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‘ océurrencés in "the municipality of Born With A

~

‘ABSTRACT
Art Roebuck Comes To Born With A Tooth =
A . a ' ) . .
4 P :
" Dantel James McBain o L

® ) Arf ebuck Comes To Born With A Tooth is a tale .

cénbtnlng.nealial and fhntagy, recounted by a

naturalistic narrator. While " the surreal or nagléal

-

f

| ¢

metaphors for,the'in@aslon of a.fo;elgn culfurg into an.

insular region .through the nmedium.of television. Tho'

story'i plpt,, read - allegorically, 1llustrates how
el . C - -
.telavision in Canada, especially slnco//cablo and the

‘ satellite dish, functions as a Trojan horse which 1s

stealthlly pnderllning the Canadlaﬁ sense of self.

-

®

i

bl b

" Tooth- are.-dealt with as agtualLlevengs;u—thty—-are ~~~~~ e



. L . . Let us conpare nythologies.
“..‘ DU : Leonard Cohen

‘

"Years later when the acrid smoke of'poplér roots
Zstung hor nostrlls in the Buffalo Plalns churchyard. o
,after all the inexplicable changes to befall her fanlly

and the nunlclpality of Born With A Tooth, ‘Ida Cole would

3

long since have forgotten the drean she d had the day of . ¥

the chlckencoop.\fro- the river’s edge a fat brown

ard whlte_goose comes to feed on grain bestde the house_-

\w

Erail;r. then a hook-beaked eagle. swoops down frop
the TV antenna and~br;aks the g&ose's neck. "Ah’sa‘
glaé!" roars the birda “2; glgd} ah‘saf, and weep not,
for your lord and master -1s hgne.f :When ahe\ay ke she was -
digqingther fingernails into her£huubénd’s arm. . Sk
Ida clincﬁes a clothespin between her teeth and
" ﬁrapes a shect over the line. Her four—;ear—old son RTINS
pllYl noqrby. ' c

Deep in their sockets blaze eyes "the colour of hazel-

nyts. Hot morning sun. lllunlnates a corona of tiny whlte

¥

hairs.on the boy’s cheeks and ears as he sits aplay-legged
\ p ] \

¢ -
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- ,,./"2
next to_the rusted netal wheel of a gas wagon Auburn lm
the alyninum sheen of the gastank, the brushcut hair

M I. -
/

/ }
_outlines a broad white forehead and hollow temples th?@ .
& - » )

could have been shueezed by heavy fingers too ‘'soon aftér

birth. | - . . /

A cannlng sealer beside the boy s k'itf ﬁ;lqhded

t

wlth brown grasshoppers who cllmb over, o ’fil‘ th bagka :
t" 4 /
'and heads, sliding down- the jar’ s smooth sides?éf(/:ey '

struggle for a triangle of alrholes bunched 1q/the tin

-y

11d. The boy screws off the rlng. He holds the inner d1d

1

in place and shakes the jar up and down until the grass—

-hoppers lie in a tangled knot on the giass/floor. He

1i1fts the tin disc, snatches a leg and s7eps the,. top on
before the others can escape. Thé, boy &unks the insect
headflrst lnto a pitcher of motor oll/and recltes

Our Father, who ark in hea%en. ,

Howled be thy name. "/ ' , “
r - )

-He pulls the grasshopper frov/the oil pitcher and
releases tt. "Two really blg‘Jqus.ﬂa pretty big Jurp,

then a little jump.” . The grasshopper sits tﬂAsthiS? on -
ot /o
the hard white dirt .where the’trector parks to get gassed

/ \
.up. .‘ . " / \
) The qu takes anothe;/grasshopper from the jar. 4

Our Father, whg ark 1in hEa;en.
Howled be th%/name

'Thy king does come. Thy will be done
On earth, 73 it is tn heaven.-

“One really bid jump and a pretty big jumrp. A

-

)
. .
.
|
N »
«
. . N
t / (4



says Ida, dllpping a tea towel to the llne.

t , '

quick drink makes them jump far, but the longer they
\ & . R A ) .

. drink, ‘'the less they jump before they siogxand Just sit
) N\

there all shiny." Ida considers telling him to stop * _

drowning the érasshoppers but in the end says nothfﬁgt

4 o

The boy shakes the ‘jar.

Our Father, who- ark in- heaven,
Howled be 'thy nanme. 3,

Thy king does conme. Tﬂ& will be doné A’.‘ ‘
On earth, as sit is in heaven. '

Give us this day our daily br-- ‘ o .

Suddenly a loud squawking erupts. ln the ehickencoop.

. “"Hartland go chase that pup avay from the chickans,
N
’ He waites and watches the grasshopper make its leap.

‘“One llddle -size jump.’” A louder noise conmes from the-

N
—

. chlckoncoop, not a chicken noise. T ) .

"Get .golng now." p
/

fho boy scrambles to his feet and }uns-' Ida hangs a
final flcocloth, throws the clothespins in the 1aundry ;
basket and fgilows. ‘
their roosts, none of them pecking in the wéoden grain-
trough or squabbling over the waterbucket. In the ¢

middle of the coop the fooater,‘usually gué‘followlng the

" hens around,‘ﬁaé his beak pressed into the floorboards.

Claws hooked inward, his left fbot stlcks-up'iﬁ gho’air{

" while the white feathers of his left wing are rufflqd like

1

T

The henhouse 1s quiet. The hens are sitting still in’

@ [}
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' .ﬁudseé hair., Every few seconds the left -leg twitches.

Q

/

N

1

a corney of his right eyeball. B

Py

.
¢ '

and out as he grinds his teeth. He flicks the head and

ﬁen son 1s staring at the bird’s heﬁd. He ﬁlnehes“

"the gklg\of the red crest. ‘The boy’s jaw nuscles bulge in ;

-~

winces ag'lt flops to one slde on the llnﬁ neck. A puddle
of dark blood has seeped onto the gray floorslats
Ida Lushea hlmvaslde. "Get away fron there."

- Slowly she érrc;es the rooster in a squat; she starfs

- as she glimpses the bantlebs of her husband:“palma prepsed

agalnst crlsp bird dung rosebuds on the windowsill, dry

lips sllghtly perted, ha;el eyes glazed and staring./into -

‘n

-

the centre of the chlckencoop: A red—orange°splot?h fills

Ida’s heart thuds. She moistens her thPoat and-
utters a cracked whisper: ‘'James?"¢ The man doesn’t B

blink. co . .

She stands frozen‘while”her son steps clpqe} qna taps - ' ,:
the,prdstly fingersoclgtchlﬂg the windowsill. *'D-d--
d--ad?*" He grabs a f}stful.of his fathér’s ogly blup
pantleg apd shakes it, making a soff‘sﬁap like laundry in
a breeze The man bolts fron the boy and lunges blindly

to the centre of the roonm, nearly tranpllng the dead

-rooster \A low dry growl rattles 1n,his throat” as he

A stares vaguely 1n the directlon of. hin &on.

" The boy cllngs to Ida’'s leg. Suddenly she klcku the

dead rooster sprawling and wraps her husband’as ara round < R
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‘21=yefar-old Franklin yiller,gg farmboy from n€§£ Fredonia,

“A marine was killed:todax when a heavily-popu-

lated section of §e1rdt‘was déstro&gg in mortar fire.

AL

North Dakota, was to have enrolled in North Idaho Veteri-  °

narz'Colfege }ﬁ:Sgptenber. An honours stﬁdent and

all-star basketball forward, Franklin is survived by his

parents and older brother. Deaths from the attack are

o

estimated in the hundreds.'

Ida stopped feeding her husband to change the

TV channel. Even with'a cholce, of 45 stations she '

‘ “could never decide on anything she wanted to watch. Six

months earlier when she was in the clty‘getqug the old

black-and-white television repaired she had filled out an

‘entry form. A week later § truck came creeping down the

valley hill and a representative from éiectfoho-e took a -
polaroidipieture of Ida while two' men 1ﬁsta11ed a tele-
vision satellitg antenna. outside the tratler. It still
felt funny watching such a aultitude 6f'pro§ragp on the
old blue-gray’:c:ﬁen; an anfiquated‘palr of rabblt-onril
re,aiAed on top af ﬁﬂe box, tinfoil snowballs crumpled

Y

onto’ the tips.

1 -/
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Janes-rocked in the rocking chair, deafdull as

boiled eggs. He seemed unaware that his ne;l had been

tnterrupted. Warren Putnam snored on the chesterfield,

the dog asleep at his sidé. The housetraile;'a.snall gas

furnace made a soft “whump" as it cut 1in. N

"All-rlght Frank, how do you think Tracy responééggio

this guestion: What .are you most proud of about your
husband? Qha; do voﬁ think your wife 1s most g:gud gf

ou n

v Sggdio'audlence chuckles.

“Probably when ]| became head of ay department.”
*I’n sure she’s proud of that achievement but that'’s
‘ at came first to her mind. When we asked Tracy what

she was nost proud of about her husband . . . well 1t had

o do wi ur stamina." .

—

upts with ter. -

Idlfspobned macaronl and cheese -into James’s mouth

and scrabad the creamy orange dribbles from- the corners of

”

his mouth.

. If she were on the TV show with the other couples

Ida knew she would have trouble finding something that

nade hcr‘prouQ»of Warren. She was pregnant w}th Sarah by

J

the time ‘she .realized he was just going to be another
motionless body for her to look after. When he wasn’t

sleeping he was in the Buffado Plains beer parlour

L

a -

throwing darts.

L)

e .o ' > ) .
I 5 . N .
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» She knew- in aﬂ inétantiwhat lad;aher prdéud of James
buf'ahé'céuldn;twgut 1t into words. It was ln‘;veréthtng
he did, iike the wa? he used F9 tell the time by tﬁc Bun:,
Fhe w;y he could spend an entlr? day alone in.an ice-fish-'
ing h:t without éetfl&g lfnely. It was in the way. pe had
passed up big money from a gravel%codpany that wanted to
dig up the Vallgyﬂhlllsldes. "*Who ;:\J t; degtr;y these
hills?* hg.said. "They’re not.nine. I'n qurowlng éhel
for a few years, then sonebody.elae'il borrow thea.' It
was in the way he had quiletly and firaly pdt an end to the.
bullying of Etienne Beaudoin at a Buff&lo Plaiﬁa Sportg' ’

Day shivaraee.

Etienne Beaudoin was a wild-eyed trapper who had -

squatted in a scoop-roofed shanty near the beaver pond

until he burned to deatﬁ'béating wet gunnysacks against

|

his cabin one night when spontaneous combustion ignited

some danmp Ehrnips in the old roothouse. The fire razed

#

nost of the valley including the old Cole homestead.

James had always welcomed the grizzled Frenchman, who
would appear "at the h;use aielling of kerosene and
eraineskins, always with some pretext for,coning: the

gift of a syrup;pail of rosehips or a warning that for two
nights running he had observed an unearthly glow around
the chimney flashing on the\Colos' roof. He was a real
ploneer, he sald, an original trailbroaklng.(agdpustindu

bushwhacking homesteader. He’d timpberjacked lodgepoles

&
4

. - . a
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. 1
. and gone snowhlind on a Whttehorae trapline. It was he

o o . | . .9
t )

in the Kootenays, catskinned deadfall in Peace River

Codntrf”and chuckdriven alpkewdgona on'tvk Shaganappt

Circuit. He'’d been a’ bush dlot“ln a Copperaine whiteout

. who had atarted the Joke abput the ice worm, he who hadg,‘

< .
invented the corduroy'?bad.,he who had bullt the first

‘Saskatchewan sbdshéck:' He claimed to hear the nocturnal.

\d »

4 \ . .
yips of a fanlly of coyote pupd whose spirits were buried’

N
"beneath the stonepl&e in ‘the far corner’ of the valley, and -

dnc night he axrlved with the yarn that. on the path fron ,
his place, he haq come face—to—face with a’gleallng~eyed
man rob;d in white who catechized him'in a patois of ., ..
Algonquin and Jesult Latin ;1££:ut ;oving his lips.
It was the ye;r tﬁey stoﬁpéa running the Bepnet bgggy '
racés at tho~Sportsvbay. 'fo6 drunk and Hecreplt“%o‘defend
himself, the old man was being pushed back and fp;th by a J

~

circle of drunks.. He staggered llke a ¢lubbed moose.

“Why, Etlgnno." said Janes in a clear loud volce, 'don’t

ygu think a gentleman yoﬁr ag; should find this sort of
roughhousing a little undigniff&d?\ I fﬁought you were "
bFE more refined than that.” The circle of hoodlums -

¢ ~

parted, James took Etienne’s ara in his and calnly led the

/

old man to the car.' ‘» N

-~

Ida pushed theﬂsboon toward James’s mouth but his’

head hovod'sldeway:. This_ 13 new, she thodght-, He

usually ate until she .stopped feeding. Thef;.has a -~ 7T
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glimmer of expnesgionzin'his eyes. Then she reallz;d he
was looking pa;t her.at theé Felevision. A girl-in a:
bLkihx was qhuég}ng a-Diet fepsi. ,After'the commerglal
James'’s Lyes went b;ck t; nor,al. ida S%apped her fingers

in front of his chqrana waved her hand back and’ forth but

3 ¢

he didn’t respond.

m
r

Entire weeks passed on thé far;iwhen no one spoke
nore than a @ogp}g of sentences. James had sat wordless
én the rocﬁlné chair ever since Ida and Hartlaéd found him
in the henhouse with the dead rooster. Not long afterward
".Ida noticed Hartland was‘having trouble\talklng. He would®
Jabber faster ané faster, hcranbllng\to>keep up with .his
raclng‘nlnd and tangl?né words’ and Esnténce—acrapa lﬁto/
snarléd heaps. The #easlng/pf his schoolmates, along

‘with the wheezing att'acks caused by his asthna, eventual}y
trained him to speak only in cases of urgehcy. Whene;er

" Warren had something to say, which was agout once a month,

“little,* canme out Jike "widow," “raccooﬁ".ltke Mwac-
. v J
' A
coon.'” And their daughter—-Waqren and Ida’s daughter--was
nute. ' . c ’

Sarah did not giggle when tickled, she did not sing.
Ida worried the glrl-would get caught sorewhere on the -

fara--under an abaﬂdoned plece Qf machinery or in a hole

in the grounds-<and be unable to yell for help. Upable'%y

e

unwilling.: The abctor, after examining her tongue, teeths

. vocal cérds, the roof gf'her mouth, had safd she was
. .

-



\

¥

.

cnpaﬁlo of sp;;éﬁ\:nd would likely st‘%tfto;tglk when she
found.lt‘nepoigarQ.’ . ! _ . .

o Jda wiped her husband’s mouth with a facecloth and
~ ' o o
went to the kitchen.. A voman Ida had met with a whole

fanily of children like Sarah had ‘once recommended
¢ \ )

“television therapy" fogﬂthe girl. Warren had the TV on

constantly now that they had the new antenna. It hadnit'_

-

done anything for Sarah But maybe 1t was w;rklng for

11

Y

James. ;
. '.I
. MM, e’ a ot ou’ve d e
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The glassy ruat ball of the rooster s eye reflected
a“needle—aharp sun apd the’ spare figure of a man.-
N Hartland Célefa should;rs were stooped and the weight of

~ ’ .
e .

hli-éfﬁky frame rested on the balls of his feet,as tho&gh

he were hung over a past by the breastbone. A dozen white

-

hens and the reddy-brown rdéster clustered argund his
Lo % . ‘
.boots as he stood shivering in the chickencoop doorway.

~ : ) [T

The r&oster eyed the pall in Hartland's hand. Hartland

~rubbed the{;nuckles of hla gloves together Tﬂe snowglana

of winter suplight burned his eyes. Finally the blrd . f
atepped outside by a snall tarpaper-lined b1n and peckeJ
at an eggshell in the spow. N
' Hartland glanced at the housetrailqr then ducked
T bnck qulckly. S;owly he - peeked round the corner “with one
eye as his mother’ s head and shoulders f!lled the kxtchen
window. The new TV satellltgldlsh. polnted to the
'sun.'?hadhd/thé southdeat_éprn;r of the trailler. ‘Hart—"
iand'a chest wheeze& above the henhéhset@ln as he 5topd
and spied on his mother while she Waghcé'élahea.
“"Maybe you think 1t’1l go unnoticed,’ he auttered in 3

’

N . . . . 4
- h \ ~ - T Q'-.
L e *
. . .
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a voice that was all nose.. His wheezing increased ln"
spcod then aubsided ‘ a o N

He stopped out of the chickencoop, nearly tranpling”
the red rooster with hls loqg feet.. ﬁe flapged open the,

springy 1id of the feedbin ana ucooped.out a pallful of

. ‘ " wheat. Tough bungs of twisted steel wool choked f

o rat-gnawed holes in the bl;sqod sgdes of the box.

" \The gabbling birds hushed when he dumped, the’grainllnte

|
- the feedtrough then fluttered-as he walloped the pall

against a snowshovel to loosen a cake of rotten wheat .

On his way to the barn he passed a snpulderlng

:bartel. The flre 8 heat soothed a dull ache in his ears.

-
L4

. He loved.closer~to the barrel and looked.lnslde.
Frantically he looked around until he found a short

branch leaning ag&inst .the chlckeﬂfence He speared

LS

" into the barrel and flung out a charred snowshoe: reeklng
of burnt bablche. "That‘ffahole harren'" He poked the
branch lnto the webbed pouEh of a lacrosse ‘stick and
tousod it on tho ground. Unlesa At was an early type of

fishnet he h&d no idea of 1ts origlnal purpose. What he
PN

did know waa that 1t "had belongbd to hls father like the
iy
. other artlcles An the parre}. ' He hauled out the rena;ns

*

- of a accond snowshoo, so‘e ruaty skatea and square

brown hockcy knoepads. a pair of skls and. a snoklng canoej
~ &. v . ‘
paddle, and left thea to cool insthe snow. ) C
' . i . . ~-. b b -. ‘ : ’ v
B _’"Haybo.YQulthink s0," he nuttered.- Ca
N . P . - r ' .
L XS o R T

-



'séld.‘ The wheezlng started up. &gain .

'lné loops to spring open the bales and carfied

from Ontario were p canvas. tarpaulin, theXbones of a'

* green Jars. He quickly peeled back the tar

'the junk, and 11fted the 11d. A portratt

. .
At phe barn he £1lled two fiv-—nallnn paile mth 4

nuah of vagetable slopu and spoiled grain He carried the héh

swlll to feed the plgs and had Juat filled the' last trough

" when he heard the porch dpor slan. Through the barn

doorway he saw Warren Putnan walk out lnt? the—snow
Yearlng open.galoshesl ‘greasy trousers-an a whltish ‘
undershirc. Waﬁren opénecwthehdoor qfih}a.itatlon~wagoﬁo
sat inside for a {e; seconas.and'cane'out with a 11t

clgaretfé in his nouth. Hartland watched‘hin‘atOlp up the

steps and go back lnto the trailer.

.o "Hmybe you think 1t won’t be accounted fpr." he *+ =~ :

&
1y ~ \

¢ C
Hartland “climbed tbe ladder to the hayloft and. kicked

a couple of bales thﬁﬁugh a rectangular hole in the floqu

then dropped hilself dqwn. yvyanked on the twine '1nd-

rafuls of
coarse slough hay 59 the stalls of the cow, the pet goat °°
and ‘the mula.- He clinbed again to.the loft an enfere& an
unused stall. | : . | .
‘ Atop the trunk: Hartland's grandfather ha wagqned - -
scdd}e and‘an anclent washbucket full of old/ blue and
‘ » moved gaide
f King George

1n nllltary unlforl. n’aodr-anelllng shea cf blotty old

letters, and a black metal box 1cy in a neat satack.

T -5
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thtle Dothan.

N\

. . , \‘

R ! . ) \
Dear Buffaloed in B.P., leaving only the earthly
shgll which we all know .
Your father’s problen to be nothing more, than a

is .a common one in our . vulgar mask over the
times. The enptiness in soul. Only the hand of
his eyes that you . God can save your ..
. describe indicates an father. But don't

» absence of the spirit. despair, I will be in

" Satan has stolen into your town soon and -
your father and simply together we*ll “beat
snatched him away, . the devil out of him!"

A photograph at the top of the advice column showed

‘a bright-eyed, sailing boy with fﬁll healthy cheeks. The

evangelist’s signature flowed cdﬁfidently across the

bottoa of the ﬁlcture, a daahlng-fanfarg swooping back

over '"t'"’s and ?1“'1n a spirited fldurigh. .
“Hartland,' his mother’s volce called faintly. Hg/
wheezed a few times, took a.long breath of the musty’

barn air and stuffed the clipping in his shirt pockét .

- He ntowod the tin Box ancf went and peéped‘ through the

botton corner of a hlgh dianond—shaped window.

“Hartland. Are you coning?" His nother stood a few

pcconds in front of the porch step then begiZ/uQit:ng

toward th.\vnlloy road by tho rivor.' The truck was always

15

o
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f/hed on a hillside because the battery was dead Once
//4t was rolling it could be atarted by popping the clutch
' Hartland stood on tiptoe and pointed a bony finger
He aligned his sharp nose. with hisg finger and followed his
nother as she climbed 1into the cab and clanged the door.
"Haybe--you——think," he bit off ‘each word. "that the sins
you commit in this world don’t get patd for in the next .
The/green pickup cdme rolling down the shaded valley
' hillside and over the small bridge. a great c%oud of plhe,
-snogg coughing from the tallpipe Jjust before his mother
turned in the yard,gate.. Hartland left his perch\and
clambered down the gaunt ladder two rungs at -a ting. Co. f
Jaws clenched, gyebrows.curved like the horns o
of a wtld steer, Hartland saw himnself dressed in a
broad-brimmed black hat and long black coat as he strode
fiercely toward the trailer until, spotting his nother 54;’
out of thevidling truck, he stopped and stood. feet set
~wide, hands on hips, eyeing her. "Meybe 9ou.think\
e " he nuraured. When his mother looked his way and, ,
waved, he trod on, cutting a straight path in the snow
until he was Iooning,iwheehing, before her, close enough

x .
. to bite the top of her head. She had begun to scrape the

frosty windshield with a stainless steel egglifter.
' '"Wh& don’t you come into Buffalo Plains?' she” said,
shading her eyes as she’ turned halfway toward Hartland. . .

The porch door closed and Hartland’s half sister Sarah
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cane down°tho ;teps, dressea to go to townf "You_ never
know, thia fair might be really-- ' ‘

"Maybe,' he “elbowed 1n, ‘"m-paybe you th- th-th.

m-a-m-—aybe you th-think that, you-you th—tb-h-mrnaynn

. . ." He broke off, whedezing so hard he had to lean over.

’

the hood of the truck and breathe. . He began'to cough "

.

"Sarah go get Hartland's inhaler,* said his mother,

‘but the little blonde glrl was q‘l.ady halfway up the
Jstops. In~an~rﬁifant she was back/with a plastic punmp.

Hartlandiinhaled"twlce on 1t. He slowly cghght his

brgath.. . . . \
”RQst for a little while,' .said higs n&ther. -“*Take
Warren'i car ff'you‘dgclde to caome." -

" Hartland nodded and turned wearily toward the

. house.
e,

'

Insidc the porch Hartland unzipped hia overalls and
hung them over a pair of deer antlers mounted on the wall,
then climbed into a navv blue skidogesuit. pulled a green
facenask toque over his sandy h@lr'aﬁd rdlled thé nask up
over his forehead. Hp‘agarahed through the pockets of @.

Warren Putnam’s Jdckot for his car keys but found only

.lpty matchbooks, soft as flannel. VariduQ keychalné
were hooked onto the wlre cage of a dartboard R‘ng on the

porch wall, but not Warren’s. Across from his fafher'a

A

\
"W
*a
R
.
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. Winnipeg gough’in the~sunny kitchén he checked the table,

the counter, the lost world of c;hpoﬁsfand Efﬁthesplﬁs.
epéﬁy\glue‘gna lock dg-lcer ln’th; kitchen Jhnk drayér:

- Warren’s car . was a faded blue station wagon littered
.with ﬁu.ﬁbu)ler cléarette packs) sﬁnflo&er seed shgllsi
Molson beercaps,'the éreasy stem of a h;draulic qa?k. In
. the back ;és a iould;biue foan mattress -and in the corner
of the ;ear window, hiding a faded CKRM sticker; gnlorange
Qiastic hand.tsag waved Sidebt;fﬂfdé on ; s@iff wire. when

the car was in notioﬁ. Hartland\knew Warren would allow

him to use it 1f he asked but»he didn’t want to ask. %’
. A .

“But Looo-see, we’re all-gonna be rich! Deese tine I

8

got a fold-proof plan." .
e ’“‘//

“I think“you mean a fogl-proof plan."

t

“No, I mean fold-proof. Look!"
* James Cole sat in the livlng'roon, staring, the gray

army blanket over his lap as it haq been most of Hart-

land’s life. Harfland'tiptoed gingerly past his fpfher'a.'

rocker to the.chesterfMeld where Warren’s soft snoring
body formed a aloPpy »S'"., On the floor. next to the couch
lay James’s old gray dog Pogey, who had gone unnaned unt1l

Warren arrived and gave him a name that sEyck. "Warren’'s

hair was darkened to an olly crow colour from need of g

!

washing. Bits of lint stuck to his black whiqkers.’
His undershirt had ridden partway'ub his back, exposing a

bulge of pink flash. ,The crack of‘his'buttocké peered ~

-
\ . ~
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a

sadly ovor hia bolt. Y.
Hnr&land 1lightly patted Warren’s left pocket. No - -
koys. He crnnod-over the greasy body to see his otheF
pocket . but‘it was' buried under the long sausage of ’
Warren’s rlght thlgh. His syea dgrted ‘about’ the room as
he wondered where elat Warren niéht have left then.
e They mnight be in. his mother’ s bedroom, he thought.
'§pt he diullked going 1n thoro and having to .look —at .‘;”\ )
Warr.n s dirty clothes draped over a chair,~Warren s |
clgarette butts in the .might table ‘ashtray. \'
, ' Hartland glanced at the blue picture on the televi-
' 'silon scraen. King Kon ‘g 18 clinging flercely to the Statue

;iberty, a buxom onde 1 is hand. Distressed, the

A}

b ‘P ve centh'candies into his

: !Qg;h Kgng 8 eyes 3w ;:; tn thelr socketa as the acreeg

~
. 1,1 ganloggg in gpg:&ig 2 gccgnganied by a fizzlng sound.
' -‘Popp-pe ¢ s . . whlggg;g___ghorgg_gf sexy fgg_lg \
'ig;ggg. In thg;nogg shot Kong is lying ggssivglx beneath o
m t "w h_ blonde, who ontinugs dr 1 ‘
's . eyes spiln his head siz— -
T SN : \ -
8. a ssolv r .t- s 1c31 and t
_— o ope ves I ts ’ d_ :‘ tatue ¢ .e ty's
ttu.nslr_ . -
IR - ) "Profilghcy."”sa}d H:rtland‘unde;;hls breath.  He
. . changed channels. I_ . O ’ '
N :

- N . ]
.. ' - , ’ . .
: o * - . .
3 . N . . .
s . . .. B
K, ' « ‘ e .
(3 . \ 5 . * . ' ~
Tt . h ., . ) . . - . - . .
.‘15‘.“«4‘;4..’“».. I P R LI ) - B .. e . —



o

r

e ) .
- - ' 20

\

.. tolerate the presence of another government 'ln this

-

hemisp ere- fallg nto &lutches o Sov s."

“'njid—— b
Warren’s snoring dled’wlth a gulp and he rollod

& 2

onto his left side, bouncing heavily like a rocking™
bobsled and-sliding the cushion another inch from'the back
of . the. couch,  Hartland stood motionless until the

groaning rhytha recommenced. H@.gently patted Warren’s

+

right pocket. No keys.
]

He épun around. His father had stopped rocklng‘and

_was staring at the-television set. Immedtiately he started

.to rock again and his eyes went blank like they always

@ere. Hartland decided he’d imaglned it.

Then he spotted the keychain lying behind Warrgn's,
}dhp, a brown leather flap with a Qllver ;edallion
inscribed, 'DART PLAYERS DO IT WITH THEIR POINTY PARTS.?.
He reached into the split between the two olive-grean
;U§ﬁlons and he snapped up the keys as well as a penny,
two quafters and a nickel. ' | ‘

Next he turned to his fathe;. Harélanq Jumped. His
father was leaning forward in his rockerz'potnpind to
the TV screen where a microwave o&sﬁ was being displayed.
Then the man resumed rocklng like dsualn Must be the
lnhaler naklng me see things, he thought He gripped

his father by the shoulders aﬁa'hoisted hin to hls fe.t.

The rocking chglr rocked to a stop. Dlsregarﬁing th.

.crunplea flannel that clotted up at the joints, he stuffed
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his father’ 3 pyJana-clad legs. . into a\palr of trousers and

aga' 11 ceased

-'Hi'swat

‘puahod his aras through the sleeves of a woolen sweater.

the man in the gray blanket, eased him onto his

<
¢

‘ahoulder and alowly stood erect. "

It occufred to Hartland that Warren s snoring had

He turned, hia swaddlqd father slung over

his lhoulder. to seea two dowy blue eyes peeking through

-

the creases of Wnrren s puffed eyelids.

' "What ow you ué to?"

War}an’s:speech had i'childlah.

ppongo—louthed quaiity that -ade hina sound like a cartoon

charact.r.

-

‘4

4"‘

Hartland's neck nuscles tensed and his face grew

hot. His eyes b&ﬁ:id into Warron s as he struggled to

keep his breath rcgular

soul

“I*m up to g—g-gett\n a man hls

b-b;-ackf" he biurted. each breath a slight rasp.

Warren nade ajfartipé nqige with hig lips.

-

bt

:9\
W
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_the steps from the elevator and along the traintracks.

v

— -

Ida missed talking with Sarah the—way she had with
Hartland at age four. She did not explain about the dead
]

battery as she backed the truck up the grain elevator

ranp, how the engine would not turn over unless popped
. ' ) { .
into gear while the truck was rollfng. It would have R

seamed pointless to cpnnént on the heavy snow, thecold,

Eﬁ: darkness, or tha new white colour of the elevator, = ‘.
which used to be orange. She recalled mentioning similar
trivialities before Hartland was able to engage in proper

conversation; .she had ainé§ grown ugcd to rezarking these

-~ . L

kinds of details a gne in her =nind. .

o

Sarah stood qutetly on the truck running boh;d whtlg\x,‘

-

N
N "

her mother dug a cookled kleenex from her wln&Prolkor and .

o
pom—

‘leed_the girl’s nose. Ida wound the child’s soft Blue

scarf around her face and throat, pullqd‘hyr parka hood

over the matching wool toque and led her by the ﬁand down,

——

'

All without saying a word.
I1da atoéped on the train platfora. She ‘set her
parcel of paperback books on the bench ararest, opened her

purse and took out a mirror and lipstick. The round

ko] . -

v
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atrror, reflecting the V:i'Rall clocklight, cast a pale
moon on her face. As she rubbed on Eho'lipitick some-

thing caught her .f; in the mirror. . A man was_Jégglﬂg‘

’ v
down Mainstreet. He was lugging something over his . /

shoulder that resolﬁlod a huge gray potato. Jdn’turﬁcd_ ¢
and atarod at the running figure while Sarah shuffled’

around the platforl. collcctlng wet(ﬁarch snow on, th. toea

o -~

of h.r boots. The man disappeared behind the,elevatpr.

Sarah stooped for a aittful of snow and put 1t to her

Ay
L |

mouth. v . _ ’

-

Thn boxcars were gnfamiliar to\lda. Netther co— B )//
. .

" coa-coloured gratncara&nor heAVy equlpnent flatbeds, these !J(:

cars wore brlghtly-paintpd murals: dancing poodles drcs:ed

in tutus and hats; a bald aman in leoplrd skin holdlng a
barbell suspending a palr of shot%:nd ponles; an

adult-looking boy, eyes qlwfedu touching the forehead of a.-

Fad . i 0

"man on crutches; and a two-headed calf whose four.eyeé .

-tarod sympathetically at Ida and ‘Sarah. ' Glittertng blue

firework-stars sparklod throughout the designn. trailed by (-
\ .

red qnd"hlto streaners. ‘ . - .

A sign on the front car rod.'°

he .

COLONEL ﬂINCHBSTBR'S TRAVELLING CARNIVAL

o ANIMAL ACTS . S .
GAMES OF CHANCE L ,
FEATS OF STRENGTH '
LITTLE DOTHAN, CHILD HBALER Qr SICK, LAME

*»

r a-

Ida took Sarah’s hand and ﬁrott.d brrskly toward tha

- > o

> )
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‘ gray hb;p of the Centennial Arena. An auto repair lantern
faintly 111un4ﬁatié.a sign of which Ida could discern,

1 . O . ]

L4 . -~

" . ' ring Ag cul ~ 1 air ‘-
B ’ o . ' RN

thg other letfers’ablatted wtthzstléky snéw.'-Now and then

‘ the door opened and a thin lfght ushered in a few silhou-
. . etteﬂ R A '
. . . £
Just then the man wlth the'large-—duffle bag’-—scoot-
ed under bhe lavender bean of a nercury vapour atreet-
"l

-,lxght, flung wide the rink door and backed into the cold
&\llght fnaide.

~

’

At the rink Hyrtle de Havllland took Ida’s three

g
dollar. adalssion and stamped a hird’s footprint on the

\
back of her hand. "It’s all the Co-op Store had in the
.way of rubber étanpa.“ she erplained. pulling off Sardﬁ’g
nittens and letting thea ?ngla from their idiot-string

hor~%;uckles. Sarah examined the tracks while the'wo-en

: T
! . chatted. She flattened her thumb over one of the narka

. and 1napectea the purple glngs in Her thunbprlnt. then put
\ ‘ the berry—purplc ink to her tongue. She dld not grllaco.
‘aa though ahe had known all aloag it would taste awful.

1da retendod, for the lOlent. not to notlce Lo;lae
‘-Bronflan and Margaret Roaq who were working at the food

xdbuntcr. - Each timp Ida encountered these gwb women she

was grilled endlessly about James: Had there been any
v 4 *

.
i

wvhile she printed a leanderlnqstrall of birdtracks across

i
i .

\
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lnpfovolont? - Had he shown any sign of recognizing lda or
Hartiand?' There was always an oblique rgforence tg .
Harr;n! asking 1f he was st1ll helping out with the
{arlw?}k. con!picuously.forgatting he 'was the father of
._Ida’a aaughter. Though thefoalways spoke sweetly to.
© Sarah. ' - g | ' e
A fleamarket had been set up in the refreshment -
ar;i. Ida strolled through the picnlc-agyle tablosﬂ ‘

looking at the niahlnsh of goods people had brought to get

r1d -

a French—Englxah dlctlonary. a Wheat @ool raln—(\\

‘gaugc real Dan Eaat maple syrup, a dozen Petro=Caﬁada s

™~

‘ Prnlrlo Lily tunblera. a clotheaplnned wad of crosaworg
puzzlca_clippgﬁ‘fron the Leader Post. Proceeés wvent to
\tha\Buffaio Pidins ﬁlggg for Hnlfornn.

‘Aa well thpre were HandJknif toques and socks and
attts, a palr of toddier'a'bobakatea, moccassina froa the
‘fndian Ronervo. a aﬁcckled granitoﬁare bedpan housing a

family of \slightly pruned cnctusca. a Labdtt runpua room.

afrror,. an Ookpik doll and a stack of records beginning

with the 1812 Overture- Then Ida felt a stab Pf nostll-f'//'

. ’o “|
, ql. .

Beyond a model railroad and a set of Barbie Doll

wigs were a whlto hat and cane. The hat waarflat—toppdﬁi
nade of atlff conproaa.d straw. Tho cahc was spindly and

brittle; . tt‘would be unnble to support any welght.

- It was not the fxraf tisme Ida had scrutinized the ~

) '
R N »

o a
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party cane—-Ju;t a‘few years‘ago she haé unloaded 1t.at a.l
) sllilar-j;nk depot. One day when Hartland was five nonéh; 3
(éld“Jalea arrived home from an auction sale .at Phil '
Sbrlnghiil'?: He burst.into the house, ‘twirling ghla very
cane and dancing around, making such silly faces and
singing so foollshiy‘that Hartlanq, laughing uncontrol-
lably, filled his diaper. Ida.had never before (or slnc;)
) seen James act with such abgndon..hnd she liked 1t. ' Four"
years later, the day of James’s . . . hcéldent..the only
handy critch was the Qsclesa vaudeville cane.u He;
husband’s arnm arqund,her shohlderl Ida stumbled him to the
livlngfﬁoo- rocking chatr where he had rematfned, the .
rocker }unnéfg c;rvlng ski-tracks into the braided rug.

Ida shook off thos; thoughts and chose a handful of
.u;ed r;nance bpoks to trade fgr.the ones she -had bﬁgcbht.
Harga}et and Louise wereé walting wlth fat ﬁYtns. "Vell;“
said Margaret, 'lookit what the cat dragged "in!"

"Here comes trouble;' ‘chimed in Louls;. Hefty a;:Q
croaﬁed under their bosoms, the tQQ women formed a
flashy;anoillng bar _.solid as a graintruck bumper.

“Look what the cat dragged in!' repeated Hargaret.

| 2pe women inqulred aboug l1ife og the farnm, fﬁsaod
over Sarah, co;nented sagely on the rigours of raising two
chiidren as a single parent'(tickllné the subject of
wgrfoﬁ.Puthal without ne;tlonlng his name) then, ‘"How’s

Janos doon?' boomed Loﬁis‘. ' S -

v
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Almost lmperceptibly, Ida noddéd'her‘hoad.‘ She
‘stared, eyes unfixed, at“-the armoured chest ‘in front of .

~ her. 'ﬂnd there ever, she wondered, odq any apaqé'whore‘.f

Y " the two breasts d}d not press together like.sacké,oé‘ . .f,
| flour? \ L ) | oy
“He earns his ké;ﬁ." Y . , I a ‘
Lbu%io chuck}ed.h “Hey?" 3 \uk}\\ ‘; : :

-
.

“Sure, wa dress him in castoffs and prop him up 1in

) Q

the fleld. It’s better. than a scarobroﬁ."; Uriwavering,

L)

she clipped her éazo first on Louise, then on Margaret. ‘ «
The wouen’.yad her, unsmiling, until she lifted her upper N
11p }ntg a cold slfl;. pulling taut the cheeks of her

‘tired fice: ' T o ) .

: ' ©
?hc two wives began cautiously to cough up bits of

¥

) snqucrs and soon thiy were roaring loud as horses. ,
Crowned with back—~combed waves of mannish hair, the large

heads shook heavily unt{l finally their laughter abruptly

»

‘died and was fiplaccd by businesslike spesech as the books

' ’ ‘.
were bartered. .-

|
2

Barp&ard snells wafted sweetly Anto Ida’s nostrils as

/;/ ‘lh; ateppod\lntoltho rlnk.'~§9eots of plywood 1@y’ov?r the .
lce and a iayer of moist sawdusf covered/the plywood. In‘ . }\._
éh.‘ccptro ofvthe Elnk‘h;o rows of stalls and pens were |

~occupied by'llvgstock. \Tho.ri?k;s perineter was flanked

by a caap of roofless itents held taut by guy ropes roof- : J
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5 - L . . :
.lﬁg-t;cked onto the plywo?F.aheeting:\,an or two lanéutd
people sat on plastic pép-crates optglde each tent. |
,K hundred or aore pe;ple nlllea'&bout,.anlng to, the lou,\
din of lobgband baas and oinks; more volcea;‘and sone

‘pther unrecognizable sounds, ,could be hearﬁ;ﬂnﬁtde the

tents. tIda“began to wish she’d curled her haitr.
t A young man dressed 1n»@ siwash sweater and designer
blue Jeans stoppéd‘dh_front of idé, droppad a pdper plate

'to the ground as he took the. last bite of a piece of ple*

. and, éaauall?‘liftiﬁg one foot and then the other,

ghlselied‘a ke&l of wet sawdust from théqsolés of his.

L//;owboy boots with thé handle of a pla;tic fork. |[Ida

. decided he must be .a Selkirk because of .a pecullar, not

unattractive overbite which the mother had given the six
children. Beside hlﬁ was a tall, ‘neatly-dressed man whon
[ Fy *

Ida recognized as a Born ﬁ}ﬁh.h Tooth Métis, Paul Erﬁlé.

who had come to take away the telephone when Ida’s debt to

- Sasktel'grew too large. The Indian nan-winked at her as

he ate from a bag of Humpty Dﬁnpty Po@ago,Cﬁlpa.

| Ida\strolied.over to the first anlnal?pen; tﬁdglng““‘
Sar;h by the hand. Inside was ailess tﬂan'yenr—old bil-
ly goat whose two horns had sprouted so close together
they woreﬂfuaed into one unicorn—hornil Ha nudged his head
through the fengg'ﬁal?%§#bwara Saéaht Tha(girl reached
between the wooden ralfs, trying go grab hold of the horn,

but the goat"twlsted his head around so he qould lick her

4 N I
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fingers. H‘ singled out her .thusb and began to suck.

“Looks like he still needs his mom, eh?" The volce

_was a resonant hdotdthat sounded like it came througb a

/

Ida turﬁed to see Regilnald Fort, the Equare

long pipe.

brdf;e—nalled fingers of his righi hand stuffed through

. »
ﬁhe'handle’qf a ro:ster cage. A crew of other farmers
stood nearb} witﬁ more roosters 1in cages; ‘Bud Mackenzie,

’ N

who each sunler,custon—mowed Ida’s hay sloughs, had set

fhls cage‘by'hls side and 'was masterfully rolling a

clgarette in corded hands nissing fh;jr;ght index finger,
the left pinkie, and half the left rlngkflnger. klker
Batoche, an old Sacheloé with thin whf%e«hair and a tree
of tinf redcuelnsvon:hls nose, smiled a shy, toothless
‘smile while young Lance Richard, a swagéerer in a hocdkey
Jacket who’ had caused\a ;candai with a young teachgr while

her husband was up north weérking on his sodfarm, gave lda

\ o
)

an insoleﬁt sairk.,

\ Bud uq;kénzxe smiled devilishly ;t Sarah and gestured®

Yéth a gnarled hand. ‘Nice-looking boy, eh? Isn’t that a

f;ne—lookihg little boy?'' This was Eﬁb only. technique Ida
“\ :

had seen‘de\Hackqnzle use with children: telling girls

they were boys and boys thef were girls. Boys, 1f taunted

to the point of rage,’would respond with kicks to the

shins, girls with a hanmered fist ‘to the thigh. Little
girls sometimes insisted tenaciously, "I am not A boy,"*’
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A while both boys and glrls often burst into tears.
Sarah showed no reaction whatsoever. nerely,etared at
the deformed hand holding the rolled,cigarette and watched
.-the 1nverted V of smoke }lo; frgm the man’s nostrlle each
® time he took a ph}f:‘ ' . . |
"What are you going to.do with. the roosters?" asked

Ida. The question made the.nenﬁklck at the sewdust end

kN

look at each other for answers. R

+ "Contest.” - ' a

"Judglﬁg, y’kngw-"
A man, one of the carnival,peoplef waited anxiously
¢ . ‘ : 4

\ ouslde one of the tents. Oocaslonally one or. two men .
entered, many’ carrylng roosters in cages. : :

"We best get in there," said Bud Mackenzlie, taking a
wooden metch from his pocket. He struck the matcﬁ.gnﬂhls .
flngernall and rellt the burnt~out"clgarette in his mouth.
He rubbed out the netchflane on hls pentleg as another
¢+ cloud of smoke Veed fron his noetrtls “Soryy you and

your liﬁtle boy couldn’t come. Just us and the Judges‘are
allowed " Hd'plcked'up his rooster cage. - The rooster;ﬁet

"aye level with Sarah, let out an ear-splitting squawk.
“Cack-ca-caw—CRAW!" ’
\ In the pen next :to the unicorn*goat. a single chicken
plcked at kernels of grain .in a tinfoil pleplate, making
the sound.of a child’s drun A newspaper photograph

stapled to the front'rall of the stall showed a ruffled
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hen who gguinf/d qulzzically at two eggs. one round, the

—

other bowling-pin-shaped. The captlon under the p1bture.

c11pp.d’fro- the Buffalo Plains Bi—Weekly, identified the-

-~
[P

hen as “Bowl!ng Bcttyﬂ" ' \

Ida looked tiredly about the place. E‘barker outside
a tent hooked hem glance, pointing ag her andﬂSarah as he
recited, "Bring the kids, bring grandma and grandpa, bring

LY
yourself, see the impossible; experience the 1nex91tcable.

be amazed by the amazing--witness thg horrgndoos realities
of the savage world . . .“ Noanwhlle a' great hubbub had

eruptod in the tent where Bud Mackenzie and the others had
entered with their roosters.

" In a nearby stall a boy posed beside a young black -
buil whtle,his,nother snapped a Polarojd picture.

The mother looked around for a place to set her clgarette

and fihally gave 1t to the‘boy's younger sister to hold.

After the flash the boy, wearing‘a white stetson and

western shirt, hopped over the stall and stood for another
ﬁ

Seagram. A g‘oup of the boy’ s friends teased hln as he

.wrlggled hls ahlvering arms into a parka. Qther cattlemen.

stood smoking and talking with the boy’s fafher. One of
the boy’s friends frigbheed a paper pleplate at the hockey
timeclock, hitting the *'Viaitors" sign.

¥

A long rubbery man wiﬁ‘faktn the colour of old moss

stood in the shadow of a t nu&flaﬁ. His black eyes darted

' ¢« %,
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from one person to the next while he fingered the slender

’
-

blade of a sword like. the stops of a wind instrument.

Eventually he sidled up to the cattle group, leaned his

w

head back; exbbsing a lean, snakelike neck, and was about

4 7 : ' , S
to. slide the sword down his throat when a short stocky man

-

in a cowboy hag‘took one long 5trlde~forwaﬁd and stanped
his foot. "Ybu §1t on outta here!" he growled.

Ida wished Hartland could have- had the chance to do

]

the thlngs that required a father, like 4-H. In the few
.short years that James had actually been a father to ‘
Hartland he had tadght the boy a lot about plants and

.

apinals‘and the weather. He used to tell Ida how when

e

Hartlaq& grew blgger'he.would teach hinm to breakvho;ses-at /

he had done as a boy;‘how to‘make a shelter tn the wild, ' /j

how to share rabbits. wa-and then, agﬂinst Ida's'wlihci;
he' took the boy over to the reserve for an afﬁernoon visit

wlth old Pa Lacasse, who had taught Janes to fish with a

»

gunnysack and how to dietlnguish edible berries fro-

polsonous ones. ) : £

3

It was painfully comical now for Ida €o remember her
hopesithat Warren Putnam quld be a father to Hartland.

It was funhy' to think of Warren dolng sn":ythlrxg.l &part

from playlng darts with his beer buddles.

Seven years*ﬁgo the nunlcipal ‘grader had .come ‘

Hscraping down the valley-hillroad of the Cole farm. Ida

watched the grader shave the short stretch of road p‘ag
. -~ { -

. .
L
, . )

>
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the erd gato thén, through the trees behind the house--
| trailer, she heard the diesel engine labour as the,{éﬁder
contlnuod. trying to clinb the scrap of a trail that
drlbbled off into rock and pratrie wodl on the back
_hil}gtdo. With a gnashing of gears j/the grader retreated
_“dowh the hi1ll and in a few minutes Ida spotted Warren at
the wall, pumping water lntoxﬁzs cubped hand. ' She
1nv1tcd him in for a glasu of iced tea, Two months
"1ator whon a ;ew nunlclpal counsellor was elected and gave
his son the grading Job, Ida hired Warren to work 1in
tho vegetablo filelds ahe was atruggllng to cultivate on
hor own. He ended up stayingr_ \

> Ida’s hopes that Warren night play a fatherly role
worc.quashed the .first winter. When(the willoy—banked
) riven froze hard en;uéh to ahstain wefght. Hartland shyly
i brought out the old hockey stick, skates and gloves that
\had been hia fnther s and asked Warren 1f he’d ltke to
cone p}ay,on the ice. Harraﬂ responded with a quick snort
- which seemed to indicate he uAde}stood the joke and foun@
1t a funny qne too. | '

As a boy Hartland had stood longlnélyjby his father’'s
;oéking chatr, trying to iiaglno tbe gray-faced man ac}lve
in th, lo;thfr—sncllrng hockey gear, trying to remember
\hil gaﬁaoyful as he had been, quiet eyes full of light

instcid of staring perpetually at nothing.. In recent

years his nndn.ai about his father had hardened into a

'y
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bitter stone of hatred for Warren and,| lda felt, for her
too. Evorything ge said now had‘a sh)}ﬁ edge to 1t.‘ A
‘couple of days*aga'she had asked hia to go prime the
waterpunp and he had snapped back, “Why don’t you get your
lgggg_to do’ 1t7" naklng the, word sound as thlck‘and greasy
as possible.- '

- .. Ida contiﬁued her way. around the rink. Shé was
uninterested 1n the agriculturaL exhibits and wasn’t
curloua enough to enter one of the carnival tents. She
didn’t even llke havlng to say hello to the people she
knew. \'iﬁ' o

Ah alblno standiﬁélgﬁtside Q tent calaly lnserted a
flanlng atick into his louth and closed hla lips then hold
a second torch near. his mouth and exhaled, cauping a
yellow gob of" flane to leap out. Behind him passed a
gray—hafred man in tight palsley trunks who was tattoood
everywhere Ida could see except hls eyelids. Across tpo

———

mnan’ a back, Qver ‘one shoulder, down under the opposite arm

« N\

and‘around his chest, a faded blue panther chasod 1ts own
ttail in‘tge/blue Jungle covarlng the man’s torso. The wran
_draped a raincoat over the ‘shoulders of a woman dressed
only in a tiger-stripe bikini. The woman had dark brown
“ey;s, pencélied41n auburn eyebrows and lohg hair the
colour of }1pe vwheat. They looked road-worn.

.Ida pullod Sarah through a clog of peoplo gawking

‘into a tent doorway where an animal act was taking placo.



(¥ J

0\

In front of the next tent a yéung*QIﬁ clad in black |

ilghtn and top hat, wearing white pancake make-up over his
4 .

entire face, ¢rformed magical 1llusions in mnlme.. He Ul

pinned 51; dark eyes on Sarah, theatricélly pressed his

right thuab and forefinger into a pair of“tweezers, tilted

. his heid sideways and poked the fingeritweezers into his
£,

»

ear. Slowly at first, then faster, in mock alarm, he

reeled ouf.a string of finely-knotted silk scarves:
éoral-l1-;-fuacﬁii-ban;na—orchld. ’
‘ Sarah pressed her fists to her mouth and grinned as
tH.‘lllo stared in bewilderment at the tropical ra{nﬁow of ;
s1lk dangling from his head. He looked sadly to Sarah foy
help, then his face brightened, he held his left fore-
finger aioft--even to Ida a comicbook lightbulb seenedjia
appear ovctﬁbiq,hgid--ﬁhe long slender flngec;.probed‘
into his left ear -and tugged out, first the stems, then
fho Jﬁiy slightly rumpled heads of a Louquet of white
carnations, the coloured scarves sucking back inﬁo his

/

oppo-ito ear like a, long wet noodle.

fhg nine passed the flowers among the ladies of the

_applauding crowd and reached casually behln& Sarah'd‘ ' o

ear where he found a.white dove; he placed the bird in
Sarah’s small white hands. Sh? allowed 1t to peck aonﬁly
at tho.tip.of her nose until the man lifted his hat and
the bird flew tﬁ the top of his head.

The crowd chpckloa as the magiclan bowed low,

Fl . -
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studied her, fixing his eyes é6n her black boots, her brown

ing up the biack motes.

eJegantly ran his hand Alon§ the'QrIQ of his hat and
placed ‘1t sqpﬂrély overtop the dove on his head. Then,
with a‘grandiloqugnce of factial and corporal gestiéﬁll-

tion, he turned to Id;,and silently beseeched the company

. 6f her daughter. Soft eyes wide and asking,. he tilted his

head and held forth his open paln as if offering the girl .
candy. Sarah pulled away from her lotheé..eﬁtranced §y
'fhe ktndred‘nute: - The magician ﬁéok her ‘by the hands and
- ) \

parka, the blue knit scarf hanging loosely from her neck,
her open child’s face{ Everyone ey;d th; palr~curlouafy
as the youﬁg man ;targd lntoothe:girl‘a blue eyes, sp; ‘ \\
returning ihe gaze.

“POOF!" The mnagician reaéhad into a.chglice by ‘his
side and daah;d a pellet irito a pewter dish; a amokey
‘cloud smaudged the air. Seconds passed in gray obacity as
the ring of Qpectatora waittd for the aﬁa.iic whlto.light

to filter dowh from the flhofesceut tubes, slowly swallow-

»
a

The audlence gasped as the two figures took ahapé

aanid the smoke. .

There before them were not Sarah and the magiclan

but an adult‘wOlqp'wlth Sn;:h'a blue eyes and yellow

-

hair standing in a black mime-suit beside a fine,

L3

\ dark-haired boy in snowboots and a blue .scarf. The boy

"atood expressionless, quietly watting. The woman, at

b4 &
. .
. N , .
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"-ocklngz 1t was a face of qulot powor. Sarah, fully-

. until’ ‘lda-was forced to look avay.

37

-

first lilnlnq (ndolcntly dn ‘one log. pullod horlolf to her

" full h.lqht. Bluo .yo: cxpcrlcnc.d. lfbs curved, softly

grown. turn.d and gave her loth.r an enigmatic s;lie.'

All noise in the rlnk coascd as a pounding flllod . .
Ida’ s hnnd. .R”f;ack nidgot clswn. woavlng through, the
.. o s -
crowvd: wlth a tray. hold a papcr horn of pink snow undor :

\

lda’'s nose. She closed her cyc- untiy he hadzgého.
As the next puff of smoke cleared Ida felt Sarah’#

‘2chlldf1:ﬁ curl nnound-hor\tﬁuib and :&ueozc. “Tho magician j

. o - ! - .

. . . . ), 3
doffed hfs black hat, 'spun 1t, and bowed. . .o
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~ The snow crunched under the car tires like the”

gf&nding of Hartiand'l'lolnra as ﬁo pulled into the lot
behtfid Hank Bost's Flvepin Falace. A flded'col{;gq of
rusty tin llgns--thc red Dally Hall hirg}ane.‘tho Scot-
tiah looking Equrt A lady, tho Plnyer‘s satlor--came
) weakly to life in the glow\of the h.adllghts Ha;tland
‘ op.ned the galigate. wrapped his fqther s head well in the
blanket ané carried htn toward the rink.
He had parked in the bllnd alley to avoid anyone

~

hpottlng ';rrtn s station wagon—-he knew he had boaten his
“lothcr to town becauiz’;e 'd glimpsed her 6ack1ng up a
: blockhq side road--but when he walked by the hotel beer
'parlour e had to pass three of the HcLuhan plckup- 1d11ng
1an-abrea t wlth the McLukan brothers and their wives
inside. A sedan with Manitoba licence blates,atoppod -

across from the elevator and a gang 6f Indians inside

-

"~ asked where they céuld buy gas. As‘Hartlind directed tho-\

. ‘Ma‘ handful of kids ran by, chasing a volleyball in-a ganme
6f’broonblll—ah1nny. Finally the Indians thanked him and
e drévc avay, the undif&arrxtgosof their car scraping bottom

‘f' it rqnﬁloa over the level crossing.

LS

L)
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Hartland pulled his toque-mask over his face and
ran. James’s body, flopped over Hartland’s back, jounced

with the chugging -qtlon: each step made hinm ‘grunt,

-~

,broaklng a dry qrunble that rattled in his throatyw—

The noises--James’s closest sounds to speech since the.aay
of the chickencoop--faded as Hartland weaved through  the

giru parked at the a

Inside, he gaped at the camp of black tents, dazed by
-~ 9 N N

rd

the crowd ;nd'th. notse. He grabbed the sleeve of a man

1
carrying an araful- of batons and :}nnls-ballsr "Yhere's

-Little Dothln?d he demanded. The man, dresaéd'in tights

’

and'nn open parka.,litheﬁy‘%aisod a runnered foot| an
pointed to a long:tent halJ;ﬁy down the rink.

. "Little Dothan’ll be on after the aninals,' he o

dravled. : . | .l :
: '

"Hartland nade Q‘bcclinc for the tent. He backed into

the tont flap doorway and let the flap fall shut. A ,

v

nnrroﬁqpathway led past a small atagc and through the‘
<

penalty exjt to the bleachers whcre a dozen people

watched a muzzled bear cub waddlo‘after a fish on a stick
held bylnn'acno4acarrod blonde. Pr sently the woman led

tho;bonr to a small cagoz'undld the leather muzzle and
.o . . T ‘
flung in the fish. She closed the door after the bear snd-

draped a purple tli—dycd sheet overtop tho‘cago.“’
A
" The ncxt performer was a green parrot who warbled
RN -1

scattered, hqltinq linol fro-ﬁ(Dlxxo“ and “Swanco River)*

/ ’ I

.
* o
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then flew back and fo;th,ﬁetw;qn two.qpen cagé; at |
opposite enéa of_thi stage, nakiﬁg S dramatic dive through
a‘hooighoop in the qéntre.‘ A crew of gawkers, led by a
stooped -a& with‘loﬁg ears and a rubberish fQCQ, clddde&
together ln.the doorway: "For the show’s filnale the‘blrd: .
perchea on a linigtrapeze. held a doll’s baby bqttle io' !

1ts beaMwith one foot and toppled over as though drunk.

. The trainer milked nervous applause from the Qudi.nce.

allowing ‘'‘Magnum’ to cling upside down until e§eryoqe wai
clipplng loudly.
"That’s ill, folks!" croaked the parrot.

A pair of ovorallod men hauled away the bear cage on

_a dolly. White flames of frost had formed on the da!;

sheet froa thc bear’s breath. Next, the man who had Lo

¥

directed Hartland climbed onto the atage.-tqdk off his
'
parka and began Juggling firesticks. The carnival

lanagcr. dressed in a gray. wide—-lapelled suit, came and

- broke up the crowd blocklng the doorway. Only the ‘

4

blg-cq%od man entered, the,othera;noving on. The Jjuggler -
to-aed more and more items into the air while iggghor man’
hOppod onto a unicycle apd whcoled back and forth.‘ A
paper platc struck the cyclist on tho ear.

/" When the show finished, Jonathan York. the Presbyte-:

rian llnlstcrp stepped onto the: atago. Ho‘lntroducod

‘Little Dothan as a blg 11ttlc .vangoliut whcro he comes '

frou. an inspiration and a young go-gcﬁtor.\thcn he led
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ihd crowd "In applauding the pre-adolescent boy who bounded
. ‘ - Q<

onto the stage.

The evangelist stared at the audience as 1if menmoriz-

 ing faces. H; wore-.a n;vy blue suit, white shirt and

black tie; his buckskin halr was brxlligntined back,
exposing’ a large clear forehead. A pair of quick brown
eyes poked out of the pddgy;choeki like cloves in a ham.
Finally he spoke. “Ah know what yore thenkin’ . . .
Right nsout';ow{ yérc'llnd's askin’ you a few tough
quh-t;dnl qu yore haffin’ to do some fancy footwork

Just to comé up with the answers 0 .-IWhé is_this guy -
nn;:ly? Isn’t he qust'nnothor one of those ércacher; that

lﬁcWa off a lot about the word o’ God, throwing out big

" "words like salvation an’ heavonlyﬂrec-warda? Furthermore,

this one ain’t even a man, he’s just a punky:kid.“
Llptlo‘Dqthqn’l family watched proﬁdly from the side

of the stage. The mother sat at a portable ‘electric

" organ; the fatﬁgr stood at her side, petting the long

blond braid of Ltttlo.Dthan’s 6lder sister.
Little Dothdh pointed to a barrel-shosted man sitting
with his wife ind two daughters. *Is thet what yore

thenkin’?"
The man sailed reverently. ‘'Yas slr.".he‘croonqd.

“Well I'm gonnihlot you in on a little secret,' said

. Littlo Dothan in a ¢confidential tone. *If I was you

settin’ there an’ listenin’ to sone kneg:hxgh ramble on,
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I’d be'wondgrlnﬁ too!" He let-out a round jovial laugh,

. ’

echoed by a‘spaﬁéer\of nervous titters froatthe a&dléncc.
ﬂI‘won't bore you with how the Lord- chose me for to
. be his sppﬁésu&n an’ hog enpty my life was before an’ all
o’ that stuff . . . but I will tell yew this: that I atn’t

got no more choice, in the matter than any one other of

God’s chosen speakers. Whatever words thet conme out,“‘he‘

——

slapped his éhgst'wlth a hand puffy as a pincushion, “are
the words God butﬂthere. Could be that’s why I don;t tell
suéh good jokes!' He flashed @ polished snile then’
suddenly became serious. ’ 4 '
_'"But I'aln‘t here for to tell no jokes. I!m here to \

tell you it’s time."” He gave a hard stare. 'Time . . .

N\

that you threw off them old shackles keepin’ you out of

God’s house. Shackles of sin, of hate and selfishness and

1

greed . . . 'and of lust. Because, brother, there ain’t
) .

rnuch time left.'*
Hartland leaned forward, his neck tight as fence-

wire. His head bobbed in a continuous nod as he mouthed

Little Dothan’s words, repeating aloud the ends of //////

AY

sentences: . . . much time left.'" ' There waa'a~31i§ht

1
!

raaﬁ ;; his bre;thing. _ o
“ “We are livin’ 1in tQ: Eﬁd-daya. iy friends. Veri I
| a' unto_vyew his generation shall not pass. Qe are
witnessin’ the end of Satan’s free ride on earth and 1

'kﬁow and you know 1t cain’t go on much lomger. The day of

-
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the ngg gometh, cruel both with wrath and fierce anger,

s0l. :-and H all destroy--the--sin-—

Hartland turned excitedly to his father. The nanfz
eyes relain;d as enpty as they had beenmat-hoie in the
valley.

. "l b;n hearln' lot;’aﬁout éréughf in these barts,

‘bout how the ground’s all drled up and there’s no grass

in the pastures. ' 'Almost seens like the heavens have

'forsook us and the world’s comin’ to an end,’ I heared one

farner say over to yore little Chinese restaurant right
‘here in Buffalo Plains, Canada. But I wanna tell you that

you ain’t seen nothin® like what’s gonna/happen come the
* L2

last days on this ﬁere éaéth. Isalah seen 1t far’ off In

¢

the distance: Suddenly, in_an instant, the Lord Almighty

?

will com g with tbundgr and earthguage and great nolsé,

with w;ndgtg:! and tgngogt and flames of a devouring_‘ﬁg
fire. You talk about yore wrath of God--there’s gonna be

some spankings all right!

" s ) aven and their constellations wi
ow the ht. will pu ish the world for its
v t wi for r sins . . . And yew better

pray, llko Luko s.yl. bg you may b e able to escape All

. that’s gonna happenw cause what’s gonna happen’s confla-

gration and perdition riight here on this egrth? If

you-all wanna end up Erlgpy_critters you know exactly

i
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what road to follow. The road of avarice, the road of

’densuafity and vile acts, the road of baseness and érﬁbity
.
[ 4

’

and falseness and excéss!" o
hExcess,".repqated Hartland hotly. Little Dothan

,dabbéa his boyish brow with a gray silk handkerchlef:

""He blasted the sodomites on; ting. right offen the,“‘

\
. ¢

nap, and . now he’s started-up tollet-cleanin’ again. Just '

#

téke a drive throuéh San Francisco once.'théyﬂre~dropptng
like flies. Aq' 1t'§ not Jjust the gonés. the forni-
" cators’1l be mext..

j"I seeniin’one o’ yore farm newspapers here, The
Weéterg Producer: ’Farners.\\Condonlniun co;dp offers i
two weeks annually in tropical pakadiseu’“ ‘He gave a
sneering snfie. "Welh\! ﬁain't been around 1on§ aa,lost
of yew folks but éve;fi know etédrnity in paradise sounds
a darn sight longer than two W;Aks:" ‘

Little Dothan’s nather broke into the opening\éhords
of "Christ Whose Glory Flllglthe Skies;'" while Little
. \Dothgn'; sister held up cardéoard cue cards. Sllber‘
braces gilnted as she sang; Little Dothan'; father
lopped‘his son’s face with a towel and hpnded‘hin a large
Coke in a wax;d cup. The“p;unp boy slurped tﬁrough the
straw, took a deep braafh:and took over thdiné the cue
garda for his sister, bverpo;ering the other voilces. with

an unbroken'soprand-—"Dark and cheerless is the morn

« o " Tho,blde—eyed girl squeezed up and down the

'
[
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‘loosened his tie. | -
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bleachers, collecting noney;in a tambourine. She gnzied

. . ( «
sweetly at Hartland as he dropped in a couple of quarters, |,

’

the tambourine making a ''zlissle’ sound.

. " y'
Little Dothan warned of the threat of nuclear

warfare. He stressaed the necessity for western natiéns to
stand togethgr againat the Red Menace, fortifying tﬁeir
resolve 1in fulfiillng their NATO comnitmefits. He cited
acriptugp, he cited John F. Kennedy:. “He shgpted and
whgupored and raised his chubby fists in the air. '
Fiery red fever splotches kindled the boy’s cheeks;

—_—

!
he slipped off his blazer, rolled up his shirt—slgeves and

"Ladiep"n‘ gennlemen, I hope ’'atcherdll here with a
open heart tonight," drawled Little Dothan, '’cause e

¥,
Just might see some myracles happen! Fill yoreself with

the almighty Lord,' he shouted, sweeping a stubby fore-

flngoq acroaiLEQQTbunch. ‘‘and* you fill yoreself with the
- o

protactor 'of good and the avenger of aevil.' .

"+ . . venger of evil,' said Hartland. )

]l wanna tell you people that you got to have faith,

Qou got to believe, and not-only that, you gog to believe

in_belief. I’a askin’ you to have fatth 1n‘faith, belief

in belief and trust in God. Place yourself in the hands

of the Lord Alaighty, let yourself go, feel yourself ‘L

melting back fnto your chair and Know that the good Lord

18 there with a glant catcher’s aitt to hold on tight. .He

L 3

A
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e

won’t let you down. What 1 say la;true. it ts the é;uth.
the Lond.ylll not let you down. See yourself floating
throdgh the alr and coélng to a big woolly'QIOud. ~Just
ease ydurself back into that'old‘fﬂuffy whiée qloud.;

. IOrgan tones humﬁed.\soft°aa fuzzy bowstrings, as

Little Dothan’s ‘mother toed the lowest notes. Little .

Dothan soothed and consoled in a voice warm as felé.

! . "What'l'say 1; true, 1t 1s the truth. Y?re'a child
o’ God. Faith in faléh. belief in belief, trust in the
Father, He won’t let you .down, He will not-iet iou down.*'
Hartland’s he;d spyn. Happily bu-b. he watched the blonde
gl;llfloat like a white-robed angel between thé'rows. The
gangourinejin her hand was padded with blue and purple .
bills. Hartland- grubbed euphorically in his enpty
fpocketa, Jjostling the body of his dozing father while the
girl snlled‘ﬁnd watted, her blue eyes placid and cogl.

A rooster crow broge the cain.

Abruptly Hartland’s Father’s waight left hils shoul-
der. Ha}tland cranked his head to the right and watched,
as the man atralghtened‘fron his slouch? He blinked,
squinted, wiped his eyes, picked his teeth, rubbed his
nose, scrqtched his ear. Somevhere amidst fhe‘whirling
eddies of sound reeling through Hartland’s brain he héard

{
bits of phrases in a strong high voice: '‘reach out

!
(1]

+ « + heart in your hands . . . and ye shall find . . .

.JCIOS Cole slapped his knees. Slowly he rose to his full

b )
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;h.:ght——hllwl;xno giving out'a aorleazbf'popa and crncka
as he arched his back and atrogch;d--snoaroé an enormous
yawn-tear across his cheek, dug.éeep in the pockets of the
trousorg'Hartland had cra;ned hin and hlsfpyjanas into,
~ nnd #ppog a wadded five dollar bill onto the pille.
Little Dothan stopp.d~spoak1ngf He’léoked puzzled,
watching Hartland’s fathe( who stood e#gninlng his own
white breath. ‘'Okdy, you’re blockin’ the view sir.
You’ll hafta sit down now." - ,
, Hartland jumped to his feet, a smile peeled across

, his face. ' s;

“He’s saved!" he ihoutcd.a

) “It’s James Cole," said someone.

\ 3 “This kid’s getter’n Kreskin." | )

L?étlo Dothan stood stunned for an instant. |

"“Yea-eas!" he exclaimed. “Yeh-ess! .Hold'the phone
folks, wd‘hcvo a airacle. Yea-¢/ss! %he hand of God. The
blind shall see and the cripples shall get up and . . Rt
H‘ stopped and_ stared, speechless, at Jal;s Cole. .ﬁittlo
Dothan’s mother tore 4 camera fro, a vinyl bag and l |
atart.d flashing picturos.

Little Dothan was atanding next to Hnrtland“s falhar
now. [l;;h; Jonnthan York aﬁeppod in beside Little
Dothan. Flash. Someone had an' ara around Hartland'’s
lhoyld.r but he didn t 'know who-—evorything was dlsﬁPpoar-,

‘ing around hinm: aounds. sights, smells. Evorythlng except
' &

3



e : ' ' . 48
. . . a hand.

- . Hartland, eyes glued to the hand extended Qnrlly
-b;tweeﬁ his fathe; and ﬁll. afraid to loog up, afrald'na‘;
to, slowly, as if in a dream, raised his right hand——n6¥ ’
~feeling a part 6f his own body: aﬁ'offerlng--and allowed
1t to be squeezed, his ears full of diftang ebblng'squndh
as he swallowed hard and forced his head to t1lt upwards
and  meet the. friendly, cﬁc.rful face of his father, the
‘man who haén;t 106k§§ at anyb?dy since ngtland was
four y;ars old, hadn’t spoken--hadn’t so much as quivered

- ‘hla lips or éuﬁned his oYodfin their ;ockota-fgtvlng his
son a nadlént.grln, eyes crinkling sunnily at the edges. -

‘“Hey, Buddy,' said his faéhor. “I’a Art Roebuck." : .

-
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Warren Putnam pushed a;tdo the blankets and sat up on
the couch. He’d never slept on it at night before and Ida
‘had insisted tﬁat with her husband back ﬁo noraal, soq;
of: Wanqen couldn’t sleep in the bed. TQP old guy was
still sleeping onlhla cot in the kitchen “for now."
Warren’s feet were cold. ‘

He felt around on th.ffloor for Pogey:. The dog
seened to recognize Jnloa.,who lnttoducodhhgnsclf as Art,

but he had reacted strangely. Pogey lifted his head,
walked to thc‘foct of his old master Cthougﬁ he-had

really become the dog of his snoozing pal Warren), and

slumped down at his feet in what seemed like sleep.

!
Warren felt sick remembering the glow in Ida“s eyes when

‘Pogey nt to her husband’s side.

They couldn’t get the man to talk rlg# » though, and
finally they’d put hia to bed.

*Pogey.'" Warren got up and walked by ;onllght to
the lump of Pogey’s back, still by the doort “Come on,

come to bed,* he l.ld; tugging the dog’s ear. He Jjerked

his hand back.

Warren threw opoﬁ’ﬂartland’s door and whispered
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o frtntlcally. "Get up" Pogoy s not bweathin’.* Hartland
sat up, on &n elbow. st1ll half nslo.p. i
‘ "Pogoy's dead. Get up;, we gotta go bury hia."
"Get up;"'said Warren. He was ‘;::ting cold.
" “Why now?" sald'Hartlaﬁd, lying back down. "It'g
dkgark; Hoy;relyoulauré ho:s d-dead anyway?' {
ﬂa;ron felt like an egg-thieving weasel he’d cornered
once in the henhouse. H‘.‘éonblod, darting his eyes . ‘
;ound,the room. His head }unncd. Suddcﬁly he yanked
the covers off the bed and flung them in a corner.
He lungbq ;t Hartland’s throathbuf‘the boy stratghtened
’;hlsmleg. kicking Harren squa;ely in the sidlach- ‘
Hartlaqd stood up fron thpibod. yiaozlng. "0;.&! s
Lct B go bury him now." | ) | h
The two men workcd by Jackltght. waraing the frozon
road allowance with a welding torch as they hacked a
trunk-slz.d roctanglo.\;Layor by layer they nmelted the
" frost and dug a few more tnch.s. Tho digging calmed
Warren, thn the hole was deep enough for Pogey’s fat
~ Body they wrappod th:,doq in a awathor canvas and ln&d ﬁx-
-+ .1n the gﬁound‘ . . Q
v “That’! all right. you can go back to bcd now,* said
X.n _Warren. o \; v e |
Thc caltcrn lky glowod on the valley hilltop as

a

Warron bogan lhovolllng dxrt over Pogey’s covorcd boay. '

(N

»
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T 1da eockod into ;the kitchen where James--or "Art*--

=

‘torso first one way and then the other. »So he really. was

,cured iftor all these .years.
. 5. S

The tolcvlaion‘ It hnd worked as therapy for James

-

thovwly thcy llld 1t llght for, Sarlh " Thank God and

' Elcctroho-. for the satellite dt:h. thought Ida.

v talking with n'fuhny little pccent like . . . Andy"

.Gr1ffith. And why did he insist on calling himself this
new name? | ‘ | \

£ "
I* don’t ever roncnbor hia doing exercises either,
iheudh; Ida. But back in tho-o d,ys nobady did thc-.
. . /
The ¥Winnipeg couch in the porch was aade, blankotl

and &ulltl folded with military tautness. Art--up with

o %
the sun—--was ' already shaved and dressed in the trousers he

4
had requested the night before; the plaid shirt Hgrtland
l .

L4
. »

. = had given his remained on 1ts hanger, hooked over the

kitchen doorfrilo.

. "He .xtcnd.d hls aras and cut circles in the atr, N

\nrgtr and larg.r. faster and fnltor until he was a

\

"St1ll, he ‘was not completely right. Suddenly he was -

Y




hell

. snow.

o

. Why ronn'klhc reagaber his own wife?

doidiy. whirrlng'wxpdltlif H; danced around in a' boxer’s
stance, Jabbiég.wlth his left hand, switcgoa into a | 7> \ . 3
bnsobnl; position for a log;tn—thefilr p;tche;'b waraup ‘ -
nndrquzc.Jrlghé ar; hggh.’read§ to pass an 1nvislblc‘

4 , 'q..\“
footbnll through the kitchen doorway. He faked {wice,

stcpped long and hurled the protond ball wlth aigrunt

J'Hla cy-s not 1da’s xn "the -hallway.

“~

‘"Horn!n Ha an." ‘said Art, grinning. He rhbbeq his

e ]

,rlght forearl and said; “I notice your water'a hot

s runn;ng. _He tqgk the shlrt from 1its hanger‘mnd put 1t

a
i

on. ‘‘The llno must be froz. up.'

‘Ida stared across the roonm. /Slicpwalker—llkd.‘she

. went to thc sink nnd turﬂt& the nuab tap. "The pump yllll v

have to be prlnod." she said weakly. . -t
™~

“Give me a bucket,' said Art, 'dnd 1’1l get sonme

e
”"

Ida took a pitted copper boiler froa under the ;1nk
and Logu? emptying ltvofulfathgry red potatoes buirhrt
Apggcd h;r aside and unloaded the potatoes in fistfulls. . ™
’Thorcfar:::ethlng different about him, thought Ida.
Art ratu;ncd from outside in an instant with ;-load ’ " N
ofihu;dfpacked snow. The obloﬁg boller covered two
bburécra on tho stove; 1t sizzled and apal as tho'Burno;s

reddened. A dull white blind steamed the window. PR

Hartland came into the kitchen. .

\-.—'
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"So how are ya«nnyway old Buddy?" said Art. atandlng
nnd clapplng letland on tho shoulder. *Y’know, I roally
. oughttl thank you for rtsculng ne fron that aquirrol cage
of a carntvnl.' I ve had onough'of thnt tune for a while."

What kind of nonsense is this? thought Ida.' Hartland

-~

glanced at his mother ;ho shook her héad'to‘aay. “Pay no

attention."*

“After a while you gog a bit tlrod of tralnh and.
ipn—.yc-trailcrs." he said. “"Evon though I gr.w up with

it, 1ife on the road gets kind of old:"’

Ida glanced around the roons, tak!ng riote of changos

hor huaband ‘'would not rccognlze whcn ho fully regalncd hls -

sgnaca. There was the new orangc-and-yelIow-flowered:
& . .
~w|11papor. Tho cupboards had always’ boon a sort of N

yollow; only Ida had brushed over tho 011 custard wlth an

enamel bright as dandollona. Same white crcpc curtalns .
.dotlcd with sunny yollow-ccntcrcd dogwood Llosaonms.
"y thought I’d lcft the carnlval l1fe for good,"

continued Art, "years ago. But I’ve been :carchinggfor ny

father and it was as good a means as any of getting —_—

around. The only sure thlng“aboht carnlv;l leo_ta that
. B - ‘ ’
You travel." - As he apoke he massaged his neck, shoul-

ders, biceps.
The water hissed in the grconi:h boilor. londxng up'
lines of bubblas like th. pea-string nocklacol Hnrtland

had-ladc for his mother as a boy. Ida scooped out a

. ™. [
— A

Ve
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" saucepan of water, measured a cub—and-a-haif’of Red )

River Ceroal gnd'dﬁnpod 1t tnto tha pot. ""Hartland can'
you come givo mne a hand?" she aaid in a cala volice. : The
boy took-a spoon. and ﬁogan to stlr.. Sho felt a chill as
she whlapored. “Don’t say anything to get him exclted .

Vb

““When tho c-rcal was ready Ida apooned ateanihg gray

gobs 1ntq three boyla. ‘She set them on the tiny table

aiong with fresh crean and a.bdg\of sand-chunky sugar.
"ch I've done Juit abbut!everythlng under the aun,"
aaid Art. as ho reached for the sugar hag. *But | guess

you always come blck to what you know bcat.f The 'sugar-

\ .
lunps‘beca-o dark candy lalands as he pioppod then into

Eh. crcaa. “My father had us all Juggllng and balanclng

on nlniaturo high-wlrc; the llnut. he caught us taklng our

~

first atops. Ho 1nher1tod the business fro- ay grnnd—
father, z¢u¢e.- During the th;rtlns, fortles, flftlea. 1t
vas the srqgost fallly-run ope}atxon in Americas.

"Hy grandfathcr learned about the ctrcus f;on hi:

fnthor. who ran all the animal acts and some of the

trapeze stuff for Ringling Brothers back in .their hc?day-*

91.d with hig head inside a lion'l nouth.” A;t blew on a

. , r .
spoonful of porridge. ‘'He had this bad habit, y’'know, of

eating onilon sandwlch.a." He whacked his thlqh and lunged

forward to, clean off his porridge apoon !Onion aandwich-

+

es!™ ho chortled between swallows.
..*'01d Etienne used to gather up the stinkweed around

\ . . . A
R

»e
.

~
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. his cabin and nake 1t 1nto -ulads."‘snid Ida. *He said he

N ‘ ‘
" _found it good for the slnuaca She directed the anecdote
R 5 . :

~

to Hartlnnd in case Art dxdn t respond.
*So my fathir‘lnhoritauthe business but, you know,

!

‘ ' ) movies lnd"tovlcvlalon « « « nobody’s made r§31 money in.
| the,e;rcusfijotz. since th; war anyway. -
' “What he wanted was to build up the nggoat family
cl;gua act.in tﬁ; world. And 1f hc'hadda.bgen born a

’

little sooner, he Juat aighta done ‘er.
"Hyﬁlothcr was an orphan. y’ see, that ly grandfatMWF
found in El Paso. She came wandering through the audlenco
- 6n, night peddling a set of onyx chcahn.n.‘gettlng in the"
lw‘y of‘thé'@ondorn with their cotton candy and helium
balloons and’ all o’ your sﬁaﬁd-rd circﬁa Junk. Just a
littlo 'ktd. He took pity on h;q.zlikc. ana brouqhé her

. N . ,
\ . alang with the show, ,pretty soon she’s got all the animals

wrapped around her little finger, without ever saylng a

> word. It was like she didn’t have a’ tongue." o

. '
1

Ida Qltch;d in the corner ;f her ;y‘ her husband
ravenously shovelling down porridge as h; éalkod. 0n19
.yontoiday she had fed him, washed him, shaved hin. ﬂo
wasn’t talking the same as James--as he--used to. It
would have noél‘ilyvflkon Janes a whole week to say ;a
auch as he had airnady said fhig norning. Where were
" these silly stories and Jokoi coming from? And whyiwal he,

?talking with this accent, this--drawl? He sounded like he

» , ¢
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had stepped out of a cowboy movie.

“Anyways, o]e evening betwgén shows when. . ay mother

was sixteen, thi Heklcan ranchero singer Juan Ramirez was

" backstage. - He thought ny nothpr ‘fs quite a beauty, I

éﬁbss,'and he told her so, figuring she wouldn t know what
he was 5ay£ng. Well she 11t right into him and went
peellng,through his hide first one side and then the other
Just like she’d beer talking Hexican all her life. Shé
told that Ranlr;z dude fhat it didn’t take very gobd

]

manners on his part to go around naking personal coaments

\
“about young girls, .that it only showed how all artists

were egotists who all they ever did was use people, and'
that his cheap flattery reflected nothing less than a poor
upbringing ‘and if his father and mother had been proper

/
parents he’da known how to behave inastead of annoying

.. people who minded their own business and she would thank

him to keep his fgollngu to hlnself.‘aAnd then she shut

up. Never said another word, even on her 6wn wedding \

’

day. My father was so atﬁnn?d by all/g; this here

‘harangﬁe-—ho never once thought of her as Mexican be-

fore-—that he dragged her straight to the altar the very
‘ ,

lSarah piddod expressionless into the room.
. ""Morning, Honey ple,' said Art as she slipped past.
Sho settled 1nto a chair and stared diffuscly out of cool.

blue eyes. .

\
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\ Honey~pile?
Ida sliced a loaf of ‘bread and began naking toaat.
She brought out a pint sealer containing gooseberry Jelly.»
Abruptly Art’ said, "So where'’s féis Putnam fit 1in?**
‘ Ida atared at qutland, who stared back. She moved
hgr lips silently. She glanced around the kitchen. She
spatulaed butter qntd a slice of yeilow toast. Hartland
started to wheeze. \ ‘ .
“Ha' s Sarah’s father.; she croaked. .
Ida rose an@ péuréd a dipperful of wafer into the
kettle. She tqok out a jar ofllnstaﬁt c?ffge'éhen ;hang;d
her mind, r;aéhod back into the lower cupboard and took
out the coffee perqolator'she and,Ja-ea had recgived as a

w;ddlng present. She fingered each scoop of the old

cof fee grounds for bugs before dumping it into the pot.

" When the brew was ready Art took a large swallow fronm his‘

s‘lug and gazea droallly at the rising corkscrew of sfeal.

-

“My father’s nain target in life was one day to have

a set of quintuplats ' He chuckled, smiling into his

coffpo.' "Sonotine after the crash he heard about a family

aon.ﬁlace who’d had -a set of five idantIEal g}rla that
vere adored by all the world. When he married ny mother
he had his hend fixed on this notlon they’d nake a |
latch.d set of kids.-only hiaﬁd be all_boys thgt he’d
teach the clrcua_t;ldq. teach’a to do acrobatiés and
tho\wholo shebang and he’d make the Ringling Brothers look

]
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like the Three Siooges] ' ~ : ’

"It gappened he and iy mother did have quite a few
. nultiple births, just from sheer égterninatlbn,~l gueas.‘
"Flrgt there was me and my twin brd‘Fraﬁklin, then there
was'sone other twins, two groups of triplets, even a set
6f qgads. only 1t wasn’t enough for my dad. Know>§bge;
thing? He wore my mother out with all qf.thts. gventuhIF
ly_old Pop, he just decided to go for it once and for |
all-; No édfe }gssln' around. Went on a nine-week absti-
nence, digted‘bn crabmeat and nagé%Jbuttef—-next thlngsyou
know there{a ﬁon_back to\nornfl;ln her maternity drcss;s‘
ahéisuro‘enough, rpundﬁflve nonths;coneh,balln} out fh&sq
.Péven sealish kinda outflts-l‘Tﬁewtpree Phat‘,urvlved\@enf :
right Qtraiéht into the }npubgtor‘and pﬁetty sooﬁ 1t was
down to.one. I remember ;t to this day: flshy.sor£§ déa}.
Yy 'know, with its veins ;11 sﬁbﬁing through the skin }lkel
’lf you’ve ever seen an_dnborn'noﬁae. Fln&lly.one after-
noon in Atlanta, Georéig 1t went into convulsions and
;naed‘up choking on 1ts own vomit after 1t got stung
on.the earlobe by a bee." ' ) : //

"Sar;h'" cried Ida. She snatched the glrl‘s wrist ]
and beeled open her flngers to retrleve a crayon
Sarah'a clenched teeth displayed gregn wax—-smears as
kgg dug her finger around the pink guas.

. "She’s never done anythlng like that before.

“What happened then?' pressed Hartland. [da looked
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up sharply and scowled a warning. Hartland’s eyes were

- big and round. She ran a‘glass of water and nade Sarah

o

* .rln’.n . ’

**Well, he was a brokeh man, y’see. He wasn'i'naking“
' any‘loney. and by now he had like twenty-two mouths to
feed. Qpe'day he hoﬁpéd off the clrcu; traln‘and walked
straight‘out into t@e Sierra Nevgda basin.'" Art ;hrugged
‘aqd sighed. '"We got a few postcards: Philippines, Algska.‘
. Puerto Rico, Hawaii. It sounded like he was aching to
\\ cone bhack home to the fanily only:he couldn’t face us and
' so he gotiinto doing a maglc act on cruise ships. ivgry
tine a letter arrived, I struck out $o find him. And I " SN
haven’t caught up with hia yet." '
The living room couch springs groaned and the

TV hissed to life. 'So how can we apply these Zen ideas
on W treet?" Presently Warren shuffled past the ¢

-kitchen table t6 the porch. Everyone listened to him t;k;
his coat from thé deer antler rack. Ida watched through
the window as he clomped out to the ch;ckencoop.
"Ta}gatlve kinda guy," said Art, awirling the dregs
of his coffee before knocking them pack. He slapped his
kho.sf "So whure do I start?® ,
| ‘‘part what?" said Ida.
"Horklng. What\do I do to earn ay keep?'
. qu'atprod at the coffee rings on the flowered otl- "

cloth. Hartland, a.deer easing its tongue towards a

-
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salty hunan hand, nunhled lnto hls bowl, "I guess you AR
could help A-ne feed the s-s-ss-—tock " Ida considered.

1
Qf course., Get hin ‘back in his old routine. After ~’

all, he was basically the same man as before with ‘a bit of

: dregheé—upﬁafhff toaséd in. He’s had long endugh to drean

up anything! thouqbt Ida. u R ' -
) “You got 1t#" Aré,stood up brightly. He snapped his
elbows back several times and ﬁolled his right.shouidar

‘around as though worklng out a. ktnk
: A; he was leavlng Ida grabbed Hartland aside and
:a;dq‘"Now don’t ypu.sta;§ believing any of this, ntnd."
"But maybe it all k-kinda hapﬁened when he. was -
y-young and he .3- Just sorta lost track of the t~tt--ine.*
: “Jales Cole never got any farther than the North

Stoney He only ever left Born Wlth A Tooth Huniclpallty‘ S———

4'

the tlle he had his appendlx out '

’

g Ida ‘leaned dga!nst»tha slnk and sighed. It all made ‘

her woozy. Even though she knew the storles\xgre false, e L
she couldn t sift any ''James’ out of ghcl. Noé-;yen 1h

:thq telllng.,»

| James Cole had had a quiat way of dollng out tldblts

of:knowledge or instructlon.'gxplalnlng the watgrtlghtncss '

‘of the beaver 1odgé or waking little Hartland in the .

li@dle of the'night to watch aksow deliver; ﬁe couid call \

a loon or a cqyote.so well the anilalswould:answer and

-

come near, and at ﬁ}ght he thrilled Ida and letlind with



//

' Doprolnioh tales she had heard hundreds of times, like the

5aby who had to be thrown from the cutter to fend off the
rapacious wolfpack that grew closer and closer while the
horses whinnied in fear. But most days, as they worked
together on the fara, the man hadn’t uttered more than a
cd;ble of words. And abovi all, from everything Ida could
recall about him, her husband .had been content with dgxng
things the regular way. Hadn’t he?

Her morning had got off to a bad start. All these :
tales had ati;rod thensalv;a into her memories of
James-—1t had been fourteen years after all--and for th;
moment she couldn't completely separate them. She dumped
her coffee in the sink and made a cuplof instant to clear
her head.

Maybe i1t was a sort of winter madness. One fall the

: 61d Dutch elevator agent, who always opened his dropleaf

desk and gave Hartland a plece of salty Netherlands

licorice whenever they went to dump a load of grain,
boarded his windows and headed North to uork,as a cook at
a mining camp. ‘Unaccuatonéd to solifude, he went bushea.

and according to his workmates, irose froam bed one night

" to fry up every egg‘ln the place. A dishwasher, sleeping
{ih the next room in the cookshack, woke to the sound of

.hammering and found the old Dutchman singing the German

anthhl and nailing the oggs.\aunﬁysido up, to the wall.

Ida avoided Art’s eyes when they returned to the

o

61
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‘Hartland as they passed in tho‘hallw@}h ’

N
¢

housetrailer. SHe t&ok'ﬁho pailful of égg; and ﬁlacod.
them in the little hollows inside the fridge door. **You

.can’t know how I’ve needed you‘all these years,' she said.

" " “Aw shucks ma’am, 1t’s my pleasure to'lend a helping

hand. This here farm must give you a good plle of chores

s

to take bafd of come summer. Y’'know I’d be, of a.llnd to

stick around and help out with the gardenwork 1f you

figured you could use a guy who doesn’t mind working.

Your kids are Jjust swell but this Putnan’s about as

- useful, 1if 90u don’t mind my saying so ma’am--'"

"Just--never mind. Look, how about if you .
primed the waterpump?" '
"bono!" said‘hrt. “Just show me the way."

"Let ;e,éo with him this time,” Ida whispered to
"WIS‘IY d—-dad really 1in the c-cire=-"'
"Don't.paylany attention to that craﬁ." '
Hartland;s'broafhlng spgd up. '"But where’'d hohé-gct

it all fron?“

62

"1 don't know. He’s not all there. Maybe give him a

cquple of days to r.ndjuat.J

The boy'ﬁ jaw muscles Bulgpd in and out as he ground
hfa‘tooth. “But tsn’t he better, 1sn’t he b-better now
than he w-was? He’s cured!"”

. “He’s half cured.” '

"W—what’g”wréng with him this w-way?"

I



“He’s not your father this way, that’s all. No
more so than Warren.'
Harﬂl&nd’l'ch.at gave a painful wheeze.

% \

Ida led Art, a hot kettle of snow water in'oach'hand.

over the trail. through the cépso of willows behind the
trailer. Here and there an 1naulatton-wrap§od'pipc poked
ouk of the snow, finally ducking into a slope-roofed
shanty that listed over the riverbank. A small olcctrtc‘
motor was plugged into an extension cord which ran tp the
“houso inside the pipe’s fibreglass blanket. Art pushed
the ,loctrlc plug tight ;nt; the .xtcn;lon cord and
examnined the motor like one who enjoys knowing how
éhings function. He used some ;f the hot water to thaw
the lodged ice and the rest ta priio the pumnp. In a
minute wntir was qurgllnélup theiplpo from the ice-capped
rtv;r. ' - '
On their vay back througg the trees Qrt stopped at a
trail of split, pointed tracks. “Some kind of hoofed
animal?" ’

" _ 1da moved closer and peered at the prints. "Whttg:\
tail, I guess.” ) § g
A large nest, thatched with coarse sticks, stood

naked in the boughs of a nearby poplar. '"What kind dé

bird made that mansion?'’ asked Art.

)

“Magple."

i
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’ This 1: good. thought Ida.” Even thohéq Hi'a foréSt-
ten cvorythinq. ho "1l soon be back to normal 1f h- keeps

asking all these questions.
. . O "\‘ Q
"I really appreclate your hospitality,’” satd Art.

. N
- ,
P

"You folkl nake ne f.ol rXth a‘ home." - o

. Art also notlccd whcre a pqrcupinc had n.atly
A
strlppcd the bark off a young tree’s baa.; cxpostng a
——" ,

spindly whlte ah!nbonc. and qﬁbppcd to cup hxs ear,

-

. 1uton1ng to a blrd~nlody Ida couldn’ t adonttfy The old T,

~

‘Uan.s could hav.. It 1ookcd llkn Q:}torybook farm, she

-—r

r.alizcd. looking lt it through ncw,cyal. Hemmed on thrae
sides by the spring-fed cresek, %ﬁS\Pro?d flat flelds o o

spfcld open fron tﬂo roud'llkc the wlngs of a moth.  The ,‘

o e ~

"land had bcon lO parched in r-ccnt yoars that the beaver .

Y

pond, ice-topped now, "thawed each ‘summer 1nto a sagging

pog that bred snails and reeked. Idaptqylslonod taking

A}

“Art on a fialdtrip like when her gf.ng-aunﬁ came up from
Spokane: -the beaver lodge, the whryrh!tr.d buffalo boul-

'& ders where the great beasts had scratched enormous
. L , ' . )
" ittches. There were all sorts of new and interesting
ST _ : ; .
things thay could show ‘the man. -~

. ' ' r

She fljnéhdd as she realized what she waa‘thtﬂktng.

L
-

,
) N
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“You might thing#you’ré foolin’ us all." Hartland.

bR WY

wheezed a llttlg and looked up fronm tholporch step, trying

to lio in tht kltch.n window. '"You ;1ghf think we’ll (\\A;-'

’ bolxovo anything around hcr.. He took h!a\inhaJQ} and

/J
gave himself a shot.

. o »
He was waiting for Art. Thc lah'qlwiyi\inl}stcd on
"hclplng with the chores now, but whon he saw Hartland’s

mother wa-hlng dishes he ltoppod to help hor ary.’ .

, Hnrtlnnd nlroady had: his skxdoo--uit on so hé wait.d

<

*

- outlldo.’ The sun was hot.
Art hadn’t stopped tulking since the ‘aoment he .
Varéivodx when he was in bootcnlp, thc tine 'he watched an
alllgator .It & man in a Loulllan; bayou, why the best

-

ollnga qulnbirbuck' have Italtnn names, whcro to go 1in El
%

@ ——
-

Pt-o to gdt really: good frxq;l.n. how ,,quy who was smart

-could nake boctloa?s of money 1mporting fron the Paczflc '

Ria. Hartland was tired of 1it.
“You might think we're a pretty slow bunch.”
ﬁartlnnd’l thuabsaudged memories of his

fcthor--p.tchodatbgothoh with‘lcr.pl of his mother'’s

-torlol lnd~“}tlfact: such as tho nvcty hockcy pnda-—woro

, .
o : . ]
P U ;
3
. ‘ .
" . v : -
N . . B - . . N .
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ﬁnog at al] like Art. " The fantastic stories nalﬂo..h; wa;
unllkc anyone Hartland had amet around Buffalo Plains. . sb
ﬁo'd botnfon the farm two days and alr;ady he'a~t;kon

.o§er. | r

There was something . . . trlcky_about this Art. He

‘ knew fli lyfut everything without being told. fhlng; he )
shouldnft knoge, innovatloqstth:t hadrarrlved long after

the day of the Ehlckénqoop. Sfar fro- the living rooa ,

rocklng.chpir. Art##had stood on the porch the night

- b before and polnt;d out lights that came from satellites,
not'ﬁs£ra1 bodlgs{ he described what would occur in the
’.Vfﬂi‘ff\f full—léalo laser w;r. He '‘knew what the UHF
\“Hf knob was for on the TVv. f
. Art even had Harren pegged. " His accond evenlng on l

the fara, when H.rren put on .his coat and sto-pcd out,

presulably‘to the henhousc. Art cpntlnucd qhuffling
cards at the cardtable and muttaered to hilselfi “That fool ~
will aot‘thc whole place on fire one time."

: *
If Hartland wasn’t careful he found himself thinking .

of.the man, who was obviously a nof-fully-recovered Jllil'.

~

Cole, as someone else, someone new.

-~ .

d ¢ LN A” Al",t . ’ 1 ' ) +

He canme out onto th‘ step dressed in a red mackinaw
- B
and cowhide workgloves.
,/{; “You m-m-might th-lh—th--yous ll“;lgh-'th aink--"

Hartland wheezed, feeling he was going to vomit. He took

.l . | \ \
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a shot from his tnhaler aﬁd caught his breath.
got a gr.gé spread here. A great ;proad." Hartland had
to breathe hgrd‘to keep up with the man as~h!’wa1k¢d '

t

toward ' the barn. “Just look at how that olé sun ilkil the

snow élllton and shine. Won’t be long before it all melts

away and yéu'ce'lnto spring.’
Art‘hcld llcroaahan-liioa nlob-pnll while Hartland
acooped feed into 1t with a coalahovol 'fho pigs pushed
and grunted as Art dumped thc nah 1nto the f!ri tr‘ough:‘
an old claw-footed bathtuh wlth,gn. sidc cut down. Arty
pointed to a yearling wtth a black Hudson’s Bay -ap on its

"

loin.
aC

. . {
“Look at that one there,' he said over the eplg nolse,
“There’s something funny lbdut'ﬁhq way ho'a walking."
The pig was having trouble squeezing through the

row of buttocks by the trough; 1t lcurﬁiod back and

67

“Yeah," said Art, patting him on the shoulder.. “"You

forth on thrcn lcgl. holding its left rear leg in the Alr.'

"Slnqlo hix out and let’s have a look," said Art

Hartland, wcdgod a grlxnahovol(bctwcan the lanme pig
and the others and pushed it to thd edge of the pon. The
pig wriggled wildly as krt held it pinned on lts back.
A fencing staple was stuck between khc two horns of thq\
hoof. Hartland ran to tho workshop for a pair of plyers.
Bloody acro.-a\cpltt the air as Hartl;nd wrenched out the
-tnpldﬁ saking the other pigs squeal and dance arouna

— ~

?

'
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norvousiy. ' After the wound was stcrxltz.d.sﬁo‘pxg.
N . f 9 .

'coﬁtlnuod‘runnlng on three feet for a:while boforo.to:tlng

. “Y
out the fourth one.

.

Art lpokd-swogtly to the naule and cow as he forked °

hay into theilr stalls, ‘‘There you are, old girl,'" “There
. - ,

you §o. Brown Eyes.’” He held a w%ﬁtk of crested wheat-
' . LA ~

'grasa under the snout of thc.godt.“tendorfy rubbing the'
pet’s head a) it chonpea the stiff atalks.— The goat’'s

ceramic eyes remnained crossed on the grass as 1t chewed.
A'goft brcefc warmed tbétr facos as they walésd fronkt;g
tbarn t; the chi;konqoop; tHh‘acﬁeaka oﬁ the wheatpail’s
ﬁandlc scratched the v&lloy'a‘caln. Th;y net Warren in

the henhouse, grinning foollahiy'antdst the chickens. . -

“Hello there Sad Sack,' said Art, briskly

dumping grain into the trough. He affected a British ac
cent: “Hobnobbing with the hefinies?" He took .a broad

shlnglo 1ay1ng on tho'wxndowlcdgo aﬁd spread the grain
. g

evenly across the bottom of the trough. "Hailng a chit-

ty-chat with the chook-chooks?“~ \ co
Hartland stood by ;arlly. cyﬁa on Warren, who said
noth;ng. Art inspected the roostbunks and reached 1into
the ;ol;t straw for eggs the colour of tea and lllk:\ He
disregarded the reddy-brown rooster who glared dgflantly

at his rubber boot.
“

J

\)In the afternoon Hartland took his father for a
L
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'ckxd;o ride. Past the truck; parked at an anxious tilt,
dp th;,blt of dold—cnd~road.unt11 it disappgnqdd. the
.lachlno_lnbourod up tho'sgnrp to the hilltop. The skidoo
slowly caught its breath on the upper flatland. Hartiand
ikithd—thczpdqo.of the Indian Reserve, buzzed the
fﬁnf.ncoa“brow of th. valley ané the jagged fields that
tgn;od the lhlrp‘d}qp. Hﬁ;n they cane full—cqulo back to
the east end above the fﬂr-yard. Hirtinnd turned off the

/key and let the skidoo glide to a stop. The motor

' blubbered, choked and died. . Ly

-

‘The sides of the valley were whltc:élgh anowlfor only
the third time this yiar,‘ In the ;onanfy curves of the
'opﬁotltc hills dark V’'s of cpdrso\bruah were cralnoa'lnto

‘tho\r;undod clefts. The hlllsido‘it the feet of the men
had shifted under its own whxghg,'-liclngfbpon a waf- ‘
fle-patterned gaphor.natwork-bon.ath the tpggh sod: A

“wind-eroded 3010100110 ;tood o;rxly alone like an earthen
toé;l polot ‘ |

“The second p—pp;—ingo that used to be noxt.to this |
one got b-broken off last year," llid Hartland. ‘'‘One of
the Indians--Parker Lacasse--went fv.r in a ;nowu-no-
bile."” Blulsh squares of windshield glass glittered at’
the base of the stump. \ ‘

"You'r..lucky'fqlkl'to be living in such an awesome

'onvxron-ont.“ lafd Art1ﬁt the same inastant as the rooster

crowed in the henyard.

s

LY
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The trav.r-. of bald prairie was brokcn by orderly

1

. farmstead windbroaks that from thia distance lookod

~

“ foolish and artificial conplrod to the natural poplar

bluffs on the Reserve side. In the Cole yard were the red
and thto barn, two gable-roofed granaries, grayboard

{

workshop, chickencoop with its fenced-in pen.(Warren g
Putnam, hands deep in his pockets, lgaﬁed in the henhduse
doorway). A U-shaped sandbag stack--used during years of

heavy spring run-off--was roofed with planks on; an old

"CNR snod¥ence, converting it into' a winter storage shed

for the tractor and some small field i1mplements. Along '

the fenceline separating the yard fronm the field stood a
snow—-covered blndor reel, an old lultl passenger bOI-l ‘

bardier and other asnort.d Junk.

1

Hartland had never seen anything apocial about the

.arca: it was like having a vtaittng dignitary on’ “the

fara. He pointed down at the sharp brink. "“The b-b--buf-

.falo used to graze up here on these flats.- An’’ these

cliffs here, the Indlaﬁs used to run ’‘em over an’ s-—-

em.
He folded his aras ;;d leaned back as Art’s eyes
piulboa the buffalo drop. Hartland prodded hoarsely, “But
you really know all ab-bout this already, d-don’t you?"
His chest whcoz.d like a kicked accordion. ;
Art scuffed the snow from a lichen-skinned boulder.

Hartland followed his gaze as he looked off~1nto the uky:

-
L
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long Ang,bluc*éuvc'fbr one friendly flat-bellied chi- .
nook cloud and, far ﬁ& the south, an old ‘white trail of -

] N ' . v ‘!
Jet smoke that fluffed out like a crocus in water.

. Finally Art nodded and cleared his throat. - . -
“Ayuh, 1 guess so." IH0~3£8dedhhia c&.a and stared
into tﬁo distance. ‘You see, long before Slttlng Bull
kicked Cﬁltir‘a bﬁtt——nna I'm nog saying 1t(;ff6r sure the
Sioux pulled this old triqk ii Little Big Horn--these

kinda bluffs\played n'parf'tn»sOlq heavy massacres.'

e He reflected. ““And Just, add a few pointed sticks and you

qot-yourloif a mantrap like the .Cong used t6 griot us with
in Nam." A s o . B

{
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- _‘card-from thp left. pllo and turned it, the Queen of

Ly our.vo for count ud na 1

vot 0o ty."

Ida fanned herself with her croéhetlng. All the

windows were open but the trailer was as stuffy as';

gritnbin. She glanced around .the iivfng rooa at the
others. |

" Warren, feet up on an overturned laundry basket,

i

: snored softly in the rocklng chair. Sarhﬁ sat splay-leg-
\chd on the rug colouring pebblad flowers on squares of
‘pqper towel. Hartland slouched into the chesterfleld and

eyed Art at the card table.

Art divided éhc deck of cards, all creasé—cornered

and‘out of snap, into two soft piles. He lifted the top

Hearta. so Ida and Hartland could see. Hartland looked

bored. Art roplacgd thq card and slapped the other stack :

ov.rtop 1t. He shuffled deftly and cracked the cards on

. thotr sides, thon flashed the top card: Queen of Hearts.

Ho cut the deck and spllcad the two floppy pillaes, rlffllng

*fth. corners together with a zip. He lifted a ‘block ofA

S A
cards off the deck and displayed the bottom card: the

*
.

hd
'
‘t

W
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'hoad and yawned.

Queen of Hearts. ‘
Ida Qlilod acknowledgenent. Hartland gcr#t?hed his

‘ The accordion  of blue-and-white biéyélb caras
stretched wider anﬁ'wldsr as Art shuffled. Flnélly he
spread ' the entire deck face down, ‘end-to-end on the
table. He took a random card and flipped the. rest
over like a row of dominoes, then snapped down the lever
card: Queen of Hearts. Next ha ordered nine carﬂs into a
square: three columns, three rows. He turnéd ﬁp the

centre card: Queen. of Hearts. - He flashed the top left

corner card: Queen of Hearts. Bottom centre: Queen ofl

Hearts. Left centre, bottom right . . . Art bundled the

cards in one hand and fanned thea, displaying a nine-card

‘stratght, in spades, three-to-Jack. He winked at Hart-

lnqd. who was leaning forward slightly, then shuffled and

cut.

Leathery muscles tensed along his wire-haired
&
forearns as he laid the .cards in strict rows. Without

;von speaking he’s different, thought Ida. Ida could not

imagine her husband;l hands--practical gardener’s hands,

accustomed to the shiny-smooth hoe handle, the velvety

texture of rich black s0ll--possessing Art’s nimbleness.

His face was a dark Indian colour. The gquarc.back

of his neck, a triangular scarf over his throat, and his

k

arm, from lid-§lcop downward, were all sunburned copper.

73
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Farawork 1is naklngfhin -anly..she thought.
Ida went silently to her bedroom, pushed aside a few
pleces|of clothing ln.a‘drawer and took out an old black-
hnd—whlte snapshot of James turning the bingo cage and

,_,,calllhg out numbers at the Buffalo Plains Hall. It

was the yearaHa;tland was born. In the living room she
held the picture next to the dolly she was crocheting and !
protend;d'to eianinq her work, glancing from ghe photo to
Abt,.wha whistled as he playedﬁ‘ The only physical - -
difference between Art and the man in the'photograph was
the red splotch in Art’s right eye. T
‘ She could\squeeze‘ﬁanes'avpeﬂsonglity into Art’s
body 1f's;e"concentr¢tcd.hard. but the past seemed so ¢~ v i
distant now, as if it had been ralated.tq'her by so;edne . N
- else like the plot of a movie. Her memories of their
life together felt as foreign ?hd unreal as old tin
daguerreotype photographs. The i&ngorlng nostalgia she
‘had felt all these years--she could remeaber fthe wayilt
used to 'gnaw at her. But she no longer fe;t it. In
spite of whatever comfort she had f;lt ;roi Harrop. I1da
had always cherished her memories of siaple contentedness
. with James. At any tln: she ;ould‘have welcomed her
. husband’s recovery. -
Unladen with the disabpolnt‘enta ind.unfulfillcd
dr;;la of a real past, élftad. pirhapa. with :’l§nory Eull
of adventuresones, roneniic falcs; Art had ‘swooped in and

|

i
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i}

seized control of everything. Warren showed hia actual
M
respdct--he was intimidated by Art. Already there was'a

~

silent bond between Art and Sarah.
. [ .

It was frightening. Art’s description fit the

\

neldhbourhood famnily man convicted of -a s&riqg of heinous
sex cfineq: able, 1ntoillgent. exuding human warath &nd
charisaa, yet in spite of all appearances, completely
isolated within his own reality. Yet where did a roallty.
of tightrope-walking and jugglihg merge with the neckframe N
Art had constructed to prevent the cow from sucking her

own milk, or the garden tractor’s faulty power takeoff,
which Art had dismantled anq somehow instinctively
f}ttﬂonblod in such a way that it worked? James would

never have dared attempt such a thing.

S

w, ¥W ers sa Vi e
! . W o D v
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Art’s arrival was like being awikcnod from a dream by
the clanging of dishes; JII.; st11l hovor.d sonewhere
nearby but he was growing fuzzy. Ida felt like she actu- -
al}y hadn’t seen hin during the past fourteen years--dis-
appeared like one of those l;n in magazines who go out for
br‘ad oﬁc day and never return. Now Art continually
wormed his wnyilnto her nc;orlta of her husband--the

stories, the accent, the voice 1tself. Art spoke the way

old wealthy farmers eventually took to speaking after ’
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:,f:mSunaay dinner: stuffed and groggy with the biggest neal qf‘
the weak, the aen cooled thelr tea ln‘thctr saﬁters and . -

smoked, ¢iving opinions ln'llow loud volces on the dea'th

of the small town, the Crow Rate, the general folly of
Ottawa; eulogizing an era, they talked from the gut,
allowing theaselves to prgdgct rather than to wonder, to
know rather than to think, corpuloht,and prosporoua'ln

their harvest years. Art spoke in that a.lffaasurod voice
all the ttme. If he had sonething to say he péat.d 1t
ylthoué any humaing i;d hawing, without any of this
cbrr;ct-lc-lft}'l-wrong “eh?" which Sunday tourists }rén
Montana and North Dakota Illlck;d as thoy'askcq,wher; they
1could find beer. | e |

Janes, softspoken about hi;\achihvonongp; pollt; to .

olé ladleg wvearing hats--Jases Cgio. expert at‘und;lng
knots an& straightening pictures.on the wall, who could
nake § whistle by squeezing a blade of grass b‘twocﬁ his «
thunbs .na blowing through his cupped hands--was this the

man sitting before her?
' »



N

“l don’'t know what yoﬁ’ro trying to pull . . .* mum-

bled leﬁiand bver' the cliioqr of rushing w;tor.
His father--or Aré--by?now acqptlntod with every
.corner ;f the fara, fro; th.‘boc;-bottlé-brown iaple-
:'lonts along t§c'fonc-11nc to the final unbrokég_:sro of , .
ntono-.ﬁudd.d,p.stur., was at the' riverbank, a roly-poly
sandbag on each |ho§1dorc Thc rl#er had stargcd rising

- the night .before and they’d sandbagged fhéoubh t111 -

daybreak.
| “I don’t know what you’re trying .'. . It’s not
going . .';"‘ He dropped two sandbags into place and went

H
LY

gnck\for more.

N The runoff was the worst Hartland had ever ‘seen. It

» \ : R
© .Wwas coming earlier and loro\furious}y than in other

.ysars. But wﬂy? Hartland wanted to know. There had
lbarcly been any snow all winter. | |
't ~ Gullies trickled down the hillsides in little
"rolilcklnq waterfalls. fho U-ahapod river had broken up
\ , lntO’tOIbIIESI which heaved overtop one another in an

ice-jan, bordered on each shore by a jagged barr}cado.

- The wrenching twist of one ice—-cake had rcnf the plastic

”

“,




plpo'fro- the pumphouse, laklhg 1t ncciaaari'to{drqw water

fr§l the handpump in the yard. The water had spewed right
over the stacked floes on the beaver pond uhd into th{

flield.

+

Somehow Hartland knew that it had come with Art.
] don’t know what you’re trying to pull on this here

farm but ™’s hot gonna . . . you’'re no{ fooling . . ."

» 4

« He l11fted another pailr of the bags from the sandbag.
machine-shed and cluualiy lugged them toward the river,

bunttnghthel with his knees. - '

*

So far he and Art had sandbagged a line that startad
south 6f the barn and curved around the yard, laying the

bags not right at the w-tor'aﬂ;dge. Sué on the inat@a'of

4

o the willow border; the pudgy gunﬁyaacks'acttled into large,

., firm bricks. Now th.9 were making a second row. Hartland .

: A
wearily laid his two bags' in place.

-

*“I’11l never forget Hurrxcino Cénsudlo-d&%n in Corpd;

Christi,' hillered Art. }“Her;.wo come o?;r'ilhlll'thh a
cohvoy of trucks all carrying the anlna}a; you know, at ,
that time we had a full show of cats so we had ‘one
éltt;.?trllltr with lions and another with ;1?&t95 and we
thad'down into a sort of dlgh trying not to hydr&ﬁlan‘.

Atho way 1£'é talﬁlng and bléwinq. and here we go up over
,this hill :ﬁd.-tr;ight dqwn into a blg washout, wit.r 

»

right up over the hood of the Peterbilt I was driving and

+

ay brother Floyd.rlqht‘on ay tatl.”

.
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ran N
. ‘ “ . ‘ .
They each grabbed ‘two more sandbags from.the stack.
H;rtIgnd’l aras felt l11Ke rubber as he dragged them to the

- 'dyko'»l Gotta keep going, he told himself.

4 ]

[t Well .rnt'-thlng :to do was let lcose all these

¢
N

lions and gers aot\\?thcy'don't drown. Of course the next

sandbag so that it rolled over the other side \
h)"m‘fand ‘:p‘]‘.aafh'cda'lnto the “F‘uxng water. -
)":"h. 4 *“Look I t‘:\fdbn'tﬁ‘xcally‘ wanna hear ab-b-bout' 1t," he
y . ‘ -
‘ satid. . ; )
', - 'E"Huh? Vha\ty’; IIY’?" shouted Art above the roa‘r. £
B ‘ "L satd . . - I satd tt’s t-too hard to h;ar o'vor.

| th‘u"nolgp\.' 1’11 hafta c-catch ya later on this one." "
) t . ! . ’ h
I —_ '*Oh yeah okay. 10-4." . - :q/‘.,.
" ; | . Bylghio u.e. Lil‘c.ilod ﬂk‘»roakfa»at )thoy had con- :
-,;;'\ (’.niruégod a stodgy wall afrc;-“thc'ﬁﬁgmofpthc field to the ‘
o pat:nyirdt Hlarrlin swallbwed : bowl of porridge and sulked
o ‘l~ ! his vnyj to t‘hclrl\‘or ‘where he Sirudgcd Prom the stack to
, -." i '&thq dek'c 'car.r’y{ng,onc'bag ’at a tll,o.,\ Before long h" ’ |
3 ~ . .stopped Qn nld;patﬁ and set di»wn tho} aandbﬁag he was 3
.car‘ryl}\’q to tie hu': shoelace. He, stood up stl’xffly. ‘
) ‘Vgr:sn'ét 'nd llgbid‘\as h’ Jifted the bag ‘;gln‘. then |
‘~!lna y dropped xt‘ on the trail ;nd headed toward thc . ( ‘
. chickancoop. gu.t thén Art Arrl‘vod. | lz'rchxng br\sk%y with
‘ T . .('hll \'120.':1 two ?u;\db’d'g‘l. ('H? swung the bage dow.\“onto tﬁc ‘._ §

~ . : SN

i ’ , ., “
M v . x

[ / . , N . X
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ground and too“a long quick stride.

“No way Jake!" He spun Warren around by the shoulder
and steered hinm é;ck~to th; abandoned sandbags. "There
“ailn't gonna be no chickencoop thla'nornlng.t/ He set his
own two bags on Warren’s shoulders. 'Visit your friends
sqle‘otﬁcr day.'" Art lifted bhe man’s @rqpped bag
-and dousled the load on his right shoulder, nearly- .
toppling Warren. ‘'Big hunky*guy like you oughta be ;blg
to lanaée more than o6ne.” He pushed Warren in the right
direction and'patéed his broad behind. ‘'‘Come .on Sad Sack,
look alive," .' - '

‘Warren, gac1turn. hobbled along the troughed cowp‘&h
to the river- |

When 1t bacanae too far to walk t; the pille they ‘
loaded both the pickup and the hayrack. let{and pullcd
the rack to the bridge and began a Tine that squirmed
through the trees towu}d: the tratler. His shoulder
lulélcs were so0 tight he had to stretch to scratch his

1

head. R : ) 5

' There was no aud between the trees. It was hard to
believe lt had snowed Juaély‘roo weeks earlier. The ice
had IOannod up a lot; lt &aa melting fast. Hartland took
5’ 4 hlv sheepskin veat and set it on the trlctor fander.

“Whosoever shall put away.hxa wife causeth

conait adultery.’

- H; started the tractor and moved the ayrack a few



.
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l.t}.l toward th; tratler. The walk through the trees was
lonacr and more rugged hcro“) .
‘‘He that knoweth his wife then sayeth he knows her
not 1is like unto‘hin that giveth a writing of divoncement
unto his wtfc and thus causeth her to connl£ adultery."
/ Hc ntoppcd to tlghton his bootlaces.
- “"He that donloth his wife and his son and .yet kocpcth
hla rent and his cattle dcni.th the Lord.

- “l will visit thee with fire and earthquakes and

" . R 1
l_%’ 4
I N

\\

bl

. aras like a baby.

4

. and floods!'"

When he got back tc the hn*rack ho.stoppcd and
watched Art still workfing vigorously near the pumphouse.
Warren Puthl came into ylcw.:carryrng a sandbag in hl;

7

- )
Hartland sighed. "Saving for the causs of fornica-

-tlon." “ \' - . -.{‘

He met the oth;r two l.n.halfway between the tratler
and the puaphouse. Art -tarilod hll. slapping his hand
lnEo Hartland’s and snaking it tighfly the way ﬂaftland
had seen An.r1c1n Blacks' do on teleéilxon. ’ \

“Yeq’'re bottln‘ there!" said Art, grinning.

‘ Warren turned the other zay. rooted around in his ear
wl€;~;;| finger and yawned. He wiped a crud ;f bruwnawnx
- \

on Kis pantleg. R

4

_ . : N
Around noon lda and Sarah ca;:\frOI the hounitrnll{f
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_on head, feet apart; walking amidstride,

82

with a lunch of boiled eggs, potato salad-and haa sand-

wiches. The lonvwcr. working f!rc-brtgaéc;faaﬁl n to.

reinforce the wall, Art heaving the bags off thq hayrack
“to Warren and Hartland. -

After they hadlcgten they rested for‘a fgw mitnutes. -
Warten waﬁt to sleep on the sandbag wagon. ‘d~Snrah'bagan
playing with her shadow, freezing in va; ous poses: hands
eeklng sideways
at her stunted noon shadow.

The sun, scintillating on the‘w;ter. forced Sarah to
aqul%t. Art formed his hand into a knife, raised i1t in an
arc until 1t cut the beam, then pulled his hand back s0
the wagcrllght ;galn played on her grave face. He moved
his hand in and out of range until Sarah turned to hia.

He flashed a conspiratorial smile and immediately lookeé
:way. From where he was stitting Hnﬁtllnd could see hls.
sister smlling to.h.r;elf.

Htrtlaq&'rocallcd a menory of his father. Once when

the ya;d flooded, James laid down,planks to walk over

. the mud to the henhouse and barn; the next rorning the

boards werae floa;gn » huddled against the workshop ltke
Jtland in a tub and pulled

sheep in a-atorl\ ames put Ha
it around the yard Like a little boat. Hartland couldn’t
fit the memory Coe i;t.

Hartlﬁpd kicked his heel against a sandbag and

‘uoardhod the valley walls for the rivulets that had

4 .
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glinted there the day before. If any more water was
runningfoff the uppor fields it was seeping down tnto the
bushy holloul and colloctlng there. Yet the rivor had
already climbed to the first sandbag row and beyond the -

farayard where they hndn't,yct\aykod. the water spilled

 over the field in a huge aloqqh. Soon.tﬁbixnould have to

sandbag the fenceline.

~

“Where’s it all coming from?" asked Hartland. Jda

‘turnod and lookod txrodly at the creeping ‘lake. Art,

standing out of .aclhot. surveyed the valley floor, .

shielding his eyes from the windshield glare of an old De
. ' ~

Soto sitting on blocks by the fencelifie. The field on the

p)
pond side shimmered silvery-white.

“It makes no s-s-sense .that the water’s gone all

c-crazy like this. [ wanna know where it’s c-coming

kY 1

from."

Hartland stood up and foliowod the wall until he caae
to a spot where the willows had been tramped down.
| “Don’t you go near that raft now, mind,'” called his
nother. v

He climbed over the sandbags iﬁd promptly skidded

"down a muddy slick into shin-deep water. Théﬁﬁhnb chill

of the river permeated his gumboots.
He sloshed his way to a stripped ashpole standing in

1
the water, seilzing fistfulls of leather willow branqhoa as

he went. Tho'polo. used for ph-hinq the raft up and down
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the river, was about four feet from the bgnk.q,ﬂartland
let hlqaclf fall forward and grabbed onto it. For an
instant 1t stood sturdily, then began to lean into
'th. rushing current. Hartland qulckly hand-over-handed,
gripping rounded nubs where branches haq bééh trinmed
until the pole t1pped~b§ck toward the bank. He heaved 1t
out of the sucking gumbo. The raft was hidden from sight,
behind a large willow. ,

He reached the slender pole around the tree and
raked at the‘water until he hltchgd}a ragged gray rope
tted to the trunk. He tugged on the rope Qnttl from
ngiﬁd the tree floated a rafi of scrag-barked logs lashed
to o1l barrels. Hartland planted the pole'lidway between:
himself and the raft and tried to vault himself over the’
swift water but succeeded only in driving the sharp-point-
ed staff firmly into tqo mud. He hung onto the pole, not
" wanting to get wet. ‘

Icy waterchines tfnkled p;nt.

He kicked madly ;nd gooaeg;cked around over hls
shoulder to see that the heavy raft had been dragged back
to its harbour, tautening the rope. The pole {ffused to
sway back toward the bank.

Flngzly he loosed his grlé and shinned down the
water-sanded pole, wood-knuckles sliding smoothly through
his fingers. Hil boots gulpod full of water. Numbing

water raged botwoon his thighs as he wobbled tho pole till

-



it pulled out. Stiffly he wielded the pole to retrieve
the raft, waded in up to his knees and bellied his waf .

onto the logs. He picked at the frozen knotlump with his

-

fingers.

The raft was yanked away instantly, carried by the
atron; river curr’nt before Hartland had a chance to start
poling. For a moment 1t snagged on a prd{:uding wil-
low-cluap and Hartiind batled out into a bed of branches
on ﬁhc opposite bank. He scrambled through the springy
trees then sloshed knee-deep through the at&ll water at
the hl{}'s edge, muck and ocoze squeegl*b through his
toes. His teeth chattered.

""That w;; stupid,' he auttered.

He could hoarltho calls of the others over the nolse
of th; vater. His family stood on the h;ywagon. watching
hin cur}oualy over the treetips: rudfaced Art, hands on
hips; Warren and Sarah, aras straight at their sides; Ida
lh;king her fist at Hartland and shouting a furious
upbraiding, all the sharp and'grltty sounds of which were
filed avay by branches and wind and wntornoiaof—and an

S

even louder noise, a roar funneling down the tree-flanked

[+]

gulch from further upstrean.

°

Hartland fixed his eyes on Art. "I $m't know what
]

you’'re trying to pull,* he said slowly. trudged a

short distance on the uneven ground and stopped. He

turned. "I don’t know whit you're trying to pull over on

»
- ~
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us . . . He wheezed slightly. He scratched his head and
look;d upriver at the source of the ravine. The ground
lt*elf rumnbled as 1f a herd of beasts was yalloping
through the inside of the hill, bellowing with the voices
of men.:

"I don’t know what you’'re trying to pull on this here
farm but 1t i1sn’'t gonn; work . . ." He considered..

*As long as I’m in charge."
He strode on.
ot -

At the base of the hill stood a saskatoon grove. Fed
by the spring which kept the leafmould soggy all summer,
the saskatoons had flourished into a dense thicket the
size of a lach{pe shed;;bearlng bushels of purple ber-
ries. Now the trees swayed and rocked as though battered
by a gale. 'The heavy trunks shudéered. boughs fllnglng.‘
shivering fingers of water. 6 Hartland climbed up the
grassy hillside, slumped down on the ground and panted, a
fine shower spraying his face. A rainbow arched over the
raving saskatoons llk; a magical Quonset hut.

Hartland poured out ‘his boots and clambered along the
od;e of the hillside, grabﬁlng wiry saplings and hanks of
stiff grass. He wanted 'to see where the water was coaing
from. The spring had always just seeped from the gase of .

the hi1ll, so weak that it never really:spouted out in any

one spot.



‘pale red.
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* He ‘couldn’t even hear his own gasp of pain as, Y
’ ¢
blinded by the dense mist, he grasped the thorns of &
rosebush. A chunk of hillaide gave way under his feet and

he slid, scraping his biliy and uprooting a small tree.
For an instant he gliapsed a black cavern with long
pointed spikes nahglng from the celiling. Then a wall of

gelid water slamned his chest. He bobbed up long encugh
. ' LN

to gulp for air, swallowing instead a mouthful of slush,

and was imaediately thrashed through a ;inglc of flalling
saskatoon branches that battered hla-kxdndya, shins, the
brxdge of his nose, until a pugo sur.ge of hillwater chuted
from the Dgroat'black mouth a'n::l hurled hia through the ?
wrnnglo. aqn.raaultcd..analle into the river.

He sputtered to the -urféce and dog-paddled to
the riverbank whera he clung éo’a wllloy ;lth the crook

/
of his left ara. The water rushing away from him was was

4 0

e

“Art," he heard himself call. ,

&

v
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‘"His poor eyes look like .teabags,” said Ida. She’
placed a facecloth containing two lcecubes across his
eyes, one cube 1p each socket, and tucked the glankota
along his sides.” His body tensed as Art dqbbed lodine
onto his chin.

**Looks like he was éled up in a bag of cats and the
cats did better’n he did,'" said Art’s voilce. -

‘“Doozer of a creamin’, eh?" offered Warren in h.s
cartoon characth voice.

"Strangest little cuts,’ said Art. ““They’re avery-

~

v

‘ﬁwhor.." _ |
’ Ida had no 1dea how Art had heard Hartland’s cry for.
help. The:way hocdart,d to the riverside and +ent
thrashing through the willows alerted hear that Hargland
was 1in t}oublo. When she caught up with Art he was Jjust
~ pulling Hartland out of the water by the shoulders.
Ianediately he tore open Hartland’s shirt and p;undod the
boy’s red chest untli his breathing wai once again strong,
then he. briskly rubbed his auscles.’ *
At that moment, watching his fas{ and effic;cnt

actions to save her--to save .their--son, she had a

-
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thought she felt she should be ashamed of, but wasn’t. It
began the same as when she’d watched Art play cards aﬁé
listened to hia tell his stories: she saw the sure

expression on his face, the lack of hesitation in his

‘movenents, and said, Qpncs was never llka this. Janes

would probably have saved Hartland froam drowning, but not
with the sane style, the same self-assuredness. She had
grown used to looking at her husband and thinking how
differently he acted now, almost as i1f three weeks ago
when he came to, he was reborn, a truly other person frona
the one ahe had narried. Bui this tine when she thought,
James was never like this, she coulén't help adding, It
would have been nice if he was.

“Well doctor,*' she said, "I think you deserve a cup'
of coffee. Acsually you deserve a medal!"

“Aw, well, I think I’1l]1 settle for the coffee just
the same,' said Art.

The porch door slammed as Warren went outside.

If only he could ko.ﬁ his new Art side, with all
its ablo‘good hurnour, and at the same time be rcnlnded
somehow who he roall; was, that he was James Cole, heér
husband. ’ |

She realized she was ru?blng the soft flannel of
his sleeve and staring at the way the paterial was

stretched tight over his bicep. She dug her fingers into

his ara. Before she knew it her mouth was inside his and

’

>

“~
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"she was being llﬁtod and carried out of Hartlaﬁé'a--tholr
son’ s--room and into her own.

He started to unbutton his collar bu€11§n pushed his
hands away and took‘ovor. finally tearing open pho shirt.

Y- .
She pulled it back over his shoulders and rubbed her hands

across his hairy Lh;at. Evcgythlng felt the samaea. She ‘
struggled out of %or own- shirt as his callouased hands all&.
up her sld;a. Hoiwas kissing her neck, sands busily
unfastening hooks*and—gyon and dome snaps. Oh James [
Ill;.d you, she whispered in her mind. $he didn’t
have the nerve to speak the words. She stepped out of her
Jeans and allowed him to ease her backw;rds onto the bed.
'Th.y moved like a palr of trapeze artlata\swinang
netless over a sawdust floor. She’d forgotten what he
éhuld be like, this man with the lion-tamer body. Art
was-—-Janen was-—-Jamnes-Art-James, what difference did 1t
nake they were the . . . where’d he learn to . . . he was
‘doing things she didn’t cv;n know were . . . “That’s—-*
. + . he knew more than card tricks, this-=Art~. . . how

had she gone this long without . . . she had never

¢« « « Jamnaes never
tried anything
like

( this

-



~w11d oats.

Wt

Hartland shivered and sweated through a.fovcrtsh\\
sleep, an cndio-a portage through a dark sweaty land,
d&ttoa here and there with landmarks froa home: sunny
bﬁgwn-dycd Susans peeking through ; laund of fieldrocks
which Art had said reseambled the To-g of—thc’Unknown
Soldier; a certain minty hayslough bordered by wild roses,
in the dreah black with tent caterpillars; the beaver
lodge, which Hartland and the others entered quite
naturally like the barncat-overrun farmhouse of their
bachelor neighbour Hank Bourassa. The beaver wearlily
counted heads, set out a package of stale gingersnaps nn&
scalded a pot for tea. The sandbagging continued with

gunnysacks thch were filled at a central depot and

fastened with bindertwine, only to grow lighter on the wty‘

to the dyke as they leaked a slippery trail of noxious
Charged ytﬁh a mission of elemental importance,
Hartland found himself using his father’s folding bed as a
plflboat. tacking his way across what was at times the
floor of the trailer’s living room, at others a bitter,

flint-gray sea ained with lowering icebergs. No‘nby Art

R
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demonstrated how he had extanded the rocking céalr tracks

-

in an oval around the room. He explained the features of
tho new ly;t.l while ﬁc pushed James inm the rocking chalr

over the cgurse on the heels of its runners. James's

-

knuckles turned white ‘as he clutched the aras of the

L4

chair.

Golden sblfta of floating duat‘stood‘ln the west
window when Hartland awoke. Dopey-headed, he had to~
squint to see the tl;go on the tcicvislon acreen. ‘

| rae o]

k)

He staggered thraugh the busy motes to the doorway. v
! ]

, vy
The sun felt hot but the air smelled damp. Art and the

others were sandbagging alongside the fance separating the b
alr T ’

farayard from the field. Two creeping -loughs—~on§~
spreading froa the pond, the other from the spring--had

forded the road and joined in the centre. '

\

Hartland clisbed stiffly into a pair of jeans, a
windbreaker and hts rubber boots, which had dried and

hardened on the hot pdrch step. Hfs forehead pounded aw

[ ]

he walked around behind the trailler and followed the
/ :



- . B R * . (
Lt . . -
sandbag wall to the bridges -

A magple swooped to 1ts stick nest, beak,clenchlng’
the heel of a bun picked from the burning barrelr'o.

) . o
The raft had wedged between two bridge timbers, =~ -

‘ nosing in diagonally so that a cowcatcher‘prowzjutted ;nto
’ ™ the water and sludge. A heap\of %ce—shards had ;lled ongo
the raft and welded under the sun 1into ope';ITtterlng glob
: -
the size of a tractor engine- Thé searing glow of' the
~ huge crystalbcaﬁéerlged the wounds on Hartlgnd's féce.
already warna with wind- ;nd sunSgrn.

AN

He li1fted a rock and hurled 1t at the tce monstrosity

>

on the raft. A shattér of sharp white cracks exploded
inside the sculpture.]

A gawky tree’bra%ch floated down the leer. Hartland

watched as the green crown drove into the protruding

_corner of the raft,\the end branches clipping on while the
. b N ! .
o trunk pivoted around toward the bank. He climbed over the

sy ok .
sandbags ané hugged an upright post 'with one arm as he"

.

fished at the snagged branch with_ his foot. The creosote

of the timber stuék to the flannel pyjama aleeve; burning

i ‘. <2
through to the flesh like a hot tragtor seat. Hi*s boot

S/ .

latched onto a little wisbone branch near the bﬁftqp_of

.2

the trunk. The white insides, torn from the hip of a ~ .

& ] tree, were ;inemy like chicken fleaﬁ; He ' heaved ﬁhe
linb out of the water and theﬂgppqr branches rained an icy
“ shower doWwn his back. 3 ‘ r - - .
Co - _ S :

. ' C ‘ '
v s . ‘ .
» R

.
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) The leaves were rounded smoothly at the sten while
the tips were plnked.with Jagged polhts. Saskatoon ,

‘leaves. : . , .

s . Hartland gripped the bushy crown in his two hands and

1]

pointed the stem of the branch away from him like a’
divining rod. The branches drooped with stubby 1cé—§}ob;'

"which jangled) like dull’ chandeliers. He tried to use the

bﬁtt-ond of the trunk E;'Hlslodge she'raft from the N
. ¢ -

- bridge-struts but:thb branch” had too'ngch spring} it

was like playing hockey with a gardenhose. \
.: \ . 3
FinallyAhe squattgd down on his haunches to rest,
holding the bra‘rh in his hands. He scratched his burning
o LY

head smadly. It’s too hot for the beginning of April, he

s . ’

thought. Thls was the season.for raw winds gy dry the

~ v f’..ldﬂo . ' - ‘I , .

<

1 don'tbzfoy what you’re trying to ﬁull, bu€ I do
an sore str;nge . + « acts of God l\a » go-

know there’s

ing on on this&herq farm." \

Clear coaly‘of'lce‘huné from-the branch. .He snapped
~ ° ! I .

-~ e

N off a éldnder shoelace sten, p&pped'a chunk of 1ce
T into his mouth and flopped the tree back inte the river

current; » He slurpedxgn the ice then took 1t out of‘hls

~

'~ mouth and spat. "The icé hade a sulphur taste. He

! J

squinted at 1it.

.
4,

else. He h.la it up to;a glean of light ‘filtered through

~
N,
v

Iﬂs}de'was,a_pérfect green  leaf . .. and sqnet?lng""

-
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the peplar trees. There was some sort of picture inside.

A}

He trled grating at the 1ce with a f1stfull of
- gravel, but that only dulled tts sheen. He held the small

luap in the palm of his hand and smashed 1t against a big

-

square bolt on the bottom of the bridge. A shell of ice
cracked off. * . ‘ ) .
A 3\1lorb6y\w1th_a dog-—-Crackerjack-—-1t was one of

. . e \ .
those adhesive-backed pictures that changed . images )

'depending on the angle of light. :He.flipped 1t over and
rubbed the f&@. trylng to melt 1t. It was a sun, sn(llng;
the~k1nd of drawn aun whose rays were ;nakellke halré
framing a sunf}ower face. He Fraced the face with his
‘thuab but it slipped from his nu;é flﬁgertipsi’ The-

. snakeheaded sun tilted downward; dr&pﬁlng one eyelid in agr >

’
-,

wlnk'Just-before 1t landed 1in fhe,rlyer. 1t floqteﬂ '
undetneath the Brldée.

A *“BOON'" came from over by the sprlng Hartlan
"stopped andzlfsteneq. It sounded llka a damburst. /In a
ainute a fresh Sgrgé of riberwqter canme fluaging aéound . : Ve
“* the horseshoe bend, 1in some placbs spillling overto;\thd‘ |

'dyke. Hartland hurrled to a high point and watched a ’ .
lazy-boy reclxner rise to the surface and resubnarge.
followed by a coffee table, a popcorn—na&gr and a velvet
paintlng'of Elvis Presley: ‘

.Hartlandnshaded hls vislon wlth his hand and aoothlng

1

»

- ice water tracklod down into his s-nrttng eyes. . \ ?,



Warren Putnan wvoke with .a slurp. . He had nearly slid

' . from the rocklng chair whlle sleeping. he pulled himself

up,’ blinked and rubbed his fingers over his 1tcﬁy scalp. ‘

He screwed his and round’ to see Art sltgihg squarel} at B
the card taSIé, anppl;g cards down in a‘clrcle. Ida was
“ ' crochoting on the cheaéerfleld—-ﬁaréen's new bed--and _

- ~ Sarah was on the floor colourtng on paper towel.

Shc was - drawlng a xan. -The nan\s short stocky body
faced forward,'grns tense 'at hls sides, while his head was
turned ;lde;;ys towards the sun. The.yellow'ball ;ent
Jagged rays to all edges of the horizonless ian&scape.

.casting a scrabble of blue shadow behind the man. ., One ;
sunray plerced a 1argo Egyptian eye looklng outward fron
" the side of his h.ac;;. | |

" a ‘ on do, D way 1l be an

..1n“:! I can’'t go to b;g qra ggatgon with hair that 12_5_

» . - . ..l‘ ’
I . “
o - e o | pnose and tell him it’s you

AN

traditional Lf:;ggn draess. Aggbodx Q;l!d *D~wayne'' é;nﬁg-

a -
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UI-wanted the straight-look, not the stray-cat look.'"

ggglenggflggghtgr.

md_dag-

Warren stood and stretched and stf{led to the
porch, Ne;y skidoo;suigs hung like eqpty men from the

deer antlers on the wall; a tWwenty~two gauge rifle

" K]

r ‘ *
leaned against a box of toques and scarves. He squashed

his feet into a pair of workboots and stomped out with the

boots flapping open.

¢

-Warren leaned sleepily against the'porch rall and

‘inhaled the hot night air. . Any dampness in the Qalley had

left 'after the flood.l The beaver pond had already seeped

into the soll; a few frogs c?6§E§3?8?11§”1ﬁ the. nusk-
rat-tracked mud.

Startled by a_ burst of Ida’s amazed laughter inside

the tn&ller, Warren shoved himself from the stair rail and
G . ' -

lumbered across the smelly farmyard, .guided ln the
darkness by the 1azy pltch of the henhouae roof. His
‘rxght foot splooshed in the waterbasln and collected dirt

across the panned henyard. . He scraged the sole of hls'

Soot on the doorsill. . '
Hdéren ;érewed in the liéhtbdlb hanging from the
ceiling. The hens were in their roogts. pointed heads
flopped to one side. The red roostar iﬁppf drunken-
ly, eyeé oﬁen a crack; his ﬂcad ghvo a dreamn-twitch.

Two or three hens opened their eyes ind blinked. One

A

-
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' . chuckled. - B A
- : Tho f.edtrough screeched aver Fard wheat ker#els as, \
~ Qarrentslid 1t to the n¥ddle of the floor. Abruptly he
v s£opped and listened, thgn\dnscrewed the llghtbulb'and
. stumbled to the window., He kepf his eyes o; the trailer
' ] untii Art appeared in the light.‘singlng pasafonafely.
‘ ' djLneh watched him perform a romantic¢ cowboy baIiaaZ;
;plosing his eyes tightl& and clufchlng his fist to h{s
7 heart duriﬁg the final flery_note. ~
| Latin lover Jjerk.' C . \

- s Warren turned the light back &n. lHe puahéd two

ffngors through a ringpull and creaked open a trap door- - . - =

mnade of .the same tongue—1n4§roove bpards as the rest of

the floor. The rooster stood officilously by the feedbox.
looking Warren up and down and scowling.
'He squinted again through the window af/a s1lhouette:

-

.of Art and Ida wgltzing; snorted, hooked the trap door
.und;; the windan;lll and'leapt clulsil? into a fofgotten
torncdo shelter ‘built by Jales ‘Cole’s grandfather. |
* A propane torch on the dirt floor stood ained at the

’$Urnt-out bottom of a threo—i&gged barbecue. ‘A sprung
_npnrkflint dangled froa éhe torch’s neck. In the barbecue
.wai an antifreeze can, its painted label all but scqrcﬁed
' off, the metal a cold'brui?g colour with afpurplr;h

rainbgw running up thq‘sba-. An inverted funnel was

soldered to the top rim. The funnel spout was gsggad with
. - \ p ‘ .

¢ . ‘ N
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a rgbber stopper out of which curled a blé‘a tall 6{
: i o
/ copper tubing, and a rubber drainhose, clothesptnned in
the niddlé. ran from a*T- Junction in the copper . tuba to a

.plastic vinegar Jjug hanging from a squashed coathanger

The copper artery eventually spiralle N> a green plastic

‘%Q@Qbotton

e // ,

1?ht. -
as a plastic garbage

‘ . . /
pail of stewed potatoes and peels; an empty mickey bottle, .

juice pitcher on the ground. The pt

* glimmered, reflecting the round céilin

bl

To one side of this apparatus

r

lying copcave—side—up, served’as a dish. for a mound of
,éfeen rat polson. gt \ ‘// .
Sharp gas burped out as Warren Alfted the 11d He

_lnhaled and tllted the pall to the/ﬁlght Bltes of potato
bobbed like,nouseheada.in’a gwlll the colour of rusty
' rainwater. Warreﬁ'alpped his f'négrs‘ln. pla&ed the brown
slop into a froth, then snapped ‘the 11d back on the pail.
He lifted the green pltcéer and peered inside. A
glintlng beetile flogted, l}pba spread, in a shallow pool
of“ciear élcohol.‘ He scogbed out\thg\gietle and flung it
ac;oss the chickenccop 5 oor where a trlé\o? dlaorlentod '
hens were now pecking ?t grains of_whoat. He tipped the
2/\~_§outh of the Jughtd h{s lips and Ara;E.
 Wincing and whpezing. he swished his tongue over the
sharp beard growth/under his lower 11ip and lapped a
“?. drlbb;e from hia/yrlat. He replaced the pltchor undeﬁ the
| _copper tube, béllied his widy out of the hole and skidded

S

/

.
. .
o '
»
M ’



}

< th. graiﬁtrough back over the trap door. He iegkéd ;f»
against the wtndowsill breathing heavily.. .
iThroq more hens hogfed down;fron thqlr_;ercheg and .
Jorkod across the floor to sthe gralnt;axr One- ventured f
g to the open door, looked out into the darkness aixd:)r'einL CL

tittering back in, spooked. Another palr'of chickeanieft
th-lr'sunks to peck a;ound Warren’s feet. :Thpfe-was a .

.gteady'cacgle now in the buJIQAng. -

o " Warren cupped his hands around his eyes ll&e a'
'yolder'svnaék and pressed against Hip r;flectiont 1Ibe
trailer was lh-darkneasl He continued to sfare'through'

the window, fogging the glasa with his éoloéned'breath

lHot forehead flush with the cool windowpane. he flattened

' his nose.and rolled. side-to- aida, letting the glaag chill

N

the thistleprick of his whlpkered cheeks. )

Noxt'to fﬁe trailer were his ;tation wggon and the

pickup truck whlch Art had repalred so that 1t no longer
’nopdcd to be parked on a hill, Warren stare§ at his car ,
then at the tiny hodsetra;ler.: He aimed an lg;lalblg‘
shotgun at the 1living room windoy. JBbQH." Hihufes
passed before he Qt’pped back from the wiﬁdow. .

H. turned to see the rea rooster once again giving
him a dirty look; a pair of hens\truckled along béhind thQ]
nale. ‘Harfon lift.d his boot and kicked at the legs of
the blrda .who squawkod ‘and fluttered, "Bluck—buck-buck—

Lt

buck'“ to tho far corner of the building Innediately

b} —

L'
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tﬁ;y'started ;tep-dancing éheir waﬁ to the graintrough. f ‘
l The roést;r, out of range of éhe clunay-awxp&, . __"' '
juaggefgd forward, bglged-ﬁls guliet ;;_though retching T -
.his o;grgut and spat a gray ponrld§;¥gup on the tée‘of .

0 .
3 . . '

Warren’s boot. . Co :
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Hartland felt sorry for Warren for the first tinme.

It was hard on sveryone, the way his father was &cting..

but Warren looked aétpally'scaféd.- Before long.one'

of the two men would have to leave, and it didn’t lpok

w

llke 1t would‘be Art.

Warrén sat by the TV, flipping the dial: .

‘Only the blggggg‘éoke dqaler in Miamil, that’s who

. the est reach in the NBA . . author of an

.gllgg nating ;Qg gphx of Merv Griffin . L *

"Lot'a have a galé of blackjack, Warren," sqid Art.

“You deal.’

“Don’_ wanna,'' said Warren without turning.

&

*Okay, an armwrestle then." Warren' said nothing.
fCo;o on, Sad S--Warren, buddy, what’re you good at?"

Hartland’s mother, who had’ beaen watéhiﬁg Warren,

" ‘averted her gaze.

Warren stopped turning. the TV dial.

N
"

*Darts." ] ' NN
" Hartland sat uﬁ on. the codch. It was true. Warren
was an actual chalpion. Ihoro was a trophy behind th. bar

wltq Wnrron :\nalo cngravod .on it. and he’d cven placed

.
o,

cwdt
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third last winter at a.tohrnglont'ln Winnipeg.

- "I’m into 1t,'" said Art. ) o Y

"Why don’ t you both Just do sonethlng cohs%ructive."'

"

said Hartland's nother suddenly.'"llke reéé a book. “<

"Lenne go get ay daou@%," said Warren. logoking \\uﬁl

actually exclted.

“  Hartland: got up‘pnd paced nervously in. the Ballway

while Warren went out to his cer. He was-taking forever.

. To océuby-his hands Hartland cleared away a pair'of boots

and a recharging battery from the floor ‘of the porchr
where the dartboard hung. Arﬁ saf unperturbed in the
living roon, shuffling cards. Finally'Hartland peeked
out the window. Warren was walking from the chickencoop,

wiping his mouth.,  His sleeves Qere_rolled andvhg‘waa' J

‘moving faster than usual. He opened the .door of his

..station wagon and took a woodgraln case—-Hartland had seen

lt_dézena of times, but never with Quch anticipation-—-from

fhe glove conpartlgnt. ‘
"Okay, let'’'s go{“_hé satd, smelling of_hlcobol.

“Are you sure this 1s such a-good 1dea?" whispered

. Hartland'; mother as sHe and Hartlard crowded into the-

‘kitchen doorway'to watch. ‘Hartland gave an "'Okay’ sign
with his 'hand. ‘

The men had to work through the numbers one to

EXN

twenty. Warren won the bull’s éya toss for first throw. -

(LN

While he 1lined up to throw, Art stood behind hia and

-
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started to sing,

Well; the first thing you know, old Jed’s a
millionaire. ,
* Kinfolk said, Jed, move away from there!

: : ’ : )

““All right, you better cut that shit!' snapped
Warren. He thfgw his dart and it landed firaly in the
Opo-sp:pe.’

Hartland had to bite h;s tomGue to keep from laugh-

“ tng. He stole away froa his mother’s side and danced a

little Jig in the 1iv1ng'roqn. Art was throwing for the

. Two. when he returned.

He cupped his hands into a megaphone and gave a

Zpléy-by—play: “Ladies and g-gentlemen, welcome to the

d-d-dartm-match of the ceﬁtury. the chal}enge to the
rdlgnlng‘;ﬁ—chaibeenr-" :

“Knock 1t off, eh?" sald Warren. Hartlané wheezed.

-The men tiod‘threcpgalea in a row. Warren looked

haggard but Art was st1ll .f‘reah. )

“I’'ve g—got it,; said ertland.’ "irtie*b—breaker."
He would h;vo added, "'to sift the wheat froa the chaff,"
but. he dldn’t.want to waste time. He went out to the
workahop for a rusty palr”éf cast-iron castrating tongs.
The handles wor; hamnmnered loops of iron, big enough for a

dart to pass through. yﬁen he explained they would ha?e

to toss the dart through the centre of both handle-rings,

" 104

then actually hit the dartboard, Warfohklooked at - him like
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" he was crazy. Hartland winked and rubbed Warren's

3 . ’ /s
shoulder; he whispered to his mother, “Warren’s g-gonna-

win for suré.» When Dad loses‘1t’ll snap him outta this
Art stuff and he’ll be back to n-normal."

“*Just be carefﬁl you;know what .you’'re dolﬁgt" (/

/Harran's hand shook ‘as he plucked his dart fros h;

e \
corkwood but he became steady when he took aim. Hartland e

spread open the tongs and liﬁod'up the two handles 1

>

gunsights. Warren threw, clearing the two tong-handie

and sticking tﬁe aréet sllghtly»left ‘of centre.
: .+ '""And the champt hits ¢t g\b—board in the t-t-

¢
A

t-biebreaker!" announced Hartlland.

£

! Qrt took aim. ‘Hartland’s mother’s fxaia were . h&;

clanched.

7

"Now Qe know who you afe,' Hartland'planned to say.

%%e rooster crowed. "
The dart flashed fyon Art;ieﬁhnd,'stradght as an
arrow through the rings, grazing neither, and thudded into .
the buli'a eye.
Hartland wheezed loudly. Ida’s hand was at har
noutﬁ. Warren’s face was gray. He lunged past Art and

Hartland and out the ‘porch door.

~

/

© “Woops!" said Art. *I think I smell a chicken-

. coop-attack coain’ on. w., o)
' The ‘station w;gonrwgln.d'awak"and clanked into 3‘.?-

**Shut . up,*. said Harflqnd's mother. 2 "
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"Ida eyed hrt;‘g he slited a potatc.into quartears and &

' I

dropped them into.a bushel Bmsket ‘of creepy-tentacled
cpunks. ‘Hg;dulped the spuds into a hopper-sided wcéon )

parkcd'by the step and spanked the red dust ffo- ‘the

Sotto-'of thc btaket Ida had tried to serd up her pacc

+

but f.lt she was still lagglngebchind Ar; thrust hls
hand into a flfty kllo gunnysack and cut up another
potato. They were shrunken like little old heads after

antcring ln’the bi}n

.
[

It had bnon hnrd'natchlng warron leave, hunlliated

o

~ But 1t was for .the b.at. $ho‘@ad kopt him around even’

~ . -

gftor lhc d lost most of her affection for the man, -but }

. ) . . \ - . . s .
now that Art was here . . . well, there was just no

L)

¢ ’ . . ’ s
comparing the two. A real man like Art was .what it took °

to handle the Hnrron Putnall of the- world

LN

Ida léoop.d a stnck of ruhbor—hid.d potato parta fron

the porch atop dnd dipoaltcd thea 1n the basket. She

watehed thc cultlvator shovcla raiae a du:ty shokcscroen
Js they Iifted hygraulicllly from the so1il Just before
Hartland turned a ncuv hairpin at tho odgc of the fl.ld

The tin exhaust-pipe fLap stood erect aswa_black. - v

e

%

.v,
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smoke-geyser snorted out the.stack; the tractor lurched
and nonontar?ly grunted at a hfgher pltth. -

. Harflindf; face wore a bushman’s shadow As-Ha'bounqod
. . ;

over the field. The front tires kicked up clouds of dirt

2 M A -
as they broke through the baked crust;. a gray plume of
, - , v
duat.drag;;d a&dng bohlnd the diaiond'harrows which-

Jostled over the furrowa of the- V-shaped cultivator *
As"
shares.

This aprlng was hotter and more parched, more. -

@

hopeless than ever before. It hardly seemed worthwhile

boingx}hrough the motions of tllling; planting, hoeling if

any weeds grew.‘onLy to hnrvest marble-aized potatoes.-

~

flnger cobs of corn, paper- flat pods containing under-
a .

nourished pea foetuaea: last year Ida had simply bolled

the pods whole llke at the Ch&neae restaurant in Buffalo

~

-

Plains.
: - 3 o
On the bria of the valley a murky ha7e of blowdirt
bleared through fdling heatwaves, the klnd that sometines
ragnified distant olevatg{s and farnstca@a Two days of
strong wind had stacked a klrl ?qtft in front of the
houaetral{or. dust so fine and\dense it could be sliced
like brown: sugar candy. And nnddenly the tops of knoll's
were barlng chalky knobs like hcrabod elbows, the b;oodk

less undqraoil phdiphoroncant as a buffnlo skeleton dug

up and scattered by. the shovels of-a field inplelcnt. i&‘
1 ?lat.rlras barely over and already the 3nllcy trees

¥

-

“

ot
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were covered in leaves,.brown fron the heat. In other
‘ycara there had cone plcnty of" kllling froats well

into May. That would surely mean disaster; Not so much

7

- ' i .
- for the poplar and willow trees, which were hardy and had

a backup leaf-system, but espectally for the vegetables.

Yét 1t didn't na%ter. Disaster se?ned no more avoidable
4os - . . . »
one way than another. . . o -

- Sarah’ played quietly cn the ground while Ida and Art .
carved through the 'msack of potatoes. She was making a
oy *
magnificent oasis city in-the dirt-drift, dilng Ida s \

codkie-cutters, jello moulds:and ieadurlng ups to cut the‘

'-volvety dust. Ida becanme so absorbed watching Sarah that

she nicked the tender webskin between her thumb and

index  finger. : -

e d

X She started at the sound of Hartland’s, qfsal voice:
"“Come here, I w-want to show you sonethlng ' He atoo;
sti1ffly beside thc potato wagon. The rad-tractor sat in &
the field, melting in its own heatwaves; Ehe exgauat—flap
tanq-tang—tanged over the 1dle of the engino. @ hadn’t
;:::::; 1t stop.

Ida and Art set down their phr1m§ knives and followed:
the 5oy. The sun made Ida’s fo;ehehd throb; ihe field-
dirt, a bed of'roaatlﬁé ash, boll.§ her sweaty feet In
their runners. She atolc'Hnrtl;da‘a Buffalotplalni N
Ho-oconlng‘cowboy”hat and put 1t on her head.

Art whistled §ong and dry.

= -

.
L/ ¥
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" the base of the hllifon. the two splits forming a cruae

, Y

ple.

R S ? . : .
The edge off the field was allverod by a long raggcd.
: 3
crack. The cleft‘a openlng was no wider than ‘an axe-
head-~Hartland had cultlvated one wtdth over beforo he’d.
noticed it, drawing enough soll to-f111 lt in--but in the
niddle, the apiit broadened to a chasa an adult could

dangle his fect wlin. The.whlte inner sides of .the crack

\
looked like rough concrete, the clay undersoll bose-— dry

" from one end to the other, .Art iook the yardatlck thaq

‘was uaed to measure gasoline 1in the tractor tank and

. 5

chiseled brittle shards from the craggy walla

~

Another crack splintered away from the main one at

-

as 1f scratched deep into the earth with an- enginOUs

wand. And in the crusted lakebed where. Janes had&told
®

IdE: they had planted oats durlng the dryest sumners of

the thirties, the grouhd had broken open in a petrifiaed -.

‘star like the teepee symbols at the Born With A Tooth

Sundanec Ceremonies. The cracks were full of jung‘wéahed

1

up by the flood. - ‘ '(

"It feels llke a blg prank‘s being played on us,’

said Ida. She wrenched a thistle from the‘tractor ;oglbpx

and dreamily used it to scfub a'duatéake off a grease nip-
They walked back to the yard: Sarah was still
playing in the dirt-drift, coolflh the 'morning trajller-

aha&e. A slack br.og.\flaQQed through the valley, coolirg

s
e ’ ' , /
. . .

0



- * . / v
N .l e
. ' . . .

y - 110
in tﬁ. shade, broiling,olsowhofo.‘ Qrt and Ha;iland .
" flopped on the front step. Thelr red faces ergped‘ -
lwoat.l A - - — ‘
y :

Ida, still buried 1n'Hart}and'3 hat. dragged’hor—
self into the house to make coffea. She took sone’
Eaator-painted boiled eggs fron the ﬁrldgo .and glaced then

in a bowl \\ . - . '.~.

On thn table was an aborted letterhcadx

" - . "¢ Hartland Cole
.' . - R * ) " . - ROR‘G 15
N K o "Buffalo Plains~
e . ~ . .- L . ,“Sassﬁtchewan Sy
s Lo Lo ’sap:sne '

D;!P Beer : ‘ ;

v

-

- He ovon-stﬁttorh when he writes, she thought
E N . '. 1 L
“Hére boys, have some more. breakfaat." she aald as )

* she returned out.ldo. R " , T

-,

.o letland was lying suilenly in «the hedge of greﬁn
wo.ds bordorlng tho trnllerfront. The weeda. wlth/%hetr
' _nupplq_pithy qtalks. werd full of apring likera bed of

ov.rgrﬁon ‘boughs. Thoy were goaily~nin1ature treea. the

Qoods.atcain roﬁllcas of the ﬁull‘rouﬁd poplars that had \ﬁ
~ grown tall in tho burnt}and bohind “thd tratler in the faw

<
yoars since fire' took thc old- two-storey house. ‘ 'n

4,

e Ida ron.-b.rcd wh.n Hartland‘uaed ta play lntantly by
. o

:thc poroh lxkc Sarah.¢ Whén\\githcr Jalca nor WArren vould

JoLn hll ln his QQlCI he sat clono on tho ground apd
. . ; . . . Ty oo

b — - » o e

R A N
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- dirt. Her clty. qxotic and foreign with 1ts cool, .

‘If anything 1t requlred a aingle paln Ida reached down

 for a palr of~bggiahabed.potatoes and

» o= . . 111

- A i ‘
ﬂlll*e\:rjynlatura farn for which- the perfect green -
bunches formed an easential win&Break The*bgpuld not ' .

do _in° tha,little world Sarah was crentlng in the blow— .

»flrn ilnes. did not belong near a forest of oplar trbis&

bosi§e the step and sbrtppedfthe lower branches of ohe

w#ed,'trqug‘to produce a lanky cocoaﬁut\paln. " The, top
was ﬁot'riéht.atﬁough. so she'bluckqd the weed ffon the
weak earth and cast 1£.asgde. -

In a few short weeks they would all be rooted out by

‘the wind, brittle\skelefoﬁs damned to roll through smokey

‘Haze if a somnambulistic duest for barbwire and a bed of

other tumbleweeds. ° e

“Look at éhq hat with the woman insyde," said Art,

.smirking. Iﬂa.tllted her head back to give him a cowboy’s

evil eye. ?pg'hat féll‘forward over her/ nose and ‘the two
laugheéd.

'Hariland sat up and scowled. He riédached into the bag .

started to juggle,

" clumsily tossing and catching the two /spuds until they

kbl;lded in mid-air. He let them fall and stumble to

. \
thet t. ‘ '
ekr res \

Art clapped him on the lhoulde . "Hang in there old

Buddy,* he said cheerfully . "vWe'l got then taters sown

1f we have to do it on our hands and knees."
oy , / .
’ o
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*“It’s no damn usa;" bgrfed Hartland. Tears sprung to

his eyes and he turned away. The hot breeze floated

inéldtenﬁly in the air ltke close bre@th. It made Ida

weary. Hartland grabbed up the two fallen pdtatogs and

began rolling them one around-the other in his hand.

*Look here,’ said Art lightly. He dug into the bag

for three ilke—slzéd potatoes anq\fossed then into the

air, now and then passing one behind his back. His eyes

were sharp and alert as he juggled the three balls 1in a

brown oval.

w

Finally he gave each potato one last high

v

| throw, catching them in his left. hand, one two, threé, as

they fell. He turned, smiling broadly, td Hartland.

"“"Where’d you learn that?“;asked the boy softly.

* "My daddy baught us all 46 juggle before he taught us

to talk." He snatched up the two potatoes Hartland was
fidgeting with .and began to juggle all five in a tight

loop. He stood on the step, purposely throwing wide the

(

/

occasional potato so he could reach deftly to the side and

rescue it from 1ts errant arc.

\ . ) R o
Suddenly Hartland leapt up and swatted-the -potatoes

from thelr orb;t..'Ida fg%t her hand fly to her mouth.

“Listen. I don’t know what you’'re tryin’ to pu—-

A}

Vpp--pulI around here with all your tricks and hocus and .

C

fu-ff--fables. What we got gjgoln‘ on here’s a dlsaatef,'

not somethling to be §nncin' around,Jgg

i

Id

g p—pp--otatoes

" over." His chest rasped like a rusty handsaw., T
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/2// ) "You look here.'’ Hartland reached down and picked up

a'clunp'o£ﬂhard'élay;the'sizé of a'hArsepuck. He smacked
the' clod on the wagonwheel and crushed it with the heel of
y | . his hand. Ida and the two ‘men kept thelr eyes on the

,/’ ’ mound of burlap—qoloured dlrt and in a few seconds 1t

/ ’ appeared to start ;noulderiﬁgg A tiny dust -funnel rose 1n

/. ’ " a spiral, a dollslze model of a Palliaer s Triangla
. \ ‘>

. twister, untll finally the whole surface of the plle gave ¢

~

itself to the slight wind..w!splng awax so that not' a

.- speck remalned.”

LN v

. Hartland stood stoop-ahouidered against the wagon-

‘'wheel, his back to Ida and Art.  His .neck twitched

as’though it was being shocked. Ida placed a-hand on the

- J . ' \
* boy’s shoulder and nervously rubbed, rolling the rope of

anuscle

her fingers: Art gave him a pretend punch on
the blé’p.’ “Hold steady,' he said. Preaantf& Hartland’s
. réabi_ bkeatﬁ was broken by a string of.hiccoughing

~

sqbs.

A

-t

"We’re all headed for destruction. We’re into another

tYs .just like thtle D-dothan said,' he stammered,

»

- ‘ ~._ M
Dirty Thirties, an et-t-—ternity of fryin’ sun and wind -~

-

howlfn' grit through ocur brains until it sands ‘em all %

. !
down into s—sawdust an’ the ctacks in the earth’ll open up

‘ L. , . :
80 bb-ig we’ll all fall in like a horde o’ ‘z—zonbles.

It’s the wrath of God, He’'s dryin’ us up -in this heat an’

L}

we’'re gonna b-blow away like a heap of ashes.
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~ “It’s all startin’ off Jjust like the Depre;sion years
| v e Hy f f——athor told ne-=" . ’M
Hartland gaaped. His eyea leapt up fron the potato e
wagon and pinned Ida s, then he yanked hinself away froa
her apd Art ané‘ataggered 1nto the tra}ler.

‘

. Two minutes later he was outside 9gain; a khakf
.,dﬁfflp bag slung over his shoulder. He stomped déwn\the
poréh steps without loqklpé back and narcheaf breqkiﬁg,.
into a trot, toward the valley road. ‘ /’ -
Ida lunéed‘after_the box but Arﬁ‘cauggt.her flghtly.- Cn
" He pﬁlled her close and crossed his arns‘like a-
] atralghtjackqt ‘when she sq&lrked to free herself. She'

gave a low howl, followed by a@jerking chain of blubberlng

gasps. Art pushed her face into his collar, "smothering '
her sobs.' Her.chésf heaved against his as he lightly

" stroked the back of her "head, soothing her, until her head

R

grew7hot and she let out a hlgh watil and stamped both her
f.ot. She tried to pull free . orice again and when Art-

tightened his bearhug she kicked him in the shins. Art

w

grabbed her by the shoulder® and shook her, flopping her

head like a doll’s. When he stopped shaking and just held

- . her she stared at hin. astonlshed s &

"“You’'re surprlslngly strong for such a llght woman,

4

he said softly. : - N

Ida’s cﬁln began to quiver; she felt her lower lip*
. X

bulge and curl. She clung quletly to Art, arms round his
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. C waist. He tilted her face upward and sn%lod sadly into
"her eyes. His eyes are blue as the sky, Fh. thought.
N . . [ ‘ {:\‘/ L i N
K ~*Be strong now.' .
N . . ! . I
K He pushed back a curl that had fallen over, Ida’s left -
. temple. ! ‘ \
i - . i - l o | N
. . Then, gently, he kissed her there. ’
o N . . | ,‘\‘3-.,—\,_\__ A: .
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_cloud, gobbling every leaf and stem in sight. Unltike the

N

—— H ya

.  Art and Ida sowed the garden together, steering

4o )
around the crevices that carved up the fields, and within
éen days ‘a host of tenaclous llttlé shoots broke through,

the hard soil, each spearing a junction’'of tiny cracks.

- The green potito sprouts popped up first, followed by.

—r

beets, éurnfps, carrpts,'cabbage. cbullflower. peas, beanf'
onions, cuctUmber- and punpkin:xin;a, letfuce. All stood
Jp‘valiantly in -the glaring heaé. mRanaging a steédy. 1f
llow,'growth in the biscuit-dry soil, sucking froam the
suq:the onergx)danied then~in water. Unmolested, the
crop may have yielded pot badly. '

"One day the plants were black, as i1f diseased. But
what had aﬁﬁenrod a kind of saut proved a swaram of

hard-shelled dnsoqts that wafted about in a clicking black

scuds of locusts that had blotted the sky five decades
earlier, no one had seen these creatures arrive.

Ida was terrified of the monstars. Art had driven to

~Buffalo Plalns for insecticide, but at the reate they were

—

eating, there wouldn’t be much left when he got back.

She swathed her face and nigk in scarves and.stepped
, « ‘. . ‘ ‘

L4

——
»
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I‘q;utiduély through therﬁgelh aquirtlné potato-beetle

<,
O

"polaqn from a Windex bdtg;ﬁ, First relieved, xho;

frustrated, Ida found the lltkle_flyfng conbinei constant-
ly moved out of her range, then soon as she was gone,
pouqbea with ;enewed vigour on the polson-drenched ‘ .
plants. Finally, defeated, IAa tranped back over the
roa;@fng fleid to bhe'hoﬁsé.~ e ' o

\ It was then that she noticed the change in Sarah.

Ida hatheft her playing in the blowdirt in thQ

lorning’shade_of“the tratler. She found the girl sitting
in a doll’s pose: legs straight, dress spread oﬁer~hcr”

knees, demurely fanning herself with the broad;brllned

sunhat Ida had insisted she wear. Ida slt aéwn the bottle

-

of bugépray and lingered on the step, eyeing Sarah who sat

silent, motionless save for the slow sensuous wave of her. -
hat. Flnaily she knelt befide the girl and tried to
deterrnine what was different. ' ’

The hands, for one_thing. -The hands hoiding the ha£
had none of the jerky welghtlessness'of four-year-old ‘
- hands. They were notithe square iittle paws that curled
up into clumsy fat chil@flsts.' Ida unpeeled the two
hands from the ‘hatbrina. Knuckles and Joints.snooth
and well-dafined, each finger strong and ican with n~‘

pearl-pink oval fingernail, tiny whlte/nOOn peakiqg from

. under the cuticle: these were hands that had outgrown"

_ nost%lls and the rigid limbs of dolls. She squeezed the

R
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‘four flng.rs. gazed at the blue-veinaed backs. Supple,

" fira, th know all kinds of texturea. experienced,

L
- .

unshockable hands.

There:was a certatn padded chubbiness Ida hadn t
) noticed bafore: buds pregnant’ wlth new growth. Sarah’’s
luxurloua expression as she let the slow hot breeze kiss
fhe front of her neck, her hair tunble drunkenly down the
back of her dress, lade Ida want to cuff the girl and say,
Ih"Cut that out!" | | |

She welghed the golden lane. moist in ;blte of,the
akldhess, it whorled in rabbit-soft coils the colour of
whoatfields.‘ Ittﬁid to have grown half a foot since the
agriicultural falr; Her brown cheekbones, sharp and
h angular, glowodganber beneath a ruddy windburn. Creany,

a; 1f her skin had been'adointed with o1l fro; a trohlcal

plant. . '

. And her eycs--bh£ suroI& they had always been lik;
this?--her eyes &erg a frozen blue whose icy depths made
Ida short of breath. There was aven something different
about her teeth: the baby set had grown 1nfo mature adult
teeth with no bu-pd on the tlps.' The Jjaw, thoughlanall.
was ahnrdk . ) ' ‘\\

Ida snatched Sarah by the hand and hurried her into
the house. It had to be the héat. Ida had read about

girls frgn these equatorial countries delivering babies at

‘nine or ten: The hot sun made them develop tdo quickly.
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She dragged the §1r1 into the bathrooa and stripped
off her clothes, then ran a hot tub with the last Blt of
water in.the reserve tank and plunked Sarah in. Among the
medicine bottles above the kitchen sink she could only
find a tin of MNcAmisk Anquons Candlefish Unguent and an
empty brown castor o1l bottle.

- ) ’
“If 'you’re in there and can hear me, announce your-

selves." : ' ' '
¢
"What?'* Thinking she’d heard Art, back froa town,

N -
Ida went tinto the living room. But it was only the fV she

AN
S

. had heard.
A 3011t;r¥ soldier,*clutching a grenade, p¢ers into. .

Ida- walted for the actor to speak again. The TV was

silent for what - /oned like minutes. .

‘‘Come on out or you're gonna éet blown out."

o

It was Art’s voice and accent.

‘You’ve got ten seconds.' )

»

“Television therapy . . ."

The soldjer counts under big breath, pulls<the pin gn'
the agrenade and tosses it down the stairs. Thgéb 19 ;

'luffled explosion as he dives intc a shell crntcé.

. T—

N A rush of ;weet drowsy air belted her when she
reopenaed the bathroom door. Steam clung to the doorknob,
the wipdow and airror, every plece of chrome and cerasic.

Ida took short breaths, inhaling the strong perfume of

»

14
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" ' Itlac flow.rl and blinking through utlnging toars. She
’ w.dcd'through the heavy vapour to the tub. the bathwator

was tinted a plnky saffron. Ida rubbed Sannh’l dowpy,

foroprq and aniffed her fingera.‘ Th;‘pgrfule was breath- g

+

ing from the gtrl'a pours and fllllng fhe room like i .

chakedanp. Gagglng and blxnded; Ida ataggered to the‘

B front door to eacape the cloying scent. T

)

She lcanod over Eho éorch r&lf hor head’ awillxng 1n°

P}

i the heat. The sveet smell had made her na%jeous.& Big °
. ) ] N
.yellow aﬁd,bla k bumnblebees, half a dozen ‘of them, nuzzled
- thc.acrc.ndoori o o ) P
° ) I - a N s . ¢ :
Dizzy, _she reeled down the stoga into the yard. She
A :

felt flushed and couldn’t br.nthe{ 1t felt like a buFdockj/

flower were stuck in her throat. Méve, she had to’keqp v C e

moving, striding round the tlnf éard; swiﬁglng her arms, _
breathing as nndéthly as posasibwle. Everything looked Lent

) and distant ygt at the same time sharper than ever beforc
e P

as though she were woarlnq somebody else’s glasses. She ) B

tried to breathe calnly as she walkcd. lnrchlng a straight

14

pnth to the henhouse, ﬁo the trailer and back, but ende&

“~ ’ ]

. up walking And°bronth1ng faster and faster, crossing. one

-

foot drunkenly over the other, flapping, wheezing to catch

Her breath, dizzy, whlrl{ng. If,lnydne were to arrlQ; y o,
o \{ . now, she thought, the Watkins man or the Co-op agont'to )
v f1l1l éﬁo gattunkr; Then 1t oéégrrod to horethit‘no one
‘;nd comne to the fara xp weeks . S;nco bo;:r‘ tho nqrtcul— o
‘ !
: ., , . ; .

~
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tural fair. \

She found herself hanging over the rail of -the
porch steps thh no idea how long she had been paclng to
and fro. Alroady she bogan to doubt it had hnppened

Hhon ahn looked up there were forty or fifty men in

the potato patch. Sprung fro- the earth armed with .

~"long-hg;zlod apldcs. they checkared the fleld in coal blua

suits, Ay undershirts and tweod caps pulled- low ‘over

faces that stared at the qh}ckencoop& the yard. the

‘housetrailer. 4

Y N

Ida thought immediately of‘thé pink aroma délftlnd

j'thiir‘way. .She took a gulp of air and bounded up the

traller staps and into the bathroom. Sarah was tickling

her nose with a fan of fat-haln. her face a purr of sleepy"

luxury. Ida slid the windows shut, locked the tratler
door behind her and trotted lnto the fleld wielding a hoe.
"Go away.‘ynhc cried woakly. ahaking the hoe above

/y.r head. The men stared™ully at her but did not nodgf

A cool breeze slipped through the herd, rippling the hems °

of their suit fackets. When the men didn’t budge ghe took

'alfow running steps and they swung their heads around and’

plodded towards the hill. Ida followed along doggedly.
“Go away,' she said louder, ‘though this time her .

7 -

voice broke..-quhtfa}t had darkened tho flcld. bringing ‘

‘a slight chill. The cloacr Ida came to thc men with caps

v

the darkcr becane the aooty shndow und.r tholr hatbrias.

F]

R iahd
.

s
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The air around them smelled of mouse urine and lﬁQty ,,~9'

newspapers. &ho,lon breathed as one, raaping like
- B -

¢

an old\iingr.n Ida trudged heavily behind then as tﬁ;y.

" marched toward the hillside. Her head spun gently; -

4 + < .0
4 swarm of faraway voices seemed to be reachlng‘at her.
*Go away.'' It '3'.;,,. drean—filtered little girl”’s

voyce. Her own volce was becoming smaller ,and s‘&ller.:

-

.while the other voices, the distant voices sbehking to her:

dlone, ‘she His certain, whlapered and slghed 11Rc 4 flald/

of ripe Qh;at. Ida -cast ardund as lf for a buried memory,

\
,str\i:ing to use a sense ahe hadn’t been aware of'as sh
trlzg to tune into tho volc.a calling her. The men with

caps walkcd.glowly a few paces uhead.\qhovels resting on

their ;houlderﬁ lgke rifles.

| "Go awiyf“. She .saw her voice as a tiﬁy‘persoH who
lhrlnks dqwn,\down. a lfzing clone of an entire family of
painted-mouthaed Russian dolla:';oon, **zing,'" no biggc;
than a apark, 1t would effcrvosceiand be gone.- !

'.Sh\l was 'b’.ing’tal'un by a float_'i'n,'g feeling. Ye:a,."
please, hurr;.'sho urg;d'thq tangiod voices 1in h.r/jlnd.
She felt ii 1f she were alr;ndy aone@heéo olsegﬂth;ugh her
feet continued to'move her along. The men walklhg“befpre

her grew pale and watery as if sean through gllk\curf

t‘ins. ‘She began to pick out crisp sounds anbn§_£h0~

\

fgrﬁway voices, sounds that meant something to her, she . -

knew, though hard as she wrung her aind she. could not
../ .‘ ) . R N ‘,

.
\ .. ?

& . _ .

| o122
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remember what.' Voices grdped like - hands. pullod ‘at hor.
1nv1ted hsr like an unearthly chotir to leave all and cong

P with thea. Take me, she heard hersplf plead. She was
(/'alowly‘belng aéahdoned:hera.‘ One by one ﬁer fanily was
leaving h;r., Plénse take me away, she cried out in her
"qlnd. swaying as the voices rocked and petted her. Away’
to where she would be loved and warm, she could ‘feel fhen'
carrying her. - ' b . . A
Go aw--" Sarah flashed.to her mind, nakéd in the
tr;iler, her blell drifting in the wind; at once Ida was
surrounded by the thud of the nen s boots; she felt her
feet hlthing the ground; the .voices- were gone..
"-legwax. ‘And the thought.‘for she could né longer’
Qpea}i craahcd‘Eff the valley walls and care ringing back
to her, only.her, ears: “Ggogoogaqaagowqawaabwaya?!yyw |

e » o" ) . ‘_ L)

¥

. The l;n, like the locusts. kept ‘their distance,
troadlng ahead of Ida 1n a gray herd. Go‘?wayf Ida
slogged after them with her hoe, her fgct growing heavier
the faster she tried to IO;Q. .Go away. The chant of ého
men’s bootfall as they slouched a%dﬁg with their shovels;
men at the hlllsld..turntpg Back llhoibllllard'balls: she
a;owiné to a stop; a row of men with caps'élecpwalking_
toward her throqgh'the mothblack; trying to stop buf the

»
force which had slowed her now kicking her forward; other

Ren r.;ching the eand of the garden, turning and walking

=
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" shimmered in an apricot puddle oQ the trailer window; I‘

. ¢

towards Ida; g¢ away. - ' ' o

She let the hoe drag so thp 51ade would cut in and’

". anchor her but it only tlattered dragy over 'the Eekéd

,lollf The rows of shovel beartng men bore down on her :f

=

" from the hlLlslde. She trled to turn but her feet badded

l1ghtly along. The men st11l marching to the-hill passed
silently between the ranka of returning men. FinJlly.
pushlng backwards as though against a roll}ng truck, Ida
aanaged to etep and turned to run, the nen breathing |
down her neck. But I’ve hardly‘gopeaany,dlstance'et

all, she thought, wrapping her fingers round the fenceddre

"and pulling; her feet remained lodged -in place; squeezing

the braided black‘hlre,.she tugged with all her weight: "I
should hnve brought the bug poison and sprayed the insects
wﬂ‘{. I was here.“ releasing, she left the ground and

floated toward the fence. Whyy I’m' flying in the air, she .

‘ceught herself thiﬁklng, then dragged like a stoneboat.

”

:The"len with caps atrode on steadily, black beetle locusts,

cllnglng to the coalcloth of thelr pantlegs. The dank

cough of blacklung swallowed Ida, skunking her.. ’ [
Go a;ey.' : )
Th? setting sun, hidde;-behlnd the western hlll,,

-~

¥

have to get there to save Sarah, she thought; wéaselling

through the strands of wire she sprinted like a deer and

bounded up the| porch stepe before she realized she‘had

N
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.o pa;ped Sarah)ébning‘fnoi thhxhenhouge wlfh’ad.apquful of
- ~ ) f N . .. . D

L ) Jeggs; faceless 'silhouettes, the men with caps bunched

S " along the fénceline like- tusbleweeds; Ifa ran back and

P o

i 'xanked:Sargh's wlr} ara;’ brown-shellad egba_leapt.Lnto the

. L. ) - . ™ RN ' i “ ) , . v
Yoot .ailr and crdashed on the concrete eart@h fried sunny-side-up . . .
e s . -t ' i N i )
s .-'!. ’* in a second, .the éggs stared into the eapty sky. N
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Hartland loitered hlg way along the.busy'élty
aid;walk, fascinaled-b? ?ut—odeate\concert advertisénénts
glu‘d to'; plywood éxcava?ion baérﬁ?r: The Co}d Parts, The
Four Horsemen, Petals d@{;}sasteru A large blgck and

white phoﬁograpﬁ with dirty Jagged,efadows advertised a

dance production entitled Ennul: six sexless people 1in

black body'tlghfs with blatk stockings oveér their faces.

/

A glossy ﬁoster by the corner of the construction pit

/ .
- ’

depicted a creature with.a man’s face, horse’s body,
- locust wlngs; wongnly hair, long sharp teeth.'a'black
armoured breastplate and a acoéplon’s tail. A caption

. read, "The sooner the better.*

N “r

The street was full of all sorts of people. A gang
C . oW
S ‘of shaven-headed men dressed in studded black leather and

AN hoavy boots tramped grimly behind their leader who

i

bi{ely rostféined a snarling doberuan.' The dég wore a
sﬁikod collar. A trio iﬁ black aulés painted with ‘
‘gleaning white bqnc—;trgctures looked from a distance:1;k;.
real walking ;keletona;' A,trunk—slzeé portabie tape .

player carried by one af.the,skeletons blastéd a macabre R

I‘l. volce droning, "i'ﬁcod your stiff formaldehyde

s A
. . N o
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love.“ The ghetto box jostled a goateed Black man in
’ white robe and skullcap standing on the corner aelllng i
}lncense. A short distance away were other rpbed men with’
“lnceﬁse. gnly these men’s heads were shaved llkq'those of
" the leather g;ng. 'And.éarlier. H;rtland had segﬂ a So—
ny—lailed and Beérded nan:wearingla prlest'g,cdllar uAder
faded blue overaklls, walklng.a coyote on a leasﬁ(

Eventually Hartland .found wh;t he was looking for.
Behind th§ construction lot loo;ed a stone edifice bearing

tha sign, Church of the Select Hajortty White plastic

letterS|c11pped to a slotted black board spelled “"LITTLE
DOTHAN: CHILD PROPHET 'OF WONDERS.' ‘gelow was a quote fronm
a television groadcdstr "I\aln’t no more of a prophet than
you are. 'I‘jubt know how £o read."' Harélana heaved open
the tlnbered\door'and\peerea 1nto'the 1nne$se darkness. -
"Folkg. I want you all to plcture a circle'in your
mind., Visualize 1t no;; a circle. Now this circle 4s

divided up into three parts: like three plecdes of a pie.
4 .

You got that? ‘A circle with three parts.”

’

ﬁartland'recognized Little Dothan’s' volice; he padded

up the alsle and slid into a lemon-smelling pew.

*Okay so in one of your three pie sgctions you got
the number 18. Thernunber 18. See {t in Qou; aind. In
thelgecond aecflon you see a big silver spacﬁshlp, a big
’ol”.shln& flyin’ saucer. Then in'the third secélqp we'vg

got a taxicab. A big yellow\Check.r‘cab. So your ',

3

/ a

\

joA
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L - . ’ .
__.——€ircle,” three parts with the number 18, flxinf saucer, and

xa‘Checkor taxti."

I

Little Dothan’s face w;s plumper and redder-than
v ' Hartland remembered 1t. He was dressed 1in a crisp

charcoal suit with a burgundy tie and pearl tiepin.

“Now we’re gonna move closer and have a better look

at what this here circle ls nade of. If we move on in for

.

a close—up shot we find 1t’s all people gtandln in a big

R BN
circle, whisperin’ to each other.f And the word they’re .

whisperin’ is "WAR.'' Then we look closely at the:lines (v~—

dividing up the circle. They’re made of people too,
three long lines of people on their way from the outside -
of the circle to the middle where there’s three booths.

’ ' - "£n the first line you see all kinds of palg. skldny
foiks_yith dark eyes and shrunken faces, all with their
.left'sleeve rolled up, an’ when theY get to their booth
there’s a nurse gives ‘em a needle in their ara, y’see.
Nﬁxt l1heup 1s of people holding a hundred dollar bill tn
theilr hands and at the end of the line thefe’s nen at ]
wlgk}ts that each of ‘em got signs sayin’ "MESSIAH." Got
kthat so far? Then you gqt §our third lineup. These
people are even aié&er and skinnler than’the ones wqft;n’
for the shot?in the arm. This bunch ain t nothin *but
skin an’ bones, and each one’s ho}dln a cup. At the end

\

of the line is a o0ld woman with a nllk-cah and a ladle,

-

but the milk’s all gone. The can’s empty.”

« %, SN

J
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Hartland looked around at the wlné—c;ndijindowsu‘the

rich d;ék»wdods of the roofbﬁané and benches. A poc-
ket-s}z; pambhlet-peeﬁed-ler,thé woodgn.rapk behind the
#Mmext pew.‘fHartlana bicked it up and read the tltiei‘*ﬁ@-
wlhnlng'the Weséi The New Inproveé Aneriea Under God;".
"All right. we're gonna look’real ciose ag téls'here
nunsen 18.' When you get up ré@l close you see 1t'’s cué .
right into theﬁgrouﬂdh bu£ noE by a bulldozer or:a ﬁ{dk
'-ana shovqlx‘ The ground’é cracked becahs; of an earth-
Quake: into the shape of’a 18. . An’ qver‘ﬁo'the t§x1;¢.

there’s a woman inside, ready to have a baby. She’s

«

rushing to the hospital and the pains are gbaidg-faater

-all the tiné. A little while agd they Qére\evéry ten

minutes, thén every five, now they’rd comin’ _every

«

“minute." .
- - ) v .
Little Dothan reviewed thé,plctdre for the audience,
drawing the iteamas in the atr with his ¢hubby fingers and

!

' challenging lndivfauala to 1dént1fy‘then.
."NOw Just hang onﬁa that piésqée whlie I give you a
Tittle history lesson. Only this ain’t gonna be no °
anclentfhlstéry.’or even past history. What [I'’a gonna
talk about 13 future hjistory. The future history of the

world. But how can that be? < How is that possible? How

can there be ﬁistory&of what ain’'t yet happehed?' He gave

) «
the audience a long hard stare. ‘"Bacause 1it’s all wrote

.

‘down right in the only history book yog’ll ever need, the

*
L

4

s
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book th(t'l-got the whole séory on mankind. And by’
that [ mean your own Good Book. '
"!6';hall hear of wars a .
. 'You remember th;.nitgle of ;eoplo all whisperin’ 1t to
Y eg;h gther. "VAR“? One o’ your loéal—papers here has it
. spread Lcroaa todayﬂg frong page in big letters, ’WORLD
. - | WAR,INEVITABLE IN‘NEXT FIVE YEARS DECLARES U-.N. OFFI-
o E\CIALL* s nation shall rise againsf nation, and
kin against kingdom. You all know how many wars there

18 goin’ an right now? More’'n 45, last time somebody

. cou ta@.“ sure, I knok your answer to that one. There’s

- ——

always beeﬁ wars. You bet there has. But there’s

/E:yﬁr been so nany natural disasters as there is now.

“f . .Aagd great earthguakes shall be in many

nigceal Reémember our number 18 cracked into the earth?
‘ .
18 earthquakes in the past 15 years, 'the world’s never -

fknown anything ilkewit. And that’s Just counting the ?eal
blg ondﬁ. Sclentlsts say the whole planet’s so busted ~
and apllnter.d up wlth fault zones runnin’ ever’ whlch
wny, dnd‘ﬁspeciqlly now that there’s daas and nuclear

. plin¥s~bu11t on top of lots of them, the whole planet
bould'igake itself to saithereens fron.one minute to the

v

next.

- "Fearful sights and qreat signs there shall be from
- the heavens. You read about it every week. UFOs, just

like our shiny old spacefhlp in the picturae. Last week

<
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-the aliens picked up a little girl in Georgia. Out pick-

in’ berries with her mama. She went nesnerized-—ghat‘s

how they get ya--an’ walked right into its magnetic

A}

4

field and goqef
‘ "Pe;tllenceu> ﬁoy. I'11 tell ya, i{f you count Jjust

bhé‘soclal‘dlseases alone 1t’s enough to. make you stag- .

.ger- If you added ﬁp,tbe people in America with gonorrhea

and the people with syphilis and the people with AIDS and

L

genital herpes and this here chlamydia an’ all thea

r

others‘énd got;thgn to hold hands,' Che cleared his
throat and rolléd his eyes), "they’d stretch all the way

from New York to San Francisco and back again.
*False Messiahs. Sure, we got our share of thems ‘

a ——

too. . . . there shall arise false Christs, and false

prophets, and they shall show great signs and wonders

«*+ ' You got your Jim Joneses, you got your Sun Myung

Moons, you got your Mahara} Jis.". He fauéhéd and said,
**Shucks, I‘like my Kool-Aid as nuéh as the next~guy. but
until Ilsee 1t’'s been stirred by the hand of Jesus Christ
hisae{f_l ain’t toughln' a drop.'" Laughter rippled
through thé’crpwd. a few pgople clapped:

“An’ your famines--the bony people Wwith cups linin’
up for .a dribble o’ milk but the old woman at the crock
ain’t got no more to give. You recall all that in our
picture? That old woman is Mother Earth, folks. She’s

0runn1n’ out. An’ you know why? Think about this: when
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- ] God made Adaa the wgrld’had a population of one. It took

untllJthe tfWe of the California goldrush before there W%Q
‘a billion people on earth. Next let’s jump ahead to Jjust
after the Wall Street crash. Only eighty years later 1it’s
2 billton. By the time John F. Kennedy gets elected |
there’s 3 billion: 1975, 4 bllllonf\’hndﬁhow; Just a few
yeaars i;ter there’s over 5 billion an;’the nek} stop’ll be

"6, There’s more’'n a billion Chinese alone, &on’téha see.

Ip's Just like @h; skateboard ramp { got home in Indiana.

It starts to curve and goeé up and up till 1t's’gpin'
straight vertical an’ you know, you come to the top an’ 1if
you don’t turn around right gentle-1like--look out!

‘/
# “So let’s review our little picture: the clrcle of -

p.ople spreadin’ the rumour of war, lineups of people with
epidemic diseasas, people starvin’ to death in Africa,
" people worshippin’ phony Messiahs. We got our 18 earth-

quakes in the past 15 years. And we got our space-

i

~

Y

{ + ship-—fearful sights from the skies.
“But there’s one %hiﬂg we ain’t .got to yet. What in

the heck is this poor'Lady in the taxi got to do with it
all, Eushinf on her way to the delivery room? Well,
friends, Jjust lgke when a lady’s birthpains start comin’
f.s#or an’ faater you Ehow y’all better not go out ta

. the ballgame, it’'s the same thing with all these here
-signs. Corruptlbp. moral decay, overpopulation. Faster

" and faster, the birth parigs are hitttn' harder all
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the tine, afrp}anea'boln‘ blasted right outta the sky by
the,Reds, a buncha"g;ys in turbans chargin’ us so much for
o1l and gas y@p gotta mortgage your house just to drive to
Yellowstone Park. Why, she’s breakin’ ;part at the
knee—joints, folks, she’s breakin’ apart at tig'elbows.

she’s creakin’ and a-groanin’, our dear lady America’s
. . .

hurtin’ more every nlnutesnn it’s time--1t’s time . . . to
call 1in the doctor." - \
“"Amen?" shouted aomeone. B

**Jesus told his apostfos-—y&u can look it up in the
N : |

gospel of Matthew--he said, Now learn the gar;blg of the

A

fig tree; When 1ts branch 1s tender, and Quttethuforgh
leaves, ye know that summer is nigh: So likewise ve, when
ye sthL see all these things, know that 1t is near, even

at thg doors.'" He 1aaned forward and swept a pudgy ,
finger across the audience. '"Verily I say unto you, This
eneration shall not pass, ti1ll all thes B

+

fulfilled.. All what things? Why the things we’re

seein’ before our yery eyes: wars, famine, plagues, and

4

the event they’ré leadin’ up to.

¢

“BéCIUIQ remnenber--these are just the birthpangs.
You ain’t séon nothin’_ yet. If this is just the earth
foglzn' herucon£racﬁions, you lothora in the conqrognttoﬁy
canliiaglno yhat the birth is gonna be like." \

A qufl;d siren whined froms the street. People boénn

to aquiri but Little Dothan motioned with hxf hand for

+

o
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them to stay put. It’s on 1ts

LI , . ‘
Arnlqoddoh'caxn't}hclp~but come, the state the

“It’s comin’, friends.
;way.

world'l 1n Hc'ro‘nOlE of the way alr.ady'téwards the' <

'7 L]
Third Horld War. Jcaut said the flrst thing to happen ts >
. iy
tho Jewl would got back hogcthcr in thair own country. ) ;o

o

aft.r bcln acattcrod over the earth. Since Israel

became a nntloh thea poor Jews aln't‘had nothin’ but

-~ ¢

ntrlfo.\ th thcy vo hnd all/thc Ay—raba you can imagine

down their back-. N - ' ) Dt

~

, : - L .
"God saild that before the end, the old Roman empire

»

'would rise agaln.ltgn nations would group togother.g The
iurogocn Cogﬁon\ﬂarkot got lts-zintﬁgnqlbor when Greece

- N . ) ~ 0 - ‘

;now thoyvgot their very own parliament. Now

thgri‘; th.l :s.qays this here coalitfon will grow to be

-

-

llghtxor than ovon Al.f!tl-- Thcy re qonna do pretty good
for thenselves, with a leader who' 3 gonna make such poaco
on earth that for a while he’ll bc more popular than Jesus

\jﬂﬂ\lit hissalf.
\\&Eow !/p do_you suppose attacks Isranl? Here s a fﬁw

Unt1il Israol gets attacked.

hints: thczﬁ‘: airoa&y oﬂinod up thetir way through

Afghanlatanran they’re nakin’ frlenda left an’ right

with the Aribs and the Iraqis. And'thoy'rc settin’ right

on our doorstep down in Spinlah America."'

élo;gd his boyish eyes and pressed hii finger next to his’

o <
r o

&

f . -
-

sacurely, you will bestir yourself and come from your

temple.

e

Little Dothan s
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th : ! w come u inst ay’
ae cover t ,' :“ |
Little Doth n rdised hla myebrows and cocked hl‘a
hedd back. "Out of the uttorloat p;rts of the north - ' R
. the utgerlost parta of the north." He guffawed.
“And ‘we’re not talkin’ about the Minnesota Vikings,
folks."
~“That renlhda*ée of my mom,* said Iltt;; Doth;n.

'**¥hat’s the difference between your did an’ Rudolﬁh the

Riind;er%' she wants to know one day. ’Heck, I don™ - ,;?
kpow.ﬂ.l rcﬁliod: _’Hhen-Rudo}pH the Reindeer’s nose . “
lights up, at least 1t’s useful for Qﬁn;thing,'f she sa*s.
| ‘‘We just tease him now an'.thin Just to keep hia - -
.gornéﬂ' said Little Dothan, '"See, he’s just gottih outten-
. that Johnfly Cash outfit, where he w:nt. .But he’s doin’ &

rcli good,"' ngtlc Dothan turned p;rtway. so he could

\&ook'toéard his futh.r\yct speak 1nto the microphone at
t:e‘bale tine. "Wc’r. bohlnd yoﬁ all the way, é;p; -
Folks, let’s have a hand for ay dad." Hartland craned go-

see past thq heads of the applaudlng pooplo ‘“He’'s a blt‘.

..

shy," said Little Dothan.
“On that day,” he continued after a pause, ‘'there.

e ) in t 6 I-}

o s r, and



and n the fa o
c e m a sh
b wn_down o 1ffs f ' and eve wall
e t rou d. .1 will summon every k nd

of terror against the usaiad? says the Lord GoQ. every

man’s awofd will be agalngt his brother. Wlth geatilence
. and bloodshed I will entar into {udgment with him; and 1

that are with him ,‘torren ial ratns and ﬁaffatohes r
bri stPne., \\\‘. . :

“Ladiles an’ gentiplen.llife ain’t gonni bg.wortb ‘
livin’ hero, either. L don’t need to tell you a out all-
the N-X -1331108 pojinted our way. 1If you wanna S}né/out

-4 whnt‘s gonna happen to Anerica. Just wrlte to the World-
"jzi wide church of God for their little book. The United
§§!§gg and ggltaln in Egoghecx. It’s a hundinger.
“But never mindin’ all that, what can we—all dO/about
1t?. What do we. do to preﬁara ourselves for thia‘awfbl
pofiod of history? ‘Woll. leane just give yéu oﬂ; more

' d

history chapt.r.\ This part’s cailed_theqRapturQ.“
Another airchcall made. the crowd wriggle dbout'
unona:}y. Littls Dothan gestured f;r therm to hold still.
“The ﬁaﬁture, ay friends, ls/the-pdyoff for'a}l truo'
Christians:." ngtle.Dothan's.paronts ;erC'hastily packing
- ~bB'ltorn‘of Litglo Dothan that,hda:beonfon_:ale along with

T a thin book written by him-entitled, i+ What'’

‘ -

[ J
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1t For You? The ongregation inched }ti way towards the
edges of the pews. ‘'Yes sir, for those who aren’t

" saved, 1t’'s éonna be hell on earth--literally! The c;rth
1s utterly broken, the earth is rent asurider, the earth s’

‘wvi tly shaken. The earth staggers like a drunken man
" 1t sways like a hut . . . An’ where’'re all your heathen

friends gonna be in the aidst of all this? Therefore a .

curs devbu s the earth, and lﬁa inhabitants suffer for

their gquilt; therefore the inhabitants of the earth-are

ggbrghod; and few men are left . . . Behold the Lord will-

lay waste the earth and make 1t desolate, and he will

twist 1ts surface and scatter its inhabitants." \
The siren cried aéafn and this time cont‘;ued éo wail

;toddlly. Little Dothan’a father whispered in his q;r and

|l

the family hurried out a side door.
© *“Hellfire and confldgration, nuclear fallout,
fhaahblindncaa: babies abortin’ theirselves left and
right.‘p.ople peeling the skin off thqir‘faéca and eatin’ ,
lé raw, entire cities taken over by rats and cockroaches,
autant life foras yoh cain’t even bargain with."
Little Dothan’s boyish face gllat;ned‘undar the -

" intértor lights. ‘Thefstain;d glass windows had darkeﬁ.de'
to a lquy’plun.

l"Bu£‘youidon't hafta see any o’ thlﬂ."‘ He held

his §nze on'a woman who hnd‘lfftcd herself from her seat,

forcing her to stt down again. "You don’t hafta see gng

L~

, .
. .l“
% - o
L]
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‘of thil herae. Those of us who havo chosen (or been

<

chos.n by) the Lord, why we’ll be observin’ from a real
htqh-up bleacher seat. The momeént our Lord Chrx:é Qteps
onto the_earth for his second comin’, we’'re Just gonna
dlaappeaé into the air. Heaven, don’tcha know. That’s
your ‘Rapture, that’s the beauty of it all. And Just us
are gonna experience 1t."

Hartland watched as wholo fanilies aquéézed toward
th;'aialeﬁ. ~Little Dothan stooa a moment catching his
br‘ath: s |

= "Ladies and gentlenen, letus bou our head; in-
‘Hayor. rLord Jesua. help us all to be virtuous in our
hearts an’ livo to witness the rapture when you descend on

earth. Give Alerlcl the strength to continue her peace-

kocptng and fraedoi-fighting efforts in order to prolong

the earth’s existence. Guide us 1in fuléilling our divine
misgion as a world leadeb.lq capitalism and democracy,
o:pociallf‘lh Central Anericu~and.£hd Middle East. Apa
bless the Chnrgh'of the Select Majority for all its fine
efforts in persuading our poll}icians to follow the path
of rxbhtooubn.a-.

"Good-nléht. you-all."

Thodp.oplo akinnod'09Eh others’ heels all the way to
the exit doors. Hartland atooa in the alsle, not knowlné‘

what to do as Little Dothan snafﬁhod his dttﬁché case and

hopped onto the floor. The boy bockonod.Hn}tland to Jjoin

4.
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| hfl”aa he walked briskly to the door. . |
_ "Got your lett;r. Glad you could iaﬁe‘lt." Looking

straight'ahbad; Little Dothaq absently shook Hartlané'a

hand as they Waikedu ' -

' Down éhe darkening_street crept an army jeep that

acanned.doorways‘wlfh a machine-gun-mounted floodllght.‘,

o

“What’'s going on?* asked Hartland.

";t'F Just a drill. A pretend emergency curfew. )
Cone on.*. He érabbed Hartland by 'the sleeve and hustled
hin down an alleyway. :At tﬁé next street they saw two

}w naghinergun-bearing s&lé}ers tgiklng in low volce? to a

jﬁ) palf of young women in dresses. The women, who loéked'

v like office girls, pressed theg:elves agalns£'a brick
wall, Little Dgthan led Hartland in the other direction.

“"Darn curfew messed up the timing of ay sermon.
Didn’t get to build 1t up Just right,' he said, wavlng at
an unlit” taxi which didn’t stop. Two’soldiers'scoofhd .
around th; opposite streetcorner, dragging a bloody-faced ///f//////

// .

man by the arms. ' -
) Little Dothan opened his case and took oubt a‘ﬁiaa—
tlc;wrapp;d comicbook of The Incredlbie Hulk. ‘'‘Look what
I‘fogndlfoday. Hay, 1962." He flipped oﬁan'the black and
gray pages. "Guy in a ﬁfed record store had it. Didn’t
‘have the first clue what it was worth. Soe," he said,

showing the unbrakdn spine of the magazine, ‘'‘the- back’s

cherry."” . @ _ ,
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Little Dothan waved his comicbook at a crammed
. ‘ e .
) taxi.  The car came to a quick halt and they climbed
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awkwardly onto passengers’. knees as it squealed away. #
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The blg arms and back of the rocking chair hugged
+Ida; Sarah’s limp body welghed on her lap 11ke a bag of
'soil.. Strewn about the flopr_lay big dead bumblebees,
crooked black lggs frozen in prafer. The choking flowery‘
smell baa-mogtly dissipated, no more than a s£rong peffume
‘ noy; Blihds drawn, windows and doors locked, the tkg&ler_'
was é tin roééting‘p;n. |

v

“Consuelo Sanchez, come on down!'

" Ida tilted’hii&head; the chalr stood stlff on 1its
hind legs as she lléténéd. The trhck s coming down the
. hill, she thought. Her\archgd feet‘relaxeq and the chair
_began to-rock‘agaln, thumping lfke a grandfaiher clack.
* A minute later the truckdoor slammed and Art waddled 1into

the house’ garrylng a large teIevlslon wlth a dark wood

cablnet.\

“Looklt what I rounded up 1in toén. I did a favour

/

for a guy ‘starting.up a TV store, so he let me have
this tube. on credit.“ Idas stomach tfghtened at the word
“credit.' Arf‘unhqoked‘fhe antenna wirés from the old TV,

whose screen immediately turned to snow. He connected the

[

new, teievision and tuned in the gameshow that had been on:

v ’
¥
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the qtﬁer machlnea

1

"“"So, what’s 1t gonna be, Cohsuelb? How much for the

3
’

bedroom _suite?"

o

“Un. 'Eighteen hundred dollars."

“Eighteep hundred dollars for the bedroonm suite!’

The lmage was .so clear and true it was as though the

people were actually in the room with Ida.
K "Yoqﬂke'not going to like this news,'" said Art as he

“ |

, adjusted the colour tone, "but there’s no more insecticide
! ‘ anywhere in Born With A Tooth County. I even drove all

//Bhfw'\\;\\thg way to\ﬁéglna. The strongest pblson'they cén‘m;x;up
'Ehat‘won‘t kill every animal in the counﬁy, these .dudes

~—-
) ' ’ S

"gobble up like cherry Coke. Crops:between here and the_ ’
c}iy look like they been doused with Agent Qrange."

, Art looked around at the bumblebee corpses. He

sniffed the alr. Sarah, facing her mother on her knee,

"stared at nothing in particular. Her soft lips were
curved into a small red heart, her eydlids hedvy as though

from satisfaction. She sighed.to stifle a yawn.

—_ b ]

"“Tell me,' sald Art finally, "'did the, men get here?"

Ida’'s eyes gazed at the floor.

- '"Joe-Salvation Army kinda guys in caps all black-with
trainsmoke. I ran into them in town, ‘humungous crowd of

'em just arrived on the train platform and hungry for

-

’

work.. Some archgolqéist character counted out the first

hﬁndred. plans.on making a fortune digging up dinosaur .

s - ; . )
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" bones and these dog-sized prehistoric horses that used to

lj run around- here. Then there was a big brawny dude thought

he knew me, hired a dozen men to work onla crew digging

!
wells. ‘ : . .

"Which‘gav%'ma an ldea." Art knelt tn front of Ida.
. ‘ . N

'fchlﬂg her to look at him.

¢

/ “ "You see I got it figured that even in the best of

*

. %tﬁmes~this here valley must be dryer.thén‘lt is wet.
Those rusted-out 1rr1gat1?n sprinklers you got hid in the

trees are okay 1f your water supply hangs in there, but 1if

i

. We use our, manpower right,- we can fix things so that

‘1ittle spring of yours’ll get the water to where 1t needs
to get and give the ground a good drenching before the
season -begins. So the seeds’ll be going into molst soil.

And the way we’'re gonna do thét:‘éanalé'runnlng between

. .

the rows from one end of the valley to the other. Then

we’'re gonna get some grap€s and oranges 1in there.

[}

“Yessir, me and Luther Burbank. Look out!"

Art laughed in a way that made Ida’s head jerk up.

-

Not his hearty, Joyous\laugh. Eat a coarse guffaw.

“The tastlest part of-the plan,' sald Art, rubbing
.

.his hands, '"is the cost.'' His cheéks‘and eyes glowed with,
. : .
an inner light. *“The cost 1is ;ess than paltry, less than

meagre, less st1ll than the old Song and dance, and the o

I3

way your precious soil’s taken to flyin’ away after

greener pastures, you might even call. 1t dlﬁt—cheap!"

™
' V! )
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His face smelled of warmth and energy. \Theée-;goor-
--clones--are so despearate . . ."” He cleared his throat.
“Well: they‘ré in hard times, yfsee; and I wdnt tb‘halp

the:’.\t, and they’re willing to work.for .no wages

" wha oeVer-‘uJust food.'" He .paused to wipe a_ laugh-tear

?

from his eye. "I’ve glready arréﬁged'thé meals. Break—

fast, lunch and dinner: boiled wheat. Made a deal already

. to clean out some of the Indians’ granarles

/

¢

sy e " .
NOE 2 A S R

“And thé grain’s étlll godd Edlhle. totally

"Hey. they wouldn szave already gotten here, woulda

they’" His eyes glowed at Ida untll her head bobbed.

All at once, Art’s eyes softened. ;j?od stuff!* he
h

sald. He chuckled, playfully tweaked Sarah’s sharp

straight pose.dnd went out the door singing, "It’s a

wonderful day in the pelghbourhood . .o

-
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Warren Putnam sat up on one aelbqow under the stat;‘on
. wagon celling, dragged a faded blue windbreaker over his
legs'ahd burped\up a 7-Eleven Hoagie. Chilli sweat glued
the bottom of his back to the foam mattress. He scratched~
the exposed skin and pulled his flanﬁel shirt down to meet
his pantﬂ. An i{tchy heat remained 1in hlg limbs from the
drean #hat had woken him; he wriggled his body to shake 1t.~
out . i - . -~ - I ‘ -
He had been in the chickencoop. The hens were in
their roosts, squawking and reviling hln'while Elmer
Stolz, Bud Ulmer and two young farmhands dressed in green
ovggalls and John Deere caps stood above, shouting, ‘'How
ab;ut i1t, 0ld Cock? Gonna do us pro&d?" Warren gaped
around th; butlding, took a step back and nearl& tgibpdd;
. Before him stood the chippy red rooster, his spindly
ankles hooked with razor-sharp cockspurs. The roosg;}
bobbed forward ﬁo close the gap as er}en stepped back.
He danced around Warren, deking blows and Elcks. hoppiné.
dipping. Abruptly he atoppad. He held his wings open and

'shrugged. waiting until Warren ran forward to attack.

Then with a wolverine lunge the rooster swiped at Warren's
¥
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throat. k P

¥ ] &

Warren felt coolness as aiI licked the open cut, then
a érowlng sharp  burn. He reach

d to press on it to stop
\ .

the bicedlng but his stiff wiﬁé only.Bunped awkwardly
against Ebe side of his neck. .he rooster clayed at’ .
Warrqn’s soft belly, = king him thunch forw&fd. and while
he was stillﬁtottering the rooster sliced at his ear.

Warren hugged his stonaéh~hﬁd caught his breath whiie
the red rooster perforafd a sérle% og deep knee pendszc
pnfhupa. Jumping Jacké. "Get 1in ﬂhere!“ yelled the men,
“Mix it up! Scrétch'hls eye; out!P;’The red rooster o
bounced back, taunﬁlng Harren. daring him to go for his
chln. “Co-o on, Sad Sadie. a statlonary target ' The
lnstant Warren lumbered towards htltthe rcd rooster dove
and  tore o>pen the soft flesh of hisi|inner .thigh then
swatted the side of his skull with backhand wing.
Warren atood/ntunnod. head ringing as the rooster seized
his neck 16/; clinch. Helpless, he darted his eyes around‘
at the jeering chickens, at the men |yelling, "What are yva,
a fuckin’ egglayer? Are you Jast gonna stand there and -
take this chickenshit?" a

dno Qf'tho hens had stood up from her roost and was
iquattlng over the edge to pes. 'Sho looked back over her

’ . . ~
shoulder and gave ¥Warren a coquettish smile. Warren

- wriggled slipperily odt of the red rooster’s hdvld. He

thought he glimpsed an invitation in the 1lift of the hen’s
-, )

-
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%al&featﬁers as shq/sauntcred back to bed.

Warren hipchecked the red rooater and hopped up into

the llttle woman’s nest--cozy with warm damp straw. {t
% e
smelled like the wet fur of a lynx who had stolen into the

.

éhickencoop one .night and bolted with a pullet 1n its

teeth. But he dldn t care. | .

3

Warren s heart pounded as the hen eyod hl- apprais- 7
ingly and teased in a husky voice;, ''So you think you can
put your shoes under ay bgnk'anytile. do you?*" She'rhbbed
his ear pia&ﬂu;l;._naktng hln flIinch as she broke A‘gcllcd

clot of blood where the rooster had cut.

\ * o

“Look“Mat him. Whattaya bet she goes og‘top?" he

'

heard one.of the overalled men say dowr below.

(=)

. o :
“Ha ha!* Wlﬁren cried out boldly: ‘"Were not I the
2

man to redress falr Castonia s wrongs'" He turned to his.

©

_hen, nade a flourish with his wlng. as with a plumed hat, .

v

and bowed:low.'«Swnshbuéklof—stylc. he a;oopod down onto
the wooden floorboards, eager for the blood of the red

A . . - e ’ {
rooster. The hen smiled sadly and turned away. ‘'Well,'

youtb;eﬁ 1t," she clucked. ''Now 1t’s your turn for the

to boe i1t, Sad Snck ‘Dldn't‘thlnk you had it

you," congratulat.d the red as he conplotod a sot of

*

'too—touchoa. warr.n pantcd as they fac.d aff. “the rcd
éiillng.anuaedly At.Harron s defiant glare. —

Hith-a,runh the red charges, tearing and.slashing at
{ <7 . bt
- . R .

<
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e wi?ron; spurs, claws ripping through‘fcath.ra into soft : ./
X whitc skin, clouting hia with wingblows,. klcking hin . Gi

.aprawltng to the chlckgncoop-wall whcro a qalvanlzod pxpe
spevws fine choktng chaff. ltchy a: barloy dust, 2<§ to ‘be

. -~ " booted forwurd agnln by the chtcrtng men, now bllndod by

'h!c owﬁ\ﬂqd blood,. a.gurglc in his throat, chaff coatlng
ﬁhlck-r aed thicker hl: f.atﬁ.rt. burying the wrlnklpd .
. ',' to-l of his splay.d fcot. -orc and more unable to -ovc as. u
oo ‘th. red rooster hacks agatn and adain at his .breast and’
+ neck and- stoqach pﬁp Varr’n, too wcak to rai:c a CIawcd

T foot and 1tr(ko back, cowoitng. flapping one wing to kocp

his balance, trying to shteld -himself wlth the other wlng

. | from the clutchlng hooknd nalla e
1
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The men literally wérked day and night, not.-An the
L] . y ‘

“Ledst hngperndrby darkress. irg ordered them to dam
- the. raverfseloé tthaaskatoog tfeoi #0 that when the
lprlngwntcr began to. flow agaln it would flood the fl&ld

'Throo—foot-doep trenches grldded the fields, joined under,

’

‘thc ‘road by corrug;;ed steel culverts.

.-

' The algglng 6f'the'cannls.revch1ed the frightful

scantiness of the drlftlng topaoll. the dark upper layer

l/*

was bclng dragged away in daily black blizzards that v K
eclipsed the aun. putting th. chlckcns to sleep 1n thelr:
roosts. Undarncath was a ruaty layer of sand and gravel,
and nt three fcot. thc spades of the aen wlth caps clangoa
on a flat-topped bed of rock. If the dirt continued to’ }
blow the valley would be’ lcft an inmmense parking lot.
Ida’s wnking hours were spent shuffling between th:

:klteh.n,andutﬁzf:;uck. scooping out tho gamy Indian .

ﬂRosonG.bwhcai from the truckhox and cookting it in the.

'eoppor]boller until soft enough to chew. She tried to

sweeten the mush the first morning: by stirring a dollop of.

’%ola:loa lnfblonch batch, but the nolins:es ran out

before noon.
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field in time for the next crew.
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. The men in caps ate wordlo&:i:.at a icng tablé of

' plywood sheets laid across gawhorsea, breaking off «in .

shlf%a from sunrise until nightfall. Caps low over

biackonod faces, they moved in‘uniaon.,lifttng their

spoons at the sane 1nstant and shovolling the ooarao

porrldge into thelr louths. Bach ‘aan took a cigarette
butt from his suit pocket, 1lit up. pinched the aah and _
stowed thb-butt'ln-hxs pocket before atrgding‘back go.ﬁhq

}

-

]

- - Thrce'nlghia after the men bogaﬁ‘the‘éanala. thé aule

gave a shrieking bray and shuddered birth ‘to"a L

: 'bandy-lagged colt.

' -l ' .. ({.."’
Sarah grew more and more beautiful and more languor-

»

ous.. Ench‘lorningnher.Bloﬁdhlockl had grown another half

inch, her skin soft as handabap'dcspfté'tho dry atr. Ida
’ oY

x

&ould bavc‘uschSnrnh's help with the bowls as she lugged

the boiler of sodden porridge to the men’s tabl&. but the
girl had so little energy; all she ever did was sxtul

: : ) : .

fanning herself or txgkltng her face with her hngr.

?urthorioﬁo. Ida was terrified of the rcagtkon’of the

‘men with caps 1f~thoy-glllpicd hhr daughtor;s b.auty.‘ She

dragged the ihoot: of plywood nnd tho savhorses to the

edge of ‘the ficld and roass-lblod tho table next to the

-',barbod wire fcnco: the reel of a-half—burloq binder

/

e



‘Qlth th’ river dry. the only water in the valley was 1n

out’tho botlcd wheat, and she never safd a word to the

‘r Ay . 151

. creaked 1in tﬁe hot broozo‘llko‘A tiréd weathercock. A big.’
' . B . )

out-of-style purse served as a satchel fo; é&ian bowls ana

spooni; the empty boiler cafrled‘then.back dirty, to be

d.d 5 ; . . ) )
Srlll the men alwaya had some excuse for coulng into

he-ydrd to nail a wobbly shovel, handle in° placo. to

4

brush a dolldp'of tar over the cracked sole of a boot.

~

fhe Qoll. 80 each afternoon a llneup stretched fron the

/

handpu-p paat the. toolshed, each man Jackxng the long

handle for tho ncxt. who alurped fron cupped hands. all

~thc tlnc gawk;ng toward the houaotraller whero Sarah

sprawlcd on thc livlng room couch like a Perslgn Fat. By

"‘tbc end'of the day thQ}nornllly clear water was busy with

flecks of rust. ' §\ ) . .

Vo -

She could hear thea muabling fro; the trailerstep, a

lgi moan that rose and fell like wind through winter

tr-d‘; the aen were still as weathered griy f&ncopoats.
"'As lda came near the conversation faded like night into

diy.‘,Hor eyes never left #hc men’s bowls as she ladled »..'

w
nen, chillod by their lnooac—gul-ed broatﬁ

In fact. since the day she chased them with the hot.

Idi hadn’t spoken at all, Hadn’t. even opcnod her mouth to
/ ! .

" see 1f her voice was back. Cocooned within the batting of

|
her own thoughts, she felt trembling and overcoae, yet at

~
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tho sane tllc sooth.d by slnplc things like rocking. ‘the

throbbing tedium of scooping. boillng and dishlng out

.'wh.nt. She lxkod=to hum, inside h.r nind. old dance tunes

)

" that were popular when she was a girl. ) '

Art’s presence swallowed hQr up. The very largeness y
of;hi; poraodalltyltook up all the sbacé"breathed all the

air;. 1t comforted her like the glo® of .a snapping bon-.

+

‘ fifo. The canal project gave Art more vigour than ever:

\.J
hurrylng betwe.n fleld and yard ahoutlng out orders..
(orkinq wlth lda rlnslng tho towers of wheatbowls bef;‘\

the g;uey dregs concreted. talking nonstop. breaking 1irnto

round laughter or lines: from sentimental ballads, Art was

‘slowly sucking out Ida’'s briath and replenishing it with

his own.

Where did I ev;r got‘any energy before he ca;e \
along? wondered iéa. She sufprlaod’heraelf by managing to
squeeze 1n111tt10 datly lct1§1tica ltke setting out ;

ration of wator for a weary arladlllo-—presuhnbly wnshed

up by the flood-—who trundled pa:t the porch step every

" afternoon.

_'Once in the kitchen when Ida was stirring who&ts-h?t /

>

removed the wooden spoon from her hand and held out his
.rll.thft hand gallantlf poised to lead. I1da u;tiod her -
npron’nnd f&ldod 1t over the ovenhandle. Art waltzed her
around the réén in tight circles, leading hp: adrotlly

.

past the snall table and chairs, dodging fridge and stove
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nd pedal gnrbtgocan untll the lelodf a lusicbox Rinuet

p}aying in Ida’'s lind. twinkled chtldllke to a atately ’

L3

“.end. 1lda sniled and gtggled. feslfhg a f}attored ichool-

f
' +
~

Q?f}- : N S ' i v , e |
Though no -sound, left her 1lips. AR B - .
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£~‘ “You see, T don’t gotta be no fool to believe in
Christ,’ said Little Dothan. ‘A video cassette whirred in

a portable tape llChan connected to the hotelroon

" television. The fzon was long and brodd with wine-

"coloured bedspreads. curtains and carpet A- Filet-O-Fish

' 1]

Sandwlch lay half—eaten in 1ts blue styrofoam carton on

" the sxdet.ble.

Little Dothan sat on_the'edge of his bed and played a
hand-held video football game while the cassette rewound.

He pressed buttdns ?rantlcally. chattering a fast play-

' by-play: "Third down, a minute, 45 seconds left in the

fourth with the Forty-Niners 17-12 on the Réldgrs' 20

yardline. Ball's anhpped,tg,PrraccttL,nobody in the

. cloar. he carries 1t—-taken down by Wllson on the 185.

Forty-Nlners. fourth down. a nlnute. 14 left 1n play. balif

goes to Prescott. Prescott passes to Jackson--FUMBLES!

_ D.qur snatchcs-lt.ub for Oakland, nobody in his way,

takes 1t to tﬁe S0 yardling; he’s at the 60, look at hinm

'go! he’s on the 70, 80, TOUGHDOWN! = The Raiders take the

bowl.", | I o 3
He grabbed a remote control box and clicked the

4

\
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idling tabe into motion, filling the screen with an

advertisement for a single-rider recreational foy called

Amphibug that crésheé~through swamps and’ roared uﬁl
hills, followed by three of the same vehicles. ‘Llftia
Dothan froze thg picture and pulled a mint tape recorder
from his pocket “Look into gittln ane of\fhgn Anphl—
bugs,* he said lnto the nxcrophone

*Nope, I don’t gotta be no fool‘at all. You sea, .
Jegﬁé says 1t’s hard for a rich man to gi? into the
klngdom of heaven. ;It's'héggf. Bug/thet don’t mean. it’s
lmpéarlblg. Now\I'kngy an’ you know itfs darn hard‘to
sdueeze a blg oid canel thrsugh a needle’s exé.lrut'yop
seen in the Bible how anythlng s possiblg Wtﬁr God .
T "Now you take Washington Jefferson'now.f 66 you think
Washington Jefferson alan‘t get into heaven)l@st month -

when he left this hereﬂworld? It'’d take a mighty small

‘needle to keep him out.”

*Wha’ s Washlngton J- Jefferson’" The air in the roona
felt stuffy to Hartland but he was afraid tJ/say anythlng

“A nighty small needle. And I’1ll tell va, there

ain’t nobody had a.collectlon,of Qadillacs like old

Washington: a convertible and~a hardtop of every year
Since 1955. Washington didn’t have Just a ‘car for every
day of the week. Nope. O0l’ Washington, he could go for a

couple months an’ not.drivo the same car twict. Sometines
-
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he’d came hore for lunch from ﬁaptlst Headquarters and
say, I'mn tired of 1963, or I’'m sick of powder blue, think

[’11 switch. ’

i | trieE‘géttih’ an option on his colléction after he
passed away but his family’d already had a auction. They
allidldnft ev;ﬁ wait for him to get cold, QOn‘tcha see.

*But old Washington, he did all right. And I ain’t
gonna add, ’‘For & Negro,’ etither. He did all right by
anybody’s tape measure. And generous! I never dld*ga
a f\ ' err‘fo his house and didn’t cgone home with a motorboat or

.an Atar! computer or\; DC-goyered nicrowave oven for my

Winnebago. Pop’ll’say, Jokin’, of cdurse, ’'Let’s not all .\k
forgit an’ drive off without puttin’ the traller—hitch‘
"+« on. We're ggin' to Washington Jefferaonis, remember. ’
why, I'usedlﬁo tell him, ’Now, washiﬂgton, you shouldn’t
oughtta do this. I’ama Just a little ;npreaélonable Kld.

' you know, you don’t wanna run the risk of spoilip’ ne.’l
//y And he’d slap his knee and laugh and shake stf like you
was holdin’ hia down and ticklin’ him. Then he’d give me
one of them turnin’-all-aroun’ Negro hahdshakes. -

**And th wann; know what he was doin’ Qhen h;
collapsed at that Denocratic‘conventlon in Dallas?

Praylnﬁrfor all then Afrlcan; starvin’ i1n Ethiopia. Yep.
A ‘man with all the amillions you’d ever need, one o’ the‘ ’
b&qg.:t preachers ln'Anerica.\and here he'wgs. hls’dylng'

words for ovtr’éody but hisself. That’s’  what he was _ .-

2, ; ,
ﬁﬂuh_~h___ S : . e,
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sayih’, he‘eeld, ’Lord,” send your bounteous aid to

those affllcted by fanmine and drought ln parts of the

world less blessed than these great states. Help us flnd

it in our hegrts to reach i1nto our pockets'énd glve to'

¢

‘A

this worthy cause.’” An’ you know what‘they'found in ol’

Washington’s suitpdcket after he fell down dead fron/ﬁla

stroke? A cheque for——flve—-hundrett —dollars--nade out

. to Ethiopia.‘ ]
*'So you see, it’'s not how péor and shrivelled up you

are‘fron hunger that gets you into heaven. Blessed are

the poor--ln spirit. Blessed are they which do hunger and

’

thlrst—-efter righteousness. These here beatltudes. all

:of this blessed are this an’ that have been taken. ..

outten their context 80 nuch, "don’ tcha see, that now

1

.ever/body flgdres it’s.a sin fo-have a eollar in yeur

) wrltin me up a contract proposal.’ for‘NBC*band. nost

. wellet. Vhat éohnts in this bueiness 1s how many,hearts

you touch~—that s why I'l goin’ on television; my lewyef‘s

1

I ! T
/-
s

inportapt how nany souls you save.
“How 8 your father?“ he. asked, rolling the vldeotepe..
Hartland heslteted, then wheezed. "I'm not‘really.
sure. ‘ ' : !
“Now The Seven Woneers here's3the greatest TV show
ever nade."‘sald Little Dothan ove} the nusical thene.

“It’s got the most. powerful collectlon of super heroces you

ever did see. [ gef my secretary to tape the episodes I

N
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;lls when I’a out on the road. Korok, that’s the blond

guy out in space saashin’ the two planets together,"

-Lgttln D;thdn.waved the Eelote switch at the screen, ‘“he’s
_gof a handshake more powerful than one hundred neutron
_bombs. Once each show he offers to shake hands with
somebody evil ltke Dr. Slime. You oughtt; see then
explode!" ot (

The sov;n super heroes gleefully battled sinister
villains who used gera warfare and interplanetary terr&r—
.J;; to selze control of a universe that; despite its
Advanc;a technology, was ﬁopulated by such prehistoric
cr;aturea as woolly nannoths.lsabreftoothed tigers and
§ogile. ;la;t-eating dinosaurs who benevolently offered
their beastly strength to Korok and his crew. Little “
Dothan cheered the shattering climax as Korok inglted
Dr. Fréozq{chov Ca brilliant madman who held the Earth
hostage with a w‘ather machine) to satep 1nto'outer‘apace
and shake hands. MNother ﬁarth securely returned to the
f;rces of good, Korok and ghc rest of the fun-loving teanm
h}tchcd,a'ride home on the neck of a paasing‘pt.rodactyl
and resuned life as usuai. surfing and danging on the

v

sunny beaches of Malibu.

Little Dothan then dug through a large suitcase and ‘
shoved Hartlahd a notorized skateboard, a franéd photo-

graph of hiam and Michael Jackson and an award froa the

ﬂltricnn Socilety of Religious Broadcasters.
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Th;r; was a soft knock at the door. Little Dothan’s -
glster peeked 1n:and sn{led radiantly. He; braces were |
gone. Sh; extended her hand to Hartland and quietly
introduced herself as Cheryl-éﬁn. Bfﬂ;he time Hartland
- .andiiittle Dothan'had arrtived at the hotel ?he nlgh£
b;foée, a blackout was in effect and the nlghlclerk led ]
them'to Little Dothan’s room by flashlight. ’

“What are you guys doing?'" asked Cberyl—#nn.

Little Dothan.\suiianiy fiddling with a Walkman,
trying to make 1t bl ; a t{pe of an award—winnfng seraon
he had/dellveréd; finally pitched tape and machine,
'.headphones‘daﬁéling behind, aniﬁsfrthe wall.

“"Nothing A.giri‘d be interested in,' he snapped.

“"It’s okay, I'1l1 l-listen to it some otiér t-time,"
saié Hartland; fléhtlng for his Bnaafh. Cheryl-Ann gave
Hartigﬁd g,warnlhg shake of the head, then she backed‘out‘

the do&r;

There was something wyfong with his breathing.
Whenever he .spoke his bregth seened éo rush out a one-way
valve that didn’t let air Rack in. For six days on the
road hofa barely said a word to anybody. Now it was a
chore every time he had to talk. |
i Ten minutes later Cheryl—AnA returned with a iray of
chocolate milkshakes in tall glasses. She sat down on the
bed with Hartland and her brother and handed each a drink.

-

"You shoulda just got room service to bring ‘em up,’:

.t

g
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said Little Dothan, taking out éhc long-handlodNSPan and.
sucking qn the ;trnw. "You’'re such a goof—-head some-
times." - N ‘

"I don’t mind,' Cheryl-Ann said cheerfully.
Little Doéhan dﬁnlngﬁ a third of his shake at one |
draught. “Yuk," he grumbled. "Tﬁla‘alnft nothin’ like a
McDonald’s shake." ~ " ' . ,‘ ‘
| Chpryl-bnn handed her glass to Liftle Dothan. ‘Here,
try mine then;' she said, smiling at Hartland. ( ‘
“It’s the same, gook-brain," said Little Dothan. He
picked up his spoon and cracked her on the skull.
.Cheryl-Ann winced. *1 was only trying to lpkela
Jjoke, " ;hi'snid. sniffling once: Sﬁ. blinked her eyes,
turned and flipped'through\a Pogéle yagnz;ne as she
sipped her ailkshake. 4
Little Dothan d{ncardcd his straw and drank Erog the
glass. He atirto& replaying the highlights of the aci-f1
‘cartoonaand after a while his father came into the roonm.
‘*Are you going to lnyhor a few letters this afternooy?" he
asked in a gcntic'volco.
: . T~
“Maybe,' sald Little Dothan, staring at the TV screen.
as ﬁo rewound the tape. "If I get around to 1£."’
‘ ‘Little Dothan’s fgth.r éavc Hartland a snali eabar-
;assod smile. -

*“A children’s Hoapital phoned and asked .if you could

cone talk ko the kids." It occurred to Hartland that
' A
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, ~overyona else in Little Dothan's fnllfy spoke In an -

ordinary way, using standard graamar. Little Dothan was’
.

"the only one with a Southern accent.

. i "It’d be good publictty,"fsaid the father ‘encour-
e kd .

)

‘agln;Iy. \?Ydu alght ‘sell a‘few records." '
";Yeah!"'spurﬁcd.Little Bothin, K;eﬁfng Hi; eye on the
television. “Sell’a few records!' Hartland had seen the

. box of records, of L;ttle'Dpthan proaéh{;g in Las ngns.f

- _ Little D?than'a fathcqijroﬁned ana’aldﬁ}j walggd%td
. the door. ."Lctﬁp.fknow whag you.dacidé.“ he said as he .
left the roonm. q o
*It’'s too Sid when you gotta be\your father's
,:k.,pé;.a\aatd'Littlg Dothan quietly And/cle;rly.‘

Cheryl-Ann tched her tongue. L

“Watch this," said Little Dothan, suddenly nervous.

a

. :
L Aol » . M ’
* .
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the dog who alggngﬁt,,thq r 1 hree—-headed

Tordon slings h;g guitar over his béqk and leaps zgto.&ho

blsck hele. ’ ‘
N b

"  After a while Little Dothan left to go help his

4

parents answer the, letters to his adviae c%i;nn. Hartland

sat thinking about his father. It was hard flor him to

»

believe Little Dothan was responsible for his’. . . re-

covery. Maybe his faith-healing was only h¥lf-successful
because* he'’s only a‘bnginn.r in the trade?
He stood up pﬂd gazed out the window' - It was a sulky ;
gray Jny. Black afrca&a aroop;d liﬂe mascara tears from.
- the windowledge cornera-oa the grl*stono building across
fho ltroet salhe pirlanqﬁt stains and murky sky gave
“sthe filusloncof a rainy dgyk . P -

Cheryl-Ann came and stood beside him at the window.
Al e 8 :

t\ “"I-miss ay friends a lot, staying in hotels like

this. Dothan likes 1t better on the road I think. He
* feels more lonesone: at home because he ha£~no real

friends. ' Nobody Han own Qg.'lt least. Just the TV

N

( - \:’\ , . A b R
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proncﬁcrl like Vashiﬁgton Jefferson and Hubert T. Spence
who invite him onto their shows. And Mr. Falwell. They
treat him like A’noycltx the wa} Johhpy\Caraon‘usod to
treat tkat'Black‘boy whose growth was stunted becausi of
. his glands." 3 y
Hartland looked at her silver-yellow hair, tied a£ -
the back in a simple pohytaxl. |
“M-am--y little 3ister has hair j-just like yours,"
. he said- Hg forced himself to breathe slowly and smooth-
19. feeling that hQ‘NIS on the verge of a wheezing attack.
"'She must feel 1uck§ to have a brother like you, "'
said Choryl—AnAf '""Do you get along?" |
1 ' "1 dd;-on’t know, she n-n--ever--we d-don’t really
t-talk a-much." He t90k a long slow breath. His lungs
were phrihklng balloons that held less and less atr
as tﬁay beéa-p‘ﬁlallcﬁ and smaller. Inatﬁncttvnly he
patted his pocket for his inhaler but i1t had run out days
aéo. '
"H;w did your b—g;othcé learn to t-tt-—;lk ixko
that? His cheat tickled as he breathed in. "Thq:
r-r-rest of you t—talk-n—norl;li"

“He wa® born that way. As long as [ remeaber he
i talked like he came froa Dixie.” She turned and looked at
Hartland who was wishing he could Jjust disappear and not

‘have to talk anymore. 'Oh he’s not putting 1t on just to

,y'ound like a real .vnngcflst or anything. That’s Jupt

i
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" “Are’ you v-v—-ory g-good f-ff--riends?' he satd,
f . ‘spending a blast of storod alr. He falt winded like
the tine a shcfland pony kicked him in the stomach as he
- tried jump-mounting it from bohindaﬁjft fcltkgn though
_.,h;lry-loggcd insects such as lnowfi;aa were scrabbling
around inside¢ his lungs. He wished he could get a |
pr.lcrlptlon. . .. ’
‘“He’ s Ju;t moody. Other tinc. he’s all right. ﬁq’a
Lo really very brilliant." ~ . S W

Little Dothan came back into the rooa holding a -

\ N v A .
> sheet of paper. - . .

“Here Hartland, run through this oﬁq,SIIQ. We're

. \
Al

gonna gct‘ya to give a t.ltlnoﬁy tonight. You’ll‘bo?a
star! Go ahead, read through 1t. If yo: have. any tr;ublc ~
tonight with your speech 1npodllcnt 1’11 prompt yod ", | .‘
Hartland winced at the nor?s ‘*speech llﬁodlnont" and
~  automatically checked Cheryl-Ann’s ayes. ‘
o P He took xh; paper and looked at 1it. x: o
'\\ : -”.‘. “Go on, read 1t out loyd.“
] N | “Dothan . . .' said Chkryl-lhn:
**Hush up now, he'’s qonna rcad. Got down Hartland!"
“thtlo Dothnn cured IWIY f-father. Ever {lnc. 1 was
& d—=boy ay d-dd--ad was loat_lnlldo btl-n -self. And I\\
yearned for his re-cc-cc--covéry. Until the d-day Littlc
' D-dothan c-came to t-t-t-town. S-s--since thrth-that
e _
™ T .

¢ M
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d-day, ay f-father has b-been c-c-c, has b..—bb_'_'i,/.m
b;'."‘-' R-RYy f':tfl'--th-th_or bee-bb--"" RS

v '

- "Good engugh,* sa1d Little Dathanﬂka'ltill cone out

/

clean as’a whistle tonlqhé."
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Th;r;'s goind to be trouble as soon as Art leaves,
thought Idn as she' lcunn.d the ficld._ All through the
} ' lorntnq whllo she carrlod the 1loads of boll-d vheat Idn
could hear thc'wlndlikg voices of the men with caps
. .dcbatlng sonething excitedly, 1f that were possible.
B “ Whénever Art drove to town ;hi aen hudglad'éogothcr in a
black flock, leaning on\th-ir shov‘ls :ﬁd dronlné like an-
e .encrosching g;tsQnr-. their capped heads taning as one
o - and.atarlné cglcuIatingly.at the houldtratlcf. Now as Art
- climbed ;ntp thc’tfgékcab.iatubb&:pcncll and supply list
in his shirt pocket, the men buzzed at a, feverpitch; when
=~ . 1da neared the feedtsble the talk died like the muffled
- whinmper-of a child. ‘ -

The instant the truck disappcnrcd over  the vulloy
htlltop the men in caps flung down thcxr ‘shovels and
llxppbd through ‘he barbed wire fendk as though covered -in
skin that could not lnaq. Their boots clonpcd over the
stiff blanched stalks of croltcd wheatgrass as they
marched toward the.trailer.

\lda turned instantly and fled, the dropped boiler

vomitting pérridqo ovor'thc baked earth. Inside the

’f
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trailer she locked the windows and doora.,;natchcd Sarah’

whd'lay on the couch fannlnb hcra.lﬂ with a Sroad green

lehf--lda.wls:too f;anflc|tp wondef where.she’d found

the leaf--carried her limp body to the bathroom and:

lowered he} out the window. .Tho girl landed squa;ely on

her feet, not in the leasé astonlshed. . -
1&. slung Sarah over her shoulder and thrashed her

way through the knotted trees to the dry riverbed. She

heard a shatter of glaas and a atnute laﬁér h61vy feet

/ci;: crmgphing through the riverbank brush. Ida used her

fre? hand to clutéh at small trges and hanks of grass on -
éhd hll;sldo; panting as she scrambled to the top; the men
in caps strode behind her up tﬁe hill, swfnglhg their aras
briskly. Ida stumbled over a stone that roll?d. sliding -
her a few feet back down the hill. A gang of nmen w;th
caps lunged at her feet. \

All at once the green pickup came racing down tho‘ N

.valley road, a gray plume of dust funnclllng out behind .

it.
+ The men with caps froze. Thcn-thcy‘scattcred. sone
taking big leaping stopa’hown the hill, others clambering

up over the hilltop into the flat fields above. A

-confused group rushed madly from the river trees right

tnto the path':f the truck. :

Art skidded to a stop and jumped out, meeting each

man with two hooking punches, one left, one right. The

~ -
r
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‘men stood with' their aras at their sides. Soon a line
formed beside the trugk. Each man received his two

. e .
blows without argument then -walked contritely back to the o

field, picked up his shovel and resumed work. Even thoge
Qho hnd'ganicked fﬁd rdn and.hld in the Ihéian Rdservp
forest turned back, walked down the hill, across the
riverbed and 1nt6'tho llncgﬁ of men with caps to be
puﬁisbod. Soon they ;crc gll quietly workgng.
' Ida huddlc@\Qith.Sarab Qn £Hc h{ll:idi until long
e after the last man had returned té ghe field. As the sun
began to ;ot. casting long shadows across‘tho vall;y'
floor. she qnoakod QOwn the hfll, up tho.rlvﬁrbank.tﬁrough
the trees and alibpod ailtnfly into ghc traller where
Aft had already sw§p£ up the glass froa thoJfroﬁt dogr qqd_

replaced it with cardboard from a motor oil case, o

\:‘ o ! .
z . ~

A\ .
t . . ' . .
- N . + - A . .
-
. .

gy, . ’ . : .
it . — . ‘
y 5 . . a \ . v e .
R N A R I Y 7. N T v - 3




2 . . o ) N B .
Art and Ida sat at the kitchen tablo drinklng

coffee. Art’s knucklgs were swollen. croaahatched wlth

H
s

,red scratches. ST .
| A papery knock, lik; sanding blocks ci;pped togethgr.
,cane-frﬁn-the front.doo?. lAré'a eyebrows creased; he'

" stood and left:the room. Ida peeked ‘around the kltch;ﬁ
.curtain éo see one ;f the leﬁ in caps on the‘stép;' He
fronained atilr~as a scarecrow when Art opened .the door,

: but 1t aound.d like they were havlng soae sort of conver-—
sation. The nan s faco under the dirty tweed brim was

'Qhadchd’wlth field dirt and whisker;: Ida couldn’t see:
his lips ;pva wiéh the garbled r&lble‘of his ageech.

| "tht?“ said Art, pointing. "OuE thcrc?“"- v
Th. lah 1oancd slightly, craning to see inside the,
trktler as Art s cyqa'squlntodiat the.field. Ida left the
wlpddw and went to, the 1living room where Sarah riclinoé

wearily on tﬁe co&ch.. Gray shadows Flngca her eyes. lda .

‘ wound.tsd girl’s hair into a thick sﬁoaf——l? w::ﬁioslng

its bounce--and h‘;d i1t pinned under the q.ntro of her

back as she lifted the:limp body. The ch1ld no longer

lloliqd of perfume.. Ida closed the porch doof with hcr:

-



170

foot, ‘shutting oyt the speech of the man in the 4ap: ihe
wseozing sigh of an old abandoﬂed gr#nary.

Art came into tH; trailer and stood outside Ida’sa
room as sh; tucked Sarah into béd. He nodded towards the
door and saild, “Looks like the men’ve hii somre sért—ofw
problen." }

Ida followed Art to the fleld, the man in the cap
shajbwlng thea with long baggy-pantlagged strides.

The men spaded the earth with the rhytha of a railway
handcart, stomping on the shovel blade;,wlth thei; felt
boots and dumping the dry dirt in heaps. The first fleld
was nearly done, squared like the map on the Wheat Pool
calendar. Art lod’lda acrosslthe trenches, her small feet
sinking into the loos; soll then drumming or the wooden
planks laid Av.r the wider ditches until'thgy arrived at a
scattered mound of goods. . B! ..

F’ce; dark under tweed brias, a crew of men with éaps
‘rose’froa aﬁ imaense caved-in mouth lugging a totsl pole,
mobile blood transfusion equipment, dogsled harness, a
sourdough pouchf a peace pipe, slotted :now-glaaaoa.,
tnsulin tubes, an ice auger, toques and mukluks, ' RNWMP
badges, a whale-oil lamp, a travoils, a sflephong. a
ha}poon. a lkntclaco-phller. a tﬁb;ggan and a completely .
worn-out K;ckcy stick. Behind followed more men with caps

bearing G.I. Joes and Barbie Dolls, rollerskates, pogo-

sticks, hoolahoops, skateboards, blackwork legirons, a
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’ . space sult, cottonseeds, a white hood, pigskins, a
. coon-tail cap, a kite, a key, a cherry tree, Cornflako;.
. ‘napalm cartridges, a lantern #hd thousands of red coats, a _
. sherriff’s atar and, sixguns, baseball bats, two chrys’an-' .
- —————thenum atomtzers .
. i 4 )
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¥Yarren Putnam angle-parked his station wagén in front

of Pllilnor Hardware store. It was a town where he kpew
nobody-lna nobody knew hia. He entered the store and
walked directly to a gun cabinet. A bald man in a
- carpentry apron looked hia ub and down and w;nt to the
case. The man took a spiral naill from the apron pocket
and picked a£ tgc dirt under his fingernatls.

“Something for alligators?* g

Warren jerked his head up. "Ewagatows?' The man
net his gl;nce sternly, then broke into a grin.

"You never know these days. ‘Hy‘wifc turned on the
tap yesterday and out camne a acgool of little yellow and
blue fish. [ put a filter on the tap after that. Wanna
buy a filter?' '

Warren looked at the waterfilter display then turned
back to the guns.

“What’s the pwice on that Winch.st,w wifoe?*

N . N -
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Ida got up in the nlédle of the night to check on
Sarah—-—the gtrllhad been sleepwa-lklng lately; each tine
Ida found her on her way to the barn—~-and had found the
lxttle bed e-pty. Armed with a broom--she’d had to kick
and kick at an old vulture she’d found dozlng in the yard
the day before until lt finally got up and flapped
away-—she wnlked out 1nto the yard. s .

The aen could still be heard w;rkiﬁé. firglahin‘g'up.i
the trenches. There was O;'IlY a tiny \fipge\rpall of’a moon,
but as Ida neared thé barn she siaotted a yellow crack
between tf‘\o halves of the blg sliding door.

Cool dry air met Ida’s nostrils in tﬂ. t;arn; she

' | though.t':- of the poor old milk-cow whose noatrils h'ad"\'lat\oly
been crusted with blood bdcause of the drought. ’l‘hlc Slack
rafters and atallboarda'awallowed the slow 1light of the
single bulb, a magnet for giant moths and many-leg-
ged crawlers. A¥l the animals were awake. The pigs

%W, pressed their snouts agatnst the stall rails, watching as
Ida passed their pens; without a sound they shifted from
one corner to the other, followlng her with tgholr little

r.d eyeas. The goat ltood quietly, eyes vide open; the
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cow, ‘h'.ld crank‘d stiffly around, o‘ygd Ida as aima walked
to the end of the barn. Finally she turned and gave a
long lick £o a( painte:l metal hinge on P'nr stall aogr.

Sarah was crouching 'in the aule’s stall wh.rq\tho
mother nuit lay sick on her side. Beside her the new colt
stood up straight and alert on brittle }egs. th_e young
- animal at;r-d intensely at Ida.

Sarah pushed a‘ dry wi,ap' of hair from her eyes and
turned to the baby.‘ With calm sleepwalker steadfastneas,
she pulled the top i;rOl a baby bottle that had nursed the
o.rphbned billy goat. She set the rubber teat ;an the stone
floor, placed the open bottle under the belly of the
newborn aule and .begln squeezing the baby dugs in her ~
wrinkled hands. The.colt stood as 1f its hooves were )
nalled to thp floor, one hind leg jerking occasionally as \ T
though itching to kick, b¥ight ayes darting around like \
hot £fli1es, always lighting again on Ida. A quiver rose
through its ahouldérs and neck. Sarah rocl'{:cf/on her heels
z\ with the grasping—fist r-hyth-l. squeezing harder, one teat °
then the other, forwnrd-and-baclk rocking on square little
feet, her worn face blank in the pale white light. A
watery dribble tr.ickicd through the fl;xgers of har: 'rtgl’;t
hand, ceasing before she had time to ain the flow, squeez-
ing, pulling. The pnby maule shuddered, eyes rolled back
« + « rocking . . . hind legs half-collapsed then quickly

recovered; 1t tossed its head. Sarah patted its rump, not

»

R
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floor, coarse. brown fetlock-hailr matted wlthoﬁwoag.' lda

i, a | . ? ) . 175

-13;1ng a milkbeat. The Bahy aninal’s eyollda rested
heavily over th; big brown narblca.,nogtrll; fl;rlnq
open—shut with 1ts quick breath. S;rah‘FocKXng. pulling,
squoczing——leftf right hand, baby mule standing ;l}ently
weary—eyed, pushlng.but not kriowing where]'focklng, br;ath
slowtng gradually long, hard, full, chq;t swelling.
aléklng, trance-gaze fixed on 1da; Sarah }ocka. squoez;a.,
aule qulckt;pa hoof on floor | ’

Next to Sarah lies the lothir: an eyeball glimmers
cold whiﬂ,.- The ;nlnkl's linbs lay hoav§ on tﬁ{ stone
hugi h.r”shguldcrs and _rubs the goo;gflaph on her frna.

‘Thc aule’s abdonon 18 bloatcd

The baby -ulo twltchca 1ts ear and gasps:. Spdrt-—a
e

- healthy white strcnl |qu1rts from one teat, then the

other, running in a-ooth shots as Sarah pulls, aiming th"\
nilk into the baby bottle’s narrow nouth., Thoﬁyoung lulo

brcathos in qulps as 1ta milk fills the bottle. Hhcn 1t

runs ¢lear white over the qla:a Qidcl. Sarah releases thq.:) .

colt who totters on tts hooves as 1 £ sudd.nly awakcn.d.

' Scrnh grtpl th. bottle ln _her liv.r sbott.d hands and
fa;tons on the nxpplo. Sho rubs the :oft Ruzzle of tho
-othbr aule, aoothlng her, then qutckly pokes thc rubbery
tclt into the animal’s louth. The nule draws weakly,

slowly sucking the lllk of its offspring, while Sarah

nassages the anlnal’s belly and ribs and pntn 1tl out--
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ltrotchqd fl;nkn. The aule chokes and coughs, sputtering

L]

~ milk ovor Sarah’s fingers. Sarah removes_the bottie,

-~

tllow- the mother to “swallow, then places éhd nipple

back in ita mouth: Wide-eyed now, the mule sucks vigor-

A

qu:ly. glckly dfllnxngﬁtho bottle.

SuddcnIy 1? lurches mnd trlca to hoist 1ticlf1up. .
but praiptly falla back on 1ts uldi. Sarah strokes the
@_

nulc s hondwnnd tho animal rubs itl nuzz}o along the top

of h-f hand, then settles into a caln cloop.‘~ \x"

3
. ’ /A . .
’ . v
- O . s
; B o > g. . N o
N -
- < - ¢ '
' L t - P 4
-~
1 oo .
/ vien’ . -~ c
AR . e . - * .7 v "
- & . \
- v ° L M
-y
] * N y .
N & , . . } . t ,
3 + -
. PR v v ' - - ‘ ot = . ' }
-~ * ‘' > * N \‘J .
% il

o : ) <
. 0 ! a . . J ( ‘ o
* . ¢ . .
. . : " » . . K . ! * R . / .
L ‘ ’ i oo S Pl
i "% . / LY ]
Ty ! . « l . - k] ) s
. , ® \ >
’ L 2 oo o \ ’ g © %
. s \‘m. . P P N v 2
[ . -
’ . . r, = “ - ~ .
o ’ - - ., 4
» 2 . ' ‘
\ [y [ % ’ - / * -
. . * . « - o ‘
¢ v »
¢ N . -
‘L ‘ . - ~ o
v o ' . ? //’ ’
’ ;% . . ’

1 -
- ‘ v F N"Q
a . . " . ., 2 7‘ . v w 7
’ N t . +
’ L . ‘“ . ) ry , .
. L . 4 . 'Y - , ol
oo #‘ ) “ - ] -
“j\!' .( R o ° . ' ‘ ‘ ) b ! \
A, * i ! . i . ! \

ad

-4



14

—t

'y .
I's . . - % ©o- A

L S .
“ . : 4
*1f you figure I'm gotng to read this false testimony

. 'a" o ". ’

Hartland stood behind a apoakd? cabinet and x:tched

. Little Dothan give dlrcéftons to the stage hands Brépnrlng t

a5
for his evening show. Tonight's extravaganza was tc take

place in a football stadium, and featured -not only Little

+

Dothan -and his family, but a tr4o of Black women éoapel

i?ng.rn backed up on the organ by Booker T.. froa téoker
T. and the NMGs. Several gu’atu were expected, including a .

locil boys’ cholr':nd a-shlrt-tull cousin of either Pat
\ ) VR
Buone or Johnny Cash, no one was sure. r L

“If you want me to tell a big falsehood about Ry own

.

father Just so you can get rich .
He looked again at the prepared script. There was no

vay he could read it smoothly even when nobody was around,

o

let alone in front of hundreds, nu%bc thousands, of

-

othan wanted hia to say were

pcop%o. If what Ltttlg
trus it aight Sc pozll\ e. He had always been able to
read with no trouble; he only ﬁad difficulty in ordinary
convor-itioﬁ. But to say hi; f.tﬁor was cured when really
all that had happened was that sone

PR J
~ ' ' ,' -

other man had taken
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over his body . . . It aade his throat constrict whenever

»

he tried to -speak the words.
4 - Hartland helped set &p the atnq;. Little Dothan’s
- father told Hartland that Little Dothan had been appearing
before larger ;nd larger crowds, except for the Church of
\gho $oleét Majority, which was an essential engagement
! b.éauae its followers were vocal and had influence with .
the press. Hartland’'s chest was fine as long as he didn’t
ask any questions so he Bunt_noddcd hls‘pcad\' ‘ 3
.¥%?{ Thore's'guat no way I can read this . . . bullshit,
he thought as showt!le_apﬁroachnd. He got busy setting up
chalén on the playing fileld to take hts mind off of the
testimony. - ° 3
Just before thtio'Dothan went to his tratler to
éhnngo. he told'Hnrtlnﬁd. "i'lféonnu feel out the con- .
gregation :o docldc\vhen to hit ‘em with the thst;nény.
I might get you on right near the top. When Qou see ne
pull on ay ear like this, thgt'll‘bo your cue that you're
on in ftyo minutes."
Ha}tland looked around for Cheryl-Ann but-
couldn’t spot her anywhere. He jumped off thﬁ stage ana'
walkodaacro;- the artificlal turf to the bleachers. .

£ . . i
- Stationed throughout were si1gr. language interpreters who

™
were to repeat the sermon, the lyrics of the hyans and
Liftle Dothan’s jokes for the hard of hearing. He 'Wapt
N S ' ‘
R his mind occupled by watching one of the lhtnrpg:tora. a

, N

¥
0t . ¢
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young woman, converse ;1th someone 1n“thc front row.. ﬁo
looked at his hands. ' How colfortlﬁg lg_soeled never to
have to talk, just to move one’s fingers atound.

A local minister ._took the stage and tapped the
\licrophone.

“if you think I’'m igpna diagr,ge‘ny father
k. ' Hartland muttered botwcan.chast#h;ezc;. “If you
think I’'m gonna sin by telling these good people a bunch
of . . ." His throat tightened and he had to stop
grumbling in order to catch his bre;th. He wished he had
"his inhaler again. H; concentrated on the way the young -

woman, interpreted the minister’s introduction of Little

Dothan.

L4

. AR \

one of the most charismatic and entertatining

preachers to come out of today’s evangelical movement

-

o o e The sound, anpllf!cd;througm several coluans of
speakers stacked llkoxblack'cofflns on the playing field,
rcvcrbcratoé off a row of brick apartment buildings ACﬁoas‘
Othg street. (“The- interpreter rolled her eyesa aaufocdbaék
lhr;lled from the speakers. Sailing, she shrugged and
polht;d to the sponLcr cabinets, then put the two first
fingers of her right hand to her mouth and -1;;d whistling
while wearing a pained Qnchaafon and holding her left
ear. High-pitched titters cane on! the people surround-
ing Hartland: q"’pooplo. hléh school kids, middle-aged

men and .women with hearing aids, one boy‘whon. ears were



no more than wrlpklod curls of flesh.

. «. +. please give a warm welcome to--Little Do-
than!" boomed the minister’s voice.

The fr:;alator placed ghc fingertips of her right
hand to her lips as thbugh blowing heat onto them, then_
moved her hand for;ard with its f{ie flngori spread.

She held the three middle fingers in a W—shape and drew
her hand to her body in a welcoaing -at;Sn, pointed her
thplbi and‘for.flngorl like sixguns to make L’'s and moved
the two ﬁcnda.cloaer tq one another in fro;t of her
chest. Next she strung together a series of small
one—handed signs. Hartland made out the shapes of

the letters d-o-t and surmised that "ﬂothnn“ was belng
spelled. Enthuliaétlcally he applauded along'with the
others. He lookad excitedly around the group ind ex-
changed nods with an elderly man beside hia who gave a

two-fingered salute. Hartland happily roturn;d the

180

“Hello' gesture, missing Little Dothan’s first few words..

‘Tho translator signed, '. . . thank you all for coming.*
The sign language felt perfectly normal to Hartland,

as though he had known {t all alohg and was merely a

little rusty. | . \
Whanever he thought of the tcati;ony his throat

tightened a little more. The trouble was, he falt

an obligation to Little Dothan. Th, kid had, after all,

. woken his father out of the stupor he was in. Hartland

.
g ’ .
" . ) . ‘ -
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was growing dizzy. ‘Lord, hglp me out of'thla."‘h.

prayed. ‘J e

} “I think tonight we’ll all have lots of fun and we
Ray éven save a few souls too." Hartlapd.}ean§d forward
in his seat as he watch&d the interpreter. '] know quite
a few of you’ve come a long distance to be with uaﬂtonight
and we're éonna try t; keep the show moving so’s you can
all get home bofor; curfew. We’ve got a pretty good
lineup for you." A list of the show’s ‘guests followed.
When the ;enown.d mime Carlitos was mentioned Haréiand
nearly stood in his chair. He clabped enthuslaatgcélly.
smiling around at his deaf friends.

Carlitos was a small black-haired man whose eardrums
had been blown out when he was a boy 1in ColoaPia. A paint
factory had exploded near where Carlitos lived, killing
the rest of his fanll;.i Since then he had devoted his
l1fe to entertaining the deaf; his pimed pérformances of
popufnr biblical. scenes-such as Christ’s paasion and the
_'londlng of the .ark éoughpd the hearts of everyone with
their simple compassion. Though rlghp now Hartland
couldn’t remember how he knew this.

"We're gqlﬁg to open tonight’s service with a
hyan: “Safe in the Shadow of the--'" Suddenly the
interpreter clappéd her hands to her ears. Laughing, she

repeated her earlier series of gestures, showing how the

speakers were emitting a whistling sound. 'Who let the

1Y
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bats loose?'" she asked, llfiing. A fcw of the deaf people:
sniled, but most, like Hartland, sat stohefaced. He
couldn’t remember what sort of sound bats made. Then he
~ =  realized the joke was not the interpreter’s but Llfi?;
.Dothan’s. He spotted Little Dothan on the stage; his
scalp ' shone under the lights as though he were baldlné.
This was the first time he had looked at the stage asince
the service began. .
Little Dethan tqucd thoatrfcally on his earlobe.

" His heartrate dou?lod. He looked around the sta-
dium. Girls in Brownie outfits were meaunting the steps
with ti‘bourlnol in their hands. People in the higher
seats had started to move their lips. Three rows of boys
in saart wﬁlt. suits -Eooé on the stage, their pink mouths
perfect round O0’'s that opened and closed in unison. The

interpreter was trannlat{ng the lyrics into sign language:

1

I trust in Hism,
I trust in Him,
My fortress and ay tower.

L

He found himself standing. He ran his fingers U
thréuqﬁ his hair and scratched his scalp. He ;obblod his
Jaw back an& forth. When he saw the collection coming he
dipped into his pocket for a quarter and dropp;d 1t
silently into a ta;ﬁourtnd. His heart slowed to a
4 regular beat. He atepped chrefully over feet and purses

to the aisle and watched ‘ho interpreter lead the group

'
»
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through a fewnbara:

v From fears and phantoms of the night,
! From foes about ay way . . . . .
. - ]
‘... Then, unsurprised that his feaet “made no sound, he
¢ walked down the stairs to the exit.
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When Ida awoke it took her a full minute to realize
what was different. The sun shone brightly through hcr.l
window, the grasshopper—cockroaches having eaten all the

leaves on the trees; there was no birdsong but it had

been that way for weeks. Then she heard the silence: no

,c%anblng and pitching noises in the "fleld, the consatant

d

grumble of excavation that: from this distance had séund‘}'
like a host of maggots repolutily gobbling a carcass. She

break in the wheat-bolling

-

lay back in bed, grateful for

routine. No more men in caps. P
“There now, you take that and you spread it on your
toast, like this.’” Art was talking to Sarah in the

kitchen. *"In California thcy practically grow in the

streets, these fhlngl. when:;’r the fanily was there®we
alwvays had ’em for lunch, in salads, or in "a sandwich with

© tomato.' His speech became garbled“as he started to chew.

Ida slowly straightened her legs and arched her back,
tensing the sore muscles then letting them go limp. She

rubbed her back with her hand.: How can he keep talking to

‘her this way? she wondered.  The girl was 1in a complete

.

stupor these days. Sarah had always been one step ahead

!
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of Ida;\now she didn’t even seea to notice her mother’s
presence.

*We had a big o0ld chin-pan-zee we uaed‘tg drag
along with us on the road--sort of a(nascot I guess you’d -
say. We’d get this guy--called hin Uncle Cal after
President Coolidge ’'cause hé never uséd to say much--get
hia to peel our oranges for us, let’s say you were ridin’
in a train or at the wheel of a exghgee;—wheeler. You
Ju;t chuck him the orange, or banana, he did bananas too;
*Have after ’er, Uncle Cal,’ an’ he’d tear that ol’
skin off slicker’n'a greased pig. Course he’d eat about
evary third ohe.“..ﬁrt laughed. ''Yeah he was quite a
charnét;r. old Uncle éal. Quite a man for peelin’
oéangea.“ ’ .

Ida rolled stiffly out of bed, stepped into her

»

~8lippers and jeans qndvféllad.a T-shirt ov;r her head.
‘ **Shane!"

In thg kitchen Art spooned the mushy green insides
of a leathcry—skinned avocado into Sarah’s mouth and
wiped a dab from under her bottoam lip. The skin touched
by the greaix fruit became moist and supple while the
rest of the girl’s face remained dry. Folds of skin hung
'under her eyes, the corners notched with crowsfeetr tiny
lcrlnkl.d creased the edges of her lips as she swallowedt
Her hair hung fl;t and strlnéy down the sides of her head.

"Morning, morning!' saild Art. ‘*How’s the boss ’
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today?** Ida acknowledged Art’s grin with a tired sally.

| . . iy

Sarah huhched over the kitchen table, staring at
nothing. Two dry creases cut the parched skin from the
corners qé her mouth down to her chin. Three herizontal
lines crossed her forehead.

Ida blckcd up' the greasy avocado stone and rolled it
in thﬂ pit of her hand.

“Found 1t hangin’ on a twig down by the spring,' said
Art. ‘''Musta grown up since the insects got their fill and '
moved on. And you betier g;t on down by that bafry
patch. You got yourself a whole ness o’ ripe juilcy ones N
there probably last all winter."

Ida turned to ého sink, ran water into a small
preserve jar ahd drdpped in the avocadp seed. Absently

she licked her flngera; She went to the cupboard and took

»
. !

out two large lcocr;an palls. _
“You’ll need bigger containers than that,"” guffawed
Art.’ "You’ll need a truck!" . '
Ida stroked Sarah’s hair. It was aas brittle as s
Augulﬁ quackgrass. , Dewy blue eyes stared like taxider-

mist’'s b.ldﬂ'frOl the potato-hided face; her hands lay

folded om her sagging belly, thumbs 1dly twiddling.

The leafless saskatoon branches bowed like worn
= )

fieldhands; grape-sized balls hung, raisin-wfinkled and

Y
. &
, ‘
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succulent, from the drooping boughs. She plucked a berry
and cautiously bit through the soft pulp, bursting a

fruity wine fountain that scratched plcnsnnély as 1\t

rolled down her throat. It ‘was the awoetest..ioag

exquisite taste she had ever experienced.

~

Ida picked the plulP saskatobn-rnii(nu uhzfi the
palls were full, then tried to retrace her pith out of the
bluff. The trees, thick as a hedge, blocked her view of
the valley hill, the field. the barn. The glaring sun,
straight above, informed her onlylthat {: was rqughly
‘dinnertime. If only.the rooster would crow she’d have an
idea where home was. She wandered through the trees,
feeling she was in someore else’s dream. Eventually she
q?uld see ths hill where knobby young cactuses reached
c;bokod aras out from the hillside.

" What had once been yho spring was now large enough
to drive a combine into; the blackness -inside flared out
into a great cavernous stomach. A breeze whiaggred from
the cave’s insides, at once hot and cold on Ida’s cheeaks.
Water-sanded rock lined ceiling and walls like seanless
tile beneath the gray prairie sod. A palr of atone
vclcles stood out in the darkness like lynx teeth, but
beyond a short distance all faded into black.

ida to:t‘n few steps, invited by the cool-hot
‘breeze. The smooth stone had a feeling of sacred heavi-

o
ness under her rubber-soled feet. She found herself T
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always able to see an arn’s length ahead; she padded
alongside the left wall where a mural in dull earthpaints
55 depicted scenes of men, women and children—uctively |

planting, reaping, battling and reproducing. How long.has

this been here? she wondered. .

ida sl'd her hand lightly over the history and
squeezed throuéh two stalactite-stalagaite pairs that
nearly joined ceiling to floor. Sh; continued to run her
hand over the flat paint as she entered a huge, seemingly
cellingless hall. It’s big as a church in here, she
thought. .Thc hills are hollow.

Something on tﬁo wall was pasty to [da’s touch. She
rolled it between her fingers and looked at the black
snear. Batshit. The wall-paintings grew thicker with
distorting Slack splotches which bearded babies and turned
youﬁg tnto old. Within a few feet the wall had becone
black as charcoal.

Ida walked on, con-cigua of hundreds, thousands oﬁ
bats hanging overhead, now and then a flapping of wings.
"The soft breeze which she had folt;all along grew no
stronger as she approached the dark centre, but the hot
and cold/brcaths became sharper. Broiling one instant 1in
a stubblefire, she shuddered the next, coatless in a
January snovwfield. There was no in-between, the air
currents switching with each thp. forcing Ida to quicken

her pace as she craved first hclt’thcn cold, trotting

.
,
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along through an invisible quilt-grid of'torgld and
glacial airshaffs, running fln;lly. choktng, lungs !
Erc.zln?. nhc.;}ng. whinpnrlnq silently as atrblocks ‘ Lt
whizzed at her cold-h;t-cold.

The inatant 1t occurred t? Hcrlto turn and run back,
the stone floor sloped keenly, pitching her headlong into
a round-bottomed pit. When her eyes adjusted Ida saw that
the pit’s walls, or‘w;ll. for there ;crc no corﬂ.rsr
curved upwards to a narrow brima. She was at the bottoa of
an .ggtll,r. the sides smooth as curling ice. The air, at
least, ‘was neutral here.

Sn thxa ;s'how I will die, she thoughg.& .

How long did hunger :trl!}ra last? They went blind N

first, ahg knew. She slid along on her backntdc to. ,
‘the ot@n? side of the bowl. It looked exactﬁy the same.
Ida shug‘htr eyes and tried to breathe calaly. Cold hands .
seened to squeeze her by the throutfy Better to be blind
than to end her days staring ax,thls——ao;gl;hannua.

'Just then a deep bpo- rumbled off tho walls. %?gﬁom
;fter echo followed, distorting the firat noise--it couid |

have beéen a pebble falling somewhere—-—into a sound like

“BOO-B0O." For an instant there QA: silence then the
noise bcgd; lg;ln. throwing ttself back and forth off the
walls of the atone cavern: +B0OO-B0O, BOO-B0O-BOO. "

| The bats flaw around in a fronzy and swooped down

.
into th.jltonc bally where lda icringed, aras over her

[ ! -+
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‘bgad. She tried to scream, unable even ta squeak, thbugh

the thought ' reverberated madly in her head, spliced with
the booming cave-echo.

N When the noise sounded again it was closer. What

was being eghoed wés words, too muddy to decipher.

Eventually the calls ceased and Ida lay in silence. T

In a few minutes a Jight clipped the rim of I&;'s
stone bowl. Echoed footsteps 'resolinded, the clamour

growing into the same sound as before: "B00-B0O.*"

-

The light bounced off the cetling, 1}r1tat1ng the bats who

took to the air and whirled about 1ﬁ.dense flurries. ’fhe

calls began again,  a confused stew of garbled words no
!

more intelligible than the bark of a dog.

.A rope flew across the pit-mouth-sbBviously hooked

AN N
onto something—ra stalagmite, probably--and was.,pulled

' \
taut. A;pinute‘}ater Art walked out onto the rope,
firnfooted as 1f on gpltd ground. Hg\ifobd sti1ll until

the swooping bats disappeared then said in a huiﬁed.voice,

¥

"5usﬁ thought you’d drop 1n: I see.’" He chuckled. '"Well
don’t worry, we’ll get you out quicker’n you can say
Huckleberry Fi&h." Art slipped a ciﬁl of roée fron-hla N
shoulder, tied 1t to the middle of the tightrope and

& 1mbed down. ' >

'

) t
He crouched in front of Ida and looK&d .seriously into

her eyes. 'So, you okay?' he asked. She nodded: Art

swallowed and scratched a flnger?all.on the‘sfone wall.
\ \ \ .L)

-

L
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’ nf.fanlly. Yep, I was pretty well bu;ting with 1t last

~
”

] guess it must’ve been a pretty scary experience |

for you.  1’ve been wonderinb how safe 1t waa'just

[ !

‘leavlng this place open with no signs or anythlng. We’ll

have to put up some sort of barricade.' He paubed and
’ r'd !
Ida nodded.. “Paintings are really something though."” Ida ~.
nodded again and Art looked up into the dark circle
E4

overhead, cut in two by the stiff -rope., "“It’ s—-gule&:" he (

atage;dhrspered. He sat down beside her, @}s hand resilng
' : —

llbhtly alongsldé hers.

’

"“"Guess I should #ell you about my good news. I found

tine I came back from town but’rwell. there’s been so much

going on and all. Got ahold of ’em finally in Kansas

o

I
Clty I guess Mom finally snared old Dad. I thlnk,she’s Q

got hln hobbled pretty good this tine

e * I
"Well I guess you’'re ay/)t dyin’ to get outta here."
Ho tied a fixed-loop at the end of the rope. ‘

. e - :
"qu when [ give you the signal from up top, you step

. into this here hole and let i1t catch under your arns." “He

Q

.tugged on the dangling line, ldoklng up at the knot tying

it to the tightrope. “I hope 1t won’t be an 1nposltion

“1f they come and visit for a day or twp. His back was

>

to Ida. "Y’knoQ theY’ve'heafd a lot about you.  ‘Mom’s '

kindd toygh to crack I guesa. but everybodf 11kes Pop."

He fiddled with the rope. swirling "it so that 1t wound up

on its own twlst. It was the first tlne Ida had seen him

N
\\
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He woke up one day and couidn t renenbez// He was 1in
a dirty old statlgn wagon parked next to g Téxaco and all
around there was no??ing but alougha and bush and a
notorhone with a TV satellite di'sh. “There was a riflehand
a box of -bullets 1y1ng next to hlu.‘ '
“What did I go and do now-—-go off on a huntin’ trib

-and steal thé fhdian‘s car?' 'He gruntgd‘his Qaﬁ‘éver the

¥ saats and started the engine‘ "Doﬁ't even like huntin’
“One thing fo’ sho’ ——hyuk‘——this auto-mo-byle’ s'
missin’ "
' . He pulled in front of the pumps. ‘ "Whe;e is this

.
L

"pluce?" he yelled at the mam who- came out to the car.

o

The smervice stﬁtion attendhqt looked at him. through
. ;\” .

" small eyes. ‘'It’s here."
"I can see that, son, but where 1s. 1£?* He ;éia;d
his vqlc; in case the. man couldn’t hear properly.
“It’s the sane place you are;" shouted the man ‘
into his ear. ‘'What do you want, ga;?" |
| Hc dug in his trousqrs pockets and pulled out Qhat )

felt liko nonoy but had a bunch of different colours on it

so you could t>11 it apart. "You take this?“ he said.

[ . B f . \
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he gas Jockey shrugged-and sald, "Sure; why not? . .
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' gutted) and made a stuffing of dried breadcubes and

l"‘\‘. ' ! \
+ . lda EUOk her blg roastpan fron the cupboard and tried

to gauge xf three chlckens would flt. " The oven preheated

‘whllo she washed the chickens Calready plucked and ' -

’ ‘cyohped onlon;? She would have to do without the.gcelery’

and other groceries on the liét”she,had given Art when he.

e B>

went to town, he was'just takiné too\long gettlng back.

D
In the cﬁpboard she found a értsp beg of walnuts rolled up

* in a nubbgr band; she’ chopped thea up along with sone

chickenhearts from the freezer. She stuffed the birds,
rubbed chfcken!tock over thelr skin and settled them int
a bed of onion and water, then tipped their bums up again
. > p '

-

and poked a few dried saskatoon berries into the dregsing.

we'v our differances. If you really believe I knew
tho 1] shares were a hoax . 0
She had spent all the previous day baking saskatoon

pioa but there were thousands of berries left over. not

counting those still drooping froa the treea. As_well as

ples she hpd baked. six dozen oatneai cookies, fbur dozen '

pqttcrtartn.’trays of brownies and nanaimo bifg.’an
o . . * '

f .
M (N oot
o vger M e et L L
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angelfood /cake. And a fruiltcake. & 'f
It felt like she was prepefiné a pretend tea party
& . ) ST .

for tmaginary guests. ‘ - . / \

The old wringer washer had groaned ltke a éralntruék

Every ptece of cloth -in the house had been wash~

blahkete. plllowcaees. curtelne. altered dresses o
speclal outflts of Sarah’s, even an old crocheted dolly
which, after twenty years of off—-and-on unravellxhg the

stitches and starting over, she had finally bec?me

sat1sfied with and completed. The sagging clo/hesllne

sprang back to seml-life as Ida folded the cyothes and

‘the middle and Joined the strong outalde edges on the T~

thls way. ' /

: o / .
laid them neatly in a cardbperd apple‘box ’She put the

clothespins in a cut—-down bleach bottle. Aeavy bedclothes -

sprawled over fencewire and barren lllac/hranches. One
white sheet--the one that would go an the nuptial bed--had

worn so thin 1in the centre ghe was able to see the:

silhouette of the henhouse through 1{ She rlpp\o 1t up

sewlng machine. It would wear aqother couple of years -
. /
/ . '

Sarah went doddering past/the kitchen window. hunched
over’ llke a little old monke&' Sag-jowled and ‘drop-bel-"
lted, she hugged her bony/ﬁorearns as she shuffled across

the yard, socks bunched 7t the ankles below the hem of

. her cottoq sackdress. viha decided to let the girl play

\
. . //
: /
.
.

/

)

2
.
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f&ﬁ'aifew more hgg£g~before Bhe cleaned hex up and dreaaéd.

h.r prottlly for the. wedding.

. .
R

a
7

'Bglag, xou know [ went to believe ghat xou re .

“Believe me then.'

L; s ]ust that . , . How do you explain what Bob's

‘ugcretgcz saw?" ' . -

"Janet who K are you going to believe, 'your own brother -

ome . . . vocational school dro out:“ .U .
. ™™ "“You of course.'
t ~Iég/dusted every surface in the trailer, leaving a’ o
fresh lemon sge?t in the air. She gently wlpgd.awAy -
- grease gpota on Eh; walls with a small brown gpange. It

Y

Fthrilled her to think of Art’s mother scfutlnlzlng her .
. , ' o ‘ ~
. home, starchily running a gloved finger along windowsills

: and baseboards .and making apologatic llttle remarks like,

"Oh I see, these are your good dishes o
, ~ She had never had a lothqr-ln—law before. Japes’s"
nother was a Buffalo Plains schoolteacher, an English.

warbride considered holty-toity because she carried her
Y . / 'y

clgarettes—-tallor-made--in a mother-of-pearl case, and

\

.because she persisted in speaking like a grammarian in

casual conversation. Ida recalled her strict rote—tgach—- )
ing of 1nportant dates in British History in the seventh

grfdo--Nornan Invasion: 1066,\Hagna Carta: 1215—-and

her crisp smoke-resonant voice reading Sir Walter Scott’s

»
a
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.

The Lady of the Lake. A year later she and James’s father

“were killed in a tragic car ptle-up ne;r Haﬁle.C}eek
-,duriné a Vlcéorla Day snowstornm. Cos
. There would be no Qaia of honour. [da had agked-tgqu'
schoolmates to be her bridesmaids when she married James.
Marge Fraser had since died ;f a lung problem caused by
inhaling asbestos insulation fibres; Dell C;bot..;aa was
polé, had developed a morphkpe dependency after her
vericose veins were stripped and was now wasting away in a
Vancouver rehabilitation hospital. . |

Apart from them and tﬁe ol@eﬁ women who used to visit

hercmotherﬁ@hile she was stlli alive, Ida had nEver'had o
any friends. Her family had lived seventeen miies_ oo ¥
northeast of Buffalo Plains‘in the scrubby region known ‘as
the Q%rth Stoney, so she only saw people her own age at’ |

scho;1; and then only wheﬁ the rsads were dry or’compléte-

ly snowed-inAso they coJld be traversed by pptter.

She had grown fond of‘Jémes during the shy sumners of
her adolescence when he used to coﬁe t; cut hay and break
her father’s horses. Aft;r they na;ried they had lived
more or less in 1solation in the vallgy,'even‘more so
afte} the rapidly-successive deaths of her parents, who
had married late. She had seen feQér and fewer of tha /.

,\townspeople f&llbwing the henhouse'incident" until

recently, no one but Sarah and Art. *

/ Ida stood on the porch step and Qcouted_the'valley
[N ~ . ' » - 5

i

/ f LI

. [ .
/ C - 0 Y ) v
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for -Sarah. Thé wedding was to begin at four o’clock, and
. » . .

/’ soon she would have to bathe the girl and tie rlbbons in
hér hatr. %1 should'ha;e brought her in e&rlier: she s
thought.

: ‘ o2
~The girl had been wandering around a lot lately,
nostly to the barn, bﬁt(;bnetineé Ida wasn’t sure where
" she went.  Sarah alebt so much during the daytime—-on the

N

floor of the truck cab, on a quiet pitece of ground--that

~t

o

Ida was never certain Qheth;r she was moving ab9ut in a

Pf , ’wnklng ;tate or walking in a daysleep. ' She went,gleepv
,. . ‘wafilng nearly every night, rising f;om her bed and

treading creakily to the door and out into the night as 1if

anawering a call. Day or niggé, her face always wore the
sane expresslonpdf inner absorption.’

kld; find 1£ tough aitting'still at weddings anyway.
thought Ida. -

s f ." . It was a shane Hartl;nd‘couldn't be there to see the
iorenonyz'but a£ the sane\tlne Ida couldn’'t help being .
rclieved'that he was akay} Despite his affedfioa for Art,

. all of his confused feelings that had~ been atew&ng ever

aiﬁce Warren came into the house——ﬁlg Jealousy, his

protectiveness towards hisa father—-could bo1l over 1into an

4

. »
ugly scene.
e Ida went to her bedroom: She had been gver it
- .countlaeas Filea; naking sure dverything was in just the -

'.rlght place. The bgd'éas'nade sng%th and tight, while not

- \
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too stiff; the tws petit point pictures, dépléting’l

- B ) ) . . 4
-pair of .lovers fron,Harle'Antoinette’a court, ﬁhung

-

perfectly square with one another in a way that wog&d have

~ pleased even Janes s discerning geon&trical eye. The

curtains stodd crisp—pressed. each pleat prin as a Sunday

school dress; the dresser-top, neatly femlnlne. contained

* dainty bottles and Jqﬁs ;grénged over the crocheted doily;
and Sarah’s cunbér;bne wooden bed had been dragged out to’

. the junkpile, her mother believing her old enough to sleep

on the kitchen cot. Yet something was wrong. Ida

. ' nervously squeezed ‘a bulb of perfume into the air.

LY

.. Sﬁé went to a bottom drawer of the dresser Ceven it

was in perfect order, three empty drawers read& to be

.. . filled with Art’s shirts pnd,soéks and undershorts, until

—-

now stuffed in the living room hassock) and pulled lt'
all the way out onto the floor. Under the drawerlspace,
on the wﬁlte linoleun 1tse1f; was James’s Sborté bay
picture. 1Ida wlnced as balls of gray fluﬁf’sklttered to
dark corners when she lifted out the photograph s She blew
the dust off the glass. It was uncanny. The two men were
tdentical as two eggs, except for the glood—snear in\Art's
eye. If not for the fact that Ida had aged while Art
_:resembled'ﬁanes'at thirty.‘a hidden camera tontight
- \wo&ld éaptu;e this room as it was fourteen years Jgo.
That was it. Idda looked round_éhe bedroom. With

Sarah’s bed gone 1t was exactly as 1t had been when James

( ks
B i ' "

)
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"a311d the drawer baék"ln place.

-

"last came to her. There was nothing she could do--the

’ ' w

room was too narrow to be arranged any other‘bay. The

dresser had to go at the foot of the bed and the bed had

‘ té'stay where it was to allow the door,to swing open.
LI

Besides, 1t was too late Eo start thinking of;such

“things. Ida set the photograph in 1ts hiding spot and -

\

She couldn’t see Sarah from the pérch step so she

' walked to the barn and peekeh’ing% the stalls. The

Anijalg regarded her 511ently as.3f holding their breath

t111 she passed. The donkey colt stood sturdily beside
her uo@her'whose healthy brown gaze followed Ida.as~

she ‘glanced into the‘ianger Art had fllléd w%th oats that
sorning. , R s : . !

Ida retu;nLdEto the housetraller. Everything

had a purple tint for a minute as her eyes adjuat;d from

.the glaring sunlight. She had 'gone to the well in the
.r.laflvo ool of early morning ;nd filled every vessel 1n
'ﬁhc'houie. Now she poured pails and jars of water into

. the coppér boiler and started to heat it for a bath. She

had hoped to wéshfsarah in the same water but 1t was

getting late. If the girl showed up at all she would get

"a sponge bath and that would have ;3 do.

vhile water-droplefs spat on the stove burners, lda

laid out the items of her trousseau on her bedspread: lacy
. N o

underthings, pnttprncd-pantyhoae she’d been saving in the

v ou,

’ ~
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packagé fo; seven years, ; nade-over auit of peach linen,

a si9gle string of cultured pearls James had given h;r for
her first Hothgr’! Da§;)the'slxnfpraceieted gold watch she
neQer wore, slingback sandals, out-of—;tylekuit was ér;ef

but which Ida had d;ed bone to match the sgali pursé she

h;d chosen. s

She pulled off her jeans and T-shirt and sat before
.and .

the dresaer mirror. They wouldn’t have to leave the house \\

before three-thirty, which gave her over an hour and a

+half. She began to brush her hair. She had dyed and

.set 1t the night before and would give 1t a light spray

Just before leaving today, but for the monen£ she Jjust
fef¥ like brushlng\the brown curls and watching her face
in the nirror. |

_-ééery tine—gae saw her reflection she had to remind
herself this was her face. If she looked hatd and long
into the eyes she could see herself deep inside like the
first gllnner of Art’s searchlight 1n the hillside cave.
The eyes and mouth were the closed features of a woman who
djdg't live on her f;ce. She wasn’tyggure where she
lived, really. If she let 1t go for, say, a nonth; she
doubt;d she would ever remeaber who this person was 1in
the glass. Soon it would be too great an effort.

Ida settled into the tub slowi? and luxuriously,

tingling as the steany water tduched her skin. Shoﬁloaded

her head and shoulders back én the cool enamel and
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A

/,ltfotchod her lylﬁp-out in front of her, feeling the
\;ulclca‘fooa.n all the way up. The callouses on her feet
burned deliciously, her calves ;Bd;thighs melted.

She examined her body\in the hdt water. Her thighs
‘were still siln and ;;e hgd only a lfttie namma’ s belly.J
- She was certain shé could sti1ll fit into the white bride’s
dress she wore for Janes. Sh; had saved 1t, packed in
mothballks in a trunk underneath the bed, to wear one yéar

on f%elr annlversﬂry. .

‘Art‘woﬁld be wearlhg banes'a charcoal weddihg sult.

Ida had turned James’s entire wardrobe Sver to hinm shértly'

Q

' afteg’ho arrived wearing James’'s pyjamas. After all, they’

Lk ]

were the same size: chest, waist, 1ns§ei. The two’
: ot
stde-by-side——-that would Se a slght Only their stances '

9 ." ‘ f

and the meanings in their eyes would dlstlngulsh them. ' -~ .

C .

Art had the lpok of an ex-marine, a land~developer, a
quarterback; Jnnca: a small city newspaper reporter, a

fara-raised prairie schoolteacher. Id; had watched Janmes

A

1n action with =en like" Art Jales atandlng back and

1

11:tcn1ng. letting the other man do the tqlklng, allowlng
[

the other man to feel-ln contgol. whtch aonotiles was the

¢ ~

case. Ida feared that Ant would donxnate Janes——laybe not .

MK

tho.old James, 1in hxg youtb, but now——Art would swallow

Janes whdlae.

She prayed that, after all the changes which had .

occurred, James would not come back. One or the other, —
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but not boéth men together under the same roof.

If only ny parents had liveé long eﬁough to see

-

'~‘th18 day. she thought.u ‘ ‘ o /

[
Ida pulled out 4he tub plug first so ‘she couldn t

drown 1f she happened to.slip and strtke her head. Sh;
stood up and dried one foot and then the Sther and stepped
drippind onto the stubbly hooked bathnat.§>0nge dry, she
pushed her aras th;oygh the sleeves df_a flreweed—eolpured
batkrbbe and went and 3at at hér,dresser mirror. She -
rﬁbped a-base of white cream into the dry skin of her
-face, then a fleshtone creanm that evened out the sunburned
_redness ‘of her nose, the tired veins under ‘her eyes; a |

o T " !
faint blush on each Zheek And a thin dark line encircling

v
her eyelxds. . )

- There was a shadow of fine hairs on her upper lip.

.

The aoft whiskers could hardly be called a nousfache Ida
1eaned close to her reflectloT puckering and tJistlng her
mouth fronm slde to alde. Kd . _— |

"She dressed quickly and wé%% to the kifchen where she

-

'searched through the cupbocards until she foh§L a. box of

green waxbars Hartland had used on his skis. Also inside

the box were a wlndow—scrap;r and a s,alleaterno stove.

© lda recal}ed'uslng the at;rnohgat one ;inter day a dozen
year§ earlier—to. fhawla sprayer'boon vhere Hactland'had -
stuck the tip of 'his tondue. ' 4 .

1

Once 1in apringtlne when he was followlng toothplck
¥

-

‘u
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boaékncas in runoff gullies, Hartlang's rubbe} sodts had
lodged so fir;ly iﬁ'ggnbo that he had té—bloé‘hone in his
’Lcks Gﬂrough bone~numbing fle}d-ud that clung'to his feet\
like pine resin. Anothe} time he had stabbed himself near
Lhe spleen wlth a Jaggedistiék of red sngwfencing“thaé had
broken as he clinbed overtopt Luckily Ida hadn’t had tl;h
to worry,about.HaFtland yince_ﬁeflefé the farnm, whéther'hg
had slid off any rooves as he had done’whlle reshingling
the Bﬁf%alo Plains Arena, or pﬁlled anyone'lnéa a cistern
as he had don? saving a droﬁnxng kitten 1in ﬁhe crawlcellar’
of Hank Best’s Fivepin Palace. |

Ida was_ glad she neveﬁ'h;d ta worry about Sarah doing
such foolish things. Toaay, for gxanp}e, there would be"

. !
no time to dress her for the wedding, so she would

simply have to fend for herself for a éouple of hours.— -

N

—
i

Iga Rnew the girl could manage. s \ .
Jfg—lron

She turned on a stove burner and set ac

fr;ban-on to heat up.

| Ida took one of ;Ae yaxchunks from the box and:was
‘just about to set 1t in the frying pan when a creepy
\thought ;céurred to her. What 1f Hartland; like Art, had
found his father? What i{f he had sorehow éot w;ndhéf the

wedding and was right now dragging hiﬁ.father[té Buffglaa
Plains to disrupt the ceremony?

- The warath radi{flgé froa the cast-iron pan vied with
tho'yollow sunheat b.ané%g through the kitchen window.

4

. ¢

. o N -
o ’
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."1da examined her thulbpryntufﬁ the green wax:

r

. . She was ready for one pf Hartland”s tongue-—tied

¥

‘'wheezing rampages.

>

gaze. . . . . “ Lo
The gravelhush~of trucktires shshshed from the

N ‘ .

hillroad. - -

But she could not take Janes’s,silent
- . ,

¥
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The red rooster nods 1in thé\guﬁny henpen, chickeﬁﬁire,

\

g cuaflng hexagons on his dozing face. A spasm twitches his

lcft.thlgh. Hens tipfoe Jerklly past the éléqping male
and dunk éhelb beaks in the waterpan whé}e’tiny whité_'

-

. feathers float like snowflakéé'uqder an onionskin sky.
\\\fhe roé;ter’a head jerks then slqwl; drobps untilélthv
"'liéa aldew;ys'on his Sréa;ti A rubber eyéllﬁlquivers.
His head rolls across his chest. A passing hen glanées’, ‘
dnd clhcks.. He sighs 1? his sleep. . -
.. 'fhe rooster’s tail}éfthers\lift slightly as f
ihaglning ; breeze -in th;‘stlll heat. Leftifoot'raisesyl
claws cﬁrleﬂ iﬁ foos%erfist, ﬁheﬁ'stonés in the dirt,

clawa‘sﬁlayed flat. A fly lights on tﬁeuspread fgdt and

’ :lgcka.a dungspeck freckle. The rboster's chest swells

Yaes 4

N '.‘ wltﬁ a long breatha leg- and wing—-nuscles loosénghg; he.
nuzzles. his bedk into hits collar, Theuhedg hgwe‘gdthered
in the ‘opposite corner ofuthe:pongto peck under a chick-

en’s tail. White woras bulge*fkon 1ts anus like a

7/

?

* ‘mouthful of noodles. ‘

[

, ' L \
Eyes shut, the rooster takes“two>augden sidesteps,

twists his hoid‘bver‘hla~rlght winghéﬁlle shielding his '~

. . . Fs -
ti ’ , . : ‘ N -

- ~ -~

v
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Y ’

face ‘with his left. A raucous squawk chokes in his

L]
.

. thfoat, Snohtirea‘hi;p on the road, turn in the feroe-

~

~~ henyard.

séaie’wlth a gravelcruﬁch. TheQéOOster ralses his wxngs
and glves a pightyt’&ustraislhg flap. Closed eyellds
- — ' * ’ l
twitchz,left,.r{ghﬁ, left, left, right as though battlng

out a code. The bird’!’body lurbhas and he takes a flying

~

hop backwards, wings folded steeple- llke above his head, -

“until he bounces off the twisted fencgw}re. He 1ands

s

Qpinning. opens his eyes and gawps wildly about~§hq

. ¥
S

The rooster clanmps h1§ eyes shut; jJacks his head up ..
. ) . oo 0 ) ’

.
N

high and .scrapes the barnyard.air-witﬂ an ear-rending

)

crow. The gabbllng hens freezeh then scatter,-shrleklng‘

A3

yhen the red male gallops tbward thelr corner. He

windmilly as thaugh headless through the cluster, flaps

overtop the honeyconb—wire and darts in a mad beelin
. W .
¢ the oncoming truck . . . ‘

¢
1

R
F
".

5]

A

'l



Art stood:ln the doorway sEFring at Ida. A:grfn.-w

spread across his face. S £

*You look . . . ravishing." ’ .

The road, as it crossed the valley floorr‘withered -
out altogether in the nlddle where floodwater had washe¢
1t nway. The whlte crust of the two fields merged’ into
one flat sufface. broken onlx‘by Jagged earthcracks and
the enpty canal-systen, ; naze-shéped nagségrave.* Little.

. ‘ orange and grape trees had sprouted betdeentth; trenches.,

‘ Art. familiar with thé‘road; slowed ggleqse the old

truck over a ‘narrow cﬁeiice then gunned thé;dqgine:tol

climb the hlll. . \ ‘

)‘X: V - Ida hadn t been out of the valley since the Agricul— ~/

’ tdral Fatr.‘ Tho Jostllng of the. truck on the pltted road =

‘WA S alr.ady naking her caraick, but%he delirtious en- g

gine—warnth at her feet renlnded her of trucking gra;n en,

hor father s wheatfarn. wvell supplied with field" tea and

BN " ‘her nothor s freshbaked cogwhoels. I - - -
' : Ty - ‘
S /Janos s black-shlned shoe pinned the gas‘pedai/::\the

| fLﬁo?bodrd. Ida s .yos foLlowed tho sharp creasevof the

O
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lwool P nts,_the matching Jacket. , Art was éjén wpafing

Jane;'a,cgntennlal tiepin. The cluna&itieknot’tlght

-/

. bloody eye. - : \

arqénd his }grge throat made him ruggedly handsome. Ida

yésked,at his face, this unmistakable Artface which could‘.

never be confused with Jemes's."She'ataréd at the In—- . .
dian red splotch in Art's:righﬁ eyebali. When he turned

and gave her a questioning gldnée‘she pointed to the
. . . -

"“Oh that," said Art as he turned down the sunvisor,
“that’s where I met up with the wrong end of .a rooster—:
qlgau"

Oildonkeys bobbed here and there in the treeless
fields. Dustdrifts leaned Agaiﬁst fed'sno%fences in the '

ditches.’ Black clouds were fulminating in the west, but

*

.When she looked closer, Ida realized the atqrn contained

no rain--there were no downward streaks in the Qky--only\
rolling billlows of dirt. The eastern horizon glowed a -

dull red, as 1f beyond the slow incline of the earth’s

!

surface.thé sky 1tself were gblaée. ida furhed‘on the

radio. but with a sizzle, as from distant lightning, 1t

went dead.

L

Art'handléd the truck firaly through a'sanddrift,

cbrrectlng a fishtall as thougﬁ~he had driven through snow
1 .

ail his life, then he drove slowly over a section of néwly

built—up road creeping toward the valley. The road crew

b T .
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oiling the new all weather road waved their caps and

<

hooted as the truck passed. Art honked and saluted.

Ida saw that a yellow logging machine was cutt1n§ its

:way through the'poﬁlar windbreak in Reginald Fort's

farmyard; leaving the fallen trees to be strapped onto a

héavy-flatbed‘truck. The earnuffed machine-operator

'sniled and waved and Art waved back.

a~

Art took his foot off the gas, 1e~tijﬂﬂbhe truck drag
through a sandakiff as a herd of goats trotted across the
road. Ida had never seen thls many goats together at one
time. The yard was barrqn. 0ld tin slgngAadvertlsrng
Cat’s Paw Shoe Polish and Canmel Cigarettes blanketed the
lqw—celltnged—Eort house.. Whoever lived there had a
TV satell{;e antenna lyke Iﬂa”s. 

~Ahtgh frostfence topped with colls gf parsgd‘wire

surrounded the'adjoining pasture where Régina1§ haé

D Qrazed his horsé; inside stood a white si1lo,- 1ts cone open

to the elenents. }u?bléweeds clung £o the interlocked
diamonds ;f the frostfence. -

A man wearlng a straw hat, ragged bluejeans and an
untucked shlrt rose from the ditch. bearing a stitck
in his hand as the last of the goats ran bléatlpg across
the roqd. Be lunged with one long stride to prevent a
straggling kid from running round back of the truck,\\\

nearly falling as he went over on_the loose heel of his

cowboy boot. He aimed kicking the young anlnal'g rump

e




. cocked their heads and gaid. “!Bten?" 'The bloodshot-eyed

‘nothing to each other, then at the sane instant they .

then turned and sniled at Art, whoxlehned over hls-arn out

the open truck window The man’s embarrassed grin

revealed several nlsslng-teeth; those renafning vere

\

rotted andubrown. . } : .

1

o For a second 1t seemed the men were golng -to say

Yy

R

goatherd avoided the gaze of lda, who ‘walted anxiously for

Art to introduce héh as his‘soon—to-be-wlfe.“Art Just

' sat, smiling, one hairy wrist hung over the steering .

kheel._ **Looks like its gonna rain,"” he said in a put-on '“

gravelly voice, then the two men erupted with vulgar ~'
laughter, both now looking in the oppoalte dlrectlon of
Ida. The goatherd shook his hand as he 1eughed. naklng

his index—-finger snap. Finally tﬁey'Eﬁuckled and nodded

.and the man ran off after his goats. Hef;tdle a quick "

r

Art looked straight ahead, smiling sllentLy.

Eventually he turned partway towards Ida.

\

"Goats falr about the best of any llvestock in thls
drought.f he said as he sllgped the truck 1nto gear
(
Near Buffalo Plains, Mack dumptrucks hguled loads of
gray ore from a clean—scraped pit, blanched by the

’

watchful .afternoon sun. : \

glance at Ida as he opened a barbwire gate. =~ ' - S
” .

VA
4
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<A l&ng gray smoke-cloud caught Ida’s eye aQ they -
-nea}cd the town. The train. Ida scanned the. heads in
the wtndowa.‘fruatr;ted'by a ataggéred wall of billboards
that blocked her view: Holiday Inn; Daily Non-Stop Fllghts
To Dallas, Denver, Spokane; G. H Sparkplugs. Kodak
Superdis;; Take the Peps! Challenge: St111 The Real Thing;
For A Full Year, Tlll'He;s.Full Grown; Join Mickey And
Pluto And Their Pals; Discover Yellowstone Park; Take A
Bite Of The Big Apple . i\'

A team of three Black men bééred i;to the diesel
engiﬁe of a snowblower; the dried wéi§s beatde the road
were dusted khaki-brown. '

*Changes everywhere'".thought Ida as they passed the
. Buffalo Plains falrgrounds. cranned with wrecked auto-o-
7 biles; thgz_inoaaur hump of the rollerskating arena, the
Texaco station, the Gulf station, the Exxon station;
McDonalds, Burger'King. Wendy’s, Dairy Queen; Kentucky
Fried Chicken, Tennessee Mountain-Fried Chicken, Loulsilana

-y . .
Cajun Quan—Frled Chicken; Boston Pizza, Chicago-Style

' ) Doep-Dish Pizza, Oklahoma-Style Home-On-The—Range Pizza

¢ *
= . [ ] .

Art had to swerve to aiss a surfboard-stacked van
Alrprushed with an immense wave and a winking seagull who
said ln.bullognacript. “DON’T BOTHER KNOCKIN’ IF lHIS
'Rfé'$ A-ROCKIN’!" Kids 1in shorts wearlng headphones and:
kno;4’and leowpads skat:boardcd ‘and rollerskated over thé

v i

5 . '

. .
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. . . ¢ : C’.'-"?‘ a
new white trainstation sidewalkj;“charging through the
, . '5.’}-"5_; . X N
machine-gun spray of the lawn sprinkler. The deep green -

of the.tiny plot stood out al;ldst the sundrenched white-"

ness.

The train rolled to mhidslng‘st-op as lda and Art
steppetli onto the crowded train platformn. A solid-bellied
man wearing a "ROEBUCK FOR SHERIFF' badge and chewing a
toothpick came and stood beside Art. He t;pped his head
back and held the toothpick in his fingers, looking at it
agailnst the blue sky. .He ran his tongue slowly between
hl\s upper gu'n and his top lip, then he ran his 'Aongue
ﬁet\;een‘hls lo'we‘r gum and his bottonm lip. then he sucked
his two upper incisors and stuck the wooden toothpick 1in
his mouth. ,

“'He won’t budge," he said.

. Art kept his eyes on the chugging train: "'Aw don’t
you worry about him. He’'s a good guy. He’ll coné‘
‘ar;'ognd." The man with the badge frowned, eyes htdder;
" behind nirror-lensea glasses. |

* ''He sent his kid out f‘:o pour grain in ny' gastank wh?r}
I wasn’t lookin’ .* '

Art laughed good-naturedly. '‘Well t;hen I guesr you

shoulda been lookin’!' He dismissed the ian with a pat on

the arm and moved -toward the edge of the tratn platfora.

Ida fow ' .t

i
l}
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M:‘ the bottovf a short stairway the.y‘ sauntered
_along th‘e‘ :}ailr‘bad ties beside the ditch, yellow with
‘one-eyed asters. Men a'nd- women came to, the t.:ralncar'

steps. A skllnny black por;ter huat-led. from one doorway t&

the next, atonp1h§ atépstools into the gravel so they

. - 8
wouldn’t slide and grumbling, ‘Awright, awright,. you’d
think )l(ou’were escaping from a burning cathouse."

K Men with w_'i"de foreheads; men with razor-burned necks;

" men with~'st—:ubby flngernall's; ;en with hand-tied-fly—col-'
}.ec’tlon fishing haté; u_éx%hﬁo’ve never nlssea a day’s work
in t'henir lives; men with nati'onal park stickers on thelr
v_ur‘\dshields; men who’ve doﬁag it this wair all.thelr lives
a'nd llt hasn’t i;urt them any; men whg sharpen their own
la\;nlower bladeﬂ; men wit:.h ‘aching backs; men who wouldn’t
go anywhere near a place naﬁed Khurramabad {f you paid off
f:he'lr Trtgqgessl nen“;lho"l.l Just see about thé}t; men whose
pills don’t do a damn thing anyway; 'men who elected hinm
and they’ll damnwell stand by hiln. by: Jesus; men with

tidy bga'e'nent.wbrkshqps: nen who can’t be bothered wi't_:h
all this fool nonsense; men who don’t believe a word of
1t; den who know the exact locn‘tion of thelr prostate
glands; men who like a 1little prune Jjulce n;:w and then;
men who know a q‘uality‘-built car wh-e—;\ they see one; men
.whrfought and sweated to make thelr country what 1t 1s

®

today and they’ll be damned--they’ll be God-damned--if

\
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- fools and know-1t-alls go ahead and tear lf apart; men

- g—
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they’re going to stand by 1dly and let a bunch of bloody :

with callouses that’d nevervéo away no matter how long fbu

-

soaked them; nén with company medical insurance; men who

wouldn’t let anybody talk to their wife like that; men
i .

~

with campertrailers; men who’ve never seen their wives’
J - -

genitalsn @ayllght; men who feel itchy every time théy
see a man wigh\h moustache. ‘ o ©o-
) Women with half a stick 6f Doublemint chewing gun ;1
£he1r.a;;se§; woneg with an gxtra palr of shoes in a
plastic bag; women who wish they*d never pﬁucked/shav— n T -
ed/waxed; women with rubher gloyes; women who treat
themselves to a plece of jple at a lunch counter vhen
they’re out shopping; yoﬁln who put a bit of c?tton in
their brassiere—cups 1f they go:aanlace where 1t’s ll;bld

3

to be chilly; women who remember it as a tickle; women who

haven’t set foot in a cinema for‘twenty years; women whol

dye theirs blonde instead; women who Eake a good‘loo}

around the place before they venture to try the food; . {
women whof1l never have to worry about going ‘to any &
fitness class with qll the cleanlné up after Zverybody

they have to*do; women 31th ;rganlzed drawers; women who /
ard going to put their foot down; women who hope their
chijldren grow up to have ten kids ;nd each one of thea is

a real terror; women who line public tollet seats with

paper; women whose husbands work hard, hara: women who one
&



" the ground and ‘the two men alapped each other on the~

her. Art\lad'Ida forward by the hand. _ s
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~'thlng they won’t tdlerate is smut; womén with a small

.clgtrctte ashtray in their purses; women whose cbildred’s

fathers were regular h€artbreakers when‘ﬁhey‘wereayohng:l

\

women who caqﬁt‘yaxt for menopause so they can dispense. .
with all the mess; women who know without trying it -would égiu
make them gsg and that’s that; women who just thank their

lucky stars when they realize how blessré they are nét to

~

have a husband who fools around. . .

-

) ’ W‘.:\\
An icecream-cone-shaped woman wearing dlassesvhlth
\ .

'flttleﬂbowa aoulded into the corners piushed her way EP‘;

& , ‘
door and squealed, '"Ooooh, ,] just-love seeih” all that

fresh atr®" 2

'
Ls

“Jhatxloave some for the rest of us to breathe," said

a’ pepper-haired man in maroon-and—-tan spectator shoes. “'I

»

Just wanna get at then ski—slopchx"

J
A

“What a card'" roared the woman as she aimed for the
ltairttopa. '
Suddcnly Art broke into a trot. Ida looked over‘the
heuq?--ﬂartlnnd! Stepping carefull; in the gravel, sh?
hurried behin8 Art who grnbbed Hartland’s hand and gave it
a powerful shake. Hurtlknd set a bi;ck—hooded blﬁdcage on

S

thoulgort. Idl walted pltiontly for Hartlanﬂ to noticer ,

. 'm »
“Ida Cole, my brother Floyd.' -He plgc.d,fda'i.hand v



~babiesﬁfﬁon his father and Warren Putnam, looking older
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in Hnrt}aﬁd’a and let out a joyful yelp. In the next
doo}way a- haggard, mdn ‘was trying to steﬁ down with three

blanKeted newborns in his arms. Art gently took the

and more tired than éver.‘stebped down onto the'Qrgvel.
"Cfawk-cg-clew CRE-W-W, " qrowéd the draped cage.
ida‘'s ears ran . She looked from Art to the young

man to the old nan to the bables. Slowly she alepped for— '

/////’_Q\\\\_/wnrd, shoved Floyd aside and climbed up @dto the train-’

~f

coach. In the first s?at. surrounded by diaperbags,
cﬁA{nenf\Jars. washcgloths, a little white—-haired old woman

was just finfshlng nursing fwo infants at once. Sarah
S

+ wiped the»ngist nipples of her breasts, droopy and flat

ilke trout heads.
Ida moved dlzélly lﬁto th;xladlei' washrifn and

hovered over the basin ti11ll S’r head cleared: When she

o

came out-ihto the blazing sunshine Art was chatting
* <

with hié/éother‘and father, fussing over the new bables.

[ 3
‘Everything that Las said was pepeated in sign language fdr

3

4
- Y

" Floyd. ) .

A

The train ;histled and Art looked around excitedly.
He séot;ed idahln thc-doorway. “Aht!* helsald. and h;lsed‘
her down froa tﬁéltralncar. The porter snatchea up- the
sgool, nutte;lng. ‘*Yeah sur;, ﬂ;?ry‘up so I can wait untlL'w

you s‘all made up yoqurt -1nd where 1t is you re. gotn -\

Don’t matter to me. .1 starvin just as good 1f this train

h -
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don’t novorlloavo'fhis place. The cars slowly sbuntod ‘
1nt° "o’.tiono .ﬂ. toe ' . ’ s IS ' . -t
: 'uhrt's mother sucked her teeth and glared sourly at ’
) the gralneiiQVAtor and Frgd Banting’s welding shop. A
N ailky film ringed her duick qiye eyes. The sun hovered '
fgﬁblxnktngly above. Lopklng'ﬁgéhere in particular - \ ':%
. ' f . * ' ' ‘ ) ¥ f
;7‘ "Art’s- mother--1da’s daughter--jabbed Art sharply in the - i
N T L | o . f
. ribs with her knuckle and spoke her first words: . . !
- S0 . ' . A . e . . \ ) . . 4o
? ' <No .me digas que ésta e3 la mujerzuela que te vas a o '
» oo R ’ - ' ' v
casar?" . - " L . e ‘ N
- . e . k : {
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. N Ida had gbbbled through an entire box of Chicken-

fingers beﬁére she realized Art’s family had 1ong'ago

2 ftnlshed their meal and gone on ahead ;n the big baby- blue
~\i\:?\\\\car Fatboy hnd glven thea a deal on since they were kin of
Aftfs and nlght even decidé to stay on here and buy 1t
‘outright since Pop liRed a lot of igéro&u. '
' 'In-vaf;TIda”aearch;d for a fgnlliaé féce as they
" drove t? th; church. Art'tuqned down a sidestreet to
escape the heavy Mainstreet traffic, bdt 1nned1até1f‘
stopped and: backed up when he saw police using %hwater-
'capzon to subdue a mob on rollerakates Three nen atoog !

in the rubbled lot of a delolished bulldlng roaating

ao-etﬁz;g on sticks over a burning barrel
Ida htgrt;d as an errant thistle staggered into the
ﬁatﬁ of thé‘truck. cartwheeling up over the hood and
‘windshield and landlng in a panic in the truck’'s ql}p—'
"« ‘ ""stream. The tumbleweed seened ta-wantdto go 1; every ’
dlrectlop at once, splralllng around on the new black
'asphalt untll squashed by the,tire of a Coors truck

Ihe lawns were.all green as a Natlonnl‘Loague

ballpark, inhabited by plaster ducks, geesé, hens aqg
\ v .

.\ | | i



.cage.

chicks,. donkeys with wicker baskets, red Qheelﬁafrows.

wiaﬁiﬁg vells and windnllls spinning wildlyvxr‘the hot

wind. . . 4

Tn,the enpty chu}chyard a trio of ibhgre}s acanperéd o
through a flock of ground-pecklng chickens. Ohe of the
nale dogs mounted the fémale who looked around in nournful
concantration unt}l the seéond male gttenpted to climb
between the;: she spun abouﬁ. sndpping. while the first' .

male danced to keeﬁ its balance. The palr were soon

locked eﬁd-to-end. slge-stebping over the dry lawn. On

;the step the:}boaéer crowed.indignantly in 1ts hooded

o

-

Ida wctched as Bob Honroe, thé one~eyed grévediggeno_*
poked at a_gneat snouldering stump, the gnarled toothgaps

between 1its roots spewing ggrls of smoke. By 1its side lay

'an 1nleﬁ§e tree. hacked into uectlons. 'I. rememnber that-

troev thought Ida.,fThat was where ny father and nother

"¢ and 1 used to sit and eat our picnlc lunch after church

“and I would have on ny pretty pink Sunday—school dress and

"o

there were squirrels who would come up'to us, bold -as

brass, standing llke nlachlevous litle men, and that tree
gat,/shade for all of us. We used to conme and sit there
4

" ¥{ght up unt1l Mum and Dad died.

A man (n ash—coloﬁred horn-rimmed glasses and a
marine-style haircut welconed Ida and Art at the doorway.

| :
To Ida he gave a stiff-lipped nod'thnt'could almost be

‘e .

“




‘ 0 .o' T v ',ﬁ. 0 ‘ b
called censorious. but when he sniled at Art hls denturas

¢ v

‘nearly leapt}out of his head. & scrap of cigarette papor

,jclung to a shaving nlck Qn the slde of his throat.
Inside, a trio of musiclans--two. trunpets and .an,

eggi'haped nandolin—-stood stiffly rext to thq pulplt

_where Litt;e Dothan had already begun the service

. .. omnils mundi cneaturauf A

Litfle Dothan’s black Jacket bulged, his belly
éhreatenlng to -pop Phe one‘buttoﬁ fasfenlpgﬂiéi ﬁeada of.
'sweat'bllstened on his balding skull.-

{}1655 of the trunpet’players presséd a prQe on his
. , -
horn and shot a quick Jet of sallva into a splttoon 3} hls

., A}

foot.
.o quasi liber et pictura . jr.“

"\ "1da turned to Art. He smiled 10v1ngl§TN1810wly he
. — s
extended his hand and clasped her fingers in his.: The

usher——or whoever he was—-—stood unobtrualvely at the

f

" rear of the chapel, hands folded behind his back. The

mudicians began to play a soft sllvery\nuglc. Art
'released‘ﬁis fingers ff&n Ida’s and took a sfep_down.the .

centre aisleway. !

[
\

".- . . nobls est in speculum . . ." . ‘ .

In the pews to the right, the side of the groom’s
people, 'sat Art’s father and mother with the five tattooed
. . v Lo \

babies—~Buster and Billy-Boy and Brick and Buford and:

Beau--as well‘ag_Flo§§’and several rows of men with caps,

*
LY . ¥
, , . . .
v, v
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‘. . “

rcapectfully holdlng thetr tweed hats 1n their lapa.d

Those will be some of the” other brothersn thought Ida.
e

Then she turned her head to the left the sectlon for

v
-

the bride’s people.‘
“ v , )
AR L nostrae vitae. nostrae sorfits . . .

)
(1 I
o [

e . She saw two‘heads. ‘l woman’s with gray hair tinted
sllghtly purple. glasses attached to a chain around her
nock. She had been the last tw‘ente# be ore the music

startqd. And a young nan._closer.to Art’s age than Ida s,

e T " though all she could see from behind were ;jstrong neck
‘and a .marine-style ﬁa}rCut. : y >
~ ™. . . nostri status, nostrae mortis . . e

Brassily the mariachis leapt into "Here Comes the

k]

Bride,'" the trumpetists blaring over a mandolin-strunmmed
- ] wialtzbeat. A sndliﬁg suhshaft spotlighted the empty place

nf Art’s side; Little Dothan’s wine-filled chalice cast a

]

teary eye on theﬂceiling: The two heads began to swivél.

The nother sat up a "bit in the pew and adjuated her

\ glasses‘whlle outslde the hooded cock crowed aancti—
ok
‘montously. The brother stared blank-faced.“_h crack,

* e ';; appoarédlig the sunbean’s saile. 1he:two pairs of

v N eyes cllpped on Ida were ldéntiﬁal' lee eggs. The
aunray burned at the bride’s absence.’ It shifted its
glance percaptlbly and glared down the burgundy alsleway.
th. celling chaIlce-eya blazed She. knew they nust be'

~ +, feeling proud, happy:of her choice andveager for her

A . . 7
' o
N )

- [y
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future happiness. Sniling,\bh‘the inaide. ‘
~

« « « fidele signaculum.'' / .

3

Hushednfootéteps came’ from ‘the rear of the chapel. A

]

chfll ran up lda’s back aé a hand took her ara. Military

'strength squeezed her bicep just enough to say, 'You nay

k]

think' you’re pretty grown up sometines, but . ..." And :a
-she walked siowly up the aisle to the 'beat of Ehe mariachl
landolln. she steeled herself to endure the pent-up

reproof. in the faces of what must. have been her fami-

1

ly:,her brother, whg 1t was only natural would feel a bit

¢

protective over her eyén th@pgh He was seveqal iears her

/;¢/23213§;/Hbr mother, frowning stiff-backed in her pew,

eagle—eyes inspecting Ida top-to-bottom for a loose henm

or an out-of-place hair, hoping not to have tb add ".g .
‘ i}

slovenliness to @he 115? of family dlsgr;éeés her father . -
at’ her gi&e, makingxit £ac1t1y and ébundantly clear as he v
gavc her away that this time she’d better not mess it up~

because humiliating himself .in full view of everybody and
his aunt was a blow he could live wlth once but not twice;

™~ -

decent, clean—living people; people who were as under-—
ra

"stanQIng and forgiving as propriety would allow-—certain-
ly not grudge-holders; people with vaguely—familiar fices.

she felt sﬁe mléht have seen someplace, before. ' ‘ .

f N , - pa—



