
      
      
         [image: Cover]


      
   

      ALSO BY ROBERT JAMES WALLER


      The Bridges of Madison County


   

      Copyright
      

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or

         are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      


      Copyright © 1993 by Robert James Waller


      All rights reserved.


      Warner Books, Inc.,


      Hachette Book Group


      237 Park Avenue


      New York, NY 10017


      Visit our website at www.HachetteBookGroup.com.


      First eBook Edition: September 2009


      ISBN: 978-0-7595-2627-3


      

   

      For high plumage and southern winds.


   

      One


      The Trivandrum Mail was on time. It came out of the jungle and pounded into Villupuram Junction at 3:18 on a sweltry afternoon in south India.

         When the whistle first sounded far and deep in the countryside, people began pressing toward the edge of the station platform.

         What could not walk was carried or helped along—bedrolls and market baskets, babies and old people.

      


      Michael Tillman got to his feet from where he’d been leaning against a sooty brick wall and slung a tan knapsack over his

         left shoulder. A hundred people were trying to get off the train. Twice that many were simultaneously trying to get on, like

         two rivers flowing in opposite directions. You pushed or were left behind. A pregnant woman staggered in the crush, and Michael

         took her arm, got her up the steps, and swung himself into the second-class car as the train moved out.

      


      Wheels turning, engine pulling hard, running at forty miles an hour through the edge of Villupuram. No place to sit, hardly

         a place to stand. Hanging on to the overhead luggage rack with one hand as the train curved out of brown hills and into green

         rice country, Michael slid the picture of Jellie Braden from his breast pocket, looked at it, reminding himself again of why

         he was doing this.

      


      Bizarre. Strange. All of that. This curious rainbow of man and knapsack out of Iowa and into the belly of India in search

         of a woman. Jellie Braden… Jellie… belonging to another. But Michael Tillman wanted her. Wanted her more than his next breath,

         wanted her enough to travel the world looking for her. He kept thinking this whole affair was like songs you used to hear

         on late night radio.

      


      How does it all begin? Who knows. And why? Same answer. The old Darwinian shuffle. Something primal, something way back and

         far down. Something whispering deep in the bones or genes, “That one.” So it happened: a kitchen door in Iowa opened and likewise

         did Michael Tillman when Jellie walked through it in her fortieth year.

      


      The dean’s autumn reception for new faculty in 1980, that’s when it was. Just back from India after his second Fulbright there

         and still jet-lagged, Michael slouched against the dean’s refrigerator, tugging on his second beer of the afternoon. He looked

         past faces looking at him or what they took to be him and answered tedious questions about India, suffering the white noise

         of academic chatter in the spaces around him.

      


      An accountant’s wife had taken over the India interrogation. Michael gave her 38.7 percent of his attention, planning escape

         routes and taking a long-slow swallow of beer while she spoke.

      


      “Didn’t the poverty just bother you horribly?”


      “What poverty?” He was thinking about Joseph Conrad now, being halfway through Heart of Darkness on his third reading of it.

      


      “In India. It must be awful.”


      “No. I was in the south, and the people looked pretty well fed to me. You’ve been watching those television shows that concentrate

         on good Catholic sisters hobbling around in the guts of Calcutta.” She jumped a little when he said “guts,” as if it were

         a word she hadn’t heard before or maybe didn’t like to think about.

      


      “Did you see any cobras?”


      “Yes, the snake charmer in the marketplace had one in a basket. The snake’s mouth was sewn shut to keep it from doing any

         damage.”

      


      “How did it eat?”


      “It didn’t. It eventually dies. Then the snake man goes out and finds another one and sews its mouth shut, too. That’s the

         way it works.”

      


      “My God, that’s cruel, even though I abhor snakes.”


      “Yeah, working conditions have gone downhill all over. On the other hand, it’s pretty much like the university. We just use

         heavier thread, that’s all.”

      


      The accountant’s wife blinked at him in the way some people do when they encounter lunacy and went on. “Did you see any of

         those naked men with white paint or whatever on their bodies? Isn’t that strange?”

      


      “No, I didn’t see any. They’re mostly up north, I guess. Benares, or Varanasi as they call it now, places like that. Whether

         it’s strange or not, I can’t say, depends on your worldview and career plans, I suppose.”

      


      “Jellie Braden’s been to India, you know.” The senior man in comparative economics leapfrogged the accountant’s wife and had

         Michael’s attention.

      


      “Who?”


      “Jim Braden’s wife. He’s the new guy in econometrics we hired away from Indiana.” Michael heard a car door shutting in the

         driveway. The senior man turned and looked out the window. “Oh, here they come now. They’re a delightful couple.”

      


      Braden? Braden… Braden… Braden? Ah, yes, Jim Braden. He’d interviewed him six months ago before going to India. Never met

         his wife. She’d been out with a realtor looking at housing during their recruiting visit. Michael felt like writing “Standard

         issue, greater than or equal to earnest and boring” on the evaluation form. But he didn’t and wrote instead, “Jim Braden is

         a perfect fit,” which amounted to the same thing.

      


      James Lee Braden HI came into the dean’s kitchen, smiling, shaking hands, being introduced. Jellie Braden smiled, too, in

         her pale blue suit with a fitted jacket that came to just over her hips and a skirt reaching to midcalf, medium-heeled black

         boots below the hem. Subtle Jellie Braden.

      


      But not subtle enough. It was all there. The cool patrician face coming only from an upper-shelf gene pool, the night-black

         hair and good skin. A body the old French called rondeur, polite writers would call superb, and flesh magazines would lose control over. Gray eyes coming at you like an arrow in flight

         and a confidence with men indicating she knew what they could and could not do. Where she had learned those easy truths wasn’t

         clear at first, but you didn’t have to be around Jimmy Braden very long to know it wasn’t from him.

      


      The faculty and assorted others with short attention spans laid down India and took up repertoire number two, another set

         of standard questions. This time with the Bradens, leaving Michael slouched there against the fridge by himself, watching

         Jellie.

      


      “How do you like Cedar Bend?”


      “Are you all moved in now?”


      “What courses are you teaching, Jim?”


      “Jellie—what an interesting name.”

      


      The dean’s wife came over. “Hello, Michael.”


      “Hi, Carolyn, what’s up?” He and Carolyn had always got along well even though the ol’ deanaroo secretly wished Michael would

         pack it up and go somewhere else, anywhere. He occupied a high salary line, mainly because he’d been at the university fifteen

         years, and Arthur Wilcox would have preferred something a little less expensive and a lot more manageable sitting in Michael’s

         office.

      


      But Carolyn generally looked him up at these affairs, and they’d talk a bit. The decline of romance was one of their favorite

         subjects. A few years earlier she’d gotten acceptably drunk at the Christmas bash and said, “Michael, you’ve got balls. The

         rest of’em are eunuchs.” He’d put his arms around her and whispered in her ear, “Merry Christmas, Carolyn.” Over her shoulder

         Michael had seen the chairperson of accounting watching them. The Chair was holding a glass of nonalcoholic punch and had

         a green star pinned to his lapel with “Hi! I’m Larry—Happy Holidays” printed on it in red felt-tip. Michael had grinned at

         him.

      


      For a while he’d called Carolyn “Deanette.” She’d liked it well enough to have a T-shirt made up with that handle printed

         on the front and had worn it to the fall picnic where the faculty was supposed to play volleyball and get to know one another

         better. Arthur-the-dean had taken offense and wouldn’t let her wear the shirt after that.

      


      When she’d told Michael about the T-shirt ban, he’d said “Screw ’im.”


      Carolyn had laughed. “Fat chance. Arthur’s Victorian to the core, all bundled up.” When he’d heard that, Michael’s faith in

         things working out all right had died another small death. Carolyn was fifty-three but still had fire in her belly, quite

         a lot of it, he suspected. And he thought it was a damn shame, not to mention the waste of a good woman. How the hell does

         it happen, he wondered, these mistakes in the matching?

      


      He and Carolyn talked a few minutes. Michael was looking past her, looking at the back of Jellie Braden’s head and wondering

         if her hair was as thick as it seemed to be, wondering how it would feel to grab a big handful of it and bend her over the

         dean’s kitchen table right then and there. He somehow had a feeling she might laugh and bend willingly if he tried it.

      


      Carolyn Wilcox followed the point of Michael’s eyes and said, “Have you met Jellie Braden yet?”


      “No, I haven’t.”


      The deanette reached over and tugged on Jellie’s sleeve, rescuing her from the fumes of vapidity in which she was swirling.

         Deans’ wives are allowed to do that when they feel like it, and they do it regularly, leaving a small semicircle of people

         holding glasses in their hands and looking stupid as the object of their focus is torn away. It’s a shot they ought to put

         in the yearbook.

      


      Jellie Braden turned around. “Jellie, I’d like you to meet Michael Tillman. If there’s anything incorrigible about this faculty,

         it’s Michael. In fact, he’s probably sole owner of that property.”

      


      Jellie held out her hand, and he took it. “What makes you incorrigible, Dr. Tillman?”


      “Just Michael, if it’s okay with you. I don’t like titles.” He grinned a little when he said it. She smiled at the casual

         way he discarded something it took him nine years in various medieval institutions to acquire. “Aside from that, I happen

         to believe I’m highly corrigible, it’s only Carolyn and the rest who think otherwise.”

      


      Carolyn patted his arm and drifted away. Jellie Braden looked at him. “I recall Jimmy mentioning you when we were here for

         his interviews. Somebody on the faculty told him you were eccentric or something like that.”

      


      “Jaded, maybe. A lot of people mistake that for eccentricity.”


      “If I remember correctly, he came back from the interviews and said you’re a regular idea factory. He brought it up again

         the other day and said he was looking forward to working with you. That doesn’t sound very jaded to me.”

      


      Michael felt a little tight in the chest and needed breathing space. “Word is you’ve spent time in India.”


      “Yes, I have.” As she spoke, he watched the gray eyes shift up and to the right, to another place, the way people do when

         they go on time-share, go somewhere else for a while. The way he did, often.

      


      India. The idea of it always brought smells and glinting images rushing back to her for an instant, always the same smells

         and images—jasmine on Bengali night winds, dark hands across her breasts and along the curve of her back, the scent of a man

         as he pulled himself up and into her. And his words in those soft and transient moments,

      


      … did I ever play this song before?


      Not in any lifetime I remember.


      … will I ever play this song again?


      Not in any lifetime yet to come.


      “I just got in from there,” Michael said.


      “First trip?” She came back from wherever she’d been and turned to set her glass on the kitchen table.


      “Second. I was there in 1976, also.”


      “You must like it.” She smiled and tilted her head. “I noticed the cigarette bulge in your shirt pocket. Is smoking allowed

         here?”

      


      “Forget it. We can go outside and stomp ’em out on the dean’s driveway, though. That pisses him off, so I usually do it at

         least once when I’m over here.”

      


      Someone with less a sense of herself than Jellie Braden would have sideslipped away from the invitation. Bad form and all

         that, particularly for the wife of a new faculty member. But Jellie tilted her head toward the door and said, “Let’s do it.”

         The kitchen was almost empty, since the dean was holding forth in his parlor, and attendance was required unless you had a

         note from your doctor.

      


      They sat on the dean’s back steps, where she bummed a cigarette from him. He asked, “When were you in India, and for how long?”


      “Some time back. I spent three years there.”


      She was being casually imprecise, and he wondered about that. “What part?”


      “Southeast, mostly. Pondicherry.”


      “I’ve heard of it, never been there. Old French city, isn’t it?”


      “Yes.” She blew smoke out across the dean’s azaleas and didn’t say anything else.


      “Like it?” he asked. “Dumb question. Must have if you stayed three years.”


      “It was up and down. Overall, pretty good. I went to do some work for my master’s thesis in anthropology and kind of got caught

         up in India in general. Never finished the paper.”

      


      “That happens. India pretty much splits people into two categories, you love it or you can’t stand it. I’m in the former group.”


      They were sitting only about a foot apart, and she looked over at him. “So am I.”


      “How’d you meet, you and Jim?”


      “After I came back from India I wanted to hang around Bloomington even though I wasn’t in school. I wangled a job as secretary

         in the economics department. Jimmy was a junior professor, just out of graduate school with his bright, shiny degree. He always

         was polite to me and wore expensive suits, wrote articles on esoteric topics I didn’t understand but which I dutifully typed.

         I was pretty much lost and wandering back then. When he asked me to marry him, I couldn’t think of any good reason not to,

         so I said yes.”

      


      Michael listened to what she said and how she said it. She married Jim Braden because she couldn’t think of reasons not to.

         That was a strange way of putting it. Close to her like this, gray eyes steady on his, he upgraded his earlier idea about

         putting her on the dean’s kitchen table. The new plan involved stripping her naked, taking off his own clothes, and flying

         in that shimmering state of affairs all the way to the Seychelles, first class. Upon arrival it would be a headlong and forever

         plunge into lubricious nirvana. He was quite certain Jellie Braden would look better than wonderful under a jungle waterfall

         with a red hibiscus in her hair.

      


      “How long ago was that, when you got married?” As soon as he asked, a voice in his head groaned, “You dumb ass, Tillman, why’d

         you say that? It’s more than you need to know and too damned forward—you just met the woman.” He stood up and stomped out

         his cigarette on the dean’s driveway. Anyplace else he field-stripped them and stuck the butts in his pocket, but not in the

         dean’s driveway. Michael was like an old dog there, staking out his territory, making sure he left a little something behind

         for Arthur to sniff.

      


      She walked over to her car and put hers out in the ashtray. “Jimmy’11 complain like crazy when he sees that. He won’t let

         me smoke at home when he’s there. I’ll get a lecture on our way out of here, and he’ll spray the car with air freshener two

         minutes after we hit the driveway.” She looked at him and chewed lightly on her lower lip. “Jimmy and I have been married

         ten years. I suppose we better go inside.”

      


      He started pulling off his tie. “You go ahead. I’m going back to my apartment and snuggle down with Joseph Conrad.”


      “Nice meeting you,” Jellie Braden said.


      “Same here. See you around.”


      She smiled. “Sure.”


      And Michael thought of a waterfall in the Seychelles that would be just perfect. Fifteen months later he rode the Trivandrum Mail into south India, toward places he’d never been, looking for her.

      


   

      Two


      High summer 1953, a far place called Da-kota and the wind hot and making your greasy clothes stick to your body. Michael Till-man

         was fifteen then, leaning under the hood of Elm-ore Nixon’s car, banker Nixon of First National in Custer. T-shirt riding

         up his back and toes barely touching the cement, he listened to the big V-8’s erratic turn, adjusted the carburetor, listened

         again as the engine smoothed out and settled down.

      


      “Mikey, get tha’ sonabitchin’ Olds finished. We got three more to go yet.” His father was staggering around, whiskey flask

         buried deep in the back pocket of gray-striped coveralls.

      


      Outside at the pumps his mother was filling the tank of a grain truck and wiping her forehead with the back of her arm. July

         27, 4 P.M. at Tillman’s Texaco, a world of heavy smells and flaking paint in fading greens and peeling whites. Roar of traffic on Route

         16 out in front; tourists with suitcases lashed to car tops, on their way to see the faces of Rushmore.

      


      Straightening up, Michael removed the protective cloth from the Olds’ fender and slammed the hood. He backed the car out of

         the service bay and parked it off to one side, stood there for a moment, wiping his hands on a cloth. A Lakota Sioux in rundown

         cowboy boots, short and sweating into his pockmarks, waited by the roadside for someone or something or some other time better

         than the one in which he lived.

      


      Michael went to the pop cooler and pulled a Coke from where it lay buried in ice and water. He held the bottle against one

         cheek, then the other. Stuck it up inside his shirt and laid it against his chest, shuddered once as cold met hot. No rain

         for weeks, dust devils moving down the roadsides.

      


      “Damnit, Mikey…”


      His father’s voice slurred and reverberated from inside the station. He put the unopened Coke back in the cooler.


      Michael slid into another car and pulled it into the service bay. His mother’s handwriting was on the work order, “lube &

         oil.” The Chevy lifted on the rack with a whirring sigh, and he unscrewed the oil plug on lawyer Dengen’s Bel-Air. While the

         used oil drained into a bucket he looked out at Route 16. One good road is enough, that’s what he was thinking.

      


      He walked over to the Vincent Black Shadow parked in the rear of the station, touched the handlebars. His father had taken

         in the big English motorcycle as payment for a repair bill and said it was Michael’s to keep if he’d fix it up and learn how

         to maintain it. He did and owned it, spiritually and physically, from that moment on. One good road— the Shadow could take

         him down that road if he learned all there was to know about valves and turning wheels and routes out of here. Michael was

         already practicing at night, running the Shadow at high speeds through the Black Hills even though he wasn’t legally old enough

         to drive.

      


      On winter nights when the Shadow waited for spring to come again, there was the jumpshot arching through the lights of small-town

         gymnasiums. People took notice of Ellis Tillman’s boy, said he might be good enough to play college ball. When he scored fifty-three

         points against Deadwood his senior year, they were sure of it.

      


      At pajama parties the high school girls giggled and talked about boys. They said Michael Tillman had sad brown eyes, lonely

         eyes, and grease on his hands that wouldn’t come off. They said he was shy but had cute muscles and looked good in his basketball

         uniform. They said he had a nice smile when he showed it, but he’d probably end up running his father’s gas station and never

         would get the grease off his hands. Sometimes he’d take one of them to a movie in Rapid City, but mostly he kept to himself.

         He worked at the station and fished the trout in summer, practiced his jumpshot in the city park until it became a thing of

         magic. The Shadow, the jumpshot, algebra and Euclid’s geometry—they were all of the same elegant cloth, universes contained

         within themselves, and he was good at them. He wasn’t quite so good with girls or rooms full of people or English classes

         where poetry was discussed until it didn’t exist.

      


      Rooms full of people he didn’t care about. Poetry could be dealt with sometime. But he wondered about girls who would become

         women. Somewhere out in these places of the world was a woman with whom he would make love for the first time in his life.

         And what would that be like? To be with a woman? Not sure. Not sure, but wondering. Would she be pleased with him, and how

         would a boy-man know what to do? Not sure yet. A little shaky thinking of it and reading the copy of What Boys and Girls Should Know About Each Other his mother had discreetly placed on his bookshelf. Neither she nor his father ever mentioned the book. As with everything

         else, he figured he was on his own. Nobody was handing out anything to anyone as far as he could tell, except small paperback

         books that were never mentioned and seemed pretty unromantic in any case.

      


      The jumpshot took Michael down roads where the Shadow couldn’t go. On a December night in 1960, Ellis Tillman leaned close

         to his Zenith portable and adjusted the tuning, trying to pull in KFAB in Omaha, Nebraska. The announcer’s voice came and

         went: “For… information… local Farm Bureau agent.” Long way, weak signal. Twenty below zero in Custer at 9:14, wind chill

         minus forty-eight. More static. He swore at the radio, and Ruth Tillman looked up from across the kitchen table. “Ellis, it’s

         only a basketball game, not the end of the world. Have they said anything more about Michael’s knee?”

      


      “No. He’ll be okay. He’s a tough kid.” Ellis Tillman took a sip of Old Grand-Dad and bent close to the radio. He was proud

         of his boy.

      


      The stars shifted or sunspots went away, and the announcer’s voice came back in double time:


      The Big Red machine’s rollin’ now, on top of the Wichita State Shockers, eighty-three-seventy-eight, with just under four

         minutes to go. Tillman brings the ball up-court for the Shockers, still limping on the bad knee that took him out of action in the first half. Over to LaRoux, back to Tillman, half-court press by the Big Red. Tillman fakes left, drives right, double

         screen for him by LaRoux and Kentucky Williams.…

      


      “Go get ’em, Mikey!” Ellis Tillman stamped his feet on yellow linoleum and pounded the chrome-legged table so hard the radio

         bounced. Ruth Tillman looked at her knitting and shook her head slowly back and forth, wondering about men and what drove

         them onward to such insanity.

      


      Four hundred miles away in Lincoln, smell of sweat and popcorn and the crowd screaming and the coach signaling for what he

         called the Tillman Special and you’re moving right and slamming your left elbow into the face of the bastard who’s grabbing

         for your jersey and you’re cutting hard for the double screen LaRoux and Kentucky are setting up and a camera flash bursts

         from the sideline and your right knee is swollen to half-again its normal size from blood in the tissues… and you’ve done

         this a million times before… more than that… and the power in your legs and shoulders and the grace and balletlike movement

         and you’re high into the air, left hand cradling the ball over your head and right hand pushing it in a long and gentle arc

         toward an orange rim with silver metal showing where the orange paint has rubbed off from the friction of a zillion basketballs

        … and the ball clears the rim and slices the net just the way it used to in the backyard of your South Dakota home and the

         crowd screams louder and you land on a knee that crumples into nothing and you go to the floor with Kentucky Williams stumbling

         over you on his way back down the court…

      


      and you lie there


      and you know it’s over


      and you’re relieved it is.


      And four hundred miles northwest


      your mother bows her head.


      Two days later Ellis Tillman got his copy of the Wichita Eagle in the mail. He’d subscribed to it while Michael was playing ball and would drop the subscription now. On the sports page

         was the headline

      


      SHOCKERS FALL TO NEBRASKA, 91-89


      Tillman Hits 24,


      Suffers Career-Ending Injury


      He thought about cutting out the article and posting it in the gas station with the other clippings about Mikey. But Ruth

         Tillman wouldn’t hear of any such thing.

      


      Michael’s grades barely slipped him into graduate school, but once he was accepted, it was straight, hard work. Brutal work—six

         years of it, including his dissertation. In Berkeley he grew a beard and fell in love for the first time. Her name was Nadia,

         she wore black stockings and long skirts and came from Philadelphia where her father was a union organizer. They lived together

         for two years in the sixties when Berkeley was becoming the center of all that counted, so they believed.

      


      Nadia joined the Peace Corps and thought Michael should do the same. “Give something back, Michael,” she said.


      He’d been offered a fellowship for doctoral study and wanted to take it. “I’ll give something back another way,” he told her.


      Michael shaved off his beard. Nadia packed and left. Disappointed, but not angry, and on to other things. “It’s probably better

         this way,” she told him. “You’re an only child, and from what you’ve said about your life, and from what it’s like living

         with you, I’m beginning to think only children are raised to be alone. At least you were.” She softened, looked at him. “It’s

         been good, Michael.”

      


      He smiled. “It has been good. I mean that, Nadia. You’ve taught me a lot about a lot of things. Stay in touch.” He kissed her good-bye, watched

         two years of his life roll away on a Greyhound, and walked to the Department of Economics, where he handed in his letter accepting

         the fellowship. He went back to his apartment and could still smell the scent of Nadia, looked at her posters of Lenin and

         Einstein and Twain on the wall. He missed her already, but she was right: he liked being alone and had been trained for it.

         Only children understand it ultimately will come to that, and they live a life practicing for the moments when it happens.

      


   

      Three


      The Trivandrum Mail slowed down, halted, arms passing fruit and tea through the windows in exchange for rupees. Mosquitoes passing through the

         windows in exchange for blood. Sweat running down the curl of his spine, down his chest and face, Michael Tillman stared again

         at the picture of Jellie Braden. People in the fields working rice, bullocks hauling loads of wood down country roads, birds

         flying alongside the train for a short distance and then veering off. Whistle far up ahead as the engine plowed past another

         village.

      


      A face looked over his shoulder. The man smiled and pointed at the photo of Jellie. “Very pretty. Nice lady?”


      Michael said she was very nice. The dam crumbled, everyone within a radius often feet immediately wanted to see the photo.

         They handled it carefully, passing it from one to the other and nodding, looking up at Michael and smiling.

      


      “Your lady?” one of them asked.


      He’d never thought of her that way and paused before answering. Then he grinned—“Maybe, I’m not sure“—while the train rolled

         on through the late afternoon and into a purple evening.

      


      Two hours into the ride a seat opened up. He started for it, then noticed the pregnant woman off to one side, the one he’d

         helped onto the train. He pointed to the seat. She nodded in thanks and sat down. Soon after he felt a tug on his sleeve.

         Two Indian men had jammed against each other, leaving a corner of their seat for Michael. He tossed his knapsack in the overhead

         rack and crouched on the space they’d created.

      


      Talk began, mostly sign language, but progress was made. The men were farmers going home from market. They asked simple questions

         and discovered Michael’s profession. Immediately he was honored in the way Indians honor teachers—respect, awe, gratitude.

         “The highest calling,” one man said in heavily accented English, and the others agreed, smiling and nodding. Maybe he’s right,

         Michael thought. It’s easy to lose perspective and become cynical when you’re close to a profession or a person for decades.

         You start focusing on the ugly parts, forgetting the overall beauty of what’s up close to you.

      


      He’d begun graduate study with soaring thoughts of becoming a scholar and a teacher, indeed the highest calling as far as

         he could tell. In his early twenties he’d imagined bright students he would lead through the intricacies of advanced economic

         theory, maybe a Nobel Prize out there if the scholarship was diligent. But in some way he’d never been able to define, graduate

         school and his early years as a professor had taken the dreams away from him. Something to do with the emphasis on method,

         with plodding data collection and analysis. Something to do with social scientists trying to operate like physicists, as if

         the roiling complexities of social reality could be handled in the same way as the study of nature. And something to do with

         students who cared only for job preparation, who demanded what they called “relevance” and had no real interest in the abstractions

         he found so lovely, so much like a clear, cold mountain stream running through his brain. “Good theory is the most practical

         thing you can study,” he told them. They didn’t believe him.
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