powers. He drank more coffee. Why don’t they bring on Marla? Wasn’t she supposed to be sitting next to Artemis? Are they now afraid of her? Was he? Jack sat and Harkness spoke.

“Please notify Ms. Marla Crispin that Professor Stern requests her to testify.” Marla entered wearing a dark blue business suit. “Just another costume,” she had said to her roommate as she left the house. She appeared composed and confident and looked at Stern and the jury as if she’d caught them engaged in some exceedingly disgraceful activity.

“May I say a few words before you ask me specific questions?” Marla asked as soon as she had taken the oath. “Perhaps what I say will make most of your questions unnecessary.”

“Please do,” said Stern.

“This is a university. I’ve come here twice, as grad and undergrad, to get an education. I believe I’m getting a good one. Professor Stoneycroft gave me a hard time as a student. But he taught me as an undergraduate how to write about History in clear English, how to do research and how to draw accurate conclusions. He also knew when he had lost an argument. When I convinced him that my idea to research Constance Wilde was valid, his concession wasn’t grudging or dismissive. It was exuberant. Hence the hug. Sure I was shocked, but I was also pleased. He never came close to asking me to sleep with him, if that’s what this is all about. It’s not Jackson Stoneycroft; it’s this University and these people sitting right next to me who are violating my rights. I have a right to interpret my own experience. You have no idea what my feelings at that moment were. You have no right to commandeer my life for your political agenda. Political or worse. Your attempt to turn that hug into a sexual assault is sick. It’s sick! I don’t need this.”

“Unfortunately, Ms. Crispin, a final judgment of what’s healthy for this community is not yours to make,” said Stern. ”I’d like to ask you a personal question which your comments have made necessary. Would you like to be further or better acquainted with Professor Stoneycroft?”

Jack knew the question was entirely out of line. But the split second he had to object passed before he could react. At this point he had to trust Marla with his fate.

“Of course. Why would I not? He’s a fine man who has taught me plenty.”

“Would you go on a date with him?”

Marla froze. Then she looked in disbelief at Stern.

Harkness said, gently, “You may decline to answer, if you wish. I think the question is intrusive and not relevant.  If Professor Stoneycroft had objected I would have sustained him earlier. Perhaps he was curious himself to hear your answer.”

“Whether or not I would “go on a date” with him--as you so euphemistically put it--is no business of yours.” Stern instantly responded:

“I’m sorry, Ms. Crispin. I thought the word “dating” was a euphemism peculiar to your generation. Your witness, Professor Stoneycroft.” 

What a gutsy young woman, thought Jack. She deserves a hug. That would give them something to remember: Serial hugger strikes again.  Finally he said, “I have no questions right now for either Ms. Crispin or for Professor Fletcher and no more witnesses of my own to present. I’ll reserve further comments for my closing arguments.” He knew lunch was nearly at hand and all he wanted was to clear out of this deadly arena.

Stern seized the unexpected opening: “Perhaps there’s time then to ask Ms. Crispin a few more questions before lunch break?” He then gently elicited her account of how she convinced Jack to allow her to write about Constance Wilde. Then he put three quick questions to her:

“Did you feel grateful to Professor Stoneycroft for changing his mind?”

“Yes.”

“Was it during this moment of gratitude that he embraced you?” 

“Yes.”

“Is it fair to say you feel you owe something to Professor Stoneycroft for his unusual and intense interest in you?”

Marla looked momentarily confused. 

“Well, of course, but...”

“No further questions.”

Stern cut her off as Marla tried to elaborate.

“Ms. Crispin, you’ve already answered yes to my question. You are excused.”

“But you’re not!” Her voice rose sharply as she got up from the witness table. “I don’t excuse any of you!” She stood looking at Stern and the jury to make sure they understood that this was not an emotional outburst but a considered opinion. Then Marla pushed through the bystanders blocking the exit to the Student Union Concourse. A loud blur of student voices poured into the hearing room as she opened the door. 

Marla’s fury woke Jack up. Get Artemis back in here. Go after her.  Show everybody in this room that she can’t think straight. Treat her like the fanatic she is. Go for it.  Jack’s internal resolution kicked in and he started talking. He got Harkness’s attention and told him that he’d changed his mind and wanted Artemis Fletcher recalled. Artemis’ heels clicked in the silence as she marched up the side aisle, sat down in the witness chair and looked up at Jack with a glare.  She was ready to repel any attempt to embarrass her. 

“Professor Fletcher, do you believe in facts?”

“Objection!” said Stern. “This is absurd. Any witness giving testimony must believe in facts. The witness has already sworn to tell the truth at this Hearing. This line of questioning is a waste of our time.”

“Overruled,” said Harkness. “If this witness tells us she doesn’t believe in facts, I as a juror would be interested in that fact.” 

Artemis’ tone as she answered was composed and reassuring. “Of course I believe in facts. But I’m sure I interpret the facts at issue differently than the accused does.”

“All right then, let’s see,” said Jack. “Is it a fact that Marla Crispin believes that I did not sexually harass her? Is it also a fact that neither Ms. X nor Dr. Navarre accused me of sexual harassment, even when Rose Wyznewski urged them both to do so?”

“Those are your ‘facts’, not mine.” 

“So facts have owners? Facts don’t exist in the public domain? All right, let’s inventory some of Artemis Fletcher’s facts. Is it a fact that Marla Crispin herself told you directly that she did not believe that I sexually harassed her?”

“As a matter of quote FACT unquote, those happened to be her words. But I don’t accept that Marla’s belief was, as you put it, ‘factually’ correct. I do believe you hugged her. That is a ‘fact’ I think we both agree is true. That one is in the public domain.”

“Isn’t it a fact that I have won an Alumni Teaching Award?”

“I have no knowledge of that. You haven’t put your curriculum vitae in evidence, Professor Stoneycroft. But I would not call you a distinguished teacher.”

“My students did. Is it a fact that my department twice elected me its Chair?”

“Obviously they did. I would not have voted for you.”

“Is it a fact that I’ve published five books.”

“I don’t see the relevance. Hitler published a book. Jack the Ripper wrote poems. I have it on hearsay you’ve published some books. I haven’t read any.”

“Did Professor Kangamishu commit a factual error when he testified that I was highly regarded by my colleagues?”

“Yes. From my point of view he did.”

“How so?”

“He did not confront all of your colleagues with the case against you which Professor Stern and the rest of us have made today.”

“Professor Fletcher, you have evaluated every factual issue at stake in this case according to your own understanding of how men and women interact, according to your own sense of what matters most in human life and according to whom I represent in your world view. Your judgment of me runs counter to that of all the women whom I’m accused of harassing and counter to the judgment of all my professional peers who know me as a person and a professor. You claim your interpretation of every fact about me outranks theirs. Based on your assumptions about me you made accusations that have led to this Hearing. Just to enlighten the judges, and to enlighten me, please explain your sense of what’s a fact and what isn’t. Explain your interpretation of how you add facts up, and how your personal facts supercede the facts of all those witnesses who have told this court that you are dead wrong.” 

Artemis didn’t respond immediately. She looked over at Stern and Harkness, hoping they would rescue her from Jack’s demands. For once, Stern was at a loss as to how to frame an objection. Harkness picked up the ball.

“I think the jury panel would be interested in how you approach the issues Professor Stoneycroft has raised. It reminds me of the old Rashomon problem—two or three people see the same events differently.” Artemis was now willing to respond:

“What I’ve seen, Peter, is too many abusers and harassers who get off scot free. I’ve seen too many women intimidated. I’ve seen too many old boys protect their own. I’ve been bullied too long by other people’s ‘facts.’ I’m not going to be bullied by Jackson Stoneycroft’s facts. Not today.”

“So you see this proceeding as a bullying contest? Not as a pursuit of justice?” Jack shot back.

“Justice must be rendered by the hearts of the wronged.”

“What? I wonder what our three judges think about that statement. No further questions, Professor Fletcher.” 

Jack got up. His chair scraping across the linoleum articulated his grinding rage. He walked into the space before the judges’ table, faced them, and said: 

“If this court accepts the reasoning it has just heard from Professor Fletcher, it will declare itself an agent of indiscriminate personal vengeance.”

Stern instantly replied, “I think Professor Fletcher is remarkably discriminating. I object to your last remark and ask the Chair to strike it.”

“Sustained,” said Harkness. “The judges will totally disregard the last statement by the accused.”

Harkness then recessed the hearing for an hour. Jack pushed past the startled campus cop and the thirty or so people milling outside the room to head outdoors. He needed cool air and exercise as much as food. On the way out he bought a sandwich at the cafeteria and a carton of orange juice and walked toward the athletic fields. So what happened to my carefully planned defense? I couldn’t seriously inconvenience let alone demolish the opposition’s case. They had an answer for everything, and all I did was flail around trying to prove I’m not guilty.  He sat down on third base, the only dry place he could find on the dewy grass, and awkwardly clasped his knee in one hand and ate half of his sandwich with the other. A dozen stone-faced cross-country runners in gray sweat clothes churned past him in a tight pack along the left field line and turned up toward Observatory Hill. 

He now regretted not asking Pam or Fleur to support him with advice and stop him from outbursts that might hurt his chances. He could have used some reassurance and a restraining presence. His mind was churning in place, going nowhere. He kept thinking, I’m going to lose this. They’ve made me look like a sexual predator. He realized that it would be futile either to deny or avoid the truth of his relationships with either Minkie or Lin. I’ve got to go after the way they think. I’ve no choice but to put my own way of life out there, on the line. 

While Jack headed into the open air at the recess, Artemis rushed to a phone in the lobby of the Student Union. It was about 12:20. Good, she thought, Morris will be in the middle of a session. His machine will answer. I won’t have to tell him directly I’m canceling my five o’clock. She didn’t want to discuss her performance at Jack’s hearing with anybody, especially Morris. She had not intended to lie, thinking the truth would damage Jack sufficiently. But when she heard him scoring points, she panicked and felt forced to claim she’d actually seen Lin Yu and Jack at the abortion clinic, at the restaurant, at the play. She had squirmed, edgy and unsure, as Jack made her discuss “facts.” 

Morris answered his phone before his machine could. She almost said the obvious thing: I wasn’t expecting to hear your voice, Morris. But her voice froze and she hung up the phone. She waited for a new dial tone, then called the Theatre Department secretary. “Maggie, would you do me a favor? Wait five minutes and dial this number and leave a message saying that I must miss my five PM appointment? If Dr. Gelbach answers and asks why, just say Artemis had her moment of truth.” 

As she left by the main door she saw Jack with his jacket hanging by his thumb over his shoulder. Let him deal with the damage I inflicted on him in the hearing room. He deserved it.
Jack noticed that the room was fuller when he returned. He asked Harkness who all the extra people were and reminded him that the Hearing Rules were framed to protect the privacy of the accused. 

“Just a precaution, Jackson,” said Harkness. “We’re taking some flak from the Everywoman’s crowd that our verdict will turn out to be an Old Boys’ whitewash. Rather than respond after the vote—in the event you win this thing--we thought it better to pre-empt such complaints and let interested parties sit in and watch now.”

“Wait a minute, Harkness. You assured me at the start of the Hearing that everybody present would have a valid reason to be here, and that you would keep this process confidential. Look at all these students you’ve let in. What the Hell? I’m not sure I want to continue.”

“If you walk out that would be a shame. Your absence won’t stop the Hearing or keep us from voting. We’re obligated to reach a verdict. You’d be better off to stay here and argue your case.”

Jack said nothing and sat down. 

Stern spoke first, and with an air of professorial evenhandedness, began to summarize the evidence he’d presented during the morning session. As he spoke he looked out at the audience and displayed a sequence of three charts on three easels:

1) DOCTORAL HANKY PANKY: THE HASTILY APPROVED DISSERTATION 

2) PROF DENIES PATERNITY: STUDENT TRAUMATIZED BY ABORTION 
3) QUID PRO QUO: THE ATTEMPTED SEDUCTION OF MARLA CRISPIN
A few bulleted lines subtitled “The Evidence” backed up each large-type charge. Stern’s posters reminded Jack of both supermarket tabloids and the knee-jerk colons in fashionable  academic book titles, even his own. He thought it strange that Stern was pitching his summation out to the audience, toward spectators who could not vote. 

“Please forgive the homemade charts,” Stern said. “My graphic display budget doesn’t quite match that of the Los Angeles District Attorney’s office.” 

Once he’d commented briefly on each of his “displays” Stern turned to face the three jurors, lowered his voice, and put aside the yellow legal pad from which he’d been taking his cues. He dragged a chair from the first row of the audience up to the jurors’ table and for the remainder of his summation sat and spoke quietly to them.

“I’ve been talking so far to and about the community which the accused has harmed. Now I want to speak to Tina, to Gerd and to Peter, the jury that represents this community.  It’s you three who must decide this case for the rest of us.” Tina, Gerd and Pete responded by ceasing to take notes and by returning his gaze. Once in a while Stern would gesture inclusively at the “affected community” behind him or fix disgusted eyes on Jack.

“I hope you don’t mind me getting up close and a little personal. It’s obvious by now that Professor Stoneycroft and his employer, this University, see his actions in entirely different lights. Maybe this case will seem to you a Rashomon situation, as Pete remarked—leaving us in a muddle of conflicting impressions that are impossible to resolve. What did that hug really mean? Was the accused mentoring--or seducing--these three women? Was the accused violating his trust or just a foolish or unlucky man who took advantage of our era’s lax sexual mores--only to run afoul of a posse of radical feminists?  Let me level with you. You’re all academics; you’re all familiar with the problems of resolving contested viewpoints. Maybe you’re in the habit of giving delinquent colleagues a break. Maybe you’re awed by the magnitude of the decision you’re being asked to make. Revoking a colleague’s tenure is a pretty serious matter, even when you are morally certain this campus would be better off without this particular colleague. Maybe you are inveterate skeptics who question all authority—as many a campus bumper sticker urges—even your own authority on this panel. I’m here to say I don’t question your authority. I respect it. I hope what I say will make it easier for you to exercise it.

“I raise these issues with you to make sure we’re on the same page. And here’s how I read one interesting page that matters.” Stern opened his copy of the University’s Faculty Handbook and passed it across the table to the jurors, folded open to a well-marked familiar passage, and then continued:

“The way I construe our Sexual Harassment regulations, they forbid and condemn any and all sexual relations that exploit the students involved, debase academic standards, and hurt the well-being of the campus community. It becomes the job of a jury panel--your job--to determine the facts and punish any guilty colleague. No matter how much he’s respected. I don’t see this case as a Rashomon replay at all. It’s something painfully obvious: a case of black and white, clear-cut moral turpitude—which as you know constitutes the sole legal grounds for revoking tenure—as the passage marked in the faculty handbook states. This case also makes me personally disgusted at the idea this university would tolerate this particular professor on its faculty. I, too, expect to be part of your community, if your admissions people agree. Jeannie, my 17-year-old daughter has applied to enroll here next September.
 

“I’ve gone over the basic facts with you, most of which the accused doesn’t even dispute. There’s a lot of pain in those facts. There’s a betrayal of our academic mission; there are clear violations of our campus code of conduct. You folks are the ones charged with finding a remedy for that pain, those betrayals, and those violations—even though you may feel some sympathy for this pathetic, immoral individual. Marla Crispin, Monique Navarre, and Ms. X didn’t cause anybody pain. They suffered it. They didn’t violate our code of conduct or our community’s honor. Only Jackson Stoneycroft did that, and he’s responsible for the damage done to those women and to this campus. That’s the only way to sort out these facts. I’m sorry, Pete, the Rashomon paradigm just doesn’t fit. 

“Now the accused will contend—and I’m sure some of you may believe—that his colleagues value him as a talented administrator and dedicated teacher who could not possibly be guilty of the accusations against him. But did his colleagues, at the time they made that judgment, know what we know today about his serial intimacies? 

“He will try to persuade you that the unsavory emotions and needs and appetites which he acted on and which we were obliged to confront him with today--all the ugly evidence of his sexual wrongdoing—are drives we all feel and live with. Drives to which many of us—all quite humanly—sometimes give in. He was in love. The women came on to him. Don’t buy that self-serving garbage. He was the adult. He was the one hired and tenured to act wisely and responsibly. He didn’t. Which of you three has harmed our community by doing anything close to what this man has done? I hope you’ll see him with the larger community’s eyes: as an abuser of his academic calling, as a sexual predator unfit to continue teaching our students. Do we choose our love interests from the bright faces in our classes? I never have. And I don’t think any of you--Tina, Peter, or Gerd--would ever consider taking a student lover--or condoning another colleague who did.” Stern paused to let his point sink in.

What a shrewd bastard, thought Jack. A vote for Stoneycroft by any juror now becomes an admission of a similar liaison with a student.  He picked up Stern again in mid-sentence.

“…but Stoneycroft makes no distinction between hitting on a young student entrusted to his tutelage and pursuing a female of a more appropriate age. It’s all the same to him. I suspect he even takes a little macho pride in being able to attract the impressionable and nubile young. 

“He’ll tell us that his private sexual liaisons with students present no significant danger to the University community. He’ll quite smugly remind us that none of his alleged harassment victims came forward earlier to complain or accused him here today. But let’s not be naïve--there exist powerful reasons why these women might choose not to testify. The publicity might harm their careers—or, if I may seem a little old-fashioned-- their chances for marriage. They might still feel honor bound to keep their sad bargains with Stoneycroft, as dishonorable and regrettable as those bargains may now seem to them. And we cannot rule out the possibility that someone—and I’m not leveling any specific accusations—may have contacted and intimidated the witnesses. Nobody knows for sure. But their silence is suspect.  Do not accept the absence of the women Stoneycroft once sexually harassed as convincing evidence that no harassment took place. And take note that the one woman who did appear today has shown herself still very much under Professor Stoneycroft’s spell. Reject her delusion that the embrace was somehow not really a serious sexual pass. It was serious. It was sexual. It was a pass. Disguised as a friendly hug, maybe, but still an attempt to exact eventual gratification from a young woman to whom he had seconds before granted an academic favor. 

“Your colleague Stoneycroft is going to offer a lot of excuses for his conduct. In his predicament, that’s understandable.  I hope you three will reject any such excuses for conduct to which those excuses implicitly confess. I repeat: you three citizens represent the affected community—for the purpose of declaring its will and asserting it values. Sure, I’m calling on you to make a statement. I make no apologies for that. Make a courageous statement about professional ethics on this campus, in this Commonwealth, and define for us; judge for us, what is acceptable conduct and what is not. 

“Now let’s take one last  quick look at the evidence.” Stern got up from the table and wordlessly lifted each poster into place on the easel for the jury to inspect. 

“It couldn’t be plainer that Professor Stoneycroft abused his position of trust as an officer of the University.  That consideration alone makes him dangerous to future students. Let’s make certain Professor Stoneycroft will have no students and no future whatever on our campus--or any other. I urge you to revoke his tenure and dismiss him from our midst.”

After his abrupt closure Stern walked into the audience and stood holding the back of a chair. He looked back expectantly at the jury, making clear he’d asked them a question they couldn’t evade. Then he sat down in the chair, and turned from the jury to face Jack. But Jack was numbly looking down at what he now saw were totally inadequate notes.

When Jack made no move to stand or speak, Harkness asked him if he needed a brief recess before making his own summation. Jack was in fact inwardly choking, horrified by Stern’s demanding on behalf of the University what was the academic equivalent of capital punishment. His first impulse was not to ask for a recess but to launch into his defense. He didn’t want to show how shaken he was. He stuttered slightly as he thanked Harkness for his offer. He realized he was not yet ready to start speaking coherently. The jurors could see he was shaken, literally shaking and probably white faced. Stern had delivered a deft combination of legal jabs, every one of which had hit home. 

“Could I have two minutes?” he finally said. He walked over to the side table and filled his trembling cup with bitter lukewarm coffee. His mind emptied as the cup filled. He stared at the elongated reflection of the still-standing Stern in the large chrome urn. Urn rhymes with Stern. Coffee is “the stern subsistence of the academic nerve” that a scholar-poet had once praised. He felt waves of scorn and pity emanating from the mostly silent room as he drank his stale coffee in three long swallows. His own nerve was in fact flooding back into him, but even more was his searing anger. Stern’s was the only distracting presence in a silent room. He was now sitting, and flipping, one by one, the pages of several yellow notepads, closing them flat and then slipping them inside his cavernous briefcase; he had made no attempt to remove his pasteboard exhibits from the easel.

Jack strode into the space between the tables and the audience. For a second he thought of asking Stern to remove his tendentious exhibits, then decided to keep them on view. Maybe their ludicrous dishonesty will come into focus as I talk.

“Jurors, colleagues, Sergei Stern is a lawyer. I’m a teacher, an academic, and so are you three. If we are going to talk seriously about communities, let’s talk about the one you and I belong to, and to which Lawyer Stern doesn’t. Our Boston campus will confirm that Stern hasn’t taught  there since 1992, though they have left his name on the books, maybe for just such an appearance as the one he’s making today. 

“You and I don’t manipulate logic and rhetoric for the sole purpose of winning. Lawyers do. If the facts are complicated and troublesome, we don’t reduce them to one simplistic interpretation. Lawyers do that. We scholars cast a wider net. We examine contexts that bring facts into focus which otherwise might mislead us. We probe motives, everybody’s motives, and we don’t suppress inconvenient facts—or even our own inconvenient emotions. We may have prejudices or preconceptions, but we declare them, and the best of us don’t let partisanship dictate our conclusions. If there’s moral ambiguity in a situation—and there is plenty in this case, my case--we admit it and we deal with it.

“Stern invited himself to get up close and personal with you.  I’m going to get a lot more personal than he did. But I won’t sit down at your table and pretend this is just a chat among friends. It isn’t. I’m on trial here for my professional life, and in order to save that life, I’ve got to persuade you that Stern and his witnesses have played fast and loose with the facts and with campus law.

“Stern is asking you to find me guilty of sexual harassment. I’m asking you to refuse to do that. If you want to convict somebody, censure Rose Wyznewski and Artemis Fletcher for bearing false witness against me. Wyznewski and Fletcher lied under the toothless oath they took today.  They claim events happened that never happened and they intentionally twisted the meaning of actual events to suit their radical feminist agenda. You know it, I know it, everyone in this room knows it. You three were chosen as jurors because of your public opposition to faculty/student sex. That fits the Provost’s agenda, which is to placate the feminists by getting rid of me. Even so, I hope you still have a stake in scholarly truth-telling and in preserving your own honor. Politics can’t abolish the value of personal integrity in our world.

“Stern’s charts are supposed to summarize evidence that proves I caused harm to three of my women students. It’s there in black and white, right? But look closely at each chart. You’ll see every charge he’s made has a gaping hole in it. Chart one: Stern alleges I approved Monique Navarre’s substandard doctoral dissertation. Where’s the expert witness to challenge its scholarly value? It was published—unrevised--by a university press to highly favorable scholarly reviews. In the years since, Monique has published three scholarly articles and has contracted with Oxford University Press for her second book—on Edward Gibbon’s boyhood conversion and deconversion from Catholicism and its effect on his great work.  Chart two: Where’s the proof Ms. X ever had an abortion? She acted in a play ABOUT an abortion and that experience inspired her to work as an abortion counselor. Chart three: The phantom seduction. Marla Crispin denied this morning my hug had any sexual content and insists I showed no interest in dating her.”  As Jack referred to each chart he lifted it off the easel and turned its headlines to the wall. After he had demolished them all he slowly opened his hands as if he were releasing an invisible bird. Empty. He looked inquisitively at Stern for a few seconds. Where’s your case, Buddy?
“Now that I’ve disposed of Stern’s tabloid-style non-evidence let me tell you what I’m really being accused of: having consensual sex with students. Which I did, with two of my women graduate students. But consensual sex is not the same as sexual harassment. Why is Stern pretending there’s no difference? You know the answer. So now I’ll say out loud what every grownup on this campus already knows.  

“This community of ours has established—tacitly--certain standards and expectations for its members’ sexual conduct, violations of which it has agreed—also tacitly—to punish. We’re doing this punishing here in Shaysville in response to the larger academic community’s stampede to outlaw faculty/student sex nationwide. As yet, the wisdom and practical effects of this effort haven’t been openly debated on this campus— probably because few want to discuss, let alone defend in public, faculty/student love affairs. But the issue has been deliberated behind closed doors—in Rushmore conference rooms--for five or six years. As yet no report has come out of these discussions, and the Faculty Senate has voted no Consensual Relations policy into existence. So our community is clearly struggling with, maybe even obsessed by—and stalling over-- consensual sex on campus. What’s involved is our right as free citizens to love and befriend whomever we wish. So the true cause of delays, all the squeamish dithering over consensual sex , is something healthy—the fact that most of us resist trying to regulate other people’s sex lives.  And we are damn sure we don’t want our own interfered with, thank you very much. 

“Nevertheless, I’m well aware that  a silent consensus has already formed on our campus that faculty/student sex must not, for politically correct reasons, be tolerated. Ageism is surely a factor. Professors tend to be a generation or so older than their student lovers, and the whole national community, not just the academic one, finds such age discrepancies unseemly. But who should decide when someone’s sexual choice is seemly? A faculty committee? An administrator? Or the couple involved? That’s the gut issue, and here’s the gut image. Pablo Casals and William O. Douglas marrying dewy young brides. Because age discrepancies can’t be used to outlaw faculty/student affairs—or marriages—the next best alternative is to prosecute them as sexual harassment cases.  As you’re doing to me. 

“I’m now going to give you my own recent--and painful--thinking on this dynamic--how the young fall for their older mentors on campus. 

“We professors are in the business of opening up life’s possibilities to the young, generating intellectual excitement. So it’s not surprising that students see us as a special breed of life-enhancing creature. But how many professors understand just how erotic and dangerous is the light with which their students’ eyes illuminate them? I didn’t. I now realize I had an aura—a ridiculous name but the best I can do—an aura that enhanced my attractiveness for at least a few of my students. Maybe my ignorance of this aura was culpable. Maybe I should have realized much sooner that I had one.” Jack sensed the jurors’ attention quicken. “I thought auras and charisma were for sports heroes and rock stars. Such things didn’t emanate from us middle-aged intellectuals.

“So how DID I discover I had an aura? It was a lot like solving an algebra problem. Finding an unknown—an X factor.” An inward grimace struck Jack as he imagined how his son Ned would enjoy the spectacle: a basic principle of mathematics springs to the aid of his Humanist Dad.  “The sexual harassment charge enraged me, but it forced me to ask what had REALLY motivated my student lovers. Had I missed something? Well, I had missed something. I realized that—until we actually began sleeping together—both my student lovers knew almost nothing about me as an off-campus person. All they knew was my classroom persona. That persona was the X factor I’m talking about. I was too vain to realize that this persona mattered more than anything else to my lovers, mattered more than who I was off-duty, so to speak. And my teaching persona did one more thing. It supercharged the feelings a woman has for a particular man. Women fall for men who make them feel good about themselves. And a professor more than anyone can make a woman feel elated about her mind, and about her future. I did that. I suppose the aura factor and a teacher’s power to enhance a woman’s self-worth are two aspects of the same thing. Why else would a smart coed with world class good looks bend herself out of shape for a balding man twice her age just because he can translate Homeric Greek or electrify some dismal aspect of economic theory? And the effect I’ve been describing works just as powerfully in the other direction: a teacher suddenly beloved by a student feels himself smarter, more virile, younger than he really is. 

 “Though I was never conscious of it then, I’m sure I had an aura, and I didn’t resist the lovers it brought me. Let me be absolutely blunt. I once believed it was OK to welcome—to respond to--women students who were attracted to me. I have no wish to retract what I did. But now I have doubts.” 

Jack tried to assess how his surely hostile audience was reacting to what sounded like a confession. He detected a level of puzzled interest in a few faces. He decided to make explicit what they must be thinking. “When a woman student admires and desires a teacher, her normal process for screening potential lovers may be partially suspended. She doesn’t see that sleeping with this professor may—may--ultimately harm her emotional health and that the odds of the affair enduring are probably smaller than if the man were an ordinary Joe.” Could he compress in a few sentences the myriad entanglements that had bound him to Minkie and then the far different ones that bound him to Lin? Then recount painfully what had broken both entanglements? Should he explain how crucial Marla was—in all her pinkness and wild costumes—in proving she was falling more for his aura than for him? No. I’m not giving them any more of my life history. Only the gist. They’ve heard enough.
“Sex between professors and students involves huge risks, but so do all love affairs. Sometimes a fulfilling intimacy or happy marriage justifies the risks. Look around. You’ll see more than a few good marriages that began in classrooms. Sometimes instructive pain is all we professors and our students take away from falling in love. 

“You’ve heard more of my life story than you want to know or I wanted to tell you. I’m still trying to understand it. And telling it to make sure you don’t misunderstand me or think I’m concealing something. You have to judge me. But I must also judge myself. I loved two of my students. Long after my aura had disappeared from their eyes, they loved me still. I never sexually harassed them. Or ANYONE.” Not even my dog, he was, in his giddiness, tempted to say. But didn’t.

“The university doesn’t—it can’t--outlaw auras—or outlaw love affairs inspired by auras. Auras aren’t restricted to campus and probably inspire quite a few sexual adventures. A woman is thrilled by a guy’s robust pickup truck or his astonishing backhand or Pesto sauce.  A man is turned on by a woman doctor’s awesome competence and deft stethoscope. A university may wish to, but it can’t outlaw all sources of emotional pain. In the case you’re judging, the pain involved--my own, my student lovers’--won’t be forestalled by rules you can print in books like these.” Jack picked up from the jurors’ table and then set gently down the same Faculty Handbook Stern had brandished.

“Please think carefully about what Marla Crispin said. She testified my hug was not a prelude to seduction. You do not have a right to distort her experience to harm me, or a right to deny her words to further a political agenda or someone’s personal vendetta. No wonder Stern told you to reject Marla’s take on her own experience. If she spoke the truth, he has no case, and this University has no case.  She’s a brave woman, condemning Stern and this whole ugly ambush of a trial. If it weren’t for my previous sexual relationships with students, my hugging of Marla would never have passed muster as an act of harassment. All I ask is that you three jurors vote your consciences rather than your politics.”

Jack sat down. He immediately wished he hadn’t ended by impugning his jurors’ politics. Their politics had probably become their consciences. It’s done. You spoke your mind. Forget it. There was no applause.

Harkness banged his gavel, the only time he had used it all day.

“This Hearing is now adjourned. It will be reconvened as soon as the Panel has agreed on a verdict and put its decision and its recommendations in writing. All participants will be notified by phone and e-mail or fax when that happens. Thank you all for participating in this important work of faculty governance.”

Jack felt the backwash from the crest of his summation breaking around his wobbly knees. He knew he probably hadn’t convinced the jury, but he sure had convinced himself. That’s who I am. That’s what I think. I don’t want to be anybody else than the guy who just shut his mouth. Tina Morales, the undergraduate student on the three-person panel, smiled at him. For an instant Jack took it for encouragement, but as he stuffed his papers into his briefcase, he realized a bland smile was just one more odd way the young expressed disdain these days. He shook hands with Stern and Harkness, and walked out again into the milling crowd and upstairs into the sunlight. Herman Gotoff caught up to him and took hold of his shoulder. 

“Didn’t you see me in the audience, fella? Or were you blinded by your own eloquence? You were fun to watch in there, as though you were teaching a class. But you were supposed to explain why you were innocent, not why you were guilty.”

“How so?” 

“You took your accusers’ instinctive unreasoned hatred and provided a theoretical basis for it. Nice work. Look, I’ll argue for your re-instatement if I get in as Dean. But it won’t be easy.”

“You do that Herm,” was all he said and walked away. Gotoff was right. His honesty had been futile. His careful preparation, his practicing of those devastating ripostes in the mirror as he shaved, his cultivation of the samurai ethic he’d learned from Kanga--never let yourself be taken by surprise--hadn’t worked. Eloquence only works on open minds and it only rises from uncontaminated hearts.
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Tuesday 14 May

The final class Jack taught that semester—or ever--was his Principled Martyrdom seminar. The last meeting in all his courses was usually more festive than deliberative or nostalgic. Today he didn’t expect much festivity in Room 260 Kaiser Hall, though he still lugged in the customary French wine and German beer. This day he would hand back term papers and discuss the most interesting. He walked into the small packed room, tossed his jacket over the empty chair next to his own--the chair where Marla often sat but not today. He hefted the drinks cooler and his overloaded briefcase onto the oak surface. His eyes grazed the familiar, expectant pre-class faces, but picked up unfamiliar colors everywhere, which he realized were purple and gold. As he identified the source and significance of the colors his cheekbones ached and tears climbed toward his eyes. Patrick Caffrey and all his classmates were wearing neckties striped with the colors of his alma mater, where he had spent four years without ever so ambushing a teacher. Patrick had on a tweed jacket, Linda a brown vest. Every student in the room wore an authentic Williams tie, or a tie that could pass for authentic. Jack realized his eyes were losing focus but didn’t care and just started talking:

“If this is going to be a fraternity blast of Eph-like proportions, we’d better open up the St. Pauli Girl and Beaujolais Villages immediately. Help me twist caps and pull corks, guys.” After a few foaming bottles were pushed along with cups and pretzels out into the center of the table Jack asked permission to quote Homer. He chanted a resonant line of Greek verse, and translated it: “’Let every man’s hand go out upon the feast.’ And that goes for the thirsty women too that Homer forgot but I never do.”  And hands did go out upon the feast, including Jack’s who filled his coffee mug to the brim with some of the red.

He then asked several students to summarize their term papers, give a sampling of the evidence and discuss difficulties they’d met and overcome as they wrote them. Jack critiqued each student’s performance. He tried to identify a problem in each paper that was germane to all historical study. One paper had hearkened back to the Alfred Dreyfus affair. French military tribunals had twice found Dreyfus guilty of espionage and sent him back to prison, even after the evidence had become overwhelming that documents had been forged and testimony perjured to convict him. The students were incredulous that a rational democratic people could do to Dreyfus what the French had done. Jack sensed the problem and said:

“We underestimate the power of two things. Words.  And Prejudice. Both are often stronger than rationality. Even today. When the French read or heard the sentence, “Alfred Dreyfus copied and sent the French Army’s order of battle to the German embassy,” they believed it, even after the German ambassador himself swore his self blue that it never happened. Sentences we want to believe are stronger than almost any input from reality. That’s your most potent form of magic realism. What’s the subject of that sentence which the French mistakenly believed?”

“Alfred Dreyfus.”

“What kind of a name is that?”

“French.”

“Wrong.”

“Jewish.”

“Right. What does a Jewish subject do to that sentence?”

“I don’t follow you, Professor. It’s grammatically the same sentence no matter what the subject’s race or religion.”

“Would it be a different sentence if it began: ‘Victor Hugo copied....’?”

No one answered.

“No one would believe Hugo would do that,” someone finally said.

“If you believe Jews are somehow less than French and quite capable of betraying their country for money, then you are going to give those words the benefit of the doubt. You are ready to do battle with anyone who challenges what they state, because your sentence has tapped into a prejudice so deep it’s part of your own and the French national identity. Now the Germans are a different story. The Germans lacked a Zola and they had a Holocaust. There may or may not be some logical connection between those two facts.”

“Words suck,” said a student.

Jack, usually offended by the ugly physicality of such youthspeak terms as ‘suck,’ responded mildly. “Some do.” 
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When Gerd Maartens was at a loss for words, he took prolonged drags on his cigarette and held the smoke in his lungs until he felt faint; then in the aftermath of equally prolonged exhaling filled his lungs with head-clearing air. The Hearing Jury was meeting at the Harkness residence because Gerd confessed he couldn’t vote to take away a man’s tenure without the aid and comfort of substantial quantities of nicotine.

“I’m not yet convinced we are doing the right thing,” Gerd finally said.

Tina Morales was also smoking—but not tobacco. She was lying on Peter Harkness’ living room rug leaning on one elbow and with her free hand tapping ash into a huge soup tureen sitting between her and Gerd—the best ashtray substitute the usually smoke-free Harkness household could provide.

“Guys, if we don’t convict with loss of tenure I’m going to the papers and the ombudspeople and accuse you both of intimidating me,” she said. “Of indulging in a bit of sexual harassment yourselves.”

“Whoa, Tina,” said Gerd. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t vote to convict. I said I’m conflicted.”

“Why is that, Gerd?” said Peter. “What’s your conflict? Let’s discuss it.”

“Simple. Conflict’s between what we can prove Jack did and what our collective gut wants to do with him. Suppose Stoneycroft takes us—us and the University—to court. What hardass judge is going to agree that we three acted impartially when we found him guilty according to the statute we’re supposedly applying? This statute has nothing—absolutely nothing--to do with sleeping with a willing student. I’ll admit it. I’m afraid of being sued by the guy. I checked with my own attorney. He says we three are personally vulnerable if we actually were influenced by our superiors to convict him wrongfully.”

“I can’t believe this,” said Tina. 

“Well, your attorney’s got it wrong, Gerd,” said Harkness. I had my own conversation yesterday with Charlie Oberschmitt—the University’s head legal honcho--who quoted decisions from several similar academic cases. Seems the crucial factor is not any obvious misapplication of law, or yielding to inappropriate pressure from on high-- but the fact that we are a JURY, just like any state court jury--and juries can’t be sued even if they let a red-handed murderer go free or convict an armless man for strangling somebody. We’re a jury. Like any jury, we can do as we see fit. As our consciences dictate”

“And our consciences tell us to convict this…this…” Gerd searched for the right word.

“Rapist is the word you want, Dude,” said Tina.

“this…unlucky dude. Well, my conscience just doesn’t,” persisted Gerd. “Look, you two vote to convict. I’ll register my dissenting vote. He’ll still be convicted. But I’ll feel better about it.”

“Gerd, Tina and I both know you’ve got a lot on your conscience. Maybe you’re worried something you once did may be uncomfortably close to what Stoneycroft did. Forget it. You’ve got to judge this thing as if you had no history or personal involvement of your own. You took an oath to do that. You’ve got to react to the evidence Stern presented and then act in the best interests of the place we all work for. It’s in nobody’s interest but Stoneycroft’s for him to remain teaching here.”

“I’ll be even blunter, Gerd.” Said Tina. “I know three of those girls you fucked. One of them—I’m not saying which—is this close to blowing the whistle on you. And she’s a much angrier woman than Marla Crispin or Minkie Navarre. Think about it.” 

Gerd coughed out his stored up smoke. Peter jumped in.  He had pulled a sheet of paper from his briefcase. “This isn’t getting us anywhere, Tina. Let’s all go back to the evidence and the law. We all agree that any exceptional favoritism shown to a student with whom a professor is having a sexual affair—anything that confers academic advantage--would meet the definition of trading grades for sex.” He looked up to check whether his colleagues’ faces were showing tolerance or encouragement. “No disagreement so far, Gerd? Now listen to what Navarre wrote in her letter to us: ‘Professor Stoneycroft and I were concerned that there be no appearance of special treatment shown to me. So I worked extremely hard to produce the best possible dissertation I had in me. And he spent hours and hours extra commenting on my drafts to make sure my final text would be invulnerable to critics or colleagues who knew about our relationship.’ I’m afraid—if I may indulge a little Deconstructive analysis here—that Dr. Navarre’s words prove exactly the opposite of what she intended. ‘Hours and hours extra’ add up to favoritism in my book. Gerd, that’s all we need, isn’t it? He gave special treatment to Navarre that a woman he wasn’t sleeping with would never get. The guy’s guilty. Did you ever spend that kind of extra effort on the work of any student people suspected you were …particularly friendly with?”

Gerd shook his head and kept blowing smoke out his nose like a locomotive at rest. “No, I was never that conscientious,” he finally said. “Let’s vote. But it’s got to be conviction with some other penalty besides loss of tenure. I couldn’t live with myself if you went after his tenure.” 

Tina, up on both elbows now, and holding aloft her crumpled joint, pounded her toes resoundingly on the floor in a burst of derisive applause. 
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Wednesday 15 May

The silence of Jack’s telephone during the past few days confirmed that none of his friends felt confident enough he would win to cheer him up, and no one wanted to depress him further by premature commiseration. He graded an endless intake of exam papers and rode Moonheen as he waited for the one call he knew he must eventually answer.

Belle Isle phoned early Wednesday evening, May 15th. “Verdict’s in,” he said. “I heard it from Oberschmitt, who sounded like a naval officer who was ordered to fire a shot across your bow and has just watched it hit the ammo storage and blow up your ship. Rushmore will phone you tomorrow morning. The verdict will be read at twelve noon on Thursday. I don’t know exactly how bad it will be, but steel yourself. Oberschmitt strongly implied you have been found guilty.”
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12 PM Thursday 16 May

When Harkness asked Jack to rise to hear the Panel’s verdict, Jack said, “I’ll sit for it, if you don’t mind. Or even if you do I’ll sit. This sorry excuse for a court has no right to ask a U.S. citizen to stand at attention. I can smell your verdict from here. And I won’t honor it, this jury, or this process by moving one muscle.”

“As you please,” said Harkness. “Please bear in mind that, because this is not a court of law, the Provost may invalidate our verdict if he finds it unjust in any respect. He could also make it harsher. Here is our unanimous verdict:

“We find the accused, Professor Jackson Stoneycroft of History, guilty of sexually harassing three of his students, specifically of accepting sexual favors in return for unwarranted academic advancement from two, and for making an unwelcomed and suggestive sexual gesture toward a third.”

At this point several students bolted from the room. Must be hired by the local papers and the radio stations, thought Jack. Harkness tapped his gavel tolerantly and continued.

“We recommend that, since his offenses have been egregious and repeated over many years, Professor Stoneycroft’s rank be reduced permanently, until his retirement, to that of Associate Professor, and that he be furloughed from all teaching duties without pay for a period of one year, beginning September 1st, 1996. In consideration of his otherwise creditable service, we do not recommend his tenure be revoked or his overall compensation reduced.”

“Would you care to comment, Professor Stoneycroft?” asked Harkness. “It’s your right.”

Why do I feel words as physical blows? Jack thought. The verdict left him weak, nauseous and angry. Anger was the only reaction he made public.

“I don’t think so. It’s a bit late for me to make a gallows speech. Haven’t you already dropped me through the trap? I’d rather clear out of here and exercise my horse.” He rose from his chair, left the Campus Center, and started across campus toward his car, but stopped abruptly and veered off toward his office in Kaiser Hall. He had remembered his promise to Pam Deschler to wait there until she phoned him. Once the verdict was in, she said, the Search Committee would convene to finish its job. She might persuade her colleagues to relent and invite him to speak. He should be ready. 

� The State University was in fact his daughter’s safety school. Jeannie had in fact been accepted by, and would attend, Colby College.





