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. ‘ ABSTRACT -
] Deserters . . Yy

Stephen Hen§ghan . .

) - ' _ ; ' o
ThQs thesis confains eleven shoff stories. About half of
these stories are set in rural Eastern “Ontario; the

@
remaining stories are~set in Latin America, pELmarilyl in
the Andean region. They are united by a concern with the
disloc;tion resulting from social <change. The characters
in these séories react ‘to social change in a number of
ways:}éome cling to beliefs and lifestyles thatlhave become
-

anacthronistic, while-others embrace new faiths; many flee

their changed environments, either-aimlessly, or in pursuit

of dreams they may or may not «come to rgcogni;; as
illusions. “

Due to the overaiching theme of the effects of gocial
dhange on individual consciousness, many of these stories .

rely on the techniques of flashback and mildly jumbled

—

- 0

chronology to counterpoint past and present experience.
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* ROADS TO HUANCHACO -

Y
1 "A sigh, a refusal would suffice
to start the day in another way.... ,
. ' -= Julio Cortagar

=1

Nine years, Mary thinks, ﬁer'fipgers racing over the keys

of the electric typewriter. She steals a gulp of <coffee
from th;kstyrofoam cup at her Qide, }hen sets théﬂcup down
on her$ magazine. Thg chatter of the. uﬁcarpeted office
reveérberates fround her} The office}is 3kyide ;dbm liéhted
by £fluorescent bars in the ceiling; desks, <fenced off by
padded chest-high partitioﬁs, have peéh fitted ‘together
across thé floor-space like the piedes of .a jigsaw puzzle.
There 4is a perpetual clatter of éoming and going: people
cnrt“piper from ong desk.to another, answer telephones,

consult computier terminals. The men work with their }ackets

off, 1in dress shirts and ties; the wbmen, confined in high

R ek
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heefs and stiff-jacketed suits, never look quite as wholly
at ease as the men. Whak would they all look 1like, Mary
wonders, after two thousand yearé in a'bog?

The Eeature article 1n'the magazine on Mary's desk is
about bog people: corpses buried in Europea; marshes two

thousand years ago and dredged up today in a nearly perfect

‘state of preservation. Photographs of shriveled brown

faces portray a living death: flesh without. life. Mary

bought thf magazine to mead o; the bus this =evening, but
having dipped into it at lunch-hour she canwaﬂ get the_ bog
people's faces out of her mind. She drains the last swallow
of coffee from the &tyrd&oam cup. Nine yeérs, she thinks

again. She is thirty-one now; Alan is thirty-two. They%have

been together since they were twenty-two and 'twenty-three

respectively. Neither of them has changed jobs in fiye

years, since Mary left the health food store and came\ to g/
. A ,

work~ at this downtown advertising agency. Alan seems

utterly settled at the trust company. We could live like
this forever, Mary thinks. Then she thinks: I'd‘go crazy,
how did we ever slip into ,this? ;

%*

Mary met Alan during a summer visit to her sister Julie on

Vancouver Island. Alan, who was workipg out west for the

summer, had got to know the man that Julie was living with.

y
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Algn would come °5y in the evenings to lii;en to music.

0

Julie would turm wup the volume on the stereo -and play

records by Bob Dylan and Joan Baez, Fairport Convention ;;d
Joni Mitchell; the four of them would sit om the, porch,
drknking white wine'and rolling pencil-thin joints. Alan

and Mary became friends and by July they were lovers. Héry

| had ,always found that .her . friendships, with men
d}sintegrated when they crossed the border into sexual
a , involvement; sex segmed to breed something a&versar{al in a
.relationship. Mary never felt'ag ease with a man once she

. had made love with hihé’(Iﬁ\her late teens and early
twenties she had run through a series of short-lived

. ‘ involvements. The pattern broke when she met Alan. Th; da;s

J o that followed their first mildly drunken lovemaking in the
room that Julie had lent Mary for’the summer yere peaceful:
a long dream from which Mary regails pale sunliéht lancing
tuftedlclouds, the puli of Pacific waves on the beach, the
E / leaf-dark greem of the hills surrounding Julie'b.wE;ESE.
Mary felt no discomfort: no sense of being dominated or

) inyided. In August Alan quit his job. They traveled south

for a n@nth, gectipé as far as gouthetn California. They

turned around ' and headed home only after gg:;;sing’ the
e ‘ Mexican bordef through the dust on the highway south of San

Df.go: a ‘glance into the Third World through a smeared

——
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J | .
windshteld. At the time they had barely paid attention to-

it. That fall, however, illustrating .their route for

o

I

frienas with the help of Mary's old high school atlas, they
realized how close they had come. From then on, the ce;tral
goal of their relationship had been to cross that boundary:
to reach the o;her‘world. Beyond that dusty curtain, they
fglt, was a place Qhere they might be abie to get to the
root of things. Rather than spending their money on
furniture, a'ﬂcolor television or am extravagant stereo
system -- stup{d middle <class luxuries, Mary thought;
"£hings that can wait,”" said Alan -- they resolved to live
frugally, save their salaries and, in a year or two, take
off on a long trip around Latin America. ﬁThey knew other .
couples who had done this -- disappeared for mounths and
returned ‘with\fondrous tales of Peru or Indi;, Bolivia or
Afghanistaﬁ: Julie had spent si¥ months in Nepal a few
years earlier. But Mary and Alan weren't inte;ested in
Asia. When they pored over Mary's atlas toéether, it was
South America they looked at; the~4continent's tapering
profile, both 1ike and unlike the outline of their own
continent, entranced them. "A yearLand we'll be there,”
said Alan, his forefinger sliding up thel bulge of the

Brazilian coast. "Two years at ‘the most."” . -

*



SO S /, R o B o . - . . . o " o R o . + T o NG Y
B . . . ’ -

b / * .
— ‘
2 " Nine years, Mary thinks, riding back to their Centretown
o apartment in the red-and-silver,ﬁ;nicipal bus. She. leafs
- through‘thé magazine; staring at th; photographs of the bog
-people.‘ She_nriives home beforélAlan, changes out ‘of her

working clothes into bluejeans ard a sweater, and collapses

onto the mattress on the 'living room: floor. ~The fluorescent
) )

lights in theﬁ\office have left her with a headache.

Sprawled--on the miitress, she looks slowly around the room,

~ it

taking in the shag carpet, the stereo, the color TV, Alan's
collection‘ of jazz records, the imitation Group-of-Seveﬁ.
landscapes on tlie walls. The old mattress looks out of

place now; the gaudy covers that Mary sewed for the

cushions <clash with the rest of‘tip room’'s furnishings.

a@

Alan is right: they should get rid of the mattress, replace

"1t with a sofa. But Mary won't let it happen. The mattress
is the la;t reminder of theit~oldidreams. It'ié also the Y
only  remaining touch of Mary's influence in‘ the living .7
room; tha rest of the room is-Alan's -- his records, his
taste in paintiné, his stack;d 'video;cassettes of old .

) Otta;a Rough Riders football games. 'In'the bedroom Mary's
style predominates. ' Har crocheted wal{hangings 'are”
suspended over their bed; her batiked T-shirts lie piled in

‘the closet; her paperback Doris Lessings and Haggaretﬂ

Atwoods spill over the bedside table. The dresser, its

4 k]
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mirror held between two ornate wooden uprights, belonged to’
. . - . . A Y

Mary's grandmother.  The bedroon is as much h%flroom as the ™

living Yoom is his; only the mattress mars this symmetry.

. ‘ %
The mattress was the fir{t<purchase she and Alan made

.

\together; it became the central furnishing in theirvr first,

ey

tiny apartment. They bought it at a fire-sale fn Lower

Town two weeks after returning frofi the west coast,.

prospecting among égacks of water-damaged merchandise until

Mary stopped, taken by the'mattfess's coloring: robin'a-;}§

/

blue with white trim. "Look;_@lan," she said. Alan trsced
the mattress's seams with outstretched finger;.' "Ybu/ can
hardly see the damage," he said. '"There's just one tiny
little smudge in the corner he;e." "We can turn it over,"

Mary said. Alan nodded. "D'you want to take it?" he asked.
y s y : f

: {
Mary said, relieved that they had been able to agree

"YES,"

A
with so little fuss. She and Alan had been together -oﬁly
two months: they knew each othe¥ as lovers, as travel

partnrrs. The complexities of living togethet remained new'

o them. As they walked out of the store, having arranged

for the mattress to be delivered to their apartment, they
smiled, clasped hands and kissed. It's going to work ‘out,:

Mary remembers thinoking, as warm Septembe} air washed

against her; it's really going to work out. -

Mary runs her hand across the mattress. She feels -tugged -

)
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by two currefts, adrift between a past she can't live.up to

. and ‘a present she is reluctant to accept.. At the office she

N L)
is bored by her own competence; on weekends the energy she

once lavished on planning a trip to South America 1is

channeled
3

>

into bicf%le-riding,

crossﬂt?untry skiing,

Qfgfxpeditions to restaurants in the Glebe or the Byward

Market. Noge -of her experiencés measures up to her dreams

0 ‘( M 4
of travel; unlike Alan, she does not wish to concede" that

their, plans of nine years ago will never bé realized. She

writes letters to Julie describing her frustration. Julie

4

e*plaiqs away Mary's anxieties by referring to various
branches of learning of which she herself possesses scant

knowledge. Astrolc;gzz that's the answer. You're E“Gemini,

you're alﬁays heading in two directions at the same qime..

a2

When this Aresﬁonse depresses Mary -- how can she remedy

being # Gemini? -—‘Jﬁlieﬂmai;s her a brown manila envelope

containing a folded chart; three computer-printed Llines

stretéth across the chart. Biorhythms, Julie hqs' written;

you can only deal with your moods if you' can anticipate

them. Mary tapes thie biorhythm chart to the bathroom wall:

K

d . .
Al*ﬂ#ﬁpronounces ic aj§lly. After a couple.of weeks Mary
decides tha;tb;orhythms are meaning}esa and takes down the

chart. She writes to her sister that she has given up on

v
”

bioghythms., 1 don'‘t get it, "Julie writes back. What's

\

a
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wrong with you? ‘ii ef;rything okay between youm and Alan?

Are you menstruating ;egularly? You're a puzzle, honey.

1

- *

¢

. Two weeks later Julie writes again to announce that she s

coming east. Autumn is the slow season in the handicraft

—~—

co-0p where she works, and Julie and her new lover, Doug,

have decided to take advantage of the hiatus to fly in from
. . )

the west coast for & vacation. They will be able to stay
with Mary and Alan for about a week.
. .

"We've got to ée£ rid of that mdttress,”" Alan says.\hhen

Maty tells him about the visit. "The lgast we can do is

~get omne of those sofas that folds out into a bed."
-"Al;n, this is Julie you're talking about. My-sister-
the-old- hippy, remember? 'fhe's-nof going to care if she
}has to sleep on.a‘mattregsJén"the floorﬁ"
"Right, I forgoﬁl: She's pr:§ably going to want us all
to get high together." ' : o ,
They are making.supper. Alan stgmds at the sin?,\\hf}
backlturned to her, his dﬁou{der-blaﬁes moving slowly as he
washes carrots. -.") N ,

"What's wrong‘bith getting high?" Mary says.

"It makes .me feel like an idiot. PFor Chrisi's sake,

A
1

"we're almost thirty-five ‘'years old."

He turns "around as he says tJia. Mary steers au&ylfrom
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him, picking dp a wooden spoon and begiﬁ;ing to stir the
- \

stew. She shakes her hair out of her eyes. "You used  to

get stoned all the time.”

"That was years ago." r

"I know, but...." ‘ DN

"But what? Don't you like having a.decgnt job and an

apartment that doesn't have cockroaches? You can't have

7

thdse éhings if you're stoged out of your skull all the
Eime, you know."

| "I krdow. I like those things. But...."
"But wh;t?"

Bog people, Mary thinks. A year‘-and we'll be there, two

years at the most. "Forget it," she says., "I giess I just

don't know what I want."

L4

She hears him turn off the faucet, take two steps toward-
her. She shivers as his arms wrap themselves around her,
his damp hands fretting at her shoulders.

S

*
The first Wnight of their stay Julie and Doug light. up a
LS .
joint. "Want a toke?" Dqug says to Mary and Alan. . 'They

shake their heads. Doug, a lean, bearded man, draws deeply

on the joint. He exhales. The old sweet smell fills the

livini room. Doug passes the joint to Julie. - With the

!
years, Julie has become increasingly ample amd motherly.



Sprigs.f grey seem to ha;; made her long hair thicker; her
skirts billow wider than the skirts Mary remeémbers; her
face is rimmed by thezoutlin;, spare-but definite, of a
na&cePtldcuble chin. "Sure you don't want'a toke, houney?"

she says to Mary. oo

“"No, thanks," Mary says. She can feel Alan, beside her,

beginning to withdraw. Alan rarely gets angry, rarely shows

much emotion. Whe&\they work out their differences (it 1is-

Mary who must supply the emotional fuel, If they reach a

moment of seemingly irreconcilable disagreement, Alan will
wither, fold in upon hi&self, stalking silentiy around the
apartment in a manner that might be considered sulking in a

‘man more overtly emotional. Mary, who in moé&hts of anger

sees Alan“s withdrawal as a ploy --if he s silgnt,' she

must make concessions -- now finds his reaction complétely
upderstfndable.‘ She dgesn”t know whether to sneer at Julie
and Doug or to join them. She reaches out to take Alan's
hand,x to reassure him and feel r%?ssured; but he iébgone.
He jerksﬁto ﬁip feet, paces around the apartment, goes intg
the ki;chen and fixes himself a drink. He returms to the

living room, wrinkles his nose at the smell of the pot

smoke, tﬁen disappears into the bedroom.: Mary, who ha;

settled herself on a stool in the corner o¢f the room,

stites after him but doesg not-follow.

v
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"Come have a seat, honey,'" says Julie, patting the
mattress, on which she and D#ug lie'half-ép;awled.

Mary shakes her head, rehains perched on the stool. The
n;xt few nights Julie and.Doug leave their'pot stashed in
their luggag; and Qtick to beer. The last night of Julie
and Doug's stay, Mary and Alan ginally break down and get
stoned. ' ®

That last mnight the four of thém eat out t;gether at a
restaurant in the Glebe. Tﬁey sit at a table by the.gindow,
watching the traffic mnosing down Bamk Street, drinking

glasses of white wine -- "Just like the old days on your

porch," Mary says to Julie -- and talkipg about the places

" they have traveled to and the‘people they have met. Midway

through her third glass of wine, Mary's senses lurch.

Feeling abstracted from the conversation, she thinks: Are

we all so old then, that all we can talk about is the past?

»

What have I done with my- time? She sees Julie yakking

’

furiously, her sleek pre-middle-aged cheeks puffing like a

bellbws as she completes her anecdote, slaps the tabletop

-

and laughs, setting off a ripple of laughter in Doug and

Alan, and even in Mary, who has.not been following the

“~

story. Julie 1leans forward. 'Hey," she says,, touching

Mary's arm; '"remember how you guys were going to go around

\
Soutd Americe? What ever happened to that? How come you

11
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‘never went?"
:

Mary and Alan look at each other.

"Doug's been to South America,

"How was 1t?" Alan ask

Doug smiles. "I'll tel

" Julie says.

S .

N

1l you about it later."

Later, in the apartment, they sit on the living room

floor =-- Julie and Dou

<™
mattress ---play,&id‘reco

low, dromning voice unreels anecdo&gs about South American

g squatting cross-legged on the

rds and continue to talk. Doug's

travel. Julie, mouthing the words of the song on the

stereo, rolls pencil-thi
the old da&s on my porch,
and passing her a joint.
teeth gné inhales as Jul
deeply and hands the join
hesitating. Mary w;tche

\

for a long time. .

"Peru's the best of those countries,'

"Man,, you could spend
everything in Peru.”
drugged mumbie that grows

round. "If ybu ever make

say hi to Huanchaco for me."

~

"What's Hyanchaco?" Al

i \
n'joints.  "Now it's really 1like

"'Julie says, leaning toward Mary

—

Mary hdlds the joint between her

ie's lighter flares. She tokes

r
t to Alan, who draws on it without

s him toke. He holds in the smoke

Doug 1is saying.

f
your whole_life trying to see

His voice grinds out| s steady,

[

heavier each time the/ joint comes

it down there," he says, ''go and

/

an asks.
12
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"Huanchaco's a place I had some good-times," Doug says.

-

"It's this town on the Pacific Coast in Peru, about ten-
}hougs:north of Lima. The desert just kind ;f‘drops off into
‘the ocean there. The town's all down along the beach: then
up above, on the desert, there's.th7g bié old church gnd a

cemetery. That cemetery’'s a.crazy place. The town's so
) > A" -
poor people go up there and dig wp the coffins just to see

i

what they can get. So there's always these bodies lying

around; the climate's so dry they hardly rot at all. The

place was almost levelled by an earthquake a few years back
RN

. /
and some of the fishermen gave up and left. But the beach/

/
/'

{s great -- the town's on this beautiful bay. The water’s

too cold for swimming, but thete's all kinds of cool pepple

drifting around. You should go there. Just watch otit for

7

3
Aside from that, it's definitely a //must- e.
A Y . v N /

/
/
/

the cops: they get their jollies planting drugs on/éiing;f.

Definitely...." ' . y

"We'll go there," says Mary, drowsy, /f%lded against

Alan's shoulder.

. : ~ | :
Alan gives her a squeeze. '"We should have gone there

years ago." ._ -

"We've still got time," Mary murmurs. - She looks up into

his face. , His firm mouth twitches. The record ends and

the room grows quiet. It is late, and Julie and Doug's

L
o

13
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flight leaves early the next morming:- . the two couples go

< 4

to bed.

In bed, Alan's pot-heavy breath grazes Mary's lips, and

&

her limbs, wh;ch‘ she has thought deadened by booze and

dope, are suddenly alive. This is how he smelled the

.

nights he came to her om Vancouver Island. Nine years of

Alan's head slumping ©beside hers, the tang of fresh

toothpaste on his breath, Tdissolve, &Pd they are back
there, twenty-three and twentfztwo, pale sunlight lancing
tuftgd clouds, the pull of Pacific waves on the beach, the
leaf-dark green of the hills surrounding Julie's house, she
wraps her legs around'him, he i3 hard, then inside her, no
sense of being dominated or invaded -- "%e can still make
that. trip," she gasps, '"can't we, Alan?" "Yes," he says.

“"Promise?" "Yes." =~-- and. she giggles. He stifles her

.laughter with his mouth, they roil together against the

darkness; then sunlight £1i11ls her eyes and it is morning.
Mary eases herself out from undeF Al;h;s welight, pulls on
jJeans and a sweater and peeks into the living room to find
Julie and Doug awake and quietly packing.

They all have light hangovers éhgt ﬁorning. When Julie

and Doug have 'le{; for the airport 4in a taxi, Alan

Ny

disaﬂpears into the shower, black coffee in hand. " He
steps out of the bathroom twenty minwtes - later, gangly,
N . /s B i -
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shaven, his dark hair moist; he ambles into the bedroom and

begins-to pull on his clothes for work: dress pants, dress
o - ‘ g ;
shirt, medium-wide tie, Light jacket. He looks at Mary,

blinks. He seems miles away, only distantly related to the
man whose sweat mingled with hers during the nfight. He

ponders her bluejeans and lumpy sweater. "Youfre not going

-

to work dréssed like that?"

s &

The space he can put between us, Mary thinks. "No, I'm

calling in sick. Tomorrow I'm going to tell them I'm

quitting."

s

"Quitting?" He gropes toward this world, his shirt

half-buttoned.

"Not right away. I mean in six months' time, when we

leave for South America. But I'll let ﬁhem know tomérrow to

) , : . -
.glve them time to find a‘reélacement."
Alan swallows, blinks. '"Mary," he\;ays.
. She waits out his silence.
’ "What about me? What about my job? And the apartment?
We'll never find another place this close -to Centregown.
1'1l miss the football season...." He l;ughs;' then his

N\

\d) smile fades. "We can't go runaning around like a-couple of

. -

kids."

"If we don't do it now we never will." Mary pauses.

"You didn't have any objections last might." I must be out

’ 15
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of my mind, she’thinks, do I reafly want to force him into

this? Do I really wanft to go to South America?

"Oh, for God's s ." Alan's face tightens, then sags
with a fesignatiﬁh\gﬁiih seems, \RQE}doxically, to brighten
his features, lighten his pacing stride. He stops pacing
éﬁd stares at her. "I don't know, maybe you're right, maybe
it's not too late -- "

"Of course it isn't!" Mary says.

2

Alan stares at her, frowns. "Six months, eh?" He is
Smiling now and pacing oncel more. "Six months," he
mufmurs. He snaps to a halt, looks he; }n the eyes, his
g;ze meeting hers for the first time that morning. "Let's

¥
give ourselves a year," he says.
11 "Good travelers are heartless." -- Eli;s Canetti

Looking .out through the opeﬁ doorway of the hole-in-the-
wall café, Mafy sees Indian women, crduched under heavy
bundles, shuffling against the sloped street. Quito in the
rain, she thinks, sipping the black, swveet coffee. The
i:one floor holds the cold and a faint but insistent

draught chills the back of Mary's neck. During their six

. |
days in Quito she and Alan have learned that it is

16 ‘
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impossible to dress comfortably,in;the_city'é cold rainy .
season. Light clothes don't provide enough warmth; “heavy

N )
ones soak up the rain. They have devbged most of their six
[ » ' v

_days in Quito to assimilating this sort of detail; to

‘adapting té the restaurants, the altitude, the toilets, tHe

language. Although they have beed‘spending longer together
than they're used to -- whole déys in one another's

s

company, fqr the first time in years =-- nary feels qha£\44;
is only in tpe last few hours that she has swum ffee/of the
tide of new sights and surfaced i;to an awareness of Alan
once again. His face looks harder in the mountain light;
thé lige of his mouth seems to have contrgcted, giving his

lips a pinched, clasp-like appearance.

Mary averts her eyes from Alan's face, looking across
. R .

"the café at the tiny Indian girl who brought them their

coffee. The girl slouches at the next table in a grimy
dress that brushes the floor, picking at her ragged black
braids and staring out at the rain. MJ’} wishes that she
could match the girl's expression of bored resignation. The
perpetual rain is driving her crazy; every time she steps
out- the door of tﬁeir hotel her <clothes get"drenched.
Since they are ;raveling light -- a medium-sized backpack
each -- they are are no; each down to ,their last set of
clothes. The wet cl;thqs Qever really dry in the damp,

)
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stuffy air of the hotel room, which is so small that it

barely allows them space to stand between the two single

beds. There is nowhere to hang anything; they have spread
\

bluejeans, socks and shirts over their backpacks aud their

be&ii" As the rain keeps falling -- an unassuming,
T .
relentless spattering that persists day and night -~ the

~

hotel room ‘has b;gun to smell.

"I'm not leaving this café," Mary m;rmurs into her black
coff;e, "until this‘damned‘rain stops." \//

"You're going to be here until the end of the rainy

season,"

Alan grunts, sliding the guidebook into the pocket
of his raincoat. "You'll be here forever."

"] feel like I've been here forever already."

"It's oﬁly six days."

"I koow, but I want to leave." She stares into his face
and is unable to achieve eye contact; he has withdrawn. He
looks down into his black coffee.

"I'm serious, Alan. I can't take any more of this rainm."

Her voice breaks on the iaat word, rising to a
shrillness that sound; artificial in Mary's own ears. Alan

)

sets down his mug. "It was your {dea to q:ke this trip.

«

Don't you want to see the city now that we're here?”

'

"There are so many other things to see,"” Mary sighs,

hating the whine in her voice,” the unchanging clash of her

— 18
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, enotion with his dogged reason. This much has not changed,
) ' T a e ) ’ .
she thinks, despite their new surrbundings. "I've seen

’ enough of Quito. 'Can't we go somewLer; where it fsn' t——ry -

[4

°

rainiﬁg?"

"Sure, of course. I just thought that....

We're here! Mary has written on a post cardg to Julie.

- v

OQur f£light arrived right on time. We're adjusting to the

. T rain and the altitude and in a few days we'll be leaving

for Peru and Bolivia... ) . -

"When do you want to leave?h Alan asks.

' - "As soon as possible. aTomorr&w, I guess, since you have
to buy the bus tickets a day in advance."
The rain continues to fall. When they have finished
\\ their <coffee "they wend their way through narrow, sbe;p
\\\ streets to a sloping plaza where the water pouring down:' the
side streets spills i sa}rfppling grey puddles. . On one
flank oE the pgtg; stagds a l;rge olpybuilding fronted by ‘a
M 4

- raised stone porch., (The bus company‘office is inside the

building. A bus stands before the porch, 1its roof piled

k]

high with luggage: _— _//

-’ . B .
Mary -and Alan climb th'e steps onto the stone porch.

. Dozens ' of people have growded into the. dank Shelter"

, ' £ %
—~—Passengers clutching tattered bundles queue confusedly,
N /*’ *

U4

jJostling one suother; small children selling stale buns /
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thrust their wares, gripped by grubby fingers, agrﬁary's
o -

face. Mary and Alan fight their way throﬁgh the crowd; the

- enclosed space of the porch, with its hard stone surfacds,,

magnifies the jabber of voices. The door to the bus
company's off}ce is practically sealed ofg by Indian. women
peddling @andic;afég. Alan elbows clear a path and Mary
quickly fbllows him. ~ When they have bought tickets on thé

Lo

next evening's bus to the Peruvian border, the struggle is
repeated: Caught iﬁ the dense crowd, 'M;ry falrw.- She
throws dﬁf her hands and Ereaks her fall, grazing her
palms. For a mqment, shaken, she sits on all fours on the
moist gritty stone. Massed bod{;s press -their wefight
against h;r shoulders. Alan, reaching forward, is t;yiné to -
drag ’her to her feet. ghé cannot move; she is crouching
eye-to-eye with a beggar;boy.‘ The boy's eyes light up at
the sight of Mary sp;awled on ;he stone; he is sitting on a
board, an old tin can jammed between what little remains of
legs hacked off at §he thigh. "Gringa!" he shouts,
laughing . "Gimme'money; gringa!" He makes as if to grab at
her <clothing; but, lacking hands, he can oniy swish his
stum;s before her eyes. Mary recoils, feels the crowd'g‘
wéighg bearing down.on her. Alan at last succeeds in

yanking her to her feet. He hustles her out into the rain.

She 1is crying. The rain makes her shiver; her tearts

20 2
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course faster.

'S

"Don't get so emotional about it," Alan says. "They chop
up the kids to make them better beggars -- it's just a
> " - .
trick to get your sympathy."

"y know," Mary sayé. She feels divided, "ang{zz:*’

uncertain. The mistake, she writes to Julie in a letter

that evening, was to think of South America as a lifestyle.

. 7 “ !
I mean, we're not twenty years old any more, we bring the

— 3

last nine years with us when we come here.... Mary lays

down her pen. She watches Alan counting their money. He

3

sits on his bed, arranging the bills in' neat- stacks:

traveler's cheques in one pile, U.S. dollars in another,

Ecuadorean _gucres in a third. In a few minutes he'll tell

her how much money'théy have and they'll discuss their

travel plaus. Mary will flip through The South American

i

Handbook and South America 23.3 Shoestring, read aloud
/ . %

passages describing nearby sights and write up an itinerary
fér the next day. Alan will clean the camera and in the

morning they will follow Mary's itinerdry to cathedrals,’

o’

-views, ruims. This is the routine they have slipped into

over the ﬁqst six days, prevented by the raim“from going

?

out in the evenfngs. ‘The f£irst night of their stay Mary

.bagan to worry about their finances, so Alan piled the

.money on his Beg and counted it.. When he had finished, he-

-
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said: "Enough for another four months. Enough to get to

Buenos Aires, maybe. Now‘what_are we going to do tomorrow?"
In responSe, Mary redched for the guidebooks. Now she
thinks: Iti" become ; habit, a routine, his siéexof it
growing out ;f my worries, mine out of His questroh.@ We

wanted to come here to get to the root of things: to smash

the windowpane between yéople like us-and people who 1live

differently from us. God, we were so young. Only a couple

.of kids in the first blush of love could be that naive.

3 ~

Such secretly self-centered idealism: a fascination with

~

duréelves disguised as a yearning to understand others. We

weren't interestéd in South America; we were interested in
Mary and Alan---in who.am I as I express myse;f, throuih

oy ¢ . .
this relationship?. Would I be anyone at all {1f this

relationship didn't exist? - But that was nine 'years ago:

what does this trip mean to us now?

’

(‘ .

4 *

’

The -heather clears as the bus'rolls out of Quito the next

eveniﬂg. Mary glimpses the green slide of & valley slicing

through the mountains south of the ciﬁ}. Alan touches her '

shoulder: the summit of Cotopaxi has broken free of clouds.

Through the window she sees it. standing against the sky,
. * S

reflecting the sunset lLike a tower of piled sherbet. The

bus stops in iillages‘snd women in sack-like dresses climb

\ | e
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on board, accompanied by hordes Wf children. The women drag

the bags wrtégle

hemp bags behind them; live chickens make

and squawk. The aisle clogs up with passengers, and bag -

»’

'\aftqr bag of chickens is loaded into the lugggge rack above
Mary's and Alany8 heads. Then darkness comes on aand the
chickens fall silent. Mary leans herself against Alan's
chest. He loops his arm around her s;ouiders and,they4 try
to doze as the bus slams southward ove{amnpaved mountain
roads. The cold makes them snuggle closer together. "'Mary
kisses Alan, holds ‘his lower lip bet;een both of hers.
"Sorry abéut yestefday."

" he murmurs, as though taken aback. "I can

"That's okay,
~-see why yo& were upset. I jus figure"you've got to get
used to these things or there's ho way you can enjoy your
trip." ’

“Weren't you upset, too?" s&ifwhispers, easing‘her head
1n£o the crook betweén&his chaek and his shoulder. The bus
lurches, rubbing his stuﬁbie across her che;k. "Seeing a
litt%f boy with all his hands and feet chopéeé off2 1Isn't
that how come you got so cold and angry with me -- because
you we;e upset too, but you didn't want to show fi?"‘ Her
volice is a faint caress in the nocturnal rattle of tﬁ%‘bus.
They are south of the equator now, ‘tunnaling'through the

. ] night into a new hemisphere.

23
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"No," says Alan. "I've learbgd to accept that kind of

stuff. It's Jjust sométhing you've got to get used to. I

{

want you to get used to it, too. -That's all."
"You're a b}g fake," Mary says, rumpling his hair. "You
act like a tough guy," kissing -him, "but inside you're as

soft as a marshmallow.f

i -t

Alan says: "All right. Believe whatever you want."
Wﬁy does he have to Pe so cold? ‘Mary wonders. In six

. days of traveling we have yet to hold a real conversation
' <

with a Latin American.//All Alan wants to do is see the

sights. Bog people, she thinks. I came here for more than

. L .
that, I came here -- fo; what? Mary settles against Alan's

side; then wakes suddenly scarcely realizing she has slept.
v ' m*'
Her body is lathered in sweeat. The bus has plunged 4into
!
th% hot coastal lowlands. Shadowy banana groves stand In

close-packed ‘blocks reaching to the edge of the road; " in

the clearings Mary can make out the silhouettes of small

houses jacked wup on stilts. She and Alan disentangle g

3

themsélves,. groggily pulling off thelr -sweaters. Mary

thinks .of the families sleeping in the jacked-up houses.

-

*

"Alan," she says. v
He grunts.
"

"Alan, we've got to talk to-.more people....

J"Uhat time {s it?2"

24
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"Did you hear what I said, Alan?"
"1 agree, you're absolutely right."

They lféll asleep crumpled against each other. Shouts

‘tear them awake: . the ‘bu{ has stoppéd, the driver's
assistant is .tugging tﬂeir shoulders. "C;ntroll Tpdo§ los
extranjeros afuera!" he barks: control post, foref;ners
get off. Mary peers out the window. There are sol@ieys

everywhere: tiny, dark-skinned teenagers, shaved almost'

bald. A concrete booth squats at the edge of the highway.
Mary and Alan stumble off the bus. Soldiers carrying guns

and flashlights ask to see their passports. They stand in

. the blinding glare of the bus's headlights, baring their

passports to the soldiers; a haze of 1insects thiékens

against the light, The soldiers) examine Mary's-vand Alan's

_passports with great care. Thgn’they are Qllowed to stumble

_back onto the bus. The ‘ritual is‘repeited twice more before

the bus rolls into Huaquillas, the Ecuadorean border town.

ﬁgry and Alan doze in their seats until daylight.
The sun riees quickly, bre?kinélthe day open against a
' . ’

shell of pale dust. Alan cranes his neck and twists slowly,

as though trying o evade the sunlight. "Well," he says,

7
"we sure got away from the rain."

Hliy looks out the window at a wide, sandy street, a row.

of shanty-like shops. She leans back fn her seat and dozes

25
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of £ ahain. When she wakes, Alan iI browsing through The

South American’Handbook. He asks he

|

where she thinks they

should go once they have crossed the border into Peru. They

N

settle on Trujillo, Peru's second largest cit}, located far

down the curve of the Pacific coast, only-:-ten hours north
of Lima. They climb out of the bus, shoulder their
backpacks and trudge onto Huaquillas's littered main

street. The way to the border is lined with tables and

stands that overflow with tape decks, tiny welectronic
soccer -games, sports bags stamped with North : American
'brand names. Posters depicting sprawled blond women and T-

shirts monogrammed with Miami or New York hang in the

doorways of lean-to shops. Crowds shuffle through the dust,

studying the merchandisé.. The sunlight and the heat dee¢pen

Mary's exhaustion, , slowing. her stride, dulling  her
perceptions. She and Alan queue up in the Immigration
Police office to secure their Ecuadorean exit stamps. A

}éfge sign posted on the office wall announces in Spanish
and English: THE ECUADOREKﬁ’IHHIGRATIOk POLICE TAKES GOOB
‘CARE  OF YOU. Alan pulls out his camera and snaps a
ph:;ograph of the unlikely declaration. "Isn't that great?"
he‘says. Mary smiles. A wave of aﬁgry depression pours ove

her. He just wants to see the siéhts, she think§. As (f?

that's the only reason we came here.

26
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The Immigration officer’'s fist sléhs down, stamping Mary's

passport. She and Alan walk through the dust, passing the

booths ‘where the long street ceases to be Huaquillas,
Ecuador aﬁf bgcomes Aguas Verdes, Peru. There are more
piles' of shiny manufactured junk on the Peruv}an side of
the border; more soldiers, m;re Immigration officials. Mary
and Alan take a short bu; ridg to a garrison town Qé}led
Tumbes. Staring out through the window of the bus, Mdry

seés that the lushness of the Ecuadorean coast 1is behind

them, The terrain is shorn of vegetation and beaten hard;

the desert clasps bleak earth to hazy sky. In Tumbes they

W'

wait for the overnight bu;lgown the coast té Trﬁjillo. The
heat in the Tumbes bus station holds Mary in a daze of
exhaustion. She feels remote from ever}th%ng around lher;
she is edgy, uncertain.‘

Mary and Alan spend a.sedo;d consecutive night sleeping:
lightly in bus seats. This night, as the terrain is flat‘
and the road, for the most part, phved, they get more rest
than before. Mary dreams of roof;: plunged 1ﬁto‘_briny
marshes, trees bifurcating at the crotch, waves breasting a
beach, spinning themselves out and retreating, leaving silt

deposits 1like shriveled brown faces as evidence of -their

passage. She and Alan stagger out of the bus at six o'clock

e L}
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in the morning, drunk with exhaustion. 'They book into a
hotel that is slightly more comfortable than theée hotel
where they stayed in Quito. There is easily space to stand

between the room's two single beds. Mary and Alan undress

and go to bed. Pure delight at being able to shed her stale

cléthes, at .having room to lie down, drags Mary into a
blank; .giddy unczpsciousness deeperithan sleep. She wages
to see Alan's upturned face on the other side of the room,
to hear his familiar snores. The \{ifnsom casts a
parallelogram of light over Alan's pillow; in the faded
illumination shé sees the outline of his sleep-tousled
black -hair. A two-and-a-half-day beard darkens his face.
When he waLes, she thinks, he wili shave, holding his
plastic-framed mirror in his left hand and scraping his
face\*;ith the razor held pinched between the thumbd and

forefinger of his right;,; humming softly as he turns his

wrist at each stroke. Years ago she used to tease him

about iiis motion, parodying the odd wrenching twist with
which he ended each stroke of the razot.‘ The memory brings
her no warmth, no feeling of intimate connection with the

past. Weren't you upset? No, I've learned to accept that

kind of stuff. I want you to get used to it, too.
Alan ‘wakes and begins to talk. Distracted by her

confusion, Mary strains to concentrate on his.words. She is

28 , ~
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’ only‘periphérally aware of his body swinging out of bed, of
the tentative paces his long pale legs are making through
the gloon. When he lays his hand on her shoulder the

strength of the/gg}se/in his fingertips causes her to catch

o

"

heE//bL;ffH. H{.s hand begins to descend across her skin,
k;eadéng her g;ntly, sgignalling that he wants to make love.
'Three minutes ago she couldn't have imagined deriving ‘any
® -
pleasure from this. For a moment, though, pleasure throbs
through her. Thean it is over and she lies beneath him,
myte, a speck of Alan's come turning cold against her
thigh. The gratification has been all his. They don't speak
again until they are out on the street, walking in the
direction of the Plaza de Armas.
" N

Trujillo 1is a white, dry” city of cleanly colonialK
architecture and trembling desert light. The second day of}
{their . stay Mary and Alan travel up‘the coast to visit the
-ruined city of Cﬁan Chan. They arrive at noon. There are
few other visitors and Mary and Alan wander through the
ruins without speﬁking. The city is surrounded by high,
thick walls, blurred by years of erosion. The ruins within
the walls consist of a complex of passages, streets,

courtyards, all shrunken and wora by time. Mary tries _to

\ imagine the «city in its prime: the walls complete, the
\] 29’ ‘
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streets crowded with people, the canal full of water. She
< s

can't: it is as impossible as imagining the bog people

“alive and talking. She sees Alan walking in frontgof her,

. o
his - head down, flipping through the guidebook as he

'

stumbles forward. "It says these walls are nine meters
P -

Y \

high.... "How many feet is that?" he asks, looking at her

' .

expectantly. Mary shrugs her shoulgders.

They turn a corner and come upon twin rqws |of stone
. N -3

~

booths in which, Alan says, Chan Chan's leadevrs used to
stand for the purpose of debate. Alan hoists h%mself up
onto the waist-high lip (*f one of these pillar-bokes, lifts

, o
‘and drops down inside. We examines-
i »

his legs over the ed

the weathered stone./'~égffing out his chest, he/proclaims:

"Friends, Chanchanians, countrymen! Lend me you;/ears!"

!
"Alan, arén't you ever going to grow ug?" Mary stiffens,

startled by the bitterness in her voice. It's’not mi, she
thinks; it's the combination, what we briﬂg’out in each
’other. ‘

"Je§u$ , Christ," says Alan, choking off a peal of
laughter, "what am I supposed to do? wheﬁ I try to be
‘relfable you think I'm aoid and when I tr* to make you
lgugh you tell me I'm acting like a kié.“ His ﬁace
flushes, his right hand hacks at the ai;. Framed by ' the
stone booth, he shouts: "What the hell do you want frqm

y 2 ‘ .
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me?" . : . v

"I'm sorry, Alan." Mary thinks: telepathy. How can he.
. . : . %

be so0 conscious of the way 1'm feeling? How canmn h@ be so

conscious and just snipe instead of respounding?” ‘“We've

?

been planning this téip for so long. I don't want it to-be
just sight-seeing." ‘ s )

"Maybe you want the impossible then," Alan gruats,
clambering out of the stone booth. Neither of them speaks
all tﬁe way back to Trujillo.

When theyt return to the hotel in Trujillo late that
afternoon Alan buriaes his{head in a paperback that he has
already read. He does not spend the evening counting their
*Eoney. Mary recognizes an, old tactic in Alan's actions: she

0 “~t

has seen him do this dozens of times ©before. He will
LT & )
renounce a relatively trivial part of his routine, modify

his behaviour in some ihconsequential way, then demand that

. / !
Mary "match" his reforms with concessions of her own. Alan
\ v
never yields anything of substance in these tugszof-yar and

Har} often finds herself -- cornered and nagged by guilt --

, I
at Alan's mercy. Determined to prevent this happening

N

again, Mary pulls the- debooks ouﬁ of her backpack and

sets about her habitual e‘ening chore of writing up‘ an

itinefary for the next day. I'll establish something I can

ive up without pain before he starts asking for my' soul.
"T‘E ) as g my soul

i 31 r
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"Where odd-you want to go in the morning? The beach or the
L
Huaca El1 Dragon temple?" ‘ !

"You don't have to do-'that kind of shit," Alan grumbles-

into his paperbéck. "Do you want this trip to' become
nothiﬁg but sight-seeing?"

"You're one to talk!'" Mary says. "Yod\and your neat
little ]piles o*% money. No wonder it éook usjten years to

i :

get hézf. You'd still be sitting in gour office counting
money if\I hadn't -- " ‘

"Jesus!" Alan says, throwing down the paperback and
swinging his body around, 'what kinda trip-are you - trying
to lay on me, Mary?" He sits facing her, his legs dangling

over the edge of his bed. "If we'd done everything your

s

" way we'd be selling beads for a living \and spending all our
4 ; p

money on dope. We'd never have made enough money to. come

1" [
..

down here -- o
R

"That doesn't, mean you have to keeép acting like an_ .

#

accountant!"

-- we'd be just Llike Julie and her® drugged-out
"boyfriend."

' "Leave my sister out of this, you asshole. Cold,
ignorant, somnofabitch,”" she gdyg, reaching for words ;he

knows will hurt him. Tt won't even change anything, she

thinks, 'despayring; it's so bloody bourgeois, a marital

)
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squabble, bog people. "Who have you ever been close to?"
she sneers. She is‘frightened by'her anger and the way 1t
impels her to keep pushing him. For the first time in years
she <cannot prediél how Alan will react to Qhat she 1is
< {’7 ' €
saying. “"You don't know. what emotion is! What do you know
aboutﬂfeelinEST" ) y

LN

"I know lots apout feelings," Alan says._ "I mean it, -

Mary. And don't start giving me this bullshit about how I'm

cold. That's just crap and you know it. I've felt lots -- "
"Emotion," Mary.hisses. "I said emotion, you asshole.

Not just wanting to fuck. The;daré different, you know."
2N

Alan goes 3ver the edge. He lunges forward across the
room, his arms, flailing; Part of her can see he's not
N\

really trying to hit h;r, that it'; less an assault tha{ a
thrasﬁing-out of his anger; but she feels scareg and
furious. She légﬂs a;ay from him: her hair falls fan her
eyes. As she clears her hair back off her facet Alan's figt
clips her elbow. {Pain‘shoots througwyher. She springs to
her feet and shoves him in the chest. "Get away from nme,
you bastard!" . A\

Alan stumbles backward, sits down on his ©bed. Mary
hunches on her bedf cradling her right elbow iﬂ’her lefg

palm. - She hears Alan's. labored Nbreathiug. Her elgg;

atinéa; she massages it. For a moment rage washes away all

39



. - e

her wuncertainties. "Perhaps,"” Mary hears herself saying,

"we need to get away frza\\acﬁ other for a while."

Ala;>3p50:4<\:iist tell'me when you're 'leaving."”

* -

"Sure,"

A Y

Two hours later, M&ry thinks: Do I really want to ‘be alone

in this crazy continent? Would I besanyone at all if this

relationship didn't exist? She looks at Alan, sitting

hunched on his bed, élaring at a wrinkled paperback. Mary

draws a deep breath against the silence. "Remember that

-

village Doug told us about? The little place on ‘the beach

with all the cool people -- Huanchaco? The South American

Handbook ?says that it's just up the coﬁ;t from hére. I'm

_gofng to go up there tomorrow. L want you#to leave me alone

[N

for a few days, okay?" . -

"What's the matter? I'm not ool enough for you? I'm

‘

colduso I can't be cool, is that it?"

"Alan. I just want some peace."

His eyes don't flinch from the paperback. "How long do

you want?" ' .

Mary thinks. It 1is now Sunday evening. "Till next
Saturday," she says. ﬁComt up to Huanchaco oh Saturday and
we can talk." | T T T

/-

]
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Early the next morning, while Alan feigns sleep, Mary
wakes, packs and slips out of the roonm. Out on the wide
o <
street, walking past the sand-colored buildings, she

thinks: I'm free, I can go

a
"W

to Chile and he would never
. 2

' :
way through the <colorless

anywhere, I could get on a bus

find me again. She makes her

4

‘Pacific light to the street

N .
3 corner, wherer the microbus to Huanchaco stops. When 'she
¢

arrives at

1

the corner she unslings her backpack from her

shoulders and sits down on it while she waits for the bus.

1

A man whistles at her.

4 -~

This is a new experience for Mary.

It never happens when she's with Alan: Latin American men

. respect other men's property righ. “The wman whistles

again.
™~ \\‘

13557 yoo." ’y

// The microbus
/

-

Sbeen bolted to

. b
.corner. Mary ' climbs in, -

she 'croucﬁes among women

To the tumne of an American pop

the floor --
hauling her

vearing  layers

song, he croons: "Ah
L B ~

.- an old van in which wooden benches have

rattles to the street

up
backpack behind her;

A
of unwashed

dresses. The womenﬂstafe af her fair hair and giggle among

themselves. Their

P

" Mary heard in Ecuador.

Spanish “is different from the

She longs to

Spanish

enter into their

giggling, or to ~§hare with them. the experience of being

. whitfled at on the street, but. the gap that separates her

C from

35
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these women is wider. than the chasms of‘igno:ance

in
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her faulty Spanish. When these women look at me, she .

thinks, it's barely another woman they sée: it's fair hair, .

) I ) "" ‘ ¢
'white skin, expensive hiking boots. My being a woman is %%
unimportant to them, scarcely a footnote. She stares out

the window of ~the mﬁirobus as it whines through the desert.

She wishes she weré5pot alone. If you ever make it down

there, go and say hi Eg Huanchaco for me.

The microbus jolts into a sma%l village. of lgw,
weathered builaings and creaks to a halt in a gash of a
plgza bordered on one side by a lgng sea wall ovérloogihg
the beach. Mary steps out of the bu; and stretches. Shades
of'worn brown surroupd her: .the dun-colored buildings, the
dark grit of the plaka, the lighter sand of the beath, the
pock-marked almond faggde of the church on the cliff above
the village. As Mary is pulling on her backpack, a man
whistles at her. She walks away, ;akes a room in the first
cheap hotel she can find; closes the door, drops the
backpack in the corner of the room. She lies on the bed,
exhausted. She has mnot realiied how much of a toll the

traveling and tension of the last few days have taken on

her. She dozes away most of her first day in Huanchaco,
\

- -

tryiné to' sleep herself into gpdé sort of%xdistance from

Slan. She doesn't leave her hotel room. She eats cheese and

meal froﬁ\her backpack, and stitches round and round the
\ i
\ )
> "a
[ 3 6



.falls asleep. Coe

circle of possible qutcomes to the crisis between her and
Alan. None seeé; a&peal;ng, or even bearable. No exit. She

The §§§t morning she feelélbetéer. She wakes ;ar}y, and
as she steps out the door of the hotel the wind driving
down the beach stings her with microscopic ‘paéticles of
sand.’ She eats a light.breakfast: in a wicker-wailed
reatau;ant and trgmps the lquth ofpthe sea wall to walk it
off. Looking out to‘sea, she spots a Salsa boat struggling
against the waves. Gulls circle overhead. The waves pour in

like sliding grey walls, skidding up' the beach with a toar;

* running lower and faster as they mount the sloping sand.

Tongues of water lap and withdraw, rg}reating into the

hurly-burly of the next wave. Farther. down the beach, two-

\
men stand waist-deep in water, pushing a third man's balsa

\

boat out to\sea. Scattered among the local eople, Mﬁry

sees the drifters: thin, bluejéaned men with 1light,

sunburned skin and long, bleached hair. There's all kinds

of cooi people drifting around. The drifters sit on the

-

beach. in ones and twos, gazing out.at the waves. They are
tough~looking men; men who hawe never worked in an office,
Mary thinks. She\shies away ﬁiomithem, walks to the end of

the sea wall, stretches out on her back in the sand. The

wind combs her with fine, salty grains. When the first
I

e



drifter approaches her, she smiles 4t him; he sits down and

they talk.'. He is Swedish and speaks good English. After

twenty minutes' conversation, he offers to sell her
»
cocaine. When she turns down this offer,‘H\ mdkes a pass at
her. Mary feels herself flush. Confused and afraid, she
says: "Get lost, you creep. Get away from me." The Swede
retreats. Mary climbs to her feet, walks back up the beach
to the restaurant. Hispanic men, sitting on the sea wall,
A 2
whistle at her. Mary eats lunch in the restaurant. In the

afternoon she returns to the beach. Other drifters wander
. ¢

by, harass her. She snaps at them. She feels herself

growing edgy and nervous; too tense to enjoy lying on the
beach. The European men approach, talk armd then grab, she
a .

thinks; the Peruvians keep their distance and whistle. The
former act out of desperation,‘ the Latter out of Thabit.
Mary finds the Europeans by far the more disturbing of the

two groups. These are the people I wanted us to be ‘like,

she tells herself; these are the wanderers, the free

spirigs, the ones who never sold out to, the system and
became bog péople -- a bunch of creeps. One by one, the
European men take theitﬂﬁurn at drifting past and.speak}ng
to Mary. By the end of the afternoon she hgs become 80O

tense that she somarls at them almost before they come
¥ /

within shouting distance. Practically the oniy European maAn

38 a '



T
x>
e

3

%‘Aj;”
T

try .

iﬁ sight who does not make some sort ogfapproach to her 1is

-

a muscular man in his mid-thirties who lies on his back on
?
a bl#nket, staring out to sea. She notices the striking™

v

-

combination. of his white-blona hair and heavy brown
mustache. ﬁe lies éuite dear to her, clearly ha; seen her,
but keeps to himself. Mary licks her lips ané tasSLS a salt
tang. Off on her left a-gaggle of brown children is playing
;occer. The\afternoon'seéz:.away, then dies quickly as the
sun begins to slip into'the ocean. ﬁary jumps to her feet,

brushes the sand off her clothes. Darkness falls as she.

returns to her hotel. Huanchaco goes black: the town has no

- electricity. Thuaping génerators pump the hotels with weak

24
light., The only open restaurant resembles a “Chinese

lantern; seeping light into the darkness }hrough' loosely-
bound wicke; walls. When Mary steg;‘in th; door the place
is crammed with groups of dark~-skinned fishermen drinking
beer, knots of gringo‘travelers eating fish dinners. Mary
finds a spare seat, oiders a f1sh dinner, eats with her
head down. Everyone in the restauraat is staring at er.
She eats ?:Eckly. On the oéher side of the room, the(man
with the white-glond hair and the thick mustache eats by
himself at a smail table. Harf finishes her meal and

returns to her hotel room.

When she wakes the next morning it is Wednesday. The day /
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lies. before her like a dull wave of sand. She feels flat,

too placid for her own liking; In the absence of a foil,

her personality fades away into grey. She becomes less
interesting to herself; less conscious of Ther own
complexities and contradictions. Before, relating

N L]
constantly to Alan, she felt geared to his every breath.

¢

But now, she thinks, it's like I'm out of gear: I'm
. T 4

coasting. ‘Alan and I are so good at doing Ehings together.
And ‘all that's left of my hippy memories is those creeps on

the Dbeach. Did I ever really hang out with people 1like

. ) 2
that? After yesterday's harassment by the men on the

a

behch, the prospect of gettimg dressed and walking out the
front door of the hotel is too threatening to think about.
Mary lies iakbed until noon. ’She\;emembers the curious

motion Alan makes with his razor when he is shavingl She

remembers ‘him dressing for work in the "morning, chatting

about his daf at the office over supper, persuading her

»

that the living room of their apartment is incomplete

without a .color television, .then buying the VCR to tape
goqtball‘glmes. She remembers him dragging her to her feet
outside the bus company office in Quito. It's impossible,

she thinks. How <can the-}ﬁme couple live two separate

v
~ &

lives? !

Iy

!& i -
Mary lies in bed until she:gets hungry. Then, slowly,

L}
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she rises and dregses. She walks out the door of the hotel
and scuffs through: the sand to a nearby restaurant. Mary

walks through the open doorway and seats he}self at a table
by the door, where she can see the ocean ‘SHZ/:;ders a fi;h
lunch. The restaurant is nearly empty; two fishermen are
’::inking beer in the back corner of the room; three or four
foreigners sit alonme at scattered tables. One of them is

the man with white-blond hair and a dark brown mustache.
The restaurant's proprietor arrives carrying Mary's

" lunch. He sets the plate—’g? fish in fromt of her.

"Gracias," Mary says.

" "De nada,” the proprietor replies. Rather than leaving,
howevet;. he seats himself at her table.,ﬁg:;/fee;s herself

stiffen. Is this a Peruvian tradition? she wonders. Am I

overreacting because of what happened yesterday? The
proprieﬁor begins to ape;k to her in a soft voice. He seems
to be talking about the towﬂ and the beach. The words come
'tumblyng out in a meaningless streak. Tﬂen one \word,
carefully -enunciated in'a low whisper, strikes her -ears

clearly: "Cocafna.".

The proprie¥or illustrates by drawing
his palm up to his nose and sniffing loudly. "Barato," he
says; it's cheap. And the best. Direct%from the Andean coca

fields and refined right here in Peru. "Ndmero uno."

“No," Mary says in Spanish. "I dom't want cocaine."

“ 41 ' ,



The pnopr{etor doesn't seem to hear her refusal. He
ﬁlunde}s on in lavish persuasion. Mary shakes her head. The
proprietor keeps talking, his hands molding the gir. Ey%i§
few moments he stops, makes an exaggerated sni{fing sound
and imitates an expression of bliss. Mary shakes her head

again, but the proprietor says: "You try just a little bit,

*

- :
6? Just a tiny little bit. Un poquitito."

The third chair at Mary's table scrapes back and the man

ki

with the white-blond hair and the thi¢k mustache sits down.

i

“"This is a set*up,”" he says in soft, clear English.

?

"A what?" says Mary, bewicldered by the intrusion. The

cops: they get their jollies planting drugs on gringos;

"A s%t-up," the man repeats. '"This man w;rks for the
police. They pay him to sell drugs to people so that the
police can arrest them." o _ !

The proprietor leans toward the man with whjte-blond

hair. "Usted también quiere cocaf{na? Es de la primera."”

Do you want cocaine, too? It's first-rate stuff.
) "No," says the man with white-blond hair. '"No gquiero

nada. La senorita tampoco. Es una sefiorita decente. V‘yaae,

pues. Déjenos en paz.' I don't want anything. Ne}thet does

‘the girl; she's a decent girl. Now get lost, ledve us
alone.

The proprietor shrugs himself to his feet. "Bueno," he
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says. "No saben 1o que pierden.” You don't know what
you're missing. .
r The proprietor shuffles away.
q

"Thank you,”" Mary breathes.

Two uniformed police‘officers walk into the restaurant.
The tanned runnels of flesh bulging oyer‘the collars of
their uniforms ripple as they turn their heads, »loéking
around th; room. The gaze of one of the officers settles .

for a moment on Mary.' "Hay cerveza?" he shouts at the

proprietor; is there any beer?

"No, cerveza no hay," the proprietor responds. No, no-

\ beer. . .
The police officers 'grunt and walk out  of the

- restaurant. . v
"You see," says the man at Mary's table, "they ask him

—- e
if he's got any beex. If he says yes, that means you bought

it. If he says no, that means-you didn't."
\ ) "My name's Mary."
"Jos,"” he says, pronouncing it deep in his ‘throat.
—— v

'Yohsa.

"I feel like I owe you a favor. .Can I buy you, uhm, a

A

beer?"

'%
They both laugh. "Of course." v}

‘Mary c.

48 the proprietor back to the table. He looks at

\

. e
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her expectantly. "Two beers,"

she says in Spanish.
The proprietor blushes. "Of course, seforita."
Mary and Jos I;ugh. Jos tells her he is Dutch. "I enjoy
traveliﬁg," he says. "L work for a year or two, then I take
Y
a long trip." -This is his second trip to South America. He
hopes to go to Asia in two or three years' time.

“~

"How do yoﬁ pay for all this?" Mary asks, as their beers
arrive. i \

“In the summer I am a lifeguard and in the winter I work
forA a...a personnel agency. They send me to offices where
other people are on vacation."

"You save enough from that to travel?"

"Oh yes, it can be done. Amsterdam is not a cheap place
to live, but one can savel It takes me one or two years to
save enough money for a six- or eight-month trip."”

When they have finished their beers,' Jos suggests that
they take a walk. "Have you climbed the hill behind ' the
town yet?" | .

"No," Mary says. "Men kept whistling at'me on the beach.
I didn't know what they'd do if I went 4into the 'back
streets. I was af;aid-l'd g€t raped or something." She
hears a sureness in her voice that pledses her. When was

the last time she spoke with such confidence? Thank God;

she thinks, that he's had the sense not to ask me what 1'n
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Jos says: "The vjew of the bay from up by the church is

very good."

"I'd like to see that."

£
i .

They walk outside, turn awayifroﬁ the ocean, wander
through the sandy streets of Huanchaco. Mary sees houses
whosé\ walls have been cracked by -:the earthqu;ke. Brown
children stand silently in the doorways, watchidé her and

Jos with enormous eyes. Farther back, 'they come upon houses

which the earthquake destroyed: piles bﬁ rubble choked with

ragged weeds. The ground begins #to ‘siope' upward. The
houses grow sparser. Uﬁderfoot, the ,sand deepens. The
church rears up at the top of the Eill, seeming to grod

taller and heavier as they approach it.

P B \

"This personnel agency," Mary says, he JHhead bowed
against the glare* of the sun, "when they sehf§§ou to work
in .offices where people ‘are on vaca;ion, what i; it you
do?"

hal ¢ look afte; the money," Jos laughs, “"I'm a
Bookkccpe;." _

Bog gesgle; "Isn't that awfully boring?" says Mary.

"Pardon'pe?" She can see him blinking at her through thé

o
dazzle of light.

"I mean, don't you find that spending your whole 1lifé

45
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with columns sf anumbers makes it difficélt to relate to

o

people? I mean, don"t you think it makes you cold?"
Jos laughs nervously. "I...I don't think I'm cold,"”" he

says. '""What do you mean?"
s

Mary says. "Forget it."

"I'm sorry,

They have reached the top of the rise. The sand breaks

EN

the sunlight into jagged beams. -Mary looks down at the

smooth curve of the bay, picking out the frill of white

foam that sépar;tes grey ocean from 1light<brown beach.

~

"It's very pretty," she says. .

The ¢&hurch behind them is a large dark-brown building.

Y
4

Its doors and windows are bogrded up. One side of the bell-

tower has fallen away. Children are playing on the steps,

boys and girls teasing each other in shrill voices. With a
. v

shriek, four or five of them come running across the., sand

toward Mary and Jos. "Propina! Propina!" they shout,

'holding out their hands. A tip! A tip!

"You have to do something to get » tip!" Mary snaps at

them in Spanish.

The children shrink back, cluqtering together.‘One small

‘boy gets pushed forward, while the others hang back. The
boy holds out his hand, palm up. ,"Por favor,”" he says:
please. The hand is missing three fingers.

Jos reaches into his pocket.

. »ﬁv
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"Don't," Hary‘ says.. "I€'s just a tricg t; get );our
sympatlry."” * - o
QWhat do you .mean? Look at the poox little éellow‘ --
he's hardly got any finger;ﬂ" Jos hands the llittle boy two
cojins. |
R

"Yes, I know. Théy chop up the kids to makie them better

b’ehggtrs. It's just something you've goth‘to ge®used to."

"Gracias, seTfor!" says the boy, accepting ~the coins
with his good hand. He turns tail and runs. .

"Gracias! Gracias!" echo the other hildren, bolting
Avay across thg sand. ° . ! *

"You are a hard woman," says Jos. His §miLd is thin and
- e \
\ .

uncertain. }

\

: \
"I...1l've been living with a hard \man for nine

!

v

,‘ . '
years...." Mary swallows. The sun beats down on hery she
feels close”to tears. ’ ' , | *\\

"A man?" Jos says. "I have not seen anf man with you." '
\ll
5 r
Through the first tears, Mary sees Jos's face twisting

"He's right here. We're teaveling together

in confusion. "Perhaps you wish to be aloﬁe " he murmurs. -
“Can I walk you gﬂéi/lo your hotel?"

"Yes," Mary says. "I mean no. Go away. Leave me alone, I
can get back to my hotel by myseif."

"Are * you sure you are all right?" Jos frowns, his

[}
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mustache wrinkling.
"Of course I'm all right," she #ays, swallowing her

sobgs. "Just go away. Pleise."l Nine years, Mary edinks.
. .

Whether with Alan or amybody else, it's still nifie years.

¢

We aren't who we were. / 3
. y
Jos® shrugs, backs away from her. He continues to walk

backward wuntil tlie sand starts to slope downward beneaghh
. 4 .
his feet. Then she sees him turn, give her a half-wave and

begin to descend toward the village. Mary watches him.until
. ?

he grows small and disappears among the fldt-roofed brown
.
buildings of Huanchaco. sy

~

[ .

. .

Alone, Mary rubs away her tears. She becomes aware that’

a

,Lthe children are watching her. To*escape from their sight T

» . ,
she walks briskly around the side of the <church, passing

under a wooden a;ch. Q;e stops. Sh;'has w;lked into a
cemetery, mnearly tragéing over a pair oé broken, unearthed
coffins. Two bodies lie under the sun, one male and one
female. She finds herseff drawn to the aighé% yat unable to
look at the $o&ies squarelf. She can only glaqge'ct their
heads and feet; cannot focus on thelr baredwrllmpé and
midsections. The ‘gfﬁve-rgbbers have stripped the cotbsca
naked ’;nd “ﬁhmped’the bodies side by -side, 1eav1ng tﬁc

woman's and the man's arms entangled. Mary's hastiy glances

reveal long lank hair dripping from tar-colored scalps

[
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‘flayed of skfn‘by the wind; aégtﬂ{tof black flesh webbing

Fhe corpses’ feet ;" smhll‘bongg‘pro\ruding from the flesh
fike ‘toes pokingﬂ;hrodgh old-sncks.\\ﬁar§ gtruggles for
breath. Sﬁe wrencﬂeh hefself'hway from the corp;esl She
turas qround agd walks out éf the cemetery. The sunlight

- . . .
geverbera%es off the sand; below her, she sees the village,

.the beach, the ocean. She stops walking. Wind-driven sand

drifts against her hiking boots. She sta&ds looking out at

Huanchaco, her tears seeping slowly; behind her, in the lee

of the church, the children tease each 6thgr in whispers.
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NIGHTS IN THE' YUNGAS

LN
"

\ B
We were friends immed;afely and for the next five n}ghzs it

day in the Yungasd, I was battered and gasping from th:_

‘was impossible not to get drunlwwith them, It'was'my first

crazy plunge down ‘the mountain from La Paz: four hours in

the back of a truck, wateq{alls spilling liquid ice on our

¢

spines from cliffs overhanging the single-lane track

wrapped against the mountain-face;

shrieked and curled herself

. » -,
shell ‘each time we rattled

«
moment I dared to look down

unmarred except for a gouged

scarred skeleton of a truck.

"How did you travel down

them. They wrinkled their

buses. The bus is better."

) " 50

there was a woman who
3
around her baby like a snail's

toward a waterfall. The one

the dark green voi& below was

path that stopped short at the

A

here?" they asked me. I ‘told

brows and‘shook their heads.

‘Roberto said: "Twenty-six trucks crash this 'year, four

7



<
I <could scarcely believe this was Bolivia: the ©bright

colors, the heét, the view from this iilltop toﬁn. The long
vertebrae of the mountains, their dense soft green lofting
white mist above them, wrinkled’ toward me érom the distani
;all-of the valley. After weeks of denuded altiplano, thin
air and chill.drizzle, I had descended into paradise. 1
sat in a chair on the balcony of the hote}, I;oking ‘out

L}
over the broken,  drooping leaves of the the coffee plants,

wafts of polyglot conversation settling on me from the

balcony above, where travelers of various mnationalities

were chewing coca leaves and discussing the effects as

~

their gums and jaws turned numb. Out on the street %“that
) ‘ evening I mgt the musicians. RS

They wete"playing in an open doorway off the ceg}f&l

\ plaza. I joiged the crowd" that had gathered to kiggen to
them. The group cqhsiste{,of five young men: n;n; looked

more than eighteep. They ;layed the Andean flute,‘w

‘ ‘ gui?ar, two qJ;gaa -=- instruments comprised of g}w .

)“
o2

diffegent lengths bound together in ascending>

——y . ?
'a che;ango »- an armadillo-shell guitar.” Their music was

keening, monotonous, compelling; but

no longer in the highlandd, cungs they played sounded
" /
less morose than other An eanlgusic -1 had heard. | The
y;

fllutis%‘ and ;ﬁe two y uths who puffed on the queﬁas vere

¥
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dead serious, but the guitarist cavorted for the crowd and

the charango player, the group's leader, a strong-faced,
sleek-haired youth named Roberto, would interrupt his
playing to tap his fingers on. the armadilio-shell belly of
his charango. ‘

We started to talklduring one of th; breaks in their
performance and by the end of the evening I was thelir

devoted follower. Three or four nights a week they would

trail around the town, stopping into hotels and

restaurants, their brave haunted music piping fiercely. If .

the owner requested it, they would stay for the evening to
» .

entertain the customers. The price they charged for thelir
labor was a generous and unbroken supply of hard .liquor.

1

The instan; the restaurant owner or hotel manager nodded

~
his approval oft their music they would lower thelir
instruments and erupt into a spate of bargaining. What was

there to drin Rum? ,Aguardientgll Vodka?. Offers and

reactions would volley back and forth. When the musicians

-

/
.received an offer they considered acceptable they would all

look at Roberto and Roberto would nod. The waiter would
scurry into the back of the restaurant and return carrying
a pitcher of potent spirits. The musicians would xaeat

themselves around a table, the waitér would pour the first
- . 5

round of drinks and the music would begin.

e~
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They could blay for hours. The hollow pumping of the
queﬁis, the almosé metallic plucking of Roberto's
armadillo~-shell guitar, the silkier chord—chan;es.of -t;e
wooden guitar ahd thin trill of the flute would weave
together, the flowing give-and-take among' them almoﬁt
impetceptibie. Whenever the ’music seemed to be on the
verge of sinki;grinto monotony one of the musicians ,would
st;ike out on his 6wn, and the others would respond t; the
changed course, following it, resisting it d? mocking it
with bursts of sound and sidelong glances. Drink took no
observable toll on their playing. As I hgd begome lth;ir

¥

friend, I was supplied with a glass at the beginning of the

evening and was offered a fill-up at every round. At the

rate of one glass of aguardiente or vodka to evéry two or

three of theirs, I

*

smashed - by the end of the

performance. Muddled recolllections come to me of draggin&

myself arm'pver arm up the Wooden outdoor staircase of my

hotel, staggering across the,balcony to my room, Llaughing

> D
glddily at the twitching tropical night, and waking to the

<y

morning glare with a hfaﬂ scoured as clear as crystal. I
neaver got a hangover from thode nights. Perhaps 1 was
spared because I did not usually drink; or perhaps it was

the influence of the sad, supple, resilient music.

The musicians asked me what I did in my country. I began
- ( - .
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to list some of thexiobs I had h?ld. Roberto interrupted
ﬁe. "Are you a; artist?" he asked.

"Yes," I replied, on the basis of a few adoiescent
poems. "pf course." -Well, why not? Wasn't I as much an
artist as they were?

" Roperto strummed a chord on his“charango and the piping
symphony died away. "The éoal of aﬁy artist," Roberto
said, without prétension‘or anxiety, "is to be heard among
tﬂe people, to make himgelf known among the peop}e."

"Like Vfctor ' Jara," said the guitarist. "Compa¥ero
victor, playing to keep up the people's spirits in the
stadiums in Chile, until the military cut off his hands."

As 1if moved by Jara's gﬂost, the musicians slipped as

one man into a somber rendering of half a dozen of Jara's

songs. It was two 'o'clock° in the morning and the

—— e

restaurant was nearly empty.? The customers had left and
the waiters &ﬁgé@itchen staff} sipping aguardiente at the
back of,bhéfidining rooﬁ, ( constituted the musicians'
"only auééence. They leaneq/b;ck in tﬁeirichairs, watching
and listening. A a:a of/}ﬁfiy tables séood between us and
" them. The sea swayed/ln time with the music. I was very
érunk. f’ L

It wa; my last niight in the Yungas. We had spent the

‘évgning‘in a reqfau a&ﬁ: on the outskirts of town, down
3y
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the hill from the center, where the streets were deep
trenches of loose dust and the stone sidewalks flanked the

trenches like knee-high causeways. When the musicians had

o d
‘completed their renditioniof Jara's songs we drained our

glasses and swayed into the street. I toile& uphill. At the
edge of the central plaza the streets turned to tightly~-

locked cobbles, the sidewalks sank. The ;alls of the pla;a
were lplastered with faded beige poste;s declaiming 'the
vi£tues of General Torrelio, Bolivia's current dictator.

The photograp{ in the center of each p&ster showed a heavy’
mustache, a peaked military cap, braided ‘epaulettes.

. The plaza was deserted;. the streetliyghts cast a wan
light. Roberto danced to the wall of the piaza, insinuating
the end of his charango under the dog-eé;ed fringe oé a
poster of Torrelio. :ﬁe dragged the end of the instrument
across tﬁe rough\adobe, r;pping the general's face.froﬁ ear
toc ear on three identicalnposters plastered side by side?
The tattered pgsﬁers gﬁged in the’night shadow. Robergo
examined the enq.of his charang;, caressing with his p;lm
tho‘tip that had scraped across the adobe. "No damage:" he
announce?, and smiled. He looked at the shredded posters
and said: "The. artist makes himself\ known among the

veople."

X felt \myself breaking into laughter. I 1laughed and
N ; .
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Iéughed. The musicians howled. Their laughter fed miane and
I said goodbye to them with an effusiveness .they seem?d not

to have expected from a gringo. They embraced me firmly.
i N

"Artista!" cried Roberto.

Before catching the bus to La Paz the next morning I
' I\{‘\V.
%

steeled.mysélf for the terrifying mountain trail with a hot

breakfast 1{in the sﬁall restaurant beneath the hotel,. A'

teenagg boy was taking o}ders; he stood behiﬂd a counter,
listening to music from a tapedeck. As I sipped coffee and
ate a warm bunm it came to me through the haze (?Bt\ the
first time my drinking had made me groggy) that I had h;;rd
the song before. I caught the boy's attention, pointed at
the tapeheck and said:'"A song by Vfctor Jara, po?"

?Pe boy's brow wrinkled.

“The music," I said. "It's vfctor Jara, right?"

"I dop't\know what you are talking about, senor. I know

4

of no such person.”

.1 apologized, embarrassed that either my Spanish or nmy’

-

tin ear for music had failed me. A tall German who had been
staying in the room beside mine entered the restaurant,
sat down at my tablé and ordered breakfast. The boy
disapp;;}eﬁ 1nto‘the kitchen. The music I had mistaken

-

for that of . Vfctor Jara continued to flow from . the

tapedeck. The cassette cover iay face-down on the edge of

°
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the counter. Cdrious, I bent fbrward; closed .my fingérs

.

around the plastic cover and turned it over. The cassette

'

~had been bought blank and used to tape a record. An

' k]
unformed hahd had scrawled a 'single word across  the

—— e

cardboard liner: Vfctor.
"This damned boring music of theirs," said the German,

as I returned to my seat. "How can‘you listen to it? It all

sounds the same."

Y That afternoon, during the long climb, waterfalls beét a

somber tune on the roof of the bus. .The valley below was,

dense. unbroken green ., and the mountain trail spiralled

cloudward toward the chill bLeak\¥1tiplano.

Ny



THE, SUN OF CORICANCHA -

-

The' rivers in Cuzco run underground now. You can hear their

t

;rickling through grilles implanfed in the streets. You,.
who are from an industrialized society, might mistake them
for se;ersr In the Inca era, h;wever, the River Huatanay
shivered .in the sdnlight; a current of chilly water and
silvered reflections that divided the city's dentgal plaza
in two and sustgined the people's ability‘to see both the
physical world ‘and the worid beyond objects.y But the
Spaniards did not undersband‘the language of water. Their
Qision was liﬁitgd to the tangible world: they'siw in Cuzco .
only the masonry and the gold. 'Needing a plaza only half
the size of that required by the In;as; they buried the
River Huatanay beneath buildings. Now it flows underground,
throwing 1its echoes and quick shadows int; the darkness

under the white adobe fgcades and the colonial stonework at

the edge of the Plaza de Armasa When the ﬁdhristi began to

‘ { .
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arrive -- a few seconds ago, it seems -- the plaza started
to grgw inward with the rinds of the nevw souvenir shops.
Every day now, the Pl;za de Armas is smaller,‘encloses less
of the wuniverse. And the River Huatanay is liouder and
brighter for those who can see and hear it. '

No, it's not there that the sun is hidden, although youf
guess 1s.a_little better than most peopie's. It's always
fascinated you, hasn't it, to t?y éo recover the physical
remains of the Empire: the golid and silver, and the "lost
citfes," as you call them. But the fate of the sun was
different. For you, the huge golden disk of the sun was the
greatest t;easure of Coricanéha, the Court of Gold. It was
the supreme p;ize ip a continent of new riches. The
conquistador Cieza d;' Le&n.described the sun as 'very
large, made of wengraved gold, heavily coated in many
precious stones.” According to Lefn's description, the sum
hung at the focal point of the curved, gold-plated walls of
the inner temple and was perpetualiy bathern in a hazy
light. For Le&n, the golden sun was a magnificent object.
For us, the sun of Coricancha was the fusion of heaven and
earth; it was, 1if you understand, the reason that our plaza

was twice as large as yours.

But you've never stopped seeking our sun. You seem to

feal 1its loss more keenly than we do ourselves. You can
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telllme that the first three Spaniards to enter Coricanc@p,
sen: by Pizarro from Cajamarca to secure Atahualpa:s
ransom,‘left the sun, like the mummified bodies of the past
.;mperors, intact. ‘To me it seems ama;ing that such crude
and rapacious men, who tore seven hundred sheets of gold
from fke curved walls’of the temple and raped the Virging
of the Sun, 3hould‘have left the ‘greatest, most tempting
pr{ze of all hanging peacefully in its gfrange haze -- but
that is how your history books have dictated that the

&
events occurred. It is undeniable that the sun disappeared

lgﬁfr on, after the main body of Pizarro's forces enteréd

the city of Cuzco; but you have even invented a myth, to
account for this disappearance. According to your ﬁyth, a
Spaniard named Sierra de Leguizano gained possession of the
sun, but lost it the same night in a game of dice. The myth
entered your thought, and even your language, and today I
hear Spaniards talkiug about "gambling away the sun before
it rises." Little by little, ﬁowever, it came to be k;own
that all the Inca art which had fallen into the Spaniards'
possession .had been melted down into bricks: the silver
llamas, the fields of maize cast in-gold, th; numberless
anﬁ varied statuettes. The myth that the sun had passed
from Sierra to another Spaniard became less comforting to

“ <" .
you. Hdd you inadvertently melted down the sun in a

60
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crucible? A new myth was needed. Thus, in 1553, c:tsgébal
de Molina was driven to write: "The Indians hid this‘sun so
well that_ it could never be found to the\present day." It
was declded: you ﬁad given our sun back® to*us. But where

had wg/hfddgn it? &

-

//f\\é_gfﬁ from your eyes that you are sufprised'that 1 know
y .

/

‘\\_Eh%se thInE?i\Yes, I'm an illiterate old'Indian with broken.-

sandals and grey feet, and I chew coca leaves and blow my

Q‘
nose on my fingers; but I have lived in this city sipge the
reign of. Sinchi Roca, the second Inca, and I know. K how
things happen between the earth and the sky. I may not be

able to read Molina's words as he wrote thenm down, but I

”

remember the way peopls were thinking tn 1553, and I know

-

that their needs then weren't very different from their

needs today. Historians are criticizing us now™® for .not

€

having transformed our Quechua into a writtemn language.
They d;n‘t understand that, José Mar{a Arguedas
notwi;hstandinj,</£rit1ng in Quechua woulq have been 1like
slicing the central plaza of our city in ﬁalf, like burying
the River Huatanay underground.

\.
Thhs.*the'fate of the "sun. By now you have read of the

the focal

location of the sun in the temple,ﬁof how it hung hazily at
oint of the gold-sheeted lens of the inner room.

Well, you have the answer themn. Once the first three

~
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Spaniards, seant by Pizarro from Cajamarca, had torn——the ‘

. seven hundred sheets of gold from the walls around the sun -

i
.

and. the mummified emperors, the sun was no longer there to

. . : . o
. be plundered: for they had destroyed the chamber of mifrors
. l that had created the illusion. . . ' .
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Albeérta, thought .ﬁed 'Addqgws, rubbing his running shoe

o

against the'lamﬁbost, is the pits,

Ned had expected to attract attgntién when he bought the

-

baggy* wvhite jumpsuit. He had been ready for stares,

glggles, smirks. But he was totally unprepared for what’

had happened just now, ' when a heavy-chested man in a

stetson had veered around the cornmer onto Seventh Avenue,

4 A

sized up Ned's ankle-to-collar juﬁpsuit and shoulder—leﬁgth”
. . ) ;

,blond hair, and shriek;af’"Faggot!" "Ned jumped out of the

.

man's way. ,Thewﬂan spat, and the ball of spit looped dowm
and smacked the toe of hig-runniég shoe.

Ned wiped his runmning shoe across the lamppost; he

ponéinuedu'walking.-L6w cloud muted the refleétist thrown

A\

back by the shoﬁ“wfnhowa on either éide of the Street.
Alberta is the pits, Ned chanted under his breath; Calg‘!y

is the pits of the pits. Ned had been in Alberta for more

v . £
N
12 ¢ -
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than a year. He'd driven out here with Chuck. After

getting laid off from his job at the plant in Hamilton, Ned

N »

had gone home to the Ottawa Valiey< He foupd Chuck pumping

4

gas at the statioh where hc“&iworked ever sincte dropping -
out of hﬁgh school in Grade Eleven, Chuck had been saving
up for years to get a car. At the timg of Ned's Letufn he

had just bought onég not the silver Camaro he had longed
S

A - .

for, but a second-hand Dodg] pick-up truck. Ned, who had

&

dreamed of going out west since the days when he and Chuck

'
-

_were in high school together, said: "Hey, you wanna drive

‘ . - t
out to Alberta? 1 bet you we could make a pile of money out

there." . N | -
. ' T '
‘Chuck shook his head; but Ned could see that the 1idea
had taken root. The newly-acquired Dodge pick-up demanded

. - 1)

to be driven.: Three days later Chuck quit his job at the
gas station, and h@ and Nediéift for Alberta. They took
turns driving. The one who H;Ln't driving would man tﬁe
tapedeck and roll the joints. Perhaps it was just that they

were stoned. most 6f the time, t the trip seemed to go on

forever. Fram Ottawa they drove flat ouL~£o:,£gg ~days,

o

‘most of it throug& bush, before they even got out of

Ontario. West of Winmnipeg the prairie turned— to gre;n
monotony punctuated by towns with other-worldly names like

Moose Jaw and Swift Current -- names Ned andoCHUck simply

L4

\
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. could not cope with after too many days of potsmoging. They

ridiculed the names, continued toking up, pulled off the
Ttana-&;nada and ate ravenously 1in diners in the

impossibly-named towns. They lost track of time: Ned never
. N\

knew péeciaely hoqq@any days the\gourney had lasted. Their

9

throats wedre raw and their minds were addled by the time
aw q;he

they s

new higﬁrisgs of Calgary and the prairie
AN - . ® )
running up agatwst the mountains behind them.. The first

few nights they were in Calgary, Ned and Chuck élept in the

e
truck. It took them a week to find an apartment and two

weeks to find work. Ned got a job as a nightwatchman, and
cnhe  to know the boredom of sitting around all night doing

no;h}ng more than staying awake and holding onto a large

&ey-fing. 3¢ began to carry a hash-pipe in the pocket of

" -
his uniform. Life became more 1ntkresti2g>then, and a whole

i

lot crazier. Ned would gtuﬂﬁle in from work at six in the'

¢

moxning, = too buzzgd to thing‘or see, . to'find Chuck, who
worked days at a pizza‘?zilot, winding down a party for
Hainey, their drug-dealer: ‘Hainey: {whom = Chucly called
Horny) brought gitls'to the parties. Chuck.and one of the
girls were soon hooked up ovn a regular basis. The girl's

name was Shelley; like Ned and Chuck? she was from Ontario. .

¢ A
3

Shelley said that she had come out west to fook for work,

.although, so far as Ned could judge, she seemed 4o be doing

o
-
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everything in her vpower to put off finding a jo&. She ate
at parties and i1 restaurants where some;ngv/:::e was
paying; slept where she could; and picked up spehding money
selling\the‘pot Hainey gave her and'panhandlin;¥on Seventh
Avenue. When she and Chuck beéame involved, Shelley moved

‘

into Ned and Chulk's apartment. Ned was miserable. He had
never had g’girlfriend, and listening to Chuck and Shelley
fucking breathily behind the partition they'd put wup to

divide the apartment in two was enough to drive him wild.

‘Ned took to spending the evening downt?wn, leaving the

apartment a good six hours bqﬁm{f he went on duty at
midnight, in order to avoid Chuck a& ,Shelley;/. One night
Ned smoked too much hash on the job Fnd, the janitor
arrived 1in éhe morning to find 'him collapsed on the

L 3
concrete floor, his hash pipe a small silvered knot in the
middle of hi; upturnéd paln., Ned was fiFei.‘ MR did 'part-
time jpbs until the spxing, when hé began to work
construction. Shelley's unending presence in the apartment
became. more and more-of a strain. She invited her friends
in, and friendghof her friends, and people,she had met in
record stores. She m;ved N;é's Yes, Genesis, Jethro Tull

and Blue 0y§t35 Cult albums into a cupboard, and played

heavy metal, music all .day. She tied up the bathroom for

hours and ridiculed Ned in front of the first girl he had

.
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managed to lure back to the gpartment. Ned grew furious
with Shelley; but her sharp tongue, conmbined with his

awkwardness with women, stifled him each time he felt on

the briﬁk of telfing Shelley exactly what he J-thought of

her. It was easier for Ned to get anmgry wit Chuck: he

i 7

nagged Chuck about Shelley's domination of the baih;oom,

bitched at him about her taste in musfc and the fact that

t

she didn't pay any rent. Finally Ned and Chuck had a
streaming argument, during which Shéiley covered behind the

>

partition., At the end of the month Chuck and Shelley piled

their Selonging? into the back of the Dodgf truck, tied a
tarpaulin q}er them! left Calgary and headed east.

Thfown gback on 'his own resources, Ned co#ld bgrély
afford the upkeeﬁ” on the apartment. The d;ys on the
construction site wore him down. When hg went to see Hainey
to buy half an ounce ofupot, Hainey gave him the cold
shoulder. He 'finally‘agreed to sell Ned the drugs, but
charged him more than he had been charged Chuck. Ned rolled-
joints faom the stash; he smoge& a couple*for 'breakfast,

before.arriving at the construction site. Afterwa;ds, Ned

~realized that Hainey must have laced the pot ﬁgéh PCP -~

%
,

what Chuck used to call angel dwst. His last memory hge of
- ‘l ~::“:

walking onto the site that morming. He woke up' in @ ditch.

It.wvas dusk. The éite was abandoned. Ned felt a pain in his

'Y [y
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chest; his face stung. He went to a doctor and learned
that he had three ﬁ}oken Eibs, a fractured jaw, heavy

bruising and possible, intestinal damage. He pissed watery

blood for a week. He spent the entire week lying -in bed in

his apartment, listening to the radio and eating almost

‘nothing. Lé&ter Ned tracked down a young Indian from north

of Edmonton who was the only man in the crew with whom he

had managed to get on;o'speaking terms. The Indian told.hiiﬂ

>

what had happened: - "Man, you walked onto Ehat site and you
went crazy -- thrqwing things, yelling, I don't know what-
all. So the guys there, they get pretty mad. They say
you're a danger to the rest of thems, so they gang up and
beat the shit out of you.. Man, I didn't think you'd come
out alive."

‘ .
"That fucking outfit still owes me money," Ned said.

.J"They owe me a week's pay plus doctor's bills."

"Man, if I'm you I don't”éoxback there,” said the
Indian. "You show your face, they kill you for sure.”

ﬁéd took the man's advice. At the end of-the month he
loaded his belongings‘into a backpack and ;alked out of his
apartment, leaving no‘notice. On Seventh Avenﬁe he stopped
walking 1long enough to look at himself in a shop window.
Who did he see there? He didn't know; he'd never thought

about it before. Now he thought: twenty-two years old, no
At Q

N
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job, taped ribs, bad digestiom, likes pot, hates Calgary,
no girlfriend, no buddies. Yeah, he thouéht, it's time to
get out of thié hole. Ned had come to Alberta to .be
somebody: to find a steady job and make money. And look at
me now, he thought. Goddam, he wanﬁeq to be somebody!' He
stebped into a shop and splurged on crazy clothes: a white
’ dfnim Jumpsuit g;arred with an elaborate array of zippers,
/?Ja red knit cap with a far-out transparenthblue pehk. He
wore the clothes out of the shop and strolled down Seventh
Avenue, grinning at the stares he.Arew. For a few minutes,
until the man in the stetson spat at him, Ned felt great.
His- head down, he trailed past the Downtown Mall: an
empty cavern plastered with "space for rentr signs: a
testament to the fizzfing of the Alberta boom, to the fact
that there were no more jobs for people like Ned. Alberta
is the pits, he thought, tuphing north onto Centre’Street.
He shrugged his Eackpack into the middle of his back and
looked up at the grey sky. In the Fourth Avenue bus depot
F 3 (23225, he thought; back home it was a terminal), Ned spent
most of the money remaining in his wallet on a ticket to
Ottawa. "How loug Eoes it take?" he asked the man at the
ticket counter. \

“Two and a half days."

.- Ned stored his backpack in a locker, walked back up
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Centre Street and bought' food for the trip. He Dbought
pretzels, Ritz crackers, two Mars bars and a forty-oynce
plastic bottle of Coca-Cola. When he returned to the Dbyus

depot a line had formed for the <cross-Canada bus. ed

)

K
hauled his backpack out of the locker and joinef‘the line.

Twenty minutes later, as the bus wounq out- of Calgarx, .a
thick, grainy mist humg over the Boé River. Looking back,
Ned saw the city\diqsolving like'a mirage in'a grey desert,
The mountains were blotted out, invisible.

From Calgary 4o Winnipeg Ned sat next to another young

guy who had had enough of Alberta and was on his way home,

The other guy had done two yeaxrs of engineering at the ’

University of Toronto before heading out west; he was going
bac; to 0nta¥io to finis# his schooling; "Gotta get that
piece of paper,"” he said. "Without that piece of paper
you're .a zero." The other guy was breaking his trip at
' Winnipeg, where he had friends. When the bus pulled into
the Winﬁipeg terminal, Neq tugged on Wis red QX;: cap and
followed the other guy down the steps. He laid his hand on
the other man's shoulder and said: "Hey, you want ;o go

someplace for a drink?" The other declined. In his fixed

. N
stare, Ned read the other's view of him: dregs, trash, a

hanger-oﬁ. Ned didn't understand it. He haﬁ left Ontario an

a .

orainﬁry guy; how had his Alberta experiences made him into

70



such a nothing? Had he really changed, or‘%as it just that

L
others: saw him differently now? Or was there no difference
between what others thought of you and what you became?"
Shaking his head, Ned turned away from the man.

He took ad?antage of the stopover in Winnipeg to  buy
more food. During the long haul out of Manitoba and into
northern Ontario he sat munching Fritos and cheesies,
wo#deriné what he should do when he arrived in Ottawa. Ned
came,from an Ottawa Valley farming village named Ankara. He
hadn't warned his parents of his returnjy hadn't
communicated with them at all since he hgq been fired from
His nightwatchman job. Showing wup on their doors.tep

unannounced to tell them that he'd given up on Calgary

might amount to hitting them with too much news all at

., once. Ned remembered his last visit home: the whitewashed

kitchen cabinets, the flickering black-and-white television

on the counter, the calendar on the wall decorated with a

color photograph of a tractor and the name of the farm
gachiner;%dgflersﬁip down the street, It ﬂad been Ch?istm;s
then. Ned was working at the plant in Hapilton, making good
money. His dad, sitting at thhe kitchen table puffing his
Player'i élain,ﬁ had greeted Ned with a hoarse, ﬁgrking.
monologue, haif of it directed at Ned and half at the TV on

4

the counter. Ned's dad was the village postmaster; his mum



helped out in the local grocery store and taught Sunday

school during the summer. Ned was an afterthought -- the
youngest of five children -- and his parents were in their
.- 74 . . !

sixties& They'd never asked to know very much about  his

N

life. "Work hard and don't be a goddam bum,”" his dad . had

told him when Ned was leaving for Hamilton. Ned's parents'
only demdnds on him were that he hold down a regulag job

and, at some_poig§[”499£g§ and have children. So it wasn't

]

fait} he thoughé, to bprst in on them now, when he was out
of work and didn't kné{ what he was going to do: his dai?
would probably kick him ou{'of the house for his own good.
This would be the third time that Ned had disappointe& his
parents. First he'd given up on the job his mum had helped
him get at the hardware st;re in Ankara, then he'd ‘gotten

laid off at the plant in Hamilton and, now he'd spent six

-

months out west and come back empty-handed. Naw, he

thought, better break it to them slowly. I'll go to New
Dundee first and see if Chuck's around.
When Ned woke the next morming the bus was approaching—

Sudbury. The glacier-scraped lakes he'd seen the day before

around Thunder Bay had given way to a .softer landscape.

When he asked the middle-aged woman sitting next to him for
the time, she responded with a shrug and a burst of twangy

Frﬁnch. After the bus had passéd through Sudbury and. North 2
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: . Bay, Ned was hearing more French than Egglish from the
. N /’ ,

Al d

seats around him. It was a sort df homecoming. -Ned didn't

- .

understand much French, but he 'had grohn up seeing French

on stre;t signs, hearin; Frencp on th; sidewalks in Ottawa,

‘listcning to Frenéh in bars aé;oss the river in Hull. It

struck him that Calgary's Qnilipgualism was one of the

things that had made the place so foreign to him. Late-that

= ———afternoon, the windshieid wipers beating back a light
drizzle, the bus rolled fato Ottawa. '

* 13

Home sweet home, Ned thought, holding out his -thumb in the

o -

rain. The <cars reared past, soaking the 1legs of his

jumpsuit with the spray from their tires. Raindrdps beaded

);5 , the transparent.blue plashﬂc beak of his cap. The straps of
. o }is backpack cut into his shoulders.

?;~1 A. car stopped, crackling Ant; th'e gravel on the shoulder

of the road. Ned ran after the car, an olh Impala loaded

with chrodte and rust. The middle-aged n&n inside grunted

as Ned climbed in,‘ asked him whgre he was going and drove
, ”

in sileﬁce,‘ the windshield wipers swishing.’ New Dundee,

fifteen miles w;st of Ankara, was~a éowh of two thousand
¢.> ’ people gathered on both banks of a boggy \creek. A little-

used railway branch line cut across the town's outskirts.

The high school, the beer store, the bowling' alley, the

~
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//fiquor Control Board of Ontario outlet, the indoor ;:;Xey

o

arena and the Inn were enough to draw.people in from the
surrounding coqntryside and prevent the town from dying.
Ned had met Chuck at the high schoél’ in New Dundee;
together, they had broken into other . 5tudent§' lockers,
skipped <classes and s&oked pot under the stone bridge that
spanned\the qreék. Ned had co%?leted his Grade Twelve, but
Chuck had’dropped out during Grade Eleven. He had started
working at the gas station on the ;ornerlwhere the highway

,

intersected New Dunde;'s main street; remaining there until

Ned had persuaded him to go out west. The rain slackened ,

as the Impala approached New Dundee. A heavy mist-

descended, covering the flat, scrubby farmland. The sfgn
marking the town limits flashed‘by: The driver let Ne& out
of the 1Impala at the intersection of the highway and the
town's main ;treet. When the car had sped away, Ned
shrugged his backpack into place, turned onto the.sidewalk
of £he main street and walked across the stone bridge into
the oldest part oﬁ town. The stoﬁed bridge, he thouzhti
That was what he‘ and Chuck used to call it when they
skipped.classes to smoke up under the bridge's arc, down by

the banks of the boggy creek. The creek ran a murky brown-

Kﬁreeu ﬁhat-gave off no reflections. Ned and Chuck went down

_'there to dissolve their boredom into a haze,' to talk about

.
¢
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girls, tell stories and dream about their futures. On good
days, the bridge, archingiahove them, looked as promising

as a rainbow. It was under this bridge that Ned had

announced to Chuck that he wanted to go out to Alberta.
“Your old man'll have a fit," Chuck had said, twisting his

head to suck the last toke from a withered roach. Chuck was

growing a beard that spring; his face looked dark and

forbidding, hemmed in by the black hair that fell tangled .

to his shoulders. v

"My old man doesn't givela shit where I live, as long as
I'm working," Ned replied; "it's my old lady that'll try
and get me a job in Ankara."

He had been right: his mum, through her Sunday school.
connections, had arranged Por Ned to be taken omn at the

hardware store. -Chuck was already workff}\ at the gas

station by that time, having dropped out of school the yeart

. before Ned managed to squeak through with. just enough

credits for his Grade Twelve diploma. When they met at the
New Dundee Inn on Friday or Saturday nights, Chuck, his

beard trimmed and his hair snipped off to the earlobes,

[Sasn s NI

would talk about th he was saving up for a Camaro. Ned
talked about Alberta; about how he wanted to work om an oil

rig. When NJ‘ had come back from Hamilton for Christmas, at,

A

4 time when it had looked like the job at the plant would

3
- ™
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g
last forever, Chuck had sWid: "Now you ain't never going to
make it to Alberta. You.get‘onejéf éhem plant jobs, you
join ; union --you're éheredfo; the rest of your life.'

"No way,".Néd said. ”I:m going out west an& day now. You

v

just watch me."

"Sure," laughed Chuck. "And I'm going to have a silver
Camaro and a good-looking girl to ;1{ in the front seat
beside me." ' . / )

"I mean it!" Ned protested. N ' » .

"So do I," said Chuck, 'but only when I'm drumk or

-

stoned." - -

N — e ety w5

*

»

Before he had gone out west with Ned, Chuck had lived in a
four-room apartment on the third floor of his parents' red
brick houﬁg on one of the oldest streets in New Dundeé. An

extension added to a black metal fire escape provided the
- . - 4 -

apartment with a private entrance through the house's back

-

yard: If Chuck was in New Dundee, Ned thought, he would be

living in that apartment.

Ned left the bridge and the ¢reek banks where he and

-

’ N ‘ , .
Chuck had hung out as teenagers. The mist was growing

thicker and settling close to the ground. Ned could’ smell
the moisture in the h;r, feel the dampness on his cheeks.

Yeah, he thought, if I.can crash with Chuck, then I camn

~

s
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phone my parents, pretend it's long-distance, and tell them
b

I'm. on my way back and I'll be home in a couple of .days.

Break it to them ggﬁtly. TeL*ﬁthem I've flubbed up again.

"A man needs steady work,” Ned's dad used to say. "And a

‘man that can't hack steady work ain't a man." From Grade
’ \

Eight to Grade Ten, Ned had held'down a parF-time job after
school, deleering fthg Ottawa Citizen in Ankara ~o£ his"’
ﬁﬂcycle. He had attended every class of each,wf his courses
in high schoolts done all his homewovk Ned's marks h;d
never been high but, “‘until he had met Chuck in Grade Ten,

he had worked hard. After he and Chuck became friends, Ned

. gave up his papeg-koute, started to skip classes, spent his

;avidgs on drugs, potpipes, roachclips. Forthe fixgst time,

he imagined the possibility that he might one day go, Qut
west. The<hext year,' Chuck, working long hours at the’ gag
sﬁition* unable to afford a ca® -- any car, let alone' a

Cagaro, the mirage that had enticed him tg quit high scﬂmol

3= had become.the realiat, the pessimist; Ned, the neg-
. .

a'found‘dgenmer,‘képt Chuck hopeful through that first winter

of late-night shifts at the 'gas station. Still the

°

dreamer, he hadsome beck from Hamilton two y s later,

undegctred bf the plant’'s having laid him off, to convince

. ) v . ‘
Chuck that they could both find happiness out west. Yet it
@ R L

vaqﬂ Chuck ‘who hga met people once thedy were- iiving/3im

=,
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Calgary; Chuck who had got them jobs; Chuck who, in the
end, had found a girlfriend. Ned felt lost after Chuck's
departure: his&areams, frustrated,” turned to d;ﬁbts. He
. .

remembered the man in the stetson, Hainey's sneer a‘s he

s0ld Ned the spiked gct, the look in the eyes of the - guy he

had askﬁd to have a drink with him in Winnipeg. S

-

[

Tﬁh ‘late summer day was ending. The gathering darkness
®

turned the smoky mist from. grey to white. Ned rounded a

corrier and looked across the street at the three-storey

1house that belonged to Chucks parents.
A Dodge pick-up truck was parked in the laneway.

Ned <crossed the street. His feet slipping on the wet

*

LY .
grass, he walked into the back yard. Big withered elms

enclosed the yard like-a stockade. In the window at the top |

‘of the fire escape, a light was shining.

. Ned hauled #imself " up the narrow fire escape, his

L3

running shoes squelching agaiustf the damp. metal. His

1

backpack dragged at his shoulders. ‘Looking down as he

. N % ,
% stopped to catch hi's breath,‘he saw tohgues of mist curling

around thé trunks of the eimsy veiling the lawn below with

-

a nehrfludinous whiteness. The elms, .stripped of leaves,

-

barely lookéd like trees: ~they were gnarled hands reaching

up through the mist, wooden claws trying to lateh onto

'; something solid in the evening gloom. Ned climbed the last-

e L}
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street..

i : - 19

N e

. few steps of the fire escape and/knpckeq.oﬁ'the door. "Hey,

Chuck!" he called. "It's me!"

LS .
The door open’ed: Chuck's brushmark-thin mustache didn't

move. Chuck wore a plaid shirt;' his black hair was cut

short; he had put on weight uﬁd%t khe jaw and around the
w;ist. Chuck looked straight: non-druggy, boring,
employable. '"Ned," he murmured.

"How you doing, man?" Ned asked, reaching outlhis right
hand for a glancing, thumbs-up handshake. "Long time, no
sae." : . ' .

"Y?u' just get back from Alberta?" Chuck said, shaking

Ned's hand firmly. .

"Yeah. Just got off the bus this afternoon. Okay if I

crash heFe ébnight?"

"Sure," saia.Chuck. "How‘come you left? I thought you
loved it out there."

"Naw, man, Alberta's ‘the pits, there's mo work out
there. Every day there's more assholes and less jobs.™ Ned
svung the backpack off his shoulders and leaned it against
the kitchen wall. He pulled off the red kait cap with the

blue plastic brim: h%s hair fell in his eyes. Stroking his

ha;i’,bgck over his shoulders, he thought: Jedze, Chuck ’

looks straight; .he looks 1ikefﬁe wouldn't Know me on the

s
.
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"Where'd you get that thing you're wearing?'" Chuck said.

Ned 1looked down at the grey, crumpied, de-splattereq '
jumpsuit. "This place on Seventh Avenue. It was on sale

‘Pretty cool, eh? It looked bette? when it was clean."
"You want something to eat?" Chuck said. "We've got a
chicken leg -left over from.supper."
"Sure," said Ned, foll;wing Chuc% into the kitchen,
"thanks." He remembered the small, box-like kitchen with
its:unvarnished wood panelling, ité'low square table, 1its
hgas ‘stove.n But the red drapes in the kitchen window wveie
new. The naked light bulb suspended over the table had been
covered with a flower-patterned shade. The array of dishes
drying on the counter was larger than the selection of
dishes that Chuck had owned'béfo;e:‘ "What you doing now,
"Chuck?" Ned asked, seating himself at the table. "You
working someplace? It looks like you and me's going to be
working in the same place againj eh? Just lik; the old éays
' -- the both of us right here in.this Ottawa Valley." o

"Right,” Chuck said, opening the fridge door. “"Just

like before." - - i

/)

P

“

Behind him, Ned heard the bathroom door snap open. He

turned. around,in his chair., . '
7 i .
"Hello, Ned," said Shelley. o 1) e

!
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" o I don't believe this, Ned thought, Shelley's a city person,

she'd hever’live in a place like Neq#bundee; she's probably

l

never even stayed with the same guy for six months before: s
How the hell can they still be together?

Qhelley walked into the kitchen, pulled up a chait and
sat down next to Chuck, wﬁo had just set the chicken leg in
front of Ned. Shelley 8 hair, which Ned remembered as long
and:tangled, w;s short, str/aigh@ neatly cdmbed a glossy

’ brown helmet that extended to’just below her ears. She wore

| ! , “~

\\ ' / pressed dress slacks, a blouse from a clothing-store rack,

a necklace as thin as snare-wire. The plgsttc dimestore

L

bunglea were gone from her wrists, her lurid lipstiﬁk had

f ‘been replaced by a more modest shade, sparingly applied.

{
) {; .o ' "I é wortking in a lumber yard im town right now," Chuck

said “"In the fall I'm going to start Grade Twelve at night

achool. Then maybe I' 11 go to community college and do data
’ -

procqssing. Shelley here's working as a teller in the bank. /l

g She's ® only part-time now, but they told her she might,h;//

[ | {

on full-time in the fall.” . s

Ned was silent. "You ever gonna get yourg Camaro out of

-
-

'm“ o this?" I

"Jeeze," Chuck sighed. Shelley ran her hand through}his ’
. I

PR

e - hair. Chuck said: "I guess I've got.as good of a chance of

; ) getting.a Camaro by working as you have by dreaming.” . - '
’ .

1 .
» R :
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Ned felt tired and angry; the light over the table was

hurting his eyes. The aggressive plainness of the kitchen's

. . : ¥
unvarnished wood furniture bothered him. "Okay," he said,

"you don't have to get hostile. Anyway, I never wanted a‘kg

Camaro: I wanted to go out west. That was always my dream,
/ g ‘

remember?" ) .
"Looks like it came true.”

"Yeah, right," Ned grunted. He thought of telling¥Chuck
) ‘ .

L3

about the bad pot Hainey had sold him; but they were past
;fl

the stage where they Lof% each other evérything. Ned picked

up the chicken leg and began to gnaw. Although the meat was

cold, Ned found himself salivating: he hadn't realized how

3

hungry he was. 4

When he looked up, Shelley had moved into the livink
A

room and was setting a record on the stereo. Chuck was

-

pokIEE\ around in the fridge: "There's leftover potatoes,

Ned, if you }ike potatoes. How about a beer? Anybody else

want a beer?"
Chuck, opened three Molsons and set them on the table.

Soft rock began to flow from the stereo: acoustic1 guitar,

¢
2 -

éehale lead singer and géntle drumbeats.
” E a v 0
"You guys got any'pot?" Ned said, sipping his beer. "You

vanna,get high?"

”

“ 3

‘ . 3 A
1{.j'l’he three bottlecaps tinkled like coins as Chgck dropped -
. . -

-
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‘thcm into a garbage paii under the sink. Ned saw Chuck and

"Sorry, Ned," Chuck said, "we

Y

Shelley smile at‘txq{\oﬁ?et.

don't smoke any more.'™~
»

yWhere the hell are you?"

Ned winced as his.ddﬂls rough voice coughed down the

telephone line. "I'm {in Winnipeg,'" he said.

1 . '
"Winnipeg?" His dad's voice shot up. "What the heck yuh
doing there?"
"I'm coming home."

"How come? Could yuh not hack it out west?" Ned told

his dad to expect him in a couple ofgdays. When he put down

Chuck said: "You better get a haircut before

1

the receiver,

you go see yo%r old man."
4

1]

¥
, f
"There's & lot less guys with long hair now,". Chuck

—

Ned snortei. "I ain't gonna get no goddam haircut."

'

said, shrugging his shoulders. "Nobody's‘gonna give you a
'S ;

.job. the way you look mow."

"?o what?" Ned said. "Who needs a fucking job?™

Chuck said: "You dq)" He was silent for a moment. "1

going ;dgpfd. We have to get up eafly for work....Taky a
bath if you valPt, eh. éoo&hight." 3 S |
‘"Goodnighg,“~ Ned murgured} as Cﬁuck walked into the
bedroom and oclosed the_doori Ny ‘ R
: i AN \ .



Ned stretched out on thenlivingi;dm couch. Through the
closed door he heard Chuck and Shelley talking quietly.
* Their mdrmurs coughed into soft laughter. Ned wondered what
a an and a woman might say to one another as they were
undressing that would cause them to laugh.‘ He remembered
the partition in the finy apartment in Calgary: how Shelley
had hidden behind it while he and Chuck yelled at each
other.

"Could .you turn out the Eight?"whs\heard Shelley murmur
to Chuck behind the wall: |
)Ned walked into the bathroom.and looked in the mirror.
Ye;rs seemed to have passed aincq he had stared at himself
in the shop window on Sev;nth Avenue. He closed the EOOt

and drew himself a hot bath: the mirror misted dp with

steam. Haltingly, Ned unzipped the long front zipper of his

mud-splattered white jumpsuit. His fiingers were trembling..

When the jumpsuit laf crumpled around his ankles, he

- L4

stepped out of it,.-slid his underpaﬁts down his legs and

wiped‘the mirror clean. Naked, shivering despite the -hot

steam, he stared into the mirror as it slowly misted up

‘again, layer by hazy layer, *until his face was blotted from

sigﬂt.

L

AN
‘

84



. -
Cqrvm it - B . -
R A e Lo . N ) *

COMEDIAN BOB GOES TO PERU

Sipping his Cuzqueﬁo beer, Bob Denison looked out . the

¢ window of the train at the Peruvian altiplano. His weak

eyes made the grey sky‘and the flat, drab altiplano merée,
’ \

. and for a moment he had the sensation that the train was '
' soaring through space "Look," said Lygia, pointing out
“ T N s ’ . " -
the window. "Llamas." '

L4

Bob looked. He saw the hot springs at the edge of the .
railway track casting steam into the cold a%;. ‘ﬁv;;ything
als; was a blur. "I don't have my contacts in."

"My God, €omedian Bob, th? things'you don't see."

- e "I can see fin® up to about fifteen feet...I saw that
rainbow on the trip up here,\ didn't I? I'm falling asleep

~and auddenl; over your shoulde£ out the window the rain's

‘ .stopped and there's this incredible rainbow. I think; Wow!
| a beautiful red-headéd Brazilian woman and an incredible

-

rainbow on the same trip. You don't get ;Lax back in the

; NN
L
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States."
i Lygia's l}ughter rippled. Their hands clashed and held
bipeath‘the table between them. They haa met in Bolivia a

week ago, the four of them: Comedian Bob, Gerhardt the

architect, Lygia "and her cousin Ana Clara. They had

traveled together to Cuzco. Now, after fidve days drinking
in the old Inca capital, staggering wup the hill to
Sacsayhuamfn for the view of the puma-shaped clty, dodging

pickpockets in“the market, and turning down mass-produced

handicrafts and small bags containing white powder touted

[

as cocaine, they were on their way back to Puno. It was
\. -~
d%er: they had seen Machu Picchu. Fn Puno they would go

th;ir separate ways. Gerhardt would return to Lima® for his

s )

flféhé home; Lygia and Ana Clara would -head back acfpss
Bolivia to Brazil. Bob Denison did not know where he would
go. Unligg the ;thers, he was unconstrained by time or
money. For}the past three yi?rs, ever since hfs career as

an entertainer had taken off, releasing him from financial

worriesf/igp had traveled seven months out of twelve,

o~

.wandering through South America and the Caribbean in search

of new sights,., loud barties, sexual satisfactiom. At

4

thirty, * Bob Denison devoted his time to living the good

life.
Next to Bob, Gerhardt and Ana Clara, who for the length
~ »
86 | ‘
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of Bob's carefully-nursed beer had been hunched toward each
other across the low ‘table, pulléd themselves wupright.
Their murmurs .trailed away into s}}ence. All along the

\ SN
fitst-clacs carriage pairs of people faced each other
: V]

Y

N ,
, across low tables. Gerhardt sat next to Bob; Ana‘b¢i§ next

to Lygia. The train rattled across emptiness; Bob drained
his beer. Peering at the notebook on the table in front of

him, he <cleared his throat to read a selection .from _the

had just scribbled, happines¥y ts-a good shit in the morning

and comfortable shoes the rest of the day. The phrase

troubled Bob, causing him to.pause, and before he <could

begin to read, Ana Clara had rolled her elbow against
: \!
Lygia's arm, . wk@spered in Portuguese and announced in her

wobbly English: "kygia and I go make line for the toilet."

"You probably ‘don't need to make a line," ' Bob_-said.

i 1)
.

"The#e's probably a line thexe alrefdy." _ \ ¢

The women slid into the aisle. Gerhardt's face =-- droop .

theeks and wide, sallow mouth -- careered round at Bob.

~

"What cad I do? Ana Clara and I talk and ‘talk, but we

— e

. p

'resolve nothing."

“Take it as it comes," said Bob. "Enjoy yourselves."
. ‘ ' -~

"But what does it mean?"

‘comedy routine he had been writing. In South America, he’

‘o

Bob's palm slipped on the neck of his bottle of Cuzqueto -

4 - I3
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__beer. He looked down at the label: a depiction of the

o> ) ! .
famous fourteen-sided stone in Cuzco. Bob had taken a

photograph of the 'stone, with Gerhardt and Ana Clara-

standing to the left of it to allow.§ob ‘an ,unobstr;cted
view of all fo;rteen edges. Gerhardt's arm had been .thrown
arou;d Ana Ciara's shouiders, flattening her braids against
tﬁe nape of her neck.’Bob'had promised to send each of them
a copy of the photograph. ’

"What should I d;?" breathed Gerhardt.

Bob fingereq the beer bottle. He had‘ n; -idea what
Gerhardt should do. He barely knew Gerhardt. He had learned
during. the passport-trading session the four of them had
engaged in on the train to Machu Picchu that Gerhardt was
thirty years 6lde and that he was an architect *“from

Cologne. Silting-down memories from a night when they had

all had too much to drink in a restaurant on Procuradores

in Cuzco reminded Bob that Gerhardt was of Rumanian origip,

«

and restored to him scraps of an involved story .of the

shifting homelands and allegiances of Gerhardt's family

through 'two world wars. Jesus,” Bob thoyght: what does he

expect me to say?

"It's so différent," Gerhardt said. "With the last woman

it went on for two years. We were going to be married. But

Ana Clara and I have.pﬁly known each other a weeki Tomorrow

. - 88
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it's all over. We don't even know if we wanf to see each

other again. She's got money: she could come to Germany. Or

maybe I could go té Brazil in a year or two...."

‘"Sometiges," Bob said, "you just have to move on."

Gerhardt puffed out his cheeks,. running the tips of his
. long fingers over the coarse, tightly-woven vest he had
bought' in Bolivia. He frowned. Ordering his Emglish with

:

great care, he said: "If_only I could know what it was° I
was moving on from." ® T

Before Bob could reply, Lygia .and Ana Clara had

returned, laughing, Lygia's fingers gla}i&g over Ana
Clara's Slack ‘braids; Bob decidéd to postpone the
reading from his comedy<routine. He closed the notebook,
slid it into his travel bag and hauled out hi short-wave
radio. Yanking open the window*abova his sea%, he ran up
the radio's aerial and poked it outside the trgin. He began

to fiddle with the dial. "Up here at fourteEn thousand
i

feet," he said, falling into his patter, "ypu%cap pick up

signals from all over the w&rld. Short-wave bouﬂcing off

the ionosphere...you just gotta angle the set right to pick

~up the bounce." Phrases of an oriental-sounding language

slashed through the first-class quriége, succeeded in a

’
1

twist of the dial by slow, . chanting music. ‘\"Pretty good

-~ reggae, huh?" Bob said. Lygia laughed. "Yup," Bob said,

N
1
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"bouncing right off the ionosphere....."

"Whap's your mname, gringo?" Lygia had asked hi; _the

night they met in La Paz. She lingered on the last word,

. 1 7
teasing him. Bob told her his name. She laughed. As ({f

reciting a ditty, she asked: '"What's your job;'Bobf" Bob

Denison replied that he was a professional comedian.

)

"You gork in night clubs?” )
"I do clubs, I do bars, I do children's biréhday
parties. Sometimes I do a bit of TV -- aﬁything that pays,
so long' as I can k;ep traveling seven months a year."
"Is this your first time in Latin America?"

"No, I come down here every year. When I was iﬁ college

in Texas I came down to Peru to research this big paper I

¢ '

was supﬁosed to write to finish my degree. I took one look
1 . B -

at South America and ;aid, This 1is the .Jife. Schooll can
wait." /

. . “ A 1 .
"I went to colllge in the States, too," Lygia said; "bu't
!

I finished my degree.” n

Bob said: "M} business is as an actor, a talker, Nobody

gives a hoot what kind of education I've got. I just Qav§“

Kk od t 1
to keep them laughing."

/ * ]

"And I'm so rich I have nothing to do with hy life bug
. 4 e .

, . RN o v
laugh at comedians," Lygia s&ﬁ&& She drained her:beer and

. prompted Bodb to buy her another onﬁ. They dfank<lyng}1dly

I
= “
T . N
~
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v for another hour. The rest of the tables in the resc;urant .
l‘. \ -
;7 were’ 6cc‘upied by short& 'squat:~ Bolivian men, theid chairs v
shifted 'aprnd so that they could watch the soccer match
. “ <+ being broadcast on the black—and:whiyif'television behind -
1 - L , . -

. F
the bar.}“xThe men drank beer from bottjes and ate sdltefias

Py

-- ot rolls that spilled a lava of spicy meat stew at the

. first bite -- wrapped in brown @ap%r'napkins. Uhen they got
a

- «
up to pay, Bob overheard voices commenting on Lygia s red

hair, calling her a gringa. ‘"Hey," Bob said, as tﬂey

o

stepped out onto the slanting square-cobbled 'street, '"they
, 4
think .we're both gringos." .

’ Lygag' didn t_reply. Sllent, plump-faced Aymarf{ women

v
L B

. A ¥ e :
wearing porkple hats and\broad, stiffly plear:e’d sk,l&)gbs_‘\\._

< glided uphill past B6b and Lygia. The gloom was: overspread'

at ir;egular iqtegvals‘by‘sgft ovals pf light spun out by.

the lamps that street vendotrs perched atop their stalils. In

the wash of light that taised every crease in his face, the

% vendor would’ofﬁqr buns, can@y, the use of a _weigh-scale,

] - —

A

old coins, -and trinkets cast’ from low-;rad silvéxr. Bob,

PR

who .had arrived in La Paz only that afterno d,"felt dizzy
from the  altitude. A g;inding headwché had foréed him to

.. . remove his contact lenses, and before his eyes the .glow
- a a“ .
of successive lamps merged, transforming the street into a
smudged chain of light posed ggainsé a. broader Qwathg of

&
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Bob walked Lygia back to her hotel. 'She invited him up
~. ‘ .

. , ) . A .
to her room to meet her cousin Ana Clara. The attendafit at

the front desk objected, but his resistance softened when
Bob balanced a few pesos on.the counter and promised to

N . §
leave within half an hour. When tﬂky opened the door of tle
room, Ana Clara was sitting on the bed. She was small,

. M

4

da;k, pensive; her bfaids were roped ﬁogether at the ends.
Lygia: spoké to ‘her 1n a Portuguese too rapid for ob to
follow. Then she said in English: "Bob is a r;:;\irijg l"
Ana Clara asked him about his weafth what did he do?
Her shaky Eﬂ/Iish confused Bob. Was she asking him what he

did for a living, or what he did with his time? A line of

pat ter. gregégq in his throat -- the 6;psu1e biography he

[ o e
L T

produc®d on. such occasions -- but the beer  took- a.rgriRa

preventing ' the ¢legant’ formula from unfolding. Bo}

stammered. "I get kind of weird whenMI'talk about it....

< -
Ei

Ana Clara gas watching him. Bob felt uneasy; he had had

too much to drink. He asked the /women when they were

leaving for Peru. They arranged to travel to the border

‘together. Soothed by ;3e promise of renewed contact, Bob

said goodnight and left the hotel.

On ., the bus to the border Ana Clara sat next to A, thin

/

European with largé eyes who introduced Wimself as

- ‘ 92



of English and Spaanh (Gerhardt spoke’English and some

+ —

v

Gerhardt. He and Ana Clara} clawing through verbal thickets

Spanish, Ana, PClara Spaunish and some English), managed to
sustain a confused flirtation over the tw;-day tfip to
Puno, on the Peruvian sid; ;f Lake Titicaca. The four of_’
them ?aught the train to'Cuzco together. During the day-
long journey to the oldd Inca capital, Béb glanced’oufu tme
window of ‘the train & moment after the passing of a rare
rainstorm on the altiplanoc and saw' a strikingly1 bright
ralabow siﬁking into the clouds beyond the toss of Lygia's.
loose red hair. 1In the middle of Ehe afterno;n the ,:;ain

stopped in a drab station. Children swarmed around the

windows of the first-class carriage, thrusting: bits of

»

charred meat speared on sticks in the passengers' faces and

EY

yeLlihg out pricegs. Lygla opened the window, leaned outside

and began to bargain. Comedian Bob looked out’' at the

eruﬂtion of people. He grabbed a handful of long, thin
[ . . ‘r -

~ A
ballaqgﬁ/ m\pis travel bag, inflated each balloon with a
series of quick breattis—and folded it into the shape of a

l1lama. He piﬁched the head of each llama to tease out timny, -

pouched ears. Then, leaning out the window, he starfed to

toss the llamas to the children. The <children shrieked, -

1
forgot the dry meat on their wooden sticks.and fought each

"other for the balloons. The balloons ffoated|down through

1. .93~ S -

.
' .
\
. '
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"the cold air: elements of the washed-out altiplano remade

oo in . gaudy rtubber. Comedian Bob drifted one balloon to

v ey N

<

. . " N
the Left, one balloon to the right;\ﬁiwzztched the shoving

mass of children buckle and flow with ch flick of his
'®

hand. He was a conjurbr, showing them an image of their own
( —
world that they hQS\never seen. When the E?;in jerked away

-

from the platfo%?:gﬁd began'f@whaul out of the station, the

-

children rushed after it. Bob could see them straining to

catch up with the first-clags carriage; could Hear their

7

voices beseeching him for gne more balloon, one more pretty

llamita. The track curved and the children were wrenched

- "from sight. Bob wasted one bhalloon on empty space and sat

! ld

down >Blowing up the balloons at hjigh altitude had made him

»

.-dizzy. His head throbbed and his contact lenses felt dry

d against his eyeballs. Through the smeared confusion of his
. \ ! P S \

vision, Bob heard laughter. He blinked. Lygia was doubled”

over,<in her -seat. That evening, when the four of them

‘arrived in Cuzco, they signed into their hotel ‘as  two

couples.

/ %
Comedian Bodb snapped off the short-wave radio and slid the

window shut. The first-class carriage was getting «cold.

Gerhardt 'and Ana Clara sat huddled together over the low

)
e

— L formica-topped table that separated them, speaking with
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eyes and hands as much as with with words. Upposite Bob,

Lygia sipped her beer slowly.

~
~

d and looked out the window of the train.- The

gs at the edge of the railroad line had vanished.

The ltiplano had weathered to a grey-bfown color and had

telejcoped ~ open into a wide, arid vastness. 4The"train
\ i

thre ss gaping horizons. . Bob was glad he had not

in his contact lenses that morgfﬁg,\‘Oh the journey up
he h4d been ¢b£e"to sSee c}e%ily the endless stretch of tge
platedu, and the shock hdd left him gasping for breath.
Ther; were times when Bob disliked the mountains, longin%
for t@! tropical areas of South America. Two months earlier
he had speﬁt some time in Santa Marta, on the Caribbean
coast of Colombia. He could still feel the residue ofl the
silky coastal heat on his skin, the warmth 5} the sun, ;he
slow gyration of Judy's palms o; his shoulder blades. He
had met Judy in a café; had entertained‘her with part of
one of his comedy rOQtines. She was thirt;-four, an old
hippy :who ‘ha¢ sta;ted out on a long trek tﬁrough the
Americas with her boyfriend, only to be dumpe& for a

younger woman in Panama City. By the ‘time they had been

together a week, DBob realized that he had underestimated

Judy's loneliness. More than physical passion inspireéed the -

desperation with which she‘clung to Bob in the sagging

7o
Loy



\y

e Ty OFTRIPUIRT TR T e Ve T 4 L A
VTR AT T ™
3 v e

buy her another beer.

\.

{

LS

double bed in his hotel room.. When Judy began to use th;
bfdnouﬁ "we" in speculating on future travels, -“Bob decided
to leave her. He booked a seat on'a'bus‘to Bogotd, telling
Judy nothiug of his plans until th{ morning of  his
departure. He Lrolléd out of bed, dressed and began to
pack- "Time . to move gn," he ;aidjr‘"l'm.gzin%.to Bogo%ﬁ."
He saw the outlinerof Judy's body stiffeﬁ;l but, not having

AN

put in his contact lenses, he didn't tealize she qaé cryinh

until he heard the first sobs. She said: "Do you thitnk

O ?
you're ‘géiug funny, or what?" e next day Bob was
sctolliﬁg through Bogotd's emerald-vend%ng district, a cpol

rain was falling; " he told himself he had saved his freedom

by a hair. But ‘the echo of Judy's quavering voice

_continued to ring between his ears, .the blurred .outline of

her body, stiffenei}in d#shay, refused to erase itself from

his memory. ’ -

2

,Hé heard a click and a cascade of laughter. Lygia had '

taken his photograph. uBob iunged as if to wrest the camera

s -

k]

from her.

-

"Thief!" she said in Spanish. "Ratero!" The steward,

passing in the Qisle, veered around. Lygia laughed harder.

A wave of 1ong‘c1nnamon°hair fell in a“tangle across her

face. She cleared her hair from her eyes and asked Bob to
. a

¥ -

-

oty :“m



L
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"Puede traerme dos cervezas mas, poxr favor?"” Bob said to
/

. the steward. The steward nodded and/strbde away. When

B / .
returned with bottles and plastic g}asses, which he passed

-

’

across the hunched forms of Gerhgrdt and Ana <CLlara, Dob

overtipped him. "The secret tq/any language," he said,

filling Lygia's §lass, "is to,know how to politely -order
;o :

one more beer:nqy-matte& how dfunk you may be."

“"Can you do it in Portugu#se?" Lygia asked. Bob. tried
‘ /

. and Lygia made a mockery of/ﬂis pronunciat}on. He wasn't

o eipret%ive enough, she sayd; he h;d to speak more with his
handg. She demonsgtrated. #gb aped her mov;;;nts, waving his

. .arms aroﬁnd like an exhqésted bo;gr. The di;turbance broke
. ‘ ‘the épell oé' Gerhqédt's /xﬁﬁ' Ana Clara's intimacy.

/ . !
Gerhardt's fingers geﬁl away from Ana Clara's dark braids,.

/
They pulled apart, s/traightened up ‘in their seats.
. > /
Gerhardt stared into space. "This is crazy,”" he said
/ P.

quietly té Gob;/ "When I speak English she doesn't

»

understand; wh#ﬁ she speaks Spanish,~ I don't understand.

i
i

1

Apd when we,épeak our own languaées it's hopeless...you
. / \'

-
fre

you?' ,/

/

/ -
Comedign Bob shook his head.
/

- 1
/

" "{'f//trying to explain to her that this kind of- thing

/ . -

~

isn';//normal ‘For Ee. I can't find out if she has had
N

/

don't know hdw to say 'casual relationﬁﬁip' in Spanish, do

v
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relationships like this before."f

' "Comedian Bob said: "Does it matter?"

"I want to know hog much this means to her," Gerhardt
*
) &
said.
"I could ask Lygia to translate;; - ) ‘ "

-

They were almost whispering: Gérhatdt shook his head.
"It wouldn't be the same. We must work it out ourselves.

9 0 n o i
You understand?" . ‘

B . -.! .
Bob drank a deep swig of beer. "Nope. I don'st understand

L)

a goddam thing."

o

Gerhardt's cheéks stiffened. "I don't bélieve that," he
‘said. "You travel all the time. /}his kind oé thing éggﬁi
happen to you." -

,Comediaq Bob shrugged his shoulders. "I take it as it
comes. I enjoy myself. Who cares what ‘things mean?" He
reached down into his travel bag, pulled out his short-wave
radio,f.tugged oéen the window and ran hp the aerial Lgtq
the blufred distances. A chill wind‘funneled in his +face.
He could feel it dragé;ng at his hair and stinging his

cheeks. He‘turne? on the radio and spun the dial. R;ffs of ©
static, unexpected 'chords of musL;, languages that were
immediately comprehensible or éomically foreign, flowed
through his fingers. "...Sounds like Mongolian to ime.

That's what \;§u get being up here at .fourteem thousand

°
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‘Brazilian station.”

e,

4

;Let. You catch the waves bouncing off the ionosphere, all
) ' :

the way fromthe land of Geng{:s Khan...." He drained his
beer and said: '"Buy me another beer, Lygia. I.paid last
time." , .
ﬁ ¢
Lygia _laughed and refused. "You're drunk ‘enough -
already." . ' .

"You won't even buy me a beer?" said Bob

"NO:" . (h\’ | ‘b

« v .

"Will. you share a.room with me in Puno tonight?"

. » Lygia laughed again, her eyebrows arching. "Wait and

v At
"

see.,
4

The needle of Bob's radio clashed with a ﬁ\:guage he )
* ’ h

recognized immediately. He héld the‘dial taut as the rad#
!
unreeled a stream of rounded vowels and resonating nasals.

A single male voice was speaking, evidently a newsreader.
A

"fey, Hygiag Ana Clara," Bob said. "News from home! It's a

L

’

Ana Clara was shaking: "Turn it off! It's government

propaganda, it's nothing but lies...." 3 Y

Bob looked at her, startled.

“Turn it off'!" Ana Clara said. She shook her head. Her

-

braids thrashed her cheeks and left glistening welts of

tear§4l She stumbled out of her seat and careered down the
- ’ ~

aisle to the ehd of the carriage. Lygﬁi went after her. .

\_ )
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Comedian Bob si@>ed, snapped off the radio, lowered the

% o

aerial, closed the window and slid thevshort-wave into his,

travel bag. '"Now what the hell was that all about?"

"She was ubset," Gerhardt said.

“No kidding. Just because of a bunch of hogwa;h on the
radio."

"No," Gerhardt said. 'Not just because of that. Because
of what you and Lygia were saying. "Yelling about whether

you were going to sleep togethervim Puno.... When you

./‘/’,\“ ~

intetruphed us, Ana Clara and I had just decided that it
would be better if we didn't share a hotel room ing,Puno

tonight." .

*

1

The night in Cuzco that they had first shared a hotel room,

Comedian Bob had spoken to Lygia in a manner that was

msbudéyant, extravagant, overly loud. The ,room in which they

,

had found themselves had remindﬁd Bob of Lygia and Ana

Clara's ,hot?i room {in La Paz. It broug?t back to Bob the
embar;assing )drunkenness that had befuddled him the night
h; and Lygia had met. To drive memories of that night from
Lygia's mind, Bob had played brash American, telgTEE tales
and laughing loudly at his owg jokes? Sea;ng him naked for

the first time, Lygia said: "My laughing little boy....

Her arms closed aréund his waist. They bantered their way
. ks 1 3 - .
- . ® 8
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’ through five days in Cuzco. Their laughter was armor: a
protection - against the intenslty and seriousness of

4) '
‘Berhardt and Ana Clara. Bob and Lygia hurled empty chatter

[} -~

‘at the other couple's groping, 1lived théir own brief
involvement in  defiance of meaning. 'They kept to- the
surface of things. Sé\ﬁow, when Lygia returned froé the end
J of the f;rst-cla§s cafriage\guiding_f subdued, 'fragile Ana
Clara, Bob “found himself lacking a lan;uage in which to

talk sto her: they had never discussed emotion.~ They sat

facing one another, their conversation withering before Ana
Clara's tear-veined eyes.
Bob looked out the window. The clopds were sinking,

’ growing thicker. He watched the darkness gather, until the

»

train was rvattling through the night. In the first-class
carriage tHe lights came on. Gerhardt, Lygia and Ana Clara

sat without sbeaking among the debris of a day-long

o

* journey; Bob felt himself beginning to d%ze.

—

~ The cold woke him. The train was sfzwing. He reached

P

under his seat,-lifted his alpaca sweater outﬂof his travel

bag and pulled it over his shoulders. ‘Lights outside the

train muted the reflection of Bob's face in the glass. They

were entering 4 station. "Juliaca," said someone across the

aisle. A dimly-lighted platform slid into view. The
‘ -train stopped. Bob watched a woman, swaddled in a poncho,
- . o
L 101°
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.their mfsery.
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waikiﬁg’along the plgtform. She clutched a bulging plastic
garbage ‘bag ;gainst her stomach, Bob had seen- similar bags
in markets, the edges rofled back to reveal dried, mounded
coca leaves. The leaves were sold by weight at a negligible

price; people chewed them to stave off hunger a.nd %‘kaze

-
¢ . i \
. \ .

“ e
o A T—

Two youths drew past the pacing woman; one passing -on

s

‘either side of her. They were barefoot; their_qrouseré

Qwere bunched with twine around their thin -waists. Each one

whipped a glinting point algng the underside qf the

ploddipg woman's garbage bag. Coca~leaves’chscaded onto

" the plaEform.= The woman froze. Spreading her pqncha, she

fell fac2 first onto the loosely mounded coca. The two

L} <
:

youth's clawed at the woman™s flanks, scooping handfuls of

3

coca leaves into woven pouches hastily unslung from their

H

shoulders. The woman came to her knees, flailing her short

‘arms, and h'acked at.one yoﬁth's shins with the side of her

hand. The youth hatled back his fist, brought it forward
and cracked his knuckles against the woman's forehead.

" “The  woman fell hard on'her"back, her legs twisted‘cgaér~
her .at an impossible angle. "The two youtﬁs dived at the
modnq of now-exbosed ctoca leaves. Half a dozen other people
rushed forward, .burrdwgﬁg into the heap of diék ‘green

*

leaflets, trying to scrape the coca into bags and pouches.

-

~ ' Y ' .
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oy ‘Thef fel] against each other, toppfed over into a pile of
héa?;ng limbs; eight or ten people ering to Wrestle Qq§

//
‘- gouge each othqr as they rolled on the Eﬁ:i_a_ggﬂerm

Bob remembered

] balloons. He pulled them out of his
Pl .

- ‘f ' travel bag _~and began to iﬁflhte them, folding them dinto

small olls that resemb%ed llamas. Comedian Bob heaved - T

the window of the first-class carriage. "Llamas!" he A
C, -+ s

yelled at the ﬁreetling‘yodies.oh,the platform, as the

“

. ‘ ~ . ’
night chill flowed around his face. "Qef/your llamas!" He o
- /
) ' o tied to ‘think of a more enticing c¢ry, but he couldn't
\

remember the Spegiig‘woid for "balloon." "Llamas! Llamas!
« CoL . /1 \\\R . e D ". - N
-~ .~ Llamas!" he shouted. He threw an orange llama balloon out

roA

theuwindow. The balloon &wirLed into the dark and’ landed on

+

_the railway tracks. The‘shouts of the grappling people on ]

tBe platfovm invaded the first-class carriage. A gust of
1 1 - ——

wind fliéped the orange llama on the rails onto its Dback.

The balloon skidded down the railway 'line 4into the
e : . '

darkness. "Stop fighting," Bob said. "Look at.the llamas."

- r——

His voice ‘faltered. "Llamixas‘americenae para todos."
_ ﬁf ) ° The striggle continued. Comedian %o; stared_ie sglence.
’ : The.chill breeze sent Bob's e;tra balloons skidding ‘acress
" the tabletop; they fell ipto the aisle Gerhardt aund Ana
blaea began picking them up off ;he‘gyeor.

After a  few minutes 'the struggle waned.’ People
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started to fill up.

&

shiouldered their bundles and started to plod ‘toward the
, e . » ]

train. 'ffgures rolled clear of the ﬁﬁle of bodies, climbed :

¢ .

tqltheir feet, shruéged'theif.clothes ihto‘pl;ce and joined
the queue shzifling toﬁard?the éécond-classacarrigges.

The stream of people -- small figures 1§tnched‘ beneath
ﬁundles,‘:women wga?iﬁg layets of filphy skirts, bi}ken hep
with spindly legs “-e-hlbcked Bob Denison's view of the ‘
sggtion‘gf the platfo%m‘wherg the struggle had occurred. As

the front .of the line arrived at_  the second-class -
X t h
* 4

carriages, . the queye ground to a halt. Shouts echoed .from

farther down the train as the second-class carriages,

]

[}

Qhen.the quené'hgd filed past, a single figure remained
sprawled on the platform. The wohan whose coca bag had been
slashed lay on‘her*stomach, lber face turned/’toward the
train. Her layegea skirts were tormn; she had beén stripped’
of ﬁ!rféoncho;‘.her hat was gone; her lips were bléody and
h?r hair spilled in a.tangle .across her shoﬁlders..He} arls
were:- fluﬂ% out in front of her andher clenched fingers-
grippedﬁ\a shreddeq,darﬁ green tassel that was , all that
remained'.of ’fhe plastic‘ garbagé bag in which she had .

. . P, -

catrlqﬁ her coca. Her lips stumbled, making no recognizable

.

sound.' ] a -y
Tﬁe\ train gave A"jerk and began to roll out of the

~2
r
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station.

.
. -
a
b . [ t}
- ¥ '

o

. .The 1lights of the Juliaca platform receded into the

\ i

~ .night. Icy wind slashed at Bob"s cheeks. He turned from .the

window, glancing at the llama balloons that Gerhardt andﬁ . \\

o

Ana Clara had piled on the tabletop.‘ Reaching across the

* table, Bob Penison gathered up the-balloons in his arms and

4

dumped them out the window into the darkness.

) : % |
- ] / N ' N "3 /\
. ¢ Fpr . the duration of the trip Bob sat huddled against the

te

[

" * r
i )\vf“‘“WiQ?ow. “The cold seepad into him, settingvoff shivers that

Itd

&f élimbed( his arms and'prickled across the nape of his neck.

He: felt immobilized. It was more para}yzing than the stage

-

f
i . .fright that used to Qttaékhhiﬁ in u;familiar clubs. bThe
oo - woman's fac??(ﬁressed ggainst the\failway platform an,érm's
le;gth,from.his first-class seag,- snapped into focus e;erf
“(‘, time Bob closed h}s eyes. He could hear her bloodL&dﬁlips&
< l mumbling: "Do you think youéfe beiﬁg funny, or what?""

Lygia -stfetch;d _toward him beneath the table. ‘Her
mﬂfingers;,. which until a m;ment earlier’ had been poised
against the window pane?‘ were cold to the touch. She )
massaged Bob's knuckles until both his hands and hers hgd
grown wa;mer: They sat holding hands under the taﬂle, Ana
Clara and éerﬁardt m@?muring in the adjacent seats,,.untii
the train rolled into Puno. Snow ;carred the .groqnd
1 0 . o x ., . N ,

105 e e,




-
g

outside the Puno Qtation. The dirt étreets, furrowed with

-]

aéeé ruts; set Bob, off stride. Without warning, rain began

to fall. In an instant the bars of sn?w vani%hed; hat-brims

sagged, ponchos drooped, thick heads of hair were beaten to’

Pl

wet strands. The rain fell relentlessly, ‘a tropical

downpohr turned icy by mountain air. The passengers who

were streaming from the train began to run. Sheet lightning

4 i : . o ,
flashed, "polishing the surfaces of the puddles that were

filling the 1ruts and softening their e&ges. When the

lightnfng had passed darkness closed in, dented by thfts

2

of weak light from crowded hotel doorways. ~

-

stepped around a cormner,
.

into a street.that led toward the center of the town. Puno

Bob, <c¢lasping Lygia's hand,

was the hub 6f the Andean travel whéel: .there were hotels

everywhere. Glancing back over his sboulger, Bob saw Ana

———r

Clara and Gerhardt following him.

°

Their heads were bowed

together; they
LS

gear each other over the downpour? Bob and Lygia marched

through the storm in silence, holding, hands. Bob could feel

i

the ridges below Lygia's kunuckles. The rain bewildered him.

Looking for a hote} whe?é he had stayed on a previous

"

stopover in Puno, he got lost: By the time he found the

hotel, it vas nearly full.

-

¢

« "Cuatro camas. _£ s efor. Hay un colectivo con siete.

-

o4
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seemed to be talking. Would they be able to



donde faltan cuatro." - a

"What was that?" Gerhardt said.

Bob' said: "He's got a room with seven beds in ‘it and

-

four of “them are empty."
. . 71 .
"Take, it," Gerhardt said([ "We're not going to “~find
anything elsé -- all tng§9ther'places looked crammed."”

-

Bob turned to the desk clerk. There *“were - no double

.rooms? No, sir: none, Bob. asked hinm tﬁe“pride of the beds
. in the rooﬁ for seven people, bargained for a few moments,

but made little headway.” 'Okay," he said; "ui'}L take

them." The clerk asked them for their passports. Bob made

a movement toward the button-down breast pocket of 'his

shirt and realized that he was still holding hands with

‘Lygia. They shook free of one another. Speaking to Lygia

for the first time sie;e before the train's arrival {n

Juliaca, Bob said: "Goddam, I'm real sorry T couldn't get

us a double room. . , 8y

Lygia shrugged her shoulders. "It's only for one night."

"One' last night.... Bob's voice resounded tinnily 1in

his own ears. He didn't trust his own ﬁkttercanymorq‘ He

]

felt isolated: a performer unable to break through to his -’

audience.. 'Lygia's face hung'befdre,his eyes, her forehfad

glistening from the rain, Her cinnamon hair beaten to -a

’

‘éilky mat. In a rush, the neéd to hold her hard agaiﬁst him

A
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seized Bob's senses. -
“Last nights are newver any fun anyhow," Lygia murmured.
"Yeah," Bob said. ‘“You've . just gotta take it as it

comes."

i
\

"Morning," Gerhardt said, propping himself up in bed, Qhen
the grey light h;d become -undeniable. "Tiﬁe fér me to leave
fo£ Lima. Next week I will be back in my oéfice de@igning
éarages'and none of you will existed"

No one replied. The thr;e Peruvians with .whom they had
been sharing the room -- middle-aged soldiers stationed at
an outpost on the altiplano, who haé come into Puno for the

weekend -- had already dressed and departed. Outside, rain

was still falling.

Bob grunted - and rolled out of bed. He dressed aﬁd packed

Priskly. In a few minutes the four of them, 'subdued and
rumpled, were standing in the street., > :

Rain had been falling all night. The street outside the

-

hotel, paved with interlocking stone, had become a broad

gutter, channeling a shin-deep torrent of muddy water. Low-

slung intercity taxis were pulled up onto the narrow curbs

1

‘nnd men stood beside them shrieking out destinations. The

~

yells made Bob's head throb.

They  ate breakfast in a café crowded with travelers
K ' -

.
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complaining about the rain. In English, CerJCﬁ, French,

Brazilian Portuguese and Argentine- and Chilean-accented

-

Spanish the refrain was the same: everyone was getting out

of this damned wet country, crossing the ©border into

Bolivia. Bob ordered a large'bréakfast; the others had ontlty
coffee. Gerhardt and-AnajClara held hands on the tabletop,

the ‘polished black formica reflecting'&he 1mage' of thelir

clasped fingers. .- .

-

Gerhardt said:,'“WHere are you' going next, Bob? You're

the only one who doesn't have to go home right away."

SN
-

"As long as it keeps raining, - I'll probably try to hole

up 1inya decent hotel and work on that routine I started omn

the train. Then down to the Chi'lean coast. Arica. You ever
seen the beaches ‘there?"
They all shook their heads, ‘cradling empty coffee cups.

No one spoke. Then Gerhardt pushed back his chair, and the

others stood up. Théy paid for their coffee and stepped ou{

onto the streét. : "

.

Outside, the sky was pale grey. Water sloshed over the

-

cobblestones; rain continued to fall, languidly, without 

-

the crushing force of the night before. At the end of the

street, half a dozen blocks distant, the pale mass of Lake

>

Titicaca qupged up the rain. -Far out on the hofizon,

blurred by mist, Bob <could distinguish a small launch.

a



.shoylders. Beyond the fall of Lygia's red hair, Dob  saw )

.Gerhardt and Ana Clara pr%ssing against each dther. ,Ana /

- , - . ) . , /
address’,'" she said. "Send me a postocard of those beachis at

This morning he had put- in his contact lenses.

4

The first tﬁxi 'they came across had’ tﬁtge unclaimed ‘
seats.  Lygia a;d Ana Clara stashed their luggagé in the
trunk. éob found himself saying goodbye to Lygia. "ffmé to
move on," he said, staring into her pale blue eyeé. He

reached . forward and closed his arms around Lygia's

Clara sobbed as they came apart; Gerhardt was écribbling on/

a scEap of paper. Bob released Lygia. '"You've got /d?

o

’

Arica {if you're not too busy with the next woman y09/meet.

Look me up the next time you're in Rfm.&gd I'il ;Mow 'yoégb

. /
some real beaches." /

N —

- S
Bob dug into his pocket and handed Lygia his business
card. "If you're ever passing through Texas and you want

.
" v

to meet a real Texas.long-horn....
Lygia smirked, . took a half-swipe at his face and ducked

into the Dback seat of.the taxi. Bob qverheard the taxi ’

driver shiékering with the‘man recruiting passengers: which

would be better imn Sed," the dark} or the redhead, éoddam

gringos had it easy,f‘rici as emperors and womeﬁ went crazy

over’-that white skin, goddam Brazilian women went Erazy.

over anything, they were easy to lay: “Fdciles las
N ‘ ) - ' ] % . .

'
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. t and
brasilenas...."

Bob scowled at the men. Seeing he‘understpod them, they

<

cackf?ﬁiﬁ "One more seat!'" yelled the recruiter. '"One seat
left for Yunguyo and the border!" A well-dressed middle-
aged man walked up and cl%mbgd into the front ‘seat; the

recruiter slammed the door on him. Before Bob could ta&e

\
account of wha; was happening, the taxi had rolled off the
R ‘4
curb, hissed down the flooded street, turmed a corner and

disapbeared.
¥

<

thro%ﬁhn-the\ last

"

Bob and Gerhardt walked ' together
spattering drops of rain. They.camé to a stop in a street
near the lakefront where the bus companies that traveled ?o
the Peruvian coast had their officgs. .The rain had turned
Bob's hair to lank wet strands; he pushed it back off his

L %4

forehead. "Are _you and Ana Clara going to see Sach other
again?" " ‘ \ ’ .
"We'd like to,'" Gerhardt said. '"We're going to write. We
hope to meetain a feé’months -~- maybe in\Germdny, mayﬁe in
Bragil." : S : . ' . v
"That sounds gooa," Bob said:‘.
"It's mot géod!" Gerhardt shook hig %ytl} .Aark hair.

"It's terrible. If we make this commitment, one of us®ill

be uprooted. God, I wish I could be like'you, Bob! Take it

)

P
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as"it comes, enjoy yourself and move on. That '®{¥he bé;t

& way."
~ ' °

"I'm not that happy-go-lucky,”" Bob said shortly. "I'd
like to see Lygia again."

' "But you're not goimng spend days worrying about it,"

» »
Gerhardt said. "That's what I admire in you, Bob.... You've
been a real example to me," He e;tenqsﬁ his hand.

Bob shook‘the hand. Barefoot Indians, bowed under heavy

-

bundles, padded along the muddy street. Bob stared at:
. . them, realizing that in weeks of traveling through Peru he

had never looked hard atlIndians, never wohdefed what they
& .

]

carried in their buw@le;.
"Have a good time in Arica," Gerhardt said, turning away
Pad o ,

in the direction of the nearest bus company.

"Thanks," Bob said, as the tumult.of the crowded street

T, filled his eyes, “"Iwwill." L
. L2
o | A -4
- ’ I A
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k "ILNSIDE CT -

You tell the guard that you have cbme\to see the prisoners.

He searches you, heavy hands tracing the inside seam of ~—=

— R ' : . .
your trousers from ahk}e to crotch. He nods. You pass
‘through a door, behind a screen, where another guard bholds

a microphone. You fepeat'theféwo names you have been given.
The guard speaks the two names into the microphone. You
mmé;et them at the bars, two men in T-shigtgagnd jeans that
tﬁabn'Q. join at the waist, flowing mu;tachea and identical
center-part haircuts. They shout through the bars, pure T
release of energy and emotion, so fast you can barely c;TEh-
.ft, I've been here four years and three months now. Around
you, families press against their prisoners, children

dripping tears between the - bars onto thefr kneeling

fathers' chests, Indian women looking at tﬁ?f?Ahusbands and
' . not speaking. More visitors press in behind you, pushing
you along the bars. Man, I've/seén these kids grow up, I

/

-

—s e

-
e -
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- got a call from home, my parents called last night, my

% »

two little brothers they're over six foot now, I traveled
around South America a fair bit before I got busted, ~I got

a'four-yehr-old kid in Brazil I afn't never seen not like

Jacques, he ain't never even seen La Paz, arrivied in this

town and got busted the same night. How are you, you manage\\mx

to shout, how's it going? We're not too bad now, moving

along the bars as more visitors stream in, our Honorary

Consul's been a bit more decent to us lately. In here you
/

gek——vﬁf/';ou have to eat breakfast whether you want it or

o

not, then you have~the rest of the day to bore yoursé€lf to
deathl There wused to be like forty-some ér&pgos in here;
thirty-nine Americans, it was a party., I me;n MONEY! Every
day somebody was getting a hundred do{lars,‘ two hundre&
dollars. Then the U.S. recognized Bolivia, now there's only
six of us -- us two and a Norwegian and a Soutﬁ@kfrican and
a German and some other guy, the old slow-mover. Yeah,
says 'Jacques, the old slow-mover there. We gotta Dbuy
éverything in here, John shouts, clothes, food, we gotta-
pay for the use of the room. And the shit they give us for -
food! They‘put lotsa sodium on it to make yuh swell up an'
feel like you're full, thén.an hour later you shit and

you're émpty again. There's no calcium in the food, my

teeth are falling apart. You know how the dentist works in

" - . 114 S
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here? He doesn't use.an anesthetic; he drops acid on your

. .- -

“teeth to kill the nerve, then he goes in and does his work.

te He pggged thié t?ch out on me, I j%f; had g l;tile‘cavity
and ﬁg;ianked out the tooth. No Qnesthetrc, I'm yeiling ﬁy
head o;f and he says d?n't scream, everybody's lookingp T'
say use an Ehesthatié then. 'We don't gét any visitors,
says Jacques. Just bld’Father Bill, Fat;;; B, we\yCIL himT\ :‘
; He's a great guy, noﬁe'oftthis holy crap;ﬂand big, yeah, he 1
‘used t; be a football player. Sometime;iwg say come on

Father DB., can -you give us a hundred pesos? we néed a

2

steak, and he always comes through. This altitude, this.is

4%a bitch of 'a climate, the temberaturev goes down and

Y

/ everybody has runny noses for two days and gets bronchitis.

Between these two walls,J all around the prison, there's a

9

- space about seven feet wide; you're a bad boy, they put you
in there. You're -cut off, eh, 1t helﬁs to know the

Sergeants then, they're all real old guys, real easy-going,
‘ NS
you can get a friend to get them to take some food fn for
[y L3

you. But all-along the wall, right inside it, there's these
little cells. They found a hole in- one, they dfcided it was

an e3cape attempt. That guy'ﬁ;s mad, we had to .stand . up
against the wall like this, spreaQ%Fgle, and the guy starts
. : s

hitting us with a pole with two hands. Two hands. I was

) : e < »
blue for two days, couldn't hardly get up the next morning .

‘
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and you ask, elbowed along the bars by the inflow of,
visitors, what are‘your ;hancgs? Boes anybody gethopt? Naw,
John . shouts, . ‘you can't pay peo;le of% "cause ""TEZf
governments g?t changed ’too qﬁickly and :verybody gets’
shuffled, all the way up. I got, twelve years, 1n Canada you

serve one-third of your sentehce, if we got sent home I'd .

be o6n the szfeet, they'd just keep me in the clihiq for a -

month to look me over. Yeah, Jacques sﬁqhts, me, I got my
, .
sentence on my bitthday, after I'd been in here a year and s

a half -- ten years. Crying éhildren, ﬁurmur;ng wives in
pon;hos énd scarves, dozens of-cénversétions din against
y;:;ﬂgz;ring. Jacques pres;es his face toward you, the bag;
deform his cheeks. My,fath;r died while I was in here, he
died ‘seven ﬁonchs ago, I go;{tne news a month after he
died. Fafher B. _comes in :ﬁys sit down Jacques, I've got
to gzlk'to you. Cuﬁ Ehe ; ap, Father B.,,whs died? And then
he says my father. 1 nédver expected that, I thought it'd be
my mother, I thought she'd be th% one to die, and tﬁe
crowd sweeps '§ou to the eng of the bars.Come Dbac ; they ) .

say. €Come visit us again. The crowd carries you forweard

until there's nothing in front of you but stome. The guard=

_ smiles—at you and says buenas tardes and you're out im the .

G T

hard sunlight of the Plaza San Pedro, dazzled by the

o

-
q

silence. . U

L %
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4 _ ' THE HOUSE IN ANKARA

B -~
* -

"Them kids," Nyle said.

T EN -«
R‘M‘-_‘ —'_L//_’—r’
“Eh?”u ) e

[y

“"Them damn kids. Jeeze, are they ever loud -today!" ’ )

Ida's hands. barely stirred on the 2rmrests- of her ¥

I

wheelchair. As shé€ sank deeper into deafness, her

~complaints about the noise from”the schoolyard dwindled.

Nyle ”wdndered whether she could hear the kids at all

5

\ - “

anymore. All that seemed to patten-to'lda now was food. T
Nothing was more important to her than that Nyle serve up
her meels righﬁ on the dot of when she'd eaten them all of

her eighty-six years: breakfast at seven, dinner at nobg,'=f 4

supper at fige-thirtyl The times harked back to farm

.routines the house no longer lived by: breakfast had come

directly after mornimng milking and suppéf\diieﬁtly . before

e.yen‘ing milking, with dioner halfway between the two@ Nyle

was s8till learmning his way around the kitchen, and

"
- [}
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sometimes meals took longer to cock than he expected. Thena

Y .

Ida would grow ixritaied, claiming that he Q:% taking

. ESA) .

v N ’ ! '
advantage of an'old woman, reminding him ,that she'd worked

hard al; her life, Ithat it wasn't her fault she was too

“w

feeble now to _shift for_herself.- She'd cooked for him for

long enough. ) v '

That last barb was the oﬁe'thht stung“ﬁyle the worst.

1da was Nyle's aunt; his mother's eldest sister. She had

lived in the house\ in Ankara as long as Nyle could”

) - ; .
remember. She had come to stay.with Nyle and his parents

as a thirty-six-year-old widow, when Nyle was still a baby.

Nyle's parents had hoped that Ida might remarry in three or
y P P g y .

four ears' time. Byt she had never looked at another man
y

after her husband had died. A few men had come to call

»

during those first yearsﬁlfpnd Ida had turned them down
» / - . .

flat, ignored every one of them. Word soon got out; the men

o

stoppeg callfﬁg. ~ Ida pursued her gardening and her
. i “
housework wundisturbed. Fifty years had gone by Nyle's

parents had died, the farm was no loﬁger a farm, ~Nyle

himself was unemployed and old before his time. But Ida was

still there, hetr ruddy freckled hands cupping the armrests
of her wheelchair. i =

She had worked-hard, kn her time. Nyle remembered her
going at the housework with a vengeful fury, her hair

]
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scraped back in a bun, 'her dustrag thrashing, as 1f hard

wotk aldne could redeem her for having stayed on

o

in her

sister's -house wiren she had been expected to remarry It

r

was- thanks to Ida that the Donaldsons had-the large
. !

most productive garden in the village 'of Ankara, th

i

‘Ida that scuff-marks on the kiﬁ:en tiles. Sdisappeared

before they could be noticed. She had continued to
4 S

her debt after the death of Nyle's parents: p#d coo

Nyle, kept house for him, done the shopping. When
. - ‘ - ‘
heglth had broken down, confiningfhér to the .wh;L
Nyle felt that it‘Y?uld be a betrayal xo:send his a
the Seniors' Lodge. Unagle to fook after her alo
engaged‘ help. kathy,} the neighbors' girl, cam

mornings ang even&ngs to help Ida dress and undress,

ease her in and out of bed. The homemaker, Mrs. Sha

‘~strong-faced Irishwoman who wore a crucifix, came
v

afterngons a week to help Ida take baths. Ida ha

reluctant to allow_h€rself to be bathed by a Catho

Donaldsons had always atQénded the Staudard Chu

&

. the

o

but [ when Nyle pointed out to her that it-was this

Senjors' Lodge, *Ida relented. Nyle, with plenty of
' L , 2

his hands, did the rest of the housekeeping. S

floors and making beds wasn't Nyle's kind of work;

end, though, he decided that it was better than sit

e

o

-
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v
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s T
fis ass all day. He'd even taught himself to cook. There
was nothing wrong with a man learning to cook. - Not when
)

P
1

he didn't have an alternative. And Ida had c¢ooked for NyLe

)

for-years; now it was his tura to cook for hﬁf' <

Nyle scrubbed potatoes under a trickle of luke#arm water\
at the kitchen sink. He sliced out"the eyes, but°left the:
rest. of the skin intact for éaki;g. He remembered a time
when this kitchen’ had no sink; whenithe house had no
plumbing. As a boy he used to trek up onto the biﬁff where
his father's grandfather. had dug 5' ninety-foot Qell
outside the(o;igihal houselon thé Bfoperty back around ,the
time of Confederation. Nyle would haul wat;r back to the
house in w£oden buckets -- n3¥flastic, in those &ays .-
moving with ;he .overiy ‘deliberate, X slowly zigzagging
- strides of a drunk man as he fought against the weight'

yangigg dogn on his thin right arm., He would arrive‘at the
”pousé with a white, bléodless trench cut int; hii/ palm.
‘Nyle was willing to bet that the kids hollering outside his
kltch;n window had never had to haul water by hand in their:
:lgves; they probably‘ thought that water had.always come
from Egps. - : |
"Jeeze," he said, flattening tInfoil against the bottom

. .
of the baking pan, "don't them kids ever quieten down? When

I was a young lad, school was inside."
W " ’ ) : : 4
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"They'll be out.fpr noon-hour now,” ~ Ida said.. "It's

*

gimost.time for dinner. Is hy dinner gonna be done by noon,
‘ T,
Young Nyle Donaldson?"

"I'm doin' the best I can, Igh." 5

Nyig glancea at the dried-out <cobs of <calico ,corn
hanging next to the cupboards, at the flat stone containing
fossilizeo: sea-ohells hthat,sat in the unuseo spice ‘rahk.
Nyle had dug up\éhe fossils as alboy. He looked' out the
window at the kids playing in the sunlight. Their .nolise
bothered himSmuch more than he;d expected it to. After the

steady grinding of maohihery that had droned through the

&ooked forward to the arrival of the children with a sense

——

ok\approachingdrelief. Their playing, he thought, would be(/

a lov Wﬂm compared with the bulldozers grumbling. He \had

forgotten the shrill, personal quality of schoolyard noise.

There as nowhere in the house wherte NyTe could escape the

shouts and shrieks of the children Between the long noon-
hour and the variods recesses, the kids seemed to
spend a large part of their schoolday out of- doors. Un

‘“three or four occasions Nyle had been driven to leaning out

the kitchen window and yelling at the kids to quieten down.

n

Finally, when he decided that his shouts weren't making any

impact, heé ‘tramped over to the school to talk to the

o
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“house for months while the school was being built, Nyle had
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principal.

¢ .
The ‘principal’s name was Mr. Simpson. He was a young,

N -

pale, city-brea man with small white hands that. sprButed
fingers as fragile-looking as splints. He wore a long-
sleeved white shirt with no T-shirt underneath, a red tie

and a gold tie-clip} he greeted Nyle with a handshake and

- .\

offered him a seat id his air-conditioned office. "Gid&ay,"-l

Nyle said, He looked ;t the priniépal's hands. Qe yondered
- , how they went about choosing pr}ncipals these days;, he
couldn't 'imagéne any kid feasing'the strap when thel hands
that wi;lded it were as feeble as Mr. Simpson's. .Could he
qrust»ghis man to move the kids odé from under his kitchen
window? Would the kids pay Mr. Simpson any mind?

[y

’ "I've been looking forward to meeting you, sir," Mr.

Simpson said. "1 understand this land's ‘been in your
family for more than a hundred yearé.y..”

- . - 2 !

"A hundred and fifty-two, until they took it away from us.

.to build this school of-you;s.“ ¥
. s N

"Yes." Mr. Simpson was silent. He glanced’ﬁriefly,at

the ai&dio-framéd color photograph of a blond woman and two

"

small children that stood on his desk. - "1 was wondering,

sir," the principal'resumed,‘ "what you could tell me about

. hunting around here...,'

"Hunting?" A : , ' ' .

127



- -
’ .

"fes," Mr. Simpson said. "I'm a hunter. I love "it,.
Always carry the old equalizer in the trunk of tﬁe‘car....J
Jeeze, Nyle thought, <can't this guy even see that the
land L in" Ankara Township;; been clea;éd for more than a

-

hundred years? Theré's no hunting around here -- one or two
. . *
deer left in the swamp maybe, but no real hunting.
"Farmers ain't hunters," he said. "I never had no time

£8r none of that stuff." He sat quiet until Mr. Simpson
was quiet, too. Then he told Mr. Simpson about the; kids
yelling aund screaming under his kitchen window.

/ Mr. Simpson listened. "Well, legai&y, you know there';
no reason those children should have to move." He fiddled
with his tie:clip. The school, he explained, owngd every
stitch of land righ; up to|Nyle's kitched window; it was
only the "front lawn," the little rectangle of dirt between
the door and the street, that Qtill belonged to Nyle.
Ho;ever, if the noise was bolhering Nyle and his aunt, Mr.
Simps®¥mn wou}d encoutage the chiidren to play {; a qtfferent
are; of the schoolyard. It.would be a good lesson for them
in learningjnespect for others. |

Nyle' went home satisfied. The next day there were no

"children playing under the kitchen window. Two days lat;r a

"game of tag darted past the window. After a week, the noise

was as bad as it had ever been. "It's that goldarnéd

123



o l

principal they got over there,”" Nyle said to Ida. "A%l he

.ever talks about is hunting, but he ain't ﬂbthing but' a

weakling. No )kidﬂs gonna ' listen to a guy like that.

Remember ‘old Mr. O'Malley? You'd be black an' blue for
three days if you.acted up on him."

Ida‘ nodded, her big hands shifting on the armrests.

-

"0'Malley smartened yous lads up in a hurry."

"Yeah. That's what them kids over there need." Two

~e

weeks after his first visit to-the school, Nyle was back in

Mr. Simpson's office. "Ain't there nothin' you can do to

A+3

quiefen them down?"

"I'm sorry, sir," Mr. Simpson said, “hut legally the

boundary of the school's property is the wall of ‘your
house. The prils have as much right to play! ther; as
anywhere else in the schoolyard. 1If you'd‘like, I can make
Pnothar announcement over the P.A. system and ask th;

pupils to play in a different part of the yard. But I'm

]
"

afraid thgt's about all I can do fér you....'

"Don't bother y;urself," Nyle had growled. Now whed the
kids' squalling became unbearable Nyle would go outside and
yell at them himself. The first time he had done this the

children had jerked to attention and fled. Lately, though,

he had bsgun to realize that each time he let rip a few of

°

the kids would start to giggle. They were provoking him, he

%
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saw; it was a game; when they were bored they would go and
make hell's own rgtkeé under the kitchen window to see. {if
they could get the old man tg come out and yell at them.
The thoyght made Nyle clencg his fists and feel ~ Like he
wanted to poung‘ something. It wasn't so'long ago that
people had respected Nyle Donaldson. Now he had to listen
to backchgt from a bunch of smart-assed ning-year-oizs who
had never done a lick-of work in their liveg*\The next time
he went out there ko quieten them down, he thought, the
first kid thgt sassed him would get a swift kick in the
rear. )

Only two summers ago, Nyle had been farming. He had
hoped to be able to farm until he was seventy. There had

N

been ‘barely a year inkthe last thirty when the Donaldson
place"didn't start haying before any other. farm in.ﬂAnkar;
Township, when the Donaldsons' corn didn't grow faster thag
any other corn in the neighborhood. "Here comes the go-
geetéé," Keith in tge village co-op would say whenever Nyle
arrived to buy seed or cattle-feed. With the rise in the

price of land, however, Nyle's compensation money from the

[}
appropriation of his fields for the site of Ankara Public

School simply wasn't enough to buy him a new farm. He and .

Ida lived off the compensatioﬁ money, while Nyle looked for

a job., 1t was a bad time for a £orty-eight-year-old man who
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There was more than one that was interested in yuh."

AN .

/

had never worked for anyone but himself to be looking for

)

" work. Farms were going bankrupt all over the Ottawa anle&,

.and "the villgfj/pb-ops, "the livestock merchants and the

farm mbchihery outlets all seemed to be deluged with

¢

applications from hard-working, scantily-educated men

boasting agricultural expértise:" Nyle had looked for a

w

job for eighteen months. Toward the end of this time, as he

. grew more frustrated, his jobhunting days tended to finish

¢

up at the New Dundee IQELNor down in Jackson's Rapids where
there wag a strip show on Ffiday nights. Six mounths ago
Nyle had given up looking for a job. He stayed at home now,

aud took care of Ida. He was drinking less th?ﬁ\pé had been

-

during the time "he was jobhunting. He .now understood,

a

although he did not accept, that he would probably never

-

work again. P

."Young N;le Donaldson," Ida said. '"How come.you never

got married? Always too busy working, eh? Never met any-

girls except at church where they didn't hardly talk to
you. How come you mnever married that Robertson girl? You
hfd‘the hustles for her something fierce."

"Jeeze, Ida, don't you remember nothin' no more? She

\married .that HcTaviQh lad. They been married thirty year§

npw., How come you -never married again after Garmet died?
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"Oh, one man was enough for my life. One was.more than
enough. But you Nyle, would yuh not of liked a wife?"

"Be quiet, will yuh, Ida?"
b ) - ! ]
Ida was quiet for a few moments. '

"Nyle."

"Yes, Ida?" . . o
@

~

"It's comin' up to noomn, Nyle. It's quarter to mnoon

~

right now." .
'"Jumpin', Ida, I canlt make the potatoes bake any
faster."

S :
He opened the door

»

E/Ege oven and lifted the tinfoil
with a wooden-handled serving fork. The ?otatpes were
Jprowner, but;';gk yet baked. The two smalicsteaks looked
done; so did the creamed corn and the gravy that ‘:€re
bubbling on the front burners of the stove. Nyle told Ida

-~

that dinner would be ready at noon.

Ida nodded in approval. He;~;;hds lay still and her eyes
drooped half shut behinﬁ the lenges of her glasses. Ida and
her meals, Nyle thought. Since takimng to the wheelchﬁix lda
had éut on 'a lot bf_weigh;. The ?octor had cautioned her to
cut down‘on her e;ting: Looking at her, Nyle'could.see the
outline of the fép that had gathered on her stomach and

chest, ‘merging them %hto a single buiky curve. He scarled

back throtgh his mind, remembering the changes that he had

-

L
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watched overtaking Ida's fgcei‘ His childhood memories were
of a woman who was severe and sharp-featured; later, axcess
flesh had begun to s&udge her jawline; the flesh had
éhiekened to soft dewlaps, a downward extemnsion of the sags

of skin beneath her hard blue eyes. Next had come the
glasses; . then Ida's hair had turned white and the Ankara
Beauty Salon had taken to giving her the hairdo they
reserved for "old‘ladies" -- a tight bunching of white
curls meant to conceal the patches where a woman's hair
might be thinning. Now Ida's collar of wrinkles had grown
int¥ the seamed flesh above gﬁd below it. A creased bib of
skin hung from her mouth to her collarbone, making it
difficult to distinguish .where her chin gave way tph)hei
throat, and where her neck joined her torso. The créaky
clarity' of her voice seemed to be the only source of
definition that remained to Ida.

Nyle 1looked out over the spice lrack containing tﬂe
fossilized sea-shells, past thg,dangling ears of calico.
corn., OQutside, beyond' }hf- hordeé of kids brandishing
skipping ropes, soccer balls ghd baseball bats, the front

AN

wall of the school had squared off the outline. of the

bluff. Nyle <coulid read the big letters ratcheted to | the

¥

brick: ANKARA PUBLIC SCHOOL. The school had been sunk into

the hillside in such a way that the ground-level eatrance
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at the~bg2§uﬂ on the crest of the rise, wds on the second

B i

floor. The fraoant door, tunneled into the shoulder of ’thee

!

bluff, looked like the mouth of a cave. Nylé had gone into .

? -
v

the- school. one afternoon to take a look around. Delmer,
Nyle's old hired man from when this  land was ' still the

Donaldson farm, had become the school's janitor. At four-

,//’ thi Jy in The aftegpnoon, the pupils and teachers gone hoﬁe

bu ¢oors not yet locked, Nyle found Delmer pushing a
large *ﬁcuuﬁ cle;;er over  a stretch of blue carpet. JSome
kid puked here today," Delmer cackled. ‘ Nyle couldn't see
why a person would want carpets in a"school, esﬁecially

fancy wall-to-wall carpets like these; .Wouldn't they just

get”dirty...and puked on? What surprised Nyle more than the

carpeting, however, wére the .classrooms. They 'weren'p
‘ - " " .
really classrooms at all, just a series of big, L-shaped

spaces, each one containing three clusters of '~ desks’. He

thought of the eraser-fights kids wowld have in a space

-

that big. And three different teachers falling over Mach
~
v \

other Eﬁliﬂg to stop it! It would be bedLiT.

—
///ANKARA PUBLIC .SCHOOL. The silvered letiters shimmere& at
AN

Nyle through the glass of the kitchen window. The sch

provided kindergarteu to Grade Four for every kid within a

ten-mile radius. There were nearly four _hundred pupils. So

many kids.... Nyle hadn't realized that there - were ~thatﬂ
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many five- to nine-year-olds in the world. Three-quarters

of them were faceless and nameless to - him: he didn't know

who their parents were or where they lived. This was the

first school in Ankara that had drawn pupils from more tham.

a mnile or so outside_of Apnkara. And even Ankaraiﬁétpelf

wasn't the same town it had been until five ygars ago.

’

Everythiug had changed since one of the guys on the town
council had taken advantage of his position to sidestep the

law and get a special severance order to subdivide his farm

into fifty two-acre lots. The ngalt was Ankara Estates, a

'sp$awling, subdivision of suburban bgngalowslfull of people

who had moved out from the gity. The radio called them

"commuters.' Every morping you could see their cars roaring

up the highway, ., drag-racing the twenty-five miles into
\ 4 ‘ ™

Ottawa to work. Nyle rarely met commuters; they did most of
their .shopping in the citx, were never seen in the village
co-op, and appeared‘in church only at Ehristmas and Easter:
It was the com%uters' children that Nyle saw. They played
under his kitchen window: boys with hair so loﬁg they
looked like goddam sheepdogs, girls who dressed like they
kﬁought ghey were ‘princesses, dark-skinned kids from

foreign countries whom Delmer called "Ffakis." The language

that the ,commuter kids used was enough to make Nyle

~ thankful for Ida's deafness.” Swear-words came roéketing‘in
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- the kitchen windoy every recess and noon-hour. Nyle had

never heard half the names K these kids’called eéch‘other.~.
Turning down the heat under the gravy, Nyle looked out

the window. The lettering on the school wall blurred before

his eyes, taking on an almost 1ftery'ap3§arante. Nyle tried

- “to imagine his ancestors floating down the river in 1826 on
. ‘ - .
&he ‘bulky raft that would run"aground at a shallow bend,

forcing them asﬁore to found the town of Wellington, . later
Ankara. He ﬁéied to imagine the land c;ated wft@ virg{n
“bush, the. first cl;a:ing, the first farm. But it was all
.slipping awayt He. could scarcely 'recall what the place had
‘ looked like two years ago, before they begap.building the
school, when the cru?bling found%tions of the original
house on g;t property ﬁad been lying' in an overgrown

A

rectangle on ghe top of tﬁe bluff.-

Nyle set the table, surrounding two of the plates that

[}

his parents had been givén as a wedding present with newer
stainless steel knives and forks, glasses and a.,pitcher of
water chilled in the refrigerator. He slid his hands into
o%en.mitts, op;ned the oven d;or and lifted mu; the tray in

P " Which the potatoes had been baking. 'Ida. Dinner."

Ida's .eyes flickered open. Nyle saw her focusing on the

. polished wooden clock that hung over the couch, ‘ "Noon,"
she said. '"Remember how hungry you and your pa used to be
‘131
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- \J ' . ’ "'“
when yous ‘came 4in off the tractor at noon? You'd have

‘ eating conte}ts, gobble up everything op your plates, aﬁ

then see whi&h o' you could eat the biggest seconds. Hayiﬁg

L] '
time, that was the worst. No matter how much your ma and me

cooked, it was never enough for yous."

"We worked 1like dogs," Nyle said, spearing baked
, > o
. Coa potatoes with the serving fork. He dropped £woe. potatoes

, " onto his plate and one onto Ida's. Hegave them each a

¢ ' small,  charred Qteak, “a heap of creamea corn and a couple
. of dollops of gravy. ) ; ' '

& Lig _ "More gravy," 1Ida said. "You know ho;ﬂl iIov; gravy,
) . Nyle." She wheeled herself toward the table, which Nyle had
" raised to allow ;he arxms,of Ida's wheelchair to sli&e under

v ’ b~ ft;lldé ate 'with her plate“at chest height. ' . ‘ ¥
.'. S "Okay," Nyf; said, dfohning her steak and baked potato
’ { in gravy. "But don}t ea{ it too fast, 'eh; That grav;'s

N ° still boiling." )

- 13

He set the bah back on ibe burner and turmed down the
heat. Out the windéb,‘ beyond the boys throwing softballs
-and the girls skipping rope, the legend on the brick face
of the building winked at Nyle thr?ugh.the mid-June heagz
ANRARA PUBLIC SChOOL. It was Nyle's great-grandfather,

., the man,qpo had sunk the ninety-foot well on the top of

the ibluff, whé}e'the original house on the property had
*
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stood, who had named tﬁe town Ankara. 1nf€hé‘1ssos, when
there had been so ma§§“towns named Wellington imn Ontario
that mail delivery tad become impossiblé, all but the

largest of the Wellingtons were ordere® to find new names.

Nyle's great-grahdfather; fresh back from the Crimean War

¥

and aglow wi?h the wonders of Turkey,'had suggested Ankara;
and the town éouncil had adopted th; name unanimously.
Nyle's pa had told him that story when Nyle was a boy. He
had told Nyle how, after his success in Aaming the town,
the'(>la coot had set qut to.build\a héuse with Yan onion-

o

dome roof at the top of the bluff overlooking the town. Two
years' Tharvests were sacrificed LA ordef to complete the
place, but the ‘onion-&ome never fully satisfied Nyle's
great«grandfathe;. | The house ;adlstood for forty ye?zs
before burning to the gr;und and bg}ng replaced by the
smaller white clapﬁoard building at thé\bottom of the hill
where he and Ida continued to live. Nyle had once seen a
brown-and-white sepia photogr;ph Sf the ol% place. The
piptograph had shown a brick fortress two stories high,
with a §tandar§ steepled roof in the foregiound, ‘whit?
wooden trim, white picket fence, a rickety unpainted\porcm
and, toward the éack of the phatograpp, a second section of

the. house, rising aboye the first and capped by a roof
L] .

shaped like a sqhashed mushroom. During his childhood -~ in
L N ’m by
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. the sumd@g, when it was still light when they ,finished

milking -- Nyle would climb to' the top of the bluff and sit

fn the foundations of the old house,/\watchlngzthe sun set

o et {-‘ 3

on the river that wound through the town. Hisbw( had shown
t -

him a spot in the lee of the bluff (it " was buried mnow

beuneath Ankara Public School) where, if you dug down a few
feet, you would turn up tiny leaves of white stone in which

were stamped the imprinEsLof seashells. You could trace the

pleats of each shell with your fingérs. "How come?" Nyle,

had asked, looking at Pa.

"Cause they're fossils," Pa said.

"What's fossils?"

"It's something from way long ago that's frolen solid so
you can see exagtly what it looked like. The whole dttawa
Valley used to be under an ocean:. The rgver there, that's
\the trickle that's 1eft; like thg tricklefin‘a creék-bed in
Augusé‘" |

Nyle empﬁied the last of the gravy onto Ida's plale. .He
set the pot in the sink, ranfthe water a lsecond, then
turned to sit down at the table. He heard, but did npot see,
the crash, followed bf tinkling and a_spray of'brokén glas’s
Against the back of his shirt, as a softball ts:mashed

through the kitchen window and bounded onto the table. The

softball thumped onto Ida's plate, spattering her neck and

\
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shoulders with hot gravy and smearing mostﬂQf the contents

‘of the plate against her chest. The softball rebounded off

the plate, struck Ida's shoulder a glancing blow, "hit the

kitchen tiles and rollgd into a corner of the room,

“

Gravy and creamed corn seeped into 1lda's lap. Ida
gasped. ‘ o o

L3

Nyle hurried to Ida's side. She was sobbing. "Are 'you

okay, 1da? Jeeze, is some smart-assed kid ever gonna get a

swift kick to the rear. Son of a bear.... It didn't hurt, -
you too bad, did it?" -
Ida's dress was soaked inu gravy and creamed <corn. Her

sobbing died away, as though she -lacked the energy to

sustain it. Hér body grew still, . overflowigg the

wheelchair, her bulk pegged iu placé'by the grip of her

broad hands on the armrests. "I want a bath,” she creaked.
o

"Okay," Nyle said. "I'll run it for,you. I'll call the

' ®
neighbors and "see 1if Kathy can come over and help you,

J

>

okay?" - »

Nyle crossed the kitchen, opened the door of the double-
width bathroom he had enlarged to gccommodake lIda's
wheelchair, found the plug and began to rumn a warm bath. He
.- would have to telephone the neighpors,) he thought. Katﬁy
probably wouldn't be home yet; Ida would have to wgit for

: / :
her bath until the girl returned from high school. He

A
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looked back into the kitchen. It wasn't Ida that caught

Nyle's attention, but the room as a wholeg‘ the mess that

1
»

had suddenly appeared there: a fat old woman in a

wheelchair wearing a dreSs splattered with gravy and

B!

creamed corn, a baked‘potato at resf on the floor among
glinting splinters of glass, a softball {? the corner. A
handful of months ago Nyle would have been outside on his
tractof on an.aftefnoon like this. In a couple of‘weeké it
QouldA be haying time. Nyle leaned forward aud Eurned off
the taﬂ. He stared across the kitchen and out the window.
The schoolyafd was quie£:;;he chilaren had écattered at the
sound of bre;king glass. For an instant the day seémedaso
still that Nyle saw the bluff fyse in front of him, green

t
and undisturbed, to a tall redbrick house, surrounded b} a’

-

white picket fence; the rear section of the house's roof

ballooned upward into a not-quite-full-blown onion dome.
. L

Then the 1illusion vanished and Nyle again heard the

children's voices, saw the metal lgttgring clamped to th

school's wianwless front wall.

¥

"Nyle," 1Ida creaked from behind him. "qung Nyle

-~

Donaldson.... Is my supper gonna be done by five-thirdy?"

ot

r
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.THE MONEY-GRAB

0 ' * »
| s 1

I'mnot the one in my family that vanted to 5e a farmer. Pa
. |

) fhere, he;d ofS{tayed_on/thg farm anyways. He ain't never
.f'done nothing else. Neither had I, but 1 seen that farm;;g
| wasn't ggoﬁ for my healkh.‘ Things were chhnging in the
Vo . N \
Valley: half the kids I ;ent to school with, their dads

’

worked in the city. Pen-pushers, Pa called them. Sure

they're pen-pushers, I told him; but it's a hell of a sight

T
ain't out in the barn after supper.every night. What's the

that ain't never done no work] Do yuh not-want to be a
farmer, Neil? ‘ " L
. e _
Pa was fixing to make me a farmer right from the time 1

was, a little vee ladﬁ” He learned me to drive the Massey

. take over the old place when the time came, OF maybe get a

- h . ' @) .
. s
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easier for them kids to get their homework done wlen they -

matter with yuh? said Paa You wanna be one of them slackers

Harris when I was five years old, He always figured 1I'd.

v



'piace of my own before then. He bought thé best brand-new”

equipment, my-pa, no matter how dear ‘it was/{:il'm buyin
this one to last you, Neil, Le'd say. That went on until I
€5 nine or ten years old. This was before milk quotas and
métriq and hi;h interest rates., The milk quotas were the
damn. stupidest thing you ever seen: they told you exactly

“— A

how much milk your herd was supposed to give. If the herd

didn't give enough milk they fified you, pﬁﬂ if the  herxd

gave too much milk Ehey fined you again. Then the whole
ﬁamn thing went metric and you didn;t know what-aii they
wanted you to do. P;‘got this {et;er one May telling him
they'd fined him for giving the milk truck too much milk.
Jesus Murphy, did you ever hear tell of anything so stupid?

Pa let them know what he thought about that fine. He told

them all right. They ihst sent him another letégr, all
abou; how the quota worked. The letter talked abth liters;
liters here, liters there. That did Pa a lot of good. What
the heck's a liter?

Hard times got worse. Pa fell into debt with tle b bank

-/

over in Ankara. It's all a big money-grab, he said. %fat”s

all this goddam world"s got to say for itself. It ain't
nothin but one great'big money-grab. Ir"éidﬁ't used to be
that way. I know that's what guys always say. wh?n they

start gettin creaky and the lumbago's aggrayatfn them, Pa
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. said, but it really is the honest-to-God-cross-your-heart-

aud-hope-to-die' truth. This world did not used to be omne

great big money-graﬁ. ) ‘r

- Pa stopped guying the best brand-new equipment. Now when
o he. got grumby he'd talk about the stuff Llike it all
. belypnged to the bank. Hey, Neil! he'd shout. Get on the
bank's tractor there and bring that wagon over here. 1 was',
sixteen. then and it was getting pretty obvious to me that
the old place might not bg there for me to take ovér wheﬁ ’
the time canme. I‘reckoned I_better start learniu; how to do
something besides farming. Like what? said Pa. - Some soft
pen-pushing money-grabbing job in the city? You ain't never
done n§thin but farmwork, Neil. It doesn't care, Ilsaid. If

there ain't gonna be no farm here for me when the time

.

c m's, then I gotta find something else. Pa yanked off his

t and I seen tHe\s@arp line between the white skin on hiiﬂ
forehead and the sunburn on his fage: No way, he said.
| It took the brucellosis to start him changing his mind.
The. herd got the brucellosis after we had four of
Johnson's Holsteins ig the barn for a couplewof weeks. We
didn't know that Johnson's herd had the brucellosis when we
, s;id we'd take them in, and neither did Johmson at that
time. Them four Holsteins gra;ed right alongside our herd;

they 1licked at the same lick our cattle did. Later that
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summer Johnson's whole herd ;as destroyed. A couple of guys
from the Health Depaftm;nt showed up and éaié f1e had to let
them look ‘over the herd or eise we'd lose our goldarned
milk quota. Go right ahead, said Pa, I ain't stoppin yuhz.
The guys from the Health Depargﬁent wore gloves ;nd long
coats. They walked into the barn and looked over the
animals. They tagged eight ﬁead, said théy'd come back in a
week to do some more tests, and left;< Next day there, me
and Pa went out and moved the tags onto different animals.
It didn't do a damn bit of good. The two\guys from the-
Health Department came back and did their -tests, and a
couplé of days later théy phoned us up and told us the herd
had ;o be des;;oxed.

After that, I knew I didn't never wanna be a farmer. It
was worse than the blasted milk quota -- two guys wear;ng
gloves walk in and wipe you out with one little phone call.
Seeing,ﬁ@e cattle have to get -put down wasn't the bad part
~~ you never do get real friendly with a cow the way you do

with a doé, or the way girls do with horses -~ it was Pa

that was ailiné me. "Oneésafternoon Pa said he was éoing

A
€

down to the co-op fgr some nails and when he came back he
was weaving so bad you had to wondér how he'd iept “the

)

the sideroad all that way. Sure as shooting

ver at the Inm in €5}<;mixdee.~ Pa was cut so bad
. 140 o~ -
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that night he éouldn't h?rdly do the milking. Mum daan near
killed him: gave him one hell of a ;alking-to. Was she ever
mad! It got.Mum and me talking; we didn't ‘usually talk
much. Mum was the one that talked to me about ﬁy report
card and cleaning my .room and washing the dishes. It was Pa
I was oug in the barn with; Pa was the one that learned me
how to be a farpgr. Now Mum\staried askin m; how could we
stop R} drinking liquor? Jeeze, 1 said, how do I know?
Pa's the one's doing the drinking, ;ot me. Neil, she said,
you' ever come home like Pa's be;n comin home these last
few days, you'll wish you never been bérn. B; there, it's
pi;iful, she said, coming home so cut ﬁe can't do a darned
bit of workl Two nights later Mum tried to stop Pa goiﬂg
out the 'door. holy God, said Pa, I'm ju;t gonna gake‘a look
at a herd I'm“debatin on buyin. He was telling the truth,
too: I heard him omn the telephone asking abogt the Aerd

that was for sale. But when he came home he was ditunk as a

skunk again. Every time Pa left the old place these days he

came back cut. This world ain't nothin but a money-grab, he

a
said; it's all just one great\bigs/ money-grab.

Then one day he said: I ain't gonna buy that herd. 1I'm

"gonna quit milking and‘get some beef cattle. I guess I been

milking long enough. I guess so! 1 sﬁidﬂ I saw my chance.

Now that Pa wasn't milking there was gonna be less work,

ST
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around the plaCf. Pa-gould hire some kidlto help him and I
could éo out and get a different job for the summer: a job
that ﬁasp't farming. I was‘seventeen.now; this was my last
summer before I got my Grade Twelve. I'd ;léays figur;} I'd
just stay on the farm and work with Pa after I was done
school. But rnew, between * the debt and the drinking, I
didn't know how much longer that farm would.be thére for
m;f "l figured I1'd be cra;y not to'tiy sbmething else. 1
kgew one thing: after farming, any othe?.job would be éood
money and not much work. That was for“#damfsure.

N

s The only problem was Pa. He didn't ygnt me to do it.
‘ #
7

This .summer's the most important one there 1is, Neil, he

said. By the end of this summer you'll be as good as a man

on a tractor. You slack off and do something EL%: and all

* + 2 :

them other young lads'll have thé anantage énﬁ you, I't
aiu'g 'nothing but money-grabbing greeQiness and it'é' just
goddam stupid. Mum didn't agree with him, though. Lucky for
me Mum was on my side. She turned Pa around. She made him
see he . could hire a young lad to take my pl#ce for a "lot
less than he'd have to pay me. And on top of that, there'd
be the méneyalﬂd be bringing in from my job. Did she ever
tell 315}‘ After that, Pa didn't give me a hard time "no
-

more.

I went down to the co-op in Ankara there to ask the guys,
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,down there about where a person could find a job this

summer. All they could talk about was farming jobs -- this

[

guy needed a hired man,” that guy wanted help getting his

haying done. .How come yoh don't want a farming jobf they

Jske¢ me. Do yuh not. want to take over your dad's place for
kS

3, ,
him? Jeeze, I said, how do I ?ﬂ%w there's even gonna be

o
'

farming jobs around here in a few years? I just wanna try
something’differenc. Some of the lads lookeg at me lfke\ 8
must be cut, but others nodded. A fagmertﬁas cne heil of a
time getting by, one<man said; it just keeps getting harder
and harder. Keitp b:;:::\sheﬁéounter said: I heard tell of
“a’ guy fr;m down by Kingston or Brockville or one oé them
.places ‘that bought that olé-gas station on the JacEson'su
Rapids' road. 1 bét }uh he'd have work. Thanks, Keith, L
said. I had my»Liéense now, and Pa let‘&; drive tha, told
Nova 1f i paid half the insyrance, so I got in the car and
drove down the Jackson's Rapidsﬂroad to the old gas station
that had gone bust three times in five years. Sure enough,
there was a guy out there gepainting the store that stood
back away‘from the pumps. I went up and introduced myself,
and he looked at mé over the dripping wet paint brush and
told me his name was Frank. He was-a“skinuny, pervou; guy.

He looked like. he hadn't shaved in two weeks and his

> stubble was so black 2% shone blue. We talked a fair piece,

-
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‘dark eyebrows and that. bony face. His hair was

>

then we w:nt into the store and he wfote.down my name and
telephone number on a scrap of*paper, stuck the pie;e of
paper in the brim of his baseball cap and told me I started

Monday morukng at minimum wage. . | °
The first thing I found out about the éas station was

: -
that R{?ry was yorking the other shift. I worked days and
Perry was there Monday to Thursday evenings plus Sundays.
Perry and me went to school together up to Grade Four; then
Perry quit. -He went one g}ade farther than his old man‘and
that was good %nough for him. Per{}'s old man was quite the
alky. Did he ever have a reputation -- Pa must have ﬁad ten
-

different stories about the cars Pgrr&’s old man had
written off driving when he was cut. I hadn't seen Perry
since we was bpth nine yeafé,old. He still looked the same:
| a\ot‘

e

longer now and he ;as sta{&éﬁg to get a belly on him, but
that‘was th; only difference;;;_qury showed up for wor% at
six o'clock, just when I was headin home. He bulled in with
the radio squallin and a case of.two*fop; on the seat
besidé him, and brpight his big old boat of a Cﬁevy around
to the punps, and asked me to give him ;inil-up‘last thing
-4 [
before I went off dutf. That Chevy was so old the gas-cap

wasn't e'ven on the‘fender; you had to get ‘behind her and

fiip down the rear license piéte to fill her-up. The car

SO, 144
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was glastere& with brown dust. What you do before yoﬁ. got

this job here at the gas station, Perry? 1 asked him. %ﬂe
N ' - -

'gave me a big grin: I was an artist, he said;ol was drawing

unemp loyment. Perry paid for the gas ﬁ}th a twenty.
Thanks, Neil, he said when I gave'ﬁimvﬁis change, that was
real nice of you givin me that fill-up right~&hen’ you'r*b

all dohe"for the day. I guess I owe you a little iip. He

N
s
- el

handed me a dried-out dark green leaf. I ' knowed i-t was Ma
) 4

pot-leaf. I'll give yuh one o' them leafs every time I see

. ~ . LU
yuh in here, Perry said; come September, maybe ‘you'll have a°

t -
whole joint! He.laughed with his moqih open: saliva made

. v &
his crooked teeth shiny. No way, 7.",Btlf"r}ry, I said, I don''t
. A : . .
touch that stuff. I' remembered what Pa said abput
R . L g , .
dopesmokers: their weyes looked like two pissholes in the

o

"snow. Near every kid I knew that smoked ‘pot ended up

droppipg‘ out of schoolus Me, I wanted to get my Qrade
Twelve. I wanted that for damnsure. Theredwagn't no way ‘I,
was gonna touch none of Perry's dope. The repdtation I°d
g{?! Jeeze, if that got around 1'd be done.f;r' If you're

too much of a suck to take @ tiny little pot-leaf, Perry

said, thenaW%w cqme you don't come on down to my place in
the swamp somt“time, eh? I have these partxes évery Friday,,

night. Lots of goodlookin girls come to them parties. Real

° ’

nicelookin ones, eh. Just come on dowg some Friday, eh? I
f r
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dunng, 1 said. Jeeze, said Perry, what's the matter with
i

yuh? Afraid your old man won't let yuh go? Are you ever a
‘Little suck, .'Neil. Holy Jumpin, I never wbuld of believed

you were so sucky. Whereabouts in the swamp do yourlivel I

asked. Perry told me how to f£find his place. - So, he said,
LY

are yuh comin on Friday? Jeeze, I dumno, I said. Maybe. I

s

gotta think about it, \

LY

That was Tuesday. On Wednesday and Thursday I pulled out

1
of the gas station right when Perry's Chevy came slidin

into the yard.,:I thought about them parties of his. 1I'd

never been-to a party where there were giris: Besides the
girls, I figured there'd probably be lfquor. It sounded

pretty good.. Mum wouldn't like the idea of me going to a

- s

party at Pcrry‘s place, but I figured I could just tell her

L]

1 was.goin bowlin with Maloney.or somebody. As.for Pa, well
. i
'Jeeze with the way he'd been actin, who was he to tell me

;nything?‘

I thought about Perfy's party most Pf the day when I was
working in the gas station. The gas station sure wa§ eagier
than farmwork. I didnp't hardly have to do nothinr at all. I
just hung ;round, filled up cars, wiped the windshieids,

KN
carried boxes of food into the store, -mowed the lawn oace

in a while -- it was no sweat. ‘A cinch. No aching muscles,

no sore back, no headaches like wou got working in the sun -

’
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all day on the tractor. It was easy as pie. But it sure was

different from farmwork., For oﬂe thing you had this here

degling with the public. Frank, my boss, he learned me that
. "~
part real quick. On Wednesday morning, third day I Qas

working there, Frank came walking out to the phﬁps. How's

)

it goin? he asked. I said: Okay, but people sure dz/éet made

about you puttin the price-up. What you telldin thém? Frank

asked. I tell them it ain't noneeo' my business, I sgid{ it

was the boss's decision and it weren't nothin to do with mei

so stop bitchin at gé about it. Jesus effing Christ! Frank
said. ‘Whatayou tryin to dd?\ Run me out of business? Don't
tell them it was me that raised the price; tell thenm }t was
the government. You tell them the government raised the
tax on gasoline, wunderstand? You tell them I raised the

N\,

price add they ain't never gonna come back here again.  You
&

wanna lose your job? Okay, okay, I said. I ain't nuever
thought ;bbut it like that before. Well think! sai& Frank.
Think about your goddam wallet! He kicked through the dust
and looked at the pumps. Théﬁ he looked down at the \wire
rack where we stacked the cans of motor oil. You ;in'tiuqld

too mépy o' these,, eh? Naw, I said,’ nobody'§ buyin oil

today. Jesus Christ! Frank said,; spianning around so 1 could

~see the, bluelstubble on his'chin and the scrawl of hair on

) [ .
his skinny chest where his shirt was missing a button, it's
\ , ' ‘

"
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Jov up to them to fuckin ﬁuy it -- it's up to you to fuckin

sell it! That's what I'm payin you for. Understand? Yes,

)

sir, I said. The rest of the day, every time a car pulléd
in, I said: Check the 0il? Need a little 0jl? Quart of

10W30, sir? Between cars, I muttered Frank's wad; under my
T ' L3
¥ .
breath: 1it's not up to them...it's up to you.... I figured

I was startiug to learn what work that wasn't farmwork --

a

what Mum called business -- was all about:” sell sell se{l.

Frank there, that was all he éver thought about. It was . one
big money-grab, just like Pa said when.he was cut.

That aftegnoon Maloney came in driving his pa's truck:

Maloney and me had been in school together ever since Mrs.

"MacAlister's nursery school in Ankara. I seen that

Maloney's pa's truck was freshly painted. The old 0.

(Malonez had been pai&ted out and O.- Maloney & Sons, Dairy

Farming had been painted in. Maloney was follqwihg in his

old mdn's footsteps. . ' .
yo—r—y

. , 1 ' B}
Gidday, he€ said, climbing out of the truck. Is it hot

enpugh for fuh? Then he looked at the pumps and said: Holy

Jeeze, the new boss ain't wasted no time raisin the price,

eh?* It wasn't the boss, I said, it was the government. The

.

go&ernment raised the tax on gasoline. You want the oil
\ N ~N

checked? But °Maloney didn't gfve a care about the oil;
( - , .

there was just,one tQ}ﬁg that guy wanted to6 tell me: They

)
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,served me at the Inn om Saturday night! I ‘took i my

brother's I.D. and the checker there, he just looks at it

and stamps my hand and they ser;ed'me.-.Holy Jeeze, they

4

were serving me Singapore slings like anything! I was cut

so bad I couldn't hardly walk to my car. They ain't never

4

Served you at the lnn; eh Neil? You ain't unever gone
drinkin there, eh? I tried a ’fu-ewdt:imes, I said, but they
ain't never served me. I wiped the windshield of Maloney's
pa's)truck. I couldn't hardly believe that they'd served
Maloney at the Inn, even with his b}oth;r's I1.D. Maloney
was seventeen, s;me-age as mé; he was bigger than me, but
with " his freckle§,and his light Hﬁir he looked 1like he'd
never have to shavfR in his life. You goin back to the Inn

next Saturday.night? I asked. Naw, said Maloney, I gotta“go
‘ ~

out with the wiiﬁ. She'll get mad if I don't go out with
u

her. You goin o with Caroline? I said. That's right,

said Maloney. 1 remembered when Maloney first got the
hustles er that Caroline: he used to make a damn fool of
himself every time she came near. Jeeze, " we used to make

fun of him. But now he was-goin out with her. You ‘beﬁter

—

watch out, Malone;, I said, she'll get yuh hooked. Then
"
what yuh gonna do? Eh? Maloney grunted and pulled his

wallet :}FLaf his pocket. What-about you? he said. What you

gonna do on Sgturday night( Sit at'hdme and watch Tv? I

»
L
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don't know ‘about Saturday, I shid, but I guess on Friday

night I'm gonna,go %o aqparty. A party? said Maloney. What.
g

barty's that? Pefry there, I said, he's havin a party at
that place of his dowﬁ in the swamp. He inJitedu me, eh.
Holy Jumpin&, saidrMalonéy, }ou a;n't gonna go, are yuh? I
heard about them parties of Perry's. I heard tell there was
about twelve guys and one‘girl down there last Friday. You
can bet that girl got fucked that night. You, seen that
place o' his? It ain't hardly even a house -~ jusx Some
little old shack that some guy in the swamp left “to the
mésquitqeq a few years back. It's a great place if you like

bein itchy. I dunno, I said, I gotta think gboﬂt ie. I

uess so! said Maloney, paying 6ver the money for the gas.’

There'll be a lot of dopesmokin at a party at that lad's
place. I said: Okay, okay. I told yuh -; I ;ln't decided
yet if I'mn gonna go or‘not6 Now do ypu'not want me to check
the 'oil%? Uh-Yh, said Maloney, I done that myself, the
.oil's fine. What's the new boss like hege? Howﬂs Q: to\work
for? He's goddam bitchy; I said; séll sell sell; or else he
glives yuﬁ 8 swift kick to the rear. 'He's hungry for money,
that lad. Ma%oney looked ;t me. How come you ain't workin
for your pa, Neil? Do yuh ndt want to be a farmer no more!?
I'm aot th; one in(my family‘that wanted to be“"a farmer, I

.
jald. That's all cuz of Pa. But you are ond, said Maloney.

0‘ ‘ ‘ ~
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You ain't never gonna be nothin else. Get lost, will ;uh? I
_§aid, Donft give me none of your bullshit,” Maloney, I can
‘be anything I wanna bé. Now are you'plaqnin on rentin this
property, or are you just gonna stand here all day? Okay,
okay,‘ said Maloney, ' I'm going. Holy Jéeze, you don'tL have

to get hostile. He climbed back into his =ra's truck

-with the fresh O. Maloney#& Sons, Dairy Farming on the side
and pulled out of the ya;d. That was one customer I was
happy to see leave that gas station.
The rest of the week I kept thinking about Perry's
party. T figured all that stuff about twelve guys for every
’girl was just Maloney bullshittin me; he was just jéalous,
stuck with that Caroline. Per;y'd told me there'd be some
goodlookin ° girls at his party. That set me thinking. I
" thought of alLN}he'girls I knew, decided which ones were
L
goodlookin and which ones I wanted to be at Perry's party.

-

It gave me enough to think about for the whole day. I
thought about girls Lhile 1 pumpedvga; and I thought about
girls while, I took the scrubber to 1little wee insects
plastered on windshields aund I tho?ght about girls while L
set. credit cards in the compfgésor and pulled the handle

dcross tfe carbon aper. I remembered a girl called Marjory

I'd danced with at a Young Farmers' Dance last winter.

By Friday I knew’exaptly which girls 1 wanted to be’ at’

/--r\.
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Perry's party. And I knew ex&ctly what words I was gonna

‘.;&‘

try out on each girl. . .

-
.

On Thm%sday evening, as I was pwdling out of th; ‘gas
station and Perry was pullling in for his last shift of the
week, 1 honkeg the horn of the Nova at him. Perry honked
back and, waved. When I got home I told Mum and “Pa that
Maloney and me‘gefe gonna go bowling on Friday night, so I
wouldn't be home for supper. I told them we were going
right from 'work. Mum frowned and said: ou be home by

midhight, Neil. Yeah, Mum, I7said. Pa said: You shoulé‘see

\this young lad Shawn I got hetpin me. Is he not too swift?

L

I asked. Holy God, you're not joking, said Pa. Jeeze, the
guy that learpe? him to dr#ve a tractor musta thought he
was teachin him to chop wood. D;es he ever grind ithem
gears! And fast! Jumpin, every time I gof my back turned he
a;ifts ‘the Massey u%\ihtotgkfth gear: Anq he can't control
it, eh, he's not experienced enough to drive that fast. I'm
tell{n yuh, Neil, the way that young lad driveées a tractor -
hé's- gonna get himself killg& one of these days. " Pa kept
talking about this Shawn all through Thursday supper. As
Mum g;t uE and started to clear away the hishes, Pa said:

I'm tellin ywh, Neil, it's goldaruned tough to find another

young lad's as good on a tractor as you are. I said: I
wanna try different jobs., You never know what's gonna
152 ‘ °



happen in the future. You wanna be one of th
oA ‘
ain't never done no work?

sl&ckets
said Pa. I think it's just dandy

. ghap Neil's learning what it's like to do another job, said

iR
s

Mum. Pa said: I just wish to hell that lad Shawn could

drive a tractor. '

Y

I worked late on Friday. Frank kept me there until nine

T o'clock because nobody else wanted to work Friday

fﬁl through‘the day I kept thionking about Perry's party and

all the goodlookin girls I was gonna meet there. 1 thought

about the paycheck I'd be géttiu froqm Frank at the end of
my shift and how someday I'd make it down to Toronto or out

west, -and “then I1'd make a pile of pyhey. 1'd buy a real

<~ ~s

~
7 nice car ihat avery girl ggu{d want to takeya ride in. Yo

o ——— e e

‘could bet theére'd be some good times then. And old Maloney,

{ he'd stili be stuck in Ankara Township with that Caroline.

thought, would I ever laugh hard then.
When I was done work and 1'd picked up my paycheck frém
- g
Frank, I drowe down through the swamp to Perry's place.

Gravel under the Nova's tires and clumps of

popped

3

night., |

They'd probably get married when tHey were eighteen and

have five kids by the time they were twenty-five.  UJeeze, !

bullrushes poked up in front of the headlights every time 1

rounded a corner. Finding Perry's place was easy as pie: it
was a tihy little one-storey shack set back in the trees
. . .-
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and there were about six cars parked along the'sideroad. in

front of 1t. I pulled the Nova in at the end of the line-up
. 2 :
and got out. The night was cool. The moon cut through the

” , T ' )
trees so that I could see water.'glinting between the

spindly ' trunks a few yards back from the sideroad.
Mo;guitoes started to buzz around my meck. Maloney was sure
right about ode thing: thié'heré would be one goldarned
unpleasant spot-to live in.

First \ghiné I saw when I started towards Perry's house

wh; a girl. She was wearing bluejeans and A T-shirt,'land ¥
.‘the guy wgaking beside her had his arm around her waist.
‘: The two’of them were walking towards Perry's house. The guy
opened the door and the; went in; in the flash of light
between the door opening and c}osing I saw the outlines of

vas v . ) \

bodies msving around inside and heard the rock-and-roll
come screeching'out into the swamp. Then the door <closed
and the 'musiﬁ softened. I scrambled ;p Perry's rutted
‘ianeway, arrived ag the door and knocked. Some guy I didn't
. ‘kno; s;uqk his head out and said: Yeah, whaddayah want? The
reek of potsmoke smacked me in the face; ‘beh{nd me f could
hear the crickets chinping._ 1 work with Perry at .the gas
‘s§gtion, I said. 'Perry invited me down here. The guy

shrugged and let the door fall open. I walked inio Perry'i

y. house.
3
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1 looked around the one room‘ﬁhich was almost all of‘phe ¥

house. There was old wooden crates all over the place,
cases of wempty beer bottles, couches with the springs

jabbing through, a Jimi Hendrix poster peeiing off the

wall. In the corner of the room there was a big shihy radio.

and a pile of cassettes. There were about fifteen people in,

§
the room. Two of them were.girls. Most of the guys 1I'd

never seen befpre. They were real\\longhairs,_'shagfy as
sheepdogs. THey were passing around .a ’shiny little
thingamajig about tpe.size of a can of tuna. It was hormned
and co}led,',and I knew it was a potpipe. I'd never seen

anybody smoking pot before. The guys kept taking drags on

the pipe and slapping each other on the back and calling

;;cﬁ other man. Hey, man, lemme have a toke. Man, I got the
munchies like you wéuldn't believe! They were <cating ;
boxed of- Stoned Wheat Thins and making jokes gbout .. the
stoned part. Perry came up and slﬁpped me on th; back. Hey
Neil, he said, you seé that girl in the cormner thqgeé That
there's Annie. You just Qétch her, eh. She comes to every
party I have down here. Three tokes and her clothes <come
off and that's how she stays until the morning. You watch
her. You just see if she don't. Okay, I said. I was looking

for someblace to sit down. I remembered all the stuff 1I'd

thought of -that day to say to girls. It made me fegl like
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an arsehole. What the hell would I ever have to say to a

-

girl like Annie? What the hell would I have to say to

;nybody here? I felt like a godddm fool. Some guy started

2shoving the potpipe in my face and the reek damn near
i _knocked me off my feet. What's the matter,. fafme},lscared
to take a toke? Afraid it'll stunt your growth? They altl
léughed. They were all b%éger than me. Even Annie and the
other girl wwere taller than I wa;. Segze, one ¢f them
said, tpat guy.looks like he's been tokiq fo; a few years
already. Mice don't breed rats, 1 answered him., Ain't yous
guys got nothin to drink? ‘Aih't yuhz got mo rye or vodka?
There's rye, salid Perry. Then give me some goddam rye, I
said. I don't need none of ybdur weed;\ I wanna " do  some
serious drinkin. Hey man, said one o? the longhairs, let's
see how much thig farmer can~hriﬁk. I can dring more than
any.0' yous guys anyday, I said. 'Perry handed me a small
bottle of'rye. I bet yuhz I can drink this whole bottle, 1
sﬁij///?>Vb;t yuh you can't, one of the longhhi?f said. 1
looked arou _room. They were all staring at me out of
the sha@ow.'Even :Lem two girls were staring at me. The one
of them, Annie there, she had real nice eyes. She had dark
pupils and big wide lashes. With them eyes lookin at me

there wasn't no damn way I could chicken out. I di&ﬁ't give

a care what Annie did after she'd had three tokes. ALl tﬁat

‘ ' ' 156
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mattered to me was not lookinngike a fool in front of them
: <

¥ r
eyes.
I gripped.-the bottle, turned her bottom-up and took ‘a

o

long swig. The rye went down K like liquid heat., A strong

- warm feeling started to spread through me. Yous Just watch

me, I said. I poured more of the rye down my throat.
Whooppee! ' yelled one ‘'of the longhairs, look at that farmer
swailow! They all started shouting at me like they were on
my side.‘ 1 grinned and swiggedqaéain, an? in half a second

] Qt',
I'd drained that whole little bottle Perry gave me. I told

gﬁ;hz so, I said. Eh? Didu't I tell yuhz 1 could empty that

bottle? Some of them laughed, but most of them weren't
looking at me auymore. One of them longhair; was trying to
light wup the potpipe; he was too stOn;d to hold tpe
ciéarette lighter steady and he kept droppin it on the
‘floor. They were laughin at him and s&acéin him .on the
back. The _longhair kept reaching ove; and picking up the

cigarette lighter and trying again. He was grinnifdg like a

goddam fool. They were all looking at him. They didn't

give a care that 1'd won the bet on them. Even that Aannie,

didn't care: she was just staring at that longhair that
kept-dropping the lighter. The other girl, the one in the

T-shirt, she was off in the corner necking- with the guy

y—

. <
who'd had his arm around her waist. Th:},ﬂire the only two

f
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people in the room who weren't looking at thet idiot *trying

‘to light the potpipe. G

The strong warm feeling turhed over in my belly and
[2]

- started moving upwards. I looked around again for someplace

A »
to sit down. %y throat got clogged up with muck fro& my.

x

belly for a ‘second, and all of a sudden I knew I was going
. !

to puke. I headed for the door. I shoved my way outside,.

heard the door slam behind me and felt the cool swamp air

b -
closing over my face. After the reek in Perry's house, the
' ‘ . o -
swamp didn't seem to have any smell at all. The night was

full of mosquitoes and I could hear the crickets ;hirpiﬁg.
I janmed hy lips together to hold the puke down and

1 4
stumbled over the ruts of Perry's laneways I arrived at the

.
]

end of rthe' larteway, climbed up onto the sideroad and

breathed in the swamp smell of rotting 1lily-pads. ‘That

o a—

finished~me. I glimpsed a big bay of light off through the

trees about half a mile down where some guys had turned

-

their.headlights on the water to attract fish, then éhe top
half of my body lunged forward and I started to wretch. 1

A
stood bent over, puking my guts onto the shoulder of the.

sideroad. When I couldn‘t puke no more I breathed deepl and
}’\ .

tried to get bagk my wingd. I was leaning forward aud
hanging on%i} my knees; I felt as ghaky in the legs as a°
1 .

new-born ca Sweat was drying into cold from my chest to

[}
-2

158



4 .\"‘

~

6

my.forehead. I started to shiver like crazy. Then I lost my'

balance. e

I couldn't believe it. 1'd done a fair bit of drinking

[

for a lad my age aud 1 reckoned 1 knew how to puke right. I

must have been really weak this time, or maybe it was the
. dark. One second 1 was leauned forward, starting to get back

my strength, and the next thing I knew 1'd fallen smack.on.

T o.

my ‘face on the shoulder of the sideroad. As soon 'as I hit

the ground 1l began to slide down the  embankmenta, Gravel
] ’ ’

bif into my chin, my hands reached out tqo‘lgie and I went

arse-over-tit ten feet down into the bottom of the ditch

and hit the ground with a thump. I had this idea that just.
' L

before I went over I'd seen a pair of headlights come

r

waving up the sideroad. Now I was seeing lights everywher:E

I lay on my back .dn the 1long wet grass;"the ground

4

-

P

' underneath me was soaked. My face stung and my stomach was
gurgling like p;pes un}reezing in a tﬂaw. I was weak and
wet and le;dy and miserable, and still c&g,pretty bad from
that rye. I felt sicker than a dog.’ :
| I Heard a# car come dowp.the road and _saw headlights
}ftting into the darkness above me, liéhting up the Eifﬂgnd
:he sda;és of insectstm Then the mééhipe pulled ﬁo a s8top

» .
and from my angle in the digﬁh/f could see that it was a

1

half-ton\;Trﬁ‘up-%5door slammed. I heard someo:;[cllmb ou}‘

. <
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of the truck and walk away. Another one of Perry's-pothe d
frien{s, I thought. The damp from the g;9und Qas“starting
to soak through'my clothesa;nd meet up with the almost-dry’
sweat from my puk?gg.: 1 was shivering Llike' an;thing. A
thick-tasting trail of bldod slid over iy lip aud into my
moutk. I knew that if I was smart I'd try to,get‘up. Bué I
didn't give a care no more® I didn't give a care. about

Perry or Annie or their party or my job or Framk or “his

godﬁam gas station. I just wanted to lay @here in the swamp

" and forget about everything.

Then a voice way up above .me on the sideroad' yelled:

Neil...! Neil...! Can yuh hear me, Neil?

>

It was Maloney. For a second I ‘just lay there. 1

couldn't figure out what the frig Maloney was doing in the
.~ - t"y - i

swamp. Then I yelled: Down here! I'm in the ditch.
“§r M

He walked over to the shoulder of the sideroad and
looked down at me. I could see him outlined against the

black treetops. Holy Jeeze! he said, climbing down the
v 4 T
embankment, what you doin down here? He landed in the

bottom of the ditch and reached out his hand to pull me to

-

my feet. Shit, Neily, do you eve® reek! You been smokin dope

L3 >
with Perry and all thems? Uh-uh, I said, I just drank some

»

rye. Thar's ﬁhat‘they told me, said Malouney. They told me

P

you went outside to puke. Jeeze, the way you reek,, it's
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P like ydu been shouﬂq‘us all nighé. We wére‘climbing the '
’ “‘ ankm%nt. I could ,hear the difference'betueén how M;loney
o was \talking and how I'd talked. IrreaQ&;eQ‘I was!still cut
pret*y bad. Y - ’ ’ -

i .
. //Hﬂen we got up onto the sideroad Maloney looked at my

. . L]
scratched-up face and started to laugh. Then he swung open

/ the door of the passenger side of 'his pa's tfuck and saidg

o
[}

[
] C ‘ '
kGet in. It's okay, I said, I got the Nova here. Forget the

\hgva, said Maloney, we can pick it up tomorrow. Get.into

~ v

o«

‘the truck. ‘I said: I gotta take the Nova back. I told Mum

’

and Pa you and me went bowlin. I know, said Maloney, ’your
’ g ¢

mum called our place and I answered the phone. She kunows we
[ 4

o

ain't‘bowl;n. Holy dod! 1 saiaﬁfhow come she phones around
like that? How's:she ever expegt me to tell her anythiﬁg
ﬂhen she acts like a friggin cop? She wanted to find ‘you;
said Malonéy. It"s that Shawn, that hired lad o' your pa's.
He put the Massey in reverse when your pa wdg on the wagon

/

this evening. Your pﬁ, he fell off and went right under the

wagon. He's got two busted legs and a concussion. '
. .

-

+ T climbed into' the truck. Maloney drove 1like the
b'Jesus. Gravel came spitting up from under the tires each
' ©
time the sideroad curved. The headlights were carving out
'

the corners in front of us.

Where we goin now? I asked. Jackson's Rapids aneraﬂ},-“,
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said Hiﬁoney. That's where the& took your pa. Your mum's

" . there, too. Your pa's gonna be okay, eh. He just ain’-t
gonna be able to do much work fo;\h few months.

We came to the end of the si&eroad. Maloney turmed his

pa's truck opto the tarmac of the highway. We had seen the

last of the swamp: there were no more crowds of bullrushes

- \

° in front of the headlights, no more skinny swamp trees
growing at the sides of the road. Here there was open
,spaces in big enough stretches for the moon to light them,
Maloney pushed, the t}uck up to & hundred and twenty

. kilometers. Looking o&é thefwiﬁdow, 1 sawwlhe fegced*off
edges of smgbth flatxggeids laid out in perfect fectangles.
The ha&' had been cué aﬁd[baled, amd, the stooks sto d”
Sscattered arbun% the ffeLds under the méqnlight. Farms, I
thought.-

I said to Maloney: 1 'n gonna hafta quit at the gas'
station there to go back and keep the garﬁ goin.
Yeah I know, ‘
s if Pa takes more tham a ;ouple éf mpnt?s to get his
»ptrengt; back, I°'1l1 pélworkin too hard in Sfpfémber toAgo

.

3
back to school. I won't never get my Grade Twelve. I'll be

a goddam farmer for the rest of my life. ’

- }

Well shit, said Maloney. What's so .goldarned™ terrible

about that? You aip "t never been nothin else.
R ‘
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& ) ' Flashlight beams swayed through the undergr&dth like giddy

signposts. Edward wavered, dropped.to the gxouéé. The beam;

yawed, then steadied, probing the foliage asove .Edward's

”

head like long, diffuse fingers. Supple leaves and smooth
bark turned (waxen {n the white 1light. ggwa:£ listened,

trying to catch some sound of the men who were carrying the
1 °

flashlights. He heard thec whirring and chirping of insects,
disruptibns in the foliage, the unsteady rhythm of his own

—
breath.
¥

)

‘ His hands sweated against the AK-47., The flashlight

A

beams cut back ahd forth, back and‘fqrth. Edwafé, tensed, W
-lifted the\butgybf the gun snug against his shoulder. His
eyes strained. How man; of them were out there?

He’glanced around him. The men and womeg in his patrol

. were sgcarcely breathing. Many of them were adolescents;

none was over twenty. He thought of Norma, who sat in his

t
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math class during the long hot days, completing her
exercises\faster than anyone else in the dirtfkfloored room
and peppering him with questions abouﬁ the Yworld bey®nd

Nicaragua: "Why don't they have a revolution in the United
-~

States, Don Eduardo...? What kind of car do you drive...?
‘Are " North American students fighting to end imperialism?"

, . ’
At night  Norma, Javier and the rest would go to the

outskirts of Latargo to do armed vigilance,‘waiting for the
contras Lo come through the bush. Edward's¥students were at

home with g fns, had buried murdered classmates; they wdgked

‘in  theilr parents' houses, gave up school days to work in

the fields; the girlis slept with their boyfriends from

their early teens and‘ogten had two or three children

- before they turned twenty. They all, constantly, asked

Edward questions about capacitacidn -- about improving

themselves and learning new skills. After more than a year
Q -

‘4n Latargo, Edward still tried to regard these youngsters

with detachmeﬁt. He had come to Nicaragua to escape a

-~ e

collapsing marriage: fleeing commitment rather than seekfng

it Hhen visiling,fofeigners asked him why he was here, he

would sﬁrug ﬁiS‘shoq{ders and say: "Look, I'm just here.
It's no big‘deal;"okay2"

) .8
" On ‘3gward;é right the bush twitched. Edward pivoted,
btiuéing around tﬁé levelled %arrel of the AK-474 Then he

~
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lower;d the gun. He could see the man who had moved. It was
Javier, in whose mother's house Edward was living. Javier
picked his way through the undergrowth, padding forward in
a crouch, his lips pursed.'Shadow lacquered Javier's M;yau
face so that when he stopped, Jpo‘ised, scanning the night,
Edward saw ’him‘ as- a mask, a hunter from another era
incongruously outfitted in fatigues', digital watch and
thick black hair that pushed from under his mili}aty cap
and hooked around his ears.

Edward héld his breath, watching the flashlight beams

sawing through the humid darkness. Only a few minutes had

passed since they haé beiF Jerked awake, .scooped up thelir
AK547§ and beéun to creep quickly wup the rougg path
leading from their eucampment through the coffee plantation
and on into the bush that rapged up“to the Honduran border.
The contras had turned om high-powered flashlights and
waved the beams around, as Javier had warned Edvard' the;
might. It was a trick théy ;sed'to give an exaggerated
impression of their numbers; they‘would try to deter attack

¢

asoline and were ready to retreat

"with a confusion of sw;rging beams until they had doused

the coffee plants YiEB/
behind a wall of flames. Edward remembered something else
Javier had told him: one persom in three turns .and runs at

the firstl'sight of combat. ' Edward had never before been

!
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this close to batéle. He looked across at Javier, but
Javier had disappeared. Edward lowered himself into a

duckwalk crouch and peeréd through the leaves, his AK=-47

0

"pointed into the darkness.

v T £
77 '

Javier's mother's house was built of splintered grey boards

[

that ran vertica11y~from floor to cgilihg; the front door

closed 1in two wooden lgaves, ‘aé did the shutters oun the-

lone window. One of the shutters hung slightly askew, so

that even'when they were closed a crack of light crept in.

A parti(fo; ;?\pitted concrete ran three-quarters of the

way across the {floor, dividing the house into two rooms.

Edward slept in‘a corner of the front room, his cot veiled

byﬂ a sheet drﬁgpd over a length of string. The floor was

hardbeaten black earth, interrupted by the crowns of a few

large boulden@. The smaller back room gave oﬁfo a tiny yard

Mwhere Javier's mother,' Luisa, cooked on an open fire under

s a Tean-to surrounded by unkempt grass. Luisa was a e dark-\
skinned. middle-aged woman who wore threadbare dresses hung
over a bony fr;me. She could silence her family -- she had
. two sons and a daughter at home in addition to Javier -~

< * without raising her voice above a whisper. Luisa's husband

.had been a heavy drinker; five years ago, shortly after

T . ) beginning to work as an organizer for a newly-formed
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women's cooperative, she had chased him out of &hé house
p )
. * * I3
with a smoldering stick from her cooking fire. She spoke

of her victory over her husband and the revolutisn's:

victory over the dictatorship in the" sane breath,
frequently in the same words, as "el triunfo." £ "Since the
triumph "'many things have changed,” she would say, and

Edward never knew whether she was describing her private

life, or the world around herx. )

Y

)

Edward stbppﬁf short. A fLashlight beém had snappe; to life
directly 1in front of him. This shaft of light was mgch
closef than the others. He could-.-see the glare diffusing
through the dank night, the humidity picking the beam apart
particle by particie. A mistiness wrabped the limbs of the
trees. For a moment Edward was dazed.s He dropped to his

kﬁees, lifted the AK-47 to his shoulder and reached his

'finger around the trigger. The weapon's unremembered weight

made Edward's shoulders ache.
On his right, Edward half-heard half-saw Javier sliding,

Eﬁlling, stealthy as an uncoiling snake:\toward him. Javier

S

‘covered the half-dozen paces that separated them without

making a sound. A}riving alongside Edward in a deep crouch,
* [

he -pressed his mouth to Edward's ear and whispered. K in a

- barrage of hot breath: "We can surround this one, - cut him
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off frpm the others."

s Edward shook his head. He whispered into Javier's ear:

"Won't that'scare them? A They'll start burning the coffee,

-

’ R N o

no?" .

“"They'll do ;hat anyway.'" Javier paused. "Okay, leé's
wait a minute." - .

Javier slid away through the leaves. Edward released a

long, half-smothered sigh: he had boﬁght himself a few
-, seconds. He breathed greedily, his finger balanced against

the trigger of.the AK-47,

» -

When he lgoked up a second flashlight beam had joined
the be;m closest to him. He watched the twoa fraying
channels of 1light dousiné the bush; the other beams
rem;ined farther back, a glowing haze deep 1in the
undergrowth. Two beams, Edward thought., Did that mean two
contras or tﬁen;y? Should he wait or attack? He . sat
breathing in a déep crouch. The men and women in his patrol
seemed to ¥ drawing closer together. On his left, amid

- shadow h;de denser by contrast with the sweeping flashlight
beams, Edward could make out Norma's silhouette, her peaked
cap and :heavy>acurls. He had seen that silhouette one
evening in’the window of the‘house -- recently overhauled
by a govern;ent home improvement project -~ where Norma

- lived with her mother. The project was taking a long time
N ° B ) 4 R

o 168 :

4




e P B D I N 4
/A
.

"revolutionary process; as ‘'their
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to reach Luisa's end of the street. Luisa was outspokenly,

cuttingly, envious of Norma's mother's good fortune: brick

walls, a ;§;ne tile floor, steel sheet roofing, even a
battered television -set that ﬁorma and her mother ,kﬁh
- S -

somehow sdyed the money to buy; .on the wall above the
television hﬁug a garish plastic bust of Jesus Christ and a
somber reé and black po;trait of Sandino, Nicaragua's

national hero, wearing the inevitable broad-trimmed ha't. In

the house, Norma helped her wother with her younger

brothers and sisters, lookéd after a child of her own by{S?

boy who had died the year before in a contra mortar attack,
and convenéd meetings of the local Sandinista Youth. VNow
her silhouette dissolved, bowed low, disappeared.\ She
bulled herself alongside him, her eyes 1liquid 1in the
darkness. "What d'we do?" she hissed, her mouth close to

Edward's ear.

’

" t," Edward mouthed. Drawing\]his face <close to

Norma's hair, he whispered: "Wait tf\ll others join these

two. Unless they start burning the cofffee.”
Norma slipped away. She knew finitely more about

fighting than Edward did, but becau he was her teacher,

her profe, 'she cahe to 'im fowr advice. Norma, like his

e v

other students, conceived learning) as part of the

: . 169
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‘himself accorded a kind of mystical authority that was

completely foreign to him, He-watched Norma's shadow slowly
sliding frgom view. Her profile popped into sight a short

distance away, then melded into the night The smell of

.her body lingered in the humid air. It was the smell of

crowded Nicaraguan country buses: the musty, almost houney-
like ddor of poverty, unwpshed f%esh, caked sweat and dust-
impacted clothing. Ahead of Edward, tpe/flashlight beamp
continued to swivel silently. Edward shuffled three half—
steps toward éhe source of the light, keeping his head low,
achingly consciocus of each tipy scuff of soun& that  his
boots pawed from the earth. The humid night aif inéinuated
itself like oil between Edward’'s handsland the AK-47:  his
palm slipped.on the barrel{ the’trigger grew slick beneath
hislfinger. The silence was udbearable. He could feel his
testicies contraotini until they were as small and hard aé
acorns . HeB padded forward on hands and (?nees, brought
hims&ff to a crouch and walted.
' R ' ’ *
The year before,” a few weeks after his arrival in Latargo,

Edward had, worked in the coffee harvest for the .first

time. The hatrvest was grueling. The péople around Edward

worked with a stamina he could not hope to match. They

seemed impervious tp the staggering heat, oblivious to the

1
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weight of the sun and the pricking, buzzing and biting of ,a

multitude of insects. Edward slogged through each day,
determined not to quit before the week was up. The fiery

pesticidég with which Nicaraguan farmers drenched thelir

~

crops ma "Edward's head spin and put him off his food.

Each night\two or three mefbers of the harvest crew would
® \

do vigilaﬁh , everyone else’?/ safety depending on the

ability of/these two or three individuals to remain awake
and alert through the night after spending the‘day in the
fields. Edward, who had no militia training, was excludeé
frowm this duty. To compensate, Jabier did‘'double vigilance,
going an extra -mnight without sieep.l After the harvest had
ended and Luisa had dispatched the lice from his halir py
shaving his skull almost bald, Edwa;d enroiled in a militia
training course. He spent three wéek; waking early, hiking

up and down _ hillsides in the heat, taking apart,

reassembling and firing AK-47s, practising hand-to-hand

combat with peasant women and students. Edward's instructor ,

in the 'course, a stocky young man ia combat fatigues,
reinforced his ‘' lectures by flourishing an instruction
meaenual which, it soon’emerged; he could barely read. But at
the end of the three weeks Edward felt at home with a gun
in his hands. This year, duri#glhis second .January {n

Latargo, Edward was again working in the coffee harvest in
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able to take his turn doing vigilance.

Wy e gy

1 )
the hills aMove the town. The hand-over-hand movement

/
required to pick the beans still wore him down; his sole

attempt to heft a full bag of undried coffee beans ended

in back-straining failure. This year,. though, he would be
[ 1]

*®

The humidity was suffocating him. He faltered forward, his
back huﬁched.“The flashlight beams seemed only inches away.

He was knockeq off his feet. A detonation lifted the
eart; aroynd Edwarg's boots: his ears stung, wet foliage
slapped him in Fhe face. H; lay on the ground, winded, his
cheeks  stiff with pain from-the fall. A volley of shots
erupted, . Like the. beating of a jackhammer; Edward's
eardrums recoiled. More sh:tS'exploded; ~ther§‘was a c¢cry,
then another and a proipnged moan that rose to a whimper.
More shots: one of the two flashlight beams in front of
Edward toppled like a‘feligd tree. The hazgébof beams
farther back inm the bush ;as extinguished: the contras were
né l%n;er trying to ward off attack. Now they wefe shooting
to Kéil. Edward‘feit his flanks, clapped his hands over his
forehead, touched his face anxiously until he was certain :
that he hadnnot‘been wounded by the grenade explosion that

had knocked him off his feet. He slithered forward, poking

the AK-47 awkwardly in front of him. More gunfire: he could

>
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crouched figure that looked like

The gun buckled against his shirt. Edward kept shooting

hear the bullets tearingithrough bh@ leaves above his head .

\ -~ g
He .had lost his sense of direct{on, didun' t know where the

contras' flashlights had be;n 5t where the men and women in
his patrol had gone.. Then, . of to his right, he saw a
i}avier. Hé heard Javier's< : -
4K-47 unleash a whiniwg.barrage of shots, setting off a \\\"
chaotic,' earspfittiug response. The bush,re;ounded with a -
furious, ¢onfused poundin;. Edward dﬁcked=through a veil of
leaves and staggered as automatic rifle fire exploded ™\

around him. He dropped to the ground, clagped the butt of ’

the AK-47 against his shoulder and squeezed the trigger.’

until the gunfire around.him began to subside; a moment ’
later it kicked 1into, £1fe again, harsher. and' angrier,
deepér in the buéh, / . i ‘
‘Kéeping his body low, Edward stumbled forward. He

tripped'over something heavy and soft, and forced Him;elf

to keep moving through the dark wel foliage. He stum;led

,against Javier, who sat crouched®over another stretched

-
L}

body. He stopped. ) . e . . y

It was Norma. She lay on her side, twisting in pain.,
a * &

"Profe," she moaned. "Mi profe."

P ’

Javier, crying, turned toward Edward.’

"Profe...." Norma murmured, her black curls darker
4 / , 173 3
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than the ground benmeath her. d‘ 'V ’ 2

"I'm here," Edward said. "Look, , I'm right here.'" He
:&) . °

., crouched beside her. shaking his head. Only a feghminutes

-

\ 5} Y
ago, he had Begngagleep. Now he was wide awake. A spasm of

2

‘

ain wrenched &orma's'bodyfaway from him; she ground her
p .
- [y . I 1

face against the egrth. The sprigh of ,ar~coff€e plant

:;// io.- overhung ‘ hér shoulders and head, veiling hp} Qith long,

rr ‘

ruffled-edged leavesfflowering from soft bark. Edward laid

4 o .
his haud on Norma'S'should%f, steadying her. He felt her:

v

/" .. muscles. knotting- with pain beneath his pdla; the musey

L bmell of Qﬂf ?Ody enveloped hinm. She bplinked, "her eyes s

.-(’\ J_ | ;&ﬁﬁenly clear in the darkness. "Mi profe, she ﬁﬁafd“ ‘
. o 3 = ‘ S
4‘ (u " . Gunfire hacked tﬁrougb_the matted p}anches, cuéé%pg
. - .“';‘;‘e’ﬁ"" 'Edward strained to ‘].o;_ate the path over which they
RO would havé to carry Norma, down through ’the cof&ee

3

y
™. plantation te the encampment. But thb undergrowth had

’ =Y «

¢ . : -
folaeﬁ shut behind him in a wall of silent leaves;. the way

£
19 L4
s ’ "~
back had disappeared.
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COCHABAMBA.

q

- t Péter first saw Helga standing on a dusty 'streetcorner

t C

where & connecting bus to La' Paz had been meant to arrive

. half an  hour earlier. She was a. ﬁiLlowy, fair woman,

a

éerhaps three or four years younger than he. was. 'TTheré'&

no point .in waiting out here," he hdd said, walking over to
y 5 ‘ o o .
where she stood. "The people in the restaurant'say the bus v

may not be here for hours. Why dom't you come inside?"”

“
o

She turnmed, thin and sunburned in heavy blyejeans and a
plaid shirt. "Okay," she said, after a moment's
.- hesitation. “"Thanks for .telling me.": Peter saw her

. R ‘glauce - toward the end of the street, where the single-

storey stucco buildings gave way to the flat, arid stretch

A of the high plateau. Then she hefted her backpack and

' |

- | # . followed him into the restéurant; ' o \ i

, ’ . { ’
P - "Where are you going?" she said, stacking her pack next

-

‘to his inside the doo;(ﬁﬁ the restaurant.

- 2
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"All around Bolivia," Peter said. "When I get to

»

~

~Cochabamba I'll head back to La Paz, then return to Peru.

What about you?"

"

"1 am also going to Cochabamba,' Helga said. She seated

herself at a table; Peter sat down opposite her. A waitress

arrived and they ordered the standard lunch, the only meal
this small, dirt-floored restaurant was serving: a bowl 6f
héup and a plate of rice, accompanied by two baked potatoes

and one lettuce leaf. Sipping her soup, Helga e%plained to

"Peter that she had been traveling in Peru and Bolivia for

two months., ,She had been buying gold and silver, wh}cﬁ

could be _bought cheaply in these countries, for he;/yﬁglel

to sell in his shop in Aéunci&n, Paraguay. Peter listened

to Helga's voice. 'She was the first woman traveling alone

.he had met in many weeks; most of the other travelers he'd

met had been single men, pairs of mea,  or couples. He
listened to her with attention. In the flat English of a
Eufppe?n ;ho had learned the language at an early age,
Hib&‘ said: "So now I am going back to{Paraguay: by way of
dochabamba ." ‘

"How long have you B;en in South Americal?"

"A year -- a little more than a year, in'fac;. It is all

thanks to my uncle's shop. My uncle has a good business in

that shop; it makes him prosperous and it allows me to

“
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travel,"

Nearly three hours p}ssed before the bus to La Paz

arrived. Peter and Helga sat in the restaurant and talked.

Peter told Helga how he had come to South America in the

hope of &establishing himself as a freelance Jjournalist;

*J
how, 7tealizing that he lacked the drive that made o good

journalist, he had eventually given up on this idea.
"So what are you doing now?" Helga asked.

»

"Just traveling and getting to know the country. I'l}

o

4

v

travel as long as my momey holds out." After all, there's

nothing for me to go back: to, he almost ‘added, stirring his

soup spoon in the empty bowl. The gap between Peter and his

parents, with their small-town values, seemed .unbridgeable;

his friends %fom university had scattered; he had broken up

with his girlfriend a féw weeks before his aeaqrture. CHe'

had no idea where he would go or what he qouldlég once h{s'

v
. traveling money was gone. d

WVhen the bus arrived, Peter and Helga rode together to

ed

La Paz. Th{}rnight they shared a narrow room in a hotel on’

’

. a steep .street in the lndian Quarter. T&e room contalined

_two single beds. When they were ready to go to sleep He$ga
. 1
turned out the twenty-five-watt bulb that hung £from the

&eiling.and they undressed withvtheir‘backs to one another.

Peter heard the sharp intake of Helga's breath as lfer bare
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feet touched the cold stone floor. They fell asléép ‘in
their separate beds without saying goodnightn'\‘in the

{
morning Peter woke early, gathered his clothes togeﬁhe;q

slipped out of the room for a shower and dressed in the

shower-stall. When he returwed to the room Helga was avakb
and dressed. She sat on the edge of her bed, .Brushing out

her iong thick hair.

"Good morning," feter said. "Ready for  some
sightsecing?"

' "You haven't been here Before?" Helga asked. “

| a— -

"No,'" "said Peter.

3

"Them you should see the witchcraft market,".she said,

sliding her hairbrush into a side pocket of her backpack.

"Also Avenida Buenos Aires. And take a look at the

preside‘ntial palace -- there's a lamppost in front of 1t

€

wvhere one of their Bresidents was hanged by a mob, rI'll

meet you back here for supper if you like.J’We can eat out
somewhere." d

"What are you doing today?"
"I have to;do some business for my uncle, who is paying
for ay trip." Peter nodded. He séenc the day wandering'-

A ! \ ‘ \
th?ugh the crowdeF, steep streets of La Paz. He followed

1

Helga's advice, visiﬁihg the witchcraftlmarket,and Avenida

-

Buenos Aires, and;lbékiné over the lampposES'in\froht of
. ' £
-
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t_ .Tlpey turned into Calle Tumusla, one of the widest and

T

the presidential palace. That evening he and Helga ate

supper in a small, 1inexpensive restaurant. They,drank the

local beer and agreed to catch the afternoon train to

Potos{ the next day. Next morning, as they were leaving the

[4

railway station after buying their tickets, they ran into
‘a group of Brazilian students. Peter was surprised by the
+

Brazilians' hweight and fair comple®ions, and by the loug
hair. worm by both thsﬁmen and the womfn. Helga began to

speak to the Brazilians in rapid Portuguese. Peter stood
. N © [ 47
watching® Indian women, who wore red or pink ..shawls and

brown felt hats, walking over the ¢luttered, stone-paved
v 6/ \\

street.

"whgre did you learn Portuguese?" he asked Helga later.

¥

"1 was in Brgzil for a few months. I had-'a Brazilian
boyfriend." |

"Re;lly?ﬁﬂow was Brazil?"

"Brazil was fine. The-boyfriind -- oh, I don't want to

talk about it. We'll start €elling each other éverything

and then we'll feel we have to sleep -together.”

!’ - [y

steepest streets in the Indian Quarter. Indian women lined

-

the 4 des of the stréet, squatting behind colorfgl blenkets

- :\f\ ¢
dfywh4ch combs and mirrors were displayed.

Helga said: "That's okay, isn't {t? I ﬂust'thipk it

" R i
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would be better if we didn't talk about ourselves. It'll

%ply cause problems.... I'lLl talk to you about ., anything
s you want, except my £$£e and your life. All right?"

Smiling, she met Peter's eyes. ' ) .

- Peter laughed. "Sure," he said. “"That's cool. I don't

have any problems with that."

‘ éetgr and Helga had been traveling together for thirteen
days the night they reached Cochabamba. They had learned to

respect _each other's privacy and avoiged discussions

»

Y which risked 1leading them {into the past. When other
' o4

s toplcs of con&ersgtion failed them, they talked about

politics. Theig was always something to talk about because
- . " they al;ays disagreed with:-each other. Helga was fro;
‘ H:;burg in the north of Germany; her father owned a
fact?ry. She disliked the left, equating it with the
Baader-Meinhof gang, yithvterroris%: When they first bega?
to Aréuq'ﬁP?ut poiitics, Peter tried to get her to see that
-she was interpreging evetftﬁing‘strigtly in terms of her

own‘;xperience == his girlfriend had done this, he thought:

L4

e all women did this --.without making allowances for a

. ’ \ ‘
. ~number of signisficant differences between West Germany and

Latin ‘America. "People are hungry here,” hg said. "Just'

Took around you. These countries are crying out for more

CRPE . , 180
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equalitj. And only the left has the political will to make
those kind of changes." ‘ T
1 . <

"That never works," Helga said. "It just becomes
Stalinist. You're better off Nith free enterprise. At least
that ;ay everybody has a chance." ‘

They would argue like this for hours, refining théir
arguments by flinging exaﬁples_aé one another. Peter was
never convinced that they were really avoiding their pasts
whgn they\talked about poiitics. It often seemed to him
that it has'less their principles than their backgrounds --
her"disli*e of the left, jris rejection of his parents'
copservatisQ\;;/;hag,weLg_éoming int; conflict.

The evening that they arrived in Cochabamba, they had

spent spent the entire day on a bus. After checking into a

hotel, they decided to go for a stroll before turning in.

- They  stumbled onto the «city's main plaza. White

-

" streetlights hung in the gucalyptﬁs trees. Under the

lights, young 1Indian women wearing criép. factory-made
] ' ~ ~ro
clothes( in traditional style ' =~ silk shawls, stiffly-

-

pléated skirts -- paraded around the piaza in ciusters,

smiling and laughing. Indian men, dressed in their "bBest
N

~shirts, sat oun benches_and watched the women. The womea

marched round and round with the jerky grace of a merry-go-

round, sneaking glances over their should s to see which

181
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men were watching them. They strutted a  ragged ' circle -
- .
around the perimeter'of‘ﬂhe plaza. ~ Then Heiga touched
Peter's arm and said: "I'm tired. Let's go back to the

hotel."

Peter woke.in darkness. He reached for his watch: it was
quarter to five in the morﬁiné. Hé had an erection. He
rolied onto his back and watched- the dawn break. He <could
hear Helga's breathing, slowed by sleep, in the othef—bed,
on ‘the otﬁir side of the room. The dawn came iu( soft

glimmers that broke\suddénly into full daylight. Peter's

kN

-erection subsided. The daylight grew stronger. At seven

.

o0'clock he climbed ‘oug of bed, pulled on his <clothes,
slippe& his feet into his shower sandalsrand padded down
the hall to the shower. When he returned t; the room Helga
was still asleep. He walked to the window and looked out at
the wmorning. Their room was on the sixth floor of -the
hotel, which appeared to be one of the taliest buildihg; in
Qpchabamba. LookKing out, }eter could see most of l_the
city\ and, beyond, the mountains: hg could see ﬁhe dark
green indentations ‘in their flanks, the powdering of
snow near theirx blunt summits. He continuef.io gaze out at

the mountains as Helga woke, slid out of bed and left the

room. She returned twenty minutes ' later, dressed in

o—
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bluejeans and a T-shirt, her skin gleaming moistly from the
shower, her hai’r brushed out to her shoulders. By eleven

o'clock, when Peter and Helga ieft the hotel aud walked

v -

downtown to expiore the city, a heat-haze had erased the

mountains from the horizon. There were fsw people on the
streets. Peter and ‘'Helga skirted the market -- the largesi
market in the Andeé, they had been told -- and found most
of the stalls boarded up. 0; the main streets, large shops
stood locked and empty.

"What's going §nz" Helga said. "Everyonexéq}d éochabamba

was such a lively place."

-

.;éeter bought a newspaper on .4 st;eetcorner.. "What's
happened?” he asked the vendor. The vendor grunted and
looked aq‘his feet. \if

-

Peter ‘and Helga sat down on & bench in the plaza and
opened ‘the newspaper. Th?& saw immediately what had
happe;ed. Overnight, the government had devalued the

country's /currency by more than one hundred per cent.

Prices had doubled, but wages were to be frozen. Headlines‘

warned that—-anyone caught buying United States dollars at
higher ‘than the official rate would receive a long jail

sentence. Alternate pages of the paper were given over to

- .

full-page exhortations to remain calgm. A photograph of a

small, frail-looking girl covered the top two-thirds of

4 ¥
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each of these pages. Below, in large black letters, were
the words: PARENT! ACCEPT TODAY'S AUSTERITY SO THAT HER

FUTURE MAY BE PROSPEROUS! "
4

"Please, sehor. Have you any dollars to change?"

Pecer locged up from the newspaper. A well-dressed man
ln his thirties stood in fromt of him. : The mén was
fiddling with his tie-clip; black polish made his shoes
gleam. . "Dollars?" the man tried agaih, as though
attempt%ng to pronounce the word in English.

"At how nuch?" Peter said in Spanish.

The man made an offer. Peter began to bargain. He

P

bargained hard with the man. "Please, sefor," the man said,

\

"I mneed dollarpy to get my wife and children out of the

country." oo

"Don't exploit’ him," Helga said to Peter in English.

"Yoﬁ do need to change money." a

"But he's offering me the same rate I got two days ago,
and all the priées are going to double.;

“"The prices are going to double for ¢§:;?bne.".

Péter said: "What's the matter? Have you become a dirty

soclialist?" | o .

3
i

"No. Have you become a filthy capitalist?”

The man standing in front of them pinched his tie-clip
<

nervoﬁsly‘ and said to Peter: "Perhaps your ‘wife aiso has

Y
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doLla?s to chanée?” e .
2"She's not ny wife," Peter said.
Helga said: "1 don't have any money to change." )
The man shot a lovk over his shoulder. Pet;r followed

the man's look and saw a uniformed policeman standidg on

\

the street corner. “AlLL right}" Peter said. "Twenty

-

dollafs, okay?"

"Yes, yes," said the mau, pushiné a wad of pesos at him:
Peter unfolded the wad and counted the peso$ before he
handed the man the twenty-dollar bill. The man grabbed the
twenty, nodded and took off across .the plaza. The
policeman on the steetcorner broke forward quickly and
intercepted him with a few swift steps. Peter saw thenm
standing toge§hqr nexit to the base of a eucalyptus tree,
the policewan Gtiff-waisted anﬁ tall, the wan wearing the

1

tie hunched and jittery.

<

~"1 don't like Cochabamba," Helga sighed. "What do you

G

think's going to happen?”

» —

"If -~ the peso keepé dropping," Peter said, the
4

. AS
government waight fall., It wmight even mean the end of

1

military rule.” ’

The policeman seized the shouldén of the man wearing the

‘tie. He shook the man back and forth. The wman's head

sunapped back, then swung forward. Peter glimgsed a atitcﬁ

M B
. “ K
% . i
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of light as the man's tie-clip fell to the ground. The
{ - o ’
*  policeman shook the man again and this time the man's tie -

thrashed like a loose cord.
"My uncle says that military rule is the best rule in

, these countries,® said Helga. "That's what he says after

twenty-£five years in Paraguay."

"Your uncle," said Peter, ''belongs to the tiny minority

'

that benefits from military rule."
The man bent over and picked up&‘his tie-clip. . Peter
. could see him cleaning the 'dust off it with the thumb and
R forefinger of his right hand. The policeman stepped forward
again, and the man backed up until the ehéelyptus tree
stopped him. People \gitting on nearby benches begaq to

climb 'to their feet and shuffle awvay. The policeman looked
Bvug at the other man. The man reached into his pocket ‘and

came up'witﬁ a dark green ten-peso note. Theun another. He
offered the notes to the policeman. . The policeman took

them, pocketed -them' and walked ;lowly away across the

. w
plaza. Thé other man fled, his tie swinging as he ran.

-

- "So you haven't become a capitalist," said Helga. "You

still can't forgive my uncle for Swning a shop." "

"And you're no socialist," Peter replied "Come on. It's

S our nnniversaty -=- Ve 've been ‘traveling together for two
E“»“ . , \ .
o . weeks. Let's go Find somewhere to celebrate.
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They left the plaza and walked toward the market, The

streets became wider and dustier. Sunlight struck through
[ .

the dust in wn opaque sheet. The thin mountain ‘air was

saturated with glitterihg particles of dust. Their
»%reathing grew arduous. On the right-hand“BiQe of the
street a sprawl of scrubby grass interrupted the pattern of

white stucco buildings and red-brown dust. Peter and Helga

veered out of the road and stepped onto the grass. A wooden

sign attached to a tilted pole told them that fhey had
entered a park. Cages sat dotted around the park. Inside

the cages were birds. and small animals: parrots, anteaters
I

various types of monkeys..In a larger cage in the middle of‘

the park, settled atop a pile of sand-colored rubble, Peter

N -~

saw two scruffy biack lumps.

e
"

"Cqndors," Helga Breathed, walking tpward the cage.

o Y

"Really?" said Peter. "They look so ugly."
i
"Oh, they're just vultures when you see the/ close up,
y Yy L
\ .

but when they fly...have you ever seen a condov f' ing?"
] \ .
"No," said Peter. Helga was leaning against the cage,

her fingers poking through the wire mesh. Her arms were

"bare and sunburned, ‘and her haiT fell  loose %ﬂ* hér.

ghoulders. N

"I wish I could see them spread® their wings. But thhy'li(

never do it-in this cage. They don't have to mov

~

. Kl ~
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Lol around." ‘ ’
, Htlga 'turned, _4smiling, Lhe. suﬂ ?h éher face. The
s 0 ﬁ .\ - “// i - B L4
\ sugpleness of. her movements caused Peter”s gaze to Llinger
¢ ‘ : . . r ‘ '

on the cur?ﬁﬂ her thighs made moving against thg'vpigﬂ? .

deniém of her bluejegms. Lt had been .a long time, he .
N 5 ] [y . ‘ . , , P
@ { ;hpught: since he had broken up with kis girlfriend. “ThEYy,

ot
~

seeing that she had noticed his sc¢ru iny, hé llooked away.

They walked\ out' of ‘the park and back: onto the street,
& J \ - '
.continuing in the direction of -the market, In a

v

. sidestreet neam the marwet, Helga found a shop that had not

closed. Inside the shop i; was cool and datk. A middle-

o ' rd
[E———

ged woman in a dress stood next to the counter and a young
i 4 4 [ IS

man, who might have been her soh, crouched before shelves

Y .
--iln'-s\

of merchandise. The young man was coloring over the pxices

- “"ﬂ"-c.

L]

L

spampea on boxes and bags and was’ writing;i new- prices

P o : - | ; v g
hﬁ? with 'a felt-tipped markerﬂ o b . - -

t

«'1 . was Just about to close,” said the woman. . "Nbbody's

[ R

buying They won't buy agaiu until they get hungry /
// . "Do you have something mweet?" Helga asked.

The woman handed her-a plaatic' bag’ “of. small, spicy

. ’
T

cookies sprinklegnwdth sugar. - Helga bought the cookies and< .

. - ’ ) . /L

tore open the tdép .coruner of the bag. "HereJ have a
- L R . .

. ST cobkie," she said;"as she and Peter walked ack ou;~ onto

. tha street. "Here's to two weeks of traveling tdgeﬁhgt.“ .
A ) & , , . ‘ ; \ )
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- "Thankﬂ(iﬂ Peter said. * He bit-into the cookie; {t was

hard. "When are you leaving f%f Paraguay?" " v

!

M1 don't know," Helga said. "I wag going to wait’a 'few
- ] . . - »

.dais,’but now I don't khow. What if there's a Eoup] I don't
v c .

‘

A . L )
s , want to be stuck in themiddle of it."™“ \

"Afraidg you'fl be throgL-in front of the fiting-squéa by

. o
bloodthirsty revolutionaries?'" Peter asked. =~ ’
"Just let it drop, will you?" Helga said.
<L .
They walksd in silence until-they reached the market. }

N

Peter's throa{"was dry from fhe dust. Small whitewashed

stalls that sold refreshments stood on. the &dge of the

market. A handful of people sat at shaded makeshift tables

]

)

gathered around each stall. Dehind the refreshment “stalls

- ‘éeter tould see the begiuning of the market's main groundé:

bther, laéélf stalls, spaces marked off _under awnings, ,

“swqp!;rfc&l oLQn&;Hs‘of bare earth. The maqket\wa; nearly .o
‘ ve [N RN %o . - ) . .
empt?% No goods where laid out for Tale; no one-was buying.

]

There were only the few people skipping soft drinks at. the

tables next to Ehg‘refreshment stallg. X &

. o t (Y. . - .
‘"Let's get something to drink," Helga said, breaking

]

"

‘the silence betweén them,' 5 .

™

They yaléed‘ up to the ngar:}f stall. °"de"éokes;
pléase,“/ Peter said in Spanish, leaning over Mﬁfﬁj
. ' a |

n

whitewashed counter. - _ D . K\;
| ) ’ . N « ‘ . ¢ ) R \ \
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"There 1isn't gny;‘ replied the vomar® inside the ‘stall.~-

S\\\ e The‘shegﬁ,behind her was i!lined with bot{les of Coca+«Cola.

_ \\\ | ‘"T?o éoigf, please," Peter repeated,: e;uuciating. the _/

| wordsr;ith ;axe: He gestured toward tge shelf. )
: . k “Tﬁére isn't any‘gbcaJCQLa," the woman said. Like  most -—°

| of the people in the market, she was Indian. Her brown skin

was stretched over high, rounded Eheekhbnes. Her black

4

braids hung\lank. She-stared through Peéer._ ' - /)/

-~

"She's crazy," Helga said. "Let's go somewhere else."

‘ _They walked to the mnext stall. -.The~- response was
identical. At each stall they'saﬁ bottles ranged on shelves -
and people sippiné‘soft drinks. At feach stall they were

ntold that there were no soft drinks. No ha&z no hay -- {t

li

s
.'beat through PeEEng head like a taunt. /The longer they

° *

‘talked, the hotter wand dystier and .thirstier and more

short-tempered he becamzfﬂ?inally, he snarled at omne of ghe

' stall-keepers: '"You're lfiqg.Q.. I - can see the bottles

. | . . | -
1\ . rtight there!" He caught hidself, -and fell silent. DBehind
/ . him, he heard a scraping noise. Two men ,who had been

" 3 :
sucking on soft drinks had pushed back their chairs - and

*

frisen~to Eheir'feet.

. , . “Theéré 1is no Coca-Cola, senor," 'the wpmah-behlnd the

.
. counter said.
- - ‘ A . . .
Peter nodded. "TT course, senora, my apologies. Buenas |

. — . [ »
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tardes."

L

A hand weighedeon Peter's elbow. It was Helga. "I dom't

understand. How can you let her lie to your face  like

.
~

" that?"

Peter blew out a gust of air. His throat felt blistered.
. - . b

He was exhausted. He remembered the cool darkness of the
a \.-» 1

hotel room that morning, ‘the soft:glimmer of the first

light, '"They're not going to sell any more drfﬁks’ until

i

they know how lLow the'peso is going to drop," he said,

turning away frdm the stall and heading odkfof the market,

drawing Helga's arh“aéainst his hip as he turnedf\\Q:zpe

drinks are the only‘thing they've gdt that will keep, paée
PR

¢ -

with inflation. So there are no drinks -- none for sale.
'8 . -~ “

: i . . ‘ i
Except for a few old friends. It's not’ really lying."

(N *
o

a2y
‘ \

"I still thiak it stinks," Helga said, shaking her arm
free of ‘Peter's grasp. "If I want a‘drink and I've goi the
moﬁey to buy it, who are—tgey to tell me I csn't have it?"

This morning if Helga had spoken.li&g this Peter wgé}d
have ridiculed her. Now he said nothing. Tﬁeg walke@ back

)

The plaza looked hotter than it had earlier in the day.

to the plaza without speaking.

The heat bore down on them. Groups of men dozed on bencheé

'

under eucalyptus trees. There were more policemen than

C

hat stood infthe‘middle of\the

1
“
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plaza, reading aloud from scraps of newspapers. He waé

reading’ the government announcements that Peter and Helga

(3

had . read that morning.  "Parent!" he Keclared. “"Accept

today's austerit& so that her future may be prosperocus!" He

repéatedl“these words six or eight times. Then he shouted:
“This. has been my first official sbeeeh as president and

general-in-chief of the new capital of the 1republic --

Cochabamba!" \\'

The man's voice was strong and ringiung; his words echoed

arofnd the plaza. Peter waited for the police to arrest the

+

man. But they just looked at one another and suickered.

None of the éhops in\the plaza were open. There Wwas

[N

nowhere to buy anything to drink. Peter and Helga walkéd

back to their hotel without speaking. Their voom félt cool

{
after the s-treet. Then it grew stuffy. Peter and Helga lay

-,

on their beparate beds, their clothés lovosened. Peter began

- L

LA |

to doze. ‘ 2 ;
A" knock on the door woke him. He sat up on his bed.
Helga opened the door and the desk clerk walked into the

room. Behind him came a slim man wearing dress slack? and a
short-slee?ed white shirt. The slim mAn had a small,
clipped mustach;i He showéﬁ Peter a laminated card bearing
his photograph. "Immigration Pol;ce," he said.. "Your
passports, ple;se." | |
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Peter and _ Helga wpﬁlled their passports out of their

money belts. The Immigration man examined the passports and
, P .

-

checked them against a list he carried on a clipboard. He

made a note in the wmargin. "Traveling together?" he asked,

e

without looking up.

—-"Yas," Peter said. w— "

"Destination®"

"Peru," Peter said. -

Helga said: "Paraguay." )

-

’ . : . L4 . .
The Immigration man lodked up from his <clipboard. His
cheeks gaveroff a light sheen. The desk clerk was lookiﬁg *

) oo v
at Peter and Helga with new interest. The lmmigration man

[ . g
said: "Are you going to Peru or are you going to Paraguay?

ke

You must tell the truth. The situation in this country is

veTry unstable."
Helga said: I'm going to ?araguay and he's going back
to Peru." . ' _ - T

]
& -

"This 4is, impossible,” the Immigration man said. *"You

have just told me that you are traveling together.! .

«

"We have been traveling together,"” Helga said. "After
Cochabamba we will go in different Jirections."

.
The Immigration man sighed. "When will you be leaving?"

"In a few days," said Helga. "Three or fo@r days at

moqt." . f; \\
193 '
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. leaving tomorrow. L can't take any more 6f this tension. At ,-

T m ! ]
A 2 »
. / i
. . :
.o‘ A .
"And you?" he said to Peter. ~
"In three or four days." '}

it

"Thank you," said the Immigrati%n mﬂﬁ. "Good afternocon."

He and the desk‘cleEk left the room. /
"That's it," Helga said, when the/ door had closedfﬁhl'm .
least in Paraguay you don't spend/the whole time worryiug -

that there's going to be a coup if the néxt five minutes."
‘.- . o .

"That's true," Peter said.. "The repression is much morte
" ana ¢ .
efficient in Paraguay

-

Helga didn't respond. She¢ squatted at the foot of her

bed, ( folding her clqthes and sliding them into her

. .
backplack. She was muttering about .Guaranfes and bus
b / o
schedules to .Santa Cruz. She made a joke about her uncle

3

and how he wo Jd reac to her returnu. Peter wanted to

;}
answer her, but found 1mself at a loss for words.
t
F'i H

e}

When he woke from his siesta the room was dark. The air had
. .

grown coolif and clammy humidity had set in. Helga was®

asleep. Peter Aay in the dark and listened to her’ .
breathiné. The ybtel, and the street outside, were silent.
€2

They cel7£rated their anniversary =-- two weeks of

traveling tggether '-- at the only restaurant in the main .-

plaza that popened that evening. It was,oné‘of.chhabamba’s

o /0 . |
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more expensive restaurauts. The supper menu included fish.
1 N , \\ . '
The potatoes had\a tangy aftertaste and the rice.arrived in

S e ! Y

delicéte'heaps,J&h re was ice cream for dessert. The prices

on, the menu had be

-

sfroked out 37d newv,, higher prices

penned in. |

¢

. "When are you going to leave?" Helga agked.

"Perhaps Thursday,'" Peter said. "I'd Pike to stay for

market-day on .Wednesday. Then I'll probahl% go back to La

-
\

//I can get out of the country if anything serious happens."

"I 9don't want to take any chances," Helga said. "The
sooner I can leaye the happier I'll be™. " R .
Outside, rain | had begun to fall. Some of the,

streetlights had failed -ta come on and the/;ucalyplus trees
stbgd ‘twisted against the thiék shadow. Peter recalled
their first glimpse of the plaza }he night before -- the
Indian women marching round ﬁnd round in én unbroken circle

and__ the men watchlng them. It was still raining when they

finished their ssupper. They were drenched as soon as they
stepped out the door. Peter felt‘his trousers turn heavy;
th;y chafed aéaiﬁst'his legs. Men in tattered clothes slept
under the ov;rhang of the building% thatﬁfronted onto the

plaza. The mef slept clasped together in pairs, the head of

one drawn against the -ankles of the &ther. The rain fell

~ 195 (’
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~ harder, and Peter and Helga began to rum.’

. ]
Thelr breathing was harsh and shallow in the  thin

-

air. They staggered around a corner into a sidestreet ‘that
lqoked like it would proviis.a shortcut to their hotel.

Ahead of them, obscured by shadow, figurés bendéd and

[ [ R '

stretched, workin% rapidly in the darkness..Rain beat into
Peter's face. He was ldnging forward, no longer abfe .to:
run. Helga grabbed his arm\:hi‘he stopped. He peered.at ‘the
.bending and stretching figures. They wére*pasting posters

to the wall; ‘moving down the street quickly, m‘bhodically:

v

What was.on the po&xt:er:s?)i Anti-government pdiaaganda? Peter
didu't want to know. Helga was tugging on his arm: He
nodded, aud they turped and headed back the way they \had
come. A young man.iu uniform .rushed }owa;d them out of\xhe
derkness,. nearly hrdshing Peter's arm as he‘sprinted ..past
in _the di;ection of the figures pasting up the gost;rs.
Slung d%er his shoulder, he carried a gun with an airf
cooled barrel. |

) . »

Peter and Helga stepped back out onto the main Street

’

and hurried toward their hotel. Rain slammed agasinst the.

paving stones. Their clothes were dodden. eter felt his

, stamina waning. Helga reached out and took his' hand. They

stopped trying to run and walked back to the huotel hand-in-

hand. Still holding hands,' they climbed the six floors EB

' -~ 196
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pulled : her a&&insf him. JThey were kissing, their mouthsv
) R 2

[} w P N
- . =
; -
. A - : . . ‘/ ‘ * ‘ ‘ ‘ !
their- hotel room, drIpping water on old tiles. Helga

close&; the door behind them and shook out her hair under.

< ' ( | - :
tffe pale light. A crescgnt of fine drops of wa%er sprayed
against Peter's chest. "Look at me!" Helga said. "I'm all

wet!” This -1is ridiculous. When I was~'a little girl I.

used to pomﬁlain about the rain and My parents‘would say,.

When- you're grown up.you can go and visit your wuncle in

South America. So I come to South America and what happens?

.

I get soaked!"
She smiled lopsidedly at Peter, her hair all over the

place. Peter looked at hep#Tde~ pale eyes, her moist

.eyebrows, a rivulet of water sliding down her neck. He

»
open, their heads turning to meet the sliding pressure

of their tongues. The warmth of Helga's kiss _,carried

through Peter to his spine and spread across his shoulder-

blades like a pair of wings umfolding. They pressed their
b . s .

bodie together at the waist. ' /
: »

]

’

A burst of qutoéi?fc rifle fire cracked ‘fﬁropgh the
sound of the rain, roéking the hotel.

Peter felt  his lfqbs“stiffen} Helga's body go stiff
aglin;t him. The gunfife %rploﬁed again, shatfering in 1its
loudness. Peter's armsffel} to his sides. -He andggzz;a drew

. 7

apart. They sat down heavily.on their'separate'beds,' each

’ L -
. 197 , L

-



unable to meet the other's eyes,

- T

Peter lay. avake the rest of thé night,' l4sfening for the
. . e a
sound of gunfire. o-But the ni%ﬁt was silent except for the

rain. N?‘morning the rain haq stopped Peter fell asleep as

!

tigﬁtenihg the straps on her backpack. She left for

1 .

. Paraguay an hour later %ﬁd Peter, fearing that the trains

t

might soon stop running//retufned to La Paz the next day,

\
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DESERTERS - e
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* . T
stopped and listened ‘again to the rparing through  the

-

frees. He blugdered forqard, the bdshlbrokg away and he

// . N .o
stupbled and fell.' Picking himself up, brushing fluff from

K

fraying bqllruaﬁ-heads off his shirt, he saw that he ‘was’

) T \ . c
standing in _ a ditch at the edge of a highway. La belle
[} .

1

’
-

"that hurtled ggst. Safety, thought Dekker. The contained

A tension of days snapped:- Exhaustioniflooded his limbs, and

v
[

he climbed onto the steep, gr&ssy embankment o? the highway

e

and lay down on his back. He breathed fumy ;ir and‘gazed at

the clouds, while moist blades of grass-nuzzled the back of

- b~
B

his'neck. Finally he sfoqh up, walked out onto the shoulder

°

~of the ‘highway and began to hitch-hike.

Tanks advancing under aircraft fire, thought Dekker. He'

province, read -the license plates of the cars and truéig“j

A trailer-truck stopped for him. The driver said he :jﬂ "

been _behind the wlieel all nighé,and~hf§ plaid shirt ’ was -

) ' ' R
' - o199 .Y .
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, ) . rumplg@. Hew#wchain-smoked. The radio played sentimental pop .}

~

-music that Dekker knew from home, but the advertisémen;s'

4 . a

and the disc jockey's patter were in French. The driver.

.(asked Dekkér where he was géing. Dekkeroshrugged, clueless.

4

He haé.crossedmghe border: nothing else mattered, - —
{ ¢

oD "I let you out somepka where the girls speak Euglish,"

p the)driver said. "0k

Dekker nodd The past ; swamped him. He had been living

inta state”of perpetual anxiety qu~almo§¢ a week., It was a

%

relief to ralax: to lean back in "the bfg seat of ﬁhe <cab,
g .
' *a
close his yeyes and allow the pgp musi¢ and the driver>s'
< ’ . '

- \ 4
cigdrette émoke to swirl around him. The vibration of the

truck.)s . engine lulled him to sleep. When he woke, the

¥

“driver was geatring ddwn. The driver brought the truck to a
' ‘ - -

stop in a wide, muddy‘parking lot and told Dekker that he
C St . .
‘ was going to eat breakfast.

Dekker climbed ggwn out of the cab. The town in which

.

the driver.had stopped_consisted of a single street lined

with |red made over into shops™ ~ -- a grocery

store, afbarbershop, a hardWare store, a beauty salon. At

either end of. the street t é,red brick buildings gave way

14 e/ . '
to whit & clapboard hous finally ¢to scatterdd

et °

— - . bunéalows aﬁd fields »f hay and corn. Dekker shivered. Tlve
\_ sky was grey and the air was nuch cooler than ift had
) i N
s . [
- L 200 ! .
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at ‘the’ beginning of is journey . The dlmpness that- ﬁad,
et “ . ‘ e —

Séath@red 'on his shirt during ;he pight‘grung~to ~his ‘ékjn
§‘and chilbiéd him. - ¢ . & _ Lo
“Come apd take a hot coffee," said the driver. > :

-

7 Dekkey followed him into the.red brick diner. Inside, a
man with short; slicked-Mack hair stood behind the counter
i L . T : N
wearing an apron. An older man in overails gsat at oune of
' . Lhe stools and drank ¢offee. . The driver.a the man behind .
e = L . \ ,
, the counter greeted each other. The man behind “the\ counter ‘.
Cy was called George;, the driver's name was Jacques. The man
- * ) ' -
‘. *'1n overalls nodde@'gt Jacques but did not greet him.
N . ) RS . ]
"1 got a passenger today," said the driver. ‘
- N qurge‘Yooked at the wet splotcheston ﬁekker's shirt. 'He . :
.nodded cuttly T . ' T . Coe . -
BN . ' ’ ) .
"Bacon and eggs with toast," said the driver. "Lots of
, k butter. Black qgffee. Thtee'&umps of sugar. b
‘ . "1 remember,"” said George! "How about you?" he said to )
Dekker. ¢ . S )
. . : A N . %]
p A\ Dekkey' hesitated-— He was very hungry, but he had only
N United .Stat%s cﬁireucy and he didn't ;ant to start the
4 other men asking questions.o"Nothing, ¢hanks. . e
, Geor&,ﬁ shré&ged his \shoulders.. Uacqugs, the trupk‘
' driver, said: '}f ell, I didn't know,you're broke. .How come
2 - “'you , dop't telfﬁdei_‘Bring°two'coffees,, George. This guy
. . : Booo S . : - ,
j\‘\"’” ) ‘ N : T 1 - €
t: L] . ‘ - B 201 .
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needs 'a hot coffee’ H:js freezing. pr' youy ijike, yu&£,”

coffeel': ' LT L . . ey
"With milk," said Dekker. "Thank you." - . C
- : ; ' o ' «
"With milk," the. driver said to George. "Jeeze, doun't

thank me. A g@y needs a coffee in the morming. I know'aboutl

Cehaet \ R 1

-

"Two coffees, ga;d George, scratchiﬁg on 8 dogehreJ
pad. YOne with milk." - He pushed through é‘swlnging door
into. the kitchen. As the door opened, country mugié .
./ : . e
filtered out. . T C ) )
- .‘\ - L ‘ j
"You on the road?" the man in overalls asked Dekker. - He

(A . ~ -

‘Léaned forhard with ong*elbo& on the count¥r and " studied

g@Dekker (aCtoss the speckled white formica. His' face was
tanned - and veather- riven, and he wore . ;2 long\F{lled cap ha

e . 5. R . > ’[
tilted back on-his head. ' \,h) ;

" "Yeah," said Dekker. "l'm ou;{he road." He hadn't

A

‘thodght about it this way before., |

.;£

George came through the swinging door carrying two

L
" coffees. Co- : J
"You iookin'.for‘quk?“ the man in overalls asked. L
° "Mel here jJstq had h£s~}ited.man take ,off on' him," ‘
Gearge explained, ‘set;ing Dekhef's.coffee inaffont of him,
"He' s*téen here ail morni;; complaining about it." _
‘ "Went back ‘to ;he wife and six kids in Rimouski,ﬁ. sa;ﬁv“
‘ « . = T ‘
Y 0 .+ .202 | - ‘
x’k Ca * o



Mel. "He was one. of your éeople,_Jdches." .

. Jacques said: "It's not my fault he left." -

"I didn't say it was your fault," said Mel. "I just said

- he was, French and he went back to Rimouski."

&

"Anyhow,! said George, '"Mel here's looking for a hired

-. : ) . e, - . a - ‘
—_ man." o ‘ . ' .
[N j_‘ ' ' . - < B = R
"I stilll ain't done half my haying," said Mel. ’
. ) b .

» “Jacques turned to Dekkér. "You ever work on a faru?"
' . Nttt . g .

> - "Sure," said Dekker. He had worked for his uncle for
| . 3

® L

} ’ j. ‘park of a summer when he was fifteen.
& ~ i . , _ o
“Can you work havd?" said Mel;. 'leaning low over .the
, formica-topped counter. . . .o o,

» | ’ v

‘ "1f you feed me." _
[N . -

~"lire .im, Mel, " said George. "You ain't gophna find

noﬁody else right away. - Not withou;'goiné to' the Farm:

’ {Labodf Exchange:"

"I don't know who he is," said Mel. "I don't? know  a

.

single thing about him." - . } - '

o -

" _ "He looks okay to me," said George. YHe sure..as hell

3 ° ‘ ‘ain't ome of them hippiﬁs. Not with éhe'haipcut he's got.'

} | "Yeah, you don't .see too many;nqwa@gxs'hith it"ghat
LI ' short," Mel looked at Dekkeru‘"iau ain't esca;ed ;roﬁ jail,

* . en2" ) T '

%: T "po," Dekker said. "}’ve ﬁfver:been in jail." "“L

. ‘?Q3
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.+~ "said. "You can start work today."

?

George said: "What's your ‘name?" .
"John Dekker," said Dekker. - .

€

Mel said: '"Dekker? What kihqaﬂnamg's that?™

"Dutch, originally, I think," said Dekker.

Y
- P

"Dutchman!". said Ggorge. "ﬂ?em guys -work real hard,

-

Mel."

. "Every farmer that's making money a?lund here is Dutch,"’

Mel allowed. ' .

-~
€ °

“Hey, Mel, you could be the first guy around here  to

- . -
- +

1N

have a Dutchman for awmhJdred maq," sald Gevrge. “Usualiy

* it's the other way round.".

[y
-

'«"Usually the hired man's a French guy,'" gruuted Jacques.

- - )
/

and polished his 'soft brown eyes. “"You.want thg job?" he

Ve

?

"If I dom't eat some breakfast," said Dekker. "I'm not

going to be able.to work."
' K
"Shake?" said Mel. He slid a big weathered paw along the

‘& countertop. ¢ Dekker shook Mel's hand. .Mel grinned. "Bacon,

eggs and toast for my hired man, George/ And another cup of
- , -~ .

)
1

coffee."

~

"Way to go, Mel," said George. He pushed through . the
</ k

swinging door into the kitchen. N ]
» 4 ) n

.Jai?ues reached over and shook’ Dekker's hand.
- ; fh‘ oo . “' —
< - ' 204 : ' - -
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. MelL looked at Dekker. Cpncentration fuyrowed his brow‘“

A 1



‘permanent.”

"Congratulatigns." ,
"Thanks to you," said DeKker.
After WeNad finished his breakfast, Dekker went outside

and .removed his shoulder-bag from Jacques's trgiler-truck.-

‘He .shook hands aiaid with Jacqugs. Jacques cuffed him

goodbye on the shoulder.
-"That all the luggage you-got?" said Mel, sitting at the
wheel of his half-ton pick-up. Dekkekﬁnodded and hopped in.

Mel gunned the engine and the-truck roared down the street
N < N ~ o

and out into the country. A tiny plastic tiger jiggled on

o

. "
a chain suspended from the rearview mirror. Mel shifted

gears wit5—§ long bar that grew out of the floor. When Mel
shifted into third a patch of daylight opened in the floor
and Dekker could see the raciung tarmac below.

-

"My haying needs doing something fierce,'" said’ Mel.

LAY

"That's' two, maybe three days' work. If we're both happy

‘ when that's done we can talk about you working here

’

The cloud thinned and the day grew warmer and brighter.
- . N ' / N ‘

To Dekkér's surprise, Mel asked him nothing about his

»

b;ckground or how nuch farming he had done.

-

Mel's two-storey white clapboard lhouse stood at the end

of a long, rough laneway. Behind the house stood a red barn

in need of a fresh coat of paint. Grey, sagging sheds

[S
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flanked the barn. Mel parked the truck next to-a tractor in

front of one of the sheds. Climbing out.of the éick-u&, he -

said: "Get up on that tractor and get her started up for
me.," " S B -
Dekker looked at the tractor. It was an old modef, as

old and uncomplicated as the tradtor that Dekker's uhéle

had owned when Dekker was fifteen., Dekker climbed into the
driver's seat, pushed his shoes tentatively against the.two
pedals, .clutch and br@ke, ‘and rattlied the géarshift: He

started the engine and felt the sﬁeefing ‘wheel vibrate

*

agdinst his palms:gs the machine growled, The smell of

gasoline swirled before his face. He drove the tractor

arqund the barnyard in a loose circle. .Mel Watched Dekker

°

g

wi}h folded 'arms;; when Dekkerlreturued to his -§tart1né-

9

/géipt Mel waved him to a_halt.

v

_"Okay," he said. "You can drive a tractor."

Since the .departure of his hired man, Mel had been
h#yfngialong. His daughter, who usually;gorked with hin,
‘had been away 1?oking qfter— her . grandmother and had
returned ”uuly‘last uiéht. With no one to work on L:e skid
to make the seven-bale stook§,j Mel hgd been-circling the

.fields with his tractor and baler and leaving the - bales

where they dropped. The back of his farm looked Like a

battlefield, he said: four big fields scattered with

/‘\ ) .
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3

e

uttcollected bales. And.méte than half of Mel's hay remained
to be <cut. But all they would worry about today was

gathering the hay that was already baled. The #est would

)

have to wait. ' They would have tpo hbpe, said Mel, gL{Ecing

skyward, for a couple of ‘sunny days. .
; .

Dekker- lifted his shoulder bag from the seat of Mel's

¢

pick-up, and he and Mel walked toward the house.’They took
off their boots in the mudroom. Mel opened the door into

the kitchen, which became the dining room and was tiled .
. N i

with grey linoleum. . ' , /

¢ >

"Meet the wife," said Mel.

[
1

Dekker exchanged mnods wifh a stout woman with irom curls

and steel glasses. "Gidday," she said. : . //
- . /
. Dekker said: "How do you do."

"This here's John Dekker," said Mel. "He's .gonna he}é us
)
3 \ / w7
with the - haying and maybe take over as our hired man/’ He’%xw

a Dutchman.," 7

> '
7

"Dutchman, eh?" said- the wife. "Most Dutchmen's bigger."
/s ’

' “And  this is my daughter,” said | Mel. "Sharon, John
Dekker." L ) :
Mel's .daughter was unremarkable. She was three'or four
years ~“younger than Dekker, perhaps eiéhteen or nineteen.
Her face was even and regular, ‘her hair {ong and fair and

straight, gathered in a pony tail. She wore bluejeans that

®

207

e



v

farmwo;k had thiﬁned’and f%ded. Lo;king at her struck

Deﬁk;r motionless. Sharon's mouth and cheeks, not yet ﬁuite

adult in théir firmness, mixed comntradictory ,signs of

tec;n: adolescence and future motherhood.. The flow of Mel's

lifg, from young man to grandfather, stqod em?odxed befofe

Dekker's ey;s.‘ All the questiois that_ghg‘Aast' weel had
e - .

forced him to stifle began to drum through Dekker's brain.

It .occurred to him that he could not go {home. He> might

really have to tive out his life in this c%uﬁtry. A sense -

of utgéncy stirred in him, and with it a rising confusion.
He must organize himself, make plans; but where was he and

what sort of plans must he make? .

L)

During° the moments that these thoughts were passing

%

through Dekker's mind, he continued to look at Sharon. She

~

sblushed and looked away.
“Are you a married man, Mr. Dekker?" asked the wife.
"No, I'm not,"V said Dekker.

"John can sleep ig’'the room the Frenchman had," HNel

said. "Next to Sharon's room upstairs." :

"That room ain't ready yet," .said the wife.

"Eh?" said Mel. "What ain't ready about it?" ' é;

"The room ain't ready.. If he stays here tonight he'll
have to sleep in the shed."

-—~M"ye'll talk about’it later," said Mel.
’ : .=
N \ - ‘ ) . .. '“
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1

"What is ready,' said the wife, "is dinner."

"John here just ate breakfast,” said Mel. "George in the

o —

village serves breakfast until eleven o'clock." ¢
Dekker said: "I can eat again. I don't usually say no to

good food."

"I'm sure," said the wife.

s

Dekker dropped his shoulder bag onto the dining room

sofa aund joined Mel and Sharon at the kitchen table. The
. _ —

wife <carried the fuvod to the table in steaming pots that

sShe handled with oven mitts. Defore they ate; Mel muttered

t

.3 Pprayer. That was all anyone said during the meal. The

food left Dekker feeling sluggish. Breakfast had, revived
him, but eating again had s?mﬁly remindeg him of how little
sleep he had managed to get auéing the last week. When the
meal was finished, Sharon and the wife began to clear up
the dishes. Dekke; got ®o his feet and looked ou£ the

. window. ' Outsidk, the cloud cover had frayed to scattered

A,
R [

white ribbons and the sun beat dowrn. Mel allowed  himself

and Dekker a twenty-minute rest after lunch. Then he stood

up, tugged at his overalls and said: "Time to get workin'.

Picking uﬁ the bales would be easier with three pepple, Mel

—

said,. so Sharon would come with.them.
The sun struck Dekker an almost palpable blow. He felt

drained. He bowed his head against the heat and\stabﬁed at,

-
o L v
a
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]

and missed; ~a\paaf of workgloves that Mel tossed him. He

X

hY .
picked up the gloves off the ground. Sharon climbed onta

the tractor and backed itbtowérd the hay wagon. Mel hitched

A S

- . & )
the wagon fto the tracto;x and he and Dekker climbed onto
the wagon. Sharoy drove the tractor through a gap between

‘two sheds and onto. a rough, mnarrow path flanked by dense

cornfields. Mel, his legs swinging over the\edge of the

¢

lurching hay wagon, talked to Dekker about his farm, about
the weather, about the salary (minimal) that Dekker could

expect in addition to room and board if he became Mel's

£y

1 hired man. The cornfields gave way to smooth, scraped

hayfields: littered with bales. The sh&de‘\ff' the. tall

cornplants was gone, aud the sunlight strhck thefm again,
\_intensifyfng the white-yellow _glare af the freshly cut
hayfields. Sharon turned into the'firsg hayf{eld, d;recting
the tractor slantwise through the gf;e so that the wagon

was drawn smoothly between the gateposts. She brosght the

tractor to a halt.
, {

"This is where you get off,'" said Mel. Dekker slid to

the ground. Sharon slipped the tractor into first gear and

the machine putted forward. Dekker dog-trotted behind,

picking wup.the bales one at a time .and runuing them toward

thepack of the crawliag hay wagon. He heaved each bale up
. ’\ ' . .
onto the wagon. Mel gra%bed the bale, carried it to the

l‘ “ \3’-
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{ . front of the wagon and stacked it against the wooden

’

siding. Dekker jogged to fetch the next bale. After the

first bale Dekker was gasping. ‘AQ§er the' third, his shirt /

discarded, his bluejeans dank with sweat, he couldn't take
A ‘ N )
‘ another step. But he forced himself on. By the fifth bale

- , ,
—-— . .

‘he had found his.rhytﬁm. The plodding trot came naturally -

to‘ him,‘ tpe muscles i; his back, ‘arms and sh;ulders ;erg
supple and stroné as ﬁe swung the bales onto the' wagon. |The
sweat felE good on him, beading his stqmach, trickling qown
the smafl qf/ﬁfs back. Sharon steered the tractor arjound
sthe field’/in" nagrrowing loops that kept’\Dekker moiing,
“ reduéing the distance he had to ;uﬂ with each circuit. When
" the first field had been cleared of bales, he felt beat.

He sat next to Mei‘on top of the wagou-load of hay as

Sharon drove back to the barnyard. Sharon stopped the

. s a———

tractor in ‘front of a low shed. H™el jumped down off the

~

wagon and slid back the shed door, meyealigg a taised ' |
;;oden platﬁorm that served as a loft. Tﬁe three of t@em
unloaded the wagon by hand,' pitching bales into the léft,
stopping at intervals to aIiow Mel to climb up inéo th;

loft and stack the bales in symmetrical piles. The effort

of heaving the bales underhand bared new muscles, in -
.Dekker's back:‘ The binder twine that secured. the bales ;ut

4 v

into his fingers, despite the workgloves he was wearing;

o ‘ | 21 . - . | |
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sweats lathered his armpits. When the wagbn had been
unloaded, Sharon -climbed behind the wh;el‘of the tractor

and they drove back aloﬂ% the path beLwegm the cornfields.
L -

Dekker was still loping when the second field "had beel
cleared. The third field was an ordeal: Dekker could feel

the strain in his shoulders and back that would %bééohe

~197‘-aP-i' .
tomorro s stiffness. His lungs straped for breath in the

S =
&

hot- air smeared with gasoline fumes and specked with dust
— v - .

Loy oren

motes jerked loose from thrown hay bales,-His calves ached.
\ .

+When he tried to run and throw a hay baie &kvfﬁew7pme time, . 3
his stride became giddy; "Jeeze, yous Dutchme¥ work like

the b'Jesus,” said Mel. They were sitting on the loaded
haywagon, rolling back to the barnyard for the third time
that afternoon. Dekker's only. reply was a dry gas;T— Me®

\ :
cackle™ as Dekker struggled to speak. "Don't worry," Mel

——r

said, "only one more to go."

Dekier drove himself through-the }gﬁt‘gield. ‘He 'chanted
‘to his own unbeliéeving mind that the lowering sun, the
vthfckening light, meant that the temperature was dropping.
But he knew that late afternoon was the hottest time of the

ddy. He staggered after the moving wagon, hefted bales with

¢ -

‘a grunt and a gasp. -Sweat soaked his eyebrows, dripped onto

his lids, slicked the sides of his noge,‘caséaded down the
' : , ] co

back of his neck, drenched his socksﬁﬁnd uﬁderpanti. ’ft

) R - W . e
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£t they were finished.

N
\

Mel took the wheel of the tractdr on the last trip back

to the barnyard. IDekker‘and“Sharo at on the load of hay."

’

The sinking sun -- the heat reall qaning now -- hauled

the blue sky very close t§ their hea The wagon swayed.

o

Dekker sprawled across three bales, propp;d up on his

elbows, his shirt crumplgd in oné hand, his ches€T;ising

and falling deeply from his afternoon's work. "I -domn't

1]

v

think I've ever bé&en so bushed in my life," he said.
Strong thighs rippled against the denim of SharJn;g

jeans as sWe turned to face him. The ‘sunburnéd red of her

) i
face raised a faint blond mustache above her upper lip. She

gazed flatly at Dekker's chest and shoulders. "Youlqlook

’

like you—-been doing some kind of work. -Or gettih' a lot of

exercise anyhow." )

Dekker 1laughed. "Oh yeah, I've been getting plenty_gf
exercise."”
"What you been doing?" faid Sharon. .
~,

" "I¥ve been in the Armf," Dekker heard himself confess.
- — ‘ - 1 - .

"A well-known health and fitness club.,”

-

Sharoun giggled 1like a schoolgirl. "But she was a

schoolgirl, Daekker thought. _She might still be Gin/high
)

:school; She asked: '"Were you in the Forces for a long
tiﬁe?"t ) ’ '
¥ _ - : ' - -
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; o |
) ""Long enough to figure out I didn't want to s‘tay._t'h”ere.“

: »

"A boy oyer on the third line joined the Forces. . His ma
. " ‘says he really likes it. They "sent‘ him to Halifax. Sere you

in Hatifax?" ,

qyrist% he thought, she thinks I was in the Canadian Army.
) ’ ™ ' o !
4 Mel .stopped the tractor in the barnyard. Dekker® pulled

on his shirt against the cool shadow cast by the barn. They

-

‘threw the bales from the last load of hay it’ItO the loft¥ of

the shed. When they had finished, Mel lLooked -at his ‘watch -

- . ! and said ‘that«alt was five o'clock: the wffe would h‘a.vee

—

supper .ready. They uncoupled tHe v‘vigon fronm t:hﬂe trac tog and

¥

Mel parked the tractor im 2 shed. Over supper, Mel told the-

[4

wife that John Dekker could work Like the b'Jesus. The.xife

- nodded. She and Sharon discussed Sha'ron's‘ grandmo ther's
health. The-wife said ‘that she would visit Granma lLater in
) ' <

the week. Dekker observed that his"shoqlder bag had

disappeared from the dining room coueh. Had it been moved

L3

upstéiré to the room where the Frenchman. used .to sleep? Or

: S
t)ould Dekker - have to spend the night in the shed? Twice
J

uring the past\week he had slept outside. Never d4in his

PO

life had he been so cold. He did not,suppose that a shed

woulc} be~.much v':armet.
"Milking time," said Mel, when he had finished eating.

' o v 14 : :

"No," sdid-Dekker. "I never made it to Haltfax." Jesus



“ - - . Py ‘. ———
He hgaded'f%r the door and nodded to Dekker to follow him.
™S~ pekker fell imto stride with Mel as they _crossed’ the

3
-

qDekker;twas qppréhensive. Milking had béen the

i

1 barnyard.
7 bane of his.existence thg summer he had .worked for  his

v * . 1) “ s s
uncle® No matter how he tugged, squeezed, caressed the.

*”

Co, * ) A ‘¢
‘cows' teats, they had refused to yield a drop of milk. He

{ was relieved to discover that Mel owned a milking machine.

— B

Dekker had only to clamp the metal cups t¢g the cows' teats,
. > l , R
» keep the cows- supplied with hay while they were being

~

' - - . ¥ *
milked and hose down the small, scrubbed room at the'end of

. Ta ’
. ' the barn where the g&*{-was stored 'in steel vats until the.

S

- arrival of the milk truck. Twolhouts,after dinner they were

" ————

;Sack in the house and Mel, after looking Dekker over,
A ‘ . - ' . S o
offered him the use of the bathtub. Dekker hadn"t bathed in

. a week. 'The wife toid him that his shoulder bag, which

A}

contained his towel, was on the bed in the room where the

Y

Frenchman used to sleep. '

A 4
t
s

/ % : N ’
Security and. contentment, thought Dekker, sitting.in the

R

» oS & 'b;chtub. Screw yéﬁr war) if that's what it takes for me to
/ iive ‘at home, '1I'll l&va soﬁewhere .;ise.‘ Steaming wgter
d'v~-\.19?Ped ﬁé~ his knees. -H;f;iéulé fesy. bunchedwfﬂgsclgs@
) un oiling through the length of his:body. Oncey he was.
‘“:, - e}tablished as Mel's hir?é mnan he ;ou}d write to his 5
' pcr.nfs,"SOrry Dad,‘he thought, you're not éoing to‘ha;g a
“ ‘ .. o ) B -
. . 2
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=" De¥ker saf without moving,

- - N »
4 N
N »
¥

. ~ . ) . * * t
war hero for a son. But you will have a son who is alive.

©

Isn't that betterﬁ 1n his fgther's'eygs,' it.miigt not %e.

Dekker <could only explain. He would write to his

— —

and he ﬁould’:rite to his olddgirlf‘rieﬁd from-high school.

Perhaps she' would come ﬁp and vi;ik\h}m.
{

Or perhaps it

~

Lo, \ ' .
wouldn't matter ~if she did?'t.:..Drowsiness swaimed over

unthreatened
\ .
Despite the unfamiliar

Faor the first time
’ .

-enough tg sink into utter lethargy.

Dekker. n a week he felt

.tub, - the austere bathroon de$o;, the bilingual labels on

the\'boti:les‘ on the shelf, he felt no@nfusion, no sense of

— I

menace. He <could take cbntrol of his life .aéain, "he

thought. He climbed Ojj/ of the tub and began to dr*

himself. ‘ ) . a .

; A R
He was sitting on the bed in the Freuchman's* room,
pulling a fresh shirt around his shoulders, when Sharon

appeared in the doorway. ' "Pa says you got.to sleep imn-the

shed tgnight. This room ain't ready yet. Pa says maybe
it'll be ready tomprrow night. He says I got to show you
' d . , . T

4

where ou're gleeping.” ' . )
.j . \7 | : ’

'his hand pbsed on tﬁe zipper
'y

- \ ,
of his. shoulder bag. ™Okay," he said at last, zipping the
(-~ ' ' g

.bag shut. He stood up, buttoned his shirt and tucked :it

Q

into his'jeans.

“"I'1l1l get yourx blgnkets,".sa&d Sharon.

4
\ L e ‘
N . . .
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{ . ' ! S
— Dekker picked up his should® bag and- walked downstairs.

L4

‘Neither  Mel nor his wife was dnywhere to be seen. Steps
thumped down the staircase and Sharon xeappeared, ‘her arms
managing a pile of <coarse blankets. "Where are . your

N -

parents?” §jid Dekker.
#. "In their room. Talking;ﬂ She brushed past him on her

‘

way to the front door. "Right out here.}

O -

. \
Dekker followed her through thg,mudr@bm.and out th'e
. - ' )

L

front door. The night sky was clear. The stars glinted. The

horseshoe of sheds and barn layered the yard with shadows.
f

Sharon led Dekker into the”most sturdy-looking of the
sheds, groped through the dark toward the back, opéned.a
rusty-hinged door and, to Dekker's surprise, Vturued on a

light. _— . o -

2

Dekker walked behind Sharon intgQ a égaLl.ngnm..'In the
pallid light he could see that the room had been insulated,

all the «chinks in the walls plugged. Sharon Ltosqeé the

. i

blankets onto & bed of loose straw. "This used to be the
. - - —

chicken cbop;" she said, *when we had chickens. That's how

come it smells like that. But Pa says Lf you been on the

road yoqu prob'ly doi't give a care where you sleep.” She
/ .

turned and stood braced upright in her tight, < worn

pluejeahs. Her hands were thrust into her pockets‘\agﬁ
/ . ¢ P .
Dekker could see gooseflesh pimpling hetr sunreddened arms.
[ - , \“f,(
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‘as it did those two nights."

‘his head. ‘His mind seesawed. His hands were moving ovér

1 . \

Her eyes moved jerkily, scanning Dekker's face and shGuTG;fs:

Dekker said: “™Yeah, I had to sleep éutside a couple of

& . ’ *
times." Then: -"I hope-it doesn't get as cold in this shed

§
“You prob'ly just felt cold because of the dew,” said

-

P /
Sharon. "You'll stay dry here in_ this shed."”~
4 ' ' "
Dekker did not know how they had come to be standing so
close to one another. His &fﬁrehes% of the weight and

warmth of Sharon's body was crowding out everything elée 1o

Sharon's shoulders, pulling her againstlhim. He kissed her.

Sharon kissed likeva child. First her lips then her teeth

.resisted ,the pressure of Dekker's. tongue. Then their

tongues touched, glided across each other, and she pressed

herself against him. Sharonsemerged from Dekker's embrace

-

gaSping, her cheeks flushed over her deep sunburn. She

‘ -

shook'herself’?}ee of his hands and backed away from him in

the™ watery l%ght. "I don'Q/even know who you are,'" she

)

"said. "I don't know your pa, .1 don't know your ma, you

could be anybody." |Her voice trilled. The shoulders of het

b
\

shirt were shaking. "I should tell my pa." Y

* v

"Don't do that,'" ‘said Dekker. "I can move on, but you've
. ! . . . v .
got to stay here." .o

-

"1 ain't done nothin' to be ashamed of. You done it to

o A
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me; 1 couldn't help it."
"We hardly did anything, Sharon."
"1 guess you try Ehaj,;;th\all the girls you meet, eh?

You Army guys. Well, I ain't that kinda girl, I'11 tell you
' ] . - v

.right "‘now to save you the trouble." She kept shuffling

. corners of her éyes, and took a half-step toward Kér.

‘\ !

-

backward. -He saw 'the beginningé of-tearg

‘ staining the

+

-+

Sharon bolted out of the room+ The door of the chicken goop
bahged shut behind her, then swung creakily ajar.

Dekker looked at the floor when "she had gone. He

v

grunted, sighed. Dropping to a Erouchw he began to

-

straighten the blankets Sharon had left him. The smell of

qld chicken droppings filtered through stale straw .rose
a - p -

into his nostrils. It was less unpleasant than he had
expecte&#‘ He kicked off his boots and stretched out on his
back on the _three thick blanhdts. He looked at the

——

blistered boards that formed the low ceiling. Twenty-four

liours ago, he thought, heﬂhad been sitting under a tree in

the Vermont woods, shiverjng too hard to fall asleep and
1 ‘ Ny

wary of every twitching in the Dbush. Now he was
B E3 !
comfortable. He got to his feet to turn out the I1qght.

There was a cursorylﬁnock on the thicken coop door and Mel

L
. .
»

stumped in.

"How' are you? You all settled in?" Mel sidled into the

-

5 o
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middle of the room. He had pulled a wrinkled barn jacket

over his shirt and-overalls: He had left his cap in the

"house. The watery light of the bare, musty bulb hazed his

wispy. hair and blurred the wrinkles that sagged "his

forehead. "Just been havin' a talk with the wife there," he

said. '"She's not too crazy about the idea of you sleepin'

a

in the room right next to Sharon's, you not being a
mér;ied_man'anﬂ ;ll. The wife reckons it won't do Sharon's
reputation no good. As 1if anything's'goﬁna happen with the
wife and me sleepin' iu the room right on the ;ther side o'
her! Jeeze! '1 don't give a hang about my reputation with
anybody :ho's +got a mind that dirty. I'm tryin' to talk
some sense into the womgu so's you <can sleep 1in the

Frenchman's old room. Uq{gsé, he said, eyéihg the unevenly
gounded straw on the floor, "you prefer this hhere chicken
coop."

"I think I1'd like the room in the house better,'" said
Dekker. "Thanks a lot." He sat down oé the rough blankets.

Dekker had expeeted Mel to lLeave, but Mel remained standlng

in the middle of the room, shifting from foot to foot. He

straightened his overalls and seated himself stiffly on the

straw. Dekker looked at MeiL. "You been on the road a long,

L 4
time?" Mel asked.

L)

"It seems, like a long time," said Dekker.
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Mel Dbiroke a shaft of straw between his fingers. "How
come you didn't want to go and fight?"
Dekker caught his breath. There was a long, hoarse

{ \
silence and then Dekker heard the sound of his own voice.

"l was on Lhis base in Florida...there was this asshole
reduneck sergeant that . kept picking on me. Every goddam
thing 1 did, he'd give me shit. ‘ He made me do things he

didn't have any right to.. I gbt more and more pissed off,

and one day I hauled\off and hit him. So they locked me up

infsolitary. It was like be{ng in jail. Finally ‘they let ne

out, but they still wouldn't let me off the base. I
couldn't get off .that base for weeks. When they finally
gave me a pass, the first thing 1 did'vas go A.W.0.L. 1
just got oﬁ a bus and kept going. I ©bought some warm.

clothes when 1 got to Philadelphia, I slept on buses, 1 ate

-

in bus stations. When I got to Vermont I got off the bus

and walked into the bush..l just kept walking north until I

- -

got picked up by that truck driver, Jacques."

Mel's fingers closed around a fresh stalk of straw. "1

he said, "an American tourist up here, who

met one fellow,

-
‘ ’

told me all yous draft dodgers was communists.:.buf\~1

reckon you dan't got to be a communist to wafuit to be

‘treated like a humau being."

"Communist?" Dekker said. "No, I'm no communist. 1 domn't

- . 221



know squai about politics. I couldn't’ een tell you why

we're fighting in goddam Nam. 'Say,‘ did you know I was a

I d

deserter when you offered me the job this moruing?"

"Sure did," Mel laughed. '"With that bean shave and the
way you talked. What else could you be?" Dekker lhughed:
He was happy to have confessed to this man. For a week he

had been unable to trust anyone. Now he could-talk. And Mél
understood what he had been through.
Mél reached into his barmn jacket and pulled out a bottle
" of beer. He opened the boft;e on a wedge of con;reté in the
corner. Mel shared the bottle with Dekker. They took turns
swigging from it. "The wife'd kill me 1if ?h@ knew I had
this'liquor on the property," said Mel. "I have to hide it
out in the shed here."
/
"We'd better finish the bottle," said Dekker, '"since %gu
—- can't take 1t back to the house."
Mel .laughed. He threw an arm around Dekker's shoulders.,
"You and me's gonna get along real géod, John," he said.
"Better than that goddam Frenchman always talking about his

|

, ‘ife and six kids in Rimouski. And you <can work, too.

»

Jeeze, what am I gonna do when the war's done aud all yous

»

draft dodgers go home?"

"You're gonna have to wait for the next war," said
Dekker. He starad into the straw. "But I'm not a draft

S . 222 - ‘
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- | ,
dodger. I'm a deserter from the United StageJ Army. It's

going“to be--years before they let me come home. Maybe. my
f /
whole lLife. . .. N
"You need another beer." Mel got up. Dekker heard him
ermaging arbund'on the other side of the shed. Mel came

back. into the chicken coop carrying two more bottles of

beer. He.handédfege to Dekker. They drained the bottles and
h
Mel fetched two more. When these were finished, Mel

disappeared"into- the dark again. He returned and handed

‘.

Dekker an opened bottle. Dekker took a long ".swallow. His

'head spun. He had worked hard today. He had slept little

during the last week. He wanted to go to bed and sleep foTr
eighteen hours.

..can't take Canadian beer, eh? Not like that low-

alcohol stuff yous drink down in the ' States, eh?...I'm

.

) . . e
learnin' you to be my hired man, John:.: You gotta learn to

~
"

drink Canadian beer....

Dekker groped among the blankets Sharon had left him.
Sharon. ﬁ;w would she look at him tomorrow? Dekkét hauled
his shoulder bag toward him. He could use it as a pillow,
he thought. Tpere. He had a pillow. Now he could go to
sleep. He had meant to take off h;s blhejeans, whicﬁ he had
not taken off, except during his bath this evening,v for

over a week. But it no longer seemed worth the effort.
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" "Good sleep...we got a .pile o' haying to do
tomorrow....'

Dékker slept with one blanket beneath him and two above.

Only his feet, which .stuck out the ends of ghe blankets,'

»

o : were cold, despite the socks he wore. And“his shoulder bag

-

”

Goddam useles& pillow, 1fre thought, waking in the middle of

the night.A He shoved the shoulder bag‘away. The chicken

coop was dark. Mel must. have turned out the lightswhen he

left. Dekkgrf had to piss. He creaked to his feet ' aud

+ shuffled out of the chiéken coop, out of the shed. The"

- muscles in  his shoulder; &nd back were like a net gone

rigid. His<$egs ached. HeAspattered w;tcr against the side

ack inside. His eyes refused to
Sy

jof the shed. - He shuffleq

open. He 'was.almos; sleepwalking. He found the blankets.

- »

Rolled back under themT/ Fell heavily asleep* despite - the
[} ’ v

‘ &
}ack of a pillow. Y ‘

-

The <cold. Dekker .dreaaed about the Fren@ﬁman's room
standing empty, his room in his parents' house standing
empty, his lbuhk in the Florida barracks eﬁpty, or more
i; - . lykely occupied now by a new recruit on his way to a

T L :
\ iistant war. Phrases from the ;eleviqionnnews\ sculpted
themselves against ‘Dekker's' chilled lips: Ho Chi Minh,
Gulf of Tonkin, : the Tet Offensive. He woke abruptly and

’ | \
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strained ﬁis eyes against the darkness. He thought of the

%

men with whom he had done his basic training., In a few

accident,

——, weeks soue

coward? 0

to

become

of ‘them would

would not be.

T something more

cannon-foddeér,

be dead. Dekker, barring an
Did that make him swart or . a
complicated? Dekker had refused

- /\,

as Mel had refused to become a

guinea. pig. But\Dekkdr's father had fought in the Second

World War.s He had killed Krauts. He had probably peeh

.bullied by sergeants, too,: but he had never gone A.W.0.L.

Dekker tugged the'b}ankets around ‘his chin and rolled onto

his side. The straw crackled bemeath him. The sergeant's

red face popﬁed‘up befo

- )

re his eyes; for a moment he was_in

Florida again. No, ﬁe thought, don't ﬁake me go back. Dad

start here. I don't have any oblijations to anyone, &% can

do

me for this.

ready ‘for that;

]

would be back on the road with nowhere to go. He

and, the government: mneither of them's ever going to forgive

At least I ran into Mel. I (can make a mnew

what 1 iike...Dekker shivered toward sleep...as long as
Sharon didn't tell her parents anything about what had

happened in the shed. That Qoyid be the end of him. Dekker

N

he didn't think he would be able to stand

N
it. He had been running too long.
e ’

He

‘'woke with a headache,
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bYck eyes, a -hangover. He

sensed that it was very e;rly. othing moved, but the LigHt

wasun't

.
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ke a knife}"ﬁafd'and cuttiﬂg. Dekker vebosed -his
‘eyes, rolled from beneath his blankets and leapt up aund

down to warm himself. He beat his fists against his chest.
- . .

, Re blinke&hggainst the‘raw, unyielding light that drained

through the wire mesh covering the upper half of .the
chicken coop door.

———

‘Dekker opened the door and walked through. the shed into

the barnyard. A heavy early morning dew darkened the 1yts
- . X :

‘and polished ‘the fiéldq of uncut hawn to: a wet .whifish
*sheen. Th | hougéakandlthe horseshoe of sheds was silent.
Sharon emerged.from the J;or of the red-p;inted; ‘weather-
foughened bar; gﬁd walked across the yar? to tﬁe‘hoﬁse.‘She
was weariug a black barn jacket, her head was bowed and her
hands were thrust into the pockets of her blueiegnsi :

She tratled 'past Dekker, averting her gaze. Dekker

. "stepped in front of her. She stopped and stared at her

feet. For a moment neither spoke. ‘ \\k
said: "You got my pa drunk as a skunk Llast
.- & )
Dekker shrugged hig; shoulders. "He offgréd me the
L

beer....

"Just when Ma had got him to quit,": §haro’\ flashed.
"That was when he got real bad before, the last time we had.

a hired man that drank with him. That was one good thing .

o
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" about that Frenchman: he never touched a,dropuggabyou come

— - - -

aloug, .he's gonna be just like he was‘before....
' kY

"Don't blame me," Dekker said. "How the hell was I
suppdsed to kuow?"

"I don't give a care if you knew or not. 'Cause of you,

-

Pa's gonna start drinking again. And don't tell me it won't
[— . Vp‘ -

" happen again, because it will, you watch, you wou't,ék able

to say no when he offers- you a snort and even ifﬁypu only
have a drop he'll keep right on drinkin'...he's just gotta

have ' somebody wiﬁh him, that's all it takes to get hinm

—

started.... I sobered him up last night. I washed his faée
”*

and made him smoke his pipe gg,éovér up the smell so  Ma
. . A

wouldn't knog; You expect me to do that every time he ties
[ M .

one on?" She was looking at the grouﬁ%, speaking angrily

——t—rr

into the rutted earth. "I got half a mind to tell Ma.

2

She'd have you ocut of here so quick if she knew...and the -

1 o

next hired man woyld be a guy that never touched a dxop!}

No, thought Dekker. He grabbed the éhoulder of Sharon's

v

barn jacket. "You 1Qsé me my job," he o4&, "and I'lL1l tell -

your ma you came out to the shed and asked me to fuck you,

——a

- And I'll tell her I did it."

The swear-word struck Sharon rigid. Dekker could see her
P}inkfﬁg as she looked at her feet. He let go of her

jacket. '"How can you be so mean?" she said, gldncihg up at

'A P
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him through eyes turued as small Aand ‘prﬁdlsh: as her
moth;r's. "How ccmé? What made you say that?" )

She was a hick schoolgirl, tﬂought Dekker. He wondered
gow he had ever felt attracte; to her. She was aobb&gé.:"l )
meaﬁ' it," he said. "Yéu get ﬁe fired and jﬁst sée what R
say‘to your ma." ‘ - o ’ '. . ¢

"Don't you see how bad you'll be.for Pa?" Sharon said.
Y N
"Don't - you see what you're glinﬁuto do to all of us if you

stay here?" . '

f/k "I have go\gtay here," Dekker said, feeling the pantc

gripping his chest again. "I can't go anywhere else."”

1

o "Eh?" Sharon looked at him inﬁincomp:ehension._ When he

didn't reply, she said: "I got to go wake up Ra to do the
. milking. If he sleeps in, Ma'll know he's beer drinking."
- : ’

She ~pulled her hands out of her pockets and &alked‘ away
R 4 v‘, j

from him, her head 39wed, in the direction of the house.
{

"Wash your face first," Dekker cailed after her,

Sharon kept walking without breaking.stride.  She_ opened

the front door and disappeared into thg.house._

Dekker stood in the widdle of the barnyard‘and looked at
. . . ) .

the softening shadows, the glimpses of fields wedgbd

i3

betwéen« the sheds. Security andvcontentment he thought.

»

Screw Sharon's objections. He swung his arms furiously and

jumped up and -down to loosen his stiffened muscles.

- o . » . .o L]
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"+ was ,stuhping across the yard, his stride

—f

;"~'}j Johﬁ," he said. "I got some good news for you. I got the .

Al

-

—— night. The wife never even gueﬂséd_T had a drop. Not ' too

.

C bad, eh?". o ~

=)

L I ’ For a moment Dekke%*héld himself silent,

Lt

.
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" - The front éoor of the house slamﬁed. Dekker «-turned. Mel
vigorous, his wispy hair splayed across his brow. "Goodday,

wifg to see sense, you'll be workin'®here permanent now. Go
Lo get your bag out of the shed. Sfartingr tonight you're
fleeping in the Frenchman's room." He lurched against

. v i s ..
Dekker's flank, clapped Dekker on the shoulder and said in

a low voice: "Jeeze, did I.ever hold my liquor good last

Then he turned

toward the shed.‘'"Nope," he murmured. "Not bad at ali."
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