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You know, I tell him, I did rall to Aunt Nozh just after the article came
out. She said: Oh, honey, some of the folks around here got worked up abour
what you wrote, but they calmed right down when the TV truck came around
and put them on the eveningnews.  © -

My cousin drums bis fingers thoughtfully on the table as Tlook on with a
certain muted glee. T can tell that he isn’t familiar with this twist in the story.

(Well —he says.) Rising to brew us another pot of coffee. Public scourging
fnished; case closed. By degrees he changes the subject to a much-discussed
new book on W. E. B. Du Bois in Germany, Have I read about that sojourn in
the early 193057 Du Bois’s weirdly prescient musings on American segregation
and the National Socialist racial laws?

We talk about this and about his ex-wife and his upcoming trip to Celebes
and the recent flood of Nigerian Kok statues on the London art market. Then,
irresistibly, we turn again to Ball County. I surprise my cousin by telling him
that if I can get back to the States this fall, T may go down there for Thanksgiv-
ing. Wich my husband. Aunt Noah inviced us. That’s when they kill the pigs,
and L want to taste some of that fall barbeque. Why don’t you corne too? I say.

(Me? I'm not a barbeque fan, he says. Having the grace to flush slightly on
the ears. Aren’t you afraid that they’re going to burn a cross in front of your
window? he adds with a smile.)

TIl never write about that place again, I say. Just one thing, though—

(What?)

What would you have called them?

He takes his time lighting up another Kretek Jakarta, His eyes, through
the foreign smoke, grow as remote as Aunt Noah’s, receding in the distance
like a highway in a rearview mirror. And [ have a moment of false nostalgia. A
quick glimpse of an image that never was: 2 boy racing me down a long corri-
dor of July corn, his big flat feec churning up the dirt where we'd peed to mark
our territory like two young dogs, his skinny figure tearing along ahead of me,
both of us breaking our necks to get to the vanishing point where the green
rows come together and geometry begins. Gone.

His cigarette lit, my cousin shakes his head and gives a short exasperated
laugh. (In the end, it doesn’t make a damn bit of difference, does it? he says.)

C ONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

1. FIRSTRESPONSE. Why is “Anthropology” an appropriate title for this story?

2. How does the narrator’s use of language reveal her character?

3. Compare and conerast the narrator with her cousin. Explain why you find
them more alike or different from each other.

4. Discuss the differences and similarities between the settings of New York
City and Ball County, North Carolina. Why are che settings important ele-
ments in the story?

5. Consider the definition of “place” offered in paragraph 12, How might this
definition be used to describe accurately both New York City and Ball

County?
6. Explain what you think is the essential conflict in the story and whether
there is 2 resolution to it.
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CONNECTIONS TO OTHER SELECTIONS

r. Compare the treatment of race in “Anthropology” with Flannery O’Connot’s
treatment of it in “Revelation” {p. 470). :

5. How is the .moc.nF depicted in “Anthropology” and in William Faulkner’s
“Barn Burning” (p. 499)? How do these settangs contribure to each story’s
central points?

3. How is the question of African American identity (or identities) treated in
“Anthropology” and in Alice Walker’s “Bveryday Use” {p. 757}
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IND AFF 1988

or OQutof Love in Savajevo

This is a sad scory. It has to be. It rained in Sarajevo, and we had expected fine
weather,

The rain filled up Sarajevo’s pride, two footprints set into a pavement
which mark the spot where the young assassin Princip stood to shoot the
Archduke Franz Ferdinand and his wife. {Don’t forget his wife: everyone for-
gers his wife, the archduchess.) That was in the summer of 1914. Sarajevo is a
pretty town, Balkan style, mountain-rimmed. A broad, swift, shallow river
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runs through its center, cairying the mountain snow away, arched by many
bridges. The one nearest the two footprints has been named the Princip
Bridge. The young man is a hero in these parts. Not only does he bring in the
rourists - ook, look, the spot, the very spot! —but by his action, as everyone
knows, he lit a spark which fired the timber which caused World War I which
crumbled the Austro-Hungatian Empire, the crumbling of which made med-
ern Yugoslavia possible. Forty million dead (or was it thirty?) but who cares?
$o long as he loved his country.

The river, they say, can run 50 shallow in the sumMmer it's knowii derisively
a5 “the wet road.” Today, from what I could see through the sheets of falling
rain, it seemed full enough. Yugoslavian streets are always busy — o one stays
home if they can help it (thus can anindecent shortage of housing space create
a sociable nation) and it seemed as if by common consent a shield of bobbing
umbrellas had been erected two meters high to keep the rain off the streets. It
just hadn’t warked around Princip’s corner.

“Corme all this way,” said Peter, who was a professor of classical history,
“and you can’t even see the footprints propertly, jast two undistinguished pud-
dles.” Ah, but I loved hirm. I shivered for his disappointment. He was supervis-
ing my thesis on varying concepts of morality and duty in the eatly Greek
Seares as evidenced in their poetry and drama. I was dependent upon him for
my academic future. He said [had a good mind but not a first-class mind and
somehow I didn’t take it as an insule. 1 had a feeling first-class minds weren’t
all that good in bed.

Sarajevo is in Bosnia, in the center of Yugoslavia, that grouping of unlikely
states, that distillation of languages into the phonetic reasonableness of
Serbo.Croatian. We'd sheltered from the rain in an ancient mosque in Serbian
Belgrade; done the same in a monastery in Croatia; now we spent a wet couple
of days in Sarajevo beneath other people’s umbrellas. We planned to go on to
Montenegro, on the coast, where the fish and the artists come from, to swim
and lie in the sun, and recover from the exhaustion caused by the sexual and
moral torments of the last year. It couldn’t possibly go on raining forever.
Could it? Satellite pictures showed black clouds swishing gently all over
Hurope, over the Balkans, into Asia— practically all the way from Moscow to
London, in fact. It wasn’t that Peter and myself were being singled out. No. It
was raining on his wife, too, back in Cambridge.

Peter was trying to decide, as he had been for the past year, between his wife
and myself as his permanent life partner. To this end we had gone away, off the
beaten track, for a holiday; if not with his wife’s blessing, at least with her
knowledge. Were we really, teuly suited? We had to be sure, you see, that this
was more than just any old professor-student romarnce; that it was the Real
Thing, because the longer the indecision went on the longer Mrs. Piper would
be left dangling in uncertainty and distress. They had been married for twenty-
four years; they had stopped loving each other a long time ago, of course — but
there would be a fearful personal and practical upheaval entailed if he decided
to leave permanently and shack up, as he put it, with me. Which 1 certainly
wanted him to do. 1 loved him. And so far I was winning hands down. It didn’t
seem much of a contest at ali, in fact. T'd been cool and thin and informed on
the seat next to him in a Zagreb theater (Mrs. Piper was sweaty and only liked

. telly); was now eager and anxious for social and political instruction in Sara-

o
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jevo (Mrs. Piper spat in the face of knowledge, he’d once told me); and planned
o be lissome {and I thought topless but I hadn’t quite decided: this might be
the area where the age difference showed) while I splashed and shrieked like a
baching belle in the shallows of the Montenegrin coast. (Mrs. Piper was a
swimming coach: Iimagined she smelt permanently of chlorine.)

In fact so far as I could see, it was no contest at all between his wife and
myself. But Peter liked to luxuriate in guilt and indecision. And I loved him
with an inordinace affection.

Princip’s prints are a meter apart, placed as a modern cop on a training
shoot-out would place his feet —the left in front at a slight outward angle, the

right behind, facing forward. There seemed great energy focused here. Both’

hands on the gun, run, stop, plant the feet, aim, firel I could see the footprints
well enough, in spice of Peter’s complaint. They wers clear enough to me.

We went to a restaurant for lunch, since it was too wet to do what we loved to
do: thatis, buy bread, cheese, sausage, wine, and go off somewhere in our hired
car, into the woods or the hills, and picnic and make love. It was a private
restaurant— Yugoslavia went over to a mixed capitalist-communist economy
years back, so you get either the best or worst of both systems, depending on
your mood —that is to say, we knew we would pay more butbe given a choice.
We chose the wild boar.

“Probably ordinary pork sozked in red cabbage water to darken it,” said
Peter, He was not in a good mood.

Cucumber salad was served first.

“Bverything in this country comes with cucumber salad,” complained
Perer. I noticed I had become used to his complaining. I supposed that when
you had been married a little you simply wouldn’t hear it. He was forty-six and
I was twenty-five.

“They grow a lot of cucumber,” I said,

“If they can grow cucumbers,” Peter then asked, “why can’t they grow
mange-tout?” It seemed a why-can’t-they-eat-cake sort of argument to me, but
not knowing enough about horticulture not to be outflanked if I debated the
point, I moved the subjecr on to safer ground. .

“I suppose Princip’s action couldn’t really have started World War I I
remarked. “Otherwise, what 2 thing to have on your consciencel One little
sher and the deaths of thirty million.”

“Forty,” he corrected me. Though how they reckon these things and gec
them right I can’t imagine. “Of course he didn’t start the war. That’s u_ﬁmm a
simple tale to keep the children quiet. It takes more than an assassination to
STArt a war. What happened was that the buildup of political and economic
tensions in the Balkans was such that it had to find some release.”

“So it was metely the shot that Lt the spark that fired che timber that
started the war, et cetera?”

_mﬂﬁ.ﬁOEmﬁ: he said. “World War I would have had to have started sooner or

. .:> bit later or a bit sooner,” I said, “might have made the difference of 2
:d:._os or so; if it was you on che battlefield in the mud and the rain you'd
notice; exactly when they fired the starting-pistol; exactly when they blew the

mange-tout: A sugar pea or bean (French).

I
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Gnal whistle. Is that what chey do when a war ends; blow a whistle? So that
everyone just comes in from the trenches.” .

But he wasn’t listening, He was parting the flesh of the soit collapsed 20
otangey-red pepper which satin the middle oF his cucumber salad; he was care- -
fully extracting the pips. tiis nan had once told him they could never be
digested, would ctick inside and do terrible damage. I loved him for his dexter-
ity and patience with his knife and fork. I'd finished my salad yonlks ago, pips
and all. T was hungry. I wanted my wild boar,

Perer might be forty-six, but he was six foot two and grizzled and muscled
with it, in a darkeeyed, intelligent, broad-jawed kind of way. I adored him. T
loved to be seen with him. “pfuscular academic, not weedy academic” as my
younger sister Clare once said. “Muscular academic is justa generally superior
human being: everything works well from the brain to the roes. Weedy aca-
demic is when there isn't enough vital energy in the persen, and the brain
drains all the strength from the other parts.” Well, Clare should know. Clare is
only twenty-three, but of the supetior human variety kind herself, vividly
pretty, bright and comperent—somewhere behind a heavy curtain of vibrant
red hair, which she only parts for effect. She had her first degree at twenty. Now
she’s married to a Harvard professor of economics seconded to the United
Nations. She can even cook. I gave up competing yonks ago. Though she toois
capable of self-deception. 1 would say her husband was definitely of the weedy
scademic rather than the muscular academic type. And they have to live in
Brussels.

The archduke’s chauffeur had lost his way, and was parked on the corner
trying to recover his nerve when Princip came running out of a caft, planted
his feet, aimed, and fired. Princip was Aineteen — too young to hang, But they
sent him to prison for life and, since he had TB ro begin with, he only lasted
three years. He died in 1918, in an Austrian prison. Or perhaps it was more than
TB: perhaps they gave him a hard time, not learning till later, when the Austro-
Hungarian Empire collapsed, that he was a hero. Poor Princip, too young to
die —like so many other millions. Dying for love of a country.

“ love you,” I said to Peter, my living man, progerniror already of three chil-
dren by his chlorinated, swimming-coach wife.

“How much do you love me?”

“Inordinately! T love you with inordinate affection.” It was a joke between 2
us. Ind Aff!

“Inordinate affection is a sin,” he’d told me. “according to the Wesleyans.
John Wesley® himself worried aboutit to such a degree he ended up abbreviat-
ing it in his diaries, Ind AFF. Lle maintained that what he felt for young Sophy,
the mwmwﬁmmﬂ-ﬁmvoﬁ in his congregation, was not Ind Aff, which bears the
spiritaway from God rowards the flesh: he insisted that what he felt was a pure
and spiritual, if passionare, concern for her soul”

Peter said now, as we waited for our wild boar, and he picked over his pep-
per, “Your Ind Aff is my wife’s sorrow, that’s the trouble.” He wanred, knew,
one of the Jong half-wrangles, half soul-sharings that we could keep going for
hours, and led to piercing pains in the heart which could only be made better
in bed. But our bedroom at the Hotel Buropa was small and dark and looked

out into the well of the building —a punishment room if ever there was one
%&nﬁu&@ﬂ Mﬁm.mm did sometimes take against us.) When Peter had cried mm
change it i his quasi-Serbo-Croatian, they'd shrugged their Bosnian shoul-
ders and pretended not to understand, so we’d decided to put up with it I
did not fancy pushing hard single beds together —it seemed easier not to rm.qm
the pain in the heart in the first place. “Look,” I said, “this holiday is supposed
to be just the two of us, not Mrs. Piper as well. Shall we talk abour some-

thing else?”

Do not think that the archduke’s chauffeur was merely careless, an inefficient
chauffeur, when he took the wrong turning. He was, I me.qmmw in a state of
chock, fright, and confusion. There had been two ?d&oﬁ%mnnmawa on the
archduke’s life since the cavalcade had enrered town. The firsc was a bomb
which got the car in front and killed its driver. The second was a shot fired by
none other than young Princip, which had missed. Princip had vanished into
the crowd and gone to sit down in a corner café and ordered coffee to calm his
nerves. T expect his hand trembled ar the best of titnes —he did have TB. (Not
rhe best choice of assassin, but no doubt those who arrange these ﬁESmW have
ro make do with what they can get.} The archduke’s chauffeur panicked, rook
the wrong road, realized what he’d done, and stopped to await nmmmzvm and
instructions just outside the café where Princip sat drinking his coffee |

“What shall we tallc about?” asked Perer, in even less of 2 good Eom&

“The collapse of the Austro-Hungarian Empire?” I suggested. “How does 30
an empire collapse? Is there no money to pay the EEBM\ or the police, so :
m<mmmobm goes home? Or what?” He liked to be asked questions. '
mem.wm WmmMEWmMMWEMWmHED mam:_.muu said Peter to me, :n.mﬁ_u.vﬂ so much col-

. y more. War destroys social organizarions. The same
thing happened afrer World War IL There being no organized bodies left
between Moscow and London—and for London read a%mwrwnmmo: then as
now—it was left to these two to put in their own puppet moéﬁapmmnm Yalra
1944. It's taken the best part of forty-five years for nations of West mnm mmmm
Eurcpe to remember who they are.”

“Austro-Hungarian,” [ said, “not Hungro-Austrarian.”

“I didn’t say Hungro-Austrarian,” he said.

“You did,” I said. .

“Didn’t,” he said. “What : i r Wi
they omt in the bl mTOO%ﬂm MWN hell are chey doing about our wild boar? Are 35
Eoﬂ,nﬂm meﬂmﬁwﬂ mmwwm _ummp manwﬂmubmw.w ns&mnm_.wm.n&:m about Peter. When |
won e ing older, she wo.ow poohed it; when I worried about him
> m married, .mrm. mmpnw Tust go for it, sister. If you can unhinge a marriage
it’s ripe for unhinging, ir would happen sooner or later, i might as well be ou.
Seea Q.ﬁn? go ahead and catch! Go for it!” o
nrmmﬂmmbmw MMMNWM_MW,WMWM:MW n.WH. parked %Eﬁmam. and went for _n Second
Cpances are rare in M .ma W m_H” mummmwom ed to. Bxcept wmmvmmm his second
o ot g W e first places Should he have taken his cue from fate,
ane et sat anc E_M ed his n.ommmmu and gone Uoﬁ._m to his mother? Bur what’s
b Woéﬂ”&w%b%%%ﬂ” me %oﬁﬂ%@% Fate amﬁ/mﬁm& the archduke inro his
(e st o b e ’ Tmmn ed car, a uni ormed .m:ﬂ medaled chest,

niry—how could Princip not, believing God to be on

Jobn Wesley {1703-1791): English religious leader and founder of Methodism.
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his side, but see this as His intervention, push his cotfee aside and leap to his
feec?

Two waiters stood idly by and watched us waiting for our wild boar. One
was young and handsome in a mountainous Bosnian way—flashing eyes,
hooked nose, luxuriant black hair, sensuous mouth. He was about my age. He
smiled. His teeth were even and white. I smiled back, and instead of the pain in
the heart T'd become accustomed fo as an erotic sensatrion, now fel, quite vio-
lently, an associated yet different pang which got my lower stomach. The true,
the real pain of Ind Aff!

“Fancy him?” asked Peter.

“No,? I said. “I just thoughtifT smiled che wild boar might come quicker.”

The other waiter was oider and gentler: his eyes were soft and kind. I
thought he looked at me reproachfully. I could see why. In 2 world which for
once, after centuries of savagery, was finally full of young men, unslaughtered,
what was I doing with this man with thinning hair?

“What are you thinking of?” Professor Piper asked me. He liked to be in

‘my head.

“Fow much 1 love you,” I said avcomaticaily, and was finally aware how
much I lied. “And about the archduke’s assassinarion,” I went on, to cover the
kind of trembie in my head as I came to my senses, “and ler’s not forget his
wife, she died too—how can you say World War I would have happened any-
way. If Princip hadn’t shot the archduke, something else, some undisclosed,
unsuspected variable, might have come along and defused the whole polit-
ical/military situartion, and aeither World War I nor 11 ever happened. We'll
just never kriow, will we?”

I had my passport and my travelers’ checks with me. (Peter felt it was less
confusing if we each paid our own way.) I stood up, and took my raincoat from
the peg.

“Where are you going?” he asked, startled.

“Home,” | said. T kissed che top of his head, where it was balding. It smelt
gently of chlorine, which may have come from thinking about his wife so much,
buc might merely have been chat he'd taken a shower that morning. (“The
water all over Yugoslavia, though safe to drink, is unusually chlorinated™
Guide Book.) As I left to catch a taxi to the airport the younger of the two wait-
ers emerged from the kitchen with two piled plates of roasted wild boar, pota-
roes duchesse, and stewed peppers. (“Yugoslavian diet is unusually rich in pro-
reins and fars”: Guide Book.) T could tell from the glisten of oil chat the food
was no longer hot, and I was not temnpted to stay, hungry though I was. Thus
fate -or was it Bosnian wilifulness? — confirmed the wisdom of my intent.

And that was how I fell out of love with my professor, in Sarajevo, a city to
which I am grateful to this day, though 1 never got fo see very much of i,
because of the rain.

It was a silly sad ching to do, in the first place, to confuse mere passing aca-
demic arbition wich love: to try and outdo my sister Clare. (Professor Piper
was spireful, as it happened, and did his best o have my thesis refused, but I
went to appeal, which he never thought I’d dare, and won. I had a first-class
mind after all.) A silly sad episode, which I regret. As silly and sad as Princip,
poor young man, with his feverish mind, his bright tubercular cheeks, and his
inordinate affection for his country, pushing aside his cup of coffee, leaping to
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his feet, raking his gun in beth hands, planting his feet, aiming, and firing —
one, (WO, three shots —and starting World War I The first one missed, the sec-
ond got the wife (never forget the wife), and the third got the archduke and 2
whole mmamnmnomu and their children, and their children’s children, and on and
on forever. I£ he’d just hung on a bir, there in Sarzjevo, thar June day, he might
have come to his senses. People do, sometimes quite quickly.

(CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

{. FIRST RESPONSE. Do you agree with Weldon’s first line, “This is a sad
story”? Explain why or why not.
How does the rain establish the mood for the srory in the ficst five para-
weﬁurmw
3. Characterize Peter. Whar details concerning him reveal his personality?

!\)

4. Describe the narrator’s relationship with Peter. How do you think he
regards her? Why is she attracted to him?

5. Why is Sarajevo important for rhe story’s setting? What is the effect of
having the story of Princip’s assassination of the Archduke Franz Ferdi-
nand and his wife woven through the plot?

&. Uamnmmuw. Mros. Piper. Though she doesn’t appear in the story, she does
have an important role. What do you think her role is?

7. What is “Ind Aff”? Why is it an imporrant element of this story?

8, What is the significance of the two waiters (paras. 38-41)? How do they af-
fect the narrarer?

9. Why does the narrator decide to go home (para. 46)? Do you think she
makes a reasoned or an impulsive decision? Explain why you think so.

1o. Discuss the relationship berween the personal history and the public his-
tory recounted in the story. How are the two interconnected? Explain
whether you think it is necessary to be familiar with the assassinations in
Sarajevo before reading the story.

11, CRITICALSTRATEGIES. Read the section on cultural criticism (pp. 2093-94)
in Chapter 51, “Critical Strategies for Reading.” How de you think a cul-
tural critic might describe the nature of the narrator’s relationship wirh
her professor given the current attitudes on college campuses concerning
teacher-student affairs? 7

CONNECTIONS TO OTHER SELECTIONS

1. Compare and contrast “IND AFF” and Joyce Carol Qates’s “The Lady
with the Pet Dog” (p. 249) as love stories. Do you think that the stories
end happily, or the way you would want them ro end? Are the endings
problemartic? -

2. Explain how Weldon’s concept of “Ind Aff”—“inordinate affection”
can be used to make sense of the relarionship between Georgiana and
Aylmer in Nathaniel Hawthorne’s “The Birthmarlk” (p. 476).

3. How does passion figure in “IND AFF” and in D. H. Lawrence’s “The
Herse Dealer’s Daughrer” (p. 721)? Explain how Weldon’s and Lawrence’s
perspectives on passion suggest differing views of Jove and human rela-
tionships.
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