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The Bear Came Over The Mountain

FIONA LIVED IN her parents’ house, in the town where she and
Grant went to university. It was a big, bay-windowed house
that seemed to Grant both luxurious and disorderly, with
rugs crooked on the floors and cup rings bitten into the
table varnish. Her mother was Icelandic—a powerful
woman with a froth of white hair and indignant far-left
politics. The father was an important cardiologist, revered
around the hospital but happily subservient at home, where
he would listen to strange tirades with an absentminded
smile. All kinds of people, rich or shabby-looking, delivered
these tirades, and kept coming and going and arguing and
conferring, sometimes in foreign accents. Fiona had her
own little car and a pile of cashmere sweaters, but she
wasn’t in a sorority, and this activity in her house was
probably the reason.

Not that she cared. Sororities were a joke to her, and so
was politics, though she liked to play “The Four Insurgent
Generals” on the phonograph, and sometimes also she
played the “Internationale,” very loud, if there was a guest
she thought she could make nervous. A curly-haired,
gloomy-looking foreigner was courting her—she said he
was a Visigoth—and so were two or three quite respectable
and uneasy young interns. She made fun of them all and of
Grant as well. She would drolly repeat some of his small-
town phrases. He thought maybe she was joking when she
proposed to him, on a cold bright day on the beach at Port
Stanley. Sand was stinging their faces and the waves
delivered crashing loads of gravel at their feet.



