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-~ The map is not.}he territory.
. %

o'AZ,J“r"ed Koraybski

)
Vﬁenvpeoplee of différent identitiéa Zéarn
to crbeé one another's ethnic boundarieé,
they come closer tosthe fuliéat poaa{ble
appreciaiion of thgﬁ;eqning of ~human

-extistence.

Edward H. Spicer

¢

Thuth i a matfeﬁ_of perception.
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of her own.

: ABsmchf » |
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¢
Beyopd the 1sland of self, k1n, community, race, language and belief
people are united\in the human spirit. The town of Tan1s Bay is the

crueible in which differences between peoples ; ”Q'ntp‘friendship

and social cqoperation.

At twenty-three, Aislinn Cleary is trapped 1n this remote Nestcoas o

Wogg1ng town. The logging 1ndustry 4s finished, the town her grandfather

namedgds’d§1ng, as is her mother. Aislinn's days are conSumed by the
routine df,‘running her mother's store, car1ng for her mother's
deteriorating health and finding strength in her old folks: her paternal
grandparents and their frlends—*her adopted grandparents, the Charlies.
Aislinn's lsolation is broken when the 1logging company sends a
reforestation crew "into tpe area around Tanis Bay.

This bush crew, made up pr1mar11y of university students, are seen

as outsiders and become the focus for the frustration and tension

mounting in the town.over jobs. Despitg-the misplaced animosity toward\

~+these "downislanders,“ Aislinn is attracted to two of the young men.

Hugh and Ivan open her eyes to the world and a future she had ceased to
believe was her right. 'The1r fr1endship, along with the wisdom of her

grandmothers, enables her to break out of her "hope]ess“ state and leave

‘the town. The 1dent1t1es and percept1ons of the two immediate

generations and countless past generat1ons are distilled in Aislinn

\

Cleary. Her struggle i$ “to grow 'beyond those 1nf1uen%es to an 1dent1fy

-

N
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Night raiq in the winter drones everyone deeper 1ntq-si§ep. S:;ing raiq
drives natls through dreams, On this serrated coast at the edge of the
world, the first spring rain had éveryone in Tanis Bay restless in their
beds. ' ' | .
" The spikey wet had puhctu;ed the bubble of air that made_She; Cleary
snore and his wife,.Teodora, rolled over to chéck his" breathing. The
noise of the rain on the cedar shake roof had fﬁrced him off his back; he
lay on his side, one ear sﬁléﬁt’agaihst the‘P1llow..‘lﬂs breath was sharp
and shalTow in a chest caved in over Nis old heart. ‘ ﬁ
The haré driven rain still raised the tang of wet creosdte bushesfin
Teodora's nostrils. Sixty-one years of tﬁe dense green smell of
Véntouver lsland'f forest had not erased the red lands. The drumming on
the roof-was the same drumming she had heard in another 1ifetime on the
sunpacked- d@sert floor. This first ra1ﬁ of.the spring made her think aﬁ
another sprihg. the Sonofan Desert -amd™ her rea1'wedd1ng. §he.would ask
Shea in-the morn;bg if fhe,rain reminded him of the Papago v1llage“1nl

Arizona.

Across Johnstone Strait from Tanis Bay in an overgrown house on Klaskish‘ '

Island Wil Charlie sh1fted to h1s back “to listen to the fist of rain

s
beating at the canvas patch ‘on the roof. Augusta Charlie turned over

too, but she heard the rain as it shattered against the waves like spit

' against teeth, In her half sleep she felt the layer of bear grease her

-

1
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CIan grandmother had spread all over her body to protect her from the

rain and the cold waves. = The grease had. fiflpd her pores so her skin
:couldn't breath, but her grandmo@her,kept puttfng more and.more on, until
her fifﬁeen yéﬁr old légs cﬁuldn't stand still any'longér and she ran
down the .beach and into the wet mouth of the ocean. The rain th1nn;d .the
'gruasn fn Augusta's hair and it ran down her forehead burning her eyes
more than the salt water did. The rain was icy needles stitching the
waves together in front of her so that she couldn' t see the 1sland she
must swim to. Up and down the oceart breathing with her on its chest, up
and down, her arms flailing to be free of it, to reach the 1s1and . e
the warmth of the little house her sisters of the Women''s CIan had

prepared for her.

-

in another house in Tanis Bay, Aislinn Cleary had been listening to the
"rain ricochet of f the tin Poof. .It made her think of Billy'ﬁtonewan&'the
guys pl(nking at highway signs with a battered Cooey .22 when she was
sixteen and cruising in old man Stone's pickup., The whole gang getting
wet and drur;k in the box of the half-ton. The guys taking turns sighting
the gun off thg cab roof'when Billy slowed fﬁe fruck as they came up-on a
fluo}escent'black.aﬁg‘yﬁ)té Provinéigl Highway's targét. \
'Billy was o1der‘£han the rest of them and he had the waitress frog
fhe-lslanq Highway Service Station snugged Up fn the crook of his right'
m,  Aislinn umtched; studying the waitress' upturned face, tﬁe Brandy
H;ﬂe 1ipstick. The.réarv1ew mirror heid Billy's greedy smj\e. Hg 1ooked:

1ike a rock star out of Rolling Stone . . . arrogant, powerful . « o and
e é@fi '

-
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she longed to feel his touch.as his fingers exbiored inside the curve of
i , ’ ) )

. . ¢

Miss Brandy Wine's sleeveless blouse,

‘Msiinn heard hef mother,moan in the next room. She suspended her
breathing anr 1istened. The*houseibaq qdief and she was grrtcful the
rain hadn't turned to tears in her mother's room. Tears on her @othdr;s
blank, expressionless face were groteéque, the s1ght filled her Wwith
horror. Her mother whd so hated human uea ess ) who had mocked her
husband-s drunken, frustrated tear;T‘:;r children s skinoed knees and

-

crybaby sobs, was focked inside a trembling, deter1orat1ng body.

1]

- ) . . \\

f/\

She wasn't crying, but Fern was awake under the tin roof. She mumbled a

L

“slow litany: “It's rained from the day I was born, My life's been
filled with rain . . . . My life is rain with no rainbows. What was th;
rain song we used to skip to in the school yard;‘ My mother calling me,

'‘Fern,’ Fern, come in out of the rain, silly girl, no coat on . . . what

do you think you were dofng out there, young Tady?¢ Did 1 really say,

'Tasting the rain?' Yes, I said it and she slapped my face for answering{- ‘

back. She could slap me all she wanted now, I wouldn' t feel a thing.
Too late, too late for not feeling « . . mother Tong since dead. father
dead, husband dead . . . my body dead but the ra1n wakes my head and.

mades me think . . . I hate the rain.”

——



\.

.. Ny
e

'The'mornfng sun‘entided a breeze.up Tanis Bay,that‘shook the water from
the fingertips of trees onto the tin. roof.‘ . |
‘\f ’"A1sl1nn, where are you?" ~ Fern' s slow, measured wdrds beat out a
drum march on . the wall between the bedrooms. '"A1sl1nn, come<get.me up
oo 1 won t 1isten to the rain on the roof one more. minute.'
A1s]1nﬂ 1et the shades up 1n “her mother's - room’ before she wept to

fthe,dreSser‘fpc_a cleanﬂpair of woolen underwear her mother wore winter

~and summer, "_, | o X e
Fe:n turned: her head to the w1ndow. "Spring raim in England is
| pleasant;‘not like this. It s enough to suffocate a person, a]l those
‘trees and clouds." | _ : I - H\—~// ; "~A((*

A Als]1nn g]anced at the sun com1ng through the w1ndow, before peeling

k back the bare[y rumpled blankets and sheet cover1ng her mother. Exceptf

for the tremors that shook her r1gld musc]es, her mother hard]y moved

now, her n1ghtgown smoeth oveg 1egs that 1ooked 11ke knotted sticks.

Aisl1nn slid what her mother st11ﬁ called "kn1ckers“ over b1rd s feet and

. up Fern s ]egs, pushing the n1ghisgwn ahead as she went}_ | A
“I hate the raln.“ The words came out’ f]at because Fern could no d

longer draw down her thin 11ps in her famous look: of -disdain. |

'bl{' _ “You ve ' told me - ten mlllion t1mes, mom." Ais]1nn pu11ed the

nightgown over her’ mother s head. : ’
*iz . ‘“I shou]d have marrted that Yankee sold1er after the war and gone to

f,California.“ | The t1dht neck- musc]es made Fern's head st1ck out.

'aggres$1ye1y over.her chest.

AN . BT



o

A1sl1nn stood by the bed, 'the nightgown crumpled in her hands. "I

don't want to hear about it . . . you and your soldiers « « « " She

, staredgat the woolen vest that outlined ribs where breasts should have

been.;
"I have a right to my memor1es,“ her mother said. "I haven't got

'anyth1ng,e1se,left. I can see that Just by the way you're looking atd

me." |

~

AR i
BN

Aislinn'dropped the nightgown on the floor and quickiy piched up a
housedress from,the bedside chair. Avoiding her mother's/eyes with their
br1ght accus1ng p1npo1n“§’of light, she sat her up an; swung her fra1l
.legs over the edge of the bed She buttoned the dress on down the front//
and pu]]ed knitted sl1ppers over the timy feet, “then lifted henﬂotf the
‘bed and carried her to a ch1ntz covered sofa chair in the k1t en,
Earry1ng her mother about:. -as if she was a child made Aisl1n .feel
strangely old, and pat1ent.- For -a moment, she was. protector ore than
’nursema1d E S 3 : ~/

Fern sensed the change 1n roles and, once in the cha1r, she a]ways
said someth1ng to re- estab11sh her pos1t1on. She was the mother, Aislinn
was her child. No matter how he]p]e;d/he:\zo)d1t1on became, ‘that wouldv
never change. ‘"Don 't forget to phone in the ‘grocery orders « + . YyOUu
knowdhom?everyoné gets when the store runs out of stock."

."fobay is Tuesdai ‘not,,MondayJ" Aislinn slid some lard into the
’fry1ng pan. Y o

,v"In that case 1 hope you d1d it yesterday.

There was very 11tt1e tone to Fern's voice. She.could no longer -

make her words sp1t like the fat in the frying pan, but Ais11nn S ears

wgre still s1xfyears old and she heard the o1d 1mperat1veness.

+



| "Of coorse‘l did . . . now let*s get this egg jnto you . .+ . gran
will be wa1t1ng for me." Aislinh spooned the white. and yellow fragments
betveen Fern' s 1ips, alternat1ng w1th a bit of soft. toast torn to ‘4
spoon -size, | '

Fern mumbled  some of the egqg onto her ch1n. “Didvyou'bring home my

RSN

- -

-~ magazines?" _1{_ _ f\\ ~ L : B ‘; N

i/ g “Damn yt, efther eataor talk." Aislinn wiped Fern s ch1n w1th the

!

dishrag. 'tjour.ﬁagaz1nes are. r1ght there on the table.. fI]_)' ﬂ.

Fern raised her hand to push the spoon away, 1ns "*gfa;ga the

egg bowl with a s!ow, awkward movement\cauSing it tovrock obbwbhfanitV'
'ta1k to your precious grandmother the ‘way you talk to e. 2 L  ’ ’Uhh
- "Here, dr1nk your milk. W A1s]1nn put the glass’fffher mother s th1n
lips. "Mrs. Chambers is com1ng by th1s morning. e g _
~ - “"Where's Clara_,Stone?“ M11k bubbled into a wh1te froth between :
| Fern's lips. S : . T>» _ | :
"Clara's. go1ng f1sh1ng w1th ~Sam this‘mbrn1ng. Aislinn-%s?’the
dishes.in the sink and grabbed her ra1ncoat/off the hook. . "And f m“gone
. . . gran will be lifting grandad by herself if 1 don't get a move on."

"Why don t you JUSt move 1in w1th them.-. L Fern looked blanklyx
at the 1atest fashions on the tall, young women in the magazine, Aislinn
had laid-opeh in her 1lap. "You should do something w1th that hair of
yours."
| "See you at noon." Aislinn was.gone and the screendoor banged shut

~on Fern's last piece of advice.
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Teodora had Shea Lp and was shutfling him into his slibpers when Aislinn‘
opened the bedroom door. "Grarf, you-Shou\d have waited until I got
here." | ‘ |

"The . rain woke* us up‘early.". Teodora helped Shea out to the kitchen-
table. "It ra1ned V1ke that: the night before we got married « « o don't
you “think- -s0, old man?“ '

{
!

' r
“Ra1n, I guess so, [ sure wasn 't th1nk1ng about rain that night.

'Shea turned h1s head 1n the direction of Teodora's voice while he patted

the table, check1ng w1th his f1ngers 1nstead of his milkwhite eyes for

‘the position of the breakfast dishes..

Aisllnn p]aced her grandfather S hand on. the handle of the mug she

_ had Just f1lled w1th tea. "What were you thlnk1ng, grandad? Were you

scared . . . that s what gran’ says. S0 o ;fQ
"Well, Took what I got myself into ... . your grandmother's scared
the,pante off of 1 don't know how‘many'men with her talk of .spirits and
the mumbo-jumbo she chants when she's doctoring someone," _ - ////
Teodora turned from the stove, the frying pan in her hand; "0ld man,

if it wasn't for my curing, you'd,have_been in your grave a lang time//

" ago." : R o L. //’

"Hah." Shea b1ew on his tea, 1nha]1ng the steam with his second
breath. "We Clearyf are 1ong in the tooth. It's the northern blood "

A1slinn sat down at the table to butter the toast. |

Feellng his granddaughter at his s1de, Shea grinned "Anyway , that_:
heathen wedd1ng wasn t ledgal. . . ."° o | ’
Teodora. poured coffee for herself and Aislinn. "It may notdhave

been whitelegal, but the .gods saw our marr1age, that's all that matters.”

“Your hairpins are too tight lf you think any kind of god"wou1d be
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{interested in what that Papago chief had to say." Shea turned his head

toward thev sound ofy;Aislinn~ stirring her coffee. "Two Bellies was
©, : . _ L » - : . R

marrying'off his nephew not long after we arrived in BUrnt<Seed.' He-had
-some strange notion we belonged together and offered to~ marry us at they
same time. " Your grandmother had me under one of her witgn_speiis so 1.
<Jagreed. Can you imagine ,us- sitting on the ground in ‘the middie of Burnt
vSeed being harangued by the parents of the bride and groom7 This was ther

marriage ceremony ¢ e e damn practicai when ' ybu think about it. fThe
.. )

,parents of the bride aiso spoke for your grandmother- and they gave - the

"M

two girls a real taiking to 1n front of the whoie Viliage .‘.;. put them‘

in: their- p]ace .q. . made ‘no bones.about who -was to be~boss~in the new

\\_

families.t S

\1\
Teodora brought over a p]atter of eggs and fried tomatoes, and sat
'4ii down at the table. "You ve. forgotten to tel] our granddaughter one\thing,

'“'Td man/. .. that Papago girl and me didn t have to -accept you feiiows,
especiatiy me since the Papago are not my peopie. Yaqu1 women are not
; married this way. You Just remember that Yaqui wives can leave their

husbands for good at.any time, espec1a11y when they re oid and cranky.
- Aislinn took her plate and‘cup to the sink. S I'm glad you two love

“each other:so much;" | T

'Rkhat gave you that trazy‘idea." Shea fglt. across the table_for
Teodora s hand. B | o ' |

“You re together, aren't you?“ Aislinn put on her raincoat. "I'l1
“ea

‘see you after supper. She disappeared out the door.

) "A heathen ceremony, is that what you think, old man’" ~ Teodora

—

helped ‘Shea from the tabie~to ‘a nearby rocking chair. . She stroked the

arm of,the rocker. It always pleased her to remember_that,Francis had

N - - 1
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e-" _ s
made this thtng of beauty(jn the good days befdre his accldent when he
had. two hands to collect the drlftwood he used for its graceful curves.
“A heathenvweddlng .*; . well it was a whole jar of beans better than

what happened in San Francisco. Civll ceremony. hau. Believe me, there

//

'were no gods 1n that city hall buildlng, just dead souls pretending to be

'people. d R 4‘f‘_' ‘ ,", . i ‘-‘- ' L,

| “Those government clerks were a cold bunch of buggers; that's for
sure. Shea leaned his head back against the chair.. His coarse whlte

- Jhalr stuck out.on exther side where Alsllnn had cut it too short to lie

Teodora knew when he agreed Wlth her he had had enough.and was ready

tto sit and doze, drifting in and out of tjme whlle she washed the dlshes'

and tidied the kitchen,

As she chased the cutlery around under the cover of white suds, she

was remlnded of . the clouds that appeared above the blue Baboqulvarl

"Mounta1ns at the edge of ‘the desert. The clouds looked down on the

, v1llage l1ke godheads whlle the Papago parents married their chlldren,‘

and her and Shea.. Their words had come to her through the «changeling
clouds where she saw the faces of her family. ’
The'clouds 'h‘ad- drifted up from the south"}, from Mexico. Had they

floated unconcerned_jwer the broken back of the Sierra Madre, casting

‘shadows on the rockpiled graves of her v1llage? Shea had helped her bury 4

what the coyotes and birds had left of the bodjes of her people.

Collectlng the scattered bones‘vthat lay about' the plaza, under the

torched canethatch of the ramada church and in the ransacked Stone
houses, she was glad her family had died those lonely years before.: To

d1e at the hands of the mountain,:, burled under the shr1ven rock of a
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fallen mesa cliff was .a glft compared to the'village s death at the hands
of Mexican‘soldlers.. The federales had made 1t easy for her to Teave
Sonora for good, ‘her People were either dead or scattered to the wind.-'
She had only Shea to love her. v .
The' clouds dldn 14 cry at. her wedding. No tears dropped from the fat“
‘cheeks of the clouds onto the. desert floor. She was sure they saw no
- 'need since she had been freely watering the spot where she sat. The‘
Papago ‘acknowledged her tears.i They understood ‘that the sight of their
, vlllage, the sound of the ceremony must make ‘her grleve gﬁd they mourned
at the thought of a lost village: the - ‘threads between ~human beings
broken and burled : '
A1l she had Teft when she arrived 1n Burnt Seed was. the knotted cord.-'

L4

around her neck. It was her rosary, self-made to. tell the beads was to
tell her life -- knots to remember by.  When shemleft‘her home and
Q'crossed the Sierra Madre with{the Yaqui guerrillas, she had started a map
;" song to go with the knots.« After two years of following the army, her.
map song had more words than all the prayers she knew, Yaqui and Nhlte.
\\;"HQQE: her fingers those early knots told of war:
~ Women and children packed onto the roofs of the qucars and coaches
of‘the hospital train thatffd]lowed'General Villa back and_forth across °
the state of Chihuahua. ~ Children ‘blinded by cinders from theg
‘ locomot1Ve's stack, All of them starving. .The, thin tail of the
reyolutionary"war horse, | r

Slow starvation: the women followed their men.and the food 1f

©

the women had stayed on the ranchos like General v1lla wanted when he°
took their husbands, they would have starved to death quickly. Villa

gave them only enough food to keep_their deaths off his conscience. Food -

g
ped
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was for;those who carried guns.  For women soldiers, but not for the

viejitas that washed clothes, cooked meals and lay down on gheic backs to

"_ be covered by men ‘with death in their eyes. They camé to her for

immortal root to return their moon blood; not enough. food o feed the ney

seed clinging insjde and theﬁselves too. She had done what She could to

“cure their 111s, but Her herbs .could not deaden the pain of hungef.

And the peon soldiers with their terr1ble wounds, Torn‘apart’by'

guns as big as oxen. They had called to her, afraig ‘of the White
medicine in the hospital tra1n. They begged for her medic1"e as 2 hedge
'aga1nst the Roll1ng Graveyard and its Mexican doctors, uhat could she

do? She couldn t fi11 holes the size of tortillas witp chewed t°bacc0

1eaves, or mend arms and legs hanging by shredded f1esh with a poultice -

- of Brazil wood 'shavings. Her medicine bundle was not mage fOr the Sreedy -

sp1r1t of war, o )
And had her friends among the viejitas 1ived beyond the day she left

them in Chihahua City to cross "back over the mountaing tO SOMOrd with

Shea? The war had gone on. The revolutionaries were fighting'each Other

when she married Shea in Burnt Seed, Afizona and married pim 293in in San
Francisco, Callfornla. By the time she reached the treedark north, the

peon general Pancho V1lla, was an out]aw again. She heard these things,
,'f!

Shea read to her from the newspapers, but she Was neyer tO know °b°“t;

. Mamac1ta, Leya, Anita, Dominga, Rosa . . . . , B

Teodora spoke to the dish water as if it were a mag‘c pools “What

became of them?"

Shea. opened his eyes at the sound of her voice. wgpat's that? Yoy

talking to me, Teo?"

wJust talking to myself. 'Teonri~BJ1léd the plygr SWir1ing the

191
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' suds and the clouds down the drain. Now was a time for remembering, for

closing. the gaps and pulling all the knots together ~ the fragments of ™

*her life making a single message.

" Shea picked up the conversation where he had left it with his knife
and fork at the breakfast table. "I remember the look on your face when
" Two Bellies told you girls to always obey your husbands. He had a good

- way ofyputting it . . . how did it go . . . something TTke, 'Your husband

is like ‘a chief to you. Don't talk when he's talking.' That was the

-\
gist of it anyway. I could tell he was wasting his breath on you.

You've ¥lways been too:independent for a uoman. I blame your uncle for’

teaching you his medicine . . . that's not for women." |

“Ne]], since you're awake and ramb11ng, old man, then Just you
reca11 that Two Bellies told you fellows not to beat your wives, but he
didn't say anything about wives beating their husbands. : Teodd%a flxcked
Shea's knee with the wet dishtowel.

He jumped, then tried to-hide his .response by rocking" back; the

<

rungs %; the rocker whined and he said, "You should-give your husband

more respect."”

Teodora laughed, “Why should I start now? How about if I give you

A
tea 1nstead?“ ‘

"Go"3head, try and placate me with a cup of tea. You always did
play on my weaknesses. Not that I have many." |

"No,“ Teodora punctuéted her words with three more flicks from the

-

wet tongue of the dishtowel "just tea morning . o . noon . . . and
nigpt. Hhen 1 m-not'filling the teapot, I'm fetching the chamber pot."

“Just as long as you don't get the two mixed up."

f
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why; what she didn t know was how long, how long she could stand 1£
‘ The summer.she turned seventeen she'd almost made it out, almost
escaped but the rain betrayed:her, always the rain. The Pq;1f1c Cpach
was late Egping into the bus stop at the Island Highway Se;:;ce Station;
the rain so ‘bad that the restaurant: was full of truckers. She had no
choice, there'was no place else to wait and of course Billy's girlfriend
was on duty. | ‘ |
Aislinn sat & the 1little table in the far corner nearv the
washroéms, her back to the counter. She might not.be noﬁiced.between the
" blocks of heavyset men hunched over their coffee the way they hunched
over their steeringwheels as if to make the circle part of themselves.
‘Miss Brandy Wine hadn't missed her, though. "Fancy seeing vyou

"here. You going somewhere?" Billy's waitress- asked.

"Downisland to visit my aunt." Aislinn put her hands in her jacket

pockets to keep them from nervously ripping the edge of the paper
placemat. With her telltale hands out of sight,~she knew Miss Brandy
Wine wouldn't catch the lie; she wasn't a local. |

“Yeah . . . bus is going to be real late tonight . . . part of the
highway's flooded, had to do a detour. | So, what'll you‘have.“ The

waitress did a quick check of the room tracking empty coffee cups.

13,w




"A coke . . . just a small,’ Alsllnn said to the wall with lﬁs

sllhouette of a woman in a long dress‘and ‘powdered w1g. She stared aQ

She'd finished high school and that was enough. Her mother wouldn't miss
her. Afslinn looked at the sllhouette on the other side of theLdoor, a
man with a top hat and some kind of tuxedo. Ladies and Gents. ?%;
hadn't really noticed the figures befere. She chuckled at their job and
the company they. were keeping. Her gﬁan and Qrandadkwqqld get a laugh
out of them. - ' ‘ . '
‘The waitress set downlher coke. "What's 'so fupny?" she asked.

~ "Nothing . . . a. private joke." Tear#~-threatened to rplll onto
'Alsllnn's eyelashes. ‘What if something happegeg to her old folks while
she Q??*EWsy? She couldn't look up. She he;£er hot start hlubberlng

with all these men around. Reachhn@ up, she Epok out the clip that

pulled her hair back from her face, letting it fall like a curtain, The |

metal end of the cllp.was 'sharp ‘where the plastic tip had ‘broken off.
She focused on the tabletop, lightly scratching her initials into the
s:rfacé. She added W.S., underneath; Sp1der tracks. She wbuld leave
the slip, over end over, cutting in the letters, the plus sthol. 'Then,
Atslinn froze under‘a hand on her shoulder.

Billy‘dropped into the chair across from her, - “So, what are you

doing here?* he asked. < - -

"Nothlng . « o hanging out." Aislinn si‘ ed her coke, then set the.
pe

glass down on top of her message.“ ﬁhe kept her eyes on the- coke,.

stirring the ice with the straw. Miss Brandy Wine had glven her one of

the bent strews they put in little klds!'drlnks. She took it out and

\

the image, sendlng her thﬁnghts to be weighrby those dainty hands.

\

behind more than spider tracks to remember her by. She pressed hard on .
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crunpled it into the ashtray. |
| “"How did you gét out here?" Billy was watch?aa'her face.‘notvkér”
hands. . , | }
For the first time since Billy sat ‘down, Aislinn }ooked at him, She
_noticéd his eyes hadn't chadged sihce they were kids, even if everything.

else had; the irises where still dark, serious circles. “"Walked,out,"

he finally said : - ’ .
she finally said. : & .
. [3 [Ny " ) . . {r’* - ,.. N CoL
“Shit, you must like it here a lot?" He looked around. "1 can see’
. . A ‘. M . : .
why. .

. "Yeah, you seem to spend a lot of time here." She watched the ice
cubes grow smaller, diluting her coke. .

"Sure, the old truck's a bummer, always breaking down. Remember

/

when'I just got my driver's licence and 1 was playing big shot taking

e

;

everybody to Goldeye?“ ‘ ) .
kL\remgmber be1ng stranded on that mudhole of a road in the pour1ng
Eain for hours. And you swearing at the carburetor until §omeone noticed
the truck waé out of gas." . 7 )
"I bet you didn't know I wasn't supbosed to have the truck that
\ night. The folks were at a danc%iand I.helped myself to the keys;f ‘He
lowered his head and smiléd to himself. |
"Yeah, I heard later." |
He raised his head to Took at her. "Did you hear what dad did when
I gof home™"
Aislinn shook her  head, no, although she had. She wanted to hear

his version. ‘ : ‘ ' : "ﬂ .

“The first thing dad says is 'Give me a dollar. I had to give it

- to him in change, I was that broke.- ‘In one-hand he's got my quarters and

2 -
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dincs. some ponnics too, and 1n the other he's: holding a bill of sale and

the truck's insurance with 'cancelled‘ written across it. He says to me.
'You got wheels now.' VYeah, right, a truck with a teaspoon of gas in the
tank and no 1nsurance.‘ The only high school kid in town with wheels but
no social lt!e.'-l'spent.a1‘ my sbace time workin% tq‘keep 1t\ruhn1ng;
 Hell, nothing s changed." .

A1slinu looked over her shoulder at Miss Brandy wine. “Oh, I don't
know about that." \

Billy smiled an& anked at the waitress p&hring coffee. "So, can 1
give you a ride back home?" o L

- —

Aislinn tried to hide her surprise.. "Aren't you here to pick up

\ 4
’ %

your girifriend?"
| “No, she still has half her shift left to work."
Aislinn examined the grey eyes across from her. '"Is;the truck in
the garage here?"
"Nope, it's running fine." .
~ She_ s:t contempiating her flat, watery coke thaﬁ had reached the r1m
. and sent sticky runngrs down the sides of the glass.
“Come AB;F gilly said. "1 hear the bus is going to be hours late."”
Aislinn shot a glance at Miss Brandy Wine. “"Yeah, alright.” She
caught his little wave to the waitress. ;‘ ' :
Come to think of it, that was her last ride 1n the old pickup.
Billy went downisland to. work and her mother got sick. Tired of -marching

~ her pencil down the columns, Aislinn closed the ledger. The front door

* of. the store Opened. the unoiled hinges rem1nd1ng her that there were a

lot of things left undone. From the little room at the back, she stepped

i

“out behind the. counter.

. . N
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They both stood Jjust inside the door, quict\y expectant, untching
from behind their wrinkles for ‘her face to appear between the curtatns, )
Wil and Augusta Charl1e always surprised Afslinn., She was sure they were
surrounded by a soft yellow 1ight, even though she couldn't sqp it. Th;y
always seemed”warm to her., ‘What, it's you two," Aisktnn said. u

They smiled, min1pulaf1ng the spidery network™\of their faces to
reveal their ldst teeth. Their quick, dark eyes absorbed al) her edges:
soft ahd hard. Behind the smiles théy kééw her. \

Aislinn teased, "You alﬁays appedr out of nowhere." '

"Klaskish Islandiisn‘t nowhere, it somewhere, yes. You've been to
somewhere," Augusta said, as she moved across the store. )

Aislinn stepped from behipd the proprietorial wedge of counter and i
hugged the humped shoulders of fhe old woman. 1In turn, she embraced the
bones and sinew of Wil's fiéhermyﬁ's frame.
| Augusta took down two large boxes of tea from a nearby shelf. .
Aislinn got down a couple of boxes of digestive biscuits. Then
-another, as Augusta held up three fingers. "I see you two'are staying .
for awﬁ?le. ‘I'm glad. The Clearys need some fresh ta}k. ‘ )

Wil cocked his head. "Hhat e « o YOU want fresh talk from us old - .
Indians? No can do . . . too oldl". He shook his head, ghe lines 1n” his
forehead were- tight and grave. 7
| Augusta poked gim with a strong, bent finger. "ﬂho you sayingzs too
old? [ still got plenty to say,yes.zlnd some you haven't heard.”
“Hah, I've heard everything you got: o -«-you_haven‘t‘stqpped~

4

talking since we been married," Wil said.

=

“If that's the truth, how is it we had ten chiidren, yes?*®
‘ . : L [N
“It made no differenceg you talked while we made babies too . . .

‘
h Y ) . >
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te]ling ‘me how to do 1t " Wil had to"shake his hegd again, as if

perplexed by the memory. _ :
"Nel],-it mu st ve worked yes?“ Augusta smiled, pleased with her
. ) ¥

) wit,

It was Ais]innVs rn to shake her héad. "I can't imagine having

‘that many - k1ds "

"Start young, ryes. . Augusta assumed -an expression of -innocent

: quest1on1ng..,"when you go1ng to start?"

A1sllnn ducked behind the counter for a bag. 'éiere aren't many

. opportun1t1es around here." She packed the groceries aﬁd handed them to
o : . "

Wil . . |
‘ s : <

"You don t Tike 1oggers7“ Wil asked. ' ’1 t}

"Nothing wrong w1th them 1 “guess, ‘except they're all married.

Didn't you,hear . o e GEwe1l & Bunting moved all the s1ng]e loggers. out,

. "ﬁ 3
Yocked up the bunkhouses. It's just a ma%ter of time . ¢ . th1s,place is. .

£ 3

- going to be‘a ghost town. Just me and the o1d'folks "

‘Nil looked straight at her. "It shou]d have happened 1ong t1me ago

. « o they take too much,-too many trees . e change everyth1ng that's

been here” 1onger than people. -They don t know th1s place.”

A1sl1nn had no answer for h1m. Nhen he ta]ked 11ke this, as he

often did to her grandfathercﬁshe felt th forest's restless, secretive

‘ breathigg Nalking down th overgrown

'the feel1ng that the trees, the bush, a]l the green life held its breath
1 .
waiting for har to go away S0 it could get on with hea11ng éts wounds.

b tg Augusta p]ucked at N11 s s]eeve. “Come. on, you can talk about the

trees tO»Shea. 1 got someth1ng I want to show Teo." Augusta had her

hamﬁ_on the doorknob. ‘“See you ton1ght, yes?“ ’ s

g1ng roads; she'sometimes had
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"Yes," Aislinn said to the blind that flapped like a handlwav1ng
goodbye from the closed door. ' ;#ﬁ?" j;&;fﬁ |

A

Fern was 1ay1ng in wait for Aislinn when she got home for lunch. §fyly
Chambers had not only talked most of the morning, but her sole source of
COnversat1on was her granddaughter the Dairy Princess, ™ s~ N,E., now

‘a fashion. mode] and on T.V. too. A1l this before'she was twie ly-three,

A1s]1nn s age. $ g

N1thout acknowledging A1sl1nn s greeting, Fern opened ‘her mouth and
if
spit ‘out words as if she was choking on them. "why don't you'take care

¥

of yourself, 1 taught you how, Look at you R dressed 1ike'a boy,

blue jeans all the time and you walk like a man, sit l1ke a man too, your

Y

legs wide open . . . mq'Pe it's a bless1ng you don't wear dresses. 1

told your father he'd ru1nlyou o« o treat1ng.y0u ]1ke a son. And you

going along with him, letting,him enterlyou in those loggers' contests.

Shame.on you, a young woman out there competing against all those men."
Aislinn put the kettle on. Her relationshipfwith}her‘father was

we]1-tﬂoddenNground she tended to sk1rt. 4;§o, how are you feeling?"

"I d have fe]t a lot better if Clara had been here. At least she

Yets -me finish a sentence or two. B ; =
"Mrs.‘Chambers forgets about your_speeoh.“ kisltnn;opened a package

of Pop ‘Tarts. | -

*'How could she remember, She‘s too busy chattering., - It's my

o]

— -

daughter th1s my granddaughter that, as if the world revolves around her

family." Fern broke her Pop Tart apart with her fingers. ¢
: s c o &
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“Xeah, you should see her diningroom. _It's‘full of photographs in
fahcy plastic frames. Most of them are of ;Miss Downisland Guernsey."
Aislinn spread a thick slab of peanut butter on half an apple.

“She said you'd make a good model tall 11ke you are ahd muscular.,

Imagine her saying in that piping voice of hers, 'They 1ike women to have‘

musc1e§ ndw;' What . does she know?" Fern stared at the mashed‘pastry on
the plate in front of her. . _
“Me, a model? That's a laugh." Aisl1nn put down her apple and

~spooned up fragment of fruit and crust for her mother.,

"It wouldn't be if you started behaving like a young woman. I've_

seen pictures of that granddaughter of hers, she's got noth1ng on you

P except she knows how to act like a lady." | Fern continued to stare at the
plate, 1gnor1ng the spoon. _ | |

"What difference does it make how I behave up here?" Aislinn rubbed
the pa]m of her fnee hand agginst the corner of the tab]e. B
| "1 didn't ratse you to be a backwoods hick." The almost continuous
'tremore which electrified Fern's body made her look as if she was
shivering with distaste at the thought. ’ \

Aislinn. dropped the -spoon on the p1ate scatter1ng sugar-coated
flakes of pastry across the table. "Nhat do you want from me7"

F“Nothing . o .'my_tea.f Fern wiped the sugar from her fingers.

AisTinn hadn't been back in the-store jong after lunch when ghe heard

Linda's crackling \laughter; f The door hinges whined and her friend

‘appeared with her two year old balanced on her hip. Corrine and Tracey



came - in with their assortment of children, a miniature circus of

mismat

and abslug line of damp across her clean floor meant they had met as
usual in the Company Park at the end of Centre Street. While the_kids
pretended ‘their toes were_fish on. the bottom of the wadirg pool. she
could see her friends talking about children, gardens, houses, husbands
but mostly jobs K .‘} the prime topic in Tanis Bay. _'ihe only real
industry left was reforestation. 'Jhe haryesting, the replanting was the
short, easy part of the cycie, the bush would recycle the town beforé
anyone came again to cut trees. At times,_especialiy when these w;men
'and their kids crowded into the backroom of the store. for coffee, Aislinn

felt the bush pushing at the town, forcing it inch by inch toward the

cliff where the wind would 1ift it 11ke a piece of scrap lumber and toss

it into the Strait. The sense of waiting was that strong. People had

aiways,waited'here: waited for supplies'to come in, the maii; sitting on
the landing when Aislinn was very young waiting for the steamboat to
‘bring someone or take someone away. Waiting had been a way of ]ife
accomp]ished with leisurely grace, but,;he old rhythm‘was gone, winding
dowr to the finish; It had not been her rhythm for years; her wait held
no grace because'it would take a death to release her. | U

Aislinn put the coffee- pot on the hotplate and opened the back door
to the porch and untamed backlot. The children were easily drawn away

from their imothers‘ “voices by the conspiratoria1 whisper of the

encroaching bush. They had mapped the tangle of backlot growth that was

tailer‘than most of them, knowing only too well that this jungle harbored.

wiid animals escaped from inside. the T.V.

» ]

The women ‘'sat on boxes of canned goods and toi]et paper, one eye on'

21

othes and stuffed‘animals. " The rubber smell of wet sneakers - o



the wilderness outside the back door..

Aislinn poured coffee into the mugs her friends brought with ‘them.’

"Any word from Sewell?"

D “Nothing. not a whisper," Corrine said.

“Not even a fart to show which way the wind b]ows,“ Linda added,:

dropping a couple of Sweet n Low tabiets in her coffee.
The other women ]aughed, a wry, knowing sound more derisive than

humorous. They tossed the conversation back and forth between the four

" of them as if itlwere'awbruised appie no one was wiiling'to eat or'throw'

B

away.

| "The'company wili‘wait toithe last minute. Keepithe men off guard,-

I ve seen it before."

"Yeah, keep them wondering, s0 they il accept anything the bastards'

offer.“"
"Even if"itnheans,moving'their families to the moon."
ﬁfhere's.no'trees‘on_the moon,“ |
“Yeah, 'Seweii s been- thefe too." ‘\_' _
' "God, 1 hate the thought of picking. up and mov1ng again. 1 was
| hoping we'd be here for a while.' 4
. "Maybe you ‘11 .get iucky and end up 1n a real town with a movie
'vttheatre and a supermarket ," Aislinn said. o

“Not bioody 1ike1y. ‘Tanis Bay is as- good as it gets the way- the

industry is right now." Linda tucked a ieg ‘up under her so she could see

past the porch railing to the end of the lot where a, shock of red hair‘

| arked her five year old son. - - N : _ &a‘i

Aislinn stared out the back door with the rest of them. Msn't it

"funny, you want to stay here and I want to get out,“ she said.. There was

\‘" '?J
o
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siience. She aiways managed to destroy the delicate balance. She spoke

quickiy,}throwing words Tike small weights. onto the scaie.'"Heli. I don't
know what I 'd do. if’\ did=get downisiand, anyway. Sally Chambers tried

to tell my mom this morning that I d make a good fashion model.. Can you.

‘ i imagine me . prancing around on" some stage dressed to the. teetht I've had

\
dress shoes on .twice in my iife and those were fiats. ‘ )

“I can see why," Linda said. E

- “Nhat are you, 5" 10?? “You're tall enough to model." v ~"Tracey

"flicked an ash off ‘the end ‘of ‘her . cigarette and studied ' Aislinn

criticaiiy.

" "What d1d your mother say about the idea7“ OniyvCorrinedwou]d_think.

| . to.ask this question.

Aislinn was quick -to answer, her voice high and bright. "It's'a

ioke to-her. . 1 should have been a boy as far as she' s'concerned._ Maybe'g'v‘-

,1 shouid get one of those sex change pperations.;
"How would they get rid of those tits’ No, you're definitely a

woman, " Encouraged by the iaughter of her audience. ‘Linda rose, arms

folded across her chest in contemplation, and circled Aisiinn. From -
behind Linda swept Aislinn' s iong black hair up dramaticaiiy, twisting:

it into a knot on top of her head. "Nhy don't we show your mom how good

you.can look?" Linda said.
"What do you nean?" Aisiinn reached:up'to Toosen Linda's'grip on

her hair._ . - PR B : -

a3

‘ "Tracey can. run ‘home and get her Avon sampies and we'll make-up your Lo

‘face;“ Linda slapped Aisiinn 3 searching hand away from the knot of hair
5 .

she was tightening:.

"Hell no, I don't want that crap on my‘face.“"Aisiinn'aimost stood



i

up 1n _response to Linda’ s tug on her hair.' "Sorry Tracey, I didn t mean
| it that way. }I ve always hated the feei ‘of cosmetics on my face . e
lihe a mask that' s.going to crack.” _

',‘ﬁzz)"The new products feel really natural, you won't Know you've got it
on™ ¢ ' '

"Until I rub my eyes."

"Ah, come on. -It's not going td‘kii[~y0u. _ You might like it'and~

 maybe your mom- wili too." .Linda dropped'the tail of -hair 'and‘ it spread

_-out like a fine silk fan.
0K, but 1.don't want. to 100k tike Twisted Sister."

/

It was hard. to know when Fern was surprised. Her face was as smooth as
- an egg on which raised eyebrows had been painted .« o e Parkinson S. mask
_ She reai]y only ‘had words themse]ves.

"Nhat have you done to yourse]f o . o o made up like a- whore?“ Fern

\

laid her hand fiat on the cover of the magazine as if she ‘didn't want the

~ woman there to see her .daughter.

"Well, if -anyone knows what a . . « « .

Fern cut. Aislinn off, “Don't you dare, you have no right C e e W

"1 wasn't deaf when I was a kid, I heard you and dad fighting at

‘night." The crash wouid wake her with a start and her eyes would fo]iow

' _the sound of the bottie rol]ing across. the floor of the room above hers,

: (rThen came the siurred Jesus Christs, God damns, and her mother's 'for

"crying out loud, Francis. Her mother never cried out 1oud, not even

- when he swore at her instead of the empty rum bottle rocking under - iﬁ}*
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K fwings and ‘she knew he cried out loud. ‘ . A
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dresser.  Some nights ‘their words pinned her 1ids open like butterfly

Fern strained to raise her voice and her already rigid neck muscles
stood out as hard and white as carved stone. "You know ndthing, you
hear, . nothing and neither -did your father. Jealous, he was always
green-eyed jeaious and,uorse when he was drunk. No woman should have to

put - up with what I put up with,"

E)
4

Aislinn turned away and banged the pots out of the cupboard. She
E

knew where the argument was going, She knew all about how much her
mother had sacrificed to‘keep the famiiy~tegether‘for the sake of her and
\ -

her brother and Sister.‘ Ais]inn rubbed her eye and'her fingers returned

“to the handle of the saucepan marked w1th the .same colors that exp]oded

‘1n her head. .Angerrfiared the way colored paper did in the fireplace,

quick and hot, but the ashes were always grey and‘dry1inside her.
| “Let me have a 1ook_at'you again," Fern said, quietly.

_"Just forget it. ‘- I hate the feel of the stuff, anyway. I[I'l wash

it off whiie supper‘s.cooking. - It _was no.longer the make-up she felt, ,

—

~but the parched words on her tongue. She put her,mouth under a trickle

from the cold tap.

"Suit yourself. You could use a bit of color . . . not a whe'

paint pot full, but . . . ." <

"Why don't.you drop it." Aisiinn siammed down the hall to cine '

bathroom. She ran the water in the ‘sink. w1thout 1ooking in the mirror.

What difference does-it make. she’ thought. Nomen put this stuff on to

impress men; who the he]l was she going to impress around here. The

’newly wed and nearly dead, that was 1t. She raised her head and 1aughed.'

25

catching a gleam of white surrounded by ned.‘ The polished skin and '
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outlined eyes belonged .to. someone else. a person who could imagine
herself- in exc1t1ng places, then go out and find them. Someone who made
the face'f1t the dream. Aislinn pulled the plug and the drain gulped

down clean water, : ST

Aislinn had settled her mothe},in“bed for the night and arrived at her
grandparent's house in time for %naian berry cakes and tea.. She stood in
the door for a moment, aware of the kerosene 1igﬁt»that enveloped the old
folks in a yellow half c1rc1e of wareth They sat around the table
| 'with1n “the g]ow1ng island while ‘the rest of the room hung back in the
shadows.. The four of them seemed luminous, rem1nd1ng her of the greased

papef‘some of the old woodsmen used in their cabin windows instead of

glass. If the rest of the room hadn't beep in darkness behind them, she

:felt~that she cou1d have looked through the old med and women sitting
‘(ﬂere.’ Her gran was right when she said electric 11ght was too co]d for
evening conversation. ‘ .
_ As 1f reading her . thoughts, Teedora ‘turned and smlled "Aislinn,
child, ome in. With all our talk, we d1dn t hear the door open.":
‘ Augusfa looked wup 1nto »A1$l1nn s face, her old eyes birdquick.
“Child, Teo? She's no child. She wears a woman s mask, yes."
Teodora stood to ~look more closely. "Paint. Are you not visiting
with us tonight, granddaughter?" - She went {o the stove for the kettle.
- Aislinn pul]ed a chair up to the tab]e between N11 and her

grandfather, "of course I'm staying, I've come to capture the hearts of

your huspgnds._'wil, tell this good-Tooking man beside me how beautiful I
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look tonight." \

‘Wil Charlie studied his hands and smiled at how upaware of herself
Aiskinn was. She had grown into a woman he could have carved in wood
when he was a youny man, She would suit wood; she was like the trees

themselves: tall and sturdy, yet curved and crowned. Although she was
joking, he wanted somehow to show her that she was truly handsome. But
.his tongue had never been as good a tool as his hands. "Shea, this girl

of yours gone and growh up. And . . . I'd say she's handsome."

Aislinn looked dismqyed‘ "Men are handsome, women should be’

beauti ful." ' ) u S -
Wil realized that she. didn't understand. ‘ "No, anybody can be
beautlful, men and women, get: some paint like you, nice clothes maybe
. . . that's not handsome." Wil knew the othersk were alert to his
seriousness, watching him hrest}e with};he words. "When I was young
. gppren;ice learning to carve masks, weJ taught to look for the}lspfrit
behind the  skin and bone and haih. The spirit we make out of”cedar
wood, "
Tears hcrept under the thick stfoke of . eyeliner and 1hvaded the
‘ powdery layer of hlue,érouhd Aislinn's eyes. 'h'liquid sky hung in her

eyelashes. She was not used to the gentle, appreciative touch of Wil's

words. They - forced her to examine herself and that was dangerous

terr1tory.

Augusta saw tears as blue as trade beads on Aislinn's 1ashes and

fé]t her strugg]e to keep her powdery mask from dissolving. She picked .

up the tea pot and had them pass their cups to her. She talked as she
poured "Among our people we used to have Clown Women who showed people

what they were doing wrong. A Clown Woman didn't speak, no, she didn't

—
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have to, all she had to do was m1m1;.people‘s bad ways and when they saw
themselves in her,.they were .ashamed. Clan Women ‘were p§0p|e with much
spirit showing through fhgir skin, yes. And 1? was the Clown Nomdn's
strong sp1r1t that mﬁde othér people's weak Spirif look so silly . . . .
Wil Charlie, when he was a little boy. carved the faces of two Clown
Wwomens That's how he got apptenticed to a carver.

Wil's face had changed as he listened to Augusta.' It became solid,

the eyes angry, the mouth sadz Jhat was before all ‘the good carQing‘

trees in the north were chewed up by the mills," he said.

Shea knew this was meant for him. Although they had been'friends
for more than half a century, w11 would never forget that it was Shea who
had suryeyed the Atlakim ﬂg{hey for Sewell}& Bunting. Accordingvsq Wil,
logging in the north was Shea's fault; he had opened the door to
destruction. “You know as well as I do, Wil, that there's more. to be
done y1th trees. thah.car91ng them.. PeOplé*need houses ; they don't need

statues . . . even your people. He sdt‘with his arms folded, the

fingers of one hand harassing the edges of a smal] ho]e in an elbow of

his sweater,

"We always had good houses and we had our poles too." Wil's voice

came from deep within his chest, a low, hard sound. "We _didn't take more

than we needed, so the young trees they always -grew up for us. Now the

whites have to do the forest's job and plant trees wﬁere"ihey have taken

everything."

Augusta would not ‘let the poles go undefended. As far as she was

concerned, people had to shelter the spirit more 'cébefulﬂy than the
~ body. ‘“We can live out 1n the rain; it would be hard, yes, but our

‘quies could live. If you g1ve us a'nice dry roof and then paint the

]
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worlgr}black, the sp1r1t will die and the body will Follow.“ Augusta

spoke slowly as 1f she w3s exp1a1n1ng the obv1ous to a ch11d.

Shea ]eaned forward in the rocker, agitated more by Augusta's tone

than Wil's anger. "Yes, the numan sp1r1t is powerfuI. How ¢ould I have.

lived with Teodora a11 these years and not know that? But don't you see,
the human sp1r1t seeks change, finds new ways for the body to live . . .
better ways.v Shea turned sl1ght1y, his head 11fted to direct his ears

tnstead of his eyes. "Wil, you don t want anything to change and - that $

" not good. for people.”

Wil glanced at Shea's putthrust head and .shoulders, his expectant
grip. on the arms of the‘chair.‘ His old friend Tooked to be steeling

himself against a blow. wil‘s‘Qoice softened slightly,-taking on the

cadence of a storyteller, "Since the first man and woman came here my -

peop]e have found new ways to live .~ . some good that we remember. some

not so good that we forget. This is change, change we made with the

blessing of the other world. The forest and animel spirits knew we would

not abuse themrwitﬁ/our new know1edge.__Your kind of change is selfish."”

Shea's head jerked‘back at Wil's last words. "My kind of change has

«

saved countless lives “in dried up countries, my k1nd of change has

brought food and medicine to people in remote jungle villages. You call

these things selfish?"
Wil seemed re]uctant to go on, but Augusta ignored the shrill note
in Shea's voice and cha]ﬁenged his view of himself. “Sure, the dams and

roads you built helped some people, Shea. VYes, we know. We also know

that you helped build big guns to kill many people at once. ~So;yoﬂ?

change has two faces, yes, one good . . . one bad."

‘ Aisiinn felt hurt and confused. She hurt for her grandaq,_h1s,old

4]
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friends against him, but she could not take h1s side ent1rely. Sheé‘ -
sensed that the Charlies were r1ght in a way, yet their 1deas were
Jumbled up with her feelings. Aislinn turned to her gran, who had a way~,
of putting,all-the sides of an argument tézzther so"you could see the
whole p}oblem 14ke a picture flashed on a screen. "Nha; do you think, =
gran?" she askéat-—-j\§ o ) ' ‘ 4 ;

- Téodora looked at Shea and then at Wil and Augusta giv1ng them time h
to lay aside the words waiting on their tongues. “Change walks on’a
s11ppery log across a fast running river. If he keeps his balance, he
gets to the other side where he can eat the new berries. If he slips, he
is carried away in tumbling water that may spill hisubra1ns out . ‘on a
rock. Change when left to himsg]f has pretty good balance; it's people
..that don't undef‘stand balance too well. It seems to me that people, -

'especially white people, discovered too many ways of doing before they

1
1
1

learned about balance."

Spittle showed through the grey stubble at the corners of Shea's

e mouth. "That's right, Teodora. take their side against me. It always

comes down to White and Indian."”

Aislinn was close to tears again. Her grandparent's home had always
been her refuée from the constdnt.batiles between her -parents. Her old
folks had been together for so long, how could they fail to understand
‘each other? "Ah, grandad . . . gran isn't> taking sfde§. A1l she's
saying 1§ that people have to think more about the ‘things they do‘and‘ -
what the outcome will be," she said.

Shea was beyond ﬁearing Aislinn's-plea. His tempef waé,visible in
the red blotches on his face. “Wil Charlie, yoﬁ'can'tgtalkltd me of

" killing, your people fought™ the other tribes all up and down this coast
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and ;;u not only kil}ed but you took slaves to do your dirty, heavy

‘work. We 1invented hach1nes to do ouar work, so people could be fHB..* N\ .
Shea slowly pulled himself up and out of the rocker by holding onto the

edge of the table. His angrx effort vibrated the table and the 11d of

tNe teapot chattered. “I'mréoing to bed," he said. “Aislina, give me

your arm." . - T o

The night rain‘had begun befere Teodora was asleep, replacing the sound

~ of others breathing in the house. It talged on the roof and kept her.
thoughts from turning into drbams. Nhat‘Augusta Qhad said during the
argument had started Teodora th1nk1ng about Shea and the fighting 1in
MExico. . He had often told her that he joined the Mexican Revolution
because Pancho V111a was ‘doing the right thing; Shea knew what it was to
live in a country where the ]anq had been taken from the people and they ~
starvee; 'Atkthe time they met, he said this to her as if she couldn’t

- understand all thatiit meant. But.her people had been fightT;; for their
land from the time the conquistadors caﬁe looking'for slaveg in the Yaqui
Valley. She knew al] the reasens, had seen the injustice, but she had
also seen the suffering-and decth that came with war.. How could killing .
make  things right? Greed gave birth to war; sharing could be done
peacefully. Look at how well she and her friends with all tﬁe1r¢ch11dren
tad shared a sma\]’house, food -and work in Chihuahua City. They made
life go_on while the men fought.

‘ She remembered the night General Villa announced that the army would

march on Mexico City, the troops turned into wild men in the streets. of



\\\ entered the house where the women sat in seml-darkness, burh1ng a small

»

. ) . a
. 4 . .
far-
E , »

Ch1huahua. .She had to avoid the central squares and main routes, it took
| her hours to get home.' The dark watts in the back streets undulated wlth'
the Shadows of revellers on roof tops and in the plazas l1t by torches.‘

- Teodora mlght have danced with the drunken shadows, she had good news for

the wdmen and children but she couldn t celebrate more k1ll1ng.

Se reached the courtyard of | ‘her -house with only the fumes of
pulque, tequila, aquard1ente*cling1ng to her clothes. _The drunks she had ,

met in the back streets were there because they could do noth1ng more

v

than sLeep and clutch at her sw1sh1ng sk1rts in their dreams. She

candlg that would not attract attent1on from the stree.. "Sitting in the .

L]

‘ dark is no way" to celebrate,“ Teodora teased.

pd

’ ' Mamacrta spoke from a chair by the stove, "Celebrate .« v e they are

- ‘not celebrat1ng out there in thé’ plaza .« « they are praying.’

®

"Prayer?“t Teodora asked ‘bemused 5..'

Mamac1ta s volce was hard her words angular, her eyes angry, "Yes
they are bless1ng themselves w1th‘the water'of forgetfulness, so . they
——will forget to fear death," ,

ﬁ i . \l ‘ .
Teodora spoke qu1ckly so the other women could not continue with

Mamac1ta s bitter . pronouncements and ruin Teodora S surprmse, "1 have
‘news," she;sald.
" Rosa's voice was flat and apatheticgtired at,the thought of riding
. - 1

“on the boxcars .all-the way to Mexico City, "We know. General Villa is

" - .
« Yo e ' . . P
N .
!

"1 don't mean‘the march south " Teodora was becoming exasperated

with their dejection. "The General 15 ‘going to leave a- storehouse of

food for those woman who will stay in Chihuahua City." She/ lit a fat
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candle squatt1ng on the table. - o A f l“v'fﬂ |
The women forgot the street full of drunken soldiers outside their
door, and ‘rushed Teodora, cheer1ng, clapp1ng, ta1k1ng. Teodora hugged
“them all, then he]d up her hand for qu1et.' “But, we must convince the
other vie3;tas that it is good to .stey'behind. The Gener:a] will tq.

away the food if too few women rema1n. S . | Ce
They all stood thinking about this chance to continue 11v1ng within
four walls in peace. They had noticed the change in their children since
" moving into_thevabandoned government -house. vThere_wehe fewer nightmaree,
fewer sleepiess nights. = Their chi]dren,]eughed. But their husbands
might.forget to come batk for their families. It was easy for a han to
start a new family these dayét Dominga voiced their conclusions, "Most
of the viejitas have children. They will stay for thé sake-of the little

ones. The 6thers are soldaderas and the General does not consider anyone

who carries a rifle for him a burden.,™\ They will probably go with the '

army, anyway." She produced.a bottle of pulque from behind a tall set of
.\ : N

" kitchen cupboards. "We have something tg celebrate now," she said.

The woman f1nlshed the f: uented ma uey Ju1ce by passing the bottle

: around the room a couple of times, s0 Leya contr1buted some homemade beer

she had been sav1ng for her man's return._  The liquor made the women -

L4
restless.

v ‘ - L

" They could no tonger hear the faint guitars and violins playing in
the streets so they climbed. to the second floor of the house in search
\of the music. Leya took down the crossbars on the wide windohs that

faced the Plaza Hidalgo and.the wooden shutters swung into the room

carrled by their own we1ght. The music drifted. abeve the rows of walls

. and, carried on the smoke ‘of innumerable torches, penetrated the fancy

,a.
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1ronwork ,arilles covering ‘the w1ndows. The fast-paced, insistent rhythm
of Las Espue1as reached the second floor bedroom. 'ﬁt the sound of The
Spurs, Mamacita grabbed a hairbrush off the top of a chest of drawers and

stood in the m1dd1e of the room, knees bent and the brush raised in her

)
, right hand as. if to quirt the horse made of thin air that she rode.

Leya, with the edge of her skirt raised de1icate1y. stepped behind

“"Mamacita and placed her r1ght hand on the older woman 's thick waist.

- Together they swung. into a trot, their bare feet~ softly sucking the

i called Rosa above the clapping.

polished wood floorr Picking up speed, they stepped right, then 1eft,. -

rocking right and 1eft str1k1ng the left heel on the floor .after four
steps to sign1fy the horse touching ground in a 1op1ng str1de. * They .

danced together to . the music diluted by the streets between them and the

Plaza. . _ &

"Senor, what a fine horse you have . . . perhaps a little underfed,"

4

The dancers went about the'roon in a figure‘eight”and broke”into-a

-ga]]op by ris1ng on their toes, bend1ng their knees, rlslng on toes and

1ower1ng heels,. up down, up down, c11ck1ng heels together, produc1ng the

&)

w dense sound of solid flesh and %EQF 11§tead oﬁ the smart click of 1eather

Boots and spurs. T a .-
"Senorita, beware of a man with no moustache,f Dominga taunted
"Yes, especially one that rides a starv1ng horse," contlnued Rosa.

“If he starves his horé%, he will .starve his wife," Teodora joined

n in.

. : , k e : ) .
_ “"And not even a moustache’ to tickle your bones . . . you'll be

doubly starved and twice as thin as your married fr1ends,“ Dom1nga shook

e
a warning finger at the galloping Leya. @'

e

©
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The riders moved from side to side, stepping left and right, faster
and faster, the music lost in the slap of their feet and.the trictTon of
‘their skirts, until a great shout rose from the ‘cowboy and.hTs lady, and
.Mamacita and-Leya collapsed on the bed, gasping, their arms'around each

e

other.

1

pu]led her skirt up to hide her face, “Tomas, my Tomas so slim 1n your

chamo1s-charro pants . . . all the s11ver buttons adding.a little music
to the tinkle of your spurs and the click of your boots. My sjster’

braided double'rainbbws into my hair . . . I was.a girl. Gone now . . .

e,\

" dead and gone’ my- Tomas."

-~

room, warm n1ght air brought the new songs of the
?*x_
- the women fell asleep to the sound q{ Adel1ta, Jesucita, La- Cucaracha.

ution. One by ode

The women sat around. Mamacita on the feather bil Into th'ef'lsilent
¢ 3

And one by one, as s]eep evaporated. the liquor they had- drunk Teaving a
residue of fouTed breath they left the soft bed for the comfort of the

floor, wrapp1ng themselves in shawls and b]ankets.

:‘4

She could sleep in those days, Teodora thought _ She sTept on top of

moving boxcars, in ditches at the s1de of the tracks, in. mountain Snow"

curled close to rob the heat from her dying horse. Now, night was a time
of remembering instead of dreaming. Nervously fingering thé black cord
ofaknots Tooped»around her neck, she felt an urgent need to put all the
. events,pf her,life together, fitting the pieces into one large map,: To

sée her whole life, hercpath and to know she had not abandoned the land

&

Tears pushed as1de the beads of sweat on Mamac1ta S cheeks. iShe,'
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of her ancestors._ The v1ej1tas would not accuse her of betrayal. Any

one of them would have crossed the border if they could have, Crossedi

" the border 1nto Arizona or New Mexico to wait and return when the®

fighting-wae‘over. return home. No, they would return on]y if they had

. men. to- return to. Their lives were connected to- men first, at least

‘Abefore the 1and, if not before their chi]dren.

This northern island had become her husband's home and hers, but 'she

sometimes regretted not returning to the Yaqu1 Valley in the 40' s to help

her people rebuild the Eight Sacred Towns. To have added a br1ckffbr her

father to the‘church at Potam, and to have given tal] thick candles for -

. her mother and sister might have eased her mind now.

Shea’rolled over on his back beside her. "Teo, I'm sorry . . ." He
waitedffPther forgiVing reply. "Are you awake?"

"Yes," she answered in the dark.



‘Aislinn had “hoped the clouds would" keep “the '§un at bay until"she
: f1n1shed but the blood on her hands was becoming 1ncreasingly sticky and
there wasn't a dry ‘place on her Jeans to wipe them. She noticed the’
shade deepen around her as the damp >ground beyond the shadows steame{.‘
Winterborn flies had warmed epough to gather on sma]]hpools of‘blood that
had spurted beyond the she]tered chopping block,” She glanced at the
coop; there were two left. Linda had already gone up to the house to:
- make éandwiches. If the kids behaved a little longer, Corrine and Tracey
would . have .these last birds cleaned, plucked and cooling An  the
waterf111ed plastic wad1ng pool before Linda's o]d man got home. |

| F1n1shed the women washed up ‘under the garden tap. Aislinn sat on
A the porch steps, dried chicken. blood making cardboard out of her blue
':{Jeans. The others brought their drinks and chairs down onto the lawn 1n.’

:—front of her. .

——

"I'm glad that's over," Corrine said. "Chickens are such pathetic
fb1rds." | |
. "Yeah, but whose fault is, that7 'My gran saysbwe stee] the spirit
from an1mals,.then desp15e them for being. sp1r1t1ess. ~ Aislinn looked
past Corr1ne to check on the dogs in the yard. "What's going on down at
the coop?" she asked. "Traoey, the dogs‘are chasing your kid."
"What now?" Tracey‘turned around to see. “What's he. got 1in hig
mouth?" ( -‘ o ‘ ‘
"Oh,lmy god," Linda said., "The little bugger's got a chicken head

between his teeth.!

\
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Tracey bolted down the yard. Startled‘by’her yell,*her‘son and the
dogs fled. She §wept fhe smal] boy up and the dogs closed around them.
She plucked the head out, cockscomb_ flapping, and threw it at the dogs.
'.Returning up the yard, she wiped the boy's mouth roughlvaith.the tail of
" her ;hirt. _ R k. )

Linda'o'husband,:ﬁart,'came around the corner of the house and
_stepped.up to the porch. "Shit, what have yod women been doing? You
sfink;like a bunch of wet pillows.,”. He bent4doﬁn-to undo the 1ong laces
‘of-his‘oalk boots. | | | | s -

Aislinn pointed to her stained jeans. “Fowl 'murders." She gor no
response from him. | ‘ | _

Earl slumped 1nto an old leatherette recl1ner in a corner of the
porcn. "Looks like the beginning of the end." He shook his’ head.

_ Linda handed him her drink. "What's up, -Eart?"

He raised the glass but didn't drink. “We heard today the company's
got a;dOWndsland contractor wjth a crew of planters coming up." “He
drained half the glass. "Tree p]anters,'can you .picture it? The word is

that most of these guys are'tightass_university kids, to boot."

Corrine came up onto the porch where she could see Earl. "What does’

it mean?" Her voice a cautious whisper.

" Earl reached -for a refill from Linda. “Shit, who knows. I figure

it's a sign th1ngs are really done up here." He ;aved.aside the Coke . -

Linda was trying to add to the Southern Comfort in ' his glass.
Tracey came up the stairs and'put her glass on the table. "Did you

hear anything ®else?" she asked Earl.

"Hell, no. They' ll let us chew on. this for a whi]e._ Earl shot_the'_

recliner back so that.his.dirty, gray “worksacks rose above.the'porchu

o
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* floor toward the‘ women. = “"Those’ city kids won't ‘last long up here.

That's backbreaking, dirty work "

M don t envy them." Ais]inn said as she got up to go.‘

*

~ The planters had arrived early one morning, were issued rain gear, dibble’

sticks, nylon tree bags and immediately flown to a remote clearcut.

Qutside of that first aopea nce, they hadn't been seen in two weeks.

But they became part of the talj, woven imaginatively 1nto‘specu1attoni ‘

accusation, general insanity. They existed in many guises, in many minds

and Aislinn was as curious as everyone else when»they materialized in the

'pub Fr1day afternoon.

She made her way down to The L1ghthouse early that evening. The

| regulars were already loud, the1r noise 1ntended to cover their “interest’

- in what 1ooked to her like a group of-ord1nary guys. Sweatsh1rts ﬁnstead’

- of the un1form p1a1d shirts marked them as d1fferent, along with hair cut

shorter than that r1d1ng up on f]annel col1ars, but they were part of the
.w1der ma]e fatern1ty nonethe]ess._ Their rowdiness showed they belonged

to the men's club A1sl1nn noticed the Stlff movements of the planters

taking turns at the dartboard Theyugrimaced when they lifted an arm to '

_throw darts or sw111 beer. She th0ught she oould See blisters along w1th‘

dirty nai]s. when the 1oggers started coming in, the a1r seemed to go

out of. the place, so that the darts dragged. through what remained before -

hitting the. board with a dull thud
tarl, Doug and T1m were dr1nking and watch1ng standing at the end

of the bar i}zing up the bush crew." Linda, Tracey and Corrine had come

C B
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over to sit at the table with Aislinn,
! v | .
S Corrine lowered her voice and leaned into the table.  "Look at Tim

and fhose guys." She;hddded toward the bar. "You'd think th§$ was Dodge
City-pr something with them standing there like a bunch of gunfightehs
- ready for a shoot -out ." ]
v Linda glanced at Earl. He was leaning'back with both elbows probped

" up on the dark oak bar, his feet crossed casually in front of him and his

eyes narrowed as he watched the plahters up at the dartboard. "They look

like they're.planning something,"jshe said. "God, I hope.they don't get

into a fight.”
Tracey's smile was sweet and sly. "It wouldn't be much of a fight.
Might make our guys fee] better, though " |

Linda gave Tracey a look of disgust. ,“You Just like to see men bash

each other's brains in . . . 1t g1vq§ you a k1ck doesn't it?" | |
Tracey pushed back her’chair‘to gstand. It made an angry scraping
'sound and heads turned. Pulling Tracey back dawn info*heh seat, Aislinn
_held her there.' "If you want to fight, go after Seweil, 1f hired those

guys.‘ Probably told the contractor squat about what's going on up here."

Tracey shook off Aisl1nn §_hand. "1 can see why you're so keen

. . . beggars can't be -choosers." |

~ Aislinn placed heh large, strdng "hand . over Traeey's fingers

c1utch1ng'the arm of the chair. She squeezed.with'a grip thatvalways

surpr1sed new loggers who had never seen her compete with. an axe and saw

at the annual fair. “Tracey, somet1mes you ‘re a stup1d bitch . . .

~Linda cut in with a hiss, "Oh, sh1t, Took & « .« "% She pointed |

across the‘room_to where Earl, Doug and Tim stood-talkingfto.the planters

-playing darts; g S _ S .
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Aislinn released Tracey's hand and they turned to listen, as had
everyone in the pub., Earl was doing the talking. "You guys are real hot
shots, why don't you give us a game . .7. our best against your best?"

One of.the planters smiled. “We're not any goed . . . we're just

“having somg fun," his tone was friendly, but his eyes checked thedroom.
He sensed people were more than curious, now, | |

Doug stepped in. “Nhaiis a matter, aren't we good enough to play

darts with?" o

"No, hell. I didn't mean anything like that. .All I meant was we.

wouldn t give you much of a game, we're pretty beat up from work," the

planter said, his face showing real concern at the'”i’understanding.

4 : '
Earl nodded at this -admission, ‘but” he wasn't about to lose the‘

‘ chance to take on one of these guys. “Nothing serious, what do you say?"
The planter smiled_again. "Sure, sounds like fun."
"Fun," Earl drew out the‘wond, ,"Yeah, best two outjof.three.i I'n
get my beer “you get your man.,"

' Aislinn shifted in her chair to watch the planters as they went over

to the table'where the rest of the bush crew sat. They laughed and.

shoved each other until a ,fellow was nudged out to -the open playing

. ‘ :
area, His workmates whistled from tHé table, giving him.the victory sign

while he waited for his opponent Nhen Earl stepped away from the bar to.

meet him, he was heralded by the nOise of wood on wood as the spectators

turned their chairs to face the action.

The planter 1ntroduced himself "Hi, I'm Hugh Chan." He offered his

hand. Earl took it reluctantly. He looked uncomfortable saying his name

out loud in the silent watchful room.

~~The planter threw first and his friends broke the sound barrier

\
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shbutidg, "Opening double, way to go, man!" Earl's double got the rest

of the pud clapping and stamp1ng their feet. Aislinn noticed the first
few throws were cautious. Both men worked on the inside ring and came upj
with a number of triples. As they made modest inroads on 500, the taf/
around her faltered on who was the best player. It appeared an ecen
match. Five hundred points dwindled ahlittlg faster than the pints of_

beer. The audience was more concerned with studying playec technique

than discovering the bottoms of the}r>beer mugs. *Toward the end of the

first game, Earl and the planter were dancing a close waltz: they both
needed doubles. The men in front of Aislinn sat straight up in their
chairs, their heads thrust forward, right arms slightly raised in a

ritual of sympathetic magic. The planter grazed the wire for 22; Earl

threw a single 10. The bush crew cheered, the men with their backs to

her slumped forward and ordered more beer.
The second game was closer still as both p]ayers picked up more .
triples. - The beery loggers held their breath for each dart raised and

went crazy between throws. The pub undulated like a giant water-animal

on land. It came down to the last throw again and for the first time the .

planter threw a. single add ‘Earl madg his lmark in the double's ring.,
Aiélinn wondered 1if there wasn't some hustling goinéflon up at ;hé
dartboard. . o
Now the money hit the tablés faster than the beer. The opponents
were warmed up, so hot in fact, they stunned their audience into a.héw
respéct for the damp bills lying in the middle of most tables. The
planter and Earl both opened with double twenties and consiﬁtént]y

bombarded the inside red slot under the wire 20, Earl was leading until

his last three darts but he missed his final double. The planter came up
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with the two triple twenties and the double he needed to make zero.

‘The Lighthouse Pub went strangely quiet for a second‘ before the
bush crew let out a roar that turned into beer for everyope. The beer
ﬁugs hitting the céunter was the overriding sound until the pub owner had
pulled the 1ast pint. -

Aislinn turned hef chair back to the table. “Come on, pay*up,"

Linda grumbled "It's ngt fair . . . I'"had to bet on Earl.,"

"Just think of it as the price you pay for being married," Aislinn

“taughed, glad to be able to turn the tables in a small way. She knew
they felt sorry for her.

Tracey crumpled up the bills and threw them at Aislinn. “Traftdr."
Tracey left td‘join her husband drinking with the 6tﬁer men.

"It was just a game," Aislinn sa1d1fo/the others at the table.'.They
sat in silence, avoiding each other'sleyes. “Their meditation was broken

- by»the liquorloud vofce of Tracey's husband., | |

“Here s your fucking money. Doug pressed in on Hugh Chan forcing
him to take a step back. "I got a good mind ;o shove it up your yellow
ass," he shouted, stumbling toward the table where the other planters-
were caught in a toast. wYou don't belong up here S

l The pub owner took Doug by the eibow. “fhat's enough, you've had
your say," he spoke firmly and clapped his othér meaty arm over the
1ogger s shoulder; "Come on, it's getting late." The ex-longshoreman
‘maneuvered his drunken custbmer ‘toward the door hoping the others would/?
follow. "Drink up, we're c%lling it an early night," he said over his{

shoulder to the rest of the room. ¢ |

The patrons groaned until the oOwner swdng ound like a hog- on a

hook to glare at them, His whole face, including his eyes, turned red

A



_when he got mad. This was the signal. They had witnessed his temper,
seen him turn into a meat grinder. They did as they wqré told. The bush

crew hadn't éékyed around to protest.

/ .
It was noon and Aislinn wa$ getting ready to close and go home to Fern

when most qf{the planterS, including the dart cha'b,-;ame in. This
‘unlikely bush crew in clean jeans and tennis shirts grinned at one
‘another when they saw her behind the counter. They said "Hi" almost in
unison as if they were a boys' choir warming up. Expectant;_thgy stood

for a moment looking around, then fanned out among the she1ves.

Eventually they regrouped at the magazine rack and then drifted up to the.

» . ¢

counter one of two at a time to pay for the cookies, chocolate bars,
| Vtoothpasté. toilet,paper; comics‘and Piazbozs they had gathered up. One
of them asked, “So what's to do around here on a Saturday'night?"

Aislinn paused wigp hér hand on the handle of the adding machipe.

She looked up at the clean shaven, open face.  She couldn't decide

. AQ\

whether his eyes were laughing at her or just laughing. “Play darts in

the,pu?,“ she said, watching to see if the cockiness faded. She noticl®

he had tried to c}eah his fingernails. ﬁ!&t J
He smiled.. "Oh, ho, we did that last night. We thought a dance or

something might be less . . . challenging." He turned to the dart champ

who was still at the magazine rack. "} t do you say, Hugh?"
Hugh Chan didn't Tlook up.i "Sorr}fJI missed that?" * He puéhed his
4 ‘ .
glasses up on the bridge of his nose.

“Never mimd,” Mr. Coppola.” The fellaw leaned on the counter toward

L-J
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Aisiinn, keeping -one eye' on H:;h and speaking out of the eﬁ;;\btnhis
mouth to her, "He's got a thing about cameras, even broQghtfone up here.
Says he's going to be a great filmmaker some day," -

This downislander's a‘real“smartass, Afslinn thought. A city boy,
any bet, probably goes to university. And what was that crack about
bringing a camera up here. N.F.B, sent a camera crew to Tanis Bay for a

week. Her face solidified as she straightened up to her full height,

"$10.50," she said, her voice crunched down hard on the numbers 1h1tatihg'

chine.

the handcrank on her ofd adqi

The'laughter retreated. planter's.eyegg He watched her with
cautious curiosity, until Hu ered up to the counter, his bony face
~still bent over the pages of the magaziﬁe. The fellow picked'hb his
package and gave Hugh a nudge as he lefi. - ) .

" Hugh lffted his head slowly and looked around'as'if he had just
broken the surface after a long dive. "Okay, I'm comihg." e pyt the
mégazine on the counter, open at therage‘he had been'read{ng and tuﬁﬁed

it toward Aislinn. “"Have you seen this incredible photo? - Geez}‘look'at

the taf]‘bf flame_from those torches and those guys with their white

- clothes against the black sky. They look like they're-in a trance,

running down to heil."

i

Rislinn stared at the magazine, drawn to it by his enthusiasm. “Who

are they?" She hadn't meant to say, anything to the dart champ. Aithougﬁ'

she had won her bet on him, Aislinn figured he was a hustler. He had
Ear] the whole time and was so cool you would think he was an. innocent
kid having beginner's luck. /

»

_“The caption Says they're Indians that live in the mountains_of

Mexico. They play some kindipf game where they run for days }1ck1ng‘a'

/.,

“‘s~
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ball in front of them. Hell, 1 wonder if they ve trled any of these guy;:
in the 0]ympic§2" Hugh paused and shook h1s head. "I'd sure 11ke to

- shoot one of those mountain races. You could do a whole documentary on

the gameS»of mountain peoplé all ‘over the world. God wouﬂd that be_

bsomethtng."' He lboked at‘Aistinn for”confirmation, 1nstead he saw angry
eyes appra1sing h1m. Her 1ook snapped h1m out of h1s speculation.
‘ “what s wrong?" He,]ooked.around. He was the only one in the store.

R “$3.2§," Aislinn said, not taking her eyes off h1s face,

“Yeah, sure. I was going to‘pay for the maga;iqe.". He fumbled the

~_money out of the pocket of his-jeans..' o

“I'm closing forylunch.“ 'Aislinn~1oched the cash drawer with a key

-~ + . ’
dangllng from her wr1st. o . ,
o . P A
"Hey, did I say someth1ng7‘ I get a little crazy when [ get into

these magaz1nes, but . . .

PO Aislinn came around the counter to the front door. "1 was supposed

¥

to close a half hout ago. v SR - SR

- i

"Sorry,"'Hugh sa1d.

Aislinn loc d the door beh1nd him and pulled t%@ blind down on a:

e bewi]dered backwrd g]ange.‘ She went out the back door and down\she lane

Ztoward.home.’zT e ui}d gFass and ta11 weeds.swayed into the lane lured by
’l‘theiOpen space; Aisffﬁn swiped at their-heads; They ripped'through;her

fist. 1eaving green sap on her hand. o o =3

Hho diq he' th1nk he was, she thought, 1ook1né§‘t the stain on her

pa1m.~ Taﬁking about shootxng documentarIes . e ooall over the world, no’

(<3

a6

less. Acting like it happened everyday. You Just get on a plane and. fly S -

away.;;'Games of moun%:in people o 0. what a: foo]. She could tell him

_a .few thdngs about those mountajn Ind1ans.. Th1ngs~he wqu1dn~t have a :
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clue about, B '
 She stood“fn the lane pulling up grass. Both hands'attacked the

slim stalks, tugging upjs1newy wh1te roots clinging to balls of soil.

\ ‘Cﬁ;& away . . . just fly away. Rich bastard everything going for h1m.
‘Comes up here and . . ; M She'stopped ﬁighting,the grass and dropped to
hEr knees in the shredded'green bed. "Why, why . . . I'm going nowhere
. ;-. the days going by ... . no dreams. Do I'have‘to(waftpfor it all to

+ die around ne?‘ Is that how it happens?" Tears broke her anger and

T . W
i scattered it over the dying grass.

&
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”*‘;gyed home - from the pub. - She was tired of listening to her

frl'nds and thevr husbands comp]aln, especxal]y after they had spent a
‘ . ‘ »'//}‘
" few hoursﬁﬁ

N The L1ghthouse Saturday nights were worse still; they let

1oose and did some,§er1ous dr1nk1ng.

‘ Her mother ‘had gone to bed w1thout 00 mucﬂ trouble and the house

1550 qu1et 1t coutd have been abandoned. She left the T.V. off in case
wheﬁt,d1sturbed Fern; wfthout 1ts company she found herse]f»wandering from
'room to room tidying up. There wasn 't much to do Fern's dOmafn had -
.shrunk to the kitchen, and A1s11nn 's bedroom was the on]y p]ace between
four wal]s that cdhta1ned anyth1ng of her. |

In her, room she picked up a- couple of sweaters off a chair and

@

folded them. . "They were bulky w1nter sweaters and she couldn t. f@pd space '2;
for ‘them in the dresser. She 1ooked around the room trying to remembenj
where she had stored them last spring. She dec1ded they had come from

" the battered bureau shoved against the back wall of her closet. The
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noise similar to marbles rolling on a hardwood floor. She had forgotten

what was hidden t ere and the SOund was ‘no clue. .She iwas rocking the

drawer, tryin to ‘ease the swollen wood when it dropped open. As the

~ drawer gave way, she remembered it held what was left .of her chi]dhood:

wild birds' eggs, special stones, bur]s'that-resemb1ed faces, one of herc

fatﬁer s flannel shirts. It all gog packed up or .thrown away when she
asked for a pink room on her. s1xteenth :birthday. A room where her
gir]friends could come to play records and daydream about boys, rjn s/and
weddfng dresses. It'hadn't taken long for-the boys to become a reatity,
the rings and a few white dresses came 1ater. For her. gir]friends,,
marr1age lizences had been t1ckets out of Tan1s Bay. : §he unwrapped

kleenex from.around two small eggs, one the creamy;color of old lace, the

3

 here and miraculously whole among the stones. “She should put them in the

pocket of the f]annel shirt. ang fold 1t around their de11cate shells.
Save the eggs and the 1ast'of her dad S, sh1rts, for what, she d1dn t

know. His other shirts she .had worn to rags gather1ng medicine plants

with her gran but those days were pretty much gone.‘

was "1n &hﬁﬁ,routine of car1ng for Fern and runnlng the store. She

exam)ned the d1sco]ored faces cut from magazines Ne11 Diamond, Barbra

‘Streisand, Elton John, The ‘Bee Gees, a collect1on of decay1ng paper taped

- to the: wal]. ~ Pinned to the head of the toy <233corn she had won at the

fair was Judy's crispy brown bridal bouquet. They had grown up

together.} Judy had given, her the bouquet instead of throwing it to the

.’adn t h;a]]y’\ookea at her room for years caught up as she

was tugging on,'s1id«then stuck. From inside came a

~ other pale blue. They were perfect fine andhcooi'in her palm, sti]l

other girls outside the church.: It was her-parting gift to Atsljnn and

48
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Judy p1nned it to the waist of her p1nk dress. The same dress she zgre

AN

to her grade twelve graduat1on a year’ 1ater, about the time she 105t,\
. . / '\
touch with Judy.’

P

’ A1sllnn caught,stght;pﬁwgerself in the dresser mirror, standing
. e

*or danger. Reflected in the miwror was

still and wary as if -
. - a,)

the corkboard f]ashing 1mmutab1e .'color from the wall behindA her.
Postcards of sunsets and beaches, sunsets and islandsy sunsets and rujns
‘allfpinned to'grainy’cork like a”museum‘display,‘with their Wish You Nere
Here' bleedlng ink inte*the board.

Cw These had become her few . totems, the obJects of her daydreams. the 3?%--

?focus for her escape 1nto 11fe.- She would marry Neil Diamond and - -on- : I
. their honeymoon they would search for a unicorn in the wide world where L
'—the sun sat forever orange on’ the hor1zon. |
Aislinn dropped the sweaters on the floor and went down ‘the hall to
the k1tchen.‘ She returned w1th a plast1c garhage’ bag and started on the
B postcards.‘ The. tacks pdpped out “on the floor, the cards went into ;
the bag, but they 1eft the\r presence checker1ng the corkboard in faded
,and unfaded squares.- Aislinn unhooked the - board and put it in the bag
too. Everyth1ng on the walls went in the g bage, as well as’ the

Y _
' snapshots around the dreSSer mirror the empty perfu

-bottles with their
evaporated memor1es, and Judy s bouquet. She cons ered sending "'the
stuffed un1corn to one of her s1ster s klds, but she/wanted everything
. gone without thought and qu1ckly put it in the bag wyth the rest.
| Look1ng at At, thq\room embarrassed her with ts naive paste1 p1nk
tﬂfr11}s. It st1]1 wasn't naked enough She took the st1ff lace shade off -
. the beds1de lamp expostng the bald light bulb and. ripped- away the °©

matchig&“#kirt frmn.the night table. She had forgotten the table was a



packing crate. but seeing the rough box under the cloth pleased her; it

4‘contributed to her sense of returning the room to reality. .Using a

fingernail file she removed the staples clutching bits of pink lace that _

ringed,the top of.the crate.. Next the rosy bedspread was stripped down

*to the grey C.P. R. blanket. Aislinn climbed on ‘the bed in order to readh

,the ceiling light and remove the. plastic cover that resembled a: dusty

P

.crinoline. : : L R S

She- surveyed the room.' There was the mat beside-the bed' she picked

'_up a corner, then remembered her mother had hqgked its garish pink roses

for her. She looked at the linoleum floor, feeling December in the shiny

surface and left the mat 1n place. It was the one anomaly in a room that

resembled a cell. . It was.pure now, purged. - - B

: igﬂifanged the 1id down and continued along tﬁgilane to her grandparent
h

house. o B : : ﬁ?? \

v

~Afslinn hauled the garbage bag out to the back bin. She dropped\it

\

She knocked on the door before lifting the latch and entering the
ovenwarm kitchen. \
. Teodora ;looked; up from the steaming pot she was stirring.
"Granddaughter_.'.~. why aren't you out with your,friends?" |

. Aislinn came over to the table and kissed her grandad on the cheek.

"I‘came to see my best boyfriend," she said.

~From her place at: the stove. Teodora studied Aislinn, her slim, taut

_bpdy bent- over Shea's chair. The girl's bones pushed at the material of

' :her jeans and ?weater in knobs and ridges. Teodora shook her head,

i

feeling the sadness that came from her granddaughter. Teodora could see

~:that Aislinn was strung as tight "as a new clothesline. She lowered her

}'-?eyes from the girl's face to the spot above _her heart.‘.for a mdment.she,
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sought the core- of Aislinn‘s discontent. She“sent.warmth to soothe the

anger there.‘

A1s1inn took a mug down from a hook above the stove and pqured."

“herself a coffee. "What are you do1ng?" she asked Teodora.__

- "I'm making a 1ambsquarter pou]tice for the old man's swollen

joints. Last time Augusta.was here, she ‘put honey with the warm leaves., -
Says the honey saps the medicine out of the plants. Figures its the best -

% remedy ‘'so far for the artheitis; We Been trying it out on Shea, since

he's in the worst shape .of all. of us. Isn't that so, old man?"

'A1erted,.Shea‘raised his head as -if te protest to an audience just

below, the ceiling. ~"I'm also a helluva lot older than you and the. .

~_ Charlies .-. . SO don't speak to me of worst shape." He turnéd his head

toward the sound of Aislinn'.s1ipp1ng into a chair beside him at the

table.' "See, I told you she' s Just keeping me alive to use as a guinea

p1g. It's a m1rac1e she hasn t killed me off w1th oné of her mlstakes;.

Teodora tapped the spoon on the rim of the pot. “Mistakes, you .

. say. I‘ve-only'made one mistake o]d man, and you know what that is."

; “You could have left. any t1me. Shea fdlded hisearms across hiS'

chest. He meant to look stern; instead 1t appeared he was hugging his
frail Bones against a sudden cold draft.. ' |
“And spent the rest ofemy Iffe feeling sorry for a helpless<th1ng

like you.", Teodora shook her head, a look of mock/sorrow on her face.

“No, I'm a feeling woman, that's my downfall. Teodora stood for a

moment as if perplexed, then smiled at Qislinn. "Don't you have any talk
for us tonight, granddaughter?" .

* "“No, nothing speeial,",Aislinn said.

Teodora poured the ,contents of the pot through a strainer. 1t

51



[o)
smelTed Tike ‘the - upturned earth of the garden after a hot. summer rain.

She spoke thr009h the fragrant steam, "How's your mother today?"

“The same," Aislinn said. She watched her gran form some of the‘

soft 1eaves 1nto a smal] flat‘poultice. She wondered at the’ toughened

old hands that could handle the hot wet pulp.

When Teodora approached Shea unfolded h1s ‘arms, p]ac1ng both hands

.52

f1at ‘on the table. - "Everything okay at. the store?" he asked Aislinn. as’
Teodora quickly spooned honey onto one side of the pou]tice and laid 1t
]
" across the fingers of Shea's right hand. & v

It was Aislinn's turn to fold her arms over her chest. to. hold her
disgust inside. >"Sure, it's al] thewsame. Everyth1ng s the same. This
damn.town's'the same‘as it was fifty years ago.“ | |

Shea had missed the ‘angry edge to his granddaughter's words. He

spoke in his telling tone of voice, "No, you can't say that . . .

Alslinn cut in on what she knew would-be a 'good old days‘ in Tanis

Bay story. She didn't want to hear about the sacr1f1ces the settlers

made to carve out the town. “No,,y0ur old logging buddies would. never

‘have dreamed that“university'students would be planting trees on the
_ | B, _

'mountains they logged." ‘

Teodora applied a poultice tc Shea's other hand. “"How are those

" downisland boys doing?" she asked.

“They were in the store this morning. They didn't seem too bushed."

.Aislinn got up from the table to poue more coffee. "Mind you, it's hard
to tell. 1 think one of them is crazy, for sure. You should see this
guy. he -walks around 1n another world like he's spaced out.” .

. "He, takes drugs?“ Shea asked.

P

“I'don't know; he's just weird. - Showed me this picture in a

yia
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phbtographglmagazine . . . he thought 1t waé the greatest hhing,in the
’ wor\d Some Ind1ans running and k1ck1ng a ball in. front of them down a
path," A1s1inn glanced at her gran. a oonniving 1ight 1n her sullen
eyes,A“1n the mqunta1ns . . . in Mexico." ' 4
Shea spoke first, "It is.a great sight . . .lthe Tarahumara foot

races." “w

. . . ]
“Tell me about the Tarahumara?" Aislinn asked. .

Shea‘s face took on the withdrawn look_pf the storyteller, the
memoryspeakerahho is feeling the.winds of’another~ﬁ1me'brush his cheek.
"We were taking a chance going back’OVer the Sierra Madre_{n October, but
.General Viila _figured ~he. had no choice. he had to get an army into
Sonora to deal with that turncoat, Obregon.” Shea paused, his old head
nodd1ng on its colUmn of gaunt muscle ‘and loose skin. |

"And you got lost 16'5 storm and near]y froze to death before the

Indians found you." A1s]1nn prodded her grandad ahead 1n the story.

"But what I want to know is what wererthey like, the Tarahumara you

stayed with?"
"You should ask your grandmother._ She was with them longer than I

was. But you're miss1ng out on the best part of the story. . Shea shook

his head. "One th1ng I will say about those 1nd1ans, they were untouched'

by the wh1te world "
o "You mean they kept to the1r o]d ways?" Aisling fsked.
"It was more than that." Shea searched for the ‘right words. "They

‘ believed‘as'they always had. Wouldn't you ‘say so, Teodora?"

Teodora dried her hands, poured a cup of coffee and sat down at the k
~ table.  Her silver-white hair stole the light, leaving—her’face tn shadow .

under.a:filamentous crown. “The Tarahumara had never forgotten the other

53



world that lives beside the one we know, and the force that'keeps things.

stuck. together in the shepes'we see. The old woman who healed us had
. great spirit power. She was a spirit-helpen to me. I called her Waiting

Woman because I had seen her in a vision’tno years before., It happened

when I was riding through ‘the Sierra Tarahumara. [ had 1eft my village

to heal. the leader of the ‘Yaqui mountain fighters where he hid from the
nural‘police. I went because I was told I could return home when he was
well enough to travel to Chihuahua ‘to join Villa.. But one of his men
tied me Yo a horse and took me over the‘mbunteinsvwith them. The men
didn't want to go to war without a BEaling_ woman. So 1 gave tne
Yandmarks a]on; the trail names and etnung them,togethef inte a song that
Veould teke me home.," 'Teodora paused to see ifvher coffee was lukewarm

the way she likel® it.

Her gran's calm, sure voice had a way of making Aisiinn feel as if"

she shouldn't breath while Teodora talked. She exhaled, “"What about your

Waiting Noman?"_ j

i "In the summer, the Tarahumara live in caves high up in the cliffs

‘!p( their mountains.," _Teodona p]aeed her hand over the mouth of her

| ‘ .
ppffee cup to keep the small warmth inside while she continued the

i

story. "When the mountain fighters passed through Tarahumara country, .

the cavedwellers came out on the cliffs, td’watch us, Their c1othes were
._red [and white, and they seemed like flowers growing hlgh among the

rock They were as quiet as flowers. When I 1ooked up to see them, .the
l

sun made water stand in my eyes and for a moment a grey mist took the

pTace of the stinging 1ight. And 1n fﬁht mist, I saw an old woman

»sitt’ng inside a cave with a rock wall shielding the opening. The woman

glajfed up at the cave entrance and the sun reappeared in my eyes. I
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felt she expected me, so [ named the place, 0ld Nomén ﬂditing. in my map
song."
Aislinn felt she was no longer just a listener. "And it was this

old woman who took care of you and then-grandad when yod came back

through “the ‘moun;aihs‘vin the storm?"  Her gran expected ‘her. to ask-

questions; Aislinn ‘could see it in the tilt of her old head as she

listened.

“Yes, wgﬁ%ere‘onught to her house. She was the village medicine

woman," Teodora said. oo

Both Teodora 'and Aislinn 1ook;d at Shea as his head sank to his
chest and a-rasping snore'escaped:fromvhis open mouth, They smiled at
each other, a gqilty twist of the ‘mouth ackhowlédg1ng that they had not
let ﬁimvsay very much, , ' ‘ e
4 Aislinn,ébntin&e&. ‘She wanted to know where her»gran‘s,story was

going. "Do ydu,think that “when ydusfiﬁ§; saw the old woman she knew you
wduld have éh accident and be brought to her?" _ |

“No, she. had oh]y a gljmpse of me as well, but sh&.had énough power
to know we would come together:" .

"What kind of power?" _

“Mbd?cine power., Granddaughﬁer‘.,. ; ﬁhifing Woman healed my body
only after she had taken me to meet Dea;h's bird and bone crgature;"

"What?" | |

“Listeh to me." Teodora leéhed forward, her eyes reflected bars- of
kerosene light that trapped Aislinn's gaie. “The Spirit world 1s not
unknowﬁ to you. [ have taught you how to call .on the spirits of the

plants we use to heal our ills. Augusta has told you much about her

people's dances. The spirit world is made of forces felt by us, but not
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. eas1ly'understood. feath is the most powerful teacher. You can ask
anyone . . . if theK have come c¢lose to Death, they are changed."
Teodora paused. “The Old Ones have met Death . . . often more. than once
. . . and learned about the forces that are life. When the 01d Ones
combine the power of this world and the world beyond . . . it is strong
medicine.” |

“And you are this kind of healer?” Aislinn asked.{ In all the years

her- gran had been telling her about healing plants and even when Teodoro

and Augusta had trained her to join. the Women' s “Clan, her gran had never
seemed mysterious. She thought she knew her old woman, but there was

more, more she d1dn t know.

. "1 once brought back to this world a piece of Death. Here," Teodora

" 56

unwrapped her shawl and rolled up the left sleeve of her cotton blouse, .

"feel my arm between the elbow and wrist. Right there, that'é it."
“It's a lump," Aislinn said.
"Press around it with your finger,“'Teodora directed.

b

"It's 11ke there's something hard under the skin." A1s}1nn took her

)

“Yes, something hard, a bone, an extra bone.“ Teodora rubbed the

hand away.

prdtrUsion and the loose skin wrinkled like crepe paper. “Ail I remeuber
of the accident in the mountains is the horse slipping on. the;ice. I
don't recall falTing into the ;avine.. What I remember is singing my map
song and the words that came from my mouth lifted me into the air, tak1ng
me from p]ace to place. The song was taking me home and I was content to
“float and watch ‘green meadows cling and climb like moss up the stone 1egs
of the mounta1h gods. Thehé was no snow and ice where I was in my song.

“When 1 reached the cliffs of the Tardhuﬁara. 1 couldn't -remember

b*-
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what came next in the song. [ stopped singing, expecting to fkﬁl out, of .

the sky, instead a rush of air sucked me into Waiting Woman's cave. 'It
is a good day to arrive,' she said to me. [ was cohfused.‘ I cou1Q§3&
see her at first, A1l I saw was my breath in the cold aira [ said,
}'Th1; is not my viilage. I'm on my way home.' When she spoke again, my
eyes followed the sound and I saw her outline against the back of the
cave, she said, 'You'are closer to home here than anywhere elsek}nwthe
wide world.f» Bu; in my mind 1 saw the stone houses of my v{i1age, fhe
faces gf m} people énd I refused to understand‘her, 'That cannot be,' I
said.‘1 ' | |
~ "She ignored my words and ordered me to sit beside her on a mat.
When I sat down, Waiting Woman p]aced.her hand on mine where it rested on
my knee. With the touch of thét old claw, [ became rigid. ‘There was a

pain deep inside me as if a pine torch had suddenly been 1it there. My

-

eyes filled with red ‘tears and through the scalding blur I watched the-. .

-

 flesh melt from my bones.’ Waiting Woman pulled my bones apart at-the
joints and pfled'them in a cornerkof ;he'cave._ They 1ay there all mixed
up, except for hy head that was still on the mat, .watching. I knew I
didn't héve the power to put them back togefher and I cfied. \Hhen my
_tears hit the ground, they turned into black scavenger beetles that
_swarmed ovg:gfw‘bones stripping away the tatters of flesh, down to thé
white., | S . /
"Waiting Woman kicked my headvﬁmd it rolled toward the bone pile.
S\owly,gthe old one'put ;11 mj bones and my head in a sack, She wafkea
with me on her back, the sack like a huge~pouch filled with the carved
- .

bones my peobfé used to play a guessjng game. I was finally dumped out'

on the‘ground‘in front of a great"§ird head with a black curved beak and
. N
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feathers the color of ofl on water . . . I had seen him & vefore. -He
was the sound of death. Mide of bones a1 teeth, his body rattled as he,
picked over my bones looking for one more to add to his noise. As 1
watched, 1 realized he would claim my sgirit with the bone he took.

"1 cried aga1n. sticky tears that smelled of blood. The bird and
“bone creature laughed at me 'spHHng my er force on‘-_:g:,he‘groundt But I
couldn't stop ano the red tears flowed over my bones. Still hunting
through the pile, Death's creature shifted the bloodied bones and the
pieces of my left hand came together. It seized the bird's sorting
hand. . Surprised, the huge head cocked to one side directing the gaze of
a shiny eye at me. The bird pulled away leaving the last joint of his
fleshless m'iddle'finger in my left hand.. Angry, the bird and bone

creature kicked the pﬂe of boneS' and they -clicked together g,oining so )

quickly I couldn't see what was happening. Al 1 know 15 1 s ‘

sing out my map song. So I began to' sing again.":

turned to-look at_her—granddaughter.

the words were sprinkled among the crumbs and spilt the kitehen

Ttable. She would not raise her eyes to be read; 1nstead ' di rected h‘ér

‘4 ) L o
“What happended to the bone?" - : ,,ﬁ ,,P'_;'é Lo A 7,, PR
Teodora lifted Aislinn's (and off*e table andizdisged it on .the -

T e

: Y4
lump in her arm, holding it there. f

Aislinn looked From her grandmother s face to g]y knit hand5 , ‘

covering her ovm Suddenly she was cold, as if.

‘,
At

sat too long



fool. You've done it now, screaming like that.' The bod1e§15h1fted and g
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" ) '. ‘ . “ .
(yithout shifting positipn and her blood was slow moving slush, Her mouth

tasted bitter with fear. She could nét‘pul\ her hand back from that
place of raised flesh, not even whén her gran took her old han& away.
Frozen where she sat, she f1nal1y met her grandmother's, eyes. The golden
flecks in the. brown irises reIeased her into warmths Her mind clicked
over, ~but she.could,not‘fi d the words for questions that replaced the
old familiarity. o . -
.feodora continued with hé('story. "1 rememﬁer opening my eyes to a
room filled with smoke and 11v%ng Tog that came from dark figures huddled
égainst cold that no}'even the hearth’fire could chase out. !‘thoughtll -

was in another cave, this time with Death's soldiers, | screaﬁed and the

darkfbundles went silent and turned toward me. I thought to m§self. 'You .

Waiting Woman came out of the fog and\knelt beside Mo . I closed my eyes
2 -

expecting her to take my body apart, égain. .- Instead " she poked me.> ;

’:ﬁay1ng, 'You make "us wait a long time before you come back ' Then ‘the
= o]d one 1owered her voice and asked 1f I still had the creature bone. I -

. tried to raise my hand to my face, to see, but waitin% Noman caught m

Yy
arm and held it down. 'I fixed,' she said. 'You broke,and [ fixed,' _,/’//‘/‘
"She had put thé split‘body of a lizard on my broken arm. This is
Tarahumara medicine; the Yaquis don't use the yellow fizard.' o
| "Anyway, Waiting Woman told me { must hold the creature bone in my
fist until my arm healed. 1 was hurt on the inside too and had to 11e on
the, floor of the hut for a long time while the 01d One tended me. : And
dqy"by day the bone in my closed hand gréw smaller until one morning 1

awoke and it was gone.

“On this day Waiting womangtook the dried up 112ard off my arm and
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" ; felt along 1t with her thumb,‘%auslng for only a moment at ‘the" lump.'

vlhen she worked the arm- gently back and forth at the elbow. She seemed
. as pleased as a‘doll-carver with her handlwork. Teodora flexed her arm
, v .

~;for Alslinn, 1llustrating the movement waitlng Homan had produced. The

o,

B ‘str1ngy tendons were like the controll1ng cords of a puppet arm. Teodora

vrolled the sleeve of her g:ess down and buttoned the cuff . She was

suddenly absorbed in the small act

Rearranglng her shawl “seemed to take forever and presented AL§]1nn

- withvan ‘odd slght‘ her gran fidgeting. A1sl1nn thought those old, deft:

) hands lncapable of ‘a wasted act1on. ‘

, Teodora p1cked up . her coffee cup as if to r1se and refill it, then
R "y
let it rest in the cradle of her f1ngers whlle she spoke, “That meetlng

: -
‘lwlth Death showed me that all forces l1ve 1ns1de people and each one of

a~

3

“'.us controls the forces of l1fe and death w1th1n ys. We may not know the
ch

moment of our death but we should recognlze the sp1r1t of death 1n every_

breath By understand1ng this, we d1rect the forCes that truly move our

‘Sgives. o & o+ LI
, Lo :
"Move,% Shea mumbled . o ’
L \;ziodora and A1slinn turned to the sleep1ng;~forgotten man.

ea klcked but in_a dream fall, shak1ng the table and rattl1ng the

e

- women, Hfs volce was querulous w1th sleep, “Move, move over, Teo.

Yoy re lying on my hands. Come on old woman, get offlmy hands. "

N ' .
Teodora and Aislinn looked at Shea's hands and their loud laughter .

&

| woke, him. RS R R
h : /, X

Bewildered he turned h1s head from one to the other, then went to

raise a hand 1n protest. But his hand would not come off tie table where

e ﬁt;lay'embeddqﬂﬁlfke a giant leaf in,amber.- The honey spooned over the
g v e SR

S co®

g . * = . N
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‘Teafy green poultice had hardened,on Shea's

PFsticking them to the
top of the table.

e - .

'"Damn it woman, stop that racket and unglue me." .§1eep had been
replaced wjth,jnd1gnatron., "You did this: on purpose . , . some joke,

some joke," He looked at his hands:and narrowed his eyes to surpress the

laughter that was mov1ng h1s 11ps and puffing out his cheeks. The 1aughf

ex@loded popp1ng h1s.eyes open, round w1th the humor of his entrapment

Teodora went to the sink. for warm water and a cloth to soften the
mess . ' o ) / v ,
. - ‘ o

Once released,, Shea flexed hisf'fingers as if doubting that they

still- worked. He found'the joints;ﬂess stiff with deposits of old age,.

~ the pa1n nagging 1nstead of 1ns1stent. He rubbed his hands together and/

this actlon -combined W1th an express1on of wonder on his face made him

ook 11ke a man.who had “just d1§tovered ‘the mother lode. “Well, old>

%goman, at 1ast you ‘ve fognd SOmeth1ng that works. I JUSt might rest

4

tof,‘lght-qk A | /l

¥ . : .
“"The way you snore, 1t d%esn 't sound to me- lfke you lose muth
sleep.' Teodora dried her hands on her apron.:

Shea rose slowly from h1s cha1r. ”There‘s sleep and then‘there‘s,

s1eep and it' s the sleep of a young man that I want. . That would be true

7

‘ mag1c.

£ LY

have the dreans of a youngfmani Can- wéu dreah 11ke a young ‘one, old

4,..-»

man?“ Teodorfﬂhoved Shea forward as she spoke«'Af

a7

Shea stopped h1s six foot frame sénaighten1ng

lightly and tick1ing "

61

: Teodora took him by fhe_arm. " "To sleep 11ke a young ‘man .you must v7

a spine that had dut1fu]1y curved 11ke a shell’ protecting a soft 1nner.j.

body.‘ He put his free hand' over Teodora 3 where she held his arm. >?If

PN -
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" never stopped dreaming iike a young man . . . over all these years.,"
"Yes," Teodora repiied, wonderfng£whab his hands told him, how she

appeared‘to him behind the skimmed—milk film covering his eyes. '

\ Aislinn turned away to the sink fuli of dishes.» She pulied on the

tap, the water covered the dishes, the noise covered the sob that was

quivering in. her chest as ‘it rose to her throat. If the love in her

grandad s voice was part of ‘her ~ gran's magic, .she oniy wished that

\
Teodora had worked some of that magic~on her dad andamom.- Then, maybe,
her dad wouid stiii be here to help her.

The sob. expanded and burst 1iie the soap bubb]es foaming under the

"tap. Her gran ta]ked of- being in control of 1ife. Parkinson s Disease

was in charge df her mother s life and hers. It was the force, death in’

-

every’me1"9 minute for both of ‘them. L S e

When Teodora returned from the bedroom, the dishes were done and -

&, S

Aislinn was putting on her coat. R
Jiogss '
“Granddaughtgr, don t go so soon. Stay and have a cup with me,

-

. Teodora said.

Aislinn remained near the door out of ‘the te]itaieQJight. “Thanks,'

gran, ~but I m tiredv She yawned to disguise her wavering v01ce.

° "Yes, you sound tired " Teodora dissembied It was best to.iet ‘the

girl escape with her tears unseen. She wouid be back with dry eyes and

then Teodora would use warm words to dissolve a iitt]e more of thea

self-pity that tr7pped Aislinn far mo:s e than her mother s 51ckness.
! ¢ , .
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No matter what‘Jhe'did*that night when %Qe‘got'home, Aislinn couldn't get



her hands warm. In bed under the pillow or finallyabetween thighs tucked:
'up in a fetal curl, they were st111 two wedées of ice when she fel]'k
asleep. Fingers too stiff to stroke;the‘tiny,head pushing through a‘
chipped hole in' the eggsheTT.‘, She'tried to:free’the ch1ck, but .her
fingers wouldn't bend'enough‘to craCk the shell. The'curved beak 1ike
two anc1ent yél]owed f1ngernails, opened and: closed as 1f gasping for
'»alr, but there was no sound. The ragged edges of ‘the she]l were tight
around the red- feathered. neck. She .cried when the "‘egg rolled away from’

i

her useless hands. Tears filleo the soace around her ‘as her spine curved

5%

draw1ng her in, her Tegs and arms: folded close to her body; she warmed

her thumb in her mouth The egg floated by, the zong curved beak cut a
Tcord near her. She stopped breathing. ' |
| A1slinn woke into the smaTT light of the coming dawn. ~ She lay very

' stlll, -one part of her remembering, the other l1sten1ng to see if she had
d1sturbed her. mother. Under the rough C P R. blanket the cold lay on
her sk1n Ttke sta]e sweat, she needed to move, to get her blood goingsﬂ&
fDressed in a sweater and Jeans, she carrtediher sneakers to the k1tchén
door, 0uts1de she breathed deeply. o S o o f?”
R In first light, -the path away from town was dark under her. feet but :
' she knew it the way" her fxngers knew- the faded buttons on the store S
_ tadd1ng machine. Where the. path forkiggto'%%vil' Tongue Falls, AisTinn
kept right and continued on to North*@bint.~v . '

“The trees ‘gradually th\nned, grudgingly ma g. way for the wind off
the» ocean. '_ Those that resisted Tay ab%ytﬁilike a giant game of
pick-up-sticks. " The' trees - opened wmto jade islands strung one lue .:
_thread.' htslinn sat.on a stbmp on “the wind-cleared t1p of,the headland

. wathng for.the suﬁ-to_push aboVe.thettrees behind her and.choke.the
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Q’ Strait with - coior. | : - . Ce )

‘\;’o It was just light enough to see the coast north where a couple of

..\‘ t\boats iay anchored off. shore, and south as far as the oid landing dock
which was shrinking away ,from the town, curling in on itself as if it O
wére a discarded orange peei on top of the water. South Point. was a
black shadow behind the dock puising at the edge of ‘Aislinn's vision.
Out across the waves. the islands cut the mainiand into fragments. The

, greenbiacké; s:}ands and grey coastal mountains resembled puzzle pieces
laid outwpn a biue tabiecloth Mary Cleary LaCroix iived on a grey piece |

" to the south that had to be imagined from Tanis Bay. Ais]inn didn t have |
many images for her Sister s present, she tended to remember Mary as.
fearlt:ss, her protector, her tormentor. She cou]d stil] “hear Mary
’ca]ling her, 'Monmy S iittlesmistake. - She,was wondering if her SiStel“* )

| considered any of her brood the Pope S. fa\%t, when her thoughts we,(:e '

" _ambushed by the sound of. 'Ieather scraping on bark. Tanis Bay ioca]s ’knew.
the ,,path through the wind-blow.v Only a stranger wouid go to the hard
work ef ciimbing over down,ed trees: '

N . Aislinn turned to survey the open headland. A man, his: face
undisdernible in _the eariy light, was hauiing himself and a bag over a.

- prostrate oak. Then he picked up a rifie resting on the tree he had just

| crossed over.\ Aisiinn slid down behind the stump she ‘had been 51tting
on, aware that the top of her head showed, above the ragged remains of the
tree, But. it seemed reactionary to iie fuli out on her beiiy hke a,
: commando.- She simply. didn't want to be- discove,red before she couid see ;
the man' s face. o S _1‘_"

. The noise of his struggle was gradualiy becoming intei]igible. " The

curse words were familiar, the voice was not. He must have short leQ

[l



Aislinn decided, if ‘he. was having so much trouble straddling the
' ‘1ay-about”trees. - She cautiously raised her head above the edge of ‘the

stump so she could have another look. - Against a lighter pre-dawn«sky.

Aislinn recognized the dark head and sl1ght shoulders of the dart champ.'b

It"wasn ta rif]e he was carrying, it was a tripod.

Aislinn turned her back on his slow “crawl and sat on the damp

ground, the stump supporting her. She'aJmostvwished it had been someone

with a gun, at least her solitude would have ' been broken by some

" excitement. Damn! She had come out on North ?ointhto think, not to talk:
to some luny tunes with a camera.
His strained breathing was almost: in her_ear.' She sat very still,

‘He was so busy making it hard for himself, she was sure he hadn't seen

her. It ‘was light enough to see the path but 'still he sanded the last .
. Tog w1th the seat of his pants before stepping up behind her stump
~ She could sense him looking out3over her head at the water and the .

salmon glow on the mountain peaks-. “Nice, huh?" she shot the words up t9~»

him. without turn1ng her head She hoped he would Jump “out of his skin,
)

~maybe drop h1s camera and scamper back over the deadfall, clawjng at the

decaying bark in terror. g A . o _ .

“Ye;, 1t s going to be a great sunr1se,"‘he said, putting down his :

. camera bag and opening his tripod. .
She got to her feet quickly, aware that the wet had seeped cd#iﬁg

through the seat of her Jeans,wh1le she had sat on the ground waiting for

h1m. She stood her hands behind her assessing the,wet patch her eyes"

lighting spoqfires on his back as, hégientuﬁwer hifgl
| He picked up his camera with F?ﬁﬂfiar c31M.“

tripod.“ “You Tike sunrises too, hahgr

oo : . "
R K . P - % LY P
. e AT e

-sqt' 1t on the
. '.‘5“,
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coming for mﬂes..

) muscles as: 1f tun‘ing p'ins inside a p=iano had been loosened.‘. Unstr

1aughter vibrated free as Che straightened her shou1ders.

o

’E

“I H "ao"“ and quiet,“ she snapped  and turned to leave.,
He sﬁped adjusting the camera to look at her. “I'm sorry, I
d1dn t expect to f1nd anyone out here so early." |

- Again, he had done the unexpected. She had been rude and he had
responded w1th an aoology. “You'sure ‘Tike to do things the hard way.
You know, there s a path as p1a1n as the nose on your face through the

deadfa]l." she- said going toward the foot- flattened grass.

' He was stﬂ! 1ook1ng at- her, wondering about .the hunched. shou]ders

'1n the man s sweater.' “Yeah, I saw it once it got a bit tht out, but 1

' only had a few more logs to'go. 1 figured you'd hear -me coming over the

trees.

. She whee]ed around on the path "1 heard-you, alright. I heard you |

(

He not1ced t'ightened fists stretching the pockets of her jeans...
‘“Good 1 didn' t want to startle you. |
"You, you .« « « " she sputtered, her.‘dark eyes starmg. '—'Youf‘_r

didn't want to . . o Shit 1 Hve here.i P grew up here. Coug'ars .

\

.,,don‘t startle me, how could something hke you?"

t

—

Instead of rising to the insult, she watched his eyes mden as he

f’sent furtive gtances among: the dead trees. She cou}dn t- teH if his
expression‘was rea] or: he was clowning, but it didn 't matter. »Those

pathetic eyes untied the % t-in her *chest, releasmg the tension in her .

He 1aughe¢ into the sun rising behﬁ?d her. e @
- g e : e i
She: came. back" qnd sat aﬁ the. stump Y'h.' le 16 Chcked his. app

' - Y ?‘ ,.— .
- of the Stra1t waters running red as““‘if filled withﬁght fish.

'!:45,.

R
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"Suh fish," he muttered, "I'11 call this one Sunfish."
N The mountains seehed to be scooping up the glowing water to pour
over themse]ves in a gentle shower. o o
. “Nithih minutes the suﬁriSe faded, ‘replaced by ‘the sober colors of
day. The warmth went out. of ghe sky, but some. of it remained w1th her
where the 1aughter had rubbed away care.’ She was reluctant to turn and

face the dart champ. what\cou1d she say to him?

4

Neither of them sque nor moved. They -blinked as if the -house
lights in a theatre had suddenly come on ., . . aware of each other in the

new 11ght.

[y

_ He surprised the silence when he extended his hand and_sa1d, "Hi,

I'm Hugh Chan." .. - .
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B T'e wind had kept her awake every night‘that’week. Ais}inn was sure
she had never known the wind to pick up around midnight and’frenzy the
trees hroughout the night. As she lay awake 1isten1ng; she gea]ized it
was not just the wind that was peculiar these days. The town seemed to
be mim*cking nature. During the day wh1spers stirred a dreadful kind of

“calm. 1h Tanis Bay, while in the evening when . the men . returned from work
' bluste}ing winds followed them down off the mountain, blow1ng through the
Astreet .and houses flnally to be trappfd in the pub. Everywhere the town

o

was apathetic and unsettled at ‘the same time, lee a shining stretch of
water that uses a reflection of blue sk’ to d1sgu;se an undertow.

The‘gind, the town was making her restless. Aislinn was up before
dawn and but on North;Point as she had been the last five morn1ngs.-
There was a sense of who]eness, a feeling of union between the new sun,
the young. mountains and the old ocean. ‘She was at peace for a moment 1"4@@*
the red-gold light,. before the day turned real and grey, leaving her
feeling enpty again,

Looking across the Strait to the ma1n]and from North Point always
made her think of her sister. Mary, out there- 11v1ng 1?*the world.
-Mary, who was swo]len, soft motherhood, rounded out by f1x§§€§ildren ‘and
sixty pounds of cradling flesh. The ten years between herﬂgnd her sister
'were swollen too, stretched so that Mary seemed mgre T1ke A1sl1nn 3
_ mother. | E
| AShethardlyvthodght of their older brotheerol1n; he had been gone sol
fleng}and thaﬁeled so much that she‘couldp't imagine how he must~ha;;

. ‘ "~ 68
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- changed, what she remembered about Col1n was that when they were young,

\

~he was tall enough to kill spiders Iurking on the ceiling without having

to stand on a chair. ‘The only thing their mother feared was spiders. So -

there was. a ki]ling technique handed@down fn the Cleary family. Colin
always said the skill® was in the‘ ffick of the wrist which killed or
maimed but did notﬂmash fﬁ: spider should fall to the f\oor so that it
could be swept ouththe door, otherwise, tall or not 'you had to get a
chair, a piece of toilet paper and wipe the spot off the ceiling., Before
- Aislinn, Mary had hunted the black ovals pressed to the white ce111ng,

“their many languid 1egs l1ke th1n cracks in the plaster, and before Mary

.~ it had been Co]in, but who had dorie it before Colin or on the days their

father was at work and they were all inlschool? ‘She had always assumed
her mother’was helpless whenlconfronted by spiders. Fern didn't seem to
“notice them these days; perhaps spiders seemed less threaten1ng now.

, Thlngs had changed utterly and not at a]l s1nce the Clearys bwere
'togethervat home. The p]ace that stored their memories and housed their
deéd'was:itse1f dytng.f Tanis Bay, her‘grandad s town, was wrapped in
fear as it watted for the deathrattle to sound in Sewell's throat. The
animosity born of that fear blanketed the town the way sour smoke off the
mill stdcks used to; The town was dying and that meant more to her then
it did to the loggers - they cou]d get out; yet she could not join in
their constant deris1on of the bush crew. It wasn't their fault. They
were just kids do1ng a job, Probab]y okay kids, at that

The weird one, the dart champ, had proven to be not so bad, after
all. The other morning, sitting_here together on the Point, he had paid
attention when she to]d him about the Tarahumara. He seemed -truly

' 1nterested, asking whv her grandfather had gone to fight for Villa? did

69



‘her grandmother miss her homeland? his grandmother missed China. ' He
puzzled her. She had been nasty to him when they met. Most men would

have got mad at her needling and jabbed back or sulked off.- But Hugh had

laughed with her and talked to her as if, as 1f what? As if she knew

something and he coyld learn from her. “His unpredictable behav1our had‘

her studying him, replaying in her mind his brief appearance in town.

It wasn 't the wind that woke Fern in the dark, early morning, it was

70 -

Afslinn passing by her door on her way out. Fern half-wondered if her

daughter was meeting a man, but the morning hardly seemed a likely time .

for a tryst ‘No, it was more of Aislinn's errat1c behav1our. The girl

I

was her father's daughter and her grandmother s shadow. ‘Actording‘to

- Aislinn, her beloved gran had  special powers; as far as Fern was
concerned the ‘woman was’ an dld fraud using a few simple remedies and
farfetched stories to win. the girl over, There was a time, the most
desperate t1me, early in her illness, that she believed Teodora had put a
curse on her, Later, she thought her mother in-law m1ght use her herb
lknqwledge to eure the Parkinson's. Teodora had made medicine for her,
‘put it was so foul that she stopped taking it after a few unchanged

days. The Clearys had never given her.anything of consequence. They

were takers, the whole family, and they had made sure they left her with

.nothing. Francis had more than made sure. All those years of grief

after his accident with him drinking up- his compensation cheques. Then

drying out Just long enough to make a fool of himself and Aislinn and her

at the loggers' fairs. The One-Armed Logger and his Girl, more like the

P
&
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One-Armed Clown ;and his Daughter, the Amazon, what an embarrassment

The worn kaleidoscope of thoughts tumbled 1n Fern's head, keeping
her awake and waiting for Aislinn to come in. it wasn't enough that the/
interminable rain -woke her as if it were driven véhfough the closed

swindow, cauﬁing shattered‘bits of reflection to drop into her conscious
mind, but now her daughter's morning escapades were wakjng her out of the
only ﬁéace she had.

The kitchen door opened.  Fern was .élert, her eyes- alive and
signaling that she heard. fhere were foofsteps in the hall, ) She
strained to send her words throdgh the closed bedroom-door. “Aislinn,

“Aislinn come in here."

The door opened slowly. Aislinn usuq]ly burst through the door as
if she had to take a run at it to make herself go through. She must be
quilty of something, Fern thought. “What have you been up}to? Going out
to meet some man,.l bet e e I Fer& said, as the door swung inward - ]
revealing Teodora in the doorway.

wifh’the blinds down, Fern could nof see her mother-in-law's face
cléarly, except for Teodora's eyes. which  always seemed unnaturally
bright. = "What are you doing here?" Fern's voice was full of
accusation. "Go away." She hated those eyes.

“I'm glad to see you too, daughter-fn—law." Teodora stayed in the
doorway, so that Fern could not‘sée the sadness she feit. What a waste,
sheAthought. Al those unfulfilled desires had @%rned against her son's
wife;' the energy she had put into greed and envy had left her body
exhausted and sick, |

.Fern addressed the silence, *Aislinn's not here."
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"Where isfshe?" : ‘ . L

"I don't know. The girl has too much energy, that's all. [t seems

to run in the family."
~ %yhen did she leave," Teodora demanded, 1gnor1ng Fern' S gibe,
- "Not long'ago, twenty minutes, maybe. What's wrong?"
"I must go." Teoﬁbra disappeared out of the doorway before Fern
could say more. She must get to Aislinn. How stupid Fern was. How

could she forget that” it was in the hour before a new day that Francis

"

had left this house for the last time. Now Aislinn was taking the same |

. path.
' Teodora walked the slick grass trail with the surety of someone who
has learned to let her feet do thelr job without being hindered by "her
eyes. She moved quickly, while trxing to calm her fears so she could

listen to her inner voice. Time was short, she wou]dhavextg~2:;e the

right choice when she reached the£plece where the path branched off to.

s -

North Point.

As she neared the divided path, she became quiet and her feet"

@carried her down the north fork away from the dark trail to South Pdlnt.
She was strangely relieved, although cliffs were cliffs and she.d1dn t
slow her pace toward North Point. -

She broke out of the ‘trees and threaded her way through the
deadfall “As she drew near the Point, she could see 2 f1gure standing

beyond the stumps among the naked rocks edging the cliff.

Teodora approached silently at first, then, .when close enough to'

shout v d she must she stumb]ed stones underfoot. .

s

Ais\inn turned. “Hho . « « gran, what are you doing out here?"

Teadora noticed that Afslinn looked bewildered and that was all.

. eman®
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"Followipng you," she;aid. “I was up tending your grandad'

heard someoy pass by the house.". Teodora kept her v01 neutral

But A15Hnn had already noticed the urgency o her : grandmdther s
walk, the forward thrust of her head. "Did you .go to Sauth Point -fjrst'.
loqidng for me?"  She asked.. - \ “ B o E

Teodora climbed up among the rocks besihe Aistinn.  "No, I#knew you

¥

were here.'f
“But you were still worried?"  Aislinn watched her grandmother
closely, al«thcﬁgh she didn t know what kind of sign she was looking for;

her. gran. héd never lted to her.

m"“(?‘f .‘"Yes.‘h’ Teodora watched the suspicion in Aislinn's faée turn to’

\

B
..._—-q-—-r

‘ | "’\(‘Q . } . . .
pain.‘} L | ‘)

¥

"‘Lfke father, like daughte’r?“  Aislinn's eyes were bright with

[
*

H,qu*lg anger. : ,' c Q S

'“I thpugrft i§ syes,,but my neart would not beheve it. You are
S SR .

e i |
strbngér pthan your father and not as unhappy. ) Teodora had never fully :

LA

»

' underétood her son' s unhappiness It was as if he was always looking

T

: 3‘ and rthe‘re was h0pe. o

4

".,"n “s,-

over shiij shrou]der at something gone by, whereas Aislinn looked forward. '

Aislmn was caught in time, as Francis had been, but hers was yet to come
»o 4 b -

LY

: "Not as unhappy, no, I guess not." Aislinn wondered how her 'gran‘

cou]d bé 'S0 sure -

"Men don't change to meet the world as easily as women do. Many men

think it Js only‘ thei} two hands that can do good work “  Teodora saw

Francis stroking the curved and poHshed arm of a chairJ‘e had made.
=~ .

Aislinn, who 4wd always belieyed— hurani, knew . everything, v{vasv

struck by the look of v'ulnerabﬂitgf on that strong face. "“You didn't

~

cough when |

)



o air from her Iungs. wh_y was her grar{ alkm llke an ordmary person‘? :

0

: ,..0,. 98081{7"‘ Ai,ann

' a« "Yes. peop\e. the hurt.

h1mse1f to death.“ o

P ; K i
: chest. It' seemed to ease /her b eathjng Loy @ o ‘

a
)

. L. : . . . .
LA s o L N 3 . L
A . . . g
PR . ; .

. ’ T) - / . ‘ ) : .
expect ~dad to do 1t, not - that waji, d1d *u? You thought he mxght drink
N G,

[

m.

““No, I didn't’ see death standmg beh1nd him. But then we don t,‘_

s 1ove keeps us, from seeing what we would ' recogmze in a stranger._

Teodora pau,g_\ to examine the 1mage of Franc1s befor.a her. "Your father

was different when he came ba‘ck from the war R | expected that But /

l d1dn t know . how much. I do now." ‘3*__

} . "Then it wasn t Just the loggmg acc1dent that d1d 1t7 It Wasn't
1osing his arm and gett1ng 1nto the dr1nk like mom says"" '
"No, when he got back from’ across the ocean, he couldn t seem tu get

1t-dldn ﬂeave when you cmldren came. I shou]d ave known."

‘

uK'

T’eodora heard the catch in A1shﬁn S vmce and turned to. face e_yes

L4

1s to die,"A she sa1d. S ‘_ o e , g e

2
s

';,i_".f_ At this moment 'Fnsh,nn though%he kne{v how hopeless her father

must have fe]t. She sat down on a flat rqgk. ‘ "Hould he have gone oy

B

o~

11v1ng g, he could have done ‘somethmg, bee“ usefu]"" ', R

;ﬁeodora sat 160 and reached anf arm around A1s]ann s wa1st, patt‘tng

U - - -
her gen ly as- she had done when she was a chﬂd. "I don t 5now..- He

~

didn t talk «a“bout the fighting he had done, but ‘he seemed to be grievmg

4

o for friends mayb’e, or%»imse]f!. o . ."‘; .

S

o

e T /"? ‘

Sa N

N T A

death out of h1s eyes. It d1dn t 1eave when _you:(mother arr1 ved ..

what"“ A1shnn felt pamc t1ghten her chest and squeeze the -

- \
that cou]d haVe been her son 's or her own. "Your fat(\er knew how easy it.

L

_ug“t her knees up and ‘hu;gged them ’%90 her ; vv‘%‘

he. g-r).ief.- \'a&,i‘cause o o e yeS, _pé"o;’n'é;--'_ g



Teodora 'leaned into Aislinn and’ felt 'her-_granddaughﬁer;s arm's relax
slightly. - A
Mo "a"e" t hurt anyone, gran." Afslfnn searched the small, brogmn

face rest1ng against her shoulder. She wanted to be reassured that th1s:

‘ was her wise grandmother. B | "_ S sgi ~}";’[‘ v;.tpl

’s’

: "I haven "t a1ways been old and tame, granddaughter’/l % ng:e"‘;”-

75

fyoung and thought~on1y ‘of myself. But my unc]e cured me. He sent me!-;

. f

#‘away to die." ,
. Y S ""*J » : . T ~ e : o . . rl
o A1s]1nn 1et her knees drop._ "Gran, Jyou're a1waysf5ay1ng‘thtngs that

make my heart jumpa't

: ‘"why, should your heart Jump, I was the one sent out 1nto the

al

}w11d1ands7"' Teodora removed her arm from around Aisl1nn S waist

"Sge ydu’dm it again." ‘Mksﬁ}mn comp]ained. e

e b ‘ > 4
Teodora Sg%t’ d her§31!‘by pulling her shgﬁl tighter she hadn t
o :

" taken t1me that‘morning to t1e it in proper Ind1an fashion.' “Like yourv

ﬂ"father. 1 s full of gr1ef " she sa1d

e

1:,’gran s. fam11y, she found 1t hard to th1nk of them as her great i
| o €. v o T
ggandpaf&nts and her great aunt.._{ o AR

“For your fam11y k111ed 1n the 1ands11de7" These people were her';

R
'1"Yes for my fam11y,lbut more for myself abandoned by them, forged -

q

' to 11ve w1th my uncle who was loved and feared by the viT1age., Teodora
\ S

-'"I thought he cured peop]e, 1iKe you do.
g _

: -A1sl1nn asked. e oo . L , s

'\k- "Because power. 15 pqg;r.. If he has the power to cure,.i;f

s

has thﬁ pnyer to harm. And they wele right Power does not care about\ g

good and bad, 1t 1s just the forces at work. It fs the user- who decides




[

n‘;‘ . t

~kthe work of‘those forces he has come to understand. My uncie‘was,not'a',

.‘_witch bt I didn‘t want to be part of the village S fear of him, I was,

though, Jhd I sickened myseif with sadness. Teodora noticed that when

' she spoke of power and her past these days, Aisiinn lowered her head-as

" if to meditate or retreat..

-

Z o
"You were 11T and he sent you away? How could he do that?" Aislinn

~

raised her head, indignant T AT ‘ /

Teodora smileda Any minute now, her granddaughter wou]d tuck her

old grandmothér safeiy under one of her big, young wings. '“Because he

<

'wanted me to be whole,“ Teodora said withod? the smiie, "he wanted me to

respect life, he wanted me to know that 1t is easy ‘to die but better to

3

o did notisweat a cooling rash of moisture as it should ihstead the wate’!‘

'

' became warm and stagnaﬁf' I hadn t even noticed ; was too busy fee]ing

‘fine it disappeared with the breeze. And when I fi]ied the ciay water

( "Okay, you must of . 0o wait you said the - other nighteyou had two
meetings with that bird creature. | Nas this the first one7“-' Ais]imh‘f
COuldn t decide whether she wanted her gran to answer yes or no., : y

Teodora contempiated ‘the eager note in’ Aislinn s v01ce. ‘;Nas she

keen for kmowiedge .or JUSt for\fnother of Ker grandmother s ttrange

'stories?\\IEBdora s casua1 storyte]iing toh! sharpened to a new edge of

senjousness. "My -uncle told'me I was robbing his medacine of power. ;1

°was noﬁ}onger putting energy back into the world He found “when he

L

‘ground medicine plants gathered and dried by me , they turned to powder\so-

"Jar from the stream and put it on 1ts tripod of stichg in the shade, it

sorry for myseif SR - g
' Y

o .

).

-
ﬁfv.
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beings to feed the wider spirit of the world. He said that because °
a « T . . . .

peop‘Te had ,the‘gift' of,fe‘eling and v‘knowing beyond the belly's' hunger,

¥

beyond. a thirst-swollen tongue, it Was our duty to share this inner

- energy.. ‘Otherwise huma'ns were just thieves. I remembér, as he,talked, I

didn t even have enough sense to be embarrassed. [ was thinking how

'unfa1r he was. - And he knew what I was: thinking, (‘/

-

* "Then he sa1d . .,.,I can st1l1 hear his words . o o 1 you wﬂl

41 h
,riot let me help you heal your spimt you will - have to go ,awa»rom

» here. ) .f' .";?'9 . - T t" . .” - T S

st Al : -
BaNE .
-"'

P

P

¥

sha red .the 4 same bl

-
return . o unle’ss you ‘tare) not at all f(fr our peop1e.

' splmt“\ou give off s bad. glt nakes a p]ace unfnt to. live, You cagnot

“For a moment everythmg stood still. There ‘was no sun's glare, 'n%

- +
rbreeze, no rustle of’ smaH ammals, the rocks held thelr breath »I

understood what 1 must say, but I didn't expect to act on my words. I

‘thought .the 1esson was -13 the talk. I._sa1d, 'Then I must go where I

) r

cause -no. harm.'-‘ . . S \
" . ‘l‘ ) ‘

. Al hgsa1d was, 'I_ uld seem so.,l

kwer. 1 said, 'I1'11 go back to live.in the

for.a long time, as if he mu]dn't'-beHeve’ we :

od ’ i:i'nally, ‘he %aid ' ‘Don't 'you understand'{k The E

mas such a stupid chﬂd. "1 thought’ my unc1e Just meant to scare

b Me. “ SQ Iuturned and walked toward the high mountains beyond the, plateau

his h0use sa‘t on.~v I kept wa1t1ng for him to ca“l me back. but he

| '_d1dn t. As T’ wa]ked the day away, thought he' s going to wait unt\l

dark and give me a fright. By this time, I was angry, s0 I dec1ded not ‘

'to stop. : There was a“ full moon tand I kept travelling 0 he couldn t'

oy .
w " N o
>



sneak up on me. 1 was. going to make him do some walking. ~
“Hhen 1 finally 1ay down among the rocks. I was two days walk into
the backcountry.- I was - too’stunned and t1red to even feel sorry for
myse'lf. I had been as]eep a short time when coyotes let out a wail "that
3 almost Hfted me to my feet. In the darkness they surrounded me, - their
o ‘voices as é‘lose as the smeH of the1r me.eating breath. They c1rc1ed *”“
and how’led .and 1t seemed «as 1f the rocks’ I was sitting on .were trying to .
nh me 'off &hem‘. ‘Lodidn’ t wait for first hght I left that place. '
[ "! just k‘ept mw;h%,, The rav1nes and arroyos all became‘ one to me. .

I was a]most to ‘the top- gna mesa before 1 reaHzed I had been c 1@1 ‘
. "} ) AY
The Spindlﬁg trees and busTles up there‘ we*? b]ack and ‘the rock floor’ was

.
I

as broken up as a dropped water jug. }his p1ace SO c\‘ose to the sky Wwas
. dead. It ba‘ been hit by lightning. I'm not. sure I und?i‘stoodﬂiat vmeﬂ ¢
I started to pile the shattered bits of rock up in a circ1e around me.
By now, 1 thought I knew why my uncle felt I brought m1sfortune to him. Lo
‘Bod was still punishing me. Taking my far’mly was' not »enough He \wasw '.j(
: driving me away . Kfrom my peop]e and my”’ c1osest relative.' Even the” ‘.
wildernesjs/_shunned me." Teodou;a paused, res‘ting herself and the story.
Sitttng with er back against a: rock Aishnn had bare]y moved since'
her ‘g’randmother had started to talk"‘ As always. her,gran s voice had
“ 'such a soothing quality that everything stopped for A]slinn and she was
Tost in t1me. But’® the word "God" had struck heL as, odd. Nhen her gran .
’ ‘talked of such thiés, she a]ways spoke of the Great Mother or the gods. |
o "Hait,“ Aislinn said ‘as 1f her grandmother was walking qu1ck1y ahead of‘
_her. “What god are you talking abgut?"” o - .
Teodora ‘ftared at Aislinn. “Father Va]enzuela s god " she said. -
Ms'Hnn shook her_head at this answer. i "Hho 1s Father Valenzuela?“ o

el e
- : . iy



- Va]enzue]a. about him fet*ing me ‘home * to the mountains from\gls

g standing at the opposite end of a dangerous P "

“ . 8 o . . ‘~. ) . ' - . .- N
oo SRR I
. . . . ‘ ’ BN co

~“He was'Sthe wvillage priest. ‘He sent me to the convent-‘“at'

.

convent?" Teodorﬁsmﬂed ,at the thought of her girlself and the young

A

'village pr1est on that nar;ow path 0ld age, g

was like -

aoked back

i But befor ,,get side-tr?cked.‘

the 1'andsh’de'th'? buried' ¥0 ”x in order to pun"lsh you? Tor pun1sh

ou for what? For rot becom, nun?" “_ ey o
: ‘ 1
"y‘ “In a way, ,yes., You see, I 1eft the conve\ht because I wanted to be

‘

the bride of a pr1est, not the br'lde of Christ " Teodora remembered how

| sure she had been that God would underst*ilove as strong as hers.

"But grandadx says you left the co«wnm: because you were hemes {2l ¢
A1s11nn s eyeb'rows drew together\p confuswn’greaﬁngwa th1ck dark Tine
across her forehead that was a]most menacing. R <N
| f?mTedb@ ;aughed,‘ "Homes1ck and 1ovesick. I had this‘wonderfur plan
for helpmg my, peop’le and gettmg the man I des1red Father VaUzue]a |
wasn t hke the other pr1ests.VHe hved with 8 1n the mountains. “He

knew we suffered withoubedand and he beHeved we.. shou]d be g1ven back the
]

(3

‘ _.Yaqu'l Valley., ut he. wanted us . to fight with words, not guns, - In -the"
.\n]lages where?e was we]comed as a friend he set up schools, not’ Just
-~ for children, ‘but for men and women as weH. I thought he ioved people
.‘more than God, and I loved him more than an,yone. S
"My plan was for ds to marry, to teach nw people togethgr and maybe,, i
'someday, lead - them to the President "of the whole of Mex1co. There:. |

2 P
* P - . o1
. . e DI ¥ R
af'\ﬁ e Lih i
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Hermosillo." Teodora looked puzzled. “Haven t 1 told you about Father 1 - -

R
3

. 1



’ ';encourage her grandmother to cont1nue. o S , -

“woujd speak w|th our-. hearts and tell jn the r1ght ‘words of theymgustice

‘done 1n SpnOra and- all wou]d be chanaed 1nstant]y. Teodora Iaughed. .
.aga1n, a Httle at . herse\f but more at Aislinn's f1sheyed star@ "
."You re not shocked, are, you, vanddaughter? I won't say anymore. E 1t ?Q@:

"w0u§d be painful if you stopped: 1nk1ng for good." )

"No, don't st‘op. Nhat happened?" Aiann blinked rapid]y to ..‘_

t E
e

N ) ' : R

-

"So on the journey back to ‘the ""hYﬁaivns from the convent, I

-;E‘Empted the man away from his God. Jathe Valenzuela vlas horrified when.

3.‘
I hugged him and then kissed him on the mouth. ﬁe caHed me names. . But :

. 1, 'was young and ;a]though I w& hurt, ..I was sure 1 could' win him oven.

CAI1 the way. h,ge. I tried, and he co_ntmuany told ;‘hat. God wéuld
. ‘ . _"" b ‘ : c ., .
. - .

punlshme. . S '-‘,

e " Two days after [ armved home, fhe rocks came down on my father ] f

a

house and I° was the only. one not at home. [ was _away’ at the, school st1l+
trying to change Father Valenzue1a S minaK Later, when I#w that pile
of rubee where our house had Qee'n, I knew he- had ‘been right and their =

% ‘ L )
- deatbs were nw punishment.'f Teodg}ra sat’ qu1et1y, looking -across the

Strait .and seeing the Bacatete Moun‘tams of Sonora. ~ That. spme of red .4

rock “had’ not protected her people.’ ,Many .died before the Yaquis returned

) to their va]]ey on the coast.
. 0(;

"Hell ‘gran, uhat a thing to live with. No wonder you' d1dn t 'know .

.what you were doing. . You shou]d have told your uncle what was \bothering
, ‘%* &
- you," Aislinn foHowed Teodora s distant gazequt over the water to. the .
grey'lng mounta1ns. She knew without turning around that the, sun. was
A ]

chbing up the Hmbs of the trees on the hor'lzon behind L .
lt/ .
Teodora. shrugged off the .,y,nage of the.red mountains, as? ff she cohld .

o ¢ b
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afford to dismiss the memory ?orever. She re\iiﬁgdyltslinn was ‘waiting

for_a repiy.i‘“No. 1 couidn t tell him. The priedts were his- enemies.
He said their god was evii voew v@ hungry, human-eating beast' is what

»-;lied it Anyway, ‘as fa’ as my uncle was concerned the nuns had-

he &

&S

'.ruined me. That was the problem." - Teodora noticed the 1ight on the
.\"‘ r '6 . . B
wgyeo.ﬂﬁﬁhedﬁoh;‘ the storyteiiing spell by returning her voice to its f

everyday pitch "We ‘should go, your mother will be worrigd "

Aisiinn shivered, . In’ the presence of a stmuggligg’hsun,wﬁtheg‘é .éﬁ
.4 % i ' ‘u
remaining night airnseemed coider. “You haven t told me what happened on
'top of the mesa," she protested " ) a : .
2 .

"If]i'teil yoyganother day," Teodora said..

"No, pillke finish.. ® You can tell on the way back, "we'll walk

Cslowly." — v ' S ;\\7“’“1

Aisiinn steadied Teodora down off the bouiders. They walked side by '

.51de where the dead?ali ailowed ‘On the narrow traii through the 1living
trees, Teodora waiked behind, her voice raised to reach Aisli ’
. "Well; I kept pi]icg rocks up until it got. dark I uppose I’was
d01ng it to keep out of the w1nd aithough -by then I think L had accepted’
. my fate., So, [ wasn't surprised when the wind blewnclouds over the moon
: andﬂstarsi thunder tumbied of f the mountains and ¢:::;\qas a buzzing inv
'the'air. My hair stood out from my head .and - I remember thinking, 'GOdﬁv ,
'ihas sent St Elmo for me. ' And he had. _In the next instant, I was hit
‘by lightning. ; Teodora was reliving the fear and reiief she had feitlg'

L]

’while enclosed in t ectricity of St. Elmo's Fire. She didn t see -
ahead.“" C ‘"‘ e o .‘-"fn

Aislinn stop on the |
. Aislinn turoed to her gran® in ‘time *to catch her in her arms as
- Teodoraubumped into hera “Whoa, who's chasing you?"s.

o . . . ’ .
R . ) . ’ . 4. . .
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. "Why did you stop?" Teodora said in surprise.
I

thunder, why d1dn t you get down of f that mesa‘? Did you want to die?"

"Why did you stay?“ Aislinn responded. "Nhen you heard the

’ "I
motion ag'a‘ig, | Lat,er, 1.dearned that I ¢id. while I "lay there burned as

‘g thfnk 1 had a choice.” Teodora prbdded Afslinn into

black as 8 ﬁ»eleton trees, @’ monk stood over me, the cowl of hisﬂrown .

g'hismfﬁg%“. *‘A hoarse, rasping vo1ce came from the dark hole

iabit hid‘hn
his/hcﬁb {,'*’Your arrogance is disgraceful,' he said to me. Then, he

5, v
he winﬂs Qa great bi rd“ he created a f1erce wind that pul]ed me into
tne aﬂ‘ghq tumbled my rigid body like a dry twig over (nd ‘over in the

nes! above the mounta1n.

: L t"He closed his arms, the wind stopped and(\I fen out of . the a1r, -

NS TR
- from the anain bunﬁng me. .

o o
to be near me. I "was ]eteTy covered except ‘for -my face. My burns

canséd such a'go_ny,‘but I couldn't mov_e, not even 4o 1ick the dust f_romi my

Hps." L ' AP |

in the long, full’ sleeves of his robe. Moving them like

gh ‘the foot of the mesa. As if the earth was quaking, the loose
a*«dn kep‘t pushing up,, hftmg me off them, while others leapt

,@s”I idy. bUried the ,rocks kept shifting as if they coulde 't bear-
/«ﬁ'

“Then the sky fiHed with color and I watched as the colors- .

separated moving above me in a dizzying pattern. Suddenly, the p1eces

of \color collided, - the chao§ vibrated. into a p1cture. The sky. became

 St. Francis and the birds from the stained g1ass window of the convent'l,

chapel.® I forgot my pain until thunder made the window 'udder and

‘ explode. . L . , . .
)

Ce "It rained bright glass slivers that stuck like needles 1nto my

\



face. The sun 'filled the hole in the stained g]as‘s'sky and‘the light
glinted o;f,g the gl,ass sHvers in my flesh burning my eyes. My lids
&wn t E1ose my mouth wouldn t open to let out a scream.

"A shadow stepped in front of the sun and the monkeys voice found my
ears beneath‘the rocks, . It was like a small ru?h of air between the Y
'stones, the &ﬂ‘ tick]ed while the words bruised. ~ He. said ‘Such
arrogance,  to think your love for a priest is worth the Hves of your
father. nother and sister. What a truly ignorant chﬂd you are., Your
~agony is your own i’au_l"c. 'The four powers that have touched you here, do
so at your bidding-. Yoor poor treatment of your own spirit has haumed
the' Great Mother‘é spim’ﬁ. It is up.to;humanki'nd to keep the spi r1tua1
ha]a_nce of _the 'world . By wasting your inner energ1es you have weakened_
'a]] .’ene‘r‘_gies. onntrol and harmony are buﬂt on spir1tual strength, chaos”
f-and imbalance are the result of spiritual weakness. Your whed of rocks.
your broken sky are your own dofgg: |

“The monk stood aside allowing, the sun to melt ‘the needles of
colored glass embedded 1n my face, wetting my 11ps so I could speah. .

e . S " R . o
‘Who ane'you?' [ said. And af the sound of my voice, the rocks jump&

up off me and rolled away. ! e « .
. s . ) ‘ ) S - . "‘ ‘
"The monk 1ifted- Wis cowl and let it fall to his shouiders

» . ) - \ .
~uncovering a black beak, yellow eyes and ir1de$ceﬁfea’thers that lay ¥

flat against his bird skull. He walked away and h no‘be fell exposing

3

bones of every kind: human, bird, _fis'h;_anim'a]' . . . of every kind.
fhat‘doll of the dead held a bone "finger out to me and, des'pigte ny fear,
R VJI tr""led to _reac:h it. At my'touch, the bird's head ‘with its .rattling body
end enormous necklace of "d;ngling oones was oucked up like a ‘puppe,tv

through the hole in the sky. A
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"When 1 looked agaln my uncle S face was there looklng down on me.

He unfolded hls medlclne bundle and without a word' he put dried tobacco

leaf powder on my buens.

“I.uhlspered. more to myself than to hlm. 'You were right about the
world.,' I couldn't stop starlng at the.perfect sky. There wasn 't eifn
.'the ragged edge of a cloud to mark where the hole must have been, -
a';hs he 'worked his healing on me, my unclﬁ asked tn his qulet
‘patlent way,. 'ﬁow do you know thls?‘

A bind creature told me,’ I answered. - 'Ne "offered me "a finger

© ifbne.'

"My ‘uncle stopged and looked at me closelys d, 'Do you have

.

it2r . o v &‘# SN\ '{ 'x'.
"I said, 'No, I only touched it.' . -
g - g £ A
"He went on with his med1c1ne, saying, 'Touched death's finger . . .’
well, your time will come.' | E . )
x)Come for whet?" } asked. - , o ) : L '
R This was your first lesson.“ he said. 'Every act, every action .- ‘j
you perfonn‘has an effect on this world for gdod or bad.'
" "Burning pain was. flooding back., Pain seemed to be ralnlng out of '
~ the tranquil sky and with cqme fei:: ‘Nhat S going to happen to me?’ | !
i My woeds were-cl sy with panic. ’ ‘ . | .
B 'Don' &y Teodorita,"' -my ‘u‘ncle‘ said.  'You are v;ry'-lucky. ‘ A" '
There wl l c; a%ime wheo you will take what was offered today.'" _ ‘ \
The sun as warmlng thevehrth outside Teodo4j s door w:en she and -

rri ed back. Teodorg was sllent now.' Yes, her tlme'had .come;

was still a tlne to come for her when she w0uld absorb the knowled

[

A




Death'e bird and bone creature. , \ ' ﬂ
Aislinn raised a hand ‘to shield her eyes from the sun as she turned.
and 1ooked down into her grandmother's face. Something had'occgrred to
her as she walked and 1istened on the way home from North ﬁoﬁﬁt. "Gram,
why haven't I heard these stories before?"/ Aislinn asked.
"Therels a t1me_for eferything.“ Teodora's voice was neutral almost.
casual. ) o o | ! }
"And what time is it now?"
"It's a time of testing for you, granddaughter." |
Aislinn started to speak and Teodora held up her hand; L o
"Aislinn, I know, you th;nk_you are too young to be tested. . Youl\
" haven't had time to live. - Butbremehber what I said the -other night'_h
« + « all forces live inside ys, THe world‘arbdnd us does not,contrdl us, Q
4t is_just there . . . gbod and bad .;. . . queling sorry for yoursetf
changes nothing. Find another way to\fele ‘ R
"It's that easy, is it?" Anger splintered Aislith's voice 1ike a
~ hammer finding gtass. . L " P e
H"ho; not easy, but possibie'and'necessary; Granddaughter. would 1 f<
}say things to hurt y;u? IS that What you think of your‘old grandmdther?? -
Teodora filled th: space between themlwith hef hand. ~
Ais11nn enclosed her grandmother s hand its small bones w1th their ‘L;

.,/ ?;ﬁ

frag11e strength made her want tb weep.; Insteadashe hugged- herrgld grqn,mg s
; ,gr,a

entangling her young fingers 1n the s1lver braid looseped by the 53??

wind off the Podnt. .. evLa bl A ﬁ T

!



A1s11nn entered her mother's kitchen. ~ Deep 1n thought. she pried
right sneaker off with the toe of the left, then bent to undo, the %
one 40 she could sHp it off. The room seemed soft in thi diff(sed 1%

)

that. filtered dovm "through the f1rs to the windows., B

She stood very still’in the doorway, no 1onger thinking.‘L’

if there "wasg'ﬁothing inside her and the air in the kitchem was,n‘i‘g"vigg

. toward her to fi11 the void. Instead of bééomi'n'g frightened and shakjng

. . T / { - ’
‘the feeling off, she waited. _ B SR \ %
. S T v M

Y
TN

The quiet ‘crept over her and she felt’ as"she'did just before"she’{ “,\\
3

drifted o’?'to sleep, Her inner voice was Speechless, it couldn't arhue .

.

J."
with the soothing light and peaceful . re That constaht voice was\ho.

longer in control and that was a relief noth‘the terror she had 1magined.

-y

through the soles of her bare fee(t ‘ It sent a small e]ectric thml

Mer skin wao so sensitive that she felt the hum of. the refrhgerator

through her body She could have stood there forever, her heart enticed
I r

to beat by the vibrations sent out across thestimerippled linoleum from

-

“the refrigera-tor. . " ) . ,' -
She barely heard her mother ca]ling through the thrumpi-ngE air -and

. blood 1n her ears. Hhen Fern s voice broke thrq,ugh Aislinmshivered

agitatmg the alr and the tht suSpended in it, so that the room‘f"ll_edv
- T . /
., .

- wlth hard,’ bright edges. R T . a( “ N //

SRR A a

M‘? Aiann\ entereu h‘er mat :'angedro,om bringinggsome of . th’e fee} of .
‘%ﬁhe k1tchen with her. ohce pue“r %he 'threshoid, she usuall,y gpt straight

/to the huﬂness of drespin% her mother, th1s morning she sat on the- end .

-

[
L4 x‘

3 of the. bed. _

| ’ S - :
~ This departure from routine stopped Fern in mid.sentence and

~ suddenly she was renemberihg the young. “warmth of a Sman ,dau_s';hterewho,

v -



& 7 her)gother%?n the lightt

4

»

/ ’; ,
shared her mothir s bed when her father'was away fishing.y When had she
lost_that daughter? It had started when Franﬁ}s couldn t fish anymore,

or work or love’. . o o He didn t lose an arm to that choker cable. he .

lost nerve. She saw before her a bundle of long. blue-grey wires being ~

‘pulJed through her husband' s heart and. out his shoulder. Exposed they

"y

v
A

pulsed on the end of the severed arm, then died. He had been- stripped of
feeling. If he were alive, they would make a good couple now, Francis
numb from the inside out and she from the outside in, Her‘ tremors
intensified as she shook her head for him, : o
Aislinn had been watching her mot‘hs s eyes change and change again

in her smooth unwrinkled face.' “what S wWrong, mom?" she asked in 'a
l . ’ >

- yoice whose softness belonged to a time past. s . .

i
Fern attempted to control her: trembling by focusing her eyes, on a
/

spot behind Aislinn's head. "Nothing." she said. -

The bed was hard and Aislinn’ was sliding toward the edge; 574 put<a'

¥

hand on the bedstead, to'rise. o _ -
- R ;
is wrong now, because thereﬂs nothing lefgrto go wrong, llt/s all been
done," she paused “You know, there's ‘something to be said/for tﬁat.",
Aislinn rose and went to the window. Instead of letting the blind

roll up with a slap, she guided it up the frame. She turned ‘to look at
y B

y

/'

i

-&"
i

-7

Fern spoke to keep her there, “It s too late now. You sed, nothing f p

e

~Fean was staring straight ahead td where Aislinn had sat. on twe end o

.+ of_her bed. " redlly mean that. There s 2 kind of relief in knowing

there's nothing left.” Consciously willing the action. slowly she curned

her ‘head to look at her daughter. LT lost you a long time ago. before 1

,was ready to let you ‘go. | Now, 1 caﬁ‘t let go.i tife strange fsn't

. P

._x,_;\).::‘* - . K ( N } . r
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it?“ {Fern'S‘volce fell flat:on the llght note‘she_haduhoped for. To her '
© OWR- ears she soundbd llke a pathetlc old woman. | | h
"¥ou neven lost me, mom. Things changed o« o s I tried to help dad,

. that's all like I m helplng you now." Alsllnn s-shoulders slumped as 1f
she was trying to reduce ‘her frame to the slze 1t had been those years

| ‘ago before things had changed ’ | | .
‘ Fern saw how unprotected her tall - thin daughter was, desplte the
mascul1ne muscle and tough ways her father had developed in her. ~"Yes..
~ you were always will1ng to hélp._' Maybe. we took advantage? of that
-wlll1ngness. wlth S0 nany years between you and Mary and Colin, well
‘they ‘were gone by the t1me things changed around here and a_lot of it

fell to you.b Ne never meant - 1t to happen thatnway e o o it just did.

. B

Badyluck I guess. " e | ,
: "Yeah th1ngs Just happened. it's nobody'skfault " Alsllnn saifl..
* Bad Tuck, she thought, that s not -what- her gran would call 1t._ 1t was. .
JuSt the forces out there sw1rl1ng around but damn 1t, 1t wasspad;
Getting mauled by a logg1ng cha1n was bad ‘suicide was bad disease,was .
~bad . ., . they all made her suffer. ., How could thav*be good? She felt
her hands itch with frustrat1on. She rubbed a palm on the corner of a
dreSser. Over the years she had rubbed the paint of f of just about every;
Jsharp corner in the house try1ngﬁto satisfy that itch., F1nally she stdx\‘~” t#‘
“I guess we better get going here or it*ll be noon before the  store :

t",

Aislinn was late gand arrived just as the tribe was wandering }up}-the _
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street for coffee in the‘backroom of the‘store., She Watched them from

K
Y

the porch the children seemed subdued staying close to. their mothers,
holding a hand where they could. Sewell's si]e‘ce was exdtting a toll,
whether the company meant it to or not. It/ﬂo ked like it was going to |
be»another sullen gd!hering. For an - instant she was tempted t:.:ush‘
inside the store, lock the door . again, leave the blind down and t%e ﬁONE_-.’
i FISHIN' sign in the window. «Then she had an: idea. - ‘

She was’ in the door before her friends had advanced two more steps.

L]

J
Aislinn swept. down the aisles grabbing up party favors candles, a frozen

cake. - She dec0rated the backroom/by throwing a roll of floral toilet

paper over the rafters working her way back and forth ‘across the smaTl
. room. Two—ply streamers billowéﬁ down between the\bpamst The party/hats
and whistles m—iarruut—on the table. sre jﬁ had_ time to stick a

few pink candles in the alréady soft ice cream cake and. touch the match

to the wicks. A e ' TS : B . o ‘
‘ , when Linda parted the cur ins to the backroom, Aislinn let loose on V¥

/
a snake whistle thatascreamed as its paper tongue unfurled in Linda's’
/

face. Eweryone stood in the doorway.. The children looked from the room | ///

-—

to their mothers faces for" clues.

\, .' Aislinn took*the whistle out of her mouth and its tongue curled back
\

\up, neatly. "éurprise! It's Seesaw Day. and we re ‘here’ to celebrate,
. F

her voice w?s the voice of television, a game show host s exaggerated

ioy- S/

\f Lindé s color was coming back now that the snake s tongue was tucked
' up\and/she -spoke out. of relief more than- surprise, "It's what? Hhat the
‘hell Are you talking about, woman?“ Then ‘she burst out laughing. ”She.

had\ just focused.ner attention enough to see, the bedecked room and the

/! B o -
SN K . Y L X .



conical foil hat Aislipn had perched on her head. ,
Linda came up to Aislinn and snapped the hat s thin e]astic hooked
'under her.chin. "You dingbat." Linda said.- : W

1q "Well, that s how much you know about ranything. Ne're"taikfng

shistory here," Ais]inn obmected. “Just ask my grandad. They alwavs usedu

to celebrate Seesaw Day in Tanis Bay. It's a. gnfat northern tradit1on,
L.

' 1t even has its. own motto . .« e carved each year in a 11v1ng tree," herf

i volce became church solemn, “carved 1n Latin, so pnly those that knew,

the truevnortherners, would recognize ut Now," she po1nted up, "those

,trees are gone, logged off of course,[,azfn words and all ., . . and thef

v

, celébration S kind of been forgotten .along with the motto ...‘t’except by -

a very few.. who ‘belong here. And - we've handed it dovn5 through

"'generations, guard1ng it with all the care . . . ."

~

Corrine broke in oh the lectuSe, “Did you know your cake' 5 meltfng?" :

she asked. ‘f /: , {

- "Ch heii'" Aislinn turned to see the candles sputtering and s1nk1ng

.'1nto a dark chocolate ho]e. “Quick k1ds. get a spoon. no plates just

.spoons, s0 d1g 1n 4 She shoved plastickspoons at them,

. 3

*\\;; Corrlne took a spoon and went‘}o work with the kids. “"507Whatfs,7

.- ¢

this\mowto?“ she "asked,’ shifting a 1ump of ice cream to a cheek that
bulged like a- pack.rat s.

"Damn, Corrine, you had to ask didn' t you?“ Tracy sa1d.j "Now’we!IT‘

—

' ‘

never gef “any coffee."_"\}

“Aislinn took the hint.and put the kettle on the zgtplate. “I'm-glad ..

§ yOU~a§ked that. There's a lot of history behind that'motto,“fshe%said._

look1ng the part of a strange orator with a shrunken dunce cap.
"No. bul]shit history, Just spit out the motto," L1nda put in.

k-
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”Okay. okay, 1f you re not open to a llttle.izdacatlon . . . o

‘ Anyway the motto ls made up of the first words spoken by the first logger_‘

"f to ever br1ng a Bwedesaw 1nto .the virgln timber of thts island -

“fwilderness.‘ He sa1d wlth a tear ln his eye, a lTump in hls throat and as

' he puffad out his chest, '1 come, I see, I saw L

1

The women grabbed rolls ~of tollet paper stacked on.; a shelf and

,'~hurled them at Alslinn as she retreated out the back dbor. They locked'

the door, leaving her to bang on the peellng paint and then sl1nk around

*

| to the’ front door. ' ~". j Sl

o

Aisllnn pulled back the curtain.and stood 1n the doorway w1th her

“polnted party hat down on her forehead 1ike a unlcorn s horn. }"So, you
- feel bettery do you?" she asked, through the laughter.‘“
Corrlne swallowed- the hiccups that always erupted when she laughed
.too hard and said,'“l guess we've been pretty down . lately. | ‘
"1 hardly noticed,l Aislinn said, ‘rem0v1ng, with relief, the

o garrottlng hat elast1c from under her chin..

Tracey took the kettle off pourlng hot water 1nto mugs of instant

-

‘coffee.n-"we'have a,rlght”to be." She slammed the kettle down on the.

>

-

. hptplate.'-v ’
-7 Aisllnn came over ﬁ‘*

' her pass around the mugs.' "Yeah, don't I
P |

know. Nhatever happens. atkleast none of you will be - cauﬁht in a dead :

| town waitlng for the old folks to leave Qne way or another.‘ You can take

‘your familles and move to where ife's going on." Thertears came so fast

that Atsllnn didn t have t1me to will them back. "Cripes,»l'm scared.

"fwhat am. 1. golng to do when you all Teave?"

The silence 1n the room let 1n the sounds of the children playlng in ~

hthe.backyard.v Their ‘noise 1nside that small space had an unreal quality

r
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' as if it were being broadcast over.a loudspeaker. | ,
Linda jumped down from where she sat on a carton of papertoweis.gr ;
"We're going to have a party tonight. To hell with this being down 1in
‘the dumps. It's not the end of the worid"‘ She iooked-around at the:s.
others, "What do . you say?“ ‘ e ' e
- Corrine, whose head hprely reached Aisiinn 5 shouider. hugged her
‘t‘all friend and satd, "We'll have it at myshouse.,, It's my turne .
Everybody come oVer after supper'. . t we' 11 put ali the kids to bed in “

the spare room."' , v-j .

— N o

.Hhen Aislinn got home from the store, her mother was unusuaiiyvquiet.f
.Fern "seemed almost shy./ She didnfti‘natter‘.and nag. thr0ugh supper; .
1nstead she made smai] requests much as a child ‘does to forestaii
bedtime.- Rather than bustie her mother off to her room, Aislinn lingered
over the supper dishes in the sink. Neither of them said much it was as

if they occasionaily opened their mouths to ‘taste the air, wondering i
whether any of the rarefied atmosphere of . the morning had remained. It .,e7
was a good kind of silence, without argument. Aislinn let it be.

S (' was dark when Ais]inn finaiiy started for the company s side of :

ftown. She passed Sewe]l '§ community hall where some teenage boys weref'#i
swinging on the heavy fire door. with every outward arc of the door,;

'rock music broke out into{the'night. She couldn't ‘help but: iaugh at ‘the

o boys dancing with -the door to avoid dancing with"the girls inside the -

hail._ Their shyness wouid turn into bluster a§ they got older.‘ Butj*d
they wou]d never be as infuriatingly confident as the university guys on'

/J !
. ——
4R
/
'



:just be people, be themselves without ali the posturing. It must‘be the4

-y —

the bush crew. She couldn t decide which was worst. ﬁhy couldn't they i

!

genes or ‘hormones or something. ' o i

!

~Her friends' husbands were. biusterers. Most of it was talk. 'Hhat

would they be iike if she couldn t hear their words? Because of her

'mother. she spent ‘most evenings with the sound on the T.y. turned down

';~and she had notica! thatgyou ‘could learn a ot from just watching. words'

'tended to distract a person 's eye from the human being behind the mask.,

‘ Aisiinn was iate.,tge par;y was weli underway. Instead of going 1in,

'she stoppéd in the street tOﬁwatch uhat was happening béhind.Corrine and

}}Tim s livingroom window.3 From-where”she stood in—the'dark it wasﬁiike"

-looking ‘at a movie screen. the- actors framed by light, separate from the.
'to the- single member audience.
'>3and theirvbanjos propped againstva raised thigh.

,:foliow-the leader music of Dueling BanJos.

- dark. Doors - and windows were open, releasing a buzz of music and noise)

{

[
@

At the centre was Eari and Tim, each wi

over | their \”instruments. piaying ~ with

~ere was a- frantic quality{

a foot on.the coffee tabiefﬁ‘.
They were both bent Tow -

. oncentrated fury bthe S

. to the scene ke the old sTTént movies where the music never kept up

‘1.with the cranking camera. - The music from inside the house was delayed An

coming to her, trai}ing too far to be redl behind their fingers. A bad

hdubbing Job._

Dueling Banjos turned into a piece of square dance music that'

.‘,shuffied the feet of a few coupies who oniy ‘had room to swing “in tight.

' circles radiating out frmn their ‘locked elbows: Promenade they “could:

L=

Iopposite elbows. As Aisiinn approached the house. she cou]d hear the'

not. so they whiried. changing direction by uniocking and locking
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| dancers' stamping feet, a demand for freedom from the smaii room, its
"carpet and solid furniture. | o .

She entered the light by ‘opening.the screen door and was\weicomed by

| wailing from a room at the back of the house. Linda hollered at Earl to

hoid'it down hhile they~got thepkids’back-to sleep. Someone put a"beer
in Aisiinn's hand."éari pbt his banjo down, reached.for his-guitar and
sald something about being “folky" to Tim. The’dancing feet retreated to
~ the Jkitchen for more beer, then came back to rest on the crushed shag of
the carpet. " - T .

| Earl began, "Four strong winds that blow lonely, seven seas that run
“high," His voice was too husky for the. words. Tim joined in, his voice

soft'but with ragged edges like torn- flannelette, "All those things thit

don't ‘change come what may. But our good times are all gone and I'm

-

N boond'for_moving‘on.“ The dancers became singers, “I1'l1 look for you it

&i‘m ever 'back this 'way.“ -+ Tracey and Obrrine could ‘be ,heard in the
. kitchen. They stirred the song into . the pots of chili on the stoves
Aisiinn gulped down her beer.', | |

Tim set his banJo carefully in its upright stand and left Eari to
finish the last chorus. Others drifted with Tim out to the refigerator.
He opened more beer by pitting the teeth of one beer cap against the
teeth. oﬁ‘another. The fast,. his own, he . opened on his back molars.
Within the strobe light of the fridge door opening- and cloq’ng, Tim' s
neighbor was giving the beer drinkers a taste of Scottisgbhumor.» He was

mimicing the routine of a stand up comedian\from,Glasgow,’ In a roughcut

accent that could have been any Scotsman to the ears of those in the—

‘kitchen, the neighbor told how “One day the circus came=to Glasgow and

during the secdnd'~haif,‘of_ the performance .under the big top, the

- . - T : . " L ]
. Lt . -
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ringMaster entered‘resplendiq 1n'red coat, whi ”pantstanq‘bzack rolltop

boots. “Kisssh . o o Kisssh . « . Kisssh, the ringmaster said, he was

makihg that ‘sound cause he couldn‘a get his whip to crack. Ledies and
Genf?éﬁen. at thg reatest expense we have brought to you from far off
Jibarobia the bravest mant in the world: The Great Marvel.

“Marvel appeared in the tigers' cage and his af;:“‘ Jovely

Doreen, handed him his whip and his chair. He growled {ﬁ ger came
sl1hk1ng into the cage, big sneaky eyes, making tiger noises'Arf, Arf.
The tiger does a few tricks, says a -few more arfs, then The Great Mervel
throws away_h1s whip and the~crowd inside the tent,gasp.'then Marvel

throws away his cha1r and wee Mr. Chuggs in the front row says, Oh no,

’ tigers can eat you dead easy when you hadn'a got a chair. Their .dead .

scared of chairs, tigers are. You know, 1t s their on1y enemy in the
jungle, the chair . . . .“ Encouraged by the laughter, the ne1ghbor
continued, his accent burring 11ke a saw mtssing several teeth.

The kitchen was cramped and hot; Aislinn let herself out the screen
door to the bech porch. Sitting on the top step, she lifted'her heavy
hair off the back of'her neck. The night air #ouched the sweat on her
qncooeredtnape ahd she shiVered. quing.an elastic band from her pocket,
she.tied the hair.batk in e ponyteil. She heard from behind the wire net
of the screen deor, “. . . stuck his head in the tiger's mouth. Bravest,
'bravest e o o o Don't ‘do it Marvel,. . . not your willy . . . you'll
' bleed to death . . . you're the very br%vest o« s e ."

She 1magined the words straining to come to her through the smal]
\,

pores of the screen, pushed~throughwby w{ves of laughter like{grains of”

sugar in a sieve. Her ears licked them up, missing as many'as she got.
v ) . 1] T \ ‘ .
She liked the jumble ofﬂcrackerjaék words: and suds in her head, the beer
‘ ¢ P . :
B M |
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‘foamed and kept everything bubbling, The crystalline words she missed
went into tﬁe sky and crackled'in starfire like burnt sugar. -She watchod

the stars brighten on the sweet fuel; Caught up in her private ctrcus.

she didn't hear Tim step through the door.

n

His eyes were on the sky too and, unsee1n9. he lstumbleq“Jnto
Aislinn. ' ‘

“whatcha doing out here?“ Tim looked a little closer to make sure

who it was. - -

*

Aislinn couldn't decide whether he sounded sufprisedvor indignant.
"Cooling off," she,answefedﬁ

"Yeah, a hot party . . . ." His voice started loud and trailed

+

off. "We're known for hot pafties e o o3" he tried again.

-

"Especiélly in the summer.“ Aislinn replied. Unsure of Tim's

intent, she didn't emphasize the humor in her statement.

"Yeah." Tim jumped from the porch landing ;on all fours on the |

lawn.  He pulled ‘himself up unstead?&yﬁusing a nearby tricycle as a

¥

the end of the yard and followed. Then he turned back to  Aislinn sitting

on the stairs. "You wanna come see my baby?f' Walking backwards, he

RATEN

stumbled over the tricycle. . - ' ot

Aislinn followed Tim down the yard. He was already 1nsid§ the boat
)

crutch. He pushed the kid's: trike in the direction of the boat shed aq{

{
'
i

shed wﬁen she entered. He hadn't switched on a light. ) 5he interior -

was a deeper shade of the outside grey - the nightfiltered light of a fat

moon. He was sittinbA inside the half-finished cabin cruisef he had. -

worked on all winter. ’ — “

Aislinn straddled a sawhorse yeliode by the castbff 1ight of the

kitchen coming n through the open qggr.‘
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" “So, what do you thmk?“ ‘ TiD askad as he rolled a half bottle of
_rye back and forth across the planking between his outstretched legs.. _
| Aislinn d1sl!ked the 1imping sound. of a ro{\ing“bottle on a wood
‘fYoor. She spoke lyw. hoping he would have to. stop to hear her, "Looks
good to me. What are‘you going to call her?" )

"Call her . .. dhfinished that's what I call her, cause she qu't

be anythjng else .o .\hntil .‘.‘. . You knaw, we were going to take a

trip 1nhthis baby. Dowh the coast, show the kid how to fish . . .

Corrine's a real gqod f1sherman. she can even hqndle the ‘big sglqoh} you

. . \ . . .
wouldn‘t think so just looking at her. She's awmidget compared to you,:
'but she's real wtry. I can say that for her. We haven t had a . christly '

holiday since the kid was born. We were going to make up for lost t1me,

Tim paused.

Zislinn could-hehr the lame thud of the rolling bottle again, It
echoe

in the sitgpt boat shed. She wondered 'why the sound didn't lose
itself in the soft, moist sawdust SAe‘could’smell. Her eyes, adjusted
now to the moongrey, saw tools neatly arranged’on tLe '
was swept, the sawdust heaped in one corner. #hé wall above a plain
workbenth was hﬁng with calendars displaying gorgeous ocean sunsets. She
felt she should whisper. Tim's voice startled her.
' *My old man. wag crazy about boats. We built dne together once.

 Never got a chance to sail it though. This would have been a real trip,

walls. The floor

°

this one with Egrriné and the kid. You know, I hate loggin, never liked

theldamn bush. It crbuds me, like the kitchen tonight, makes me feel

1ike I'm suffocating. I should{;e gone in for fishing « . . out there

'you breathe and see o e e it' s all open, SO you know. Not like he bush

-where you're alwqys uutching out, waiting/to get taken out by e s o

mﬁmﬁw%;
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by just sbout everything that moves and things not'hoant to move." Always
lookin out for wh;t's above.”™ Tim unscrewed the bottle and ralso& lt

above his head ‘in salute. ' ' -

“No," Atslinn said. “Instead you got to watch out‘for seagulls

shittin out of the sky on 'you.f- She was trying ‘to deflect the
conversation. She'd never known Tim to be a talker. Wis sudden openness

made her uneasy. o , . :

.Afsiinn realized he hadn't laughedhat“what she seln. The bottle was’

between his legs once more. He continued on almost as 1f _she wasn't

‘there, although she could see him,_ plainly and he her if he raised his
eyes from the perpetual motion of the bottle, the foaming waves within,

“Can't do it now. Fishin s as bad off as’ loggin. Too many boats

out there now, not enough fish to go around. No one's making a living,
no more, Sure w1sh I could get out of the bush . . . don't khéw much

else, though.” Tlm 1goked up. directing his gaze over Aislinn s head and

out the door. The light reflected golden in his eyes. “You know, I been

» -

to university . . . took music, philosophy, literature, stuff like that.

I didn't ]ast out the first year. I was too busy building that boat with“ﬂ/

my old man. Bullt others since then, you know. It &1 comes down to a
bloody boat. Itvall comes down to this bloody hunk of wood . . ; and it
doesn't make a fucking bit of difference. not now when it should. You
know?“ ' |

A shadow replaced the llght in his eyes as Corrine stepped out the

' kitchen door onto the back porch.

®

@Tim."#COrrine called. 'Tim,;you out there? Come and eat.
Aislinn swung her leg over the sawhorse. “Are you comlng. Tim?2*

"Yeah, go on. I'm coming.” - : o -

(4
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' Aislinn turned in the doorwa} in time to see a_plume of rye spra&l
'from Tim's nouth over the ribs of the boat.  She 'heard him say, “I

christen you, The Fool. _He raised the bottle and took another mouthful.

She continued up the yard toward the house. In the treeshadowed

yard, her foot found the trlcycle Tim had pushed aslde. She grabbed f{t’

‘by the handlebars to haul it up to the back ‘porch, Jnstead she, raised 2 -
'!oot onto the llttle runnlngboard coverlnq the back axle and pushed off

with the.other. The rubber pedals on elther slde of the front wheel
whlnled frantically, trylng to keep up with her push. She circled the

" yard, in and eut of the dark side of the trees. Around and around, she

thought, they all went around and around pedallno as fast as they could -

¥

to keep up with the push from behind.

The flicker of black and grey stripes on the lawn mesmerized her. -

Aislinn was on a track of tarred timbers and grey gravel, a circular
track with no beginning and no end. Around and around, was it by whlm
that got you on the track? Is that how it happened ‘a playful trick?

She was puffing hard,gcoming up the slope of the yard one more time

when the front wheel of the trlke wobbled, then spun away free. Aislinn"

went down with the handlebars until the twin forks that had supported the

front wheel 1mpaled a grey shadow to the lawn. Abruptly halted poised
‘on the handlebars. one leg caught in a propelling kick, she felt like an

acrobat balancing for a hahdstpnd. Then, she fell over on her side, as

controlled as slow motlon. ‘ﬂ giggle came up from the black shadow that '

‘had caught her. 'So that's how you get off the track, she said to the

dlsabled trlke.

Inside the house. everyone was collectlng around the stove for

~ another helping of chili, The kitchen talk centered on the délightful

-
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qamage red cMH peppers could 1nfl|ct. The real kind such u Anchos

1ifted the skin off your tongue just as surely as if you had plicod
rm, moist slab of speech against a frozen pipe in the middle of

d.

Mslihn filled her bow! from onesof the pots on the stove. ‘She

get it fixed of cowse. but maybe she wowst say shectripped o?er it,
in the dark. ) c " : o

Ret;q‘nin‘g the \adle to th; pot \she Nedrd someo\e-aZMnd her'remark

that she “had guts spoocUng up a big helping of the hot stuff vdth the

jalapeno peppers. “‘Tha‘t 11 make yowr hair curl from the roots out.” Shc

"d‘ldn 't realize there was‘a differgnce between the two pots on the stove.

Hesitatthg, she looked out the kitchen window 1’(0/?.Markened yard.

‘She~remembered Tim just as she saw movement down near the boat shed. Her

; . concentration was suspended between the discomfort of the hot bowl in her -

hands and what her eyes were recording. The thought came to her that Tim
was spraying rye again, tt\is time over the walls of E‘he shed. Excepi,

the, bottle he threw away under the trees was the size of a gas can. She

thought her imagination must have 1it the match between his f1nger‘s.*

because  the flaine burst in her mind before it illuminated the thumb that
had scratched the sulphurous head.

~ Aislinn breathed, “No, my God, Tiui.': She shouted, "No, Tim, no."
Dr0pp1ng the hot bowl into the pot, she banged out the screen dobr. only

*

u‘}o be stopped on the porch by the deliberate fall of the match into a~

pool of gasoline that grew 1nto a red ballon :usucking up atr. Aislinn —

held-~ her tfreath as if to deprive the gasping ball of hgr\ﬂ‘t{lfisut it

didn't need her, It was all powerful. It was master and 1ts creator was

o:?' his kneWge. _

was trying to think how she would explain the trike to Corrine. Sht'd ‘

:* f
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Others were ‘on the porch now and for a moment they shared the

A2

"They had . bTundered onto a sacred act.

" The ff:e‘was\sdnging.. T1m turned h{i smi11ng face to the house.

‘have been brown. This rea11zat1on broke . the trance and Ais]1nn ran for .
;1the garden hose wrapped around the outs1de tap.' The green hose snaked
alive as shie turned the water on. ful] and drenched T1m,\st111 knee1ng.‘

: She tried to direct him- to- h1s feet with the force of the water.

'- Now Corrine was there pulling at Tim.

_ Aislinﬂ Tooked to the fire and saw the sparks f]oatlng up_ and Tfke

-

‘junspoken feeling that: the fire was right and they shou]d not 1nterfere.

]

l:His beard the lick of hair on his forehead was black where it should'

bright fish many were. caught in the net- l1ke 11mbs of the cedars. Butlga

they couldn t be held there, and freed they dropped onto the roof of the

V

house. Ais]inn turned the water~on the mossbearded shake roof " When the ;

4

. roof shone 1n the twin 11ght of f1re and moon, she stretched the th1n,

/

C :
1nadequate rubber tube as far'as she cou]d to Jab a needTe’of water 1nt0'

_-ghe ribs of the boat shed.

: Corrine s,ha1r was'. cr1nk11ng 1nto scorched curTs as she watched Earl

o lift Tim across his shou]der and carry hfm\rway.

The others were passtng pots and buchets of water from the kitchen

. down the yard. The f1re went on singing from the centre of the shed the{

boat Tay at the heart ofsthe song. The. hose and the buckets made up a

=

: hissing chorus at the outer edge of he flames.i

J‘ Into the night they watched the fire, as A1s]1nn sprayed the “house

: and trees with water. Tim was passed out on the lawn, his’%rm thrown

© over his eyes-and the idiot smi]e still -on his T1ps.'l

101
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Corros1ve sunshIne marred the surface of the dresser m1rror with the
hungry light of m1d-morn1ng. Aislinn had overslept. In an untouched
|

corner of the g]ass, she inspected her face by pushing back the hair from.

her foréﬁeaa She reached for her brush and d1scovered that the white

' dressér c]oth was peppered with broken bits of black hair. _A1511nn

stared at these for a moment wonder1ng how they had got there, Then she‘d
shook\her head and the dresser top looked like a barber shop floor. '

How much had been burned? A1sl1nn strained toward the mirror..
Surround1ng her face was a f1ne fr1nge of short, spiky stubble that
extended in a swath back from forehead to crown. ‘'Hell,' she whlspered/

'ley he]l,-my hair. What am~I going to do7 .1t looks. like T've 90//

'fUCkino brush cut.'  She 1ooked again and snorted, 'AY1 I need now/is a

_,safety ’pfn ‘through my nose.‘n-'Isn't mom going to be surprised ['ve

finally done something with my hair. ' ‘ | y
. ,She'touched‘itiagain,and‘more-broke off. She stbpped/chuckling.

'Maybe-it's'Worse than ‘I thought.' - Aislinn.pulled the brush thrOUgh her

- ‘hair again and again, while the linoleum floor S faded /pattern. was

sprink]ed with new outlines. Her long ir flowe away‘from'the trfmmed

border around her face and the f]at avenue that ran front to back 'it
was the ponyta1] that s what saved the rest of my hair.'

A1s]1nn heard her mother tapping on the wall She got dressed
qu1ck]y‘and.d1dn t stay to make the ‘bed or sweep up the damage.

. Eern spoke as soon as the‘door opened on the darkened room, "What

~ time did you get home? Latevlast night sometime, I'd say. And dead to

102



the world this morning. Sleeping it~ off and the store wa{tin§~to be
Lo L " . o

~ opened.”

o ——
i

!

ywhat have-you done»to yourself?"

e punk heavy metal SR

N

bu]g1ng-eye intensity of a baby bird.

A1$11nn snapped the blf“a"p and a strong f1nger of sun plerced the

white room as if 1t were ‘the shell of an egg.

her breath when the light struck the glossy wall beside her bed.» 'W

sme1l smoke, you d1dn t light the wood stove on a day e« « o My God glrl

s 4

s e

*“Do you 11ke it? It s “the latest style from England.;'you_know
| "How could you do such a stup1d PR you were drudk

“No, I was . stone.sober. f1re has that effect on me

except Tim, maybe.

= "Wﬁaf"are you babb]1ng about?"  Fern had the? s,rangy”;nétk}jand_vf

!

“My“hair got singed;‘mother.‘ Tim's boat - shed burned;downylast“

night. 1 was helping put out the fire." Aisi)nn'mbved about the room

. ~
»~

' :getting»Fern'S'C1othes together. ' R "v ! "15{!

-/
/
/

"My God ‘where were the men?"
..V“The men: were there.’ We all fought. the fired”
"How did it‘happen?- Was anyone hurt?" ’Fern leaned into Aislinn as
she buttoned up her dress. o o : Lo

"No ‘one was hurt. Tim lost h1s boat." Aislinn I{fted~herAmother

~ Off the bed.

Fern's slow moving lips were beside Aislinn s ear .as she carr1ed her

v“to the kitchen. “I‘cou]d see  something like this happening to that

know-iteallgboug.'with'his badntemper, gutlTim's so quiet and careful.

A

"It must be noon a]ready," Fern continued stopping*only to catch .-

103,



How could it happen to him?" '

“Ne're.not sure . . . it was an accident."

Fern allowed herself to be rushed through breakfast, although she

never stopped lamenting Aislinn's hair and her reckless habit of jumping

” - -

q( 1'."handJed the hose.

As Ais]inn approached the-store along the lane, she could see the town's

teenagers push1ng each other off her front porch At the Stght of this

group she felt a surge of the se]f-conciousness that had been born’ on. the

first day of grade nine when she entered a new classroom w1th her botched

home perm.} Her mother had left the curl1ng solut1on on too long and her
ha1r had co11ed as t1ght as watch springs. Her nickname that year was

poodle and the boys barked at her. o -i'“

into " the forefront _of any s1tuation. One of the men surely could have

o

' §he »went in through the back door and stood quietly tn the~

- storeroom, unwilling to turn the s1gn in the window and unlock'the'front
(\\L‘door. She tried to conv1nce her ref]ectlon in the small mirror over the

s1nk that it.wasn t too bad. If she ‘evened out the burnt patches so ‘the

" hair was all one length. it m1ght be less ﬁoticeab]e. The large~ut111ty

sissors were awkward to hand]e and she ended up cutting off. more than she

intended. The hair around her face and on top of her head stuck’ up 1n'

short tuffs.
'r

°

Sign and the lock:, allowing the restless tribe to push 'inside. fThgyi

stared. She carefully ignored them from behind the'tounters They came

. - - .

/
/.

// -

The kids were banging on the front door. Fina)ly,"she turned the_"
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. closer for a better look. "Wow, “real punk, electric;i thex?%aﬁd.

was surprised into‘siience.‘ S A

| "How you doing, Tim?“ Ais]inn asked from out51de the gate.
» He sat on his front porch staring at the trees beyond the.road His~
hair was still blackened, his face smudged. He didn't answer.‘ His eyes,,*
didn t move to inciude her,

Aislinn went around to the back of the house and knoc&e& on theo.

screen d00r. “Corrine, are you in?“ ”f“\\. o L =.?h§

"Come on in Corrine sat at the kitchen\table,,a cup of coffee

going cold in ' front o:.her. e T N

\

Aislinn noticed from across the tabie that Corrine' s\fair eye]ashes

| \-e

were like the short, sharp hairs of a caterpiiiar, her eyebrow5\ekre
e
extinct, singed out of being. "Are you alright?"; Aislinn asked. - V~\\\u\\\

"Yeah 1 1. 1ive.“ Corrine got up. and dumped her coffee down the
n ‘,sfnk. She ooured a fresh cup and one for Aislinn. S : |

| "Has Tim.been sitting ot there all night?" ‘Aisiinn/inhaled the
steam COming off the coffee and with it came conflicting smelis.< The
odor from the sodden, smoldering remains in the yard was chal]enged by

scorched spices “and charred meat. The chili pots were soaking in the

jf’ sink.- ST . \\\\\”
o “He S been out there since five this morning. - Corrine turned the
cup around on the table~as ifd&nspecting the ‘design painted on the rim,
‘but she wasn't noticing the faded carousel horses. -“Siept it off on the'
i Cot”in"the back porch.*  She 'ffna]iy lifted the cup'lto, her mouth.

-
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“Hasn t said one word, nothing all day." ,

~ "He's probably afra1d t . come 1n..f‘I'know 1 would bef‘ Aislinn .

smiled and~touched her friend S hand. : e
~~7-' “He did this once efore.. Nhen his dad. died, he sat in the garage

for days, sat and stared

- "He needs time to th fk s I know how that ts."”

"-“It S 1ike he sinks a 1itt1e deeper 1nto quicksand. When something

‘happens, he takes 1t 1nside‘hfm and 1t s'like;a weight.“ Corrineilooked

: the wall, didn 't move, d1dn t talk. nothing.“ ‘

A

- past— Aislinn;- out the kitchen w1ndow and down the yard\‘b "l'm, Just .

‘_,thankfu] the house didn' t go up wo » o ‘ _ * -
"Yeah but 1t must be hacd to- lose somqthing you put S0 much work

into, -He must have been some - p1ssed off at the world last night.cr~ '

' "The world, maybe, more " 11kely himself He doesn t know what he(

. 'iwants . & o been letting th1ngs dr1ft for the last few years._ I don 't

know.“ Corrine 1ooked at Alslinn, see1ng her almost for the first time

51nce she had entered the kltchen. ‘“Nhy have you got a scarf on?“

: A‘S]‘"" PU11Ed the edge of the 5carf a little farther down on her.ffl“

“forehead "1 s]ept in .. d1dn t have time “to wash ‘my ha1r this

| -morn1ng.
-Corrine rose to get: the coffee pot and leaned’ over the table to

~','f“pour. “You smell funny?“~ She raised her hand to touch with a fingertip'

pownts of ‘hair so short and sharp that they pierced the cotton weave.
"Oh Aislinn, your beautiful hair, * It got burnt.“ _Corfine withdrew her
hand,.standing}over the‘tab1ewwith thehcdffee_pot held up as iF 1t;was‘a

latern. “Show me . .';Aplease."

e

. Aislinn reached back and undid the scarf

i Corrine emptied her lungs of .air 1n a long s1gh that sounded more

et
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exasperated than surprised. The tears rolled down he 'cheeks and 1nstead

of catching the drops with her tongue as usual. she started to laugh

’Aislinn S first impulse was to cover her. head with the scarf agaﬂh but

COrrine was such a funny picture herself that Aislinn balled up the scarf'//,
and threw it at her.. She took “Corrineds hand- and led her into the hall

where they- both stood 1n front of the mirror and laughed until they stid | '

;_down the wall to the floor. weak and gasping.-

r m really sorry about your hair.“ | ~ Now .Corrine Tooked
grief striken. | ,. :
l "Will you cut it off at the back for me?" ' ig'P’
| “Oh, no.: You don't want to do that, the’ rest will grow out."

‘ﬁCome on, I'm due for a change.f ,

~—

¥

As Aislinn approached her grandpaihnts house, “she: heard more than two

| voices behind: the door and a nervous hand tugged down the edges of thek

scarf: Aislinn entered knocking on the door as she went Augusta and
Nil Charlie sat at the kitchen table with her old. folks.
Augusta s smile was broad and cracked. her chipped teeth old

porcelain yellow in " the kerosene light. "“A gypsy girl comes yes,"  she

_safd.

Teodora took up Augusta S teasing tone, “Comes to read our palmsa

Vtell our futures.) - ;' T o ' .

“Hasting her time, she is, yes,“ Augusta said. ~“No future in these -

2NN

old hands. N . _ .
'“Let me. see, Aislinn demanded, pulling Augusta s swollen right hand

07
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acros$ the table and'under the 11ght. ' "The Tines here téll much, 1 see
a girl, small but strong and handsome.# Aislinn glanced up wt-Wil, "Oh

'rf{yes,~ handsome.i _Whose shining smile turned men 1into e e finto

'wfbright-eyed birds hopping and flapping about her, except for.one . . . a

‘hunchedback raven that .always looked askance as if he knew her. . secrets.
And_ it says here that there were ‘lots of secrets, for sure, because this

girl became a woman of the Clan.~ Now, a gathering of the Homen S Clan

had .a way, of scattering the men like seaqulls complaining across the-

“__sky. But not the Raven. he loved the handsome girl and had much respect"

for the Clan S ancient wisdom."_ -

“Raven," ,Augusta chuckled, "blackhearted crow." She curled her

,puffy fingers up stiffly. "You see the past, yes. Easy to see back, not
. . \ i . . v . .. .

easy see forward."
_ Aislinn.gentl; uncurled Augusta's fingers and lookedlclosely at_the
c}umpled brown palm; She was about to say something such as? 'You have a
_ stubborn 1ife line; it runs forever,' instead she heard;hersel}'say, “You
have much to_do yet,:a promise/to'keep.“ Aislinn,stared at the brown
«lgaf of a hand resting in hers; it seemed'to invite her to stroke it with
o the fjngertips,of her free hand,;to feel .its warmth and resilience even
in age. |

Augusta and Teodora had raised their heads as if Aislinn k words

‘were -a cue. Their eyes met in recognition before they turned their gaze Z

on their granddaughter.
w11 saw this exchange and remained silent.

Shea sensed a special quiet and his eyeballs under their drooping

- 1ids moved as if he was looking,from one to another around the table.

————

4

His impatience at- not knowing made him demand words. fEnough

Gog
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tomfoolery. I've not had a hug and kiss.fromumy'granddaughter.f Shea
turned h1s head. “Age before beauty, Augusta," he said in her digection,

With her free hand, Ais]inn.covered'Augusta's entrapped hand for a
second _before return1ng its brown warmth to 'Augusta?s lap.  Aislinn
circled the tab]e to reach her grandfather. She put her long® arms around
his thin shoulders and kissed his cheek.

Shea pulled back from her embrace. *‘ﬂis]inn. what have you been
doing?" ' ) ) .

, A1slimn_straightened, standing behind her grandfather; "fim's boat

’shed burnedAdonn Iast night," she sadd. , "He Tost the boat he ‘was
bu11d1ng.“'she untied the scarf, "I lost some hair." : | h

The wrinkles around Wil's eyes began a twitcﬂing dance.

g

"% 5.5  Teodora turned to look up at Aislinn. “Are you burnt?" TeodoraVWas
o on her feet, a1armed. .

"No, gran, no. Don't worry. I'm just short {on eyebrowg and
eyelashesA. + o and, well, a bit on top, too." Aislinn hent_down and
placed Shea' s'hand'on her head. .

"By godg you're as brlstled'as an army boot brush," Shea said. ~

* "And 1 expected sympathy fromo you guys," A1sl1nn complained

Y

surpressing a grin. A

.Augusta came around the table to get a better look at the ruin. "No

&

one got hurt, yes?" N
"No, Tim. was the only one near the fire and we got him away.
Aislinn patted the top of her head. "Is there something I can put on
" she asked. - | |
Wil spoke from behind his cup. “A hat maybe."

Aislinn broke in on their laughter, "Go ahead, make ﬁokes. I'm used



to it with you . . . you old farts." Loy

“Ah, Wil, you've made her call us names , " Shea said, “poor ¢
Augustg touched Aisl{nnfs hair. “We get some soap p!anﬁl
Jn, yes. Better thaﬁ*stuff_in the bottle you got in theietdif{
that bott]e stuff like putting‘ a paint brush in e S

chuckled. S 7

Otherwise, 1'11 make you sit in the corner near the door."

. "Why?" Aislinn settled into Teodora's chair at the table.

- Teodora pauied and glanced at Shea. "Because I hate the,xhell of '

burnt hair."” ~}éodora dropped a tea towel over Aislinn s shoulders.
. "~ "How did the fire start?" Wil asked. _— e

Aislinn wanted to shake her head, but Teodora was keeping her still

by clutching the ragged tail of hair Corrine had left at the back.

Finally, she said,'“Hﬁfset fire to the ehed.f
"Deléberately?“ Shea qﬁestioned.'
‘ “fe;h,”but he was drunk.," ,
;Nil lifted his shoulders, “Drink.can do“thar,"’he said.
"It wasn't the booze," Aislfnn replied. "He WaS'had.~ They're all

mad - . . . ‘and scared. Scared they're going to get shafted by the

company. And the company's not talking, so they re chewing on their

mustaches and building it out of shape.“ Aislinn laid her open bands‘

palms up on the table, the gesture had her father fn it.  “I'm Jjust
surprised things didn't blow before now, but it's started. This is the

beginning, for sure."

Augusta watched Wil turn the teaspoon over and over 1n‘h1s hand



,«

- weighing its usefulness as

hands. She said, “"Wi1 got mad 1
1ittle Klask1sh Island.” & ’.‘ . \\’
Aislinn 3 dark’ eyes searched u11 s long')fingers with their many |
scars for signs of past anger. All she san was the respectful caress of \
2 strong'finger along a silver edge. _She looked to Augusta. | b |
“Those hands of Wil's used to haul‘'in the f?shes, yes, 1n big nets. : \
off a good boat. A long time he worked wages, day in day out, to get the

good boat with big motor. By that time we have only one daughter left no

sons to help him.pull the nets, no. But our daughter healthy, strong

*girl and like to fish,” Augusta stopped to pour some tea in her cup« .

Aislinn wrapped a towel around her head. “You mean Quan' i7" The

4 .

nanie hung,in the air. - o .

Augusta continued, "Fishes were selling good for the Charlies then,
cause all the young mens were away fightihg 1n the big war, yes."
"My dad too," said Aislinn. R \/ |
- “Sure, h1m too. He not gene very long. So yil and Quan'f fished
hard, staying out as 1ong as they could, yes. Everything uas_okay-dokay,
‘we haye lots of money and good boat. = But Wil, he got mad at that good
boat and big motor.. He take that big.motor apart piece by piece, yes; .

and throw jt:into the water. He put the anchor down in the baywater

-~ outside our village and he leave that good boat to the ocean. He go to

the village and carve a-canoe that takes us-to‘Klaskish oy ourselves, to
1ive. ‘Augusta tasted her tea. , o t'
' Aisllnn adjusted the towel to keep it from slipping off. “But why

!eave the boat?“ S ‘F, ‘ ' | .

Wil spoke, *It was not. a. good boat for an Indian.* He looked down



at his tea. “

Afslinn turned to Augusta.

“Something go wrong with that big motor," Augusta said. “Something
go wrong when Wil and Quan'i fishing far out, yes. Quan' 1 not feeling
too good that morn1ng. but she go out on boat anyway. She's going to
have a baby and she'f1gures she just feeling baby sickness and it go away
in a few hours.  Instead, the baby starts to come out too early . .' . {ho
baby only five months inside. ﬂ'r‘mahee the motor g€ 1ittle then 1tds .
~ stop, go a 11tt1%,.stop. Quan'i bleedtng too much.“ Augusta paused to

look at Teodora.

- -

——

Aislinn wondered at this look which seemed to aSk a question, but
‘the talk went on. * |
' "So Wil and me, we went to Klaskish, yes. Not ome of our people
touched that good boat of his. - Wil was proud 04 that good boat, but tt
rotted and broke-up on the water. The v1llage was glad when it washed °
away, jes:\ﬁt ﬁas a bad thing."

Aislinn examined the faces of the old folks sitting -in silence

a

around the tabie.\ There waé.sreater grief here than she could understand
“and it made\.her want to back out ~the door and run down the path, -___
Instead, she got up, ran water into the kitchen sink and unwrapped the
"~ towel from around her head. She felt sad. sadder than she should and she
tried to attach the feeling to a source: Augusta and Wil, %gt it was
,more than them and their daughter. it was her old folks. her mom, T1m.

her friends, her R There it was again. the fear that had begun

‘when her dad died, that fear of tomorrow.



'.Haiking, up the street toward The Lightho'use-. 'Ais;jnn was fic!ﬁg into the
sun, Tow 1n the west but stil) shimmering with heat waves. The sweat ran
down 1n31d§ her thin blouse, tickling her back. She could ‘feel beads of
moisture on her upper 1ip; she ran her tongue over them. An old habit

from the days of sawing logs with her dad. The rhythm going back and
|

forth between them without pause because neither wanteh to' be the ‘first

wto take . break. Hc may not have worked in the bush-after the-accident.k

but he worked hard at odd jobs determined to prove he cou]d do them
fastgr.<better than‘anyone. She never heard h1m complajn.,not when ‘he
was sober. When he drank, hé got &ngry~enough to cry. A night of‘hoozh
and}tehrs‘made him quiet and tense thé next day and she would have to
throw challenges at him to make him notice her. ‘I bet I can finish
breakfast :bafore you. ['11 race you to the sto;e.‘ Beat you down to the
dock.' His restless frustration was there.when they sat silent in the
evening or walked the beach. She always associated that feeling with the
first time she went into the bush with her dad. She was young’and.he was
telling her about the trees, their name$, what they‘vere/pood for, how to

tell a spruce from a fir.

‘Here, roll a $prucé needle between you thumb and forefinger. Now

.do the same with the fir needle. Sé, what do you feel? That'éw;féht,
the spruce needle has corners, it's square not flat like the fih;'
. '“s" for spruce, “S*. for square,' she said. ;
© 'Say, that's good kiddo, goad for you, Limny.'
‘Or, he'd tell heh how youihad to be careful if you Qere sﬁrambling
o loggéd cedar. ‘Even if it had just been felled, it could be rotten

inside. Rotten to- the core, just a husk pretending to be a tree. You

could get a real surprise if you broke through the bark skin; yellow

-

- - [ . ’ . ) s
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‘Jackets like to nest inside deaowood. The nholo horde would come. out of
the log 1tke-a shotgun blast right An the face. She was cautious these
days, aware of the restless'enongy under the town's skin,

After the hot street, thekpub was- a cool hiding place. Inside the
door she shiveped ;nd in the dark possage. before her eyes adjusted, she
stumbled down the two stairs to the entrance, blunderingyinto the nols;.
‘Earl sav her oome in and hollqug‘at.nad Dog to set up a roqw{ on
Atsiinn, ' |

As she approached the table, Doug flicked a burning match, at her.
“Hot enough for you?" ) - -

“Yeah, and.getting hotter." Aislinn sat down.

Doug struck another match and tossed it across the table at her.
She knocked it away with her hand and it jlanded in Tim's lap. “Hey, you- |
trying to make an ash of me?" he asked Aislinn.

She gave Doug a‘hard look. ”L1tt1e boys shouldn' t play with fire."

“Drink}up," Earl said. "I-need your beer mugs."

Linda nudged him. “No, Earf; you'll get us thrown out again.*

'Earl§31oed up‘sik heavy gfass-mogs'on the table in front of him.
“Mad Dog woh't even notice.7 He’s too busy."' He picked over the others

>

and pushed aside those wtth rounded- bottams. ~ - .

b

“This town needs some entertainment,” Aislinn said, nursing her beer

_V

‘and fingering the flﬁ& base of the mug.
Corrine, sitting across fomm Earl.<@oved her chair back from the
'table. “We should see about hrihging 1hh§9me”movies’to the commonity
hall. b o ’ .
Tracey slid her mug over to Earl "Sewell's community'hallt' ‘

Corrine couldn‘t ignore the sneering tone. “Damn it, have you got a -

’

[N



at Doug. ‘ "That s all.

115

better 1dea?" S ;

K
. Doy

“,oned at her as *i'f she had thrown the challenge directly 1n\
his face. f“Sure, we . should get Mad Dog to- br1ng in a couple of str1ppers
and- turn the place 1nto a n1ght club. Christ, yeah, a white girl and a
black girl Salt and peppér. ‘The spice of life," he nused. -

~“Here." Tracey;threw the salt and pepper shakers across tH{tab]e

. splce ‘you're going to get < « . black or .

Al

wh1te."

Doug winged the sa]t sha!er back at her but it went off to one side

ci

.mand Tim’ caught it. . S -

“Hey, T don't need anymore bad Iuck " T1m sagd. The grains of salt

' ,Qtthat had spr1nk1ed op the tab]e‘1n front of ‘him, he carefully gathered up

dnd threw'over his-shoulder.,

“Bad ]uck T1m. Yeah I guess so," Earl said.

R}

"We'll just have to

D
-keep you away frOm the rye 1n future. " He added the last mug to level
five.ofvhis transparent pyngm1d. He looked at Aislinn." “The‘apex is

yours."
"I m not f1n1shed my beer. - She felt like making him wait.

Aislinn saw a burst of yel\ow before the match hit her in the'

,forehead. She threw ‘her beer at Doug. He JuMped k1ck1ng a tab]e leg.

The shining monument toppled shootlng mugs onto ‘the floor. It happened.

"so fast no one even tried to catth the mugs. The whole pub went qu1et

’ wa1ting for the wrath of Dog to descend on the bu11der.

A broom handle came down hard on the tab)e aga1n and again, smashing

"the rest of ihe beer mugs.. Mad Dog pushed the end of the hand]e into

“Earl's chest. “You owe me.' Pay up and get out. RO {p 0

Ais]inn turned and ]eft the pub, the red spot on her forehéad a]ive,



burning with anger. She shoved he#*hahd@ in her pockets and jangled her
keys as she walked fast down Centre Streetmtoward the dock. She shouted
out across the water,‘“BastardsJ' The tlde thumped agalnst the pler.
" The steps to the beach swayed under hernqﬁ:h H sﬁ% took them two at a

time, reckless with the decaying handrail e-rocks jabbed hér through

the soft soles. of her sneakers. She walk%d harder, strlking the

r

barnacle-encrusted stones with keen satlsfaction.' The wind raised the
hair on herabare arms. Hugging herself, she turned back up the beach.
There was . no way to get enough distance between her and those 1diots,
between her and everyone and everyth1ng.

Turn1ng aga1n, She walked down the beach into the water: it tagged
at her legs, 1nv1t1ng her to lie down, t3 be rocked in. the tide cradle.
Cold washed over her as she stepped off the shelf that ended the rocky

bench. She rose to the surface gasp1ng. tread1ng water,  Across _the

Strait, the mountains stood like high, dark waves on j’e horizon.. The’

current would carry ner south to Mary. Even now it was pulllng her

away. She looked back at thé‘heach translucent in the moonl]ght. 'She_

was drifting'towardLSouth‘Point.k.Her arms flailed out;tno,-she,couldn'tﬁ'

bear to:see South Beach " She swam'back.

Tra1l1ng up the beach near the spot where she had entered the water, .

she slumped down with her back against a log. There must be a way out, a
hole down wh{:h\she\could dlsappear. Nhat‘magec-had Mary performed? " She

had cut off her ponytall and the next day she was gone., . That was the

'an;wer' she made herself d1fferent. Alsl1nn felt in her pocket for heriy

‘dad s penknife on her key ring. It was slippery and - hard to open, he

blade cold grey in the light. . The hair that lay over her shoulder Tike a

\

T 116%

wet rope, she lifted and began to saw through with the knlfe. There was



too much, Separating it into smaller hanﬁs, shé ‘chopped it off, dropping

the pieces into her lap. - She studied the pile of clinging black hair.

. Was there something special she»should do with. it? Teodora had warned

‘her when she was a little girl, ‘t anyone keep her hair
clipp1ngs)ﬂ But she had Tet Corrine hang the pieces she had cut in the

low branches of the trees on one side of her garden, It was magic enough

to keep the deer away. Then, who should she honor w1th her hair? The

ocean .« o e always moving, always there. She gathered the hair up in her

shirt and craw]ed down to. the water s edge. Carefully she placed a
haﬂhfu] on the rocks in reach of the tide. Other powerS? " The earth .

e e changing,- forever the same. She stood fold1ng her” shirt 1nto a

pouch and went toward the cliff where there were fewer rocks. D1gg1ng a
hole with: her ‘hands, she buried most of what remalned.- The rest she

ded1tated to the sky, cast1ng it into the w1nd and throw1ng "please”

' after it.

-Aislinn stood in the doorway watch1ng the  two old women',dance, their

sk1rts pulled back so they could see their feet.

“Right, 1eft, right, 1eft,“ Teodora commanded ‘as they swayed on”

thin legs.' fStrike your right heel on the.floor. That's it. Now the

left then we go round'the room making a-big figure eight."

As’ they passed her, Aislinn c]apped 1n time to their promenade.l

'Shea wh1st]ed a tune she didn t recognize and N11 tapped a spoon on the
jkitcheg tab]e. The women returned to the centre of the room and ?eodora

ﬂqbegan showing Augusta the next set of steps.

Vg
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Ais]inn joined the men at the table. "1 see I'm going to have to
~spend Saturday nights here, you know how to party.“

- Shea stop d whistling. ‘"Well, get over there, Teodora can teach

~ L)

you too.".

"1 came- to ask the old women out?“ A1slinn turned her head "Gran,

a

‘Augusta do you-want to go to a.fair?“

18

Still -holding hands, thé.dancers approachedAthe‘table. "What fair?" .-

“Teodora asked. S . ¢

"I don't know‘what they call themselves, but this caravan pulled up

i fb the store this morning_to'ask~whethe?ﬁwe had a field they could use," -~

"What kind of caravan . . . a circus?" Shea asked.

4

school. buses. From what the guyhsaﬁd, it's mostly artsy types selling

crafts. There's supposed to be some»huéic and a show for the kids."s ¥

“Sure, I'd like to see some of their handiwork," Teodora said. "How

about you, Augusta?"

‘_"I go get ‘my sweater, you want that»fanc} shawl, yes%“

Teodora crossed the ends of the Mexitah shawl over her 'chest,

- wrappindfher waist and tying the tails at the back. Her long silver

bra1d, still as thick as a girl's, lay agaﬁﬁgt the red- silk Augusta

p1nned the neck of her pink card1gan together w1th a jade brooch that had

"No, nothing. so good. This is a bunch of campers and converted -

Y

belonged to Quan'i. She wore it on those accasions that deserved~‘”

dreSsing up. Teodora had seen the brooch onlyqa few times in the‘last

forty years. And when she did, it-always had the same effect on her -- a

. he was grinning as he pinned the brooch on Quan'i's sweater and kissed

her good-bye.

pictdre of Francis in his army umiform filled her head. -In the picture



w1l'walked the .women to the door. ”Aisllnn.‘l‘m counting on’ you
fows You keep these handsome women out of trouble. B |

"Trouble, yes. I seen enough trouble to last a whole long llfe,"
Augusta snorted. ,“I don t go looklng anymore, no matter what kind it
‘15" : | : : | -
| Alsllnn put a hand behlnd het back. ."I've got a*blg stldk here. to

beat away the men. So don t worry.",

Shea spoke from his rocker by the table.‘“And who - is going to watch

out for you,, granddaughter?"
| ."No problem. grandad. I m not wearlng-my headscarf."
Augusta pushed Alsllnn out the door. "Get a move on, if we're

golng.

119
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As they rounded the conner of the school, the playground wavered llke a,*-'

'>m1rage. heat and dust muting the color and n01se of the caravan. " The

'iflrst stall they came 'to was a miniature log house bullt on the back of a

three-quarter ton truck. Arranged on the tallgate were dusty green and‘

-2

’Vgreylsh black packets of teas and herbs.. Teodora and Augusta stopped,

Alsllnn contlnued on to the next peddler.. The'man sitting in_ the open

- sldedoorcof the van had hls ha1r pulled back in a ponytall and tled with

a leather shoelace. , Thls gave h1m a showplace for his" artwork. His

rlght ear dlsplayed flve.different SIlver earrings, the left was plerced |

- with brass and feather creatlons. He watched Aislinn approach the tablel

\of jewelry in front of hlm. He watched her with his eyes, the rest of

"his body was inert as if it scorned commerce.
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The'eyes looked on, the'mouth moved"the arms remained folded, “You‘;

might 1ike those leather earrings with the silver studs.' The:bigxones-

- near the top of the tray.“' ‘

"No. I don't think sb\ " Aislinn stroked the blue eye of a peacock
feather dangling at the end of - a brass wire. ' )
_ The mouth moved again.-“What about the‘silver skull and crossbones

. . .onot as heavy." _ L |
~ Aislinn looked at the man. “Not my style.“ .‘
The eyes flicked the man smiled. .
Aislinn fluttered the peacock feather back to the black plush tray.
Aislinn caught up to Teodora at a tent with ‘the’ canvas sign: POTS &

“PETTICOATS Among the rough earthenware jugs and bowls were cotton

blouses embroidered around the neck, granny print quilted jackets and the‘

T thinnest finest underthings Aislinn had ever seen. She picked up a pair

of panties that slid through her fingers like a handful of pastry flour.'

- The d!nties fell on top of a camisole of the same mysterious fabric. -

Teodora ‘was inspecting the cotton blouses and skirts she was. always_

g glad to see. cotton in thlS land of wool ‘She held a blouse up to‘f

‘-‘Aislinn.,p"This would fit you?" she mused.

Aislinn 'glanced at the blouse, her fingertips buried ~in the o

tliwonderful .camis°le, "Yes, but I don' t need a blouse," " she said

"pragmatically,

—

Teodora . looked at the white froth in Aislinn s hand and. asked,

_"Would you 1ike those underthings?“

"Hell, N0 & o oy Aislinn said in surprise. “1. mean 1 like them,

they re beautiful too beautiful to wear. :

The seamstress contemplated Aislinn S hands barely touching her bestp



'work. “They would be perfect for a trousseau. “" "'%‘&_ ;

J

Alslinn laughed, a gruff sound she used around’ loggers, 1t was meant
for the oldfashioned words, the. oldfashioned 1deas 1n the mouth of thig |

‘,-earthv mother.- Perhaps it was also for the 1mage of herself in. the

| trappingg, of marriage. | - ;
. ~2v~'»Té§:bhb sked, “How much are they?"

The seamstress turned her attention to Teodora.

Teodora took/the sllks from Aislinn S hands, saying, “That s okay,v.

1 " buy them."

. B T,
“No, gran. "You can‘t spend your money like this. Underthings like

: those don 't belong with blue Jeans and sweat shirts.,"
"Put them away, like the lady sa1d. Teodora took the money from

jher sk1rt pocket. ’

“Augusta was maklng her way toward a honey seller on the far Slde of

the semi-circle of stalls when she noticed two chalk-whlte faces in the .

crowd. She stopped to watch as these men in. black pants and shlrts
' followed a group of . teenage g1rls. The men put the1r heads together
,pretendlng to whlsper and giggle. Their Jaws flexed non- stop as.1f they
ham wads of plnk bubblegum 1n their mouths. Suddenly the white faces
turned to. follow two young men 1n black T shirts, the short sleeves
rolled ‘up to the shoulder.’ Thelr blue Jeans were so tight they:had to
carry their cigarette packs tucked up 1n the rolled shirt sleeves. "The

- 'mimlcs walked wlth a swagger, their heads titled back.' One pretended td

~comb hls hair, ‘the other picked his teeth. Augusta laughed and shook her’“

* head at the clowning. . Aislinn and Teodora came up behlnd her.

AY
T

“Hhat s so—funny?“ Teodora asked.

Augusta nodded toward shifting crowd. ‘AlslinnvcaUght sight of the: .
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white faces as the young men turned around -to see what)was sttracting so

much attention. The m1mes shook the1r heads, pointing at each other.

) : - )
. Among the watchers, Aislinn recognized the straight black hair and slight

shoulders of the dart champ, his face hidden behind a camera. The mimes

found. another subject and Hugh moved. with the crowd, never takifg the

camera Iro@ghis eye. He .was ‘heading toward a display of paint1ngs hung“'

~on the side of an old milk van. In front of the gallery a nn& sat
“playing a:guitar. —

~Aislinn~turned to the old women. MlLet's go listen to'that guy."

&
As they reached the van, a fidd]er and a banjo player joined ,the

‘ gu1tarist. A1511nn saw Hugh off to one side -of he performers. _ When the

fiddler vStruck up The Orange BIossom Special, an‘-audience began to

‘gather. wonder1ng why Hugh would want photos of a h1ppy fair, she
"glanced at him again. He had the camera pointed at her. She stuck her
: tongue‘out at him. He lowered the camera.and waved. Augusta noticed the

, exchange and gave Teodora a nudge. 'Hugh came tﬁrough the‘aud1ence and

stood qu1etly beside Aislinn, waiting for the song to end.

- When Teodora turned her head to look at the young man, air touched .
~her face as if a drum. had been struck nearby, a b]ue drum, She didn' t’

'hear what he sa1d to A1sl1nn, but as he walked away she could see he

trailed a thin thread:of_light., “Arsllnn,f she sawd,.“that boy, he's not
from around here?" | o o |
' “No, he's one of the planters Sewell brought 1n.7

"How do you know him?“ |

"He's: been 1n*the store,"

“Just the store?” |

£l

' “"Why do you ask?“ Aislinn turned to Teodora.
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But Teodora was‘looking at Augusta. "He makes me think of water,"
H;odora said and Augusta nodded in'agreement.

Afslinn shook “her head. "Him . . . water?" The musicians were

playing the opening cords to a piece she didn't know and she dropped the -

‘booting from the back of the crowd ;o

,Someone shouted. "Nhy don t you stop butchering that song.". The
voice was thick with liquor. "Nhere did you get that banjo, a cerea)
box?" . L
The audience shushed the intruderg /The trio kept on playing.

“Do.you fuck as bad as you p]ay?" ,

“Shut up," rang ioud above the music. This new voice was also near

the back of the audience.

“What did you say, asshole?" RO .

R question. Listening closely, enjoying the music, she Was;surprised.by.

"You heard me. just keep your mouth shut « « o asshole," came thel

¢

slow, measured reply.
"Youﬂgoing to make me, shithead?" . ’ ' B d
fizgh . . . behind those buses, shithead.“‘
Aisiinn recognized the heckler' s voice. ‘Her friends must" have come

from the pub., At the back of the trowd, where the voices originated, she

could hear a new audience gathering and moving off. Hugh darted-by.

_ shouting‘from the other'side of a hig:yellow school. bus,"Beyond the

._A"Stay here gran, please," she said and slipped behind the milk van.

. The only person there was a women struggling to get a garden hose hooked

up to a groundsﬁ tap inside a box sunk'in_the lawn. Aislinn could hear

bus she found a gyrating circle of onlookers. She'could.hearathe\grunts-

of what must be a wrestling match, pot aifistfight.
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In several places she tried to breach‘ the crowd in search of

\ .
Corrine. Finally, she: found €arl at the inner edje, - She still. couldn't
see; there were a couple of loggers elbow to elbow with Earl- in front bf

€, -

her. .

. Aislinn jabbed Ear! hard in the back. “What the hell's got- into

Tim?" she shouted.

3

_Earl glanced over his shoulder at her. “Rye," he bellowed

Y . /—v«\

"Stop him, Earl, drag him out of there."
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Earf didn't answer and Aislinn thOught-her words had beeh,lost in .

the uproar.
"Egrf.“ She prodded. ‘ _
M'Not yet," Barl said, "héf§~holdihg hi§ own, He's getting what he
wants."” | | | | v
Aislinn stood on her toes to yell 1n5h15 ear, "Where's Corrine?”
"Neﬁt home. Got m;d at Tim,  Him a‘d”Doug were razing the bush crew

in The Lighthouse."

Aistinn 'caught a Q]impsé of the men on the ground. She didn't

~recognize the man Sitting.on Tim's cﬁest‘?ashing éway at his face. -
"Shit, Earl, can't you . . ." her plea was cut ‘off by a jet of water

that hit the basher full in the face.

It came from thé top of the yellow school bus: the big woman with

the garden hose.

Tim rolled his sdfprised opponent of f. Trying to. crawl into

striking  distance, both men slipped on the wet grass. . The piercing
stream struck back and forth from face to face accompanied by a less fine
spray of words.

N\

“Get the. hell out of here, you animals. ‘I got kids trying to sieep
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in tpis bus. You filthy pigs, I donst need them watching this kind of
stupidity. They get enough of that ahit on T.v,"
| Small heads'touid be seen framed by a wide window. 7hey grinned
twhen the crowd turned toward fhgm. than ducked their héada below the
s, : S -

'éarl u;ed the opportunity ta'arab‘Tim and push ‘him toward a couple
of sober workmates. ‘ |

Red faced the woman threatened tng crowd with her riot hose. "The

* o

show's over.” ‘ '
~ Aislinn watched Ear1~de11berate1y Wajk'around the school bus while
the woman climbed .down the attathed ladder from the “roof. .A5511nn
stnpped in the shadow of the m11k‘van,=cdr10us about his!motives.
Earl approached the woman ihblaimed the hose at him. v ]

"What do you want?" her voice was pitched low and heavy with bluff,

Earl raised his hands, pa]ms out as if he intended to wave w1th<

both., "Hey, no problem. I JUSt wanted to thank you for breaking that

up.”

Aislinn was too surprtsed to snicker. What was going on here? This
big mama wasn't Earl's type. Was she? - _ o

The woman threw down the hose with a be]ly grunt and rumbTed over to
the tap, _

Ear! followed. "That's a gneat bus you've got there. quur:nan f;x

it up?”

where she bent over the water box. “Why?"  was all she-said as she:'

straightened up and planted her hands on her wide hips.

Ear] was as smooth as the silk in the brown bag Aislinn had pressed

)

"

" The woman contemplated Earl's midriff with a sideways 1odk fhgn :
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under her arm. : o k
“Jus£§1n£eresfed,“ he said. “It's no mean trick to make a family
comfortable in a house that size. There must be some fancy 1nnova£10ns
. . . a real thinker behind it." He looked the woman in the‘eje for a
~ second then turned his gaze to the bus leaking }élldw liéht from thé
kids‘Lbednoom. o | “ |
The woman followed h1; gaze and notiéza the light trapped hut not
diguised under thin summer blankét§;‘ :Fome havgid look while I settle-
thbfg"little beggars down."" She led the way;with\gfpossessiie st:r'ide"'._"~
Aislinn could seé E;r] pokingrarodnd. She Eept him in view until
;Teodora'touched her on the sh6u1dér'f}om behind..'AT341nn gasped . . .
she had barely been breathing, waiting, hold}ngvon. o

"What's going on back here?" Teodora asked.

“It's all over," Aislinn said. ‘ - e



Dust sanded the sides of the 1956 Ford half-ton rubb1ng at the' faded
R.C.M.P. logos on the rusty yelIow doors. The ojd women in_the cab
" bounced on the arthritic snrings. Aisitnn held. tight to the
steeringwhee) to keep her head-from-putting one more dent in the roof.
The bush on either side of tne road to the lake seemen to hold its breeth
as ihey paSSed; ' : - | \

\

. Teodora and Augusta held onto the dash. Hith their arms straight
out, braced against the bounce ‘of the old road and the older” seat they
looked like‘children eager "to get to a picnic.’ The ruts shook their
words loose and ;hey‘joined the rising and falling dust in the cab.

Augusta tried to talk without opening her mouth more tnan‘a crack,
"Could be a bit early for them cattails yes. Hard to tell with this not ‘
weather. She hated eat1ng dust., _
For Teodora..the'dustewas a friend from -another time, "We'll get
reedgrass aﬁd‘bigter cherny anyway," she said. "wefye gotvybung, strong
H'hands today." _ RS ﬁ |
A Aislinn smiled ‘at her old womeén always qn motion as Spenqthrift with
vtheir,enerﬁy as the dust devils spinning on the road benind the truck.
. They were geing to make new mats for Augusta's house and both of them
wanted new berrypicking baskets. If this fine weather held, Aislinn

Acould see them sitting out in the yard working their long, thin ironwood

need]es and nat creasers. - And. she ‘was there, a girl, braiding the

cattail'leaves into selvage pieceé to bind the edges of the mats. There

was’i'place for her in their talk, a place for her sitting between the

. 4
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two of thed. Unlike her parents, they wanted her to know their secrets.

But she: was no longer ‘a carefree child ~and .not the . girl they had

fnitiated into the Woman's Clan. That was. part of another life, a past"

"Tife. She knew there were sti]1 things they wanted to teach her, but

there was no time now to go to Fﬁrst Woman' s Island. .

128 !

~ The dust subsided as the trees crowded in on the road. their Jower o

3

branches blessing the roof of the truck. The dense growth, more green
than the silvergrey they had left behind, flaunted its ‘progimity to
water. ~Here, in deference to waterbred fecundity, the road took a
‘dog's-leg, bend. They stopped 1h the crook of the\dog's-leg}dthe oarsh

beside them. Ootside Aislinn's window the marsh was edged with brown

cattails twitching contently above the long, broad leavéds the ald women

o

desired. .
Dressed {n cast off, cut down work pants rolled up to the knee,
. Teodora and Aoousta~waded in, planting their bare feet firmly in the mud,
to check the cattail ieaVes. Aislinn disturbed the pollen-dusted water
standing in the ditch on the other side of the road. She tugged;onva
fietful of.giossy, ho]low'reeddrass stems. They eased out of'the water

protesting‘with a sucking sound, but came up easily ‘enough. The grass

» %

was ready to be the creamy white désign on a hasket, Aislinn took a
green p1a§t1c garbage bag out of her pocket and shook .it open, fanning
the rank smell of trapped water. Shetiould start with the reedgrass, it
was a smal] job compared to the cattail leaves. Anyway, she enjoxed the
vtug-a-war with the reedgrass. ) o C

Teodora and Augusta had partly filled 'thetr garbage bags when

Aislinn joined them in the cattail field. “You two stay at the edge,"

Aislinn said. "I'11 go farthervin?“ She pushed among the sword-11ke



w12§
. . , O
'leaves, gripping the muddy bottom w1th her bare.toes. " Her knife 4gainst
‘a.leaf was a blade on a blade, the leaves hard to tiﬁ~touch ,“ oy
| Teodora straightened to rest her back and stood watching Aislinn.

<«

‘~“How,does your new friend Nike work1ng in the bush?" she asked. .
'“New fr1end?" Alslinn' repeated, looking at. Teodora for a c]ue.
"Oh, you mean the shutterbug. I've hardly talked to h1m.“, | »
Augusta Joined the conversat1on by raising her vo1ce but not her
'head, so that her words came from behipd a ioosely woven green curtain,
. "He S your friend yes. You dond need tatk for that W T |
—Aisl1nn turned to have a. good 1ook at the two conn1v1ng Gray Jays
| behind her. . “Okay, you two, you can cut it out right now. There's
vno\\ﬂng between ‘me and that camera freak and there isn t going to, be. So ,
‘stop grinn1ng like that." | |
“Maybe we know better," Teodora said. .
"Yeah. yeah. . A1s11nn turned back to the catta1ls by loosen1ng the :
| grip her r1ght toes had on K root. N1th the same foot,_she stepped into
‘a ho]e;' She on]y Just'kept herse]f {rom a face flrst dive by hugg1ng the
spiky green. bed risﬂng to meet her. .
"See what happens when ;ou turn your back on us. xYou Should‘know
‘better."‘ Teodora 3 smile was .as po1nted as the. leaves in her hand.
"“hat are you telling 527" Ats]inn s voice was loud w1th a}tershpck

and frustration. "Did you see someth1ng the other night?® .~

Augusta was stand1ng, her hand massaging fhe small of her back

A
o

“The boy has blue around h1m, yes," she sa1d B
"So. he has. a blue aura’“ A1s]1nn sliced through a 1eaf with enough
h forcefua 1mpat1ence that she severed the spine of the p]ant and the brown

velvet ta11 Ae]l 1nto the water. a



%Q£¥eodora had .become serious. . "When he"stood besideryou;'he“turned“

T ek
~ you from red toipurple.” '

Aistinn laughed, "Red and blue make purple. I learned-that 1n'grade

-.school." d

Teodora straightened aT] at once as if she was threaded on a strfngf

and the end had been pul]ed through ‘the top of her head, It seemed to
Aislinn that she had‘heard rather than seen her grandmother snap 1nto the,‘

single p1ece of brown agate that stood before her. She stopped laughing.vr

“You. forget too much, granddaughter, and . ‘you remember the wrong

things., You forget what surrounds you is not color, it fis your life

sign, the being ‘rom within, That ' yourng man touched ~your -life and
~ changed it. Thipk of that." | |
“But I don't see why," Aislinn halted in COnfus1on. "He'll leave
here soon. He goes to un1versity.~ He S vl L
' "Those th1ngs are just the outer appearance of 14 fe," Teodora said

:qu1etly. "They can’ and w111 be changed."

Aislinn felt the sti]l water ripple aganst her bare leg.  She

vlooked down to the graceful arch of a small watgr snake conforming to the

curve of her -thigh, She wondered, had she elt its skin or JUSt the
touch of»the water? "Gran, it's so ~asy for you'to say that ‘things
'change, but; saying isn't any good for me. What d1fference7doesr1t make

if Hugh turns my aura purple? He doesn't belong here -and 1 tan' t leave.

i Teodora bent to cut and rose again. "Your red self has. shown since

you were a chi]d.v It 1s stronger now because you 've had to have
‘ courage. ' Youn;_\yd courage comes from love not pr1de. Purple shows
power. 1t s the co]or of unity."

A1slinn f]exed her toes in the r1ch ‘mud and watched’ for the bubbles

190

ah



released from the dark ooze torrise and break 1n the light A1l these

words, all thése things she was . supposed to be, when her. gran forced them -

to the surface, d1sappeared as readily as those pockets of air she‘

4
st1rred up. ‘ ’ : ' o R C—_—— \1

The moment was still. No breeze to f]uster thg smosquitos. - The :7
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swarming noseeums formed n1mbuses over Teodora _and. Aagusca 5 heads. -

Their faces shone like chestnuts polished with sweat and water- reflected

®

l1ght. Augusta disturbed the attentive insects by shaking out 2 big. red

hankie to tie around her head. ‘
As Augusta fastened the ends, she 1ooked across to A1sllnn. ."You

know when hefcarves, Wil's b]ue,‘yes. whenfhe s busy making thangs, hfs

s

_ Tife 1ight makes more sky. o | 3
ax'-tfg Aislinn st1rred the water with her leg. - "But uhat does it mean:
Creally? | "
‘ “Really," Tepdora said shaking ;er head. "ft-means we should have

taught you patlence when you were a g1r1 what it means doesn't matter..

It can mean anythlng you want. That 1t happened is what counts.

"We did, ". Augusta -spoke to Teodora as if slinn wasn 't there.v

Sideways talk was the way 1mportant th1ngs got sa1d. ”She got patiencé?'

alright. St111 here in th1s place, she is, yesg “I say the prob]em ]
. ¥

because she's been away ﬁbo long fronagpe Tittle house ‘on the 1s]and.- '

- She's: forgotten how to see the world. SheAneeﬁs to‘fjnd«her vis1on again
in the Clan house."k‘ o .

| Teodora nodded. “But. she wo%gd say she has no. t1me to prepare.‘ And
she would be right% I_guess. There's a lot she wou]d have to learn aga1n

" . . . . h
to make ready. . g

P

. Aislinn went on cutting the firm;tattat} leaves. - The pithy'innerf,;



cells were slit where’ the knife left a line,
. "Sad, so sad, yes. She 1s no more a friend to herself " Augusta‘

’ shook her head. " ‘ , | \ | ‘

| . Teodora stopped noddfng and stood quite still look1ng down into
_ water}--that reflected the intense blue sky.- Ther_e was harmony between
wate’r and sky, ‘a.bluebalance, ‘a blue peace. ~Yes,there had been unity
' 1n 'A'isll_nn"the other nl‘gh”t wh_en that boy was beside her. ..what she and
}.Au"gust'a,'had seeh in tha"t'mOme'nt was what’ fw‘as mi'ssin‘é, no, not lost,
parted The l1v1ng thread that being is strung on like a bead on a
colored neck string Wwas unt1ed, the bead had slipped to the en; of the
thread‘where 1t dangled ~ What would 1t trake to ~join Mslinn te - herself i
_aga1n, ) the bead balanced gracefully in the m1ddle of the thread? o

: e .
A1sl1nn couldn t 1gnore the pity in Augusta S vo1ce. "What do you

mean. . . . NoO longer a friend . . . ?" '

R “What she means, granddaughter," Teod@,r,&ai,interjected, ypu"vé let .
~your hurts go'»to.“o deep..., Now you f1 ght yourS‘M?»and there. is- no peace in
. ,»{'o,u. ' 0 )
Teodora*s words poked at Aislinn and warm tears spread down her:

.cheeks adding to- the sun stench of the pool She wouldn' t et themvsee
<her cry. She -nhaled deeply ;nd was stunned by the ‘tepid air off the
marsh It knocked more tears out. of her.. It smelled so strongly of
1ife, of uncompromising er that grew no matter. She was shrunken, as
Ashriveled and . white as her feet, “alien creatures transplanted in this,
green womb Aislinn dug he\r toes 1nto the r1ch bed forc1ng them deeper.
the mud was as thick as ropes of muscle between her toes. Her feet were
sinking. - She lost her balance and fell hard sweeping the cattails before :
" her.  They flattened ‘under her weight, bent, then separated to let her
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‘a-throught Her. eyes were . open as she descended toward the water where she
. saw her face: saw that her mouth was open and she was falling into it.
Under the surface. the water swirled with 1ife, whoie and iiving before,

R __/her eyes.' She drank. She breached the surface of the water, nat as -

cl "Liy as a whale, but dragging wp a fountain of water ]ike the ]ady of

the 1ake rising. * ‘ . *: . ‘ ' ’
' Teodora and Augusta looked on “amazed, only to iaugh when Aislinn
‘ shook herself as thoroughiy as a dog in one long shiver. | .
{fK;' : Aisiinn plunged past them dragging her green garbage bag full of
f v_floating cattail leaues. Dropping the - bag near -the truck, she went
.'around to the far side., Enve]oped in the ripe stench of vita]ity and
decay, she-thought.she was going to retch. But-the water she~swallowed '
wouid:not resurface. It ‘was hers. ‘ o _ |
‘There was a comb ‘in the giove compartment. She_sat on the tai]gate
of the truck to comb the tang]es out of her hair._ Her shorts and biOuse
mi xed water with dust turning the dents in the taiigate to miniature mud
holes. ~ Coming out with her old folks was supposed to. be fun, a break
: from»town. Instead they had stirred it all up again. There was no place
"for her to feei quiet.: She trailed the pointed end of the comb through
:A_the mud holes on the taiigate, connecting them as if they were a child's
dot drawing:ﬁexcept there was no picture when she was finished.
| Augusta and Teodora had filled their. bags and vere wading.out when
;Aisiinn dumped the 1eaves she had gathered and spread them in the ‘box of
the truck to dry. The old women sat in.the shade cast by the truck to-
| rest and’ eat. Atslinn went back into the marsh to fill another bag.

The day piled up in the back of the truck measured out in green

- garbage bags of reedgrass and cattail leaves. Aislinn had spent the last



hour' searching out.a c]earing that held good'size bitter cherry trees.

She sliced the snoothfredd1sh3purple bark with her knife and peeled it

of f ‘the trees in sheets. And’ now they all sat in the cab smelling Tike
, - s . ’ L
garden soil and wet dogs.

Aislinn pointed at the loose skin on the old’women’s calves. '"Your
41egs are as wrink1ed as your faces," she laughed
Teodora and Augusta looked at each other, ]ooked down and laughed.

Y ]

: The truck sputtered to 1ife with a jab- of the key.

"The backroom. of the‘store was hot and smoky. Corrine had started back on
c1garettes g1v1ng Tracey an ally, so that it was now a split denocracy --
- two oh two. _ 4 |

: L1nda got'up to open‘the back door wider. “"How was your day out
with the old Tadies," §he asked Aislinn. )

A1sl1nn Jo1ned L1nda near the door. "It was -alright. = They got

their stuff and 1 got wet." ’?

A1sl1nn and L1nda stared at Tracey and Corr1ne with obvious disgust.

”Get off your h1ghhorse, L1nda," Tracey drawled. “It wasn t S0 long'

(d
'ago you Smoked.

“"Yeah, and I had. ﬁhe‘.good sensef to. quits Look‘ at the money I

" saved." : ' N _" L L

Corrine tried to head off the lecture. She didn' t need anyone else'

on her case. "How did you get wet Aislinn,” she asked. ,

"I slipped in the marsh mud and went in head first.”

“Ugh,linto that horrible_stinky water." Corrine made a face. “It's

RS



got bloodsuckers 1n 1t hasn t 1t?“ b

_ “Not the |narsh. . The ditch on the other side of the road does,

though." _ f

"Speaking of bloodsuckers,“'Tracey said to Aisltinn. (The ones we’

live'with are up. to‘something.‘uEvery n1ght thjs'week they've stopped for
one‘bEer after work , only one, then they beat}it home for supper and
disappear r1ght after." ' | |
‘ ”Yeah," Corrine kept the conversation focused on Aislinn, "they turn
up at my house. Don't come 1n, just whistle for T1m and they all head
for the boat shed.” | .

“The boat shed?" Aislinn asked.

'"Yeah they've just about got the burned stuff hau]ed away and the

: place cleaned down to the cement pad," Corrine said

“And they re not ta1king,“ linda put in, t1red of be1ng 1gnored

"Everytime 'I ask Earl 'why' they're cleaning up that mess, I get some

. smart-ass answer."

| '“AtyﬁeaSt you'get.an answer.“ Corrine butted her cigarette out
hard. “Tim's not talking to me. Mot that I'd talk to him, even if he
nas.“ | o o

"“Shit, you still mad,™ Tracey asked.

"No, it's not that. T1m s punishing himself, so he's making h1mself.~

'fmiserabie"and me too." Corrine reached for another cigarette.

“He's punishing himself for the fight at the fair?" Tracey was

incredulous. o ' | .
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"He]l no, for the boat. Getting his.face bashed in made him feel';

“better.A And I'm stidl trying to get the blood out of the carpet where he

passed out."



“'Well at least they re not m ;)king Mad Dog rich," Aislinn sa1d. She

- opened a bag of cookies, . Maybe they wou]d eat instead of smokew

"That would be a real bonus," Linda sa1d, "if 1 didn't have . the |

vfee11ng we 're’going to pay for it. They re not staying away from the pub

for nothing." .

T4 Time will tell " "Corrine had a cigarette in one hand and a cookie

4n the other. - \

Aislinn had been airing.out the backroom)of the store for ‘two days but it ° -

-still reeked: of smoke. She figured it’had~got into the cerdboard boxes .

Everytime she brought stock out of the back the smell made the trip as

well,  She would have to become a dlctator and lay down the Taw. How

“could she sell scented feminine hyg1ene products when they sme]led like

-the bottom of ‘an ashtray?

She bent down to stock the lowest shelf. of an aisle w1th boxes of\

Kotexr The rough wood floor left slivers in her Jeans and’ aches in her

knees. Stra1ghten1ng up, She rea1ized that five shelves up at eye level
‘was a shelf of mousetraps, insect repel]ent~and light bulbs. .hhy:was she
jhon‘her'knees‘every three’weeks? because,her mother thought that female
Aneeessity should not Offend the eye. The box of mousetraps and cans of
- insect repe]Tent came off thesself and joined‘heo on the;floor.while she

pulled out boxes of nabkins..

4 0
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' The door opened as she stood with her "arms full of Kotex for the =

upper shelf, It was Hugh and the bush‘crew. They smiled and nodded at

~her. The last man in hadlto duck coming through the door. It was Tim's

O‘ .

L



basher. Hugh came and stood across from her on the other side of ‘the

bank of shelves.

. ) \ ' '
"H13“ He paused, looking uncertain. “Did you, enjoy the performance

last Saturday n1ght?“ o
"Which one?" she asked. She d1dn't‘give him time to‘ahswer. "t
looks like you ‘got a new crewman?"

.. Hugh turned toward the magathe rack where Aislinn was “Tooking.

. "0Oh, yeah, Ivan the\Terr1ble came up last weekend. We're not getting'the"

planting done fast enough, so the contractor got another pair of hands.

“Looks like the. contractor got more than hands, mind you, they seem

to be talented hands. At 1east at nose break1ng. She was visually "

measuring the new man's shoulders, a jock, a football player, maybe.

"T take it you know the guy who was mouthing of f," Hugh said.. “whaty

I meant was . . -
“Yeah,rTim asked forhit."f Aislifn g%we the big man’ one last Yook

and turned a d1fferent gaze on Hugh._ "But he's'not a bad.gquy."

Hugh was . quick to answer.h"Sure, we .all have eur downside.\ He

p1cked up a can of peaches and tossed it from hand to hand. "Were you
with those older 1ad1es at . the fair the other nwght?"
Ais11nn.started. It ran through her mind that perhaps he had seen

what her.old wonfen claimed to see. - She examined him, wondering if he had

. the ability to see human 1ight.- She had—seen therenergy of thejsoul,

; could see it if she was meant to, so it was oossible that Hugh was open .

to that energy as well. . |
She was’on her quard, “Yeah, why?" she said.
“They re Indian, aren't they?"

What was he getting at? "Yeah, so?" she‘answered.
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He quit juggling the canned fruit; his expression was serious,

"It s just that their faces o 0 WL
Aisl1nn stopped throwing boxes on the shelf.

Hugh went on, "Hum, their faces have a special qualfty. an 1nner

\ strength « + « like my grandmother's. I wondered,if-l cou1d photograph

them? Could you ask for me?"

His bloody ‘pfcture-taking.  "Well, it's hard to say," Aislinn

ﬁpaused, “you know -Indians don't 1ik‘lhav1ng their pictures taken., They -

kfdgure the camera steals their souls."u She stroked pursed lips with a

thumbnai].

"1 thought that was‘just Ho11ywood stuff‘made‘up for cowboy movies?"

In Hugh's wide-eyed look, Aislifn could see the potential for some

fun. EspecfalTy if the old folks were involved. “"No harm {n.asking; I

[ 3

guess," she said. "But they speak mostly Indian, so it might be

9

difficult for you;" . _ _

"You could help, couldri't you?" Hislvoice {nstead of risfng became
. deep with excxtemente “You soeak their-fanguage7“' She ould see he was
getting ready to ask more, questions when the door opened and they heard
;sh’ng from outs1de. Alann s neighbor, Sam Stone came in, “L1nny,

he said to her, "‘come have a look at this."

Coming up Centre Street was a strange'parade led'by Earl;‘a1l-the

lights on h1s truck flash1ng and a yellow warning 11ght strobb1ng fran

- his roof Behind him was a huge tow truck, the kind used for rescu1ng

' heavy machinery, 1it up for the business of towing a faded orange schoo]

bus. Tim rode w1th-the tow truck driver ‘and Doug followed the bus, his

truck flashing yellow smiles.‘

- Sam Stone turned to Aislinn. “Hhat_are they up to?* .
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1 don't know, Sam. Fhey've been acting all mystery lately, not a

'word to their wives.”

“What could they want with s broken down school bus. it beats me?7"

he said, S . o

Aislinn had a flash of Earl inside the big woman's bus at the fair.
She hadn't said anything to Linda about what she had seen that night, but
she had watched for signs of discontent in her friend. She hadn;t seen
Eorl al] week, so she didh‘t know how he looked: guilty or innocent.

Almost to herself, she sa1d, “Hell I(:bink they re going to convert
it into a holiday wagon." '

| “Can't be." - Sam's hearing was otill good , 1£ hadn‘tb goﬁe into
" rotirement when his hands did. :The way things'are around here: those
boys can't be thinking of spending money right now."

“Doesn't seem, likely, does 1t?* Aislinn said.‘ . -~ .

Earl stuck a bu]] horn out his truck window. V“Hey,>I got something
to tell you." His amplified voice bounced around the street,. ”EVerybody
follow us down to ohe park.," |

They watched the‘parade.growAlongér as pickups and cars from around
town fell in behind Doug. The k1ds ron for the%r bikes.

‘Aistinn went back 1ns1de the store. vlThe' bushv crew was -at the
counter with their magazines and chocolate bars. The oniy one not odying

r.was The Basher; he stood back and Qatchéd'her. Hugh'was the 1ast.oné up

_ with a copy of Photo Canada.

“So your name's Linny," Hugh said,
“No, my name's Aislinn.”
“But,_l heard that man say . . ."

"My dio calléd me Linny. Mr. Stone was my dad's best friend.”
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“Oh . . . well, Aislinn, yau won't forget to* a8k your friends ir 1

“

.can“bhotograph them sometime? Maybe you could let me know tomorrow. I
could meet you here." . o
“That fast, huh. You don't waste any time, do you?"

“If that's a problem, I'li come into the store next Saturday?“

Aislinn thought she might like another look at The Basher. “Where |

are you guys hanging out tonight?“
“There's somekind of dance at“the'community hall tonight.' I tt1nk
we're going.to check 1t out." -
' “That's a jailbait dance." Her smile was sardonic.
"A what?" & ‘
That's what she expected h1m to say. "“The young stuff. fhe kids,"
'~ she said with impatience. i
"Oh, 1 see. well, [ guess even kids know'hoy thQance.“
"They’suce do," she said. "Illl see you there ‘at nine o'clock.”
“éceat,“ he smiled. |
. It was a warﬁ smile and Aislinn remembered.he was blue.

She’ was alone again among the mousetraps, bug dope and Kotex. Pusﬁy

little bugger, that Hugh, when he wanted something. Calling her'L1nny;

'.'the name still made her shrink inside. She still felt- all her father's
hurt .as- if it was her own. She could see herself -hiding pehind the
kitchen door, listening in when she was suppose to be in bed. Sam was
telling her granddad about the accident ‘

) 'You know, Shea, them heavy choker cables wrap around those cedar
]ogs with the’Speed of a whip. Chokermen get caught all the time.,_And
that's bad enough, e;cept this time the log rolled and settied back.

That's when Francis screamed. His arm, caught Tike 1t was between the

T}
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choker cabl-e and the log, got wrenched out of the socket fulHng him off
‘his feot._ He was dangling beside that bloody big tree by a scrap of skin
and shirt. The cat Qperator and me were scrambling to get to him and all
the time he iustaring gape-eyed at ;he‘sky. his 1ips whisper1ng. We got
the cable cutters invthereland when the cable let go, he fell like a rag
doll to the ground. That's when he started cursing the clouds out of'the
sky. He kept tryino to get up and:I.was telling him not to move,. to lie
down, so [ could cut his shirt open ahd get a look at how aq it waé.
,Nhenrl saw, | wrapped it real quick in the cat skinner's Ja!let. But I
wasn't quich'enOugh, Francis.saw too. Sohething shifted in his eyes like
a cloud passéq overhead. The cursing stopped. He'unwrappod the jacket.
That arm was just hangihg on the shou}der:by a scrap of skin, Fr;hcj;
looked at it for the longest time, you'd thfnk he Qas studying every ‘
scar, everx hair._ Then he got loud with curs1ng ana“hds voice rose high L
and‘harsh above the treetops. He grabbed that mang]ed arm in his good
hand and tore it away.froh.the shoulder, flinging it toward the fallen
.trees.' D . | ‘(::>>{ | | .
Aislinhv.had heard about “the accident many times, never from her
f father. Everyone in Tanio Bay had their version, They'said things like
« e ‘he had guts.' ‘he didn’ t want them trying to save it,' ‘'he knew it
was use]ess.' or 'the air‘was blue and it wasn't diesel smoke neither.'
Mostly, they Just shook their heads and kept %ﬁing them until he
threw his whole body off South Po1nt onto the beach rocks below. The

stories gathered again like Storm clouds, rained and then dried to, 'Poor

Francis, he was stumbling drunk as usual.' Al ;hll her mother could say
- was, 'He hardly drank more than-a thimbleful “before.'

' Her 1ntense gaze was broken by the sound of metal striking:uood with



a snap. Aislinn foﬁnd‘herself shakiﬁ?’the open box of modsetraps. but

1nst§ad of 1ining up neatly. the traps were jumping about, their wire

Jaws clacking. When she looked: c1osely,.she noticed many of the traps
were set. How many visits had it taken the kids to set those mousetraps
for buying fingers? How many -dimes and duarters had been sacrificed on
. gumballs and licorice ropes to keep her occupied at the counter? She
shook the box again. She would have to talk to Teodora and Augusta about
a nipe little live trap for the shuteerbug.‘ Her old folks were good,at

practical jokes.

Teodora and Augusta sat close to the house in the late afternoon sun

checking skeins of stinging nettle twine for loose strands. Afslinn sat

cross]egged at fheir feet and they handed her lengths that she re-rolled

ue

between her th1gh and her wpalm,  “You know.your blue boy," she said, =

"well he's taken quite a fancy to you two." ? ' o
“That's no surprise,“ Teodora said.

Aislinh,continued “"He was in the store today. He wants to take

-

your pictures. I told him you were too shy, but he was determined I ask

v’ 4

you."

il

“Two old women," Teodora said. "This boy wangs pictures of two old

women?"
“He should want you for a p1cture, yes," Augusta added.
"1 to]d you he was weird," Aisldnn teased, "even 1f he 1s blue."

They sat 1n silence, working and thinking. ‘
“I told him you don't speak Engldsh “ Aislinn safd. | i



: television and in® the movies. ‘He probably thinks you're like them;*yu‘

, o | o
"Hhat? “what are you up to, granddaughter’" ‘Teodora eyed- Aislinn

with: suspicion.

"Well, he believes anything you tellwhim. He's seen Indians on

Aislinn. kept her eyes on the rough fibres rol11ng red marks on ‘her - sk1n.

* "We could show him what real Indians are: 1ike. ' ”~:d J

L “And what are real Indlans 11ke, grandddughter?"‘
“Oh, well kind of myster1ous, you know, w1th all their chant1ng and |

drumging. Their strange c]othes, weird food and funny ideas about

»

“medicine."

" "How cume we don't know any of these real Indians?" Augusta asked.

‘,_vka"Ceuse'you@ve never been to Hol1ywood." _Aislfnn_enswered.

| "Nheng is that place?" Augusta 1ooked unconcerned.
' "So you want us to put on a show, granddaughter7“‘

“Something 11ke that. G1ve h1m some ‘real good p1ctures. something

.8
he's never seen before.

‘"After, you‘]l tell him it's a joke?“ IR o

~‘thjs boy?" IR ’f‘

¢#. "And never- will again,. 11ke1y. fTeOdora examined AiS]inn_cTosely.(

@

P’

"Yeah' when the time is ‘right."." Aislinn looked from Teodora to

Augusta. "Will you ply a]ong?" ' R . & ' .

@

1t was.Augusta S n to study A1s]1nn.i "Why you want to be mean\&?
"\

“I'm not be1ng mean, I'm just hav1n9 a 11§>1e fun.'sHe'tan take it.

~And you- know you "1 enJoy yourse]ves. o L
Teodora and Augusta nodded at. th1s. o ,»7£§'j
Teodora placed her comp1eted skein 1n a basket.‘ "You ‘know, 1

h“sometimes forget every English word' 1 know.

;’__dj::\';r' . | j”""iA J 1‘ f: “'?-:‘L'_g{_P
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"I'11 tell him he canncome next Sunday, okay?"

/

/o
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‘ A1sllnn got home Just as Clara Stone was 1eav1ng Fern for the day. The
stock -woman was squeez1ng through the unplanned opening in the hedge
between the C]eary and Stone houses.: Aislinn waited on the backstairs

until a pn1ntb1ouse blossomed in the other yard, then called hello and
; | " ° ' (

got a wave.

-

' Fern ]ooked tnred A1sl1nn ‘had noticed that her mother was gett1ng

weaker. She often asked to go to bed r1ght after supper. When she was

’ B 3

t1med like this, the tremors were worse: The k1eenex box, which Aislinn:

\
had put new -on the k1tghen tab]e that . morn1ng, sat empty.A‘wet tissues

@
ay ba]]ed in Fern s lap and the wastepaper basket beside her chair was

isTinn sat down at the table across from Fern. "Shou]d we try the

/‘?”JI can ca11 the doctor and check with him?"

R : uno;f;rool1ng S nqt as ‘bad as, vonut1ng <:L§1ve me a clean facé cloth

e o A )
"«1nstead of thesettﬂssues. , ,'._ R ,i.

4

' cloth. She placed it it Fern's hand and closed_her fingers on it,
. "I'11 make a quick sopper, SO you can go to bed,“vAislinn said,
"Are youAgoing out tonight?” i :

"Not till later.” | o .

"Where are yoy goihg7"‘

e "No place spec1a1. ' | RN B - ﬁ_:;kfffr;

Ars11nn went to the linen closet and dug around for a fairly new,

i | "] hear from Clara that those friends of yours‘ have,gbought.
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oken downhSChool'bus;“ Fern stopped for breath. " Her
word; came so slo hat- it seemed to take forever to get a sentence
out. "One wodid think th would be more careful with their money."
"Yeah,. that- kind of surprised me. too,“ A1slinn sa1d as -she - opened
;the.refrigerator door ’ "But Earl s planned this big scavenger hunt. 1
heard he hande ' lists at the park today. Pretty smart 1dea,,to get
SR fo]ks to find the things the guys need to make the bus into'a'holiday

€

| wagon; - ‘ .

/oo . T ‘
\\\\‘ "Why Would people want to do that?“ . SRR ‘
)X "There's a party and a prlze. ‘Whoever br1ngs in the most 1tems off .’

‘their Tist, gets to use the bus for their vacat1on. |
"These men shou]d be think1ng about work , not vacat1ons," Fern sa1d.
"Maybe it' 1 keep them out of the booze and that~s a sav1ng.
Ais}inn took’ some salad greens from the crisper.
O"Yes, don,t”gg know." \
-“Ah, nom; don't start. Can‘tbyou renember'the good times?“
" Good t1mes;" Fern repeated. tyame:one." It sound@ﬁ more like a

‘plea than a demand. ¢

Cow

wé _
"Ah hell, how can 1if you th1nk none of it was any good7“ Aislinn
Broke a head of 1ettuce apart ~and threw 1t 1n a colander. "What about

- v‘

the surpr1se party we had for dad.{sThea;ook on his face when he came in,
the house all.degffgiéd fofks packed into the kitchen and 1ivingroom.
‘Re?ehﬁer, Co]in‘bd‘mso excited he-yelled Merry Chr1stmas ‘instead of

_ ‘Happy Birthﬁay. Mom, you listening to me?" o
“Yes, you- know, theére was that time Francis went downnsland -and

brought me back a silk dress and real silk stockings.<§§§ was a surprise,

for no reason, 1t wasn't my birthday or Christmas. - It was a beautiful
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dress. I didn't “think “he had it in him €0 choose such a wonderﬁul. |

pafterﬁ’mnavy blue backgroundfwith smaTT yellow dots he -said Tooked like

- fat TittTe bees to him. He probably bought 1t for those bees.“ a & -
Fern taTked on but the words came more sTowTy and the pauses |

increased unt1l her head drooped on her chest. In sleep the tremors

stopped.

A1s]1nn had given up her %}ue .jeans for a cotton sk1rt and blouse. It

~would be cooTer, She reasoned. " The commun1ty hall would be a. B 7é§
eathouse. Byt she wasn't ’ go1ng to 'stay long.! It was still T1ght 4?*

ts1de when she stepped through the open door and walked down the dark
g passage to the hall. The music forced through the old P.A. system at~top.
;volume was bounc1ng off the waTTs in -demonic - d1stortion. She stoodlinf
| the hatll entrance b11nded by the sp11nters of T1ght from a homemade light
board ‘5."“.. : E “ : N
There was more s1tt1ng than dancing. | It was easier' to conteal
“quuor bottTes beh1nd a barr1er of Tegs underneath the tables. The bush i.

crew'had a table to themse]ves. Aislinn ngticed that The- Basher was up

| danc1ng, he was hard to miss, his fa1r hair was like a beacon above the

heads bobb1ng on waves of. mus1c. He was w1th one of the,_teenie tribe who .; Lf'
hung -around ‘the store, but there was someth1ng differe t - about her.

. Aislinn Tooked around the room for the rest of the girl s g ng they went
everywhere together. The other girTs were probab]y sulki jeaTous that

their friend was danc1ng with -an older guy. They were atAa carner table

pA
and the stght of themn set her hack Everyone of them had cut their hair
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s0 short 1t stuck up ianpikes. She hadn't heard from their mothers, so
they must have done it tonight in the washroom. _
Ais]inn sat down beside Hugh. The fellows - at the table looked more

alanneq&than surprised as if ‘they were minors in a club and she was the'

5 -
Y

'bouncer.‘ , ) _
Hugh took on the duties of host. "Guys, this is Aislinn, from the
store."*'He 1ntroduced the others by name;h As she said:each‘name in "

turn, they noddedfand the place got comfortable again. There were cans

LI

of Coke on the table.‘ Hugh of fered her one, one of the guys offered to -
doctor it for her.' But she wasn‘t‘ready to drink w1th them. v
o "She ‘turned to Hugh. “You can take. your pictur:; next weekend, on
Sunday . . . if you're stiil inte#es?%d.

. “Great, that's super \ . . Qay\or night. I mean what kind of light, 'i
inside, outside?" ' LT ﬁﬁ, - o o | .'\ '

““1 don't know. They satﬁ something about haying some kind of g
ceremonyj*if'day."f Aislinn watched Hugh'; he was. siipping into high geari§ \
~ "You mean, I can shoot this ceremony?“‘ '

‘5 “T guess s0. But you Just better go easy at first. The old womenv
~are very secretive about this kind of stuff . They .may not want you
taking pictures of the actuai ceremony. They do things like going into
i ~_trances and that s pretty heavy if you re not used to it. They probabiy
:just want to show you their costumes before the rituai gets started." '

Hugh was nodding his head at her, but his eyes were aiready checking
his camera . equipment making adquStments. He didn t even biink when Ivan
sat down across from him in his- line of sight
Aislinn was waiting for Hugh to introduce them. So was Ivan. when 1‘

~ the waiting got tense, they both broke out at the same time with, HEL"



'Ivan‘packed of f and let Aislinn go ftrSt; ,
Then he extended a large hand with curiously fine fingers, "I'm

~ dohn."

SN thought your name was Ivan, Ivan the .g o Aislinn stopped

.short brought up by h1s know1ng smi]e rather than her near b1under1ng'

out ofthns,nickname.
‘"Ivan‘is S1avic for John, but you-can call me whatever you like."
The sm1]e was there again play1ng games with his .mouth and eyes.
Playﬁng games with her.i -

"I've been ca111ng .you The Basher, myself ‘1 saw you at.work‘1ast

Saturday n1ght.“‘ She cou]dn t be .sure in the dark hall, but she thought

P

she saw spots of red come up high on his,cheeks.

He shrugged. = "Some people ask for it."

"Do you always give people‘what they ask for?" Aislinn's smile

wasn 't show1ng.y
The spots of COTOP on the wide cheekbones spread down over the

Jaw11ne.'

*

"It depends on how they ask * he said, bending an empty Coke can )

into var1ous shapes. _

~ "Not what they ask for?" she questioned Aislinn hadethe'tab top to
the can Ivan “was 'sculpting. Her f1ngers concentrated on bending the
_metal i in‘half along a non4manufactured seam._ '
| "Why. don't you ask me to dance and f1nd out?" He set.what looked

,11ke an ‘aluminum butterfly on the tab]e.

Aisl1nn hadn't noticed until now that everyone at the- ‘table wasf.

’ ‘Ifsten1ng to the exchange and watching them openly as if they were on

- A

stage. » Beside her, Hugh appeared confused..
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"Do you want'to dance . e .“ Aisl?nn saw his hands go dowg, to push’

Zback‘his-cha1r. She finished the request with e e e Basher?"

B

“ “well if -you. put it that way . « o sure." He was out of his chair. :
The music was fast the beat insiétent the singer throaty, raunchy,"

demanding. Through the thin soles of her sand]es, Aislinn could feel the

hf1oor vibrate. She’ 1onged to take off her shoes. Music had a way of
making her aware of her'body, so aware that her‘eyelids lowered against

*the outside. world. She sensed her.partner with the'surface of her body,

as if the form across from her reshaped the music and sent it at her.

: And her body - moved to catch and absorb “those waves. ' She saw.’ his

movements. anticipated the vibrations he would send from a séihlder, a

hip- -and moved to ‘meet them, but she didn t see h1m. Not the look on his’

face. Her concentration was d1ffused throughout her’body; transformed

and delivered out from her skin. There was no focus; there was only»f

pleasure.

swayed, the'music between“them.'-He‘pu1led her in c1oser, forcing the

vibrating music out to surround them. The spe]l was broken. She was now’

A,aware of having to share the music, of hav1ng to compromise her rhythm to
someone else s. Her feet could bare]y moved When they did, she realized
| he was doing the traditional wa]tz step and struggl1ng to lead. She had
\learned that one, two, three, four box, step in grade school, but there
~ were never enough boys to go around and she was tall. She had 1earned to
© ce forward. She expected ta watch and séeer. not to dance backward

q:mpliant and . trusting. She was tall enough to see over his shoulder, to

see their way.

They both moved forward on the one count and A1s]inn grazed her hip .

_She was shocked when the music slowed and he took her hand. They
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' on his . pelvis; two count to the side brought their left hip bones

together. there could be no three and four to complete ‘the box. . He took .

a step back to Jook at here' "Didn't you ever learn to follow?“
"No,“ she said. '_ |
"well let's do 1t the way. they do." He gestured with a nod of his

head to a. gouple wrapped together as tight as a flag around a pole that

'swayed in the wind.
\

-

. Ais1inn saw that smile again, so easy to read. ‘It chaljenged her to

get that close. Her:hip still rang where the curve of her bone had

sounded the bulge of his blue jeans. They moved together, forgett1ng the

beat, the count, the steps. Her vsenses were focused on him to the

exclusion'of the music, the rhythm overpowered by the weightkof his arms

around her waist, and resting on her ‘hips,_:by the sharp scent of .
excitement that couldn't be masked gxihis.shaving']otion. When she could

no longer stand the heat and .thé-exquisite. tension between them, she

, . T
pulled away and Ted him down the passage.

- The fu11 moon was a round window in a dark house, cool as glass.

They wandered over to the -swings in the‘communit& p]ayground. A1s11nn

'sat on a swing and started it gently in motion, skimming her feet over

the trough worn in the.grass below. “Are you from downisland?" she asked_

© him_as he sat on4the next swing.,

"Down 1s1and? Oh e o <0, I lwve on the malnland,-the city." He

wrapped his arms around the paral]el lengths of chain tém which the
swing's seat was suspended. He joined his hands tn front
his arms were the parts of a vice meant to squeeze the - two chains

together.

“Hhat do you do when you re in the city?" she asked. The 11ght was

\
£

f him as if
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grey on -the band his arms formed they seemed to be part of the chain,'

11nks holding him up. _ . | : ' .

"Go to school, university." He watched the grey dust pufi up off
the ground passing below her skirt. d

“Like the others,h she said. "Why didn't'you come up with the rest

of the bush crew?“ She felt vaguely disappointed, as if somewh in her

"ﬂmind she had been hoping he wasn 't a student

"1 took a couple of courses in the spring semester. Hisltone was
vmatter-of -fatt. | |

"You must Tike it,“ Aislinn knew she sounded sour. .

“Not enough to stay for four years. I m trying to get my degree in

three, so I can get out and work " !

She: watched him examine the V's of his e]bows as if they were

precise too]s purposely designed to press down and draw in the resisting

chains. What would -he study? What was he working so hard to be? "What

kind of job?" she asked.

"Electrical engineer," he janswered, letting. the tension go out of

his arms so the force of the chain, stretched by his weight on the seat,

151

~ sprang back against his biceps. “So, what about you? You grow up in -

Tanis Bay?"
?Yeah; does it‘show?" What was he trying to do? Mahe compariqons?
"Sure, the older foiks in the store stay around to chat withvyou.
Your last name's Cleary, isn't it?"
| "how did you know? I only told you my first name."
"It's on the front of the store." |
"Yeah, it's been there for a long time, too long to notice anymore."

"It must've becn great growing up here. People know each other kind

et
Id



of like a big family of relatives, but you can govoff fishing when gou
~ want to be alone. Best of both worlds;" | | |
| Afslinn swung out Jjust a little farther so she could see his face
better.  Was fhe being condescending?  Making small talk because he
.gsuspected that she oidn't‘have\much‘to tell about.herself? “Most oeopTe
don‘t‘feel thatbway-about Qb here. - The world stops long before you get
to Tanis Bay. This’ 1s the boondocks." _
| "The'world 1s~too much with us. Now, who said that?  Somebody

ot

famous. Somebody w1th h}S mind on a place 11ke Tanis Bay."

The swings creaked protesting against the night shift; they were

day workers, she thought The commuhlgy hall door was thrown open_hard,
- banging against the wroughtiron railing: They 1ooked up to see Hugh»and

the .others standing outside the door. ~One of them ca]led down the yard,
’ "Hey,ilvan is that you? Ne fe going over to the pub."

He turned to Aislinn, '"Nou1d you like to go for a beer?"

"No thanks. I have something I have to do. Aislinn got up from

the sw1ng and started toward the gate ln the Frost fence. Her friends
would be at The Lighthouse. She couldn't.- walk in with The Basher,
a -

He came up heside'her. “Can I see you next Saturddy?" he asked.

“T*11 be in the store.J Ais1inn knew what he meant, but she wanted

to hear it. . ' - o ‘ \
~That smi]ed tipped.his mouth'agatn.
"You know I mean Saturday night " he said. |
Aislinn paused. To avoid his eyes without 1ook1ng down, she glanced
at‘his hair. It was curly, she didn't like curls on men, but on him it

was right. It softened the angles, and straight 11nes of his face.

“Sure." She looked over his shoulder. “Your friends are leaving,

*
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" you better go. 1'11 3ee you at the store on Saturday."
“Saturday night then.,". |
"Yes. Hey, what do I call you John or Ivan?" | -

"Surprise me," he sa1d.

{

- Aisl1nn walked straight home, as if she had something to do there. She

d1dn t notice the cold silence the way she normally" did when she entered
the house at night. Ivan's voice was 1n her ears, a h1nt of his

after-shave in her hair, She paced her bedroom; there was nothing there

. to divert her mind from ‘their conversation. As she uhbuttoned. her

bTbuse, she notiéed in the dresser mirror how much darker her freckles -

appeared against the creamy camisole. She wondered how she looked to
him?~ She hated it when her thoughts came to that question. The night's
exe1tement dulled by every freckle, every protruding bone and bitten

nail, Afraid she would see herself with h{s eyes, she moved away from

the mirror to take off her skirt. Her eyes followed the strong: curve of

" her legs from the pool of blue cotton around her feet to old lace and
stk that was too light to disguise cgark hair dominating white flesh.
She kicked aside the skirt and stood in front of the full length

mirror hanging on the back of the opeh c]oset door. With just the tips

of her fingers, she traced a line Trom each lace shoulder strap down the

v that directed her fingers like water down a fal] to where they rested

under her breasts. Although her fingers barely touched the magica]

mater1a1 they sensed the weight of her breasts « «.o NoOt a heaviness, a

fullness. She disturbed the silk and it brushed her rﬂpp1es. They
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hardened against the soft second skin., o T

She reached the lace on the panty band, her fingers moved to each'

hip. There .was no binding elastic in the legs, just lace marking the .

opening that parted up the hip all fhg way to the band. She raised a.lég
ana white silk fell away from the back of hervthigh 1ike a flag,  The
" departing touch had'been finer'than the fingert1ps she slid alohg'the
"outside of one thigh and up -the curve of hen‘pip. She was holding her
‘breath, redirecting all her senses into her skin, ' .
| There was‘ someone 1in the mirror watching her.  She touched the
corner of the{t}oséﬁlhoor with.rer foot; it swung shut, harder than shé
had intended. Surprised by a cry from the next coom, bile rose in her

throat. She grasped a corner of the dresser to listen. But 5yrn was

quiet now; she had succeeded, 1mposed herself on the night. k\

-
R ' . . /
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“Look it, you asked for one, but Iégound two -propane cylinders."
The man pressed Earl. "Do I get extra points?” '

el was thoughtful. Finally he'said, “I can't very well do that,
can I now. What if someone brought in two kitchen sinks or two tables,
we haven't got no use for two."

“But, you need . . ."

“Tell you what ‘I'H do. If you tie with someone‘,‘ I“:H use the extra
cylinder‘as a ti‘ebreakeri.\'“'v” | |

Aislinn smﬁed to herself, ‘Earl wisdom,’ he sho'nid have been a

- 1abour 'negotiator. She was. inspecting the cache of trUphies from the

Mg ew
scavenger hunt stored on a corner of Tim® s cement pad, along with,,;tuols, T

and the stripped down motor., The guys were doing we‘]]t SO« fa.'m a

pint-size refrigerator kitchen cabinets painted passion pi'

a small microwave oven. Had they asked for that on one of theirglj

came up the yard. "Do you thinlg they 11 get it runmng""

was searching for 2 buoy marking rocks.  She roused herts“!}f%"l don I \

?»m ; .fand'.

know. T1m s pretty good with motors and Earl can giy,

. They've got Doug tearing out the seats on the 1ns1de. |

“And the idea is for all of you to go downis§ ohholiday
together?n ‘Aislinn trieq to imagine six adults and fi%i
,rout of a converted schoo1 bus.
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“That's what they're tellipg us.  Hard to belfeye fsn't 1t?; )
Corr1n; said. "Hhat makes 1t harder to believe is they say they're going
to fix that heap up on five hundred dollars. That’S'ali'they've got to
spend. * Have a‘}ook above the windshield." forrine pointed to a’soot
just visible. above the raised hood. "It's got a name alreadx.” : |

Atsltrn had«noticed earlier the black letters dribbting naint that
made up: THE SCAVENGER. "Yeah, I s&w," she said.‘ "Their ljttls parade y
sure gqt‘the town stirred up." P |

"Don't 1 know 1t People have been wearing a path in my lawn. I
finally locked the gate SO !hey have to go around and down the 1ane.“

"It looks like you're the new attract1on in town." Aislinn shifted
in her chair to see who ‘was down at the bus now. |

“More like an old attraction that's making me older." Corrine
A

peeled a T1fted chip of paint off the armrest .of her chair '”Everyt1me I

put thé kid down for a nap and try to get igme work done. someone s at

5g@fden1ng." B , . Fn

\ b

Ansl1nn tried to sound optimistic, "Nell at least they e doing -

~fsometh1ng more than drink and worry about Seuell "

"Yeah, well I haven t stopped worrying about Sewe]\, especially with
Tim spending money like we nave some." Corrine 11t‘up\a cigarette.;
| ;Five hundred between the three of theﬁiisn't that‘much." Aislinn
put a thumbnail to the peeling paint on her chair.
“No, but they had to put good money out to buy that. piece of junk in

the f1rst place." Corrine got up. “And Tim took 1t<outuof the savtng s.

account my parents started for the baby."‘ She stubbed the cigarette out

Aislinn laid her hand on Corr1ng s arm. "Are you okay?'

156

St

*,Ihe door,on,Tim:s in wanting rags, or beer, or food. 1I've given up on -
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f ;2” ‘ "I'm fed-up. I wou]d give anything right now to take the baby and g ;‘
7z _ o . '
QQfV151t my folks for awhile.' .ﬁa\ o

"i ”Tell you what. 1’ ll go down to the store and’ get my 11tt1e ye]low‘-
"-truck and wef1rrﬁa for a drive. Get the baby dressed and 1'11 be back :
for youl" [ | L
o ’ ¢ -

'4“Hhere are.we go1ng?" Corr1ne asked. e B 3

,‘.', 0 J“
~'/\ Ml want to cheCk the road into Dev11 s Creek. -I'm going to do some

'*.fishing this weekend "» A1s]1ngfgr1nned "I'm hop1ng to get a reel‘big
fish, the biggest,ﬂ< ' R | |
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vaisiinnadreamed she 1ay on the deck of a boat and she s]ept and woke,
iislept -and wokevto test the _wWaves - that came and went to chart the stars'
gourneying Jcross the night sky. ‘Whe b11nd 1n her room had ‘been up all
1night the window w1de open, ' It. had been a clear n1ght, she knew, and
'athe dawn had been soft with prom1se. As she awoke ‘for the last -time,
g e

4 ‘ |
g, . the waterwalkerg‘skating on the surface ten51on of the poo] on
-

aDevil s Creeka “There the trout were 1azy ghosts among spectral rocks and -

) 'alreggi the day was warm and still.. She could hear the mosqu1tos

bree

.fallen t; esa They were. fat and choosy. She wou]d have to—take the best
f11¢§4’?;zh3 her dad's. tackle box. Maybe, some :saJmon eggs, for
bottomffishing if ‘the trout were really f1n1cky.:1 They would - need- a
lunch. lemonade and a rouple of towels. She packed the knapsack and. got:’
the~gear together‘and into the truck before her mother awoke. : - _/‘
As Aislinn got her mother up and prepared breakfast,‘she reviewed ,.
';fa'her-pIan.g C]ara would be with Fern as usual and Sam wou]d come over for

oW . -



,,Supper.' They could"put Fern to-bed. Alh,her_mother needed to know was

that she wouldn't be home for supper.

A Y N -
. . N

Ivan and the others came into the store around noon..< All of ahsudden

Aislinn felt shy, as if he knew she had been thinking about him, planning

to get him alone.-

‘While the others went for the1r purchases, Ivan ‘came stra1ght to the‘

P
counter.

stra1ght ‘arms -toward her. His look was expeotant. : ‘a
“Ne]l " he sald, "what have you dec1dedb"

She had said yes' Tast weekend. Dld he think she would change her
: J
"What you're going to call me," he ﬁid matter-of-factly, as if no

- mind? “About what?" she hedged.

' t1me had’ passed since the1r last conversat1on.

“Oh, that,“ she savd‘ "I thought I/d start w1th Ivan and see 1f the

' res$wof it! s true.“ She tappgd a few ndmbers 1nto the add1ng machine.

C“I'm not terr1b1e at all. I'm a %eal pussxcat You'll see." ':His

.’4

~smile rearranged the Tlnes and curves/of his face, "Have vou'got‘any

.,\_‘

1dea5-for somethlng to do? “We wou]d probably have to f1ght the kids for

) : . ) L 3 o . h E . ‘ "
 the swings th1s»aftérnoon. _ _ . | , elklp |
’ "The kids around here are tough . . e yoU'might Tose;that'fight;"

Her sm11e _was mock1ng. Then she. rea11zed he was wa1t1ng foran answer.
'wonder 1f he hated f1sh1ng7 Maybe, fishing was Just an example the otherWsWWﬁ

. n1ght7 &She gTanced at . ham. “There s\a special pTace not far from town~

... great trout fishing hole. I thought we d go &
| His face tw1sted, it - was amaztngly gﬂastic, an

¥

i"He‘put his hands flat on the worn sTab of oak and Teaned on’

Mt w with
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&
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bJeasurable surprise. - - - . ; RN
o ”Great‘idea, what a day.for it," he:paused.?‘hl 'm’ not ‘much of : a'
fisherman though . ¢ « Only been out a few t1mes. ‘
"That's okay. Why don t you come baiﬁ at two, when I close.
Everything s ready to go._ You m1ght want to bring a six pack with you," *

Hugh stepped up to the counter grinn1ng llke a gargqyle but if -he

‘ 'had overheard their conversat1on,vhe‘didn t let_on. "Hi, Ais]inn. Are

“we still on tomorrow for. the photographs?"

a "Yup. ; I'1T meet you here at noon” and take you over to my
s ' <

grandmother s," she sa1d, Stl]] smiling.

He smiled back in aff1rmat1on, then suddenly the p]ease look faded._ ..
e

*"Your grandmother from Mex1co? But, thoée -0ld women .. . ."

Aislinn not1ced Hugh 5 struggle, but she was' more aware -of Ivan

-

biistenjng and watch1ng; '"Ihose old women are. Ind1an,“ she sa1d turn1ng

. }her head slaght1y toward Ivan. "My grandmother is a Yaqu1 Ind1an Sfrom

o .

"There must- be a story there," Ivan sa1d.

Hugh nodded "Yeah,-I d say all our fam111es have storaes to: te11

| Thaths what I want my p1ctures to do is tell those, storxes S0 they aren't”

o lost forever.' Nhat ) even better is p1ctures and words, a documentary

Aislinn4_1ooked from Ivan to Hugh,' SUrpr1sed at .the1r_.fam1ly

. :§e11ng. - She sensed they understood that d1fferences cou]d’ come

-

‘together,. could live in" fam111es and become fam11y h1story._ This'waSn't

the - reaction she expectbd to her decWarat1on about her grandmother.v

#

*;'vThere had been the odd [id in school who sn1ckered when he saw Aislinn

with her grandmother or Augusta. But he d1d.1t beh1nd her back,r1f he'

knew what was good for him.. The worst of it had come from her mother, \
: ‘\ - B - . 4. \ .
.
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' Fern had never forgiven Franc1s ‘for not telling her he was. half lndian. !

‘Aislinn had heard this 1ate at night from the bedroom above hers. With a

(name like Cleary how was Fern to know; she thought he .was b\ack Ir1sh and

that was bad enough. Her father said 1t had never ‘occured to him to give’

her h1s pedigree papers l1ke those chappies sthat “lined up outside her.

door. She had seemed happy enough with hﬁs qualifications at the time.

Aislinn shut her eyes to c]ear‘the o]d.wrang11ng from her_mind.. She

- waited on the othersvin the store, pushing the adding.machine buttons for

real.

I
a3

Ivan gouldn't believe that a truck older than himself could run. He
.”1ooked doubtful when A1sl1nn told him to get in., . He wanted to know how

.'kfar they wou]d have to walk 1f the old yellow truck broke down.

Aislinn just ‘laughed at him -- a. cha]lenge -- he was in her

terr1tory. .

They drove in as far as they could on Dev1l S Creek road. When they;E“
' got out of the truck A1sllnn gave Ivan the knapsack and one of the: rodsit"“
‘,to carry. She took the other rod and the. tackle box. She threaded :

.4 path through the forect and’ at one point turned to tell him over her

shoulder that they wou]d have a look at th@ s%gw pool and 1f it didn’ t

~100k good they would move downstream tdﬁ% sf?etch of pocket water. He
JUSt nodded his qu1xot1c smile d1sarm1ng1y silly as “‘he tried to be as-

fo‘faSt as she was on the trail., L R

He rema1ned sm1l1ng wh11e she set them. up ?ﬁ %%e edge of the pool.,

Aisltinn hummed qu1et1x to herself as she held the two secttons. of a rod

M’ . .
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i and guided the male ferru]e into the female ferrule. She tested the male

-

1nd to see 1f it was f1rm1y seated. She. smiled at him. d"A tight fit,"

'sQe said. "Now, I']l show- you how to mount the reel. 0r do you a]ready A

*know\how?“

‘\X

sHe shook his head "You seem“to‘know what you're doing." __

“

“I m an expert." she.said placing his hand on the butt cap. “You:

£ h.

,:1nsert and screw._h She slid the mounting plate into place and secured‘

( :

the front locking mechanism. ‘, S ' ' "u

qf

"Nhat other exc 1ng things are you going to show me?" he. .spoke in a
| husky whi‘sper. gd% |

W enough not to frlghten the fish.

"You' d be &urprised, " she said. “There's lots to learn.. A raw
beginner like you shou]d start by str1pping about eleven feet of 11ne off.

‘the reel.jzlt looks like you 've got more than enough C she said in a -

throaty Jdtce that a]most broke into -bubb]es of-‘]aughter.v - But she
,suppressedaat fish were great voyeurs.ll '
"How do you know?" he asked looking at her 1nstead of the’ reel

“Oh,.I 'm a pretty good Judge of*what s co11ed up in sma]l p]aces.

Just rest your butt e . the rod butt on the ground here._ She- po1nted:

to a flat spot.> “Now doub]e over your ample 11ne .« o e th1cker is better

' than longer . . o and slip it through the gu1des.

"Girh guides?“

“« e

3She {gnored his query. P“Pu11 the leader through and then we'll 100k

~at. the at 1mportant fly."

He 1ooked down at the front of his jeans.

'“I had something more colorfu] 1n mind," she sa1d and presented him'.

"with a dry fly. “Here s one I call the Red Zinger."

" “Lots of hair,".he remarked.

a
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“That 3 the way flies are," she said..'“The thing to do is to use -

B this brute to seduce those oVerfed connoisseurs resting on their. bellies
.down below. when you ‘'ve got yobr line dangling in the water you got to
: 'go slow, don't pick up the cast too soon, float along while the trout' s
.;trying to decide whether to open her mouth and accept your fiy.

"How do you know the fish is a 'her ?" he asked.

"Red Zingers always appeal to lady trout. . She took the rod and

vshowed him how to cast. ‘“"Keep your wrist stiff_and don't hold your rod‘

too tight. Be gentle. Keep'the back throw fairly high, don't lay back.

“The forward throw is fairly low, but don't get lazy and Tet it hang"

l“".

.,

down."}
© "Who me? I'm tireless.”
" While he practiced, she got her rod ready. bn her second cast, a
'foot long Rainbow flew above the water with her hook in~its mouth just.as
she was explaining how trout watch people. She held the rod steady and

‘went on‘expiaining that fish were great peeping-toms they had to be

since the surface of the water was like an opaque'mirror to them. She -

lowered the rod to give the fish some siaCK so it wouldn't haye a taut

leader to sna\lin mid-air and continued by saying that the mirror had one

flaw 'and each fish had a window straight above it through which it

, _directed a fisheye at the world of air. She played the fish in, a"

~ graceful, subtle dance, 1t 1eaping even as the net scooped it up.

"Great," He said, trying to keep his voice down. "That s rea]lyg

k)

jsomething.‘awhat do we do with it now?"

"Hand me that knife. You got to get. the guts out right away. In-

3

one cut she opened up the underbelly to thqﬁf&fﬁat.‘f;

the stomach ruins the taste." - .’_’ ﬁ%@%%\ »'“;g:

-
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Nhen'thev'had a%fewﬂ;ish'to keep the beer company in the cooler, she

asked Af he "ﬂi{

skept1cal. She shook her head. o ,'b ” o \'

S5,

Thex walked back to the truck, unloaded the fish1ng gear, put the

“go  swimming. He looked down at the water,

. cleaned fish on ice, cnllected the Tunch ‘and a few co1d beer. Aislinn

'started up: the road. and then off into the bush 1n the opposite d1rect10n
to the pool they had Just fished. Ivan 1agged behind her on the trail.‘

'.;She felt the qu1et which he wisely saw no need to fill. The' moist green

: was a spec1a1 caress from a cool hand. " Her eyes searched out familiar

. hplants and she wrapped her tongue*around the de11c1ous sounds of their .
-names. Nhen she was a kid, she'd chant them over and over again, boringA

~the birds out -of . the trees with bearberry, bitter root, camas, :

fchicken-c]awsgi;:auick-grass,A glasswort soopola\]ie, sheep sorrel,

w1tch-grass. They were words she made- up stor1es around whi]e wa1k1ng

'trails like this with her old folks.l On the way back to the truck, she

~ her selves. In a second her head surfaced leomung for him.; He stood

would tell Ivan some of these names and show him who owned them.

At the edge of a f]agstone pool in a clear1ng, Amilinn stretched her
arms. upward in a curve as if she was a. slice of white aoonjagainst.the

primeval rainfqrest dark on the mountain beh1nd her., Instead of diving.

1ntowthe pool, she s]ipped in along ‘the lines of - her reflection, Joining

A'sundazed at the’ edde qf the forest she waved hin 0ver.

- rough but moss grew a]ong the edgas chink#ng the cracks. Standing aboggfl

q .

.

a""

He: cou]d see that the poo\ L been made by many dwfferent hands' '

w1th gathered rock. mostly streamerounded boulders. .The stonework was* :
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with her foot..

Tak1ng of f his shirt he said, as if to himself, "It's a hotpool in '
"the middle of nowhere.“

He k1cked off his sneakers and drew his beit through the loops of ..

his cut off bluééjeans. She watched him as she floated just under the

| surface of the water. She had come.p:epared, a bikin1 under her T- sh1rt

.

gand shorts. He took his wallet and loose change out of h1s pocket, put

them inside a shoe, then plunged\vn:beside her splashing her full in the

[

face. Before she recovered, .hjs hand found the ‘top of. her head andv.,

pushed her under. But she knew this game; rather than’ res1st his " hand,

and force a battle, she d1ved .away from his downward thrust. On her way.

she got her fwngers 1n51de the wa1stband of his blue jean shorts and

pulled him under. He was surprlsed. She was amazing]y strong, strong

enough to rip-the riveted button out of the reinforced waistband that
held his pants. together,

Underwater, he grabbed her_.leg as she tr1ed to swim out of reach.

. She twisted onto her back to kick. him with the other leg, now he had both

o

Iof them and he waS'pulljng her in. She arched her spine and wh1pped her

1egs out of his hands. - -

Their heads bobbed up to the surface at the same t1me and they faced

each other across the clear water.

| He shook the waterdout of his eyes and nose. " "You're very strong,“
he sa1d. , ; | . ‘
,"So are you," sheAtossed the phrase back as 1ight as a beach ba11
"How did you get SO strong?" |

’ ! “Besting 1oggers.f"

1 bet you have to fight the men off?“ His touch was tooéheayy{jthe"
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'statement hit the water.

But she kept it from s1nk1ng, "Only if 1 decide to," she said._

He .reached out and pulled her toward him, the water resisted. He

-

k1ssed her and her strong,ahms-cUrved.around his waist. He reacted as.if
he thought‘she was going to pull htm under again. His arms[went around
behind her. She could feel the muscles.of.his chest move aoainst her
breasts aslhis fingers followed the hollow of her 5pine down to the'cerve

of herdbuttocks. " She wondered if she hadn't been mistaken about him

-beino a‘fOOtball jock. -His fingers were deft, massaging the dimples on

either. side of her spdne. Fine fingers with a carver's sensitive tOOCh.
~ _
Their feet fluttered together keeping the1r heads above water. She

leaned back and kicked with enough force to move both of them toward

sha]lowl'water. Their feet touched the spongy bottom. ~ His Af1ngerss

_.marched up the steps of her spine to the barfier of her swim ,top. He

twisted the catch open and passed through to “the t1e behind her neck.

Like a piece of sunshine on top of the water, the yellow material floated,

away, caught on an outgoing -wave, Monkeys screeched in the trop1ca1

forest beyond the shore.v Her nipples were hard points ‘against his

_ chest: He drew her in- and . the hard points flattened into round

softness.: vShe sensed 'tﬁét he lhad ‘tightened his embrace because he
expected her to push him. away. Her fingers soft]y stroked h1s neck,
touching his hair, soothing his innocent head. He had come td%&fr new,
| ‘'wild from the jungle at the edge of the clearing. A young @éé%%l his
face nuzz]ing her throat The hard rlse in his Jeans w%s g%a1nst her
stomach ~ The meta1 teeth of his~zipper bit into herisk1n like milk
‘teeth, She slid a thigh between his ]egs and pushed her hip gently
aga1nst him, her hand still playing 1n his hair.  The other hand slipped
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from“is wa1st, re]eased the zipper, separated 1ayers of cloth from sk1n

and followed the r1dge of his hipbone: down to release his straining

, cock, It f]oated 1n ‘the warm sea between them. a bluntsnout creature

;'r1pp11ng the water against her thigh

Freed now from the shadow *of the rainforest from the pull of the

e
M

timid. He ran €WO‘fidgers along the elastic edge of her bikini bottoms
b

. earth on the so!es{df his feet, from the cloth binding him, he was less -

inside the upthrust th1gh His fingers%stretched the cruel elastic and -

the back of his hand pushed aside thé fabric. ' She anticipated him as if

they danced, guiding the water creature toward the curtain he had

ppened The fingers of the.hand caressing his head tightened around his

soft cur]s, hold1ng h1m from .escape. She put the other hand on his

shoulder and wrapped her legs around ‘his waist. She looked at him for an

instant. The f1rst time .she had really looked at his face since he

kissed: her. His eye11ds__were c]osed aga1nst the\ sun, against her y

chancing to see’too deep. She knew his eyes were turnedtinward on the

' sensation racing‘his heart,l Her eyes closed and she saw them together

coupled under the surface, the sun striking sparks off the water around
them.

Under her fingers the muscles in-his shoulders seemed to expand, the

skin taut. He lifted her up by the waist and pulled her into him. . He -

planted hisifeet wide apart as firmly as he could on the slippery rocks.

Trapped, she let go of his hair and with both hands on his shoulders, she

”vtightened around him, moving back and forth. iis fingers dug into her

hips, pressing her against him so hard it took all the strength in her

his thrusts to meet again and again the e1posed tip of swollen flesh

legs to stay in motion. ~She struggled to rub along him and manipulate
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controlling her. Moved by his own desire, his passion was the only force

.under the sun. But her blood raced ahead of his, the tension in her

veins ourning. She held onto'him. a powerful wave rising to break over
them. 'He tightened every muscle rigid.. The wave broke. .

They floated together toward the edge of the pool, the water clouded
as they parted. He helped her up onto the bank, then lay fjatvon n}s

back against the'hot stones. She lay with her head on his stomach and

her feet dangling in the pool. He brought his arm up across her‘breastS'

as 1f to shield them from the black.stare of the intruding raven.

They were quiet, shifting their attention from each ~other’ s

breathing to the birds among the trees. It was as if the birds- were

ta]king under a gigantic umbrella. The rainforest cano&k echoed their

calls making them sound far away . I! seemed as though the birds had
purpose]y gone deeper 1nto the woods. They were not. voyeurs.

His forefinger drew 1azy circles around one of her nipples. He was

“thinking how soft her ékin felt. “How did you get so strong?"

She had to think .about what he was saying. What strength?
He took his hand away from her breast and squeezed her bicep.
“On, I chop firewood." | |
“Is that all? You've got strong-legs too. You’jUSt,about crdshed
my ribs," he laughed. h
She laughed too, slightiy embarrassed. It was'the samerkind of
feeling she had when she witnessed old Rita's idiot son playing with
himself. The sensual world was so far outside the social world,}that

viewing it with social eyes made 1t seem sadly absurd.

"“He\l " ghe started reluctantly. “my dad and I used to compete in

'loggers sports days."
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“Doing what?" He was curious.

“Sawing.logs,vaxe'thrdwing. 1.d1d some burling too, you know,

rolling logs out in a boom on the water." | T
tYour dad's a logger, then?" He waited for an answer.‘ He raised
his head to look at her. - o /o .

"He was a logger," she finally said. "He died when 1 was sixteen.
weﬂ“were a team. at the c0mpet1t1ons. . | was his right arm . ‘. .
literally, he lost 1t in a logging accident."” ‘It had beeb‘a long time
since she had to tell anyone about her dad. She had foegotton the words

she used to use,

"1 bet you did well too.  You sure would be the prettiest

contestant."
She liked him for that. . Not the dubious compliment so much, but

because he didn't say he was sorry.

Aislinn noticed the sun was stanting to play hide and seek with the

'treetops. She pulled the knapsack over to them and got out the peanut

butter sandwiches and beer. }
|

They ate “in, s11ence. listening to sounds around them change as °

evening came on. The birds became quiet in voice and wing. There Qas a
st111ness that anticipated n1ght. ‘

Ivan fell asleep. Aislinn remained awake, her head on his stomach,
rising and falling with thewrhythm of his breathlng. She” watched the sky

turn deep, electr1c blue, shot‘with light from behind. She felt released

into that w1de sky as if the tension of her body waséﬁoncentrated in the

evening star. It glowed while she rode the rising and falling skywaves\

free of that taut energy. And she.would leave’tt there for the star to

‘suck on like rock éandy;m while she led the man beside her ‘across the
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green earth and down the yellow dust road. , , )

,
'
i

[
'_) i
v

- Hugh was'sitting on ghe front porch of the store when she -arrived at
noon. The town was still Sunday meérning ‘quiet and his greeting seemdd
foyerloud."He was excited, she éoqld see, and she added an ex;itement of

her own to his. She wondered if he Had talked to Ivan. She could

1maginé Ivan, Hugh and the othgrsﬂwaking in the small bunkhouse smelling
of §leep and spilt beer. She wanted to ask Hugh how Ivan had slept, had
he moaned or talked in his sleep. Instead, she said, "Are you ready to
go?* | : <7

~Hugh'p1cked up his cémera bags. "i'ye been here since nine," he
said. |

~“Doing what?" She asked. It was 1lke him to tell the truth, to
'lﬁive away his excitement in the guise of a straightforward ansger.
" wJust sitting, watching,” he said. "There's lots to‘see.”

She Tooked around. “Like what?"

“ﬁell. you‘ve gbt wasps building one of those fantastiq paper nests
under your porch. I keep promising myself i'm going to find out how they
_ make them The answer probab\y wouldn't be nearly as interest1ng as how
I imagine they do 1t.* |

“You know that all the wasps in the north are under contract?" éhe
( said. steering h1m toward the street and taking his tape recorder while
he adjusted- his bags. |

“What?"* he askéd, preoccupied.

- "Yeah, th_Qgﬂyou think the big to;;anies put out so much paper?

V

|
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it boggles the mind."

A v.

. _ | . 3 | " v

‘Good- quality toilet paper, is hard to make. Th1nk about it, mi1lipns of

¥ 4

bugs digesting woodﬂevery minute of the day. no lunch breaks,

fIs thatu how they do it?" He seemed to be contemplating the

" informatyion.

$he'smf1ed. "Would .l 11e to you?" As they walked toward the bayf .

she wondered specifically what her old women had planned for Hugh. She -

had asked severa1 times during the week, but they told her.-not to worry,-

N

they were th1nk¥ng‘€bout it.

)

A1s]inn kndcked on her grandparent s door, then opened it, not sure

what“she and Hugﬁ they qould see. She stepped thrdugh ahead of Hugh so

f;she could. *prn and see his face. The curtains were still drawn and the

. k1tchen was grey in the 11ght from the open door. Before she could call

- h 110,%hea granafather s rocker creakad and Sh»a‘sa1d, "Come 1n, you' re
¢ A

M \ . ) 3 ,v
. * 'g L 4 -'m 3 N )
Aﬁs‘lmm‘f approached him_ and ;vgna1ed Hugh to join her. “Hugh this is
'.'my grandfather.o ;ei _“] ot igr' .
NS BT Y 1

t
*4' < 3 N

ch "The-women are out back " Shea sa1d
| Augueta and Teodora sat fac1ng each other under the tall spruce at
the end Of thebyard wil §oftly beat a skin drum held between his knees
and th@ women made throat music. Aislinn was surprised to.see them

dressed 1n the ye1low robes of the Noman s Clan.  The only time she had

- .seen -the robes was dur1ng the Clan ceremonfes on First Woman' s Island.

" And they*wore their’ spirit masks, pushed up over their foreheads, the

' fringe of loon feathers almost concea]ed by the hoods on thefr cobes.

Teodora spoke to Aislinn in "a mix of Spanish and='Yaqu1 words
| : _

directing her to stand between ‘them. ' 'Hugh's -tamera c11ckedf5hd sighed

»
»
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behind her. The old women stood and placed their hands on A1sﬁ1nn s 1
.

\shotﬂders. The? began to. sing. She was alarmed surely ‘they weren't

, -i'ﬁgoing to Perfarm the spimt dance here ahd in fro L. of an 0Ut51de"‘ She

e 11stened to? the women, they were ca111ng, on the Mother. on First woman

Yy

"ﬁ)ana her ch11drén. The drum became Youder’ and by the way they tightened.

"_f:their gr’ip and swayed, she knew they were ready to begm with shuffhng
oy steps to tm side. As they moved up the yard wn p1cked~dup the beat. :

o The bar-k fringe on their robes llght]y brushed her arms. Teodora dug her

| "-"f,fingers 1nto Aaann s’ shoulders and she reahzed she wasn't ‘s'mgmg.

Thq rhythm was beat1ng through her, echomg 1ns1de as 1f ‘she was a drum ,V ,
i(,onmh the on women pounded A sharp, high sound broke from her‘

‘ throat it was almost 2 wan Teodora and Au;usta snapped the1r heads-

h\

. " forward and wooden masks came down over the1r faces. A1shnn()ooked 1nto ‘
. . \

&

an 's sp1r1t he]per.~ ',

, the eyes of Firs ‘. )

" The unbearab\‘\_T..tickle in her. arms” spread throughout her. body 11ke
;“fire in dry grass. She danced harder, as- 11‘ she’could stamp out the-

burning 1n51de her. The drum ‘was’ a storm in her head and she shut her

'Lf‘eyes against the sw1rhng sound B}ue hghtmng burs\ behmd her

“ ‘_eyeHds. Tﬁ“ w1nd forced hundreds of b;rds out of the sky, the1r wmgs

_ ',beat Lagamst her as they ﬂed the'hght and noisé, wr{en she 1ooked down, "

¥

»she found their feathers had: flayed the sk1n frbm “her’ body. A woman -

wrapped her 1n§3 cape nade of red and ye11ow fm 1ers andnber arms became /J}

. 'kwings.- \Joyfl she hftéd them beatmg hard agamst the alr, but she

-

;.;"'.'cod'ld not ra’!se herself off the ground. A neck]ace of b]ack stones

N

"'»"’:.i;,.we'lghed her down anai'.her b1ue feet were caught. m a tangle of " ma1denha1r
. wsw 'Q

_'xp@sin‘; a naked Tﬁnan be1ng. A

. 'ferns. Her feathers fell away,
. .wr

e ,‘aspirit-helper touchod\her 1n the c tre; of her forehead an‘d rsomething’#/

SR R RN ¢ o s
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‘broke mside, 1t SOunded er r.a shel‘l crackmg.. The ne'ck1-a-ee‘of rocks |
slid down over her breasts and feH where " she stood on h1ack earth

- spr1nk1ed with spruce needles. Teodora and Augusta stood beside her_‘

¥
._staring at the ground as the nec&lace dlsappeared be]ow the surface. .
The drum -had stopped A1shnn looked. up to see the old women B ,

push1ng back thelr masks, reveahng faces sh1n1ng with sweat For some

n strange reason, someone was clapping, the sound fluttered in- l;er ear%"and ?'

4
] . ‘.’; 1} b .‘,.:;
made Jder. armstw1tch. N o SRR ) . "’ : ‘
Hugh ‘came _towa'rod' her.” "Afslinn, tell them for me, ‘that was - e
-9 K - B ’ .. ' : . * : '
1ncred1b1e fu S .
g_:!' I :\J ’ S o ' N "
"Yes the human sp1r1t 1s 1ncred1b1e,“ Teodora - said e
““But Ithought NP _ , | .
- "My granddaughter IS somet1mes m1sch1evous.b My husband,taught me
good Enghsh wm you stay for a cup of tea"“ )
_— “Yes ". Hugh~ gaid ~"{f GtYs No thQ " He hurried. to gather up '_
R ¥ - - "« ‘;%{‘,’“ Q % *1 . J ."
h1s eqmpment R L T ‘ v e . , -'

D ."No troub]e, Aistign :nﬂ make T Teodora shook 'Ais']inn's ar‘m. '
L “The@re s a Jar of t;aﬁthe counteér, a spec1a1 11x of Augusta s." . ;‘ | o
| Augusta ,1ooked up into A1'sT1nn s face."' "My tea be good for you, o
-:yes. I add my own dry, p]ants to some stuff Teo _]Ot ;t bhat fa1r.. ‘I g1ve_
'1t some pbwer " "' " - ‘ | €T

L. Hugh fo]lowed t’he women 1nsxde. “My grandmother has her own tea

-~ . R

"ree1pes. . These have beep handed down in m_y fam‘ﬂy. She guards them

N

rehgiousﬁy.:_ Some of them she brews up whén We hré sick She knows - a "1 t

- of. he"b remed1es, as wen. I suppose you 1ad1es do too?“ ‘ K/, :

_ &
k]

~

Teodora removed her robe. - “That s what happens when the wrmkl s

/ come }nto yOur face « o beauty 'f,urns into wisdom. So grandmothers ha g
Lot ;| o .!‘ .. ) B . . . o ‘

T T I
sas -t .
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to knowia few things, otherwﬁse who - woufd want them?"

“Grandchildren;“ "Hugh said,,lightly touching ‘the robe Teodora had

1§9§ carefully across a woodﬂn chest.‘ "What is this’ made of? ‘It's. very

SOfto",;”"‘ £ .o - . . .

.w
: "That s Augusta s secret " Teodora said.

Augusta took Teodora s mask and her own, and placed them face down

3

, on the sofa._‘"No secret.round here,.~Not for old people, anyhow..,Bark,ﬁ

A\ d

of cedar'tree make good clothes and blankets. 'weave it‘with mdunta’n

geat wool, dog hair and bird feathers, yes, color 1t with wolf. moss.

2

’ things from the great mother. , gnff

*
wil pushed Shea ‘and hlS rocker up to. the 5§ble. “Red and yellow

cedar S used for Jnst about .anything you can ‘thing of." ‘He turned to

Hugh. "You ‘re riot planting cedar, are you.

En LI Q‘p‘

Shea dld let Hugh answer.. "Young man, wil here is of the mind

B
- do g does more harm than .good. what do you thiak?" ., -
‘ Hugh glanCed at Aislinn pouring tea, ‘"well A guess there's/

something to be said on both sides." He pushed hlS g}asses up on the
bridge of his nose. MTime sure glad camen\s were invented and.there are
-«

‘more ways now forkmg,ﬁo get in touch .with people all over the world ~ Bu t

I can see where we've lbst some good things alony the way.

» -
A}

Nhat are you: studying?“ . ,' R o
Hugh‘set down his cup of tea.. "Law,“ he Sald, in a quigt voice..‘
= “So . it would seem,“ Shea said, . 'y | 0 e e
) .ﬁHugh " Aislinn said. “This parting of ways is older thin both of

L us put together and my grandad and Nil haven t settled it yet. ‘So. unlgss

PN . ol SRR .- .ﬁ N

4%1@-

z‘f3§g Shea leanegbinto the table. :"Aislinn says you go to unhver51ty.

&,

that we whites don t know how to leave things~be. Figures our .way of7iﬁh

b,
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- ) n:"‘h
, you want to grow old here, why don't I walk you back to the s’tore?“

*

“That's okay, 1 remember the way. "

"Den you walk me back [ have to pick up some groceries.”

Y

Hugh ‘thanked ‘her o1d fo]ks and lshe walked back with him toward .

ttown. H1s talk kept her from searching out the itch in her bra1n\\

L]
»

- ;
"You know it S strange, but I feel as if I know you better now," he 4

said "I guess it's because of - your grandparents and the CharHes. Yqur
grandmother made me fee] 11ke I'.d Rnown your family all mny 11fe."/--

§1S'11nn examined Hugh out oﬂf the coFner of her eye. "Yeah, they
. - N "'"'Y" ‘
N t‘," ' " ‘4 ‘ ‘" \

her wou1dlﬂt‘eH me about Mexjco't"

b

1] i .
went all out for you," she sa df‘"‘s

"Do you th1nk maybe your g
"Nhy Mex1co?"

‘ S R
.He paused 't know where to begin, "It's this

mateur F1’1mmake_rs. I've entered ~ -Submitted . ° ‘

A o

compet,j tion for
-ﬁ

«
S a proposa1 for.\a docUmentary shot over. three months. They " send me t%s

-provin(’:ia" ‘

six d1fferent countmes 1n thewworld to film. I I'm chosen. that is.

But 1 f1gure I' ve got as good a chance as anybody.‘ 'Anyway, one of the x

‘ .r.countrfil chqse ""35 Mex1co." t. -
s T - ’ ’ 7
"So that s wh35 the province ¢ts wastmg our mOney on now," Aislinn.ﬁ

T

sa1d ‘She 1aughed at the indignant look on ?;xs face - "Don"t take 1t

's!rwusly, I ‘was only . Joking -+

.

~ "Like you were “when . you told me your gramh ither and Mrs. CharHe N ¢
'

RE
on]y spoke Indian. Hughrsaid h1avoice quiet but th.in and high.

"Yeah, that was 'meant as a Joke too,“ she said, embarrassed.~ She.

| was- ‘surprised that tihe .old frustrated anger ‘had not r?seh in her ‘when he

spoke of the competition that could throw hin 1nto the air er a_ ‘,

4"’ 's'

".released bird. e S ‘ SERINTR

~
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-something about cameras.“

?“)p:,;,“;‘ i ::‘ ' ”V'A i . - m v : ! - " »l' T \‘\ [ W . . . BRI St o
. .‘ - B ) . / RS . - ’ ,
- 0 . . - N ) .

"And I'm a joke to you? You find it hard to take me.,seriously.,"';»' ‘
. R » . . ‘ N ] " Xy

don t you?” .
"I don't know what to make of you. I mean’ you're so different from

“the people know. You re so sure ., . . SO sure you 'can go out into the

- world and do what you want. You re not trapped er everybody el se."

el

"1 got dreams,’ sure, but I got responsﬁbihhes too. It's a dream .
. this documentary and prove myself. My parents think nobody s ‘going

" to pay me good money to take pictures.. They wa me to be a 1awyer.

l

3

' Take res later 'for fun"; they say. Ihey don't take me ser1ously,

why should you"" « T ‘t"‘

Chinesemdwni need Ch‘fnese Canad1an lawyers. That s their th1nk1ng.v
p

2176

- Y /{\
"I saw how %u were w1th my ol-" folks today. You_have a- way of /

making people feel. themse]vesk/ That s good fqi' your pictures, it's bad

*for me . . P You ﬁke me feel use1ess. 1 gave up d'f-eaming M\ I wa.sw

seventeen."x She wondered Just what dreams she had given op?. She -

reaHzed she had never owned any, she had always .been afra1d t'o dream.

#rlow cou]d you? You got to have something ,to keep ynu going. It's .
this 1dea I ‘have for the documentary that's kept me fr‘qm qu1tt1ng

school ‘ It s big, reaHy special and I knew from the start 1t would take

more money t.han (roould ever save} working for wages, and supporting'l

myself It'i, SO powerfu] 1t‘ has to he done r1ght. So,,untﬂ the

competition came along, I figured thesonly way to make the k1nd of money
I needed Was to. get an education. ‘1 guess I'H know pretty soon whether

Im going to be a fi'lnlnaker\ who knows some law, or a ﬁ'awyer who knows.

’

> ’

"Nhat s this big idea of yours?" | Ais]inn was more than curious, she :

was excited by theﬂay Hugh was ta]king. f",

-
-

-

o\’



"Oh, no. I' not going .to give you someth?ng elsé. to make fun of. “oe

"Don t think .thatNI really want to know.' I thought you said you

knew me better now. Then you shou]d know that I' 'm serious."
Hugh hesitated and turned to 1gbk at ‘her, "I haven t told many \

,vpeople about this because Imot the’ "ldea in k1dd of a strange way. I was /

’lymg on the table and started ]eaf'ing through it.

. and 1 stopped at these ?o have'a 1ook on’ one of.. the

caught my eye beca¥ W’ was 11ke o "wex.c_ept .'1t;;wakv . S

5

: SHAN- Anyway, the . article 1 was abouty ) o an, ﬁ' QUddht'sh‘ pr‘Mt ‘»who o
... they beheve came to Norf’ Amemca SRRy

‘Aleut1an Is]ands to Mexico. - After
%

',.,Sﬁan got ‘back to, China, f1ve

- beg riedts ‘were sent to North Pmemca and trav‘eled down the North

Pac1f1c coast wh1ch they caHed Wan Shan omn way to Fusang which ‘is B

: lMex1co. ~ They were go1ng to teach the people Dh* the Buddhist way. .
When you reaHy look, there are 1ots of obku&. connections between ke
: anc1ent Asia and Mexico rLght down to %e Pre ColdMbian myth of ‘the

T
- Revered V1s1tor,‘Quetza1coat1 He - estab;shed monasteries in what' s now N

. { '-‘Mex1co, Wree% pr1ests were called, Ih macazque or. Tlama .and_ this word

'.»--'

s very close to the T1betan word Lama or Buddmst monk." Hugh halt(
A

his’ story as they reached the stairs"v‘bf the store._ He“wasn t going to

conwnue if she was preoccu&ed W'lth getting her groceries and’ going. o
s home. His idea deservega. recepti\ve audience and she had been so quiet, o
-~ M v . o ! * .
he thought perhaps he hat sa‘rd enough. T N
" :

o .

~Aislinn sat on the top stair of the front porch * She Vloo;ced' |
A ‘?pu;zled.. “But how do they kmow these monks or priests or whatever were

her_-e on this. coast?'.'

5 ) . . X P
A ] b . o - . PR I
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| "I guess T forgot to ten you that Huei Shan $ travels were’ Written N
down. wheh he r,etyrned to’ China. And these early wr1t1ng§ were\d;sc:;ered'.
| in , the 1800'5. Bot the really 1ncred1ble. thingwis ‘that Buddh1st ’~
‘artifacts. things like coins, statues, swords. charms and ceremonial';‘,.;_‘ft“»?“1
dishes. have beén found buried alpng thi‘ coast." Hugh stood . in front of
“ her studying her face. ) ' ﬁ D | )
£ “Picking up a magazine' ih 8 11brary isn' t such a strange way to getf,
an"ddea.' What d1d you mean by that?" She was tr 1ng to put ell he had
- said together. e a |
' ‘0\1’ . that_ weekend I wen‘t. w‘j‘th‘-‘,‘my : .:' ter. to a used book

'.\

store. Hhﬂe she was trjl'lng to find a textbook,"i* w%s look ing over the;
she]ves and my eye caught a. strange titﬁe that ngde me curious. The book .

was called Gods of the&aclysm and just even browsing: througt‘tvhere .
;'In the storg it knocked me out. “In the 1ntroductvon the ad'thor teTls h'w .

'over his.own er gf traveling around the wdﬂd he was storing away
. these imayes- of statues and ruins masks and weavmgs, all sorts of %uff"

‘fvom museums. And - he: figurds that all the timé\ his sub-consc1ouﬂwas;“ :

A
making connect1ons between these dlfferent artif,acts ~from d1fferent
N ’ s
\ g
cquntr'les.. Anyway, when he was worki% on.. a‘book about Ind1ans he
_ 5 o

-I P
< - started to wake up and began o put th1ngs together ‘making, a an between .

'the New Horld and the 01d Hor]d ‘which includes ghe Medlterranean, the
Indo-Ch*lnese coast the Pac1f1c and’ the At]antlc. ’ HJ th1nks that North
_ and Soutn America were defjnitely part of the Old Norld 1n prehistoric '
‘i_..; times u,ntﬂ there was a\great natural disaster. Hugh took. a breath to\.

o

slow himself down.,gi' “In ‘my mind. I ‘see f‘igures from piqces of pottery, -

breastplates, sides- ‘of altars, ) the walls of buﬂdings. all coming-"
‘ ] .
together in the. author s 1magination., I see 11: er a strip of film with‘-‘, '

> ,.' -
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images rising to the surface."' ”

'and bring his\}Mﬁck to her.
b “But why" ‘does it mattér to yOu what  the wor]d was like“such & iong ‘time

Aislinn watched him gain control

_ago?" she asked. | Q-'>'~ D N
& .

"Bec .« o because the stuff’qne read in history books is always

te]ling usd how diff’erent everyone 1s from everyone else. And people take

° e difﬁgﬁd‘e"ﬂ au;,fm enough reason “to hate each other. I want Wshow . |

mfn

yf that peo;ﬂe are people ‘we're the same from country to coun,gry. | And at

| one time we may have been able to talk “to each otger 'ln a é’onlnon Stan'gu!g‘é#«m g
v o o - * s

about things we g?” shared. o : . @

F] *

¢ They were silent, staring at each othér  with the intensity of a
‘ . B . "). ‘ .

fi rst"meeti‘ng. , |

"(i') ' Hugh‘cbntin‘ue; | ,’,don‘t 'thin_k’ it's coincidence that 1 stumbled onto |

that article and then days ‘later onto that book.  You want {\jrnovi

something e]se?' When I read those words, there ‘was a strong feeling

-

. .
inSide «me that they were true.. And that feehng has been growing ‘and

" ever so often something more happens that shows me I have to te]l
The - cosi?petition was Lone of those right things. and coming up hefe. was -
another, ’ - Here nin Tams Bay is the 11v ng proof of that human‘.

»[conn'ecti'gn. Like Huei Shan, I found the péo{:e of Wan Sham\and Fusang.,
but- I foundt(h/\‘ﬁiving together "in the same house. The Chﬁnlk\ be]ie‘vel_ L
A "in omens., " . I ‘_ ,\ | |

\f\"ywhat are you talking ‘about?" But Aislinn .knew. And what s ‘more,

she knew that there was a connection between her and: Hugh. Although she ’?

denied it to her oid women,.vad recognized something in Hugh, a part’

* of herself she had lost. - s what had provoked her. “You mean"'

v . .-

Augusta ‘and my grandmother?*

_\4‘!4_ .



"Yeé.“ Hugh said. He was still staring at her. “You‘rg not

Taughing?® Tears g]azéd’his eyes under his glasses.
¢ ” |

%
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‘The sky :!§ glassthin, days of raip had washed the good weather blue out
of it, = The orange tarp, stretched out above;the old school ﬁﬁs.bu1ged'
[ "
 With a fat puddle gf water, NoW‘that the rain had stopped, Tim shoved a

water spewed over the edge. He managed to shift some down the necks of .

peop]e standing at the edge of the cement pad. They yelped and 1ooked '

Their 1ndignat1on shouted down” the set of measurements Linda called from

’.

1nSide the bus. A1s11nn, sittingoon a sawhorse Just below the window

Linda was measuring, called back ‘into the bus, ﬂGive_ me those last

numbers again." - ’ ' ' 'pﬂﬁﬁih ,

Linda"“'stuck her head out the window. "Shit, I'l1 have to measure ’

again, I've forgotten what they were."
Nhi]e she waited Alsllnn dood]ed on ‘the opposite page of the
scr1bb1er Linda had giwen her to calculate how. mugh fabric they would

/
- feed for curtains and cush1ons. She was th1nk1ng about the other night

last week when they all sat out here drinking beer and watghing the rain

slant past the tarp. They were try1ng to decide what color to paint the

i ‘bus.  The color sheet and order form lay -among the empties.' Tracey s

Dusty. L1]ac turned fnto Linda's Lizard Green which metamorphosed 1nto

eng1ne and 11ck1ng along the fenders in Sunrise Orange and ‘Sunset

Yel]ow, And Earl’ s sarcastic rem;rk to T1m that painted flames might be

‘the ‘only spark they got out of that motor. .Ijm gave h{m the finger,

At

180

is -paunch, pushing up the tarp from 1nside $0 the v

.accusing]y at the tarp asrif 1t had beiched wetly of its own accord.

&

. n Corrine s Fire Engine Red to fire, to'engine to flames. com1ng out of the’
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" telling him to figure out t‘heeproblem with the fucking electrical system,
. A . .

| if he was so smart.

ol

\, o
which appeared to bé a bird" 's head. It stemed to have feathers, buty {t

#

Linda stuck her head oug‘ the window, "Did you get thaéyn '
. “What?" Aislinn stopped doodling.,, |
“You're about as much good as a tit on a bull.”
“Why don't you let me measure, then?" - B )
f "Because I'm no good at figuring and you are. «“ s |
| "mca? "“then t 'off my balk." |

Linda. mutte

d and. pulled her head 1n ‘the mndow. | ) e
A'1,sH'nn gl nced ‘at her doodling. * It 1ooked 1ike’ something. but
-what? She picked up a line with her pencil and led i :

scribbles as ‘if it were @ tail A tail that curved up and 3

»
v

also had a fariged jaw. Maybe a couple of curved lines er a hooked b e

wou\d make it into. something recognizable. The beak made a differqnce, K/

-

SO perhaps she Qs,ould spread the feathers out from the head over the leng

Kcurved tail. ) ‘ _ .

‘Linda was shouQng numbers again that blended with the hops,cotch
numbers the - k‘lds in the cornee were reciting like a s1ngsong nursery J
rhyme._ Aislinn looked at the hopssptch squargs chalked on the smoothest

corner of the cement pad and the kids forhming a protective semi -circle to

_keEP the. adults from St‘\g on their game. On Sundays just about the '

whole- town turnkd up Bt oge tme\ or, another under ‘the orange -tarp. The

a_,z

Scavenger did betiter Sund& than “the Inter-faith Church Folks didn't

" sing and pray, byt sHe had noticed they -smiled ‘and laughed a 1ot.\ Evenj_._ﬂ

on the last two fai sundays, they'crowded under the tarp and the plate :
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sehed like a b 1gm\1s1ana rising fron the fog-and mist. ‘And when the a



sun shone the island turned into a carnival with people looking, talking,
,doing. The area around the bus .wae kept 1immaculate; town's people
brought their own brooms. Norkbenches.‘sawhorses,.stools had appeared, a:
set of kitchen cabinets and drawers had arrived on the back of someone'e
truck. These he]d‘tooiﬁ and tuhes, screws . and bol}s. wire and wordsfqn
each drawer and door to secure the order of this haven- There were
“aJways at least four male heads uﬁ%er the bus hood one body per fender
.and two bruising their shins on the front bumper. The women..those who -
'came early, crowded inside the bus. Ais]inn stayed outside.
Lindav-looked out again.  "That's it, Aislinn. You 'can startA
figuring.“ | _ h ﬂifi .« | o
Aislinn bit the end of her pencil,‘cheWed ‘up a few numbers and spit
them out .1ike Tead. bullets onto the page.a She foe?d the numbers iess
._interesting than her scribbles on.the opposite page. -What was it? ’She
-;rhad never been one for drawing or any of that artsy-fartsy stuff, but she
‘liked the feel of those lines. It was Tike 1ng at the«Pond. The -

\
s %ncﬂ was a twig and putting it on the’ page was 1ike gently stroking the :

fiat water. The streaks and rippies becamg images.. But- the pond 1mage§

spd Blended the colors of water, ‘leaf and _sky makiqg it .easy to see

o
oy

* clowns .and unicorns monsté*s and ‘queens in thE: pooi., ' A )
The kids in the corner were arquing over .a line sall, Aisiinn
}watched the piayer get the benefif of the doubt oniy after her opponent

got a piece of red cha]k and thickehed the disputed 1ine.; Aiciinn‘W4$§g{
wondered over to look at the powde,r_y lines on the cement. The squ‘ares ;
' were drawn with different color cha!k from a box sitting on a workbench. ﬂ
"~ she collected the box of chalk ‘and searched for a piece of concrete that

was not fire cracked or grease stained. She cleared away some cardboard
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boxes of donated Jetsam stacked near the back of the bus. .On her-knees;'

she ran a hand over the cement feeling the texture and brushing away

" dust, It was as‘ cool - as pond water. She lookeéd from the slab to the |

. .scr1bbler in her hand and back again- HoW should she begln? She had

-,

been absentm1ndedly playing when she’ started the drawlng, consequently,

N her fingers ona pece of red chalk could not remember. what came

y. e

She put down. the red chalk, took up a yellow plece and: sketched in the

‘l1nes of a curved beak in profih. Too small. She erased it with the

'sleeye of her shirt,. Began again. Too thin, it ldoked like a lee'r of
. ? L
’ Halloween moon.. t&e rubbed a hole in “the sleeve of ‘her shirt. = Why

.bother? Th'is wass t something she could do. VPutting the chalk in the

¥

box. she rocked back on her. heels.,. "

The gment faced hq' with a spfdery tattoo of cracks rubbed with

g
yellow ‘d:s"{.. The tattoo was a dragon wiih a butterfly tail.. Aislinn,

fingered the yellow chal’k again, this time laying the chalk flat on 1ts

slde and pulling down. A bold, wide line appeared. It swas as steady. and
hard as a beak. She tried another line with: the” side of the chalk., . Yes,
that was fit. The Jaw with H:s single fang went on in ‘red under ﬂ'
slightly behind the beak., The head hecame a mass of\downwa.rd SWeeplng
‘%\feathers chalked in crushed orange, yellow and red. Almost by agcident

E" ,_‘;the feathers worked themse]ves away from tle head 1‘n a long tail of

..;re. fuhtn she atté\mpted to draw qytﬂa 00, the feather,s’ in white chalk

%* *e ~ {
) \ oo R
’ei'hmes fe” &part, " she tried to “ft off the wmte with ‘the c?orner

\-\

%

4'0f har ;uff e couldn t get \a good grip on the material so she

|~

N

.damage.' She sat back on her haunches to think about those feathers.

.They. ngeded to be more definite, that's what ‘thg. ‘white should\ have done

o . . ) - w - . . .. .
. : Lo o .o - & .. -

’}.rlpped the cuff off the shlrt sleeve. “The - white erased without too much __
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. she'had an audlence{ She declded if she turned around, tﬂey,would ask
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but it turned to pink and made»the whole thlhg 100k like a featherduster

‘with a yellow handle. .. Picklng up 3 blue plece of chak’; she tentatively

'stroked in a quill line on a red feather. The llne darkened to a reddish

purple._ The color was as rich as grapes and she llcked her lfps in

‘ antlcipqtlon. With the tip. of the blue chalk, she went to work .on each

feathgr. "3he was on her knees, backside in the alr. face close enough to"

the f%athers to have her nose tickle wlth chalk dust.

Alslinn s humble posture had not gone unnoticed. Those lndlvlduals

who had come to exerclse their tongues not their hands. had drifted over

‘to see what she was examining so closely on th\\floor in. front of: her '

It was not until the group of onlookers had swelled that Aisllnn realtizeq
: , . ¢ .

her what she ‘was doing and she didn t have an answer. - She tried to

ignore them, A yellow eye was taking shape around a homemade purple -

irls\when'Tlm tapped her on the shoulder.7”

', 'Tim stood behind her looking down over her shoulder. “What the hei
. N . : E : /

o . "." -y ) a - L ) B ‘.j ' / “
you dding?" - S e v - . // S
. "Nothwng. Just havlng some fun,“ ‘\ ’ .C\v;k' ) e L.

It was funm too, “she- thought.. Fun and satlsfymg. unlfke the/lalnt."
by numbers they d\d as "kids over every Chrlstmas school break. é;y@t was o

' always as tedious and bor1ng as the weather at that time of yéar. Mo,

,;hgre shg s, Eg control znstead of the numbers -and lines stamped on
. ’ “s, .
;canvasboard by . some factory nwchlne. Hhat happened to that plece of, /

’concrete was in her hands her mlnd S eye.
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Tim hunkered down beside her. (3 sort of looks like a bird on

fire.," - , L T SN

."Ygdh. it does, doesn't it e ey e
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