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Smyth: <i>Freeman's Eyes</i>

by George W. Smyth

The woman gazed at distant shadowed hills,
waited, then spoke to Freeman.
"The darkness now descending holds in its
concealment the promise of tomorrow's truth and
life under the sun, " she said, watching him closely.
"It is only the light of the sun that is hidden, not the
promise it carries.
Many things in this life are concealed, but they are there waiting. Do not hold back
darkness. Do not fear it. Welcome its brief cover
from things that would gleam and radiate falsely.
Trust its promise and prospect. "
"But- - " he began when a sharp look silenced him.
He continued to listen.
"Look beneath the absence of light. You look
under and beyond light to find true essence.
Do not
let light blind you. " She turned and watched the sun
drop from view. "Neither let darkness reveal what
is not there. Do not hide in the night."
"I have no intention of doing so. 11
11!
see fear in your eyes, " she told him.
"You may well see other things. too. if you look
closely. 11
"Fear is what I see now, just now. 11 She turned
from him and looked at the dark, moonless sky.
"It is enough to see. Do you not think so?"
111
don't know.. " Freeman said flatly. 11 But thank
you for your time and your-·
Thank you. 11 He paid
the woman, a self-styled witch, or bruja, and left
her hut, walked down a narrow and dimly-lighted
street, hailed a passing cab, and returned to the busy
and bright avenue near his hotel in Rio de Janeiro.
He had gone up into the hills above Rio on the advice
and recommendation of an old, Brazilian friend and
out of his own curiosity. Freeman had been informed
the woman truly possessed mysticel and magical
powers to look into a person's eyes and see what was
there, the ability to gaze upon a person and tell something of the past, and the future.
Now, sitting in a sidewalk cafe, Freeman smiled
and thought of telephoning his friend and telling. him
the woman was not mad, that she was no fortune teller,
or seer, or witch, not possessed with any special gift.
but just a windy, old woman. She probably told everyone the same thing in more or less the same words,
depending on the price agreed on in advance. Everyone, Freeman thought still smiling, had an air of

12
Published
by SWOSU Digital Commons, 1982

fear about them. Fear and ... apprehension. You
could see anything you wanted to in a person's eyes.
Fear, concern, sadness or some sparkle of joy, it
was all there, depending on the moment and the
viewer.
You could see something, everything,
anything, or nothing.
Everything. Freeman thought as he sipped his
beer. everything brought me back to Brazil. Fear,
a certain type of fear, was one thing. And some
kind of sadness, he knew, for the years between the
time he had lived and worked in Rio 20 years ago and
now, on h'is first return trip to the place he remembered with joy and contentment. His fear, he also
knew, was a feeling that he would find the city so
drastically changed that he would suffer something
far worse than disappointment, a mere and minor
distress. To Freeman's eyes, the city bad not
changed all that much. There were, of course,
many more people, more buildings, more traffic
and noise, but the natural beauty of the city on the
large bay was unchanged. Freeman closed his eyes
and looked beyond the people and buses and buildings
and saw in his mind the deep blue waters, the dark
green mountains, the glistening white beaches, and
he felt that his stay of a month in Rio would be a time
of happiness tinged with nostalgia.
And yet, he thought, the woman had spoken so
much about darkness. What did all her words mean?
They must have, Freeman reflected, changing his
mind, meant something, not just nothing. He
rubbed his eyes. He was tired.
His eyes were
bloodshot and there were circles under them. The
woman had spoken of concealment.
Am I concealing
anything from myself, he wondered, or is anything
being hidden from me by my friend, or by this city?
What is it that has truly brought me back to Brazil,
to Rio? Apprehension over lost youth? He smiled.
And he thought: Am I all that old? I must have many
good years left somewhere.
Freeman finished his beer and looked at all the
life around him. The cafe was filled with younger
people laughing and drinking and talking animatedly.
Freeman thought: Yes. I see myself in these young
people; I see myself here 20 years ago, but I also
see life tomorrow under the sun. I see that welcome cover of night. Yes, I'll sleep well and go to
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the beach tomorrow, but I will be careful not to let
the light blind me. Good advice for anyone.
He shook his head, unable to dislodge the old
woman's words from his thoughts.
What kind of
spell did she cast over me? I mustn't worry over
mere words from an old woman in a hut in the hills.
I will call my friend before I go to bed. I'll call him
and tell him I've wasted my money and my time by
taking his advice.
He left the cafe and walked back to his hotel. He
rubbed his eyes again. He was very tired; it had
been a long day. I can't go without sleep like I used
to down here, he thought. It will be a short night,
too short a night, too little absence of light. In his
room he got on the bed and then he telephoned his
friend.
"Freeman.
Meet me in an hour?" the friend said.
'I don't know. For what?" Freeman sighed.
"I only called to--"
"I want to show you something.
A lot, really.
A real sight for you. How was the witch?"
"Never mind. I don't know. What do you want
me to see?"
"A bit of magic. Real magic this time. "
"I don't want magic, " Freeman said, irritably.
"I don't want to see what's not there. "
"What you see will be there, Freeman.
Just
there, waiting. You might not realize it at first.
An hour? At the Antiguo Club?"
"What's that? I don't remember it."
"You'll see. Take a cab. You'll see. An hour?"
"I don't see anything in my immediate future, but
bed and a good night's sleep, with no dreaming."
"No, Freeman, you won't see the future. II
"You don't understand."
"Yes, I understand.
I hope you'll understand
what you'll see. We'll be waiting."
"We?"
"You'll see, Freeman.
You'll see."
Freeman, at the Antiguo Club, first saw his
Brazilian friend. He was waiting at the entrance to
the bar when Freeman got out of the cab.
"So you didn't care for the old woman up in the
hills?"
"How did you know that ? "
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"You told me. "
"No, I didn't tell you that."
"You 're forgetful, Freeman. You always were
years ago. But never mind. We'll refresh your
memory."
"We?"
"You'll see."
"You said that, but I don't--"
"Inside. Go inside, Freeman.
They're all waiting for you. To help you remember. "
Freeman hesitated.
"No. I don't think I want--"
His friend gave Freeman a slight push and he
found himself inside the bar. It was not as dark as
be thought it would be. It was not as dark as the bars
and clubs he frequented when in Rio 20 years ago.
"Hello, Freeman. Remember me?"
He turned and faced a middle-aged woman.
"I don't think I--"
"You really should remember me. We were
engaged to be married. Years ago. Look closely.
You don't remember?
Are you sure you don't?"
She smiled.
"Ruth? I thought you were--"
"Dead? You thought I died? You were misinformed by someone.
As you see, I'm very much
alive. " She kissed him on the cheek. "More alive
than then, in a way. "
11But
I saw where--"
.
She looked at him with disdain and walked off and
joined some people standing near the dance floor.
His Brazilian friend took Freeman by the arm.
"Don't let her upset you. She's something of a bitch,
you surely remember that? The broken engagement?
And she's been through a lot. Three broken marriages.
Be glad you didn't marry her. "
"I married .someone like her. "
"Yes, and I'm sorry about what happened. But
she didn't suffer."
"No," Freeman said, "she didn't."
"Be thankful for that. "
"I was in love with Ruth. Then. I--"
"Don't know what to think? Or say?"
"Yes. No. I can't believe she's here. Why is
she--?"
"She's here, Freeman. Just for tonight. She
came especially to see you. She lives in Rio now.
13
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As we all hope you will. Live in Rio now, Freeman. "
"I don't know. I didn't know about Ruth. Live in
Rio now? I don't know that I could manage that. "
"You could. We could all help. We're still
your friends, Freeman, don't forget that. 11
"I haven't forgotten it. But, now, all this--"
"Don't worry about anything now, not just now.
And there are a few more surprises waiting. You
like surprises, don't you, Freeman?
You used to.
Come on. I want you to see some people.
Really,
you know them all. "
"From •.. when?"
"Come on, Freeman, you don't know? You can't
guess?"
"From ... before. " His voice was dead, drained.
"That's right. All from before. Twenty years
ago. The past comes back. The past lives tonight.
And it can exist for you for a long time. Live here
with us, Freeman.
You know that's what you really
want."
"I don't want that. I'm only visiting."
"Freeman, I thought you wanted more than just
a visit. You said--"
"I didn't say I wanted to see all the people I knew
in Rio 20 years ago. I didn't tell you that."
"My mistake then, Freeman.
It's too late now.
You can't disappoint all your friends. " He grabbed
Freeman by the arm. "Look, Freeman.
I mean it. "
Freeman looked to the dance floor. He saw still
figures, moving ones. The women were in evening
gowns or tailored suits. The men wore dinner jackets or business suits. Freeman was dressed in
slacks and a short sleeve shirt. "Like a funeral,
sort of, " he said, averting his eyes now and looking
at his Brazilian friend.
"A funeral?
Sort of like that, Freeman.
Or a
get-together party, perhaps?
At any rate, they're
all here to see you. That's the only reason they're
here tonight. ''
Freeman looked at them again. "I don't see that
they're seeing anything. Not even each other."
He turned to his Brazilian friend, who grinned at
him.
"You're not even going to say hello to them?"
"Hello to them," Freeman echoed and smiled
weakly, "and good-bye also. They' re all dead for
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me. They can't be here.
They don't belong here.
Not really. They just don't."
His friend stopped grinning. "You don't belong
here either then, Freeman. You won't accept your
friends. You won't accept things as they are now.
You won't take yourself as you are and not as you
were. These people realize who and what and where
they are. You chn't. You don't belong here, I must
repeat to you. You don't--"
"Wait. I want to explain--"
"No. No more waiting, Freeman.
You'd better
leave while there is still time. "
Freeman looked at his friend.
He had the feeling
that he was seeing through him, seeing everything
and nothing, anything and everything, -through him.
He was frightened with himself and with things
around him.
"I'd better leave?" he asked his friend, who was
staring at him with steely black eyes. "I'd better--?
You'll let me? You '11 ••• allow me to go?"
"Yes. I've shown you what you thought you wanted
to see. And, you see, you don't really want it. You
want something, but not this. You don't want this
sight, what is now waiting before you. "
"No, I don't want it. It's- - "
"Frightening?
Repulsive? Fearful, Freeman?"
"Yes.
Something."
Freeman looked at the dance floor one last time.
He listened to the music of his past one last time.
All of his old friends were now looking at him and
beckoning to him, but Freeman turned and ran out
into the night. He wanted to hide somewhere, but
realized he could not. He ran fast and tried not to
think of anything, anything at all that would make
him want to join his friends. He ran, and then,
exhausted, slowed to a walk and walked all night.
He did not care to try to go to sleep.
When the first light came to the distant shadowed
hills, Freeman walked up slowly to the old woman's
hut. He went back to see her, knowing he had to
listen to her words, words that meant something,
again. He had forgotten much of what she had told
him. He knew his life depended upon 11is listening
to her, she who had the power to look at Freeman,
look into Freeman's eyes, and tell him now, what
{cont. p.16)
now, was in them.
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