
O nce th e  exclus ive province of action-adventure  m ovie s , th e  s e q uel h as  arrived in th e  

w orld of literature . Encouraged by th e  succe s s  of Scarle tt (over 2 m illion copie s  sold), th e  

s e q uel to Gone  W ith  th e  W ind, book  editors  everyw h ere  h ave be en scram bling to find liter-

ary "propertie s" suitable for extens ion.

Ever w onder w h at h appened to H eath cliff? Now  you can read H : Th e  Story of H e ath -

cliff's  Joum e y Back  to W uth e ring H e igh ts , publis h ed last m onth  by Pock et Book s . D id 

H uck  m ak e  it to th e  territorie s? An answ er can be  found in M iste r Gre y, th e  furth er adven-

ture s  of H uck leberry Finn, w h ich  Four Walls Eigh t W indow s  publis h ed last M ay. Lara's  

Ch ild, a s e q uel to Dr. Z h ivago, is  due  out from  Doubleday next year. O ccupying a dubious  

place in th e  culture , th e s e  s e q uels are  literary piecew ork , created to order and calculated to 

ride  on th e  succe s s  of th e ir illustrious  progenitors .

But w h at if a gifted w riter revers ed th e  order of th e  publis h e r's  priority and depended on 

an inspiration m ore  ae sth etic th an com m ercial? W h at if th e  bas is  for a s e q uel w as  m erely 

th e  pleasure  of th e  literary im agination? W ith  th e s e  q ue stions  in m ind, th e  editors  of H arp-

e r's  M agazine  invited s ix distinguis h ed auth ors  to w rite  a s e q uel to a favorite  w ork  of liter-

ature .

TO  BE CONTINUED ...

In th is  s e q uel to Rabbit at R e s t, w h ich  e nde d w ith  th e  h e ro on h is  de ath be d, be s e t 

w ith  transm ural infarctions  and th e  cons e q uence s  of h is  ow n appetite s , Rabbit 

Angstrom , am bivalent h e ro of four R eally Big Novels , ath lete , adultere r, R epublican, 

duly de s ignated obs e rver of th e  U.S. scene , and synecdoch e  of a generation's  path os , 

negotiate s  th e  pitfalls of post-life  Am erica in h is  ow n erratic w ay, and learns  som e  very 

s pe cial truth s  h e 'd s us pe cte d all along...

RABBIT RESURRECTED

By David Foste r Wallace

Th e brigh t bed of h appy unfeeling from  w h ich  

h is son's straining face recedes h as not deserted 

h im , Rabbit Angstrom  feels. Th e bed m erely 

tilts at th e foot and erects itself, ris ing, Rabbit 

w ith  it. Beh ind h is eyes th e red cave h e h ad 

th ough t w as th e exit reveals itself to h ave been 

h is brain's ow n color, its red m usic; dark ness now  

flow s lik e spilled ink  in at all sides until th e col-

or sh rink s to th e frozen star of a television's last 

point of ligh t, th en out. Not dark ness but w h at-

ever is its absence. Rabbit h ears earlessly th e 

blank  w h ine of th e h eart m onitor and h is fam i-

ly's Kabuk i cries of self-concerned grief, th e ch ud 

of defibrillation paddles trying to stun w h at is no 

longer h is. H e is not h is body— can I k eep m y 

prick  in h eaven? is  h is  first w ild th ough t, and 

on its h eels th e tooth ier q uestion of h eaven its -

elf, of just w h e re  is  h e  off to, floating.

Instead of th e cacoph ony of h is big body's con-

stant rem inders, Rabbit's sense of h im self is now  

m erely as h uge and clean, a w h ite idea, unteth ered, 

ris ing lik e a red balloon w h ose red is less th e col-

or of candy apples th an of a squat, solid Am ish  barn 

in th e obliq ue ligh t of a Pennsylvania m id-to-late 

afternoon. As beneath  h im  th e slate roofs of th e  

Deleon h ospital com plex first form  a pattern of 

tile w ith  oth er roofs and th en m elt into th e blue 

and green gem  th e Atlantic w ears , Rabbit finds  

th e star expanding, h is  inner vis ion re stored but 

altered. As an astringent ligh t th e sam e bleach ed 
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blue as th e Deleon ICU yaw ns out from  both  sides  

of a gassy pink  w arm th  h e scream s at leaving, as a 

slap's  s h arp sting on h is  tiny plum  of a bottom  

m e ets  th e  inverted face of th e  obstetrician w h o 

h olds h im  by a h eel, replaced im m ediately by th e  

m oon of h is m oth er's face rising and break ing into 

cre scents  over th e  edge  of a crib, th en th e  s igh t 

of th e  nubbly rug rus h ing up to slap h im  as  h is  

first fat steps fail, Rabbit realizes all th ose fags in 

sandals h ad been righ t, and h e w as about to re-ex-

perience , in tim e  laps e , every 

sensuous experience h e'd ever 

h ad. H e re  th ey all are , each  

m inutely de scribed:

[om itted]

[cont. p. 284]

. . .in air tinged th e bloody 

lavender of a sunrise over an 

Ipsw ich  dune , Rabbit w as  

h eartsore. H ow  quick ly, in th e  

dim  Cineplex of recall, th e  

associations rose and passed! 

H ow  little th e  lyrical 

m etaph ors h is h ead conjured 

for everyth ing h e  saw , th e  

poetic analogie s  th at h ad 

bloom ed beside m ilk  boxes  

and dam p scre ens , pubic 

h air and Toyotas, plum ber's  h elpers  and Janice's  

poor slotted m outh , im ages h overing palsied lik e th e  

faint UH F gh osts th at s h adow ed televised im ages  

before everybody all of a sudden h ad to h ave th ose  

cable h ook ups, or lik e th e odd clover's fourth  leaf, 

jutting so vainly w ith  its Valentine creases betw een 

w h at w as com plete in itself . . . or m aybe m ore lik e  

th e ech o of a yodel in a void, because h ow  dam ned 

little th ey added up to, th ese unlik ely observations  

of a self-centered clod, th ese locations of literary 

m eaning in th e angle of ligh t on prefab siding in th e  

sm ooth  h iss of a public fart, th ese strings of pedes-

trian epiph anie s  th at h e  h ad pre sum ed lifted h im  

above th e h erd of all oth er s elf-centered pede stri-

an clods to becom e th e distillate of an Am erican 

generation. All gh osts , gone th e  m om ent s e en.

H e  is  alone, ris ing erect in th e cerulean space 

above th e dazzling frozen gauze of th e clouds—  

boiling, radiant, m otionles s , terrible, s ilent, and 

clum ped. H e  is  by h im s elf. No voice boom s off 

h is sk ull or pluck s at h is gow n's sleeve. Rabbit dis-

lik e s  be ing by h im s elf. W ill th ere  be  no one  to 

guide h im  on a fligh t th at h as becom e less upw ard 

th an stolidly out, expanding? No one to banter 

w ith ? To h ear h is  opinions, view s? Would th ere  

be  perh aps  som e  w ay to get laid, m aybe? If dis -

em bodied, is  h e  unm anned? H is  idea of h eaven 

is  not w ings' flutter or robe s ' flow . Rabbit's  h eav-

en, as  ecum enical in its  spirituality as  Tertul-

lian's  h ell, com pris e s  an infinity of snatch . H e  

ris e s , e rect, m editative . Would th ere  be  vaginas  

w h ere h e w as going, vaginas finally freed from  th e  

s h rill s illy ve s s els  around th em , bodile s s , pun-

gent, and rubicund, sw addled in angelic linen 

or straining plum p around som e  Unitarian G-

string? Th e  odd breast or tw o, detach ed, oblig-

ing? Arabs saw  h eaven as for m en, th e accredited 

dead enjoying th e spicy favors of black -eyed vir-

gins  for all eternity. Was  it too late to convert? 

Would a laps ed Episcopalian w h o slapped th e  

bottom s  of m inisters ' w ive s  stand a ch ance at 

bliss at th e top of th is rise? Rabbit ask s of th e air-

les s  blue: to W h om  w ill h e be h eld accountable? 

Th e  w ell-dre s s ed, sad-sm elling God of th e  

Springer's  airle s s  ch urch ? Som e Cath olic inter-

ce s sor w ith  an infant at h er tit? Weedy, beam ing 

Eastern gods  w ith  h ook ah s  and pelican bellie s? 

Som e stem  Dutch  Reform  personage w ith  th e  

black  coat and pale dour face of a H als oil? 

And h e begins to w onder, as h e  ris e s , w e igh t-

less and sq ueezed into th e navy blue dom e, ris ing 

lik e a bubble in beer, less push ed by any pres sure  

th an draw n by pres sure's absence, ris ing it seem s  

to som e surface w h ere h e fears h e w ill, as in life, 

m erely spread, refract ligh t for a w h ile, and dis -

appear w ith  a th in pop, w h at h e  w ill be  h eld to 

answ er for. H ow  stood h is accounts? Surely W h o-

ever decided m ust m ak e allow ances for a ch aracter 

dam ned at conception to act out all Am erica's  

narcis s istic, grim ly prurient dram a. And surely 

Rabbit's balance s h eet is w ritten in tw o ink s . Th e  

sun fills th e  cone of h is  upw ard s igh t, expands  

w ith out h eat. Surely each  late afternoon a H as -

sy riding a sq uealing M im  on h is h andlebars can-

celed out an occas ion on w h ich  h e 'd s e en a 

w om an and w ondered h ow  s h e w ould do instead 

of w h o s h e w as. Surely h is exasperated k indnes s  

tow ard Nelson th e ch ild appeared oppos ite such  

snafus as a dead Jill or th e briefest of just-once slips  

w ith  a daugh ter-in-law  w h o'd been as k ing for it 

for years. O nly h um an, after all. Surely Rabbit is  

h eaded for a h eaven h e 's  never left.

M uch  bolstered, Rabbit is  able to close  h is  

eyes; color bloom s beh ind h is lids. H ow  sw eet to 

s e e  stars  clotted around a lit sun. Th e  stars  bum  

brigh t and cold as lit ice, and as w h at is left of h im  

leaves th e re st be h ind, Rabbit s e e s  th e  stars, and 

th e  stars  be h ind th e  stars , coalesce  into th e  im -

age of a tree . Th e tree is  a rood, and does  not vi-

sually or m etaph orically resem ble any oth er tree, 

or any oth er th ing, w h ich  for obvious  reasons  

disturbs Rabbit a lot. But h ung aloft th e sch em a-

tized branch e s , and subtending th e  ligh t-spik e  

roots lik e leafy brach ts, h anging and s itting, lik e  

baubles , objects  for Rabbit's  obs e rvation and 

(th ough  not connection) pleasure , is  everyone 

h e 's  ever k now n w h o died and rose : M om , Pop, 

baby Beck y in h e r tom b of gray w ater, Sk e eter, 

Jill, old m an Springer, Th elm a w ith  h e r ras h -

covered arm s out, poor w alleyed Peggy Gring, Mr. 

Abendroth  th e  postm an w h o w ent h ouse to 

h ouse lik e doctors used to, th e obstetrician w h o'd 
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yank ed h im  from  th e infinity h e  dream ed of and 

spank ed h im  aw ak e , all th e  re st, m ore  th an any-

one  could ever count: s h ade s : pale w isps  of im -

ages , as  yet insubstantial as lit gauze, as m ist off 

a daw n Sus q ue h anna. It's  a solips ist's  h eaven, 

full of h is  ow n dead perceptions .

H e re  th ey all are , Rabbit's  tre e 's  decorations , 

crying out to th e w h ite anim al w h o tw ists upw ard 

tow ard th em  in an erect bed, crying out to Rab-

bit to be  re surrected, re s e en, by H e  w h os e  at-

tention h ad m ade  th em . And Rabbit dispens e s  

m ercy, in a h eaven h e 's  never left, to th e s e  sup-

plicant gh osts  of h is  life 's  s igh t. H e re  th ey all 

are : m inutely de scribed. Each .

David Foster Wallace is  th e  auth or of Th e  Broom  of th e  

Syste m , a novel, and Girl W ith  Th e  Curious  H air, a collec-

tion of storie s . H e  live s  in New  York  State .
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