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The nine short stories that comprlse this the51s are _

"

aboit Marltlmers sha@ed_by‘?he geography of. eastern .Caniada

n ;A, s 4
R >

and the action of time. " .- VS L s -

-

¢ . ., . ~ de . .. . A - s . '# h‘
.+ The style of the stories i naturalistig.  Three are .

‘Bhe dthe:,six emb;by.

the third person llmlted po;nt of view.

zes’ the dramatic method - the presentatlon of a confllct that'B s

W
opens oef)kcenlcally into a dramatic confronta??bn»iead1ng.~'
e : v

VA :

. P |
- As the tltle suggests, the unlfylng themeq concern "the

often 1ntense relatloﬁshlps between friends and thpsé‘uniteé

by‘famxly‘tIeST‘“K“partlcularly strong theme is the ‘conflict
t - . . $C 1 ! 4 o .
The charagters are mainly children,

search forlfhe father.

adolescents and young men‘attempting to define themé%lves,_

to map the landscape of their lives. i ﬁ . o
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“e. in time as well as space we leave peqple

3

1 A
4

..as if by volition and thereby incur| guilt and

thereby we owe them, ﬁhe dead, the forsaken,

at least the homage of rendering them. ' S

.
. . Ve
- . i P
‘ >, . Y .
.

) .. . . John Updike I -

s

* '* The Paris Review Interviews, 1967 -

\ . o
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I was eleven years old the summer I decided to become
‘a cowboy. There were no cowb‘qys in {ialifax among thé sailors,

\ " -

N

R soldiers and men like my father who worked in a liquor store
. ../- < N - . ) -
and drank too much on Saturday nights. We lived on a rarrow

_street of tall, wooden houses near Citadel Bill. Beside the , ™

Acadian Lines Bus Terminal across from Annandale w’%treet there .,

7

" was an open field. When my. father bought. our house in 1946%, - .
the y’ear‘ I was born, there was a farm and horses and cows ° ;

gtazed in the field. The farm had disappeared when I was
N v ! . | 91 ' . ) P "
. a bq/y and the field was emﬁty except for the rotted t;unk. of .

© o, an -#Ld elm. and clumps of sticky briars we called "buzzies" o




[

on my way home, SW1ng1ng my school bag past the open
" door of Osborne s grocery, 1 w0uld gallop 11ke a pony express
rlder.-(I ignored the flsh smell that came up the staep spreet
from the harbour Through the dust churned up by the buses é?
r, - @s they lumbered into the terminal, I pictured a stagecoach'

- plunging across an endless plain. P&ace names over the Wlnd- _

shiepds, like Truro and WOlfVllle, became w11d, frontler towns,

‘worlds away from the Marltlmes, fllled w1th cowboys and gun-

flghters who bore only slight resemblances to the Stlff, card-

board cutouts .on the marquee of the- Garrlck Theatre downtown.
I knew we wouldn t take one of those buses when we went
toXV1sit my grandfather. My uncle Andy was a conductor for.
/ﬂ/ “Eﬁ; CNR and on His paswae could go half fare. Aithough the -
trlp had not be mentloned agaln since that Sunday evenlng, A
, I knew we would - go. Somehow\my father, who never let .me down,

would win over my mother s objections.. . = ) : “

I had been llstenlng to Hopalong Ca551dy and the Lone

-

Ranger after supper when he asked me ;f I)d mind wastlng a .

"couple of weeks of summer vacation out

“Riberta. I twisted
_ 'around from the radio on the kitchen sideboard. It was an

. - old Philco we had always had} shaped like a tombstone with v =

v knobs, that scratched and whlned when you turned it on and
A

v ,f adjusted the dlals +o0 get the CBC. ..

A

‘{\ . " "I could learn to rlde ‘there!" T sald. "That's what'Iﬂ- ] !
\ . N -

‘~want to be you know. A real cowboy'".

"That' s 51lliness, Dav1d,ﬁ my mother sald She was - w1p1ng

dlshes and stacking them on the bottom shelf over the 81nk
! . . . . LY
! - o ‘X.- ]
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"Mrs. MacFadden says that her boy w‘ahts't;,o\'gihin'to the ‘radia 3"

s‘hop with his father. He's a fine, 'level—headed "boy- that
Richard." . ' o R . o . . :

1 .

e

- That.‘x'vas just like sometﬁing he'd do, I thought. Stlimble :

) around through all those bJ.ts and pieces of broken radios

' scattered‘all -over the yard ‘with thelr/ thf&e Irish terrlers: 1
' barking:and“Mr. MacFadden in the ‘shop cursing _and‘yeliing .
""I‘esting_,‘ one', two, three" into a busted’ transmitutef. J
' My father~w1nked at me .as he settled fo;'ward m his ’
chair’ ag,d folded his arms over the o::.lcloth covered table. 2 . a

He was a tall, rangy man, prematurely bald, with a viry qulck-
ness that looked for outiet.s it'often ,couldn"t“find.

¢ "There aren't_ meny‘ cowboysleft anymor"e, pardner. Your

3 *

granddad was.gquite a wrangler in his day though. He was a
A Y o

champlon rider and roper at the Calgary Stampede years ago.
"Boes he have a rea»l ranch with w1ld horsges?" ‘

. He, glanced at my mother. Shé bore burdens silently and
) you d:.d not reallze she worried unless you happened to catch: .
l . K . I

‘. * her in unguarded moments and saw the trace of strain in her

#  face. ‘ \ . . S

i A ' - N . ) k]
"Tt's more of a farm now," he said. "Outside Lethbridge.

Most beautiful country you ever, seen. If you want wild horses

and cowboys we'll have to take in the Stampede."
y -

There was a crescendo of horns and trumpets from the

radio as the Lone Rang‘er and Tonto rode off 1nto another

.« sunset. . ' - ‘
3 P ' , . ' -

All: right, David,"™ my‘mot'her said, folding the dishtowel

3
i 5




and draping it over the drain-board. . "Upstalrs.' You 'goﬁ
. . . . / / L . .

school tomorrow." , ) . ‘~ S

I hesitated in the dark hall. at the top of the st‘airs
with my cheek pressgd . agalnst "the. bannlster, llstenlng to ‘the

' muffled vo:.ces that came up from the kitchen. -

“}{ou shouldn't; mak_e promises 1‘1ke that," my -mother 3aid.

. L ”We‘\c”an'tfafford any trip this year all the way out there." )
b | e , "He'énnéver' Fs'een his own grandfather, for God's sake!™
E L There was a léng pause. | ) -
“» . "I rem"émber. wheén we went out aftar\we bzé_re marriad; Yé)u
) Were still in uni'form then." You and ﬁrour father. Cowboys._
You spenﬁ the whole tirﬁe in bars see;ng who ‘could drink whcmn,
o R - Qu‘rder the ‘table flrst. .: C e e
- / o ‘ "He didn' £ have anyone after Mom passed away
| / "H:e always had hls dnnklng buddresn, Gerald. '.'Dld one .
_— less make .any real chfference?" ST oo ey
- R % - " The r“aa:lo was turned off. . It was quiet fg:;:} a lop'g" tim,e'.'
l‘ ‘ ‘"I know you alv}ays b}'amé'd me for rxot wa‘nt'ing’ to st.ay',"‘ .
she sald ' } ! { - - ) ‘ o
f '.'q‘ "You aidn' t' give it much of'a chance as I remember. Dad I.

‘_;"wa"s pretty broken up about it."

.

- "y cauldn't'stand it," she said. "There was nothing there

E for me, It was l:,ke a graveyard Afte'r ;,thoae three montlfs,
I just couldn t take it aqy longer. 'Wi;h David on the way

> * ‘. ' - T - -

I wanted'something better. For all of us." o

"“"His health hasn't been any tooggood these last éohple

of years! I think we should just go." -

v - ] . f
o

~ .
'

' S s .
) . - . © ot ant ety e o EPWOINPIPINUR —— -
\ O S N v - warn ., K ot
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.o :"There was a creaking sound of thé cupboard opening and

a (clink of glass. ( e v

-,

- "You're not goxng to start tonight, are you?"

-~
“Just a little,™ he san.d "o keep t_he mortal ‘chill off."
9

>
» -

: .. o . , .
| School vas almost over. Everyday when my mother was busy

. in the kltchen I trled on the high crowned stetson that my.
grandfather had sent on my last blrthday I angled it on my. ‘ |

head and swag'gered in front of the mrror in theﬂ{iownstalrs P

llfe, I. would grow into it.

hall ' It was.a size too large but my father sald that, llke i
Lo

. . |

I re—hung the rope and inner tube irf the big elm agalnst ) 1

my priva‘te‘ place highrin the branches and dreamed about swing-.

- -

.the fence at the back of our yard., I pulled myelf up into .
the fen £ ogr yard. p ir | 1
5

ing into the .saddle of a real horse that would Lgallop ‘wherevet’
N b " ' ' N ' . ' . '

. Y LT . ér'\ ‘

The lengthenmg evenlngs before summer vacatlon were . . :

2

getting warmer. Aftér _supper, Annandale Street fllled wrth

oI wanted him to go
o

»

. kids playing L N : ' ‘:

My father did|/not come home after work on this partlcular

3

”

evenir\g. 'We sat Zt the kltchen table, - not saying any/thmg
M

, to. each othe\r. mother stared yacantly at her platq, not ' L
eating much o,f 'anyt'hing. When I asked her what was wrong - PO
[ - . A

she told me to flnlsh up and go out51de. Surprised that I ) .
3 C . \
_would be allowed out on a school njght, T rushed out of the . ,

house hefore she changed her m:.nd._ v ‘ - ‘ ' s
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- It hag rained[ a .sudden shower. The sidewalkfwas,drying .
L .

‘and' only Sscattered puddles'nemafned,»glistening:under‘the-'
T ¢ . . :
streetlights that had~just come on. Windows were 0pen along
i P
the street to ¢atch any breeze. A hunchh;cked old woman

v i

called Aunt Etta, although she was no one's real aunt, was
thumplng away at her piano, playlng "The Blg Rock Candy
‘Mountain." OQur’ nelghbour, Mrs. Zmiro, a retired school

“

teacher, had just flnlshed putting the last of her flower-

seeds 1nto the stubbprn patch of ground in front of her*house._

Despltg;years of gardenlng and the care. she lav1shed on it,

.'Mr Amlro always produced i&? worst garden in, the nelghbour- ®

hood. She'stood up ‘now in front of an uneVen ow marked

~
4

gladloll on a—llttle card attached to a sti k Pulllng
. off a pair of- dlrty gloves, she shook a trowef‘at some of the
klds running up and‘down the szdewalk playrng Qag. ‘

v ~ "You children stay out'of this-garden,ﬁ she said, "or

I“ﬁl call the“police."w She looked around, suspiciously,

h

condatloned by years of class om disobedience, and then

tottered ontf her porch. Her black cat, chello, who had ’

Il
€

been yatchlng from the -top step flnl hed llcklng himself and
curled%up agalnst the step.” e v S

'ln the doorway “of Mrs Baker 5 boardlng house stood
Whltey We all called her Whltey because hexr’ face ‘was always C
heav1ly powdered and her harr, dyed silver, was swept up 4in,
'acone llke cotton candy. ~ 8he was wearlng ‘a polka dotted

. dress that spread. ouer her wide hips.,‘The man w1th her sa1d

somethlng that made heﬁpgrggle and Whlty took him 1nsrde. oo
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oo

his club. I_ignored him, crouching—down’in a, smooth patch -

ub

Bichard MacFadden,asked me againrif I wanted to join

e

,‘pf~dirt.dnder:a lamppost where a bunch of kids were shooting ~

.....

Dwyer sald, tugglng my arm as if I hadn't heard.

'the blggest boywon\the street. For months I had trled to get .

" in front of 'me. The other kids waited expectantly. What was

the\maﬁter with me? I was finally being\aécepted into the

No- one had ever chailenged his authority. "

o

marbles. ' i : ‘ . ’ . s

.. . eyt i

"He says you can be in the club now, Dave," Ronnie

'\I\slowly gndld the strlng around my bag'of marbles,' i

savouring the,excitement that flowed through me. Richard was

into. his club, begging, humbllng myself by offerlng my horse-
w 2 )
shoe magnet~and my prlze set of Davy Crockett bubblegum cards.

Now that they all knew I was g01ng out West I was suddenly . :

' acceptablep-a celebrlty to everyone in the neighbourhood- who

had never been outside .the province. iy 3

' Carefully; T arranged my spootiﬁg marbles in neat rows =

club. Everyone agreed with Richard, didreverything he said.

4 t

"I don't want to be ih your old club," I said, slowly.

examlnlng the SWlIlS of colour in my favourlte agate and ¢

trying to keep the tremor ﬁrom my voice. . "Your club stlnks'"
There~were murmurlngs, heads shook at my stupldlty To B

prove I was in control that I knew what I was doxng,‘I won ‘ “-

most of Ronnle Dwyer s marbles. -

|

"Hey Dave, ain't that your old manz"

-

I smlled, suddenly very happy, as I looked to see my

73
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earth flattened under his feéet. - ° o~

. schbol kids hooted from the windows. ‘

fafher cominé dowq the blbck: ‘His coat flapping against'ﬁis
‘lodg legs, he half skipped and half ran, dodging the puddles;
He glan@ed at his feet, trylgg either to make out the faded
hopscotch squares cha%&ed into the 51dewalk or to measure

the movements of a difficult dance stepu . ,

Z I held ‘out my winnings. "Dad, hey Q\d' Look'"

His ‘head snapped back. He called out "Whoa there'" as

5
though he were reining in a temperamental horse, “Come on,

you-varmits, let's play cowboys and Indians." . ‘

/

Staggering, putting out his arm to keep his balance.

V"Whoa %g there! : His hat:fell off and roiled onto the‘grasey
edge of the paeement NQ'one!moved fo pick if up. ( o
’ “Hey, Dave, what's the matter with your old man?" Ronnie

Dwyer yelled. 1’ e )

"He's loaded!"‘ Rlchard MacFadded shouted, his voice full . ’1:
of contempt. "He's stewed to the gills!“ ) | ..-,4 ‘AA T

S"Come on. I don't miod playin’ tﬁe bad guy :... once'
'n a while." Lurphing away from a télephooe pole with his

hands thrust into his pocKets, he toppled back into M;s.‘Amiro's

garden.’ The little stick signs-and‘the mounds.of newly worked
. q .0
A car roared by, its horn blaring. A couple of high

i

2
v

e L o
I had never seen my father so drunk before. He never, .

made ‘4. sPecFadie of hlmsélf like this. . What was théuﬁaftef?‘

I stood there, qpable tb move. Watchlng, waltipg for people

to come to windows and. doors to see what_ was going on. Wait- Cy
o PR ) , . -

a
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e

SomeOne plcked up his hatt~crusgegdxrderfoot, and my féther /

d15301nted as a rag doll ‘when he drew 1maglnary guns.

one ¢ye. '"Gotyuh, David. You're dead."

RY ~
ing for Mrs. Amiro to'cal; the polidéz"Othello-was already

1

up, .his‘ears twitching.™\ Whity andlthe man came out on the *

porch and started down the'steps; She p01nted at my father,

floundér}ngfln the garden, and they both smllgd -

[N

.iears of anger, confusion and helplessness, strugé}éd '

at the back of my eyes. "Come .on, Dad," I said. "Let’s.gO"-‘

home, eh?"’ | ‘ T : . "

N e

He‘threw his arms up-into the air over 'his head, nearly

-

trlpplng over ‘a tricycle. "I guess yuh‘got me .... dead to | R

e

rlghts;ﬁ.he‘sald, A shower of c01né/tlnkled agalnst the pave- L

ment. “fThere's the loot. It s all yours." ‘<

~

There was a, scnamble of arms ‘and legs. - Only Rlchard .1 \

remalned by the lamppost looklng embarassed now as 1f‘re-. \,‘

had been’ caught agaln readlng the dirlie magazines at-the -

, . , '
\drugstore. o ’ D ,

‘ “Gee, thanks,“ the kids calﬁzd out. "Thanks a lot "

k)

slapped it, roguykshly, on his head. 0

« Hi% eyes glazed, his mouth hénging open, he weaved
. , 7 )

°

along the sidewalk in front of us.  "Okay, \¢ho says:ffm not

... .the fastest gun ... in the West.f ‘His movements were ‘as

Ve

'"Bang

’"

... bang," he said, sxghtlng along bls»flnger and closing.

Y
I stared at him, a stranger now, a clown whose mask had '
fallen off to reveal a ridiculous old man, dropping away from T %

me ‘into the shadows under the streetlights.

A

"

I o s s s o 5 At vy

.
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I started to walk’ away and then I ran.‘ I ran wzth my

e [ .

'.sneakers hlttlng out agalnst the pavement, pulling me. away'

from my father's voicé. "Come bac& here, David. You hear me? |

Goddam‘you'... come back." / ]
Down the block and'lnto the alley bghlnd the Flna station

on the corner. It was all cinder. underfoot. I stumbled and

LY /’
fell, pushlng my arms out in fr nt of me. Palh stung my

-~

handg*“plunged up my" leg. I pulled myself to ny feet. Reach-

ipg e fence t at separate our backyar rom the Amiro's,
r the' £ h d b ky d £ n h

‘I cllmbed it, I swung up towards the tree, hblsting up 1nto

-

the thldker branches. R )

€ vy
N
dungarees were torn on the raght knee, blood oozed against

Ta

the scraped skin. . T lowered my eyes and qulckly raised them

agaln. I felt sxck and almost numd along my arms.. It was

' dark‘allvaround me. I moved my shoulders under my shirt in

an attempt to shake off the chill and ran my tonéue, nervonsly

over my-dry lips. There was avpersistent poundlng in my ears.
. : ‘ co )
I‘cmﬂd hear it ny father's,Noice * Datn you ... goddam you. ' .

Suddenly tﬁb porch llght came on. My mother stood

silhouetted against the step at the hack door, w1p1ng her hands

on an apron. I knew she must have seen, must have been watch-.

ing. . I couldn't face her. She called me. I pushed back

| agalnst a branch. Below me, the inner tube twisted like a’

noose at the end Qf the rope. Othello, prowllng now, leaped

- on the back fence, balanced there momentarlly, and dropped

to the~ground. The screen dodr banged shut. She left the
. b { . e .

. / .

.
+ ' . L

My'breath burned'in my thnoat as I drew my lé%s hp. bMy,\.
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7 Sometime later I l6wered myself slowly to the ground

and limped agress.the yard.\_ghe cat:skittered ?Way through
the orass his eyes bright in the dark.' ' L
1 I had neVer’thought_the house cogldjﬁf S0 guiet. My~
A‘ﬁother out down the boqk‘that‘I khew she was not.reading
" and qlanced qulckly at the clock set into the stern of-a
. clipper shlp on the kitchen s1deboard beside the radlo
"Where have you been, DaV1d° The street is das qulet
as a graveyard. I already got your father up 1nto bed." -

s
Her face was pale as she 1ookéd at me;. She saw- the torn

-
LR

~.pants ‘and dried blood. oy ‘ : T
"It doesn t hurt anymore," I 'said. . ) ‘_ ' h -
"You re going to be the death of me one of these days;“
" Iiw1nced when she put’ the iodine and a bandald on my knee.
"Do yoh want'some giﬁéer ale?" . °
I shook my head and turned awaf C e :. o
My mother glanced down at her hands folqed in her lap. '
"David, the;e is something I shouid have told you before."

[y

She smoothed her apron. "We won't be going out to Lethbridgé

tHi's summer." ~.

~ . i

o pulled inside my thrégt.

_"We got a phone call this morn%pg. * Your grhndfather

‘e

: passed away " It seemed trag my mother s voice /¢ame from C -

a distance, across some gulf, where the v01qets 1d not have

o\ : . .
tarried. - ( - ‘ s

s

E

Lo
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."Your'father was vefy upset. Do §bu'understand,-navid2‘

R

Sometimes thlngs hurt people Lnside“so they don' t know Ghat

to do to make that hurt stop. They_look for ways to make_ o }_

1 ~
, -n\ . .

themselves forget.‘ T » , ..
o e X .

-

.

{ .
on the cracked ozlcloth. For a~moment I teetered in -,

-t .
i 3

hesxtatlon but it seemed that now I must o onﬂ "You don't : }

-

f T 100ked.past her at the* table and the pat€ern of sun-
floweJF

care! You didn't want to go.- I heafd you. You wanted

granddad to die!" 1I stared at the dim, orange glow.of the ,‘ =

[T —

radio and shook my head. "I don't want to be it anymore. I ™

don't want to be a cowboy."

T ' 7 My mother’ looked at me and there was a flicker of feat NP &

1n her face whlch she. qulckly banlshed. "You're & big boy, = F.

’ s Y L
Dav1d. You can be anything you want. - - . B re

i

‘I reallzed suddenly that something in my life had ended. -

My mother was‘leading me across’a bridge away from.a place' T
where co&boys‘rioe,otf into the sunset. -I Jas entering an ‘ \'
- ) unce;tain territorf‘where you had’' to hhow what you wanted
. -to be when you grew upﬂand your father could embarrass you in
- - front of frlends because of a palh he could not bear. #

¢

' She reached out to hold me and I twisted away and rushed

N -

down the hall into the 11v1ng room. Nowhere 1n the silent,

dark house dfid anything move or: stir; nor ‘'were there any .

t

lights, any movement ih any of the houses I co#ld see through

‘/% the w1ndow fter pulling bagk the lace curtalnSnw e
. , - ‘
The terminal was deserted; there were no buses going

> "anywhere; ut the field,was not empty: I closed my eyes tightly-

'

S
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- /t' and.-there’ they were, rearing up in the dark, hoofs thrashing
. L * 2 L ’ . - o . g
, ' .the summer night, beatihg it down. I saw their eyes kindle
? T . * ' oo~ T . BN
with reddenéd fire as the wild horses leaped and plunged
. . ’ X P N
- . LI X . o
* . through the night sky, leaving me here .as they surged away
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" ; ' HIS BROTHER BENNY '@ . h -
’ ‘ i ' - ‘ Au\‘ a e . ‘ /./“
o N v :
‘ [ , ' . . \\n’ ™
SN 4 . Co ’ ’ / ’ .
‘ ‘ ) \_ﬂ_:'___._\ . CoL . .
h Angry and tense, Martln watched the door of the weather-
o .' o V
%  ———— - beaten. ihed. 6fBes:Lde “him, his.brother's :mall eyeg darted .
L. ‘ through the crowd on the government wharf. “His astonlshed P
" ‘ . f") . - .
, i mouth hung open and bubbles of saliva collected in the corne:g.
L oL, ! -:“MONSTERJ";Benny bellowed. "MONSTER!"\ " A

- His head hung to one

to support.

’legs on the hot asphalt. - .
- Yo ‘ o ’
Two old ladies stared at him.
W - "Isn't it a shame,” one of .them said.

., than ten or'twelve."

sjde, too he&vy fo

. " "He could be SlQer than that, Moira.
v N 3 . .\. v \ ‘. . -
: . L
///_‘ .
'y \

ﬁis thin heck'

He jerked, awkwardly ., up and down on splndky

1"' )

N o B [
»

"He can't be more -

- :
‘ A S .
You can.never really.
_— '
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tell with: retarded klds "

-

v
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Martln Drlscoll glared at the red .ribbon arouhd the

W

PRI

" «<rown of the old lady' s floppy, straw hat.‘ Stupid old bags.‘
. R . ‘
He squlnted through his glasses at the fat commlss1onna1re A

—

G R

picking his nose beside a stack of dlscarded tires. near the

TR

— .
heavy, scarred door. Mopping under hlsf%at w1th a large,

. . B y,’ .

. checkered handkerchlef ‘the commlsSLOnﬂélre strutted forward

and 51gpalled the next group to enter the darkened doorway

of the shed.

.
AN .
. . }

”"
)

-

3 ' , ' " A freak show\ hat's what;this:was, It reminded Mare®in

of the Bill Lynch Shows,that came to Halifax two or three

times,every.summer‘whenvhe was in grade school.

[ 4
~

Once, he

" slipped awey from hlS mother who was .trying to coax ,him onto

lV\. d S a kiddie ride wlth Benny.l Shoulderlng through the Jostle and

’ ) crush)bf the mldway, he wa§ swept in under a sign that said

.
¢ o

- only :THE WORLD OF WONDER Pressed in line on the sawdust

/ o . floor of the sweltering teht‘betWeen a. couple of“snickering

4+

Siamese Twins; an alligator-man;'a“horse only ten'inches

. ' tally and a smiling, naked dancer with & boa constrlctor
N ' *.  wrapped aroun

her enormous breasts.’ When he wandered out

onto the falr grounds his mother and ‘Benny were there.' His
brother was explorlng the staln that spread down over the
front of his pants. "He ] wet hlmself again, % Hls mother

said. "I wanted you to také him somewhere!". Martln winced

r as if he had been suddenly slapped. . I ' Ii

There, was no adm1551on charge here ‘on the wharf

That; -
b\'« P ’. ".’ . °

sea—-cadets, he peered through peepho;es'at pictures of tattooed




he decided,lmes why 'there were so many freeloaders'and'éhrill:
seekers W1th nothlng better to do on .a hot summer. day What-
ever they ﬂad in there ‘would probably be 'taken over to/the
Bedtord Instltute and dealt with properly by Flsherles author-‘
1tres. He was employed for the summer as as51stant to Dr. )
'uPhlllpS, one of the . senlor ‘marine biologists. He' heé'worked

hard all summer. But this morning when be heard the femiliar,;

urgent voice\calllng across the office, everythlng crumbled

- =]
.

\ - around,hlm llke a soddentsandcastle. ' /
. . . A "Marty' Flnlsh'"_ ‘?F( . ‘/ ’ . J}

7

Benny was standlng there at the door beside the Xerox
.. .+ machine. His’ head cocked llke a blrd /ge llstened and
| watCQed but hesitated to venture'into_unfpmiliar territory;
A sﬁapk-of sandy hair drooped over. his forehead. There was
a line of‘freiﬁ}es across his pale;cheeks. His T- shirt was
TS adirty and hung_loo%ély(oyer a pair of petched, khaki shorts.

. ﬁe.was wearing tattered sneakers and there was a grﬁmy bandaid

I‘ ' Yy \ o R 4 A ‘:; -
over hlS left knee. ' &;J , . - .

— ' Sitting at his draftlng table in the far corner Martln ~

¢ o refused to look ‘up agaln. Hunched,oyer, staring at the draw-

: . ing tacked to hls‘board, he‘reheersed\the argument that He

\

always had with his mother. S . o
I don't want him showing up wherb o work!
¥ N
You're ashamed of him.d Just because he 8 in auxmlzary cZass

Your onZy brother you 3aved from droyning and you don't want hzm around’

’ “ It,aiwayg;came back to that. Why dldn t Benny drown thag
ot L B L ;




BT L

BepTSLIPER. 2

. _b v -
‘ ) ! v TT
. . LA

, summex w&en*he was five? Why couldn t _he have been somewhere

else when that blg kid from across the lake suddenly appeared -

7.

~and reached down lnto‘the icy water to pull Benny back onto

\‘.

the snnbaked wharf? Martin had been afraid. When he carried’

Benny, white and trembllng, up through the’ trees to their cabin,

‘ \

'why d1d they think he was such a herp? Even Benny believed

- he had rescued hlm. Martln said nothlng."But he didn't want

hls brother around to remlnd him that he was a fraud, a'coward.

And Benny was alwaysqthere. Martin w1thdrew into himself,

, became shy and moody. He warted to stay on the sidelines’

but Benny was there\waiting; watching him. What did he want?"

'%n\his brother's larger'sﬁadow Benny  was stunted, slow, naked-!
T . ‘ v +

"ly sensitive. Watching television brought tears when children

\

el

or~anima1s Were'threatenedror in danger.
"Hurt! Gonna hurt them!"
"It's only a T.V. show, Benny. It's not;real.“
~  But hevknew Benny's fear was as realﬁas'his own.

Exasperated he said to his motper, "I don't want him

i . ; ( C
coming around where I work that'g all. It's only a summer job
rs

Loy . —_—
+but if I make a good impression ...." , o ‘ '

-

. . . . .

"Impression! Your own flesh and blood. You are the
\

one who should be . ashamed "

The sharp point of the penc1l snapped between hfs

fingers.: Martin reached for an erasure and rubbed it quickly

over the smudged drawing.’ T @ R i , Lo

"Hdw s- it coming. there?"

Martin looked up. "Fine, Dr. Phlllps.“',He tried cover-

«

o
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==,ing -the drawing with his.arm as he reached for a fresh pencil:
. A P * T

’

——

The container 'on'his desk was empty, -~

© "I'1]l need that piece for ‘a presentation tomorrow morn-

»
b e,
e TS

ing." Dr. Philips took the pipe from his mouth and brushed

e " ° '
- -

some ash from the sleeve of his lab coat.

I

"Hey,Marty!" 'Heads turned toward the door. e

Martin - stared down at the 11nes, letters and figures

i — .

' that suddenly scrambIed into hopeless confu51on ,“I,shoald

(' - , .
be throuqh thls afternoon," he sald ) . -

=

Dr. Phlllps, studylng the plpe, retuyhed it tO‘hlS

L mouth, "Do you know that boy?“ - i BN i . ;' .W

:

Martin swallowed. hard. Go away, Benny.'..PZease go away!

He stood there, watching Martiﬁ, and picked a scab on’ his .é . '
elbow. .
L3 . . s

L "Hé shouldn't.bé hanging around here," said Dr. Philips. ¥
/o . ‘ , ‘ )
"I know. I'11 tell him: to go rIght now. " ~ ; -

| -«~

.The lab coat dlsappeared down the corridor past the R ﬁi,

’ ' . ’water cooler. wOrk in the office suddenly stopped as\lf,

| ten pinutes before lunch, everyone had found a reason for -

. distraction ln the, arrivaL of ﬁenny. A secretary with-a
/ manlla envelope lingered in the doorway of an offlce cublcle.,"
Wes Hayes and Ed Newlove, shlrtsleeves rolled up, straddled

~© - their stools. Jack Comeau, one of’the salmon-hatchery super—
‘ 'visors, sat with his fat thigheﬁspread over the edge of a

desk. He cracked his knuckles noisily as‘Benny lurched

thrqugh the offioe. S e ‘\ﬂﬁ': "\. o :\ .

EL e "You Martin's brother?" Comeau sadid, winking'at'Martrﬁ.




"He never ‘told us he had a brother." .

~

Martln grabbed a flstful of penc1lsa At the window,
'trafflc SOunds\drlfted upy from the street. A gray plgeon w1th
matted feathers, coorng on ¢he ledge, fluttered away as ."

'
Martln, savagely, ground one penc1l after another through the '

sharpener. With all of them watchlng, he thought, he )

would climb ‘out- and leap, screamlng, to ‘the pavement. .
. @ -
"What doin' ,Marty?“ Cw : .

"*m busy, Benny Can t you see that?" Conscious of'
‘everyone watchlng ‘him), he held-up the Jagged stump of a yellow

pencil. "Can t you see that I'm very busy?"-”

His brother gazed at hlm with a bemused expression-as if'/>'

-

@&(tln had Just flnlshed a funny story. Martin looked to .see
if hlS mother wearing her pained and indlgnant expre551on,
was standlng behind his brother.

"Where s mom’ Did she brlng you down here?"

A 1ook of palnful conceniratlon narrowed Benny CN eyes.

"Dld she tell xgu to come up here?"

'l

_"at store, " Benny blurted. "Comlng back after

Y4

< Benny studied the ﬁloor as if what. he wanted to say was

wrltten in the black and whlte tlles. "You take me!' Mom ‘

.

said you take me:"

"Take you where!"Martin marched back to the draftlng table.
. , \ ,

"Sea monster..
"There is no sea monster, benny. +It's some kind of stunt."

" Mdrtin let the pencils drop, emphatically; into" the container

on his desk. o " : -




-

“Qn the radlo( The man sald." A tKln stream of sallva
v ! -~ . - -
~trickled from the corner of Bénny s mouth. T

*

- . 0 - o ) .
a . v

e "There'xs'no'sea‘mOHSter,“ Martin sald,«Elowly and’
" aéarefully "It' g a Joke'n L : '

+ ' -

L

e "qp, I don'f know about that."‘ Jack COmeau removed - a.

N

) c1garette fnom his. shirt pocket and. tapped it lazily agalnst

.

the pack. all summer, whenever he came  into- the offlce, he’
Co - . |
4 : - : ¢

|

- .5was the maln'lnstlgator in baiting Martln. " Jap whaler o ‘ .

plcked up a mlghty*Strange carcass "in"the. Pac1f1c a couple of S
months ago there," h%‘sald, placing the c1garette between his

> <Q1ps . "And don}t forget ole Ne551e over there in Scotland.

x

Seems you never know what s gorng to turn up these days,"

- R Benny stared -" o

o With a feellng of: acpte ﬁesolatlcn, Martln 1ooked at theA

unfinished draw1ng on his table.> oo ot
"MONSTER'" Benny bellowed ) "% . .
- h’ v '~ .
Wes and Ed exchanged grlns. ) S

| * °

\qa up ;at the clock. oot . ) ‘,-l

, 22 ! ‘? ’ "You watch out there now, " Cbmeau sald. "We wouldn'tj .
Nyt " ' -
A , i \

. ) Martln grabbed the lunch bag frdm his qﬁsk/and glanced ) }
want a smart fella.llke YOu swallowed up by no sea-monsters."

.carsy a solitigy'seag atted on’ top of a pllxng Martin

! not;cedﬁgrease Stains on the brown paper bag from the bacon
and tomato sandwlches. He.wanteéd to sit 1n“the shade on one

- ’ N

... .of the,benches,in front of thezDepartment of F@sheries build- ‘ .}' '

1)

;“.'ing‘as’he:alwaigadid. He wantell to have a relaxing lunch

- . ' . - D ' L]
~ . ) ¢ . t \ 2 .
. . .
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o

. .perlmeter o%ﬂthe parking Lgt. A few more mlnuteéf\heJthougH

|
/jfaggph:ﬁf pull: hrm,away. . He stared‘at the old 1a‘hes until | . ‘ | j

ﬂwhilejthe sandwiches were still fit to eat. ! Thanks ‘to -

‘Benny he would have to work hard all afternoon'at"his?desk.

'Harder than he'had worked all summer. It was hot; his head’, *
‘ S .o ' ' 4
. He watched people emerge from~the LoXit door at the other . : <

v ‘ L k.
end of the long shed A llttle boy, 1ntshorts and sneakers, ° ‘

began to throb.

' dkipped aldng besrde,a stern, plump woman carrying a shopping e k

bag. He waved his ‘arms wide in her face. She cuffed him . L
around the neck. The boy, sobbing loudly, half walked and. n ; ) 1

half ran -as she tugged hlm toward the street. Martin w1nced.

. He felt the sharp slap

the sun agalnst his own neck.. )
L "It's stupld;hanging around here," Martin said, carefully ‘f.‘
‘lowering his voice. Hg glanced at his watch, "How about = . . ;h

a nilkshake over at Woplworth's, okay?".-

'

“Martin's ears. The old ladles were. watchlng them agaln,

. shaklng thelr heads.) Suddenly, Martin wanted to hlt hlm,"

¢ N s

they turned  away.. Archlng his back to get 3 look at the front

of the llne, he twisted around to gauge its length around the

and ‘they would-be there. Then théy could 1eave. . Without a o

scene. . P . T

. ) .

_ The pressure agalnst his shoulder knooked him .forward,.

3 »

'off balance. Startled, Martln turned around and stared at the ’

. serpent enczrcllng the torch on the crest coverlng the - ~ !

|
; | . o
front~of-the un1versxty, athlet1c~3acket. . Two more boys, in |

°
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-attractlve,, Where had he seen her? Yes. Dr. Philip's

baseball caps, pushed 1n‘bes1de him. Solid shouldersl

Thick necks. The one sla B ng a tennls ball 1nto a fielder's

mitt turned his head and.gxinned at ‘the people wa}tlng.
"Pushin' in!" Benny yelledé He(thgged at - the arm of the

" big kld in -the athletic jacket who was dlgglng a Sharp st1ck )

v

1nto the tarred boards around his, feet.
: "WhatSamatter, plpsqueak, you retarded or someth\ng.

o

[

: "It's okay," Martin said, pulllng Benny back by the .
Shoulder. "We' re almost at the front anyway."

Benny's eyes widened;\his mouth txembled.- ;
"You start bawllng and that s it." Martln worEjF hls

h

flngers, nervously, around the bag

a

© "I hear they caught it. ln some fishing nets around

i

Lunenburg," she said "Do you think 1t s gorng to be scary?" ’ \
The girl smiled -as she flicked some hair’ away from her ﬁore— '
head Martln noticed her before 1n the line and wondered
where he had seen her before today.

He stared now at the outllne of the bra551ere agains®t

her thln, blue blouse. "I don t know," he said. .She was very

secretary He'remembered standing in frbnt of her desk that
day when he came for the Job 1nterv1ew, hls hands sweatlng

"I don't know what 1t is." BHe averted his eyes. The sun

¢
(R

pressed hot agalnst his neck and dug dowa, merc11essly, between
. 3 A

his shoulder blades. P
The boys made crude, smacking sounds . The commissionnaire,

his hdt tilted back, looked at the girl as a breeze caught
) . . ] i :

=T

N 3

.
e e o anlaporianndh i e = o s s e g e . - -




"hex‘skirt and pressed it back against her Iegs.u

IR MICIPCL LY ST L Lt R e

23 - - ‘
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"Come on," the blg k1d with the stick called out. "Let's
get thls show on the noad, eh?"’

‘The commlss%onnaire_tw1sted,a toethpick hack’and forth -
between his'thick‘lips. He 51gnalled the two old ladiés to
jOln the next group enterlng the shed.‘ They dlsappeared.lnto

the darkness that seemed to swallow them up like an enormous’

mouth. The commissionnaire sauntered.back to take up his
0 . . N

* post oﬁtside the door. The brass buttons'on his uniform push-

" .ed out against'his bniging stomach. °

]

"What's in here?" . The gir1~smiled at him as she .tilted

_her head to see where the old ladles had gone. "Is it scary?"

'g B \
‘ The“commissionnaire removed the toothpick from between

" his teeth and winked at'hery_ "He's a 519ht all rlght. You

got & boyfrlend tq hold your hand?" 2 e “‘-L*

Martin could hear water sucklng agalnst the plllngs

-

. under the wharff The sun seemed to be slowly drowning him:

"¢
v

Eyen behind closed eyelids-it throbbed red and dark. His v L

thoughts drifted with the heat. He was standing on another

Benny bobbed and thrashed 'in the water beneath hlm.

'y ‘

fraid. . His mouth was dry. A stream qf sweat ;rlckled
éown_b tween his shoulder blades. The:hot pressure of the .

crowd pushed against his baek.' Voices beat inside his head.
Your hi}?esh and blood. Abrave thing. Just because he's in auxiliary
a

cldss.-o uéfyour brother from dhowning. You're the one who should be .‘;
ashamed. Martin looked towards the darkened door&a¥/ He

could see nothing but he knew. that something menacing was

L
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l;waiting there. . P e o . e

"« . The wharf.seemed to'swa? under him as if it wduld

' ) L - . Co
- breeak 'apart- under the weight of the crowd. He could not

. : . resist the'mevemeht pushing from behind and-pulidng him for4

ward like an undertow.-

' . "Move it'buddy, eh?"
"Marty!" Benny shifted from foot .to foot beside him;,
Martln thrust his hands out, 'desperately, 1n front of -+ .. ol

. - ) . him, flalllng at the air. He was falllng into the dark, an

almost totdl darkness that swallowed him. A subterranean

- v - ’

'-.grqtto;' Thin-pencil lines of light through weathered wall—'

boards. Water‘dribbled:down and .trickled acrose:the stohe
P ' .'-‘floor. Smells of salt water and kelp dtlfted through ‘the ’ '. T
r ;damp, dense space. A small rectangle of light appeared at o e b

the end oijthe narrow/passage.\ It was cold. Martln shivered.
"Stay close, Benny'" Martln sensed a gulf opening between.

" theme?. Clutchlng the bag of sandw1ches, he lunged to cross 1t.. S

o
-l

In a holdlng t nk somethlng massive’ thrashed in the . e
M s : . ¢
murky - ‘water that roge and fell. . An ehormous sucklng ‘sound ‘ \

s

like strangled breath SRR T o

"What is it!" o ' . . oo o S

) "Whaddya see?" . C L
: . y ' ' ' : < ) i
! 4 "It's fuckin' spooky in here!" T !

. . ‘
\ ' . ' !

"Sonafahitch.cgmee near me, heie’gonna get this stiek!f_ o
_ The girl gasped, out of breath. Then suddenly she gave
an exelamatiqn of delight. ' "Look. ﬁf 's just a blg sea turtle!"
' Martin's glasses-were splotehed :>£@ water. He couldn't ‘

4
L] " A .
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see clearly. He felt the shoulder jostiz\him,aqainét a

rough, -wooden railing covered-with a thin, chicken wire.

[
A

"A fuckin' turtle, for crissake!"” rhe voice over him

A ‘ N v i . {
said: . . NI .

p A huge, stony shell shifted in. the water. The stiff

'paﬁdle of the turtle!s foot pushed out, beating an erratic
rhythm agalnst the side of the tank. A head, the size Of a'

large coconut, appeared in a corner held, furtively, above ,

_ the dark surface.

C

{

'8

"It's hurt'“ the girl said.

o h e oy

"It's being hurt in there!""
. ; -

pe o 'Martin leaned . forward. - Benny, beside him, breathed
. ° . L] N .

heav1ly | ; -

1

There wére gashes in the green, woody hide llke scars -

- ‘J"\.
"Hurt, Marty!" Tbere was an urgency in Benny's voice,

_in a tree trunk made by an axe.

almost a cry.

' - . A Ya r
’ t “ ] f " . )
., . The word pricked Martin like a hook that began to tear’x

_into him. It won't be{hurt .

ﬂThei'll let ft go later, Benny.

anymore. Come on, we've seen enough.

I3

It's getting late."

)

Other

voices seemed to drown hls own.

”lee it
'‘Benny twi
hin stoo'".‘
'\ The stlck
splashed over
" foot game out
for'it to go.

L

to him. Make hlm turn SO we can see hls head."

sted around frant;cally. "Stop, Marty! Make °

i

was thrust down over the ralllng. Water

*.

‘the top of the tank. ' The' heagy, scaly paddle-

again, beating erratlcally. There was nowhere

- 8lipping against the slimy floor, as though .

[ ' ¢ '

RN
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. - / . : . ,
his lungs. He was suffocating. ' What did she expect him to

-inadequate authority, into the retangle of light. *"All right,

- J . ) A
.mmved qnickly towards the exit. . .

belng pulled under by a treacherous current, Martlnﬁtrled to
flnd his V’ice in the enc1051ng space. ' a

"You don't have to do that."

"Says Qho, buddﬁ!” The stlck held aqalnst the" blg kxd'
Jacket, Jabbed again lnto the water.

Benny stared 1nto the tank; his- hand clutched the .

.
- 4

railing. . - A ’ L, g'\' .
M"Whyden't you guys_just nind.your own husineee," the
girk said.’' - ; ) : e v 7:’4 {‘F
The boys Jostled agalnst each other. "How'd &oudliketgg ‘;; )
o 'a nlce aw1m w1th Moby bick here, sweetheart?" ] .
She 1ookeh at Martin, an expression of appeal on:hgr:face, P
'.’ They were al} around him. Martin couldn't éra& air intﬁﬁ“‘ .#//

- a
S

& i a .
do?.. He didn't bring the—tdrtle in here; he wasn't bothering
it. 'he didn't waht to have anything to do with these “punks.

The commissionnaire positioned himself, a ridiculously h .

" let's move along downgthere, eh?" . ,
f' ( 1
The glrl s expres51on changéed to contempt as she glarﬁd

'athartln. “You creeps got me all wet," she said, brushing °
P N -’ , . N , : . . ,’
at her skirtv/ Then, ewinging around, her head held up, she

AY

"Let s split," the big kid sald, thumblng his nqse at. ) '."5

'Martln. ‘“Thls Pplace stlnks anyway " So long, hero'"

AI
Martin cquldn@t move. He saw onky the-hurt and confusion %y
in Benny's, fate. ! . .
Ty 3 \ o

\ [N ) - . R .
W, . . 3
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"You didn't do nothin'! You let hlm, Marty!" Benny's

shrlll v01ce suddenly beat agalnst the wooden walls. Saliva

collected at the cornens of his mouth.

°

"Stop it!"™ Martin yelled, looklng over his brother's
head at more people enterlng the shed. "I never wanted to

‘come. in here in the first place!” N

4

' "You didn't do n-nothln"" Coe I

>

"1 said stop iti" A ch111 ran all through Martln, all.

: over him, in long waves. His hand came up sharply and struck

. -f
Benny across the face.

R . - ' -

-Benny stood there with his eyes filling with tears._ He

.. held hlS arms down rlgldly at his 51des, his thin body trembllng-

’ Martin fllnched, his head thf/bbzng with each beat of hls

heart. :

Vs o o - < R -

"I didn't mean it. I'm sorry, Benny. 'I didn't ...."\

His voice trailed away as he held out his hands. K
r

Benny pulled away, sobbing..'"I don't n-need you..;.'

anymore."
Martin's chest closed. . The darkness flooded ‘into his
eyes. He grabbed onto the weoden railing. The water beat,
- N ! . . " .

in short slabpiﬁg’strokes, against the sides of the holding

tank as the. turtle,ftrylng to protect 1tself, shlfted 1ts

T

ma551ve shell. . . \\;
"Benny'" Martin cilled. "Benny, wait!“‘
R He ‘struggled, gasplng, as he reached.oﬁt to his brother

to save hlm'from the confusion and fear in which he was -

drowning. But Benny, he realized, sinking baok into the darkr

\ . . N
LA . . T~
f N . »

! -_,_' . o e o sk i e e
e e S . T S N RN
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4

The fifst snow fell, miraculously, against the school

“all mornihg. He didn' t thlnk 1t was cold enough yet for 1t

'to stay - 1t was only the. mlddle of/Vovember - but_the big

spinning flakes began to settle quick&y agalnst the w de,

dirty’ w1ndowledgeu By recess the basketba11~court in the_

schoolyard'would’be covered. By lunéhtime,\if'it got sticky,‘

-he and-Arthhr~would be‘able to make snowballs on the way home.

Danny llngered .longer than he should have at the window

' sharpenlng his two penc;ls.. He felt warm and comfortable‘
‘and safe, the way he did when hlS mother baked cookies and

he perched on a chalr at the kltchen wzndow watchlng the w1nd ’

o




3

'blow ledves around or rain rushing like a river down the glass. -

Now he saﬁ sﬁow clingiua\to the wires and uhe.branchesvof -
\rhe elm crees like‘ﬁisps'of cotton candy: The pavement in
'frcnt of ‘the public library across the street was as white
"as-a.fresh sheet .of foolscap. 014 man Cobb, the.jenitor;‘
was already out scraping the walk in frcn£ of the main doors
‘rhau he would have,tc"keep'clear all wiﬁterlz ”

| panny‘wondered'where all the‘earthyonms went. '‘During AN
‘the Spring and Fali‘the.rain uade them crawl'up out cfﬂthe CL
\ ground, whole wriggling arﬁies of them;‘thatfwefe séuaéhed
underfcct on the sidewalk. ‘pid they stay unéerground all

the tlme now? He would have to ask Arthur at recess. Arthur

-

‘knew all'kinds of things: Indlan Wi; cries, gypsy curses, how

14
; !

. to make a real igloo. ' . |
\TSoon after Arthur Aspen had/transferred to St, Michaels"
'they\met in the gym.. Arthur had put hls left 1eg uggon the
Bleacher.between theh He was a blg boy with.curly« red halr,
~ there was a- long scar below his knee. . ’
"I“m new here," he Sald, swinging the leg back and forth.,
"My father’ was transferred. He s_a lleutenant in the army.
They held me back a whole year. I wes in the .sixth grade'in "
St.. Bonxface. That's in-Manitoba. What gr;de are you in?' |
"Four.ﬂ Daunj“lookea to see if the gym teacher was
watching. “"You' e not allowed to put your feet up "on the
'seats,“ he said, trylng to be helpful to & new-boy who obvious—.

ly didn't kncw the rules yet. RN

Arthur started to remove his foot. -“Wanﬁa4seé"something?!
N

< 4 . . -
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‘ - A
. _he asked execitedly. ‘
"Sure. '." K
) ) - v
"You're not squeamish are you?" .
\ M .
‘I“What?" . .o .
"I better not show you.-. You look like you probably'
throw up all the tipe." T to .
©"No I don't!"™ .. o T S
. ) ' . ;o . N ’ R . .
"Okay, okay. I guess I can show you then." Te
Arthur slowly began to remove hlS sock ""I droppeﬂd a

4

flfty pound manhole cover on my foot two years ago,“ he said,

+

|4

"matter-of-factly. "I "was “in the hospltal for two whole weeks. .

"'Intensive -care."

Danny stared at' the soék, suddenly wantlng to walk away
"Just look at th:Ls!A" Arthur peeled off the sock.
Danny Tooked. ‘
"My father sald it was my own fault for going where I- 4
had no business. But sometlmes you haye to try stuff or you 11
never find out anything." . B o ) )
He wagged the;Small, plnk—velned stump where hlS// big
toe should have been. ]
' Danny felt 1sick He glanced away and watched a. boy
struggling across ‘the parallei bars. |
-"It doesn't bother me or anyth:tng," said Arthur. "But
I want to. go to the States soon as I can and jom the
. Marines and I don t know lf , they- take guys with only nine

toes.

_Danny's eyes widemed. . . . S

toe
'
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\ s, "Hey, you'r'e pretty cool, ™ Arthur said. "I show. this

,,L N to some guy.s ‘and right awayl‘ they practically throw up all over- -
4% , \ . 4

1 5 s v ' N
w i the place." . T

’

& They dlscovered that they lived 1n the same nelghbour-

hood. Arthur had become more- than* hls best friend; they wvere

blood brothers ' Late one Saturday afternoon they had wander—
ed home from the Odeﬁn theatre where they had sat tw1ce through
2 'BROKEN ARROW, Arthur had t ken his penkn:.fe from where he 1

- -

- had h:x.dden it under the. frogt porch because h15~ mother said

e ~he was too yourng to: pave a Ji'eal knife., . . ' if'
Danny closed hn.s eyes tightly when Arthur drew the thln .
/ ) blade across the back of his own wrlst and a little blood .

oozed ag inst the .skin. . . 5 S T

. <

"pr it's yOur turn," he had sald, w:.plng the knlfe

° b

clean on hls shlrt. . s

Danny jerked b:.s arm away. "Cah't‘we just preteﬁd?f
"You.wanna be real blood brothers like in the movie or
don't you? Are you scared? L Cause I "m not scaired of anything.

I c'an ask Keith. . I can go,d'o;\rﬁ;' to his house right nq%;'and

- - ask him if you're too scared'" i

Danny had no real brother and Arthur was the best L ' ) -

o friend he had ever had. They had somethlng together, something:
o " *'.  the other boys didn't have and he felt it made them respon‘-
| sible -for each other. panny slowly ‘held out his rigid rlght -
-armr But he hardl; felt the prick of the knife. They had-
pres_éed their arms ‘ together to get.t'he blood miked and Arthur

< ' " said some strange Indian worda; ,Danny saw’ a little turled

*» - . “\

PR | . ..' 'I - ‘I' , N . . 1
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~hegpital -in his b1g black c_ar. They gave him s,ever; itches, '

smile shapihg itsel’f in the lowef half of Arthur's face. He
couldn t phrase it for himself, but for the first. tlme in hls R

11fe he had a. conscious feellng of confldence and prlde in.

B ~ :
hlmse‘lf. ' T Tt N

. v -
v . R L 2 .‘./

- : v 12

"When Danny Russell flmﬁﬁhes daydreamn.ng at the w:.ndow,

Ay s . 4
.

-Miss Rlchardson said, "and can f1nd his way back to his own

Lseat I'm sure he can enlighten ‘the class as to the prz.nclpal_"‘

.
AN

" éxports of Indla. .
There was snlckerlng from the 1ast row -of desks.
"Simmexr fiowh, 4C"' Miss Rl_ghgrd‘son c:l,_osed her sweater

over her breasts.: The scroll-like ml above the blackboard

. . .o 1 .
wa:Ts.‘unrolled and her pointér rested /on the la;'ge'r, blue- spot, -

like an inkstain, that had INDIA written ackross -it.

.

He 11ked Miss Rlchardson, he was his ‘gf"a\'rourite teacher.u g
She often chose him to run messages and to copy thihgs on the
board when she was busy wit ‘her cJ'.a‘ss" register. He didn't
'.11;.k’e "Miss Brewstel:*, th prin‘cipal. . She had ,come‘ into Ehe class
one mornlng and, after expl,alnlng what an, honour 1t was to -
serve ‘J.n the Church, had ordered:.him and four others to report
to~1='ather ennessey at luncht:.me to become altar T:oys. Da // .

/
‘had been pusked down in the courtyard behlnd ‘the recto/ ar;d/

his ead started to bleed. Father —Hennessey drove h:Lm to the ,'
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“ecried. One day at recess, Morrlson, who was in Mr. Duggan/

-

and a- il!awberry sucker. "You re a brave little trooper

Father Hennessey had sald before taklng hlm home.

Although he had hever been strapped,:he didn't llke

Mr. Duggan, the V1ce—pr1nt1pal, who strapped bpys untll they

v

grade six and’ had been strapped many- tlmes, announced that

RN

“Miss Richardson had blg knockers. The other boys laughed

' %

and he/had laughed too, thinking of the b1g brass knocker, on SR

the dobr of the rector - When Miss Mundy, who was always e

0

forgettlng thlngs, an ered 1t she sald, éven if he wasn t

there, that Father Hennessey, bless his soul, could not be‘

~ +
a
I3

dlsturbed. T o : '.' -

"You kriow why Mlss Rlchardson takes a’ day off almost

4

every Tonth?" Morrison contlnued. "'Cause she gets the curse!" °

v !

He loohed at Danny~and grinned. ' ’ <z.

"tht curse is that, Morrlson°" asked Kelth. He took owt

hrs recess apple and bit 1nto 1t down to the core. .

"It's somefhlng women ‘'get all the tlme, stupld' How
about a piece of that apple?” - j -.' o

“You re full of baloney,'Morrison’"Arthur‘said'.loohfhg
through the wire fence into the .girl's yard. "Helen -of Troy

-

put a spell on all these Greek guys and they started frghtlng

- and kllllng each other- because she was so gqod looklng. -

Joey, wh0'wa& always readlng sald "My mother told my

" -big 513ter it! s because of Adam and: Eve in- the Bible.". .

9

"What's that 'sposed to -mean?" Danny had asked, confused.

Morrlson pushea hlm ' "Don't worry, Russell. . You'll’ never
’ " / ‘ f ,‘ 4"

4 * ¢ )
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‘. get the curse." B : .
Arthur grabbed Morrison in a heqdlock.-l ER .

__ ‘ \ ' "Give up-)u s . ' . FERd . r. -: © RS

C Morrlson grunted and squirmed and kicked, trylng to

. _ throw hlm,off.
. < ' "Let go, Aspen!" o RN )
-~ [ * /. + . ) .
%Give up?"' ’ . CoL .
‘ ] . . S
« ° "You Just walt, Aspen'" >
' .. .. % "The bell rang and Arthur let go. .) o
Ce o Q- _— ', IR . / & . ’ '\‘?. o7 R ) . .
9 . N O‘ .‘f R ., » - ’ ¢ .
. LN Ca o ° . A
.. w » o ' ) . L o
" Danny could not ‘find Arthur at recess. As soon as the

noon béll sounded he joined the thunde? J&f boots on the stairs,
‘ S \

"Line up smertlyi 4Cy" said:Miss Richardson, pacing back

\ . . a b o - . o 3‘ .

_ and forth with her arms folded in front of her! If she were
s - o ¢ PYPRS

not, so bugy and he’ were not so shy, Danny told hlmself he

n

,would tell her he was glad she had b;g knockers and that he

o hoped she would ever get the curse agaln. \

- The staﬂrs on either side of the school formed a V that
o met in the lower corridor before the main'doorsb"Miss
I ’

Brewster stood stlffly besxde the phonograph under the portralt

of the Queen and a drooplng Unlon Jack as if the snow had

p hardened SOmethlng 1n51de her. , Near her, movxng back and . T

o forth onDhls\heels, was Mr. Duggan. ’ f

o [

Danny tried to stuff his speller into his jacket pocket.

L \ It wouldn t £it so he puéhed it wp under his arm. He could

‘ - -

!hell damp coats and rubber overshoes, Where was Arthur?

i )
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"‘ Don't forget your toboggan."

stralght ahead. L S .

He wanted to get out81de, 51nk his bare hands down again -

1o

E

‘ into the~cold tlngllngvspow. A window was ' open somewhere;

v ’ "’ - v
the’ cold air lifted against his face.

B3
3

Keith nudged him from behind. "Heyj" he said. "A bunch

of us are going up to Citadel Hlll after school to make a fort.

]
L}

"They grinned at each other thinking About it. . .
~A boy beside Kelth leaned over and whispered loudly, "I,
got thls;spe01a1 kind of wax that s gonna make my toboggan'

the fastest you -evér seen." \

" "My tobogganuis made of aluminum," said Reith.. "Not“

clunky old wood like yours.  It's the fastest toboggan you
. . ' Toa

-can get."

.DU

"Quiet up>there1:'No talkihg! Face front!" In the chill
51lence that followed Mr. Duggan s voice, ‘the only sound was

the jlﬁgllng bracelets on MlSS Brewster s arms. '

-
By

. "As everyone is aware," she suddenly said, her eyes i
dartlng 1eft and rlght at the boys crowded together on the’
narrow stalrs,.“we re‘hav1ng our first snowfall, Before any
boy gets over rambunctlous I want 'to warn him rlght now . that®
I expressly forbid the throwrng of snowballs'on scuool property

or anywhere in the: v1c1n1ty of this. bulldlng "

The. v01ce stopped. The boys stood rlgld and stared

o

¢

"Last year we had a boy who lost an eye in ‘a snowball

fight. Isn't that correct, Mr. Duggan?"' ) ) ;‘

)

0' The v1ce-pr1n$1pal nodded, looklng around for talkers..

& - ‘ 1




.
' ComIf I catch any St. Mlchaels Boy throwing snowballs'
that boy will be severely strapped "o

When the double doors were opened, Q'rush of cold-air
‘caught at Miss Brewster'sltweed‘skirt. She turned on the Q’
scratchy phonograph and the blarlng music of a marchlng band (.'
- sent the" boys, in twos, along Grafton Street. “Danny made -
dinosaur tracks, dragglng his feet behind hfm:and tried toa‘\

A gulp down the big, wbt flakes that melted against his face.

Snow fine as salt drlfted off the tops of the sidewalk snow-

- banks, spiralling up and over the intersectioh,where a police- .
man raised'his white.paw, halting traffic to let'the:hoys S
Cross: . ‘ “ ‘- ,: . R # - s
s Danny breathed dggély.and broke fntola run across the |
Street. Arthur leaped up jrom behind and cuffed him#around

P . ‘the shoulder. ‘ _ ‘ o - o . r.{

"Whaddya say, prod brother?"

Together they trudged up the walk, 1n front of the library.
) Danny stopped to examihe a large footprlnt.

"TL,o00k at that, Arthur. An abominable snowman must  have

been through here."

* . o ’ - . . M v )
- Morrison came’up, kicking at the snow. -

“There ‘must be orer'two feet," Danny said, twisting around.

\

‘ "It s almost up to my knees. "

"\ "Thls is nothlng," sald Arthur, pullrng off hls cap and J

. \
) shakrng his curly red hair. "ft“s going to keep on snowrng

until.the whole world is buried. 'Everybody\will have to live}'

\ * underground in cities made of ice and wear special suits K 1

LS A
L. ~ . N




'hls head like a banner. '

'}so they won"t freeze to death." He swung, his -scarf around

in:the winter?" , -

/

" friggin' birds.": o _ L2

.got there) squlrt?“

[}

"Hey, Arthur, " Danny sald , "Where do all the worms g

i

"They go south, stupid," said Morrison. "Like all the

He poked at the book under Danny's arm. "What have you, N

1

"We got a spelllng test this afternoon.“

&
, .

"Well why aren't you studyln', Elnsteln. .Moriison ;

nudged the book and it dropped into the,anW’

- M * ‘f’ 4 4
e After Danny-p:ck”d 1\\yp, Arthur hurled himself at ; . //“

\ =
Morrlson. They wrestled backwards and forwards untll Arthur

threw Morrlson on his back in the' snow. Then he sat on

Morrison's chest,‘pinning his arms to the ground.
"Come on, Aspen, I'm gettinbnall wet." .

Arthur jumped up and: down on hlS chest.’
Arthur sprang to hlS feet w1th a. flstful of .snow,
1ng it lnto a hard round ball between his mlttened hand

oy

"Hey, get off, Aspen, you bastard. You' re hurtlng
"Don t Arthur'"1Eanny shouted. "Misgs Brewster say

, can't throw snowballs

B
9

N

.
J .

\
snow. from hls Jacket.

£ x

Arthur’tQSsed the snowball into “the air above his head,

‘o

."Yéu're a llttle suck, Russell,”’ sald Morrison, brishlng -
Fer ' ]

catching 1t as it dropped "I'll put a gypsy curse- on

:he ‘said "I ll make ho:ns grow out of her head like a roose.
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\ " Besides, she can'{ see us way over'here'anyway."

! ) ‘ "y bet Yo can t bean that flagpole!" Morrison trled to
.,slide'wlth hi arms out to keep hls balance.
“"Arthar!? Danny yelled. "She s probably watchlng through

the window right now!" !

.

Arthur looked at hlm as he squeezed the snowball hard in .
L his hands. = ) . ; ',_,_;Lr*;*’")ﬂﬂw
. LI ; ) L . L . . ' - e e . . ’
| . - "You.chicken," Morrison said. ?Xouire~just‘a§i§cared.as . ) |
- r ' Russell.” = — - 7 o 1, . -
’.. - ,.,.—’—‘—/ . b
e . , .
e v "I'm not scared," Arthur protested o 4
) v :
} L Danny glanced at the Janltor s shovel leaning agalnst the o J

| - : llbrary s glass doors and across at the brlck school with the
5 : B " .
I main doors closed and'the heavy-snow settled on the hlgh _ ’v_r

- windowledges.. The shouting of. the other boys and the movement - | 2 ]
. - of tﬂ”%flc down Spring Garden Road suddenly dlmlnlshed and
they were all alone now in thezsxlence and whiteness of the !
_Snow.~ c | | |
- Danny's eyes swept over the tops of the elm trees and. <

} dOWn through the crescent of blue sky. He saw a whlte snow-

ball suddenly rlslng and spinnlng in an arc above his head

‘aver the walk. His breath rose and fell sharply\as the snow- » ;

,ball floated by and froze at the back of his throat'when the
' snowball seemed to stop. 1n the air before 1ts downward,- ,
splralllng plunge. It struck the base of the flagpole, send-

‘ing out a shower of snowflakes. L '_‘ ) )

"Not" bad," said Morrison, grudginglf{ ) /(/)/

"I had two years pltchlng little league in St. Bonlface.“
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"Bié friggin' deal."’ -As if Arthur' 5 snowball had béen

a 51gnal Morrlsondguickly nmade hlS own and threw it at him,

The. snowball was hrgh and w1de and Arthur jumped for 1t,

knocklng 1t dOWn.

-

Morrison's eecond snowball dropped between

Danny s feet. . N

N

“get_hlm, Dahny%" yelled Arthur..

1)

. He scooped it up and drerhrs arm back. Mdrrisoh tried

“ to dodge out of the way but the snowball cayght h’n on the

_ right. shoulder. ‘ . ] 5 ot
L | . "Great shot, hlood brother,“ cried Arthﬁr,‘leaping
'oomma?do—stylebover'a snowbank . in front ‘of the lihrary.,
"You're in for it now, Pipsqueekff said Morrison.

5 Arthur's sudden laughter.made Danny feel happy. The air

was soon filled with flying énowhalls.' Danny'e clothes seemed '

lighter and he felt how fresh and whole hls body was as he
bent to the snow, scooped: it up and threw in: SQGJQWlft,

effortless motion. The sweat‘aétizst his’ sk;n was a cool
i .

. I
m01sture, lubrlcatlng his skin 1 K oil.

"Race you guys:"” Arthur suddenly yelled and Danny smlled,

ihlhis hands,xhis legs pumping high. He felt the wind rush-

T ing through his ‘damp halr, wonderfully cool’ behind his ears

and at the nape of hls neck.
The three of them ran with their mouths opeh and their

hearts poundlng, runnlng and stumbllng through the snow, away -

from the school.

-

o himself as he ‘ran besxde Arthur holdlng 4 snowball lightly -

They d1d not. look back but ran and -ran through

the streets until the blood pounded in their temples and thelr




(
g
. ) / {
N throats were dry ar d aching and they could ‘not run anymore. o
a j ,
o : |
i *® "o ) . o A . i ‘
e . Thatuafternoon the knocking and the openlng of the door

. . G

' were 51mu1taneous. , . ' - .

o Danry looked up'guickly from his scribbler and the«lghé‘ .

]

division problems he couldn}t finish.“ He)&ad been thinking ' '
SR , - . L \J
) - ~about hitting Morrison with:that snowball and Arthur saying 1

1t was a. great shot gnd about goxng up to Citadel Hill after

{
sch001 with the gang to maké a "fort. The feeling of confldence ' .)

and pride had come back and settled 1n51de him like ‘the snow o “

on the w1ndowledge. o R S M&\J
"The class need not stand,“ Mlss Brewster | adjust-- £‘~,
ing the cuffs of her bloyse. o . Co ' . E

Danny wondered why the principal had come all the way .
©» .  'up to his claesroom. Did she want boys now to join the church

‘choir or the Scouts? . _ L

f

"Somethlng extremely ser;ous has ‘come to. my attentlon, : -
rd b
Miss Richardson." . , o . N

Mlss Rlchardson, who had been draw1ng a map of Europe

L . on the blackboaro, replaeed a pxece of coloured chalk on the
ledge.
)" ) [ \ " ' ) [ e \ .
"Several boys in this school ‘seem to have either " .
. . . R . F-O
' extremely short memories or else take a peculiar delight in

-

flagrant acts of dlsobedlence."

A

Miss Rlchardson brushed nervously at. the chalkdust on - her

. - .
/ IR . . s s =T

L3

oy e ———
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fingertips. ' ’ - A ) | L

. own up to it immediately." . ) . ,‘ g -

' up. That's all I want to say'" Mi 'S Brewster dlared at the |

class and moved towards the door.

~of the pr;nc;pal s blouse and -then Jlooked down at the floor.

"mThis noon I obsérved three St. Michaels' boys throwing

sndwbalis." ’ h'a ‘ ' I e
There'was a long silence. - ‘-y‘ . ~S§5.:

' Danny stared at the initials scratched into his desk he—

side his pencil case. ‘ | ‘

qx

£ any boy here was throwlng snowballs*I want him to

ey

-

Danny shut his eyes tightly and ‘tried not only tb shut out.

the llght and the classroonf but his own ex15tence too.

——, !
Sl

“There w1ll be dlre consequences if those boys do not own ‘

o
b

\ - "What is it, Danny?“ asked Mlss Richardson..

i

He stood be51de his desk, mov;ng hls fingers down the P

v > .

spine ‘of his scrlbbler.
"I'm very surprised at you, Danny Russell,“ Miss Rlchafd- -

son sald, her voice coming” from far away.

PR

There. was a sudden pounding in his chest. T }

"You‘re'an dltar boy, aren't you?" Miss Brewster nodded

.

slowly as if something had been conflrmed for her‘ "And what

do you think Father Hennessey would say about one of his boys : ‘ ' .'

throwing snowballs_on the‘street when he was expressLysthd

not to?" L , . o \ R ?U
Danny”stared at the gold maple leaf brooch on the front

"Well I can tell you young man, that he would be .
/

e e o Ly
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extremely dlsapp01nted. Come with me!"

As he stood at the front of Mr. Duggan's grade six,
Danny looked at the top left—hand drawer of his ‘desk ‘where
. teachers kept their straps He had never been strapped; he
sl

dld not,, want to be strapped by the v1ce-pr1nc1pa1.\ He did

not want to cry. . . .

"I did recognize one of those boys, Mr. Duggan, " said

Miss Brewster, surveying the ‘s:leent rows. "I'm afraid he is’

one of your students."

?
Danny +did not look at Morrlson. He kept hls eyes focused )l

l on the bul\letln board at the back of the room.

"Come .on then," the v:.ce-prmc:.pal sald, raising his vo:.ce

and glancing at his watch. "I'll gJ.ve him just ten seconds." ’ I'
Silence. - ) ' ' $
Then, slowly, Morrison stood up.

“Get up here' " Mr.- Duggan slapped a steel edged ruler -

',agalnst his open palm "We've had our little difficulties -

before, haven t we, Morr:.son” “You're a bit of a troublema);er .
- aren't you?" ‘ : ) ] ¢ |
He,tlﬁrned to the,principahl, tucking -his tie inside his‘ . |
jacket. "Is there anfthing you might need me for, M:'tss' Brewster?2™
He 'stroke'd\his ‘thinning gray h.air‘with‘the flat of his hand.
' | "That will not be nedessary,'Mr. Duggdn.” I'm sotry to
v have disturbed‘)}oﬁr class." . ‘ |

Out in the hall agaln, the prlnmpal looked coldly at

‘them. . A boy coming out of the nurse s office looked quickly .

| and hurrled past them down‘the corrldor. It had turned gusty -

. - . .
\ . A
'

co v . ( .
L ' - .- [ N . . o
‘ . ) . 4 .
v
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- Aspen was with us too. He’ threw the first snowball. Didn't

“w o i

and snow'was swirling.against‘the windows. /
. - \ . . . N .
{ l"I've-had just about enough for one day," 'she finally -

-

said. “Téll me who that other boy’ was. Now'!"
Thelr heads were bowed Danny studled the scuffed‘toe

of his shoe. He knew that he was going to be strapped but\\
Arthur could get off.b He wouldn't tell on Arthur; they were

N

blood brothers.

L d

f "Tell me rlght thls minute who that other boy ls'" She '

Jabbed Danny on the shoulder. "Do you know. that other boy?"

"It was Arthur Aspen, Missd"nMorrison blurted dut, jerk-

<

ing his head up and pushlng his hands into his pockets. ."Arthur

[

he'" 3

-4

Danny said nothlng. His Touth was dry; his hands were
sweatlng at his. 51des He was beglnnlng to tremble o
\ “All rlght,” Miss Brewster said to Morrlson "You go

" and get him and brlng hlm’ﬁﬁ'my offlce lmmedlately’"

L *_ Turnlng back down the stalrs, the mgovement of the tweed

kirt and her bracelets seemed to scratch at the silence.- There'-

. /o . ) . -
was the strong smell of floor wax mingled with that of rubber.
K Y

boots and damp'toats from the cloakrooms that lined the-corridors..
' Whorls of dust were- v1slble between the rlbs of the radiators.

Throu h- the empty, lower hall, Danny could hear Miss Brophy s

grade/ seven singing out Latin verbs and Mr. Hunter'mart¥1ng )

his ¢lass through the' multlplicatlon tables. ) t\

In the pr1nc1pal s office, a small dim room atbthe end of

. ¥ . Y 3
the corxidor, 'Danny waited. He did not want to be.strapped. C
.Y

sk .“ ”- N ’ ' N ’ -~




- - . . el :
But he hadn®t. told on Arthur; he would never do anything like

that. Did Arthur know that He would never tell? The black

second hand was sweeping around the -face of the clock above

the bookcase. In an eternity twenty minutes from now the

three' o'clock dismissal bell would ring.

s

Arthur came in followed by Morrlson who stood back at

the door. Miss Brewster stared at them..‘ . o BE

"Stand up stralght é%d get’ those hands out of your pockets "

i

-

she said to Morrlson She carefully examlnez a paperweight

on her desk as if 1t would reveal some profo

7

reallze thqt you are relatlvely new here,“ she sa;d, studylng

trujh. '"1

Arthur, "but your behaviour is 1nexcusable'"
1 ‘ . Morr;son walted, a frightened look on his face.
. : . . ,

— ' ' 7Tears formed at the back of Dahny's eyes. He could not

/ look -at Arthur; he.diéift want Arthur to see him.cry. "I didn't’

tell on you,“'he suddenly blurted out, shaking his head. "I

didn't say anything, Artﬁur!" His voice broke off under the -

\principal's stern, unrelenting stare.
"That ll be enough," she said. . "I didn't give anyone ' V‘
Perm1591on e " '*° , R ?

"It s‘okay,‘Danny,"-said Arthur. "I know you didn't.?°

"I.said silence!" . ’ R - ‘ Q
Arthur stoodt ;ooking at a silver volleyball trophy beside
™ the éiobe on top of a greep£iling cabinet. Heé shrugged. "It

was~oniy a few snowballs," he said. “Nobody got hurt or‘any—

thiing. " L - S o L

° X!“u

"That has nothing to «do with it. 'Discipline will-be

5 e o

-
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- the top’ drawer and placed it on a pile of pap rs. Danny looked'

: ‘ N L ~ ‘ : :
i _— %’u . D e B — PR ——— . |

“ [ . e
.0 * . . ' -— . .

. Y {1 . o
i

malntalned in this school'" Miss Brewster\too her . strap s\k
) s

[N

at 'it, his face guivering but no tears.

PAS Ehrew most of. them," said Arthur. "

it was okay."

-
Bl

"Oh you dld, did you'" Mlss Brewster plcked up the

»
"

strap aZd held 1t42t her 81de. . s
/11 right," she sald. "You, Rgssell ahd Motrison, can )

go back ‘to your classrooms now. - K . T

Danny waited looklng, heiplessly, at Ar hur. S ‘:‘ g

"I Sald go back to your classroom, Russ 11!

‘He slowly followed Morrlson down the cor 1dor past the
portrait .of the Queen and the shroud-like folds of the Unlon
ﬁack;f Morrison hurried ahead up‘the\stairg wit\out lboking‘

ack;— Danny stood motionléss 1ookihg‘in the oirection of the
1ndows. It wasn t fair; Arthur was rlght. It Las only a few

Iousy snowballs. Would Arthur cry? Hé couid heér the flrm,

-

. hard strokes of the strap, harder than he-had ever heard

"before. One. Two. Three. Four. ' He saw the wh rls of snow

looking'at‘it. He turned and ran up the hollow stairs away

from the snow and the souag of the strap, soboing t last.

o

.olimping'against the4highﬁwingows.anqﬂhis‘heart pounded wildly,
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_ Pressed together in the stlfllng subway

waﬂta& ‘until the last day. - e

.

"Weill: take her out somewhere ridé tg-eat." He nodded

" past my mother at the, sobty suburbs of Boston rushing by the.. . .

-

windoﬁs. "Illl explaih eveﬁ&thing,.ihkfwhole sitﬁattoh to her.”

His words were lost in the screech o he wheels as the train . :

. Jamaica Plain, my father sald it wasn' t hlS @' fadlt we. - l
stopped at a statlon to take on and dlscharge passengers. 1

My faCe and back burned from ReVere Beach. -The T-shirt - -,
my mother made me put on.for Aunt Mandy'shOW1ng a Mountle on,

hoxseback with CANADA underneath in. large red lettens, stuck Lo

. » - i
» [ A " - . . . . *
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to my‘skfn. )
_"Stop fldgetln;, Larry," my mother sa1d, full of
agltat;on now that we had to face what could noalonger be '
avﬁEEEd. “Stand s 'and you.won't persplre so much." o

o~ A cdupie of kids, a guy .and a girl carrying rolled up

-

towels; swayed in the’aisle.near me. They\moved sO confidently,
so easilj, like the\ﬁeOple ori the streets and at the.beach
‘through'some magic'elemenﬁ that made my own movements'seem
awkward and alien;'§When'the birl lauéhedlsuddenly, tossing..a

“her halr back and Playfully brushed his hand away from around

"\her walst, ‘my own sweatlng hand squeezed the yoyo I had sllp-

[

k(ped into the pocket of my shorts back at the hofel. I was

'dlfferent, a prlsoner of my twelve year old body. I ached to‘
& Y '
be an Amerlcan, to share the special space in which they

moved. - . o .

-
EN3

"You told her ‘on the phoﬁe’what time we wére comlng out, “

didn't you?" my father asked. : 'f’

Y
-

"I don t thlnk she’ understood two words I sa1d Ypu

- should've talked to her. She s your relétlon "

|:\

: 1
My mother looked dlsgustedly, at the- dlrt, the news~ \

papers ang candy wrappers around her seat. She seemed tense

and tired. Whlle this past week had filled me w1th exc1tement,

it had, ihekpl;cably, drained her. ' -

[

PThis_wHole trip," shes id, Ywas a mistake." | ° T, .
The mistake, as she éaI:Zd it, might never have been

1

haaé if a letter from a woman named Hannah Burchell ‘had notx 4

arrived ‘just after school cIOsEH\in June. She was the landlady

9 3 ;l?

e




_in the huildiné here Aunt'Mandy had beén living ror almost'
twenty years. She lnformed us'in a spldery, almost 1nde01pher-
able handwrltlng that somethlng had to be done. At seventy*

_ eight and living alone s:nce.her husband Burt had 'died, Aunt
Mandy seemed to b, togtering on the uncertaintedge of seniliﬁy.

. ‘she left scraps fpr the scores of birds that fouredkthe‘fire

‘escape; she litte ed .the hallways with beer cans. When she

' “wasn't cursing theé Blacks and that nice MrE.%Perez on the fourth

[y

floor -for being foreiénefs, she was railihg against the
communlsts she clalmed rlddled the Elsenhower admlnlstratlon.
'None of the other. tenants wanted it on thelr heads if she got
‘stabbed some night comlng home with her beer. or had a stroke
901ng up and down all those stairs to her flat on the top floor.

: The only famlly she has left 1n the world we were remlnded,]

should want to do somethlng about her. ' ' b

»”
’

"I don't know what we are 901ng to d¢," my mother’ said,
,starlng at ‘the” beads ofy water stream1ng down the windows of
the Greyhound that, a week ago, had carrled us down the brown

back’ of New Brunswrck and intd Marne and Massachusetts where

it was greener. My mother was superstltlous. The rain copld‘
S ra .'f":

only, 51gnal somethlng 1nev1table and foreboding. : N

R

"Your father says that we should arrange for her to pomé
«pack to Frederlcton, Her face had seemed to grow pale in the .

’ shadows that enclosed the bus. <

) a

Many years ago Aunt Mandy had’ marraed an Amerlcan and

' gohé'w1th him to the States. It was a family scandal,vrgigfy-
' ‘one said that he~was no good. His name was Burtrand Wheeler.

» . -

-




_;,/15;re in the Maine woods. After his death: the only communi-

“

“store, I notlced a baseball game on the big TV set in the

window. Men in undershirts lounged on fire escapes.. Black.
. . . &

called out shouts and curses. . Y

,there, I didn't want-to see Aunt Mandy.A //*

™
\

He was a butcher.. He drank and was always away hunting some- ’

cation we had’yith Aunt Mandy was: the Chriétmaé‘paroei_that

always erriyed contaihing coarse woolen socks and scarves.
"We offered to hrihg he¥ home after the funeral," my

mother sald tired and dralned by duty. "But she's yoﬁr

° .

father's Slde of the family and those MacArdles are as hard-.

‘headed as’ they come.‘

-

(* . Aunt Mandy lived on a street of ancient brick the colour

of flowerpote squeezed between the concrete and steel girders

of the Elevated'traoks. The noon suﬁ glared down on the pave-

ment and the parked cars along the street, Passing a furniture

kids with soaking‘ﬁnderpants clinging to their. skin leaped
through the spray of a fire hydrant. Strange,‘foreign voices
4 . 3 .
I. thought I never wanted to go home again. Now I was not
so certain. I had thought about her, dreamed about her untll I

she was as large as a legend. But now that we were almost 3

T

Hanﬁah Burchell caﬁe to the door/ﬁgd led us ﬁp the dark o

stairs. "The old glrl ain't bee:gzépfln days," she sald

L4 >

‘;neécapably, there was;a.ranc1d 11 cllnglng to the old palnt, N

the ceiling'plester. v

!




. said, glancing d

"ﬁe should have come out sooner," my mother sald,

clutchlng‘Ehe bannaster and turnlng aWay from my father. "But

-
\

you had to see all your ball ‘games. "
My father did not reply. : °~~
The woman's gray hair was caught in a tight net. She

‘seemed to have no teeth. \"Aln t too hot for you is re?" she

@

the cold." s

Aunt Mandy was 51tt1ng 1n a big stuffed armchalr. Age
‘had shrlvelled her 1nto the appearance of a dowager ‘queen or
an old crone in a farry taleu In preparatlon for going out, a-
blue,'velvet hat with a hgtpin and a long drooping ﬁeasher was
perched~ohxﬁpp'of_her head. - Tufts of white hair st&ok'out
underneath. She had‘a long nose and COke-bortle glasses‘thar

made her eyes seem twice as large as they should be. She was -

wearing a cotton dress covered with- llttle pink flowers and

. brown laced shoes from which bunches of skin spllled over like

dough in a breadpan. | , ¢

I was shown her. elephant collectlon. The piecés, all
varlous sizes -and made of pollshed glass andrebony, shook on a
31detab1e as the subway clattered by the windows. I turned
away when~she kissed me on the cheek. She smiled and called me
Lawrence and said I reminded her of her husband.

My mother flngred a‘loose thredd on the arm of the sofa.
There was. a .picture of a short, stocky man in a white apron
standlng.onuthe sidewalk in fronr of a w1ndow ln'whlch carcasses

s

were hanging from hooks. .

t me “You people must be more used to o




" these years'I still expect to see Burt coming through,tha

'silences. We might all have been strangers forced t

" the same . table in“the crowded restaurant. * Wwhen Aunt

back, startled . ' ', , . ~

55 - .. L

y -

"That's Burt there," Aunt Mandy said. "Even after all
' * s 4

a

" 'door with that hunting cap on and a headful of .stories to tell."

She shook her head and gave a short wheezlng cough

t"

My father cleared his throat.’ N .
T Ye st;ll‘got my health," said Aunt Mandy, refusing.
his help in getting on her‘coat. ‘ -
"Knock on wood,“ my mo\her sald.
'Out51de, I took out my yoyo\and whlpped it 1n an arc to-

wards the 51dewa1k. My mother told me to:put 1t away b fore

"I,h&t someone. I knew Hannah Burchell must have been atching.

There was a ROOM FOR RENT s;gn 1n,the front door. Aun Mandy

said tnﬁt if Hannah knew what she ‘was doing and one of those

coloured people came around she would put a .coat in a/closet

Y

"and tell them,it's already rented. My mother looked shocked

as my father steered Annt‘Mandy‘towards the'subway.
We went hack downtown and took her to a Howard ochnson's,
and sat in a safe corner beside a hatrack and a pot containing

an enormous -plastic fern. The meal was‘filled'with wkward -

. ‘ sit at
handy
suddenly jabbed a fork in the dlrectlon of my plate, I.pulled‘

"How much is that‘frankfdrter?"'she demanded.
I looked down at the limp. hot dog and the few, over-
cooked French fries..

"I know a’ place where you can get a frankfurter for ten’

L] . *
; : k o,
T Y - ‘ ' T
.
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cents, Lawrence'"
I . \

She llfted her*heafhdefiantly,-challenging anyone in(the

i !

restaurant to contradlct er.
I tried to avoid staring at hetr magnified eyes darting
behind those thick dlasses and the thread-like hairs sprouting

from .a moie an her éhin.’Sucking Coke up through my straw; I

-

pzcked at the scab on my knee under the table\where my mother
couldn t see. _ ‘

On the street, the subway rumbled under the grateston
the. hdzxéidebalk. My father -stood in front of a. llquor store
next t® a Fanny Farmer, studylng the labels on a pyramld of
bottles: o ‘ ‘ - e B

"AcCross from us there was a park and a playground. | !

Chlldren scrambléd on and off ‘the' sw1ngs and the plastlc.

anfhals. Plgeons pecked 1n the gravel, couples stfolled under

——

the shade of the large trees or sprawled on the grass. Women
with shopplng bags and nowhere to go careﬁully checked the
benches for bird dropplngs before s;ttlng down. “

) My father was nervous. All through lunch” he had waﬁted
to say something to Aunt Mandy but couldn t get it out. :I
knew he'd .rather have a look 1ns;de this 11quor store. MQW _ ,‘g
mother wanted another chance at Filene‘s'Barga}n’Basement down
the etreet before we went home the next da&. They were wonderv' ‘f

" ing what to.do ﬁgth me and Aﬁnt‘Mandy.. They really didn't(want
touléave me alone with’her either. S : T

"ﬁell; nhat,doés.everyone wan€~tohdo?“ my father said,
expansively. L L . o o . T

-

7/




Aunt’ Mandy was looking across at the park.- "That's
- Boston Common, Lawrence. They'have the Swan Boats overlthere.‘
Would you like a ride on the Swan Boats?" |
Dad told us not to go anywhere, to wait right there by
the playground untll they got back.- I thought we would be -
xun over before we could make our way through the traffic. |
/ There were a couple of toddlers squabbllng over a plastlc parl
/ 1¥ a sandbox. Aunt Mandy totteredooff d§wn the path a llttle
/ ‘ way and glanced '‘around suspiciously. That funny'feather and’
‘the coat hanging like useless‘vings made her look‘like a |

. strange, trogifal bird that had,fallen.out‘of one of the trees

and forgotten how to get back up. 1rdidn't‘know what to say,
'what was I doing with her here, .

"Where is this plpce you can get a hot dog for only ten

fcents?"*;

' She had those intense eyes trained on me like a teacher

trying to figure‘outdwho was talking et the‘backvof,a class~.

;;room.,»i searched for'the word that would make me nnderetood.

’"Frankfurter!' The ten cent ones.‘;~ _ N

5Oh, that's nowhere around here.. You have to ;eke the
Elevated " . ' ; ~

There was' a fountain shooting cdlumns of rainbow-colour7§,

spray into the still air. Around it people took pictures of

the flowerbeds, the squirrels and ducks.f Through the trees I

‘could see a narrow bridge: over a pond and whlte, carved swans

g(iding over the water.‘
b had the yqyo out agaln and she was 1ooking at it as

N ! . E ) ’ a ‘ : .

\




cradle."” -

- some distance away through the trees.

oI get back." ' .

if it were an old doorknob, somethlng I plcked up and should g )
throw awvay. o | |

. "It-cost $1.49!" f‘said; "Thxs is real gold palnt on P ;95
both sides. I'm going in a contest when I get home." | -

To show her, I did'”arodndvthe world" and ?rock‘the. . 1
, . A . S ?
Her head jobbed back. ’ N 3 T 7? ° | o '
"I can do \'walk the doggle and lots of other stuff but | }
notaon this gravel." » ) L
She stood there as stiff as one'of/the statues. - ,
"If we can t go on "the Swan Boats, how about an.ice pop,'

Lawrence?" There was an ice cream vendor bes1de a bad\\tand

"p@@ says we've got to wait he;e." o . - “ '
. "Well, I'm not standing around in this heat. You wait

if you“want. But don't -have anything to say to anyone until L

She started to move off along the path. The pigeons
scattered around her and. the fedther fluttered on top of her

head. An old tramp eyed her lazily, then went back to digging'

in a battered garbage can for what' he could stuff into his . .
hab A ; ' .

pockets. I'watched her go, snapping the yoyo back and th.

’

‘ They were argphd me, settling like the pigeons,‘before
1 knew they were there. . : 3 R

"Hey, what you got there, boy:"
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The yoyo went 11mp on. the end of 1ts strlng and struck

agalnst the gravel. The blgger of the two moved 1n, brlnglng

uﬁhe'heat closer to my face.. He was black and big, maybe
.fourteen or flfteen, wearlng a Red Sox cap pulled down +towards

his eyes that flickered whlte under tﬁL brim. .Hls buddy, w1th

-

no shirt and a 511ver chain around his neck and dirty, paint-

_ spattered jeans, potted pigeons with bits of gfavel, scatter-
ing them up onto the-'grass.

~

"You don"t know nothin' 'bout workin' that there yoyo."

9

n

- I was v\;indir‘ag it up, clumsily, blinking into the big
guy's face. ' He moved llghtly on his sneakers, worklng his
shoulders inside a striped polo shirt. The other one, skinny,
with bones sticking out and pimples all over his face, 1ét his
eyes sln.de over my- T-—shlrt. “ _ |
"WheEe s that place. That where they got all them

Eskimos. You one of them? Live inside an icebox.. You live

.. inside an icebox?"

My mouth felt dry and thlck as if ivt were full of peanut
' Abutt.eathat wouldh't 'go down. I‘looke'd"at. the‘A scuffed toe of

my shoe, digging it ;Lnto ‘the dirt under the gravel Dig down
far enough and maybé I-could get away My hand was sweatlng

’ ero.md the yoyo. I edged 1t closer to my pocket P’ v/:atchlng the
,path, w1sh1ng .my father would come ba.ck

"Whatsamatter! - Can't you say nothin’!"_

"Lemme see’ that yoyo Show you somethin' HA

},’J.mples sprawled on a bench with h:.s legs stralght out

-in front of hlm._ He hooked his arms along the back of the




bench and gazed up into a tree. -*Eskimos don't know nothin®

, , : s

he said after a while. "Can't even keep themselves warm in

them iceboxes. Ain't that right, Ybyo?"
‘A $1r1 in brlght yellow shorts went by pushlng a ‘baby

aw strollerg‘fP;mples dldn t move as she’ c1rcled around olt of

. his way. Rolling his eyes, he followed her ewaying hips down \§
the path ‘ . '
' 1

"Oh Mama,? he called, snapplng his flngers. "I do love

\

. 1 - that watefmelon'" , ,
There was a man on a bench w1th a bag of peanuts that he
.was scattering to the pigeons. . Close ehough to call out to.

"Mister! Hey Mister?) I couldn t find \my voice; my throat ‘ |
B /

. RE . .o . :
- had closed. I looked away,. thinking that maybe I should just
run. 'The big one moved up on his toes, lexed his arms.and |

~

sank an imaginary‘basket.

"Didja see that: Twenty foote: right off the back-

-bpards! Man, I am s-so cool'"

There was nowhere to go. I was like one of those little

klds in the schoolyard unlucky enough to have a recéés apple

or a stack of hockey cards that some bxg kld wanted. If you

dldn t give 1t to hun, he'd punch you and take it anyway. Mg.

face was burning. o 3 o \ | , SR

"Lemme see it." .

“

e “It's minel"I blﬁrted‘ouﬁxx "I bought it with.my own e
money.“ ‘

"Man, I wa?t one I don't need no money I just walk in

\ ] v

: and take 1t " ‘ ‘ ' ' . ‘ : :
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N

&

.- him. I could feel his warm breath. - His hand was .almost

the bench. ~“This your Mema?. She an Eskimo too?"

‘ajhole in my sEomach. le was an eccentrlc old woman ‘as forelgn

" the blade. Aunt Mandy would eollapse~iﬁ a heap en the gravel,

" flies came to-buzz around the drobped cong

+ He wasfstudying me, slyf'grinning, knowing he was going

to get what he wanted because there was no one here to stop

PP~y L

touching the front of my T-shirt:
"Leave that boy alone!" The sudden shrill voice could
have. been one of the bifds; disturbed on ite-branch and’
announcing its diséleasure; ' “
fhe big guy pulled away as if soﬁeope’had given him/a . ‘\ -

. ' ’ o - -
shove. fPimpleﬁ' eyes flickered wide. He leaned forward on

."Don't you call me Mama!'!"

Aunt Mandy was standlng there, the feather trembllng 
on her hat, her hands'clutching two drlpplng, vanlllé»lce‘
cream cones. , S N ' . §

"You need an&'help eatin' theﬁ cones, Mama, you ipegﬂeay R

we o . . ) ‘
S0. 1 , . . lg,.‘,‘my

Why didn't she stay away, I thought, panlc s$oop1ng out

ena helpless as I was.
- I realized now that they must have ‘knives. I had seen
this ofﬁeﬁ‘enough in the novies. That'grin would grow on the ’ ~

big guy's face until he brought his hand out Fﬁddeﬁly with

holding‘on‘whereltﬁe knife went in while t Yy ran away and A
. 'IAhad neverlseen/
anyone dead before. I was frightened. My hand came up, hold-

ing the yoyo. I wanted to give it to them now to make them'go

i- . ) . ’ ‘ . % N

i *
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"I'11 box youf ears!" .Aunt Mandy sald.
~"0Oh, Mama, I'm scared. I'h so scared." .
A"Rﬁll get a cop after you two! " Her - mouth twitched with

the effort to speak. Her face,was red and the cones trembled
. , 2 ' PR

in her hﬁn@s.

"Relax, Mama. We ain't gonna do nothin'!"* The grin

-Slld off the big kid's faceé. He tugged the cap down. Pimples s

stuffed his hands into his Jeans, eyes shlftmng éown the path,
1ook1ng for an opening behlnd us.
“‘They were giving up. Aunt Mandy was standing there

between them and me, holding those cones like two clubs. I
. K . - //
wanted tohrush in under the wings of her coat, press myself

i’
1

tightly egainst her.
“You hold onto that yoyo," the big kid.said.. "Don't
let anyone go messin' w1th ity | ‘
_They. swaggered off along the path, klcklgg at the gravel‘
‘and sCattering the- pigeons that sprang out of their’ way.
"Put that away in your pocket, Lawrence. Here, eat, thls
before it melts awey to nothing."
Aunt Mandy held out one of the cones. I was, watching
"the black klds stroll over towards the fountain, looking for
a safer place to settle, and lost‘themiln‘the trees‘eround“

the pond.

"Don't bother with boys like‘that,-Lawrehce. They're

only looklng for trouble." . ’ S

I took a tentative llck of the 1ce cream. \{

=
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" Burt always sald that ? “person has to leok out for him-

A
- self. There' S no one can d «tha-t for-you."

I nodded slowly, thinking about_the plcture d‘f the
stocky man in the white apron beside the m:.m.ature elephant
collection; this old woman and, the.letter- that had brought us
" here. .Unable to keep J.t back any longer, I told her that I

knew she was’ born in Frederlcton, the same as I was, that

* -she was a MacArdle on my father' s sxde of the famlly, hard-

‘headed as they cq&e, and that we were here to take her home.
\‘ Aunt Magiy, astonlshed,‘ stared at me. She took out a
Kleenex and dabbed it against the corners of my mouth Her
.nose afg;\ed into the aJ.r as if \she were measurlng the" strenqth
of somethmg carrled q.n the breeze that had begun to move the\

e
‘distant tops of the trees:

"This has been my home £ ‘r a long time,>" .she "finell'y b
said._ "I guess it always will be.. Burt and’ I came here frop
Canada a long time before you .ere born. \Ige was in the wa.r.":
-“"Was he' killed J.n the war?" | » L ‘
Sl:e bal'led up the Kleene in }ér‘ hand. "No. It was

had to be on the go, alweys;
I Ki 1

peace that k:.lled Burt. He always

r

doing sometnlng. He died in a unqlng accident Novz-'finish ¢

your ice cream, Lawrence. 3

"But aren't'you a fore:.gn r too?"
"A forelgner?" she sal'd, lemg a ehort,\wheezmg laugh
and patting my arm. ‘"I'm as Aer.xcan as Eisenhower himself."

1 considered the things she told me, sensing thevi.r-
i . ‘ . . : .

’ strangeness, their disarray.‘ She touched my ir with her hand.

‘
e’




of the conés .

.
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-

» Together wé curled our: tongues arounc{ the cold, sweét softness

~

a

~

Down .the meth past the plairgroupd I could see ny parenta
, L od .

coming back for us. My father's new straw hat with. a pollta

exhausted by the heat and 'clutching a packa'g“e,,Seemed'dis'tfact-% .

ed.

T, « < cone atound my mouth they became the forelgners, like the

- } tourlsts tak:.ng pictures of the flowers and squlrrels.‘ Aunt

dotted band and a bottle in a bag under his ar;n. My mother, '
N N . &

@ Q ! M
s 4
3 lﬂ A ©
¢ t .
. "

\

Slttlng on the bench’ be81de Aunt Mandy, worklng the

- &

o
\

Mandy, I knew, would scatd';zér ‘them too like ‘those black kids.

I was happy, happier than I had been all week. For a moment,

N \ .
N ' Aunt Mandy had™ made a space for the two of us there in the

park. " She had pulled some of the heat out of the a:.r, the

trees, the playground and the pond w1th the Swan, Boats and .

sent it dowri cool inside me llke the ice cream and the gopd

.,
[%3

feelling, of the yoyo in my pocket.

P

e
.
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The. bottle of Eherryislipped from his hand as he lifted. -,

!

4 it from ﬁhe'cese. It struck the side of ‘the bin and. smashed

agalnst the floor. ‘ ! /" ) o c . - :

&

Tony Donato, runnlng a comb through hls long, black hair,

N o

»

Y
- shook hlB head de0151vely. Jackie Cogan leaned over h;&_cash";

mmsmrmﬁgﬁmmmﬂ "J' .o - ‘”mJ, -

v, - o e ¢

RN "You're gonna gef'an ear fuLl now, Proféssor," COvan'
. g

‘4
g.

said as he. unwrapped a role of nlcke s and emptxed them lnto:

;he tlll., Oné thing that burns up the Captaln more than any-

thlng around here is breakage




‘Greg pushed the carton away from the pool forming

around 'his- feet anderushed hopelessly, at the damp stains

, ’»
" on his shlrt and trousers hen he 1ookedPup agaln Frank

Kelly was standing over him with anﬁdp, ’
"Come on,son,“’Kelly said, "We better.get this cledned
up quick."” o BN o j‘ ’~f' .
Mulcahy, the manager,'was already hovering-in the pass-’
age between the banks of shelves that led back rnto the stock-
_ room. His sharp, seuere jaw jutted forward promlnently
| fWhaE the  hell are you dtxn', Charlie:"

" - They always called him by his father‘s name since that. 8

»

first day last week whert Mulcahy had lntroduced him as "Chaflle NN

Nélson‘s boy.ﬁ Standing’ awkwardly, he .had seen reflected in .
éké blateg;ass windﬁgla nervous: young man w1th dark.eyes and . ¥
peatly combed halr He had wanted ‘to .pull off the necktie and |

PN )

suit jacket that made hlm geem SO out of place. He had*felt

-the clder .men appra151ng him and flndlng only shortcomlngs.

', ’ "Is this Charlle s kid:!"

s

"Are you really Charlie Nelson's boy?“

% His Father worked ih a night store in another part of
~the'city Summer jObS were hard to f£ind but' his father had
¥ e

gotten this one for Greg: * s o ' ’ v

They gave him a hard time from that first day. needllng

him‘about hls neg; appearance and the absence of four letter i B

- words in hls vacabulary. They brdered him to go\down to the
‘cOrner store for soft drlnks and sent him on searches through

the stockroom fqr obscure wines that didn't really exist. -
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'He had wanted to quit right awaw. But -he knew‘that he
T couldn't.. When he was in high school his father had ;anded
' a part time job for him as&a'busboy'in a restaurant run by an
‘0ld navy buddy; _Greg had refuseq to go back after the first-
S weekend. Butvworse‘than the'stench o?}the hotikitchen had been:
the look of disappointment in his father'e face. If he walked

out on this job among men his father had known all his - working

life, the old man would never'get'over it.

. Crouched before the counter, Greg glanced down at the
.bits of broken glass and the -amber- llquld seeplng slowly
across the d;rty, tiled £floor. He realr?ed that~starting with
the secondhand power mower that he had pought for him when he

was tWeive to cut neighﬁours' lawns, his father had been

.responsible for a®most every job he had ever had, o %
At least going to college had\been Greg's own idea. But
when his father, who had never gone past the elghth grade,

prodded him about his future plans Greg angrily denied that

t

" he had any plans. 'Even this was untrue. He knew that he wasn't

going back in the Fall to finish his degree. Once he had made
. |4

up his mind the last three years began to seem remote and

o

meaningless.

0

. "I never had one of you college guys in here yet that

was worth a good goddam," Mulcahy said. , The manager was a

. short, gruff man w1th an . 1rovrgray brushcut that revealed a

long scar behind his rlght ear. Kelly ad told Greg that
‘0
although Mulcahy had never risen above the rank @f corporal

durlng the last war, he always 1n51sted\on belng called Captain

. K o . CI )
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_ by the men who worked under him in the three liquor stores.
! N ., . . < . '

- he had managed since leaving the service: He was also~a
v relentless slave ériver. He had\convinced himself that the
 head offiee,would eventually reward his efficiency with a
transfer from this dingy'hole‘in a d;ing neighbourhood into
one of the new self—serv1ce stores that were beglnnlng to open

in the suburban shopping centres.

L™

Greg stood up in front of the counter brushing  the flat
of hlS hand agalnst his trousers. HlS mouth was dry.
“It s the flrst one Iove broken," he said.
"Is that a fact!" Mulcahy glared around the room at.the
-ﬁeh. "Well I happen to know it won't be the goddam lastnqne
P elthér. When‘you get it cleaned'up get a dusting-raé fron Walt
‘ and do somethlng useful " ' L

S
.

oo Tony,. who had put the comb 1n his’ pocket when the manager

appeared tore’ open a new case of gin.

“Get those sleeves rolled down, Donatol" BN
"It's gettin' hot as hell in here, Captain." ﬁ*

"I don t care how goddam hot 1t }ﬁu ' Get those sleéves\

. d°wn . " . * . 3 ) ?A \ N \.‘ - . 3 . | \{‘
The manager straightened a couple 0f bottles of Golden

<

DiwmnuiRﬁm andrnoved them forﬁard on a shelf. "and don t show
up here tomorrow w1thout that greasy mop trlmmed back unless

’ N i1
you re bucklng for a suspenslon. )

The Captain went back 1nto his office. Walter Dunlop;-

handed Greg ar llmp cloth.

1 T "Here you go, Charlie,“ he sald, not meetlng Greg's eyes.

s
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“"phis is about the'cleanest one I got left." ‘Waltﬁwas a small,

pear-shaped man in his forties. He alwéys smoked 4 pipe and
spoke like an adolescent whose voice had failed tolchange.

Greg took it from hlm. "My name-is not Charlre," he

~ said, half to himself as he“;aked‘the cloth across]a row of

4 - .o . N

shelves. '
"You do a good job there now.'Pfofessor;?»Co%ﬁT'said,
still- grlnnlng from behlnd his cash register. "The| Captain's

~ - . - gonna want to see his ~mug shlnlng in those shelves.

; ; S _ When Greg<went homeﬂaitgi\:ork in the ‘'warm July\evenlngs,
] _ ’ “a he climbed Cunard Street where Wwinos sprawled in d00£W3Y5 and

sallow-faced .women stared‘vacantly from windows. The street

1\iooked even‘more<cluttered and overrun than usual. l was
the heat. It lay on the 51dewalk like an electrlc blanket.
Scores of restless people were ln motzon. They looke uprooted
and a llttle dazed as they drifted past the junk store , “the

| Greek and Chinese restaurants, stood at the .curb and moped ,
or,turned ln at the cornexr tavern for. a beeru

i

Before supper, Greg would- empty the -change- from his pock-
‘ ets into one of the jam jars: hls mother set aszde to coi@ect
S - hls and his father 5 “tips. Although his father had gottép
| - tips for years, it had surprlsed Greg after his first day\with
. Kelly on the wicket that customers would leave a dime or ay /"\K
quarter on the counter for the simple serv1ce of belng han ed
an over-prlced bottle of 1iquor. .

N - Since ‘the’ job started, conversation around the 'supper

table had become a ritual of questionms about-business in the

o




)
store, what he wanted to’ take for lunch, and whether he’ had

‘enough clean shlrts to last out the week -He couldn't wait ] .
‘ . o : to get out of the house agalnlor«to escape to‘his room. He ‘

b " _would sprawl on the bed with his hands behind his head and - o
[ | f stare at the map taped to the wall above‘his scarred dresser.
‘ : ) - . Greg dreamed ahout éetting away. .Toronto, Vancouver, l
; . the States, Mexico. It didn't natter where. By the end of \ i
. 'mthe summerxor ﬁaybe'even‘before that, he toh? himself, he - !
- - ‘would make a break. He had turned twenty-one and could do vhat
i- - he-vanted. But he wondered if gettlng away was ‘'what he really
wanted to do. He didn't believe 1n anything. He wondered 1f~

belng lost within hlmself, just. drlfting w1th no - need to thlnk

. B TN
‘ ¢

about anyone or anythlng, was what he de81red most. Th terrx-

" ble thlng was . to have that feeling, fade and to wake\eplieé |

_.~find everythlng unchanged. ) 'z , ‘. T
For always the next day he was back”attthe‘job Under

the level gaze of the Captaln, he. stacked beer cases,*swegt .

T X
—_——

up with Walt or stocked the shelves until the store opened at

f o ' ten. ‘Then he waited for customers behlnd the wire gr111 of )
Frank Kelly s w1cket. Frank was a spare, friendly man, near-
ing retirement, who gave him pointers about\bagglng and boxlng .. ;'
N (

,' ‘ orders, customers who never tipped or those who had to be

den;ed service because they we already drunk. ‘ o ’ ' g

-9 i

One mornlng they were taking inventory together in the

)u -

stockroom.

"You' re a .sensitive kid," Kelly said. "Maybe’& little - - ‘

too -touchy. Guys .see ‘that ‘and theystart picking.on you righe j", ‘




off."

Greg shrugged

! “’.r

'

“"The guys 1ike to have a little fun but Cogan s really
, 9ot i¢ in for you." !
. reg didn't answer. o
~ "Jackie is okay, you‘knew,‘but he's got. a 1lét of hate'
' iuéide that he likes to ﬁake out on‘an-easy'target." The old
man looked at him:‘ "Jackie ain't been right since his wlre
.run off with this guy ehe picked up last wlnrer down there‘at '
the Canadian iegien. Jackie went righﬁ crazy aﬁa smqshea his
' car all over the hlghway. Nearly killed himself. ~Brand new
Dodge it was. 3The stuplq bastard didn't have i, nickel s, worth
of l%surance on it nelther. ‘:f Q 0

Greg let his eyes move along the length of a shelf. He
counted the bottles to himself. _ , .

 “He's been swiping pints," he d#fid after a while. "I
.saw him the other day.” . "‘
| Kelly examlned the lab ~on a wine bottle before(slowly

‘ 'making a ' notation in the ledgeﬁjrestlng on a stack of cases.
“Yeah, Jackie takes a swig every?ouce in a while when he thinke
nqhqdy's looking,"lhe said.  "Don't you get mixed up in it. .
¢5A£'5 between him and the Capteih.”

When the old'man went ou'vacatien éreg took over the
:wieket himself. The routlne was slow early in the week whé£
there were féw customers. Greg spent the long hours daydream-

ing about where he mlght be -in a_ few weeks -and what strange

directions his life.might_take. He only-hulf listened‘to the\

* LY
. | .
7 I o

U
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scraps of conversation among. the men as he gazed throuéh the

plateglass window at the winos sitting in the sun or shuffling

up and down the street. They .seemed to appear froﬁ‘ﬁOWhere to

roost in-the'neighbourhood‘like pigeons. He had come to

recognlze some of them: Arnold, Turk and Nick who had been in

L

Mulcahy's war-and made his" separate peace afterwarde.

[

Nick ‘came in each mornlng around. ten-thlrty for his

hottle. He was usually brulsed around the face and always wore

e

" the|same smelly overcoat with a poppy in the lapel. A game

develloped between them. Nick would appear at the wicket dra&-‘

"ing his thin lips back over jagged yellow. teeth and'empty»a
[dirty fistful of nickels and‘dimes on the counter. Greg reach-

.ed into the bin underneath and placedAa bottle of Hermit or

Scotatsmerry in front of Nick. ‘Sometimes Nick accepted what Greg
offered but at other times he asserted the customer's peroga-
tive and made his own ch01ce;: Cradllng the bottle,insxde his

coat, he grinned at the men behind the wickets and lifted his
° i - ‘ * il

‘feet in a.mocking jig.

. 1
Greg would slowly count the change, often adding something

-

from hls tlps to make up the ninety-flve cent total.
At the cash register COgan -always recounted it.

"Some day that little weasel is gonna be found in some’

@
i

‘alley with hlS fuckin' head bashed in," Cogan. said, matter-of-'

factly, as he dropped the coins into the till.

Ignorlng hlm, Greg would watch through the w1ndow as’
Nick lurched stlffly out -of 81ght around a‘corner.l;

The second Monday that ‘Kelly was on vacation the men's

+ <

r
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ﬂ‘iﬂ\relayu The man in the hole was responsible for heaving the

' heavxly to the cement floor between Greg s legs. Cogan slow-

. eh?“

~ for sHIETW“M' -

-t

morning coffee break was interrupted by the arrival of'a large
f/ - * ~ ~ ’ ‘ ‘ ,
beer shipment. Grumbling, they set up the metal rollers in.

preparation for .getting the hundred cases into the stockroom,_

" before the store opened.- Cogan insisted that Greg take the

"hole" position to grab the cases as they came off the rollers
. . N 0 . y N )

cases in stacks of eight and keeping the tiers in numbered
order. Beside'h?m in‘the line Cogan, breathing heavily, shov-—

ed' the heavy cases 1nto Greg's chest. He badgered him about

st cklng them 1n more even rows and pushed him further and
fu'ther into the narrow hole as.the ‘number of cases grew untll'
th y towered all around him. When Greg stoppedsto‘wipe away - .

th% sweat drlpplng down into his eyes, Gpgan let.a case drop ‘

1y llfted one end‘of the case to reveal the llqu;a|seeging
from its uhderside. ‘ ) | :
‘ "Well, Professor," he said. “LoBESJIike you gotlsome '
more breakage here ". | ‘ L e ‘l' .
Greg straightened ﬁp,lfeeling the neryes'in his'shoulder
blLdes*tighten. h . ’ |

"Come: on, Jackie," said Donato. "Stop picking oh:the kia,

"Who's plcklng on him! College boy here can't hold his

end up he shouldn't be here. Look at this. He can't stack
i Al ’ l " . ’ N . ! 0
. '\\4 b

. Mulcahy appeared at the top of the rollers. “What's o ,i%“

holding up the/goddam work'" he shouted back into the stock

at 3
i
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_across the street. Greg put his head down, ignoring him. He"

" The job. . Sinée the age of twelve when he had, left school to

" held ¢own a job. He understood’ hard work. -Anything’ else/was

I

'“the‘LiquorICQmmission. In another fivé_he'd be pensione§ off.

room. . ‘ -

‘him alone. Things would only get woxse. His father would

tabze.- Greg watched for several mlnutes as his father separ-

stacks. .His‘father looked

‘acceptuated the deep, lines in his face. Twentf-four years with #

"Okay, Charlie,? Donato said. "You been in there loﬁg
. .
%

On the way home that evening Nick .called to.him from .~

enough. Let's change for a bit."

4

decided that he would have tonquit‘the‘job., He had tried but

things were just not working out. Cogan wasn't.going to leave

have. to understand that."But what would his father understand? ’

sell newspapers and mag321nes on street corners his father had

O A

only an excuse for failure. ~

3
t

- Several of the jam jars were emptled aﬂk on the kitchen :

s
ated!the coins into even p%es that his mother rolled :n,n neat

1d and-tiredsin the dim light that

"Are you all right?" his mother said to his father. "You *
don't look well." -

"I'm ‘okay.":

r "You don't look okay.f 1 ‘ "o

“What do 1ooks have to do with it.®
- There was an uncertain silence. "

., "I saw Frenk’kel;y downtown todey,f his father said to » !
him;-'“Frank'e‘havﬁné himself a nice quiet vacation. He says = - ;




s i i D e R

. -
E v A 4
r - v

[

-you're doin' fine down there at, the sﬁore.“ He poured out

'2

Nijnother jar of’ coins. "That was always a good store for tlps

/even when I/werked taere years ago. You keep 901ng llke,thls
-and ygqu're gonna‘be;makin' more than your qlq man.".

Greg shook‘his head and went’into his room, flinging
himself onto the bed. Then he got up and tore the map from
the wall. Why didn't Kelly mind his own business? ﬁhy didn't
they all just leave him alone?' He didn't need Frank.Kell?J |
lying for him,idreaming up stbries to'magﬁghis father fee

good Then he thougthf the haggard expression on his father's

face as he hunched over the kltchen table counting out nickels

-
/7

, and dimes as if they would someh0w add up to a klng S. fortune.
) Greg 'stared out the window watching the’%arkness slowly’

gather around the streetllghts. L Lo

h .

uHe had been on the job for five weeks when his;father

had the heart attack.’ Each''night he and his mother atéﬁin
'51lence together at the table, then she took a tray up to his

~father' e/room. Greg stayed out of Cogan s ﬁay around the

stene; He' came home justlong enough now to change his sweaty

work shirt.before leaving the guiet house.’ He wandered aroﬁndﬂ

downtown, sometlmes golng to a movie. He would sit in thé dark

at the back éq the theatre not paying attentlon to what was )
happenlng on the sGreen.
On his way out to work one gra&, Saturday morniné near

the end of the summer his father called him into the room. He

/:Q” o * | }5/

o \
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was sitting up in bed in the half-light lookingwat the barred'. .

ashadows forming on the oppbsite wall. He had remaved his
—— y - Fd
glasses and hls eyes seemed small and wary like a trapped ani-

mal. The room was stuffy although the window was up and sharp
crles of children playing reached up from the sxdewalk below.

"I'm tired,"-his father said. =, - Y L

"Well, try to get'awlittle more reet," Greg- said, shrug-
gihg. "The doctor says if you take 1tfeasy ‘you should be up
and around in a couple of weeks or 50'“'

11 been tlred all my life.", /" | ‘

Gregvforced hishands down into/the pockete~of hisvjachet.
He alwa&s wotre the jacket over,his shirt so that no one in the}r

. neighbourhood would know that he worked ih a 11@u§f store. He

‘)the floral pattern on the bedspread.

glanced, restlessly,
He didn't want to be remlnded aga;n of hlS father s narrow,
enclosed 11£e, its po y and hard work that pressed them- .
;‘selves on him. T : C . '; o :'

"I'm prdud df the way things worked: out for you down

there at the store," his father said, pulllng the bedspread

up around his narrow’ chest. He nodded slowly as 1f after lylng
'-here these .past weeks an elementary and unshakahle truth had

reveaied itself to him. "And you're going to do better fqr‘

4

« yourself being at that college too." .
1 & * P

s
“
4
°

A sense of real isplation came over Greg as he walked

’ . ‘ . . )
down the steep streets that morning. It was cool and looked
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' * . ' . . . ) . Q / ‘\" .
like rain and there was a flsh smell com;ng up from the har- >

Jbour. He wondered why he couldn't talk to his father, tell

s

1

“him’ what he really felt. ‘He passed the deserted high school
-field with its empty\bleachers. He didn't nant to go to work;
he didn't want to see that place agair. .He thought about get-
i : tlng on the’ flrst bus that came along and golng downtown to‘é
// ‘the traln(statlon and reserving a seat as far as Toronto.b'If
‘he at least,had a ticket in his hand wouldn’t that mean that
\ T \helhad;made‘a'deciSion, that he définitel& decideo_something?_

But Greg heptvon wdlking with his head down as he had

done each mqnning all summer: until he was standing on the cor- ~
- ner of Cunard street. The. store was there, pressed like a
‘ «di;abidated box,,hetwesn the little crocery and Blakney's
Furniture Shop. Arnold and ank nere'squatting on the steps.
He saw Nick lurchlnq up. the street from the dlrectlon of the

Sally Ann on Gottingen Street.

P .
"Come on, Charlxe, we're gonna be late.” " Out of breath

and clutchzng his plpe, Walt Dunlop brusheq by him. He held -
open the, 51de,door.

Greg hesitated.

"Comé on," he said."or_the Captain-will have your hide.fu,
-Another beer shipment was waiting after they had'pdnched‘

in. The Captain stdod with his hands on hiS'hips‘at the doobr

ey -
. ‘,3«€§% of the stockrokm watchlng the cases as they slid from the belly ,

Y ’

" of "the truck onto the rollers. Greg moved past the others in-

.
i . 1

v

o B to the hole. He was angry for allowing himself to come in here

..at all. PoHitioning himself with the weight of his body settled )

»
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~heavily but he wouldn't slow déwi. ; He had to‘yet rid of his .

as anyone. They wouldn-t be abl

. shook ofg the tlghtness in h;s shoulﬁers -and , arms. He shouted

at him. . ) - o L, . o - g e
. . o, 5 . ’ o )

-the stockroom. Climbing down tolthe cement floor, Greg | R N 1
L!“‘ Greg turned away qulckly but not before catchlng the dull 1

‘\\_N/\

-

fotﬁard and his arms swinging, rhythmically, he‘gripéeé each .
case that came to\him{ He ‘hoisted it‘ut against his’chest;H‘
raised it to the level of his\shbuldefsiand heaved ;t intof

place. The sweat flattened his shirtiagainét hie hack. He . o ‘ ,
watched Cogan out of the'@orner of hlS eye- and then swung hle ' |

s’

head back to concentrate on the cases. He was hreaﬁhlng

), .
a . . L4

]

.
anger. He had to show them now.?/He could do the Jobvﬁs well S x‘f

& to pick on h1m anymore. Greg - T

/ o - . : Tati
back doyn the line, "Come on, you guys, 1et's mOVé ;t, eh?“

Y uleahy glanced up ' énd shook his head 1n dzsbellef ‘)‘

1
|
/ Lo a 1
"Hey, Supetman, take lt easy;“ Donato called out, rubbing ,La :i
.the back of his wrist across his forehead.n {Don‘t QWeatxyour . E‘
bloody balls off." L _ : e D ~'f” .g_ L
i ' ‘A e.“i? .

- When they had finlshed the exhausted m lumped back‘ T

: R LN ‘

agalnst the SOlld wall of cases that cllmbed to the celllng "of |

.

tucked his wet Shlrt back 1nto hlS trousers. Kelly grlnned

- '

“"What the hell's .got into. you," 'said Donato. "You gone e

crazy or somethlng?" o . " : . j‘ Co ve
‘;’ . -

hatred in Cogan s eyes as he brushed past ham on his way to \;. x,‘

! . JCINY N ~ ) T s <. ) ;‘«
the offlce. ) Y ; . N ; A

Later, Greg was caf‘xlng a couple of wine bottles out to -

_the bins. He could hear the Captaln s yomce from the other . N

. ' . f \ L. ' . -y,

hd M r,

. v
. B . P -
s 3 -« - & l L
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— . ‘ ‘~ . 1+
s,ide of the paftition.

'

"You re tfirough as far as I'm concerned, coganv I don't

B £y

put up with anyone stealmg 1n My store. You had about all

-~

<

’the chanceg you de_xserve. Here' 'S the report on you just come

~down 'ffoni head ofTioce. Frdm right now until the,office says

“

dlfferently z?u re' ion permanent suspens:.on' " BN

Greg ‘swallowed hard. Although Cogan had done his best

(. v,

all summer lto make hJ.m quit or get flred, Greg didn' t want

" him to lose his Job. He wandered back to the screen door at .

the rear of the etockroom to be by hlmself for a few m:.mrtes.

' There. was a snfall table covered with a tattered pzece of oa.l- :

) . .clot,h On lt was a coffee Joug and\a Spam can 1lid for an ash-—

PR tray. Greg sat ‘on the ed .of the ,table‘ and looked out through
. . N %, ) o

N a " . (- the screen door. The yar behind the store, surrounddd by a

\w 1; / . r:.cketty,e p:Lcket fence, waa overgrown w:.th“weeds and coarse

o ' «grass. The‘;kg was heavy Spattérs of ra:.n, began to beat i

-‘ - aqalost the top of a garbage can in the alley.\ Greg -concen- 5}‘:
i - . ‘,. S A; trated on the rhythm of the drops, try:.ng to empty all the . « o

Frgee P confl:.ct.mg thoughts from Kis m;nd He senseﬁ someone behind ‘ '
N '\ . R . . \ .
S him. . He turned around. ) o

[ . ' . '

« 2y
Vs e T | .
»R N

' “ ‘-.' o | ;'l‘he n:?/ in a z:Lppered Jacket, was staring vacantly at-
( N - T the, étaék/ of cases above Greg's head. Greg tried to avoid hisA
o “ " e * geyesllaut ;hls arm shot out suddenly, push:.ng hn.m back towards .
RN ’ tﬁe'éoor.~ R - L N o
SR ) "“; "y ought’ to pouhd the livin' shit out of you‘," cOgarr said.
. - s

'J:he muscLes in Greg' s arm quivered. -
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N \ ) > N

.Greg kept his eyes focused on. the red letterlng on the
side of a case. "No I dldn,t.' Mulcahy has been watchlng you
. ‘ for a long time. I He tried to keep the tremor:from his voice.’
*i . - He w1shed he hadn't overhe%rd what weht on.in the office.

"You're full of shit," said Cogan. "Just like yogfgola

3 " ‘ S‘J_.S

man!" 7 - , » : .
A vein throbbed in Cogan's. neck. - o —
1"' . »"You college punks are all the same. You come in here

anaﬁdump'oﬁ guys like me. Think you're fuckin' big shots!ﬁr

o L ' "I never oumped on you. I.never said anythingf“
| "You're no fuckin' big shot.’ I‘workeq with your o61l1d man
for_fears. Xou'ri a stinkin' littlejweasel’just like he was;ﬂ
. \‘-From his siée Greg's arm swung’apward in_a~eweeping
motidn. His fist caught ‘Cogan on the right side of his face,
‘knocklng hlm ‘against the table. .The coffee hﬁg crashed to the
‘ floor. ‘In the 51lence that followed, Cogan rubbed his hand
slowly along his chéek. dreg watched as the expressron of

[

;:terrlble rage left Cogan s face. He breathed deeply and stared

"
§l

at Greg. Then,_head down, he lurched away through the etock*

. ’}
. PN
. » .

. o
] . . .
-

o X Lroom.‘

‘ T
Greg leaned hla‘height agalnst the doorframe Sicﬁhess_ . !

ran all through him, all over him, 1n long waves. ‘He had : -

. -

never been in a real flght befq;e, had never hit anyone. ﬁe\l
A ! '

. 1V . ¢

let the cool air clear hls head. A dull paln pulsed in, hxs IRETE

.

'hand and along hlB arm aﬁd then began to sub31de. He covered . T LS

“his’ eyes for several mdments, hls flngers presaing agalnst hls

B
.
v
N . - L N
1l * v - N
[ . , PR
S L .
~ . .o . .
' ¢ hd )" . . L '
) . , -
< . .
- . . .« v
~ , . ) *
.
B

-

;eyelids. .He was reliTved that somethlng was: over now, that he L
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" had come through a testing of himself and now it was over. h
-—Greg let his breath out in a 1ong sigh. e
v i When he walked back to the front of the store, the.,men:
¢ . were silent, tense and waiting. Cogdn was gone. Walt Dunlop,
ldraW1ng on his plpe and .avoiding Greg s eyes, passed a dust—
1ng cloth across a row of shelves.,, ‘
The Captain tame out, looklng up-at the clock. ‘"Okay, [

‘you guys, 1t s about time to open up. You take Cogan's cash,

' Kelly. Charlle .can cover your wqcket."
.He™ stood up in front of the COunter.‘
"My'name is Greg." .' \ )

' "What's that!" .’ R :

"I eald my name is Greg(" ’ . k ) . .

:;Mulcahy glowered at hlm and went back 1nto the office.

‘Greg looked out at the raln streamlng now down the plate-

glass w1ndow.‘ A few people hurrled ‘by.’ Theas;reet in the

[
o

' raln appeared shabbler than ever.
. ,Erank Kelly touched his arm "It -had to happen sooner
‘ ~or laﬁer,“ he sald. "Jackre w1ll sit -out h1s suspen51on and -

o o  be back%\ By then you 11 be gpne. Kelly nodded slowlyz'a
' a "What -are,you gonna do when you re through here?" ‘ ’
Greg \i@rugged "I guess I'll o back to finish my degree.

oo ) "Your olg man is gonna be some prqud of you,* Kelly sala.‘
A {

L

When Gfeg glanced up again Nick was,waltlng at his w1cket.
aﬁkat thlS mornlng, Nlck," Donato

S ."; _"Yo 1ook 11ke a drOWneE

R called adcross the roeq. "What happened? Your sewer sprung o

another leak?”‘:>- i D . : o
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/Greg placed a bottle of Seotia Sheﬁy in front of h:.m.,

79 L

l'3 9 1Y
| - * L e
by e . 5
| )
<]

Nle drew hls lips back show1ng hJs long, yellow teeth.

E

hlS overcoat.

"Gimme the "Hermit ,".

He shook his head.

The rain drlpped down from his wet ha1

he said with .

1nto the collar of

grln.

;o

Sklpplng towar@;:the*ﬁoor, clutch ng the bottle in51de

his coat that flapped agalnst hls bagg‘

"I fooled yuh thls time, sonny."

»

trousers,

4‘\’&

Nick‘cacklec,

"I can' t expect to win all the’ tlme,' Greg said, think- -

ing of the game they had pldyed all summér.

over the counter and,

working in the_stote, Greg found himself smiling.

.
.
.
«. .
s
I .
3
N
.
[V
-
. .
“
. ,
L] .
0 * i
- .
s 4 Al
. R
. .
.
e L . -
Y
..

-
.
- “
> -
2
i
T
’
s 2
K . -
* T, ro 1
+ 5
» -
-
.
' .
.
. . .
P
- .
* ' A LR
’
o
- ¥
HR
-
\
]
.
; .
M .
w b
.
. . -
S
/ -3
. ’»
. . -
- »
B L4
b4
- “ .
-, -
1
-
‘ -
g
- ,4 &
K
>
. . )
»
- - RS ”' "
"6 ¥
. r s

.

-

fof'the first tipme sincelhe,stgrted ) PR

»

R T N

He léaned forwaxd .

]

~ ’
'
o *
.
» o, . '
. .
S 7
. © P
.
N
i ‘.
’ H
. o .
N
5
'
~ ,
cu
23
N
P
. -
. Do
.. [
3 . * -
=t
.
.
i .
- e 5
s . o
+
« &
' LN
s -
L4 e
R %
<3 "'{,!
s T ' -
\g s
3
LA



- "‘Yoﬁ‘will-ha§e°to'teil him," Kehneth's sistef said as ",
they dreyhup to an 1ntersect10n. @ﬂmotorqycle pulled.pp(
<, alongs!de‘them: The driver gunned theiengihe.. Gas fumes ;
' drlfted thrdugh the open’ w1ndow.k A girl in yellow shorts on
; the back of”the motorogc;ethugged the driver around the wale;,

.n’

pre531ng her cheek against the back of his- black, Leather jack—

,;‘ﬁ et. The driver gave Kehneth a sidelong glaﬁce through his Ce

- - v

# goggles. Kenneth looked away. The’ drxver eaned forWard work- .

. 1hg the gears andegunnedathe englne aga

The motorcycle

co e lurched ahead hnd sped away. Kennet

out through the
::‘ . windshmeld. The glare qftthe un made ‘him squint. "There is

no one else now“t ﬁis hlster said. L ‘ '

e - ' N
- T - . o ; , .
’ - 3 4 '

"

et ) i"'” f(‘k‘aﬁgf
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Kenneth Walsh cleéred his throat. "What?” o -
\ “iou will have totekplain to him what's happened}to‘bad."
She glanced at. the knob on the glove compartment. "Not that
it will make mueh of an 1mpression " o v -
! Kennethlreached up and loosened his tie.
EE "You are hls only relatlve now as far as I'm concerned "

+

_ his 51ster Sald "T was at the bank this morning. I didn't,

want to tell/you :but you might as well know that Aunt Norma 's
- ‘money is almost gone . We can't afford to keep him.out there
k anymore. He's. not our . duty " She 1ooked down at the dashboard. ﬂ{
.f T She ran a flnger along the edge of it and then inspected the
' flnger for dnst. "It's gding to be a llttle late if you decide
- to take that teachlng job out 1n.wlnn1peg next month."

/ : ) | Kenneth suddenly stepped on the accelerator: and swunq

out to pass a statlon-wagon fllled with kids ]umping up and

down in the re;gt/ When the statlon~wagqn suddenly slowed ‘

- szn, Kenneth moved back behlnd it and‘pressed the brake. His

"3

ster was pulled forward in her seat. - . :
. o - (
"Be careful, Kenneth'“_ o . L -

' :g N . she settled back and gave Kenneth a sidelong glance. ~

. , h It was quiet for several minutes. "I know you can't wait, to

gét away,? she satd.. "Have you made-a‘decision yet{“ .

n

‘ ‘"No.‘ LI haven\t made any dec181on Yet v R

X

A llttle further on Kenneth stopped for a llght. ‘A

woman pushing a baby carrlage and a little girl clutchlng .a
. + +-  blue balloon hurried across the street 1n front of the .car.

Kenneth looked at-his” hands grippeq.ground the steering wheel. . .
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He cleareaﬁris throat. "Why don't you come with me, Laura? i
He's your uncle too. You haven't eeen out toksee.him in a
long whlle elther.

. Laura turned in. 'the seat and faced her brother., She‘ -
frowned. “I don t want to see’ hlm. Ever‘\~I do not regard
that man lying 'in a bed out in tuat,pome as any relatlue of
mine. I geve up on him when Momfdiea:%' She iowered her eyes
to the carpeted floor. "You remember éhen_We wentrout.with ‘

'Dad after the funeral to tell him. He just sat there in that «
dining.room stuffing foo; into his race and clickingahie teeth.
'ip that disgusting wég.&;AOpenihg her‘purse, she removed a
Kleenex and brushed it agaihst her eyes. jﬂe éoesnft‘care
about anyone eicept'uimself. I won'tigo through thetcagain.?w
" The light changed. - Kenneth drove on watching the £16w
N .

- of traffic.. "Dad hadn't been out to see him in the last couple

of weeks," he said. "He must suspect something."

:

L. "Just let me off at Betﬁ's.. I'll visit with her and the

-

 kids until you're through.". Laura touched the Kleenex against |
her cheek and put it back intg ter purse. éhe placed the .

‘ purse on her lap an& folded her-hande on top of it. "I eeiled :
the real estate ‘pedple yesterday. Ilthink ue should consider

) selllng the house be;ore you" leave.- With Mom and'Dangoue nou ‘
it's not really a home ,anymore." ‘ |

Kenneth glanced down at the A & PJshogping bag on the

front seat between them. Laura' pushed it away from her ‘and
crossed her legs‘ "I don't know why you had to buy those .

_ things, " ghe said. - C . ~:

T O N
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" ‘Just for someone to talk to. In tears, Kenneth."

" when he finally had that stroke but now all he has are his

.~ 83

AN
N3
\

"He certainly doesn't need all those aspirins and vita-

min pills. There is nothing wroné with,Him. His own wife

and brother are gone and he -stays as healthy as a horse.
Remember when we were kids and had measles or something. Some- -
one was sure to say that your Uncle Ed was never sick a day

in his life»"' She shook her head and removed a cigarette from

"the pack 1n hér purse. Tapping it agains} the side of the.

. package, she placed the tigarette between her lips and lit it_

with a silver 1ighter.‘ "He might have had all our sympathy’

-

1%
selfish complalnts. He wore poor Aunt Norma 36@n unt11 ahe

couldn't take it anymore. §he used to call me up sometimes

He slowed down es;they passéd a stretch of broken road-

"way hear a new housing development. Some of the units were

almost‘fiqished while others were in various states of

o

construction. Two boys were playlng ball beslde a large mound

»

. of earth,,one tossrng a ball to thé other holdlng a stick.,

There was a metallic séund as the ball bounced off a parked

-

car. ©One of the boyswlaugheda‘ ' ‘ B fr’f“

"I 4on t know how we could have kept him out there all

this tlmé 1f Aunt Norma s estate hadn't been paying for it."

%iLaura blew smoke agalnst the windshleld. ihe brought her

of .frame houses set back from narrow lawns ericlosed by neat -

other hand up to brﬁsh‘some hair away from her forehead. " “He

will have to go into the county- home now.\

N

They drove out further into the suburbs passing blocks G

‘ .
», .
~
-

>

i
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these condominiums." 4

hedges. =~ o _ : : ' ./
"Ilremember when all -this was woods out here," Kenneth )

said. .“Remember we used to come out %ﬁfe on Sundays fof- N

picnics ‘and ‘to pick wild blueberries? Now All you see are

t

"People.have to have homes to live in. Let me off up

|

' here at the next corner." Laura leaned. forward and ground out

R

v

her cigarette in the ashtray on'the dashboard.

Kenneth glapced in the rearyiew mirror. He siowed*dowﬁ'
and pulled over to'the curb ne;t‘a fire hydrant. He didn't
turn the motor off. . | | - . H

"It's 3ust after three now," hls sister’ sald, glan01ng
at her watch. "Can you plck me up around five?" She looked

‘over at Kenneth who was" sittlng w1th ‘his hands regting agalnst

the steerlng wheel "I Sald can you pick me up around flve.

v »

'"All rlght. Around five," he said.

i
Laura opened'the door on her side and got out of the car.

She beht down anggooked thrbdgh the indow.,-"I‘want you to-
.go out t .tt”, : ' o€’ T trust“you." Kenneth

! "I trust you to handle every-
~tio\;ashion.?i,she straiqhtenediup

Adjusting the purse on her shoulder,

.

”the walk, a woman, followed by a little - boy,

" came out on the front porch waving to her. Laura waved back, .

-
t

J - |

‘\—W—_
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smiling.

f

Kenneth watched hls s1ster climb ‘the steps and thén o
drove off. He turned down a street past a dr -in restaur-

» ant. Three teenagers were- leanlng against aniﬁﬁfailymouth
convertible with a red racing strlpe down the side. They
were drinking milkshakes and watching cars gliding smoothly
\by in' the sunshine, . On the other side of the divided highway
was the cemetery where Kenneth‘s father had been buried the
day before\yesterday. - : ‘&“

The home was a private institution called Seaview Viilas
althoﬁgh”it was.nany miles from any sizable body of water. It
had been built a' few fears before on a steep rige of land..

* The road ieading to it had not yet been completely paved and

bulldozed mounds of earth and rock along with the wooden

frames of houses under construction'lined both sides of the

road. The parking lot was empty except for two cars and a panel
track. * A workhan in coveralls lifted a carton from the back
of . the truck and carried it along in front of a bulldlng

P

Kenneth pulled“lnto one of the vacant v131tors parking
spaces near the main pavilllon. Another workman was crou hed
. before.a flowerbed working a trowel into the ground. He

twisted around‘when he heard the car afaproaching and then

went back to his werk. \Kenneth.watched‘for-severel minutes -
as the man lifted buibs from‘a carton beside-him_and placed{ﬁ

earth around them. Kenneth shlfted in his seat. ,He noticed
N v ?:E,." 1 ) '

that hlS hands were sweatlhg again%tmthe'steerlng wheel. fHe

'£i . got, out ‘of the car and walked past\P bnsh with white gravel -
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around it toward the main en®rance. He stopped, hesitating,

and then turned back. He unlocked the dodr of the“car‘and
eased the shopplng bag across the fronmt. seat.."Cradling it
in his arms, he entered the building through glass doorsv
There was no one at ‘the reception-desk. Kehneth stepped ;-

across the waltlng room. THere were chairs,.a'bench and*a4
low table w1th several maga21nes placed neatly,gn 1t. Turnlng
left he walked, down a carpeted corrldor. The walls on elther

) 51de were .decorated with seascapes showrng sallboats and light-
houses against the background of a tranqull sea. He stopped
before a door ‘with HANDICRAFTS prlnted on it. In a display )

)

case be51de the door were an assortment of woven scarves, pot

,/'

holders, pieces of polished driftwood and several hand palnted ‘

‘seashells. The large windows in this’wing'looked out on ;" )
flower-bordered patio. There was no one seated on the metal
o foldlng chairs arranged around tables with strlped umbrellas.
' An attendant in a white’ jacket carrylng a stack of metal ‘
trays pushed open~a door. There was the sound of rattllng '
dishes Kenneth stood behind an imitation br1ck wall. f .~",
top of the wall was lined with coloured plastic flowerpof:%\\

. He‘looked out over the rows of empty tables and chrome chairs;

On the far side of the dining room an old man sat staring down

L

at a bare-table.

¥

Kenneth walked along another corridor. There)yas‘a

louhge area with"sofas and armchairs. Several card tables
P \

* were folded against a wall. Four women were seated on a

' leather sofa watchlng a colour TV There'was loud applause




’

coming from the TV. An announcer's voice lieted the prizes“

o

that someone had Justxwon and the applause 1ncreased On

the sofa the women's heads bobbed up and down -and shook from

I
side to side. Their mouths moved but no sound came out.

An old man in a bath robe lurched‘towards him leaning
his weight on a metal halkér and dragging his feet behind him.
Kenneth slowed his pace’as they drew nearer to each otheris

Kenneth smiled and nodded. The old man looked at\the bag he

,4'4.
. .

. was’ carrylng and then stared into Kenneth's face. He “frowned.
- U
;- Kenneth stopped at a nurse's station. He cleared his

throat. "Excuse me." A nurse, seated at a desk behind the

counter, glanced up at him. "Excuse me," Kenneth said. "I

can't seem to locate Mr..Walsh's room."

¥ ohe nurse put down the pen she was ‘holding and closed a.
folder on the desk¢in‘front‘of her. She.got up and approacheg
- X
the counter. A nameplate on her uniform over her left breast

A

said’ SHAREN. .She looked at Kenneth holding: the bag in hls arms

‘and sml;ed.

»

t L X 7
o "That's Edwin Walsh," Kenneth said. "I'm his nephew."
The nurse turned to look at the clock on the wall behind

- the desk. Kenneth looked up at the clock. It 'was twenty-

fiVe minutes to four. As they both watched the black and whlte

I'S

.

face of the clqck the minute hand clicked. oo
"VlSltlng hours don't begin unt11 seven on weekdays, " k

she/sald, contlnulng to look‘at the bag Kenneth was carrylng

-

"Is it something 1mportant?" - _l , 1
"Yes." -
- e L
~ ~ 4'\'/‘ P !
Nt . / -

e
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"You couldn't come back at seven? You're not a regular
wisitor, are you?z"

Kenneth glanced down at the white enamel ‘surface of the

counter. "His brother just passed away. I wanted ..., "
‘ A ‘ p

He began to turn away. ' - . ‘ , L

"Mr. Walsh."

Al

Kenneth turned around.
Nurse Sharon ope,ned a\\ drawer under the counter and re-

moved a typewritten list. ' She stopped near the bottom and.
-\ 4
moved her finger across: a line. "Edwm Walsh,'!sashe said.
|

She looked up at Kenneth ané/smlled., "It's all)rlght ¥ she

said, poxntmg“‘past his face.- "Just go along this corridor

/
‘and turn‘l‘eft at the end. Room 503."

A woman's voice made Kenneth stop before an open door.

-

‘A nurse was holding an™ elderly woman by the arm and guldlng
" her across the room towards a bed. "There now," she said.

"YOu ddn t want- to disturb the other ‘res:.dents. Just a short

i

‘. nap. You w1ll feel so much bette:; after a short nap." The

nurse notlced Kenneth stand:l.ng in the corrldor looking through

b4

the .open door. - She frowned. Releae;mg the woman's ari, shg
crossed the' room and closed the ,d‘oorl. = )

' Kenneth stopped before a green door. wiith the numerals
503 on i-t.: There was a-large ;’iot'ﬁith a plastic fer‘n in it

1n a corner of the corridor. Beside he ‘pot was an empty

\ -

wheelchalr. He stood there for several moments. A nurse
t /

. approaohed hlm pushln? a -metal cart on which bottles were<

- . y"‘

arranged "May I help you, .‘she said. . . \

-~

, .
e e e . S .
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"No," he said, indicatimg the doqr. "Thls« ig the room

4

- number I wanted. " The nurse watche,dhim. Kenpeth pushed openl

A

the door and entered the room. L S

"An old man was sitting on tha edge of a bed lodking prn

~

between his spread legs.‘ His pem.s was v1sib1e through the -

openlng in his pyjamas. I can t f.md it,™ he said. ' "I can't-

seem to locate; it down "here at ali.rn

R Another old man sitting up J.n the other bed w:.th a mag%,-
in h:x.s hand was watchx.ng \Q:Lm "What are you try:mg to .

now, " he sald

-

"What ‘does it look like I'm trying to find. ‘He held

sl:.pper-. "The other one that ’goes w:.th pth:.s.“'
“What ,‘36, yoil want your slipéexs for?"

"To go to the, bathrodm. "

" -
, [N

. Coe 3 e . L
- "You don't nee‘d, your: slippers to go to the bathtoom. It's"

t

right behind this door. ‘A f‘év‘v faet away.- There's carpet

on the‘“floor-. " The Tld man shook his head and held th maga--

J o

zine. up to his. face./

"I know where t,he bathroom is. I know there is ca:‘pet

on’ the floor here. ‘But the’re is no carpet onﬁxe floor in the |

bathroom. +I- &ou\‘catoh cold on that cold floor -fn there..

"/’. )

He stared \at ‘the magazine helc} up against the cther old man " s ]

b 4

face. "I'conld -fall- dqwn in there !-‘mhe saa.d. "1 could fall -

d ~

~down and cause serlous odily :LnJury to myself." / ;

The old man: lowered the magaaa.ne. He apowled. ’-'Wlw
1 ¥
don't yéu call a rxurse to get a whee‘&.’chair‘ He raised the. ' .

magazi%e back to :Lts former posxtlon. ",3,




\ - "You,knom a wheelcharr wouldn t fzt through that bath- '
’ . g (3 \ LU

. room door there " The old man held up the sllpper 1n front of

] ,_....t M

) h%; face and §hook it. "In all the tlme you have been* in here

]

K ' w1th me," he.'said, "I have never seen you go Ainto that bath-"

-~
~

room w1thout putting on those blg, ugly slnppers of yours.

e o nd you're ‘closer to the bathroom than I am¥, " | v
‘\‘ i ) ¢

A “Hello, Uncle Ed," Kenneth sald from the, door. l‘ s 'Q\ ' .-
S ‘ ' : : The old ‘man placed the sllpper on the bed besxde him and . . ) |

~k':" " ‘Iooked up. He stared at Kenneth. There‘@as stubblekon ‘his . - o

\

chin. His eyes were watery behind thick glasses. The other

1

old man lowered the magazine to his lap agaln. > o ]

“It~s me, Ungle-Edw1n. -Kenny." He held out the bag in .

: ‘ . Nd ' ' O T

front of him. "I've brought a few thing¢ for you." The two Tyt
" M v . N . J - . ‘ '\\

[ : men continued tp stare at him. Kenneth looked around the room.

. \"I'li just put them.ovef hereﬁ" ‘He crossed the rcéﬁ and
'f IV phiggg_;he bag on top of a dresser” be51de a portralt of his "T | A
. Aunt Normag He went over between the two beds. *He reached o o ; R
ouﬁ‘and touched the 0ld, man's ;Houlder. Kenneth cleered his* . N

. o throat. “How have you been, Uncle Bd." detlooked down at = . -

the top of tﬁeﬂbald head. The oldmen cdntinued to- glance ) p

‘e .. ‘ . {
' i ', down. at the floor between his legs. . :
. M . v . L . . ) ‘ N
“€an I help you, Uncle Ed? Maybe I can help you find-your .

sllpper " Kenneth knelt down beeide the bed.- Lifting the -

t
-

\\ ‘e 7

£ N ‘bedspread several 1nohes from the . flodr he locked.under. He

|
- \ . -
}'\ ;tf\\\t saw nothlng but a wadded piece of Kleenex and a cellophane’ . .
} \ .cgndy wrapper. He ralsed his head and looked away. *"Mayhe . - *
{ , TN it wil turn up 1eter on," he_eeid, ‘standing up and brushing _ |
-, ~ . . . : |
k . i | | J
. T a ,. oo
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‘. nephew.” ’

1

‘ at hlS trousers. -~

, pillowuand eased one of his legs up onto ‘the bed. -

<

T

»

-

I ' .
Kenneth p01nted-to a chalr befﬁeen the dresser and “the:

) [N RN

. N
w1ndow. "1'11 just 51t&over here ‘if 1t's all~rlght." From

where he was Slttlng he coulg see hls uncle s bent back and

.

the 'old man 51tt1ng up lp the other bed looklng across at hlm.

.

, .
He ‘was not‘the same man Kenneth remembered seelng,durlng his

‘ T ‘ . S . TN
Jlast vigit.

Kenneth glanced through the window: Several
- . o ? 4 ' -
yards away there was a tangle of bushes and a steep grass—cover-

ied slope. , From somewhere abovejit he’ could hear the soundsf

’

’\?f traffj:Cu M Lo ’ x‘ . . i ' -

£ . NN . :

He unbuttoned his jaeket, "Fine day," he said, nodding.

-"Really fine day. Warm." ' : . SR

His ungle turned.around slowly, leaned'baok'against a.

Holding

the other leg with both hands he pulled it up. The slipper

dr0pped to thé floor. “‘~» "

- v

“Are you comfortable, Uncle Ed " Kenneth said; leanlng

forward. "Is there meethrng I can get “you?"

The old man reached outmfor\a blanket and drew it up

ecross his stomach. He‘reSted~both'hands on top of the blan—
. . L] - . R

N

ket. Then he raisea his right hand and.removed his\glasses(

-~

He held them agalnst his chest. Kenneth‘lookEd past him to

‘the other man. ‘th Lo

«

A : .
namd s Kenneth," he said, smiling.

"My. "I'm Mr. Walsh's

The old man's head noddeq‘ L, ’ ) S

"
LN

*  His uncle put hls glasses ‘back . on slow1y and looked &to
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" 'a picture on the wall opposrte hls bed._

" down at his‘hands:resting on his knee. ’ ‘ , Co
‘there I was. serlously concerned‘about my future, what I

-shook his head: \"A young person today is confronted w1th a

“1ot of bew1lder1ng possjibilities. Many of my frlends are~;

_‘too easy."

,way up. 1t hesrtated, worklng 1ts w1ngs. _ Then the fly‘dropned | R

Ve

.

. .
.
ﬁ’ ¢ o '
.

"I brought a few thlngs I thought you mﬂght'need, Uncle .
Ed " he sa;d gesturlng towards the bag on the dresser. " "A

Tittle\fruit and some of'your vitamin pllls.‘ Kenneth looked

T ~
~

It was nerfectly qniet for several moments. o T

"I graduated Uncle Ed. From university. For a while
/

__\_.._&

mlght déblde to do when' I completed my educatlon." Kenneth  _

o
' . E

choosrngva career in the education field." 1He'looked up. 7 %

/his uncle was fr0wning.f - : i . e , " B ’ﬁ\ ar'fti_

,."Grade six!" ’ \\“. e . |
"What?" Kenneth glanced across at the other man.. oo .

"g;ade six was all I had. Didn't even flnrsh thatf ,had

to get out and work. You young fellas' today have‘everything
. . , £ _ oo

Kenneth turned towards the W1ndow. A fly was crawling
along the ledge. It edged-slowly up a pane of‘glass. Halfr.

\ °

to the ledge on its back. ‘After struggling to right itself,

it-lay still for a minute’andqthen hegan to.move np the glass

again; Kenneth glanced at the portrait of his Aunt Norma.n
-:UncleoEd,? he said, shaking hlS head and looking down

at the carpet. "Dad hadn t been too well after‘he went 1nto

hosp;ta& fOr the exploratory operatlon." :

. ' ;
o ' : °

/)’ ¢
) ' &
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’mhefé was .the sourd of movement in the"cornidor; The“
door opened and Nurse SHaron “came 1nto the room . She nodded '
' at Kenneth and stepped between the two’béds. "Aren t elther .
of you gentlemen gettlng dnessed agaln.today? We‘;l have to .
.(do better than this,“\,she locked down at Kenneth’s;uncle.

"Here we go, Mr. Walsh,". she said, hdlging two small plastic

: T X : . e

cups out to him. : B

v - - ]
‘jhe 0ld man frownéd at her.

" the blanket. "What's this." .

” PR . N . R

"You know‘perfectiy well what this is,"
. ‘ o - kg

*.the pill you have every afternoon.™
.\ The o0ld man's .head arched forward.
"I éan t f1nd my sllpper.
’}enneth looked away.

[ Y

for it later. . Here now."'

" 0ld man took it, his hand trembllng sllghtly, and brought 1t

-

up to his mouth.‘ He began coughing.
A . s .
.the other cup.
smlled at the other bed.

. out.

tube, looked across.at Kenneth's Uhcle. .

&

againstithe pillows, 1ooking,u§ at the ceiling:

“he said.
]

Kenneth got up quickly and started across the room. :

Fa.

"Excuse me."

Nurse .Sharon was standing in the midd;e of the“corrid&g

arranging several of ‘the dispensing cups, on ‘a.portable tray.

He pulled on the edge-of

His eyes widéned.

Nurse Sharon nodded

She .offered one of the cups.

Nurse Sharon ~gave him
"Here, wash it rlght down
Noddlng at Kenneth again, she went

' _The old man, ’Who had rolled the maga21ne into a\tlght .

/

v

she said.

"It'é
v R

. '"We'll'loek'
The

-+

N

That s fine." She '

He was*sunk back

MNurse Bedpan, "

i

-

-

S

T T A
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Kenneth *stood on one side of - the~ tray. He glanced back at
= - the closed ddor. ."Who is that man in tRere,” e said. '
d '\‘" Co - She p;pkeq up one of the cups, examlnedflts COntents,
N
. N

)ahd placed it baek on the tray. "What man, Mr. Walsh?"

)

"That man in there. .With'my upclea - '\
. © . N N \ . o

"He's-your'uhcleus”roommate. Mr. Doyle. He has\been -,
w1th us for about slx monthe now. ; ‘\', '
o Kenneth shook hls hé%d "There wa;‘another man ‘the last
S “time I was here. A. blg man with a,heavy Eeard.' He .had a '

- 0

European name. He was, always telllng Jokes."

-

Nurse Sharon removed a’ ballp01nt pen- from the nlght

pocket of her uniform and: made a notatlon on a cllpboard

o
-~

attached to the tray "Mr. Kowalski," . 7, . ' s .

. 4 “v . e . R L 2 g, '.\\ r
: - - Kenneth nodded . : :

A

‘' "Mr. KOWalskl 1s no longer w1th us." . -"b

) e' gone home," samd’Kenneth ‘ </ # ‘
7’ . :
‘ . "Mr. Kowalski passed,away." Nurse Sharon replaced ‘the.

1

* 3 3‘.,"
" pen in her pocket. o

” .-
” £
[N

Kenneth looked « Sown’ the length ofgj;hef‘;:m::lu.dm:t_;\tt_was,,~_a___e.e

empty He glanced down at the yeIlow and plnk pllls ir the
\ o .
- dispensing cups.. "What are these," he said. "Sugar.- : .
. N ‘ * - N

"Medioation,‘Mr. Walsh." ﬁhtse Sharon moved aroupd .

behlnd the tray and placed her hands alon either side of it.

'1 . An old woman appeared 1n a doorway acr ss the hall. She\ vl

> gcowled. "Miss," she salda~ "I demand that -m ‘bed~be Yemade

P \

_immediately. I was given dirty sheets again; t's intolerable.f

- . .
\ 4 -~ -
- \ . _ -

a1l right, Mrs: Humphrey," Nurse Sharon said. "1'11 o




‘ ) . . ! . *
send . someone right away." The old womaﬁ watched them for
/'_géverél moments and then closed the doof,.

&) :

* “Kenneth rubbed his hand slowly back and forth across his |

°

79’! 3

A & N ! i h. " Lo . . . .
" forehead. ““T' don't understand," he said. "I-don't understand
S . s Rl 1 Y B
any of this." _ ] ' ST ’

s

A

N,

"What don't you understand,Mr. Walsh? - It's medication
LT .. S ‘ BRI ) Ce o
§ .* perscribed 'by' the doctor. If' you wish you may discuss it with
" . . P !m_ R * P N &‘,ﬂ. v

) ’ him. If you will excuse me." ) ' N

-

. B
1 ! .-

Kenneth watched as Nurse Sharon pushed theutfay“apead; ST

éfaheri?owﬁ the cag£idof. He looked atNFhe:doof'again aﬁd
‘ shook his heaaz R ) Ty - . ‘ j o 5

%: . “‘)iN_ <W.‘ The Fwo old mén—wifcﬁei,h?m ai‘fénneth'prosseq the room ®

’ l\ygnd sat down'in the chair.’ He glan@ed/at,his watch and then i .

£,

. 'lobked at the lamp on the night-ta¥le between the beds. Beside
L -+ it was a box of~-Kleenex and an empty glass. Kenneth cleared ' .

B -
' V- . .

X

o . ' . . - * . N
) \ © at the lamp. "I mean are you content being here?*® P -

a0 . T Mr. Doyle shifted on-the bedfand turned to face the wall. |«

-*his throat. "Are you happy, Ungle Rg," he said, 'still looking

»r

. 3 . o .
i '  Kenneth's uncle—drew>the blanket" €r up aﬁoqn is chest. ‘'~
L . -

- ‘ There was a.clickingosqﬁpd agehis false tee#hLLbGed back and

.

Eorth in his mouth. . "This is all the home we got," he said.

L] L

P

Kenneth looked up at ‘the wall. " Akove the bedéiW9s'a

woodeh,crucifiﬁwywﬂe,stared down_ at hié handi. "I" am confused
- v

- R about tﬁings, Uncle Ed. I amxﬁingéng evekything in my life - -
f EEEN R . ’ : : . T . !

«- A oL - ) .8

N O - . very confusing." ‘ - . ) L, P
E It was quiet for several mgments. , ' . "

. i .1 ' ' . : . ) |
J, ‘ : ~ 'Wﬁen he glanced uﬁ{ ain Kenneth saw-the moisture gatherm o
w0 ' ’ ' T ' , g

) - k T .

- el - - &
. . .o
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~-man."

Y

The fly was- no 1onger there.

¢

slope,'a llght breeze as mov1ng through the tall grass‘

Kenneth crossed the room and stood besideé the bed.

uncle looked stralght 1n front of hlm
-man's arm lylng acro¥s the top of the blanket.

should he 901ng now, Unqle E4."

you again.

His uncle S head"turned sllghtly

0

month trembled.

out and held ‘onto Kenneth s arm

arm below the elbow.

-~

Kenneth'heard'himself speekL
"I'll come back,‘Uncle.Ed.

- to see you next week "

7

Kenneth nodded;

'boyle*remained fécing the waliif

4 / :
on the back-of the old man's hand.

He lifted hls arm"frdm the. blaﬂket, reached :
/

He drew ‘away-

glance at the .other bed\

toward the door.

Kenneth walked quickly down'the corridor.

desk at the nurse's' station; .

~ o

¢+ £illed his chest.

-

“I'll come back -to see -

"Your: 'Dad

Next week.

»

~

€

Kenneth hesitated.

r

ki

His

“

lng behlnd hls uncle s glasses. He lobked away towards Fhe

Out51de, agalnst the

“Mr.

He\touched the old ..
"I guess I

Hls eyes rested on the veins
. * ' [ S

The corner of his

. was a«flne

The fmngers preSSed tlghtly into his

They‘seemee to reach.down inside him.

I1'11 come back~

.

He- gave a 51delong

Mr. Doyle watched hlm as he moved

Constriction

Another ndtsg looked up at him, from the

’\ j-

. ¥ -
ed that it was/almost five.

'Hls sister would be wg}tlng.

Ke neth'ﬁurried along the corridor past the reqeption area.

.
.

]

~

The clock oVer the desk- 1nd1¢at-

A

g e it s g i O Sl o
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Kenneth pushed open the glass doors.

The sun'made‘him”squint. He breathed deeply.' The breeze-

: ’\\ \against'his skin waS'damp He knew he was persplrxng - Kenneth's

“horn. A front’ door opened and his sister came out on the

'flre englne. From in31de the house a ‘dog barked Lauralbent

.

o

) of,halr'from her fo&ehead. It wae ‘quiet except for the sound '

j all right, Kenneth?" . _ :

‘porch followed by a woman and a little boy carrylng a plastlc

L] N . M
[ _— . R . L |
. > 4 . . {
. ‘ ‘
_ - .

car was the only one in the parking lot. He stood be31de it
looklng badk at the -main pavillion. It was perfectly Stlll.ﬁ '
Kenmeth brought hls hands up over his face. "bDad," he said.
out'loud * "Dad."’ -He got into ‘the car and drove away

H

Chlldren were playlng on the street. Kenneth honked the

down to .pat .the 11tt1e,boy oh- the head. - She qeme down the

stéirs‘t0werd the car, Kenneth reached over to open the door
. . N 1 N . ¢ , ~ '
and Laura slid across the seat. "I can take just s¢ much of
. .o i - . .

Beth's little brats," she said; smiling through the window
and,ﬁaving. A ’ ' e R 'h . v oy
Kenneth edged out 1nto the heavy trafflc movxng towards Lot

the city. . Laura leaned back agalnst the seat, brushl g a strand

of the traffic. - She élanced over at.Kenneth. '"Isevefrything |

He looked straight ahead through the windshield. A siren

" ®

wailed and an ambulance sped past them.

a

 "Sometime before you leave," Laura said, “I!dllike,you to

come over to the house and clear some of your 61d things out --

of the basement." , ‘ ?

"I've decided not to go."

. R o
/ o : .
" .
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"What," Laura raised her hand to her neck. '

PR

"I said I'm not leaving now." Kenneth's voice rose. I'ge

decided not to take the teaehlng job out there." .

L

"What are you 901ng to do’"
"I don t know yet. I'll work somethlng out. I can- p;g?-

) -
ably- get a teaching ]ob here."

There was a long silence. ; ' a

7
J

~ "This is'all'verj sudden, isn't- 1t Kenneth°"; Laura'
Id .

‘snook her head: "I’ know what you are going to do, Kennefh, .

-

donft think 1 dpn‘t. You élways’held back,.always needed to

Lbe pushed into everythlng. Now you've finally'phshed yourself
1nto someﬁhlng, haven't you? He made you feel sorry for him

> -

.juSt like Dad., You re going to keep go;ng out there and

take h1m food and pllls and sit in that dead place w1th him
just llke‘Dad. And pay all the bills. too I suppose " You' 11
become just like Dad." She began to cry. "Is that wnet you

want, Kenneth?" ‘ .

L

They sat quietly'for a fey mbments. .Kenneth glanced at
his sister;s face. "Does it meké any d;fference,".ne said,
"what either of us wants? Hefs,an old man. He's aionet
Tnete is Ho:one else. &5& sa;d that pourself."

Laura ;eanédlforward and slowly picked a plece of lin®
from her skirt.'/"I‘thouéht I knew you,'Kenneth. I ‘thought I. -
undenstood my own brother. i'éuess I never Qid:“

: Kenneth eesgd the cer into gbfasterrlane'as.he-approached
a toll booth'end crossed the bridge into‘the ci{;; Tney did

not speak to each other the rest of the way¢home.

N i

4




‘watched the entrance, willing'her to be here. He pictured her. .
4 . e . . .

‘l,, ; vy

He. felt uneasy 51tt1ng alone in the qulet pub at three

[

o’ clock on a Thursday afternoon with nothlng to ‘do now but walt.'

Maybe she wouldn t come. On-the phone he had 1eft it up to

her, had told her that he would be wa;tlng when her last class

:
¢

was OVer.\ But maybe now 1t‘was all over -between them. He

'

coming thrpugh the .door. A beautiful girl with-long, dark «

hair falling loosely around herxshculders and a\little\cut.of

’

breath with hef!cheeks slightlf fe&-from the cold. Later, he

wculd take\her to thaf,cozy.Italian place on Mountain‘Streeti

'they both llked so much and banlsh the Montreal winter and

:'_ everythlng that had happened today..
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ed time'tq thlnk. The awkward silence that followed hlntéd

at the -distance beginning to separate_them.. No, he said to

‘Foam dlssolVLng on the rlm., Salt taste. The brass, brown

. was drylng glasses and. taiklng, in French, ta B”ily, the tall
thin walter Alex had gotten to know by name in the two months

'he-had been comlng here. There were few other customers except.

100 ' : b

i L ' 7,

. 9

. . v l \ '
o - He wished now that he hadn't made such a big deal about

this job’ She had sounded dlsapp01nted on the phone-.. -She had

alrlght to be dlsapp01nted. He was- the one who had built up

her hopes. She told him that she was’ confused that she need—

- *

himself, shé,Won't eome.; it was'all over. Still,‘he waited.
‘Alex-coﬁlter~pushed aside'hfs nbtebook and the'paperback

éopy of Lnysmm and slowly pouredgout the remalnder of h1s beer

depthi,of the glass. Was that somethlng from Dylan Thomas?
He looked at the notebook,'she had always asked ‘him to read
his work to her. But he hadn t worked on any new poems in
weeks. ) o f ) | o . ’ o

The noisy lundmhour crowd was long gone. The toothless

o

barmandﬁho looked like one of those carv1ngs of Gaspé flshermen,

’

v

a '

three regulars at “the same table at the rear, of the room beside

the bare stage and an old guy slttlng two tables away from Alexﬁ
Nursing a pint and coughing into a‘dirty handkerchief, he hadﬂ
been watching himlintently since Alex came in an hour ago.
Alex had never seen‘the man béfore and paid no attention to hig,
He had more rlght to be in here than thlS old guy " After all, |
he’ thought, isn't thlS where he and Elalne had flrst met?

One evenlng Alex had come in w1th Malcolm Saunders/ra : el
o ' o
{ \

\‘ . . T




friend of his who went’ to Moéill. He had placed 5ix of Alex"s

,-stuff in a couple of coffee houses. . o

-'through the tables wn.th loaded trays Alex knew he was on his

_way to gettlng drunk; the edges of the room ‘were already soft-‘

Casually flipping a matchbook cover and not paylng attentlon °
' (& . .
to anyone. . C . '.' : R

) asked

"A fuckin' Viking goddess'" o ) \ .

L

poens with a ‘little maqazu{e and arranged for hlm to read hls

*

~

She was with a few other students ~that Malgolm knew and "

~

they had all satltOgether around a table in a cérner. Alex '\

-

gulped his beer as Bllly and the other waiters moved m.mbly

R

ening. He half—listened to 'the bits of conve’rsatlon'near hlm, . J
watching her from the corner of his eye. -White blouse open' I

s . ' .
at the neck and tucked loosely 1nto a long, peasant sklrt.

In the men's ro“oin,'he tried to“sbund dis-interested as 'he

a

stared at the’ ‘graffiti coverlng the tiled wall above hl;n

"Why dldn t you 1ntroduce her to me, Mal”"he had finally
‘ . /7 o

v

"Who .the blg blond at the’ bar? I wouldn t mind knowmg

her myself Didya see those boobs. Man, she mtht ‘be Swedlsh

Kl

"The one at our table. Black Hyir. ''Long. Carrying one

. -

bf those Indlan shoulder bags "

A}

Malcolm smn.led sleeplly, glanc:mg down a.nto the gushlng

urinal. “Fuck, that's.a relief!" AR .

Someone started mtglng in one of the cuba.cles. ’ ot

Alex studied hlmse

f in the mlrror. Sandy hair drooping

down over- his forehead. Was he going bald? Long, thin face.
! ) . *
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. Horse face, "that's what hf had. }he looked llke a gdddam horse. '
-

b4 '

LN

Y

o Maybe he should start*’growmg a beard .

> "Come on, man! " he said. "Blg\ shot on ,can‘xpuskamdﬂyou -

don't know WHO she .is2" . z,a
A toilet flushed. - e . ;
"Elaine. Ma‘icolm s head nodded decxs;vely. ! "Ela:.ne
,Barrett.‘ L thlrﬂ( she s in one "of my classes. . Poli Sci. - °

T

‘ Christ, I\dunno."  He staggered over to the 51nks, ggping for
e

-

his fly. "Want me to- f:Lx you “up; CaSanova?" -

»  "Don't do me any favours! "

"Fuckl’,n sharp chick, man!" Still trymifto locate hJ.s ’ ‘
L '
fly, Malcolm was /suddenly se:.zed by a spasm of laughter. ’

’
. ®

A local group had qut flnlshed an over—ampllfled set - .

and were drllftang toward the bar. 'I‘he hubbub of talk’ andl - .

- laughter plcked up as‘t@\ Juke box sw1tched Jan and couples ‘

‘ moved onto the dance floor.‘ At the end of theJ.r table, Malcolm
'waved hlS arms w;lely ' , : Ty

— "Someday this guy here is gonna be a famous peet,"™ he - ‘\-

.called out over the mus:Lc. "We re all gonna be” Saylng ‘we knew

~
N \ .

h:.m when'" Malcolm patted him repeatedly on the arm and

V

- v

Alex bru hed him off S -k

» . "What kind of poetry do' you wrlte?“ shé asked suddenly,

A .
. sm}sklng‘\at him as she lit another’ c1garette. "I'd love to hear

- . '

Some sometlme . ’

'. Alex felt that he was float:.ng, s:.mply glldlng and brlm- Cos
T . &
mn.ng. o - - f e Vv

‘. "rhe'best!" Malcolm bellowed. "This guy is a goddam e
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- ' Alex examined the wet c1rcles on the wooden‘ﬁahle, wish-
ing he could trlgger a trapdoor underneath that would conven-

L 1ent1y remove Malcolm Saunders from his.. smght. He w1shed ,now. -

. / R b ? //
8 T 4 that he hadn t drunk so.much., \ o : ‘ .
s : .
a . i He- looked into her’ face framed by the black halr. Crow's .

_'wings.‘ Hazy. Soft smile. He 1nhaled the fragrance of her.

- ;'H ,Beautlful, he thought, hlS head sw1mm1ng in the foody l;ght. y
'xi' ' . L‘ " 'She walks in’ beauty " Alex rec1ted, " '11ke~the.n1ght/ of - -
| | | >~ cloudless cllmes and starry skies;/ And all that s besﬁ-of
dark,ind brlght/ MéLt in her aspect and her eyes!' " - ' Q~w

. \ "That's terrlfl ,“ she s@id, smiling. "But I.hope you ¢

N . . do a little more than plagiarlze Byron."

-

o . Alex laughed. | -]

‘s _‘ To escape Malcolm he asked her to dance%; They had talked.

" about anythlng and everythlng. . She- 1aughed at hlS jokes and
burled her face in his shoulder.. He couldn t believe that

“, ' L.
o anyone so beautlful could be 1nterested in hlmz Afterward,

“he took her hOme 1n a taxi and kissed her in the light under

a streetlamp. That had beeﬂt%he w0nderful, marvellous begin- .

nlng of it. a « A ;

¢ . R e, 4

“Are you a student?" e - v -

&

s \\

“Alex Jlanced at a cigarette burn in the checkered~taﬁi:;/

* cloth beside hié notebook. "The old guy was talklng to him now. -

X ,Alex hoped that he was French s0 that 1f he said anythlng,




'Alex could politely shrug his iénoranceiof*thetlanguagefand'

be 1eft alone. . J,:

. . "Do you speak Eng}ash? I said are you & student'“_ .

A;ex ShOOk‘hlS head and lit another c1garette; No, he

\ wasn't a studgnt. - He had droﬁped 6ut of UNB after'hls.flpst - !
b "semeeter, Onefof his English professors had tOIQ'hiu he had
talentland'that was all he ueeded to hear. At nineteen he '

thought 1t was time to get out and experlence a lltt%e mOfe o ;

life than he could see arOund Frederlcton, New Brunswick. ’

-

At first, Montreal had stunned hlm.‘ Know1ng nothlng, he

yL

took a room on Mllton Street near MCGlll 1n what Malcolm call-

~'ed "the Ghesto." It was cheap; a s;nk, closet,‘hot;plate, a .

. narrow bed with a defeated mattress ~and a'resideht colony of

-

roaches. But it satnsfled hlS 1dea of what a struggling . .

wrlter 8 garret should be 11ke. ,

‘ immedlately, he had taken to the late summer streets o
. carrying his fréedom.like a heavy su;tcase w1th no place to, ‘ g

put 1t dcwn. Walking: down Ste. Catheylne, along Crescent

-

.and De Malsonneuve. Lookiug‘at wouen, all kinds of women.

'Beautiful and brasless. Legs’beckoning.ardehtly -~ swell of

-~

. bare calves -s he conld hardly stand it. The curve of dress

+

- S ' §¢ over hips, hair tumbling against soft shouLders,‘the‘smeil;ef

perfuﬁe as he brushed past someone at a metro kiosk. Sometimes

h‘ _ he would follow a girl.in~fﬁtopcoat, creating her in his mind‘—

’ P
it

N elégant walk,'lean, dancer's body. (Hi .;. I'm Alex o hello

there ...-my name is) Hepdduldn't/speak. )

+ Love had spalied from the facades of elegant boutiq@es

T . +
) . . ey '
. .
' . ‘ N - . - .
N . -
. . ~ ~
? N N ' - .
. N “ . — !
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aﬁd.bistros, places he hadn't dared to enter. - But then he -
L ' v .
o met Elaine and it had seemed that the whole city was made for
.+ them. . " ' o e
y * ' - )
%Have'you got a girIfxiend?“ It was .that old guy agaln.

————

Why didn't he drink: his beer and keep quret’

3 3 ;
Alex turned toward the man,” a llttle reluctantly.- "I
zdon 't have a glrlfrlend," he sald brush\ng back his hair ner-

vously.

’ "How ‘come a good, lookin' kid like you don't have'a'girl—

_friend?f

Alex held up his empty glass. He didn't feel like getting

'ineolted in’ any discuesiohs with this guf. And maybe after
tonight what he said‘might'be'true. Maybe he wouldn't have
a girlfriend. ) | |

“Hey, Billy," he called. ““Another Molson "

Sitting there waltlng, hrs mind reverted to the thoughts.
that never seemed to leave him now, sllppery dlsturblng
"bmﬁﬂmwsd thoughts that revolved around hlS feellngs for Elalne. Be '

\ ‘thought of little else lately. He knew her paﬁents dlsllked

him because’he‘didn't Qo to‘school - he didn't work. He wrote

. poetry which was the same as doing nothiné. They»ﬁsuaily met

" on heutral ground\downtown.becaﬁse he didn't bant to take her

1

to "his room full of roaches. Alex loved waiking beside Elaine

¢ e " know1ng that other men watched her and envied'him But he was

" uncertain of himself and sometlmes thought she was only infat-

7 " -uated with hlm because he wrote poetry or because he was some-
. [

' one w1th %hom she could defy her parents He felt that he had T

v v
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to take her to places he really coulgn't afford. S e objected

. “‘N‘n to, him spendlng 50 much on their dﬁtes but he always shruggeéi;y¢

_1t off, although the money he had saved from school and £ill-+-

S

ing potholes last summer for the Department of nghways in \ )

@

Frederlcton was almost gone. . . . o o

TN ' L R )
"We all think we give women the gift of our cocks," the - e
I3 =

> . \ = -

old. man shouted, his eyes wild and starizf. "But they chew 1 °

] . N -
. . N

.

us up inside them and'spit us out!"

He was wrong. It had never been llke that with Elalne

, Alex looked around at the empty tables, the dim carrlage

. lamps and the Spanish murals that cqvered the walls of the -

<
— ’ S

pub, remembering the flrst tlme they had ‘made love. .
) Late one Frlday nlght after a party they had gone back: to :
) " her house._ Her-parents were away in Kingston for the ;eekend. \'. "‘
Alex‘had tguched-her hair-wlth his hand:' He felt ré!deved
. ﬂ\~\bECause he'khew little about‘love-making. He had been worried
that he would do the wrong, th#&p 'She would’burst~out.laugh—‘
e 1ng because he was so inept. He had been intoxicated. Full. ‘

He felt his ar%6.901ng around her. Soft and naked. He kissed

- her again and laughed. _ o

E -\ . "Hey..what's so funny:" N ' . -

" You . "

s

_ .
On a bureau there was a baby portrait of Elalne cuddllng

1

. . a Panda and another of her in bailet costume. T S

LY
” v
<

"My openlng and ClOSlng nlght," she said. "I spralned

my ankle in the middle of 'The- Teddy Bears' Plcnlc
»

. : ."You were cute." = - ‘ . >
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P o . ﬂWhat"is."‘ He7sat up in~her-bed, proﬁped on his elbow,

P

L . 107 -y ™
"This is incredible, Alex!"'Really incredible!"
- by

. kets were plled at’ the bed's foot, the loose sheet coverlng

. / , .
her legs. o !

"Us, silly! My folks would have ‘about two heﬁorrhages ,
: ) N N
' aplece'lf they knew we were here llke thls. - - a b

“lee what, " he said,’ reachlng towards her.

P

She glggled "Alexy there S somethlng you should know
' Look at me. \ . iy . N
"What ‘1§ it?" : L - &
N PN N ' o~ ~ [ . , : ". / .
"Look closely. At my eyes." " R

. S ks . ) . .
.. "For cfissake, Elaine, whatlf the matter?"”

-

. AN ,

She looked over his shoulder at a bookshelf on the other
,slde of the room. "My left eye is larger than my right. And
'they‘ré not the same shade of brown." She p01nted "See.

" This one's sort of, well, greenlsh -1t m thinking of having

glass ones 1nstalled "

" Alex grlnned. “That's nothing, klddo.‘.Feaet your deform- a

ed peepefs on this M He yanked away the rumpled sheet from «
around hlS legﬁ~and pulled hlmself to hls knees. - Q. e
< .Shelcovered her mouth. "Oh, my god, I don't know if I can

jlive with that!"

. A raspberry blrthmark, the size of § silver dollar, form-

t
. ed an island on_hls left buttock. He sank back agalnst the’
pillows again, feeling her warm breath against his ‘neck.

/- ‘ “What'afe.wé going to do, Alex?"

N

examlnlng her’ black bra .abandoned over a cha1r-back. ‘The blan- -
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e ‘oj , .. He studied the ceiling. "I'll get a jOb. Then we'll get -
(‘;“ k - »
‘g ‘a place of our own. Have your folks over for Sunday dinner

T , v o
L§ o i to v151t thelr dozen granddhlldren., S oy _' :

"You make it. sound so easy. - What klnd of jOb? And what
Aoy
about youy own work’" - .' :

“
s .

- ol eer whr LT
B i A YR
- . . o a
1

- "I,ll become a worklng-class poet; Swinburne among‘the
stevedores." - . ./«; .

‘She frowned. "Will you please try tb be serious."

A

‘"I am serious,” he said, wrestling her back downvintO\&Es/,_\\j
bed. e A '

7

/

\ i N ' / ) Vs * . :'
. She brushed.some Qalr back from his forehead and sud@enly o/
@," _ " buried her face An the pillows and began tp sob. He; swift ‘

change of mood baffled him. -, - l
' . . - . o L )
N "Elaine? What's wrorg." B o }

<

"Nothing " She sat up, wrapplng the sheet around her.

"Are you sure?" . , ‘ , : ' )

¢ ' f ' "I had & fight with my.folks,",she said finally. . "About
] . you. About us, I guess. They wonder how serious we are about I B

each other."‘ She looked down at the foot of che bed. "I don t

. . . /
think I've ever seen my father so angry. He actually came out

-and demanded to know if ‘my young poet friend had any real

pfoépectsl" ‘
"And how do you feel?" -

. , e
By She looked at him..

- "I'm serious about us,"Vhe said. "Are you"
. She shpok-her'head. "Sometlmes, I m not s re about anyb

thing.*

t

PP i TN T



P

P

. 2y

_to shout. Her .beauty hurt him and heQ%ould not understand why.

”ﬂbeach resort. all around him the qulet house seemed to 1solate

- a man wlth real prdppects.

' at the old woman in her window across the street, dreami}y, -

‘v ' . . : ' - - ' S B
"y . a

e N e e ) . )
- .
Y - i . . 3
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. "
f Later, Alex watched her sleeplng w1th her head restzng on

-

her arm and.her hair spread out over the plllow.- he wanted
5 :

A

He stared at a portralt of Elaine and her parents taken at a

hlm‘lh darkness and doubt. A cold unreasonable sweat,cane out

on hlg body. He w0uld have to prove hlmself to them. He

' knew hé could probably get a.job as a bus?by or a shlpping

»

clerk but that would never be enough, He would'haVe to become

“' LN
N

> * L4

" Alex slowly sipped hls beer but he wasn t,enjoylng 1t.u

After three weeks" of fllllng out apprlcatlon forms and check-

.ing the newspapers’ “he had‘begun to worry. He avoxded Malcolm

Saunders and the McGlll crowd Although Elalne s long, brood—

. 1ng 511ences disturbed hlm, he hated to 1eave her 1n the even-

1ngs. Everythlng, he told himself, would change if only he -

vqould get a, good job and they could have a place of .their. own

He would wander Wack to hlS room and, in the: dark, look

. 'stroking her Siamese cat. All'around him doors banged; there

were strange scratchinés in the walls like something trying to'

LYY

claw its .way out. Alex wondered what it was about life that

i

- made it so difficult. You were always on the edge of uncerta;n4

. L 4 N st
ty - at least most of his life had.been like that. Then, sit- -

. b L]

'ting-in the YMCA cafeteria yesterday morning, stirring his cold

¢ f

a
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'wﬂ//\f ) along Mllton Street ahd cut though the campus. Hls jacket was -

0
. . . i
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coffee, he'saw the ad in the Gazette. coo T < .
'*;‘ . INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHING €0. - - * :
i (“-. ~ ) * ' <, . ’ ‘ - - . -
. - OFFER.S Lo c .
REWARDING FUTURES T R

-

A réward}ng future. . Alek cakled right away and a girl'sk:
. . ‘ \ g . "
'/ . . I " . of o s
eager voice‘invfting h1m to an 1nterv1ew w1th a Mr. Bronstein .

” was the friendliest and most encouraglng he had heard. He was "

sa keyed'EEZheﬁﬁldn t a;?{what ‘the’ jOb 1nvolved * He often

f Literary career. He just knew this

dreamed about some sort

jOb would be a good one and that it would be his: He held the‘ ) . N

~ oo

phone in his hand in the dim hallway outside: hlS room. From Co

[} ]

the grlmy walls the poster fad%s of Joan Bae:z and Che %ﬁevara ) 4

: 4N S i
’ stared down at him.. Upstalrs a stereo“throbbed through the* T i

floor; 1n‘2he‘;asement, Garneau, the Janltor,.belldwed. 'He

| called Elaine and told he¥ to meet him at the pub Theyao. . )
would celebrate, he was about to 1and a terrlflc job.

.T Leaning hlsulong, sklnny frame into the cold thls mornlng,

Alex dodged the dr0pp1ng§’of nelghbourhood dogs ln the snowr,rrvfl;ﬂT“h

too thln, already dampness seeped thﬁough the bottoms bf hls

" army surplus boots.“He would get himself some ‘good clgthes

with his first paycheck. o
. ./ " -
Malcolm came .down the steps of the Arts Building.

"Hey, Casanova, where have you been- beddlng down lately’

‘ ?J‘F ‘Don't wallow w1th the peasants anymore? Christ, that's some o .

sharp chick you got, man. How does an ugly bastard like you .

. .ot
- B e e d — - s ST e e s B bl
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bag a ﬁiece like that?“ ' . . - . i\
3 piece ‘ : SR o
Alex told him about the .interview. "Come on over to the

pub later," he sald,agrlnnlng. "I might even buy'you a brew.".

. bulld}ng. Greeted by the smlllng, pretty secretary on the o -
International Publishing Company, leaning across a polished. " ' 1.0
- desk to offer_him’the goiden handshake and to discuss Alex's
fawaie ot albig‘woman sitting‘beside'ﬁim holding ‘a rumpled - . SV A

‘couldn't be “late.

s, -

_-Malcolm blew 1nto hls cupped hands ‘ "You are ore‘lucky

sonofabltch," he - said. e

&

Alex boarded ‘a crowded bus that climbed: the steep streets
leavxng the Waltlof downtown bulldlngs to- drop away behind

hlm. He gazed through the 1cy window and saw himself - rlslng

s
ey

1n an express)elevator to the top floor of an lmp051ng office

»

phone and ushered -ifto a carpeted oﬁflce. Deep,leather arm-
- l ‘. - ! * L Y %

chairs; .massive glass ashtrays. Bronstein, senior editor,
~ - . - L 4

. . - . at . Va
"' . o r »
rewarding future. -

Alex tugged hls'frayed, shlrt cuffs up . 1n51de hls jacket.

The bus rocked éﬂd jerked alOng. It stopped_at almost every

e —— T .
Th

cross street, taking on and discharging passengers. He was
s . E . . : c :

shopping bag that smelled of old clothes. He locked at his
hatch Nine thirty-five. His‘appointment wa§<f6r ten; he'&

-

"van Horne," he salgﬂlturnlng‘tghe he old woman. :"How

1]

far is that from here’“ . S ‘ »

"M'sieur?" - ‘ ; s - N -
- . N /

Oﬁ,»God; he thought, she's French. She doesﬂ%t know what

I'm saying. ' AR ' . ' . | )

R e v % e - . . myeen S ~
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? ' ®Wan Horne," he repeated, carefully.’ He had never been
in this part of the city before. "That 1s/uh€re I want to get"

o . o

$ off. Van Horne." *

]
The woman drew her. double chin down into the collar of
her heavy, gray coat. "Cote des Neiges," she muttered, her

"hands tlghtened around the straps of the shopplng bag.

A few mlnutes laEEET‘Alex leaped/ko his feet and pulled

the signal cord. "Excuse me "o ff
She dldﬁ,t move. ,
~
"Madame'" He heard hls voiece catch in his throat. Heads

"

turned in his, d&rectlon "I-have to get offL" -

The bus swerved towArds the curb, throw1ng him 1nto the
aisle. He lurchéd out the rear door. He saw the woman's face
in the window, glaring at him, framed in contempt. ' The cold

cut through his jacket.‘ He realized that he must have made

a mistake, must have gotten of f at the wrong stop. The bus

lumbered away, dragging cold tehind'it.’ It was beglnﬁing to |
snow. - ‘ | '

There were no blg offlce bulldlngs here. He walked.along
past an Esso statlon, a shabby fruit store and the window. of
a travel agency where the dusty posterrof a glrl in a bright
yellow bikini invited hlm to relax and BREAKAWAY TO THE BAHAMAS.

The broken 51dewal§ ended in a makeshift fence surroundlng an'

S

: abandoned constructlon site. The pitted and scarred wall of

-

the only remalnlng bualdlng looked as 1f it- would topple 1nto

]

the jagged ‘hole blasted beneath it. ) .
. RN .
Alex»cllmbed the sagging stairs to the second floor. It

[y Lt
~ / > - L
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" him where he had " to go-. S.he dian’

'scaffoldlng suspended between massive columns.

.dopouiosa"‘

v as¥ o
.
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! was like one of those seedy hotels in gangster movies, he

IS

é%ﬁ%ﬁght,_where ‘hoods on the run®hide out and bodxes wait to.

/

be dascovered in darkened halls.

L3

Therq was a glrl drlnklng coffee and read;ng a‘' paper-

- - back behlnd a desk 1n a dlmly lit off;ce. Alex showed\her

the ad. Maybe the address was wr ng. She could probahly.teil
| I Qky}’ok up as sh%-set the
styrofoam cup on the blotter in front of her. o =
"Mr. Bronsteln is a llttle late. - She opened a drawer
and put the book inside. “Want to wa1t in there?“ 1
alex sat at the rext of é long row of tables. A roomful:
/of people like refugées, talklng, coughlngc rustllng news—;)
papers ahd scraping chairs; Waltlng. ‘Why was he?sent in here
with them? The ad formed & tight ball between his fingers
andddropped to the floor. His;shirt was, damp against’ his

skin; he didn't’botﬁer to pull up his ‘frayed cuffs. Through,
. s patadel .

‘the 'window -he saw the.gray'hump of Mount Royal, the faint out-

llne of the Cross on 1ts summlt. This -was not what he had

expected. The 1mpu1se to {e;ye grlpped.hlm and he thought of .

Elalne.

v

The photographs suddenly spread out in front of him showed

hlgh vaulted belllngs, amid an eruptlon of colour.. Blue sky

1

and whlte 11ght. Bearded, robed flgures. Mern scurrying on - "

[N

|

"Orthodox chyrches. I paint them. Aall over Greece. This

- is me as you see Nere. No work nowf No work for George Papa-

Ay

“ . s «
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"like\awprofessor'about to launch- intd a 1aboriously prepared

“

‘boardm The 1arge man weailng hornrlmmed glaSses wrote MAX Lo

114
c B - ‘ K
Alex 1ooked at the scar on the back/sifigz halry hand as
the éan gathered up the photographs. ' f‘
"No work'"he sald again. o C ﬂ‘

Alex's head throﬁbed. . -

‘They were all drawn to attentlon by the- voice that

cdf&led to the back of the room. ”Bdnjour. Nlce to . see ‘SO

\

manyabrlght‘faces out on a morning like this. ‘Phat's the

spirit we llke to see." . N , ‘ "
SR o .

.

Alex stared at the checkered sports jacket, the green tle, Lo |

s i
the heavy volume placed on the table in front of the black- - - < . ‘ )

BRONSTEIN on the board. 'Dusting .his flngertips befqre plec-’ Lk
e . O . : . . S
ing them back on the book, he cleared his throat ‘and hodded

lecture. '
’

Glancing at the snow“siantinayagainst the windows, A}ex‘

felt the uoice fade. He was alone, trapped in some isbiated‘

w1nter outpost, where no one could rescue hlm. \' 4 : 1
:’ "It's teamwork thatﬁs thehlfi—lmportant factor," Bronstein's
. M :
v01ce droned on. ) . . . '
Traffic noise, someone shouting in the street. "Maudit

anglals. Krlsse—la. ' :
"I know a guy was maklng $800 a month. Straﬁght commissj.onu
- . Ly

too. He s one of your top executives in Toronto today."

/L . Alex looked at the dirt encrusted on the baseboards under

N "

the window. Elalne ‘and her parents., cushioned by comforta

-

+ - "What do you think, young fella?"

—g L : [ / P . ppp————
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Papadgﬁeulgi_tugged his sleeve..’ "he‘s talking at you,

" L s
mlster. Y s N

. \ R
: Bronsteln nodded. "What do Coca Cola and Kleenex have

" in common?" P \ R B \ .

Someone coughed e

-

Y .
Alex felt like a kid caught w1thout his homework.

.. With his hand held lp to ghe side of hls face, Papadopou—

Ios muttered, "They are, full of the Shlt llke you, mister."
'"No promptlng there,“ Bronsteln sald.‘;f‘ .
Alex shrugged, looklng\iown at-the top-of the table.

"Brand ldentlflcatlon. Bronstein held out his afms as

if embracing.the'room with'his'oraCular wisdom. "And that's

what we want for UNIVERSAL ENCYCLOPEDIA"‘.

Alex sat and Walted and watched the blg, splnnlng flakes

EASR
4

N

A

dlssolve against the windows.. He felt lee a fool Alex

o

Coulter, part time poet and full-time encyclopedla salesman.

LA

Confu51on and doubt: and 1rresolutlon grew 19515\\hsn¢ ?ﬁs "
An encyclopedia sales-

-

\
thoughts sw1rled back to Elal e again.
' man. .

’ . Y .\ " ’
‘Then, he was.standing‘at the door with.peoplé brushing
‘past him on their way out. .Bronstein erased the blackboard

in ‘quick, sweeping strokes. '

"You coming back, mister? = For. the trainingtprogramme?"

Papadopoulos looked ‘at the plnk application card 'in hlslﬁand : i

that Alex had not flll&d out. " He slapped Alex on the back.

"No more churches to palnt for George Papadopoulos I selk’

1}
books now."' He grlnned at Bronsteln.; “Make‘lots of money."

.
’\ . 4 . . , - ) N \
- . ! L * N [
' oo . ’ - - ‘
1 ' . . - .
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- . oOut on the street, Alex watched Papadopgulos, bull-like
shoulders hunched into the b1t1ng wind, make his way through

the slugglsh trafflc and dlsappear around éLcorner. ‘Snow
drlfted,off,the tops of 51dewalk'snowbanks, splralllng up and

over intersections where cars stalled. Alex slowly wandered

back the way. he had come, wanting the cold‘to numb <him, want-

.t . ing to lose himself in the snow: that had begun to swirl into '

.

“a blizzard.

~
o o A : !

‘"The o0ld guy was slumped over his:table-enoring'hbarselif

In a ;ittle while when the-pub'started'to Qill uﬁ for "happy ‘Sﬂ
' hotr" Billy would wake him-and put hin out. .Alex placed the
\paperback Ulysses on top of his notebodk. He wbuld havé~-to
T ' start wdtklng on hlS poems again. A coup?e ‘of bu51nessmen had “b ¢ :
come in andiwere 31tt1ng at the bar. '

| ; . .’ That phone call earlier this afternoon had.heen'the'm05t7 ) ;k
d1ff1cult~one of hlS llfe. iﬁer mother had answered and he felt'.
# “the cold edge in her voice when he asked for Elalne. Why had
he made such a big deal abo&t_the job? ‘He couidn t lie to _ ;:
Elaine. He hadtold her everithxng, holdlng the receiver in '

-

his sweating hand. That‘long,~brooding silence.»‘?I'm so con- f“ 2

- fused, Alex. They're my parents. I need kime .... h R ‘ )

“

"I 11 be waltlng at the pub later, Elalne.‘ Everythlng will

‘

work out., I1'll be\waltlng. Please‘.{. come ... " He glanced
at his watch. Four—thirty. It was all over. He had held the.,

ﬂbhone in'his’hand and she wasn't there anymore. She’ wouldn't -,

e
[} . ‘ 4
v . | - e 1

-
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= cdme. ALei'élosed his‘e&esiand rubbed them with his"finéer—‘

.'\,‘ .o "Hey how dbout that beer “you promlsed me?™

-—

. ¥ '
R "What?" Startled, Alex jerked his head up.

Malcolm sat down opp051te him, sweeplng a scarf frog

la- . .

v «around his neck and dropping a stack of\llbrary books on the B §
v 1

-

@tablé co T o - L ) : i‘

..
I see’ ‘you'ré hard at 1t too, slave," he said, grinning.

- B

. . "How dld the . 1nterv1ew go?“ I ‘ o » »

¢

Alex Jg ked down at the menu. propped between ‘the salt and

e apeppefzgﬁgkers. He had forgotten about Malcolm. Smig, easy- i

‘ ’going”Malcolm. MYy friend and nemesied he thought. Summoned !
. N ’ “c.m- . ‘l\ ' o ) -

.‘ o 'xby me- 3 ‘ r' o v, . :

"What s the gob’“ et - T ' : : " U

.- Alex swallowed hard ﬁ%ufelt himself . become rlgld "It's

' wath a small publishing cpmpany " Hershruggéd and brushed bac

hls halr nervously.'"A‘junlor edltlng p051tlon.\\ggfhing

N spectacular. Co AR ST . -

N “ - . . .
W o, .

S Eantastlc, man! Since when have you been,sq modest. ' o
. - . T : : ™ "
ST . . Calls for a toast. Hey, Billy. Deux Molson."

. Malcolm leaned forward and shook his head, the wide grin

A — ~

.
' v .
.

spreadlng across hls face. "You are one°1ugky son ‘'of a bitch!"
/® 8

’

e Alex glanced quxckly at the enﬁrance and then examlned

a painting‘of a matador‘cgnfronting-a ‘bull 'oh the opp051té‘ <
- T .wall. - Why was it so easy 'to lié to-Malcolm? .Because guys like

. J\' T Malcolm Saunders didn't ‘come from a backwater like Frederictons:
. Ihey,didn't.livé in rooms fil;ed.With roaches; they didn't have -
3 , ‘ . " TN Y : . b ' o
[ — N " [ B ' .
~ e . \. - \l 3 ) . @
> I} . ¢ - - » , . . . - 4
:“ . . v C et - m - P .- P o - e e LI - r— iz m.,_,,‘,‘;,.,,,ﬂ‘,&“ o "f‘. [ e
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holes in their shoes. 'They ‘had parents who pushed them through
McGlll and put money in: thelr pockets whenever t ey wanted 1t.

Cushioned by comfort. GUY§.llk¢ Malcolm Saunders would never
~ have to sell encyclopedias dodr to door. That was something.
: »

- o

'to have a good laugh over.

-7 "R bunch of us are ‘going-up- to Tremblant thls weekend, " W
R - Malcolm.sald. L T : : . Con | ‘ °¥
;x.} a "What?" ., o : . *
ﬁ ' :: . ' ‘ "YOuiand Elaine lnterested in aﬁiifﬁle 531139?“‘ o

o . . Suddenly he hated Malcolm Saundgrs. el \\\ .
w ¢ , - - \ . .

Billy put tﬁe beer down in front of them.:

, - "Let's ehug-a-lug this one and split, eh?“ o :

, = o :ﬂ‘“;ﬁfjn t want to go. just yet," Alex: said.’ o (‘i‘ o "
." - ' {‘ [E e waltlng for someone, Casanova? Anyone I know?" He .
: ' "-" smlled and took a long swallow of his¥ beer. C . . .
'-‘v . | . "If he haa a knife he'd plunge it 1nto Malcolm's.chestf,
) o “La belle dame ‘sans meral,“‘;ald Malcolm, gazmng up at
the celllng. ‘ } . ‘ ' ‘f.":r - . '

s and his pictures of Greek churches.  Elaine., ,

‘ " "That' s one- sharp chick, man'“ Malcolm said, looklng : o

31

towards the door. "I a%uldn 't mind waltlng for someone llke . b

N A

‘thatvmyself." He shook hlS head agaln 1ncredulously. "You've o

< ~

o

'féot it made!" ‘ i ‘ T

=

e She .was coming slowly dowh the room between the empty

.

N
¢ LY

~

- o ‘ | e . . N w -

“ - The confu51on of the day svlrled through ﬁ!exas mlnd like . _
,,:' the'snow out51de. Bronstein, the‘job, Malcolm, Papadopoulos ¢ s

ol

tables 1ook1ng around a little nervously as if she had come in >
, ) ‘

U VOO o . - PR - | ——
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‘here for the first time and was uneasy'abooglwho she would

‘ - PR
. s . -

.y . f . x

L“ Coe . ﬁeet. A Eeautlful glrl with flushed cheeks 1n a brown suede

‘ ) L ~ w 3 N
; ; v ' coat and high leather boots, meltlng snowflakes gllstenlng

TR in her long halr. o R o ¢ .
’ .

L 4 oBilly and the barfian watched her.

: . o . Alex'felt a hollow ache bushing ub lnsideghim.,

4

- o . 8he saw him and a sllght smlle fllckered on her face. ‘
' ‘ -’Suddenlx, starlng at her, Alex reallzed what he had always :

: B .o known. He loved herx; she'had come. No matter wﬁit happened

she was here now.. . ' ,

b o B S ."Hi," she - sald, glVlng a qulck %1delong glance at Malcolm

k ¢ - . . .
9 S > s , o

R and looklng 1nténtly at Alex. "You okay?" . A .

l . . . \ . B -
‘ N ¢ h .
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We sit alone together at the kitchen table’atsjf%§:"clock

in the mornlng6 drlnklng. My father‘s hand reache Mront
5

-

of ‘me. It is thtp and bony w1th small brown liver spots. 1

watch it fumble for the bottle of Cutty Sark. HlS wife has

gone for the da} to give us some: tlme together. She has left

1unch, that I know he will not touch, on the kltcheg’counter.

He ,pours the Scotch over ice in a Julce glass. His hand

-

trembles. S f LT h - .

i

o '

.
e

/ d}y father looks shrlvelled 1n51de the cardigan and baggy

trousers. HIS teeth are out and hls méuth smnks at the corners.

The bones under his eyes~shqw throqgh‘the skln. His hair i%s

-

Cy N . ' ~




alm/;t completely gone now except for ar few gray strands

' combed, carefully, back over his p1nk scalp. - . . ’ : {/u

There is a photograph on the sidetable in the 11v1ng

L room showing h1m in hls Chief Petty Offlcer 5 unlform in front

e S 1

+ s ot o et Gl ety o e . ~ et =

Al

of our old house On South Street, c1rca‘1950. He is smllrng =

at someone on the ggrch. About five years old and frightened,

2

I stand beside him, clutching the hapdle of a wooden wagon.
:My father remainéd boyish well into,middleﬂage. A big man .

wlth Eoiid~ehouldersAand curly red hair. I was told that
3

Earl "Red" McLeod had boxed 1n/¥ank towns all .across Canada T
- :

?“'\\‘
during the Depre551on and was a contendér for the Emplre 4

<

Mlddlewelght t1tle. He had played seml—pro baseball 1n the

e

States before a bad ankle sent him hobbllng home. I never

knew how’ muchgof this was true, how much'made up for a son to

\ .
- . ! l

' grow into. ‘ - ) . o e

-

"Did’ Ellen call. you? Did she tell you to come .down thls
tlme°" KI-h.s voice, stubborn, challenglng, hard-edged, 1s the .
v01ce I remember before he d hit me across the ears and lock

_me in the’ cellar.

i)

"It was a spur of the moment thing, Dad. I just came.

I wanted to."

N ' ' i . ‘ . .
_ "You're sitting there like a kid waiting for something -

A\

to)be explalned to him."

"Is that how I look to you, Dad?" —_ ' —\i\j"

4

"You want something from me, don t you, BobbY?"

"I don't krnow, Dad.  You're rlght, I want - I Just don t

L

know what I want. "
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He studles the plcture of Peggy s C ‘on the wall beside
a splce rack. Breakers’ crashlng over ma851ve slabs-of rock.
Aﬁ>infin;ty of water.

"I always liked_going down-therL. Beautiful spot. You «

~

* .¢ould stand out there on’thqse rocks and think yeu were at

s

the ends of the earth.. We uséd to go a lot when you and Ellen

L ' .
were kids until you almost got swept away once. ~Nearly scared
your mother to death."

.. "Were you -'scared, pDad?" .
He moves his\hand along the edge of the teble}‘ “ﬁheré i
is my granddaughter, .Bobby?" .
o / "The separatlon was a little messy, pad’"- I'Stere at

the-ice cubes drlftlng in my glass. ' "We more: or less agreed

- 0

that Melanie should stay Wlth Linda and her folks in ettawa

v

for now." ° .

“What are you d01ng w1th yourself?“

L4

"Nothlng much right now, Dad. "I.xind of decided I wasn't

‘ “, : . - d
cut out for: the insurance business after all. Everything .

P
b}

they/éay about Toronto is true; yeu know. It's-a regular rat:

\réce up there. I'm sort of scouting the job market right now,

Looking things over."

"You should look your, life over.q You're not a kid any-

The electric clock over the refrig§x§€or makes a faint
q{irring shound as the long second hand makes its slow trek
0 . - * !} " N .

s

around'the dial.

V“If your ‘mother  were alive, I. don't know what' she'd say.

i

[}

. . v » )
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..We wanted to see you started out right."
o .

N I nod, 1ooking‘away. "Sure, Dad. I can’ understand that.

" I'm just a 1ittl® at loose ends right now."

"You‘were al&ays at loose ehds, Bobby. I didn't give a

_damn lf you didn't do. so hot in sports or drlfted around try-

ing to f£ind yourself. But when are you goxng to grab hold?

rd

The world's not going’to wait. " You' ’!chLng to be left, boy'"

From the window, the January wind ‘blows oOff the tops of /}1%7;’=

snowbanks, draws .the sky closer down!

"We need some llghts on, Dad?" IR . LA

[ 1‘

"I can see okay. You feel like you re 1n the dark?" ¢4 °~

"There s enough 1lght, I guess.

He starts to cough agaln, deep spasms that shake h;m and ", JA/‘
make his eyes water. = ' ' { _ o
"You all right, Dad? Anythlng I can get ycu?“ ' _‘ .

"It s Just a touch of cold."' His glass-comes down on the

‘taple and the ice cubes ring. S R -
. K : . ST . .
My sister Ellen” and hér husband drove me here from the

airport yesterday.: Sobbing in the baok seat, Ellen told me

" how muoh‘he has begn going dornhill in the last ooupie o?
manths; The»tberapy at tbe bosbitalxtwice a week is.op}y rou;
tine. THe doctors can't or won't say how long he has left. .

. . . y ‘
"A man gets my age he deserves a 1ittle rgst, a little

J L. s . 4
comforting. That's why I married her, Bobby, and’ I don't need
to make excuses. Agnes is a religious woman; she's%had i
hard time of it. Buried two husikands already.. She deserves

# ‘ . s S . -

better." - . 3 _ , | .
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He: watches the wind blow through the bare trees, hurl fF

5 . . snow agalnst the house.

My motﬁer was short, stout, rosy wrth a loud voice. I

kD

could flnd no trace of her in the brrttle, blrd—like woman,

' ’,;
w%arlng an apron decorated wlth dalsles,,who smiled at me i

.
P s L At

across, the supper table last n%ght. A vwhite linen cloth had
. . : . . [

o been‘placed over the cracked oilcloth and a cut glass vase

3
(

w1th three whrte carnatlons and a decanter of sherry were on
the table. "You call me anythlng," she thad sald, except iggle.
Earl calls me that just to get my dander up. You like rabbit

h

stew°‘ Ellen says you kids practlcally grew up on rabbit stew.” :

[ They had been married 51x months and this was the f1rst

time I had met her. I wasn t 1nv1ted to therr weddlng. dAt s
thelr age,, they sa;d they didn't want any fuss Last night : :J

I had stared down at the gray meat and thé soggy dumpllng

on my plate. ' ' ¢
. (::75>§\“Ydu can certainly tell'you are ybur father's son," she, o
‘ aid. "I notlced the resemblance rlght away L ' o

/ ‘ " I could not speak Denying her made me feel as if I.

G

had reaffirmed my~love for my mdther.
Later in the evenlng, after my father had fallen asleep -~
. - " drunk . in hlS chalr, she sald “Your.Dad told me he wished I

P £

~) was the one he'd ‘had with him all hus life."

"You don't have to like her," he says, and I can see his,

w
. face folded in on. 1tself in an. unyleldlng weariness. "She's

1 ~

not your mother. And I guess this is not your home anymore.

Li . "That's not very fair, Dad."
o ; .

- i S e et “ FRe T




”bew1ldered, staring at the blank telev1szon scr@en. s |

,ﬂ

5: -"What's fair got to do with anything?”

\ ‘."I likefboming dbwp for‘yisitsl, I leo# forward to see-
‘ihg.jou.” o | - w(,, !
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Hé glances at the table and says, Do you} Bobby."
Y t

In the darkness of the living room, my father stands

-~

"Agnes doesﬁ T llke me g01ng out much but I always .hated
//

" being cooped up. You want anythlng to eat, hélp yourself."

. He e;nks 1nto an armchalr, his fingers- plcklng at one of the

lace d0111es on the arm. - e
"I miss the baseball," he says, and in the Chlll that

. . A
settles around us, I remember those aweltering summer‘vacationss

"in Boston‘and,New ¥brk. My mother was left,.as if by arrange-.

ment, to wander through the stores, and I was taken along to

. ) ‘ ‘ «
the ball parks. Once, going out, to Yankee Stadium, he ran ahead

to catchfthe'subway, leavipé me,strandeé on the'emptY‘platfofm}« 3
I didn't know where to go; I didn't have anythiag except the
QSelese suany-token‘ I was half hoping ' he would hurry badf,

half hoplng I would never see h1m again. He wa\\suddenly there iz
where I stood be51de a candy bar machlne, cuffing me around the
neck. A stupid kid who didn't know how to put a token: 1n a"
turnst;le. Afte{ the game, he bought me a Yankee pennant at

1

a souvenir stand. "Don't tell your, ther 1 almost lost you

;tdaay,“'he had said. Back at the,hotel he‘told me tOvShOW‘lt o A(

* to her, a tribute to a father who kneﬁ'how to show his - son a

- good tiﬁe I said I had lost 1t.

I can hear him rattllng the basement door,,slowly descend
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the wooden steps. The-slappihg sound of his scuffed,'broWn
-sllppers is replaced by the heavy thump of boots. He comes

back into the room wearing a macklnaw and an old, felt hat.
‘ !

x\ﬂls_neck is thin, rigid. He holds out a set of keys.

"what are these for, Dad?"™

"Purn the car over. It's probably stone cold.. I'll be
. 4
out in a minute." ' } . '

c S
“You want to go out Dad? ‘There's a bit of a storm. out

4

there. If it's somethlng at' the store I could get it for you."

M1 want to go somewhere." ‘ . R N

W

‘ ¢ He insists'on driving. It is .still snowing. He' gropes

for the switch of ' the windshield wipers and turns them'on .as

~u

we make our ‘'way, slowly, through famlllar, re31dent1al nelgh-

-

bourhoods of gray, flat fronted houses with thelr lace curtalns

A

.. pulled closed. The streets,.surrounded byfwa11~l1ke snow-

@ ~ - .
5

bahks,,are,deserted.‘
Out on the'highway we pass roadside restaurants, the'

rustlng shells of abandoned automoblles piled in front of

/
- yards, and signs telling us how far we have to’§3>te leave

[y

Halifax behind. Suddenly, he pulls over‘onto a clearing iﬁ

front of a serv1ce station and, bendlng over the wheel, beglns

_the useless coughlng agaln.

I. look out through the windshield to allow him some.:

_privacy, some spaCe,for what he does not want, me to'seeﬁd An

0ld German Shepherd, curled, up under a flaking,.metal sign

¢ . ' N B ~

PP



. on -top of each other or strewn over the frozen ground. I -am

'hockey stlck slaps a puck’ agalnst the 51de of a barn.

that says DRINK CANADA DRY, gets up and, shaklng-hxmself,

©

prances across. behlnd the gas pumps and dlsappears through a
'\ .
garage door. <

" "You drive, Bobby," my father says, and I feel his_ voice

'slipping on the edge of ah'uncertain.surface.

Twrrg better get you back, Dad."
"No. Just drlve. ITll'tell~yod where." o ‘?
St. Margaret s Bay Tantallon. West Dover. " ‘Stunted

trees purdened. w1th.snow, boarded up flShlBﬁ shacks, chunks v

i

of ice hlttlng against the pilings of wharves. A boy4W1th a,

'er watches the black wires 6verhead wave in the wind. [

o $

There is a wooden church with a cemetéry beside, it. fA.
twisted iron fence, weathered headstones. The Atlantlc,lgdn
metal gray, shows frothy bursts of long breakers. Salt alrv
setps 1nto the car, cold and damp. A llghthouse appearstgh

the end of a;w1thered,arm of rock, This Nova Scotl%yland-j

-~

.scape, -shaped by successive ice ages, is more desolate, more;‘

N

primitive, than I remember.. .Huge boulders‘ like a glant s

'play blocks, rear up along the hlghway, perched, precarlously.

\
afraid that they will suddenly become dlslodged and crush the

-\

- car or that I w111 lose control on one of the halrpln turns. -

"Pull in .here."

The parklng lot at the entrance to Peggy s Cove ‘is full.

I inch slowly up the narrow road that snakes between sheds

converted into artists' ‘studios and little houses clinging to

A}

My fath- .
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Lo

‘shelves of rock with signs that say either PRIVATE PROPERTY

, or GENUINE ANTIQUES SOLD HERE. I start to pull into a_drive-

way' to turn around when he suddenly shifts in the segt_besiae

‘me.

"Ih~there, Bobby." ‘ !

I park beside a gifr shop‘near‘a'wharf strewn with

' iobsterCtraps, marker buoys,'coils of rotted rope. A dory, -

Cits keel damaged, is secured to the wharf.. On a pier on the

other side of the inlet two ﬁen in black oilshins gut fish,

tossing away the,sgrabs. ~Seagulie:wheel'overhead, crying,

.dropping to ‘retrieve what they can find among the‘rocks.'

% ' '
Ahead of me, movxng unsteadlly through the crowd milling .

- around the door of the glft shep, my father takes the twist-

. ing path that leads out to the wﬁiteyashed llghthouser Watch—_

ing him, I lose my footing and stumble into a.pool of muddy
water slimed with seayeed{ ~The ocold and dampness seep into

my -shoe and anger, sﬁadenﬁand cold/~makes me shout: "We

Ea

Through' the crow&y the slight figure in the mackinaw

climbs over crevices and around shoulders of rock on the
Pen,

. other smde of the llghthousg where the huge, black water-sbak—

ed slabs drop off, sharply, into the—ocean. '

The wand cg}s through my jacket. “It' s‘a'iitt%e'cdld out
here, isn't it?" My voice is drowned.in the roar of the
breakers; . . ‘ |

My father stands there on & huge ridge - of rock p01sed

between sky and sea, a dark shape, hlS face turned away, the
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wind catching the ends of his thin hair.

a
>

"Let's go back now, Dad."

)

Children clamor around .the. rocks, leaplng and shouting.

A girl mth a camera nudges me out of her way to get a better.

-

view of. the llghthouse, :
"Could you just help him down,, please?"
‘I turn and look at the woman indicating a Alitt‘le boy, L

near tears, sitting on a ledge, his' rouhd face framed by the"

hood of a red nylon snowsuit.. I llft h:.m down and, pullmg

-~

awa< from me, he scampers off to’ watch a motorboat, its eng- .

J.ne chugglng as it bobs agalnst the  waves and dlsappears
around the pon.nt leadlng into the sheltered J.nlet.

I ‘stdare for several moments as if hypnotlzed by the
swirling foam that splashes up almost to my feet, - ‘

: . ) \ '
‘"Pad?" I feel my voice dxgp into the retreating roar of

L

water beneath me.
"He is gone.’ i hurry back the way we have come, scanning

' thé .crowd drifting back touards the lightho'use. I climb a

water sllcked ridge of rock, wide as a whale s back up where

the breakers begln to. recede along the mlles of foggy coast-

. ' ‘ i . . .
llne. . . . SO . . .

"pad?" T My v01ce is 11fted and carr:.ed oft in the wind.-
I scramﬁle past people who watch me and turn away.
» "He must be crazy..
"Get himself killed llke that."'

My mind, feverleh nowv, seeS'hJ._s body falling away from,

'me, twisting in the surf, pulled ,out and °1.:h‘en /sqacked, ‘lii'np. :

™ ]

. * v . . . '
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.as seaweed, against 'the rocks.

Al
Lo

.-‘The wind is stronger now, my legs begin to ache. I don't

4

know. how long I have been out here. The tide, edging in,

‘sends tha;éprag farther back over the rocks. It is gettiﬁg\

-

-dark. Dark and cold. . s

I hurry past the lighthoﬁsehedown alquhthe twisting
‘ N ‘ . .
path to the wharf, hoping the cold has ‘sent him back to wai

forxne in- the car. He is not. there.

@

Exhausted I stare, dumbly, into the dlmly 11t windows .

€

of the gift shop. 1t is piled with cheap palntlngSp seashells,
coloured beads, poétqardst an‘éssortmeﬁt of wooden pull toys,.
" ‘miniature lobster traps and imitation sou'wester hats. In the

'

clutter of an aisle, a thin old-man in. a mackinaw a size too
large for him examines the price marked on 'the base of a

wooden carv1ng. - ' e : .
\ . .

Inside, I wait beside a rack of. pastcards, watching hims

Thé' qld man notices me and scowls? !

"Where have you been. You look terrible.”

I run my flngers through my damp hair and stuff the end!J\
of the‘scarf bach lnto the ¢ollar of my ‘jacket.

He holds p the carving of an old flsherman. "How .Pout’

this for Agnes?" he asks.. "She always goes for these knlck-

knacks. " o ’

h

Thls I reallze, is the man’ I have been looklng for..

P

(
This anonymous olé?mmn. Maybe all my llfe I have beenﬁlooklng

for him, A stranger in a crowd> Dld 1t matter now thattthls

2

stranger had never really.known me, that I did not know hlm?f
o o ' i ' ' R

e




Tears’begrn to burn my’ eyes. “Dad v I;m'sorry.“

' N ) .
- "What the hell are you sorry about Bobby? 1 knew you 'dl-

o

&

show ﬁ sooner or later.". Scowling as. he is jostled by

customers hear the counter, ‘he cradles tHe carvxng agalnst

hls,chest. “I'd better Qut 1t back.. I' 1l never get through

1]

this mob," . . ~ . '

¢ M 2

1" t
Here, let me také?it." . Ciag

Fal

Later, as we drive back along the tw1st1ng highway, the

.

' weather turns m;lder and r;bbons of fog float across the
headllghts Raindrops spit warnings agalnst the w1ndsh1eld.
Clearlng hls throat, my father sh;fts hls welght, uncomfort—‘

' ably as if to shake off the burden of hlS wastlng body. |

L I look out into the dark,as the rocks and breakers

“back ‘to Toronto. I will call Linda, I know"ow,fbecause I

Wlll want to hear the sound of her voice. I ant a sense of

‘” beglnnlngs ‘to return.r ’ .-
But whe

‘I belleve that I have made“my.last visit here.,

[
| Y [y

my father is gone I w1li remember all the thlngs I could and

dldn t say All the. thlngs I ached to tell h1m but couldn’ t'
. flnd a way. - l -
f " AS he sits beside me on this desolate highway near

Peggy's éove~clutching an overpriced wooden?carving in a paﬁer

v*? bag, I wonder what I-will remember of my father" His quick

-

temper, hlS fondness for drlnklng and sports, hls 1augh?

~

'rPQSSLbly. But.I can say nothing now bécause a .tight fist
. ) SR | She

‘: constricts my throat. The night is closing around us. 1In

0

recede. behind us.' “TIn a couple .of days I witl be on a plane, | B
' -
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The flrst thxng he notlced was that the beach was crowded.
I Y . .
It had never been -like thls years ago’ when they came with the

+

,kids on Sunday afternoons just llke this one. That was all

3 a

rlght w1th hlm. He wanted to see people having a good tlme o

and to 1mmerse hlmself agaln in the frenzled actlwaty of the .

' ‘ 3

beach. Already he could héar the surf pounding the shore and

B

the shoutlng of the crowd. “He 1nhaled the salt air and-a wave

~of exc1tement washed over ‘him. Hls wife waited, 1mpat1ently,

on the: gravelled stretch of high ground that looked down over

the beach and. was used for.a parklng area. She watched as he

v ' (4

removed the two aluminum and plastic ‘chairs:from the trunk . . T |

s
H

& o, - s ’ 4

R S .z i
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of their Chevy.. ; \ .‘h .

Co ] o . A .
. "Howard," she said. "My feet are hot. Let's get back

in the Sar and go home." ’ o -

i

Hunched over, struggling to disentgngle the chairs, he ..

considéred the tomb-like silence of the house and the feeIiﬁg

of emptlness it gave hlm now that the last of thelr three . -
children hdd grown uyp and were gone. He knew that. Gladys felt

it too. ’bast week, tbeﬂday after they had seen Todd, thelr

R youngest, off for Toronto, he had come home a'little early

“ﬁ ‘ after showing a cllent a new plece of cottage property. He

" found he& sobblng at the kltchen table. IOShe. stayed in the
house most of the time now by herself. She‘needed to. get out

. N ‘ [ \ . -

more.. He did not re ret his decision after lunch to steer her

- » N ’ , » ¢ .
away from the televigjon and drive the ‘twenty miles out here

©

o ‘lofthe beach. e

,
— ‘¢ N

P . "You can srt down and relax soon as I get these bloody
~ © . l/

 chairs out:"

* "Watch your lapgoage,'Howard!"
‘He.turned around to say somethibg else to Her and found
. hlmself starxng down at a llttle blond boy of about flve ‘
"clutchlng a yellow, plagtlc pail. The boy s pxgtrudlng stomach,,

‘ as podnd and~brown as a miniature Buddha, hung over his napkin

A o

, .size bathlng guit. . \

[

\ ﬁoward tousled hls halr. ."How's the water ‘today, sport?"
The boy squlnted up at h1m as he probed hls nose w1th a

finger. . : N ) “" ; - 4

8 - . . R - —

. "What. have you got in your pail?"’
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[

Howard peered into the pailf "Oh, doubloons&a Pirate

4

‘treasure'" B : ;

' > . . ’

The boy stared down into  the pall and then gave Howarg

a puZzled look. . The porners of his mouth turned down. p‘ihese
’ +

'of dlrty old man. The boy waddled away, sw1ng1ng the pail.

are shells," he said. ' //n"
~ . . " -t ‘Q’ 4
The boy's mother appeared from between two parked cars )

andfcalled him. She: glared at Howard as ‘if he were some klnd

He flnally wrestled the cha;rs from the trunk. The
VI
stitching on the seat of the blue -one was badly frayed He .
had not notlced that when he brought them up, hurrledly, from

the basement after-lunch. Leanlng them against the~bumper,vhe’

' .looked in the trunk again. , | //
' - - os

"You want the blanigt too?" he asked. h -

There was no answer. Gladys was already walking ahead

M A3

Al

past the ‘row of parked cars. He fo{ded‘the hlanket_under his

. arm and plcked up the" chairs., l-‘ .l A ¢”
h, "For someone who wants to go home," he said, catching up

to her, "you're awfully anxious to get down to the beach." ‘

"Well, the sooner we get sunstroke the sooner we 'tl be

- abie to go home." ) .

£ Gladys started down‘the rocky incline toward the beach.

"Look at thls," she sald. "All these beer cahs and broken ™ .

4

glass everywhere. It never used to bé like this."
Howard was not llstenlng. Shleldlng hls eyes, he was
looklng out over the beach 11ke some far~eyed conqueror, The

blye-green water broke in short, frothy bursts against the
. ) ' - . ' , s .
(N0 ¢
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. crescent of

blossome

1@“0 boys chasing her.

" wasn't. touchlng up her halr anymore either. Although she had

already.. N 3' ‘ oot .
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.white sand. There were gentle puffs of cloud and sallboats

3

that‘seemed to/be pinned to the horlzon. All along the ;J-.
’ ach, shaped like a horseshoe. between hlgh

granite out ropplngs, troplcal looking umbrellas arid blankets
under the. hot sun. ‘People w1th transistor radios

were there in- force. Respondlng to a prlmltlve tribal urge,

they lay- 1n llttle groups bordered. by their belonglng5° lunch
baskets, thermos jugs, sandals and towels. All the gods and
goddesses w1th perfect, overall tans. ¢
‘ A tall girl in a peppermlnt strlped bathlng suit pranced

a

by, 901ng just fast enough to . be eventually overtaken by the‘

_As she leaned against the granlte boulders for support

he notlced how Gladys' body had thickened with the years. She ok

ed to keep her welght down when Corrine and Erlca were ,n
born, she seemed to have surrendered to nature after. Todd He.
moved down alongsxde her and, shlftlng the chairs under  one
arm, put’ hls free arm around her walst. Hefleaned over and

kissed her.on the cheek. . : ' oo,

0 N v . .
. . . '

"Howard Webster'” she said, sharply, pushing him away.

What s gotten lnto you? 1 think you've had too much sun

No sooner had they lald a territorial claim to'one of . o /4(*/

the few remalnlng stretches of sand than Howard reallzed how/>%/////..

W ®

young everyone was around them.- Toddlers with plastri/gpyé,

teenagers parading in-twos and threes, colonies:oiéhronzed .

* .
/ o R . "
o

T a
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,,yqung men and women with wrap-around sunglasses, art occasionsx

137

al young‘%bther‘bounc1ng a sun-bonnetted baby 1n her lap.

\

Howard pulled hig shlrt down to cover the. hulge of fat

that spllled over the waistband of his tight bathing suit:
/

' He had put the suit on; impulsively, after flndlng it under

a stack of shirts in- the bottom drawer of hlS dre5ser But

he had gone searcling for it, he remlnded himself. He had

i

" planned to put it on as soon as he decided to come out here.

-

"Who knows,” he had said to‘éladys-in'front af,the bedroom
mirror as he struggled to get-it up cver his hips. , "I mlght

just go in for a little d1p "o She had eyed h1m, skeptlcally.

"You haven't been near the water in years," she sald. Sitting .

now in one of the chairs,.le pushed out his thin legs, tent-

Al

ativeiy, and worked his heels into the\warm sand;

12

"I suppose you d&idn't even-bring any lotion?" she asked,
. . ’ v . ) ) ) _—
adjusting the brim of her enormous, straw hat. .

e

rd

"Suntan lotion. Look-ak\zou. You're as white as a.

ghost.‘ If you don't have some“lotioh on you'll crisp up -

like a strip of bacon."

e

Not far away three boys were‘wrestling a girl about -
Erica's age, in a pink blouse and blue jeans, toward the water.

"Don't," theﬁgirl screamed, savouring every minute of

. her ordeal Her elbows were held hlgh and jutted out, her

‘body was: arched back and she dug her heels, protestingly, lntO'

the sand as they dragged her to the water s edge. They got

‘her into it up to her thighs. "Stop it," she squealed happily.

» e . .

.o - . '

. .

. ' . .
[}
- '
' -
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“Don t you dare throw me in!" They threw her in. éhe bobbed
'_up, a dellghted, dripplng nymph, -and started flalllng them
all with great 51lver sheets of water.‘ ‘
@ ' Howard smiled at the llttle drama, a r1tua1 that must
have‘been repeated, endlessly, on every beach slnce tlme began.
"It causes cancer anyway," his wife said. -

"What does?"’ ‘ \ - I' & ‘ \*{ ‘

P

"To@ much sun. Causes skin cancexr. KI read it in the /}'

. ’
,Reader 8 Dtgest . o i o = -

- She removed the ’rubber band wh:bch marked her place in
her llbrary book and took out her glasses from her straw beach{
\bag. .He had not brought anythlng to read although "he had
promlsed himself when he had. tlme to get out some of his old

‘college books and have a look at them again. .

"I was thinking about an old prof ‘of miffe a couple of ,

M

f weeks ago," he said.. "I was trying to give a~littlebf the

-0ld fatherly advice to'Toddie‘thét he wasn't even interested -

-

in hearing. Thls guy gave a course in the Cla551cs. His
£

name was Devane:. Everyone called h;m Father D1v1ne. Wore ,
: D
the same rumpled charcoal suit-all the,time. ‘Soft spoken ‘with

-

thick glasses and stooped shoulders. 'The'originalrabsent—

-

mmnded professor. Everyone laughed at him. But he loved to
teach.  He had me readlng Homer amd Sophocles as 1f my life '

depended on 1t. Now I can 't even get through a magazxne "
-3
"I still don't know why Toddle had to go to school up

P’

there. He could have gone to Dalhousie.”

'~ "He wanted U'of'T{aclad. It was his choice."

"

b ettt s o CL - s et - - I———
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~not embraced his son, had not wanted to abpear squafe.};Bui,
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He ‘turned and slowly.scanned the beach again.: . He was

disappointed too that his son had not decided on a Maritime
: . o . %
university, perhaps to stay at home a little longer. His

attention settled for a minute on a kid gouging the wet sa?d

with a red,piastic shovel. When he was that kid's age he had’

wanted to be. a pirate. When they v151ted hi\\ghnt Monica she

had always reached down the big conch shell from the mantle
and,C%qlding it dgainst his ear, asked him if he could hear

the sea. .He would nod, his eyes wide, intent on the deep,

xﬁdllew roar from within the shell.' It was heavy. The inside
& ' .

¢

was“white and pink and pearly smooth. The oufside was pitted,\

rough. ‘He had loved his Aunt. MonIJ;. She always smelled of

\

lllacs.' She would glve hlm choco ates, peppermlnts, from the’
. 4

.glass dish on the table. When he ‘“had said he wanted,to be a

o

ﬁirafe everyone laughed. His UmcTé Morton called it’ainoble"

ambition. And when Aunt Monlca s little glrl Alllson, had -

_5

sald she wanted to _go w1th ‘him on his pirate Shlp and hunt fér

burled treasure too, he had turned red and’ sald, "Girls aren't .

allowed on pirate ships!" "I don't care," she said in a sing-

.song. voice, bouncing on the sofa. "Pirates aren't real any- "

[ l

way. 'I'n going to marry a rich man when I grow up and  have °
a million trillion dollars!™
He supposed that kids today wanted to .-be skydivers or

aetronagts. When he had asked Todd, who was a serious, indus-

. trious boy,;his son had given him a élow; qﬁeer'look and said,

-

"Aw, come oOn,, Dad, dOn t be so square!™ At the airport he had

!
" 3

]

T
|
i




after shaking his hand and watching qua)disappear,through
the glass doors of the deparﬁure lounge:'he had silently

blessed his son and wished him well. - ' .

o ; Two small boys came.by on thelr way to the water. Howard.

grlnned and called to them. "Hey, fellas, been in ye;_“ Their
' bathing suits were dry. ~ S - \ i
They stopped and observed him;‘-Then-one of them smiled\ £
:& and 'shook ﬁis head. - - . 5 ] ) . 7

"ﬁwellg what are you waifing for? Go'on in there'andrget’
those sﬁits wet!" o ‘
- to Both boys gave hlm silent smiles, their eyes shiftlng : c
to Gla&ys who sat stlffly in her chair with her head bent in
the huge straw hat. Soon they moved on. Howarq folded his
arms and looked out at the blue water. Fa? out the sails were
std?ched'anq white. - A pirate. A noble aébifﬁon. He closed

his eyes.

/ : . .
Devane was an old man even back then. He must. have died

.yeérs agé. Passed away. ‘Gone. Thet wes the word his mpthef -

had_used referrlng to Aunt Monlca. His mother certainlf»had

"had a flair for the dramatlc; She had remlnded hlm of Kath-

erine qepbhrn in those old mbv1es w1th her keen, brlttle ,

intelli;ence and g k,'nerVous energy cajoling‘cepable but‘ ;

reticent Spencer Tjggy jnto hlgh offices in the serv1ce of the’
“natlon. But his father had been no Spencer Tracy to play'’

\ opposite‘hen. At‘twenty-five he was'all he would ever be,va

- _ smail town ‘hardware salesmaﬁ.J When his resistance became too

) strldent and threatened to upstage her, his mother 51mply
[ v

2

-

1
N
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_went into the living room and played the piano in the dark.

She had a way of editing the events of their'livesh shaping

ithem into a performance, ~He had been almost seventeen then.

He remembered atanding at the top of the staire}'a reluctant
\ertra‘summoned to stage'center from the sanctuary or his‘room.

iooking down into her astonished face where she stood in the'-

&

hall still holding“the-telephone in her hand.- "Oh,me God, o

iﬁowazd," she‘hadﬂ§Ai§L;per hand :moving to,hér throat as she
, . o ' : . : J
caught her breath. "Your Aunt Monlca s gone!" ‘ '

BGb Machugall was gone too. A month ago. He had not

said a word about 1t to Gladys for fear she would worry that !

the same th1ng could happen to hlm She was‘a worrier. She'
woke at night,Aworrying: He and Bob MacDougall were about the,

~

same' age, he guessed, and had started at Ballantine Realities

«

at around. the same time. They had never been frlends. MacDou-

e

gall was loud)-pushy, a back stabber. The offlce kldder who

-llked to thlnk of . hlmself as a lady klller., He’wasn t kidding

-

anyone now. He remembered the mornlng they were all told and

N ‘

‘,the quiet that, had suddenly fallen on the office as if: the
boss had just announced‘that‘there would be mno chrlstmas bonus -°

this year. At coffee break, Collins‘hadntapped his breast

y . > N
.. pocket with"afdecieive finger. " "Ticker," he had said, making

a wry face. Howard remembered the moment because it was as if

" Bob MacDougall himself were launching into one of his &ff-col~ .

L 9 v v . ‘ |

our jokes. "0le Bob Went out like a light. They say he was

P

banglng one of the glrls down in the accounts department. He

e

even had a waltress at one of the drlve-lns ‘on the string for

1‘3 - ~ N
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a‘while until his wife found out. All that, f1luff probably worew

r.

. the o0ld guy out."

Howard bent over and brushed away a black ant scurrying -
up his thigh He had never been'unfaithful " The onlyuwonan‘
he had gone to bed with consulted the Raukr slhgest for the
terrible thlngs that could happen to people who exposed them-
selves, senselessly, to too much sun. The'mother of his three
childrer. He had never beep unfaithful. He wondered ‘what that

R

meant in‘this‘post—pill ﬁQradlse ‘where lnstant pleasure was_
! ! , ?
A tallAboy who had just jogged up from the~yater stood/,

.towelling-himselfrabove the bright_yellow blanket on which

his glrlfrlend sprawled‘luxuriousiy."She was wearing a scant,
whlte strlng b1k1n1 and had caressed herself with oil until her
brown skin shone wetly. She seemed annoyed'by the.boy's
Hprésence and the shré%ded droplets of water that sprang from;‘
his gllstenlng skln.' He grlnned at her as he worked the towel
odown over his broad ‘'shoulders and the pale triangle of chest
halr.: Then, t0551ng the towel’ 1nto a heap, he sank’ to her
51de, guddenly a slave eager to satlsfy the whims of his queen.

-

To:be young agaln,i£oward thought, watchlng them. But

3

when he had been young, he was not llke them He had not

_ been(good at games, was always relegated to being an awkward

sideliner, thinking’ that life would come with being’ grown up
just as now he seemetho think it went with being young.-
Howard slumped back in his chalr gazing down the long

distanoe of years. He had ‘never thrown hlmself, pa351onate1y,

L'
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. tle dawn, and he did what he thought was expecte
’ e

'fparties; He had had ncthinq better to do any
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ture, a rumor never allowed to fully reach nis ears. He had

!

drifted into marriage in much the same manner

s he- Had drift- -

ed into the real estate business\after colleée ~ He had to set-

In his final year of -high school‘thouéﬁ' Q&ght have

thrown himself at the feet of Marlon Spencer. Buﬂ lacklng

+ the neczssary ald%fness, the casual fllppancy

he coul/ only allow hlmself to be eventually oaded by his
HL : A \ :

'

older sister into tagging along on one of her Weekemd beach
' . . - . . ’ —vgJ

ay. Marion
- »

Spencef was there:but he ,couldn't understand hy. - She laughed:

‘less than the other girls. She was beaut1ful tall and grace-
ful, already a woman, while the chers were st&ll gangly ado-

lescents. There was somethlng d1fferent,&exc1t1ngly superlor,
k \
in the way - she‘fllpped her long dark hair back from her ears

and sat hugglng.her ‘knees. Wlth the’ convzctlon of an honour
‘student annouhcing that Stockholm is the captlal of Sweden, he
told hlmself that he loved Marlon Spencer. He had inhaled the”

fragrance of her along w1th the salt air and had |a - -sudden

-~

remembrance of the freckles going down from her b re shoulders'

Q\ , < into her black, ‘bathing sult. He had been sudden Y. released
* from the net of glggllnc/glrls as. they sat around that fadlng
.-beach f;re Phe dimming light had seemed to catch him up in

the spell of his own fantasies and dreams of love. . But in those.

dreams he saw her racing away across the sand, evasive and fe-

"male and p eased.“And as she flung herself at h’r'future,.sur—

of h& 'generaticna

at any woman's feet. Love, like life, had been a.distant adven- ..

"4




' glimpse, palnful and Joyous, of the pageant that would always

itz % o : : .

' cotton housedreSS. Starlng‘at him ff$m under the ‘brim of her

" .. . R L T
. -4 L

'rounded by boys bolder than he would ever be, he cahght a //T—p

\

leave him behind. . X ,Jl ' .’

Howard's hands jerked .in hlS lap and blood rushed agaanst
his skin. Wlthout know1ng it he had become thlrsty

"I want‘something‘to-drink,",Gladys said_suddenly. “hnﬁ
Orange}Crush. No, a Seven Up. 1 want a Seven Up.“ She

twisted: around in her chalr after deposltlng.the book 1n her - !
o .

" .straw beach bag and gazed along thegstretch of sanda "There's

a canteen dpwn there,'\she said. "Where that awning is see.

- !
'

The sunlight, stronger inlthe middle of ‘the afternoon, .

drew his lids down.. 'The sand at his feet,‘co;lectEd around

a'partialiy buried candy apper, seemed'to separaté‘into
‘ . HEAPPe] ! )

-

individual hardened grains,that prioked hds eyes. R
"If you want something, ge for it yourself!" The sudden

: h . 2 . L . ' ’ i o
harsh sound of his own voice surprised him.- Had he really it

A ’ *

[

.said'that? : N S - - . S

K .
\

"And what are you going to do, Howard? Are you 901ng to

Jﬁg§‘51t there baklng ‘all day 1n th133oven?"

Embarrassed, he dld not answer. , ,' a

Gladys stood up, brushlng away- sand and smoothlng her —

hat, she left him there and began to pick her way unsteadily~

through the sunbathers towards the white, clapboard canteen' ’ oo

v

at the far end of the beach.

N . . :
A glrl recllnlng several yards away w1th her cheek restlng

. . v
. z
« \
N . ' " .
- ~
- . >y
N . , . - v
N N « o,
b
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"on"her<folded arms'changgd:position.~suddenLy revealing a ,/

‘winter white gathering of flesh arouﬁd hér breasts. 'Then./ o

&

‘the blklnl top. Her sunbleached hair fell forward acrpss

her face as she sa .a Kneeling p051t10n, adjustlng he

breasts .in the bra .Cups. howard shifted in his chair and
) she qulckly draped a towel around her naked shoulders.

stared directly‘athhfm,/mgnenta b
appreciatively at his attention. He wanted to grlsﬁand w1nk

at her like a beach boy acknowledglng beaity but 1nstead pre=

\\

v

' tended to be searchlng for somethlng in Gladys' bag
The choked whlmperlng of the kid with the plastic shqfei
_jarred him like .a sharp blow agalnst the szde of his face.-
Collapsed Ln his drooplng wet bathlng sult sugLred w1thysand,
. the kid watched, helplessly, as a bigger boy with a crgarette
stuck behind. his rlght ear, trampled the walls of hlS sand—
Yy

"Come on,“dHoward said, with a sharp intake of breath™

©

castle.

"That youngster is not d01ng anythlng to you'T

She ' .

ly affronted, ahd*then.smiledv

The boy eyed h1m boldly, measurlng gllm. _ He plucked the

, cigarette from behlnd his QEr and let his llps curl bapk in

a der;sxve smlle._

—
.
)

”Take it easy, eh Pops.

He llt the c1garette, sendlng the burnt match splralllng
fr;om hls flngertlps and sauntered away, churm.ng up the ‘sand.

a

Howard's eyes followed hlm, ooking around'to see if anyone

: was watchlng.

Pops! He was only fifty-eight.. What did that

»

You don''t own, the goddam beach'"

..‘

!
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kid mean calling him P¥ps!
| \ He stared at the soggy remains of.the sandcastle, the T
kld w1th the shovel was gone~now too. He took~off his’ shzrt,
folding it over the back’ of hlS chalr and looked in the

. direction that Gladys had gone: She was no longer in 51ght.

" He should have gonetafter here apologlzed for the testy way -
he had spoken. -But sometimes shé irrltated hhn.Sdncé tbe kids,
Gladys "-had . retreated froﬁiﬁim serually,\had withdrawn into
nerself. He wanted to find soﬁtbing“they had shared like °

Y

those "happy weekends at éﬁé'beacht But they were unable to

"find it here:;pz’realized iow,‘and he no longer knew where to

Y

5

Howard blinked and stood stlffly and pulled in his
4“st0mach He had made up his mlnd to go into the water, at
, least to get hls feet wet so the day would bot be\a ooﬁplete
loss. ﬁis‘legs were ridiculously thin and pale. ﬁe felt ex-

- ‘

posed and vulnérable and wished that pe were wearing sunglass—

© es to shield him for the ordeal of walking through the sun-

é
bathers to the water's edge... His shoulders, lobster-red where
the sth burned them/ trembled in testy "anticipation of .

‘second looks. But there were no second looks. _There were no

first looks: He was nothrng more than a paunchy old duffer

b

in a too tight bathing ‘suit. Pops! " .

, The sun dazzled his eyes. Tbe'umbrelias and beath blankets
.were brighter, ‘gayer, bolder than ever. The volume of sound
against hls ears was 11ke the roarlng of a fire 1n a furnace.

'He knew that'he had had too much sun. It lashed hls back,
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punished his arms and legs. The skin around:his temples was
A cor / 1 -0 .

LN

7

. drawn tight as if a chord wefe~squeezing his skuil.

bltS of broken shells.

\u

There were tangled clumps. of dr1ed seaweed and brittle

~When he moved.onto the«wet\sand, it

.feltrwonderfully co gainst his feet. A wave pushed by one

>
-

ly shocked -and soaked. He'pulled back, loohing around, and

then ventured forward agaln. He glanced down and_ for a few

seconds hig ankles gllttered in the rlpples of retreating wat-

er. A couple of toddlers with an 1nflated, olka dotted sea~

horse pummeled the water na;rby and the cold spray made hlm

i shlver He edged slowly into the surf and each succes51ve

-

wave knlfed agalnst his hot

a

Howard looked out over

sKin.
the undulatlng surface that ran

- | . to the horlzon like a sheet of sapphire 51lk, studded w1th

little barbed white seguins for sails., He was watching the
’ b IO

: bi110wing'thrust of a small schooner 1n the mlddle distance

when he suddenly observed the face in proflle, the features

" as pure and delicate as a goddess on ‘a c01n. She appeared

- -

ahruptly from nowhere; rising up out of ‘the water like a v1sion.

: ’ Her_long} dark hair was.swept back in the 'faint breeze. She

-

was tall, 'slender, her arms and shoulders pale against,%he '

* sculpted black bathing suit. ' Standing perfectl& still in the

there

L

vt " “.water that rose up to her thighsw Solifhry, alone, as i

r
were no conneciidn between her and the frenzied activity of

the beach. And then, suddenly, ag-though at something remem-

bered, some impulse, with a ha on her\hip, she‘}urned the -

P " behind it slid so far up_ the beach that his legs were delicate-

JENE—

-
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L ing against the sunlight that eeared his eyes, he frantically

-

upper part ofAher body in a beautiful, sweeping'motion. She

e}

1ooked over her shoulder toward the shore and smlled at h1m
as if hg were the only one there. \ ‘ U

| Blood rushed through his body./ A dull pain throbbed be-
. hind his eyes., Dazed by a dizz ng”panre, he moted'ehtfinte ‘ ;',

o the‘Water that ‘climbed up over I waist.' The diétance between

1

- them seemed to diminish and then she was even farther away.
Selzed by a longlng that tugged at the net-. of his nerves,. he
"had an urge to call out, shout. But somethlng closed the

. chords of his neck. ‘He held o both stiff, trembling hands.

He: could feel his arms going arbugd her. She was gone. Squint-

searched the blue-green troughs of waves bulldmng to break agalnst lr '
the _shore. o ‘ \. : ‘ " E oo _3'

He was\dizzy.' Falling{ He felt the weight of water
against his chest as‘a tight, coiled pain. He touched the

ribbed bottom with his toes. The water wrapped around ‘his .

. throat. The pulse of the current caught at him. 'He:thfashed

_out, flailing the water as if beating it into surrendering‘
y : . * © '

what it had taken.
* "You're all right now." ) TN -
"Take it easy; Pops." SR Ve

Shouts. Voices. CalM1ng voices. ' Voices that sodthe-a

frightened child in the. dark.

@

o

Y

- "We've got y': noy. - You're safe "

. They thought he was,grownlng, drownlng himself. Fear

‘emptied his .chest. He was waist deep now. His hair was drip-

-

-

/‘
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ping, waterwrnnning,down his fdce. Hé,trembied;'puliing

A - ‘away from the'grasping nands,
i . © "Shé was there,” he yelled. "Didn't you see! ‘She Yaé
g* : .: there'l" T ..“ * L (\ o
o B 3 "There's nothing there, fella. ¢Come on now."

. "Wait. Please. Wait!" he called, stumbling forward, -
| I falling again. b \ ‘
' "He's delirious." > 5 ‘

) ' %Get hold of him!" | o PR

%y ’.\ fhe‘noices~came dietantly to him now like the deep

: N o

\hollow roar w1th1n a concnfbhell. ;He doubled over, coughlngp

retchlng on the salt water. o { :
§
"Come on, Pops. It's a little ,late for a sw1m. Let's

go back, eh?" - >

e

r/ They had turned him around _He faced the beach a@aln ;

. that- seemed small and remote nkw w1th the beglnnlngs qf the
soft, golden bronze of evenrng. The cfbwd had thlnned and
only a small curious group rlmmed the sand above the 1ow tide
mark to watch what was g01ng on. HlS steady, even breathlng
returned and the strength came back slowly to hls legs. ' He
lodked stralght ahead. 'Somethlng had been released 1nsmde
him, someth1ng~that had Qulled him.down inside himself.

! ‘Gladys Wag there at the edge of the water -being held-

.at her,’ poxntlng, gesturing, her face fllled with fear. He
wanted to go to her, embracéﬁher, reassure her.. He straight-

ened up, brushlng the water' from his facev feellng cleansed.
S

<

back by two menl He:felt a sting behind his eyes as he lookedr

=

o —s |

;;;;;
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Then he broke free of the v01ces and the grasp;ng hands and,

j-r
thrustlng his legs out 1n front -of him, he made hls way baék

to the shg
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