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ABSTRACT L
Paper -Dolls and Other Stories -

. James Dougl@s;Willett L L
' , /

v

-
v

@

Paper Dolls and Other Stories 18 a collection of eifht

[N

short stories'whigh are set, with one exception, in towns
. ‘ 4

, élong the southern éidé.o? the Gaspé‘Pgninéurq, beginning

at the neck of tﬁe,Matapédia Valley and stretching'along\

Chageur Bay towPort'DQnielh
. ) , .
The stories explore such themes as loneliness, loss
. R .

of innocence and the discovery of evil, "J. Sweeny & Son =
General Store' depicts the 1ife of a lonely storekeeper

trapped by circumstgnces and his own weaknesses., His !

&itmatioﬁAis cdptrasted with that of tdurists who are free
to move about, and whom the storekeeper sees daily. Five

other stories have youths as their central figuré and deal . .

[Y

almost exclus%gély with the loss of innocence. .In each

case, the e@ecure world of childhood 18 lost because offa'

’

single tragic event, or a series of happenings.

"Paper Dolls" and "Lords of the Upper Floor" are

=

.nérfated by college students remeﬁbqfiﬁg instances from

2

their past. "The Elnu" “deals with-a Michac, confronted

s -

with a hopglesé dilemma’. "Father Dolan's Miracle" presents

an aging priest, revitalized as a result of an improbable .

+

miracle.- t g

—
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-J. Sweeny & Son - General. Store
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-

- As -the car crested the hill, Karen was startled by the

¢ : Col- '
beauty of the view/ which stretched out below her. She yelled

at Mike to stop. Before the car had come to a complete
halt{ tires spewing gravel on the poft'shoulder, she ‘had
her camera in hand and door open, ready to step out,

"Look," she cried. "Just look at this view, Mike.

It's inérediblé!. I've never seen anything.like 1t." As 3

|
i
|

3
|
I

’ i[
|

she spoke, she indicated with a wave of hér arm the scene
about her,

ét the bottom of the hill, a wharf, grey-white and
piled'high with iogster téaps,véxtended into a small bay%
Thé\bay, green alo;; the shore and deep blue at 1its cént%r,
was dottgd with undulating specks of whité, gulls riding
the waves in search of bits of scrap thrown 19:0 tpe sea|/ by
fishermen cleaning mackerel on shore, ﬁehin& them, lining

the rocky beach and draped over poles, hung heavy nets dry-'

ing in the sun. The bay was framed 3y towering red cliffs
on its far side. The horseshoe-shaped belch was st;ewn.
with driftwood. _ \ - :

To her ieft, Karen could see farmhouses and barns.  The
houses, painted white, had red or green roofs. The barns
were mostly a weather-beaten gréy; a few were pafnted red.
Cattle ;;d sheep gra;ed lazily on' sléping, greenvpaatures.
Off in theldistance, behind ripening corn and‘oai fields,

was a thick stand of trees and the blue-blurred outline of

(%)

5. .
i
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-

~

a mountain range. The outer edges of the mountains seem 'd

\

faatened Hirectly to the sky. . Looking back towards the bay,

Karen wondered how best to,get an angled shot of the bay

that would also include the natpral slope of land into the

wi "“
sea, . -

| -
By the time Mike had set the ‘2mergency brake and turned N

v . .
off the ignition, Karen had walked ahead and was leaning

against a roadside telephone polé, absorbed ®»y the scenery. ?

Mike caught' up to her, nudged her shoulder and com-

plained, "Sure is hot today, eh? Good thing the car's air:-

-cdonditjoned., We'd réally be sveating it out."

»

“ "Féel the'bregze qff the bay?" Karen inquired, without
Curning‘cO look at him., "It's so fresh and clean. Salt
and freshly cut hay. Sweet. Something else, too. Can't
make out what it is." | '

"Manure," H}ké responded, as .a farmer drove Hy hauling

a load of fertilizer behind his tractbr. ' i B
. ) R :

Karen ignored the remark, She knew Mike was still up-

set with‘Per because she had insisted they take A thrég day

tour around the Gag?é peninsula, instead of attending the

weéke;d‘ae;tistry convention in ;amilton. He'd been making h

aillyiiémarks ever since they had begun tHeir-toJr‘early‘

yesterday morning. She decided she'a ignore his childishness

a bit longera' He_wasﬂ'c usgd to not getting his own &é&.

He'd soon learn, though. She was determined thpt/;hiqgs

vould‘ﬁe different once she started yorking permanentiy

with Corrine. ‘ : R

L4 1 N .
AT IR APSENETANPY PRSI 7 S S
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"God, 1it's beautiful, It's .so peaceful," Karen
gestured about her. Look at those clouds. * What's that
painting by Constable? Shit, I can't remember. C'mon Mike,"

she pfo&ded, "you iemember. We %ent‘vo that ‘exhfbition at

1
——

the Toronto gallery last April."

5

"1 gasn't there," Mike replied; "you and Corrine went.

I was in Vancouver. Remember, the big convention? They
were illistxating new surgical ;rocedures fof.:.?

"Cloud Study. That's it! ‘éloud Study," Karen inter- .
rupted. "quk\at them. They're like huge buﬂchesAof piléd
whiteness, If they're not Constable cloudg, i don't know
what 1is, You'can almost reach out and touch them — I've
goé to get a shot of them. The light is absolutely perfect.

5
A few more frames like this, and Corrine will have to use a

couple for her book. She still needs some for the Quebec

section."”

"Karen," Mike nbted, "I don't know if I'd take'that .
W ) *
travelogue of Corrine's too seriously. She has enough just
Y
to make ends meet at the photo studio. Why she encouraged

you to take those photography courses last year, I'll never

know, éhe can't afford to pay you... ." '%&

"For Christ's sake, Mike. Lighten up, wiil youi She's
"already given me lots of work taking pa;traits and stills.
She's got a contract coming up wigh Eatons for a whole
series of layout stuff. She's damn good at what she does,

: 1 {
and her publisher said if she had tt; travelogue ready by

September, they could get it -out by Christmag. 1 doh't.

- . —

F s
bl v . L
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. . ‘ .
bother to tell him that Corrine wanted her full tdme once

“better to feed things to Mike in small doses. He was a bit

know what else you want. You don't want me to work full ’

]

time, 80 1 work on assignﬁent for Corrine. It doesn't matter

anyway. You're at the office until eight or nine every night."\

"Karen, be fair now. You know how difficult it is to

establish a practise. And I thought we agreed you wouldn't

work until Jennifer was old enough for regular echobl{ I

don't like the idea of her being ‘with your mother.'
"You didn't want aay care, Begides, Mother's great

with kids,  and -you knOW'itT; She raiseé five of them, didn't

she? Jennifer is just as well off with her. It's only three

¢

ﬁorniﬁgs a week, Mike, for crying out loud." She didn't
the Eatons contract was signed. She had learned that it was

like Jennifer in that respect, she thought. She'd already

afranged for day care next month. She'é‘tell him that, too,

when the time was right.

1s swoopad against the blue of the sky, skimmed along
far cliffs, and dipped sharply over the bay,
iP diat;nce, Karen could ‘hear the}r high-pitched
She watched thé clouds sail by above them, Sighing,
she returned to the car. Mike was already sitting in the
passenger ;éat, impatiently thumbing through the latest

edition of the Canadian Dental Journal. \Slipping behind the

wvheel, Karen released, the emergency brake and pulled off
L J

the shoulder onto the road.

"Drive carefully,"” Mike cautioned her without looking




.

-new cay downtown., He was worried:she'd scratch the paint or

o
N
.5
‘'up from his reading; "I think the car already has a few
scrattches from the gravel." e = ' ' . - S

3 . . . ’ ‘ .
Karen gripped the steering wheel with both hands. ‘She

didn't like the 'BMW. Mike had insisted they buy it because

it, "Helps to look successful.” She had been perféctly
1 . -
happy with the old VW Rabbit., It suited her just fine. _Now
- ) .

she rarely drove at all, Mik;\¥9u1dn't let her take the

something. She still felt Mike had traded because 1t made

".getting to Corrine's shop mo?e difficult for her. Just the

same, she felt guilty thinking him capable of suych a thing.
But it would be just like him, she realized; he liked the
idea of her barefoot,. pregnant, and all that.crap. She
tried to‘steal furtive glances at the rolling landscape, /} .

but every time she looked about, Mike saw her from the corner

., of \is_eye and told her to keep her eyes on the road. She >

I : :
felt he was punishing her by making .her drive. He knew she

couldn't look for good shots from behind the wheel.

-

At the sharp turn at the hill's base, Karen lost sight,

™~ - . A .. 7
momentarily, of the wharf. I; was obdgcured by a row of tall

. , AN

-elms which bordered the road. Boléed to one of the trees

was a hand-péinted sign. Karen Ean&d just make out the

¢
faded black lettering: J.~Swéeny & Son - General Store.

"Pit stop, Mike," she annoonced, as she pulled suddenly

into the gravel driveway; "I'm thiréiy and ; need more film,

They should carry 35mm here.! ,

Mike yelled at her not to turn so sharply on.the gravel:

g




v - :
~ N ‘ ' +
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"The rocks kick up and chip the paint," he explained.

"Yes, I know," she answered."

K&renlswung her long, s8lim legs out frem under the

f: atéering colugn. As she stood 'and glanced about, she noticed

- Il

i:zghat the tip of the wharf .was visible from hetween a tree

N * . <
and the end of a storage shed.- At least she assumed it was
w g? " a storage shed, It was .too small to be a home, and it was —

’

. ! \ - ..
/ .~ fainted a vellow just“bikg‘che store. as well as a couple
of .smaller sheds. - The bay seemed a deeper green from here.

ol ‘The sméll of salt was strpngerdthpn“at the hilltop, and the
] o \ B

’ . ' cry of gulls mo}e Jistinqt, although she couldn't see any.

\ She ‘'smelled hay, and again the same odor she couldn't detect
when they had first stopped. -There was another sound, too,

1 .
coming Trom somewhere. behind them, a shrill creaking which

3

. ) seemed to stop'and start’ag&in‘exery few seconds. Glancing

back towards the road, she noticed the signbéard swinging

-

from its rusted hinges. Keren shivered.’) She felf goose-

bumps on her arms and legs. It was the Rame.reaction she

~ . N

had whenever someone twisted a spoon in a sugar bowl, as”

Mike sometimes did, at the breakfast table. She shivered

"all the ﬂore just thinking ;b0ut it, : _ -

-k ok ko A ks .
. \ . ’ f
% Vincent Sweenv watched through the smudged and dusty

store vwindow as thé dark blue BMW glided - into view. He
. . - ° ' . ' s ¢ .
noted the Ontatio—l}cence plate. As the girl stepped slowly '

&
v

' . from the «ar, Vincénﬁ felt his interests gharpen. She was

tall., Her long brww( hair was collected into a pony\iail.

’ o
] - .o
. ” ’
o
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\ . . -

It seemed to suit her. She was wbaniﬁg a light top, jean:

~ -

‘shorts and sandals."ﬁe watched her as' B8he looked about,

' ' .. . ¢

She was very prefty. .. .

o - ' . f

The bell~Hanging'jus;,above the doer frame-rang'ad

\
-

‘_" . LR ) /
Karen pPshed opén the heavy, wooden,doo:q Vincent watched

her step insfde, blinking, in an aftemqt'tq adiust to the '

- -

co?lrinné7<darkne£s,after the sun's bright. warmth. Vincent
b v : .

,felt a familiar stirring as she ptépﬂ silhouetted in the )

®

doorway. Her tanned legs seemed‘straﬂgely luminous with -

the light from tlre opened doorway pouring in behind her,

-

.Vincent could see the outline of her breasts thtough the

thin material of her blouse.

."Anyoﬁe here?" Karen called out, stgpping_deeper'intb

b}

the store. Seeing Vincent, she smiled and walked towards ° -
s~ = . : 4 2
him. She hadaa friendly smile. Her.face seemed to yight

i v .
up with fit. . )
"Do you carry 35mm film?" she asked. e ) . .
"Yes, I do." He smiled back at her? "Black and Qq1te,
B 4 : ]

or colour?"” . j

"Hmm..." she ghought for a ﬁoment, "give meiten rolls. °

T

"And some cokes, tpo,Y Mike called from just inside

Five of each, please."”

the doorway.

»
— N

Vincent, unaware of Mike's presence, was surprised by L

the sound of his voice. _ ‘ ’ Ce

)

"Where's the cooler?" he demanded. "All right, never '

v Ve " -~ ‘@ o )
mind, .I see it now. .

L . . o n



~caring too much, but wanting to keep her there, leaning

"What town is this?" Karen'askgd. wat'ching Vincent

count the rolls of film. \

"Port Daniel. It's prornounced 'Purdanyul' around

{

here, though." Vincent tried not to stare at Karen's
» ) :

/

breasts as she leaned over the counter tdwards him, resting
. . s
her elbows on its glassed top.
L -

"It's very pretty. Smells nice, too. I could smell

IS

\'*" . A
the salt aif from the bay and the freshly ¢cut hay. The;e

—~ oo
was something else though. . A sweet odor. Familiar, somehow,

but I couldn't pick it out.”

"Oh, that's probably coming from the saw mill. Fresh

v

cut lumper and slab wood. °Sort of a mixed smell of pine

~~
-and” sawdust.” You can't see the mill from the old road, but
1f you follow the new one back, you'll-see it. Halfway up
the hill. 1It's not running today. There was an accident

~A

there yesterday, so it's dlosed for a fey days. Usually

~

can hear the. whine of-the saw down here."

)
'Well, that explains the scent, then."

"Where you from anyway?" Vincent asked, not really

.

over the counter, close to him a little longer. She

smelled good. Some kind of .perfume, apd the smell of
]

Noxzeya as well,
“Torfnto...well, Mississadga'actualli."-. .
"Oh, yeah? Nice place,” he replied, rememberirg how
much he disliked it. "Been there a few times. Used to

drive my uothef'sp to see my aunt before she died."

W



~had been watching her since she walked into the store. She

. "Your mother...sorry," Karen replied.
. \ '
"No, no...mother is fine. She'll l}we forever. Aunt

i

. ) .
died. Cancer." As Vincent placed the film on the counter,

a

two rolls fell to the floor, . Bending to pick them up, he
found* his eyee level with her breasts, g

Karen straightened up, a %}ttle“smile on her face,
yawned and looked around her. She realized that Vincent
\

was a little annoyed, but pleased at the same time. Mike |

hadn't looked at her in that way for a long time.

Y
'"Geez," she said, "this store is quite old, isn't 3t?"

She hopéd‘he would tell her a bit about the place. She

was already thinking of taking a few shots from outside,

and some local colouf might help in deciding how best to

frame the shot. She liked hearing about old things, and

talkidg to cbuntry people was interesting. Their lives

. were so different. She wdpdefed what it- was like living in

! !

a smali place where ‘one knew everythfné about everyone else.
Besides, she reasoned, the longer we talk, the more impatient

Mike will get. She had decided to annoy him f3; a while.
3 . ' ! .
"Well," Vincent responded, "1 'guess you could call

this place ola. ‘It was built over‘a hun'red and Ewen:y years

ago. This used to be the post office, My grandfather ran
. , [ .

it. When he lost the gover'ment contract, he turned it into

a store. My father tdﬁk over when he died. My turn, now.

As you can see, we' carry a iittle bic'df everything: hard-

ware, étoceries and clothes, Shed out front is used to

v '




"in such a rush to see a big rock with a hole in it. 1 sup-

10

. v

store feed and stuff. People around here.donft have much
use for them the£e big department stores. New one up the
bay a bit, at Paspébiac. You must've passed it a while --
back. Families been goﬁin' here for generations., This used
to be a pretty good tourist stop a while back, .but business

dropped off when they put the new road'through._ Don't-get

more tham two, three cars a day now. Too much trouble,

”
~

Everyone's in such a hur;). No time for side roads.™
"1 guess that's true enpugh,'" Karen agreed. "I suppose

your bby will take over from you. Make it four generations."
' . &
"No, 'fraid not. I'wm not married. Just my mother and

v

me here, Probgbly’selllthe place when she dies."
"She's going ‘to live forever, remember?" Karen smiled.
"Ah, yes," Vincent laughed, "ain't }hét a sorry fact?"
"Karen," Mike broke }n, "we'd begler get going. 1I'd

.

like to get to Percé by dinner time.”

X M)
“"Percé," Vincent exclaimed, "I don't.see why everyone's

pose it's okay, but yqu want to see someqhiggjreél nice, you
go out to the point here. We gotta nice lighthouse there.
Sits right atop a' eigﬁty foot cliff and stares at the

A'ianticﬁy Nothing but rocks, water, and birds. You can see

forever. Surf pounds her heart out, and spray flies all
‘ .

.over. If you look' in this way, .you caq;sée‘the bay and

w t

almost the whole of Port Daniel as it stretches along the
shore line. Better'n Percé any day of the week, 1'11 wager.
w b .

Course, .I haven't been out there myself in years, but I hear.

- N N n ~

ke }




.o
¢

-

o
2°

the town ‘council fixed 1t pretty..."

"1 doq;t'kndw,"»saig Mike. "We }eally;.."

W"WOuld love to see it," interrhpced Karer, '"Where 1is

it, exactly?“ - S \

-

"Well," answered Vincent, 'go back the way you came a

bit., Take your first left, a gravel roéd, and drive ﬁntil

o the road stops., Follow .the dirt path;‘ic'll lead yod right

{ to-the base of the iighthouse."

. . 3 . N s
"Gravel,. road," Karen responded, her face beaming. "It

¢ -

. 3 " ) .
sounds absolutely perfect. Bet 1'1l1 get some great shots,

f

too." Already she could picture.Mike's face as the BMW

nqy}gated the dirt road, kicking up shdrp stones at every
i:ur'n.

"You'll-get lots of great pictures," Vincent claimed.,

"Come on outside,"” Karen asked. "I'd love to g;t\a

shot of yéu in front-of your store." .

"Mother's store," Vincent .laughed, "1 jh t-work here."

"Be yours.one day, though."

. "Doubt it," Vincent smiled. "Remember,
. / £

mother will live forever.

we've agreed,

. r

e~ ) '
Karen, laughing, led Vincent around the counter. He

L3
o

could feel her fingers touching the soft flesh of his upper

arm., Her hand,félt warm and soft. At the doorway,:he stop-

ped and let her go ahead. As she steppéd into the yard, he
‘ admffed her firm bottom, cupped fn tight /ehorts.
¢ /

Once outside, blinded.by the.sudden/ light, Vincent

9

& »

blinked ,and  allowed himse

g

v

1f to be 1ined/ up beside the sign-

¥

]
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\

board. Karen, in framing the shot, asked Mike to move the car.

"Wouldn't do tv have a brand new BMW in a picture beside
a building that's‘pver a hundred yéare old, now would 1it?"

"A hundred and twenty," Vihceﬁéacogggcted. He stood
patiently, smiling, grateful tﬂ;F the sun was once agai;-be—
hind Karen, Lookiné at her body, -he wished they could stand
there forever, | '

'"étrange 109king feylow, isn't .he?" Mike éaid, comfort-
ably settled in the driv%;'s gbat. "Looks pllittle like an
oversized mole, squinting‘and grinning in the suniight.

Has an overbite, too, Did you see?" oo
"That all you notice, Mike, othet ;eople's bicuspids?b
" "Not éll‘he not&ced, fhougﬁ, eh? ;I faw himﬂogling you,
You put on. some show, too. Leaning over, 80 hg :oJld see
dounoyour top. You were just trying té get me pissed off.
I know you. Well, it didn't work.,"

Karen didn't say anything., She was looking oqt the, 1/
window, smiling. She tried to picture what a gravel road p
' might do to the paint of a new BMW. She wétched for theJ,/

tr,
turn-off to the lighthouse,.

X ok ok ok K ko

"Vigqent, ginqeﬁt?" Ihe‘shriek of his mother's voice
coming from-the stsageway‘into the kitchen behind him made
him jump. Vincent bﬁfsed~softiy/and turned away from the

" .window where he'd been watching for the BMW. o v

"Yes, Mam, what is 1it?" - |

' "Who was that? I thought” I heard the bell a while back

Hope it wuz the Cormfers to pay their accoun/ﬁh\\\




.vhen Elma-Mae -McPherson comes in, you send her right on

/

Y - o
N . ,
4
. . . -

13
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. . . .
. ‘ .
N

’

/ ’ = )
A/’ "No, Mama. It wasn't.' Just a couple of tourists.

ought some film and a couple of drinks."

a

"Well, if Marie Cormier comes in today, don't you give

heruény more credit., I checked the books yesterday. She

owes almost seventy dollars now.. Your‘fadjur never let any- |

one gé past fifty, tops,":
"I know, Mama. ‘You, tole mé all this yestérday. You *
always téll me the same damn'd'thing."«
| ."Doﬁ't you swear?_Vinéent. You been lettin' 'the biiis
rumr up again. And 'nother_ghing, the store's a‘durn!q.méss.
Needs to be mopped and the wiﬁdo&s éleanéd. Poor'John; rést
‘his soul, 1if he coulg see the pléce now," . o
?Ifll do it, Mama. 1I'1} dp it. Just as soon as } can ’
get some free time." Vincent wished éhe'd'wear her uppef o
plate. She slurred certain‘words w}thout it; ‘"He was ffnﬁin&
it ﬁore difficult to control his temper Qith Berx-’She seemed -
to get more démanding every year. He wished hig slsters hpd'
come home‘thig summer. At léast with Rose and ‘Anna here,
shé‘seemed-mbre distracted and left the éﬁore to him, Maybe
éhe'll,decide to visit them next month for a couple of weeks,
he hoped. o
"Free time...free time my foot.. You sit behind that

. | .
counter like you grow'd roots, You mind what I says now.

P —

v

through to the front parlor. She's suppos'd to come by to

’

help with that quiltJI'm working on fer next month's bizaar."

Vincent said nothing. At least she had changed dresses,
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.o . It was better than the tattered yellow one shé usually ‘
J;\ S '-p;owlgd arou;d in, It was the last gift his father bought
. ' her before he died. It had been a bright, flower-print once,
but too many w;shings and coﬂétant vwearing hadﬂturn;d it in-
to a shfoud. Chriét. he thoughty shg'll be eightyfﬁhree nexs
month, and she's got more energy than I ever had. He wished A\

4 - ﬁ
she'd sit down and stay quiet for a day or so. She was -be-

’ ginning to get on his nerves. ‘ ’ - I N
| "Vinéent, Vincent, goldurn“you. i:m talkiné éo you. -

Stop yer.ev'rlasting dreamin' and wake up!"

"I'm awaké,’Mama. I was jus' thinking.‘ Why don't you

weap,qué of the d;esses Aﬁna and Rose send you?"

"Dresses, you éall them dr%sdfs? New-fangled styles.
_‘iippefs up the baéks. Wrong coloured;prints. Never the
;‘\‘: right size. Yer faddur‘always got the right size and sty}e.

'

-~ Buttons on the front er back, not zipp;rs that pinch yer
S . 8kin." .o ‘

'ancent bit Sack a reply, knoQing further argument Wwas
useless. She hadn't wornm anything new gince'the’day his
father died twelve years ago. ‘

"Twelve years ago," he muttered. "That's hard to believe. o
Plus the five when he first fot sick. Shit - I was twenty..." :
"Vincent, Vincent: What you mutteging about? Can'g
hear a thing yer saying. Tell El@afuae when she comes in
.Nhere to find me. Don't forget..." her voice trailed away

as she turned and walked back thrbugh the aark\paésageway.

Vincent wished she'd leave the store-minding to him,

\

e



7.

- dark in here. You're gonna. hafta put in more lights, Vinéent.f

v . . - ' P,

Fhe customefs~§é§g\hgginnin§—to make fun of her. It wasn't .’

anything too obvious, yet. Just slight smiles andwgiy winks.
especially -between Mrs. Brown and Mrs. Culver, the old gos-
sips. Theéy giggled and poked one another whenever they saw

her checking the .account books, or heard her natte}ing away
a . L 4 . -

about one ‘thing or aQother. He found it all a little em-

barrassing. - He was still thinking about his mother when the

v

door bell broke the quiet of the atore.
£ P

"Dearie, dearie," cried Mrs. McPherson. "Lordy, 1it's

Y : : .
I'm gonna fall -one day, sure as God Almighty made little

-

green apples. I'm gonna ¢rip over somethin'!
'Half-blind old fart,' Vincent mumbled, 'st111 annoyed by

his mother's interference. 'Break your dearie old neck for
-] B '
all I care.' Louder, he called out, "Here, let me help you

'round the freezer’. Careful now," he cautioned., "Watch your

step." . ' . . ' b

-

Vincent led her-down the narrow, darkehe§ corridor, -
through- the kitchﬁﬂ, past the dining room, and infq the par-
lor which looked out towards the baylf-ﬁepositing her in his
father's favoritz wicker chair, dirqctiy oppasite his mqtherfi’“ .

bentwood rocker, Vincent glanced out the winpdow. 'Through a

- —r A} )
gap in the thick foltage of the front yard maple, he could

see old Sandy Pherson rowing for shore. He knew it was

-

Sandy because he was always the last oné'in, a good-two hours
“.. ‘ .
behind everyone else. Vincent watched -as he laboured over -

—_—

his oars and felt sorry for him. Probably, the only bit of
. L ’ . S~
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" declare.’ -

. 'moment, waving the

: , . ‘ : 16

3

‘peaceuand-quiet he gets, he thought. Can't blame him fof

. . D . . .
not hurrying in. Turning away from Elpa-Mae, he started -

:

for the parlor door.

"Thanks, dearie," shé cooed. ‘ . T
"Be a good boy, Vincent, and get us a cup of tea, would
you?" his mother asked sweetly. -~

“"Black, dehriew not too’at;bng now, and just a little

o

‘sugar," said Mrs. McPherson, settling deeper into the chair.

-
/ [N e

|/ "Now, dearie," Vincent heard her'séy, "do you know what

Alice tole me last week 'bout Isabel Jones. No, well, I

4 -

t

* &k % Kk &k K , T .
, &

Vincent stood in th; center of tﬁe high—céilinged store,
a .mop hanging loosely in on:.h;nd and an aluminum pail, full
of hot, soapy water, held firmly by its wire handle in the.
other, | '

"Lét's see," he muttered to the mop, "twice a’week’fot

seventeen years. Judas H. Priest. That's a lpt’more than I

care to figure out." The wire handle cut into the soft flesh

of his:rigﬁt palm. He opened his hand ;nd the pail crashed

to the floor. Water splattered on thé cuffs of his taé

;iacka'and the toes of his green, blaid ;lipper%.
"Sévenéeen years aééing th}é." Shaking his head; he,

gestured'wikh.;he mop about: the sfore{ He stood for a

mo p about. Sighing loudiy, h; placed

»

the mop's head -under his left elbow and leaned against 1it,

. "Sure would be nice," he spoke softly, "to have someone 1like




" that they were running low on fence staples, he made a mental .

‘that busted leg of his?" Vincent .asked.

17

. ) . ‘\ ]
that girl who was in'hgre today to talk to., ~Could help out
in_here, too." - He remgﬁhered her smile and the way she
looked standing in‘the;Z§§rwqy with the 1light all around her.

The ‘rounded -end of the mop slipped along the smooth

surface of the floor. Scuﬁbling, Vincent .managed to regain ﬁia'

balance. "Damn," he ﬁumbled, waiking to the back of the store,

"sﬁre wgs a beautiful lady. Wonder where they're at now?"
'CHe alvays stédrted his'moéping up in'the hardware'sectioh.

He likea the smell of the oiled leather goods hanging from

their hooks, and the faint gléam of tpe shrews and nails as

theytpeereq 6ut_from ‘their rows of numbered bins. Noticing
A ( \ -

note-to get more from the storage shed.

«
b

'Jﬁst'as he had taken the first swipe at a dusty corner, 1‘ .

‘ 7 . . . .
the bell jangled, "Damn that door," he cursed. Recognizing

little Danny Co¥mier, Vincent put down the mop and walked
q;ickly towards him. )
‘"How's your father today, oldnbude? He staying off
“Itfs pu¥;y sore; Vince. Pére, he'sei. 'thg,gl'lleg
gargon, she not wot she use to Qe.’ She hurts” lak red-hot
poker shov'd up th' derriére.' He\éez he not gonﬁa stand
unner no mo' goddam'd arbres, at least not wiles that ol'

fou égnri, he cuts da wood."

Vincent\ léughing, asked, "Vell, what can I do for you?

.

As you can eeé}\young man, the store is ehtirely yours. Just

want to bréwse, go' ahead. You can talk to me while I finish

swabbing the deck." o

3 i
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"Non, non, Vince. M&re, she in aufle hurry. She write

_Qown t'ings for me to get. She sez you chargé t'em to her

'count,. okay?" - . Lt

I v

"ihat'a‘fine, Dann}. You tell Your maother, not to worry. .
~Eharge as much as she needs to, Your dad'll pay whenever he

. [

can, Remember, this afternoon you have to do the store win-
dows. I1'11 give you the contract for the summer. Inside

and out, once a veek. 1'11 pay you five bucks for it. -

»
«

DEAL?" =~ ~ .
"Deal!” Xou’wantta'shakes?" Danny asked, extending
$

ounter. Vincent had to lean forward to

ﬁis,hapd across the
. 'reach ii. | ’
"Take some of those," Vincent ordered, checking the
passageway for his mother gefore pointing to the open bubble

gum jar, "for your brothers and sisters. And here, here's

an apple for you to eat while I £1il1l the order."”

~""“Sure t'ing, Vince,"

Danny replied, wiping hfs hands
on his T-shirt before reaching. into the gum jar. "T'anks,
¢'anks 4 lot." o

Vingent, busy in the canned goods section, watched as g !

-

Danny grabbed a second apple from the top of the basket and
jammed it into his jeans' pocket. That ong's,fof Alphonse,

Vincent thought. ' . \

_— .

"Hey," Vincent called out and laughed as Danny jumpe&.

-

and looked up, frightened, "ikn't that the samé leg Alphonse

7

broke a couple of years ago?""

"Sure t'ing, Vince. In th' hiver, th' ol' black mare,



1

pretty heavy<s™" ) .
Mo . . ‘ . e
"I be“fine, Vince. Pé&re, he sez I strong lak bull,

-

e

she kick heem purty good." Dafiny shoved the bubble gum, ex-

&

cept for a single black one,EHnto another pants' pocket.
Vincent watched as he rolled the black ball between the thumb’

and forefinger of his left hand. Tossiag it into the air,

Qanny bent his head Back and caught it expertiy between his

-

teeth. He sucked at 1it unfil all colour was draineq from 1t

and then pushed the gum, like a wad of tobacco, with his

tongue and right thumb, until it fitted comfortably.on the - .

i

inside of his left cheek.
14

.-"Here you go, Danny. Sure you can carry this bag? It's

ot ~ *

_— »
jug' lak heem." - .

4

v

4. "Al1l right,{1'11 open the door for you. Tell your

;.
] - /

\ —-
properly if he Jliea to work on 1it."

"I tell heem, Vincent. -He lak you. I make heem listen

‘bien 3 moi."

-
v

Vincent watched Danny through the store window.
'éling with the g;oceries, Danny wrapped ‘both, arms around the
bag and hugged it close to his chest. Vincent smiled at the

bulges in Danny's pockets. "quugb bubble gym," Wincent

4
laughed, '"to last the week." -

by. Vincent was sure it was .the BMW. He wondered how they -

%

+ father to stay off that leg now, you hear? It won't heal

A

z

Strug-

liked the lighthouse. He knew they were there long enougﬁ

to get a’few good pictures. He smiled at the memory of the

»

Just aé Danny reached the roadside, a blue car flashed




‘cried Mrs, McPherson, struggling to her knees. TItfs too

“ ~ : ¢
spilled water. Holding the head of the mop over the pail,
"spent more time daydreaming than anything else. He d*dn't

of that glrl‘todéy. The way she gmiled.’ She reminded . him

girl leaning towards him over the counter.,

Vincent whirled around at the "sound of metallic clatter-

[
-

ing and the cries of Mrs. McPherson and his mother. "Oh,

i

Christ," he yelled, "the bloody mop and pail,"

< <

3"} tole you;dearie. 1 said 1 was gonna fall in here," -
/. : B H

14

dark, Vincent, I tole you so' 1 just hope I haven't brok'n

any;hing.- Oh dear,  look, my stogkiné. It's torn.-/I'm

bleedin'. My leg 18 cut. Vincgnt, callw.Dr. Campbell.” o
"It's okay," soothed Vincent, helping her to her feet  °° 'y

and sitting her in a captain's chair beside the bread rack.

"You've just scratched yourself a lictle. 1'11 get the
&

* B
N L‘//

fodine. 1l'm terribly sorry." 3 i
N ) T A

) ) . g .
"Durn'd fool thing to do, Vincent," his mother scolded.

A

"Leavin' a pail and mop like that in the passageway. Yer
. N - [

_faddur wouldn't of done that. The neighbours '11 thidk it's,

not safe to come into the stb{e. Could of been me, too. .

Yer gettin' awful cnrelgsa:of late, Vincent. Awful careless."

+

Vincent picked up the discarded mop and wiped up the

)74

he slowly twisted'it between hib clenched fists. - He knfﬁ
. A \ L
his mother was right. He was absent-minded lately. He

-

know why. He thought of Eileen.. It was the first time he.

»

had thought of her in a long while. Maybe it was because

a little of Eileen. ' ’ 7 Bl




dangled om the_st}ap around his neck.

-

1

“to get back on track?"

7 N ) . -
s *

The doqrbe%i clanged. Vincent straightened dp’slowly. ' °

‘qiping ﬁ}s hands along the sides~df.his trousers as he did

‘80, »He pilut the mop and pail in their nook beside the ;ele-

\
. B .
phoneo . 1 E ‘ ° i

A man, wearing white Barmuda shorts and a red syert

‘shirt, squinted in his direction. A 'Snappy 20' Canon

-

"Can I help y%u,‘hir?" Vincent called out. to him.

e "Ye%, I"'m afraid we're a little lost. Irma - ny mife -

was supposed to watch for directions. ;Gave me a wrong turn -

'somewhere. dwefre heading «for. Percé. Could you tell me how '

-

4
w"Cexgadhly," replied Vincent, "just keep going egsf

N AN

alogé this roéd,vabeut a mile further along yau'll come to —
the 132 junction. Thag'll take "you right there. About an:
hour or so from here, all teld."

"Thaeks, thenks a lot."

,Vincent watcheds’hrough the window ‘as the man squeezed

behind the wheel. The capera got tangled between the wheel

i/

"and his belly, and he angrily tore it from his neck ‘and threw . ‘

Q:\
it on :the seat besidinhim. Saying something to the woman
¢ ’ Ve
: ~ ¢
beside him and shakfng his head vi-gorously, he spun the car .
r .‘ ‘4 Fid M \ -
back on the' highway heading west. Vincent waited a few

&

minutes and the car, a green Oldsmobile, sped Ey.‘this time
going eqet.
' ~

Just as the.car disappeared around a corner, his mothe;.

. \

whispering applogies, helped Mrs, Hc?hefson to the door. A

a 6'
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\

half hgur lateér ‘when his mother called him for lunch, he was

still standing staring out the window.

-

"You kno' what Elma~Mae tole 'bout that Isabel Jones

"~ down at the QQation?" his mother asked between mouthfuls of

-

Irish stey.
"No, what did she day?" Vincent asked, half-listening.

-

"Well, it seems she done got herself pregnant."

"I doubt very much if she done it all herself, Mama."

o

.;7 ) ' \"You know what I mean, Vincent. Don't you be cute,

" now. .Some say it's the young Culver boy that's 'sponsible.

And here”his mama wanting him to be a-priest.": -
"Guess she'll have to gettie for a minister,'nikw'

"That's not funny, Vincent. Bad enough he got her

]

£ pregnant. You don't have to joke agjbt him.losing his
.. | . . ' .

religibn, too."

RS

T ?Mima," Vincent said, “I®m really not interested in all
the local gossip today." ' &

\

"All right, Vincent, never mind. Here," she said,

-

" handi him a cup of tea. - . . Y
Vi cenf lifged the cup .to his mouth and drank. Gasg-
iné: he spat the tea back in'to £h¢ cup.

"Too. hot, son?" his mother asked sweefly. "Here, take
© this vater fer it. Kno' what else Elma-Mae said?" Without
v?it}ng for a response she continued,"They want to get
nar;ied, but Father Sullivan won't marry theml' Elﬁa-nae

said. it €)s because they had relations before..."

o "For 'God's sake," Vincent yelled, "will you stop the

.




" the hel) does Rlma-Mae know..." - - C C .o

~ \,
"blastdd.gossip. A couple of old hens ctluckin'! away. How

~

“Dori't you swear...

4

"I‘li,damn well swear if'n I want to. You make me so

dam'd mad sometimes, Mama. All this gossip...nothing but

L

half-truths and outfight lies. You got nothin' better to do.
| :

You and Elma-Mae McPherson."

N . -~ . , ’
"See here now, Vimncent!"
* "Oh, c'mon, Mama, you know it's tryeT—Half of what you
: . . ! LT
hear, you'll discover tomorrow; was someone's invention,

And the other half '11 be badly exaggerated. It was the

1

same with Eileen.'™

N - v .
"Eileen.' You still upset by all that? Vincent,, that

.was before your father even died," his mother looked at him

’:V -
in surprise. "That's what been bothering you lately?

Eileen?"
. . _‘a ’ ' ’ | S

Vincent didn't say anything more. ' Hé‘gte the rest of
his meal in silence. His mother ciéanédlup the dishes, but
before she retreated to the'patlor she réminded him> "The
floor, Vincent. fou still haven't finished mqpping ;he
store. And the windows, too. I don't know how you can see
out them: They'fe fuli of grime and dust."

Once safely{inside the pagsagewa{} Vaneng.took the
and f¥lled 1t once more. he shoved the mop along
duéty baseb&ﬁrds-aﬁd over the hardwood floor. He was }ti;l
mopping tﬁenty ﬁinutes later, sweat running down his back

and wetting the'cop of his pants, when Danny came in to

’

& —

.
" . ———
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start cleaning the windows.  He barely spoke to the boy, be-

+

ing 8o annoyed with fs mother. She was right again. His
4 ' , '

peculiar behavior lately was because o£ Eileep. Hg'q been
. . B ‘, .

. trying not'to.thghk of her. He hadn't thought of her that

, much in the last.few years. . He was surprised that j;'could
N X i{{ . e M

still bother him sometimes as much as it once did. Vincent

" was sure he'd gotten over everything, bug‘the old feelings

came rdshing back today.: He was sure it was because of that

»

. girl this morning. / She looked so nice and was so friéndly.v

» ~

i

b He wondered what it wou%d have been like to be married.

And maybe to have a boy, like Danny, to take‘oyer some day.

That was"bothering him, too. Who'd take ove} the store whenbf ) .
Ge was oldsand sick? The sound of the door bell 1ntetrupfed

his reverlie. . S \ N

X k Kk k k %
»
[ i
\ a ' '

-,

‘Vincent enjoyed this part of the day, most of all. With

N : the store closed for the night, time was finally his own.
'He knew, without looking at the electric clock'hanging on

\\ the wall by the .passageway entrance, that it was exactly ten

sainutes after eight. Flicking off the lights in the store,

3

he carefully walked through the darkened passageway into

‘the yellowed light of the kitchep.- He checked the side and

- -

front doors of the house to;make‘sure they were locked
. R (¥} . ,

1
. s8ecurely. The doors were seldom used and in all the nights
a ) ‘
he ‘had checked them, -he had never found them unlocked. He

had never considered not checking them; it had become part
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of his ro tine, ana viot dding it always ended in his ‘haV¥ing
. to -come back downstairs again just to make. sure some . invis-
ible force hadn t slid the deadlocks fron their moorings.
Shutting off “the kitchen light, Vinbent crept up ‘the
back stairway to his bedroom which was directly over the

’

kitchen. He was careful .on the eighth step: 1t was loose

and creaked loudly 1f. treaded on unevenly. The last thing

he wanted was to wakg his mother who stirred at the slight-

rest sound. He placed the toe of his right foot gently

agginst the-edge of the step, close to the wall, and sfo&iy
al%owe&~the full weight ;f his body to rest on his arched

" foot- Cautiously, he raised his left' foot until it rested
Precisely.in the middle othhe ninth s;ep.
welight f{éthis right foot onto h}s left, he heard the ’

Trapsferring the

! ~

stair groan quietly. Sighing with relief, Vincent walked

ﬂupithe‘remaiging four steps into his room.

. . : v
Light from the quarter moon filtered through a window
R —

- and splashed in uneven patterns throughout his room. Stand-

ing as he was at the head ¢6f the stairs, Vincent coulﬂ‘see

the crescent through the window. Walking to'the window, he

Bstood for a .moment looking out over the bay. The éﬁgular‘

N ' ' i~
shadow of the wharf reached out to sea, its beacon gyrating

weak yellow flashes., In a continuous cycle of light and <

'darkness, éleaming breakers dipped, disappeared and rolled

back into view again.

. m, . o
sight of it, but goﬂight he felt only a vague feeling of un-

] . .
%
5

-Vincentﬂusually‘felt‘qomforted by the

*

ease,



Stan}ing at the wi;déu and staring out into the dark—
ness, he wondered Qhere the girl had stopped for the nighé.
"Probably at StefAnqg-des—Monts, or Mata;e." ﬁe spdke quiet-
1&{ "they're probably following t;e St. Lawrence up as far
as Montreal. No sense 1h them coming baFk this way. They've

already seen everything along the Chaleuf'Bay. What did he

) . ‘ 12t
call her? Kara, no...it was Karen. §She had a quality about A

. ' K : .
her, just: like Eileen. _Made you feel good jus' being in the

Bame room with her."

.
i y fx -

He turned away from the window; as he did so, he bumﬁed
into ‘the redwood bureau and knocked}a book to the floor.

lInstantly, his.mother's voice called out from her room next

to his. "Vincgﬁt, is that you, Vincent?" .

/ ’ \
Vincent didn't answer. He knew she'd fall back to sleep

t

in 4 minute or two. Being next to her, he had learned how
to walk about his room without causing the floor boérés to
creak. 1f they did, she was awake and wondering what hé

was\doing. He'd considered moving into Rose and Anna's old
bedroom at the far end of the house, but he couldn't. see
. #

. [

e : v
the bay from there or the lights from the lighthouse at

- A

‘night. Besides, he liked the breeze off the bay. He could

Ay

L

smell the salt air now., .He could alﬁo detect the faiﬁt odor
2\ \ ) i !
of cut hay off the ﬁéelds and the .sawdust from the mill.

' All these things had become familiar to him. Moving into

heS

another bedroom would just have upset his routine. Besides,
he considered, his mother slept\bétter wvhen she knew he was

in his room. If he changed hedrqoms, she'd be awake half. the
¢

2

. \J




-

'

27
/
-night, He'd rather her slgepinglid the next rooﬁ than

1 . -
walkin' about all night. He wondered how lonely she felt
- ' 1 - . * ) -

since his father's Heath.' That wag why she poked around so

much; she dijn'g have anygqne else to talk to, except Elma-

Mae. She and father used to talk for hourg. Hadn't he
listened to'them’ every night since he was a child?

Vincent| stared at his reflection in his'dreqﬁer mirror,

He rested hiE arms acr@ss the bureau top and studied the

. J
face peeringi-back at him, It seemed the older he got, the

more he looked like his father. His face was smooth-skinned.

Darkening circles'under his eyes were made worse by the

| \ .

shadowed room. His chin, the Svweeny chin, was doubling and

LY
h;s receding hair looked even thinner than'it"was. Tilting

r

* . _the mirror downward at a'slight angle, Vincent backed away

frgﬁ it., His £ody,was pear—shaped anh flabgy. He hadn't

take; much care of himself since‘he and Eileen Broké up. B
"You, Vinéént," he spoke t; the mdrffr, "you were oo

'Juch pf a cowagd to go @itﬂ her. What kept you? Rosg, ¥

* Anna, and Mama. All their talk oé responsibility to father,

to the store, Where are Rose and Anna now?" he asked the

/
[

. dark reflection. '"Comfor;ab;e," he saw” it ‘answer, "&ith
their families a thousand miles from here. Christ," he
called out louder, "it's not their fault.. Can.only blame
myself,”

o He turned Bway from the mirror and walked to+*his read-
ing .chair in the far co;ner and slumped into it. The tick-

- .ing of his alarm c¢lock seemed loud in the sleeping house.

~

Y . *



| "Forty aodglﬁ/gé Ghigpered to the floor. His throat felt
/dryf//ﬁé);;té was feeling peculiar'lateiy. He felt he was
.loa%ﬂh control., "This is foolish," hg\;hispeted again,
: Vincent wanted a drink of cold water, but he knew the sound
ofe the cold water pipes in the bathroom woJld reawaken his ;
_— mother., He reached across to the small table.beside his —

chair for his water glass. As he'raised it to eye level,-

) the light from the'window revealed a liftle left in it from

the night before. The warm water tasted a bit stale, but
-
e it wet his throat,and he felt befterﬂ The ticking of his

clock seemed to grow louder in thevétillness about him,
r‘ir .
Vincent leaned back in his chair, the nape of his nsck

pressing against the top edge ?f it. His legs felt cramped

*

and he stretched them straight out. Closing his eyes, he ’
s ' tried éo ignore thg clock's ticking. It stopped ‘suddenly;

he had forgotten to. wind it ggain. The sound w&s replaced

by an angry buzzing. A house fly, trapped on the sticky fly
paper«hangiﬁg near the windowlfrom the celling, struggled to
ﬁree itself. Vincent got up from his chair and walked\%ver'

to it. Reaching’up, he gently easgd the fly from the trap. i
Cradling it in the closgd’palm of his left hand, he co;ld o

feel the fly's wings beating feebly against the walls of his
hands. He opened the window wider and siipped-open the. "
screen. A aligh} preeze brushed against him. élowly, he;'

'relaxed his curled fingers. He watched as the fly felt the

breeze and flew off into the night, ' ' ) ) o

' ’

Crossing ﬁhe'room-to his Bed, Vincent sat down heavily

fr\\

R I



on lts edge. With hands folded between his knees, he look-

-

— ’

r

ed as though he was going to pray. .

"1 should have left ‘with het, .he mumbled to the flobf;
"I should have gone away with Eileen. It wasn't Mﬂma 8"

fault. It was,mihe. I should have known they d never accept

her. Her being Protestant and older. 1 wonder how old her

'

son would be now, thirteen or fourteen I guess. Sure was a

cute kid, though. Looked just like Eileen with hia blue P

e

__eyes and, bloud hair. .

[

"Eileen," he mumbled .again, "I 'shouldn't 've let them
} . ,

talk me into staying. She sufe couldn't '"ve moved in hete.

i

Mama wouldn't 've given her a mosrent's peaﬁe. "Eileen knew
that. I didn't Ehen. I should have insisted on it, though.

I was afraid, That's it. "I was afraid. 'Efaid to take a

chance. Now look at me!" CoL, ' v

o
'

-

" Undr ssing quickly, his clothes felling in a pile on

. I
© the floor\, Vincent crawled into bed and pulled the cotton

.sheet up to his chin. Running his hands eveﬁ his rounded

belly, he closed his eyes and tried to picture éileen naked .
. _ o
beside him., But he couldn'b.picture her clearly. Instead,
he saw Karen outlined in sunlight, Imagininé the touch of
her breasts against'him, a,sensation, etroqg in him now,
caused him to moan softly. His right hand moved between his
legs as he breathed in short gasps. Karen floated in front
of him, bending towvards him, smiling. Taut ;gxinst the thin
material, he could see her nipples. 'Turning, she walked

away from him, He ‘watched the sway of her hipa as they moved,

b .. ) .'\.



"slowly, up and dowe, back\end'fqrth. . _ .

Outside, the clouds';hich had shfouded‘thelmoon moved

awvay, and a strean Jf,ligﬁtffr&m he window danced across

;he bed.

Q‘?“ i . -

* % X x % % .

Raren had just finished arranging her picture diapley
-~
out on a'studio table when Corinne came in.

"Finished?"ushe asked, smiling.

b} d

"All done," Karen answered. ''Come and take a look."

a3,

"God, you've got some great‘ahote\here; kid," Corinme

sald enthusiastically as she studied them. Absently, she

o

. aeked' "By the way, how's Mike? He recovered from the trip?
The office still there when he got back?"

Karen\laugheg, "Oh, yes, He's sgtill catching up on

postponed surgery. Says our mini-vacation set him back._a

. o month. He fgrgot he, had planned to go to that Hamilton con-
-‘\\J .' o . ’ ‘ ' K
vention. I reminded him. He's having the BMW repainted.

Seems the rough graéel,roads we travelled on chipped a bit

of paint. But he's happy. Got a call yesterday. ,They waﬁ%“’\

‘ U
him to present a paper on root canal work next month in -

L 1) !
¢ Montreal, He's. tentatively titled it, "Canal Work Without

,

°  Trauma."

P

Corinne laughed, "Real exciting stuff, eh? I can't

figure”out-how you two got together." )
S , s
N c,\)
"Can't either," Karen replied. "He's okay, p€ally, )
- L Corinne. It's just that he loves dentistry. When I tbigw///
. . ) \ .
\

I

b
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.lighthoﬁﬂe from the water. Looks like it was taken from a

31

A}

him you'd signed the Eaton contract and I'd be working Iuli

"\

time, he damn near swallowed his capéz Hé's'ober the ahoék

now, though. He even likes Jennifer's day care. They've

"asked him to demonstrate good dentab\hygiene to the kids.

"Look at this, Karen," Corxnne instructgd MThe colour
LN

"in this shot is fantas%} c." . , o _. L ¢

“"Yes, {it's a gdod,one: It's taken from a little ﬁlgce_

past Percél Coin-dy;Banc: ‘It gives‘an qnusua} view\of

'Percé Rock from a distance., The sky's so'bihe. The cont}ast

ibetween sky, rock and beach is really quite amazing. And '

here," Karen explaL‘ed holdfng up a picture of three hills,

."They're called 'The-Thfee'Sisters,' I think, Magnificent,

. T
aren't they’"

"Certainly- are phallic, dear,? Corinme amiled "Is
that why you took them from the beach looking straight up?"

"This one 8, my favorite, Karep said, ignoring Corinmne's .,

. comibent, and poincing to the shot of the lighthouse. "It's

from a coastal fisﬁing village, Port Daniel, or 'Purdanyul’,

TN

as the locgls_call it. Had a lot of fun getting that one,

Least 1 did;‘Mike wasn't too excited about it, though. We
/

had to crawl down those cliffs and wade out to a huge boul-

T ~ -t

der, Spray sogﬁ%d us. Took the shot looking up towards tpe

passing ship, or something, doesn't 1t?" ‘ o

i

"It gure is rugged," Corinne acknowledged. She 'studied
it inienfly. The lighthouse- seemed to perch precariously

right on the edge of the cliff. The whiteness of its paint

PR

N

e e
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‘gave the 111u;10n of life. Gﬂlls circled high above its.
glaéaed ::me. She thought it might do for the lead'picturg
anthe puebeé chapter‘of her travelogue. - : ‘ s
"It was ; beautiful spot, Corinne. I think Mikg_even‘
thought so. - ¥ just stood on that cliflf and breathed. The
Qhéle Atlﬁntic's spread out there. I did?'t want to_le;ve
it. It was so peaceful." Karen smiled thinking aﬁout it.
"tht\abOut th one?" Corinnef;§iih, pointing to the
picéure of the .store 9nd Vincént standing in’fr;nt of 1it.
"Oh, that's the storekeeper that toid me about éhe ":

1lighthouse. He kept trying £6 look down my blouse; Friendly

gort of fellow. Seemed a little lonely, though. Loved to

+

‘talk.”" " Karen picked’ the picture. Vincefit stared back at
". her. ' The store was ;:§>k5g4~ugllﬁ~hu(/there were too many )

3

shadows‘in thg backgrgund; She was about to throw }t out,
but something about it made her hesitate. There was a
strange, haunting vulnerability about the old building.
There was:eéen a fﬁint suggestion of it in the/storékeepér"é
face..'They seemed to complement each other, srﬁehow. She
;arefully placed it back in the pile with .the others..

r

Corinne had already picked up another and was exdmining it

closel&.
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Jason had come for Sarah. Not finding Ker at the house,

he hoped he'd discover her on the beagh watching the ending

of the day as they usually‘did whenevér he was home from the

L

ATerican frshing camp on the north- branch of the Cascapédia.
Struggling through waist-high reeds and grass at the

edge of the reserve, Jason .finally broke into Ehe clear and
- \

felt the ﬁebbled, brown sand benelth his feet. ﬁeachwood.’

-

abandoned by th. sea in the spring when the tides were high,
. R A~

lay scattered about. ~When they were children, Sarap‘used to

, \

pretend'that the wood was sent by the creator, Gluskap, as v
a reminder of the destructive power of'his twin and en;my, N
Maslum. Once she had pointed, to a gnarled branch that lay

half-buried in sand, "There," she had said, "is tﬁe clud

Gluskap used to shatter Maslum'a.skull." They had’pulled

the twisted wood free of its résting place and carried it to

a place of honour on a boulder far from the water's edge

where it could not be washed away even ¢n the highest tidal

surge. They referred to it'always as Gluskap's club., Jason

.could see it now tripped of its bark and shining pale in

the fading 1light.

The tide 'was out. A decayed pier with rocks bleeding

&

from its broken cribbing, foundered in the clay and muck.

4

The bottom of its main shafts, spottqa-with mud and stained .
J

black, contrasted sharply with weathe;-vhiggned tops. Jason

3

wished the tide had been high. It concealed everything and

+ - -

N
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madc things seenm better. Without Sarah beside him, the
beech was eupt; and cold.~ He.feit vulnerable.

-ﬁeaning»againat the:base of a tree, Jason shiyeredﬂand
'huhched'hiy hhoulders together. - The‘evening vas cold. and he ’
had forgotten his jgcké; at the house.( Qe crossed his armé
over his chest ' and. shoved his'hande beneath hig armpits.

The fresh snell of salt and seaweed was carried to him, hnd

qS felt better knowing the tide was "Changing. Now that he ~

had returned “for her, Jason hdpe& things would be better for
;‘ <

n;heq.. Hc.stood for a long while, ﬁbtionless, with his back

’ o ' “,
pressed against the. tree for warmth, thinking about Sarah,

He wag unawvare. liow the passage of time changed the 'shadows

on the sand around him.

2

Jason smiled atfthe image of her pressed‘close to, hign
P .

“as he 'lay awake i€ the niﬁht beside her. He could see her

_dark hair 8p1111ng over her naked shoulders. ‘ihe last of

‘-the sun was slipping behind the mountaxns which were colour~’

»

v v

é
less in the distance and the dying of the day. Low hanging
clouds flared orange and red. It7looked as though the hori-:
zon was byrning. Jonathan called this phenomenon Klkuntam's —

¥

the sky god's — Fh%evell Jason felt replenished by its

ot

o
bcnuty. yet he alsqﬂﬂclt strangely empty.’ It was as 1f a

great sadness had swelled deep within him and cIcthed itself:

O‘

‘with his heart. He knew it was because it was the first time
he hldqyltnessed Alkuntam s farewell since Jonathan had died,
In the three months since Jonathan's death, Jason had not

seen Sarah. He tried not to femember'wbat had hgppeﬂed the

-

, .
{ A L4



last time he had been with her.
5 Q

He closed his eyesnand'forced the image of a younger

35
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Sarah to cbme to him. He watched as they walked along the

beach, laughing and talking about the days still ahead of

£

them. Whenever>ye«remembered Sarah” in this way, she whs al-

~

ways dressed in white. Hé could see her clothing clinging

closely to her,

and the,éqrve of her hips and breasgs against

the l1ight material. His body ached with his need for her, -

and in his mind he watched her walk slowly towards him. He

» o

knew her body would feel smooth and soft to his touch.

Standing there,

from her,-and_as“they splashed arodnd~hiﬁ, he delighted Jdn ..

their f;ow. He wished he could freeze these visions of his

-

[N
o

he remembered how the words used to spill

homecomings forever in his mind, but they Were flawed now

with the memory of his last visit. He wondered if'she'q

. ever greet:him in the old wiy again.

Jason took a cigarettg from his pack and 1it a match by

\

snabping its head along the rough bark 'of the tree. The sul-

fur Bh(ned brightly for a moment. 1Its acrid smell hung £9>

the airbg Shielding the flame in cupped hands, he touche&iif

1

‘to ‘the tiﬁ\of the cigarefté and inhaled dﬁfply. Heé tilted

his head back and let the smoke escape. "An air current

curled it laziiy above his head. 'ﬁrbpp;ng the match, Jason

watched it burn out on the sand. Slowly, with a quiver, the

' \match twisted and died. v

4

He was worried about Sarah. He should have let her know

he was coming hgck.'“ﬂe was sporry he had treated her so badly.
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It had been because of Jonathan. Nothing had made any sense.
He was angry and hurt then. In his‘confuaiqﬂupe had struck

her, and hit'ting her-had made everything all the more bewil-

o

dering.
In the time since this had happened, Jason had come to-

realize that his anger went.beyond Jonathan’s death:\ Serah

.

had begun to change long be}ore the old chief's dfing. She
complained of being bored and that there was nothing for her
on the reserve, Because of his preocéupation with Jonathan,

she claimed she was being \ignored. He tried to e&g}ain that

-

- [
Jonatharn 'was an old man, and it was .important that H‘kha}e

\ someone to teach about the pasti "But," Sarah had cried one P

t

night, "the past is dead and better forgotten. Micmdcs ) .
should 1fve in the present." She refused to go with him any

C e more to visit Jonathan at his cabin as they had when they
7 n B , \
were children, ' '

"

o .
Dropping the cigarette at his feet, Jason looked down

4 k4

the beach and then up towards fﬁe mountains, His eyes found - .
the darkenedgmouth of the Cascapédia where it emptied into ‘
Chaleur B;y.‘ His gaze driftéd up to the caverns and' the old
burial gr;unda. Jonathan.\he thought, was up there with the
spiritﬁ from lgng ago, |

He was'frightened and aione. . Being away had not leaseh-
"ed his fear, or his hurt. He wisHed he had found éarah.
She had.beeh‘right. He'd almostiforgotten her needs. He

had to tell hgr that. Jason called out to her in the dark-

negs, but the sound of his voice faded ‘away unanswered.

- S
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. He .knew where to find her. It was as if he had knownl~ " [:
all algng, but had beep too frightened to admit it to him-
- ‘ - self. He woul& go to her and make things right again. They
s . were good for each other, and togethet they.qqula make things -

.

better. Ali they had to do Qas.get éway from the reservation
for a while. ' -

Turning away from the darkeningmountains, Jason re-
traced his.scepaialong the beach. ‘Ih the gathgriﬁg-niéhﬁ‘he
stgdﬁ?ﬁd over Rhe charred remnants of an old bonfire. Log
butts lay covered in ash and soot, He kicked at them as he
passed,fnd a fine grey dust settied over his Soots'and jeans.

. As he followed the path to the flatlands, clouds veiled
the moon. The narrow trail was rutted deeb from rain and -
‘;hn-off. Qs stopped for a moment é%’the reservation boundary
and then quickened his pace. it,seemed as if something un-
' ' ) known was forcing him along, and ﬁurrying his steps with an
;;geﬂcy that alarmed and puzzled himj ‘ |
x . An hour later Jason reached thé‘town. He walked the
few short blocks and'stopped in front of the two-storied
, o ., Grand Hotel. Faded white paint peeled from its sides. \The
top row of windows, stretching around the building, vas
.,dark and stared blankly b;cﬁ at him, He thought he gaw .
Qoiement in some of them. A féw teenagers s;ood on the
verandah,.cigaretteh hanging from the corners of thgir mouth;.
/Jason‘recogn§zed.young Bi;ly Rivers and wondered when he
had.started coming here. Jascn waa‘consciqus of Billy's

w curious stare as he walked by him. ' e

4
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Pushing the hotel door open, he stepped inside. After

the freshness of the night air, the smell of the place almost

<

sickened: im: It was the smell of ciga:etteé, dried urine,
stale begf and sweat. His eyes'burned}from the smoiy haze
which hung about the rootd. The b;r was crowded and noigy.
Shoving his way to the back of the rogm, Jason found a table
and sat down, Signallingvto a waitress, he ordered a beer.
Smiling, the girl placed the drink in front of him, It tasted

flat and warm. He looked about, hoping to spot Sarah, but “ g

‘he couldn't see her in the crowd. He noticed a few of her e

1]
friends sitting at another table, and when he glanced their
‘ -~

uay; they quickly looked away. _—
f»~ A cogytry tune blared from the juké.béx. A man, wear-
ing a red plaid.Hunt%ng‘shirt,\jeans, and cowboy boots, and
: | , holding a full stein of beer in one hand, wa; drunkenly
dancing alone in front of the juke box. As he finished a
series of spins and tap steps witho;c spilling his drink,
the cfowd\gaéhered around him ;1apped and cheered loudly.
When the man turned to go baci to his sea§} someone tripped
him, He fell headlong into ;Ichair. His beer stein clattered
to the floor splashing beer qll_around. The c£owd laughed
and applaudedaloudgr still. At the far end of the foom;‘
Jason saw a group of men playing pool. They wereishquting
At one anothef.a Jason, from his position, .-couldn't hear
-‘.whai was being said. One waved ; pool’cue at another, an&
Jason watched as a waiter moved closer to them.

—

There were only a few-other Micmacs in the bar. Jason

N ‘ . N R
e
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”,

.recognized a couple of faces, but some were new to him., He

thought they might be from thé’Res:igoque reserve, Oor may-
be from one of.the reserve; in tﬂe States. Usually quite a
few visited for the summer. Besides, 4t was good business .
Smuggling cheaper Ame;icaﬂ cigarettes over the border cross-
ings and taking salmon back. The cusfoms officers rarely
challenged Indians. As long as they stayed away from drugs,
they could pretty much come and go as they plea;ed. Most

qf the' Indians pickei upuquite a bit of money selling the

cigarettes to the local stores and bars.ﬂ{The white bar

owners welcomed their business, ashlong as they didn't cause
a9

" too much trouble. . h

Most of the crowd were local loggers and farmers, Jason
seased a tension in the room. \?he pool plasarp we;é still
arguing. Those pressed close to the bar seemed restless,
and he knew they were waiting for something to happen. There
were usually a few fights. That was why Jason disliked cém-
ing here. Watshing the’lo;als arguing over the y;ung'lndian
girls made him)feel helpless and.bitter. He had discouraged
Sarah from coming here. But wyen he was with Jonathan, she
had started coming with friends., There wasn't much he could
do about 1it.

He had found her here the night Jonathan had died. She
was drunk and did not Qént to leave her friends. When he
told her of Jonatﬂan's ;éath, she had shrugged and saild he

had died a long time ago when Indiang still rode the plaiha

after buffalo. Her friends had thought her remark amusing.
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Jason had Qlapped he£ and forced her to 1e;ve. All the locals
laughed and jee}ed when he walked her out the door., Jason
.remembered how ashamed he had felt. ' \kk
Through the night of yelling, Sarah had screa@ed out at,
 him again and ;;aih. "You go to Joéatﬁan and then to the

fishing camp. I'm always alohe. I hardly ever see ydu.

I'm glad he's dead. Do you hear me? I'm glad."

o N / -

Jason had forced her .to drink bitter coffee, and it had
made her sicg. She vomited over him, and it smelled Af bile
band liquor. It was ‘the smell of this place. Jason had
bathed her and put her to bed. She had cried for a long time

&2 in the night. Jason remémbered(&atching her aftér she had
. finaily fallen asleep. Her hair, Ioﬂg and black, spilled
out over-the side of the bed, almost touching the floor,
" He had left (her like that and returned to the fishing

- camp. He had needed to be away from here where he couid

- I4 .
. ¢ . <

think and decide'what was best for them now that Jonathan
had died. He had known time w;uld help ease the pain of
his dying, and until it had passed, he would be no good for
her. He had decided that it was better for them to leave

. the reserve, and'he‘had come heée to tell her that,.

Jason, suddenly, was filled with the fear that in his
absence Sarah had left him, ‘Ifiwould be just like her to
leave without waiting for him, He stood and started towards '
the exit. It was then that he saw her. At first he didn't
recogﬁize her, but as she staggered on the landing of the

second floor stalrway, next to the exit, he realized it was




......

‘her. -She had cut her hair and dyed it a light brown. Her
mascara-streaked faéeplooked grOteéque in the filteredfaﬁoke

of the room. She was drunk ana‘held onto the’arm’of‘a man

1

for balance. .C : -~

’

s

. Jason recognized the white man. It was Tyler, one of
'Qui local mill workers. He was always fighting and making ,‘T-\\\\

trouble for the Micmacs. Jason tried to curse, but couldn't.

He burned with the heat of shame and the'rage'that was

\

rising within him.

’
! s

- Jason wﬁéted at thé fb0t of the stairs. Controlling
his‘fury, he cailed out'to her. She looked up quickly. Her
‘moﬁth opened,\then closed, and her face whitened. 'A sound,
iige a éigh,escaped from her. Finally,‘he¥ eyes opened
wide. Jason'stared into their brown sqoftness and saig noth-
ing. : ' .
v . S -
’ " Tyler griaSld_at Jason. He shoved Sarah roughly towards
bim. She stumbled on the Sotfom step and fell! Jason ig-

nored her. He looked at Tyler, waiting for him to move first.

<4

o

"Well, well," Tyler exclaimed, breaking the silence be~-

tween them, "if it ain't the big man' come out of the woods
' \

at last. Back to git ﬂerr‘eh?f he asked,'ﬁodding towards

iy

Sarah who was struggling to her knees.

\\\\\\// "The crowd gathered behind Jason. He knew that this was

what thgy had waited for do expectantly. He hated them. But

mos-@ ' I hé hated the white face that was staring back

at him smiling. He held his hands tightly to his sides,

wanting to break and crush the leering face in front %
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. of him, but knowing he had, to wait for Tyler to strke

, .

firs ' .
t. “ ¢ -4 - P T

— "“"“L;k‘

"G% on," Tyler hissed; "take her home. 'Clean%hér'up. e

* - I'ye finisfied with her, half-breed.  Just like the last’
‘n|.~,»l. . ),' oo . e T *
time." Tyler spoke loudly, confident because the crowd
) w?}ch pressed in behind Jason was encouragding him. Tyler,

seei@g the anger twitch in Jason's face and mistaking it
- e

(§ <3

for fear, taunted him ;gain. "C'mon, injun., Take yer squaw

{1 !

bitchﬂahd-gig; Look, she's céyrng. Damn'd good piece...'

\ f ] As Tyler spoke, he glanced in Sarah's direction, It

was the moment Jason had been waiting for. He lashed out .

[

and th&.blow caught Tyler just‘under the chin, driving him -

.backwatds. Before Tylér could regain his balance, Jason was
A

-

on him, pujimeling him with short, jarring jabs. Dazed, Tyler

) shouted for help and Jason felt arms about him, pulling him

awa& and firmly holding himé

\

==Y

"Bastard," Tyler screamed from between cut, bloody lips.
, . .

"Fuckin' red bastard.”" He glashed a fist straight iﬁto

<

Jason's face,, Jason felt his nose splinter. Blood gushed
! , . .

out. ) AVIRRY

He looked at it in surprise and felt nothiys. Pre;endT'
ing to fall, he felt the &rms holding him loosen their grip.- - — -

7 \ ' \
- -~ Heé charged towards Tyle%. Hitting him with t&F full force

I's

of his-body, chest high, he propelled him'baciwar@s into the

’

-\ uetnl\railing of the stéirqaée. Tyler's heaﬁ smashed against

it.- He moaned once, and sslumped to the' floor. Jason watched

as Tyler's eyes rolled back and his body went limp.

)

heY
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He turned and ran for the door,.

x k k %k K K

Jason didn't know how long he had been running. Follow-

1

ing the trail through the flatlands and down the hill to tRe

beach, he held his arms instinctively in front of him. He

5

7
caught the sting of branches on his forearms. The blows

from the branches felt good. It was better thanm the numb-

ness he had felt in the bar,. He cut tﬁrou%P the woods,
running effortlessly, and angled towards the beach, gaining
the time he needed. He knew they would soon come after him,
The last mile to‘the mouth of the Cascapédi;:was down-
hill. It was difficult not to slih on the smooth undergrowth
of ferns and flat stones. Beginﬁing to brea}@g more heavily,

f

his weight pushing forward on the balls of his feet, Jason

felt the sand under him and slowed his pace. The tide was

)

in, but he couldn't smell the salt of the sea through his
broken nose. Waves ﬁlgahed white along tﬁe shoreline.. He -
coul& taste bload in ﬁis throat, and‘hé spat it out as he ran,
The rgge he hadQ§§1t was slowly leaving him, and he gulped
in mouthfu¥s of air. Passing G;uskagfs clﬁb, gleaming 1in
;he darkness, he decided he would go éo Jonathan in the
river valley and the.mountains above it. .

Once at the river's moutﬁ, Jason followed the dﬁsc?pﬁdia
inland until ﬁe passed the tidal reachés of the sea. Locat-

ing sone ghaliows, he crossed where water rushed over jagged

rocks. Stopping in mid—riyerm he knelt Ex wash .the blood:

ool
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coverinﬁ his face and arms. The water's coldness felt good.

Tearing off his stained shirt, he threw it into thqxriver,

Lan -
o ¥

’ a_xlg watched as the current carried it avay: Jason waded the

\ '
river, keeping close to 1its edge, until he was sure that

4

. they couldn't easily follow his trail.
‘. When he left the water, he quickly found the path to
\ the caverns. The ascent was difficult, and he had to stop

S

often cs catch his breath. He felt dizzy .and light headed

from l;?s of bi?bd, as well as from alllthe ruﬂniﬂg and
‘ ‘ lclim/bing:l' ‘ f\ | _
At the rocky ledge, jﬁat below the base of the caverns
which averlooked thq valley and ‘the river that wound through

ite, Jason collapsed and slept.

. When he awakened two hours later, the stars were alive
in the skz, Lying on his back, staring-up‘at the flickering __
' , /

dots of light, he rememhgéed‘the evening Jonathan, sittinﬁ
on tﬁqa same ledge, had told é:;_:;?\story of the stars.

’ jason picked out Go Gwadane Glo Go Wete, the star that
lights the northern path. He recalled the story &about the
ihree Micmac youths Jonathan had told him about ip g ago who

“embarked by canoe to catch Moukinne, the Bear, but who failed
and were frozen foreVer in the sky. They became the North'
Star's protectors and just below thgk star, Jason located

" the three‘smaller points of light and tried to imagine, as

he had when he:was a chilq, that the boys waved down to

&

him.

+

. ’ ) Directly above his resting spot, Jason spotted

P
- . B -

oy R
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Mouhinchiche, ‘Little Bear, and, to the left of that cluster,
he saw OhiadaS'an, the ;orning star of the'eastera sky. As
he sournded their nhmgs, they rolled from his tongue down in~-
to the valley beneath him. *®
J;son remembered Pther tales Jonathan had told him as

well, There was Gluscap, the creator of the héavena, wﬁd\
watched_ over all things, and Wisakédjak,gthe wizard.)tho
‘helped in the transformation of living tﬁings into the world

’

‘ bf spiricts. -

Thinking all this, Jason pictured himself and Sarah sit-
ting as children at Jonathan's feet ‘while the old chief X
| -. ‘taught ﬁhep:?he ways\of.Fheif peo?le. Ja;on fried out to
him, but the ;ﬁly answering call waslhis own echo, and it
~Eame back to him sounding hoilow and empty.
‘ Sitting up, Jason stared at the valley below him. Out-
lined by the moon, he could easily trace the ribbon of water
‘as it twisted §ts way along the valley floor. Downstream, 0

’

.'a dark shadow, almost like a knot in the ribbon, was Jonathan's
i:Iand. He saw how the river parted around it.

Jason sLood, groaning slightly because of the stiffness
of his back from ly;ng on ch; hard grouﬁd.~ ﬂis nose ached,
‘and there was a duilithrobbing at his temples. He disappeared
inside the first ¢avern: A moment later,, he returned, C;fYY'
ing a furled blanket. He inppedlthe rifle from its cover-
ing an& snapped the breech open., It was empty. 'He cursed

and snapped it closed. "As he sat again on the ledge, he

rradled the gun .in his arms. He saw his name engraved deeg
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into the s?qck. Jonathan had burned the léttefs into it the
.day he had given the gun to him. It Had been a gift to hon-’
our his first.§ig*k111. He had been thirtelen that November.

! He had killed the moose ‘with a\single.shot which entered

just .behind its ghoulder and exploded {in its heart. It sgem-

}

ed so long ago. Jonathan was dead now. He had dieQ when s
- the snow, lay ‘'deep on the mountain slopLs,

covering everything

ih its whiteness.* ' \

\

Jason cried in the stillness about\him. . He was alone,

more alone than he had ever been. He cﬁied because of Ve s

'y

Jonathan's death and because he had lostiSarah as'belk. He

/ . \

' wilied the memory of Jonathan to him to ease his hurt.

He was a child agaih, and he felt Jonathan's gnarled
ﬁands gui&ing him as he strung the webbing of a shows;oe,. He
heard Jonathén's’voice explaining how to tie the kéots 80
that they would neither slip nor Bteak und%r strain. It
Seemed\to Jason that héKpoﬁld also behr th% sound of rain on
the thatched roof/of the hut. The smell o% pine was heavy
about him, and i; his mind it mingled withzthe smell of the
greased leather. He listened again to Jon%thaﬁ's ggoth%ng

] .

voice as he retold the legends .of his forefathers, the Elnu,h
[N

the name the Mi¢macs called themselves lo#g ago on Miscou

- |
1ulanq before the ‘coming of the pale ones, It was there,

Jonathan claimed, that Gluscap scooped uﬁ a hﬁndful of clay

and shaped the first man the world ever knew, It was the,

a

-

beginning of the Elnu, the people.

Jonlthaﬁ taught him many things. Without his yatient
-

Q



guidance, Jason knew he would

heritage. Because of the old

being Indian. The others had
fun of his refusal to livé in

& .
Jonathan said that it was his
N

the Elnu hiatory and way of life,

his pupil because as a child Jason had been

47

o

[ \
1)

not have learned about his : .

[

chief, he discovered pride in
laughed at Jonathan and made

the white man's world:

~

responsibility to hand down

"He had picked Jasonito be

. ” P

'curious and .

- Y - Kl

different, soméhow, from the other ‘children, and because

. T i / ’
Jonathan had known the boy's mother when she was a shild as

14

»

well.

¢

in the Cascapédia because he cpuld no longer tolerate the \e

things he saw on the reserve,

he had said to Jason.

g -

' grass baskets for the tourists

profits in the town.

s’

lwithout

O

-

<

Jonathan left the reserve and moved.to‘Ehe-ematl‘ialand

"They have lost their dignity,"

o

"All they want to do is to make sweet- -

and to get drunk on their

o

dignityy a man might as well

ask Gluscap to carry him to the next world." N

By leaving it all behind,

-

that 3hame& him.

becoming more shameful every year.

"rot and garbage piled up behind tar-papered homes.

Jonathan had killed the things

Jason knew that not a;l the Indians were:

o

as bad-as Jonathan thought, but he knew that the reserve was -

Buildings were left to

Money

a

tﬁat was meant for péint and siding was used fon\pther things.-

e

. Every year more Indiaus relied on the goverdh&nt\fox support

apd. every year thenline of women and childrén needitg £ood

v

fnﬂnnd clothing gtew longet outside the Band Council building.

L

It was a hard thing to sew, and yet ehere,seened to 'be- no

—
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v

way to stop it. He didn't blame Jonathan for leaving. He
Zer

~
had been a figure of scorn for too long. He could no lon

v
3

withstand the anger and hurt in witnessing the dying of his

péople. Jason understood this, even though no one else

[ ~

,appeared to. Maybe it was because they Bhared the same dream
that one day the Elnu would be strong and proud again.
In the darkness, Jason remembered Jonatharn's sickness

in the last of his winters. He heard the sound of his cough-

4

“fing and saw himself spoon-feeding the old man warm milk as
the snow piled high about the cabin, and'the birch fire
crackled loudly in the barrel stove..

Jason cared for him all that winter. He worked Jonathan's

traps and skinned the beaver ;nd ptter catches. Pglts lay
stiff and frozen in the shed, waiting foé the spring that
Jonathan never saw, He died while ice still covered the
Cascapédia. Jason kne; Jonathan would have heen honoured
had he known that the river, frozen, had waitéd for him.
Jason could see Jonathan before him, coughing and spitting

blood, and Lpdﬁly praying for Gluscap to come ‘and carry, him
i . S . .
from the land of shadows to the land of light a?g the Elnu
4

3 o

~f old.

When Jjonathan had taken his last breath, Jason had rubbed
the old man's: frail boé&lwith beaver oil and dressed him in,

his burial clothing. He carefully fastened the leather leg-

»

g'ings, decorated with porcupine quills, about Jonathan's

Y
!

legs and placed beaded moccasinse on his feet. Jason then

wrapped the sun-robe, the one Jonathan had sewn from beaver

t
S
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skins, around his body.
- )

’

Jasbn had laid thé—old man gently on a bed of fresh

e

pine boughs in the middle of the cabin. At Jpnachan's head,

e A

ﬁégblaced his tobacco and fine bone pipe,. His_f&vorite knife,

rifle, and snowshoes were put at his feet. He blackened

L}

both their faces with soot frol the stove and sprinkled fine,

grey wood ash over Jonathan's body. Chanting the death song,

bason had ift,the funeral pyre.

¢

The cabin had burned for a long time, and Jason had not
- -
. f’ . N
lefvt ;he area until all that remained were smoulderigg,

charred remnants, These he scattered in the four directions.

N

The~snoy was stained black all around. He knew that the ash

and sodt.ﬁhich had’speued inte the air contained the soul of

Jonathan’

-

Gluskap carried his spirit high over the vaLley._anq -

¥ -~

- into the land Sf lgght beyond the darkness.. He knew, too, -

that with Wisakedjek's magic, Jonathan had mysteriously

become spart of the waier,/the sky, and the earth, Wisakedjak

made the boulders, trees, and clouds transform themselves

into vessels which captured,ciﬁy parts of Jonathan's spirit as

N

it rose with Glgﬁ;ﬁp in the smoke and wind. In this way,

Jonathan had .become a part of this world, as well as the
world beyond.

It was this Jonaﬁhan that sat now ang coungselled Jason.
L2 '

Turning to him, apd in afs?all boy's voice, full of wonder,

¢ . :
Jasen sgid, “Tell me again, grandfather, how did Gluscap

create the Elnu?"

—

N\
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Jonathan's voice, deep and resonant like the voice of

a young man, answered. '"Gluscap waved his hands about and

.we sprang from the earth like the trees, the grasg, and the

\

flovers." \ -
Again the boy's voicifgoundeiz "And how will we die?"
The’ only dnswér was the sound'of silence, and it was
.carried up to him from the v@lley floor on the back of the

'q" -
wind.” . S '
. Jason felt cold again and reached about in the darkness
- for the blanket he had taken from the cavern; As he did so,,
AR : ' he noqiged a movement on the trail beneath him. Sarah éal{ed
. iéut to ﬁim qnd sct;mbled to the lédge.beside him. |

wo "I was watching‘ybu," she gaid, "from .below. I could

lsee you outlined in the moon's light. I heard you call to

v

’

~Jonathan. o
As she knelt'beaide him, Jaéon’pogicéd her face and\armé
were scratched fromtthe ciimb;. She shivereQ'iﬁ the cold of
the night.,. He held the blanket open, and‘she sat closer to.
him. Sitcing with their bodies touching, they felt each
o "otrer's'warmth. ;

"Why," he asked he;, "did you cdi_youf hair?". It seemed
1mp6rtant to him. Seeing it cut short and dyed had shocked
him, It made her look more white than Indian. To him, this
had been more an act of beitayal than being witg Tyler.

"th?" he asked agqin. |

.~ Sarah didn't answver. Instead she said, "Tyler's dead."

-~

' She. said it without emotion.
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"I‘know,f Jason responde&:
"They're coming after you, Jason."

"I know that, too," he said.

"I'm sorry, Jason,"” she begany "you were gone 80 long.

1 tﬁoughg you wouldn't be back. I qas'fwightened. o1

thought you hated me because of the hotel, and because of °
the way I acted about Jonﬁihan. Jason, I know I've hurt you:

I've shamed both of us. But I..."

-

"Hush," he soothed her, "1t doesn't matter. We're

together now." As he spoke, the first pale light of dawn

coloured the clouds.

N L3

"Yes, it does matter - to me, To us. More now than

ever befofe. I have to explain'it'to you." Sarah was cry-

]

ing ., 'She wiped away her tears aslsﬁe spoke. "I've loved
you since we were children."
The sky grew bﬁightei above them while she cried, ang

the words poured from her, . -

’

]

had to share you with Jonathan. I've never had you to'myself.
’ .

- Not once in all the time we've known each other. You hold

back o much. You ‘give in small pieces. There are parts of.

4

you I've never touched. You're just like Jonathan was. You
think‘it's ;éhk to show your love for someJhe; Youléhink\
love robs you of'sgrength. Those were the thbugﬁts of the
warriors of ofd. " Hé have no battles léf; to fight."

"Buah(" he said again, as he watched the rising sun.

"Do you tememﬂér." he asked her, "the sun prayer Jonathan

-

"Listen to me, Jason," she pleaded. "Listen. 1've.always

’r"i
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noo
T
taught us as children? As the first ray of md;ning light

r

touched the eﬁstern sky, he would put on the sacred begvet <m
fobe and chant: 'Niscaminon hignemouy minem narcodam',.,,?"

"Yes," Sarah sighed, picking up th; pfayet in Englisgh:
"Fatheg of the day, ;ive uf'something to eat. Prétec; ou}
family. Give us power éver enemies, ‘Help make our hunting N \
and Yishipg successful.  Grant us, most of all, 1ong'lifg )

and happy memories. ,

"He repeated it at sunset, too," she explained; "only

o

this time he faced the western aky\and bowed to the sun as
-4t slipped behind the mountains.‘ 1 don't remember ft 13\
Micmac...I'm frightened, Jason," She turned her head to look

. g o+ 1into his eyes as she spoke. "I left just as they were getting

"

ready to follow you. They have rifles, and;..'
Jason silenced her by placing ﬁis'fingers against her

, lips. He spoke, hoping she would understand what Jonathén

-

had meant to him., "When I was five," he whispered to her,
_"father took me to the hospital. I had fallen and hurt my- -
. self.‘ I was frightened and wanted to go home, but fathef .
‘ : . .
handed me to "this nurse. 1 screamed and kicked as she took
me away from him. She was Aressed in white, and she put me

in a white room. She clothed me in a white shirt and cover-

ed me in white sheets, 1 thougﬁt I would 'be blinded by the

\

whiteness." ' : S,

o

As he spoke, Sarah marvelled at the transfoimation in
1]

‘ " him. Somehow his voice became }he voice of Jonathan, and it

!

was as if Jonathan, magically, had gnqeted ‘into him¢ She
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o

was more frightened than before,
"1 yelled for father," Jason continued, "but he had’ y
gone, ' I remémbe} white lights'and people. Everyone was

dressed in white, and they were weariﬁg white masks. I
<

. : B ~ '
" screamed thgg I did not .want to dMe.  Mother had died in a

hospital, and 1 .was frightened I would, too.
» -

h}

"Wheq I awokg,';t was day, and light was streaming )

) : . s
through the window by my 'bed. Jonathan was standing at the
¢ ;

do6ér, He told.me everything was going ‘to be all right. '
Y

never saw my father again, He left the reservation and never

I

returned. After that, there was only Jonathan. I called

him grandfather, sometimes, because he cared for me like a

\
grandfather would. I was afraid wheén I returned for you,
w

and you weren't home that you had left me, too." ‘ ;jf“

The sound of voices, and the barking of dogs drifted
up to*them‘from the valley floor. ,Jason ﬁelpe%ISanah to
her feet and together th%y peered over the ledge.

"ionathan told me once," Jason said to her, '"that with-
out dignity,we should pray fér Glusc;p to come, . I-think he-
was right." - ) !

Sar&h turned to face him, unsure what he meant. In
the movement, some:BCOnes were nnged loose ff;m the ledge
and thef fell, bouncing, from boulder to boulder, down the
moﬁntainside. They listened to their fall. |

'Jason kissed her quickly on the foréhead, the way a
brother would kiss a sister, or a father a daughter, and

-

stroked her shortened hair. sarah looked at him for a moment,

\ \ - > 4
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2

-

but he did not return her stare. She tﬁrqed away from him

. 'then and walke& towards the caves. She did not look back..

3ason glanced up at the deepening blue of the sky and
carefully leaned over the ledge. With a sudden surge he
was gone. In his fall, Jason saw faées rushing towards him -

ﬁhe face of Jonathan, sad-eyed and pale, was followed by

Sarah's face., She was smiling at him, and he .reached out

to touch her long hair. .

-

&
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"The Storm

Billy had been walking aibﬁg the old logging road since

ten that morning. The sky was cdriously drained of colour, .

Had he noticed this, he might have called the dog to his

side and turned back realizing a\storm was buildi g, but he
was distracted by.his thoughts. It was unusual f:;\th\Boy
nqt to observe the tﬁings about him; he was one of those who
normally saw.and noted everything.

The road, overgrown with alders and coverediby de;d
bruah; climbed haphazardly up the mountainside. Behinﬁ him,

7

receding more into the distance with every étep, was the

bay. The pastures below him were various slades of green.

.

Cattle and sheep grazed in them, but from this height thef
wé;e just spots of black and white. Beyond the fields lay
the 'village and then thHe bay.

The cliffs at Gull Cove were a mere line from this van-
tage poinF: Looking down, it seemed that the ﬁay. the

village, and the pastures were all nestled close to the
. ¢

mountainside, but this was an illusion. It was over e{ght

miles from the mountain base to the bay, and from this
distance the ;and seemed to drop suddenly into the sea.

Billy intended to climb as' far as last winter's cuttingA
b;fore stopping to eat the sandwich that was wrapped in
brown paper and stuffed in hisg%;ﬁket pocket. The boy was
already fhinking about the water in the deep spring there,

He and his father had found it in a stand qf white birch

¢

o
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* last December while cutting cord wood, and he remembered

v

having to chdp-a hole in the ice around the outle;\go he

could Bqueeze.the water paii into it. He could’tapge its

sweetness now. ' ' h ‘ N
The boy carried a single shot .410 with him. Its stgck,

:was pushed up uﬂder h;s right‘armpit,and the 1o;dgd breech

»

hgng open over his wrist, the hafrel pointing. towards the
ground. He was comfortable carrying it this way, and al-
though the breech pinched his wrist a little, he hardly no-
ticed its Qeight. His father had taught him how to shoot .
quickiy and;.easily f{pﬁ this position. All he had to do was.
bring his left*hand up sharply/%n the barrel, and the breech.
would snap shut. {ﬁ the same motio;.he would bring the gun ‘\
to sight and slide the index finger of his ;ight.ﬁand gently
onto the trigger. He practised the povements now., After
Yyears of drill, hé no longer had ta think about what his
hands were doing. He repeated the action until his fingers
jached. -Iina}ly,‘ti}ing of it, he unloadgﬁ the gun with his
~.right hand‘gnd'played with the shell by rolling it along'the
tops of his fingers as he walked. N
_Every few'hinupes'his ﬂog Hunter, off somthere in the

e

bushes, would break into peals of excited, hoarse barking.

v

The hoy's father always claimed that tﬂ( dog amused more
& - e?

rabbita'knio hi&iné tha; he ever frightened into the open.

Fd 3
Billy had no choice but to agree. Hunter had always been
A .
far too noisyvand clumsy ever to be a good game dog. As 8

child the boy had called the dog Red, but the boy's father

v
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‘scared off by the dog's impatience. o

+
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had renamaed him Huhcér'as a joké after a deer had/fffp '

= Bi;ly'alwaYs felt respoﬁsible fotxiﬁe dog's £LiKinE§. ' -

-

"After all," he admitted out loud, "I'm almost as bad."

- I

It was one thing to'practice with a rifle, but it was quite

another to use it on live game. When it came to killing ' 4

-

\somethlng, Billy always held back. The dog had sensed his
y .

reluctance a long time ago, and Billy could never have ‘

trained it to hunt, even if he had wanted to. The only

"

reason Hunter was still around was because he was good at

rounding up the milking cows from theifr afternoon gtraze. As 5
his father cdnsthntky reminded hiﬁ, "Evgry animal has a pur-
pose, boy. If it don'; have a usém?iﬁ-gin't worth keepin'."

_Billy was always at odds witH his father'abouthfarm ' '§\;\\\

L .

animals. It saddened the boy to see a spirited colt being

transformed 1nto a plodding work horse. As a child, Billy

[

had even hated beiqg taken to the circus. The caged and

well-trained animals alvays seemed something less than al
Q

their routines more tragic than comic. He remembered the
first time he had read Earle Birney's p;em,'"The Bear on
the Delhi Road," in higﬂ school. He could dlmost see.the
men now, flicking the stick in the face of the bear they ﬂad

brought down from the mountain to teach to dance. He had
3 ' ?

sensed that hoth man and bear were somehow, doomed by the
tranced dancing of men that Birney described. The feeling \

had stuck witht him, and it seemed to him that any animal man

had contact with was lessened by the experience.

Py

\
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“This morning's butchering was the main reason Billy
Qaa out on therlogging road now. When his fathef lefp the
hoJae to pick up Phil Jones, who his fathe; claimed was
"The begt dam'd sticker in the w#ole durn'd county," Billy
had slipped the gun from its 'rack and escaped to the quiet

of the woods.

He had only thought to take the gun at the last moment,.
7 N .
C'J L4

He could always hsé‘it as an excuse that he was hunting

rabbits or something. It was better than being accused of

wasting the entire morning. Besides, he rgminded himself

now, with onl&\twd bull calves to slaughter, his presence

~wasn't really needed. As long as he was home in time to

help with the mid-afternoon fishing, ewgr}thiqg else would;
be soon forgotten, It wasn't as 1if it:hadn'é happened
before.

Bi1lly had grudgingly accepted the fact that bull calves
had to be killed and sold for veal. He'd been told often
?nough that they weren't worth much full grown when you
consiaered the cost of feeding and caring for them, Still,
to see théﬁ locked up for weeks at a time in their dark

stalls always reminded him of the circgs animals in their
E 'S !

[

Billy remembered witnessing his first slaughter. He'd
been so frightened by it, he'd run and hidden in the root
P , : .
cellar until hig mother found him and coaxed him out. He

couldn't have béen any more than six or seven, It was his

mother who had explained why thé calvee'had to be killed.

Y ~

; ¥
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He always Qad trouble understanding how the father he saw
holding the skinﬁing’knife, could be the same father he saw

gently helping a cow with a troﬁbled birthing. More often than

oy

.not;'it was the same calf that eventually ended up on the

-

vbﬁthhéring block.
His mother unQerstgPé his feelidgaﬁqpout tﬁéiﬁhole thing
in.; way his fatherﬁpevé; could. This morntng, when she Bpotted
“him eﬁsing'the gun from its rack, she had simplf told him to
be‘careful ;na to gqé back in time to tend the nets with his

father. 'Then she haﬁded him the sandwich she had made and )
. ‘ .

i

wrapped for him, She had known all along what he had planned. | ‘

She seemed to know all his moohs, often before he did.

ided on

0y

The calves weren't the only reason Billy had dec

his little hike, Hg'd received his accepténce from McGill a

-

- few deeks‘agd. 'The letter had also' notified him he'd won a

.

full scholarship. He'd run all the way/ home from the post

.affiqe to-share the news with his mother. He watched quletly
. . .

.-as she teaq.anqureread the letéer. After the third reading

she had broken into tears and cried, "I'm proud of you, Billy,

real proud.," , ' .

.

He still hadn't found a 'way to tell his father that he

planned to leave. His mother had warned him about it, too.

‘

"Have your arguments well rehearsed, Billy. You can't ex-

pect Will to give in without a fight. His whole life has
. : * ' ' (" >
been this farm and the fishing stand. That's all-he's ever

known. And his father and grandfather before him. You're . -

his legacy, his hereafter. \It'a not easy for a man like

[y . -

‘ , )
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Will to see that threatened. Your going to college will - .
. - N s *

mean his dream is ending.'" Then, winking snd\aqqémpting tg“‘
mimic his father's deep voice, she joked, "A man néeds.a\
strong back for this life, bgy. A strong back and a weak '’ L

' ' . mind. Not t'other way 'round." | ‘ . |

Il

With the butcheﬁ!ng and éverything, it seemed a per-

¢
>

gect time to_slip away and consider thé bedt approach tO'.
ﬁelling his figh;r about his decision. He knew thaf ﬁo;evef,
he put it, his father would be hurt., He needed £h1§ quief
time alone now to figure it all out. Besides, he ré;inded
himself again that it was nice to have’some‘free time, even if
‘it wasn't a Sunday. The whole summer had alﬁoaquglipped by}

and he hadn't come up here once to sketch. . He missed the

\\\\w,/—//si ‘'sight of the pastures from up here, and/the blue of the bay.
Sianging there, wiping the sweat fto; his forehead
( with the Sack of his right.hand,'Billy deci&ed hefd tell
~ . his father tﬁat aft?rnoon while they were out fishing and
cleaning~£he salmon nets. At least, he thought, they'd be
alone and whatever was said could be said privately. He had
\ to admit; though, that it ;;ulé be nice to have his mother
“ . gﬁckingﬁhim'up. Bﬁt ié he had any chancé %f making his
. fatﬁer undéraiand; he kneﬁ he had to talk to him alone. His
. father wouih expect that from him, lIt was the way men dealt
with each other. - . . é
- "I1f," Billy thought out loud, "I only had m;cher'a

tongue." He smiled at the sight of his '5'1" mother con-

.

fronting his 6'3" father. He could see her now, wagging her




‘{h' X fifty years ago, any-similarities Clded right chere The
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finger adzr;lf in his father'h'fece while Hilldqfrusgrated

because of his’ {nabilityvy to stand his ground in any verbal .

battle with her, sadly shook his Wead. Muttering her. name

- o LY >

6ver and over, he'd flee to E&e relative quiet of the barn
‘to collect his be}tered thoughts,

,Eil}y still fduhd it strange, aomegimes,‘bdﬁ iw@ ﬁeéple

~ ®

.80 different in every respect «could ever have merriedJ Even

-~

thohgh the MacPherson and.Davis families were Newport pio-
-~ ' ‘ } > . ; e J

'“»Heerslanﬂ had helped settle the town over a hundred and N
o

fac: was. Alexander Davis,,Margaret s preat grandfather, was:

:he first stqrekeeper .in Newport's history. .It was he wbo‘
e

gave the tiny i!ahihg port ic's name in 1852, 1t was. from

- »

7
the founding Davis that Matrgaret had inherited . her energy and

-~ - \

cleverness. She was small, almqsqﬂzfail-look{ng,‘but.she
had a quiekness.and spirit about Her ghat Will had come to

ddﬁire,‘if somewhat begrudge at times.

.For her part, Margaret had come to love Will's Rrood-

v

4“ ness and to respect his eidic approach to life, Tbeit rela-

tipnship had'achieved a.certsin solidity despite thelir
QIffering persénalitiee. Margaret was realistic enough to

- .admit that her life'larked exciéement. The;e were no ups

and douns'in te. It was cibralzar solid, like Will himself,

-

.. - and she took a great dea&\of comfort fn thab. If Margaret -

had anyvregneté at all, it was that she vinhed Will could be
more demonstrative with Billy. She realized that he was not

givea to, open displays of affection, unlike herself, who



~ 3
-}
T i :

- t ) N
kissed and hu;yéd at every opportunity, He seemed so dis-

LY

7 \
N

. | A

tant £rom Billy .at times, although she knew he loved him
dearl

At fo&ty-two. Will had all but given up hope of ever

’

haviﬁg a .son, and Margaret's late pregnancy had frightened

Q him as much as ‘; pleased him, He found it difficule to
¢ . s . _
. adjust to the new intrusion in his life. As Billy grew up,
. »

- . . .
W{ll knew he had to hold back, as he did with any, young

c6lt, until it outgrew the skitterish stage when it ~
4 could be properly trained without a needless loss of energy.
Margaret was better able to handle free-spirited chings,{ﬁgﬂpn

he was content to let her manage Billy's early upﬂringing.
' ) eHer enthusiasm and open approach, Will realized, was what a
R 1]
ol young boy needed. He was satisfied to watch™pr a while

L

oo | flrou a comfor;able d1QCance.
T It wasn't until Blllv»turnéd ten that Will ;egan,to
take ;6 active 1nteresg in his son. It was thf age a fa;hex
could begin teaching a boy the proper way of doing things,
the way- his father had taught him. ’

Margaret .felt that Will had ﬁiseed 8o much by not being
, . ;ore involwgd with billy when he was a child. Yet, secretly,

she vas pleased that she had him all to herself. Whenever

Margaret held hill} as an infant, the greatest feeling of .

) ‘~warlth and contentmgnt settled over he;. She could only
compare it to the feéling she had whenever she sang at St.
Andrev's, and the organ music caused the staipgh glas§ figure

s - - of St, Elizabdbeth to tremble 1p its window niche.above the

- .
. . . 1
L] . "
° < v ‘ " -~
N .
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choir loft. It was she who.had encouraged Billy to paint

and draw when. she néticed that he had a special interest in

1t.asxa child. When he was older, she recognized in his

etchings a fine eye and an unusual ability. She felt\they

shared a similar artistic bfnt,,and through it ihey-forged

a special bona.

Billy had ‘come to the clearing, the remnants of last

winter's cuttiQ‘. Sd@mps, half-hidden by brusﬁ, dotted the

l} .

.area. Just as Billy sat on one, Hunter bounded by barking

lustily. 'A couple of partrihge were flushed from-the under-
B?ush.‘ Billy was soﬁsta;tléd he didn't even raise his sggt—
gun, muph_less load and fire it, He had dropped the shell
the mbment Hunter had rﬁc;d by. He cursed the dog, knowing
Zhat had his father been there .one or two birds would have
been hit. Guiltily, he knew that his father would have
givep one of his quizzical, almost hurt, looks.

Bilfy remembered what had happened here last winter.
While he was trimming’branches aﬁove his head, the saw had
jammed and the. chain snapped. It had barely missed hitting
him.' His face thte‘with the closeness of injury, he had .
thrown the saw d;wn 1n‘fri&hf. Hi§ father simply picked the
saw up, refitted a new chain, and placed it at Billy's feet
without once looking a; him or-saying a wor{. Billy felt
the‘gesture was meant as a rebuke. It was as though his
fathér aad said, "Watch what yer doin'. 'Doq't be so care-

less. Git goin', now. No time to sit n' fret."

/ﬁ He recalled the quiet of the snow-shrouded woods and
1 : : - ) :

s

7

f



how the sudden snarl of the chainsaw ripped the silence
apart. Billy hated:the qaw'and vas frightened of it, but
his father insisted hé learn how to use it properly. At the
—ﬁ_—end of each'day's work Billy's arms ached, his ears were

filled with a constant ringing, Qnd his fingers felt numbd
from the vibration of steel on wood.

It seemed to Billy that he was always disappointing
his father in some way. He wished he was {re like him,., He

. B
envied his strength and quiet confidence, and always felt a

[N

little helpless beside him. But. even physically they were
different. He glanced down at his hands. Small and finely

shaped, they resembled his mother's, and, like hers, they

v were never still in conversation. They moved from point to
2N

point with emphasis and voice all their own, so unlike his

father's, which uéually were buried deep in his pockets, br
i

]
B
held awkwardly at his sides like wooden blocks wﬁenevef he

spoke. His father called their hands ne;vols, but his
. mother always referred to them as expressive., Watching
A mogher and son in convergsation;, Will on;e‘admitted. "Wwas like
watchin' a flock of bifds settling 1in fgt the night.," |

Around his father, Billy wa; aiways conscious of his
hands andltried to keep them ‘as stiél\as p;dsible. Curious- °
ly, Billy observed, despite all the hagd chores ﬁe had to do,
his hands weren't even calloused. They were like the hands
of a child, not those of someone on tﬁe doorstep of manh;pﬁ.

They wﬁge a constant, physical reminder that he could gever

be like his father. ‘)
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Every'free moment Billy had, he spent off aomswhere

sﬁetch;ng the things he saw around him, His pictures were
. »
proudly displaved by his mother in every room in the house,

N

Will seemed to take little notice of“ghém. Showing pride
in things was nothing but cénceit to him, and he vowld have
none of it, I1f Margaret wanted the boy growin' up ;hinkinh
he was special and above everyone else, he wouldn't add to
it bvﬁcommenting on-the process. He had to ndmik, though,
that the sketch of the beached and broken rowboat at Guil
Cove was a mighty fine piece of work, no matter._how you
looked at it., He was glad Margareg had hung it in the bed-

/ . .
room, but it wasn't something he planned to admit to.

’

Besides, he thought, painting was a good pastime, but not

i

somethiﬁg a man could make a living from. He hoped the bdy
would‘slee? more and draw less, then maybe he'd grow a'bit
pote:

Billv often tried to imagine what it Yould be like to
possess his father's powerful ;ands. In a reckless momenf
one night last winte;,'uhen his moéher was out at chodr
préct;ce, he chailenged his father to an arm wrestling
match., Will, 1aughiég, had 1nicialiy refused th?.invifatton
even ;hodgh he was secretly pleased by it. Billy had
pesfered hiﬁ until Will gave in just tao quiet him. Sitting
across from each other in the kitchen at the heavy oak

table, they carefully positioned themselves. The moment

Will's hand closéd about him, Bglly felt himself being

!"

~%



‘awailowed.‘ ﬁalf-trying, Will won the contest easily. .
Embfrrassed by even the memory of it, Billy felt his face
‘redden. He had never mentioned the,epiaode to anyone, not
even gig mother.

Billy searched ampng the drie§ twigs and moss at his
feet for fthe cartridge he had dropped when Hunter héd }qceé
.by.' Finding it, he stoad quickly, and in the sudden move-
mént fglt light-headed. Points of darkness qhimmgred in
the air before him.‘ It was very humid. Wiping the per-
spiration from his forehead agéin, he whistled Hunter to
his side. He pulled the sandwich from his pocket, unwrapped
te. ada began eating part of it. The second half he placed
on the stump for the dog. ' - 'p

He was just about to look foxlthe spring when he sensed
a cﬁange in the wind and realized a storm was moving in from
the bay behind him. He turned and looked down the mountain
road. The farmhouse; barn, and assorted ngds were jusgt
specks of white and grey. Storm clopds had gathered above

’

the hérbOur and the sky was grouing dark. He whistled for

’

Hunter a second time and started to run down the trail.

The sky grew darker still, It was much later than he had

thought,

By the time they reached the rail tracks a few miles
) . . . . . {
from the farmhouse, Billy knew that "he-wouldh't make it
. ° £

home in time to help with the nets. Lightning tore through

the le-hanging cloud cover over Gull Cove. ﬁe watched as




the storm clouds piLéd higher above the b;y. Thunder
rolled inland towards him. Alarmed, he realized that it
was building into more than just a sﬁmmer squall. He had
forgotten, how unpred;cgehle‘the weather' could be early 1in

August,

He hoped his father would finish up before the storm
peakgd. He knewlhow rough it could be out on the bay in
an open dory. The thought of it made him feel strange and
nervous in the stomach. If only the wind would hold off a
bit longet.

Just a quarter mile past. the crgcks, it started to
rain, 1lightly at firgt{,bﬁt within,minutea it became a
steady downpour., Billy felt Hqufr clése on his heels and
glanced back at him. Covered in burrs and with his long
hair matted in wet knotaf the collie whimpered 1nvproiest.

1"

" "Never mind, fellow, Billy responded in sympathy.

'""Soon you'll be curled up behind the woodstove. The smell

of you drying out ought to drive Mom crazy." The boy spoke
poftly, but the dog seemed to sense some change in him and

remained at his heels.

As they crossed the barnyard, rivulets were beginning

“to form in the soft gréund; Billy's funning shoes picked

up chunks of mud, and he had to scrape them against the

-

rusted skate blade attached upside down to the back door-stoop

’
before he entered the house.§ Hunter, after shaking himself

vigorously at, the dooruéy. followed the boy in and sighed

with contentment as he easéd himself onto his sleeping

/ .‘,
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blanket behind “the kitchen stove. ’

—Billy closed the door and then placed the shétgun in
igs r;ck above the a;or_frgme. He knew the gun should be.

» dried and cleaned, but it would have to wait until later.
He made a mental note to clean 1t héfore his father dis-
covered ig. He stripped off his weg denim jacket and jean;
and tossed them over the h?t water tank beside the pangry
;bor. '

Walking over to the clothes-closet, Billy hauled out

his rain gear and pulled on his heavy, biack pants and

mackintosh. Kicking off his wet runners, he slipped on

N his rubber boots: They felt warm against the cold of his
feet. - |

He heard his mothef-call from the front parlor. Billy
knew sheﬂd be sitting at éhe window watching the storm out
on the bay. "Billy," she called out again. "Billy, is
that Qou?" )

— "Yes, Ma," the boy answered as he walked down the hall
towards her,.

The parlor was in darkness, but grom the hall 1ight
Billy could see his mother sitting in the ;ing-backed chair
in front of the window. She sat rigidly, her handé grippfné
the arms of her chair and stared out at the bay.l Even from
the doorway, Billy could see the bright'flasheé of 1ight
low over Gull Cove.

]

"Billy," she said, turning her head towards him, "go

-

down and wait for your father. He finished vith the calves
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. early and left fo; the ba:ﬁji}t an hour ago. He'll. need

help pulling the bodt~up-when he gets in." She spoke
quietly, but Billy felt the anxiety in her voice and knew
\ ' .

she was upset he hadn't been home on time. * The nets were'

dlways checked earlier than usual if a storm threatened,

;nd~he\¥€alizedihe should have spotted its approach long
before he did.

Another flash of iightning hung in the air for a moment,
and before his mother could turn back to the window, Biily
noticed the worry lines on her face. For the first time he
was aware how old she was getting. She seemed eQen to have
aged since he last saw her this morning. Perhaps 1t was
*just a trick of light from the eerie glow outside.

He found himself wondering how often she sat like this
in a storm, waiting and not knowingléhat the Lait would
bring. It seemed to hi? that he was seeing a different per-
son now, someone, yho beneath her usual gsmile, always waited
and watched in the grim darkness. He wanted, suddenly,.to
hqld her close and tell her that it was all right, that his
father always returnéd safely to her, but before he could,
she spoke to him in that qpiet voice which seemed to echo
strangely in his head. "Go now, Bzhly. Quickly. He'll be
needing heip now." Billy turned to go, uncertain whether
she had apoken,'or if he had simply imagined it.

Outside, the rain was falling heavily. The yard was a
flood of water which ran freely into the drainage ditches

a

that led to the lower field., Billy fastened the metal snaps

o
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on his rain coét, pulléd the hood up over his heag, and
tied the drawstrings tightly under his chin. Cloaked in foul-
weather gear and buffeted bw?che wind, he felt hélpless and
alone with his fe;r. The thought came Eo him that thé sea
had always conspired against people like his father.n It
dfdn!t‘care whether you loved it or not. It was always bend- -
ing you to its will. He remembered the old circus bears
he used to see. It didn't matter how well ‘or poorly you
performed - you were always, 6 led baBEXto‘the same caged
existence. He remémbered the tranced dancing of the bear
on the Delhi road. His father was like that bear, he%?ﬁought,
- and the sea was his cage. ‘
He could sense his mother watching him as he reached
the f&otpath which dropped slowly to the beach. The black
sky grew suddenly nearer, and Billy felt himself being
A swallowed by igi bleakness. He shivered and pulled the
heavy coat, like a shroud, clg;er ab;uc him. He quickened -
his pace, slippi;g on the muddw, sloping trail as he did so.
‘Billy felt the wind against his face, lightly}at,firsg,

3
then a full-blown gust pushed him back, It was coming

2
straight in from Gull Cove, sweeping over him aqd tunnelling
its way to the mainland in a rush of sound. Billy had to
‘lean forward to make any progress against the continuous
force of it. He saw the faint glow of lights below. They
were stationary and soc he knew t;ey were lights from the

men on the beach and not from boats struggling to shore,

Billy prayed that his father had made it in.
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On the beach; a cluster of men holding lanteins huddled :

together, partially sheltered from the storm by a large
boulder. They were standing in the lee of it, so the wind\
coming off the bay defieeted over them and left a small

p&Eket of stillness in its wake. The pale yellow lighc from

soot-— blackened glass gave their faces a haunted look. . His

>

father was not among them. ’ .
They w?uld‘weit like this, silent and huddled close

for warmth, their packs to the wind, like cattle waiting out

"
- )

a stérm, until the.last of them was safely harboured. 1Ignor-

ing their accusing glances, Billy stood apart from them and
watched the surf thrash along the shore. The slap of water

against the vharf}s cribbing was barely audible over the

low wail of the wind, and in the darkness con;tant streams

ef white-spray we;e driven high into the air., - ° ' T
Billy thought of how his father stood at this same spot -

in the midst of a squall to listen to the wind and sea. A

‘look of absolute calm would transform hié father's face,

'while he stood terrified beside him; Standing there, .alone,

with the other mee hidden behind him and the sleet biting
into him, Billy félt powerless and small against the swelling
storm. Scruggling to control himself he called out to his
fathef. but_his words were drowned in the surging wind.

To quiet his terror, Billy remembeted the day his father
had brought Hunter to him as a pup. It was on’his sixth -
birthday, over ten years ago. His father had looked aukvn;d

AN

and embarrassed.handing}the dog to him.( Covering his embar-
. K N N
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rassment he had ordered, roughly, "Take care of it, boy.

It's your'n now, Yore responsibility." Billy was surprised

by the freshness of his memory. He hadn't thought of it iﬂ

v

years, The gift had Helped ease the pain of his grandfather's

death a few weeks before.

A f -
The night passed slowly, and to help mark its passage,
. &

the boy let himself remember other.things. He felt his
father's strong panda under his arms lifting him from‘behind.
and closing his eyes, ne seemed to hand in mid-air for a \

moment. When he opened them, he saw the face of his grand-

-

father in the open coffi;, and he heard his father's voice
‘whisper to him softly, "Billy, Billy.- Look at him good, now.
Y'ain't never goin' to see him again."

Billy remembered running, crying, from the parlor. He

had nighémares for a long time afterwards.' In them he saw
himself trapped alone in the parlor with his dead grandfather

<« staring th};ugh the darkness at him. When he woke, scream-
"ing 1in the stillngfe of his. room, he always found ﬁig father
‘sitti;g quietly‘beaidé him. He had never‘tememberéd that

| . ) "beéore. It was as 1if hia father knew when he would wake,

| ,Lerrifiea by the night.

It was shortly after this that his father had given hinm
the dog. With the animal 91eép1ng'ac the foot of his bed,
t;ennightm;req had stopped. lThinkng about it now; Billy
‘realized that his father, like his mother, also seemed to

know what .he needed most. o

With the first gray streaks of dawn, the men rolled

- 4
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the boats out. The shore was littered with Qeaveed, floats,
and driftwood. Bits of broken board bobbed close to shore;
‘They looked like the concave ribs of a boat. Sittinsi&n the
bow of the ianglois dory, Billy tried not to think what the
boards might m;an. o

When they reached the salmon stand, the men began ’
checking the head net by pﬁllinzythe boat ;long éhe float
rope. ﬁilly remembered the look of quiet pride that bright-
-ened his father's face every time they emﬁtiea a heavy catch
into the bottom of the dory. Their stand had always ylelded
the season's best harvest. It had something to do,-his
‘father had explaingdlto_him, with the'way.thé sea currents’
converged jygt to the qouthlof the st;nd. Will had even .
netted a fo;ty-eight pqunder once, a record, for a sipgle
salmon netted in that area."éilly had been shocked to see
that when held aioft, tﬂe fish .was qlmost ags long as his

., . v >

father was tall,.

Billy had misgsed gut on that‘o;e, though. He and Pete
Sullivan had taéen time off and gone trout fishing back at
the creek. Qis‘father'hah been 80 pleasgd about the salmon
that he had even forgotgen’:b 8cold Billy for not helping
witﬁ the nets that day. When Billy saw the size of the

fish at the icehouse, his father insisted a picture be

¢

‘“_tagen of BilIy'Standing over the catch. The photo, yellow-

ing and turned up at the ends, still clung to the edge of

a

Billy's mirror, where he had taped it three 'years ago.

The men had stopped their forward motion. Something

AN

w
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heavy uaa'tangled in the net. No one spoke as they hauled
4

-

it toward the surface. Billy caught a glinése of something
;hite:fn the water,
"Onlf a porpoise,“ F;ank Lgngloisryelled'out to him,
The fish had to be cut from the net, and Billy thought
;‘that thﬁ tear would reqﬁiteva few hours ;ork back at the

fishing shed, Of all hi§ chores, Billy enjoyed net ﬁending

' )
most. It uaq/a job that was saved for the slow winter months,

when the weather wouldn't- allow wood cutting. ‘
BN

: : Sitting there in the bow of the boat, feeling himself -

~

) bobﬂfng.up»a?d down on the swells, Billy recal}ed how he
would trudge across the wintef barnyard to the fish shed..
! v
Inside, his father sat on an upturned crate splicing rope.
The shed, aﬁeiling of seaweed, mildew ana creosote, was
snug against uiﬁter drafts. Sometimes, the small wood stove
would -glow red.'and they'd have té move away froﬁ its heat,
_ . - .
They'd sit for hours readying the gear for spring.

' N Billy always mendeé the smaller tears becgﬁég_his hands could
‘always work the difficult knots more deftly chan-his father's
outsized ones. With yeara:of fishing in the cold salt water
Bf the Atlantic, his father's hands, as strong as they wére,

- were stiff and sore from arthritis. Most of the fishermen

L luffgted fr&m it early. It was something accepted without’
complaint., Billy felt his f;ther's gnarled hand rest on his

\ —

shoulder as he ieaned over him to plagé a coillof rope on

. its peg.

The men stopped nov every few feet to free an untied

-
> ‘ - - ~
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.fection of net, from bits of(driftvoo&. Once they untangled /

.part of a lobster 'trap thhi had been swept from its mdoring.

Someone was fishing lobster out of season; but it wvas not
uncommon and so the men did not comment on it. Billy stared
down at his feet where the debris had been collecting. " The -

porpoise's lifeless eyes stared back at him., .Billy turned | p
. \ v s
his head: away. ) ‘

[}

The boat had.come to the end of the bar net, and still
there was no sign of his father. Billy saw Frank Langlois '.‘{,
point towards Gull. Cove .and. remembered that a fgw years ago

Frank and his father had found Jake Sullivan's body there o

after “it had washed ashore. Jake had drowned while.setting
" - N B

his lobster Eraps. He~had béen caught ' in a nqball.,éoo. '
. . ‘ <
Billy recalled that the coffin had been closed because Jake's
- . . ) :
face had been torn up from the surf's unJertow.ﬂvSonedne

n

-

said crabs had been at him as well. . .

* N \ ‘ ‘ o :—\
Billy had rowed O%F(herg alone last summer. It was .

from almost 'this same spot that he had skéfched the picture
thch hung in his parent's bedroom. Ragged outcroppings of’ .

rock scarred the small bay. The bqulders on the beach, even /

. N
from this distance, looked large.

The bby wondered whi his father liked the sketch of

¢

-this place above all the others he had ‘drawn. Maybe it was °
because in it he could imagine the sound of the waves as
they swept over and around the rocks. It was rough, yet -

péaceful‘somehow, Maybe, he thought, the place was similar

-

to his father afteg all. It was remote, like the peak of
-

d
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S les port’ side/had been stove in.
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s discant aduntain, and hard to reach, but it had am {nner

‘Pencefulneos about {it, too. A kind of hidden strength.
il -~ . . -

For the firsct time since the storm began, Bill#iwept

.while the men in%the boat pretended not to notice.

%

* * As they neared the beach, carefully maneuvering the

+

- T "
dory b;twegy the outcroppings of rock, they spotted his
< » - - -

father's boat. It lay. partly concealed, behind a rock.

Clearing the l1ast of the boulders, they saw the boy's
P

futhcr-huddleé\in a cluster of tree roots and rocks on

 shore. Svotting thenk Will vaved weakly in their direction.

J \‘\
While the den helped his father through the sutf and

1n§p‘thc boat. B}lly was shocked to see how frail he appeared.
j} ocgurred to"%fm th?n[chnF beneath all his fathgr'; strapgth,
thc;e had .always been a kind of helplessness ton. As helpless
}: 1. f:él - he !eLls fhat, too, Billy thJ:ghr R
“As Qill sat shiverzng in the stern, Billy removed his
Varm mac klntosh an"draped it gently about his father 8
)shouldcﬁs lilly nodded to the Q&p, and as they rowed from

the cove towards honme, he lookef up at the mountains in the

A ' . >
diutance., He sav how the hills flouad towarda'the bay and
I : 14 »
#fell gradually info the sea. , v ‘ L
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Faher Dolan's Miracle

A
——

- ' -}
' Harry Hardy was one of those who believed {t was im-

poseible to get a good start on the day without first having

. a decent bowel‘povemeﬁti He was in the process of doing

L - '

just that when he noticed the unusual shadow on the tloor

4 .

L between his feet. .

- "Jesus Christ," he bellowed. '"Jesus Christ, git the
» ’ 'S

hell up here, Martha!" v

Martha, busv frying eggs and bacon and accustomgh)tb
. .
her husband's bellowing, ignored the fuss. o

"Martha, God Almighty, Martha., Will you git up here,

now!" . ) ’

-

Martha, shaking her head and ﬁuctering, "How's af?erson

£

gonna get th' breakfast done," turned off the burner, removed

the frying bad from the hot element, and, still holding the

greasy spatula; made *her way up the narrow s&aircasg to the
second floor waghroom.
"For lands' sake, Harry,'" she cried as she poked her

head around *he opened door; '"you done let another ripe one

off in here. Now you spray when yer finished," she ordered,

wvaving the spatula in front of her face as she spoke. "I
. R VA ”

bought some new pine scert fer...'"

ot

"Look here, woman. Look between my feet. What do ya

see?"+ Harry demanded.

”

v .
: d Martha looked at him suspiciously. 'What game you

playin' at now,‘Harry7 Yer up to somethin', I know you,.




Y . ) ” ‘ . 7 8
( . . ’

Just when I git over there, yer gonna let go a fart now,

ain't ya??"
AY 1N

Exasperated, Harry yelled, "For God's sake, woman, stop
yer everlastin' yappin' and lookypat this." Harry stood as

t he spoke, pulling up his pants and buckling his belt as he

N\

did so.
Martha, still not. sure what Harry was going to do,

‘didn't move from the doorway.

N

-"Martha," Harry cajoled, “come over here, please, and

look at that." He pointedqto the floor, almost at the

1
~e -

3 , ‘
qgcbilet:s basg.

)

i [y

Martha, convinced zhat Harry was definitely up to some-

thing, walked cautious]y towards him, She held the spatula

.

out in front of her like'a sword, "“1'l11 swat ya with this . \\>

' /7
if you do anything stupid,”" she warned.

4

'rﬁarry.stepped aside to allow Martha to squeeze in be-

side him and“>the edge 'of the bathroom sink., He pointed to

the floor again, His face held a puzzled, almost pained ex-

pression,

“"Well, what d'ya maoke a that?" he asked as Martha stared

-

at the shadow on the floor, . °

."Don't make nuthin' out of {it," she said. "Just a
stain or somethin'."

] .

~"Look again, Martha. For Christ's sake, look carefullyl"

Harry stroked his chin, a habit of his when he was confused

A
\

by things. . Lo

Bending down lower, watching Harry out of the'corner‘of
-

\
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her eye, Martha still éxpected him to pull one of his
practical jok;s As she examined the shadow, it seemed to
take shape beforce her eyes. She uoticed ‘the rough outline
of a man'; beardca face. Matches for the eyes and mouth
secmed to be darker than ‘the rest.Sf the outline. The face
gas framed by a larger shefbw, possibly long, uncut hafir,
ﬁhé thought. Circling the head was whdt appeared to be a
thin.ringxof lighter sha{ow

"Jesus Christ!" she whdspereé, finallyi

"Exactly," agreed Harry.

"Oh, my God,'" Martha moaned. "It can't be. It fust

A3

can't .be, Harry."
1

N

ﬁagry was by nature a man who trusted his eyes and

[3
s

heart. more than his head, and he found it easy to accept
P f

-

the fact Christ was staring up at him from his bathroom

[

floor. Faith, for him, had always been a matter of quick

and unquestioned acceptance Suddenly conscious that he
- )

had forgotten to flush, Hacry pushed the rickety lever and
4

the sound of gushing water filled the small roomf

Martha, standing wi'th her mouth open, and an astonished
expregsion on her face, absent-mindedly crossed herself w%th
the spatula. Grease spots dotted her white blouse, just
above her left greast. ' o

"Well, Marcra.' Harry inquiréd, "cat got yer tongue?"

Martha; eyes blinking rapidly, still couldn't answef,.

"We both ca be seeing things. That there 'is bloody

miraculous. }hat's what that is . . Miraculous'!"™ Harry



L1l

zipped up his fly as he spoke,

Martha, her eyes bulging and her mouth opening and clos-

-

ing like a grounded trout, managed a feeble, "Miracle," in

reply, Whilé she stood there, gazing down at the floorf she

RS ’

thought she saw the image move and dropped the spatula in

surprise., It flipped end over end as it fell and clattered

loudly when it hit the bathroom floor

she whispered, her eyes fluttering like two o

"Harry,'
stunned butterflies, "Harry, we gotta do somethin' about this.

It's not right. It's just not right, Harry. In the bath-

room ... For God's sake, Harry'"

"Martha," Harry replied in his usual practical fashion,,

"{f Christ could live with lepers, prostitutes and murderers,

>

1 think He \anhlive with our facilities, After all, He was

born in a barn, wasn't He?" | |
Martha bent down aédlcarefully pulled her favorite

spatula to safety. A single spot of grease had collected

Just under the right eye of‘the figure Concealed by shadoQ,

neither she nor Harry noticed the spot which was beginniné

to soak into the dry wood floor., ‘

"Harry,'" Martha whispered again, as 1f afraid the appari-

tion would overhear her; "we've got to do something about
this. We can't just leave it heye like chis?ﬁ
"What\gg\zou want me to do, woman? I cah’'t very well
ask it to get ;é ang move somewhere more convenient, now can
;
17" replied Harry sarcastically as he stroked his chin

.

vigor@sly. \ ) “
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"Don't vou talk blasphemous, Harry-Hardy," Martha
scolded, finding her full voice agaln, "You kkﬁw very well
what I mean. We.got to tell someone abaué it, The town'll
think we're crazy, vou know. The Church, Harry. The Church

- \
has got to know about this. 1It's their right."

Martha was leaning unsteadi;§ against the toilet tank

as she spoke. She pointed towards the shadow with the

. spatula. '"Father Dolan should be called right.away." She

L)

N

crossed herself ;;y:e more with the spatula and slowly backed

out of the washrform, Harry followed quietly behind her.

©

Father Dolan shook his head angrilv as he made his wa;
across Harry's recently ploughed front field. He leaned his

tall, angular body into the ¢chill April wind and “pulled his

\\

top coeat closer about him, He stumbled over one furrow and
almost turned an ankle over ‘another. "Silly woman," he muttered,
annoyed that his fave.fte breakfast - pancakes and sausage = -

v
/

had been interrupted. It wvas difficult enough, he thought,

o get, Mrs, Mackenzie to make the things withoutt having Martha

Hardv carrying on over the phone about a blasted emergency.

F

"That fool of a husband probably got himsclf locked In

" he grumbled "Probably had a heart

oL
attack in there. No," he reconsidered, "if he had a heart

he bathroom again,

attack, she'd have called Dr. Gampbell. th'd want a priest
before breakfast in .the mgrning?"'he questioned the muddy
field. "Something about a miracle. She sure wasn't making
much sense. Probably had her breakfast already, too.,"

'

/



A
Martha, waiting for him at the front door and with spét-,

:ula still in hand, practically pushed him up the‘staircase.
He st;mbled over the first few steps, and by the time he
rcacheé the bathroom door he was out of breath.
"In there," Martha ordered, as she shoved‘him ahead of.
her. - —
"Martha, for gracious sake, what are you doing?"
Father Dolan protested. . .

"In there," she repeated, "He's in there.'" She pro-

pelled him through the doorway.
Bewildered by Martha's strange behawjor, Father Dolan

found himself looking at an obviously healthy Harry,K who

stood, holding  a lighted candle Martha had given him minutes

t

before, facing the toilet bowl

“"Harry," Father Dolanlqueried in his gentle voice re;
served for confessionals, "Harry, have you taken leave of
your senses?"

Harry, feeling a little foclish about the canale,

nodﬁed sheepishly in the general direction of the toilet

bowl. ‘"Look there, Father," he whispered.

Father DolQn, more to humour someone he tﬁ0ugh ha
suddenly lost their mind than anything else, leaned over/the
toilet bowl and peered in "It's just water, Harry," he
said'as gently as he could; "it's just water." He tried to
remember the last time Harry had been to confe;sion.

"Not in there, for heav&p's sake," corrected Harry.

"On the floor, Father, on the darn'd floor "

.

4
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» Father Dolan, trying to retain his patience and ignoring
the grumbling in his stomach, smiled benignly a2t Harry and

looked down at the fioor.

‘ 7
At first, Father Dolan saw what he thought was only a

water stain, but the more he looked at it, the more it re-
vealed itself. Almost without realizing what he was doing,

Father Dolan knelt before the toilet and slowly made the"

sign of the cross.

P S

\

Harry blurted out, "It's a miracle then, Father? A

Q@

real miracle,- and right herg.in Escuminac, too!l" )
| Father Dolan ignored Harry and contdnued to/gaze at
the floor. Wordlessly, he bent forward and gently touched
the ima%e. He snapped his hand back[as though it had béen ’
bunn%d. "Look," he said, "it's crying."

/Maf:ha and Harry crowded in behind him a;d locked over

t

his /shoulder. Just under the right eye was a single tear.

.

It /looked fresh. They hadn't noticed it before,

4

)

"He cried when you touched Him, Father," Martha said
softly.

"I've gnt to inform the archdiocese in Quebec City
rightnxaway,"c Father Dolan said, without oﬁce taking his eyes

of f the vision, "Bishop LeBlanc must know of this."

"See, I told you, Harry,'" Martha cried excigedly. "1

s a miracle/ all

told you the Church should be informed. {t:

¢ .
right. We've been blessed. God has chosen to reveal Himself
\ .

to us. Isn't that a wonderful thing, Harry?"

Harry had been holding the lighted candle all this time

LY
. ;‘v !
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and was finding 1t.more and Zﬁre difficult to contend yitﬁ,
the hot wax drippingsonto his\fingers. '"Yes, Martha,'" he
readily agreed, "it is a very wonderful thing." Unable to
hold the candle any longer, it dropped with a plop into the
toilet bowl, While. he was fishi;g it out with Martha's

spatula, Father Dolan left to make his calls.

Later, sitting in the quiet of his study, Father Dolan
didn't quite know ,what to make of everyth}ng: On hié return
from the Hardy house, he had been quite convinced that what
he had witnessed was real enough. Hadn'tvﬁe touched it and
felt the wgrmth beneath his fingeés. It had the same texture

( as a living, breathing face. He had been quite startled by

cﬁ,

He ima&}ned he could feel the silkiness of its beard under

this. 'That was why he'd pulled his hand. back so quickly.

"\ . his fingers. It was a remarkable likeness, he thought. The
longer one looked at- it the more real it ’seemed to become.
The talk with Bishop LeBlanc hadn't been very useful,

"The old stuffed shirt," Father Dolan mused. Even he had
lp.

known that there would have to ‘be a "quiet investigation of

3

the phenomenon." "For God's s:he," Father Dolan cried out,

banging his hand down hard on the polished surface of his

[=3

desk, "'the phenomenon!' Not revelation, vision, apparition
or manifestagion. Not even aﬂlousy miracle. A 'phenomenon's
it is for now.".

w

"We can't be too hasty, Patrick,” Bishop LeBlanc had

cautioned in his perfect English., "You know how these matters

(
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are, eh? For the sake of the Holy Church we must proceed

slowly. We must be dbsolutely certain of its authenticity."

The use of the plural "we'" always amused Father «

+

Dolan. Whenever he spoke to the Bishop it was always "we."

Bishop LeBlanc liked pontificating, Father Dolan thought.

It wasn't that he disagreed with him. 1In fact, he knew all
too well that haste in tﬁeae éhings cnuld (leave the Church
with a nasty black eye.

It ﬁad happened befo@g% Why, he remembered reading,
somewhere in Texas last month people flocked to see the
image of the Virgin herself - formed by a porch 1light re-
flecting off the bumper of a parked car onto the side of a
house, He remembered tﬁq-inc}d;dt d{stinctly now, He had

even saved the clipping. "Yes,",hgnspoke out loud, "it was

a 1975 Chevrolet." People lined up for blocks with thelr
. T L7 ,

- —r—

.young and sick. He recalled everything clearly now. One

old woman was trampled'in the excitement when someone in-
advertently shut off the porch light late one night. The .
fuss died down rather quickly, though, when a bunch of teen-
agers rocked the Chevrolet out of position. The owvners could
never locate the exact spot again.

Father Dolan ran his fingers through his gray hair,
Lately he had begun to grow tired of the daily ritual his
parish demanded. He doubted his abilities and his strengths.
Sometimes he even doubted his faith. Hadn't he, in fiftéen
years, ;elplessly watcﬁed as his flock dwindled from six

hundred str&ng to a mere one hundred and twénty-six poor

-

r

% . SR -
. . . . Y . e? "'Jlr‘é‘ ?
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souls? He could barely make ends meet. Last month he

couldn't even come up with Mrs. Mackenzie's full salary.

Hbat with birth control, abortion, gay rights and female

_"activists siphoning off his flock, not to mention a Polish

pope occupying, temporarily at least, St. Peter's throne, it

was enough to dishearten any man. Today, though, toda& was

4 v

different. Looking at that face, he had felt the pulse of

w
0 ' faith quickening within him. -

’ . "Yhy}@ouldn't this one bé real?" he asked the empty‘
) room, /“ﬁ;rry Hardy's bathroom 18 just as likely a spot as
Mary Ibarra's 1975 Chevrolet. If that cah be beli;ved, 80
can this. By God, it's time’to bring St. Michael's back to’
life."

“Martha," Father Dolan bellowed into the phone, “"Martha,

Bishop LeBlanc said that ... compared this to a supernatural
phenomenon. Yeh, Martha," Father Dolan smiled, ''that means
it's like a miracle. But you listen now. "The Bishop 1is
going to aenh someone down to 1nves€ﬂgate. just to verify
things, 8o you keep it greal quiet for now; you hear, Martha?"
- Beforé he hung up, Father Dolan could hear the click of half .
. a dozen other receivers on the party line.
Father Dolan sat back in his armchair and smiled $rond- '
ly. He knew that word would get around quickly. Martha,
God bless her soul, couldn't keep something like this a
secret. By noon he éxpected people to be lined up outside the

A

\ Hardy hoyse. They'd gravitate soon after tp St. Michael's,

. _— #
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It was ‘going to be a busy day after all. Suddenly ravenous,

Father Dolan went off in search of Mrs. Mackenzie and fresh \

pancakes,

At one o'clock, Fathér Q?lan had alrgady couhted twenty-~
five cars in the'Hardy'yara Peopie were standiﬁg outsidex
. . . .

talking quiéflyiiQ\groﬁps of three and fo%ﬁ. For the first
time he was graleful the manse was next ddor to the Hardy
férmhousg. Humain nature being‘what it was, he knew that'
wtihin a short t&me the crowd\would begin to make their way
to the oak doors' of his church. It was time to prepare for
the confessional. '

By supper time, Father Dolan had blessed and forgiven

a large proportion of Escuminac, many of whom he had not

-

seen since Christmas. Quite a few members of the St Jean
; e

de Brébeuf congregation had been by as well. Most were

quite excited by the vision and were very generous in their

- -

newly found spirit. The poor box in the front of the church
was full, and vigil lights glowed merrily fn their neat rows
next to the altar.

The following day was even busier., Carloads beran c
arriving‘from the neighboring towns of Pointe-B;La—Gardc. ?2
Nouvellé and St. Omer. By Thursday, buslo%eq pulled in from:

a? far away as New Carlisle and even Chandler. Schools were
organizing special field trips.so that everyone would have

a chance to see the miracle. Father Dolan had to call Father

=Bertrand and Brother Calumet in from St. Jean de Bréheuf to N

handle the overflow. Even with the three of them, there
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were long lines outside the church, and it was late at
before everyone had been given penance.

Some of his parishioners tomplained‘:o Father Dolan
that the wholé thing was mighty suspicious. They wondered
what Harry was doing with the one dollar admission fee he
was/charging'each adult, Father Dolan assured them that
the fees collected would be used to help put a new roof over
‘'St. Michael's, one that had been badly needed for some time
now, He was a little dismayed, though, when Martha began

selling candles for vigil lights for twenty-five cents each.

He relented,. however, when her proceeds were added to Harry's

- and deliverled promptly at eleven-thirty each evening after

théy had clésed the bathroom shrine for the night.

Father Bertrand compared all the excitement to the m&pi—
festation that had occurred over forty-eight years ago in \
a small French village, Anse-aux-Gascone, about ninety miles
down the bay. '"Two young éirls claimed to have seen the

Holy Virgin herself," Father Bertrand recalled, "wandering

through their father's cow pasture: She spoke with them and

’

warned them that the world was in danger. The archdiocese
consecrated the site and a grotto was built, That vaslin
the summer of 1938, I was only fifteen then," Father
Bertrand sigheﬁ; "it was an exciting time."

Father Dolan haa vigsited the site once, the first year
he was assigned to St. Michael's. He remembered the small

vhite marble statue and the single rose embedded in glass

- at her feet. Cows still grazed in the {1eld"111 around her,

\

N



- the {amera man had to vell at' him twice to stop scratching
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but the statue was protected by a three foot wall surround-"°
. \ .

ing it. While he prayed at the site, tourjsts gstopped and ‘
N ] T * v ,

took pictures. He was even included, stiil at prayer, in

some of them, Perhaps St. Michael's, too, would becomc famous. -
" .

‘Maybe after the new roof, they could work on getting one of:

+
J

those speciai organé_all the larger parishes had.

1 -
A 5

At nine’o'clock the next morning, euét as he was ecating

) 4
the last of his _sausage, Father Dolan poticcd the red dnd

blue field truck belonging to CKAN Television in Carleton stop

»
in front of Harry's place. He hurriedly wiped his mouth and

.

hands with Mrs. Macdkenzie's dishtowel and rushed out of the

house. ‘
i

When he reached the ffront porch, Harryﬂwasista¥dlng on
b

~
s’

the top step before the television camera answering\a report-
er's questions. Dressed in his Sunday brown guit. Harry

looked self-consctfous and more than a little uncomfortable,
N - . . L .
i

He kept shifting his weight from one foot to.the other, and

at his chin. R . . — RN
te ' N

g
&)

"1 was just going to the bathroom," Harry e{plaincd,ln
the tone of one who has repeated the same thing too many times,

\ 4 /
"and 1 looked down on the floor and saw the face of Jesus."”
f

Martha, standing just Sehind him, peered over his shoul-
der and added in a shrill, excited voice, "Hnrrg called me T

upstairs and -I couldn't believe what my own eyes were secing.

1 i

1 told our priest right aQny and a few friends. \Kore and

!

/ . [ -

. o Al
! ) PSE R | >
1 . *
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more people keep coming..."

. . T - .
' - "Yes," interrupted Harry, "and some people cry when they
see it..." ) ~» : ‘
N o TN

"Someone put a small gold cross in there. There's even

v a Bible and some holy water.. Lots of people’leavg thelir

~

rosary, tvo," Martha added. \ ' v

. 1And," the reporter questioned, "the apparition 1itself

is weeping, is it not?"

!

~

" " ) ‘ ‘ .\ ;
Yes," Martha responded reverently, "a single tear.~fl-
ways fresh, rests under His right eye." o

"He's crying for all the sins in this world," Harry

added, righteously. ' . . \;

N ‘x\’

The reporter approached Martha and held the mic;ophone\\ :
directly in front‘t}\he?, "Mrs./Hardy," he asked in a
deceptively kind voice,;"is there any truth whatsoever to
the rumour going arouné that this image might be taused from

’

"adhesive on the back of some o0ld linoleum that, until re-

\’W

~
-~

éently, covered the Fgoor?".

R Mgrtha looked sh;qked. Red-faced, she stuttetea and
.ﬁinally blurted out, "Who...who told you that? That's
crazy, I did tear up some old oilcloth a week or so agbd,

0 but there was nq}hing on the floor then..."
"That's righEZ young fella," Harry broke in, '"What yof'

-,

trying to do? Doubting Thomas, that's what you,.." .
. ’ ! .
"I'm not trying to do anything, My. Hardy," the reporter
o

-

stated. "The question remains, what ate you up to?" -
h] a

el _ Father Dolan pushed his way through the crowd wﬁach
' . - .

—

~—

~w

mni o - » [ . ) P.\‘ ‘ .l " .



S~ . ' .

v ) 1 ' \ ~
had gathered along the bottom of the porch. "Just a minute

there,”" he called out loudly. "Hold on a minute." Py

- The cameraman, spotting Father Dolan's white collar,

quickly focused on him.

"You are?" the reporter quérieg. ; "
"Dolan, Father Dblan.; ", | \ '
‘ v ’ﬁAh,'you yeré the first church official to~witneés thisg’
§v called miracle?' ” ' ' . . e

9

"No.S..I mean, yes, -1 saw it,"

A « .

Father Dolan answered,
r

1 ! \

§ "bat I don't -have the authority to splak for the Church."
> . . B : ‘/ . -

. . -
-"You're a priest, aren't you?"

-

’

"Of course. But I'm not trained in these matters. 1
« . .
s i saw what appé&ars to be the outline of the fdce of Christ.
I can't'say how itﬁotothere, or when, exactly, but 1 do N

) 4
know that Martha and HWarry here, who have been members of

St. Michael'$ all their lives, wouldn't knowingfw deceive
¢ v .
v v anyong¢ about something of this magnitude. 1f they say it,
"'

¢
S

appeared without jTedr knowledge, then I accépt their.wqrd..:
(]

"But surely,” the reporter objected, "there must be

. ~ : .
. ) _ some logical explanation for it. A water stain perhaps,,old

-
- .
. . .

"

wvax... . : i
. 4 '

A

N "I'can no more explain this, than I can the Sh'toud of
~ Turin," Father Dolan insisted. "I am not qualified...'" "
i . \ 0
"No, I Buess not," the reporter cut,  him off. "I've

v

~

_'often looked up into the clouds and seen various shapes,
. \ N .

1 S

even 1in t&e form of demons, but‘they don't mean anything.

. ‘ Some people get excited. I guess what you Pelisve depends

N N ’ BN
. N )
! ' . < ~
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on *how hard you're looking.d\ : . L ‘ ‘

. ’ ' ‘ s __ : ’ '
! 1

"Perhaps," agreed Father Dolan, "but I, for.one, don't

E

often look for Christ on bathroom fi?%rs.‘ In the cloéds, 1

. could understand. In 'the.clouds., God is to, be expected. v

v .
@

‘N . One expects other things from a toilet."

“What>are you saying, Father?" the reporter asked.

a5 ]

e "I1'm saying 1let us wait for official word. I'm saying
let us not imply other things. Bishopr TeBlanc, has promised

- N - N~

v - to send the appropriate people. Ungil then, let . .us be .

-

patient." Father Dolan couldn't .believe he uséd "us" in the
same way Bisﬁop’LeBlanc would have. Embarrasseé, he hastily

retreated 4dnto the house:

. ) Standing in frongﬂof the Hardy washroom, Father Dolan

hesitated before going inside. What 'did it matter #f it could

S . , ’ .
. be proved authentic or not? Wasn't it enough that there,

might be room for doubt? Weas ;herk that much difference be-&

o -
\ N '

tween a cow pastire dn Anse-aux-Gascons and a washroom” in
Escuminac? But you want this too badly, he thought.

Last year in Warsaw, he remindkd himéelf, thousands °*

lined up to s¢e an image of the Madonna on a ‘tree trunﬁ. In -

Ireiand, not long after, it was reported that a'gtatue of
t&f Virgii Mary moved. Movedi Thaﬁ it actually bént sligﬂt- o
ly forwards and backwards. What was it they claimed was .
~ responsible for f e 'phenomena?' Was it becauée heaﬁed alir
. around the lighted.halo caused 'a shimmering effect, or was

it shock waves from a supersonic Concorde passing overhead?

Did it matter whpt the -cause was, if any? It was enough that,
* ] A . v

Ay e
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1)

people were wondering again.. It was enéugh that some found

‘peace” and consolation in it.’

o~

; .
Whether the Church officially A%nctioned the image here

wag not important either. It was important that people at

———

least doubt & .little; that they wonder a bit at the probabil-

ity of it all; ‘that they~look at the clouds once more. These
L . . s & .
are the things thagﬁmatter,mbsf{fFather-Dolan admitted: to

himself just before he pushed open the bathroom deor.

<

A -

It was his first visit since éverything had gone public.

Harry had redecorated a bit. It looked as though Martha’
. . ’ <

¢ — )

had helped out, too. A bdx had been built over the toilet

¢

and then covered with blue velvet. On it rested a small vial

of 'holy water and a leather bound Bible. Besween these two

icons - rested a large gold éroés.' Draped ovex the‘side of
the sink were a number of rosaries. Soft lights played
acro;s ;he shadow on ghe floor.

Father Dolan stepped closer., He wanted to touch the

weeping face again. He wanted to feel its warmth once more.

Pérhaps he had only imagined it. As he bent closer, his

o

hand oﬁtstretched, hghheard voices behind him. Harry was

loudly escorting the tejevision crew up the narrow stairwell.
. B

Equipment banged against the walls, scraping away the paint.

Faﬁher Dolén backed away. It would have to wait, he sighed,
. AN

for another time. ' , '

That evening, watching the Hafdys and himself being in-

terviewed on the six o'clock news,‘he had to admit the whole

A

‘thing sounded quite ridiculous. When tﬁey flashed close-ups

v

——
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of ‘the bathroom across thé screen, thé blue velvet masking
the toilet looked more than a little garrish under probing

camera lights. The Bible and cross-seemed pratentious and

-

-

in poor taste. ?he image ifself, bathed in bright light,
looked faded and fake. He felt a little sick to his stomach,

but then he remembered the feel of the figure under his touch,
. . . . .

and he knew that that was impossible to forge.

The bhoﬁe rané ten minutes after the broadcast. Bishop

LeBlénc was erious. He demanded to know why Father Dolan

had consented to be§ﬂg interviewed without the proﬁér approv-

al, and why everything had been made public before the offi-

cial investigation. When Father Dolan exvlained how diffi- .

cult it was in such a small placé to keep these matters quiet,

Bishop LeBlanc accused him of incompetence and slammed the — — ——

phone down ha¥d in its cradle.

Early the next mQrning a couple of priests from the

-

archdiocese arrived. They were young and earnest looking.

Thay effféiently cordoned off the Hardy yard and disappeared
inside the houée. Two hours later they re-emerged, blinking

in- the sunlight Before they climbed inside their dark blue

~ . L. e

sedan and drove off. Neither of them made any attempt to

speak:tb~Father Dolan, who had waited patiently outside the

Hardy house¢ while they worked inside,
. . . \

Listening “o the~Tate evening news that night, Father .

Dolan discovered that the archdiocese had pronpunced the

’

image a hoax. Tests done on the single tear proved to be

bacon fat, and although the origin of the figure itself.

“ -~

Ly

. , {
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cou}dn't be verified, it was'believed to havé been caused
from worn linoleum adhesive, or possibly a water'stéin - per= ..
. ‘ ! .

haps even a combination of both. sthop LeBlanc himself .

appeared on camera briefly and talked with great sipcerity

- Y .

about preserving the credibility of the Church, and how one
had to be constantly on guard against charlatans.

Harry Hardy Ealled after the brbadcast to assure him

A W
-

! -?that he and Martha had nothing to do with the grease' and .

how it ﬂad gotten ghere was a cofplete mystery to .them. ‘
Marﬁha, crying, got on the extension éné said that she and
Harr§ were no charlatans, whatevé; they were, and that if he‘
doubted them, too, he should come over because the vision

~
seemed to be changing in some way.

&y~éhv~bhmr4ﬁth?T~ﬁUT?WfEﬁT?T?ﬁ“The Hardy housef

Martha had her tears under control and was more angry than

hurt,. Harry, red-faced afid picking at ﬁis chin, said he'd ’
» 5

never watch CKAN again., "It's a lousy station angway," he

declared, "bon't even carry the wrestlin' matches."
. Togetyer they walked up to the bathroom. Father Dolan
noticed that all the religioaus trappings ha% been removed.

»

When he bent down to examine the figure, h saw notﬁingﬁ Th;'
only thfng that remained was the single sfot where the tear
had been. Father Dolan rubbed his index finger over it. It
felt oily. Curiously, the area immediately aroumd it was,
%frm, as 1if 1t had just been hegted. The floor surrounding

the spot felt different in ‘texture from the rest of the sur-

face area. He looked up-at Harry and Martha. Harry's mouth

- 1
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N

hung open in surprise, Martha started to cry égain,
At ten o'clock Sunday morning, just as Father/Dold{
was putting the ‘finishing touches to his eleven 01clock

sermon, a dark blue seﬂan pul up in front of his study

window.” He recognized the ung priests oﬂ the day

i
‘: ? J
before; the third one wasn’tiﬁﬁ&illar to him./

v

"Bishop LeBlanc," one explained to him dnce they ver &
» ;

sitting comfortably in his living room sipping Mrs,. Mackenzie's. ,
/

.tea, %“thinks it best you come with us to QAebec. He thinks

. / Y
that, under the-.circumstances, an extendegd retreat would be

1"

good.. ’ , ‘ l /"Q

"I don't need & rest," Father Doléan objected.
. / .

"

""Nonetheless," the young priest/émiled kindly at him,

. —
"we have our insttuctions., Father Cleary here," he said

e . Y, e
pointing to the third priest, ”wi@ﬁ take over St. Michael's
. ' 1 /

‘ ) y /
for a while," “ . / ‘ v

The drive to Quebec City vés a subdued one. WNormally

r

Father bolén would havg‘enjoyeﬁ the opportunity to talk to
/

two ‘young briests. He usualiy welcomed the chance to Peel
/- . )
the younger generation out/ but'these two sat, stoney-faced,

. L}
in the front ignoring hlv/as best th;;t;;ﬁ]\

Forty miles outsidg/the city limits, a report on the-

. / . -
car radio informed thq/silent priests that in Ste. Marthe-

/ ' .
sur—le- lac, a small ?own just north of Montreal, a statue

of the virgln in a,brivate chapel was said to be crying

tears of blood. ,/ ' .
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Parer Dolls

.

The summer 1 turned seven we used to gb r'iding, Benny
and mb,‘almost every day., JThey werén't .real horses of
course, only-‘stick ones, but to us, they had long flowing

manes and sweaty flanks, and we'd gallob silently, side by

side, for miles in the dusty barn.
‘Bénny was my great-uncle, That summer we moved from:’

Toronto back to my father's home .town; he was just about my

best friend ever. It was the week the 1lilacs bloomed and
their scent *was everywhere. I remember climbing from the

car and seeing all the bushes that grew beside the house

and barn.
~ .
v We lived with my grandmother for the first few months

until my father fouﬂd work, and we could get a place of our ,,
AY

!

own., My parents fought a lot that summer. My father had

left a good job behind in Toronto, and it was 1iké they

were starting all over. He kept telling my mother that .

k3

thingg would work out, but she didn't know what to expect, ’ ,'
and she missed her family and friends she had left behind.
Once, in the middle of an argument, sle lost her temper ana

threw an empty soup can at him, The'sharp, h%lf—openad top

-~

cut into his ear., I remember the doctor stitching it upein

the kitchen, and my father cursing everytrime he felt the needle.

#
’

Maybe that's why I speat, so much time with Benny. When

I was outside with him. I didn't have to listen to the argu-

ing in the hbuse, The fact that Benny was deaf and dumb only

[




heightened my interest in him. He had long dark hair gréw—

-
-

ing from his ears and nose which used to fas'cinate me. My ’

-

greag:grandmot er would trim them about once a month, but

ihey alwAys rew back. When Bénny 1aughed; or roared in

anger, you could see he was missing moét of his teeth and

whenéver he ate, he made funny chewing sounds. Peppermints

were his favourxite candy, and he made loud sucking noises
whep he had one. He always kept a pocket full of them, and

if you‘were éxtra good, he always shared them. <«He smoked
\)

)

Export A cigarettes, whiggfpe got every éhristmas from the
meﬁ down in the mill shop who used to let him sit around

. ! .
while they worked.- Benny never inhaled when he smoked.
Sometimes he'd accidently swallow smoke, and he'd choke until
his eyes watered: I don't think he liked smoking much, bu?
it made him feel like he was _one of the men, and wﬂenever they

.

lit one up for him, hé sat there, very prbud, and smbkéd
\;'ith them. -

Benny was known by just about eve}yone in the area.
fhe whole village sort of looked out for him Once, a few
years before we moved tpo Chaleurs, Eennquent to.help a
ne;ghbouq load fifew;od in a back woqdlot. Somehow, 'he man-
aged to wander away and got lost. The entire town spent all
qay looking for him, but Benny stumbled upon an old logging

trail and followed it out to the next town. He must have

walked over twenty piles. Someone spotted him in their fileld,

‘and knowing who he was, drove him home. Behny, not realizing

he had been .lost to begin with, couldn't understand what all "~



the fuss was about and why so many people were wai;iQF in

his yard when he finally got home.
— 1 2 ,
It was funny how he was/with me that first gummer be-
, .

cause he didn't like kids very much, especially young boys.

wir . . .
—~X%ey seemed- to make him nervous. I was the only boy in the

village he'd let come 'near. of course, the boys .teased him
»

a lot, They found Benny an easy target. At fifty, he

.

couldn't move as quickly as he once could and they knew that,

v

if they kepf a certain distance, they could make faces with-

out feay of being caught by him. Théy had to keep a careful

. «
‘ . watch out for my great-grandmother, though If she saw them,

she'd chase them out of the yard with a_broom, and if they

\ .

were unlucky enough to fall, she'd whack them once or twice

.across the backside with it, I don't think she ever reallf

& w

hurg them, but they'd get up screaming and crying as if they
were Seing beaten tc death For an old woman, my great-grand-
mother could run pretty fast. s

She and Benny took pretty good care of one another
Whenever she was sitk and thought she .was dying, which was
about once a year, Benny'would sit for hours outside her

room on a hard;backed chair until someone would shoo hfm out

of the house, He'd always sneak back in whenever he could

Once they forgot about him and he spent an entire night sifx’
ting outside her bedroom door .in the darkness. He had lots
of pracéise at sitting there because she didﬁ)t die until

“she was ninety-nine, just five days short of her hundredth
A .
birthday. A couple of days after we buried her, a telegram

[ «
N .
AN - \
e

L I
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.some type of problem when he walked. I always had to run

100

. .
N . . »

]

v " -
arrived at the -house from Prime Minister Trudeau congratula-

ting her on her long life. She hated Trudeau anyway, and

héq always called him "that damn'd commuﬂQSt." 5

. . © e

1 ' .
1
Maybe the reason -Benny took mé under his wings so’

readily that summer was that he sensed I was lonely. My LY
mother and great-grandmother were usuall} busy and left me
alone Eo entertain myself as best I could. MaySE Benny

was lonely, too, and because of it c0uld\recogﬁize when

other people were lonely as well, !

N -

On the first rainy day, that summer, Benny boked me in

the ribs and made signs that I was to fdllow him. He had

to keep up with his long, stagger&ng ;trfdes. He was algays

in danger ofilosing his balance, and he'd:often stumble over
things, I rémepber'he always had cuts and bruises over his

arms and legs., He must have slipped‘three or four times on _

the wet path to the barn, and I had to help him Jp each time,. "
ﬂy the time we got to tpe stable we were both soaked to the

skin. Just inside the door, he motioned that I was to close
' ‘ .
my eyes. Taking me by the hand, he led me across the floor:h

. (3
When I opened my eyes, 1 saw the stick-horses ri*éﬁkin front
s ]
of me, There must have been eight or nine of them. Each

’

had_their own stall, reins, oat boxes, mangers and water b ?

buckets. -

Benny steppéd in beside thf first ,one and started making

\

petting motions with his hand. He indicated that I should .
I a

do the same. We moved from horse to hor§é, repeating the

.
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.
r . ’

same silent routine until he was satisfied each animal was
used to my scent. By the time we had finished, even I was
convinced 1 cguld feel their trembling sides and smell

thelir sweet, sweaty oddr. Grinning like a Cheshire cat,

. Benéy handed me the fe;ns of one.and signed that.I . should

ride. That was the first of our many jauntsg fha;,éuhmer.
Benny loved everything about horses. ﬁﬁen w;*weren't

riding, he'd sit for hourg polish;ﬁg‘the q}d‘{eathgf

harness'that Aung in neat rows on woodé% ?ggg dloﬁg.one

of the stable walls. The harness mhsi h§ve been- over fifty

year§ old, but it 'sti}l shone and felﬁiliie new. .It had Y

an oily, musty smell to it that I always associate with

rainy days. ' ' C .
" My grgat gr;ndmother told me once that Benny used to

help his father drive the team when he delivered mail to

the villagers and to the farmers‘in the concessions.

p

"Benny was younger than you are now,"
. 1 ]

she had expla;d%d.
"One mornfng we found him lying face down on the stable

floor. One of the horses had kicked him in the head." oy
.. * R . . :!.
She gave me the impregsion that this was why Benny

¢ . %

d@?# . was as he was, but my father told - me later that Benny was
. . T

1 born that way.

- On nice days, Benny would let ‘me help_ him stack fire-
wood; that was how he’made a little pocket money. A few

families’in town paid Wim to split and -cord their winter's.

wood. A§ awkward as he usually was Gith.everything eise,
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for some inexplicable reason Benny could split wood better
.- ‘ ’ ‘ .
» than anyone ' I ever saw. He had a smooth, powerful swinh,
: - fa

‘e

L)
and he never missed his mark. - -

Benny always watched me closely when I stacked the
o @ '
split pieces, It was as if ‘each separate piece had an

-

exact ﬁlace in the.co§d, and\if he wasn't happy with my
qork; he knoqud the eﬁtire row down and made me start all
over again. I don't think a single cord he piled ever
fell down. When he finished stacking, it was as if each

N\ :
piece had been, glued in place. The end prgﬁuct was a solid

- -

wall of wood. He never allowed anyone elge to work with
him, and it was unusual for him to accept help. If any-
one touchgd his wood without his permission, he always ;yhsed

him away. ) )

.On the days that there was‘pq wood to split and stack,-
or'gf it was too wet to work: we'slippéd out to the old
barn. With our riding over, the ﬂqxses f;d and’watéred,

-

and the harness polished, Benny would get out his pile of
old catalogues. Together we'd cut out paper dolls.

Next to his horses, paper délls were what made him

14

. i, .
happiest. Most of his cutouts were pictures of women.
They were usually young.and prettv. Some of them used to

remind me of pictures I*had seen of my greac—grandbqthet

~when she was a young woman, I was only allowed to cut from‘
[ :

the toy sections, o

—r
’

- .. “
Since Benny couldn't maneuver the sciseors into the

1

»
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"more difficult angles, he usually cut his figures out in
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/

‘ v
t

- n

Iarge circles or squares. I was a little better at cutting

'and therefore took longer with each cutout, Consequently,

'

he always managed to fill his shoebox Tong before me. Some-

times, when ﬁg”giggled strangely and got red-faced, I knew

.

he" was in the p}ocess\og cutting one out from the lingerie

- gsectton. Occasionally, ﬁe'd‘laugﬁ loudly and hold a

Y

particularly.attractive doll out for me to see, 1'd pretend
- ¥ A 1 [ - -,

to be-angry, and to ‘tease him; 1'd g&ake my head and sign,

"shame~on\yod," ﬂy rubbing one index finger back and forth

along the other. He thought this was great fun, and he'd
A Y .

laugh, sometimes so' hard he'd drop’his scissors into the X

shoebox, and” they'd disappear under hundreds of women clothed
only in their underwear.

‘The filled shoeboxes were always stacked neatly along

b‘ .« e

. special shelves one of the-neighbors, Mr. Steele, had made

, s - . . s

for him in the barn. Benny had rows of boxes ' piled one on
T - " ‘ WP i
top of-the other, just 1ike cordwood-. He wouldn't’allow. mg

[y

Yo
'

to .put any of my finished boxes with his. Often, when he L

wasp't-looking, I1'd slip one of mine in with his, but he'd

always spot it and_,reﬁ"c‘)verit ixﬁmediately.’ - I could never foo"

v

him. 1t was only much iater that I realized he alwéia gavé

ra‘fhe most battered boxez.to\use,Wthe onés that could

'easily be identified. o ' S

¢ C - ) 2
I think that just about everyonme in our tiny village

saved old maéaziﬁea, catalogues, and boxes for him. There

’
~

vasn't_one outhdu/L that Benny didn't check out once or twice

-~ -

/
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a week just to make sure that possiblé material wasn't being

'

wasted. The fact that most of 'the outhouses were oniy used

as storage sheds® didn't deter him from his weekly scouting
b o L )
treks. If ever he fgund a magazine or cagalogde; he'd bound

. -

out. of ,the door, holding it high above his head in triumph,
’ * B . /

yeﬂliﬁg "F;rd" as loudly as he couidd.
- . i : -

' Fords were his favbrite type ‘of cars, and one of t?e mén
from th@.shob 5;3 taught him how to say it. It was one of -
two words he could say, and if‘;as re;erved for those occa-
sions he was mﬁst excited. The other wqrd was a sort of

long -drawn out "Maam" that he used when he was angry or

\

frighténed.
It seemed that as long - as Benny was awake, he had to be.
- ¢

doing something. At‘the end of the-day 1 used to be exhaust-—

\ -~

ed just from following him around. 1In the fall and winters -

a .
1when it was.to% cold to 'work for long periods in the barn,

Benny moved his catalogusﬁ into the house. Everyone in town

knew spring had arrived when Benny loaded up his finished
ol

boxes' in the wheelbarrow and moved them to the stable. —Hc

+ % wgs their dependaﬁle groundhog that tﬁrew no shadows.

©

He had auway of handling each bax as ik he were holdidg
the holy sacrament itselfj Each one was placed carefully
and gently into its proper placé, and with each fitting, his

face would glow with satisfaction apnd accomplishment The

.

same look would come over him when he corded wood. "1 think

each ritual fulfilled some unconscious. need he had. I cam

aimost see him now, bending over each separafe box with the

<1

. .
< o ' “§
4 . . .
. .
f . .
.
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sunlight fgom the cracks in the barn roof spilling around

’ ¢

"him as he worked on his paper o}ls. He always continued
cutting long after I(naa stopped.

, . Fi ———— . .
Towards the end of that summer,\l became fritends with

some of the other village children I.began spending less
and less time with Benny. He never sé!{;d to mind this,

A )
though. Whenever I signed that I was going out with the
. . . .

other kids, he'd smile and nod, -happy that I had found some
4 R . . -

[}

friends ' I began to suspect that he preferrgEd to be by him-’

1§

self and that I was just a momentary change in his iifé that

had been}tolerated;imore for my sake then for his. For some

“~reasen;—this thought began Eo bother me more and more. \' v

One day, when Benny was chopping wood for Mr. Steele,
. v}
some of the boys dared each other to play tricks on him. N

“Everyone ‘took turns running’ out f;om behind the woodpile

and making faces at Benny in the ﬁope that he would get angry

and chase them. Benny gimply ignoreq.Fﬁem ang\went-abOUt A \j
his work. Wanting to impress my new friends, I suppose; 1

. told them agdut his penchant f%r neatly corded wood. I

watched as they 'knocked over all the wqod‘Benny had so pa-

‘tiently stacked that morning Seeing us .run éway, Benny
¥

flew into a2 rage and chased after us yefling "Maam," and

throwing pieces of wood at our fléeing backs. When he recog-

- !

nized my red jacket, he stopped abr%ptlx_and*turhed back.,

Over my shoulder, 1 siw the look of confused hurt on his

?

face. ' o - .
The neXkt day‘when Benny went out to get an armgul of
i

b4
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wqod for the kittchen stove, } followgd him to the woodpiie.

L tried to apologize for mf part in the incident, but he

\
waved me away. I signalled once mor? that I was sorry and

. K4
\ p

-

bent down to help with the wood. As soon as I touched the

pile he roared, '"Maam, Maam," over and over again, and swung
N

a stick of firewood at my head 1 was so surprised at the

to close, and 1 fainted when the doctor. started to sew me up.

v

v
\] a\

look of utter hatred on his face that I forgot to duck. :1
7

" -~

realize now that it was as if everything that had ever
frustrated or hurt him had suddenly been unleashed in tﬁ?t

single blow. The cut in my forehead required eight stit\hes

»
\

v

, N
Benny was forbidden use of the barn” for .quite some t/ime

after that., My father even put a lock on the stable door to

make sure tbaf~he couldn't gef iﬁ to play with his’ horses,

or his paper dolls. Benny didn't like it much, but he -tried

. A - o
not to show how much it- bothered him. He spent more time

-

» o .
: down in the mill shop with the men, and even neglected his

)

wood cutting and cording. He never once came into my room
s ( “ -
to seec how 1 was the whole week I spent in bed., 1 think 1

.
1

-

hated him more-for that than for hitting me.
‘ The first day 1 was able tormove aroundfyﬁthout'gctting'
sick or having headaches, I sneaked out to the ‘barn when no

*‘ ! s
onc was watching, and-crawled into the stable through a rear

window.® I don't think I had 'any idea about what I was going

to do. I just stood there for. a few minutes and stared at

-

all the stick-horses and rows, of boxes..

The neatness of it all iﬁfuriated me. I kicked all the
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horsestalls apart and broke the stick-horses in two with

the back of an qld axe. 1 even scattered the buckets and

-

hay all over the barn and then attacked the harness by knock-
ing it off its pels and onto the dusty floor. Not satisfied

with that, I took my anger-out further on, the paper dolls. -

N

Tearing the cover from each box, I threw the “contents high

inteo the alr and watched them spread all over the stable

] -

floor. It T#it have ‘taken me an hour to empty all the boxes.

AN

When 1 had finished, I felt drained and yet, somehow, ful-

filled. Thinking about it now, I guess I must have felt the

4

same way Benny did after he,%truck me with that piece of
. ®
: r
birch wood. It took Benny days to clean up the mess. He

never let on that it had ever. happened, but he never invited

\

me into the barn again.

Just before school started that September, we moved

»

<

"into our own house in the village. 1 rérely saw Benny,

.

except for faqily gatherings. 1 sat‘at opposite ends of the
table from him then. He never bothered to evén loock my way:
All through elementa;y school, I managed to~avoi& him as best
I\Céuld. We mpved;{o Bathurst, New Brunswick wan'I was in
grade seven. Two 'years later my great—grandmother died.

She had been sick all winter, and in the spring when the

lilac'@&ees all around hei house were beginning to bud, she

got double pneumonia and was never able to0 recowver. The doctor

said her heart just gave-out., Since no qhe else had the
extra room for Benny, they boarded_up‘the‘dld house, and he

was moved into a nursding home. He must have. been.about fifty-

t
i

A
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six or seven then.

\ Benny just sort of wasted away after that Rheumatism

’

confined him to a wheelchair, and he never got outside much

-

anymore,, He used to sit in his small room that smeyled of

disinfectant and medicine and watch teleQision all night
- .
long , He couldn't hear the voices, but hé'd laugh at any-

thing he thought was funny. His favorite program was Wed-

nesday Night Wrestljing, especially when the midgets were the

,main attraction.
\

’ -

. » ¢ K -
During the day, Benny didn't do much of anything. He'd

-

' sit and stare out the window for long periods of' time. Some-

Y, ‘ times he'd motion that he wanted to build a place of his own;

< .
sometimes, when he saw a horse in the field across the road,

he d get excited and his face would 1ight up for an instant.
Whenever we visited him, he occasionally didn't know who‘wa

’

were;, at’ other times his eyes wqdld ‘shine in recognition.

He seemed to have forgotten all about our| differénces I'd

olis again He had

&

Y "sit beside him and help h;m cJt out his
greét difficulty cutting now, and he tirpd easily after éne
° or tLO’cutougs. The nursing staff wouldn't iet him smoke
anym;re either, and he coufga't eat pep ermings because he,
choked on them.

- He died quietly in his sleep one /night five years after

he rhad MOved into the hameTp The whole town turned out for

¢ L ‘
” ’ his funeral He was buried beside my great-grandmother.
Maybe because yr! s spring and.the lilacs are in bloom, 1.
P
find myfelf thinking a lot about “that first summer
L) ' LS B N '

» : /

1
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Last night I Hreamf of Benny. It was the same'dream‘l

’

used to have soon after we mpved to Bathurst. I'm standing

alone fﬁ'an-old barn. Sha(ts/bf éunlight.squeezegthrough

-

. the hol€s in the roof and tiny trails of light crisscross
’ . . T ' -
above my head. As 1 logk‘ubwérd, paper dolls, 'like snow,

.

] * begin to fall all around mé. .They ‘fall continually upon the’
. ., ) R 2 \
w . - . ] o
cutting table and upon:the harness lying on the dusty floor.
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‘Part of their suppért‘had weakeneﬂ and fallen away. “The _ .

of f o;ﬁ!f’drivers, and nudged the rear bumpers of the cars

/ . ' , 110
. " The Good Neighbor

“
n

a -

Billy MacPherson studied the house befare him He no-
v > > , . ¢ . ki
ticed that the homes on the street. were OS similar design,

But there was something different about this ome. He liked -

it. It reminded him of the MacInnis ﬁlace next door to his
Port David home. Maybe it waé because creebing:iéy covered

’

its front, almost concealing the brown brick underneath. '

Even the large bay wiﬁdow was partially obscured,by the laced’

- '

network ‘0of vine. He checkeéd the aadress again. 1t was the

.

v

correct one all Tright. ,

The steps.to the verahdah were tilted at aqkoadhangle/

-

stairs moved élightlikdnder his weight. It was-a little.

.

“as he imagined walking up the gangway of a ship must feel,

The porch's floorboards seemed solid enough, but they ndeded

a fresh’coat of paint. The old coating of -grey was blister-

" o

" ed and was peeling away from the wood. Billy figured it was

because it lacked drainholes for the_rain water.

.

Placing his backpack next to the doorway, he ‘tdaok ‘a -

"handkerchief frqm his shirt pdckét and mopped the perspira-

tion from his fo;eheéd. Althéugh it was early in September,
it fe}t more like mid-July. He wondered if he'd rever get
used to the city's heat ard noise. He cou%dn't believe all
the gars whigh,clogged the Montreal streets. He was sure

the taxi driver was. going to kill them both the way he ‘cut

N
- 3

3

L))

¢




‘a lot of iarge, leafy mapiés. ‘It looked‘almost like a small

111

. ' em
in front. His head still rang from the shriek of horns ‘and
squealing tires. This street seemed a backwash of quiet,

though. He noticed on his walk from the cbpner fhat it had

5

- L] ‘
town lane,. He relaxed a little.

Billy's feet hurt and he felt tired. He wasn't uséd to
yulking on cement sidewalks. Port David didn't have any. In

fact, he remembered when ;hé main road hadn't even been paved.,’
, o

This was the fifth place he had looked at so far this morning"

14

and,  about the twentieth in the last two dayé. The rest had

—_—

been either -too expensive or just too run down. Some were -

filthy\firetraps. Biily found this shocking, especially
when c;mpared to his motheg'é\spétless home. Billy smiled,
imagining her reaction. "Not“evan fit for a\cat,".his
mother would have claimed, shaking ﬁér head 1in diagust.
Eveh though this was farther from McGill‘thgn_he wanteﬁ'to
be, whicﬁ meant he'd have to take a bus every day, Billy
knewYthat if thé room was accépthblé, he'd take 1it./

It really did resemble 'the MacInnié house. It shouldn't
be too expensive; the_lady at student services had said that
rooms would be cheaper férther awaylfrdm the campus, His . P
scholarship only covered the cost of tuition, and he knew
he'd have to watch what he spent on roomqind board &arefully,
if he wanted to get by withoutlhaving‘to work part-timeo'=1t‘
wasn't as 1f work bothered him;. it was just'that be wanted
to spend all his spare time studying andNsketching. He'd

already seen a number of places he'd like to paint, and he'd

\
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>

heard xhaffzﬁesyigd from Mount Royal 'was something he should

- ’

see. He'd already decided that whenever the leaves turned,
he'd pack.a lunch and spend the whole day up there.

Everything had seemed a blur of confusion to him since

he'd arrived. He couldn't get into half the courses he

wanted to. "Full up," his advisor had explained; "you should

“

haQe,come.for eafly registration in August," When Billy ex-

plained that he was from out of town, his advisor simply ad-
[

monished, "Too bad, ﬁow you're stuck with the leftovers,

"Come to the table earlier next seméster."‘ Billy had intended

Eo registé{ early. They had mailed all the necessary forms

fo him, but in the excitemeng following his father's fishing
accident, he had missed the deadlige. ﬁe had been so busy’

ﬁandling the haying, he hadn't even thought about 1it. At

least he had .been able to gét into one course.hé thought he'd
like),

’
'

Billy hoped the room would be clean. All he wanted to

. do was sleep until classes started tomorrow. ée couldn't

afford too many more nights at the YMCA, It was full of

v ﬂ»

noisy students anyway,. They must have blayed ball hockey in
q . “

the hallway outside his room until three or four in the morn-

3

ing. He'd just fallen asleep when a garbage truck, gears

o,

grinding in the alleyway beneath his fourth floor window,

1

jolted him awake before dawn. At first he thought it was

Arthur Maclnnis starfing up his pulp truck next door, but

when his mind. cleared, helnemembennd_where he was, He was

so tired he felt as if he had been threghing'oatsxall day, -

oS
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and here it was only ten in the morning.

~ He'd.had his £411 of the "Y", all right. Besides, they

.

had warned him at student services that sometimes they had

’

comﬁlaints'fioﬁ other students abdut gays that hung out
'ihere, but Billy hadn't noticed any. The thought made him

hanpforfabie, ihough. The only homosexual he'd ever heard

s

about in qut David was a teacher the board had hired from

t

Ontario one year. When they discovered the teacher's ——

pasf, he was gotten rid of pretty quickly. His father served

., on the school board, and so he had- heard all about it at

»

hom?. giIly remembered all -the rumours that had floated
ébout. He had been a good teacher, though, and had encour-
'aged Billy to keep 5rawing.. Stili, the thought of it made
Billy's flegh crawl. He dI;n't want to spend another night
back at‘that place. Not 1if he ﬁad anyfﬁ}ng to say about it,.

Putting away his handkercﬁief, Billy leaned forward and

rang the doorbell. He waited a few moments and pressed the

o

bell again. When no one appeared, he knocked ioudly on the.
wooden door. The three slits of glass set into the top door
panél‘eyed him indifferently. He pouldn't see much througb
them. ﬁe thougpt he saw the front drapes open a little

and -then close again.s From behin& the &oor, he heard ghe

sound of coughing. A voice, he couldn't tell if it was ﬁaie

.« ‘

or'female,‘yoqng or old, ca}ltd out to Him, "Whatta ya want?"

[N

"The room...you've got a room to rent, haven't you?"

BilXy shouted tlirough the closed door.

"Oh...the room. Yes. Just a moment, please " Billy




S
L

-
—
&

thought the tone.of voice had changed. It gounded gentler,

somehow. . ' \ - s
- & Ten ("3‘ . .
The sound of loega being snapped open gchoed through

the door. - Bil}y_picked up his backpack.. 'Hgllo," he- called

»

out as the door swung open. e W o
"Hello right back at ya, young fella," a woman answerqd.fﬁ -

. She was short and thin. Her smile was vefy pleasant. Billy

\e

. 'fthought she was, probably in her early sixties.’ "Sorry for

"

\ takihg,sb long," she apologized. “Saw,yoﬁ'standing out 'here

.from the sitting room window: So neat and tidy-looking.

Thought you was one of those darn'd Mormons. They're always

canvassing the area. Great doorbell ringers they are. Had

)

two of 'em b& here just the other day. Can't get rid of 'em
once they get in, Worse than silverfish. You Catholic?" .

v g she asked'withouf‘waiting for a reply. "'One of.'em said,

!We have foupd the Lord.' [ told him I wasn't aware He had

been lost and slammed the door." She looked Billy-up and

-

. down suspicidusly, "Sure you're not one of 'em, eh?"

"

"Anglican," he assured her, laughing. "We found Him -

-

some time ago." S
,x( "Ah, you're good as Catﬁolic. Almost,.anyway. Don't

.really care what religion you are. " Long as you're not out

to save the world. 'Can't_stand people on a m;sbion when
I've vacuuming that needs'finishing. Handsome lads they
were, though. Clean~cut, You 1look liﬁf one’ of them, you

know., Fresh-faced, sort of.. Well, c'mon in, boy. Can' t

see-the bloomin' room from there. Think you 11 like ic,

t
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Blily noted that the walls were clean and white, Ehe flbo;s

Big and bright. Used to be m§ son's. He's got the small
one now, 'He's home for a bit, Tom is. _Between jobs. Got
another room, too, buf it's refted out. N}ce,quiet fellow.
He ;qd Tog.been friends since they was kids."

* Billy trailed behind her. The words poured over her:

\

b £

shoulder and seemed to bounce off ‘the walls and echo down

the hallway. They made their way deeper into the house.

.varnished and vell-kept. 'The woman pushed oéen a doorway

$
and stepped to one side. Pointing into the room she saild,

/‘ N ‘ .
"Well, g'on 1in, boy. Don't be shy. Take a- 1ook at it.

By the.way, my mame's Boyd, Mrg. Boyd. . ' .
Billy liked the room immediately. It was large and

clean. It's only window faced east. Sun streamed -into' it

and made the varnished fioor glow. ﬁfs bedroom at hode,
, . .

smalier than this bne, had an east windov. too. He loved
the warmth  of the sun on hia face in the early morning. A
writing desk wés,placed directly’in‘front of the window.:

Pushed against the west wall was a wrought 1ion bed. There, T

was also a small dresser and mirror which looked as though

-

it had'recentli been refinished. An old fashioned wardrobe

took up most of the north wdll. Billy thought it was\pade

of maple, but Mrs. Boyd noticed him studying it and said,

"Oak. Uéed to be my grandmothér's. Beautdful, 1isn' t it?"

"Yea " replied Billy; "it's almost identical to- the one .

in my parents' room at home.

M . ’

‘ "That so," Mrs. Boyd smiled.

“

' \ '
»
. '
. - ! .
N ‘ .
N
\ . -
i N . ..
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Billy found. Mrs. Bovyd a

. -

lictle like his own mother,.
&

Both smiled a lot;- and both.- used_their hands whéh they'spoke.

"although Mrs, Boyd's weren't as graceful in thgir movements.,

Billy thought of his mother now. He hoped she was manag;ag

all right. Since the storm, his father's recovery had, been

slow. Spending the night im the rain and gold at Gull Cove \
had éiveh_him pneumonia, and he still suffeied.from a hcaﬁy

cough, Billy was worriéd about tﬁem both. - His mother had

changed a lot since the night Jdt had happened She ‘'had lost

v -

some of her vitality and often looked tired apd worrfed. -

Billy knew that until his father recovered eﬁtirely.fsbg

Nevan
S

would suffer quietly along with him. He wanted to ‘postpone
i v . ) . )
his leaving until next fall, but she® had insisted he leave

f’és they had orjfginally planned.” His father had agreed with

<

her. ' I) .
"Don't .wo f& about me, boy," his father had said: "1'll
be up and—about in a feéw weeks. Ther;'s not much to do any~

way. You've about finishéd everything‘up for ghqbfall har~-

.

vest."

P 1 \
"Yes," his mother had reasomed, "that'$ trie. You've

got to go, ‘Billy If you stay another year, vyou may declde

o o

- not to go at all. We'll manage. _Will and me have done it

o .
before. * The young Langlois boy said he'll help out untii-

n

your father gets his strength back." |
, ‘ i )
"Washroom's right across the hall,” h% heard Mrs. Boyd ‘.

T A

saying, "Real accessible from this room. 'mon, I'11l show

you the kitchen and thé rest of the house. Have a big



‘e« like 1t in his room. He's a reader, too. Chéirs ‘are’ a bié

stuffed chair I'l1l move in- here. It's great for reading.,
You look like the reading type. It.'s only cluttering up the
v ! f

sitting room anyway. Mickey,; my othgrvboardef, has one just

wornﬁjbut as. comfortable as a' old .pair of'sliépersr Alvin,

Alvin's my late husband, bought them just‘after we got
Do ’ . . . . .
married." K

o o a

"That'd be fine, Mrs. Boyd.," Billy said as.he followed*

her down the hallway toward thé kitchen. "I've decided to
v »~ ) « a
take the room, 1f the price is rightl I can't understand. "
N . N -5
why someone hasn't already rented-it." . 2

~

, "Oh,; Mrs. Boyd replied, "it was rented out to a youni
fella in August. Butthe justkup anﬁ‘left witWout a word
IS ‘ *
.last week. Had. ﬁn{d up~f0r the full moqth,ﬂtoo. Stran&épf‘
"~ - :
thing. Tom cduldn't figure it out eiéher. Had a good jdb

pa

3 . L .
and everything. Worked at Armstrong Cofk on Decarie. They °

4

make floor tile and stuff like that. Said he wanted to rent
for a year. By then“he figure® he'd have enough saved.to,
" furnish'a place of hi% own.. Real quiet fella. Minded his

» .
o~

.own business.- Wasn't any trouble at all. Just up‘and keft

in the middle of the night.; Not "a word to arnygne. Maybe -
- he got fdired or somethingy ‘ i
J - »~ . .~

"Anyway, rent's forty a week. You'll find Mickey, next
~ °
Joor to ya, a good neighbor.. He keeps decent hours., Room's
. . ) .

neat, and he picks up after himself. Can't find work, though. , .

Just too old for anyone to take a chance on. Imagine that,
. 4

»
¢

." Too old at‘fifty-one, Gets a.smarlxpension from tle army

-\ .




got home’ from James Bay a few months

fore he died."
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You'll like him,

LY X

° ’

Tom, too. Tom just

- ©

Work's finished

0\
and 1s on wedfare

ago.

up there. No blue

, . \ ‘ '
collar labour for him. He's waitin' to hear from his old

- o

Worked in payroll. Smart boy, my'Tom.

: ‘ )
construction company. They've another contract coming up,
In South .America, yet | My Tom's been all over the world.

Africa, Asia, [ran - you name it, Tom's been there."

Bilky followed Mrs. Boyd abodt the house as she talked.

-

the kitchen from seven until
. J';:a o

eight inrche ~orning and after six-in the_}veniﬂgs. "She ', o

e 3
They agreed that he could use

-

and Tom were late risers and.so they anly breakfasted around .
. ' »

ten. They liked to eat sﬁgpér at five She showed him his

~

cupboard and refrigerator space and told him to make sure N

he washed the dishes after he'd finished eating. Since

- -

2,

the other boarder, Mickey, ate most'of his meals 1in his,

5

"room, there wouldn't be any conflict with his timetable.

Mrs. Boyd also invited Billy to wa}ch television with her

> L3

in the evenings whenever he wished, "Mickey's got his own *
set and Tom'usualg% spends the nights with him watching

television or playing cerds. They're usually still at ft

%

long after T go to bed. I get lonelf sometimes with no one °

\
N ™~

to sit with, so ig'you've a mind to, you're more than wel-
S '

come. Alvin and me used to sit together all the time be-~

N, A -

Billy adjusted to the routine of the house fairly T
{ - .

quickly. He was up at .siX every morning, hours before

everyone else; and had the house all to himself. When he . T

. \ ’ ' . " *
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vreturned from working in the library at six o'clock, Mrs.

ded-was usually.in the front room listening to an early
. 7

'
. + -

newscast and kni:tting. Mickey and Tom either went out for

N '

a few beers after spypper or spent the eQenings together in

Mickey's room.” Billy ate by himself and then read or

' studied in his room before going to bed. 'Because he liked

to get up early, a habit he had acquired from his father‘

and farm life, he was usually in bed by ‘eleven Sometimes

he watched~tg1evisibn°with Mrs. Boyd for an hour or so,. but

Jother than that, he was content to stay undisturbed in his

room, *
{

He w;s sitting 4t his dé;k.one eveniné, about a week
_after rent;ng the room, when he heard a light tappi/ﬁ/at
\is door. .He turned about in his chair just in Ffme to see
a man poke his head around the partially opened door.

~ ‘

"Hello.~nﬁhe'man called out. "I'm Tom. Th0ught it

- was about time I welcomed you. ~'Every time I stop by.to say

o &
hello, you're either out at classes or sleeping."

. ,

"Please, come in," Billy réplied. He noted that Tom

—
-

wagﬂof medium height, but had Mrs. Boyd's wiry frame.! His.

" hair Was brown ‘and Wavy. When he smiled, Billy could tell

N

he wore dentures. His top lip seemed to curl in unnaturally

’ '

at the corriers of ‘his mouth.- When Billy stood and shook’

his hand, he. noticed that it feat damp and warm. He seemed

.'nervous. Tom's face was pock-marked and sallow. It lgoked

a3

as'thougﬁ he didn't get out in the sun much ,The skin abo}g

‘his eyebrows was pulled tight across his forehead. His
. ‘ ) . . "

e



‘'your mother never..,'

-

-

p

voice had a nasal sound t'o it Which Billy found irritating.

* &
"So, how doryou like 1t?" Tom asked.’

"\ . '
"Fine," Billy replied; "everything is going well: The

traffic takes a little getting used té} though.":
n ."Whgre you from?" ‘ - ) 70
“§hall'tbwh,‘P0tt David, on the Gaspé Sohst.?
"Tﬁat ;;i 'I'hear it's real pretty down there. N;ver
y}siced it myself: but Qy wife used to kno§ someone from.

New Carlisle." . . "

"It's only about twenty-five miles\ijfm tny home. Next
‘ . ’ : 10T

. door neighboréf almost. deidn'c-realizb you were married:

[

-

"Divorced, actually. Wife left me. Took my little

® R /

girl and walked out on me. Haveq‘t‘seen my daughter in over

(S

=

ten years. " She's about twenty now. They'&é-gomewhere in.~

Vancouver now. Tried to find them once. Even hire& a de-

tective, but couldn't afford to keep him for long. Gave up
. R 14

- - -

. lookin' after a while, Hell with héy. Be nice to see my

: . !
girl -ggain, though."

"I'm sorry. It must have been difficult for you."

1
! h . “

Billy. found Tom's habits similar to Mrs Boyd's. Both talk-

ed quickly, as 1if afraid someone was going to cut them off,

and in short phrases and sentences with barely a pause ip

".between. Tom's hands jerked about as he spoke. He occa-

sionally stabbed at the air’ with a\forefinger,‘almost as
though he was lécturing a young child. -

"You a student?" he demanded.

¥ ‘ . 120
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"Yes," Bile answered.

"Where?" Tofm asked. . . ) ; —

‘"Mcci;l,ﬁ 111y responded, trying not to sound annoyed.

-
*

Usually, Billy enJoyed talking to people, but. Tom's questions,

. N ! i r . 5
.posed almost like an interrogation, were bgg%nning to ‘get N
to bim. : g ," : : \ ' R

"What ya study?"' . , - .

" from them any day now." - .

N

"Art," Billy answered, trying to anficipate the next

v 4 -

- question. . L

"Rearly?"’Tom sounded interested: "Liked art ?ysélf in
school. Course, I only got grade ten. Math ;as my favor-
ite subject. I still.-.work with figures. ﬁork in the pay-
roll office., Off now, tHough; Have”somgthing lined up.'~

Cémpany's got a contract in South America. Hoping to ‘'hear
Billy watched Tom'as he quke, £1§ fingeF constantly
probing thé air, emphasizing every second word. He seldom
seemed to look directly at Billy. Tom's pale blue, watery
eyes glanced abovg Billy's head,‘then,to his right and left,
butinever‘directly at him, It\made‘Bill& very uncomfortable.
When Tom stared over Billy's right shoulder, Billy forced |
himself to keep‘from.gurning around, He‘felg as)éhough

someone was standing behind him. When Tom wasn't stabbing

at the air, he brushed his right hand through his hair in a

¢ e "

nervous, .hesitant way, ~
"Went to Daniel O'Connell High, just a few blocks:from

here. Boys' school. . It's .a co-ed, private school now;

;
Q
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‘self, he was so scared. You ask Mick if that ain't true,

ES} v - N ~
. N .
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¥

L . o o-

Was run by a bunch of Brothers'éﬁqn I went. Presentation, -

8 Lol

T

A,Brdthers o.f. Erelapd. Shit, they was a tough bunch. 'Long-

. ® . . a <N -
robed, monkey facés. Hell of a.place, 0'Connell was. Mick, -

B N .
he went there, too. . Couple of years ahead of _me. We was

i ~
— ¢ .

friends anyway..,~Always have been., Grew up together.- Mick,

he usedft§ live down the street. Fﬁhny thing, us bqing to-

gether, hé;e.now'after all those years., Like we Qéﬁ kids
N RS .)/\'. Y

v e

again." " . .

- -~

Tomliat:on the end of Billy's bed. For a moment he .

didn't sav anything. He ran his hand -through his hair a

-+

i

couple of\timgs. "Know what old Irenis, one of the brothers

w ¢ ’ . -
ae'Q'Connéll, did to Mickey? O1ld.Irenis, musta taught there

for'sixty_yéars. Tough old buzzard. Dead now. Guess
N . [ ) .

there is justice in the world, after all, ‘Anyhay,‘lrenbs‘

'caugﬁE'Mickey with this girlie magazine and gave him a swat

‘across the side of the head., Dam'd near tore Mick's head

off. Then he picked poor Mfck uﬁ. Irenis was the é}ze of
a tree. Picked him Gp and hung.him‘by his ankles'ouﬁ the A
third floor window. Said he'd a good mind to let him drop,.

so he'd suffer in hell for his evil thoughts.l Mick was

& om

screechin' and hollerin' so loud we could hear him in.the -

grade nine class on the second flpor., Darn'd neqr\sh}t him-

[y
) . N

1

Go ahead.  Ask him!"™ Billy felt Tom expected him to do it

immediately. '"Mick says he still gets nightmares about it," - *

Tom continuetﬁ? "Think it made Mick's stutter worse., They |,

- t

used to give him a hard time about that, too. Irenis said.

-
LAY
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- %?hort letter home. -

l’againu
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stutterin’ wasg a sign df the devil."

/ . ) .
R "Sopnas‘like-}t was a tough schoqgl," Billy commentred,

He hoped Tom would lgave‘soon. He still had some reading

Q

to finish for tombrrow's classe€s, and he wanted to writéd-a: '

- S

"fough," Tom repeated. "It’was God awful. The whole

school was full of the worst kids on the island./ They sen't

\

'em to* o' Connell\when no one else 'would take Jem. Kids got

beat up by other kids almost. everyday.‘ When they weren't

! -,

‘getting beat on by each ot} er, the bro;ﬁers got thefp'litks

in, Lots‘worse,thfngs_haﬁpened there. Things'you wouldn'f

»

believe could hapbeq in a scho61.-béhé old basement was a

- .

maze of ‘tunnels. Some of. the older guys used cto drag the
younger kid§ down there. Make 'em do a11 kinds of things."
"What sort of things’" Billy asked. o,

;HJust things,' Tom said, looking past %illy“s shoulder

.

3

;Thé older boys used to beat up on us, too," Billy.said.

"But the teachers never let them get too rough. They'd
-

steal ouf dimes for soft drinks, sometimes." ‘ .
Tom didn't say anything to this. He just sat’ there,

his blue eyes staring past Billy, and ran his hand ‘through

hig hair. Billy thought he fooked 111.- Suddenly he blurted

-

‘out, "Mic} and me, we go back a long way. He's fifty-oﬁe

now. I1'11 be forty-nine in November. Time flies, eh?"

"You don't look that oldy:" Billy replied.

Vol
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or fifteen years younger."

.now, even his hands lay quiet ™in his lap.

-

/

.

"Ya, I know., Take after 'my mother's side. Slight of

build gnd'young looking. Mother's severity-five. Looks ten

AL - .

~ -

"They say I look like my mother's family, too,'™ Billy
said. ‘ . ' '

"That so," Tom replied without much interest. "Poor

Mick. Got fired from h{% last job, you knaw. /Wdrked for a
-~ . ] .

by

security company. .Got drunk one night and sméshé& up a,com-

. -~ J
pany car. Was in the hospital for months. Almost killed

"himself. When he got out, he had nowhere to go. Persuaded

mother to renf-out a room to him."

\

Billy moved towards the‘door, hoping Tom would take Ehe‘

. i p
hint, "Mother tell you about father?" Tam-inquired, ignor-

ing Billy's ges%qre. ."He died a couple of years ago you

" know, Ier;ible thing it was, Was all crippled up before he

-

died., Fell down the basement stairs. After’ the accident we
used to have to push him'aboul in a wheelchair, ?ouldn't

speak, Qouidn't do anything. Paralyzed. Just like a,baby.

Had to feed him, change him. Everything. Mother wouldn't
{

put him in a nursing home. Looked after him herself. He

was a locksmith you know. Had his shop dqbnstairé. All his

a

tools and stuff are still there. 1'11 show you sometime.
Doq't go down there much. These oid Qasemeqcs give me the

creeps. Lovely funeral, it was, Hundreds of people. Hit

his head when he fell, you know. Was unconscipus for a long
- - .

time. Never was the same when he came to." Tom sat stiIl

\ 5

.
!
~
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‘ o0 ) .
"Billy/ﬁglt/sorry-for hfm. Other than Mickey, it didn't
/” )

___appear he had many friends. The fait ‘his father had also .

been hurt in an accident made Billy feel even ﬁore.symﬁathe-
. B ’ ! e
) ' tic towards him. '

o

4

- "My father was almost killed last month," Billy said.
B 4 B2

"He got caught in a storm while out fishing. His boat goi

smashed up on the rocks, and he.h;& to spend the night

- stranded in a cove, Goi'pneuﬁ;nia anh almosf died."
' . MThat so,ﬁ Tom said without looking &p. "Guess he was’
" pretty lucky, then." : i
“4 o "Xes,-he was., I thought he héd drowned. Don't kﬁow
what we'd have SOne if he had." - - .

) "You'd go on, lom Said; "Just like me and mother. ®

" She had to rent d¢ut éooms, but she's doing okay. More than

& okay if you ask e." Tom'stood up su&denly. "You're young

z and innocent-%ﬁék}ngx Don't suppose you'll be any trouble.

' I can usuallf tell right of f if steone's gonna ®be trouble.

. Pay yer rent and keep reg'lar hours. Don't drink, do you?"
" . he asked?

Billy, taken aback by the sudden .change 1ig tack, mum-

1

bled a quick, "No." . f .
"That's good," Tom resﬁéndgd, ﬁoving towards the door,
"You take Mick now, he does. Jus' sits in his room day
after Aay, drink}n' and watchin' éelevisipn. ‘Reads, to?:
Forever reading history books. Bet he knows more about Wotrld
War Twa than most professors. He was in it, &ou know. 'Gop

discharged after he came homé&. Got the old boot, as they
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—_ ‘- o " ' s

say. Got into some kind of trouble over~thefe, but because

~—

he won a fegw medals,tﬂey gave him gﬁ honourable discharge,

: S . . . .
Even gets.'a pension from them now. Was wounded, too.. Be- .

»

tween that and welfare, he gets by. Too bad they released’

him. He loved the army. Wanted to stay in after the war,.

Kl

Foﬁgﬁt in Italy. Ask him about it, He's got lots of stories

» . ! -

about the army, You know,:'I think you're gonna be bkay._

We'll be good neighbors, you'll see, " '

«”

Billy foynd ‘it -unusual that after living in the house

o
-

“for almoét two wgeks,'he ha& yet to meet Mickey. It was 814_
H y . , .

ings, he could hear Mickey and Tom moviﬁg about in the room |

next door. Sometimes he could hear them arguing while they

played cards. Often, he wanted simpiy,,oyt of curiosity, ' ©

- ~ . v ’

just to &rop by so that he .could see wha't Mickey rlooked 1like,

»

but he .was bofn and brought up with the country belief yod

didn't go anywhere you weren't iqv?tedpgtyén if it happened

_to be a room next door. Privacy w;s'someﬁﬁing you (eépectgd.
He usually fell asle€p to the muted sound of &fckey's tele-
vision coming through éhe‘dall. Occa;ion;lly, he was awakéﬁ-
ed long after midnight b; strange sounds, .Once, he heard

+ what seemed like ; éersigtént banging on the-outside wall.
'WhenéQér Billy got up to investigate, the gguﬁds stopped and
so he never discovered their source. He figured it was pro--
bably a léose board in.the eaves that banged in the wind.

Sometimes, Tom dropped by for a minute or two, but Billy

discouraged lengthy visits with the excuse that he had a lot

» e_. ).

a4

- most as if Migkey-was'deliﬁérately'avoiding him. In the even-,

o

5
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e
.

of work. Surprisingly, after his initial outburst of infor-

N . » .
mation, Tom left him. in peace., It was as 1f he regretted

o

talking éo openly at first and hgd, somehow, said too much,

Whenever Mrs, Boyd 1n0i;ed him /to sit with her in the front

~ .

A
room, he'd listen to the 1la news while siié knitted beside

'_him. She didn't seem to want to talk much, but was content

jusc:for the company it gave her. '"Hate sittin' alone,"
she would say, "It isn't right for people to sit alone in a

room. 'That's why Mickey and Tom spend so much time together,

'ybu know. Since Alvin died, I find time long in the even-

ings." Billy felt sorry fér her, and&tried to join her for

a - half hour or so after he finished his work. When Mrs,

Boyd talked, it was usualiy about her husband and their 1life

together. Sﬁe‘wogld often serve Billy a cup of tea in the

évenings, and he'd siéithe lukewarm liquid while he listened

- to her reminisce abnut her younger days. Like his father,

Billy preferred his tea strong‘and hot, but he never said

" anything to Mrs.' Boyd about it, She always made such a fuss,

pouring it out for him. He felt it had been a nightly ritual

*

with Mr. Boyd. o

One morning, after he had finished shaving and .shower-
.iné, Billy ;et Mickey in the hallway outsdide the pathroomr'
"B-Billy," Mickey said, "t-thougﬁt you'd never get out of
th-there; my bladder's gonna burst. How about a c-coffee
before you leave for class? Been wanting to m-meet you for
some time, but you're always gone in the d-day, and I figure
you're too bu-busy gtudying at night."

<
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Billy noted that Mickey was almost as tall as his father
and was barrel chested as well.,. His voice sounded atr;ngely
rhythmic, despite the stutter, His face waa.rudéy, like a

man who worked outside all the timé, vyet Billy knew Mickey’

\)

rarely went .out. He seemed content to stay cloistered in
his room day and night. His riose was veined and bulbous.
It reminded Billy of Karl Malden's, his father's favorite

acto¥.. Somehow, Biliy couldn't imagine Mickey and Tom being

A

good friends. They seemed very différent, . o '

Al

ISifting across the kitchen table from him, Billy watch-
ed as M{ckey'bLéw into his coffee mug.
"Hot," he numbled in apology. "You sure make it hot, -

yédng-fglla. T1'm not usually awake th-this early. Too nuch
» ! e N -

:b-beer with Tom last night, I guess. How d¢ you like him,

‘b-by the ,way?"

"He seems nice," Billy replied politely.
"Talks a Tot, though; don't he?" Mickey ldughed. "Like

a fau-faucet that's been left runnin', sometimes,- eh? He

m~means no harm. Always b-been the nervous sort. I remem-

ber he used to g-get into trouble for all his talk at 'school.

Ju-just that we d-don't get to see m-many people., T-tend

to run on wvhen we d-do. You'll have to overlook it. Don't

'

mean'nfnochidg."
"You went to Daniel O0'Connell with Tom, right?" Billy
remembered.

"fom t-tell you about that pla-place?" Mickey asked.

"Guess h-he do-does .talk a lot, Don't b-believe h-half of

A\
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-

o | . ‘ CA
3 R .
wh-what he says. What d-did he t-tell you a-about it *

an-anyway?"
' | U : R ”
'Billy thought that Mickey's stutter seemed worse than
: , e - s
it was before. "He said," Billy answered, '"that some teacher

held you ow¥ a window and threatened to drop you."

-
.

"Tom'téld you th-that? Ire-Irenis, the b-blobdy
bas~-bastard!" Mickey seémed;to spie out the words. '"Tom
shoﬁ-shghldn't of told~you th—that.". Billy noticed that
Mickey's expression haa‘change;:- His_face became harder}i
almost cruel. "Tom h-had f—fgr.worse things hap—happen'fo
him th-there.'" Mickey logkéd into his cup as.ﬁe‘spéke.

"What sort of things?" Billy a;ked.

"lqs; th-thiﬁg%u" Mickey wrapped;hisu}uo hands around
hié,coffee mug as if they wére cold and needed watﬁipg u#;:

It was a habit ﬁilly's'father had, and to see somebne eLsé
do 1t-made Billy éeel strange, almqst as though someén;‘had -
Qtolen someéhfng from h{m. Hé remembered tﬁat whenever Hhis

fgther's hands covered his cup, steam escapeﬁ through hiQ

'fin&ers. As big as he was, Mickey's hands Qereu't large

‘:Pnoﬁgh to ¢éover the mug completely., This pleased Billy.
4

"They picked on T-Tom a lot b-because of the way he is." -

Micgey spoke softlf and glanced at Billy, as if he expected
some sort of response. When Bill& said nothing, Mickey

coqtinuéd, "You know. He's differegt. He's always talking
and brushing aL his h-hair., His hands are always w-waving
about, a finger pokin' 1in front of your n-nose. The other

g-guys used tp t-tease him,” I .was big-bigger and older,




 Used to t-take us for him. Even'the brothers used to

~

t-torment him, I-Irenis was’ the worst, He said s-something
nasty to me aiqbout Tom in c-class one d-day. 1 g-got .mad

and call-called. him a sonavabitch. That's wh§ he hung me

[}

wout th-the window like a r-fag‘dodl. Made me b-beg to get’
+ back in. I never told Tom what he s-said. Tom th-thinks

it was a-abbut-a d-dirty magazine he c-caught me with,"

Mickey'stared at Billy. .

AN ‘- :?Neverzthought they were like that,"” Billy said,turn-
ing away from Mickey's stare. "I always heard they were
. ' . - .

.excellent teachers."

. "Some were,'" Mickey answered, '"some w-were real mean ' .

£

The& all l-liked the cane, though.,~1renﬁs was' the worst,

[ '

Can you imagine a t-tough o1d bird like him having a name
v ¢ R v o

like Irenis," Mickey laughed. He seemed more relaxed now,

o

13

and his stuttering wasn't as bad.

Q

"Tom told me he was married.once,” Billy said. . He L
. g . .

- L ’ B
could. nevegr picture Tom, for s8ie reason, as.a husband and

s +

a father.
- ! “

"Ya," Mickey repliea, "his w~wife left him a/;hile

b-back, Took thie kid and cleared out. Good th-thing, too,
_She was a b-bitch that one. Never gave Tom a mo-moment's
péacei" . | )
. "Tom looked for them for a while, though, didn't he?" :

\ . ;Oh, yes., He did," Mickey said, staring into his
- coffee again. "He tried to f-find his d-daughter. Loyed -

that k-kl&. Would ?oﬂanything forlhef: Stiil,b-bothéra

* ‘ - - -
L] v 4
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'ed; yoﬁ kn-know." Mic}ey pushed his chair‘away from the - ”

B

. Wasn't T-Tom's faulr," Mickey added quickly. “"The old man

) pe ' 131

- \
- v -
.

him, He always talks about her to meﬁ‘ Wonders what she

'S

looks 1like now. It w-was just- after they left that it happene

table and stood up. \ a ' . —_—

°

“"What di{d?" Billy asked.

A 9

[
I3

. ' ? . , ' ;
"His father's accident, of course. Didn't he t-tell < . ®

- ‘. i ] . - . '
you ahout that?": . N . ' | .

.
—

-

“"Well, yes. He said his father fell down the basement - '

.steps, butyl didn't-think it happened just after hisnwif;‘

b o
{ A

left him." ; T F . '
.0 Lo o 3 ) R T . )
. "Tvwo days after.” He and his father were s-standin' at
B - ) : . “ .
the top of the b-basement steps. They was arguing 'bout

R}

Susan's l-leavin'. Alvin said it'was T-Tom's fault begause

[

of what he was do7foihg."‘ Micke& looked at Billy, and agéin

Billy, felt chatwhe was supposed to respond in some way. ¥n-
I i ~ ;“

stead, he pohrea himwsélf another cup of coffee.
. RN

¢
“

k2 "Anyway," Mickey continued, "one thing led to a—anothg;; ,

. and, they started shovin' at one a-anoth®t. The old man fell’

: . e ‘ o ;
down the stairs-and b-banged h%; h-head on thﬁrcement f-floor. .

Just u-wentvtoaﬂjar. Was always after T=Tom. You know; he .

2]

" k~kicked Ton out of the hbu§f~after grade ten. Wouldn't
o o~ -

let" me c-come arougd,xhen either. Said I was a ba-bad in- -

a

o« N

fluence on him." - | . ) y

-

"Mrs. Boyd talks a lot differently about him," Billy -

t

said, fecalling~her evening copver£:tiqns.with him, . )

o

"Mrs. Boyd talks differently a-about a lot of.things," p

r - T . Y

_ N -

RN

e y ‘ o
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- Mickey 'said, suddenly angry. "Don't you b-believe what she

'
\

‘t-tells you, the old go-goat,'" he cautioned. "Tom was her
" litele b-boy. Sﬂe b-babied him something awful, and now

. . she c-can't get ‘'over how ,he turned out. Site always wanted

‘him to be a pr-priest. Imagine tuat,'" Mickey sneered. "Tom

. a priest. He ‘hasa't been ingide a* ch-church sgncg~his
R father's fu-funeral, and his last confession w-was when he ‘
) was a k-kid." . i " ) .

. . ¢

"That's how they f-found out about half the stuff that

,used to go on at O0'Connell, you kn-know," Mickey continued:

~ .

"O0ld Father B-Britt at "St. Augustine's, the"Boyd's church, N

.,

. k3
he's as bad as lrenis was. He told Alyin 'bout Tom's con~-

f ° .

v , ) : fessiéns; That's when'he was k-kicked oyt of “the h-house. =
[ . . . . °
' . Tom~qorked for construction companies after that, Never d-did o
’ any heavy work., Trained iﬂ the p-payrall foicé. Always
' -w;nted‘to g0 to tolféollege, too. Owli feason‘Mfsu.Boyd
. .

rented -out the rooms to ps was to make amends for lettin'

. \ Alvin t-turn him out in the f-first place. She's hoping to
) “\ ‘ ’ '

g-get Tom back to the church, Then -she c-can die Hupﬁy.

¢\ #
'Cﬁpse I'm his clo-closest friend, she thinks I'1l encour-
:\ ' ! v v“‘.“
N .

age him as well." [
’: : >§hy did he come gack. then?" Billy asked. ' ‘ <

-~ "Couldn't afford to go anywhere elsé. She's got him
- ~by the short '=n hadry‘ones. Tom's unemployment ran out, and

-

he's not gettin' much from welfare. Least I g-get a little

, .’ more 'cause of my pengion. Tom kkeeps up the pl-place for
. extra money. She's p~pretty tight. T-Tom figures most of L

. 3
4 - - , :
< ¢ . .
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}he'mone9 fffnom his faéher's insurancéd wiil go to the
church.- She spends every afternoon d-down there prayin' and
lighcim;\candles. Only‘reason she r-rents out the th-third‘
roém’is b-because she can g-give more to the church. Father
Britt's g-g;t her convinced it'll s-save Tom's soél. Tom-
figures if he sticks arouﬁg,shg'll leave him a lltc%e, toos "

"Why 1is it so importaét he go back to,chpfch?" Billy

asked.

"My, you are c-country, aren't you?" Tom grinned. "I

. .

-didn't think there-wa: y more of you left out there."
. . ' s °
° “WKat do you mean?" Billy demanded. 4:;&€///,~
of

"Forget it, okay. Look, you're a n-nice kid.
\ * ' N

the rea-reasoné Mrs. Boyd likes you is 'cause yoh remind her |

of Tom when he w-was about your age. Maybe you c~-could

v ‘ N 0 )
talk to her? Tell her how m-miserable Tom is. Maybe if she:
- : \ .
‘c-capld loosen the pur-purse strings a little, T-Tom might

» -

~

bl

'Billy felt his face flush in aﬁger. "fhis your idea
or Tom's?" he démanded.‘
- "Don't get yer d-dander up. Tom d-don't know a thiné'
a-about this. -Don't you t=tell him nei-neither, okay, Billy,
please? I'd just worried about h-hinm. T thought you under-

stood the s-gituaciod\here._ I guess I was wrong."

- "Yes," Billy agreed, ."you wete wrong. I'm not going to

ask Mrs. Boyd to do anything Yoy and Tom want -money, speak.

to her yourself. Don't come to me from now on."

Billy susﬁegted that Tom knew more abput this than

\-A\‘>

Y
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. Mickey let on. He doubted-if:Mickey wéuld apﬁr&aqh him ' /? -
entir;ly on his own. ’Stfll, it was harg/;p.say. They'wefe‘
both a 1i%tle strange, iﬁqugh. He vowed, he'd be more care-
ful about what he said to either of them again. It was true;
h? really didn't understand what Ga; going on. He'd watch
himseif from néw on. “ .

That evening, after he hh&lgone to bed, he could hear
Tom and Hickéy arguing through the bedro;m yall.. Someone.
turned the televisioh louder, aﬁd thei; voices blended in

) + .

with the sound of the evening news. . . '

‘A c;uple of_nighté later, while studfing‘ip his room
for ; test, Billy heard'T;m yelling fromithe front ‘room,

"Ghrist, my goddamn'd head. I can't breath in here. Open

the window for God's sake, moth¥w, "

A

-

Mrs. 3oyd yelied back, "Don't you touch that window,

Tom., “You want fresh air, go for a walk. 1 pay the heating
. ) .

bills here." . )

-"Yes," Tom shouted, "you pay them. You're so tight

you squeak. It's the end of the month,and I'm flat broke. N

_Even Mick don't have money for a beer."

AN

"If you want beér, Tom, go get yourself -a~job. . You've

been here now for a year.” Have you applied anxwhere~fof'a
jﬁo? Has Mickey? All you wah§ to do is ;it‘apd drink. your
life away. Drink and only God kAows what else you do to-
gether." ‘ -

"You be careful what you ,say," Tom cautioned. "“You

just-be careful, or else.”

- . o . ot 0 4
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"Or else, what?" Mrs. Boyd demanded. - "You'll push
. ‘me down the stairs?y

- ue

"What are you talkin' about? That was an atcident,
l .

and you know'it. What are yqu tryin' to pull?"’
' : .
. 4
"I'm trying to get you to beg .for forgiveness, Tom.

1
w

For everythiné. When T die, I want. to know you've been
forgiven, That you've,.."
"'That I'm clean again, mother?" Tom shouted. '"That ;'m
innocent? A little boy again? Like iilly? .Is that it;
moﬁher?f ' ' ' “
Billy could hear Tom sobbing now. He opened his bedroom ¢
door and walkgg up the hall towards the sitting fOOmJ vHe
(. fhought that ﬁrs. Boyd might ne¢d him. ,He‘wantéd to be
v f close by just in gaée. When he looked into the room, Mrs.
' " Boyd was sitging in her sewiné chair, her back to the Hoon;
and Tom was kneeling on the floor beéide_her. "I'm sorry,"
he cried; "1'm so sorr&. My head hurts, mother, Ple#se, I
need a-beer or something."

Mrs. Boyd pulled him c¢loser to her, "Poor Tom," she
whispered, "poor Tom. Tom," she said,'louder'now, "they're
having a mass fo; fagher. "This Sunday. You'll come, won't
you? It would mean so much to me. Father Britt.won}t be
there. F;ther Lacey will be giving the service. 1I'11l ask
Billy to come, too. You like Billy, don't you Toﬁ?. 1 know '

D you, do. ‘He'; 50 young. Loﬁk;" she said, "I've been meaning

to pay you for that fine job you did finishing that bureau

in Billy's room. 1 meant to give you a little extra for
4 - - ¢ .

. ' ' \:
— . L W
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.
-

“that, but I forgot. It's a nice little check, Tom., You'll

come, won't you? To confgssion afterward, too?"

e

: r ..
. Billy walked slowly back to, his room and closed the
- s & .\

. door. A few minutes later he heard-Tom going out and tg;n

return to~Mickey'§ room. They talkgg and laughed for a long
)

while that night. ' When Billy woke up, bri;fly, at three 1in

the morniqg, he could still +hear their voices above the

»

sound of the television, °
St} Augustine's massive oak doors gleamed darkly in the

morning sun. Billy stogd inside the .entrance and tried to
adjust to the s&ddenrabsence of suinlight: He watched as
Mrs. Boyd crossed hzrself at the door, and reaching the
first row of pews, she bent and quickly genuflected. -Tom

" stood awkwardly beside her, his head bodq; meek?y. Billy
felt uncomfortable. He had dé\&%ed not to come if Mrs.
Boyd asked him,but when she approached him yesterday and

explained how much it meant to her and how it would havg

pleased Mr. Boyd, he hah second thoughts. Besidgs in the
. [ [

-

co}ntry you helped people when they asked you, even if you

ﬁight not like doing it, but he felt a little like a pawn P

—_— e
-

-

being moved about by random forces. Still, he was curidbs
about To;'s reaction and watched him closely.r

Mrs. Boyd knelt in prayer, holding her éosary bGCern
tightly cupped hands. She closed her eyes and soundlessly
mouthed a,prayér. Tom Qﬁt rigidly, his back pressed against

.the wooden pew. He squeezed his hands under his legs in an

attempt to quiet their nervous movements. His‘lips stretched

— .
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h ) ' / *
——
o . .
o

‘ . t ° * /
tightly‘across his teeth. Sweat beaded his forehead.. Sigh-_

3
» -

ing, he tilted his head back and stared at the church's or-

*

.nate ceiling. He éeemgd transfixed by the golden—leaféd dove

engraved into a recess in the centre of the domed ceiling.

4 A

Pom's eyes flhally swept from the: éutstretched wings down to

the tabernacle and rested.on the flame-quivering red candle.

-

\Mrs, Boyd groaned as she rose from the kneeier. She settIe¢

he‘self comfbrtably beside her son and waited.

A solemn-faced priest stepped out from the sacristry.

" Billy heard Tom gasp, his face whitened. "You 'said Father

Britt,.." he whispered furiously to his mother,
"Shh," Mrs. Boyd-soothe?'him, "the mass is begiﬂning.ﬁ
Tom's éyes opened wide ;s he watched Father Britt 1ift

the golden chaiice high ovef his'hea&.\ Taking a'soire&

handkerchief ﬁrom his’ pocket, Tom mopped ;t his forehead
and wiped at ﬁis hands. He seemed to shrink into himself
as ﬁﬁefservice continued. |

"Take this, all of you;" Father Britt spoke loudly,

"and drink from it...This is the cup of my blood." Billy

" was sure Father Britt looked directly at Tom as he spoke,

Tom jerked;his head to one side and gazed at the figure of
Our Lady cut into the qtéined glass window. Holainé the
Chris; child in her arms,'shé stared. back. HeE\robe shone
red and white. Chained Et hé; feet, with orange flames
licking around them, were the figures of two naked men. The
window seemed to come aliye and light seemed to dance from

it as the sun outside grew brighter.

’

[y

3
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’

Billy stqu and quickly left the church, Tom
had'grown very pale and sat rigidly in‘hiswseat, ob;iQious
to everything except the figures which blazed Besfdg him.
The next niéht, Billy was awakened by the same phump-:
ﬁng sound; on&the.outside wall he had hear§ before.. He lgy
in the darkness and.tried to ignore their sound. He‘thought

¢

he could hear moaning as well. Getting out of bed; he

"

walked out into the hallway. The"' house seemed still,  thé

sitting room empty and dark. A'sound, like someone gréaning,-

| s

.came from Mickey's roomf. FThe door was opened a little, and

/

‘ Billy peer;d lp;' Flickering light from the tglevision screen
*gave the room an eerie setting. A small table in the middle

;f the room was plled high with beer and'qine bottles. Look-
ing deeper into -the room, Billy caulﬂ see the nakeq figure§
of Tom and Mic;;y. Tom, bent over from the/waist, was
érouched.dowé?bn.thggkedu Mickey knelt between his legs.
Suddenly, Mickey thrust upward, and Tom groaged loudly. The -
béd'banged against the outside wall,: Their\sha&oys writhed
gro;esquely along the walls and ceiling. Mickey, seeing ,
Billy étanding at the doar, smile?;and thrust upward once

mofe; Billy k3QJ Bdhad to leave, just as otliers before

him had_lsft, but the moment{ paralyzed by shock, he

could only stare helplessly into the robm.:‘
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Begry Picking
[ o

. ' I
QWhen Steven Miller awoke, he knew immediately that some-

7

thing was wrong. It took him a few @oments‘to realize that

‘e

. . ’.
the house was unusually silknt., For as long as he could re-

.

‘member, except on Sundays, he was always awakened.at seven

by the sound of stove lids beiﬁg banged about in the kitchen
N -

below his room as his father started the breakfast fire be-

-

fore leaving for work at the sawmill. .
e A

Becahsé he usually fell asleep and awakened to sound;'

the absence of it puzzled him. Even the slightest noise

carried easily up to him through the hot air~duct on the-

.

floor beside his bed. Sometimes he fell asleep to the sound

" . Y .
of pots being scrubbed and. put away and to the sound of

'Water'running in the sink and then slowly draining through

the pipes; sometimes it was to the sound of the radio and

his mother's favorite music or to the sound of loud static
-

as his father thumbed the ridio dial in searth of the latest

/ : .

.news bulletin, More often than not, though, as he did last

night, Steven rode to'sleep to the .sound of his parents'
voices.

There was another route for these sounds as well. 1If

T

he neglected to close the stairwell door whicﬁ opened direct-

1; into his bedroom, the muted noises filtaered up the stair-

» «

case ‘and emptied into his -room. Sometimes the sounds ‘seemed

to cpme from the very walls themselves. This effect, com=~
. T . .
]

bined with the moving shadows on the ceiling, caused Steven

I

'

’

)



head with a pillow until he was convinced the ‘apparitions
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to imagine his room as something whigh lived and breathed.
He was certain shadowy figures jumped, murmuriﬁg; from the
windowsill and limped across the ceiliﬂg. r)He'd cover his

. \
had found their way into the darkest recesses ot his closet,

2

and all was still. \ P

-

Sometimes, when the whispering movements were too
frightening, he'd lie on the floor spying on his parents
through the grates of the a%f duct., If cﬂey hagpened to be
sitting at the kitchen table, £e could s;e and hear them
clearly, put if they moved on to the windowseat, which they '
often &id, he could see only tﬁe‘bottoms of their legs and
feet), anq their words became ip?istinguisﬁable. However, he
could hear thé% speaking'clearly even from there 1if ge crept
over to the?étairwelljdoor._ He rarelf did this because tﬁ§

tloor creaked terribly, and he knew they'd be angry if they

discovered what he was doing.

-
[}

After watching anj episode of "Rat Patrol" on television

“one night, a §§§fes about W,W, 11 deserf soldiers, he con-

sidered the duct as his personal ligtening post. The door-
- / I

way locétion, he pretended, was behind enemy lines and there-
fore all but inaccessible. The only time Steven dared risk
a foray into the murky, éxpanpe of this persbnal no-man's

. ) /
land. was on very special fact-finding occasions - Chrlstmas
|

and bigxthdays. The ‘information, gathered on these important

missions was well worth the nerve-wracking c¢rawl it took to

~
'

get to the open doorway.,
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Lying awake, uncomfortabie with the silénce beneath him,

o L4 . “

Steven stared out his- bedroom winéow. The sun sat, framed

N

v

’ in the upper left-hand window pane, so he knew it had to
be at least seven o'clock, if not a lit;le later.' SinceJ
his father wasn't up, something else had to be respbﬁsible
fot his waking. Suddenly, as tHe sun. climbed from the top
frame, he remembered what it was that caused him to dwaken.
Elizabeth had promised to tdﬁéﬁhim berry.pickin; today.
She had promised to take him twice bgfore, but once it had
farned,and the second time she called to say she wasn't feel-
ing well, When she called ag;in-yesterday to ask Ste&en if
he'd like to go, he had made hér\swear that she wouldn't
change her mind again. Even now he suspected that she'd
1 ' ;all at any moment to cancel-a third time.
\ lBefore Elizabeth had moved to Toronto,nothing had ever
Jcauqed her to go Back on her word. Sometimes he wondered
1£ #omething was wrong. He/recalled the day two summers ago
when they had even picked strawberries in a downpour. She
told him that a little rain would simply free her from
. i having to wash them later., She laughed at theAsight of the
rea mush they discovereéﬁln their pails after the long galk

home. .

He remembered other. berry pick?ng trips as well. The
passage of summer months was always measured for him by
these excursions to the baék meadows: strawberries and choke-

cherries in June and July; raspberries and gooseberries in

August; blueberries - his favorite - always ripened in late

,‘O-hvgc'»u-i'kmm\ : P St
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summer and early September. He always associated the start

of school and the end of summer with the smell of freshly

baked bluebe;ry-pi;. ’ -

He remembered the stories Elizabeth used to tell him,
and the silly songs they sang together But what he remem-
bered most about those past outings was the feel of tge
berries as he squished them, one by oné; against the roof
of his mouth. The best part‘of the day was vhen they had :
finished picking, berries spilling over the tops of their
p?ils, tgey‘d sit beside the br;ok to e;t their lunch before
heading home. While he filled his bowl, Elizabeth would
retrieve the jar of cre;m frow the stream where she had put
it to ‘keep if 6001 With Steven watching closely, she'd
cover his berries gith the rich_iiquid. .She always laughed
at the vay he'greedilybate them, the cream qbzing from the
corners of his mouth and sliding down his.cﬁiﬁ His mouth
watered just lying there thinking about them. He hoped his

father would get up soon; he really was hungry

To keep himself fronm thinking'about his empty stomach,

Steven fhodght about Elizabeth. She had definitely changed

in SOEQ\way. . Summers with her had always énded foo guickly,
guc this one had been long and wastaed. School was about to
start,and he had hardly seen her at sll during .the vacation.
" Elizabeth was his mother's youngest sister and his
favorite ;unt, The fact she was young and prettf had a lot
to do with his liking her. She was tall and long-limbed and

very éraceful. He loved to watch her walk into a room. SHe \\

1
$

"



,her more delicate.
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What he liked even pore-about her was the fact that,

although she was a girl, she could play catch just like a°

boy. Elizabeth wasn't like anyone élse he knew. She had

‘the nicest laugh he'd ever heard. It sounded soft and light,

\ '
just like the melody from his motherxs music box. Her

v
]

green eyes sﬁarkled as thé laughter épflled ﬁtoﬁ her, aqd/
even if he didn't want to smile,.he céuldnft heip feeling -
good inside himself 'wvhen he was with hprf | .

The few times héfﬁad seen ber sin%e her return she
seemed distr;cted‘and distant, He was\confused and éware‘
of tﬁe difference, but he couldn't figu\e out what it was,
She still looked the same, only she didLJt laugh as ofteA,
and when.she did,it‘didn}t have any music to it His parents’
talked a lot'ap/night about her, and although he list;ﬁed
carefully fromupstairs, he couldn't overhear much, except
her name geing mentiongd. \
| He sat now on the edge of thé bed, Fhinking about thf
way she used to Be. She told wonderfully imaginative stor-
ies about squirrels, rabbits and foxesJ Thg stories were a' -
another reason Steven had qﬁickly'groyn to liké her. The
day‘Elizathh had moved in with them two years ago, she’ﬁad
made =& seéret pact with him and swore him*to abs&lpte secrecy

[

about 1it. Steven was five.thep.’but he remembered it as 1if-
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it had ‘just happened.' She prgmised that 1f he agreed not .

o ’ -

to call her.LLi (which she detested because the boys aldayé

teased her about i; when she was young by saying that it~ .
was short for lizard) she'd always call him Steven and not N

-

‘Stevie, ‘a name .he hated because it'madg him sound like a 4 co

\\ M ‘\ . \ -
~.baby., From that moment onward, Steven knew they would get _ .

‘o along just fine, - ' ' L . S

o
-7 ¥

4

Elizabeth worked as a file clerk at Consolidated Lumber, .

the same compan& his father worked for and/the biggest
a . .
employer in Matapédia. In ﬁer free ;ime,Elizabé}h wrote-

B . . ]
children's stories which she always read to him before send-

ing them off in the mail. More éfteh\than not, the storie¥ )y

\ s ° «

would be returned to her,éithout,a word of explanation. ' .

N @

" Sometimes oﬁe woﬁld come back with comments,sc}ibbled in the

— 2 -

-margins,and Eli}abeih would get very excited. Steven could

never understand why she was éo,happy about thdse few wordsf

!

The fact they were returned seemed to him a pretty good fn- "

- dicatjon they weren't liked, but Me thougﬁt they were grand

-1 . t
and was. always asking her to. read him more. -

-~ .

..~ At one Sunday ginner, Elizaﬁ?ih‘anﬁounced thét she had *

- . a

decided to move to Toronto. , ' . *
. M . N S
,

j . ™It would be berter for my‘wricing,9 she had explained,

° . 3 . R , .
. "if I were closer,to a major market." M

* . CO .. . o
o N

. ! . s AN i H
"Nineteen's far too young for a girl to’ be going to
. ,ﬂ p}hceq like Toronto glone:"“the boy's father argued. ’ ' : '

N : - LT . ~
MU "Wait," he recalled his mother pleading, “untiy'you'rc \
. ;:.;‘/ Aif‘A . N . : - . ] .. N : . ‘.‘
. .. at .least twenty, Liz,, ‘Just one more year. . . -
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"No," Elizabeth had countered, "gy mind's quite made
up. One more year won't change anything. I'vé thou ‘he
-:,aboutlit for a long time now. {'ve got enough money saved- -
to get me there and k;ep me until I find a job. If I”can {
fiie_hgre, I can just as eagily do it there, It's my only

- - ~ L F

N chance, and I'm going to take it." - 7 -
Steven rémembe;gd the argument the three of them had
'Ehag night after he’had gone fo bed, and for the next week.
Thé night before she left élizabet% spoke to Steven in his
.. o bedroom. He cried and asked her, not to %eave.
"You'll unde}stand, Steven, " sﬂe\explained patiently,
"one day when it's your turn tgAleave."
Steven didn't think he vogld. He missed'Elizabeth | .

-

very much., There weren't any other children in the area

his age, and becauﬁe his mother was'buby with housework and

‘ ' the extra baking she did to bring in a little more money,

A he was often left alone. When Elizabeth lived with thenm,
Steven would sit quietly in her room while she wrote; now he

oo sat at her desk by himself and pretended she was ﬁf;ching him.

- ) Elizabeth wrote to them often. Stevén~waited anxiously

beéugen letters. She had fou£d work as a proofreader at a |

sn911 publishing firm, and ahé took a whole pé%e té explain

: to him exuctiy what a prbdf reader did,.- She was also taking . ]

a course at night in.ghildreﬂ'a literature at a university ‘ y

. >
there and was liking it very much. Once, she called to say
éthat one of her»atqrieu had been a;cepted.for public§£f6n,

. . . / . . \
¢ ¢ Steven was very happy for her, but at the same time he knew

N o~
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that the likelihaod Jf her returning to ‘him was very‘ small;

8o he couldn't be completely happy about her success.

-

Elizabeth described to him in grcat detail all the

things she saw and heard. It sounded véry exciting. He
algo overheard some of the qﬁings cshe wr;té to his pafentgt
when his mother read tﬁg‘letcer; ogt loud to his }aEher
after Steven had gone tohed. 'Some of the things‘didn'k
so;nd\so nice. . R ‘ . ¢ |

oo ) , 4
At night, when hie couldn't hear what his parents were

sayinﬁ and he wasn't: tired enough for §feep.\5teven would

. -

try to imagine buildings that reached into the clouds and
the C.N, Tower which went beyond them, It alllséehed s0
improbable to him., The tallest thing he'd ever seen was

Hr. Collin's corn silo, and that wasn't much higher than

&N

‘the big oak tree which grew in their orchard. .

Elizabeth had written that she'd been to the fop of

\ . - y

the tower, 3pa Ste;en wondered whgre she'd ever found the-
courage to do it. He had tried climbing the oak once, but
halfway up, he had é}oun frightened and had to b; helped
down ty Elirabeth who had heard his cries for help. He got

.dizzy-just thinking‘asout how Elizabeth must have felt see- ./

“fng the world sxactly as God must see it.

%orongo, he recalled from his parents' private conver~

v

sations, 'was also a city where young childreq were kidnapped . '

and naver seen again. Oftendtheft bodies were found in empty

\ f R *
parking lots and abandoned buildings. Judging from his i

pavents' hushed tones, awful things had been done to them.
b " : , .

/ : -
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"He could kever discover how they died because his mother
either spoke very quietly . or moved to the windowseat. He

did overhear his mother say that something might happen to

Elizabeth because she was pretty and lived alone in the down- '

town area, but Steven kqew‘cha} no one would ever harm her

'becauséiOE-hgr‘speéialalﬁﬁéh. Besides, gveryone.likeﬁ her.
Sometimes, Steven wopld fall'asleep whtlellying beside~

gﬁe grat; trying to hear evérything his parents' said. On;e

he failed .to awaken on his own, and .his mother found him in-:

the morﬁing:éurled up beside the open duct. 'She;thought he
had fallén ;ut of bed and had simply remained where he had
land;d. Realizing how lucky ge‘was at not being caught,
Steven vowed to bé'qdre careful in the futuré.

+ Steven, dgfpite the bad thingk, often‘thnght aPout
vlsiLiﬁg To;oqa;;' The best thing about it was the,_fact the,
ci;y was the hom?iof the ﬁapie Leafs, his favorite h@ckey‘
‘team and Lanny Hégvonald,‘his hero. He had'a big‘cbloured'

poster ‘of him tacked to the inside of his closet door. One

day Steven hoped to play for the Leafs; he'chenter MachDonald

| and together they'd win the Stanley Cup. But he tried not

to think About.that too much because he figured if y;u
.;hoqght about things like that too o(ten you kept them from
coming true. When he gat.older, he knew he'd have a moustache
just like Lanny's, and whendver he skated fast, it would quiver
in the ;isd. ‘ |

Elizabeth had gone to the Gafdeﬁs for a game. She had

sent him her ticket stub in one of her letters to him to

I3

3
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prove 1it, an@ he had 'put it in his special place with his .
prized collection bf"hockey cards and team pins. He'd Ro
to Toronto one day; he was convinced of that. He'd climb

the C.N, Tower, and he'd Qisit-Haple Leaf Gardens. From

high 1in the gondola, he'd watch the players scuéry about be-

neath him like angry bees. He'd see Toronto a}l right, only
he'd keep away from parking lots and deserted buildings.
A few nights after he had\beeh found slgsping on the

floor, Steven overheard his mother. saying that Elizabeth had

~

met- someone at an office party: His name was Ernest Harding.

. . ¢
Elizabeth said it was a name to remember. ' He was a serious

‘
‘4

writer, she said, and although he was in his late twenties

N T .

and had only:published a few short stories, he was going to
be fémous one day. Elizabéth.daid he ‘was quite tall, very

ﬁdhdsome,dnd terribly witty. Steven was very jealous of

Ernest Harding, and wheqever Elizabeth wrote about him, which
was often, Steven would cpver:his ears with his handsg, so . -

he wouldn't hear his mother' reading about him.-

Four months after she had first written about Ernest,

]

Elizabeth phoned to say they had gotten married. "Steven's
mother had been very ubset. He had never heard her cry

before, except when ‘his grandmother died, and he .felt guilety

. ) "
about  listening to her from his room. "Spe's too young,"
. ” -

sﬁe cried. '"She's far too young to get ?arried, John, Why

did she have to get married now? Why?" sh? kept asking

over and over again. " ] .-

/

-
ok
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His égther,’who seldom hot.qngry‘about aﬁfthing,‘

slammed his fist éown on thg kitchen table eﬁh upset his
éoffee-m#g. "She's been like my own daughter," he yelled.
"If any city fellow thinks he can just take over Liz's life
without an if you please, he's got another tho#ght comin’."
H; ;alled Elizabeth BacL and told her this, but itshadn't . \
changed anything .as far as Steven could see. '

* A week later they received a letter from Elizabeth. She

! ¢

tried to reassure them about Ernest, and said—-that once they
.had a chance to meet him, they'd feel differently. She and

her new husband planned to move back to ﬁatapédia for a

1ittle while. She aakeqf}ffthey'a look for a blacesfor thenm

to rent aﬂd wohdered if the Miller house was still available«_
Erne;t needed a quiet place to finish his novel, and the
“Miller ﬁomes;ead, secluded as it Qas,4wou1d be ideai for

" their needs. She figured that within a short while, the

book would be finish:}/%nd they'd return to Torqnto; Elizahetg

. had saved a little from her salary. Besides, she argued, ,

she could always get her old job back at Consolidated"

]
.

Lumber, couldn't she? They'g be home by .the end of May, and

phe hoped that Ernest would be made welcome, She didn't

write after this, and Steven read and reread her old letters

to him until he practically knew them by heart. ﬁ
They arrived in late Aprgi; there were still patches

of snow on'tﬁ; ground, and Steven Qas allowed to stay home

from school to go to the trai* depot tO meet them. Steven
| .

. N
{ ' >
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had been yerf cold waiting on the station platform. When -
they stepped down off the train; he ran to Elizabgth,and she
kissed him quickly on the chéekk Sh; segméd nervous as she
introduced Ernest to them. His faﬁher shook hands with him,
bht they stood abouf awkwardly, Mot éaying.m:ch while they -
waited for the;;uggage to be unfoaded frém the baggage car
;teven couldn't help but notice tha Erne;t was éven

taller than his father who, he thought, was at least six

feet tall. Although he wasn't a heavy man,.he looked strong.

)
He had dark eyes and Steven noticed that his fingers were \

stained yellow from nicotine. He smelled like cigarette ]

*
1

smoke, too.. He didn't smile much, and when he did, Steven N
noticed that it was a quick smile that hid most of his teeth,

Yet, he was handsome. His brown curly hair was cut short

—

and brushed neatly into plate. He had a habit of pulling
aé a few étrqnds which hung loosely over his‘f};ehead.
Steven thought that he might‘be a littfe nervous, too.

. When the luggage was finally ready, Steven bent to -
pick up Elizabeth's pbrtabie‘typewriter,‘but'Er;est gfabbed
it'frqm.ﬁim.

"It's too heavy for you, Qoy," he said roughly. "You :
might drop and brecak itv."

"Steven looked at Elizabeth when he said this, but she
lowerea her eyes and looked away. He decid;d he wasn't
goiné to 1ike Ernest. He always carried Elizdbeth's type-
writer for‘her, and he didn't like being called a boy.

-
The ride from the station to the house was a quiet one,

s 0 ]
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even said grace yet."
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’

and Steven Q}shed t£at his motﬁeq hadn't prepared a welcom-
ing home dinner for them., He didn't know if he wanted £o
git through a whole meal with Ernest at .the same tablp.‘ ’
After all, he had taken Elizabeth away from them., If ft,
hadn't.been'for their marriage, h;'d still be her spec?al
friend. 'kt'least she.was home now, That was something to
he thankful about,

"Well," his father asked as soon as théy had settled
down at the dinner table,' "what are your plans, Ernest?"

"John," his mother protested, emba?rasse{, "we haven't

"No time like the present, I’'always say,'" his father

LY
0y

smiled.. - 3

Steven could never remember his father saying any such’

\

thing.

"You know, Ernest, Elizabeth is very spetial to us,"

his father continued. "You understand, her welfare.,.."

(1}

"Mr. Campbell, I understand your concern, Ernest

]

interrupted. ‘'"Our plaﬁs are really quite simple, As soon

'as my book is finished, we're going stra'ight back to Toronto."

- hl
.."1 realize.that, but what:of Elizabeth? Seems to me

she gévg up what sounded like a promising career so that vou
could finish your novel. What abput her work? What are 4
you going to live on?" - ' .

"John," Elizabeth broke'in..her face flushed red, "this

feally isn't fair., You've just met Ermest, You don't have

a right to ask these things."




152

"Liz," Ernest smiled, "it's okay. I‘d6;'t mind.

. I expected 'the questions, Elizabeth agreed to support

. the both of us until my novel is finished. I expect

it will take a few months of peace and quiet to get the bulk’
of it out of the way., After that, I'll support her while

she works on her stuff. We've both agreed to work it this
. \ ~

SN
N
>

N
"That's right." Elizabeth quickly agreed. "Six months,

way. Right, Liz2"
,tops. I can always pick up where I left off in Toronto
later. My stuff's only kid stuff anyway. Ernest's novel
is going to be big. He'lllbe famous becauaé of it, Just
you watch. You'1ll be saying, 'I knew him when.'"
In the three months since her return, they hadn't seen
much of Elizabeth. She was busy working five days a week
at the sawmill. On weékends she typed clean copies of
Ernest's work for hiy. She thought he'd have a first draft
by early November at the latest, and they;q be back 1in
Toronto in time to join his family for Christmas.
Onc;, on aESaturday, she visited éteven and started éo
'té€ll him a new story, but in the mid&le of it she stopped
suddenly, and just sort of sat and stared strangel& at him.
It was as 1f she didn't see him at all. Steven found her
pale and'sad-looking. He thought she needed to get out in
the sun more. She was working too hard.
Last night he'd overheard\his parents discussing her, ‘
as they often did lately. He could see tle top of his

mother's head from the grate as she spoke to his father,

-
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She was finishing her ironing,and his father vwas sitting at
the table having his nightly coffee. She sounded very

worried. .-
“She doesn't look well, John. She's-not eating proper

or something." . o ! : n

~

L "Workin' 'too hard, if'n you ask'd me," his father re-

plied. v

" "It's more than that, J;hn, Just seems to me that
there's something not right with them. She used to tell me
everythiné he did and said. She's mighty proud of him,
Thinks q%'s going to be the next Micheﬁer or something."

; ' ‘ "Ha{ Rather he vere L%ﬂ{f L'Amour. = Then he'd ge doin'
somethin';"

\ -

. ¥ ) ~ .
"She told me a while back that Ernestaras having some

problems with the last few chapters. It was Qorrying him
something fierce. He wasn't acting normal and was awful
‘quiet about it. Won't even talk to her about it."

» "Well," his ‘father claimed, t%'ve been given the cold

\

shoulder, so. there's not much I can do." . .

. 'Y

"I know, but she must find it hard, John. With all the

-

»

work she does, plus the fact that Miller place is a big home

to keep up. You know her; the whole place probably shines
~ T -

from top to bottom." \

"Wouldn't know 'bout that, hon. Seems we don't get

invited over much."

’

“

Steven tried to stay awake, so he could hear more, but

he drifted off to sleep and dreamed that his bedroom walls

r
»
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were whisﬁering’to'the shadows hiding ih his closet. '

_Todqyz'Steven\thougﬁt;'ﬁbuld‘ﬁe alffqrent. {He'd
have‘Elizabe;h all fo‘hipself‘and chey"dlrecap§ére.thﬁ mggié
of other summers. She would laugh, too, just as éhe used
to, dnd words woﬁld spill from her just like the bérries from
his pail. Thinking of all these tﬁings, Steven noticed’ihe
sun - had climed‘eVen higher. His parents were very late in
getting up. He bBunded out of bed, dréssed“und was almost’
down the stairé when he'heard his father at the st;vé.

- "Big daj‘chay, eh‘Stevie?"nhis father grgeted‘him.
"You piEk lots of big_juicy onég for me, okav? Your Aunt Liz
makes the:begf berry pies of»anfggg I know." Steven®saw his
fatﬁer nudge his:ﬁothér playfuliy ;s he said this."

_ "Slept late, son. ‘Fjrst/time I'lve done that on a worLi
day for a long, long time." Agaiw, Sseven watched as his
father nudged, his mcthe} and smiled,at het.t "No time for.
breakfast,” he added on the way §ut ;he kitchen.door. °

Steven thought his father sbunded more cheerfui than’
éomeone should considering the prospect of a long morning's

) .

work on an empty stomach, He gladced/pt-his mother. She

‘had burnt a piece of toast and busily tried to scrape the

b;ackjfrom it. He thought that thﬁy Qere'both,acting veryh
oddly. They kept looking at each other and smiling.
b

Steven was too excited to pursue the matter further,

By the time he heard his father's pickup roar to life, he \

was already eating his second piece of toast. ,He was out

.
the door before his mother had time to tell him it was still

%

\\.

*
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a little early for berry picking. ‘The dew was still heavy
on the morn;ng fields.

‘ Steven almqsi tore his pants climbing the wire fence at
the‘bottom of the hill. He had taken thé shortcut through
the'oap field instead of\w:lking al&ng the m;in road, and
his pants were wet from the waist down. He didn't care; he
knew that the sun would dry them on the walk to the berry

patch. He knew, too, that once they reached the meadow,

- Elizabeth's sadness would fall from.her like afternoon

~shadows. More than anything else, he wanged to hear

Elizabeth's laﬁghter again. It seemed so long since he'd
listened to her tell him one of her stories. He didn't
understand adults very‘well. This mornihg_he couldn't
figure o&t his parents eithef. The? eyed'éach other like'g
couple of school children at recess, Steven wondered whaf .
had been so funny., He wished he knew what was wrong with |

Elizabeth, too. He didn't seem to know what was going on

"with anyone around him anymore.

When he knocked on the Miller door, no one came to

N

answer 1it. He opened'it slowly and steppéd into the kitchen.,

v . ’ N
He was surprised to find the fire dead. Elizabeth should

] .
have been up by now. Then he semembered that on Saturdays

she always slept in'a little later. Unlike his father, she
had the day off because the offices were closed on weekends.,
She didn't have to get up early just to go berry picking.

It seemed to be the day for sleeping late. He should have

as well, he thought. .

A M . » .
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Steven was abouyt to gé baé@ outside when. he heard voices.
from upstairs., He ,wasn't sure, but Eliza$eth sounded upset.,
Almost without being aware.of what he wasg doiné, Steven
'fbynd himself stealing up the kitchen.stairwgll. The voices
_were clearer now, Qﬂd he could téil that Elizabeth was
f}ighfehed. - ' . s

) "éon't," he heard her call out. “"Not‘thaf wvay, pleasé.
"Ernest...you know.I don't like that." Her voice ;ounded
sﬁali anq seemed to come to him grom.far é;ay. ‘«

.'Elizabeth said something else he coulan'g hear which ..
was fnilowed by Tﬁe sound ,of (a sharp ciap. She éried ocut
then, "Easy, just gRo easy for God's ' sake." .

Whenlﬁhé sounds grew louder, Steven crept downscairs,Lb°
,and ohg‘fo‘tﬂe wdb;shed. He waited a long time before he
saw Elizabeth walking towards hiéL, Sh@wwds'éarr;iﬁg the .
picnic basket over one arm. Her face was qeri gg{g, and- {t , -
looked 11;3“§he had'sc?atéﬁ marks along one cheek. She had
tried. to ¢over them with makeup, but he could see them”ény;.
way S ' ‘ .

.,Steven di&n't kngw'ﬁhat to.say t9 her. He thoughé he
"might cry, so‘he'looked into the basket, . -

"1 haven't forgotten anything,"_ehe said.'heg voice
stkange; "I brought the sandwiehegZ cookies, and look, 1 have
:g; jar of cream, too. I‘bought i% fresh yesterday."

Steven wasn't listening now. He tried to walk as

quickly as he could, hoping the hardness in his throat would

go away. He felt dizzy, just like he had when he'd gotten:
. ) : & T



was looking down from a great-height. He stumbled and almost

N . 4 o :d .
stuck. in the oak tree that tlme: Iﬁxseémed to him that: -he

|
fell. .

. i . .
"Slow down," she callegaout behind him. "The berries
aren't going anywhere. Wait up, Stevie, I'll tell you a.
{ , )
—

story..." = -\ L

Y

"I don't want to hear it,"

hs yeliea back at her, "a;d
my name's Steven, not Stevie!" He ran f;rthef ah;ad of hér.‘
"Oh," was all she said, her ;oice sounding_sﬁall and ' L
losg again. The single syllable seemed to trail in the dust
behind him and he stumbled once again.
They walked the rest of thé way i; silence. Whgn they
reached the tiny brook that ;an through the meadow, Eiizabeth

forgot to put the creém in to cool, and Steven had to do it.

He watche& her closely all morning long. Jhe sat in

one spot, staring at the pail in front of hg?{)occasionally

dropping a few berries into it. Steven pic&eﬁ’ﬁore quickly

‘than usual and tried not to think about the things he had

heard. a ) N

At lunchtime, Stevern pulled the cream from the stream .

"and sat down beside her. Elizabeth hardly noticed him. He

took a prl rom the basket and filled it with berries .from

- his p«ll, Slowly, he poured the liquid over them. Elizabeth.

wvatched him without saying anything. Shc had a fudﬁy ex-
pression on her face.

Steven had just swallowed his fert mouthful of berries

when he saw her shoulders start to shake, She sat with her .

~

-
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face in her hands and her shoulders shaking, crying silently
. M a, ’
while he ate his berries, They didn't taste anything at all
. ! K . - '. 7 -
as he remembered, o . . .
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. ords of the Upper Floor
. : 5 : N ¢
'l&an rqc the srhool clearly.b;foro me. Tﬁe red-bricked,

'two—storlcd} rectanguXar box with its double rows of yawning

'
[

uindoQaAthd more than four hundred students 1q my youth.

[ N
‘ At the sound of the morning bell, twenty teachers all ran
. - . . Y
o LN -
a8 one to lock us'in. it was the only way they tould keep
t . - : - i '

us therec.

a

t ’ N . ) . .
g
Jake Wilson, Tommy Elks, Rodney Smith, Gary Reberts ~

‘ and I werc labelled, almost from the very beginning, as the

) hd -

- school misfits and troublemakers. It was a distinction wt\ﬂfr“

tried our very best to promote. By the time we clfwbed the )
stafrs to Ehc second floor and grade seven, our'reputa}ions
had solidified quite nicely. He soon conJincéd\ourselves

. :mat Qe‘owned the uppe; fToor. Don Quixotes all‘five. we

"~

o - s . ‘ “ ¥ 1]
’ . crusaded against anything we felt unjust or repressive. If

8 ever the need arose, we were more than willing %o tile awéy
‘ . <, k

at half a cdozen vuindmills at once. .
2

¥

3 As Jake put it one day while drag}ﬁg up battle plans

: for our next campaign: "It's our born duty to lash out at

‘ nut-grindih;’fgnformity." Jake had a way of saying thfngs
4

#\ thyt would stick with you for a long time. He planned most -

-

of our ndventu{és and could get away withe#just about any- .

W ¢ *

- ! « -thing. I think it hgd to do with his wide-eyed innocence
) +and ‘infectious laugh. It seemed that Jake was always laugh-

ing at something. Teachers would lecture him st®rnly one

-
» &

)‘linutc over some falling-out and the next he'd be telling

1
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them some silly joke. As I think back on it now, we abproached

our ‘quest with an exuberance that can come only from youth.
It wasn't as though the school didn't try to curb our
antics. We were subjected to many inquisitions, 'as Jake ‘

called them, Before we managed to graduate;‘we had n*l been

suspended at least once for our misguided escapades, and

., some of us more than once.

Tommy and .Gary were asked to leave for a couple of weeks
[ ) «

when we were ii‘gradq’niné for wiring our scieffce teacher's

metal stool. Xo one would have known for sure who had been

-

-

responsible for the deed had the two of them not stepped
forward to take the heat off the rest of us. 1 still regem-

ber, fondly, the look on the teacher's face when he flicked

.
on the master switch to activate the air compressor for that

. %
afternoon’'s experiment. Mr. Leone, the poor man, had spent

two entire‘classes getting everything set up for his little
demqnstration inrcentrifugal force. His eyes got really
‘big at ff;st, ande then he sort of toppled from his stool

as though someone Sad pole—axe& him. Théreafter. we called
him Hot Pants. Some of the g;ys saiﬁ he even wet himself,

but I didn't notice.that. 1 was pretty busy trying to look

-

innocently amused.,’ When he managed to gain his composure,

Mr. Leone wasn't too pleased. It was funny, though, and

it was a learning eiperience for all of us.k We never wired

his stool again, and he never again made a sarcastic remark

.

in class about Gary's weight, which is wﬁat‘had prompted

Kol
the retaliatory measure in the first place.

- o
- q
- .
' B o - -
e
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Gary had a lot of trouble attractinglgirls. Knowing this,
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When Tommy and Gary returned, the faculty decided that

it would be prudént.to separate our group.‘ Since there were
two grade nine classes that year, it was relatively easy to
arrange. Tommy, Cary, and I were put in one class, Rodney
and Jake in the other. This suited our purposes perfectly.’
L .

Now we had two classes to entertain. By Christmas, Mr.
Gaspell, the school principal, had decided the future of one
class could be jeopardized, but upsetting a second was too

much to bear. Reunited, we vowed to make {for lost time,
- ‘ %

@

Much to our delight, Miss Lowery was appointed our new
homeroom teacher. Usually we sat at the backs of claésés,

for it was here that we could best be ignored. However,

. .

for Miss Lowery's lessons we jockeyed to get front row seats,
She had .the mést wopderful legs 1maginab1e;‘ Théy were made
all the more remarkﬁﬁle by her mini-skirts, and by the’fact}
she'd often perch o; the edge of her desk, lo%g legs dangiing,
while she taught. Sometimes, if the gods wfre realiy kind,
she even’ sat on the corner of my aesk.

Those shapely limbs became the source for many adoles-
cent faﬁtasies, especially Gary's, Because of his weight,
Miss Lowery would .make a goint oq often(rgsting on. the corner
o{ his seat. Gary always turned‘a deep red aﬁd shifted '
about uncomfortably in.his chair whenever this occur;éd.

The sole thing the five of ﬁ& édéi argued about was

who would get the desk direztly facing her. The only féf&\

approaap to our dilemma was to dréw/étraws to see whatrday

o
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we would have our moment in the- sun. I drew Hondéys. It

.
*was the onl; time.in all my years of school that L{Eagerly
anticipated the start of each week. Even n;; at.8:45 on a
Monday morning, I'm aﬁt to stop whhteVeEA}'m doing and stare
fondly at the nearest clock. '

Mondays, nof surprisingly, were the only dais I(was
consisténtly on time f;r.class. Usually, I.was at_lcas{ ten
migqtes late for first period. Hell, . I even éttended Monday
homerooms, a nea; 1mpossible.feat untir_:hak year I‘am,
however, despite Miss Lowery, unofficial récord holder  for "
more late slips than anyone_in the entire histo;y of New
Richmond‘ﬁigh Schoqll' In thé space of two fhdrt school
years, 1 accumulated one hyn&red and'twenty-fhree of them.

I also was susp;nded a few times in my single minéed pursuit
of this remarkable record. ‘If it- hadn't been for Miss Lower;,
may she always stand tall, I would hqu'célL?cted at least
another twenty-five, Some of my most excitingvmoments in
high\school have had their basis in those few secconds it
took that outstanding woman to c%oss or to str;th:those
evocative gams‘into a comfortable position. When she stood,
;e all seemed'to sipnd with h;r in one shuddering motioq.
Méndays>w111 for;ver be a.thing of beauty for Qe.

S Some of the other teachers used.fo wonder how somc;ne
s; young and inexperienced as Miss Lowery cquld control the
five of us so‘well. We réhlized quickly that as 1ong:hs ve:

were quiet and- handed in our‘weekly assignments, we'd be

allowed to occupy our front rovgaeats. All Miss Lowery had

'
L]

-
%
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to do was 'to wear her mini_ or a dress with a suitable slit
uﬁ the side. She always remembered to wear our favorite

outfits. As a secundary consequence, we did remarkably 'well

¢
,

in history that year..
If Miss Lowery was our special love, our special target

- for persecution during our last few high school years was

’

‘not ;.teééﬁef,'oddly enough, but—-a fellow student, Andrew

“Mithers. I‘guess, looking back, that the only real difference
getw;en Andrew and the rest of us was the facet ge carried a
Gideon in his hip pocket instead of a Rémsgs, Soth very use-

- . ful items in their own peculiar way, Of course, we never

-

T used our prophylactics until much later; at least not in the

waf they were intended to be tised, but we:carried them about

®
.

- anyway. It made us feel more manly and sure of ourselves to

-

have them. Besides, they were great when we filled then

" with water and dropped them down the stairwells on the heads

- of unsuspecting virgins.-

Andrew was at his best a very religious fellow, and at

his worst, a raving fanatic. The rest of us didn't know
. ' N \, ~

what we wanted to do when we finished high school, but -Andrew's
destiny was foreordained, or so he informed anyone willing

to listeén. -Come hell or high water, he knew he'd find an

-

empty pulpit somewhere. We wouldn't have minded his sanc- .

‘ . timonious clap-trap except for the fact he was always trying
. - ’ (Vo

to convert one of us to the straight and narrpw. I suppose

v

" he had our velfare at heart. I'm sure he prayed for the

five oé us, the unholy ones, often. 1I'm convinced that in

-
.
-
13
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his private Gethsemane he must‘h#be‘sh;d a few)tea:s for us.
I-always suspecied that, secretly, Andrev wanted to be
'like‘ds, but just didn't know how.l No oné could really
penetrate all {Ee'religioua hoopla to find out what he was
really‘like. Notléhat we‘tried very hard. Whenever we
thought we saw a faint glimmer of hopé under all that heavy
armour, the Ch;istly soldier would come marching out agaiﬁ,
ﬁhoutiﬁg his hallelujahs gnd hosannas to the Aighest.‘ At
least that's how we saw him. -
" = Most saw Andrew quite differently from the.way wve did.~
Tall, athletic, Sfoad-ahouldered and slim of waist, with his
chly black hair ;utAsﬁort despite the Beatle craze, Andrew
segmed the epitome of néo-conservati;m, Parents spoke ad-
miringly of his many qugiities,and‘girls sefmed atgracted'to
his natural good looks. Mothersualways smiled and nodded
V hello whenever they sav him. ’They recognized early that hé
was their daughter's safe harbor, Bué Andrew, not %nterestéd
in the world of the flesh, was‘above éll éhyéical temptation.
Meanwhile, long haired sandal-wearers that we wvere, we
couldn't manage to attract a girl no matter what we digd.
Rodney's waving’of vater-filled prophylactics at schobl dances
only served to &riQe our quarry fuither away. Andrew's blind
indiffergnce to the objects of our desires frustrated us all ’
the more.
In additioﬁ‘to his strong moral fibre and fine physical

attributei. Andrew was also scholarly: this drove us further

up the wall. When we veren't sitting at the front of Miss
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Lowery's classes, ve'wete subjected daily to a back ro;

view of Andrevw's wildly-waviné left hand. Why it was always
. his left hand, ue~couid never figﬁre ouyt. At any rate, he
sgehed always to be sigdailing in God's direction. We'd be
forced to listen in disgust as he remembered all the ir-
regular vefﬁk. éxplained complex‘geometric formulae and
atomic structures, not to mention.his corfect quoting, down
go the very last punctuation mark of Mark Anthony's monologue:
"6, pardon me, thou bleeding piéce of earth/Tﬁat I am meek
and gentle with these bgtcherBZ" The'facg\he'd managed a
quick look at us as he uttered éhese lfhes didn't especially
endear him to us either. He was the yardstick against which
ve wvere ianriahly measured. We aiways fell way short of
the‘mark. God, we deqpiéed him, '

" Andrew neier courted trouble, In comparison, teachers
tracked us down with a fréquency'that astounded even us., It
was 8 rare day indeed when one gf us wasn't decorating the
empty space outside Mr. Gaspell': dod;)_ Whenever our prin-
cipal discovered us, he'd greet us with his usual benediction =
what Jake called, "The laying on of hands routine.”

While the rest of us waste& preciéus time playing ball
or hockey, depending on the season, Andrew was bﬁky cement-
ing the foundation for his mission. He taught Sunday scﬁiéi,
gave special Bibl? readings, went‘to_Sunday services and
mid~afternocon meetings, as well as holding youth encounter

sessions. He was president of the Young Christian Associa-

tion, in addition to the school's Bible Study Club., He =

-
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lived and breathed in.a"wo geparate from our own. Some-~
‘ times we'd call him the Sajint or the Pope, even though he
wasn't Catholic. Everyone considered him special and gifted.
. : . We thought him demenged and were contin&ally ¥rob1ng for
that- one weak link in his chain that would bring everything
tumbling dow? and expose him to all. In‘the meantime, we -
! . had to stand by while he went about his business of remaking
the world in his owﬁ image.
In grade ten, Andrew'intensified his drive for éur souls,
' His specialty became\washroom,conversign. Before the year
was out, Gary had dubbed him, 'St. Urinal Bapgist.'
; When Anérew‘extended his territory into the second
floor washroom, he was attempting to annex our personal

[y

domain. The boy's lavatory was our refuge from angry teachers

and late .assignments, and it-was\herg that we congregated:
whenever the opportunity presented itself, whether for a
quick smoke or a gsports rap, which was our own particular
brand of telfgion: Heaven help those who invaded our
privacy. If any of our schoolmates lingered too long in the

toilet, we encouraged them to finish quickly and helped them
y

)

. - out the door. ‘ -
Andrew, wisely, never ventured inside when we were in
residenée. Somehow, he always seemed to know when we were
there, I subpose it wasn't surprising, considering his .
connections with an all-seeing God. Rodney often accused
him of trying to ursurp our sanctuary for his private chapel,

. but what Andrew used it for was only his personal bulletin

board.
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Every Monday morning we'd find our meeting pl‘ce lit-
tered with spiritual messages. No doubt the timing was a
direct result of Andrew's Sunday renewal therapy. , 'Jesus
Saves,' in block letters, would greet us from the bathroom

LN

door. 'Call on Christ now!' clung to the toilet tanks.
'Repent, Ye Sinne?%' grinned at us from abo;e the urinals,
and 'Guilt is a Heavy Burden' would stare at us from the
wall mirrors above the sinks. Pamphlets\were strateéically
placed on the window sill just iN §;§@ we wanted to read 3.
little while'fahking cigarette smoke out the opened window.
" Andrew's notices amused us a great deal. With h{s’
ministrations salving our souls, and Miss Lowery‘s leis
titillating our flesh, Mondays became a weekly high-water
mark. - We eventually devised a game to make use pf the
assorted literature. We'd stick the fliers at different
heights in the gfrinals, stand backr and pake aim, Tommy was

| Y
the champion. He could hit th® highest target from a

distamce of about ten feet., -His urinary powers were a )
source of constant amazement to us, With regu}ar practice,
the rest of us improvéd our aim considerably.’v ’

As a consequence of Andrew's less than subt%e method~-
ology, sometimes when we met him in the hallway, Rodney would
hold up a.tiny vial of urine and bellow out, "Hey, Pope, ya
want some holy water?"” Andrew would simply glare; and wagging
an admonishing finger in our direction, he'd propheticall& \

warn us of slow syphilitlc physical and spiritual decay unless

we changed our ways., After three or four such chance encounters,
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Andrew began to avoid us. His zeal had found a new focus.
Once, while arriving late to class for the third con-
secutive day, I had the opportunity to witness first hand
Andrew's new audienée. He had cornered a group of unsuper-

vised grade six studénts'working on a history project in the

Jlibrary, Heé spoke to them about the joys of knowing God

‘;nd the dangers of heavy petting. God knows, he had the -
voice of‘a‘ydmister} and he knew how to thump a table. How

he pleaded and éajoled those hgrny little youngsters. \I

S

doubt if there was a poor bastard among them that wasmn't
scared out of an erection until the age of twenty-one, ardd )
even thai'was‘probably a sorry sight to behold. When Andrew
left, there were a féw suppressed giggles and a lot of. red
faces. .

Towards the end of that year, ‘he found yet ancther
source that might benefit from his selfless devotion. He
started calling on Beth H;Dermot. Beth had quite a reputa-
‘tion. it was said that she ﬁad initiated quite a few of the
grade'éleven'guys into the joys of manhood. I remember her
well from my final year of school. She had to repeat the
senior grade for the second time. I soon found. myself 1in
her opeﬂ embrace, and the‘fitat time I was alone with her
iﬂ the baseball dugout after practice, I got a little ex-
cited and was a bit premature in my undertakings. I was em-
barrassed about the mess I had mgde of things, but Beth wasn't
bothered by it at all. She agemed qu%te used to it and

knew exactly what to dr. As a result of this encounter, I

[
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Became known as Dugout Pete, thanks to Gary's pastime of
giving nicknames to evéryone. But when Andrew first became
interested in redeeming her, I knew her only by reputation.
We were, as I recall, s;rpriaed Andfew would fisk being ‘
seen with he;. But ihen. Christ walked wigh pgqstituies,
&Ad anything Christ could do... Knowing Beth as weil ;s I
eventually came to know her, I wouldn't be a bit sur?rised
if he wa;,the one converted. We all thought that was wﬁat'
he really needed. One good lay, and he'd be ready for the
next.world. I'didn't find out until grade eleven, during
one of my after practice sess;ons with Beth, that when he
wouldntt'stop pesteriﬂg her about going to church, she
threatenéd to‘spread the rumour he was.sleéping‘éith her.
We wondered at the time why he seemed to give up so easily
on her. ' |

The summer before I graduated, I got to know Andrew a
lot better than I ev;r thought I would. My grandparents
livgd near -him and when ny grandfather got sick early in
July, Ivmoved‘in for a few weeks to help my grandmother out.

One day while 1 was weeding the vegetablé garden, Andrew

happened by and invited me for an afternoon swim in the river.

I figdred.’since 1 was going to be around for a while, it

was a good chance to meet some other guys from the neiﬁhbor-

~ ¢

ing town. It turned out: I knew most of them from hockey and

i

baseball anyway, and we got along pretty well. We made it

a habit to meet every afternoon for a swim if it wasn't rain-

ing, After-the initial swim, Andrew seldom‘showéd up. He

o
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was, despite his a(hletic build, a8 weak swimmer and could-
barely keep his head above water. He usually paddléd about

in the placid back péol while the rest of us fought hga&nst

3
.

the current to cross tﬂe river, 1 suppose that's why he
ghoée to stay away (or the most part. No one seemed to miss
him mich. . ) . .

’?hen he called one day Qo hgk if I'd go hiking up - to
the caverns with him, I found myself saying I'd go. I don't’
remember why; perhaps the other fellows weren't ar;uhd and
I was bored. 1 guess 1 éas beginning to feel a little sym-
pathy for him as well, Andrew didn't have‘any {rfends that
I could see. Besides, I'd wanted to cliwﬁ'up fo the caves
all Summef, but didn't know the‘frail. \

We didn't }alk much on the way up. It was a s;eep climb
and we nee&ed all our strength to “get up the mountain. Once

e

we reached the summit,'we sat on ;n overhang which_looked
out over éhe river vailey to eat our lunch. The air was‘
absolutely still., The view waé uell;wérth the climp.
Stretched out 9nder us were the tops'of tre§§. fhey fdyhed
a gréen carpet below whose”outer edge wag faulted by the
dark seam of .the valley roédway. \Running parallel to the
highway was the rjver. ' Its waters shone blue when touched
by the sun.

1 waéyjuét sitting there enjoying the view and thinking
tﬁat maybe Andrew had a few good things going for him after

all. It was then that Andrew leaned over and. vhispered in

my ear, "He called out to me hete."

1
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' ‘Once clear of the overhang, I descended the.slopés of that
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, "Who?" I asked innocently.
"God," came the quiet reply. "As high up as it is, He
told me to jump and He would save me."

L4

1 looked about for signs-of a burning bush, Finding

' noné, I tried not to let my disbelief register too obviously

on my face.

v

Andrew was blind to my reaction. With his face turned

upwards into the sun, 'his eyes half-closed, he continued

]

speaking in a rapturous voice. "God made the trees stretch

~

out their boughs to break my fall. I landed without a

scratth on the ?3£:st floor, It was His way of telling me

that 1 was speciil. to. Him."

' Great, 1 thought; so I have to be the one stuck on Mount

Sinai next to the reincarnation of Moses himselﬁ. Before

" he could  be handed the tablets, I inched away from the cliff,

¢

' . . | .
hallowed ground as quickly as I could. ‘

¢
A final_episodg a few days later convﬁQEiq me'Aﬁdreu

vas beyond redemption. My new friends and I had just fin-

ished swimming and were in the process of gettihg'ready to leave

for supper when And;éw came by and infﬁ;ﬁed”me we had to

talk. I wvas aboug to protest, but when 1 turned afound,the

rest had disappeared up the path from the river. ’
"You didn't believe me," he said quietly, *I'll show

you that He watches out for me."

Before 1 could stop him, he plunged headfirst into the

water. After paddling about thirty feet, the current caught

“
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" him and forced him under. Terrified, I looked about for "help.
\ 5 o .

There was, ‘'no one wifhin shouting distance. _ For anjinat&nt;~
I 1magingd myself sta;ing down at his open coffin, trying
to explain to everyone gathered around how all this Bhad

come about. 1 dove in after him.

Catching up to the sputtering disciple; I pulled his

A .
& o o
head out of the water arnd allowed the c¢urrent to cdarry us o

to the shallows. 1 dragged him ashore and flung him on his

back. He gagged and vomited. Resurrected, his eyes L
fluttered open. We were both shaken.and pale., After rest-
v L - \ .

o

ing.for half an hour, we found a crossing and sifcnfly

walked home. ' ' . o R,
: * kil ) L ‘ i '
One evening a couple of weeks later, while walking by

the Baptist chyrch. I heard Andrew's volce speaking quite

4

loudly. Curious, I créﬁé up and looked through.}n open - “ -

window. Andrew was talking passionately about God to- a.group™ )

L]

of kids sictting at hiS‘fqebC Reverend Walters and. Mrs. . o
f- . -,

o) .
- Walters sat fRearby, smiling and nodding happily. Andrew
‘ told them how God had saved his life twice. pnce.dqbout
three years ago, when he had slipped from a rocky cliff,

and yet a second time, not lorng ago, when he -had gotten a

\

c;amp while swimming,

At the end of ,the summeér, Andrew left to attend a

-

seminary in Vermont that Reverend Walters had recommended,
: K X
1 never saw Andrew again. A few yeuars ago, I heard that he ‘\

had joined.a cult of some sort whose likglong.misslon was to
locate Noah's ark: I suspect Andrew is out there somewhere,
. . .
rd , Al
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from school

o

He cut hfs hair,

over the collar.
b4

. o}
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falling off mountains still. ' - .

. N o~ -
N As for the rest of us...Tommy - Tommy Elks was €xpelled

in grade eleven, two months before graduaticn.

*

Iroquoils style, in protest over the school's

X new ruling that hair shouldn't be worn more than an inch

He was always prdud of his long, black

" ¥ . nlndian tregﬁe§ whigp he wore in a pony-tail, It didn't

Y

-. help that after he cut it, he carried the remains in his

¢ | belt'like a sgalp.

back in time to write his final exams,

but Tommy,

Mr, Gaspell was going to let him come
A, -

who also

They have

after me,

o 2/ i plaved on the kvho“1'5 ball teEﬁT/got Beth in trouble and
8 ‘
. married her. They still live on the reserve,
" " . N ' ' ).“q ,
ow. They named one, Pete,

ESEN ~ » five kids n

a

N ¢
b

r’ Jake - poor Jake., He was killed in a car accident

K o - during his last year at McGill. He was studying civil eng%n-
L T ' ' ‘

- . p ecring. Tommy, Rodnev and I were pallbearers at his funeral,

3 .o -~
‘o ' Reverend Walters gave the service,and Miss Lowery read a

»

VI : praver. %ho wore Jake's favorite black dress, the one with
. : D _— '
the slit up the t'rQ’ to the kxnee¢, and his favorite pearl-

' B ' nfcklaceﬂ She looked as good as gwer, and not even the

A . ’ te
Reverend took his eyes off her as she spoke. N
2} , N ' \ M .
Gary Roberts, the brightest of us all, never did manage
-i . ?"' ‘
! Lo find, a girlfrieﬁd. He gout caught up in the late sixtifs'

drug crazc and lives now in another dimension.

* o,
-sometimes, but he doesn't know me. And Rodney Smith, good-

- ?
He's A gyOgtol?gist ifn Sud-

I visit him

old-prophylactic-waving Rodney.
° i ) Yy .

bury: s do(ng just fine., I saw him st our tenth high

5 - ~ i N ‘. N v . .

I '
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- school reunion. He spent the entire night dancing with
Miss Lowe}y. « .
. » - N
B - As for me, Pete Jacobs, well...l teach in a.red-bricked,

rectangular box with two rows of yawning windows., I figured

< thatisince I had so.much fun as a student, teaching woudd
H . N

be a lark. LaaE'ueek I had to suspend Doug Elks, Tommy‘and
K SO ot [}

Beth's oldest boy. He and anothe? grade six s\bdent pluggeﬁ

. '/ <
. all the toillets with chalk brushes. I can\hardly wait until
N\ . N
next ygar when hée climbs the stairs to the second floor,.
N » ’
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