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‘ HdSpitals,ana Night , ) »

Beth Harvor

The novella and two storie& which.make up this collection deal
with the struggles of three young geo?%p to become adults in house-

holds where the parents appear, 4to be abdicating, through depression

or neurosis. their own holds on the territory of adulthood. This

abdication is coupled with subtle abuses of power. However, it is in

the parent who is still in ostensible command (in both "A Sweetheart"

and "Hospitals and NighF") that we witness the most destructive
consequences of the misuses of pdwer within the family. In the final
story, "Sun and Rain,” questions of power, control.and eséapg. alghougg
they are certainly among the central character g‘gggggggpggions, _are .

eclipsed not only by his close:-connection with his mother 'but also by

“

the fact that she may be dying. That the young characters in these

fictions resolutely—and even hopefully—refuse to see the consequences

of thg}chéices they make works to establish the’exteptrto which they
- N\

have been hobbled by the pasts of their parents.

)
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There are more spells than your commonplace
magicians everngreamed of. ‘
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< //, % SWEETHEART
On the way over on the férry, Kathryn wondered if she should

warn Alec aﬁout her‘mother.‘ﬁ&hey were sitting in the old black

Plymouth- Alec had bought for himself two weeks after coming out ,

to Canéda from England. They were the front car in a row of farmers'

battered cars and trucks and so had a ringside view out over the

water. The only barrier between them and the river vas a long low-

slung length of rusty old chain threaded through arched ‘openings in

the squat posts that had been nailed to the splintered front deck f%ﬁz\\\\g

the boat. P:bbabl} better not to warn him, she decidefl; once wh
she'd tried to warn a girlfriend about her mother, the girlfriemd had
reproached her later and called her mother a sweetheart and a living

doll. .So she only said, "My mother is ‘English too."

When he didn't respond she added, "She loves to sing." Has a

lousy voice thougk, she longed to t 11 him. But.she did not. .
Instead slie cleared her throat and said in an, uneasy low voice,
M"She's crazy about the SOngs from My Fair Lady, so tonight we'll K
probably have a ging-sdng." ‘ |

Alec said that that sounded like fun.

\
She threw him a distrustful, appraising look. She said .
warningly. ‘"She'1l probebly make quite a fuss over you.'

Alec said he never objected to having a woman make a fuss

over him.
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"Too right," said Kathryn, giving him 8 light éﬁhﬁh in the arm.

It ended with their getting into a mock-wrestle; they didn't stop

until Kathryn, sneezing violently, collapsed against his shoulder.

. Then, as if they were tired, they gazed outfover the dark autumn river.

Kathryn said, "I think I might be coming down with the flu."

) Alec said he knew a good cure for th&»flu.

t
oy

"What's that?"
' "Get you drunk. Get you plastered.” . .,
"Is that what Ehey recommend Back in the mother country?"
The mother country-—ﬁe smiled go—hear it called that,
Kathryn sgid that when she was small she'd'thougﬁt the mother
gpuﬁf;; was a country where only mothers lived, Mothers manned the
streetcars. Mothers delivered the mail.

Alec smiled doWn at her with an expression of almost sappy

~

affection. It made her want to squirm away from him in embarassment.

i’

ﬁe stroked back her hair: said he wished he'd known her back then.

Kathryn had quickly to list some things--about herself, to her-
self--that she didn't approve of, in order to keep from feeling guiltyj
for being so cfitical of him. She was too shy; she was sexually in-
experienced; she was too critical; the top part of her body was too
mat}only but her legs were too short and too fat, like a fat toddier's
legs. Sometimes when she stood naked in front of her fﬁli—length .
mirfor she felt like -the top<part of her body/was mother to her legs.

Alec, still smoothing down her hair, drew her head to his shoulder.: ,
She ordered herself to calm dowﬁ, apd after a ‘few minutes 6f lisfeping

Lo~
to him talk about His work she was able to relax and even to feel

, ~ 4
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somewhat bored. It was because of Hls ;oice; he had a'kgack for
making~tt go incredibly dead. Which i; a way was appropriate, siqce
"dead"™ was a favpurite word of his. But then with the Briti;h, every—
thing was dead this and dead ghét. There were a lot éf things he was.
dead keeA on; for example he was dead keen on going out to see -her
parents' reclaimed nineteenth céntur} house. And then there were some
things he found dead bofiﬁg. Just so long as she-.didn't turn into
one of them.'she thought, feeling some embarassment about her jaob at
the bank. She stole a covert look at this profile—-the hookea nose;
the lank dark hair; the way he was.sta;ing out over the wéﬁer as 1if
it was making him angry. Hé was really 1ﬁcredibly handsome although
some of the other tellers at the bank Eound him tog’stocky and short.
It was true that ;hen he came in at 1dn§htimes to visit her.‘énd she
was wearing her high—heel#d sandals, she did seem to tower above him,
but todéy, since thef were both wearing sneakers, they were the same
height. :

Alec was saying he didn’t think he always wanted to be an engineer

architecture, he said. In/his soothing drone, [he’{gld her that his

and bqilg bridges. He wi:/considering going back- té sthool to study.
great interest was in the restoration of old houses.
Kathryn said she didn't always plan to work at the bank either.

She referred to it as “the boring old bank. She said she might go

on to university someday herself. Last year, the year she had graduated

»

from high school, she told him. was the. year her parents had bought

their old house. The renovations had eaten up all their cash) "Any-

[ o

y i e,
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. wayf‘she continuedﬂ in a voice she did n;t entirely recognize as her.own,

"I don't mind working at the‘bank all that muéh. And I guess'the boredom

won;g kill me." Only make me ve;y tired, she thought; and she was feelinp very
drowéy by the time the ferry rounded the bluff at Cape Stedman. The smell of
the Plymouth's upholstery brought back memories of.trips in the family car,

years ago; the smell of hardboiied eggs and bananas. But the sight of her

parents' house high up in the trees made her sit up. "There's the house,” she

said. "But you can only see the top part of it."

Above ;}high bluff of maple and cedar trees they could glimpse the four

chimneys and the black roof with its four gables and the top storey

with its eight tall casement windows set in stone. There was the first
ouch of fall on the hluff's foliage and the deep river, near the island's
rocky cliffs and small shale beaches, was a clear polar green. The house's ‘

_ top window5. blank and bright with the afternocon light, seemed to be sending
signals back out to the people on the boat. We rule this wood, we rule

this water.

3

Alec and Kathryn got out of the car. The sun was shining down
on the small distant house up in its high bluff of trees. They walked

to. the railing and then stood pressed tight up against it, looking ;

-

southeast and uy, toward the house, The sun -burned their faces but the

wind was cold--nipped their noses, fingers. Kathryn, who'd drawn her
sun—st;eaked fine hair up into an untidy windblown bun, was feeling
small and pleased and desirable. She felt held in the excitement of :
living in a cold clear-aired northern country. She felt in love with
the little islands with the spruce and birch trees on them. Shé loved
the wind—bit;en headlands. Her short legs were hidden. by her black

<V

corduroy trousers. ler big breasts looked smaller beneathyher navy

nylon windbreaker. She was glad Alec was so handsome, she was glad
4 - )

!
)
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he was standing with his arm tight around her, she hoped the
N . o, L4 -
men vho ran the ferry were lookirig down on them, from their glassed-

in‘ﬁheelhouse. up above the cars and trucks and‘roped—on lifeboats.

-1

R tha

8he breathed in deeply, and, breathing in, w;s éure,she:could smell
"the éolden decay of autumn in the trees of some of the nearby little
. islands that bobbed bflthe ferry. Out here in the middle oé the bay
the water was darker, an intense derk blue——almost black--in its- ~
windblown central channel. The £erry;s engines sounded différent |

£ ° )
too, in the' fall--more heavily chugging, more insistent, a deep o g

-
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mechanical throbbing behind a sound like the constant flushing of
six tollets on.both sides of the boat.
"Your house is disappearing,” said Alec. And it was; now

‘only its chimneys ‘Were visible abo¥® the big‘bluff of trees. - , .

ke

"Going, going, gone," said Kathryn:/and by the time the house
had disappeared completely--the bluff seemed to have §pbbed up and
down ﬁntil §+ had .bobbed itself up to cover the house uttérly—-it,
had lost gii its power. WIE seemed like a summer house th;n. lost
ub in‘tﬁe Moods-a.place belonging to pebpie‘who(lived somewhere like ’
ﬂassaéhusetts; old people; old crippled rich people; pecple who hadn't

come north for ten, fifteen&years; an abandoned - house, forgopten,

gone to seed in the woods. From here you couldn't believe that therej

was a road in to it or that it was only a ‘six-minute drive from the

villége.of Poiqt Castile.

Ten minites later, the ferry was starting to swing in a wide
N »
arc, starﬁing to churn and tread water, preparing for its advance

"between the weathéreﬁ grey breakwaters of the Cape Stedman lgnding.'



’ alignment with the ferry.

-

s e ‘ . * \
The breakwaters looﬁﬁd apectral like two, Jjalves of a burnt-out

N flooded church. Between their windward and&ieeﬁard grey walls they

were piled high with grey boulders Their nave was an aisle of still
f waten. The ferry came flushing and churning in between the break—g
. waters, shaking up the wharf-images and creating a commotion among
* the gulls. The deck—hand-a freckled complaisant bey Kathryn .

.recognited from weekend crossings on the ferry—sprang forward to

] .\ Qo

throw a heavy rope out to lasso the nearest post of the pier; then, .
ae !

locking obsessed, began his impressive high-speed spooling of the

/ rope around its sister-post on the prow of the boat. There were the

, . ' )
little squeaks and adjustments of a water-craft being. berthed at a s

.pier. The deck-hand spiked th&iramp of the wharf with a long, finned

spear that locked to Kathryn like a hérpoon, to guide it into a better

Y S
Alec's car was the first car up over the ramp. %Being,e passenger
inifhe first cer made Kathryn feel awkward. She waved a shy wave to
th% petspiring deck—hend. as the car eased past him but he only.stdred «
mbétk at her. as if he had neJEr41aﬁd eyes on her before in™his life.4.
. "Tnenféney were on the road to Bellwood Beach, a road that climbed
’ and clung to the wooded coast for nearly a mile. From the platean
of ‘the first long 'hill they glanced back and saw the ferry, small
~down ig the baylbe;ew them} a little white sled witn a gless box on
dg? top of it, alréady s}arti to eled,?ts way back to Port Charlotte

Y S | ha
acrossqthe’ cobalt-blue waﬁ}r.
L) t
5 ~ t . %

. 1 . . ’
As they got closer ta the house Kathryn started to feelthe old

' familiar'knotvin her stomach. It was the old coning-home knot; it

-
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made hgr, feel restless and apprehensive, as if she might need to

thrqﬂ'up. She could feel her legs getting damp inside her 339Ck k!

. " corduroy pants. A briney feﬁa;e-ododr was coming up to her from

o

between her corduroyed sun-warmed thighs.
Coniferous trees——dark pines and spruces--were growing. close

up to the south side of the highway. They were part of the bluff

'they'd lodked up to from back down in the bay. But to the north

of the road there were long sunlit pastures, sloping far back to
small low—lying*farmé and grazing cattle. After ten minutes of

driving they had ,to swing south, intp the woods, sharp right onto

a private gravel road for the final tree-shaded part ‘of the

~

journey to the stone house. ~

» ‘
.

And then it came into view, looking 1ike a manor house in some

country vhere a chilled aristocratic northness was distilled in the,

F]
air——Sweden. say, or Scotland “Alec swung the car up the gravel

crdscent of driveway, ﬁ;ought it to a stop just west of the formal

Erqnt entrance, As he and Kathryn disembarked ig the. strong fall

, sunlight, Kathryn found herself feeling a little groggy and dis-

oriented, like a tourist about to pay her réspects‘ac a shrine.

The air, even(fhis far inland, sme‘ ed of the fine invigorating

éalt sting of the Baj of Fundy, seemed to carry some memory of

o~

the foggy morning still in it—-into the sad clear-aired afternoon.

The house was flanked on)both sides by small groves of pines

IS

\

and;blpe spruces, and by formal mounds of blue lupines and ‘ -

delphiniums. -The sun was giving a hazelof importance to all of

it-—above all to the speared flogets and spruces.

7
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As she opened.the front door to them, Mn's mother seemed
to be to‘tally caugﬁt in the grip of Ifhe painful t;rightnessnf wel-
come. She clasped Alec's offered hand in both her hands. Kathryn,

hanging back, felt embarassed by the intens‘:l\ft:y of her mother's greet~
ing of Aleé; thought, He will thi:nk I've nevei\ brou:ht a ‘man home |
before in my lifg.\ This wg_sdtﬁ'e'caae. but .it c\aused‘her'some pain to
have it sp‘ Ghearly ;nﬁﬁbhnc:;. It seemed to her that she was forever
vo;dng to act womanly when she was with\'her‘ mother,.' but that it orﬁy»
too‘k two seconds for huer mother to do something that wqpld make ‘her '
start to act resentful. At the seme time she was feeling oddly proud
of pér mother—of her petite, freckled fairness; of the[qpearls in her
piefced ears; of the way she was imaﬁulately dressed—tailored white
5 ' shirt tucked intoc new-looking tan dirndi ski‘rrt:. Only her white
ballet' slippers looke§ grubbf. . Her feet looked veined and blue
frou the cold in them. ” - - \
In the sunny li;:ing-tooh Kat!ujyn's mother linked arms with.
Alec and squired him over' to the glass door{; at the back so he
‘ . could look down over the long 1awns and gardens. Kathryﬁ. tucking
. " T“her shirt into her black trousers, follc? behind. .
. f{/ seagon. There was a breeze spinning the round yellow leaves of thé\
yoimg leafy t:r.;ee‘s- the air seeemed more balmy. Kal:hryn's father was
. down on his knees in the garden. pulling weeds from one of the flower-
' beds. When he looked up and saw t:hem he rosé, wiping his hands on

his canvas gardening pants. ‘Then he came walking up the garden path,

a greeting that was more like a question than a greeting in his

v

It was a diff'e'rent sunlight back here; it felt like a differehnt v

- o
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thoughtful grey eyes: He stepped inside. Shook hands with Alec;
affecg&ongtely embraced his daughter.

Kathrﬁn‘asked him if he'd been out working doyn on the boats;
she sai& she'd seen one of the dories pulled up on the beach when

thecfefty had sailed by the bluff.
He said no, he'd been working up on\tﬁé‘roof.\ "Come out to

the front ;nd I'11 show you what I've been up to." And leaving

Alec and Kathryn's mother still standing looking‘out over the back

garden, Kathryn and her father crossed the sun-blocked front hall-

way and walked down the shaded stone steps and.out ,into the bracing -

sunlight at the front of the h;dse. They turned and peered'up at

the patched part éf'the too;. While they were studying his morning's

work, Kathryn's father asked her if she'd known Alec long. °

"A couple of weeks. He keeps his money at the bank. He always

stands in ‘the line for my cage.. That's how we got to know each other."

Rememberiug how she'd first seen Alec hesitating beyond the roped-

off gection of the bank's 1obby and ther picking her out from a whole

row of tellers, made Kathryn throw her father a quick anxious look

She loved her father and wanted him to like Alec and so it puzzled
- r “ '(—'%\__/

her that she should at the same time be longing for him to say some-

‘thing disapproving.

They had their tea out in the back gafden. Kathryn's mother

fixed all her attention on Alec; asked him endless questions about

EN
B

England and his work. Alec said he'd been talking to some of the
engineers down in Port Charlotte and that they'd told him there were

big”exbansién plans for the land beyond the townships west of the

v
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herbour . "Shopping malls,” he said. ° "A new hospital. But most of
that won't be built for years down-the road yet. For some of the
developments they're projecting as/far ahead as the nineteen-eighties."
Kathryn sat gazing out over the garden, trying to imagine what
life wanld bs/like in the nineteen-eighties. In 1983 she w?gld be
the same agé as her mother was now. It was Qard for her to picture
it. She couldiimagine herself in the future easily enough, but she
‘ could not imagine herself being older in it. She saw herself sitting
out on a bleak modern terrace. She was seSted on a streamlined white
modern chair while she engertéined a circle of people at a futuristic
round white table; a robot holding\a square méfal trai was pouring <\
tea for her blank-faced modern gue§§s from a .pot with a short
utilitarian spout.
.The garden, meanwhile, had cooled down. The afternoon was
casting long shadows across the long lawn and grave—l;ke mounds
of the flowet-béds. Presently they had to go into the house to

fetch Jjackets and sweaters. "We're nearly three miles in from the

ocean,” Kathryn's mother said to Alec, and she linked her arm

through his. "But we still get our share of chilly sea breezes."
When the supper was over, Kathryn's mother “announced the
sing-song. Sitting on the white-painted pianb bench, Kathryn's
* father sorrowfully, skillfully played; Kathryn's mother, a pearl-
.buttbned cardigan caped over her shoulders, sang "The Rain In Spain"
\ . -

and "Al1 I Want Is A Room Somewhere." Kathryn, her fair?hair combed




. \ 11 ‘ . y . /
and still darkly damp from a pre-supper dip in the river, sang a ,

k]

quavering low version of "The Skye Boat Song" and then, in a

surer voice, "The Red River Valley"; Alec sang a sexy slow Cockney

vérsion of "The Ballad Of Mack The Knifs" in the professionally
‘ rJ
vistful voice Kathryn associated with British popular singers.

Together they all sang marching songs and sea shanties.

When it was over, Kathryn's mother laidia tanned hand on . -
Xathryn's bare arm and said in a poised low voice, "Come out ‘to

P .

r : , the kitchen and help me get the coffee.”"

I) ' . \
But out,in the'kitch';; er mother's eysgfeéanned Kathryn's , .
o N .
face with a perplexed diagnostic sorrow, apparently very dis-
T turbed by what they were finding there. Her mother could be an:

" intensely earnest person but it was earnestness in the service

| ‘ ‘of‘false things, in Kathryn's~opinion. Etiquette, for example.
e About the real disasters, although‘sﬁe could pﬁblicly be as C .:
| ' horrified as the next persoh, Kathryn suspected ;he was, secret&y :
cavalier. But she was not cavaiier about the disaster she.apparently
héped to avert at this momegt and so Kathyr; understood that it - ‘

must be a disaster of etiquetﬁz. At the same time, there was some-

thing so stern aﬁd. in the wei df3F way, ‘'so heartfelt about her

mother's Earnestﬁes;,\that Kathryn could not stand within the range

| of its-searching gaze long M{Fh ut feeling that she might socon bg

oblfﬁéﬂ——and very much’against her own better judgement-~to totally

altér her conéept of good and evil. . ' FL

Her mother was saying to her, "He's a lovely man, /your Alec.
(Y o , .

A real darling." -
C 8 W .

a

\ .
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‘ Kathryn did‘not.want to respond tolthis and so she only stared
) moodily out at her mother., She feared that almost anything her
,\mothgr might’ say to her now might make he;~start to cry-~that the
only ‘thing prétectiné her from it Qas the fa&t that she was keep-
ng herself alert with distrust. | | ,

She watched her mother turn on Eotﬁ the/hot and cold taps

and then rinse her hands under thévmixed blast of water. She )

watched her shake the droplets of water from her fingers ‘and then S

dry her hands, finger by ringed finger, on an embroidered white //

‘cloth. She watched her turn to look at her. Her pale blue eyés/

/

seemed to have absorbed some of the cold of the Sebtegber eyeg&ng. .

/

"You wouldn't want to lose a man like that. Not a man‘of/;pét

calibre," éhe_said.“ _ \ '//

Kathryn felt distaste for the ‘calibre-—for the'cpiibre of this

conversation too--but, cornered, answered, "I guess/ﬁbt."

"I should ghink not," said her mother. “But/éou will, 1§
you act vulgar. The way yoﬁ were swinging you:/ﬁips when you
?we;elsinging! You have to try to be worthylyf a man like Alec.’
You wouldn't want him to have to be ashamed of yqﬁ."
I‘“I don't believe he's ashamed of me.h .
"Believe me, dear 11t§1e~ﬁ$thryﬂ, I only want td'help you."

Her mother was still staring at her with her terrible, earnest

. . T .

gaze. "Men arée more fastidious than woman, you have to unger-
stand that., Now that you have.,.a sweetheart...you will have to

take care not to act crude,”

N
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Kathryn despised the word svéeﬁhéart. Having had it said to her, she

felt the need to be alone and ran up the stairs to the bathroom. in the
*

company of tall glass flasks stocked with eggs of beige soap and stacks

of snowy towels that smelled like they'd been laundered in a subtle French

scent, she peered at herself in the mirror, used the toilet, After she'd

flushed it she could hear an echoing flushing doyp in the bay—the ferry

making its final trip across the river for the evening. She crossed

A~ . . \
the hall to her béﬂ{g;m window to leook out.'

“Down in the black bay the ferry was making an odd spectacle in the

‘night. No part of it seemed to be cofinected to any other. The wheelhouse

wvas a lighted guardhouse looking down over a darkened fast-moving prison;

below it the lifeboats, illuminated by powerful hooded 1ighfg: were white

- wooden hammocks hung from chains; below the lifeboats the paddlewheel,

also 1it up by a visored light, was a water-washed antique mill wheel for
tourists. She stood watching the whole show sail past the point where she
and Alec had got out of the car to look back up at the house. She recalled
heréelf looking up-—sgall and happy in the bright light. It madé.her feel

spooky,.as if back down on the boat she'd also looked puzzled, trying to .

catch sight of herself up-here at her own bedroom window.
" ; .

Running back down theﬁstairs‘she met Alec, on his way up. They swung

'

hands, kissed 1lightly. "We better make plans to get away from here to- -

morrow night, or we'll end up spending the evening playing Scratble.”

Alec, squeezing her hand tight, whispered, "Too right." ' ‘ .

4

Pl

All the way through the clam chowder the next night at supper

Kathryn kept waiting for Alec to make ﬁis announcement that they'd have

to go out for the evening. But he didn't. Judiciqusiy breaking his

French bread into careful chunks, he: talked about former wars--World

War I, Korea; said World War I wvas a farce.




Kathryn'g mother looked startled. But she was quickly able
to convert her shock i;tb awe. "You know ad@gﬁ4ébout politics,
don't you?" |

Now, thought Kathryn, He'd better Sﬁy it now. But her

mother was leaving the faB}e to go fetch the dessert. When

she cane back into the dining-room with it-—a heaving hot apple- ~

pie on a china tray——Alec said, "That (fboks sensational—doesn't
" w " * ¢ A

' it, Kath?"

Kathryn glanced at it and then quickly up at her mother.

~ "Alec and I have to go out tonight. We've been invited to visit

some friends of his over at Brewer Creek.,"

Her mother sat down. She was holding her silver pie~trowel
upright in her right hanﬂ. like a bibbed King Henry the Eighth

holding his meat-knife clenched in his fist. Her eyes were as

-

"blank and sun-struck as a gardener's. "Frien?s?" she asked.

"What friends?"
"Friends from his office," said Kathryn:
The rest of the meal, under thg constraint of‘Kathryn's
mother's ﬁnhappiness, they talked about music. Kathryn éaid
that her favourite song was the Bobby Darin soné "The Ballad
Of Mack The Knife." A |
Alec smiled at her. "That's not ri%}I} a Bobby Dgrin song,
you know, In point of fact, Bobby Darin stole that song. From
!

Bertolt Brecht." The way he pronounced Bertolt Brecht sounded

exaggeratedly German. "From The Threepenny Opera," he said.

"From Dreigroschenoper."

7

e
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It seemed to Kathryn that it restored her mother, to see

o

her daughter being put in her place. She won't mind my going out

so much now, she-thought. '
But now Al'ec\was looking impassive--not there, almost-—and
Kathryn started to feel frightened that he wouldn't be able to

'get up and leave‘, onc the supper vas over. She was worried that

1f they didn t mak their getaway fast, her mother would 1nvite
herself along for he ride. Or that she would detain them for so .
long with coffee and\eonversation that there'd finally be no

po l
point in going. '

C < Alec and Kathryn stayed stt‘anding, drained their cups in a minute.
But thgn Kathryn's mother asked Alec for some progessional advice
She guided him by an elbow to the vestern part of the garden.
K;thryn followed behind. Her mother was still wearing her tan
dirndl Fkirr. but had changed her shirt for a pale-blue n}lori biouse
with a scoop neck. Kathryn could see the back of her white lace-
edged slip} through it and when her mother t;lfl.led to Alec, to point
out one of the mouldings on the west side of the house and then

I

., stood huéging herself against the cool of the evening, her breasts

were very evident as well—hugged as they were into a high freckled

fullness. Kathtyn, sensing Alec was making an effort not to stare
' at her mother's breasts, hung a hand on the back of his shoulder.
flike a girl supporting herself while hopping on one foot to shake

a stone out of the toe of her shoe. Then she started to tell her

Her mother did suggest coffee. They took it out on the terrace.

P about an extension she was hoping to build on the back of the house.
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mother about how Alec was always qeking the other tellers down at the
bank laugh, v:th his wild Cociney talk.” SAe mocked him, in a flirty
way; entertained him with an imitation 6f h}s own accent., But thé

fact that she had some success at this and was even able to provoke

him into turning to smile into her eyes And say to her, "You're a daft’
one, you are," only seemed'to make her feel more depressed,-as if
they'd had sdme:hing togethér but lost it.

After Alec had helped her with the dishes,’ athryn slipped out

into the pantry for her blazer., It was starfing to rain. She could

e, Sy “‘?,..14‘“&«.« deminn

hear it drumming on the tin roof of the old shed out At the back. On
the panelled east wall, where a pair of deer's antlers had been nailed
up for windbreakers and Jackeﬁ§{ a transpare;t plastic raincoat was j

! : hooked on one of the antler's horned twigs of bone. Next to it a

_forgotten sleeveless dress was hangihg by an armhole from a porcelain

peg. The dress was jade green with 'a mandarin collar, She had worn it

cenn e e
.

in high school. She remembered standing out in the foggy May mornings
in it, waiting for the school bus to come. Her books pressed tight to

her breasts. Her nipples tightened and stiff from the chilled morning -

mist. Shaved bare legs and bare feet freezing in her high-heeled
sandals. She wondered whatever had happened to the green dress's B
bolero. She could picture it all balled up in 8 corner, smelling of

turpentine or Varsql. Or maybe it had been used as a rag to clean

R out cupboards ard toilets.L Above ﬁer, she could hear her mother

-

traipsing arcifid up in her bedroom. She could hear her creak back and

. ceammwei s
?

forth between her bed and her dresser. What was she doing up there? -
She could imagine her twistiog her hair up so she could spray the

nape of her neck with her Tigress cologne, then leaning in low
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toward her mirror and applying her make-up with severe skillgul

strokes. On her way back into the living-room she didn't even

-

stop off in the bathroom, she was so terrifie& that her mother,

by now dressed in her cream-coloured slacks and black rain poncho,

-

would come running down the stairs calling out, "Darlings: I've

v

decided to come along with you!" .
N

she hissed to Alec when she came back
%

"Let's go, let's go,"

into the living—roomlth her blazer. 'Shg gripped the suede-backed
lapels of his grey tweed jaéket and, walking backwards, tried to
pdll him after her.

_ But he batted her down sharply from his lapels. "Will you

 for Christ's sake stop behaving like a .child?"

She obediently dropped her hands and looked away f;om'hiﬁ,
hqr eyés gleaming. She couid feel a pin-prick of téarful resent-
ment in her throat. She thought, .All I want is to be aléne with
him. And what do I get? I get.pudished.for waﬂting it. |

Out in the wallpapered gloom of the high-ceilinged‘Victorian
kitchen the phone started to ring. Kathryn's féth@r went out to
answer it. "It's for'you, Peg!" Kathryn coq}d hear him calling
up £helstairs. "Can you take it up there?"

Oh God, she thought, it'll be some old crony of Mother's,

inviting us over for the evening, and Mother will say we all have

to go. In the hallway above her, she could hear her mother pick’

up the phone and say hello. . She could hear her father out in Ehe

kitchen, running é'long'blast-of vater. She sgeized Alec‘by the

_ wrist—now he was willing to go, now when no one was looking!—

o

D T
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) . ' . .
and they slipped out the side door and together pounded their way

acrogs the driveway's crescent of gravel to his car. It was rain-

ing very hard by this time, and as the car took off the rain beat iﬁ

its comforting enclosing tattoo on the windshield. Kathryn could
picture her mother. stunned by the ripping .sound of Alec s-tires
spitting gravel, ¥acing down the stairs to try to stop them. The
front door flung open to the rainy ﬁight; the car's dying drone.
The scent of tire-gashed earth. Tbe immense post-drone silence.
They seemed to carry the echo of that silence alon; in the car
with them. vThey drove past stands of sapling birches and alders and
long groves of huaking aspens whose round'leaves were béing needled
and jiggled by the rain, Kathryn flicked something noﬁ-existent off
Alec!s tweed collar as a pretext for letting her hand rest there,

‘on his shoulder. His eyes on the rain-attacked road, he ducked to
give her a quick kiss on her fingers. She blushed, and a%moment later
slipped off her blazer and moved i; close beside him.

They. passed through Wolf Riv;r. Bellyood Beach, Bramley. They
drove through North Dover, w;th its shack-1like grocery store and
romantic’graveya%d. On the outskirts of North Dover, they caught
sight, in the distancé, of a long rain-damp grey covered bridﬁe.
Someone had painted the last ‘third of it blue. They emerge& into
farming country and passed by a white horse, théughtfully-appraising
them over its barnﬁgrey Dutch ddor. There were daggers of damp in |
the door's drie& grey wood. fhe half-door made Kathryn think of the
Jank, and especially of her supervisor, whose offiiﬁ\was behind a

teak Dutch door. She could often be seen there, a slim pale-eyed '

woman in a sleeveless blouse and straight black skirt with metallic

\

kil
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thread¢ in it, halved and huddled, talking in a con8piratorial way
.

intd the phone.
‘ Wést‘of Point Keenleys?de Ehey drove along a high ridge that
looked down into a deep valigy whose orchards and grey farms were
brooding greenly in the rain. Then stralgﬁt ahead for léng but
pleasantly tedious miles into a plain of dark pine trees. When they
dipped again into leafy wet wdods thbryn whispered; "Could we stob
somewhere soon?” I have to go to the bathroom." Right awa} she haté&
herself for the childish way she had asked this question but she
couldn't think of how else to put it. In this part of the country ,
there were no gas stations; no human habitations or even shacks; no
farms for miles and miles. The tgrrainﬂhad changed ab§;3ute1y; now
‘the road was up and down, up and down, making her feel seasick. Leafy
banksbgf alders were crowding it 1like hedges. Then came a gap; a D
small field o€<t3il grass. In it sat an abandoned country school ' -
house, once-white and peeling, a squat Tudor steepie at its front.
Iﬁ looked unspeakably forlorn-—loéﬁ in time, lost in the woods.
Lupine flowers were overruning its grounds; theirlrega1~looking pouched
spears could blurrily be seeﬁ through the fogged, ruﬁnelly windows:
pink on one side, Qlue on‘the other, flanking the steps- of the deck-
like ﬁfont porch, which had a raw look--as if a quick-witted carpenter,
only a half hour before, had slipped out of the woods to hammer it
into piace when no one was looking. The jdlt of Alec's stopping the
" car seemed to bring back a memory of something'unpleasant. Getting
blamed for something. Kathryn got out, feeling car-sticky, disogieni-

'ed; started to wade through the high faded grass that never got green,

not even in this’country that turned into a jungle in the rain, made  —— '

i
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her way round to the back. Then squaited there, in the‘old school's

s

eerie shelter, the trees crying their‘creakyﬂtree-cries in the dark

woods behind her. She got such an old sad sense of long-ago .
feuds éndﬁsecrets here, School. The foolish old word almost
thrilled her. She dumped her lipstick and compact out on a flat
wet rock behind her. Her lipstick was called fretty Pink. She
drew some of it on and wet her lips. She combed her hair. She
pulled out her bétt}e of Amﬁush Cologne anq sprayed some of it
between her thighs and behind her knees.. Then she aimed the

pe 1

9tomizer at eqcﬂ nipple and sprayed her drgss with {it. Hef dress
was spotted yith rain anyway: yoﬁ couidn‘t tell what spots wer;
Ambush a;d what spots were rain. But then she thought, Vhat have
I done? What if he kis;es me there? What if he tastes the per-
fume? What if he wants‘to suck them? Last night, after her par-
ents were asleep, he had sucked one of her nipples through the
nose-cone of her b;a and her peach nyloﬁ blouse. In the lamplight
of her bedroom his.eyes had had a sated milky look that ;ad leost

repelled her. She wanted hih to do it though. She ﬂoved i, It’

_ made her feel so abundant. And so she unbuttoned her dress and

shook hersﬁif out of the top part of it and unhooked her bra and
pulled it off and stuffed it into her shoulder-bag, bedding it
QOVn carefully under sungl3§§es and Kleenéx. Then'she\buttoned
it ap aggin, but not quite éii\the uaf, and finally started her
self-conscious trek back to the car. : ,

.c. As she edged along the side of the schoolhouse she gathered .

her dress into a high bunch at the front to keep it free of the

e

r— 5
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timothy grass that had a pollen of mist on it. She shiveped a -

littlé“f;o. the grass's wetness making her think of pee,,not.rain._

She passed by the‘school's.side door. A faded red, it was dried-

out and hairy with age but this evening had a haze of mist on it.

- \) :
She shoved it open and cautiously stepped inside, glancing quickly

. to right and léft. The desks looked very small to her, very
small and obgdient,:all facing front. Evérything else had been
carted away;-blackaards;'globe; teacher's desk.’ Sh§ fiad been a
good student; the %}nﬁering fragrance of pencil shgvings reminded
her. But she had an un;;ctiing memory of ber§e1f back then,
having to take her turn standing at the front of the class EJ
recite "The Lord Is My Shepherd" in French. She remembered
standing with her head bowed—out ofishyness, not piety. She
recalled her childish feafof ﬁaking a mistake.’

She walked back to the door, stepped out agaih‘in:o the

3

rainy twilight.

When she climbed back into the car, she smiled up at Alec,

4+

.her ‘eyes anxious. "I went {nto the schoolhouse."

A

Alec said he'd. been thinking of going in to have a look too,
but -had decided not to get himself wet. "You got yourself wet,”
he said. "Your nose is wet:" He kissed the tip of -it..

“"Nothing left in there now but the desks."
¢

"No beds?" he asked her, .

&

‘The question made her feel as shy as she had felt as a child

-

* when she was the butt of some adult's daffectionate teasing.

_"No beds," she said.




/ ®,

22

Alec drew her head to his shoulder and sang with a Cockney
T ¥

accent inte‘her hair:

All we want is avroom somewhere
Far away from the cold night air...

1 4

Kathryn, looking up at him with nervous affection, pulled a
:ciggretce out of her packagé of Player's and asked in a small
voice, "Cotld you gi;e‘me~a light?" |

“Sure thing." And he got out a packet of ﬁatches and struck
. a light for her. But he held tﬁe flame far from heé, down between
his slightiy parted thighs, so that éhe‘had to lean in close against
him, and over and dowﬁ.kto get at it. One of her freed breasts
was squa;hed agaiﬁst him, just above his belt. She rested éné hdnd
high up on his closest thigh, breathing life inéo her cigarette, i
,Th;n feeling for'oncehin her 1ife totally grown-up, she huskily
whispered, "Oh God, I'm afraid.i'm starting to spill ashes on you."
' And Alec, his';oiée sounding as 1f he had just caught an
"-instant bad cold in the rain, answered, "Feel free. Govahead, spill
somg more.. Just don't set me dnxfire." ,
‘ Katﬁryn sat up and nervously bore down on her cigarette. Aiec
dived, for her left nipple, was‘starcing to su;k it through her
'-dress. :ﬁemembering the Ambush, Kathryn whispered "Wait," then laid °
her cigarette down in the aluminum drawer of the ashtray under the
dashboard. She whispered ;Wait” again, then, like a mother struggling
. with fastgnings in order to feed a ravenous child, unbuttoned her
dress,: et out a breaét. o

\ ‘As they began the little settlings and hitchiﬁgs of‘makiné

theméglves more comfortable, Kathryn experienéed a moment. of

pquerfulrdoubt. But Alec was already starting fo guck her exposed
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nipple and ugbﬁtton the rest of her dress. As he sucked and un-
bé;toned. she could feel her body éhanéing its mind for her.

.ghe could feel it making a claim for itself, wenting what it

wanted.” She rubbed her nose back and forth under his jasw while

he tried to work her shoulder free of her perfﬁmed dress. 'let's '
get into the back," he urged her hoarsely. "We can lie down , -

better there."

-

Kafhrzg gripped his hair tn her fists and rhythmigallx~massaged
his skull uith her thumba while he dipped down to kiss her—her
' o efelids, her nose. Trying to decide, she stared up at the top of
the gully 1hrough the fan\of cléared glass being made and re-made
_ by the windshield wipers. She could see ho; the wind was moving
like a whip through'the trees up there ‘and how all the trees were

nodding their heads as if in agreement.

. v ¢ ~ 1
.

o




"HOSPITALS AND NIGHT
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Toward morning they.would roll off the stretchers that were as

high and narrow asiironing boards 'on wheels and stumble into the
Scrub Room to scrub their arms and hands wigh bristle brushes and
cold emerald-green liquid soap. They would scrub until their arms
and hands‘were raw and freezing and tingling to their fingertips-~it
was odd; to have hands and arms that were awake,lalive.\whén legs and
eyes and'thoughts were still all half-asleep—then it was back to the
Operating)Rooﬁ to be goured and gloved for th ritual of setting up
the first of that night's strange Sanquet§. Rows of scissors, blades,
clamps. Sterile surgical cutlery laid out on dul% green tablecloths.
And when they had finished setting up every tabie, every room;'they
would make themselves coffee, using the Pyrex pot in the supervisors'
kitchen. If they wanted a glass of milk as well, or a glass of orange
juice, they could walk dovwn the hall to Blood Bank. fhere was always
& quart of milk‘and a bottle of orange juice there, in with the boétles

of blood. But usually they didn't. Coffee was the drink of hospitals

and night. They would carry it into 6ng of the stretcher rooms‘and
sit on old officq swivel chairs; their feet up on the bdlistered
window sill, and drink cup after cup of it, black. Then the sun Qould
rise and they would hear the kitchen help yelling out to ean other,

-far below them in the hospital courtyard, in Estonian and Italian and

Portugese. ) ‘ . e :
T ‘ ¢

. At the end of her night on duty in the OR, Ingéid Hessellund had‘

two days off and so she decided to skip sleeping and take a bus home.
Put in the nurses' residence there was a message for her: she was to

go over to Male Surgery to see Miss Killeen., She packed her night-

=
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gown and jeans in:a suitcase and got i;to a; skirt and blouse, I can't
_Hﬁﬁe done anything wrong, Qhe thought. An besides.»Killeenj;as her
friend. (The year before, when Killeen had still been a studeat, she'd
been the senior on a niggt duty they'd shared oé Female Surgery and
from wotking“yith her then Ingrid liked her a lot.) But it wasn't
true that ;he hadn't done wrong. She had. They both had. The only A
two nurses for forty patients, they had faked graphs on temperature
charts, skipped dressings,.lpft comatose patiénts unwaéhed.

Ingrid walked over to the hospital. A glassed-in catwalk joineq.'
it to the nurses' reéidence. but she walked below it, on pavement.
. She crossed to the ambulance breezeway and entered through the Emet-
gency wing; took the;serviée elevator up to theijeventh floor. When

the doors parted she saw Killeen, standing with her back to her, over

at the medicine cupboard, pouring pills into the kind of paper cups

cafeterias serve marmalade and Jam in. 1In spite of her fondness for
Killeen, in spite of the s&fc sumﬁef morning, she felt a surge of ) i
terror. Killeen turned around. "Oh, Hessie," she called out to her. |

"Did I scare you, ordering you over here like this? I'm éorry. but

they said you were coming off nights and I wanted to catch you Qefore

you took off." She came back to her desk. “I've got a little problem

«

N » ‘
here and I wondered if you could help me out."” '

. "What is 1£?"

“They brought in this sailor a couple of nights ago, from a boat .
.docked in the harbour. A Danish boat. He doesn't speak any English.

We know what's wrong with him because we've been in contact with the

rd

doctor out there. But this morning I suddenly remembered—you come

from a Danish family. I wondered if yoi'd go and talk to him a. little.”

!
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"I don't speak much Danish,” said Ingrid. All she knew were
- gsongs and jingles and silly ghings‘ Her parents had assimilatea
completely and spoke. perfect English.. They even made jokes about
the Danish laﬁguage. Said'it was not a language at all, but a dis-
eaQe of the throat. , Said it sounded like thz}baaing of sick sheep.
"Don't worry," said Killeen. "All we need is for you to say a
'few words to him in his native tongue, to cheer him up. And if you
could find out if he had any'prob%ems or complaints."
Ingrid walked down fhe hall and into the sailor's room. There
‘WEre three men in there, sitting cranked up in their beds, eating

their breakfasts in the briéht morning light.

"The Danfsh man?"
"Behind the curtain, Missﬁyj%A

She parted the curtains and let herself in. He was about

thirty-five, dark and taciturn-looking. She wished him good morning

in Danish. The dark face broke into a slight but hopeful smile. You,

1} -

speak Danish, he said to her in Danish., In Danish she answered rio.
Yes you do, he said. He thoughf it was some kind of game. So she
. decidea to make a joke of it, to show him that all she could do was
count to'ten, wish him a Merry Christmas, ask him how he felt

(but not understand too fulsome an answer), and bﬁénk him a.thousand
) timés for the lovely evening. She hoped he would laugh but he did
not. ?hen she remembered that the way to say 'good luck" in ﬂanish
was til lykke, but after'this she didn't dare to-say it to him; she.
just put her hand on his shoulder as a way of saying goodbye. But
it wasn't to be sq’éimple as that. He gripped her hand hard by the

wrist and guided it down from his shou?ﬂet. The moment she guessed

s T [

)
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where\they vere goihg, ﬁer hand started to resist, so that his
hand, feeligg the fight in hsrs, caused the flight down to his
’génitals to be Eorced and rapid. Held to holding her hand down
there, Ingrid stood motionless and with a bowed head. She silently
vowed: I will never tell this to anyone, ever, and right after her

silent vow the saiior released her.

Killeen was at her desk. "Were you able to communicate
with each other?"
. "I think' he's just lonely." It made hér feel wdnderfully
grown-ub, to reveal only this. .

"Oh well, there's not all that much wrong with him anyway.
We'll have him back on his boat in a couple of days."

‘"I don't really speak Danish at all," Ingrid said. "We’
neQer spoke it at home.." |

"Weil, it seems you did okay, at least you were able to

1

understand he was lonely. So thanks a million for coming
x

over."

The p;rsdn Ingrid sat next to on the New Sharon bus was a -
woman in her sixties. “Hef hands were covered with liver spots
and freckles and three  ¢f her fingers vere fitted out with

diamond. rings. She had a smoker's cough and an American accent.

sy

It turned out that she was a nurse too and had been born and
rdised in Canada, not far from the countryside they were at that

moment travelling through. ' She had trained i Halifax. As a

&9
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young won‘zaq she had moved to the States, had married there,
and had ended up in Florida, where she was now the owner of a
nursing home. "When I vas thirty-eight years old I was left
a widow. Thank God fo'g my traiping. I took a job in Tampa—
. private}xrsing’-/-;;«i I started to save my pemnies. Tenl years
‘Ia/t'e/z"/I ‘t\:ought the e.stablishmenr. I'm running now. I'm \fer);
succkssful, I['m.nbt: telling this to boast but 6n§ly to show
how it pays to.stick to your training.” She pinched Ing’rid:s
sleeve; as if she could read her mind. "Oh, honey!"‘sh'e cried,
her shrewd old Florida eyes on Ingrid's. "I can see you have
doubts!"

Ingrid confessed she'd been considering giving it up.

"Oh no!" the old nurse ;:ried., "Oh, don't do that!"

Don't ever do that.. Remember, :l;t:'; always something to E:‘.pall
back on." »

The odd thing was, the year before, she had been even
closer to leaving 'than she was now. She had sat in her parents'
cax; and cried and said', "I want to leav;e~ here, I want to leave
here ggg_." They hadvpersuadéd her to stay. until her third year.
'Then yt.:_u will have tried everything, they said-.’ You will have
been in the Case Room and the Operating Room and Emergenciv. If

* you still vant to leave then, after you've tried everything,
" then we won't argue with you. ]
When Ingrid g'ot.out of the bus in New Sharon, her hoarse

and freckled Florida friend touched her arm again and' said,

"Remember what I told you, honey,” and Ingrid told her she would.
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She made a good connection with the bus to Athens,  and had ;

_plenty of time to think about her life at the hospital on the
long trip there, The first birth; the first death; the first
post-mortem. The fi;st postfmortmm‘ﬁ;d been easy, coming
over a year after the first death. Six student nursés walked
over to the morgue together. On their way there they met
three interns. It was a hot afternoon and there was the smell
of tar in the ocean air. The morgue sat behind the hospital '
and looked like a garage; it was made of concrete blocks,
painteh white, and it Had a big garage—like door. The moment
they\got inside they saw the body, lying on a marble-topped
table. It was a woman, past middle-age, with faded orange‘.
_hair and, even in death, a look of authority about her;
Iﬂgrid imagingq that she had’q;ce been head of something— -
the purse'séction of a department store, say, or maybe a
‘business office. Maybe she had‘even been a nurse. She was
glad she vasn't young.

One of the 1ntern§ stretched, "Cooler in here, anyway,"
he said, and then the door opened and the chief pathologist
came in. He was a Scotsman and Jery small and quick, in a
clean white lab coat. "Good day," hé'shid in his Scots voice )

"and he strode to the table and at once picked up a scalpel
and made a loné vertical inc;sion. There was somethiné flam-
boyant about the way he did this, as if he wanted to give

" them all a bit of theater. His next move was to lay down

-
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the scalpel and pick up a pair of rubber gloves and draw them

T

on in the svWift, fastidious manner of a thief about to plunder
something small and precious. Then he parted (h"strenuous un-

fastidious shoving) the walls of the dead woman's filesh. To

)

Ingrid the valls were like curtains beiﬁg parted, curtains
thic:\:;\tﬂ!ck carpets, plﬁsh.with blood, and in order to‘ﬁeep
herself from fainting at both the parted curtains and at whaé
_ they were;revealing she made herself recall the defi;itfon of
anatomy that they'd be;n g;ven at ?he beginning-of Andtomy and
Physiology: . ’

Anatomy is the science which deals with the

structure of the bodies of men and ‘animals.

It is studied by the dissection of the bodies

of those who die in hospitals and other in-
, stitutions, unclaimed by relatives.

This Qoman had no one who cared for her then. .\
"Ladies and gentlemen," said the ?hief pathologist. J?Look
at the ledy's lungs." | B |
They all looked. They were very flecked with black, VA
lifetime resident of this city," the chief pathologist said,:
and thgy all nervously laughed. Then he started asking.peoplé

to show him things. Thé Falciform ligament. The seventh
. 4
costal cartilage. The interns did all the showing: they were

good at it. And after é while the pathologist fargot about the”
nurses -entirely and addréssed all his remarks to the interns.

He eiposed a small globe of flesh deep within the abdominal
cavity, "Which of_you good gentlemen knovs what this 1s?" he

“asked them. And he allowed his eyes to shine. He was sure, this time,

]
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he had them stumped. And in fact they seemed to be. But Ingrid
was not. At the time they had studied it she had been infatuated

- - . )
with one of the orderlies on Male Surgery, a dark solid boy'

f 9
named Douglas MacKinnon.

"The Pouch of Douglas?" she whispered.
The patholagfﬁi%have her a quick sha}p look.
"Dead right," he said.

As for‘;he first birth, when she saw her first birth she had a

sense she'd nevér had before of the connection betw;en tension and
bringing forth, and at the same time a feeling, however c¢ontradicted
it was by the'evepts“of eyer}day life, of being in good h&nds; ever}
death she wifnessed after that first birth was easier to take,
except for the deaths of a few children. But then she'd hated the
children's ward anywayy it had almost done her in. The sunniest

place in the whole hospital, skylit with a great dome ‘of frosted glass

and w%lled with glass bricks that gave it the architectural h%
serenitykof a giant city igioo, everything else about it was
désperate: the noise, the smell, the overcrowding-—-it was as noisy
and smelly as i z;o set up in a greenhouse but without thc blessing of

green plants. But the crazy thing was, the odd silent wards were no

better. Here a great many small children were in a state of
shock from having been separated from their parents and sat,
hardly moving, in pyjamas sporting pink lambs or pink poodles,

their eyes as un-seeing as black pdols. And in the chronic

wards there was a deceptive lightness--here the children

smiled and joked and knew all the routines and all the nurses’

PR




32 , éﬁ

;\"f’ﬁ if the bewitched

names; but they wer gg,nﬁiéé of all--it va
monstrous éhild)jg German fables had been given medical

i‘erify. Here were children who had got puffed up into

\ strangers overnight; their eyes turned into slits by the held-
in fluid; here were children with enormous circus heads; here
were children whose iegs and arms h;d grown-to different
ieaﬁtas. thére were medical names for all of it. Ingrid got
sick on the children's 3ard~—diarrhea. Sronchitis, high child-
style fevers--even though normally, like the othe?s.vshe was
iﬁmune to everything. The problem was, courage in very young
children was a frightening thing. So pure, so absolute, so
detached from the very experience that could give it meaning;
she knew they would give up life as easily and naturally as
they would take their medicine. '

And the children s’ ward wasn't all; there had been other
places as well; places where they hadn't just been overworked.
they'd been humiliated too--some of the older supervisors,

- especialdy, had taken pleasure in humiliating them. On certEEE/FM\\
night dut1es. where the supervisors coming on duty in the
" morning had made them stay late dg{ng things they said they'’ Q
left undone and tpreatened to take their free time away from
them until, in their exhaustion, it seemed these supervisorf
held their freedom and self-respect, even their whole lives; in e

their hands, Ingrid had gaven bp eating almost entirely, pre-

ferring to sleep instead. The new wing of the nurses' residence
. ’ ' con

v



,”hgr dressing table, looking for her watch. "Six o'clock,"

meaning for her; until she could figure out- where she ‘was working,'

. blend of ether, Dettol, coffee.’ She'd fish the food she'd brought

was under construction then and every morning before she went
off duty she'd fiil up her pockets witﬂ phencbarbitol pills,

to blot out the sound of ﬁhe jack-hammers. She couldn't open
her window either. Her best friend, Jé?n Cosman, would come up
to her room at suppertime and snap up the blind-and Speﬁ'the
window t6 show a part of the hospital's brick wall going.pinkly
light from the lasﬁ oﬁ the sun. Or was ig the sunrise? Rising
out of a drugged éieep} it waé scary not to know which. "What

time is 1t?" Ingrid would moan, and she'd scrabble around on

Joan would say. But the words "six o clock" wouldn't have any

\ ‘ - ‘n’

where she was supposed to be, she couldn't figure them out.

Smelling of the day's smells, Joan would plunk 80 heavily
down on the bed it would bob like a boat on rough waters. She ' ] .;

was working in the Case Room then, there was the sweet-sick

Ingrid out of a paper bag; peanut butter sandwiches she'g\Fade up

hﬁ;?elf in thetnurses"kiﬁchen; baranas and codkies left err from

supper in the cafeteria.

Eat, Hessie, she would say. ' oy

I'm not hungry.
You've got to eat. - ‘ )
" Maybe they'll notice how thin I'm getting.and give me time B - . :
~ a' P . * 1

off to rest 'up.
Do you think they give a good goddamh?

4
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They make us weigh ourselves every month, don’t they?

You're a dreamer., Eat.

Ingrid knew she was slated to go back on duty in the OR
as soon as she got bdck to the hospital; she’ knew she'd be put
in with Tiny Baxter, the holy terror of the OR; she was the

only one in her class who hadn't worked with him. Maybe I

- should just leave now, she ttyought I've. trie% everything but

Emergency. I've seen it all now, and at that moment the May

River delta came into view, far below them, down to the left -

of the highway. Elm trees grew on lush t,rac.t':s of grass that

« stretched, in the way she remembered, out into the r, but

in the still Augus\t morning it all looked majestically alter-

ed; in the hazy pre-nooﬁ air it had turned bridal, sensual,

. oriental. It made her know what she waqted: she wanted to

have a baby. This was what she had liked best at the ho;pital,

—-birth and babies. In fact, the first birth had marked the

" beginning of a kind of Golden Age. She'd moved from the Case

Room to the' Maternity Ward and from there to the Nursery and °

" had felt happy/ all the time, especially in the Nur.;ery.

giving the babies their baths in the generous big-blocked
light of vwindy sunlit mornings that seemed always on the
promising edge of spring; or sitting wit:h three or- four other

students in the little windowless feeding room at night,
f;ding the babies their night bo_t:tleg in a world so c‘om—
fortably cut off from :the rest o:". the ho\sﬁital that they
might- have been under the ocean or out in space, |

-

®
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Through the starboard windows of the bus she could see the

far-off green and yellow meadows of the most easterlyftip of Kings-

mere Island. She knew the east end ‘of chat: 1sland from a camping
trip she'd taken. there with her parents and brother and sister
years ago. She could even see the old rfield they'd pitch;zd théir
ten‘t in—a wedge of green héld in the lqng Y of what looked like
two dark green hedges bt;t'which up close was.really avVv .of majes\;ic'
old oak and beech trees. She could recall pulling away from the
island at last, in their overloaded rowboat, and then half:t:urn:i,ng
to glance back—el;he morning sun and .wind in their e;es like.a
message of ~good' health, the cupped cluck and squeal; of the ocars
just before they ‘were held “in a waiting V of dripping white wooden
bla&es, in the pause to look ‘back.

This was the summer her mother had decided she wantéd her
cﬁildren to call‘her Klara. At first this had brought out a lot
of bratty behaviour in them but'after a week or two it had seemed
normal, Their father they had'decided to call Pup—short for Papa.
It had begun as a joke and Pup had answered woof woof when th;y
hailed him and when they were walking th;oﬁgh the woods he would

now and then hitch a leg up by a bush or small sprucé tree, to

this——they still all called him Pup or Puppie. And Klara they still

all called\l(lara. They'd, had their real pup, Digger, along with,

: / t)&em as well\ The whole time they were on the island Digger's hind -
" quarterg were matted with dried mud and" straw, and {its of straw

-and pendants of dried mud had. swung from the dirty “stained yhite

.

wool fleece of his coat,
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The mildew in that horrible tent! The mildew in their sodden

. strav mattresses, It wasmlmost pleasant to look back at it all— -

it waé awful but it was also so far back in the past, Terrible rain-

storms the whole two weeks they were'there; Sicknésses‘too——colds, e .
boils, sore throats, styes. She gog a stye. Pup got a boil on E )
the back of his neck. The old man who owned the field they'd

pitched up their tent in was named-—what? A name close to the name’

of the island. Kingsclear? Kingsqueer?  No, something more ordinary. '?
Kingston? .Yes, Mr. Kingston. Mr. Kinkston, the seli-appointed ' ]

y ‘~\ k
local historian. Klara was crazy abgut%him. She was crazy about . | '

4

the history of this whole area in general, It was only personal

+

family history she didn't want to know about. It's wrong ﬁ;

to talk about che past, she would say when one of them would be

so foolish as to bring up some old grievance. Mr. Ky.gston would o K
invite Pup and Klara to his place after dark and Ingrid and her
brother Arnie and their little sister Tina wouyld be left to their
owé devices down in the tent. A lot of giggly talk about sex
and trying to scare each other;with stories about graves in the
woodg just behind the grove éf poplars where they peeé; Arnie'

pretending to be the Green Hornet, The tent the colour of the

pumpkin~£illiﬂ§\in\a pdmpkin pie and spotted as an old pear with

~

mildew. Digger's black ﬂogffreckles looking like mildew too. ALl the

"tent smells: - sardines, straw, Jergen's. Lotion, [Ozonol. Digger

smelling a little skunky and also of Jergen's Lotipn because that 8
what Klara had rubbed his belly with after she'd shampooed his

skunky fleece out in the river. - AQPad thunderstorm :and Tina-d;?iag

. 1




37

because the flashing and fearful cracks across the back of the sky

scared her.. Pup and Klara still up &t Mr. Kingston's. Arnie saying -

that if they started down to the tent and on their way got struck

by.lightping they would disappear in a blue flash of phosphorescence. .

The lightning gradually getting weaker, like a giﬁnt walking away ‘

from them through the woods and lackédaisically swingiﬁg his giant's .

flashlight so that it flicked on and. off in the trees. Then the
giant chgnginﬁ his mind and lashing back at [them again, t}}rashing
through the windy swish and crack of the forest, brighter and fiercer
than ever. Then a smaller, more human-sized flashlight, bobbing
-hurriedly down toward tht‘:m in the dark. "ilobberq!'f -Arnie had hissed
and Ingrid and Tina had whimpered_ and, hooded their sheets up over
their heads and played dead ‘a].though the'y‘knew it was really the
drenched Klara and Pup, sccompanied by the old drenched historian,
coﬁing down to tell them it was only a bad storm and they were not
to be frightened. |

Trying to be friendly, old MrT K{n \t:o.n squatteci down be§1de~

their straw pallets and told them tales of the storms of his youth.
IFarmhands struck down and turned into idiots by lightning. Horses
t:urped into gall;)p:lng mad beasts and even.driven insane. Babies
bo:;x; in fierce blizzards, in sle;gha, on the frozen river. Parém:s
skating off to the city <o buy Christmas gifts for their lict;le
children and‘never being heard from or seen by human eyes aﬁain.

The old man looked ghoulish, crouched on the straw-strewn hard

dirt floor of the tent in the fiashlight's sinister, churchy light.

He stank as well--his shoes of manure, his shirt-front of cooked

~)
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umttoh, his .-pants as if he had pee/d in them (but years. ago), his

pockets of raisins but with a cool burning breath in the smell, - ~

. like peppermints. Also of old damp mattress and raincoat smells

that were close ta the tent's overpowering\aicgau}of mildewef:l canvas - .
and straw. "Those were’ the days," he cackled, and his laughter
sounded broken and spooky. Pup a;ld’ Klara looked'a little agarmed--
they did not approve of adults telling frightening st:ories to ‘
children. Possibly it was to distract him from more tall tales ‘
that Klara crouched down beside Ingrid and smoor.h'ed her hair back
from her forehead as if she had a fever—Ingrid wanted to twist C
avay and viciously cry out _I@_—-ahd said to the old man, "This poor b
little lady has got herself a bad stye." Old Mr. Kingston made a ~ .
Joke -about that—-pretended he thought Klara meant a sty for ‘thex ’
pigs. ) "So. you've gof’ yourself a sty there, t;éve you, young lady?
So you're living with the pigs?" |

A moment of terrible‘\embarassment followed. ' The night before,
Klara, singing Mr.. Kinmton s ptaises while she ladled out hot

_brown beans for their supper around the campfire, had tempered er

praise with a judgement. "But it's a crying shame the way he lives. v

'That kitchen is a sty. He lets the chickens in there. He probably

even lets in the pigs."
With Mr. Kingston now crouched down among them, they felt wary
and ashamed. Was it possible he'd been lurking nearby, eavesdropping

in the popllars? It was possible. But then again, maybe not. Maybe

" not necessary for him to eavesgl‘rOp; it yas said he had second-sight.

It was said that if he had a vision of you riding in ‘a stage
(

———
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. coach and dreeeed to the hilt in old-fashioned clothes it meant
you would die Before sundown. They had all watched him divining
fer wvater, He haeilet them all have a try with bis divining rod

but only Pup was able to do it. }

Like a surgeoh, Mr. Kingston held out his hand for Pup‘s

flashlight and then shone it into Ingrid ] swolleu pink eye.

" In the tent-pole mirror before bedtime it had looked 1ike the pink

<k

swell of skin protecting the nostril of a person with a bad cold.
. R

"The old man's pale blue eyes were more ancient and watery than ever

in that unearthly light. Diagnostic, ruined afraid of nothing.

‘In his broken voice, but st111 peering - with clinicaltisFrceness into
the eye, he said to Klara, "Are you vearing a wedding ring, Missus?"
Klara slipped off her gold wedding band and.placed it on his

ﬁalm. ” | |

"This is what we recommend for the stye," said the old his~ ‘ s j
torian. "We rub the eye with.this ring and in the morning:the . fw— j -
patient will be cured." , : i

But Ingrid flounced avay from him, crying. "I don't ;ant a
wedding ring rubbed on my eye, I don't, }Idon t'", and itqeqded

wvith Mr, Kingston going off looking a little bewildered, and 4

‘\\Egara'telling Ingrid that she was ashamed of her. ‘ J
| "But I don't 1ike him." : ' //}/;4/
~ "Nonsense, dagiing. of course you like him. He's a fascinating '

eld local character.".

"He stinks.”

"No need to be tude ow."

- .

_In the deep of the night a whispered argument between Pup and /// )

. .4'
N |
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Xlara. More about a sty, and pigs too. Pup saying "But you can't

use the child as a guinea pig" and Klara saying the child was spoilea.
Pup saying, "I suggest we ‘leave here tomorrow morning. We're all
getting sick anyway. If we aren't all sick already."

-

"I'm not sick." .
PR g .
"No, no, of cOurse not, but the children are. Arnie's got his

sore throat, Tina coughs half the night, Ingrid‘ﬁas her stye."

- .Klara saying she'd told Mr. Kingston they'd be staying for the

veekend 50 they could go with him to the Kirkmeyer tair. "If we

leave tomorrow we'll hurt his feelings."
Pup saying something about boil. Makes my blood boil?

There's also'my boil? Whatever it was, he gof his wéy. because in

-the morning they did break camp, doﬁsg the fire (the sun had come

out brilliantly while they were taking down the tent before break-

fast and vith it a big vin& that billowed and thudded at its

canvas, making them feel like they were already out on the

water) and then, shivering in their thin shorts and dew-dampened san-
%als. they'd shoved the boat, by now loaded up like an gxplorér's
tobdggan,‘down the sand that was the same cooqu pumpkin colour as
their'tent, until the dory's nose was out in‘the powerful slow
swing of th; icy green water.

K;Qra, ﬁiving the boat its final shove from the,éhore-bare-
foot, sandals stuck into her raincoat pockets--lost her balance

and slipped on the slimey stones near the shore, dipping a corner

of her grey poplin raincoat into the river., Then she'd lunged
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.clouds down over Cape Duncrannon. Thumbprints of shadow, thumbprints
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aboard, making the boat dip and wallow. As she'd made her way out

to the prow-—supporting herself with a brief but heavy. plunge on

each éhild's shoulder—Ingrid, with fastidious swiftness, had jerked \

her knees away from the creepy cold greeting of the raincoat's dunked‘ ’ Qaf[
triéngle.

On the far shore there'd been the movement of fleets of small

of light. And then, with a racing speed for its size, an immense dark
cloud moving down over the whole massive treed hluff so that all of the
‘Cape and even the coasxal parc of the river was suddenly steeped in
day-dark. And right on the heels of this shadow, the sun. Moving’
down with cioudspeed. hellbent for the river, bringing its melancholy .

bounty of light.

Everything had changéd‘so,'since then. Tina grown from little
sister to sophisticated woman (when did this happen?); Klara and
Tina thick as thieves; Digger dead. Probably by now even old Mr.
Kingston was dead.

gston was dea Y,
But although Tina was now thé sophisticated lady she was also

the one who lived a young life--going to college in the town of

Stettler, starring in .plays put on by the Stettler Drama Guild, full

of stories about her life away from home. One night last winter a

gang of her friends from the Drama Guild had come to call on her at

hef.dorm while she was washing her hair in the wvomen's showers.

She had come out to greet them wrapped in a short white te;iy‘rohe,

-




¢ 42

a white towel turbaning her wet hair, gnd in no time at all they ‘
had talked her into driving out to the Stettler airport with thed,
jugt’as she was, to meet a friend of theirs who was f'l'yin‘g in from
Boston for the weekend. Out at the airport one of the men in the
group had wrapped Tina up in a car blanket anﬁ then carried her,
bride-style, across the dark snow-swept tarmac to the terminal. )
Ix;side. he had set her down and unwrapped her and she had fished

a pair of dark glasses out of her shoulder bag and then proceeded
to parade barefoot-—nothing at all on under her terry r'obe-’—up

and down the little airport, her phalanx of admirers jostling

-around her. Ingrid could not try to picture this scene without

feeling an enyy so intense it made her almost ill. Yet at the same
time she was fascinated-—by both Klara and Tina—and actually

enjoyed thinking of them at home, busy with.their exciting,

irresponsible non-hospital lives. And now that Ingrid's and Tina's

*.Danish cousin Kamille was visiting the fami}ly, the duo of Klara and
Tina had become a trio, with Kamille being towed along as the silent
partnér—to evenfﬁfi:etings of the Ladies' Morning Musical (EIub in
Port.Charl‘ot:‘te; 'to university parties h;ald by the Drama Guild people
in StettlerQbr'ing‘ing her shyness and her scrubbed Danish glow to
the late-night campus and club s;lbpers 'of cold cuts and Brie and
Aigerian wine. a
Kamille was helf»ing out with the housework and' with the music

' camp that Klara ran in the early summers. Pup gnd Klara héd

invited her out from Copenhagen—they had sponsored her and paid her
a small salary—but after she'd been in Canada for a year she

Manned to leave for the States., She was twenty-two and came from

‘ Klara'}s side of the family. She ‘alvays dressed in black. Black

pants, black T-shirts, bﬂlack aprons; black umbrella. "Elegant,"‘

*
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people said. "You can certainly tel] she doesn't come from

" This was & comi:l:lment. a supreme one. Kamille

around here.
vas the most practical person her Canadian relatives had
ever sgen--she had sewn all her own black clothes with the ex-
ception of the umbrella, she could make men's jackets and
coats, she couid even upholster chairs and sofas.

When Ingrid gof out of the bus on Burton Street and
started walking up the hill toward; her house, she could
see Kamille in the distance\ , up on the front steps in her black
clothes, shelling or peeling something. She looked classic,
forebodingly righé. against the grand white backdrop of “~
Pup and Klara's Greek Revival house. ?up qn& Klara had
bought the Athens ]alace after she started her training.
When they got it it was a hovel, but a hovel with grandeur--all
partitioned and warped and cracked inside, but with a good ’
" foundation and @ bea\;tifu_lly proportioned shell. They spent
‘several thous'and‘t_iollars fixing it up. They asked Ingrid .
if it would be ckay.if they took the two thousand dollars, they'd

kept in a fund for her education and used it for renovations

for the house. "Klara figured you wouldn't be needing it since
you won't be going to college,” Pup said. This vas true. She
approached the point where the driveway split, éweeping up on

either side of “a great heart of greén grass.




"Hello, Ingrid," called Kamille. "We are having a party

tonight! Tina has gone off to the liqiior store. She has with
‘hert two missionaries." ‘

Ingrid sat down a;x the steps be:;i'de her cousin. "Are
t-l;e\re still missionaries in these parts?"

"These boys are Mormons," said Kamille. She spoke an

emphatic British English. -"They come from America." Her voice -

sounded very tender when she said America.
[}"(gx should call it the States, Kamille."
"The St:ates.". Kamtlle said, tender ‘again; "Utah.
Wyo.ming.“ ‘ . |
"Wyominé.“ Ingrid said. I read a book about Wyoming .
when I was little. My Friend Flicka. About a horse." She
would have to reﬁemt;er to Ask the Wyomi.ng M rn:on 1f he’ knew
" Cheyenne, | g% | |
Tina came back with the boys and the liquor. Getting.
out of the car she looked very gvelte: slim white skirt;
\sleeveless ray'on blouse. She had done her pale hair up into
a chignonjand stuck ivory chopsticks into it. She brou'gérj
the two Mormons—two lanky Americafis with mouse-coloured crew-
-cuts and, attired in formal dark blue suits——over to the front

of the house to introduce them to Ingrid. Ingrid hoped she

/
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wouldn't introduce her as her little sister, as she sometimes
did.  The terrible part about this was that whenever she did
it people always believed her. 1Bqt‘she didn't. She just

said, "My sister, the nurse. Ingrid, this is Elder Rodale.

£nd this is Elder Clayton."

The lanky elders both shook hands with Ingrid. v

"Sometimes also known as Al and Gary," Tina said. "I'm .
trying- to talk them into staying for the party tonight. I've

' even promised them apple juice instead of bunch in their paper *

cups. And they have to promise not to try to convert people.”

She smiled. They both smiled back at her although the one

R

" called Al looked a little uneasy. But Gary gave Tina a serious

look. "We know how to behave," he said.

"Help me take this stuff inside,” Tina said to him then,

and they went' into the house together. Al stood on the

porch a moment, léoking~unhappy. then-—devout enough to spy

on his friend—followed them in. | h S :
"God, . that Gary guy really seems to I;ke Tina." |
"I guess so," said Kamille. "The trouble is, Tin; has 4 . | .

invited an older man to this party. Someone she really likes. -

i’Norwpdién. She met him somewhere at someone's house. He's
twenty~seven."

“What's his name?"

"Karl something."
"Oh him," Ingrid said, in the despairing voice people will

sometimes use for someone they covet.,K "I thoqght that's who
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it would be." And she told Kamille everything she knew about
N . .
this Karl. How he had come to Canada right after the war and
learned English in no time at all. How he had dqne so brilliant-

\

ly in high school and on the junior matricul tion\l'exams that

the Port Charlotte Herald had written a speclal ed torial about
hinm, How his father was a veterinarian and had onie saved the
life of their late d;g Digger. Hov;\the first time Digger was -
almost dying. she and Klara had driven him all the way to the
vet's place and how, going back home in‘the car, she'd said

to her mother, "That's the man I'm go\ing to rry."
. |

"Tina is very nervous," said Kamille, \ £

°

\

At supper that nigh;: Tina put all her eneréyl into telling
funny stories to Gary. Al gontinued to quk unhnppy. Ingrid
.~ asked him if he was the one who c:ame from Wyominé. He said
he was. She asked him if he'd read My Friend.Flicka and he
said he had. She told him she'd read it when she nzas young,
that she'd thought it was a very,beautiful book. Al esked

her if she'd.read The Book of Mormon. She said no. "The

Book of Mormon is a very beautiful book too," he saild. "It's
an even more beautiful book than My Friend Flicka." | They all
. -laughed. Except Kamil/le. She was banging 1lids on counters

and slapping plates on the table. She said to the Mormons,

"These girls! They are not very domestic." This wvas true
but it hadn't always been that way. At fourteen, fifteen,
sixteen, Ingrid had worked as a cook in hen mother's music

canp, cooking meals for the campers. She'd made pails of

1y
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puddings and basins of macaroni salad anﬁjugs of custard

7 ?

sauce t:t.'\u pour over Lemon Snow. In her spnré time she redd’ f

Fanny Farmer's Boston Coolc}gg School Cookbook. On Sundays

’l

she rﬁade Maryland Chicken and in th;'middle of the week she made
someothing the mother of one ojf her campers had taught her
to do: ham and pineapple slices fried together, then simmered . : h :
in Coca Cola. In the winters it was the same but then she o E
would cook in smaller quantities. She would come home from |
; -school right after the last class and concoct pies, soufflés,
casseroles, layer—cakes, cookies. But then she went {nto training
" in Port Charlotte and learned \fhat real work va‘s. Real work

wasn't anything like cooking for thirty chiliren, real work was

' something that mad;: you too tired to read, or even eat. They {
usually did have some time off in the midd}e of the day though,
but only if they weren't too far behind in their work, and even

then it was tied in with lunch hour or a class they had to go to. &m

These classes were presided over by the doctors in a classroom in
" the basement of the nurses/; residence. One of thes¢ doctors, in
8 class on obstetrics and gynecology, had distinguished himself

by defining menstruation as "the weeping .of the disappointed

uterus." They had a lot of fun with that afterwards. They would
go around saying to each other, "1s your ute;us' disappointed? Has

it wept yet?" Or they\would say, "Well, my dears, my uterus o

may bo disappointed

t I sure as hell am nb‘f. After she'd
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cooking-;had lost interest, in fact, in hny work she did not
strictly have to do. ‘She would coﬁe home on days off an&'sit' e
and smoke ;r stare into space. Sometimes she would go out

for waiks, interfupted.by frequent stéps_so she could

lie down in the grass and rest. .Sometimes,‘even long pé;t

the season for it, she woulqbgo haﬁp to the river and languidly
_swim. “Sometimes she wou}d}haul'gk old mattress out of the shed
(this would be at their old plaée, out at Gully Bay) and drag it
over to tﬁe apple orchard and.lie there and watch the yellow
X’Ieaves qelicately‘detachAthemselves from the trees to sail to the
grass all around her ma;gress.» And she couldn't15e on any
mattfess iéng—-either indoors or out in Ehg.orchardh-bgfore she
would ‘fall aq&sep.

Tina was’§escribing:lngrid to Gary. ,"Inérid is a sweet
person,” she said, A thoughtfulnpefson. Always kind to
f;yeryone." There was something about this that made Ingrid

: uﬁeasy but she wasn't sure what it was. After they'd done
up the dishes she went into Tina's room: "Wh#t are you vear-
' ing tonight?" she dgked her. - ' . ) ‘“\Q

s

Tina'liftéd her red taffeta dress out of her closet and
, laid it down on her bed. A dress Ingrid liked, but it was

_ too gight for her across the. breasts.
U »
"Can I wear the green one, then?"
—

Tina took the green dreéss out ﬁng,laid it down on?Eﬁg'bed

" beside the red one. qurid coveted the green dress; it was al-

/
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most exaétly the coiour of the gowns they used in the OR, but
a’'little softer, embossed with little flowers that were also )
gree; but slightly lighter, almost silver. She held it up

ta herself in front of the mirror. It was a colour that went
well with tanned skin.

‘ "On second thought," said Tina, drawing the green dress

~ away from Ingrid, "I think I'll wear this one myself."

"What'll I wear then?"

. "Botrow something from Klara."

Ingrid went 1nto\their mother's dressing room. Everything
in there was in zippered bags. Rich formal things; for winter
and recitals. She lifted'out a pleated black cocktail dress
and pulled it on. Black went well ;iqh tanned skin. She
gearched the shoe-bags and found a pair of gold sandals. She
strapped them on and went over to her mother's dressing table

in them. She unstoppered her perfumes and sniffed them. She

dabbed Tigress on her wrists and Fleurs des Rocailles between her

breasts. She:fe;t uneagsy with Klaré, but not with Klara's
4 B ' .
clothes. Klara never minded lending her daughters things;

she had more clothes than either of them; not just élotﬁgé'

"for concert tours but young élothes-plaid dresses, square

dance skirts. Sometimes she would even give Ingrid and Ti@a

clothes, things she'd simﬁly got tired of wearing. There was

" a certain innocence about their mother--she was in so many

ways innocent of the dull and thankless rgspbnsﬁbilﬁtiee of

. * ¢ .
" parenthood; when they were liﬁile children and she embraced

them, her embraces were elmost never to celebrate them, her

lv
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children, thef vere rather entreaties to her children to en-
‘dorse some fine quality in herself. She used to hug them and
say, "Do you know ?ov lucky you are to have a mother who
doesn't smeli? 1 never smell, do you realize that? I always
smell sweet." They‘would.wriggle away from her as soon as
seemed decent. Or at least Ingrid would; she reaMy could not
bear it, being caught in a hug and forced to admit thinés;

Downstairs the doorbell rang‘apd Ingrid ran down t&
answer it. A lpt éf peopie she @idn't know were ;tanding
there, a shy éroup. wonderingAwho she was.“ N

"Come in," she urged them. "I'll call Tina."

Tina camg'dowﬁ then, and Kamille and che‘Mo;mons came

down behind her.

e s

Next came the. parents. They had two friends ;1th them,
Dorie and Kay, two older women who had been friends of the '
family for years and who worked as photographgrs in Port Fair-
weather. Kay, the more delicate one, did the indoo; work—
portrait, wedding; Dorie did scenic and industrial. When Ingrid
was fourteen, Dogie had a meal with them once, without Kay, and .
jugt before she was due to leave she came out Eg the kitchen
vhere Ingfid was alone, vashing the dishés, set her knapsack
down on a chair, took Ingrid into her arg; and for a moment held
her hard against her. Then she hitched the. strap of her
knapsack up ;ver a shgulder and, in her blunt-toed men's work-

boots, took off. Ingrid had stood watching her after this, through

. the kitchen window, saying goodbye to her’pprentg;‘ahe'd gazed

-
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lovingly at the lean body in jeans and canvas boy's wind-
breaker, and atithe long curly brown hair'starting to go
grey, and she'd thought, I hope I someday meet a man as nice

as Dorie. But now, at twenty, she was made ﬁneasy by the

o~

. memory of that dry but not unwarm breastless embrace, and

by the memory of her own naiveté and tender feelings as

well, and as a consequence of these memories felthirritated

‘ bf the sight of Dorie—by the sight of both of them, really,

Dorie and Kay, who were by now sitting together on the down-

at-the-heel old sofa, locked in their old sad love affair,

'all mohaired and sad and silvery, like two f;né and faithful

old family dogs, pathetically waiting for Kamille to come and

bring them a drink. And how was it possible for two people
to look so placid and at the same time so hunted? To punish

heréelf for her thoughts about them she went and got their
drinks her;elf. n

Pup walked through the party like a man who's given'himself, on
pain of~death. orderé nyt to flee, Ingrid felt affeciion for him~-
for Qis fine grey eyes, his Népdleon forehead, his shyness. He was
very dark for a Dane--had olive skin and dr; dark hair that was mis-
matched to his moustachg which was stained yellow under the nostrils
from years of clear salt} discharge from his sinuses. He ﬂhde his way
awkwardly amoné the pd;ty guests and then‘beét a retreat to the kitchen,
but klara, looking very pretty'in a red dirndl skirt and a whifen
embroidered white 5loyse with a ‘white cardigan caped over it, walked
about gréeting people. And as she ?reeted she sparkled. But there
was,somekhing strict and tigh£ in her sparkle.. She said to Ingrid,

"I met your old friend Ian Carmichael and told him to come join in the

Ry




fun." *« - / L
Ingrid Qtarediat her mother. "We don't even see
each other any more."
" But Klara was already éaziée\acrcrs ége room_at-é
group of pecple she wanted to say hello to. She said, "It
doesn't matter. Therei}i be p}enty of other people for him _
; to talk to."
‘ Hearing that Ian'Carmichaelnw s copfing, Ingrid thought
with alarm of his British shyness. His shyness and her sgy-
. ness had together added up to two such exp}osive shynesses
that when she was with ﬁim she sometimes feared thg silent
. high whine of tension would kill them both. Tina and Kamille
had laugﬁed-at‘him, and Tina had said, "How.can you go out
with someone like that? He's so falsely whimsical. And he
has B.0." And one of the girls at the nurses' residence had
lgighed at him too, after she'd seen him coming to fetch
Ingrid one rainy green spring e;ening. wearing a b%ack suit
! B ’ Qnd flapping black raincogt and carrying a high-hoisted black
- umbrella. "Is your boyfriend a pr%est or an absent-minded
professor or what?" was)the question she had pretended to want.
the answer to. "Anyways, I'll say this much for‘the two oﬁ

you~—you suit each other."

_flow like Klara not to listen, thought Ingrid bitterly, and
for a few moheg;s\she was gripped by her‘old intense dislike'fo;
her mother. - When she was a kid Klara used to get er to read
aloud to hér,'was forever calling out to her (froﬁ her batH,

. from her bed), "Darling!’ Cohe“and read to me!" She remembered

1
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how she had felt: both honoured and 19ter£eréd with. But

of course as she hgd got older, less ;nd less hon&ured.«more '
and more interfered with., Still, it had taken her some time
‘Fo discover how intensely Klara desired attention. Even when
she had been, technically speaking, "audience," she had re-
nounted’the rdle; in her bath and as she slept, always and

everywhere, she was center-stage. So it must have been only
A\ - « .

the act that mattered. Being read to. The wofds had

been mere background music to the performance of Klara “listen-

ing." 1Ingrid was sure she hadn't heard more than a‘kéy

phrase or two a page, the words seemed to have washed over

—

her like ocean water and yith that kind of attention-span her
. tastes had naturally been catholic——Gogol,»A.J. Cronin, it was all
the same to her... |
Ian(Carmichael arriveg then, spéak of the devil, but was
such a wounded-eyed devil--tonight in a hai}y dark brpwn tweed

jacket and with an unhappy hand thrust into the pocket of a-

' pair of new-looking flannels--that Ingrid couldn't bear to

[

look at him, and so the next time the doorbell rang and Tina
' ran for it, Ingrid; in order to have something to do, ran for
ft too. - )
- Karl, the Norwegian, stoo& on the doorstep. He was Ingrid's

height with hair that was a faded kinky orange. His v-shaped smile

" and light mocking eyes gave the impression of being more in cahoots
with each other than most people's eyes and smiles did. H;tiowed,
and there was an air of parody (of them? of himself?) in his bow.

.%ina. with a surprising tremor in her voice, said, "This is my sister

‘Ingrid, the nurse, I don't think yau've met?" and he stared at  Imgrid

as if to say, Definitely kot-t—l'd remember if we had.
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Karl asked Ingrid for the first dance. After this, he

went off to look for Tina. Theﬁ one of the officers from the

) nearby army camp asked her to‘joinuin'a Virginié Reel. Next

- the boy who delivered the family's eggs from a farm in New

éharon asked her. %hen'Karl again, then the officer from the
camp, She was hardly ever not dancing. She didq't know how

to account for this. She didn't know if it was her mother's
sexy, low-cut black cocktail drgss or if.it was the fact that
she hadn't élept for a night, a day, plus half of another night
and so carried 5 fast girl's Jonging forfbed‘in her eyes.

Would it e;er happen again? . Had she undergone a pérsonality ‘

change and was she now a bitch?.ﬁgpe thought was not as un-

-dppealing as she felt it oﬁghf‘to have been” But although it

was true she felt attracted to Karl, she felt even more attracted
to the officer from the aré}_cgmp who she'd danced with the

most. SQe even, from a distance, was feeling attracted to Ian;

| he waé looking so manly and lonely, huddled by himself into a

corner and darkly nursing a drink. ‘In fact, popularity had

ﬁade her feel grown-up and fond toward the whole world. She even
felt tender toyard Gary, who she overﬁeard saying seriously, but - .
with-quiet missionary triumph, to a‘girl‘with too~lipsticked lips,
"It's not our name, it's a form oLf'adglress. You see, we are

Mormon missionaries...”" She thought, 36 this is what it's like to
be in demand. And she was able to understand for the first time how

popular girls could get to be so kind, so good-natured.. Why not,

-after all? The world made way for you.

]
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After the party, Ingrid stepped out of her clothes, fell

, into bed, immediately fell into sleep. But all night she kept

"dreaming that she had insomnia, that she had to get up.early

to work a middle-of-the-night shift at the hospital. Ghe had

no alarm clock. Her bedroom was in a little room off the

- Emergency wing. At one point, Ian Cérmichael, wearing a flapping

white doctor's coat, hurried by her. But not so fast she couldn't
see the betrayed look he cast down upon her. But then he said

something odd to someone nearby: "This room smells I%zg,magazines.q

The next morning while Tina and Ingrid were still in their bed-

[

room, combing out their hair before: breakfast, Tina said to
Ingrid, "Do you know what Gary said 1&st night, abput ybu?"
"You mean Gary the Mormon?" |
~~ ™ou don't have to keep calling him Gary the Mormon like
tﬂ;t.“
"I'm sorry. Wh;t did he say?'i
"Hé said, 'Do you still think Ingrid is a'sweet pérson and
a thoughtful person and kind.co everyone now?'" :

Ingrid didn't dare to meet Tina's eyes in the mirror. She

busieq herself with sliding her comb and brush away in a drawer,’

and then with rubbing scented cream on the pulse parts of her wrists.

Behind her she could hear Tina say in a voice low with know-
ledge a@d bitterness, "I knew right away he was falling in love‘

with you. Right when you met each other at the door. He had

i
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Everyone was at the table when Tina and Ingrid came out to

the kitchen. All the people who'd stayed the night--Karl;

Gary and Al; Dorie and Kay. Karl fetched a chair for Ingrid and

fitted it in beside his own. A picnic was being planned.
They were all supposed to drive dgwn to Booth River Cove in
Dorie's car. Kamille]had already made the sandwiches.

Gary and Al said they'd have to stay in town, calling ;n
people. Kay said she had a headache. This was the excuse Ingrid
had planned to use and so she said, "That's funny, I have a
headache too," and éveryone laughéa. Karl leaned over and
whispered, "But you're coming anyway, aren't:you?" Shé
whispered, "No." "A few minutes later Klara excused herself
from the table and a moment after this she called down to
Ingrid from her room. ‘ ‘ |

When Ingrid got up there Klara was in the little bath-
room ad joining her bedroom, running a glass of yater. She
shook two aspirins out of a bottle and handed them and the
drink to Ingrid. "Tina has had lots of boyfriends,f she
said. The terrible corollary to this hung unspoken between
them. "Take these," she said. Ingrid took them. Why not?
She wanted to go. She wanted to be ordered to go.

Tina came into tﬁe room then and closed the door tightiy
behind her. l"Tt'a not fair if Ingrid comes,” she said.

"Tina, dariing." Klara cried tenderly to her. '"Don't

take this too hard! You've had lots of bdyfriends, and

you'll have many‘more." She threw her an imploring look.-
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"But facts_ére facts, dailing. Karl seems to care for Ingrid."
Tina started to cry. And because Tina had aiways been their
mother's little dariing, Ingrid stood rubbing the flat of her
hand along the warm windowsill, amazed and uneasy.
Tina talked a greﬁt deal on the‘way to th? cove. Aﬁa after
they'd found a place to eat and'héd finished eating and had
taken shelter in an old covered bridge to wait out the rain that
| they'd feared and predicted all the way there she started to
sing. Songs from South Pacific, Oklahoma, Singing In The Ra;n,

An American in Parig. She sang well, in a light, sad, chanteusey

voice, but Ingrid could tell that Kﬁrl didn't care for that
kind of thing and after Tina hdd been singing for a while Ingrid

leaned back against the wall of the bridge and closed her eyes.

The foliowing mo:niné she was back on another planet—in the
Ear, Nose and Throat room, setting up a tray for a tonsillectomy.
In the room with her were an intern--an emotional-eyed ;;orexic
East Indian, Dr. Rupert Advani-aqd a circulating nurse, Mrs, Shirley
. Jenkins. Jenkins was newly graduated, newly.marr;ed. . She was
Fhe whitest person Ingrid had ever seen;'she had the whitest
" face qnd big greyish—whiteafalse teeth. A sour face, a doughy .
face, out for blood. She was chewing gum—-how could she do

that, with her clackety teeth?--and picking at a scab on her

elbow,

i 4 MRSttt .




Ingrid was threading the little crescent-shaped suture needles—some . ;
with catgut, some with black silk. There was also a glass ampoule of a
noxious-looking mauve-tinged liquid; she would be needing to have it open. e :

She scanned the tray for a file to file its neck with. There wasn't any.

"I'1l be needing a file,” she said to Jenkins.

s
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Jenkins tied of her mask and came into the sterile area.
"For what?" . -
| "This." Holding it up.
-"Ha;enﬂt‘you got a pair of scissors there?"

"Scissors?"

ok AN

"That's what I said, lady. Hit it at the neck with the-

scissors."

» e - o -

Ingrid dida't move; she was finding it difficult to breathe.

"You ﬁgfrd me, lady. Hit it."
-"But in ¢lass they told us we must never use scissors to . i
break—"

Jenkins had a staff nurse's contempt for ;ﬁything learned
in class. "That was in class," she said. "You're here now,
lady, gemember?" ‘ "

Ingrid picked up the scissors and gtruck the ampoule at the
neck. Disaster—as Miss Plowright had warned them in class.
Tiny shreds of glass, like a raiq of crystal fingernail slivers,

lay over everything: the” piles of gauze squares, the pyramids

of cotton balls, the pristine, once-bare bIAEZs of the instru- - ‘ !
ments. "Now you've done it," said Jenkins, and the tears in
Ingrid's eyes gave her double the number of knife-blades.

Then another nurse came in and held the door open for

i
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Dr. Baxter, who with his scrubbed hands raised, was coming in to’
be gloved. | ' -
"ﬁother of'God, what's been going on in here?" he howled when
he sa; the carnage on the tray. Above his white mask, his eyes
were burning, enraged.‘
"Bring a new fray." he barked at Jenkins, and a new tray was
.

brought over and, with speed-——but also with the pfoper medical

ceremony-;unwfapped of its feige li;;n\wrappingg. Jenkins (dead-,

eyed, giving away nothing) tore the gloves off Ingrid, in case they'd

been poﬁdered or cut by bits of glass. Being torn off, they made two
sucking slaps. Ingrid was sent out to scrub again. A humiliated

scrubbing that seemed less connected to hygiene than to transgression.
When she came back in she had’to be re-gloved and then shé had to
start threading suture needles :again. Advani QAd Jenkins and Bax-
ter talked a little, about a fish;ng trip that Baxter had just
céme back from, but there were terrible tracts of silence too,’
when she imagined that they were all just standing there with
their eyes riveted on the tray. This time when sAe looked for a
file to~§ilé the ampoule with it was there, where it should be,
to the right of the ampoule. She filed the neck and it broke off
clean. | '

"Ther;," said Tiny Baxter, in a voice thaﬁ‘sounded both
patronizing and spookily gentle and coming o&ér to peer at

the set-up. "It's always hqét to do things right in the first

place. Saves time,"

.
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Advani's East Indian,eyegi-their wvhites white; theirudarks liquid
with recognition of the irony of Baxter's words--sent an emotional beam
of sympathy to Ingrid. And the next morning, when Tiny Baxter walked
in, Ingrid understood that Advani had told him about ‘the ampoule | L
incident. 1t‘ﬁas the only explanation, because both‘Advani and Baxter -
were openly kind to her, and Baxter'é voice, when he spoke to
Jenkins, had a fine ;hrilling.gdge of contempt to it. So after this
it was ;ery'pleasan;, really, workiqg there. Baxter was very patient,
if p&tignce was required, and it hgrdly seemed to be since it seemed
she éould do\no wrong. And in the middle of that week there was a

letter from Karl. He was coming to Port Charlotte two days later

and wondered if he could see her. Maybé they could Qo to a beach, '

he wrote. He signed the letter Love.

*

" On the beach at Cape Bonner—they had to drive out to it _
along a shantytown road that hé&"been named, at war's end, the
Burma Road—Karl told Ingrid about growing up in Norway during
the war gﬁa'abbut coming to Canada in 1945, when he was six-
teen, and about how people had 1augh?d at him when he went out..- ' -
skating because he wore britches andéknee—socks.‘ He told her
about going to school in Oslo in '42;%'4§J and about trying to

get in the back end of the soup line so he couldiget more of

t eat that sank to the soup pot's bottom. Ingrid found she
liked him even better for the romance and deprivations of his

L}

past. .He told her that a Norwegian Nazi had been shot by

]
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someone from the Uéderground in the street right in front B - I
of his Fchool. He said that St the end of the war che-Americans o ‘
had wanted to make a goodwill gestﬁre to the Norwegians (who

\\ ~‘h'ad“sufferéd to much) and“had hit on the idea of sending over

a freighter filled with peanut butter, but that the Norwegians‘

“
had found it, when it arrived to B“‘revolting stuff—-thex thought

the goodwill boat was filled with...excrement. “The Norwegians  ~
- < were hungry," said Kerl. "But they were not that hungry.

she said "1

Ingrid smiled. "Speaking of...excrement,

should tell you about my life at the hospital." His turn to

smile. But she only told him the funny things, she didn't waﬁt:

.him to know she vas thinkigg of leaviné there. ‘It was her
secret. She would move when she was ready. She'saw it happen-;
ing on a clear fall day. She saw herself decently, adultly . ‘ +
concealing her pleasure at getting free. She saw herself | ‘
waliiné'put of the nurses res}dence carrying a little red ‘ ‘ . o f

1. overnight case, her camelhair coat foldéd neétly over her arm; ' |

| she.saﬁ-haw hef eyes would give the impression of being nobly ‘
infatuat;d with a far horizo&. like “"the eyesrof a Red Cross
nurse in one of the wartime posters of her cthildhood.

Reclining on an elbow, she told him stories of hospital life.

She told him about Crazy Jake.uthe head orderly in the OR; she

told him about the chief anesthetist szEmergency. Dr. Wyse, with-
his bedroom eyes; she told him about the grim frog—faced supervisor

everyone called Napoleon because she patrolled th@ hallways o S e . f@

“: v \
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of the ‘edrses' residence with one haed thrust into the slit of
her nurses' cape. ) | |
Karl said, "I've been having some trouble with abdominal
pdin." And he told Ingrid that a surgeon in Hoyt, the city
. where he.was,livlir\x“g with his pareets for the summer, had booked
him for an exploratory abdominal operaf:ion in three weeks' time.
"Well, don't-worry," she said. "It's a common operation.
" People come into ;he OR for it every day." In fact she felt
positive there wouldn' t be anyr.hing terribly wrong wi.t:h him,
She had never had a patient his-age with enythig,; terxninel or
even serious. Chronic appendicitis. she*thought that's all
itg'll be. She dug up a handful of damp sand and breathed in’ )

its :dry peaty smell; dug im:o che hot dry sapd behind her and

'picked up a handful of that:. sieved it down on his knuckles.

He was looking extremely depressed. "He says he'll be
taking my appendix out too." ‘

"They usually do,do that," she said, 81!1111“8 and sieving.
"Makes sense. While they're in there.”"

4 | -

On Ingrid's next day, .off, Karl couldn't get down to Port
Charlott:e and so she decidéd to go out to the Gully Bay house,
now used by Pup and K‘.lara as”a weekend retreat, Pup and ‘Tina
,and' .Kamill.l.e were supposed 'to be out there. After sheM
find.shed her three-thirty shift, Ingrid took a bus out to the

closest ferry. This was a paddlewheel boat, bigger than either

of the cable ferries, and with a ldnger run. Two miles over
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the water, among little islands, across a bay. The boat made a
wake of beery black water. She sat on the wake-end and gazed
at the left hand side of the sky ahead. It had been washed al-

most clear by an earlier rain and had produced, with a kind of

* celestial sportiveness, a whole flock of little élouds, goldgn'yv

gulls, low over Gamblers' Island, But after fifteeq mi&utes

the ferry veered;south and left the view of éamblers? behind.

All the south shore islands were much smaller than Gamblers'-—

small groves of cedar trees ridi#g the darkening water. How
) strange life was! Three weeks ago she wa; without hope and
nov she had a lover. It came to herfthen that‘everything
had come to her late, and acknowledging this, she believed
what she supposed all romantics must need to believe: ’fhat the
abundance of ;hoices a pefson woul& get frém promiscuity, say,
would fule out the possiblility of the right choice. And that
lateness guaranteed perfection. As the ferry came flushing and
churniné up‘to the G&lljfBay dbck, she remembered that Tiny Bax- .
ter liked to fish. And then the dock's d;awb?iﬂge came down and
they were thgre, they had crossed it, a two-mile moat of water.
She decid;d not to hitch a ride home. She wanted to be by herself
'a little longer.' She wanted to walg and to carry the feeling of
being loved with her, into'the country night. -

The first part of the road ran through a thick wood.

Then there was a long grove of birch trees with the occasional
summer cottage in it, then the start of the farming country.

But after the cottages t@pte were no paint jobs at all, only

old grey barns and old Vigtorian farm houses, all. gone grey
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Ttoo, even the porch colunm:s and élngerbread zrm v;c:re.grey; and
no flowver gardens either, only t;.he mosr."undemanding‘shrubt\:\ery—- ‘
bushes that lcarried. in spring, lilacs and cinnamon roses, and
: all withox;t flowers now, in simple clear-aired Septembe:l'.
These farms already stood in shadow.” Only the high pas'cu:;es,
still held in the sun'. burned green. She felt like Qomeone in
a Russian noéel.. As if many years had passed since she had
: la'st sge'n her village. As if, by the time she got there,

everyone would be dead, or moved away, or married to someone

else. s

As. she‘approached the Hessellund house, also grey except -
for the west wall vhich had long ago been ‘painted a pale yellow,
' she could smell fish frying. She walked into the kitchen.

Ramille was at the stove, carefully laying leaf-shapes of white

fish down in flour befox"e she cousigned\\them to the frying pan.
. She was vearing one of her Slack skirts and Aiblack cotton T-
shirt. There w:as a thunderhead of \white flour:cloixds above the
horizon of her skirtband.
' “Mello) Kamille." S .
. Kamille didn't answer. | |
"I walked here from the ferry." \ .
Ramille 1ifted a floury leaf-shape up from the £lour plate

and laid it down in the pan.

"Smells good."
Kamille turned her back to her and opened /a window, .

:  'Ingrid walked down the hallway. Kamille and Tina-ve‘re‘goi'ng

P *
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bto gang up on her then, be;:ause the way they'd_“see it, she was tfle
flirt vho'd astolen Karl from Tina. This made ﬁer start to feel
fearful .of seeing Tina; Tina could be so vicious and wit:.t:y. Then
she did see her, through the paéldur window, out on the terrace,

"standing very erect in a high-necked flowered dress, the ivory

chopsticks stuck into her chignon. Pup was off to her right, talking
té:tuo solid ‘men who could have besn insurance agents. Or more
ﬁomns? No; Tina, a cool-looking hostess, was holding a tray of
drinks, |

' Ingrid took a deep breath and spdpped out anto the terrace,

"You're juaﬁ in time for supper!” Pup called out to her. '

'Tina made a wide berth around her with the drink tray. "Oh, it's
ggg,“ she remarked if a clear bored voice.

Ingrid called out to Pup that she had already eaﬁen. Then she
valked down to.the ghe& by the barn and got out a pail and shovel and
- went over to the potaéB garden to dig up some worms for Tiny Baxter.
Mter this, she went for a walk to the beach and thought about Karl.
Also, because it cguldn't be helped, about Tina and Kamille. fut to
hell with them, sh; thought, They cgn't sﬁgme me inﬁo giving him up.
And they can't'shame me into not thinking about him either. I'll think
about him just as much as I damn well please. And she dpgked inte the

woods and found pi&ces where they could lie down together.

—

When she got back to the house the kitchen was in darkness

~ - »

- 80 she went in &herg and made herself a supper of jam sandwiches
and tea and transferred the worms from the pail to a jelly jar.
From Kamille's room she could hear dance music on the radio and

Tina aqd Kamille's bursts and smorts of, excluding laughter. She

{
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felt stung by it. A while back she'd come home for a day off
. and had been puzzled by some reference Tina had made to "Grace and
the prince;" What prince, she had wanted to know. And in what

sense did Tina mean "grace"? Kamille and Tina had stared at her,
d L
smiling and astounded. Didn't .she even know who Prince Rainier

was? Or Grace Kelly? "Grace Kelly, Grace Kelly," she had intoned-

»

to herself. "i don't knnw—~maybe sQf's a movie star." In one =
- afternoon her response had leapt up to the status of family

' joke: Maybe she's a movie star. After this, a lot of things or
fayve 8§ B moyvle star A

people were suddenly naybe‘é'movié star. Maybe Suez was a movie

star. Maybe Andrea Doria was a movie star.

; She stepped outside again. The yard was dark. She carried
\ the tea énq her cigarettes over to the shed wﬁerg she'd heard
Pup sawing wood earlier, when she'd come back from the beach.
" In the old days, wﬂile Klara was away on tour, giving
_ piano recitals in small towns all over the Maritimes (under
the auspices of the Ladies' Morning Musical Club) Pup used to '

look after the children. 1In her absence, they were all very peace- l v

ful and lazy together. When she came back, to remind them of

the sloth they had lived in while she was away, Klara used to

make them clean house. And as they cleaned she would éhange the%r .
jobg around. If a child was in the middle of washing the dinner
dishes she would send her off to wash the bathroom floor; if a

child was arranging a bouquet of flowers she'd picked--there
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were always flowers on the table when their mother was at home,1

she wvas always sending people out to pick them--she' d tell the

child to let her do that and she'd send her off to fold the

laundry. She was filled with a violent nervous energy; she

was restless, she shifted furniture around-—fometimes Juggled ‘
wﬁole'rooms; so that bedfooms would/move downstairs and sitting-rooms
upstairs; she cooked impulsively and well; m;de msgnificent potluck I

evening buffets; used her own herbs; founded‘and ran 8 summer

. music camp; gave piano lessons; gave lectures and recitals to the

Ladies’ Mofning Musical Club in Port Charlotte; went to all the local
auctions (re#klessly driving a pick-up t;uck); bought- carloads of
ten~-cent chairs and two-dollar chests of drawers; didn't have _

the patience to sand these pieces doup but was so wild to see

what they_looked like upder their chipped cream paint that she

would take nine or ten pails of ixe-water out to the back of the
house and slash them over the chests and chairs. That part of

the lawn was always a livid chemical yellow. And sgqetimes,

after having done too much. she would 1lie on the floor iq.her

bedroom and scream and beat her heels onto the floor. And

sometimes, after the heel-beatiﬁg. she wouldn't speak for

days. When she went off again they wouldn't move ; thing.

Not a picture, not an orpament. They wouldn't even bother to

pick flowers. They were all around thém anyway, in the fields.
InStead of the flowers being the cablérs'centerpiece. the

children became the flowers'. They lay out in fields of them and read
—-T;e Wind in the Willows, The King of the Wind, The Ship that Flew—

their-bare legs crogs-hatched, engraved by grass.
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The next day waQ Ing;id's last day in the OR, She brought the
jelly jar of worms for Tiny Baxter over there in the m&rning, hidden
' underhher cape, and stowed them above the coffee cup shelf in the
stretcher room. After lunch she transferred them to the doctors' and
staff nurses' éoom. When they'd finished the last case she went into
the doctors' room and stood there a while, looking across the sand

flats to the suburbs of Port Fairweather. Port Looneyville, some of

the nurses called it, b;cuuse the Provincial Asylum for the Mentally'&//
I11 was over there. She could see bits of its whitewashed back wing,
which-was here and there partly shielded by tall dark fir trees, perched
grimly above tﬂe rooftops of the lower town. She had only brought a’
present to the hospital once before, to a patient she'd got attached to.
A wvoman who was dying of cancer of the bladder. She had been on her way
‘sack to the residence after a day off and had seen‘some children selling
bunches of mayflowers outside the pus depot east of thksfieid. She saw
that someone had mo;eg the jelly jar of-worms. Maybe he had. Mayﬁe
- he'd thought, Egggg! How pathetic.
Presently the door opened. "So you have brought me some worms,"

«  he said.

"Yes,"

o

"Well, I'd like to thank youvery much."”

' . "I hope you enj;; them," she said, horribly embarrassed.
| . MOh I will, T will. I'll be going up to the cottage this week-

end again éo 1'11 be making good use of theﬁ." But he was studying

her while pretending not to. He asked her ‘if she would like some

coffee, |

Really no. But she said yes.




He went over to the coffee urn by the sink and filled up two

paper cups, then carried them over to the window and handed one of
them to her. They both sipped, looking out the window, until Baxter
broke the silence by saying, "You're an intelligeni giri-—I yonder
that you didn't study to be a doctor.”

"I never thought of being a doctor."

"In fact,” she said, surprising herself, and’ for some reason on
the edge of tears, “I;ve been thinking of giving all of this up." He
turned and gave her a quick worried look. "The nursing, I mean," she
said. lAt this he,seémed to feel free to look away from hef. He'gazéd
" out fhe window. He squinted., He éommnned with the view of the flats.

After a time (an age, it felt like) he Qaid, "You know, that might
not be such a bad idea at that." And ghen he was paged on the PA,
wantgd in ihe Recovery Room. He tossed his cup into the garbage pail
and grabbed up his cap from one of the stretchers. “Be good," he
said, fitting it on.

After he'd gone she started to cry. It was the attention, she
was sure of it; she couldn't‘$éér‘1t when people paid attention to

her.

‘She was transferreﬁ to Emergency, days. She liked it there,
It was the first place she'd worked where they weren't short-staffed.
And she liked the people she was vorking with—Smitty Cooper, Ginéz
Hiliiard. McBride, Becky Fullerton. Her first day off, Karl was abI:'
to get his father's car and drive down from Hoyt. He could stay over-

night so they drove out to the feryy at Point Jerusalem and

rode across the water to Gully Bay.. Klara was at the Gully
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Bay hsuse and was expecting them and seemed overjoyed to see them.
Sﬁé was wearing a pink towel hung boxer-style around her neck; she
- had just washed her hair. When she gave formal parties she al-
ways did her hair up inio a dignified confection of b;aids and
buns--using her own young braids, kept in a hat box--but now it
‘hung fair and fluffy down to her shoulders. She was barefoot,
perfumedi She gave them each a hard, theatrical hug. She had
hot -drinks already fi*ed for them and a fire in the fire-place.
Ingrid got the impression that Klara thought she'd dreamed them
up, ;hat:they were her production. She wanted to say to her,
Listen: this would'haVe‘happened anyway--he's already told me
that my coming on that picnic didn't mpke any'difference, we .-
would have seen each other again; he's crazy abbut‘me. And he
never was intequted in Tina--not seriously; he thinks she likes
herself too much;

Klara took Karl on a tour of the house and showed him the
paintings and the things from Europe and her "country piano."
She said, “Later, if you'd like, 1'11 play for you."

Karl said that would be marvellous. And when Karl and Ingrid
went out for a Qalk after they'd done the dishes Klara came

vith them. By then there were big clouds--nicotine-stained at
;heir'qgges, thin as cigarette smoke;-racing darklyyacross the
sky. It was the first night that summer seemed conclgsively
qvef. Even the river had got more wild and fali-like. they
could hear the waves coming in hardér agsinst the beach. Karl
held hands with Klara. They swﬁng their hands back and forth
'lik; two chilﬁren. Ingrid's hand h; lifted into his pockGF with

A
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with his oun.. He made love to her between all her fingers .
with his thumb. "Isn't this inspiring?” cried Klara, sniffing
the wind, 1n£aling the view of the sky and the river, (

On the way down the pasture hill, making their way back
to the house--how unwelcoming it looked! All the windows
.were dark and only the porch light ;as turned on, illuminat{ng
the dark mounds of the lilac bushes that stood guard at each

side of the door and were now being bowed back and then down

were conspiring to ditch Klara. She could feel it in her de-
sire for him, and in the reassuringly insistent way his thumb
kept rubbing her between her two middle fingers. But they

were approaching the house and the deed still had not been done.
And looked in danger of not being done, for Karl was still
swinging hands with Klara, and Klara was still looking flu;hed
with pleasure, as if she had plans for them (cocoa maybe, or

8 marshmallow roast on the beach). Ingrid inwardly moaned,

Oh Lord, we'l} never get awav from her now, but.a few moments
later Karl lifted her hand out 6f his pocket and then drew her
to him with his free arm and said firmly to Klara, "Now Ingrid
and T will j;st be going off for a walk by ourselves."

Klara, starﬁled. said, "Oh," but then quickly rallied with
a "Fiﬁe!F ‘ l

In the weekening light, Karl and Ingrid walked across a
field of tallvgrass to the cedar grove at the south boundary

of the farm. But at the logging-road gateway into the woods

L

by the vind--Ingrid_could feel how intensely both she and Karl ~— |

3
]
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they turned to look back. Théy could tell Klara was out in the
kitchen; the only lights that were on were in the converted shed thhi
was attached to the west (kitchen) wing of the house. Are her feelings

hurt? Ingrid wondered. If they are, there'll be hell to pay tomorrow.

Don't think about 1;. She took Karl's hand and they ducked into
the scratchy bover of the woods. ‘

“She's awfully demanding to be with, isn't she?”

She felt grateful to him; said, "Yes she is."

"You take more sfter your father, I think. You have his eyes."
~——  She was pleased glanced wvarmly up at him in the dark

"But why do you call him Pup? It makes him sound like a runty
little fox terrier or something."

"I don't ‘know." She leaned back against a birch tree and placed
her hands on his shoulders, imagining herself the heroine of a novel
.set in wartime, saying & heroic fgrewell to her lover. "I always Fhink
of it'being short for Papa. I always hear the 'Ah.f"‘

Hg éupped her breasts, then started to knead them; worked his

knee in between her thighs. He could make her feel excited so fast.

“:He said, "I am the doctor, you are the patient—say 'Ah.'" They laughed,

then quickly stopped;‘kissed. When they emerged from the kiss, Ingrid,
ling, said, "Ah," and then they laughed aéain and quickly stopped
laughing again and kissed again.
When' they walked deeper into the~woods they found a‘little
clearing with tall dark spruce and cedar trees ringed around it. It
. had & spooky holy look. ‘We used to hpve picnics here some;imes—-on(

Sundays." Were we a happy family in those days? she wvondered.’

Shé remembered vorshipping her mother. She renembered how

they used to carry their lunch out to the dandelioned slope at

(TOPURp DRI PR
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the back of the house. &ngridzalvays sat in the shade of the c;ab
apple tree withlhgr father bécguse she was hig honey and because
she didn't like the itaste of her milk once the sun had got on it.
But it was her mother she dteaméd of as she sat beside her father.
She dreamed of having a l&ng ;loset filled with silky ;nd darkly
glittery dresses like hers; she dreamed of getting the kind of
applause she got when she and her students gave‘thei: annual
violin and piano recital in the auditorium of the May River high
school. She dreamed of growing up to have breasts like hers.

The next morning Ingrid woke up to the Qound of Bach oﬁ the °
record player. Also, the smells of coffee; breakfast cooking.
' ‘She went downstairs in her nightgown. Klara was standing at the
stove, frowning. Her fair hair had been harshly brushéd, tied
" back; she was wearihg a sky-blue sundress. She was frying French
toast in one pén and scrambliﬁg eggs with chives in another.
In the big black skillet bacon was spitting. On the counter be-
side the stove there was a plate of tomato slices waiting to be
added to the bacon. She had_also madé muffins, put peach jam in a
bIue bowl and strawberry jam (wild) in a clear glass dish. And she
had picked fresh field flover; for the table, poured orange juice
into wine goblets, made up pots of both coffee and tea.

"My God," Ingrid said. VThiq is fantastic.” In truth she;
tho;ght it weird, excessive, Showing-off; Klaraldidn't even make

breakfasts ordinarily, except on Sundays. On weekdays she aléays

A ok
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took her breakfast in bed, brought in to her by Pup, on a tray.
Soft-boiléd egg; thin slice of rye bread toast smeared with honey;

! pot of green tea.

"I suppose I better put all this in the oven'to keep it
wvarm,” said Klara. ‘Ehe seemed to be feeling bitter about
something. | »'

"I'll’go vake hi?,y’
. "But fix yourself up'ggggg." Xlara said.

Ingrid went up to her room and pulled off her hiﬁhtgown.

She inspected her tan, then washed and dressed. She rubbed
cologne on her arms and neck and hand lotion on her hands and

legs. She fastened on a pair of high:heeled sandals and put on ‘ 1

two rings and a bracelet. Then she went down the hall to
Karl's door and scratched qn it with one of her rings so Klara

wouldn't hear. Karl called to her to come in. 'She went in, .

closing his door behind her with exquisite stealth. The whole
house smelled of sleeping breath and sun on rugs and coﬁfee.
Karl yawned and stretched, then pulled her down on the bed.

Lying beside him, she posed one leg in, its sandal. "My

"

mother's made .a big breekfast,” she whispered. ‘ - -

i‘With one of his fingers he traced the oqtiine of her

sandaled heel, calf, thigh. It was like a phrase he was AR . \
.writing. When he'got to her panties he put a period between
her legs.-, With a low whimper she spread them a little.

\ R i - ' R
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 "Children!" Klara was musically calling, in thé voice she

used for company'.

Karl slipped his finger out from under Ingrid s dress and
slid it up over her belly and then up over heér left breast. At
the nipple he pressed in another period. Ingrid caught his hand
to her, cqpbed it over her breast. He let it rest there a

moment,then worked it free and proceeded up to her throat and

'.'arougd her chin. He outlined her mouth She ﬁarted her lips.

He put a period in ger mo;th She licked, then bit his finger

"Everything s going to get cold.” called Klara. Less music
in the voice now. ‘

"Coming!"™ yelled Karl.

- Now the finger was outlining inérid's nose, She hated that,
Her nose was too big and had a bump in it; she sometimes believed
it had ruinea her life. ‘

"If we got married.;." Karl was saying. The finger was
coming down o#er her nose again, "...do you think our children
would have big noses?"

" She sat up. Her sinuses and eyes felt waterlogged, as if
she'd. been swimming,too long undeffwaﬁér. Sge tucked hér hair
back behind her ears aqd swimmily blinked. 'ﬁer thy&at @urt her.
"

"We better get down there," she said. "Or she's going to start

P
to get angry."
She left him alone to get dressed and walked down the sun-

lic carpeted atairs that looked as 1f they ought to' be the stairs
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of a happier hohsghold. Her arms were aching, aloné with her
. throat and e&es.
In the kitchen she #WWed Klara if there was anythihg she
cog}h help her with but Klara wasn't spéaking to her.. She
ggﬁgked at_the table_to,see if there was anything missing. Maple
syrup for the Frenchntoasg. Shg got a bottle of 1£ out\of the
J pantry and poured ¥t-into a8 small silver - jug. ’
This drove Klirg.td speech. YrThat Jug'; for the cream."
"What do you‘wgnt'me to do ghen? Pour the syrup back in
“the bottIe and wash this ou‘y!nd\putiireqh in 4£?"
| Klara didn’t answer.loa
"0c what2" S L
"Oh it doesn't matter," said Klara--not in an exasperacedﬁvoice

¢
N

from Hoyt.' She;was on night duty‘and so was asleep; the switchboard

had to page her in her room. It wasﬁlunchfiﬁé. "It's the middle of the

. . X . . . N
iight for me,” she told him. But two days later he phoned her at
| . 71 ’ lhnchtimé/y;ain. This iima‘ahe couldn't get back to sleep. She moaned .
t C and twisted in her bed énd when the intercom buzzed agein she flounégﬁ up/

. in-g fury. It whs Klara this time-—offering to drive her up to

Se oriei o
%
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Hoyt to see Karl the morning she came off gight dqiyr . She said, "1
don't know if I can, Hheg would I sleep?”
"Don't worry about sleeping. You.can sleep in the car."
The:h}ght of Kari's'operation Ingrid, putting her own patients
to Béﬁ down in Port Charlotte, imagined K;rl lying on the operating -

table. She saw the masked surgeon receiving the scalpel from a masked

nurse and making a careful incision. But when they opened Karl up they
found a woman inside. -Ifyuﬁf_g; e;th:r perverted or insane to be
thinking like this, she thbught. And yet she couldn't cast the fantasy
~out of her mind.

Tw?;nights after the surgery he phoned her.' Ihe operation was a
success; they hadn't found anything and so tﬁey'd,just taken his appen-

¥

v dix out. He was feeling rotten.
Ingrid said, "Klara is driving me up to See you tomorrow. She's

go1ng to pick me upkkymorrow'morning at ten-nhi?ty."

LA But when she came off duty the next’ morning the thought that she

was so enra%ﬁrg_to her that she couldn't get to sleep at all., After
half an hour of flouncing and flopping around her~ bed she hauled the
top blanket off it and dragged it down to the second floor west wing
and found herself an empty‘rooﬁ-down there. HideJand-go-sieep. she
said to herself as she'climbgd in between the new bed's coarse cool

f : P

_ sheets. 01d chants from childhood came back to her:

o4 Back, back, wherever you're at
‘Don't show the peak of your great big hat

- ‘She was wakened a little over two hours later by someoe? from

the downstairé office. "We ve been looking high and low for you.

Your ‘mother's been waiting for over half an hour down in the parlour

N , —fit to‘ke tied."

i . . would have only two hours to sleep before she would have to get up again ‘

Loich AT




" —-royal blye hills, orange and flag-red leaves. She thought,

. * than the Geperal ig,Port Charlotte and the nurses looked more
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The trip was not an'enjoyable one but Ingrid‘knew that she could
hardly have expected it to be, She couldn't argue with Klara either—
not after trying t6 hide from her. But to feel so scornfulfand,at the
same time so frighéened! There was something humiliating about that.

Klara was saying that Ingrid did not amuse her. She liked to

. be amused. . Tina is amusing, she said. You're young, she said. You're

in love, I do everything for you, I've made all ihis possible, why
don't'yoﬁ‘act happy? A wonderful young man like thaf, she said. Ingrid
looked out at the landsc?pe as 1f she beli;ved it could help her. Her
stomach wi;ce& and it seémed’to her‘she light in the fields did too.

She stared out at grey houses, at white houses, at clothes-

lines é@rQng‘with faded plaid laundry and whi;e sheets, at every-

thing flapping and beating in the wind——laundry, shed doors,

faded flags (Unlon Jack country), at all the harsh fresh colours

But does anyone ever get away from here? I wish I could sleep.

The Fowler Memorial Hospital in Hoyt was a smallef hospital 3

slbppy and tolerant. On Karl's floor the superintendant and her
' sleepy deputy were both wearing cardigans over‘their uniforms

and they were both, wonder of wonders, smoking: The sleepy one

looked up Karl's room numbér on a chart,‘then gave Ingrid‘a

4
heavy-eyed once-over.

It was a lieady feeling, walking along the halls of an un-

“known hopsital, knowing no one could-ﬁqke any claims on her.

- Q;g found his room, the last one on Corridor B. He was"sitting




.'up in a Ehair with aﬂblanket tﬁcked in around him, reading.
He was even whiter than the bloodless Mrs. Jenkins. And the
othen p;tient, a lanky man who had his'radio on, ﬁad a disease
that was turning him yéllow. Cancer or hepatitis. Cancer;
surely, because there was, along with the Oriental colouring("E
falling away of hardy, drink-pocked flesh from t&e coarse-fea-
tured Occidental face.:

But what shocked her wa; her own nurse-like lack of

sympathy for Karl. He was looking so woebegone. She wanted

to hiss at him, Buck up, man, for God's sake! When she bent to

kisi‘him he signaled with his eyes in the direction of the “}
radio of the dyiﬁg yellow man. "He plays it all the time," he
whispered, anq_be;looked sadder than ever.

Sh; thought, Oh Goq.'now he's going to start to whine as
well, and to stave it off she vhispered, "What are you reading?" |

It was a book on economics. He knew so much more than she
did.‘ She hadn't read a book in over two years. Would she., .
understand this one? ’ et

That night Ingrid and Klara‘séayed with some family friends
' —music festival organizers. They shared a bed that belonged to a
dauéhter who was away at college. It was a three-quarter-sized bed
and was covered with a pale-blue bedspr?ad that had a pattern Qf'gtey
and vwhite ferns on it. ‘Ingrid.gurprised Perself by not being able to
" sleep. She lay there all night"thingfng. Is it the coffee? Am I

& .

going crazy? What's the matter with me?
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The next afternoon she went back to the Fowler to visit
- Karl. He looked even sadder than he had the day before. Shé
asked him ik gnything was wrong. He 3a1d%it,wa§ tﬁe state of
the world. The world made him ;ad. He did not see much hope
for it, he said. He mentioned Eisenhower, Suez. Ingrid sat
on his bed and ab§ent1y stroked his hand; again §Be was shocked

at the depth of her lack of feeling for him. And again she felt

a nurse-like disapproval of ‘his whiney voice, his self-pity.
But after a time she started to feel very sad herself., Or
. simply to allow an old sqdness'to acknowledge itself inside her. o

Her sadness didn't seem to be because the world couldnt come up

to her st?ndards but rather the opposite: she saw no hope of her-

self measuring up to the world's.

Three weeks after Karl's operation he was ready.to leave

for Toronto where he'd had a job waiting for him since the be-

t

ginning of September. He stretched the time out a little longer to ' |

coincide with Ingrid's comingloffsday duty in Emer&ency so they
Loy, could spend a day together in Athens,
His bus came in two hours after Ingrid's and when he
arrived at the Athens house, pale as a dying prince, they

al%wgfnt into the livipg room for cakes and tea. Kamille

A

had left for the States by this time but Arnie, thin and sun-

burned from having worked up north in a logginé camp, and Tina, *

ali in black and with a small gold scarf tied cowboy-style at

her throat, were both at home. It was a cold cloudy fall day

1 3
[3

\
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I;and the house seemed very drafty and polished. Klara told Karl
that the family cleaning woman, Vi, had aq?ed her if Karl waé a
doctor and. when she had said,lko, Vi—why?, Vi had said: Because
he is so pale. They all laughed at this and then Karl talked in
a very informed way‘a%out the Royai Danish Ballet and Tina askedAhim

© . a lot of questions. iR -

>
After they'd brought the tea things out to the kitchen

Atnie'took Ingridlaside and said, "Are you going to marry this

.f\_

Rarl, with his clipped English?" She said, Maybe I will, I
don't know yet.
- i When Arﬂiéihﬁd gone back to'the living-}obm. Tina said, "Everything
Karl said aboq} the ballet was very interesting, I thought." : ‘ }
Ingrid said she thouéht so too.

After a silence that seemed to indicate a short battle with -

doubt, Tina said in a low light voice, "He got it all out of Tim ‘ !

magazine. All of it. I read the whole review when I.came down here
\ on\ghgjbus. Not a~siggle one of those opinions was his own." :";. : ?
. o "That can't be true. He doesn't evén read Time. He's a
' - socialist." * - : , \
"I héve it in my suitcase, I can show it to youl"

"I have better things to.do," said Ingrid, but her heart had

whipped up into a pounding rhythm at what she was sure was the truth.

: BN
Karl left for Toronto and. Ingrid went back to the hospital.

She was transferred to Male Surgery, and with tht?fair—mihded
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Killeén in charge she didn't mind it too muéh there. A whole
month went by.r She was now ingo éhe third month of her third
year. "What a pity you' re leaving," she imagined people saying,
"When you've only nine months left to go." And then she imagined
the way their eyes would drop, quite understandably, down to her
belly. - , , . ol

The first.snow came. Karl wrote to her every day.. His
letters made her ache, they were so sweet, full of quotes from
AndrewgMarvell, full of missing her body. More snow came, The
supervisors got out boxes of Christmas decorations and for parﬁ
of one peaceful'hospital afternoon they all unrolled bandage-
* sized rolls of reJ and'green crepé”papgy and decorated the
nursing stations. People started talking about'éhristmas and

New Year's and on some wards they started making trades, The

patients' radios played Christmas carols. Then suddenly (and

inexplicably. she'd already worked a long stretch there before)
Ihgrid was transferred to 6E, the worst ward in the whole

hospital, run by a supervisor w@g was considered, even by the ' P
other supervisors.‘to be a sadist. Her ;Aﬁe was M.J. Howard: g

There was a rumour the M stood for Mary. Sometimes, in fact,

sh¢ was called the Vitéin Mary. (Hear you're spending Christmas o
with the Virgin Mary, you poor bastard " a girl named Connors

said to Ingrid one day in the cafeteria. ) At the end of a week
with Howard, Ingrid felt ﬂﬁé was in hell. And in the Middle of

hell she got a letter from Karl. He'd been. at a party where he oo -
~ * .

had met a lot of new people. He had dropped ;ce-cubeé down a

oy
YR
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girl's back. She was an amusing girl, he wrote, very dark and

lively. You would like her, he wrote. He-said he thought it would
i .

‘be a good ;déa if they occasionally went out with.other people.

After this Ingrid started having trouble sleeping. Her
skin itched; she lay awake parts of evefy night, scratching,
panicked., What if théflgckjuf\sleéﬁ‘méd? her make a mistake
with the medicines?,fﬁha; if she gave someone someone else's
.injection? And during the da&s she gelp herself in the grip
of a secret rage. Tye'patients"radios played the same carols
over and ver—-bouncy)&arbershop renditions of songs about
roasting chegtnut dﬁd Christmastime in the city.

Trying not to hear, Ingrid d;eamed of Christmastime i;
the country-—-up in the woods that:looked déwn on the fields
north of the May River Delta. She wanted to be out in that
countryside,walking up tﬁe miles of white fields towar; the
spruce wood that came into its own at Christmas, with balsam
like candlé drippings hardened on the cold bark.of the trées
and the strange high creak of the old branches in the wind.
(Even thé wind in those old branches se;med‘ancignt. living
up ﬁhere from winter Eo wihter.) And shé wanﬁed to hear the

1

carols of her childhood—"Bring a Torch, Jeanette Isabella"
and "Oh Come Oh Come Emmanuel"... ‘ *

| That mourns in lonely exile here...
And the carols that came.from'Enngnd and France, the ones

Tina had learned when she'd gone to the boarding school-she'd

.begged Klara to send her to, when _she was foufteen. Glenwood.
. . ‘s. -~

-

N

*



Arnie had called 1cﬂShitwo§d. Tina pieréed her ears therea
'(usingbg darning needle and a cake of Camay soap—and then had
to have penicillin £or'the ensuing infegtion) and plucked her
eyebrows and painted her nails with a clear polish and lea;ggd
to sing the sweet foreign carols. And went out with rich bqfs
from the neigbouring boys' school. But that was the one Arnié

called Shitwood; Titwood was his name for Tina's school.

Ingrid didn't hear from Karl again\and she didn't write
to him, but sometimes, in the middle of passing out pi}is or
giving 1njections, her eyes would £ill up with tears. Four
nights after his letter came she didn't sleep at all but she
made up her mind. She would phone home in the morning and

tell them thip‘ahe had broken up with Karl and that she was

sick and wanted to come home. She knew her mother would be \ Jj
alarme@ enough to come and get her; her mother wqul&n't want
Karl to escape. v

When she came 6ff duty the night of her last day Ingnig

found her room filled up withibeople. People from her own

class; people from other years, other classes. They were every- ° .
. -

|
!
!
I

where: on her bed, on her desk, on chairs, on suitcgsesf"’fzr !
wasn't a popular move, leaving; it inspired envy. And it left

yet another ward short-staffed, The traditional wayfto leave

was to tell one or two friends, swear them to secrey, leave when

the niéht and day staffs vere safely at work or at sugper in the
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hospital cafeteria. And pregnancy was the traditional reason.
Someone asked her if she.was pregnant. She said no. '"As
" a matter of fact, I'm menstruating;"

J

" someone said, and

“The weeping of the disappointed uterus,
there was a patch of uneasy laughter.

. Connors said, "Let's undréss her and see if she's lying,"
and Ingrid felt really scared then because technically, at
least, she was lying. She had had cramps all day but nothing *
bad happened yet. .

"Ingrid's been wanting to leave here for more than a year,"
said Joan Cosman, her friend. And no move was Qade against her.
. ‘She started to pack, She gaVe'away her cape, caps, text-

_books, uniforms. Also her late-leav; card, to be forged later.

A delegation came with her to the elevator. S;itty and

Becky Fullertom-kissed her goodbye. Jackson and Devine told her

,to write. Connoras puhched her lightly in the shoulder and said,

"o hard feelings, I hope."
She said no, p
Joan and Devine loaded her bags into the glevator.
The delegation wanted to krow: "Are. you really going to go down
and say goodbye to old Fatface?"
- Yes, she was. .

The delegation marvelled. And moré people gathered around.

"Tell old Fatface I wanna go home for Christmas," someone said.
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"Tell her I've been on night duty for six veeks,"” said Devine.

"Tell her I've hed it," said Connors. "Enough, enough, enough,
enough."‘

The doors closed.and the elev?tor started to sink. As it sank
Ingrid could héar a‘voice--it sounded-1ike Cosman's--wistfully call
out, "Give her shit for me, Hessie,"

" She had néver been dowm,gn the supérvisors' fléor before-?one
of them ha€. The doorslwere twice as far apart 8s on the other
" floors. There was Persian carpet in the hallway. She knocked on
the superintendant's door. .

"Come in," called a distant voice,

She went in. Ttg,steps into the‘rooﬁ. More Persian carpets
and two tall glass-faced cabinets. She told one of the glass-
faced cabinets that she was leaving, that she wasn't suited to
nuriing. ¢

“The superintendant stayed at her end of the room too, an
elephanti®€ figure in a white nylon uniform. Deeper in the
apartme;t Ingrid could smell pork ch@ps discreetly cooking.

The superintendaAt said that if ever she should change
her mind and want to come back she would be welcome. \Ingria
thaﬁked her and walked (it seemed to her latgr that she had

- .

walked backuar;p) out of the room. That was all.

Outside, it was snowing again and Klara's coat was turned
'into a fat fur bell by the wind. Ingrid hurried behind it down
the wide co;crete steps. She never expected Klara to refuse- to
sPeaF_to her and yet it often happened; it was happening now.

In silence they fitted the suitcases into the back seat and in silence they

i
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¢limbed into the front and closed themselves in. In silgnce the;
drove down Dearborn éﬁteet and theA Beeker Street and in silence’
they ieft the-lighls of Port Fairweather and Pért Charlotte and
the ocean behind.. At Blgck Bay the river had frozen and been

snowed on but a channel had been kept open for the ferry. They

'drove‘in silence onto it, bumping hard over its wooden flap,

.and in silence watcheg~£he snow falling onto its road of dark water.

On the far side of’the river, after swinging right, away from tﬂ;
road to Gully Bay, they drove up and down hills that seemed a

little steeper with the new snow on them. But by then tﬁe sSnow .

had stopped; east of Bucksfield there was even some fog. Cedar trees
stood in fog on white fields. schools and count}y qhurches
appeared, ghostly clos? to the highway. Klara drove slawly after

\ \
this, through settlements and small towns named to hold the wilder-

. ness at bay--Richmond, Cambridge, Port Oxford, Sutherland--and as

they took the turn-off to New Sharon she ‘even spoke.
"I think you should know what Jack Kﬁ%caid said when he

heard you were giving up,” she said. -(Jack Kincaid owned the mens-

]

wear store.in East Athens. When he was trying to persuade someone

to buy from his range of fur-lined suede gloves he wggld éay, "Feel

that. Softer than a mouse's titty.")

. 4o ,
’ "What did he say?" asked Ingrid. For some mad reasor she found

herself expecting.)pod news.

"He said, 'What that girl needs is a good whipping.'"

1

A
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’

Ingrid laughed a harsh, light laugh. "Oh, I would not‘put
great stock in anything Jaék Kincaid might say,” she said. "I
Qquid not greatly reépe;t any opinion Jack Kincaid might' have."

"Sqméone~who's done what you'vé done 1is hardly entitled to
sit in judgment on other people," Klara said. "You turned your

f
back on the sick," she said. .

. Ingrid turned ‘and looked out the window and would not condescend
to re?ly: But what was she getting at now? When she thought. she knew
_she :urned\ts\lla;a gnd sullenly said, "If you're trying to imply I m
pregnant, I would just likq you to know that I am most definitely not."
"If people think }ou are, then you'might as well be.” 5
Wh;,‘in the name of God, can't‘you have more character? she wanted
to shriek at her. But what Qould.haye\begn the point? She shrieked

nothing.

White highway posts marking the approach Eo_Skelton Canyon ﬁh

started to come dt them in a cﬁrQe to their right; Next Eame the
primeval m of the water dbwﬂ‘in tﬁe‘boulder-bed of the canyon's:
‘distant bo . Then five minutes past the CAnyon, like the responge -

B

of a mountain trickle Eo the faé~offAboom of the ses, .8 warﬁ“\ \

stickiness, betwegp Ingrid's thighs. Pleased but very wary of letting
. any relief seep into her voice she said, "I'll have to pick up some -

sanitary napkins at the pharmacy in New Sharon.

’
/

But if keeping relief out of the voice was a sttategy for herself;

\

putting it into the voice was a atrategy for Klara. For she responded

in a tone of grimmest parental reverence. "Thank God for thg M
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At home Pup seemed lost to her—lost to the world, even,

, At meal-
times he looked exhausted, a man marmalading his bread in a dresm.. But

1

Klara seemed not to notice; there were jaunts to go on, she said.’ | ’
Grim jaunts, as it turned out; Klara and Ingrid couldn't go anywhere

freeze each other oyt

-

~

1
in the car without ending up screaming‘ac each other or trying to

2

They drove to New Sharon for eggg dnd then
on to Duncrannon for a Christmas ;ree. The tree was a Scetch,piné,
they stood it on- the floor of the back: seat so that its top rested
betéeen themn on the front seat, seemedAto peer between their shoulders
© 1ike ,af eavesdropping child ”

only frosty silence.

-

But there'was nothing to eavesdrop on--

’

4

After she'd been home for ten days Ingrid got a letter from Karl
"Why haven't you written?" he wrote.

That night she sat up in bed with
a notebook pressed to her knees,

She briefly considered writing, "How's
your new friend? Is she 3t111 very dark? Is she still very 1 vely?",

but decided not to, being in dire need of a friend herself. A d so -

Jaer—
instead wrote; "Are you coming down for Christmas?“

o

Following this with
what she told herseif was 3 necessary.Tie: "We are busy making dozens of
cheerful preparations.

1

"I can t come down till therspring,“ Karl wrote in his reply
He added that he was missing het like hell though.

4 i
0

-

"I'm sorry
‘you left the hospital,” %Méflso wrote. 'Wmen you vere so close ) ’
to graduation b - ‘ v l
At night she was back in the, hospital; was wrong -or had been
wronged; had made, or had
o

1

R{in accused of making a.miéﬁ%ke with_pills
or injections, had fgrgotten (\gh the never;to-be-'remedied dream's

4 ’ 'x) ’ ‘ .‘
forgetting) to perform.the simple Eﬁp v{taf'task that would’ have saved
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someone's (a young'hiri's?) life. Even in her waking life the hospital

b -

14 -
the days when she'd been obsessively plocting to leave it: a hot
\\

was.with her more than she would havesguessed it could ever be back in.

turkey sandwich she was served in the diner across the highway from

the East Athens high school (where she d gone to sign up for courses in

(typing and shorthand; it was a cold DqE?mber day just after ‘sundown

with a sky clear enough, turquoise éhongh, to have been imported

from Arizona) brought back the taste oquhe mitdnight meals an orderly

used to carry down to her——throdgh the wind and thé rain and windy cold

moonlit nights-—along the precarious ramps on stilts and down the

&

rickety stairs to the Contagious Diseases Annex when she was serving

out her solitary night duty there: turkey croquettes basked in a cream

sauce tasting of chemicals, ot hard dry white fish baked down to gluey

 sauce and bone, and either an ice—cream.scoop of mashed potato that
tasted as ifvit had been mashed with butter and dry-cleaning fluid, or
a/prehistoric baked potato (stone cold) with its dry papery skin
blistered from the high heat of the hospital's stainiess-steel ovens
and‘i;s insides rimmed by an overcooked'part ghat was like a rind of
rust you had to cut through before'ydu %ould get down to the dried-out

part you could eat; a salad ;ﬁgt was a Erisp bleachéd shell of iceberg

~ lettuce with nothing more than half a canned pear dumped down on it;

piping hot hospital coffee, consolihg\in its lovely warmth but with

a flavour bitter as hemlock. And yet_éhe had taken pleasure
’ . . ’ T,
in these terrible midnight meals because midnight was the time

she cosld pick up the phone and put in a call to Cosman (also on

N 4
a solitary night ‘duty, on Workmen's Compensation) and they would

eat and drink together by phone, gossiping about friends and

patients and complaining companionably about the bad food.

’
~”
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. On the last Sunday. before Christmas, Iagrid went to church with ~

Klara—to the eleven o'clock Sunday morning ;eévicé at the East Athens

All Saints' Anglican Cathedfal. It was an intensely cold day with

- ‘

élaring winter sunlighf\pour;ng beneficently in through the purple
robes of the saints in the stained/;lass windows. Thefe was a stained
‘Elass window iﬁ the student™lab on the ground floor of the old nurses'
residence togp. A éurple—robed saint had gazed down on the peopie there

as well, and on{the double row of stainless steel sinkf sunk in a long
knife—;carred oak table. It was'under this stained glass window (the

lab had once been iﬁ the old wing's‘l%brary) that Ingrid had got hér first
s;ght of the skinned rats the students had to dissect. They were white as

ivory, vhite as bone, and suspended in formaldehyde in big clear Mason

jars—a rat to a bottle—embryonic, humanoid, half-rat, halflbaby. It was

v,

awfu%'workiné there, th? Tuesdays and ThursdaIS/fﬁéy'd had Biclogy

and Dissecﬁioﬁ. a;d while she and Klara‘were joining with theﬁhbﬁgr
members of the coqgregaﬁion in shouting out "Oh God Qur Help in Ages‘
Past," Ingrid, watéhing the two &ark=;oated old Anglican$ who were
making their way up and down the aisles with the bress collection
plates--they ;e}e both completely b#ld and one of them quite definitely
resembled one~bf’£he bottled rats-——recalled tﬁg,heat and the smell

and the pulsing liv; spots of bluish-white churchy lightxtha; had

been sent to skitter across the pale-green walf'by the laboratory's

v .
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‘\*\1imp‘vhite duck's feet were amphibiéusly suspended in a lead-

i "

door, spots of light made by the wind raking its leaf shadows

-

across that peft of the window where the saint's gothically ' -

bordered band of water-blue giass; Eating the white meat of

hef chicken an hour later at lunchtime she tried .not to think of
that window; tried instead to think of night duty in th; Annex
and,the awful hospital potatoes and salads. But hints of death
hounded her; that orderly who used to bring her her midnight |

dinners for example: be was a moohlightei, he worked daytimes

in the morgue. e

During Christmas, Pup got the flu. It stresched on into the new
year. Day aftér day went by“with his being in bed——white piliow; whi;e .
-$edspread; white snow outside the window. An invalid smell in the room
—medicated grease: Vaseline, Ozonal, Vicks. Also Johnson's Baby Powder:
a light sprinkling over the smeared ointments that gave dimension to his

pain—sore chest, cramps in the. legs, and what Ingrid suspected was

1nffamed‘§roin. A light snow over the ice of country roads in winter.

> He'd‘started crying, Klara told Ingrid and Tina. Crying in the night.
’ ¥

During the day he didn't cry. He lay in his bed and gazed out the window

as if waiting for someone. But then one day he got up, dressed, wandered

through the house. It must have been on a weekend, because Tina was home

from her classes in Stettlér. It was very cold and clear, and now and then

the wind Qould drive cold clouds of snow-smoke from the hills around the

house.
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Ingrid was out in the kitchen, she was having menstrual cramps

and t£ying to distract herself .from them by“teading/ﬂGCZ::'she Qﬁb under
the spell of a bewitched inertia. She wﬁs also cutting up pieces of
meat foé,a stew. The raw blood smell of the meat masked her oﬁﬁ blood
sﬁe{}, also partly hidden by a recent generous dredging of Red Roses
falcum.powder. As for the book, it was é lascivious story dressed up
as a historical novel and was ﬁropped uph:gainst a stagk of Royal

Copenhagen'dinner plates. And she had an opened cookbook she could use

as a cover for the eighteenth century Danish queen. and her lover if her

mother shéuld come dbwq‘the stairs. It was opened at Lemon MBringue
Pie. She planned to éa} shé was reading up. on how to make pies while
she was making the stew. o
But on'this particular afternoon Klara, aﬁ she came down the
stairs: was talkiﬂg to Tina. He 8&&’6@ out of bed, Ingrid heard:
her say. And then Klara came into the régm where Ingrid had so l
récently and so energetically began to chop meat. Anxiety had.
made her look more human. Tina came in after her, looking pale ®
" and a little offended, as if she had 3ust Seen fed a'spooqful'of
some vile tonig. "Maybe he went up to the attic," Tina said.
And then they all must have thought the same thing: the place
of rope and rafters. "Go after him, Ingrid," Tina said then.
"Otherwise maybe he'll try something." And Klara quickly added,
"Yes, darling—gb dfter him and bring him back down here."
Ingrid, feeling frightehed but nobly competent, sta;ted to
climb the.narnow stairway to the attic. Even before she'd reached the

. level of the attic $loor she could tell that someogé,had left a

window" open. And then she could begin to isee the effects}of that

d ,
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open window: snow; fine as sifted flour, had been sieved by the

window screen. It lay on the tops of dark-blue metal trunks; it lay

fn the eed bowls of baskets. As for the atfic itself, it was
piled high with tables ‘and old chgﬁ!;. The tables had white paint
in their scars. Ingriﬁ's heart started to pougd. She gouldn't
aeélgyp. The yindowi Frightened, she sﬁared at it, but it hadn't
been shoved up more than two inches. She peered far down into the
dusty gloom of the cold winter attic. There was old paint too--
salmon-coloured, slate-blue—on the spokes of the chairs and 6n
their inverted bibs of wood. Was he hanging somewhere up here?
She was afraid to look. '"Daddy?" she called in d qute that came

out in such an anxious bleat that it sounded, even in her own ea}s,

frail with terror, and then she saw him, standing desperately still,

‘out of the range of the light of one of the windows at the far end

’of the long room. With his back to her, as if he had hoped not to
be seen. She went cold with fear. When he turned around would he

have the face of a madman or the face of her father? He turned

around. He didn't look‘crazy to her, .only sad. As he always had.

b e

She made her Qay down to him, -among tables and chairs, took his
hand; said, "Come down into the house." And then, feeling like

Pl

the greatest liar who'd ever lived: "Come down to where it's
warm."
LS
His fate must have been decided on between Klara and some Bf

her Port Charlotte friends that night on the phone because the

next day an old family friend named Louise Buchanan came and got

i | T
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him and drove him down to sStay with her in Port Charlotte. Then: ~ '

dbntgct must have been made with some doctors at the mental hospital 3
over in Pon Fairweather, because that same night he was committed.

The next morhipg at breakfast Klara COld Ingrid and Tina that 1if

v
Bl A ¥,

anyone aske em anything about where he was or uhat he was sick

with they were to tell them that he was in the General Hospital in
N .

e

Port Charlotte because of trouble with”his heart.

.

In the asyldm in Port Fairweather he w53»given shock treat- 3
ments. After he had bgen there for three weeks they were to be . :
allowed to drive down to see him. They were to drive.down on a . 4

Friday so Tina could .come with them. On Thurs&ay‘hight Tina phoned

_ and said she wquld‘ﬁake the Athens bus from Stettler right after her

History class the next morning. She arrived in Athens on Friday at

b e rebaa o

. lunchtime. Tt was a mild snow-muffled day in the second week of February.
She brought a whiff of the twentieth century into the house with her.

Also a whiff of Mé_Gxi££e==theﬁggxﬂk1m%s%ey4shﬁwi—WUUﬁd‘fﬁﬁﬁafﬁEFWﬁiif

NS S

reeked with it. She undid the shawl and shook out heF “fragrant “hair but

7/

before she'd pulléﬁ off her coat she said to Klara, "For you, sweetie, {

a wee giftie," and she cefémoniously presented Klara with the Vogue

[ -

magazine she'd bought for herself, to read on the bus. But thle Klara

_was up in her room, getting ready for the trip to Port Fairweather,

Tina also spoke with~sympathy to Ingrid: "“Has it been éwful. sweetie?

Has it been one great melodramatic scene after another?™ So she was

- the same as ever: duplicitous something-for-everyoneJTina.
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Still, Ingr%d felt grateful to her—she was human at least; : J

&

she was young; she was someone her ‘own age; she mighé be two-fédeﬁ

ifiEEF her two faces were human faces, and on a wave of gratitude she”

said to her, "Last night when she was brushing her/hair before she K=

went to bed she said to me, 'It's your fault he yéd this breakdown.
You'ré a fhilure and he was ashamed of you. Wyé; you left the
hospital he was ashamed of you. You made h{m/éad.'" .
Tina didn't seem surprised. She %Pd §huéked off her coat by
this time and was standing peeling long dr!/ribbons\of white meat from
" the half—eaten roast. chicken on the kitchqé table. ghe wiped off her
lipstick with the.back of her hand and tHien shoved a wide ribbon of
" chicken into her mouth. After she'd fi shed chewing it—p"Too dry,"ﬂ
she créaked, and she gcooped a greasy/handful of Danish styuffing
(moist ballooned prunes and sweet wgé grey slivers gf cooked apple)

from deep iﬁside_the bird's bone-cdge-——she told Ingrid that Klara

had said the same thing toMA:nie/ "Because he didn't do all that
wonderfully on his finals. He/éﬁt drunk after her phone call. .
You,remeT::;/uike? Mike Hil;j/from the Drama Guild? Here's what
happened: Mile and‘I decided to go out for a nightcap oﬁe night

after rehearsal gnd we‘wey too tired to drive out to The Harvegt

Moon Grille so we went é; this place all the engineering and pre-

med students go to—«it?é cé&led the Linco;n Club, which sounds sor£

of posh but it's a real dive--and I was sitting af\;\EEBie\négsmphe
door while Mike wer to the johﬁ‘énd’WHap he came back he said to

t

me, 'I'vejust‘s7en your big brother and he's feeling no -pain so

“_o
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maybe we better give him a lift home.' So Mike had to iug poor
~old Arn cut to the car and stuff him in. And we'd né soonerﬁgoﬁ
the door closed on him than he fhrew up all over the back seat
6f Mike's car. He kept sd';hg, 'Holy Jesus, Mike, I'n sorry, .

I'm sorry,'

and then it came out about the phone call. The
problem is, you and Arnie talk back to 9er and she doesn't like
it. You should flatter her, that's what she wants. Don't talk
.. back. I remember the summer you were sixteen.and you were al:
wafs having these great screaming fights.‘ You were such a sp;t—
fire. But it doesn't pay, y;u should know that by now. Because
ever since then she's acéed like she hates you. I believe she
really does hate you." Her voice was almost complacent, almost
amused . ‘ﬂmevthing you have to understand is that all she cares
abodt is praise. That's whynshe.likes me, kiddo, I feed her a

steady diet of praise.” She really is on my side, thought In-
grid, she must be, because lopk how she's putting heé hand on my

arm, as if to warn me Here she comes although there hadn't been

any sound from above that she could hear. But then there was:
Klara's high heels starting to hit their way down the stairs.

The moment she stepped into the kitchen, Tina greeted her
with a "Hello, gorgeous!" ’ |

Klara's face lit up.. The look she threw Tina was the im-
ploring,‘on-the—edge-of-happiness loock a woman might throw a
lover. "Is it really okay,  darling?"

"Stapendous," said Tina. "Really. Fantabulous. I kid you

not."

"And the skirt-—is it subtle enough? Subdued?"
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% "Perfect,” said Tina. "The perfect thing."

Klara brouéht her splayed fingers to the string of pearls at her
throat.?like.a hostess who's just haryesteq a compliment on her cooking./
She did a slow pirouette sp they could see GBe way h;r gored grey skirt
opened~out when she twirled. "And the pearls? Are ihey the right touch,
do you ;ﬁiﬁk?"‘

This wésn'éjfér Pup, Ingrid understood, aqd she knew Tina did too;

" All this concern was for the doctors, the nurses. What Puﬂ thought wouldn't
- matter. What would matter was that whatever he'd told them down there was
proved wrong. All this talk about how terrible it is to speak of the ?ast.
she thought, hut it isn't the past Klara objecps to, sheAthou;ht, it's the
fact that other people should presume (should dare!) to have their own
versions of it. |

Tina sat in the middle on .the trip down to Port Fairweather. She
pﬁt\herself out to be diverting--told them stories of college life.

Wedge; in between the two of them, she must have felt t;ahs@usions of
gratitude Bering into both her sweater-clad arms. She was wearing her
~'small gold co:gbx\j:arf tied around her throat and her breath still smelled
of chicken and prun s. She«brought a spirit of ease, of entertainment into
the car, but while sh;\tglked, Ingrid was sure she could feel ber storing yp
impressions of mother and sister for her friends back in Stettler. ("I.

N

have ‘this big-little sister who lives this terribly bleak medieval

existence.”) Ingrid's stomach felt swoopy with anxiety, She

"

wanted to see Pup but was afraid to see him too. She felt pity

for him but also some detaghment——the slightly disdainful | -
aloofness pity brings. Also she was wishing they wouldn't

have to drive through Port Charlotte Lo get to Port Fairweather

and especially that the highway that became one of the
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“main streets{of Port Charlotte dida't run by her old hospital. But the

~ cit{ could hardly be expected to rearrange ;tself.just to obligg her, and |

» soon enough——too soon—they got their first sight of the town, Qohinaféd
‘1ike a Middle.Ages town by its imposing castle up on thé hill. Or more

like a mosd:e, really;Ta yellow brick medical mosque with its great
dome of frosted gla;s_and,its glass-briéked"top storey walling in{
all the shriekin;»sick chiidren. That it should logk so remote, SO
silent! 'The cold Bay of Fundy fog was doing its fine winter job”of
p;otecting the frost; even Kow, in the early Afternoon, the cars whose
tops could be seen above the yéllow brick battlements of the doctors'

F parking-lot were furred wigh it. And below the parking-lot the steep
little hospital pa{k-so sooty iﬁ spriqg and summer--was also whitened,
embalmed by frost. The hospital seemed to have gained back some of the
austere power it had had when Ingrid was a child. That people shesknew--

. people her own age—;w:re moving about behind those walls--dashing,
cussing, gasping, fetching--was now almo!t‘incomprehensible to her.

. Klara had to stop for a traffic lightljust in front of the Dearborn
Street entrance ofvthe nurses' residence, and "Ingrid experienced a
moment of awful terror that someone she knew would come running down

‘e the steps and so'happen\to glimpse her. She hunched hér back up to

, ,&,  the wipdow.so as not to be seen. Her heart pounded. Tina was telling

I <£\story about a tantrum the director had thrown at one of the

K ... ‘rehearsals for A View From The Bridge. She made Klara laugh. Ingrid's:

. feet urged the car on against the red light. At last the light

changed and they shot forward. . They flew past the-Golden\gall sarage
and then swung hard right to take the exit for the bridge to Port

Fairweather.
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The main red brick building of the asylum had the gfim .-
appearance of a correctional&aeility, but its two new pink brick
wings, stretching to east and west, had a ranch-style suburban

look. Klara parked the car in front of the west parkf%g-lot. When

B T W NI e ¥ af WO Qe Y
- o

they disémbarked they could .see that the west winé had a solarium B
at its far end and that outside it there was a spali briék-floored y 7
" courtyard, swept clean of snow, with a stone £ountaiﬂ in its middle.
Snow-caked low cedar hedges fenced it in; "Really quite attractive,"
said Klara and Ingrid and Tina agreed with her and then, almost

4

with reluctance, the three women turned away from it, to the right,

to walk up the hilly bricked path to the old part of the building. -

e

Three nurses came out of the main bqilding's‘front entrance
as Klara and Ingrid and‘Tin; were climbing up the‘hiil; they ’ i
were laughing and hugging themselves against the cold as .they - L
came running down the shallow stone steps. One of them cast a Y
quick glance in the Héggellund women's diggdﬁion. How do we
look to her? Ingfid wondered. She imaéined tﬁexnursg would
take them for three siétgréé with thei:,gense Nordic faces and

their tow hair——makiné\their way single-file up the brick path-

way in their well-cut dark wihter coats, trying to look like- ' j

they knew where they were going. .
At the top of the stairway the;;‘;;k a sign saying VISITORS''

BELL. Klara pressed it in. The hefty middle-aged orderly who

opened the door to them greeted them with an "Aha! Three prett}

ladies!" Only Klara gave him a smile. He was not unkind-looking
but Ingrid was sure his eyes were alcoholic's eyes. 4 big ring

of keys bobbed and jingled from a hook on his brown leather belt. °

Lt
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Each tall dark -green door they came to he had to unlock.
Pup rose f}om his chair the moment they stepped into the
visitors' foyer. His face bore a tender shocked expression, was

r 4

the temporarily stricken face ofja priest or a doctor whoée job
\;2515 to break the news of a calamity to the unfortunate family.
To their nérvous chatter he had little to contribute although he
was clearly following what they were saying. He looked like he
was hoping not to depress them but was no longer sure he remem-~
berea how not to. |
Ingrid stared obsessively at Klara s hands as Klara talked to °
Pup-—imagined them chiliLd to the bone in their short grey leather ‘
driving gloves that gave the appearance of being a slippery cold grey‘

second skin, gnd when she now and then glanced furtively up at Pup.

she ;ried to ‘;d from his expression if there was any tryth in what Klara
had said about her making him sad. She de;ided cherg wasn't, but the
accusatioﬁ, once having been giveﬁ voicé, made.some doubt linger. It
'was'partIy pride, along with the pain of guilt, that made her paftly..

T believe it: she knew she vas his favour;te)

< - w

Ingrid didn't feel safe in the house with Pup gone. She had
trouble sleeping. She was sleeping in' the back wing. Xlara was
out at the front. What Ingrid knew about the hardness of nurses
and ;hé coldness of doctors méde,her feel frightened for her
father, He vas incarcerated;—incarcerated in an asylum. The word
“"incarcerated" had unpleasant associations with carcasses, in~ '

cinerators. Institutional iﬁcinerators—-burniné bloody bandages,

T e it A D M AN ST 5 B i i
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carcasses. Human ones. She'recalled the definition of anatomy she'd ,

£
learned at the beéinning of Anatomy and Physiology——that anatomy

e was the science which dealt with the structures of the bodies of men
; . and animals; that it wae,studied by the dissection of those who died AT I
'3
' /( ’in hospitals and other ipstitutions, unclaimed by relatives. But when

she'd learned this deéfinition she'd never considered the possibility of

N ] its having any direet application to anyone she was close to. .And how

- spdoky that other phrase was now-that "other institutions." She had - - .;
Y nightmare vision of Pup being destroyed there. Weakened '111 drugged, ]
dead. Swung away on a morgue stretcher bound for-one of the asylum ;
incinerators and a high-speed inetitutional cremation. There wasn't ©
" any ?sychiatry ving at the General in‘Port Charlotte and so she didn't . ,

.

know what shock treatments would be ‘like, But from bits and ,pieces

> she'd overheard she eould imagine‘them——the body stripped and‘strapped
to-a taﬁle; the head jammed into some sort of padded vise; the temples ' _f
.- smeared with a Vaseline-coloured medical.jelly. WRatever vas someone
like her fﬁﬁﬁ;r; who'd never hurt anyone, doing in ainlace 1like that? ¢
But maybe in a place like that the nurses were kinder than at other

hoipitals. A lot of pegg;e 1liked Pup anyway. People (even nurses— Co

even nurses at.an overworked understaffed provincial facility) might

want to be. kind to him. Unless they wvere actnally worse there. Unlesé
they were sadists. There would be electrodes toeég’She.imagined the
electrodes as a black belt of bullets taped around the skull., And

J I N 3

for thrusting between the teEth, a tongue-depressor—bandaged in gauze

like a newly-cut finger. Everything would be brutal, celi rated,
ecientific, exact; The nurses she had seen running down the stairs
had lookeé;decent though. Not that'that proved anythinq% e'noat
corrupt peS}Te‘in tne world could look decent. She prayed for Pupbto

! \ . ! ' L




¥ s h S -
»: kt V4 » b -
. ~ / ! ‘e r
M ) <
C N = ‘;- DR
A —— -
a w© T ’ N . - >
A
. > & . {? ' .
" . 103 -
. _ A v
l . S\ ( > ‘
come back and ‘not have all his memories wiped out. The prolﬂem with

T e
(\“\/"inter'hs and nurses and resident doctors was that they didn't get

. ‘enough sleep. Every second night at the Genéral, the interns were
— ) - On cell all night ‘long. If t:hereb was,a rash‘ of accidents and emergencies

\— ) _ Ehey could-go forty hours without sleep.. Even the most attrecti\;e ones

" would soon lose their ‘appeal. The¥ were yoﬁig but they were zombies.
'She had a moment of .feeliné a little hardhearted toward Pup. Why hed

 he allowed himself to fall im:o the hands:of such ‘people? But he had

seemed at ease there. Maybe he was ‘happier there than he'd ever been

here. It's wrong to talk about the past, Klara was always saying-—;she

- ~ especially said this if' any of them brought up a grievance. Had Pup '
. ‘ ‘brou§ht up a grievance? Now he would not. But what 1f he came back a
of
zombie?

-~

The hallway outside her bedroom started making her nervous. Thete
was’'a row of prints and paintings hanging out there, A landscape of a
' o whit:e winter field pridked by stubble beneath a cold ‘mauve wint:er sky—,,-
“ a birdcage of w:lnd-bokd bare trees in the. distance. A painting of
Pup's mother.in a long white -dress, in her shin;';leqfed dark green summer
ggrden, in Copenhagen, at the turn of the. century. Before Pup was born,
- *even, this'must have been. The first woman in Denmark to get.a divorce,
This meant she came frdn: a rich iconbclagti'c family. A sadly smiling
y pretty woman in pr gardes, 'Her thoughtful dark eyes were bright, as if
) she had been on. the point of cryiné but then had .switched directions and
started to enile. Her hus%and took off with auyoung cousin of hers who
_vas a guest “in, their house. She wastlefl: alone with her littlekboy—-

»~ Pup. Bui: this painting must have ‘beemn commissioned years before.

L
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P
that. Next to her was a print of a naked woman. seen from behind,

standing up to her knees in ap inky black lake and using her long white

. Nordic hair as a sling for her big white buttncks. Then a painting
Ingrid had done herself years ago, of herself and Tina in blue shortie
coats, the foggy wind hlowing -their *hair into their eyes, their mouths

A Their hands, which she recalled having trouble with, she'd finally been
Lobliged to paint into their pockets. Next thtre was a w;tercblour of a -
dead bird, some kind of stor@y‘bird, a kind of crane-——an Audubon-like
dead white crane hung by its tied-together ftet from heavy red twige

'aqd in whose expressive belly Pup had once seen the torso of a woman in

L .
a white dress, her face a beseeching smudge in the tail feathers, her

N ' ‘ raised arms tied over her head, swinging pitifully from a red rope.

~J)

‘And last there was a daguerreotype of the old mnther—in-law of the man

13

who d built the house, a grim Victorian frog in black bombazine. Or a

. tbgd, Like Toad ‘of Toad Hall in The Wind in the Willows—got up in the

x . . ’ l

L. .. bribed washerwoman's print dress ghd rusty bl?ck bonriet to make his
escépe fram the terrible dungeon. ' < _ )
, : ' People in Atheng believed the old woman had put a curse on her ¢

extravagant son—in&law' when the house was finally finished and he
was plunged deep in debt he hanged himself in one of the back bed-.

rooms. No one knew which bedroom. Ingrid prayed it wjsn't hers.

¢ Sometimes she was positive it was. At night she would lie awake =
| ' ' for hours, listening to the h;use (or the old bombazined lady)
creaking about. The weather Jurned bitterly cold and sometimes at ‘
fnight the house, settling, would boom like a cannon in the cold snap.‘
Ingrid was using the one artic1e~of'c101hing she'd brought home with

. her from Port Charlotte--a stqleﬁ'waghed-out green surgeon's suit-—~

7
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as pyjamas. At night sﬁe would twist and turn 1n.her stolen

surgeon's suit, trying to make herself cérfortable. And although

she would try not to, she would often think about Dr. Wyse of

the bedroom eyes. He'd been on nights in EQergenéy the first stint
she'd worked there. He even ieft there at thh\same time she did,
but she was only ﬁdbeg‘;n'go another ward--he n&ved on to another
hospital, another town. Oﬁtfnight n@t long after he took off,

his name came up in a conversation in the nurses' kitchen up on

the top floor of the dormitory. Several of Ingrid's classmates

-confessed to having been smitten by him. Now it can be told, they

‘said. Someone mentioned his notorious eyes and someone else said, v
"A guy like that would insult a woman right out of bed." For her

part, Iﬁgrid'ﬁad offered up a little poem in tribute to him:

»
1

Dr. Wyse

Has bedroom eyes
Orgasmic cries
Thrill Dr. Wyse

\
1

This was very well receizfd, and a few months later was even quoted
back to her by someone who told her that one of the seniors working
dpwn in thé‘Annex had written it. | B
In the best fantasy éhe had abéuc him, they were workiqg' - ’ .
together Xate at night in Emergency.'just as they had worked there
late at night in real life. When they'd fiyished their last case
Dr. Wyse said to her, "Step into my office a moment when you've
‘finished cleaning up here, Miss Hessellund." It was in thé ‘summer,
'éq she was conveniently tanned and vas attired in the sexy
white dress the students wore u?en théy'uorked on Emergency or in

>
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the OR. A slim whité cotton with a V-neck, it was belted ‘ 1
vith a-wvhite tie-belt. She put herself in her black stockings
bgcause sh; was stiil a junior in this fantasy. " ‘ %
She walked down the Emergency hallway to his office. As . s
she closed his door behind her he came “quickly to her. No
words were spoken between them. They pressed and rubﬁed against 2
each o;&er. moving hard. They then moved sligh;ly apart and he z
3
E:

plunged a hand downward; drew it, with a swift little draw,

between her thighs. This made her thrust herself toward his , 3
hand, nosing after it. BuE when they embraced again--although

she could feel how hard he was—she wash't really all that | |

awgre of touching him, she was ieaily only aware of a%; the )
urgent desiriné things ﬁe was doing to her; tﬁe oniy part of him ' g
she vas really conscious of was ﬁis breathing--all those hhshed i
" . harsh breaths. Which were also her own. Joined, anguished,
she could feel how strenuously they were both labour{hg toward
their ultimate bear;ﬁg-dowﬁ“pleasute, she could’feel them
achigying, in unison, the‘perfect hardhearted sweetness that
precedes utter ﬁappy veaknegs an& lassitude. |

In this wéy_;he was able, night after hight, to forget the.
kolﬁ bombgzined lady. As for the intense.winter cold, it seemed
to approve, absolutely; on more than one‘night, at the very

moment of her coming hotly over the top--into bliss, into the

forbidden glow of good @ealth;-the cold in the,upstai}s halls

saluted her with the powerful royal booﬁ of one of its cannons..

i
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In the daytime, she helped out in the house. Washed

the floors with a little vinegar in the floor-water éo bring
up the shine in the wood. Also added vinegar ‘to the

\

purple cabbage she cooked with caraway seeds and cloves. She
\  also ironed--pillowslips, nightgowns, blouses. One of Klara's
peighoirs was a cream-coioured silk with a pattern of

rosebuds on it. The rosebuds were linked by a thread of red,

like a thread of blgod.' There were maps of perspiration in
the armpits.
She loved cookiné and ironing.'ﬁating washing floors
\\ f . or any kind of cledning. Hated ta_nrganize things. Klara loved
- to: Or loved to order other people to. Loved to link arms with

Ingrid and say, "Let's organize the office. Then when we're‘
finished with that we should organizé the kitchen." Now and

h thén Ingrid.went o her typiﬁg classes at the East Athens High
School, but not often. She started falling behind. ‘Klara said,
"You can learn as much typing here at home anyway, typing up
letters for me in my office.’ Butffirst've-sgould organize the
"files, thercorrespondenqe." ‘She had let her cleaning woman, Vi, ‘ )
go and work for a friend of hers. "I bequeathed hér to Mitzi,"

she_fbgd Ingrid with a gelf-congratulatory little smile. - As if this was

ot ‘ * ‘ -\/
. good news. . .

\ . . R ,
In the afternoons, while Klara was taking her nap, Ingrid would

T ,. do the ironing. Just before Klara dropped off to sléep, she would

\




so&étimes call down to her to come up to her room to cover her withfﬁn

extré blanket. * After this, ﬁhe house w?uld be ﬁonderfﬁily, almost
. frighteningly, peaceful.‘ Ingrid—ordinarily ;o exhauéted these

days that she felt she could barely lift an arm, a hand--would
snap into action. Set up the ironing board,. sprinkle the laundry,
séé out the book tgibe read. The first half hour would be spent
reading at tép gpé;d. her heart pounding. ih the last week of
February she fié‘shed A_Eg;ggg;l;gg_éggg. She mad? little notes from it
in a spiral notebook. One of the quotes had made her nearly weep
forqup: "Doctors did things to you and then it wasn't your ' ﬁ
body anymore." Kl;ra was a biblibphile, she revered books; at
apctions and sales she bought old books by the carton,-but she
d;dn't'rea& herself and she didn't like to see anyone else reading K
either (unless she was in need of someone to réad her to Qleep).
But if she saw any of them réading for their own pleasure she would ) {
- give them a chore. She was like the nursing supervisors down in
Port Charlotte. They couldn't ;éar to see a student s;op and ex- '
chanéé a few words with another student.‘O{ gaie out a window, or -
even glance at a chart. If they spotted you engaged in any jof
these clgndestine activities they woulﬁ present you w?th a cannister

v 'of liguid ether—surely Etg ;oldést4liquid in all of Christendom--

and tell you to go svab down the stainless steel shelves ig the

Utility Room with it. ‘Fiﬁgers numbed from the céld, brain/ numbed

and woozy from the ether fumes—that's what you got for béing

cauﬁht looking unobsess¥ or thoughtful. Ingrid read fast, whole-

sale, like a person ravenous with hunger, pawing food in o her
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mouth. In early March—but it was still winter, with cold glaring

days of cold sun onice and snow—she .started reading an anclent-

looking copy-of The House Of Seven Gables. Its spine was bleacheé‘
with age, its pages dusty.with what she imagined was 1§39 duét.
Sh% breathed in the fragrance of age from the gpened book. It was
mouse-eaten too; Fhere wer? little‘mouge—eaten7ha1f~moon caves
stepping down the pages whenothe book was glosed, like the indent—'
ations for the letters of the alphabet in The Oxford-English
Di;tionary. ' Becauge the book was so old she didn't expect to be much
affected by it, but on a Friday afternoon in é&arly March, close to -
finishing the book, she came on a passage that shook her: "'I want
my happiness!; at last he murmured, hoarsely and 1ndistiﬁct1y, |
hardly shaping the wo;&s. 'Many, many years have I waited for it!
It is late! It is late! I want my happiness'" |

It was so modern! So close to her own feelings! And if a man .
in a book that Qas written over a hundred years ago (and an old man
at that) could feel‘this, then mayﬁe almost anybody could. Maybe ' 4
even Klara could. Maybe half the horrible things Klara did only came
from wantiné happiness. She could even remember when Klara hgd/ /
actqally seemed happy. When sﬁe was a young wif;, during the war.
One Christmas during the war Klara made a last-minute dash across
the river to buy everyone presents. As if in sympathy with the
dangerous heaviné black seas of the torpedoed Atlanti;, the river
‘hadn't frozen and so the ferry was still running. Klara had come home

loaded down with gifts for everyone and had seemned blissful. The per-

fumed collar of hér fur coat had had snowflakes caught in it. Ingrid
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had thought hef mothef terribly beauriful and had fawned at the

fur collar of her coat. Later that Christmas (or maybe i:w;s
another Christ@as) Klara had ;ade up-a mock marzipan out of paﬁlum
and. almond flavouring and used cornstarch to stiffen it with. But
theh, thought Ingpid (thinking of Klara) she's always been ingenious -
with her mocking:\ turning pablum into marzipan; making uﬁhappinéss
look 1ike happiness;.making fear look like happiness; making hatred,
and_&isunity and chaos look like unided family love. She changed,
‘that waslthe thing. She got older, bu® not wiser. It was dangerous,
the charmed life she lived in the public eye. She even seemed to

~ like the phrase, its menacing singﬁlar-jpossibly liked the way it
souﬁded magic; like the evil eye. She would say, but dreamily, as
if it conferred. power rgthet than taking powef away, "When one lives,
- as I do, in the public eye...r She seemed to feel its insatiable
deﬁénds as pleasurablé. It was cannibalistic but it could dispense
grace. And although Pup was a shy man, he must have got to long for
it Ebo;'in public he could pretend (with Klara) to be part of the
habpy couple and in this way gain a few hours' peace. But Klara
gtﬁbught Ingrid) has the kind of scornful mad integrity tyrants
-have; she déspises her victim for telling the lies she\makes him
tell. Fach time she solicits a Devoted Look and he brings it up,’

he passes the test. And each time he passes the test, he fails it.

Tﬁq ironing. The iron steaming ubstream, up cloth, nosing

into péckets, up pleats. The marvellous smell of it. Peppery




A fragrant summery mist in the brilliant glare of the winter -
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silk, peppery cotton, sending their essences up with the steanm.

—— ¢+

uf@r

gfternoon. The salt of perspiration alchemized (by scap and
water and steam) into pepper. |

Then thg peacefulneéé ;aver. Sound of Klara getting up. A-
cough. Sound of flush. Creaking!f(ba;:k ah'd‘fotth. Report of one
of the shallow scarf dfaWers being sI;med 'shut. Ingrid{;‘jg blood
not so much freezi;lg' as leaping back. What now, dear God? Klara
starting to come down the stairs. Ingrid quickly standing the
iron back on its heel so that whatever was tcoming wouldn't shock
her to the point where she would forget to ‘shove the iron back and
forth and so leave a Gothic window burn on the seat of her mother's

¥

stone-grey denim skirt, [/
But even prepared for Klara's appearance she was shocked by
it. An iron—b\’xlrnwin Klara's skirt would have made the per'fect
window for her to stare out of. She looked remote, ruined—a dead-
eyed ruined queen, Excgpc Hxat she was not dressed for the part—
the pa'rt being historic, her clothés being modern. She had _»ti;d
her hair back with a pale blue silk,scarf t;;i: had a border of -
white sailboats on it. She had tucked ‘a reshwh\R shirt into‘her

tan slacks. '"You made me dream I was déad." she said, standing

.with a terrible queenly pallor in the kitchen doorway in her\tian

slacks, her sporty tan Oxfords. "You covered me with thawhéav\y
. A
heavy blanket and-made me dream I vas dead." ¢

Y
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Pup was scheduled to come home from Port Fairweather in the early
sprihg. Tina was still up in Stettler, writing her finals, so Klara

and Ingrid drove down to Port Charlotte on their own, planning to

combine "errands in the one city with the quick trip to the other to

~n

' ~
fetch Pup. .

Port Charlotte, as they entered its.industrial suburbs, was full of

fog and bustle, ‘The pavements of Clam Hill were wet from an early

morning rain. A tall man in a black suip/with a black raincoat caped
over his head was walking down the middle of Gilford Street. There’

was the smell of soot in the mist. Klara was waiting for the light to

change at the intersection of Dearborn ahd Digby Boulevard, and for an
alerted moment Ingr;d was sure the hooded man was making streight for
them. Not only that--it was Ian Carmichael in his flapping black coat.
But it wasﬁ't: it was an older man-%eyes set deep in their sockets; skin
blue from drink ard the cold. His black jacket was really a black sports
wvindbreaker with a curler's emblem of crossed brooms ;ﬁd sweep's stone
sewn on its front. An ?}d sportsman's skull-and-crossbones in yolk-

yellod felt. Now that she cquld see him up close, Ingrid was sure ?<“

she kngw the blue man--he was one of the Emergency regulars.
™~

Now {they were on Dearborn Street, approaching the General.‘ Ingrid's
stomach tontracted. She knew they'd hit a red liéht just before they got
to the intersection in front of the nurses' residence, they alwéys did.
And they did. Two girls came tripping down the main steps and crossed in
front of the car while Klara was waiting for the light to turn. They
were in new opened raincoats--one a pale butter yellow, the other canopy

green--and they were wearing slim dark’ skirts and white blouses with

\
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with mach%ne embroidery on them. They were so young, so fresh-faced. So
scornful but still so soft. She.didn't know them, thanb God. They were
from the new wave that had come up behind the students Qho'd'beén probat-
ioners at the time she took offﬁ These-two were by now probably already
juniors., The one in the pale-yellow was talking a mile a minute and hol&ing
the flat of her hand out in front of her as if testing for rain. Ingrid
_could guess the sort of cheerful lament she must be making: ."And here's me,
go%ng ingane, with the pre-op enémas still to do, and the‘frays still not
out yet, and the stup{d bloody dressings not déne..."

Klara said, "Let's go eat at Van Houtte's--the view's so lovely from
up there." She seemed tense, white at the gills, she was wearing a new
perfume that smelled powerfully of lilacs. - Still, it ﬁid not quite mask
the sour anxious scent of her perspiration. |

The sun tried to come out while they were eating their strawberry
junket. While she was waiting for Klara 'to finish her'deséert, Ingrid
composed an'imaginary diatry entry (or letter--but who to?) that descriﬁéﬁ
Klara eating: ‘ '{

X was eating with her usual bizarre
decorum, as if she believed Phe waiters
vere only pretending to write down the
| orders of.the other diners and were in
reality awarding her marks on how she

picked up her fork, how she laid down her
spoon. .

By the time they came back out into the bracing Fundy air, the day had
turned colder.™ It was sunnier though--brilliant~-but with such a bullying

wind they had to tie on their kerchiefs.
They took in the grand view of the harbour, coming down into the port.

Klara turned down Besshugh Street and then swung onto Miseum Boulevard with

sheen of the bay. A Russian freighter was anchored at the east end of the

harbour, its looming hull painted the oil-based yellow of gas stations (did

its grim fieldstone villas--their big windows lookiﬁg out on the.briney cold

[N
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ot quite someone they knew, When they were all sitting at the table the

__ _little boy talking about summer camp. "Now ;t'é six-thirty," he said. "It's
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they have gas stations in Russia?), its long Russian name--all those back-

wards R's and N's reminding them it was foreign. The foghorn at Cape Hood

seemed to be presiding over the Russian boat with its mournful-cheerful

pagnified moo. Suppose she had stayed here? Suppose shg had got her R.N.

Maybe now she'd. be working in some doctor's office. Have her own little *

place. Maybe she'd be going out with Ian Carmichael, walking less shyly with

him than formerly, in fog and rein, ) v \

G -
, 5 s . ‘i

Pup seemedﬁdiffefént. He seemed more cheerful, but at the same time -

fi}st'éeekend. having ﬁupper. he started. to talk about the hospital like a

5

the time we would put on our workclothes and go down to Occupational Thefapy.

And then when we were finished down there we would fold up our smocks‘and have

o e il i

a .sing-song." Klara's face stayed §mooth, expressionless. H;ving seen this,
Ingrid and Tina sat with their eyes riveted miserably on their plates.
Pup said no more about it. ‘

~ Years ago, when Klara was away on tour, Pup had held sway at the supper
table, had shoved his dishes io one side, pili;g them into a precarious

pagoda of flowered china; had opened out The New World Atlas and taught them

things: where Madagaécér'was, and the Khybur Pass, Had read aloud to theg

about Corsica, about how seaweed was added to the wine there, giving it the
/

taste of violets. And after supper had let them help feed and groom the

horses, Wolfie and Legs (real names w°1fgang and Allegro), had’ let them try

to milk the oldest and calmest of the old cows, squirting the fine pings of

milk into one of the big graniteware pails. They had crouched tensely on the
milﬁfng stool, trying--like milkmaids—-to’hoid the pail steady between the

pinch of their knees.
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A few weeks after Easter, Karl flew down for a thrée—day visi;.' Klgra
decided she would drive him and Ingrid down4to the Gully Bay house--air it
out; light up the fires.’ She invited a group of friends from Port Charlotte
out there too, to make up a party. f}’

The first night‘at supper, Kléra. in slim new ribbed red
sweater and with her hands in quiited g?eypoven mitts; ca@e
rushing a white china soup tureen out to‘the dining—téble,

crying out,, "Make vay! Make way'!" The guests shoved aside

crockery and glasswa;e. Karl, hiding his irritation from Klara, .

.rose and located a tile on the bookcase behind the table. Klara

set the tureen down on this tile, then made a big production out
of shaking the heat out of her oven mitts. Next came the
ceremonious lifting of the 1lid. But no steam came wafting up;

no sweet savoury smells of bay leaf or onion. The guests craned

" their necks; was this just another of Klara's little pranks?

Buévthen Klara, dippiﬁg tﬁe silver sugar-tongs geep down intg the
tureen, fished out a letter. It was a stamped, postmarked ‘letter,
ad&ressed to Ingrid, ;n Karl's European-looking handwriting.

Klara must have picked it up at the poét office in Athens before '
they left home. Now she handed‘it to the guest next to her and ,
if passed hands down to Ingrid. With a tender‘smilesfor Karl,
Klara said, "Yog flew down here fgster than your letter did."

A flushed Ingrid slid the letter 1n£o her pants pocket. Even with her head

bowed with embarrassment she could feel how all the guests were eyeing

her smilingly, as if it was only a matter of . time till the announcement of \\

: S Y4

a wedding would be made.
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When Klara and the guests had at last gone to bed, Ingrid and Karl
lay in front of the downstairs fireblace. listening to a radiolstation iq
Port Charlotte play love son;;——"Malaguena," "The Song from ﬁoulin Rouge,"
"I Only Have Eyes for You,™ "Don't Be.Cruel " How sad the love songs. of our-
'tiﬁe are! thoughE_Ingrid. She couldn't believe ‘the love songs of the future
would have this térmeﬁted melodious ache in.them. There probably wouldn't
evén be any love songs in the futute.‘ Er;bably there wouldn't even he any
love. There will be no deep feeling ggég, she thought. 6Lep feeling will
go ;he way of the dodo.

"How's your father? Is he better?" .

"He is, I-guess, but he doesn't talk that much anymore." Talking about

Pup depressed her. Who knew what he was really feeling? Who, when it came

right down to it, really wanted to know? They were<§11 scared to hear.
They talked about Karl's mother who was away on a(téip to Norwéy.

Ingrid recalled, ﬁﬁt\gid not mention, a posécard she }ad seen in Karl's

hospital r;om. "Mother's dearest boy," it had begun{ in Norwegian.
“Are you close to your mother?" o ’ |
He said he was. "Too close, in some pecple's opinion.” . ‘ | ) :

That he should be aware of it reassqred her.

" H4 worked an old snapshot out of his wallet. A pretty laughing . _—
woman ‘W the clothing and skates of the nineteen—twenties was stand-
ing on % blade-scarred frozen pond. . She was wearing a longish
tweed skirt and a low-belted tweed jacket. Her arms were hanging .
dowﬁ at her sides, weak, gag-dolled by laugﬁter. I can't skate,

for Heaven's sake! she seemed to‘be crying at the camera. Her )

speed-skateé were limp-necked; she was knock-kneed at the ankles.
Ingrid said, with some anxiety, "She looks like she has a good

~ o

sense of humour."
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- "She Iikes a good laugh," said Karl and something about the

\ way he sail this made Ingrid qﬁeasy.' But then, as if the subjectiu
* *  of his own mother was mékiné him uncomfortable, he started talking
" about Klara; how she'd acted at suppertime. “Aiwajﬁ trying to focu;
.attention onp hergelf," he said. "Kut do you know wﬂat really

" irritates me about her more than anything else?"

, "What?" said Ingrid dreamily. "What." Whatever it was, she
¥

wvas sure she wolld love to hear ic.

A

"The way she comes ﬁp to me and looks at me with-those big

" innocent blueagyes of hers and say;, 'Do youzlbve little Ingrid?-

el Do you love her very much?'"
N ‘ . Ingrid snorted,

' . hIhe way she calls you gggglgvgﬁg;gg." he said.

;- © She laughed. "Little Orphan Ingrid," she said.

“Dq you know ‘what i feel like answering her?" he asked her.
"When ‘she asks me if I love you?" - . )

~ ' - < Ingrid feltAA;licious. He} whole belly w;s jelly, rLady to

. laugh;' She felt weakened qnd lulled by the coming laughter, by that

aﬁd,the'uﬁéven heat-—half of her face and half of one thigh were all

-1 - - hot fron ;he fire. "What?" \

e e o '~- "] feel like saying no. I feel like saying No, I don't love
'\\

her." + . ‘ ' ‘ . ™~
She sat up at once and stroking a lock of hair back behind an

+

’k : ear, drew herself a little away from him. "Whatever would you want

‘to say that for?" T ' y v
"To shut her up," he said.

8
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"I'm going to go get myselfuaf&fink of water." .

'run herself a glass of water. But changed her mind midstream and

whipe'fieid. The tree he had planted for Tina was at the front

walked across the river ice in the winter, coming home from school

" battalion of ghosts and their outriders. Once. she had sat down on .

118"
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She didn't respond to -this but after a moment she stood up.

When she cémg out to the kitchen she didn't need to turn onm
the light, the field leading-up to the bluff was so bright with <
moonlight and frost. She foundoherséif a wineglass on a t;ay on ‘

the table by the window and started over to-the tap with it, to .

went back to the table and poured herself some wine in .the dark.
She could see the cedar tree her father ha& planted in her honour

the day she was born—it stood black as'a cyprus'on the moonlit

of\the house and the tree for Arnie was at the head of the grove
of poplats that led down to the river. When she.apd Arniéfhad oo
)

for the weekend, they had sometimes been caught in ‘blizzards.- Some-

times they’'d had to huddle in a.cave in the rock face of the western

end of Kingsmere I;land. From their rock enclosure they'd watched

the stinging cold veils of sno; coming toward them from a great dis-

tance across the.frozeh vhite plain of the river. A waving, wafting .

the ice, too cold and tire;ﬁto go on, and Arnie had ha;apgued her

and nagged her until he had forced her to her feet. TN
She could hear Karl's'feet~éome waiking toward the dérk kitchen. | |

She could hear them stop in the doorway. After a moment she could

2 .
hear his uncertain voice say, "I'm sorry--appareatly I've hurt your

feelings."”

]
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lj He camé up behind-her and pressed himself closé up against her.
She could feél his warm winey‘b;eath on her skin; He cuéped her
breasts, kissed the bent back of her neck.
She tried to priqhis fingers out from pndét(ﬁer bfeasés.
“"Don't be cruel,” he whispered into her hair. J
She didn't want to answer him, she didn't want to speak, she
wanted to freeze him out so hé&'d know, béyond a shadow of a doubt, how
much he'd hurt her. But then this deep freeze treaimenc made ﬁer fﬁink
of Klara and 1n‘a rush of fear that if she wasn't careful she would tPrn‘
into her.mother} she turned to him and flung her arms around his neck
and kissed his eyes and then his mouth--a long deep kiss during'which he got
her backed up against the sink—-ordinarily she loved this, being b;cked up

' .
against something; even now, in her confusion, she could feel a dark rose

of sweat and desire budding between the thighs of her black velvet toreador
pants and she slid her hands up inside the sleeves of his short-sleeved shirt

1

—it made her feel calm and womanly to do this—but at the same time something
[y .
was ticking, the kiss was a bomb, there was going to be an explosion, she was

. still so angry with him. But for some reason she didn't want him to know, she
. . RS .

‘wanted to keep her anéer a secret from him; she wanted to observe him in his

naive belief he'd been forgiven. And so she said in a normal voice, "Hey !

Maybe wﬁat we need is soéething to eat,”" which allowed them to break away from
each other and start to pull bowls of leftovetg out of the ice-box—a plate of’
cold cuts; a cold fogged bowl of black olivqp;'a bowl of mayonnaise with dill

in it; a Norwegian loaf of pale cheese. em@edded with cloves and c;raway seeds

and coated-with a wax red as royal sealing wax; a bottle of red wine:; a shallow

" bowl of pork tenderloin medallions in théir cold sweet congealed sauce

of onion rings and basil.and mushrooms and brandy. And all this

i L : . R e S o
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asgémbling of food was done in a spirit of the greatest friendliness,

‘or so it seemed, No, it did not; she was after all still-cunningly

watching him, to see how he would behave .when he imagined he was
putting sbmething over on her. She would never marry him. Iq was
a pity he'was lopking so attractive, so appeéling; had relled up

the sleeves of his blue¥stripgd white shirt and loosened his tie.

.-He took up the'tray and carried it into the firepléce room and they
> £Q ¥ :

both squatted to it and spread the sowls of food and the wine out-
on ;he c01§’f1agstonés in front\of‘the fire.i She liked to look at
him, she did, she 1ovéd it, but it was a gleésure she wthd hﬁve

to give up. I can give it up, she thought. I can, if I have to.

Not that much dark was left before ‘'sunrise. The long snoué‘

‘of wood that had peen burning all through the night was being

transformed, by a burning zigzag of flame, into a ldng'ﬁolfish

- o : . R
grey jaw. And when a ffery hinge in this jaw gave way, Karl

Qgike& on his knees over to the fire and broke open the fallen
pg;éng it with the poker, sénding up a startled flock of spérksl
"It is’betgér to marry than to.burn," he said, and Ingrid knew
then that he would ask her to marry him, he would ask herfionight,
buﬁqwhat he said, halfocufning toward ﬁer, was, "What are your
plans fbr the summer?" |

"Warking for Klara. In the music camp."

"Do your parents ﬁay you for that?™

: "No.J : | . - 4

"And then’what?"

T
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She didn't know.buﬁ was embarassed to admit it. She said,

"Oh, there are various possibilities."”

-
a®

" He wanted to know what these possibilities\might be.
‘.EI might go to school." ,

"And study what?"

ﬁer voice broke a little. '"Painting," she said.

"Painting!" It was as if she had said she planned to do her

degree in Murder. But then he quickly rallied with a "Sorry--I
know you draw well," and she was struck by how much the words "draw

well" seemed to leech the power out of her gift for drawing. Such
as it was. /

"And -what about,ch§"typing?" he asked in a more reasonable

voice. 'What happened there?"

"Gave it up."

"Like you gave up the nursing," he said, and his voice had

changed #gain, had become spiteful with disappointment.
She said nothing. -

"Do your regret giving up the nursing?"

, .
"No, Your Honour, I do not."
P 4

.
T -

Hé’iaughed, a liétle self—cdnsciously. "I know I must sound
like the Grand Inquisitor," he said. And there, wonder of wonders,

‘he seemed willing to let the matter of her failure, her future,
lie.

o
4

!
About an hour before sunrise they went for a walk on the beach.

Thgy walked to the point where the bluff met the water in a prow of

high black rock. A wind-deformed fir tree was mounted on top of

Al
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the rock, a tattered flag of dfooping. low- /nged black branches,
They walked into what looked like a cave inw:he leaves, found the
old lumber road and s;arted to make their wa} along its soft mane
- of grass that was scattered with pale pebbles; as if the beach had
tried to migrate up into tﬁe woods. There was tﬁENSmell of resin
and decay but also of mist and the ri§er. It vas unearthly still.
Ingrid shivered from the cold, She had not even taken time to fetch
a sweater to pull on over her blouse, and the‘seqtion of exposed
leg between the end of her toreador pants and the tops of hér old
rubber boots ached from the coid. When Karl felt her trembling,
. he pulled off his tweed jacket and caped it over her shoulders.
She was grateful to him; they stood and kissed awkwardly, formﬁlly,
beneath the scratchy dark trees. Karl vas warply dressed, even
without his jacket; he had on one of his Noruegién sweaters an; as
he and Ingfid embraced, Ingrid could smell mothballs, fogged wool,
» She thought, If I don't~go with him, what will become of me? She

felt the whole world was closed off to her now. I have failed at

everything, she thought. )

They came out of the ca;hedr&l—like dark of the conifer woods and
into leafier country. More and more rattling; more and more light.
-Slendé; birch trees, so wh;%g and motionless in their trunks, were all
hustlé and rustle high up in their leaves.

Kafl vas saying, "If we got married, c;uld you work as a typist?"

.;ngrid~1éoked up at him;_feelihg the doomed cunning of a woman

being\proposed to. "I could, but' I'd need to practice a bit f%;st."

"Could you start to practice soon?"

3
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Flattered but feeling it was only wisdom to also be doubtful. she

aske} "But should we marry, do you think? We disagree on so many things""

He said that if she wanted to know the truth, he had mixed s
feelings about it himself.

On this they were agreed then. 'But knowing that he had doubts
too hurt her feelings a little. Which was cﬁildish, of course.
Also, his doubt seemed to make her more keen. Which was mad, really,
'She tried to imagine herself married. She) pictured Toronto looking
as modern Moscow must look-—all windy and glaring and grey and con-

| crete; all flattened by windy glaring grey light. She saw herself
) ‘working as a typist there. Far from home and glad of it. She saw
herself wearing® a t:rim little dove~grey suit. But would i:here be
woods like this in Ontario? Or a river as lovely ?{he May River?
It seemed to her it was unlikely the;e would be, er whole child-
hood seemed to have been spent in this wood, on this river. In the
early spring .she and Arnie and Tina had played on the river when it
was no longer safe, finally fleeing home, pursued by treacherous
maps of cracks in the ice. And in winter they had played.at the
foot of the Elf Temple, deep in the woods, building forts and

caves in the snowbanks. The Elf Temple was a frozen bluff of water
with curdled pale yellow braids in the white~-as if a bird,» flying
above it in the frozen air, had urinated on it while it was
ffeezing. They had come home from the woods w;th their fingers
freezing inside their :Lce-Beaded mittens, their toes‘ paining' like
bullets in their boots, the need to go pee sharply in each of them,‘
and although sometinmes they had found their parents not spesking. to X

each other, at other times they had found them strangely
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peaceful together (a post-coital peace? but they wouldn't have
considered such a possibility then)-—-Klara playing the piano, slowly,

: thoughtfu*y. the notes seeming liquidly to stalk reserves of

memory, feeling; Pup sitting at the kitchen mending a section of

harness or bridle. Ingrid'could not imagine such a warm scene

taking place between them now. But maybe we'd do better than they ‘

did, she thought, picturing herself as Karrl's wife. She was lying

on the £loor in from: of a fire, reading a book. Their children

were playing near her, two small fair children in corduroy overalls, |

talking and singing to them§elves-and making mot:c;rboat noises with

the foy trucks they. were driving along the slope of one of her thighs,

along the hill of a hip. “It thrilled her, the way they tirust'ed her.

“They trusted her so much they didn't even see her. She was just

part of the landscape to them, and the thought of being so trusted

m_gde her feel happy almost beyond \blelief, so that when sh.e, their

future mother, came with their future father out into a morning

whbse mist was obscuring the hills that ran behind the Gully Bay

- house and Karl said, "Do you t‘hink we should marry then?" she said _ .

yes, she thought ::hey }?d"a chance to be happy. |
’ The house, at the end of its long foggy field, was lookihg blank

——evemn dead--with sleep. It was hard to believe t};t the people who

_were sleeping in it would ever open t:heir‘eyes, yawn, sit up. Just

before Aéneven, ‘the two who vere to marry 'c_ame in among them like thieves,

leaving wet mist-tracks on the kitchen linoleum. Then they kissed

each other quickly goodnight and went at once to their-'beds, not

g
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wanting to be obliged to answer any qﬁesi:ions put to them by thoée
who would soon enough be stumbling out of their beds to splash

their faces with cold water to wake themselves ﬁp.

—
o
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SUN AND RAIN

.~

When he woke up it was dark and the rain had ?topped It was

! unearthly quiet the way it sometimes was after a 1ate—day rainstorm.
Q { -

as if the rain had rained 511 the noise out of the city. He didn't .

think his mother could have come back Yet—he had a sense of the

dark apartment spookily lying beyond his bedroom door. He wondered

if it was true, vhat Margo had said, that their other had a new lover.

He hiwself had seen no signs of it. He couldn' even remember when it

vas in love with one of h%a patients, a Frenchman from Morocco, all
one winter and spring.'and that for three or four months after it was
all over between them there had been an uneasy stillness in the .
apartment, like a'held breath. et

He stepped out of his room, expecting darkness, but then saw from
the nrightness of the hallway that ail the lamps in the living roem
vere blazing. Hhen he got down«to it he found his mother sitting
curled up on the low sofa in her good dark suit, warming her chilled

AN fingers around a mug of hot tea. She called out, “Hello, Arthur,”

in a calm enough voice, but it seemed to him that her grey eyes,

above the grey-glazed mug, were guarded, over-bright. He thought,
Let's all just hope and pray it isn't another Moroccan.
He walked over to the armchair in front of the windows, dropped

into it. "I fell asleep. Didn't even hear you get back.".

"Just got here about fifteen minutes ago."

e,

was that she'd last been involved with someone., He did recall that she

i | =
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It seemed to Arth;;\zﬁat the f;in had rained not only all the noise
)

out of the city. it had rained allythe energy out of‘their voices. He
looked out the window. ‘It wasn‘; quite night. Thesky was a sky-after-
rain colour--a high pale green. Here and there lights were coming out on
the lckgsig:f. He felt too tired to yawn. A fashion magézine with a
vacant-faced girl on its cover was lying on the coffee table to his right.
He picked it up and displayed it in front of his chest. "I ask you: Is
this, or is it not, the dumbest face you've ever seen?”

"She doesn't looked burdened by worries, or even thoughts, I would
have to agree."‘

.

"She doesn't look like she's been burdened by a thought ever," said

Arthun“&.“All the lights on but nobody home." He dropped the magazine

to the floor, picked up his copy of Shakespeare Survey 33, opened it to

the article on King Lear. And after a moment said, "Hey, listen to this--
it's galking about how in King Lear everything's all screwed up;

people going to supper in the morning and to bed at noon. Sounds like

your life, when you're on night duty. Supper at'brbakfast, to bed at noon."

"Yeh." But her smile seemed sad. She asked him how he was
enjoying the play. ”

"It'; okay. The evil slutty sisters are sort of neat, but Lear
is a real self-pitying oldeindbag. Basically, he's just such a shit.
The storm on the heath scene was pretty good though. But Miss Mog;issey
was saying she doesn't really approve of using the weather “

the way the writers of Shakespeare's time did, to support

_what's going on with the characters emotionally. And I agree with

e
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that. I mean, ;omething really sad can happen on a sunny day, after
' all. I'm not that wild about sun in the first place,” he said, looking

peacefully out at the efter-rain dark. "Give me a storm. Give me

~ rain."
‘His mother said that she was crazy about rain herself and Arthur

had a memory of her and the Moroccan charging into the apartment,

laughing like fools, at the start of & downpour. The pathetic

R i

fallacy, that was what it was called, whal the wveather supported the

e

emotional mood like it did in King Lear. After class a guy who was

e
-

sort of a friend of his had come up to him out by the lockersqud
refgrred,to Moft}ssey as the pathetic Morrissey but Arthur didn't 5
mind her all that much. She wasn't as much of a disaster as some. And then
the new girl had come over té ask him which of Shakespeare's poens

they .were supposed to read for next class and this had led to their

talking for a while. So this was his second conversation with her. !

He closed his book and said to his mother, "You remember that girl I
J was talking about at breakfastime? The neu‘girl? The one who sits
down at the back.with me in English?"
His mother nodded, her eyes on his. "The Scots lass;" she said,
"Yeah, but heradad‘is Norwegian. I'know this because we got into
a conversation after school today. Isn't that weird tﬁough? That ‘we
both have mothers who come from Scotland? Her name is Pippa. She told
. me she used éo see me last year sometimeé, before she even decided to
, change schools, walking along Spadina'Aveﬁue. She‘fcld me she deciifd
’ then that I must be a very enigmatic persgn." '

te ' ? )
b "If she thinks you're enigmatic, it means She's crazy about you,

said his mother, But now her eyes were filled up with a distracted

look. He thought of asking her--if he asked, he would ask sharply--
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"Is lonething: the matter?” but instead said, "Yeah? I thought it
) “' ,

might mean that.”

)
His nother 1ifted her straight fair hair (which had recent{'y
started to go white at the temples) over the collar of her. sui

,Jat‘.ket "What does she look likeyj ‘ '| ‘

"Blond hair to bout here." He pointed two fingers at his ‘throat.

"Glasses., She looks goodv in them though. Very nice eyes, not too big.

"Why do people think big eyes are peautifil “anyway? They give me the

creeps." He didn't wait for her to reply, He said, "Afryway—about
Pippa. This is going Ro sound ‘superficial, but it's her best quality
—-along with her eyes and her personality and her smile—absolutely

sensational legs."

His mother's smile was fleeting, then there was a rasp as ‘she
crossed one hefty black-nyloned leg over the other. She extended this
leg straight out and bounced it up and down a little, lightly, sadly,
from the rounded plump fulci'um of her bent knee; studied it with a small
w:Lstful smile. "Unlike my own, which are—-colossal " |

Arthur shot an uncomfortable glance at his mother's legs. He tried
to look judicjous. "Not colossal,” he said quickly. "Just a little on-
the heavy mdl . .

"™r. Ta)t," said his motHer. She set her tes mug down on the floor
beside the sofa and then worked her feet out of her high-heeled sandals
and lifted them up to the sofa vhere she drew both feet and legs in under
the dark protection of her skirt. s$he said, "Listen, I'm g)oing to‘ have
ask you.for a favour. I want you to stay home from school ‘tomorrow

morning."

"This is a favour?" But then he remembered that his clv'ass with Pippa

'was in the morning. '"Whatfor, though?"
&

g
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"I have to go to the hospital for an exanination. ntestinal
ihing. They're going to have to sedate me and so the Ht me to bring
somebody with me.” : ‘, : . :
He stared at her. "When did you find all tﬁis out?” He felt like.
ja jerk when he heard how mean and suspicious his voice wvas coming out.'
but it seemed to him that what always happened whenever things started
to go really well was that one of his parents would spriﬁg sorething on
him. ) | . o
"This afterncon. 1 had an appointment with Hopwood."
ji "But what's the big rush though? ., I thought it took a loﬁg time
to get something set up at & hospit&l." _
"It's Mike ﬂoéwood's day at the G.I. clinic fomqrrow: I just
turned out to be lucky.” R
-, "What's this thing called that you'}e going to get done?"’ (He .
couldn’t seem to squeéie the colh dﬁb;ousnegslout of-his voice. .He
thought, Jesus, I'm starting to sound like Dad.) |
"Colonoscopy. They go in with a long fleiible'tube‘and look e;ery—

thing over." She coughed drily. "All made poésible by .the wonder of

fibre optics," she reedily whispered.
' He relented a little, "Are you worried about it?"
She rose with a powe;ful spring, iook off for the kitchen. Thé
efféct was startling to Arthur, like Seeing‘a ghite-faced; golden-. . . —
haired ship's figurehed? pop up out of a jack4;n—t£e-box. i
0 But it was too quiet out there--as of cqurse he ﬁad known it ;’ Lo
vaula be--and after a minute ;r two he'got uﬁ and followed her. She
v;s standing with her back to him, her hands grippiﬁg the wing handles .
of the faucets, pretending to Ib;k out the window. He came up behind

fow ' ' <
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; her and hung a cautious arm around her shoulder. As she let her head’

fall against him he could féelvthe tumult insider her, like hundreds
of ‘1ittle .pistons pumping up and down deep in her shoulders. Usually
he kept things formal between them (to this end he always made

a p’oing of calling her "Mother") but now, out of anxiety, he went
back to one of the endearments of childhood: "Aw, Mumsie—don't
worry, okay? Everything'll probably turn out- to be:.fine. And then
y\ou'll leilgh at yourself for having 80'.: all ?otilered and anxiou%’"
The ho;pital was an older more elegant hesé'ital than the one
\;here his mother worked and its basemeet h'eliwa,ys smelled of dis-
infectant and baked linen. Qrderlies and sleep}—look‘ women with .

¢

raincoats caped over their uniforms were yellin§ things out to each

other. ' ] ,

"Sweetheart,"-a big orderly with evil s;l.deburnsliwas':'yelling at a
pert lit:tle r;urse with horq—rimmed élasses. “I told you you shoulda
'qeme t:.o. the Bahemas with me!” Early morning camaraderie Arthur guessed
it mu;t be. Every' member of the staff in- rude and heartless good
health He, on t/he other hand was feeling jittery. His stomach’
t.hreatened to fiﬁeve. He could feel his chest getting constricted from
the cheerful horror of the place. L,

dn Dr. ‘Hopwood's gloar they had td walk down a long corridor to

reach the Gasiro;Intestinal clinic at the far end. . As they hurried

‘toward it, Arthur caught a glimpse, in a small brighi*reom. of a wizened .
i . ' «

- little nurse sitting fiiing her nails beside a tray of sfringes. Then
they passed two women wearing lab coats over théir slim skirts and

_ blouses. Doctors? Lab techs? The taller one.‘.whgse legs were too




-set angry eyes Qas saying, "Yeah, well. But that, in effect, was what

‘Beside it there was a small tin tray that looked like a tray from a

skinny and who had a horseiAbut nevertheless beaptiful face with deep-

I did say. I said, 'Listen, buster, if you want to get your jollies oit

of hurting me..." Everything about her accent and delivery was old Tory

TR

Toronto. Doctors, he decided.
hY

He had to wait in a little alcove off the G-I clinic. Twenty min-

utes, his mother had said. After twenty—eight minutes had jumped by ' .

on a hospital clock that locked like a school clock, he could feel his

unease converting to dread. Was shé}rqally going to be okay? What 1f

iR M A

she wasn't? What if she was going to die? He decided he couldn't sit
still one second longer, .and he rose and téok off in the direction of
the little nurse filing her nails. But when he got to her office, it

wvas empty. OnYa white enamel table sat a clear plastic tray of syringes.

-

cafeteria for dwarfs; it had some swabs on it, and also a codple of

bottles--one of them a bottle of nail polish, dark and viscous as blood. '
The room’smelied sickeningly of polish-remover.

'He turned back, came to a door he pushed open in time to be greeted
by'the the éound, far bgloﬁ‘him, of the impersonal crash of institutional
cutl;ry; It sounded like whenever they got too big.a pile of dirty dishes
do@n in ugg kitchen they would dump them onto a conveypf belt that would
rush them off some place to be smashed so they wouldn'} have to be washed.

Cooking smellé\came up to him: potato scallop, what smelled 1like codfish -

cooked in milk, ‘He &réw back into his own quiet hallway at thé,bame
moment that he saw, down at the clinic énd, the door his mother had %;en
ushered through being shoved open. An East Indian nurse emerged, peeked

El

round into the.alcove, then turned to gaze down the hallway. "Mr. , \

~ Blakely?" she called out to‘him.
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He hurried towards her. - ’ v

She waited‘till he reached her, thenlspoke'in 2 mournful, soft
British voice: - "Your mother is ready to go home now."

."Fine," he replied. His voice, he wildly noted, had éome out sound-
ing trulyrridiculous——a‘sort of hushed croak.

"Did you come to the hospital by taxi or by priyate car?"

"We brought our car."
"Will you be doing the driving, Mr. Blakely?" JVP

Whgn he nodd;d she looked worriedl;';eproachfql, as 4f she had
known him for years and there{ore knew’ﬁi; Eo be unreliable. éhe said,
"I was just wondering , because your mothef is certainly in no

- N
condition to be doing any driving herself."

Arthur didn't iike the "ia no conQition"; it ggde his @o;her Sound‘
senile. And so he replieﬁ in a dead formal voice, ?Tha;’§ why I came
. along with her. If was ;y‘uidérstanding that she would be receiving a
ceftain amount of sedatioﬁ." He was standing miserably hunched up, his
fists rammed into th; pockets of his lightweight windbreaker, and his
jaw felt painfully stiff, as if any future smile he might smile would
come off lookiﬁg tight and false fo the point of lunacy.

QWe had to give her more than the usual medication.“'the nurse told
him. "Some of the‘colanoscopy areas were fairl} inflamed."

What did she mean by inflgmed? Was it a euphemi;m for cancer?
And what did she mean b} §airiy? Did she mean very? Her words made
,him«récall being-a little boy and screaming--it seemed to him now
. that he'd scrgaméd i: hundreds of times—"I wish ;ou would die!"
Sometimes he'd screamed it at his father, sometimes at his mothgr.
(But mést often at his mother.) "What sort of medication?" he hoarsely

inquired. s

A -
.
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The nurse looked startled. "Valium for relaxing the muscles.

Demerol for the pain.”

This ga\ve Arthur the fear that when his mother was wheeled out

she'd be sitting pigeon-toed in her vheelchair, her head lolling idiot-

ically off to one side, but she came out looking normal, just a bit

‘ sleepy. The athletic-looking nurse who was pushing her chair had a

deep tan ‘and superb classical features——she was the perfect plastic

type he hated himself for tending to go for-—and short, sun~bleached

hair. She nmst,(have Just got back from a holiday somewhere. Spring .

skiing in the Rockies, maybe; she had the narrowed, measuring eyes a
skiier gets from squinting against ‘sprays of sr;o&-mist. She flashed
a quick cold smile at Artl{ur, then pouted at the clouding‘-up sky
beyond the hospital's small-paned tall windows.-~"We'd better put
your hood up," she said to his mother. “"1t looks like it might rain
out there." And she shot up the zipoer otx his mother's slate nylon
parka, ‘then yanked up the hood and tiegi its drawstrings into a tight,
skin-pinching bow under her chin.« e .\j

It struck Arthur then——and not for the first time either—

that hospitals were humiliating places, much more huniiliating than

'school even, I‘K fact, driving home in the car and re~hearing the

sound of the nurse's snappy manhandling of the nylon parka (a sound

that had grated on his nerves as much as -any screech of chalk on a

- blackboard) ig occurred to him that a lot of hospital words were inter-

changeable with school words—-' examination," "tests," "a good
report.” He thought of asking his mother, "Did the doctor give you a
good report?" but instead asked her a more careful question: "Did

Hopwood say anything to you-—-after the examination?"

/ ., _ L "

wron
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"W‘asn't there." . ‘
"Wgsn';: there? What's that supposed to mean?"
"Called in sick. Lorca did it."
"Who's Lorca?" | . ‘ Do
/ "His partner." |
" "Okay, then. So what did his partner say?"
"That his im-tner wvould be getting in touch with me.”
"Hopwood will be ‘getting in touch with you," said Arthur.
"Right.” - She had turned her face away from him. He couldn't |
tell whether she vas iooking out the“ window or crying. After a vhile
he thought she might be asleep, but he wasan't sure. He cleared his

throat. ™I'1l be having a real easy day at s;hoql today. Only two
classes--Art and Frog." ‘ ‘ :

' No answer. He hated French; it was the only subject he regularly
failed in. Which was weird because Margo was the exact opposite--the
world's most ardent: fra.ncophile. . Frogophile. He had ncthing against
the French personally. apart from-——but was this personal"—their
\devious gushy language, but Margo and his pareuts were all such
(gung bo frogophiles that the prospect of joining them in their passion
for :;taking the language made him feel worn out before he could eve-n
open the first .page of hiQ,Frerich grammar.

His mother heaved an emotional-sounding sigh.

"Are you awake?" . ——

. Still no answer, and so they hrove on in more sii’ence. .St;:'eét

after grim residential street: in the fitful "late morning sunshine

Feeling lonely. he wound down the window S0 /hnould smell the lake.

~ ?
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He reémembered that until h; vas four or five years old he had believed
Lake Ontario was the ocean. He could still recall the amazed sadness
he'd felt the day he had learned it was not. And since then, more bad
news: the lgke was polluted, dying. He quoted to himself: "Nero is
an angler in the lake of darkness." It was one of the lines he iiked
in Eggg_ngg.——But it wasn't a lake of darkness today. Quite the
contrary: it was hurfing his eyes with its fish;sheen glare of light.

At their apartment tower he parked at the front entrance, then ‘

reached over and gave his mother's shoulder a shake. "We're home!" he

called in the low but hectoring sing-song he remembereﬁ his parents
using with him when he was a kid and asleep in the car at the end of a
‘ K

long family trip home in the dark.

With a sound soﬁewhére between a grunt and a cri she twisted away
from him.

Arthur was assailed by a feeling of exasperation tinged with a
sensa;ion that hovered between tenderness and amusement. This must be
what\it would be like to be the parént of a whiney little kid. EHe shook
her shoulder again. "Time to get out..Mother.“

"No," she moaned and she curled away from him into a deeper committ-
ment to sleep. "I don't want to." 4

"Hey, come‘on now, ?qu've got to come up to the Qpartment; The
nurse said you ;;?'to g0 scra;gh: to bed." |

Sitting on-the edge of her bed, his mother sleepily drew off her
parka, then crawled Setween her sheets still dressed in.her shirt/gnd///

e

jeahs. Her nurse's cape was lying over the seat of the chg;:Vﬁ§/tﬁe
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window. Arthur picked it up and caped it over the back .of the chair.

He wondered if_there was anything he wvas supposed to do for her. "Do you

,want me to pull the curtains or anything?"

‘ She made what sounded like a moan of assent and so he went over and
pulled them. Then he vent dut to the gitch;n and poured himself a glass

of milk to have wifh his salami sandwich. Dessert vas a bottle of beer and
a muffin. - He agitated th;/beer in his mouth like toothpabté—water-—some-‘

thing he used to be fascinated watcMing his father do, long ago.

J

N |

1

As he turned into his school Sgreet—-feeling the exaggerated shy-
ness he always felt after he'd missed a morning of séhool-—AéEhur was
confronted by a noisy crowd scene: figteen or twentf people finishing
their lunch in the cold sunlight, out on the balustraded main stone
stairway.‘-QZght away he saw that Pippa was among them, leaping back on
her elbows, the sun transforming her spun;looking fair hair into the,
brainless big mop of a g}tl in a comic strip. She was laughing in what 4
looked like s very-admiring way up at a jock named Del Maloney who was
'crguching sleekly towards her, his hair slicked back, and her feet wer;

_shod in flat grey suede ankle-boots, the kind that looked like they'd
'been‘;opied from the ones the fool alvéys wore, in Shakespeare's plays.

- Arthur made a wide arc to the left of the stairway and then ran down
the steps to the west wing's basement entrance. Once inside this

" utilitarian cavern he made Si;aiéht for the hissing, steam-heated boys’

toilet, located in the'cavern's nmorth end between the tunnel to the

boys' gym and the janitors’ office. His relief at fin&ing it empty

PR Igro oY
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was so great that for.a moment he mistook it féf happiness. 'Bht
his hand trembled as he drew his comb out of his pocket and start-
ed to comb his too—lﬁng brown hair. As he combed he-cursed
Mhlgney, but he wasn't exactly ovérjoyed with himself either.
You ;hould gét your heir cut, he téld his reflection. You look
like a goddamn hippie. He wished he'd wora another shirt too, he
could have wept when he saw what a pﬁtz he looked like in this
one;‘/But no more time for regrets: :hé bell for first élass
was goi;g off.' |

His school had recently adopted a clasa-roté}ioh system-‘
called the tumbling timetable and as a cohsgduence of it Arthur
was forevgr having to stop and ask himselfz“Whéﬁ week is this? :
Vhich way has the tiié:able tﬁmbled? It was what he héd to ask
himself gow, standing blankly in front of his locker. Then he
remembered it was Art. He grabbed out his spattered lab coat ahd‘
"+ plastic bag of paint tubes and took off at a ruh for the studio
on the third .floor.

két passed, then a séare. In French, Mrs. qu.Fiscﬁer
(who, although she tauéht French, Qas actually Ggrman) handed
back the corr;qted French tests. A lonely-exedmhood;looking '
blondelin her thirties, she was not a papular teacher. She
was a test-freak, that was why. Every day Arthur's class had
to spend tpe first twenty minutes of the period scribbling
aﬁswerslta test-questions while Frau Fischer sat and stared out

toward the bare park, deep in her lonely Teutonic thbughts.,

]
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He had failed, by a fairly wide margin. .Not a surp;is;.
Aé;oas the bottom f the second page ll'-'ischer had vritten, /
“Disappointing work, Arthur. I know yoﬁ can do much better than
this.” Maybe so0, but he couldn't bring himself to care one way
or the ot:her;’ the image of Pippa laughing up at Maloney had
" sucked all the breath out from u;:dér \his heart. If onl-y his
mother hadn't asked him to driu her to the hospital Because
Maloney (though a dumb jock) was nobody's fool

When the period was over Arthur went out into the clear air
(no sign of the rain the cold nurse had predicted) and sat on a
stone wall to the west of the school's main e;xtrance to watch for
Piﬁpa. He had some bad .moment:s. fantas:i.zix{g her waiking toward
him with Maloney, but at last she came dawdling along with
:another’girl in t:he ‘shadow Of the arched s;:one portico of the
school's norhtwest wing. They had their heads bowed over a
-letter Pippa was holding. They kept bumping into each other as

they walked and because of this he was sure their"legs were weak
— .

from the shrieky pleasure of laughing. He couldn't bear-it when

two girls got together to snicker over a letter some unsuspecting
person—probably a guy-—hag , in hope angl innocence, written.

But supposing the guy was Maiﬁney? Even so, he decided. Even
Maloney deserves better than this. . And he was suddenly finished
with Pippa‘. She was too young, she smiled too much, 'she. vas too
easily impressed, she was a giggler. He a;‘.ood up, pulled on

his coat, picked up his books. He only turned back for one

sorroving farewelk

ok at her: But as she stepped out into the

w
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cold sunlight she looked up and saw him and t'urned and said some-
thing to her friend--s short girl in a nav'y coat who immediately
tooic off in a run across the frozen grass of the plﬁying—field-—
then came walking on tovard him h}one, the letter clasped to her
breast. Was she going to show it to him too? He would refuse
to read it.

But she greeted Arthur shyly, with her t-xnsure eyes, as she
approached him. Si\e wasn't biting her J.:lp. but her eyes had that
look girls' eyes get when they are biting a 1ip, and her hair
seemed to carry a silvery glow and crackle ‘w;lthin it, like °

a paie_ bonfire; it seemed to electrically brush the shoulders

.0f the grey and white ski-cardigan she was wearing over her thin

bloude and jeans. The cardigan's buttons were engraved acorns,
made out of silver. B}; way of saying hello to her, Arthur reached
out and pulled on one of these éold silver acorns with a finger and .
thumb. Shyly, he jiggled it a little. "Hello, Pippa," he
said, q

She looked up at him with her light grateful eyes. ".I bring
you news of _homework in English,"” she said, and she handed him

/
the letter.

He stared at her in amaz.ement. He let go of the silver acotny
ll';d opened ths paper out. He saw a numbered series of questions‘.
fie studied them without seeing them. . He was léoking at her name. ,
PIPPA FJELDAHL ‘she had ‘prim:ed in three different scripts at the

top of the page. '"Well," he remarked in a ‘voice barely ambove a -

1]
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g whisper. "Thanks a lot." He rgfolded ‘Ithe paper and s]..ici it into
" his shirt pocket.

"frou weren't sick, were you?"

"No. I had ;:d ta,kimy_ mother to €he hospital."™

"Oh," she said, and'although her voic; dipped wit:h'concern,
someth;.ng that looked like an uneasy pléasure seemed to stand,
sharply ‘withdrawn and w;tchful. far back in her eyes. HMaybe she

didn't get along with her own mother.: "'Is your mother sick?"

"They d:n't know yet. They had to do some tests."
"I hate hospitals." She spoke ‘with pass.ibn. "Hate them."'
- Arthur said he hated them to&, and as thqey started walking
'toge‘ther' up the c;racked sidewalk bordering the playing;-field
:he found that his attention, which was ordinarily complet:ely en-
gaged by the female _portion of the student population, had
shifted and fixed itself on the faces of. his own gender and was
methodically searching them out for expressilcns of admiraﬁion
\ and envy. He noticed. that it didn't seem to upset him at aﬂ%&o
’ discover’ tl:l;t his happiness was contaminated with Eriumph'. Why
not? Triumph was sweet. He also didn't seem to be feeling over-
ly upset byithe\f\act that his laughter was too ready and falég—
sounding. In fact when a not-completely spontaneous laugh
caused hﬁ.fn to take in a great lungful of mud and ice smell, the

" spell became instantly dear to him. in spite of’his nervous

,false laughter; it gripped him 1n the entrails and announced

itself as a future trigger of memory—as a smell he would

associate forever with this first day of walking v.}iz:h' Pippa,
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in the open air.
y

Arthur's mother vas lying propped up on one elbow in her bed

reading the paper,;nd eating from a green glass bowl of yogurt.
Sunlight —lakelight—flooded her room. She lifted her spoon
in greetingl

"Hi, honey."  «

"Hellé.f He sat down on-her bed in‘his‘coat. ‘"How,ya

doing?"

"Not too bad. Sore thbugh. But at least they didn't put a

t

hole in my gut."
.- %¥ou really don't trust hospitals very much, do you?"
"I just hope you and Margo never have to go into one."

"That'll be the day. I don't plan to get sick. ever——

I'm such a healthy young dude. And Margo wouldn't have the timeé."

But mention of Margo made Arthur feel he ought to try to be a

bit more entertaining. He said, "You should have heard yourself
this morning when you were all drugged-out in the car.?"To de-
monstrate, he threw himself down on the end of her bed and jack-

ed his knees up. into’ fetal position—with his big blade of a

" nose and last year's too—short black coat he was hopeful he

i

cut a reasonably comic figure—;and theatrically moaned out,
"No! I don't want to!" And was rewarded by her half-amused,
half-uneasy laughter. He got to his feet and stretched, then

gazed with a certain hesitant longing, at, the phone, "Are you
A

' planning on uaing the phone in the near future?”

-
ARy
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When she shook her head he went over tosher bureau and

unplugged the phione. An armload of bright s r

up on a silver tray. The initials J. J. (for Jean Johnson, her
back of the pirror( He said, "I'll tuﬁ: on
you want." " )

"Thank you, Arturo. o

He turned on her radio and then securely ciosed her déor
‘behi@d him and went down the hall to his own roopi the phone
baok an& the phone hugged to his chest. He also\securely closed
his own door. "He even went back tg it andvlocked{it. Ordinarily
she wouldn't come into his room without knocking first, but'ybu
never knew: she might decide that undefgoing’a medical pro-

|~

|

cedure gave her special privileges. : \
He plﬁgge@ in khe phone and sat down on his bed with it
hel& in his lap, still in his coat. Then he pulled the home-
sg}k-sheet Pippa had given him out of his pocket. Fjeldahl.
He looked it up in the plone book. Thefe were only two Fjeldashls
listed and one of them was way out in the beaches. ickly,
before he had' time to chan;e his mind, he dialed the downtown
number. |

When Pippa:came on the line there was a kind of bored fall

in her voice that made him feel tense. He said, "I was wonderihg

.
N r

g
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if maybe we could go out somewvhere tonight, mayb; to 'a movie or
something." He told ber the name of the repertory house he had
in mind, which happened to be in her neighbourhood. .
. Shensaid she couldn't. But now it seemed to him thé: he
qoulﬁ hear ﬁisappointment in her voice. She said her mother's

younger sister was visiting from Scotland with Hér’twollittle

nieces, and that she'd promised to babysit for her the next two
a

nights. "I'd be free on Sunday night though."

!'The one I was thinking of is one you've probably already

o ML sousion

o seen— 'Being There.'" ¢

s \ "Oh, I'd love to see‘thac.x-i neveir did get to see it when
it first came out. It was on in Glasgow.ljust before we left
for Canada, isn't that crazy? I've been wanting io see it‘fqr

years."

‘

“Great," said Arthur, and his voice—in his ears but he

-

prayed not in hers—sounded truly fgeble ;;th surprise and ] ’ ;

pleasure. ‘ . 4 ’ ‘ : o S |
"And listen, yoq}dodut ha;e to come geg me, I'1l meet you

there." [ - ' ' ‘ .

"Okay. How much ahead of the movie do you think we should

meet?" ) } . )
"Fifteen minutes." ' ' . l\\\ ¢ i

How easy all this was! He ¢ould have been asking girls out :

for yea;s! He wnsiyqnderiug if he regretted that he hadn't when

Pippa said, "T wish iF was Sunday.nigh_ fight now." \ . ' L




;7

145 . o

W
His heart took a 1eap. 'Before the conversation, i-agining

‘it going well, he had only pictured himself ‘feeling relieved at

the end of it, not inspired. He ran a hand through his hair and

. dropped his voice commandingly low. "Be there," he said.

At a party Arthur finally located ‘well after midnight (he vas
obsessive about finding parties gn Friday and Saturday nights) there
was- an older girl who smiled at him and patted a place beside herself on
a broun.glaid gbfa. But after he' d sat dovn next to her she just kept
smoking in a weirdly private satisfied way that made him regret having
burdened her with his presence. He had to content himself with pretending
to feel much more curiosity about his surroundings than.he vas reall;

feeling. There was the sound of conversation and occasional’
a .

‘ lpow laughter coming from a room he took to be the kitchen. .

Someone had tacked'up a lépgtﬁ of sand-coloured fabric with

. little greenish and black‘tribei figures woven into it. Not

much of a party, but ‘he was villing to give almost anything a

‘chance for an hour or two. He couldn t decide vhether this

proved he was an optimist or desperate. L | ~
Before she had ‘even finished her cigarette the older girl -

stood up, stroked her hair back behind an ear vith the fingers

of one hand lassaged her midriff uith the heel of the other. ,

”Gas attack " ghe said amiling a brief but sweet smile down at

Arthur. He returned her smillﬁcthinking to himself, What a

flake, and then must have looked 1like he was planning to' get

) u;‘too because. she held the long-fingered hand with the cigarette

st

i
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in %t out toward him in the hostess' gesture that says, "Doq't
get up——stay there..."'and then padded over to the African
curtqii and drawing it back with the same graceful motion she'd
used to draw back her hair, stepped through to the other~side;
Arthur roused himself and made his solitary way down a
dark hallway to look for a toilet. He passed by a bedroom with
burlap curtains at its small-paned dark windows. 'Thére was a
phone on the bedside Lable. Maybe on the weekend he would
phone Harg; and talk to her about taking their mother to the -
hospital. Or maybe there wouldn't be any need to. Maybe she'd
get a gopd report back from HOpéood. This wasn't the fi}st time
‘'she'd had a cancer scare, after all. He recalled the time she'd
had to get a luﬁp taken out of her br;ast. long ago, back when

.he was starting grade nine.

Sometine later——but it was still dark out-he found himself
walking up an ice-blistered alleyway, behind some people uho d
been at ;he uneventful party. They were straugers to him and
the moon was low at the wrogghend*of the sFy. ThQir dark coats

and one booted, regal girl's street-length black cape (was she a

‘holdover from hippié days?) were swaying slightly with the mécion‘

of brisk walking and the pre-dawn wind. There weren't any leaves ’

AR

on the trees yet but Arthur was reminded of the big surfy sound
fn the leaves of the trees near a summer cottagé his parents )

used to rent down on the east coast, near Cape Tormentine,

’
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when he was a boy. He remembered the whole‘family swimming

in the wide warm river after dark, a river made even warmer for
Arthur by the facc that he'd peed 1in the part of it that he'd
kep: dog~paddling short gasping laps back and forth in.

Margo, at fourteen, hadn't swum half as much as the rest of

them; she only took quick groaning little dips and then flashed

up out of the black water, hoisting herself with a shimmy up
onto the wharf where she then affectedly reciined, waving away
the mosquitoes with the tiﬁ of one of their mother's cigarettes,
With her childish ruffled bikini and a bathing cap that looked
like a white rubber bonnet, she had made Arthur think of a self-
centered little baby waving its pacifier. But afterwarda, when
- they had all started climging up the cold sﬁndy path to bed,
Arthur had held tight onto-his mother's hand because Margo had
been transformed from a ridiculous smoking%baby into a majestic
evil alien, étriding ahead of them up’the sand hill in the
moonlight, their father's ngvy trenchcoat swingingly caped like
a king's cape over her shoulders, her head eerily smaii in her

shining moonlit white cap.

He ran down into the suﬂway in the pre-dawn dark but when
he ciimbed up, only half aﬂ‘hour lafer and h;tching a sneeze,
it’was into a world that looked like ig had been exposed for
hours to windy morning Su@light. It vas a light that sobered

him up quicker than a cold shower would have done because he was

. e
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at once struck @y the realization that he ought to have phoned
home to tell his mother he'd be late. An im#ge of her sitting
smoking and crying at the kitchen table rose'begore him with
such clarity that he toock off aila run, whimpering curses under
his breaéh. | |

At six-thirty in the morning, the grey-tiled plaza was de-
serted. Only the gulls w;re awake, wheeling and mewing'in from
the lake, hoping for nourishment f?om>3hopping Centre garbage.
But there was none of 'it; it had all been blown away by the wind'
or swept up. The venetian bl;nds of the pharmacy §nd theqpetal
" blinds of a store called Folklore vere éulléd down and the cur-
tains of the café were drawn shut. A store called May-Hee-Ko,
Folklore's rival, had a row of squat figurines on ﬁisplay in its
window. With their gwollen grim mouths and their tubular clay
arms folded tight across their baked clay chests they had, in
the glaring light of this ice-glazed April mgrning. a primigive -
competitive loék. Every lécked-np restaurant and blank-faced

store had its.newspaper-doormat.

Inside the polished lobby of his own building—-also deserted
—Arthur tore past the elevator and lunged through the swinging
dpor\to the stairwell. He had an incantatory speech at the
ready, and taking the six flights of stairs two steps at a

time, he rehearsed it: I'm a jerk, I'm a rat, I deserve to be

| gggg. He burst into the-aqgrtment with it, his head already -
turned toward the kitchen table. But his mother wasn't at the

kitchen table, and if fact the whole apartment was steeped in

t
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silence. The end of the.shorF hallway that led to the bed-
rooms, t(hich at this time <;f day was ordinarily dim, st;opd in
bright morning light. An image of his panicky,\ mother, driving
up and down the streets of the parents of people he barely knew,
blubberingly making a ‘speétacle éf herself as she""“ggsperately
searched for him, took posséssion of him and made him feel wild
with rege and humiliation. She had done this one night when he
was eleven or twelve, and hé had lived all these years in dread
of her clioiug it again. He slammed the dtlaor to the hall closet
shut and swu;'ng into the i:!.?ing room. Her white-striped grei '
dressing-gown had been flung inside-out over the back of the

sofa. A corner of the fashion magazine with the idiot model on

"“the cover was pinning down a corner of the dressing-gown. All

the 1lights on but nobedy home..he remembered saying to her. He

| was almost se;rencegn-. for Christ's sake! But when was she géing
to grow. up?l He snatched the magazine up from the sofa and pelted.
it at the rocking-chair, causing it to imediately set the chair

to rocking back and fo.rth @ike a rocking-chair in a haunted house

' moyie. Then he took off down the hall to look into her room.

And saw that she was still at home after all, sound asleep.
A band of sunlight the width of a folded-up blanket was lying
across the bottom of her bed; the light biue curtains were sti‘ll'l.
open, showing the morning skz. The drugs must still be having
an effect then; ordinprily she couldn't sleep unless Her room

was ’to‘ully dark. He codldn't se)e her face, because like every-

——
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one else in his family, she alvays twisted tgoward the wall and. hauled

her tgp sheet up o\ver the top of her head and slept hooded like a
Bedouin, but he stood in her doorway a moment, listening to her
slighciy snorey breathing, then crossed into his own room and lay down _
on his bed. '

When he was younger and coming into the apartmenlt: after :«mhool
"the word that would sing in his head would be "Home:" ' He would make

himself toast from cornbread with raisins in it and this toast,

buttered, would taste so succulent he wouldn't hayé to smear any
jam on it. Those days aeemed‘-like heaven.,” Even now he .felr.
basically good about coming into this place although now he was more
alert to the dangers. The other day when hefd come out to the living
. room to find his mother just back from the doctor's and they'd both
sat‘ staring at the sky, he had felt too relaxed—had felt that his
mother” was quagmire, quicksand, that he would .have to get out of here
fast, before he became paralysed by the heavy burden of her tolerance.
Still, when 511 was gaid and done, she was the only adult he knew who |
he really trusted. Mr. Tact, she'd said to him when he'd said something
or other. Something about her legs? But she really ;lid only want to be
his mother; she must—she didn;t even.épprm‘;e of his calling her Jean.
.The only time she didn't mind it was vhen she'd done sc\mething dumb ami
"he kidded her by quoting her quoting one of her pat:iénts say.ing to her,
"You're a-genius, Jean." She was nosy as they come, though; "Get out of
‘my life!" he'd had to yell at ler on mpre; than one occasion. "Get a

life of your own!" Margo ‘'was more indirect and, in Arthur's opinion,

.

-
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a lot meaner. "Poor old Jéan--looks like she's past her prime," Margo
had once remarked to the air while their mother, in good tan suit and

black nylons, was tensely peering back over her shoulder to get a gander

.at how her dark-nyloned legs and the kick-pleat of her suit-skirt looked

from behind. The way her stung face had flushed up! It had flushed up
that time it came out he'd been doing acié too--which had turned out

to be the last time, the trip was so weird ana scary. The two friends
he'd done it with had decided to give it up too. Never again, They
had all got so sick they had felt paranoid, crazy. ‘His mother had keﬁt
lsaying it could ha&e been rat poison. He hadn't exactly calmed her

down when he'd said he wasn't sure that it wasn't. But when she'd said

* they'd better get him to a de-tox center, he'd ‘put his foot down. "o

way.

had to swear hot to tell his father. He hadn't even ailowed her to

He'd forced her to swear she wouldn't te¥l a soul. She'd above all

phone the’Alcphol and Drug Addiction people. He wasn't positive she

hadn’t talked to some -of the doctors at hér\hASpital though. Or phoned

the Addiction place on the sly. But officially she'd had.to settle for
giving him massive ¢qa¢a of Vitamin C and keeping his room dark. When

he was better he'd had to put up with her giving him a hard time over

ite “§nd so this is the gentleman with the famou; wheat allergy' The
misery you've put me t@roughi When I get back from the supermarkét;

a;en't you the one wh& always grabs the packages out of my arms and

then peers at. then"--here she'd reached a package of cereal down from

one of the kitchen shelves-—"ang then start) to interrogate me: ‘'Are

you sure this doesn't h;ve any wheat in it?' Well, I'd just like to

ask you about that acid, my friend.? and here she'd tossed the package onto
the kitchen table crying, "It.could have been rat poison! It also .

could ‘have contained that deadly ingredient, wheat."
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Wheat made him think of bread and bread made him think of toast and
to‘ast made him decide to go down to the kitchen to make himself some. But
‘when he opened the brgad-box it was empty. After a consultation with the
kifchen clock, he decided to walk to the store.' It would be eight
o'clock 'by the time he got out on the street; the Koreanﬂ grocery should

. be 'open by eight. Pram was how Margo had pronounced prime when she'd
' said their mother looked past it. Hoping that if she éaid it with a
southern accent she could pass it off as . Joke. If he walked far
fa\t enough wesf he might even run iilt'o Pippa. (Out walking her dog.
Out walking her qeices.) He wrote a note vhich he taped to the dbw\of
the fridge:
7:45 a.m. Went

out for a walk.
Also to buy bread,

€

Three \litttle guys of about seven or eight were playing a
gane of catch with & ‘football out on the plaza vhen Arthur re-
" turned from the st?re. a loaf of rye bregd tucked under his’
arm. The smallest one was jumping up and down like a maniac,
sueﬁing at ‘one of t:he'older ones, “Sock it to me, Brucie
baliy! Sock it to me!" And when Bruce pelted it to him he .
caught it in a knock-kneed catch and then, hu‘gging.it glee-
fully to himself, started to jump up and down again yelling,

"Ah love ya, Brucie baby! Ah loves ya:
| Arthur.hsniiled to himself. Where did they learn to talk like that?

et ot s e b =
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From lisﬁening to over-the-hill Hollywood actors pretending‘to
be friendly go each pother on TV talk shows? Th?y yeré iéo youﬁg
and ;nnocent to know how corﬁy they sounded., Will I ever have a
kid? he wondered. He remembered being a little kid himself--
playing Superman with his mother's nurse’s‘cape. He remembered
lying on his mo:her“s\and father's bed and playiné with his )
mother's hairbrushes; playing they were silver Volkswagons;
playing they were buffalos in the moonlight.

A3 he was p‘assing ., by the door just before his own door he
heard a phone-siarﬁ to ring. It was picked up on the ping of
the second ring. It made him wonder if his mother had heard
back from Hopwood. Wondering this, he felt an intense fear of
caiking to her. He hoped she wasn't still asieep though. He
wanted her to be awake but he didn’'t want to talk to her. How
could that work? She could be on the phone. But not talking to
Hopwood. |
| But the first sound he heard, stepping inside, was the soun&
of the shower. It wa; a.sound that speeded everything up for
him; it was like a flash rain moving in over a forest where
every stealthy step forward on dry twigs might, upltill the
moment of the rain, have‘alerted a pursuer., He hauled off his
boots and stowed them swiftly in the hall éloset, then raced

sock-footed down the hall to his room. He was already throwing

himgelf into the business of tearing off his clothes before he

even reached his bed. He was breathing like a runner. He plunged




154

into his bed still dressed in his socks and undershorts.

| But his room felt too hot. He b;at his heels up and dowﬁ
on his mattress to bounce the blankets off the end of his bed.
then hauled his sheet up over his head.

He heard the shower stop. His heart jumped to his throat.

_ Then silence. Then the bathroom opening and cl?sing. Tﬂ;n a
tap on his door.

"What is it?" he moaned &ut. "I'm almost asleep!"

His door wa§ pushed‘open but not, by the sound of it, all
the way. "Just thought I'd say hello."

His answering hello came out iﬁ a morose-sounding croak.

"I guess you just got h;me."

"Right."” . o

"I saw y;ur note.,"

He saidlsternly. "Good." \ . -

I"Thanks for getting the bread." |

"You're welcome." But then he iook pity on her. "Listen,
Mom, I'm really beat. I'll talk to you later, ckay?" |

"Okay;"

Was her voice tbo light? Too hurt? “His body felt stiff
with the strain of trying to hear if she sounded like she'd been
crying. "Goodnight, then," he said, and already he seemed to be
holding ﬁis breath, primed to listen again.

"Goodnight."

He couldn't tell how she was feeling at all, but a little-
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while after she'd padded off, clinky breskfast sounds
started coming from the kitchen. Faucets being turned

on and off: the sound of cutlery; the radio, turned low,

playing dance music. s
Now I'll be able to sleep, he told himself, But for
o 8 lo}xg ;ﬁe he couldn't. There wes too much com;)tion
" outside. It'som_\ded 1ike all the little children in the

.\ - ‘
neighbourhood were now playing out there down in the

plaza--at least a dozen of them right under his window—

* . yelling out to each other the shrill happy commands of one

- -

of the games of a holiday morning. -




