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ABSTRACT . ,

-
.

, ,Leave Me Alone - A Collection of Short Stories

I ¢ '
o

Sandra Robertson . ) o

' . e
¢ . .
’

The collection consists of seven short stories whose .

. central theme is the essential isolation of hyman experience;

more specifically the-isolation of womén and their need for.
self reliance in a society which has wrenched them from de-

. pendence upon men. With the exception of the first piece, )

which is a‘ﬁan's“story, all are-stories of separate women
and follow chronologically from childhood to old age: from

N : g ~ N
a little gifl in a Nova Scotia fishing village to an'’'elderly

. eccentric living in poverty in Montreal. Although the theme

\ "

connects the stories together, each piece, in depicting a
particular set of events, illustrates the circumstances and

characteér of its protagonist, and should therefore be complete

-~
v

‘ as a single entity as well as part of the collection.
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. . Y,
Tom drove slowly over the bumpy gravel road,

&

enjoying €¢he sharp crunch of stones under the tires. This
was the part of the Jjourney he 1liked. best: . the last

quarter-mile. The road turned a bend, narrow now, only a

a

track in the hiqhn grass where stu;ted spruce leaned
inland, away from the w&nd. He drove carefully but with
confidence, knﬁging every pothple, évgry patch where a
hidden rocﬁ in the grassy spine at thé_:oad's ceﬂtre_could

wreﬁ%h the exhaust manifold from his old car.

Suddenly there were no more trees, The track ended

in an open spacé, giving w%y to patches of drifted sand.

1

Tom Jjammed on his bkakes, jolted into confusion by an
. y .

unaccustomed sight. .There was anotheY car sitting at his

——
-

road end. His feeling of joy vanished.“

Someone else was on his beach.
!

He drove onto the sand and grass alongside the

other car. The thought crossed his mind that if he parked
direcbly behind 'it, then jts driver could only get away by

' turning round, qgff the road into the soft sand. It was a

little sports car, so low that it could easidly become
1

. Stuck. Then .the. interloper, whoever he was, might be so

)

‘ discouraged with his wisit ‘that he might never come. back,

i

- and would leave the beach empty, the way it had always -

been. However, he dismissed the thought. It .would be an
act unyorthy of him. He remembered once vainly trying to

£find a parklng sppt near. Scotia Square. A car had pulléd

§)
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out, 1leaving a Space. Another driver, a woman,,had been ‘

patiently waiting for the spot, but he was c¢loser. He
' N B

drove on, and the woman smiled in gratitude. His yife, ’ &

- .
a

Grace hpd shouted angrily.

"A total stranger. A total stranger. And she gets

more consideration from you than I do." k 1
Damn. He hadn't wanted* to ‘think . about Grace.
4] ~

Thdt's why he had come to his beach: to let the salt air
clean ‘the sound of her voice from every corner of 'his
mind. Poor Grace, saving, gmmazing, Graceless Grace. Hail .

Mary full of... Grace Poole.' Who the hell was Grace Paole
L .

anyway? Oh, yes, the guardian of Thofnfield Hall-. The
\

keeper of the damned.

Tom climbed from his car and walked round the tiny
) " -
intruding MG, stirred unwillingly by dark and  Dbitter -

envy. He. had always 1longed for an MG- -~. an impossible
R , .
dream for a man with four children., Besides, the idea of

cramming his six—foot-four body into its delicate confines

L]

was grotesque. . )

He touched the smooth cream baint, the soft black
roof. Then Hhe 1leaned down ‘to look insi§e, to catch a
glimpse'into the 1life of someone 1lucky enough to ‘be thei
owner. The black interior was neat, fiawles;."A %idy man
himself, he’ was irked and embarrassed by the clutter thdé

Grags allowed to accumulate in their station wagon =-- .

crumpled tissue, cigarette ends smeared with the same

/ § )
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bfggnt‘:ed lipstick she had been wearing when he had first

. . ; : .
m;t her in 1961. She always kept a roll 65 toilet paper,
’unravelling on the floor, for wiping th windshield. It
-was cheaéer than kleenéx. He looked at the small steering

__wheel, the arrangement of -glass faces on the'dasha the

gear shift. He always had to avoid driving with a

standard shift,' especially in winter, when giant boots

turned his size thirteen feet into objects too clumsy to

- ——

negotiate more than two floor pedals. There were no clues

to the owner's identity, "other than a couple of music

tapeg/ lying- on the passenger seat, but: he couldn't read~

£

tﬁqﬂ @dtles. Probably rock. Noisy' rock. ' The owner was

open and hiss stereo blaring. Crass, no taste,«&ﬁigh
%

parents as well.

Nase

He straightened up, a little ashamed of his

" small-mindedness, As he moved away from the 1little car,

-

he noticeq that one*of. its front tires was flat. Ha! he

* thouqht, serves him right! His spirits rose as he .quickly

a
R climbed the slope that hi;\rthe beach from the track,

turning up the collar of his old duffel coat against the

damp November wind.

,

He reached the top of the bank and breathed sharply

in pleasure as he.saw the ocean below him, rolling in a

the firm sand. He saw no one. Tourists and natives,

B

wide grey sweep, gun-metal cold, tendrils of white foam on,
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looking for a .beach, went south of Halifax to the golden
bays of Hubbards, or Qpeensiand; to any number of sandy

/“‘\ !
beaches strung along the coast. Rarely did anyone cross

-

the harbour and venture ub the eastern shore. Certainly

they would not consider driving the twenty-odd miles up

v

here. Even .so, the turn-off, aimost hidden by woods,
looked as if it went nowhere,
Years ago he had brought Grace here, "He had still

loved her then. He had tried to please her, but she had

.

complained the whole way. It was . too far. For her there

had been no enchantment, only wind and desolation. She

hl

never knew that he came here to be alone now and again.

She would have 'grudged the cost of the gasoline, She had

a point, he had- to admit. Grace kept such a close watch
on expenditures that he found it necessary to skip a few
lunches and hoard away the money for these journeys, so

essential to his sanity.

He had left this morning after the usual Saturday

\ ) '
morning gquarrel. Grace had a habit of ruining an entire

weekend by throwing a tantrum while he and his daugh;ers
were enjoying breakfast. He liked to cook this meal. It
gave Grace a rest. Somehow, today it had géne wrong
again. Grace had started criticizing thei; third

/
daughter, and he still felt shame at the accusation in the

B

girl's eyes when he had failed to stand up for her. But
‘4 . v

hre knew she woulgwgnderstand. It was'always easier for

’ \
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everyone if they agreed with Grace. It would probably

. v \
take him the

good humour.

test .of tﬁe'geekend to coax her back into a

o

He olimbed down, and started walking to the water's

edge. He stopped and sat on a rock, drinking in the

-

samell, hearing the voice of the sea.

uddenly spurted "around him and a large' dog

came from behind. It ran in wide circles, then stoppéd in

h front of him. It was a 4golden labrador, a -creature

’7&\\ S5and s
)
g

~ béautiful both still and in motion. It wagged a dripping

tail. Tom picked up a smooth pebble and threw it down to

- the water. The animal galloped after it, snuffled jin the

.

sand, then galloped back again, dropping the pebblé'af\his

; feet, slimy n

( .
ow with sea water and saliva. He picked ‘it

“ up, and the dog moved closer, sitting only a few inches in

front of him.

picked up the

s

It-wore a collar with a metal disc. Tom

disc and read:

H. Beecroft
4 Wesley Gdns.

HEx. N.S.
' ’ 2

- .The dog obviously belonged to the man from the

~

gsports car, who was fortunately not in sight. He knew

Wesley Garden

/

8. It was near Spring Garden road, a few

minutes' walk from ‘downtown Halifax. The dog ‘leaned

e T T T

affinity for

b

the legs and
strong, able

animal.

o~

against his knee. He 8stroked a silken ear. /He had an

animals. This one was still not full-grown,

body slim for the breed, the feet large and

to supﬁort what would become quite a heavy



MR T
B

i/

The dog shifted and stared along the beach. A
grey-clad figure materialized near the far end. Someone

M 2

.had come round from behind the point, or perhaps had been

sitting there, his grey c¢oat invisible among the rocks.

’

The dog started to run away, then returned to its former

position, unwilling to leave its new friend. -

/

*Go away, dog," Tom whispered in the golden ear.
The dog lapped his face earnestly in return. The figure

moved slowly alond the beach towards where he was

o

sitting. The dog seemed determined to stay. Now Tom's
peace would be interrupted.
He sat), stroking the dog's chin, 1looking down at

the sand, strangely at a loss, wunwilling to watch the

figqure approaching, encroaching. Heawas disturbed by his

own hostility. .
.

The cruﬁch of steps came close,'ané he saw a pair
‘ﬁ ~
of rubber boots in front of him.

"I apologize for my dog. Qe always seems-at his
frigndliest when he's wet and sandy.".
Tom looked up in amaZement at the BAgh clear
VAN

voice. So vivid had beén his image he man with the

éports car that he thought at first that there must be yet

I

another intruder. He 1looked around. The beach was

cohpletely eppty, except/ for himself, a woman and a dog.

-
~

He felt that he should get up. He was a polite

man, but it seemed superfluous on a beach. 1Instead, in an

v

)

u
R4
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attempt to cover his embarrasement he saié, "Please don't
apologize. I love dogs. What's his name?'g‘ .
h Y F

'élpud."

"Claude?"” o ‘A’J:? .
- Pty ~ Y i,

The woman laughed.

"Yes. It's 'short for Claué-hoppér. He has such

L ’

enormous feet." . .

~ -

. ‘ . , .
Tom looked down at - his own huge feet im some

concern. The woman spoke again:

L
\ §

. *Do you mind if I sit down? =-- or would you prefer

to be alone?*™’ : _ =
’L 5 -
"0f course, please." He patted the rock beside
' 3

him, disturbked that ehe had guessed his thoughts so

K

" c¢orrectly. He looked at.- her with intetest as éhé sat

’ . . ’s‘} .
down. She was wearing jeans tucked into rubber boots, a

« -~

gze} wollen jgcket and, somewhat incongruously, bright

scarlet mittens, such as a thild would weat. -

o

"Would you like an apple?”

r

She fished in her pocket, and brought out two green’

apples., Granny Smiths. Surprised, he thanked her. He

A -~

-

S : , : :
had not realized how hungry he was. ‘He had not finished

LY
breakfast. . L I )

He ldoked atgéhe.woman and she“grinned at him. Her
“ ' - . . k
eyes behind h?r glasses rwere. warm and brown, like freshly
. ¥ L3 ’
v ! " ‘ ) * . ,
made coffee. She looked. quite young, about thirty dr so.

’ 1 L .
He was aware of the grey streaks in his hair, of how he

»
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3

must look to her, .and wondered why this should trouble

N o

him. They sat, munching. She was- staring at him. He

[4

looked Qtraightlabead. : ‘ - ' ,
'Yéu look like a s;a c;ptain.'
He was am;zed.
'You're'qop fér out. I nevef'madé*captain; but I

was a seafaring man. ) Nowadays we just plan imaginary

.

manouevers -- paper boats. The impressive fleet of the

’
-

Great Canadian Armed Forces."” : - )

"Why don't. you, leave?" - = .,

"What?" B A .

"I said, 'why don't you,lé%ve?'”

don't 1like it." .
"I don't."

He‘pad not_said that out ioud b

.

bre. It was not

-—

even something which he had a&mi;ted to himself. He was

~
-

unable -to answer her guestion. There was far too much to

~

explain. Too mugh at stake. Instead he evaded it:

"What do you do?* ' N j ' -

L]

"*I count herting.”

. . ’ ‘
Her[ing- He[:[ing? ‘l. -

o~ -~
- She grinned at him again. Her teeth were white and

even. The wind had painted her .cheeKs -and the tip 9£ her

nose.

"For the Department of, Fisheries. I make up

- ~y
reports of migratory trends and feeding, K habits, after

!

adding up numbers of ﬁetridg -- paper herring." ,Her voice ,

>



\

echoed his disgust., °"I wouldn't know a Werring if 1 sav;L

Oone. I come from Saskatchewan."®

f
"So why don't you leave?" /

, ‘e : .
I can't. I just started."

They looked at each other for " a sécond, then
,, otarted to laugh. The woman pulled back the hdod of her
jacket. Her hair was bound in a long, thick braid. It

was the colour of molasses. He found h{mself staringbét

¢ '

the band of elastic wound round and round the end of it.

He 1mag1ﬂ%d unwinding ;t.

*Have you only just come to live here?"®

*Yes. Three months ago."

~*How on earth did you find this beach?® - - -

“

- "It was quite by accident. I saw a road that

’

looked as if it went nowhere, and there it was. We ‘come
® : ’
here quite often. .

hAY

“"We?2 " -

She looked straight into his eyes.

-

“Claud and I." . : : .
! . " He félt his face growing warm.
*Don't you know many people here?"

f;xknow'the lady at the public library, the couple

t

' TS ————
who own my apartment, the boy who delivers the papers, the

fellow in the next office who ¢ounts mackerel, and a nice

. man with sad eyes that I met on a windy beach -- who seems

to have taken a liking to my dog."* ®

.
s

PR
YL T
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# | ..
There was a,tiny fleck of apple' on her chin. He ’

'removed it carefully with his finger.
“You're very tidy," she remarked.
He decided to change the subject. ,

*I'm surprised that a girl from Saskatchewan likes

~ Ny

4

. - A \ - ',' )

the ocean.”’
.

"It reminds me of the prairies. Where else can. you

3

find miles of eﬁpty, clean space?’ \

. "Do you come from a farm?2" . o
~ \ 3
\ . ~ A
*No, a hardware store.' ’ ‘

-

"Where did you learn to couné ge:rinQ?!

“At college, out ‘west. If you can-.count nuts and

bolts, you can-gount herring. I taught school for about

| - bl 0 -
ten yéats, then I went back to college to study ‘economics, o

*

then I pumped gas in Winnipeg, then I sold insurance in Ve

* Toronto, then I acquired a dog and a car and came to Nova

— ’

Scotia." 'Spe picked up his wrist and.examined his watch. 'D

.

1

*It's ggﬁling cold."* ‘

She stood up. He wanted to find out ‘more about
her. He wanted her to stay.’ He'woulq have liked to talk

4
to her longer -- to get a.chance to establish more common f’ !

'

ground. He was about to ask her . ‘about her car when he

remembered the flat t{re. . : K

’
A}

"I'll walk up with you.* ’
He stood. She barély came to his shoulder.'

"My name's Helen.®



* i
hel

_bolts off faster."

He remémbered --. H. Beecroft, Wesley Gdns.
4

*I'm Tom."

They walked slowly_up the beach, without speaking,
the dog at their heels. When they reached the cars, Helen
. . .

swore., - . L.
*Shit. Will you look at that bloody tire?"

*I'll help you with it.. I presume you have &

¥

gpare?"”

"I-presume too. I haven't needed it before."
- N »

. She unlocked the trunk and -they both peered

inside. Tom removed the spare.

"Now, why don't you just keep warm_in my car and

. 3

I'll have this done in a few minutes.”

"I can change a tire, you know." -She stared at him

~

in defiance.

<

s ¥ .
"I'm sSure you capn. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to

patronize you, It's just that I may be able to get éhe

oy f

She stood watching while he 1loosened the nuts and,

her mittens and they

jacke p the car.,. Then she took off

(
crouched together removing the nuts by hand. Her hair

smelled of fresh air and seaweed.

hen they had finishkd, she thanked him and held

out her hand.

-
-

"You must have a big family, with that monster of a

~

car."

*"I have four daughters.”

4

N~
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ﬁé\éripped her warm little hand. Her gaze didn't

L)

falter. ‘ °.
) *All pushing six feet, I bet." //// i

. "It's.only a matter of time."®
. ) 1
She took a newspaper from the trUnk and spread it

v

out on the passenger seat. Claud jumped in on top of it

‘and sat quietly. )

"You're very tidy."

' She laughed and-'climbed into gxg‘car. .

ya

*Goodbye, Tom."

"Take care." It sopnded' inadequate. She: started

'
v . v

the en‘gine and roared off, wavi‘n! fron} the windowvw.
\

3

The wind whistled round his ears. He was cold. - He

turned to his car, and saw that she had left. her mittens

> -

3

lying on the ropf.

|
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Adgie ran down towards the beach. Swirls of sea

\

mist ciung to the ocean and '‘drifted in white folds among

/

the rocks. Sma%l droplets gathered ‘on Aégie's braids as

shf clambered with knowing feet down to the sand. She
~ .

could just make out the' figure, standing at the ‘water's

.

edge. \ B

"Hi, Cliff, Hi, it's me."" '

Cliff turned round to wave. Aggie stopped long'

enough to- tear off her(sneakerg and roll her jeans .above

-

her knees. She ran down the sand to him. )

‘""Hi, Ag." )
» . ( . I
Cliff rarely spoke more than two words at a tife.

Seme people found him very hard ‘"to understand. He was

holding, a paper ba;\in one hand. He took a piece of bread

.

from it and slowly tore off scraps, throwing,K them one‘by

one to a group, of seagulls’' clustered around him. He

passed her a slice from the bag and they stood together

’

feeding the gulls. Everyone. knew that the geabirds atound

’

the cove got enough to eat from the wharf and the fishing

——

boats, but Cliff and Aggie enjoyed feeding them anyway.

Aggie liked to think that the birds knew them. -She had

Seen a picture once, of St. Francis of somewhere or other,
casting his bread upon the waters. Wefl,’maybe that was
Jesus., She 1liked the phrése anyway, 'casting his bread

upon thg‘waté?g'. She repeated it to herself. There was

-

another one about casting the first stone, It looked as

? -
if they might read some nice stuff in school this year.ﬂk



measured. Soon I'1ll be up to your shoudlder.”

»

Pl

*Cliff, I grew half an inch during the pummer; We

were all ‘measured today. The first day back we always dget

-

He' looked down at her. He was a big man, yi¢k\::‘\‘

'baby's face and a Bquareu‘solid body. He smiled hig wet

smile, the narrow blue eyes calm and sweet. Aggie took

——

7.

his" hand. She loved him.

. ~

*We read a poem today in school. It's by Robert
’ ‘ -

Prost. I'll say some of it for you.¥

Whose woods these .
are I think I know,

His house is in the village, thoug“;

He will, not see me stopping here -

To watch his woods £ill up with snow,

.
. N

*Isn't Yhat neat? I can just imagine woods all

f£illing up till only the tips of the trees are sticking

through., Then 1if you walked through the forest you'd

-

think the trées had Jjust been planted. I wonder what

really happens to all the snow that falls on the ocean? °1I
N

guess it just’ all_gets'melted in, aﬁd then the ocean gets

higher. _Pgn*t you think?2" .
Cliff nodded. They stood together for a while;

£heir feet hidden in foam, watching the waves floppipg

over. ‘Aggie wondered  as always where/all the water cahe

from. Sﬁé kneﬁ England and Eugope were on the other side.

.

v
*
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- . ®"I']1 ke ten -tomorrow, Cliff. That's halfway ‘to
. ) , &.,? "
twenty. How old are you?""* o ~ .

)

A}

Sh;ipad known Cliff all her life, yet she had never
‘before wonderea how old he was. He took off hi's cap .and
scratched his head. He always wore his"cap backwards,
with the vigsor down over [his neck. ﬁe wiped his mouth
with the back of his hand. |

"bDunno.®* He grinned suddenly andtfishedl;nsiSe the
paper -bag, :Haépy Birﬁday.‘ |

He was holding something out to her. She saw -that
it was' a ‘tiny cameo, . from a pendant, with the chain
. missing. ' The edgé was encrusted with sand. 'The head was

- Y

in pure white, ani the background was the same/;oﬁt blue

- 1}
of her mother's small treasured Wedgewood bowl. Cliff had

. found many'presents for her hidden in the sanh. He had an

eye for pretty things. Especially blue. She wqufd, wear

it on é string arcund her neck.
"Thank you, Cliff,- I love it, truly I do. Look, ;

.the colour is the came }ike the ocean gets Qome days." h .
For some reason Aggie, wanted to cry. She dign't
‘ v know qhy. She was always getting laughed at. in school for
crying aSout nothing. That and daydfeaming. Hér: feet

. were starting to turn numb.
Cliff jerked his head towards the cluster of houses
huddled above the wharf at the end of the cove. T

®'s late. Y'Mom." ’ K -
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*My Mom's taging me to the movies’ after school
tomorrow, because it's my birthday. But I'll see you day

“after that. Okay?" i

"'kay. Bye." A
o ‘ She walked back, stopping to turn round and wave as

' she collected her sneakers. The mist had thickened. She

could barely see him. She turned away. She knew that if

she képt walking with her back to the ,sea she could walk

2

and walk for days and months, years maybe, before she

reached the ocein\ggaiﬂ. ' o

-,

She twurned élong:the path towards the village. As

she reached the wharf she saw her mother's fishing boat ) .
IS
alongside. - She could see the name painted on the stern -- -
A : . - :
'Sandpiper’'. All the other boats in Russell's cove had

dumb names like 'Marjorie B', or ‘Rosie Mac'. Aggie and
o het mother. had spent a lot of thought over the name when /
they first got the boat, three years before.

) . Aggie was proud of her. mother., She was the only
e - .

woman on this part of the coast who owned her own fishing )

boat. Evgiybne in the Cove aéree% that Jess Ferguson was
a smart woman; ] She had gone t‘b~ college, then taught T

school in Montrealy and after Aggig had been bdr; she had .

come hqmé to .Russell's Cove with her baby. Aggie found it

hard to believe that she. had been born in a place with no

ocean, only a river, , R

L




“~

She started to hurry now, up the windi‘}‘ng. steep -

’ path from the wharf among the houses. Some wete empty.

" el

One had the roof caved in. éﬁ;,hurried paEt, af}aid\of
the darkness,stariﬁg from the %:éken window. She came to
the grey-shingled housg wher€t Cl{ff lived with lhis
mother. Aggie looked to see if the old woman was loqking

out. Sometimes she stopped to talk, just to be polite.

She was a little afraid of Cliff's mother, who was vé}y

wrinkled and looked at least a hundred' years old. Aggie

feﬂt relieved that the window was empty.today.

-

She remembered asking her mother a long time -ago
why Cliff was different from other people. Jess had
replied that his mind hadn;E érown'since he was little.
His -head wasn't sma}l, 80 if his brain hadn't grown, there

must be something else in there to fill up the space; Jjust

air maybe. -
s

Purther up the track she came to tife old Russell's

'

Cove schoolhouse. It was boarded up, the paint almost all

4

gone; Weeds grew: ags hfsh as the window sills. Years ago

it had been closed because ‘there weren't enough children

for the government to allocate a teacher. When Aggie had.

started school she had to be taken nine miles inland in a
yellow bus to the Consolidated School. She hated it. It

had a flat roof and you couldn't even smell the .ocean.

Now that the Morrison fami¥y had moved to Trw&o, she

L

waited alone for the bus. She was the only child left in

’

Russell's Cove.

pup——— Y



a she walked further up the hill, past the lines
where salt cod hung stiffly ta dry like frozen clotthxon
January washdays. Aggie started to hurry ;s she reached
the last house §g\the path., Her mo?her was carrying bags

of groceries from an old van parked alongside. She had

just returned from Halifax, where she had taken the catch
——r——

up to the Fisherman's Market. Aggie ran to open the back

!

r'a o2

door.

They went into the cottage together. Jess dumped

the groceries down on the table and turned. They hugged

each ' other, thin arms around thin bodies. Jess's overalls
o
smelled slightly of fish. .Aggie loved the smell.

}

They both talked about their day. Aggie told her

mgther about the Robett Frost poen, wgile Jess moved about

the kitchen, puttiné food away, cursing in turn the fish’

marketers, the Halifax drivers, the supermarket cashéers,
ahd the government, Aggie fingered the <cameo in her

pocket .. She didn't tell her mother about it. She didn't

L} .

want to share it with anyone.
*How's Cliff today?" Her mother segmé; to read

Aggie's mind.

\ -
.

- "Okay."

"At ;east his clams brought in a good price. I'11
r : . . g
go down. after supper with the money. God, I wish you had
e

more frifnds. Maybe I should sell the boat and get a job

in Halifax. We could have an apartment .and you wouldn't

have so far to go to schoo{.'



.

Aggie didn't 1like the way this conversation 'was’

going, ,She.picked up one of her braids and stuck the end
,0f it in her mouvth. It was smooth and éaity.

"Don't suck your hair."

Jegss's voice was irritated. Aggie felt‘Jike crying

again. She went to her bedroom and:sat on the bed, She

wondered what it would feel like to live in an apartment.

She got up and looked from the window, at the wharf, and

at the mist hangin? over the ocean. aOn a clear Qay'she
could see the beach. Cliff would have no one to talk to
if she went to Halifax.) It was getting dark. She
shivered. She took the cameo from her“pocket and looked
in the mirror, one hand holgig? the blue and white image
against the freckled skin of ﬂer neck. With the other
hand she held the long straw-coloured braids on top of her
head. She stood, dtga(}ng for a while, her favpufite
pastime. Sometimes she &as a princess wish a long velvet
train’ and a tiara, but mostly*she was a mermaid with long
black hair and proper breasts. She began'to feel better,
and was able to qsmile at Jess when they had supp%r.
Neither: of them mentioned moving —to Halif?x again. The
'ffick;g of fear 1nsidé her started to die do;n;~‘

Later on, Jess put on her warm Jacket.

"I'm going adowﬁ ko‘ tak; Cliff'; money to his
mother. I want you to be in bed 'when I get back."®

S . )
"Okay, Jess." She hugged her mother tight.
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Later, she tried to sleep. The roof'of'the cottage
L. 2 ‘ , )
Gfeaked. "Jess never xleft her ‘alone in the Hhouse for

long. Perhaps she had stayed to talk to the old lady.

¢

Aggie thought aghin about~1iving in Halifax. éﬂe’quite

.
2

liked the Héipour there. There were lots of 4ats, and
thé q?ger still smelled the same, but you coudd't touch it
every 'day; There was no beach -- only wharfs and
warehouses. She took Ehe cameo from the cha'ir besid; o
bed and slipped it undér the pillow, She tried to think
about goo?'thiﬁgs, like going to thé movies tomorrow. She
would spend tge whole day PnhSaturday digging for clams
with Cliff. She fell asleep. o !

When Jess woke her im the morning,\ﬁhe sat down on

-

Aggie's bed. This was unusual. Aggie saw that her
& \ ’ .
mother's face had the same worried look as on the day the
~

hurricane had pounded the covelgnd she'd lost a lot of‘her

2

lobster traps. Aggie felt a rush of fear. =

"Aggie, Cliff's mother dfed last night."

I

Aggie felt relief tingle through her body. So

that's all it was! Her mother was still talking.

*You hurcy ‘up écr school. I have a lot of

4 .
arrangements ta make." . Q\\ . . '

*What kind of arrangements?®

"Well, I'11 talk to my lawyer in Halifax, the one

who helped me ¢to ‘det‘ the hloan when I bought the boat.

He'll try to sell the old house, and he'll see that Cliff

-

.
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gets -what'"s coming .to ‘'him. There won't be much. God _

-t -

knows, they've been on welfare for yeats."
“Sell the house? Where's Cliff going to stay."” oL

"Aggie, you know that Cliff can't stay.there alone,"

*But he's strong, and he can dig clams. And why

’

can't he stay with beople, like ‘when McKenzie's house
burned” down, and people stayed with people?" Aggie was .

starting to shout.

'
l

"But it's not the same. Cl1iff can't- look after

[ . .
himself. He's still a child in most ways."' ,

A {

"Why can't we look .after him?" &\

"Aggie, he needs special care: The Reverend James

cge-
a

from Gray's harbour is going to take him up to the
Presbyterian Homé in Halifax, Eomorrow after the funeral."

Jess turned away, as if the subject were finished.

Aggie felt a éickness like greén slihe ‘creeping
ove} her insides. |

'fhey can't send him to that old place.. It's on a
street! And itl's full of queer people that‘nobody wants!*®

"Aggie, please. Now, don't dawd\e, or you'll miss
your bus.‘ I'l} pick you up ;fter school ‘and we'll go to
'the moviesl' It's your birthday, remember.”

Jess's voice sounded strange. Aggie was terrified
that her mother was going to cry. '

She went to school feeling stunned and confuéed. ' )

4 .

She got a piece of string from her teacher and hung the

] - v

e
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‘little '‘cameo around her neck. . She fingered it often,

through her T-shirt. She tried not to think of Cliff,

P

shut in, clumsy and shy, alone with no ocean. She didn't
'S

See hlm that night.- éer mother toék her to the movies as
‘they had planned. Neither of them sp;ke of Cliff. Aggie
felt afréid of the tightslook around Jess's méuth:

The next  day she was pagked off ¢to scth{ agaik.,
She knew there‘was to be a funeral. She felt 1left out,

and at the same .time relieyed not to see Cliff standing

like a lost child, not knowinq, perhaps, what was 1in Eto;e

X

for' him. She was scolded for not eating her +lunch, for~

\

not paying attention. Her head ached with misery.
. | - .
After schocl she climbed down from the yellow bus

'and walked slowly down through® the village, dragqihg her

¢

canvas bag. The books bumped along the rough stones. She
‘turmed- along the path to the beach. All the boats were

tied up at the wharf. She knew that no one had gone out

{&oday.
” She stopped on the rocks and gat down, carefully

putting her shoes and socks in a small cleft. A strong
wind was blowing and the air was clear. The seagulls were
scattered on the empty beach. She rummaged in her bag and

found the bread she had kept at lunchtime. Shq‘ walked

LY
down to the water, The birds came ?o gather round. . She

g ¢

fed tneﬁ\slowly. Then she stood for S long time watching

1
—

the waves. She undid the string around her neck and held

the cameo, rubbjing the contours of the delicate ,face with.

.
]

\ .7

el



1

her finger. It looked like .a princess -- a sea princess.
: ’ ; ‘ o t
She threw it as far as she could into the water beyond the
" breaking waves. The tears fell at last. sheléried out,

‘;hrfbking‘and sobbing into the wind. She' sat down in the
- i'cold "water, clutching tﬁe ‘soft,_ wé@ ‘'sand, the waves
‘hitting her face and stinging her eyes QitP salt; She was
still siéting_ihe;e. sﬁtvér}ng, when Jéss came looking for

her, to tell‘her that supper was ready.-
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The first time she saw him on the bus she felt a

moment of Qnaggpantable fear. One minute she'd ‘been

thinking abodt "how she would tackle the 'morning's work,

<

wondering how many clients would show wup, planning the

first few things she would do -~ turn on the fan by her

%

desk, make out ticketé to be picked up, put on ‘the kettle

for coffee. She hadn't been feeling nervous, certainly

1

not afraid. Nothing had been further from her mind than

the notion that someone was watching her, or might be

.

inten%}ng harm. The next moment she saw himrstaring, and

\

felt the fear. N \

She immediately dropped her eyes, then looked

agajnf‘only to find him still watching her. She began- to

.

feel now that she was showing her awareness of him, even
. .

her fear. She sta;ed straight ahead at the advertisements,
not reaily seeiﬁg them. From:-the corner of her eye, s&he
could make out Fhe shape of his face. He was still
staring in her directon.” The b&é‘was filliné up. There
were quite a few people standing. ’ Surely /someone ., would

.

gdet into his line of vision? No, she cdouYd still see the
N -

pale blur of his face, the thick thatch. 6f fairish hair.

She tried to concentrate on the passengers around her: a

large woman qppos{te, pinﬁ in polyester, using up two full

seats; three gteenaged girls standing, in front of her,

\;Eng-hanging, giggling. 'Shéllooked anywhere but at the ©

¢

man sitting a few rows down, on the other side of the bus.
. t ~\

.
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.Thhere were only a few more stops to dgo. Now 8§

-

could get up and face the front of the bus and he'd be

béhind her, out of sight. She stood, hitching nher handbag“

onto her shoulder; then peered out of the window, bending

\

} ' .
forward, pretending she wasn't sure where she was, no

longer afraid. Edging towards the sté% at the front of

)

the bus, she allowed people to get off. Hers was the next

’

stop. The bus ' slowed down and hissed to a halt. She

i

stepped- down, relieved to have left the man behind. Then

L

shé heard him, just behind her ear.
"Bye, Jenny."
She jumped as if someone had struck her. She

looked round before she could stop herself, realizing too

late that this was the very thing she should not have
- f .
done. He stood, smiling just a trace.. She caught sight
of slightly rumpled clothing. He was not tall, but was

heavily built. \He had ~ freckles. She only took this 1in
quickly as she turned and fled across the road towards the
building ‘Where she worked. She 1looked back. He was
standing "in the same spot. He hadn't moved when she
turned‘the corner, still running.

ol ‘
This was idiotic. Why let herself be scared stiff

just because some gtranger was staring in a bus? But he

knew her name! How on earth did he know who she was? He
¢
must ‘have been following her. No, of course he hadn't.

She'd never seén him before. Not on the bus, not

e N
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anywher;. If‘sﬁe had seen him'in the office she would

"have remembered. She always ﬁthE?U“Fﬁ?‘Faces of glients.
In the ’rush of people F°, the elevator her 'Eea:

subsided. What did it makte;, after all? The d{y must be

got through, She wunlocked her office, put on her’ busy

Y
L

face.
But several times during the day she remembered.

‘Each time she told herself that it washnothihg. At least

L]

it kept her from thinking about Mark -~ Mark who had

‘broken off with her three months previously. More space,
. _J “ .
he'd said he wanted. He'd taken his 'spac? -and gone,

leaving Jenny rejected and baffled. /

o

After work she did some shoppinq,

and went home

much later than usual.

] * o .

Al
- * Lty * *

3

- -

éhe next morning Jenny felg much better. It was a
bright, clear, .sunny morning amd she%had Slept well. '~ She
loved the summe} weathers

She -waited for her usual bus, Seven—fo;ty, xlong
it came. She showed her‘ pass and sat down in her
favourite seat, near the front, on one of the three seats

’

facing the aisle. Although the bus was already crowded by
’ y)

the time it reached her part of the route, there was,

almost always a seat. People‘piled'in at the next few

L1 - M .
.

E
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stops, She ggid/nd}:ltentioﬁ, but opened her book, aware
of rtrze//amells around her: aftershave, freshly-washed

bodies -- so different from the smells of hot® tired people
on the bus home after a long sticky day. .

fExcuse me."

Somé&ne had stepped on her foot. She looked up to

-

acknowledge the apology. A woman with a briefcase removed

[

her offending foot from Jenny's toe, and then, over the

/ woman's shoulder, she saw him.

He was sitting about the gsame place as he :-had been
yesterday, & few seats down, on the other side. 'This time
. ( ‘ .

Jenny did what she should héye done the day beforev She

stared back at him. There’, she thought, let him see that

»

I'm not afraid. The very thought gdave her confidence. He .

-, stared back, without change of expression. Jenn& felt her

~

confidence wilt, gnd ~8he dropped her eyes. With some

. “surprise /ehe realized that she hﬁi taken this bus

Ay

deliberately, when she could easily have léft ten minutes

earlier. She had needed to test the situation. It had

. . been important to find out if he-really wolild be there.

Strangely, the comfirmation of her fears afforded

., her a degree of 'satisfaction. still, almost everyone on
. .
the bus would be a regular traveller. She recognized a
- -

few. This could just be this guy's bus. There was no

reason to believe that he meant her any harm.
. . -
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' whén she stepped down from the bus, she looked

eraight ahead, keeping to the centre of a group of.

people, thankful for their .presence. He must have

"remained in Hhis seat. She didn't 1look back. Shé kept

among the others as she crossed the street.

v

——

<o When the phone on her desk rang later that mornﬁgg,

she picked it uyp with anticipation. Phone calls usually'

)

meant more business, . NN ’

! 2
"Hello, Montreal Travel."
v ‘ n

' *Hello, Jenny. How are you?" .

Jenny's mimd was‘on'what‘she had been doihg. . She
wondered vaguely who was calling., She knew that it was

not Mark. ' She continued working on the file in front of

+
Y

her, the -phone held securely .against her ear with her

1

shoulder. e

*I'm fine. Who's calling?** [ .

. , *It's me."

b

"I'm sdrzy, but I believe you must have the wrohg

number."

*Not a chance, Jenny darling.®

-
[

"*Who 'is this?".

*Let'g say I'm Hérfy. or would you prefer Lionel?.

.,
Y

I've always liked the name Lionel.” - ‘ .
/ . _ ‘ .
. . ."I'm afraid I don't know anyone called Harry, or

Lionel."
"But I know you. I've always known you. But I've

only Jjust found you." . . . _

e
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impatient client making me feel guilty."®

-’

,'You.reilly have the wrong number. Noyv, if you'll
eXxcuse me..a'\ Jenny hung up in the ﬁiddlé 'of’ he; éwn
sentence, ther brushed the tips of hgr fingers together as
1f;to wipé away all contact with the telephéng.. It rang

again. She allowed it to ring three times, then she

’

picked up the receiver and dropped it quickly into its

blace. She got up from her desk swiftly and went to the
. - ) ' .
washroom. The phone was ringing again as she closed the

)
door. )

]

She took her time, combing and, doing her makeup.

A -~

She walked~ to the full-~length mirror, t:hen~ backed away
'from it, scrutinizing the %mage\pﬁ_hersglf -- not bad,- she
thopght.' Then she r%pladed her things in her bag and left.

When she returned,'she séw that the door of her
officé was open. Denisge, the secretar? for the suite of
offices, ‘was inside, ;alking ‘on Jenny's ’phone, sifting
Ehrough' some papers on the " desk. She ‘looked up with
relief at Jenny, and covered'thb mouthpiece’with her hand.-

/
"He said you asked him to call you. It's about a

trip to London."

Jenhy took the phone. Denise left, closing the’

door behind her. .

"Yes? Can I help you?" - There ™Was -no answer.

*Hello... can I heip‘y&u?' Stupid jerk must have hung up,

*mhe thqughx. dan't» evenﬁ go to the john without some

’
Ve
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, *You two-faced little cunt. "Can I help you?" The

words fell on Jenny's senses like acid, his question a

twisted parody of her own 1last words. She took the

receiver away from her ear, and held it in front  of hef,'

]

looking at it. It was'shiny‘and crdam-coloured; clean and

civilized, like her office. It had no business saying
a

such grotesque things to her. &he replaced it geWtiy.
. ’ /

Then she picked °*up her handbag and 1left the officé,
\ .

‘locking the door. She had never gone off and keft her
office, unattended since A she had opened- up her own
business, eight months before.

She ran down .two flights of stairs to an

adventiéing agency where her closest friend, Sasha, workeq
N 2
, .

as é'braphic artist.
"Come and have coffee with me.'. - ”
*Something’'s up? Have'you heard é;qm Mark?*® ‘
\‘ "“No, I've written hiﬁ,off.' , : .

' ©

-*That 'seems drastic." .Sasha never wrote a man Off

until he was dead. '*Just a se¢, let mé get out of .this

N

»

overall.” Sasha got up from her drawing board and threw

Q , . )
her amock over a chair. . ' ’

[}
, A}

They took the elevator down and found a booth in a
cafe in the grouné floor of their building,

1 ) “Okay. Now tell 'me what's wrong,"* Sasha sai

after they had each ordered a coffee. E -

%



- ¢lient?” ] ' ‘ o

5
"It's probably nothing.”

4

"You look odd. What's happened?” : : .

-1

"I saw a man on the bus yesterda&. He was

staring.: You know how guys do sometimes."

"Sure. It's known as ogling. Quite common in
~ f

North America. Now in Italy..." '

"No, I didn't mean ~ that cheerful kind " of
attention-getting. This man looked sad, kind of, . I felt
’ ”

uncomfortable right away, for him, as well as'for myself,

°

as 1f_I could see into his life. And I felt afraid, too.

<

I can't explain why. 'Oh,-and he knew my hame."

v

*He did? How do you know?*® /

."Because he go't off the bus with me, and he said

’

'Goodbye, Jenny' when I left."” S -

¢ ."That's a bit different. Maybe it was someone yo%

met at a bar, and just chatted with. " Maybe it was a

, s
“No, I'd- have known. I'm sure I never saw him

before in my life. Then he was on the ‘bus again this

< , !

morning."*
*So0? 'Mayse it's his bus." ' -

*I know.-, I tﬁdught of that too. ARd he didn't

'

r.ot. today, ﬂgt until he phoned- just now. He called
. - . |

‘ Y

lpeak;

me a cunt." ,

"What, just like that?¥

*Yeg."” T

ik

b 7
A
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-

“You mean, he just phoned you up, and said 'Jenny

you're a cunt'?

~

"No. He called me a two-faced sunt."

"So. You dién't like 'cunt' more- than you didn't b.'l
like 'two-faced'?" ' ‘ .\ b
"I guess so. It sounded so vindictive., I wasn't
- .
expect{ng it. That ~was the wogst pS}% -- that I .was 8o
) . y L
sueprised. I was expecting it\to be a client. I should
have known." oo ' ) I ..//
"Don't 'be silly. How <could you Qpa;ibly have
known?"® - ’ ' ‘ l . R '
| "*Because he called- earlier, a8 I hung up on him. .
I might have realized he'd ’call ;aqk. Hg sounded sO
angry." , .
*Because ybuihung up on him?® Jenny tried to think .
back to the inéident, but -sémething eluded 'her. "Well,
éhag elsb?h Couldn't he just b; soméone you'd me; before
and rejeégédz or something equally trivial?®
Feiow could you, trivialize the destruction of a ‘ -
m;n's‘ego?F . ' L i |
-'&aybe Fh;t%s whag'ssghe matter with him. Bid he
,sound destroyed?” ‘
" *Well, vyes. Now that you mention iti There was ’ . .

v

something I'd. been trying to put into place. It was the
kind of anger he seemed to express. ?hére was something . »

very personal about it. I mean, if someone hung up on me, ~
I'd just think that he or she was -a very rude person. I

-

wouldn't take it as a direct insult to myself, or to my . | . ' g
. N

P
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pridé., I might be frustrated, but I wouln't feel vengeful
\ 7/ 4 .
enough 'to want to shock ot punish that person.”
"Maybe you 'shoyld go to the police. ‘It 1is an

offence, isn't . ™, to Speak 'like that. on the phoney
. ) . .
anaqnymously too."

*Perhaps 1 shoula, after work."

- -

"Why not go now. It's almost lunch time.. I'd come

with you, but I'E’in the midd}e of that layout.” I hadn't

9
~

planned on lunch." ' ’ .

-+~  "I'm gsorry. I've kept you." :

A

, "*bon't worry, kiddo. I needed a break. Now, just

go to the police. Stop worrying and let them take care of

i

it." Voo

Sasha bent over and kissed her friend's cheek, then

'

left. Jenny got to her .feet slowly and'walked from the

Su;iding. .o~ .

! f

Thé downtéén police station on deMaisonneuve was

1uat a few short blocks away. She stood at the counter,
, , .

waitiné while a young officer dealt with an elderly 1lady

s

who had lost her keys. Finally it was her turn.
< :

She explained what hdppened, E:ying to be concise

anq/tf/the-point. e ‘ - o

% ° *"Did the man accost you in any way, either on the

1
'

bus, or on the street?”



NI

) "No.,"

"He only said 'Bye' and spoke you{ first name?" -

-

*That's correct."

?

*He didn't use obscene language at that time?":
Only later on the phone?"* A - . :
*Yes."

*How did he introduce himself when he called?"

w
‘

"He aidn't~rea11y.' He ‘just said 'It's mé'. Then,
when I pgessed him, ﬁe said 1 couia( call’ him,K Harry or
Lionel, but I'm sure thaF neither of those was his name.’

*Then how did you know who it was2*

Jenny stared at the officer.

"I've no idea how I knew. I just knew,"

~"Surely you recognized his voice? ' He onke to you.

beéore, didn't ﬂe? When he got off the bug?'
i "Yes." »
"Well then, if it was the same voice..."
"I only meant, yes, he had spoken to me. I didn't
mean that I recognized his voiéef 1 didn'é. Maybe spmé
people carn ‘recognize a voice that thby'vé heard only once,

[

but I'm not able to, particularly over the phone. ft was
. r ' _ * . ’
just any normal, non-accented, mediunm, Anglophone voice."

=

“It could have been anyone?"
."Yes," Jenny admitted. “But I'm sure it was him."
*"You ﬁay be right, but you have no complaint

against the man on Xhe bus, and sincé ybu can't say for

5

3
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_ certain that he made themphone call, we ﬁive nothing to- go
rd .

on. Howevei, we .can certainly investigate “the phone

v

calls. There's a $500 fine, you know, fos4making ngcene

caIléi .Next .time, try to f£ind oq£ sométhiﬁg about him,

some ’ idéntify{ng ,characterispic, or. information. If it

> . ’ . .
cong&yqes we can easily attach a device to your

w

’tblepﬁone. Let us know 1if you wish us to do this,

Otherwise, 1if you do not ydht any further investigation,
hang up the minute he starts talking., He"ll probably
.- . . t .

stop. Your office number is listed, I presume?"

"'Certainly, I run my own business."
[ . . ' ‘*And he'd never called you at home?"

"No. Do you think it's Jjust a coinc;dénce -

someone stared at me -the same day as another guy made a
' phone call?"® .o a

The officer shrugqu his shpulders. "There!s not
very much to go on, 1is there? But don't worry. It's

BS

fairly common in a city this size, but most of these
¥ 1 '} .

people are harmless, They ' just get their kicks from

\
¢

shocking people. They're ieal ‘cowards. They'd never +are

to say anything to anyone flce-to-fdce.‘

)
1

‘ . ' . * *

A . .
5

That evening, Jenny decided she would 'walk the

+

° couple of miles to work the next day. - She would. wear her

tuqu;ng shoes, the way New York women do, catryﬁng'shoes

‘
‘ '

\
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" for work in a bag. She decided to-take sandwiches and eat

her 1lunch at her desk too. She went %40 bed resolupe,

having set the alarm early to ‘give herself an eﬁtra hour

‘in the morning. Then/ unaccountably, she thought of Mark.

»
3

They'd only been seeing each other for séven
months. _ But it had felt right. Mark had been the first

man in a long time that she'd been comfortable with, so

his desertion had been more than a blow to " her pride.
. I [ !

There had been bitter disappointment -- in him, and in the

o

 situation, but mostly at herself for failing to recognize

2

-the \signs of decay, or for ignoring them. In the

L4

darkness, .demons: plucked at her, relentless in their

accusations. Why? Why? -- they said -- why do you

t

always let this happen? Tears of loneliness and self-pity
shook her. v
She sat up in bed,. spent and weary, becoming angry

when she saw how ‘late it was. There was a bottle of

slééping pilXs in- her bathroom cupanrd. Nothing lethal.

They cowld be bought at any -drugstore without a

/

presc:%btion. Jenny kepf‘them there for emergencies.' One

was gquaranteed to send her‘to Sleep in 1less than thirty

minutes.. 'She got up and swallowed three. She couldn't

afford to waste. even thirty more minutes in misery.

When her clock radio went off, Jenny didn't even
\ . '
hear it. She lay, a senseless log, until the sound
< A :



/ 2 . ’ \
gradual}y penetrated her sleep. When she opened her eyes

it was,after seéven o'clock. Her mouth was sandpaper, and
\ 5 .

her head a lead weight. oh Christ, she thought, I'll have

to rush even to catch the bus, -- never mind walking. 1'11
wali\ toﬁorrow.\ She staggered into the kitchen to make

-

some cqffee, then blindly collected her clothes'and took &

shower. The hot water helped some, but not a lot. I1f she
, :

hurried, she might make the earlier bus, at seven-thirty.

il

No time for coffee. ¢

Peeling slightiy more awake, Jgnny dressed as
quiékly as S8he could. She wore her favourite blue dress,
and a pair of .sandals.’ Brdshing out her hair and applying.
makeup only took a few more minutes.- Grabbing her
should;r bag and briefcase, she closed her apartment door
and ciught the elevator on its way down.

A, haze masked the sun. The air was ‘:heavy and

aH
humid,’ Jenny saw the bus coming. Good, she " thought,
feeling pleased that she could catch 'the early bus. It
was worth misging the coffee. She could always buy some

at the <cafe on the corner. It, wa$ then that she

P
I

rememgefed that she had 1left the kettle for her coffee
heating on the stove. She had 'not returned to the
kitechen. It would be boiling now -- steam filling the
room,. increasing’ the dampness, heat shimmer}ng from ﬂkhe
burnQr still turned to its highest point. Jenny kney that

she would have to go back. Just as the bus came to a stop

fat ‘her corner she turned away.



»

There was no need, now, to hurry. Jenny returned

é

.
to her apartment, .realizind that she might as well’ have

%

, the cup of coffee after all. ,

The lid of the kettle was rattling as water

spluttere?‘on to the hot stove, She turned the heat off

M .

sand made herself a_cup of instant coffee,-dacind it well

with, cream and sugar. Opening the fridge door, she
|

searched for something to eat. Nothing there appealed to

her. She. took a chocolate chip cookie from the cupboard,

then)stuffed it back into the packet. It would only clog
up her mouth with sugar, and she didn't want to clean her
teeth all over again. The sleeping pills, still not

., washed from her body, had killed her appetite. The coffee

d

tasted thick and syrupy. JeJny poured it down the sink

-~
before she 1left her apartmént for the second time. She

noticed the clock in the vestibule of her building as she

went out. It was exactly seven-forty.

.2
Her bus was at the stop. Jenny had to cross the

o *

road to reach it. ' She began to run. The doors . had

closed, as the driver started to moQg away. Jenny waved
y .
fiantically at him. He nodded, and the doors je:ked open
juse as she reached them.

This time she looked round for him ~-- still afraid,
at the same time needing to keep him somehow confined to

this bus. As long as she kheJ where he was, she could

avoid him.

-1

o
’ . \‘
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A

Mot

VA
He wss closer to her than before. His hands,

resting op‘the back sgat in front ofihim, were large and
pale, their ;FLP freckled like his face. His eye held
hers for a few moments, then he sloyly opened h@s m 'th,
pushing- his 'lips out towards 'her.ﬁ The tongue moved
forward, filling the round"o' of his open mouth. Jenny
stared aghasé as his jaw worked slowly aqd deliverately.
The eyes were ha}f ~cl.osed, glazed slits ;f blue, still
looking at her, as the‘man,'moviAg his_lfps and tongue,,
kissed the air betwegn7theﬁ. ; ' '

Scarlet aﬁd bewildéfed,- Jen;y looked around her.
Thankfully, no one else had seen. Her eyes.t£avelleé qu;
to the passing street. It would so&h be time to'g;t off.
She decided to walk wthe remaining A;ine gr ten blocks.

Sick.with shame, she turned round; just before she stepped

down. From his seat the blue eyes mocked her.

.

-

'For two dqys Jenny didn’l see him. She was'worrie&
-- he was not on the bus, so Qhere was he?

On ‘the second d{g, Pfiday, while she was 4in the
office, her mother hallgd from Toronto. . ', '

. . ‘ v »
) *Jenny, how have you been? ‘'How's business? Isn't

this heat impossible?"

%
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"Pine, fine, no," Jenny answered. Her mother's
onslaught always: drove her to monosyllables,

"What do you mean 'no'?" .

L3 f

"I mean I love it -~ the heat." Nonetheless, her

-

mother’s voice gave her a certain ease. The child that is

in all of us. told her that everything was all right.

Mother -- talkative, irritating, predigtable but
. . - { ] .
infinitely caring ~-- breathed nermalcy.

*Well, Gerald and I are off tonight; so I wanted to

[}

$ay goodbye, and ask |if therg'§ anything we could bring

r

‘you?” For a second Jenny's spirits drooped, she had

forgdttegwthat her mother and stepfather Qere leaving for

.

three weeks 1in Ireland. *"Maybe one of those gorgeous

white fisherman's sﬁeaters, or a .length,0of Irish tweed? "

S

"Only if you have time to shop, and space in your

luggage. ¥ Jenny kept the conversation going, trying to

hide the slight shotk she felt at her mother's imminent

departure,

"It shouldn't be any trouble. Shopping's what
.

we're going for, silly girl. THere's oﬁly one thing I

14

wanted to ask you -- maybe you could go down and check the
cottaée. Take a few days off and stay there. i HgveJ a
rtest. After all, you have your own business, you-can take
off whenever you like." .

Jenny knew that it was uselésa to argue that having

her own business made it impossible just to 'take off'.

.

<5
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1

to lose any potential business. After Jenny's father's

«

f . * n
) | death, her mother had remarried and moved to Toronto,

' Y
where her newi;fsband, Gerald, was well established in an

_hntiéue bhsiﬁe s; staréed by his father. He had a bevy of

[y

. v ’
asgistants to run it for him in his absence -- besides,

, N

trips to Ireland could be c?ns;dered tax write-offs. k
& ., - .
L] o ’ . N s
‘ \ * ' * , n
. -

Later, when she had a few momeqts,x She Ehought

-

- about it again. It was over ¢two hours' ;drive: to the

o

F

cottage, and Jenny felt resentful at being asked to. ‘go,
even though she loved the place. She disliked driving,
) and kept &Iéar only for occasional use. The' cottage was
on the shores of Lake Memphremagog, a mile or two f;om‘ghe
u.s. bofggr. It had been in Jenny's fﬁm}ly'since she wa'’s

-

a child.. She had been secretly giad when her mother,
’ moving to Torontoe, had been unable to get 'a good price for
it, and had d;cided to hghg on to it Ffor. a few more
years.‘ Now it lay, yidden among treeg, silent and empEy,
crumbling gradually. wiéh t the -constant care that any

3 X o a4

She had gone down for .a long weekend once, with
. s

dwelling needs.

Mark, when she was still trying to keep their affair’

-,
alive. Instead of feeling the peace and magic of the

/

4 '

-

2 '“ el ':f‘cﬁ"’-:“"‘:‘;-' ‘7
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She ran it alone, ‘and could not afford at this eéfly‘stage.
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place, ;Mark hads become bored and restive. He had grumbled

_on the way dﬁhn, -about ‘the distance from- Montreal, and

about th_:\:\o’/igh dirt foad which took them the last few

miles. She had ,suddenly seen the ,flace .through his eyes

'-- grass growing up as high\as e kitchen window 1like a

hayfield, cogwegs clotted wifh. dust ‘under the eaves.
Jenny had ﬁzought'a bottle of hlis favourite win;, but had
drp;ped it,, jugglin;’vwith bags' and pac;ages, trying éo
fipd'fhe key. Thenbottle gad shattened,’leag%ng a da}k”
red puddle _dripping between ‘the slags of thé wooden
verandah flgor. They had built a fire_and méde iove on

the lumpy mattress, but it gad rainii/ most of the

weekend. After Jehnyuhad beaten him at Scrabble, M4ark had’

-

guggested they leave ;early -- to avoid the heavy traffic

3

feturning to the ¢city, he'd said. Jenny had not been back

! A
since. She”d been avoiding the place, reluctant to face

Mark's absence,’to .be reminded yet. again of his desertion.
1 ’ o . ‘

Buf she should go soon, {nﬂfégt. She 1lowved tpe old place

+

so much. ft had always been her retreat. The sooner she

‘

ridded it of Mark's ghost, the sooner she'd be able :to

enjoy again its peace. Bésides/’it would probably be'the

. first thing her mother would mentiord when she returned.

Maybe this weekend. i ?

A\

She decided to go down to the cottage that very

evening, spend the weekend reading, swimming in the lake,

’
[y

©



- g .
just - doing nothing. The longﬁ she considered it, the-

€ ~

- more compel'ling the ide:a became.
T Thinking that Sasha might enjoy cbming with her,

'Jet;ny called her. friend's office, only to be told that
Sasha had called in sick, and was not expected back until

Monday. Jenny hung up and did a quick calculation. Sasha (‘\

* must -have her period. She'd be a wreck for days, doped on
a ™ ) .
codeine ™ No point in even calling 'her. Jenny decided not . N\

+

‘

t0 go. - ,
L.

) ’

") ' The su.perma)rket was cool and Jenriy was hungry =-

o i
‘ \ two citcumstances which made her 1linger, buying extra
» .

~5

things. She'd always'treated herself on a Priday nig o
especially ’wt}en she and Mark "would spend the evening

watching TV and munching ycold. chicken, with Qlasses of
, '] . - -
! - wine, Damn Mark, shg‘ thought, 'maybe sometime I'll \be able

to spend a whole day without thinking of the man. She o

N ‘ ™~
. 34 AN

o ‘fmade her way to the cootéd meats -- stubbornly deciding "to
have a cold barbecued chicken all to herself. ‘She chose

T . "~ -
one, then some c¢ole slaw, pate and black olives. At the

-

bakery c¢ounter sh‘e picked up an’apple pie and some French_-
= bread. - . .

It was only a few blocks to her apartment building,

4 <

but her plastic bag of grocerjgs weighed more with each

.

[

step. She opened the ‘door to the vestibule, and put -her

|

\

.
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grocery bag down on the floor: .The lock on the innoq door
was tricky. She needeg both handsa' one to pull the dqo?
to@afqé her by the handle,'apd the other to turn the key.
The plastic bag collapsed like a jellyfish, sﬁiliing one
‘or two thingdgs onto the mat. As she straightened up she
saw him -- leaning ;gq}nst the wall @eér the panel which
bo;e the push: buttons "and ﬁamgs of the builéing's
tepants. One hand was outstretched .by ‘his side,“ the
fo}ef;nger iightly piaced 'oyef one of the buttons. She
saw with horror that it ;qs the pgzzér for heé‘apartmeﬁt.
His'other ﬁand was in his .side’ pock;t,'pqilidg his pants
inward/ to his body." _His ’knuckles showed, througg the

fabric as’ his curled fist ,mbved in his <c¢roteh to a

%

}
—

.terrible rhthmﬂ For a few seconds Jenny stood in terror,

i

knowing only that she should not unlock the doof.

7

Instinc€ive1y‘ she knew that her hbme must be protected.

He—must-—not—be allowed to follow her in, to come up with

hef in the elevator. He moved away from the wall' and
gquickly retrieved her spilléd groceries, handing the bag

to her in silence. Jenny dgrabbed it, and fled into the
a . * .
street, her sandals clacking on the cement steps. 6 Blindly

she ran around the side of the building, heading for the
entrance €0, the tenant'k underground pa{king area.
Mercifully her key was still ciutched in he? hand. As she
inserted it in the 1lock, she 7looked back towards the
streeé. No one ha@ followed her. The man w&s'pbwhere in

-

slght. The ‘heavy door grumbled,
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- - ’ !
’

¢

and -slowly opéned. Jenny darted * iqsi

hammering. ?Phe door seemed to temain open forever. "Oh
shit, aﬂit, hurry up!®¢ She said out.loud.: inally it

'Y 7

started its‘ creaking descent and-clicked
She was safe. No one coilld énter the garage without a key.

Jenny knew that now she could tak% the\’elevato:

|
cttaightdto her floor without stopping at! street level.
. ' e < 4

Suddenly it struck her that he could easily have followed

¢

one ot.the tenants into the building. he could be wait{ng

in the corridor, outside her apartment door, even on his

2

way down to the basement garage from the inside.’
- . . Q . ) .
Her eyes fell on her ancient PFord, grey-with dust,

1 ~

5

-

and she knew her escape. Trying ,to gather her scattered

5 : s
wita, she ran to the car and unlocked it. She threw her
{

. groceries onto ‘the passenger seat, then got in.huickly and

locked the doors. Oh, God, . I hope it. will :staqt; she

thought. Oply when the engihe's roar “filféd‘"éhe huge

4

cement cavern did she - feel relief. - She - wowld escape
1 N - s . .

- 1 +
straight to the cottage. She drove to the door, pulled

<

the cord.to open it, theﬁ drove out 1into the sunlight.

0

BEverything "was goingjto be all right- She wasZEree. She

=4 . ’ !
even had tood_gith her. Turning the corner, she passed in

v i

front of the building{ into the heavy rush hour traffic.

“a

He was standing on the sidewalk, at the foot of tﬂf

" gteps. As she approached, he looked straight at her and

» . . .
é , ‘ 4
\

\her, heart

into position.’



-

waved, the blue eyes cheerfyl. Then ne turned and started

-

N v

tg walk quickly away in the other direction, glancing over

his shoulder. ' The traffic had,stopped ‘for the light. She
wagched him for '‘a few seconds in the mit;or, then a ,bus
pulled in to the sidewalk behind her to let someone oOff ==

obscuring her view. She waited to allow the bus to pass.,
. - .

-~

The traffic moved on as the light changed. . There was no

A

sign of the man. He_haa.éomletely disappeared. .
N ' R

t k2
\
s L] -
The crawl. across Champlain bridge was endless. Hot

sun glittered off metal and chrome. Horns blared as a -

huge army of hot, restless Montrealers left the city for
. ¢ .

" the weekend. Jenny opened ‘her ‘window and'sat, swe%Eing,

with her arm resting on the sill. She'd been  badly

frightened, but now that thé city was behind her she would

'be~"safe. She must 'téll the pdche about that creep as

soon as she got back into town. She certainly could'é‘qo

2

now, there was no “turning back on the bridge. At thfsi

¢

‘rate it would take over an hour to get back, and he'd be

i
©w

long gone. o

traffic fanned out. By the time she passed Granby, there

¢

was little else on Ehe road. ' Only a few cars passed her

.Y

X ,
. ) , 7
;

At last she reached the end of the‘btidge, and the

% l,‘ :I:
%
“ "
Kre



° -

before her turn-off near Sherbrooke. The nearest car
behind her on the straightvroad‘was a long wa§ off. h

Half an h6Ut later, she pa;sed Eﬁiédéﬁﬁétanstead on

the U.S. borQer}and turned off into the 'dirt road. The

. . sun was a}ready low. It woulq only take her a' few minutes-

to' open éhe'céttage and settli in; then change into Her

swimsuit., There' would  be vat least half an hour's

daylight; just enough time to run down through the woods

>
and have a guick swim. The water would feel wonderful 1in P

the evening air. It was the best time 'to swim. i

She drove the last few miles very slowly. ) About

P

half a mile from her cottage Ehe passed the nearest
neighbour. A large family fro& across the border .came
every summer. . Jenny knew them slightl;. She noticed with
surprise that tﬁeir cottage was ;poatded up. The family
had been there Ithe time she'd come with Mark. She
.remembe:ed seeing:them playing tennis. Now, there was a
- 'For Sale'  sign. by the .front door. Jenﬁy drove on,

' through thickening woods, where trees on either éide

‘turned the ‘road into a green tunnel.

The cottage was invisible when approached from this

W
side. Anyone not knowing it was there c¢ould miss it

altogether. She stopped at the diiveway, and slowly
© manoeuvered her car onto the bumpy overgrown track, until
;t was well off the road. The cottage seemed just as she

4

had left it. , - -
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The door to the screened porch squeaked and slammed

.

as she entered. A dark stain in front on the inner door’

reminded her of Mark and the broken wine bottle. Familiar -

*£
L

smells met her: dust and resih and the taintest tinge of

stale cigarettes from a forggzzgj\\\fhtray‘ by the sink.

Two mugs stood upside downg on the draining board. The
Scrabble box still 1lay on tﬁe kitchen table. Jenny
quickly put these thing away, and blew dust from the
table. Then she busied herself for a few minutes, tu}ding

~
on the main water tap, starting the electric pump,

checging the fridge amd putting away hér groceries.
Satisfied, iﬁ? went into the, bathroom to «collect her
swimsuit. B5th she and Mark had left their suit$ hanging
to dry qg*“gggw_gﬁower rail. Only hers remained. "She
reaiized that Mark must haQe pacged\h;s'soaking Qet; he
must have already known that ﬁe would gop be\baqk.

She saé downv;n the edge of the tub, clutching her
swimsuit, and forced herself to examine the notion. pid
he gétually make love to me here, knowing that he was
going to dump me, she asked herself. She felt mocked in
tﬁe knowledge of all the love she'd squandered.*6n him, all
the effort and energy. None of it had done any good.

.

t .
Jenny quickly changed, knowing that activity would

help dispel the mood. She found a terry cloth robe of her

9 :
mother's hanging on the bathroonm door, and put it on over

- -

‘het swimsuit. Some instinct made her shut all the heavy

-

:
A
N



drapes and put on tﬁe lights. It wquld make the place

more private, ’and would 3eeﬁ more welcoming when she

r?furned from the lake. She 1locked the doo;, and dropped
her bunch of keys into the pocket of the robe.

About tVenéy yards back down thg road she had come

' ' lay—the® entrance to the path through the woods to the

lake. From here it was a pleasant ten-minute 3jog thfough

— soft pine needles to the .shore.

3

v ! The water felt beQ&tiful, soothing her nerveX\and (/“
caressing her limbs. She dropped her head back, allowing

the coolness to reach her:- scalp. As the sun touched the

S

- edge of the mountain opposite the lake, Jenny wrapped her

3

robe around her wet body and started to walk the steep

-

path back, hurrying now that the wood was becoming dark.

As she reached the dirt road she saw a glint of

1

metal under the trees near the path. She stopped. It was
a car ~-- a Honéa. She oouldn't see 'its exact colour in
the' half-dark. She, hadn't seen it there when she passed

4

earlier. Suddenly she feltJ the backs of her hands '

prickling with the "familiar fear. Could he have followed

her here? She fought the rising panic. In her' mind's'
’ ¢

- eye, she saw the man wgl?ing swiftly away from her .

abattment building. Could he have. peeﬁ hurrying to a
waiting c¢ar? No, no, sh; ‘thought. He doesn't have a
car. He travels by bus, for Chrissake. But so do I, she
thnghi. And I have a car! He hadn't been on the bus ’

. that morning, she P




~~

- She knew she must hurry, it w;s almost dark.

Y . '
’ - 53 =

»

remembered, so maybe he'd ‘brought his car, then parked,

~outeide the apartment building, waiting for her to come

home. Oh, God. She should have gone straight .to the

pulice, instead of running like a scared rabbit. What had

she heen using for brains?

-

.She decided to drive the four miles to Stanstead --

where there was a small police station. She wouldn't have

to tell a long story, Jjust ask an officer to come back

with her, to check out an abandoned car which didn't’.

belong there. Yes. That was @efinitely the thing to do.:

-

If he was hiding dnywhere in the woods, he would see the

police. Thqt would scare him off. She could asx if they -

would patrol the wood a few times, ~Maybe\the car would
N .

. even be gone by the time she got there with the police.’

All she “had
to do was to run the short distarce to her own car. She
bent to fasten her sandals properly, not wanting to trip.

Thank goodness she had her keys handy. She'd been 1lucky

-

with these keys twice already. She took out the bunch
- - * . .

from her pocket and found the right key 1in readiness. \ Q

Then she sprinted to her car, without looking around or oo
. ‘ .

She reached it safely and

behind, intent only on speed.
threw herself in, winding up the window and pressing down’
all the locks. She 106ked behind to the back seat, Jjust
to be on tﬁe‘safe gside -- no one. Quickly she turned the
key. Nothing happened put a dull whine. The mo;or didn't

even . . '

*

~
2 P
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turn over, She tried again, and again. Lights. Okay.
Nothing wrong with the battery. Somehow she could tell
from the sound that it was not going to start. Something

must have brokem, or come loose. There was no point in

" even looking under the hood. Jenny didn't know a

v

.carburetor from a crankshaft. The only thing to do was to

phone from the ' house. 0f course, she didn't know the

number., She sat in the car, trying to remember where the

phone directory was. There must be some easy-to-remember

number ‘for _.emergencies, but she didn't know what 1t was.
Surely i% she dialled '0O' th; operator would give/her the
number, even connect h;r. Yes. That was the best thring
to do, then wait in the house until the police came. It
was too far to walk to Stanstead and he might see her from
the woods and catch up with her on the lonely road.

The lights of the cottage Showed up the sqﬁares of

s

window covered by the drapes. It was already dark in the

car, but she <could make out which key unlocked the

cottage. She got it ready, opened the car _door then

[

hurrted the few yérds into the verandah. -She let herself

o

into the cot&age by the inner door. Quickly she turned

and locked it. , Then she stood on tiptoe to pull across a
S

heavy bolt. Rarely hsedh it was very stiff with rust, but.

gstretching as high as she could, she worked the bolt
handle up and dggn, up and down, to loosen ft. Finally it
squeaked shut. She turned and 1leaned back against the

door in relief.
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’It was then that she felt the codél air against her

cheek. She looked at the side window, over the sink. The

heavy <curtain billbwed' gentiy, then fell back again.
There were some Jjagged pleces of glass on the draining

. -y
boardﬁzwhere the two mugs had been. Another piece lay on

+

the floor.

~

He was standing -‘in the doorway, leading ko the

v ©
-t

living room.

In her terrgr everything was startlingly clear. He

]

moved towards her as %asually as if he were moving to the

\

cash in a supérmarket. His smile stretched from ear to

»

\

ear. The rope held taut beween his hands was at least an
inch in diameter. No, that was an exaggeration. It was
probably more like half an inch. And it must have been: \

" about eighteen inches 1in fEnéth because he held it wound

once or twice .round his hands at both ends. Hg(jerked it 7
a couple of times. His smile jerked at the samé time. .
The rope and his smile were both ;tretched as far as they
would go.

She couldn't move. She knew tpat no one would hear}
her Lf she scre;med -- no one at all. b ' ' . .

X " ~
- " ' )
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*Are you sure?"” .
Della felt 1like laughing. It was such a rclassic

situation that it probably warranted Theo's equally

—— '

classic question. She wondered fleetingly how Mary nust
have felt in the year 1 AD (or was it 0 AD?) with the

cells of the world's Messiah multiplying 1like crazy 1in

there -4~ 'Joe dear.: I have something to tell you'.. His

r

eyes might havé shawn the same blank horror. Only poor
old Joseph wou%d have had a different reason. He'd
probably thought that his la&y had been screwing around.
She stared'et Theo., ) ‘:>

: "Of .course I'm sure. What do you think?® She

’

began to feel sorry for him. Not a lot, but some. !

*Goddam it! How could you have 1let it happen?

You're supposed to be gso well brganized.f

P

"Don't shout at me. Nothing's foolproof." Her

conscience fwouldn't let her sound too aggrieved. She had

‘no real righf‘to'be the injured party here. Theo didn't

-~ N B
’Celcius. Not that it matteredﬂ a graph was a graph. She

'

know about the secretly hugged plans, the ¢ careful

arithmetic. She éould even read her daily temperature in
$

was, as he had oSsetVed, well' organized. _And she
should&'t be surprised if Theo was a bit upset. She.had
been expecting this, had known he would be angry. Theo
had made,his views plain, and Deiia had név7t tried to
influence him. She had always tqld herself that he would

come around when he had to. They had been together for

-




/ - - 4
seven years, never sharing a home, just together;

weekends, thé’ odd vacation, often one night during the
week. It suitgd them. At least it suited Theo, and
whatever suited Theo suited Della. She had never risked

losing him by making :demandsl Nothing was wor$h .that.

Not until . now. Her desire for a child, never’ utterly

~

éupprgsSed, had tiptoed into 'her congcious thought, where

.

it remained steadfast ana ungquenchable. "She had .made her

p}#ns, r;tionalizing, hoping. Yes. He would come around
she éold. herself. After all, he 1loved her., "You know
nothing's foolproof,” she repeaéed st;bpornly.
'f've told you that I don't want thildren," said
Theo, *I'm too old." . o . | N
'Put you're not having it. I aml And -I'p

obviously not too old, or it wouldn't have happened."

*But, Della, I'd be almost seventy' by !'the time it

graduates from high school."

» She saw it, him maybe, loAg beforte graduation,
learning to walk, starting to play hpckey;A black «curly
hair 1like hi§ fagher's, one front tooth crossed slightly
over the other: eyes warm and brown. She realized ‘thaé
Theo was still talking. He 1looked at her, starting ¢to
smile, but with fear still in his eyes. _ —

'ﬁisten, you're obviously not too far afong. Thahk

God it's not too hard to get an abortion these days,

especially for an older woman."

a
b 2

\

.
-
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v The little face in Della's mind crumpled up in a

mixture of tears and blood. She exploded.
1

"Sure, nobody minds geﬁting sucked out by a vacuum

cleaner!" - Oh God. She hadn't meant this ,scene to be so

-
fow

ugly., Why had she started to shout? She forced her fury

-

somewhere to the back of ‘her mind. She had to quell the
"anger A Theo's eyes. She was not disturbed on  her vown

behalf. They had been lovers'so/lonq that she had felt

his wrath many times. But this time she had something to

protect. Theo must be made to feel some of her joy. He
/

must codme to realize that she was not trying to trab him.

v

" She poured two cups of coffee and handed one to Pim. He
sat at the table without speaking, his head bent. There
was more gre{ now thag'black in the springy curls. They
ugsed to be 1like shi;ing lumps of c¢oal. She 1loved his
hair. She”reacheé out to touch, gently, the top of his

head, wanting the comfort of the remembered softness. ' He

«

drew back., Della shrank with hurt.

"Well, it happens all the time, Della. It won't be’

~

all that bad. Then afterwards, maybe we could take a long

vacation togéther." y .

"I've been trying to get you to take a trip with me* \
for years, but you were always 8o busy making ‘money. -How
come you'y; suddenly got time now?"

"Because the restaurant fs doing so well, I can

leave it with George’for a couple of weeks. His voiée

'
B

~
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Jas becoming more confident. ‘'The horror had gone from the

brown eyes. He was warming up. "I know it's shftéylfor

~

you, sweets, but I would never want any harm to come to

‘ .
you. You'd get the best of care."
i : Oh no, no, no.rQEhiS'couldn't be happening. She
" shut her ;ars to wgat ‘he was sajlng. This *was her Body
»

and its comtepts being rbandied about 1like a piece of

-

choice scallopino. .ShHe had to stop him.
‘ "Theo. Theo,:- listen to me please. I'm going to

keep it. I want to have this child. You have to

understand that."
ol} .
*Keep 1it! Why has it got to be “your decision? Why

do I have no Goddam rights!l”®

L)

"How can you shout about your rights and' at the
’x‘

;L 3
same time deny mine? Deny a child's rights?"
"Because if I forced motherhooq> on you, society

!

~would scream 'rape, bully'. The women of the world would

~ . .

\gézup'in arms -~ but suddenly it's okay for you to force
fatherhood on me." v L

"I'm not fdréinq anything on you, Theo."

"Yes, you are. You're forcing a situation. Just

1 -

change our whole lives."

baby. I know you never did. 'You've made -that plain

frequently." ' ‘ .

-

*Not frequently enough, apparently.®

3

-1

PO ) b s L e

because you made a mistake -- it doesn't mean ‘we have to

*But I want mine changed. I've always wanted a

=
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*Look, Theo., 1. need.,a child. It's diffeéent for

" you. You'Ve‘got lots of family. . You're mother's still

“ ¢

alive. There's brother “George ~and" his ,tribe, and all

those uncles, not to mention cousin whatsisname in the
1% ’

National Assembly. Why, the whole Goddam city of Montreal

ig populated .with your sisters ani your cousins and your

.aunts. I need a family. 1 have no one,"

3

"You have me. 1Isn't that enough?*®

/ . )
He picked a leaf from a geranjum growing in a pot

”

on the table.

"No. 1It's not enough."

°

He started slowly shredding the leaf into pieces,

© v [

gathering the particles into a little heap with his

fore-finger. She picked ub the plant and carried it over.
" i g . .

to the window sill where she stood with her back to him.
¥

\ 17
'Oh God,' she thought. - 'Please don't let me lose

him. Not now, Make him see the child. 1Makq him want to

” @

love it.'

<

Della was playing on the one part of him that she
knew to be vulnerable. Greater than his. . love for her was
his inbred respect fog Thé Family -—"the tradition that

made him remain in that barn ‘'of a house in Outrement -~~

‘the youngest son taking care of hib‘ ninety-year-old

.

mother, unattached and comfortable. ‘The old man would

il

haQe welcomed this neﬁ grandchild. Della had met him, a

<Q
thin o0ld Greek, leathery and fierce, courteous and proud




of his business, one of - Montreal's first  Greek

I}
restaurants. But the old man was dead.
’ ”

-

’ never. Maybe 'there was still -hope., She -moved and stood

*

close, to Theo. His faée looked lined ipd sad. She wanted
. ‘ ‘ v -

- to kiss him, but knew that she would be unibl% to stand

4 ’
3

the pain if he turned away from her.
o

"I wapt you to make a decision." Her voice  was

starting to shake. He stared silently at her. "You can
stick around. I know you've never wanted mafriage..,?

e ;'Don'm'push me, Della." He slammed his fist down

. on the table. His eyes had the hunFed'loék again.

* "Let me Einish. You haven't drunk your coffee. I

was not 'suggesting that we mariy. I don't care ig we

don't five, together " But if you want -to keep the
-~
relationship that has sdiped us all these years, then you

)

! o . . _
can accept the child, care for 1it, claim it as your own,

-

help me in whatever way you can*to bring it dp. You might
%33Q get to like {it. It may turn out to be a son,” and he
could 1learn to take over the restaurant when you get

- 14
tired. You have no heir except Géorge's boys and they

have no interest in the business.®" She looked at him for
some sigh, some response.

"What's my other alternative?® = _ : -

~ * *You can fuck off." 4 -

The sun felt warm on Delila's cheek. It 'was -now or
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she had intended to dress it up a little, dive hin

9

-%some leeway perhaps. Nonetheless, she realized that this

1

towards the floor.

was the way she meant it.

-

*pDell¥a you're being childish 4nd stubborn. We've

' both aeen so contented. I can't believe- ¥ou'd be willing

- LN
PRI a

to wreck it all. You can't see it from any point of view

but your own. ° Lopi, you'll seg :that I'm right.” His

"Everything :can go on as before. You're just not seing.

things in perspective."

k]

" voice’ was pleading. He was fighting for .his iniere§ts.

.

"*You have your choice.”® A Ao .
"But I thought ydu loved me.”

"I thought I did too."-

'They sat in rigid silence. Aiways efore, De;la

3

had given:ingto him, ~ She had been afraid of losing him.
. (‘!j‘ ’ )

But now there was a3 tiny creature, soft as. a flower, safe

and warm.  She looked at Tpeo. He was writing in a check

book.

-

handed’ it silently to'him.,. Then -she stared towards the

He stood up. .

*You'll need this."” He laid a check oh the table,

.

She did not 1005 at it. She, picked up ,his Jjacket and

¥

-

window.

*Look, f!ll calil you?- Okay?" He séokd just before

1

he closed the door. She picked up his cup of coffee and

heaved it ~—after him. It shattered against the door,

leaving a large ‘brown splash, with tivulegs‘runningldohn\

P
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*You stLpid, selfish, pig-headed BASTARD!" She
yelled at the émpty room, The sound seemed éosecho. Theo
had truly-gone’ Dellé had lost. She should have known --
she'd never been a gambler. She looked ‘'around®at her

home. It was all she had left,.until the child came.

She would have to ,get a bigger aéartment

L

eventually. However this one would do for a year or two.

{
She could clear out all the clutter from the little room

beside the bathroom. Maybe get some wallpaper, ‘bears and
stuff. She'd be allowed.a few months' leave from work.

Her eyes fell on a large pair of shoes near "the

door. She picked them ué and stared at them. One lace
. ] ’ '

. waé frayed. 'Oh God, don't let me cry- now. Theré?s top

’

. - much to think about.' -~ ( : n

She fetched a large carton and dropped the shoes in
4 ’:'33\ . "

= the bottom. The ghe went over the apartment hethod}cally,

picking up things: a good suit, shaving gear, oddg and

ends here and there. She piled them into the carton and
' found some string to put around it. She would drop it -off
at the restaurant on . the way to work tomorrow. She

mustn't leave him any excuse to come back and ¢try ¢to

’ changp her mind. She couldn't risk it. She might not be

strong enough. :

She picked up the check from the table. It was for

ten thousand dollars. . She was about to tear it up. It

seemaed like a lot of money, but stretched over eighteen

e

e



_Years or so,

it 1looked a 1lat 1less, -particularly with
'inflatiop. She pue it.in her pocket. Then. she plicked up

the pieces of broken cup and put them in the garbﬁge can.
) & . /‘

With a <c¢loth she 'carefully wiped th@e coffee from the

door. A brown ~stain remained. She frowned at it, then

she got some scouring powder and "scrubbed and dcrubbed

A

until no trace remained on the white paint.,

]
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It was Monday afternoon.

The chesterfield was close to the window. Grace

3

could sit there looking out into the street without beiné
seen from the outside.‘lA bluish film on the glass made
the November ;ky even duller. Windows always got like
that from nicotine deposits, Grace knew, when JQ@EﬁnQ ‘Ln
the house smoked. Just 1looking at it. reminded her that
"she should clean the wingdows. Maybe next weex, She
should also stop smoking, but‘that would only make her get
fattef. Grace_sighed as she looked down at her thighs,

straining the navg blue polyester of her slacks. The

school bus was late again. She lit a ciagarette. And she

waited.

/ ’ ' 13

’

Waiting was a large part of Grace's life, at ieast
it had been siqce“she had married Tom. That and eating -
or, thinking about eating. | ,

Tom had a desk job, a 'shore' job, but in the early
years, whea he had beén at seacfor months on end, she had
waited far letters -- waited for him to come home. bDuring
that period, when they had first come Eo Nova Scotia, she
had waited on the sidelines at gatherings of naval

officerg' wives, silently eating cookies and potato chips,

Fd
hoping that someone would speak to her. . She felt that if
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'8it or %ie down, eating ch
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her mouth were full, no one would notice that she
LY
contributed little to the conversation.
she had waited out four pregnancies. Tom was a

very tall man, and she had presented him ‘with four

beautiful *strong healthy girls, each of whom fought and
kicked her way throughl nine months’ growth, sapping
Grace's strength so severeéy that she could do little but

lolate bars, the only food that

-

would stay in her. stomach.

Then there had' been years spent_ with one baby
resting on her hip and another crawling at her feet. She
stirred baby food, which had to be tested and tasted. To
please Tom, she had baked bies and cookies: more testing
and.tasting. There were no meals for Grace in those days

-- only food. She ate in moments snatched while spooning

\\gloop into tiny mouths (one-for-you-one-for-Mommy style).

She ;te while'standing uRp preparing school 1lunches. With
charactéristic logic she would eat the last slice of béead‘
from a packet, freeing the empty plastic bag for
lunch-wrapping. Plates had to be élganed, so Gface Eecame
a human garbage disposal. Nothing was Wwasted -~- ‘and
everyone knows that there are no calories in crupbs.
Constantly busy, petpétually harried, Grance rarely
found the time to look into a mirror. The one day, when
sho“wastshopping.in Halifax, when all her daughiers were

in school, she caught sight of a fat woman walking towards

-



her from a shop window as she crossed Barrington Stfeet.

This wéman was slopplily dressed in'too-tight slacks and a
grubby sweater. She was wearing Grace's clothes. The
wispy blqnde hair had once been thick and bright, add the
face which frowned at nothinly had ,be;n Grace's., The
lumbering body had once been angular. What had happened

to her? Where had she disappeared to? Who was this

monster wearing her clothes?

i

\

The world had first begun to crumble the year after
she'd left her home in Southern Ontario. She and Tom had
gone to live briefly 1in Victoria, then he had been

transferred to the east. No one had thought to warn her

A
‘

what Nova Scotia was like. No one had told her about the
rocks, the miles and miles of spruce trees. She had

imagined that mountains would soar behind calm blue water,

like the west~ coast. She . thought it would be mild and

balmy -- one coast had to be just like the other, surely.
Poor Grace had been gruelly uprooted. She thought more
and more about the fresh greenness of Ontario, and closged
her mind to the wild beauty of the rocky shores. ’
Where Grace had come from, you didp't talk to
strangers, It was never discussed, mefely ‘not done.

After years in Nova Scotia she still shunned the warmth

and friendliness of the people, who just shrugged and

’ &




f -, repeated to themselves ~-- 'there's no snob like an Upper

¢

Canada snob,' looking at each other knowingly. Tom was a-

more adaptable person. He caught on faster to local ways

—~——

and therefore made friends more readily, while Grace was
left wondering if there was something wrong with her, that

people should prefer her husband. So she took it out on

)

him.

’ When the girls were' small, Tom had been at sea for
much of the time, so Grace was left to raise them almost
single~handedly. She had sat up alone and worried over
their occasional 1illnesses. She had been the one who
guffered over their daily dramas at school, who cleaned

’ ‘them, and helped them, and nburighed them: It was she who
had disciplined them, so when Tom came from the sea,
bearded and smiling, with gifts in his duffei Sag, and
kisses, he got\.to be the hero, she the tyrant. + So she
took it out on him.

\Tom was kind and dreamf. He loved to read, and had
; passion for poetry. Grace liked to 1lose herself in
romantic fiction. Tom would have 1liked her to be more
intellectual. So she took it out on him.

Tom was handsome and tall and gifted and good-
natured. Grace was fat and plain, and preéccupied with

those responsibilities from which there was no escape. So

&
1

she took it out on him.
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Aftet years n an old Bouse facing the winds of
Eastern Passage ongg;e Dartmouth side of the harbour, she
wanted a modern house. It would be easier tollook after,
and she deserved it, even though two of the g;rls had left
home to go to co\iege,'and the third would finish high

school in two years. She wanted comfort and ease. Tom,

-

grateful for her years of effort, proud of the daughters
she had raised, had-~ bought the houée ;n!a new development
fourteen miles out of Halifax, thinking that she would be
pleased, not knowing her well enough to see-pain'in her so
’ -~

profound thatlthere was no pleasing. S0 she took it out
on him. - , ’

She had nothing to see from her window except other
box-like suburban houses. The street ended in a forest,
where trees had be;n pulled out and left to dry up and
die, their roots grotesque and helpless.

Grace looked out, frowning at the November day.
She hated Nova Scotia;,and she hated what she had become.
It was all Tom's fault, Still, she couldn't bear the
thought of losing him.

‘But she had the girls. The brightness of their
physical presence represented to her the only real proof
Shat she ;xisted at all. That'g Yhy, on Saturday morning

she had so wanted the weekend to go well. There must Dbe

none of the usual bitterness and tension that 80 often

stained the hours the family spent together. Grace had




- ' J

" been making plans all week. She had wanted the company of

all the girls. She needed their beauty and eneégy all

around her. Their eldest daughter, Sonia, nad ©oeen

expected home for the weekend. Instead, she had pﬁoned

from Toronto, waking them up, her voice full of forced

confidence, p.etending that her words couldn't possibly
* hurt.

*No, Mom. I can't make it -«- I have Fo stay and
work' on a projecty I'm doing it with a bunch of other
people. It's to be a join; effort. If any members of the
team don't do their share tﬁen none of us will get a good
grade. You can't expect me not to pull my weight -- can
youz2"

‘ She was putting the blame for the hﬁrt dnto Grace,
for being selfish, for not wanting her daughter to do the
fair and Jjust rthing. Grace felt certain that Sonia had
merély found somethiég more interesting to do -- a -date
more fun than a weekend with the family.

'I see." Grace's tone was cold, deliberately

accusing.

*I'm soriy, Hom.f Pleading now for approval, Sonia
had lost whatever advanta;E she had. This was exactly
what Grace wanted. She ng;ded to strike back in her
disappointment. She would ‘not soften.

"Are you?" Grace waited.

*"0f course I'm{ 80rry. You do unde:staﬁd, don't

you? I truly would have come if it had been possible." .



Grace said nothing. *Mom?" * Sonia was sounding
desparate. Grace hated punishing the girl, but the
momenﬁs of happiness she had felt all du:ing the past

week, whenever she had‘ thought of Sonia's coming visit,

rose up to mock her; re-lived in self-pity, repregsenting

80 much squandered‘énergy.

"I suppos; you wan; to speak to your father?2"
Gtace‘ handed the phone over to Tom, who had overheard.
Then she got up and left the room. She could hear him,
speaking loudly as he always did when it was long distance,

"Sorry you're not coming, love. Never mind, come
as soon as }ou can.” . His voice was cheerful and
forgivfng. Grace fought back tears. ﬁow date he be so
invulnerable? !

‘ The weeken; further deteriorated. Grace went
éownstairs in h;r.old velvet robe. It was time tolstart
breakfast. MStina, 'their second daughter, who 1lived in
residence at Dalhousgsie, arrived -- 'only ﬁo leave again
with her latest boyfriend.

Grace's dream of the Sagurday evening dinner bega;
to fall aparg. In her imagination she had seen the entire
family at the Eable -- herself the beloved matriarch,
encircled by laughter and admiraéion, amid the clatter of

knives and forks, just like a scene in a television ad. A

beloved matriarch was allowed to be fat.

AY
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She sullenly banged the kettle into:'the sink and

filled it with water. The sky wasg,grey. Rain spattered
on the kitchen window. She decided to make pérridge.

Tom came downstairs, whistling. He kissed her on
)

the cheek.

~

"How's breakfast, old thing?" Tom had piéked up\a

number of British expressions in the navy. Grace could

tell he was aware she was upset. She knew that he would .

\

be cheerful and\solic}tous, anxious not to exacerbate her
mood -- sometimes it only made her worse. "Can 1 help?"

He would know f}om hér response whether or not she was
prepared to be Eriend%y. He was standing near her, -and
she could smell the freshness of the soap he’a}ways used
for shaving. It made her instantly recall the feel of his

newly dhaven cheek. - .

"Okay," Grace said, "maybe you could do the tea."

He started to whistle aqain, relieved.

Grace stirred the porridge, watching the bubbles
rise and break with a soft plop. She swirled the wooden
spoon and one of the bubbles broke and spattered onto the
back of her' hand. She wiped the hot stuff from her sKkin

on to her robe.

“Oh, Ma.®" The voice was .plaintive. "You've got

IS

porridge all over your robe." Grace ‘gelt a wave of

P

annoyance shake through her. The voice belonged to her

third daughter, Shirley, who had just wandered into the

-
N
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kitchen, yawning. The girl sat down at the kitchen table

and started to read the paperc. Shirley was the only one

of the girls to have inheritéﬁ Grage's fair, curling

hair. She leq had Grace's tendency to put her finger on
' - ' t

other people‘s foibles. \Like Grace, she was‘9ftgn vocal

in her"'c:itiéism. since they were so alike in

. temperament, Grace and Shirley were ‘constantly at war.
T

Shirley was sixteen.

"Could you put ¢the paper away until we've had
breakfast?" Grace felt irritated. _Her hand was beginning
to sting where the hot porridge had landed{b She ?an‘water
from the cold tap. Shirléy said‘nothing, but folded t&e
paper with an air of boredom.

"And set the table," Grace added. .'The:e‘are four
of us."

"I can couPt.' Shirley slapped the'paper down and

got up.
| "Don't use\\ﬁhat tonel® Grace spoke sharply and
looked around for To% to give her some support, but he did
not‘ seem to have heard. He had gone towards the back
door. Shirley started dropping knives and forks onto the
table with a clatter. Grace felt anger rising, sour as
Tacid. - 1
There was a rush of cold air, and Tom and Grace's
youngest child, Joanna, came in from her morning paper

round. She hugged her father, then took off her wvet

shoes. Grace's anger lessened as she looked with

£



.

affection at the child. Like Sonia and Marina, she had

o

Tom's fine dark hair. . It fell over' her shpulaers,

/ straight and shining. Her small face was ‘'pink from the

ag pretty as a kitten. Her mother adored her.

‘

"Take qff .your wet things., You'll catch cola."

Grace was aware that she fussed over Joanna, and she knew.

¢

that Shirley resented it. The élgtterimg‘ at the table

-

continued.

’

*Where's ‘Rina? I Eho;ght she came home.®" Joanna
had been loqking forward to having Marina help'hgr @ith
her homework. B |

*Well, she léft again."* Grace's opinion of
Marina's desertion was épparent in her vyoice. *Go and
‘éhange, Joanna, your ‘porridge is ready.“

*Oh terrific, I'm \fé;l .hundry. Thanks, Mom."

" Johnna kiséed her mother. Her cheek was cold from ¢the

tain.l‘Joanna sensed the tension between her mother and

Shirley and desparately wanted bo\ turn the;r tempers
~—¥round.” —

“If you mean 'very hungry®' why don't‘you say so?"

:
Grace was fussy about the girls' grammar. she hated them
to pick up the habits of their friends. Too late, she saw
‘ the hurt in Joanna's eyes as th; child moved away.
*Tea's ready." Tom came to the table with the

kteaming teapot. He patted Joanna's behind. "Hurry up,

Jo. Get rid of these wet jeans. We'll wait for you."

S

cold air.’ Joanna, at ten.years of age, was as fraéile and .



-

As Joanna left the kitchén she stobped. Shirley
. , , - ’

was juggling ‘with cups and plates. ’ N

""Do you need any ﬁelp with these, Shirl?* It was

yet another attempt to placate. *

"No., Go and <change, will you? Otherwise we'll

b

never get any‘breakfiast.”

ﬁ a

"You surelysdon't imagine you're going to waste

away to nothing, while: you wait a -few minutes for your

sister." Sarcasm hqs Grace's favourite weapon, sharpened

from fraquent use.

"Look 'who's talking," Shirley muttured. She 'was

the only one of thel four girls to share with Grace the

tendency to gain weight -- a trait she despised and worked

’ 4

very hard to restrain. Grace felt -1g a criticism of

herself that Shirley should: 8o strive to avoid this

similarity to her mother. v

"We need milk for the tea, love." Tom spoke
quietly to Shirley, meaning only to change the subjeEt/
but his tone only served to throw Grace's querulousness

“Aay

into sharp relief, until the words seemed to hang in the

. air, bitter and punishing. Grace felt this and resented

Tom for his gentleness, the quality in him that she had

»

once loved.

"And don't pdé the>c§rton on the table -- we miéht
maintain some standards.’ Grace ‘spoke juét as sﬂitley
took a fulf carton of milk‘from the refrigerator. -

} . ,5
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"*l wasn't going to, .Mom. Why"arF fYyou always

»

critigizing me?;

*If I don't ‘'criticize' as you c¢all it, you“d all

!
-

grow into a bunch of savagei.' - Grace was ladling porridge

[
1

into four bowls with a 'wooden spoon, dropping each

s

spoohful with an angrf motion; spl@tteriﬂd porridge onto

the~ table surface. Shé:,was working up into one of her
1739 . i

moods. oo L g
" "Now, now. Let's enjoy our breakfast in peace."

-~

Tgm‘ madé the unfortunate mistake of implying that Grace.

was .the  one who was wfeckingr;he peace, since she was the
’ \ , N . .
last to have spoken. . N

"I'm not hungry." Shirley got from the table.

7/

She fiaﬁﬁed‘a look at her father, sRaking her head and

%

Lantd

raﬁsing ﬁgra eyes in exaggerated ‘bewildermant. ' Grace
e ﬁ )

intercepted the look, apd sensed ‘the superiority that lay
P L L ' -

-

‘behind it. “goo hurt &t first to speak, she dropped the

pot into'the sink, and started to wasq‘it‘out.” Shirley

. e
had left. ‘ : ' /( . ‘ ’

3

Tom came to where Grace: was standing and touched

her’ awkwardly on the shoulder. "Come oﬁ, dear. . Let'fs

L ’ . ’ ! . s
eat, then.we can to the the library.. Pkay?”

JR—

Grace shrugged her shoulders 'and Tom's hand fell

¥ . - ) T .
away. Grace.felt that, in witnessing Shirley's mockery,

'

her husband had. been party to it. T
*I.don't cird&‘ she said. _ ; '

" . (
;

- 5 |
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. stung the skin of her hand where the boiling porridge had

- 797

*"Why don't you come and eat before it gets cold?*
Gr&ce continued to scrape the bottom of the pot
with a plastic brush. Tom ﬁovered near her, hfs anxiety
\ N
palpable. "Shall I pour you a cup of tea?" he said.

She made no reply. Tom went back to’ the table and

sat down. The milk carton stobd at his elbow, where
Shirley had get it down before leaving the room.
Remembering Grace's admonishment, Tom got up again to get

a pltcher, anxious to do thelright thing. He opened one
b4 .

. . 3

cupboard at random, then another.
*Where can I find a pitcher?2"®
*Wwhat for?"

'The mi’lko'

" "It's in the /N{?g°.'
-~
"I know that. It r irley took it out. 1

- - \
just want a pitcher for it.* Tom's voice was beginning to

show the signs 'of a }ttainéd gondescension. ’}

Siléntly Grace opened the door of the refrigerator
and took out a blue and white pitcher. It was full of
milk. She put in on the table, then went back to the sink.

"Oh." Tom stood, holding the unopened milk carton,

t

feeling foo&ish.‘ - o .

) o . -
Grace continued washing the pot. 'The hot water
N

\}anded earlier. She examined it. There waw not even a

blister to show for it.. - ,

~e
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Tom poured out two cups of tea, then pulled one

bowl towards him and began to eat silently. ' Grance wrung
! AY

refrigerator.

b { thought I'd drive down to coast a bit," Tom

said. Grace went on with her cleaning. "Would you like
A

to come?": ‘ <

"What\ for?" ~
'Weﬁl -- maybe we could go out to the beach at

Henley's cove, get some fresh air."
t

Grace shrugged her shoulders and started to wipe

<

fingerprints from the white cupboard doors.

1

' , "Do what you like.” She said.
"Would you like to come?® Tom kept trying.
' "I hate that beach."

~ *Do you mind if I go?" -

¢

"Why should I mind?" Grace returned to the sink.

"Maybe \you'd rather I did some shopping or something
-=- is there anything you need?" A
*I don't care what you do."

Tom's bowl was empty. He got up from the table.

»

\ Grace heard him take his coat ftbm the hall cupboard. The

froat door opened,-then slammed. She dried her hands ané

B

\

P e
standing just inside the kitchen door. Beyond her, Grace

saw herself in the hall mirror --'a fat woman,‘heg mouth a

out4her washcloth and started to wipe down the door of the

went towards the hall. She 'saw that Joanna had. beeg



thin line d;ddping at the corners, with blobs o¢f porridge
drying on the front of her élannel robe. Three bowls
stood on the tab%e, their greyish contents congealing.
Her child's lovely elfin face was pinched and pale. They

both heard the car start up. n'%
|

f

-

Tom was gone the whole morning. Grace made lunch
for Johnna” then the child went off to a movie with one of
her friends.A There was ~no m;vie theatre within miles.
The two girls had to be driven into Halifax by the mother

. A}
of Joanna's friend. . Grace did not have her own car. Tom
had offered to buy her one, but she had never learned to
drive. It was a constant souce of friction between them.
Grace grumbled a?out the isolation of the place, the lack
of amenities, even of stores,, Without her own transport
she was stranded. There was a bus service, which the
girls ;anaged to adapt'to, but it meant more planning and
organization then Grace was prepared to undertake. Tom
would wurgde .her to take ériving lessons. Grace would
agree, even sign ué with a drivi}g school, then find
excuses for drOppinL the idea. Secretli;f she greatly
feared ﬁaking a fool of herself in front of a drivfﬁg
instrucpgr W ould, no doubt, be younger than herself;

in front of! Tom, who would encourage her as though she

were a child; and most of all, in front of the girls.

L4
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gSonia and Marina already had driver's licenses and Shirley
was learning. Tom, thinking Grace tp be merely idle, grew

impatient.

/ Now, Grace, was 1eft' alone. Shirley had gone off
somewhere. Joanna had leét ;1th her friend. It might as
"
well not be a weekend. It could be an ordinary day. She "
sat on the corner of tge sofa, surrounded by her,silent
. hbuse, smoking, fighting against a rising panic. Tom héd !
never stayed away 8o 1long before,. She was filled with
fear for which she could find no ca;se; It ‘came from the
- depth‘ of her consciousnéas, fastening. on to her 1like a
net. The terror was the more hintense becauge of its !
‘ wnfamiliarity{ its 1lack of apparent cause, Grace was
accustomed to certain fears -- fears for her children,
fears of illness or of violence. But there had always
A
been some specifically recognizable, even justifiable
reason. She felt sure that if 'she knew what frightened
her, then she would be able to examine it. As it was,;she
\

was unable to do anything but sit immobile, shrunk into

herself, as it began to grow dark.

4
The relief she felt when she heard 'Tom's car in the

= driveway was so "gregt that she wondered if part of her
c terror had been of being alone, of Tom's leaving her. She

i, . N




¢
had never before consciously entertained the idea that he

might leave Per.

She got up and put on the lamp, when she heard hinm
come into the house. She wanted to run to him, to seek
reassurance. She went out to the hall to greet him. He
was struggling to remove his coat. His back was turned to
her.

"Where have y)L been?" N 4

She hadn't meant to gound censorious, merely to say
gsomething to hi@ -- to incdude another human being into

her Sphere; which had 80 recently been filled with

nameless terror.

—

~—

'Oﬁ, I just went to She beach. I told you I was
going there." He s8till did not 1look at her. There was
only tension between them, the resonance of feelings still
left raw from their last contact. Grace felt that he was
slipping]out of her control. It was a sensation new to
her. o . |

*Would you 1like anyfhing? YBd can't “have had any

lunch."” Tom<§arely carried more than a few dollars in his

pocket at‘any one time. It never occurred to either of

them that he might want to go out for 1lunch, or for a

a

drink after work. He was not that sort of man. -~

E

It must have dawned on him that Grace was no longer
angry with him. He turned to her in surprise. She

wondered fleetingly if there was a hint of guilt on his



face, then dismissed the noton. - It had been she, not he
who had behaved badly this morning.
"No thanks, I'm not hungry. Where are the girls?"
"Joanna went to the movies. Shirley went off
somevhere. You knaw Shirley." Grace .l1ifted her hands in
a4 gesture of N;esignation. Then shé smiled at Tom, and

«

héld out her .hand to him. Bungom had already turned away.
"Have you' seen my book, I left it‘ in the 1living
room." His voice drifged back to her, but Grace barely
listened. She heard him ;limb the stairs, then Ashe
noticed that his old duffel coat was hanging half off,
half on the hanger. It was a relic of his seagoing days.
Grace straightened it carefully, . turning the <collar
outside, noticiﬁg how worn it was. There was a bulge in
the pocket, spoiling the shape. She put hef hand in and
pulled out the object. It was a pair of scarlet gloves,
rolled togeghcz. She unrolled them in surprise. They
were miftens, not glpves. They didn't belong to her, nor
to any of her déughters. She tried them on. They were
too amali for her. She was standing there with thé
mittens on her hands when Tom came do;n the stairs. He
s;opped dead, but sald nothing.
| *Whose are these?' .Grace demanded. "They were
~bulging out ¥out pocket,"” she added, by way of an excuse
for what might well have been,considered prying.
I touné them." .

]

"They're too small for me."
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*Oh." He held out his hand for them. Grace kept

them on. They were clean. Noti the wet, muddy objects
you'd expect to find on the roadside 6n this November da{?

*Maybe they'll fit Joanna," she said.

*But she's already got some."

*Not red ones. These are nice and bright. Besides
it's useful to have a spare pair. She' can wear these for
schopl." Grace still didn't take off the mittens.

*You'll stretch them."

*So what?" she flared. "They're just an old pair

1

of forgotten things that you found on the street. I don't

know what you're getting so upset about." o

"They weren't on the street., )Ihey were~ on the
beach. "

"Well, what does it matter, Joanna will like them."

Grace removed the mittens and rolled them up
again. Tom turned away. She heard him siﬁh. Something
nagged at_ the back of Grace's mind. She went downstairs
to the laundry room to put the mittens in  the pasket of
things ;o wash. Then she realized what gas wrong. There
was no sand onbthe mittens. They were slightly glazed on
the p#lms. Thé} had probabl beﬁg\used for driving, but
otherwise they were clean. he sniffed them. There waga

no smell of seaweed, or of the salt water. They couldn't

have been 1lying on the beach fqr very long.



ffamily man to do such a thing. The idea was ridiculous.

It was Hondéy before the thought came to  her.
Maybe Tom was having an affair. The idea didn't present
itself as a sudden glimpse of knowledge, Aor as.the result
of some process of deduction. It came first as a " joke.
If Tom were any other man, I might think he was having an
af%air, she -sald to herself. Although the notion was

laughable, something of it remained buried in her mind.

Certainly Tom was too nice, too loyal, too  much of a

(=]

Besides, Tom was too much in ﬁer control to take such a
risk.

She did her washing on Mgnday mornings. She took
everything from thé 'ﬁtier' and started sorting. The
mittens had stuck to her'polyester slacks and hung, 1like
ornaments on a éhristmas tree, until she pulléd them off,
rea%iz&ng that they were not, after all, pure wool. Pure
wool would have shrunk. Grace wquld have been happier if
they had shrunk, then she could have thrown them away.
Now they were just like new.

It was then that terror struck hpt agaih. She sat
down on the cellar steps. The walls around her were
damp.l She was all alone in the musty-smelling place; Tom
couldn't leave her for some woman with tiny hands and a
dainty, firm body.. Oh sweet Christ, Grace thought, the
woman must have left them in his car. If Tom had found

someone's belongings on the beach, he wouldn't pick them



up. He would pat them in some obvious place where the
ongr would find then again. She had seenohim do it often.

The notion, having become a concrete suspicion in
her mind, drove her to her feet. She fled upstairs to her
;ewing rQom, In a box, she kept carefully-made name
tapes, wﬁich she had sewn into all her children's clothes
for school. She sewed &\:jpe neatly into each of tpe two

mittens, then looked at hem with some pride. ‘*Joanna

Hamilton' said each mitten smugly.

’ Joanna would wear them with her grey coat. She
would wear them every day. Grate's heart contracted when
she thought about her 1little love, her baby. Tom would
certainly £hink twice. He would see how pleased Joanna
was with the mittens, and how pretty she looked.

drace sat down to wait for the school bus, smoking

and looking out the, window at the street she hated, the

mittens in her lap.
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It wasn't really fall, although the leaves were
Just starting go turn. There was a patchgof réd at the
Fop of one of the trees near Allison's property.

She stood on tﬁe q}d wooden bridge, watéhtng a
child wandering upstream. A" small boy of about eight or
nine, he searched the focky pools for the moving glint of
fish, oblivious to his audience. He couldn't see that the
summer was dying. Perhaps only those born in the autumn
feel this, Allison thought, each summer ending as we
notch off another year.

A fish jumped, the ripples disappéaring immediately,
the tiny plop gone without echo. Wind moved the leaves
overhanging the stream, rearranging reflections, shifting
the surface of the water. ‘Nothing stays the same, she
thought. The sun moves,:ouna, altering patterns of shadow
anq rock. The pebbles may seem to have Been }here since
time began, but they change position, wormn by ¢time and
flow. A cloud hid Kthe sun. Allison turned to go,
shivering slightly. It would be her birthday in a month.

As she walked back toyards her house she heard a
lougd, rq;ping noise, growing closer. It. soundeg almost

like a lawn mowver. She stood at edge of the rutted

dfiveway leading to her cottage awd ooked down the road

towards the apprdaching sound. A ‘fi ure appeared on an
olad Totorscooter, going at 1low spee The rider—passed

her and turned into her driveway. S tared in dismay as
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the machine came to a stop a few yards from the front door
of the house ;nd its rider climbed off, Goggled  and
booted in black, he was a huge alien insect. He kicked a
ééﬁnd into position and let the machine rest, He shook it
several times to test |it. After some serious wobbling it
aéayed at’ an avkward angle, its front wheel 1urned
gsidevways, robbed 3uédenly of its menace.

"Hi." The rider took off his black helmet and
stood, a very ordinary-~looking, slightiy-built young mZﬁ
of about éwenty-five. *I'm looking for a plac; to sleep."

"There's a motel in town: about three miles‘further
on." Allison pointea in the direction the young man had
beeh headed.

*No, I meant outside. On the grass." He 1obged
around.

*Here?" Allison noticed that he éarried a large
plastic-covered pack on the rear 9f his s8cooter. It must
be camping egquipment.
up to the steps of her house, destined for priv%cy, but he
walked beside her. ®It's nice and quiet," he added.

"I know. I yaht to keep it that way."

*I won't make any noise. I'm a silent sleeper.
You won't even known I'm there;'

She wanted to say 'no'. She wanted him to go away,

because his presence jarred her. She did not want this -

*Well sure. If- it's okay." She continued walking

e -
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waif with his hechanized packhorse and plastic-covered

chattels trampling on her tomato plants or leavibg'garbage

e

around.

"Well. 1I'd rather you didn't."

[ e

She knew she was being unchatitible, but felt
herself justified. B ‘ 2

*Okay." ¢

™

Without another word, the young man replaced his
helmet and walked back towards his scooter. She noticed
that he was slightly lame. Pity stirred her, But she knew

that she couldn't- change her mind now witkput it being
. , .. P ' '
obvious that she was patronizing him. She closed the

\ -
front door, then stood 'in the hallway as the mbiprscooter

. Ty,

coughed and spluttered its dying gasp. Silence. She

remained, 1istening,c at the same time wondering why she

was bothering to care whether or not the young man's

4

machine would start. Convinced that she was acting

unwisely, she opened the front door’ again. He was

’

standing bpside the scooter, looking at it.

"Is it sick?" ’ . ’ @@S

/ ¥
He stared at her without replying. Then he tremoved

his crash helmet again.

"Sorry. Did you say something?®

"1 asked if it ;ere gick."

-

*Oh, no, no, it's okay. 1It's fine, really.®

/Ze'stood without héving. She realized that helwas
/

K

r——/ .

/ 17 *1'- .



probqbi;\ﬁﬁiting for her to go 1qdodrs~1&ain. The s8cooter
"looked quite old. Very likely he didn't want an audience,

particularly if this were a common occurence.

*

*Perhaps you'd like some coffee. I was, just going -
~ -
L3 .

to make some." o ' =
~

”
!

[N

'Ye@h. That would be great. Shall I come {n2?"

It had not occurred to her: to invite him 1inside,

-

1

Still, it wduld be 8illy to take the cup out to him, while

he stood in the dr}veway'to drink. She motioned him to

-

follow her into the kitchen. He put  his goégles and

helmet down on the kiEchen talbe, and put on a pair 'of
steel-rimmed ‘glasses, the thick ienses making him 1look
< - I [§

like an undernourished owl. |

. *This is a terrific house."

He was looking around, impressed. Allison warmed .a

—

little towards him. She was proud of her home, a shingled -

cottage built in the early part of the «century ane/

remodeled with care. She had worked hard to pay for it,

—
7

and it was her abiding love and interest.
'?hank you. You can sit here®,. R
She pulled out a <chair from beside the kitchen

'

table qnd turned on the radio. The sJeet, soothing sound

’

of Mozart filled the room as she plugged in the electric
kettle and set up the filter of her yellow earthenware,
coffee pot. ' v . '

. “What's your name?® He asked.

«
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Ty

"James" she replied.

*James? That's a boy's name."” . -
.0 / <y
*Mrs, James. It's my last name.’

He took off his glasses and wiped them on the

I;Bing of his leather jagket.

& * -

* .
"How do you do, .Mrs. James. L‘m Henry. " He

¥ o -

offered his hand. She had not expected Eﬁs:fingernails to

be so clean. . N : ' .

" "How do you do, Henry.® ‘ ﬁ//
t \

~

.Grey eyes gleamed at her. He replaced his glagses.

"It's Mr. an:y;' He waited for her to react.
Tou%hé, she\thought, embarrassed at having treated

him like a child. This was the second tim& this strange -

N
youn& man had made her feel uncomfortable. He had no

v i

-

right to sit in judgement on her. It was her own' house. . .

He was drinking her coffee.

5

"Do you :take. milk in your coffee, M, Henry? I
~ P

drink it black, so I never thought to offer it to you."

A

*Thank you. I like it black too. I also like your '

‘ .
music, Mrs. Uames. Where's Mr. James?"
- J ¢ 4 a
-, ﬂ ’
"pead." ‘ P ' ’

@
*Oh." “"Now it was his turn to look awkward. "When

did he die?" T . 4

"Twelve years ago." . ‘ .
Fahat aid ne die of2* 'V . B

"You really do ask a lot of questions.® ' i

f N, '



" going to'\find out gtuff?" ' _ R

ualone here. And--as soon as 1 have finished this coffee, I

will 4o and find a place to sleep.®

"I know." He nodded ‘1n. agreement, carefully
- . b ]
putting is cup down on:.its saucer. *But how else am I

IS
~

~B

-~

o . . L
here's 'a lot of stuff that 1is clear'ly '‘not youtz

businessf -- unless, of course, you _aré merely ¢trying to

find out if I am >lome here and unprotected, so that yod

v

can come back and rob me."

\ ’

He nodded again, his glasses glinting in the

afternoon sun.

>

‘could just as well do it now, save me coming ppck.'

She looked at him sharply. He was staring into the

dregé of Nkis, cup. Then he looked up and grinned.
¢

"*I'd have to tie you upifirst. Then I'd take off
with your valuables -- where do you keep them, by the
way? -- and make a hasty getaway on my ten~year-cld
scooter, if it will séart. f‘m sure the'police will have

] . *
great difficulty finding one’'small young man, pleasant-

.spoken, walks with a limp.”

"I don't have any valuables worth talking about."”
"I'm sorty if {1 frightened you, Mrs. James. I

wouldq‘t have stoppgg, truly, 1if I had known you were

-y -

“

@

"But it'§ still early. Surely you don't need to

" find a place just yet?"

"There's that, i&n't there? or, alternatively: I

Y

P



*Well, if I were in a hurry, I wouldn't. But since

b

I'm a slow traveller, it- makes more sense to stop longer
) f

in each place. Then I~can enjoy what there is to look at,
or listeq to." He qodded towards the.radio.
Lr o ' ’

*Where are you going?"

"Wherever." The thin 'rface Eegistered discaomforft.
*Well, west, anyhow."
"You mean you don't know?"

*I don't know how far 1I'll get. I started in

4

- Charlottetown and I've got as._far as uthern Ontario in
———

seven weeks. That's not bad, considering the, number of

breakdowns I've hagd.* Lo -

- ‘ ‘ * =0

"You're going across Canada? How long do you have?"®

—~J

9
., "The rest of my life, or until my mondy runs out,

depends which happens first. Andr at this rate, if I

+

continue drinking your éoffee and enjoying your company,

it ‘might take me that long to get as far as Winnipeg.®

\ -She rose from the table and brought the coffée

pot. , He pushed his cup towards her and smiled

¢

innocently. She poured a fresh cup for them both.

o ’-

t

- "You may sleep on my lawn if you wish."

N

*Thank. you," he said. Théy drank in silence, then

4

he picked up the cups and took them over to the sink.
"Thank ydu again for your coffee, Mrs. James.'

+ . He gave an odd little bow. She noticed now that

s




: .
one of his shoes had a Whge thick sole. While“he Had been

sitting down, she had forgotten about his lameﬁess.
, *I wonder if I might -- *

"Use the washroom?"

——

"Clever of you."

w -

*It's down the hall, oniﬁhe right." S

v : »
She rinsed the cups and  dried them. ' She was

putting them away when he came baok.

’ ( - N *
"I love your bathroom, Mrs. Jamés. £ Lime green and

v

turquoise. 1It's wild. And a blafk bathtub! Who would

have thdught that a woman who looks so.."

[
.

*Dullz"

— . R RGN —

"No, of course I didn't mean that. But although
you are obviously a person of tasée, there's a whole side
X Y |

of you %hat no one usually sees, riggt?' He hesitated.
'I mﬁgn, you're probably full of surprises. You ﬁay looy
very conventional, but I bef you';e the sort of woman who
wear; the most outrageously sexy black lace underwear."
He‘grinned. "For example,® he added inconclusively.

She felt her face growing warm, and glanced éown aé
her well-tailored tan silk blouse and linen slacks for

reassurance, lnvoluntarily‘half-covering her breasts with

both hands for a second.

~ ’
+

bon't let me keep you," she said primly,
’ Il .

realizing too late that she had given herself away. Had.

it been- entirely without intention? The thought appalled

her. 3 .

s
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2, He laughed. b 4 - )
*{ . \ , 'Havelyou;any prefgrence as touwhichnof your trees
I,mighg'sfeep under?* | ’ '
M *Any one.’ QP you have a tent?"
N " "*No. —1 ’Save a plastic’ bag, borrowed Yfrom a

départmggt _store. It was covering a mattress., . They'll
-

never miss it. I put my sleeping bag in -it. By the 'way,

‘

what was he like?" .
- ‘ _ "o
*"Who?"* , .
"Mr, James." He was gazing at f%r blandly. Do
: b ¢ barel' remember."
. Y B N

. 'Y ] -
"You can't have been married very long."

ENY

A féw-years.'
'w%ll, I'll dump my stuff in the back, thn}go and

”

.
o
' “
.

explore the town."

. ' \\

L

- "What there is of it.*

He walked to the door and stopped, strangely

diffident now. ' ‘ .
. w
"Will you have supper with me?" He asked. ,"I

I

"noticed a place aI%mg .the way, a real diner, with  hot

L " dogs, french fries. Yes?"

Y

“Thank you, but I think I']ll just have a quiet
P

supper with a book."

. e
j "Okay." He walked out. - "Thanks fdr the coffee,

-

Mrs. James."

“It's Allison.*'

”
:

'




@

4 »

.

"Oh." \pe stood on one foot, the other with itas ¢,

/

/ . .
giant sole, .sliding back and forth on the waxed floor. "I

really am Hener' Hénry Carpenter. 1'11] s8ee you later.

m—-

Enjoy your book." ‘L N .

- [ . ' .
Z@e was gone. The front door closed, then after a

&

few dry starts, and a spldtter or two, a triumphant roar

splintefed the air. She listened as it grev‘%fainter,r

until it died away down the road towards the towny

. /
She went into the living room and stared out of the

window. Heavy clouds now obscured the early evening sun.

i

A wind ‘'rustled the maple tree, sbéwing the/hndefsides of

/

the—-leaNes,- - The pressure had dropped. A sﬁorm must be on
- ’

ips way. Shé sat down with her book. The radio in the
#

7

kitEhen was 8till on, but the music had stopped. There

A ’ / : v
was only speaking, a dialogue of mutga voices, suitably

modulated for a discussion on the current Stratford

-

Festival. She could Parely he%f it. The house around her

breathed stillness. fts'peace usually comforted her, but

/
tonight she felt!waves of loneliness. Perhaps -she would

-~

make herself an omeleé} with herbs, onions maybe. No, not

onions. They made her breath.,smell. Even aXter years of
. .
living alone, she had never  actepted the notion that it

scarcely mattered whether or not her breath smelled. - «
. Y
- . o *

;
t ‘.



Damn.

. . . ' R i e
. 4
It must have been the

"

rain that wakened her. It

fell in h solid hiss,‘soaking into the dry yground. Het

bedroom clock told her three minutes after midnight.

Obviously the younhg man had decided to “spend the; night‘

~

indoors, somewhere in town, otherwise she would have heard

the noise of ,his scooter ra{ﬁrning,g She turned over and
a

tried _.to. sleep. It was useless. Her skin ‘itched. She

had mosquito bites on the sides of her feet. She

It was. no good.

scratched irritably. She ‘would have to

get up. Sighing, she put on the light’ and got out of
bed. Sleeplessness always called for definite action,
lile"fixing a cup of cocoa, or making up your mind.

Putting on hér deep red velvet ‘robe, she wandered

into the kitchen. Her hair was hanging 100se 'to her

‘.

waist., L{ felt messy. IFrom'habit she twisted it, into a

knot and held it to the back of her head, loofing around

for hairpins. They were in the ‘bedfoom of course. She

passed through the hall to éetch them and saw something
-
wh}ta beside the front door.

¥

Curious, she benE to pick it

»

up. It was a note:

Saw your light on. Don't be afraid if you
see a prowler. 1It's only me, sheltering under
the eaves. What spectacular rain.

H'C.

- - Y

’ She opened the front door. Henry fell in. He must
have been leaning oh |{it. He was drenched. A  huge
' plastic—covq:ed bundle was clutched in his arms. Water

o -
Yu

i -
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streamed from its corners to form a puddle at his feet.

He ‘ldoked apologetic. Allison stood, still holding up her.

hair at the back of her head with one. hand.’ He s8poke-

4

‘
.

[i

“first.

"Truly, the last thing I wanted was,to cause you

any trouble." \

’

. '»( ) ; '
e *Leaving a note? What ésujd be more provocative?

-
.

What did you think I would do ~-- just leaQé Kt there, or

read it' and go .back to bed, leaving you to drip for hours
. & : .

under the eaves"

Ld v
His glasgses were wet, the thick brown hair matted

and curling at the ‘edges. Heilooked like a damp spaniel.&

"Can I come in?"

"You“already are.,"

£

*"Why are you holding on to the back of your head?" -

L]
"I can't find my hairpins.®

"Well jdst let go."
TI can't." . .
"Why."
¢ . T
She felt a need to reassert her authority.

. ,;Are you going to stop asking queétidns and ruining
my hardwood floor? Leave that wet thing outside and I'il
get you some blanketss",

1It's not All wet . It's just the 60ver.",0penin§

the dvor, he unpeeled’ his s8leeping bag from {ts wet

slippery plastic. ﬂLbok, this is quite.dry. Don't bother

” -

..‘ﬂ:g'ﬁ
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. second. "Good night."

101 - L
D/r, . N .
with the blankets.* He dumped the wet cove} outside,

‘removed the sodden shoes, and left them beside it.

-

"Allison went to get a blanket from the bedroom

cupboard, picking up her  hairpins and fastening her hair

- -

up as she went. She handed him the blahket, feeling more .

at ease now that she had both hands free,

'Go and- leave your wet clothes.,in the bat/hub. You

»

can cover yourself with this. \

*Thank you, Ma'am." i N
- \\

She noticed that, without his shoes he Btood with

. i -
ﬁpot on-tiptoe. She turned away, thinking he might

3

She turned_ on the lamp beside the chesterfxeld‘gr the

living rdom. - e
*I think you'll be quite comfortéb;e here." She
p;tted‘the cdshions. ‘"It's very.soft, and 1long enoqu for
most pe&ple.3’ , | :
"I'm not very ldng, as you can see:' He.hgd come
in and now stood bedide heB\ He smelled of fresh‘air, anq/

rain. A drop of moisture hung from the tip of his nose.

*You'll £ind fresh towels in the bathroom

Tupboard. Put out the lights after you." She spoke

.crisply. "I'm going to bed." They stood awkwardly for a

»

'Good night, Allison. Thank §ou.'

» \

Pt
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Sh%‘turnedland walked quickly away, shutting the
bedroom door parefulf} behind her. She norgally left it

- open.

Allison woke with the sun on her eylids. The storm

_was over. She smelléd coffee. \
) Just as her mind reqistered this, she heard the
hiss of the shower next door, and the sound of water Jjets
battering the plastic éhoger curt;ins.

° ~
I don't remember telling that boy he could use the

sﬁoweg, she thought irritably.. She felt imposed upén, her
p;ivacy in d;nger. Suddenly, over the sound of the water
she heard }inging. This was not everyday singing in the
shower. Fhat flooded /the morning with - penetrating
sWweetness was the popular tenor aria from Act One of La
Bohéme: Rodolpho's tenderly éxéressive declaration, s8sung
in a controlled and perfectly modulated tenor, in flﬂwleas
Italian. |

Z ) ; Alligon jumped out of bed and listeﬁed .at the °
bathroom door, entranced at the remarkable voice. The
aingiﬁg stopped suddenly and the shower was turned off.

When she wen? in to Epe kitchen,: the coffee was

'already filtering into the yellow earthenware pot, the'

el i}ettle simmering. - Shéxrefilled the filter with boiling

, o

——
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' water, waéching the grounds rise in a thick brown layer, .

then start to subside.
A . S -
*Oh, you're up." She heard him speak by -the
{ N _kitchen door. "I was going to bring you coffee in bed."
"Do you bring your mother coffee 1in bed?"* She

instantly regretted the coyness in the question.

S *No," was all he said, .leaving all the implications

hanging there. €> ¢
« *Is she a singer?"® —
lwho?' < 4 -

\

"Your mother."*
"No, she was a ballet dancer."”

"Was? Do you mean that your mother is no longer

alive?"

ey

*No,” I mean that she is no longé: a ballet dancer.

She got creaky at the knees." . . L
({;‘ .

"When?"

- "When she did plies." Heﬁry held his hands cldsped

before him, making a cjircle with his arms, and with his

-

cheeks sucked in, ipmp a hidious parody of a dancer's

haughty, emaciated expression, he sank towards the floor,

his back straight, bent knees wide apart, He was - wrapped~
™~ e

only in a blanket. Allison turned away. "That's a plié."

)
' "I didn't mean when did she creak. I .meant what

made her give up dancidé?'

"Well, there used to be a good company in

Baltfg:.' Henry had gtraightened up by this time, and ! )'
- /l/

(SR I
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£

idjuséed the blanket. *Oh, 1 know it wasn't Sadler's,

¢ N 7

Wells, but she became ohe of the principal dancers there.
She was really quite good, I guess. Anyway, she Bt;yed on
fo; a while after she and my Dad got mgrried, then they
moved to P.E.I., where she gave lessons,. By(g;is~time I

was born. I think she had planned on devotingd the rest of

‘her life to teaching me -- I was to be her raison d'étre,

her last chance of fame. Poor Ma. Canada's answer to

Nijinski, galumphing across the ‘stage 1like a 'paraplegic
- s

turkey. I was 'going to say ‘Baryshnikov', but he was

still doing his jetés and his sautés in Russia."”

"Sautés are cooking”" she said irrelevently. She

didn't want to hear more of his life story, even if she

had asked him. She had been merely curious, not

- .
interested. There was no reason &% betcome close to this

Id ]
young man, nor to feel pity for a woman whose hopes seemed

s0 pathetically squandered.
"Speaking of which," he said, responding to her
»

wish to change the subject, "I am gj}ng to cook you some

breakfast. What would vyou like?Y Bran PFlakes, Corn

3

"Flakes, Rice Crispies, Sugar Pops..."%

"Sugar Pops is 'cook'? Don't worry. I'll make the
; =

b;eakfast. Why don't you get your wet clothes and put
them in the drier. It's out on the back porch.® She
pointed towards the door at the back of the kitchen. 1

suppose you have some other things 'you could * wear

meanwhile?"®

. N

i
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*Yes, but ;;d'have to go outside to‘get them. My
‘bare feet," He stﬁck out one foot. It was the good one,_’ .
. she noticed. %hepb}anket was caé;;ul}y wrapﬁ%d round hgs hd
. / bogy. the enas tucked in té keep it seg ,e.U It left his
chest'andushoulders bare. She saw that they“were thickly
- v.;kovéred with golden hair. . |
-'Well,: stay as vyod are.” . .She was séeaking
;rusquely, bdéjiné hersefwaith tﬁe,breakfast. She Reard
/ .
- him goin{'to(colle;t his wet clothes, then the hum bf the
T arter. - . ' ' -
< X L .
: d?whgré‘éy the best place to dry these?" He was
B hpldingl qut his ehoes. They 1looked bizarre, the one
;} ) qprmél shoe'ana its fellow with the heavy thick sole.
j . I hope tﬁey're not ruined. They musL " be -
N\Expensiqe;ﬂ Shs needed -to thalk agout it -- to dispel her . | ’
awkwardness. " . t ’ | )
) '3bey'rg not; And tEéy are.," He grinned.~n.'book,
Ifll put themeoutside in the sun. " They'll be dry by the
P time we've had breakfast. Then I‘can be on my way. Don't
yoﬁ have to be at work ér something?"
,3_; 'No;‘I'm cn ' vacztion." )
"Where ,dg %you work?2"® The& were seated now,
buttering goasi‘and stgbing coffee: 7 ‘- . .
) *In the *}ibrary, itﬂs in §he mid?le of town:‘.vou ‘ | .
probably saw it last nidht -- an old brick building."
| "Yes." - He sounded *excited; . *I “wanted to go in,
but it was closéﬁd ‘yhgé are ;ou doing,with your time of £2 -




, ‘ "

Are you going away?* )

"No. I may just take a few short ttibs; Also, I
. " = . ’ .
have a private celebration to observe." .- /

’

‘wellq since .you put it that way. I can't possibly

ask you about it, can I? ,But just tell me, is it happy or - |
sad?; - 2 ’ B '
"Neither ‘--~or b;th. It's. sad, but it shouidn't
be, 80 }'m trying to 1éug§ at'it, then maybe 1I'l1l feel. q_f
beéte}. ) Now*'I édﬁnd flikg a line . out' of Cosmopolitan.': ,".
Anyway, it's not important.® No, , she thought, thefe is
nothing as patheticaliy- onmmon} asg heartbreakingly ‘
unlovelg ‘as the passing, of a ,wom;n's 'ﬁouth: i A Natural .
Process, but a bad joke,'nonetheless, P ageqjon eve;y one i
of us. ‘ | ’ '
- 'Hogeyer, you're 1looking saé.‘ ry was walking -
towards the drier. She céuldn't see\p;slface. *So, come
out for a ride with me -- cheer you up.”
"What do .you mean, a ‘ride?"” An un;omfoktable
.suspiEIBn dawned. 'ﬁ? was piling‘clothég over hisvarh, dry = :
now. ) | .
: N o o
*On my scooter, of course.,6 What else?" -
“\t\ . @ 9 -
" "Certainly not." . ) .
"Why not?" . A L P .
"I'm just not going to." g : '
5 e

*You wouldn't feel safe?" . , .

7

"I didn't mean that,"* -
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*What then, too hndignified?‘

*No." He sépod7—waiting.. "I'm far too old." |

'Wh;tever you-: sgy, lady." He grinned at ’her.?
"Whatever you say."

She knew that there could be no argument. He would

-
leave her alone, Good. She would spend the day
sunbathing. She. tackled‘ the dishes; glad to be in
contéol.f Henry had disappeared, presumably_to dress. She
gstarted to hdm, then to sing, as the wor?s andkwhe melody

Q\
came together 'in her 'mind. Suddenly, she ' stopped in

embarrassment. The music had been in her head since she.

L ~

heard BHenry singing it in the shower. He was standiné
near the kitchen door, still grinning, fully dressed.. -
YI'm off." '

o *Okay. Goodbye, Henry." \ : -

She turned away fron'the sink'to dry her hands. As

~ e ——

she came across to the door, her hand outstretched. to
shake his, she realized that he .had gone. He clattered
out the screen door onto the porch. Allison felt

disappointed, not because he was leaving, but becuase he

—_— ]

A

had seemed to make 1light of heku hosgpitality. She had ’

7

thought hiﬁ'better-mannered than that.

he

Allison changed into shorts and a brigit green

halter top in front of her mirzsr. Even approaéﬁing

9

oy
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N ’ Pid .
.middie-age, she stifl looked- good wjthout her <clothes,

y -

better perhaps. ' She took pride in dressing. well, but
© R . \

being a conservative person she wore clothes which,

although pleasing to' her in colour and design, allowed her

4

to melt 1into tﬁe background. A big woman, her strong

A}

bones and "full breasts .would have been .arrestings had her

nature been different. , Since childhood, she had tried to

disguise her  height by wearing flat shoes and muted

odlqurs. She moved slowly in public, often 1l%9oking at ihe'

- -

ground, sometimes walking with her arms folded across her

'chest.w Anyone lookiﬁg at her cloéely/might have thought

ber éiegant, Sut few stopped to look. ) ’ '
- In Qhortsiigith her shoulders bare, sge ynew that
she n;;d feel po shame over her body. There were streaks

of grey in her hair. Her ankles were somehow squarer, and

2

thin broken veins were scattéred in tiny threads' across.

~

the insides of -her thighs. Nevertheleés, her weight and
shape had changed little in the 'last twenty years. She

t sometimes thought it a waste that no one saw Her thus

apymore, except hegself: ' -

The :igrass was cool upaer her bare feet,, She

flopped .down dn her foam rubber cushions and  started
,8preadihg sun -tan lotion on. her legs. Something caught

‘her eye -- something out of place near the front door.

— —
«

Neatly stowed’to one side of the porch was Henry's ,large,
‘::(‘ . .

.
plastic-covérqg\Pack. She stared at it for a few moments,
I4 N . . . .
.

B
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confused, before 1its. significance restored some of her

faith in human nature. She was pleased that he hadn't

"disappointed her, after all.

.
- . /
I;

She heard the spluttering SE the scooter slowing
- ~down in the road. It stopped, and Henry whéelea _his
‘ machine 1K;o her’d;iveway.' He propped‘it up agaihst its
‘stand ;Ad,picked sometping from the carrier, then walkéd
\tow;}ds, her.' He \wore his leather jacket and éarfied a
black crash helmet almost {identical to the oné he was
wearing. ‘He dropped the second helmet begide he;.
"Herde, you'll need this."
"I'm not riding on that thing.*
"Sure you are.® He squatted down in f?ont of her.
. "You must. have some jeans you wear for gaidqgingh -

‘oi something?*®

*Of course I have. But I'm still not riding on

. . (

that thking.

*Well, put them on. And you can wear my leather

He took it off and handed it to her.
"It'll be far too small,” she safd fndignantly.

"Then 3just don't do it upu" His eyes were on the

d

. level of her br§aats. ""It's only to protect you."

¢
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He stoodrup and held out his hand to help her up.
r . - “ .

' "Henry, I have told you." She waﬁg/yeginning _to
rat

1 gsound desperate. "I will not ride on ¢t noisy anad

offensive contraption." ’ - o

It was amazing how quickli she got the hang of it.

N

All you-had to do was lean slightly when you went round a

bend, For the first few miles she sat rigid, glged to

Henry's .waist, eyes ¢losed, "mout} dry, her facte jammed
égainst his blue denim back. Then she began to notice the
"smell of resiﬂ from the pine trees, and to feel the sun's
warmth on the backs of her hands, When they ;lowed down

\

at an intersectién she dared to open her eyes. The| grey

the

road. shot by beneath their feet, but if she looked t

side they didn't seem Eé .be going all “that fast. The
world didn't look the same. as it did from- a bus or car., )
A truék ﬁulled .ué beside them. Allfson shrieked/. She

could 1look straight th;ough underneath it. 8 they*®
étarted up again, Henry turned iQto the road tha led: to

“the town. They clattered through the town's residential
area to its one main streét. As they came to the centre,
a figure stepped\off‘ghe sidéwalk in front of thenm. It
was fnn Weyﬁourn; her assistant librarian. Allison ducked

v /
behind Henry, but it was too late -- Ann had looked

" i N .
«
! . i S, et
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\ " ,
at her, their eyes meeting brietly( Be@%re Ann loored
~ /

,8lowly elsewhere, checking the traffic. Allison' laughed

out loud. She tapped Henry's shoulders He held his' head
further bagk towards h;r, still looking ahead.

"Can we go fastgr?'

Benty'a‘profile tur;ed to her, his mouth wiQeniﬁg
in glee. He lifted his‘ hand from "the handleb?rs lin a

gesture of assent,.

‘*Hang on," he yelled into the wind.

Allison <clasped him tightly, peering over  his

P

L
shoulder at the road ahead, the scene behind them wobbling

| ] >
in qhe rearview mirror. ~
|
1

"They stopped for lunch at a roadsgide restaurant

with a gas phmp. Climbing stiffly from the scooter, she

stood while Henry padlocked it; then walked beside him

into the restaurant. Two figures were ‘reflected in the
plate glnss' window, Goggled and anonymqus, they were
creatures from another plaqet. No wonder Ann hadn't
récognized her ——wiéh a man's leather jacket hanging'opeh
over a low-cut, bright green halter ‘top. Who was she?

They satv‘in a booth and ordered hamburgers ‘and
éokes. Allison probed.

| “Nhat éo you do in Charlottetown?"
. "Work in the Post Office." |
*But why? You're obviously a traired singer." ,

"Yeah., I took a degree in music at Dalhousie.*

[

hil
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Wﬁell then. Surely youf:e not going to smother so

+

much talent?* \ )

/ - ’ ©.
- "Let's not kid ourselves, -  After I graduated, I
/ .
went to New York} hung around the Metropolitan, tried to

,éo odd jobs; adpplied for chorus ' work. But I soon realized
1

.that I'm not all that good. Sure, I have' some talent, but
in all thg performing arts only the truly great are

successful. The rest barely scrape a living."

"So what now?" N

P Ly

"It Bepends. I applied for an assistant teaching

: t
a . ‘ { . L4
post in a schopl outside Toronto." ,

"Will you take it?"

"I don't know\ It's in a suburb. I may just knock

»

iround a bit longer. 1I°may end up working back in the old

v

Charlottetown P.O." He spoke with a certain finality.
Plainly he didgﬂt‘zan£ to discués’it any further.

When they dot back to her house it was late
‘afternoon Z- just twenty-four hours after she had returned
‘from the bridge to find the scootér 1n'her’driveyay.

*I got some steaks‘thi? morning,® he said. *I put
them in the fridge while you were changing."®

"That was a bit presumptuous, den't ~}ou think?
What made you so sure that I would invite you for aupper}'

*I wasn't. But even 1if you turned me out, it

\wouldn't'hattet. Then you'd just have two ste;ks sitt}ng

-~
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"

there in your fridge. “Besides, you did asay that I could

sleep on your lawn, and I still haven't done it."
’ ‘ | - \\_-*

e

Alligon marinated the steaks in lemon juiwce and
garlic, and fried them. She made a green salaé with just
a ‘touch of ofl and vinegar, then gut thick pieces of
French bread. They carried the meal to a table ,outsiqe
and Allison opened a' bottle of COtes du .Rhdne, ‘Shé had

been saving it for her birthday. ~ \

After théy had eaten they sat in silence, finishing

their wine, nibbling cheese with the last of the bread.

e

When it became épsk, Allison stqod up and started towards
"the house. She turned round and held out her hand to
him. Together they wenﬁ through the porch andlwalked into
the hall. It was much darker inside but, they could still
see. . ) , | -

Allison ‘let- go ,0of his hand and walked. into the '
bedroonm. She turned down the bedclotEFs at cne side of
’ the bed and straightened her back. She was still wearing
jeans and her green top. She felt suddenly afraid. Henry
gstood in front of her, His eyes, just A shade lower than
hers, were those of a child peering ipto a candy store
window. Xllison'g‘fea; vanished and she ‘raised her ;rms

and laid them across his shoulders. He undid her halter

top, }nd her breasts, unsupported, were huge as they

7’
! Al
Y
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overflowed histmalﬁ, cooiﬁmands. He unzipped hét.jeans

. 4
and his fihgers moved gently between her legs. She

"finished undressing and stood before him, tall and bravely -

naked. He undressed with his back to hér, folding his
clothes neatly and ”ieavingb‘them on a chair. When he
turnedqtb face her, even in the half-dark room she noticed

the ,right 1leg shorter, skinny, the muscles flit°=and

wasted. But as he limped nearer, the right foot held on

-

tiptoe, she mainly noticed the phallus, pointing at her,

healthy and pink.

Making 1love had always'ﬁbeen one of Allison's

speéigl talents. Henry was not disappointed; Ney@hqr was

3 ~

. she. ; .

v
L}

- 'What ,a bity I don't get a cﬁance to do this more
,often,’' she thought. Finall& they both fell aglgep,

sticky, breathing wine. - 0, *

)
.

1 ’ ~
* . * * h
» -

N

It was dark when Allison awoke, to find Henry

»

leaning‘on one elbow, lod}ing at her. Shé coulad just ﬁake
out'his eyes as they reflected the light from the win@ow.
The cﬁrtains were still open. ) .- ‘

"Do you realize, my lady, that I ﬁave just
fulfilled ﬁy Qldest and dearest fantasy?" '
‘ She waited for him to go on. To say °'what -do you

mean' would seen to be pressing the point. She wanted to

-

‘
"»
2
il
]



. take a neutral stand, and allow her attitude to develbp as

“her perception of the situation became clear.

"When I was a kid," he began, *all ¢the other
[ ‘ "

prepubescent little brats were fantasizing over Sears'

catalogues.®

*SearB8' catalogues? You mean those phbtographs of

bras and bikini briefs?*

.

s

"Yeah. All those pointy little breasts that looked

like sideways pyramids.. Weil, not me, . I spent my early
/\\ }

o

youth rapturously poring over a book of reproductions of

0
‘

the early masters. My first-ever orgasm was achieved

while feasting my eyes on Raphael and - Rubens -- not
¥

soaking up the classical and mythologécal allegories ~- oh

no, just longing to get my own grubby little paws on those

‘huge luminous chunks of female flesh. Oh, those great

round bottoms 1like golden puddings. Venus undid me every

time. You know, if I ever get to see the original of The

Judgement of Paris, or the Rape of the Daughters of

[

Leuciggus,\ I swear 1I'll pass. ouk in ecstasy. I kept

roaming the liprary to find bigger ‘and bigger books,: in
the hope of seeirg larger-scale reproductions; so the

~
L4

other kids thought I was nuts -about art, for Chr;ssake..

Bad enough I was learning to sing, and <couldn't play
hockey, but‘to be an art lover. No wonder they called me

‘Harry the Pairy'. How ironic. I didn't give a shit

v

-about art. All I wanted waa/heterosex.' He played with

-

her hair, - ’ X ,

- -

T oarVE Ne
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which had half-tumbled from its pins. "It's very 1long,
isn't it? Now, if you had peanbt'thjeaq2ﬂ thriough it, and
’ P \ '

b N — "
a few short tendrils curling... anyway, I grew up with

»

this passion for big, healthy, buxom women. All around me
were little skinny girls, and none of them interested me.
I've never really been with a woman like you before;'

So ‘that's how it 1is, Allison thought. Oh, well.

r [

She started to turn away from him.

- ’

'Alliaon,‘diou're not offended? You surely don't

/s

think I'm trying to score, do you., Like I'm adding one

+ ~ more to nmy 1ist?* You should see my listi!®" < He laughed.

"It's so0 short it just doesn't count,."

In the face of such candour, Allison softened.
AN

p be appreciated, not 1listed. Anyway, Whoever is on your

brief ' 1list has taught you/ well. And whilp you're in-a
receptive mood," her hands cupped his face, "perhaps there

are some other things yow™d like to try?2"”

'

* Afterwards, her vacation seemed difficult to

recall. The incidgnts jumbled together, patterns of‘dais

"If I'm to be a work of art," she said, "I shoulf.

.r'epeating theﬁselves.a She remembered being h?ﬁpy, #ven if’

she could not relive the sensation. b , )

P
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d Lo
On the last day of her vacaF’ion, after he had left,

Allison painted her front door. Then -she made some new

curtains fo;: her kitchen -- bright yellow to match her

A3

coffee pot.

.’
- -y

Then, -on the day after labour day, she returned to
oy

her work in the 1library. She hung up her Jjacket and

¢
{

passed the circulation desk. Ann was already there,,

stacking books onto a cart. )

"Hi, Mrs. James. How was your vacation? pid you
g9 away?"

*No," Allisop replied, walking into her own little

<

. ) v
office., "I Jjust took a few short trips. Apart from,’.t;hat,-

it was quiet.” She sat down and aﬂran'ged her pencils

rd

neatly in a Jar. *Quiet," she said to herself. “But
nice.” It was her birthday. -
s

; A few weeks later she received a postcard. It was

a print of an oil painting: Rubens, Jean Paul

(1577-1640). Detail. from The Ju'dgefnent of Pa.ris, 0il on
panel, 57 1/8 ‘x‘7_6 3/4.': Natiénal Gallery, London. \»It
was the head o.f Ven.us_in proéile, the hair thick“ and
. bright, threaded with pearls, and with some curls -escaping
fron their knot. Eveh the ch‘e.ap‘reproducthion coudn't hide
thg warmth a;\d richness of ;;he‘,rface. Nq message’ was on

the back, Z’part from his_ name, and she could not read the

postmark. There was no return address.
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Marjorie plodded across the street and stepped in a

.

to

N~y

pliddle of slush in the gutter. Her K sneakers were socaked

through, but her feét were still dry. This was ‘because

she wore plastic bégs ovet them, tied around g%;/fnkles.

<

Marjorie used'up a great deal of mental energy over the

problem of keeping her feet dry. ?ebruary was Montreal's
, ~

worst month, In England thqfe would be crocuses, purple
and }ellow, Srighteninq the grass under 'the trees o% §§Z
village green.l ’

+

. A 8
Mar)otie had gone home to England for a 'visit in

N r“ /‘ -
1955. She had gone alone because Sing¢lair, her husband,

-

: had been too busy. éﬁé had not been back there since.

Ten years after that she'd left gbnclair -- just

. walked out one afternoon with an overnight bag and never

0 -
returned. -

A truck lumbered past, sPplashing her from head to-~

2

foot with muddy brown slush. Marjorie “made a rude
B ’ >

gesture. ,

"Stupid bastard!® she yelled after it. She shook

] .
the blanket she wore as a coat. It was mud-coloured-

anyway, World War II service issue. She had picked it wup
Y ’

for a dollar at the Salvation Army.. It had a large hole

in the middle, which was Jjust right. She put, her head

through the hole, and the blanket covered her body to

~
-

below the knees. It was okay for February and March, but
on January days she often needed to wear a large plastic

i . garbage bag underneath the blanket to keep out the wind.

P
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There was a hole at the bottom edge gf the bag for hér'

head and more holes in the sides for her arms. It pulled
. > t 7

on like a huge plastic sweater. Amazing what gould be

QOne with plastic. All it needéd was ‘a little ingenyity

and a disregard for appbarances. Marjorie had both.

~

She . turned up Boulevard St. Laurent, past shopsl

-
-

' . . . k1
smelling of cooked meat and garlic. Halfway up the block
was a poissonerie. Monsieur Gagnon' always dave her fish

. N o
heeds and dcraps for Pritz. Marjorie chatted with him for

a while. She was proud of her Fr&n;b. She had studied at

the Paris Conservatoire when she was alkq}rl.\ Monsieur

Gagnon complimented her on her accent. He did this every
time they talked.& It was part of 'their ritual.

She 1left the poissonerie and plodded on up the
hill. Glenn appeared beside her. She was plgaqed to see
hi?. His beauty never failed to stir her.,\He took her
arm.

'Hello, love."

They smiled at one another as she spoke,'and walk;d
together pompanibnably. A sliver of sﬁnshine pierced the
clouds, warming the afternoon, glinting‘ on puddles. It

caught the strands of Glenn's soft brown hair. When she'd

first created him, she'd named him after Glenn Gould,

whose piaying Marjorie had loved 80 much., He; Glenp‘ﬁhd

the same hair too. She had gone to hear Glenn Gould play’
+ ’/ .

/
/



one.daQFyeans and years ago when‘qhe:was in Toronto . with
Sinclair. Sinclair had fallen asieep, silly chap.
Marjorie had been too enthralled {1étening to the ,moées
falling as soft as velvet drops, watching tﬁg pal? ioung
f;ce bent_ovet the keyboagd. She had been too caqght up
in the music to bother feeling embarrassed by her snﬁring
husband. She laughed to herself “at the memory. ~She had
been young then, and(still capable of embarrassment. It

¥

was such a relief to be an old >lady, not to care what

.

anyone thought, no 1longer to  polish her reflection in -

othe} people‘s'eyes. R
But she could scatcély believe that she .would still
be alive while Glenn Gould was not. She had wept on that

dreadfull éay. Her Glenn's playing had become more and

" more like his, the style and interpretatiod 80 .Qtterly

v L

unique "--,Marjorie remembered it perfectiy.

They turned a corner and came to a health food

. ——

regtaurant, tucked into an 0ld building. Marjorie 1looked

v

up at her companion. ‘ .

"You go on home love. I'll see you-later." Glenn

smiled at her and walked on. Sometimes he talked,
3ometimes he was silent. It was aﬁ ideal arrangem;np. He
was an ideal loyet. The perfect product of her
imagination. She ' looked. affecti;nqtely after his
disappearing figure, then turnéd,into the restaurant.

.

A flood of warm air met her; It smelled 1like

*y/’ltonch onion soup today. That meant it was Tuesd;y.

AN

.
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w;dnesdays were - miﬁestrone; " Thursdays, Prench Canadian

pea. Monday, "lentil. What- were Fridays again? \Oh,'yes,

4

. bean. Weekends could be anything.

- 04

’Tﬂe-:estaurant was run by Victor apd Hugokxngygo's
name wa; :eaily something else, Bill probably, or'Chuck,
but he'd changed -it -- not because they had 1literary
pretensions, but because the <coupling of their names
pleased them. Tnef had won a lot of -money on bbto.Quebec
about five ye;rs, ago gnd had opened up the restaurant.
Victorvwag a stockbroker. Hugo‘r;n Ehe :est;urant aﬁd did

most of the cooking. Victor liked to come in at weekends

_.and cook. Neither.of them needed to work. In spite of

this, or‘perﬁaps becausé of it, the restaurant, was very

[y

successful. =«

' *Hello, harje, my English rose." }
» _ Hugo hutriﬂa up to her, took the bf?iket coat with
as much ‘care as it it were Russian sable, ang kisged he'r
-oh both cheeks. He had thick ginger hair and whiskers.
Hg looked a 1lot like Pritz. Once, after Pritz had been
clawed in one of his many Ifights, nthe vet had shaved a
patch of hié ginger-striped fur to clean an infected
scratch, The skin underneath had been theMtsame hgalthg
pink as Hugo}s. They walked wiéh the same self-cﬁngciou;

elegance.. They shared the  same pride in their

appearance. They both had the .same soft, sepsual warmth..

Only Fritz was a tomcat.

N / . T, -
\ S \



- 123 -

A

\\.ﬂi}jorie bent down and removed her sneakers,thgn

Anvwo the strings which laced up her ankles, holding.the

plasti¢ bags in place.

.

"Here I'll put them on the radiator to dry."

Hugo took the sneakers. He relieved her of ‘the

ﬁlastic bags and folded them up neatly. The strings he

-

»*

wound over his thumb and little finger, crossing mith each

!
A ]

turn, to make a,figuke eight.. Then he placed them beside
~ - P

‘the sneakers the ra@iator.:

"Come d sit down, sweetheart. Have "a cup of
coffee-and warm your hands before  you play."®
'Th;nks, Hugo. AI'm feeling weary. It's this
bloody winte?ﬁ/>wOn't it ever end2" SR "

~“"sure it will.f Hug% handed her a rsteaminé,’cup.
'Here'; a bran muffin.,®

Marjorie was touched, as always, by his kindness.

He and Victor baid her to play, every day, in theiz'

restaurant. It wasn't much, dbut it Qas'tak-free. Though
they were not bbl;ged to feed her as well, they always did.

. - "How've you been, Hugo?" ~
¢ ™ ¥

T *"Oh, I'm fine, but Victor's at home today with a

’

cold. All runny nose and bad temper. . I left him with the

'

financial section of the New York Times,scattered‘all over

"the bed. He gets so untidy -when he's ill, poor dear.

Excuse me, Marjorie... "Bonjour®

\

He spoke to three young women who had just come in

and sat down. The room was usually half-full of

———— e
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cuétomers during the afternoon. By supper ¢time it was

crammed. There were many regulars who came often to eat,

and to hear her play. . Warmed mow, with coffee and

.
-~

companionship, Marjorie moved over to the piano. .
It was an Jlé ,uprigﬁt made of polrsheq rosewdbd//
with a pattern cut out in fretwork, backed with faded

silk. There were two brass candlesticks,' one on either

A >

side. The kéys were stained, but it was in tyne. Marijorie

had perfect pitch. To play an ill-tuned instrument made

\

her wa#{ to vomit. She'd made it clear to Victor and Hugo

A

that they! wouldn't want her to vomit all over their nice

piano. *?he customers might think that the phenomengon was .
. ’

—~

a feflection on, their cooking, rather ~ than on - her
hypersensitive ear. They had it tuned zegula}ly. ) <V

She started to play. She choée Scarlatti today.

°
»

She 1loved the Sonatas. There were three volumes. She

kept most of her music here at the. restaurant, but mostl{

she didn't need it. So much of the music was forever

etched into her mind, trappgd within’ the erves of her

fingers.“strange what happens to the memorly as one grows

old, she thought. She could hardly remember what Sinclair ’ -
looked like, but she. could recall every note of the Mozart

Pantasia in C minor that she had been playing the day she
I ' * .

mg&\:i?. o
. . )
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, 3
He had come to thé door to ask for directions,

standing tall and straight in his Canadian Air FPorce

—

’

uniform. His unit had been stationed vat an airfield just

k
outside the village in England. Theje had been swarms of

B .

Canadians all ovef khe place, in the pub, on the streets.
. P

She'd found them strange, noisy; interlopers in a drowsy

landscape., Months later, Mummy had been horrified. ’

"Marry a Canadian, darling. You must be out of
J

[

your mind. What on earth.,do you want to go to Canada

for? It's frightfull} Eold ana they have bears.” Mummy
always spoke in italics.‘ ‘

"I don't imagine they have bears in Montreal®
ﬁarjorie had replied, determined. She had _been almost
thirty, and afraid. :Perhapﬁ that was why she had married

Sinclair. She couldn't remember any other reason.

t

But she could remember her first sight of Halifax/
harbour, grey with sleet, old buildings and the smell of

£ish. And; she could remember Sinclair meeting her in

7

Montreal after an endless train journey. He 1doked

smalle:'?qt of uniform. She thought he looked duller than

she remembered him., She'd been. right. N

Marjorie's playing rippled on. The customers were

quiet as always, munching contentedly, muting their talk,

.

listening, some of them reading. Hugo blaced another cup

. A

{

-F

7
LS
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¢

of coffee beside her. Soon she would stop and have
supper. Glenn never came here to hear her play. They

played together at home. - Sinclair had kept her piapo,

hoping that she'd come back. jSO she and Glenn had to play

4

on ‘the edge of the table. - Sométimes they played a

coﬂcerto. Glenn would play the orchestral score, adapted

*

she .would play the piano solo

¢
k'

part. After that they wduld make love,';he music still in

her head. Then Glenn would unwind th.llonq braids which

"

she wore round her/ head like a .coronet, and she would

- sleep peacefully against his warm shoulder. ,/

Sinclair had always tried to geé her to cut her
hair, and dye it, ;nce it started to go' grey. He had
married aéaLn, “shé had Pea:b, Aboug nine years ago.
Matjoriejéad seenL;hem once, in Steinbérgs. His wife was
small, and exquisitely dressed. She lboked the perfect

T -

executive's wife, so different from the \shy, slightly
eccentric English woman he had first married. She looked

1 ' 3

like someone whom he had not -need&d to change.

<@

Latg: she sat at an empty table, and Hugo brought

two plates of feéves au lard, and'a'ateen salad. He sat

'

down with her.

&

‘u.

B
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*Marjorie, I want to  ask you something." Hugo
r : ‘
cruriched his salad and wiped his chin, neatly removing a

drop of blue cheese dressing which had satrayed there.

Al

Marjorie took a forkful of beans, enjoying their rich

saiice. Her mouth filled with'saliva. Apart from a bran

muffin, she'd had nothing ta eat all day.

s .

*Your féves are delicious, dear.*
oy, "Marjorie, you're not listening to me.®
'Yes,_i am. What is 1t?° '
"I'd like you to matfy me."

. Marjorie picked up'énobher forkful of beans.' Hugo

°

was spreading butter thickly on a piece of brown bread.

She‘ looked’ at ghe red hairs on the back of his wrist,

curling over his cuff. ﬁe always wore expensive shi;ts.
"Why?" ' L.
*What do you mean 'why'?" ‘

*I mean just 'why'. .You have to have a reason." ”

-

‘"Because I1'd like you to, is why."

*"But what about Vvictor?" .

\ -

*Oh, I've discussed jt with Victor. He thinks it's

a marvelous idea., -‘He wishes he had,thoubht of it."
*"What do you suggest, three in a bed? 1I'm too old

.,

for gymnastics."®

“Here, have some more coffee." Hugo poured coffee
. . . Ra
: , . T
> intor her <cup expertly,’ then continued <crunching- his
L ’ - - » ! \ '

salad. “"You could hate your own room, We'd both love to

. X -
have you. We'd look after you.*

! f " M -
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. "But I don't need looking after. ‘I can look after -

myself. Besides, I've been married already."

*gut this would be differeqt."

!
g *rndeed it would." She chuckled at the thought.

They both sat for a moment, silently eating their féves au

\

.lard. A customer came in, letting a gust of cold air_ into
the room. " Hugo got up to greet him. Marjorie, finished

her bedné fnd had started- her salad when he returned.

n .
‘"Well?2" he said. ‘ , .

"This salad is good. "I like these pleces of stuff

a

in. it -- spafu or whatever."'
‘Tofu.; ‘
*rTofy. 1 like the téxtu%ex"
"Well2" he répezped.

- *Well what?" o 1 {‘

L]

"Marjorie, darling. You are being deliberately

s

. i . )
obtuse. What do you think of my idea?® He ‘had put down
two slgces of carrot cake. They each took one.

*"No, dear." ' -

'

- "Give me a reason."

i

\ r '
collecting my-old-age pension in June,*

'yoﬁ‘re still a lovely woman; Marjorie."
"vYou ‘sound like an old western movie. ‘Mm; good

cake."’

"I'm wused to . being alone. ‘'Besides, 1I'll ' be

VT
% XN I



T TRk AR RSN L

YA

\

*Yes, isn't 1it? Victor found this recipe. “It's
much moister than the one wé'vexbeentusing. I wish you'd

take. me seriously."’

1
) 4 4

"I am taking you seriously. But how can I'ppssibly
contribute anything to you and Victor? You haye a perfect

relationship as it is.®

@

‘ 5 ) -
"WHe need more in ouf lives. Look, we've got lots

of money, we're middle~-aged. We can't have any children.."

,

"Shame! Have you seen a doctor?’ Maybe xou're’not

~

doing it right." Marjorie giggled. Hugo looked hurt.

‘éorzy dear. I didn't mean to make fun of you. Go on.",
\~ - .

*Well, we neadd ‘someone to care for together,

¢ ' .
~someone to -look after. Since we both 1love you, and you
" ‘ . -

“

need ué, I thought you'd be the perfect person to enrich

our relationship."

"Your really mean it, then. But why marriage?"

"It would give_'us a committment -- both of us --.

!
all of us." !
"I know we all get along famously, but all .under
the same roof? -1t wouldn't work. I snore."

"I bet you don't. You're Just crying to make up

(&Eétggulties.' , '_ o g
l "I don't have to7make up difficu;ties. There are
;hgugh,alfeagy.; ‘ Y
'Wc‘d‘gét you a piano." {’ '

~

\ '
/'Now you're trying to bribe me. No, no ‘more

coffee, thank you.®



pieceyfof customers.® : ‘ .-

’

Hugo poured himself another cup and sat back,

giving a gentle burp.

*Promise me you'll think about it?*®

)

"Wwell, I will think. -And thark you for asking, but

[N

I don't Believe it would. work. I'm very set in my ways,
Q .

. % Al
you know."* & -
* !
"Now, who's talking in old clichés?" N
- ) "And what aboui Fritz? He'd - eat that expgnsive,.

noisy parrot thing you have."® - "

*It's not a parrot thing. It's a minah bird. We'd

’

move him- into the restaurant. He'd be a  conversation

-

~
LN

+“"scare them _away, is what he'd do;, with ‘that
dreadful squawking. But you've really got this thing all
tgpught out, haven't you? I'éaw just see it. Victoer and

Hugo and the gargoyle." , [

4

thumped her on the back, then shodk her shoulder.

Y

*Don't call yourself nasty names. You are a sweet,

talented lady.”"
' t ’ N

*But I am a bit, well, odd, aren't f?°

' *aAnd Victor and I aren't2"

. )

cleared the table. Marjorie got up to go. It was late. '

Hugo helbed her on with her blanket coat. She sat on the

floor near the radiator and wrapped the plastic bags tqund'.

-

'harjorié choked on her cacrot cake, laughing. Hugo

v

A

They both laughed. ' Hugo picked up the plates and\\mm'

>



'

. :
her ankles, then put the dry sneakers .over - them. He

helped her éb her feet and came with ‘her towards the door. -

-~ *Why don't you wait another half-hour till I cafi

»
E]

close uﬁ, the; I'll walk you home." ' “. '
“No thanks, Huég.' He often asked he£ this. But

she always refused. He couldn't see Glenn waiting for - .

hear, just }nside the door, ready to ta&f her hand and walk

home with- her, through the dark.

'ﬁemembet,' he said, Victor and I 1love you. We

&enjoy your company. We need another perbon beéides each
other. Then we'd be complete."” Hugo,beht’to kiss her on
both cheeks.: "We'll talk about it aomé more. Don't say
'no' straight away. 1I'll see yo; témorr;w?' .-

*Of course, Hugo;n But I really don't..."

*ssh.” Hugo put ﬁis hand over her mouth. ﬁﬂis pink
face looked vuiherable. His whiske;s , seemed to drboé.
ége 'remémbered that Fritz ‘waa, waiting for his supper.
é}énn stood beside her, silently waitiﬁg; "He'd never

* " . pefore ;come' to her while} she was- sp;aking to an;ther )

v . péfson; For an Iinstant she had the ;pportunity to see

Hugo and Gienn tqgethe{. ﬁhy on earth did}this make her

_ want to laugh? ' N -

*Good night, Hugo.® ‘ «
/ They'lgft. ’ .. ’ ' ’ . ’

*What was all that about?®" Glenn asked.
: r . . ', W] ‘

’ ‘

T
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n
'down and Wwent ¢to the ‘sqall ‘hotplate in front of the

-
) - -

*You may well ask. Wwait till we get  home, and 1'il
~ i N ’ N '

“
N .

-tell you." - PN S .
. . » ' .
It was starting to snow.
oo e - F] )
L L i}
« * * T . ‘ - ]
. , ¥ ‘ \',’ Y
P Q
/

They climbed the giairs. ‘Magjofie'a apartment was

at the top of an old building. Iq' was really S sinqlé/

room. There was a sink, but she had to B8share a toilet,

3
.

- S . N

This irked ‘her. She—unlocked the door, ‘and an orange ° v
: N ‘

furry face appeared, about eighteen 1nché§ off the ground.

*Hello, FrfitgF, They went in. Pritz had beads of T ‘
< .

-

melting snow on his back., She 1ef§ a'window open at the

rear, so that he coul

L .

d use the fire escape for his evening :

v

prowls. She picked, him up and held him against her face,

° v

There was 'a small tear at the tip of his ear.

"You silly twit, You've been fighting again.\

&

P¥itz grinned.. Obviously he'd womsr ' She put him

~

.
4
- 5

window, ‘He trotteq after, .tail aloft. Glenn stood,

leaning againat the wall nearby. She took a small pot - t

from a hook on the wall and started to cook the f£ish

’
-

scraps. Fritz ran back and fo:th‘acrosd her legg, arching

3

his \back and putrin%;

*Well, out with it.® - . : a "L

'Glénn toog a pachét of tobacco from hla“pockeé,_;nd. " “ ”

began sifting and sep@Eat;ng tgq brown shreds. He had, -~ _ "
. . L s . . P - .- .

v -
- .
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taken "up pipe—spoking recently.‘\tt reminded her of the

1

village pub fn England. .
N ' o
*Victor and HGago want me to marry them." Ty
N . ) ’
"Both of them?® - ‘ - ’

o, .
» "Well, Hugo actually. He suggested it."

-~

*! see. A ménage a trois."”

‘

o ( - ''Shé glanced at him sharply. BHe was patting tobacco

down into his pipe bith one fgiefinger. With ’ﬁis other ’

1

hand he held a 'match carefully against the bowl. He o .
~
- seemed~ to be avoiding her eyes. ‘ . : 4
- "Well, .1t wouldn't have to be trois, it could be
~y . .
- . ) | J
A quatre.

H;‘shook {hfs head. What- was the matter with the
man? The pipe— made a small bubblin§ ’sound.aé he drew on
) it. y . |
‘ "1'd be”unbomfortable,(w}th those two around.”

~—~',Harx:iif st;mpea her foot childishly. Realiy,.this

was too absurd. 'Fritz stretched up, his forepaws almost
to the countertop, éﬁiffing éagerlya . The fish was almost
done, She took s&ﬁb milk from the refrigerator. Itf&as

bare qQtherwvise. She never needed to buy food. She made
~ . f
« herself a cup of tea now and .again. Otherwise she
o ’ : ' )

survived on what she had at the ;estaufanﬁ. It was
enough. And Glenn never ate ahything. She was really
quite/;p&ﬁ off. There had,beén'leaner times than this.

LU /. -
Lgs




"I won't let you leave me, Glenn.” He was looking
hurt. This was the first time he had stood up4 to her.
They had never disagreed Jdn over fifteen years. That was

. part of his charm.

b
!

She emptied the pan of fish into a’'Bowl and placed

<

it on the floor. iritz sniffed it, and E@arefully-took a

“piece froﬁ the edge, shaking his head. It was still too

hot. She poured him a'saucéf‘qf‘milk._
'Yoh,wpuld have a toilet all to ydurself, Marje."

*No I wouldn't. I'd have to share it with Victor .

4

-

and Hugo," ‘ . !

She stood befores him near the wall and leaned her

head against his chest, needing to draw comfort from him.

4

"Help me to decide." p

1

He .stroked the back of her neck. Some of the

tension eased.
"We'll talk later, in bed. Let's play now."

Marjorie cleared some 1library books from the old

~

_table and sat down..

'Wha£ shall we play?"

{1

'How;@bout the Schumann A minor goncerto?”

14

"opus fifty-four.” . ) d’ .

»

Glenn sat down at the other side of éhe table, -

opposite her. This was how they 1liked to play, the two

drand pianos facing one ahother. Marjorie iooked at him ¢

enquiringly. He nodded. They were ready to start. She

»
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played the &pening arpeggios. Glenn came in with the

.- bzqhegtral'part, ;ntroduéing the themes natjorfe reéeqted,
it.sg, 80 goftly. Then they played.togetheZ.: The music
.., ‘ ,l\ . .,‘ ‘ L . ' - '.ﬂ'
qose_arounQ'them filling the room, scattering the-cobwebs.

2
.

Pritz finished his fisg}

saucer é&rmgka‘

‘and. started ‘lapping the’

/ -z :
Outside, the snow fell in a gentle whisper.
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