And in particular the narrator’s life. What convinces me that the story is really about the
narrator is that extraordinary paragraph which begins “After I’d been married some years....”
She tells us: “I was crazy for this guy, I mean crazy like I could hardly think of anybody but
him or anything but the two of us making love the way we did...” and then we get the lines
that unequivocally connect us to the narrator as the vital character in the story: “with him

deep inside me I wanted it never to stop. Just fuck and fuck and fuck, I’d whisper to him...”



