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ABSTRACT
A |

—

In her essay "The Teaching of Literature," Flannery O'Connor

says that fi;tidn should “embody mystery through manners." The

'mysfqry;Jshe says, "is the mystery of cur posifion on earth, and the

manners are those conventions which, in the hands-of the artiist,
reveal that central mystery." _
The nine stories in this col1ect1on focus on the manners and

conventions of contemporary-Canad1ans ‘Whether it is Leo going to o

W‘church in “Cais.N1ght " or Jenny, Dona]d and Meg sitting in a bar

in "Tumbling,"” .or Marcia and Greg dr1v1ng from Vancouver to Edmonton °

"sjh “The Fifth Wheel,” the characters in these stories aﬁe‘struggling

with eye;;day concerns. But it is always a struggle that includes

‘ mystery, a1thoﬁgh the charactéréTrrecbgnitioﬁ of that mystery may,
'at times, be s1igh;;e |

) then ép 1nd1viauai is suddenly, unexpectedly confronted with

" mystery, hgwever,Ahis or her daily 1ife takes on new shape and new

meaning. The mystery lurking JUSt be1ow the manners cannot be ~7

ignored; it must be accepted or rejected. The mystery of hope the

mystery of grace, the mystery of an individual®™s "position on earth"

ARy

are mysteries beyond him or her, and yet they are mysteries that lie

within the ftndividual“s actions, thoughts, and words.

4
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. 1t now. "That I am not my own, but belong--bady and soul, in life g

B IR

- Catd Night

Wednesday night was Cats Night, and every Cats Night Leo and
his friends played a game called knock-door-gﬁnger. "Cats" was what
everybody called Catechism, and Catechism was weekly doctrinal
inStchtfon by the‘cﬁézch elders and ministers for all youths from
ages 13 to about 17 or 18. Leo didn't know of one person who went
to Cats who had anything to say.about it other than, "Boring".

Leo was ihirt n and there were a lot of thfnJ?Fk%didn't
‘understand, but perhaps the biggest mystery was why did he } “ve to

. @
go to Cats? Because his parents said so. Because the church 5

~

demanded it, Sure. But still, it made ng-sense to him. The only
y ‘ ki

&
\

question of thg Hejidelberg Catechism thatfhg could remember was: part
of the first one: "Question: What is your only comfort 1n'11fe_and
death? Answer: That [ am not my own. .." That was all he could
“remember, and it didn't make any sense to him--comfort in not being
your own? What did that mean, "I 3m'not my own'? 'Even wheJ he did
learn at 1east the complete f1rst line, it was swmp]y a ‘concept that

he had heard for years, and he cou]dn t see why he had ‘to memor1ze

and in death--to my faithful Saviour-Jesus christ."

One Sunday during the evening service, Leo was sitting in

church counting the sqha%e panes of glass in the tall windows. He
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had already counted one row 6f papes across and one row doWn_gid

then multlp1ied the'two numbers to come up with®6. But now he was |

i
'

. counting every square to make sure that the multiplication was \v

correct.. It wasn't somethin@'thatﬁhe‘rea11yE%anted‘to do, but it

\;

was-all he.cbu1d think of. ‘He was on 66 when his o]?er sister

. Jabbed him with her elbow and- then-handed him a,roll of pepperm¥nts.

He tried to mark 'his place on the window before taking the * '

>

peppermints, but- he lost it.. Not that it really mattered, he knew

he would have coun%eg\36. He took a peppermint and,passed the roll -

1 “ . R . 4
on to his brother. i ‘ e
‘ \ : N
He turned his attention to his favcurite subject in cﬁgrch.
Karen's 1o oniy bionde ‘hedr. She sat two pews in front of Leo and was S

two years older thar him. Her haip was golden and it tumbled onto

¢

the back of the pew so that if you sat directly behind her you d
&

have to be careful not to put your hand on it when it was twme teo

st7:2 up. Once, in the crowded a1s1es after the service, L;Q tnwedl

te get clo;e enough to smell her eair but some of the older guys her
j‘age shoved in bet@een and bggan talking to hey.

n Tne serhon.seeﬁed‘to be taking especially long this evening,
and Leo wondered if thelminister was taking his €ime becaase there
was a footba1T game on that everyine was dying to watch. It was a
quarter f1na1 game between the Edmonton4Esk1mos and ‘the B.C. Lions,
and the last Leo had heard on the car radio driving to Qhurch was
21-17 for the Esks in’the third quarter. Of course, he and his
brothers had-begged to stay home from churgh, m‘BtheEe Was no way.

Now he notice¥ that his brothers were getting restless as well,



. Eager to get to the car and maybe catch the last minute /F’—he

<

© - 3
A ’ | .
L ‘!’ i

b

game. . _ ™~

—

,/J
¢
~. .

Everyonea1n church knew that old Mr. Nanninga brought ij
transistor radio to church and listened to the game 1in, the back pew

with a small earplug. When Leo asked his mother if he could bring a

“radio to churchg she looked at him with those same eyes he still

remembered from‘@lfew years ago when he had knocked over a p1enn,in“
the living reom with his baseball bat. But thie time he didn't let
her fierce eyes scare him. Instead he said that Mr. Nanninga B
a]@ays brought/; radio to church when a game was on so why Ggu %p t
he. Then she sighed heav11y and said they should be thankfu1 that
Mr. Nannlnga still came to church at a11.

| During the doxology Leo's older brother, chk p/pt the car keys
from .their® dad and after the minister retreated Mith the elders ”
downsteirs; the boys waited impatiently for the cue to leave their
pew--the first note from the orgen. As soon as they heaqe.jt they
were gone, wa]kiné“as quickly as they dared w%i]e gryﬁng to feign ﬁﬁ?A'
some sense of‘reverence. As soon ae they got to the back door and
out of thegsanctﬁarscgﬁiy tore down the stairs and ran te their car.
Nick opéeed the driver's door and was getting in behind the wheel.
. ”Forget.it, Nick!" Leo said. "You sat there last timer”
“Sorry," Nick seid, "] éot here first." P
Leo trfed topull N%ck out, b ick pushed him away an
quwck]y pulled the door shut, almost catch1ng Leo s hand. LeQ had

to settle for the front seat on the passenger's side. Nick tur ed

. on the radio and the boys listened intently. The game was over;

e
D
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Bryan H;%ﬂ was %oing onfizf)on about this player and that player and
)2 .
about 8.C.'s offense, ut he still didn't say the fnal score. Leo /

-

*tried to guess what the w¥s from the tone of Bryan'Ha11‘5

and the other com entators és, but it was impossible to te}j"

>

for sure After about five 1nutes t ey heard the score: 31-30 for ‘/

B.C. The Eskimos were out. *Leo cobfidn't believe it. He anted_to
. , { '
cry.

,He got ouéhof the fwont seat and.sat in the back where his

~_&‘ 5

7voanger s1sté§ and brother weri also sitting now. -% strange feeling

came ov: him sitting 1m the cold car on a cold autumn even%ng,
watching the neighbburhddd grow ggtker and darker. Hethought abtout
the fgotba11 stadium and imagined the thousands of people filing out
into the busy streetpdavd the bright city lights. He thought aboqt'
how they must be upse{ about the game, bus then he also thought

about how free they were. The?écould go somewhere--out for dfnner
0 a fancy restaurant-—;%d forget all about the game. They coul

get in their cars and go wherev%r they waﬁted to. But what co‘;d he

do? It was so much worse to be sitting in your parents' car,
v

~waiting for them to finish their gossiping with other members of the

congregation. There-was nothing to do. ‘'Leo watched the

streetlights f]ickering on. and suddenly he wished he didn't have to

¢

be stuck in this cold car in a church parking lot, waiting for his

— -

mom and dad. He wished something new and different would happen.
Yeah, now-that he thought about it, why couldn't somg}hing new
happen? Why did n=y always have to go Eb church and miss football

games? Why did thé{ always have to sit in the car and wait for

N’

b1

g
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iheir parents afte?/chur;h?' Hejfe1t a dreadful sense of borédom'he
" ~had never known before, andxsqddenly he was hqping for something big
| to hapben. _Something really big and sudden that wou]d change their
- "lives -forever. What code ft be?  The secoﬁq coming‘of Christ?
No, no, that was too big. That wog]d end everything. But it had to
: be.somethiné Tike thét,isomething big and d;astic. "He Sighéd
“heaviiy agafnst the window, causing it to fog Gp and block out the
°streét1ight. And then he bégan to dood1e”oh the foggy window with
his finger. Bxf}he time his parents came‘té the car the church was
dark‘and éilent. Leo was glad to bé& leaving it behind. :
But %br some reason they were never allowed®o be away from-
church'for-very.1ong; By Wednesday night Leo was getting ready‘to
'v go back. His friends Rick and Bruce stopped by his place to pick
him up for-%ats, which wasJalways held in the church basemgnt. As
- Leo was letting them in the back porch the family cat sneaked out ‘
. the door.- .
B “Deafy!"'Leo.ye11ed, but tHe cat was slong gone. "Mom, Deafy's
' goneﬁagdinﬂ'fj-~4
"Oh, Let," she said 1n_a\comp131ning‘tone;
“We]],‘l'm hot going after her; We've got to go," Leo sa%d.‘
"She'll get into a fight again!" | .
-But'Leo prefended not to hear her.
The hoys decided to take the long way to church--down 118th
averue where a]T'the shops and restaurants and gas stations were.

. -Along the way Leo explained €0 Rick and Bruce that their cat was the -

dumbest animal alive because she never listened--didn't even know

o



N ‘ V
her own name--and was always getting into fights with dogs or
climbing trees ip pursuit of the neighbburhogd magpies who did

nothing but laugh a*t her.

~ ™My Dad says a cat ‘is a man's worst enemy," Rick said. 3
2 . (Y
"Give me a dog any day," Bruce said. ’ i “

When they got to the church they hung around outside with their
classmates until the last minute. Then they all ;Eguched into their
rbom, s1id down into thejr’chéirs, and left their heavy jackets on.
The minister said good evening and some of the girls responded.
This‘barticulgi Wecnesda!.the minis:er'ta1ked about : estination.
As always, he was very solemn which made the kids very solemn énd

=

quiet. Leo and his friends discovered that if they sat quiet and

o~

pretended‘to listen they sometimes got let out five minutes early.
Besides, EZE minister didn't exactly encourage spontaneoué remarks

or opinions of any kind. They each had a book 1n which there were

fifty-two qﬁgsfions and fifty-two answers--one for each week of the
year. Whenever he thought about it, which wasn't too often, it =
always surpr1sed Leo that there were exactly enough questions to f#t \\VJ
into the fifty-two weeks of the year. Weren't there other questions

to be asked? AB}én't new>questions come up? It seemed to him that

most things usually didn't work out so neat a d orderly as the

Heidelberg Catechism,(but then he remembersd that when 1t came to

things about church, different rules applied. Everything about

church was order]y and proper. It never cha \>d;"and was older than

his grandparents--going all the way bac. .u ' land, where it

probably started a million years ago--and there was no fun in it.
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After Cats, Leo and his friends hunted for fun. Knock-door-
ginger. Leo couldn't remember when fe first learned the game; -
" seemed he was born with it. Hisolder brother said the game v . 3¢

old as the hills. 'Leo wasn't sure if that was very old, but it

sounded good. The idea of the game was to go up to someone's front

door, ring the doorbell, and then hide behind a fence or bush and
- o . )
wateh the people come tq the door, lookitmg around in copplete

bewi]der@ﬁnt for wha 1t might have been. The houses that were the
14 /’ -

-~

most fun, of course, were the ones where the peop]e got -the mosfﬁ
upset; you had to get scared or even chased for the game to be any
good. 'Thﬁﬁfs why the group tended to do the same houses every week
so that the house-dwellers would begin to get suspi;ious and
lirritatedL

-

One house.they had discovered was almost too good to be true.

It wasedirectly across from Leo's home, and the mamiwho lived there

got hopping mad every gime they rang-his doorbell. The first time

b

they did his house the man swung open the front door and when he saw

no one was_thgre he checked along both sides of the step and then
walked down to the front sidewalk iooking both up and down. Leo
“his friends, hiding behind a nearby shrub, had to be awfully sti.l,
even‘thbughlthey wanted to-®urst out.1aughing. It was greét fun.
The second time they did the man's house, he came to the door

and swung it wide open agdin. But this time when he saw no one

there, he went back inside. The boys were disappointed, and started

down the street in search of another house to do. But suddenly they

heard a car come barrelling out of the man's front driveway. The



boys panickéd. They started to run dowﬁ the 5%6qwalk but soon
realizec they wéren'l going to'get away that way, so they cut-
through someone's yard to get into the back a]]ey; They expected
the‘big car to come charging down the alley but they never saw it
again that night.

They decided to wait a few weeks before trying the house again,
because they were sure the man woJ1d be waiting just behind the
front door. But eQentual]y they did try 1t again, and again the man
’put ub a wonderfu¥ chase in hig car. They did the house‘again and
again and again, each time inviting more of their }riends to come
a]ohg, and each_time the man chaséd them or hunted for them in his
car. But ﬁe never tried to grab them ét the front door; he
d?ligent]y waited for tée bell to ring and then without even
checkiﬁg at ‘the front door He gof in'his bigégreen car und started
‘after the boys. . J | -

- This weék ¥t was Leo's tufn to ring the doorbe]1: The grouﬁ
wﬁshed hi@ luék,"id'he started off slowly, on tiptoe, for that
door. ‘Evgp though’thg“man never tried to catch the boys at the
front dgar, the boys s£111.quen't a hundred percent sure 1if thaf
was becahsévthey'were SO sﬁéaky or because the man for»some reason
diqh't want té catch them that wey. Leo's body tensed. All he
could think about was getting his finger on that bell and then bang!
tear across the front lawn back to his friends. He {ncﬁed up t%e
steps - without a spund, slowly; carefully, and then when the bell was

in reach he hit it with his open hand and ran. He reached his

o



friends behinc %he néighbour\< fence, and sure enough, in Jjust a fewl
seconds the big gfeen car . ag, ack.ng out of the driveway.

This was about tﬁ%ﬁsi/th or seventh time they did the man's
house and the group was the largest it had ever been--eleven guys.
Leo began to worry that they were getting too-big and slow and easy
to catch. Alleleven of them cut thrqugh a nearby yard to get to
the dark shelter 'of an alley. A car Qas coming down the far end of
the alley, near the Esso service statidn and the kids didn't take
any chances--they cut through another yard, a ferocious dog barking
in the yard next door. Now they were on'42nd street, one street
down from the man's house. They ran to the corner of the block for
a better vantage point, but the car was nowhere in sight. The man

was getting trickier, no doubt about it.

They walked to the next alley downlfrgm-42nd street and began
walking down the dark alley. Some of the regulam were convinced
that the man had already given up. Someone else suggesged that théy.
gb to A & W, and it seemed the only thing left to do. They were
walking down the alley, between 3 longpblock of Tow-rental row-
housing on one side and a. larc: ap:-tment building on the other.

"~ When they were. about three qu. . rs of a.block through the alley
they saw headlights just‘Segir.‘na to turn ‘into the lane. "Over the
fence!™ someone yelled, and befo-e the head]ights.were shining
dTrectly down the lane all the kids were over the small fence on

- their left, flat on their stomachs in a small garden, hiding under

14
rhubarb leaves and cornstalks. The car came slowly towards them.

Leo felt he was breathing so loud that he tried to hold his breath.
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Rick's foot was on his hand but he didn{ﬁ,@aﬂg{ﬁéhe.it.  Tng‘§ar'was
right beside ther now. Leo Tooked through a Ccrack in the fence and -
he ;ou1d see the man's dark, heavy face through thé‘open car window.
Suddenly the face turned and seemed to be staring right at Leo--a
flash of black eyes and square face and bald head. But the car kept
moving, soon it was thenfaintest rumble, and then they couldn't hear -
it at all. Still, nd:one moved. Leo watched Rick's hairyturn blue
ana red with the flashing neon 1ight from the Bever)y Motor Inn sign‘
which was just across 118th avenue. He became aware of the smel]ibf
rhubaﬁb and realized that a stalk was pressi%é against his head.

The ggound was cold. |

Slowly they &11 began to moye, adjustiqg their positions,

“trying to peek down the é]]ey. ”He'§ gone," someone said. Leo
heard someone get up and then he stood up as well. There was no car

in.sight. "It's clear," he said. They all got up and cliwbec out
. ,

lof the small garden. "That was close," Rick said.
Soon they were all fa1k{ng and.almost shoutiﬁg_gbout how close

they came to getting taughti "Did you see his face!" "Were we ever

lucky there was a garden thergﬁ” “"Wow, was that7fdﬁ!t

| They started walking towards 118th avenue, laughing.and arguing

about who thought of jymping into th€ garden, when suddenly they

- heard a‘noise, like someone running down the alley con the fine sand

and pebbles. They turned to look and holy--It was him! He had
rolled up behind them with the engine and headlights off! Now he
slammed on the headlights and they were standing there, staring into

° z
the light Tike a herd of stupid cows.



"Run!" N
They took off in él1xd{néc£i0ns. But this time the man was
getting out of his car! He'hiﬁ never dcne that tefore. Leo ran td
the end of the alley, paying no attentioh }o‘where his friends went.
He started in Qhe direction of his.home. This was no joking matter,
4he had to get to shelter. Ray, Greg, and Brucé were running with
him énd he could hear that the man was chasing them. The four of
. them turneélinto an a11ey and then suddenly Ray, Greg and Bruce were
gone. They must have cut through a yard. Leo could hear the man
:;;;ting behind him 1ike a% old bear. The horr{bié panting was
getting closer, and with his legs pumbiné és hard as they could, Leo
knew he wasn't go%ng to dutrun the man; he had to lose him by
cutting through yards. He tried to jump a small feate, but he %eW]

~

[ and the man was_on him.
\;; Leo began to_screa&.‘ “No! No! ‘LeaVe me alone!"
| The man picked up Leo off the ground and»laughéd. He was
laughing out 1oud,.npar1ng. "wﬁoa! Whoa!" he was sayiné.
"Let me go! Let me go!" Leo shouted at the top of his lungs,
and he began to kick and swing his arms. But the man‘helg tigﬁt to
_the collar of Leo's jean jacket. Leo tried to push the man§§ arm
baway, but it was like pushing against the trunk of a tree. b
"Whoa," the man said. "Calm down. I'm not going to hu}t you."
,‘éut LeoAsQuﬁg and kicked and screamed until he had no strength
left. The man was short and stocky, and in the dim alley light he
1ooked~me§n. He was bald and his face looked scarred. He began to

1>ugh again. His teeth were crookgd., "There's too many of you,"



te

tosaid. M1 cou1d've had you all in that garden, you know. If's
too easy With so many. I thinkAyou should stick»to a group o%ﬁgbout
four or fiQe at the most." o | ‘

- - Leo stared at the dark crooked face.

"Pretty clever of me to roll up behind you.thatvway with the
engine off and the ljghts out, eh?” His deep laughter broke out
again. "It was a good round, though. But néxt time keep it down to
fbur or five, okay. Someone's gonna get hurt Qith SO many taning
along. . . See ya next week." He turned and started down the alley,

7 back to his car. |

Leo watched the man disapﬁear into the dark alley. He st§odﬂ
where the man had left him,-unab1e’to move. He could smell the ;eék
of the garbage near the fence he had failed to clear. Beside the
garbage cans was,aniold tricycle on its side, one wheel misgﬁng.

. "The bare trees around him clicked their branches and twigs with the
coul breeze, and the streetlights shone an artificial sf1v¢r |
moohlight to 51end with the ]1ght of the real moon. The traffic
along 118th avenue roared like never before, like laughter. He
waibhed a cat walk along the top df an impossibly narrow fence
across the lame. [t w;s their cat! Deafy.

"Deafy!™ Leo whispered. '

She stopped and locked at Leo for alfew seconds and then
continued along the high white fence as though she had no idea who

y X

1

he was and certainly no sense of belonging to him.

4



Snow and Ice ;

N .'5;}. : -
Adtcia got out of her faéﬁgr's car and walked past the high
— - school towards the outdoor skating ;1nk, where Phil, her fiance, was
playing hockey. It was late afternogn and she was tired. She

~

wondered why she had told "»il that she would come by to pick him
up. He'd probably make her wait. ‘And besides, couldn't he catch a
ride with one O% the guys? But then Alicia rad been in this end of
'pbwn anyway,'so she guessed ¢t would be no big deal.

‘ She had been visiti&g Nora and James, her sister and brother-
in-law, who lived nea? the river valley. A week aéo, Alicia and }
Nora had made plans to go cross-country skiing today--the da& before
“hristmas--with Nora's two kids and possibly James as well. - There
nad been no snow when the arrangements were made, but the sisters
had been hopeful. The>p1an was to go for a long ski in the river
valley and then off to Mom and Dad's for Christmgs Eve. But theﬁr
h&pe'had been in .«in. The snow he]d’g?}, 50 they had to sett]e for
a 1ong walk insteaa, through the greyfbg%wn woods, under the
overcgst sky. It had been a cold and uneventful walk. Jason and
Yvonne, Nora's kiG§§ got cranky; James got obnoxious; Nora gbt
patronizing; and A]%Dia got bored.

Twenty yards awéy from the rink, she could see the top half of

-

Phil's lanky body--a red jersey and black toque. He was glidin,
f

13
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turning, flying like a sf%ange bird, and the rink was full of&'i -
colourful torsos doing the samé thing. She could a]éeady sense the
excitement and energy on the ice. These guys 1pved their pickup
hockey, that Was certain. As shelapproached the rink it seemed
strange to her to see nothing but b;%wnish yellow grass and a wide
barren field around the boards; usua11yQ@herebwere huge piles of _
snow from clearing the ice. - ' “

She walked right up to the boards and tﬁe,full view of the rink
opened before her. The ice looked fast and ;qooth. érisp on a
crisp afternoon. Shg could hear the furious‘%Lates cut into the =
h&fd ice; and the sharp click click of the puck passed from stick to
sgiqk. She knew some of thebguys by namé'beéause they were Phil's
old Hkéh-schoo1 claésmates--Tony;,Derek, Alex;‘Roland. In fact, she
\new‘thét most of the guys on the ice hung around togetﬁer. Since
Phil went back to school, he rarely saw these guys: Actually, he
only saw thém around Christmas when they all got togéthervto play as
much hockey as they could. As much hockey as their'wives and
girlfriénds would let them, Phil always said. But with Alicia and
Phil it wasn't a matter of her "letting him." They had what they
considered to be a mature understanding that they should both do
Qhatever they wanted during Crristmas break. So he always played
hockey, aﬁa she usually stayéd at home and read, or sometimes
visitéd a friend. This ;ear she had h&ﬁed to take up skiing, but it
looked 1ike she would have to find herself a good book after all.

2

They were obviously having fun on the 1ce&;§kat1ng hard,

yelling for passes. Alicia was almost envious. She heard Phil's



voice rise"bove the others. “Derek!g,gcross!” he "yelled. And

2o

then, "Shit!" D ¢
. | Their faces were red with cold, their beards and mustaches
white with frost and i1ce, and they snorted out huge puffs of foggy
air’as if they were horses. Alicia didn't wan; to be‘here; she
didn't want to be the patient, suffering, waiting wf%e or
girlfriend. But even as she thought that,'she had to admit'fﬁét the
game looked thoroughly capfivating. A1l the guys wore briﬁlianf]y
“coloured jérseys'and sweaters: orange, bright green, blue with |
white, red, yellow, and they were Wweaving and bobbing and dartjng in
and out in a fury of speed and colour against the grey ice, tﬁe
white boards, the dark sky. A ghy’in green was racing down the far
boards. f
"Jim!" Phil shouted high.and sharp. The puck snapped aéross to
his stick. He quickly turned inrthe middle of the rink, but Tony
swung his stick at Phil's, knockiﬁé Phil's stick to the ice.
"Watch it, hack!" Phil shouted.
Alicia almost burst out laughing. She knew that Phil and Tony

_didn't 1ike each other. They were good friends in high school and a

after that, but they drifted apart. Phil went back to
school--computer sciences at N.A.I.T.--énd fony went travelling.
Tony wa Bob Dylan/Lou Reed type--scrawny, wild hair, 1eathgr
jacket. Ahd Phil was. . :wha'? Ordinary. Middle. of the road. It
was funny to see Phil and Topny toggther again, as%equa]s, playing
the same game. Tony was the only. one not wearing a c¢olourful

sweater and a pair of sweats. Instead, he was wearing jeans and a
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ratty greyrsweater. He looked out of place. And Alicia noticed
tt he wasn't very good on skates, h1s ankles wobbled. |

Tony's team made a rush down the ice.” A dhy in bluc pasaed the
puck in front of the net but someone from Ph11 S team--A1ex—-

intercepted the pass. Now Phil's team was b}eaking for the}pther

goal. The puck went from Alex to Ph11 to the guy in yellow, Derek

Derek made a clever move, pulling the puck in 61ose to his skates,
dnd got a}ound Tony. Across the biueline he fired the puck over to
Phil in fPont of the net and c11ck--1t Was ‘a goal.
"Yeahl" Ph.! shouted. e - v
"Beautiful,” the gu: ireéneen said.

"Yeaaa, Phill" Alicie_called out spontaneous] y

But there was no hugg1ng and patting each other like on TV.
Phil's team s1mp1y skated back to their:own end ‘

[t was beginning to snow! Alicia suddenly noticed. B{g,.heavy
flakes, falling random]j and far apart. But it was‘definite1y snow!
F1na11y! She wanted to dance and run. . "Snow! Snow!' Snow!" she
silently commanded. |

Phil saw Alicia--probably heard her cheer him on—-and skated to
her. “Hi, hon! See that goal?" he said. "Tick, tack, toe

4

perfect. " o ' -

Al

"I-'s snowing!" Alicia beamed.
g

-

Phil looked up at the late afternoon sk: Damn," he said.
"Wei], we won't play much longer. - Do you mind watching for a while?
Some of the other girls are here too--" ¢

“Other women?"



and their friends. 1 think they're in the
’ - 'Y

. - - ‘ . y , @

dressing room, warming/up.. Gotta go." He pushed off the boar-s and

¢glided towards the middle of the rink withbuf any effort, without “\*p .

even moving his legs, as if he were being drawn by a magn@t.

"Tt's snowing!" Alicia said again, to herself. “*She knew Phi]

4

hated snow. To-him it >1mp1y meant shovelling the rink and

shovelling the-sidewalks. But she loved it. A white Christmas

9

after all. Christmas had to be white--a soft blanket of pure white

snow covering the barren earth, the grey pavement. It was falling

more heavily now, and the wind was picking up. She knew it was the

beginning of a snow Storm, and she knew what she'd be doing
\

;}~wwﬁ>fomorrow:$sk#ﬁng.vChrfstmaS*day'wasgoﬁﬁg'to'be‘a'dayfg:;zﬁ{ing,
r not skating. \N_\_A\
The wives and girlfriends came out of the dressing-room shack.
Four of them. Théy were - friends of Alicia's; they weren't even
» 01d acquaintances; they wer: the wives and girlfrinds of Phil's old
acquaintance.. Alicia wished théy would héve ;tayed in the shack.
She wondered How these womem could be so passive. In their fiashy
ski-jacket§'and tight jeans, all they did was stand¢ around ahd'Wafch
their men play hockey. 1t made* her sick. And it upset her to be’
there at a11'becausé‘here°she was doing fhe very same thing.
The four women came towards Alicia, so she smiled at them and
said hi. -
"Hi, Alicia," they said.
“"Congratulations,” Sue said.

v,

> o h¥
oﬁ&d X



~< = - | - 18

“For wha--oh, thanks," Alicia said, and quick]yfﬁdggdh'ﬁ
. s P S . } .
didn't think you knew we were engaged." ° ,
, (‘) ' . )
"Oh, of course," Trish said. "Word gets arourn..

Y

¥f course *ofcourse", thought Alicia. These are, the types who

ten year now will phone each other at least twice a day--if

don't q1ready.
They aT] gazed at the rink.  Thére was a layer of snow on the
ice now, and the sounds were no longer crisp k4 clean. EQerything
seemed muffled aéd soft under the thick snow. ~ Alicia noticed that
the game had slowed down.. .The greens and reds and yellows and blies
were running ¥nto eachvother, blurring, circling for the chk, which
4mﬁ4ﬁfamwas-halfabursedgin»%heﬁsnowrand~léokedAJ4ke a tiny snowb]ow when it
was shot across the ice. h |
Alicia wa: wearing two heavy woolen swéaters and hikinghboots,
but she was stil] getting cold. She thought of Teaving, but Phil
had said they would quit s;on, and-with this snowfall ghey would
have to. But she wastired pé'fée1ing “asqciated with the shivering
foursome in ski-jackets. 'So;’tb get awa_ from them and.to warm up

- ~

her feet, she jumped over the boards and onto th Pusﬁ?ﬁg off

the boards, she ran a few strides and then sTfd th;g gh_the snow.

The men were playing at the other end. But niw they were skating

towards her. Someone shot the puck ahead and it hit Alicia's boot.
- 'Hey!" some of the guys yelled. SN
Yy :

"0ff the ice!" Roland shouted.

., "Phil, get your woman off the ice!"
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Alicia was shocked to see these guys so npset. She only meant
to have a litt 2 fun,and'warm up“her feet.. “I'm not on'the ice,"
she said} ."I'm on the snow." She was at least-glad to hear some of

| them 1aughing. It was Tony and Ph11 both 1augh1ng.

"knock it off, you guys," PhiT chuckled.. "She's allowed on the
rink just as much as any of you. ‘\\\‘ |

A11c1a knew that Phil got a k1ck out of her when she acted
crazy. Usually she found his.laughter rather patronizing.

uWhat dya mean!" Roland snappedlbaok; "C'mon, get the hell
off the ice. We're having a game."

She looked at his red, frosty face. Was it frost and ice on '
his muStache or frozen snot? tI']] get of f if yoq get down on your
knees and kiss the ice," she sa1d ca]m]y |

. Tony burst out 1augh1ng again, but th1s time Ph1] didn't join
him. "C! ‘mon, RolTie!" Tony shouted. "If your‘11ps get stuck we'll
scrape ‘em off with.a skate

Alicia 1aughed w1th Tony, and. then turned and wa1ked to the
boards.-The foursonevgaped in s11ence. Alicia pu11ed herself up on
the boards, and sat with her%feet dangling above the ice.

An orange sweater shot the puck towards Phil's net——the game
was on agadn, A]ex swooped 1n on the puck and pushed itwith a Tot
of smow to ?h11 Ph1T skated towards the m1dd1e of the rink and
then turned/shgrp towards the boards to get around Tony. But Tony

_—-swing out his stick again, this time hyttwng Phil in the shin. Phil

went down. Alicia wf%ced; she was sure she heard the thud of Tony's

, v stick against‘Pht1's leg. But Phil qUiekingot up.‘THe was
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screaming at Tony. ""C'mon, Tony! Fucking hack!" He hobbled

towards Tgny and punched him hard in the chest with his hockey‘

‘g1ove.‘

" Tony swﬁng nis stick at Phil's.. "It was an accident," he said.
"Like hell." And Phil swung his stick back at Tony's.

Then they both began swinging, sticks dangerously high in phe

Al

zir. A1l the other guys gathered around, watching. Alex said,
"Forget it, Phil."
But Phil grabbed Ho]d of Tony's stick and slammed him down to
the ice. Then with his own stiék he sh;t snow into Tony's face.
Now all the guys were holding onto Phil and shouting at hir to 1a}
off.‘
Tony ¢ut up slowly, snow c11nging to his jeans and sweater and
hair. He lcoked at Phil for what seemed to Alfcia to .be about a
full minute. She couldn't tell if he said anyfhing to Phil, but
Phil'  face went from anger to a blan expressioni Then Tony skated
“tow ¢ the dressing fooms. As he approached the doofway in the
boaros, Alicfa noticed blood dropping to the snowy ice. It fell in )
large drops and turned to muted-red crystals in the snow. When he»
stepped off the ice Alicia saw that his nose was oleeding. Had Phil
punched him in the nose?
The heavy snow continued to fall, and everyone on the 1cé was
blurry. "Snow!" she commanded again. "Snow all night!" She wished
the rﬁnk would fill to.the top of &he boards with snow. She heard

some of the guys on the ice give Phil a hard time. Apparently they

felt'Phil had gone too far'with Tony. But Aliciasdidn't feel sorry
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for Phil. She didn't feel sorry for Tony either. Right now she
didn't care at all about this 1ittle hockey drama, and she wished
.again that she had never come to pick up Phil. She :nbught of
_1ea;ﬁng, of turning around and~valking away, but she only stared at
the mesmerizing snow.

She beéan to think about the upcoming Christmas celebration at
her mom and.dad's in images she knew were too idyllic, She found
herself Ionging‘for the warm home and rich feast: the turkey
dinner, cranberry sauce, stuffing, warm bread, creamy vegetables,
wine, coffee, 11queursi The candles, red and green, glowing faces--
nephews aqd nieces, Mom and Bad, Nora and James, Paul_anc Anne,
Russel. And after dinner, the fireplace, the 1it tree, tinsel,
bells, pises of presents. The eager kids jumping, running from
11v1ng room to,kitcheq to living room, dying to rip into their
presents. The mixed nu}s,'mui]ed wine, egg-nog. Wrapping paper
torh and strewn all over the room. Singing carols. Yes, especially
the singing--all the old favourites into the silent night, holy
night, Joy to'the_WOr1d. Evéry year this wonderful ritual singing--
dlwaysbthe same soﬁgé for the same season. Same ce]ebratioh: Nora
leaning into the.piano--maybe sh? would teach them a new song to go
with the old.

The gﬁyé on the ice were dragging the nets to the shack. Phil
skated to Alicia. ) .

See that little scrap?" he asked, smiling.

"Yeah."
B;T



"He had it coming to him, that's for sure. The little hack.

Can't play hockey so he trips and hooks and slashes."”

, ’
“Rough, isn't it."
« "Yeah. . ." he begah eagerly and then stopped, looking at her.
"Why don't you come inside," he said. "It's too cold ocut here."

"No. I'1] go start the car. Wipe off}the.windows.“

"We can do that later," he said. "Come on. We're only taking
our skates off." v - |

Inside the dressing room there was‘;ﬁ aWRWard silence. Tony
was in a corner, ho]dingAa towel to his ﬁose. Colourful jeréeys
were bent over, pulling at skate laces, sniffling from the cold.
Phil sat down, and Alicia was surprised at his stillness. Usually
by now he'd be saying something funny or stupfﬁ. Even if he was the
cause of someone's anger, he was usually able to say something that
cleared the air. A

After a while, Derek said, "It's Christmastime! Nhere's)your
Christmas spirit, Phil and Tony?"

"Yeah," someone else said, "kiss and make up."

. Everyone laughed. Phil was smi]ing, but Tbny Was T&oking down
“at his laces. He had pulled on his leather jacket. His hair was
wet with melting snow. ‘Alicia thought he looked like anything but a
hockey player.

Roland already had his skdates off and was walking towards the

door. "“Merry Christmas, quys," he said.
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There was & chorus of "Merry Christmas,"” and "You bet," and

Even the foursome in the corner chimed in,

"See ya later, Rollie
és 1f they were part of the team, one of the guys.

The Christmas mood was overtaking the dressing room. Derek was
sti]l addréssing Phil and Tony: "You can't hbld a grudge at |
’Christmagﬁﬁme,” he said. "It's the season to be jolly."

"The se;son to party!" someone shouted.

"Yeah! Right on!" came the chant.

"You quys.are right,"” Phil said firmly. "I'm not gonna lose my
Christmasospifit." Tnen he turned to Tony and said, "Sorry for
losing my cool, Tony. It was really stupid."

The guys,cheefed and Tooked to Tony for an equally magnanimous
speech. |

Tony looked up from cleaning the blade of his skate and said,
”Sor%y, [ don't have a Christmas spirit. ['m not into seasor's
greetings and dashing through the snow. . But I've got nothing
against you, Phil."

The audience's response was only muffled and half-hearted,
Alicia noticed. They obviously Tiked Phil's speech better. Was she
the only one who noticed the pain on Tony's face?

"Who's going fon draught!?" Alex shouted.

Alicia slipped out of the door and walked to the Qﬁr The soft
snow came down quickly and quietly. She could feel it on h@r face_

‘and eyelashes. It was dark out.
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As she was brushing the snow off fhe car, she saw Tony's dark
scrawny frame walking tgwards her. She had only been outside for a
few minutes, but she Waé already covered with snow. -

"You look like a snowman," Tony chuckled as he walked by her.
"Or should I say snow-woman?"

“ITsn’t this snow wonderfull" she said. "It's Just what we need
for Christmas.” But she 1mmediately reg;etted having said‘that.

“What does snow have to do with Christmas?" he asked.

"It mskes everything seem clean and white and pure,” she said.

“And v{rgin?“ he asked.

"What are you--"

"Well, doesn't it say in the Bible tﬁat Jesus Christ's mot;er
was a virgin? What do they call her, Virgin Mary?"

And then»A]icia saw. Of course, virgin snow. Virgin SNow on
Christmas day for the Virgin Mary! |

"But, there's nothing pure or white or virgin about this énow,“
Tony_Eontinued.A "In a few days it will be brown and grey and dirty.
And in the spring it will turn to slushiand mud."

Alicia didn't know what to say. _,:

"But I liked the way you handled Ré&]ia out on the ice," Tony
said. He was about to leave, but he looked towards the rink and
said, "Here's your stéﬁ on ice." He pointed at Phil who was wa]&jhg
across the schoolground. ' T

Alicia almcst 1aUghed. When Phil came up to them, Tony said,

. "What do you think of this snow, Phil?" g
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tI hate it," Phil said coldly. "It's gonna be a lot of
shovelling to get the ice back®i srape.” _ ‘

TOnyiiaughed and safd} “You're-pot kidding. Probably more than
you think." He walked awéy without looking at either of them.

On the way to Alicia's parents' place they were both silent for
a while. " Alicia watched the snow angle into the’head1ights. She
could fe%] the car wanted to s11@e cn the snowy road, $o she slowgﬂ
down. But it would take forever\tooget home th;; way.

“What did Tony say to you?" Phil asked.

"Oh, we just talked a 1ittle about snow."

"Did you notice that he didn't even apo]ogizé to me in the
“dressing room? He's the one who slashed me, and all he says is he's
. got ncthing agaiﬁsi me. " |

"“Well, 1ike he said, he doesn't have a Christmas spirit."”

"What does that mean? I think he's lost a few marB]es.
Probably burned out the 1ighisp Too many drug;. Ah well, I don't
really care about him. . .I guess 1 did lose my temper, though."

A \

~Alicia watched\the snow being Tit up as 1t went past

Streetlights.

— -

"You kngw, those guys never change,” Phil said. "They're just
like they were in ﬁjgh school. A bunch of he-men, machcttypes, with
their girls hanging all over them, following fhem everywhere they
go; ['m sure glad you aren't like that."

a

"So am I," she said.

"Look at this snow, eh," he said in disgust. "Unbelievable.

Hasn't snowed for weeks, for-months, and now this!"
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ATicia said to herself, "Snow! Sncw all night!" Nothing could

stop her from skiing tomorrow. She hoped there'd be so much snow

that she'd be ablevto ski right over the buried rink, the buried _—

dressing room! She thought about what Tony had said, and now she
was éure he was wrong. Of course énow gets dirty and turns 1into
slush and mud. But it also melts i -0 water, 11fe;givinq watef. In
fact, in the %pring everything melts jinto water--both snow and ice.
When the éun gets hot they“become the saﬁe thing. But did it.have
anything to do with the Christmas spirit? Depends, she thougﬁt.

Depends who you're talking about. Certainly not for the dressing-

room crowd.
¥ .
"1 could go for a sleep right now," Phil <iid. it home in my
/
warm bed." S

\

“Wﬁy don't you?" Alicia said.

"We've got thié Christmas thing™at your mom's, don'k we?"

"Oh, yeah." She tried to hide the sarcasm.

"Is she gonna make us sing them carols again? Jox\to the tarth
and whatever the hell else?" He laughed tiredly. |

"Oh, probably. But you don't have to sing." @

“T won't." ;

Alicia wondered what it would be like to break off the
engagement® Break it off before Christmas even, 1nétead of after.
Before this dinner ai.her mom and dad's. But how would one do that?
Maybe she could simply stop the car and ask him to leave. Calmly

and quietly she could say, "Please get OUtﬁ@Phi]. I don't want you

. {
in here." And then she would drive home, alone. And she would

’ -



stand in the backyard and listen to the falling snow, the clear

-voice of the falling snow. B
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You Cou]d Win

Mr. Laurence Hunter parked his "Sunshine Cookies and Candies"
delivery van in front of his house and walked to the back door with
the latest éntry form for a Pepsi-Cola contest. In bold Tetters on

thé form_jt said, "You Could Win A Brand New C-rvette." Before

ot

'enterfqg the house, he slipped thgofaym inside his jacket.

“Hi, hbney," he said to his wife,dﬁhgie, whom he could see
W%rk1n@ 1n the k1tchen |

<9

“Did you have a good day?"

28 TRy
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goithe peck, she continued scrubbing carrots, and he went to

Mé room table--where she wogjdn't be able to See him--to
-1j7 l"ﬁhe entry form still 1dn h{s jacket.
AIE;iHunter was a small man, going bald and grey at fOﬁEX-fjve.
His wife was shorter than he, and wider. She had been comp1eteTy |
: ' v
grey for quite a fewﬁyears a]ready.ﬂiSometimes when they were
vgettiﬁg ready for béd, he would look at her body--the large hips or
the bregsts which seemed to be sagging--and he would say, "We're not
getti;g any younger." Then she wo&la 1ﬂ6k at his bald head and cay,
"No, we certainly aren't."

When he had comp‘leted the Pepsi-Cola form, he checked it for
mistakeés. He had a good understanding of how mistakes hampered
winning, and so he filled things out very carefully. He had never
really won ﬁuch, but he believed in winning just the same. He
especially liked -the kind of winning where you simply left things to
your own good luck. And that's why he entered a lot of contests.

He had already entered the "Kellogg's Trip to Hawaii,”‘ the |
"Reader's .Digest Sweepstakes," Jthev"Nestle European Tour," the
"Honey—Nut Cheerios VCR contest," the "Win a Lifetime of Free Gas
contest," from Esso, and many others. It was the idea of winning

,tHat initially appealed to him--a great concept, he thought, to yet
something for nothing. But lately he thought more about the things
he would win: sitting on the beacH in Hawaii, under palm trees,

surfers in the distance, slender brown girls throwing frisbees in

front of him, begging him to join them.k Or sitting in a lawn chair

29
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near his brand new motorhome, a i juntain in the background, maybe a
strear to the left, his wife about to enterthe motorhbme, one foot
on the step, her hand on the rail besidg the door, 1ookjng af him
and smiling, her long blonde hair blowing in the slightAbreeze. Qr'
else that same blonde wife comin; out of thé motorhoﬁe to brin~ him
a steak dinnér and a co]d‘beer; 2

Mr. Hunter knew all the tricks. Cafefu11y fi]]ing_out forms
was just one wéy of trying to-win. Othe} methnds inc]uded_]ining up
- at grand openings to win dopr prizes, méiling in labels, even
guessing at the number of je}ly beans in a Jar, or guessing at the
weight of a steer.. He was also an astute radio 1istener,'f11ck1ng
the dial from station to station in an attempt to pick .up some

contest he could enter by phone.

Just the other day, he had been cru1*gﬂé the streets in his van

when he chghged the radio dial to 630 CHED and heard the D.J. say,

"Caller number five will get two free tifgéxs to the nyan Adams
'Cuts Like a Knife World Concert Tour'.'ﬁ){si. Hunter didn't know who

<y

Bryan Adams was, and he had no idea what a “Cuts Like a Knife World
Concert Tour' might be, but he whipped his vaébacross three traffic

lanes to get to the phone booth b=« e the D.J. gave the phone

!

number. When the number was anno...ed, Mr. Hunter leaped from the

van with a quarter already in his fingers. He burst into the phoné

booth, slammed in the quarter, and began dialing when suddenly he

remembered that the D.J. was asking for caller number five. He

Y

would have to wait for four imbeciles to call first. Four beginners

PR
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who would havé no idéa when to start dialing. ‘He waited patiently.
in the stuffy-ﬁobth. Sweat broke out on his forehead; his underarms
were dreﬂched. - When he was sure four suckers had called, he.djé1ed
the number. It wé; busy. He retrieved his quarter and dia]edﬁ?t,=

again. Still busy. He quickly dialed again. BUsy. Again. Bus}iiﬂ?}

Panic was setting in. Some asshole was tying up the lines. He
dialed twelve times before he got through to hear a young woman say,
“I'm sorry, sir. You're six calls too 1ate;” It was always the
same th?ﬂq;:a busy line-or, "I'm sorry, si~. . ." |

"Well I don't know why you should be sorry!" he had snapped at
the young woman.

she had begun again. "The contest rules do
not allow--" . ' {_»

"Don't tell me about the contest rules! I dor't want to hear

"I'mosorry, sir,!

about what they don't allow!" He was about to hang up on her, but

3

she beat him to it.

Mrs. Hunter considered her husband's contest playing to be: gn

. w

obsession. It had been going on now for about three years, aﬂdvsﬁe
felt that.th{ngs were only getting worse. Now he was beginning to

- lie and be secretive about it. 'Shg knew perfectly well that he was
filling out some entry foém in the dining room. Why else would he

have kept bne hand clutched to the bottom of Kis jacket? Did he

N
. , 2
think she was blind? g%{ﬁ o :
# With the supper rattling and steaming on the'itove, she sat at
" S

the kitchen table to rest. She didn't understan@'mer husband's
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crazy belief in wiﬁning contests; her attitude was: 1f you need
gomething goﬂbUt’and buy it. The only things she got for free were
t1ings she djdn‘t want such as flyers and wine glasses at Petro-
Canada that didn‘t match anything in the houseAéxcept maybe a light
fixture. She considered herself to be a person of taste, and when
the subject came up between her and her husband she would falk about
quality versus quantity (a wonderfulﬁexpression she had learned from
héf/best %riend). But Mr. Hunter always got tfhe two words mixéd up,
This was Mrs. Hunter's problem--how does'one'feéch such fine
expressions and ideas to a husband who 1s so‘terrib]y s]ow?l

£ Suddenly she thought of calling their oldest son, Tim. Maybe
‘he could give her some adQﬁge about Dad's obsession. Tim was Just é
recently ms d, at the age of twenty, and he and his wife'had

moved out cast because that's where elecgricians had to go these

days 3f they.waﬁted work. Mrs. Hunter believed that.her son had a
sensib]e'héad, and she waé dving to talk to one of those kind.- She
went to the phone in the hallway and called him up.‘ But whan she

Bl

got to té]king about Dad's obsession, Tim's advice was for Dad to go

AN

out and buy lottery tickets--that way if he won he could win'big.
- . :

It didnét sound 1ike good advice to Mrs. Hﬁnter, and she secretly

wondered 1f the East had done something negatiie to:her‘boy.~ But

Tim insisted that she let nir talk to Dad. ‘
“Listen,‘Dad. If you.want to win something, go for'the gusto--%

3 .
the Super Loto. Just last week a guy won ten million. Ten million,
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Dadjj We're talking big times. Forget your Corn Flakes
Swéépstakes.“ | 7 |
"Timothy, my boy, why would I want to do that?" Mr. Hunter let
"~ the . Jcstion hang fo; Tim to contemplate. "Why should I pay in
order to win?" he continued. "What kind of winning ig that where ”
you have to pay a million bucks before you win even a quarter of it
' back?" |
K “But. you have.to pay for cereal and all those other produch,ﬁ
Tim was quick to point out. | H‘
"Sure you do. But they-are essentié]s as well. They are 1hY
ihings we would buy whether or not there was a contest on the back.
 After all, a man's got.to eat.— Am 1 not right?- You see, what I'm_
doing is really just for fﬁn—-to try oﬁt my 1Qck. It doesn't cost
~ me aﬁythingﬂf 'He_gave a nerv6u§ laugh and glanced at the corner
N arouﬁd whichvhe knew Angie was standing.
“I still say that €f you're seric is about winning you're better
off to go with Super‘Loto or The Provincial," Tim said.
Mrs. Hunter had heard enough. She éighed heaviiy and went back
‘to the kitchen to chck on supper. Of course she knew that her
husband's argumeﬁt about not having to spehd extra mdaey was no  i

\ .

. . ' &
longer true. It may have been true in the beginning, even a year

ago it was probably true, but now it certainly .wasn't. These dayé
Mr. Hunter insisted that they buy a lot of Corn Flakes, Honey-Nut

Cheerios, and Nestle products. And they only bought Kraft products *

Q

.when the "Win a Winnebago' sign was g]afing insidg a red star on the

4}
e
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front of thg product. In fact, ME. Hunter would buy anything, jan
food of otherwise, %egard]ess of whefhe% or not they needed it, as
Tong as it hadué_gontest. The other day he came home with a bag of
dog food even/thougk their dog had been dead for years. Mrs. Hunter
was so shocked she could only stare. His exp}anatidn was&that he
forgét Chico was dead. He returned the dog food, but not before
ﬁutting out the tiny enfry férm for a yea}‘s supply of dog food--dog
foond was expensive and it could be sold.

" Two years ago her hQ;band would never Have.come home with
@nyfhing from a grocery store. Two years ago he probably aidn't
know what the inside of a grocery store looked 1ike.. She used to do
all the shopping herself until she came home one day with a box of
Quaker Harvest Crunch with no contest on the back. NoQ?fhey always
shopped together, which, even Mrs. Huntér knew, should be a kind of
victory for a woman such as her. Every woman stuck at home wants
her husband to at least -help out with buying groceries, or more
precisely, with carrying the groceries. She listened to radio talk-
shows and she admired these young women who called themselves
feminists. But there was something about the way her husband
finally joined her in buying groceries that seemed all wrong. She
Qondered if the women on the radio would call it a victory anyway--a
clever manipulation of the brute. But she didn't consider herself a
femihist, so she felt free to decide for herself what was victory

and what was defeat. And his he]piﬁ@-out with shopping was defeat.
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After Mr. Hunter hung up the phone he wa1kég through the
kitchen and asked nis wife why she had phoned Tim.

"Just wanted to talk," she said. -

~ He went to the dining reom to scan the paper for something he
could win.

Mrs. Hunter set *he kitchen table and then called hér husband
and their youngest daughter, Karen, fof supper. When they wére all
seafeé, Ntx quter said, "Honey, you forgot my bowT.“ ﬁ

"Did 17" ' : E

"Yes you did. . You forgot to set a bowl out for me.”

“And how do.yeu know I‘forgot?”

"Do you see a bowl 1in-front of me?n he asked with a short
laugh. | | ‘ |

She would have told him to get it hjmseif, buf since she was up
she went to the cupboard to get him a bowl.

But then he got upfs well an@ went to the cupboard where the
cereal was kept. He peered into the Corn Flakes box and then into
the Cheerios, and seeing that‘the Cheerios box was almost empty, he
decided to finish it off.

"Dad, why do you eat cereal at suppertime, anyway?" Karen
asked. |

- He smiled benevolently. ”Ne]i, I enjoy hot pota{oes, but
afterwards 1 always feel thaf I need someth;ng to cool off the
mouth." y

“Why not just drink milk?" sne asked.



"Well, . . ." he began slowly, "I guess I find straight milk a
little bering." ‘And'he winked at her.

Karen shrugged her shoulders and left it at that.

Mrs. Hunter had other ideas about why her hussand had a bow!l of
cereal with every supper. It wasn't too difficult to figure out
that the mbre cereal yqu ate, the souner you Qou]d have to buy more,
which meant entering another‘contest. It was all so obvious aqd |
'stupid.‘ She set the bowl down in ffont of him rather ]dhq1y.,18u£
he pretended not to notice. o J”{a |

“.

During supper Mr. Hunter thd Karen about a fat ]i&

£ -

often hung around one of the 7-11 sidres he deliverdyd cahdiési?g.
'He boy collected hockey cards and hé usﬁsa11ylasked M Hunter fo;
packageé of gumid But today he asked Mr. Hunter if he could work for
him, and then he asked if Mr. Hunter had any daughter; h1s age.~
"Gross," Karen whined. ' v ' ’
Mr. Hunter laughed out loud, his frail 'iftle 50¢y Shaking..
After supper he leafed through the Mac1e¢n'§‘yhiﬁe Mfé. Huntér

2

and Karen did the dishes. Contrary to what his.wife’ sometimes said

L v .

to him, Mr. Hunter we. not cohp]etely oblivious towher feelings. He
sensed her frustration and anger about his contesgszzbu£"his failure
to Win was an pppressive weiéht tﬁat“he could=noﬁﬂgé5o§e.) He knew
as 'well as anyone that his luck had not been the best. [n fact, he

was probably the only one who knew that all he had agtuélly ever won

was a pl=stic BB gun from Fruit Loops. It was the fifth prize--

36
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first was a ten-sgeed bicycle he had hoped to win for Karen. Ten-
speeds weren't cheap.

Sitting in the living rcom, he recalled the one contest that
still riled him. The one loss that he could not bear, even though
it happenéd two years ago. He had all but won a weekend trib for«
two to the Calgary Stampede, all expenses paid. Some P.R. person
from Céna?gwpackers had phoned and told him that his was the lhcky
eﬁbry-iof&yghOSen. Al1 Mr. Hunter had to do waé successfully answer
| the skil1j&est1ng question. But his brain 't a little numb, and
it turned'ouf to-be alﬁigh@mare. A swirl of numbers that had to be
multiplied, subtracted, added, diJ?@ed into the 'strangest
‘ Contortionsl And there was.ino ca]cuiator nearby! Tim had taken it
to a frien@'s pléce'to‘work on physics problemns of all things. That
103§ had upsgt Mr. Hinter so much that he decideg;right.then and
thé;e to quit making their annual trip south tb'géé the Stampede.
They had gqée faithfully for fourteen years, but since'that defeat
- of tﬁp yeaké ago. they haven't even seen the Calgary sky11n§5 let
, aloné'gone ?ntdwthe citx. |
'The year following this major Toss Karen had cried and cried
:Akhenjéhe learned they wéren‘t going to ta1gary. And Mrs. Hunater
| ;aid,f“See what your contests do %or us. It's a good thing your
: Qétfy,forms‘arén‘t chosen more often."

When the womenifinished thevdishes, Mr. Hunter suggested that
they_gd_to the shoppfng 5311. ‘

{Mrs. Hunr“r‘wai suspicious. "What for?" she demanded.

!



38

"There's a couple of things I need to get for the van."
Karen said she needed school supplies, and Mrs. Hunter began to
‘ thihk about getting a new dress, so o?f they.went. |,

Mr. Hunter made up his mind for goodlin the mall. He needed a
majok win. A BB gun just wasn't enough. He couldn't tell Tim on
the phone, but he knew that Tim was right--it was time to take a
risk. It was high time to go for ft and win big. Thése mickey-
mouse contests were hopeless. When they left the mall, Karen had a
bag fy]] of paper and binders and scribblers and pens-and crayons
and’erasers and glue andigape; Mrs. Hunter had a new dresé, a new
blouse, and a new curlingliron (because it was on sale--20% off);
Mr. Hunter had a lottery ticket in his back gécket.

When he was back at Home, watchiné the evening news, he was
still shaky from making the purchase. The draw was tomorrow.
evening. . G

He waited until his wife was safe1y‘in bed before he carefully
removed his pants andyfo1déd_them on the chair, making sure that the
ticket was securely in the chkef. He.craWﬁed into bed, turned off

the light, and kissed her softly. "I love yOu,‘honey,“ he

-

whispered. . But she was dozing off fast and only gave an P

¢

inarticulate mumble for a .response. ' Ko

In the morning he had the eggs on by the time she stumbled,

LI

bleary-eyeds into the kitchen in her housecoat. She wasn't much of Rif_z';

a morniny person, but she always got out of bed to see him off to

work. . ’
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"Morning, love. Do you war? an egg?" he said.

"No, thanks." |

"Oh, I put one in for you. You ysually take one.% He quickly
fished out one of the eggs with-a spoon before the water began to

boil. o .

She put the coffee on, and they sat down—Eaéether, exchanging
only a few sleepy words about watering the lawn and maybe pickingl
the beans tonight. He ate his egg and three bowls full of Corn
Flekes, apd then she kissed him goodbye at the porch and went back
to bed.

The day'went incredibly stow for Mr. Hunter on his delivery
route. He could not Concentrate‘on th? cookies and céndies and
corner grocery stores; q]l he could think abouttwas the lottery draw
that would be on TV that night. It hounded him. lWould he win?
Would.today finally be his lucky day? A lottery ticket--it still
scared him. The odds weren't great, he knew. But one shouldn't

think of odds--luck has nothing to do with odds, he told himself.

He kad always said that he wouldn't pay in order to win;‘but the

. pressure to win had been growing--especialiy ct i me.

The working day finally ended, and he racad (ome to have a
quick supper and then watch the draw on TV. But when he steppec
imto the house, no, one was home. It was very strange. His

$

breakfast dishes were still on the kitchen table.

"Angie! Karen!" he called out, but there was no answer. He

‘1ookedvfor a note on the‘counter, but there was none. He went out
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to the Sackyard,-but it was empty. Then he heard the phone ringing
and he raced back into the house.
"Hi, Laurence. This is Mike." It was Mrs. Hunter's older

brother.

"Oh, hi Mike." ~

By

"Angie and Karen are over here."

"Oh good," he sighed with relief. "I was getting really
worried. | thought maybe something--"

"Angie says they're going to stay here until you qujt with your
contests and silly games."
 She what?

Mike repeated what he had said.

"Oh. . .well. ﬁtiwhy? Why is she being like this all of a
sudden?”‘ . ) /

"Laurence, open your eyes. She says nothing's the same
anymore. She says you're obsessed with winning one of tHese
contests."

"Oh.” Mr. Hunter didn't know what to say. It was all so
shocking. And the lottery draw was on in less than an hour.

"She's_pretty upset; Laurence. I think you should céme over
here right away." J o | o -

“Oh. . .well; I'11 see what I can do,” he said stupidly and N
hung up. ’ /

He stood by the phoné,,frozen. His mind jumped from, ”Angié's

gone" to "the.draw is on in less than hour." But then he began to

AS



think: .she must have found out that he had bought a lottery ticket!
She must have gone snooping through his wallet! He was overcome
with anger. Couldn'tw man do what hg felt he had to do without his
wife prying and snooping?é Why did she have to meddle so in his
affairs? Wasn't it his money? And what right- does she have tg take
of f Tike tﬁat? It(sho@ed SO mgch defiance--hatred even. Leaving
the house empty q]J'day--knowigg that when he came home 1t would
shock the hel]bout of him. “

He turned the TV on Snd then turned-it off. He stood thére for
a while, and then tu;ned'the TV on again. She could stay at her
brother's for all he care&“ He'd show her what she 'was missing by
Qinning the draw. She'd come gLnning back as fast as she could when
she found out they had enough money to buy her & new dress every
day, and enough to go to Hawaii every yeér, and enough to buy the
biggest house in the city. This wﬂnning is all right, thought Mr.
Hunter. It solved a fgt of proB]ems. | .

Finally the ]bttery draw came on. Mr. Hunter studied the
bouncing little balls wzth numbers and wondered Which\were the ones
thSt held his numbers. Five of those balls were the key to his
future and it was quite ma&dening to watch his future bouncing
around like wild popcorn. And what was wrong with this host? Why
couldn't he just get on with it? Finally the host pul]ed out five
7ba115 and Mr. Hunter didh't win.a cruddy thing.

After the draw, he sat on the couch for a long time. She

couldn't have known that he bought a 1ottery ticket, he reasoned,

N -



: 42
-

—
because he had been)the first one up in the morning and his pants
were folded exactly the way he had 1aft them at night--with the
pant-leg folded up at an angle. And he would have heard her if she
tried to get up in the midd1e of the night. We11; did she leave,
then just because nf the contests? Just because of those stupid
¢ereal box entries and radio offers? _ { ‘

He went to the kitchen and put some canned pork and beans on

the <tove. When it was warm, he ate it with buttereq bread. For

dessert he had an apple. He put the dishes on the counter, and then

sat down téiiead the headlines of the newspaper. Then Suddenly he =

grabbed ‘his keys and his jacket and went out to pick up his wife and
daughter.

On his way there, he tried to imagine the scene he would be

d uith./ He supposed the kida would be downstairs in the rumpus-
room, and Angie and hir brother and sister-in-Taw would be huddled
in the 11ving room, sipping tea maybe, and talking quietly while
Ang1e\\$1ed soft]y but openly, When he got there, he would publicly
give up hi's contests.  He had thought about it and 1t seemed like -
the only thing to do. Besides, he had to admit,<the contests really
were quite useless--one plastic-BB gun in three years. But he wo&ld
also scold his wife foh leaving. If she was crying softly, she
would probably be sobbing;qyt loud after he was through telling her
off. It had to be that way, he felt. After all, didn't the experts
always say that“mariiage had to be a two-way affair? Well, it was ~

time he gave out sonething“her way.
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But when he stepped into their house, he heard a 10%0f noise
. nd laughter. What was all this about, he wondered. He entered the
./a ' . . o
» kitchen and could hardly believe what he saw. They were all playing
cards around the kitchen table--adults and kids. Angie had a glass
of wine in her hand; the kids were drinking juice;. there were

peanuts ﬁ@ ébwps on the table. They all looked at Mr. Hunter, but

they 1dn t sGop the1r noise anﬁ 1aughtefL :

Karen“§a1d, "What took you sa._long, D&®>" And then she

continued shouting at.her'cousin. » ‘ 1

Mr.. @ tne middle of -tpe kitchen,

}?ould not understand it. He

'

5“had been all a]one in his houseé§1th'no supper--w1th noth1ng And

3; here they were hav1ng a party.

Find]]y Mrs. Hunter looked Up at hér husband and smiled, "No
you' wawr;;t to Ijm'n us?" she said. '

He looked at her for a while and then said, "Why should I? You
seem to be doing fine without me.” But he sat down beside her
anyway. He felt her hand on his thigh.

“T knew you would," she said.

"Knew I would what?" he said sharply through the shouting kids.

o~

< But Mrs. Hunter orly smiled and patted him again on the inside -

of his thigh.

o



a Stop You Dead

It was three o'clock in the afternoon and Alvin &as sitting in’
a carrel on the third roor of -the . Rutherford yibrary. He wasn't
studying..  His head was ;esting on his fat arms, squashing his
psychology textbook, and his eyes were getting very heavy. {e could
.sleep. Oh, could he sleep right nOw.
Twenty minutes later he awoke with a start. .Hefpu& d his

textbook out-from*under his arms ahd sat up, blearyﬁ%?%ﬁﬁ He felt

something wet--sa]ﬁva--on his Teft arm and quickly wiped it ¢n his
pants. -And then the bain came. His legs. He couldn't feel his
legs! H{ was going to stand up, but his legs wouldn't let him.
They werexlocked, stiff, numb. He tried to bend them; pain like
needles shot up and down his legs. Haw iong had he been asleep?
The pdin in his legs Qasnft going away, if anything it was getting
‘worse. He twisted in his chair, fry1ng to get some blood into his
1egé. IP was Pnbearable, needles jabbing everywhere. ﬁe punched
his fat thighs, hit them agaiqst the bottom of the carrel. Fiﬁélly
the ﬁeed]es began to fade. \

He»180ked around at the otﬁer students sitting in c%rré]s and
at tables. \Not one of them was s]eepihg. They were all bent over

their- books, reading 1ntent1y, or else working on problems with

their buddies, or else taking a break for a little conversation.

}

O
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But no onngas sleeping. Alvin began to worder again if he was cut -
out for un{versity. He found it all so tiring.  When he was working
on a hjghway paving crew he was-never this tired in the afternoons.
Maybe he was too old. But he had seen a lot of students around that
Tooked olger; Still, he often felt as though he didn't quite fit.
These students were big-city people.  They intimidated him with ;
their wild hair cuts and trendy c1§£ﬁes. They all segmedu§6'§e1f

assured, so confident oflwhere they were going. Sometimes he would

e
—_

sit in his carre]_and watch the way they walked and tg]ked. -If a
guy was . a ]ézy bum he‘ﬁgu1d spend a }ot nf time in the 1iprary or in
Hub-Mall simply watching people.

But A1v1n”was no lazy bum. He wasn't here for a good time.
Working on a paving crew may nat be the most challenging job, but
the money\was good @ if all he want;d was a goodytime'he wouldn't
come %o the university to find it; that's for darn sure. No, Alvin
was here to work. He was here to prdVe that he could study, that he
could better himself. The life of a construction worker in and
aroupd Tofield had become too du11\fof him. He recalled how he had
“shocked his family and friends when he announced--just half a yea}

ago--that.he was quitting his job and going to school to become a

tea_her. "You make more than a teacher," his younger brother had

4 t

said cgﬁpletely baffled. Alvin tried to explain that money wasn't
the point. He just wanted to get out, wanted to go to the city, to

get an education beforetﬁﬁ was too late. He told ayeryone thatéﬁiscy

job was meaningless. He wanted a new challenge, a jab where you

/



46

work with:peop1e, a job that requires some thinking and
understanding. He was tw&ty-eight and he felt that 1f he didn't

-make a move he'd be stuck on a paving crew for the rest of his life,

-

shovelling or raking steaming-hot asphalt in thirty degrees Celsius,

¢

or sometime; Qperatin a steel-drum roller, back and forth;;gp and
7Fwn the as;halt mat'for,fa/gk‘T2xhours. : i@ ;

He knew it was only é matt;r of time before he began to feel at
home her&;af the*university. He coula learn théir 1anguage; he

l .
could bu%\new clothes akd get a hair cut. No problem. Already he

was beginning to work out in the phys. ed. building because he knew

» 3
—

that gbas step number one-l1ose some weight. All that beer-drinking
with his buddies after work had taken its toll. He was too fat,
especig11y in the gut. ~

He pulied his psyckology textbook towards himself and began to
read again, underiining most of what he read with the new yellow |
highliter he Had Just bought (everybody haﬁ_one).' H§ underiined a
lot because it all seemed relevant somehow. What 1f you didn't

[

underline éomething and then it appeared on an exam?f You'd be sunk.

He worked hard for a good ha]%%h%ur, but it wasn't sinking in--the C}
id and the ego and the subconscious and dream analysis. He found he
often had to re-read sections. His eyes were sore, so he closed
them for a éhdf; while. Maybe 1t*§3§\§be‘f1oregeent tight. . .or
maybe he needed glasses. . .He quickly daéaed/gis eyes and shook his

head lest he fall ésleep again. He was reading and underlining and.

watching the page move, the wo | lance--the super-id, the alter-
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égo, the dreamy ego&zegomaﬁiac,.egotist, dreams. . .come and go. .
.HugouAg9go, the mad scienti§t.-&£;He whippéd his head b , /
suddenly that he almost fell 6ut of the chair. He had begun to doze
off again while uhder1i}ing! *This is useless, he thought, and he
shut his book and jammed jt into his knapsack. He woﬁ]d read it at
home. . o ; .

It was é sunny October day, and Alvin was glad to be out of
that stuffy library. Hé walked 1nto thé parkade and got into his
blue pick-up. It was a wonderful feeling to be gofng'home after a
" hard day, egpecia}]y a day where yoﬁ had been using your head, |
thinking and learning and wofking towards a goal. When he-got home
he was going to sit back and listen to a record, maybe Neil Young,.
Comes.A Time, and £hen later he'd watch the di]ers game. He found
his wi1ije Nelson tape'énd slammed it into the tape deck. One thing
he wou]dn‘t Tet the university change Qas his taste in music--that
was fixed. He turned the volume up.' A1l righﬁ.

As he drdve‘fhrqugh the river va]]ey‘hé decided that school
wasn't really all tbat bad. It was nice to go home whenever you
wanted. Hevﬁ%memberéd 511 tob well the days wHen it seemed to»take
four hours 'to get from four o'c]dék to five, or from five to six.
When you're cn a paving créw‘you're wdrking for your paycheque,vof
course, but day to day all you're really looking forward to 1sthome-
time. Now, ;Ldgen1y, hme-time was completely Alvin's |

‘responsibility. He liked that.
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Home "was forty miles east of the city, where he lived on a

4 s

,smallfétreage with his mother and younger brother. He was thinking

> -

ST
ab(%¢§moving to the city, but he enjoyed Tife in the country. The

i

city was so hectic. And he also felt that his mother needed him

around. She was a -Tonely woman ever since his father died of cancer

Kalmost three years ago), and even though A]Vinvoftén disagreed with
”Ehis mother, he was very concerned about her. Especially lately, he

noticed that she sometimes said very strange things, things that

made no sense. For example, last week when Alvin came home from
school she asked him ff the university taught you about the kingdom
come. She said she was no longer sure if it was wise for Alvin to
go to a big university in the big city, "It's just all a little too.
much," she said. "There is a lot of sickﬁess breeding there, a lot
of evil spirits that can get you." And then she complained that thé
house was too big. And then she told Alvin that her father was é
religious man. Alvin had no context in which to place any of these
comments; he hdd never heard her say anything about theSe subjects
before--except maybe the house.; But it made no sense to him. Where
was his mother picking up this garbage?

He worried about her. She had always valued the finer things

-

in 1ife, and he could recall the little sermons she used to give to

‘him and Jason and even. father about the importance of art and

culture and one's heritage. Of course, no one really listened to
her. What did art and culture have to do with paving highways? But

this new line she was taking was distressing. The university
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breeding sickness? The uniVers1ty.as evil? Why was hisbmother
sudgenJy grabbing“ohto these strange ideas? Not long ago she had
also said to him, "Alvin be careful. I know you have a Tot of your
father in you--to give in, to be satisfied with a little, to set

your sights on the wrong thing." -

“What are you talking about?" he had said. "That's why I'm

going to university, because I'm not sa- “ied with a little."
"Oh, I know that, dear. But I a1s*s\now you. . .1 truly loved
~ !

your father, but I can remember so many times when he should have
said 'no' but said 'yes’, and when he should have said 'yes' but
sqid 'no', and 1 can see that in you, too. . . .And yet, your father
was such an honest, hard-working man. "

It s these recent talks that wo;ried Alvin. . He felt hfﬁ
mother was perhaps making too much of”mourning father's death, and
the result seemed to be her <eeing things out of perspective. What
in the world did she meahj—he was like his father? He~wasn't going-

&Y

to be a humble, timid man like his father, forever stuck,o‘n‘b,om'hg:__,,~
jobs like srow removal in Tofield and operating heavy equ{dmenﬁhsuph i )

") 5

as graders and backhoes. His father had hundreds of jobs that were - o
all the same. That was not where Alvin was headed. z

So he felt he had something to prove to his mother. But more
importantly, he wanted to make har happy. He wanted hex to be proud
of her educated son. Just a few weeks ago they had sat together in
the early evening on the sun-deck. They had talked.about father

again and Alvin's mother broke down. She wept and said it wasn't ,
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somethjng you got over; it was something you learned to lfve with,
like axthrobbfhg pain in your leg that was always there, but
sometimes you could ignore it. And then she began to bemoan the
dréadfu1 circumstances of her 1ife: her two sons wefe grown men,
she had no skills, no job. All she had was a big acreage and a big
house, and whaf was she to do? Alvin had:heard this lament often
enough, and he used to scold her for making it. "Do sohetbing about
:yOUfyzituation if you're so unhappy," he would say. "It's not too
late to acquire skills and get a job. You've got to go on with your
11Ee.” But on this particular.evening, sitting on the sun-deck,
vaguely watching the idle mdvement of the two horses in the field
be]bw, Alvin felt he had nothing to say to Bef. His sudden
awarépess of the deep chord of their love frightened him and kept
him.si1ent.

And that same evening they were sjtting together watching the
evening news. And Alvin's mother hgd to bring up the subject of
Jason, Alvin's 22 year old brothef.” Alvin toid'her:not to worry,
but she got upsetnand said, "How can you’say, dor Norfy! Do you
know what kind of stories I hear about your brother? He's a
reckless boy, and if he doesn't watch it he'll soon be in frouble
with the law. 1 know about his dealings. . . .Why does he have to
© . get messed up with drugs? Where i1s the strength, the coﬁvictions Qt
once had?"’ : | v

"Mother," Alvin had said, "Jason is no different than anyone

e1se,ar6und here. I was just like him at that age, you know that.

o
4

it
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Maybe not drugs, but I thought just like he does. Besides he's
hard]y'intoydrugsé-just a']ittle pot now and then. Hé&ﬂl be okay;
he's a good guyi”j It was‘all Alvin could think of to say.

His mother was quiet then; staring at the TV, but he knew she
wasn't hearingfa{word about the weather or the sports.

4 Cruising d0wn Highway 14,.he:began*todthink about his sociology
tiass; Itiwas:his tavouritelclassy His*professor, Dr. Maclntosh,
seemed very wise. He seened to have such a ¢lear understanding of
why people behaved the'way they dwd A few cTasses ago, they were
ta]k1ng about deswre CDF MacIntosh ,a1d~everyone was full of E
Conf11ct1ng des1res, bUL some of the strongest deswres, wh1th
everyone fee1s, are the desire to be ong and the c. 1re to succeedf

“A recent survey'revea1ed that 90% of the people surveyed were
‘unhappy w1th the1r soc1a1 and econom1c pos1t1on,“ he had sa1d ”ﬁnd

i
['m sure that isn't very shock1ng to any of us. But the survey also

,,., Y

| showed that 717% of the peop1e felt that the cause of the1r pos}?1on s
Was s1mp1y ‘bad 1uck In other words, 77 fe]t that they had been
deal@ 9, bad hand, they feit they were merely v1ct1ms Gf ﬁ;;
c1rcumstance - And of that 77% only. 13% sa1d that they_were actxve]y
trying to improve their poswt1on So you see, even though the vast
maJor1ty of peop1e desire to be in a d1fferent soc1a1 or economic
class, very few are'w1111ng‘to make the effort tovpursue that‘-
desire. Most unfortunate, but true." | | .
A1v1n tlways fe]t good after Soc1glogy 200; ~1t restored hny

s

confidence ‘in the decision he had;made to return to school. He felt.



that he a}reaay knew much of what Dr. Maclntosh talked about in
class; but it was good to hear it from a univéréity professor. If
you felt that life was cruel and dog eat'dog, and if you felt thét
you-were stuck in a rut, the only fhing to do about it was to be
active--pursue your desires and ambitions. You had to look out for
yourself--no one else was/going to.

It was abbut five o'clock when Alvin gurned off Highway 14 onto
Waskahegan Road. He was goéd and hungry as he drove by Mike's
Litt1e service station and restaurant, which was on the corner of
that highway junction. The thought of food reminded him that, his
mother wouldn't be home for supper; she was visi;ingnan old friend
in Fort Saskatchewan. That wasn't so good--now he'd have to cook-
his own supper. Unless Jascn was home, buf”Jason never cooked
aﬁything, and 1t was impossible to keep track of his wanderings.
Alvin slowed down and thought about what he could pregére: maybe a
fat slab of ham fried up juicy, some frozen veggies, and‘potatoes
with lots of sour cream and butter--yeah, he could cook that. But

now his hunger was gnawing at his stomach. Maybe he should stop at
| Mike's; sure, why not, he hadn't seen old Mike in a long time, not
since he started school. He turned arouna and headed back to

Mike's. The familiar sign in big red letters reminded him of good

food. It said: MIKE'S GAS FOOD.

In Mike's parkKing lot Alvin noticed a rea Kenworthéﬁ%g parked

parallel to the highway. Nice machine, he thought, good chrome, new®

tires, nice paint job. He used to see a lot of trucks like this



when he was working on the higﬁway. It a]ways;seemed a dream to
him, looking up from the steaming black asphalt ét some trucker
sitting high and lazy in his airconditioned cab, country music
blaring. He parked his pick-up and with some effort slid off the
plush seat and into the cool fall air. |

| He lumbered into the small restaurant.

Al Macdona]d?é Mike half-shouted from behind the counter.
"How ya doing!. Geez, | haven't seen you in a long while."

"Hi, Mike. How's,it going?" |

Mike left the counter to.meet Alvin. His Heavy round face had
a broad smile on it. "I thought you'd gﬁven up on us," Mike @Pid,
“now that you're at the university and all.”

"Well, Mike, you kndw how it is. A man gh the risé should
never forget his humble béginnings.“ Alvin meant it as a joke aﬁd
began to laugh, but Mike wasn't joining rim. = L

"Yes, yes. You are too good for us now," Mike said. "You must
be a Qia-city intellectual now, right? A scholar and a gentleman."

1Q1n laughed again and went to his old table, the one afainst
the far wall, across from the counter.

"Well, Scholér A1, what will you haié?to eat?" P

"Same as alwaysy" Afvin'said, “hamburger de]ux§ and a ;offee.“

Mike poured out a cup of coffee and left to'place thelorder,
and Alvin wondered why'he didn't stay and chat for a whi1e;
Normally, Mike would have sat down at Alvin's table, and he would

}have asked about the family or some such small talk. But then
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everybody “new Mike was'unpredictab1é and moody. He was a’ééod‘guy,
though; Alvin hédAknown him for a long time--ever since He came to
Mﬁke's for breakfast*with his dad when he was 11. He remembered .
that his dad told him to order first apd so he ordered by réading
straight off the ménu, "1'11 have two eggs any style", he had saﬁd.
bThat was thg first time he heard Mike's boomiqg 15:gh. But now

Alvin found;himself feeling sorry fa}‘o1d'Mike, stuck in this Tittle

‘ ° i
cafe year after year. o

'y
S R
s

" “ATvin looked around; néthing had changed of course. The same

orange stqﬁﬂ@ at the counter, the 7-Up clock, the Treasury Branch

_ caleédag;« he cocler full of soft drinks, the wobbly fab]es with‘z
brown and gold‘chairs all brought him back to the days when he

worked for Benpett Paving. . They used to come to Mike's for lunch if

gshey were working in the area. And in the winter, when paving

V&
%

g f%ﬁiapped and Alvin drove a snow removal . dump-truck, he had lunch here
N YT
31m?st every day.

‘There was only

an

one other person in the restaurant--a short man

in a green down-fi vest and’ red cap, sitting at the counter.

Vs

“As Alvin was pouring a stream of sugar into his coffee, he

heard arexcited nasal voice enter the restaurant: "When will you

RN P
BN ,7, “bz; ’ o

SR Tearn, girl? When will you see that it's useless. You'll never
makelit. Never! th with me‘around.”
He was a tall mén in a long black coat. He had a grey beard
‘and curly grey ﬁdir, and he was holding a skinny girl by the arm,

o

- » practically dragging her in. The girl looked w(]d. Her stringy



A haif was in Her eyes and her face was red. Behind the man and the
girl camevan old woman. A11-;Hree:of them were walking fowardslthe
counter when sudq§n1y the girl puiled away from the man. and began to
run towards Mike's kitchen. But the-man swung out his long jeg and
tripped the girl. .She créshed into a table and fell to the floor.
The man quickly pulled her up by the hair and sét her on one of the °

orange stools. His face was white.

"Calm down, Ed," the old woman said in a low gruff voice.

¢ ‘
"I said calm down." : oo s

"Well she was gonna--" //

The man and the woman sat at the counter on either side of the
gir1; the man next to %he short man in the down-filied vest&,

"Give the giri a strawberry milkshake," the woman said to Miké.

"Oh. . .sure," Mike said. o

‘ "She's not my daughter,f the man said to Mike.

"1 never said she was,“ Mike said as he began to scoop out ice
cr@@&.

“That is entirely 1rre1evant,”'the'man»continued. "1 am merely

i

s*1ting that this 15 year old girl is not‘my dadghﬁef. I want that,
©at least, to be clear.\
e : : | @
Sure boss," Mike said. "Coffee for you and™the lady?"
"I'1 have-one, yes.. Thank you. It's very kind of you to
offer,” the man said.

~"You too mg"am?" @

She nodded. '
s .
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"1 assume you']l want menus," Mike said; "“You folks look like
yoﬁ'vefbeen on\fhe road all day, znd I know how hungry you can geﬁ
on the?road.“ Mike's wide smile ?Iashed across his fat face.

Alvin chuckled sbft1y at Mike'g pushiness. He was that way

“with all of his customers. If he was going to wait on riem, He S
wanted to be sure he got shpe mongywput:of them. Rather boorish gﬁd
backwoods, A1J1n thought. | |

"No," thé woman sajd, "just coffee."
® “No? 1What abouf you, sir?, You look starved.” Mike smi]ed at
thetﬁan.

- "T thought I said no!" the woma%'s deep voice had an angry edge
to it. Hér dark eyes looked fierce.

"Yes, I think you're right. .I'm quite sure you said no. But
['m asking the genﬁ1eman,here. Would you like to see a menu, sir?"
The man laughed nervously, shaking his head as if he couldn't

- believe what Was happening. Finally he said, "No, I have absolutely

no desire to see one."

B}

"Abso]ute]Z}“ Mike said, and he's1ammedrthe'switth to begin
mixing the milksuake.

i looking at the skinny girl. She was leaning on the

,:ad down. Hernfhln'red'ski jacket looked too .

‘

0

;“wa% ripped alon&%the right s1dw Vivin thought
that he had never‘séen a more miserable young woman. ,Why doesn't a

girl like that Took after herself?
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Mike b}ought the hamburger deluxe and sat down across from
Alvin. “Bunch of numb-brain city s]ﬁckers,” Mike sa{d softly. -

"Just because they aren'% your average trucker déesn't mean--"

"OH, right, I forgot. I'; talking to a psychologist now. Why
don't you explain to me what yoﬁr average trucker is like?"

"Knock it off, Mike. What's got'into you? Shit, a guy decides
to go to u;iversity and suddenly you attack him 1ike the plague."

"Yeah, well. . ." He.paused for a'while,'and Alvin took a big
bite of his hamburger. ™hy don't you come around here anymore, Al?
I don't mean for lunch or supper, but just to drop by and say hello.
You used to be%here Just about Eve;y day, but this is fhe f@gﬁt time
since you sfarted school."

> ”I don't béﬁﬁeve this!" Alvin said with h;s‘mouth full.  "Do
you keep tabs on everything I do? Geez.'. .Iﬂhappen to be a lot
busier now that I'm in schﬁo]. It's not like paving,,you know—;
where you can go'home and forget about youn¢work.o»1 3arry a
headache with me everywhere [ go now. “There's always something to
be read or Qritten for next class and ﬁegs(jmpossible to keépcgp.'.
Really, did you think we had piCAics on-the university lawns?.

- But why doh't'}0ufcome around and visit us anymore?"l Mike and !
Alvin's fatﬁer used“to be gqod friends, goiggra11 the way back to
their childhood, and after Alvin's father died, Mike would often
drop by to see how they were doing% "You know my mother is a very

1one1ylwbman. She'd love to see you again. When's the last time

you were at our place? I'll bet it's over a year ago."
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"Yeah, I should stop in agawn, but we're so damn busy hern

-

You should tell her-to come down here—-a free meal on me." - He got
"up and walked back to the kitchen.

Had Mike changed somehow? Or perhaps he (Ajvwn) had changed

1

since going to school. Perhaps he was ﬁore c it]gal, or more aware,

;
P

seeing th1ngs in a new and bettsr 11ght

"Ts that Kenworth your r1g7“ the ta11€ greyihai}ad han-asked
the, shoht man sitting next to him. . :

“Yup."

“That certainly 1§ éome.rig.”

"Sure is." | ; ;.;¢

"1 wouldn't be surprised a-tall if that fo?ely'hachihé coth “
barrel. through an ehi1re forest of poplars. 1'11 bet it JUSt goes
and goes--stoppwng for nothing. What do you th1nk Mr Truck
Driver, could that truck plow through a forest?”

“T wouldn't wanna try 'er,”fthe trucher'said; hafsjﬁé'hfs‘red.
cap slightly with his left hand ahd pushing back his hair“wffh the
palm of his right. | | -

"T'11 bet that truck's like Moby Dick--nothing can srdé it. It

Lh
)
‘4

will ram anything with its massive forehead. You should ca11 1t
Moby Dick. . .By the way, my name 1s Edward Edward, forwar@.or

v N
\'q

backward; ha, ha. And if you're'wondering what these other twn afe
.

to me since they aren't my family--wel , the girl 13 Just th

and that_eark mysteriou§'lady‘is the King."
& ) 0



Alvin listened closety to the”man‘s bizarre spee¢h.. It ~z:n't
often that you got this kind of entertainment at Mi?e's. Certceinly
crazy people were a common enough occurrence at Mike's, (Mike says
éveryone's crazy) but never sr*aoné whb spoke so strangely, half-
educated and half-absurd. h

© "Doesn's travelling beat everything," the man said to the

&

truéker. ,
~The trucker smiled ard nodded. "It's a]f'right,” he said.
“Afways going somewhere. A]Ways on the go. Travelling--that's
important. Tﬁat's what we're all about--we're travellers and we “
travel avlot.: [t is abso1ute1y essential that a person keep
travelling. Tféve]]ing Lowards a destination, a goal. Travelling
with a truck driver's grit and detérmination towards that distant
goal, that plac: tnat can seem so elusive, can seem a mirage, but
it's always there, waiting fo? you. Isn't that right; girl?" And

4 ; . ’5
‘he turned to look, at the girl. But she was sucking on hef milkshake

and didn't seem to hear him. “Girl!" the man repeated. “Isn't that
right?" | o

She Tooked up s1owly. "I$n't what right?" she said in a flat,
cold tone.

"Travelling, damn it!__Isn't fravej]ing £he key to our succe<:?
[sn't travelling towérds a des;inatfon what we're 511 about?" But

the girl was stirring her straw and staring into the milkshake

glass, so.the man continued,. "It's like The Pilgrim's Progress--you

‘travel along the King's by-ways and highways an%uforce them to come

»



in. . .No, no, you travel and you encounter g{ants and lions ahd.
fiery pits and you meet charaqte}s like Envy and Lord Desire of
Vain-glory and Mr: High- mind and Mr. Hate-1light, but. you press on
to that Great Fair;ithat Sensual City. . .And there's something
about'vahity as we11?“ He paused for a moment and then lowered his
voice and said, "Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher. All is

‘  insanity qnd calamity for humanity. . .unlgss you travel." Then he

looked directly at the trucker and said, "Sir, allow me to be so

©51d as to say that you have a noble profession." =
. . ' w

60

The trucker got up to leave. He was cleaning his—teeth with a

togthbick and was.slowly shaking his head. "Have a good one," he

said to the man and then walked to the till where Mike was standing.

N
-"0Oh, I intend to," the man said. "I always intend to."

Alvin was now convinced about the man's mental state--he was
4

disturbed, crazy; probably escaped from the Alberta Hospital. And
yet, what he said about trave%iing and calamity somehow reminded
Alvin of his,observations on-his sociglogy class--if you don't move
or travel or change, if you ddnLt get ©ff your butt and pursue your
ambitions, then a11'i§ insanity, then life is cruel. It suddeily
struck him odd that he should connect his university‘course withgan

S
N

Alberta Hospital escapee.
He watched the old woman take very slow, small sips of coffee.
Her eyes were closed and Alvin could see heavy make-up arouﬁd them.

Her hair was dérk and pulled béck n a bun., Alvin wondered 1f she

~

-

2



\\gyen knew what was goingvbn around her. The scrawny girl was still
~ leaning on ihe counter, slurping the last drops of her milkshake..
* "What about you, son?"”

Alvin looked up and saw that the man was looking directly at
him. i '

”Yeah, you'," tﬁe.manvchqckled, and he pointed a 1ong‘fingef at
Alvin. "?ou're the only 0n5‘1eft in the restaurant so jt must be
you I'm talking to, right. Well, my’question is: Do you travel?
Maybé you're a trave111ng salesman. They usually look something

1ike you."

61

Alvin considered ignoring the man, but thought the best way to-

Qet rid of him was to'give a short‘énswer.j He said, "Yes, I do
travef, buf I['m not a s§§esman."
) "Wonde?fu]!" exclaimed the ﬁan. "And Qﬂereﬁ may 1 ask, are you
travelling to?"

ﬁllm.nbt travelling fo anyp}ace,“ Alvin said. "I §imp]y travsl
to the~city eVery day."

“Oh, I see. Thatfs not so good. It doesn't get you anywhere,
my son. A]]‘you acgfﬁoing fhen is travelling in circles, and that's

l g .
bad. You see, Iﬁﬁ talking linear. That's my message--linear. A
’ o

straight 1ine. ¥ake us, fof example, we started at the Atlantic in
. N

P

the spring and we will end at the Pacific n the winter."
Alvin occupied himself with eating his fries. There was no

sensé-iﬁbta1king to an idiot. | ;{ )
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"So " the man said after a while. "End of conversation, I
.see.” A;d then in a false high voiée he said, "Don't bother me,
mister. I've got to eat my greasy'fries because they're so very
nutritious and good for my physique." And he held his handé.duf in
front of his stomach as if he was holding onto é largé belly.

Alvin glared at the man. The man smiled. Less than a year ago
Alvin might havé’draggedvthis man outsﬁde and rubbed his face in the
gravel for séying something like that about his weight problem. ﬁ;
felt 11ke’doing that now. But he was beyond tha; kind of fighting.
It was immature, and even now he.ﬁe1t embarrassed for having been
such a redneck:-with his buddies. This crazy man could ramble on ali
he wanted, he wégnft going to upset Alvin.

"I have a suggestion for you, son," the mén said. "Rather than
-travé] to the city by car every day, why don't you walk, or betterl
yet, jog evéry day. Then every day you'd be travelling just»a pif
1ighter.a |

Alvin stood up fn a rush, -knocking over his chair. He felt his
face get hot and he was ready to charge the man, but he stopped
short_when the girl suddenly spun around on her stool, jumped off,
and walked towards him. The man 1mmed1ate1y grabbed for theﬁgir1,
but the cld woman said, "Leave her."

The .girl set Alvin's chair back on its legs and sat in another

chair near his..



A]vﬁn, confused and still glaring at the man, slowly sat‘dOWn.
vThe girl leaned towards him. "Pleasé help me to get away," she

whispered. A

" the man'safd'

\

"whatever she's saying, don't listen LO her,

1oud1y "We call her>u‘5

p-sign'. Her face stops you dead every

P .._

Q .

v

time' you look at it, Ma, ha." ’ ‘f; - “,”;L,3’

Alvin noticed that her face was very red “bﬁt7tﬁere WES

pl

o

something about her face and eyes that he had not’notwced frrw a
greater d1stance Her skin looked dry ahd f 9«y; but- her Face and
eyes were round and;fle of expresswon: _C?x5.7rfa. r;v[JJ" : i ) OJ}%
She poured odt avstream of jumb]edf@drd§}1%?1eas§7§et me aday > ‘e~§,
from them, please don't, don't let them:také~me:deﬁdugé she won't['j
and they WOn;t Jef}me go andé@e}deats me, always’beatﬁng me.and
yapp1ng at me and—»p]ease:kean 't yOUuhe1p me,;can "t you7 I have to
get away from théqﬁaplease : .won t\you,,Vdu/he1p me; afan t you
take me to the ﬁ§ﬁ1ce or someth1ng?“ "
Her face was eVeh redder than befOre;.and she 1ooked scared.

This has got to bgi%ome K1nd of- bad Jﬂke A1v1n thou@ht 6he S as

‘,u u

gnutty as he is. F\h&l]ﬁgahe sa1d* "Why don~£§you #nd your friends é
i ! ,‘ X
. Just leave, okay? We “iewv sked you to Ldme here ‘
) e . ;’ o RGN
"GIRLLT SRR

"The giri jumped out of her chair. It.was the old woman's
voice, hollow and numbing”as +f someone had opened the door to let
the cold wind'in. The g1r1 S eyes were fu]] of fear. The WOman was

!

1ook1ng into her coffee mug, which she held in both hands, her
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elbows resting on the - .nter. "Girl," she said again, "get in the
car. td, t;ke her to the car." .

The man walked to Alvin's table. "Excuse me, son," he said,
and he clutched the girl's wrist, ”Eut she's got to go now. Sorry."
Then he 1ooked at the girl and said, "When will you give it up?" - He
pul{;d her towards the entran;:; kiﬁkgd the door open, and gave a >
bsharp Jerk oﬁ her arm to get her oﬁts%de.

The old woman put some money on the counter. "So 1569, boys,"
she sang in a horrible voice. "It's been nice knowing that I knew
you from the start. Sometimes I have to work and worry a bit, but
this was real nice." :.She winked at Alvin as she walked out, her eye |
heavy with blue eye shadow. _

Alvin and Mike looked a@;each other, and then Mike came wahkiqg.
towards Alvié's tab]e.)

"What did that girl want?" Mike asked.

”T-don'f know, she was-b]athering apout~gett1ng away from them.
She said the man and woman were holding her captive, ana she wanted
ne tedhs

&7 And.you didn't do anything?"

ke her to the police."

(e

\ﬁWH;t did you want me to do? She was just as cracked as they
were. It was proBab]y some stupid joke."

| "1 don't believe it!" Mike was getting more angry than Alvin
had ever seen:him. "I suspected something from the start, but I had
no waj of knowing for sure. . ." He looked directly at Alvin, "Why

didn't .you do something. A1? You couldof--"



E

5

"Why didn't you, 1% youvsu§pected somethiné?”

"She cdme up to you;'damn 1f. A gird Eomes up fo you fbr help
.anﬁ'you send her away? 1 can't be1ieve,it—ﬁyou'and youk‘dﬁiveféity
_crap. 'WHat good is school if it teachés'y@ﬁlfhat?” |

“Lay off,‘ﬁike! Three nut-cases cbme in here and now you're

Qoing ape. I'll nevér see.her aéain“‘ Théy were all crézy. If you
wamtAto do somethiﬁg so badly Why don'f.you go chase after them?

You're too scared, that's why. You're all big talk now that there's

¥ fothing to do. That's your life, Mike. Locked up in this hole

4becau§e you're too afraid to do anything, too afraid to take a

~ chance."

. o ' . '
"You're the one who had the chance to help," Mike said calmly.
C"I'm not talking about that! Geez, you're slow. ['m talking
about you and this stinking restaurant, I'm talking about you visit-

ing my mother, I'm talking about the hundred and one chances.

Forget it. Ju§t forget-it, Mike." Alvin stormed out of the

- restaurant, his entire body tense with anger. He wanted to hit
':something or someone, to swing at sometﬁing with all his anger. One

%&g@\of Mike's cats was sitting near the door and Alvin tried to kick the

living shit‘out of the cat, but the cat leapt away easily. A -
Alvin got fﬁto his truck, sfarted it up, and revved the engine
to a high, thunderouslscream. His 400 four barrel, yeah. Fuck
Mike. He put the pick-up in reversé and spdﬁ thg tiresvﬁard on the
gravel. Then he s]ammgd it into éear and spun out of the parking

lot, the engine roaring. After going a mile north, he was on the
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- gravel road heading west to their acreage. .He wa? ébing‘fast now--
60, 65, 70 miles per hour. He gazed at the.red-ba11 sun directly in _
front of him; it looked as if it was sinking into the road up ahead,
s1iding out of sight between the yellow fields of wheat on either

'

side. k
He hit the brakes in complete shock when he realized that he

had raced right past the turp-off to their acreage.. He had gone'
| about three miles too far. He strpped in a cloud of dust.and stared
at the sinking red sun. Then he bowed his head, his hands still on
the steering whée1, the pick-up ;hling quietly in the‘middle of the
gravel road. He closed his eyes, but he could still see the red-
‘ball image and it reminded g;;rof the girl's red face. He tried
desperately to recall the details of that face, but it all remained
hazy--no clearer than the image of the sun burnt into the black of

his closed eyes. o



\\\\YS : A Dying Caribou : . |

-

When they arrfve at Calling Lake on Friday evening théy are
giddy. Away for the weekend! He calls it a glorious autumn
evening, and he asks her if she doesn't think it‘sswonderful,thag
they can relax and do whatevef they waﬁt-—do nathing!--for an enfire
weekend. -

“MostAwonderfu1," she says;

' He sTips into his mock-wdrdswbrthian,mode, trying not to laugh,
"Oh, the épi?it moving through this crimson lake, this forest glade
and gu}éjing brook; listen to the still sad mus{c-Q"

" She tells him not to get a hard-on about it all.

He grabs her by the waist and says, "Why not?"
“Save it," she says.

"Did we only bring éne condom?"

They laugh.

They wanf to be alone, so they walk about a hundred metres into
the bush and find a small clearing to camp in. th that‘there are
‘QEZ) other people in the iso]&ted’campground——just two big
4motorhomes, actually--up for fishing, or maybe hunting. It's

, hgnting séason. But they dom't want.snoE-faced brats coming'up to
them, sucking on chocolate baré or p]ayfng with marshmallows. “or

even worse, kids asking to roast marshmallows?on their fire because

67



the kids' parents are inside play1ng car»x

their camp. That happened once.

kid comes up to them anyway. It's inevitable.
snot-faced. He has curly brown hair and he's wear1ng’a brown woolen
sweater, and he just stares at the two of them wwth round eyes.

"What's wrong?" she asks the little boy.

“Nothﬁng,"<the boy says ahd he follows them down the narrow
path.

"Where are yeu going?" he asks the little boy.

"Nowhere." |

"Then scram. Beat it!"

"Why should I?" |

He smiles, but has no reply. The kid's mot as dumb as you
might expect. They drop the luggage at the small clearing they have
chosen for a camp.

"Are you camping out here 'cause it's éérke\ .nd scarier?" the
boy asks excitedly.-

"No," helseys. "We're camping here 'cause we don't want little
boys snooping around'oUr camp." |

"0Oh," says the bey,,end he turns around éhd wa)ks back down the
darkening path. ’ . ,"

They re glad to see h1ngo They,HOn'f go camping very often,
, but when they do it's str1ct1y for a’chance fo get away from it all.

P
A chance to be alone. Usua]]y they go. to fhe mounta1ns, but th1s

-
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time they thought it might be fun to try some fishing at a northern
lake on what promises to be an Indian summer w§ekend. When he was
younger he used tg,go fishing on lakes like this with his father.
But that was aTways in a.fishing Boat; now they only have a canoe.

On the long drive up to Calling Lake they had discussed Qhat
they wou]d(gnd wouldn't do tgzs weekehq. "And let's not talk about
school,"” he had said.

"Or our families," she séid.
"Or -the church.”
"Or the gover ert."
“Or the recesZ?on.”.
"Or social diseases."v
) "Or nuclear weadons."” ﬁ“- , b
"Or the third™ rld."
"Jr South Afric..’
"Or Nicaragua."
"Or Ronald Rea.an." :
O
"Or the Academy ‘warcs." ‘
And then they had c.rst out laughing, unable to keep it up.
:“What will we talk about?" she had'éxc1a1med sa;castica11y.
“About us or nothing," he ¢.id.
They set up the small canQas tent, and then she tries to get a
fire going.

“Look at the sun drowhing in the lake!" he says. "Tomorrow

~we'Tl fish it out with the jack and pickerel."



she looks at him and groans. "If you don't help me with this
fire you'll be drowning in the lake." .

They have been marﬁieq for a little over a year now, and
they're both in tH;ir fourth yéar of university.. His major is
history and heff.is Eng{ish. Just 1ast night they we}e talking
about one of their favourite topics-—wh&t{wi11 they do when they're
finishéd.schoo1? They realize they're'approagﬁﬁng that stage where
the pressures to Jo1n the Faculty of Education are becom1ng stronger
and stronger. After al, they have to make money. Just ask their
parents about that one(/\ﬁctua11y, you could ask them just as well.
- They could tell you a‘101 about what 1t's 1ikeAto live M a one;
bedroom basement suite. . .“with a-70 year old ]andlqrd 1iving above.
you. | .
So their discussion last nigﬂi, as usual, focused on their
entrapment.. They really have no cho1ce but to go into teach1ﬁg If
the Faculty of Educat1on doesn't swa]]ow them up, they will s1mp1y
spend more weary years at grad- schoo] until they end up teach1ng
anyway. It's a cruel system. A bitter irdny. They often Jjoke
about it: "Why didn't anyone tell us that a liberal arts education
would close so‘many doors; so quickly? You get into it thinking,
'what thé‘heck. . .what else is thfre to do. . .it's juét a general
education, and I can always branch off.' And the next thing you

know you're staring down the throat of the mighty Faculty.of Ed.

You're rolling down a one-way track, tumbling along a conveyor belt



towards a pile of. . ." There are an infi = u=ber (- 173 €S one
can use to describe this game, this proce-

However, if they could be assured of i0b “hz, would botn WP
into the Fecalty of .. (as he sometiges ty weéd fjrs;. “ney
would gladly become teachers. And they woula L= c.od *ach »s. toc
Damn ‘good. Teaching isn't”so bad. . .probably. Ncs, n o~
fourth year of university, their big fear is that they mignt never
" be able to tedhh! \Buf, of couréé,‘this doesn't alter their attitude
towards thefgystem.

These are some of the things they-decided they wouldn't talk
abéut at Calling Lake. It was okay to talk about them last night,
while taking a break from studying and while 1isten1ng to Paul Simon
sing,

Well, 1 have no opinion about this
.And 1 have no opinion about that,
but out here they will definitely have to put all that behind them.

They open zhe lawn chairs and put tﬁem side by Eide in front of
the dancing fire..- Through the narrow trees they can see the glass
lake, the impressionistic sky. Jhey taik about thé subtle beauty of
Northern Canadian landscapes; they make coffee on the campstove; -
they watch the warm fall day slip into night. But when the sun's
‘gone, chill sets in fast and they scoot into the tent eér]y, eager
to make love, which they do without fail the first night-of every
_camping trip. A kind of ritual. The best thing about sex outdoors

-1s the solid ground--no squeaking bed mimicking the rhythm, no
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~zealous Tandlord khocking on.ihe ceiling wi;HAﬁﬁs.canggz This is
their little canvas space on the broad onést f]oqfi;they agree it
.musf be the way it's meant to be done. The cold air in your nose, ' .ﬁf
'fing1ing until your skin begins to glow defiantly. And/ﬁg/11kes the.

stippery nylon.of the dacron sleeping bags--synthetics heve theigg?F

e
~¥ ,&gﬁ :

place, no doubt. : .‘ | - éfﬁ\

Saturdag.is grey and wié;y. The forecast had ‘been for é@ear
skies right £Hrough, but now it almost feels like snow. They try to
make the best of it. But with the bare trees shivering, it isn't.
easy.‘ The first thing they do is walk to the lake. It is a black
and white photograph. No movement except the cnoppy wateri JWhite
‘foam on the rocky-sand shore, a grey log, and then they do, at
least, see a sandpiper scurrying across paeked wet sand, oE&?vious
to the weakher.

They work hard at breakfast, but the eggs go.@old anyway. The
+ "m’

‘coffee is good, though. Hot. They drink cups o F St
the thermos.
"Should we canoe along the shore?" he says. "Maybe try a

little fishing?"

, :
“Sure.) _
///// 4

On the big lak they fight to get at least a few metres away
from the gpore, aw  “rom the hollow echo of canoe against rock.
‘The wind is an axe. .ooking across, they see grey, a black line of

trees, and grey forever, a menacing Kurelek sky. This is some fun,
. MY
£

B
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he thinks. From grey city to grey lake. The wind pushes the canoe .

w
A

into bending reeds.
~Maybe one kilometre along the shore she says N“Let s get out of
this wind for a while | |
Under spruce they hear more wind, but feel 1és§. Her long hair
is frayed rope, h1s short hair is+a new punk cut. They're quiet for . )
a long time, sitting on the cold dry ground. .r1n§}1y, he says, "I.

can't stand this! You want to have a qu1et re}axing weekend and_’

look what you get. A cold wind that makes you feel like shit."”

She says,. "I know." After a while she says, "Don't you‘:
sometimes want to just get away from q]T*of this? Somewheré;,‘
completely different. Away from~fami]y, a new éthoo].i};

“I've had it with school,"” he‘§ays. "1 ;eally don't know if
'Y qo backjat;er this year. Sure we joke about 1t--§oing into
education andﬂa11. But I don't kn?iL Maybe we should JUSt grab
what we can get. . . .Isn't this r1d1cu1ous7 H1d1ng in the bush in
northern Albertak“ He laughs, short and hollow. “Aren't you sick
and t1red of our crumby bas;ment suite?" A

But they-are interrupted by a sound.‘:Leaves crackling. And

then voices. Loud voiées, shouting, 1aughing. They see three men

in plaid sweaters, orange caps, rifles po1nt1ng down.

"Goddamm1t Eddie! You couldn't hit the broad side of a

. ~
broad."

ey



[
The men enter the spruée forest. "“Ohhh, lookee here!" one of

them says. "What have we here?" The hunters stare at them. "Two

1ittle love birds."

They Took gruff, he notices, as if they've been in the wind for

t

days. Whiskers. . .and whiskey, probabiy. : C?——/’/ﬂ\\\

One of them mutters, "lLev's leat. . .less leave the love

157s. "

The other two Taugh hysterically.
_.“Ihéy stand up to face the three men.

The tall one, who seems most sober, says, "You folks see any

! &
st

R _.' game in_these‘pérts?“ And again they all laugh. "Game! you kﬁowlg '
' deér, elk, moose, cériboul“ He turns to one of his buddies a%d
says,.il think they thought I meant Monopoly or Clue o; Life."
Peals of hoarse laughter turning to hacking coughs, choking. "See,
~ we want to get us.some game. Big game. Big fun."
| “Cat got your tongues?" one of thé shorter me; 5ays.
“Qe faven't seen any game," he says t n, trying to keep his
eyes steady on the tall man. |
"No, I don't suppose‘you‘would of. We pretty much cleaned out
this area. Well, you have yourselves a swell time.". They leave
//ﬁ-\\zhickgking._There is a beer bottle in the ta}l one"s back pocket.
;// ’ "E%t'é go,“zshe'says.
/f~’/ﬁf/the campgrouhd_beach they roll on shore with whité foam.

/" There is a terrible steady knocking of aluminum fishing boat against
Y :

the pier. The smell of weeds and an old man cleaning fish on a
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small wooden table. A few gu11sigjncjﬁng, fighting wildly against

~ the wind only to let go and glide gracefu]ﬂjﬁ ‘A black dog. charging

towards fhem, barking, followed by-four fat peoplgnghq comg{gight
up to the canoe, panting and shouting: “Have you..:did you...just a
kid...see, this high...10 years, our'son..;just a kid...all |
morning...brown curly haif, in a btrown sweéter. L y_}
They both stare from the canoe, dnd whern the veices stop, hé
séys, "No. No kid. ‘Just some hunters." | |
“”) ; One of the men—-véry big and round, wearing noth{ng but b]ﬁe

sweats and a white t—shirt--asks if they'11-help to look for his .

‘boy; o | 'fk\

"Of course,

she says. .
: : -
They pull the canoe on sho nd start searching down the

L

narrow path. They're sure the Hosey kid wandered' back to their -

- camp. But he isn't there. Not even a sign of him. They move(

4 .
further and further along the shore, in the direction they had just

come frq% with the canoe. There is an old overgroﬁn road.

"Maybe he,wenf down,here,"‘she»says. /fhey quickly starpjdown
the road, winding—tfrough poplar. Affer a Qﬁi1é‘Fhey13ee"a beer
bottle in the middle of the'fbad. The Tabel-is not faded, and there
are beads of moisturé‘on 1t; “Would he be this far out?" she asks.

“Could easily be:" | | |

And then just off the road is aaustle of dry ]eaveg., Aﬁtlers
b1ending 'wig brén,ches! No, it's an arm holding the antlers! Cuﬂy

brown hair. - ) -
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"Hey!" he'shéﬁts a%'the boy. . .

But the-boy doesn't even 1bokl He\%hﬁs, antlers held high, and
they chase through brush, slashing and grey-brown whipping them in
' tﬁe face. Dan a hill the kid runs like wind, bounding across a
clearing and into sparse poplar; the kid'§ getting away, maybe fifty
metres ahead of them. Then a roar that seems to rip the very -earth.
Sp]intefing wood. Echoing boom echoing. The kid is down.

But he stops chasing. He can't move. She's coming up behind
him. 'B‘utjhé"-'s paralyzed. That rifle shot, that bullet ripping in.to
that little boy. He can't move. A gaping hole, blood soaking the
brown sweater, soaking the yellow grass, the yellow leaves.

She- comes up behiﬁd-him. fCome(on!" she shouts, and runs past
f him towards the 1ittle boy, who 1s dowﬁ and out of'sight.b She finds
the boy.1y1ng'in:the tong grass, smiling with eyes bright and eek{e.

The boy puts a finger to his mouth, ”Shhhh.ﬁ

He comes ruﬁning up beside her. Theré’%s no blood. No gaping
wound. | /

“1'm shot," the boy say;.

"Where!" they shout.

"I'm dying," the boy says.

They kneel down. There is no blood. “Where‘areiyou shot1" heA

SCreams.

'~l‘ N

“il'm a dying caribou, shot in
the heart." The boy rolls on his ba

5

“Ih the heart," the boy says.
and af1 that's on his swéater

is dead leaves and yellow grass. '



She stands up, looking around. Where did the shot come from?
s The distant hills? Where did the bullet go? Those hunters, she
thinks. It had to be those half-drunk hunters. She turns back fo

the boy still on the ground.

77 -

. LN
"Get up!" he shouts. "Wh-t cre you doing running around.in tpe -

2 4
TR B’%.‘*ﬁ

bush with & pair of antlers!? Are you crazy!?"
“No," the boy says. his big eyes shifting into confusion and .

Al

~ fear. He slowly gets up, wiping at the «dead leaves and grass. .

"Well, you almost got killed!" He's hysterical with rage.
"Come on!" And he pulls the boy by the arm.

They walk towards the campground. The boy exp]ainé that he
wanted to be a caribou, thgt's all. That he was a caribou.

"Did you realize you could have been shot ouf there?" he asks.
"Do you know it's hunting season?"

"0f course,"” the boy says. "I was a caribou."

Meanwhi]e,‘she's walking along in a kind of daze,[still trying
to get past the why-question. Why wou\d a kid do soﬁething 1ike
that? Rhnhing with the antlers, sure. But pretending\toﬂbe a dyigg
caribou? | |

"Guess where caribou come from," the boy says: 5 -

"Hush," he says. |

“Up north," ;hergays eagerly, looking at the boy. v

S

"Yeah, but you dBn't know where," the boy says, looking at her

challengingly. "They come from the tundra, and they migraine to the
§ .
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forests in the fall, and they fight wjth their antlers ‘caﬁse SO
many people whnt to shoot them."

"Migraine?" saé laughs.

"Yeah, they migraine down tne same trails eQery year and
nothing stops them. - If ®there's a river or a iake, they swim across
and sometimes'drown, but they always gc--"

"It's migrate," he says. "And the bulls only fiéht with their
antlers during breeding season.”

But the boy isn't 115ten1hg to him, she notices. Instead, the
boy is staring at the grey lake behind the .1 Vines of poplar

trunks.

"Do you want to see my lake casf]e? “he © y suddenly asks.
“A sand castle?" she says. | )

"No, a real castle!" \

"Forget it," he says, "we're almos there

‘The gravel campground opens before them w L th 3 cold blue RCMP
car'in the center and big men with yell w 5 -ipes 160k1ng official.

"Let's not tell them about the rif - 10t," she whispéxs to
him. | |

"Why not?"

”Becauses:”-she stops when she sees that one of the RCMP
officerslis iooking‘at,them.

They hand the boy over to the police--the parents -are still dn the

bush, searching--but they say nothing about the rifle shot. ‘They
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0ﬁ1y te]l“thé’RCMb.abqut “ree rough-looking hunters who appear to
>7have bééﬁ'dr%nking." | | )
h%hét would bé Kim and his buddies," one ofuthe bfficers nods,
withdﬁt a trace of concern on hiscface.' I
It's early evening when they gef back to thejr private camp.
-The wind hasn't given up yet, but they manage to get a sma11 fire
going for some wa;mth.*~For supper they heat up left over spaghetti
-~ from home. And they talk about the boy the whole tfme.'

“An ignorant kid;“ he says.

"What was,theré about him, though?" she.asks. ""His eyes. His
laughing eyes? Such freé@om and imagination and danger, and yet no
fear." o

"But he could have been killed! That bullet must havé'been
close!"

“The way he said, 'I'm a dying caribou.'" Thély both laugh,

2

recalling that. But it'v not a'full laugh; it's nervous and e
awkward. It doesn't linger. The wind rips 1t.awa§2 o i

279

After supper they walk to the dark lake's edge. Endless WaVes

and her runners gef wéf:‘ Tﬁe:grey 15 turning darker.‘ Had it been-
grey all day, then? She can't-wemember now. She thinks that
perhaps the sun was pééking through fhis'afternoon. But thep, no,
no, it must have been uniformly grey.

1Stand1ng at the lakeshore, they are right up against the wind's

steel edge.
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"Doesn't it seem like there's‘nothing bﬁt endless bush?" he )
says. "Just more bush and more lakes. Dense bush and hundreds of
lakes that you can't get across. No cities. No roads to take us

' —
out of here."”

"No," she says, "It doesn't seem like that to me."

He picks up a small rock and throws it as far’as he éan into
the lake.

"T don't know," he says. "Maybe we should go home first thing
tomorrow morn{gg. ‘It‘s no goéd here, with this weather. [ still
have to fill out that applicatibn form for U of 4, and I should
probably work on that Castiglione paper, and [ want--"

She says, "Shhh, Derek. Don't. Don't. . .let's go for a
swim., " s
He starﬁ% at her. _ ’

"C'mon," she laughs, "let's go swimming."
”What,jare you crazyf It'11 be freezing."
"We won't feel it," she says. "Come on!" She pulls her
‘ sweatef'over her head, takes off all her clothes, and runs into the
water 1fke a child on a summer beach. |
) He watches the grey wéter spTash around her thigﬁs.‘ She leans
into the lake and:the waves swirl around her white bqék;
"Wait! "Rebecca!" he sﬁouts, fraﬁticdl}y tryikg to pull off all

his clothes at once. "Wait for me!"

-
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"Well, HOWvold are you, Meg?? Donald says. "Wait, let me
quess. ~ Twenty-eight?" s o K
"Don!t" Jenny says andngVes him a- Tight slap on the arm.
"Don't be so rude." |
”Thirty—twp,”.l say. i
”Thirty—twd!” Donald exclaims.
"Well, you don't look it," Jenny says. = , ‘ '”fﬂwg
"What doés tnirty-two look 1ike?" I say, but Jenny'ju;ﬁ‘smiles.
She doesn't know what to say because I'm short and kind of chubBy »
and my hair is red and [ have freckles. "How old are you two, ,?v
then?" I ask. . - 8
| "T'm twenty-seven and Jen's twenty-six," Donald says.
#2 0 "How n;ée,J [ mutter. But I mustn't be nasty. |

Donald f:il11s our half-empty glasses Withgghe remaining draught

~—

and says, "Should we order another pitcher?"

”Maybe we--""

3

. "Sure," é interrupt, before Jenny can say "maybe we shouldn't",

or "maybe we should go". I'm terribly thirsty tonight. And I'm

b

curious to learn more about this tbup1e, Donald and Jenny, my new

.~

Riverdale, I think it's called. 1%yl only been

81
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-

here a week, so I'm not very familiar with the city. There was él
small sign on a bulletin board at the university: "Co-op Houéing.
Cheap Rent. Phone: 429-3646." So 1 phoned, and here I am--tﬁmb]ing‘
iﬁto another:city with new people o live with. Universities are
good for that--finding cheap'places ro live.- When I 1ived in Buenos
Aires I_fohnd an excellent place that way. And when [ spent a
summekrin Pa;is, I was able to, stay in the resfdence for most of the
time. 1It's funny though, I've never actua1)y studied at a
uhiVersity&\‘

It wd&«gxtremq1y hot‘today; I think it got up to’26. It was my
first day at work——de1iver%ng mail. Did I sweat. When I gét,hpmé
Jenny made me a glass of iced tea. .That was nice. And during
supper she looked at me -and sm%leq (it crossed my mind, then, that.
she was being motherly and 'sympathetic--two characteristiQ§ [ abhor.”
But I tried-to convince myself that she wassjust being kind; Trying
to make me feel at home). .Then she suggegted going out for a drfﬁk
to a smatl, cool, shady lounge. Donald looked ;% her as if a ghost
had spoken. _ : ' o '

"We]l,"‘she said, "it's so hoé. What else is there to do?"

~ Donald and Byron and Sy1Q1a (was it Sylviaf | don't even know
211 their names yet) laughed.

-

"Thi< is rare," Donald said. "I should mgrk it down
. .

somewhere."
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_ "0OK, b.s." Jenny said, smiling, but looking un;omfortab]e or
perhaps angry as well. "What do you say, Meg?" she asked. “un1d
you like to come out for a drink with us?" ¥

.”I'd love to."

So, here we are; sitting in a run-down dqyntoWn bar.- Downtown -
and downstairs. Itls a smoky hole, but it's tiie only place where we
could find a table. A jazz band is sweating oﬁ a small platform in
one corner.._ Their 1ight éhow consists of a blue and red f]oodl;ght.

Every song is eithe

1]
Y

r blue or red.. This one's blue; the next will be
red. A couple Eéb¥és down from us someone is‘p1$y1ng Pac-man and

taking careful sip% from his drink with each pause in the.géme. My
/ .

~ senses are a little wavy, a little smoky.

"I7 you lived all over half the world, why did you come to

Edmonton?" Donald asks. On his face is a grin of confidence, as if

he were saying, I know what the world thinks of a city like this.

-

I'm not as small-minded aﬁd‘provinc1a1 as you might think. He has a

qwe1ﬁ-groomed mustache, and his brownish hair is not too short and

‘ &
nat too long, and his eyes are not quite blue, but they aren't green

-

'either,'and his body is well-proportioned, but not muscular.

. "I was born here," 1 sag.
“You were?" Jénhy says.
"Yup. ‘Lived here fbr eight years."
"Well, isn't that interesting," Jeﬁny saysg

I don't see what's so.interesting about it, but I don't say

anything.
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"What brought you back?" Donald asks. "Do your parents still
live here?" E |

"My what! Mx'parents?” 1 try to -Taugh. "No, of course not,
why? What are yoﬁ. . . How should@ I know what brought me back?

‘Nothjng brought me back." Why are thev askirg all these questions?

“1've got to reverse this and start asking them some questions; “So,

you're both stlddying at the university?"

“Donaﬁd is. I'm working in child-care development."

"Right. [ remember-now. You told me the first day I was here.

And you're 1in medicine, right Donald?"

You betrwi " He takes a big swallow of beer.

"What year*”

"Fifth year of university. ['ve got three years left in
medicine." N )

I refuse to say "wow" o;'bfgféﬁd that I'm impressed. He's
looking for it, though. 1 can ted1. Probablx gets that line
whenever he tells people about his studies, his career. His life.
But th am 1 being so mean? ['ve got nothing against these people.

We drink more beer. Are we runniﬁg out of things to say to
each other already? They seeﬁﬁso young. So hopeful and eager.

[ nght a éigarette énd watch some of tﬁe others in the bar.

The jazz musﬁcians have stopped playing and theyﬁre sitting at a

table of pseudo- art1st mus1c1an 1nte11ectua1 types, like th°mse1ves.

Repy1s1ve In the corner of the bar is a group of bouncy h1gh-

sch%%ﬂers They re probably old enough to be here, but why wou1d
g t

Bl

Y
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they want to be? ﬂ4igh-schoo]ers listening to jazz? Of course,
maybe they couldn't find a table or stool in any other. lounge
either.

It's a very‘dark bar. The walls are what? Wood panelling? 1
can't tell. At least this bar has no theme--it's not British pub,

“or California suburb, or Mexican, or Western. [It's plain, smelly,
“dark, hole-in-the-ground bar. |

"Excuse me, sir," I say to the waiter; "Can we éet another
pitcher over here? Thank .you."

. Donald laughs in a controlled, deep way. "Big drinker, eh?"

"Not really, Doctor Donald. it's just this nagging thirst I
have. . .eﬁl” My head is light and I'm'fééigng ébod. .

Jenny bursts out laughing at what ['ve said. I smile, and then
to my great surprise there %s sququy something between us, some
connection. Eye to eye. Or j;ait”just because ['ve had a lot of
beer. But I like her laugh. jﬁbctor Donald. She can®see the
hu&our, the stupidity in th@ii In what?' In serious Donald being a
serious doctor. Or can ‘she?~

—

"What's so funny?" Donald says, but the waiter comes with the -

pitcher and we have ko round up tQ'Pmoney. ‘They don't even run you
W E & w Ny
i . .
a. tab here.

“"Jeh, how did you canvince your dad to go hiking with us,

anyway?" Donadd asks in'a new tone.

4
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“I'm not really sure. I was gettiné on his case again abouth
quﬁtfing,°and I was thinking about how deadening thét place'is; and
then it struck me that he shou1d go hiking with us." .

"Where does your father work?" 1 ask. -~

"Oh, jn a packing p]qg},” Jenny says softly.

| "Capital Packers,” Donald says.’

"He has to get out of there," Jenny says. "That summer I
werked there a]moit did me in. Packing hunks of meat into boxes all.
day. It's a terri%%e place."” ’

Donald shakeé%bis head. Tsk, tsk.

"You know, I d&@'t think my déd's ever hikea in the mountains
for more than an hour with re]atives from Holland. And then
probab1y along some aspha1t path !

,.9»03 :
"Is your father an t%m1grant7” [ ask, and T really wan}; to know

:g‘,
2

all of a sudden. RN
«*n

"Yeah. He came from Ho]ﬁwnd in the early fifties.

iy

know, Don, when we're out there ﬁbxt weekend, ['m going to ta]k to

=

himﬁ On some backwoods tra11, or swtt1ngQ1found thelf*re I!m going:

to expTawn to hwm ance ard for all why he has t@’ @aV@.that factory.

~ When he's out of h1s element, out of his home and out of the city,

maybe he'll be convinced."
"Do you really think that will work?" | say. “What are the
mountains going to do for an immigrant factory worker? Of course |

don't know your father, but my father is an immigrant and. . .well,

I can't imagine a European immigrant listening to the lofty theories

[N



of his--" Suddenly there is open, vicious anger all over Her face.
Burnidg‘éyes. What am [ saying? What»have I éaid? “0h, I'm
sorry," I quickly say. "Really, [ didn't mean to offend——b -

But she looks awa;} A11 I can see is her bouncy blonde hair,
cut’b{unt and short, and her pale neck, and the daﬁgTing silver
earrings.

“Lét‘sfhave some more beer," Dona]d'says.

[ feel terrible. How ignorant of me to criticize her good -
intentions, as if 1'm an authority on handling fathers.

But now Jehny is sulking, and if there's anything(l can't stand
it's people sulking, fee]ing sorry for themsél&és:' S0 when she
finally does turn to face me I’ah relieved, and even more so when I
see that she is still angry. | *

"What, you obvicusly don't understand," she says, "is what it's
like to see your dad come home from a factory comb‘ete]y wiped out.
Day after day, year after year, I remember him coming up the

1

sidewalk with his eyes on the grourd, drained--" Her chin is

\shaking.

"Oh, Jenny, I'm sorry. [ had no right to say what T did. 1
was, | don't know... .thinking of my father, I guess. . ."

"Does your father work in.a factory?" Donald asks.

"What? No. No, he doesn't."

"What does he do?"

"Why?" T say much too suddenly.

"Oh, I'm sorry," Donald says, "Taboo subject, right?"

(NpeREg
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"No, no. . .it's just. . .no." And then I'm talking in a
‘§frange shaky voice and looking at Jenny, "I remember when I was
Just a kid 1 waé in the car withvmy,dgd;f Why am [ saying this? |
never talk about my dad. "It m@St‘haQé ..en here, in Edmonton. We
were downtown and he was.géttiné really upset because of the
traffic. vHe hated driQing, and he swore‘at the cars in front of us,
and I said, 'They can't help it, Dad,' and then he swore at me, and
he. . .he got so mad at me." Jenny and Dbna]d are staring at me 1in
shock. What am I saying? "And I remember secretly praying that
more cars wou1d-come,and block our way. I'prayed'for fifty
accidents~a‘ Suddenly I crack up laughing. I'm laughing
hysterically, my body shaking. I-try to finish the sentence,
"Fifty--" is all I can say befbre ['m heaving again. And then Jen£>\\ ‘
sprays out the beer in her mouth she Has to laugh so hard. Beer
coming up through her nose.  Now we're all convulsing, shaking our
table and chairs. My eyes are streaming.. I try again, "l prayed

for fifty accidents--" bit th&} won't let me go on. “Fifty

- accidents in front of (uficontrollable laughter). . ;jn front of us
with (mofe laughter). . .with cars on all sides so that m. father--"
' - .
And then I really rOar,v“. . .so0 that my father could get as mad as

he pleased." Donald is slapping his thigh., I have no 1dea why we
are laughing. T don't even know these people.
And then we\étop, slowly. A few chuckles, wide grins. [ look

N

at Jenny and smile faintly. "I'm sorry, Jen." : - d

S’
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She reaches oQt her hand and tOUChes:me on the shi

okay," she\géys. And 1 belfeve her.

- W

The jazz band has Started up again, but it is not good Jazz.

The guy on‘éaxophone is flat-*no soul, and nothing connects.

N finish our draught and leave.

«

'lhasn‘tyset.

2

sandé1s’and’pa1ntéd toenails. "I think I'm a little, just a
. ) n :

- ! .
Mmmm. B _ -

LR A
- - We'laugh, and Donald puts an arm around Jenny.

{“Ah, Jen, you lush, you can't g;én handle 5 few glasses

. - . )
dfaught,"_he says rathegZ}oudly: trying to walk very fall to

- ——

that hércan handle his. )

3 . W

-a red light. On green they're o in a-roar. They look sharp in

Outsiqe, the evenfﬁ@ﬁair,ﬁéxceol and alive, and the sun

| "Whoooeee," Jenny says slowly, Tooking at.hE% bare feet i

The

‘bass is mindless and mechanical.  The red floodlight is on. We

stille

prove

We walk east down Jasper gvghue. Four,big‘moto%bikes'Yumb]e at

N

their leather suits on. their identical bikes. . They look sharp and

. - ridiculous racing down the-main drag of this oviﬁgrown prairie town.

In.any toWn, big or small, the best parades are the spontaneous ones

on Saturday night. - R

r

light t
; ) , f ”

Tw;)iustitutes stand at a street corner, énd under the street-

look 1ike pale greenwax. But we‘rg under the same

,'/ _)
street-1ight, and I wonder if we look just as'hdrrid to them as-they

‘“w{ 100k to us. J//ﬁ‘\‘\\ .
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"1 Jike downtowns,” 1 say. MA1Y the dirt and grime gnd

X

concrete ahd the jﬂghts gnd the weirdest:peop1e. Just the weiidest,
most hepeless. o ‘
| Jenny smiles faintly, po1iteﬁy; but her eyes are saying&_”what
'the he]% are you talking about?"
Donald says it, “Nhatilhé hell are you getting at?"
“In a]1bth1s ug11ness'” I shout, “and suddenly I m aware again
of all the beer I drank--its bizarre effects.. "There's 1ife here,”
I“say éoft]y,ttrying“for a 1itt1é more control.  "People are a1wéys

cry1ng for the past,£ f&%

!"'
right befare our eyec“ s what cr it~ The past is shit." I look at

Zgood-o1d-days, blah, blah, blah. What's

o them, cha]lengwng]y "Do yO{\ e who o [ mean? To 1ook at th1ngs as
g%éx rea]]y are.
) 'Wou should be a socio]ogist,“-Donala says. "You know, urban-
ization or something." |
“No thanks," I say. "I'm not 1ﬁto stas:—sti, stastictics--
cbhnting things." |
" Jenny laughs. “Thaffs a stupid word," she says.
“Tt's-a good word," Donald says. |
"Good as gbld?“.l say.
“You oettar believe it," Hé saysz
"And nice ashell,” I say.
We walk down a woqdeﬁ stairway into the river valley. It is a

wide, meandering valley, fullg,f rugged, northern-looking trees.

90 .
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Funny that I don't remember this valley as a kid when we lived here.

But then, wéV]?ved in the north-ené, nowhere néir thd river.

"Hey, Meg?" Jenny says with a catch éf geﬁQiné eiciteﬁent.
"Why don't you‘come hiking in thelmoghtains'with us next weekend?"

[«look at her. Her face is bright: Why 1s she sofk{nd and and
considerate? 1'm only a house:hate.. “Uh,_ékay, surg. I'dklike'
‘that--1've never been in the Rocéiéﬁ beforez“b |

"You haven't?" Jenny says. "Not even when.you lived here?"

"No." % | - —_

"Well, where does your family live now?" Dona]& asks.

“Can we quif with the 1nqu1§%tion?“ Iw51urt out. -

They 1ook'at me in utter shock, and then I know I've said too -
much. What is with this place? |

- L]

*

We are“surrounded by thick spruce, Jagged grey rpck, and cloudy
sky. As I step out pf the car, I am so ~“ruck by Qpe power and
grandeur that I can almost understana wh st ¢2nny was saying last
week-end about convincing her father ouﬂ’here. Almost. 1 could
ajso, right now, say the very same thinys I said to her in the arm-
pit bar. - Only not so maliciously.

Jenny's father, Mr. Tolenkamp, gets outhof t?e car with a long

groan. "He stretches, reaching for the sky, and then resumes his
i , —
, slouching position. He's a short man, with big hands and a big

4

head. He's also a little overweightJ

"Vell, vell,” he says, smiling at me, "vee made it."
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1 consider -saying, Are ybu su%e?; but séy, "Yup,' instead.
‘ ;LOOk, Dad! We're going towhike all the ‘way up there,” Jenny.
5aYys 16 a high excited voice,'pointing to the top of the tree line.

”Vél], let's get going den," her fathér\says.v “Vée‘won't gét .
dair standing‘here.“ How.do{you get dis pack on?"

I can’£ help but chuckle. Mr. Tolenkamp's éttityde is: if we g
have to do it, let's go and get it over with. -No seﬁt%menta]ity for —
pim. So where does his daughter get it from? ‘

We help each cher put on our packs; Then we check fhe car one
last time and set out dn the trail. The earth feels sbongy under my
b@ots; the grass along thé edge of the trail is long and wet. We
enter a pine foré;t and the sweet Smeli is everywhere.- Green. I
smell green; 1 see greea; I feel green.

Donald is Teading the way. Fearlessly, of course. His boots
are brand new and squeaky, and it looks .1ike he bought new jeans fqr
the occasion. He suddenly stops and says,k“Now don't push » |
yourée]ves. If you get tired just say so and we?11 téke a rest. We
don't wéntAanyone passing éut with exhaustion."

We don't? Speak for yourself, Donald.

"Okay, Doc,: Mr. Tolonkam~ says cheerily.

 Mr. Tolenkamp walks w th ort perrful steﬁs, and for some
feason he 1ooks funny--maybe it's his monstrous backpack, or maybe
it's because he's anything but your magazine image of a backpacke .

He also talks a lot. .

“Dit isn't so hard," he says, the car practically still in
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;

“YoJ’haven't seéhvanythjng yet, Mr. Tolenkamp,"” ﬁonald saysf
?W&ji till we.really Sta}t climbing." . 7' : o . i{\S/

"1 hope_youlcan‘keep up wit me," he sayé. vt/

* After a While-wé are on a stéep c1imb{ with the peak of a hugé
mountain in viéw.\ Donald informs us that»it's_Pyramid.MountaTn.
The going is very tqggh,gs we make our way up the path of knotted “
roots and jutting rock. But Mr. Tolenkamp is not lagging behindfat‘
all. He is breathing heavy, but then so are we. I'm_beginéing to :
realize that he_ﬁQst be.very strong. He walks proudly, a élight {)bi
smile on his face. It's almost as if he were a child, eager to |
prove his ability. :

And theQYrail‘doesn;t—get any eaéfer~for as far as we Can see. .
Itiis almost straight up.. A narrow path with some.spots.that are
muddy and quite .slippery.. After a few houré-we finél]y‘get up oﬁ a' '
level ridge, and there is a stream cutting t4rough rock below us.
"Doesn't this just carry you away; Dad?" Jenny says; bouncﬁng on her

toes and completely out of breath. |

"No," Mr. ngenkamp puffs. ‘ -

We laugh.

"Well, look at all of this!" she says, swinging her arm across
the vieer "It does somgf“jng to you. It moves you. Makes you o
hever want to go back to the City again." ~

"Oh, it is beautifedl to 1oék at, yah. But to saj'I-never|wq@tA!

to go back to Edmonton? No. . . .You like it so much too, Meg?*

"Well, 1 like cities, but these mountaips sure are something.”
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Mr. Tolenkamp laughs loudly and.says. "Yah, dat dey are, for

&
tl

sure.,

"But what ab/utv« feel of this place?” Jenny-sayéi
~ ?[%{amp says matter-of-factly.
Jenny sigh : ﬁand shruqs her shoulders. Why can't she

realize that he?"“t.é: seos the’ mountalns exact1y as he wants to

see them It s the sam§72h1ng J was try1ng to exp1a1n to her and -

Donald last Saturday downtown--you have to see things as they rea]]y
are. N o R
R _

-

"Mr. Tolenkamp, do you th1nk there' s a certa1n charm and Tife

to the toughness and grimness of downtown Edmonton’“ [ ask, hopwng

o

to prove the point to-Jenny and DonaTd t?rough “her father.

.. " "Sharm? No. I tinkdey should bul;L:doze da whole ting." Eﬁl\
nOh.tnil ) . |
f*\% o o

Smdke rises from the small fire we are sitting around. Jenny's
fadevand her father's are glowing orange while pdffs of snbke pass
~in front of them. They both 1ookatined. Actua]]y, Jenny 1doks 1ike
she's ready to pass out with-fa;igue Donald 1is swtt1ng to my J
 right, massaging his sore feet and now and aga1n cursing h1s new 4
boots. In the distance the pine and spruce trees have become a
 black wall, and the®ut11ne of Pyramid‘Mountain is becoming’
indistinquishable from the darkening sky. We have just finished our
supper of lentil stew and pita bread, and I'm grateful that no one:

- 1s talking.
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1 1ike Mr. To]enkamp ~ He's. down to earth and terribly comicéﬁ.‘
w1thout reaT1z1ng it. And he sheds 1ight on his daughter. Since
' moving into the co-op house, I ve spent the most twme with Jenny.
Not thet 1 th1nk she s the most 1nterest1ng, but after that atunday

n1ght in the bar, she s made a number of efforts to ta1k to ne--

. nothing major, Just sma*l conversat1on while preparing supper Gr

.ﬂo1ng thefd1shes. But I'm contwnua]sy thlnk1ng, why»are you try1ng o

to be so eivi1? And now, after seeing her father, I thwnk [
understand: She's a complete react1on to him. Fighting against ‘
neveryth1ng ihat S in her b]ood She doesn t want her father‘ska \
;.phys1ca1néss, his earthy pract1ca11ty, his emotion. She wants to
‘fret about 1@eas--theor1es of nature. But I can hear her f?eg@,
'start11ng 1augh when she Toses control--the time she sprayed out
beer she had to laugh 50 hard. I canvsee her‘eoughing and choking »
. a;”iﬁ came.hp-thrdugh Herbnose., ' J :
' “50 how d% you feel after a foll day of hiking?" Donald asks

Mr. T81enkamp, while pulling on a clean pa1r of socks. > e

"A little stiff. T tought da mountawns vou1d be har;Z§ilc1imb,
but never so haird. But it's beautifool codntry. Yeu kids are .
Tucky, you kriow. Ven I was your, age [ could never do someting like
dis. Vee had to verk, verk, Vérk.“u-

”éut'tﬁe thing is, you can do it now," J nnyiig_quick to say.

"You get five weeks &f holidays\and long-weekends."

’

"Yah, but dair are odder tinjs to do. And Mom vouldn't want to |

climb mountains."

.n
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- 4
“No, but I mean with all that vacat.of time, you should get out
and do zgre;" Jenny says « "You don't have to g¢ niking. . . .But

th1s is the same old argument-—te111ng you t0 quit your jops and f11d

la more meaningful one." ?E%@

)

he's evEn\heéHd whéfﬂdenny»saﬁd., I'hobé not.

" Donald puts.a few more dead branches on the fire. |

N\
“You ve never given me a good explanatwon why you don't qu1t

~
e S

Jeﬁny 5ays.
"Maoney," Mr. Tolenkamp says% “A.man has‘tp nalke aney;fahd‘dt.
my age I cou1d never get anodder yob." ‘f | 4
"But--" Jenny beg1ns frantically . | .
"Yenny, Yenny," Mr. Tolenkamp says gently, ‘yoqhknow I cdme to
dis country poor. In.da old country yee,had td'verk verk énd still

: yobst scrape byf Den came da war. de [ ever tell you about da

time da Nazis tame,to our church?  ['was maybe eighteen. - Someone in

da balcony saw dem coming so he éhodtea,.’Moffen! Moffen!' —And some
of us d%o were of ga age dey took_fduverk in Germany vuﬁ déwnstairs
to a secret door dat lead to da obén spacé unﬁe?'da front steps.' {
Vee could see da shiny black boots trod da créckswa da sfeps, énd
vee hear dem shout. orders in da ehurth. ,_?” He pauses for a few
“seconds. The fire cracks. "Dey didﬁ‘t f%nd;US under da step, mar
dey found some odden yQung men hiding in da yanitor"s room, and de;
take dem to Germany to make weapons;"

1 pull my eyes away from the pulsing red coals below the orange

~flames. It is very dark all around us, and my back is cold.

(3 v

.96

Mr. Tolenkamp is quiet. «His face expression]éss. I wonder if
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Mr. Tolenkamp starts agﬁin, in his sfow monotone voice, “Ven
& . .

’

-

ybu 1ived troo war and boyeriy\‘Yenny, ail you want’in yoq: new
countrgris for your kids to pave.it better,dén you did."
‘My chest is, tight and I'm kind éﬂ/;héky, and-1 Jon't koo

None of what Mr. Tolenkamp said SOUﬂép terr1b1y new or prc o Lo
me—-1t S an 1mmwgrant s story. There are hundreds .1ike 1L
there was something in his voiceA someth1ng deep and painf 1. . e
is very quiet now, not 1ook1ng ét any of us. |

But Jenny is obviously nbt fee]wng what 1 am; she says, "b.d ;
know that, but when are yqu going to start thinking about yourself?
When are yoq\ioing to make some Cﬁénges for your cwn good?"

| Without a second of prémeditated thbught 1 get up and walk down
the trail in the direction we haven't hiked yet.
* “whcxc are you going, Meg?" Donald asks.

But I don't respond. 1 stumble down the trail until I come to i
a huge_fallen 1ogf The moon is beginning tovshine‘through a thin
veil of clouds and I can see it glimmering off a creek in the valley
below. I sit down, and soon Jenny comes up behind me.

"What's wrong?" she says.

"Nothing. I just didn't want to be around when you guys were
arguing.“ ‘

"We weren't arguing " 77

"Well, whatever. '4 couldn’ E Tisten to you try to reason your h\\k\\‘
father into your way of thinking. Really, ] just. . .Don't you

realize what he's saying to you?"
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"Meg, you've got it alil wrong. I love my dad, and I'm
concerned about him, and 1 dop't krow what's the right and wrong
- @a\‘é(' g
way,*butd_know he shouldn't be’in that fdctory. That's one thing I

know." : : *

i

I have nothing to say. Tt's béyond me. He's not my father.

d *

It's a db{gjmorning. The air is so thin; there is no medium to
protect us from the mountain elements of rock and snow and sun and
green-brown branches.* Everything js‘harsh. We start down the trail

with the camp on our bgcks once again. We pass the 1og where Jenny

and [ were sitting last night. [ wonder if she's embarrassed to d i

@
have a father who w:;hf in a packing plant. It isn't pLoper; it

isn‘t civil; it isn™t good; it iga't nice. - And it seems Jenry uanti
. . . | &)
a proper, civil, good, nice father.

- Mr. Tolenkamp is whistling. He made uswdélicious pancakes for
. g

breakfast, and I thipk he must have been up'étxﬁeast an hour before
us, and now he's walking Vike his backpack is completely empty. In .
front of him, Jenny and Donald are walking,side by side, holding

hands. , . . %

~

After an hdur or so, we stop for a quick energizer--one gLano1a
bar each. 1 love-the stillness the mountains demand. They power

over us--angular rock, some peaked with snow under a fierce blue
. \\

——

sky. And the rol)ing trees, rising and falling black-green waves.

Mr. Tolenkamp is looking straight ahead;, Jem , doesn't seem to be-

» 1ooking anywhere, and Donald is studying the map.

\ . ¢
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When we start qut again I make sure I'm in froht because Dqga1d >
v has been in the lead for the entire hike so far and 1t S rea11y
a - b
beginning to 1rritate me. We walk along the side of a steep slope. L
Ao

Donald is behind me, fo]lowed by Jenny and theldMr. To enkamp. The

trail 15 VEery narrow and about twenty feet below.is a small creek. - -

_ Sudden]y I hear Jenny shriek, "Dad!‘" ‘ v
¥ . N t . ' ’
S [ spin around on the narrow trail. Mr. Tolenkamp is tumbling «

~

down the s]gge, cfashing, rclling through smatl brush. He'stops

motion]eSS'aE\fhegedge'of the shallow creek.

.

We throw off our packs and slide down 'the steep slope. Mr.’

C

~

Tolenkamp is-1y.ng face dowp, under tbe weight of his pack,. dand |
g R : w
can see that he's trying-to turn over, but can't. Quickly:the three \

éf us work on removing His.paEk, and e]ow]y, careful]x‘we help. him
‘to turn over so that he can sit on a nearby rack His face and arms i
argagcratched up and bloody, and there is a cut above his 1eft eye.,
i He seems to be gasping for air. ’ - ’
f’”My ank1é,” he winces. "I tink it's sprained or broken." His
face, under the blood.and scra}ches 1s white. f// - :
Jenny is in a complete frenzy. "It's my fault," she sobs. "I
should have warned yob about the narrow trail. Itgs all mylfau1t
Gh, Dad: I'm sorry. “1'm ;o sorry. We should never have gone
- hiking. It was all my idea and‘I should never have talked you into *
it--" | ’ (
"Yenny," he gasps. - "It's okay, shhh. 1It's okay. | s]jpped |

N*

and fell, dat's all."



" with sQnépes and, cuts. . . \} 2

-

.trembling. And Jenny is holding onto her father. Jenmy is holding ;ﬁﬁz‘

A - 100°
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through her tears-znd burfes her head

. ' » .

into her father's shoulder. He holdg~qnto her, his big hapds red .~
. F {

-Jenny smiles slightly

\\ s o

—

And then it al) rushes in on me. The big red hands. . .The

4 L : ‘
_basx rushes in like a mountain slide, an avalanche. My father. My

father, who used §9_51ap us with hié big hands. My féther, who
walked out Bn . us and never returned, comes crashing in while I stare
at Jenny and her father. And.things seem to be falling down, caving

in. Where is he now? Where is he when. . .I want to run, but I'm

“trembling and I ﬁiwe to sit down. I hear Donald talking. 'Donggh'is

saying what must be done. Donald 1s saying what we must do. His
voice is vefy Toud, but I don't understand it at all. He is saying
thinQ§, giving orders, taking charge; I Hear my name. But it makes
no sense. Donald will not stop talking; he w111vzf%i‘nonsehse
foreyer. ' | .

| ['m sit%jng alone, holaing onto my knees to keep from |

: L .

onto ‘her dear father. JI'm sitting alone, and Jenny.is holding on.
Jenny is holding OW d'ear, dear, father. -
é kS .
'And then [ hear his voice break through Donald's-chatter, "It's

all right," he says. “Soon it vill all be right."

-



,; } Vancouver day; I can feel it, but I
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¢
v The street is wet from an early mgrning shower, and now }he
qvercast sky is filling with 1ght t w11 ticky warm
n't be aro for the proof.
It' S¥G§ven in tﬁE morn and ‘m wa1t1ng for Bare to p1ck me up--B
aed Sand and L1% and Marc1a I Qon t--we don' t--&sow Marc1a She's "
just catching a ride to Edmonchuk- iﬁ*to wisit her parents, I guess.

AN
I don't know. Wasn't my idea to offer her a ride. _

Wﬁy, you/ma} ask.;ﬂnﬂd we leave green, budding, b]oohi@g,
screwing Vancouver Q%r Ea\onton, which wiuk’ﬁe/efown, deae, dull;
sterile tHis time o'year? The agsver is complex and muTtiesided: we
have to. Well, not DE!E_Ef’ but.”. .0Our good friepd Nancy is
geoting marr1ed there Shotgun. One in the Easy-bake. So we are
spending (wast1ng) an entire Sprimg Break Uo go to Northern A]bdita
to witness This momentous wccasion, to be there te show support!
;do.feel sorry for Nance. She's E'great kid, great fun. . .He's
okay, Conrfd, the‘fqgﬁer, but they're so yeung. 17 apd 18. |
couldn't imagine myself marriec. Peor Nance.

Here comes Barry in his Dodge Dart rust bucket, angl1ng around
the fcorner too fast too wide. Two wheels, a]most I can see Bare

and Sand th}ough the images of branches dancing across’the/)

windshield; she is leaning into him,.her head on his shoulder.

Y Y

k)
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I walk da;n from our f}ont ﬁorch. Mother behind screen door,
ta]king ta]king. Yes,JMom. Yes,‘Mom. Yes, Mom. Yes, I've got a :
wérm-sweateF; yes, I've‘got the present; yes, I've got my Bible
- (éven tthgh [ don't); yes,.wé']] be careful on the highway; yes,
goodbye. '_ _ |

Bare, do youbhave to drive like that_jh front of my p]ace;—in
"frdnt of my Mom? With Bare there is no_siowing down;-it's either go
or stop. Iim on tﬁe bou1e9ard now, and when he gets.beside me it's
SLOP. “Front bumpef\ﬁissing pavement, ass in the air. He's laughing
through reflection of leaves. [ smile. Nice show, Bare.. Rea{

) gbod.v You should be real proﬁd, Bare. v
| He.gets out to open the trunk. ."Morning, son," he says.

"I don't see any sun." .

‘Bérry is Rig-—nothat,vjust big Qnd sduare with a big head of
“curly brown steel-wool hair,. Big Bare, we sometimes call him, after
learning about Big Bear this year 1n;Socia} 12. He took it as a
' compiiment until T pointed out the difference in spelling and told
fim that méaht he was the opposite of the Cree Indian chief.

I get in the car and say, }Mornin, yall."

"Yal1?" Liz says.

"You all." Liz always needs an explanation.

Marcia,-éitting béside Liz, at the other backseat door, 1s
smi]ing;v,I say hilMarcﬁa‘I'm Greg DeVries everyoné calls me Fry.
She says hi-SOft1y, ghyly{ She has short S;;ck'hajr.énd a rocky

,mountain white silk bloule. Pointy. Why fook‘theré first? asks (

-4

Fry. Nhere-e]se? Ivrespond. Perhaps I should study the dirty torn
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ceiling of Bare's car? Gouge out my eyes? Some of the peeple in
our church would go for that--pluck out those sian} eyes. Some
have done it é1ready:- to themselves. Figurétive]y, of couéée, as
ouf English teacher, “r. VanBilt--built 1ik¢ a van--alway saysi
Figuratively speaking, Marcia's figure is a knock-out. ThOégr
“knockers. Full red make-up lips and purple eyeshadow and pig gold
éirc1es in her ears. She's tall, strong 1egs\1n jeans'kbrand new?)j

and, I don't believe it, high heels! A]right?Q Let's cruise, mama:

Sand and Liz are wearing faded Jeans and baggy sweat-shirts.

- In Hope we‘grab coffee to go. That is, Bare,ASand. 'z, and T

grab a coffee. Marcia says she doesn't want any, and ¢ = aits in
"the car. As we fix our coffees with créam and sugar, we talk about
Marcia, naturally.

”She"§*ggrd1y said two words,f Liz says.

"Just reads that book," Sand $ays.

“Boring, boring, boring," Rare says.

LHGW do you know her, Liz?" I ask. .

"1 don't. She boards with my aunt's neignbours. Supposedly
her fathe; had- to move to Edmonton for work, but she wanled to
finish high school in Vancouver."

Back in the(déﬁ, therebis a silent, mutual agreement among the
four of us to not let Queen Marcia drag'us dow~ 1nto careful, polite
manners 1ike she did for the hour from Vancouve - to Hope. Why

should we care? We don't even know her. S5p can read to Edmonton

and back for all [ care. She is damn good-1ckin , but so what.

|
L RS

Y
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Itls‘irrelevént; 'Areyyou.;kay? Fry asks. Will you give;me that in
writing? Sorry, Fry, I've got my morals.
. Bare ;ays, “Let's have some music.“
"Right on!" I glmost shbut; looking at the silent beautquUEf
"Something's gotta get us going." |
Liz reaches for the box af tapes behind Mar&ia'; head, but
. Maréia'doe§n't hové or even look up-~from her bodk.; Liz and I scan.

the tapes. ‘ ' : - -

- )
w >

"How about Va the Man?" I say.

"SUfe," Bare says.

¥hand him thie tape and he slides it into the tape deck. Sand
sways her head to the music.

"Let's dance Dizzv Lizzy!" [ say, and I put my hands on her
shoulders and try-to bounce her in the seat. Soon we are both
bobbing to the music. Bare begins to sing along.

Marcia, without once having raised an eye, methodically turns
another page. °Good lord. I lean over the front seat and turn up
the music; Van Morrison growls:

When you come down
From your Ivory Tower
You will see
How 1t really must be
. -
When the song's over, Marcia looks at me and says, "What's an

“ivory tower?"

-
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Everyone is asleep but Mars and me. Mars is Marcia--we found
that out\du}ing supper %n.Kamloops when [ called her Marsh and she
said everyone calls her Mars. I saia, oh that's even better than
Marsh. It suits her {but I didn't tell ner that}; she seems to be
from another planet, kind of sbacey and celestial.

VI‘m driving Bare's bucket, keeping it sezween the nighttime
lines nf ye]iow and white, bné Mars is in the backseat staring out
the side window. Try as I might, I can't ignore her, at least not
nearly as well as she seems to ignore us. We've been on the road
-for maybe ten’hoirs now and she still hasn't told us much about
herself. But she has ét‘1eas£ Joined in a few of our‘strung out
convecsations. During supper we talked gbout Poor Nance, and when
Mars had the basic %acts she said people who fool around deserve to
get caught. Bare'askéd_her Qhat‘ eant and shé said s .d]
intercoJrse 'was for marrjage-Jﬁ;;i:Z;jk words, "sexual “intercourse."
Liz asked Mars if she would abort in those circumstances and Mars
coughéd up hE?iégup 1ike it was the first time she heafd the word,
the idea. “The‘vgry idea," Mars should have said. Of course, Liz,
or any of us for tgat matter, including Nance, would never consider
abortion. Qur re]igioﬁé background would never allow it, and even
Athough we don't admit it very often, we've got the religion of our
parenté stuck to us, stuck in us. A real burden; it's some Reformed
thing that was hatched in Holland--John Calvin beiﬁg the cﬁicken{
But 1 don't‘qeed my heritage to tell you about right and wrong. |

can decide for myself. Sure you can, says Fry. You and the voice

of your parents and your parents' parents and their parents"parents
. . \/ ’



106

(what 1is that, 14,‘16 voices now?) squeaking through your own voice:
Maybe you're right, Fry E.. &‘dfn ¢ like those voices much, and if

-1 could | would tell thgﬁ tc keep their petty ideas to themselves
and let me make up my own mind. )

7 Anyway, when I'm not watching the yellow and white highway
11nes, I'm'glanéing at Mars thrqugh the rear- v1ew. She's dark 1in
the corner there, but I can still make out her throat, moonwhite,
the outline of a bush which is her thick black hair, and the
foothill slope of herbwhite blouse. A line froﬁ a Los Lobos song
comes to mind, "Lord, it makes me'tremble

- But what's her probTem? For the entire trip so far, she seems

to be worrying over some perplexing problem. Something's bothering
her; kP]aguing\her.A Devouring her. But'what? I wpu]d'asklher,.but
the 6thers areﬁasleep, and‘no one has said a word for at least a
hundred miles now. The mystéry of Mars. Eé]estia] and silent. The
closest plaﬁgt to earth, but that doesn't mean it's close. You
can't get_thére in one night. . .by car. .

What does she see out that window?e) The wall of dark trees
rushing by? Is she thinking abcut t-e fact that the trees aren't
moving at all, but rather that - e the ones rushing by, flying
down this dafk highway? Maybe .= cels unqomfortablehbecause the
four of us are great'buds (ha, ra) and she doesn't know us from Eve
(or is it Adam? Adam knew Eve. . .and she bore a son or two).
‘Maybe Mars feels-1ike the fifth wheel on a wagong If I felt like a

fifth wheel 1'd make sure it was the steering wheel. Why not take

control?

e—— -
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There is a break in the wall of trees, ans: ai¥armhouse and. barn

appear inAtHe white light of two big farmyard Yights. A peacefuy!

.- farm, with the surrounding black. The 11ving‘room window is a

rectangle of warm orange light. And then, snap! Nothing but dark
trees again, the lovely farm gone, behind us. [ would have 1iked td
drive up to that farmhouse, walk right in, and say, "Hi! We'd like |
to have a cup of coffee, please. VOh, excuse me, sir, you don't have.
to turn the TV off just for us; you gb.right on watching your
favodrite show--we'won't stay lTong. Ma'am? Can you bring me my
Goffee here in the living room? 1 want to wat@h‘fhé cars and trucks

make a movie across your picture window."

*

When we stop in a hick called Hjnton, Big Bare raisgs his big
head from Sand's lap, staring at the Husky Restéurant 11ke he's
never seen one. Finally he says, "What the hel1?" He's big, but
harmless as a babe. “wﬁy é%e we stopping?" he .says.

“Coffee;”.f say.'

‘"Bu1lshit,“ Bare sayé. " "Ye gotta keep going. My g?otherus
expecting ué by ﬁidnight.“ | . u

"Oh, come ons Bare," Sand says, "just a quick little cup of
coffee." ‘

Before Bare séys anything more--it is, after all, his car, and
we're sféying at his brothefr's p1$ce-=Liz and I jump out of the
front seat. Bafe defeated aéain. LikenI Saip, he'§ big but

harmless.
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We're sittTng around a table, tired and sore. A Husky orange
‘wa1tress walks up and pours out f1ve coffees She*s fortyish with a -

pile of hair that has been dyeo b]eached scorchéd blonde. Real

"‘\
\

\

"What's the population of Qick-gon?“ [ ask ﬁer.- Chuckles frdm
my friehds; |

“It;s fairly low," the waitresstsay;, ”becéuse we're damn
selective." And the ﬁoaring laughter turns on me, but‘I laugh too.
Yoq_deserved.that one, Fry says. It's okay, I can handle 1£. Yeah,
fyourcan make~'em laugh, but you know you're rotten to the core, Fry
says. That's me,.fu11 of conceit and arrogance and malice. Totally

-depravedjf_} thank my Mom and.Dad and Rev. DeHoog for the concept of
d;pravity--it comes in handy When [ screw'up real bad. No guﬂ]t
‘cause everyane's eqﬁa]iy terrib]ei-it‘s great!\‘

When the Taughter subsides, Bare brders banana cream pie.

Which starts us Jaughing again; three of us anyway, Mars on1y

. ~N
smiles.

"What?" Bare says. '"What's so funny about ordering a piece of
pie?" |
"A big man like that--” the wa1tress says.
' The thing 15, Bare always orders someth1ng,,even when he's the
one who says we've got no time td stop for coffee.
When we're wa]king'out of the restaurant, I ;sk.Mars what she
plans to do after high school.
o hope to work with my fath®r," she says.

"What kind of business is he 1n?“



"He's a pastor.”
"0Oh, I'm sorry."” ‘)

HWhy?II

3

"No, I mean I'm sorry for assuming he was in be ness. What
church does he preach in?"

"It's a -kind of offshoot from an Alliance church.”

A

"Oh yeah." So she is a Christian. Different from us, though.
But what could an gffshoot from an Alliance church be?
No one wants to drive, so finally Mars offers to--she's the

only one who hasn't driven yet.

)

"Fry, why don't you sit in the front," Liz says to me.

1 ‘
"Oh. . .okay," I say as coolly,as [ can.
As soon as we're out of Hicktown, Mars speeds up and passeé a

mile-long rig with thé greatest of ease and confidence. Somehow I

Lthought she'd be a thmid driver, you know, 57 m.p.h., until she gets

locked behind a truck and then it's 54 all the way into town. And
not because she's a woman-~you should see Send drive! But Mars is

even better than Sand.

<

*. "Do you like driving, Marcia?" Liz asks.
“T love it," Mars says and gfgg]es. "] used to do a lot of
highway driving when we']ivedvin the éountry.” |
She seems to be muc; more qpen to ta1king, so I ask her what
kind of work she'll be doing with her father after she finishes high

school. ! - ‘

«

"Mostly evangelism," she says. "And ['1' ie helping out with

some of the church teaching programs for kids '
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"What do yoqu mean‘by evangeliam?" asks zare with a trace 6%
cynicism that is easy to detect if you know h=m. ;'

“Whatad'xa think?" she says in o hal® vhallenging hé]f—mocking
.tone. "Door-to-door, of course. And maybe If11 work on church
publications as well. Who knows.%ﬁjhére's tons to do. I guess it
depends ondhow much my father deé%%%s to get involved in'TV
EVangefism. He's done some of that in Vancouver and some with
American preachers, but supposediy there's all kinds of new
possibilities in Edmonton." .

I do no£ dare ask which American TV preachers. Maybe there are
some good ones. Wﬁo'are you tr&ing to kid? aske Fry. |

[ 3 - .
"Sounds exciting," Liz say$ unconvincingly, Just to be kind I'm

sure.?

"0f course it's e?citing!“ Mars says. .“Wheh you've got the . \
cc ! to evangelize. . .well. . :there isn't a dull secopd.“

Good point, Mars. Let's al] go to seminary. Bare and 1 can
become ministers, and you gir1s,.unfortunate‘y; will have to settle
for missionaries bécause our church doesn't let women preach. (Woe
‘unto men, says Fry). Put your Dutch)legacy to WoF?, says Fry, your

high ;ndee11-po1ishéd set of morals. Yes; of course. [ consider
the possibility that working for the Lord might on]y‘mean THE CALL

to preach or teach or evangelize, as Mars seems to imply. Perhaps -
you have THE CALL, says Fry. [ hope not; I'm sure I don't. ’Is~1t
anything like the flu? 1It's worse, says Fry. And I suppose if

you're‘a woman, a girl, the call can only be a*leaning, an

inclination towards the missions. I recall the silly Qrade school

K4
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pra)eréjfhat all us kids prayed, ”ée with the_missionariés'in the
mission fields." And I remember ﬁ}ying to picture a mission field
ana all I could come up with was my uncle's farm in the Fraser
Valley.
None of us want to pursue this fdﬁd{'thing with the planet

Mars. It's tap scafy, too toJEhy-fee1y.: Bare and Sand cuddle up
for more sleep or Whatéver it is they do ianhgt dark corner of the
backseat. Proﬁably not sleep. Geez, how 1ong‘have you been around?
~asks Fry. There's all kinds of subtle and not so Subtle Fhings they
could do in the backseat--even with Liz sitting pggt to t%em. Use

. o r\‘
your imagination. 1 apclogize for being slow. It's been.a long

°

time since'Gloria dumped me. Apb]ogy accepted, says fry, after a1l

you do havg those nasty morals to contend with.

’ »
Soon the backseat is silent. Liz has passed out, and Bare and

Sanc -#ell, 1'm not going to check on them too closely. They are

_ quiet, so perhaps they got bored or sore or frustrgted--probab1y the
 §atfer. Mars is driving very well. 1 hope she doesn't spring the
evangelism thing on me again. 1 sneak a glance at her-LLbrd, it
'sti11 makes me tremble. My eyes drop to her thighs and the V in her
jeans just above her thighs, only faiht1; visible from the dash
light. Mars, can I be your moon? Please, don't éet weepy on us,
says Fry. Beaides,‘you h;ard her, she's an Alliance offshoot--

unreformable.-

"What do you think about the work 1'1§3be doing in our church,

Greg?” ‘ | \>
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Greg? She called me Greg. No one calls e Greg. How did she

remember? Anc =r her! shouts Fry. “Ah. “sit sounds very
- oy

L
challenging."” >

"Working for the Lord is always challenging, dumby:/_Didn‘t I
Just say that ; féw minutes ago to Liz?"

She won't leave it alone, osziously. I‘am very tired. Twelve
hours on the road makes my mind go funny. Can we drop'ft, Mars?. .
Let's just go to sleep like everyone in the backseat. Did you say,
”togéther“? ‘Well, since you brought it up, I don't mind if we do.
Hey, Dishrag-brain, keep the_conversation goigg, sajs Fry. Right.
"I used to go to church," I say. [ still do, but I don't tell her
that. thy are you lying? asks Fry. But I tell him to shut-up and
keep out of it. . -

“Rea11y!” she exc]aims,'her blouse rising, pointing to the
stars. "Well, Gregory, you are the very person we're trying to
reach out to at our church." |

Gregory” Only my mother calls me that! And my Oma.

"We wanna help people who've given Jp on church, peop]e/who_
have somehow lost the way." ‘

What about the truth and the 1ignt? But 1 can't say it. She

{s beautifuli\but so incredibly naive. Her big eyes are brilliant;

allyilight up my fa~e, my gut. Debbie Boone comes to
mind, singing "You Light Up My L fe" to both her lover and Christ.
That's absurd. How can you sing ~o both at the samg time? Van

7

Morrison sings, "She Gives Me Religion." But who can say for sure

~—

A4

“what he means?
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Mars'continués to pour it on: "I've met hundreds ofupebp1e,
'ike you, Greg--" ' - |

"Th?nks."b o \

"No," she laughs, "I mean pecn» 2 who Qave cﬁucked the'r f%;}hu
Back-sliding is so so common:in aur day and age."

"I never said qnything about s11d1ng-backward; or losing
faith," I say. ' | : 'v¥' §

"Oh, but Gregory, Gregory, that's just it! That's what
everyone says. But it's a big fat lie. You're either turned on for

Jesus or turned Off. And if »oO're really turngg'on you'd be ready

{ \
to lay down your.life--- .

"Where would you lay. it?!

And without warning there is real emotion in her voice, her
voice’breaking, ”G;eg, why do you have to be so cynical?" She looks
at me and there are tears on her face, her bottom 1ip quivers.

"I'm sorry," I say. "I didn't mean to upset ybu, Marcia.
Really." | R

She wipes the tears away and smiles faintly. Exquisite, that's
the word that Fry whispers in my ear. Exquisite beauty and pain.
Deep fee'irn. ?trong emotion. Fry asks if' 1 know what 1'm getting
into. ‘

"Yoi're Traid, aren'tvyou?ﬂ she says gbftly. “You're plain

old chicke~ t3 let go and ha.e Jesus tura you on."

-

She's right, says fry. You are afraic, but dc ,uu khow of what

or whom?

<
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Suddenly there is a loyd bang, and I jump i my seat. The car

is going clunk, clunk, and/it feels like we've Tost a wheel. whe I o

see the hood at an angle”] fihally realize that we have4avf]at tir .-

A

The front tire on my sﬁdé. Mars pulls into the shou]der,vand [ see if\fy ‘

that she's about to burst out 1aughingr/ /Vi _ %_
”what?” [ say shaki]ylp.s "What's so funny?" )
“You; face;” éhe«laughs. “You should have seen yoJr face Qhea
the tire blew. Ygu Tooked like you had been shot." - |
. [ smile faintiy. 1 fee]‘confusedaénd tired, and I listen for
Fry, listen for his instructions. But he isn't there. -,

"We've got a flat, eh?" Bare says slowly.

"Veah, and it's on Grég's side!" Mars says 1ike it's the most
wondertul thing that's ever happened to her. Why i;'she so‘béfﬁhfxx;_‘_\\
and lively and happy? Maybe sie prayed for a flat. '

We all get out, anc 1t's windy and cold. We stare at the f]&gl \
but it's too cold to think »r “eel sorry or get upset. We get to {t\"/)

. .
work. Bare finds the equipmct in the trunk, jacks ub the car; 1
remove the flat ana carry it to the trunk, while Bere and Sand put

“on the spare. When I'm placing the flat in the trunk, Mars is

beside me, and even out here in the cold tundira her voice 1S warm

4 )

and surprisingly deep..zShé says, "Hey Gregory, why did the chicken
Cross tHe street?” ) '

When I get the tire in its place I look up and hit my head on
the trunk, but 1 hardly feel it and she dpésnft 1aughp I stare into
her face which is beautifPX and mysterious in the dim light. Her

lips form a sly smile.

)} Yo
l‘,»%?h; .
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"To get to the other side," I say. J Y .
"No, just because he was.a chicken." She Jaughs.
If thefe>i§“§omething to say, I don't know what 't icyhi‘ look

down and notice her high heels. Her ankles must be freezing.

‘

-~

¢

Mars stops the car in front ;;:;;;>barénts‘ place--somewhere in
the West-end of Edmonton. [ offer to get her SLﬁfﬁase and bags from
" the trunk while she says goodbye to the others. .It's s0-blowing
cold, where's that sweater I packed, Mother? I'm so tired. Fry?
Are you theré??(§ guess Fry's had enough; he's probably sieeping.

At the bact door Mars turns to face me.. "Thanks," she says and.
smiles so, sﬁe glows so. . .She is (I imagine).so warm. Her jacket
isn't even done up, a soft blouse, a warm blouse, a place to s]eepl

"And thanks for talkingaith me," she says.

"Thanks to you. . Lah, thank yoﬁ; for lTetting me--for talking
to, talking with me." Why am T:étﬁmb1ing Tar my woras like an
id Jt? o | iﬁ P

bl -

She giggles. "I hope that what [ said doesn'fX seemjtotally

14

crazy to you." o Vd

"Oh, not at all--"-
"If you want, you could work with us in our church. It's up to

you.""v

"Work with you?"
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"Sure, why not? There's canvassing to do and writing pamphlets.

of hings. ‘You'd love my father. Can he preath.
— N

He'd help you wi~ back ydur faith, no problem. Really, he's-always

and a1f kinds

working with backsliders. But, will you' take’it fo,heart, Greg?
Wil you‘he{p us in our campaign? WMy father saySVTV is the most
exciting medium-tb get,-into today." “ ‘
uI-doh't)kpow. I'ﬁ confused, i meaﬁ. ot ,Her'éhin is strong;
lips, fuil, ;
| "Tt's okay," she smiles full, and then I think yes I can love
hef. “Jﬁy don't -you ;ome_yibit us sometime this week? \Yoq-can talk
tb my fathef and I'm sure he'll bring you~around;f
"I'd Tike to. Maybe your father-can staighten‘me‘out; '
come tomérrow.“ | "7 |
She laughs. = "You better go—¥§hey're waiting}"
‘Wixhouf saying»goodgye,gl tqrh and run back to the car. [ trip
on the sidewalk and fa]l‘Qeavi1y against the side of the ca;,
'$tumb1é inside and tell them I'h_okay, even though my shoulder 1s
ka]Rng me. _ ~‘ o ,‘ |
Thgy laugh, anq\Lig'says, . Was she that scary that you haa to
run aQ;y?" o |
Then IfmAso tired I'm sick:
S e\

L%
I sit up on'the edge of m%/bed and reach for my watch. Eleven
0 :

s in the°morning, but I feel like I hardly slept.

Theré}is a
A | - . hN. |
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Rembrandt print on the wall and a vase of dried Rlowers on a small

table! Guest room. [ walk to the window and pull the curtains
back. A grey day enters. Lawns and street are lightly covered with
fresh snow. To {hr left 1 can see the Dodge Dart sitting quietly
and stupidly on the suburban driveway. All day yeéterday we were
screaring down zne highway in that thing--racing to get to this big
hot e, thiS'du11.bedroom. - |

Mars. Oh yeah, talking with Mars last nighf, for what seems
Tite hours and hours. Suddenly I have a ternib1é headache. What
~did she all séy.to me? 1 wWas 5o tiyed and mixed Qp I think:f 4
started to agree with her. Did 17 1 know I said 1'd visit her. |
said I'd talk to her father and get myself s£faightened out. Why
did 1 say what I did? It's as if | was drunk--I éan;t remember my
thinking, my reasons. I.remember being véry tired. It was a long
day,la forever day.

s my head ringing because of Mars or.because of the long
tiring ~ ve? 1 don't feel like driving today. And 1 certainly
don't f. 11ke'seein§ Mars. In fact, I think 1'd prefer to never
see her again. I'm not sliding backwards; I've got my faith (the
religion of my barents' parents' parents stuck int hroat). Why
is my head ringing? Mars, why were you trying to smash in my héad?
Why did you take éverything you had and use it as a club, a bat to
my head? But if 1 did see you today, Mars, I would say thanks.
Rea]]y, i would, My head needed avbashing, but surely once 1s
enough, though 1 know you don'tlthink so. You'd start swingihg as

soon as 1 got there, trying to turn me into a TV preacher. How
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utterly revolting, Mars. ‘Really, you're dnsgusting: ‘And !'m not
‘that strong. If [ saw you today, 1'd also want to kiss you--all
over. Every look, image, pose you gave me in that nic:“time car:
The way you drove. - .

Fry? Are you there, you chicken-;hit sleepy-head? Why did yod
abahdon me last night? Can you get he out of this one? Fry yawns
Toudly énd then says: Relax. fake it easy. Don't get your sh't
tied in a knot. .Why don't you grab your Waikman, slip outside, and
go for a long walk through the fresh white snow, past all the quiet

sleepy houses. Thanks, Fry. You're a real pal.

~
-~



River Through the Badlands

Already I'm the only one paddling, even though it was prodably
only ten hinutes ago that we slipped into the";iver 1ike'a‘511ent
beaver. I always knew Dwight was lazy, but I never knew it was this
bad. Maybe he thinks the river is'moving us dlong just fine. That
would be Dw{ght-—dumb as a stick about somﬁ’ﬁhih§§, and he thinks
he's joe-hunter-outdoorsman when he talks about going hunting and
fishing with his dad. He's sitting in the front 'cause he doesn't
even know how fo steer, though he says he does.

| "Hey (Ousin Glen!" he shouts--he always calls me Cousin Glen
‘cause he thinks it's funny or-something--“This canceing’s all
right, isn't itt"

"Yeah, but you should be paddling," | say.

"I thought the guy in the back did all the paddling?"

"Right. And your paddle's for swatting mosquitoes."

He laughs and throws back his lqng messy blond hair With a
yellow Peterbilt Trucks cap on. 1 laugh too because r.~ ran be such
an idiot. |

"It's gonna be excellent, hey Dwight? Just us two on the river
for five days." ‘

"Right on," he says and spits high into the air. [ can see it

make a beautiful arg against the dark green spruce trees.

119
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"Like your dad said, there's nothing quite as good as caroeing

in the badlands." |
u "My dad says a lot of things."

Even though Dwight and I a;en't the same kind of friends
anymoré,.l know it's gonna be great. We used to bé best friends--
real big buddies. My family would drive out to their farm Sn .
Saturdays ofﬁ%undays, and Dwight and | wod]d swimvin the riQer,or
ride their horse.. I remember Dwight would always tease me about
being a city-siicker and then [ would fight him hecause I was almost
as big as he was. But we usually ended up laughing so hard we
couldn't fight, though once or twice it tufned into‘a real fight. |1
can remembér he gave me a bloody nose once aﬁd I gave him a black
eye in return,

Now it's differenf, though. We're getting pretty old--this
fall I start grade nine and Dwight starts high scnool--aqd‘I guess
things never really stay the same when you get o1der.b [ don't 1ike
Dwight's friends much--they're mostly tough-looking and dumb. They
all like to drink Seer and talk about‘the pick-up trucks they{ﬁ1

_buy, and that's all fine I guess, but it gets so boring. The only
exception is Dw;ght's girlfriend, Michelle. I only saw her once,
but she's rea]]} nice. Probably the nicest person I ever met. And
good-1ooking tQQ; Wow! Actually, I really don't know what she sees
in Dwight. She's at least twice as smart as him, even though she's
a year younger--the same age as me. [ dun't know why Dw{ght is

always so lucky.
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She only lives a few miles éway from Dwight's p]ace(ind When I
was at the farm e§r11ef this summer to talk to Dwight aboqt |
canoeing, we 1atef went to visit Micheile. Their acreac is right
by the Red Deer River, so after we had pop and chips ¥n the backyard
we decided to go for a swim in the river. Right from the start‘

_ there was something about the way §he talked and 1aughe5 that |
1iked. We walked down to the rive; and when Dwight swore for not
having ;hought of taking his dad's four-by-four, Michelle looked at
ﬁe and we both started laughing. She wore a red bathing'suit_and
she wasAvery brown and very'deve1oped or "stacked" as Dwight said
Tater when we were going home. We wadedpint i cazep pool in the
river but it was\co1d,vso we all started splashing each other.

First Dwight got Michelle soaked and pulled her into the water, and
then they both went after me. Michelle was hb1ding onto my arms and
Dwight had me by the Teg. I was trying to fight of% Michel)e, but 1
was laughing so hard I-couldn't do it. | grabbed'her by.the waist
when I began to fall and she came down with me. Underwater [ could
feel he} soft body next to mine. The wqﬁer was freezing, but she 4
felt warm. We immediately jumped up.and‘qy arms were still around
her waist. Her skin was smooth and s]ippgry-wet, and 1t sent a
flash of fire through my chest and into my sﬁomach. I remember
Dwight was 1augﬁ?ng his head off 'cause we fell in together,’but

Michelle and 1 were too stunned to laugh. 1 drdpned my arms from

her waist and she looked at me and then we both looked away.
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) Anyway, like 1 was saying, I don't see Dwight very often
anymore and that time wifh Michelle was the last time before this
.canoe trip, Still, §'m glad that ne ~greed to come along 'cause
he's really the only one I know of to go cahoeing»with, and he's not
into canoeing the way I am. He likes hunting and four—whee]iné‘and
riding his dirt-bike. So I guess I'm pretty 1ucky to have him come
with me. :If it wasn't for{him ['d never be able tn make this trip.

We started at the Con%ent Campground, near.Nevis, and already )
the banks are turning into badlands. “0n thevnbrth shore there is a
brown clay cliff about four metres high, and_above thqt is thick
spruce going up a steep hill. Every once fn a yhi]e a coulee runs
down to the river,Hméking an openiﬁg in the clif{ Below. On the
§outh shore 1is 1ong;grass swaying in front of a dry, desert-like
hill,

"We should've brought a ghettob]astgr along, Cousin Glen," he
says, and he turns his’padd1e into a gujtar and does a gﬁitar solo,
scréeching, "Weeerr, weeeerrr."

“YouFre rocking the canoe," I shout.

“Rockin' and rollin'," hé says, and we both laugh.

[ turn my paddle into a guiﬁar as wel\/g;a then we both sipg
the first lines of "We're Not Gonna Take It"--Dwight's favourite -
song. It's a moronir.song with an even more morgnic video, but I go
along with it anyway. ’

Eventually we settle into some steady paddling and I'm glgd.

Dwight distracts me. He doesn't think twice about what he's looking

{
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aty and I don't think the river means much to him.' BQt for me the
river is full of mystery and ma@ﬁc--a]l this moving water that never
runs out. It just flows and flows. [ always expect a definite end
to.the moving water, r}ke the caboose on a train, but luckily that |
§ill never happen. - And it freaks mgﬂbuk,when I think that this
water carrying us into the badlands was once wdy up jn the mountains
.as trickles of ﬁeTting snow and 1cé: Or to think that this river
has cut through the land to make this Né11ey. It's eveﬁ more
incredib1é than thinking about how a.TV wbrksf _

Suddenly Dwight's shouting, "Glen! A rock! On the left! To
the right!" ) |

"Left or right!?" I shout.

"Left! Right, rignty Go to the right!"

| But his instructions are so stupid that we miss the looming
rock by inehes before I even try to veer left or right. I want to
yell at him, but I don't 'cause he hasn't done much canoeing and
eveﬁ [ haven't canoed on a river very often, 56 I quess we'll learn
as we'go along. [ just say, "Next t%me try to maké\it clear wheré
the rock is, Dwight."

"Yeah, 1 better," he says; "you sure didn't handf; that one
Very.ye11. You want a smok;é// He pQ]]s out his pack and leans back
to offer me one. |

‘¢YOQ kno;ll don't smoke," 1 say.

;So what. [ thought maybe you'd take one out here on a canoe

trip.. Come on, try it."
S ‘ f ‘ﬁgo
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I pull a cigarette‘fronbthe pack, and Dwight tosses his Tighter
to me, The canoe starts to drift sideways as I try to light fhe
smoke. And then with bleary eyes and much‘coughing [ straighten out
the canoe so tpat we're pointing downstream again. Dwight laughs at
my clumsiness, and when he turns aroﬁnd I drop the.cigarette in the
wet canoe-bottom.

" We pass a sign on shore that says something abbut a-pipeline
crossing the.river. A few miles later we see an old bridge with
steel girders painted gréen, and as we approach it an old pick-up
speeds across.f After = few more bends we come upon a herd of cattle
drinking,?roﬁ the river, and they stare at us like they've never
seen a canoe befdge. You're not. supposed to see stupid farm animals
on a wilderness trip.«i&ut I guess if you're in the middle of
A]begta you can expect to see some. Still, when Uncle Bob and.my
dad dropped us off this morning, Uncle Bob kept telling us we were
in for a real wilderness trip. He”saidaghe valley was so incredible
you hardly knew you were in Alberta, and he told us there'd be lots -
of deer énd coyotes and hawks and great blue herons. Of course,
right after that my dad had to'remind us about all the‘po11ution on
the river--the old tires and barrels and rusted cars maybe. And he
told us about the houses and campgrounds and bridges, and then he
_said it wasn't really true wilderness anymore. [ knew all this, but
I didn't want to hear it, and I was mad at my dad. He always tries

to take the excitement out of things.

¢

'
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And sure enough, it\doesn‘t take very long before we are
drifting past a campground. It's depressing—-we might as well be in
a city park right now. A boy is fishing from shore, and his tiny
dog is yapping at us. The campground is fn1lldf motorhomes and

trailers and tents--you'd think it was the Saturday of the July

- long-weekend instead of a regular Saturcday in August. .Two old
@

-

. ¢
couples are playing lawn darts in front of their Winnebago, and a
few cramped sites down a lady is reading a book, sitting at a picnic
table wﬁth'a red and white tab1ec1ofh~J‘What a horrible <ight. We

pass the campground and dr1ft under’ the bridge not far away. .

i

Later we see Canada geese flutterwng nervously on the grassy
sh@re ﬂﬁstéer tawards them, quietly. They make little squawking
4 %u.‘: W
,nb1ses ard s]oﬁiy stgﬁt wa1L1ng downstream As we get closer they -

§EA

ﬁmﬂ;éﬁé%@ﬁﬁy Dw1ght s1aps his paddle on the water and

.

o wa]k ‘abtq;

- \,
ﬂngs they make even more noise, and

“‘?

B i; start f1app1ng ﬁE’ ther, than fly{ they turn around

q"‘,

a@@ walk upst}ﬂamtxh'

éﬁ]eft, but it doesn't look

5"
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We're gonna miss it!""

;{ _ 2% the spot and I'm/right--it's not much of a camp spot.
3 é' ’
: s. sloped and there are no nice trees around, just willow

il
T
o

sap11ngt But Dwight insists that it's good enough and says we have

to hurry and set thiwgs up and get the supper on. We keeps bossing ‘
me around and I say, "Yaﬁ, sir, Captawn "Aye, aye, Captain, sir."
But he doesn't get it. «
After supper we decide ‘to try a little fishing. We put on Deep
"Wvods Off and head. upstream with our fishing gear, walking through
bush and saplings. Theyshe]l of rotting underbrush‘and dead leaves
and 1nsett repellent gets in my nose. Dwight stops WHan we come to
a deep §tt§1 pool of water.

"This is where the go1deye will be," he says.

But we don't catch a thihéra‘We try a number of different
spots, but npt even a bite. Whah‘the setting sun makes the valley
go1deh we dacide to quit, and ‘I can tell that Bwight:is upset about
not catching anything. But it dogesn't bothervme; I'aoh‘t really
care about fiﬁhihg; [t's such a quiet evening. The long green
4rass, the rocks, the willow sap11ngs, even our legs and arms and
faces are all glowing with the golden-yellow dusk. Insects buzz in
crazy patterns above the still river. They Took like specks of
Tight. [ turn and stare at the old hills downstream--they are pink
and purple against the dark blue sky.

But then I hear a faint rumbling noise, growing louder. "Do

you hear that?" [ say.
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“Yeah, sounds like a four-whee drive."

“In tnis valley?" I say worriedly ;s the sound gets Touder.

“Shh! Listen. . .1t sounds like a Suzuki. . .or a Jeep,
ma}be," and then he plucks a long stem of grass and chews on the end
Qf it. ' a

We both stand silent for a while. %he noise, fades away. "!
gone," I say. "It was probably just crossing a bridge nearby."

"You must|be'going deaf!"™ he says. "That was someone four-
wheeling, and he wasn't on no road. [f he was on a road the ehgfne
would have sounded 1like a steady hum." He spits out a bit of gréss
and says, "Let's go back to the\camp.“

The sun'has already dropped behind the trees, and now it's

getting dark. We try to build a fire, but R

wood araonund, and a lot of it is wet from a1

~

time we sit down to relax thé sky is bﬂack gggxfu11 of stars--at
least a million more stars th;; you ever co@*élsee in the city. And
the moon is rising like a hot-air ba11oon-—jist an hour ago i1t was
only peeking over the hills downstream. Now it's drifting free and
shining in the river. Dwight offers ~e a cigare%?e but 1 say no
1ike [ mean it, so he doesn't press . He lights one for himself,
and we stare at the wéak flames.

It's a calm warm night, but I'm kind of upset 'cause it hasn't

been much of a wilderness trip so far. All we've seen are bridges

and pick-ups and cattle’and signs about pipelines and campgrounds

i
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and garbage on the shores downstream frcm campgrounds. No wildlife,
except for those Canada geese.

"How's Michelle?" I ask.

e

"How should 1 know?" he says. .
N

"Well you're going out witﬁ’her, aren't you?"

"No. That's cver."”

"Since when?"

"Since 1 found out she's a snob. She thinks she's too good for
everybody, and I fina11y had enough of it."

"What? She wasn't like that when [ met her."

| mSu;éAshe Was. You,wefe just too blind t see it."

He's obviously lying 'cause Michelle certaih1y wasn't snobbish
when 1 saw her. She was the exact opposite--friendly and kind. T&g{
image of her in her red bathing suit comes back to me--s-anding in

: i

the river, trying to pull me down, and then underwater with my arms
around her waist. 1'11 never forget that! And then when Dwight and
[ left that afternoon, she said "Bye, Glen" in a kind of sing-song:,

w

way, and to me it sounded more like, "I hope 1'11 see you again,

Glen.".
"What happened?"‘I ask‘Dwight: "Did you guys have a %1ght or
something?" | |
"Just forget {t,” he says. "I'don't wan£ te talk about it with ’
" (
you. You'll probably tell half the world." Qg?% )

“r
"What's your problem? You don't have to take i%@out on me.

['11 bet Michelle broke it off with you!" I say itﬁbefo%e I really
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realize what I've said.
| He glares at me through the blond hair hanging iﬁ,iront of his
eyes. L I
"Yeah,' [ éay, now fhat ['ve begun, "I'm sure she broke up Qith ~
you, Dwight. And who could blame her." 1 get up and start walking:
away. [ don't want to be around him. |
"~ I head dowpstream towards the bleck Rills. There is a narrow
‘ trail runniné along the river and jn theﬂmoon1ight I can just see
\“enough to follow it. The river makes soft garglfng'soynds; 1t
relaxes me. it is alive like something quiet and powég;u1 with its
brogd back mosing'and glistening in the dim light. ,Thisiis whaf
111 do every time Dgight starts to irritate me--simply walk away

and be alone.

He doesn'. ~:serve someone like Michelle. Probably treated her
1ike dirF. I woﬁde% if he knows 1'd love to-.go out with her. And I
woﬁ]d, too. " 1'd go out with her any day, and 1 could care less what

_ Dwight thought. Oh, if it were only her on this trip with me

instead df°o1d Dwight.

And then | hear a diffe;ént sound coming from the river. |
Took up andgsee three%deer crossing! A doe aﬁ% two fawns moving
slowly through the silver water. The fawns restless and jumpy with
the water up to their bellies; the doe doesh't look at them. They
érossxto the othéf side, climb up the bank, and disappear into the

3

woods. | stare at the place where they disappeared, and I Want.tp
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follow them. 1 want to see them again. Now I know for sure that

this really is a wilderness triﬁi—just_iike Uncle Bob said.
Aftera while, I walk back towards the camp and soon I can see

Dwight s “.ing in the smoky orange glow of the fire. Where I'm

;stahding it's cold, and the leaves are silver with the moon. Dwight

J

is jabbing at the fire with a stick, still trying to get it to
becomé 1eép1ng,orange flames. He thinks he's so tough. It would be
fun to scare him-and see how tough he really is®

I sneak around the camp through bushes so that I'm now upstream

: ‘ . ' S
from Dwight instead of down. He'1l never expect me to be on this -

‘side of the camp. I'm hiding behind a bush, but I can see him’

sitting:by the fire. 1 reéch for a small dead branch on the shrub

and snap it loudly. Dwight quickly turns around, and he seems to be

‘staring right at me, but I know he can't see me. I break another

branch and then f mumble very lowly and softly with my hand over my
mouth. Dwight jumps up and looks downstrecm, in the direction I

first left him. Finally he calls out in a shaEy'voice, "Is that

you, Glen?®

I can hgrdTy keep from laughing. He's trying to be so cool,

butrI,cgp tell from his voice that he's shitting his panté, I snap

T
s

another branch and his head jekks Tike it's tied to a rope in my

hand. '

13

"NeTl} I'm going to bed, Glen!" he says in a very ioud voice, .

as if he's trying to scare away a bear. "I'm putting the fire out!"

<
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Then I star& laughing and step out from t=hind the bush. "Did
I ever have you scared!™ ] call out.

He stares at me"with eyes as big as two full moons. Finally,
whenjhe sees that 1% aﬁfuaily is me; he says, "I knewlit was on all
a]ong.. You didn't scare. . .scare me."

"] saw three deer crossing the river."

"I wasn't scared, Glen. [ was just p1ayfnqvalong.“

"It was 2 doe and two fawns." \ .

”YOL might of thought I'Mas ;caked, but 1 knew it was you--who
else would be down here? Let}é build up this fire." |

_Ne throw some more branches om the fire, but they aren't really
dry. The fire spits and cracks, risec and falls as we add whatever
paper we can find. If Dwight wouldn't of picked such a ]oué@»glace'
- to camp we'd probably have a roaring fire now. But there are no big
trees here, so there are very few dead pranches that ‘are big enough
to burn.

We are quiet for a long time, ther I s;y, "Do you know what
happenedﬁgﬁrthe Vietnam War?"

“Why?" he says.

"Well, T was thinking about the deer I saw--"

"What dger?”

"The three deer I saw! A doe and two fawns."

“No 'way. Where?"

"“Downstream. They were crossing thesriver."

"Should of had a rifle."
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"But now when I think of the deer I ke;p thjnking about that
movjevDeer Hunter.f ‘

"I never saw it," Dwight says. "What's it about?"

I don't want to explain it. "Vietnam," I say. A]l kinds of -
scenes from the movie are flashingvin my mind--the steel pistol.
against a sweaty tempie, the dark alleys and piles of dollar bills,
‘the muddy brown river with rats, énd a rifle aimed-between the eyes

-

‘of a;BUck hich in the moyntains. It's making.me nérvous and sweaty,
and I.want to ge{ the images out of my‘headygbut [ can't. «Thqse |
threé deer c}ossing the river looked sd beautiful, and now all I can
think of 1s that mijg.

Dwight kicks at one of the smouldering branches. "You should
come to our cabin this fall," he:says. ”Evgry fall we gé hunting
and four-wheel driving. It's just a gas. We gét way into the back
~country in our four-by—four, spinning in the mud, flying through
swamps. Last time we were,in-mud that covered our wheels, and.we
had to use the winch. . .We have dirt-bikes and snowmobiles at the
cabin too. 1 bet you'd love it there."

Suddenly there's the sound of an engine again. We look up and
see headlights coming towards us! Across the open field behind the
willows. Cioser and closer, the Tight shining in our eyes. We sit
Laralyzed._ The 1ights go off and a tall woman gets out of the truck
or Jeep. She walks towards us.

"How you doing tonight?" she says. She has long black hair and

is wearing/a'tank,top and shorts, . 4 as she approaches [ can see
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that she's pretty old--maybe 19 or something. It's hard to tell in -
the dark, and when girls-get older you can never really tell if
they're 18 or 26 or‘30 anyway. lt's not like telling a grade sixer
from a-grade niner.

Dwight énd I stand up. "How did you get here?" I say, wanting
her to quickly leave by thé same way.

“In my Jeep."

"Byt there's no roads." ' - - L

“Who needs roads," she says with a bﬁgfgmileﬁy';

Even though I'm scared and upse#;, | can't.help buf“noticetgd@

3 ’r by,

good-looking she is. She looks Vike-a nodel orian actréﬁéﬂ )
Owight notices too 'cause he talks jh a voice that's lawer than

his natural ene. '“What's it like four-wheeling in this country?" he

“asks.

) "Not bad," she says, ffinging bacﬁlher 1069 hair'anJ then
looking around at our camp real casval. "So, on a canoe trip, eh?
Having fun? This is really-a terrible camping s ¢ yQp %éye bére.

td

0f all places, why did you choose this swamp?" She»Léo&s at Bpr
feeble fire. "Won't get 1 good fire going here. . ] Bseé to canoe

on this old river. Used to go with my grandfather all the time."

She sits on the grdunﬁ by thé fire and says, "Mind 1ff[;sit?”
"No, go ahead," Dwight says in His new voice. | :
"Yeah, when | went with my granafather the rivef;W@s still

worth canoeing,”™ she continues. "It was quiet then. ;';gnd wild.

At least wi.ger than it is now. Course even then it wasn't 1deal.

€
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But now it's complete]y useless. I wouldn't set a foot in that
 iﬁwater now, let alone a canoe." She stretches hér legs towardé the
fire and they look like bronze. y

“It isn't that bad," I say. "There's lots of good things about
it | ‘

She looks at me and smiles. Her eyes are black and shiny.

“It's even worse." she says. "It's as bad as it could be.

i

Bullddiersﬁ dirt-bikes, and Jeeps--you can see I've joined them.

3

No one shou]dbbe on this river anymore. No one

© “Byt it fsn't thit bad," 1 insist. “It's still quiet here.
It's still wild. Look at the moon, ahd@didn'; you see that pink
sunset, and if you wbuld of éee@ those deer ﬁrossing the river--"

"Shut up," sge}éays in a flat voice. "Just shut up, okay."
Jhe puT]s an ugly mean face.and then séys, "1t juéﬁ jsn't the same
'withoufyhim arouﬁd.“ She glares at me and then getsfﬁﬁ and walks
towards our caqée; which we‘stil1 haven't pu11ed,a}1 thg way up on
~shere. Qyightlénd L stay by the fire and watch hef. Why is she
barging {n 1ike:th{é? Why doesn’t she leave? She picks up thé'bow
of the empty caﬁoe and ]oné at the bottom. “Nice keel," she ca]is
to“Qs."gnd then when she‘é setting‘it‘downishe s1ips backwards and
v faifs. The canoe slides into the rivér and 1mmedjate1y startsv
F]baggngeﬁoﬁnstfeam. | ' b

"Hey!" 1 yeﬁ1, "Our canoe!“’/
She 1$_sitting on the gfoqnd, watching. bﬁight and [ chase

aftef{thﬁ canoe, runang down the path I was just on, but we come to
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a steep ridge that runs right down to the water and the canoe moveg
towards the middle of the river.

The strange girl is behind.us, and beforé we Jump in to swim
after the canoe, she»says, "Quick, let's take my Jeéﬁ! We canlcatch
1T around the next bend." |

We Took at her. The canoe is already out of sight, so we run
back to her Jeep and jump in. Sﬁe revs up the engine, §1ams it in
reverse, and soon we're climbing a steep desert hill.

"I'm awful sorry, bgquys," she says. ”I‘don“f know what
happqnéd. [ slipped on somgthing and the next damn thing I knew the

.

canoe was gone."
"It's okay," Dwight says, "We'll get it back. Don't worry."
We start bouncing down, the ofher side of the hill, and we can

see the river 1it by the”moon, but : 0 canoe.

"It must be around the next bend already,” she says. "We

better get the hell downstream." She turns around and drives away

from the river. ] .

"Where you going?" I shout. . .
B v
Dwight laughs, nervously.” "What's the matter, you scared,
e .
Glenie Boy?" v

- She smiles at Dwight and puts an arm around him. "I like you,"
o

she says to him. "You're a true outdoor sportsman. . .Have you ever .

thought of doing commercials for cigarettes or beer?"

I can see t?at Dwight isn't sure what she means. ['m not sure,

r
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either, but it sounds stupid to me. She doesn't belong here, with
this noisey Jeep.

"Yeah, 've thought about it," Dwight says, "but how would I
get into it?;
"Oh, it's simple," she says. ”Ahguy 1ike you'd have no
trouble.” . l
| We are driQing down an old bumpy road for what seems like a
long tipe. Finally she veers to the right‘and we're bohncing,acroés
an7ppén field. We come up to some buildings--old log cabins. The
river is right behind them. She shuts dff the engine. We jump out
and run to the water's edge. The river is dark and still. There is
no sign of the canoe. - , "
"Tt'11 be a while,“'she4says. "See these old Tog cabinsé My
great-grandfathek built them in the beginning of the century. My.
.grandf%ther 1ived here when he was a kid. Used to come here @ith
him all the tfme. This is where you guys should camp, not in that
b]oody.mosquito bush you were in." : * |
.1 glance at the log cabins, but I'm afraidithe canoe might
drift by us, so I quickly bring my eyes back t»n the.kiver.
"Don't wdrry," she says. "The canoe' 1 be her= {h half an hour
~or so."

-~

"You dropped it in on purpose!" I suddenly blurt out, almost

crying. ¢

"What was that?" she says angrily. "Do you value your. . .

But she stobs and looks at me with those dark eyes that hold me in a
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trance. néEeAtakes my hand into both of hers and squeezes. [ didn't
know‘women ;6u1d have such strong hands. i .

| “Why?" I manage to say. "Why did you ruin our trip? Why don't
you leave us alone?" ‘ |

"Grandpa would have liked ydu,“ she says soft'y.

[ just look at her. She is very EETTT////Qﬁt.

"Should we make @ fire by the river while we wait?" she says.

"That's an excellent idealf Dwight says in his stupid manly
voice.

"What are your names?" she asks.

"Mine's Dwight."

Why should I tell her.

“T'm V%vian,” she says. "And you'ré Glen, right?"

"How do- you kndw?M;

"Your buddy called you Glenie Boy, so.l guesg that makes/your
name Glen, right?"

"Maybe."

"Let's get some firewood," she says.

“Let's go!" Dwight says, extending his arm to put around hei
waist, but not daring to actually touch her. )

We walk to the neerby bushes w;ere there are huge cottonwoods
and old poplars. Dwiéht says, "Hey, Vivian! Yéu know what'happeng
in the bushes, don't you?"

"No, 1 don't, DQight. Why don't you tell me.”

"Well, put it this way, it isn't the safest place for a giri."
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"Are you a girl? Dwighty Girl." She laughs.
Dwight glares at her, but, Qf course, he doesn't know what to
say. . . |
We carry big dry branches back to the Tog cabins ana drop them
béside the rivef. Dwight walks upstream. 1 guess he dobsn't want a
‘fire after all. He sits down and watches the‘river.
Vivian tooks a%‘meiﬁgain, and says, "How did you end up with
someorne 1ike that’for a companion on a canoe trip?" |
"He's my cousin," I say.
"I wish you cbuld've met my grandpa. You would've 1iked him."
And then I see that shé's crying. "He was wild about this river,"
she says, "and I was, too, when®l was with him." She wipes at her
tears.with the back of her hand and smiles. "He knew everything
there wés to know about this river. You‘shéu]da seen him handle a
canoe." '
s C
"Well, why do you bomb around in a Jeep now, instead of--"
"Let's make this fire,“.shé says. "Do you have some matches?"
[ check my pockets. '"No, they're gt{11.at our camp."
Dwight is walking béck to us, so I ask him if he has a match.
"0f course not;“,he-says. "Why don't you ask Miss Stuck-up
here? She must have a lighter in her hot little Jeep."
I Took at Vivian. She is staring af Qwight and she doesn't
look too happy. Finally, she says, "?eah, I']]WQO get my lighter."
Dwight and } watch the rfver for the canoe, but éudden]y we

~
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hear the Jeep being started. We run around the 10g cabins and the
Jeep is halfway across the field already, taillights bouncing.

“Hey!" Dwight ye115. "What about us! What about us, bftch!“

I Qé]k back to‘the river so we don't miss.our canoe, but ['m
thinking it, too, ”Whatlabout us? WHat are you doing to us? Why
did you tell mé all thatiabout your grandpa and the Yivgr?"

Eventually Dwight joins me at the river's edée, and we wait and
wait, but there is no sign of a white canne. '

"What a bitch," he says. "“A big tease. How are wg supposed to
éet back to o@:zc‘gmp? We've g"ot“notk‘nng‘ here."

And then the white canoe peaks its head éround the bendf? It
comes down the river broadside, drifting lazily in the flickering
moon]iéht on the dark water. We rip off our sweaters and pants and

K\-/both ge; in the freezing water to make sure we don't miss it. The
0ld boat floats into our érms like a giant trout, exhaustéd and

slowly being reeled in. " We drag it way/up on shore, and then, cold .

hng\shivering, we dry ourselves off with our sweaters and put.our

~ S

s pants\hnd runners back on.
"Now what?" Dwight moans . "We're lost¥and how are we gonna
get inywhere without paddles and gear? We don't even have matches!"

"We might as well sleep inside one of these cabins tonight," I

\

[y
v

Inside it is very dark. We stumble into a room in the back

where the mbon is shining through a window frame.
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"Look, Dwight! An old bunk bed. . .And even a coup]g@gf old
_ %

blankets! I bet they're hers.”™ The blankets are piled on the top
bunk and they are dusty and full of holes, -but they'll keep us warm.

In the morning I stumble out of the cabin feeling stiff. It's
strange to think that her great-grandfather bui\t this thing so many
years ago (gd 1t s still here. Unless she was lying. But the old

0ky>and wonderful at the same time, and somehow I

a much better camp than the one Dwight chose.

cabin i

£ .
believe h\ . She s right about the camp-““ ® for sure. This is

Qutside it is co1d ' the SBmS a]ready\mazmg and the sky

nl can't believe itl--all
~§?r camp1ng gear is in a neat p&1é§§fwg. the cabin! How did it--

.I touch the gear to make sure it's real. And then |

M

d1scover a note, under the str1ng of our rolled up pup tent. It
~says: "Glen, here are the matches." And inside the note is a pack
of matches.
-
Quickly I turn to wake up Dwigic, out then I think, no, I'd
\ rather he stay asleep. 1 take the matches and walk to the pile of
dead branches beside the river. Soon I have a fire going, and the
warmth enters my body after a long cold night. The mornfng'is S0
©  still. So still. And then I see a great blue heron across the
glassy river. It is standing iq_the water, right at the edge. Its
beak is pointingcup to the sky, but it does ngt move an inch; it ,

looks like a statue. And then, for no reason at all, it opens its

wide purpTe wings and pushes up, clearing the water in one leap, one
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gentle step. It Stretcnes out its neck as the big:wings-pu11:
- slowly. And then, circling dowhstreamﬁihe legs tuck in, and it
gains speed. Turning above the desert hills, it,djsapbears.

I &isten to the fire and'the water. The fire is crackling and
jumping, and you can hear ;he movﬁng water a]nqg tHe shore. The
curve in the river looks like a giant smile and-the sun is in it. I
see and hear these things, but right now_ﬁhey don't mg!e me h%ppy at
all. I want to talk to her, to listen to her stories, but | know I

. :

will néver see her again.

<



Sight Unseen

[ am sitting in my apartment in Winnipeg with a'scmtéhé{nmmy'
hand. My suitcasé is beside me, unopened, still packed. It seems
~as though 1 am still on the airplane. Or do I only wish that I
were? Going where? Any#here? Back to Edmonton? It is 1:00 a.m.,
8 but I do not feel like going to bed, or getting out o this chair,
or even moving. |
Mrs. donne\]y, why 1s 1t that I want to listen to you now, now
that I can't? [ wish you coqu explain it to me once more. Maybe

then. . .Explain what, though?

Wheﬁ [ arrived in Edmonton, a week ago today, I was shocked -to
“hear that Mrs. Donnklly had sold her house and was now living in a
senior citizens' home. 1 only knew her as Mrs. Donnelly who lived
next door in the little brown house--the house [ spent countless

hours in.as a child--and | could not, or perhaps would not, picture
S

her as living anywhere else. Mother said that Mrs. Donnelly had

>imply become too forgetful. She told me that one Sunday éiening'

i
4 O

[}

Father and she dropped ir@%t Mrs. Donnelly's for coffee and
| e

142
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discovered potatoes burning on the stove while Mrs. Donnelly was

‘reading peacefully in the gjving room.’ | s
o

"Couldn't she srell them burning?” [ 2gked. »

"Well, 1 guess not," Mother said. "You know how\fhe insists
that we jdst walk in 2-~ shout 'Hello, Mr;. Donne]]y‘--we]1;,that's
what we did. As soon as~l was in the porch I smelled sq@ething,
burning, so I dashed to thé stove. They-had just begun to burn.”

;Whag?did she say about 1t?" I asked.

"She gaid that she @@d already eaten and she didn't possibly
know who é@uld have put those potatoes on. It's just as well,
thodghngEat she's in a senior citizens' home. She was getting too
gld to live all alone. Who knows what kind of catastrophe might
have happeried. The whole house could have burned down because of
her forgetfulness. And it probably would have taken ours down with
it."

If I had Been there 1 would have ‘told ﬁrs. Donhe]]y to put such
nonsense as selling and moving out of her héad; ‘| would have told ‘
her that she was not going anywhere. She, of course, wouldn't have(D

listened to me, but I would hav'%to]d her just the same. She
. ‘Q

belongs in that little.brown house, not on the fourth floor of an

institution,
~Q.

The second day I was in Edmontdn my mother and I went to visit

Mrs. Donnelly. Suite 417, at the end of a long hallway. The

building made me nervous; it was far too big. I hadn't been in
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Edmonfon for over five years, and I had th1s strange fear that Mrs.
| Donne]]y m1ght have foré%&ten who I was But she hadn't.

"W1111am'" she screechedehen weq;ot to her suite. "Come in,
come in. Look at youx my boy--you're a grown man!'"

I was twenty-four and quite "grown" when I moved to Winnipeg,
but perhaps she thought I had ieft at a younger age. * |

She "Tooked mUch the same--a little older maybe. ‘But “he was
still big and chubby, fbr'which [ was.very'g1ad. Her»hea]th always
' seemed tg rise and fall in éroportion to her size. .She had.a big
round head with thick curly grey‘hair.‘ She hugged me with her
flabby aéms andlﬁe1d my head in hef fat hands t;vkiss me.on each
cheek. Her blue eyes danced and g]istenedi We were both very
happy—-I m sure I was bpam1ng like an idiot. I had no idea that my
emot1ons would rush up and burst as they did. [ had tears inmy .
-eyes, and tHen Mrs. Donnelly cried outright.

The suite was far too sma]]-fé small 1iving room, bedroom, and
kitéhen nook. It.seeméd all wrong--too c&ean and modern. Some of
thé wallpaper was pastel bihk'with faint lines of soft green, and
the carpetJWas dusty rose; And if you know'Mrs.vDonnel]y,'tHese

colors are not for her; she has lived her entire 1ife among bright

reds and b1ue§-and'ye]1oWs and earthy browns and greys. She had

144

obviously tried ‘to offset the bana]ity,ofAher suite by hauling in a'

lot of things from her old home--the Blake prints, the prairie
- landscape paintings done by her late husband,: the blue chair, the

oak coffee table, and fhe oak cabinet, with the E]ack'ahd white

.
o,
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picture of he?fﬁusband at twenty-one. He was a tall, lanky man,
with a bushv blond mustache. In the picture he is standing in front
of the1r§;1ttfe brown house, proud and confident. He died of TB

dur1ng t elr‘f1rst year of marriage. Mrs. Donnelly never remarried.

Shig" s 81 now. «

/

gghe sat us in her t1ny 1iving room. The vieQ from the window
qyeréoked a small park with tall grey apartment buildings on the
,wvther side. It reminded me of my apartment in Winnipeg--the view

ﬁt:thét is. My mother,'who occasionally visited Mrs. Donnelly out of a
;%”& sense qf duty, I'm éure,voffered to make some coffee.
“ “So William, how are you_dOingbin Winnipeg?" Mrs. Donnelly
asked.

"Not bad. We jﬁst'started an interesting new project--studying
levels of pol]Ution in the Red River." " |

"Good. But I'm asking about you, William, not your company.
How are you doing?"

[ éou1d only laugh; I had obviqus]y forgotten a few things
about Mrs. Donnelly.

"Mrs. Donnelly, is your coffee-maker still broken?" my mother
.asked.

™o. [ don't thfnk it's broken--1 use it-all the time.”

“"Well, look here. It's exactly Tike it was last £ime [ was
h?ES, and it didn't work thén,“ She sthed Mrs. Donnelly how the
red light inside the on/off switch didn't work.

"Maybe you're bad luck," Mrs. Donnelly laughed.

g
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Mother ]ooked upset. She was never overly fond of Mrs.
Donnelly. |

"We can get some coffee downstairs if you need it," Mrs.
Donnelly said.

When I was a kid " spent a great deal of time.at Mrs.
Donnelly's place. Almost every day after schoal, my younger sister,
Cindy, and [ would go to vis{t her. She -ked {h the public
library, but she was always home by the g3‘78 we got to her place.
Mother never liked us going there, but 1 think she was helpless to
stop us. If she tried we would put up such a fuss, saying how would
youvliké to be old and all alone and not have any visitors? We said
that Mrs. Donnelly needed us. She dependea on us. Mother usually
gave in, ~d if she didn't we would shout until Father would say,
"Let them go, for heaven's sake!"

Her home was dark with the deep brown of stained wood, even the
walls were stained wood. | Every room had something that fascinated .
Cindy and me. There were wooden toys in the spare bedroom, Qﬁd‘in,?,
closet downst: rs were old cluthes her husband used to wea;.i Sh@lhf
would let us wear them whenever Qe wanted--old grey haff, wo9;<
suits, checkered vests of dusty gold and brown, red paisley ties{ -
“yellow shirts that’were once wﬁfte. Her entire house had a ‘kind of
musty old smell that mingled with a.smell of spices. She liked
Smelly,.spicy, herbal things. If she served us teakif would be)

N

rose-hip or black currant. At first the smells bothered Cindy and

me so much that we never stayed long, and if we did stay for tea we
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usually asked to have it in the backyard. But ne‘f}ew to love the
0ld musty smells and the smells in our own house began to bother us,
a.terrible combination of Tide and Mr. Clean and Irish Spring and
Pa]molivé. |

And Mrs. Donnelly always had better snacks than Mother. If
Mother had kool-aid and cookies; Mrs. Donnelly would have fresh
raspberry juice and chocolates. She would have us sit in her living
room, and then she would set large glassés of juice on the coffee
table 1in frdnt of ds. Then she wculd come out with a tray of
chocblates or pastries or squares and set that-on the table as well.
She never said, "Just bne each," or "Two and no more." She just
left the tray there, and there was soﬁething about her manner that
made us behave with digcretion. We never attacked the tray. We
would éarefu1ly sip our juic , while eyeingvthe chocolates the whole
time, until one of us would finally say, “Mrs. Donnelly, may we have
a_chocolate, please?" She would 1augh.ahd say, "Of cerSe. fhey're
for my guests." In time, though, we'became more and more courageous
and would sometimes start on thef;hbco1ate; or.pastr{es without
aéking her. But she wasn't blind. If we were reac iy for our
third or fourth chogolate, shé would get up and in one casual motion
she would pick up the tray‘and say, ”5ha11 [ read you a story now?"
_Then she wou]d walk to the kitchen aﬁd slip the tray of ggodies intc-
her fridge and come back With a book:

We would sit on her couch-¥Cindy‘on one side of her and I on

the other--and she would ggrry us away with stories by A.A. Milne

. o
o

it
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and C,S.'Lew{s ahd Hans Andersen and later by Dickens and Hawthorne

"~ and Twain and'soaryAstories‘by Poe and later stories by Ethel Wilson

and Flannery O'Cohnor and Hemingway and Ross and Munro. She would

-

often te11 us to~read read, read.

But when ' I took some. of her books home as a child I remember I

brought them back the next day and to]d her the stories were better

~when she read them And she sa1d ”W111‘you have me read to you

when you' re a man as we11?“

2 “Yes, -j‘sa1d :

She 1aughed and’ sa1d W Can“t‘re, to you a11 of your life,

‘WiT]1am ' One day you'T) get marrwed ‘and move away.'

I th]mk 1 told h  to quig talking such fr.lishness. 1 had no

intention of moving anywhere, except‘maybe into her little house

3

Sometimes whenﬁne came to her p]éce;after‘schoo1 we would fﬁnd

her s1tt1ng at the k1tchen tab1e read1ng her Bible. But she woutg;-

never read from 1t to us because she said our ogher wou]d get

‘upset And I knew that “that was true Mother often sa&d that she“

would’ iet u% 90 to Mrs. JDonnelly's, but‘1f Mrs. Donne]]y started ’
readwng from her B1b1e or 1f she started 5ay1ng funny things about
Jesus we were to get up and'wa1k stra1ght héme. Hell, th1s_of
coursé on1y piqued my curioéity. I Wanted'to.discover what this

mysterious, forbidden book Was all about. So, one day when Mr§

,Donnedly was in’ the 11v1ng room w1th C1hdy, I sneaked to:the kwtchen

,/a’

“and paged through,her B1ble. It was a great d1sdbp01ntment though

[

g
« A
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A11 T remember seéing were a lot of long, foreign-sounding names.
It seemed much more boring than the books Mrs. Donnelly read to us,
'so [ quietly put it back in its place and went to the living room.

When I sat down beside Mrs. Dohne]]y, she said, "Was it
interesting, William?"

“What?"

MYour expforations."

e Qasn't snooping around your house," I said.

After that day I éonc]uded that the Bible was probably
something only for very old people--people who didn't get bored so A
quickly. In fact, when I was much older I didn'tlchange my opinion
much--1 knéw that Bible-reading was’ great for Mrs.rDohnelly. I knew~
it did her goodf But I could never get into it. . .maybe when I'm
old and grey.

I remember Mrs. Donnelly would sometimes stand at her front

“door and simply stare out at the neighbourhood.‘ You could call her
then and she wouidn't hear you. It was as if she was ]1stehing for
something, or’expecting.something miraculous to appear before her
any second. Or maybe she was just checking out the neighbourhood,
her néighbourhood, making sure all was in order. She often told us
that she loved that neighbourhoed, the three-bedfoom bungalows Qith
sparkling stucco,-the white picket fences, the§T:wns with spruce

trees or elms or maples in one corner. I could never detect

anything outstanding about that area of town (or that towﬁf for that
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mattér), but she loved it like a maritimer Tqves_the ocean, or a
farmer 1oves‘the open sky. - . . ™

When I got to high-school age I discovered that she often went
for walks very late at night, around 2:00'a.mu I discovered it
quite by accident because at that time I had very little to do with
her. In fact, I stayed clear of her. There was‘something about her
that annoyed me then:.'l think maybe it was her scratchy’voice, or
maybe her clumsy, heavy movements, or her messy grey hair.' Anyway,l
I discovered her nocturnal wandering when I was being dropped off
from a party. She was about two houses down from her‘own.

"Mrs. Donnelly!" I shouted much too 1bud1y. "Wait for me!"

She stopped and looked back. [ was very tipsy, which probably
explains why [ had forgoﬁten that it was my 1nte%tjon to stay clear.
of her. "1 ran after Her as best as 1 could. | |

"Where yoﬁ going?" I slurred.

"Why do you ask, William?" she said softl

»"Cause | want to know, that's_why.‘ Is there anything wrong
with wanting to know? Tell me, is there?" |
E "No." And I remember that I could see n thing in her face--it
was cold and blank. - é?

"Don't you call me your best friend?" i blurted. . "Don't you,
dammit? Well I want to know as your best friend whére-are yodithe
hell going goddammit heli. . .Fuuuck."

She said nothing.

"Won't you tell me?" I pleaded.
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"I'm going fqr a walk," she said. .

"I can see that! I'm not blind!—Dtd you think I was blind?"

She stared at me. . s
la)

_ “ . .
~"Can 1 come with you?" I sajd in a quieter tone. "I don't feel

very good." :/

She Tooked at me with her stone blue eyes. Sheshad never seen
me drunk before. Fﬁnally she said, “Okay.' Comg on."

I remember thiwking that she walked at a.very fast pace for an
o1der.wp@an who was by no.means slim or fit.'cI stumbTed after her.
She dian'f say anything for a long time. When I began to feel
s1ight1y sg?s?ed byAthe cool night air, I said, "Why do you kake
theée wa]?g?“ \

“I~L1¥e‘toA]isten to the city," she said.

"What's to hear?"

;Zﬁg “The quiet, sleeping city--it's much more interesting than the

‘racket®of the day."

yvﬁﬁDo‘you pray on these walks?" I asked.

"What do you meé%%?y)pré}er?“

I ]aughed»ht‘hégfw "How the hell should I know? You're the oﬁe
whg‘prays.and reads the Bible, not me." | .
e ltﬁ'ﬁbsorry to hear that, William. So, you have no ide&what it
means to pray?"

"Talking to your.christ-almighty father. The big guy in the

sky.

She said nothing then.f
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"Mrs. Donmelly, why are you so weird? Going for walks at two

A

in the morning--1 can't help ity it Just seems so ridiculoys.”

“No one's asking you to he]p anything."

“You're afra1d, aren't you? You use your religion aé a crutch
because you're bloody scared of the truth." ¢

"why don't. you do hcme, William."

But--"

"Go," she said. .“Leave me alone now."

When I looked at her\stern, wrinkled face under the streetlight
I immediately turned and left her. IT.went to my p%rents' house--the
place where 1 s]ept}and ate. At that time I didn't consider it
home. [ was sixteen, in grade 11. ’ -

The next day I felt miserable. [ couldn't even remember what I
had all said to her, but 1 knew it was bad. And)yet [ didn't want
to go.and apologize to her; I didn't want to see her.ever again.
But 1 did go to her place, that same day. I thought she'd be upset,
but she was only quiet and pensive 1ike the night before. She saig,
I shpfvdn't apologize for what 1 am, but rather I should'change what
‘T am. .

"I'm not apologizing for what I am," I said; “T'm apologizing
for what I did to you." — ° - , 0

“You did nothing to me." |

I 1eft her place fee]1ng no better than when I came, but
somehow that event led me to@art v1s1t1ng her again on a rather
regu]ar bas1s Sﬂe seemed to or perhaps pretended to, forget about

' ) »
3



153 "

r

my drunken verbaﬁ abuse that night, and I never brought it up again.
" We became géod friérds once more. o
When [ got to un1vers1ty I Tet her down again by going into
Biology instead of Eng11sh—-her favour1te subject. I no longer
lived with my parents, so [.didn't see Mrs. Donnelly quﬁte as much.
But when I did come to\Visit r_we always:had fun togetie . She
was eccentric as ever. NEEE/;jj in August 1| wé]ked into her backyard
to find hér'inlthé garden, picking beans. Older people need not

Took disgusting in a bathing suit, but Mrs. Donnei]y did. She wés

: f_s“_ .

By

—Wearings@ white bathing suit that ﬁatched the color of her skin, and

Y

on her head was a bright red sun-hat. Bent over 1n the garden she
" Tooked 1ike a mound of cottage cheese or Qani]]a ice creamiwith a

strawberry siiding off to one side. The bathing suit was too small

and hér fat legs and arms bulged out.unCOmfortably. Her heavy
breasts were be%ng squashed. [ was about to quickly tdrn away out

of reépect for my elders, but she saw me.

"William, honey!" éhe called out. "How nice to see you." She
walked up to me. "How are yourAstudies going? Are you reading any

good books? You h ven‘t fdrgotten about all the books we used to
\ B

@ad together, @e you?"

%) ne]]y, What are you do1ng in that7" [ pointed to her

‘o ' oA . ‘
X,
, . 3
g ‘g . e b £

I'm getting a tan.’

fwhat for?“

‘g;j,”Because I've never had one before," she beamed.

)
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fhat night we had a bArbecue at Mother's and Fathgr's,.an Mrs.
Dohne11y‘askéd me to rub Noxema on her sunburnt\back and shoulders.

“1'11 do it," Mothe: quickly said. v |

"No,é [ said. ”She.asked me. 1'11 do it."

I+ was late afternoon when my mother and I got up to leave Mrs.

Donnelly's home withiqgthe senior citizens' home. Across the park

the apartment buildings were turning a pinkish-orange with thg last
long sun rays of a clear cold February evening. Apartmen6'WiédoWs
were beg1nn1ng to glow. 1 didn't want to 1eave, although I wou1dn t
have complained had Mother 1eft on her own. She had kept the

‘afternoon conversation within the r1g1d boundar1es of. n1ceness
&

"When do-you eat supper around here?" I-.asked Mrs. Donnel]y

"F1ve thirty." .
f.‘\r

&’ : s
"Why don't we go out for supper?" I said. -

"Not me," Mother said, 'l have to get home to your father."
+ 0 - a

"What do you.say, Mrs. Donnei]y? Would you Tike to go out for
supper with me7“ '

"T'd Tcve to, Nﬂham we 11 have %onderfm t1me--Just the

two of us. o Lo ‘ ‘ s}

T~

”Great' ' drive Mother home and pick you up right away.

Rd i

Where should we go? ‘Dewntown? Walden's? Tn% Four Seasons? The

Chateau Lacombe7"

-

v "There's that nice litt?e place on Jasper--what's it called?

Miéhae1;s?“
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I

"That's been gone for twenty yéarsf“ Mother gaid.. "That
'"Tittle place' is now_tﬁé Principal Plaza."

uOh,.don't be sfi]y,” Mrs.ODonnel1y said. fﬁe céh go aﬁyWhére 
we want. What do you suggest, William?" . & ‘

. "How about the Chateau Lacomb§5§'

"T've never been up there." an G A |
| "No? Oh, you'll love it. .H;Eh’aboVe t?e ci@y; Tt's. a
revolving'reStaurant." : f f
“"Does it revolve very quickty?" ‘
I Taughed. LNo, no, you-hafd1y notice it."  f;6' .
When Mother and 1 got in the car, she said, "Iihoge yéu.fealize
that Mrs. Donnelly isp't all there." R |
_"Where?" " - | .
fdﬁstairg,'f mean. She doesn't havelit all together upsﬁéifsth
She pointed to her head. "She's a touchldisturbed, a bit:crézy.  And
you're so gullible you fall for eyérythingbsﬁefsays.v fim ggfpr%sed
you're not some kind of re]igious-fanatic yet. 'Ydu‘know;"y'think
you're happier to see her~t%an you’are to see your %“-r*ts.W_
} I thought so too, but I didn't séy anything. T ha9 to-
have her say. v ‘ ,éﬁ j ‘,%5‘m
| "l mean, don't get me wrong,” she continued, "Mrs. Doﬁhgl1}jié
a very good person. She's been a good neﬁéhbour. But dbh'{f§§{9§§

that she's 81 now. She's getting old--her mind isn't what it

‘to.Qe. Though God knows she's always been a bit craﬁ?.. .Wh.

¢ o 2 .o
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: woﬁ]dn't be, ! guessl with tﬁeir hu;band dead a?ier'oﬁe year of
) marriage.“.. | ) |

"Would you be?" I asked.

"What?"

"Would you be a 1it£]e cra., if Father had.died after your

~ first year of marriage?"

RSN

SDon't bedhorbid," she said.
"You brought 1t’up.” : 4
“We1}, your father-is hardly dead, now, is he?"

" We drove the rest of the way in silence.

§3

. Whenll got back to Mrs. Donnelly's suite she was still gettigg\\\\\ 3

5 : . /
" ready, clipping pearl earrings on. She was wearing a bright red

dress with white lace around the neck and wrists.

"Mrs. Donne ;. you look wondeffu] in that dress," I said.
. A
“Thank you, . iliam." . . \
She went to geéﬁﬁer ceat, and I noticed that she didn't walk

7

the way she used to. She sthfledbnow, father than the heavy

S

stomping she uséd to do around her old house.

“Well, come on,' shé saﬁd,‘fdfeh't you going to help me with my

coat?"
o .

"Oh, sorry, sorry," I laughed.

"If you're going to take me out, yob've Qot to do it right."

-"You're absolutely right. I'm going to spoil you.”

"I didn't say anything about spoilirg. Why should 1 want to be
5 | . - |

¢
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spoiled. . .like soggy, stinking vegetables? You flatter yoﬁrself,
William. 1 Just said do at right, proper--as a gentleman should."
“Oh, I'm no real gentleman."
Then suddenly sﬁe toor her soft leather purse and éwung it
around to hit me squarégy fn the back. "Then 1 shan't go out Wwith

you," she said.

[ was trying to cope with my shock when I saw the faintest
§m11e on her:face. Then we both 1aughed. I“had forgottéh’how she
Toved to play gimes,'hOW she Q{Ways{encouraged us to dres§ ;; and
put on skits for her, or puppet shows. ' v

“Sha11 we proceed?" she said in mock haughtiness.

1 bpened the aﬁartment door in a wide, showy manner. "After
you," 1 said. .

SHe marched out (it was really just a variation of her shuffle)
with her nose in the air. ‘

By the t{me we got to‘the'top of the Chateau LacomBe we
abandoned our, game of éhivalry.d [t was only fun wﬁen thgre was no’
one else around. Besides, Mrg.‘Donne11y;was a little'qh~1sy about
our altitude. |

"1 can hand]e'riding up to my fourth-floor hdme,“ she said,

.Is there any

N

gawking out at the city Tights, "but this is too much.
air up Here?” . |

"You're breafhing aren't‘you?” [ said.
\“l‘“Bare1y.” .

| "Well, that stil’ .ounts.”
W



158

\\rjhe‘maitre d' led us to a small table next to the window. We

~gézed at the endless lights far below. -

"This would be a good place to die," Mrs. Donnelly said,

smi]ing. "Up here in the sky. . She appeared to contemplate

this'possﬁbi]ity and then said, "Perhaps I'11 Wait for my dinner a;d
then fall face fi(st into it--dead." |
"] f you do it, [ will too,ﬁ 1 said.‘

We laughed and stared som; more at the glittering view of the
city. 1 pointed out some nythe Univé}sity buildings.

After another silence, I said, l"’You see;yéu can hardly notice
that we're turning. I think it takes over.an hour to do a fu11
circie.“ . ' h

We ordered ouriiga]s--Rainoow Trqut for Mrs. DonneT]y and
Chicken.Cordon Bleu for me. .We also»orderedza half litre of white
wine. There wés.a small candle burning inside a jar on our table.

“Age you lonely in Winnipeg?" she asked. o

"Yeah, I guess 1 am. "

"Well, what_ao‘you do abOuF it? You don't sit around ahdfsu1k
I hope." .

| Rather thén look at her, I watched a stream of red taillights -
below. | c N

“wi]]iam, when are yod going tq take somefhc}jon? When are you

going fq £411 yourself wi£h'someth1ng?".

I toldgher that [ had acted. 1 told hef about the girlfriend I

V74

R
S
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fiad in wfnnipeg gér almost a year, and about how I suddén]y'broke it
of f because <t didn't feel right. |

When I finiéhed telling her ali about this past re]ationship;
she said, "That story's about as meaningful as, this fork. [t .
doesn't answer my question."

"Well, I have a question for you, too," I said. "Why did you
never remarty?" 1 had never asked her anything abou% her husband
before this, and she had never said anything except how and when hé&\,
. djedf

She looked at me with her pale blue eyes and finally said, "I
don't know. I guess I never met any%no that interested me."

"Did you'1odk?ﬂ |

"Not especially.”

"Didn't you get lonely in that little houseé, You were what?
Only twenty—one.” |

'“I-was lonely at first, but 1t went away. When I think about
him now I can't even say whether or not I Toved him. [ don't thinki
B really did. I.was very young and ignorant. \Do you know that I
_hardly read a single book until after he died--i%c]uding the Bible."

"You didn't? But. . .how? How did you make all those
changes?"

“I was determined. [ wasn't going to lef his death be my end.
But what about.yqu, William? What wi11byou do?"

"I don't want to go back to Winnipeg, and yet I know I will.

There's nothing for me there. All that I have is right here, and
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yet 1 know that i'11 leave this behind. Why is that, Mrs.

Donnelly?"

"When you're in Winnipeg, é%%uyou'11 have will be there.'

IIBL{t__”

"Do you remember whegayou were a little boy and.you brought -

your friend Robbie overgio visit me?" ‘

. Q , !

"Not really." )

"Remember you wanted to show him everythwng about my ”nouse-—tho
%

closet downstairs fu11 of old clothes . und tWe oak cab1net, and that

uu‘

old radio, and the shelves of books, and thg puppets I gave to you' A U;;f;
and Cindy? And remember that he laughed at your puppet what d1d v‘ ‘i rﬂjéj?;
you call it?" . ' "Jrljr';ul‘ : V

"I don' t remember g g \ " |

“Oh, come on! That b1gﬁbuppet w1¢h the b1g eyes. Don™t you
remember your fﬂ]endafqbbye 1aughed atsht because the eyg& were S0
big and the mouth ghd nose were so sma117”: |

"And then you mkmched h1m in. th@ chest for 1augh1ng; and after

\K & 4

that you didn't 11ke’t§elpuppet much and rare?yﬁﬂlaytﬁ wwth it. b

"But what does th1s

'*nto ﬁg w1tr me go1ng back to Winnipeg?"
> o

"1 dd%;t know. Noth1ng,vl‘5uppgspw "It hurt me to see you

abandon the puppet [ made for ydu, and all because of what your
friend said.”
"But that isn't fair, Mrs. Donnelly. [ was a kid. 1 was

probabfy §ett1ng too old for that puppet anyway." .
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"Well, fhen 1 hope ¢ ve learned since then how to receive a
aift, but I have ﬁy doubts." Her big grey head was shaking; and
then she leaned over and blew out the little candle on our table. I
can sti]i see her face now. It was jagged stone with glowing blue

eyes; it had the look of pain and sorrow and anger.
-

w

It is 7:30 a.m., and I'm staring-out of my living room window. -
[ can see the faintest suggestion of pink light behind the Winnipeg
skyline. It grows into morning light. And 1tjis coming from behind

the grey apartment buildings, around the corners and over the roofs,

~ through the bare trees in the park.

»

I should unpack.



