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ABSTRACT
THE GREEN ASH AND OTHER STORIES

’ . Paul ﬁartwick

@

The eight stories in this collection, though diverse
in theﬁe, setEing, and cast of principal and secondary characters,
haQe as a comﬁon dramatic conf]%ct, a pe?soqa] conflict, the
resolution of which requires an irrevocable decision. 0On a litgrai

level, the decision is as apparently insignificant as: planting a

thge (The Green Ash); buyiﬁg a p1ea5ureiboat (Personal Flotation

Device); playing a géme (Learning tp Play Ball); beginning a

family (The Turniﬁg Poiﬁt Restaurant); ending an affair (P-0-P); or

,aQenging a humiliation (Strings). On a symbolic level, however, the

decision is predicated on the alternatives: to preserve the safe
but stultifying status,quo, or to step into an uncertain future

that holds the potential for self-fulfillment,

The reader enters the minds of the protagonists as

- -

they weigh the alternatives, then steps out and back to observe the

actions which reveal the protagonists' decision.

Decision-making. is Yess evident‘in Crossiﬁgs and
Mating due to the narrative structure of the stories. The crisis,
precipitated in the distant p&st, still awaits a resolution. The
alternatives facing the-protagonists are: to resolve it with se]f-‘

acceptance or continue to repress its disquieting reverberations.

With the exception of Mg;jgg,which takes placé over
a twelve month period, all the other: stories have a time-frﬁme of
less than twelve hours. THe authdr:makes use of the céntrél‘
protagonist's memory to recreate past events preceding the moment

of decision.
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The Green Ash

It hadn't been her suggestionlthat caused the tiff.
It was the CKOY weathefman's. A11 she had done was to pass it
along. - " ' .

| Curious how Phil always took his suggestions to
heart, 1ike taking an umbrella to work, wear%ng galoshes instead
of §1ip-on rubbers, or putting on the winter tires.

, But today, when that same respectable authority said
that their Indian summer would end tomorrow, or Sdnday at the
latest, and suggested "planting those Bylbs before the soil turns
to concrete," Phil turned a deaf ear.

He'd been as good as deaf when the weather report
came crack11ng through the portab]e radio on top of the fridge.
And even though she had turned up the volume so that the fore- -
cast might carry down the hall to the bathroom, she knew that

Phil would likely not have heard it over the hum of his electric

-

~

razor.
That's why she passed along the suggestion. No;

Ehey didn't have bulbs to plant, thank heavens. Just a treé,

a green ash that had been sittiﬁb,-— no, dying -- in the corner

of the yard for the past six -- or was it closer to eight? --

‘months. .

"Well, what do you say?" she asked with controlled




o ' o .. Afl ;j\' . 1 -2- ,/<2§' - . ’
’g} : .
.é' \ casualness. "I'11 stand by and give you and the tree moral . e
E - .« -support." ‘
¥ - ° . o
; ‘ , Phil continued to munch absent-mindedly on his,
? i ‘ Kellogg's Special K while he gazed out the dinette windbw into

the brightness of the October morning.

M‘n
-
.

"Hunh," he grunted, shielding his eyes with his hand
- - and squinting toward the far corner of the"back yard. Standing

there in-the shadow of the dying elm, with its roots bound in

A s o s i, 0 e o

“\ﬂ . bur]ap,:the sapline looked absurdly like a toothp#ck-fmbedded
v ) v ’ in an olive. ‘ _ A
3 1 v "Does th?t mean yes, you will do it, or no, you . N
] ; won't?" she asked, Lately she was finding his arunts diffiéu]t
\ : to interpret. They all seemed like "Jo."
‘ 1 "Why must it be yes or no?" he countered. ."Will
: ;. maybe do?d ) | |
g { "You've been 'maybeinq' for ages. If tomorrow's to - . . k
i be the Jast decent day of fall, I think it's .time you did some- ‘
g i- thing about it. I can tell you one thing, it won't make it
% . ‘through the winter in its bagxr That is, if it's still alive." |
i '"Is that a warning from Mother Nature?" he éskeq . :
g ® aréh]y., . 4
'g ‘ Mother Nature! Well at least that was a step up
g____ o from whaf he had been calling pgr fqr'the-1asf four years; T e

"Stop pecking at Marilyn like a Mother Hen," hé had said time
after, time. But wasn't "pecking" more a sign. of caring than

planting your head in the sand like an ostrich?

. . A1l she ever asked of. Marilyn was that she 'pla& the.

-
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‘when you could date dozens of attractive fellows seemed 1ike

!

field'. Clinging to one boyfriend throughout yoﬂr college years ,
. . . .

'3 -

stunting one's social grod%h. God knows there's plenty of time »
for exclusivity during'mar}iage; why nurture it beforg you tie
the knot? | ;
She might have pecked less if her boyfriend,\Haro]d,
had.Been spécia], a rose among thorns. But he wasn't. In fact,
a thorn .among roses w&s more like it. You felt psychologically.
pricked every tiﬁe you came in touch with him. "He would frown }

when you smiled, put down something just after you had praised
i;, and chﬁck]e when he had upset your apple cart. And grooming “ .i 1
to him was something you did to horses. He let his fine, blond

héir grow long and stringy, his beard tangle, and his finger-‘
nails 1ook}1%ke they'd been cleaned with an eyébrow ;‘J
pencil.

Did Phil really think “Harny the Hippie" would make
an ideal son-in-]Jaw? Of course not!‘ But he'd never admit torit.
"L eave things be," he'd @Y "and stop pecking at Mari]yn for ‘
going‘out‘with him. He's her choice; not yours."

But of coursé, when Marilyn left them to join Harold - e
in Vancouver where he managed to do what he didn't even try to :‘ -
do iq Otfgya -- land a job -- guess who Phil blamed for Marilyn's
sudden departure? It had nothing to do with Harold. "You pecked
af her so much she grabbed at the first chance and flew th; } Co

coop,” he said.

Well maybe if ‘she had been free to peck a litt]e more

\
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instead of being ordered head-down into the sand with him,
Marilyn would be dating a man with roots in Ottawa instead of a

will-o'-the-wisp.
b
Strange though, how at Uplands airport he had pecked
at her like a Mother Hen trying to prod her chick back into the

coop. "lLay low on the junk food, now. And if you're too busy '

‘to make your own meals, then come back and we'll restore you to

heaith with home cooking"... "Remember, the first beer is_a stim-
ulant. The ones after that are‘depressants. Doﬁ't match Harold's
intake or 1'11 have to come and pick you up"... and "Don't let
the dampness get to you. We'll ke;; the home fires burning just
in case.™ . |
Then something strange happened. When he and Marilyn
hugged for the fast time, and she stepped through the metal de-
tector and out onto the tarmac, it was as if his spirit took
off with her. He walked like a zombie- back to the parked car.
And when she turned on the radio to fill the vacuum they felt
within and without, he snapped it off. They drove home in
aching silence. It was tﬁe beginning of the geep freeze.
That evening, instead of joining her in front of
the TV to watch "A11 in the Family" -- his favorite show --
he disappeared down the hall. When she went to their bedroom,

she got 'a jolt. He wasn't there. Nor was he in the bathroom.

He was snoring on Marilyn's bed with one of her psychology

~ textbooks lying open on his chest. She put the book back on

the shelf, and threw a comforter over him, then went to bed.

The room seemed eerily quiet without him snoring. He used that

L.
{
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habit as an excuse to make Marilyn's bed his own from that eve- |
ning on. ) . '

" 'Tis the season to be jolly" became a mocking cliché
during their first Christmas without their dgughter in twenty-
one years. And the long-distance call they pdt thréugh after
they had nibbled on their chicken-sized turkey didn't brighten
the gléom. Marilyn sounded giddy and detached, like she was
1augh§ng at them. She.said they had skiied at Whistler the day
before aad had "got home" so pooped they couldn't finish deco-
rating the trée. "Home"? In Vancouver? What did she call the

place where she had been raised for the better part of her life?

The green ash had not been bought as a substitute
fér Marilyn. 'She'knew it, and so did Phil. They could never
fuss over a tree the way theythad over their daughter. But she
found it uncanny when Phil mentioned "Sprucing up the yard once
and for all” atlthe same time the séme {dea crossed her mind.

Ts the adult instinct to nurture mysteriously re-channelled when

the offspring leave the nest?

1

Suddenly they were excited for the ég;;;\f7;;/;n
agés. They both séemed to want to tend growing things. A tree .,
to replace the dying elm -~ that was an obvious priority.

So was the lawn. It was pockmarked with clumps of
spiksy dandelion greens and crabgrass. The’first'owner of the
Boﬁse Bad\landscaped the front and baﬁk yards with the clay’

that had been dug up to lay the basemEnt‘fpundatdon. Every
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spring they had spriﬁk]éd the bare spots with grass seed. But

the rains always-washed the kernels away before they had a chance

to root.

She and Phil would have done more, but on those

long-ago sunny days when they could have attacked the g ’

foot long dandelion roots with a kitchen knife, Phil and Marv]yn

f]ed the yard for Britannia where they sailed around the bay in a

rented Y Flyer. Sometimes she'd tag along, but on]y to bask in

.the sun on the deck of';he clubhouse along with othgr iand-bound
mothers. r ’ ' /

That sunny Saguraay mo}ning in April, when she and
’ Phil he8ded out to Godbout's Garden Centre, sne fe]t—that a new
bond was forming between them, ‘the first in over twenty years
that did not include Marilyn. They had bégome both linked and
separated by Mgri]yn, like parents are whén they flank their
fodd]ing charge, each grasping a haﬁd. This new btond wasn't as
strong as a handgrasp. ﬁot yet. &t was more Tike the first
threaa tHa; a spider strings between the two furthest po{nts of -
contact. . _ ‘ .
The Centre was jammed with browsers, buyers ahﬂ
wéi]inj toddlers. Bags of reekini fertilizer were stacked up
iiké flood dikes in the huge a]uminum\shed Sehind the Pain show;
room and greenhouse. What to chgose? There were mixtures not
only to supply nutrients in a range of ratios, but to combat

weeds, insects, and diseases. Same for grass seed. Some mix-
X h ; .

tures included cfover; others were‘ca11ed "pasture,mixtyres",

best for fast growth. "Shadynook" mixtures were for dark patches.

J -
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The brand names =--Wéed'n Seed, Vigoro, and Guard'n

Grow -- and the pushy browsers rattled her and Phii By th'e g
time they got the attentibn of a boy who seemed almost too youn/

to know the di fference between horse and rabbit manure, Phil was

| testy. When He mentioned that their yard had' a c1ay base, the

bey said: "You got real problems there, sir." He recorrmended
spreading a thick layer of topsoil dver .It‘he entire area, or
]a);i ng down sod. "We could 'send around a nurseryman to look at
it and give you 'an estimate," he said. ’
"Nurseryman'" That of cgurse, was the word. But

nursery still brought an image of a pink bedroom toﬁ mind. A man

in grubby overa]]s just didn't ;|1be w1th it.

1The boy gave them a mud- stamed business card. "Call’

| my uncle soon. -He's real busy these days. Already got a bunch

of appointments.”

"what about a tree to replace a dying elm?" she asked

as he was about to dart away. "Something that won't die Just as’

soon as 1t reaches maturity." ‘

# A green ash," he de,c]ared. "it's the most common

rep'lacement for an elm betause it's more hardy. Doesn't get the -

dlseaSes and insects that elps do.“
She didn't Tlike the sound of its name Ash -- what's
left after something has had the Tife burned out of it.. She
pictiired a forest after a fire has r—aged through it. "Green"
saved it. She would concentrate on that. ' '

Would it grow in clay? | o

/

3
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"Lady," he rgglied.. "Don't p]aﬁt a ten dollar tree
ip a ten cent Ho]e."\ She was surprised at the wisdom of the kid.
< : ﬁrobab]y heard his father say that a éozen times a day. "My uncle
can tell you where it'11 grow best," he said.
| Phil called the next Monday to.make an'appointment.'
J As the boy warned them, his uncle was booked solid. For weeks.
Sorﬁy, but call again.‘ Maybe someone.will caﬁce] their aRPoint-

¢

ment and they could be fitted in, ' |

e ka At
.

Phil didn't bother. "If he's that much in demand,
he's sprobably charging an arm and a leg," he said.

"

o She knew that the financ‘ial commitment was only half
of it. The other half was time. Once béautified, he'd have to
spend‘hogrs keeping it up. Planting, fertilizing, spraying,

. weeding, trimming -- no, that just.wasn't for Ph{1. He wanted
his Garden of fden to be like God's: finished in six days. "I'll

loosen up the clay with a hoe," he compromised. "Maybe grass

seed will take root in thé Tittle furrows."

N\ o . Some did. But the dandelion seeds took greater

adyantage of the favor. By m{dsummer the war between the grass. / .
qnd the dandelions éndedf//;he spikey greeﬁ shoots haq stolen |
the meagre ratiog§/6?/;utrients frém the blades of grass.
/2WE; is it, the weeds always seem }o win over the * '
grass?",/ﬁhil fﬁmed, hacking a huge clump of dandelion tufts with
his” hoe.
"Because they have energy," she said. "That makes

/ for growth wouldn't you say? And you t&ké away that

: e
energy by going for their roots, nmot their leaves," shg reminded

\

him.. . - A

- , , N
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M 'Phil's love for her

"Hunh," he grunted, -and gave another blow to a stub-
orn clump. She felt hﬁs.eyes on her as she knelt to wrench®
lbose a whité,‘carrot-shdped dandelion root.

. "You remember when Marilyn would bring us bouquets
of dande1ion§, half for yobu and -half fo \@e?“ He\(sgﬁ}1ed.

‘ "She didn't know what a favor ;he was doing for the
grass, did she?"

\ \ "Apd for hg,“ he said. "Less to contend with the-
fo]lowing‘sprinéi“"we had their seeds contained in a flower bow]l
on.the dinette éab]e," he chuckled.

The image of Marilyn with fistfuls of dandelions
persisted. Suddenly it struck her:\ he adoréd Marilyn for her
energy, her root growtti,she adbred}herwfor hér flower, her
wqman]y promise. He wanted to keep her® sp he could draw bn that

energy of hers, like water from a spring. She wanted her to be

so that her seeds could multiply.

plucked while in full Flow
' wrong. Hers was right.
And she had been right to worry about themkind of man she would

eJentua]]y settle down w%th. You hust worry abeut the quality |
of soils and fertilizers. Otherwise there's no growth,
'ise, no hope.

By mid-August their lawn reflected that barrenness.
The hot sun had scorched the few blades of héaithy grass. As the
Jawn became scrubbier, Phil’spent Igss and less time on it. He

would takgdraps in.Marilyn's roqm.

~ The green ash they had brought home from Godbout's:
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4 - remained in the corner where it had been set asi&e until the
) expected coming of the nurseryman.
BN ., 4 o So here he was, still squinting at it, now mocking
her with that "Mother Nature" tag. How utterly typical: Know- 1
ing that he had failed to revive the ya;'d, he must now project .
~ his feelings of impotence onto Eer;
Yes, Phil, it's sure obvious tFmat you-aren't Father
Nature, sﬁe fumed. But don't say it. He's ang]ing‘forya battle. ) //) {
' He wants 1;0 vent his} frustration -- with himself. .
"No," shg s'aid calmly, "it's not the m;rd of Mother
Nature. It's the wbrd‘of someone who is.tiredwof seeing signs
o of death and dying all around.” ‘ o : ,
‘. "It's fall, for Christ‘.s sake," he said. "Thingé t
dje in the fa11 that have néthing to do with me. That 1i£t1e

tree wouldn't grow an inch",fék\ypu if I were to plant it this

N
N

gbddam minute." ' .

"At least it might not die," s;he murmured‘. "That is,
if it's still aH\ve." | .‘ .

"One,;thing that still is alive around here is that .
non-stop pecking habit of yours." He banged his coffee mug down
REEN on the table, rose to h%s feet and wrenched the car keys off‘ - *
| the hook near the side door. He swore when the keys fell from
5 . ‘ his fingers to the floor, and groaned when he bent over to pick

)

& : them up. He slammed the door behind him so hard that it bounced -

open. He left it that way. . !

. She heard something rattle in the garage after he
"




e B MR 3T

entered throudhfthe roll-up door. Probably kicking sOmethtng
he hadn't bothered to put in its‘proper place. Look out, fella;
things you k1ck around have a, way of gettang back:at ‘you.

He pounded the acce]erator to warm up the car. It
whined as he backed it out. .

‘ She wa1ted ‘for the pause when he sh1fted from reverse
to first, It was then that he used to toot the horn, his goodbye
signal to her and Marilyn. He had stopped when Marilyn, left. °*
_In January, he gave her a toot on her birthdéy. It was the best
present of the day. From then on he sounded ‘the horn only when
he fe]t‘puckish. She khew he was anything but that at this
moment, but a toot -- a simple toot -- would banish the storm
cloud hovering over them.

Don't set ypurse]f up for a letdown, she told her-
self. Remember‘what you got the last time’you did. It was at
the Valentine dance forlyacht club members. During a slow waltz

. she whispered in his ear: "I Tove you," and waited for the echo.

"Ditto," he whispered back. -
"Ditto! The word brought'ba;k memories of a thing ‘
_ she had cursed.whenxshe taught at Kent Street Puhlic: the
duplicating machine cé]]ed "the ditto." To use it you had to
fill its drum with gooey ink. It a]wey; blackened your fingers,
and often your clothes if you didn't bother to put on the apron
that hung next to it. {

Instead of 1aunch1ng her into a stratosphere of4

sunset-pink c]ouds, h1s response hurled-her into a huge drum qf

\
black goo. For days she felt 1ike a bird trapped in an 0il 511ck.

.
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© She heard the growl of the car moving forward in
first gear, secand,-then a fading hum.

She was. to be punished once agijjigyth silence --

for not being silent. , -
Is it so wrong to peck if the cause is good? What

about all those television commercials .urging you to "give

generously" to the Canadian Cancer Society, CARE, and Foster

‘Parents Plan? Aren't they pecking at you to do what you know

you should do?

‘ éo what's wrong with pecking to save the life of a
tree? | |
‘ Somgthing fell to the f]oor:‘like an aﬁtumn feaf.

- My Géd, is that lefter to Marilyn still here?- The .
draff from thé door being slammed must have blown it off the
calendar where she had paper-clipped it to the November page
for Phil. He said he would stick it. in the envelope with his
next 1étﬁer to Marilyn, which he hadn't gotten around to writing.

If came from Glamour ‘magazine. She had picked it
ub and opened' it,, only because she ‘thought that if it were a
'bill, she would pay it as yet another mother—daughte; 'forget me
not' gesturé. But it was g'sblicitation letter. How old was

the than anyway? It seemed ages ago when it came. The post- °
N

N

- mark was smuaged. She took the letter out of.the envelope. -

" Sure enough -- September 10 -- six weeks ago. : ' .

It was from the editor, Patricia Patten. What a
name: So phoney, jusf too perfect for someone in a glamour game.:

thf if she'd been baptized Grind]e‘Hump]emeyer? Would she have

L
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. possibly have, to offer g\yoqng wéman who had given up a conven-

4

v
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written Jetters from Glamour under that name? Something begin- °

ning with, say, "Greptings from Grindle" oX®"Hello from the
. ) » - ,
Hump" instead of "From the desk of Patricia Patten.”

What' could Pat, from her desk in glamourous New York,

tional middle-class ﬁifesty]e in unglamourous Ottawa for a hippie“

1ifestyle in.sceniéa11y glamourous Vancouver? « \
"Some women sparkle, and some don't," Pat observed.
“The one§ who do are the ones who said.yes to thémse]ves. There

is no substitute for it. In fact, all the money in the world

' can't get that sparkle for a woman who hasn't said yes to her-

self."

Pat but pertinent, she thougﬁt: Who sparkles when

they're negative? Had she ever consciously, or even unqgéetious- ,

1y, said yes to herself? If shg had, she couldn't ‘pinpoint the
précise time. ' | ' ’

And Phil? we1} that was no mystery. éhe couldn't .
f;call him séying yes to anything in years. Or no. He was an
uncdmmitted, a "'hunh' man, a maybe'er. The dqnde]ion.shoots,
the crabgrass apd that green ash were proof of that.

She looked'out again at the tree. So like Phil, she

_ thought -- uncommitted to change, to growth. But then, how

could it be otherwise when it couldn't put down roots? No wonder

Phil didn't want to plant it. He liked the fact that it.couldn't

grow; after all, growth is change, and change means letting go

. /
of long-held habits, views and yes -- offspring.

There was also’ the outside possibility that the ash

]
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was already dead. How embarrassing to plant something that can't

pgssib1y grow. You d fee] foolish -- or impotent.

o -

Pat didn't want to feel 1mpotent e1ther . But she
was committed to growth --1in circu]ation, Just checking off the
Yes box on the enq]o§Qd reply'fhrm would ensure it.

~"Delayihg i; saying no to now,". she warned. "“Say yes.‘
Now!" ’ -

She s1id the letter back into the envelope.” Now -
now -- now flashed ifto her thoughts like a green trafffc signal.

Now was the time to 60°sométhing with that tree.
-Where wou]d the axe be? Logically in the garage where he dumped
Jmost of h1s things. But of course, 1fIyou expected 1t to be
there, it never was. Phil did have a way of defy1ng your expec-

-

tations. Better check anngy “3 )

- .
She rose from the table, and stepped 1nto the breeze-

\yayalinkingvthe kitchen to the garage. Giving the knob of the
dbor opening into the garage‘a firm twist, ;hé husheé. The ’
do&k didn't budge. Still jammed. " Phil said maybe he'd plane

' That's why he used the roll-up door to get 1nto the garage.

It \131 worked.

: A door doesn't defy me, she muttered to herse]f

' takg no from a person, but not a th1ng

\ She hammered it with her fists. Then she threw her

weight against it. The door flew open with a bang. What was

\ : ) ,
that!? She peered into the dimness and saw the stepladder with
a broken midﬂ]e ruhg lying on the floor. Phil must hayelleaned

it againspthé\door.

[
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She stepped onto the concrete floor, scooped up the

fallen object, and banged it back againsf the wall. She slapped
the dust off her hands. Géd.it was dark, dusty, greasy, and
smelly. . A hermit's heaven.

Now where is it? Tossed on the floor, perhaps. Ah,

there was the thing that Phil tripped over: an almost empty plas-

. tic bbttle of window wipér 1iqu§d. He'1l probably squish it when

he drives the car back in tonight. Then blame it for being in

his way.

Could it be behind those winter tires in the corner?
Please, no. Tires are so.-hard to shift. Phew! -- no sign of it
there. .

Had he hung it up on those two nails in its original
place? That would be a surprise. And a bother. She'd have to

grope for it behihd the pup tent which was hanging on the wall

. 1ike a bulging tapestry. She and Phil had bought the tent for

Marilyn when she was dying to have a little house of her own in

*. the backryard. Phil had planned to build her a little cabin,

but hadn't got around to it. It had been her idea to buy a

tent. If Marilyn iost interest iqﬂ;he novelty of having her

own Tittle refuge, at least someone else could make use‘of it.

Like mummy and daddy. Taking a cue %rom Marilyn and Harold who

often took it upriver on overnight cruises in the Y Flyer, §he

and Eﬁil spent the July 1st weekend huddling in the thing. The
N ( ,

idea seemed great at the time. If Marilyn had used it for a

love nest, wﬁy couldn't she? Phil must have been in league with

the weatherman. The gamble was a washout in every way. When

¢
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they got home, she and Phil hung it up to dry. It had dang]éd
there ever since.  Talk about a reminder of dampened hopes!"

She E?nt over and raised herself under it. It was

,pitch black, and suffocating. She kept hér eyes closed to block

out the dust; and ran.both hands against the wall; groping for ,
either the head or the handle. If she dif]Odged it, it would
fall on top of ‘her foot. Ah ... the handle! It was in its
place after all. Phil could be so unpredictable. ‘

She nudged it loose from the nail guppbrts. 1owefed
herself, and came up gasping asjthe tent fell down. Sprawled
the?e, it Aooked ]jke a chrysalis, the she]1'of 3 spirit tﬁat had
flown, neyer to réturn. She'd Teave it there,.gompany for the
bottle of wiper 1iqﬁid. ) !

\ Grasping the ife by its neck, she .stepped up to the
breezeway and out of thg'reaf door leading onto the patio and
the scorched lawn. She strode to the ash. It looked anything
bﬁt g}een. One tiny brown leaf still clung to. its twig-sized‘
trunk. z 1 ' ' :

"Are you'dead or alive?" She wasn't embarrassed to

ask. Phyllis Linley of the yacht club coterie always claimed

.

to talk with her plants. "They havé spirits, you know," she'd

insist. Maybe she was right. Her plants burst with health,,.

according to all accounts, .

She didn't expect an answer, just a sign -- a tiny
/litt]e bud that had Sprouted during the warm spell, perhaps.
. Perish tﬁe thought, she ordered herself, But she

couldn't. Up close, the tree looked like that thing that Phi1

§ g (o ok

i e o
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" dragged home before Chrisfmas. Marilyn would nevér have given
it the nod. When éhe’ugg with them, they let her choose the
Christmas tree. Before she could toddle, they would pull her on -

- /’N\\\\\i toboggan into the woods of the Gatinegu Hills. The tree she

waved her mitt at was the one that Phil would chop down. She'd
! ] .
- pull Marilyn back to the car while Phil wrestled the tree through : .

' ihe,brush. Later? whén the 'no tfespassing' sﬁgns went up, they %
went to the tree farm beyond Stittsville. There they were met : \ i
at the parking Jot by a horse-drawn sleigh which would take them | ;

- along a trail through woods. When Marilyn hollered "There -- |
that's the one:" they would Teap off the sleigh and wait until a . | o \

- man in a snowmobile came along and toppled it with a buzz saw.

, They rolled the tree onto a sledge attached to the
sleigh which backtracked to carry them and their felled treasure
to the parking lot. Marilyn got a kick out of waiting %or the
horse to "manure" the trail. \ |

| _ But Jast Christmas, before they'd even talked ofya

. tree-hunting outing, Phil thumped on the front door and handed‘ c

. her what appeared to be a broomstick stuck in a heavy circular
base. .

"What's thls7" she asked as she took it, and stepped
back téinmke room for the boxes that he was dump1ng into the
vestibule.

"A Christmas tree," he said. "The old office modé].? |

) "Ph%1," she ﬁgid finn%y. "This s not a tree. 'ﬁt's

a broomstick."

"The branches are inside these boxes.' You stick

R « '
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" them in these," he said, pointing to what looked 1ike bullet
holés. . o !
“It still isn't a tree. It's a thing."
Phil assembled it despite her objections. It looked
like a scarecrow draped with tinsel. How could anyqne call a
thing a tree? Trees have life, or did before they were chopped
down. Manufactured thngs never did.

* Does this tree have life? Or {s it like a broomstick?

She tested her grip on tﬁe axe. Yes, she could wield .
it; she would wield it. She placed her feet wide apart to steady
herself, gripped the handle tightly with both hands, and raised
the axe high in the air. Down you come ... |

?ikes!

The impact of the blade striking the clay in ;he
centre of the yard sent a shockwave up her arms. If the weather-
man thinks the soil will turn to concrete, what does he call this?

The second blow sent a small lump of clay into a
somersault. The next made two lumps scatter. Whump. More
tumps. Whump, whump, whump.. The more she chopped the more she
wanted to chop. More, more, more.

' She tossed the axe, and‘fe11 gasping to her knees.
She %pqgered who wa§ mofe shook up from the blows -- the clay or
her. '

Cupping her hands, she pulled the Tumps  toward her.
Yes, she had struck deeply enbugh. She crawled around to the

,

oppbsite side and scooped up the last of the lumps to form

S e IR AT
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another pile. A pérfect‘1itt1e crater!

Problem: how was she to get the tree from the corner
to the crater? It was too heavy to carry. Phil practically
hemérrhaged bringing it from the car to the corner,

Yes -- Marilyn's toboggan back there in the Qarage.
Perfect! ' f |

She raced to the breezewa}'and into-the garage. .
Thank God it wasn't behind anything. That one plunge into the
dust and grime would do her for the day. ¢ )

.Thank God Phil was too indecisive to throw the warped
thing out or give it away. Imagine it still being useful twenty
years later. And before the first snowfall. i

She set it down next to the ash and rotated the
burlap base onto the end panel of the toboggan. Would it topp]e‘
when she pulled %t'a]ong? She'd go slowly. After all, it's
probably as scared as Mariiyn was when she was lowered onto it
for the first time. She ﬁu]led it éent]y, keeping her eye on
the tree's teetering trunk. |

"At the édge of the crater, she nudged it off with
the same roiating motidn and gu{de& it into thé hole. It fell
like a wounded sentry.

"Forgive me,"” she said. "I often hurt when I mean
to help." ‘

She jostled the base until it stood upright. It was
now at least a foot shorter than it had been in the corner.

How to turn a ten cent hole into a ten dol)ar hole;’

that was the question. Why hadn't they picked up some peat moss

1 BS
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or something ‘when they bought the tree? ' J

It needs something organic; Teaves perhapg. ;es
that's it. She leapt up and grabbed a clump of leaves that had
been piled up by the wind agginst the chicken wire fence their“
next door neighbour had erected to stop the fluffy dandelion
seeds from drifting onto his property. /

She coated the sides of the crater with-the leaves.

’ Tﬁéy'd help, but solider stuff was needed. -

Those threé garbage pails near the garage -- they'd
either be full or empty. Dragging them on'garbage day to the
driveway in front was Phil's job. Often he'd forget,;or wait
until the next pick-up.‘ |

Were they full or emptyé_ She wrenched off the 1id

of the one on the left. [
She didn't have to 1ook”down for her answer. It came
- ~
up -- as a stench. J

Ugh, but eureka: Hold your nose and dig in. Go for
the organic waste. No, not a soggy péper towel. OFganic -
that which oﬁce had life. Those drfed sachets of tea leaves
are perfect. So are the black banana peels, the ribbons of

potato peelings, coffee grounds (from grounds to ground -- how

.apt!), carrot greens that are still green, wilted lettuce leaves,

-

grapefruit rinds&{.. What about ega shells? Why not’ They 're.
calcium aren't they? ’ .

She grabbed the useable matter by fistfuls, and
dumped it into the trouah circling the burlap sack, pattjng the

reeking mixture *to.make it even all 'round.

s
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‘ Tike stunting the feet of

Luck11y Ph11 hadn't h1d the pa11 in the garage. It was still \'

.slusfi. Chilly but invigorating.

. rain. dance dﬁ must appease all.the sp1r1ts "Woo -~ woo --

.p 4 ‘ ‘ . R
. - - . v

‘ {
She undid the knot on the burlap bag apd loosened thé §ﬁathe.
The roots must gﬁretch. Ig;elcrue1'€o keép éhem pound so tightly,
igese’girlsa '
There was fresher organic waste in the second pail.
t?té of potato peelings from her servings of scalloped poﬁetoes

Fl 0

that she heaped on Phil's p]ate

Now water. A1 this must be mo1stened and firmed up

there,,under the tap, half-full of rainwater. She twisted the

top handle. Qut gushed rust-coloured water, Fine‘-- iron.

Surely trees need it too. , B ; ‘ [ "

She knelt and kneaded thejgoused mixture 1ike dough '
The stepch .didn't nauseate her; it reassured her -- the odor of
fert111ty. . ' \ v

What about my feet? Didn't women in Spa1n Qr was

it Mexico, stomp barg?oot on grapes to make & rlcher w1ne7

She kicked off her sqnda]s and stepped into the - .
! \\ ) * '
She stomped around the tree three times. ."WOQ-NOQ‘;gV - Co

woo'" she hooted. Make like an Indian encircling the fire in a

woo." Shreiks of laughter shook her. She teetered and fell ‘ o

to the ground.
Isn't this just a little too primevaI?. Rest a min-
ute, Mother Nature, before going back in to load the dishwasher

and vacuum the rugs.

* J %* : : * . ’.
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\ . .'Sudﬁen“ly the sun seemed Higher'/ It was almost hot. ' : ’
, o e N Surely she hadn't slept. #Stil] it seemed like mid- §
| o day, and the sludge on her feet had dried. - - S
. . - She got“l;p. picked up her sanjda]s, varld went to the Qj“ '
tap to wash the residue off her feet and hands.” - i
. She slid into the sandals and walked hesitantly back .
to the tree. ‘ . e T
) It looked different. It hadn't sprouted a bud; .b,ut - i |
something had changed. | ‘ - : E
‘, . . B \She ran her fingers up and down 1ts slender trunk.‘ . ? \
* , Smooth as a newborn baby's skin. And warm. .
/ - "Hang in there;" §he'whisperedi "We'11 pull through Lo !
® | this winter tggether.‘ Yes ... yes, we will." ) ’
“"‘j‘w She backed slowly to the breezeway door, kéeping her
. d r eyes fixed on the tree. ’ | -~ : N
; . ', ' o Had the wafcer from hgr caressing hand left tiny
«{  droplets on the trunk? The tree sparkled in the brightness.
- ' '~ She “tug‘ned around and went into the house to shed
‘ her soiled shi'ft and t’ake ~a Shower, ‘ .
- —
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, ) Learning to Play Ball
‘ I

a

He rea]iiéd when his father pa}keq the car in front

A} . - .
of the Dominion store, and his mother said, "Chris, why don't

yoﬁ'wander around the mall with daddy," that his father's 'game-
plan' was about to begin. - ) 2

It had to be that, because his %other usually invited

him to join her. She called him "captain“las be pushed the cart: °

up and down ihe aisles for her. And to thank him she always let
him pick a.pack of chiclets off the snack rack at the,fheck-out
counter. But when he went into stores with his father, which

wasn't very often, all he did was wait. And when he would tell

his father he wanted to go, his father would just glower at him,

or say "Hold your horses."
Yes, it had to be ‘the start of the gameplan, but he
couldn't 1et'on that he knew or his father would paddie him for

eavesdropping as soon as they: got home. He always got madder

thgn a grasshopper trapped in an‘empty pickle jar when he caught .

him listening to his parent's whispery conversations. '“ﬁow do .
you like . the sound of this?" he'd say Ss he swung the ping pong
bat against-his backside. )
- But they weren't whigpering that;nighf almost a week
ago when they talked about the gameplan. They were speaking so

Toud that they woke him up. ’ /

s
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' "But every day, he”gets ﬁo‘e 1ike you," his father
roared. ’
“And yhat's wrong with that?" she shouted back.

. o"WHat's wroné is that you're a woman!"

| ‘Then it gdt quiet. That's whenghe got up and crgp%,
to the stair landing in time to catch his father use that‘yord,
gameggian. What did it mean? Not something fun, or his mother
wouldn't have said, “I don’{ Tike¢it, but I'1 go along with it

on one condition: that you don't let it get out of hand." And

she added, "Rome wasn't built in a day, and it is building we're

talking about. Don't fordet that ...."
- He certainly hadn't been able to forget it. How was
he }ofbe bu{lt*into something 1ike Rome? Wasn't that where thex
once threw Christiansto the 1ions?
The next day, Chris-hqd waited for something unﬁsua}
“to haﬁpen, a break from the routine, a suggestion that he do
. something he wasn’t used to doing, 1ike the time his ‘mother
- insisted that he gb for a wé]k with his father. It was the day
before his birthday, and he found out later that she waqted him
out of the wdy while a neighbour, who had stored the bike she had
‘bought for him, brought it around to the house for her to deco-
rate with balloons and coloured streamers before hiding it in the
4

basement until his party the next afternoon....

"Hey, how about we drop in and see Fred Mann," said

his father as he swung the back of his seat ahead so Chris could

get out on the driver's side instead of his mother's.

This had to be the gameplan.' It jugt had to be.

.
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empty carton, you got dirty trying to get past the tires and

- . g . .
Chris followed, stamping on his father's shadow.

It wasn' Mann himself; it was his store, The Sports Mann,

that he didn't 1ike. It wa junky, and if you djdn't acci-

dently knock over a bunch of hockey sticks led i

pedals of bicycles that bdocked your way into the place. But

no.matter what free spot you stood in, you couldn't escape the

angry gaze of that moose.

It glowered down from thé fbp of the partition that

separated the repair shop from the main area where all the new

'bikes, toboggans, paddles, fishing rods, and skiies were piled

Up.
At .first Chris thought the moose was just sticking

“its head out like all those animals in Noah's Ark on the cover

of his "Great Stories from the Bible.” An eiephant Tooked out
of one porthole, and a tiger, the other. Two giraffes poked
their heads through holes in the éabin roof, 1ike periscopes.
But when his father told him the moose was deaa, he wéndered

why it's eyes weren't closed. When qgﬁngs die, don't they close

their eyes 1ike they're asleep forever and evér? $ut his father .

told him the eyes were made of glass. "The real ones would rot,"

he‘had sgid. Still, they 1ookeq awfully rqugw_Maybe the moose -

was only pretending to be dead, and when he couldn't stand bgihg

somebody else's trophy any longer, he'd ﬁakééa break for it.
The.shr111 ring of the doorbell that went off like

a burglar alarm when they stépped into the shob brought Fred‘

Mann out from behind the partitiow’ wiping his dirty hands with




-26-
, v ' v . S
. a dirty rag) Chris wondered how Fred expected to get his hands
T ‘ clean if he rubbed them with a rag with dirt already on it.

- : , "Afterfioon," he said. "Can I help you?"

"Maybe," said Chris' father. "I realize it's

’

Efight1y out of season what with fall coming on, but do you have

e} s

—_— ) - any baseball bats and balls still in étock?" -

'

—— "You taking up baseball?" said Fred Mann genially.

'
A

‘ "Great way to fight the battle of the bulge. Except you look in

pretty good shape.; L

“Not bad for an old man, I guess.”

&
[
i e e e

Chris never knew why his father called himself that.
He didn't have grey hair. Maybe it was because of that book T .
about {he o1d man, ahd the sea thaf he would never stop blabbing
about when Lhris beggéd his mother to tell him about her favorjte
A bookg. ) o
L - "Actually, it's the shape of this young man here
thgt's the concern," said his father, pointing in'Chris' d}rec-
tion with a hitchhiker's thumb. (
V Chris saw the smile {n Mr. Mann's eyes suddenly fade.'
- ) Tﬁe eyes were more truthful than the mouth. The mouth could lie ‘
with a forced smile or with words, but the eyes.nevervcould. |
"So it would be a bantam size you're tooking for. .
Think I.can help you there: Saw oné down herejthe other day, and
meant to put it out on disb]ay, except 1'm short enough on'§pace
as it is and I got a crate of hockey sticks out 1n:the back to |
Cput out.” - : O ‘

: ' From behind a pile of cartons, he pulled out a shiny
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" He didn't want' grease fingerprints on anything of his. That's

-t
7
¥

bat. ‘ : .
It Tooked so smooth. Ehris could see that’a1read§

Mr. Mann's greasy fingers had left their mark on the skinny end.

why he didn't like ényone to touch his things, except his mother.

Her hands were always clean. Always.

“There you go, Casey," said Mr.,Ménn, shoving the bat -

into Chris' hands. That made his father chuckle, and both men
looked af each other and smiled. g

o ’
/ﬂ * Chris handled 'it delicately. He didn't want any of

the grease spots to rub off onto his hands. "My name is Chris;“

he, corrected. The two men iaughed.4 Were they making fun of'hjm?

~ "He's talking about a famous batter," his father %aid.

"A real power hitter." Chris didn't réally care to kfRow. about
Casey if all he had was a bat. Now, Robin Hood ... he Tived in

-the woods, hiding from evil knights. And Tarzan. His jungle

- ) . ~
h{de-out was_ full of animals which were 1ike housepets, and he

swung through the -air on vines. That was more exciting than

trying to hit a ball.

"Don't you want to take a few practice swings with

&

it?" his father asked. . - .

No, he didn't. But he couldn't say, no or his father
would glower at hjm. AN hé wanted to do with the bat was clean ;
it. But not with Mr. Mann'g rag. ' |

"Guess he neegg a little coaching," said his father’

to Mr. Mann. "We'll have a few bractice sessions in the yard

N

so he can get the hang of it." ;

.
' .
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J While the two men poked behind some cartons for a

’

ball, Chris wet his finger with his tongue and rubbed it on a

black fingerprint. Good, it could be cleaned off. It wouldn't

o . .
" be so bad to have a bat after all, but only a shiny one.

The ring of the cash register told Chris the bat was

now his. He would first clean it with one of his mother‘s.rags,

. then find a nice place for it on the shelf in his bedroom. But

only if it would stay shiny. Otherwfse it would go to the back

of .his closet with the fishing rod and that useless set of car-

)eg}gx!s tools made of plastic his father gave him last Christmas.

"Hey Chris, catch!"

A ball struck him on the shou1dqr as he looked up.
That was mean. It could have hit him in the face.

"Foul ball," his father said. "“Sorry. Pick it up
and hold onto it while I root in this bargain barrel for a sec.”
His father bent over a steel barrel pdinted bright red that Chris
had peered into on previous visits. His arms were too short to
reach into it, but some o% the/things down there looked nice to
hold, 1ike that shiny, long flashlight hé once Ssaw. I

"Anything here I can't afford té pass up, Fred?” his
father asked., ‘ u

"There's some tackle still there, I think, but not
for your ki&d of fishing. Hip boofs tqo, at the bottom, size
large. - Yoﬁ'd swim in them." | .

His father's hand stopped/;;irring, and plucked.oﬁt

.a pair of sunglasses. He ran his finger along the upper rim

which had 1ittle porch-like.roofs abovqéghch glass window:

e
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His father put them on, grinned at him, and askéd;
"Well, what do you think? Noiice the visors? Kinda jazzy, eh?"

"They make your eyes look pink," said Chris. He was

about to add, "Like a pig's," but held back. That would make his

father mad.

"That's because the iens are tinted," he said. "What:
are you asking for %hese?* his father asked M}. Mann who had

almost disappegred with his rag into the repair shop.

"Hmmm ... A dollar. Most customers prefer the green

one;, but they're sold out."
‘ "For a buck, you gotta deal," his féther said, and

ns]apped some change on the counter.

"Okay sport, let's try them out in thg sun," he said,
nudging Chris to the door.

It was the first tihe his father had called him sport.
Chris didn'; like it. His mother called him "honey." He liked
that better than 'sport. It meant smooth and sweet. Sport meant
rough: and tough.

His father was holding the door openlfor him to pass

thr&ugh when Chris snapped around. The eyes were still staring.

He had to blink, sometime:

"Mr. Mann," Chris called. Thé retreating figure
turned around, and raised his eyebrows. -

"Did Yyou shoot that moose?" Chris asked.

"Yep, long time %go. Quite a bull, eh?"
)

"K bull? Did you shoot him in the eye?"' 56 that's

5
4

where the expression 'bull's eye'-éqmes from, Chris thought.
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"No. Got him in the shoulder ... near thg heart."

*
.

"You don't shoot moose in the. eye," his father chided.
""But you told me his eyes are made of glass. I
; théﬁghtlhaybe it was because his real eyes were shot out by the
e bullet.” |

"They're glass so that they won't rot. Why do you

- b - b

“: | never be11eve me when I tell you something?" .
The pat his father app]wed to the back of his head

. felt more 1ike a slap.

e T sty bk ot e

' ' ‘ On the way home, his mother kept looking back at him, o

winking and smiling. "What a perfect day to play outdoors," she | ! ‘

must have said about a million times. Did she expect him to

play outdoors with his new bat? Couldn't she see. it was too

shiny and smooth to dent? Not all things have to be used. Tﬁby

can be stroked or Tooked at too. Like the old brass razdr his

father gave him last Christmas when he gbt a new Shick electric.

When he shined it ub with hishmother's Brasso, they didn't expect

him to use it. Just keep it shiny. ‘ / ‘ i\__
When the car came to‘a ha]t in the garage, Chris

4 tried to head for his room w1th the bat, but his mother got to ;

the back door and blocked him from going in.

S AN

~

. "No, Chris," she said. "It's Just too nice a day to

“spend indoors. Why don't you give your bat and ball a try-out?"
"Hey Ch;isl You left your ball on the back seat."”

said his father. "Here you go, sport." He saw the ba]l thisw C
timé, and dodged it. It bogﬁcea'oh the side of the porchland

landed on the grass. {
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His mother was the first to speak. "What you need

is a catcher," she said. "Would you.like me to'be your catcher . '

while you bat and daddy pitches?™®

H

"I don't want to play," he said. : ) -
. .
"That's because you don't know how much fun it is,"

she said. "Daddy wants to show you, so that you can learn to

SRRSOV SN SIS ST S
- 7
v

enjoy p1ayingl... Aw, honey, it's fun, you know. A1l the other

boys your age seem to enjoy it. You will too if you give it a »

chance." ‘ . - -

+

e ——————— i bk .

Alright, if.that was what she wanted he would mess' up

his nice bat for her. He didn't care about wiping off the finger-
‘ prints on it anymore. It would get dirtier.anyway. But if it got
dented, he wouldn't want it for his shelf. '
"It's not going to be }ea1 ba§eba11,“ his father
assured him. "We're just going to toss a few balls to you. So
you can practice hitting. Real baseball is a team game. But .
that'11 come 1ate;,'sport.” |
"How many do I have to hit?" asked Ch;is

"As many as you want. The more tﬁ?/'batter' " he

chuckled standing in the middle of the back yard, ‘and looking
/

/

around. ‘ /

"With my new glasses, I can face into the sun. You

two shouldn't cause you gotta see the ball. So I'11 pitch from
ahere,.and‘you two stand there on the driveway." |
Chris looked to see where his mother was standing.
She looked at him. Were they in the right place? |

"Gimme this for a sec, his father said, grabbing ~ ~ . © Pro
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the bat from Chris' hands. Holding the fat end in his fist, his
father scratched two lines on the grage1 with the handle end of ‘ b
the bat. "This is home'plate," he said. "Chris, stand on this
side of it." It didn't look like a plate. It looked 1ike the ' .
outline of a fish. "Now Mrs. Catcher, this is where you stand,"
he said to Chris' mother and drew an X. "Got it?"

? He gave the bat back)to Chris. Sure enough; fae

handle was scraped and dirty. Why did he have to ruin it?

He heard his fathér whisper to his mqther: Don't
worry. I'1l toss the ball lightly. You won't get hurt.” iChris
saw her force a smile, and when his father .turned back to him, he . (
saw her glance at her fingernails. She hated breaking one.

"You don't just stand here,” his father barked. "You
cock yourself so that when’you swing the bat, you do it not just
with your hands, but with your body. Like this." His father ' *
put his arms around Chris, and .held the bat. ““Now we tilt back i \
this way, so that when we see the ball coming, we go this way." :

H%s fagher rbcked him from one unsteady position to angther. |
Chris felt as if h;s'own body was aoing to fé]] over, like a "
baby tree in a strong wind.

e :

"You got it? Chris -- Hold the bat with me!. Okay, i

N__.JL__——///HOW lean back, then when the ball comes, swing‘forwaréﬂ" He . .
: was rocked in the bear hug again. "Hey, how about your mum
tossing the ball to us.. I'11 give you a demonstration: Get the ll/&,m
ball, aear; and give us a little toss." ~ ‘ : ' 4

‘His mother picked up the ball where his father had

. dropped it, and wandered to the middle of the yard. "Here? 'Is

) X -
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this where I'm to be?" Chris could see she was a 1ittle scared.
"You won't hit me, will'you?"

"No, Qe']] swing downwards so the ball runs‘ﬁaqng
the grass. Don't worry. Just give us an under-arm toss."

His mother forced another half-smile. "Alright.-

' Here goes.J She tossed the ball in their direction. It was

ro]lin§ on the ground by the time it approacﬁed them. Chris could.
feel his father's body tighten. He 1éhned over and scooped the .
ball with his Jeft hand, still holding onto the bat with his

right. He tossed it back to her. "Ooops," she said when she
ran to it yith cupped hands, and missed.it. . s
~ She picked -it up, moved Eloser to the ﬁ;fr;‘and gave
another 1ittle toss. - ‘ ' - .
"Swing," shéuted his fatﬁer, bringing the bat down,

against the ball which rolled Tike 'a croquet ball across ‘the

i Tawn. "A Kit! That was a hit. 'Now we should be runninglto

first base. But we'll do that abother time. Got the feel of it?

| You swing with your whole body, not Just your arms. You go for-

»

ward so that by the timg you whack the ball into the field,

1 s n - . ) - .
you're ongyour way to first base. ' | L

"That was quite @ hit, honey," his hother said. mlf

- -

went right by me. You would have made it to the base ifﬁyou'd’

tried, I'11 bet."™ / ‘.
Y“Daddy was holding ‘mes" said Chris. "I couldn't getc

-

4

out."

His father opened his afﬁ;,.éﬁd;Chris-gpruné forward.
"Do you think you can do thgi on your‘oﬁh?" he askedx .

1

o
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'., done pitching warm-ups.

-

Chris nodded.
"Alright then, catcher, take your place, apd I'Nn

take over the mound." His father ambled to the other side of

~

the yard to pick Jp the ball. It had rolled into the damp earth

of a bed of dried-up petunias. Chris pictured the ball splat-

tering mud on his bat. Why must c]eép things become dirty? Why

not the other way around?

"Okay, dear. Just relax. It's only a géﬁe,“ whis-

pered his mother to him as she took.her place on the scrawled X.

“*I've never played it before either. Fun isn't it?" He didn't
answer. He didn't 1ike being humoured. It made him feel like a
baby.

"Re;dy?" asked his father.

Chris shrugged. He watched his father making over-

~

"Chris. ‘You're not standing like I showed you.

Cock yourself. So you ean swing forward.". -

There was that word again. Did“his father want him

to bend Hownwards Tike his little pee-wge?

"You know when you pull the hammer back on your cap
gun 1o‘make it bang the cap, well that is called cock%ng your
9un."‘eXp1ainéd Qis father. "The hammer. comes forward to gtrjke
the cap, and you‘gotﬁg_comg forward fo<§trike the hall ... 1 =
pean hit it ... you don't want to strike out ...."

So that's what he meant by cock. Tt wasn't a dirty

’ “
.2

word after all.

"Okay. Take the bat off your shoulder and hold it

~

°

\
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- out the way I showed you. And lean back to get ready to come

>

forward cause here comes the first*ball."

2 ) ' " Chris cou]d see it coming. He was surpr1sed when he ‘ {'
%} . | . ) ) .)SWuhg the bat, and didn't hit it. The.ball seemed to shoot "past. E
? z " Could it be that the ball didn't Tike being hit too? . i

% o - o " His mother was on the other side of the qriveway,,‘ T

;‘ { oa IV {n their neighbour's Bagkyyard, picking up the b&]].] Shg'quicﬁly

sneaked back and rolled it to his father like a bowling ball.

' : : o ~ "Chris, .when :you swing.ihe bat, swing it upwards. .
' 2 . | You aren't dr{ving a stake into the grquﬁd Make the ba]] f]y‘“ o . f
F é | First he asks me to hit the ball. " Now he wants me«

{‘ to make it fly. Why doesﬁ't he‘méke.it fly by pitching it in

; . - the opposite direction!. o o ‘ _

. . The next ball a]sonshot by ”Ig\was def1n1te]y tny1ng’
to avoid be1ng h1t . .
. ‘A"There! You did;%t again. The bat is not.a sledge

hammer," his father shouted. "Y;h swing with it. ' You want to .' : S
send the fall f1y1ng away from you." | '_ - . A
e ba when his mother scampered Dback with the/ball she
o .whisﬁered to Chr1s, "Try. Try and do what daddy says." }
He was trying. Couldn't tﬁey sé@'that? It wag\the ',‘ ‘

*  ball. It was teasing him.

. . - "Here,‘li; me show you again," said'his father
' . v i . * s R ' . . : [ o'
: coming up to him and grabbing the bat.'* "First of all, just to. . :

. make'sure the bat Hoesn't 'stick to your hands, you do th{s.ﬂ

Chris watched him hold the bat bethieen his tegs as he crouched’
. ¢ ' - &

to rub his hands on the gravel of the driveway.
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C : He remembered see{ng the big guys doing the very\

.same thing in‘the- schooi playground. They would p]ace:the bat
between.their legs, and after rubbiné their hqnns in the dust,
would run/ them up and down the hand1e of the bat sticking ub
betweerl their 1egs It always made the other guys 1augh What
'd1d it mean when they did that? Were they pretend1ng to play

-

with the1r pee—wees? Surely not! Pee-wees weren't that big, and

A they d1dn t stick up ]1ke that

"It prevents the bat from sticking to your sweaty
hands v h1s father exp]a1ned Okay now, stand back and watch.
Here's the kind of swing that will send the ball from here to
k1ngdom cnme "o ‘

His father swung so hard Chr1s could hear the -

“-‘whoosh1ng sound of the bat s]1c1ng the air. It _Jooked more'fun

when you d1dn t have to worry about hitting the ball. Just

sw1ng and pretend you h1t it. That was the k1nd of game he ]iked.

. He brushed his_hands in the gravel. - It félt cold.
He picked up the bat ;hich-was still warm-from his father's" [
hands and got ready for ‘the next pitch. It d1dn t matter if he
hit the'ball or not. He was going to sw1ng the way his ?ather

did, and pretend, Tike hlm,rthat he hit it. -

"Bet you do it this time," his mother said ;-

_"Alright Gimme a klngdom—comer,“ h1s father said,

¢

k1cking up his ]eg and 1ett1ng go of the bal] o

<

wanted to master.

H w
[
M L]

He swung -- in anger at belng coaxed- by his- mother

v

Chr1s didn't try to hlt the ba]] It was the bat he _
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2

into his fathe}'s game; at being humiliated by a bat he ﬁidn't
want anymore; at being egged on by those piggy eyes. ‘

Thé bat must have been angry too. It swung‘him
around and‘onto the gravel before flying from his hands ... to
his father's face. |
| There were shrieks. His father's first, his mother's,

’ ‘

theb his.

Mummy, mummy. Look at my elbow and my knee! I've

skinned them.

. . ¢
But she wouldn't look. She was patting her hands on

top of his father's which were tovering his eyes where the
glasses had sp1iﬁt§red. q?
He had to get away from the shrieks, far away, where

they couldn't be heard. "
Yes, the little Loods at the end of Sherwood Road.

-

There it was quiet. There you gou]d play your own games, games

that ‘didn't hurt any part’ of your body -- or your feetings.

~

~—
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The impulse to ‘turn around, claim her coat ahd

- bo&Ws from the checkroom in the lobby, and g0 back“home got

stronger as.she approached the -double doors at the end of !
the hotel cofridor, and confi;med by the name in brass reljef "
letters abave the frame :- Salon Verchéres -- that it.was the [:,
room in which the pérty was to be he A

She could heaf familiar voifces .inside, loud but:not'
raucous. The raucousness XPU1d come later, after a.few more
drinks, ghen the layers o; cu]t{vatéd bonhommie, ‘1Tike clown
masks, would s1ip to reveal bruised egos. | |

Standing there reminded her of how she had felt ten

 years before when she stood before another set of doors. GYM,

was stencilled on each door, in large black letters. Above the
marking on the left door were co]éurgd socks, tacked up to form ' '
the letters, S 0 C K. On’the right door, the socks formed an

H O P and an exclamation point. None of the words encouraged her

to step through to the testing ground beyond, where she would

‘either retain what 1ittle sense of worth she had left, or lose

it completely.
\ At that.time she had just been dropped by her. Grade
Eleven steady of eight months, and wanted to\gﬂ to the hop -just.

to show Jim Olynek that she wasn't pining. She was also hoping
B

) . " ’ -38-
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§he‘might be able to rekindle an old f]ame under his very ﬁose.
Jim was going date]ess'too, and it was qnly a matter p} when,
not if, he wou]d bTuck another."dish" off the shelf. She wanted
to beat him at his own game. -

Before leaving for the hop that evening, her father
patted her arm And said: "Before you enter, take a deep breath,
throw ypdr shoulders back, and sail in with a smile on your face.

You'1l have the fellows in the palm oF your hand." He made it

seem foo]proof.‘ .

. :..%‘ .
Rather than spin around and flee in that moment of &
panic in front of those doors,‘she took his advice and strode in,

It worked. The stares that would nérmé]ly have unnerved her,

. flattered her. They were looking-to see how she was taking the

tumble. And when she looked totally intact, like a Humpty Dump-

ty that hadn’t broken, they continued tb stare -- in amazement,

not.pity. -

Not ‘only did she retafn her sense of worth, she;

'doub%eq itﬂ Jim's arch rival, Terr} Harnley swept her onﬁp the

dancé floor and into his muscular embface. At midnight, he took
her home via the Swan PonA in his modified Love Bug.

 There wouldn't be that kind of triumph in store for
her this evening, even though a similar test awaited her bg&ond
'these panelled doors. Press on, oh ye'qirjittle se1f-faitﬁ, she
ordered herself. , . ) ) h

' She took a deep Breath}\threw her shoulders back,

'set.a smile, and pulled opéﬁ the riéht hand door. Cigarette

smoke and darkness enve]oped her as she stepped in. She stood .

LN
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there with the smile $til intact, waiting until her eyes bggén

to see 1ight.

4 - i

"Ah, mademoiselle Kelly, welcome ... If you wish to
»

- leave your gift with me, I éhall be glad to put it under the tree

s

\
n

for you," came-a familiar voice.

She turned to see the delicately-featured face of
An//g Bernard. He was the prettiest of th; bevy of pretty men
in Merchand1se D1sp]ay Unfortunately, he was gay, or so every-
one claimed. So were most of thg others. But they were a]l
rather flirtatiou§ with the gir]g which made her‘wonder hq “true
the claifis were. : : !

"Thangs, André. 1 was embarrassed to be seencar-
rying i®. As you can see, it's thg 0ld Laura Secord stan?by.
I didn't have the chance-td cover fhe store wrapping with ény-
thing jaz;ier.\ Hide it if you can," she said slipping t%e pack-

; .

age to him. { # ]

9

"I'd Tike to keep it. Who cares about the;@rapping

when you know what's inside? 1 havé a. terrible weakness for

choco]ate." He held the: package at q{y's length dnd covered his

eyes with his other arm in a mock "If I. 1ook at it any longer,

-

I succumb" pose.

"Carol!... Carol!,.. Over heqp!"
. "J
She winked at André and headed in the direction of

_the voices. Adjusting now to the dimneSs, she could actually

d1st1nguwsh the males and females in the room. That was a

_relief. It would be embarra551ng to say "H1 Neil" to the back

of Sqnqra. °'_’ -~
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T "Here'... here," a voice echoed as she found herself____~

in a clearing and was able to get a sense of the room's size.

Sure enough there they were: Yvonne, Jennifer, and Mado sitting
against the wall, awaiting additional reinforcements. Why didn't i
they stand? When you advertise yourself as remaindered stock,

you remain that way -- on the shelf. First impressions last.

"Green:!" exclaimed Jennifer;-noting her dress. "How
Christmassy!." .
' : "Beautiful,"” purred Yvonne. "So many people wear i
; black in the evening at Christmas. Yes, it can be very beautiful. ]
qugwhy not be a little ... how sha]l I say it ... more like the ok i l
' season?" . ’ ‘ 1

‘Yvonne’was the head transiator in the ad&ertising
departﬁent. But he? "métier", as she always reminded everyone;
wéé from English to French. She always found herself fuhb]ing' ) %
for the "mot juste" when speaking English. But that gave~her,a | y
certain charm, Carol thought. Egpeciai]y the way sh; purred.

If only she were abbut twenty yeérs younger, and not quite so
gumpy, she wod]d be sensational with that purr§\voice and French’v
accent. As it was, she was a divorc&e whose husband hid traded

-~in for a younger model, 3nd she geemed to relish licking her
Qounds. Carol knew that by her third drink, she would be weep-

- - ing quietly about how lonely she feels at Christmas/ without her

husband. For eighteen years, she said, they-had spent heart-

I i L St
~

.wafming'reQei1lons with relatives on both sides. L§§§ year,
L] o

when .she wen& to the reveillons of her tw& sisters, she was

treated 1ike damaged goods. . ‘
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. ‘ . "Well, if you can afford 'it, why not? Except I can't

afford to buy a green dress just for Christmas," said Jennifer
s :

. glancing quickly down at her brown and beige ensemble that she
wore regularly to the office. Obviously she hadn't broudht_an
xe¢ening dress to step into before coming to the party, as others
had done. _ ‘
S "Carol can get double mileage out of her dress. She

can wear it on St. Patrick's Day. I can't.” |
"Why not, for heaven's sake?" asked Carol. A”A\B

) v

"Cause I'm not about to betray my British ancestry..
| My God, every St. Patrick's Day I make a point of not wearing
apyfhing green, even eye make-up, just so that no one will think
I'm Irish.". "
. XA
' . "Is that such a no-no?" asked Carol. ¢
"Not if you are Irish," she said. "But I'm not.
Haven't‘a trace of Irish blood in my veins. I've mainly Scot-l
tish.® . -

. " Scottish thistle, thought Carol. She didn't rea]]y
like Jenn1f?r But since she did most of the, fashion illustrat-
ing for the copy that Carol wrote, they often had to work togeth-

eras a team, and it was better to keep things on an eQ;n keel
than.allow her occasional bitchy remarks to tip the boat.

:£YA7‘ "1 wear green on St. Patrick's Day, and I'm not

Irish," said Yvonne. "I JUSt like being part of the fun of the

L 2
occasion ... you know ... just for the fun," she said sadly.

Whay

Poor Yvonne, she had the will but not the way to become a party

' A girl..




- ‘ “where:s Hans?" askéd the baby-faced Mado, peefing : o %
over Carol's shoulder. ° R
Carol froze. She had expected to be hounded, but
she figured that Jennifer rather than Mado would lead the pack.
No matter; the test had begun. Tt was time to toss the first ’
r red-herring.

"A last minute hitch ... he won't be able to make

it," she said casually.
It was as_if a shadow had passed over Mado's face.

i - She!went from bright to gloomy in a flash. Yvonne sighed and .

4 slumped back in her chair. ) ‘ f \
“Not a lover's quarrel, I hope,” piped Jennifer.
. Liar, thought Carol. You know you hope that we have a
e

]oJ‘r's quarrei every instant we're together,

; . “"No, he had sométhigg else to do this evening,"”

Carol said. She wondered if that lie was more detectable than

Jennifer's. But she couldn't think of anything more original to

get the sniffing bitches off the scent. '
"I.was really hoping to see him again,' said Mado

sadly.

' Carq] believed her. When she brought Hans to last

;
|
;
i
1
z
{
i
|
!
!
!
i

¥ 4 year's Christmas party, he really jollied her up. He said Tater
, | that he had only done so because he got a kick seeing her gurgle
. and jiggle Tike a chubby baby.
"I really didn'f know if I was -going to come myself,"
said Carol. "He was pretty insistent that I jofn him." There,
tha£ should §top them in their tracks. They'll realize what a

)
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sacrifice I made in comfné to socialize with them ratheriihén Be
with him. Madovwi11 probably die of envy, poor thing.

But damn Jennifer for being dead on. Yes, %hey had
had a lover's quarrel. Hans had begged her to bring him, and
she had said no, at least a dozen times.

"Give me one good reason," he had insisted. Buf she
couldn't. He'd never understand that she had to Qo alone in
order to be able to put the previous year's-experience with him
in perspective.

How well she remembered the beating her pride took.

He was to have been her trophy fo;athe evening. She
had always assumed that the person with the trophy Qot the com-
pliments.

.;L "But on that occasion the trophy got them! All she /
got wefe questions, like "Where did you f{nd him7“ and "How did
you land him?" Did they really think she had safar1ed 1nto a
jungle with a net7

He'd made the first move. How could she ever forget
it? She was s1tt1ng at the bar in the aprés-ski. 1ounge at Mont-
Gabr1e1 watch1ng the sk1ers criss-cross the s]opes She felt
snug sitting less than ten feet from the crackling f1re on her
left, knowing that ten feet ahead of- her, on the other s1de of
the windowpane, it was bone-chilling.

"Are you én indoor skier?" asked a voice from behind.

She spun around to stare speechiess]y into a pair of

animated sapphires. "Uhhh. ... no. Frostbite ... Terrible for

my schoolgirl complexion. What's your excuse?"

&,
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A twist ankle," he said, raising his ieg to show
her'the bulge of swdddling band. V
"Is that your achilles' heel?" she asked.

"No. It's a woman who's strong -- inside and out.

What's yours?" - : .f

"A boy with Paul Newmah eyes," .she confessed.
A few drinks and many giggles later, she let him use

her shoulder as a crutch as they lurched to his room and tumb]ed

onto his bed. She was thrilled to d]SCOVEP that with the excep-

tton of his bound ankle,.all his other moving parts worked. The
sapphires sparkled even brighter in the morning Tight.

Back in Montreal he hopped through her thoughts all
ueek long. Should she call him to ask about his ankle? Then -
when she learned that department employees could bring guests to
tha Christmas party, she had her reason to call. She couldn't
get over his response. It wasn't simply gracious; it was‘posi-

tively enthusiastic! Days later, over dr1nks ~at the Churchin

"Pub, she found out why he had 1eapt at the 1nv1tat1on Back in

Austria, he disclosed, hé had done some mode111ng, mainly of ski
wear. Lately he had been loeking for the chance toé meet some
"biggies™  in adverttsing in Montreal who might toss a few assign-
me:ts his way. 'He had Been'to a few agencies to inquire .about
work, but he felt that they were "playing” with him. They/had.
their favorites that they pushed, and didn't seem too intapested

in add1ng to the1r stable, unless he would be willing to take

, the1r in- house mode11ing course. They said he had to learn to-

“create“ a var1ety of Jooks rather than rely on the one obviousﬂi
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So that was why, instead of clinging to her all

. . Nordic image he projected so naturally.

v
*

evening, heuhad'orbitted around the managers of the department.
He was ;ourting them for favours! For the underlings, Be struck
i a variety of pqses:.the a]pine”ath1ete, the Strauss waltz wunder-
kind, the laid back boulevardier, the beerhaus bon vivant, the 1
Student Pr{ncg .;.. where the pose lacked a detail, they filled
" it in with their imaginations.
Carol felt like a jewel thief when she took him away

from the party. Outside, the fresh air seem to cool her indig-

nation. So did his gratitude. "The best Christmas party I've

been to in Canada," he gushed.

Iy
t

. She offered him her hand at the entrance to her ,

apértment bui]ping. When his eyes turned as murky as the Blue

Danube she recalled staring into, she softened. ‘"How about a

nightcap?" she asked. And the eyes sﬁdden]y sparkled.
It was the first of the manynnidhts that not only
i | hé stayed over, so did p%eces of hi; wardrobe. %hrée stayovers
later, a pair of corduroy trousers,‘two casua]lshirts, one.pale
blue cardigan; and a striped dreséing gown occupied her bedrbom

- \
‘closet. Five weeks later, he brought the last of his belongings . .

—rtaiasy

from his room in the apartment he shared with“two McGill engi-
neering‘students, and stayed -- put. : . o |}

Carol figured that he had claimed squatter's righ{s. ‘
£ : . She couldn't recall having asked him to move in. Nor could she

recall him having asked her. But there he was, right "at home." P

It was a$ if she had acquired a Kennel' Ctubnstray
Lo s . S

- a - X . . -
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who, having sniffed comfort and security ta-hdr presence, chose .

to stay. She had mixed feelings about"his take-over. Onthe

" one hand sh; revelled in his pearfect beauty and his bursts of

lunging.playfulness. But like huge petsiin small cdﬁfines, he

. often got under foot. She soon ordered him out of ;pe kitchen.

There would be more water on the floor than in the sink whénever

he did the dishes. And.as forhhis attempts at cooking, she

" _wondered how blobs of grease from the stove ended up inside the

fridée.
But when he wanted to giyé affection and recgive it;
she forgot what a nuisance he could be.
‘ He never- forgot what a convenience sbe could be. He
nagged her to be]p“him get modelling jobs in the advertising

department. "You must use your influence," he'w?uld remind her,

‘She mentioned his availability to Neil Parker, the art director,

only once. "I'11 keep him in mind," Neil said. "But you real-
ize we ge% our models through.Constance Brown ... Still, if she
can't provide us with his kind of type, I'11 let you knéw."

Hans kept nipping at her heels, especially as he moved from one

unchallenging job to another: telephone solicitation for home

“delivery bf The Montreal Star; a server behind the counter of an

Austrian take-out deli on Bleu}y Street; a ski.-instructor with

elementary school children on the languid incline of Fletcher's -

Field. | SR

t
-

"Well hello Colleen, and a top of the evedipg to you."

She didn't have to turn -around,to know who the wit‘Was. Uerry;:

’ .

L T w
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Bates had called her "Colleen” from the very first day she began

o

her copywriting job with Eaton's. She‘had‘worh a green summer

- dress that was closer to mist green than emerald, but he in-

stantly dubbed her-Colleen after she said she was Carol Kelly.

That was to be his pet name for her-whether she liked it or not. /

r‘)\
He always made a point of calling people in the department by a
name approximating ‘their given name. Thus Fred was Ferdy, and
_
Marlene was ‘Merlin. Those with French.names got off lightly;

he would simply, anglicize their name. Pierre Giroux was always

Peter. Jeanne was pronounced Jean.  He was known as Wnna, be-

cause his attempt at humour qevef abated.

“"So where's Heinz and his 57 varieties of seduction?"

[

he asked, coiling his arm around her waist. Ah ... even Unna

was seénsitive to Hans' presence, or rather absence.

-

"Couldn't make it ....“SOrny?" she asked coyly.

"Heartbroken. Now I'11 have to carry, the ball in

" keeping the ladfes titillated for the night. Was hoping for

some baok;up." ’ .
Thank God he's Jok1ng, thought Caro] She knew
that he thought he was the 'life of the party’, but she also-

e
knew that he knew when he was beat. And she knew he had felt-

beat at last year's party. In fact he had made an‘ass of him-
self trying'to'outéhine Hans with his wit, which became,more and

more strained as the evening had wore on. «

"Mis name is Hans. Not Heinz," Mado po1nted out

v

in annayance. "Nhy do you always get peop]e S names m1xed up?”’

It was\plain that Mado was_in the dumps

B
f .o
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¢ Ot ' : . * . "Ahh ..." murmured Je}ry, faking a 160k of sheepish-
f%é; ' ' lness %or Ma%ou .“As"in 'Keep your Hans'off' my gorgeous body?" ’
| %: K R ' . : , "No!" she shouted.. . .
“ L ’ ) "é{\ough. 'chi]dren.' 'Tis the season to be jd]]y: . ) - ‘
;{ - R " Let's fake 1t even if we don t fee] it, " said Carol. ‘ B
. S ' ) \§¢~E;;- "Hey, hey, hey ... R]ght on. Say, it must be a _ ';_ .
, . miracle of sorts when a co]]eenAbusts up a good fight instead of %y‘
. starting dbge. You pan't‘be aT1'th$t Irish even if you do wear b E
3 .green most thg‘tihe," he,said.( -
! é‘ ) 5 Lo "I'd Tike a drink " she said squinting-tp locate thg i
; bar in the overs1zed dark room. It had to be where the bodies ’ 7
% " wdre huddled. "See you later a111gators," she trilled. L l
| g , ' "Let's belly up to the bar,"‘éaid_derry’as he re- , Q
gf, . C / stored his arm to her waisf and ed‘hérﬁaWay. "And maybe'?atgr,' . | ._‘
§ ' ‘ " a my bar and your belly can p]ay r}£§y-0ﬂkthe dance f]bor." - o
éé ) ) No way, you crude bastard thought Carg& As soon 3\“ '
-%& g * as the dancing starts, I'm off v
g, ‘ "You' have such a way with words," she sa1d ' X
é% - "Yeah. And you shou]d see the other things my tongue
%5 g "is capable of," he leered. ° s, ]
& _ | | I'11 bet, thought Carol. Why is it that the gbvi- ,
R ’ . oyslj-impotgnt jocks insist on boasting about their sexual | 'f

> prowess?’ Don't they see that no one is fooied by false adver-

™~

g tising?- . . . ‘ ‘
' As they reached the cluster of people clamoring for\\\\ :_hf*

the attention of the grim-faced attendant bobbing beﬁind ;he

bar, Jerry insisted she stand in front of him. He put his hands

¢
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on Her waist, and then\pushed Hér forward. So that waé his

»
[

gam T/Fo use her as hi;fown private battering‘ram. Unna tﬁat“s;:
unacceptable! | , ' |
- :<‘: . She was‘balancing‘on her left foot while trying to
| aim her other heel for a jab to his right shoe when, damn him, -
hé gave her another push. She fell against the back of Yves
Lafontaine, the head of Fr;nch-]aﬁguage advertising. It would
have to be him. Of all the people she didn't like to look Tike
a klutz in front-of, it was Yves. He was réputed_to.be a French-

H

" Canadian blueS]ood. She noticed he had thét special predisposi-
tion of the artistocrat: to show courtly deference to those )
worthy of his resbect, and barely-concealed imgat%ence with those
he thought weré fools. Bumpiné him 1ike that made her feé] like
a fool, and she wasn't surprised when he spun arou?d with the
withering glance that was’his trademark. . .

' X

“Sorry, Yves. I was pushed off balance," she smiled

embarrassedly.

She saw him give Jerry. the arched eyeb?ow treapment. i

"Jump in," he said, putting his hand on her shoulder and guiding”

‘f “her in front of him.

"Fountain. Your back won't ever make a great -window,
but t's sure a real pane," she heard Jerry protest.i
;I'm getting a pain from you a 1itt1e lowef.down,“‘
'-Y;es retorted. ' “ '
' ' Carol giégied.‘ Trust Yves to réscue her. He was
always so éa]lant. She bfteq wondered if he-acted that way

towards his wife who was also reputed to. be a b'lueblood.Lh She

-




imagined them bowing and curtseying to one another in'the ele- "

gant manner of those porcelain courtiers po1sed on th&pbase of

) - *

r *o. her mother S n1ghttab1e Tamp. ‘ ~
"Are you alone tonight?"ﬂhe asked.

SR : Oh no; not Yves: too! - Did everyone measure hqr worth

relative to that of the other person she was attached to? Wis

'shé nothing more than an adjunct, a pedestal for 2 work of art? . .

.: . ) o She shook IEILEEE?'

"You've caught the eye of Mr. Kornbluth, May I

introduce you to him?" Yves asked politely.

That's better. Ever gallant Yves was just trying

a—

to substitute Jerry with more distinguished company. That she
_ ' . could Yaké: She had been wanting to meet the famous Mr. Korn- ) r

. bluth, but had only glimpsed his back as he darted down the ' ;

. . éorridor to the conference room at the far end of the department.
He had been brought up from New York to counsel the division
o heads on the Tatest in p01nt ~-of- purchase advert151ng techanues,
. ) and- from all reports, seemed to_have made qu1te a stir. '
The man on Yves' left squeezed Carol's hand. p
“Let's not stand on forma1jty,“ he said. "Call me :
- Howie." (
"Don't be decewved by the color of her dress," sa1d

, Qves. "She's not green in our business. She's the best. Engl1sh— . |
1angua§e coﬁywriter in the débartmént." '
_f “Shhhhh ..." said Carol in embarrgssment. "I &on't '

‘ want,id havela fight on ﬁy haﬁds with all the qthers. But. K

thanks for the comp]ineﬁt.“

- fat
B
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Ty - Y R N ST I
oo AN 22 4 A 27 sy — Pt AR S g sttt s 1",/ Yesnen




“restricted only to the advertising cgﬁy 1 write.

T52-

-

. \ * -
"Well, it's the truth. You're bright as well as
attractive. A rare combination in the department," said Yves.

¢ .
-Separate the truth from the gallantry, Carol ordered

_ herself. In Yves' company it was easy to lose your objectivity

. Y
about yourself. -

"Thanks 'for the pointer about the Brains," said Howie.

"T'd already perceived the ex%?rna] attributes.”
Howie looked up at her with a cheshire cat_grin on
his round, flushed face. Don't expect a return compliment about
N

youn\exterﬁal attributes, she thought. The whitef1yin§ I do is
4

"T hear that'yoﬁ've'been impressing?the store VP's

with some revolutionary thebries of P-0-P advertising,: said

Carol, hoping'to wjpé the grin off his face with an appeal to
the "highly-touted vigour of his intellect.
"Really?" The grin vanished. Now the eyes bulged.

\

- "According tp my unimpeachable sources," she rep]igd.
"Well, I hope that it's true. I didn't think Eaton's
was‘ready for us. And by the non-committal receptidn 5% the
peopJe‘we've been ta1king to, I thought we'd struck out. The
New York retail scene is not .exactly the same as the Montreal
seene.“ And‘Eatoﬁ's prides itself on being a store of tradition
rather than trend j..DBut maybe we have struck a responsive
chord aftg; all ...." ‘ ' R
"I think so," added Yves. "I know youfve given me
someih}ng to thinkvabout; We go day to'day here, aﬁd never ask

if we're going.ahead or standing still. For all I know, maybe.

N
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we are going backwards."

"Now I'm rea{]y intrigued,” said Carol. "What are

v ]

your theories? In a nutshell, of course. 1 don't want you to ...
I mean, the gist of them. "
"Well, how about Tetting me buy yqu a drink, and then

W

find a' cosy place where we can talk about them. What'11 you

mn
have? . i

" They were sudéen]y-pressed.ag?inst the bar. She
hurriedly éave her oFder, watching the harried barman pour with
one hand while 1ining up glasses with the other.

When Howie héd grabbed hi; drink, he winked at Yves,
then invited Carol to follow him as he wedged a path for her
through the pressing bodies. ,

. The only tyo eﬁpty seats He could find were near the
entréhce. Fine, thought Carol. If he bec&mes a bore, I've got

an escape hatch.

"Harmonic --'that's the name we've given our theony“

of adver?ising that we'!E been talking about all week'up here,"
he began. "Heard about it?" | ' ‘
1 She todk a sip of her gin C811ins and shook hgr head.
"Well, essentially, harmonic advgrtisi;g is the kind
of advertising fthat_harmonious]y blends jressages received by
different areas of the brain." he explained. "Scientists believe.
that the left side of the brain is verbal, rational and logical.

in processing information. The right side handles the perception

of images and feelings ... Are you still with me?" he asked.

d
Y
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\ . "So far," she said, offering him a reassuring smile.

[

| "Duebto the avalanche of messages, on radio, tele-
"vision, billboards, bewspapers et cetera, et cetera, et cetera,"
he sermonized, "the consumer tends to use the right brain when
he reacts to aﬁ1 the produéts presented before him ... or her,
as the case may be,” he quickly added. "Let's not forget that
B the consumer is often more accurately rgpresénted by a she than
a Het" |
N ' "Yéu mear® that the consumer ‘doesn't use.1o§ic when

buying a product?" she countered.

a

"In“he main; no. She is,so bombarded by all sorts
i o of names and claims that she can't possibly remember, so she
falls back on her impression of a product. ‘She might not 1ike

“a dishwasher because it's better than a}],the others, but because

“ s it has a handy cutting board.on its top. So she wants the o J.

Lo washer with a cutting board, but §he doesn't know if its a GE, ’, ' f‘l
- K - ® a Maytag, o} a westinghouse: Got it?"
“Uh - huh." She took another sip and waved cheerily

to Jennifer wbose glance, &ore sullen than ever, had just locked

with hers.
"Well, to get back to my point, harmonic advertising

aims to impact th sides of the brainrto create a kind of | (

, cumulative s£11ing effect that will virtually guarantee the

se of the article'in question.”

He took another sip of his drink, burped, then con-

“tinued. "The challenge of this -kind of'advertising‘fs—to’make

’
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sure that the logical data ... like the manufactur 's c]alms
]

et cetera, et cetera, et cetera ces harmon1ze w1th the impres--
sions that the consumer has already registered.” ‘ \ c
‘ He burped again. . "Pardonnez-moi, as yoﬁ say up ‘
here. Though P-0-P to yoﬁ-probab1y'mea@§ the -physical point-
‘of-purchase -- where tﬁe purchase takes place -- we think of . ,
P-0-P as tHe psychological point-of;purchase, the point when the
message in the']eft brain harmonizes with the message in the
right. Then poﬂf The sgle,is 1{tera]1y 'in the bag'. Con-

verse1y, if the messages from each side don‘t~hanmonize the

? ) ' -customer will reject the merchand1se, and 1ike the 11"1 ole

e

wease1 pop goes the sale."”

AT e

He paused as if he'd just completed a drémafic

;e .soliloquy.

Sudden]y she sensed something pop within her brain,

. -
\

as, 1f two bubb]es, each representing an idea, had JUSt collided

R

to form a greater one.

"I suppose ‘that theory applies to all our‘decjsions t

u <,

to accept or reject, whether it's store merchandise or ...

"Or what?" he asked, his éyes bulging and the cheshire

grin returning. o : . IR

"Or people,” she blurted. "The principle is the

o

same, wouldn't you say?" .

He stared at her closely.-

" "You do have brains as well as beauty.. Two messages
about you :just went pop jﬁ'my mind," he said, patting her 1egf
She was tEmﬁféd to say, "In mine too," but checked

)
’ ¢
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“herself. 'He'd nevee believeLthe'pop iﬁ'her.brain.had triggered
an impulse to reject. .Pop you go, she thought.
| She ?e1t the palm of his hand press, then grip, her
leg. Wheo‘she g]énced quickly down, she noticed how large his
gold wedding band'was. did its size reflect the love his wife
felevfor him or the love he felt for himself, she wondered.
"Poops ... party pooos ... why'ya beiggjéo\Etand—‘

’offish? You canZE]ay coochy-coo later ...."

There was Jerry standing in front of them with an ~

arm hooked around Yvonne's waist. Carol was surprised to see

Yvonne looking almost flattered by Jerry's fumb]1ng claim on her.

. : "Carol,\ come and ]ook at the gifts before they are
opened. They are so beaut1fu]," Yvonnegpurred.

v "Thanks for reminding me," soe said rising quickly .
and grabbing Yvonne's elbow, wrenching her loose from Jer;y's

'clu "1 prom%sed Mado 1 would admire her handiwork. She

ggifts&had been arranged under a white polystyrene Christmas free, .

1dot'te%‘\with Jarge coloured sequins.
B N ’ ‘
), ' Carol was glad she couldn't spot her gift. Even -

. theugT‘

l
|
| it was worth more than the three dollars set as a price

i]1m1t DY the organ1z1ng committee, it Just couldn't compare with
B
.Ethe fanciful creatians strewn at her feet, each competing for

; N .

'the eye—of the claimants.

Carol spotted Mado's creation: a bottle of -Quebec

s
1

Liquor‘Board labelled French w1ne disguised as a Chr1stmqp/tree

| o - hd
‘ .0 N v Rl
'




, with a Tittle angel perched on its peaki

! “That's ihe trouble with prettily wrapped gifts,":
said a voice from behind. "What's'insidevnever measufes up."
Carolgdidn't have to turn around to identify the voice. It could
only be Jennifer’s. The season’s spirit was stild eluding her.

( ‘ ' -k * * ‘
o J ft was minutes before midnight when sheczntered the
apartmént. She closed the doo} behind her quietly. Hans was

probably sleeping; she didn't want to rouse him. She wasn't

J N ] + ready to apply fresh bandages to his wounded pride.
A1l the lights were on in the living room. Too lazy
to turn all but one out. %Hey seemed to spot]iéht the heaps of b
clutter. An empty bottle of wine towered above the tangeriﬁé
¢ .- peels aqd nutshells on the coffee tab]e: So he had drunk wine
n > instead of going out for the beer he preferred. That figured.
Why bother to pamper yourself when you are éetérmined to bg a
martyr? ' : f
He would, probably be out cold, flopped on the bed |
with_his clothes still on. Wine brought out the sluggard in
"him, or did it simply expose, ]ike'g1ass, the rhinestone pasSing
as a diamond? ' ' '
\ She turned out the lights and‘entered‘fhe bedroom.
The light from th; giariné street lamps below cast a bluish glow
over the white-walled foom.' Sure enough, he hadn't drawn the

-~drapes. But he had found the strength to undress himself.. His

i

outstretched limbs claimed the entire bed.

. .
« - . She.watched his eyelids closely.while she removed

57 o
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and hung up her clothes. Was he feigning sleep so he wouldn't
have to acknow]edge that she had kept'her promise tb 1eéveithe
party early in order to be with him?‘ Not'so much as a %1icker.
H%s,nude body looked like marble on the dark Sed—
spread. She p;Lsed to admire it. Not even in the museums' of.
-*New York, Berlin, and Itaiy hda she seen a work of art a; beau- .
tiful. She had liked the body of David in Florence, but had

been repelled by the face. Michelangelo-had captured the war-

rior in his ‘subject, ‘but not the iover: There was no trace of
_cruelty in the sensuality of Hans' face; nor strength.

.She followed fhe'1ine of his body from his,shoulders{
down the spiné to his tigﬁt]y rounded buttocks and down his
muscular thighs and legs. The propdrtions seemed even more
Qéauéifu] as he {ay there in repose.

‘ She leaned over him and.stroked his thighs and but-

tocks with the palm of hgr hand. She felt his muscles tighten.
"What time is it?" he slurred.
"Around midnight," §he answered.
"You're kidding."

ook for yourself," she said. The alarm clock with

- .the illuminated dial and hands wa$ inches away from his face on
the bedside table. He didn't bother to peer at it. \
He lay there, eyes shut. Oblivious  to time, place
and .... ‘ ‘ |
There was that popping sensation agaiq.

She withdrew her hand and stodd back‘to scrutinize

oﬁce more the form on ;he bed. Then she spun around, strode to
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the vestigule, parted the-c1bset's accordion-fold doors and
‘exfracted from the upper shelf the patched comforier her mother
J had passed a1on§ to her when her maferna] grandmother had dieq.
She would. have tos§ed°it out had it not been the only hef§%oom '
she ﬁad'to remind her of the sole morale booster of her early : ‘
childhood. . . |
 After dumping newspépers and magazines from the couch,'
. she spread the comforter on the gushiéns, then arranged herself
.;'\\ i on top of it; She wrapped the flaps tightly around her, and
within sggonds, felt a warmth envelope her. ’ | ‘
The day after Christmas she~;ou1d tell him. Yes, on
“Boxing Day. He would have no trouble finding sbmeone e]ge whq
would snatch him off his perch-in a warm bar. He was a gift -
_but the kind that, when you give it to youfse1f, has n& ‘

A

sentimental value. , o ; T

qu - —
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The Turning Point Restaurant

K S “It's not too-late to tufn back," she said. "We
could probably beat the storm home." ‘
o // . "Please, Jan," he said,‘wiping away the con@ensation
! ' < on the windsh}eld with the tips of hisdfingers.
"Please, what?" -

+ "Please stop scrounging for every excuse you can think

of for not going tﬁfough with this visit."
.She glanced at him, but he kept his eyes fixed on the -

road .ahead. o l - T ‘
] “Dammit Vic, what visit is worth risking our lives

for? If we get hit with freezing rain, we'll be in the ditch in o
A . i .

L.

no time. I'm not ready to tempt death just yet, thank you very

. . much. " o . ﬂ_‘

o

“I've got things under.control" he said. "But trust’

‘
- 3

you, to associate a little social visit with tempting death."

SRR referring to getting there for the visit.
That's all. I just don't think it's worth the risk.”
"For family, you make sacrifices.q If we were goin? o
to see acquaintances, I'd turn back. But for Jack, I think we
'~ should make the effort. After all, he's done it for us in the ' f
past," he said. ~
| . _ "For wh1ch we '11 be eternaI]y gratefu1 > she said
bitterly. o ‘ \ e
. He knew she' d never forget last year' s visit when ' . .

Jack and Vi brought their 'brood' to their apartment in Ottawa ! .

v
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for Christmas dinner. The welcome mat had been laid out for them,
mainly by Jan. She had bought half-a-dozen Christmas crackers,’

two for éaéh_of the kids, had baked shortbread cookies in the

and Bows. But when the kids tore, open their crackers, they

%ﬁé o . found a tin whistle inside which they blew into each other's ears. ‘
,‘;:, . ) They surprised Jan by consuming the two dozen shortbread snowmen,

gf or at least apparently consuming them. For days afterwérd. she .

§f~ and Vic found headless snowmen tucked under the cushions on the . -
g’ ) A . chesterfield, and dumped behind the books on the téak shelves.

é%‘ . And it had been a complete waste éf time and money wrapping their - -
é;' gifté w{th satin bows. Theyvyanked at the ribbon 1ike.it was an By
@%u' obstinéte shoelace they couldn't unknot. And they barely touched

‘hi « , the turkey ;he stuffed and baked for over six ﬁours. Jack re- .

'é;_ vealed later they had insisted on stobSing forﬁhamburgers in

s
ir
e PR

) Smiths Falls, and didn't have the appetite for énything other
#. than the plum pudding désserq and thewshortbread snowmen.
o When they hqp reéreated home to Kingston, Jan burst
. . into tears. Later she had said, “bne afterncon-with them, and I
‘ felt dr;jned. ‘How must Jack and Vi feel having them 'round
twenfy—four hours a day?"

0 - "Maybe when they're your awn, you déVé]op'shock.aB;

44
sorbers in order to cope," he had said.

“

* (% 4 *

"Hey gorgeous, how abbut we stop for a stretch and
- ‘cbffee? I think our neck muscles 'and nerves are getiing a-1ittlé.

taut.” You choose the place, and I'11] treatcheg).. Game?" He

prd

o shape of snowmen, and had wrapped their gifts with huge ribbons ' .
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‘ " age ... Now there's just got to be a restaurant open on this

-62-
gianced anxiously at heé.b
"Game," she said. "éut don't think we'll have much
;of a.choice: The restaurants we'vg passed "look closed. We might
‘haVe to settle. for a coke in a grocery stofe, but even they
don't look oben:"
"I guess evenAstorekeepers, deéperate to rake in a
buck in the fo'season, still réspéct the éanctity of Christmas
Day," he said.

"Sanctity: Haven't heard that word in a dog's

God-forsaken highway. You don't just close down all the facili-

ties just because it's a sanctified day. After all‘they're'human A
needs that just can't be put on hold in¢éfinit§]y."

’"Those"extra cups of coffge gettihg to you too?" He &
saw her flhgh a smile.

‘"WOuldnﬂtjit be great if just qréund ihg bend ahead

,'was‘one of those restaurants with checkefed table cloths, the

)

- aroma of coff;e and pine decoratjon§, and a little group of _

' road-weary travellers like obrse]ves who'd unwittingly change 1 o

“the course of our liyes?"

She frowned again. .

-"Was just thinking about that King of Kensington
showon CTV...M "~ = ° o o *

"CBC," she corrected.

I3

"You remember it then,” he said. .

‘

"I don't know what particular episodevyou're‘}éfer-

ring to. ALl I know is that it's a CBC, not a CTV, show."

I b, 1
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' iﬁat over the new mother. and the men take turns hold1ng the

. L (/
! Q‘ .ﬁ o o ‘A

"You winy" he said. "I really never paid much atten-

t1on to the network whieh'carries it.” Late1ylhe had to Howigo

'her Superwor know]edge of Canadiana. .When she catapulted hérself

Mo the Canadian Advisory Council on the Status of[Wbmen.to
S-X levelin the Cultural Affairs Division of the Secretary of

A

State, not only did she rivet her eyes intofantho1ogie§ of}Canq-,’“

dian pdetry, prose,’ fiction, and art histdry,_but insisted-they

watch a11jdocumentéries described in the TV schedule es'"offering

()—

‘a rare glimpse into a hitherto unexplored aspect of Canadian,

“Go on," she prompted. “Yop-wére §Eying,something

about oné of the epispdes ....

"It was the Christmas one, last year's I think. It

" took place in a highway restaurant on Chrdstmas eve. There was

a fierce storm outside, and people had come in tq sit it out.
There was an Ita]wan couple, she was pregnant, and he couldn’ t
speak ze. Ingllsh v1ry goude. “And there was a hoighty-toighty

dame Jn.her f]ashy m1nk coat ... and

the King and his
» ) M N
mother, Gladys, and her bqyf end

"So what happened?" she asked. -

e "Well, predictably; the. pregnant Italian¢girl goes

o ' ‘

Jinto labour, and of course, it's impossible to get. her to a'

hosp1tal or forga dogtor to get through to the restaurant So

they al pitch in and he]p, except the husband of the girl keeps

-
fa1nt1ng, and ‘the k1ng has to keep rev1v1ng h1m The ladies

take over ang¢ deliver the child. The snooty Tady drapes her

. t 4

a
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gets to rear a savior.

'

baby in'theipr arms...." | o | - ‘
“Stop." she insisted. "I get the p{tture already.
They all came to realize the true meanindﬁgfLChristmas} thatdnt
was about the hutblesbirth of a little child ... and-from that
moment on, they knew their lives would never be the same, they
had a1l gained a new insight into..." ) o <
"So you 'do remember it," he said. .

" “Not at all. Not a single detail. I'm just building

on a t]iché, don't you-'see? Doesn't éyerx'Christmas prograﬁ
1nevjtably focus on a chi]d, o? children? It's a]]'tied in with -
the pronata11sm consp1racy And of course, at Christmas, peop]e
get too bogged down in sentiment to seerthe th1ng for what it is:”
a consp1racy How come they never show Mary chang1ng Jesus' &
d1apers, and wearing herse1f out poundlng the crap out of them -
on the rocks,near a f11thy stream? A1l we ever see is this Ma-
donna like>creatu;eism11ing like she's had the greatest experi;
ence of her 1ife glv1ng birth to this child .

"Ne]\, it was the gareatest exper1ence h1stor1ca11y'

speaking."
"I know, I know. But it stil]{ﬁéﬁpetuates the myth 3
5 ‘ s .
of the ecstacy of childbirth, and.God knows'that not‘évery woman

-

Devils yes. Sav1ours, only once in a

>

mi]]eniup.“
' - "Do_yoy think that place is‘open7" he asked, équinting
at 2 restaurant that.didn't- have a singTe car parked in front of |
it. and giﬁTﬁﬁ”the w1ndsh1e1d another quick wipe’ w1th his f1ngers,

”Doesn t look 1ike it ... Nope. I see a sign on the

s
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*.door. .Can't read it but it's profiably a closed notice."
. "Maybe over the next hill," he said.

-

"Hope springs eternal," she said.
R ' * *

"I!m glad we're out of that desolate stretch " she
sa1d after they had Just emerged from the hilly terra1n and
were on the flat plains flanking the St. Lawrence River. The
rain was pe]ttng their car. "Maybe it's the weather that's
gett}na?to me, but everything back there Tooked so eeselatel‘
You saw all those abandoned farmhouses?"

"IEts become e,touriet area now. 1 don't think the ‘
farmipg'was ever too profitable.” C : “': y

"Sad, isn't it to think of the First settlers who .
. broke their'.backs clearing the land, on]y to have their great~ -
grandch11dren take the proflts from subd1v1d1ng the land for

q

cottages, and mov&‘to‘Flor1da."

w o

“The whole are§ looks different in the summer,
" Teeming with families. The_ lakes are great for kids because -
they canyfish in them as well as swim."

"Remind me not~to book a cottage forwone of thosei

hl

'get away from it all' vacations."

* LT % ok
N " = ?' . . :
. Jan ves ‘ .

\ .
llH"m';lu" L : '..,, ‘ . \

B o

"You're not going to brmg up the iubgect of your \
promot1on are you?“ he asked )

Cn] hadn t rea]ly thought about it. 1 suppose I:
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she'd never 'be able to get back into teaching again because of

_ kleenex. "Yes. It's one of those Gulf restaurants. Don't think

mjght allude to it somewhere in the conversation. It's hard to

~ ¢ - .

*keep quiet about one of the Tuckiest breaks in your life, you

know." ’ ’

"I'm thinkiﬁg of V1',")I he explained.

"Wé11, what about he;?‘ 1f she has no compuncfion
about parading her three tarnished trophies under my nose, why
can“t‘P parade my sh%ny one under her's?"

"C'mon, Jan. She doesn't parade them. We know
they're albatrosses around her‘néck, and so does she. Remember

o

when she became pregnant with Jil1l, and how worried she was that
.

the teacher surplus. And sure enough, it happened, but there's
a pupil shortage to boot. ng days as a professional, at Jeast’
in the education business, are over."

« v1'd feel more sorry for her if she hadn't been in
teaching. It's a mothering proféssion ... A dead end.... Hey,
isn't that a restaurant over there beyond the interchange? She

rubbed the condensation off the side window with a-tattered

ybu']] get your turning point éxperfence in there." _ ;
® “I'11 forgo the turning point, and settle for empty- -
ing my bladder while they fill the tank." ° L
' * N * ‘

"It's as if the furies are’tnying to thwart us from

' going through with this visit," she said grimly. "Honk the horn
N , 4

again, so they know we're here."

He sounded the horn again. Jason's face appeared in

-
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‘E; the centre of the ornamental wreath that hung suspended in the
%g centre of the lafge living room picture window. ~
\é "Do you think it would occur to them to come” out
:%§° with an umbre]1a?' Can't they see it's pouring? The wind is bad
’£; enough, but‘I refuse to-get my hair soaked." o
i; "Stay here," he said, fand I1'11 go ahead and come
| ) | back with one. They probably are wondering why @é;re s;tting
- here." h , ‘ -
'I% - "Well it doesn't take a genius to figure that we
’}gﬁ . might not want to get soéked to the skin," shé said. "Do we E
%%, “Took like ducks? Sitting ducks, maybe," she spat. o .
?%’ | "%e back in a minute,; he said, as he Tept out of ‘
‘é%'/(\\\lf-~\ the car and bounded up the sidewalk. .
; ' ! \\,  "We wondered if you were having second thoughts’
) aboUt}coming in," said Vi. ' i
A "“I didn't think of briﬁging an umbrella. /My God,
. ‘when was the last time yo& had to bring an umbrella with you’
f when you went out on Christmas\Day? \I can remember a snowless ‘
A ” ) Christmas, back in the %ifties. But it was still freezing. But
E rainl"\said Jan, handing her coat to Vic who Qas standingaéhere
- ) with a Qooden c]othes'hangeri Coe ‘ \\ ’
' "Yes, it"s tough on the -poor kids. Not jhst’ours. . 1, )
But all kids. " It's -1ike a Christmas without Santa. No chance - : B
. . - of giving the new toboggan or ski-doo a try-out. Ji]], not so | ' |
©loud. It's Tovely, dear, but Qof so loud." . l égg,

The piano strains of "Hail, hail, the gang's all S |
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¥ ‘ ‘ here;" coming from the dining room softened, but only slightly.

"Where's Jack," asked Vic after ruﬁning’a comb

~ .
] '

through his damp hair.
"Your money or your life," a voice gfbﬂled.
N . A They glanced around to see Jack standing at the head

of the basement stairs pointing é power drill at them and making

a tough-guy face,

"Hey ... we're poor, plain folk.. Give us a break, - ¥

L]

o L mister," said Vic plaintively, half-smiling.
. "He's only joking," said Jason, sticking his head 1.

arourid the corner of the door frame behind his father. : ;_ 1 - !

“Save us, Jason,“ said Vie. "§ave us from’that mean
.q1d daddy of yours." Jason 1ooked éonfused. His héadidisap- ',
peared behind the door frame.

K R N

"It's alright, Jase," his father said. "They know

it's only a joke." He smiled at his brother and sister-in-lan. ‘ i

91 feel like a Kid with a new toy. -You remember, Vic, how dad
.- \

‘

>?‘ | , would never let us play with his power'too1s?' I can see wﬁx now.
‘% \ e o Wouldn't want Jase to play around with this. But let's see. o
E? \ | , R Almost twentx-five years later, I get to fulfil a childhood wish.
1%\ - But darn it, I'm no 1onger°a kid. Too.bad we have to grow up,
%ﬁ \ . eh?" “ |
W; ) D "Hell, at Christmas, everyone shou]d‘be.able to pe'"w :
, -a chi]& again," said VicJ" N ﬂ - i~» ) > '° o “‘}391
. | S "That's finekfor you men.to say," piped Vi‘from the“;
P ) . kitchen. "BUt;i:§ boys .still need a mother to.put the turkei.on .

the table.(iqith s don't have ‘the right to.become little girls _ -l
. t " . ’ i

WA n s K odmitic . 63
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“dining room,

at Christmas. They've got tgs much work to do. 'R%gﬁt Jan?"
. “Riéht on," agreed Jan.

. So what the heck do we care now," the two

fpma]e voices warbled to the pound1ng strains com1ng from the

* * *

"Well, was Santa good to you kids?" asked Vic as he
took his and Jan's gifts from the two large shoeping bags end
p]eced them on the cgffee table. ” )

’ "Yeah,"+said Ji11. )Jaeon and Sel1y§hodded'in aéree-
ment. "Was he good to you?" she asked.
- "rd say so. 'Gave me a beagtifu] book on Norman
Rockwell paintings. You know -who he is?"
“"No," said Ji1l with embarrassment.

"He used to paint picfures for a magazine 'cdlled The
Saturday Evening Post," Vic explained. - "Byt I got to know him
when his paintings appeared on Ke]1ogg s Corn F]akes boxes
They were of young kids like yourself. 1 put all the boxes with
different faces on the table when 1 ate my breakfast because 1
usually ate alone. I had an early morning paper reute;".ﬁ

‘e

. "How did Santa visit you if you have no chfmney‘for
. 1

'him.tolcbme down?" asked Sally. .

"We 1eft the door on the balcony open for h1m," said

Vic as he passed the kids their gifts.

"Be careful with the wrapp1ng," ordered J111 "We're -

supposed to bring different k1nds to our next art c]ass ana 1

L]

o o .
.

) . .

don't want scraps."
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“\‘ "I can't také my éyes.off your hair," -said Vi as she
passed‘gaﬁ'the’ cranberry sauce. "W;at made you-decide to streak
it. lt{s gorgeous." - . -

“ \ "The sun and salt water in the Bahamas," she said.

"I got'nqtura] streaks there, then Renaldo took over when I got
back. Neéd]ess % s;> his touch i§ a Tittle more thorough:than
Mother Nature's." |

"I have to find a hairgresser to hide my streaks;""
Not b]ong ones -- grey. Courtesy nqt of Mother Nature but my
brood," she sqid. “"Oh, have you heard the latest about my career?"”
she asked. |

| ""You're goiﬁgﬂback into teachiﬁg?" asked Janaihcred—

ulbus]y. a ‘ o

"Nursing. It's impossible to get a school board to
. hire you when they caﬁ't fire the redundant &eachérs they already
.have. No, I'm going Eo start nursing courSes next fall. At
least that's the plan for now. It's not fhat far removed from
teaching. Both fequire a stroﬁg ma}erna] instinct. Patients are

. like children. They ‘need a 1;% of reassurance and attention."
A
JHey you kids pré‘awfully quiei,"'said Jack. "Jasqn,
_tell Auntié Jan and Uncle Vic about the pageant at the cathedral.”
Ji11 covered Be% mouth as if to contro! an outbufst
of gigg]es.u. _
Jason 1bokgd down at his eﬁéty- inner plate and

_whispered, "What do you want me to tell them?" ) (\/fb
" "About the baby," Ji11 shrieked. '

-
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"Ji11, let Jason tell the story," her father said.

rpm—

)

i . "Yes, tell us about the baby, Jase."

“Instead of a doll in the manger, there was a real ' /

:
.
|
{

LN ' l ' "Oh no," said Jan. "Say no mofe; I can'imagine the . |
f 0 pandemonium." ‘
3 "Yeah, he criea," said Jason. . o »
: ’ . | "And they had to put a pac#fier in his méufh," Jil

57:
2
2

g

1ivg baby," Jason blurted.

. . added, covering her mouth once again to stifle her exaggerated

'g " . ' -mirth,

é‘ " "The baby Jesus with a pacifier in his mouth. I've

? \ ' never seen a nativity scene depicted quite 1ike that," said éan. : 5 ‘

? ) "He's a1ways:§hown as blissfully content, the perfect Tittle |

ﬂ _angel.", . N | | ) ]

{z . "That was not the Tingering impressién'l h§d~of the *

%. pageant,” said Jack with ahnqyance. "Jase, may '] add a few ' g

;"'. J _. ,, details to you} story?” his father aéked.w Jason naodded, énd S j

% ' stared down alt his plate once again. , o ‘ i

%? “ - " "Well, the min{ster, who sort, of emcee;d:the pagggnt,

g must have got a little confused, because at the point the three

§i , -Kings of Orient-are Qeré supposed to g]jde up the aisle, he

g _ skﬁpped ahead to anothgr carol and 1e%t fheﬁ hanging back there."

é. | . > "Yeah, the&.1ooke& stupid just standing thgre," ‘

chortled Ji11. | ° . ; R

' . "In any case, without their presence in ermine, ‘;"

RN ' ‘:' ;velvet and gold, and their gifts propbed up in front of the tﬁ;;~‘

manger, you found your attention focused ‘on the child.. Not the -
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glitter, but the child. ﬁbw that's what Christmas is all about,"

o

declared Jack.

"I dare say a crying child does sort of grab your

’ attention,"'said Jan.

"Oh, the crying was only mdmen?pry. The' fe]]ow
playing Joseph was really the baby's father. He pickea him up,
patted his bum a few times, gave hiﬁ the pacifier, and put him.

" <back in the mangé}." | .
"Must have been sort of touching," said Jack.
"Was Mary the baby's mother?" asked Jan.

: ' “No that was Heather Robinson. She lives over on

College Street," said Jill.

- "She's pretty but she never says hello to anybody,"

*" said Jason.

"She's sﬁy. Don't,forget'she's only fifteen," Vi
pointed -out. '
"How appropriate to call upon a young Virgin to play
the role of a mother. Where was the real mother?" asked Jan,
’ * * ‘ *
"Shefs coming on in about one minute,f,hdllered Jill.
"Thanks, dear. We'll be right iqgh said Vi. "Bring -

your coffegg with you," she suggested.
"And now for a brief messagé’from the great white
- mother," said Jan.

“Will she have her crown on this time?" asked Sally.

A

"No, dear,_she only wears that for Specia] occasions,”

e . C ‘
said her' mother as she sat down on the sofa and patted -the place

A
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next to her as a signal to Jan to Jo1n her,

"But isn t Christmas’ a spec1a1 occasion?" pers1sted '
4 Sally. |
“For adorable Tittle children Tike you dear, it is.

But not for queens."

"Wonder if she'll make mention of the assassination

-

of her uncle,” said Jack.
"Looks 1ike she's 'still grieving. My Gbﬁ, she looks

wan and pa]e," said Jan as the camera moved in for a c]ose -up.
"What a funny v01ce," said Jason.

Ty | ' "Would hardly rouse the troops, would it Jason," Jan

KR

_said. "Now Queen Elizabeth the first. That was a woman who knew l ‘

L g

- 0

b . . 'how‘to wield the sceptre." Jan saw Sally ask Jill what a sceptre S
-was, "Like a stick," Jil1l whispered back and made a hand motion ,.' .

pretending she was hitting her sister with one.

w2 g
S R

"Spare me another plug for The Year of the Child,

3
L4t

even a royal one," muttered Jan. "One more week and we're out

o 4
"

e
8

g o T s e

o

of it, thank God. What about The Year of the Aged? They're the

ones in our”society who need love and care, and they;re not

getting much of it from the children they raised."

"There's Princess Anné," pointed Jill. "We saw her

[

when she came to Kingston."

"I djan't know that she was Honorary Chairman of the

X

'Save the Children Fund'," said Vi. "I thought she was con-

cerned only with horses Perhaps that son of hers has 'finally

\

E ’ - brought out the materna1 1nst1nct in her." N
B . . Al
)/ o
k . "She even ]ooks like a mother instead of a horse," 2
. ’ . . .
g . R ‘a v
-

i -~
: - .
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said Jack, and .then feigned a look of shame for his disrespect.

* * * i

N R Lt L

ook, It's snowing."” Jason‘spoufed.

».

L g

"Qh no," muttered Jan.

* "I guess we're going to get a whife Christmas after

all. Now the kids can celébfate "

%

P

"V1c, I th1nk we should be on our way It}s coming

o ey

down pretty heav11y There could be prob]ez:z Jan sa1d - ' !

"You don't have to run so soon. " We could give you

. one of the kid's beds forthe night if you wanted to stay over.

ORI

—

. There's lots of room in.this inn," said Jack.

"I think if we left now, we'd be able to make it a

without much t}ouble. -And there's still two hours more of day- '

light. 1 say we skidaddle pronto." Jan qulped the last of her
‘ sherry, put the glass down on the coffee table, ahd stood up

"Let's go, lazy bones," she ordered Vic.
N o "Jan,’ how do you keep that ‘marvellous figure of

yours?" asked Vi.

" "At the Y. 'Ihree.evenings a week., It's just a few -

Il

blocks away, and‘very equipped. Much better than the'old one on ’
Metcalfe." A ; . . o
| “Tﬂree evenings a weekl I don’f/have one free evening

... a week!" said Vi. "And eveﬁ if I did, I'd be'toélexhausted io

raise a finger."
‘ L ]

"That's the great thing about regular exercise. it

perks you up. You should give it a try."

"Maybe when the kids are a Tittle older. Someone
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.still has. to makg the‘mea]s;‘cﬂéan up, and get them into bed.
Jack can't. His classes this year at Queen'slare'draining him... - -
Méybe in a year or two."

"Vic, you're squeezing Sally to death. Let go of

" her for heaven's sake," said Jan sha;p}y.

"I think Sally enjoys getting a bear hug from her

uncle; don't youy dear?" said her mo;he;. Sally smiled shyly.

"I want a hug tod," said Jason. : » T

% A‘

"Okay. Hugs for all,” said Vic.
, .

* Lk *
; . p

-"You seem upset about something," said Vic as he.

merged with the traffic onto the 401. oo

"I've got a headache, that's all," she said.
/ .

. I o G Y >,
I e ;‘W!’;‘ Fﬁﬂ?ﬁﬁfﬁﬁgff?%zr T S A R il b
v, Giasy Ay i : IR 3§ P TR ¥ Ea i X o iy
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"From what?"

"The ”.,ohfmgetiiﬂl R Lo : ' o
“Say it."
"What did you think of the decanter and glasses “they Y

-

.gave us?" : T
"I'm rather impressed with it. Very simple. Hate

that cut glass stuff." . | : o S c

. q
"But the implication behind it, like our lives are.

that we drink all the't{me. And Vi's comment: "I'm
sure" you'1l put. it to good use.” What did she mean by that,
miy I ask?" . . !

"1 think she meant that since we éntertaih,qpite a

bit, we'll be able to use the set a lot. I don't think there

. was gny,hidden‘nessage ... And by the way, [ think you dida .~

L ]
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good Job of choosing, those gifts for the kIdS Especia]]y'the
M1ss Piggy puppet for Jill. They all said "thank you." you

nqt1ced. In fact they seemed remarkably well behaved "

¢ . . — : {

o ‘ ) "I cou1dn'tqbelieve it. But then I saw that baseball
bat in the hall c]oset'hehjnd.the coats. Bet Jack keeps. them
in line with it," she said.
‘ N “ "You mean hits~them with it?"
"Threatens to hit them with.it. How else could he
get them to behave? Didn't your father keep a rod or a belt

1‘ . . : . . hanging around as a rem1nder to toe the ]1ne7"

-

B "No. He didn't botherpw1th d1sc1p11ne In fact, he
i o ‘
. didn't seem to really care what we did, bad or good. ", ' ,

. ' * K . *

- S ’ / ‘ "pan't you pass that snowplough?" she ashed.-

"This mornino you comp]ained about tempting death. .
}\ . | . Well I'd gerta1n1y be doing that if I tried to pass ‘T can't ‘
. o :' ‘ see a th1ng I think we shou]d just stay. beh1nd the’pTough

.

N Bes1des it's like it's do1ng us a-personal favour, c1ear1ng the

road for just us.

¢

. "He's not doing us a personal favour by crawling at

. ) . ’ . twenty-five mi]es»an houh. I1t'11 take us six hours to hit
, Pttawa at this rate.",
" "Maybe he'11 “turn off at Smiths Falls. It's only a

N o dozenvor so miles ahead."” ' S e

. o o "More Tike three dozen We. haven't come all that far

!

you know . Tell you what. As much as I'd like to press on, 1'd ﬂ% :

PR . ¥ be willing to pay.for a " motel room and continue first.th1ng
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tomorroy. we‘g\have dayllght, and the roads\would,probably be.

cleaned.

- N

I'm exhausted, and you must be worse.“

We didn't have'mueh .

find a plece?
luck with our turning point restaurant this morning,” hexsaid.

Or 3

/
And g1ven thls storm, there must

"But we're not lookihgifor a. restaurant.

Jﬁsf a room.
/
be a mote} or two open to cater to peop1e ga1ng nowhere fast,

turnfng point.

.1':3
| |

- '

like us." - . . ,

hd »

,\ *

The mote]'section\was officihiiy chséd for the .© .

» ) @

w1nter season, but the propr1etor Beth Lehman, said she'd le

-.*

them have a room if they would be w1111gg to "make do" with a

’n

e]ectr1c heater.

l L !

Middle East wou]p have an effect here .

"You d never think that what wept on in the
£

But it has. ' Heating.

) A/ : . e

il costs,” she chattily explained. "It would be prohibitivé to
heat the entire wing :for the 'sake of the one unit." '

It would be her very own private heater, the one she

1y

used in the bedwrpom on'sub-ie;o'nights. “Iywen't need it

tonight. Besides, like'that 'song goes., 'I've got my love to
] s

keep me warm'," she smiTed to Jan, nodding in the direction of+
’ - T b} . : L
the man outside who was shaking clumps of 'snow off the brightly- .

!

1it Christmas tree with a huge white star on if§\Peak.

_ "1 see you have thq%ﬁtoo." she added.
T . * x v

‘ . - PN

' "Feel better?" he asked.’ : , ,
. S
n Hmmmn " . o )
. R T g, -
"Not the host superbly appointed room, 1is it%”,he,* .

R - P -

F
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’ % o observed. S ’ '
%\ . "Definitely a family mote]." ;t.he decreed.
t . ' | "What makes you say that?"
‘ ; ' ‘ C The extra space for cots, and these narrow twin beds..
} ; B C‘ertaki'h]‘y notVameriable for lovers, licit or c;therwis,e: " '
| . o ' B - "Bet we can do-something about.that."”
{ ‘ ’ ‘ "What are you doing?" o :
; F', o . . ) o "Tak1 ng out the night table S0 we can bmng the beds
-1 . ;' T ’ ltogether. . ' o |
;. . . B ith {"ngér God's sai<e Vic...." = | o
—,A, . "Aren\ t you cold?" ." . . ,
4 J . wriseles - oL
; . to L "A]rTght then. Let's ¥B these beds together.*
’ N V1c"’ ' : : ot ' C
’ , . N "You def1mteTy are a - httle cold." . o

N . Nhred Vic. Just t1red., It's been 3 tﬁmg/day' !
' “‘C'mon. I'thought it was qugtg refreshmg. ‘The kyds

Sure, they did.their kiddie'sort of things, but they .

' weren't the &evﬂs they were last year.‘- Maybe it ’was’bésaus‘e‘
4 , , . .

2

v
B r - v

) ST . .they weré nhome ground." - CoL e o

\ LT e j . fee]mg chﬂ]y, take that extra b'lanket on the closet she]f "

she po1 nted. , . N

”

v ' "Smce I d1dn t brlng a mghtgown 1 (ntand ﬁo;'reep
in my c]othes. Yhey re wool. And if that s\ﬁ‘ot ‘enougﬁ I TT’




“ ‘ your kin, not her's.. ; Y

maternal silhouette? Better not. She'll roll her eyes heaven-

K wou]d have gotten 1n the way, of your plans to do graduate work P

T & . to se

being cold." ‘ _ - S ,

0 ' * * *

¢ ° 3

Leave her alone, you fool.- Can";t you see she's

“a .‘

_exhanste'd'? Look at her ... dead to the world .... ) |
\
You're being unreasopable to expect her to have )

strong feelings for the kids like you do. After all, they‘lre_\

Lying there so still, she 'IooksJ‘ike the original . .

- sleeping beauiy.

|- Thére -- it happened again. When a car passes, and

N

its lights: shine through the window blind, Jan, in profile with ;

"her coat draped across her midriff, looks pregnant ... swelled

with '}ife. Will you tell her about that tomorrow, about her

\ N

13

to have no chﬂdren- until both parties "agree in writing to beget:" '

¢
‘

g . It was different then. There were debts from coﬂege

CRE to"“pay ofd. .And, thmgs to buy, things you both}mr had. as k1ds o b

’ ‘because her parents had too many kids to prov1de for; and yours )
N “ e ' A

because of all these bﬂls ﬂ)r treatments of dad 3 never endmg T

respwatory ailments, thanks to the trench war in France. Kids .

T in Eur&pe ter a f1ve-year stint with .the government.

..

d

I'f"qyou once be]‘ieved‘ t‘hat a career was the only route - 1
%
»

fillment, you Yan hard]y b]ame her for behevmg it -
. . .
P too. Besides shb s c'loser to\‘reachmg that goal than you are; SO

., ‘and mtybe ever wﬂ] be. . o f:‘ . . ‘ -

ward and remind you of the legaﬂ agreement you made ‘her sign -- . ; /




4

' Admit-it, Ehough. You loved her so much y;u didn't
want to share her with anybody else. But now,yoﬁ know thét“al P
" child needn't take anything away from love that's‘afread;'there.
It might even add to it ..., )
' That man who was Joseph --.sure]y hi% love for his..

.

must have warmed the heart of the woman to whom they were bonded

ih flesh and spirit. And like a morning glory blossom warined

o -

by the sun, her heart must have opened to the glory of life.

spn, when j@ p1cked him up from the manger and patted him gently,.
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He and Di got to the Dorval air terminal early,!ndi
Yo because of ;ny.sense of urgenc& he %elt,.but"because it_was the . . ,
| beginning of the three-day St. Jean Baptiﬂﬁe holiday weekend.
.;‘ ' ‘ » : ‘ "There might be a slowdown getting through customs and immigra- o ;
t?on,yith the rush we're expecting," the De]ta.ticket agent had' |

A . \

cautioned. . - : . ‘ ] g .

& | But‘the rush had obviously not begumn, and the female - 1 }

e, " customs officer barely g]anceq at their-]uggaqe~when she asked

" them the gtandard guestion about briﬁging gifts, citrus fruit,

o cigaretyes and alcohol. "Have a nice trib," she said as she . 1
-'»1ifteq Di's grey-pink weekender aﬁd his grey-blue puliman from

. | y' . ‘the counter and dumped them on.a moving conveyor belt behi;d her. . L
"Why is it whgn you have time to spare for them to 1
' pJouéh through all your personal be10ngiqgs, they don't Qotherél

fr ‘e T " 'And when you're‘in a rush, they go through everythiné, piéce by - 1

piece?” he Wondered aloud as he aouble-checked their deparfure

o '_ time on a television monitor. R ] . (il |-
- . "I-guess it's because we look so normal. When. TN I
3 ‘ R e\ \ -

E .. - you'vre trabelling a1fne, and in a hurry, theyprobably think

.. you're a courier crossing

she said.
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"Are we that normal looking? I don't take that as

e

R

>

5 e
~.

Hﬂj

a compliment. What about my boots? Don't you think they're a

Tittle thffe nt from the normal?" ' ' ‘

1 She didn’t bother to ook down.. Shé wasn't as taken . =
& ) _ ) .
8 ' as he was with those cowboy boots with their pointed tong;;;-\\\

»

£

‘ . . . high heels. Thank God they were conservative; no embossed swirls
. ,

or twirls. She knew why he'wore them. It wasn't to be di fferent;

it was 'to look tall. 'It.bothered him that he seemed to have
:g - Ashrunk.from his adolescent height qf'five ten. It was because
- of his bosture.' He was béginning to slouch. The boots not on]y
took him past his former he1ght but made him loék slimmer. He

*  was still vain about his good looks, maybe even more so now than

.when she married him twelve years ago. ‘

"I dare say she' S seen men wear1ng cowboy boots P
before. Now if you had 1ong ha1r sloppy clothes, and a banged
; ' 1. up guitar to match, she might have inspected: your bag more n b
c]osely Let's face it. You Took too square."

"Let s get a drink," he said. "We have over haj? an .

- hourdto k111 before board1ng " ; ' v “
t‘ . » )
-« "Don*t you th1nk you ve had enough? I kihow that .

‘ yqG:re upset. 1 d1dn t mind you having. those scotches this

»

mornjng, but there's a 1imit, honey. I don't want to have to

¢

- carry you off .the' plane.". ) ‘ .. -

ep 11 not be needing your he]p in gett1ng off the

p]ane," he protested "But you can help by stonplng be1ng so

\*; ? ~tamned over-protect1ve 1 am a1r1ght And I'11 be a]r1ght "

. e
. e "F1%e “Then- what " do you need another drink for?"




- -83- .o

she countered. o : : \\ s

v oot . "Go sit there over by the window over there, and

)

* watch the planes land and také of f. I$~1 meet you here in half
an hour. I think we're getting'dn each other's nerves." . L

Heading in the direction of the bar, he turned around -

to see if she had taken a seat. She hadn“;. “She was s%and{ng

TR R
o LT

there, foJ]owfng'hjm with hurt-filled eyes. She wanted to bea o

leaning post for_him at this time; but she was more like a

\ . -

dragging anchor ‘

R EFRRE
Nl

FA
f%? : The bar off the ma]n corr?dor about forty yards from
é 3; ! - where he Tleft her was almost empty. ' Then he remembered the time. . I
] ';_: 4 . ' , . , N ~ . : A}
i Just before Tunch. It would be hours until the afternoon crowd '.\\\ \

would fill the p]ace. If then. Being Saturday, few businessmen

R Ay
bostc, o
o
R
)
e

¥
=TT

werd en route that day. Probably- tomorrow they'd begin to pack ‘

s

the place before catchihg planes for points west and south. It

'

felt strange flying on what was ebvibusly a“non-business)day.
The entire airport seemed strangely quie?, like the day didn't

really count, a Tull between spurts of life.

.

" He hadn't eased into a padded arhchair when a waiter

1

. .
0 stood over him.
4 . ) ‘ ’ ]

"Monsieur?" he asked.

- . “Scotch and water," he commanded. He would have -

prefé}red that theuweiter address him in English. He looked like
:" ‘ an Ang1ophone didp't he? Don' t peop]e especwa]]y those dea11ng

. _ " with the public, have an. 1nst1nct for recognizing a type? Sureiy ’ ) ;

‘the’ walter didn't th1nk he was a. pep51 cowboy from the - "Festival ' - g

' - . WEstern“ in St: T1te. After a11 his boots were “dark brown, not




‘F» It was as if his reaction to Jon's death was more

" important than the death itsilf But how coul? it be? She.knew

ir

- théy had kept 1t in the past. Getting together again was possi-

maroon with si]ve; trim: _—

. . Why was he ove reacting to everyone's treatment of
*him? Was it because of Da’'s over;attentiveness?e She'd been
‘fhssing over him ever since the news came a day-and-a-half ago;

"Maybe it was her way of trying to forget Jon. He'd been her first

'steady', and they say yiy never forget the first one.

&

that his and Jon's fr1endsh1p was of the past that they hadn' t
seen each other in over f1fteen years;
If their fr1end§h1p had endured, and Dave 11ked to

think it had,’ 1t ‘was because, by mutual des1re and tac1t consent

b]e, but only“in each other's memories.

“Since the news, Jon had come back, again and again,h
in scenes that flashed through fis mind Tike snippets. of old
home movies. 5 ; | | \;" '
T There they were: on the beach at North Hatley Coe
bu11d1ng a sand cast]e, Jon was try1ng to pat a tower 1nto shape
while he wa pawing‘atlthe sand }ike a cocker spaniel, trging to
dig a moat( ... on a raft at Camp Kanawana, he vainQ}neatTy.jnto f.

"the lake, and Jon, holding his nose and jumping fee First ...

.

at Belmont Park, he gripping the chariot's handrail and bobb{ng" ﬂ X 5

up and down to get it mov1ng and Jon hudd11ng Tow in the seat, . .- oo

I

covering his eyes w1th hlS sma]l hands ... dn their secret cave . !

under the porch at Jon's house devising a secret code for zhe ; t{.
L
‘ day_they would team up'ag spies, Jon warning "Never reVeallit,
- A\ L "v ‘%%? . ‘ o . '.‘;t e, R . g
e

» ' ! A : . .
P v o A4
P i . o . e e L R 4
- . e o . v s o
1
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even under torture. It's ours till deeth do us part."h:.: in the
school“gym, he receiving a sjlver.cup for setting a new broad-
jump rec at the interclass trackmeet and Jon receiving a
.Webster'zi:\\

Dictionary for his essay on "Communism -- the
Panacea that became\a Peril” .L, in the middle-of the woods, Jon
trying to cut through a_bpard Wwith a:du]f‘box saw, and he -pounding
nails into the boards, tightly dovetailed to make a leakproof*
.roof-gn their den. .

- ‘ It was Jon who first suggested they build a Pdep" in
® the woods\behind the cemé%ery on the far side of the new housing
development. They wou1d p11fer boards and planks in‘the night,
. hide them 1n a safe p]ace, then haul them through the woods to

the1r secret site, They sCavenged for nails care]ess]y dropped
qy the carpenters, and p1eces of shingles thaf had been tossed
aside as scrap.

It took thém a full summer to build, and almost
anosher full summer to rebuild after a fierce widter during

“Wirich t?e weigh{cof snow on the lean-to roof qrumb]ed the flimsy

sUppbrts. They made it sturdy enough to withstand the onslaught

of a m111tany attack )

sleeping. The f1rst room was for recreat1on and eating. The

second was the exact size of f;o s]eepind‘bags laid side-by-side.

| Bu11d1ng the hut was more fun than Sb€35199~fiff//

inside it. In fact, as soon as theysf1n1shed one project, Jon

would suggest‘another; like rébuilding one “of the walls with a
..Lwindaq for']ight. And‘then building a»firep]ace anﬁ’chimney.,

r . Yy

K

Then they added a Tow-ceilinged extens1on Just for . Lo
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% K ] ., They never really used it as a fireélace. They put the Coleman

?l‘ ‘ stove inside it so that the gassy fumes would rise instead of '

§  £illing the 1ittle 1iving space. o

é\ They would visit their den on weekends while school

g was in sessjon. During the summer‘recess, they would go almost

g éai]y. Several\times when he suggested to Jon that they invite

j some of the other™guys to accompany then, Jon would get annoyed. ;

% epf yeu do, then coukt mejpgtf“ he said, "for good." It was a "‘ '
‘é.‘ ) . . private place, 01'n iife?(/ Once you’reveal the ]ocation tb |

: ;- others, they wepTd make it their place. Ur try to destroy it.
1 % o L_/,»()/the day he suggested br1ng1ng another fr1end ' ’ ‘
‘ ‘ : alon for the third time, Jon blew his top. "Go with him. See '

. L " if I fare,” he dared. But when he phoned Jon to say that he had
é | _ changed his mind about inviting Donnie{’don still refused to
4

" have anything to do with him that day. It was as if he had

actually violated their pact. The next day they trekked to their

den together, and he could recall feeling joyous relief. He

[

had beeﬁ afraid .that Jon would never join him again. Jop‘s )

-3 sampmaE .y

T N NN ' X ’ . . . |
- (;}S>.anger, it seemed to him, was like a volcano -- quick to.erupt
S N ,

g ' . and slow to cool. : h 3
‘g ' Then one day, Jon made him erupt and never toatally "
§ cool. They had s]ept overn®ght in the hut . ‘When he rose 1n
»% ) ‘the morning to dress, he cou]dn t f1nd his undenwear wh1ch he '
| i o had p]aced on a branch of a tree to dry overn1ght It had ‘ ot N

. ' \ gotten wet when he sat too 1ong on some damp moss on a rock. He

had placed both h1s jeans and the underwear on separate branches :

pf thg same tree to dry. In the morning, ;he Jeans_were<st111..

g




@ " " there, but the underwear was gone. It hadn't fallen on the '
gréund; He looked for it while he wandered away froﬁ the_éabip '
i e to fina a spot to re]igvé himself. (
| q’ ‘. . Back at the hut, he demanded that Jon hand it over,
. ' . "What over?" Jon mhmbled, still only half-awake.
: | "My underwear, klepto," he said.

- "What underwear?"

"The shorts I put Bn the tree last night., Handlthem‘

Lo over" ‘ ' ¢

- "Fuck off,"

‘:. .'r ‘ "I said hand them over before I take your shorts and’
hide them." - | . !
. "D don't héNe ‘them,” he said; turning over in his
sTeeping bag as if to go back to sleep. ‘1‘ » .

T : . "The joke's over. Give me back my underw;ar.“ He

S - knew why he was so insiStent. The blue Jockey shorts were old _

]
g el
LA

anq tattered. His mother had Just patched the seat. But what

really bothered him was that his name was~on-the shorts, on a .,
lase]'that his mother had sewn in before he attended the Scout °
Jjamboree in Winnipeg the summer before. He didn't want anyone

“k else to know who the'shorts belonged to, at least not those

o shorts. Not the ﬁaﬁched ones. He felt sure than Jon had taken

them in order to play a‘joke’on him later. Like when school ) - '

resumed. He would be walking down the corrido? one day, past ¢ N

" the bu]]et1n board where Tost and found articles Tike gloves and S ”‘“:.:

kerchmeves were p1nned up, and there it wou]d be: his soiled,

L patched underwear with his nane 1n full v1ew. He'd never ljve ',x'uﬂ“

.
n

(“ﬂ‘-,‘n 1t ﬂWﬂ- R R . . " ‘ . \ ‘—. . ‘0 ‘ i '




S S—

8- - ¢

e

o © e - !

He asked ‘Jon about the underwear at least ten times
Yhat. day, buf.Jon continued to deny having it.

\ Hé had almost forgotten about the shérts uﬁtil_one
day on the bulletin board, he saw a used condom pjnned up.' So
the jpkes had started again. It ﬁéu)d!be op]y a'matter of time‘r
' when his underwear would be there. At the first sign of the

artfcle, he'd hit Jon where it hﬁrts. t |
But he never saw it aga%n.ﬁ Maybe a bird flew off
. with it after all, a crow perhaps. They collected th{hgs like.
that, didn't they? | ’

‘2 -

o

. . “May 1.join you? I could use a drink myself." said ‘ {

Di, standing before him with that same look of anxious concern.

"Be my guest," he said. It was rather selfish of

: N AeTrearipmR i
£ n‘t&%ﬁﬂ AT
IR P
Vo TR

him ‘to restrict ker to the Jobby. ' Her nerves needed calming™ .~ -
-’too. Besides, shg'd be more-relaxed in the air with a drink
under her belt. The last thing he wanted was to have her

ey L % =
1 P55,
A

- - ) squeeze his 'hand nervously throughout the flight. It would Lo n\

S

ot
7

make him tense too.

She ordered a rum and coke in French. "Yes, madame," - <¢ ' t

&

*

the waiter@acknow]edged. v
w "Did that lawyer mention anything about the funeral

arrangements?” she asked. .

*

~ . "] suppose ‘that if he was dishonorably discharged
[}

[

- frém the army, as you once told me he was, itewon't be'a hi]i-

¥
»

~ tary funeral," he replied testily.

e "No, I know that. But. thoughi that for suiqidés;‘ e
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you dldn*t get the regu1ar kind of serv1ce Did he say if then?
was to be a re11g1ous service?" g
"No. He just said that it was to take place at the

- funeral ‘home, not a church," ‘

"Oh. D@ you think alclergyman w%11 gfficiate, or
do they have someone from the home conduct the ,..™ |
"How the hell should I know?" he said. 'He wondered |
" why all thése piddling details réﬁlly,mattered. A‘human being
had died an unnatural death. 'That's the issue, not who would
spout some mean]qg]ess words about his lwfe
Di was annoy1ng him as much as that 1awyer who had
called to inform him of Jon's death, He had a most annqy1ng | ‘ ' ‘
accent. It spunded English to Dave, and yet it could have been ‘
what they call “propef Bostonian". In any case, it was the'kind
he found pompous and patronizing. .
Thé voice explained in cultured tone; the details of
Jon's deézh. e had been hit by a commuter,train at a level
crossing. Origin?11y it was thought that it was an accident.
. w}theSSes,said he was running across the tracks as if trying to - .,.'
,Qet across before the train approached. Then they found the - - - L
note in his apartment. It wagn't exactly a suicide note. It
was & rambling account of the man's state of depression. It
m1ght haveqbeen written dags before his. death. But it alluded
« to the‘possibifity of an act of self-destruction. - The lawyer - - o "l

didn't read the letter to him over. the phone. He said that in

it there. was the Specific”requeég that ﬁave atténdihis funeral. - ﬂ Vo

_Then thé‘lawyer added something ahogf the subject of*an unmen-




tionable, or was it an unmentionable subject? Dave couldn't

', remember ekact]y. but he hadn‘tblikeq the souﬁé of it. Hé asked '

the lawyer what he méant, and the lawyer said that he would -
discuss ié after the funeral. "It's a terribly %grsona] matter,"”  °
he said. . . ’

That hurt look fq hér eyes, how could he make }t

b

. clear that it wasn't her behavior that waS‘uﬁsetting him, though

in an indirect way it was. She was being too concerned about

1 ' T

things that weren't at the heart of the iséue, Coa

They drank in silence, she eying every apparent
mood swing in him, waiting for & siqn of chanée @ o

"Guess we'd better be gett1ng on," he said, swallow-

ing ; little piece of ice as he sueked the last drop of his

scqtch from the glass. She offered him the remains of her drink,
. but he deé]ined She 1eft her half-full glass on .the tiny Fab]e.

' Dave led the way to the w1ng of the terminal where

_ the American—bound planes berthed. He marched into .the step—‘
through metal detector firs%} but when they made a detoﬁrtto the

Teft int;)a~room_wheré the immigratién officiafs lay in wait,
. Dave"idsfsted tﬁat‘Di get in front of him. “No, you go firsi," -
"ghé:whispered. "I get so nérvous I never know what, to say."
) " "Say the truth,"’be.oraéred. ""What have you gét to i;
be nervous about, for Christ sake?" ‘ _ .

+ He fe]t his heart pounding, and his palms soaking |,

Vg, )
the handles on the two overn1ght bags he was carny1ng 0

She nervous7 What reason did she have to be nervous

a?out crossing @ barder? If anyone in the worjdfhad reason to

: .

N . . t .

’ . . oo ' : : Ve
, - S o
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\ o © be nervous, it was him. Thanks &o Jon. For'yeérs he had tried
\. ¥ : to blank ‘his memory qf that exper%gnce, but every time he faced "
'; . . an immigration official at.& crossihg, it all came painfu]%y , ' 2
\ . | back. The harder he tried to erase %t, the more he.seemea to '
\ \ . , Jgmprint it. \
; : L.

It was a hot Saturday in July, and Jon suggested to

him that he "bug" his father,t6 lend him the car for the day so

‘they could laze on the beach at Lake Champla‘n, and maybe go to

\

‘bhe Plattsburg drive-in where "Bonnie and Clyde" was playing on
a double bill. |

S

They figured they'd e on the beach by‘é1evéh,vbut
at 10:45 they were stuck inlp tie-up on the Mercier~8ridge. It . )
was eleven when the‘%fa11ed van was thed away and the cars:
,’ ) . ahead began to edge forward. By tge'tine they reached the di:
) ‘ videq highway leading south, they were set to fly, The faster e
they flew, the cooler they felt. Within a mile of the border,
Dave dropped back to the speed limit. Tﬁey didn't expect any ) N
delay at‘the:border. They'd been waved through on previous |
croséing;. But théy were.slithly nervous when they eased into '
'aqfane and Saw a face with a gm‘m/gxpression and cold blue eyes
peering §uspicious1y'at them. Théy both- felt a 1itt]e.sheepishj'
knowing they'd been doing over eighty in a sixty-five mile-an-
—— hour zone. They éxpected the officer to'mention it. He would -. :
1ikely have -been tipped off; the highway‘qu radar pgtro]]ed.h

But after asking the standard questions about dames, place of . \

residence, and citizenship, he ordered them to pull up to a o i

! parking space which he indicated with a wave of his hand.
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"Oh, oh," said Jon, "Guess we're ip for\it.'\ﬁa
you tﬁi&k we'1]l have to pay a fine for going over the Vimit?"

"why did you egg me on?" he returﬁed. v

YT didn't egg’you -on. I didn't even say a word
about it," said Jon, his voice becoming slightly hysterical.
"No, but you seemed to be getting your jollies from
it." ’ |

"You'too," said Jon.

They stayed sileft waiting for the officer to Jjoin
them. When he arrived, he ordered them to get out of the car,
"and to fb]]ow him into the building. He remembered hﬁw nervous
Jon looked. Something seeéed'omiﬁous,,and Jon, as usual, wasl

t
the first to sense it.

Inside the lobby of the building.they were escorted
to a counter and toid to put their identificatipn on it. The
man behind it held up their identification cards with his left
haﬁd while his righ% hand seemed to pef%orm some typing motion
under the counter. He nodded at the gscgrting officer who then
ordered them to follow him into a'1itt1é office. He told them

to sit down while he s]ipped’a form into a typewriter and then

asked thémfto spell out their names in full while he peckedcat

" the keyboard with two fingers. He asked them to give him their

~ addresses and their ages:

»

Then he looked directly at Jon and asked: "Are you
a homosexual?" Dave saw Jon turn scarlet, and shake his head.
The man then turned to him and asked him the very

'same question. Even thodgh he had already heard it just before,

b




%

the question hit him 1ike a basebd]l on the forehéga.
rt, "No," he croaked. He had meant to say it more

firmly, but couldn't seem to get it out. '
| "Whether you admit you are .or not,-I have invested
in me, as an official of the Immigration and Naturé]ization
Service, the power to réfuse you admittance to the United States
of America on grounds, laid down in the McCarrén-Wa]ter Act per-
taining to the exclusion of*hom&sexua1 aliens," he said matter-
of-factly. A

"But wé just told you we're not homosexuals," Dave
spluttered.

”You didn't hgar what.I just said," said the man.
"I have invested in me as an official ..." and he repeated to
the word what he had just said.

"Does this mean you're not letting us in?" asked Jon
weakly.

The grim face nodded.

"Does this mean forever,” he aéked, still reeling
from the implication of the charge. ’

"Like I told you. I have the power invested in

"No, no. Don't repeat it," Davqurotested. He

1

couldn't bear to hear it again for the third time. It was like
a final verdict with no chance of ‘appeal.
. The man turned away to tap out something on the

form pu11ed it from the typewr1ter s1gned it, and handed them
.

a copy. "Give this to your immigration officials dn your way
!
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back," he said. And then he added: "Though I am refusing you

admittance, you might find another official who'1l let you-

. tﬁrough. Refusal as I have just told you is discretionary."”

>

He got up and opened the door for them to leave.

It was then {hat Dave asked how they could prove to

_him they were not homosexuals.. "The burden of the proof is on

you," he said. "But whatever you were.to come up with, it

. wouldn't change my mind. 1 just have an instinct about you two."

They walked out of the building 1iké zombies and got
into the car. They sat in silence for what seemed like an houf.
Then Jon began to laugh hysterically. Even when Dave hit him and
told him to cut it out, he continued that loon-like laugh.

| He dropped Jon off st his house without saying a
word., He wanted to tell him to get a haircut. That long blond
hair made him look sort of like a fifi. Maybe that was what did
it. But he didn't say it. He was afraid that Jon would break
into that high pitched laugh again. ’

Two days "later, he called Jon's house. He was still
in a state oF shock about the incident, but he wanted to warn

Jon not to mention a thing about it to anyone. Nat even his

.urents. To ensure Jon's commitment, he had planned to say:

1

"lou do, and I'11 ki1 you." That kind of a threat would surely

silence him. But when he called, Jon's mother answered the
phone. -When he asked for Jon, she dropped the receiver on some-
thing without saying a word. Jon's father came on the Tinc. "I
wanied to speak to Jon," he explained.

' "Jonfs gone," said his father.
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. . : "When's he coming back?" he asked, though the way /
. ;;;”father spoke it sounded like it was fqreveri
"We don't know. He phoned us last night to say that

he took a'bus to Plattsburg and enlisted in the American army to

figﬁt in Viet Nam. That's 411 we know at this point. I'l1 let

him know‘that you called," he said, then hung up.
¢ .' That was the last time he spoke to Jon's parents.. ° ' o ;
‘He saw them occasionally, but either they didn't see him or

retended not to see hiﬁ. He felt they were holding him respon-

| sible for Jon's impulsive self-sacrifice.

‘ Within days of Jon's departure, Di had become Dave's - ¢ |
beét‘friend as well asqhis giﬁ1friénd.’ They had restrained Y
fheﬁsg]ves from Eeing too intimate in-front of Jon out of respect

* for his feelings of rejectipn, by both of them. Jon had unwit-

- tingly brought them together. He had insisted that Dave double-
date with him and Di, and it was during those occasions that
Dave, who had been dating younger girls in the junior high schooi
grades, had begun to see Di in a new light. He'd always been
turned on by her cheerleader looks. But what fascinatea him more
was that specia1'bea1ing touch of hers. If yod comp]aingd‘of a
Backache, she'd insist on rybbipg it for you. And if you were
down in the dumps, she'd search for a way to pull you out, like
bringing you a handful of her homebaked.brownies. Dave soon

‘ dubbed her Mary Poppins and would chant the lime from the song

T LR
*

in the movies: "With a spoonful of sugar, the medicine goes .

down, medicine goes down ..." ‘ : :

o
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‘ & ~"I'd rather be her than Typhoid Mary," she'd respond..-
o ' "Would you prefer a spoonful of spiri]]a?" Then she'd fweak|his

- " ear and chuckle.
In the five years of their courtsiip during which he
w - took Science‘at Sir George and she Nursing at McGili, they |
ktaiked only fleetingly of Jon. They listened to, but never
5 o C sought news.about him. Non;\ever came directly from Jon, but

within days of the announcement of their engagement and impending

marriage in The Montreal Star, he (not Di) received a gift cer-

. t tificate from Birks for one hundred dollars. A tiny card accom- *
panied jt signed only Jon. He wasn[t.even sure it was Jon's
signature. It might have been Jon's mother who could possibly
have bean instructed Ey Jon to get the certificate for him.

He didn'; know what to buy with éhe'certificaté, SO
gave it fo Di who bought a simple white bone”china dinner set
for four with it. But they rarely used it. ‘It was @ back-up set

' ‘ for those sﬁecial occasions .when their regular eight-piece set

couldn't meet their dining requirements.

i

Neither he nor Di ever ate off the dishes. They. were
( : . !

< always assigned to guests.
"Is this gentleman your husband?" asked the black
official. ' ‘
"Yes," said Di. ' ‘ ¢
. "Fine, you may proceed. May I see your identifica-

tion, sir?" he asked qjsinterestedly. Glancing at his driver's

Yicence and his Bell Canada employee icentification card, he

- J




-97-

s1id them back, and said, "Fine."
Amazing, he thought, how on one occasion they pin___

you down, probe the very fibrg of your Leing, and stick a label

a

on you, and on another they barely check to note if you're animal,

s

vegetable or mineral.

»

"l can't understand why 1 get so nervous going

. through immigration like this," said Di.h"Nothiég's everﬁhappenéd

to me or anyone I know. I guess we are just too normal to bother

[N

with." c

They had ten ﬁinutes to wait in the Delta ‘boarding
Tqunge. It was a large square room with vinyl-covered, chrome o ‘;
tubing seats lining all four walls. Just about‘every seat was -
occupied with people Qaiting for the signal to line up with their
boarding passés. «

He noti%ed that those who were not glancing®down at
their tickets or some kind of reading hatéria] stared stfaightk ’
ahead, their faces expressionless. In one corner a mother was
trying to pacify her &oung son who was sobbing one' moment and
sh%ieking.the next.  He was the only one who seemed to be
upset, andttota]ly uninhibited about showing it:
l Dave wondered if he appeared to, the others:]ike they . .
to him. Hé felt like that distraught kid, but he didn't have . ’
the guts to scream out in frustration. The price of being a man. ¢ .
;ﬁt what kind of a.man? Who said g man can't havé feelings, or
if he.does, that he can't express them? P

' They hadn't been airborne for more than five minutes

when a stewardess asked them if they would care for a drink or

— e aan
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]ight refreshment. He ordered S scotch, and she a coke. Tﬁéy
drank in silence. She’ put her hand in his.

"He loved.me, you know," he'b1ur£ed out.

"Yes, I know,” she said. )

. "How do you know?" he asked, surprised at the calm-

ness of her reply. ’
| "He‘told me. Not directly, but 1ndirect]y ... That's

when | begah to take an interest in you. He spoke of you the way
someone speaks of a lover. He couldn't help it, because he
coulan't help feeling that way abou% you. At first i Qas jealous,
but then I encouraged him to talk about you. When he did; it
was like poetry, like Elizabeth Barrett Browning's, “How do I
Tove thee?'" ’

"Did you ever love him?" he asked.

"1 thought 1 did at the time, but no, I don't think
50 now. I cared for him, though. He always seemed like a lost
pup. I wanted to hold him in py arms and comfort him."

_ He Tooked out of the window and marvelled at the
clearness of the cloudless sky. The wing of the plane beneath |
the window looked like a metallic springboard from whiéﬁ you
could leap into the blue infinity. Or a perch onn which
floating spirits could a]ighf like a bird on a finger.

" Was Jon out there? Looking down on them?

He thodght of the Noel Coward play that had come on
tour to Place des Arts the winter before in which a man was
visited by h?% two deceased wives'-- in ghost-like form. For

days afterward, he had fantasized about who among the 'dear




:

departed’

he would want to swoop into his presence.
\ ! ' ' ) .. . '

. ‘ o At this moment:, family members faded on his imaginary

‘quest 1ist,‘1eavin§-on1y one person: Jon.‘ He wanted him to

-

appear on the wing of the plane, right in front of his window so
they could face one another. Then cupping his ﬁands around -his
mouth so that none of the passengers could see his 1ips, he would -

-silently mouth the words he wanted desperately to say.

o

* -
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He stood there before us, dangling the thing like.it t ;
« . was a prize trout he'd just reeled in.

What were we supposed to do now? Bow down? Applaud?

3

Salivate like Pavlov's dog?

There was an air of expectancy filling thé gym, the

R —

kind that a magician creates'wyen he removes a %agic wand from
hjs shirtsleeve and holds his audience in sbspgnse until his next
move.
I looked at Eric. He was staring at Nutter, as seeh~‘ '
iﬁg1y captiv;ted as all the others. 1 didn't knaw whether I D
felt relieved or chag(inned. A bit pf Both perhaps. .
The chagrin stemhed from seeing Nutter's prediction --
that the kids of this Grade Two class would be enthralled with.
his marionette --- come true. How could an ordinary doll, made
only slightly extraordiﬁary by strings, hold Eric, the original
"1 seen it’a11 before" kid, and his classmates so spellbound?

» -

It had to be Nutter's advance billing.

"Get ready to meet a boy older than a grandfather,
an imp with magical powers," he had said before 1ifting the
marionette out of the carton marked RAID in bold black print.

“Boys and girls, meet Peter Pan," oozed thter, his

\ 200-
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", right hand jiggiiﬁé the crossbar of the cruciform device that

raised and lowered the marionette's hands. Peter wasn't chop-

" ping the air. He was waving at us! . That was just the beginning

of the performance. The worst was yet to come. I'd seen the
'
preview.
Would these seven-year old guinea pigs from Elgin

Public School react to Peter the way I had when Nutter honoured

me'with a personal introduction? Or would they confirm Nutter®s

belief that it is only as children that we can enter the world !

!
|

of the imagination?

« 1t was that conviction which inspired Nutter to tr;at
us tbe young adults of Ottawa Teache:E College, like six-year
olds. ,

Had 1 not completed one year of a general arts pro-
gram at a Montreal university before switching to the Ottawa
college, I might have gone along with Nutter's fanciful brqnd
of CD;descension. But 1 had been spoiled by the lecturers at
Sir George. They had treated me like an adult. When I answered
a question correctly, they would say: "Right you are, sir."
Nutter would say: "Atta boy." They didn't seem to care if you
skipPed their classes. Nutter took a roll call, always asking
if anyone knew the reason why a student was absent. If it was
due to illness, he made us all pen a short get-well message
whicﬁ he co1}ecte&, stuffed in a large business envelope and

mailed to the student.

Nutter's aim, as he expfained at the outset of his
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course in Elementary English, was to simulate in our classes the -
kind of méﬁta]ity we would face Tater as teachers. YWe'were to
frolic in a Never Never Land of childish innocence.
Our first entry into that, playground of make-believe
naivete was like a crash landing. It happened'just after Nutter
took his first roll call, dﬁring which he insisted that every-

one respond with "present$ rather than "here." "You can be

present, but not necessarily here -- in spirit, that is," he

-

coyly explained.
Nutter then held up a battered maroon book and pranced
up and down the aisles a;}ing each of us what he was holding. |
’ ‘ A

"A book." "A book." "A volume of poetry." "An heirloom." "A

“ '
~

book." The replies made him grin.
| It was as if he were £%é privileged observer of the
spectaclé of the six blind men touching different parts of an
e1éphant .andﬂthen'making six different pronouncements about
what the creature was. 4

» Returning to the front of the class, he held up the
book, opened the front cover, and said: "Nd@, what does it Took
ike?"
No one rep]%ed. The object remained resolutely-a
book. |

He made a crestfallen face. "How sad that none of .

you see:it as a door," he said f]épping the front cover with .

his long fingers, "a door to the world of the imagination." . .>~?

"It's a world that you all must enter if you want

to reach children," he continued. "I want to help you reach

ST T T W
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éhildren; and to do that, I will. have to challenge you to seé

the world through your imggination instead of your intellect.”

I shoulan't have been surbrised to be re—int}oducéﬁ‘°
to.Peter Pan by Nutter. After all, Nutter pridéd himself on
being a child at heart,.and hadn't Peter Pan been the Tast ho1dj/
out in the resistence to growing up? ’
Sti11, 1 hadn't ggpectéd to meet him face-to-face
that morning a month ago when Nutter hushed us to silerce, and
with a "Have I got a %urprise %or you” gleam in his eye, ?nnounced:
"Boys and girls, it's tiﬁe you met one'of my best friends.- 1
know you're goirg to love him as much és I do,"
From my seatjatwthe back, 1 could see a]]'heéds“align
themselves in the direction.of the door.’ But there di&n't seem
to be anyone standing on the other side of the fr&sted glass
pane: Maybe the friend didn't love Nﬁtter as much as he loved
him. _ B
| But instead of‘goind to the door to welcome the mys -
tery guest, he went to his desk and opened the bottom drawer.:
He seemed Lolbe fiddling with sométhing. It rattled. '
| rThat sound provoked a r{bp1e of }e1iéf amoné the girls
sitging at the head of the class. 1 éuess they thought he Qas

doing to pull out a snake to charm before their horror-struck

eyes. " Or maybe a frightened mouse to pass from hand to hand.

o

"
¥

His hand jerked upward:to reveal a rotating figure,

about eighteen inches high clad in a green fg]t tunic and tights.

i
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It faced us, then Nutter. Us again,- Nutter again. The girls

e
' @

in the front tittered. Nutter seized its buttocks to steady it,

-
peocs L L A s - -

then lowered- it onto the desktop. ‘ ‘ T 3

-

. . "Recognize him?" Nutter asked.

- g g

"It's Peter Pan," the girls in the front chorused. 31?f'_ -

They might have added "of Walt Disney fame." It was more impishly
) cute than the Peter Pan shown in the illustrations of ‘the-original .

Barrie versioff that had been read to me at bedtime.

Nutter beamed.
"Peter. It looks like you have a lot of new friends

here: How about a big hello?"

Y
P e aBE I

The greeting that %ame out of Nutter's mouth, which”

sounded 1ike the ygwl of a cat, made me wonder who the reaf dum-

e g

my was. Pid.Nutter really think he was 1Mitating the\Voice of

“a yoyng'kid? And moving his 1ips like that/... We're the dum-

- (DR T~
L3

mies, I thought. Wetre'going along with him. *We shbuld kall .

o

for tﬁe 'hook' and have him whisked away.

g e

The tittering girls vied with one another to. reach
out and touch the figure.
Nutter guided".the marionette to the desktqp-of his . 3

favorite student. "Okay, P ?, how about a kiss on the cheek

VP P S

leaned forward to offer her

P

for ﬁrenda?"‘he gushed.( Brend

T~

¢

. E’ ! A
g cheek as Nutter awkwardly bpmged the marionette's face against

hers. A chorus of "awh's" broke out among the surrounding spec- \

’

;} . . she turned scarlet. That kiss, which Nutter got such a joy

from administering, might have hurt. But Nutter hadn't noticed.

, .
) . .
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He was 1ooki#§ towards the back of the‘c1éss.

. "Now, how about a handshake with one of the boys,"
he said. I looked down, but knew 1'd been marked‘¥or the‘en-
counter. l .

s
*

Nutter was carrying a gauntlet. He wanted to see if

-1 rise to his challenge.: I knew he was bothered by my sardonic

smile and skeptical stare. A1l would be forgilven if I submitted

is lhtest prop. °

!

1 jumped when the maribnetfe crashed on my desk Tike
a sho% duck. It looked worse for wear up close. There were
smudgé marks B]otting out the three freck]és on eath cheek.

And the green felt costume was tattered and dirty from use, or
bossib]y‘éguse. So this was Peter Pan, the boy who refused to
be manipulated by adults.

"Pgter; meet Paul," sa{d Nutter. “How about shaking
Peter's hand, Pah]. He'd like that."

Seryou want to manipuTate me too, I thought. Don't
you have enough marionettes in this classroom as it is? Mu;t
you go for broke? You want us toiact like children. Okay.
How about I act like a spoiled four—year-o]d and refuse to do
your bidding? o //////* N

I reached out and jiggled the dirty liftle rubber
hénd hanging in front éf me. ’

r’e

. 1 could sepsé/the class' relief. They knew that

4

ually Nutter ana Ifwou]d have®our showdown, but they
e .
wereh 't réigy/fbr it that day. Moreover, they were always

nervous about the possibility of Nutter biowing his stack.

0
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|
1

The day he turned purple because some members of the cﬁass didn't

put their hearts into the pantomiming of "Under the Toadstoo)
Crept an E1f," he made us prjnt the entire poem a dozen times
before leaving the c]as%. . ¢
Peter still hovered beforé me.
"Tell me, Paul. What do you think of my friend

Peter?" he asked.

.
A

"Who am I to knock someone's friend?" 1 quipped. I
expected a titter from the class, but all I glimpsed were embar- .
rassed smiles. | |
Nutter lowered his hands so that tﬁe marionette
drooped 1n.front of me.
."Peter is very sad to ﬁhink that you would want to’

knock him. He wants to know wh , don't you, my friend?"

Nutter raise lowered the head of the marionette.
The truth of the matter was that I have never cared

fdr marionettes. it's the s£rings. Unless you are very far away
from them, and they are manipulated against a darkly-coloured
backdrob, you can't heﬁ% but be aware of them. I've seen mario-
nettg'shows, during which I almost came to believegthat the per-
formers were live beings. Suddenly a wire thread would catch
the 1ight, and ; linear flash, like streamlined lightening, would
shatter bnce and for all the illusion of self-animation. -w§

| Puppets are another story, glove puppets, that is.
They der%ve their illusion of animation from below rather than
-above. That's the secret of ;heir effectiveness. A cousin of

the glove puppet, the ventriloquist's duqyw. is to my mind the
s | : ’
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most imprqégive of the species. Nﬁt only does it seem to have
a life of 1£§ an% but it seems to wield a power over its con-
troller. Charlie always sassed Edgér. You never get ihag im-
pression with a marionette. You-know who is firmly in control
even if you never see the controller. It's the sfrings. They
expose the mysterious complicity between the master and the
mastered;
"Those strings,” I mumbled. “They're too distract-
) ing ....
Suddenly Peter was gone. Not Back to Never Never

Land but to the top of Nutter's desk where he 1ay sprawled like

‘ a skydiver whose chute hadn't opened.

”Young man," spluttered Nutter. ~“You will be the

death of me yet. Have I not made it pek%ect1y cleaf that you
are .to look upon phings through the eyes of a child, and not an

~ Unimaginative aduTt? A child wouldn't even gee the striﬁgs.
He'd see a friend-to-be, someone he'd 1ike to know.. That's why
I introduced him to you." ‘

1 thought of another famous marionette whose nose
grew long whenever he lied. Would that such a curse applied to
marionette handlers. Nutter's nose would have looked 1ike an

! elephant's trunk.

"Children are reluctant to speak open]} to adults," '
Nutter continued. "But they'll speak their minds with other ¢
‘chi‘Eren. By al]owiné them to befriend a creature such as Peter, ‘
tbey will open-up and express themselves. So forgel about suEh

AN . ) -

things as strings and see the wonderful possibilities for com-

» \
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‘cunication‘he can bring to them ... and you.h

Kids aren't that dumb, 1 thought. In fact, they're

the first to spot something that isn't quite what it's made out

4

‘to be. I'remembered the time 1 played Santa at the sunday schoo]

Christmas party. I'd been made up to look ruddy and windburnt,
and a squiﬁt{ng young girl asked me if I used ﬁrs. Santa's blush
and lipstick. And a smart-alec said he wanted to pull my beard

because it looked like there was an "elastic holding it on." So

"much for kids .not seeing a marionette's strings.

1've always been impressed by that capacity for
wénder that goes hand in hand with a sharply crit{ca] eye. Kids
believe in Superman, but if they were to suspect that he soars
through the air on wires, thex'd shout "phoney."
. My mind raced through examples of this paradox: that

what is illusory should look real. 1 got only snatches of Nutter's

spiel about "getting through" to children by "seizing the minds
of the young" and over forty years of experience having proved

him right. Suddeﬁly'there was silence. He was waiting for my

i

answer. |
"1 beg your pardon; sir?® I said sheepjsh]y. )
"I said, do you trust my‘judgmeﬁi gained from that |
experience?" - o v

1 %e]t like 1 was being pinned down by a bu1]y'
who'd only let go if I shouted "uncle.® I wasn't ready to
concede, but I wanted to end the bout.

I nod?ed. ' y

Trust his judgement? No way. My experiénce showed

IEIERET LS A b , :



-109-

me that kids don't 1ike adults acting like kids in front of them. '

What they really like is when an adult treats thenklike adults.
"I sense you're not entirely convinced. But wait
until the classroom demonstrations begin, and you'll see. My

little friené Peter has never failed me yet," said Nutter.

Well, here Qas the test. Somehow{ seeing Nutter in

the middle of the’co]]ege gym, 'surrounded on three sides by banks

of student teachers, and facing a class of kids who didn't have

to kow-tow to him to get a passing mark, he looked a little less

formidable, even vulnerable, like a foolhardy general facing a
force greater than his own,

Still,*Nutter wasn't my chief concern at that moment.

- It was Eric. When the doors of the gym had been opened to let

his class in to take their places, he led the scramble for the
choicest seat -- the one in the furthest corner of th: matrix of
desks which faced a table that served as a desk for tie teacher.

As he raced across the f1oore I looked for. a telltale

"bulge in the pockefs of'his corduroy trousers. I couldn't see

a thing. Phew, phew! I couldn't beiieve he would have brought
that knife into the classroom. On the other hand, you could
count on Er%c doing what*he shouldn't do. That was ha]% his
charm. The other half was his erewéness. It might have been
fanned into f]amé by the irregular shifts of his mother who
waited on tables in the Alexandra Hotel. He was left to live by

his own w%ts most of the time. 1 got a sample of his street<

smart cockiness when I moved into the same Victorian rooming

LN ' /
/
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house on Somerset Stréet in early September.
1§ was lugging a heavy carton of books and trying to ‘
_wrestle open the screen door. The glare of the afternoon sun on.
the screen panels prevented me from seeing Er+f.who was holding -

#
the door shut.

'

"Say knock, knock," said the shadowy figure.

"Knock, knock." .

A

"Who's there?" B : :

"paul," I said. - ‘ ‘ x i

“Paul who? Make it good or I won't let you in," he
challenged. ) . . ' ‘
| ( "Payl-ese open the door before I break my q}ms," 1

begged.

The door was kicked open. : N i ;

"Bor-ring," he pronounced while rﬂshing past me down

- "What's in that box?" the kid asked.
"Books."
.the ﬁorch steps. ' '
Soon aftery, his mother asked if she could leave him

with me for a few hours while she went to the dentist. Actually,

it was more a case of a dentist coming to her, and of her wanting e

Eric out of the way while he kept his appointment with her. In
any case, I didn't miﬁd spending a little time in Eric's com-

pany. It gave me a chance to sound him out on a few course as-
signments. Ip was Eric who called my attention to the visit of

his class to the college that Tuesday afternoon. I hadn't made

the connection between Eric's and the "inner-gity school class"

3 '
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that had been notgd in the schadule, He wanted to know if.I1 |
would be teaching him. I explained that we -- fhé stbdenfs --
were going to s;t on the sidelines while our teachers strutted
their stuff. Ptan I wink at you, then}" he asked. "Discreetly,"

I said. "Your eyeé are supposed to be on the teacher, not me." ‘ ]
A :

Then two nights before the event Eric appeared at

ﬁx door .to show me the gift his mother had bought him if he
prbmised to join the local Cub pack and not to misbehave at
meeiings. I knew why she had bribed hifi. Eric ran ahead of a

pack, not in it.

\ There must have been a dozen things the knife coﬁ]&‘ \
. 4

do in addition to cutting. Out came a corkscrew, a screwdriven,
a can opener, something thét looked Tike an ice pick, ‘a bottle

opener, sc¢issors: and blades of varying shapes and capacities.

+

By the time he had finished pullino them out of the handle one
by one, the \knife looked like a pocket-sized armoury.

"I'm going to bring it to your college," he said.

"Bet most of ydyr teacher friends ‘haven't seen anything like it.

.

- Will there be a "show and Teil'?" = - o

"Not a formal one like you have in your regular

‘classes,” 1 said.
“But 1 want to show it to them,” he whined. “Hey,
maybe before the c1ass\begins, you can hold up a piece of rope o

. and I'1) cut it in ‘three seconds flat. Zap, zap, zap. Think °
\ : . .
you can find one?" \

i
]

Lo b .
"How about stRings?" I countered. "I can think of

H

N
\

\
\

some you could cut."
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"Yeah? Which ones?"

f caught the gleam in ﬁig eye.

"Forget it, Eric: JAnd forget'about briﬁging it to
the college. It's neither the time nor the place to have a knife-
wje]aing demonstration," I sajd with'a1] the unfhreatening au-
thority I could muster. Imagine re-creating. "Blackboard Junglie"
under the eyes of my professors ‘and, colleagues: They'd string |
me up for sure.

Knowing Eric's perveﬁsity, I had half expected to
see him leap into thé g}m ]ike‘an Indian marauder with the
thing gripped in his teeth. At least it could have been cQpfis-
cated by his regular teachér or by Nutter himself. My relief
at not spotting ft wps‘]ess than one hundred percent. He could
have‘s1ipped %t for safe—kéeping to a cohort. My 1astihope was
that Eric would be 'charmed’ inpo'gubmiﬁsion by the marionette.
Would Nutter's instrument and tune do that? N

L3

“Who knows where Peter come; from?* asked Nuttér,
making the marionette bob like a Jack—in-iﬁg—box. )

A half dozen arms were raised. Nutter nodded to
tﬁe only boy at the back who had }aised his hand.

"From that box on the table,” he said.

The - student teachers giggled. Nutter forced a grin.

“Yes, that's wherewhe came from just a minute ago.
" But I'ﬁ/thinking of the Tland he.comés from. Do you knqw the
name of it?"

The box shook his heQd. Nutter nodded ta a girl af

the front of a row who held up her arm as if saluting.’
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“Disneyland,"” she declared.
There was another ripﬁ]e of gigg]és f}om the side-
Jines. This time Nutter didn't smile. |
\ "Yes, like most lucky young people, he's been’ to
Disneyland, but that's really not where he comes from. The name

H

v . of his home is ..." Nutter Towered his voice as if to reveal
an important secret. "...Never Never Land. Doesn't that sound
. like an exciting place to come from?"

There was silence in the large hall. "Does anyone

know where Never NeVer Land is?" The silence persisted. "I |

, can travel to it any time I want to. Does anyone know how I can

/

get there?"

. One arm was hesitantly raised. ' Nutter leaned

¢ .ot

toward her, smiling.
"By balloon?" she said.
_The smile vanished.
. .
"No, little girl. I don't need a halloon to go
there. 'I have an even better way., Do you want to know what it
ig?" .
- The blushing girl nodded.
- . _ . . Nﬁtter tapped his large index finger‘against his

head. "My imagination," he said. "With it I can go to Never

2n
&

Never:Land and anywhere else I want to. Isn't that exciting?"

| A 1 saw that the smile on Eric's face had turned to
a frown. ' . /
L | © "I'N tel} you what," said Nutter to the squirming

pupi¥, "For those of you who aren't used to travelling in their

\
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imaginations, 1've brougﬁt you Péter to act as your guide’™®

"Tell us all about the owl énd the pussycat,”
squgafed Nutter as he shook the hand control to make Peter jump
up and down, presumably with enthusiasm for a recitation.

Nutter obliged. And continued with a half dozen
other poe&s that Peter leapt up and down for.

' The kids had ants in their pants.' 1 could sense they
wanted Peter to do something more spectacular than begging for
more of the samé. He didn't seem to be guiding them at all.
More like following along with what was being doled out.

Nutter began to saunter up and down the aisles,
dragging Peter with him, while.reciting a bizarre Mother Goose
rhyme about a little old lady who fel} asleep on her way to
market, and had her petticoat cut up by a pedlar named Stout.

Eric's excitement as Nutter sidled up to him made me
jittery. He was like a boxer warming up for a bout. HI guess
Nutter must have mistaken his bouncing for unrestfained
enthusiqgm.

"I caught your mischievous smile," he said to Eric.
“I'11 bet you and Peter could be fast friends. He's a mischie-
vous little fellow, too._ Do you know who he's mgst mischievous
with?"

Eric stared at Nutﬁer without answering.
"Pe}ér, tell your friend here, wﬁo you like to play
' tr%cks on," ordered Nutter.

~

. “That mean old Captain Hook," came the . ueal.

Eric continued to stare -- coldly.
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"Do you know who Captain'Hook is?" Nutter asked.

Eric shook his head.
L . "Captain Hook is a pirate who has" a horri?]e hook
where his hand used to be. He's Peter's sworn‘enemy. That's
why Peter plays tricks on him. To make him angry enough so that
he will sail away from Never Never Land and never, never come
back. Do you haJe a trick for Peter? Maybe he'll show you one
if you show him one first.".

Eric looked thoughtful. "Yeah, I got a trick for

1

beter,“ he said. ,

"Oh goody," came a squeal.

"It's in my secret cave," he said raising the cover
of his desk. "Through this trap door."

"Do you want him to slide in?"

Eric nodded, opening the cover wider to let Nutter
lTower the marionette into the desk's shallow compartment.

"You gotta let go of him," said Eric.

"But 1'm not holding on to him,” Nutter rop]iea.
"You can see for yourself. My hands aren't touching him."

‘ "You're holding onto the strings. You gotta let gol

of the strings."

“Strings? ... I don't s?e any stm‘ngs,"I protested
Nutter, “Al1 I gee is a little boy with a spirit of adventure."”

The hall was quiet.

I knéw Eric didn't like to have his leg pulled. And

1 knew he was torn between going alorg with Nutter's dupery like

a good sport, and calling his bluff.
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. ' "Close your eyes, then,” Eric ordered.

Nutter closed his eyes as Eric lowered the cover,
but not all the way. He left room for his hands to probe iﬁside
the compartment. - His arms jerked. Bang went the cover as he {
pulled his hands free and falded them on his chest.

"Hé's reaﬁy to come out now."

‘How about opening’your érap door so he can 1e{5d;:},"
said Nutter, |
“If he's so magic he can do it himself," Eric countered.

Nutter raised the desktop about three or four inches

L Y

From the uprqised hand control hung five shrivelled
striﬁgs. ‘

Nutter looked Horrified. "You've cut them®™ he |
exclaimed.

"Cut what?" - » o

"The strings. You've cut the strings!"

"You said you couldn't see any strings. VYou can't

cut something that's invisible!" retorted Eric.
Giggles broke out among the student teachers.

" Nutter stared in disbelief at the dangling strings.

Eric gave me a conspiratorial wink. He couldn't
repress his glee.
. 1 shook my head and scowled to indicate my disap-
proval. ' | |

Nutter's eyes travelled from the strings to the

-

: , ‘averted face of Eric. He stiffened like a'rétriever, picking

"i
& ¢
e
’
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up a fresh scent. He cocked his head directly above Eric's.

His eyes, like'two dark gun barrels, wavered, then Yocked with

mine. .

I saw the flash -- the flash of illumination.

Down went my head. |

I heard some shuffling, the bdhg of a qesktop, and
footsteps. Whéh I looked up, Nuttﬁr was arranging the marionette
on the tap}e 1ike a body in a casket. ‘

| The atmosphere grew more tense as he furhed toward

us. He stood, his face grave as if preparing to pronounce a
sentence. i -

Then he began to speak.

“Boys and girls," he said slowly as if still search-
ing fo} words. '"What yéu have witnessed just now should be an
important object ?eéson to you. You have seen a pupil perform
an act of vandalism." He paused. | |

“Now most of you wou]d'assume the pupil is gquilty, -
but I know better. The child is an innocent dupe of a young
adult who masterminded the nasty stunt and set him.up to take
the rap. Thgnk God, I'm not easily hoodwinked .

“It's not anger 1 feel ‘toward the young lad, but

pity. Pity, because hé's been doubly victimized. He is & victim

of someone else's sick pursuit of vengeance, a pursuit not un-

" Jike that of Cag%ain Hook. But what's ‘more tragic is that hg

has been jrobbed of his childish imagination. He was unable to
see Peter as a friend who could lead him to Never Never Land..

He saw-him the way an adult sees a marionette: as an extension

4

‘
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< iy of the person pulling the strings. : ‘ ‘ .

"1 thahk God I have enough of the child in me to see

"Peter as a'playmate quite separate from me. It's’ihagipation;
< R M - 4

‘ : )
you see. It's somethigg tgét you as teachers must always keep

alive in yod} pupils ... and of course, yourselves. With it you

will hold the secret of eternal youth ..." He paused. "...And

&3 . o
. .

N * the power to.sway young minds." ]

Behind me I heard the sound of teﬁtative°app1ause.

5) " It‘swe]Jed. I slumped in my seat as it grew louder.' 1 looked ,

i

_'up to see Nutter smiling. It.wasn't the impish smile of the - /

B ' marionette. It was like Eric's when he winked at me just after \l

D) ~ i

* : he'd cut the—stringsf Lt was iﬁe smile of someone whose imagin- i

. ative powers could never, never again hold'a claim to innocence. o
« L < . . ¢
_> v
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“insults at one another: “Steeeyoupid!" ‘"Meeeanie!
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Personal Flotation Device

<

He felt inclined to cover his ears when his son hol-

- lered at the kids in the back to "Sihmer down, or lse."

¢ “Now I asked your grandpa to bring yo: to the show,”
Garth added "So if he gives me any negative repor- " about your .
behavior, 1'11 personally whack each and every onc of you. Isg -
that clear?"” l .

’

" There were murmurs of assert from the trio, then

A

silence. .

, But only for a moment, he calculated. As soon as
their father would drop them off at the entrance to the exhibi-
tion hall and speed off to his sguash gam;: they'd act like
grasshoppers again, jumping up and down and shrieking shéill l

: \ " "Dummeeee 1"
He wished he'd never mentioned to Garth that he was
planning to take in this year's boat show. He wanted to go on -

his own so.h€ could linger over whatever caught his eye, without

having to catch up to or lag behind someone whose pace didn't’

* match his own. -There had to.be some benefits to being a widower

and alone. - )
Yet when he told his son that he was goihb to go on

a weekday to avoid the crowds, Garth asked h§m<to postpone his

- !
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outing ti11 Saturday and take the kids. “1'1) pay their admis-
sions and a buck apiece for'% coke and pizza or whatever they _—

might want to-munch on," he offered. ' ‘ S

P
T g

Would Garth ever step jumping fo the conclusion that

he, the ever-doting grandfather, was seaﬁghing for yet another

amusement for-the kids? He made that very same leap When he

told his son he had agreed to be custodian of the pool at Golden

G]éﬁ Manor.

"Terrific." said Garth. "Maybe you can let the kids

| - use it during afterncon nap-time or whenever it's not being used

[

by the goldie-oldies.” - ~ -

A4 l

- He héd beeﬁ taken aback by Garth's suggestio%, because
,; . when he told Carol Stevens, the social animator at the retirement
home, thét‘he would take on the duties for ihe two hours a day it
" was in use, in exchange for a bigger apartment with a western
e ' - exposure and balcony at no increase in rent, he hadn't the kids
S~ jn mind, ‘ ) ‘ o ‘ - : ;

But then Garth and his echo, Joanne, had very fixed

notions about the role of children as grandchildren. "They drain ;
the ]%fg from their parents, but add 1ife to their grandparents,"”
| L Garth once told him., "It's true," added Joanne.

) ‘ Maybe ...

But the kids hadn't given him the kind of life Garth
had in mind. To be perfectly fair, though, they had for Pat..
Mhen he and Pat moved ‘from Toronto fo Victoria when he retired

over five years ago, she really seemed to gain a second wind.

, At first he thought it was due to the fresh air, the sunshine,

S
N
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« the slawer pace of Victorié, and the ]ikt]e condominium row
house which required so little upkeep, A1l those played their
part. But the moment she put down the phone to sa& the kids
wefe!!oming over for supper, or for hot dogs or ‘mﬁzchies', she
was whipping ic%ng, s{irring fudge, pouring jello into animal-
shaped moids, of kneaaing dough for her lemon pies -- the. flour

»

f]ew.“Qetween visits, she stitched bright]y:colored bed quilts

from patterns in Family magazine, rattled off cotton pyjamas'and

sports shirts on her old Singer, and clicked out dozens of pairs °

of bright]y:co1oured socks froq the .machinations of her grey
yknitting needles and freckled hands.

' 'y
But he discovered, after her sudden heart attack and

death, that the bounce in his step had sprung more from her
bustling activity around the kids than from the kids themselves.
The first outdoor barbecue he hosted after Pat's passing was a

leaden affair. When she hpd been present, the steaks seemed -

i

¢ast%er. Maybeﬁjt was ‘the way sheahad served them after he
flipped them onto the steakboards. She sprinkled them with -
pars]éy as if it was magic fairy dust. .
- It was after yet another. barbecue that had/éeen hit

by a 'surprise shower, and further dampened by an outpouring of

. pouty complaints, that he decided to sell the condomihium and
take a small apartment iﬁ Golden Glen Manor. He wouldn't be
needing a patio anymore. And in a smaller place, Garth and

" Joanne wouldn't expect him to entertain as much. There simply
wasn't enough robm for the ij of them around the 1itf1e dipette

table. ' o

1
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That hadn't stoppg§ the kids from d}opping in on
o ' . Sdturdéys. His apartment was big engugh to &hange'ié. After
- tﬁeir dips, he served them soft drinks and Dad's oatmeal cookies.
whén they left, he savoured thé glorious si]encg as he picked
up the damp towels off his bedspread to launder them up for the ‘ |
- ‘ * next noisy invasion.
Actually, he was pleased that the pool could keep .
'them amused while he buttered aboat with a mop and chgcked the
- ’ ‘ gauges on the heating and f;]tration systems.

i 4 ' | Luckily, because Saturday afterncon was a popular

time for reidents to go shopping or visit frienaé and family, |

{ :
few weré disturbed by the kids' high-decibel or tidal wave antics. ' o
T - ] When they wgré there, he was very mﬁch the 1ifeguard. -

But normally he was expected on}y to keep an eye on the chlorine

§ Tevel, the acid-alkaline balance and tempefrature of the water. .

%ﬁ Manor users preferred the low eighties. For.the kids, he set the

%% gauqe‘for seventy-%{ve. Though he was expected to mop up puddles

E around the'poo]'s edge to prevent slipping,/he was not expected

;T' to clean the pool. The in-wall skimme; s] rpea up oily scum

“ . from the water surface, and ‘a young man cawe ever)} week to va?;;w ‘

%ﬁ the bottom. ' e | .
%é; * Occasionally, he‘wop]d put on dodgles. and flippers

and swim along the bottom of the pool looking for bobby pins,

‘ coins, and sometimes keys that a bather would Jose. N€ enjoyed
ﬁ v
- .that; he felt at peace probing those silent depths.

_ At other times, when the pool was empty, he would
1

i}
N

f]oétfon.his back in his PFD.

. ,
.
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"What in tne hell is a PFD?' he had asked Carol when . !

“she told him he must wear it when on duty. . .
N . N
" . ¢ ‘7“
' "A potential life saver. It stands for personal

-

- flotation device,

she said, and produced the padded vest for

him to put on. "I can't take chances on having you slip and
maybe bump your head, fall into the pool and drown," she séid‘
" or maybe have a dizzy spe]i whi]e\you're standing next to it. "
. It's not uncomfortable, and quite snézgx, don't you think? The
ladies won't be able t6 take their eyes off you."

He wasn't that convinced of ips snazziness, but it

e e AR . BT

* was attention getting -- shiny §e11ow, withctwo paralle) shiny j
black belts thatﬁbad red buckles. Stuffed with a material called
| . : \Ensolite, it was surprisingly ]ighéweight and s1im fittiﬁg,
| unlike the bulky, kapok-filled jackets he had worn years before‘
during lifeboat,drill on that Caribbean cruise with Pat. '
Though £he PFD could be hot at times, he always
buckied the belts when ladies were present -- the best baft)er

i of the bulge since the corset.

x
r

Without the PFD he couldn't have floated for minutes - ~
)‘c at a time. He had been shocked to disfover that he qéuldn't
%‘ float upaided anymore. That had been one of his specialities.
i§¥

He taught Garth to trust water -- not to thrash it -- by floating

a1ongsig§ his wiggling little body. In those days, he could.

float on his back for hours. Garth never could. But when Tim,
: his yourigest grandchild, challenged him }o avf]oéting match and

“insisted that he remove his PFD, he juSt couldn't float wiFhout

-treading, which Tim called "sneaky swimming."

. B o
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He couldn't understand why he had lost his buo}ancy.
But at his next physical cﬁeck—up he asked the doctor if it
indic;ted something was wrong. He was afraid it might have
something té do with his Jungs. N
‘ But the doétor, a $e1f-confessed"fitness freak',

told him that most males start life as “f]oater§“ and turn into
"sinkers" as they age. |

"Unless they have a high‘@egree of body!fat and very
little muscle and bone density, men, youﬁg at heart but senior
in.years like youﬁse]f,‘genera11y sink," He said comfbrting1y.

"Some- will float soméwhere in the -middle between
the surface and/the bottom, and others will sit right on the

A
bottom."

"Where 'do you settle?" he'asked while tapping -on

. his shoulder blades.

"Near the bottom, but not on it," he replied. He *

thought how convenient it always was for him to probe the pool's

bottom forx lost articles with&ut actually crawling along'it.

-

The wind-burnt doctor, who told him he had once
worked with Olympic swimming contenders, said that women general-

ly are better floaters because they have more body fat and a

!

_ different centre of gravity. But most men lose the natural

ability to float as they grow older. Most ... that was a relief!
From that point on, he didn't mind putfing on the PFD when he
puttered about the pool.

But out of the water, his bo&y seemed heavy} like it

was too weighty for his frame. His 3piri§s saéged too.

._ ._.‘_‘A___b_‘
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c\ oo He wondered jf he might have acted too quickly in
\ selling the condominium.” It was located in an open space, on the
,v\ edge of.the Un1v3¢51ty of Vicjoria, and in the early evenings, he
\ and Pat would wander across the field and around the campus. They
enjoyed rubbing shoulders with the students and poking around ;
\‘buiiding sites. There, there was confidence in the futuré, a sense
of ;ommitment to an even better life ahead. .
\ 'Golden G]um:‘ as it was dubbed by some of its resi-
dentf,.wasn't near a place worth visiting, other than the. shopping

plaza three blocks away where you could get a Baskin and Robbins

ice cream cone and eat it on the way back te the home. He often

invited one of the many widows in the Manor to join him. It was

o it e

a way of repaying the kindnesses they showered dn him when he moved

in. Ingrid Uhlen raised the hem of his curtains when she spotted

.

B YR

them dragging on the floor. Ellen Barstow made a matching set of
table cloth, placgmats, and napkins for his little dinette table.
Mamie Horvath was always bringing stew and casserole leftovers in

used margarine containers. ‘ o

- ‘ - The persistent attention depressed, rather ;han raised,
his spirits. Perhaps it was ' t., He missed her. )
He once asked Ellen what made her so bright and bouncy.
She always seemed to be game for a pool party or a squafe dancq
in the rec room using Ken and Lois"Farthiné's scratchy barn burner

LP. "Because ! believe in a better future, so I look forward to

every day that carries me into it," she said.

That gave him pause. True, Ellen was only Sixty-one,

v and had outlived two husbands. She 1ooked ‘good fof/;nother

1 ' .

/&7 .

5




, -126~

qyartér Eentury, and probably another husband. It couldn't be
that way for him. Not after Pat., It wasn't that she was so
perfect, though being in the company of other womeﬁ ]aée]y made
her seem so. It was the fit between them that was perfect.

ven Garth had remarked-on it. 'On their thirtieth wedding anni-
versary, hé had sent them a carJ embossed with a divided circle.

Inside was an explanation of the yin and yang monad that the

design symbolized. It was the perfect harmony of male and female.

" “That's how your marriage appears to me,” Garth had penned on

the card. iThey framed the card and hung it in their bedroom as

5 talisman. -

They could never get over how, when they visited an
art gallery or a museum while holidaying, they always met at the
same painting or sculpture. It would be a rallying point. And -

. it wasn't just the colour or the form they'd find compelling; it
'wa;'the spirit of Fhé work. They both felt it.

Even where their tastes were opposite, they had that
same, Mr: and Mrs. Jack Spratt compatibility. iigjshing off a
chicken, he'd gnay‘on the wings while she'd sponge up the graQy
with whole wheat bread. Each fhought the other's preference
undigni%ied. And when she served him their favorite -- Neapo-
fitan,ice cream, she kept the'strawberry and ha]f the vgni]]é
portion, and heaped his, dish witﬁ the Bther half of thejvan111a
and all the chocolate. .

| He wished he could have developed that same kind of

fit with Garth when Pat died! He was so much like her -- in

looks with his fine, honey-coloured hair and blue eyes -- and

¥

! . -
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v in persona]ity.‘ It was in the latter aspect that the fit was -
i~ " .so wrohg.' Her willowy ability to bend in a wina rather than
: ' snap, her busybeé buzzjng from chore to chore, her readiness
; ) . for a chic dinner party or a wedner roast -- he loved them in
her; he hated them.in Garth. He was such a diddler. Even in
* his ‘career. As soon as he had started to make something of his

parliamentary press job for the Vancouver Sun; he quit it to

. X -take on a safe, unchallenging press relations position with the

‘L environment department of the provinciagl government. Now,
instead of reporting solid news, he was churning out flattering
g?bress releases about the minigter'; dull speeches to B.C. Rotary
Club members. Yes, he'd become an ego inflater, a lightweight --
professionally, and lately, personally.
| And so had the kids. Pat had been able to have
spirited chats with them. But when he tried to get something
- going wﬁi]éﬂéﬁey were sucking on the straws of iheir Cokest and
Sprites, he got these kind of dead-enders:
“Terry, what is your favorite subject at_schoof?"
"Don't havé any. The teacher makes}them all boring."
"Tinal You're getting so tall. Soon you'll be éé]e
to wear pretty dresses."
"Yuk. I never want to give up my jeans."
. "Tim. ‘Want a game of checkers?"

- : . ) "%hat's an old fogeys' gaéé?“

"Don’t forget what I said, now. Behave or else.

. And be waiting here at four on the nose so I don't have to p;rk.“
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And Garth headed off to his game with his former colleagues in

the parliamentary press gallery. -

He looked at them -- Tim, Terry and Tina -- the

- terrible trio. Already they looked sullen. .After all, they'd

been dumped on Grandpa for the afternoon, and he was so dull and

pokey. "Let's sail in7 mates," he said with falsé heartiness. .

AHOY: WELCOME TO THE 1979 BOAT SHOW flashed the
1luminated sign above the entrance to the exhibition hall. He

hoped the show would Have some Tive demonstrations, or films.

Not for his sake, but the kids'. Otherwise they would get fidgety’

“and start their hi%-and—run routine. Tina always started it.

She picked on Timl Terry would try to protect him by going after

Tina. The two younger boys would then pursue their sister who,

when cornered, would holler: "No faif. Two against oneg"

"Can we have the money daddy gave you to’buy our own
stuff?" asked Tina.

‘Typica11y Tina, he thought. He knew that she hated ‘
it when he suggested she eat something more whoiesoﬁe than Cokes
and Mae Wests. She sti1l was slim, almost skinny in her tomboyish

way. But he imagined her getting fat as she filled out as a

“woman. Yes; she'would float all her life.

"We'll see...."

He followed them to the row of bzx office stalls and
paid for one adult and three children's admissions. Tina was
just twe]ve,.but could pass for younger, so he took,aanntage'of
her appearance to get her an under-twelve rate. If they behaved,

he'd buy a bag of Planters peanuts for each of them with the ~
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.dollar he'd saved.

| For less than a minute, the kids were quiet when they
entered the hall and let their eyes run wild. Heg forgotten how
colorful sails had become. They weren't basic yhite any more.
They flashed combindtions of a]} the primary colours. Above them,
suspended from the ceiling, were strings of bright pennants.

"Wow. Look at them!" shrieked Tina.

He noticed that her eyes were focussed on a fleet of

- s e

shiny unabouts with bows tapered to the shape of arrowheads.

Before he could give them inétrgctions about sfaying together,

they were out of earshot.

He followed them to the exhibit to warn them not to
touch the display boats. He was too late. A man with a badge
and a battered sailor cap had already warned them, X

"This is my favorite,” declared Terry. It was the
biggest, the shiniest, and the blackest. It looked like a
torpedo. t

V “Bet it'd go like a bat outa hell," he add=d, wanting
to touch its hull, but afraid of being caught again.

"Shh ... Don't swear in front of Grandpa," Tina

a

ordered. Then in a hushed voice which he-just barely heard, she

AN

Al

added: "Or he might not buy a boat for us."
So that was it, He wasn't surprised. When he had
mentioned to Garth that he was going‘to the show, Garth had said:
{- "Terrific! The kids will love you to death if you buy a boat
for them. They're.at that ace When you can't keep them away from ~

water, and they'1l soon be ready to water ski."

r~

I
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Was he being selfish to think of a boat for himself?
Trdé, the kids had proven themselves to be real water babies,
but was he obliged to make water skiers of them too? Why did
he have the impression that the kids were draining him too?

"Hey, I like the name, Thundercraft," said Terry,

: spying thethrome insignia on its bow.

"How" d yuh do," said the man with the badge and cap.
"1 see‘you gotta crew busting to cast off. Don't blame 'em.
This one's like a rocket on water." .

"How fast does it go?" asked Tim.

"Well, young fellow, it depends whether you fit it

_ with single or twin, gas or diesel power. But let's put it this

way. Whatever you choose, you could run circles round the
ferries."”
"Hey, that'd be fun, A11 those people Tooking at us
kN

while we roared round and round them," said Terry.

“Tt's got a lot of special features,” said the

. salesman, "the deep-V hull, double deadrise for lateral stability,

and prope]ler'poskets 4o optimize weight distribution for maxi-
mum propulsion efficiency. Cére to see the cockpit?"
He wondered if he was talking about the boat or 5
fighter plane. 1§ . ‘
"It's a little racy for my blood," he said. ‘
"But think of the kids!™

Sounds like Garth, he thought. Why is everyone

trying to turn me into a yedr 'round Santa? f-

"Thanks anyway;" he said, and flicked his head ta S
; \/

i
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indicate to the kids that it was time to cast off for another

display. R . 7

The sglesman shoved a brochure in his hand. "Just
]

in caéé you have qecond though ,"‘ﬁ% said.

i ,
"1 don't care what else we're going to see. That's

€

going to‘be my favorite,” said Terry.
l "Mine too,J‘echoed Tim.

"What do you think of that one there?" he asked,
trying to distréct tgem. It was what he considered an 1de$l
family boat; a sort of canopied patio sitting on two pontoons.
A propped-up posterhca11ed it a "Flote Bote." He could-.imagine
pleasant outings with Garth, Joanne, the kids and himself ¢ruising ~
1the shore]ine and bays in the vessel. There were cushioned seats
‘that looked as if they could seat twelve people comfortably, and
a table around which the family could eat and play scrabble or
Clue.

"It looks 1ike a playpen ;:F'babies,” said Tinai

“BeE that couldn't pass a rowboat," added Terry.'

“Hgy Took 5% that one," shrieked Ti%\ "It looks 1ike
a millionaire's boai." Sure enough,, it dia. They all stared at
.2 huge cabin cruiser that looked like it could accommodate the
Queen and her court. There was a line-up of peop]é waiting to
mouﬁt the steps leading to its deck.

"Hey, let's go," ye]1eduTiné; and off they ran.
, When he caught up with them, it was to tell them‘}haf

. he would meet them under that huge red sail in an hour. They

were on theiﬁ own. He tgld Tina to keep an eye on ﬂer watch to

)0
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ensure they weren't late, "Be'on-time or there'll be no treats,"

¢

he warned, then ambled off. "’
He heard Tina say "Is he ever crabby!"
s o Was he? Probably. He felt that way when they treated
him 1ike Mamie Horvath's inflatable mattress that he let them
. use when they came to swim -- something to ¢ling to, mount, and
possess .until they got bored with it. ' . . Co
" He stood at the intersection of the two main‘;is1es
e © that divided the exhib%tion int; quarters. In one area we;e tﬁe
huge cruisers; in another, the powerboats; jﬁ the third appéared
to be the “toy§" 1iké kayaks, surfboards , inflatab1é rowboats,
canoes, SCUbg diving géar, and a range of other water sports a t
equipment. 1In the. fourth were the sailboats. He sauntered ‘.
toward them. ' . . : . :
Why did he feel drawn to them and away from the power-,

<

- boats? He studied their profi]es. Then it struck him. The

- sailboats with their brightly coloured sails, rounded hM s,
| " tapering keels and rudders resemb]ed‘tropicaI fish with their -
LY

undulating fins and tails. They were made fbr water. The power-

boats were like racing cars minus their wheels. They didn't hug .

. f
. /;he water; they skimmed across its-surface. The fastest of the v
Jot rode above it, like skipping stones. At }est, they seemed
mired in, rather than at one with, the water. . v
And then his eye fell on a boat that seemed to beckon 3
him. }té dimensions looked right: compact rather than sleek. ;T
“ Probably about tWenty feet long,(uﬁth a sail that looked manége— : ’ t };L,_
able without a crew. He didn"t care for its name: Independent. iﬁgk‘
. « . s
T
- i
. !
\
\ ;
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A brand name, after all. He didn't have to c€T1 it that. He'd

P

call it Pat. No. Patricia. Yes, it did look patrician like
’Pat: simple rathér than efegaﬁt. But dignified.

' ~ "Nice, isn't she?" said a voice.
- A

He turned to see a round-faced, salt-and-pepper haired
_woman of about forty-five smiling at him. |
. "An/independent ]édy,‘is she?" he gaid.

"Uh-huh. She takes care of herself,” she said.
"May 1 introduce you,to her?" A ¢ o
She helped him into ‘the cockpit. "Seats six cosily,"

she observed and pointed to the large, l4ined. lockers under each of

- the parallel benches. "For most of your word1y goods," she said.

4

“There's more storage space inside."
| " She led him into the interior to point out the dinette
and moulded galley, the venfi]ated'compartment for a gas tank,

t

and the V-shaped berth forward for two.

"You']]yﬁave noticed the.boat is constructed and
finished in fibreglass, but note the teak trim inside. It's g]so
in the hu11 and deck liners," shé explained. \ ¢

"One reason why the name Independent is §o app}opri-u
ate s that she doesn't knuckle under to threats from fhe elements.
She's got a keel locking bolt tovensure se]f-righting,‘and her
interior foam flotatiqgn makes her uhsinkab]é. “The 1ady's no
pushover." , ~ - .

. \
“Ne'}e not late, yoﬁ are!" said Tim when he met them

at the red sail.
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"Sorry," he said. ™I met a very winning iady, gnd
could hardly tear myself away from her," o
. Tina looked at him-sdspiciously.
o . o “Where is she?" / ‘ o
"Over there.  Want to see her?"
"You promised us treats if we got here on time,"

said Terry. "I want a hot dog, a Coke, not a Pepsi, 1 hate Pepsies,

o . . an8 french f}ies. With lots of ketchup."
' "Me too," saiA'Tim. i
"Same here, except I want vinegar on my French fries," .
said Tina. "“Ketchup Tooks Tike blood. Yuk;“ | ! |
) Lot They sauntered toré snack counter behind the sail
; T where he placed the orders as Airected. . ' | o 5
- ‘ "Can we go back to the fhundeﬁekqft agaih?".asked :
; Terry. "I kne@ it was going té‘be the best one in the show. I E'
; o o . could tell right off." ~ -
L "Sure, if you want to take a 3ast look at it," he
o said. ' 0 . i
ﬁ. " The "three glanced at one anotheri They'd caught '
g the ;ignificance of 'last’. '
%ﬂ ' " They ate'their snacks in silence, and pe1§ed the
Eb trash bin with their empty dixie cups.
%, As they passed the Thundercraft on the way put, he
heard Terry mutter to Tina: "01d crab." e ‘ R
When the car rolled up to the appointed spof, Tina .
wrenched the back-door open, clambered in, and threw herse’f C i
. % . against the seat. Terry and Tim imitated her.
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"So, how did"it go? See anything you like?" Garth

asked them. ‘ ’

"Yeah, but Gfandpa wouldn't buy it," pouted Terry.
« . 'He Tiked that stupid Flote-Bote" said Tina.

"“Now, now," said Garth, keeping his eye on the;
nerg1ng traffic ahead. "I'm sure if Grandpa.liked it, it's‘

because he thinks it would be the best for you."

"It's a slowpoke," said Tina. "I'd rather have one
of those wet bif%% that you can ride like a motofcyc]e on water -

than sit around on a dumb slowpoke Tike that," she said.

—

—

"Me too," said Tim.

"How about it, Dad? Did you settle on one?" Garth
asked, betréy{ng % hint of apprehénsion.

. "Uh-huh," he, said. ’ A
"You did. - Well you never tg}d us that," shrieked

L3

Tina.

[

*"Which one?" asked Terry, leaning forward so that
he could feel his grandson's hot breath on the side of his face.

c

"It's a beaut of a sailboat.".

"A sa11boat'" chorused Terry and Tina.

Garth looked at his father "Don't you think ith;

a little risky for the k1ds to be sa111ng ... 1 mean, sailing

requ1res discipline, doesn't it? Everyone has to heave and duck
together, and that sort of thing, don't they?"

"The‘boat's for me, Garth. Naturally you're all
invited to join me when I'm berthed here But I got the boat

to sa11 up and down the coast, into all -those coves and channels

- ) \//
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arrested its descent. It bobbed above the horizon. Was the ’
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" where the salmon wander. I'm giving up my apartment ‘at Golden

)

Glen. Pat and I are going to spend our last few years together.'

He could feel Garth's eyes on him. The kids were
quiet, and still. ‘ | ‘
"Dad, have you had a check-up récent]y?” | |
. "Uh-huh."
"And what did the doctor say?" Garth asked softly.

The car turned io face the sun as it was about to set

i
in a cloud—dapp%éﬁ February. sky. Garth pulled down the overhead %
visor just as his father raised his to witness thgespectacle of ?
the huge glowing disc steadily descendihg. ;
And then it happened, sométhﬁwg he had noticed evag
since moving to his apartment facing westward. Just as:the peri-

meter of the sun met the perimeter of the earth, the red orb i

effect due to shimmering heat waves on the horizon? He didn't
know, but he liked to think that the sun wanted to have one last
defiant gesture before the’wor1d turned its back on it.

"fhe deadman's float."

' "What?" asked Garth in alarm.

"He said I'11 never be able to do itpagain. But I'm
not hitting bottom yet.”

Garth Towered the visor further. Shielded from the

descending sun's glow, he looked pale and shadow-blotched.

"Damn sun," muttered Garth. -
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“Red.sky at night, aisai1qr's'deligﬁt. It's a good (’ u»'”

sign, you know," his- father. countered. He wanted to repeat the

‘ adage, to sing it, but he held back. He didn't want Garth to .

think he was s%nking into senility when, in fact, his spirﬁts

- ' / .
seemed buoyant. for the first time in months.
o .

]
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Thé in;fant 1 laid my eyes on h}m, I thought of dear,
helpful Mum back home in Kenogami, in upper Quebec.

. What would her reaction be to this Don Knotts look-
alike shakingAmy hand like he was priming a pump? Was this what
she had in mind for me?

”Ha]oow,” he drawled. "I'm Ern. ErntRawlings:" ’
o "H{ Ernie, I'm Paul."
"Pleased to meetchaw Paulie,” he s;id, pumping stead-
ily as if water was now flowing.
"Paul,” 1 corrected. ¢
"Ern," he repeated. |
"Got you. Ern it is."” ‘
And got you as a roommate it would seém, I fumed.
Ern; earn. What had I done to earn this dubious honour? How
could she have done this to mé{, '
When she told me, just ten days before leaving home
to starf‘univer§ity studies at Mount Allison in lower New Bruns-l »
wick, that she had written to the Dean of Studies asking him‘
to play matchmaker, I nearly raised the roof. ;
"What did you do'a thing like that for?? I exbloded.
"For'you. 1 did it for you,” she shot back.
I didn't believe her. She had done it for herself.

- ' , C /’
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I kﬁew she wasn't too keeﬁ on the books I had been reading 1ate1y;

nor the turtlenecks and black jeans I'd been wearing. AndIWritjné
to the-Dean was just apother one of her subtle pldys to keep me
" on the straight and narrow. In fact, sending me to Mount A had

been part of it. 1 had wanted to go to Sir George Williams in

Montreal, but she knew from the reports of other students who had

gone before me, that it was dangerously close to the "beatnik"
coffee shops she knew I'd 1ikely frequent. No, Mount Allison was
a church-subsidized university, the training ground of United
Church theologians. And Sackville seemed as far from temptation's
‘ . reach as Kenogami, about two. hundred and fifty miles northeast
:of. Montreal as the snow goose flies. "You'll feel‘mgre at home
there," she had said. But I didn't want to feel at horie. I‘
wanted to feel cut loose. I wanted candlelit coffee.hpuses and
a crumb1iné room above an allnight delicatessen where 'subter-
raneans;.gatherea because refills were free after the first cup.
Sti{l, she was financing mosf of’my college expenses from the
estate aad left her, and she clung to that other go]deﬁ rule
that you just can't buck: those who have the gold, rule. But
going é]ong with her choice of university didn't mean I had to
' go along ;ith her choicé of roommate. |
( . After our temdprs cooled, she had said quietly so 
qs to avoid énotﬁervblow-up, "T wrote to the‘Dean not' requesting
any par?icu]ar type of student, buf describing you. .A11 I did
was, ask him to choasi someone to coﬁplement you. That's all."”

(-.J‘

fcqsked. 1. knew she wa‘ﬁbothered by that, and felt responsib]eﬁ

"Didﬁﬂpu mention my utter 1oathing‘of team sports?"

=\
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Not.having a sbo;ts—minded father was'beginning to affect my

'
manly devg]opment, she feared. I hoped she hadn't asked for a
jock with muscles like Steeve Reeves who would wreak the revenge
of Goliath on me even if I were to assure him I'd Teft my-sling-
shot at home.‘ Or a theologue who would shepherd me back to the
Christian flock, which I had abandoned to sample the high-a1titude
pastures of Eastern mysticism. ’ ' “

"I told you I didn't ask for a partich]ar type. I
Just described-your pluses and minuses, and asked him as I told
you, to find someone who might complement them."

1 wondered how she had described my looks if Ern was
to be a complement to me. We were both on the skinny side, but
1'd passed the acne stage. Ern was stﬁ]]ed trapped in it.

I wasn't blind to my facial flaws. I'd seen them

often enough in the bathroom mirror while I squeezed pimples.

No, you'don‘t have a receding hairline, I consta.nt]_y reassured

‘myself -- just a high forehead. But I couldn't pretend my hair

was thick. That's why!l shampooed it every morning -- to create

the i1lusion of thickness. Had Mum mentioned my thinning hair to-

the Dean? 1If S0, he'd really found a roommate with plus's to
spare to complement my minus's. Ern's was thick, but wavxi In
profile it.1ooked like the comb of a rooster, except it wasn't
as réd. Closer to aubqu. That naturai]y marcelled effect,.
combined Qith his receding chin, his pé]e skin, and his round, .
horn-rimmed glasses, added up\to an image of a prissy librarian,

or @ violin teacher. He didn't speak in that high pitched,

overly-precise manner like they often do. He drawled: in a
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baritone when calm; in a bass wheﬁ aroused7 Tike a bawling cow
with a swollen udder.

If this strange Tooking creature was a comﬁlement to 7
me, how must Mum have described me to the Dean?

"Rather narrow, eh?" ; observed.’ .

"What?" |

" “Everything. The room, the beds, and the floor space,"‘

I said. MWe both looked down and noticed that whenlI had dropﬁed

|
. 4
my luggage to greet him, I hadn't an inch to spare on either side {
: 1
|

. of my desert shoes. The two suitcases were wedged beﬁween my

legs and the Bﬁilt;in beds. It was aé if the two slender beds
had or?gina]]y been one until someéne noticed that it was an
imb%diment to intercourse of another order, and sliced away
the middle third. Despite the péssageway, the beds seemed: awfully L
cleose. 1 figurea that if Ern snored, the wheezing would seem

more like thngﬁ inches from my ear than thirty.
"I hope they provide locker space for our bags," I )
said,"” or we're going to have to learn to walk like Indians ...

you know, one foot before the other. The space between the beds . g'

would make a great throughway for termites, but it's a little >

%

tight for human traffic."

“Yaw. 1 was thinking sort of the same thing," he
drawled. hBut'there is locker space down in the basement. I
already taken my bags down fhere:“

I already taken! Tﬂe meaning of complementing -
to mutually make up for what is lacking ---was really hitting

home, |1ike a right to the jaw. 'I would complement his lack of

3 . ' I




¢
i

-142-

grammar. But what Tack in me would he complement?

I soon found out. Shoshiology for one. That's how
he pronﬁuncedlit. He was majoring in it. I was aiming toward *
an English major. What's sociology about, I wanted to know.

"Wall, it's the, study of groups," Ern explained.
Psychology is the study of %ndividua]s. I asked him how many
individuals constituted a group. For example, did he:and'f forﬁ‘
a group? No, we didn'ﬁ. Me were two individuals. Were we to
have a mutual friend, and hagg around as a trio, we'd be a group.
That never happened,

Frn soon bééame the bosém buady of Phil McIntyre, ;
gang]y fellow one year younger than himself from his home town
of Aqtigonish, Nova Scotia, wﬁém he had known only c§sua]1y before
cominé to Mount A. . ‘

I fell in with the kind of individual (we later
attracted ot;ers to form‘f group) Mum was probably hoping my
roomnate would divert me from. Peter burst into my life after
I wrote a 1et£er to the editor of the campus paper_ﬁrbtesting
the inc]uQion of a short story which I thought was a poar- imi ta-

a

¢
tion of Salinger's style and subject matter. A direct steal

3

from "Catcher," it was’about a young kid's visit from the boonies

\in Nova Scotia to the wicked city of Halifax. I said that if,
this story was a sample of the qué]ity of writing we were to

4 expect from:the Argosy in future issues, we were in for a fough

‘voyage of undiscové;y. “Shape up or ship out," I challenged.

The day the issue with my letter appeared,‘ﬁeter

. James, ‘the author, charged into the room with blood in his eye.

[}
4
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He_told me his article was a spoof, and that he didn't really
{ ' want to have it published, but the editor needed material for
\' ’ the %irst issue, and he reluctantly gave him some of his "little
| sketches." By the time he left with my apology, we had exchanged
views on the merits of Norman ﬁailer, Jack Kerouac, §nd‘Henry
‘ Miller. Having read only one of their works didn't keep me from
speaking with an air ofrauthorify and erudition. Peter and I

became friends, and it was through him I met others like us.

i
We thought of ourselves as the "literati." I a]Qays met Peter 1
. ; ’ in his room, because his roommaté, though not as well read as !
‘ Peter, could pass“§§'1iterate. Ern had shocked Peter on his i
first visit when he said that the last novel he had read was

"Nathial" Hawthorne's, The Sggr?gt Letter. He had hated it

" . because he had tc write an essay on it for his Grade Eleven

o .EngTish teacher whom he "had no use for" because he was always ’
? quoting poetry that never rhymed. C,

"He gave me a scarlet U on it becguse I guess he
knew 1 d%Qn't bother finisﬁing the gook," said Erp.‘

I giggled. It was_the wittiest thing I'd heard Ern _
say. - ‘

) . ’ ~ "What did the U stand for?" asked Peter.

RIS

"Unsatisfactory," drawled Ern, stretching the word so
that it seemed like a complete sentence.
Co | Peter looked relieved. At that time, the popular
term denoting social acpeptance was U. It meant University- . »
trained, the uncommon. Non-G'S'yefe the intellectually dérmant.

I could see why Peter might be shaken to learn that for botching

-
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his ass}gnment, Ern might have earned a U-rating. Unthinkable!

After that éncounter, Peter never visited our room when he. knew -

N
Ern might be present. Nor did .others in\gur group. Ern was

strict]yenon-U.

After'Peter had 1éf4t‘, Ern asked me if I had read
"that Hawthorne nawb]é:".'l said yes. "Wfat E‘d the scarlet A
mean in the end," he asked. ,"Angel," I said. "Sge was elevated
from a sexual, to'a spiritual, being.”

"Wall, what'dyaw know," he mumbled. '

While Ern might have been relieved that my friends
never droppéﬁ'in, I wasn't given that same‘break. Phi]‘wa; in
our room often and for long visits. —S$til1, even though he sat
on Ern's bgd on the other side of the narrow Gaza strip, I felt
that he was ‘on top of me. And where Ern mooed 1ike alcow, but
laughed 1ike a 1;5?arjan anxious not to disturb the hushed,
bookish tranquility, Phil neighed like a horsq, and talked with
the precision of a librarian. He was studying to be a chartered
accountant and had a grating tendency to interrupt a colourful
anecdote with: "Where 'd you Hear that?" or "You actually read
that?" as if everytﬁing spoken had to be accounted for as well.
I could see why he and Ern got along. Ern was just too lacking
in imagination to make the ordinary extréordinary in hi§ mind
or in Lis conversation, which meant that Phi]xnever subjected
him‘to his demands for proof. T

| Though Phil got on my nerves, it wasn't unti; one
evening in late October thét I ordered him to stay out of our

-

room for something I couldn’t forgiﬁe. The heat in our rooms
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had been jacked up to the eighties due to the colder than normal

weather, making sleeping in pyjamas almost unbearable. Until they

Jowered the heat, which they did after others also comp]éined, 1
slept on top of'the bed in my briefs.’ Erq seemed flustered by
my near nudity but didn't say anything. |

) ‘I was fryghtened out of my wits one suffocatingly hot
night with a bright flash that was so close to my face I could

feel its radiant heat. N

&

a Lon ..
I bolted upright and héard the whinney of Phil, and

s

the door’ slam. -

“"What the hell was that?" I yelled.

”Naﬁthing,“ Ern drawled.

"Nawthing!" I retorged:q "Was it a cigareite Tighter?
Were you two trying to burn me a{ive?" |

“Don't be so stee-u-pid," said Ern. "Why would any-

‘one want to do that?" .

I was about to éay "because you want to merfyrize me

for not steoping to your non-U depths of ignorance." "ut I bit

1

,my tongue. . - .

@& ’ N
"If yau're so worried about being burned, cover

A yourself up," he said. ' ‘<5

Though I‘géve the order to Phil thé next day to keep

out of the room,. by the end yf the week he had apologized for

frightening me -- "We just wanted to catch you without a frown,"

he explained -- and was back on Ern's bed, staring at me as if -

. Peter urged me tb ask the director of the rgsidence
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_to request & room'change, which I did:""A1 he/dou1d agree’ to do
was let ?hiT'ew;tch reéﬁé with me. - Unfortunately, Phil wes matched i
.with another Commer%;“student'Who pliyed on the football team and ,j
was given to frif%d]y tackfing when you least expected it. 1 ‘
decided that 1 could stand assaults on the. Eng11sh language better
than those to my slender body I stayed put.

+ Ern never hit %he\books ﬁwith vigahf:as‘the current
f.q u.s. presfdentgxﬁzg‘given to say. I was secretly hbpjng that he Co

mtght'flunk out as a Ucﬁrﬁsthas graduate.” But when we shoek

J han nd bid each other a ﬁerry Christmas before heading in
N - 3

oppesite irections for Qome, I almost felt sad. I was.sqye‘he

» wouldn't/return for the second term, and, I guess I felt guilty
for being so distant with him. He rea11y\d1dn't have a mean bone
\ (in his thin'body,,and the more I "thought about it, the more I

]

realized that he had tried to please me in little ways.

: ) For example, if he didn’'t care foy a particular : ',
pastry that came Qith the meals in tpé cafetegia_in_j;uman Hduse,‘ SN

f # ;e 'd wrap it in a serviette, bring it to the roomfand drop 1t
in my lap saying "Sweets for the sweet." And when he got baked

goods sent to h1m;from frome, he insisted that we "share and

share alike," except I had noth1ng to share in return. Ern

3

'must also have been as generous behind myzbacg,because when his
brother, who Tived in Puywash, about ¥ifty miles away, came one ; T

Sunday for a v1s1t, you'd have thought' that T was Northrop Frye.

r@ _ “So this 1skthe litterture expert “from Upper Canada you'n been 5
LI 3 ' . lr- ’:‘!
telling us all about," he said. ‘He Jooked almost 11ke Ern s .

4 »

twin brother ‘except that h1s g]asses were gold framed like an
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N o
old mgn's. And there was grey in his sideburns. It VA: his
rother who came bagck in December to drive Ern and Phil home to -
Antigonish. And when he met‘me then he said\"How's Mr. Long-

»

fei]ow?” ,,f)
: I thought of Ern's secret admiration for me on the
way home. WQ}, if he really liked me, did he persist in making
all thoge grémmatica]'errqrs even after. I corrected him?J w§s‘it '
to annoy me or. to show he had no regard for my ever-modést_
expertise? If he rea]]& fiked me,.wouldn't he try to make me
1ike him? His grammar was'aiways a barrier to c]osene$é< I just
couldn't call anyoﬁe a friend who spoke like én‘i]]iterat;.

When I gave examples of his grammatical massacres to ¢
Mum, she was horrified. "But fif he's a nice person, I suppd%e
jit really doesn't matter, doep it?" she said. ,
"Well, you'll be happy“to know that we do comﬁ]ement

“one another," I reminded her. "He can't speak properly, and I

0

can. He can't read a decent book, and I can. A plus and a minus._

R But if opposites attract, theres something between us that's

fo111ng the effect."

"7 d say it's your att1tude.’ she said. "I']] bet
he doesn'’ t focus on your shortcom1ngs the ‘way you do on h1s,"
\she obgerved ""That's another complementary habit that isn't
11kely to attract{him to you." - '

" When 1 kissed Mum goodbye to head back to Mount A,
she urged me to think of Ern "as a tennis partner riot on the
other side. of the net,'Lht on yLur‘side, as if you're playing
doubles." Mum'was still so determined to make a sport of me.

¢
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. bedroom and seeing no bed.

"He's more of a complement to you than you think" shé sdded.

I'm still not sorry I wrote that Tetter to the Dean." .

I fapped on our room door, and .Jistened for a rust]é(\\\\
i But N

. On the one hand, 1 had been hoping that he'd "graduated."

- on the other, .I wanted him to give me a warm drawled "Hal-ow."

Coming to a roém that could seem familiar only with him in it

and finding him not there was-uﬁéettling,‘1ike entering your

That evening, I s]eptrijw::j;jbom alone. I.was about
to go to the director to ask if E wld/be returning, when

my missing.mate popped into the room and began pumping my hand
11ke we were bosom buddies who'd been separated for years
MFrank's' car broke down yesterday and it took over

six hours to fix it( We could've drove here all night, but we

.
4

. . a -
stayed three in a motel, and took it slow getting here today,"

he exp1a1ned

Sudden]y I wished that he had been stranded indef-

7

initely. My ears had resumed their slow burn.

He to1d me that he had failed two out of his five

‘

exams, one shy of the number guaranteexng the student a hasty

boot from the halls of academe. One of the failures was English.

"I'm alright in my two 'shosh's though,”" he said

n

proudly.

N

"Sho glad to hear it," I muttered as I headed-over

to Bennett House to welcome Peter back from Woodstock.

3

The next morning Phil burst into our room andlpggan
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to whfnney in tridmph. He hgd just[discovereé that his roommate; .
héving outlived his usefulness to the university on the gridirqp, |
had been given his walking papers. I Q@s surprised when ﬁeither
Ern nor Phil suggested the possibility of/moving into common
quarters. After Phil left, I asked:Ern if he was interested in
making such a move, that I would be sorry but not insulted.
| "Naw," he lowed. "We'd éever get work done. We'd

just khabutz the whole time. It;s better fhat.we be . kept aﬁart.
~And you know, you being here helps. ,thg doesn't stay as long.”

. - If, as a kid, I had come between two playmates, I'd _

have gotten my nose flattened. It felt odd to be appreciated t
- N B

\{or-that now. Still,#l-wanted them together -- in another raom.
! . ) ¢

But before I could get to the director to propoéé a switch,

Phil was reassigned.to & room with a theologue whose roommate

had failed to return due to homesickness.. A graduate student,

room and remained alone and aloof-in it for the rest of the term.

H . J.,

Gradvate étudents, it seems, could forego the privilege of being
\ . ,
@ated.

»
» Phil dropped in less ;requently, but when he did, he

would lie on Ern's :bed, 1ike Wordsworth waiting for a revelation.

That bothered me. I wasn't convinced that beds were not the

best settings for revelations. A waterfa11,.ye§. Or a sunset

on the Agean. But not a narrow bed in a room in Sackville. He

didn't mock wrestle Ern onto- the' bed withi him anymore. Nor did

he whinney as much. : - ‘ .

In ear]y February, when the'days were short and the
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cold winds from the’Tantramar ma;shes made hibernation seem ‘the
only sensible way of coping, Ern and 1 reclined on our béds with
cgur noses in books. I Qas doing rgsearch for a term paper’on
Keé;s and She]ley, ana Efn was doing background reading for S
paper in his Sex and Spc{ety sociology courée: He hadn't yet
se{tled on a topic, but the as;ignment, as I gathered from his
,rgmbling'exp1anation, was o focus on an aspect of sexua]ybehav-
jour that is conditkoned by the prevailing social values of the _ v 1
] ahbien;‘society. I suggested that he write about Detro;t's |
impact on mating patteins with the subtitle of: The Car as a
Mobile bedhﬁom. He b]ushe&, nawww'd, ;nd stuck his nose back
between the covers of the huge boék propped on his chest.
1t suddeniy occurred fo me, that Ern's librarian-like
) prudery in sexual matters was gfving him problems not only in his
& social, but his acadenﬁc,‘deve]opgent. Neither of us had girl- '
friends at the univ?rsi{y main]y_becauSe‘%he.ratio of males to
females was threé to one. The beautﬁes‘of that minority had

about a dozen guys apieéé in their orbits and their less luminous

sisters had absolutely no gravitatidnal pull. At dénces in the

nearby gym, I managed to entice an attractive co-ed from Pictou,
A , ) ) , s
to rock-and-roll with me, but couldn't -get her into my arms for

the slow waltzes. Ern fared worse. He thought rock-and-roll was

fuse. After the first "Aukumn Leaves" dance at WhHFh he jérked

back and forth with an uncomfortable Freshette only once, he never

1) . . . .
e o0t to another. Had he been humiliated by girls often, I ,

wondered. He seemed to freeze in their presence. Was he a virgin?

1 e o SV
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I was, but by default rather than desire. Back in Kenog@;1, 1
/

" had been referred to as a "bra]n,T:;rd I quess that's how I was

perce1ved by girls, something 1ike*Humpty Dumpty -- all head and
no groin. At Mount A, I might have been more concerned about
my lack of conquests in the matino game had I ﬁot been so

concerned about my lack of academic conquests. My marks on my

Christmas exams were twenty percent lower than my high school

marks, and I was worried that the bursary I had won on combined
compassionate and academic grounds midht be withdrawn. I had
received half of the three hundred dollars six weeks after fall
registration, and was awaiting the eeeond half with mounting

. v .-
unease. :

"Wall ... isn't that a corker,"ﬁdraw]ed Ern, his face’

» ’ !

- Still buried in the'covers of the book. "You ever hear tell of

a bolster board?” . _

"A bolster board? Aren't bolsters cushions?" I
countered. 1 iheught ofeihe expression, “fo bolster a person's
ego." To me it neant to olump up, 1ike a cushion or pillow.
What eid a board have to do with it?

v "Maybe you're righf," he $aid, burying his face

even deeper between the book's covers. "Guess you are," Fe

' conc]hded, and invited me to take a look at the large illustra-

tion he was examining.

It was an artist's eenQering‘of Ehe custom called
"bundling.” Shown was a couple in a large bed separated by a
mound whlch ran the length of the bed between them. The caption

referred to the bolster as shewn, and noted that some beds were
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constructed with a board running down the middle. Bundling was

- practised by anxious parents who wanted to encourage their off-

spring to court, and at the same time, discourage bopu]ation.

The term was derived from the custom of bundling whole fami}ies

’,

into one Eed during overnight stéys at crowded hostelries.
"Why don't you do your paper on bundling?" I proposed.

"Can'f think of toé much to say about it,"” he drawled
’ \' .

4

lazily. "It's got to be twenty-fivé hundrgd words long. I could
éay‘a]1 I know about it in gn?'paragraph, maybe even one sentence." u
‘ "Let your imagination inspire you," I urged. "Write
about the impﬁications,of it, héw on the one hand the bolster

' could inhibit physical intimacy, but on the other, could facilitate

psychic .intimacy."

K " "You got enough ten dollar words there to choke a

horse," he said. "Can't understand a thing you said." His face

disappeared once again.

whét a complement we are, I reminded myself. He .has
no ideas, I have Tots of them. But does he open himself up to

any of them? 'Of course not! He'd rather read the book with his

nose instead of his -imagination.

Three days before his paper was due, he still was

searching for a topic. At first\{\;hought that his research

‘ efforts‘had exhausted him, then I realized he had come down with

1

fhe flu that was sweeping err the campus like thé‘ch111ing

winds off the marshes.

-

"Awwvwwww " he 10ﬁed. "I'N hever be able to writé

my paper in time." He lay on his bed looking grey instead of

t
9
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his usual white.. I knew he was really suffering. He needed to

get good marks in his two sociology courses to bring up his border-

Tine avérage. Tﬁe paper was to count for twenty-five per cent of

the final mark.

I felt % for him. Had he begun it a week earlier,

it wou]d héve been behind hiy. But here he was, bedbound with an
‘unstarted paper habging overfhis head.
o I had finished mine on the Romantic duo the night
before, and was feeling cocky from the accomplishment. 1 had -
typed the entire twelve péaes in one sitting; I had flown on the
wings of poesy. Had I tHe energy for another flight? Q
I got out my battered portable typewriter, reeled
~in a blank sheet, and in caps wrote: THE BOLSTER AS INHIBITOR
AND FACILITATOR. \

& a

Like Co]eridge who claimed to be able to write only

¢

in the white heat of inspiration, I put on my wings like Icarus

and soared to the sun.

Ixwrote about how on dpe hand the' bolster inhibited
copulation, b  ﬂ%eightengd the urge at the same time, so that
‘when a coﬁple $io had 'bundled' their way through courtship

actually wed, the outpouring of sexual expression was like a

. torrent after E&T floodgates had been lifted. What had been

; :
y the joys of the marriage bed. And then how

\

g. impelled couples to get to know each other's

'Bolstered' we

the bolster als

‘ ¥ -
souls before gef§ting to know each other's bodies. It inspired
i ' ' .

'Romance! v 1 desaribed preseﬁt day‘bo]sters such as the stick-

¢

shift in Ears, and the armkésf in movie theatres.' 1 concluded

[
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with a plea for the preservation of bolsters $o that couples

could approach the marriade bed "Sharn of their blindfolds as

wel] as their boq{ces and breeches." Byron would ﬁave been
préud. A1l the paper lacked was a bibliography tq give it the l
touch of the pedant as well as tﬁe poék. o
it was too late to race to the library to get a few
’ ~tomes with pretentious titles and paragraph-long subtitles. 1'd
(/ go to the library and back next morning before my French class e
at eleven.. I fell asleep with visions of graiitude swimming in

my ﬁead. Ern would throw himself at my feet, beholden to me for

L4
A

his very survival.

He was still sleeping fitfully when I got back to
theNroom after breakfast. I brought him an orange.

/ : I realized thag I wouldn't be able to get the bookg
' \, out on my card since I ﬁad already borrowed to my limit.” I'd
- have to’use Ern's caré. I foynd his wallet in the pocket of his
pants that were drapéd over h{s desk chair. I‘f1ipped through .
the paddle-wheel of plastic ehve]opes stuffed with fdentifjcation
cards, ticket stubs, stamps and photo; ... 1 flipped back iﬁ‘.
disbelief. Tgere staring at me was a photo of me! ‘I appeared
to be asleep, but I wasn't wearing my pyjama top. Then it hit
me. It wasn't a cigarette lighter that Phil or Ern had flicked
in my,face; it was a camera. The 1%ght and heat had been spark;d
by the f1ash.5 I was fascinated by thg Qﬁoto. 1 looked younger
‘than ﬁy mirror imagg. There were no ;énsion lines. And my hair
looked tousled, and thick from being matted. I was angelic. -
2 I slid out his card, and‘dashed to the library‘on

Id
i L .

P
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ihe other side of the campus. 1 took out six books, quick-

- gTanced each one of them in the reading area,‘jotted down the

author's and publisher's names, and relevant details, then dumped-

them on the return desk.

Ern was awake but stil) death-like when I got back

‘

to the room'and typed the information onto a sheet which I clipped

to. the others. ,
“Didn't jou finish your paper?" he;asked.' \

o , "Al1 except for the bibliography. Now it's der."

n

That afternoon I slid it under the Sociology profes-

sor's door.

I didn't tell-Ern what I had done unti] the next day,
when he managed to rouse himself. ‘

"You .did whaaawt?" he bawled, séunding Tike a cow in
labour. |

"I whipped it up that evening when jpu were too gone

to open your eyes," I said. "If you get a bad mark, I'11 go to

your prof and confess*'that it was a]J a misteke. If you get a

J good mark, well you can ... say thank you." .I coulﬁp't think

of anything tangible to ask for.

I was tempted to ask him about that photo, but I
didn't, mainly because I héd no business prying in his wallet;
also because Peter had urged me to ignore it. "Lobkit,é he

said. "It's weird a]right, but he hasn't laid a hand on you,

has he?"

I shook my head. N

|
“Then don't do anything ... except sleep with one

AL
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eye open from now on," he teased. "Or failing that, steal all
the piliows from the rooms in your‘residence and build a bolster,
like a sandbag gike." . ' \

N Ern wasn't at all grateful. 1 guess he thought I

_had sabotaged his year. He was even less so when he brpught

the paper baék to the room two weeks later to show me the mark
and the professor's comments. o

"A 90!" I yelped, grabbing it out of his hand.

The professor had written: "Witty and imaginative,
but superficial in the research. W§u1d‘you read it to the class?”

' "Are you going to?" I asked.

o "Suppose 1 have to," he said. "Otherwise, the
professor might be suspicious of me if I refuse.”

I knew Ern wouldn't enjoy rgading it aloud. While

he was always relaxed with me and a few people on our floor whom

he %pokerto in the hallway, he was very self-conscious in Qroups:

Standing before a bank of students, mooing words he
scarcely knew, would surely provoke a few snickers. But he wenf
through with }t, and predicfab]y, fared as badly as he suffered.
The class giggled, but his professor, as I lTearned from ‘a membér
of the class, seemed impressed witp his codtage. It had been
Soth a pdb}ic defeat and a priQate v{ctory.

I found the paper on my d;sk when I got back after

hY
supper. .

"What's this?" I asked Ern who was lying listlessly

on Ris bed.

"Can't you see?" he retorted.
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"Yes, but why?"
"Because it's yours. I'd giVé you the mark too if
I could.” | —
When Ern Teft the room to visit Phil, which he did
often and for hours at a time after that exchange, I stuck fhe
paper among his notes in his desk drawer. I never saw it again.

. 1 might have been more upset about Ern's broody with-

drawal had it taken place the fall before, but as it was now

“weeks away from our finals, I was glad to have our room to myself.

I could eram undisturbed. When he was in our room, he remained
as silently preoEcupied with his textbooks and notes as 1 was.
He was worried about failing. I was worried about passing badly.
I had spent too much timé with Peter and our group, and there

was a backlog of reading and reviewing to be done.

Peter asked'me if:Ern had finally succeeded in "rav-

Ay

. ishing" me with "something more -- how shall I put it? -- yes, .

o

intrusive than a brownie camera?"
“ “No," 1 told him flatly. "But“itfs alme-t as if
he's holding back from doing something. I feel he wants to ...
well, sort of connect with me, but notonecessarjly in a éexual
way," I spiuttered.
"Better build that bolster," he said. N
The day after that exchénge, Peter handed me a folded
piece of paper. "Keep it out of Ern's sight," he said. '
It‘was a\poeﬁ enti;led "Ode‘on & Scotian Ern," and

took great liberties with the ode .upon Wwhich it'was modeled.

I was depicted as the "hnravished bride," and Ern, the "Bold %
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Lover." But unlike Keats' frolicking lovers, arrested in their
state of bliss by the timelessness o6f art, we were doomed to
eternal misery by virtue of our natal origins. I was a "Blue-

berry" as people from the Lake St. John region are dubbed. Ern,

naturally, was a "Bluenose." We were thus condemmed to be blue
for the (:;t of our mortal lives. What separated us was not time,

»
but space -- an entire province. The poem ended with the phrase:

"Blue is true, and the truth is truly blue.
So- do not rue it
Because - you 'bluet'."

I would have liked to show it to Ern, but not being

able to was a sign of the invisible barrier that still lay between

‘us.

-« _Ern and I parted as roommates in April with a hand- '

shake qnd-a promise to write and tell each other how we fared.

‘Neither of us talked of rooming together the following fall. ~—

I sent Ern a postcard from Kenogami after I got ny
marks and told him that I had been pleasantly surprised. I'd

régained‘my former average. He sent me a postcard saying hq'ﬁ

‘passed three out of his five courses, and was equally relieved,

1 didn't‘re;urnfto Mount A.- When Peter wrote to say

‘he was planning to take the one-yea} program at the teacher's

college in Fredericfon, I lost my enthusiasm’ for returning. I

didn't think 1'd find another soul-mate to replace him. More-

shave, press my'bants and shine my shoes. I finally convinted

-

-
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lectual development, and,she gave.in. Besides, Montreal was an

]

overnight train ride away from Kenogami. She had missed seeing -

e during my semesters at Mount A.

That fall, when I rented a room near the Main and
began my second year studies, I was too swept up in the diver-
sions of big-city; and big-university, life to think of Ern.

Unfi] one day.in October.

Coming back to my room on a sunny afternoon, 1 found

a battered package lying on my bed. The landlord had obviously

- tossed it there. It was originally addressed to me in Kenogami,

but Mum had bodly printed NOW AT, and my new ;ddress.
I tore off the string and brown péper to discover
a burgundy-coloured velvet cushion emblazoned with the letters:
MO UNT arching over a huge A, éprouting wings. The gold-
coloured letters and insignia, purchaseable in the Mount A
bookstorg,wwere usually sewn onto the bééks of bergundy-coloured
jackets by the "nonjp4 freshman.
1 sp{edna little note cruppled in the brown paper.-
‘ gt said: Sorry yoq’diQn't make it.back.
"Had this made for you. Hope
- B >+ it brings back some plesant
‘jmemories. |

. . BRI Good luck,

* 3

Ern

Ern had yet to.sca]e‘thé.heights of.ParnassLs, but

’

* his gift did bring back memories: of his confession to not

knowing what the scarlet A came to stand for, and of-hisjgettihg

¢ L]
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. bolster that caught his eye but not his gmagination ...

" cloyed." We need bolsters.

'the cushion.

A ————

.J]yo ‘ i

of the illustration of the

o
a‘scar]ét U for his ignorance ...
of the
paper written from a wellspring ofwfantasy rather than of

facts ... of the parody that Peter wrote about Ern and me, and

"the'original Keatsian ode which had nudged us< from romanticism

into cydicisnrg;, bf the photograph of me looking Tike an ange?ﬂr

an idealization made real by a photographer's eye and lens ...
I wanted to write Ern to urge him to read Keats' Ode,
but I knew he would miss the significanée jusi as surely as he

missed the significantg-of the scarlet letter. I wanted him to

9

know what Keats came to know: that only in our romantic imagin-

ations, where ideas conceive and are conceived, is truth beauty,

‘and beauty truth; that the Bold Lover and the still unravished

bride, separated by ghe bolster of the artist's brushstroke,
will always have a "happy, more happy Tove" because it is "still
to be enqued~“ But in the world of the senses, consummation --

1eap1ng over the bo1ster -- "leaves a heart h\gh sorrowful and

e

-

—

They shleld us from mortal beauty,
‘

a beauty that,beEapse of its mortality, is without truth. That
simple faft, my Scotian Ern, is a truth without beauty. And
like Peter implied, .it can

ke you truly blue. It's something

I learned while you were my roo

1 sti11 have'it. It's propped on top of the

pi 1lows on my bed }Thb last time Mu vxsited me, she asked me

why I still kept it. 1 didn't € to answer her. Sometiies 4

~
photo of me.

I wonder [fiErn has kept th

)




