Subject: what | aaw: travelogue October 23, 2001
Date: Tuc, 23 Oci 20061 17:06:27 -0400

From: "Mcyer, Klomoma ™ <KMceycer@ Lifcspan.org>
To: lpmeyer | @ix.nctcom.com, ecmatmoyor@canhlink.not

Decar l.eah, Benjamin, Nathanicl, Rechekah, laura, Mommy and Daddy,

South of Springficld. the railroad nmma along an embankmont: the low-lying
woodiand outside my window ia Inrgcly flooded. Tn the distance, T eatch
glimpaca of Intcmtate 91. The rod and yollow lcavea arc wonderful, although
mumtod by the gy of the sky. The train was almont cmpty whon wo loft
Boston. It war only when the conductor told me that it would fill wp in
Springficld and Hartford that | realized that we would not be on the cosatal
route. It would be a little longer. he aaid. but the lcaves were very

pretty. | wan ploascd. 1 have always rogarded the glimpacs of occan in Rhode
Irland and Connccticut an disappointing and too bricf. 1 have never been
thin way before. Tt in very maral. It is roassuring how cmpry the worid is

oncc onc leaves the city.

The landncape in mutc, cmpty, and soothing. Most of the right of way ia not
too dirty. There wan a bad strotch as wo passcd through Worceator, but
somchow, it didn't bother me. | wondored what it would be like 10 apend
onc's lifc clcaning up a strotch of milroad cmbankment. Now we crosa the
Connecticut River. It is very shallow. There s nothing but water below my
window. When the track curves East a bit, | cam soc the four or five cam
shead, and the engine. Watching the train in which onc movea throught hte
landscape scema a sont of metaphor for conacionancas. Now we para the old
canal in Windaor l.ocka. It in full of grecn algac and lcaves. Swana, ducks
and perhaps Canada Gocac are feeding on the river. We pausc at the station.
The door slams, and the brakes cresk. Thir track must have been repaired,
for wc are moving faster than on the man out to Springficld.

Tt is very comforting to it here, my lap warmed by the computer, The CD 1
kcpt in my bricfcanc wan Michala Petri playing Bach, Hacndcl and Telemanm
recorder sonatas. 1 brought hcadphonea. Tt plays over and over again. The
Realplayer softwarc provides scveral “visualizations' |, images that change
with the pitch and volume. One is a cartoon of a cow nodding, but the othem
arc tantcfully abatract, and 1 play onc, an experimont in Gesamikunstwork.
Perhaps | would do better not to distract mysclf from the scenery. Now the
whintic mosns. We pans a ficld full of pumpking, somo broken, aome half
green, a junkyard, and a now prison. It ix capped by rolls of shiny

mror-likc metal that makes barbed wire look gontle. The skyrcrapom of
downtown Hartford appcar. Off to the lcft in that hard stretch of Routc 84.
We pans a bumned ont brick switch honse. | have acon so much vacant roal
catate in the last three hours. The old church at the top of the embankment
has barrcd windowa. We pass through a tumncl. Here in the old brownstone
railroad station in Hanford. There ia a tclevizion cameraman filming the



train, and enough of a crowd of pcople on the platform that | wonder whother
1 will be able 10 continuc to claim two acata.

Hurrah. We have left Hartford, and T am still alonc. Now we are behind the
Coht factory, now croaring under the highway. It ia industrial wastcland.
{Ten minutes later, aficr a trip to the bathroom, which is very clean, and
docan't amcll). We have stopped at a amall brick station. | ace no sign. The
archcd window boncath the contor gable has stain glass pancal. In the
waiting voom, a cciling fan spina. As we lcave, | sco that it is Berlin, CT.

In the gully down below grade, two men in bright yellow reflcctive gear lean
againat a new backhoc. Everyone waichea the train go by. An old woods road,
now covercd with grass, is blocked bu two large whitc conerctc blockea. And
now the river again. Swans, aome with their whitc bottoma in the air. othem
dignificd and supcrficially obacrvant. Here codar bushes arc growing up by
tho track, likc thoac that line o much of Route §1.

Somcone, perhapa Belinsky, writing of Gogol, compared his carly works to a
mirror travelling down the highway. That was of conme nonacnse. We shonld
try rcading Gogol out lond.

We stop at Meriden. The station is ugly and new. In the windows of the
control room, the cam are 1ficeted brightyly: 1 see the conductor life a

baby carriabge off, and a boy with a backpack lcaps on.. The conductom, in
their tall caps and dull blac uniforms, look timeleas. What other uniform
has changed as little in 100 ycam? This onc looks at his watch - a timelean
gesture. He consulin the timetable. lookn at hin watch sgain, squinta at the
sky, an if it had somcthing 10 do with the train's deparurc. He grasps the
handrail. and steps aboard as we mart 1o move, taking a fow nieps before
stepping up. He would not otherwise be a conduetor.

2:30 pm

My judgomont that the trip via Springficld was pretticr wan corrcet. South
of New Haven, it in harder to be cnthusiastic about the view. There arc four
tracka herg, two in cither dircction. In cach dircetion, onc has the ncw
cement tics, and onc has wood. On a siding, gray freight cars announce the
Ringling borhem.'barum and Bialey civcus. The circun must have come 1o
Bridgeport. Herc in a large church. Tnhec school or parizsh house behind it
has rolin of ranor wirc on ita flat roof. At first T think that the church
itsclf in unremarkable, but then | sce that the cement statuc standing in
fromt of it, a bearded maile figure carrying a child T belicve, has a long
ataff in his right hand. Tt is a flagataff, and he ix carrying an Amcrican
flag. A whitc forry, the Park City. stcams up into the channc! as we pass.
It in & car ferry. T supposac that it comes from Long Island. Here in the

part of the Circus encampment. | look for tigera, but ace no onc.

2:49 pm
We arc out of the city again. From time to time, a view of the shore opena
up, and onc sccs mamhca, cattailn, a fow birda. Then it vanishes again. The



foliage in carlicor here, just yellow. with little red. Somconc in cating
somothing that has a vory lingering aweet amell, or perhaps it ia am
ointment of some aort. Here is Norwalk. Up there on the hill that must be
the hogrpital. It can't be a casthc. Here in what scema to be a mailroad
building converted to a dwelling; there is a wooden deck, and there are
windowboxca.

5:00 pm

Now | am gitting in a low-ceilinged but clcgant fivet clara lounge mt
Pennaylvania Station. The walls and ceilings mix dark panclling (probably
ntaincd plywood) with faimt grey and bluc. The illumination is from amall
rcccancd lights with reflectom, very intensc, spaced every 3-4 feet. The
tclevirion in muted. and 1 can ignorve it. As T entored, | oneoumitcred &
cardiologint from the hospital, taking the train home from Charlotte, having

stopped in New York to give a talk. He waa very ciogant in his pin-striped
auit, but also fricndly. T stopped to talk 1o him before submitting my

ticket to the attondant behind the counter, and the latter cyed me

curiously, wondering whether this character in his Polartee belonged in the
firnt class lounge. He was enthusiatic about my ticket on the Silver Metcor,
and told me when dinner would be acrved. That's a good thing. Lunch was a
cup of coffce and a big chocolate chip cookic, for $3.25.

1 have gotten a lot of work donc today, anawcred or filed or delcted perhapa
200 of 750 cmail mcasagces that had accumulsicd, and did some other paperwork
as well.

Lowve,

Klemens




