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they had cleared out of their hotel room this morning after his

rushed shower. She did not mind that he had overslept. The only
reason she had not overslept was that she had never fallen asleep
to begin with. His plum-colored linen shirt was unbuttoned to his
sternum, showcasing a pearl-white chest covered in pubically cork-
screwed hair. She felt a sudden urge to lean forward and button
him up but did not want the doing of such small tasks ever to fall
to her.
He bit the end off his breadstick. “It’s not a church, stric tly speak-

ing. It’s more like a crypt.” Now that he was gesturing, the bread-
stick resembled a wand. “Mark Twain wrote something really funny

hones of all the monks who've lived there. Like four centuries’

“A crypt made of monk bones. Why didn’t you say so? Let’s do

when she was in earshot, was her sense of humor. He was the

ly man who had ever said she was funny, and she wondered, sud-

nly, if that was one of the reasons why she married him. She was,

n fact, very funny.

t had been a good morning, uncontaminated by the reactor-

eak conversation of the previous night. They had hardly talked

bout things today, but she knew both of them were aware they
uld have to. It was the lone solid thing in their day’s otherwise

mless future. It was the train they would have to catch.

Okay,” he said, setting down his breadstick with an air of tragic

elinquishment, “I'd really like to see the creepy bone crypt.”

She put her hands on her only slightly rounded belly and gave it

rystal-ball rubbing. “Let the record show that the pregnant lady
d like to see the Borghese Gallery.”

The single drum of his fingers on the tabletop made a sound

¢ agallop. “One way to settle it.”

She slammed her fork to the table with mock finality. “I'm not

- Seriously. I won’t do it.”

was nodding. “One way to settle it.”
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5. Obscure board games, video
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fouf, for starters, and that if you order a cappuccino after breakfast
}zou. re a barbarian. And I realized yesterday that I don’t like how
talians ti.‘:lH? to one another. Everything is so emotional. Like th
women sitting next to us on the stairs the other day. Listenin 0:‘3
them was like overhearing a plot to kidnap the pope. And whg (;
asked that kid what they’d been talking about, he saici ‘Sh "
:‘I thought that was funny.” ’ o
did’Y?u klnow my friend who lived in Rome for a while? What 1
She v il g | | ) theliﬁtr:z 1 3:;;1 allsl {t:flla;( }gs first apartment burned down—1I guess
His hand lit upon her back, “We could still do that. I'd be happy he and sfme ﬁreme; vienutpir; ?lndt e tll.fle oo, B o
: d so _ 1side to see what survived. Exactly one
o T _ ‘;:ilnd;ﬁj Iin ;l;ethrr;1€1dlfz of which was this scorched crucifix tha}; had
o, s oy [ el vy been ! reagsons hlns;itence of h1§ landlady. There were any num-
o vans 0 g0 »the hote her ot ﬁreme:lv dy this wall surfflved the fire, but when they saw
e ack s e e | | f o friond oot s ;?Eped to their knees and started praying while
She did not say anything, thus sealing their hotel-bound fate, astonishi y ly si bl to belicve i a God bhord Ies e baye 1o be
She i pot sy g aling ¢ a,nd' they turped onto astonish :g g simple to be¥1eve ina God who’d let someone’s apart-
a tight, unremarkable side street (if any street in Rome CO‘ﬂ.d be “sion of h'n OWIII' s 1o o o e oo reC ot v
considered gnremarkable) made even tighter b,Y the chaou.cally “the mostIS OWHI. i _HC alSO'tOId onle ot i ety
fender-to-grill-parked cars along both curbs. This was as residen- © “You'r an’.lp icated ameresting people in the world.”
tial as central Rome had yet seemed to her: hugely ornate wooden o € bemg really Interesting yourself right now.”
double doors with five-pound brass knockers and .black-barred _ o rf:r not rying to bf: interesting.” His voice had a real snarl in it.
ground-level windows. The only word she could think of to de- : bz:lt I:;mig o dO}?]ECt]VCly describe my impressions and tell you
> ibe it was post-imperial, which she Kknew was not even close to be- core Cuzml.‘lenl .“I”Then he calmed down, or at least hid his anger
ing historically correct. She liked this about Rome: whet.her you - Before tﬁng y. T'm sorryl made fun of your book last night.”
knew anything at all about history—and Shfe knew a litle—1t n' the ladiee’lrharghumem, ot of her e e el by
forced you to think about history, even if in variously Cra,CkPOt W ‘was readin S ’b B ey, s o s ok A vt booK she
In many cities, history was 2 toud voice at a party at which one felt . she ret gc? o the tasle e bemn to vend aie oo her
underdressed. In Rome she felt history pressing it 01 all s1.des Of.. do eum‘_f tc‘: t'he ot S sy St R parts i
e pleasant, conscnsu al way. Rome’s weight was mthout. 6m§oz :?Iilce. Llcsiten to V‘vhat she 1"138 Lo say about Rome: ‘It’s like
bt o | Someone | v:;::ted. a city Just to suit my specifications.’” Consider
“Not entirely sure [like it here,” he Sudd_enly said. . : wasn't it? TE' s prie twen‘tY‘,SC‘_’en he whole hocrey s s
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She e e nare with you. 1 mean T'm not sure I like: hile T ml(li .1an. They’ll even print their newspapers in Italian
oo ke bein e vl . | : e anrg ! t:::::jthe)'/ don’t mmd'!’” He tossed the book onto the
She supposed she would have to hear this out bl&: let ;;St OI())I;i(:; & sai d, “That is j:rtitl}tlj;tthougt? 't were an .EXCised tumnor. Finally
%{yity foipf xplanation dangle a moment longer than P - Ver seen you read.” uestion thestuprdest fuking book Te
“IZ ?gal-ly e versthing i losed from noon © The book in question was currently a bestseller, and the only rea-
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press strangers, a thought that made her feel at once happy an
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son she was reading it was that h 29
as she had given her (them) the

travel writer, though one
the “worstseller

ther had given it to her, just
O woneymoon. He the gatelovered entrance of a cheese store, wh
g : . ably off banging his noontim : , WNOSe Owner was prob—
who had never made it off what him e mistress about now, and good fo
list.” He had ublished three . i d

4 preferreizl writing about b He fixed upon her an envenomed look, clearly resisti

- : ‘ i wanted to say. Religion, she kn , clearly resisting what he
places, he had once said in an interview she was embarrassed for He recklessl tOok}i €W, was what he wanted to say.
h'm:.1 w0 ha}v ¢ given, with :adren:?line payoffs_’-’: Nigeria, Lao's, MOI'l- ;  return his clasg he rub?e}clia}?'dst}lln his. When she made no effort to
golia. (Hls ?aoneymoon suggestion? Azerbaijan.) She admm-:d his - index and middle-fing er kn lskl U.mb' alOI.Ig the valley between her
determination to love ihe unloved parts of the world, but, like all  understand why you' uckles. His voice turned soft. “I cannot
good qualities, it remained admirable only insofar as it was unac- even believe iny(;yod Z;i;)‘:]t:acﬁe(} :ﬁ being Jewish when you don’t
knowledged. 10 menti : y all of this is only coming u
. . now.

She decided to speak carefully. “[ like that everything is closed " “And fﬁaﬁzy Enk; °p fighting aboutic. P nom ot
from noon to four. It creates a litfle oasis in the middie of the day. T " It has nothing to d er_stand your difficulty in understanding thi
like that life in this city isn’t based around my own convenience. I - L arre to me-”gW(i)th ‘zh‘fr‘ﬂ;l GOd and your position is absolutgly bi_
also like that people talk about dumb, pointless hings like shoes was holding his. “An dls's e twisted her hands around so that she
with passion here. And 1 like Italians. They seem like totally lovely . worried and sad. ” it-makes me, I have to tell you, extremely
people.” Last nigh .

% . » . = : i [ : g t, a—fter th

I guess what irks me, he said, speaking just as careful.ly’f, is this ~stupidest fucking booi 1;: t}?ucrlant’ after the confrontation over the
fantasy that Italy exists only as a sensory paradise when 1t's got all again, for the first time sina flzfer seen her read, they had argued
these completely obvious problems.” now in si ce the wedding, about their chi :
« , . six months. T ’ eir child, due
“8kay. st abou;ttius: 1 hated your creepy bone church. . ing up to the Weddingeyth};idht;k; tbzmsges, in the weeks lead-

reepy bone crypt. ' - . : cciden
“In facz T've hatyed every stupid church we've walked into.” She El;)c? Egif lft(i:;;i% was not the reason they haglfi?;ggy t:f ;: fl?::
. . . . . . € _
knew she was asking for 1t he}"e, and waltefl. He said nothing. 0‘n— bly not the case. S}?:; li(:i:‘?rtlileos ll:hem now that this was quite possi-
wka:rd, hfhen, dtnto thf:kdark(.1 ‘Y01'1 know. I'm }?Ot Somfortable m e first things he had told her‘"’atbbetri}fed. His atheism was one of
churches an yet you keep ragging me into them. ) camme serious he had quizzed h out himself, and once things be-

Five poun(_is of emotion seemed to et'lcumber hlS. face. Please, od, and she had answered ther about her feelings concerning
let ; ;ﬁ Eastlhe down bc;flore k;ve start talking about this agairl. _ about God, other than a stl::.ng Sat S_h‘? ha;? no particular feelings

e hotel was many blocks away. : miade him ha ; uspicion he did not exist. And thi

¢ ] i . s : at - . . 18

- “Why, s?nf}asketﬁ, -d(;) you want to take me into places you know ost preciouspgd m;s?er:}'ifnr;htir} hlsA}l‘f‘PIf)meSS seemed to her a
m not comfortable in?” : ing.

«Because | think this dis- spool a week before the Wedding,gwhenosht:ifa];ad begun to -

' assing) that it was important (to her) that their CII'IIIT(I; toned {in

ild would un-

His mouth set info an ugly little frown.
e a Christian than you- derstand hi
m- or herself (they had a
greed on keeping the child’s

comfort of yours i ridiculous. I'm no mor

are. The ideology you suddenly feel so offended by is an ideology - gender a surprise) as a Jew. Sh o
- . She could not even remember th

e con-

that would have had someone like me burning at the stake right - ext in which this-had
next to you. Thatyou can’t separate the objectively aesthetic pleas- she had regarded ﬂj‘ come up— that was how uncontroversiall
ure of churches from your own—"He stopped himself. Standing: Jewish, her husband ;;?ialt;in }?tdhearing that his child would bz
Somie . ghed, once and loudly, li i
orced merriment, before realizing his Pregn};nikgaifglc}%vat
as

there, he began to rub his eyes. “Christ. Just forget it.” ]
“My own whar?” Now she had stppped too. They were outside: ot Iddding, We'll o
; e at later, he had told her. She di
. id

too was a
he sometimes called
books (all before she had met him) an
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not ket him, saying that it was beyond her ability to fathom how ex-
actly this could bother him. What was there to talk about? She was
jewish, her parents were Jewish, her child would be ]ewish. His po-
sition: Jewishness was and could be only 2 religion. It was not 2
race, because there were Chinese and Turkish and Indian Jews. He

had met some himself. It was not a proper culture, because there

were Sephardic Jews, for instance, whose culture was completely
He described to her—one

different from that of Ashkenazi Jews.
of his less wise moments—some of those differences. 1t was not
an ethnicity, because the idea of Jewishness being determined by
matrilineal descent was 4 religious concept- Out came his fever-
ishly marginaliaed New Revised Standard for citation. It was, there-
fore, only and solely a religion, and, he told her, he could not and
in fact refused to live within a household, a family, in which reli-
gion played any role other than that of an occasionally bashed pi-
fata. She could not argue against this reasoning, which part of
her agreed with. She disliked Jewish tribalism as much as anyone
and had managed to escape Hebrew school without learning how
to read, speak, or write Hebrew. Once, after a nephew’s bar mitz-
vah, the theme of which was Wall Street, and which her uncle
had broadcastedly made known cost $22,000, she had actually re-
nounced her Jewishness (for two days). But she was having a child,
and while she did not want to raise Menac
or a Settler, she did want to raise a Jew in the way
formalities of which she knew almost nothing about.
was, in her innerland, nothing more than a faint but
and it offered her no mMore p
but definite light. His refusal to
private awareness seemed to her insane.
Since their first argument, she
. thinking things that
feeling unfamiliar par
god in e-mails, sneering at strangers’ pen
churches, discove
tion with A Certain
Did Not Ever Want

things. _

They stood holding cach other’s hand 0
There seemed no place for this already battle-weary argument ¢

she was a Jew, the

Small Country She Had Never Been

him Begin, 2 Chabadnik, .

Being Jewish -
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ride or direction than that of a faint.
grant her, and their child, that tiny,

had found herself doing and
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dant crucifixes, resenting

ring within herself an out-of-nowhere identifica
To And

To Visit. She had no explanation for these

utside the cheese Stort

A Bridge Under Water
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She Shzr‘fgd’ lightly bumping hers “Don’tcy; %h b forchead
[s] & » ' El
can’ er head. “I feel like I've disa i » e Sa{d‘
n’t even control.” ppointed you in a way I
L:Ism Ilot d_ . .
isappointed. Disappointment is a beautiful wom
an

reading Ayn Rand. This i
. This i i ;
we can get through.” s not disappointment. This is something

“Bu[ What ifwe Can,t?”
A?tl}fn I guess it’s a bridge under water.”
e same time ’

2 second Tie stgllnarel tt‘r_xe‘y squeeze'd each other’s hand. His broth
years of his eventf in the Marine Corps, had over the 1 i five
' grade phrase ln ul Se'rvu:e become quite a collector of a‘SF five
B iz C;iy: lm:zmj?n_mised road, northeasterlyward Osh,l,zl}ltary_

geant had once u:i ﬁ tA‘zndge under water,” which a éunng‘?esmz’

. d to escribe to her h : e
ticularly bad Ramadi neighborhood, was a: ;12?111(1 s brother a par-
Pe;ilonil favorite. She loved his brother. usband knew, her
: e huw i : R
'denly extiiggi?sﬁgzil ?I();rlv w1t}-1 ’real love, its smoldering edges sud
‘be a real bl . ope it’s not a bridge under B

Hi ow to my parade if it were,” water. It would
. His arms reached around her b '
s vos a ack. Wh - .
- his voice was unfamiliarly husky. “No neec(i3 ?ﬁ:ﬁiﬁﬁf ; }ierlilalr

e clock.”

'%en they r i
fhen aftg/r Ifjsﬁeil tdlllzlr rlt()om she slept in her clothes for the rest
woke around i
§ afiermo oke seven to find hi iting 1
hons H0e C ISIile admired that about him too. I—Ienigwllctlmg 'm
I 'at'hroom' ” fa'lmetf to .have once written an entire ¢ ud 'erte
aftroom af ; riend’s birthday party. But she knew tkll)_e hln o
] 1
0t been thelzgn mu;h lately. He told her a while ago tl?aft }? I;ad
oninee (? of the American voice was over, whi o
e re pretentious when he said it ek sounded
e watch i ittd .
ched him for a little while, then said “Hey,” a d
. A TOWSY

!‘Cak in her v : “
oice br .
ng?” breaking the word in two. “What are you d
0 , o

“Writing,” he said.
athered. What about?”

h €y wi

: th 1 unusu }C el Of CUI10s1ty. ThlS g m
o Crm but C nSlStenﬂy =
tI. .0. llble m ”le S] 101t { O I‘eSLl].tS mn lOng term
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gains for th
motivation,

character.”
When he got like this she really enjoyed throwing things at him

and now launched across the room her big supernaturally downy
pillow. He absorbed the blow and continued writing. She sat up
and looked around the room, which was absurd, beginning with
the fact that it did not have a number but rather a symbol. (The
floors did not have numbers either; they had colors; they were

on Green.) Their room’s symbol resembled a Celtic cross. Upon
sheet with peel-away representa-

check-n, they had been given a

tions of this symbol, which they were supposed to affix (o all rele-

vant bills. It was apparently some sort of “art hotel,” and everything
ction. The shower’s clear

in the room had a gadgety double fun
glass door turned discreetly opaque when thie water was running.
lled out from its

The wall-hung flat-screen television could be pu
f extender arm and angled this way or

the screen from literally any point in
d they had engaged in along discus-
was “worthless” or “next to

this is due to the purity of his

ose around him. I think
I'm just getting to know the

though I have t© admit,

steel rigging on some SOt o
that, allowing guests to se¢
the room. The day they arrive
sion about whether this last innovation
worthless.” The décor itself was Modern Android, everything shiny
and smooth, with drawers and closets that made no sound when
you opened them. She actually kind of loved it here.
She looked at him. “Do you want to order room Servic

like teenagerst”
Janced over at her, and frowned ina

He crossed something out, §
hard-to-read way. They had not made love since the first night they

were here, though they ha
after arguing, and the effort
tears. When they first got together it
do it three times a day. Not
cabs, in the kitchen, and once wi
living room window at nig,
ment, they did it only befo
she knew, he had not come once.
greatest and sincerest pleasure in
anyone she had ever
came he would Kiss her, withdraw,
time she asked him about this he ha

eanddoit

d tried. They had even tried last night, -
had ended, quite literally for her, in :
was not unusual for them fo -
that unusual, no, but they did it in
th her leaning out their opened.
ht with all the lights on. Since the argu

re bed, and only in bed, and as far as:
And this was a man who took the
the sight of his own orgasm © £
been with. Post-argument, the moment she:
and roll over to sleep.The one
d denied it, and then, she was
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sure, began faking hi
; g his orgasms, Twice n
in : ’ ow he had i
B i and aer he [ell aslecp she had Squatt:l(;((i)enhz}sl ol
had not b;nangl cupped beneath her, to no avail. Last ni Ettgl_
wine, and thenathz ;,? get hard at all, which he blamed fn thz
; gument, and then the wi

why th . . n the wine, Sh

hoZriﬁZﬁ gfcfi C;:‘-hegmse getting along so well, and h;d‘:E:c‘:)eFe?
along in a Wa}&]’, ;k; a: rntnge couples in newly dead marriagesrigzz

n to
themselves. ¢ cheerfulness of people about to kill
“H()ney?” She Wwas Wo
L4 u d 2 i 3
Room servicep” nded, a little, by his lack of response.
SEH writing. “Sure, if you want.”
e

dial tori:éd:‘)d u};_ the phone and listened to the harsh Euro

dial tone, o unlike the organic lushness of the North Am Bean
b agair; : 1;}1 tlr;c:iught about what to order, then looked 0(:1:21f afi

) . at do you suppose i i . a

service here? Two Celtic cr.;l))s};es O;stclzl(;221iered a good tip for room

- He did not look “ i
oo up. “I think you use real money for that,
She replaced the
: phone and began to unb i

rzlm;e }l::l;l slzllrt. Underwear, be gone. Her socitst?ell':aellﬂ S}tni:mOff
hegr.yéhe sv:unnok: yet noticed, though two-thirds of his be:l; wa o
fen S1e s t(g) S t(;r legs tofthe floor and walked softly over to hsirﬁ)

stay out o his peripheral visio ’
:;i—lg:; ;ir(letermmatlon of her . . . lust? No, Shen ’d?dI? Ir)la:)lief 7 e
Lmniian Sei’fnwanmfi. She just needed to know if he still wan“zg lﬁeel
oicerned bco.nsaous of her stomach, both proud of and sli 0
oA y it (she tquched it sometimes, when she wa ; 11ghtly
R, derid ;f gfre an heirloom of uncertain provenance) stm:’
e ] ‘}S was why he refused to come, if somewhé’re w1tlsl ;
Alteady beenmma}l{ self that considered her body territbry thath Hc;
‘rubbing his s}inalided‘ She was upon her husband now and be N
henc) ((;u ers. He had a big dog’s dumb love of rub iy
. ' r
ing fist ogzggd :rtigrll]c.e his body went stumpy in his chair ;Ilss ‘31"111?
: 18 i i ]
tc)._ ot the poge pencil toppled over and rolled to the bot-
'-_“SGt?;l,” };e said. “Reqlly needed that.”
5 » '
-{ti'n‘g :id (;;:\;’ hShe glanced at the page on which he had b
R er name several times. Unlike him, to tur .
] n -
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that to her once. She i
: . certainly liked
the b e 1ly Liked to fuck. Butshe h
brOkeouyfncI;ncti. Reforn.ljemsh girls like to fuck.” (Eatgf Caof ocied
P but stayed friendly, he began dating a black “;omtﬂ' theg
an an

told her, “Black girls Ii

T girls like to fuck.”
dered if her hushand did notivanShe was devastated.) She won-
cause she was Jewish.

“Jesus,” he said again. He .
artful blowj - He was thrusting lightly. E
imagineg“GOb- ErOws repetitive, and, as a thougghtyex V:? the most
refed togafi;tmg dn’force.d. She supposed she wouldphalmemf she
ol She I(OW th}?r child to be Jewish. But she wonde‘;e ;lo'éf Illle
. new tne story of his v - ed if she

the first inti ‘ parents’ divorce.
mzthzit 1ils_lézlmtate sto}ims about himself he had Zi:rlfomailoneHOf

! 0 put him in the back er. His
Cadill ; Ck seat of her .
drop ]:C Iglt?rrlllve’rtzble—a car, he said, as long as a SEEE;TI colored
o p)‘;rfecltf s Party Stort? (she remembered that namelr}f‘and
Er‘n. Iile’s <he lon) for comic books. On the days she m(;li Sljmau_
the top dow; Z:ZS P‘Lt the top up, and this was a woman whou:: o
books his motherI;:rkzlzl i was SFrinkling. While he read his cor‘:lli)ct
. outin front of .
b ) a stran :
. 012::231(11(: tetrrﬂ:;y far from their house. Shf fn}:izgs:ul;atnmg};

, at a discreet diagonal O par
Sh gonal angle from th
e would be gone for only a little while, she wouledsgﬁn};gi:ﬁhousﬁ
, mak-
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ward — to focus his writing upon his wife,

of all people. Maybe the

time of the American voice really was over. She looked away.
“[ don’t know. A little.” She knew his eyes were closed. That he

made no effort to conceal what he was writing made her less wor-

ried. “That feels sonice.”
“1¢’s supposed t0.” '
For a while he did not say anything. Then: “While you were

—his voice had changed, become somehow artificially offi-

e guidebook. And 1 noticed we’re not too

far away from Rome's biggest synagogue.” She realized that at his
mention of “synagogue” she had begun to pincer his deltoid too
hat I thought was that maybe tomorrow we could

aggressively. “Sow.
go there together. I thought maybe you'd like that. T'd like it too. -

Maybe seeing it will make me . . .
“Make you what?” She was no longer rubbing him but was rather
behind him, bent over, her hands behind her back, her chin set

upon his shoulder, thrillingly conscious of the secret of her naked-

ness.

“Maybe it will help us.
should warn you that it’s a synagogue designed by
archi— Sweetie. You're naked.”

“Sit back,” she said.

He smiled in a worried way, “What are you doing?”

Iust 51 - ] She 1]nd]d ilIS
“ t bac b t »

He did, and she went (o
poised delicacy of someone who already knew what the gift she was

unwrapping contained. Without prompting, he lifted his ass off
the seat, allowing her to tug off his jeans. She was relieved to find -
hot day and he smelled like

that he was already hard. It had been a
the skin underneath a notrecent bandage. She did not mind. She
did not muck around, either. His cock was as warm as a mouthful-:

of blood.

“Tesus,
huge fan of performing or
proach to the act. But now s
as being florally soft and smooth, an
that she would never know what this felt like, disappearing into
the mouth of another. The realization made her bizarrely excited
“Jewish girls like to fuck™ a Catholic boyfriend of hers had sai

L to come in her anymore be-

asleep”
cial—“I was reading th

» He started to turn around in his chair. “T
two Christian

rstood her tears,
being the secret

» he said, and she felt his whole body flex. She was not a..
al sex and took a fairly workmanlike ap-:
he imagined the inside of her mouth:;
d was conscious, suddenly, .

the next day, Sléfz{tiied, and wallfe‘d from the room. His mother
ivorce was a rathe I 4s not surprising that the whole question of
Yorce hos, St . T knotty one for him, She wondered if h o
o 0O IS She ad read once that every marriage was betf:zvzzuld
na




46

royal and a peasant, 2 te
would have to happen fo
was. She knew what h

And with that, amid the po
chian sounds, he was coming.

her mouth before and was
She was game, D
she imagined it would be
nondegradable, like pool
what must have been h
the carpet with water

breathing, his eyes crazed.
enitenti i .
P ary inelegance of its surrounding black gates, its h
» s eggshell

It was a weekday morning,
e sireets of Rome

gentle to th
the swaybacked sidewalk

yards they came upon a
disciplined army
a single stomach-

transparent by pizza grease,

he morning was cle
it canght, but the air blew with some strange :
g 8 .- Ghetto—but in recent years many of th
of the Jews had be ;
en getting

soccer ball. T
bronze everything
microscopic grit.
The night had not be
slept well,
nightmare

no one coul
gan Jaughin
langhed too werc

the darkness..

From a distance i
square dome, for one.
gogue either. It kind o
The temples of her yo

something arctic 2bo
inside the churches 0

acher and a studen
r her to know for certal

e thought she was.

ut the taste was not at all the se

alf a cup of sperma
palloon density. H

had bivouacked there:
turning swallow left in

but he had awakened her at
he had just experienced. ini
ing the best director Academy

d hear him speak ove
g at him. When she had told him that she would have. 6 an unpromisi
promising black-tinted glass door. Before he could gi
give

she in the au

t did not much resemble a

disliked the similarity of

had never really helieve
ut their devotion, and
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t. She wondered what ‘ cent onini )
in which one she had regpgggé§01§ed on their first day here, to which her h
a]m k Wlth SuCh a g‘renade Of ire th er USba.nd

ost instantly. at he had apologized

mp of some magnificent, Sasquat- . It occurred
She had never let anyone come in to her, as the :
r 10 swallZ)w it or what. ;ire}i_o sce Rome’s S}’nagoguz.e’l]?}lllé (:z)ctlil:r(li ’tkihat she d.i d not really
awater harshness = Shztk:i%v}‘ffe together struck her as fanciflitljtl;iy;gtight discover
, but was rather something chemically  She fel ere his real feelings. She was being sini s with what
cleaner. Her mouth dropped open and : t unwell. The only thing worse th g sinisterly coddled.
nd drool splatted against - gogue would be telling him she did n an going into this syna-
e looked down at her gogue. Perhaps, in her own way, sh otwant to go into this syna-

) soon, she felt, to have this man}? ’s ec:efsoi;d?ihng him. It was too

ations.

I']OW Slle wds Stafldlng bef()] € tl]e SyIlag()gue and tOOk m the

not sure whethe

but even so, the night had not been )
e. Bits of paper tunglbleweeded down marble, its colonnaded ledges and tier ;
Tiber River, and every twenty _ able I.mmber of broken windows—no ljnand its small but notice-
that looked as though an il - Eiﬁ:;?gd?f some once-wealthy eccentric %\relfoa}? a:llk at all, but the
Peroni beer bottles with ATl arc:unctf t(ljlf an ambitious and possibly dem;meggne brokf: in
them, paper plates made “sun-bleach € syndgogue was a typical Roman nei renovation.
ers, even 2 half-deflated ' ched buildings with window: neighborhood of
: wooden shutters. This neigh’{)orhoodS Zg‘;elifdd by p(liarsley-green

s ad read, had once

the sunlight seemed o : .
. “been predominantly Jewish —it was indeed stll
still called the JeWiSh

along the
little area

panino wrapp
ar and

. : priced cut. On
ooy B T e
t he w:;,s .somehow accept : As they V.Valked toward what theysgggsl;zz officer read a newspaper.
enrd for Revenge of the Sith, but. sgverai signs let it be known that the M was the Erope}’ entrance,
¢ the music and then people be- currently under AREA VIDEO SORV usco Ebraico di Roma was
. She waited at the bottom of a St:EGLI.ATA.
ne staircase while he went up

en gentle with hi

sulk in ¢ handle an experi
perimental ‘

synagogue. It had 2. P_ﬁ}’fe.ct; aricature of squat Seﬁltlfcabi};(s)r:;;ald man, whose near-
Closer up it did not much resemble 2 syna: th sweater, opened the door andq ask egs iy offset only by
£ looked like a bank. But what did she know? 6bs‘_§:ﬂ:; ZUStband said no, the man jerked h(zs ’thleli}; e fckett”
et S (e e e o
d that they were built with love. rlj“here was g:gll.mt make a corresponding sflfriilsid. Sﬁe hated doorhells that
the bruial awe she fel 5 \er and, fearing it was broken or the benefit of the door-

2 nds. With a disapproving buzz th,eg;s:‘;i agailn after fifteen sec-

pped open.

r—a {more or less) Innd he
§ hey walk i

. .Y alked without comment through an open-air, yell

=alr, yellow-

dience, she could hear him

f Rome annoyed he
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: i ks of

walled corridor, the walls of which were affixed V\'ntht (;1;1!;1 fsm?cs

1d Sicilian synagogues, pieces of alms boxes, .anc1enb ngetters

Of synagogue doorjambs, all of them stamped with _Hedrzl 1 asse(i
gomY: 0% which she thought she might have recogmzed. AL p

ist
her with no more moment than that of a parachutis

through head into the lobby, where
through a cloud. He had already gone ahea n who sat behind

oma
tours were booked. The young w ;
?Epz}—fl?(::yd;k with a modest, makeupless pres;l:lcg m?g?gj:;?
) “ nglis -
i t seven euros.
that entering the synagogue cos . >
ins at seven fifteen,” she said. “We will call yc‘)q.b hen she gave
i She paid, boping he had not overhead this, but w
him his ticket he was smirking. .
“It costs seven euros to get in?
“It’s a museurn,” she said. ‘ .
“IStos’saSaint Peter’s. They don’t charge you to gomn there becaus
j i hip.”
it’s still a functional place of wors ) - cost
"’ SS;e concentrated on not being angry. “The bone chure
tinto.” . .
m(‘)‘r";??etg(;gr(:e lmrypt cost money to get into, The church above 12 \:*as
free. And the bone crypt asked for a donation, not sev::)n .(;ur(; (-iick
' Sl-m looked at him, nodding. “So you really plan on bemng
ab;’{‘-:“ti_l;ied in the stalwart way of a man being injecte'?d ?:th some-
thing intended to benefit him. “Perm.issxc,)’n to apolli)gcilz;.im e
“Authorization to forgive is pending. “She poke
belly. “Behave and it might come through.

] e museum s CapSllke 111 tox Y Oi R()IIIC ] [CWISh COIIlI'IlLHllEy was
h s

p -~ p . e
S€res Of la'[ \ tll]. S § ar dS Whl} .
set ()ut Oon a g 2 Ck, 8 O glO Sed Oster bO

tared out as though from
ead one subject heading (“From
During the Middle Ages”), noted:
visitor to Rome (“Two hundred:

§ a8 ot sur:
Jews live there, who are very much respected”), and wi _

) “ ing of .
the story turned unhappy (“The bu;r';i;irgn o

they stood before the first of these highly reflective p
and faceless ghost versions of themselves s
an inescapable dimension. She
Judaei to Jews: The Jews of Rome
a quote from a twelfth-century

i how quickly h
I&isg‘c;lzzrudoinci 553 dealt a terrible blow to the tradition o

i i ' R e”) ' . . .
dlf‘;tgiﬁélrfftlﬁno(:vmthat,” her husband said, reading a different se

..
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“What's thae”

“Get was the term for the segregation of man and woman, and
that this may be where the word gheito comes from.”

She refocused. It was uncanny: every paragraph was filled with
information vague enough to be uninteresting and precise enough
to bé soporific. She tried again, engaging in a little contest with
herself to see how long she could hang in there: “The Italian min-
hagis also known as minkag Kahal Ialiani, Tts origins are closest to
the land of Israel as are the German and the Romaniote Greek lit-
urgy as well as an ancient French rite that oh my god oh my god
boring boring boring.”

She turned to the middie of the room,
as high as her belly contained a thick o]
book; it had that going for it, at least. H.
the room, and she joined him in his stu

done’in the quaintly incompetent med
' moved on, and she followed him to a
- with a menorah on it. Next to it was
_ “The Jewish Home,”
andleholders, meno
‘areal piece of bread
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where a glass display case
d medieval Pentateuco. A
er hushand was now across
dy of an old map of the city,
ieval cartographic style. He
piecrust-colored tombstone
a large glassed-in display of
Inside this was a table freighted with carafes,
rahs, dreidels, a platter with what was possibly
on it, a dish of salt, a tiny clasped-shut book.
he stood there looking at all these iterns, trying hard to be fas-
. cinated, or at least invested. She failed miserably and walked on
‘past a reconstructed dowry, which really did not interest her, She
esented not being able to tell him how bored she was. She was in-
“terested in the traditions, she thought, sort of, but not in the ob-
jects themselves. How could this be? She wondered if her husband
‘might not in fact have a point. What were such traditions without
the tent pegs of religious belief keeping them in place?
- Soon they were called and met their guide back in the lobby, His
‘name was David, pronounced Da-veed. He had short brown hair,
the hawkish Roman nose that had no Jewish or Gentilic prefer-
.ence, perfect pink ears, hydraulically sincere eyebrows, small, cat-
like teeth, and a weirdly furrowed brow for someone so young.
They joined the ten other English-speaking tourists who had al-
ady gathered around David, only two of whom looked American:
blinking, sport-coated father and his exquisitely manqué son,
ho wore cargo pants and a maroon Roma soccer Jjersey. They were
one of the overfed states, it looked like.
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“please don’t take pictures,
Yarmulkes are provided for the
rmust cover their shoulders as we

» David began, “inside or outside.
men to cover their heads. Women
1..” With a smile he handed a shawl

to an Asian woman old enough to know that her pink Hello Kitty
tank top was one hundred percent unacceptable, The men then
fished yarmulkes from a basket that David heid out to them. Her
husband looked at his with 2 chuckle and plopped it on his head
with good-sport disdain. It looked even sillier on him than she was
expecting. David proceeded to escort his troupe downstairs into
the building’s basement Sephardic synagogue, a room as colorful
as a detonated rainbow, They satin the first two rows of the uncom-
fortable wooden pews while David stood and waited in the middle
of the synagogue.

“So we begin,” David began, “our guided tour about the history

of our community, which is unique among all the Jews of the West,

including the United States. The Ashkenazi-Sephardic distinction

entirely apply to our community.” David spoke on, but

does not
with a sonarlike part of her brain,

she looked around, listening
hearing outlines and occasional distinctions, nothing more.

The altar was draped with bright blue, gold-tasseled rugs. An-
other rug with a gold menorah sewn onto its face was hung on the
wall directly across from the altar. The thrones were cast of mottled
red marble, their seats covered with thi
a vague sense that one of the
read during worship. No. All wrong. It was not an altar but a bema,
and it faced east; it was a
read. The thrones were whe
to stop herself from laughing.
band doubtlessly knew more ab

tried to figure out which of her fellow tourists were Jewish and
which were not, an impu
anyone but herself.
David was now taking questions.
three hundred years,” he told the
also became the only Jewish communi
after being emanci

1860, and this was

pean Jewry had been granted full legal rights.

fered the same fate, earning their emancip
rerurned to the ghetto in 1815.”

n red cushions. She had
thrones was where the Talmud was -

lso where the Torah, not the Talmud, was -
re the Torah was kept. She actually had -
Years of Hebrew school and her hus-
out Judaic ritual than she did. She -

Jse she would have found unforgivable in

“Jews lived in the Ghetto for
Asian woman. “We Italian Jews::
ty to be put back in a ghetto :
pated in 1795 We had to remain there until:
long after almost all other members of Furo-.
Florentine Jews suf:
ation in 1808 but being.

S

S "
o V(i)(;n;(i)ge ‘!:'hen asked about a gated area behind the pews. “That,”
v e ,h elz where women sit.” Several hands instantly 'shot it}
o reas% fand,.mthout calling on anyone, explained the r F
glons reas rEsl 1i)r this. That was when she noticed her husband sti:' )
o }(;i_st u£ e and search around his immediate area with Iip
ik gd gu;,;; eHof 1siomleone working out where to stash a plugt (;
. He finally gave u i .
e emp sent ot ol mg p and orphaned his yarmulke on
Sh h &
H: V:}ll?:;:;:dhi)m.kc‘%me on,” she whispered. “Put it back on.”
ack: “ .
o uck that. They segregate the sexes? Fuck,
“T'm glad,” she said, still whisperi
' s , whlspermg, “that you’
: th1“rllg to ’be angry about. But this is an Orthodgx syl‘;z fgu“d”some'
“N(;an t be angry?” He was no longer whispering s
N d,lzmiv (;an.IWh.at you're not allowed to be is surprised.”
s m}srhedrzv:a?ni,- the stout American father took a 'picture
- r to him with frantically though sti i .
113 t 1 -
1n%‘ };:nds. Nodphotos, please. For security puriosi; }’ pollilyvav
> man said, “F'm just taking o -
e said, g one of the rug here.”
- Z;?:gi:zii ;n :glat she recognized as tourist-honed, yeah-it-is
| ation. “Qur synagogue was once att: , ris
and so security is important to us. Please urfda;r:g:}ec;i ’”bY e

The man’s mouth opened.
ed.
“In 1g82.” P ‘When was the synagogue attacked?”

‘I‘{Ser hl%sband burst out laughing.
ajﬂoeé;{tl:ity is Important to us,” David said to the man in a loud
fuocated tﬁ'oge she knew was directed at her hushand, “U ct,;' ,
the Ortl }i)osc;stgfnagﬁgue you can see for yourself 0;11" b?‘(sjk:z
ndows. re shattered in the attack
P‘;\}Irec.l them‘to remind us of what happeneci ;:&I’:’:lli S ave never
_D a'sd 1t Muslims?” the man wanted to know ‘
avid smiled. “Let’s go upstai .
i  upstairs to the Orthodox syna K
- nf) " ;E (t)(I)lo]l;]ihem bll“lef;}; outside. Their feet ma}g; \gv(;?;;.lash
ing gravel walkway that led t -
A / o the Orthed -
;gh f; i ; \;vgodfm doors, which David held open for everyorcl): SYUE
] X eer;tma.l welcome at each person as he or she ;1:1 Odh
g ozens oflrows of wooden pews, the baker’s—chop 133 :
iy I]zllzlnntery of which was truly lovely. David allowed the;loazﬁe-
ok e ‘f, to v:}lk aroupd a.nd explore. She saw that man ind?‘
A ere affixed with little gold plaques bearing the);l .
. ame
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h r h d,
€ llsl)all no onec was iDOklIlg at ller anyrn(}re. :;h.e was aShallled
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of the worshipper for whom
that the entirety of the synago
pORTATO. She did not need any

they were reserved. She then noted

gue’s first row was labeled EX DE-
Italian to know who sat there and “8ir,” David said agai
’ gain. There was no need
to say anything else

why. She looked up into the square dome, filled with a sparkling Watching her husband prepare for
airborne cathedral of sunlight. And there they were-—the syna- watching a boxer throw off his robe ;}111 argument was similar to
gogue’s broken windows, through which shoots of bamboo-colored . butwas still not fully prepared for th-e bre knew what was coming
. . a

light beamed. ' . ' .he said, or the sneering pride with which hzeesz'?l?liden,ce of what

David began his tour. The synagogue was inaugurated in 1904 ing to wear a yarmulke.” id it: “So I'm not go-
The columns were hewn from some rare marble the name of David blinked. She wondered i

’ ' ed if anything like this had h
appened

which she neglected to catch. From the black candelabras and to him before.
Sir, you must cover your head.”

chandeliers to the boiled-milk marble, you could see that the syna- _

gogue’s Christian architects had worked in what was called the 'Her husband answered in the same cruel voi

Syrio-Babylonian style. ﬂlgl.lts ago to disparage her book. “And uﬁ V’Olce_he had used two
«And where do the women sit?” one of the other tourists, a small, me if I don’” ) what's going to happen to

bespectacled woman with a round face, asked. She looked the She had the sense of watching som

woman over: yellow smoker’s fingers, trembling hamster nose, an stairs in slow motion and noting tlgle varieone fall dow"n.a flight of

intense grudge-seeking manner about her. David was no longer smiling. “You Wlﬁ)l;f stages of njury.

behind the gate, if ;- was tight; each word had a small, cold exact?l‘;essto feave.” His voice

“Women,” David answered, “can sit upstairs,
there’s room.” One member of the :
. group, an English
“If there’s room,” her husband echoed loud enough for David to - five who was wearing a relzl, Che %}uevman ,?0 0_1der than twenty-
mate— cover your fucking head.” ara Tshirt, said, “Christ,

hear.

David looked at him and was about to answer when he noticed - Why should he?” This was
. the short, yellow-fin
, gered woman,

ulke. That their “Out of respect,” the young Englishman said

that her husband was no longer wearing his yarm
exchange would now be one of regulation rather than confronta- It was to this young prole tha
L . t h 3

tion seemed to relax David. “Excuse me, sir— there are yarmulkes happily cover my head if this Synael;hqualllld now turned, “Iwould
in back.” He moved on to answer another question, but her hus- -men. It doesn’t. I don’t reSpeét t}glatg o ‘:howed women to Sit with
band did not budge. She felt her face grow warm as the rest of her ~here thinks tells him this is right, so wgr h - glg)d our friend David

nd. David looked Her hand leapt up and Tanded swith o ofaiivgilﬁ’éﬁead?“ K

- smac

body chilled like a licked finger raised into the wi
back to her husband a minute later and, still smiling,
please help yourself to a yarmulke in back.” '
She said her husband’s name and gently pushed him rearward,
et. Her hands were on his chest, and she

toward the yarmulke bask:
realized he had never buttoned up his shirt. He still refused to

move; she felt as though she were pushing one of the synagogue’s
thick marble columns.

They now had the full interest
herd-animal practicality, she foun
husband. She had felt their eyes pi
them. Remarkable: after putting only

said, “Sir, gsér.lst llljer forehead. She said his name again, and agai
] 1 » . . “ = ? I,

o ar]:e 0 :Eda:agg;” This 1Isfour place of worship an%l community.
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David sighed and withdrew from his pocket a cellular phone. He
speed-dialed, spoke a few words in Italian, then snapped shut the
phone —-a harsh, guillotine sound. He contemplated her husband
now as though from a great height. “You will be escorted from this
synagogue if you refuse to cover your head.”
~ Her husband’s smile was a fragment from some former, ex-

ploded confidence. “You're throwing me out of the synagogue.”

David nodded. “You will be escorted from this synagogue if
you—"

“Get rid of this douche bag!” The boy who a moment ago had
been laughing said this. In fact, he was still laughing, which made
her husband’s stand seem, at that moment, even more ludicrous.
“Dude, like what is the matter with you?” '

Her husband said nothing while his eyes wandered from one
member of their group to another. He avoided her and David,
which she hopefully took as an indication that he was about to
apologize. Instead he told the group, with great gravity, “Social jus-
tice isn’t just about hating George Bush.”

The bald man in the pink sweater emerged from a room adja-
cent to the bema and began to walk toward her husband. At this
her husband turned to her in something close to lip-licking panic.
Not that he was being forcefully removed from a place of wor-
ship—she knew he would tell this story, with certain redactions,

for years—but rather at the thought of everything else that had
been set into motion here.

The man in the pink sweater was upon him. His lips were wet in
a way that made her wonder if his lunch had just been interrupted.
The man looked at her husband, then at her, and then back at her
husband. “We leave now,” he said, relying, for the moment, on his
presence as reason enough to leave. Her husband refused to look
at the man. Instead he shook his head and muttered, “I paid my
seven euros. I'm seeing the synagogue. Not leaving.” The man in
the pink sweater, who seemed both covetous of and frightened by

the opportunity to use force, was then summoned by David. They

spoke in hushed, spiralingly fast Italian. David’s opinion, whatever
that might be, seemed to win the day. The man in the pink sweater
shook his head while David made another phone call. Soon
enough, the hatless police officer from the corner cubicle outside
entered the synagogue— and, oddly, crossed himself.
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