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THE INTRUDER 

By ANDRE DUBUS 

BECAUSE Kenneth Girard loved his parents and his sister 
and because he could not tell them why he went to the 

woods, his first moments there were always uncomfortable 

ones, as if he had left the house to commit a sin. But he was 

thirteen and he could not say that he was going to sit on a hill 

and wait for the silence and trees and sky to close in on him, 
wait until they all became a part of him, and thought and memory 
ceased and the voices began. He could only say that he was going 
for a walk and, since there was so much more to say, he felt 

cowardly and deceitful and more lonely than before. 
He could not say that on the hill he became great, that he had 

saved a beautiful girl from a river (the voice then had been 

gentle and serious and she had loved him), or that he had ridden 
into town, his clothes dusty, his black hat pulled low over his 
sunburned face, and an hour later had ridden away with four 

fresh notches on the butt of his six-gun, or that with the count 

three-and-two and the bases loaded, he had driven the ball so far 

and high that the outfielders did not even move, or that he had 
waded through surf and sprinted over sand, firing his Tommy 
gun and shouting to his soldiers behind him. 

New he was capturing a farmhouse. In the late movie the 

night before, the farmhouse had been very important, though no 
one ever said why, and sitting there in the summer dusk, he 

watched the backs of his soldiers as they advanced through the 
woods below him and crossed the clear, shallow creek, and 

climbed the hill which he faced. Occasionally, he lifted his .22 
rifle and fired at a rusty tin can across the creek, the can becoming 
a Nazi face in a window as he squeezed the trigger and the voices 

filled him: You got himy Captain, You got him. For half an 
hour he sat and fired at the can and anyone who might have seen 
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him could never know that he was doing anything else, that he 
had been wounded in the shoulder and lost half his men, but had 
captured the farmhouse. 

Kenneth looked up through the trees, which were darker green 
now. While he had been watching his battle, the earth, too, had 
become darker, shadowed, with patches of late sun on the grass 
and brown fallen pine needles. He stood up, then looked down 
at the creek, and across it, at the hill on the other side. His 

soldiers were gone. He was hungry, and he turned and walked 
back through the woods. 

Then he remembered that his mother and father were going 
to a party in town that night and he would be alone with Connie. 

He liked being alone, but, even more, he liked being alone with 
his sister. She was nearly seventeen; her skin was fair, her cheeks 

colored, and she had long black hair which came down to her 
shoulders; on the right side of her face, a wave of it reached the 
corner of her eye. She was the most beautiful girl he knew. 
She was also the only person with whom, for his entire life, he 
had been nearly perfectly at ease. He could be silent with her or 
he could say whatever occurred to him and he never had to think 
about it first to assure himself that it was not foolish or, worse, 
uninteresting. 

Leaving the woods, he climbed the last gentle slope and en 
tered the house. He leaned his rifle in a corner of his room, 

which faced the quiet, blacktop road, and went to the bathroom 
and washed his hands. Standing at the lavatory, he looked into 
the mirror. He suddenly felt as if he had told a lie. He was 

looking at his face and, as he did several times each day, telling 
himself, without words, that it was a handsome face. His 
skin was fair, as Connie's was, and he had color in his cheeks; 
but his hair, carefully parted and combed, was more brown than 
black. He believed that Connie thought he was exactly like her, 
that he was talkative and well-liked. But she never saw him with 
his classmates. He felt that he was deceiving her. 
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He left the house and went into the outdoor kitchen and sat 
on a bench at the long, uncovered table and folded his arms on it. 

"Did you kill anything?" Connie said. 
"Tin cans." 

His father turned from the stove with a skillet of white perch 
in his hand. 

"They're good ones," he said. 
"Mine are the best," Kenneth said. 
"You didn't catch but two." 

"They're the best." 

His mother put a plate in front of him, then opened a can of 
beer and sat beside him. He sat quietly, watching his father at 
the stove. Then he looked at his mother's hand, holding the 
beer can. There were veins and several freckles on the back of 

it. Farther up her forearm was a small yellow bruise; the flesh 
at her elbow was wrinkled. He looked at her face. People said 
that he and Connie looked like her, so he supposed it was true, but 
he could not see the resemblance. 

"Daddy and I are going to the Gossetts' tonight," she said. 
"I know." 

"I wrote the phone number down," his father said. "It's under 
the phone." 

"Okay." 
His father was not tall either, but his shoulders were broad. 

Kenneth wondered if his would be like that when he grew older. 
His father was the only one in the family who tanned in the sun. 

"And please, Connie." his mother said, "will you go to sleep 
at a reasonable hour? It's hard enough to get you up for Mass 

when you've had a good night's sleep." 

"Why don't we go into town for the evening Mass?" 
"No. I don't like it hanging over my head all day." 
"All right. When will y'all be home?" 
"About two. And that doesn't mean read in bed till then. 

You need your sleep." 
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"We'll go to bed early," Connie said. 
His father served fried perch and hush puppies onto their 

plates and they had French bread and catsup and Tabasco sauce 

and iced tea. After supper, his father read the newspaper and 

his mother read a Reader's Digest Condensation, then they 
showered and dressed and at seven-thirty, they left. He and 

Connie followed them to the door. Connie kissed them, then 
he did. His mother and father looked happy and he felt good 
about that. 

"We'll be back about two," his mother said. "Keep the doors 
locked." 

"Definitely," Connie said. "And we'll bar the windows." 

"Well, you never know. Y'all be good. G'night." 
"Hold down the fort, son," his father said. 
"I will." 

Then they were gone, the screen door slamming behind them, 
and Connie left the sunporch, but he stood at the door, listening 
to the car starting and watchmg its headlights as it backed down 
the trail through the yard, then turned into the road and drove 
away. Still he did not move. He loved the nights at the camp 

when they were left alone. At home, there was a disturbing 
climate about their evenings alone, for distant voices of boys in 
the neighborhood reminded him that he was not alone entirely 
by choice. Here, there were no sounds. 

He latched the screen and went into the living room. Connie 
was sitting in the rocking chair near the fireplace, smoking a 

cigarette. She looked at him, then flicked ashes into an ashtray 
on her lap. 

"Now don't you tell on me." 

"I didn't know you did that." 
"Please don't tell. Daddy would skin me alive." 

"I won't." 

He could not watch her. He looked around the room for a 
book. 
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"Douglas is coming tonight," she said. 
"Oh." 

He picked up the Reader's Digest book and pretended to look 
at it. 

"Y'all going to watch TV?" he said. 
"Not if you want to." 

"It doesn't matter." 

"You watch it. You like Saturday nights." 
She looked as if she had been smoking for a long time, all 

during the summer and possibly the school year, too, for months 
or even a year without his knowing it. He was hurt. He laid 

down the book. 

"Think I'll go outside for a while," he said. 
He went onto the sunporch and out the door and walked down 

the sloping car trail that led to the road. He stopped at the gate, 
which was open, and leaned on it. Forgetting Connie, he looked 
over his shoulder at the camp, thinking that he would never tire 

of it. They had been there for six weeks, since early June, his 
father coming on Friday evenings and leaving early Monday 

mornings, driving sixty miles to their home in southern Louisiana. 

Kenneth fished during the day, swam with Connie in the creeks, 
read novels about baseball, and watched the major league games 
on television. He thought winter at the camp was better, though. 

They came on week-ends and hunted squirrels and there was a 

fireplace. 
He looked down the road. The closest camp was half a mile 

away, on the opposite side of the road, and he could see its yellow 

lighted windows through the trees. That's the house. Quiet 
now. We'll sneak through the woods and get the guardy then 

charge the house. Come on. Leaning against the gate, he 

stared into the trees across the road and saw himself leading his 

soldiers through the woods. They reached the guard. His back 
was turned and Kenneth crawled close to him, then stood up and 

slapped a hand over the guard's mouth and stabbed him in the 
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back. They rushed the house and Kenneth reached the door first 
and kicked it open. The general looked up from his desk, then 
tried to get his pistol from his holster. Kenneth shot him with 
his Tommy gun. Grab those papers, men. Let's get out of here. 

They got the papers and ran outside and Kenneth stopped to 

throw a hand grenade through the door. He reached the woods 

before it exploded. 
He turned from the gate and walked toward the house, looking 

around him at the dark pines. He entered the sunporch and 

latched the screen, then he smelled chocolate, and he went to the 

kitchen. Connie was stirring a pot of fudge on the stove. She 
had changed to a fresh pale blue shirt, the tails of it hanging al 

most to the bottom of her white shorts. 

"It'll be a while," she said. 

He nodded, watching her hand and the spoon. He thought of 
Douglas coming and began to feel nervous. 

"What time's Douglas coming?" 
"Any minute now. Let me know if you hear his car." 
"All right." 

He went to his room and picked up his rifle, then he saw the 
magazine on the chest of drawers and he leaned the rifle in the 
corner again. Suddenly his mouth was dry. He got the maga 
zine and quickly turned the pages until he found her: she was 

stepping out of the surf on the French Riviera, laughing, as if the 
man with her had just said something funny. She was blonde 
and very tan and she wore a bikini. The photograph was in color. 
For several moments he looked at it, then he got the rifle and 

cleaning kit and sat in the rocking chair in the living room, with 
the rifle across his lap. He put a patch on the cleaning rod and 

dipped it in bore cleaner and pushed it down the barrel, the 
handle of the rod clanging against the muzzle. He worked 

slowly, pausing often to listen for Douglas's car, because he 
wanted to be cleaning the rifle when Douglas came. Because 

Douglas was a tackle on the high school football team in the town, 
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and Kenneth had never been on a football team, and never would 
be. 

The football players made him more uncomfortable than the 
others. They walked into the living room and firmly shook his 
father's hand, then his hand, beginning to talk as soon as they 
entered, and they sat and waited for Connie, their talking never 

ceasing, their big chests and shoulders leaned forward, their faces 
slowly turning as they looked at each picture on the wall, at the 

designs on the rug, at the furniture, passing over Kenneth as if 

he were another chair, filling the room with a feeling of strength 
and self-confidence which defeated him, paralyzing his tongue and 
even his mind, so that he merely sat in thoughtless anxiety, hop 

ing they would not speak to him, hoping especially that they 
would not ask: you play football} Two of them had and he 
never forgot it. He had answered with a mute, affirming nod. 

He had always been shy and, because of it, he had stayed on 
the periphery of sports for as long as he could remember. When 
his teachers forced him to play, he spent an anxious hour trying 
not to become involved, praying in right field that no balls would 
come his way, lingering on the outside of the huddle so that no 
one would look up and see his face and decide to throw him a 

pass on the next play. 
But he found that there was one thing he could do and he did 

it alone, or with his father: he could shoot and he could hunt. 
He felt that shooting was the only thing which had ever been 
easy for him. Schoolwork was, too, but he considered that a 
curse. 

He was not disturbed by the boys who were not athletes, un 

less, for some reason, they were confident anyway. While they 
sat and waited for Connie, he was cheerful and teasing and they 
seemed to like him. The girls were best. He walked into the 

living room and they stopped their talking and laughing and 
all of them greeted him and sometimes they said: Connie, he's 

so cute or / wish you were three years older, and he said: me, 

too, and tried to be witty and usually was. 
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He heard a car outside. 

"Douglas is here," he called. 

Connie came through the living room, one hand arranging the 
wave of hair near her right eye, and went into the sunporch. 

Slowly, Kenneth wiped the rifle with an oily rag. He heard 
Douglas's loud voice and laughter and heavy footsteps on the 

sunporch, then they came into the living room. Kenneth raised 

his face. 

"Hi," he said. 

"How's it going?" 
"All right." 

Douglas Bakewell was not tall. He had blond hair, cut so 
short on top that you could see his scalp, and a reddish face, and 

sunburned arms, covered with bleached hair. A polo shirt fit 
tightly over his chest and shoulders and biceps. 

"Whatcha got there?" Douglas said. 

"Twenty-two." 
"Let's see." 

"Better dry it." 

He briskly wiped it with a dry cloth and handed it to Douglas. 
Quickly, Douglas worked the bolt, aimed at the ceiling, and 
pulled the trigger. 

"Nice trigger," he said. 
He held it in front of his waist and looked at it, then gave it 

to Kenneth. 

"Well, girl," he said, turning to Connie, "where's the beer?" 
"Sit down and I'll get you one," 

She went to the kitchen. Douglas sat on the couch and Ken 
neth picked up his cleaning kit and, not looking at Douglas, 
walked into his bedroom. He stayed there until Connie returned 
from the kitchen, then he went into the living room. They were 

sitting on the couch. Connie was smoking again. Kenneth kept 
walking toward the sunporch. 

"I'll let you know when the fudge is ready," Connie said. 
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"All right." 
On the sunporch, he turned on the television and sat in front 

of it. He watched ten minutes of a Western before he was re 

laxed again, before he settled in his chair, oblivious to the quiet 
talking in the living room, his mind beginning to wander happily, 
as a gunfighter in dark clothes moved across the screen. 

By the time the fudge was ready, he was watching a detective 

story, and when Connie called him, he said: "Okay, in a minute," 
but did not move, and finally she came to the sunporch with a 
saucer of fudge and set it on a small table beside his chair. 

"When that's over, you better go to bed," she said. 

"I'm not sleepy." 
"You know what Mother said." 
"You're staying up." 
"Course I am. I'm also a little older than you." 
"I want to see the late show." 

"No!" 

"Yes, I am." 

"I'll tell Daddy." 
"He doesn't care." 

"I'll tell him you wouldn't listen to me." 
"I'll tell him you smoke." 

"Oh, I could wring your neck!" 
She went to the living room. He tried to concentrate on the 

Western, but it was ruined. The late show came on and he had 
seen it several months before and did not want to see it again, 
but he would not go to bed. He watched absently. Then he 
had to urinate. He got up and went into the living room, walk 

ing quickly, only glancing at them once, but when he did, Connie 

smiled and, with her voice friendly again, said: 
"What is it?" 

He stopped and looked at her. 
"Red River?' 

He smiled. 
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"I already saw it," he said. 
"You watching it again?" 

"Maybe so." 

"Okay." 
He went to the bathroom and when he came back, they were 

gone. He went to the sunporch. Connie and Douglas were 

standing near the back door. The television was turned off. 
Kenneth wondered if Connie had seen Red River. If she had 
not, he could tell her what had happened during the part she 
missed. Douglas was whispering to Connie, his face close to 

hers. Then he looked at Kenneth. 
'"Night," he said. 

"G'night," Kenneth said. 

He was gone. Kenneth picked up the saucer his fudge had 
been on and brought it to the kitchen and put it in the sink. He 
heard Douglas's car backing down the trail, and he went to the 

sunporch, but Connie was not there, so he went to the bathroom 

door and said: 
"You seen Red River?? 

"Yes." 

"You taking a bath?" 

"Just washing my face. I'm going to bed." 

He stood quietly for a moment. Then he went into the living 
room and got a magazine and sat in the rocking chair, looking at 

the people in the advertisements. Connie came in, wearing a 

robe. She leaned over his chair and he looked up and she kissed 
him. 

"Goodnight," she said. 

"G'night." 
"You going to bed soon?" 
"In a minute." 

She got her cigarettes and an ashtray from the coffee table and 

went to her room and closed the door. After a while, he heard 

her getting into bed. 
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He looked at half the magazine, then laid it on the floor. 

Being awake in a house where everyone else was sleeping made 

him lonely. He went to the sunporch and latched the screen, 
then closed the door and locked it. He left the light on, but 
turned out the one in the living room. Then he went to his 
room and took off everything but his shorts. He was about to 
turn out the light when he looked at the chest of drawers and saw. 
the magazine. He hesitated. Then he picked it up and found 
the girl and looked at the exposed tops of her breasts and at her 
navel and below it. Suddenly he closed the magazine and raised 
his eyes to the ceiling, then closed them and said three Hail 

Mary's. Without looking at it, he picked up the magazine and 

brought it to the living room, and went back to his bedroom and 

lay on his belly on the floor and started doing push-ups. He had 
no trouble with the first eight, then they became harder, and by 
the fifteenth he was breathing fast and his whole body was trem 

bling as he pushed himself up from the floor. He did one more, 
then stood up and turned out the light and got into bed. 

His room extended forward of the rest of the house so that, 
from his bed, he could look through the window to his left and 
see the living room and Connie's bedroom. He rolled on his 
back and pulled the sheet up to his chest. He could hear crickets 
outside his window. 

He flexed his right arm and felt the bicep. It seemed firmer 
than it had in June, when he started doing push-ups every night. 

He closed his eyes and began the Lord's Prayer and got as far as 

Thy kingdom come before he heard it. 
Now it was not the crickets that he heard. He heard his own 

breathing and the bedsprings as his body tensed, then he heard 
it again, somewhere in front of the house: a cracking twig, a 

rustle of dried leaves, a foot on hard earth. Slowly, he rolled 

on his left side and looked out the window. He waited to be 
sure, but he did not have to, then he waited to decide what he 

would do and he did not have to wait for that either, because he 
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already knew, and he looked at the far corner of the room where 
his rifle was, though he could not see it, and he looked out the 
window again, staring at the windows of the living room and 
Connie's room, forcing himself to keep his eyes there, as if it 
would be all right if the prowler did not come into his vision, did 
not come close to the house; but listening to the slow footsteps, 
Kenneth knew that he would. 

Get up. Get up and get the rifie. If you don't do it now, 
he might come to this window and look in and then it'll be too 
late. 

For a moment, he did not breathe. Then, slowly, stopping at 
each sound of the bedsprings, he rolled out of bed and crouched 
on the floor beneath the window. He did not move. He listened 
to his breathing, for there was no other sound, not even crickets, 
and he began to tremble, thinking the prowler might be standing 
above him, looking through his window at the empty bed. He 
held his breath. Then he heard the footsteps again, in front of 
the house, closer now, and he thought: he's by the opines in 

front of Connie's room. He crawled away from the window, 

thinking of a large bearded man standing in the pine trees thirty 
yards from Connie's room, studying the house and deciding which 
window to use, then he stood up and walked on tiptoes to the chest 

of drawers and moved his hand over the top of it until he touched 
the handful of bullets, his fingers quickly closing on them, and 
he picked up the rifle and took out the magazine and loaded it, 
then inserted it again and laid the extra bullets on the chest of 
drawers. Now he had to work the bolt. He pulled it up and 
back and eased it forward again. 

Staying close to the wall, he tiptoed back to the window, stop 
ping at the edge of it, afraid to look out and see a face looking 
in. He heard nothing. He looked through the windows in 
the opposite wall, thinking that if the prowler had heard him 

getting the rifle, he could have run back to the road, back to 
wherever he had come from, or he could still be hiding in the 

8 
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pines, or he could have circled to the rear of the house to hide 

again and listen, but there was no way of knowing and he would 

have to stand in the room, listening, until his father came home. 

He thought of going to wake Connie, but he was afraid to move. 
Then he heard him again, near the pines, coming toward the 
house. He kneeled and pressed his shoulder against the wall, 
moving his face slightly, just enough to look out the screen and 
see the prowler walking toward Connie's window, stopping there 

and looking over his shoulder at the front yard and the road, then 
reaching out and touching the screen. 

Kenneth rose and moved away from the wall, standing close 
to his bed now; he aimed through the screen, found the side of 
the man's head, then fired. A scream filled the house, the yard, 
his mind, and he thought at first it was the prowler, who was ly 
ing on the ground now, but it was a high, shrieking scream, it was 

Connie, and he ran into the living room, but she was already on 

the sunporch, unlocking the back door, not screaming now, but 

crying, pulling open the wooden door and hitting the screen with 
both hands, then stopping to unlatch it, and he yelled: 

"Connie!" 
She turned, her hair swinging around her cheek. 
"Get away from me!" 

Then she ran outside, the screen door slamming, the shriek 

starting again, a long high wail, ending in front of the house 
with: "Douglasy Douglas, Douglas!? Then he knew. 

Afterward, it seemed that the events of a year had occurred in 
an hour and, to Kenneth, even that hour seemed to have a 

quality of neither speed nor slowness, but a kind of suspension, 
as if time were not passing at all. He remembered somehow 

calling his father and crying into the phone: / shot Douglas 
Bakewell, and because of the crying, his father kept saying: 
What's that, son? What did you say? and then he lay face down 
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on his bed and cried, thinking of Connie outside with Douglas, 
hearing her sometimes when his own sounds lulled, and some 

times thinking of Connie inside with Douglas, if he had not shot 
him. He remembered the siren when it was far away and their 
voices as they brought Connie into the house. The doctor had 
come first, then his mother and father, then the sheriff; but, re 

membering, it was as if they all came at once, for there was al 

ways a soothing or questioning face over his bed. He remembered 
the footsteps and hushed voices as they carried the body past his 

window, while his mother sat on the bed and stroked his forehead 
and cheek. He would never forget that. 

Now the doctor and sheriff were gone and it seemed terribly 
late, almost sunrise. His father came into the room, carrying a 

glass of water, and sat on the bed. 

"Take this," he said. "It'll make you sleep." 
Kenneth sat up and took the pill from his father's palm and 

placed it on his tongue, then drank the water. He lay on his 
back and looked at his father's face. Then he began to cry. 

"I thought it was a prowler," he said. 

"It was, son. A nigger prowler. We've told you that." 

"But Connie went out there and she stayed all that time and 

she kept saying Douglas over and over, I heard her?" 

"She wasn't out there with him. She was just out in the yard. 
She was in shock. She meant she wanted Douglas to be there 

with her. To help." 
"No, no. It was him.? 

"It was a nigger prowler. You did right. There's no telling 
what he might have done." 

Kenneth looked away. 
"He was going in her room," he said. "That's why she went 

to bed early. So I'd go to bed." 
"It was a nigger prowler," his father said. 

Now Kenneth was sleepy. He closed his eyes and the night 
ran together in his mind and he remembered the rifle in the 
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corner and thought: /'// throw it in the creek tomorrow. I 
never want to see it again. He would be asleep soon. He saw 

himself standing on the hill and throwing his rifle into the creek, 
then the creek became an ocean, and he stood on a high cliff and 

for a moment he was a mighty angel, throwing all guns and 

cruelty and sex and tears into the sea. 
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