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ABSTRACT

The Malory Arms Stories

' ' ° ) 1

P. Scott Lawrence

4

L]

The stories in this thesis are set in and around a Qmall

apgr?ment building called the Malory Arms. The sfories are

/ .
- thus 1linked by place, as well as’' by the characters

themsel ves, many of whom appear, in greater or lesser roles,
R - -y
in more than ane story. s

2

The physical'sdttihg thnsé characters share would seem

to suggest 2 sense of connectedness. For a variety of -
' . —

»

reasons, however, these people , often find themsel ves
- o N

isblata&, both from each other and from their surroundings.
In response, Hdny create their awn, largely private, worlds.
The st}uctur;,'tone,:and Qtyle of each story is,: to a
degree, designed to r;frect the kind of world each character
has created for himself. Each piece, in other °worgs, is

designed to speak with its own particular voice.
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and tujNanéy, for her endurance . ‘

to
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ceeift the dim underworld of

N

‘ﬁction, the great glazed “tank of

N

~

art, strange silent subjects float.

— Henry James, "The Middle Years®
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) . The Mé#ﬁry Arms
/

Although claims have often be‘n made' to the 'contrary,
Brooks Barnett, once a wnil—knoun,lrchitect‘in this town t(he
built Branwen Castle, accidentally destroyed by fire dufing
this town's centennial celsbrations), did not design the
Malory Aras. For a short time he did own the property on
which it was constructed, as well as the building itsclf.‘

, . : Buf_Barn;fﬁ's son Edwin was in éact the architect.
Bn:aus; of a feud between Brooks Barnatt and the mayor
” af that era, Armand Leclerc (the dispute allegedly iﬁvulvcd
unspacifiad debts), the ;partnent building was originally
VR . situated outside of'toﬁn. The secluded package of land,-

- close by a break in the trees on the southern bank of the e

¥

river (which boasted a popular bathing beach at that time),

Ly el

Qas only accessible by dirt road, and services were- for a
, S
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o
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¥
i
f . [ , +
i

+ N |
: - S ‘ ’ o & .

fo .




The Malory Arms . 7
v o

~ .
-

. . -
time .very limited. Over the years, however, thé ‘town .cre;t
outuardg in all difections. In 1947, whéﬁ a néw slate of
municipal leaders were e}ected, taking,controltfro; Leclerc
who was mayor well into his nineties, the town's limits were
officially extended beyond the lot liﬁe‘nf the MaloryfArmét

T The apartment bui}din;, faced .uith' iimestnne, is

P
.

U-shaped and, has three Qings; The outer corners of the east
'Jﬂa weét wings féatura ilat—capped turrets, each ‘supported
by two 5imp1y'chiselled\corbels.

Problems.in tramsparting the limestone nearly caused

the project fn be scrappead. The stone was quarried one

hundred and seventy miles north of tawn and shipped in by

railroad. - fo‘get the slabs across the river, horse’ drawn
'y '

wagons were used. The bridge they had to cross was never

intended to support soa much weight, and towards the end of

-

construction, it collapsed. Two horses did instantly,_

s

anothér had to be shaot, and a new bridge had to bhe built.
When the river is low, two ﬁuge slabs of stone can still be
"seen lying in its bed. '

The Malory A;mg‘is three storeys high;' and there are
six apartments, of varying size, in each wing. All of the
apartments on the two top floors have balcon{es ‘that
overlook the courtyard. . Their original carved Qooden

raflings have since been replacad with wrought iron.

" '.Much of the courtyard is paved with cobblastones. They
. : ° /. ~

7

I
[
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»

were not specified in the aoriginal plans, ‘but twice, uheﬁ

. the builders tried to plant a lawn, dairy cows that g;azed

Y

. *4 - . »
down by the river came up toc the property and ate the seed.
Three narrow brick pathé‘lead from the cou?tyard to tha“main

doors of each wing. The centre of %hex courtyard was not
) ) - .

paved; at present a mulberry itree is growing there.
3 . : ' <

Seven years after the Malory Arms was completed, an

]

unusually +fierce spring f1o00d. unsettled the building’s

5

4 N . . .
foundation. ere was no serigus structg;al damage, but the
0 1 rd . /

builqint has been slightly off kilter eéer since. Fram the,

street, the turret on the west wing is visibly shorter .tharf

that on thé.east.

~ PRI "

The seaéons here change the appearance of the Malory
Arms. In autumn the lines of the building.saed- to’ sharpen

and, by the end of December, the limestone takes on a severe

aspect and the building looks like an ice - castle. During
the winter manths winds whip along the river and up the hill
ta the courtyard, packing énnw in so tigbtly fhgt it squeaks

like styrofoam underfoot. With ébringithaw the outlines of
* : ¢
the building soften.
Al N \' o
Summer nights are extremely humid itn this town, but the

3

-wornings are cool, so at dawn heaQy dew 'stipplas_ the~

courtyard. Sunlight refracts aff the beads of dew and
appears to send out sparks. Some mornings a tawny-coloured

mist rises™from the river and creeps into the cradle of the

b

P
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A s courtyard in waves. When this happens, the colout. of .the
" FR - 2 .
[ . @ - «
\ £ . . limeston&€ shifts to a greenish pastel, the courtyand passes
» In .. ' z =. ot
oo in and ®But of visiony and the building seems to moyve
'5, — The Malory Arms¢was the only building Edwin Barnett
oo . L - ‘
‘ ~ eve:fsi'gped ar built; soon .after its completion, he was
¥ ’ AY i <
- .~ ~ . igvelved in an accident that ended his career. He was once
’ asked what he thaught of his one effort. Edwin Barm;tt
o Va . ’ ’ . S
answered in/\pcdi'ately. ) - 3 !
o "It will have' to do,".‘he, said. 3 N
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= when the Elections Came to Town
. . o,
. & w
o
‘ P
~An no uncertain terms, as was her wont, Mary McWhinnie
spoke her.mind: . - B \ ’ N . 3
. % '

"‘If, this promotion doesn’t come through, I will be very- .
r ] M .

C L . ,
unhappy.

Three months bifuru the Electi

”

© .

s came to this foun,

Y , .
Horace and Mary -Mcwpi.nﬁie were 1§ing behind a hprncss

L

Horace worked

for a
. r

o

manu-l‘acturar of glues and adhnsiv-s,,and at that tiu was

-

canfident his fortunes were on the rises

was reti;i ng,

r

and Horicn,'

bm:ausn of his

o b

the shop fnrmnar?

suniority, believed he had an insid- tr'm:k on the pasition.

He'd plaﬂnud to :cl‘brlt- by taking a trip

Stutptd-.

t

’

-~

- "Pack your spurs, Mary,” Horace said.

- 10

to the

Calgary

“We're as good

22 ymars of
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TN
d

. as on our way.'" AR N4

/ .4
Mary wasn‘t sp sure.

/".’/‘

! . . \ )
"My heel itchek{" she warned. Since childhuoda Mary ‘s

A} L3

left heel had itched whenever sumethigg she didn’'t’ expect
-1 . E
/

was abuutk tprhappen. The first time, when she was six, her

» brother was born.

Horace was optimistic by nature.

“Let ‘s hope it dtches for the bett‘er,"' he said.

L P .
,

But' Mary's instincts were correct. ' A new employee,

»

< o

John R?éneke, got the job. . - . “~

" Roeneke had been a jockey until, in his mid-twenties,
he discovered he had a.n anbrmA} _t;.hyraid. _His hands and
-Fegt had gl"own out of all proportion, and he came i;a bllaa;a

i»

the whaole world for his condition. Bendathlhis quick whip, "’

o

. Hor'ace, normally a friendlyvanm with a high-pitched laugh

that' accentuated’ his rather. prominent front teeth, soon:
P - . \
began to. fade.

L
.
- “ 1 ]

As luck would have it, however, the day Rocn-'ka' was
prnuated Hary received a letter -Frcul her brother Martin. H-

urnte to say hn'd beean -Fellcd by arthritis, and dhpcrat.ly

needed someone to help him run the family busin-ss, Mullins ’

Harduare Supply. Nould Horace would be mtlr.itld" .
Mary had' hcr doubts, and didn’t iﬂdiately tell Horace

about thc letter. She remsmbered how it felt ta novc auay

o

EN v

from home.’ 6And they'd both heard and read about the
y N -

.-‘ °

]
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, ’ ) : T
political problems-in Martin’s part of the country.' Mary

~

knew Horace didn’t wish to get involved in all ‘that..

@» + .,

©° “There's somethind wrong with easterners, Mary," he’'d,

. ' once‘said; only hal+f in‘jest, while ‘watching a television

repO(t'cdncerning thg“kidnapping ang subsequent murder of a

4 v . ~
proyincial government official. “Maybe théy're too close to -

Europe.” c : b

,
i o - ~ v

But Horace seemed beaten; He'd started walking with a_

_stoop, and Mary missed his shrill 1laugh. ~ Finally, as he

. ( . v
. © peeled his warkshirt frdﬁ his_Bowed back ane night, Horace ‘' '
4 s o -~ ]
confessed: N . .
. [
. L - “\
I *I can’t bropk the man, Marxy. ' I'm getting saddle
. . * Pl * . B 2
. sores." , . ,
' ’ . . \ T "
‘ "Enough is enough, Horace," Mary said. She showed him
the letter. Horace didn’tseven bother to read it all the .
. ) i , | s
: way through. The next marning he and Mary gave-dp the lease . *
on their house in southern Saskatchewan and turned to the :
east, towargs the pravince, and the tawﬁ, tha;u Mary had ”g
»- s N ' ) =
‘ grown up in. o
LV “\ » X
]
] o “
R ;
o ' ! v PR R
€< . . iy - L '] ra R e f_ ‘o
. ~Two months before the Elections came to .towny; Mary's L
S oLk . . :
"." % brother found them a home at the Malory Arms. ) !
. , ' “This ‘buildirig was considered. charming, once," Mary - . 3@%
. : e A : CON I
= s _ ,.;.%5‘
. /” \ » ‘ ;ff

°
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&

told Horace. Their apartment.-was on the first floor, in the
centre block, .and vtheir. front window 1looked ’uﬁt ?n a \\
’ courtyard, the focal point 64 which was ' a cement abeiisk. .
The neighbouré they saw §aid'héllo.
The Qeek they movedfin-Mary went to mail a ﬁostcard
only to find tkat‘the mailbox she had seen there the day.
'be%ore had disappeared. When she ‘inqu}red at the post.
bffice, a clerk shrugged and explained it had been blown up
'in the night. i
Mary told Horace wh;t the postel clerk had said, but . 4
Horace &idn’t §eem'tu think it was very important. He was

~

very excited about‘}heir new life. After half a lifetime in

ST e

‘a4 factory, he saw the opportuﬁity to prove himself a man of

I

-vision. He’'d secretly fancied himself saomething ‘o{ an )

Ay

A

"innovator ever since he*d won a $25 prize for devising a ~

A T
et L )

.
o

whimsical slogan —-—- "We’'d like to teach-the world to cling”

- ghat the glue company back in Saskatchewan adopted For

[T
g e
% { ot

d
&

L2l
SR
Y :33?3& Wie

their letterhead. Three days into his job at the hardware

store, hé’discovered the brochures sent out by hardware
5 -

wholesalers. He took to them like a child to a Christmas

B!
I

ALY
o
4
3

tatalogue, énd would work the pages until they were as soft .
and pliable as flannel, alwaws on the lonkqﬂt for a new
item. The ink +from the paper blackened theé whorls of

. Y Horace’s thumbs.

. ' ' 4 '
"You look like you've just been fingerprinted,” Mary

-
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aaid. . ‘ .

For her parf, in nrdgF that she might better serve the
majority of their Eustamers at ‘the hardwaré store, Mary
began taking French lessons at a nearby. high school. One
night, when classeg were cancelled because of \; march b;
some day stodents who protested the arrest of a colleague
suspected of sabotaging federal gover,nment .property, she
walked home with a Mrs. Dunphy, who 1lived three buildings
down the street with her twenty year old son. Both Mary and
Mrs.’Dunphy were having a difficult time conjugating the
future tense, so thgy quickly became friends. Mrs. Dunphy
was separated, and she loved to tell stories about "how her
Hpsband couldn’t gef along without her. “II reviendra,”
she'd say. R

Mrs. Dunphy encouraged Mary to join the Sew and So Club
at the aAnglican Church. Most of thn'gf}ls Mary had grown up
with had left town when tﬁ;y married, so she was grateful
for the chanée to join the community. éack in Sgskatchcwan
she’'d had troub;e making friends, and had never felt as if
she’'d fit in. ‘

At that first meeting, hou.vcr,‘ Mary cauud an uproar.
When she found aué that the church was sponsurinq.a léttery,
with a trip to Florida as the first prize, she got up out of
her seat and -aidrjthat she couldn’t cqgﬁaﬂc such an

o

enterprise.’ " '

»
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"You did the right thing," Horace ;;atﬁelater tell her.
But the nﬁher women thought Mary, being a newcomer, had
no business passing judgement, and one calied . her

impertinent. Mary stuck to her guns, and everyone grew more

e v

upset by the minute. Mrs. Dunphy finally suggésted that
Mary leave. That was the last time they spoke to each
other.

s

Mary was very hurt. “
*All things considered, outside work hours maybg it
would be best if we kept to ourselves," she said.

.Horace, on 'the pther hand, was an immediate success.

Claiming to be inspired by the details of everyday life, he

introduced plastic plumbing pipe and washerless faucets into

the town. When he painted their spare bedroom, ané'

/
encountered an unusual number of dust balls, he went thra&gh

his catalogues and discovered a paint brush that cleghpﬂ-the
strip of wall in the path of its bristles. Horice was

particularly amazed Hy this device. All somone had done was

. put .two good ideas together. The first shipment sold out in

a week.
“'"All it takes is a littlooinagination,'.Horaqc said.
After her falling out with the women of the Sew and So
club, Mary needed something to keep her busy. She workad
out ; deal with the trust co-piny /that administered the

Malory Arms. In exchange for t-ndiﬁq the courtyard -~ the
. 1] .
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¥

manager of thé trust company mentioned that he‘d like to see
the obelisk taken away —— and replacing burnt out 1light

bulbs in the stairwells and hallways, the McWhinnie’'s rent

. was reduced.

"I+ nothing els?, 1 want control over my own corner of
the world,"” she explgined; . \\\\

Mary was particulariy qoncernéd with the courtyard.

"We‘ll be staying home a 16t now, so I want it looking
nice," she taold Horace. “fhat's what the Quners of the
Malory Arms pay us to do."

She had never liked the cement obeélisk that degorated

the courtyard of the Malory Arms; at one time it ‘had’ even ()

given her nightmares. It was painted lime green, and what

looked like a wooden leg projectedniroh its peak.
Over the years the wooden led . had decomposed. .Thé
thigh area was riddled with holes and crawling with fat

-

black ants, and somecne had carved the initials‘o+ a local

radical organization into the shin.

"This will never do," Mary said.
“Agreed,” Horace repliv¥d.

"It's a question of taste,"” Mérylconclqded.

The next day Horace brougnt two Hauﬁtie stetsons home

from the hardware stpra.' C
"No need to. fear going outside, -Mary," .he axpléihqd;.

"Here we've got all-weather ' headgear that will’ keep us

x ?

-

L
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protected from both rain and shine."

T
- o“ d

Horace and Mary put their stetsons .on, 'Pulled tﬁé
drawstrings taut, and went out to the courtyard. Covering
the obelisk‘with a sheet of polyethylene, lHorace and Mary
went at it with sledgehammers, and pounded everything but
the leg, which Mary dared not touch} into the earth.

‘"an what?* Mary asked. ‘QQ}

"I'm afraid I'm stumped,” Horace said. ) / -

Hats in hgnd,'Hora;e and MarQ gazed down at the rubble
for a.long time. Mary picked up a handful of cement dust.

A temporary failure of our imaginations, Horace," she

said. o | - ; B

'Ig was Horace's fascinétian with haEdware catalogue;
that solved the problem of the courtyard. .

' One May morning, while he was at work, Mary's heel.
itched terribly. While she suake& it in salts a catalogue
from é hardwére notions manufacturer in Bangor, Maine was
delivered to the apartment. Mary flipped through the pages.

As she reached page 113, the itching suddenly ceased}
Mary phaoned Horace and told him to. come home right
away. . .

When he arrived Mary was pacing the halls. She'd torn




+
J

5.

[T S

L‘“’*w -

LAt T I S T e

)

;

TR Rt e g e

, When the Electidns Came to Town i8
b .

~

[N

the page rom the catalogge, and held ‘it up to Horace'’s
eyés.

"They'ré perfect,"” Mary said.

Do bnu think so?" Horsce asked. He picked up .the
telephone;

"Yes," Mary said. "Oh yes.;

i

One month before the Elections came to town, Horace

dialed Bangor.

@

i

“The lawnﬂornaments arrived in a single crate, which had
to be pitked up at the customs office. 1f she’'d had her
way, Hary-woulq haye opened it right there. When they got
home Horace lugge&‘thu crate into the courtyard. Before he
even‘héd a chance to straighten up Mary was prying off the
lid. .

She was even. more pleased with the real thing ﬁhan _she
was wiih the pictufes in the hardware catalogue. Lying atop
a bed of shredded newspaper, huddl ed in. each others ~arm§,
ware Jack & Jill. They :;re sold as a unit, joined ;s they
were by flesh coloured cord that passed through eyelets in
tﬁeir wrists. ’

“It's all right,* Mary cooed, “the worst is over."

The figures &-fq expensive, but uxtflmuly life-like.

¥
'
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Jack & Jill had blue glass eyes "and held, he with the
fingers of his left haﬁd, she in the palm of her right, a
vyellow plastic bucket. The material with which fhey wer e
made was elastic and tepid to the touch, like genuine skin.

Accordifhg to Horace’'s calculations, at twenty—five paces it

took a keener eye than his to tell them apart fraom the real

»

thing. oo <
It took Horace and Mary almost an hour to set them up

in the courtyard. Jack “& Jill were smiling and Horace

~

érrénged them so they faced the street. Mary filled Jack %

Jill’s pail wggh water because she was afraid it might be
flipped in a breeze; Then, sitting in their 1living .room
behind a partially drawn blind, Horace and' Héry waited to
see the neighsgurs' reactions. When Bauer came‘ home he
droppé& a penny in the bucket and mgde a wish. Mrs.
Hamilton patted Jack'sf head. Hér friend Miss Shufelt
stopped io talk.

They watéhed'aack & Jill from their living room window

until well after midnight. More people passed through the

“caurtyard, and most stopped to look. In the moonlight the

figures were even more realistic. From time to time Mary

believed she saw one or the other move. Horace cou{dn't
disagree.’

After Horace and Mary went to bed there were

thunderstorms. Mary uaﬁtqd td_go bout to check on Jack & .

1
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Jill, but Horace assured her that they‘d be all _right. As

soon as the sun rose the next morning,'hohever, ngy’s fears

were confirmed.

Jack & Jill”s clathes ware ruined, the bucket had blown

out .of theirﬂggnd§3-énd Jill ‘s hair wWas knotted righf down .
S . - > Cat
e »

‘to the roots. ...
4-.,"'),*/

"At least they're both still standing,” Horace said.
Mary noticed that Jack’'s baby iingpr was streéchbd
across the exposed knuckles of Jill‘s right hand.

“Lopk at that," she said. ‘

"nHe's brotécting her," Horace laughed. "In case they -

. 3 . N ’ -

should fall." . S f

¥

o

i

Three week; befére the Elections'cgme to ioun,’ debates
raged. Both '‘political parties claimed to know be;t\ what
the Bod~given rights of the -peopie should be, and aach
political party‘s lrist, of éod—givén Fights was different.

/
Many people in town began to align themselves with one side

or the other. The News Leader kept a running tab. .
Horace and Mary'put together a care kit for -Jack &

. Jill. | ) o ‘ re

. Each morning they put on their hats and took a'knaﬁ ck

into the courtyard. Mary would ask Jack & Jill 'if they'd

'
» +
s v ’\
- ’ R N
.
. & .
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-
-

spent a pleasant evening, and fill them in on the news of

the day. ! ' : i

]
J

"Another mailbox bombed," she would say. YAnd because

-

aof the Elections the Q@ueen’'s visit has been’ postponed/

N gt

indefinitely."”

Horace would laugh and ask Mary if she‘'d be surpris;d
if one day they answered hé ., He bought Jack ‘& Jill red
flannel shirts‘and clear plastic raiﬁcoatg which, uhea not
needed, were tucké& away in the bib pockets of their denim
overalls. He also invented a device with which he pulled

ﬁhe dirt and dust from their hlothes, af#ixingqscotch tape,

sticky side up, to a paint roller. Witﬁ damp blue terry

.

tloths Mary would wipe Jack and Jill's faces, and withA comb

and brush she'd tease Jill's curly hair. The syn bleached

it so white that it looked like a dandelion about to bursE;,/

Horace worried about hitting one of them with the lawn

-

mower , so Mary added a pair of cloth-cutting shears to the

'

»
kit, ‘and glipped the grass that grew around and between:

\their rubber feet. With the shears she .also made Jack &

Jill miniature felt versions of the Mountie stetsons she and

Horace wore. ' ' .
\ , . : .
"I think-they give the lawn real character,"” Horace

' -+

said. He’'d decided to order some to put up for sale in the
5o Y .

store. o .
\}

"And a certain je ne -305: quoi, too,* Miry added,

a

/‘ .
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[
——pdéi:;; her French lesgons to good use. .

One morning Horace spoke to Jack & Jill first.
~ "We're in for a bit of excitement," he told then.

A headline in the Néus Leader quoted the leadership

‘candidéte of the party favoured to win -the province as

v

. L
stating: “"We’'ll be bringing the Elections t? your town.'’

Accarding to the paper, he was planning a walk—past;’alnng

the road by the river’'s edge so he'c8u1d 4orma11y‘ anncunce

hig intention, once elected, to replace the river with the

kind of sewer'system that better befit . a technologically

advanced people. - The promise; if made official, seemed sure
- to win aver the town.

Over the next few days, .beca;se 56 many loéai
organizations waﬂ%ed to get involved, it‘becamo clear that
the walk-past wodld have %? be a parade. '

Theiparade,was scheduled to pass right in front of the

3

Malory Arms. The day before the Elections came to town a

' —Blatf ‘6 was set up at the water’'s adge, in full view of

Horaciy;nd ﬁary's front‘?teps. A city works crew assembled
refreshaent booth;, and technicians laid microphone cables
and hung loudspeakers in the trees surrounding the platforam.
Media from a;l ov-rpth. province were schaduled to attend.
It was- going to be liki a carnival. ‘

 That n{ght Horace and Mary McWhinnie watched Nitciy

News. The producers had included a shot of the Malory Ar?s,

e e 7 . [

3
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and thére in the courtyard were Jack & Jill. As soon as tre
‘
broadcast was over, Horace and Mary went to bed, wanting to

miss.none of the next day’'s activities.

ﬁll throﬁgh thé nié%t Mary’'s left heel itched and she
bhad terribles nightmares. She would wonder later -uhy she
hadn’'t immediately realized that samething was wrong.

Just after ten on Saturday morning, with a brass band
B .
and majorette esco;f, the future premier’'s motorcade drew up

- ]
to the stage. The mayor, in his Chevrolet, followed close

i °

- F}

- behiﬁd. A large crowd had already gathered, man} yith lunch
bags and fofding chairs,- and as the premiéF and his ﬁlat#orm
party seated themselveé, they watched a'marchiﬁé band from a

high school in the next town.and a float car?ying a man in a
. - -

: TN
can pass by. From their front stFps, Horace "and Mary,

/]

b%poqulqrs raised, loakld_nve? the heads of €he crowd, and
4

’:§itgp for the speeches to bégin. Some .of their neighbours

‘évé out too, evEn Bauer and his wife, who were dressed to

ga sailfgs}Nin-#yldn windhreakers and canvas tnpsideré.

~

"S?mething is missing,ﬂ,nary whispered.

. "They ‘11 begin soon," Horace replied.

4

After the mayor gave his opening remarks, the leader of

" the party began hgé speech. He said it was the god-given
®. a . .

Ay

" right of a people to be the masters- in their .own house.
¢

Then he added, with a'grin, that he 'was %ure his - wife,

s

Yvette, wouldn’'t mind. Mapy pqqple laughed at his joke.

%
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s
A group of s;hoblchild?en‘ wéving baby‘ blue banners - ?
. marched up to the rev%Ewing stand as the man who would .bé" ) |
‘premier spoké of throwing off the yoke; af oppression and
taking control of ong’'s degtiny. L
"We have a chance to take the future by the throat," he
said: Someone in fhé crowd had 4' trumpet, and blew a )
fanfare normally heard only at\hockgy games. ° i" ' 3 »
v . ’ $ . '
"But someﬁhiﬁg*is missing," Mary repeated. -
- "] don't know about that," Horace said. “He éurg seems'
able to stir up this crowd.” . ) o
The .schoolchildren waved thei; banners . higher. -+ The |
future leader then stated what most peaple had come .to hear: .
rivers were meant for swjmming, boating, gnd fishing, not | ’ ;L
for depositing raw sewage in. . . W
"It can’'t be," Mary w;isperedu : ~ ‘qx' )
As the crowd cheered she grabbed Horace's arh and §§‘.

2

pulled him into the courtyard . Jack & Jill’'s pail had been 3

7

filled with +resh manure. Sameone hﬁ\\torn the buttons from
Jill’'s shzrt«and drawn a picture of a‘“hand 'cupping the
rounded nubs of her breasts. And there were two yellowed
- &b - \
foatprints in the grass where Jack had once stood. |,
b f . N \
*

The celebrations by the 'river continued until dusk.

‘ - o ..
o
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Mary washed Jill and mended her blouse; Hbracg cleaned and

bleached her pail. ' ) R S
. » - . A , .
, "I can’'t believe it," Mary said over and over again.

. - N v,

"] can‘t believe it." ' . . ) . \

“It's just a prankt Mary," Horace §afd. e e ’
- Horacéjwas.4illing to ;orget the ipcident, and had
* almost conv1nce?'ﬁary t; do.;he ;ame.‘ But the next morning,‘
when hg opened the front door tq get higepaper, he fouﬁd‘ a
package: Yo . . ) ’ i -
. ) <«
A note inside the package ‘warned that they had better .
keep the rest of their fTamille out of sxght: she was an &i
eyesare, repreaeserited 1mported culture, and was”an example of‘ i' o
the worst kind 6f cultural 1mperialism. . The note was 0- .

stapled to one ja* Jack’'s  fingers. =Co:itg Contre la

5
*

.Colonialisme, it was Jigned. C A ' .

Horace phoned Mary’s brother and told him he- wouldn’t
be going in to the store. ; ’ :

- . ] ‘ ) 4 1 .

"This is scaring the Dickens out of Mary," Horace told .

him. . (\ . K ‘.,..\'"

Horace braught\dili inside the house and closed her/“in

SRR e e b3 e

the spare roam, away'from the window. Then he telephoned the

pallce,/mho came over and fllled out a report. When ‘Horace

pressed, ' they adaittad that the crime seemad like a
" kidnapping, but didn‘t take any of it very seriously.

. | . %
-Mary scribbled in a crossword puzzle book, and didn’t,




i

-y e

R T s

»
.‘“\'3/ . o

© < ) . ' ’
When the Elections Came to Town o 26

2
. say,d/singlg word all day. -

P . Al

"Funny thiﬁgs are happening arqunq'here," Horace :told ’

-

Martip. -fl? you care to fboﬁ_at them that way, anyways."

. . ,
That night Mary broke her silence. She began to . cry, - °

. ;:ahd she cried for so long that, the next morning, she woke ’ .

14

» up hoarse._

On the second dayQJZIIONing“whatwﬁbrace and Mary -were ° '

cailing an abduction, they recieved a box filled with Jack’'s
f ©t - \'
hair. This time the kidnappers warned them not to contact .

5 ]
the police. <)

»

“That 'Ll be the last time we upeﬁ our front .door to get

a look at an election parade,” Horace éa}d.
) . v . . ~
On the third day, one of Jack’'s ears arrived by

.
B

courier. There was no note.

“"It's not safe td go outside anymore, in this town, "
. ’ { ' "
Horace said. Co ' ' oo

Mary insisted that Horace hide Jill in the  closet of

the spare room.. Then sheqtqok to. her bed. Twice 'Hoface

\ ¢ N

- A « . .
looked in 'on her. ' Both times_her eyes ‘were wigde open, but

she didn't responﬁ*fﬁ his voicé.

-

“She just lay there, on her stomach, all :pfead. out ?, S
across the bed," Horace 'told Mary's broth;rin'"ns if she'd.'
been hit on the head with a stick."

3 P
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The Electigns were held and, as the media had foraseen, D

E the candidate that had come to this town won. For three
1 . , ; .
days, cars filled with supporters drove up and down the

: 1 .

town’'s streégs, horns blaring, celebrating the event. And
for three nights, some of them stopped outside  the Malory

.o . 4
- Arms and flashed their headlights at Horace and Mary’s front
window. Horace and Mary sat behind their drawn blinds, and o

}umped every time a shaft of light pierced the darkness of

N
*

\ the _room- . . - . ' .

The ‘ear. was - the last they heard from the kidnappers.
t word of,thg kxdnappan had spread. A -magazine in the

-

. " pravince's capital, La Vie en Nord, offered a reward if the

.
‘ ° . N

.- pérpetratars of the abduction would come., forward. The

«
a

edxtars were convinced that thexr struggle, and the"action

they -saw fit to take, would make an 1nterast1ng faatyna o

.« v

story. Within a week the reward was collected.

L . ' “Two weeks after the Elections left town a4 full ,cnlburf
. o

! . . '
picture of the smiling kidnappers ~ appeared gn La Vie En

Nord's cover, below ﬁhevbdld caption: Les Jeunes (Croises. ' .

. The kidnapperstclaimed they were out on the night before the

3

" Electﬂons came to-town only to- rcncouraga paople to ' make -

o “their hausis P'ﬂsalt/gfpleasant face to the street.. But o
‘when they,sau the lawn ornaments in- the courtyard of the i.%
Malory Arms, Wé lightbulb was openad in-our heads."

35
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’

Hhat upset.Horace and Mary the most was the fact that
the journ;}fsts had .jnterviewed the neighbours, ‘and the
neigﬁbqurs had agreed to speak. N

l | "Il kept  expecting to look out my window one morning and
;find they’'d been joined in the courtya?d by a liitle"black
jockey, or a fiock of pink flamingoes," commented pambert, a

young man in the next block of the Malory Arms.

The new 1 €r of the province was also interviewed.

N «

, bf seen;” it was unavoidable, gs cultural irritants.

"They are like a. piece/ of glass in our eves,” he

explained, "and can anyon reasonable deny it is the

‘

God-given right of a people/to try to take.that glass out?"

One of the kidnaPpers regretted that the McWhinnies
were upset so much by.it all.
“B;t it wéghﬁyst a joke,“ he said. "After all, the&
weren ‘'t real. 'The§ aren‘t humans."
Horace read the article aloud to Mary.

"As far as'I'm concerned, I°‘d just as soon be .anything

but a human,” Mary said.  “I‘m ashamed to be a human."
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After the celebratiuné died down and the town returned
to Bormal, the trust company that managed .the Malory Arms
contacted the McWhinnies by mail.  They sa;d they regretted
the incident, and promised éo loak into the possibility of
compensation as soon as possible. They also told Horace and
Mary they thought a flower bed, perhaps filled with
fleurs—de-lys, would do nicely in the newly vacated space.

Horace thought it would be best if they simply tried to
forget everything that had happened. '

"The worst is over,” he said. _

Mary 4glt as i¥ she’'d be;n ' paersonally asﬁiﬁlted. but
was uilliqg to admit that, in all the commotion surroun:ing
the Elections, perhaps she‘d lost her perspective, perhaps
thinqslhad been blown out of all proportion.

Nevertheless, she kept Jill hidécn inside th; spare
room closet. L

Mary was uorkiné in the courtyard one a#tarnoan,
preparing the warth for a flower bed, and she heard a crash.
" When she qot‘iﬁside the apartment sﬁe saw there was glass
ail over the Aﬁgof of tha sﬁare room. A Mountie stetson lay
up against the closet door, balanced on its brim. Someocne

had thrown it through the window. It was brand newi whoever

had thrown it hadn‘t ramoved the price sticker, which bore

K

the logo of Hul{iﬁl Hardware Supply.

Horace and Mary quit their risponsibilitiés at the
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Malory Arms and took over the apartment above the hardware

store. It was tiny and they had to either store or throw' | e

out many of their possessions, but it overlooked the parkifg

a

lot, which was generaily well-1lit. Horace believed that,

should a situation arise, it could be easily defended.
On moviﬁg day Mary deciaed to take Jill with them. She
and Horace went to the closet in the spare rooam.
| He opened'the’Qoor. At first he thdught Jill wasn’t
there. He switched on the light. The instant Horace and
Mary spotted her they thought they’ saw the expression on

Jill’s facé change. She crouched in the corner, her hands
.] ’ ¥ >

white at the knuckles, tightly wrapped around the handle of

her pail.” She appeared absolutely terrified, her mouth and

v

eyes as wide as the moon.

~

1

“Dh,zy god," Mary said, "she looks as though she
tb be shot." ' o

expects

"Come, Mary,"” Horace sgid. -

- g

He slammed the door shut and locked it. Mary took his -
arm. As they turned away, they heard Jill's yellow plastiE

bucket clatter to the floor. It was a long time before they

o

were able to convince themselves that they had just - been

N

imagining things.

'

W,




e S, TR e e s

The Mulberry Tree

)

Ll

After the Elections left town and the superintendant’s

apartment in the Malory Arms was vacated, Avery and Louie

Michaels moved in. Mr. Michaels had recently retired 'ahd,"~

because he'd worked since his teens, he looked farugrd' iu

being*ablé to care for the courtyard. Mrs. Michaels was

five years older than her husband, and looked forward to’

some réég.

The Hich;cls-s knew nothing of what had happened at the
Malory Arms bo%orc'thnir arrival. Dur;ng thair first few
days in the apartment they busied themselves with unpacking
and getting settled. Only after they'd been there a' week
did Mr. Michaels 'att@t to pry open the locked door to the
spare room ;fbs-t. |

Inside they discovered the life-sized Ffigure of the
Nl N

31
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little girl. “She wore a red-flannel shirt, which was torn
into shreds at the chest, held on to a yellow plastic bucket
with both hands, and crouched' against the far wall of the
closet. She looked as if she was trying to hide. When a

.

ne{ghbuur explainéd that the girl had been in the courtyard

‘during the Elections and was a target <for politically
- B

motivated vandalism, Mr. Michaels judged it would be best
for all concerned if the courtyarg was left alone, at least
until the spring.:

He also suggested to his wife that they dispose of the
figure of the girl. But Mrs. Mi;haels had been charmed.

Because she had been ill, ﬁr. Michaels didn‘t p;ess the
issus. Earlier in the summe; thle h%éfdaying in Prince
Edward Isiand, Més. Michaels had caughg 3 slight cold that
she didn’'t seem able to shake. It had hung on for so long

that she carried a box of tissues with her wherever she

went, even if that was just from one room to another. The

t) B

.house was always littered.with tissues. They lay crumpled

£

on the floors, table tops, and underneath’ chdirs, and looked

like the heads of pink carnations. Retrieving and'disposiﬁg

of the tissues had become such a part of Mr. Michaels’ daily

life <that he’'d begun to imagine .how they must 100k

plummeting down the. building’'s pipes, winding through the

sewers beneath the city streets, and finally bursting 4(0&“‘”/

the earth and inta the river.

o ’ . . s
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. AN
For a while the Michaelses ie*t the figure of the 'éirl
where they‘d found her,lbut‘over the winter her preéeﬁce in
the spare room closet began to haunt Mrs. Miéhaels; " Each
time she thought of the £errified expression on the girl‘sf
»

face, or merely habpened to pass by the closet, she grew

short of breath and her throat made deep gurgling sounds, as

i it was full of water. Despite herself, she taok to

referring to the girl ag Annie. Twice skl/’aiscussed with
her hushband ways in which they might maﬁc Annie feel less
afraid. |
_ "There must be something we can do for her,* she;q say.

As the winter wore on her pr-occupation.with' the girl
increasad. Dne day while her husband was out, Mrs. Michaels
took Annie fron the claaqt, cllaned her up, and neasqrdq
her. Then, with a lcngth 6+ Asian silk she’'d beswn saving
for yeare, she began to sew Annie i blouse. '

Mrs. Michaels had had a fondness for silk ever sihce
Mr. Michaels had first courtqd h.r. Hl'dy tnklﬁ,.h-r to: a '
little theatre production o4~éiih-rt and Sullivan's Mikado.
Thuy d driven to th theatrn in a burrow-d Hillnan that had
red lonth.n{/?ats as snooth as polished rosluuod éhc
re.unb-rld that the theatre huased with law, votc-s before
the play began, and twice Mr. Michaels’ hand had
ac:idcntllly bruih.d. and paulld ntop, her oun ‘j

Thl instant thu curtains openad she was dazzled by the

LN
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‘
) -sight of the cgostumes. They were vyellow and .blue and
vermilion and the silk audibly shimmered. Her vision was ;
blurred for the rest of the show, and the stage 1looked Tike “
. « . the surface of a pond, ruf¥ling in a breeze.
o . Mr. Micgaels didn’'t say anything ;hen he fbund'out what )
his wife was doing, but when he saw her fitting dnd talking~ ’
’ with Annie in the living room one day, he decided that the -
girl would have to be sentﬂaway. ﬂe contacted a cousin who
had just bought her own home in a suburb of Roche'ster, N.Y.,
and she agreed to take her.: |
Mrs: Michaels pratested, saying it was almost like , .
- ‘putting. up a child for adoption. She even wept: but Mr.
| Michaels was insistent. Finally 'she agreed. Before Annie
was shipﬁed away, haowever, Mrs. "'Michaels r?muvea thg. red ‘
silk blouse, fqlded‘it'intq a tiny square, and hid it inside
\\m “ | “the lid of her jewelry box. After Annie was gone; and . ",f

whenever Mr. Michaels.was out doing the groceries or running

errands, she would unfold the silk, press it with a smooth

L

wooden block that she’'d heated in the aven, and then

¢

more secret it away.

By springtime, Mrs. ' Michaels was confined to thgﬁlg

¢

! ;:. ) 7" apartﬁent‘and Mf;‘Hichaels.wés anxious to.do a little - work

¢
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\\:utdoors. He thought the courtyard needed some colour, so

e asked his wife if she'd like him to plant carnations.

"You could watch- them grow from the front window,

»

Louie,” he said.

Mrs. Michaels told her husband that she’'d like him to

v

plant a milberry tree instead.
P~

"I don't know if that's a gcdd idea,” Mr. Michaels

said. "I don’'t even know if it's possible." |

""Maybe it isn’t}" Mrs. Micpaels replied. *But- maybe

Y

that doesn‘t matter."”

Mr. Michaels had heard that his neighbour,‘a Qoung man
named Lambert, ;as studfing landscape architecture.: He
caught up with him in the courtyard one da; and asked vhis
advize. tampert aas shoqiné his dog a trick{ but pau;ed
long enough to tell Mr. |Michaels that thé tree' wouldn‘t
érow. o \ ' _‘

"Moraceae," he said. “Pantropical. This climate is

» hardly ideal. The poor silkworms! Did ydu know that., in

China they used to execute anyoné who exported the eggs?"

?Més./ﬁichaelé wants the tree," Mr. Michaels said.

Lambert gestured towards the small patch .of cr;cked
grey earth at £§3 centre of the courtyard.

‘"It would be like planting’ an orchid in cement;"

A ) .
Nr.hMi:haels chippaed at a corner of the patch with the

: : \
heel of his shoe. . .
. ‘ ”
: ” » . . .

\i
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The Mulberry Tree
0 "She believes i§ can grow,” he said.
"This Qorld is terribly‘ ‘inhospitable," Lambert
insigted. Lambert'’'s dog barked.
Mr. Michaels told his wife what Lambert had said, and
afked her again ié there was npythiné eiﬁe cshe’'d like him to

plant.

P "It will grow if we'want it too,", she replied.

So latg the next Evening,‘wnrking in the no%nglou " that

the apartment building cradled in its wings, :Mr. Michaels

planted the tree. Lambert and his dag came out of their'

apartment to watch.
.o' /‘ ) )
. ' "It's not as 1f she‘'s asking for the moon," Mr.
' ' ¢ - N v

(Hichaels said.

v
»

A week Qasscd and it appeared that Lambert had be;n
righ;;‘the leavas on the mulberry ‘tree browned at the iipi}
and the bark pe;lud ;ff its branches lika old 'paint,. As
nuéh aQ Mr. Hichaels ‘worked, the ground resained as

imparueabla as cement, and the - water he poured from the
4 . b4

yellou plastic buck.t that had once belonged to Anni.

cbllcctnd in pools at its ba;e. Thuir next door neighbour,

. _Harriet H{:}ltan, suggested that h. drop two tea bags into
t uatlr. The tea stained the sarth arauﬁd the tred¢ a dark

: < " brown, but its ‘roots still didn’t taks -hold.
) { , . ,

> - 1
front window/ waiting.
Q -

- h %

B . N B .
v <
. B d 0
’ » . - P
. e Y . - g -

[Each dgy ‘while he worked, grs. Michaels: sat by the.
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-his wife's crumpled tissues and seen her to bed, Mr.

Michaels went to the kitchen. He was making himself a cup
of Ovaltine Qhen he heard a 1low rumbling sound that he

'thought was coming from his wife's chest. The 1lid on the
e

suéar bowl, which was black* and shaped 1like a top hat,

tipped. .
. z& ~ [

¢ Mr. Mic?aels hurried to the bedroom to check on his

wife. He whigpered hé}‘name, but she seemed to be asleep.

The next morning a man on the radio said there had been

an earth tremor the night before, and the water table had

L
L]

been affécted. ghe river had dropped tver three +feet and

some of the local people had risen early and were scavenging
é .
a newly /béred section of river bottom. One man had

reportedly fQund a 1957 Hillman with red leather seats.

. Mr.gMichaels looked out his front window.: The earth

{ : .
~ around his tree had been furrowed and upturned. And poking

-

up through the‘earth, as if it had been planted there, was a
crumpled pink tissue.

’ Mr. Michaéls went out to tend to the tree. The water
‘from his yellow plastic bucket rushed, -like a»ﬁagnet to the

.pole, through the furrows and into the sail. Within the

week its roots wound themselves deep into the edrth, an%

I'd

ware feeding off the rich river runoff. ‘ { S

S e

-
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h

‘ 3
Then one night, after he‘d finished picking up all of.

From her place by the window, propped. up by pillnws;A

o

) .
A g A

R,

' e i



room and set up a cot, but Mrs. Michaels said no, it wasn‘'t

ﬁﬂut he felt badly that his u1+e couldn’ t.get up to 1look .at

‘reports, some of which he made up.

-9
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Mrs. Michaels saw the mulberry tree grow. , . -

~ . s

One ﬁorning not laong aftg:wards Mrs. Michaels woke and ' s

-

fouhd it nearly impossible to catch her ‘breath. When *Mr. - -

‘. S ‘5/’”7 -

Michaels rose and asked her what she'd lgke for breakfast,

Foad .

Ry 4R

she told him that she'difust as soan stay in bed for a
- ' ™
while. Towards noon he offered tQ carry her into the front ;

i
,

,
&
Es

‘
3

-~

décéésary. When she coughed she felt as if her throaf . was

being cleared of an ocean. ° ' ‘ e ‘
A e 7 ‘ '
Each day Mr. Micha#fls tepded -to his tree and took scare

of his wife. Sometimés he ran errands or went to see Mrs.

R P

Hamxlton, who'lately had been suffering from dlZZY spells.

¢

the mulberry. After every errand or visit he’ d’ brihg back .-

"Mrs. Hamilton says it"s a.lovely tree, Louie.  Even ‘
. , . 9 . - .
Lambert has said so. And it is. It's marvellous. .. Saan

- )

1‘1l get you out to see it up close."
m‘"ﬁgr don‘t havé Enz" Mrs. Micha?is wguld say. "I can

hear it PN o
o - ' .

g Hﬁ.anichaels spent as much time with her as he could.

-

[

‘ . -
gy the end of a day he was exhausted, but Mrs. Hichaolé*‘
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‘never seemed to sleep. He asked her about it once . and she.
smiled and said she got plenty of ‘rest, that he was‘4juity
being silly to wofry about it, so he never 'mentioneﬁ”ﬁit
again. )

Each night Befofg falling to sleep, Mr. Micﬁaels ‘would
lébk err gt his:rife,_whose eyes were wide and focussed on
the ceiling, and ask her if shé would be alright Ey hersel f

=hor the next few hours.

© She would tell him she’d be"fine, that she felt Ffine, \\\\,

- and would wait for his breathing to slow and deepen. Then,

after the rest of the buyilding was silent and swamped in a

b{ackness’as fhick as fur, Louie Michaeis would lié' au;ke,
A

surrounded by cfumpled pink tissues,'apd hear the leaves of,

.the mulberry tkee shimmering. She would hear the silkworms

edging their way along the leaves: and for. a moment now anq

again she cuﬁld catch and ho;d her breath and listen to the

, sound of thé silkworms munching, mﬁnchitéa/gsf the’ most

elegant silk Qoqn the world had ever seen. \;\g\\\—;//

»
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L 3

!, S8imon tugs the front door of the greystone building

closed, shiﬂéi\hg out the rain that skitters off the

herringbone brickwork' of the couriyard, . and ldgs his

’ -

grocerzes up the three flights of étaxrs to .his qpartmant.

N

A nezghbour, Bauer, is wandering in the hallwaysa' Simqn

asks him who he’s looking for, then shaows him out,

-

In the kitthen, water seeps through the wall beneath

the floaded windaw sill, fendinq ca mottl-d. sponqchlika

stain. Siman‘sets his bags on the table and stuffs paper

towels along the ledge. The wettest bag immldiatcly tips

.over and Casserole Cookery, a book he d picked up at the

‘checkout counter, slides onto the floor.

' It lands on its spine and falls open at a refipe for
eqg and bean cassercola. Simon‘}abks it over quickly, then

"
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+hrquh cookboo&s, Simon first learﬁed to Jrééd. Late

one éﬁternéon, still a yea; before Siﬁon beg;n échool, it

accurred to.his mother .that it would be handy to have an

assistant in the kitchen, someone to recjte recipes while

‘she manipulated ingredients. Louise Aikeﬁ's Canadian‘Giglfs
Cookbook was.Simun's primer.

. N
' It was also through éookbooks that Simon first learned

~of the eqg’s infinite possibilities. In a general way, eggs

‘were a vital part of any well-prchastrated meal, necessa}y

_in‘cakes and ringues, breadings and batters. Even their

i

shglls had a purpose when it came tolprewing a mellow cup of

coffee. ' ' ' s

-

. ..
But eqgs really shone, Simon soon learned, in a _solo

«

role: in Eggs Benedict, souffles, and timbales, or simply

'boiled, ‘poached, fried, coddled, and devilled. S

- ‘ N '

*'l— *
.‘ ‘ ' ‘:T\ ‘\“ . .
Simon is reading about ‘the latest luke-warm success of

_____ . B ™ e ——ror

)
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the City Symphony in the Sunday paper -when the oven—timer

" with a mitted hand, and sits down to eat.

‘downstairs to retriédve his rare. recording of Showm .Boa;.:

- Lambert is standing in the middle of his living rfoom trying

a7
et

r
N
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e X

buzzes. He shuts down the Qas, stretches on tiptoe for the
asbestos mitts that ‘are tucked away in a cupboard above the

refigerator, then squats to take the casserole from the

- \ '
oven. . . . . s

The breadcrumb and egg crust is a deep shade of gold, o
on the verge of bubbling and reédy-to burst. The tip of a,
bean peeks through the surface énd the scent of aushroom

saupe‘Fills the air. Simon spoons a serving onto his plate, .'ﬁl

wipes a Si? of moisture from the creases in his forehead

1}

Sb this is it, he thinks. He scoops ub a forkful of -

the faod and puffs repeatedly at the rising steam. &

\

Tomorrom she'1l be here.

[

— o

. The odor >f the casserole fa}lous Simon  as he goes

out a new trick on his old dog. - ‘

a

“Something smells delicious,”  Lambert says. Lambert is
studying landscape architecture, but to support himsel+

while he is in school he pufs'bn magic shows fnru.birthdayl

. .
; , : Al L ;
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4

parties, anniversaries, and Bar Mitzvahs.
&

“Come and watch this," he says, taking Simon by the
elbow and lead{ng him into the room. |

The huge dog 5it;r and waits for them.. He has an
off-white coat that approximdtés.the colour of the deep pile
carpeting in the room, aqd mismatched eyes: o;e sky blue,
the other brown as earth.

"Finished with my Robeson?" Simon asﬁf.

Lambert dangles a rubber newspaper ‘in front of the
dog’s 5n$u§, snaps his fingers, and makes the toy pape;
disappéar dp the sleeve of his kimono. The dog closes his
mouth and sniffs. , o |

"Got it all on tape. It’'s wondérful,"a4Lambgrt says)

;but it does make ﬁy Leon howl.* The dog walks slowly

aréund Lambert. éuddenl;/he stops, cocks his ears, and

plucks the rubber p;aér from Lambert’'s rdgr. .
"This trick isn't quite perfected yet."

3>

"So 1 see,"” Simon says. }‘ - .

"Perhap§ you don't‘ realize how rare a trﬁly great
éleight-o{-hand ;rtist is," Lambert offers.

The dog stares‘;ﬂ at Simon, blinks his blue. eye, agd
runs to the corner of tﬁé room, .the newspaper firﬁly clamped
in his jaws. Lambert croﬁchos beside him.

*That’'s a pretty boy," he says.. The dog claws at the

wall, ldoking for a place to bury his paper.

v

n—
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"I try everything out on him first. And 1 was very

1]

céréful," L.ambert says, pointiné to the album; "“Voices like

his are gifts frnm the gods. gices like his are magic."

y v

“You may be right," S1mon<(eplxes. . {

The dog keeps clawing at the wall.

-
Simon flicks off the table lamp and stands perfectly

:

'sgill, listening to the rushing sound, 1like air escaping

from a bellows, that the sudden disappearancé of light

makes. Then he takes a . careful step; in the Ffirst few

seconds of -darkness, the futTiture.in~the living roéom has"

vanisﬁed.

Bu?dedlby‘memory and shadéus, Simon creeps across .to‘
the'window saat. He biiﬁks ra;idly to accustom his eyes t9 
the dull-edged outlines surrounding him; It is a. warm

summer night, and scores of shadflies up from the river clot
. . , .

‘the sky around. the-streetlights and cling to his window

screens like shreds 64 yellow newsprint.

Whistling softly, Simon‘sliQés alang the poiished pine
bench that runs half the 1length of the uall.u A feeble
brneza, damp as a woman’s breath, glances off his cheek, and
Simon presses his face to the screen. ,L taxicab pulls up to

3




tﬁe courtyard steps, the driverileaning on his horn.’ The

Mfchqels' appear in the courtyard and make their way

" tentatively through a gang of children who are chattering

~ something of a-collector.

shrilly at the foot of the steps. He is supporting her

about the waist, she is clutching a handful of tissues to

v

her mouth. The horn stops honking, the Michaels’ get in,

and the taxi drives out of sight.

‘Siman eases the window shut and fiddles with ~ the cafe

i

shutterg so as to black ocut the light from the street.

He moves over to the wall unit and runs his fingers

along the row of records, as if he is reading Braille.

r L] ' .
. . |

.

Simon has anly one,diétio ry on his bookshelves, a

Concise Oxford. Later, he will buy them by thé bagful.\

They wi}l be of a specialized Qariety; and Simon will become

'

button that sets the tonearm in

/%% his heels. The needle floats down

"
.

- o
. . P
. 1. .
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to the record surface and, after a slight hesitation, finds

;Qs way into the groaves. The record spins arqdnd once, and

a sliver of shuttefred light catches a warp in its surface;

twice, and the light catches his eye; " a thipd time, and

Simon raises his hands to ear level, cocks his head, and
’

lets his eyefids droop. Then -— at precisely the right

instant —— Simon ‘swings his arms down and forward' and

.conducts the opéning notes to the Original Movie Soundtrack

of Show Boat:

-1 01° Man River
Dat 01’ Man River

Robeson sings in a voice that shakes the room, in a

voice as deep and massive as the river 'itself. Simon

N

shivers, lies back, and lets, the music wash over him:
; .

- He must knowm somethin''
But don't say nothin’...

’

As Robeson’'s voice weaves with thé waterline. on the

riverbank, Simon gfins, closes his eyes, and lets the river

lap at his taes, while an the far shore, Robeson sits with’

his hands éigsped about one bent knee and gazes out over the
world. Simon watches Robesaon grasp the notes between his
jaws, suck them deep into his chest and then, 1like a
'conjurer pulling rabbits from. a top bhat, set them 4rei
again, transfigured into wa}m wet objects that float acros;
the river to roll around in the palms of Simon’s hands.

Simon stq(ts to sing, stretching the arteries in his
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neck as taut as boat‘'s cables, and Robeson’s eyes widen as

he builds towards a crescendo:

He keeps on rollin’
Alongae...

Silence at once fills the room. Simon feels a pressure
on ﬁis eardrums, as if he were underwater. He lights a
cigarette and collapses onto the so?a, happy and comfortable
as a note in Robeson’s chest.

The dog downstairs growls, in a voice almost human.

Simon rubs the smoke from his eyes.

.

<
L~

Simon dangles his elbous(g;er the wrought-1ron railing :

of his balcony, gazes up at thc cluar black sky, and WO
at a shred of lettuce trapped in ,his molars with the tip of
his tongue. The apartment building is made up of .three

blocks joined in the shape of a horseshoe; balconies ring

each of its three storeys and overlook the courtyard, in the’

centre of which grows.a mulberry tree.

An airplane pops up over the horizen heyond the river,

'top far. away for the drone of its engines to be heard. On

its wings, like cat's ayes, blink green .lights. Simon
recalls the nightnaré cat he’'d known who‘d come and sit on

the outside sill of his bedroom window to stgre at him. The
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v

only place-Simon could hide was directly beneath that same

windaw.

.

Obviously couldn't see through walls, Simon muses.

A doorhinge squeeks §nd Simon shifts‘his'attention from
the airplane to the west block of the building. Bauer walks
out onto his third storey balcony apd cranes his neck
towards the sky. He’'d lost his wife months before in a
boating accident, but still expects to find her.

.“Might be a satellite, or perhaps a +alling star,”
Bauer shouts, pointing to the plane. . ' .

"Lovely night," Simon says. . '
v - .
Bauer sets up his homemade telescope and spreads a map

out. on the metal table at his side. Then he raises his hand
: 1

and frames the moon between his thumﬁqhnd index finger. It

A

looks as though it‘s being held in the " hinged jtvé af a

bird. ‘ . L

“Three quarters of the universe is in darkness," Bauer
says. He bends down and squints into the'telescqbe.

"Not driving tnﬁight?" Simon asks. *

“But it is to be hoped," Bauer continue;, “that this is

Po— il

an the wane." He steps back from the telescope and runs his
- - ,

handé across the map.

The plane draws closer, then flips entoc its  side and

veers towards the airport.

Bauer rests his head in his hands and begins to weep.

AT
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"Why are you hiding?" he says.

Simon says goodnight and goes back inside.

.
N > e, s Ve
- ~ . o .

Just after sunrise on a Monday mnrniﬁgr Madelaine

FAENEN

) crowds through the doorway, arms wrapped around jaint cans,
o P anian

brushes, and rags. Her brother and a friend struggle up the

-

staifs with additional supplies. At the ‘end of the week,
4 - ,"

Ser. o T e

el

Simon will ask Madelaine, with shouts and hand signais, if - .

| he reminds her of a male Helen Keller. Madelaine will ;egfy ) 0 ;ﬁ

B ' ' : - ' %
. by moving'harllips, not making a sourd. _ ~ ﬁgg
On the first day, Simon'é bedroom and é&udy exchange _ %ﬁ

v identities. ‘ ' .

"Musical rooms," Hadelaina says.

~N\\*- On the second day, new carpeting is laid in the study
arld’ the bedroom walls are pai"gted palé orange. ) i

> "Tanggrgpe," Madelaine says.
On the third day Madelaine’'s brother asks Simon how

long it’'s been since the house was lagst painted. Simon says
B 3 s T ——
oo he can’'t remember. Madelaine‘'s brothe frowns, rubs his
- .. B ‘
. hand across the kitchen wall and shakes a warning finger at -

Simon. His friend is cleaning the brushes and doesn’'t say a

word, but it seems to Simon tWat he might be giggling. -

-
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< Simgn asks " Madelaine what the - next day'’'s

T

«transformati ons will bhe.

3

L A o -

1

Madelaine’'s hand will be poised above the mﬁcing bowl , |

4

a cracked eggshell pinched between her fingers. ‘-

-

"Do something," she'11 whisper. * "Can‘t’ vyou do

something. "

&

bl

Saturd.-fy the fu;niture is roiled back into the 1living
rbair!. Hade]iaine arranées two chairs by the wall whereV the
safa :mce ;vas, nudges the so;Fé a:;ains‘t the wall whare the
wall-unit had been‘, ar@ 'linas. up tt;ae stereo opposite.
Sketches and prints au'-le° rehung about a complicated tapestry,
and around noon the last a:s'htray. is set in pla!:c' on fhe
corner of the glas-a;-topped coffee. table.

Madelaine collapses i:pto an armchair and grins.

"Happy?" | |

"Now it ‘s mine.too," she says. .

Madelaine stumbles into the bedroos and slesps fhrauqh

.
- s

' o
.
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thehéntire'afternoon, evening,.and night. On SunHay, she’s

«

. awake long enough to eat a bowl of split-pea soup and take-a

* quick bath; .then she turns on the TV, lies'dﬁgn on the sofa,

-

and tries to .qétch Double Indenn{ty.( .But 'before Fred
& ) MacNucray slaps Barbara Stanw&ck‘s face, she’s asleep.

L of "
fur the next few days Simon gropes about the apartﬂfék.

L

- 6n1y the gitchen escaped major. rearrangement, .and Simon

* . - ’

- spends as much time theme as - he can,. tinkering ‘with old

familiar recipes. In fbe living room, he waves. his hands at

o -

the airAbeﬁind his back when he bends te .sit, making sure

. N AN
a . ' . f

there’s something there. P ’

*\ ’ " Whose fault is it? Simon will later wohder. ‘Hine, or
\, . the egg’s? T : | o .

S 1

. Which came Tirst? ) ‘ "oy

‘
. ot
. w
. .
N - » y
- ° ' - "
. )
. B

. '
w .

-~

a Simcn'and Madelaine live most of the next wéek in bed.‘

°

She shows Simon the faint white scar notching the wab -of

skin between her laeft thush and forefinger; he tells
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Madelaine ébout~ his +first cooking triumph, Brome Lake

-

Duckling. In the heat and. humidity a¥f mid—-August,

Madelaine‘s black hair thickens and fans out acrgss the

A
) 4 L4 . ) .
sheets, 'leaving a trail of ti " dark creases on "the

’ ppilldwcasa. Simonfs moustache curls around his  lip, beads

of moisture clinging.to the tips of each hair. . / (
. Despite a neighbour’'s complaint about the oise, they

. 13 - . r L)
keep all their wiﬁdbus' open, but the air inside  their

apartment still‘dues not to stir. Madelaine expects fish to

come swimming through the air ahd Simon says he could wring

‘water from his bones.' A fan swirls the heat around and
. . a

ther?fs a bath %ow%} ch the nightr;hble with which they dry

ééeh other. The sheets are sweet with pgrspiratian and

they're startled to find how easily they slip From each

- .

other's agms. : .

Mast evenings, Simon prepares dinner.( He loves the way

Madelaine eats, the way she cradles each horéel of food on

“ her tongue, the way she nudges it slowly around ' the inside
%

&

of her mouth, the way she puffs her cheeks out sligﬁtly as .

she swallows. One menu: eggplant Tfarcie, smoked Atlantic

& ° . -
salmon, and an overchilled chablis. Madelaine raves: The

£

%
o
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v

next niﬁht: thinly sliced prasciutto on honeydew éelans, an

entree of veal iimbales, with a dessert of rhubarb crisp

‘smothered Yin cream. Madetaine chelrs. ' ‘

They eat in the bedroom, using the mattress for a
table, and leave their empty dishes piléd.atnp the chest of
drawers until the next day. Simon is i-flattered by

Madelaine’'s appetites. .
. . ¢

>

Madel aine iﬁsists ‘that they weigh thgdselves every

3 * - . v
morning. She's happy to find that any weight they may have

" put on at dinner has completely mel ted away. C

-

Simon and Madelaine lie-on canvas"lounge chairs and
drink glass after glass of rum and iced tea, which they pdur
from ; sterling silver pitcher that sweats over the cnffeé
table. The 'sofa is upholstered in wool ajd-makes them itch.
Simon turns on the television }nd they tle in to watch- a

S

The opening ¥feature is narrated by?a lanky blonde woman

; .

human affairs prbgram.

\ .




" the rest cheer from the sidelines.
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in her late thirties and concerns a couple who have/ thirteen
children and five in twin house trailers on the fringes of

the Arizona desert. The father works in a nearby town as a

systems analyst, while his wife étays-home and takes care of

the children. They raise their own beef cattle, keep a

small herd of milkers, a, flock of chickens, —and an

assortment of cats, dogs, and lizards. All of the children

are adopted and are either physically - or mentally

hgndicapped. Those that are able play touch ‘football, and

~
e ~

.The interviewer singles out a younger gqirl

+

curly brown hair combed across her forehead, held in place

with a-red ribbon. The girl appears smaller than anyone

else, and a slow camera pan reveals she was born without

legs. Her natural msother, the interviewer axplains, was

probably an addict. -~ “ .

Madelaine-brings her hands up .to her Face. \\3:non

wonders if ﬁc should change the channel.

- The interviewer asks the small girl what she wants out

of life. The girl’'s father looks off ga-uhnfg to the laft
of the camera. The small girl tells the ihterviewer of her
secret wish is to one day wear the patent loiipcr pirty
shoes that she kesps in a box benaath her bed.

A tabby cat jusps up on the bed and paws at her

. ' C
high—buttoned blue dress. The girl laughs and explains that
. . *\ ’ - )

who has
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he’'s just sleepy. -
The cat hides beneath the girl ‘s dress.
"Stop it..." 8

Simon gets up and turns off the set.

’

After Madelaine’'s skin dries out, her body shrinking,

Simon will start collecting dictionaries of fable, myth, .and Q

~ el
K3 A . , ot

'symboi. . »

All he can get his hands on. ' TE

¢
¢

Simon snatches up a palmful of crushed éggshells from
. the Tupperhare bowl, fills the glass carafe with ice—wat;r,
and grinds up a mix of French andnCoiumbian beans. ‘Re*tying
his dressing gawri sash, he pads to the livinb room and waits
for the smell of brewing coffee to wake Hadelain;.
The late &orning , sSun arranges .itsclf ovar the '
courtyard, its rays enclosed(in par;pthesis by thq;east and
~west blocks of the ﬁuild{na. A few gulls have . wandegrad up

from thE rivir and hover about the street, searching for

[

Id
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stray garbage. One of them lands and is immediately pounced

'
¥

"

on by half a dozen aothers.

Simon leans over the back of the window seat. A boy is
playing in the courtyard. He is in a chest harness attached
/

ta a long leash that is tied to the mulberry tree.. His

parenté, sitting on the cement stairs, are eating spoonfuls

. of chocolate pudding from green tins. The boy makes an

imaginary telescope out of his curled left fist.

Then Simon sees Bauer stepping out Q% the front door of
his building. A The boy puts his eye ta the felescape and
peérs across the courtyard.

fWhy are you hiding," the boy says in a deep voice.

Bauer stgps and hunts for the voice. The boy has
camouflagea himself in the branches of the treet

'Simon giggles.
"Quick, come and see this..."

S%@on turns back to find the boy’'s telescope afﬁ;d at

-

. him. Bauer is still trying to locate %the‘ voice  and is

looking up. So are the boy’s parents, still spooning
pudding.

Simon slams thé£2hutters closed. He fumbles with his
bathrabe.

Madelaine laﬁghs. T

-"Who's watching who?" she says.

) ‘ 4
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In one of the dictionaries of symbol Simon pxcks up, he
f ¢

will read that the egg, in heiroglyphs, stood for

.

potent1a11ty. .

In another he will read that Pliny had a Druid’s édg,

whose properties ensu;ed he would come out on ﬁop in ‘any

contest, and also be courted by those in power.

He‘ll read that the alchemists believed the egg was the

reposztory for all matter and thought.
He 11 read that the Egyptians were awed to a point of

frenzy when they realized that, within the eggshell, a
b
secrat animal growth took place.

He'll read that the ancient Chinese believed man had

2 been hatched from an egg and dropped from heaven.

He ‘1l réad"that the Hindus and Phoenicians claimed the
world was eggfshaped And had itself been hatched from an'egg‘
made by alCreatnr fond of disguises.

He‘ll read of an early Spanish sect, the Isabelites,
who maintained it had occurred to God on the second day of
creation that the chicken should be formed inside >6f‘ the
eggshell. The Isabelites were the only group who tried to
determine the state of the ‘egg oﬁ the first day of creation,

and although they beliasved its axistenca at this time
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| couldn‘t be*ﬁuestiane&, }hey.came up with 1litt plausible v
information. ) E
Simon will read all of; this aloud 'tpq/iadelaine and \\“‘\" .
Lamhert's‘dda; neither of wgq? will sho@/ahy interest.
. \‘\....,// S ’

% * *

{

Madelaine sitslht the kitchen table _sipping‘ coffen.
Steam rising from her cup dissolves the sleep from ?%e
corné(s of her eyes. On the clothaslinevbetween-their"Pack
balcony and the teiephone pole, sheets flap ;n the wind 11¥e

. flags. J ‘ ] . g

“Nothing stays the same,"” she tells Simon, wh6 is :
kneading her hunched shoulders. "After a while I was even
. afraid éo blink, so I kept my eyes open." |

In. the dream, she say;: she wa;-sittinﬁ in her father's
héu;e and héérd a noise.coming from the nthe} wside of thé
den. When she turned, she found herself staring at a giant .
television screen, odd because her father had never owned a
teleyision. Then she turned to talk to ho; father and he
was gonei The room was filled with pink carnations and
‘white-haired womgn.in 17th century draess, dancing a minuet.

i , h
Finally, the television became an aquarium, stocked with

bug~eyed fish. Lined up with th-ir'nouth; to the glass, air‘ ' ¢-

¢

U S,
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bubbles rose from the tips of their whiskers.
*You shouldn’t. read before bed}“ Simon says. "0Or maybe
you ate something last night that didn‘'t agree with you.h

’

;Madelaine says it was always some sort of sound that
made her shiff her attention from one.carner of the rdom to
"another. Sometimes the noise was like a scraping.
Sometimes it was no logdeﬁ than a shuffling of feet. And
sometimes it seemel as if someone was giggling.

Simbn gigglas 1

"It doe; sound a bit funny."

"Every time I turned my back," Madelaine says, "the
whole wBrld did a quick chgnge." She shakes her head.

"t ike musical chairs," Simon explains.

Madelaine peeks over her shoulder. -

*Boo," Simon says.

After a dinnér of Indian chicken curry.and brown  rice, i

‘ éarnished with toasted aléond slivers and~rai§ins and';ashed )
down with mugs of stout, Simon Aleaas Madelaiﬁé. into the

liv;nq room. '

He pulls the record from the shelves and sets it on the

turntable. Madelaine groans. Simon sets the tonearm in

U ~j» U R ™ - 3 . a2 ‘ RIS



. of the song.
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mqtion, crouches so his eyes are parallel to the disc, and
looks for the warp. The needle f;oats down.

He lies between the speakers with Madelaine beside him.

Simon clasps‘herlfingers and raises their hands'téaether in’

174
the air.

The room is filled with Robeson -—

0l° Man River .
‘Dat 01° Man River

+
¢

The music laps againsgt the walls and ceiling, and the
floorboards vibrate like piano wire along the length of

Simon ‘s back. ,
. He must knomn somethin’
But don ‘'t say rothin'’

. Simon grins. Robeson’'s 'voice, smooth as water, reaches

" inside him, each note a great dark hand, &neading his

stomdch, pulling him inside out. Simon clears his throat
ﬁnd sings. }
He keéps or rollin’

Madelaine sits up and rubs ‘her ears.

"It's a little loud!" . -
*ging!" .
Madelaine gets to her feet. The orchestra sw§115.
Along. ...

The floorboarps craak, drowning out the echo at theiend

’

"My . ®ars," Madelaine says. Simon pulls himself,
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: (4
- . N
dripping, from the water. The dog downstairs sounds as 'if

he's trying'to scratch his way through the ceiling.

-

A feu‘days later Simon will ask Madelaine to listen
( -

again. .

"This kind of music isn‘t being madq,any more," he will

v

say.
Madel aine will.staré into her lap and Simon will mufter

to himself: "Whatever happened to singers like this?"

.

Madelaine will tug at her lower. Tip.

~

"They're dead." .

-

. Simon and Madelaine ga down to the river. . It had
- ‘

rained all day. Pinpricks of light, like stars caught in a,

metal web, glisten on the bridge.
Madelaine pulls Simon along to the water ‘s edge. Neqf
acl of reseds, Simon ask-AMSdulaine if she’'s heard the

local~saying, about the water being too thin to plow and too

_thick to drink. The moon slides out of the clouds. The

-—«w-wmu S L padeit oy " Pt e
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river looks like a moving gaﬁ in the landscape.
Madelaine kneels. A bullfrog blinks, water slipping
back and forth across his slick ‘green hide. Croakiné,
g ' '*throat ﬁulging and phospﬁurescent, it looks ready to léap.
o : Madelaine’'s face is half-lit by the moon. . s
"Can you pick it up for mg?"
“Hhat?" ' .

. "Lat's see if we can make it fly."

'
~ 7. *

Simon stares. ‘ ’
Madelaine says she‘'s read a nnw%paper~ article about
'some people in a tiny village in southern Greece who woke up
one ﬁ;rninq and saw that it was raining tiny frogs. The sky
was filled with them, and the villagers took this as a sign,
but:scientists in Athens claimed they must have been scooped
upliﬁ Africa by cy;ionic winds, and the frogs -— n6n¢ of
" whom uaiéhed more than two cunces —— had bqun their journey
“ N | , . as egys . and Hed ‘been hatched in wmsid-air. Thb villagers
hadn’'t felt the uinds and none of the *ruqs were hurt in the‘

fall. .They believed the animals could fly.

\
. "Anythinq you care inaqin- happ-ninq will happen,*”

P .Madelaine concludes. ) r

Simon cups the £ru§ in his hands. .

é;'fTOIIVit up over the water. Gently...”

=
N -

‘b
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The street is deserted when S;mﬁn and Madelaine walk
back to their building. They hold each other going up ‘the
courtyard steps, still slick from the rain.“

"Everyone‘'s asleep,” Simbn whispers at their don;. Y

"Listen," she says. Through their walls, the§ “ﬁeaf
Bauer , ueepiné. ‘ .

1

) "Why are you hiding," he cries.

¢

- 7

Simon and Hédelaine,lie in bed, sipping reconstituted
n;ange juice, sharingoa ci;arette, plann?ng the day. Since
sumper‘is drawing to a close they decide ?a-«spend the
afternaon by the beaver pond.,in the park.

Hadeiaﬁne sits crnss—i;;gnd on the edge of the b‘d and
runs her brﬂiﬁ through ﬁur‘hair. Simon contemplates the way

her pale hand curls arcund the rosawood handle, th; way wmach
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stroke of the brush makes a hundred ordered furrows ' in her

hail". . ‘e - ~ N .
«/f ' !

"Hungry?"
-"It’'s your turn," Simon yawns. “Surpfise me."
. T . eyt

P T .

e U ‘ - »
Madelaine’s got the skillets on the stove, a dab of

4
¢

butter clinging té;the lip of one, a tahléspoan of peanut
b ?

o .

oil floating in the other. On the counter, there's 'a bowl

-

of eggs, a green pepper, half a pint of mushrooms, and a ;\\

3 -

drained tin of sardines. Simon pours coffee beans into the

7

mill and tucks four slices of honey bread into the toaster. - }

"Italian omelettes,"” Madelaine says, tossing slices of

green peppers and muﬁhraoms ;nto one of the skillats.
" wan, fritqat:." '

Madelaine cracks the first eggnand whisks it around the
bowl until thé yolk and the white fluff up. With -the second
égg;AFﬁa bni:gi‘her hand éaun‘ta_th: rim of the bowl with a
cunducta;'s flourish./,ﬁiman spoons plum jam into matching . .
porcglain ﬁots. Madel aine btlances the third egg in the?
palm of har hand. It feels hollow. cﬁ\ o '

" “Must be a pullet,* she says.”

-

+..  Her hand meets the mixing bowl: Madelaihe sucks in her
v . ! . ’ ‘s s
z;/ﬁff\ : “ s
. . | - >
‘ . ' [ 4
- e - S

“
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b \ breath.l Her hand freezes over the howl. Pinched between
i R .
\ - St -
P thumb and forefinger are the halves of the eggshell.
i '"Do something," she whispers. : ’
3 Floating atop the pool of egg is a .thick, white,
’ & two—-inch slug. The coffee mill scra}lns, chewing up the
\ - | beans. Madelaine’'s mouthing the words. . - L

¥"Do somethi ﬁgg .

.

—~— : Madelaine leaves her room for dinner. She nibbles at

. ~ ., - the corner of a cracker, then vomits. Bincm‘guides he;- out

{ . ’ ont‘:o-the balcony. She‘: wearing her terry-—cloth robe. ‘
\\ v “Cr;ances are, sosething like this could never happen ‘
\&" " . again," B | o
S . *Chances a:'b," she says slowly, "that it will. That's
\\ the u‘ay it;uork.l. h'Anyth‘i.ng you imagine happening witl."'

"You've got- to put it out of your mind." Simon cups
.his hands arpund his cars,' then flings tﬁu away from his
head, as if he’'s pulli.nq a osmory from his nin.ql.and throuing'
it inta-spm:qa ~

“Do this,” Simon says.

. ) Madelaine looks away. * .
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When Madelaine sleeps Aﬁr body is coiled as tightly as

a fist, taking up no more than a quarter of>thé bed. Simon

[

stays on the balcony. i 4 s

In the courtyard, Mr. Michaels is pouring water from a

\

yellow plastic bucket onto the m&ulberry tree. Simon hasn’t

seen him or his wife for weeks.
B v t
The buyxfrom the east block has beeh out again: ringing
the tree are his furrows, which seem to grgw from ﬁge trunk
like rays from the core of a star. The water glistens liée
¥

mercury, rushing from the yellow bucket, through the

furrows, to the roots of the tree.

A

"There are 113‘1:;;;0 fear,” Simon tells Madelaine.
"It‘s just a matter 6¥/p-r§pcctive.“ ‘

Madnlaiﬁe rufufls tolf;at.‘ “"Whose pnrl;uctive?” she
asks. Nothing Simon caooks intcregts her.‘

She begins to shrink.

Her body, Simon thinks, is nibbling awmay at;itkclf;'

¢ ' ’ »

- e
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Simon leaves tée apartment, hoping that time to hersel+
will do Madelaine a world'of wonders. When he returns, she
is curleq up an -the couch, her bathrobe tucké&l under her
feet. Lambert’s dog is there, too, sitting in the armchair

&*

"It was looking up at 5@,“ Madelaine says.

-

Simgn pulls the dog out of the chair. Selecting a

dicfionary, he starts to read,

‘6 v . , -.‘ | ‘

- . ¥ ,
“...clay eggs left there as signs of aternity," Simaon

4
concludes. ' - S 4 L
- N 1Y

"You see?" He thumbs through the pages, and . without
looking up‘saysz "These things must have happened bhefore."”
Madelaine stares into her lap. ' 2N

"I swgpar it was Ioaking at me.”

. 4
. ‘1hb dog goes to the window and looks out over the
courtyard.

1 S .
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Madelaine's bone white nightgown fans out freely behind

her feet as sﬁe walks down the hallway. Her scent has
becamé—toa sweet: The skin on her neck'hang; in folds, like
wattles. Q '

She is disappearing, Simon thinks, }nto fhe _folds of

her skin. Ounce by ounce by ounce.

Madel aina pauses by the livind room window. The 1light
l -

shin1ng through nakes her gown transparent, hnr limbs just -

§a1nt spxderyﬂnutlinns. Simon is afraid he'd  find hiaself
hugging no£hinq bui cloth. . - ’
. e I'n matching her body devour itself.
' Madelaine whirls around and glares. Her ayas and mouth
secn'to‘bn rnc;?ding‘intu hcr'face. |

"Who s watching who," she says.

4

. F) . » . N
There is a party in the parking -lot behind the
clotheslines. In the slight breeze, light skittefs across
o the asphalt. Lambert is p-rfarninq at the party.
Simon sets a qlnls and a hot!ll pf gin and a battlg of

L3N - s

‘buildihq; Somsone has strung Chinese lamps along one of the’
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o

_ tonic on the butcherblock table. He listens to the hum of

the party and knows Lambert has begun wheh he hears Show

Beat playing.

o

Robeson starts singing. Lambert‘s dog starts to haowl.

To drown him out, the volume on‘the

tape deck is increased.
7

Each line Raobeson sings is louder than the last. The tape

distorts. Robeson’s voice crégks.

table. ‘ : 9

+

%
Simon gets up from the

The bedroom blind is pulled down below the window  sill

and the room is pitch black. Simon

the wall and feels his way past the

puts his fingertips to

chest of drawers to his_

ynight table. He sits on the edge of the bed and lights a

cigaretta. He seaes, stretched across his pillow, her

spidery forearm. As he reaches out, it slides away; beyond

the glow of his cigarette. His hands co

up with nothing

but cloth. Over the aursmur of the party the\dog grawls and

tears around in friantic circles.

3

¢

* ®* »

Simon knocks at Bauer s door.
"Bauer?"

»
Simon waits.for a soment, then

room to the balcony. ' .

It swings bpgn;

walks through the living’

¥

.

A
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Bauer is adjusting the focus on his  telescope. He

. covers an eye with ohe hand and scans the sky. .

“I can't see her," Bauer says. He frets with his lens.

"Why is she hiding?*®
“Yes," Simoq nads, "she’s gone."
- He spfeads Bauer ‘s map of‘the universe out an‘the metal
table and runs his fingers along £he worn folds in the

paper. The river bullfrags are croaking. The sound carries

chrough the sky as’ though amplified through loudspeakers

' suspended high above the water..
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Conversation in the Courtyard //f—
. Roger ‘s duther is lying on a lawn chair in the

- courtyard, on a-patch of 'lawn just beneath the 1living room

window of her apartment. She wakes, and notices that a

length of frayed rope dangles from the gas pipe that runs up

the side of the building.

12 ¢
!

"Roger!"

Roger, down by the river, turns. He is wearing a

headband cut from a white cotton pillowcase. On it he‘s

-~ painted intérlbckin§ diamonds, in many different colours.

"Get back hare!'"

> in one
' -4r9yed

behind

hand, an arrow in the other.  The other end of the

rope is attached to his Jjacket 'harness, and drags

him. Somothiﬂg is stuck to the tip o{.his arrow.

71

Roger scales the riverbank, Indian-style. He has a baw

b




Peers at Bauer. DBauer pauses, then peers back.

: ~
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"What are you doing?"

Roger is taking a catfish off the tip of his arrow. He

.l'\

strokes its whiskers, lets them flutter across the palm of
his hand. '

"Yau ﬁcared me; Roger.™

Roger says nothing. His mother brushes a black ant
from her arm, then looksndou?\§t the grass to make sure it
is gone. ‘
Roger qQoes to the mulberry tree.
"You could get killed." ’
Roger crouches. '
JNou what are you doing?“ ¢
Roger is digging at the base of tha sulberry tr;n.‘
"Yoﬁ're making an ;uful mess. "
.Ragér plants the catfish .in the hole, tfil up, then

covers it with dirt.

"1:11 hav-'tu get you another rope.”  His mother 1lies

y

back, covers her eyea with & towel, and lﬁr.ads her arms’ to

the sun.
Roger sits on the fish;‘

The door of the apartmsnt block opposite opans. er

_raises his hand to his eye, curls it’into a telescopa, and

K

“That ‘s not such good,” he smumbles. *“You‘ll neaver find

cnything with that.® Still talking, Bausr walks through the

i
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courtyard and down to the strest, where his car 1is parked.
Roger tracks him through hi% telescope.

“Nﬁat was he saying?“‘Rdger's mother asks.

Roger is swivelling, getting his motﬁer in his sights.
She spoons chécolate pudding from a green tin. Her white
skin ié‘covered with lotion, and gleams.

Roger ‘s mother takes the towel from her forehead, sits
up, and blinks. ' . ’

"You look silly," she says. "Very silly."

Roger is twisting his handj adjusting his focus.

"Stop it. Right naow.*®

. Roger squints, and her white skin explodes into 1light,

like a flashbulb. He readjusts and she is just a tiny black

dot, the size of an ant, eating from a tin of ﬁudding.
She tells him again that he looks silly.

Rogerﬁhifting the telescope to his other eye.

s
It all ends upon the way vyou choose to 1look at

-

things, as far as he is concarned.
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Early one bleak and Wingery evéning, a young man and
his wife stepped fram their ?espe;tive 'buses, approached
théir épartment building from.opposite ends of the block,
and met at tge foot of their courtyard sieps. A discussion
ensued. Despite Dan:s gvarsion to the baody politic and

Debby ‘s distaste for all things athletic, it‘ was hastily

agreed that‘their city was a city: 1) Where there uag. an .

evefpresant threat of blizzard and power outage, ?2) Nheré

portly, smooth-headed men of vision contemplated at enormous

"length a set of bluaprints for an advanced network of

t

" tunnels and conduits that wagld allagedly replace the river

headlines proclaimed- and the experts agreed) a wrestler 'nf

international calibre, regardless of w-iqﬁt class, - would

74 -

“as a primary sewage iruafmlnt'4plant, 3) From which (the -’
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never emergé. Debby also commented that their neighbourhood
waé the sort of neighbourhood that l;cked a restaurant of
any repﬁte but could lay claim to a regrettable overplus\ of
take—-out counters. 'Dan concluded the discussion by adding
that their street was thé' kind of streeé where everyone
habitually returnéd home after a more or less full day of
work, except faor the bearded eab -driver from the carner
bfncL who’d lost both his sense of direction and his wife in
a boating mishap a'few months'earlier. ' )

Inside their clean apd well-lighted kitchen, Debby

fried pork sausages, ‘stirred a.potful of beef consammé and

wondered when- she might find time to do the vacuuming, while

¢ ' —
4 Dan sat at-the b herblock table, ignored the cigarette

burning down tawards his knucklés, and studied the evening

naewspaper. New York traders maintained that '961d futures

L3

were down and copper was going for a “ son‘g.‘ Art dgalers
reparted that a Pollock hadnjust outpriced a Cézanne &at a
public auction; ) Einancial analysts Qagqed their index
f{ngbrs at an }nternationai group of panieky spaculators and
cadtinned against péamatu;: cugcern. ‘

Debby' crossed the floor.

Lové me? she agsked. Dan put the paper down " and stﬁod

" @p.

o
~_Sometimes without reservation, he said.
- Hug, Dabby said. Dan wrapped his arns;afouhd her ‘waist

o

.

PR
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4nd aqueezed. When she laughed he felt the tremor in his

forearms.

I'm convinced, Debby said. Dan flicked a strand of

hair awa& from her ear and began to nibble.
Who's your big chief, Miriméni? he whispered.
Enough, Debby said, shifting her attention back to the
stoye and turning down the heat. Over the hiss of sizzfing

sausages she thought she heard the couple next door
/

disciplining their dog. -
You dirty dirty bitch, one of the men was saying.’

Dan noticed that the jut of Debby’'s shoulder blades

-

"~ - tested the tight warp and weft of her black wool sweater.

Want me to set the table now? he asked, stepping his
,® .

fingértips up her vertebrae.

Wouldn't that be a treat, she said.

.

Dan nodded and winked. She was aware that her string

s

of pearls, under the stovehcod light, glowed discreetly.

Dan collected two stainless knives and forks, two

-1

bambac place mats and the' papieﬁr~maché salt and pepper’

shakers and decided that there was something very fetching

about a woman in apron and pearls. He carried_ghé, utensils

s

S down the hailuay to the living room, sat cvcrytﬁind atop tﬁe

. L , f
walnut veneer coffese table, and scuffled back to the kitchen

to retrieve twa glasses of saoda uat-r; their tan paper

- napkins and a tub of margarine.
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Dan said he’'d never seen the carpets quite so soiled

and returned to the living room. . .

t

=" Debby f?ok the bubbling soup off the burner, 9Jded two
cups of Insta—-Rice to the pot and, as she set the mixture on
the countertop to the left o; the stove, noted th§t'Dan had
left the newspaper disarranged across .the table. While

waiting for the pellets of rice to secak up the water énd
l‘ —&9‘*

soften, she flipped through the special home furnishings
insert. It was clear that taupe'.had reached a Ieyel of

popularity few other colours could boast of. Debby and Dan
“\ ’ L
owned nothing in taupe. ‘Their kitchen, where it wasn‘t

white, was avocado and rust. And much of the rust, she hgd

)

often shown Dan, was real.. Debby picked up a fork and

o

. A i
wondered aloud ‘who in the world was happy. The plump and

splitting sausages were stabbed and rolled. ,, f:a
' : 7 . . \
Mine look about done, Dan said, re-entering the

e

kitchen. The blackstriped pork skins stared up 'from the

pén. Dan affected a helpful expfassion. Debby glared.

-0

1f they're not conaoked well enough yéu'llAget tapeworms,
Debby said softly, but without kindness.
. ‘She turned back to the stove and wrinkled up her face
in an'att§tude of concentratinn.' Dan c?ept up behind her
and lgghtly kissed the nape of h;r neck. Debby reminded Dan
that th* ink from his nawspaper could :nncelvably ruLn their

tabre’/ Dan privately recallad that perzod ih their ldves

P
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N

when theyi!d made loye\everywhare ~~ including the kitchen

table -~ freely and without' comsdhction. ‘The sausages
twisted around in their shallow of grease, grinning
‘ N

disembodied grins.

¢

N

N @ ;
Debby carted the heaped plates into the living room and

dinner was served. Dan turned on the televisibn and Nitely

i

News began.. Their Tashiba Blacﬁstr;pe was but three days

old. On the night it was deliveéed~0ebby and Dan faithfully

“ .

,fufloued the instructions given them by the Dwner'g ‘Manua}

and had tuned into everybchannel their cable service' offered

in .order to compare picture resoclutionss When Debby

announced that unless something Wwas done immediately there

o

would be no milk for their cereal, the next morning, a brief’

L4 «

discussion ensued concerning whose. tyrn it was to leave the

house. 0On his wéy to the dépanneur, Dan had paused in the
Y

straeét and marvelled at tﬁ; light that lunged recklessly at
the walls of their living room. He was of the opinion that
the predominant colour was blue, and noted it was of a

richer hue than any of the other bluss that lunged at the

: walis of the other living rooms in th!ir’apartnent complex.

-Debby and Dan ate: dinner. Depby tried to chew quiaetly,

A\

Dan made an effort not to scrape his fgrk across his plate,
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/)' and}:ébh watched "Epe news intently. The week before, a v
Ve ' forty-six year old woman and her twenty year old 'son  had

S~
beert shot in an apartment just three buildings down "the

RS . . street.

i

° - ,Notwithstanding/ their efforts to the contrary, Debby

v and Dan reralled that the picture the film editors for .

LY

' . “~d ¢
@ _ Nitely Newms had sel/ectgd showed the woman-lying with one arm

dangling thrbugh thé v;rrought—iron bars of her balcony

~ . B .

! — '\/
* ‘railing and out intq space.‘ - .

. D?bby and Danyhad left their apartment that night .and’, o

PR

gone to a Robert Montgomery film festival.

- N .

' We.haven't been out in a very long time, - Dan said o
A : * )

,
o
¥~

7

- , Between scr‘eeni‘hgs.‘ Debby aqre.dé@}_f

.

Thc consomne . in ‘the hullm o{» D-bby and -Dan’s dishcs /

: i

T was soaked up with hunks of onion br-ad chby went to the

. ‘ kitghun and raturnad with s.cond hclpings of rice. Dan said. ,5.

-

-~ < that the nenth.r girl was certainly undnr thirty-fi"vc. /

/ i .
Dnbby said that thc mn aowed” her ldoks, . uhich af-}or all

A o u-rnn t thnt 1aprusivo. to ‘the talmts of a large staff of
"/\ - 7 .

‘ , erack ukc—up men. Dan suggested that the weater girl had

LI o . slept’ with at . lesast -the mcﬁorun, and probably the
o . . H - ¢ . ’ ) ‘.
el sportacaster, and parhaps sven the night "editor on fj\.

p
.
& .
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pof&ce desk as well. Gesturing towards the apartment‘across
the hall, he said he was willing to concede that the make—up
men might be out of thg question. Débby asked Dan if he
wasn't;a‘bit bored with the tangled workings of his| brain.
The anchorman took a breek‘ and fhe lights on his
carénted set dimmed. . ' |
In spite of their flagging attention, Debby and ‘ban

were reminded that their particular brand of acrylic - floor

- < - protection was superior to most others current19 on the

market, none of which .cousu be struck with a ball-peen

'

L hanner and expaected to survive. Daﬁ complained about his
back and Dabby poaointed out that an aching —back. was
invarxahly caused by lass than taut abdominals. Dan’toak a

deep breath and held it. Ignoring him, preferring instead

. to +ocds on the television, bcbby asked Dan in her  Jlittle.

girl vpice if he belisved it was easy to hold down a job and

¢ care for a home at tha same time. Dan said -he was sure it
&asn'i, and he loved her very much for trying.

. | Dabby tilted her head and grinned and Dan pinched the
' . . . S : ?
last ??ld grains of rice butween the tines of his, fork.

’ v

There was a knock at the door ' Dan squinted .1ﬂtu ‘the .

k -
A peaphale and Bauer thn cabdriver appnarld. Dan opdh-d the

. " . door. Baunr grabbed Dan‘s hand and shooak it.’ ’

R R A YY last, he -1gﬁod.

0 PR S

.
o’ b . . . X
v ’{5' i .’ , : . . ) '

You*’ v-*not fh- uronq houuu. Dan sa!d. Biuer raised.
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face was pale and pocked and he was somewhat out of breath.

front was asoving in fros Hudson's Bay.

T Y ey, ks i .«/,..,-.., .
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himself on tiptoe, peered over Dan’s_shoulder, then turned
and wandered out. Debby wondered if they should have asked
him in. '

‘

v The anchorman returned and announced that the City

Fathers were still considering a plan that would see the
river replaced by a more technologically innovative waste,
disposal system. He looked serious ‘and concerned. Then,
twisting in his chair to accommodate a different Fﬁmera, he
spoke, for the first time as far as Debby co&ld recall, of

ergonaomics. The camera panned to the sportscaster who

claimed to be persoqall@ed of the fact that his fine.

city seamed utterly inca of raising a world-ranked
wrestler. He mentioned various European athletic
programmes, a few of which, he -asserted, were headed by men e

» i

philosophicaliy excited by’théir asility to turn athletes' igh
into soulless machines, machines that, msoreover, uould‘novir
\Q:‘e(iancn thcl de-ﬁiv-n sense of freedom enjoyed Ay
pv&yonc who livad on this side of the wide Atlantic. His
The anchorman asked the sportscaster if he’d ever done anyu
wrastling himself in his - younger days. They exchanged
smiles and chuckles.® The weather girl seemed qoncntlrily“
surprised by the casera’s attentions and, 1in pnrpl;x-ﬂ

tones, said she was fairly sure it uuuid snow — .a cold

!
’
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Dan said this served as a demonstration of the
necessity/mother of invention propasition. .

This is why they’'ve always been iﬁ the ., blanket
business, he clarified. '

And coats, Debby added, Hudson'’'s Bay coats, and I think
you're ta;king about supply and demand.

“‘Cinnamon and raisin brioches, broken into slivers and
metichlpusly margarined, Qere munched on, and cups of milky
tea were sipped. Dan noted that the whole house Qmelled _—

pleasantly, he was quick to mention —— of thoroughly cooked

‘énd undeniably wormless sausages. Debby laughed and left

her chair to join Dan on the couch. &
Al

Dan asked Debby if she was tired. Debby.stretched her
neck and ygwned. \ |

Obviously, she‘replfed.

The ancharman, on behal¥f of the entire cast and crew at
Nitely News, wished Debby and Dan a good evening.

Yau‘ll feel better after you've cleaned everything up

'
4 3

and had a bath, Dan said.
?
After all that I°'l1 be dead, Debby countered.
You‘ll see, Dan said. He tucked a hand inside Debby’s

sweater and baqan'ta massage her shoulder.

v

And besides, I don‘t fewl.very well. Maybe it's the

“

sausages, Debby said. )

Dan stood up. = .

)
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Maybe I1°1l1 go out, he said.

Those sausages were awfully greasy, Debby said.

b -

I could go downtown. For a drink. Its ‘beén a long
’
time since I°'ve gone downtown for a drink. While he

hesitated he tried tolluok pensive and independant.

~ g
'

’

Fine, Debby said. \

Juét as the U.S.é, Enterprisea bega& gliding acraoss |
'their television screeh on its way towards another frontier,
.Bébby was called away to the telephonej .

I really am sorry, Dibby began.

Her sister Diane had been over to dinner the day before
and\had brought along her five yei? old son, Darren.
Dressed as a billy goat, he sported a wrinkled rubber wmask,
an angel-hair goatee, two plastic horns, and.a set of ruﬁber -
lips that curled over long yeliow teeth.\-\Qaq laughed and
Diane said kids wi;1>be kids -

- I really am'sorry, Debby said again. ’ ¥

Baa, baa, Darren had said, sniffing at Debby ant Dan.

Baa, baa? Dan askad. ’

D?bby and 6;n Bad—thouqht he uas,vnry(funny.

I :
They ‘d eaten a ratatouille that Diane thought  aight

have besn a bit.on the watery-side, and adjourned to the -
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1

"living room to finish the bottle of full-bodied bordeaux.

I know you didn’'t mean to be mean, Debby said, twisting

the telephone cord around and around her wrist. Scotty,

losing his composure, paced the bridge of the Enterprise and

tried to contact Spock and Captain Kirk. . /
They’'d poured a last glass of wine. Then Dimne picked

v

up aﬂclgmp of dried mud from the carpet, set.it down in ' an
aﬁhtray and asked Debby whether her vacuu;)uas on the{blink.
Dan tﬁld Debby that he wished she’'d take her boots off in
the house because: 1) she'd be more comfortable, 2) she
wouldn¥t hav; use an emery board to soften her feet, idnd, 3)
her dirty heels were digding into the carpets. Diane asked
for a tissue so %hat she might wipe ?&r iingeré. Debby told
Dan to keep his bloody opinions -to himself.

Diane picked up the ;qpty bot;la of Bordeaux.

I ihink we've all ﬁad just about enough, she séid.
Daﬁ lit a cigaretté and asked his sister-in-law ’if
she’'d consider minding her own gbddamned.business. ‘ Dianefs
suq‘uﬁignied, and as he was being’ ushered out of the
apartment he dis:ovéred that the farting squnﬁ he cuuldumake

with his mo‘th was given added resonance'by his extra set of

latex lips.

\
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]

Debby Rung up. Captain’Kirk and his crew were trynqi
to decide how best to deal = with a .gaggle of prolific
tribbles. '

Ll "Our life is a good one, Dan said.

We need a ¢hil&, Debby replied.

Dan 1lit a cigarette and Debby curled up_in her chair to
réad“the newspaper. Despite the record-breaking prices paid

at auction, she considered Cézanne an infinitely better

-

. painter.

»

Things don’t seem right, she said. Dan drunted. For a
moment Debby looked as if she might cry. Dan straked her

hair. Debby sat back, flipped to another section of _ the
) - * < L )
newspaper, and began to read aloud:

Gomer Simpson wmas sitting in his home on Bethune Street

in Peterborough, Ontario one day last week... !
"\

Dan téid her he'd already read that particular article.

A .

' essHhen he decfded to open the front door and let in

+

. sat down on Debby’s lap, crushing the newspaper. Biggling,
Debby poked him in the kidney Wi;% orfe hand and -pusﬁed him
off her knees with the other. Pfomising that he would

return, Dan picked up his cutlery, cup, plate, and the ‘tub

*

. of margarine and carried it all into  the kitchen. Except
- * A

for the tub, everything was placed in the sink.

While you're out th-rn; get ih- vacuum for ae, Debby

-

|
"

T

T T o T

. . . . !

AR . . '
' . . ’ ¥ N . e . .o

» , . o, o v

¢

o some air, Debb; continued. Dan dabbed out his cigarette and °

Zaar wmr T




Minutes Of An Evening k 86

v

called. Dan believed she had a lovely voice, recalled the

tales of'f?e sirens, and freely admitted to himself that, -

!

were he a sailor, he would surely have to be lagshed to the
ast. ) - R
: : - Lo
The rug is ‘absalutely loamy. You can actually see the

dirt, Debby continued. Her voice' was muffled. Dan
[} .

" concluded that she was crouched on her hands and knees, face

pressed close to the floor. Lure me to my doom, he

-1

whispered.

Dan opened the linen claset daar oniy to find that
their Eureka! power vacuum wasn’'t there. A systematic
éearch of all the other clasets in the house was fnitiated.
The trici, he{knew;lwas/to think like a vacuum. His head
buried in the bedroom closet, having had no luck at all in

his quest for the errant machine, Dan repeated ta himsel+f:
o . h

There is something eternally fetching aboyt a woman in apron
and pearls....
Danny? Debby called. . "

‘Can‘t find it! he shouted back, sitting on the floor of

»

the closet beneath a row of clotﬁgs.

What?

- .

Every cupboard and closet in the house was ransacked
g .

4
one last time. ' Dan then knelt down baside tha bed, suddenly
’ [ 4

as certain as a dog about to flush a covey of partridqu that

he had uncoversd the Eureka!‘s hiding place. Dan rubbed his

v

3
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hands together and peered beneath.
It wasn't there. Dan wonder ed for a moment if a vacuum

could wander off of its own accord, and if‘ it could, what

conditions would encourage it to do so. Then he 4quit the

search and changed out of his clothes, hanging them neatly
« . . )
on the bedroom doorknob. By the time he stepped into the

~

shower he’'d forgotten all about the vanished machine and

EEEC .
s r

‘hummed to himself, using the drone of thevfalling water as

accompaniment and the moon peeking through the ékylight as
]

an audience: There Is sé.ething .eternally and ineffably.

P

fetching....

Debby seized Dan’'s claothes, stuffed them into the

washing machine, and doused them with a double dase of

laundry socap. She decided that waiting until he turnaed of+¥f
the shower before switching on the machine, tempting as it

was to make his shower a cold one, was  the more prudent

' course of action. She glanced grnund the kitchen for the

Eureka!, then wunder the table, then down the hall.
After shdﬁering, shaving, and brushing his teeth, Dan
. 4

tried trimming the hairs .from his naoastrils. The sewing

- \
“

scissors shaok iq his hand. He began to hum, but the tune
wenihnodhere, and Dan rued the fact that he didn't know the
melady to any song of - lave afAd conquest. He sLapﬁed a
ﬁalmful uf_colodﬁ. on each cheek Ahd“ stepped nut‘ of the

bathroom, a cloud,p? steas chasing about his heels.

. . ‘ . “i J

-~

ey
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Cheese knife in hand: Debby stood by the kitchen sink
scraping bits of black sausage skin from the fry pan. Dan
shrank at the sound.
Where did you put it, Debby asked. Dan danced up

behind her and grinned. Debby turned from the sink. . ) -

A

Dan stamped his legs. His buttocks wobbled. He jerked

his arms through the air. Tiny droplets of moisture flew

® - &

from his hair., ) .

Debby let him know that she’'d had a ver busy an at

around. Dan continued to dance, telling himself\ all'kthe
while that it was prubably of no éignificance that she was

brandishing a knife. L . . s

N N - , N

You're crazy, Debby safd. ’ . : *

Abaut you, Dan sang. , Y ‘ > 4 e

Debby raised the knife and ' flailed: at the drops of
+lying water.

Dan skipped out af'the Qi‘chen and into the bedrubm,
put on his rﬁbe, brushed his hair, and‘suryeyed the results
in the +u11;length m%rror that hung on the inside of the

closet door. A strong wind blew up; the (naf timbers

N

creaked and'ﬂﬁé velour curtains billowed. Dan closed the

windaw and noticed it had begun to snow. He took a deep P

bénith and did a few knee berids. ‘On the telsvision McCoy &

. s 1 '
and Captain Kirk shared a joke at Spock‘'s expense and the . |,
. . ] i, ) . L
. ‘. '. . ‘ .
. : o ’ ) - ’
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. closing theme from Star Trek was played.

Debby finished the dishes, rinsed out the sink, and

transferred Dan’'s clothes to thé dryer. Then she went into

‘the living room and telephaned her sisfé?. The 1line was

busy. Debby dialed heq mother ‘s number. That was busy too.
Debby ran her toes through the carpet and.wondered ‘what

Dan had done with their Eureka! She heard him puffing in

the bedroom. Debby lay down on the couch and adjusted a

cushion beneath her. head. Her temples tHrobbed., She, tdok
off her glasses, shut ﬁer eyes, and wished that she could
hear wﬂat Diane was telling her mother. =

Dan walked' quietly into the rocm and sat at Debby's
feet. Qe began enass;@ging her archcs{iand toos; Debby

il ,
didn’'t move. The pace of the massage increasad.

Mam, Debby sursuraed.
You've got a lovely mouth, Dan whispered.
Debby smiled. Dan moved his other hand to her neck and

let her pearls slip through his fingers. Debby turned her

head. Dan hooked his thusb around the strand of pmarls and

sdged his fingertips slowly towards her breasts. Debby

‘opened h.r ayas.

a

You‘ll br-ak th.-, sh- 'aid. .-
Th.y re tog soft to broak.
. D-hby nudq-d Dan ‘s hand nuay. He c.ﬁnsl.d the coarse

mvo af D-bby s trtqn sktrt and toolc hcld of thl ‘kilt p;n

.
&

§

i
a

-3
3

.
-
. PN .

TImE3 o
I 5



§T ORI AN e FT v W et e

s s

v —— g

A

Minutes Of An Evening - 90
a . .
that lay across her thigh. .erby didn‘'t move. Dan ran his
hand along her stocking;
Nof naow, Debby cautioned, ang not here.
But we all might be gone tomorrow, Dan raasoned,\ and
I‘'ve got an idea. He lay How;.beside~her.
‘DebQQ asked that he pleaseelgave her alone. Dan kissed
« her and she pulled away. Dan str;ked her hair and askgd he:,
to tr; fp remember the fun they’'d had thé first few months )
they'd spent together, and Debby said she didﬁ't think that R
had aqything to do with anything and said she needed a bath.
Dan disagreed gﬁd éondereé athdn?hgt fn the hell was wrong.
Debby told Dar for the last time-that ‘he should bug off,
that she wasn’'t even mildly interested. X
Daq sat up, lit a cigarette, and ppld Debby that he
thought her thighs were a little on the élump side. - bebby'
iﬁ?orméd Dan that the smell of 'smoka was on 'absolﬁtélyx
gvﬁrything, including his breath.- '
Dan tilted his head in D?bby's direction and exhaled. \
Debby shouted that it massacred the senses and médg him -+
taste like a very old man. Dan wonqpqnﬁ alaud haow it could |
fkill.someéhinq'thqt was Already dead and séi& hn wasn’t téb

surprised thii,she“knew‘hou a very old man tasted.

' Debby faced the window.. ' LT

“

Fuck off, she said, Futk off. . ~

. Daﬁ\'turn-d iuqyg . Dabby ‘began, iniiinﬁlvs to. cry.

“~ L.
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[N

. .
Outside; snow clung to the mulberry E?;é} to the

cabblestones in the courtyard, and even to the streets, but

malted as it met the steaming river. On the T.V. two less

than world-calibre wrestlers wrestled.

[ Y

Where is it, Danny, she said. Where has it gone.
I don‘'t know, Dan said. I just don't know.
It can't just go away all by itself,'can it?

A special bulletin reported that the evening’'s city

council meeting had disbanded in chaos. Debby taook Dan‘s

.

haﬁds and pressed tﬁe@ hard against her knees. She stared
out of the window at the string of lights perched on the
bridge in the distance, and Dan looked up from the floor, ;o
Debby ‘s 1lap, at their knot of hands.

. R
.
o V\ q
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.
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‘Leon and I.” Most mornings, just after dawn, gulls make

.fcurv?g they carve in the air. Araaah/- Araaah!' thny shout

Mnggn no noise, it was trying to b. a%%r vc. but wa gapghtl, 3

;it, and knew at once uhag was happqnant thﬁ,»nuryﬂ-‘ﬁl:if

-
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. We’'ve gbt a good view of the courtyard from \my bed, ° o

parabolic saoops past my'uindou, bits of garbiga clenched in,

~

their jaws. I keep squarns of cardboard on the night table,’

usecemerald magic markors to give the gualls points for .the

. . . o
as I led‘the dards up to the window and flash their scores,

- . : . s

which aﬁe, on the average, in the 5.6 range. What in 6God's

name are they cheering about? The scores arcnzt:thét god?m
This morning we Qitnusqgﬂ a new manoeuver. A piece of
)

gérbagn flew by the windaw nith a gull in _1ts‘,nouth. o I'm

sure it thought no~onc was looktng, buﬂ andﬁk u-r-. It

R
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“sunning in reverse for a moment. P\supposé it has to, once

9 ) B a e -
in a while, to -catch up with itself. R ‘ P

- MoPnings are always such a challenge to credulity.

‘ W v
Leon agrees. - ¢

. Py 4
lLeon is my old dog. He and I are on our own naw,

N

. . N ‘
there, and work ta do in it, but for the moment it "has to
LU . -

wait. I've dot important inrer business, to make .my world

[ 2 [ T
here. One I can control. I will make the outline. 1 will

~
AY

\ < \ \\

50 I!m lying in my bed with magic markers, colouring in

a portrait of Leon: He is stanﬂing'by the windaow, beeping.

He is beeping becaiise his eyes are like énnar, @ounding the

13

deep blue autdoors. ’

5 ’

.

You’'re beeping again, Leon, I say. " ™y

’

1 wish he wouldngt. It upsets me. He's made it clear
that he doeé it as a service to ‘travellers. Leon is a

lighthouse, of a' sort. s
He‘'s left us, Leon. He’'s left us and there’'s nothing
. . —

-

we &an do.
Leon turns, tilts his head to one side. Make up vyour

mind, Lambert, he is saying. .

We had a‘friend hare with us, until three days ago. He

gsaid he ﬁgq\an appointment with a batter 1life. I 'made a

fool of ‘myself, making promises, telling lies. .I let things

—

> ) \ - '
~creating our’' lives; minute by minute. .Thele’s a world out -

£

wite T

Ly

A e i

et

A




Qe

£
&

3 -
e ORI T SRR, GV chapt e e v v 3y we eram e e aee B TR e TP T PR A Ty

)

. :
- ' & . Coa

AN

. - .« Bhoststeps . 94

» -
3
3
+ i

t

. . R
get too close, I let things go too far. He left while Leon

was asleep. That was unconscionablwe. Leon was hfs dog.tou:

Leon thinks he vanished into thin air. ’
; . o
The bitch. . <. .

He‘'s a ghost, Leon. They're all ghosts, aut there, now.

1 [

Listen to the ghoststeps. ¢

Leon and I will not leafé this room. Not until we can

3
~ \

+ do so élegantly. \ ' .

. I'm using a vermilion magic marke}\ to ‘iHQ}cate the
- . ] =

lighthouse beacon, but I°'m hesitaﬁt, torn. This is the

prnblém{ I was brought uputo believe it was iﬁportant‘ not

N .

%/to letxyour crayon stray outside the edgés. Now 1 hear it

.
7

‘ 1fesn$t matters End&ed, Ht's\ often’ 'preferable to make a

b)oody mess. That 5careé me. A lot of thingé_scare me.

\ i . 3

Leon turns back to the window and perks up his ears.

~ ~

I°11, sdyt this for him: he is dogged.
14 .
Leon sniffs. He'd like the world to "know whHat a

. Fisappoihting-human I‘'ve become.

'« He's right, I agree. I simply don‘t wan? to belang, tao

that world any longer. It is all too real. The building we
\ 4

live in is crumbling away, and the walls in this room are

full of blaster mites. I‘ve noVer sean them; but I know

N .

»

st
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they 're thefre —— I:can hear them in the middle 6$'the night,
nibbling. And the next morning there is a little pile‘ pf

plaster dust, half the size of an anthill, in one corner ~ of ,

-
.

the room. The morning after that, anpther pile, in " anaother

corner. Nothiﬁd has” ever crarled out of them, yet. Also in

~ -

". that world, a mustachioed hombre," in gold 1lame regalia,

invaded the Spanish Parliament. According to the WNews

}gader, he was tky¥ng to take it hpstage. He waved his
pistol 1§ke a baton and ware an odd black hat that strongly

resembled Nbusgﬁeteer’s ears. Nao mattef how‘hard 1 try, I

can‘t connect this up. with anything else 1 know. And
S )
Channel 7 is running a made—for—televis{on movie, a madcap

ca@édy»about the nucléarogrms race entitled W—-h—o—o-p-s. Is v

b

this Qhat haolds us togethBr? Is the warld dangling in space

n a series of hyphens? ' - .

R ]

Lean shrugs. ‘He wants me Q? know that everything cumeé .
in bits and pieces, that that‘F/éhe way things are.
; . :
. . .
1 don‘t care. For the time being,~ I choose not to let

v

o , .
.my marker stray outside the lines. ‘ ' ' P

i . N

’ . . ! s et s
Fred is looking at television, Hutual of Omaha’'s Hild -~ R

Kingdom, I believe. Leon is lqoking at lFreq looking at B

“television. I im look{ng at Leon looking at Fred looking at

-y

. ¢
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television. - y
k)

I love £hem both to death.

Fred is the new member in our family. He's painfully
cute, in a fishy sort of way, ana he does a wonderfhl job of
replacing the_missing?‘ Let us say we rfound him, 1in ‘his
aquariﬁm, in the shallow water at the.river’s edge,’' and L;on
insisted we take him home. So Fred is Leon’s pef juét as
Leon is.my pet. Although we think Fred is special, we

decided to call him Fred because Fred is a good pedestrian

name for a good pedestrian fish. ,In the real warld, Freds

- T
<~

' ) wear rubber-sole& shoes, felt, fedoras, and gprelyx cause a

' fuss. Freds have heavy bheard growth and pale facng; at

»

day’'s end, with their five o’'clock shadows, they éll look a

bit green around the gills. I put Fred on the bureau next
s ,

» to the TV; the blue glow from thé screen makes him look ==

‘ and feel too, 1 think — quite dashing. Leon enjoys him.

- " ’(}
And there is something about the way his gills pump that

! a

. makes me want to weep. Hé’s got the heart of a 1lion. I
- want him to feel at home here.
1
. . &, . .

looking for a girl guppy, I think. .-
. As a rule, Leon takes good care of Fred, he is a good

1 - 3

; Leon is watching Fred doing his water dance. Fred is

O
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“

father. He knows tﬂ;ngs. I myself solicit hisg’ opinion,
from time to time.” I'm convinced he has lived forever.
With a‘tan pabic‘marker I'm picturing hfm ih the middle ;f i,
rain forest, head twisted halfway around, like an awl ‘s. He
is witnessing some of the more spectacular blips in
evolutionary history. All arnu;d gim the forest hums with
curious aciivity. .

We entertain ?red, help Bis lifé along in any way we
can. I°'m telling him a story about piéciap evalution. 1He
looks as though he needs something to lbok forward to.

)

Oncg_upon a time, Fred, there were thosa among vyour
race who decided to crawl out of the water. Hany died, but
a lucky few had lungs that exploded into being the instant

tﬁey met the airl For a while they were very happy, and

danced around a campfire, but very scaon they discovered they
couldn 't go back dnce they’'d taken the leap. It might have

been dufring spawning season, Fred.  In time they learned to

. o

adapt tao thi:s but some of them still missed the sensatioﬁ of
flpating around in relative peace and quiet, so they had a
meeting andidecided they'd try to flf. ' .

1 Fred is trying to climb the glass of the &quarium? I
think I'm making him edgy. He takes these things ;ltngeiher
too seriously.

That‘s all right, Fred, I say. When 1 was just a°

little bay, I~uished'dcsperltel§ to be a horse. I°ve always
B &
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R

wanted to be something'othaf than what I am. The fis?

v

‘weren‘t the only ones, Fred. . There were tree-climbing

\_harses then too. With tails like wire. They'd hang from

the highest branqﬁes, whinnying with glee. Then one day,

without any warning, the expé?iment - was terminated. A‘

‘succession of dull thuds was heard throughout the forest!

Leon glowers. He disagrees with my telling.

Sometimes he can be 5oJBogmatic.

I‘'m sorry, Leon. I'm sarry.

I.know I'm bitchy, I know I°m bitchy bacause }’vn baén

* ¢
told. I try to explain 'to Leon again, it‘'s just fear. 1

o

must keep things fﬁ order, there is too much random material

out there, and it's hard to keep it from getting in. We're

4triyelling through the universe, pinned to our galaxy, Daf«

1,350,000 miles per hour. That's far too fast. The

standard human ’br§in ueiéhs about hal¥ as much as a
full-grown chihuahua. In the history of lce;and there has
only been one armed robbery. On the average, a human being
laughs 16 times a day. The robot population of Japan is
16,500, and climbing. Some of th; robots are qrogrqmm;d ”tu
uhin69 gleefully.

\ s
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. get at a shadfly. These shadflies make me frfantic. Every
-, night they flutter 'up from the river, ga through the

1

screens and into the bed. They catch thems?lves up in the

. - /
hair on my legs, twittering, twittering. By morning most of

* them h;ve'died aHd lie on)the 5hgets, gbadt my legs, I;ke
peeled skin. 1 feed them t; Fred.
' Leon wants to play. He's rolling on his back and
gnging all four paws in the air.
- ' I'm naot in the mopd, I tell him;

I used to be inh the mood, all / the -fime. When Leon

!

first wandered in off the street I /showed him some of my

t

. magic trick;. I used to per;ofp, for pocket money, at

’ birthday parties and theylike. ﬁ bought a brand new deck af

cards -— pictures of beagles, /thought'he’d like that -

o and filed the edges ever 30 s)ightly so they tapered ‘at one
end. Then I held the deck bghind my back.

- . ‘ ) - Pick a Eard,7Leon, 1 gaid. He did, but then he caught

me turning th? deck upside¢ down, and yawned. 1 did much

better with the rubber néwspaper trick -- making it vanish

up the sleeve of my kf no -~ and he looked very upset,

] .
tearing around in cirfles, clawing at the walls.

P2y

Since 'then, 1’'ve been convinced that he knows more than
he’s willing to lef on. I taught him ﬁhat 1 know, now it’'s
his turn. I telp/himrl'd like éa be a dog. A golden magic

marker to colouf in a thick double-coat &f hair  that will
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» repel the weather. A darker nhad. for a cet uf lnathury
-argiaps. And a coral pink; like Fr.d s paln trcc, fur ihc
' deep whorled mars.
1 wgnt‘to be able to hear a pin drop in the -next
apartment. -
I want to be able to hear ;:&qg_uhistln, so I can hums
along with whatever tune is being played. | v
I want a dog ‘s night Vision. 1 want to be able to . see
the ghosts that mave around in the dark. | *
Things vaq};ﬁ, don’'t thay, Leon?
Leonlshous se his teeth.

He isn” t coming hack, L-on, he isn t cn-ing back. And

therae’'s nnt a goddamned thing you can do about it.

Ynstcrday Leon howled at Frad. Frad slunk .inta a,
carner of his aqugriu. and hid behind a pink pal. tree. I
griud_tu coax him ogut, even op’ncd a fresh tin of mosquito
larvae. But he was hurt. Leon knew just what to do. He
put his paws up on the bureau and dropped one of his rubber
balls into the tank. You‘d think that Fred would ha;c‘

. figured he was being bombed, but no, he seemed to grasp the
conciliato}y naturb of the gesture. After the stora in his

home abated, he shimmied out from belind the palm and put'
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. his nose to the glass. Bubbles rose from his open mouth.'

Leon put his snout to the glass too, and ‘licked. It was
something to Qee.

*dnce, a long time ago, I saw. a hanéing man. 1 was
riding my bicycle, my reé R;leigh, down the cinder path
thrgugh the woods. I rode through the meadow behind the

sugar shanty, then up the hill through a dense butternut

grove, and suddenly I felt as if someone had kicked me in

<
v

the head. Tyice. Not intentionally, but lightly, lightly.
And there he was, the man, hanging.

Well, not exactly. All I saw at first were the bottoms
of his brand new shoes. He'd used his belt, evidently: the
cuffs of his slack; were bunched around his shoetops. The
police had a lot of questions for me; I don’t remeqber all

pr them. "No," 1 said. "I don‘t know,” I said. "Can I go?;

@

‘ Then.

"Yeg,"” 1 said. I told them I‘ knew the hanging man.
After all, saeeing someone hanging is at least as personal asg
seeing &meone naked, so shouldn’'t I have said I knew him?
He desérveé atuleas? that much. He'd -bought new shoes:
They were dangling over mylheah. Slippery light-tan soles,
specks of crushed cinde; impressed upon them. - And etched in
black ink across each: Second. 1 don't know what his nane

was. ' I've always thought of hih as Mr. Second. - A French

nama?
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' 1 stayed on my red Ral&iqh the whole tiqe, in case Mr.
Second hoved: My féét‘ barely touched the ground. One
shpelace was loose. [ didn’t dare bend do&n to re-tie it.

1 can'} remember anymore how many of these details are
factual. It isn‘t impurtant.i They fit into the picture and |,
they are necessary. fhey are'necessa;y because they make my

. . own world real. * They are necessary because they tell me how

I see. . .

Earlier toda§ I thpught things were proceediné nicely, . ;
1 thougHt we had them under ;nntrol. But Leon is at the .
\ window again. I’m'beginnrng to suspect that sameaone snuck RS
| in hére during the night and glued a Bosch pﬁinting to it, ' . BT
péne by pane by pane. 1 ‘tnli Leon to gét down. The

courtyard swarms, too many ghostateps clicking off the.

7 , ,

cobblestones. They are in a state of dazzlement out there.
Dazzled simply because they exist. Dazzled because, for yet

another day, the sun is Erossing the sky. Dazzled because

" \theé've successfully sidestepped a, trillion ﬁo;ential
dangers.
One kid looks like a homunculous. He's wearing an

i

-

Indian headband and he‘s burying something under the

mulberry tree. 1ts branches encircle him like the rim of a

§'~/.‘\. —
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bell. Iﬁ my view -— 1 know something about these fhings -

°

that tree needs pruning. It needs a little .geometric

pressure, foM its awn well-being. In the twilight it looks

like a rain—soaked hen. R

1 ask Leon if he's ever seen the gardens at Versailles.

King Louis knew all about the absolutes of form. From the
sky the trees and bdshes resemble a child’'s set of blocks -—+

a circle, a triangle, a square -—- artfully arranged on a

carpet. That's what someone has to do here. The mulberry

s ‘

tree needd téming. 1t has been coloured outside the lines. -

I'm trying my best to keep my magic markers within
theq. I have to think the shapes things take are important.
Ggométry, that‘s what it all comes down’ to. The pyramids
are really just a demonstration of geometric principle.
It's no miracle how they were built, simply the use 54 the
right shapes and a few levers, and a million or two glaves.
The broblém is we just can't Eonceive of that much organized

effort. Sometimes we’'ve really got minnowy imaginations.

/
i

I refuse to g{ve up. When my hand tires, I°1l1 waQe 'my
toes around, drawing shapes in the air, or draw with tip éf
my tongue onﬁthe backs aof my teéth.’ I have to keep gaing.
No matter what happens, I am notAerng to leave this room.
Not y;t.

L;on is standing on his hind legs,'ﬁquiﬁtipq.

Bet away from the window, Leon, 1 say. You'ra
) ‘ , . :

. . -

v 3
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listening to ghosts, ghosts wandering aimlessly throughout
the universe. Thirnk of them as aural illusions.

Leon whines.

s

‘Fred is growing legs. 1 noticed it for the first time
‘ b

]

this .morning, and I don‘'t krow what to make of it.

>

Leon presses his nose to the glass aof Fred’'s aquarium.
His head is tilted to one side and he looks puzzled. He is
worried about'Fred, but Fred doesn’t realize it. Fred
retreats behind his palm. The rainbow down his side
shimmers.” He is 3/4 of an inch of fear.

‘Leon growls, fiercely. I tell him to stop it. I tell
him he's often afraid too. Whan he sleeps he claws at the
wals and whimpers.: His vaice sounds human.

What are your nightmareg liké, Leon? .Do you dream
abuut.being chased, by a car? Do you dream about death by
drowning, at the hands of a vengeful hydrant? Nosing into a
bush ‘and being burned? Being cornered and attacked in the
night by bully dogs? Are bully dogs the ones who don’t Neaé
collars? X ‘

And\whéf's Fred here a{raig 64? Cat food comnnrcials?
Field and Stream? l

-

We have to make light of these ‘things. There's _no

°

e
3
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- ° ‘ - N
o other way to bear them.' * - ? ‘-
' . ¢ . e
. . r
X K I‘'ve made a list of some things that terrify me: 4
. ,\; _, . . R ‘v
‘ Trees. From which long pants hang.’ « . T )
/o~ . . . AR o "
. ( ‘ Little girls sin Broadway :play§/ wﬁo §1ng like ,EEDEL‘\_
Mernian. . ~— T : ”
I . .
Black cats. How common. ) ; N
Asphalt, when it cracks and heaves.; Something is'
Y . struggling to getvout. A \
X The movie Cabaret. Espacially Joel Grey. - .

-

Cinder chips, when clinging for deaf/ life to 'the ', :

a
-

light-tan soles of new shoes. .

g

Leon snorts, again expressiﬂé his Adisappointment. I "l
don‘t want to disappoint him., i : o ) ‘
Leon, do you Femember how he ~- : . . . ~;
. Talk tc me Leon, come up on the bed and keep me warm. ) -kf
n . i ) . ° ’\""\v/ B
Leon is lapping ué Fred's water. ) '
I tell him t& stop i;, I '2911 him. he’s Q;ing a
bonehead. ’ ‘

¢ .o, -

Fred’'s legs continue to grow. They are lang enough nBu

‘g0 he can wiggle'thnﬁ on the gravel bottom of his aqthium.

He looksalike he‘s trying to run. . ) -

\

‘ = e
I believe he is making a statesent. He's “hored with

B
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he wants éut.

-

‘ tQPnshgpe he’'s been g{ygn, and

T understand how he feels.
D arve been given. Xired of the whole damn
fhure‘s'gut to be‘a magical

" through, and be transformed.

\l want to bé&taken to seée the Wizard. 1
‘ .

. something other than what I am.
@

I felt thos

Dﬁce I wisﬁedaI was
4

through the woods.

-\
comic strip. ' They have the luxury of being

I too am tired of
hopeful

,doorgﬁgggnZieré we\ can

a Pcharacter

able to
-y

in

104

o

species.

pass
want to be

. )
-shoes on my scalp while riding my red Raleigh

deal

h?th the same set of‘corfusions forever; rérely do any new

qnés crop up to confus€ the issue. Their ‘lives

o o
Ahpon_; premise, and they’ve always

Tf‘fﬂ t t
t LRa o

~ And they never age. N

o

Out there in the wonld too many th1ngs fall
Y

no matter what we do. The centre cannot

" o%t’ﬁ
cgntre cannot\hold.

I3

14 °

- Y

2
-

¥

[
quor tells me thaﬁlggnatees have become  quite
draw in some parts of ﬁ world.+ They live in

are

cling

apart

hold,

The fentre can’'t even shake hands.

a

ALl\a%ternoon I1've been reading a Fodor ‘s travel guide.

warm

basep

to.

tdy

the

|

a tourist

and

sheltered waﬁér% a reasonable choice $or a Abme. 1 could

colour myselfvin as.a manatee. Browsing on sea

AN

-

vagetation

a

the shape

L]

I’'ve wanted this ever since -

/

'

N
'
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-— I won't eat any fish, I tell Fred -— it would be lik(a a
. ' L o
salad diet. 1'll colour in yreat masses of dark flesh, such
i e n B : . .
. » great masses that I could coddle myself in my own folds.
o ~ N ' ~l P
— Smooth, flowing lihes. And be able to feed both Leon and

-

St Fred from my little lea,éhgay.‘t'its. . L.

-

. .1 want to be a manatee, Leon.
A . /

-

Leon tried to bite Fred yesterday. What .was he
v b N

thinking of? 8Since then he’'s been ig’nprj.ng Fred totally.
_He hasn’t even .looked at him. He smg to ‘disapprove of
,/‘vStat‘s goi,pq on. This h"as made Fred sullen. ' He’'s silﬁt

J .

- '

// o nd,-.,,‘fl‘?atlin:; in place, opening and closing his mouth, as if
13 ] o "he’s issuing a warning.. ﬁubﬁles cling to his uhisk'e'rtips,
- '3 ris;, and pop. ’ N . . _ “
¢ ’ ;gv; qanu-,‘ Fred. ‘ » .
;o ' ", . I've been feed¥ng him -xtr; fiy's‘uéngs. H- needs the‘

. ¢

. "strength.

lnakn me.a fin, Lepn, make oo & ﬂn,

- .
o 1 want to swim out of this rooms. NI

N~ . \»\.) FY '. ’ - ’ .’

* £ - ‘ . !
© -~y V; &/ v
o o
- . & ’ ‘
This wvening, Fred sprouted little fest.

N ] ' 1

A . - I've-got a fed magic sarker and I‘m colouring him

"booties.” He'll quickly discover how harshly the earth will

i treat his feet. For some reason, though, I°‘m starting . to

.
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. L
feel afraid for him. We must proceed carefully with Fred.
[ . ~ \
I don‘t know why I‘'m this way. Some days I°'m afraid of

‘everything. 1 imagine walking down the street, fearing I°'1l1 . o7

.

‘be cornered by everyone who's beéging“, whether for money or

\ ) _r,eligiun ar ,sympaf.hy,' and I‘'m afraid I won’'t be abhle to tell
.o s which oné of them is for }'aal. 1 imagine riding ‘a bus, and
someone is causing a commotion, and I'm afraind that it will-

‘v ‘ ‘ both.er‘ the driver’ and lead to some so'rt .D{ confrontatian in

a ~ which 1‘11 be forceti, obliged somehow, to participate. 1
. {

*

‘imagineg going into a bank and having a teller, “wha' makes
less- in a year than it takes to properly feed and house ~
'é"‘fu) ’ % Fred, look at-my signatt{reaas v;t was written with guppy - -

> juice and expose me as a fraud. I°‘m afraid when I pick wup ) .

_ R . . .
. the telephone that someone will speak to me in a tongue 1

S b

can’t quite place, bec'ays&surgly they 're speaking to me

that way in order to threaten me’ without fear of reprisal.
¥ - - S ¢ L. - ‘,
I don't understand a mord. Not a single wsord.. And I°'m s

. afraid of those films that document some manner of tree
. oA . .

. maggot swarming over and eating a tree; and I‘'m afraid of

those reports the newspapers love . to print, concerning
v ) ._ lifé—thr-aténing di seases that . only stop - being -

" ' Ii*.:threatcning when those maggots from the movie are
. busily snacking on you. - t .
- C . ooy
. ‘ And I°'m afraid when I'm afraid, afraid to be afraid.

N )
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. The shadfl?eé in here have woven themselves into the

.
- v 1}

hair on my legs; I'm going to be rid o+ Ehem, once and for

4 Ll

~ C all. f'm getting my razor and soap. I°'m going to shave my
- . . " ’

legs. . ’ .

A

b

« " Leon watches me. : x

-

As I slide the razor across my calf I tell him that a

, manatee ‘s upper lip ié divided inta two parts.‘ Tt closes on.
. \ weeds and water grasses like a pair .of pliers.

A

a

3 "~ 4 /
" Leon runs his snout along’ my leg. .

- r
i " -

You know apother name fpr manatees, ' Leon? Sirenians.
- + m - N N n ;
Mermaids, Leon, mermdids. Big, aﬁ_apundance of +flesh, but

il

= . N Pi ‘ -
. . sleek and .beautiful dhd, aoh Leon, the way I°‘'d glide through

v the water Qoulg makg'yéumbant. Take a close 1look at my

legs. Run your whiskers acrass them again. Now that .

’

. . they ‘re shaved, it’'s impossible to deny they're lbvely.

Leon walks to the window and peers - across the
= ' ' e

' "7 courtyard. v

)

»

‘Get away from the window, Leop.

e
- »

"Our neighbour Bauer is out on his balcony, looking for
the moon. It seems he can’t find it,'which is unusual., He
( newer'misges. Perhdps theﬂmoun'isn't wQere it‘s supposed tp

be tonight. Something may have disturbed its orbit, it -'has
AP IR : : ¢ g
. " loat its widy. Or we have. -

a

9
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é

How does it happen? How is it that, no matter hqw‘many

the maps, we lose our way?
.Leon sulks. Leon pretends to sleep.' ‘ ¢

«

-

He's a,friendly dag. ‘But he never turns his back, on
3 ‘ , N
anyone or anything. He doesn’'t ever give anyane the‘

opportunity to look-him square in the face. He slegps with
one eye open.
Leon rests hisihead on his paws and preétends to ignore

H @

I1°'ve considered all that,: Leon, but® how can anyone

s

© . expect to fall really deeply into sleep tﬁat way?

Leon glances at me sidelong. One sad eye flickers.

[N

R Sometimes Leon thinks I.am an awesomely dymb animal.

Listen, Leon;:vOn a still night, a manatee’'s ilépping

lips and crunéhihg teeth can be heard twoﬁ’hundred vards

L4

. \

“ ‘ L

I'm finding it tricﬂier and trickier to breathe. Are
my lungs devolving? My skin is very slick, but my upper lip
;k dry and craFking. I'm trying to grip the tip of my
téngue with it. \ .

Leon Tooks impatient.

Do you want to go for a swim} Leon? Say vyes. Pléase

-
I3

.
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say yes. « I need to be convinced of this absolutely.

Fred’'s whiskers are, getting thicker. I think he’s

growing a moustache. I think I see the onset ?ﬁ\an. arm or
v L}

two as well.‘fTheyire just nubs at this point.

He's threaténing to climb ﬁight~out of -his tank.

éomehow there‘s a rock in his t;né, beside the palm. 1
don’'t remember putting it there. Fred is experimenting, in
small dases, with life on dry land. The water level in his
tank is dangerously law.: I'm worried about Fred. He’'s
gotten carried away. What in the world am I doing to him?

Fred is sticking his hgad out of the water.

Leon refuses to budge:

I'm begging you, Leon. We've got to do everyﬁhing 'in

our power stop him.

Stob him, Leon.

4 ' . .

Last night things went too far.- I couldn’'t draw them
back. Fred uas‘hanginqiupsidq down from his palm tree.

‘Get down, Fred, I said, get down.

’

Leon looked at me as though I°d lost mﬁ,ﬂgpd. . ‘

., LA

-

)




.1 can't always colour within the lines. Same things -just
v LN N )

- ' - Ghaoststeps =~ ' 112

»

Fred started to swing, rocking his aquar;uh. He was
looking Qut the window and had his eyes on the river.

Help him, Leon, I gaid. Help him.

Leon started diéqing at the wall behind Fred's
aquarium. /

Last night things went too ?ar. I couldn’'t wiil them
back. Fred is gone. It toock me a 1long time t; reatize
that, from the moment he came here, he was departing by
degrees. C ‘ :

1 wished you luck, Fred.

I wished you all the hest.

»

.
™~
e
RN

~
o

Leon is at the window, looking out. He won't listen to ?l

/

/

5
Py

i
LA o

"

me, wan’'t look aﬁ me. 1 think he wants to go too. /

/

S

I'm sorry, Leon. I wanted with all my strength to tell
!

/
NE . /

him that Lambert and Leon and Fred have made a very ‘safe

52

S LEAEN o
¥

iy

world for themselves. But I can't do it. Not all the time.

won't fit.
Iqhad to tFy. Maybe for a whi}e, just for a whilé, it

took my mind off other things. It let me adjust my

perspective. :

I was so damn tired of hoping.

.
- RLETE v e g o e

'
v
™
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1 was afraid of what‘s out there.

I'm afraid to be alone.

v
]

Do you remember when you first came Here, Leon? I'tpld
you there was only one thing a magician; even an' amateur,
had tollearn. Only one trick. And that was how to hold
everything at a distance. ‘

But that's not quite right. Controlling the distance
everything is held at is more like ipi Distance. Magicians

need subjects to transform into objects. A Pretty Assistant

to transform into a Pretty Vanished~1nto—fhin—ﬂir Assistant.

A Bewildered Rabbit to transform-into a Bewildered Easter
Bouquet.
Making things disappear is one thing; that 1 "can do.

Making them ‘re—appehr is another. That‘s the supreme
i

illusion. Here I'm not quite so accomplished. For this 90u
have to chidnge an object into a sub ject.

Leon looks me dead N ‘the eye.

°

Is there anything out there, Leon? ‘“ﬁnything but

ghosts? W a . - . N

N
e
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Since Feb. 15, 1973, ~when Sarah Howard closed and’

a
lacked its‘donn behind her, no one has lived in the one room

apartment on the top floor of- the Malory Arms. In the

corner of the east block, its only: window is hiddcn from

street-view by a huge and ancient maple tree. Some of the

.

tenant§ of ﬁhe Malory Arms refer to the tiny apartment as .

the music roam. ‘ .

Ed

‘1903, when he released from hospital, and lived there,

by himself, for thirtédn ynaré. One of the only people who
saw him during these years was his mother, Kéth-rinc. She
visited frequently, usually in the evening. Each time she

passed by the maple in front of his window she would -piu-n,

praying she’'d hear susic coming from his  dpartment. What

114

rnett was its first tenant. He moved in in
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she inva?iably heard instead, echoing through;the coﬁrtyard,

. were the sounds of his carving instruments.

As ; girl, Katherine Malory wanted\desperately to be a
musician. Growing up in Exeter, her most vivid memory of
childhood was of the day, when she was six, that her mother
éﬁck her to an outdoor concert in London. From that -point
on Katherine Qreamed of performing in a symphony orchestra,
preferably in the string section. But her father, an
Anglican minister who preached throughout Devonshire and who
had ance traced his ancestry back/ to one' of the Norman
hoésemen in the Bgyeux tapestry, Naé staunchly opgased ta
any such dreams. The Reverend Malcolm Malory believed that
the human vuicg, raised in’hymn and perhaps accompanied by a
pipe organ, was music enough. In his opinion, anything
requiring more elaborate‘orcﬁestration, wheiher sacred or
profane, was.showy, and furthermore led some people to
conclude that "the glory of man outshone the glory of God. "

As a young woman, Katherine resented her father very
much for denying her heF dream. The resentment faded only
when she married Brooks Barnett, the well-known architect of
Branwen Castle. For Katherine, marr;ag; signified a kind of
freedom. She detérmined, despite her father’'s beliefs, to
pass on her love of music‘to her children. )

Edwin was Katherine‘'s only child. A quiet "and

attentive boy, his first years were unavoidably in#lunnch

] ‘ :




’ /pyer him, although later in life, when he lost his leb and,
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by his grandfather. He grew up believing that God watched

for the week folloﬁing, s;w that the leg continued tb cast a
shadow, he would discover that even God could be caught by
surpr}se. :] ) .
But Katherine made sure he also grew up with the ,
opportunity to become a musician. When he was nine vyears
Qfd, she engaged a Russiaﬁ woman, Miss Sabin,, éo give him /
piano lessons. With Katherine’s encouragement and. Miss
*Sabin’'s instructiqn, Edwin worked diligently. For the first
few yearﬁmhis progress _was notable -— he was r&nnerfgp in a

N}

Devﬁnshire piana competition for pre-teens -- and the
Barnett tome was filled with music. . ‘

As Edwin reached his mid-teens, ' however, he gtopped
improving. The problem was that his hands were very small.

“"The hands of a pygmy," his fathgr joked, on mare than
. ane occasion. ‘
. Katherine took Edwin to a number of doctors; but all
they could recommend . for his condition were straetching
exercises, none of which seemed to help at ali. Realizing
he didn’'t have the temperament to be a teacher, and"not vﬁ;
satisfied with being merely a good musician, Edwin grew
increasingly d;scouraged. By 1898 he had all but given Qp

his studies. Katherine made one last effaort to  keep, her

dream alive. 0On his eighteenth birthdaf she took Edwin to

. .
ot e i i e ¥
e e N “W—‘— -
- v
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the Crystal Palace in London tp see Pablo Casals perfdrm.
Listeniﬁg to Casals work mgkic op the cello just made Edwin

more morose, but it was aﬁ:;évent. Katherine would forever

consider the high point of ‘her life. The next year, faced

with two orﬁﬁﬁree troublesome debts, Brooks@Barnatt gathered

P

up his famiky and sét_\/é\i'l for Canada. It was, vhe'd heard,
a country desperateély in need of architects and dlénners.
vOnce éetgled in this couptry Ed;in, at his father's
urging, gave up‘the &ream. "Like your father,J his _father
sdid, "you, have the hands of a draftsman.".
Althpugh Katherine still held on to the hope that Edwin

would change his mind, she knew at this point it would‘ be
° y ’ . x
futile to object, But for the rest of her 1life harboured

the suspicidn‘that both her husband and her father had

\

samething to do with Edwin‘’s small hands. r

Edwin 'did not ever mention his music again.

>

Over the next three years he learned all he could “from

~

his father about drafting, mechanics, and the history of

’

architecture and design. As often as possible, he

4

. accompanied his father to building sites. Eduin was quite

pleased Qith sama of the sketches he did for Branwen Castle,

though nane of the ideas advanced in these rough drawings

made it into the final plan intact. At the end of these

three years Brooks Barnett assigned Edwin a_project of his

6wn= to desfgn and‘build an apartment building on a secluded
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package of land on the outskirts of town.

Edwin, whao tended to be solitary even at the best of

r

times, virtually disappeared while he worked on the project.

Within three months his meticulous plans were complete.

e

" Much to Katherine‘s surprise, in April of 1903, just before

I 1

construction was to bggin‘A Edwin announced that the building

would be ca{led the Malor&*Arms. / I . »
The Malor§ A&ms was his fi(st_and last project: just
after its completion, his left leg was crushed when he was
st;uck by a runawé& milk wagon qwnéd by Auguste Lalonde.
The leg had to he ametated, ané he wgs hospitalized for six
monﬁhs.~ * .
When releasea, Edwin moved into the small carnar
apartment on the top floor of the east block. Reclusive
after:the accident, ‘he had but a single goal: to ‘carve a
perfect wooden leg. With an array éf chisels, knives, ‘and a
- .
footrpowered lathe, Edwin Kould obsessively work one"sectianh
of maplé wood after another. He neve;’reached his goal. No
matter how long or how hard he worked, he found he could not
sculpé a limb as smooth and responsive as a p;ann’s' ivory
kﬁy. ' ' ‘. .

' In 1918, like so many others at the time, h; suecumbed
to influenza. Bac;use of- the mild hysteria surrounding the
apidami;{ Edu;n';'agartmnnt wasn’'t rented for over a vyear
after his death. Until that time, his family retained the

¢ . . . /‘ °
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___/fg:;;. Katheri&o continued to vzsit the apartment, ance a

.4
wnek to clean and pol:sh his carving instruments, and taj

make sure they u'r-'lxnld up neatly on the felt cloth beside

’

the lathe. . ' ,
{ . N A
¥ . b
S : .
// Auguste Lalonde, the owner and driver of the runaway

Kmilku&dan that crushed Edwin Barnett’'s leg, was trampled by

His hordes in the accident, but not fatally injured. Though
\

Qg let his route dwindle, he was able to continue working

fnr quite a few years, until arthritis fnrcud him to r-tirc
premature{y in June 1914, in the same uc.k Archduke
Ferdinand was assas:inatnd in Sarajevo. Auguste’'s eldesk:

son Donald, fifteen at the time, took aover the route.

- While Dnnald grew &p, the bu-incss floundcrcd. bonald

ua; large' man but timid by nature, and one puint he was
. dounf 0 one horsa and a delivery: ule that could be

coverdd in a morning. Then, at nineteen, he married Carole

ose father, a farssr with a herd of forty five

Hold' * s, was his main ;uppliur. Marriage turned Donald'’s

fortunes around. Carole had an instinctive and acute grasp

El

of sconomics. She saw that this town was starting to groﬁ

and, despite the hard times Donald was having, she decided
® )
that the business would be best served by expansion - and

©

4

S
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diversification. An amateur numerologist, Carole

: .dqtermined, thréugh a complifated series of calculations

' st ~ inyolving astroloéicaf data, that 1921 woufd be a year in
l N r.;\}
¢ Lf ) which fate would look kindly on her husband. In the

meantime, they had two children, Auguste and Manon. Each
Ay ’ ° .

took after one of their pargnts;ﬂnanon would grow .up with

her mother ‘s dark, sloe-eyed good looks, while Ahguste was

. : slender "and relativeiy fair. -

"It is time to take a chance,* Carole annodnced 'on  New'

“

-~

Year ‘s morning of the chosen _year. With financ¢ial ;help from

jf’f§ ) her'ﬂgtﬁer‘ the L;londeswbégén\khdernizing fheir operation.
o ‘ Carole ‘s predictions were right‘ep the mark. By ;§30, Les
al Laiteries Lalonde had beén incorporated and consisted:- of a
\ . pastqurizatﬁon and,:(aaa separator pl&ni, and. a @lant of
g five trucks. Augugte and Manon haloﬁdé wegeuthen eleven and

v 4€;n years old. n‘ ' ' .
v * At about this time grnoks‘Barnett, in one of his’ more
’ successful financial trhnsaction;, sold the Malory ‘Arms to a
. ;* group of busin;;smen fr?m Eiasguu, uh? h;d come to towh to

[

. / ,5 open Q rubber processing factory.

The Scots, led by Alistair Achesori, were committed td
"l"’ v . - .
the growth of this town. To this end they lent soney to some

ﬂ , of thede buginessmen, oomp of whom was Donald Lalonde.

. Donald and Carple, made brave by the successes of the past

R ™M

. . decade, wished to expand their plant facilities onca again,
A ‘

- - . * / . . \ 4
: . %
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’

convinced they could be €he primary suppliers of dairx///

products to the whole county.

4 / -

Though they #ouldn’'t have forseen it at the time, they_
borrowed more money than world events’ would allow. Just

after their new factory was completed, and two -new trucks

r

purchased-, the Depression came to town. Within fifteen'

. * : 0 . a
months,-Don;ld, like many other local entrepreneurs, was

- - . ~

v )
faced with debt payments he couldn’t meet. Alistaﬁr Achesaon

and his group, who. seemed to bhave unlimﬁféd resources,

. expressed an interest in buying him out.

> at first Daonald declined their offer; he didn’t believe
the bad times could go on forever. But kimes didn‘t 'geé
better quickly enough, and <The Scottish bus;nessmen were
very determined. They pfessufed . the farmers who we&e
Donald‘'s suppliers —-— many had wives and children workiq@ in

thg rubber factory -— and” even Caro;é's parents eventually

had to toe the line, or face complete ruin. In 1937, Donald

-

sald the daiyé. )

= - 4 '
Whihe Donald.and Cerole were preparing to move their

family to a new home sixﬁy miles away, Manbﬁ announced she

wouldn't be going with them. \\f:ﬁ/?xtremely attractive.
.« : ‘ N 5 \
sixteen year old, she had fallen™~—i love with Alistair

‘

Acheson’s son, Stuart. - " ‘ '

"We're goifg to be married,“ she said.

Celeste Ranger, who had once, for a week, been engaged

PN X
® Vv - ‘
‘ 0 . ¢ * -
. “ " . ' -
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" to Stuart, was maid of honour at the wedding. There were

onl& three other witnesses, all: friends. of 'Stuart’s.

» [ - -
Neither set of parents attended. Without much money —-. they

depended on a small monthly income that Stuart got from a

. trust fund. —— Manon and Stuart moved into 'ﬁhe small

top~floor aparfﬁént in the east wing of the Malo}y Arms.
Five }nopthé lat'er'f‘, “in the apartmént, their only child,
a boy, was Eorn. Teﬁ HEELE premature, anJ no larger than
, N ) . . .
Stuart’s hana, Hé«d;dn't make a gingle sbund and . wasn’'t

strong enough to survive a .day. Manon was inconsu{ablg;

P

Stuart wifﬁdrew cdmpletely: His parents made an effort to

get him to leave Manén and come' back home, but Stuart
éngriby refused. Convinced that .their lives had been
&urééd, he and Manon . lived togetherl in  the one-room
apartme;t for another year, speaking tn(eaéh other only when
. i

it was‘absolutely‘neﬁessary. When the Second World ' War
began, Stuart sailed é}erseas and sigped up with the
Britigh. He yarkeé hié way up to the g‘gl of lieutenaqt,
and in his few letters hoﬁe his spirits seemed +to be
improving. In his lastl{;ttsr to ~Mandhy1 posted in No?th
“‘Adrica, he ﬁe‘lZoned how ‘he looked forward to a new égzrt.
19?2, +ightihg under Montgomery against lRommel's troops
amegin, he was listed as Missing—-in-Action.
Celeste Rangqr did her best to comfort Manon, and moved
in with her for.a time. Celeste was an energetic girl -

’ \
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- 1

1 \ . v o w
-same thought her wild ——= who was a favorite actress in the

town’'s only théatre'company.’ Founded in 1941 as part of the
i : . . '
war effort, the company was intended to be strictly amateur,

« .

. Qar ended and those'who‘d fought had returned honme, they

. ', " ware abie tg Hire same pro*essional actors from out of town.
!
Their production of the Mikado, w&ich they staged annually,

was always a great succ sé,‘bnth tritically and {inandially.
v ‘For si
she lived with Manony the sound of her voice, as clear and

-

highly pitched’ as a, piccola, rang throughout the Malao

Arms. p)
2

k]

Manon eventually gave up trying to locate her husband

3

-— as far as ghe knew, no—one in the ‘world ever heard from

him again -- and patched up her differences with her

parents. Manon and Celeste left the one<room apartment in

the Malory Arms at the same time, Manan going back to her

°

parents, Celeste moving in with Ben Howard, an aspiring

v

actor aﬁd set designer from Springfield, Mass. .
. o C Lo » - .

. -

L] ! °

The English-speaking community, in the late 40°'s, would

. not étanﬂ(for such living arrangements.
4

5

Somehow, they felt
Celeste had betrayed their good faith. |

’ N N v . 1 N

but their productions werg éq popular that, by the time the-

x years running, Celeste was cast as Yum Yum.  While,

i
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). .
"Isn‘t that just the way it will &yppén with some

people," they said. .

Their star attraction ostracized, the theatre company,

suffered. Ben and Celeste organized an amateur troupe to
. serve the French' community, and for a while it looked as

though it might take off, but when television was intraduced

\
‘ . ' v
Ben Howard lived with Celeste .for three  years, but

v

intG this town, the venture failed.

marriég Helen Primmerman. The marriage caught many people

by éurprisq, but in time Ben and Helen Howard came to be

regarded és the happiest couple in town. Helen, who had

' once dane‘costume.work for the theatre company, was active

in ‘'the Sew and So Club at the Anglican Chu;ch, and her

Cogquilts — parficularly thaose with the 'pattern of  her own

Ca

invention, which she callgd\Wheel and Spoke‘—— were always

U

much in demand at bazaars. Ben got a jbb as an e&it&fiél
page cartoonist for‘fhe Nens'ieadér, and'ua§ a success; ﬁfn
1954, he won a provincial newspaper award for ‘his ’portrait
of the town's former n;ayor, Armand Lec]:erc', wha h'af} ratired
to the country. The caricature pictured the ninety-six year
aofd Leclerc in”nis farmhogselkip:hén, his animals serving as
furniture. _‘ ' i R

The next year, on Feb. }5,' Hele&- gave birth to ‘a

[4 AN

daughter, Sarah. - In later yaars Ben wod;d swear she'd been

born with musical ability. -
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"She came inta the world humming," he’'d claim.

Sarah was a lanky girl, easily a head taller than any

of her friends, with dark auburn hair that she wore in a

pageboy. Before-she was five vyears old, she had become

startlingly skilled at weaving intricate sculptures 6ut ‘of

[y

twine. 'She worked with great speed, often down by the river

‘where she’'d. listen to the bullfrogs singing, and made

designs so complex that she often couldn’t get her fingers

e 2 ‘ f
free of them, and her mother would have to take scissars ta
cut the twine loaose.

In the late fifties, the town grew as fast as Sarah

.did. New buginesseg‘ sprung up everywhere, a "local

-~

television station went on the air, and the City Symphony

was established. As these new enterprises entered the city,

‘one old one was being forced out. With ‘the advent of

plastics and synthetics, the influence of the Scottish

~

'Bustnessmén, now primarily the Acheson family, waned. Their

-

flagship operation, fhe rubber caompany, was in trouble, and
a polio SEare in 1959 saw their fortunes decline further.
Although hmealth officials guessed the virus was being
carried by the river, a rumour spread tﬁat the polio was
transmitted through dajry.praduéts. and many people in the
town ware willingly convinced. The Ache@son family divestéd

themselves of most of their holdings; the >Nélory Arms was

bought by Godwin Trust, and young Auguste Lalonde returned
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to town to reclaim his father ‘s dairy. .

Sarah attended Parkside School. Despite her build, she
was not very athletic. Iﬁ second grade, while trying to
hide from the rest -of her gyﬁ class behind a rack of

volleyballs, she found a dust-covered cello. Years later

L ]
Sarah would tell her mother that she was able to hear how

the instrument‘;ould sound the moment: she touched her hand

to its maple neck.

Sarah immediately lost all interest in the world around
her. She discuveréd she had the ability to think and dream
not only in wofds and images, but in musical notation.
Indeed, ag she became '’ mare and more involved with fﬁér
playing, she ;puld often find ?t easiest to express whatever

she was feeling with a musical phrase. She claimed that she

didn‘t have to learn how to play the cello -~ she had to

learn how to let the cello play. The pleasure, she said,

was in hearing what it could do.

By the time she was ten her technique was brilliant,

- the dexterity she ‘displayed with her twine sculptures

transferred to the :elfo"; strings. In 1965 Safah gave her
first recital, {n the Anglican Chu;ch Hall; three vyears
later, the City Symphony invited her as guest soloist for
its inaugural Young People’'s Concert. Her performance piece

was Dvorak’s Rondo.

"She obviously loves her instrumént, as all good

*
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musiciaﬁs must," one critic said. "What is most uni que,
however , is‘that her instrument qu{te plainly responds, and
returns that love tenfold."

There is a photograph of her in the files of the News
, Leader , taken at the concert. Sarah cradles the cello with
authority, her left hand easily reaching all the way around
tFe base of its neck. Her head rests on the instrument, on
the hand-carved tuning keys, and they appear to be joined;
because of igs colour, ;t is impossible to tell from the
photograph where Sarah’'s hair ends and the cello begins.

In 1970 Sarah performed twice more with the City
Symphony. She was sixteen. That summer , with the
recaommendation of the symphony’s con&uctor, Ben enrolled her
at the Conservatory. From that point pn Sarah seemed, more

than ever, to thrive pn the pressure her talent impded.

Ben‘rené@d the small corner apartment on the top floor

pf the Malory Arms for Sarah to use as a studio. Working on

‘her own, her only audiencé tﬁe huge maple tree outside her
window, she learned great discipline. For two vyears, two
yegrs in which she barely left tﬁe studio except to attand
classes, the courtyard of the Malory Arms resounded with heF
music. Every evening, just after\darkﬁ Ben would have tﬁ

telephone heraand tell her to come home.

The autumn after she got her dagree -- she was the

¢ s

youngest person ever to have graduated from the Conservatory
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—— Sarah was asked to accompany the City Symphaony on a
national tour. - Prep;}ing for the +tour, she rehearsed
absessively. She began sleeping over at the studio, not
even answering her fathéf’s calls. Ben and Helen ba;ely Saw
her for two months. They worried that she might be taking
it all too seriously, but Sarah assured them that this
wasn’'t the case, she ju;t needed to work hard'if they wanted
her to do her best. ’ :

Then, a week before the tour was to begin, Sarah
stopped praéticing. She left her cello ip-_the studio and
came home.

"1 need same time apart from it," she s#ﬁd.

'On Jan. 19, 1975, the symphony left town. Ben and

Helen agreed that Sarah seemed unusually reluctant,,,but'
blamed it aon nerves.

On the first leg o? the tour, the City Symphany, énd
Sarah in particular, was a great success. Her performance
of Dvaorak ‘s Rondo was singled out by all the critics for
special mention.

"Her playing ié not flawless,” one critic stated, "but
it is as close to flawless as one dares to‘cume.“

After they’'d been on the road for two weeks, _however,
tﬁe‘reviewurs, while continuing to praise Sarah‘'s technical . %
skill, began to wonder if all the’travelliné 'yasn't taking '};

its toll. ' ' \

]

‘L\
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Whi'le the symphany dhs still in southern Ontario, Sarah
abruptly quit. Thé letter she wrote to her parents arrived
home two days after her decision was reported in the News
Leader. She explained she.waslhappier this' way, and was

' going to st;y in Ontario for a while.

£

"Why," Ben wrote her.
<

“"It‘'s simple,” Sarah replied.® "I dod’'t hear - it
anymore. " &

On Feb. 13, her birthday, Sarah brought fhe man she was
living with home to meet her parents. She was hame only for
that day.

In the early eveéing, alone, Sarah took her cello back
Eto the studio in the Mala;y Arms. Without turning on any
lights, she removed it from its case, wiped'the‘ maple neck
with a felt cl&th, and ran the bow, oncé, across its
strings. Then|5hg carefully leaned it against the wall,
behind her music §tand, and left.

The telephone in the studio is still connected, and. Ben
and Helen cail eve;y day, on the chance that she‘s_re@urned.
4 ' Once a week Bgn visits the studio. He dusts the cello with |

; e " the felt cloth, then tunes the strings. The sound echoes

across the courtyard.
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More Conversations in the Courtyard P

An older man is standing 1ﬁ the cngrtyard with a bucket
in his hand. Yellow plastic -- the bucket, that'is. In a
.- window ufﬂthehapartment Building, at his back, thefé, is an’
older woman, bpth hands resting on the sill, looking out.

He stands in the‘éuurtyafd, apparently without moving,
, for fi;e minutes.
Someone apbrnachés.'.lt is a.quely day.
-The i;ﬂ’oné,qho.apprnachcs sees the Plder man ‘;fanding
in thé courtyard, apparéntly without moving, uitﬁ a yeallow
ﬁlastic bucket in his hand, and thinks: I.will nqt.‘shy it
is a lovely day, even though it is. |

.He pauses for a mosent to think.

v -,
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ﬁare Conversations in the Qau?tyard ‘ 131
—-Look at that‘tree, he #inally s5ays. ‘ ’ i
--Yesg, the oider man Eeplies, quickly, as if he’'d been)‘
waiting there, for five minutes, just to hear someone say
precisely that. It’'s shimmering, isn’t it? .
~—Shimmering it is, it sure is.

\

V' ~—My wife, you see, knew it would. .

The saomeone who approached thinks: A lot of people are

convinced that the people -they 1love, or ‘hava grown

accustomed to laoving, have privileged information. That is Ly

the source aof their continuing attraction, their mystery.
But I won‘t say that, either.

——Just loak at that tree!

)
%

Fetch me a miracle, Leon.

Fetch! §
Yﬁu'rg useless. So&etimes- you can be such, a - :%
disappointment. 'Can't you do anytﬁing a .norﬁal dag\ does? :%
"Is this asking too “huch? ‘ »

We’'ve made, it all the way out here, we might as well do

something. Very well, we’'ll sing. But you‘ve got to

promise to run. ‘The song requires running. Who'll chase

- -

who? Okay, here we go.
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All around the mulberry bush,
The monkey chased the wmeasel,
The monkey thought it wmas all in fun --—

.

,
e

PR R T
srd e dan

You are not running. Reconsider. Let me whisper four
\ ' ) \

little letters to you. S-P-C-A.... . , X . R

Alright, one last try naw, just for fun. ¥ R A
Fetch, Leon.
Fetch'! ' : )

. S, . .
You don’t want ‘to? , Fine. Forget about it. Put it out

of your mind. Put it out forever.
I'm sorry. 1I°'m very sorry. I realize it’'s nuf your -

fault. I realize you're doing your best.

» Oh for 6od ‘s sake please please fetch — . - i

&
111 e
" . - . ~
The mulberry tree shimmers. -
——Tweet!
~-—Twabt tweet, tweet. .. ) ’ ¢ s ,
Footfalls, in staggered time. Two are sharp,

_high—-heeled. ‘ibe other twa soft, like whisk' brooms °

whisking. Moccasins? ! \ .
Faintly, from sumewﬁere'gn khg épartment'huilding; they ™~
hear mu;i:. . . ' . ’ N ) \ )
——Naod. ‘ ’ ' “ ’ . p




- 7 . « ¢ . . . Pd
catch themselves in mid-footstep and tilt their heads toward.
Y . . . Py
the deep and hollow sound. Then continue on.
That“s about it, more or less. . // .
n . ) Do
~ .
v ' I's
* ) -
. a ® - ‘“.
'\‘ )
¢ ¥ ‘ ’
Y
N .
s 4
. . .
£ ’ . s '
» ’ - ! -~
.\ ) a‘ .
o : o - . v
' - . . . ‘\S
14 N +
AN i o v
' > . . -
. 8
N
"’
o © . -
L]
.. - . cor
? ' . T
<, ¢ * { ] ’ L]
x’( . ’ ) e * .
- L
1‘ N !
¢ 1
' \/ » i L. -
v’ . A * ' : - J \ -
. * * » - —
a R ) A . ; . PUN]
P * , . , ? M -
" 1
/ N 2 N a -
. . v e ) , . .& o
- ) ‘ X . - ‘ ’
0‘ : -~
: “r . /
? 13 -
' v R ' ) ... :‘. ' )
. o r A
—— i | . « © .

oy e M MMM Gt PR o gt ey e

-

B T I
& g =

-

£

°

-

! —-Nod, half smile.

P ega e

"3

More Convers ffgns iﬁ t

-
-

~ e

\
he Courtyard

R LT

}
4

)

JNpI. e

-

As they move away both, far a fraction of

an-

c

instant,

e

S

‘Ay
B

-

)
A S

el
e

L

L A e
EVENE I Yot Y

7



/ \
<
: B s 2t N
e
M -
3
§ 8§
P
i
)
’{/—/,/
v T} o
SR
! ! 4
R
’ M >
| | .
L
w
1 [ '
b M ?
s
. 1
b Y ! ‘.,
-
{
K )
- {\v .
P
f
~ 1
a
& .
4
L)
[
.
\
8
¥
- " -
(. ¥
y il
e
»
2
.
- W
- ;\l * .
- T L3
\ -
» N -
-
2
A ]
. . \
;
e
)
s
' L e
. e
. .
.
'l
Lo '
' e A .-"" ‘
> ‘vr . .
. B R
' Ca .
€ -
S
. ; N 2
\
. ‘f -
| o N
1
Y

[3

Pl e L R R - L Al S L T .- -
- [
LN
., N
R4 v
. L]
» ’ ‘fg :
' « ¢
~ " »
! . ¢
! -
* 3
~ D
. < .
1
- ’
1 . ° '
£ Y
A . v
.o
» »
. 13
N , \ ) i
& - e Tea With Mrs. Sharples
L e : NE
1 .
w ] - o

One summe? aftarnoon, just be%ora two, Harriet Hamlltnn

peek out her 11v1ng room w1nduw. In .the next block nf
- T Y

apartments Paul Robeson was sing;ng “01° Man River" at a

vnlumeythatfaade herqeard?ums flﬁﬁtgr; like moths’ wings.

n the courtyard the woman from the new family was suhning '

herself in a bathirdg suit -that didn‘t guite caver her

» L 4 i . . ) . ‘
bottQm, unaware that her son had ‘'unhooked his harnass and -

[ ) -t :
was makimg his way down towards the river, Indian-style.

‘Annabel onld soon Eéturn from her waeekly visit with

the paychnlogist.~ She was suppused to be 1uukfn§~ aftqf

* hnts
an dryusummor days Annabel uara billy’bnotg. ““. T

‘Harriet, though she could baraly take care 04 harsllf. . Evei

[

‘"We‘re not livingknn a farm, you' "know," Harfriet 'h;d' .

_.often reminded her. Annabel ‘s wholw person soelled 1liKe
. ‘* . b .. k. .0 we

.
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warm rubber. _ ‘ ’ . -
. ) Harriet poured herself a glass of sherry. pDespite the "

August heat she needed sometﬁing to keeﬁ her blood from
- K-

* .

turning to ice. As it was she felt as if hat pins were s

) {;nating through her veins.

.

The decanter was neérly empty. Annabel had gaid it S
, o, ’

' wiould take a miracle to perstiade her to re-fill it. Harriet

i

. wrapped an;angora shawl about her shoulders and sat down !?43‘

her highbacked cQair.
- 0 @
“Oh, help," she sighed. "Let me out of here.”

» Hérriet wondered if she was?too far beyond the age when

a woman could reasonably expect someone  to appear 4t her

S

. front door and rescue, her. " How.,did those‘giryslin'the fairy N
books manage it?’ ﬂéprieh tipped the sherry to her lips. ) ;
Breathlass éirls, hopeless girlg, girls Wi;h long gnldeﬁ
“hair uéluitq feet that were just the size ’somg”'brincé\ in
- . tights desirgd. f ) :

oo She rested her head an a daily drja;;ed over the back of

the chair and had qut begqun to daydream that she was a '
b

. . dancer when flurry of‘beéﬁing wings - startled \ her to .her *
feet. She spread her  arms and groped at e air for o
L balance. T - Ef
- R : _ & : j"x
' . . '"Ye gods and little fishhooks," Harriet said. .
- < o o8 Risnhonks ‘, . ‘f"
\\\f -, - g Her steps short and tentative, as if she were barefoot
. . . Ve ' .
. \andtthe floor pebbled, Harriet walked to the Bay window and
. ’ ' % : :
. LY Yo “ ' -~

,‘l "‘é

4 . . .
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At

raised a corner of the muslin drape§; Chirping ;nd anno?ed,
the sparrows éose in a soft brown clbud, hovered motionleés
for an instant, then re-settled: themselves atop the eaves aqf
the far black. The mdlbe;ry trée quiverad and the mew“boyﬁs
head appeared from beneath the branches. He held up this

arrow upon which' a catfish was impaled. His mother rolled

aver and shout%ﬁ at him not to shoot the birds. Annabel

AN

1

appeared and trudged up the courtyard steps.

Rescue, thought Harriet. . - ’

Harriet was still angry at her husband. For a long.

T time after Chqqles passed away she'd waited to hear from

him; he’'d promised that she would. Occasi@nally she thought -
she heard Bis voice, but it' always turned out to be
something else: an annauncer speakingf;gzzdﬂhé radio in
someone else’s apaAtment,'a wind squeaking fhroughs a crack
under the door, or the neighbour’s dog who, although as

large as an deer, often whimpered aftter dark.

Harriet eventually gave up g\\Charlgs, and rearranged

'he} life. At least twice a‘ueak, over the last seven years,

.

she 'd mat with friends for afternoon ’tea. ut in recent

months many of those friends had gone, and those that hadn’t

~ s
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g ’hé; either taken lpaye af their senses or were about‘to. In
the next block of the ap;rtment building, lLouie Michaels was
3 ‘ .
- sick in b?d and waiting for a vacamncy at the Villa Mont St.
Suplice. Alice Shufelt, who'd been Harriet’'s best friend,
claimed she was too tired to either entertain or leave her
home. .
Harriet coﬁldn;t b}ame her. She hédn‘t felt like
setting foot from the hohsg since the wnman‘down the street,
and her twepty year n;d son, were shot and dumped out onj

their ﬁalcony. In the newspaper photograph it had lodked as

thaugh they’'d been entirely covered by falling snow.

»

<N

Harriet broke up'a\crust.of bread and scattered the :

crumbs on her window ledge. On the day Mr. Michaels had

AR
o

planted the mulberry tree in the cqQurtyard, every single

L
4
A

. sparrow in the world had gathered, chatFered, and qgreed to
make it their social centre; Since that time the leaves of
the tree had shimmere& constantly, forever in motion.

Harriet watched oﬁe of the smalle? sparrows, who was’

5 ;Lst learning to use his wings. He . zigzagged through the

sky, richocheted off a lamp post, and plopped onto the

Y ledge; At. first he was too busf investigating thef bité of




b}

’

. and told her a funny story about Charles. When he was in

N o
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i

bread and the cracks in the cement to notice her, but when

v

Harriet tapped her fingernail on the windowpane, he looked

up. ’ . ) .
Harriet asked him if he thought he‘'d like flying, once 1o

he got it right. The bird staggered a couple of steps

3

closer. - : v
“It won’t be long,” Harriet told him. The bird offered
her a tentative peck. .

“Don’t bump your nose,” Harriet warned him. . . -

The bird blinked and banged his head against the pane.

N

* ® *
. ‘ o

Just before ghe‘d gone into seclusion, Alice had tak;ﬁ
Harriet into her onfidehce. y
' d "1 never said anything," Alice ﬁgid, "but I - never did 'g
get uéed to the smell of Winston's cigars." %
~ . <
Alice was taking leave of her senses‘ by degrees. §
.During the war she was always excited Because Winatan %
Churchill was often on the radio and Alice was madly in love | g

: 'with him.

At the foat of the courtyard steps she took Alice’s arm

5

s =

. .
training for the air force he usaed to fly low over his
R N ‘

] ‘ * '.. . ‘ ,,\
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mother ‘s house and drop off a canvas sagk of dirty laundry.

- o

Alice sniffed at the air and whispered that she’d found a
way to stop missing Winston.
'""The more I think of him," Alice said, "the- more real

he seems to get." \ - .
Harriet walked up the steps, -wondering if that was

]
\ Al

true,

Harriet tiptoad into the kitchen and saw that the lunch

3 . | Lt Ld - L
dishes hadn‘t yet been put away. Annabel was napping in the
T -~
spare room. Shelhad spent the greater part af the morning

washing Hérriet's undergarmqpts, which were now draped over

‘the shawer rad, and her lower back was bothering her agaiﬁ.

=y

Annabel was recuperating from- a nervous collapse brought

Al

about- because her husband had left her for a distant cousin
he’d met for the first time a£ a Church Social. - '
Harriet listengd to Annabel groaning in her _sleeﬁ}
Sbon her ”groan;. would be laud - enough ta frigﬁteﬁ the
daylightsvout of the Sirds in _the mulberry tree. .
Harriet ﬁlque& the tea kettle ¥nto the outlet on  the

stove. For the moment the spa?raus in the courtyard were

calm, but the apartment echoed with the steady pong of water

¢ i

/
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’ . . .
dripping from the shower rod into the bathtub. Harriet
suspected that Annébel-didn't wring things out properly just
to annoy her. ( ‘

The kettle gurdled and in a few seconds , began to
whistle. Harriet ;eached out to~bu11 the plug and tried to
remember if, in all her Qears, she’'d ever met anyone named
Annabel that she rgally liked.

She took her h;nd away f;om the plug and waited fo; the
whistle to grow iﬁto a screech. :l - ) "

Annabel ;ried out from the day-bed.

"Are you all right out there?"

Harriet watched the steam wend towards the ceiling.

. e
"Mrs. Hamilton'" o

-, ¢
Harriet took her blue delft tegaot' down from the
cupboard.
‘"Where are QOu?"
. ~ 4
Harriet scalded the teapot.
.Annabel appeared in the kitchen doorway. .
""Dh,” she sighed. "You had .m:\ scared there for a
minute." Harriet tried to look surpr1sed.
"But I'm #ine:;/she said. "Just fine."
“When I heard “--" | L s
"Did you have a bad dream? If Qqu“d like, you can tall
me abauf it. Thasa doctaré you see aren’'t the only ones th
can lfsten, 90u knaw. " '

1)
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Annabel shifted her weight from one foot to another.
Both bare, Harriqt naticed. Bare and stout.

"I¥ anything were to happen to you while I was here ——"

¥

Harriet took Annabel ‘s arm and led her daown the hallway.
"You needn’'t worry so,"” Harriet said. "Just go back to

bed and rest your poor back. And I°11 see about finding you

¢

some slippers.”
. &
The springs in the day-bed whined as Annabel lay back

down. In the coﬁrtyard, the sparrows’ started up again.

, . -
Harriet refilled the kettle. Its weight caused her wrist to

14

‘tingle.

Harriet's muth?r had once asked the daoctor tao take a
goad foak at Harriet's feet. He did so, and told her that
she’'d always have trouﬁle with bunions and corns. Tﬁe
conditioﬁ was likely hereditary. o

"Isn't there anything I can do?" Harriet asked.

"You could try not letting your feet touch the floor,”

the doctor winkad.

* % »
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Harriet took a cup of tea and a pléte of. shortbread
biscuits into the living room and turned on the television,
thch Anngbel had equ;pped with an overgized luminaus dial.
She’'d also baught her a half dozen high-intensity lamps,
whosé goasenecks curled aréund the backs of each chair and

hovered above every table top in the room. Annabel had

‘switched a few of them on even though sunlight streamed

A}

thrbugﬁ the bay window.

( The television came to life and "a dog appeared, nosing
about the gutters on Caronatian Qtreet. Bet Lynch was
ténding the bar today at Rovers Return Inn, and her hair, as
always, was a mess. Harriet put down her cup and broke off
a piece of bisﬁuit. Though she found it hard to distinguish
the features of people, she mﬁ!’*or the first time, éhe co?ld
see this group as clearly“as her husband had .been aéle to
feel his missing finger.

Bet slapped a giass dawn in- front of Ray Langton.

Harriet wondered if he and Diedre were sﬁeaking again.

‘Diedre loved Ray very much, and Harriet felt sorry for her.

1

"Langton is a rotter, Deidre," Harriet warned.
Mavis Riley and Rita Littlawood —— the sort of redhead

that would always catch Charles’ aye — had just seated

themselves at thaLgfgtable when Stanley and Hilda QOgden
‘ + .

W .
ﬁiwgrvsthnley always put Harriet in mind of

rushed into the}
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a ualrusi

“You'll'neyer guess who's back,” Hilda saia. “You'll
never guess who’'s back and who atrthis vy moment is on her
way here." |

."who?“ Harriet said.

Suddenly everyone turned in their seats and ‘faced the .

front doors of the pub. Harriet looked around too. But by
now some ﬁeople had stood; blocking Harriet's view. Mavis
Riley peered through the crowd and, goggle eyes gpqﬁfgna,
tried to speak to Rita, who was, ;s usual, acting ag if the
commotion didn‘t affect her in the least.
"Wait until you get your breath back; Mavis,* H*rriet
said.
" Ray Langton pretended to couaF béh}nd'ihe open end of

the bar.

“Treat your wciry eyes to this vision, Gentlemen and:

Ladies,” he said in a stage whisper.‘ “Now we’'d best be an
our toes." .

Harriet still couldn’'t get a clear view of the speaker.
She sipped h;r tea, which lateiy had tést.d more like the
tissue of tﬁe pags'tﬁan the leaves themselves. W

“Cheeﬁy nonkpys,"”i woman rasped. “I‘l1l smack your
lngs.“l .

Harqfat sat up. Tﬁc crowd parted and an old wadan in a
hairnet scrutinized the assembled. She had the features of

{
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an awl, and Harriet recognized her immediately.
“M}s. Sharples, " Harriet said.
- "Nothing much changed here, 1 see,” Mrs. Sharples said.
Stanley Ogden g;paned, his mouth poised'on the 1lip of
his mug of stout. Mavis once again last her breath. Rita
arranged her hair. |
Harriet stood beside the television.
"I’'ve missed you, Mrs. Sharples," she said. . "And we'ré

a

all glad to have you back."

<

Harriet dreamed she was alone on a stage, 1lit by a

- single soft-focussed spot. She was so 1light, on herﬂ%&eqt

that a series aof leaps took her higher and higher until her

slippers no luhger touched the stage.

Her heart fluttering, she felt a pair of hands pushing

‘firmly on her shoulders. Harriet held her breath and heard

the‘tendons in the fingers creaking as they eased their
grip.

"Oh my,".uas all she could think to say.

Harriet opened her evyes. The* hands disapboared." Only.
then did she realize that they had beqﬁ\ pushing her back

because her body had been rising off the bed.

[
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4

~

"Dh. my," she repeated over dnd aover, “oh my oh my oh

my."

She closed her eyes again and the sounds of the world '

outside of her apartment seemed amplified. She heard rain
biercing the membranes of the clouds, rushing down the
gutterpipe and between“the courtyard cobblestones, +inally
sinking with a sigh into the earth.

The next morning, thle spreading apricot jam across
the lightly browned Fgée 'o{ an English muffin, Harriet

-

wondered about her soul.

7

o 2

The familiar écent of 1lilac greeted Harriet as she

' opened the clothes closet. ' She squinted into the

" full-length mirror and adjusted her slip. At some time or

another, when she hadn’'t been looking, her skin had’taken on

the look of a dried onion. e i

4
“Nothing but bones," Harriet told the mirror. l've

g .
got the gangliest arms God ever gave to either man or

beast."

She took down a dress with a gresn floral print and was

-smoothi?g it gver, her hipbones when she heard a light .

~

peéking at-the front door. Annabel was trying to insert her

-~

~
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- ' [ ,
key into the lock. She was rarely spccessful.
"Why she even bothers trying fhe key is just beyond
-« . s

@e,“ Harriet said as she went to let her in.

‘(\@nnabel lumbered through the doorway, eyes Hed~ri@med

~

‘- and flitting nervously about the hall.

)
Y

"What'’'s the &atter,“ Harrieﬁ ésked. “Were you shot
at?" ‘

Annabel dropped her"net bag. " Laundry ;oap frém an
bpﬁned box spilled to the floor.

‘."Nat as far as I saw," Annabel mumbled. She bent over
an&?scaoped the detergent‘intb a pile. Harriet studied her.
Annabel pulled off her billy bgots; rolled down her
pantl;gs, and straightened’'up. They stood'facing each other
for a moment. ’ ) » | '

]

"1°11 make us some tea?"rAnnabel said finaliy./

-—w\\’ Yes, you do- that, dear. That would be lovely."

Anngbel picked up her bag aqd turned touhrqs the kitchen. .

\ ——y

"Don‘t you laock just fine this morning, ﬁrs. Hamiiton.“

1
’ Harriet watched Annabel truddge down the hall.
Just beyénd me, she thought.
. ‘..,-,ef-w\
. * ¥ * ?

) !‘u.

Mr. Michaels unpacked the groceries he’'d picked up for

]
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[ N . .
Harriet.. He's done her shobping ever since rthe shooting \

,

down the street. ' '
"How jis Bauer?" Harriet asked. Mr. Michaels looked in

on the cab driver in the corner block from time to tige.

L)

“No luck yet," Mr. Michaels replied. »& K

"I've been feeling very dizzy lately," ‘Qarriet ébid
him- ‘ ’ ¢
"! A

"Dizzy ‘s nothing to bother about,” Mr. Michaels said.

o

He smiled and pulled a blue and gold tin of English

*
Breakfast tea from the bottom of the grocery bag. It was

~

Harriet’'s favorite. 4

TSI i 3

"Yoila," he said.
"You lovely man!"
She made them baoth a p, and while thay sipped, she

told him about her dream. Harriet knew that Louie Michaels A

—

i
%
!
§
§

had frequent nightmékes. When she got to the part where
she’'d seemed to be floating, she suddenly felt embarassed.

. \
"I don't know wpy I;m talking about these silly

¢

. v

things," Harriet said.

Mr. Michaels took a moment to think things gqver. He

poured more tea. He was embar%sse& too.

"Maybe you need to get out and see friends more," he

said.
* -

Harriet waited for him to continue. - .

"Good tea,” he said.
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He taook 'a shortbread cookie and said he had to be off:
! L ]

Louie would be wondering what was keeping him. Harriet
asked how she was. T o o -
"I don‘t think she’ll need- to gp now," he “'said.

"Thaough she does stili -tell me she hears . silkworms in the

N ¥
e ¥

mulberry, *

After he’'d left, Harriet thought: I don*t know what the

dream was all about, but if surely wasn 't that.
' , g

K

:

The ghost thrush was singing. He.seemed to Qi;k only

- Bhufelt had told Harriet it was a thrush, and they called

a him the ghaost thrush because néither had ever been. ' able to
1-‘ 3 . ) ' . .
, see him. _ - D) . .

His song sounded very much like the opening nf‘étraﬁ;s“
. ?ales from the Vienna Hoods. Harriet wondered i? Strauss
hap;actualiy heard the thrush énd‘used its snng,/or ﬂl»q!u»tl'ter"bv
the b;rd, liggting on the uindﬁusill qf some® salon, heard
théuwafﬁz and appr;préatedltqe tune for himself. Would the:
qth;r tgrusﬁes Have been impressed?

- She thrned on tﬁe til.vtsian set. Minnie Caldwell and

Ena Sharples walked into Rovers Return Inn. Mrs. - Widlker

1]
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poured them‘Each a glass of milk stout. ~ Harriet iTigfﬁed
- \ . .

how the wood of the bar would be cool to the touch, how the

rings the glasées left on its surface would tug at ;he skin

of her fingertips if she tried'tn lift them away.
., .
"Happy to see you with us aga;h, Mrs. Sharples,” Annie
o .
Walker said, grimacing at the sight of the older

] waman’'s
. "\ :
hairnet.

- . ¢

"I'm-sure,™ Mrs. Sharples said. : § é@
. - . )

"What brings us back to t?is part of Weatherfield

- J
then?" . !

5
« o .

At . 3

Ena sipped her stout and movéd\aday from the bar. ’ .
o» X . \,q . :
"Just waiting for passage out,"\she saih.

v ) //} i

- QN S 3

. * * = i

= * :

(] < -1%
Harriet waited by the ‘bay window.' In @

a few minutes,

Mr. and Mrs. Michaels came ,out of their apartment and‘

stepped into the courtyard. He took.her arm and guidgd her

slowly past the mulberry tree and down the six cement - steps
to the street. Bauer ‘s taxi was waiting. The day before,’

Mrs. Michaels’ doctor telephoned to say that there ‘was at

last a place for her.  Harriet remembered her sister's

. . %, .

wedding. Hilda was driven from the churcp in a Model A, one ~
,of the first cars the town had seen. It made so much noise
¢9 23



[

) ;{jf.x; .

o . Tea with Mrs. Sharples 150

that even the dogs ran for cover. Hilda sat like a statue

Ve

all the way down Denrison Avenue. It was windy and she last "

<« her hat.
v = As the‘taxi pulled away from the curb, Harriet waved. " Nl
, | 7
* * * e :
L ’ : . ; ;:
- "Ye gads and little fishes!” Harriet said suddenly, but .
, 54
Annabel didn‘t hear because she was napping again in the wr

>

spare room.

3

The kettle whistled, drawing Harriet from Her armchair,

St S R L

* across the Living‘?oum, and into the kitchen. fThe whistle
grew to a shriek. She flipped the hood up over the beak of

.

the kettle and shut her eyes. s )
Her mother had once warned her that inhaling hot steam

wauld cadsé a ﬁoéebleed, so Harriet héld her breath as she

let the rising w~apours ‘snothe the 1lines in her face.

Slowly, she naé being lulled éo sleep.

L}

Then her bod; begin to rise,g§r6ugh no more ihén an
inch or two off the +1€or.-; . ' -
Harriet opened her eyes and looked up to the ceiling.
“Oh my,” she said, "oh my,“
N

She straightened her dress and poured her tea. The '
. h 4

windmill painted on the cup seemed to be spinning. .
's

, : )
N o V | { L

3
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%
o i Annabel appeared in the donragy, rubbing her back.
"I wish you'd watch the kettle é littlemore clos?ly,"Y, . .

she said.

.~‘ ‘ o [

¥

Dne’night after Annabel had gone home, Harriet decided
ta bake ggme shortbread. It had been so0 humid during the
. day thgt the air was visible and the outlines of the
mulbérry tree seemed to be a mirage.
ifsvshe took the sgortbread from the oven, the sudden
¢ ~wave of heat made her dizzy. Everything went black for an
instant, then she heard a voice that sounded muchl like her
‘husband ' s.
“Hello, Margaret," it sai&.
Harriet dropped fhe baking sheet.

~

"Hella?" L T | -

She listened for a moment, but the voice was gone.
" "What nonsense," she said. “A ringing in my—ears.“

She stooped to pick the rest of the shartbread off the

+loor. .

"Who's Margaret?"

4
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.
) .
¢ Annabel arrived early the next morning. Harriet let
‘her in and watched 5% she removed her billy baoots. Annabel

took one look down the hallway and sighed.
"Oh, look," she said. Shreds of soiled toilef ‘paper
~
littered the carpet and marked a trail between the bathroom

- and Harriet s bed.

///' "It’s the same thing every mbrhing. Don’'t you see what
- you‘re doing at night% Do we need more light?"
} : “I‘m hardly blind," Harriet said. \ :
I Do you have trouble when you...?" . ,
"are yau trying to say i‘m incunt}nent, Annabel ?"
“"What I mean is, you don‘t always make water where -you
- " should.®
) @ .
H?rriet went into‘the living room and left Annabel to
take c;re of the mess.
i "You can be an awful woman, Mrs. Hamilton," -Annipel
said, under her Sreath. .
Appérently I1'm also deaf, Ha?riet thuught. )
. She looked out the window.’ The sg;ﬂraus‘ ware just
| ‘'waking up. Oﬁe of them had had a hard n;ght{ While fixing’
L his feathers he fell out, of the tree.
: L - Annabgl came into the ﬁdom. Her sl;nvns were rolled up
; | h to her xghouldars and she was barefoot. ‘ IS
X N _ ek

(Jv . -

!
i
A
H
-
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~ "Would you like me to fix \us some tea now?"
"I beg yodr ‘pardon?" Harriet shouted. Annabel ran
water in the kitchen sink. -
"So," she asked, "have you heard how Mrs. Michaels

likes it at the Villa?" , ’ ; ./

1 . . s .
~ Charles was a lieutenant in one raegiment or anotherj;

Harriet never could remember which one. In the picture atop

her rogewood dressing table, he is dressed in his WWI

saldiers uniform. He wears his hat, and his ankles are
) ' 1

wrapped in cgremonial puttees. The lower right corner of

the photodraph reads: For My Harry. See you soon, love Your

Chardie. .

Harriet wond&red'if he migﬁt have died of‘boredcm af(é;
all of tide wars were aver. He had éome bagk from his, first
one missing a finger on his left hand, and{he‘liked, to say
-— no matter what fhe company —— that he‘d lost it sticking
it up the Devil ‘s buge That always got a laugh, but Harriet

{
was left trying to explain the real cause. .

"Are you still in the bedroom?" Annabel called.

"Ha was a God—-fearing man," she told Annabel. "In his

o -

1

awn way."
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’ * * * ’
Harriet aﬁd Annabel sat at the kitchen tabln. reading
the morning newspaper. Annabel had the Lifestyles s;ction,
Harriet the Letters to the Editor. A woman who lived on the
other side of the river "was upset because the 1local
pnlitician; kept putting off the construction of the s-wggc‘
system that was suépos.ﬂ to replace it. '
‘.:bistln to this," Annabel said. ”’Fcnuick,‘Phillip ;nd
‘ Freé??‘tre thrilled to announce thc‘ birth of their Tirst
dauqhter:\ﬂgrriet Phoebe...'" |
Harriet looked up from the Letters page.
N "Isn‘t that funny? Sommone’'s got your name.”
. "What?"” Harriet said. ’
“Isn’'t that #unny?‘ Somsone’s got your namse!"™
| Harricé glared.
*1 knew quite a few Har(}cil when I was growing up. It
was quite a popular nase." . .
"But you don}b hear it so such these days."
- "Once a nasa has almost diuppna}-d, soasone’s hognd to

{
come along and try it out again.”
*"Replace tha old onss,” Annabel said.

Harrimt folded her papsr and got up from the table. .
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"Oh, I'm sorry, i.didh't mean that..."

-

"I‘'m sure you didn't, Annabel," Harriet said.
|

155

That night, after Annabel went home, ‘Harriet shredded

an entire rdll of tqilet paper, and scattered it all

the bathroom fliocr.

.1t was Annabel ‘s day off, and Mr. 'Michaelg had
left to visit his wife. He'd promised to s}op off at
corner\store on his way home to pick up somé things.

Harriet settled herself in the armchair and gazed
into the courtyard. She’d just begun to daydream' when
thought she heard h;r husband’s voice.

“"Harry?" he called.

over

3

-
just

the,

out

she

I am not going to be fooled this time, Harriet said to

herself. The bay next door was digging in the dirt at

base of the mulberry tree. The sparrows ware watching. .

"Harry?"

“the

Harriet closed her ayes. The mulberry tree rattled as

the birds, in a group, rose.

"You still like lilac, I sae," her husband.continued..

"gello, Charles," she sighed.

+

Charles told her he was fine, thera was no reason to

JESTTICY 0. FOVRL
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12

worry-on his account,(and although his hand still bothered

him, he was very happy.

"What was it like?" Harriet asked him.

“Frightening at first,"- he said. "And terribly’

difficult to get ane'slmin& around. Not the smoothest of

trips, in retrospect.”

Harriet got up and adjusted the curtains.

"Why didn‘t you come back sooner?"
"I don’t know, really. I just Eouldn't."

There was a pause in the conversation. Neither of them

)

—~ could thiﬁk of what to éay next, and Harriet knew Charles

would soon - 'start to fidget.

Finally Harriet said she'd like to ask two last

questions, if he wouldn‘t mind. Her husband replied that-

" indeed he wouldn’t.
~ "Does one get tea?"

"If you're good," Charles teased. “Next?"

Harriet sat down on the chesterfield.

"Who ‘s Margaret?"

On Coronation Street that afterncon, Albert Tatlock,

who had a gray moustache no. thicker than.an eyelash and a

bR N e T 2
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4

jaw that drooped over.his shirt collar, walked into Cornér

Shop and asked Rita Littlewaod for a packet of seed.

"I hardly think that’'l]l sustain you till morning,

e

Albert,” Rita said.

*Don‘t be so sure,"” Harriet said.

"You‘'re in danger of getting on @my wrong side,. Miss
Littlewood," Albert said.
' The door chimes jingled and Ena Sharples entéred the
store. ‘ |
"For your information," Albert continued, “this paqket
is for my pigeon. He‘s got the makings of a champion.

There’'s good money in that, you know. " Albert always had a

scheme to make moriey.

3

“"Sometimes you get under oy skin, Albert," Harriet

sai&1 Albert. turned away and pocketed his seed.

.

Ena Sharpres‘trudged up to thé counter, pushed Albert
aside, and opehed her purse.
"Put a ring around my leg, then laet me loose and see if

I‘'m fool ertough to come rushing back," she said. N

Harriet ran her nails along the stallaped edge of the
tea table, oaver the 'painted tin soldiers on horseback

arranged on top, and across her ribs, making sure she ‘was

» -

sﬁi}l among the things of her world.

"\
1
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The last trip Harrié(fand Charles took to England was
Harriet's first by airplane. The weather was paor the whole

time and on the way back they ran into a stream _of air

pockets. Charles got Harriet some ginger ale to settle her

stomach and then wént up” to the cockpit to see the pilot.

He was smiling when he came baEk, until he saw that Harriet
bad been sick. He wrapped a blanket around her shoulders,

placed a pillow behind her head, and said:

- »
"This is nothing. Imagine if someone were shooting at

us!" coe
, b
Harriet tried to smile. Charles took her hand, and

v

held it for the rest of the flight. .

The ghost thrush was singing in the courtyard again,
camouflaged by the br;nches of thé-mu;berry tree. Ha;riet
filled the kettle. While waiting for the water ta boil, she
tiptoed to the door of the spare room. Anngbel was %ast
aéluep.

The stlaﬁ began curling up -intu the air. ,Harriet

‘flipped up the little hood over the beak of the kettle and
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' shut her eQeé. nWhen the steam started to rush through the
opening, she held her breath. U
What would it be like to rise right ‘to the ceiling? she
wondered.
1 . As her feet left the floor, she began to feel dizzy.,
'what would it be like to pass righf through the roof? -

>
She could smell lilac in her clothes. The apartment ¢

-
greu‘smaller‘and smaller. : : . .
"Lat me take4one last look," she said. ’ ;
B .
- 0 »
~ N .

i
H
'!
1
(1
:
%

*

The: kettle was whistling. Annabel started to groan,

?

and she groaned so loudly that the birds +flew from the

mulberry tree.
' Mrs. Sharpleé turned from her stove, kettle in hand.
"Taa?" she asked. ' ’

“Please," Harriet said.
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.} . ] Mood and Rumour

Tq the sﬁrdrise of no one, a recent ‘Nitely HNews !

f editorial suggésted that the prevailing mood in this town is

such tﬁat action on. the ryﬁer gﬁesginn must be taken.

\Reccqnizing this, at the last City Council mestit?} after

voting unanimously to adopt Q%Ficial city calours,‘the City
~

Fathers confirmed that the quesfion of the new and advanced

filtration’'system, intended to réplace the river as a sewage

5. F IR tivdhny o i Pl BRRE Bhs - wms 12 % 0

‘treatment facility, is the most pressing they’'ve faced in a

long, long time. Construction, they have promised, is just

fie,

b‘
approval of their final plars, and promise to pass on any

9
" and all information the minute it comes into their

¢
possession.

The Neh# Leader, howaver, reports that men of visjon in

~ .
- o

10 - L
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the provincial capitai ‘are considering, a comprebénsive

proﬁuéalqsubmitted by a well—-connected architect from Paris.

Rumour has it that this plan would see the riveﬁ%qlganad up

& &

and the reservoir put to many recreational *uses, such- as

. © I, ) ©

boating, swimming, sunning, and various other water sports.
. f

Piénic tables and tether ball courts have. also been
‘ ’
mentioned. Man{ peaple, the -News Leader ‘claims, enijoy
PR S »
tether ball.

-

The argumeﬁis for the rumoured plqn<;re cumbelling. It
'-—._L\_ . . " s \
is, first of all, resource-efficient: silt drnged from the

river bottom could be used, it is said, to fill in the

N
river's marshy.- shores, hence improving its overall

appearance. The plan is alsao ( ecolggically sound.
Y
Piologists commissioned by the governmen?"point' aut that,

should the rumours prove correct, circumstances would be

»

incredibly favourable, as there isn‘t really any wildlife in

A .

the area left to protect. . .
{

. ~

The Mitely News editorialist reveals. that his people

had long ago heard and discounted these rumours, and that in

L3

any case thére was sﬁ%ll a problem concerning the pdwer'

lines that sag across a bottleneck in the river. The WNews

L}
leader maintains that Hydro officials are being consultaed.

Indeed, they claim, preliminary studies fﬁx\determine the

cost and feasibility of rapairing all of the power .lines

"
near the rivef are abogt to begin. AkThe Mitely -MNews

. - -l

‘ s

~

wor
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7 o

editorialist replies that of course he was aware of that.
The News Leader also reports thaf, ‘according to a
usually reliable éource, the planners are further ' thinking
about di;mantling the bufldings on t river ‘s south bank.
An Olympic-sized cinder track,‘hitﬁ/iuilt in sand piés for
those interested in the jumping events, could be laid on the
land vacated by the Malory Arms. Some reservoir si{F could

also be used for this project, filling in the huge hole that

the basements of the Malary Arams would leave.

’ s

The Nitely News editorialist wonders about the price

such a project would exact.® The Mews Leader, in a feature

érticle titled "Temnnis, Anyone?” insists that upkeep costs

would be negligible. .

‘There is also talk aof erecting fiberglass stalfs,

painted maroon and white, the newly’chosen city culoqrs. In

these stalls both budding and accomplished athletes could
. wr

. 2 \

rub shouldeérs, exchange training tips, and change into their

track clothes which, along with refreshments, may or may not

be sold on the premises. ‘One local entrepreneur,u who

- prefers not to be id;ntified, hints that a call for tedders

=
has already been issued.

P

Accordiﬁg' to a News Leader poll, there would be

J

subgtantial interbst ,for this plan, 'in some of+i:i§1

F
quarters. It seems that ma4>\<::p1e have taken to running.
3 v ” )
Despite a press relnasé fr the mayor ‘s office, in

. s oA

g

ey

.,

:ﬁ'@m A AR pe I ]

< A



——

s e e

e

TP e AV e e . -
Ealad B R L N T T . O s . D 2T U ROt

Mood and Rumour 163,

/ N
which all of these speculatidfs are categerically dismissed,

[ - .
* the egitorialist with the Nit&ly News salutes the +fitness

tfend. Considering thé mood of the populace; howeyer, he

i

also suggests it might be best if we all made a concerted

] .

effort to live our lives wi#éin-reasun.
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Lunar Observation

. |
Badef's on hiﬁrbalcony,,mapping out the moon. It‘is an
autumn night, and c%al. The courtyard of the Malory Arms ‘is
quiet, but down af gthe river bul;#roqs areA croakinq: su\
luuisy -—a last'vhﬁrrah ;—— gkat Bauer can Harely hear

. himself think. Cars inch across the lighted bridge in the

[

distance. Bauer unfolds af

21" shuare sheet of papear,

spreads it out on the table at Mis side, and weights it at
. \

each corner with stones.

14

He‘'s remembering how his grandmother explained the

tides to him when .he was a boy. She said the moon was\ once,

and for qui}e a long tidh, part of the earth. But then the

¢
moqp boasted that it was too massive toc be moved and God,

angry, ripped:it away, tore-it from its moorings in the sea,

and rollad it, slowly, like a gigantic rock, into the sky.
g . ' , * . - ' X '
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For a long time, she said, it had hovered very close to

’
.

Earth. .

-

How close, Bauer asked.

S0 clase a -y ‘tall pine could have grazed its.

surface, his grandmother said. And since then it's had a
single purpose: to difraw those seas back to itsel+f. It
hasn’t happened yet, she told him, but that’'s why it was

wise never to take anything for granted. Someday the moon,

- if its orbit brings it close enough, and the water is high

enaugh, sust might succeed.

Bauer scans the constellaﬁions,’accustoﬁing hisleyes to
the night sky. For the moment it ‘s absolutely clear ;nd the
stars glow without a flicker. He extends an imaginary line
f?um the Pole Star through Ehe western side Af Ca;Biopeia,
to Pegasus, whols stretched out across ﬁalf the sky, then
down to th; eastern horizan, where dead Cetus ¥loats. Bauer
fixes his telescope ;n its mownting, fits an eyepiece to the
telescope, and screws up his face. Though the legs  of the
tripod are six feet long, he still has to stoop.

Three days after first quarter, the graat Qalled plains

are thrown intavrelief‘by the cut of the earth’'s shadow.

The Mare Vaporum appears near the westgrn edge of the moon.
¥ \ :

LY

‘He‘s found that this is the best time for observation. A

few days more into the moon’'s cycle and its glare will be so

bright that the details of its surface wii1<be washed out.

‘
To '
. > ,
.
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' eye, trains it to pick out details it might otherwise miss.
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b |

)

Bauer gets.it in his sights. yHe'll be there for hours.

-

Bauer ‘s on his balcony, mapping oyt the moon. What
looks to him like a tiny bay extends from the northern ' edge
: M ' -/
aof the Mare Vaporum. Bauer sketches in its outline, as

precisely as he can., He’'s | made this drawing dozens of

o 1
times. The act of sketching, he’'s fou@d, disciplines the

>

1

Each time he re-maps a particular area of the moon, more

craters, ring plains, valleys, and clefts appear. He's

=

followed the moon many times over, .evening ;ftnr evening,
f:;m first crescent to full, charting the entire surface.
He’'s namepd almost two hundred features. b
The lake Bauer and his wf&e used“tu sail is agtuaily a
part of the river, a section where 1t widens and the current
slows. The lake isn‘t véry big, but it's 1deal %or. small

craft, as 'moderate winds blow from the southern shore all

\ - ,
summer long. Bauer and his wife used to launch their boat.

.. at a point on the river barely a hundred vyards from their

-

‘apartment door. From there they’'d sail the mile or so  to

ey

the lake.

A power lina sags across the bottlnn.ck uhorn the river

bulges — one of the poles wis tipped off plumb by an earth

L4
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<

tremar. The city hasn’'t yet made repairs, but Baqer knew

where the lines were aqd how to avoid them.

On the first Sunday in April, as Bauer and his wife

approached the narrows in their boat, Bauer’'s wife stood up

¢ -

to adjust the mainsail, which hadn’'t been pulled Faut

-

enpugh. There were still traces of snow ‘on some ‘nf the
mountains in the area, so the water level of both .laké and
river was high. The boa¥ swayed slightly as the bow plunged
ifito a tiny whirlpool, and she leaned against the mast to
steady hérself. When the beoat pbpped out of the whirlpool
the tip of the mast brushed aéainst the power lines,’ and

snagged. Bauer looked up from the tiller, directly into the

sun's glare. His wife was standing very still, looking as

. if she’'d forgotten what she Was suppased to be doing. Bauer

released the tiller, threw his weight to starboard. " The
mast tilted free.

"Secure the sail,” Bauer said.

N 0 P

His wife’'s grip on £he mas£ loosened, one finger at a

time, and she slumped toward the starboard gunwhale.
"The mast can‘t be metal ," she said. Then she
disappeared into blue light. 4
' Well after midnight, tha poliée brought Bauer back to

his apartment. It took tham that long to get him home

‘bacause they couldn‘t find out whare he lived. Whenever

they asked Bauer, he acted as if he didn‘'t know. -

!
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"Good God," Bauer repeated, "there’'s been, a mistake.
Do you hear me. I know there’'s been a mistake.”

The police assured Bauer that his wife's dey would be

‘'recovered. He told them they were wasting their time. City

crews searched both the lake and river for two days,‘bgt to

3

the};iembarassment, his wife's body could not be found. The
z .

cdf;ent, they said, was too swiftlat this time of year.
"Ha," Bauer éaid. This only cunvinced him that he was
right, that a mistake had been made. -
The night \the search :was calied off, é:;er lay,
fully—clothed on the couch, staring out the window at the

2

darkness.
“You ‘ve madg a histakg, and I‘'ve +found vyou out,” he
said. *Confess.”

The moon, through the night, passed across his line of

-<yision. The next déy;, Bauer bought a telescope, a

¢

hree~inch refractor. . |
“"So be it," he said.
Bauer drives a éaxicab,' Qut' after the accident his,
sense of direction suffered. 'He often gets 1lost, or

mistakes where he is for where he’'s supposed, fn be. He's

t .

mounted a coméass on the.dashboard of his car. This helpé,‘

but due, he believes, to unstable atmospﬁcfi: conditions,

v

the conpiss is occasionally un(aliiblc; One night, - aftef

drivinq three miles out of town along the airport road, he
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jaftef Bauer explained what he was doing there.
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5

f@und himsel £ knocking at a farmhouse daor. A young man

L

"

answered,’ dressed only in shorts. He clearly' 'wﬁsn't
intending to go anywhere. ’

3

"You‘ve come to the wrong place,” the vyoung man said
"There are many ways to navigate," Bauer replied.

“"Some better than others.

Bauer ‘s on his balcony, mapping out the moon. - He’'s got
three-quarfars of the bay drawn in, and he‘ll compare it

later with the maps he’'s drawn before. A solitary mass of
s [ 4

cloud moves through the sky, and it starts to rain. Car
tires siz;le on the wet ééphalt of the bridge.

He discovered the tiny bay off the Marﬁ' Vaporum while
skatching the sunlit crafer walls that clustered all over
the southern hemisphare of tﬁe mann: It appehred just on
the periphery of his vision. He re-aliéned his telescope.,
The‘pay looked to naﬁ%éu sharply where %t met the sea.

"Eureka," Bauér'gaid.

Not long after this Bauer _spotted the city workers

going QQQﬁ to the river with shavels ~and surveyars tools.’

[
|

He followad them, watched them set up their cquipmenttl Thcy‘

took samples of the soil from the banks and the mud from the
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river bottom. One worker was jotting down numbers and
making a rough sketch of the terrain.

Bauér’gsked them what they were doing.

The city waorkers said they were conducting prelimimary
crs‘t:ut:l ies.

Bauer asked them what the preliminary studies were for,
but they told him they weren’'t at liberty to éay. He would
have to phone the city supervisor. ’

The warker who was sketghing the terrain walked over to
the pole that had been tipped off plumb. He knacked it with
the heel of his hand. Bauer stepped‘ﬁack. :
"Please be careful,” he said. ’ '
Then Bauer turned abruptly, apa left. The memory of

the last time he‘d been to the river. had suddenly - grown so

sharp that he’'d had almost told the workmen that they were

wasting their time. That she wasn’'t there.

Becaus S qpél on the balcony, Bauer is wearing a
white wgol hat. It looks like a tea cosy‘and tightly hugs
his head. He knitted it himgelf and, sometimes, wearing
this hat, he feels like an astronaut.

He knows he looks absurd, he knows that’s how others

~see him. He's knocked bn apartment doors in the Malory

Arms, by mistake, or found himself wandering in the wrong

hall, and somebody has come along to help him back to his

apartment{ taking him by the arm, as if he were infirm.
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\ )
Once, a young man, wal.king his dog in the courtyard, (logked

~ A
up to Bauer ‘s @alcony and asked him if he'd found any ghos
on the moon. * "It’‘s a struggle,” Bauer told him. A boy who
lurks behind the mulberry tree in the courtyard mimics ‘him,

making a telescope out of his fist. He puts it to his eye

whenever he sees Bauer coming out of the building, and he

\
tracks Bauer Tith that telescope, all the way down to  the

street. L , o ‘ Q

Bauer knows all nf this, but he’'s also dead certain of
what he‘'s doing. On no two nights are the features of the
soon the same.

It will draw the water back to itself, he thinks. One

only has to be patient.

s> o

Bauer‘'s on his balcony, ubping out the msoon, but the

isolated mass of cloud has thickened and covers ‘the whole

. sky. He loses sight of the little bay at the northern’ edge

of the Mare Vaporuam. It starts to rain hlfdnr; h-" covers

tha telescope with a canvas tarp.

5

Bauer qo;s nside) lies down on the couch, and reads.

He's fond of ance ction, but this story; “The Distance

ffearent, it intrigues his. It's about a

group of beings who live at a tiee whan the wsoon‘'s tight

Y.
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Lunar Observation 172

elliptical arbit brings it close enough to the earth to be
reached by ladder. For a few days . every month, 'when the
moon is at perigee, these beings go out to sea, climb onto
ihe disk, and harvest dts milk.

One manth, as the moan's cycle takes it away from the

éarth, a woman the main character is in love with climbs the

ladder. In an attempt to rescue he;, the main character

follaows her up, but he is too late: by the time he is

securely on the moon’s surface, they have veered miles away'

from the sea. They are up there on the maon, alone, for a’

month, and during.that time they realize that its orbit is

1 L'd
%

widening.

At the end aof its cycle, as the; glide towards the,

earth again, their friends, riding the sea in fishing boats,

make‘a rescue attempt. They ,extend an impgssibly long
bamboo pole to the moon ‘s surﬁgce. The main character kapws
that this is their last chance, that from this point on no

L3

pole will be long enocugh to reach tﬁem. He has to make a
choice. The woman makes no pove to leave. He leaps for the
léngth of bamboo, ana'scrambles'to the earth just as the
moén spins out of their reach forever. -

"I'm sorry," Bauer says. "I had to stay here."

Hg"pﬁts the book down. The - apartment puildinq is

perfectly guiet, so quiet he wonders if he’'s Somehow made it

‘-alf'qp. He stares at the ceiling . and watches th; stars
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glow.

When the sky clears Bauer goes back out to the balcaony.
He takes the tarp nff Ehe-telescope, pulls his yhite wool
hat down aver his ears. In the distance, the bridge hums;
in the sky, within the Square of Pegasus, galaxies are
coming back into vision.® The moon is neac the: horizon, so
it 1looks 'closer than it really is. Its surface is
unruffled, it looks close enough to touch. It only takes
Bauer a minLte to get the northern bay in his sights and
adjust his focus. For the ne;t hour He follows the moon
across the sky, looking through thé telescope, "'then to his
map,; and back again.

A flash of blue erupts frph one of'the tiny craters by
the bay., It burns for almost three miﬁutes: then retreats
fnﬁm sight. : -

Bauer keeps dead aim on the craters, and waits. Thez

are strdng together like beads, almost too small to see, .and

" he has a lot of trouble drawing them because he tries to

1]

give them individual shapes. x

"Claser," Bauer says.

The blue flame, no larger than the tip of a hair, again

flares to the surface, burns for a few mindtes, . :and
* ., -

retreats.

Bauer leans over, the balcony railing and stréﬁchgs his

arm out, strutchns_it out as far as he can, until it( looks
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as if he’'s touched the moon. When he draws his/érm back he

rubs his fingers together and imagines,they&[p/;ovgred with

4

. a damp chalky paste. ‘
" M e . o v
He marks thé locdtion of the blue flame on his map. He

.

puts his pencil dow? and hesitates for a moment. Then he

/

picks it up again and writes beneath the flame’'s mdrking:

Transient Lunar Phenomena. ™
Optical illusions; he thinks. Ninety-nine out of one
bundred such sightings turn out to be imagined. That's what
¢ : .

magss lunar observation a struggle. As.soon as you start

expecting to see something, you do. Hope makes an observer

=D

unreliable, subject to the tricks played by the senses, the
tricks played by the mind. - .

Bauer touches his fingers'to his tonque.- °

3 <

At dawn, Bauer ‘s still out on the balcony, his map  of

the moon neatly folded up and lying on the table at his
. gide. He adjusts the éngle of the telescope so it will be
in thg correct pdsition for the next night ‘s viewing, covers

it with'the tarp, and ties the tarp down to the balcony

railing. .

Below, far below, a young couple from thé centre block

~

-

of the building are crossing the courtyard, on their way' to

. o . . 4
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.: ’ 4 . G
B .
f : work. L o
X %q . , . e k -
L& ‘ They laook up to his balcony. . N
’ . ‘ . "Good morning," they say. .
\ . ' . .
. Bauer takes off his white wool hat and tucks the map .o
v . ‘ ‘ ' »~ -
, under his arm. He smiles at them. .
* ’ " "The struggle is enough,"” he calls out. "All is well."
. ﬁ )
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