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It	  wouldn’t	  do	  to	  try	  to	  scratch	  the	  itch,	  the	  spot	  where	  he
felt	  the	  itch	  didn’t	  actually	  exist	  anymore.	  A	  moment	  of
clarity—that	  would	  have	  been	  good—like	  the	  moment
when	  the	  stove	  is	  checked	  and	  definitely	  off.	  Later,	  that
look	  can	  be	  remembered	  because	  it	  was	  sure	  and	  definite
and	  clear	  and	  the	  mind	  can	  rest	  assured	  that	  the	  flame	  is
out.	  In	  the	  case	  of	  the	  itch,	  the	  leg	  would	  have	  been
assessed	  or	  made	  note	  of	  before	  its	  removal	  or	  even	  a\er
its	  removal—maybe	  a	  moment	  to	  acknowledge	  the
separa]on:	  there	  is	  the	  leg	  and	  I	  am	  here.	  We	  are	  two
separate	  items.	  And	  maybe	  one	  good	  last	  scratch	  all
around.	  There	  is	  a	  canyon	  between	  now	  and	  then	  but	  s]ll
the	  signals	  are	  ge^ng	  through.

Now	  the	  leg	  is	  gone	  and	  the	  itch	  remains.	  The	  signs	  of
normal	  life	  outlast	  the	  normal	  life	  itself.	  If	  you	  drive	  a	  car
on	  the	  le\	  and	  are	  used	  to	  reaching	  out	  with	  your	  right
hand	  to	  shi\	  gears	  you	  s]ll	  reach	  with	  your	  right	  even
when	  you	  are	  driving	  in	  a,	  say,	  a	  Bri]sh	  car.	  You	  reach	  with
your	  right	  even	  though	  the	  edge	  of	  the	  car	  is	  there	  and
you	  bang	  your	  arm	  against	  the	  inside	  of	  the	  door.	  Some
things	  become	  automa]c.	  This	  allows	  the	  part	  that	  deals
with	  rou]ne	  to	  take	  it	  over.	  It	  is	  about	  economy.	  So	  are
legs,	  and	  in	  this	  case,	  two	  legs	  are	  more	  economical	  than
one.

But	  the	  real	  problem	  is	  this	  itch.	  And	  less,	  in	  this	  case,	  is
so	  much	  more.	  And	  the	  economy	  brought	  about	  by	  habit
is	  that	  if	  a	  spot	  on	  the	  leg	  itches	  or	  ]ckles	  one	  doesn’t
make	  a	  decision	  to	  scratch	  it,	  one	  simply	  reaches	  down
and	  scratches	  it.	  This	  becomes	  a	  problem	  when	  the	  itch
cannot	  be	  scratched,	  as	  in	  the	  case	  of	  amputa]on.	  As	  in	  a
case	  like	  this.

As	  his	  mind	  looks	  for	  occupa]on	  he	  is	  thinking	  about
another	  brain	  trick,	  the	  jerk	  that	  awakens	  the	  sleeper	  as
he	  falls	  to	  sleep.	  It	  is	  the	  jerk	  that	  wakes	  the	  body	  when
the	  neurons	  are	  misfiring,	  or	  so	  they	  say.	  And	  now	  he
needs	  an	  explana]on	  as	  to	  why	  then	  there	  is	  an
accompanying	  dream	  that	  explains	  the	  jerk?	  Is	  this	  to
calm	  the	  mind?	  If	  so,	  how	  does	  the	  mind	  know	  to	  make
the	  dream?	  He	  remembers	  being	  woken	  up	  with	  a	  jolt
from	  a	  dream	  of	  falling	  or	  stepping	  off	  a	  step	  that	  was
higher	  than	  he	  thought.	  And	  he	  has	  been	  wondering.

He	  told	  Delta	  about	  this	  quandary.	  She	  guessed	  that	  the
mind	  worked	  so	  fast	  it	  worked	  backwards.	  The	  jerk
happened	  and	  then	  the	  mind	  essen]ally	  rewrote	  the	  past.
A	  blank	  spot	  of	  sleep	  oblivion	  now	  filled	  with	  an
explana]on	  for	  the	  jerk.	  That’s	  why	  he	  liked	  Delta.	  She
was	  crazy.	  Can	  it	  really	  be	  all	  this	  so	  that	  the	  mind	  doesn’t
waste	  sleep	  ]me	  trying	  to	  find	  the	  source	  of	  the	  violent
involuntary	  impulse?

There	  was	  s]ll	  a	  spot	  saved	  in	  his	  brain	  for	  that	  leg.	  That
was	  her	  explana]on	  for	  why	  he	  s]ll	  felt	  that	  itch.	  His	  brain
was	  refusing	  to	  rewrite	  the	  area.	  He	  wasn’t	  le^ng	  go.	  He
knew	  there	  was	  something	  sensical	  in	  her	  words	  but	  they
aggravated	  him.	  She	  wasn’t	  troubled	  by	  such	  ques]ons.
She	  found	  solu]ons	  and	  moved	  on.	  Some]mes,	  he
thought,	  there	  was	  room	  for	  further	  considera]on.	  He
couldn’t	  figure	  how	  the	  same	  brain	  that	  could	  rewrite	  the
past	  in	  order	  to	  explain	  with	  a	  story	  the	  jerk	  in	  his	  body
caused	  by	  loose	  chemicals	  in	  a	  response	  le\	  over	  from
hunter-‐gatherer	  ]mes	  to	  stop	  him	  from	  ge^ng	  up	  from
his	  cozy	  sleep	  couldn’t	  now	  rewrite	  the	  existence	  of	  his
right	  leg.	  He	  was	  ]red	  of	  thinking	  about	  it.	  But	  the	  itch
was	  s]ll	  there.	  It	  had	  been	  for	  days	  now	  without	  cease.

He	  was	  on	  the	  verge	  of	  telling	  her	  to	  come	  in	  here	  and	  cut
off	  his	  leg	  it	  was	  itching	  so	  much.	  If	  only	  he	  had	  the	  leg	  to
lose	  he	  would	  lose	  it	  now	  to	  lose	  the	  itch.	  He	  was	  pu^ng
the	  words	  together	  in	  his	  head,	  lining	  them	  up	  in	  the	  right
order,	  taking	  a	  breath	  to	  boost	  them	  into	  the	  next	  room.

And	  just	  then	  she	  comes	  in	  and	  she	  looks	  at	  him	  and	  she
sees	  that	  look	  in	  his	  eye	  and	  she	  herself	  looks	  determined
and	  as	  if	  she	  has	  a	  plan	  and	  she	  sits	  herself	  astride	  his
chair	  with	  one	  leg	  behind	  him	  and	  she	  places	  her	  other
leg	  where	  his	  should	  be	  and	  she	  doesn’t	  say	  a	  word.	  It
doesn’t	  look	  like	  his	  own	  leg	  but	  then	  as	  he	  looks	  and
looks	  he	  begins	  to	  accept	  that	  it	  could	  be	  and	  slowly,
falteringly,	  he	  reaches	  his	  hand	  toward	  it	  and	  toward	  the
spot	  that	  itches,	  that	  spot	  that	  has	  been	  itching	  now	  for
as	  long	  as	  he	  can	  remember,	  a	  constant	  itch	  so	  complete
it	  has	  become	  a	  pain,	  he	  scratches	  at	  first	  lightly	  and	  then
a	  bit	  harder	  and	  the	  spot	  begins	  to	  redden	  but	  she
doesn’t	  move.	  She	  closes	  her	  eyes.	  Maybe	  she	  is	  far	  away.
Maybe	  she	  doesn’t	  even	  feel	  it.	  He	  con]nues	  to	  scratch
and	  scratch	  and	  it	  is	  constant	  and	  steady	  now.	  He	  feels	  a
rising	  sensa]on	  a	  kind	  of	  rush.	  And	  before	  he	  is	  fully
conscious	  of	  what	  is	  happening	  he	  feels	  a	  great	  sense	  of
relief,	  a	  burst,	  a	  blossoming,	  a	  kind	  of	  strange	  itch	  climax
that	  resolves	  in	  a	  rush	  of	  release	  and	  a	  kind	  of	  internal
light	  explosion.

As	  she	  gets	  up	  and	  walks	  away	  he	  no]ces	  that	  her	  legs	  are
perfectly	  ar]culated	  from	  her	  hips	  and	  the	  only
movement	  in	  her	  pelvis	  is	  a	  slight	  shi\ing	  from	  le\	  to
right.	  As	  her	  weight	  shi\s	  both	  hip	  bones	  remain	  parallel
with	  her	  shoulders.	  It	  occurs	  to	  him	  that	  she	  is	  beau]ful
to	  watch.	  And	  he	  doesn’t	  ask	  himself	  whether	  she’s	  cured
his	  itch	  but	  he’ll	  be	  asking	  himself	  later.
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