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\explore alienation—-alienation from one's environment,

- ers,
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This ¢ollection of eleven short stories intends to
oth-

or oneself., It may be that increased understanding can
arise from alienation, and this will‘.be explored as well,
. "

Styliotically, some of the stpries follow conventional

otoryételling.techniques, while others are written in a more

'

experimental fashion. The stories encompass- diverse charac-

.
ters in a wide-range of situations.
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- . INDIAN LAND :
y ‘The car turns from the supermarket onto the highway.

the steering wheel firmly end stares out the windshield.

X"large—truck passes, . It leaves a trail of thick dust.

o " I roll up the window and watch the ‘truck as lto: moves ahead, -

The highway is lined by woods. This roadwas onge trees and
bush until a strip w‘as cut‘to build theq highway, U{) front
the truck slows down and moves to the side of the road. As.
+ our car passes I see that éhe i:ruck h‘as a flat tire. ‘
There's a huge rock at the side of tﬁe road. It .1ear§s.
towards the soft shoulder. On its face abe\c\tu\dely writ‘ten
letters, words I have read time and time befo:e.\i\read'the
red painted words again. | ' ,
\

THIS IS INDIAN LAND.

\We'll soon be home.

v

The grocery bags rustle. in the back seat. My father holds

)
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'?w_éit here. 1I'll just be a minute." We have stopped
at a roadside garagé. My father gets' out of the car and
y&iké tov.zards the garage office.

"I want éo go too," I call after him.

~ 'This garage is the only building on the highway and is
surrounded: by n:ountains off smoidering old cars, rusting

trucks and bus shelils, They only need the metal—the cars

R
3

are gutted—what they don't need ).S burned. A black smoke
rises from the ruins and a breeze carries the dark cloud
towards ‘the..réserve beyond the trees.

My father opens the screen door .and enters the of fice.

I follow and headf fol the soft dripk machine. Orange? No.

‘Coke? Never. It's too American. One Ssip and I might begin

to like John Wayne movies. 7up is safer. I put in my

gquarter, push the 7up button, and the cup drpp's into posi-

tion.

My father leans over the desk towards.the garage's -

a

owner and. speaks_loudly above Ith‘e sounés of cars yhisi:ling“’
down t;le highway. "I need your help, Calvin, I don't think
it's fair. You've been)a friepd for a long time." '

Calvin looks down at the floor and sﬁakes his head.
*It's up to the Band Counc‘il. I can only say my /éiece when

we vote,"

"Why can't you tell me pow? I need to know now."
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“Because .. . . I don't knc‘\w'. Wait till the rh'eeting.’
~ Then we will vote.‘ I don't want to start any‘ trouble. But
I'll try to help you then. As much as I can.”
My father bangs the counter with his fist., Then he

sighs.. For a moment there is silence, then Calvin contin-
. ‘/ -

. Ve
ues. °

-

S "1t's more than some will do. I hope you understand
: 0
what position I am in. I'm sorry." Again there is a pause

in the conversation. The on’ly soun;d, is the passing cars and
a 'rumbling noise made by the burning car shells.

Calvin's voice changgs. 'He speaks more quietly.

"Have they visited 'you yet?" 5
"No. But I know it will be soon.,” My father's voice

~N
also lowers. "Thanks anyway."

k4

He walks to the door and I follow, He seems to have
forgotten I am with him. We get into our car. The wind has
strengthened. As we drive away the garage's screen door

bangs in the wind.‘

\' ' III

\

"That goes in the refrigérator," my mo\ther tells me.

1

~

We are at home putting away the groceries.
"It was really interesting,” I say. "The police
searched the whole car, even the food we bought. I nevei

was in a roadblock before."

e T
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. *Do they expect trouble?” she asks .my father. o \
\ "They don't want another Wounded Knee, They're worried ¥
that arms will be brought onto the reserve. < I éuess the

RCMP will be keeping up the roadl;locks for awhfle." '

My mother tells me to put the frozen food in the freez-

3

er. We silently continue to put away ‘the groceries. / ' ,
I open a package of dog food and put it in Awahoo's
bowl. Awahoo is part German Shepherd and part wolf. He
was given to us by our neighbour, an old man, days before
the old man died. Awahoo was raised to understand Mohawk
only. ' | |
"Awahoo, hagotz." He slowly walks into the room. His
ancestral prowl. White eyes glowing. He has been bli‘nd
. since birth,
There is a knocdk at the front‘ door.
"I'1ll answer it." L ' >
Two men are waiting on the front porch. I'm sure my
father knows one. Thé other I have never seen before. He
carries a rifle.
"We want to speak to your father," says the one ’my\
father knows. |

Behind them at the bottom of the porch stairsare three—

others. On the road is a patrol car from the reserve's .
3

Peace Keeper force. Two of the Peace Keepers stand outside '.
the car leaning against its door. One adjusts his stetson{
hat to shade his eyes from the sun. . Beyond them, on the 4
4
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other side of the street, is a group of people who stand'
watching. Among them 1 -see my friend Donny. But there are
no smiles. D '

My father comes out onto the porch. I go back into the
house and stapd with my mother Yn the doomway. Awahoo
senses éomething and moves beside us.

"Yes?™ my father says. - T

The man my father knows opens the paper he has ta'ken
from his shirt pocket and reads. |

*It is decreed that all non-Indian people living on the
reserve will be required to lealve by t‘he‘ éng of next week.
Thi-s applies to all non-Indians without exception.”® He
speaks the words formally. He then folds the. pa?ei and puts‘
it baok into the pocket over his heart.

My fathéer opens his mouth then closes it. He is
. searching for words. ‘

"But,™ he begins to say, "I have lived here almost all
my life. I don't think I should have to leave.”

The stranger with the gun speaks.

"You are white." He spits the words. "You must leave.
This is Indian land. Our land. We don't want whites here.

No more., Leave or elge." “‘

He bangs the rifle butt on i-.he porch for emphasis.

Awahoo growls then makes a leap in tfle direction of the
. ,

noise., I hold him back by his collar. The stranger raises

his gun in defense, then, seeing that Awahoo is being held,

3
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lowers it cautiously. | _ /
“The end of next week," he adds. They turn and leave.
The others move away too. ’
! As I watch thhem go, I look beyond them., The houses,
the streets thag{ are so familiar, they ar‘e all a part of my
home, Here on t’he reserve the houses t;ave no~numbers', the

8treets have no names. Everyone knows everyone else and how

to reach them. Names and numbers have no meaning if you .

have lived here all 'your life. Iﬁwatch-the people go down

those nameless streets into those numberless houses. I'm

afraid, We have been told to leave. '
Donny is the last to move away. He'stands on thé side

of the road, then starts up the pathway to our house. He

hesitates, then slowly turns and walks down the road.

7

v

It's night. The streets are empty. Most people are

inside or away in the city where there are movia theatres

and bars. I walk past Hazel's pool hall. It's filled with
loud mus:z and laughter. Many of the kids I know go there

.
to play e pinball machines. I'm tempted to go in, but Y

.decide not to.

1 move towards the tunnel. It's a darkened hole in the

[

side of a hill. As I walk through, the black surrounds me.

¢

I stop. For a ginute I can't see light from either end. I

P
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walk out and climb the hill. A train bridge starts fﬁg
here. It spans the St. Lawrence Seaway. On the other side
of the water is the c}ty of, Montreal..

I look at the l;ghts in the city's skyline. Millions
of lights, some moving, some going off ‘and on, most still,
There is one light ‘on ; tall building that I nlways'look
for, It sweeps in a circular motion across the night sky
like a lighthouse beacon. When my family and I gd somewhere
and'we return at night, it is that light that tells me we
‘are near home. ‘

‘I seé that light now. It éwingg across the stars.
&%ey seém to be glowing more brightly than usual. Somewhere
snips'are using those staré to navigate home. In school thé

teacher told us how light from some stars can take maybe ten

years'to travel to earth. When we look at stars like that,

.we are only seeing light that was sent out ten years ago.

We see the star as it was ten years in the past, Maybe it

ifnt even there anymore. If there is life up there, on

~tnat star, maybe they can see us, Maybe they can see how we

Py

were ten years ago. Just a moment in the past.‘
I stare at orie particular star.
ngbe they woulq be able to see the“way it used to be.
L Thg stan seems to glaw'brighteé.
.~The wind begins to pick up and clouds moye to hide the
stars. {Aiook for the light that circles the sky, but ﬁhgt

too has been blocked by theé clouds.
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"Time to'go to chhrch " My mother sounds almost taunt-
lng. They don't go ta church, yet they expect me to g?

Thls was the first settlement for Roman Cathollc Inc
dians in North America. At church the prlest proudly states
that fact everévchance,he gets. Nearly everyone on the
reserve is Catholic, .except for .some whd‘are Longhouse:
That's the traditional Indian religion. They believe in the
goée,qf the trees, the streams, of nature. I guess Chris=-
tianity seems. as funny an idea to them as their beliefs do
to the white man. ’

\ "Why 8o we have to leave?" I' have already heatd the

answers, yet they don't seem to be r{ght ones.

My mother }s'sitting at tht” kitchen table Jrinking

a

coffee. il ' (\
' > ¢
. o {
"It's getting to the point," she begins, ":hegg they

feel that even their reservés are being taken over -by whlte?

people. , vodr father's parents WeTte whlte. But when hls

mother Qhed, his father marrled an .Indian woman and he came
to live with her here on the reserve. But your father is
' still white and.I'm white./ So we may have to leave. I know

that's hard to understand, but we,may have to go very soon."

. /
"Can't we do something?"

"Your fatheé/is trying everything he can. But it's

/ -
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~ stretching outward towards the seaway. For eternity.

-

- w

difficult for him to get suppott since-some of his Indian

friends don't want/tg turn on their own people'in favour of

. B
whites. They'r& stUck in the middle. It's difficult all

L ' /

around.” . : , - «
-I remember mylﬁatherutalking 3t ;he garagé. I can
still smell the smgke from the btrnjng cérs.
"Tension is'hig'. No one wants' trouble." She looks
into-her'éoffee cup. "Itlmay sound sometimes that the

Indians hate the white people, but most of them have no bad

feelings towards us. A lot are just indifferent torthe

- whole thing, But there are some who still feel the treat-

ment by white people from hundreds of years ago all the way

“ \
to today."

As' I open. the back door to leave, I turn and see her
sitting, searching the coffee/cup, looking for other an-

swers., '

7

I shut the door and breathe in the Sunday air. *
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They think I'm at churc? but I'm really outside the
clinic under the statue of Rateri Tekakﬁitha. She was an

. Indian heroine. She now stands under the sun with her arms

N

In the distance I can hear organ music from the church. .

It's like all fatholic masses going on around the world.
&

*
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~ It's not Indian. Maybe it should be asked to leave, too. .

/

”
" Now that I think of it, there is little on the reserve

)Ehat is Indian. Tourists go to Chief Pokipgfirebs Indian
museum hoping that the Chief himsel% will QO a rain dance.
.Dén't they know ﬁhat mosrugf the sousenigs they rush to bﬁy
say "Made in Hong Kong!?\'Oruaoes it matter?

fndian houses here aren't teepees. Most live / in brick
houses with front f%wns_and hedges and worry éht keeping
thg grass looking nice, Manydoglthe Indians york for white
companies and with their pay cheques they buy American cars
and Japanese colour t.v.'s.
. Yet the tourists still gather zd'gaéé at them, looking
for somé~i0w standard of living they've read about in his-
tory bgoks. They really hope to see natives in loincloths.

I was once at a pool party with my family. Man§'§égple
were there swimming in the backyard pool of a neighbour. We
were the only whites. Along the back road came the "Sunday
Special®™ tourist bus., It was fillYed withistaring people

hoping to see a piece of history they had thought dead. Ag'

- they slowly drove by, one of the party guests held up his

beer bottle and the pizza we had been eating and-yelled,
*Want some good Indian food?" Everyone laughed, but it
sounded bitter.

Tomorrow I'll have to go to séhool. I go to the re-
gional school in the nearby white towni;/G;ade 8. The

school has about three thousand studentsf//A fifth ,are from

. | 10 4




the reserve. L *&

When tpe kids in school found out I live on the reserve
they Essuwed I was Indian. The\Inéian kias kqow tyat I.am
wh}tel So somerw I am neither, lockedvsomewhe;e in pe-
tﬁeen. ) _

I stare up at the statue of Kateri. She was the first
Indfan to become'a Christian. Tb me she looks white, bdt

she ;s Indian. She died before she was twenty years old.

Her arms still stretch ocutward. 8

VII

ey

The bus pulls up to my stop. The side is printed with

‘the letters "Mchawks of Kanawake." The letters stress that

this isn't my bus. It will only bring me to school.
. .
I sit by mysglf. We will soon be pulling up to Donny's

+ L4

stop and it will be a tést to see where he sits.

I lé%k oﬁt the window as‘the bus moves down the road.
Pass the Deers' house, the McCombers' . ..

‘Donny is on the bus almost before it stops and the
doors are fully open. °He looks around, sees me, then walks
down the aislé towards me. He sits beside me and I look
straight ahead. So does he. We ignore each other for some
unspoken reason, Bﬁt as I finally turn to look at him and
at the same time he turns to look at me, we bdth'break into.
laughter. |

N\,

11

. KRN maame AL 4 - n e e

v
e A A S P <A =,



o g

" ney."

1]

e 19
. . ‘f" )

|

"I'm sorry," Donny safs. We afé.seriousnaéain. "There
is s&ﬁething éoing on that is hard to understand. My par-
ents don't want to talk about it, I don't think they know
what to make of it., But 1 asked my grandfather."

I look at him. He continues.

4

a

"He says for our people it's ;ikg a journey where you

don't exactly know yheré yod're going/ but ybuqéb}now when
you get there. When you find what you're looking for y?u’ll
recognize it, though somé;imes you're not really‘sﬁre what
that is when you start out. It has Heen that way for us for

.

a long time., Maybe now the white man must start his jour-
‘ D

a

"But why ask Us to leave? We never did anything."”
"It's not just you. 1It's all white people regardless

of how good of bad they are. They all must leave. Grand-

" father says we must free ourselves from the white man. We

must regain' the lands and rights that were oncé ours.”

"Free from whiées? Tﬁen why don't you get rid of the
cars and the houses and everything that was made by whites
and bought with white money." I heard my father say that.
But' it sounds different coming from my mouth. Hollow.

Donny looks ahead. The bus has picked up its last
passenger and is how turning onto the highway ‘towards
school. He turns to me. ‘

"All I Know is that Indians must stick together. My

father agrees it is wrong for your family to have togmove

12

T s e A 4k e

TR TS A
.

2 it e e - N
e~y — N N N P




after all theseqyears. But }t is somefimes better for us to
be united with our own kind, together, than to do against
ourselQes. We have been raise? wigh ydur‘béoks that even
admit pow ?ou took our land and killed our people. Yet,
they say that in 1492 Columbus discovered America. That's
news éoxus. We would rather say that in 1492 the Indians
discoveted Columbus. Isn't the way we see things just as
good? We have to be on our own side for a change."

I look out the WﬁhQOWuk In a way what he ans makes
sense, but in other ways it doesn't and never has. Just
"like living pn\{eserves mgst have once made sense, vet .it
also céﬁldn'thave ever made sense when you remember that
all the land had been theirs. Sense and no sense—that is
the Indian way now. That is how they live and survive,

We pass the rock.

THIS IS INDIAN LAND.

"We are friends no matter what," Donny says.

I know he means it, yet, now, the words no longer sound
convincing. TQ;y are words said;by innocent participants in
an.undeclargd’ﬁar, forced to opposite sides.

I ;mile, unsure.

.. "what do you have first period?" he

"French," I reply. -

{

Donny ,stops me before we enter the /school. "Remember,"
\

whole country to choose from. Ocean to ocean. We don't

13
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or not? He'll find out soon enough.

really have a choice beyond the boundaries the white man has
drawn and corralled us into." As he talks he sééms older to
me. He speaks words his father, his grandfather, and ail
his ancestors have spoken, and stiyi need to have heard.

But now there is nothing else to say. We both turn and

hl
[

walk into school. ) .

~"I'm home." .
I throw my schoolbooks onto the kitchen table.
"Mom, I'm home."‘
No answer, 1 see a ndfe tapéd to the refrigerator
door.” HWe'll be back before EQQQEL;
I sit'dohp at the tablg. The back door.opens and my
parents walk in. .
 ‘"Where were you?" I ask. They look unhappy as they sit
at the table with me. ‘
"At the Band Council meeting," my father says. "We
went to. tell them how we feel.”
"Can we stay?"
. They both look atfgach other. It is the look they use
before bad news. Their secret question, should we tell him

»

"We don't have a choice.” My father pauses before con-

[y

tinuing. "If we stay we'll just be startihg trouble. “No

w ]




one wants that. I know it's unfair, but in a way, every-
thing's been unfair all along. This is their reserve and
they want it to themselves. There's nothing we can do." ]

He looks déwn at the table, tracing the wood grain with~
his finger. ‘

"I know this is hard. . . . " His voice fades to
silence. "I'll start making the plans to move." )

My mother reaches out and places her haqd on my fa=
ther's.

"As far away as possible.”

He nods, understanding.

IX
| \ Idon't think I'll like it here. Sure, it has the same
kina of houses. The sky is the same, I suppose, But the
people are different. There ie no urgency in their voices.
Wwhat they say seems to mean nothing beyond a memorized
dictioﬁery meaning, Words without importaéce. The people
here see\themse}ves as individuals, .alone against the world.
I didn't say good-bye to anyone. We just left I°
guess it'g\Petter.that way. My parents arranged everything.
Soon we we miles away. Light years awvay.
I walk \down this new street. No Hazel's. No tunnel.
I'm sure I Q¥n 't be able to see the 11ght We're too far

away. There's\no statue here.
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> 1 see some kids playing street hockey. I walk by them.

and they stop playing. - ‘ -

"Did you move into that house?"

I look at the house one of them points to. I nod.

They gather around me.
"Where ya from?" o .

s I hesitate. It seems like 50 long ago. But of course

‘I know where I live. 'Where my -home is. Was.

"You've never heard of it."

They look at me. They probably have heard of it, but.I

“turn and walk away. leaving tkem muttering"What's‘with him?"

and "Weirdl"
—_. )
I think it will take some time before I can find my way

" —

—~

agou%d here,- My new house has a number. This street has a

4\“’\‘/! , . ,
name. L. -

THE END ; -
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: THE ORANGE LADY : o
The walls were once white, Now they exist somewhere
betwéen bhite and black. How to describe one shade of grey
from another? One tablea One chair. One bed., One window.
Aﬁd then there's the mouse in the cage on the table. White.
It runs around and around in its wheel. |
In the hallway, Thomas §sks about the room. Mr, —,
he doesn'€ catch the name behind the coughing and spitting.’
Aré you alright? Thomas asks. Mr. —— looks up from his
clenched fist to Thomas' facé. This is the room, hg says .

opening the door. Thomas walks in. It's good for the price,

Mr. — says. Do you want it, yes or no? Thomas says yes, $-
He thinks it is better than nothing, Mr, —— takes the
. money.

What's this? Thomas asks as Mr, — moves to leave,

: A*mouse, he says.

) YRS - —————_— o . ‘o . P
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I don't like mice, Thomas says as he looks more closely’

at the mouse in the cage. The bars are rusty., Most are
bent out of shape. Plenty of room for the mouse to escape.
Why doesn't he try to get out?
Why? Mr, — asks. After silence: If you don't like

it, you can kill it. 1It's your room.

Thomas decides to keep the mouse in the cage. It con- .

tinues to run aroqnd and around in its wheel,

* * *

{

He has seen the Oraqge Lady before. She always walks

up and down this street. The street's long, but she doesh't

w
seem to care, 8

Thomas watches her.. From one garbage can to another. '

She picks out a soft drink cup, top still intact, and sucks
through the straw, She spits onto one of the embedded stars
in the sidewalk. Every star has a different name on it.
She sucks at the straw again.
The orange is t?e biggest Thomas has ever seen. Big as
a grapefruit., Maybe bigger. The Orange Lady. hugs it close
to the breast of her flower-print dress. She turns, nd
tarts to wédlk towards the next garbage can, Her blond rég

s bright under the sun. Her stooped back moves on.

- e
The telephone booth is stifling. Thomas opeﬁs the door
compromising silenqe for air. But he notices no difference
either way. The operator's voice comes disembodied. Who

>

g 18
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are you? Thomas wants to ask. Instead, he gives the number
he wants. The operator's voice vanishes:and another voice
\J

replaces it. S8till disembodied. K

\

Who are you? Thomas asks.

Your mother, it answers. Thomas, are you alright?

Thomas answers yes.

N

3 ~ When are you coming home?'the voice demands.
4 I don't know,

% -0 We're your family. You should be here with us. It
pleads for his return, br{nging voice back to body, body
back to voice, What's wrong with you? We're your parents.
‘You're our son. v

Should thatnhave’méaning? Thomas asks the v?ice.
The voice says th;£ it doesn't understand him. &hat
the connection is bad.
The air burns Thomas'reyes. He lies on the bed in the -
room., A washcloth, once cool, now warm,.is on his eyes, He
‘ hears them again. Overhead. Beyond the ceiling of theV
5\ room, beYond the roof of the building. He stands up ahd

goes to the door. He opens it and looks out. Mr. — is on '
the stairway.
Why are there always helicopters? Thomas asks.

Mr. —— looks vat him strangely. What helicopters?

Those. Thomas points through the ceiling and tHrough

’the roof.

13 /
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Mr, — says: Those? They're there to protect us, “

This is a big city. There's a lot of crime. Do you want to

get robbed? Do you want to get killed?
Thomas closes the door and goes back to the bed. He
lies down. "He replaces the warm washcloth over his eyes.

He listens to the mouse in the wheel.

Does it ever stop? he‘wonders. ’ i . s
: . \

‘ v N

Thomas only goes out at night now, In the daytime the

S ——

air burns his eyes and throat. He walks down the street.

A3
e

The sidewalk is full. A tomrist bumps into him, poking‘
'Thomas in the side with his camera. The tout{stychecks to

see if his camera is damaged. Thomas moves on. The tourist .

looks down at another embedded star. v
/ ‘ '
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Thomas sees the Orange Lady agai She moves from the ’
- . )‘\ e, . . '/
sidewalk and goes up to the stopped cars. The trarfic is -

heavy. From one_car to another. From one window td‘ghoﬁh—

er. She offers the car's occupants her orange, They look
away. All the windows are,fhut. The doors are locked.
Tﬁose'not near her watc% a&gged from the safety of their
cars. Until she reaches them. Then they sit back ip their‘

seats and look the other way. ' !

S
She moves on, , ’
A prostitute says something to Thomas, \
] { '
i 20 ?
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N wWhat? Thomas asks.

She asks him if he wants love.

Thomas doesn't. know what to say.

¢ w

She. speaks to him in & low voice, looking\étound be-

" tween each word. A car horn obliterates what she‘is saying.

o

Thomas starts to walk away. The prostitute yells but
after him.- The words ;ollow him down the street.

But he doesn't know what they mean.

)

He is careful not go near junkies. They look at him,
They ;gtch him. They stare %;.him.«,Thomas hopes thei\don't
think he has any money, bgféuse he doesﬁ&g.' He wonders 1if
they would kill him to find that out.

A bﬁld man cgﬁls ug/so him. The neon lights reflect on
the/shiny scalp. Thomas sees the lights are from,a movie

,) b ©
marquee overhead. ‘
N

*
Do you want to -bé saved? the bald man asks Thomas.

Thomas ééys he doesn't know what he should be saved
A

fromo \ ' f . a

'The bald man says he knows God.
Thomas tries to walk away, but the bald man stops him.
Don't you want to be saved?  he asks again.

Thomas pulls his arm from the baldiman'é'grip. ‘he Sees

his own face reflected in the bald man's eyes.

d
d

Thomas says he doesn't have time to be s;vég r1ght now.

' ‘ X v . ‘ —_—
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.The bald man says there won't be any time later.
Thomas says he'll save hlmself.
T ‘ The bald man laughs. ‘ ‘
. ?homas continues down the‘stréet.’ Je heérs the bald
L ‘man yell something about hell. .- . ‘
Thomas doesn*t listen. : , ' °
N P . Q

Thomas sleeps in the daytime. The sound of the mouse

in the wheel no longer<goth;rs him. But the mouse still

AY ’ s . .
doesn't stop. :

'
. V. - p
. .
LY . . B
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When Thomas awake$ it is already dark. He hears voicgs

- , outside the window. He opens it and iookshout. In the

alleyway there are two gangs of boys. Two bgys, one froﬁ

each gang, are, fighting. One holdsva knife; the other holds

‘' a length of chaln. -People move in Lff the street to stand
and watch.~ The boy with the knife is chained acrosi the‘

face. Then the other boy is knifeh. They both fall to the

‘ground :1reaming. They don't move to get up. The «crowd
\&gpks a bit more, waits, tRen moves on.hThe two boys are o .

[

- ' left, alone and togetber, as*a red flashlng light approach-

o s es. ‘ '
R . . (
Thomas closes the windgw. ‘ - '

B
A ° . . . N ’ L I

, r’ . . "" g'
> Thomas wants to call the operator. He has forgotten

her voice. He is about-to put a dime in the pay phone when )

.22
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the telephone“&ings; Thomas looks at it. A derelict stand-
ing nearby makes a drunken move towards the bqoth to answer
the phone. Thomas picks up the receiver.

Can you see a lady out Ehere? it asks.

Thomas asks What lady?

A lady with anvorange.

Thomas looks éhrough the te}ephone booth_windo%, past
the derelict who has his-ea; pressed against the glass
listéning. Thomas sees the Orange Lady across the Btreet,
Moving from car to car.

‘I see her,‘Thomas says.
Call-ﬁe; to‘the phone.
Thomas doesn't know what to do. Call the Orange p;ay

to the phone? he asks, unsure,

I'm her son, it says. I have to speak/to her. Thomas

I -
doesn't think this is true. Or#&fige Ladies don't have sons. -

The derelict hears, He runs across the street. Cars
brake just shsrt of hitting him. with gestures he tells the
Orange Lady about the phone. Shevi%oks over at Thomas. She
sgar;s acréss the street. More cars brake. She continues
to stare at Thomas while crossing._ At the telephone booth
Thomas hands her the phone. _She looks him in the eyes. ‘He
thinks she is going to say éomething, but, instead, she just
fakes the phone and closes the door on Thomas and the dere-
lict. Thomas hears her grunting into the”receiver. The
derelict jumps up and down, proud of Yhat he has done., He

/
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L . .
makes noises that Thomas doesn't understand.

i .

He is being followed. He can't see by whom. Every time
he turns around, he only sees the moving crowd. No one

seems to be looking at him in particular, .

-He walks faster., He turns into &n alleyway and starts

to run, 'He trips over something in the dark. He falls to
the ground. He tries to stand and his hands touch skin.

Thomas runs.

——

?he roam seems quiet. Béyond thé sound of the white
mouse Thomas doesn't hear anything., He goes to the window
and lqoks out. The sun is about tb set somewhere behind the
wall across the alleyway; Thomas goes to his bed and sits
with his back to the headboard. His right shoulder touches
the grey w;ll beside the bed, He watches the mouse going

around and around,

" When it's dark Thomas leaves the room. He walks

through the people on the street. He walks around clus-

ters of tourists standing around particular embedded stars.
Others have no tourists around . them. No one is sure who

those names are.

Thomas sees some boys sitting on a, bus bench. The

Orange Lady leaves the lines of cars and approaches them.

24
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' she offers the orange, shoving it under the face of the

first boy on the bench. He looks away embarrassed. The

other twodo boys laugh. She moves toithe second boy who stops

laughing. He looks embarrassed, The other two léugh.' Be-
fore the Orangé Lady can move to the third QOy, he jumps up
and grabs the orange from her hanas. He throws it into the
street, yelling at her to get lost. She runs into the
street. Cars are moving. She screams unintelligible words.

The cars stop. She picks up the orange and holds it against

herself. She rocks it back and forth with the motion of her

_body. The cars start to move again, making their way around

her. Thomas sees her crying. .

Thomas can still hear the helicopters overheg?. He
wants to tell them he is being followed. He wants to tell
them they can save him., But they're tooc high ug; With the
noise they make they can't hear Thomas. Thomas sees Mr! —
as he goes back to his room. ’

I need a new lock on EBé“door, he says.

Mr. — asks him why.‘ o v
- I don't think the helicopters know I'm here, Thomas

Mr. —— asks, What helicopters? Thomas points through
the'ceiling igd through the roof. But he doesn't hear them
anymore. ' '

Mr., —— asks Thomas if he felt the earthquakg.

AY
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to kill us all.

Thomas is in his room.

Drop us into the ocean.

Thomas says no, that he must have been asleep.

Mr. — says it was only small.. The Big One is going

4

He has closed the window. He

has shut the curtains. He hears the. helicopters. ' They've

come back, he tells himself.

loc& after all.

Maybe he doesn't need another

Thomas sees a crowd up. ahead., It seems that the street

is empty except for the people circled around one point.

Thomas walks past the crowd.

Red lights'flash. The movie marquees are no longer visiblTL

He bnly looks to confir

‘that he can't see what they've gathered around. There are

too many people.

The crowd continues to stare into the

centre of their circle, Some people move away and walk

towards a movie thea;re._

stoops to pick it up, then moves on.

/

—_—
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Moved the chair.

cage.

knows that they have follbwed him to the room

ing.

The room isn't the same.

Moved the table with the mouse inlthe

26

Thomas sees something under a wheel of a car. He

Someone has .moved the bed,

How could they move the window? Thomas wonders.

Thomas knows that they watch him beyond the door., He
. v .

and are wait-
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Thomas doesn't hear the helicopters, The sun has al-

ready gone down behind the wall across the alleyway; " There
is only some stray light left.

Thomas sits in th: growing darkness. The moﬁge runs in
its wheel. In its cage. The orange sits on the table ;ext
to the cage. It has been bruised. The peel is slightly
opened. There is room for the liquid t; run out, and a'few
drops iie on thé table.

Thomas waits. . \

The white mouse goes around and around.

THE END

>
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AND THEY STILL PLAY WAR

It was difficult to breathe. ,

The surrounding vegetation choked what little air there
was. |
. Private Robert Reeveg\moved On. Ahead, Privates
Rodriquez and Coors struggled along the semi-path. .Further
ahead ma{ched Sergeant John Whittier.

Reeves didn't mind being last in line, Most of the men

« would rather face a court martial than be in that position.

Or the first, Both seemed to guarantee certain dtath—an

'obvious mark for a sniper.¢ But Reeves didn't mind. He

liked watching the others yet not being watched by them.
The sun was unbearhbly hot,

It had just rained. But ‘as Reeyes looked around, he

‘was unsure it had at all. The drops had disappeared as soon

as they had touched the dark green leaves, Reeves couldn't

.28
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tell whether Ehey hadievaporated in the hot air or if they
had been drawn in by tée trees.

The fqur men confinued to make their way through the
jungye.

Occasionally Reeves wodld hear Coors grunt loudly as he
stumbled on gome undergrowth.q A few curses— then silence.
Every movement they made seemed to echo in the quiet.
Reeves wondered why there weren't any other 'noises. Not
even the sound of a bird. Nothing., Just the men moving
forward. . |

This was hell.

Reeves had heard it all b?fore. ’Recenply, Rodriquez
and Coo}s had taken it'up. They were -going Lo be destroved.
All of them. mum&mmmmﬁmm
they'd never be the same. Never.

Reeves also knew what they were saying at home. He had
agreéd with them once. But now.-he was here. Being here
made it different, Feelings were a’luxury he couldn't
afford. . . ' , , /

- Reeves wondered, if under different circumstances, if

he were on some college campus back home, wouldn't he be

_able to feel those same emotions that moved the students to

protest? Wouldn't he despise death and destruction as

" strenuously as they did? He didn't know. He wasn't sure

he'd be able to feel anything. Even back there.

Now that he had seen.

29
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He was used to death, or, at ieast, used to it in a way
that if a day passed without his seeing at least one person
dead/ox: dyfn; he'd think that was strange. Some people had

.

told him he'd get used to"it, Some said he never would. He

did get used to it, but not in the way they meant. He could
no‘longer feel anything for something dead. Here death
seemed to be perfectl‘y funct_:iohal. ‘A deliverance.

There had been a time, long before Se?geant Whittier-

had arrived, when Reeves had felt nothing was real, He had

been under tixe command of ’Sergetant Miller then. . .,

Once, Miller had been leading Reeves and anoth;r man
(Reeves couldn't remember' his. name) on their first mission
into the jungle. Miller seemed to know his way, and almost
imme'diately Reeves had found himself in a small clearing. A
shack~-like dwelling stood to one side. Reeves. remembered
how a't the time he wo’ndered how anything human could live in :
there, It seemed t_o ;e in the final stage of decay. - |

Miller approached the shagk. Reeves and the other .man
followed closely behind. Miller- used his gun to push asiée
a board that served as a door. Quickly he leveled the gun
andA fired into the dafkness.

Then they entered.

Reeves saw a woman and a yo.ung'girl lying dead on the
floor. But he didn't feel they were dead. They couldn't be.
Wouldn't they jump up and laugh? THey becamgas much a part ~
of the shack as the make-shift door. He tried, but he
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couldn't feel anything else. AN

Reeves saw Miller kick out., His heavy boot made con-
tact with something and it hit the wall solidly, then slid
to the dirt floor, The wall was stained with its blood.

Only then did Reeves realize it; was a baby.

*Damned thing touched me," Miller said. "I thought it ‘

was a rat or something."

From then on Reeves could only feel one'thing: it's
almoét over., He was going home in a month., Amazingly, with-
out one scratch or mark worth me;tioning., He truly had been
‘blessed,

Then the letter had arrived, .

His mother wrote to him every week, Her letters kept
him informed of what was happexiing ét‘, home. Reeves thought
it cruel for her to torture him like that while he was here,
but he could never bring hin_lself not to read them. At the
end of the day, he wo‘uld lie in his cét and read the letters
as though compelled to read every word, silently moving his
lips with every syllable. If only he had not read that
lei:t:er, he Ehought, if .. .. -His mother had wasted no time
in telling hin; about his younger brother Joey.

"He's doing so well in school,™ she had written, "I'm
s0o proud of hinm, f}e's already received an award for one of
his papers—and it's only his first year! Joey says his
professor is helping him to get it published. In'll keep a

copy for you."

31
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Reeves had wanted to stop reading, knowing what would
follow.

"And Bobby," the letter had continued, "I'm -proud of
you, too. Without you, your'bropher and I wouldn't be able
‘to get by. The money you send does such good——Joey's educa-
tion is so expensive. Sometimes I wonder what would happen
if Joey couldn't c;o to -school. 1 suppose he'd have been
drafted. I don't know how I could go on, knowing he was
there—if both of you were there." l

"Here," Reeves had thought. "I'm herel™

When he had finished reading the letter, Reeves had run
blindly through the jungle on his own. They were always
being warned about going alone, especia;ly at niﬂght, but he
couldn't have stayed still. He had needed to feel what it
was like to be free, free from everything, responsibility,
this place, his own thoughts., But he had found it impossi-
ble to escape the problem at hand. Whilie running, he had
tzipped time and time again on vines and roots—each time he
had picked himself up to run aglain. Finally he collapsed"

beside a tree trunk. He tried to figure out what he would

a

¥

do.

Bis fémily had been through tough times since his»
father had died. But somehow they always sleemed to manage.
" His mother found occasional work, but it was really Reeves
who supported the family. They had even reached the point
where they were able .to send Joey to college. Reeves‘had/

o

S 32

’1



_always wanted 50 go. He felt it was the only way he could,

go béyond what he was. But finances and time conspired
against him. He had been forced to drop out of school to
help his family., Then he had been drafted,

Joey was-the one with all the bright ideas tﬁat would
solve the world's problems. Reeves believed that. Joey had

the imagination. The sensitivity. If Reeves couldn't go to

’
4

college, he was determined Joey would.
K Reeves knew he would have to find a job when he got
home. With money Joey could stay in scl)O{l_.\' They wouldn't

be able to get him then. Reeves knew tHey were waiting for

" Joey just like they had been waiting £4r him. Watching.
Ready to send him here. ‘ o ' ,

But what ?ob could he find back home? ' He ha§ had a
hard time finding work after he had quit school. No >a-uca-
tion. No experience. No jobs.

. "I won't stay!"” he screamed again and again. -His wvoice
bounced off the surrounding trees and came back to him
hollow and distorted. He picked himself up and made his way
out of the jungle, knowing what he had to do—the only thing
he could do. He had re-enlisted.

He had tried to find some other way, another answer, but
it always came back to the same thing: he was here and he'd

be staying. At least there would be money for him to send

home. Joey would never be able to stand all this. In a way,

hReev'es had felt since he was already here it didn't matter
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any more if he stayed on. The I‘dp‘é of going home suddenly
had seemed like the vaguest of/}dreams-'—the cruelest of

jokes. ' , .o

i’

"I've re-enlisted," Reeves later had told another sol-
gier who was scheduled to go home the s’ame time as Reeves.
The man h(ad just offered him a cigarette, \

"You're nuts," the soldier had¥said. )

Reeves knew no one here would understand his sacrifice.

His mother wrote to thank‘ him for "saving" Joey.
"You're a saviour,” she wrote. But Reeves was still here:
he di:dn't know how to save himself.

Sergeant Whittier continued to 1ead‘ the men further
into the jungle. . Reeves was amazed how all at once direc-
‘tion'would seem apparent, thedn suddenly non-existent. He
saw Sérgeant Whittier lobkin;; indecisively through the laby-
rinth of trees and bushes and paths. Reeves knew the Ser-
' geant had never been in this area bej%ﬂe couldn't have
been. He had Just arrived within t]-{e last Mth. But the

.\ Sergeant continued to move the men férward.

Reeves was confused and lost, but he continued to,

follow Sergeant Whittier.

Just then the Sergeant turned around and looked at the
‘three men. Whenever this happened, R‘eevex; made a special
attempt to march a 1little straighter. Rodriquez and Coors

never bothered to make adjustments for anyone. It wasn't
—

worth it, Not anymore. Reeves noticed the Sergeant looked.
¢ ¢
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displeased, worried, whenever he turned to look back at the

men, Must be Coors and Rodriquez, Reeves though(b. All the

draftees seem to have that same bad attitude. Reeves no

bl

longer considered himself a draftee, not since he had re-

" enlisted for Joey. Reeves was surprised Sergeant Whittier

never said anything to gsprir;land them. Or compliment ‘him.
The Sergeant would merely look away and move on. |

Sergeant Whittier motioned for them to rest.

The four men sat dc;wn under the camoufl_age of the high
underbrush,- They each laid down their guns witr.r‘;n qui'ck
reach. Rodriquez and Coors sat agart,h taking out cigarettes
for a'long-awaited smoke. Sergeant Whittier sat ahead of
the others, by himself. Reeves was about to go over and sit
with the Sergeant when he saw’' the man looking straight at
him. | |
.

"Wwhat's eating you?" the' Sergeant said. "What's

wrong, Reevesg?" o

Reeves suddenly felt uncomfortable. "Nothing,. sir." He -

sat where he had been standing, near Rodriquez and Coors.
The two men ignored him.
Sergeant Whittier turned his attention from Reeves to

the forest. ,

{ N .
From his position, Reeves had a good view of the man.
Sergeant Whittier was surveying the area. He looked into

the distance, occasionally squinting to see among the many

~~ trees., He was about twenty-three years old, Reeves thought.

/
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v—He had heard the Sergeant's family's money had bought him a

good education. It p;obably gguld have bought him out of
the war, if he hAad wanted. But R‘e'eves could te;ll”that“
Sergeémt Whittier was different than -most of the péo.ple in
that ﬁosition. Reeves knew the Sergeant must have enlisted
even though he really aidn't have to., He knew the ‘impor—
tance of se:vir)gg one's cdbuntry. It ipust have Been a painful
decision for the Sergeant to have mrade, what with:-the way
sentiment was running bgck ho;ne. But, al-tili‘cl)ugh Reeves ad-
mired Se..rgeant Whittier, he couldn't’ help -feel ikt was a
migtake for him to be here. How could they waste' someone so
intelligent? , They should have kept the Sergeant somewhere
away from the act::Lon. Some;lhere he could wotk on a way for
them to win quickly. So they could all go home. Sergeant
Whittier was a Hatvard mén. Pr was it Yale? Now that
Reeves thought more about it, he wasn't sure he had heard
e.xaétly where the Sergealnt had gone to school. And was he
-rich? Reeves wasn't sure if. he had heard that' either, or if
it'was just the impression the Sergeant gave. Anyway, he
was certain the man was intelligent. 4

Reeveé closely exami.nqd the man's profile. The Ser-
geant's face was deeply tanned. This was in direct contrast
to tf:hé shock of yellow hair that hung out from under his
cap.ooBut to Reeves, that tan seemed unhealthy. It wasn't

the tan of a summer's vacation, or a good day's work out-

doors; rather, it was a tan that alters a face so there no

[od LI
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lonéer seems to be anﬁr suggestion og gentleness.
\ . : For a moment, Reeves was a1~most Ccertain that he saw the
Sergeant c¢rying as he looked into the dark jungle.' He was
“ embarrassed to See this in th‘e man—; a hidden. side he never
. knew existeé. He feit_close, to him and rqade a vow never to
- tell'anyone what he had just seen. But then, suddenly, he

was unsure he had seen it at all.

Reéves . shuddered.

T’ . Sergeant” Whittier siﬁgnaled for the men to move on.
Rodriquez and Cooré\begrudgingly put out -their cigarettes.

. -~ Reeves stoo? up and reassumed his po;ition at the end of the
: line. Now h;e made a special point of watching the Sergeant,

y . !hoping to catch another glimpse of the man's emotions.

]

Again, when thg Sergea}ni turned to look back, Reeves made an

. \extﬂa-spécial attempt to look military. More than he eve'r

: o had in his life. The Sergeant turned away as quickly as he

. had turned around, and Reeves couldn't tell.if he had notjc-

I\eqd. But he“was sute Sergeant Whittiér couldn't fail to be

~ , Pleased with him. Pleaged that &the.re w'as someone w\ho knew

what\\he was’going through, someone who respected him and
thoug;i‘t he didn't deserve to be . ..

- Sergeant Whittier stumbled énd fell.

- Reeyes wanted to rush forward to helg,,_it took aJ:1 his

strength to stifle a gasp, but he didn't move. The ‘grace

.with which the "Sergeant had recovered himself was gtunning.

All in the same movement, the Sergeant had fallen, then

4 ’ & ' ’ / ’
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seemed tp have flowed back to his feet.. He only paused for
the slightest moment to brush some dirt from his right knee.

Damn it, Reeves thought. - This . . .

-

s

Suddenly the Sergeant told the men to get down. He had
heard somethinly, and ‘carefully started to crawl forward.
The other men follgwed his‘example. . §

Reeves began to move closef to Rodriquez and Coogs.
They pulled away in panic as'though itfwas him they were
afraid of. v‘lhe.n the Sergeant had turned to vfarn thém to'gét
down, Reeves had seen his fear, too. ‘ >

Reeves looked ahead, raisiﬁg himself‘from his crawl-

ing position in erder to clearly see Sergeant Whittier. The

Sergeant was on all fourg. Crawling like an animal, Reeves

’ thought, an animal forced to wallow in dirt and mud and

\

. The Sergeant stopped moving, He slowly raised his
head, turn;ng to face his men., His c?p had fallen off and
his blond hair shoqg under what little sunlight that was
able to filter down. Whatever bits of illumination had man-
aged to penetrate the treetops now seemed to have gathered
around Sergeant Whitier. Reeves stared amazed, his breath
halted by what he saw. Then the Sergeant started to rise
out'of the underbrush. He began to move to his feet,

There was a single shot.

Sergean£ Whittier fell to the ground, vanishing amon§

the underbrush that had served as protection,
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Reeves swifltly"n:oved fo'rward, retaining an animal-like
cr.awl. He passed Rodriquez‘and Coors. Both looked at him
with wide, blank ?yes.

He reached the Sergeant.

Reeves gently raised the Sergeant's h;ad and pillowed
it on his lap. He was still alive . . . still breathing.
There wasn't ; mark on him, as far as R’eeves could tell.
Reeves started to gock him-gently.

‘fI knew it," the Sergignt mumbled. Then éié voice grew
stronger. "I knew it, . . . One of my own men. Why,
Reeves? Why?" :

"Everything is goin;; to be 0.K. now," Reeves told him.

"It's all over—~now. You won't have to be here anymore.

f:vex:ything will be all right.”

Blood began to form at the corners of the Sergeant's

mouth. Reeves wiped it away with his sleeve. “You're

“gaved," Reeves told him. ' /

When the Sergeant died, Reeves said a prayer. It was

one-he remembered saying with Joey every night when they
P -

were kids. He could still remember every line of it, even
though he hadn't said it since he left home. .<

He laid the Sergeant down and stood up. Rodriquez and

Coors were nowhere to be seen. .Deserters, he thought. Damn

them! For a moment he-hoped.-they'd be shot, fhen he hoped
they wouldn't. ) 2
They deserved to suffer with ‘the rest of them.

]
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. Reeves wasn't sure what direction he should take. BHe
looked around. He wasn't sure whith way was back. Then he ¥
knew exactly which way it was. He knew it with the same

certainty he knew the Sergeant had been saved.

He took another look at Sergeant John Whittier, The tan

] on his face was gone now. ‘Reeves smiled.
Private Robert Reeves started walking. N
' THE END
[
)
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DOG CEMETERY
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It stands up ahead. Squat. A cross-legged warrior.

The rock leans towards

highway into another culture,
Its message has not changed. '
THIS IS INDIAN LAND.
But the red-paint words have faded,
The car turns towgrds the direction of a sign éhat
reads: CAUGHNAWAGA., Emphasis made with a compelling arrow.

It has been three years. Three units of time. Three

¢ "

Ved

lifetimes.
7 - ! -
From pavement to dirt road, from the present I regurﬁ<//
to a past. ) ///////////
' ' T
-\ - .

Goda—byé is said again and again., A repetition of a
4 .

“
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word I don't understand.
. My pa;ents'move to their car.  They climb in. Doors
bang shut. The car moves onto the road, then into the haze
of distance. . ‘ -
"Are you hungry?"’

LY

I turn to look at the woman who has spoken. I'm sup-

posed to call her Aunt Rhonda, but she“is not my real aunt,

She is my parents' friend. Someone from their past.

"You must be happy to be back on the reserve, It was
teiriblé that you had to leave."
' What does that mean?-

I smile -at her, forcing an igption. She returns the
smile. I know she feels she hasﬂjust reached out and set a
)ﬁgk between her and fe. Between red and white. 'Sﬁe feels
she cqmpletelylunderstandé my white ways, but I'm not sure

—

that I do. And do I understand her?

I feel, T can walk these streets without ever stopping.
Each leads towards some future. Once I could have chosen
-one, bringing me closer to wﬁat lies ahead. But that no
ipgger exists.

-They told us we had to leave. They came to us at a
time when Wounded Kﬂee was reality. History in the present.

We were white living on red land. No questions lead to no
,}’ .
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'answers. Why? seems as.foreign to éhém as Mohawk dces to
whites. It didn't matter what kind of people\we'were. Good.
Bad., Indifferent. The crime of being white is punished,
just as the crime of not being white has been punished
tbroughoﬁt time. |

What does "revenge" mean?

i&

o

What do my parents expect from me? Why am I here? Why
hﬁve I returned?

They say I should be happy to be here for the summer.
Where we once lived. But my voige cannot yet speak about
pain or of trying to forget. The places. The names. The
people. They all'live. I try to fade them into ah indis-

cernible state, like the pattern of a blanket left %Pde; the

sun. But they resist fading; patterns still repeat them-

selves.
I sit by thelwindow looking out at the road. Aunt

/Rhonda (what should 1 call her?), moves around the kitchen.

The wooden floorboards sing; trees that once lived still

cry out. But I can't begin to know what they're trying to
say. '

On the road, a car passes, Do I know the people in-
side? I'm not sure. :The car turns out.of sight. -

I see a fiqure approach the house. Just when I think

“
==
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he'll pass by, he turns up the paihwgy with deter&ination.
He climbs the stairs to the front porch.
There is a knock at the door. 1 move to .the QOor and
open it. Donny stands before me.
Time~col£;pses into itself,

We are friends agaiﬁ.

_ I have to get out of here. This house. This box
shape. It's perimeter holds other box shapes., From the
largest, to a smaller, to the smallest room. Until I am
;ornered by éne box shape reinforced by the power of others.

Donny knows of work for the summer.

"The 014 Lady of the dog cemetery is looking.

"The dog cemetery?' ’Wbrds I haven't heard for awhile.
Their familiarity runs like the faces of warriors in a rain-
storm, Performance at 1:00 p.m. every Sunday.

, "I donlt think I want to work there,” I tell him.
. "I don't think I want to either. I know nobédy goes

,'ear her. But what else is there for sgixteen-year-o0lds?" Hg

adds: "Specially here on the reserve."

N e o

We walk down the church road to whefe the 01d Lady

»
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lives., Bobby Snow and Wendall Montour pass us, walking
towards the woods. They carry rifles.

» Donny nods at them. They acknowledge his greeting, all
the while staring at me until they pass by.

"You remember them from school?" Donny asks.

“-

' "Yes, but they don't seem :} remember me."”

"They dp,' he says. "But now you are a Hardface. You
belong to thg'white man's world."”

We turn ?p the dirt path that leads to the 0l1d Lady's
house: It is a shack-like structure that stands away from
the toad. The outside is covered with tar paper.

We waik on the small front porch for her to answer
Donny's knock. A yellow Toyota pickup is in the drive-
way. We know she is at home.

Feet shuffle inside the house. The/ﬂoor opens. The
014 Lady looks from Donny to me, then back to Donny. Her
face shows strengtp. it ﬁasks the years she has 11ved. She
may be'fifty years old. dF eighty. Maybe she is eternity.

Her hair is grey and pullgd back into two braids. She
is just the way I had seen her years before, driving out to
the cemetery. But I had never h?axd ﬁer speak.

"What do you want?"

Inside the door ay are three large dogs. One g}owls at
us rhythmlcally.

Donny speaks. /"We are here for work."

She looks at ué closely.

45
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"This is hard work," she tells us. "You have to dig
graves and bury the animals.® .
.* Donny nods that he understands. She looks at me. I

nod too.

S

«. "Be here tomorrow. The sun rises early. Be here'and
we, too, shall start our work early."”

-

She goes into the house and shuts the door.

The pickup sways along the rutted dirt road. .The 01d
Lady is driving. One of her dogs sits in the cab beside

her. Donny and I sit in the flatbed with the shovels.

We turn onto the highway. Halfway between here and the

edge of the reserve is the cemetery.
The pickup now moves along smoothly. The wind exerts

power against our skin. As we pass Goodleaf's garage, the

0l1d Lady slows the ﬁickup. She turns off the highway down

-the{ehbankment to the cemetery. Rows of small tombstones

run alongside the highway The pickup stops and we climb
- o 6}’"” '

out,

..The dbg, a large mongrel, bounds from the pickup's cab.

It sniffs among the rows and stops at one of the tombstones
to urinate, It then romps into the surrounding woods.

The 0l1d Lady tells us to bring the shovels. We walk

"between the rows, past markers that say: TO MAN'S BEST -

kS

46




FRIEND - REX; REST IN PEACE - PEPPY; WE LOVE YOU - TIPPY.

The 014 Lady stops at a spot which has been marked off

with sticks. They form a rectangle.

"Dig here," she tells us. Then she walks back towards

the pickup. She payses to pull out a weed and rearrange a
small bouquet of flowers on one of the graves.

Donny and I start to dig. The grass on top is easy to
remove. But, as we dig deeper, the dirt is hard. The sound
of the shovels digging becomes a hymn:“ It joins with the

sound of the cars passing on the ﬁighway.

' " ig Awahoo?" Donny asks. He remembers the times we
playedgttzzithe g. Times of laughter. :
I pause before I answer. "He died. Just after we
moved. ‘He was old.” Donny nods silently.
' We dig deeper. There no longer seems to be any dirt to
shovel. Now it's just rocks. Donny and I try to pry each

one loose. But they seem to get larger the deeper we dig.

.The footing in the hole is precarious. Donny slips and

\

falls. He skins his hands on some of the rocks.

"Damn it!" Donny stands to,exgmine his bleeding hands;
But he picks up the shovel and starts totdig agafﬁ.

I can hear him grunt with eﬁértion,—then stop to re-
examing his hands and to wipe the sweat from his brow.
Somehow this work doesn't bother me. I had thought it
would.

On the highway I can hear the endless line of cars

.
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speed by.

"I wish I was dead;' bonny bles.

"What?"

"Them! The cars! Don't you | see them staring at us?"

I stop to iook at the passin% car§. I see f;qgs press-
‘ed against car windows., Curious des.\ Unsmiliﬁg.

"They think we're as crazy as her," Donny continues.
"I didn't know it would be like this."

\

I continue to look at the sfream of eyes focused on

the only movement along the highway. Life against a wall of

" postured trees. One of the cars slows down. I see some men

inside laughing. One of them sticks his head out the open‘

window. He yells out at us: "Creusez! Creusez! Travail-
lez fort, petits fossoyeurg,"” He then breaks into laughter,
joined by the other men in the car. A beer can’accents his
revelry. It barely‘misses Donny's head.

"Damn French bastards!” He throws down his shovel. "I
quit!”

"But we've only just started.”

|

"Well, I'm finished., I have pride. 1I'd rather not

work than do this. I don't need the white man laughing at’

me any more than he already does."

He starts towards the yellow pic@up. I éather up the
shovels and quickly follow. f

"Have you dug the graye?' the Olé Lady asks.

"No. I'm quitting." Dénny's face shows his anger,
& '
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The 0ld Lady turns to me. "And iou?' ‘

I look %t her, then at Donny. "I ... " I begin. "No.
I'l]l stay.":

"I'll drive you back to your house," ;he tells Donny.

Then to me: "You may come along too. It will' be your

[

rest,"

We climb into the fiatbed.of the pickup. ~The old Lady‘
calls for her dog. It runs from the woods ané climbs into
the pickup's cab.

There is silence on the‘way to Donny's house. Wgen_he
climbs down from the pickup outside his door, he looks

straigh£ at me, He wants to say SOmething, but, instead, "he:

4

turns and goes into his house.

.

The 014 Lady's dogs growl at me as I egyer her house.
q r - *
"*Come in," she says. "Do not worry about them. They

are not used to your smell.”

-

I slowly move into the house. It's just one room. A
table stands near one wall. A bed is near the other.

There's a chair at the table.

The 0l1d Lady goes to the area that serves as-a kitchen.

She opens a cupboard. She starts tayprepare our lunch,
"You did good work this morning," she tells me. "It

will take longer now to prepare the graves I will need for

-
¥
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the summer, but I think you can do the work.,"
I want to tell her that it will be lonelier now that

Donny isn't there. But there don't seem to be any words,

v

"I must pick up another dog this afternoon. You will'

be at the cemetery by yourself." -

I‘nod my.undetstanding. We ‘eat the sanéﬁ;ches she has

-

made. ) A
_‘I ’ ' - \ EN
. "Good?"
I am not exactly sure what it i§1'm eating, but I nod
: > "
’ politely. . e

!

The éogs smell around‘my legs. Thelr muzzles snuffle,

against me, ‘She tells them to leave me alone.

'Theyﬁhavelnever smelled a white _.man," sheé says.
I smile, unsure of what to say as a*resﬁonse.

\
, "Why are you here?" she asks. .
I look at her confused. V'To work," I say.

L]

"No. .Why are you on the reserve? You are not Indian.

-

Do you live with the white man in Ch&teauguay, or do you

live with the white man in his big city?"

*

. { \

I say "no." I tell her that I don't live in either

Chiteauguay or Montreal. That I live far from here, now. I
Q N

explain why we left the reserve., She wants to hear more,

o

L4

AU ° . ¥
and words seem to breathe on their owm(as I explain. Then 1

“ lapse into silence. I drink from the glass of milk she has

£

set before me. ' !

I

She gatheg; the dishes and brings them to a small sink.

«
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She pumps some haéer and begins to wash them.

“She starts to speak, "A long time ago . . ." Her voice

¢ P

comes fro? somewhere distant. "Years in the past, I once
j .
loved." s : P

o

I turn in my chair to 1ook at her. Heg back is towards
me as she bengs over t&s aink |

"He was white. Theywtold me I had to choose between
him)and my people, According to Indian law, if an Indian
wo&an marries a white man she is no longer “Indian. ,This is
still law."

Her silence again. Then .:. . o

"He was in the war. He said we would decide whether ‘ye
were td marry when he returned.”

More -silence.

. "He never returned. My peop}e think I drove him awvay
80 I would be preserved among the tribe, They stili don't
know the truth." '

"Would you have ﬁ%rrieq him?" I ask.

i .
"I do not know. They said I would ho longer be a

LS

person if I did.. I would no longeq\Pe an Indian. And I
couldn't be accepted among the whites. 7Dthink I believed
them then. But I have my dogs. I have my gﬁmetery. I know

now that there is nothing one person cart say to anothegss

-~

Everything is already there."™ She sﬁeeps fer arm outward

<

«

beyend‘the walls. "Everything there is td know. About

.

L £

>
everything and abou ‘yourself.'
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She pauggs to pump more wate;,'rinSing the dishes of
the soap that clings to their surface. ‘

"Most of the people on the resérve think I am crazy.
They do not want me to bury the wh;thman's dogs. They say
the white man has dumped his garbage on oﬁr land for centu-
rieé.’ They are embarragsed by’me. They sée me as being
less than them in a world yhere they have been made to feel
less - than others. But I have been here for years. It has
beep‘too long a'éfﬁzzgor them to stop me now. So they wait

3

for me £o die.” ;

v
4

" She ?Eé finished the dishes. . She turns to face me. !
c ¢
*And when I die," she says, "I want to be buried-ih my

\ -
cemetery."

\

\
‘)’

We ;re driving back-along the highway. 1I'm to finish
my *work for the day.” The 01d Lady will go for another dog. -
J&he Indian of long ago did not bury his dogs the way

4

the white man does,” she says.
e

I tell her that I know. When Awahoo died, my parents
¢ .

}rsﬁ;ed to call the S8.P.C.A. I had seen what they do. They

, L
arrive in a truck. They throw the dead dog in the back,
then drive away. But I went into the fields near our house.

Under a tree I returned Awahoo from where he came. With

-

“ time, the soft mound of earth retredts into the land, re-

v
L
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turning life from where it came. ‘

"And sometimes," she continues, "the white man Qqnts
the resting place of his dogs to last'forev‘er, jugt as he
wants his own to last eternally. He v;ants a coffin f‘or the
animal. A tc;mbstone. Sometimes he wants a funeral with one

of his priests.”

\' _ B

The sun is about to set. Long gray shadows move quick-
ly across the cemetery. The trees become a black form.

. Cars continue by. They now go towards Ch8teauguay and
the towns beyond. 'Q:I'he cats' occupants are too tired aft\er a
day of work in the city to givé anything more than a half-
hearted look of interest ir; my direction,.

I have dug two graves this afternoon. I have slowly
formed each grave into four walls ané one floor. t::ach
smoot-h‘. @ 5 ’

I now work on a third grave. Thé last for the day.

I look down at my body. Thick dirt sticks to me'li}te
inother skin. ' .

I bend to move a'rock with my hands. I stand in the
grave as I lift and throw out the-rock. It makes a s0lid
séund as it again makeswc;ntact with tl;xe~ground. bl

The grave is nearly finished. I sit down in it to

" rest., I cross my legs to accommodate myself in the small

space. 4zThen I lie back and stare up at .the sky. Overhead

’
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the dark ¢louds swirl and overlap and merge into each other. "

P I feel a -small grain of dirt under my rightkindex

finger. It burns into my flesh. I remove my hand from

wherE I had placed it against the grave's wa{:;//}/man-
oeuvre myself to see that grain of dirgs It shiffes in the
decreasing light. It glows like a blrning star fighting to

exist,

"

in turn, quickly form with those around them. -

1 see each grain and what each contains. Thep 1 see
two together, They multiply and expand until I see&tﬂefr
threnéth as a wholé. Yet, I can sti}l see each of the“parts
80 clearly. I'm at both ends of a microscope at the same

time, I see and am seen. At both ends of a telescope,
World so far—made close. World within grasp—made dis~
tant.

Union becomes all-encompassing. From grain to grave

and woods to land'(iqégcts and animalsj too)—they join with .

water and air.and fireand . . .

Spirit.

Soul. T

I feel the earth turning. I feel the motion. Its rev-
olutions. The slightest of its shudders. W;ves of light
pour over me—and throﬁgp me.

I see a unive:ég.

¢ I see beyond.

Suddenly it joins with the particles around it. Theff
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I know . . . : % *
Then it's gone, As suddenly &8 it came, it was as
" though it never was.
I hear the cars p%ssing oﬁ tbe‘highway.
I sit ﬁp. .If's dark. In that slightest period of
time, day‘pad p&ssed into night. I sée the yellow pickup
move fromtthe highway to the cemetery. . . '

—

T cliﬁb out qf the grave‘and pick up the shovel..

f

We drive back in silence. 1 want'to talk to the 01ld

Lady but I don't know if she'll understand. I'm not sure
- .

&a

that I do.\

thing that just happened. But it moves beyond my grasp.

" Just when I feel I am about to remember it all, I realize

that it has only brushed against me. y

And éhen moved on. ) , .
‘ | (®

THE END

I tryiko think back, forcing m}self to remember every--
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are 'friends' electric? R

‘people living in places

or in time and space
vith signs saying WELCOME
or COME AGAIN o *
de"pending on ambition ' '
i close my eyes for 3.6 seconds
places pass T ‘ . x
people i never knew
’ L
Lo

Es

It was morning when 15/03/62 started for the river.

He didn't bother with the ritual of breakfast.

(He hasn't eaten eggs since the time he cracked open a ha'rd-.‘

boiled and found a perfe&tlyﬁormed baby chick. He still

\dreams of dlowly eating wings and beak and tiny fﬁet.)

¢
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He didn't bother to stop by the barn where fear and loath~
‘fng, the horses, would be waiting.

barb would be there, too. ' )

(One kiss.. One 'Good morning.' Oﬁe 'Looks like a nice
day.' And one &'Yup.' Then the saddling of horses, gnd

-riding out.) B o
f 15/03/62 crossed the main drag, but didn't': look both ways,

Nothing was moving.

~

~

It made him feel he was the last one left on“a world deva-—

stated by‘a nuclear holocaust. .
(He wonder;‘ if it is mor#Tike biological warfare. The
buildings are still standing.)

Only a single neon sign in the long row of neon signs was as
animated as he was that morning. ‘

i It rotated its WE'RE OPEN FOR BREAKFAST—BEST COFFEE IN THE

’

WORLD message. . I, .
@rs‘stood outsidﬁ like horses at a trough.

ti was three miles to the river.

{

¢
bi\‘ack-bored

t\@»:,ed of night ways

sdpdwiched thickly between empty days 3

8, throw out shoes that Won't fit

words no longer in sentences

darkness waits for those who sit willing

] N
‘ P * *‘ *
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'It's all shit, man. Don't you understand? Rot here or rot
there, It's all the same. What.does it matter?'

billy.z. bob's words reached 15/03/62, barb wire, hate, and
war. '

(Formerly Blake Stephens, Jenny Lewis, Karen Brown,rdand
Jamey Reid. Someone on.ce\called billy by some other name,
but now he won't say what it .was.) | .
)Summer's a nowhere blink,' bil;ty continued. 'We're wedged
bgtwéen school-finished and school-yet-to-begin.'

(Not thgt they ever w;nt, but it was always there if they \
wanted to go.) . ' ’

barb's'mother and father (referred to as 'the organisms that

had produced her') had gone to a movie. "

'Some Clint Eastwood realism thing,' barb told then.
~hate and war, (having dated since eight-level),("moved. to- . __ _

wards the nearest closet (bedrooms being too com;\entional).
They proceeded to join mouths in queﬁching desire.
billy continued to those left without coat hangers to count.
'It's not Us to have ambition.'

' | '*Shit!' joked 15/03/62. ‘'Who has that?'

BN

| barb walked in looking out of it.

Qld Man Johns was on the phone from the barn.

Seems Dancer and .. . . rather, \fear and loathing, might be

coming down with something. - -

, Seems someone forgot to turn on the heater the night before.
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T /"‘great stuf£1' war said. 'We do eat horsemeat, don't we,

-

billy?'

barb .\i‘é\ciked straight at 15/03/62. _ o,
'It was real cold last night,' she said. 'The change was
too suddeM‘JThat's why they're sick.'

billy told her she shouldn't care.

'They're only horses,' he said. 'They die too.'

barb pulled 15/03/62 to her.

,'We never tried under the sink.'

She smiled. : 3
When he wrote about it he wanted to write 'her teeth smiled'
but he crossed it out and simply wrote 'she smiled.'

He hoped they would never read the things he wrote.

"‘-—Thrscund'system roared with the newest record billy ha_d

bought with the money he stole from his parents.

'lexey'll never know it's gone,' he said. 'And so what if

by

they do?' J ‘ 1

"(This being before billy told them money wasn't Us. Now

they only steal the things they want.)

15/03/62 could pick out words here and there in the laby-

rinth of music.

Inseparable . . . lonely . . . forever. . . .

-/

R S

PSR AL

O S

ER TIPS

5 otrgaged 6

- e X g e w




lips sliding over my body ' '
saying 'This is love' *

she smiled

' " i ache " /

yet she still goes on
like a tide that robs life

They‘ all sat around dusted.

L.SID. ‘
T.HOC.
: R S
P.C.P. | . |
Letters 15/03/62 was sure he had seen in a bowl of alphabet
. N ‘ \
: EOUp.

When he was young,

But he never realized they could hold meaning. ’
They had just looked like nonsense, not neat and clean like
C.A.T. and D.0.G. ’\

He lautj_hed..

barb asked him 'Why?' '

He laughed again.

hate wondered if war was real, . ' P

war told her it was because he saw his cousin in the United
States come back from Vietnam dead.

he was only small then, but he told them he could remember
looking at his cousin in a coffin.

~... -~ And he knew he was really dead.
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'He knew it was real,

hate said she agreed deathyas real, but was war?
15/63/62 laughed again. |

'It's the 1980's,' he said..

billy quickly passed around another sp}iﬁf.
15/03/62's mind raced.‘

hate and war went looking fér a cardboard box.
barb fell down a f£light’ of stairs.

>

children inject morphine,‘ into popsicles
hopscotch “around the block

where a nine-year-old pusher deals hope
mother out on a date i
sleeps during the day C NN

father sleeps all the time

one two buckle me too

1
I

i trip over my shoelace into life

15/03/62 and barb slowed the horses to a trot,

It had been a week since the gang became Us.

Every so often 15/03/62 would call barb 'Jenny.'

barb would get angry.

She never made that mistake.

Why did he?

They were riding along the' riverbank.
They had done this same thing many times before.

-
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Bxeept now they were barb and 15/03/62. .

'What are we doing tonight, 15/03/62?' barb asked.

He answered that he didn't know.

It now seemed to be up to billy ;:o decide th_ose things’.
'hate and war want to do something really, ciifferent,' she
said. |
15703/62 mumbled. g
'What?'

'Nothing,' he .answered.

He wondered how long Us would last. *
Jen . . . barb séemed tb take to it.”. - ;
So did the others. "

He didn't know why he didn't,

He looked over at barb. ' , -
She stared straight ahead, following the river. ‘

That night billy told them they Wwere never to talk about
what they felt, A . '
"It isn't Us,' he warned. | !

'If you can,'don't even feel, Action is all that is neces-

sary. Existence is feeling enough.'

'We are nothing. It's important to be nothiﬁg. '

v . —_
.

bi}ly drew pictures on the wall,

Eyes.

He always drew eyes. /
barb told 15/03/62 that their union had no meaning.

_— N
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He wanted to remind her about fove, but thﬁg was no longer
talked about. g

Not among Us.

He Qanted to ﬁake her’remember horseback rides along the <
river, ‘

Manoeuvring the animais close together 50 Blake anﬁ Jennj
cduld kiss.

Thqn galloping off in playful pursuit,
But they were 15/03/62 and barb pow. .
And'Ds was all that Qas impo:tant.

Ie

barb said that war offered her a different place.

-

And it was. important to be nothing.

1the refrigerator,' she told 15/03/62. - °
He iaughed. a
bérb went on: 'hate agrees—union is nothing.'
15/03/62 could hear the television in the next fopm.
Only billy could watch ‘it now.

It was too hard for the others.

But billy said it told hihrtgingé.

He found them pleasing. .

'From the very second you're born;—ﬂ he sqid,'you die.!’ K .b

|
P
[ ;

15/03/62 tried to tell barb how he felt.

'We can't talk about that,' barb said. , *

barb looked around,

'We never talked about 'it before,'so whyhdo you want to talk

PR
-3
b
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' He knew he had never told her{

' \J
about it now?' /

15/03/62 didn't know what to say.

® T
She was righ(§ . :
But he did té™ her he. was tirgdq of Us.

Barb told him never to say that.
'I like what's happening,' she said. 'I don't want to have
to think about all those things anymore. billy wiil.think

for Us." y

rd

'But I want to feel,' 15/03/62 told her.

'Why? <You never wanted to before.'

He thought ba )
He was sure Blake had felt something.

It was true Blake never-talked about it,. )

LY

. «
° He never talked about feelings,® just about tﬁings.

Yo

But he was sure Blake did fee )
And he knew 15/03/62 could not stop feeling. "

billy walked in. ‘ ' . ‘

He looked from barb to 15/03/62 then back to barb again.

'If you don't care, lyou won't .get hurt, If you don't live,

/you won't die.’

3

i
barb was suré‘,ﬁeat and‘loithing were going to-die. T
They w‘e:e already éick,'and\ someone. forgot to turn on th_e?
heater (again. ' ' ¥

15}/{3/62 could see a glimpse of worry in her eyes.

\




. Be wanted to hold her.

e

\ - “
He wanted to reassure her that they would live.

'Death,' said billy,.'could be an experience. I think the

(

animals are sHowing the way.'

-
€«

. He' looked straigk;t %t barb.,
barb told them she was gettiné 'bor,ed with riding, anyway.
'It's not Us,' she said. \
billy and hate and.war nodded agreement.

Y

war said he hated animals,

~
~

hate said sl;eufidn't think it was fair there were only two

horses for five of Us.

! billy said/he was the one who would 'think.’
' 'Remember?'
That was his thing.
. hate and war had. their own thing to do. f
h ‘All is fair in hate and war. Right?’ bia.ly said.
hate and war smiled. .
Old Man Johns phoned from the barn.
He said he didn't thinlk the horseg would make it tt;roubh‘;he
Ty night. ‘ ’ (
That they seemed real sick. , —
‘It's as though they'd been poisoned,' barb told them.
\ o "tThey're in so much pain.' *

hate and war shrugged in unison,
'-
billy said the television told hip a lot that day.

war asked about tomorrow.

65

3 ; .
. ‘.R,,ﬁ: . ! ¢
#% S \ : .

B S JO— - . - . ) - - LA rcc————
- . . : \ . N .

Ly -
. ¥ 4
e e e e i 4 it DA b ot v i A hn i o s s i Ahen . b P



e it o o do kot s v s e brmin, W W

AY

I

'Yes,' billy said after thinking. 'It's possible there will;»

»

be tomorrow.'

barb was staring at +hin.

15/03/62 wondered why.

She opened her mouth then closed it.

He waited fof her to say something, but she didn't.
'I can't go on like this anymore,' he told her.

She said nothing. " ot
'We can be together, but weg don't have to be Us.'
barb looked away.

'There is 80 much I want to tell you." .
She didn't turn back to face him. ‘

'Thgn I'l]l leave by myself. I want to feel and thf;k and

love,!

tracks leading home

i think i'm lost

back-stebping

i find my own footprints

i folld;'catefully

each eye on each mark ( o K !

leading me out ' ’ ?

until i see they're going nthere’ i ‘
. " Y ) . ' . 9"

e

15/03/62 reached the river. -

R
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J‘It ran through nowhere.

Like every other morning.

t

He watched car tires and old wood and bottles and cans.

A dlrty gcratch on the earthL

They floated towards the edge of‘the world.
The- edge oi‘time.

15/03/62 knew that barb was probably . . .
"Nol* Damn it! Nol'®

He shouted across the murkiness to the distant riverbank.
'Her name is Jenny. My name is Blake.' |

Jenny would wonder why he wasn't at the barn that mokning.‘

.

Before and after Us. :

'No,' he shouted. 'Ihgm."
Bis voice eéhoed.

The river stopped f£lowing.

It stood silent.

- Waiting.

He picked up a round stone,

He wanted to toss it into the water to see Fﬂe reality of
ripples moving outward.

Circles that gxpréss some finite interpretation of eternity.
He tossed the stone gently. )

It lay on the water's surface without any effect.

Then it sank as if sucked down from below.

H tu:;ed to see bil%y standing behind him,

"dame to tell you,' billy said.
A

.o
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'There's notﬁing I vant to hear from you.'

'Think -there is.’

billy smiled. K

He paused before speaking again.-

'barb's no longer with Us,' billy said.

'Good. That's great. And I'm no longer wiéﬁ U8, either.
It's about time we thought for’ourselyes.«”%t's about time
we told you , . . ‘

'You've got me wrong,' billy said. 'That!s one of the
reasons I should do the thinking for Us. I don't get any~-
thing wrong.,' '

{
Blake waited.

~

'When I said "she wasn‘t with Ué, anymore”™ I meant she no

longer existed.’'

, billy paused agayin.

'barb hung herself in the barn last’night. She was looking
for you, but . . . The horses are dead, too.'
Blake turned awﬁy. ’

HBe looked at the river.

It ran dark and secretive.

He couldn't see under its surface.

Blake knew he couldn't begin to knpw what lay there.

-
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at hér grave i wrote obscenities in 'the wet topsoil
. N ‘

words we never Spoke
of love '

of life

v

of dreams still-born

4 1
THE END
]
. ,
o,
o
*
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THE SPANISH LESSON ‘ ’

»

She was the type of girl you'd find studying in the

‘ library on Saturday night. At least that's the way I saw

her._ And I had been watching her closely, having seen her
more often these past few days.

I hung out at Dusty's, an old, little bar not far from
the college, and lately she was there a lot. I wasn't sure
she ever noticed me (we never spokg to eth other), . but I
had noticed hg;.“ . " | |

She always sat on the opposite side of the room. Dus-
ty's wasn't big, so she was never out of Hearing distance or
too far away if I had the guts to go over ghd speak to her.
But that wasn't all that important, then. She was usually
with a friend, but tonight she was alone——she sat by herself
reading a book. I enjoyed watching her read and absently
sip at one of the two "exotic" drikks Dusty's had (Pifia

~
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Colada or a Singapore Sling—I didn't know which was which).

Her hair was the sort described as "silken flax"—I
couldn't help thinking that when I first saw her—and it was
long, below her shoulders. She had soft blue eyes that made
me wish I could look into them forever, With a description
like that, I'm sure you, can envision the most beautiful
woman you've ever seen, And she is that woman to me, even
thougﬁ, description aside, she wasn't really a "beauty."”
Actually she was very skinny. In itself not all that bad,
except her face was long and thin, too. But she wésn't
ugly, either. Don't get me wrong. She was just— well, the
kind of girl you wouldn't be gktiacted to unless you knew
her personality. If it's good, she starts to look a lpt
better. If it isn't, she isn't so gooa-looking.

I didn't know anything about her personality (I only
dreamt what it would be like); I didn't even know if she had
one at all. But I was confident she did. And I was almost
as sure it would be fantastic!

She wore one of those great big fluffy sweaters, but
still 1ooked skinny. She had on the kind of jeans everyone
wore, and fashion boots which only made her look taller.

She wore glasses,

I did too. g
It was perfect. i
She sat alone at her taple reading a book through her

glasses, and’' I sat alone at my table looking tﬁrough my

( 71
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glasses at her. I couldn't help but think there had to be
something amazingly "cosmic" about the whole damn thing. ‘

I only hoped she would sense it, too.

I reéolved to make that evening the’evening she would
notice me.

The placé wasn't crowded (just right for walking over
and talking to her)—there were only fourlother'people
besides the twé'of us. Dusty's was never crowded. It was
small and out of the way and you could hear\éverything
anyone said no matter where you were sitting., Most of the
students went to Berry's where it was big and noisy and you
couldn't hear the person next to you over Zep or the Stones.
That's why people came to Dusty's—for the quiet—it wasn't
a pick-up place like Berry's. People‘at Dusty's woula‘j7lk,
or read, or play backgammon and chess.

Sometimes you'd hear a great conversation. It could be
something about life, or death, or who was knocking up who
in the philosophy department. What I chose to listen to
depended. on hdw I fe¥f. I would sit back and focus on
something, taking it aiirin. Usually the talk was about
schoolwork and was always about how there was too much and
not enough time. I never bothered to listen to that; school
was -one of the few thingé I did well. -Sometimes someone
woul% say something that was so preposterous I juqf wanted
to go over and tel]l] them how styupid it was. But I never

wdid. I'd try to talk myself into doing it, but‘by the time
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1 had enough nerve, they'd already moved on to some other
subject. ¢

I just wasn't good with people, I suppose my room=
mate thought I was a nice eﬁough guy, but we never did much
togethef. I hadn't made any friends in‘my first month of
college, but I hadn't really expected to, either.

I was about to order another beer‘(courage'to stick to
my resolution) when the Mexican walked in. I didn't know he
was a Mexican at first, but right away I could see that both

him and the guy he came in with were pissed out of their

trees. The first thing one of them s§id was, "You bloody

Mexican, I'll drink you under. Just wait." That's how.I
knew.

They both wavered in the middle of the room trying to
decide where to sit. There wasn't much choice., Dusty's had
a grand total of eight tables and fouf of them were already
taken. But they took their time looking around. Then look-
ed around again.

The Mexican's friend finally weaved over to an empty
table right next to her, and she looked up from her book as
he yanked out a chair and sat down. Then she weng back to
reading.

The Mexican followed his friend and sat down, too.

"Hey!®™ His friend yelled across the room a lot louder

than necessary. Everyone looked over at him. "Where the

~hell is the service around here? My friend and I want a
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drink."

Nicole, the only waiéress, quickly came out of the back
room, still holding a towel and a dripping wet giaés, and
took their order. This quietened him and he just sat and
looked around some more, waiting for the beer.

Ghey were about twenty-three or twenty—four,}a few
years older than he, I judged. I had nevéf seen them at
college. I wasn't even sure they went, althghgh most of the
people that came to Dusty's did. Anyway, as 1 saidu I
didn't really know anyone.

, I thought it strange that the Mexican didn't look like
.one., At least to me. His friend was the usual type you.see
around, beefy iooking, not all that bright. If he went to
college he probably took Commerce and his ambition was to

4

work at an office job "for s¢me multi-national and die from

——

liver disease by fifty. That's if a heart attack or cancer

didn't get him. . ' i

But I didn't think the Mexican looked Mexican. I
wasn't sure whether it was because I had some preconception
or not. I had never seen one before. At least not in real
life. I had only seen them on television or in the movies.
He was tall and well built, muscular but in a way that
didn't imply that was all he had going for him. He had dark

brown hair, perfectly styled. Both he and his friend wore

jeans. The Mexican had on a‘faded—to—white denim shirt,

whiiijgyg'friend wore a black t-shirt with a new jean jack-
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et. I can't say why I thought that—why he didn't look

Mexican. It was just something I felt.
‘After they paid for their beer and poured it out fkom
the quart bottles into the glasses Nicole had brought then,
they took long, silent drinks. The Mexican's friend put
down his glass and wiped his mouth with the sleeve of his
jackeé. Then he leaned towards her, casting a shadow oéZr
her book.

"Whatcha reading? Something dirty?" He asked her and
gave/ﬁer a big crooked-teeth smile,

She 1looked at him over the top of her glasses and
smiled at him weakly. .

"So. I'm not. I'm reading Bronte."

éi: began reading aéain.

The Mexican's friend sat back in his chair with a big
"I'm so impressed” look that made the Mexican laugh.

"0h,"” his friend said with obvious sarcasm. "Really,
now. B;Qun;IaQ. Aren't we in a diffetent ¥eading br;cket.
Well. Some of us just don't shit!"

The Mexican laughed again and his friend joined in.
Their laughter filled the little room and everyone looked
over, again.

The Mexican's friend turned back to her.

"Hey! What's your namg?" He spoke all honeyish, it

was very obvious, and she answered, "You probably couldn't

pronounce it." s
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"Sure I could,” he told her. "I'm pretty smart, too.

-
My friend here's Mexican., Heyl He speaks Mexican, too. He
-

* qven taught me how to speak some.”

"Spanish,” the Mexican corrected, It was .the first
‘time I heard him speak. He didn't slur like his friend-—he
didn't seem to be as drunk. He didn't act it, at least,

"Ya," his friend said. . "Spanish. ‘He's just up here
for awhile. Not many Mexicans come to Montreal, you know.
Pretty far out, é%?"

She turned to the Mexican and I could tell she was
interested. -

"6h,ang§llx? "How do you like it here?"

"It's nice. Very nice,"™ he said. He didn't talk like
a Mexican, either. Of course I hadn't heard many»Mexicans
talk, li;e I said, only in the movies, and I didn't suppose
he'd say something like "Geeb me your moanies, greendgq" for
comparison;

"What's your name?" his friend asked her again. “"Come
on. We just want to be friendly."

She looked at them both, thinking it over, then sighed.

*Susan," she told them.

"I'm Jerry," he said. "And he's—Hey! What's it again
ii Mexican?" “

"Raiil," the Mexican 'said. "I don't know what 1t tran-
slates in English. You call me Ralph like Jerry if you can-

not say ‘Rall.'"
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Susan smiled.

"No. I‘think I can manage with 'Rall.’ Tgerelhtls
that righﬁ!'

"Very good. ;Hablas espafiol?"

"Pardon?"

"You spéﬁL Spanish?” : . ‘

*Ooh, no. Not at all. I wish I did though. It'§ like
French, I heafd. I speak gome French."

"Yes., It is like French," he said.

"He's taught me all these_Mexican words," his friend
told hek. "Hey!" he said to the Mexican,q"tell phem to
her."

"No," the Mexican said Qmiling. ";'do not think s0."
And the two men laughed. a

She looked embarr;ssed as everyone turned again. This

time they looked at her as if, somehow, it was her fault.

The Mexican and his fYiend stogped laug@ing and took

<

another slug of beer. The Mexican's friend asked her if

they could move over to her table.

"Well, I have some reading to do," she prgtested. A

_bit mildly, I thought. .

"®0h, come on. Live a little." And without really
waiting for a "yes" or a "no," théy moved over. ;
She closed her book with a defeated rise in her shb&fl
ders and sat bqgk in her chair. 'The Mekican’g friend sat
down to her 1eft\while the Mexican sat across the.table from

[+4)
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her, his back to me. .

"Whatcha do there, Sueé"the Mexican's friend asked..

' "I'm a student,” she said. -

I
"Oh, !’studeﬁt('s,ﬂé gave the Mexican another impressed

look. “"Whatcha studying?" T

"English 1it§rature.'
;" "Don't read much, myself,” he told her. “At least,"
- and he directed this at the Mexican, "nothing chan't ho%d
u; with one hand.” . , \\ A
¢ © He .laughed loudly adain. The Mexican looked at him,
uncértain at first,. then started to laugh too, though he
didn't seem to be BUIQDWhat he was laughing at.
Susan looked disgusted.

" "I have to gd,' she said. She quickly stood up to
leave but the ﬂexican 8 friend also stood up and he stopped
her as she picked up her book. \§ 5

'Don't go. We're just having some fun. A«ggga time.
”Sit. We'll buy you another drink. Hey!" He callgp Nicole
" over. 'Gimewtﬁé'lady here another drink." : )
"I really™have to go," she told him. He took her by
the shoulders and guided her back down to her seat.
"Just a déink,' he said to her, firmlf, .
"well . . . " She kept the book hugged close to her

~

breasts. “Just gne drink ﬁ%she told him. "Then I do have

/'to go.”

.

Nicole werit to .£1i11 the order.
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"Sure. Sure.” And he smiled. } »

[

> Nicole returned ;nd for awhile they drank in silence.

Ed

< . . ;
I could see she wanted to leave. She sat at the end of
her seat }}ke she was expeéting to be called away at any

nomené?\kO:,at least hoped she would be.
sl et

I knew I should go over and help her. I didn't know

what I could say, but I hag to do something.

Maybe anything

would help.

I tried to think of what to say t?

them, to

her, but I could see them talkihg quietly now.

The Mexican

and his friend were moré intént on who would be the firs"ét to

finish his quart than bothering her. \It was a tie. They-

© ordered two more. \

/ r
_She drank‘qeipkly, not fas:) but I could tell she was
drinking more quickly than she Wwas used?té.qﬁgheﬁmore she

drank, the more she loosened her hold on the book, until

' finally. she put it éown on the empty chair beside her.

1'F&om where do you two know each other?” she asked.
*Oh," the Mexican's frienq said. 'Figm this bar from
~sbere we were just thrown out from down th; street. ,Buhch
of shithead assholes!” ) y Pl .
' Her face went red. H '
*What's wroyg? Drink too fast?"™ he asked.

“"No. I just’ﬂgnL: lf:e to hear language'liiklhhn:.
It's not Q§ry polite and I think it's unnecessary. Yulgar
in fact. 1 wish you'd stop.” '_ | ‘

He looked at her apyif H§fwas about to blow up. I've

-
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seen that look before. You know you're seconds away from a
fight when the face goes tight as if it's forming a fist
before the hands do. ~

.

But then hegrelaxed,
* *Sure. Okay." His voice played at being hurt. "Il
just sit here and keep my filthy uneducated mouth shut.”
And that's what he did. He kept his mouth f{rmly
closed, only opening it atintervals for a‘swill of beé}¥
Tﬁe'nexican took up the slack.
"Do &ou know México?" ,
"No. I've never been there. But I hear it's beauti-
ful. 12'd like to go there someday. 1I'd like to be able to
travel‘;o faraway places like that.”

He looked her straight in thelta&e‘and smiled. "I

would like to show you my country.” She blushed and sud-

denly looked down, but not before she gavé him a tiny smile
of her own. They were silept for a moment or two.
The Mexican's friend took anothér swig from his glass,

finishing the,contents. He filled it again with beer from

, his quart.‘; -

, A g f
"You are very beautiful,” the Mexican said. She looked

up at hin, f;rst with sﬁrprise, theh embarrassment. "p

speak, these words with truth. ‘Yery beautiful.”
She looked down again, Her fingers nervously traced
the circle around the &nghof her glass.

N ¢ ! . 3
The Mexican's friend looked at him as if\ he was nuts.
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I ?buldn't see the Mexican's face but I knew he did some-
thing while she wasn't looking because his friefid suddenly
smiled and sat pack in %13 seat seeming content just to
listen.

'Do you gpve a lover?" the Mexican asked her. ,

She continued to look down into her drink and I thought
she wasn't going to answer him.

Then she looked up straight into the Mexican's face,

Her cheeks were slightly red, but it wasn't,iike she
was still embarrassed—it was very attractive, It added a
fullness, a life to her that I had never seen before. And
her eyes! They glistened and glowed softly like they would
if the room had béen lit by a fireplace.

"No. I don't.” She spoke siowly. "I'm not all that
popular. I'm pot that type——the one bveryone asks out.”

The Mexican said he didn't believe this, that it was
impossible and that Canadian men must be blind.

She looked back into her drink. He reached out and

lifted her head gently from under her chin until she look-

ed at him again.

*There are words,"® he told her, "that we have to des-
cribe beautiful women. Do you want to hear?'

She |said she had to leave, that it was gettihg late,
but she didn't stand ij. She continued to look'at him with-

out moving, staring into his eyes.

",
5y

He siarted speaking to her in Spanish. I don't know
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what he said, but he said it soft and slow, each word seemed
- to drip from his mouth until even I started to like the
sound of it.

v His friend found it hilarious. I could see him laugh-

ing quietly to himself, but since she was looking straight

at the Mexican, she didn't seem to notice.

I caught only a few of the Spanish words. Ch-sounding
mostly, which the Mexican kepé repeating in different ways.
I heard "puta” real clearly becauﬁe he said it at least
‘thdee times. But I di#n't know what it meant. He said it a
few times with her name, except her name sounded different
when he said it. S0 I guessed he was calling her that like
a nickname or something. .

And she 1ldved it, there being sémething romantic about
a foreign language if it's spoken the right way. And the

Mexican made it sound like he was reciting poetry to her.
His friend turned in his chair with his back to her and
- bent over grasping his sides as if in pain. I could see he
was laughing, but trying not to laugh out loud.

Then the Mexican spoke English again. -

*Do you know the word av man from México says to a woman
like you, my dear Susan?”

She siowly'shook her head.

"They call her una perra." He sa;d, and ‘rolled the R's

RPALER

so it sounded guttural, like,it came from inside with mean-

ing.
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His frieﬁd couldn’'t keep it in any longer. The room
thundered with his laughtér.

‘She turned and looked at him, puzzled, the way people
look in the morni;g when they see sunlight through the win-
dow when they think they've just gone to bed. .
She looked from the Mexican's friend to the Mexican.
"What's wrong? Why isvhe laughing?* she asked.

‘Qe drinks ;oo much beer,”™ the Mexican said. "We will

go, now."

He stood up and helped his friend to his feet.' His
friend continued to laugh.

"Do you have to?" Ber voice choked with disappoint-
ment. It must have taken her a lot of courage to say that
to someone she didn't know. Her face looked the way {t did

T when he spoke Spanish to her, shining and enthralled.

"Yes. I must go now." The Mexican said. "But I give
my love to you, my little puta.” 0

His friend's laughter-was just about to die off when it
again rose, louder than before. He started wheeiing as he
laugﬁgd, ana’I heard him repeat the same word the ¥exican
just said, gnd hée laughed louder still, tears running down
h}s face, |

The Mexican steered him to the.door and then they were
gone, I could hear laughter outside, and, though I wasn't
sure, I thought I not only heard his friend laughing, but

) . _ the Mexican, too.
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~ She sat looking into what remained of/per drink. She
raised it to her 1lips and drank it down to the lemon twist.

I thought how this could have been my big chance. I
could have stood up, waikéd over, and offered my assistance
to the fair damsel in distress when they had first began t;
bother her. Surely she would have been grateful to the
knight who saved her,

But all I had done was sit there and watch, just like I
had watched her before, And before that. Just like I was
sure I'd continue to watch her until there was nothing left
to look at—until she was no longer there.

Even now I wanted to go over and talk to her. I wanted
to tell her how I felt about her, though I knew we didn't
know each other, but that shouldn't matter. I onl} wanted
to tell her how I cared, how I thought we understood each
other, how we were alike.

But I didn't know what to say. I didn't khow how to

- tell hé% all those romantic things some people could. I
didn't know another language like\tge Mexican who spoke
magical-saunding words to interest and impress her,

So I did nothing. '

A moment later she picked up her book and left.

v

THE ENDh
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THROUGH THE WOODS
June started pulling on the walking boots Shu{n's sig~
ter had lent her. She had\already carefully rolled up the

bottoms of her jeans so that they'd end at’ the top of the

‘"bgots, juai: below her knees. Shaun was waiting by the back

door and watched her struggle as she sat on a kitchen chair
trying to fit into the boots. ‘
"You coming today?" .
- "fes. Can you wait & minute? Patty's feet are smaller
than mine."
She wigth'.ed on the boots and stood up.' She _banged hecr”

feet down hard against the linoleum causing the salt and

) " 'pepper shakers on the kitchen table to/jump, and the "Bless
This House" plague 7n the wall to rattle.

., "I guess they'll \o.".

1 -
From the table she picked up the pair of %oqlen gloves
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that Shaun's mother had found for her in the family sock and
mitten draver and gslipped them on. Then she put on the dark
blue tugque Shaun ;id he remembered wearing when he had
played street hockey with the Connell kids over on Lang. He

said he last wore it when he was about seventeen and had

punched Johnny Connell in the mouth because Johnny had jam&

med "about a foot and a half" of hockey stick into his ribs.
June tucked in the loose strands of her light brown hair,
Only her face showed. Finally she pulled on a large down-
filled jacket over a t-shirt and Shaun's red and ;vhite
suspenders. She wondered how she must look. Not at all
like her city self. But it was, well, fun beiung bundled up
like this—rather like those "earth mother"™ types she saw

back in the city. It was different from her usual well-

~groomed look and clothes.

shaun looked uncomfortable without his Ha'rris tweed—

something she felt he wore more for effect than anything

else. But she imagined he was actually quite used to being*

dressed in jeans and t-shirts, having grown up here,
"Ready."
Shaun opened the door,
'Oh,'gwaitl' June said. "I forgot something.”
Shaun gave a lon:'; sigh and closed the door.
"What now?" , ’
June looked around the kitchen. She walked over to the

‘counter nearest the refrigerator and picked up the bréwa
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paper bag Shaun's mother had filled with fruit and vege-
tables and cheese. "Keep you till dinner," she had told
them. "You'll probably be hungry walking through the
wo\c;as." June unzipped the jacket and put the bag in ; large
pocket she had noticed inside. Then she zipped it up again.

"Now can we go?" Shaun asked. ?

Shaun's mother came into the kitchen and went to the
oven. She opened the oven door using her apron so she
wouldn't burn her hands. The room filled with the sounds
and smells of a home-cooked meal,

"You two have a go’od time, now. This bird wgn't be
ready for another hour or so—" She pulled out the oven
rack and used a long-~handled spoon to ladle some of the
grease over the cooking turkey. It sizzled and popped
loudly. "-—And by the time I prepare all the fixings and
everything else, ,and this turkey §its awhile, it'll be
anothe;' hour still before we eat.”

"We won't be long anyway," Shaun told her.

"Smells good, Mrs. Renaud. I would like to help,
that's if you want me to do anything."

"0h, no, no, Juney. Oh, itu‘s June, isn't it? I don't

know why I keep wanting to call you Juney. But thank you'

anyway. You're a guest here and I'm sure you'd like to
spend some time with Shaun and rest a little. Shaun always
comes back home from the city all tensedgyp.” She shook her

head and said, "My son, the future lawyer. He only Seems to
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rest on holidays, and there aren't nearly enough of them, I
have Patty to help me. She'll set the dinner table and
Father will do the honours and carve the turkey—" She
smiled‘ at June. "—I just hope it tastes good. A Thanks-
giving meal is a special thing inour family—" She slid the
turkey back into the oven and closed the oven door. She
wiped her hands, one side first, then the other, on her
apron, Tﬁen she smoothed her apron down ag{ainst her flower
print dress. "—and I like to make sure it's something
worth being thankful for, along with all the other things we
have to be thankful for."

"I'm sure it will be,” June said.

"Come on.” Shaun tugged at the back of her jacket. He
opened the door again. The warm smells of food suddenly
disappeared. |

"Bye, Mrs, Renaud.”

"Bye noﬁ. Don't you get lost now, Shaun.”

Shaun mumbled something as he walked out. June follow-
ed him and closed the door.

Outside the family dog barked loudly at June. It
frightened her for a moment, then she saw that the dog was
tied to a maple tree. ‘

"It's not that cold," Sha:m said and breathed in deep~-
ly. They were walking down the cruéhgd stone/path to the
road out front, '

I
"Brrr," June answered smiling. "That's what you gay.
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It's a 1ot different for a city slicker_like me."

*Oh, come on, Junet"” Sh'aun stopped and stood with his
back turned to her. His body stiffened. He th_rust his
hands deeply into his jacket pockets, his 1legs apart,
straight, his feet firmly planted in the crushed stone. "You
don't really think it's all that cold, do you? Then let's
forget about it. Let's go back in and sit by the fire.
We'll play chess or gomething.'

"Shaun, I was oply joking. I don't think it's that
cold. You take everything so seriously. I'm Canadian—1I'm
used to the cold. ‘Anyway, it was your idea tc; show me the
log cabin. 80 let's go." \

Shaun started down the path again and turned onto the
road without saying anything else., June wvatched him as he
walked away, then pulled up he-r jacket collar and fol lowed.
Somewhere in the trees behind Shaun's house she could hear a
bird's hollow trilling through the crisp air, .

She caught up to Shaun and walked behind him in si-

lence. He walked at his usual brisk pace. At times she had

to run a little to keep up with him and she wanted to tell

him to slow down, but decided not to. She hated when he
told h,&"she was weak., Weak mind. Weak body. It was as if
only he could be strong. She put her gloved hands into her
jacket pockets and tried to keep up. :

They walked silently for awhfle. They passed brick

house after brick hohse, each different, yet after'awhil'e
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they all looked the same. If one house had a comfortable
swing, the kind three or four peoplé could enjoy/ at the same
,time, then the next house would have a neatly stacked.pile
of wood for an evening fire. Each house was landscaped with

mature trees and carefully tgrimmed shrubs, They passed a

'~ few houses that had round” above-ground swimming-pools, and

at one such house Junefaw alittlegirl standing'b/eéide a
pool throwing small stones into the water.

The street on whichu Shaun's family lived curved towards
its end and led to woods. At the end of the road June could
see the looming line of trees—a wall that separated houses
and cévilization from nature and what lay beyond.

From a porch ¢f one of the last hous’es_ on the street,

) .
someone called Shaun's name. Shaun stopped and looked in

that direction, then smiled and called back, "How you doing,

Mr. Wallis? Getting .your gardening done?" ‘

The man Shaun wa‘s talking to was grey haired with a
slightly stooped back, the way someone 1601;5 when they are
about to picK something up then change theif mind. He had a
large pair of gardening shears and was trimming a rose bush
that hugged the railing around the porch.

"Got to do it before the snow falls. lWant my roses to

look nice next spring." As he spoke the shears flashed out

"and cut off one of the brown dead roses. It fell to the

ground wvhere there was already a semicircle of dead flowers.

J .
June thought it was unusual for there to be so many un~

90

/




r“””‘ T A— T e :

o

picked flowers on the bush. Most people would have cut them

when they were in bloom to bring inside.

"Mr. Wallis," Shaun called up to the man. '}'d L)ke

you to meet June Simon. She's visiting with me from the

city.”

o L 8

"How do you do, young lady?" Mr. Wallis said to her.

And to Shaun he said: "I thought I'd seen you with a young

!
woman., Got yourself some plans?"

The 0ld man's eyes éparkled. He crossed his arms,

-
P

still holding the shears, and grinned at June and Shaun.
N .
Shaun sort of smiled back and said, "Nevér know now,

do you?" . . J N

"Do you like roses, young lady?" The old man started

!f cutting again.
J T "Yes, I do." ~

"Guess I haven't met a woman yet who doesn't. Got me

some of the best blood-réadish roses around. Damn beau-

tiful. You'll never see a darker shade of red. But I've

o4 ~got to cut them down when they die. Every fall I've got to
cut them down."

"Excuse me," June said. "But don't you cut them duriﬁg

the summer and bring them in?"

*Nope. Never do. I just let them grow on their own,

let them grow for as long as they 1ike. It looks nicer on

the bush I think. I just wait till they die, then I cut

them down." .
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" "Hof's fQurthék Mr. Wallis?* Shaun said. H; uﬁzipped
his jack ﬂa.llttle and reached in fo& the package of czgar-
ettes in his shirt pocket. o

"Doing okay, 1 guess. Dodtor sayl7it 11 hold me for

awhile longer. Kind've use it more and more now that
i .

Mi‘iam's not, here. Lots of work to do." p

"Oh," Shaun's voice went solemn. His \hands jumped f;éi
ﬁock@b to pocket, looking for his lighter. :I heard about
Mrs. Walli§. I;i,sorry. I hope she gets'weil soon. Are,
you expecting hef home shoitly?" o o .

"No." - >

Mr. Wallis said it so softly . that they barely heard the

»
»

“word. He cut off another dead rose.

»

2 "I think she's going to die on me," he said. "Don't

.

 think she'll ever see out§ide that hospital again. Doesn't

- ” AN
look that way at least." ! .

3 -

They were ajgl silent for a long while. The only'sound

" was the shears qifting at the roses and the wind rustlinﬁ

theﬁorange-yello Jeaves in the surrounding trees. Shaun

siowly puffed at his cigarette. He watched the man at his

q, .
work. June looked down at Patty's boots which were begin-
ﬁing to pinch her around the -toes. «\

. N s
'w%ll... . " shaun cleared his throat. "We have to be

going, Mr. wallis:.ﬁlt's been nice talking with you.( I'll
come back and see you next time I'm in town. We'll talk

+ ! . 9

again.” ) ¥
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'““You be good now, boy. Nice melting you, young lady."

He continued cutting the rose bush as June and Shaun *

&

» strarted down the .road again. ‘ o '

- "Great mah!"™ Shaun said ; sentl;(/,\' out loud, but to
himself. Then he said to -herfiﬂe was like a father. I
know that's insane because I have. a father already, but we

never talked m'uch But 0ld Man Wallis—he'd listen to me. I

should really go visit him."

' -~
‘ "You never told me about him. His wife's sick?" . T
14 ' * ]
s "She's not \do_ing too well., Cancer. - I think.t’h'at's,'
A e R
what Mom said,. Some woman's thing. You know.” B o -

o

They came to the end of the road and stopped as abrupt-
ly. as the roadﬂltself. For another twenty fee.t therekwas a
gravel continuation, then a small dirt path‘ that led to the
woods across a field of beige- coloured grass. , - ‘ ‘

A tiger-striped kitten sulked past them and into the
tall grass. S

"Is it far?" June asked. | ~

"No, about ten minutes. Come on."

L

Their feet crunched on the gravel“then made solid.-pad-

»

ding sounds as they walked a10ng the dirt path. It had

I
rained the sm.ght before. 'Shaun's mother had said that she

heard on the fadio that it might snow. But the éath was dry

‘ except for the few spots where the rain had«athered into

‘small puddles. 'They walked around them. Shaun led the way.

"You never told me much about your fam1ly, Shaun‘, I

'
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" wafked by. o ' ’

like them.,"

Shaun shrugged and flicked his cigarette batt into one
of the puddles. It hissed for the slightest moment % she ,

s

- -

~

ly. That's all." ,

AThey've bleen‘ver“y nice to me, They make me feel wAe]f-
come. “Your sister showed me some of the work she's be‘én
doing in art class atsschool. I told herﬂabout' my jots at

the museum. She seemed impressed,‘\even if I'm a secretary

and not the héad curator. We really should .let her come to

the city and stéy with us. 1I1'd lové to show her around.

.She's bright and her work is quite good for someone in high
school. She showed me some of the poetry she's been writ-
ing, too. Oh, I don't know if she'd have want}d me to tell

.

yoil that. It wasipjretty persona’l stuff. We had a‘great
talk." ‘ )

"Oh?2" Spaun stopped to pluck a long, dried weed and
stuck it in his mouth to chew on. "Abdut what?

‘ "Nothing much. About your family mostly. I told her
how‘I thought she was lucky to liveﬁin a house out here and
have a family as nice as yours. I told her a littlejbit
about .my-—" ‘ - ]

"About youp<hdt having a family. Right?" '
June didn't'answer. Shaun's tone showed hekwas bored
w'ith the subject. Sh'é was all t;oo f'é/r{'d,,liar with that tone.

94
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She didn't\feel he had reason to be bored; they had only

-talked about;her childhood. once, twicde at the nost. Sﬁe' .

knew she had thls thing about famllies and famlly life. It
v
was natural,,‘she never d c&nei‘ But Shaun didn't see it

that way. So June remainfg silent. - . ) ;-

'I‘hey reached the beYinning of the wood§. It seemed: ~°

~darker now than.it.was before. More clouds had formed im .
the sky,, and the ;oods, with alll the thickly clustered
'trees, was é&lr(ker still.“‘ Tf:e b‘ranch'es above them squeaked

, and strained in the wind like un—gil\evd' parts of a huge

~

machine. / J
"We continue along this path," Shaun told her. "If you

look at some éf these trees along here, like that one
L . . \\
there—~" He pointed., "—vyou can see where my friends and I

carved arrows to mark the trail. It wasn't really neces-
sary. It's kind of hard to get lost as long as you follow

the path but it was something to do back then.- We used to

’

spend a}.l our time in these wocods when we were young."
/,Z'When did you make the log cabin?" she said and nearly
Itripgg'd over a tree root.
*We were about fourteen, No, Fifteen. It was the
summer right aft.er grade nine. It took us the whole summer
and we, well, you'll see it wheri we get thL:;re. We used to

L]

/ hunt, too. Shoot at birds !nd[éa'uirrels, things like that."

"Oh, Shaun. How could you?"

"It was fun. We were young then."
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Shaun ‘stopped to bend over and tie the lace.of one of

1’

his boots. June sat down on a rfearby log to rest. At least’

he was walkigg slower now. But the path through the woods

. wasn't.easy to walf on; it turned and rolled every which

way. There wete embedded rocks and tree roots and puddless
¢ .

They had to walk over and around thesedfhings, and.sometimes

obstacles wete camouflaged undér th? autumn-coloured leaves.

, -

It was difficult not to trip and she stumbled quite often,
i

never falling, but cqmﬁng‘close.» She, realized she had’'to .

wa;ch every step she took. Shaun, though, took to the path

natyrally, having walked it many times before. '

"Tired?" he asked.

"No. Just thought I'd rest my feet a little. These
- - , ” )
boots are killing me, they're about a size too small."

"We can go back if you want."”

ka ;No. It's okay." C s

Shaun finished with h}s lace and stood up. He took the
piece of‘dried weed out of his mouth and tossed it into the
bushes alongside the path and started walking again.

gun%/éyicgly stood up and followed Him,

"What did my mothgr say to you last night?" he said.

"Nothing. Should she have said something?”

"No.. I just wanted to knoy what you two talked about.
Yoptseemed to hit it off qﬁite well. You left for a while."
ﬁ. "She shﬁwed me her sewing room. She wanted me to see

the rﬁg she was hooking. 1It's very nice. Did you see it?
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She wants to put it on your fathér's sldg of the bed when
it's finished. th she told me about you when .you were
young. She said she spoiled you rotten." - -

"Did she say %nything about qur fiving together?"

'No.f Why Qohld she? You're|twentyjthree. I'm sure:

she knows yodu're old enbugh to do what yod want.® She

paused, theh said, "She did want to know if we.werééqing to

‘ get 'married, though.” - -

"andz" - o .

'ratgld her you nqyéi'askeddmef' June laughed slight-
1y: } - - ' . .

Shau; didn't say anything. He cont}nued to walk along
the‘dirt path. Shddeﬁly h;'stopped short. ‘ .

"Look. there." He pointed up ahead, She looked, but

couldn't see what he was pointing at, He could make things

oufhbetter than she could through the blur of autumn col-

ours. Shaun quietly directed her. vision. Only then did she

see a long fat snake contorting itself over a flat rock

beside the path, then quickly disappear into the thick

L]

underbrush.

"There's lots of snakes in here. We used to catch them

when we were small, They come out on a hot day and sun on

the rocks. Don't know what that ¢ne was doing out today.
Must be screwed up. We used to look for frogs, too.”
Shaun looked éround.

&

"Wait. T think it's over here." ‘
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He moved off the path to 2 cle{gr'ed area.
"Yeah,™ he sai’d.‘ "It's:over here. Come see.” '
‘ Jufae walked off the p'a;:h and joined Shaun, He s&ood
bégiée a tree stump.. ol 1
,"This 1is one ofA the places we cut our logs. That's \why
theré's so many st;Jmps around here. The-t:ees: vere just
right., Big and st;aight. Danny l;ixon cut a finger off with

an axe right here."” Shaun looked dowr{ at the tree stunp

with what ‘seemed like admiration. Ty

"That's terrible, Shaun. Why did you want to sho%ﬁ me

AY

this?* o . L .

" L ’
Shaun looked strdight at her, -his intense face suddenly
: L TN ‘ o

thrust toward her.

o

" “shit, June! "He was my best. friend. We did everything

.
together ‘when we were young. I thought .you were interested

5

in all this personal crap. You always want me to.tell you

about it." . - ¢
re

*"I'm not interested in people éutt‘iﬁg their , fingers

~off. How does that affect ug? It's gross—stupid!”

Shaun brushed past her and went back to the path.

June ran to catch up to him, : .

»

"I'm sorry, Shaune I didn't mean it that way.f

o T

."It's okay." He continued along the-path, walking

briskly. "You're right., It's stupid. I don't know why I
told you. It just seemed important when we were young,
that's all. 1t was a 'ig thing when he cut his finger 1like

»
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"7 that, 'We were kids then.*

'Whe;e's he now?"
‘ éhaun didn',t..answer. Then he said, "We're no longer
f'riends. We stbgpe@ hanging around each other when I start-
\; T ed 'law s;hool. He was \goi’ng a different way than I was,"
"Dé you miss him? ™ | . '

They came to'a fork in the path. Without hesitating,

Shaun took the path tp the right.

Al

'

"The log gabin's up here,” he said, and he turned from
the patli and waiked,through the underbrush, June was right

‘behind him. "Can you see it? It's over there."

)

i 'Spe looked and saw the box-like form of the log cabin.

S'haun moved‘more quickly than she did through the bushes.
She had to c‘aretfull'y push back branches, gome with thorns,
before she Zfould reach the log cabin. Then she couldn't see
*  Shaun. | '

The dabin was about. tén by .ten anad ébout five feet
high. It didn't have a roof. Just four walls made out of
“thick tree trunks. | ’ _. ,A T
* ' She called Shaun's name. . '

"I'm tigh_t hete.” His; head popped up.f.‘vbm the inside
of the log cabin, over the wall nearest her. '"The.door's on
the other side.” (

" she walked ar?u'nd’the cabin, It wasn't exactly ';door,

it was more a window.‘ She had to lift her leg and duck down

at the same time to squeeze through.. Once inside she looked

[}
~ 4 ! .
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around. The floor was made of nmtt‘ed grass clippings which
had long ago turned black and white in places. There were
concrete blocks for chairs, 6n the log walls she saw ini-
tials and words carved in the wood, Things like B.D. X S.R.
FOREVER and SAMMY IS BEST, Thete were other things, too,
mostly the[kind teenage b,oys’ wrote on bathroom wa'lls./Buyt

that made the place strangely comfortable—people had been

R %
v

there, .

"Look-how we even nc;tched the 1o¢;°s.so that they'd fit
into one another,™ Shaun said, like a museum guide, from one
of the corners. He turmed and looked at her. “When you go

outside after, yoﬁ'll be able to see’'them better. It was

hard work." .

He went to the centre“ of. the ffl\\c?é.r where thére was a
shallow charcoal-black hole dug.in the g\rd’und’.‘ He gathered
some twigs and placed‘them there.

"I1'11 go out and gather s‘ome wood. We'll have a fire.,"

He went through the window—door and she could hear him

1 J

o

as his feet crunch;d on the dead leaves. . .
She sat down on"one of’the concrete‘blocks. It was
gold and hard. She unzippeg her jacket and _took out t‘he
brown paper bag andoopened,it. She put it on another_ con-
¢rete block-beside here and st:.a.rted’ arranging ‘the' food.
Shaun came back carrying sticks. He dropped them be-

side the centre hole and bént over to make the fire,

"tThis won't take long," he told her. .
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*"I'm £ixing up the things your mother gave hs.. H‘un-
gry?*

“No. Not really, But you can eat if you want'. I'm
saving mggélf for éupper." ’

After a few f£licks of h//is lighter, there was a f'ire.
He carefully piaced stick/ ‘after stick on the initial flames
until the fire grew. June already could fee’i'some wa;mth.

"I'should t'eally get s.omle bigger pieces of w;md," he
told hér. "But we won't be here that long."” |

N«

. He sat down on a block across the fire 'from her.
'"We should have brought some wine," she said. ™It
could be romantic.”

Shaun tosged a few more sticks into the fire and they
yixe coqsumed almost irnn:edia‘tely. June offersd him the food
on the brown paper bag, He shook his head. She put it back
on the block beside her and took a slice of cheese. L

v

"why didn't you make a roof?"

"Didn't have the tim;;. We had a hell of a time just
making the walls. We never got arouPd to finishing it be=-
fore wintér came. And by the next summer we weren't really
1ntelrested' in finishing it anymore. You know how kids are.”

T "It's nice, I ‘can se€ you put a lot of work into it."

"We dragged logs here from all over these w‘;eds. We

wanted just the right ones. And these blocks! Shit! .They

wéigh about eixty Or seventy pounds each. We ripped them

off from a construction site near our house. We had to use
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Danny Dixon's brother's wagon to bring them here. One at a

. . time, one a night,' The wa on finally colldpsed and Danny's
old man beat him because his brother wanted his wvagon back."™

June took a few greengr and slowly ate them as ;he
]

;o : . ‘ 1
listened. - [ v

o~ , *"Why did you build it?"
"Shaun thought for a moment tﬁ'en said: "At flrst I quess
we wanted to live heté. When you're fifteen you want to

live anywhere bit at your own home. We slept here a few

0 ' ,~. hightg. Itwas g:ea&:. Without a roof you could see all the
4

sta:s. But by the next: summer we only came here to bash on®
o o . G
. weekends. Sometimes there would be fifty people Jammed in
B ’ o v
‘here.” He waved his hand at the walls. "Nofice the art—

. N work, Evetgone wanted to leave a part of themselves.”

© e

] y 'i‘hey were silent as they watched t:he'7 fire begin to die.
B \:\\Sha;n threv in some mvoreopiecefs of-wood and the fire crack- °
. J.ed and opopped contently., June could Hear the wind in the

trees above. A bird would®caw’ evefy’ so often. ‘

f’Shat‘in laughied ‘softly to himself, then smiled at her.

E o "Had my £irst lay here.”” He looked back at the fire.
. . ! ) . \4 .
. . ‘"I took one'of my girlfriends here, just about this time of
-~k

year, too. She kept sa*ing how cold she was but I was

shaking so much you'd have thought I was the one who was

freezing. When it was over, I couldn't believe how great it

was and how much I was in love with her. It was just after

the summer I stopped hunting and took up girls., That's the
? . .

*
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main reason this place isn't finished. We were too busy.

DAfter that first time I used this place pretty regularly for

“the rest of high school. My friends started using it too?

We)probabl‘y would have knocked the roof off if it had one, .

anyway."
' ‘Shaun stood up.

"Have to'get some more wood."

@

" put the food back into” the paper bag. She kept it on the

block beside her and waited'for Shaun to ;(eturn.

She h‘ad told him about her first time'&right after their
first i}me together. They were in his ~apartment‘:vhi(;h he
kept telli:ng her was too expeﬁs/j,ve for him to keep, even if
he was going t;: be a 1a~wyer. So thgy had moved in together,
or, rather; a week later he had moved into her]flat. Ber

first time was just #nother tale of the backseat of a car

and a good-looking jock. And she had been young enough to

have i‘ma_agined love there. She was no better now, she felt,
at di'scerning that emotion. Shaun never told her personal
things. " But hg had always Seen open with him. That was
bher way. He v;Z

family., For the nine monthsshe had knownhim, she felt she
knew more about his séhool and the law /firm he worked his
ass off for part-time' than she did about him, She was sure
she knew every dekall about Ehe Kfuger 'defense. case (k)ue l}ad

been helping to prepare for the last three months. Mrs,
, , .
(
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He went 'out again. June took a last grape and bega'n.'to‘

ver said anything ‘about fr¥ends or lovers or

A}
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Kruger had diugged,lthen electrocuted her husband by wrap-

ping him in anything and everything electrical she could
find in the house, pluggi/hg it\n, then throwing a bucket of
water on the man. ‘ * 4

L)

« June never knew what Shaun liked or disliked. He never

- told her. She could figure out some things herself: it was

,obvious how he picked at his food when she made him turnips
' s 14
~or sausages that he didn't like either. But those were

. min‘or things. She had been so ready t% explore his life

.with him when they first started living together, past,

3

preéent, and future, just as she had been ready to,have him
h;lp her explore her own. But he never wanted to. ' She
would get. as far as telling him how she had been brought up
.. by foster parents, how she had met her mother only once'wherl.
she was thirt;en’, how she couldn't remember anything about
her childhood before the age of ten save for a few -inci-
dents, how even those sdight fragments siem to be fading.
AndASh‘auh would stop her. She didn't kno;v wpy: and that
- just made her want to tell him more, making her want to
force him to confro’nt the reality of her past ‘aws:she at-
tempted'to'confront it herself. She feared ldsing‘what
tenuo‘uﬁ grip she fti_ll held-~she had to reclaim those lost
years or who would she be? Couldn't he see that? But it
only served to dist\:ance him from her. She knew there no
longer vas love between them, only. a facsimile was left, a

familiarity, a feeble obligation that camg from sharing the
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; \ " same roof. Little else. )

; . \

; Shaun came back with a few more sticks. -, .

\;:} 'This should be enough We' relgglng to leave in a few
Iy ' s . BN

minutes. ‘ ) w

o AN warm life. The heat reached June and she took- her glovéd
c R
°hand.ga out of her- jacket pockets and held them uUp to the
! fireo - . ) " |

- i

=

Shaun sat down again.

.
" A
[

‘I-bave something to tell you."™

4

i R s o v i kg e v

He looked straig?t into the fire when he said it. His
';oice was grave, She looked at him,., He iéoked up at her
- for a moment, then looked back down at the fire. With his
boctahe nudged a branch that wasn’ﬂ tpﬁsi‘y in the flre,
back into the flames. ‘ , N

'

‘"I've been thinking, and I thifk it's time I moved
out." ‘
- - ‘
~ June looked into tpe fire and shoved her'hands éSQk“in-
s P
N ° . to her pockets.
"I don't want to hurt you,"” he conpinued, "But,it was

going ég ha&pgn anyway You knew that befd}q you came'dut

P e

v

get back to, the cxty. /ﬁ
*You fqund another place?"

‘ ®. P

He nodded. ‘ ‘ - 7

¥
¢

- > ( ,
"It's near schoot/ It'll be easier that way. You're

4+ . . T 105 : o
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He put them all on the fire and it sprang back to a ..

here. I figure I'll move out the day aftgr tomorrow when we
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‘this."

=

not mad at me,'are you? I don't want you to be mad about
- / )
"Of coursg I am. J'm angry and I'm hurt. How do you
" .
feel?" v

14

Shaun looked away. 1

June reached up and pushed the tuque down on her hair.,

N - 3 ’
She re-tucked some of the-‘stramds that had fallen out.

"Carol?" .She asked/after awhile, knowing as she said
5

it, that it wasn't that. - St
. . E
e

"No. You know I don't see her anymore. That was over
long "ags:;.. It- was only one of those things. Yoy know all
there is to know abc;ut Carol and me.,”

"No. I don't. You never told me anything about it.
You only said 5’(ou were sleeping with her when I asked."

"Well, there wasn't much else to say. We slept to-

& /
4

gethe%.f That's all.”" .
‘\\He stood’up and went to one of the walls and looked at

\
the qarvings.
A

1

"Didn't you ever sleep with someone behind my back? You

always told me h/ow everyone down at the museum is so cre-

<

ative and open. You make it sound as if .they'd be into
sleeping around.” |
_"No. Never." ¢

"*Well, mayi::e you should have. It would have been

easier. That's the kind of person you need, ‘anyway, .An

artist, Someone drowning in emotion."

d 3
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4 "bon't tell me what I need.™
<

Shaun's finger tracég sdmg of the letters carvéd iﬁto
the fqgs. ' ' s

"These are my initials. I carved Qhem right after tﬁét
first times I thought then fheg'l'd 106; her forever. T
wa; pretty‘naive. Once soméonewgbld me that there weﬁe'a\
pack of wild dogs in these woods, dogs that no ohelérsq
wanted, so they came hefe. I believed that, too. T ;; were
supposed to jump y;u as you walked ﬁ&ong and tear fou apart
until Ehere“was nothing left., It was Danny Dixon's uncle
who told us that. He said when the dogs had puppies, they'd
eat them, bits their heads right off. ‘hé sa(d,that's what
happened in the woods, that's what it was like. He was aﬁ
afcoholic. Now that I think back, he was the sort of guy

who liked little boys. Couldn't keep his hands off us w%é$\

¥ <

he talked.” ‘
June stood up and picked up the paper bag. She unzip-

ped her jacket and began to put the ba?/én thé inside pock-

et. ‘ -

\
"You don't have to bring that back," he said. "Here."

He qyickly came over and took the bag from her and
threw it into the fire. The flames folded around the bag.
Then it.wés gone,.

June zipped up her jacket.

Shaun stomped on the fire, leaving it smoking.

"Let's go."
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They left the log cabin and started back to the path,

'Shaun held the branches so th‘at they wouldn't swing back and

hit June. On’the path, she walked ahead of him.

-

' "Did you think you'd love me forever?" she said over

1

. her shoulder to -him.

i

"No. There's no one I could love forever."
h *

They continued to waik. Her feet no longer hurt her;
they had gone ﬁumb and beyond thé point of pain., She was
able to walk quite fast. She was even'surprised. She had
gotten the knadck of walking through the woods. And she no

, 5 ‘
longer .stiumbled. = ‘.

-

. |
She knew what Shaun sais was true for ‘him—1love was

it

unfathomable, and he had long ago given ﬁp trying to ¢ompre-
' hend it. But that wasn't her.

"Look..f' ‘She stopped and pointed off the path to a
thick, round bush., Shaun stopped behind h?r. She .whisper-
-ed, "Oyer there."

Under i:he bt;sh they saw a rabbit's upturned nose

twitching in the air. The rabbit was soft and furry. Be-

8lde it were four, no, five small babies huddled close for

warmth. They didn't s’gem to notice Jun®\and Shaun were\*
there.

June and's-haun looked for jawhile, the sloﬁlf and
quietly walked away. When they were far gnough away to

talk, June asked, "Does you‘r family know?"

"No. I haven't told them." . ' '

i srrn g e .t [ - ety s i 32 e
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"I like your family, Shaun. I like them a lot, 'Please

A g

don't tell them till after. Next week sometime. Okay?"

"Sure, I wasn t going to tell them until later, anyway.

At least we'll be having a n1J family Thanksglv1ng togeth-'

er."

They walked in silence'until they reached the end of

~»

. ) © ‘ '
the woods. There June,stopped and turned back to shﬁbp.
"I want to thankcyou,'

He looked at her perplexed, embarfassed."Why? What

for?"™ He stumbled over a tree root. 'Daﬁnl Damn! Damn!”™

hé yelled as he picked himself up from the ground. She
redched out to help him, %ut he wouldn't take her hand.

She should have known by now he Jbuldn't understand.
Sometiﬁés'it seemed there was,so little he did understand.
She wished he'd open his eyes for once—1look around him
—+truly see those standing close to him. She knew in part
the wish was éelfish—;she wanted him to see her standing

’

.there, too. But it would also be for his own good. There
was nothing wrong with caring—it wasn't a weakness.
"Why did you say that?" Shaun repeated.
"Thanking you? 1I'm glad, I guess, th?t I got to meet
your family even though—this.” She motioned towards the
woods. "And for once U felt I knew you—that you let me See
a part of yourself. I've-wanted that for a long time."

"I'm sorry," he said, unsure, still not understanding.

They went along the path through the field to the gra-
g
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_things."

vel, then to the road.

"It might snow tonight," he said:

"No. I don't fhink'so,' she said.

At tﬁg road she linked a;ms with him, both keep;ng
their hands in their pockets. .

"®"You should talk to your father; Shaun," A

He tdfned and looked at her, thén looked down the road
again, They.both lookgd stfaight ahead as they walked.

"I know." hewsighed. "I always mean Eo; but school andr
work keep me busy. :I should go-talk to 0l1d Man Wallis, too.
And visit his wife in- the hospital. I should do a lot of

"And Patty and your mom. Talk to them, too."

"There never seems to be time.," ¥

They stopped outside Shaun's house and tusned to face
each - other.

"I know I hurt you, June. I am sorry." After a long

pause he added: "I wasn't fair to you.

"It does hurt./ But maybe I.can learn to handle that,
too, At least I hope I caﬂ. I'll triy." She looked up at

Shaun's house. "You have a great family, %g;aﬂ.’ And they

.love you. I can tell by the way they talk about you, the

way they look at you, it shows, I lunderstand, whether ity
matters to you or not.,"
"You'll be alone.”

"I've been alone before. That's okay, too."

e
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She looked back a.t him. He stood apart from her, more

like a small, lost child than she would have thougﬁ possi~

ble in someone she loved. For a moment the pain was gone.
She could see that the thinqq/ she never had, but cherished,
were more valuable than wpat/he had, but never knew.

He looked at her and tried to smile. -

"Shall we go in for dinner?* '

"Yes. I1'd-like that."

~

)
THE END

-
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\ THE ADVENTURES OF TOM FINN

\ My best friend's name is Tom Finn. 'No, he's not a
charatter out of a book—he's not at all like either Tom
Sawyer or Huckleberry Finn., I know that with a name like
Tom Fin\q you'd kind of expect him to be a mix of both. But
he's not\ | ‘

Even \though all along I thought he should be.

I toltxjim that but he wasn't impressed. I doubt he
even knows ‘who Tom and Huck are except names that people
always bug/h o with—1like Clark's English teacher.

Clark's m older brother and goes to high school. Last
week when we ware all at ;:he shopping c.en'tre, Clark, Tom and
me, we ran iﬁnto Miss Garnett, We weren't there to buy any
of the neat stuf_ in the stores like you were sppposed to—
Clark wouldn't lg\ us, He onl-y wanted to ;valk up and down
the mall and look ;«‘t‘ the girls that hung out there 'cause it
A ’ c »
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was air-conditioned, it being summer and all.. I pate that
love stugf{ I never bother with it if I cap help it. Clark
doesn't mind Tom and me tagging along as long as we get lost
when he finds a girl ahd starts talking to her,

Miss Garnett was doing her'grocery shopping and stoppéd
to talk to Clark. She's just neﬁ——it's her.fi:st year
teach;ng at the %dgh school. She took the place of old Mrs.
Ampleman who aied from something to do with blood in her
brain. I gquess that's sad and everything, but I really
didg't know her muchgexcept to look at and say, "Theie's old
Mrs. Ampleman," and from the things Clark said about her at
the supper table, which weren't very nice, but are a lot
nicer now that she's dead. When old Mrs. Ampleman was
bﬁried, both schobls in town got a holiday so that everybody
could go. Ciark went, but didn't. I went fishing in-
stead. )

Miss Garnett's the youngest and most beautiful teacher
in the high school. In the whole town fbr that matter. At
least that's what Clark says. He tells me he knows a lot
about girls, so I guess he's right. Everytime I see Miss
Garnett around I see a lot of people looking at her real
careful, but I always thought people were curious about her
'cause she was new in town. I told that to Clark and he
laughed and said, "Ya, mostly male people." )

When she taikéd to Clark she asked him how he was en-
jgying the summer vacation, even though school had only been

7 . .
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out a-week., He said that the summer "held 1ngeres€ing and

' provocative opportunities,” which I thought was real funny

'cause E\hever heard him talk like that before,-and I'm his

brother. He must have felt super dumb saying that with Tom:

~
-~

and me standing right there. X p

He turned and introduced us saging, "Phis is Qg‘sib—
ling, Revin, and this is our next-door neiéhbour, Tom Finn,
the doctor's son.” P |

That's the way everybody introducés Tom: "The doctor's
son." It's a real pain for him. Once, MFg.Buggy who runs
the fivecand ten cent store even asked him advice about her

sinuses just 'cause he was the doctor's son, which was real

dumb bgcause Tom's only ten years old and doesn't even like
\

watching doctors on TV. But he's used to it.

1'd, never been called a "sibling"™ before. I wasn't

sure if it was good or bad, but from the sound of it T
p .

didn't like it one bit. -

Miss Garnett looked right at Tom in a funny way, and
then she smiled at him as if she were pleased at something,
I knew straighé away that it must be his name since she was
an Englisﬁ teacher.

"The doctor's son?" she said. "With a hamevli&e yours,
yoEr father must like Mark Twain. I suppose Huckleberry
would have been too obvious.," ‘

. Tom didn't say‘anything. ‘He jdst looked down at the

ground, 11£% I knew he would,"feeling all embarrassed. to be
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the centre of attention, I spoke up and told her I had read

both Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn and was only going into

the sixth grade. She asked me if I liked the books, and I'

said that‘ I sure did,- even though I didn't understand every-
thing in them, like mostly some of the words, but I didn't
say that part.

T hate to admit it, but she was pretty to look at. She

smiled real nice 1ike she meant it, even if we were just

kids. I knew she was taking a liking to Tom like mﬁst
ladies did 'cause of the way Tom makes them want vt:o be his
mother. He has these big ﬁlue eyes and curly brown hair
that make ladies ;lant to hug him all the time.? I'm glad I'm
not like i':‘hat. Theéy 'never hug me because I won't let Ehenu.
His face always looks pale, even at the end of the summer
when my ma is alwaizs joking about me notl washing—I'm so
dark. But Tom never gets a tan., Everyone calls him frail,
but I don't really see that in him, being his best friend
and all.' I just think it's something people say to keep him
from having fun. Like mostly his ma.

Miss Garnett looked straight at Tom for awhile more.\
Tom- just kept looking down ét his shoes. Then she said to
hi "Njce meeting you, Tom Finn." Exactly that way.' Then
she leaned forw’ar'd towards him, and I thought for a moment
she was going to shake his hand or something. But she
didn't. She said good-bye to Clark and me and lef;.

When she 'was gone, I told Tom he shouid have read Tom

/
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.thought we should have names like "The Buccaneers" or "The

Sawyer and un:xlab.euj Finp instead of reading The Incred-
"ible Journey, which was just a dumb‘tstoz‘y‘:about a 'dog and a

cat and some other animal, I thid«k,‘ who try to find their
way home.

mPhat's kid stuff," I told him.

But I guess that wasn't his fault. Even though Tom’and
. ' / N

[
me were in the same class, we were in different re/ading "

groups. I was in "The Bluejays,"” which was: a real dumlﬁ name
that Melissa Burke made up and the teacher said right; away
was "just fine." Tom's group was called "The Snéopiés,"
which is a better name, but isn't too great, ei&her; I
Gravediggers,".adventuring names, names that Tom Saw%/er ar;d
Huck Finn would like.

' I tried to t;ell Tom what the books were about, but he
didn't want to listen., He doesn't like exciting things. He
mostly pregers sad th_ings like what happuens to animals when
they're lost. That kind of stuff, |

I‘once heard someone on TV say that some people werle
boring like white bread. That made me think of Tom. Tom's
problem is that he never doces ahything you'd call exciting.
He's ten years old, almost eleven, an:i he's never eveh been
fishing or camping or anything like that!

Tom's an only kid. He's small for ten, the smailest boy
in the whole fifth grade, even smaller than some of’the
girls. So I have to protect him if he gets into a fight or

Fl
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something. But he almost never gets—into a fight 'cause
he's absent from school a lot. He's never there 10ncj enough’
so other kids can get to know him and start to hate him and

Y

' - want to beat him .up.

\J I think Tom's real problem's his ma and pa. \_,

Tom's pa's the only doctor in town— he's an important

A )
man and everybody knows him. Tt seems like everywhiere you

?

look[, there's Doc Finn, That's what my .pa alwa(s says. Doc
Finn has something to do with the mayor and laws and Mifxg:
.taxes. My pa says it's bitter medicine one way or angthgr
with\ Doc Finn. But the m‘edicine’:e gave me once wasn't that‘
bad. He's also the'head of the séhooi board a;xd gets to
decide whet teachers we have and what books we read. That

surprised me 'cause Tom doesn't like school much. ’

i

T—

Tom/ hates it when I call his pé "Doc.” But he's not .

the kind o'f kid whd'll say anything abou/;\ib until you agk
«him ‘strai'ght';ut. I tr‘y’no.t to use it too much ;round onﬁi"
\‘Bu;; I still think it's a real neat way to call a doctorp
I think Tom's pa has a preti:y excitiné job as far as
jobs'éo.’ l'zven if he isn't a pirate or a bank robber, he
gets to see dead people’-and ﬁ;dered people, though I'm not

- ' 2
sure Dernon ever had a murder. My pa just works at the

- factory like nearly evérybody's pa, only he works in the

I
»

\

office, w&ic{h isn't interes’:ing at all. You don't want to

hear about him. -

-

I guess it's goqd having a doctor living right next

-
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door in case anybody gets sick, but I don't think it does

Tom much good having a doctor right in the same house.

: TOm'sﬂanays sick. I think it's directly 'cause his pa's a

doctor and éan see more diseases; ‘My ma only keebs ;e\home
when I have Ehe kiné of diseases that everybody knoys; like
colds or the mumps I had last winter. But Tom's pa can see
disegées in Tom that normal people can't--like malaria which
is real bad to get——and tells Tom s ma who kel ps Tom home in

bed, even in the summer when nobody s sick., Maybe I get

‘those diséases, too, but without a doctor in the house to

point them out, I never know, so I'm never sj
So I guess you can see/what I was faced with in a
,Qo
friend like Tom Finn. It sure was a challenge. But now

that summetlwas here™and there was nothing to do except go

., swimming (I do the swimmifg and Tom just looks), or watch

élark run after girls, I decfded\to‘makefit my sbecial

mission to bring excitement and adventure into T™m's life.
Oh, I haven't told you yet, but my name's Kevin Viau.

Iﬂknow\it's not as good a name as Tom‘Finh and that“there

' . q .
probably isn't a name like miné {n books anywhere, but I

tf?%k that's okay as long as I do exéiting and adventurous

things, even though it sgi;i'bugs me a little. Not having a.

good name that is.
. 8
- Just so you'll know, our town isn't very big. It';
just big enough g0 you don't krnow eve;rbody by nafle even

thqugh you've probigly seen them around before. There's a

&
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river ‘tlhat runs right through Qérnon, except that it isn't
at all like £he\ Mississippi. 1I've.never b;een to the Missis-
sippi except for reading about it, but I don't figure that

it's small and polluted with car tires and olq refrigeratars

"that: people throw there when they don't want them anymore.

— .
' o {‘
The day after we saw Miss Garnett at the shopping cen-

tre, I Q:old Tom my idea hdf how we could have an excitiﬂg
advenf.ure.y'rom and me were in his béckyard. Tom's _ma ha

sent him out there so he'dyget some June sun. His ma was

A »

always worrincj about his healt':h. She. said the sun would .

help him considerably, but of course she told him he
couldn't stay-out there‘(i_Q:Q long or do anything £go rough.

It was just"‘ like hef. When she says "rough" she always’

. looks right at me meaning I shouldn't fight or anything with

Tom, which I never. do anywa§(.v ,

) a hY - ~
7" Tom was sitting.on the grass and I was lying across his
ma's stra'wberry patch 'cause I like the way the’ strawber-
ries squash and'make[ red marks all ov'e} my ¢lothes like I've

~

been shot. Tom kept looking up at his House, nervous that

" his ma would see me llying bn her strawBerries, but I told

a4 L=
'

him not to worry—she'd never khow.it was me.

That's when I told him that this summ.er we were going
to have an adventure. He' looked at me like f was from’
somewhere ®lse and Wasn't speaking Engligh: I told him he'd
get it all lat'er.

"First.vthing:" I said, "is to¥ind the right place for

>

—

-
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an adven;ureﬁ .
‘'Tom asked why we couldn't have it in his backyard.
"Whoever heard of something exciting happening in your

own backyard? We need the right place. Somewhere that

already comes complete with;an adventure would.be neat.

Think!” I told him. It was dumb to say that 'cause I'm sure

he didn't know what to think about, not knowinq anything

about what's exciting.,

I thought about building a& raft and floating it down
1-)

the Dernon River, except I called it "the Mississippi™ and

Tom said "Wwhat?" and that I was talking real funny nowadays

‘and noﬁody else talked that way with all those "pa's" and

"ma';" and things. I guess I couldn't expect more from
someone who didn't know Tom Sawyer and Buck Finn like I did.
Anyway, Tom said he got.real sick on boats, and I suppose it
would have been a lot of work tgfbulld a raft, 'specxally
when I dldn t really know how.

There were no caves around“anywhefe, as far as I knew,
so that was out, too. | W

We sat there thinking for a long time. At least I did.
Toﬁ‘pretended he was thinking 'caufe I had told him to.

Then it came to me. 1 N

"The cemetery!” I said. "It's just right! 1It's a real
neat place for an adventure, It's mysterious and scary and

-

we've never gone there before.”

[y

Tom said he had never gone there before 'cause he

-
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vésn't allowed to. I just ignored that, hoping he'd forget
it like he sometimeg did, and said, "Yup, the cemetery's
just perfect. It's creepy with all those dead people there,
and it's dangerous, too., Any minute we could get shot at by
thot guy who lives out there., You know, that guy who takes
care of the place. Clark told me he shoots at people with a
rifle.” \

"Then why do we want to go there?" Tom said. I sighed

and told him that's what adventuring is about.

.I thought some more and said, "We should really go out

! e N

there at night, though.™
! Tom said right away that he wasn't allowed out after
supper. He was only ten and.that's the way his parents were
with him and it couldn't be changed. I told him he couid
sneak out and they wouldn't know, but he said he wouldn't do
it even if I was his best friend and-asked him to. I was
ten years old, too, but my ma and pa didn't care pne bit if
I snick out at n%ght and they never found out. But I knew
there was no way I could make Tom do it, so we planned to go
to the cemetery during the day. The very néxo day. .

."And when we get there," I told Tom, "we're going to
have to stand on a fresh-dug grave. Dead people donﬂ:like
you standing on them, so we might run into a ghost or two,

even if it is daytime. And there's the guy with the rifle,

go one way or another we'll have ourselves an advénture.,"

e
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I was surprised when I called on Tom the next day and

he was all ready to go to the cemetery with me. I thought

for sure he'd £ind some way not to go, and I'd have to do a
lot of convincing just-to get himofb change his mindf When
his ma asked ﬁs wﬁére we were going, I told her Tom and me
were going down to the,park where there's all these swings

and slides for little kids,r And she believed me. oo
N t

"Scared?" I asked Tom as we walked through the fields

N )

to the cemetery.

"No," he said, but I could tell he was.
f(/ "Wanna go back?" ‘

"No., It's okay." ' ’ N

'Su{e?”

"I'm sure."

That's just the kind of friend Tom is to me. When we
were little kids, I asked him to eat a caterpillar, and he
Qﬁs going to do it, except } étopped hf% 'cause ; knew it-
wasﬁ't:something nice to make your best f;iend do. 1It's
just nice to know he'/\gg’ik if you asked.

When we got to the gates of the cemetery, Tom stopped

rand .I knew he was having second doubts about going., But

when he saw that I wasn't stopping for anything, he followed
riaht away. \
I found ug a érave that had just been dug. It was

easy. ‘I just looked for a mound of dirt with no grass

growing on it yet. I walked over to it and stood right in
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the middle. I had to convince Tom to step on the gtaVe‘, but

finally he did. 1I thoughtihe was going to‘be sick when he
felt his feet sinking in the soft dirt..

Tom and me stood there f6r a good‘twenty minutes, I
think, though I'm not so sure 'cause I don't have a watch

\ .
that works. It was a long time, though. But nothing hap-

pened. I sEarted teliing Tom scary stories that Clark used
to tell me when I was a 1ittle kid, thinking that maybe that
would make a ghost appear, but it didn't help. I yelled.a\ndl—/
screamed at the top of my lungs h‘oping' the guy with t};:

rifle would come chasing after us, but that never happened,

either. - \ \ .‘

Finally we just went home,

"What went wrong?" Tom asked me. *

"I don't know,"? sa;d. "It's prgpably 'ca}}lse it isp't
aark c;ut‘. I don't think any ghost worth spit comes out
before nine or ten, at least." |

Tom said he had to admit that he was glad nothing hap-

pened., He didn't think it was too good an idea to mess

? i ~ .
aroupd with dead people, or living people with rifles. I
—
.—4£01d him that probably was why nothing happened.

adventuring.” // Y

- i

"I don't like this whole thing, anyway." N
’ "Well, I told you we were going to have an adventure,

so's that's what we're going to have. You don't want to
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make me a‘'liar, do you? When you've had an adventure,

you'll see, you'll love it." \

’

"You've had one?"

"Well," I began‘ and had to think about. that a little.
"No . . . not exactly. But I've read all about adv'enturqing
in Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. And if they can do it,
B0 can we, Remember, you've got theé name for it, and I'‘ve
got the brains." |

I hoped I didn't ﬁdtt him none, the \part’ about me
having the brains, but I needed ;trong words to convince him
his life was boring if it didn't have any adventure to it.
Tom's the kind of kid who sits at home playing with plas-

ticine or watching TV, even when there's nothing exciting

3
on, or does nothing at all and doesn't think it's any dif-y

ferent from doing something.,
" Me, I have to always be doing: something or I'd feel
like I was dead., I told Tom that and asked him if he wanted
me, his best friend, to be dead. .

"No," he said right away.

"Then let's find something exciting to do. We've got
to think like adventur'ers. Think about something real ex-
citing.”

We thought again for awhile. Tom said he thought may-
be climbing a tree might b:: exciting, I know climbing a

tree might be exciting for him 'cause his ma never lets him.

do things like that, but.I've climbed trees hundreds of

a
)
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times and there's no excitement left in it for me.

"Climbing a mountain's exciting,"” I told Tom, "Like
Mount Everest and those kind of mountains. But not climbing
a tree-you can find anywhere."

"There's no mountains in Dernon," he‘said. .

Then f got this idea that was as good as mountain
climbing, but g;obably a lot more dangerous.

'WeAcaq.ciimb a building,"” I said. "i saw someone do

it on TV. They do it to practice for mountains, and since

EY

we don't have any mountains close by . . . Now, that's

t

.exciting.' , )

Tom didn'g say anyfﬁing. I guess he was in shock qt
the idea since he never even climbed a tree before.

"What building?" he finally said.

"The tallest, of course.”

That was the RQyal Bank building right near the shép-
ping centre. It was two stories high, I told Tom we shopld

. g ~
really go to the city where there were buildings a lot tal-
©

ler, but I knew that if his ma wouldn't let him go out at

night or climb a tree, she probably wouldn't let him go.to
the city, even if it was’for an adventure.

A

\d
"

That afternoon we stooé outsiée the bank. Tom and me
looked up at the roof, and it looked an awful long way up, I
hated to admit.

"How're we going to do it?"™ I said to myself gut loud.

@

125

e — L T

T e —— ~ . P

=

an - .



Vir e e e, .

'V{e'COl.;ld take the stairs," Tom said. 4

Right then I tolgd himl\I wasn't going to stand for ;ny
more of this down-to-earth-against- adventuring talk. The
next tlme he sajid somethlng like that I told him I'd stran-
gle him even if it meant me geét'lng the electric chair-and

my ma and pa being forever ‘shamed.’

/
ES N

"Do you think we'll be allowed to do it?" he asked me,
looking up at the roof again. ’ ) o

"0f course,” I told him. "I've got two dollars and
thirteen centS‘iﬁ this bank. - $How much you got?-"

He said he had a bit more than three dollars. I tdld
him that with over fiv; dollars bet’ween us we had all the .
right in the world to climb the bﬁilding.

We stood there for a good h;lf hour,, People were

Y

coming and going and somet1mes someone we knew would stop

and look up at the roof like we were doing, and ask us what

,was up there,

Tom always ,w'anted to tell them'our plan, but I made him

promise nbot to tell anyone what we did as far as adventuring

went., "It's top secret," I salid.

' I/tolé the people who asked what we were looking at,

that we had seen a bird fly up there with a broken wing,

which didn't make much’ sense, I guess, but they believed it

anyway. They'd say things like how they were sorry thingq_

like that happened to pooi anima'ls and how it was nice Tom "

/
and me were s6 concerned. By the time we left the bank (I
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decided that climbing it wasn't so hdt an idea), I even had
Tom believing it too. He thought we should come, back with-

’y

hi‘s/par and a ladder and help the poor thing out.
s - I slept that nni,ghtp tossing and turning and trying to _

, " think of at least one good idea to get some excitement into
Tom's life. I couldn't sleep at all, so I got up gnd decid-
ed to practice sneaking out of- the.house in case later one
of our adventures needed me doing that—I was glzeadyn pretty
good at sneaking around the house at night without being

- A heard. But first I looked'out .of the front room V{indow to

see if the coast was clear. 'Part of adventuring was not

<

Qetting caught at it,‘ ' o L °
‘ It was all cleaf until I saw Doc Ffnn back out of his
‘driveway and drive down the street real fast, It sort of
surpr'ised’ me Doc Finn zi:uld drive like that. I thouéht a
bit. Suppose he y}asn;t going to see someone .sick. Suppaose\
he was running away 'cause he had some dark secret. ...
Then it hit me! Our adventure was to find the solution to
the mystery of Doc Finn. It would be something Tom could
get interested in since it was ‘his pa and all. There was
éomethinq strange about someone who “was up at ‘all hours of °

the night. ] . |

The next day I told ﬁ‘pm‘,that. Right ‘away Tom sdid,
. "He's a doctor! People don't get sick just durin(g'the day,
e i ¢ : ‘

you know." <
"Tom Finn!® I said, getting real mad, "I told you I

4
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, ' Na b
- Sure he's a:doctor, and sure he goes out at night to Take

l{"

" Who else colld be a spy around” here?

v 0?

2

wasn't going to listen to any of this down-to-earth sﬁuff.

care of sick and dying and murdered people, and you can
think that's all it is if you don't want to have anything to
do with adventuring,’

ture, we've got to look at things different. Did you ever

,think your pa could be going out at night ‘cause he was a

sSpy or something?" : 0

NNO. L . . !
' 14

"There you go again! You're supposed to say, 'Yes, of

/

course he's a spy.' Look at everybody else in this town.

No one. But look 'at

|
your pa.

i '
Besides” me, he's the only one in Dernon smart

Don't you see?" 4 -

a

enough to do spying.

9

oI waited for Tom to answer. ' He wasn't sure whethef to*

; o

say yes or no,

L)

I could tell.

‘down B0 he'd know what to say.

*Yes?" fie said real unsure. .
Icdecided we'd have to follow his pa to get more infor-
mation about what exactly he was doing.

o

that at all but I conwvinced him it was tﬁe only waxy., 1

told him if we didn't do it I wasothinking about going bacl; ;

to my idea of building a raft and floating down the river

right out to the ocean. And then . . . well, who knows

- where we'dm go?

Tom said he'd follow his pa.

“;

\
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But if we're going to have an adven-

So I nodded my head up and .

Tom didn't like .
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Doc Finr;'s office was on the main street right across
from the shopping centre and dow_n .from'the bank, As we
walked past the bank, Tom said he‘ wondered how the bird en

» ; the roof was doing. He looked se gsad about it. I had to
tell him there was no bird and I didn't know how he got
that idea'ané it was only something we eaid to people who
wondered what we'd been doing there.

He said "Ohl!" like he knew it alll along, but he st:ill
looked kiné“of sad.ﬂ:But I didn't let that worry me, ‘he
always looks that v‘aay. '

‘

We waited dacross the street flrom Doc Finn's office

°Nothing much was happening. w'hilé we were there the only

s . thing that, happened that was even a bit exciting was when

Melissa Burke ‘rode by on her new bike and fell off, I

. laughed real loud s0 she'd hear 'cause she was a big show-
off. “Tom wanted to go over and help her but I stopped Kii(u
She wasn't hurt- anyway. A

. heé'd ' have to be gettipg home for ‘his lunch. The smells

coming from Dandee 1Dq-nui:s were \:mgking me feel hungry, too,

, but I told him to wait just a bit more, -

1" "Does your pa go home for lunch?"’l asked. =

i N © o
"No," Tom said, and added that I knew that already.
"Then,” I asked quickly, "where does he go?" . .l

129 ’ ’ e

| until lunchtime. We sat on a bench outside' Dandee Do~-nuts.

° " At twelve o'clock the church bells-rang and Tom said
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Tom gave out a little sigh., He was silent for awhile,
then he said puzz\led, "Gee, I don't know," |

I looked over and saw the door to Doc Finn's office
open just‘like it had been doing all morning, but this time
it was Doc Finn who stepped out instead of some sick person.
Quickly I pulled Tom behind a bush beside the bench and we
watched Doc Finn walk down tlie street.

"I wonder where he's goiné?" I Aasked myself out loud.

‘Tom said, "Why don't we go over and ‘ask him? "

I gave him one of my looks.

"What should we. do then?" he .asked. @

"Follow him!" -

From'behind the bush next to the bench, I ran tq///a
nearby parked car. I had to look back and call Tom before
he'd follow. When he reached the parked car, I was already
"looking through thoé car windows, keeping my eyes on Doc Finn
as he walked. _ Tom told me again that he had to get home for
lunch. ' ‘

"pon't worry," I said. "You can miss it., As soon as

S

“we can we'll phone your ma and say you've stayed over. for

lunch at my house." I knew his ma wouldn"t like that much:
'sllne t.hinks, we only ea_t peahut butter sandwiches at my place,
But I 7was prepared for adventuring. I had a'dime in my
pocke'g) for the phoné. It was all that was left f;om th.e
fift?, cents Clark gave me to keep my mouth shut about the
girl I saw him kissing in our garage. 1'd spent the rest on
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. later he came out with Miss Garnett.

ice cream for Tom and me the dvay before, even thoughs'rom was
afraid to eat it at first 'cause he“'-kthought it would 8poil
his supp.:er.. 4

Two blocks away I could see Doc Finn turn off the main
street and start ’down the st.reet to the high school. Tom
and me followeg closely behind. » | '
By going from parked car to tree to bush to parked car,

we made our way, keeping Doc‘Finn m-sight- all the time.

And hé never knew we were following him even when Tom .fell .

once and almost started to cry.

When Doc Finn reached the hlgth schooL and 'went inside,\

we stopped. 'Tom asked what we were going to do now. ™Wait

till he comes out," I said. S\o we waited. A few mirutes

4

~—

"That's it!" I said. ""Your pa's having a secret meet-
ing with Miss Garnett 'cause’. . ." and I stopped to watch

them as they climbed into a small car, * °. 'cause she's

N
Y

a double agent.” . /_"\

[}

4

Tom asked me why’, S Lo .

‘ She's new -in town,\\insn't sh&? It's perfect. The
é:rle‘my- sends her lhere' to act like .she's a/ teache\r when really
she!é here to get secrets only your \pa knows." _

| "My dad"s on the s_chool)board;" Tom said, " and she's a
teacher. They could be talking about school things.” Again“

I had to give Tom one of my warniﬁg looks.

Doc Finn and Miss Garnett drove awayj 80 there wads no

-~
o ,
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use trying to follow them anymore. |

When we got back to Tom's house, Tom oo_t into t{oubleQ
for not coming home for lunch. His ma kept him .in for the
rest of the afternoon ‘and most of the next day, so I,had

time to plan what we'd do next as far as our adventure. went.

- 1 knew we'd have to £ind some evidence to prove Doc Finn was

selling secrets to a ,double agent, or, 'cause Doc Finn's

Tom's pa and all, find the evidence that would clear his pa .

!

3

before the police came to a‘r‘rest him,
I was pretty set on breaking into Doc F;;-nn's office,

but I knew that wouldn't be ’t@o easy since he had a secre- |

tary that Clark once told me was a lady wrestler until she -

beat up a mldget and felt’ so bad about it she decided that

for the rest of her life she'cll’h'elp the world., That's why

she cdme to town and works for Doc Finn helping sick people.

She's real big and looks awful:L(iy strong, but she's real-nice

to everybody, so I guess she's truly sorry for what she dld

I saw Tom again only the next afternoon, so there

wasn't much time to do any adventurlng that day. ?\nyway, I

could tell that Tom wasn't much ih the mood to do anything ‘1‘
excgpt git arourrd andosay noth:.ng. ‘ '
I asked him why ge was so quiet and he opened his'mouth’
a bit to say somethmg, but then he closed it. I knew he
wouldn't say}anythlng else, Something.was bugging him.” -
\ I started oheering him up by tell‘ing him what Clark
said at the st?pper table the night before about this gﬁfrl he
. . .
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I brought it up.’

,me standing there to think that I just had to do something .

<
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used—to like and how she’s-going to have & baby. I asked

\Clhrk if he was going to have a baby, too, since from the

things he always. says I thought it was something you do a11' T s
the timé in high school, and he nearly choked on his food.

My ma told me to finish eatinhg and go out and play. The

7] »

‘reason I told Tom was 'cause he's the kind of kid who likes \)

little kids, so I thought it would interest him hearing N
-~ ' e ' ?
about babies. But it didn't. He looked even more sad after

N . N
-~ ¥

So that's about’ the way we spent the rest of the after- ' cti

noon..

When I left him to go and eat supper, I asked him if he
v :‘_\ , ) . ) '
was going to come out aftérdye ate, which is sométhing his
ma never lets him do. But I thought it would be nice of me L.
* - ‘gf

to ask anyway. ' / : . \

Of course he said no. He went into his house leaving |

for the kid or else he'd go through the rest of his life

just like that: looking sad all the time.
3

I ate my supper quickly as usual, orly slowing down
long enough to hear Cfark telling my ma-and pa how the

Land&u kids were caught drinking their pa's liquor and Steve
. ‘ 2

Landau threw up all over their living room carpet. Steve is -

dne of Clark's friends and he always looks to me just_like

~-the type of kid who'd throw up no matter what, ‘I‘doh'ﬂ like




-

him at all since he once called me "pip-squeak,” when I
1 ‘don't even know what it means, Qpt ¢coming from Steve
e . ' Landau's mouth I khow it couldn't be good.

™ " I was trying to figure a way to get another fifty cents

from Clark so I could bu)"- something for Tom to cheer him up
aﬁd maybe get him to like adventuring more, when the front
doorbell rang, and there was Tom. He was all white, even
‘more than usual, and kind of shaky. So right away I asked
R him if he saw a glzvost or s.omething. He said no, so I knew
there was nothing mpré for me to say about that.

™ "What are you doing out after supper2" I said. It had
d" , L]

to be the first time I could remember that Tom was allowed
out this late without his ma and pa. ’
"My mother said I could go out."
1 I knew how s:tfange that was and asked him why.
. ‘ r "She's talking to my dad, so they said I could go out.”
o "Yeah?" I brightened up right away. It mugé be some-

thing to do with this double agent thing. "What are they

\
] \ - . -
talking about?" _ y
7 ]
. ®I don't Know. Something about people \finding “out
\‘t;hings. My mom doesn't want them to know, Things like
4 \ ‘. '
. that. Anyway, how should I know? 1I'm here."
) .I thought ‘about it andﬂ knew Tom was on to something
’ L .. . even if he probably didn't know it.
Wi,,th all my ildeas about breaklng into Doc Finn's of-
fice, I had forgotten that the ea51est place to break into
A . - /
. - . - ‘ 134,

7 S e - At e e et ——— Pon v .




e d - i o T v . i i Py e ————— .

was right next door-—Tom's house. 5 .
Right away Tom said, "No wayl"

"Don't yoju want to know what your ma and pa are talking
' s

about?"”
"No I don't," He thought a bit, then said, “Anyway,
'! .
‘ y'1ll catch us." ‘ ‘ J

"No, they'll never know. ‘This'll be a breeze. Come
b PN ’ \

¢ .
on." \
X He thought a bit more,.then slowly nodded. ‘ P
I kngw he still didn't like it m;ch, but i could see he
sort of wanted to know what his ma and ga were talking
aPout, even though I kpew he really,.didn't think it had much
to do with double agepts. /
'The only place we cbuld have gStten into Tom'schouse
was through a‘basemeng window., I tried one, but it must
h;veobeen locked, ‘'cause as hard ashI tried: it just
wouldn't open. It got to the point whe;e I picked up a rock
out of Tom's mawsgardeh and was dbout to throw it through
the glass, but Tom stopped me just by~the way he looked at

me, which was a real look of horror.

Tom and me went around the house tryiné all the

basement windows, until finally I found one that opened.

{ I looked at Tom and smiled. Now that the window was

open, I told him we were going in.
"Where are you; ma and pa?" I asked. : .

Tom said they were in the kitchen, which was good




s i PR TE——

.
, '

'cause the kitchen was”at the opposite side of the house

from.the window. \ﬂ ]

4

Carefully i pushed open the window and put my head in-

side. I could hear someone talking upstairs, but I couldn't
&

%ell who it was. I pulled my head back out. )

<

""Well, here goes,” I said.

.1 * "Are you sure we'should do this?"™ Tom asked. "I want to
know, but . ., . " He-was afraid.  "Come on, I'll be with
you," I said, and went ahead and cliﬁbed in., It wasn't
something that was hard for me zo do, I practicé climbing in
and out of windows all the time. It comes in ﬁandy. ‘Once
inside, though; I knew'it would be hard for Tom to do the
;ame thing, 8o I to help. Tom was so~afraid by now,
having time to think about it, that I almost had to pull him
in and lower him down. But that wasn't hard either, though
‘it left me a bit out of breath. Tom's pretty light,

. . I looked around. Tom's basement was mostly’/a storage
area for winter things and neat things Doc Finn picks up
here and there. But Tom's ma won't let them upstairs be-
g;ﬁ§2>she says they're o0ld and dirty. Like this wooden
chest that smells funny inside and once I told Tom dt was
'‘cause fourteen kittens had died iﬁ there, 'That made him -

o

cry, of course., It was real mean for me to have said that,

but 1 was a lot younger then, ané I never say things  like

that anymore knowing how he feels aboyt animals.

We made our way past cardboard boxes and past the
. —

- v

136

« B et SO S I 1 U Sk L MRS TP -
. N i
S T A , . . .

-

B WS



bicycle Doc Finn had bought for Tom{ but is too big for him.
As we moved‘ﬁcross the basement, the sounds from upstairs
became clearer. I could hear Doc Finn's voice, But I still
didn't know what he was say}ng.

I was real proud 6f t@e.way Tom and me were being extra
\quiet just like we were supposed to. And Tom kept ;ight'up
with me, not making any sound except for the little b;eath-

ing noises he-makes when he's scared. )

The stairs were on the far side of the basement. They

led up to the kitchen—it was the perfect place to 1'1sten to

what was going on hp there. Tom was right behind me, and

when I stopped to listen, he moved real close to me and
‘"tightly held onto my arm hear the elbow.

. I listened rgal hard and‘heardrnoc Finn say, "Margaret,

| Margaret" over a few times.' Margaret's Tom's ma. He said

it in‘

a soothing voice lihe you'd use with little kids.
Then I heard this funny sound and right away I knew
Tom's ma was crying.

\ "I don't know what to say, Margaret. I wish you'd stop

Efying. It's not going to help."

*Why are you doing this?" .
\ - ‘ i .y
d "There aren't any reasons. ‘I've said everything I can.
It just happened."
_\\.—

"and what about Tom?" : | y
[ o ’ .
Hearing®all that I knew it had nothing to do with
A ' ‘

double agents, or adventuring, or anything like that. It

“ ’,’

r
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wasn't exciting to 1isten to your ma and pa fight-—that'

everyday stuff. This wasn’t any kind of an adventure for

Tom . ' o : <

+

Tom's grip on my arm got tighter and tighter till it

started hurting me, I was real surprised Tom had so much

strength in him. I pulled off his hand and started leading

him back towards the window. He followed willingly. I

could tell he was crying. ‘ '
Outside I asked him if he was okay, but he didn't say’

gnything. I told him I Was sorry the adventure didn't turn

:

out ‘but I'd think of something better ngxt time, something

more exciting, and this time it would work.
g .
Tom looked straight me like he was mad at me or

something and said, "Nol! I Jon't want to. Look what's

happened. I hate youl"

Then he ran into his house.

The next day Tom and his ma left to go away for awhile,

I asked my ma how long, but she ssﬁd she.really didn't know .

agd couldn't really say.
kid yho's easy to have #n advengure with, it's not his
fault. I guess it wds stupid to think his pa was involved
with double agents and all that other stuff.

Just tonigirt at the supper table Clark said how much he
Hated Doc Finn and Miss Garnett and what they had done, and
my pa told him to keep his mouth shut abqut it.

~
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" So I'm waitirig for Tom to come back s0 I can'do some-
- " thing he'd like to do. No more adventuring stuff if he
N doesn't want to. '
. »
' . - Tom Finn's my best friend and I miss him.
Y 4 ‘
.- _ Even if he isn't like a real-life book character. ¢ .
- ' ‘ ,J [ v
THE END R
* ) i '
i ‘ -
.
¢ ¥ (
. 7 ‘ \
- - . . )
i N Z‘ \ﬂ\e ! 3 \
) x, £ ¢ .
L : ) . s .
e T ,
N & ; Y
[oe) ~ . _
Q‘“' r <
.\ ° - \ f

>

. e

= 5
.




J— v e et [,

v

.
e e 4 =
- N

.
b
u

[}

s .

THE EMPTY SEAT

»

It was the first col& night of 9utumn. The\temperature

had dropped dtamatically in the late afternoon, apd now, as
he stood nt the bus stop in the cold evening air, Arthur

Lewis could feel winter closing in. And he shivered.

He resentedjhaving had to work 1ate, being forceq to be

- - [

_out-in the cold hours after his regular dinner, hour. £He was -

already coming down with.semething. He certaiqu didn't

need this. S - - S
. . . * ) 5 = <

- But William E“éonvey} ﬁrthpr's immediate supervisor,
mahager .of &he Eastern region, )
only minutes before five that he'd have to stay late and
finish & report.

As if it bouldn't wait. He was about to

tell Convey he wouldn't stay, but Convey, no doubt gsensing

this, ‘dareéd him with a big, bold smirp 'I waht to see it

first thing in the morningn Arthur.,

4

First thing.

/he 'Or
t

:
“
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His thgety,'had told Arthur

o



&

"else” didn't need to be said. . "

I e T

- So Arthur stayed. He phonéd hig 1ift and told him not

‘

to wait, he'd he taking a bus. Then he made a quick call to

his wife to tell her he'd be home late. All this because of

¥

Convey.l‘Convey was a man who loved tities and awards. His.

office wall was covered with every piaque and certificate he

«

had ever Ybeen ayarded at an endless string of ten-dollar-a-

plate chicken dinners. Only one was missing—the one Arthur
would gladly give him,,add{ng’to the man's collection of
titles—The Officious Bastard., |

Two other peopie were waiting at the bns stop for the
trié'home:,a teenager with sWyme book: clamped. tightly under
his arm, and a bored-looking woman in her early thirties,

\ -
The woman was dressed in a long suede coat, and every 80

J

often would cough into a leather-gloved fist. A secretary,

Arthur thought. When the ‘woman started hiccuping, Arthur

* figured- she had been odt for a drink or two. Probably with

the other girls in her office, or——and Arthur thought this

was the more likely -of the two-—out for a dtink with her

boss. He had seen how that worked at his éwn offfcé Those '

who wanted to get ahead became,cloying yes—men, ‘and some of

the women—well, they'd make it clear they held’ no gualms

abou\\takxng work home with tlienm, boss and all.
He suddenly disliked the woman. He didn'tknow her,

but he couldn't help but feel she was just like those women
atdhis office. THe,K hen-house bitches, he called thenm.
i ! N |
LY ’ \‘
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A Alwaye,qomplaining. Always -gossiping. Always watching to

see if someone else was getting something they weren't, then

" telling on.them if they did. He'd hear them nag incessantlyﬁ

at subordinates to the point where they'd usually quit.

Someone else would be hired in their place—an endless

. s8tream of filing clerks and office 'oys. And the nagginéo

would continue with a new-found intensity, almost as if ‘the

\

bitches were invigorated by the intréductlon of fresh blood.

_ He looked at’his watch. Damn! The bus was léte as
uéual. It was always late when he had to take it. The
driver didn't;sho@ up for work, or there was some union
gripe about somethiﬁg or another. No matter how cold it

was, how late, how wet, they were treated shamelessly. Like

cattle. As it was, the bus passed only once every two

- hours. 1If it came at all. It was the curse of living in

the suburbs. 'You were expected t?/own a car. At one time

1

Arthur was going to buy one, but/there were always other

things more important: his children's edication for one.
. /

The only reason he had inoved‘to"the suburbs to @ house which .

he could barely afford was for the children. thought it

was a good place for them‘to grdﬁ'up. When the kids had.
gone out on their own, he had thought #gain about bﬁying a -
' car. But the recession made that tho;;EE‘friyg Qus. And

‘the way work was going . . . well, it was wiser to save for

the rainy day he knew was close at hand. He really didn't
|

‘need a car, anyway. He had gotten by all these yeare with-

‘ !
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out one.

e would be wohderful to have a car, though, and drive
pfa&gs on the weekend, - get aﬁay and travel wherever he
desired, Ereesto come and go as he ;leased, dependent on ho
onee. He kﬁew°his,wi;e«wohld love a car and he ﬂeﬁembered
how it had always been one of his.dreams to surprise her
with 6ne some day. '

I3

He logked down the street. The tall buildings lined it

like the walls of a deep canyan. The headlights of passing
cars blurred into harsh, brilliant stars. He couldn't see
the buscanywhere. A éudden, chill wind\blew fiercely down
the street. Arthur pushed his.collar up close to his face
and plunged“his hands deéper into his codt“pocgeﬁs. ﬁe was
only wearing a raincoat. He was thankful for the gloves he
had found in his desk drawer. He had left them behind the
past winter,_fofgdtten thenﬂ actually. Whichever, he was
just grateful to have them now. ) |
~ Among the many lights passing on the street, Arthur
could distinguish an occasiongl taxi,
whether to hail one wgéﬁmﬂz“étw~the,bﬁs“crawling up the
street; |
reached him. '
The s;cretary wds the first on the bus whenniﬁs doors
opened. S8he produced a twenty“ dollar bill and g\njngument
edsued between her and the bus driverﬂ Arthur wanted to

tell her to let the others pass if she didn't have the exact

143 e
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It stopped for -.two red lights before it finally'
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. fare, but just before he decided to do it, the bus driver

A

gg;e’in and made change. )
Arthur paid for his ticket and walked to the back of - :

r
the bus where he spotted?twd empty seats side-by-side. He

- sat by the window next to the heater hoping to find'warmth,

It was almost as cold inside as it was out. . .

but the heater either didn't work or hadn't been turned on.

He looked around. The bus was not quite full. He knew

that at the next 3top most of the seats, if not all of them,

. would be taken; ‘it was the last downtown stop and many

" people waited there. He wondered why no one complained to”

» ‘ -«
"he could take early retirement. He had worked for the

the driver about ;he"heéters. ) ﬁ
He felt at that moment as ff this entire even;ng had Lo
been'plénned that way. His having to stay late. His having |
to wait in the cold. And now his having to take this damn, - .WHW
cold bus home, The Officioué Bastard had probably knowﬂ it
would be iike this. Damn*him! He should have told him to
shove his damn report, shove the job, shove himself up i MJ'
himself for that matter. But he hadﬁ'tf Three more years, ’

Arthur had reminded himself; oniy three more years ang then ﬂ\

gbmpany for thirty-five years for all that meant. He didn't
want to lose his pension, so he had stayed and written the ' .

damn report, a report he knew The Officious Bastard would

"never read since it contained information he already Xknew.

Arthur had written the same kind of report the week before.

-
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He had, found Ait, later, lying in the wastepaper basket )

beside The Officious Bastard' desk ‘It was right there for

him to see, right on’ top. The; re testing me again, he

thought. It's part of their ptan. It had been like that for

the last three months. Ni plcking about the tiniest of

'things, not. tellinq him impo{tant details he needed to know

to do his job then blaming him for not knowing, giving him

work with impossible deadlines. It was all part of the not-

so-gentle 'heave-ho.’ Even if he worked his ass ofg and .

completed the work in the deéignated time, they'd‘tell him
it was all wrong or they no ldnger needed it. Anything just
to see how much mo:S‘he would take, hoping he'd blow his top
and quit, or rage ‘ them, giving them a reason to fire him.
But he wasn't about to do either. He'd make sure, no matter
what it took, not to.give therp a reason. And no matter

E

what, he wouldn't lose his temper. He wouldh't give thém

the satisfaction. Even if The Officmus Bastard made him

write a hundred reports. A thousand. It didn't matter. He .

N

wouldp't give in.

At the next stop six people boarded the bus. As each
person y;alked~ down the aisle‘ to the few remaining seats at
the back, Arthur hoped no one Iflwould sit beside him. He
purposely took up all the room on[ bott his own seat er;d the
one beside him, looked out the [ indow when anyone seemed

about to ask him to move:over, anf,l triéd to appear oblivious

to the diminishing seat supply. ' But no one confronted him,
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demandigg to be ailowed to sit there,

The lasé two people to eﬁ???’tﬂ?‘ﬁﬁ? were an old woman
and an Asian-iooking man.\ Arthur watched the old lady as
she made her way down the aisle looking for an empty seat,
obviously- dreading the prospect of having to stand. She'waé

bent over, and looked as though she was about to fall down.

> Arthur wondered why in hell she was taking the bus at all.

She should stay at home, he thought, where she belongs.
What if she dropped dead in the middle of the road, or right
here on the bus? There wouldn't be‘anyone.to help héfﬂexgept
total.strange:s. And what would thef care? The woman found
a seat’two rows in front of him. '

The Asian followed the old woman dbwn.the‘aisle, also
“looking for a seat. Arthur felt for sure the man would sit
beside him. But just as'}t seemed the man was about to ask
Arthur to move over (Arthur having already turned to look
out the window, yet still expecting to hear "the man's
ryoice), the man passed the seat in favour of éne at "the very
"back of the bus. ~

" As the bus started to pull away from the curb, Arthur
looked around and saw the only seats left were the one be-

side him and one up front beside a woman with a baby. Evef§

so often the baby would give out a jagisd cry that filled™.

the bus. It was obvious why no one wanted to sit there.

I

$

N

-

- v

Arthur knew there was talk going arounddsﬁ work about’

him being demoted. No one had said anyfhiﬁg{outrightJ but

3
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he knew it was only ;’matter of time. They couldn't fire

him, not after thirty-five years, not without a good<reason.

But they were Qo:king on it. . In the meéntiﬁe they could

m \e it as hard as possible for him. Like what they diﬁ to

immons a fgw_monéhé before. :A demotion, then a transfer to .

pissant tdwn out West. The choicefwas to giyyerttake the

transfer o;igu%t. Simmons had chosen the f&rmer. Arthur

o wondered if ﬁe would have done thé same, Qe doubggd it.

. Maybe that was what it would take to make him lose his

8 temper. Yes, that most«cértainly wopldabe the last strawv.

How could they have forced a man like Simmons, a man who had

wofked for the company & good forty years ever since high

school, as Aftﬁur had, leéve'the home in which he had raised

Q\’ his children for some héld-hole? But what choic; wvas there,

really? They'd squeeze you dry ané Ehtoy you outawithout

"regret, You were juet another ecénbmic consideration in
these hard time§, One of "many figures on a balance sheet.

- The bus was now going'ét a good speed, having left

§ downtown; and w;s making its wayﬁthfbugh the industrial ?ut-°

skirts before it would reach the highway leading to the sub="

. urbs. | - N y;

Arthur looked out the window at the endless rows of \

factories and wérehouséa. Inside'he knew éeople were béing

'wrung dry everydaf, waiting until that day yhen they, too,

would be thrown éiide. Every so often he'd see a chea§

restauraht/ bar or a row of, seedy motels. Both were strate-
L=

.~
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gically nlaced for the workers' after hours entertainment
—places to forget how much they'hated their work. -

Tne bus sggyed as it approached another stop, this one
outside a brooding, abandoned facgory. Artgaf looked over
the heads of the people in front of him and ot the‘windf

shield. There wgg'no one waiting there, either. The bus

k\.

started to pick up speed again, when a figure suddenly
stepped out from the factorys darkly shadowed doorway and
casually waved down the bus, h

The bus driver didn't seem to nbticeﬂ~ When it looked

as though the bus\was going to keep going, a woman in a

14

front row seat told the driver to stop, that there was some-~

. A
one there. The passengers lurched forward as the driver

abruptly put on the brakes,

The figure turned out to.be a young man, about twenty-

five, Arthur could see him more clearly as he boarded the

” ‘

.bus. He was wfaring a jeay jacket and jeans. His hair was °

long and‘pily.' Strings of it hung in hiss . face, and he had
to push the hair aside, pressing it back with one hahd as
though helmoped it would stick to his head>\while he plunged
the other hand into his jeans looking ‘for mon;; 3,

After he pnld the driver he started down the aisle. The
bus dziver called him back, but he didn't hear: man half
way down thf Lus stgpped him to tell him éhe drilver wanted
him. He made his/way back to the front, Arthur oQuld see

that the young man was drunk. He had almost no coordination
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as;he'manenvered his way back to the driver, and the bus

wasn't even moving. The drive£ h;nded him a ticket telling

him he needed it t6 show he had paid. The young man absent-

ly took the ticket and started walking down the aisle again,

Arthur quickly looked out the window. He didn't want ' 5\

‘that punk sitting bgfide him. Sit by the baby, he said to

& | himself. Don't sit 6& me.  He repeated this over to himself

three or four times, eéc?ﬂ}ime more quickly than the last.

It becamé a prayer, izwzook on that sort of fervency1 Buﬁ

the-prayer we%& unansvwered. The young man brusquely sat

. next to Arthur, pushing him rudely without saying a y%rd of
apology. Q\///

" Arthur continued to look out,the'ﬁtndow. The young man

leaned sloppily against him as the bus started moving again.

Arthur looked at the young man, hoping a pointed glare would
1 - straighten him up, .But the‘young man was intent on meticu- [
lously rolling a cigarette, taking a little tobacco at a -
- time frém a small leather‘pouch he had sn his belt. - At “q%
least Azthd% agsumed it was tobacco. It crogsed his mind it
could ?g drugs. g ‘
~ Arthur readjusted himself in his seat as besé he could X
_ now that the young man was taking more than his share of .

| *

) room. The young man's legs were spread wide, forcing Arthur

to move closer to the window and to keep his own legs close

. ..~ together. Arthur decidedly pulled the, lower part of his

. : raincoat about him, yanking it from under the young man's
: 7 149 “
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\ - had escaped.

blege. The yohﬁg man loeked right at Arthur: Arthur looked
back with what he hoped was a very obvious look of disqust.
<;JBut the young man onl} Aaaé a crazed smile, slow 1n‘f0tming
but accentuated by a demented lock in his steel-blue eyee.
Arthur focuséd oe a huge scar acroif the young man's right
cheek. No, not quite a scar, bue more of a gouge, \As
though it had been carved carefully with a knife. Or g
though somethxng hadegpeadlly and patiently started to eat
his face away: The gouge gaped long and deep, darkly shad-
Qwed even in the bright bus lighting. It had been made a
~long time ago, Arthur gdessed, and-had never‘healed proper-
ly. But however it hadahappened, there was defihitely a
piece of the young man's face missxng from just under his
right cheekbone.

Arthur quickly looked away, back out Ehe'windo;. He
heard the young man's low chuckle. The young man c¢ontinueqd
quliné the cigarette. Arthur was suﬂ&\ﬂk was sitting
beside someone who had just been released from prison, Or
‘ He wondered why the young man was on the bus
at all, Certalnly he didn't live. in the suburbs near-him,
But things had changed. His neiqhbourhaod had seemed to
follow the economy's downuard elide.-No one seemed to be

-

working anymore. The young-man beside him was most likely

among the growing number of unemployed. There were no jobs
for anyone, least of alf the young. Arthur felt pity for the

young man. If was too bad things had to come to this.

. R
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Thg youhg man burped loudly. The pig! .é;middle aged
woman directly in front of him turned arouna and Arthur was
sure she&was about to make S "Tgk" sound, bdt abruptly
'stopped as she looked into the.?oung man's face. She quigk-
ly turned away. Arthur knew it was those demented/ﬁg:i;
The young man burped again.

Arthur started thipking about the anxiety and frustra=
tion he felt about his jab, hoping to divgrtchimself‘from
thekyoung man's obnoxious presence for the fifteen minutes
it would take until he arrived at his stop. Then a five

minute walk and he'd be home. The bus started up the ont

. ' v
ramp to the highway. Arthur could see the others on the bus -

. N .
stir in relief that they, too, were almost home., He could

see the looks of resentment on the faces of.those sittinq .

near the baby who was now bawling at high-pitch. Arthur .

wished it would stop. He almost wanted to scream at it to

shut up. He had a headache., The baby's crying stabbed

¢

I3 oo o 0)

The baby had served temporarily to distract him from

through his head.

N

¢

the young man., As much as possible, Arthur tried not to
turn from the window. When he did, it was only to cast
quick glances when he felt the young man was not looking.

But he was jarringly reminded of the young man's presence

ﬁhen smoke wafted leisurely into Arthur's face. Again Arthur

turned to look at him. And again the young man smiled at

Arthur.

!,."
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Arthur firmly decided taylook out the window and not
turn back. Soon he'd be home. But just as he was thinking
of_éhingé other than the bus and the person sitting next to
him, smoke blew in his face again. Arthur would not look,.

but he knew the young man was doing it on purpose. More

smoke blew Arthur's way, But again he fought the growing

desire to turn to his seat companion.and . . . He didn't
know What. Why Qas this happeni;g? Why did these things
always happen to him? v ' .

But Arthur- endured, forcing himself away from the point
where he was certain he could kill if pushed.on; inch fur-
ther. Or bféak down. Just recently he had realized he
courldn't handle much more. Everything. Life itself at
times. \Ywerydﬁk in it. Maybe they did have the better of
him,,L had b\éted him at last. He wondered 1f he had already
1os§. They :egarwi;}fhg, he knew that. He wasn t sure
there was anything left in him with which to resist, for
th;t's all it was now; resistance. | '

The ydung{man finally finished the cigarette, a ciga~

8.
rette that by now Arthur was sure must dontain drugs. The

young man sat back in his seat, shifting from left to right

trying to make himself comfortable. He started mumbling

something incoherently. Arthur continued to stare out the
window attempting to make himself oblivious to the young
man. Again he was almost successful. But again the young

man. began moving in his sq;t as though searching for mogef

G . t ! ‘
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comfort. Tk?;'.s time, though, he jabbed Arthur forcefully in
the side with his elbow.

He's baiting me., He'd love me to start something, the
dtunl’gen"bistard. quwing smoke in my face, pushing me
around as though he was the only one with the right “towsit

L]

here. I hate him. I hate him withieverything in me. I
wish he was dead. !

{\rthur gritth:ed his teeth to the point of _pain.

The young man suddenlx. laughed lbudly. Arthur shiv-
ered. It was' as though this person next to him had read his
mind. Others on the bus turned to look, hearing the wild
laugh‘ter. Arf;hur didn't have to turn from his rigid posi-
t'ion; he knew they were looking.. He could f,eel it. He
stared out the window, but sawlnothing. No matter how gfst
the bus was travelling on the highway towardg his home, it
seemed to Arthur the slowest speed possible. Aﬂcrawl. And
he cursed the driver for his slownesgs; the Officious Bastard
for having made him stay lt;’t:e_; the young man for crueily
taunting him; everyone who ma;i‘é his life a wretched, misera-
ble existence; and mostly himself for being unable to do
anything about it. o,

He wasn't a bad person. Why was~~this ha'ppeni,ng to him?
He‘ had always tried to l_:e fair in his dealing with others.
“There had béer} a time when he Jad truly cared for the well-
being of those around him. But{\whaé did that’amount ‘to? It

was difficult to give a damn when no one else did. 7.
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+‘Finally the bus slowed as it made its turn from the
highway into the suburb that was its destination. Arthur's
heart suddenly jumpe‘;l joyfully as he felt himself only

moments from being delivered from this hell, His stop was

next, He'd be free, He'd stand up, walk to the front of

the bus, give his ticket to the driver, ‘then disembark. And
they could all continue on their way to Hell itself for all
he cared. | |

But first he'd have to get by the young man who sat as
immovable as prison b;rs must seem to a pr;'soner. This

thought %rased all his elation, s;nking'his heart into

panic. He knew I'd have to pass by him. This is what he's

waiting for. The Confrontation., His drugged, drunken mind

weaving more torture, more humiliatioﬁ. Arthur had seen the
faces of the other passengers, They had seen his face, too,
A face trapped between a demon and the bus window, ‘Their

fac ;}‘r’eélected the 3isgust he deserved. Be was a weak,
N

i

: intim@\'dated puppy at the mercy of this cruel mastiff. And
i

he kne“\v the young man sensed his weakness—his fear, Arthur
r'eekedigof it. It would be ‘obv}ous, he felt, to ariyone.

O'éghers started moving towards the front of the bus as
‘it nea%ﬁed the stop. A ;niddle aged man., A young woman wlith
sﬁoppi‘(g’};\g bags from a departxﬁent store. The student he had
‘seen wﬁliting for the bus. They moved towards the front with
ease, no doubtureylieved fthey had not been' trapped ‘nd
harassed by the Devil himself.
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As the bus sldgwed to make the stop, Arthur quickly
stood up and said in a strainedrvoice, "Excuse me. This is
my stop." |

Before the“youné man knew what was happening, Arthur

pushed by him, nearly leaping over his legs. Just as quick=-

ly, Arthur made his way to the front where the doors were -

[

openir;g.

H;> d}dn't dare l1ook behind him. He was convinced the
young man would be at his-hee'is. He hedrd noises behind
him, the sounds of people standing up and moving to the,
f;ont for their stop, the next one being only a few blocks

up the street. But he didn't look to see who they were. He

lmerely left the bus with the otheri[feeling secure i/n ‘their

grodp. He even smiled at the student. But then he turned
andwalked rapi{ly towards the street that led to }:'he one on
which he lived. o \

whe‘n he had walked., at times almo'st run, down the
length of this street and rounded the corner, he slowed to

catch his breath. His heart was rac’ing at a rate he could

" not remember, having felt in recent times. He stopped, )

suddenly afraid he'd have a heart attack., Yes, that's just
what would happen. He could die right there, a victim of
his own fears. He regained his breath slowly, moderating

his heart beat back to 'a near-normal pace as though by pure

willpower.‘

L A

He started walking again. He suddenly noticed the air.
) . &
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L% suppers waiting for him, as warm as though she had just made ’ ;

IO P e o et Y

- ' .

N ~
E TN,

It was still cold, but fresh. " Much better than the stale

smoke ' blown in his face py th{at punk on the bus, All at
once Arthur felt nuch better‘.' Bejwas almost home. The}
street was\aé\serted, but he could feel the v;arming presence
of f.?milies’ﬁside each oftthe houses. Ané his vife was

walting. She had, no doubt, kept one of her delicious

. it.
; ! " . Suddenly he felt an overwhelming feeling of love Inixed
— with sadness for the woman he had married. He knew he
of tentimes neglected her,' took Her for granted, vented his
frustr?;ions and anxieties on hei?as though she wefe their ‘ "
cause, She was, in reality, anything but the bane of his
ld.fr\e. If anything, she was one of the few sources for him of
.true pleasure, She and theif tw‘Q children. They vere what

he lived for. They were the real reason he didn't lose his

! temper at work, quit, or Just take off and smash The Offi~

cious Bastard in his offiq%‘s mopth. e had a family to
take care of. And tﬁough the children were grown now, he
still felt a strong sense of responsibility towards then. .

He knew he would most likely feel that way about them no

matter how far away their travels took them. . T~

And he knew that whenhe walkedinto his househis wife )
would try so ,hafd to make him happy, a happiness that he B /L
felt she deserved far more than he did. She never ga\?e" up

trying to talk to him, even when he outright ignored her. He ’

w - -
T
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“him.

" love.

-

~didn't mean fo be cold—he was preoccupiesd. Work haunted

)

N

few words. Some affection. That's all it took. Like mergi{
she was able tb bring him back' from wherever anger or de-

pression or pain had driven him. " He felt unworthy of her

He knew exactly yhat she would say about the bus ride.
"You worry abou{t V@ing, Arthur. You have to stop
maklng yours"If sick over everything."

"But, Ellen," Arthur would say,. you don't know what J.t
was like." ,f . \

"Even if it was that 'bad," she'd tell him, "you can't
change the world and 'everyone in it., You can only t\ry‘ to
change what you're feeling. And-that's exactly wh'a't'you
have to do, Arthur. éto/p letting‘everytﬁing affect you like
this." o ’ BN

How could he have 'f'orgotten how uuéh he deéply lo;zed
her‘? Just thinking about ‘the‘g¢oncern his wife felt for him
nade him feel better than-he h“ad "felt for a long time.

As he looked up the street he could see the front porch
light of his house. She always kept it o; when he wasn't
there. ‘He often wondered why, but now, f;or the first time,\
he understood. It was a candle burning, lighting his way
back toﬁ her. She was waiting, and he wanted to run, just
break into the fastest pace he could manage. He knew h(e

Vo
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couldn't reach home fast enougt}‘.' A

v

}

Then he heard footsteps behind him. Footsteps that
were quicker and more youthful than his own. Their sound
moved closgr.

Arthur knew who it was ,A‘ he didn't have to turn aréund
and look, It's that punk-:—;e's coming after me, ‘i-le's going
to rob me. He thinks because I'm weﬁring a suit I have
money. But Arthur had less than twenty dollars on him, ﬁe'd
give his wallet to the young man and end this to‘rment.l As
long as he left Arthur alone, he could have the'money. |

No, da'mn #| He won't e;ren get that from me. NoO morel
I von't Be threatened by that ,disgusting hoodlun,

Arthur took his handskout‘of hig' raincqét pockets,

steeling himself to defend himself if necessary.

It was then he realized he had forgotten his gloves in ,’

his haste to get.off the bus. Just as suddenly it occurred
to hi;n his fears had grown to monstrous and unreasonable
proportions. Ellen was right, ;} He worried over nothing.
Surell.r if it was the young man following him, all he wanted
was to return his missing gloves. Now, wouldn't that be
something—the young man not a menacing ogre, but\,} rather,
as good a Samaritan as Arthur wished all p;oplé to be?

*You get yourself so 'upsgt sometimes, Arthur,” he could
hear Ellen say when he told her. lThey'd be ‘sitting at the
Buppexj tab'le, Arthur just finishi.ng his meal. The gloves
would be lying beside his plate- as a reminder to his
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\handed e}nd smiling at him in that madly delighted vway.

foélishne‘as. Hiz wife would shake her head»good-naturedly;

\.and Arthur would have to admit how comical it all had be-

\

come. |
| Arthur began to laugh as the ‘footSteps'mo‘ved swiftly
towards him, - ‘ | i

What a foolish old man I am! I/allow myself to be’

worried §ick. I'm afraid of my own shadow.

Arthur started turning ground, smiling, ready to greet *

the young man, his hands held o;.;t expecting the gloves.

He turned tdﬁseé the gougegfaced your;g man,'empty-

-~ .

]
{

&

. THE END
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\ AMERICIUM'S NEW FLAG . °

. The first thing ‘Diana_soaw ag she stébped from ‘thé;
Qtranstrair: was Amerxricium's new flag. She had j&ét» returned
from visiting a xﬂnedic in the city—Ogden hadn't had on'e
since tpe oldﬁ-étyle doctor had died the year before—and the
new flag seenged to ’her a startling innovat:ion in Ogden'sv
landscape., It flew ;)ver the town's small_transtrain sta-
tion, an old-fashioned wooden building. .'ll‘he platform
squeaked and vibrated ag the passengers disembarked—a ;”/r_e- .
ninder of the inefficiency of wood. l o
People had gathered under the flai;pole a.nd were looking
‘u_p to whére the flag wh‘ibfcricked :tn the late summer w'i'nd.f .
Diana stopped and looked, too. The new flag, she thought,
uas.n't nuch different from the old oné: No one wogld have
tolerka‘ted a severe alteration 'in somet"hing as sacred as the._
flag; ,thgrE had been endugkg t'rqpblill.e over thq‘cha';xging Bf"y\a

-
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few words in the national anthem.\JIt was/only when the

country realized how important the few changes were, that

@
they grgdgingly' %iowed them to’'be made. The only real

difference in the flag was .a large star 'superimposed at the

centre of the original design. The star contained three

profiled figures: an in‘dustr'y worker, a scientist, and a
soldier. .The figures were looking up ,at—- Diana couldn't
quite see what ;s the wix{d,died and the flag ‘collapsed
arpund the flagpole, The wind picked up again and lifted
the'\flag so she couyld see the three figures looki'hg up at a
fl‘agpole flying the new flag. ) |

For a moment the effect of the fl‘ag within ‘a flag
reminded her of an bld music box thats had beemher most
prized possessxon as a child., &he hadn t thought about it
for years—-but auddenly and vividl@ she remembered the music
box. On the top was an almost comg\etely fadeé picture of a

little girl with a music box pressed against one of her rosy

cheeks., Diana had stared at. it for hBur‘s, and eventually

$she“hqgl made out that the picture on the little girl's music

box was the same one as 6n hers. Diana was sure it contin-
ued 6’n and on like that,’ picture within picture within
picture. , Many times she had pressed the music box dgainst
her own cheek, becoming a part of the effect. She wonder‘ed
whatever became of that 'musie Jbox. It had been in the
ﬁm%ly for years‘. .

A woman beside her with red hair and wearing a red zip-

\ ' K . v
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‘suit quietly said, "It's beautiful." An‘old woman in a
brow\n zip-suit said, "I wish my Pete was here to see this.
He'd take his cap off and hold it over his heart and sing
the anthem out 1ou“ , tight here, new one or not.,"” Anqt&e_r
woman who wore;a green zip-suit that was too_small for her
(\Diana had seel her a cqQuple of times at the foodatron),
sgid, "It makes you proud. ' It really\does." And still
another woman‘who was wearing a light green zip-suit said
"gtréight to Di'ana, *Do you think they'll be giving us a flag
l'ik\'e this to replaje the ones we have? I still have the
flag they gave us when my father died in the old war."

Diana saidlshe didn't know, but she supposed it would
be nice if they did.

The woman turned t;)‘the woman in the darker greén zip-
suit ajnd Di\anal heard her say, "We'll have to c‘hgnge all the
‘flags outside our houses. I hope Pre_sident Martin consider-
ed that.* "And ﬁthe other woman replied, "Oh, I'm sure he
aa." . «

It was Presidént Mart.:Ln who hall stressed -that t'his

-

»
addition to the flag was necessary to concretize-the present

and the future ip their minds. "This/" he had told them in
his inner-ﬂsgate address on the teladvisor, “répresents our
three: fundamentals: Industry, Scienge, a‘nd the Military."
}nd, ala dicta.ted by Americitfm's democratic essence, the
people had voted through their teladviaor§ and had approved

e president's.request, despite a last minute cémpaign to

* -

“
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"include a bureaucracy worker or an agriculturist among' the

trio. But when President Martin had explained there weren't:
many of those people left, the notion had beén promptly
dropped. "Everyone in A‘mericium," President Martin said,
"now falls under at least onel of these great symbols."

A Civil Guard, who Diana r'ecognized‘as 014 Man Crawley,
approached the women and asked them for their sixcards.
Everyone knew him, he was such a common sight around town.
He was an elderly man who always looked sickly, but wi'as
apparently well enough to carr})‘out his Civil Guard duties
with the necessary devotion, |

Ogden only had three Civil Guards; there wasn't need
for more. Besides 01d Man Crawley, there was Art Fisher,
who was even older and more sickly-looking than AOld Man
Crawley and who limped down Ogden"s main street, which was
his usual patrol, although he could ograsionally be found ai:
the consumacenter on Hatley picking up hisabottle of Aflx;o‘-
40; and Becky Seers, who was an athletically-built woman

about thirty and the head of Ogden's Civil Guard force..

Diana heard she carried out her duties with a fanatical
o

s

passion. Becky Seers thought nothing of using her Civil -

Guard electro-prod on anyope—even pregnant women,
piana took out her sixcard and held the plastic firmly
in the palm of he(f hand, showing it to the Civil Guard. 01d
1 - [ £

Man Cr.awley looked at the card, punched Diana's number into’

the I;D—fie: strapped to his wrist,.end gaid: "0.K. Move

a
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Di&na didn't bother to s&y anything in feturn;'she knew
the man was completely deaf. She had tried ﬁo'speak to him
the first few times he had stopped her, but he merely 1c;oked
gtraight at herras though she wasn't there, repeating, "Move
on." He didn't even seem to appreciate her effort.

B@ana walked down the platform to the parking area,
She was wear?ﬁg the new blue zip-suit she ﬁad ordered the
day before through the teladvisor, and had picked‘up at the

consumacenter before going to Nuclide City that morning.

‘She felt she lodked very smart in it. The zip-suit's dark

blue sheen went jhst perfectly with her long blond hair and
her green eyes, She remembered back to the old-style school

one

when she had been eleven or twelve and had thought n
would ever find her beautiful, She had been the tallestland
skinniest girl in the eighth level. But with time, her body
had filled out and rounded, became both soft and firm, all
as it should—in her case, perfectly. When she was q}der she
met Bgian. ,They were married a year }ater,‘a year and a
half ago.

At the car Dianakﬁushed her sixcard into its slot on
the door and the door slid open ahd she got in. éhe pushed
the button on tﬁe panel in front of her and the doof shut,
ejecting th? sixcard onto a tray cavity on ;he door'; in-

side. She took the sixcard and inserteqﬂit into another

*®

- 8lot on,the front panel. The panel 1lit up. SE‘ pushed a
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button that indicated DESTINATION - HOME. The car backed
out of the parking space and started towards the r;ad.

It had been two months since Ogden had installed Auto-

}' Roadways. Nuclipe City had been using the system for over

Fhree years now; it had been one of the first p}aces in

Ameriirum to change over. When Di;na had firgﬁ;ﬁoved to

:, Ogden /a year ago, she had found it a nuisance to drive

— manually. She didn't like having to go back to the old ways

once she had become used to new cnes. But Ogden was small
‘ /
and slow to change. Even the town's name was unchanged—

Ogden. Hardly a name for the future. It waé a throwback to
the last decade. Someday soon they'd change that, too.

@ ’

The. car stopped, then turned -onto the street where

Diana lived: She smiled to herself. Tge medic in Nuclide

City had informed her it was going to be.a boy. She was in

A3

her first month. .

. , _
v She only wished Brian could be there to share the news
with her, '

N s

She hadn't been home for two minutes when she heaxd a
-knock on the back door. Ogden had yet to install the Six-
card Entry Systen. Had she still been in Nuclide City, she -
would have known exad%ly who was at the door the moment tha%
person inserted their sixcard—the teladvisor wou;d have
teld her. The system checked to see if the person was Clasé‘
A (entry at will), Class B (entry at occupant's discretion),

L |
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or Class C (entry prohibited——authoritien notified). Doors

b4
opened or stayed closed Accordingly. It was so much easier.

would be a while longer before the town had completed its

-

sixcard changeover,
' st
"Who's there?" :
| "It's me, Sandra." -
Diana recognized her next’ door neighbbur's voice and
| X .
iopened th&,door.
"Hi," Diana said. "How wag your day?" '

<a

"Sandra came into the kitchen smiling broadly.

"My day? What about xgn; day?"

Diana closed the door and went to the kitchen table and
sat down. She pushed out a chair and motioned for Sandra to
sit, too.

"Not until you tell me. Is it a boy or a girl? [ bet
it's aboy., Damn itl . I know it is. Right? It's a boy?"

. , Sandra continued smiling, waiting for Diana's confirma-
tion, She waq older than Diana, almost twice Diana's twenty
years. She wng the first person Diana had met when she had
moved to Ogden. Sandra had lived here all her life.
"Well?" Sandra prompted 1mpatientry. "Are you golng
to tell me?"
"It's a boy." N
P \ "That's fantastic!" she screamed.

. She came over to Diana and squeezed her in an all-
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encompassing hug.

"I knew it was a boy," Sandra repeated excitedly. "You
and érian are so, damn lucky.” ‘

Diana smiled, too. )

"I feel lucky," she said. "For a while I didn't think
fd—" K ‘

"Yyou've got it down pat," Sandra sdld;yand sat down.
"what did the medic say?" I

"He thinks I'll be able to have six or seven more and
they might just all be hoys. I'm going fo start on number
two right after this one." Then Diana';~voice went soft.
"That's if Brian can get home;"

"dh, don't worry. You know the men always come home in

-
time for that."

"But—" and the rest of, Diana's words faded. She

-

didn't need to say more., Sandra understood. ‘

"Just @on't think about it," Sandra reassured. "Brian's
only on Internal, and my Bob's'theré to keep an eye on
him;-keep him out of trouble." She reachgd out and.touched
Diana's hand. "Just like I'm watch;ng’out fof }ou. So
don't worry. Be glad they're not on External." "

Both women were silent for a few minutes. Diana
thought how much she wanted Brian to be there with her. ‘ihe
was worried something would happen to him. Bﬁt, as Sandra
said, she should be grateful he wasn't onyExternal. Diana

shuddered. ghé quickly stood and asked Sandra, "Do you want
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some coffee? I have the new kind that stays the same tem-
perature no matter how long you leave ;t, you know, 'Thermo
Heat., the cbffge you just can't beat,'"

They both iaughed.

"Sure,” Sandra saidg, 'although/we should"be.drinking
some Alco-40 to celebrate. But I'll try the coffee. I saw
it on the teladvisor, too.”

2

Diana went to the cupboard and took out a small pack-

age, "I don't think I'll ever get used to a kitchen where a.

sixcard isn't much good.”

"I know," Sandra said. "But it wqgﬂt be long, now."
"But that's what The Struggle is dbout," she reminded
Diana. "Like they say on the teladvisor : .'We have to keep

our Way of Life and our Standard of Living.' Life wouldn't

bé worth living otherwise."

Sandra told Diana it had been Yuite a chore auring the
twenty years of her marriage to do things that hadn't chang~
ed much since the early seventies. But sixcards had revolu-

tionized everything. Didna knew the woman took great satis-

faction from emphasizing how hard life had been back then.

It was, by now, an_all-too-familiar speech. Sandra told
Diana, as she often did, how\glad she was that President
Martin had got them into Romm, :U

;They should have had all this when I was first mar-
ried,” she said. "Back ‘then all that was new was m;cro-

waves." She nodded her head towards Diana's microﬁave. b §
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hardly consider that a housework saver.”
Diana laughed. %
¢+ "I saw the new flag today,; she told Sandra.

."0Oh, is it nice? I haven't seen it yet."

"Yes. Beautiful. All the women thought so." Diana
continued preparing the coffee,

"Oh, gquess what?" Sahdra's voice rose excitedly, ‘then

‘\\Sowered to a secreﬁivé tone. "Marge O'Brien on the next
street Qangg to leave Ogden. She sajs she's going to move
closer to her little Stevie. Flo Cushing told,me. She says
Marge wants to be theie 80 she can take care of him herself.
Can you believe thagz‘ In times like this? She hasn't been
herself since her husband died."

Diana had seen the 0'Brien woman once before. About);:7
month ago., Sandra had pointed her out at the consumacenter,
right after the woman's husband had died. He had been
killed while on External., Diana had thought .the woman
looked mentally unstable even back then. Sandra had wanted
to g0 over and talk to her,zbut—Diana said she didn't want

to. It fgightened.her to be so0 close to someone who loqf

her husband like that. She knew it wasn't right -to feel
that way with so many people gdying, but she couldn't help

‘think if ghe went near the O'Brien'woman something would

happen to her own husband, As though it were contagious.
"What good will being with Stevie do?" Diana asked.

She brought two steaming cups to the table. "I bought the
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extra hot kind,' she saild to Sandra in apology. "I didn't
know what kind to order. Nexé time I think I'll just buy
the plain hot." J h

"It's okay," Sandraréaid as she took the cup and care-
fuliy sipped at the coffee, ™I like it real hot, anyway.”
After she had taken the first taste, spe continued: "Marge
knows she won't be able to see her son any more than she
il:eady does. She should be happy~she has a girltté keep at
homeuwiﬂﬂ}her.' She took another sip of coffee and said,
*"This is\éood, but you're.r;ght, it ig a bit £tog hot."™ She
chuckled, then, leaning towards Diana, 'said in a low voice,
"1 ﬁ;atd Marge wants to take Stevie out of his cluster. Flo
Cushing said she even wants to turn off her teladvisor and
not do Duty.” o~

Sandra sat back fﬁ her chair Snd took_  a long sip.
"She's talking like a Subvergive. Next she'll throw away
her sixcard and be wanting to take us all back to the Seven-

ties or something. And I wouldn't be a bit surprised if she

starts running around like some of those other Subversives

telling us we've sold our souls to the Devil himself., She
always was reiigious, you know. She just better hang on to
he; sixcard and use those prayers of hers to ask that they
don't come and take it away from her. Then she'll see what
her life will be like."

Diana stood and went to the refrigerator. She opened

the door and looked in.

‘170

%;.ﬁmg&» I P RTINS wan oo



*Don't you think," she said, "that it's, well, hard for
her not hav;lng her son around now that her husband's dead?”

"Diana, you've got to understand. Stevie is fighting
for us, too, just like his father did. In his own way. We
all have &ur part to do. It's not like before w“lh only the
men fighting., They still fight, but the childrer<(have their
clusters, and we have Dui:y. It all helps.‘ We no longer
have to sit at home knitting socks, as if that was our t;nly
contribution. We don't just send off our men and our boys
and 51t watching the fighting. We cap do mor.e now." !

"I know, but he's only a child.” )

"And that's why he's in a clust’,e.r_,_;o/h:ﬁcan learn., You
know that, Diana. What are you tal}ing about?"

Sandra looked at Diana strangely, almost su'spiciously.

"I don't know," Diana said. She turned and stared

absentmindedly into the refrigerator again. "I'm worried
%

,about my baby. It's my first, and it's a boy, and—"

"And you should be proizd of that. You're doing some-
thing for Americium,"” Sandr)a's voice was gilded with patri-
otism, Then, all of a~sudden, it weakened. "I ’c"mly wish 1
could have done as much, Bob and I tried, but the medics,
doctors in those days, couldn't help. Science can do a lot,
but not for my problem.”™ Her voice regained its ardor.
"But you can have all the babies you want. That Americium

needs. Be proud our children can go off to their clusters

to learn to be scientists and workers and soldiers and—".

171




Y

She paused to regain her breath, "I don't know what ‘else.
But you Rnow they'll be placed in the right cluster:whefe
they'll gr&w up and do what's tight for us all. 1It'll help
us win,,everything we do will help. And when it's ovef}
we'll live in peace. Forever."

Sandra paused to weigh the effects of her words on

'Diana., Diana stood with the refrigerator door still open,

lisﬁening to what Sandra had to say even if she had heard it
all before. Each passing day seemed to in ens%f& Sandra's

fervour. Diana didn't want to hear it anymo Lﬂﬁht she knew

it wouldn't be right not to 1isten. She knew ﬂgat Sandra-

was saying was important. It was just that it seemed the
only thing Diana heard these days. From Sandra. From the
teladvisor, From everyone. A part of her wanted to escape
from it—but a bigger part of her barely allowed her to
think things like that. She knew she had to listen.

"Can you believe that?" Sandra continued, a£azed at an
idea she just remembered. "This is the first time in his-
tory where we can say that permanent peace is at hand.
Remember, 'Peace through Romm' and 'Sixéards:YBsure Happi-
ness.' They aren't just slogans. They're our only chance.
I don't ever want to have to go through another war like
that last one. Eyer. I>1ost too many friends and famiiy
that way. Romm and sixcardsAare giving us the chance for
peace, And I, for one, believe in them.," |

Diana thought about Romm. She had seen him on the
¥

t
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teladvisor, a A brilliant man. A

r

geriius. He was the one who had brought the world the six-

compelling, intense man.
cards which made lifé so much easier for everyone. Simpler.
Free from many of the troubles that had previously plagued
humanity.

Diana also remembered the .wars. Horrible, bloody

-

things.’ Millions werelkilled. The Eighties had brought the
first nuclear war. 'They had all seen a part of Hell. It
wasn't that long ago; only ten years. Even though she had
only been a child, Diana could remember it as clearly as if
it had been o?iy a moment ago. Romm was the one who had
The world had

ended that war, Blessed are the peacemakers.

hailed the ending of the war as a miracle. In the darkest
hour, so close to that’prophesied annihilation, Romm had
found a way to make peace. Afterwards, for the first time,
every country, every leader, every man, woman, and child had
agreed on one thing—there should never be another war like
that. Theé Universal Accord. When Romm first spoke of it,
everyone had listened willingly. Unity for a Tomorrow. One
World United to Live On Together. Slogans that brought the

world to peace under Romm. But nbw, Diana didn‘t know why,

~ there was a growing faction that opposed Romm, the Universal

Accord, and sixcards. Romm had tolerated this discorda%OI

awhile. He had shown patience in trying to bring these
dissenters around to his way of thinking. Then, when it

seemed peace itself was being threatened by Romm's oppo-
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nents, Romm told the.world there had to be one last war
against all who opposed his plan., The Struggle.
"I don't know what to have for dinner tonight,"™ Diana

sald and finally closed the refrigerator door.

87

"They can take my fridge and oven away anytime," Sandra
said. "Flo said she teladvis;d the town council yesterday
to ask when they were going to sixcard here completely, ;;d
they said they were going to start house by house next week.
Flo told them she better be the first house because she
couldn't. wait any longer and had already4started to rip out
half the old-style appliances.” :

The two women laughed. Sandra looked at the clock on

the kitchen wall. "Have to go," she said and stood up. "Did
<]

)

you have Duty today?" .
+ "No,"™ Diana said. }i'ﬂave-it tomorrow night.”

"I'm only being cakled up once a week now," Sandra told
her. "I don't expect any of us in Ogdep will do a T;sk;
we're too éﬁall a town. But you never know. How's your
schedule?"

LI haQe Duty three times a week now. 1It's kind of a

lot."

"Well, they keep changing it anyway. One week you seem

to have Duty all the time, The next week you're never~“

called upon. I heard Bernice, you know Bernice Woods, she

came to the Quox game at my house last month?"

Diana nodded that she remembered Bernice. She didn't’
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know many people in Ogden, she stayéd mostly to heraelf;\ It
was through Sandra sh‘e had met the few people she did know.

"Anyway," Sandra continued, "Bermice told me she once

4

‘ had.Duty nime times in gpe week. She was all sure and

"\) nervdd; and tol\d eve'ryone she thought she was é"cii;\g to be
chossn for a. Taak' and éhat finally some.one from Ogden would
havéntpe chiance to serve Americium in that way. But nothing
~! happénejﬁ. It ended up she ;as back to two Duties th: next

%

week, and down to one the week after."”

. Fith a 1ight %ave of her hand, Sandra said, *I'll come

v

4

over later. Bye."
'e

That night Diana sat in front of the teladvisor watch-
-ing 'tﬁe thin horizontal white line across the screen's blue
Mck;:ound. The te}ﬂadyisor was élvaya on, showing the same
thing over and over, only changing fos\inte,;'-co‘mmunication{t,
p\}blic addresses, or Duty. ft was thle tqlaévisor \.T:/hfat
' brought the Struyggle ‘i‘nto every home—keeping them informed.

e T

,\Sometixldgs there Gif \;ass entettaigment to keep their spirits
up. But most of the time it was only the thin horizontal
white line. .8he didn't know why, but she found.it soothing
to sit oand watch that ;eget’itioun pattern. ‘It made her feel
better. Sandra had said- ,the‘same thing when Diana had
"mentioned-it. They vall v_a‘tc’:',he_ vit. Every nig;xt; Diana
didn't know what else there wis to do, o B

Suddenly the white line oscillated. Diana heard-a___
’ ) ‘r’ L -
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The teladvisor rattled off her sixcard number and told her . -
to display her. sixcard for verification and subsequent re-
ception of the ,ﬁtter-connunicauo'n. |
D'iank;;;_gnout her sixcard and held it to her forehead.
_ *Verification positive. Stand.by for inter-communica-
t16h.* "
The scureen changed from the white line that undilated
‘when the teladvisor's smooth voice spoke, t9 the image of 4
her husband. ' e . ﬁ
*Brian!” ﬂef voice cracked with surprise and pleasyre.

' "How are you Diana?*‘ He spoke in a forced, level tone

that instEHEIndistirbed heti) | T
*What's wrong, Bri"an? ou sound funny." . - d )
| N ‘He looked straight at her without emotion,
‘ "How are things th'ex"e?' he qsked.‘ ‘ $
"Hﬁe. Eve:yéhing here's fine."”
. ™ "I miss you," he: told he(r.. oy | .

~———"] miss you, too," stie said. Her voice rose. "I"n‘l‘so "
\h;ppy' you called. I've got great newsi 'I'm "pr,egr-xant,
+Brlan. It's going to be a boy." - o
She gn\iled.vaiting for h;s«expressi;n "of joy. But it
nc;er came. He continued to 1dok at her from the teﬁladvai-
80r, without emotion.- -~ =« _
"Brian, ‘wfxat'sv wrong?ﬂ Aren't you happy? _ A,.baby, \
seBrian.. It's what we ulraﬂte'd'so mt;c_!h. "He'll be just like
‘ L \
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clear bell followed by, “Inter-comhunication—Diana King." ‘
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' you. He'll go off to his cluster and he'll make us 8o

+

proud—" -

"Nol Dianal Listen to me!l"

He moved closer 40 her in the teladvisor. She could
see his face was i:ale and drawn, and, for a mome'nt, she

thought she was looking into the face of an old man,

Suddenly he spoke softly. z.I was promised this wvas a:

private circuit, but « « o I don't know. They could

\]

‘monitoring. But 1isten to me, Diana. Don't let them gdt

our son, wvhatever yoy do. Run away. Hide. Anything. I

can't take any more of this. I want to be back with you. I
1

&an't damn well—" his voice grew loud and angry "—stand

it." I won't’ kill for sixcards anymore. They lied to us.

-

" It's not for our good; it's for them. It's all for Romm.

" We're in his power. We kill for his—"

The teladvisor returned to its white liné/blueg&ck;

Pad —

ground pi(ct:ure.

*This inter-communication has been terminated," it told .
>
heto ‘ ' )

»

- .Diana contifiyed to stare at the screen, What had he

‘h;een trying to tell her? It didn't make any sense. He—

She quickly stood up and left the teladvisoi' room.

What if it.knew what she was thinking?

In the k/itchen she gtood with her bac;k against the
clean white wall. She had to face what had happened-——the

truth. Brian had become a Subve:sive. He\ was speaking out.

oL B2
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“against'sixcards and Romm and Americium. What had happened? ”

She had never seen him 8o upse\(:. And he had been monitoged.

.She was frightened,

Brian had always believed in the right things, in his
country. He had been the one whc; decided they wouid move to
Ogden from Nucude'cuy_'. All Secause ;tesidbnt H;:rtin said
they should. It was part of Romm's urban decentralization
plan’f 'Brian believed in Romm. Romm and the sixcard would
bring them peace and prosperity. Didn't he still believe in
thosﬁe things? No, it couldn't be, That would never happen.

Brian couldn't be a Subversive., He was just tired—he

missed being- home. Surely they would understand . . .

There was a sudden knock at‘:"the kitchen door. Sandra
peered in through the door's window. Dia’na‘ motioned for her
to come in. C | ’

Diana was still standing, back against the wall.

"What's wrong?" Sandra asked, . |

Diana looked a;: Sandra, then quickly 'ivent‘over. to a
cupboard and opened it for no other apparent reason 'than t9
close i:t again, h \

"What do.you mean?" she saidd, not da:i‘ng to 1ook°di-
rectly at the woman. |

Are you looking for something in ;:?rticular?'

{ iana wantetho tell Sand;:a. was almost about'to, but

' th he finally looked at her, the exptesb on on the wo-

man's- face made ,per stop cold. Sandra looked ag though she
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had just seen something she didn't like—as though Dianabhad
all of a sudden sprouted numerous tehtacles.
*I'm so absent-minded,” Diana said in explanation,
" =Are you sure nothing's wrong?" M
“No," Diana said. "You just frightened me.”

' piana tried to look straight at Sandra, hoping to

. reinforce her stateément. But she tyrned away again when she

gaw that Sandra didn't believe her.

Sanra continued to 1qQok at Diana withbut saying any-

thiné, her faceosuddenﬁy devoid of compassion just when”

Diana most'needéd someone to talk to.

A few moments later, without a word, Sandra left.

e

. P 4
Diana thought about going to see Sandra, One minute

she wanted to é&plain, tell Sandra everything; the next she
vanted to act aa though nothing had happened. But no matter
how many times she resolﬁgﬂlto do one or the other, when it
came down to actually having to face Sandra, she couldn't.
Sh® didn't know if she could make Sandra understand. ,There

was something (boug the woman Piana found éisturbing; an

. unknown that lay behind Sandra's look of suspicion,

Diana spent the next day trying to'make sense-of wﬁat

had happened. Thoughts came to mind that frightened her:.

maybe Brian wag a Subveraive~ maybe the teladvisor was
RSN P

monitoring her; maybe Sandra thought ahg was a SUbversive

and was going to report her, But as hard as she tried, she
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_ times since' his message.
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could not discern any pattern in the events which had taken

place. 5he was at a loss to find reason in what had happen-

ﬂed. .

Soon it was evening. Diana had Duty. She dreaded
having to go near the teladvisor. She hadn't been near the
thing since the inner-communication from Brian.

Brian! Her heart ached again as it had thousands of
\

Suddenly she decided not to do Duty. That /thought
quickly gave way to one of fear: how could she thiﬁk gsome-~
thing 80 . . . sﬁe searched for a word., Only one came to
her. Subversive,

She couldn't just not do it. Just like that. She had
an obligation. ‘Despite what had happeped, until she coulé
decide what to do, she'd carry on as though nothing had
happened.

At least ai?e's try to carry on.

Shve walked resolutely into the telad‘;i’so: room, her
ne\w-f.ou‘nd(? composure only moxyﬂ?\{rily ‘p/ierced when ggze
thought she saw.the teladvisor’s white line oscillate. l;é,
it had to be* her imagination. . It hadn't moved. )

When it was time for Duty, she held up hér sixcard for
identification. The teladvisot screen changed to displayva
blank séreeq.. An' alxthoritaﬁive voice weicomed Diana to
Duty. It e;:plaineg what was expected fror her: to be reidy
to perform a Task; to pg:form that Tausk if called upon; to,

v
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above all, aid in The Struggle against Americium's and
mm's enemies. Diana had heard the exact same thing each
'?ghe she had had Duty. And although ‘Diana had often had
Duty, she had never Seen called upon to petform a Tagk. She
didn't know anyone who had., Tasks téok on a mythical quali-
ty; it would be a qreat honour to be asked to perform one,
to help so actively in The Struggle. c
As the teladv )or continued speaking, pictures beg;n to
bombard, the screen. No ma{ter how many times Diana had
Duty, she never tired of wéﬁt she saw, The im;ges, the
colours, the way-one scene followed another or slowly faded
into another—they fascinated her., Americium's history
flowed befo;e her eyes, a kaleidoscope of the most amazind
sights. Three-dimensional images seemed to reach out and
gently lead Diana back into themselves, letting her explore
their éepths as though she moved among them, ' |
At the bottom of the screen, statistics flashed: a

ch}onicle of Americium's struggles.

Suddenly a loud bell sounded. Diana's heart raced;

. adrenaline coursed through ‘her veins.

President Martin appeared on Ehe teladvisor screen. He
smiled, then begén to speak. His voice was smooth, melo-
dious} comforting, He was a very charismatic man. A gaﬁ‘
impossible not to trust. ‘

*Come closer, Diana."

Diana slowly moved a bit .closer, unable to believe the
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President was speaking to her,
"No, right to the screen.”

She did as instructed.

sy

"You have been entrusted with a very important Task,
Diana, As yoﬁ know, we have almost won The Struggle. I
know it pains you, as it does me, as it doeg all of us, that
there still are so many dying, But once we've won, once all
the world learns to live in peace with Romm, there won't be
any more suffering., Romm has fouqd the -perfect way to
‘h'appiness, a technology thai: makéa our lives so much easier,
for all people; all of. us. If we return to the old ways, we
will not survive. Romm brings us together-—he. unites us in

peace.,"

» r

He' paused to reinforce his words with an ovérwheiming
smile.

*Isn't that what we all want?"®

President Hart;n's image slowly faded, his white teeth
_the ‘only remnant as the screen wvent black...

R;—d numbers’ began to scroll across the screen.

0. . 09, . .8...7. ..

A square on top of t‘he 'teladvisox: slowly rose, exposing
a slot, d » L. v .

}6..’.5.. e d . 3.0 0200 010 e e

The words: INSERT MX(:\ARD prompted Diana to insert her

sixcard into the slot. The screen displayed two .sets of

numbers. One, highlighted by Americium's new flag,f?répx:e- ‘
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gsented those lost in The Struggle; the price of the forth-
coming peace. \ '
The other set gave .the toll for those opposing.

As 9iana watched, that number changed.

Diana had tried to sleep, but gave up the attempt itter
hours of tossing and turning. Finally she stopped trying
and lay st1111, staring up at the bedroom ceiling.

What had’ she done?

She had been seduced. That's how it'felt, even though
she kx;ew all too vell exactly what she had done,

But what could she dol now? Do as Brian said? Run?
Hide? BuUt where? If only she could speak to him again.
Maybe it had all been a mistake—he hadn'i meant vhat he had

" said against Ronm,

.. All she had Iwanted vag to have ‘Brian back—to llve
égain without fear—to have hgr baby. _
,The teladvisor. President Martin.  Romn, wh;t dia
theyu want? | ”
She cried again. Without meaning to, she .found herself
reciting a prayer from herl“childhood. '
When she heard the teiadvisor's shrill.bell, she imme-
diately thought of Brian, ‘ ) . ’
The bell’ continued ‘until she arrived in front of the
teladvisor and held up her sixcard. |

PAre_sid:e,x\;t@ Martin's image apﬁearee_ﬂ again. She could
N s . 4 *
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hear Americium'a anthem in the background.

" Solenmnly he told her Brian was dead.
; i 'Unfortunately,“' he told her, "there was no honour in
his death.” v
He went on to thank her for her patgiotism.
g ' -
THE END
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THUMBING MY WAY
\

I was thumbing my way to Mexico when I decided to stop
off and see Craig's mother. I had thought about it a lot
—it was something I couldn't shake no matter how I tried.
One minute I resolved to return there; the next I decided
just as firmly not to. Still, all along I knew, given the
‘chance, I had to go back. |

My ride since Denver was a Texan named Jules Milner who
told me first thing that he didn't know "why the hell"® his
"ma” had called him Jules (he pronounced it "jewels"), but
that everyone in Denver called him Tex and I should do the
same. *

He was average looking—the kind\ of person with a_face
you're almost sure you've seen before, although ou can't
-temember“where. It was probalbly in the street or ona bu\s—-

it almost had to be some place public—it was that common,




He wore jeans that had gone dirty grey at the front of the

'legs just above the knees as though he always rubbed his

hands there and had worn away the blue dye. His shirt was
western style, red, embroidered around the shoulders with
cactuses ahd cowboy hats, guitars and boots. Bu.t:,L a pair of
old beat-up running shoes spoiled the image.

He said he sold used cars., He liked talking about
himself which was fine with me because I didn't., I told
him, when he ‘asked, that I was twenty-two, and he said he
was "on the shady side of twenty-nine." I thought he looked
older than that, )

His face was red-rough as though he worked out in the
sun. It was wrinkled more than I thought a man of thirty
should have. His hair was sparse on top. He combed it so
that no one would notice, covering his bald spot with the
longer pieces of hair at the sides. But after driving all
night‘, most of the time with the window open so he wouldn't
fall asleep, what he had wanted to conceal was now obvious.
He didn't seem to notice. Never once did I see him look at
himself in the rearview mirror or glide a hand over the top
of his headlw check. I guess I vas wrong—it didn't matter
to him at all.

It must have been the aicohol that made him look older.
During the night he kept taking ,shotsn from a mickéy he kept
under his seat. He told me I should get some sleep, but I

was worried he was going to kill us with drinking and driv-.
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ing together, so I stayed awake. I didn't know how my being
awake could have prevented an accident, but at the time it
seemed like the smart thing to do. His drinking séoppeg at
sunrise and I never saw him take another drink after that.
When we stopped at the side of/thé road to "tie shoelaces"
(that was what Tex called urinating), I thought he could
have taken another drink then, but I didn't see him take the
mickey.

He had left Texaé about a year ago, he said, partly
because he couldn’'t find work there, and partly because he
had "banged up” his girl ‘and she had been pressing him to
marry her.“ She was still in high school and he.told me she
had said, "Make me legal or make me rich" (I d;dnﬂ:believe
she would have.said it quite like that—that sounded more
like Tex), and he said to.me, "Since I didn't want any gold
'round my finger and I didn't ﬁave any money to get her and

her folks off my back, I took off out of there.”

Tex's car rattled dawn the two-lane highway and we were.

making good time even with Tex driviné fast one minute then
" slow the next. "Got to nurse this baby if we're goan' to
make L.A.," he said and unwrapped a stick of Wrigley's and
offered me a piece., ’Now that he didn't seem to be drinkiné
anymore, he chewed gum stick after stick., I said, "No,
thanks,” and he shrugged and, folding the gﬁm like an accor-

dion, pushed it into his mouth.

I had waited nearly two hours dutside the House Of -
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Pancakes at the edge of Denver before Tex had come .along.
! .

Everybody else who had stopped said they were only going as ~

far as the next town or two. But Tex said he was going
"straight on through to L.A.," so I hopped in. I didn't
expect anyone to be going "straight on through"™ to Mex{co.
Tex kept the car :adio playing loud., It was on a
country mus:.c statlon that Tex said was in Alburquerque and

it had come in clear during the night, but now that the sun

"Fad risen it faded in and out depending on th.ch way the car

was turning on the road. But Tex didn't mind.. He whistled
and thumped the steering wheel with the palms of his haads
in time with tahe music as he drove. |

He said he was going to L.A. to see a friend of his who
was making a reco‘zd as soon as he could find a record com-
pany to sign him. His friend had already struck out in
Nashville. ”

"Like country music?” Tex asked me. ! _~4
s I said that I hadn't heard much of ig and that it was
mostly rock that I listened to, people’ like Dylan, Baez,
Jon1 Mitthell, and Neil Young, groups like the Beatles and

the Doors, even 'though I wasn't old enough to have been very

aware of them w\hen they were first popular. But I didn‘t\\

tell him that, I just said I listened to rock. .

"Then yqu're really missin' sOmethir‘lg,' he sa?.du "iou '

got Kenny Re{gers and Willie Nelson. And then there‘s Dolly
P

Barton:' ut his fingers in- hlS mouth tasnd gave out a
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loud whistlé Qnd's idv iGreatest\set this slde'of thre Rock=-
ies," then he qave me a great big smile. /
: QOut to.gee America?' he.agsked~right after. (
. I s%aid that I suppo;; 1 was seeing it but that I was
reall? on m%ﬁqay to Mexico. ‘
*Gonna stoploff in L.A.?" \
N 'Maybe,' I answered. ‘ -r
Tex - leaneé forward tﬁ/&urn up the radio. Loretta Lynn
was si;ging about hep man not loving -her anymore, and when
she finished the DJ said wasn't that a Ypurty"® songlgnd
wasn't it too baé Léretta was "so sickly" she couldn't make
" as many concert'toﬁrs as she used to. ) ~
'Betéha goé a girlvwaiéing there,” he 'smiled at’me ‘
again, 'and you're trying ta keep it quiet, huh? I know how
that's llke——lf va keep all tﬂE levees to yourself, ya won™t

N -

get caught dry. Right?' .

;No. Wrong. I don't know anyone there." 0Only Craig's
mother. But I ;asn't goingito tell him, He'd want to know
" about her, thédn about Craig, then about what happened. I
wasn}t really for that. I couldn't talk about it to anyone,
least~of ak} him. ‘

Tex didn't haye much to say after that, 80 we drove’ for
awhile without talking. ﬁ

"Can't wait 'til Reagan gets in,™ Tex said out of\
nowhere.* "Noée, can't wait 'ti% November." ; He said it like

that month held some mystical charm.

\(.189 ‘ S
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There was a hell of & lot I could have said right then,

but it was still avhile before we'd be reaching L.A. BHe

looked at me wanting me tgﬁéay something about theﬂeiectibn,
g&pecting me to say, ﬁg‘doubt, somethiﬁ?\go liberal he'd
want to vomit., But all I éa;d was'ghat I ;uppose he was
right that he'd have to wait. “

"Carter's beey screwing us up,” he went on, "but Ronnie
wi%l change that.,"” He }aughed'with a small burst, add¥ng,

r

*and Iran better watch out{

14

7 T
I didn't say anything to that, either. I justaégy’~

quietly waiting for the inevitableffééark aboﬁt nuking’fran
into a parking lot or some tirade involving blacks. or immi-

grants causihg all Ame;ica'é problems. I just waited for

him td say one thing like that, but he didn't. We rode for

awhil® with ‘the only sounds coming from' the car and the

radio. R . R

Tex rolled down his window and spat his gum out then
P \,
rolled the window up again. He took out another stick of

gum, but this time he didn't offer me any.-

. - .
After a 1oqg time he said, '"You ain't. American, are

(
yaz?" ", 9

I said "No," and told him I was from Léry, a small town

outside Montreal. Whih\he didn't say anything I added,
~ * : o

\

"Montreal, - Quebec." ‘ ’
. . \

-

"Montreal, Canada?"

i o J !
I said, "Yes, Montreal.” I told him. that. I.went to

w5
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university there and smiled.

A

Then he said, "French up there,” in a wvay I wasn't gure

was a statement or a question. ’ ’, -
. r o B A a

"Yes," I said, "foreigners. -And we'don't 'talk M‘neri-
can' éitheg.!‘ '

[

From then on we couldn't have said more than a-dozen

" -words to each oath‘er until we reached L.A, .

I knew he \no\’ longer liked me being in his car.- Al-ﬁ
- though I tried telling myself that I didn't exactly know
'what it was he didn't lil(ce, I knew dam\n well(,whe‘t it was.

No doubt I didn't pass his dyed-in-wool, bigoted, redneck

N litmus test. ., 0r maybe I had been completely disqualified

because I wasn't aln American. But I didn't givera damn. I

" had l.mov'vn I'd'find this in America. "That was the risk you
took coming here. And -even though I detested his clogeéd Ki
mind, it was a tide, and I wagn't ahout to waste my time

+ trying to argue with his ignoranqe, even though I felt I
'should have and feYt bad that I hadn't. Doesn't silence
imply agreement? _ L -

I thought ;ighf away how Craig iwould have handled

‘n himself in the same situation. Even though he was an Ameri-
can he would have told Tex what he could ‘d?" with his

McCarthy-era, clgfse-minded ideas. He would have said Tex's

blind patriotic sentimen?s/ci;served an indecent bBurial in ,

/ +'the nearest cesspool., But why argue? _Peopl‘e,{like Tex

couldn't be chanhgeds Anyway, I needed as much quiet abov’e
N
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LI | . ,
L. the radio that‘hi’s.inot $alking could ,affoéd me. e
oL . : . I had a lot ‘to tbir{k about. {:":ven now I was 'depating,
_ " whether or not I'd rexlly stop in 1’4&, g‘r (and tRis seemed
: ' {

increasingly more’ attr)act’ive as wegappro'ached L.A.) continue
- . , ~ - = ’
,on to Mexico., 1 wasn't sure what I say to Craig"s mother. .

/"” ‘Even 'though she was my aunt, it had been over nine y&r& S

~— . < since I'd last 'seen her. . )
L So much h’&d’ happened since then. ,Her husband had died .

from cancer a year ago. Everyone suspected’ it was from.the
. | h [

twenty-five years he had worked in a «chemical plant, but no

one’ could p;:qve it. As if there was }any doubt.

.

And then there:was Craig.

5 There_ was s0 much to talk about to my aunfy but little

~

to say. ’ 'ﬁﬂe wordsAfestere'd "inside me, waiting: to be ex-

~ i

pressed. But they were not yet ready "to be spoken.

) I had stayed w}/th my aunt and uncle for one summer—the
s(:mmer of 1971. t/t was the first time I had been away. from
home by ﬁYself“E(or any*length of time, 'my parents thinkiné
that at thirteen it was time for me to make that break from
them. They had worried I would become too dependent on

’

them, a notion they had found in some child-rearing bible on
\pare;\ting\ an only child. I had never yiet Dy a(;‘nt and uncle
before, with us living in Quebec, and tt(em so far awajin
California. And it was th’e first time I had me:: my cousin
'Craig. '

v . {
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He was seventeen then, and I knew almost as 806n as I

. % .
arrived that he didn't like the idea one bit of having to

share his room with me for a summer.

3

They were waiting. for me at the airpart. I hadworried
all the yay there .thai; they wouldn't pe‘ waiting, or: even if
they vere, éhottheyuwo'uldn.'t tlec_ognize me, becs'uae'I cer-
tainly didn't know how I was going to recognize-t):em.. I
thought for sure I'd be left stranded. All I could .think
about was my mother repeating ";ﬁe barefbl' to me and nmy
father makin% a special point of watning me (three times)
not to talk to stpangers "no matter what." This had confus-
ed me since .t‘hat's exactly how I thought of my aunt and
uncle. “

o

1 don't know how they found me among all the people at

the airport, but I‘ sippose I must have been the only thir-

lt:een-‘-year-O/ia there who looked like he was ready to turn and

run if anyope said a word to him,
C'rhai\g's father was the first to £ind me and all he did
was come up to me and say, "Davey? Davey Ross?" -

. J
He led me over to where Aunt Gracie and Craig were

waiting. My aunt looked at me, then hugged me, then held me .

O‘fjt at arm's length and said I had my father's hair and my

mother's complexion. Then she hugged me again.

Craig's father told him to help me find my baggage.

Cralg mumblgd something to himself that I couldn't make out

as the two of us walked over to the baggage area to find my -

4
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. During the car ride to their house, Craig 8 mother and ‘
¢ " ‘father poeinted out various sites along the way. Beside me . '

>

on the back seat, Crajig looked out the:window and didn't say '
anyt:liing eicept lfor a few "yeah's”™ and "naw's.! Aunt Gracie

did most of the talking, "t;elling me all the thin‘ga she
theught\l'd like to do in Caiiéo:nia,‘é’uggesting I'd~most“.
v . likely want to do -the things Craig did. I doubted -that.

First I didn t think. Craig yould go. ‘for it, and second I

/ didn't think ‘we'd- have.anything in common, him being older

p o ?than me. .o ! ) ' . ) ~
One of the things Aunt Gracie said was how- Craig took
. after her, but Ireally didn't think he lookec‘i like her at

‘; wall. She had’ ‘dark hair and was small while Craig had blond \ .

oo | 'vﬁh air and was-tall. —-The only-thing-I-thought-€raig-had—4tn—
\ < - ’
common with his mother were her dark blde eyes. I noticed

A}
them for the first tinme wpen Craié'é faeher told him he ;
‘e ' sheuld.bring me around to meet his friends and he turned
ffom the ;\rindoﬁ to give the back of his father's head a 100k
as if to eay:sarca'stiCally, "Yeah. Sure‘."~ ’r ‘
At their house Craig's father told him to bring my
' things to his room, and again he mumbled something to him-’ ,
T . ‘ self, This time his father heard him and said,’ "Speak up,
boy, if you have som,ething to say." But Craig didn't say
. ';nything else, He just took my bags into }:he liouse. ‘ N
By then my first éxcitement- had faded. I'd have ;':o 9‘{!
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rive with these people for two months, I thought, .ang didn't

_ know them at all, " ‘ , ‘. L
. o -
'rhaat 'night when I was in Craig 8 room getting changed

/for bed Craig came in and said, "If we're going to have to

share this-room, you better keep. your,hands of f my things.

That means ny, ster‘eo and'my'reco'rds. Understand?” I

looked over at the stereo which seemed to me nothing more |

. -than a équire box made of a Kind of yellow wood I h‘ad never

N

: )
seen before, Elegantly scrolled gllver fetters on the front

stated "Hi-Fi Pidelity.” I didn't see what was so great

’ about it, but"‘ I sajd 1 underetood.

;) aupped into the folding bed that they ‘hamd put in

Craig'g room for me “to sleep in.' Craig undressed, then

_ turned out the lights. In the quiet I heard hm walk to his .

)

oed_ptrl‘l_do_vfrT the covers, climb in, then pull up the covers
around himself, g v~ ', ‘ N

It must have been over an hour Before, I finally fell
asleep thatonignt. I could hear eve;.'y breath C'raig‘ ,t:ook, a
sound I never heard from anyone in the noise of day. Being:
an only child, I had spent my whole childhood without ever
hearing those sounds, the sounds of someone else s life.
Craig breathed with a soft intake of atr\f\olhloued; by a
fragile exhaling tnat made the slightest whispe;:ing noise,
I had thought; until then, that only 1 ¢ould hear my own
B:eathing. But, of course, if 1 could hear him, he could
hearllme-. I wonderé\d if this was as amazing to him as it vas

-
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(to,‘t'ne. But ‘I doubted it. ‘At thirteen I found everything
amazing. Later, at his age, seventeen, I wondered if Ia'd

evet find anything amazing again. When his pattern of

. ‘breathing changed I knew he had falleh asleep.
< at the breakfast table, Aunt Gracie asked Craig to take
me around t‘he )neighbp‘uthood. His father had gone to work,

L and Craig started to protest.

-

"I don t want to. X have better things to do with my

time than to take sdme kid—"

9
)

"Your father said-you re ‘t\o do it, so'you'll do. it.

And that's that."

Itemégde me feel uncomfortable to pe forced on him, I

looked down at the pancakes my aunt had made for breakfast
and pretended 71 wds mere intent on soaking up the mSple

>
. syrup with the piece on my fork than, I was in their conver-

-

sation. . ’

After b're‘akf.ast Craig and I both dressed in jeans. His
were s.trqight-le'gged lcike, all Ath.e Americens wore, while ‘mine
were flared at the bottom, the way the k‘ids back home had

{6 have them, ‘He pulled on a 1ight blue t-shirt while I

.
-

rummaged in my unpacked bags for anything other than a t-

I3

shirt, and found a flannel shirt that was too blg for me,
mot to mention too warm for L.A.” But I pf.\t it on anyway. I
didn"‘t want Craig to t,hfnk I Qas copying him. Craig wore
white ténnis shoes. .I wore my blue-striped Adidas.

v Outside, with a defeated sigh, Craig asked me where I

~
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wanted to go. . .

""Doesn't matter to me," I said. I was about to suggest

going to some star's hoGse, but I wae‘afraid he'd think I
was a bug-eyed tourist. ‘ ‘o

. He didn’'t say anything for awhile, then he asked, "Do
you want toﬂ come with mé to a record store? That' s.where 1
was golng, anyway, before I had to show you arcund.®

H‘a‘ving him remind me he was chained to me made me feel

. . J
more guilty than ever. 1 said "Sure,” and that it sounded

"

"neat."”

At the record store Craig’went st;éight to the section
marked "Popular" and ‘started looking th;:ouéh the records.
It was a small store and there was only one other person
there, a girl about Craig's age with long blond hair. She
was standing behind the counter changing a rééord on the

turntable. Su-ddenly music f£filled the store, and I saw Craig

1lift his head to listen, then leave the record stacks and go

‘over to the counter. I followed.

I4 ’
"Excuse me," he said to the girl, "but where can I find

that record?" . ' ' \

She pointed to a sign that said "New Releases.' I

followed him over there, too, and he picked out an album and

" began to examine it carefully.

. v

"Is that the record?" I asked, not knowing‘what to talk
to him about;..,x '
He mumbled something without looking at“me, then said,
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“Yeah." He went back to the’ counter and bought the recosd."

As we walked back home I tried talking to him again,

-aaking questioris about his schoof and 1life in Caii\fornia_and

telling him how things were for me back home. But he only,
said as much as was neceasary, I suppose, ao he could tell
his parents he had done his part. But at least he was talk-
ing to me. As soon 8 I knew my ‘w;y aroun:i I'plann’ed to
find some kids my own age to ha"ng“around wi‘tlz. - '

Aunt Gracie cooked a‘special meal for me that night.

‘' As weate, Craig's father aak'éd me how my tour of the neigh-

+

bourhood had gone and if Craig was being a good host.
I looked over at Craig who acted as though he didn't

- hear, | -

i '
"Sure," 1 said. "It went fine.” Then when I felt I

was expected to say more than that, added: "I think it's
going to be really neat to stay %ere for a whole summer."”
What a lie! Even though I tried not to . put stress on
the word ."whoie,' it‘ came out soundfng like I/ th}obght'the
summer was going to be twice as lor:g as forever.
After supper I vwatched television with Ctaig's'pax;énts,

and when it was finally time to go to bed, my aunt kissed me

~ and huéged me gbod-night and Craiqg's father shook my hand.

God! 1 tho'ught, IAhope this doesn't become a ritual—it was
embarrassing. I quickly went down the hallway to Craig's
room., < . b

Craig was lying on his bed listening to his stereo in
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the dark. BHe looked up as I walked in, then got up to turn,
Off the stereo. ' )
“/!Ot's okay,” I told him, ™I do 't mind." But that,
didn't stop him. He ca:efully put the ord bagk into its
. cover, then undressed and got into bed. . e
I took off my clothes and neatly folded them, putting
them on the straight back chair that was between Craig's bed
. and mine. His room was simply furnished: Craig's bed and a
fold-avay for me, thecchair, a blureau againat_the wall -
nearest my bed,lar!dr the stereo on a little table next to the
wall near Craig's bed. The walls were dark blue and there
'wete only two pictures on them: one was of the Beatles, the
oth-er was of the ocean at aun;et. u
I climbed int?. bed. After lying there for ‘awhile I
asked him why he hated me. It came out just like that—"Why
“do you hate me?" The moment I said it I thought it wvas the °
stupidest thing I .had ever said in my 1ife. But I felt I
had to ask.- I knew saying it would be a lot' better than
spending the-summer wondering'and worrying until I mede'
“\  gomething of it tvr;:'at' vas probably worse than what it ree'lly
was, Anyway, I dien't think I had much to lose as far as
Craig went. But still he didn't say anything. I didn't
°'Tteails' ‘tp«i/ﬁk he would. Just as I was going over in my mind
how stupid I h"eg been to have said anything at all, he said
that he didn't hate me. ‘
'JWell," I said, "you don't exactly like me.”

[
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"I'm sorry,” hé said, then pads(’ed.before, going on. "I
rellly( don't mean anything by it. . It's something else."”
When I asked him what it was he said, "Nothing.”

"I'm sorry I have to share this to'qm with you," I told

‘him. "If I'd known, I wouldn't have come, no matter what my

parents said‘. I know it's your room, so don't let my being
here change things. . Like don't stop listening to your music
if that's what you want to do, QI don't mind."

I went on to say I had.noticed all the records he had

(they v,er\e stacked under the stereo table) and that he must .

~really like music. I &skeéd him wl%-t the name of the record
vas he bought that day, ‘ . '

"It's called Tapegtry,” he said, h
I asked him who it was by, excep&m(ﬁ "What group?"

like I knew so much about music and that was';hg'que_stion to

ask. | '

v Mot isn't by a group. It's by Carole King. Have you

heard of her?" '
"No.*

- }
"Well, the album's just new." Then he added, "It's

really good. That's why I wanted to buy it."

_ "What other records do you have?" I didn't know much
ab'out r‘ecords. I liked music, but the only songé I evé}
heard were on the radio and I could never remember any of
‘the titles oi' who’sung' them, But I figured this was some-

thing I could talk to Craig about. He seemed to enjoy
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than silence.

- talking about it, which was okiy with Ne. It was better

- .
He started telling me about all the records he had., He

spoke slowly at first, stopping every so often as if he was

d;ciding whether or not to go on. I waited, and soon .enough

the way he breathed at night.

[

Be told me about Neil Young and Joni Mitchell, t:el"ling

/

. me they were from Canada. I said Qurprised, "Hey,. that's

where I'm from,”™ and he laughed and said he lénew, thst's why

he mentionedsit. Be said he had some Beatles albums but/

wanted more now that, they had broken up.

Although I had

heard of the Beatles, I didn't know they had broken up. But

didn't have to. Craig now talked so freely, I was happy

I didn't tell him that. I didn't say much of anything. I

just to listen, He smile'd‘at me and joked and made me feel

cémfortable for the first time since I had arrived.

He said he liked

<

Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young, tell- -

ingme they were one of his favourite groups and that it'w‘as

the group Neil Young was in, and the Rolling Stones, and the

Doors, and .. . he vent on and on and 1 listened to every

word, taking in e»zery‘thing he said, and marvelling at the

way he said it. He spoke in a way that showed how much he

cared about those thingd? I never heard anyone speak that

way before.
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- I said, "Sure." “ {

‘fa'ther.\ He never understands."”

b M/'

Bi\ asked me if I'd like to listen to his new album and
' - b
/ N

/

9 "We'll héve fo be gquiet, thouglr." My parents dorn't like

me playing music at‘all hours of the night—especially my f \\

L

Light from the street came in through the bedroom win-
dow. and I couley see Craig &s he stood by his stereo, care-~
fully taking tme record out and putting.it on the turntable.
His body was long and thin in silhoue’tte'against' the wall.
It made me feel self-conscious about the way I looked. At
thirteén I was o‘nly slfghtly over five feet five, and,
although I wasn't fat, I didn't look at all like Craig.
QCraic‘J vgés filling out, his muscles had :developed'and he was
quickly losing the'last marks of childhood. I+—on éhe other
hand, still looked like a kid. But I wanted to Bok just

L

like Craig—I already had his blue eyes. I hoped if I stay-

. ed in California long enough my bp&'n hair would turn blond

o gee

like his. ' ) ) ‘
Wwhen he turned on the stereo a small light on the con-
/

- 14

/sole illuminated his face: A moment later there was music.

-

He motioned for me to @nie ‘cLoser, so I coul‘d‘hear bqftAe,r. W‘e
both sat at the side of his bed and listened.

' The song was quietly sung. A piano underscored how
simple 1t was. But the emotions' overwhelmed nfe. Ie was
about friepdékgip, and the singer sang with such peace, I

could tell she Believed strongly in the words she'was sing-

202

» \\
v
\

H
'

N

o~




o

H
7
i
“

F o

*

ing, I believed those words, too. Whenever you needed

someéne, your friend woql?l be there. All you had to do was
v o . -

call, " *

LY

*

After it had finished, Craig asked me if I wanted to
hear more. We spent the rest of the night listening to that

. - q .
record and-others, with Craig stelling me about each one and

what he liked about it. '

The music created its‘ own world—attracting me to it as
I was sure it had attracted Craig. A peaceful world. A
Yappy and harmonious world. A golden world. It was the
place I most wanted to be~ 1 was young enough to gelieve
that it existed. It; had ,to exist. '

When it began to get bright outside and we could hear

his father moving around, getting ready for work, Craig

turned off the at’ereo and I/ went back, to my bed. I was

tir‘gd by then, but I couldn t sleep. - I lay in bed and

| listqned to Craig's breathlng. " I felt secure, safe know-

&

ing hé was there.” When I thought he was about*to fall

“asleep, I said "Thanks,” and thought again haw stupid I was,

All he said in return was, "Get some sleep.’ You must be

' tired.'

4

vr

The gum Tex chewed cracked like a-rifle shot. I jumped

only slightly, but enough to please Tex who. siuil‘ed at me

like a fool. He continued cﬁewing like the dan{n, ignorant -

/assho}e he was. He started to ask me somethirg about French

<

P

[
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"chicks,” But‘l cut him off telling him I was tired and
.@idn't want to talk. It wiped the\griq off his stupid face.
f expected him io slam on the brakes and,tell me to'get out, -
right there. IBut he didn't, Instead, he gave thejpickﬁp
More gas and iﬁ'backfired twice. (ﬂ\\_i

"A while later Tex asked me if I wanted to stop for
something to eat., We wére coming up to another of. the

numerous look-alike roadsidé diners every small town seemed

h to have. Tex's voice was now pleasant. ,?k

"No," I said, and pretended to be falling asleep,

~

hating every.minute I had to breath the same air he(diad.
‘ " "We ghouldn't go on, likg two mean dogs in the same
house; Why d?n't we stop ;nd eat:something ;nd try‘to be
neighbourly?' o ‘

I didn't answer. I hoped he would think I had fallea
asleep and would leave .me alone. I didn't want to be his
friend, #He was everything I hated about America.._

'
o ‘
- R
N .

Craig and I spent a lot of time together aFkter that

¢

night. He gave me the neighbourhood tour he was supposed’ to
have given me the first ‘day, but it went much bétter now
.that he'wanted to do it. 'He told me he didn't hate many
friends., I said I really didn't have anf, either. He told
me all about this girl, Cathy, hg\was'ssrt of going out |
with, but she had gone away for the summer and he didn't

know how she'd feel when she got back. I coudd see it
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* worried him. All in all I ‘didx‘a't figure'\he was that out-
", going. Neither-am I, so I _understood.

During the day he acted as a tour gulde of sorts,

taking me to tourist attraction\s like Hollywood anq plgces

1

that ‘had hugetma‘nsions. On weekends we usuallyjwent sight- ‘

sge’_ing with his parinté, and I found he changed: then, grow-
iﬁg ’siient,/ sullen in their présence. 1 noiiced he r;rély
spoke to his 'fa.ther,’hi\s father very rarely to him, and Aunt
Gracle yok it upon ﬁerself to be the link ‘between' the two,
telling one wzxat the other had said or had done. Thouéh
Craig retreated into a shell when near his father, .he d
burst out again when we were alone., But, as -much as I tried

e
to find out, he'd never tell me what was wrong. '

At night we wo'uld listen to his records before falling
asleep. .We'd- talk about almost everything we could think
of. About outselves, about how we felt al;out things, about
our dreams. C:aig said he didn't know exactly what(it was
he would do, but he wanted it to move people, just like that
record moved him. And I told him things I never told any
one else, Thoughts I had. Feelings. We told each ot.her
simjrlar things and I felt very close to him'.: It was great
we were s0 much alike. )

_ But sometimes, seemingly out of nowhere, differences
would become sharply apparent. One n:ight he told me he was
going to turn eighteen the following ’Jan\ua)'rj(, aqd it remind-

ed me how‘much older he was. I wondered-if that was what
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made it so difficult for.him to tell me some thihg‘s.« ‘1.

always knew when he was thinking about those things: he'd
become quiet and distant and even lookedjolder than he was,
Maybe they were things I couldn't havg understood at thir-
teen, Suddénly I'd feel ai;ne again.

Hé.said:he ﬁight have to go to war when he was eigh-’
teen. I said, "What war?" and he didn‘t séy anythin; for a
few moments., I suppoa‘efi he v}a'sn't sure whether or not I was

serious, then he said, 'V@etnam{"

/
Of course I'd heard about Vietnam. But living in

~ Canada, being thirteen, it wasn't,as much a part of my

ev;ryday life as it must have been for him. .I didn't know
anyone who had éong to war, let alone digd in 6né: No ohe
in my family had. Wdr to me was the minute they made you
stand at‘schoql on Remembrance Day to think about the dead
from World War II. But who were they?. I always thought
about something else. All I knew about &iétnam was that

-

people were dying there. And that no gne wanted to go.

"When I'm eighteen," Craig said again, "I just might
have to go."

I asked if they'd let h;m out of school ssince he al-
ready had told me he‘ﬁad one more year.,. He lqughéd and
said, "No problem;' in a funny way that I didn't understand
then. 'ﬁot if I want to go." , .

~ "Do you want to?"
"I wish I didn't have to, that there wasn't any war,

?

206

-

- ey




- e

T v i gy T e a P

-

that things were differeng. But . . . I don't know. Any-
way, I can always stay in school.” He dt%fted into silence.
I waited for him to say something else ahout Vietnanm,
but he ne&er did. I wanted him éo go on, to £e11 me more, "
I fel’t there was soaiething he wanted to gay. I had a sudden
flash.of‘war. It was 3ust like 2 movie I had seen on TV
with Germans killing people, but I couldn't picture Craig
there. It just didn't fit together, and I putdlt‘out of my’
mindy ! ‘
’ I could see he wasn't going to say anything else. He
looked down at’ the floor, his mouth tightly closed, deter-
mined,. I thought, to say no more. When the record finished

he went over and turned off the stereo—he wanted to go to

-

pleeps

ge usual I lay awake for awhile listening. Craig's

N

breath sounded more fragile than ever before. I thought he.

must be crying., It frightened me and I wanted to ask him

what was wrong, But I didn't. 1I stayed awake listening for
a long time. Cralg didn't seem to fall sleep, either. I
thought about what he had said and tr ed to think what
Vietnam and .war would be like, but I couldn't. If I had
been ahle'to@wish for anything and hawve it come true, I
would have wished that whatever had Cr {g soieorried would
go away. It was almost merning when’ finallx fell asleep.

I half knew as I was dozing off that Craig was probably

-

séiii awake.
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We spent a lot of time that summer -at the beach,
where Craig taught me to swim, and', later, to surf, A few
times I came close to what I thought was drowning, but Craig

was always there and would laugh ,énd tell me if I had drown-—

.ed I'd have been the first to know it. He was like the big

&

brother I never had, watching out for me, helping me. At
i:he same time he was my best friend.

Towards the end of the summer we: h;ad pretty much ex-
hausted ourselves ‘exploring the“vast city, and after awhile
it seemed we were also pretty exhausted with each oi;het. Wé
spent less and less time together. It was'n't Eeally a
parting of ways, I knew that, We had growm too close to
allow that to happen. It was‘just that Craig seemed to need
friends his ow;u age. It hurt, but he never once made me
feel he had forgotten abouf m\e., so it wouldn't hurt for very
Long. ) |

| Craig started hanging aro;.md with someone he‘ said he
didn't realiy l'iice that much, but whose sister was one of
Cathy's best frier;ds and was wr'i’ting her. He thought it was
a good way to find out what Cati‘ny was up to, maybe find out
what she was feeling. , .
~ ' When Craig wasn't around, I tried to find soheone in
the neighbourhood to be with, but all the kids I‘saw that
were my age seemed to befirmly in their own groups, behind

walls I was too shy to scale. I spent most of my time in

‘Craig's room listening to his records, which he didn't mind,
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me_dking now. And sometimes I'd feel sad he wasn't there

and f would luxuriate in:the faptasy of belng just like him.

e nlght before I was to ;eturn home, I heard Craig

come iqto the house as I lay in-bed. His fhthe; was waitiﬁg

-’for him Cfaig had‘beenlcoming home later and later each
night ai& it was no seCfet his father.was angry about it.

> 1 he%ﬁd them argue, but only a few words came cleg;;y.

througﬁ the dense buzz of their’sharp sentences. I heard my

uncle say ;Vietnam' and I went cold. I wanted to go to the

4 dbor and éiSFen. I was afraid of being caught by Craig and

losing what\thgre was between us, but I had to know.

Quietly I went\to the door. | ,

"You don't understand," I ﬁeard Craig say to his
father. "You never understand.”

’No,‘xgn doﬁ:t undérstand. It'sAQboug_time you"whké“’L
up. You can't keé hiding ip your room listening. to rec-
ords. You have to drow up. You have to le;rn that you have
a.reéponsibiligy——' \ | - .

‘ "What respon;ib lity? 1I'l] do what I want to do. So
leave me alone. I'll decide for myself whéther I'm going." -

"Damn it! You ! decide for yourself. At least
listen to what I have to \say. .I‘only want you to—"

*Be like you. ‘Right?\ wWell I won't do what you want me
to do if I don't want to. \I'm not you."

There was a long silence, then Craig's father came down

\
the hallway and slammed his bedroom door closed.

20
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I quickly went back to bed. !

A-few moments later Craig came down the h&llwey. He

‘gquietly opened the door, came into the room, then closed it.

He started undressing, I.pretendéd I-was asleep, but I
wanted to ask him what had happened. He had talked to me
about Vietnam befnre. Maybe he would again,

But I didn't say anything. That subject, I realized,

- was the source of friction between Craig and his father. I

didn't dare risk that happening between us, -

Sometimes when Craig and I listened to the radio to-

gether, and the news came on about the war, always about

that damned war, Craig would change the'station, searching

- )

for some music. It showed me how much he hated war—he

didn't even want to hear about iR; He only wanted to return
to a world where there were no wars., Only peace and quiet.

-“ Craig aiipped into his bed. I listened to his breath-

ing. It would be the last time I'd hear it; I was leaving

the next day. 1I thought about the argument, tr}ing to put
the pieces toGether. Craig was going to be eiéﬁteen and
eighteen_yes the age you went to Vietnam. But Craig would
never go, As I listened to his breathing and thought of how
peaceful it sounded, I was sure he'd have nothing to do with

®

war. .
'The next da& they took me to the airport.to say good-
bye. " \

When the loudspeaker announced my flight was boarding,

~-
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e

again, soon, nekt summer even.

!

Craig took me aside and handed me the record he had béught

~ that £irst day.

"It'é\yogggf' he said.i

'Bué,' I protested, "it's your favy—" '
"I want you to hqve it.: We haa a pretty good summer,
I'm glad you came.” He paused for a moment, then said, "If
you ever need me, rémember, just call. I'll be there."

-

He put hislhand'out to me.

N

"Friend." ’
. I reached out to shake his hand, and Craig pulled®me
Flose and hugged me. '
I didn't know yhat to say. I began to thank him for
everything, my words stumbling out, but stopped. We stood
looking a£ eacy Bther, neither of us seemed able to say

anything else.

Craig's father came over and said, "I think you better

" get on board, Davey. You don't want to walk home, now do

AN

My aunt gave me' a big hug and told me to come back .

t

I turned back to Craig.
"You should come vis%t us," I said.
He smiled and said he would "for sure.” ' ’

&

"Next summer?" I asked hopefully.
"Sure. Next Summer." . ¢

* * %
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I suspected Tex had a gun. I was sure he had one. But

he never*pulled it on me, and I thonght how paranbid I'was,

half laughed at myself, and even thanked the bastard when he
let me out about a,ﬁklf.mile past the road sign that said

"Los Angeles City Limits." I was surprised he hadn't stop-

. ped at least a half mile sooner.

My thoughis about that summer had disoriented me, I
stood, unsure of where f was going, at the side of .the
freeway, cars whistling by me. With my knapsack on my bgck,
I started walking down the bff-ramp. I had suppressed most

thoughts of that summer for a Jong time, although not always

'successfully. I couldn't stop myself from thinking ab&ut

it; those feelings always returned.q Even now I felt aimlé%s
and weakened by fhé intense surge of hatred and anger I
hadn't let myself feel for so long. B

Craig died on June 17, 1972 in Vietnam, .

‘1 hated them all. My anger rested on America as a

whole, but, it was also directed. While all of them shared’

in the blame, I could fault no individual more thanlCraig's
father. He had made Craig go: I kﬁew.it.
: N g
NT\QES returned home after that summer with-Craig to the
drudgery of school. One of the only things held in front.of

me was the possibility that thg next summer Craig would come

T

and sta} with us. I listened to the record he had gfven me
_ - ¢

over and over again. It became my favourite. I bought
. i _ X
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other records,with my allowahége, records I knew Craig

g )

already had dr would like, angv start.ed learning as much
about musi;: as' I could. Sometimes Ieven aia ‘something or
said something that struck me as being exactly like what.
Craig would have said or done. I admired him more than
~anyone I had ever met in my life. \(\ .

I hgd no other friends: I didn't want any. When ;:hings
went wrong, or I felt lonely, I thought of Craig. 'I‘'knew if
things ever got too much for me to handle, I had Craié's
promise he'd be there for ‘me. I knew Craig would always be
there. )

Craig and I never wrote to each other. It wasn't
necessary. There-was the sense that all that.haépened was
being stored uhtil we next saw each other, ready to be
shared when we met again. It was my mother who told me

1i(lx:aig was in the army and had been sent to Vietnam. 6

From then on I re;? and watched everything I could
a;bout the war. I thought it would somehow ensure C-raig's -
sﬁfety if I kept a vigil., I followed the daily death coum‘:,
praying they would remain only numbers to me, as selfish as
that was. I heard every argument made for and against
‘Vietnam. All I hoped was it would end or Craig wouid come .

- home before something happened to him, ' )
_ When I saw my mother waiting for me on my last day of\
]

school before summer vacation, she didn't have to say any-
E

thing, I knew. And when I cried in my room that night

213 /

R b e ] o ] '



<l

. ’ . i
) [4)
o D

listening to the record Craig had-given perI thought that
their war was the most damned thing in the world.' Their

v

qountry. Their people. All of them. '

»
.0 ’ - - o “
Tex was gone now. No doubt vowing never to pick up

" another hitchhiker unless he was wearing the stars and

stripes, Preferably‘o&ér hig heart. But Tex was no longer

imporEAnt. "1 hdd decided to go sée my aunt.' I took a bus

' . ;
out to Craig's house., I sat alone in the back, my thoughts

rambling like the route the. bus was taking. -Recoghiﬁion of

. buildings and neighbourhoods slowly returned. It was night

"when I stood outside that house again. e =

It hadn't changed much from the way I remembered it.
There were no iights on inside.. I should heye phoned first
and told ber I was coming. But up to ;Qe'lase'minute I
Etill wasn't completely sure I would go. Moybe it would be
enough just t™®see the. house again, Maybe that'e all. I
needgd——aﬂreassurance that it still existed. I didn't Eg9w
whao I/wohld say~to my aunt.

Mx parents hadn't allowed me to go to Craig s funeral,
They, s;\d~it wasn't ‘'something they wanted me to see at
fourteent They knew how clos:(l-had been to .him. My par-
ents contained .all the contradictions of all_parents—-their
child must be "sheltered® from some things, 'exposed" to

others. Often, at difggrent times, to the very same things.

I suppose they felt I had become much too serious;from
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watching the news all the time, paying special attention to
whatever was said about Vietnam. They.thought that the

funeral, especially since it was-Craig's, would be too much

“for 1 me. They always'ﬂaid I was too impreSS1onable.

With determination I went to thé front door and pushed'

the doorbell Afteraa few minutes, just as I had decided to

tutn around and leave, the front porch lé?ht was turned on.
-4

The door slowly opened. A tIny grey-htired woman stood

there blinking at me. I thought this couldn't be the person

I remembered; she dtdn't seem to recognize me either., We

stood looking at each ‘other in silence until recognition
came‘io her face and she said, ;Davey, and without enother
word she opened the door‘wide and motioned me ingijde.

- In the living room she turned—on a lamp and sat in the
ﬁfnehair beside it. I sat across from her on the couch. f
couidn't\feapgnize anyéhing of the aunt If;emembé%ed in the

woman that sat before me. I looked "at her\eyes, but k

couldn't tell if gbey were the same blue eyes. The dim light L
-~ -—scast a shadow'over her face. She didn't try to hug me. I

‘suppose -it was no londger like her.

I asked%gow she was. '

She took a long, hollow breath‘jnd said, "This house is

too big for me. I think I'll have to move, but I don't know
where to go." - ’ A

She wanted‘to know how everyone was. We talked for

a while about' my family. She asked me what I was doing now, ,

¢

&
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saying how much I had grown, no longer a boy. I told her I

was on my way to México. When Ehe asked why, I thought how

that was ex&ctiy the way ny parents and my girlfriend had
. . v

asked that same questidn, the same total lack of comprehén-

sion. I.might a8 well have said I wanted to go to the moon.
But it didn't matter, because,'fOt some reason, I'no longer
felt much of anything for them. I tried, but I couldn't. I

told her there was nothing more than my feeling I had td"go

somewhere, and Mexico was somewhergi—lqjust wanted to

traﬁelt

v

She. told me she missed:her husband and didn't think she

would ever get over his death, His death had been long and

\

drawn out, she said, and though they Knew he was dying, she
still found it hard to believe, even now, that he was gone.:

, I couldn't say anything, so'l 1et her talk, xand when

)

0

she was throuqh we sat in si%ence.

o " P
She started talking again. This time about qiaig. She

spoke of him in a way that I thought was unbearably cold.

, We both had had eight years to come to terms with his death,

~

but I could never have spoken of him the wa& she did——she

used the past tense with a casualness that cut through me.

. She probably no longer noticed, the death of her husband

being more recent, more important in-time.

.

"Craig and you became such good friends, remember?". she

* sald,

. I said I did'remembe;, I remembered very well.

-
.
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~, ~ She smiled absently. We were silent again. I took the

opportunity to look around the room, but didn't r‘eco‘gnize
anything. I looked down the hallway and woqdered if his
room would still be the s‘ame, if his stereo was still there,
if his records were waiting to Ee played again..

I turned and“looked back at her. She was lost in her
own thoughts. "I didn't know what else to say, so I stood up.

\ ‘to leave, She looked up abruptly. She was surprised that I
was going. $I could see I had hurt her, she didn't 'want me
] _ to leave yet, so I sat -down )again.'

"I ‘Hhave something for you‘," she said. She stood up and
started- down the hallway, 'vanishing into its darkness. I
,waited, Shortly she returned hol@ipg a package wrapped in
brown paper andi tied with string. Standing in front of me,
she held the package out. ~ ’ ’

"I thought you might have éog,e to your’ un(cle's funer-
al,” she said. "I wanted to éive it to you then."

I start.ed to ma'ke an excuse fo;: not going, bu§ I didn't
know what to saf to make her understand, something that
u_roxildn't hurt her. I couldn't think of anything like that,
50 I‘stopped. I took the package from her instead.

. , "It's Craig's,” she said. '

The brown paper made sharp crinkling noises. The pack-
. age wasn't big. It was square and light and had an indefi-.
nite shape that made me think there was ‘something like
clothes inside. Ivlooked up at her, not sure what it was,

/
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"It's Craig's flag,"” she said, "It was on his coffin.

L4

. They gave it to me after he was buried. I've had it long

enough. I thought you would want it. I .didn't know what
else I could give you."

. As she said that I wanted to drop the packdge. I felt
sick. I didn't want it. I wanted“to tell her to take it
back. How could she give this to me? .I felt anger aﬁdﬁ
Eisgugp holding thé symbol of'éveryéﬁing I hated so strong-
ly; that flag was a banner ¢f hate, violence, and death.
All this‘raged through my head. I wanted her to hear }t%. I
wanted to-tell her everything I felt. But all I could say
+/as *Why?" It came out a choking sound. I knew she didn't
hear it.prop;fly. But I didn't say it again.

" She asked me what was wrong. Didn't I want it?

"Don't you feél-any « +» « 2" I searched for something
that would tell her how I felt. There was only one word:;
hate, / . /

"How could you have just stoBd by and let Craig go to
that war?" My voice rose as I went on. "How could you?
Against his will, They . . . they killed hinm. ‘They sent
him there just to dié. Your government, his own father,
forcing him to go." ‘

She looked at me more confused than ever.

"No," she began, "you're wrong. Craig wasn't forced.

fie tried to stop him. His father and I begged him not to go.

We wanted him to do anything he could to stay out of the

s
I [
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war., We wanted him to go, to Canada aqd live with ybu 80 he
vouldn't go."” She looked me straight in the eyes., She'was
ai:arting to cry. Her words came out in a rush, ."Craig y}as
determined to go. fHe was‘ the one. Not us. He signed up on
his birthday. He said he-had to go. He babbledh on and on
about ‘his duty''and that girl, Cathy, and he made us so
sick of it all that .. . Your uncle tried to talk to him,
he tried to makg Craig understand that his responsibility
lay with us, his family. To himself, to stay alivé. But he

wouldn't listen. Craig's mind was made up. He was eigh-

teen. We counldn't stop him.*"

. I quickly stood up to leave. ' ’

*That's a lie," I told her. “"Why would he go? He

,wouldn't—-you know that. He'd never go! How can you say

. that? I won't believe that about Craig. Never!"

She shook her head. ™I don't know why Craig went. I
wish:I did. I wish I knew then so I could have stopped him.
I';re tried thousands of times to figure it out, - I know your
uncle tried even more./%g it something that happened
between Cr'aig and that girl he 1iked? Was it something he
felt about his duty? I don't know, It's no use. We could
never figure it out. He was 80 emotional—so foolish, All
those romantic ideas of what was noble, what was right and
what was wrona. /ge kept so much inside. Soﬁetimes I think

it was all just an elaborate way for him to commit suicide.

\
Maybe that's all war ever 'is."

219

sy [ [ e



'\~/~\1,wénted to throw the flag away.

She wiped her eyes, and after A long silence quietly

said I should stay the night.  But I'wanted to get away from
thére as fast as I could. I wanted to get away from her.
How could she lie like that about Craig? I felt if I stayed
& moment longer she'd even go as far‘as to offer me Craig's

room, As if it was just andéher room, yithout meaning. -

At the front door she said, "Maybe he felt some patrio-

tisem. I don't know. It doesn't matter, now, All that

% ; (,I /
matters is he didn't come back. And we'll always miss him® [ -_.

She told me to take care of myself, I quickly said
good-bye. Then I was out in the night again.

.

It was too much for me to comprehend. Why would Craig

want to go? That didn't make sense._'So much was whirling

A

" around inside me. My thoughts ‘came quick, strong with

emotion, and confusedmp,I hated everything that was. Vietnam.
I hated the countty‘tﬁat sent Craig to his death. I hated
his father who 'I had fhought for so long had forced him to
go. I still felt Craig wouldn't have gone on his own., He
just couldn't have. I knew Crafé. We both hated war.,

I was just like him. '
)

But I kebt the package, not knowing where to throw it.

And though I hated what was inside, I couldn’'t ‘help but
think of it draped, this piece of cloth, across Craig's
coffin like the bedsheets that lay so peacefully across his

chest that summer when I was amazed by the music of his
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bseathing.
I stuffed the package into my knaps&ck just before I
got onto the bus. I was heading towards Mexico, though I no

. longer knew why I was going there.

o

THE END" .
. o )
-;l/ I
' ¢
.
2
i
: \
d !
'
v
>
<
.
'
.
5
.
[y
” \
/' 4
’
[
. f
N
. . ’
4
o
t
v. -
>
" 2 a
7
-
L. ,
!
.
* ‘
—~
n
Ny [ o
' ~ 221 . -
L] - «
i
- : — < -
. - '



B
L]
-
L
.
-
P
N
N -
L
-
o

.
'
A,
I8
. -
1
<
.
. o
,
'
'
.t
t o




