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AbstI'8ct . ' 
'\, 

The novclla A Portrait oithe Young Man as a Failed Artist IS an ironie Kun~tlerromall . 

It is re~listically' told, and i" is ~et mainly in central Canada in the present day. 'l'he 
~, , 

'protagoni~t, Duane I\Îlarcuse, IS' sccn at five points in his life; thesp points are chapter~ 
, , ' 

, Il 

given by agc: 1/29", "171/" 1/24", "28", and, I/JO". The action illvolves both the prolagol1ist'~ 

present, which in each chaptcr occ1lrs within the space of a few, hours; -and his past, 

which is shown in flasHl?~cks' to di!fcrent -tlmes. The interior and extcrior lives of -the 

protngonist arc shown. Wlthm the story arc (wo s~parate stories, which are "'presenteû, 

U~ the writihg of lhe protagonist. The story' SÎ10WC; how a potential n'rtist fails to 
f, v 

devclop his tnlellt .bL"'Cal1~e of factors, both within and' outsidc hirn, that work against 

'the devcloprnent. The story is a .comment ~~n contemporary morality. It is a tragcdy . 
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One story. JusJ ,?ne story. 
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Duane is going to discover that he is not il writer: He is now trying to write the 

story he mil st write to co~plete the requirements for a dcgree of Master, of 'Arts in 

Engl,lsh. The story IS, as his Sdl001's dcpartrnelii describes it, a creative-writing thesis 

proj<;ct. Duane has come to M&l)t~eal to go to this school and cto this project ~cau~e 

he wants to be a writer. 'I-Ie ha'~ been made to believc that he ean bceomc. anything he 
01 '1. '". 

wants If only he goes tp school. But he has wanted to be a wI"iter for tod' short a time 
,J f 1 

to know 'what It ~eally involves, and; almo~t thirty, he IS tooJ?old to believc; whcll he 

J; CHn think seriously about it, that he wIll ever lcarn. 

'. 

Duane is not really certain why he wants.--or maybe wal1tcd is better, now-to be a ' 

writer. He !tas always liked stories. Posûbly he IH~S imagined more outonomy and ,~rc­

ativity than he 'has had in pre;ious work. Also, he has been having the urge t~) tell 

what growing up as he nas has (~one t,o him, he wants tJ'tell this because he regrets il 

_ ailel wunts to help others avoid growing up, and, bringing up their' children, the saIlle 

way:' But to d~' ri'lis Il?W, t~n this story, he must ,writc as an artist, not as a moral phi­

lospher, for, if he do.çf?-'nOt write as an urtist, he will not satisfy the departm<:nt at his . ' , 

school aI~d wiÎl no! receive his Master of Arts in Englisl}, d"nd, if ne does not ~ec(iive 
>' , , 

his Mustcr of Arts, he will, as ,wiH mJlny of him, think himself fi fuilurc. But l he is Ilot 

. rcully certain of h.ow to' writc as an artist.' Since begin~ing to learn to be the writèr as , '- ' 'C -. ' . ~. ~ ~ 

'. 
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artist, Duane h~lS had incrcasing doubts as tèl what art IS. "Art" has come to irntntè' ' 
, ' 

"and even antagonizc him; "le !laS failed to l1nderSlan~lllIs teach~rs' an:,wers to his qllC~-

tians aboul it, he always wallIs 10 talk to the arti~t to rc,olvc Jills ,slgllilicalll.;c or thal '" . , 

ambiguity, but he is alway~ lold that the mti.,l can not he cxpcctcd' 10 und :-houlU 1101 

, 
rbve ta an<;wer such questions. Duane has, a~ a cOII<;equclH:e, bCClll1lC sl\~piciollS of 

urt. 

Once, when Duane '\"Ias beg1l1ning to stu,dy writing, he-f~ld a pocm by YCllh and 
• J / \-V 

found that it was Ilot Y cats' poem that intcrc<;tcd IHm !>o rilllch as Ihc .cplgram wlth 
, 

which Yeats had prcfaced his poem. Thomùs Mann had wntten thc ~pigram. Il rcad, 

"In our1time the dcstirlY of man prc~énls,lts mcalllllg in polîtical term..,," l'hl.., eplgrum, 
U " ' , 

coming from an artist and then med by another aht~t, J)uan~ t1lO11ght very prolollnd, 

~ 
but abo very distrcssing, be~aus(. atlhat tlme hç bchcvt:d Ihat art was ,the only way to 

, be free of politics. Politics for Duane at that lime embodied ,;11 'the contradiction and 
, \ ' , 

incomprehensibtity !lUlt he nqw finds in art. What he W1.lnh is ccrtainty. But what he, 

ooes not;know Îs I:pw h~ will gel ~l~at. He doc$, though, bcJieve that wrÎtlllg ,pile !>tory, 

, Just one story, will free him f~om the un~erta~llty Hwt lla" trollbl<.;d him lor Ml long .. But 
, " 

ihe 'only story he ~'110WS how to writc and 'believc~ 1<; wQrth wntlllg J'> that about him-
, ' 

self, which he could only write from facts ,and, nüt wlth hi!'> IInaglllation, and thercfolc 

Ilot as a;l artist, but only as' a moral philo~opher. So,_ he ~tlll Will not have writtcll 

,wl~at he would hkç to cali art. He rTnght he content 10 cali it polilics. 

It 'js~a quarter to two in the mo;ning of the fl5~t of !\ugu..,t. ,Duane IS !'>itting in a 
, . . \ ,~ 

small, dark bedroom at ~ lamplit old, oakcn de!'>k, the kmd wilh the broad surfa,cc' and 
, ' , ' ' 

thrcc drawers down each ~idc and one in the mîddle. Duane woult! like it to he hi.,' 

desk. It js the killd of desk he 'imagines a writcr ~h()llid have. Bpt it js flot his dcsk. Jt 
, 

-& 

bclongs to Dia~c, who, likc Duanc, IS a studcnt. Duuné saw her ndvcrtiscmellt to 

{f? 
1 
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sublet her 'basement apart~e~t il}' the strIdent ghetto for th~ summet. Beéau"e no olle 
, ' 

had ,wanted it by July" she agreed ta rent il to him ,for thç monlh of August ouly. 

Diane' has le'ft her apar~ment ~nd Montrèal for the summcr t~"" plant trees in the Rock~ 

Mountains. Duane's fast landlord, very ,id and vèry distant, tetmi/)atèd a<, of Augw,!, 

and wjthin lcgal tjme the leasc-_ for Duane's ro'om at thç back of aIl old btlliding down~ 

town because he is gOlllg }o convert the l~l1ilding into condominiums 111 A~lgU~t. 

'). August is an important month for, Duane. If he is to wnte his story, he mll~t wnte 
, . '. f 

it in the month of August. He had hoped earliêr in the school ycar to have the whole 

of the sll~mer, but after his three' graduatc courses ended l,n April, he hat! to. write the 

essays for them an~, b~cause he is, n?t a ve~cÎ stude~(', ~ewrite two';'ol the essays. 

Ali this look 'him into mid·July .. Hç must write his stocy in August hccause it IS the last 
l , 

• , mon th he can give entircIy to himself to d~ somethillg so self-indülgcnt, for, and thls is 

the first of the two thingfi ~bout which Duane is certain, once he has a Job, he WIll Ilot 

want to return home from il and have to bcgin work on what he krlOWS w~:)\)ld becorpe 
, . !'II ' 

anothcr. 1 After' putting in eigl~t hours at s~me job, he wO\lld like to he able 10 relax 

,und n~)t' have 10 worry about charaeter, settirig, ànd action. Since hls teachçrs have , 
v 

convinccd mm that creating art sl.lOuld not biC a job, but a way of hfe, Duane can not 
, ~ J. • 

sec hQW he could write as ~n artist if trying to do so becomes a job. AIso, he knows 
, " 

r\ 
that mUsts carn vcry \ittle money; and he docs not want to work at somcthing that will 

, 

pay him nothing. i\nything Duane doés aCter August, he will view in ~t.crms of a job 
" 

'. 

and ~oncy, for he is now poof, has none of the mom~y leit ~U1t his university has lent' 

hil'n, must in Septembcr begin to repay, tha,t money and also $18,000 in student loans 
-" 

from the governmcnt,. Md he also wants a car again. ACter August, Duaüc WIll lçav~ 
" , 

Montr~al for 'TQr~nto to get a job, and 'he will forget about art. He will f<Agct abo~lt it 

every Ilight in al~onymous and m~notonous ~aros ~nd bedrooms as ho drinks and drugs 

'r , , 
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and fucks himself into late-twentieth centllry normalcy. One story. Just onc. 
" ' 

Dnane -movcd into Dianc's apartmcnt clulier IH the cvc~ng. One trip III Il taxi 

was enough to brlllg his three boxes of books, tw~) \uitca:-.cs, and'portable typewriter. 

They are a11. stackee! where Duane put them whell Ilc arrived, in a dark cOrJ~cr of thc 

'lampl;t bedrüom. J'hey {l're ail he own~. Immediatcly after he arnved, he opencd one 
. , 

box 1\1ld got out hls pen and paper and note", for the ~t()ry he wanb to-wnl!-!. Ile had 
l ,-

" , l 

decided carlier to ~)fgaIll7e the l1otes--ideu,>, ll1emoric ... , and IInagilllJ1g ... writtcll over 

ycars-be'lWeCI\ the lime he fini~hed his ,second es~ay rewflte in 111Id-July and the time 

he moved inlQ Dianc's and then, once in Diane/s, hegin to wri(e, write,wlthout IIltcr-

1 
~ptio~, write \l/1tJl he had cxhausted lm note~ and, If that L'> what it look! him\éll tou . .. 
But AugU'it lookcd llke a long lime in mld-July, and he wa,> aJonc and planncd 10 

remain that way, so he did not expect to exhau~t him~c1f. 
. , 

Now, carly JIl the rnornlllg of the flfst of AllgU<.,(, he has wntten eight pagc~ and 

fccls tired but :-.atisficd wlth his begllllllng. Ile ha~ Ilot gone exactly. wherc he pllllllled 

in the ontlinc hc has madc lrom his notes, and after constant thougllt ahout what 10 
( 

cali his protagonlst, he is stJlIlIlldccided~ so ha~ fo( now callcd him by hi ... own namc. 
: , 

AIso, he has wasted sorne .time, ha'> often stopped wilting cnlirely for mll1~ltc" 011 end 
\ 

l' to muse over mcmories that lm notes evoke. But he ha~" hegun, alld cven though he 

, , 

cautiollsly cxpects that on a,~erage maybc two ptlgès out elght will nced scri()u~ revi­

sion, he believes that at the rate hc 1\ going he Will have wnttell III two week:-. 10 eight-, .. 
ecn 'days the dran of othe n~vclla he has planlled, will he able to do the revi ... ion,> III 

about a week, and then can writc in the remaining time the critical introductIOn that 
" 

must accompany the story and finally give the prpjcct to the chairman of the dcp,arl­

~erit; his advisor, tilC day ilC leavcs fo~ Toronto. Any rcvisions the chairman suggcsts, 
. .,. '. 

Duane believes he can cither argue away or make withollt ,too mtlch trouble and mail 

.... 

1 
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back in time fmthe Decembér deadline for submission of theses. 

Duane looks over the last sentence of the eighth _page, which he has enclosed In 
J 

..... brackets to rernind himsclf where 10 go when he starts writing again in the morning . 
• . , 

He reads nlond, "Duane at daw!1" in a grove on the edge of a ravmc that looks out over 
, { 

fi ~isty creek," and then he Iights the Iittle pipe of hash he has and smokes and drifts 

off to think al.out that ,grove. It is a rare place in the tobncco belt-Long Point country, 

most there cali it-on the north shore of Lake Eric, which is wheFC Duane cornes from. 
r ..... ( , . , 

Ali of the big trées the re-the hickory, walnut, rn:tple, pine, and oak-were cut and 

taken in the nineteenth centllry when the area was fust exploited. Afier the big trees 

were. taken, the l,and suffered wind erosion thal blew awal the thin topsoil and exposed 

the deep, sandy sllbsoil worthless for farrniÎlg until tobacco made the land profitable. 

When the lànd became profitable, the only trees plant,ed to replace the big lrees were 

those that now fisc over streets and roadways, But the grove Duane recalls h1mself in 

was sornehow overlooked or preserved. Its tal! trees rise, like the columns of a Greek 

temple, from ground unerowdcd by the ;cnlb of seconda ry growth which' never d~es 

weil in mined soil. In sorne places among the fcw exposed rocks and little knolls and 

shallows, the groUlïd is rnossy smooth. The dawn Duane is remembering, i t, is every-

where dappled by the beams of the late spring -sqnlight that breaks through thè leafy 
. ~ 

canopy overhead. and sparkle~ in the mlst that, Tises from the creek. On the- perimeter, 

, the gro~th is low and scrubb'y, so that the area of the grove is cnclosed by a semi-circle 
1 

of bush lhat rises and follows the .high growth of the trees down the steep slope to the 

creck bclow. Duane can walk across the grove ~t the crest of the ravine in less than\ a 

minytc. 

The grove is a hnlf hour walk t;rom~here Duane lived on the edge of a 'sm ail town 
v' 

. ~ 

untt! he left hom,e. He oftell walked there-and sornetimes, as he got closer, ran-when 
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he wanted or needed to be alone. This April spring morning Duane is rcmcmbering is 

• a 'morning of nccd. Duane is sevcnteen, and he is ul1certuin about his life. But his 

uncert,ainty has nothing to.do wllh sex, whelher or not Jle should drink and smoke mnr-

ijuana, oI;, what kind of job he js going to gel. Duane hu" beell fucking, been dnnkmg 

and toking, and been making moncy since his flfst yenr of high :-.chüol. Mmt of his 

friends have bcen too. 

Duane IS 1I1lcertain because of what happelled to him thc pftefl!ooll of the day 

bcforc. His inthcr had phoned home carly in the afternoon from his ,car :-.alc'i office 

downtown to tell Duane and Duane's year-younger brother Brendan to be Ht the c(;lffcc 

shop of the Greek restaurant acro.<." the ~trect t'com 111'\ dealer\hlp at live o'c\ock. • 

Duane and Brendan arrived there ta fllld Ihelr talher' sealed in a boùth ~tarlllg hard 

into a near-empty cup of coffee. As they came up 10 hun, he \cowlcd at them 111 their 

faded black denim and shaggy hellr, then ~nappcd, "Slt down." Brendan slid onto the 

bench besjde lm father. Duane sat on the bench acro~s from them. 

"Hey, Christos!" Duanc's father hollered above the din of the bu~y coffec shop. 

"Three more cofrees!" 

III dou't want coffee," Duane ~aid. 

"Whal?" demandcd his father sarcastically, his Germrill accent thickening. "YOll 

,arc gomg ta sleep tonight? For the flrst time in monlhs. Again he wallIs his own way." 

:rh~n hltingly, "New routines arc hard./I 

- Duane lookcd down al the table and thO~lght of how ail the night~ m hi<; bcdroom 

" in the bascmell~ bclow his parents' room secmed likc one long night of his fathcr's 

shouts and his mother's crying. '1'0 escape thcir arguments, Duane would dress and 

leave the housè to walk ajmle~sly until he wa5 50 lired that no amollllt of shouting or 

crying could keep him awake. Oft~n whcn he returned, he would find his (ather sitting 

. -
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in the dark in the 'living-room with a glass of rye in his hand. His father would" rise 

angrily us lhough 10 chase him, but would fall back down too tired or too drunk to take <,' 

a. step. He would still be !1ble- to curse. Duane dià not reply to his father's sarcasm 

about the corree. 

After Frankie had brought the coffe~ fQr his father and brother and had given 

Duane a glass of ice-water, their falher looked hard at the two of them for a minute. 

His thinning blond hair was 100 long, and in lus gaunl face f1ashed deep-set eyes blood-
) 

shot and ice-blue. As he slared at lhem, his face rcddened as it grew har~cr. Then, 

withoul'uny warning at ail, he smd to them in a hard-edge'tl VOlce, "Your molher and l 
, 

arc thinking of separating. J want to know, who will you go with." He then turned to 

Brendan. , ,-

: 
Brendan had been looking at Duane until their father lurned ta him. Brendan 

glanced 'quickly at his (alher and then looked down into his cup of muàdy coffee, his 

long blond hair hiding his face. ''l'd-l'Il g~ with you," he replied. 

'fheir father's slowly forming smile changed to a smirk as he turned ta Duane. 

"And you," his}ather said spilefully, "l,suppose you will go with your mother, wouldn't 
,~ ~ 

Duane hao lookçd dO,Wll confused when his brother answered. When his father 
~_\ 

) ' , ' 
spoke ta him, he feh his confusion grow. There were words he could not nlllkc sense 

of, like so mllny limes in the past when his fatller had spoken. Now, as at those limes, 

he dared not ask his father ta repeat what he had said, for feur that his father would 

lash out at the suggestion that he could not he understood. Like before, Duane could 

only answer by,how he fclt. Inside himself, he began to sense an end of lime and the 
, 0 

coming of fi painful brillinnce. 

"Weil? Who?" his father demnnded. "Eilher one. Choose. Now." 

, 1 

- 1 
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With his mind numb and blank, but his gut churning and henrt nbln:r.c, Duane 

lifted his he,ad and lookcd at hls father' with a desire· to llnderstand yct li 50rrow and 

hatred that he would never again fecl 50 strongly. But as he opened his mouth 10 

speak, he found he could ilOt. Ile felt a cry ripping through him, but could lind no 

c.: voice for il. His head ached for his want to speak. Staring at his father, he agnin 

opened his mouth to speak, and this time he heard himself sluller, almost in a whispcr, 

"1 wou-I won't g-go with elther of you." 

Duane's falher's eyes narrowed as Duane saw at the su me time his fnthcf's right 

hand begin to 10rm ~ fi st. But clacking cups in the coffee shop made his falher 

rernember where he was. Eyes narrowed still, he slowly llnc1cnched his fist und thcn in 

a voice just slighlly above a whisper hissed, "Yon S () B." Duane's brother sat stming 

at Duane, his hps trembling. 

Now, thîs tnorning, in the grove with the mist rising fr()m thc crcck, Dmmc won-

,~.' ders how he sa id what he did. He for a moment senses again somclhing confu:-.ing in 

what his father smd, but he can Ilot comprehcnd the amblguity, so he think:- in:-.telld 

that he has alwtays favourcd his mother, though more b~êal\se he l'cars his father lhun 

because of any !'pecial love for her, and he believe~, yet at lile same lime wondcrs how 

" 
he could believe it, that he should have sa id thal he will go with her when his parenls 

separate. Thinking of I11S parents separating rnake~ Duane confu~cd again, hut he still 

can not tell why, so hc goes on to think that he had always bclieved that Brendan had 

favoured thcir mother too, because until thcy becarne old enough to defend themsclves 

against their fathcr's blows, they had always flcè1 to hor, and she had often taken the 

blows hersclf. Now their father no longcr dared stnke them, they had grow'n as large 
) , 

as hc, and he seerned to be slowly realizing that, with t,hcir increa!>ing strcnglh and 
~ 

ability to defend themselves, they rnighl one day ~lïike b(lrk l Maybc it, was Duane's 

\ 
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slow rcalization that hc could defcnd himself that made him say what he did, defend 

himself against his fathcr anô against the world as he knew it, violent ~nd loncly. As 

Duane is l,ittillg in the grove, a black squirrcl descends a tree behind him. It is 10sll'1g 

ils winter fur and has a new coat growing. On the ground, it bcgins to dlg among the 
.. 

winter-blackened leaves. Duane hears it and turns. He looks at it a moment, then 

impulsivcly grabs a stick to throw at il. As he twi~ts and throws, he strains a muscle in 

his shollider. The 1,Iick falls short, and the squirrcl quickly chm15s a tree. Duane faces 

forward again. Rubbing his shollider, he mutters'-"Son-of-a-bitch./I 

_ Duane left the coffee shop after his fathêr had qt,estioned him and his brother. 

He ~id not, HsJlad be,en drilled into him, ask for pc~ission to leave. Brendan sat 

unc'e{taillly be'slde their father and looked . pleadingly at Duane WhCJl Duane rose to 

Icavc, but Duane only lookcd coLdly at hlm. l'heu father began to say somcthing, but 

whcn Duane looked from Brendan to him, he fcll sile nt. As Duane walkcd to the , ~ 

doûr, Chril,los"~;aid, "See you, Duane." Duane neither lookéclat Christos Ilor replicd. . , 

i Olltside, Ih<;! street was busy with people closmg stores for the night and gûing 

home. l)unne looked across the street at the building Ihat heîd' his father's iluto dealcr-

ship, .a modern bmlding of glass and steel, single:::storeyed but higher than the old, two-

storeycd, brick buildings on either side of il. In its showroom wcre the new full-sized , 

luxury car, pickllP truck, and imported sports car of the company Duane's father had 

the dealership for. They were the vehicles mûst in demana in the nch fanning commu-

nit y Duane lived in. Tqere was so much wealth from the tobacco farming in th.e,~rea 

and so little to spend it on cxccpt houses, farm equipment, and cars, that, the farmers 
, 

would blly'at lcast a new tmck every secpnd year and often a new car for themsclvcs 
C • , 

or their ehildrcll every ycar. 1'0 these Jarmers, most of wh~m _ wcre Europeans who 

hnd come over from Europe after the wars with nothing but hope, to have such wealth 
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. ' 
,after such hard work and to nol spend il was a sign of parsimony in tI~e cxtrel1le. 

. , 

.DUa{lC'S father had beell one ôf those Europeans who came over ufter the sccond . ' 

war. He had been born and rmsed in Swit7erland though, and so ha~1 bccn ~pllrcd thc 

battles and the loss. But bccam-e aftcr':l;is parents dlvoreed when h~ was cight yenrs 

old he was sent to livo with relatIves wl)o werc Jewish, he was Ilot spared Ihc horror 
'J 

and glllit peculiar ta those few 15uropcan Jews who knew they had only barcly escnpcd, 
, 

the death camp~ by virlll(, of ~ cltllenship that during the fall of natiollS meant httle huI 

a play for time. In tUe years sinee Dnane has Icft home, he ha!> wondercd what II mm! 

have been like for his father, who,\e OW11 bohemiat), free-thinkl/lg parenl:-. were alhci!'>J!'>, 
~ 

ta suddenly"live among" people not jl.l:..t 01 any rchgioll, bul 01 the rehgr.on '!'>tigmafilcd 

and intended for extefll}ination, Ile -knows he can only wonder, for hi., falher would 
• " 

never tell him. But he d<)es know that it Jed lus lafher 10 rcfll~e Il 'd~aler:-.hip offer 

from a Germar; auto manufacturer and to po:-,slhly, though Il was never proven in' 
, 

court, sabotage the first shipmelll of cars to the dcaler who aceepted II, Ile Ilbo 
1 • 

knows that l1ls father, who ha,cl beglln a'\ H •• meehanic, the prof C!'>!'>lOll hc had chmcll 

against:-the wishes of his guardtal1!'> lhat he enter the famlly law· practlce, eho:-.cn and 
\ . ,~ 

t~;incd for and then and cven now prolldly display!'> hi ... <.hploma:-. Ulld ccrtlllLalC!'> for, i.,' 

Iconfirmed in his belicf in the sin 01 parSIITIOny, the vlrlue of pos~e!'>"'I(}Jt. i1nd the que!'>t 

for more. 

Duane was not thmking thesc things a~ he stood oul~ide the colfcc :-.hop !<>oking ut 

1 
.his father's buildmg. Ile would 110t even be capable of thinklllg them unhl much lat<-:r 

. o. . 
in his lire. Righl then, he was worrymg about what would happen to the sports car he 

had wcaseled out of his father when I11S parents ~plit up. This wa~ Ilot, however, the 

first lime Duane had faccd tralllhatlc loss. By thi~ point, he had beeomc m~o il. . 
, 

One fall day, wh en Duane was elght years old, he was wandcring in the ravine 
" 

.. . 

, . 
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looking -at the autumn colours in the ~trces and the bushes, sometimes stopping to carve , . , 

his initiais with his litUe.r.§Cout pocketknife. He picked red and purple berri~s to take \ 

to a shnllow in the crcek to squish and 0 watch the jui'ce swirl in the flow of the water. 
1 • 

WhÎk' playing at the shallow, a young dog, a golden rctrievcl-, appeared on the other 

bank of the ere~k. It jumped into the watcr a'nd"swam to Duane. When it got out and 

shook itself, Duane saw litt~e rainbows. sparkle III the flying drops of water. Wh en the 

dog stopped shaking, Duane was pleased at how thq dog's wct hair formed liUle spikes 

that colourcd from white to deep gold at the tIr. 'I:he dog was eollarless and rib-thin; 

and since Duane kncw of nobody in the neighbourhoocÎ who'-t)wncd sueh a dog, he let it ' 

follow him home., His mother pitied it and gave it sorne- waler and hamburger, and 

then he and lirendmi'" played with it thc ,rest of the afternoon, thinking up differcnt 

names and vfondering what kind of collar to get it. But their father when he came 

home from work was l\ngered and refused to let Duane keep il. Ile said it wou Id be 

taken to the edge of town as soon as Duallé's mother called a taxi for it. .Hè would not, 

even takç, it there in hi,s own car, so concerned was he about c10g hair ;,md odours. Nor 

~ould' he allow DuallJ to go with the dog whcn the t~xi came. That nighi,at supper, . 
qunne's father tal!<ed, as usua'l, only about busines~. 

When D~ane was ten years old: his father decided it was time for him and Brcn-

dan to learn a musical instrument each. They had both beell glucd to the rock stations 

on their radio for long enough to know that they wanted' to play screaming guitars. 

Whcn the superintendent of the local Ontario Conservatory of Music came over .one 

evening, he brought with him an acoustie guitar and an accoIdian. As Duane and 

Brendan stood staring in hOrfor at the aceo.rdian, thcir father asked them which instm-

ment they wanted to play. WheIf they both replicd the guitar, Duanc' s father sternly 

told Duane he would play the accordian and Brendan the guitar. Duane did hot take a 

-----~~-- ------
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fit, he acquiesced meekly as he had by then been made to do, illld for tllree ycars he 

lugged the accordian downtown to the Comervatory on~e a wcek for his k"son uillil 

'on~ afternoon, frustrat,ed at f<~' 19 to play ~t:auss \vhcn ")\&Jllc My GI,litar (lently 
,~ 

Wecps" 'kcpt entcring his mind' he ose impulsivcly from, his chair knocking over hj~ 
\~ \ . \ 

music stand and as his ol,d, shrivelled tcacher looked on horriflcd tore of! the m;cor-
\ ' . 

dian am{hcaved It crashing through the sccond-storey wllldow and then ran 0111-01 .t,lle 

room and down the stairs into the strcet to sec it lying in a hUlldred PIC(~C" on the ~'dc-
'. 

walk'. Hc thcll raIl to the pool hall, where lus f!~ther soon round him and hent him and 

then dragged hlm out shoutmg about irrcsponsibihty and spoiled kiels. :r 

When Duane cntered high school, h? suffercd his gre;ltc~t lo~s. Untll thell, the 

only subjcct Duane cared about and con<;istently did wc~l i~l wa<; arl. Ile would ncglcct 

science projects unless they cOllJd be somehow worked out with a drawlllg., Arithmctic 

he would ignore unless it was geometry. In reading, he wOllld forg~ the story in the 

book and ma~e up another ~s he constructcd in his head image alter image [rom olle in 
1 -. 

the story. ' And in writing, he w()uld get ~o, carried away with nouri~hlllg penmaJl~hjp 

that he wOllld write wortls simply for the sake of writing tlienl, line after li ne of garblcd 

syhtax and bizarre imagery, which nonethelcss got him.the rcpulation of da\ ... poet. 
1 \ >1-

But when he entered high school, ~le discovercd that art was not givcn, Ihat he cOlHd 
, -

no longer draw unless he wantcÙ to be a draughtsman, that he could no IOllg~r sculpt , . 
unlcss he wanted to be a, mason or a wclder, and that he could no longer paillt untes~ 

. ,~ 

he wanted 10 work for one of the town house paintcrs. The only "art" avmlable yv'as 
i 

music, of which Duane by then had had enough. So, he chose the other option, agri- , 
, 

culture. One day in this class, thcy were in small groups dissectjng êllickcn.... When 

the teacher left the room (or a minute, one of the rowdy farm' boys threw a chickcn , 

liver at the blac'kboa~d'. Otller boys soon began thr9wing guls all<l lcgo; and wings ail 

'-
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, . 
over the room. Duane was shoc:ked by t'his and tried to stay out of !he way, but he was, 

struck in the cheek,by sorne orgpns. After he wiped off his face, he saw that his right 

hand was srneared with blood. Staring at.his hand, he si id slowly down the side of a 

lab table to the floor 'as parts of chickens continued to Oy ~lmid laughs and screams. 

Sitting on the Ooor, still staring at his bloodied hand, Duane put the fIrst finger of ~is 

left hand into the blood où his fight and then, on the white terrazzo noo~ strewn with 

pieces of chicken, he drew a ,red ,X. When the teacher returned, he scolded them and 

\then made them c1can up the mess. He sent for ~hc principal, who was so apptiUed 

tha~ he imme.diateIy phoned ail their parents. He ca lied Duane's fath,cr at his office. 

That night, despite his tearful daims of innocence, 'Duane ,was beatcl1 . 
. 

But that was the la~t time he ever was. He quickly grew taller and st ronger in the 

three yems between that last beating and thls time now in front of the coffee shop 

across from his father's, bifilding. He also grew so cannily, mani~ulative that, even 
, 

before he turned sixteen and got his driver's license, he was able Lo convince his father 

• 
,that it would be good advertising for his business if his father ga e him one of the . , . 
sports cars to drive where and whçn he wanted. Since having been iven that car, 

, , . 
Duane had moved out of his parents' house. He tnay st,ill have eaten an slept there, 

but as for where he lived, it was in a speeding bucket scat surrounded by heavy metal 
.. 

and the cOllstant smoke of rèefers. 

The memory of these things 50 overwheIrns Duane as he sils smoking hash and., 

musing' at the oaken desk in Diane's bedroom that he wonders how he can 'continue to ~ 

write. He looks down agâin at the last Ijne and reads it ta 'hirnsclf, 'Duane at dawn in 

a grove on the edge of a ravine that looks out over a misty creck.' He rernernbers that 

'morning, it is fixed in his me~ory as the mOment ,at which his life either ended or­

began. IJuane 'puts down the liUle hash pipe, rises now wenry frorn the oakcn desk, 

- \ 

" ... 
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and turns out the lamp 'to go to bed. It is his inability to decide which of those two -

'- . ways to view his life, that causes Duane to be overwhc\med, 1 le shufflcs cnrcfully 
, )' 

,across the dark, uofarniliar bcllroom toward the' bed, and he wondcrs whcthcr if he did 

. _ not have the rncrnory of t~lat iom,ent conld he writc anymorc ea~ily, write abolit nt~ 

thing other than what hud happcned 10 l11m bcfof(,~ lhat 'moment and what has hap" 
, 

pcned SÎllcC. Hé finds lhe bcd and undrcsses, then gels into il and begms to drift 01 f to 
, . 

slcep. But Duane has t!lat rncmory, he can not lorgd' Il, and his obsc~"ion withArying 
. 

to writc just one story màkes it ail he can wnte aboul, lor: and .thl~ is the second 01 the 

. two things about which Duane is certain, If wc Were HII glvell Ju",t one ~tory to wnle, we 

wOllld wnte our own. 

~l 
o 

, \ .. 

,. 
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Dtra'nc, stariding on the sjde~alk, in front 'of the coffee ~hop, look mg at his fathe1"'s 
.. ). l ,\ • l ' , 

buiIdillg across the street.' People ~rowding by as stores close on' this late Satll~day 

'aCtcrnoon. Cars moying slpwly in the broad m~lin street, cars <lng\c-parked, ca~s up 
'. ) , 

thc ~trect and cars down. Late aftcrnoon sun glinting on 'glass and chiome and pol-

ishcd, paintcd mctal 'hypnotizes' Duanf. 1 lIonking horns rnesmcn;'c him Vacant and· , , 

tranu;likc, he walks hetwccn p'eoplc~ aeross the ~idcwalk, and 'bctwecll two parke~1 

'~a'r~, wa~ks out iota the cra~ling traHie, 'corilinlling ta walk~ hi:; hands tightly I)stcd, 

toward',thc glas~ and' steel building facmg him,' Tiien the sun f1~~hes' (ully iA the bllild-

,'lIlg's glass ~urfacc, and Duane is, blindcd. He stops amon~ the ea~s '111 the ~treet, eyes 
, , 

bllrni"ng with rcflccted sunlight. ,T,hen the ~unlight is sll~l~~nly ended, and a black 
, - ~ , 

vacaney rcmains. Duane heurs a' mctal doar slide open and feels hi~sc1f Pllllcd for-

ward ~lIld into a bhlc~nes~ ~hat becomcs' total as he hears the door sildc cIo~ed. ' 

"IIcy!. D~lùnc! What the fllck you doin' buzzcd ollt in the middlé of Broadway?'" 

Duane fc'eh ~ometh1l1g icily wet on hi!; check and snaps out of his tranee. Ile jerks . . . :... ' 

,!-rack and in the darkness make-s out a beer bottle. As his cyes get aceustorned la the 
• '\ 1 

dark, he renlizes he is in a van.' He automaticnlly takes the beer still hcld III front of 
,1 

him. '''You drop somc acid?" he\hears, and then he' thinks, 'Pete's voiee.' 
l ' , 

, 

"lIe okay?" 'A voice from beyoild the dnrkness.p'Evan's.' Duane renliles -he is III 
\ • \ 1 

Evan's black, windo,:"less van: that Evan is driving'oll the other sicle ùf the dark green 
\ 

blanket ,that hangs bc\we€11 ·the front seats_ ana the back of the van, and that Pete is 

, besidc him on the c<.'lrpetcd-floor in the back. He takes a drink of the beer and gradu-
, , . 

ùlly mnkcs out Pcte's s,haggy he ad in the darkness. 

• 

" 
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"No," says Duane, ''l'm not on àny~hing. n 

"GoCld thing," replies Pete. "You'd be wasted carly on a good party Ilight: Thal 

,good band from London is back at the Royal (l' 

"Ycah,"'a~ds Evan ftom the other "ide of the blanket, "we'vc becll look in' for yon 

and Licber. Gonna be ri'-t\0od night wr' a ~rop tour bcforc we ,hit thc hote!." 

. J)ua~c sways as lilC 7" bcgins 10 ilOisily accclerale. "1 d?n'I.know, 1 

tao much likc cruising. 1 thllll~ l'Il... I,don't know, maybe.go to Long POJlll." 

don't fccl 

"Long Point?" cxclam'I~ Pete. "1 ain't he~;Td of no parties down at the lake tOlllght." 

"1 don't fecl like pa.rtying. r thought' l'd ... walk down the point a way~ ... or \ome-

thing. Il 

"Alone'!" ùs'ks Pete sllrpn<;cd. 

"Maybc. 1 don't know." 

"Whnt(d he ~ay?" ,shollts Evan abovc the cngine noise. "Move up herci 1 can't heM 

you.'~ . 

, Pcte says louder, fil le says hc.don't willlt to go to the Royal tonight. Gonna go to 

Long Point instead." , 

"Long'Point? Jt's demi down there now!" , , 

Pete carefully rais.~s himsclf to a CfOllCh in the jerking, raltling vll1l. 1 le moVcs for­

ward, and the d~rklless light~ns as he lifts the blanket on the 'pas1cngt-r's side. 1 le 

. steps ovcr the enginc<cowl and drops into the passengcr's scat, ~till h~)ldillg, the hlankcl 
, , 

for Duane. When he tllrns and sees thaf Duane is still sitting on -the floor of the van 
, 1 : ,. ,. 

staring al. his becr, he looks 'at r~vaJl, who "has turncd to look at liim. l'etc shrugc;' his . 1 

shoulders as he ,lets the blallket. drop. 

In the suddCIl darkness of the shaking, rattling van, Duane secs I11S father's f~H.:c 

flash and hears inside him~~if, 'Won't go with eithcr of you-eithfr of you-won't 

.1 
1 

\ 
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go-,go-go.' He closes his eyes to the image and quickly r~l~es the beer JO drink:, 

Drinking, he fecls the van ri se and go up the short, rounded bridge over the 1!bandoned, 
, ' , 

railway that marks the end of the downtown. 

'l)le overpass sepÎlrates the business section from the residenti,~l, and Duane 

always senses the difference as muon in his mind hs 'he does in his' stomacl~, like. t~e 
, 

difference between running on concrete and then walking on grass.. The wide street 

going on from the overpass extends n?rth llnder large maples on both sidès and is, 

flanked by the green la..yns 'of large, old houses., On the other side of .the ov'crpass, 

Duane cornes to himsclf again and decides to go up froM with Pete and Evan. He .. 
, > 

riscs unsteadlly to a cfouch, and balanced, he n:iisc,<; the blanket to a soft, green-tînt cd: 
- , -' \ < 

light. He' secs ther.c arc few cars now and fewe'l' 'people on the sidewalks under the 

- " 
over-archlllg maple trees. Pete l.ooks back at Duane, and Duane hands his beer to him 

before he steps over the en~ine cowl. 

"How you doin'?/I asks Pete as Duane clears tl,le cowl and\ then sits down on il. 

"l'm okay-rhey, there's Lieber ahead on the lefL" 

A lean, denimed body with flowing blond curis il' walking with mul'cular grace up 

the left-hanq sidewalk. As they reach Lieber, Evan sticks his long-haired head out the 
" , 

window and shouts, "Karll" as he PU1l5 over to the curb. 

Lieber ttlfns and' secs thern and then jogs across the street. He slides open the 

side "door an~ jumps in as Evan pulls' away fro~ the curb. A moment later' the blanket 

rises and Karl's blond heaâ appears beside Duane. "Hey!" he laughs. "What's hap-
, 

pening?" 
, 

"Not much," replies Pete, "just lookin' for you. Party time." 

"You gllyS," saYs.Karl mock-disgus~edly, "Animals./I 

"Boin to piss beer and shit rçefers," asserts Pete. 

'. < 

" 

. , 
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"FouI," says Karl. 
, 

"'fIope 1 die before 1 get oldt"i sings Evan. 

"Hey, where's the music?" demands Pete. "Time for The Doors!" 

Pete, Evan, and Karl sing togethcr loudly, "'Woke up this ~ornin' an' 1 got mysclf 

a beer!'" as Pete swings his ~Hm high and plays a wild ~If guitar. Petc thcn takcs a c),~-

sette tape· from ~ smaU lJ9x on the floor and put,> it intp th~ tape dcck that ~Its, loosc 

among wires on thc dashboard. Pete looks ,:;arcf~llIy at Duane li moment 1\<; the _mu~ic 

b~gins, bUL then he takès a drink of thc beer Duane gave him and \l;rn<; to look out, t~c _ 

sjde window. 
, , 

Evan makc,> a righL tum onlo Concession,' the !>treel 10 the Brewc~s' Retail. "Five 

thirty," he says. "Gotta gel another case, before the l·)eer store c1o~e<;." 

As thc.y arc driving pa sI Ùl(: big pond on l~heJr left, Duane noticc~. Karl looking at' 

mm. "What?" Du?nQ says. 

"Yon okay?" Karl asks. ' 

"No-yes, l'm fine,", Duane replies, uneertai;} of how to teU Karl, ttlC.only one 0<,( 
I~ 1 

th~ three he would tell, about what happened to him a few minl1te~ ago. Duane looks 

at th_e pond, but when sunlight reflectc; on Its surfac~, he tums away qUH.:kly and at the 

,same time is startled by the l~orn of a car pa~sing from the -other dIrectIOn. Ile begins 

to tremble ~,s he recalj; the coffee shop and his father, but when he ~ce~ Pete, Karl, 
f. ' 

and Evan wave at the 'passing car, the trembling le!>sen~, and he bcgin<; to think. of how 

ht:: and, Karl have known each other longer than they have Pete and Evan, have been 

scouts and played hockey, footbal), and baseba!l together. Jmt three wceb ag? this 

Saturday night, they went together to a house party tha~ was raidcd. Duanc and the 

girl he later that night broke up with, Lucille, were ootside in the back yard arguing in 

the dar~ when the police arrived. He saw them coming, but too late to wlùn thosc in 

\ 
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f '., 
the house. From where he and Lucille were in the back yard, he heard the cop known 

to enjoy raiding parties, Golding, doing his best television llnpersonation. He heard a 

fcw glasses broken and some'shouts and s~reams from the partiers, bût then the sirens 
1\ 

coming down the st,rect drowned out ail sound. He and Lucille escapcd. Karl was 

busted for a pipe that had hash reslll in it. That party was the first one in/lT1b: town .... , 

that drug~ had been found at, thOllgh the polIce had searchcû hard enough bcfore. 

W~n ,the bust was reported in Monday's paper, people wer~.,. outraged .... Duane's 

parents knew that he had gOlle out with Karl Saturday night. :rhey were so upset over 

Karl's arrest that they forbid Dua~le to ever see him again. ~)uane simply looked 

coldly at them and ignor~èJ \hem, but he w?rned Karl not to come o'Vcr to. his place 

anymore. Until Karl 'was bustcd, Duanc's parents, li~=e the rest of the people 111 the 

t~wn, thought higply of him bccause hc is a star athléte on the town and his' high 

s'chool's teams. Sincc the bust, they havc tUfncd oil him with ail the spite and malice 

of worshippcrs betraycd. Karl had come to Duane to talk about his troubl4 and fcar, 

and now Duane wants to talk to him about his.' 
• 

Evan stops at the corner of CO/lcession and Tillson A vcnue and then drives 

through ,the intersection and soon tur!lS left into the busy pa~kin& lot of the beer store. 

/\. gas station stands on its 1cft side. On its right, a small, stone-walled dairy; now 

abandoned, and, fmther on; tobacco fIelds 'and bush. Evan pull~ into a parking spot 

J faeing the low, concrete ,and glass beer store. He takes hi,> pack of cigarettes from the 

dashboard, pulls out a cigarette for himsclf, and gives another Pete. Pete lights his 

and thrln Evan's, and they gel out of the van and walk toward the building. Duane and " 
\/ 

Karl remahl in the van. ' 

As Duane w~tclies Pete and Evan go to the beer store cntranee, he wonders how 

to tell Karl what has 'happened to .hirh.( Pete and E~a'n get to the entraoce. A car , , 
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squeals out of the parking lot, and light reflects in tlw, bcer sto.re's glass dnor as 'P~tc 

Qpen~ it. Duane begins ta hear insH.lc- him~df a v~icc like his father's repent loudly 

yver and ovcr, 'Go, go, go,' each repctitioll ',a fli\!'>h of IIght. Stlllllled hy the sound and 
,. 

the light, he forgets nbout telling Kf\rl \Vhat lia.'> hnppvned, but i~ "t\1I able to look awny 

to try to,mflke the loud flashes stop. As he ';l'arche~ lor a way 10 ~t()r Ihillkmg about 

his father, the light of'the sctting !'un Îs htocked by cloud!-.. and Ihen l,Ile VOH.:e graduully 

softens and changes to his ow,:. lIe ,-ces other lH"t-m!!l~lte bllycr<; entcring the becr 

s,lore, and to the now les~cning noise and IIght, he walche!'> them. 

Sorne' of Ihem WIll be (~t (1) the :grave_1 l:ackroad<; 111 an hour or Iwo doing what 

they- usually do oil a Saturday night. Mo~1 WIll he III Ihe holcI laler, Duane knows . ' 

, -
n:tany of them, students ,and guys who have, dropped out 01 high ~chool 10 work, guys 

who like Ilimsclf look~ or who rcally arc, old enough 10 gel mlo Ihe hccr ~tore and liqu-
, -

our store and holels and bars since the legal age wa ... lowcrcd 10 cightcen two year~ 

ago. They ail walk with a swaggcr /lOW tha! 111 tIve hour~ Will bccome at be"'l 11 ~pa ... tlc 
() 0 

stagger _ and at worst a stumblihg ~hllffle." I10w :'0 few of Ihcm manage 10 die III 
o , 

-. -drühkçll car accidents after thcy mn the~r car~ off Ihe mad or mto olhcr cars nma./e~ 

. . 

them al!. Unlike Ihe rest of them, Karl doc~ 110t have his driver':, licence, Ihough he 

~ 

drinks his sharc of beer 011 ~ booze crUlse. Duane thlnks Karl ~trange fOf thi~, wme-

h'3w more 'mature, yet at the sa me time i/lcomplclc. Karl al\o prefer ... to drink some-
, \ ... " " 

where in t'le open, among trees or ,beside a creek, ,rathèr th:.l/l III a car. Ile took his 

cousin Paul'~ death in a drunkcn smashup two years ago harder than the rcst of them 

anù' now has no interest in driving and very littIc for bemg 111 a car ht ail. 

"WhaÙ. wrong'l" asks Karl while Duane stares out the window . 

Duane is drawn back froQ'l the memory ?f the sight of Paul's 'wreckage. "Huh? 

Oh, 17 .. my fa- ... my car/' Duane mises IlIS hands to his face and robs il. "1... 1 think 

1 
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... 
my, my father is going to take away my car." 

"Oh yeah?" replies Karl. "How come?" 

"1 don't know .... He ... he's pissed off about something," There is something more 

Duane wants to tcll Karl, but he is ullsure of how to say il. He rcmembers the coffëc 
... 

shop, the words, the fear, but he can not say them. He trics, he trics to order the 

words he knows, i!-> sure he knows and can say, but aIl he hears IIlside himsclf over and 

over iSi 'Either of you-go-go.' 

"Your car, ch?" says Karl hghtly sarcastic. 'IGuess you'lI h~ve to walk for a while." 
, -

He then slips under the blanket into the back ot'the van. Duanc hcnrs the coolcr open 

and ice tinkle, and soon Karl says, "There's sorne brews back herc still,' Vou want 

one?" 

Duane realizcs he did Ilot take his beer back from Pete when he had moved to the 

front. Ile looks at thc floor on the passenger's slde and secs the boUle empty"on its 

side. 'Pete must have clrank it,' thinks Duane alm~st indifferently. "No, no thanks." 
\ , 

Karl reappcars. "You going home for supper?' 

"Home?" replies Duane hollowly. He sees the broad, landscaped yard, the brick 

and stone and cedar:shingled ranch-style house, the cars parked in the, wide; paved 
( 

driveway. He t'eels himself enter the garage, and he hears shouting coming from 

behind the cloor t~ the house .. As he reaches out to open the door, he fcels his hcad 
,~. w 

, . 
begin to swell and his tcmples beat. His left hand grips increasingly tlghtcr the edge of 

the ~ngine cowl he sils on. As he opens the door, his hand slips off the cowl, and he 

loses his balance. Karl grabs and 'Steadie~ him in time to stop his he~d ~n hitting the 

windshicld. 

"Looks like another beer is the last, thing you need," says Karl. "Y ou drop sorne 

chemical today?" 

,f 
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"No;" says Duane vacantly, "no drugs cither. thanks." 'He feels~ fur awny Ils hl! 

looks out t,he window and across the parking lot and the fields and into the Im!\h 
., 0 

beyo!ld. "Go," he muttcrs, "clthcr of yon." 

I/What?': asks Karl. He stretchc.<; ovc!" and looks out the window following Du'nnc's 

gaze. After a moment, he tlUIlS to look al Duanc clm.c\y. "No tlrugs, ch'!" 

, Karl's facc)11 Duane's lille of slt':ht brings Duane back to himsl.J!f. fIe looks nt the 

fa~c carct"ully, at the blond ctlrls that frame the ruddy conn>lexioll, at the wide-~et, sen-

,blue cy.es, ~hc nose high, straight; and loilg" the hlond-red lllllstache cll)ling ()v~r 

smooth: narrow lips, the Chlll clef! and !\quare. 1 le inuigines\is own black curis, his 

deep-set brown eyes III a dark fa~e, his small nose, and hls !\par~c" black beurd hiding 

lips lined and round and a chin narrow and pOllltcd. 

'Tell hlm,' Duane thinks, 'tcll \lim thc'-thc what-what both of us-both of us havc-

have what-have eithcr-cither--go-won't go-him-'me-you-I! Il Il' Dl1a~lC tUfIlS awa~ 

from Karl, mind screaming, hut lip~cpursed shul. 

The door at the sicle of the van si ides open. Duane turns toward the sound and 

hears a case of bcer drop onto the floor. 'l'Ile driver's door OpC{lS, and Evan gels in as 
~ , 

P«tc fiUs the cQoler. 

"Party time!" crics Evan. The SI de dOOT ~Iarns shllt, and soon l'etc enter" the pa~-

s~nger's door, flicking his cigarette a.way bcforç, he closes il. Evan ~tarts the van and 
, 

pulls out of his parking spot for the street. "Duane," he <;ays, "Y ou going home or 

what?" He stops at the exit from the parking lot to wait for Duane's answer. "Which 

way do 1 tum?" 

'Which way?' thinks DUllne. 'Wll1Ch way? Go-:either-go.' "No, Ilot home. 1 have 

to eat tho.ugh. Yon guys hungry?" 

"Pizza!" cries Petc'. "Alright! Duane! Brilliant!" 
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, 
Evan.lurns righl pulling out of lhe beer slore parking lot. /lyou want to get your, 

, , 

car, Duane?' ,Where is it?" he asks. 

:'It's al ho-no, 1 don't want it." 'Car,' lhinks Duane, 'no-hom~-either-go-nei-, 

lher.... Neither.' And th~ tensiorÎ h~ had been fe~ling begins to subside, he reass~mes 

his wary calm, the insi.stent voice fading into the echoes of threats already known and 

no longer feai't!d. 

Evan cornes to a stop at the corner of Concession and Tillson Avenue_and then 
\ . 

ltuns kf( Ol1to Tillson. Evan, Pete, and Karl do ~ot know this street as Duane does; 

Evan and 'Pete are from the rcountry and Karl the other si de of tOWI1. But this is 
, ' 

Duane's neighbourhood, on the lcft side, the ~mall, clerclict factory, the three, schools, 
.' Q 

the c1emenu~ry, ~he senior cleme'ntary back behind it, and the high schoo'l down the 
\ 

street, and on the. right, the maples along .the street and the high, 'oId houses. 

The factory, crumbling and overgrown with vines and tall grass, where toilgh, 
1 , 

young kids fight behind. 'Four o'dock-Metal Fabs,' they challenge. Duane rernembers 
(r 

how strange it was ~hen in grade eight he discoverecl the factory's label on the metal 

tubing on one of his school desks. METAL FABRICATORS, it read, the same fac-
~ , 

tory. 'He ncver fought, but he saw sorne of his friends fight, beat up others and get 

beaten themsclves. After the fights, if they were' beaten, they were strangely less 

frie'nds than before. But he never becarne any more friendly wlth the winners, eithe'r, 

On the right, ac~oss from the ele~entary schooI',. Steven/s old house and the sec­

ond floor balcony they used to lhiow waler balloons from. They lried white paint once 
v . 

to see what the design wou Id look like on the street. 'They were pleased, but thcy were 

cnught and punished. Duane had seen the fain,t grcy of the paint as Evan drove over 

il. 

On the Icft agalll, set back from the~treet, the high school for this sicle of t,own, 
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which Duane attcllded until last year, whcn he left for .the high scl\ool across town as Il 

• part of his schemo to drive his sports cri'r more oftcn than his father IIIl()wed him. On 

the school's red-brick side wal1~ Duane ~ecs c1early Ihe large, green (l, the Imt letter 
, 

o( the name of the other high sehool, thal he painled wilh Rick, Fred, and Shclhy 11I:.,t 

fall the I1Ight bcfore a football game belween the two schoob. 

And on the ri!{hl again, directly oppo~itc the walkway 10 the entmnce of Ihe high 

school, Ihe vandy ~tore and lunch c-Dunler where everyone goes timing .,\)11 re'\ or ln 

skip classes 10 ~moke cigarettes and 10 look at the fa~t car:-. pnrked or walch Ihem 

bum-out wilh tire,> squcahng in cloud" 01 :-'ll1oke. 

Then on the Icft, on the other ~idc of the high "chool and hack bchllld Il, the ~mall 
~ 

stand of IHgh pille and oak, wherc l1ve or !>lX year ... ago in Ihe "pnng Duane .. aw a 

hawk, Ihc fH~t one he ever ~aw. Perched and III llight, il was a marvc\ 10 hllll. But 
" 

th'en one morning a policeman drove up (was.it Goldlllg, Duane ha .. wOÎHlered !>ince.) 

as he and Brèndan and sorne olher klds wcre looklllg at 'the hawk perched al Ihe top of 

a high pill~. yhe pohc~man got out of lus car wltl) ~l rifle. A" Duane and Ihe other 

kids looked on in awc, the policeman without a wnrd to them sleadled, him:-.elf on the 

top of a [ence po:-.t and Itred a shot. Duane saw the hawk flutter and lhen try 10 dive 
.. , 

into Oight, but It could not break Its dIve, and lIapplllg its "':lI1gs ~:lInly, Il !cil 10 the 

ground. Though il did not move anymore, the policeman ~hot it agalll. A., he wal~cd 

back to, hls car wlth the rifle, he turned and ordercd Duane und 'thf olher kltb to ~Iay 

back. Ile returned 'from the car wlth a wllltc pla~lic bag and the rifle, c1lumily dimhcd 

the wire fence, and walkcd \}'anly IIp to the hawk. It must have heen dead, becau:-.e 
v: 

Duane did not hear anothcr sho\. The poheeman returned with the pla ... tic hag ticd up, 
" 

and he placed il and the rifle in the trunk of'his car und then drovc away. Beyond, that 

stand of trees, Duane can see from Evan'Ii van the house~ of the :-.ul)(tiv,l,'iioll he has 
"::" . 

.. 

1 

1 
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been raised in. Had Evan driven "them half a minute sooner' to where Duane can now 

sec the subdivision beyond the trees, Duane would have seen\lis father's long, ~hitc­
\J 

car driving into il. . 

Evan turns right off of Tillson A. venue and, onto Brock Street to hcad back down-

town. "\Vhich place for the pizza?" he asks. -

"The place by the Royal has tJlin èrust, and It's too greasy," replies· Pete. 

"'hlC one by the cop shop has a thick crust, but you I\ave to order double sauce," 

adds Karl. 

Duane secs the liqllor store coming up on the Icft. "Stop at th~ liquoùr store," he 

says. '''1 want to get a bottle of wille." 

"Wille with pizza?" grimaces Pete. "Yech!" 

"It's for later ," says Duane. 

Evan stops, and Duane steps past Pete and out the passenger door, walks a~ound 

" the front of the van, across the street! and into the liquor store. Ile goes to the closest , 
display list of white wines and sees u ~~rench nume that looks, good. Ile writes the 

\ 

coûe number of the wine on the sales slip and walks to .the counter for service. An 

older c1erk cornes forward. Hç looks at Duane suspiciously. Duane lÇ>oks ilt him 

hard. The clerk blinks, then turns without speaking io get Duane's winc from the back. 

He returns with the boule, bags it, and takes DlIane's ',money. Duane is glven his 

change, H,nd he walks out back to ~~van's van. Ile sli~es open the si de door and enters 

the Van, c10sillg the door as Eva-n pulls away from the curb. While Karl holds the 

blanket up to give him)ight, Duane drops to hi~ knees, opens the cooler, and puts the 

boUle into it, then closes it and moves to the front of the van beside Karl. As "Duane . 
sits down beside Karl on the cowl, Karl says, "We decided to go to the pizza place !Jy 
the cop shop.n J 
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Evan drivps up to Broadway and turns right. The str"t!ct {" less husy now" the 
, , 

jammed tr{lffic having brokel~ up almost as soon as it had becomc jummed, and the 

sidewalks arc almost emp'ty. In the fading aftçrnoon' light, coloured neol1 and plastic 

.signs iÎlummate the alt~rQd store fronts of the old, brick, two and tluee ~toreyed huild-
~ . 

ings. They pass on the left small stores and then the lown's olle,cinelÏHI I\ppronching 
~ . 

the turn to the right, they pass the modern concrcte n'nd gla"s post office and goverp-
.....i • 

mént building and lhen a large, vacant lot that g~)e~ to the corner.· Belore the rail~uy 

. overpass', they turn right onto a short boulevard. On thelr Icft ~ide hctwcen the onc-
'. . ' 

way strcets is a long" narrow flowcr, garden and lawn with an obèh~k eenotaph lor the 

war demI al the far end. Beyond il is the 11Igh, old, red-brick lown hall, whlch 1I\<.0 ha:-. 

the police statiol} in il. 

On the large, empty lot on the corner al their right, there once ~t()od a Ing, nid 

JlOlel: Duane has seeH photographs of it, a flchly ornate 'bui!dlllg with a tune! at the 
... - - ~ 

corner and bay wllldows. The last oWl1er was a l:urClpean who had made moncy in 

tobacco and then bouglit the hotel. He stopped grl)wing tobacco, but ~till grew vegeta-

bics for the hotel's kitchen. Became arson wàs ~llspecte~, he ïs said to have bllrned 

III s' hotcl for the 'insurance, though busines~ wa~ gond lllltii the rue, e"peclEIl.ly 111 the 

dinmg room, and h~ looked haggard and despairing in the plcl,nre~ of the lire. i\fter 

the lire, he returned to tobacco, but he later bought 11 ~mall dlller in another toWn. . ~ 

BesÎde"U~e vacant lot and faclIlg the boulevard i!> a long, low, r~mshackle meeting 

hall. Il has a sagging rid&.ed roof and curling a~phalr ~h1l1glc". The wulls arc covered 

III rusty, cornlgated metal and old, fadcd, soft dnnk .,igns. The hall has a dirty, stucco 
• 0 , 

front with staincd, purple curtains pulled across the large, plate-glass windows, one of 

which j~ crackcd. Bc!wccn the windows is a splotchy, black naugahyde-covered dOOf. 

Attachcd to the other si de of the hall is the plna place. It Îs a squat, 

~---- ~~-------------
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llingle-storeyed, concrete block structure with a glass door and wlthout windows. It 

was buiIt quickly for t~kc-out service. Three cars Duane saw at the becr store carlier 

are thcre now. ~ 
~, 

~ 

Beyond the pizza place to the end of the boulevard is an open space that once had 

a hedge and trees around a large yard with ,covered stalls for a Saturday farmers' mar-

ket, but it is now a pa'ved parking lot inside a chain-link fence for the police cruisers 

and the cars of the municipal employees. The lot strctches to the corner, after which 

, are big, old houses, an old church, and a small, recently-built, auto accessary [,tctory . . / 

) Evan pulls up along tl~e curb in front of the pizza place and stops .. As Pete opens 

è 

his door, he says, IICops'q never think we'd be dumb cnough to come hcre with boozc." 

Ile jumps out and says. I/Lûrge dc\uxe, right?" as he closes the door without waiting for 
.... '" 1 

an answer.· 

/II wond<?r if. he's gonna remcmber t~e extra saucé and to ask for eight slices,/I says 

Evan as Pete enters the pizza place'. "Detter go remind him," he says nnd then gets out 
. 

of the yan and goes' into .the pizza place too. 

As Duane sits with Karl, he thinks ngain to {lry to tell him. But he is already 

indifferènt, and the m,usic from the tape deck makes him dtift. He stares out the win­

dow at the bricks in the side wall of the high, old town hall. In grade cight, he did a 
, > , 

, 1 

project on the architecture of it and tht old Carnegie library across Broadway from il. 
"\ ~ 

He was alfowed to wander freely through the buildings, and he still r~members fondly 

their fine, unpainted woodwork, " the parquet hardwood floors, the high wainscoting in 

the municipal offices, the glnss-doored, wooden bookcascs built into the walls, .the 

c\aborate window frames, and the heavy-bearned trusses he saw in their attics. Thère 
} 

werc little dctajls that delighted hirn, things like the patterncd, 'cast-iron vc'ntilation " 

grills, tJlC intricate, brass door knobs and Wi!ldow latches, and the leaded, stained-glass 
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windows. The whitcness of the wide, high, stone step5 up to the big, wooden-frarned, 
c 

glass doors of the town hall, and of the four. tlllck, stone pillars on either side of the 

carved, wooden, pancl doors at the top of the library's steps, ,set bef_ore the deep-q.:d 

brick of the buildings and under 'then grey, slate roofs ~lJld' the blue of the sky bcypnd 

inspired in Duane a love and respect for Huthority that, whenevcr he looks ut the huild-
1 -

ings now, sornetirnes rnakes hirn want to stop drinking ,Ind doing drtJg~ and bec orne the 

scholarly lawyer his father want~ hirn to he. Though -he can Ilot see the town hnlt:<; 

front frorn where they are parked, he can vi~ualile in the red hfll:kwork ùf thc peaked 

roof above the fIfth storey the large lclters TIl lJl wlllte brick. Ile remember ... hoy. long 
" , 

il took him to figure out what the lcttcrs ~tood lm alld how plca~cd he wa ... when he 

did, 

Looking out the window al the blllldlllg, Duane !->ces the ... ide door that lead.., to the 

police headquarters 111 the ba~ement. While he i ... looking at the donr, it opcn~. 'l'wo , 

policeman step out of the doorway and clo~e it behmd them. Duane notices Karl !>hilt 

position as the police look acro~·., at Evan's van. But after looking, they turn and wall< 

over to the cruiser parked 111 the parklllg lot., That (Joor, thlllk~ Duane, opening 

l another time. And he is taken back 10 whell Jli!>t after he had ent~red high ~cho()l, he 

,was caught lying about vandalizing' a' home bClIlg built in the <;uhdlvisi:m.lJ lis futl;er 

that night before supper whipped him and then ordcrcd him into his car. They drove 
\ 

down to the police station and Ills father said he was going to !>ce if he could havc 

Duane locked in jail. Duane began to cry, but hls father lold hirn to (luit it and Hct 

like a man. They stopped outside that side door. His falher got out and toid Duane lu 
, . 

get out too. He did' a .... d then followcd his fathcr to the doar and th en throllgh il, and 

down the narrow, brighlly-lit stairway 1I1lo tne cellar. They came into a bright, whltc-

painted office. There was a long, wooden coulller Duane cOllld barcly sec over. 

! 

... . 

,1 
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Before his father went to the counler, he told Duane to sit in the chair by the door that 

led lo the cells.' Duarie sat and looked through the door terrified. But then his father /' 
\ 

returned from the counter and took him by the arm back through the offIce. As Duane 

passed the ~ounter, he saw .the old policeman behin? it looking down at" him with a 
( 

lo,?k he has never been able to understUtld. Il wa~ stern, but there was SOll1Cthi'lg cise, 

too, in the wny the., polIceman tilted and slightly shook his hcud as he looked from 

Duano to the pupers on the cmmter. Duane's fùther led him back up the stairs and out 
, . . , 

through the pOOT. He opened the car door and said, "Get in." Duane got Ill, and his 

father slammcd the c100r closed, then walked arbund the front of the, car looking harel 

at Duane ail t1}e time, got in his own side, and drove them home in silel;ce. 
t' _ , 

Pete opens the passenger door a~ Duane is staring at the door to the police ~ta-

11011. "Be twenty mlllllte~," Pete says as he jll~ps back into'thc van. As Evan opens 

his eloor to get in, Pete says, "Wanna take a tour of the cop shop?" Duane tUfllS 
~ . 

quickly and looks hard at Pete., Pete jerks his head back and says, "What?" 

"Huh?' rephe~ "Duane" Pete moves roeward ~g.ill \0" look closcly at'tu~lle" 
'Duane blinks all~ says, "Nothing." 

"If you're not on anything, you need ta be," says Pete. Theil he says la Evan, 
'ItQ 

"Gimme a cancer stick." Evan gives him his pack of cigarettes. Pete takes one, lights , . 
it, an.d then says to them ail, "Anybody k~ow where wc can buy some pot?" Turning to 

Duane, he says, IIWhat about tt9at hcavy guy that lives on the river road, down by the 

auto wrecker's? Is he safe? You bought sorne fro~ him a while ago, didn't yoU?" 

"Who, Wickham?" replies Duane. "Yeah, he's okay. He. grows his own.'~, 

-
"That's alright, n says Karl. "At least you know what you're getting." 

"Okay," says Pete, "Iet's go there whlle we wail for the pizza." Then he says, "Ht(y 

Evan, where's that Blue Oyster Cult tape?" 

" , 
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Evan pulls out a cassette tape from undcr his sent and hanùs it to Pete, thcll sturts 

his vhn and pulls awaY'from the curb as Pcte changes the tapes. 

At the corner, Evan turns left to go bchmd the town hall "and thcn Icft again to go 
\) 1 .... 

back up tllC othct side of the boulevard to Broadway, whcre he lurns lell to go back 
\ 

past the sÎores downi::,wn. The town's only traffic light tllrns red as they approach th~ 

main intèrscctlO;l. Evan cornes t9 (l stop, thc only vehiclc at th~c IIghts. i\crm . ., the 

intersection and down the &treet to the lell, Duane ~ecs his lather'., h\lIldlllg. Thc long~ 

bluc and white' pla~tic sign above the plate glass wïnd()w~ 1:- ht up. a.., I~ the ... howroom. 

Acr?ss the street lrom the bUllding arc the coffee ... hop of the (ireck rc ... taurant, the 

small lumber dealer, and 011 the far ... ide oJ It at the l1ext corner, thc Royal IIntcl, an 
)f 

old build1l1g ot\lark bri.k, large but plain, wlth an old, dying oak III a ... mall plot 01 

gr,ass at the corner. 

The light tmlls' l~reel1, and ]:VUIl drives throllgh the· intcr~ectJOn. A., they approach 

-
11Is father's building, Duane looks from it to the coffec :-hop and thcn haek again. 1 le 

bçgms 10 tremb'c~. Again lm hand grips the engine cowl he :-11'> on" But .,0011 they arc 

passing the building, and then Pcte ~ays, "The band's moving thelr genr into the I{oyal." 

Duanc's gnp loosens as he lurns 10 look at the yellow Hertz van ,Irked among the 

cars in, front of the hote!. The long-haired guys around ·it arc lInloadin~~.{l1pliflCr!. and 

speaker cabinets. As Duane and the oth~rs are waÎchmg them, waitlllg at the pIzza 

place at the corner opposite the Royal and on the &ume ~ide a., thelr lathcr'~ buildlllg 

arc Duane's brother Brendan and his girlfriend in J)uulle's black sport:- car. 
" 

,Now past the hotel, Evan slows for the sharp, right-hand curve that drop~ down to 

the creek. They pass the auto wrccker's on the right and then 011 the Icft 'the dilpated 

f10ur mill on the edge of the creek. Up a bit furthcr, Evan tUTIl& Icft off thc road onto 

U dirt lane that Icads through small pines and over a rotting woodcll bridge to a long, 

.. , 
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. 
black and white hou se tr~iIer on concrete blocks. It is surrounded by overgr~wn bush 

• 
which dark~ns the place. An older,. r~c!-prirriercd, four-whecl drive pic~up truck sits in 

the long grass beside the trailer .. A~ they pull' up, a growlirig German' shepherd 

appcnrs from under the truck. r-
l ' 

"Jesus!" excIaims Pete. "Look al the SJ7,e of that dog! Have fun," hd~'5ays 10 

Duane as Duane leans over him and rolls down the wincfow to speak .10 the ~ôg. 

"PiI?k!" Duane' says firmly, "Cool il!" 
./ 

The dog continlbes to growL as il stands beside the pickup truc-k .. 
- ',,-,"\ 

"Pink!" Duane says again, but then he gives up and calls out to ,the trailer', "Wlck-

ham?" 
, . 

The trmler is dark, so Duane and the other:) çan not see at the screen·door the .... 
-, 

man who stands in unlaced work boots and .. soiled jeans, shirtlcss ,and barrcl-chcsted, 
. ' 

rcd:bcarded und thick-haired and tall, but àlso stooped. Àbove the shepl~erd's growl, 

Wickharn calls- back in a deep, slow drawl, "Thal you, Duane?" 

"Yeah," Duane calIs back. 

Wickham says, "Pink!" and lhe dog ql1iets. "Alright," he caUs to Duane. 

Duane opens Pete's door and gets out. 'rhe shepherd approaches him quietly . 
. 

Duanç looks at the dog and heurs Wickham say again, "Pink!" 
- , 

The dog stops. 'Yi~kham cal}s again, "Come on." 

Duane begins to walk t? the trailcr as he hears Pete behind him say, "Jesus." 

-' 
Duane slowly passes the dog, then continues quic~ly to the screen dooe, where he 

finaUy sees Wickharn. 

Wickham demands in his drawl, "Whq're you with?" as he opens the screen door 

ànd steps aside to let' Duane in, 

Duane mounts the two plywood steps up and says, "Friends from school," as he 

. . 
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passe~ Wickharn and enters the dark trailer. 

A black cat sho·ots ôut from inside the trailer. The dog sees it and Huns to b~ve 

chase. Wickharn says, "Pink!" The dog does not stop. Wickham watches from the 
, j " ~ 

. '\, 
open screen doo~. "Damn animaIs," he says, and t len to Duane, "You wa;lt srnoke'l" \ 

as he goes dO\,yI; the steps. Duane sits down o,n one of the stools nem a table spread 

with the parts of a carbuiator on oily newspapcr. 1 le rcaches ovcr and picks up n 

part. Turning il ovc.r in hIS hand, he thll1k~ again of his father but does Ilot fccl now 

the [car he ear/ier fclt. . 'Neither,' he, thinks as he drops the part back onto the table 

and looks II1to the trailer's ,darkness. Ile ean not ~cc mnch bcyond the dim lighl l'rom 

the screcn do or , but l'rom h~s pas.! visits, he knows the tr,ail,er's appcaruncé. There i., 
. ' 

varnished p\ywo,od and green cnarnel pallclnng on the walls. 0. wash-tllb smk und a 

sm,lll wood sto~e ,sIt ag?inst a wall. Around them arc built-in benches, countcrs, and 

cupboards. A' showcr stail and curtàin-surrollnded toilet· are halfway dOWIl the trailer. 

, At the fa~ end is. a cot covered with woollen blankcts. Fishing n,ct 15 smpended on the 
" . 

, cpiling, bhic terry clo~h curtains cover small Windows, and reed matting lies on the 

floor.' Above one bench is a rack with fishing polcs and a shotglll1. In a corner, hcl~w " 
, ' 

a shclf ot)'ratty paperbacks, an old guitar leaus again~t a stack of '/~"squire, Uo/llng 

Stalle" and sportman magaZIIles. Undcr an 1I1lcurtmnèd window and 'propped 011 the 

cOlluter bÏl the table is a small, unframed oil painting on canvas in greens and blues of ," ' 

the Long Point marsl; seen from the Port Rowan bluff. Wlckharn'::, wife painted it "v ' ' ~ , 
wheI~ t~ley livcd in Port Rowan, where together thcy ran a party fishing ~)oat after leav-

ing F10rida in the carly sixtics to escape the Vietnam draft. But hÎs wiCe got homesick 

and returned threc years- after they arrivcd. Wlckham could Ilot rcturn and did not 

", 
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ver} much want to, either. He gave up his boaJ -and found a farm ta sharegrow 

tobac~o, a~d he continued ta g~ his o~~' marijuana. 
, 

Thcre are other southerners in the area who, like 'Yickham, live in trailers and 

- .... sharegrow, sa hç is n~t suspect in town. Duan~ met him two years ago when he 

1 , 

, < 

primed t?bacco on the {arm Wickham sharegrows. Wickham was the first man Duane 

~ad ever srnoked marijua~a with. Before that, Duane and his schaol friends would' 

huddlc in sorne corner of Metal Fabs ta smoke a joint sQrneQne had gat off a brother in 

university. With Wickham, it was hke what Duane imagi;es srnokil]g a peace pipe 
, 

mu~t have been like. Wickham treated the plant with re\;'ercnce and only smoked 

,whcn lus' mood \'.Ias right. His caIm·kept Duane from getting as hypcr as he usually 
. 'l\' 

\ ' ' .. 
did, 'and his quiet staries about the life, in the bac,k country of central Florida were 

, ,'unlik~'lnYt~ing DlIm,IC had 'ever he~rd ~efore. It was not the Miami his father dragged 

them 0 to cvety win ter until Duane was aid enough ta refuse to go. After Wickham 
, , - ' 

had said he Iiked und trusted Duane and would selt to hhn, one of the few people he 
, . , 

, ..-/ 

,wauld 'sell ta, Duane began to go ta Wickham's more often, and usu~lly to visit, not to 

buy pqt. But finally, Wickham toid him not ta come over so often, bccause, he said, 

as rnuch as he liked Duane, he did not like company thut much. Duane seldorn visits 

now, and he usually goes only ta bu:>, pot. , , 

The plywood sleps outside the screen door creak as the doar opens. Wlckham 

. enters carrying a gallon glass jàr full of marijuana. He pulls the door c\osed, thé~ goes 

around to the other sjde of the table Duane sits at. He folds the" newspaper over the 

curburator ptirts ta make a space, and then he sits on a stool in front of the space as 

r he places the jar on the table. He twists the wide lid off the jar, drops it onlo the 

table, and reuches in and pulls oùt a fistful of limp, narrow, dark-green leaves. As he 

spreads the leaves on the table, he says, "1 jus' dug this jar up ycste'day, tha's why th' 
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leaves are s' moist., Should be nice an' mellow." L~oking at the leaves, he says,. ''Tha's 

'bout an ounce./I 

Duane knows it is at lcast half an ounce more, which is how Wickham lIsuully 

gi'les his ounces. Duane pulls out his wallet und gJVes Wickham a twenty doline hill. 

Wickham takes the bill and' looks at. it a moment. Ile then looks with lowered 

he ad <>,ut the darkening window. He sigh~ dceply, then puts the bIll on the coullter hy 

the painting. He picks up the lid, and serews it back onto the Jar. After putting the 

leaves on the table into an empty bread bag, he leans back against the wall. 

Duane sees hi01 Looking at the parts of the carburator and says, "Givin' yon trou­

ble?" 

Wickham reaches un?er the newspaper and plcks up a part/ looks at It a moment, 

then tosses it back onto the newspaper as he wearily drawls, "Yeuh, bclongs l' the 

boss. Dirtied up on 'im. Not 'notlgh sense t' keep tha' fancy car yom daddy !-onl' 'im out 
\ 

0' th' fields. Gcttin' too dark to work on 'f now. If Wickham looks from the cnrlmrator 

~', parts to DUé\~c. lII3oss's boy toi' me you paid 'em a visit couple weekend" back." 

," 

/ 

Du~ne looks at Wickham and sees his fea"turcs only barcly in the fadlllg !tg11!. Ile 

looks at the carburator parts aga in and heurs his father's voicc fainlly as he thinks 

back 'to the weekend of Ihe busted pa~Jy. bllOh yeah. Christ. After the cops brokc up 1 

that party t11.at· was raided, me aIid Ihat ehick 1 used to go with, Lucille, look a drive '. 
out Potter's Road, just 10 gel out of town. Soon after we turncd onto il, ail OPP 

crui~er turncd on'after us. 1 still had that qunce l'd bought the wcek ocfore, and Ile 

was so close 1 coilldn't throw it out. 1 kncw he was going 10 puJl liS ovcr, M) whcn 1 
" 

saw the entrance to Kerenyi's cltcle drivewày, 1 just signallcd an' turneù in like 1 was' 

going for a visil. Those big lanterns on the veranda werc ail lit up, !>o it looked likc 

they was expectin' company. 1 drove up to the pillars walchin' the cop in my mlfror 
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the whole lime. He' slowed down almost to a stop at the entrance to the drive an' 

crawled along till 1 stopped in îrout of the house. 1 got out of the car just as he 
• ,0 

reached the exit of the drivq. He speeded up an' disappeared beyond 4he bushes, an' l' 
l', 

ran to one of the shrubs along the drive an' ~hoved the bag inlo the wood chips, then 

'. 
went to the front do or an' knocked. Shi~, was 1 lucky ~unior answered il. 1 was tellirÏ' 

,\ ' 

him what was happenin' when.the cop drove by agalll from tl,lc other direction. When 
? 

he saw us talkm', he speeded up an' was gone. 1 weIlt back a couple nights later t~ 

find the pot, but ail those bushes look the same. Junior says he can't find it, neither, 

so 1 paid, but a lot less than thirty days." 

Wickham smdes slightly as Duane concludes. "Beh," says Wickham, "an' now you 

ail arc cruisin' ag'in tonigh'. You dogs. You're goin' t' sec th' inside of a coffin 'fore 

you see th' IIlside of a kcnnel." 

"Hell, Wickham," protests Duane, "we don't specially likc it, but wc ain't got n' 

other place to go an' get high." 

"Easy, now. 1 kl1ow," Wickham says. "Ai~l't much you can do. Bad times ail 

'round." 

In the darkness of the trailer, Duane sees Wiekham's onlline tum to face the pairit-

ing. From outside,he hears Pete eall, "Duane?" 

Wickham oturns from t1.lC painting to Duane. "Your bnddies callil1' ," he says. 

"Yeah, we're waiting for a pizza." 

Wickham riscs, and Dllaflc does too. Dllahe turns and walks behind Wickham to 
, 

the dobr. Wickham opens it and holds out his hand. "Good night, now. You boys 

takc' care. An' keep off them damn highways." 

Duane shakes Wi,ckham's hand as he walks past hiru. "Thanks, Wickham. See y' 
, 

uround." He walks down the steps into the shadows of the falling night. The dog and 
" 

,~ 
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cat are nowhere to be seen. 
o t 

As D~ane approaches Evan's van, Petc OpCI1l'i, his dOOf to lct him in. "Everything 

okay?" asks Petc a bit I1crvously. 
( 

"Ycal~, no problem,lJ' replIes Duane as he entcrs the van. Pctc moves to the cowl 

1 

with Karl, and Duane sits in the passengcr's scat. Ile pulls thc bug of marijuana out of 

his jacJret pockèt· and givcs i t to Pete. 

"Not bad," says Pcte pleascd as he opens il and smclls. 

"Five bucks each," says Duupe. "We can ,,:,ork it out whcn wc get tJ1C pii"Za." 

Evan starts the van and wheels around out the lane ovcr thc bridge. Pet6 gi,ycs the , . 
bag to Karl, who looks at il brieOy and then tics il and drop~ Il mtn ))uane's lap. 

Duane is surpr!sed and lllfns to look al Karl, who loob at him a momcnt and then 

stares out the front wind~hield. Evan tllfllS right onto the road, and they drive back 

'toward lown wlth OJ1ly thc music playing. 

'1 .' As they go up the lu 11 , ,Duane takcs, a package of rolling papers out 01 lus panls 
r 

pocket, but he fumblcs it at a bump in the road, and it l'ails to Ü1C f100f. The floor is 
" 

too dark and c1ulteJed to search for it. As they'reach t11e top of the 11ïll, they sec 

Broadway lit up and stretching ahe~d of them 'to the railway ovcrpa~\.' l'hey look over 

at the 'l-Iertz van still in front of the Royal, but ilOW unloadcd. Duane doc:.. nof' \ce hi~ 

brother Brendan in his car on the other sidc of the ~trcet ca t illg pli'J'H with hi ... glrl-

friena. He docs not sec his fa~her's bUIlding cither, but by the ligbt of II'. .long ~Jgn, he 

searches for and then flJlds the rolling papers. 

As they drive through the downtowll, Duane startOto untlc the bag of man juan a to 

rdll sorne joints, but then s.tops because of the irritating and revealing bnghtne~s l'rom 

the store signs and streetlights. He puts the bag and the papen, ~. rtn-~' ,~. '!oC'ket pocket 

and realizes he did not look at his father's building, Lo( . 19 out at (~thcr buildings, he ~ 

,,' 
\ 
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begins to wonder about his father, wonderwhat it will be like to be free of him, of his 

ange'r alld his violence, wonders, as his fcar begins 10 return, how he can becomc free 
~ 

so young and with so liUle to do to carn money. He had foresecn dependency for sorne 

yocars stiJl~ W,hat wilh his fathcr's IIlsistancc that he bcc~me a lawycr. Ile wonder~ how 
, , , 

wcll prèpnred he wIll be to sludy law,aftcr slrugglmg as he now is to gel through grade 

twelve while spending mosl of his lime in the architectural draughtll1g studio or skip-. 
ping classes and still having grade thirtccn to get through. It does not occur to Duane 

that he could con~ider atchitecture as a' career. But then il does Ilot need to occur to 

him. Eveil if 'le did conslder Il, he would !>lill believe if Impo'isible to change his 

father's mind to allow· him 10 .'lludy arcllltecture instead of law. From before Duane 

can remembcr, he has been told he wIII_be a lawyer and nothing cise. I\ftef what has 

happened this afternon, it appenrs to Duane thal he will finally be frce of his father, 

but that he will also be left witlf nOlhing. The joy he. -fcels is uscless against the kar. 

A; Evan tums the corner for, t he pizza pl ace, Duauc, iouks lit Ills ,winùow a,t the 

vacunt 101 where the old hold used to sland. Looking,' Duane realizes hG has nothing, 
1 - ( ..... .... • 

• and he bcgins to fecl he is nothi'ng. 

-When lhcy h~rn the corner, Pète reaches over and turns lhe music down, then says, 

"Okay, Ids work out thc money.", Evan parks and they do. The money for the pizza 
. ' ' 

is given to Duan'c,- and he gets m;t ·to go for il. 

Inside the pizza placc, Duane squlllt~ in the giare of the lights and the whiten~ss of 

the walls and counter. !Ie begins to Cccl na~seous from the sm eU and the heat of the 

oven. He quickly pays, takes the piu:a box, 'and lcaves. He returns to the van withollt 

looking at the town hall, opens the door, hands the box to Pete, and gets in rclievcd. . . 
"Where wc goin''t' asks Evan. 

. ~ 

"Coronation eark," says Pete, and he !tUBS the music up again. 
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EV,an drives around the boulevard back out to Bromlwny and ·Iurus Icfl to drive 

,bac" through (he downrown again. As they tllrn Icft al Ihe traflll: hght, Duanc only 
, 

glances indiffcrently now at his father's building. They go acrn~~ the cemcnt bridge 

ovcr the ravine of the c,rcck that lIpstrean1:II()w~ hy the grovc and down:-.trcHm Ilows 

past Wickham's. After the bridge, Ihey tmn onto the lake road and wind \lp the hill 

,,;Jnd turn off to the right to enler the p~\~k. They dnve t!OW\l the Janc intn It and eon-
, -. . 

'tinuc to the back of it, where they pull 011 IIIto 'thc trcc" and bw,hc~ mOllnd li poud. " 

They arc the only oncs therc. Evaw .... lIrn~ off the cngllle and the 1ll\l~lC. 

dark IlP\..v), and the cncket~ are beginning. 

It 1 ... llearJy 
l 
\, 

Duane and E"an gel out their doors'a~ Karl and Pete ~Iip under the hl.lIlket to go 

out th7 side door. Whel1 Duane gcl<; arollnd 10 the other ... i(le, the !'>~de door' I!'> open, 

and Pcte is opening the.pina box--while Karl open!'> bcer .... They eat and drink !'>tHllding 

beside the v'l,n neur the pond as the mghl c()me~ on 
, , 

"Let's have sorne times," says Pete. iIe goe" IIlto the van and J)\\tt; \Il Dccl' Purple. 

When he return~, he says betweell bites 01 pi/la, "Frenchmen'II he down here aglllll 

" SOOI1. 
1/ 

<J 
"1 heard the t0"Yll·wasn't gO/lna let them camp herc anymore-," ~ay~ Evan, 

~ , 

"They've been sayin' thal cver ~lIlce they c1o ... ed the ho"tc1," rephe~ Pete. "They 
\ 

have to let them stay here, Where cIse they gOllnH p'ut 'cm'! Farmer~ don't have 10 

take them right away." 

"But they wallt them thcre when t11ey necd them," ... ay ... Karl a-; he to~~c" hi" cmpty 

bcer bottle into the pO~ld. 

Duanc think., about the summer and the men and womell of'!l1I age" who, -come 
t 

from Qucbcc to look for work in tobacco. Unql two years ago, a Catholic church had 

provided a hmtcl for them, but it was cl~~cd whcll the police found !'>orne manjmma on 

. . 

1 
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one of the, residents and the town'gol scared about drugs corning into il. Duane knows 

that the guy who had the pot had boughl it frorn Wickham, but the guy never told the 

police that. After the hoslcl wa!> closed, the Quebeckers who pro'tested theif' inl1o-

ccnce, and the farmers who depcnded on them for thcir harvest, talked the town coun-

cil into allowing them to camp in the park Duanè and the others are in. Sorne tents 

~lI1d eqlllprnent were provided, and the .Oue15eckers seemed to pre~r the camp lO' the 

hostel in the church basernent. Bilt one nighl, sorne local th~lgs rmded the camp while 

most of the Qucbecker~ werc at the Royal and tore II up land also beat up sorne of the 

people there bcfo~e they left. When the Quebeckers in the hotcl found ollt about the 
lj 

raid, a brawl ~tarled in the hote\. Sorne people say it was begun by sorne of the thugs 
f 

who had gone there aCter the ra~. "The polico came and .broke it up, and they put 

sorne of the Quebeckers and the thugs in JUIl for the night. The nexl day, the mayor 
\ 

pubhcally apologized and ha,d sorne new tents and cquiprnent sent down. But many of 

the Quebeckers Icft ,after that, so the farrners werc hard' pre~sed for hclp that year and . 
the wages went up, whlch surpnsed and pleased the thugs, who rnostly. worked in 

tobacco and thell col,ected unemployrncnt in surance and did litt le cIse. They let il be 

known to the Quebeckers who rcrnained that they had heard that there would be 

another raid n~xt year to d'rive ail the Quebeckers out of town, antl last year only ,r 

about half as rnany Quebeckcrs stayed in the par~. But the police patrolled it, and it 
1" 

wns not raided, nor did wages rise any higher. No one was certain what the town'was 

going ta do this surnmer., Everybody said they should just wait and see what needed ta 
1 ~ 

Pctc sa.ys, "You 'should've secn the fight at the fair last fall. Two big Frenchrnen 

really pissed were gain' 'at each other. One of thern, got punched and feH 011 a coke 

boule, and he gmbbed it and broke the boUom off on a pole when he got up, and just 

\ . 
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when he, was gOl1na charge the other guy, a carny dubbed him-put 'im tits up./I 
, , < , 

"Bey Duane," says Evan, "didn't you work with sorne Frenchmen last yenr on that 

[arm Wicklulm grows'!" 

Duane takes n drink of bcer after swallowing the lust of his piece of piz:ta. "Yeuh, 

a gu~ and a girl (rom Quebec City. They were separutists." Duane remembers him, 

Bertrand, averagc-s~zed with long, ~traight, black hair and dark eyes. "lIe was in unÎ-

versity. Kept trying 10 talk politics with me, but 1 couldn't have glvl\p shit." Bertrand 

had once cxasperatedly 

• don't Icarn Frenclf but 
r 

asked DuaÎle why the tobacco jarmers and people in tn\\!n 
, 

Duane wa<; by then tired of hb questions and ~aid nothing 

except that they had no need for il. "IIi~ glrlfnend wa~ good-Iooking. She was from 

Ottawa. Cutc blond. They met when she was studying French in Ollebet Clty." 

Duane does not say that .Lle hnd fallell in love with her. Ile did not tell her, either. 1 le 

could l'rot even remember her name no\\!. She was quietly devoted to Bertrand, and 

every morning whell puane ~aw them come out-of their tent together, he longed to he 

him. Priming tobacco in the cold mornings and hot aflefI1oons, he imagined being 

alone with her on an isolated beach at Long Point. "They both worked hard, but Ihey 

Icft right at thc--cnd of work on the last day. They didn't cven cal, ju<;t showered and 

put on c1ean clothes and got a ride with Wiükham ta the bus ~tation when Wickham 

~. v.:enl 11110 town to get beer for the harvest party." 

,\7rhey comin' back this year'!" asks Evan. 

"1 don't know. Probably not ," Duune replies. 

"No problem," says Pete, "lots of Jarnaicans comin' up now. Won't have any 

Frenchman around herc Çlllymore bcfore too long." Pçte tosses his erl1pty beer boUle 
~ < 

into the pond. 

Out on the pond, sorne ducks qllack, and in the descending night, they can barcly ~ 
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be seen swimming to the other si.de. Duane remembers two summèrs ago, his first t,ime 

in the Royal just arter the drinking age had been lowered to eig~teen, and how the 

Qncbeckers were sneh partiers: They sang when the band took b'teaks, and they sang 

and danced in the aisJes when the band played. They always sat il'! large groups 

uround the big, round tables and were always talking and laughing. They never started 
, /' 

,uny fights, but never backed down from any, either. The owner of the hotel, a middle-

aged European, nev<?r gave th9TI any trouble, nor they him. The Jamaicans who had 

come up to work were quiet and reserved, and they looked and must have fclt so out of 

place that they scld9m stayed longer than. an hour in the early evening. They were 

never 'hus~led, not even by the thugs. 

'As the night de~ds to near full darkness now, forms III the distancc become 

indjstingui~hablc. There is no moon rising, and ,only within a whisper's range can 

Duane tell what it is he"looks at. So when he and the others see the.headlights coming 

up the lane toward them, Pcte says angrily, "What a piss offl", and they throw their 

beer boUles into the pond. Pete and Evan quickly carry the cooler anô beer case into 
1 

the bushes to hide them. Duane puts the bag of marijuana down the front of his pauts. 

When Pete and Evan retufll, the car is close enough that they can ail see by the loca­
,-If 

tion of the 11mber parking lights that it is not a police cruiser. 
, -

As Duane stares into the headlights, he is drawn back again lD.-Lhe .-nftcrnot'Jn, the, 

glare from the sun QIl his father's building. Suddenly the car's highbeams flash op. 

"Prick!" says Pete as Duane closes his eyes and jerks his head sideways. His knees 

buckle when he hans t? escape the glare, but when he collides with Karl, he is able ~o 

rccover the balance he was losing. fIe tur~s again to look at the car 'at the same time 

as ils high beams tum off and then flash quickly on and off once more. 

~y ail relax. "No cap, an~ay,1I says Pete as he and Evan go pack into the 

---'--
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bushes for the coolcr and case of beer. 

By ~ôw, Duane can tell by, the parking lights the type of car. As it 'npproache!> 

and slowly tums lq follow the lane past whcre Evan pulled off, he ~ces hy the silhou-

cHe' tl\at it IS his car and that Brendan and his girllricnd arc in il. Duane wntches i~ 

drive on slowly a ways, and when 'il stops and its light~ go out,..,&e wallt.; to mil to Il 

, and take it back [rom Brendan, yet kick in its fenders and ~mash 1ts hght <; too . 
Pete alld I--.van retUr11 and place the cooler and beer ca~e 011 the floor 01 the van 

1I1side the side door.' Evan says, "Wonder who th~lt was?" 

"Early Frenchman," replies Pete. Theil he ~ay~, "Pilla'!', gOlle. l,ct\. \ll1oke a 

joint." \ 

Duane has heard 'Pete, but is still staring at the silhouette 01 hi~ car 'Fit~r tnke 

it,' he thll1ks, ,:or smash il. bther. Or go. Go.' 
. . 

"Duane." says Pete. "Hey, space cadet. Toke time." 

Duane heurs Pete say, "Karl, you find out what he's on'!" but hear.;; no reply from 

Karl. Suddenly a light Bashes in his eycs. He starts and rU\~e!> lm hand 10 hlock the 

light, Ihen after a moment lowers it and secs in front of hi~ face the !lame from the 

1 ightcr Karl holds. 

Karl looks intently at Duane a moment, then puts ouI the lIghler. lIe \ay=- Ilolh-

mg. 

Without saying anything, Duane pulls the bag of marijuana out of 11IS pant <;. On 
, t 

top of the tooler, he rolls a joint and hands il to Pete, th en begins to roll more. 
\ ~ 

Pete lights the joint and haçks forccfully as he says. "Good stuffl" 1 le toke<; agalll 

and passes 1t to Evan. The ember brightens 3S Evan draws in hard, and whcll he has 

a lungfnl, he ,>taggcrs backward into' the side of his van. Pete cough\ out his ~mokc as 

he I,~ughs at Evan. Evan rcturns to them and passes tho joint to Karl, who lakcs on!y 

" 

" 

" 

1 

1 
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a light toke and holds the joint until Duane finishes roHing another, then passes it to 

him. Duane draws in slowly and just as he is near full, a ,seed explodes shooting 

sparks. 'Ibe others laugh as Duane jerks the joint away frq.m his mouth and loses, hî~ 

sm(»ke. 

"Son-of-a-bitch,N Duane mumbles as he looks at the joint. After a moment, he 
t 

ta~e~ a quick toke, then passes il to Pete, who tokes hard and passes it to Evan. 

After Evan tbkes, he says ta Karl, "Enough for one more toke." 

,Karl says flatly, "}'Il pas·s." Evan gives it to Duane. As Duane tokes, he looks 

questioningly at Karl, but he turns away when Karl looks at him. The ember reaches 

his fingers, and he nicks the mach into the pond. 

"Let's cmise," s·ays Evan. 

"Where's your corkscrew, Evan'!" Duane asks. 

"In the glove box.': 

Duane puts the Joints he has rolled into the bag and the bag into his jacket pocket, 

then gets his bottle of wine out of the, cooler and walks around to the passenger door 16 

get the corkscrew. When he opens ,the door, a beer bottle rolls out and falls to the 
I .... ~I 

g,roulld. Duane thinks to p'lck 1t up and throw it at lus car, but instead ollly kicks it 

away into the darkness. From the glove box, he takes th,e corkscrew, then pe"el~ off 

the foil on the top of the wine botlle, screws in the corkscrew, and yanks out th<: cork. 

"Gut rut," says Pete as he and Karl gel in the van before Duane, who follows and 

sits in the passenger scat: Eyan starts the motor, and Pete takcs out the Deep Purple. 

tape and puts in Black ,~ab~ath. They drive up out of the park and turn dOWl\ the road 
" 

toward the lake. DU8!le tak~s three dcep swallows of wine and stares out the front 

windshield as he sinks back into the scat. 

At a break in the music, Pete laughs a,nd says, "Yesterday in machine shop 1 was 
Q" 

, . 

.' 
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turnin' a picce of brass for a stem for a hash pipe, and Mr Moses walks up and snys, 
~<: 

'Whé.Ît arc you making, Pcter?' 'Hash pipc, sIr,' 1 ~ays. 1 le looks up at the' ceiling anù 

shakes his head and walks,away." They ail c\mckle. "I1fy!" says Pete a ... the Ilext wng 

bcgins. "You guy~ hear about Duane in rncchanical drallghtin' ye~terday'll/ 

Duane cringes.' He raises the wine bO,Hle to' .11I~,hps and ~wallows decply. 

'~ Over the--dIjving guitar of the rnl1sic, Pete ~ays, "We were ail' workin' Oll the board" 

after a·l~s.s,on, a!~' Mr Pacey was at the back of the room bent over I1arrison\ board 

with thrcc.or four guys around him. Duane's at the hlackbôard (Irawin' gca r~ an' grcat, 
." . 

gross bo~.dangs, illl' <.tH of a ~tldden he shouts, 'Sec Boyd tuck! hlck, Boyd! Fuck!' i' 
, F 

• Pacey's head pops up an' he says, '1 !cy!' You ... llOuld've ~ccn the look on J)1J'alle'~ 

facc!" 

" , As they aU" laugll', Duane rernernbers 111\ Engh ... h cl~l"'~ and the ~t()ry they were 
... , 

" re.ading lasf week; how he and $orne other guys had tho\1ght it ~() Juvenile that they 
~ 

started tp m::rke fu!: of it and how he had got so carned away whell he thollght Mr 

Pacey had 4eft the clq.ss. 

Pete says, ~Good thing you'rc Paccy's favountc an' therc nin't no~ babcl\ il! the 

class. Yom reputation'd be even worse than it 15 noW " 

Duanc takcs another drink of winc and then pas~e ... the bottlc' to Pete, who takes a . ,. 
short sw~llow and giyes Il to Karl. Karl drink!:. ulHI pa~~e~ -Il to Evan, who ~(\lt~ lor li 

, , -
lcar to pass and then tips it up to drin~. Ile low~(~. 1t and gives 1t to l'cte. Petc takc\ 

~ 

".aÎlother quick drink a~d returningoitto Duane. aJks, "What is thai stuft?" . • 

"It's from ~omeplace',in Fr'ance G'âlled Bordem~x," Duane replies. "The Frenchmall 

1 ~orked with last year told me winc from there was good and didn't cm;t much." 
j, , " , 

"Bordeaux," says P~te. "Is that f':r d~wn on the li5t?'~ Mc an; Evan have bc~n w~r-
" 

km' our way down from the top, but 1 dO,n't rerncmbcr that one." 

,f' 

" 
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"The list only tcl.ls the name of the grower," says ~uane, though he in not certain 

that is truc. He is about to say something about grapes when headlights in the outside 

rear mirror reneet into his face. He squints and tu ms away as Evan says at the same 

time, "Car èoming up fast." 

"Goddamn il!" moans Pete. 

1 Karl says worried, "Duane-where's the pot?" 

Duane pulls the bag out of his jacket poeket !lI1d stllffs It down his pants. He guz-
<1- r"-".J 

....... 1 

7les sorne more of his wine, but can Ilot fllllsh il. 

"It' k' ". E' "It' " s a dy, says v~n. s gonna pass us. 

In Il moment, a dark-coloured GTO sercams by and flashes into and thèn beyond 
.1 

the van's headlights. "L~eas Godl1ik's Goat," SÇl.ys Petc HS thcy wateh the car's tml-

lights lIntil they arc out of sight at the short Cllrves ahead, "Wicked ~aclune." When 
• "l. 

they rC)lch the ClIrves, they look for signs that the car has gone off the road, but do Ilot 
, 

fllld ally. 

Gomg through the ellrves, Duane remembers threë weeks ago alone drivmg fas! 
i ' 

into them and missing the second one and encling up in the fJeld beyond il. Had he 

missed .the fust or the third, he would have crashed into a gully. He mises the wi,ne 
1 

1 

bottle to his lips and drinking discovcrs there is lysS wine left th an he thought. He fin-

ishes it .. aqd as they round the third curve, he opens his window and tosses the bottle 
, 

into the black gully. Afte~ he rolls up ,the wjndow, he pulls the bag of ~anjllana out of 

his pants and takes one of the joints out of il. He lights il and passes it é'n as he feel::; 

his body fold itself together around his insidcs. Above the music, he says ta Pete, 

"Give me a beer." 

.' Pete exhales and passes the joint to Evan, then goes under the ,blanket and III a 

" moment returns with an open beer. "Duane," he says. 
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Duane turns from looking out the si de window and takes the hcer. Thç joint con- ' 

tinues around as thcy drive in the darkncss with the music loud. 
- r} , 

"Spooky Hollow?" says Evan as, they apprO!lch the turnoff for it·. 

No one spcaks, so Evan slows and turns nght onto the gravcl road. Ile prcks up J n 

bit of specd, but has 10 slow down bccausc of ruts and pot hole~. They umtinue III thc 
, ' 

darkncss, the beams of the hcadljght~ bounclIlg and shifting tn !'.how the held, ;lIld bu<;h 

and trces on eithcr slde. EV'an turns onto a dirt roml th'dt wllld~ dowll to the bottolll 01 

a decp, narrow, ravll1e overgrO\~n and ~wamnY on both \Ides. 1\ .... they wllld alon).: the 

road, Du'ane feds hi~ ,t~m1;ch tlghtcn. Ile lower<; the hcer he wa .... about 10 drink 
, ' 

from. Suddenly' thelr lights go out. 

"H~y!I' 'cncs Petc as, ll\ey drive slowly 111 the blacknes~, 

Evan ïaughs' and ~witches the lights on agmJ. A~ they f1a'ill Ùll, Duane ~lIy .... 
( l' 

-quickly, "Evan-stop!" Even bcforc Evan stop'>, Duane has hls dhor (>pen., 1 le gcl~ out 

. 
and drops his beer a'i hc staggers III the ... htrkness tu the back of the van. I.eHllIng 

againsl it abovc' the Imllight, he stands he ad l)('nl back and rcmember~ the la..;t tune he 

camc,down heré, thrcc wcch ago with Lucilte alter the )lOll'iC party lhat wa..; nudcd, 

and how he was trying to kecp her l'rom br'eaklllg up wilh h101 becall\e ~hc dl<.In't ,lJke 
, 

his drinking and doing drugs and wild drivm.g and how he WH'> ~u lIp~et becau\e he 
1 _ , , 

, , 
liked her so muçh because she was unhkc the other girls he had lakell ont, \he ~ang III 

, ,\ . , 

a baIid that played ~hool danccs an~ look private art le~son~. Ile became so" de<,pa-

rat~ that he said he would get il neyv car if she would stay with htrn, and ail .... he dld 

was 'sigh and say, "Oh Duane," al)d then ask "'/Jm 'to takc her home: and aftcrward he 

had driven too fast and gone off" the cllr~ 

IJDuane,t' says l'etc out the duur. "Y ou okay?" 

Duane bends over llltO the smell of the cxhnust of the van. /lYeah,", he gàsps just 

o 



c" 

r:, 
\..} , 

" 

/ 

, 1 

,\ 

47 

, 
before he vomits in the red of the taillight. 

Wben he has finished, he straightens himself, his back against the side of the van. 

As he lurns and takes a step toward the open doo~ ~ he feels his foot hit the beer boUle 

'he dr'opp~d. He looks down, but c'~I~ not seè it. He kicks blmdly at il and loses his 
, ' 

balance and falJs to the dirt road. He pushes himsclf up and stumbles ta the door of ' 
~~ -

'. ' 
the van and gets in. The musIc lS off. Pete, Evan, and Karl arc not talking. There is 

1 

only the i<iling of thc molor. Duane fcels his shaulder nudged. Ile turns. and sées Karl 

holding a mg for him., Duane takes Il and wipc'i his mouth, then drops' it to the floor. 
'. ,"" \j 

_ :'Evan," he says, "you gol that Alice Cooper tâpe? The one with 'Eight<)n' on it?" 

"Yeah," Evan rephes. Ile finds it on lhe dashboard and puts it inlo the lape deck. 

"Duane," says Karl as they begm ta· drive again. Duane ttlfllS to look at Karl,.' He 

has a bcer held out ta him. "Dnnk It slowcr 1lllS lIme," Karl says. 
, 

, Duane takes the beer from hirn, raises It ~~d drInks, and, as his na~lse,a less~l~s, .fe 

"follows the headlights as Evan drives them up out of the ravine. ' 
, ' 

They drive out, and in the darkncss, they drive along gravel roads past wood, lots, 

fresh-turned fields, and farm yard'~ 'with a 110use with one or two' window~ lit and' a ' 

barking dog bencath a light bulb burmng on il high pole. They drive, and tl~y talk. 

only briefly bctween sangs. It is talk that ·thcy would forget by th: end of J,he,,~ext 

song, but it 15 talk that they would immediately recognize for a 'long time ?fter, would 
~ , , 
reII1ember always, but never be rible to repeat or say whell it had been spoken. 

Bçtwcen swallows of beer and tokcs of joints, they thlk pot about, but around the (ear 

and d~sirc and absurdity of lives that, were they tolet of them by,Jlher~, they wo~lld ref-
1 

ft 

lise to bclteve wcre theirs, but were they spoken of by each otl~er, they would kIiow as -

their own. , , . 
As they drive, Duane feels the strength of their friendship, but he aiso (e~l!; his' , 

, ~ ,1. .... 

. " 
" . 
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" . 
loneliness in it. He thi~ks' of Wickham and of how so rnany, ~VCI~' among ~ickhnrn's 

, friend's; fear him, yet how he has /lever felt anythirlg but case and cornfort with hirn. 
'. , ~ 

< , ' 

H~ thinks 'of his own fricnds, of Karl, Pete, Evan, and rn~nr others, who always wnnl 

hirn tO'party, yct who always kècp their distance when he parties as hard as he wallts. 
, , , 

He thinks of his father and the cars that,are his fathcr's life" nnd he Il~lnks of how he 

ha~ carèd for the sports car everybody, e,vcn 111'; father, alhnires, and yct how !te now, ' 

,since"tl)1s, aft'cn~)~: wallts ~nly tOI p~ufld il with :: sledge-hamn,1Cr~ as h~ ~Iiù an old 

Cadillac Junkçd in an ~llcy, or tip It ove'r down Înlo a glllly, as' he and ~omc <llhers hnd 

donc to a thug's parked car, or hum it, as he and Pete had one Ilight for the i[l\llnlnce 
, , l , 

'rnoney bumt Pe.le's car. Duane fcels his loncliness, yet Cccllllg It, he Icch ollly what he 
, [) 

has always fclt: As he throws allothcr cm pt y beer bottle out Ihe wl!1dow and rcaches. 

for anpthbr joint, the spite, the bitt;rness, and the de<;pmr that arc 'nl<;o his louclincss, . , 

b;lt to him secm only norlnal, he does not thinK of àt ail. 
(' 

Grachlally, the ro~d ln front or' them"·ligl~tens., They reallz0, tlley arc comhlg to the 

highw'ay. The lights of th:C cars and trucks on the highway mtensify as 1hey approach 
, , 

" 

the' intersection. Evan slows weil in advance. f(Tb the Royal?" be m.b a~ he ~Iows to a 
, , 

, stop. They agree. Evan waits for,~ long stretch, of darkness in the hlghwày, then pulls 
v 

" 

onto it. Driving back toward town, D~un~ squint~ an~ 'rceis nahs~olls as he Imn!; awoy 
" ,\ 

. from the lights of cvery car !hat "passes thém. f _ " 
Tilcy rcturn to town al0l1:g the river ro~d. \l'here IS no light"at Witkham's. As they 

drive up the hill and sec the ~ciyal, night s~e~s ~o thern to h'nvc dlsappcared. Cars 

ct:~ep nearly bllmper to bumper as' they scarc,h for parking spot') near the hotel beneath 

t1~e br~ght st~re signs and streetlights. Kids arc s,tanding abOlit the entwllce to the 

hotel's bar, sorne alone aI~d ,sorne in smalÎ,groups. Others Just arriving stop to'talk to' 
, !' ~ 

those standing about or wal~. dircctiy into ~~~ '~ot,~1. E:va~l tll~n~ ,Ieft,. fro~lroa,dway 

<. .a _ 
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onto the sidestreet beside the hotet, and they see groups of tokers together in the shad-
, b 

ows around the glow of joints. They find a parking spot between str~etlights beside t~e 

baek fenee of the auto wrecker's lot that starts before Wickham's cat the bottom of the 

r\ver road hil\. 

They leave the van for the hote\. Walking to it, they walk up past tIle tokers in 

,the dark beside the hotel and then round the corner into the lights of .Broadway. 

Duane squints, and the first thing he sees is the long, blue and white sign on his 
, ' 

father's building across the street, but he only, thinks now of how it resembLe's a joint 

rollçd with blueberry papcrs. 

Eyes squinted agamst the glare of the lights on the street, Duane walks quickly to 
~ 

the hotel's recessed entrance, mounts the tluee cement steps up, and pulls open the 

heavy glass door to' enter the narrow, darkened foyer to the batroom. He walks down 

the hall ahead of the others and enters the broad, low barroom dimly lit by wagon-
, 

whecl chaudcliers and lamps on wooden ceiling posts and along the stone and s'tucco . ~ 

walls. Loud rock from,a tape plays through a sound system, aild the smokeïs heavy in 

the heat and noise of the crowd. In scarch of a plac~ to sit, Duane and the others 

wfJlk the long aisles bctweell the excitcd drinkers standing and scated at the large, 

round, oaken tables. Walking through the crowd, Duane glan.ces frcquenlly at the 

equipmellt of the band, at the row of unlit spotlights above the speakers".at the ampli-

fiers, the organ, guitars, and drums, the wires ev'erywh::re over the floor-Ievel stage . , 

midway. down the wall o~posite them. Waiters and waitrcsses movc to and from the 

bar along the back wall, dodging in the aisles the long-haired kids in derlin and 

leafllCr .. { 
, 0 

Duane looks arollnd and secs people he knows, but the noise and activity that he 

hnd earlier looked forward to now begins to wear on him. His walk becomes less 
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steady as his he ad begins to ache. . \ 
"Hey Pete!" Duane heurs so~eonè cry behiJ~ him. He tums and sees in the dim 

light three guys from school at a table. \Vith four cm pt y chai~s:' He f0110ws Karl, Evan, 

and Pete back through the crowd to the guys at the table. They ail greet each othcr 

and sit down'. The table is ~lrectly in front of the 'stage, one aisle' back. They cl\n see 
• "1: ., 

every:where from wherc they sit. 

Now that they arc Çcuted, Duane feels the in,jtial rush 9f the cntrance subside and 

a the unwclcome weariness continue to grow. j'Ie rcaches inlo his jacket pocket to fecl 
, 

the \).ag of pot and dccides to go for a toke uCter they have ordered thcir bccrs. A 

waiter soon appears. 

After tl~ey order) Duane says, "Anybody want to go for a toke?" 
\ 

I1Really?" says onc of the three 'exëii~dly. 

Pete says, "Ycah, let's go out to the alley." 
. " 

''l'm going to wail for the- band to come on," says Evan. " 

Karl, eyes narrow~d, looks at Duane, then turns away. 

" 

'~ ,-'., Duane looks at Karl a moment longer, then sneers, but then hé starts to sec 
, . 

:,' dO~lblc. He stands up unsteadily but recovers enough to walk withoul' l>tumbling uhead 

of ,Pete à'nd the others. They walk through the crowd to the back "door and out intn a 

dark alley. Outside, Duane breathe~ dceply in. the wclcome quiet. They ail walk 111 

behind a large garbage bin. 'Duane pulls out the bag to get a joint. 

"Wow!" says onepf the threc. ~'How much pot is that?" 
. 

" Duane looks lat him and remembers him as a guy who gets goot! marks a}ld who 

has only begun to go out at night. "About lall oUllce," replies Duane, ullable to avoid a 
, > 

h'int of COOi~lCSS ill his voice. '-

\' ,"How much did you puy for il?" the guy asks eagerly. 

• 
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"Twenty bucks." Duane p~lls a joint f!om the bug and th,en hands the pag to the 

guy to look at. 'llandl~ it like a frogJn'lab ?Ia~s,' thinks Duane. 

- Tho' guy finishes looking ?vq, the bag, then looks wide-ey~d at Duane" and gives 

the bag back, saying too earnestly, "Hey, thanks a lot!" 

Duane wonder~ who the biggcr loser is, the ~aivc guy or he himsclf for b~ing with 

him. He lights tl1e joint, loke~ hard, and passes it to l'etc. After he exhales, he says, 

''l'm going back in." 

"Sec yOIl insidc," says Pete as, Duane walks out from behind the trash bin. Walk-

~ing unsteudily back along the side of the hotel to go to the entrancc at the front, 

DlIane's head bcgins to swell, and he again feds sick to his stomach. 1 le stops and 

lel:lI1'S'against a parked car. His $tomach heaves, but he is able to hold it down. As he 

tastes the bitter acid of his sickness, he hears'-ihe bund begin to play. He, pushes him-

self away from the car and more staggers now than walks to the corner. As .he reaches 

the corner, the light of the street hits him. He momTS inwardly and fccls sick again. 

He stops to lean on the dark side of the large qak there. "Please," he moans, then he 
i 

fcels his insldes explode and jerks over and vomits a stream of liquid iBto the grass. 

"Son-of-a-bitch," he mutt,ers as he recovers and wipes the water from his eyes. He 

wipes his mouth on the sleeve of his jean jacket and rests a moment. I-Ie then stumbles 

around the corner into the light and owalks unsteadily past kids leaning and sitting 

against the wall of the building. His eyes narrowed almost closed against -the hght of 

-the street, he gets to the entrance and glances blurrY-èyed at his father's building and 

at. the same time trips on the bottom step up to the glass door, but only falls against the 

door. He recovers, pulls the door open, and staggers into the foyer through the crowd 

und on ta the barroom entrance. 

The band has finished its Song and the crowd is clapplllg and whistling. Duane 
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" 
stops inside the entrance a~5P"tcaJIS against a po~t. As he looks ut thc band on the 

. 
• dark stage, his eyes blur,'his hcanng becomes di~torlt..xl. Suddenly there is lin explo-

sion of light and sound as the band begllls to play again. Duane l'ails backward l'rom 

the post into someone and staggcrs [tom" the colh~ion 10 a chair along the back wall, 

Reaching thc chair, he falls forward into it, grabbing at the back a.n~1 arm to IIHn him­

self. Seatcd, he faces thc band. Bright flashes of dwngmg colom make Illm :--qujnt ' 

anJ blink as the sound beats into his body. 1 le lean~ his hcad back inln the \tucco wall 

and closes his cye'S to a continuons swirl of light and ~Olllld that in li moment becomc\ 

ernpty blackncss. 

In the noise of the, crowd, Duane heur:-- his IlllmC callcd, "1 )\I:\nc!" he hcar~ agalll 

Hc ~ns his eye-;. 

Karl stands bent ovcr looking at hllll, 1 le ~Hy!\, /lWhere have you bcen'!" "\ 

Duanc looks pa~t Karl al the dark :--tage and can not \ce the Il1U'>ICJan:>. "What 

,-" 
tirn,e is it?" he ask~. 

"Just before midlllght. 1 lave yon bccll :--JCk agalll'!" 

"The band's only got one more :--ct'!" Duane :--ays in di~bcllef. 
~ , , 
"Yeah, they're back on at twelve. I10w come you're :--ittillg here?" 

Duanc rai~cs his hands to hi~ face and rubs It, thel~ ~ay\, "One more ,>et. Son-ol-

a-bitch. Is rny becr still at the table'!" 
~ 

"Ycah," replies Karl, "but it's warm as pis~. Evan wall'" to <livide Ihe pol. llc'~ 

1 · /1 eavlIlg soon. 

"l'II wait herc for hlm." 

Karl looks closcly at Duane a moment Jonger, bul ~ay~ no,thing more 1 le tllfll' 

. -
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and le~ves. From his slouch in the chair, Duane pushes himself up in the scat and 

looks al the crowd. Many arc standing and moving unsteadily. Against the back wall 

on eithcr side of him, he secs guys seated at different tabIes with their hcads back 

against thc wall or droppcd to their chests or 01110 the tablc. ACter a few moments, 

Evan cornes through thc crowd with Petc behind him. Duane sees them and riscs 

unsteadlly as they approach. He tu ms and begins to walk to the back door. Evan and 

Pctc reach him and begin to as~ que~lion~, but he says Ilothmg. They go out into the 

allcy ~n? walk 10 Evan's van in silence . 
.., 

When Ihcy arc in tl~c van, Pcte givcs Duane sorne baggies, but Duane gives them 

, back to l'etc with the bag of pot. White Pete divide<; the pot on the cnginc cowl, 

Duane closes his eyes and leans his head again~t the window of the door. . 
"Duane," says Pete. 

Duane opens his eyes and turns to Pete, who holds out Dllane's portion of the pol. .... , 

DuancJooks blankly at it a momeilt. As he reaches for the bag, the strectlight III front , . 
of them reflecls on ils surfacc. Duanc ~tops his hand and looks hard at the bag, lhcll 

grabs it and stuffs il into his jacket pockct, and gelS out of the van. Evan and Pete gcl 
o 

out also, and together they walk ahcad of Duane in the darkness back toward the 

hotcl. 

Following Pcte and Evan outo Broadway, Duane sq~lints over the cars and across 

~t his father's building. 'He looks not at the illuminated sign this time, but at the now 

dark showroom. He stops a'nd stares at il. Evan and Pete keep walking a'nd glance 

back at hi~ before they enter the hotel, but they do not wait for him. Duane stares at 

the dark showroorn \lntil the changing light at the intersecti~n bey?nd the building 

catches his attcntion. He secs the light tum 'from yellow to red, and then he sees turn-

ing up Broadway away from him his low, black lIports car: ln the car he sees' two 
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heads close togethcr, but then the car is lost to I11S sight behind ail the empty cnrs 

parked along Broadway. Duane looks 'down from one emply car to the next, 1I1ltii he 

cornes to the white car in front of ·him. As he looks at it, he begins to tremble. 1 le 

reaches into his jacket pocket and fillgers lus bug of marijuana. Ile grasps il and pulls 
, 

it out of his pocket. Feeling it in his hand, he turns Il over and over as he look~ at the 

white car. He is about to throw the bag onto the hood of the car when he secs li police 

cruiser apprbaching down Broadway. Ile puts the bag hack into 11Is pOI.;ket and walb 

quickly back into the hotet. 

As fic enters the foyer, he notIces the crowd i., quiet. Then he hear ... an organ 

pl.aying ~oftly and recognizes the opening of "Whiter Shade 01 Pale." Ile :-.tops in the 

hallway that leads to the entrance of the bar. Ile is alone. Ile hear~ a ~il1ger bcgin. 

but listens for only a moment. 1 le tllrns and walks quickly out of Ihe hotcl onto Broad-

way to .the corner of the sidestreet and acro~s to the other ~ide of Broadway never 

looking at his father's building and in the dark down the cOlltlllllatÎ()J) 01 the ~idc~trcet, 

walking C)uickly down toward the cement bndge ovcr the creek al the bollom of the hill 

and then bcfore il turning up Tillson Avenue to the streel that leads to the ~lIhdivlsion 

and then down the street walking from one space of darkl'tc~'i belween the .,treetlights 

to the nexl, walking quickly the streets he has al night walked too mHlly timc~ bcfore. 
c 1 

He turns in the darkness onto his street and follow~ il and come~ 10 the l~ng,-m111C' . , 

hOllse on the corner. He stands in front of il, breathing rapidly, fi~b c1enchcd, hi~ 

body shakin~, the cchoes of shouts and cdes throbbing 1Il his hcad. 

father's long, white car parked in the driveway. 
" 

1 le ~ecs his 

He ~tands there m the street shaking and staring at the car llnlil the light and 

sound of a' car lurning onlo the ~irect send him runlling across a Ileighbour's yard into 

the darklless of the bushes at the slde of the house. From thcre, he watchc~ his black 

... 
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sports car turn into the driveway and park beside his father's car. Before h.is brother 

has turned off the lights, Duane has turned and f1ed from the bushès across the neighb-

our's backyard, and he continues III the darkness running acrpss other yards and then 

into another street out to the end of the subdivision and on into the darkness of the , 

field and through it and further on still furthet" into 'the bush run"ning and tripping and 
1 

stumbling until his body aches anQ he finally' has to stop to catch his breath. He stops 

briefly, breathing decply in the dbrkness, then c,on11l1ues, but slower now, until he 

rcaches the grovc. In the darkness and the silence of the, grove, he hears the creek 

below. He walks slowly now among the silhouettes of the tree tnll1ks, breathing the 

cool, sweet night air now deeply and calmly, walking slowly in the quiet darkness. I-Ie 

walks on the soft, silent ground to the crest of the hill above the creek. There, he sils 

against the trunk of a tree, looking into the darkness until tiredness overcomes him and 
\ • d,). 

he drops his head to hls knee.s and sleeps. 

In the silence of the carly morning, Duane awàkcns lying o~. his sid~,. knees to his 

chest, on the old leaves aI~d new grass. Sitting 'up against the trce, 11e' looks ~)Ut over 
• Î ( l 

the misty creek to the scrub bush of the f1atland beyond. His body and 'hç:ad are sore, . , 
but he is too wasled to fccl anything but distant numbness. He closes his eye~ again 

and te ans his he ad ·back against the tree trunk. A rustling erackle, behind him startles 

him. His body tcnses as he opens his eyes and turns to sec what the rustling is. A 
Q. 

black squirrel is digging among winter-blackened leaves. Duàne impulsively grabs a 

stick ~o throw at the squirre!. Twisting to throw it, he strains a muscle in his shoulder. , ' 

The stick lands short, and the squirrel runs up a trec. Duane closes his eyes and tums 

fommd again, rubbing his shouldcr and saying, "Son-of-a-bitch." 
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" 

'Son-of-a-bitch " thinks Duane, 'son-of-a-bitch-father ,. brother-mother. Cur. 

Cars. Won't go. Who?" Either. No. Who? Neithe(. Car. School. Who? Luw. 

Lawyer. Who?. Either go. Who? Neither. Who? You. Who'! Vou! You! You! 

Son-of-a-bitch!' 

"Son-of-a-bitch," he moans amid shouts and crics deep within him for Il long time, 

feeling blows and tears deep inside come to the surface ulltil he shifts against the tree 

as though to avoid being stmck. Ile opens his eycs startlcd. Ile sees through the !-.hnd­

ows of the grove the softly .inted, dawn-lit mist of the crcck. ('alming, he h~ars a bird . ' 

in the grovc and then illSlde himsclf a singing, see~ a ligure on a ~tage, she 1'> dressed 

in white, her blond hair shimmenng in a ~potligh!, she is alone, alOl~e \lI1d singillg, 

"'l'um a whiter shade of pale," alone, singlllg, in the ~p()tljght, alone. Alone. 'Lucille,? 

thinks Duane. "Lucille," he says to the mist. 
( 

... 
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24 

Duane thinks about his essayas he stands watching yeast bubble in a bowl of 

watcr. 1 le IS alonc i,n a small, tacky space that serves as a bakery. It is isolated and 

" 

hiddcn in the back corner (~f a re~taurant and eheese shop. Two years ago, Duane mn 

the bakcry. This is the '[irst lime he has been baek in il sinc,c: 

Alter a m'omenl, he moves the bubbling, stainless steel bowl from the top of (he 
, . 

hot brcad ovcn to the large, slurdy, oaken kneading table, and he wonders how he will 

wnte somcthing he has never w{itten bcfore. He retufIls to the oven and opens its 
, ' 

widc; top doo~ to put in the tins of bran ~muffins and trays of peanut-blllter cookies, 
, 0 

and putting'them in, he wondcrs how he ean make Edmund Burke'~ ReflectlOfls O~l the 

Rel'olu/ion in FranGe and Tom Paine's The J?ights of Man into a play. Ile wonders, . . . 

too, at how strangc il is that in a politieal science course on revolution and politieal 

change, the professor wOllld ask, almost plead, /lGive me anything but a standard 

essay--a video, ~ "play, an epic poem!" There is a lot that Dllan~ could wonder at were 
, .,; 

'. he not preoccupic"d early this Thursday spring morning with coordinating the.l'naking of 

four kmds of cookies, five,.sorts of muffins, L!nd six types of bread. 

1 le rcturns to the bowl on the kneading table. und sees the y<;ast is rcady' for sorne 

flour. Turning around to the two green, barrel-like, plastic garbage pails oehind him, 
o;;r • _ • 

he opens the olle with 'WHO LE WHEAT' printed in black magic marker on the lid., It 

is ncarly empty. He reaehes to the staek of large bags of f10ur against the wall behind 

the barrels und pulls down one of the eighty-pound paper sacks. He tears open the 
C " 

"" . 
sewn cnd of the sack, hcfts it, and pOUfS full the green barrel, then drops the ncar-

empty sack and turning again to the table reaches ~cross for the big plastic measuring, , 
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cup to scoop out of the barrel a heaping cllp's worth of flotlf. Ile tluns to the table 

again and slowly pours and mixes the flour into the yeasty water. Whén ail the nour is 

mixed in; he places the bowl on top of the bread ~vell once m~)re and retunls' ln t hink­

ing about Burke and Paine' a~ he puts the lid back on the barrel and the remaindér of . , 
the sack of flour back on top of the stack out of the way. 

Duane rernembers how amazcd the professor wa~ when he told hirn thnl he h"d 

not only read ail of Burke'~ Re/leetlOns, but hnd likcd it too. Duane was hlln~ell a~ 

incredulous as the professor, but for a different reason.' Il appeared to Duane that the 

professor ~as ama7,ed beeau~e so fcw students actually rend the whole boo~., Duane 

~nfts away from 'Burke and Paini; and begins to think about his difficulty adjll~IJIlg 10 

. 
being a student again at twenty-four. "Twenty-four," he says aloud to nobody an(J thell, 

-
despairing a moment, "Son-of-a-biteh." 

, l 

l>ropped agalllst the kneaUing table, he looks aerdss the small, onc:-ll1an bakcry 
, 

and at the purplc paisley eurtain over the glassed-in loophole be'iide the ~t aek of flour 
cl ' 

sacks along the wall thàt ~eparates him from the restaurant. Ile goes ov~r 10 Iht ,loop­

hole, lifts the curtain, and l60ks into",thc empty ~estU\irant. Early rnôrning IIght throllgh 
, , 

the îarg~, p'lpte glass "window at t!le front of the restal~rZlnt ca~t~ long, vague ... hadow!-. 

among the floor planb and the wood-and-wicker chaIrs and small, glass-toppcd tablt;~. 
, , 

H • 

The walls arc papercd in striped, -soft pinks and blues and, arc hm'lg wlth po!>ter-... izc, 

• metal-framed magazine coveTS [rom The New Yorkf?r, Punch, and P'llris Mqlch. II~ 
" ' 

remembers fondly the previolls, country-style decor and the earthy manncr of the peo-
. . 

pic who uscd to cal herc, and he wonders what the cllstomcrs arc likc now !>.ince Win-

ifred, the owner; has changcd Ül~ interior:. ~ut then, dropping IllC curtain,' Ile think'i, 

1 Ah, who gi.vcs a shit.' 

The bing of the timer re«alls him. llc remembcrs the oatmeat bread III the OVCIr. 

, . 

" 
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Turning from the curtain, he goes to the oyen, opens its lower door, and sees that the 

bread is nearly donc as hc likes il. Another two minutes, he says to himsclf as he clo-

ses the, door. He sets thc timer for the raisin bread in pans beside the oatmeal, thcn 

checks the cookies and muffins in the top ové-n. Ile closes the door and takes the bowl 

of riscll yenst mix off of the oven and stirs it down, thcn pours it into the small knead-

i,ng machinc's bowl which sits' on the table in front of the machinc. He adds more • 

whole wheat flour until he fecls with his hand in the mixture that it is ready for the 

~achine. 11e tlOists the bowl up around the machinc's kneading"".:.hook, secures it, and 

then switches on the machine and adds more flour. 

When the mixture has formed into dough around tlle rotating hpok, Duane returns 

to the o~en. He opens ~he lower door, then gloves his hand and takes out a pan of 

oatmeal bread. Turning the loaf out of it, he, secs that the bottom is fmn and brown~ 

He returns it to the pan, puts it aside, and removes the rest of the pans, putting them 

onto the coullter, the garbage pails, and thë table wherevet he can find room nmong 
. , 

the utensils, trays, pans, and bowls. He tmns to the kneading machine and adds more 

flour, thcn begins to remove tllC, oatmeal loaves from thcir pans, admiril~g their 

app~arance and savouring their smell as he plnccs thém to cool on thc racks at the fne 

cnd of the ta,ble. While he is doing this, he, hears the back dOor of the restaurant grate 

'bpell and Jhe familiar lilt of Winifred's voice as; shc calls out, /lGood morning, Duanc! 

And a happy Saint.Patrick's Day to you, too, de~r!/I 

Ail the pans e,mptied, Duane rem oves the glove and tUfI1S to look over the (wo 

green flour barrels and past the column of ~hite buckets of baking ingredicnts to the 
~, ~ /-

gap between the~b~kery and tIlt? long, narrow nantry. He hears Winifred walking along 

the pantry betweçn its~ sta~nless. steel sinks and shelvcs o'Z dishcs and then sees her 

appear and stop in the gap. In:' hc'r long. white, woollen coat, she is slendcr and 

, 
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fi ne-figurcd, a fair-skinned and sharp-fcaturcd 'Woman with grcy-tlcckcd, bluck hair 

short and curlcd, and ~parkling, grey-green eycs. 

She srnllcs brightly at hirn and daps her hUI)ds togéther saying, "Weill Back whcre 
, 

yon b.clong! Anp cvcrything already looking like it did when yon were here before! It's 

too rnuch in your blood for you to evcr [cave againl" 

Duane smilcs and looks' at the large kneading table covcred wil h the rach of 

brc,!-d, the kneadmg machi!lC, and the confusion ot stainlcss :-tccl bowl ... , blackellcd 

bread pans" and cooki~ trays, old yognrt containers serni-lillctÎ with diflerent 0I1s, nut ... , 

and dried fruits, and various knives and spoons. Ile rernembers Ills ~urpri:-e and plca:--

urc when Wil1Jfred installed the custorn-..tnade oaKen table for him the ('hri:-tma ... of the 

wintcr he workcd for her two years ago. Whcn she phoned hlln la~t wcek to a~k 

, , 

whether he wOllld work today sa that Scan, the baker he had traJl'led a<; ll1s replnce-

meùt, couid have thc day off, he a,greed, and besides wel,coll(11g the money', !le imme­

diatcly looked" forward to secing the table again. He was pleased to ~ee this mornillg 

: not only it, bl~t als'o that the wilOle of the cramped tho~lgh functJOl1a~ bakcry wm ~tilJ a:-
,'"' 

he had arranged it after takin1; it over fr9m the previolls baker early that winter'. 

Duane looks back at Winifred and sees that shc is ~tJll :-miling at him. Ile fecls 

again the shyn?ss he has always felt before her, still tinds it hard to bc1wvc with her 

the way he doès with others.' Hè_ rernembers how her bcauty and grace awed him in 

themsclves, but how 'together with hcr dlrcctness, abllity to contr~l, and precise semi-
.. . 

tivity to moùd, she represented for him what he imagmcd the ,.anclcnt~ u~ed to call a 

goddcss. Muny times he has been powcrlc.ss ta cven talk in her prcscllcc.~i ... : still , 

awcd. 
o 

l~ealizing he has not yet greetcd her, Duane says qlllckly, "Good morning! Happy 

Samt Patnck's Day to you too! Arc you wcaring green'!" , . 
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She smiles and says, "Of course!" and then opens mock-seductively the nèck of her 
< , ' 

coat and flashes an emerald-green silk sCdrf knotted loosely around her neck. She 

winks and laughs lightly, then says, "You Irish are distant cousins of we Welsh, and we 

likc to show you that yon arc still a part of the family." She looks his white-cl ad body 

up and down and says, "And you? Where is yom green?" 

Duane wipes his hands careful1y on his apron and reaches into his pants pocket. 
, 

From it he pulls a srnall piecc of heavy, green paper folded in halL He hands it to 

Winifred, and she opens il ta the photograph inside. 

"Ah! The journalist grandfather you have mentioned?" 

"Yés," Duane replies. "1 had it takep wh en 1 visited him last year." He ttuns to 

check the whole wheat mix on the kneading rii'achine and adds flour to it, th<;-n looks at 
n 

the' muffins and cookies and the rye bread dough rising in a bIg bowl on the aven 

before turning back ta Win-ifred.' "He was barn on March seventeenth, and hiS mother 

, was Irish." 

Reflecting a moment, Winifred says knowingly, "And it is y~)Ur mother who is Irish 

too?" 

"Ye'§i/' says Duane, and just by the way she has spoke,\ he fecls a c\oseness to his 

" 
grandfather he has never feH before. 

The timer bings. Duane huns to look at the oven. "Raisin bread," he says as he 

turns back ta Winifred . 

. She walks over ta the kneading table and looks down at it. Searching for some-

thing and apparently not find~ng it, she goes back into the pantry and returns with a 

. white plate and a deep, glass bowl. She goes to the table again, and finding a clear 
. . 

spot at the back of it, sh~ lays the plate down. She sees him watching lrr and ~ays, , 

pretending at authority, "The raisin bread, Duane./I \ 
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Duane turns to the oven, checks the raisin breu(l an<l SG.CS it is' donc, mlll while 
.. ' 1, .... " 

r~moving'the pans to the lids of the flour barrels and to the tal~e, Ile wntches Winifred 
,~ \ 

... open and stand the green-carded photograph of his grandfather on the plate und then ' 
, ' 

put the glass bowl onto the plate over the cardo . She stands back und admire';' the 
" 

arrangement, then turns to Duanè. . , " 

"He won't inspire you very much in your pocket," she says. "Vlsion was important 
, 0 

to him too." She looks at the breads, mutiins, and cookics and inhales dceply: ",Well! 

It 1S ,good to have you back, even Jt it IS only for the day. Whcre is the key 1 gave yOll 
" 1). (J 

to get in this morning? What tim.; (bd you arnve?" 

Duane take,s the kcy out 01. his panb pod{'ct and gi~cs it to h~.r, ,~~lCn says, "1 go! 

" ' , 
. here arountl da\Vn:... J-I didnft look al. the lime." 

.~ 

WÎI;ifred 10Qks at.,Duane sag~ly and says, "Dawn. Just likc- a Leo-moving J1l li 

time. no' dock will' evèr capture. But no matter. u Whilt is importl.\Jlt is what you 
, ,,~~ " 

produce, not tne lime in wll1ch yOll produ~c il. Gcnius can ,lIash like lighlening or he 
'. ' 

as slow as an hrctic ~un." With a wink, shc reaches for a coo'kic. thell !.urlls bllck JIllo 
, ' 

the 'pantry and go~s thrôugh jl to a back 'lable in the re~lallrani tn do papcrwork. ' 

Duane checks the 'whol~ wheat dough on the knc[~ding mac/une und ,>ces it is turn­

ing smoothly on the hook. Ile moves the bow'l ()f risen rye' c1oug.» off the oycn to the, 
\ b ' .'" # f 

\,'kneadiflg table and pushe~ the dOllgh dO~Jl; then takes the rai~il1 bread l()ave~ out of 
~ .... ,< ~; 'II 

1,\1eir pans. That donc, he flours the table, turns the rye dOllgh out of the bowl, and 
, " , 

begins to knead. 

Whilc kneélûing, he looks at the photograph of his gtan~fathcr. Ile studics - the 
~ 1 1 1 

bl~ck and white image, an old, round face with a thiêk, white mustache, wind-tossled,; 
,. \. \.. .. -L' ,() 

white hair, and pale but ule~f7.tycs tha~ look into !he distance, and'he !S tukcn back to 
\\.1 , (l '. 

,the spring'of the previo~s ycar when he s~el1t Iwo wccks in Basci with him. Il W~lS the 

'. 
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second time he had seen him, but the first lime alone. Onc~~ his father had taken over . ' 

his mother, his brother, and hi m, but he was fifteen then and interested only in' going 

to the discotheqllcs, wl~ich did Ilot have' age limits, to look at the women and, drink as 

much beer as nc' could. Ail he remembers of his grandfather from that trip is an argu-

ment his g~andfather and his father had in German, an ,argument t1lUt somehow con-

cerned him bccause his grandfather kept gesturing at him. 

Duane ·Hours the table again and continues to knead, thinkmg how whcll he turned 

eightecn his grandfatÏl~'r began to write lelters 10 him, one or two pages, tluee dT four 

\> times a year, and the)' alwi.'Ys incIuded a clipping of an article he had ~rittcn for one 

of the Basci newspapers. These lelters and arlIcI?s were in French and German, lan-,,-
. , 

guages Duane had begun in high sclv)Ql but then had dropped, so he cou Id not read 
) 

them himsclf. 1 le kncw his father and grandfathcr did not get along, so he did Ilot 

wanl to show them to his father, who was not interèsted anyway, and he did Ilot 'know, 

anyonc who knew lI<nything except English until he movçd to London whcn nineteen. 

UntiJ then, hc just g!~nccd at the lettcrs and then shoved tbcm away among the car 

magai'ines and .skin books in the drawers of his little stlidy desk. At eighteen, he 
f - f ./ 

remembcr<; as he kneads the dough harder, he dld Ilot read anything cxcept jobappli-
• 

cations uner he dropped out, of gr,ade thirteen. 

A humt smcll cornes 10 Duane as he remcmhers the muffins and cookies. He 

leaycs the ryc dough and turns quickly to open the top door of the oven, gloving his 

hand at the same time and then pulling out the muffin tins and cookie trays. Relieved 

to sec tnat only those cookies that were aver the hot left corner at the back of the oven , 

are humt, he places the tins and trays on the racks to cool. Checking the wholc wheat 

dough, he sees it is ready to IGaven, 59 removes it from the kneading machine to a 

bowl. With the dough in the boWI ~m the oyen find covcred with a damp towel, he 

, 1 
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- ~starts the yeast for th~ ei&ht-grain bread, the final one before the faster' balter ,breuü. 

, Everything in order, he turns to knead the rye dough again. 

"Duane," he hears Winifred call, "what is that smell?" , , 

"Burnt cookic," he caps b~lCk. 

"What! l don't belicvc it!" 

"Just a fcw edgcs trom',the bad corner." 
, 

"Ah! Weil, would you consider sta~ing if we bought you a new oVtm'!", she,.clllls 

with a note of flllality. Dtu1~kv-fdheard thi~ playful sort of question from 'her enollgh 

in the past to know, she does' not expcct un all~wer. She has not expected one evc r 
o 

since shc asked him, that winter two years ago, what he IIltended to do with him~c1I . 
.1 

"1 don't know,'~ he replied, "mayb,c l'1I,be a writcr-eithcr that or collect garbage:" She 

looked at IHm kindly for a moment, thcn said somcthing hc did not understand in her 

nat,ive Welsh and returned to cleaning chcescs. He never dill ask her what !-.he had 

said. 
, " 

Kncadîng the ryc dough, he 10$::' again at the photograph of his grandfathcr. 

When he 'moved to London, he rcmcmbcrs, ,he rummagcd through lus littlc de~k and 
) . 

found the IcUers and decided without knowing why to take tllem with him. Bringing 
, ' 

thern with him was Jortunate, for the tcacher hè had in the l~lIld surveymg pf(~gram at 
\:, 

~he cOIl1munity college III London was from Germàny. Duane had decidcd, laie 10 

~ttcnd college and so caine 10 London after classes had begun. "The eight l)lonth~'he 

had spent working at odd factory and construction jobs after dro'pping out of high .. .' , 
sehool pass~d in a hazè of many morn,i'llgs o~ nalf-st0Il\:d hangovers, and his fatller 

finally bec~me so fed up with him that he told Duane to either go to schoql,for a trade 
• .. 1 \ 

or move out of the house. His father had, given up on law. Duane had draggcd out 

making a dccisioll until it was almost too late, but after an Jeasy summer con~truction , 

_a· _ ._ 
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job that had him man a tr;lnsit, he decided on scho01 and the surveying program. His . , 
father at least acccptcd the choicc bccause there was sorne law in the program, so 
" 
Duane drove up 10 London, found a room with sorne other studçnts, and went to his 

. . , 
[irst class. It was an clcclive English course, one unpopular wilh the lechnIcians, but 

, 
the only onc with space 1eft in il. Duane was to1d to read Hesse's Siddhartlza for the 

Ilext cIa~s. Ile wenl to the bookstore and bought the book, glanced at il' and saw it' 

had hothing to do with what he was interested in, and then went to his surveymg cIass 

early 10 tell the teacher he was a new sludent. When he got to the c\ass" the teacher, a 

young guy, w'ns already thcre. Bcforc Duane had a chancc to say anything, the tcacher 

spotted the book Duane had just bought and carried on top of his binçlcr, and he cried 

ollt joyfllIly, "Hesse! Nobody m. ~urvcyLng read~ Hesse!" Duane was cmbarass(!d at 

already bcing c\assed a frcak and ,said, "1 don't usually read this stuff-I was told to buy 

1 it 'cause of the English cIass 1 got stuck in." The teacher, still dclightcd, said, "Don't 

bc embarassed, it's a great book-you/lI like Jt once you get into, iL" 

As Duane kneads the now firm rye dough, he thillks how the tcacher was right. 

J-Ic bclievcs 1l0W that he found somcthing of himself in the story. Hc h'as forgotten, 

thollgh, that he had dlfflculty with thc bfJok and even dis!iked it and that it was only 

with the tcacher's hclp that he got through it,' though lt was help in vain, for Duane 

bccame bored and stopped going to the English course after three wccks. One day 
.. 

whcn thc tcacher was casually talking to Duane, he asked Duanc whcrc his family was 

from. Duane told him Switzcrland and Ireland, and the teacher said his family was 

from llavaria in Germany, and that he had cven been born there. That night, Duane 

look(j!d at his grandfather's letters and decided to ask the teacher wh ether he côuld 
, \ , 

\. 

read them. The teacher said he could not, but that his parents could. Duane~ hesitated, . 

to givc them to the H~acher to give to his parents, but the teacher talked him into il. 

,'.., 

.. , 
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When he saw the tcacher next, the tcacher spokc ,rcveréntly of his grnndfather. 1 le 

said his parents had read his articles back in Europe, even afler the Nazis hat! forbid­

\ den the reading of Ihem: 

The rye douph is kncadcd ready 10 cut inlo pjecc~ ln shapc lor bakin~. Cutting il, 1 

Duane fecls-pridc at Ihis mcmory of his grandfather, but has forgotten ,Ihat whcn the 
, . . 

teachet told him Ihis, he thought that il was slupid (hat someone should talk about li 

writer the way a priest talked about God. The IcUers and mIH':lc:-. lurned ouI 10 be 
, \' 

descriptioll~ of the day hi/, grnndfather had pa~sed in the company of ail kllld:-. 01 peo­

ple, l'rom street swccpers to prostltutes to arll!>ts, and al!Ollt tÎlCir views 01 :-,oclCty, polI-

tics, and art. Only the !cUers about prostitutes il1terc~ted Duane, but whell Ihe leacher 

told him they w,cre not the sort of thing he woutd iind in Ilusller, he forgol aboul Ihem. 

But when the·next letter arrived, he took il to the teacher again, and Ihi:-. olle was dif-
, , 

ferent from the others. Il asked him about himsclf, how he hked' bClIlg aWlly from 

home, what he thought about his friends and lus father, and whal his ~oCJaI lI!ld pohti-
\ , 

, . 
cal views were. DUftlle had never bccn askcd queslioll:-' like Ihe,;e belore and did not 

know how to reply. He did not reply until the Bext letler came and Ihe Icachcr had Il 
"\ 

read and becamefupset wiil\ Duane because his grundfather wa." sad Ihat Duane uad 

not yet replied. 

The Iye dough cut, Duane begins to shape the picee:-. inlo roumI'> und place them 

, on baking trays. He remembe~s sitting dowl\}hat Ilight and Irylflg 10 write a rcply to 

his grandfather, ~ven thou.g,h his roommates wanted him to join them for euchre and 

beer and joints. Long after his r9J)mmatcs had go ne 10 bed, he finally managcd after 
" , 

many tries to write two pages about how good it was t~) be ouI of hi~ parent!>' hOll~e 

and the difficulty of life tOday. He thOllght of giving Ihe lelter 10 the teacher to have 

translated, but he changcd hlS mind and sent il in Engli~h. I1is grandfather's next 
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Ictter spoke of his pleasure at having receivcd Duanc's rcply and said he looked for-

ward to many morc. Dt!anc and his grandfather and the tcacher continued this wây 
~ . , 

llntil Duane stopped seemg the tcacher aCter they had an argument over Duane's deci-

,~ sion not to return to the college to do thrcc courses he thought irrclevant but still 

needed to complete his program. His grandfather's letters he then took to_ the library 

to try to translate with a dictionary, ·but he also wrote his grandfather to ask him to lry 

to write his Ietters in English or have them trans)ated. 'Sometim~s they were, and 

somctimcs they werc 110t, but, until he 9ied the willter p'1t: his grandfathcr con'tmucd 

10 scnd his French and German newspaper articles just the same: Last year, Duane 

rerncmbers, whell he visited his grandf~~her, ihe last night they were·togethcr, walking 

in a park and talking in broken English, his grandfather showed ,him that first letler 

Dl1ane had written him and the Frcnch tIanslation a friend of his grandfather's had 

written for him. Duane remembers how the oid man began to'weep a bit as he held 

the letter, and how whcn they stopped under a latern in the park, his grandfather 

raised his riglfl hand to Dllane's face and olltlined it with his shaking forcfinger, then 

held Duane çlose in his arms and wept. 

Duane hears the front door of the chee sc shop open and realizes he has stoppcd 

shaping the rye loaves. As he looks down at the one he was shaping, he sees a drop of 

water fail onto it. He realizes the drop has come from his eyes. "Son-of-a," he says 

qllietly as he dries them on his apron. 

"Good morning!" Duane hears a voice sing from out front. The bakery is sepa-

rntcd from thc cheese shop in the front of the store by a high, wall-like refrigerator 

behind thc bread oven, and there is a narrow gap between:' it and tbe 'building wall out 

to the cheese shop. In a moment, a figure glides through the gap into the bakery and 

suddenly stops. 

, 

1 

. 1 
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"Oh! Who is this?" lisps a taIl, grcy-coated, slcnder man with blow-dricd, blond 
. , 

hair and a cologne that rises above the cooling raisin bread and nmff\ll!>. The man 

brings the fingcrs of his right hand to his lip" <l!> he strikc~ a thinking pose. 1 le then 

pomts his forcfll1ger at Duane anq cxc\aims, "You're the baker who's repluced Scun for , 

today!" Smihng famtly, he looks Duane up and down and then calls, "Winifred! ,Who 
" 

is this, strange man in the bakery! Winifred! d~;od morning, dear!}' 

"Cecil!" calls Winifred from the panlry. She cornes into the bakery and ~ays, 

"GoQd morIllng! Happy Saint Pa(s,' dear!" {'ccii' nashe~ a green-M)cked ankle and tit­

ters as Winifred walks up to him to receive a kls~ on the check. 

Duane has returned to forming the rye lüaves;-bllt !>tops and lllr)l.S· back when Win-

ifred says, "Duane, this is Dur cheesc shop manager, Cecil. Ile joinèd \I~, oh, what; 

f 1 
about six months aCter you ldt. He came to liS lrom a ~hop ill Toronto, and he docs 

know his chccses." 

Cecil rolls his cyes and smiles knowlngly at Winifred. II/Duane' ," say~ Cecil. 

"What an odd sort bC-name. Irish?" 

Duane is irked by Cecll's English~accenl. "Y cs," he replies, and he wonders 

whcther he cOllcealed his distastc. 

l'Weil!" crics Çecil. "It is your day, isn't il! WIll we have some green bread?" 

I}.s Cecil giggles, Duane glanccs al Winifred, who is looking al Cecil indulgently. 
t 

0" flWlwt ,a perfectly bizarre idea, Cecil," Winifred says. "What do you think, 

Duane?" 

, "GJ;een brêad?" 

"Why not?" shc says. "Make it out of spinach and herb chec!>c." 

"Delightful!" exclaims Cecil.. 

'Green brcad,' 'thinks Duane as he looks down at the dark rye dough. "1 can makc 
1. 

\ 

. -

, \ 
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the ba~.ter, brea"d green':' lie says finally" 

"Perfcet!" crics Cccii as he taps Duane on the shoulder and turns lightly to go back 

to the cheesc shop. Hù pieks up the large wickcr basket of cookics and muffins Duane 

has set asidc and going through the gap says gayly, "1 shall take these out for sale." 

, Duane looks at Winifrcd, who is smiling after CcciI. She looks at Duane and says 
1, ~ 

forgivingly, "He; does know 11JS checsc." She adds confidentially, "Poor fellow. He had 

his heart broken in Toronto. 1 knew him from dance school in England, and he was so 

in need of hclp." Winifred touches Duane's forcarrn and says.gently, "Don't be hard on 

him." She looks at him softly a moment-longer, then tUfllS and goes back through the 

pantry. 

Duanc returns to the rye dough, shapes the last of the p,icces, and then scts the 

trays aside to leavcn before baking. After scraping thc dried dough from the inside qf 

the kneading machinc bowl and emptying it out, he stirs down the risen yeast for the , 

cIght-grain bread, adding sorne flour as he does so, and pours it into the bowl. He ~ 

the/! puts the bowl o'nto the machine ta let t~ mix sit a;ld work until it is ready fOf the 

soaked grains, more flour, and kneading. Turning to mix the balter for another batch 

of muffins, he henrs the first customcrs entcr the checse shop and restaurant and 

knows it must be sotnetime after ten. He has not stopped thinking about his reaction 
7 ' 
t' • . ' 

to Cccii, and as he stirs the batter, he recplls ,~he clerical job hc got with the provincial 

governmcnes land office a while after he left the bakcry. Adding different dricd fruits 

to the bowl of muffin battcr, he realizes. that h7 had known only heterosexual men 

before hé had that job. Winifred's staff and custorners at that time were students and 

hippies, and the land surveying work Duane had before the bakery was the last place. 

to expect to find gay men. 

Seeing that the rye loaves arc ready for the oven, Duane paints them with an 

" 
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egg-wash, puts them into the bottom oven, and thèn sets the timer. Ile returtls to '.thc 

muffin battcr and, as he spoons it into tll1S, 'remembers the clerical job and his bo~s, 

Calvin. Duane thinks now that cvcn at the interview for the job, Calvin's soft hulk, 

lazy cycs, and pout y, twitchin/g lips made him look gay ,und morc thun profe ...... ionally 
, 

intercsted in him, but h~ has forgollell that then Calvin's look only pUlIlcd him. Dur-

ing Duane's training, Cylvin was always close by, and whenever DUlllle went tn him 

with a qucstion about a regulation or point of procedure, CalvlIl would in '>OIllC way 

touch him' during the cxplanatlon. Though Duanc W~l~ uncomfortablc with 1I1IS l'rom 

the beginning, he put up with it hecamc hc leared that ln object InIght jeopùrdi/e lm 

job. 

> Duanc flllishes spooning the batter into the mulfm tin", hut lookmg them (,wcr, he 

secs the cups are unevellly filled and the haltcr slopped ovcr the edges. 'Ile c1eHm up 

• the trays ~lI1d then puts them into the top aven ta hake. The whole wheat dough ha .. 

risen; so he takcs the bowl from the top of the ovcn, pushcs the dough dOWIl, and turns 
, 

it out to knead it. Thinking again about Calvin, he remember~ as he kl~eads that about 

six months after hc began, Calvin asked him to work with him on a rcport to thc milli~-

try on thcir departmellt and jurisdictjon. Duane was to rcsearch and write an hl~lori-

cal ovcrview and thell help him with the main body of the report.~ Duane inwardly 

groancd at the tm;k becausc he had (iUle expcrience al writing ~omcthing likc Ihat, and 

he had less deslre. He was bcginning to lose interest in his desk-confining job, and 

also, since th,? Christmas party, he was finding himsclf increasingly attracled to Cul-

vin's blond and fashionable wife, who was coming to the office morc' often and bccom­
.1 

ing noticcably more fnendly toward .Duane. Finally, she one daY,silently entcrcd his 

own small work spa cc isolated among the printing cquipment, came up bchind him as 

he sat at his desk trying to write, and begall to carcss him, going down evcn to his 
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erotch. For an instant, he was so stunned he did not- move an.d wondered whether it 

was Calvin himself. When he saw it was Calvin's wife and realizcd her intent, he 

jumped l;P from his chair and led her behind the blueprint machine, where they necked 

untll he could no longer stand the risk and to1d her to leave. Duane found himself 

awkward around Calvin after that. 

The wholc whRat dough kneaded to the necessary firmness, Duane begins to eut it 
;J 

into piece~ for loaves. He shapes them into lengths for their pans as he rel~embers 

how Calvin' s wife became alternatcly hot and cold, sometimes not coming to the office 

for three weeks at a time and always finding excuses to avoid meeting outslde il. In 

the menntimc, Calvin was dcmanding more of Duane's lime for the report. But Duahe 

was not objecting, for at least he was kept from being: borf.!d, and he was cven begin- , 

tg to enjoy co~bjng the old documents in, the office tiI~s for informàtion and then' 

putting together what he found the way he wanted. He wrote to his grandfathcr about 

the report, \ and his grandfather replied wÏ:th advice and encoura~ement. 

ACter almost three months, with the report nearly donc and Calvin ecstatic 

beeause of a favourable pre-publication review by a ministry deputy, Calvin invited 

Duane to supper at a European restaurant downtown that Duane wou Id never have 

gone to otherwise. They ate food with numes he could not even pronounc~, and they 

drank two bottles of wine, though Calvin drank most of them, as weil as liquors with 

the dessert. Calvin then said that they must go to the bar next door for a night cap 
c 

befofe he drove Duane home. Duane was on edge because Calvin had by then begun 

to talk about his wife and even hint at what Duane bclieved to oc bisexuality. But 

since he assumed that Calvin was going to'end their evening after the drink in the bar, 

he went next door with him. 

There, Duane saw a barroom unlike any he had ever seen before. He was amazed 



, , 

, . 

l' 

72 
" , 

at the luxury of i,ts furnishings. The, hcavy, walnut tables; the soli(lchair~ brocn~led in, 

burg~lOdy' c\oth, and the f1e11, mahogony r,anelling were ail made 11lsttOll~ by the log lire 

on the large, stone hearth. Calvin said superciliously that the bar was named t'or ail 
, 

English poet, Chaucer, an'cI ,then he 'IA)udly qlloted som~ lines fron~ Whal he sm~lingly 
, , 

told Duane was "that dcliciolls poem, 'The Wifc of Bath'." Calvin insisted that they 

stnncl at the oakcll bar, and he ordered them pints of tin Fngl!!>h becr. lIe ,contllllled 

to talk with incrcasing scxual innucndo. Part way Ihrough hl\ beer, Duane cxcll~cd 

himself for the washroom. Standing at a urinai alonc III Ihc wa\hroom, he heard the 

door open. Calvin walked up to the urinal next to 'illm. 1 le ~waycd as he looked at 

Duane. Then he looked down at Duane's penis and moaned ,;n<l tIlell dfllllkcnly 

rcached down to try to grab il. "Son-of-a-bitch!" Duane cried as he jumll1ed Calvin's 
, 

arm in the urinal with his body. He spun away from Calvlll and got hi" peni~ llaà into 

his pants. Calvin, shaking urine of hls hand, moved toward Duane. Duane stcadled 
Il. 

himsclf and c1enchcd his fists. When CalvÎll gOI dose enough, Duane drove hard and 

punchcd him in the face. Çalvin fell back mto the Urinal", and Duane ,ran out of the 

washroom, through the bar, nnd into the streét. II~ ran pa~t the re~t[)urant to the cor-

ner and tumed downtown nnd went to a r.ock and roll bar, wherc he sat in the corner 

and stayed lIhtil closing, drinking mid shakmg and ~ecing over and ovcr the image of 
" 

CalviI~ coming closer and closer and then fnlling back, but Ilot feclmg or cvell rcrnem­

bering- al ail p~nching him, though-he knew he had. 1 le went, home wondering whether 
\ 

he would find Calvin parked on the street waiting for him. But Calvin wa" Ilot therc, 

nor was he at work the next day, either. puane only wenl in to tell thcm that he quit. 

He went to his officb; nnd tore up ~he near-complcte history he had becn writing, and 

thcn he lcft. 

Looking at his fIsts 111 the dough on the table, Dtiane reahzes he, has ~topped 

,. -
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for~iiig the' dough into loaves. Hc begins again as he' rernc,mbers that Calvin's wifc 

proncd h!ffi thrcc dnys later and sa id she wanted lp sec ~irn. At first he rcfused, but 

\ she insisted, so hc agreed. They rne~ at thc indoor farmers', market acrQss from Win-
, . 

ifred's store, and she said she wanlcd to qlake,love to him. Full o.f'fatality, he- agrecd . " 

and said they would go out of the ,city t,o ii secluded place he kl1cw on the Thames 
, 

, ", River. She wanted to gQ to his apartrnent qr a motel, but·he was adamant. . He would 

" 

make this the worst, most 6itter lovernaking he could. It was a latc spring day threat-

ening rain. She drove them out of the city and past, field~ an~ woods to the place by 
" 

the river. He wa~ sorrbtc and morose despite her intirnacy. }3efore they finally made 

love in the fri.;nt scat', il began to blow and rain. Duane teased her into wanting it 

badly and thell gaye il to her so quickly she was angry. He was il}different to her, and 
r 

they drove back to the 'city in silence in the pelting raHl. 

DlHlIle throws the last l~af into ils pan and'leans on the table, stanng down at Il. 
... ' .. 

Ile looks at the photograph of his grandfalher under the glass bowl now dtisty with 
\ 

,. 
flour. Il was after he quit the governrnenl job that Duane went to Basci, thinking now , 

, 
Il was because he believed his grandfather could lwlp him~understand things, but fpr-

t u ,r' 

getting that then it was more just 10 get OU\ of London. Looking ovet a( lhe kneading 

machme b"owl, he straightens and goes to il. Seeing that the mix is ready for kneadillg, 
.;, , 

he switches on the machine and gradually adds the flour and the soaked grains until a - , 

( '. 
doughy mass forms around the kneading hook. He l.caves it, checks the rye bread and 

muffins in the oven, and then decides to go out front to the cheese shop to get the herb 

cheese for' the batter bread. 

He goes through the gap and is relieved to see that Cecil is at the other end of the 

white tile coun,~~r showlllg a plump, fur-Cbated 'roman sorne cheeses. Cecil noncthe-

less ~hile talki~g to her sees Duane. He continues to talk as he looks languidly at 

... . - . 

',' 
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Duan~ a moment and then retllrns to the woman. Duane opens the cooler, takes ofU Il 

small package of herb cheese, and retuflls to the bakery withOlÎl lookmg again at Cecil. .-, 

Again in the bakery, he f1ings the package onto the table among the palls of whole 

wheat dough and goes through the pantry to the' small, clllttcrcd kitchcn to gel :mme 

spinach. As he enters the kitchen, he se ès a large, brown-haircd woman dresscd in 

white slicing roast bec[ on a machine. 'Lesbian,' he thinks. 1 le docs Ilot speak to her., 

He rcaches the wàlk-m refrigerator, opens it, and gocs into il. Ile linds !->ome spinach 

i " 
among the bags of vegctables on the shclves and takes a bunch of 1cav.c~. Standing for 

a moment in tht.. cold, he rernembers what il was hke that wJnter; working with the slll­

dents and the artist types, à'u of them so fricndly that he was, at fmt sl1~piciollS. Il WIlS 

G~en who had got hirn the job bakil1~ after he left the surveyors he hall worked for 

since leaving college., 'But they're ail gOlle now,' he thinks, '10 Toronto, to ('algary, 

Vancouver, and Gwen, ta India.'_ 

"You sl~ouldn't stand in there with the door ~pen," Duane 'heurs someolle say. Ile 

looks ovcr his sholJcr' and secs the woman who was sliclllg roast bcef ~tmlding at the 

entrancc ta the refrigcrator. "You might ca,teh a cohl." She sm Iles slightly and says, 

"My !lame's Leslie. How are you rnaking out in the bakery? Winifred told me you'd 

have no problem." 

'~'Yeah, 'l'm ar;ight," h/replies, ad ,\~lCn he tums 10 walk out of the refrigcrator. 

She backs away to let him out and then clo!i(~s the door behind hl,Ql. 

"1 hear you were one of the old gang," she says, looking at. I_li~ wi,th g~!~rdcd curi-

osity. 

/IIOld gang'?" Duane says. 

"Ail those hippies th~t WJJ)ifr~d had in ,here after her hUSband)OOk ?ff on her." 

'Jesus,' thillks Duane, 'l'd forgotten about Douglas.' "Yeah:' But 1 ~tarted jusl 

" 
\ 

JI;; _ 
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when everybodx was beginning to.Ieave.': This is not ~xactly tme, but Duane is- piqued 

und wants to be sarcastic, though ufter speaking he does not want to talk at aIl. 
\ 

.-
, "Oh," the large "woman says and-then, looking at the spinach, "well, back to work," 

l' 

and she goes back to slicing roast beef. 

Duane walks into the' pantry and ~tops at a sink to wasti 'the spinach. Shaking the 

leaves ~ry, he re!l1embers coming to work at the bakery after surveying and how long it 

took to gct llscd to working with people whose views were not restricted to a transit 
. 

and did not end at the bottom of a whiskey boUle. Learning to bako and run the hak-. . 
" .1 

ery was notlung compared to that. He walks back iuto the bnkery "and, drops' the spÎI~:­

aeh Ollto the tabie. The whole wheat bread is ready for the oven. He çheeks the mllf-

fins in the top oyen amr seeing they are donc takes them out and puts the bread. in. He 

adds nour, to the eigh~-grain as i; continues on the kneading maeilÎne, then begins to 

pr~pare the bat ter bread's flour, yeast, water, and ~olasses in a large bowl. 

i)uane ehops the spinach leaves into small pieees, remembering the thrce years he· 

and Gwcn wcre together. I-Ie can almost feel her beside I~im as he unwraps the herb 

eheel-oc and thcn grates it into the batter. She tmlght him hO\\;' to, bakc after she had 

said it would calm him. When the baker's job became availablc at Wini~rcd/s, where 

she already worked hcrself, she talked him into applying for it. H~ h'ld rcsistcd .. 

because he hnd met somè of the people who were there then and found them too 

strunge, their soft, intense jalk and affectionate touehing seemi"ng Cake after the bluster 
!. (' .. 

and roughness of the surveyors': And yet, he was having difflculty fitt!.ng in with the 
, , 

". 
survcyors too. Sinec Gwen had moved in with him, hc el~oyed less and less the sur-

vcyors' Friday afternoon mickeys of rye and stories of seduction, and Gwen liked him 
·r 

the less for stnying with the job while not liking il. 

The battcr stir1-ëd illto a greenis.h-brown mass, Duanc checks the eight-grain dough 
"~ , 

. ' .,' 
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on Jhe machine and secs it is l'~ady t'O risê; He stops the mnchific· und relllovcs 1 hc 

dough from the hook,rthi~king th;i he: is ~I~d this IS the l~\~t, br~ad, mld p~;., Il illto li 

,bowl to rise on top of the oven. Rctufl1ing to the greep-brown balter, he 011:-. IlHee 
, . , \ 1 

bread palis and spoons the batter .intp !hem a!> he thinks h~)w'~lrange it)l~ Ihat IÎ \'hl" III 
, . 

su~eyirlg that /lè hae! met Gwen. Tlie pans full, he puts them JIllo the bottom oven ~ 

, bcside thc fye brend. Ile goes ta the basernent stairwell landlllg t()~get a b,r,ge box, 
.. I~ J 

then returns with it and begins 10 place loaves and ba~kcts of cookic!» and mullin,> into 

the box to take over later 10 the httlc stail Winifred ha~ 111 the indoor larmer.,' nnu kct 

across the street. Gwt:n was a ~tudcnt in the surveying program too, :(~ weil a., 1 he , . . 
only female, ànd hac! l1egull when Duane Was III his second year. Nobody could IIg1He 

out what she "was doing in the program. Even 'though she u!'Iually drc~!'Ied 111 bluc-jean 

oveialls, T-shirts, and work boots, ~he waS small, moved gently, and lalked IIke an 

arts student from ullIversity. Dcspite that, every guy in Duane's class wanted 10 get her " 

into bed. They would talk about her" over coffee and cinnamon rolls in the morning, 0 

but the guys who had askcd her out had bec Il turned down, ~o they aSMllncd she had li 

boyfriend in engineering at ullIversity and lett her. alone. . . 
The timer bmgs: Duane leaves the box and hans to the oven to check the rye , 

" , -. 
brea~. It is donc, and taking out the trays of round, glazed, reddish-brown louves, he 

remembers the fall day Gwen walkcd up 10 him. 1 le was sitting oubide on the gruss III 

the common, back agamst a wall, alternately reading o Th0reau's Wei/den, whlch the 

----'- tcacher had give,n hi~, and enjo~ing the last of ~e a~tumn !'IUIl. White reading, a 

shadow can;te over him. Wt~cn he looked up, he ~aw her standing in the !'Iun, her thick, 
, \ -

red hair ablaze. She asked what hc was reading, and he showed her the cover, lI-;ing , , 

the book to, block the sun too. She said sl,e hadn't read it, but had heard about it and 

would like to read il. He did not say anything and did not look at her either because 
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, 1~ , 
of the sun. §he must have assumed he was ~lot intërested in her becau;;e she turned to 

.walk away. Ile said, "Wait!" She stopped and tum,cd her he ad to look back at him. 

"Don't g<.:1 'too attubhed to it~ someone's going ta want to it cat it-unless you intend 

to." 0 

ç---
.. Duane looks up to where the VOlce has come from and sees Cecil in the gap leun-

ing on the sidc 01 the rcfrigerator. 
. . 

Cecil'Iooks from Duane's face down his body. 

JI' 

Duane follows 1 his gaze to the round, glazed loaf of rye bread he holds 1Il both 
1 

handSl. 

,Cecil moves, and Duane looks back at him. He is ereet y and as he turnS to go' 

back in ta the çheese shop, he'i?pertly says, "1 can see you prefer a passive lover." . "- ' ~ 

Duane looks again at the loaf and thinks how he wOllld like to throw it at Cecil, , , . 

but thçn he thinks, 'What would Gwen have said about sueh vlOlencç?' and instead 
, ' 

pldce~7the loar on the rack with the others. The eight-grain dough has risen, and 11C 
,l' 

", takes the bo,,:,l off of the oven and puts it onto the table. He punches down thc dough, 

"' 
then fl<;mrs the table and turns the dough out .of thc, bowl. He looks at the dusty glass 

1 bowL ovet his grandfather's photogr?ph and wipes thc nour off of it. 'Passive lover,' hc 

says \0' himsclf, 'who was the p.assivc lover?' When he askcd her out, it was she who 
, . 

-: dccided that thc'y would go to Thc Pace coffeehouse. 'A coffeehouse,' hc laughs 

inwar~ly. 'Moaning f,?lkics and moch,~~ava. At least they\smoked p~t.' 

Ile begins to knead the dou~h and recalls that it was she who decided wheu they 
, 

would first go to bed, cven though, he had tried to talk her iuto it from the very first , 
) 

night. 'And ~he wan!ed to be on top as orten as he did. He kneads the dO)Jgh more 
, 'i,) , 

slowly as he [cmembers how they enjoyed scx so much, would skip classes in thc after-
" , 

1 

noon to make love, would dnnk French winc und smokc ha~~ ,aIld talk half the night 
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and then rnake love until thcy feH asleep exhaustcd. "l1lUt ialk,' he thinks. :Sorncthing 

about rejcctillg aggrcssion and discovcring rcprcssioll, about opelllllg up und dropping 

dcfcllccs.' They would tell each other stories about thclr past~, nût intimate, yel inler-

csted, stones abc;mt developing intcgrity and about finully achicving indcpendcllcc, but 
.. . , 

~tories that always secmed to come back 10 pasl lovers. 1 le was ~urpri~ed lInd 

inwardly pleased that she had had so few, but somehow H-Illloyed thal Il was .becHu~c or 

:.l surveyor she had met whcn she worked at a hotd in Tobcrmory in the ~lIl11l11er Ihat - . 
she decided to get into surveying. He began to imagine scelles of them making love III 

the bush while they themselve~ were rnaking love, but hc !lever told her t'hi~. 

The dough kllcaded firm, Duane bcgins,to cut otf picce~, forrnmg them intn luave,> 

for the pans and putting the pans onlo the oyen 10 leaven <lgain before haklllg. 'The 

Pace,' he thmks, and he rcmembers tha! tonight is Ihe poelry Ilighl I,awrellce has 

planned ther~. ft was through Gwen that he had met Lawrence.' They had heen loyers 

but had split up, though they said they were shll fricnds. Duane was' cnviou ... of him 

when they flrst mel; Lawrence was a l11usician, a painter, and a poet, and ~Iudied 
, 

. French aL university too, which was where Gwcn had met him the year she wa~ III p~y-

chol~gy before swi~ching to surveying. Duanc thinks now llwl it was Ihe inspiration of 
; 

Lawlence's work that made him wrile a ~tory to give 10 the college llcwspaper, but he . ~ , 

has forgottel1 that Il was blilld jealousy over Gwen. The '~tory was about SIHi'ving off 
" . 

his beard for her. When she read the story in the paper, she was ~() deJlghted ~he 

asked him 10 shavc, il off. He nearly did until, he rememl?crcd that Lawrencc was 

• 
clean-shavcn and so decidcd not to. She was disappoinkd and evcll begun to doubt 

Ihat he lovcd her <lS he implicd he did in the story. It was about then thal she said she 

was going to go to Vancouver Island to visit a friend for the summ{'r. Evcn Ihough the 
1 

friend was female, things began 10 cool botweell thcm. Whcn the school yem cnded, 
,j 

J 
1 

,., -
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he saw her off on the train and stayed himself in London to work in surveying, his first 

summer away from home. Placing the last loaf into its pan, he remembers that he 
" 

spent a lot of tha1 surnrner writing letters. 

Duane reulizcs that he hus forgotten to set the timer for the whole wheat loaves. 

He yanks opcn the upper oyen door to check them. StiH a few minutes, he secs; and 

he closes the door gently. He opens the lower do or to cheek the batter bread and 

under his breath çurses, "Son-of-a-bitch," when he smells and then sees that the edges 

arc burnt. Ile pulls the three pans out and slides them onto a rack to cool. 

IIandling the hot pans, Duane recalls the descriptions ,in Gwen/s lettcrs of how 

be~utiful il was on the island where she was along the Pacifie side. Finally, he got so 

sick of reading and writing letlers that he asked for a weck off in (\ugust and flew out 

to see her. If was even 'more beautiful than she had written, he had never been in for­

est so cool ~~ld green and bcautlful. During the week, he -discovcred that she Jlad 

bccorne i~11pres~ed wlth the Indian guru her friend was followin&.' Gwen élnd her friend 

amt' the people in her [riend/s group were always talking about vegctarianism and tran-

scelldcnce and illumination. When Duane told them he had read Siddharllza, they said 

Hesse had got it aIl wrong. Duane did not ask how, he just eontinued to smoke thcir 

hash, und when his wcek was up, he rcturned to London and work, cven though Gwen 

wanted him to stay. They had an argument the last ni~ht, and afterward no more let-

ters were sent. She did not retufI1 for school in September, so Duane assumed she had 

decided to stay out there. He had also decided not to return, but to keep working 

instead. He began to drink more heavily with the surveyors and even told sorne stories 

about his lovernaking with Gwen.- He Ilc'Ver fell right about it, but most of them wcrc 

lics, so he did 1ft carco Then one fall night in October she appeared at IlIS door and 

moved in with him. She began to work for Winifred, and he eut back on the drinking 
\ 
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and did not. tell anymore stories. 

The smell of the bumt batter breud has whet his appetite for some roast he cf, hut 
1 

'" he does not fecl like seeing the woman III the kil chen. While wondering what cise hé 

can eat, he hears from bchind him Cecil say, "Weil! What klIId of Inshman arc yon, 

burning your green bread'l" 

Duane turns from the rack to look ül Cecil. l'I'm half Jcw." 
~~ -

"What! Oh my," Cecil says frctfully. "1 didn/t mean-l," but when he ~ee~ Duane 

,begin to sneer, he huffs, "Oh! You/re cruel!" and then turns back mtn the chec ... e shop. 

Duane feels like shouting a warning to the SWI~S checsc, but checks 1 hil1l~clr and 

opens the top oven to look atthe wholc wheat loavc~. Ile pulb olle out all((lip~ it out 

• of its pan to look at the bollom ~hilc he remembers how things began ln change whell 

Gwen lived with him. The bottom of the loal is flfln <Inti brqwn, so he takc~ th,: p111lS 

out, placing them on the nour barrels untii he can denr room 011 the racks. Ile looks, 
" , . 

at the curtained loophole into the restaurant and think~ that the lunch rush will ~OOIl .,. 
,', 

begin. Gwen would work these lunches, preparing food and scrving tables. She 

enjoyed the work, mostly becausc 01 the people she worked with. The men were unag­

"gressivc and the women ullcompetitlvc, everybody, she ~aid, wa~ l'n astate 01 harr~()ny. 

This impressed Gwen greatly, she said it fulfilled a need in her. Duane now wonders " 

what thatneed was, but then, he only lell jcalqu~ again. 

Gwen would tell him how Winifrcd's husband DouglaS:' who taught Eastern philos-

ophy at the university, would sometimes read, the ~cripture~ of the Indian mystics to 

them before the lunch rush and how he encol1raged them to write poetry and give it to 

lHm so that he cou Id help them find and release their spiritual energics. Sometimes 

Gwen would stay up half the night reading a mystic and thcn writing a poem. Duanc 

would be sleeping becausc he was exhallsted ftom a day surveying and had 10 get up in 

\ 
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"the rnorning to begin work at eight. She sornetimes showed hirn, her poerns, but he 

could Ilot make much sense of them. She said that was bec au se he didn't know the \ \ 

rnysti(; books, then gave him sorne to read. He could not rnake rn~ch sense of thern, 

eithe;, cxcept the Kama Su/ra, though il did not seem very mystical to him. She said 

he ~hould try sorne poetry too, but every time he began a poern, a st range word \\Iould 
- , 

come ta him, and he would have to go ta Gwen's dictionary ta look it up, and then he . ' - .... 

wOllld often have to look up a word in the dcfinition, or he would just end up browsing .. 
in the dlctionary and forget about the poern. He did write a few poerns, but he thought . " 

they were bad and sa threw them awày. He never did try another story after the one 

he" wrote about his beard-. As he finishes clearing space on the racks, he remembers 

wlth a smile that during that winter of surveying, at lunch and w!1ile warrning in the 

truck urter running a line, he decldecl ta try ta get into university. To begin to prepare 
, 

himsclf, he boughl and read from cover ta cover a little pocket Oxford dictiollary. 
~ ~ 

On top of the oyen, the eight-grain dough has nsen. Duane takes thè ,whole wheat 

louves trom their pans and puts them onto the racks. He chooscs the best loaf, then 

clo~es his eyes and holds it close to his face to savour its smell and fecl its warmth. 
o 

He smile5 and opens his eyes, then puts the loaf aside for hirnself. He floclrs the table 

1 and hUIl5 out the eight-grain dough. Just before he begins ta knead, he looks at his 

grandfather's photograph. It cornes back ta him how intrigùed he was ta discoyer that 

50 many of the words in his grandfather's letters were like the roots of the words he 
" ' 

had reud in his little dictionary. Also, after reading the dictionary, he was able ta 

understand more and more of the books he read, and this made him want to read more 

und more. Nights of getting stoned and going d0'rntown ta bars mterested hirn less 

ahd Jess as he listened more c10sely to the words of the songs and discovercd that their 

lyrics werc us incomprehensiblc as Gwen's poetry. HI? wondered at first whether it was 
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bcing stoncd that made the differcn,ce, so stoppcd toking and wcnt to listcn 10 thc 

bands. But he still could not make se,nse of what thcy wcre singing. And yct, whcn hc 

tried to read wh en stoned, he found he could not makc sense of what hc wns rcading, 

eithcr. But to stop toking for the sa~c of rcading was unother mattcr altogcthcr. 
/ 

Gwen enjoyed toking so much that she was upset WhCll Duane said he thought hc might 

stop for a whlle. At that point, she was smoking hush and treating sex. almost ril\l!lh~-. , . 
-

tically. Duane stops kneading for a moment and wonders was it bceause I-CX wa~ so 

good with her that he kept smoking. He kept going to the bars, and he did nol read 

anylhing he can rememb~r, he knows that. 

Winifred cJlters the bakery and says, "My, but yon'vc becn productive!" 

Duane turns l'rom the dough to look" at h~r and secs beside hcr a tall, ~Iim man 

with short, carefully combed, blond hair.' and a precise mustacl~c on a long face. Ile 

wcars a dark coat something like a C<lpC, wlllcli he with white, Icather-gloved hands 

holds close to himself as he stands among the sacks, buckcts, and barrels. 

"Duane," says Winifred, "this is Francis Barton. IIc is at your Strntlord 1l0W, hllt 

he is originally l'rom ours." 

"Good ,aftcrnoon," says Francis Barton coolly. His eycs narrow as his look ~hilt~ 

from Duanc to the gap that Icads to the cheesc shop. Even more coolly, he suys, 

"Hello, CecIL" 

"Hello, Frank," says',Cccil as coolly. "How ure you?" 
\ . 

"Very well, thmtk you. And you? Scttled ïrlowell aCter your move?" 

Duane sees Çe~Il's nostrils Clare as Cecil says, /ly cs-very well./I CccII looks hard 

at Francis Barton, th'cll turns and goes back into the cheesc shop. 
" , , . " 

Duane turns to lQok at Winifred, who appears nervous as she watchcs Francis 

Barton, who is himsel(':;till looking at the gap. 'Cecil's hcartbreak,' Duanc ~nickers 10 

'" 

- --~-~~~~-~---------
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himsclf. 

':Well!/I says Winifred almost as brightly as she wani's. "ShaH we go ta luncheon, 

Francis?" 

/lYes, shaH we? Good day, Duane," he says without looking at him, and tuming 

caref~lIy, he leaves the bakery ahead of Winifred. 

Winifred turns back to Duane and says quickly, /lBe sure you mark down every-

< thing you have made and that you pay yoursclf accordingly! 1 may not be back by the 

time yOll leave! Thank you sa much for coming in!/I She half-turns and then, lookillg 

back, more slowly says, "Have you hcard at aIl from Gwendolyn? Is she s'till in India?" 

Duane fecls his ehest tighten. liNo, 1 haven't. Not since she lefL II 

"Oh/ says Winifred as she absently raises her hand and touches a bueket in the 
o 

column: "If you do, do say hello to her." She ttuns from him and looks at the column, 

then follows after Francis Barton. 

Turning back ta the eight-grain dough, Duane fecls it, th en pull~ sorne bread pans 

over and begins ta cut pie ces and shape loaves. 'India,' thinks Duane as he drops a 

shaped piece into a pan. Willifred's husband left her to go thcre. After he had gone, 

Gwcn becamc a vegetarian and began to read more a90u1 lndia and write more 

poetry. When Duane began at the bakcry, he noticed Gwen and Winifred were not as 

friendly as he had believcd they were. The more Duane 'gol ta like Winifred, the 

cooler Gwen became toward him. Winifred's articulateness as weil as, Gwen's 

increased reading and writing made Duane more interested in reading again, and as he 

began to go ta used book stores and bring home navets and books of history, he eut 

back on smoking hash \vith Gwen, which was not very difficult at that point because of 

the tension growing between them. Duane had figured out that it was bec~use of \Vin-
a ' 

ifred's husband that Gwen Was acting the way she was, and he suspected Gwen 
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believed hc was acting thc way he ~as becausc of Winifred. Duane wonders how they ~, 

managed to go on that wayas long as they did, but hc does Ilot remcmber how nmch 

time eaeh of them spent in books avoiding caeh other. They scldom talked about wh a! 

they wcre rcading, and talkcd evcn lcss about themsclves. 

Then one aftcrnoon when they returned home from work, they round a letter from 
, 

Winifred's husband to Gwen. She, opened ~t quiekly and rend it through on the spot. 

Duane saw that there was a poem on one of the tluee pages. When he asked her whllt 

the letter said, she sa id dcfensively, "Notl~ing much," und then she went into the bath-
" 

room all9 closed the door. After waiting a few minutes for he~ to come out of the 

bathroom, he decided to go to the library and take a ,shower later. Standing at the 

bathroom door, he sa id hc was going to get a book. She said, "Okay, bye." Ile went 

to the library and looked around the shclves, but found nothing. Not tccling like going 

home, he went downtowll to Fryfogle's Tavern and drank beer and ~tayed \lntil the 

band came 011, then left and walked down to the rivcr and sat in the bushes in the dark 

until hè began to fall aslcep. H~ woke himsclf, got up, and went home. There, he 

1 found a note from Gwen on the table. It said that she had discovered that their kar-

mas were bad for eaeh other and that she was going to go to India and unt.1 ~hc left 

she would stay with friends and that he was not to try to fmd her. She ~H1d ~he had 
..... ' . , 

taken ollly her c10thes and that he could kecp what thcy had bO\lght together. She also 
,."- " ' 

said that she had deeided to quit working for' Winifrcd and that her key 10 the apart-

mcnt was in the mailbox. The notc ended with tluee lines 01 poetry, but, Duane did 

'not read them. He got sorne matches, wcnt out into the night, and humt the Ilote. 

Next day at work, Winifred looke~ at him a long timc berore she ~aoid anythlllg, and 

when she did speak, ail she said was, "l'm sorry." 

Duane drops the last shaped loaf i'hto its pan. IIc shakcs the pmi a bit 'to makc 
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the dough more square, then sighs and raises his head and looks over his shoulder at 

the column of buckets. He turns around and leans on the table, and he looks from the 

buckets to the sacks of flour, 10 the curtained loophole, the green plastic barrels, and 

the oven, and turning aga in, at the racks of 'cookies, ~uffins, and brend, thcn at the.' 

cluttered oaken table. He looks at his grandfather's photog~apb under the glass bowl. 

Wiping off his hands, he hfts the bowJ and picks up the photograph. Looking at the 

. black and white image, Duane rernembers that shortly after Gwen left, he received a 

letter from his grandfather saying that he, did not think he wou Id liv~ rnuch longer and 

that he wanted to see Duane again before he died. There was al~o a newspaper clip~ 

ping about an exhibition of Sanskrit manuscripts at a Basci museurn. Duane nearly 

bumt the letter and the cJjpping, but dld not and instead went to the libraty at the uni­
\ 

versity to see whcther he could find the books his grandfather mentioned in the article. 

He could not fÏlld any of them, but was given a tour of the rare book room and looked 

with awe at the thick, leather covers with copper and brass corners and at the illumina-

tions on the stiff, thick pages thal smelled of wax and stone. Wishing he had scen his 

grandfather agnin bcfore he died, Duane f~lds the green card of the photograph and 

puts it into his pants poeket. Feeling hungry again, he takes down from the rack his 
l' 

loaf of whole wheat bread, 'tears off a corner, and cats il. 
" 

He looks at the box of bakmg for the market staIl and real~es he will not get 

everything over by noon. The eight-grain bread is still rising and has yct to bake. But 

he is -satisfied, he has nearly kept the old schedule. He decides to take over what he 

has made and then dean up while the eight-grain bakes and take it over when it is 

done. 

Looking frorn the box to the rack, Duane reaehes for a loaf of the green-browll 

batter bread. Setting it on the table, he finds a bread knife and trims off the burnt 

-
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edges, then slices the loaf into pieces. The shces have the colour of the grccil-brown 

, patina he has s.een on the roofs of the buildll1gs at the university, and thcy smelt likc 

wet leather. Ignoring the look and srriclI, he trics a piece and is surpriscd at how good 

it tastes. He gets a plate frorn the pantry and arranges the picccs on it beforc taking 
li 

thern out ta Cecil to sell in the chee sc shop. 

"Good Lord!" exclaims Cecil whell he ~ces DlW/le carrying the plate of green­

browll bread toward him. "What is thal?1I he asks dismayed, forgetting the well­

dressed, tall, thin l~dy he is serving at the counter. 

" Dnane hesitates a mo~~nt, then says with un atternpt at a brogue, "Hello, mi~su~! 

Would you like sorne of Saint Patrick/s Irish bread? Madc wil' everyt'in' green you can 

t/ink ofl" 

As he offers the plate to the woman, she recoils and rephes, "Oh my! No! No, 

thank you! 1-1 have just now had luucheon!/I 

Duane hears that she has an English accent. /lNo? Weil, at Icast light a candie at 

tte church for our good saint and read a passage of tic holy book III rj1emory of him." 

"But-but 1 am Protes-II 

"Remember the snake," Duane says archly a" 1,1C leers. 

"Oh-h-h!" she pertllrbedly warbles. /lYes-yes, alright!/I and as Duane ~tretche~ out , 

the plate ta her, she bolts for the door and is gone.' 
/, 

"Your change, madame!" crics CccII after her. Ile ~cowb at f)uane and humes 

around the coullter and out the door. Sorne customers in the restaurant look at Duane 

through the archway ta it, but they tum away wheu he looks at thern. He lcuves the 

plate on the counter by the casb registcr and returns ta the bakery. Seeing the eight-
/' 

grain loaves have risen, he bcgins t~ put them into the l>vcn. A moment luter, CcciI 

cornes huffing through the gap. 

, 

" 
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"That was very rude! She is a regular custoïner.,and has never been so irlsllited! If 

. 1 believed 1 could get one; 1 would expect an apology!" 

"Do you apologize to her when she is not so insulted?";says Duane. 
'. 

, "1 bcg your-why you ... you ... Oh! You are incorrigible! 1 shaH inform \VinÎfred of 
~ 

this immcdiately upon her retllrn!/, 

"~ou're the one who wanted green bread." 

"Not presented like that!" 

"Why don't you try a piece?" 

"No, 1 shan't! And 1 shan't allow it to be sold in the s~op, eitherl" Cecil stamps 

his foot, coeks his head, and returns through the gap to the front. 

Duane laughs to himself and then says aloud, "Heretie!" He hears Cecil siam 

somcthing and waits for him to r:ome through the gap again, but he does not. After a 

moment, Duane returns to the oven and puts in the rest of the eight-grain loaves, then 
... 

, sets the tlmer. He paeks into the big box the remainder of the baking, then picks it up 
\ 

to take il aeross the street t~ the indoor farmer's market. He squeezes the box ~lfough 

the gap and goes into the eheese shop. As he walks into it, he looks at Cec~l, who 

avoids him. "Cecil," Duane says, "the door, please." 
" 

• Cecil huns and looks smugly at Duane, puts down the knife he is cteaning, and 

walks slowly out from behind the counter to the door. He opens it wordlcssly and 

when Duane is through it closes it quick ,on his heels. " 
r 

"You prick!" says Duane as he half-turns to the closed glass door and remembers 

with satisfaction punching CaÎvin. "Sons-of-bitc~cs," he mutters as he looks back over 

the box and squints in the sun at the sidewalk crowded with people and the street busy 

with noon-time traffic. 'Either the corner,' he thinks, 'or wait for a break and go for 

it.' A gap appenrs in the pedestrians. He hefts the box and st arts to walk across the 
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sidewalk. A sudden glaring from the rear window of a parked car mnkes him stop Ht 

the eurb. He squ~nts and looks aeross the street at" the clark, tllllnc1-like walkway 

between the large, plate glass wllldows in the high, brick wall arollild it. Eveil while 

saying to himsclf, 'Either 1 go or 1 don't,' he wOllders why he says)t. 

"Stopping for lunch? Like a beer with it'!" 

Duane blinks and tllrns to see who has spoken. Straight, oily blond Iwir partcd in 
/ 

the middle, a pale face \Vith steel-rimmed glasses. Lawrfnce, hold1llg a large ~ase of 

beer. 

Lawrence moves the case from one sKIe of hi!'> body to the other and says, "We 
• 

could get sorne cheesc and go into the alley. It'c1 he like Paris. Or Montreal, Hllyway. 

Just about [inishcd work'!" I-hs gla~ses catch the light a moment. Duane !'>huts Ill!'> c~c ... 

and jerks his, he ad away, nearly losing his balance with the box. Eyes open and hal-

anee reco~ered, he mo'Ves into sorne shadc. 
) 

"Y ou okay?" 'asks Lawrence. 

"Yeah, it was your gia-ah, hell, never mincI. What's the beer lor? Tonight'!" 

"AlolOst every bottle. Sorne for this' afternoon. Come down to The Pace arouud 

seven and have supper-Insh stew." Lawrence looks c10scly at I!)uane for a moment. 

"You look like you could use a beer. Either that or a toke." 1 le thell walks bcTiind 

Duane and on clown the street toward- the coffcchollse which is acro~s the inter ... cctlOll 

a few doors down. 

Duane looks after Lawrencc's d~nim-clad bOdy, thel1 tllfliS and walks belween the 

parked cars to cross the street for the market. No cars stop for him, but when the light 

at the corner changes, there i~ a gap for a moment, and he cro~se~ and mOl1nts the 

other sidewalk, then enters the ,tl1nncl-like walkway through to the three lanes of the 

multi-level, indoor parking lot. 

& -
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Aggressive~ noon-hour traffic squeals into and out of the lot. The air is fouI from 

exhaust fumes. Duane takes shallow br,:!aths and worries about the bread. He sees he 

\!ViII have to dodge cars to get across. Ile crosses the first Iane between ca.rs jumping 

" 
from the ticket gate. He waits for the exiting second lane to çlear, then hurries across 

, . . 
in time to avoid a car shooting out of the concealed, spiral downramp. At the third 

and last la ne, cars are ag~in gunning it for the street. He stops and then starts across 
. " 

a gap, but pulls back when. a car sgueals out of the seco'lid downramp. He trics again 

at another gap, 'but is forced back by another car. 
1 

Two scruffy boys who have come out of the rharket arc wmting on the other side. 

They sec Dllane's difficulty. After the ncxt car, they jllmp out into the lane, one facing . 
" the ramp and the other waving at Duane and crying, "Go for It, man!" 

Duane hefts the box and starts across just as \ a car lluns out of the ramp. The 

. boys face it and wavc it to a squealing stop. They turn to Duanc, and one says, "That 

costcd yon a cookie each." 

"Gladly,'1 replies Duan'e as the car horn blows. "They're ÏIl thc wicker basket 

below thc muffllls." One boy reaches into thc basket as the other gives the flllger to , 

the drivcr of the car. A second car sgue'als to a horn-blowing h.alt behind the first just 

a~ the two boys and Duanc clear the lane. 

,At t~e swinging doors to the markct, a balding businessman in a bine suit who had 

crossed behind Duane holds a door open for him. As Duane passes him, the business-

man says, "H's not worth a cookie, but l'll blly a loaf cf bread./I 

Walking together toward the sta.ll, the businessman says, "It's hell trying to cross 

there. 1 seIIlife insurance and 1 never rcalize how useful it is until 1 have,to gel from 

the office over to here." 

Duane and the businessman look around at the people and the fruit and vegetable 
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stands ~n(l here and there atllong t~t~e cou~!e~s of juices, gnllon jugs of eider, bot- : 

. 
tics of maple syrup, and big ~nd small jars of honey. A plclIsant ~urmur rises èi'om 

the noon-lime shoppeis and ·looke.fs~ 

As Duane and the b\lsÎnessman pass tll{' fri\gr~llce ~)f the flower stand ne Xl to 

Winifred's stail, Duane says to him, "What bread wOlild you like'!" 

"Have any eight-grain today?fI 

"1 just put it into the oven before 1 came o~cr./f 

'~o proolem," ~ays the businessman. "I1's an excuse to come bûèk later." -;11~ 
1 • 

looks into the box a~ld ~;sks, "What's that greenish-browll bread'?" 

. As the businessman asks this, they reach the 'stail. Duane sec", Ihat thc young 
/ 

woman mindmg It has her back to them and is busy with a cuslomcr. Ile puts the box 

\ down on the f100r and I1fts out a loaf of the batter bread. l/ïll1~'!" he says. "1 his is the 

.saint Patrick's Day ~pccial, a I1ght molasses batter breml made with spinach and herb . -

chcese. 1'0 be scrved only with whiskey and polatoes, or, if they arc 1Illuvailable, but-

ter will do." 

" The bUSlllessmall chllckles and says, fils there Ully, of that bllik Menno~ite butter 

you scll today'r Ile looks into the floor cooler. 'There it is. l'II have a piece of Saint 

Patrick's bread, buttercd, please." 

"~Ves sir," Duane replies. He goes to a small couilter ln mît ott a plece. 

As he cuts and butters it, he overhears the young woman ... ay to her cll~tomer, "Jt':-, 1 

on Talbot Street, just bclow, King, and starts at cight. It ... hould he a gooù mght." 

Duane thinks shc must he_ talking 'about Lawrcnce's poetry IlIght. 1 le han<.Î!-. the hut­

lcred batter bread to the businessman, who mks, "How much?" 
, n 

Duane looks and sees thut the girl is still WJth her cu~t()mer. Ile kali ... I,oward Ihe 

l , 

buslI1eSSmall and say~, "For the door." 
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The businessman winks, then holds up the dollar he has in his hand., "My green 

for the day," he says, and then he crushes the bill mock-snvagcly. He smiles and takes 
cs 

a bite of the batter bread. After chewing a bit, he says, "It'd go with a Guinness, that's 

for sure." He then winks aga in and tums inta the crowd. 

As Duane watches hi" bine suit and bald head disappear, he hems, bchind him u 
~ l , 

slightly astonished fernale voice say, "Are you the guy who's replaced Scan?" ~ 

He tums and looks at the young woman who had bccn serving the clI!.tomer. "Yc~, 

1 am," he rcphes as he notIces her round, milk-bille cyes, pOlllted nose and chm, IInd 

full, red lips. He recognizcs the long, clark brown haIr that curis out of a pOlly tnil und 

disappears down her back, he has seen her not only in the market whcn he has come 

here ta buy food, but also on the street and JI1 the bars he goe'i to. Ile may have ~een 

her at Lawrcnce's parties too, except that after llls parties he muully doe~ not rernem-

ber much. "Wereo yon talkmg about thc poetry reading at The Pace tonight'l" he asks. 

"Yes!" she says eagerly. "You know about it?" 

"Yeah." 

She looks at him a moment bcfore speaking again, her eyes lightening a little. "My 
r· 

\ 

, ", name's Clare. 1 think we met at Lawrence's. Do you know him?" 

"Vh-huh." 'Wonder whethcr she's interested in my name,' thinks Duane. '1)\1 wait 

till sIle asks before 1 tell her.' 

After looking at Duane a momentlQnger, Clare says slowly, "So ... it should he a 

good night. Lots of people from the street and the university reading. There'lI he lots 

of new work and ... voices ... " and she trails off but shows an al1xiousncss at the same 

time. 

~ Duane thinks she wa~ts hi~ to ask her whether she is reading. "Lawrence ask you 

to read?" 

.. -
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Cisre brightens. "Y cs, he did .. And ~~~e written sorne new poems for tonight, too . . 
1 have them here. If you have time, l'Il get_n 

''l'd like to ~ee them," interrupts Duane, "but 1 have to get back to the bak·ery. 1'11 

'''' . hear them tonight." o \ 

The momentary look of de je ct ion disappears from C~are's face. She says, "Okay. 

Weil, see yon latcr then," and she rcaehes into the box to unpack il. But thcn she 

says, "Bcy! What's this bIt of turf?" and wrinklcs her nose as she holds ùp the third 
\ 

batter bread loaf. 

Duane sighs and says, "!t'S the Saint Patrick's Day special-baked peut from the 

bogs of Ireland. Vou ean sell it in slices and te1l pcople to eat it with kelp. It's very 

nutritious. " 

"~eally?" says Clare, somewhat puzzled. "How much should 1 seIl it for?" 

-
Duane turns and laughs loudly as ·he walks away. "What an airhead," he says 

under his breath. The erowd has separated at his laugh, and he walks easily through 

it, meeting gazes that question him and that tum away as soon as he meets them. He 

thmsts his hands into his pockets and saunters haek through the market, admiring par­

_---_-=-t:=ic.=;ularly the peppers, eueumbers, and zueellilli.,,- as hë éar-esscs the card of his grandfa-

ther's photograph. 

Running aeross ,the parking lot lanes, JlC feels hke stopping in the middle of one 

and pretending to tic his shoe, but does not. From the dirkness of the 'parking lot and 
, 

the tunnel'walkway, he emerges into the noontime brightness of Talbot Street. "Son-of-
1 

a-bitch," he mutters to the glare as he squints into the traffie coming up the street; 

Looking to his left down the street and along t.J1C: fronts of the old brick and win- , 

dowed buildings, he sees across the intersection _with King Street that Lawrence is 

laughing with two young women at The Pace coffeehouse entcanee. Duane thinks, 

l • 

1 

·1 
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'Whàt a stud-garne poetry must be.' Pretending at inspiration, he says uloud, "My lov~ 

is like a day-old French stick," and then laughs at himself, but lowcrs Ills heud a~ an " 
. , 

elderly couple passes by. "What a tool," he mutters derisivcly as he sturts bnck nef.\)s~: . 
the .strcet to Winifred's store, dcciding not 10 go for Irish stcwat scvcn. 

Inside the cheese shop again, he looks ut the counter nrollnd thc ca~h register for 

the plate of battcr bread he left therc, but he can Ilot find il. 1 le thcn looks at Cecil, 

who is planing sorne StJlton for a slim, clegant man to ta~le. ('ccII Ignorcs DUane. 

Looking over the counter inta the waste ba~ket, Duane :,ee:, the green-hrowlï slices. 

"Ha!" he crics. "An atheist!" 

Cecil and his slim customer and the diners under the archway look at Duane' ~n1f­

tled_ Duane bures hi's tecth to irnitate sorne rabid fUlldamcntali~t und thcn ll1~rches 

head-up and wlld-eyed across the chee se shop, througll the gap, ami iÎl10 the bakcry, 

• 1 ., v 

and 111 lt, he bounces the deep kneadmg machmc bowl IIp 01110 thc table and begllls to 

'- drop noisily into it the knives, spoons, and ~teel bowls he has tll wa.,h, Imt suddenly the 

clangmg beeornes too much for hirn, and hc has to stop. Ile spread\ th., arms over the 

top of the bowl, then drops his forehead to them. Looking_into thc deep howl, he ~ecs 

on the surfaces of the bowls and utellsils inside It multiple, dÎ\torted rellcctlOn'> of him-
, . 

self. He closes' his eyes and can taste spinHch and molas.,c~ on the hack 01 his tongue. - . , 

Tightening his stomach, he drops his right arm and puts his hand on lm. poc~et 10 feel 

• 
,his gn~ndfather's photograph. 

" _,j\fter a fcw moments, he raises his head'o from \he bowl. 'Water,' he lhinks. Ile 
, 

goes into the pantry to a sink, but before turning on the tap,' hc look., at the sinkful of 

dirty dishçs andaccICies ta get a bottle of Perrier instead. Ile walk., through the pantry 
, . ' \ 

and into the rcfrigerator, 'tak'C!!! a bottle from its case, bangs the cap off 011 a shclf 

edgc. the,n closes the refrigcrator door and guzzles the Pcrncr III the dark. 
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... ,,; 
The door opens ft minute later. ' "Wha~are you doing' in there'l" dernands the 

large, brown-haired woman. , - -
Duane drops the empty Perrier bottle back 'int,o its case., "! got tired of the oven/, 

, 

he replies flatly as he walks out rast her back to thcJ)~keiy. 
., 

He puts the remainder o( the uteh'Sils-into the deep 'l~owl, thcn, ca nies oit to the 

p..sntry. Finding ~~ ,counter spacc to set the bqwl down, he sets rit on' the floor.· The . ' . ~ " , , , - . 
three sinks ail have dishes i,q them, so he clears the lea~t full, then rUlls water and adds 

" 

" 
0\ sGap 91ld the utensils frorp the howl. Siiently cursing the lack o'rpacc', he wets a 

, \ 

brush, bends over, and scfubs dean the deep bowl. ~Ie lifts the b 'YLto the smk and 
" 

rotates it on thé edge t6 rinse It j'n funning water. After putting it back on tl)e floor, he 

washes the smaller bowls and utensils, then puts them back into the de cp bowl. [0111-, 

isl;-;;H, h~ drains' the slIlk, but does not fill it agam with the dirty dishes. L.ooking 
~~ 9 ~ 

around, 'he sees al the far end of 4he pantry the glass vase of the carndtions used for . ' 

. \ ~' " 

the restaural1t tables. He goes to the flowcrs, takes O'lt the only white one, and returns 
, ' 

to the sink. Clearing the drain of pieces of dough, he sticks the stem into It, rernem-

bcring how this is like what they used to do 'that winter. He l~oks at the dirty dïshes 

and utensils and wonders whc're the dishwasher is. 'Shc used to come in.. at noon,' he 

remembers, f and. il' s close -to one 1l0W / 
, 

"Did I--hear you stnrting the dishes fiùally?'~ 
. 

Duane Huns and sees the large, brown-haired woman standing at the kitcJ1en 

entrance to the pantry. 
\ 

"Me?" says Duane., "You expect me to do them?" 
- J 

"Pidn~t Winifred t,cil yôu? When the old dishwasher le~t,- the bakcr said he wantedf 

the extra money &nd thal he would wash the,m." ~ 

"She çidn't say nnything to me about dishes. l washed the ones l used." Duane 

, . 
\ / 

," 
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" , ' 

looks at the white carnation. He sighs and takcs it from the drain. 
'. 

"What's that flower doing in the sink?" the womun demands. ' 

IYejectcdly, Duand ,replies, "1 don:t know, trying to grow or csflping or some,thing," , 
" 

àn~ as he speaks he feels his stom"ch tightcn, Ile quickly turns to the sink, but instcad 

of VOn1~ting, he only burps. 
, , 

/II Il h 1 ~ . 1 1 fi " , ,seuse me, e s'lys as le turns Wlt 1 t le ower from the !>lIlk and wnlks past the 

woman back to n1C vase. ~Ie puts the v.;,hitc flo,,:cr hack'lIlto Il, then looks al il among 

the pink and red Olles. He closes his'cyes a moment, then lluns to the W()~HlIl. "Sorry, 
, '\ 

but 1 only came to bake." That winter, he wOllld hav~ washed the di~hes 
. 

The woman looks hard at himJ then rctllrn~ to the kitchen. DUBne wal ks back 
.' , 

through th~ pantry, picks up the deep bowl, and returns to the bakcry. Ile wOllders 
" , . 

why Winifred did I1lh tell him about" the dishes and blames it on her preoCplpatIOn \yith . . 
- Francis Barton wlthout thinJ<ing that her nostalgia for the old days might have made 

. , 

~cr forget. He o~ens the oven to look a~ the eig\lt-gral~l brçad and .sèes it needs Il m!n-
, 

ute more. As he closes the door, the limer bmgs. îts sound ann~ys hini, and he 

r~members longingly that winter wlJcn, once he got the schedule clown, he could bukc 

without il. 
.J 

Duane scrapes dougl~ al,1d caked nour from the table, thcn slowly wash~'i and drics 
~ 

it1 stopping somctimes to fecl 'the wood wlth his hands. Onto il he carcfully cmpties 1 

dries, and arranges the bowls and utensils, then' pui .. (~lC dcçp bowl hn~k onto the 
~ - .. ~ , 

knending machine. From th~ oven he removcs the pans of cight,-grain breaâ, turning 
, , 

} , 
,the loaves O\lt onto t~e racks and slacking the pans. That donc, he turns off the oYen 

and wipcs the flom dust off il. Whllc the cight-grain cools, QC sweeps the bakcry and 
, ' . 

then gct_s a box t<;> take the loav~s tt;) the market in .. He packs them, putting in his par~' - -

tially eaten whole wheat loaf too. 
.' 

~I 
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'Wiping off other small surfacès, he Jtops to lift tlle purple cuttaÏri over the 'loop-
br • 

hole and look out into the rtow nearly empty restaurant. 'Thai win ter , he and the oth-

crs ,woul~ sit down to lunch together after the _noon msh. He sees now that ail but one 

of the waiters have nlready left. He can not wait io Icave \imsclf. He'drops th~ cur­

tain, decides to throw the rag he has ioto the' garbage rather th an w~'sh it out in the 

pantry, and thep h~' goes downstaÎrs to Glean himsclf and change his clothes. 
l' 

In the must y; stone-walled baserncnt crowclcd \Vith bottles, bagg" and boxes, he 

goes bchind a mauve blanket that hangs from the joi~ts of the ceil1l1g and secludes a 

corner. Ile rcmoves his shoes and baker's whites and at the smaH sink washcs himsclf, 

then puts on his jeans and bluc and green f1anncl shirt. l'!e takcs 'his grandfather's 
. ' 

photograph from the wJ1ite pants' and puts il' into the Icf! breast pocket of his shirt. 

The tattered canvas runners he h41s worn seem worthless to take home now. They 
. , 

werc Ilew when he began that winter. Hè drops them into the \Vaste barrel, thcn slaps , , 

'~he f1~ur out of his socks n;d pulls on h'is black western boots' and black lc~the~ jacket. 

He g(ubs the whites and tosses them' in,t,o the dirty-lincn bag, thcn mounts the st airs two 

at a time. 

ln the bakery, he "t:alculates on a note pad what hè' bas made, and the pcrcentage 

he and Winifred have Algreed on. .finished 'calculating,' ,he ,tussles his black curis, 

~rnooths his'~hort beard" and ,untloes another button on hi~, shirt, thcn swaggers out jnto 

t~ chcesc shop.' , . 

Cecil is alone a~raIlging cheeses in the Wal~ fridge.. Whcn he huns and secs 
, . 

Dimne, he catches his brcath, then absently places the cheese he holds and clo~es the 

glass door, n~ver taking .his,cyes off Duane. In a yoice q!1aVen;lg somc\yhcre betw~en 0, 
fenr and, desire, Cecil says, "Well, what do you wanl now?" 

Going up close 10 Cecil and looking him in the eY0, Duane says dceply, "My pay." 

5\ 

Î 
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. 
"Oh!" gasps Cecils ~s he sinks away to the ca.sh regist~r. "Winifred has told me of 

your arrangement. 1 think it very odd, Scan is paid by th-" 
l 

" 
"1 don't gfve a damn h'ow SeUl\- is paid." 

"Oh!/I ~ries Cecil as hls fingcrs drum t'ilC side of the hl!. 
- ~ : 

Duane Holds out thè note-pad slip. "lIere's what 1 bakcd and how much 'yon- owc 

me." 

CcciI ttuns from the till and gll1gerly takes hold of the slip., Duane hol,h it Il 

~;; moment longer, and whcn he lets go of it, CccIl's arm Jérks back,. his other ufIn going, 

" 

',' 

to the connter to catch hÎmself. C't:cil smlles weakly. 

Softening lm tone, Duane says, "You didn't like the batter bread?1f 

Showing a bit o(çO[Jft~~lOn at Duane'sochangc of tone, CcciI ,Iook<; blankly throllgh 

the archway intu-1he empty rdtaur,ant. "Ali )the, customçrs wcre-whcn they "aw. il 

they-it repulsed them./I 
() , . ", 

Duane realizes that he has provoked Cecil more than he intendcd. Trying a bro-
, , 

S\le in;â'conciliatory tonG, Duane says, "Ah, weil, lots 0' people don'! go to t~c churçh 
- , 1 ~ \ 

no mor~, 'neithcr." 
. ' 

Cecil turns and warily studies D~lanc. ' 

7vfy pày, Cecil." 
, 

"0h~ yes.", Cecil looks at t1~e slip, then opens ~he tiU and takes from it !.omc bill., 
, df 

: and coins 'and counts them onto the counter. Duane rcaches ovcr and picks {hem l,IP, 

" putting the bii!s into hi,s wallet and the coins into,his pallts pO,ckct. Slightly patronÎl-
, 

ingly, Cecil says, "You ought to count iL" 

His tone goads Duane. "1 have no reason to distrust YOll." jle says, 
,-

an edge to ,his voicc, "do I?" 
4 

Cecjl .tenses and ,says sharply, "Certainly not!" and then angrily, 

.. 

. . ,' 
t~J1(.1 then, 

"And you 

with 

càn 
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" .take your, irnpt1den~e OUt' of here immediately!" , , 

d 

D,u~ne is 1lbout to say, T<uck ~ou/ but ea!ehes ;~imseli and jl~st shakes h'Îs head' us 
, " { " l,' , 

he gocs baeR into the bakery for the box of bread. He does not bother to,go say good-

bye to lite large, brown-haired woman. As he walks with the box out of,the bakery, he 
" , . , 

res..ists ,the urge to tak~ one last look at the oa~en table. ' 
~~ 

Cecil- is' again sorting chees~s as ri~ùll1e walks through the shop. Çecil does not -

look at Duane no~ mave t<;> open the door. 'Prick,' tllinks Duane as he struggles with 
, . 

the doorknob while holding the box. Getti'ng the door open, he thinks, 'tunt?' Ollt­

side:, the street is dark from c1,ouds that block the sun.' Duane 'thinks, 'What would he , , , 

have snid if l'd sai d, "Fuck you"?' and he laughs as he answers, 'Probab!y, "Where?f11 
---., , 

He shifts' the box, and as'he' does so, he feels his upper left ehest pinched. He looks 
l , - ' , 

• • 0 

down and rctnembers his grandfather's photograph. An urge to apologjzC' to Cecil rises 
, . 

in him, but he does not feel Tike putting the' box down or struggting with the doo~ again, 
, r 

sb he ignores il. 

" Standing at the curb, Duane waits for a gap in the traffic, then cro~ses and, cntÇJs 

the dark walkway. At the parking lot lanes, he walks in (ront of an entering car, mak-
~ 

~ng il stop suddenl~. Though he wishes for sorne, thc;~· are no ~ars in the exiting lanes. 
, . 

'He is ens,ily able to kick ,?pen the hinged ~Ioor to the market. 'T~e lunch time crowd is 
> 1;, , 

gone, 'only old men· and Women stand ab6ut idly as a few shopPCfS handle the fruits 
, . ' 

and vegetables. When Dua~é gets t~ 'Winifreçl's staIl, Clare is not there. H~ "sets the 
~ '. . 

h.ox of bread do~n on a stool \by the ~pen-topped floor cooler. I~ the far cornér of the • 
f) t'.r '. ' • 

cooler, he sees the whole and the sliced green-brown batter breads jn,a plastic bag. A 
, ,(', ~ 

temptation to write an obscenity on the.bag passes. n He rips 'a plasÙe bug from the r;ll 

suspcnd~d in front of him and puts his. y.,hole wheat loaf into il. Turnjng around ta 

, leave, be see~, an ~ld lady :",aiting. ,He s~y~er, "Sorry, 1 don't work here," and then 

\ -
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walks away: 

From the stall t he goes toward, the ,King S~reet exit to go home. PnssÎng n huteh-
q , - J • 

: ,cr's stand, he stops at the low t glass and metnl displny fridge to look nt the Înents and 

bb,Y. some,thing for supper., Looking UPt he rends the chalkbourd of spccials lIItd sees 
\ 

sornething called 'LIGI-ITS'. A butcher eornes over. Duane asks, "Whnt urc 'Iights''!'' 

Thc gutcher points to a whitish, ccllt.!!.a.(",mass in the display' rcfrigcratdr' bctwecn 
/ \'-' 

them and says, "Lung." 

AdrnlTing thc patt~rn a moment, but thinking, too, 'Ilow could anyone eat sorne-

t1~ing like that 'J' I?uune says, "Two strips of beef liver. Put it in a parer hag ~1ig cnotlgh 

for this bread." 
[ , 

Thc bl~cher rcac!1Cs into the cooler" and from a decp, metal tray fl~l-0f reddish­

black cuts of liver, he forks out two·strips a~d puts them on a piece of waxecl paper on 

a seale. After -wei&hing the strips, be wraps and bags them, then glves the bug tQ 

Duane. "Sixty:"four ccnts," says the buteher. 

Duane puys him, puts his bread into the bag, and gocs O\lt the 'exlt to King Street 

-
and lurns left to go down il. Undcr the doudy sky, the str~ct is ~Isy and the store 

fronts duB. [Juane decides t<? go to the book' store in Wellington Squarc Mali und 

'looks up the one way strect to eross ov,cr. He crosses III a gap of traHie. Walkillg pnsl 

the'gr~en frW.lt of the'o'ld building pf Kelly's Bart a littlc, old rubby stops him and nsks, 

"Would yon buy ~ lighfer?" . 
\ ~ ~ , \ 1 

The ncilf-bald, unshàven old man has u' lill and fi soft cye, so Duane looks at the 
\ ' , 

t~in, square, black lighter and says, "Hick it." , 

" With bath hands~ the old man shakily presses down the rncchanism,' but whcn the 
, \ 1 

'ittle chr,omo eap jumps up, 'no namc.~ppears. l'Just a minute, lad," the old man says. 
... • 1 ; 

.' 
"It workçd when 1 lit ,a fag - t'is .rnornin'." With determination, he presses the 

1 

.. -

1 
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'mechanism agai~, and this lime there is ~ weak Daine. "Needs gas, \'at's aIt One doi-
t ~ v ~ 

lar-'tis a bargain, for sure." 

Duane looks at the entrance to Kelly's and says, "And.what'do you intend to do, 

with the doll ar, sir?" 
" , 

"IIO/Îpur Saint Pat, you can be sur~," winks the old man as he straighlens hunself. 

~anc chucklcs and ceaches into his pants pocket and pullf outahaiï~ coins. 

He sees something between a dollar and 'a dollar and a half in his palm. "Okay, 
G 

there's at least a 'dollar here. Give the waiter a good tip." - Duane takes the 1ighter 

with his other hllnd, ~nd th~an eagerly cups his t~o small hands to receive the 

coins. 

"God ble!is you, lad," he says as Duane drops the coin~ into his hand. "l'II toast , 

you wii' our sainL" 'l'hG old man looks at the coins in his hand and then raises his 

heag.Sad-eyed, he says, "Er, wonld you spare a cigarette;. SO~?fI 

1 "Sir,I am sorry, but 1 do not smoke." 

The old man pulls hh hea'd back wide-eyed, and coins fisted, he gestures to thé , , 
skYe "Now t'cre's a t'inkin' man! Stay off t'e wecc:J, son~ and keep y'r God-giv'ü hcalt'!" 

. . / - ' 

, "Yes sid" Duan .. e says. He pockets the lighter in his jacket and daps the old- man 
, <' 

r. 
on the arm~ then walks on down the street remembering frosty dawns as he cllrsed and 

primed cold, wct tobacco leaves that slapped in his factt and lcft a nicotine sting and . 
bitterness tasted in every cigarette he had çver Jried. 'Wrong w.ced, old man,' he 

thinks as he reaches the corner of Clarence Street and crosses against the red Ù1f~ugh 

the smoke of an oil-burning car. 

He enters the mail, and walking down the long, wid(y~foyer among the shopp~ 

and IbungetS, he pays liule ~ttçl1t,ion to the st6res on_ either side, intent ollly on the 

book store at the far end. But gradually visible among the people in fronf,?f him is a 

! 
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, / 
green and white booth strangely decorated with barbed wire. and candies. Approach-

. 
ing it, Dua~e sees a' sign aC,ross the top of the booth. It reads, 'AMNESTY 

JNTERNATIONAL'. Below the sign and beside the booth is a table with leaflets und 

magazines. A young black woman is inside the booth and is tnlking to fi fair-hnircd , 

, ànd bèarded yqung man who stands outside il. Duane stops'-'at the tuble und lo~oks nt 

• the materiaI. He picks up u journal called The Candie. Leufing throllgh it, he sees 

photograp~s of people of different nationulites and stories about the abll~è of hllman 

~ rights. He stops at a grèen-tinted page with the heading, I,etter-Writing Cumpl;ign. 

~ . 
and begins to read ab~ut prisoners of consc.J,.ence and ,,:,riting lett~rs_ to governments on 

-
thcir behalf. While he is reading, 'lC hcms a woman say, "lIi. Intcrcsted in Amnesty?" 

Duane looks up from the page and sees the young black woman. "AI), no-I mean, 

1 don't know. What is-are these things free?" Duane inwurdly curses his incoherency, 
.' 

but does not think ubout his unwillingncss to talk witH thc young womnn in the booth. . , 

ij:e ju~t wants to read the jpurnal. 

~. , '" ' '. 
The young woman looks altentivc1y,ut Duane a moment/ then says, "Yes, they are. . ' 

Thcre is info~mation on Amnesty in the OI~e yOll have III your hànd, and our local 

group's address and phone numbcf arc stàmped o,n the back.: Give us a cali if yon 

want." She smiles, then tums from DUaJ1e and r.C~lImes tnlking to the young man. 

Duane puts the journal into his bug 'and walh from the booth into the bbokstore. 

While he browses, he cO;ltinues to think about his incoherency, and he begins to 
, -

. despair .about his politics essay. Co~ing to the reference section, he skims it, but stops 

on the bpttom shclf at fl small book'c,ulled The:Elements of Style. Ile picks it up and 
r 

looks at the cOIltents pages. It looks so simple that he almùst fecls embarassed and 

insultccMhat he has thought he could use a book like iL ...... Reaching down to pot it baek " 
. 

, "on the shelf, the bag he holds begins to slip. He pulls,it,tighter to his ehest. and as he 

-
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does so, he feels somethintfpick him. He looks down and remembers his grandfather's 
, . 

pllotograph in his pocket. As he is"looking down," he also secs in his bag the Amnesty 
-'1 ' 

International jO~.lfnal. 1 Remembering his incohcrency at the booth, he straightens with 

the book in his hand and walks with it to the cashier. He pays for it and walks out of 

., the store, leaving the mail at ,the Wellington ~re~~ exit and turning back up to King for 

" 
home .. 

Walking along King Street, he ~ecs 6t'~pled on a telçphone pole a photocopy poster 

fldvertising Lawrence's poetry night. '''Poetry at The Pace' ," he' reads and then, begin-
'. 

ning to spcak mockingly, "'N;ted arca {foets and Irish stew for you'," He becomes 
Il 1" 

, 1 

gloorny and walks on past mn-down houses to Burwell Street, where he turns Icft and 

gocs up to, a high, old, VIctorian house. He goes around baclt to the-clapboard addi- ... 

tion among the o\lergrown alley trees. 

Walking past his black Toyota pickup tmck, he stops ~nd looks at the dents and 

resin-spattered paint and windshicld. He looks down at the stains of urine on {he front , , 

tire. On the front fender, there IS a hand-sized spot of rust. Duane iaises his foot and 

nudges the spot. Il flexes, and a few srnall chips of mst drop off. He rernembcrs the 

b.ad denl' he made on the truck, too muc,h money for something that need<:d too much 

work. "Fuckin' thing," he say~, and he kicks in the mst spot. Chips of ru~ted metal 
, /' 

fall in a puff of duse He turns from the truck and walks under the trcê's across the 
-

smnll, patchy lawn to the wood a,nd window door of his sm ail apartll\cnt. He unlocks 

it and lets himself in. -

Inside, he takes the pa~kàge of liver from the bag and puts it into the old fridgc, 
f <>. 

~ purs the bread on the counter, and empt~~ the journal and the book onto a arborite 

k'itcheE table that is covered with the pages of notes he has made from 'rea'dï;;gBurke 

and Paine. He flattens the bag and puts it onto the paper pile he has kept ,since 

; 
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, hearing ab?ut saving trees by recycling: Going to the table, he removes his jacket and 

puts it over a chair back, then hans to the table and sits down, thinking he will try to 

work on the essay for a while. 

ACter a few minutes of shuffling through notes, he picks up the Amnesty Interna-

tiouni" journal and turns to the lettcr-writing campaign article. Ile wonders what he 

would say in leUers to t~e Russians about how they treat the .Tcws, or to the Israclis 

about how they treat the Palestinians, or.!o _the Irish about how thf.!y treat ench other .• 

Increasingly, he thinks that because he knows so liUle he could say nothing at ,\11. Thut 

is what he has lenrned so far from his politics <-:mlr~e, of thnt he hus no need to won-

der. 

Laying the journal aside, he picks up the style book he bought and looks al the 

co~tents pages again. The section about choosing and hording to a sllitnble de~ign 

interests him, so he turns' to it. Reading il. he yawns, and when finishcd lurn~ 10 the 

chapter on style. While reading it, his he ad begins to drop from drowsiness, und after 

three pages of the chapter, he closes his eycs to rest them, but thel' clo~es the book 

ahd lowers his he ad onto it, and as the sun cornes out from behind the clouds, he driû.s._ 

off t? sleep. Ile scmi-wakens a while later, long enough to push himself from the table 

and shuffle over to his unmade ~ofa bed. 
, ,\ 

When Dliane awakens, he is in darkness. Rismg from his bcd, he looh out a win-

dow and sees in the alley trces the last faint light of dusk. Ile switche'i 011 a lIoor lump 

and secs by his watch that it is a few minutcs after SCVCll. Enough time 10 ~howcr and 
l 

eat befon! going to The Pace, he thinks. He tums on his sinall table radio and tUIlCS 
. . 

from the university rock station to the cnC's "As It I1appens", then undrcs'ies. 

.' 
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Taking hi.s. grandfather's photograph from hi~ shirt pocket, Duane straightens the 

, ,bent corners of the green card, then opens it and looks at the picture. An urge to write 

a letter to his grandfather arises, but he dismisses the absurdity of the idea, being thnt 

the old man is dead. He lays the card on the radio, then goes to the bathroom, and as 
, --

he tums on the water and steps into the curtain-circIed bathtub shower, on the radio an 

interview with'a persccute-et-writf.}f begins. '" 
t' ~, _ 

Stepping from the shower, Duane start~ to 'dry himself and hears someone on the 

radio say, "writing what you wallt withoul interference from the authorities," but he 

ignores the rest a$ he dries his hair. The wrap~up music plays and then a story follows 

about a Canadian put in jail somewhere in Africa because he had broken ri law he did 
, ~ 

not know about. Duane only half-listens as he combs his hair arid then urinates. 

When he goes into his bedsitting room, he feds hke music, so he tunes in the rock sta-
J 

tion agail~. ~J1eavy metal program is on and he listens to it while he dresses, putting 

on his jeans and a dark green sweatshirt. But after -the flfst song, he can no longer 

take the screaming guitars. He tries anothcr station and gels gospel, then anolher, and 

dissatisficd finally tums the radio off. 

For supper Duane frics the liver wlth sorne potatoes and onions and eggs that 

begin sllnny-side 'up but become scramblcd. The meal cooked, he takcs it to 'the table. 

HC'sho'Ves his notes out of the way to clear space. Picking up the Amnesty Interna-

tional journal, he leafs through it again thinking he has read enollgh of il. Ile moves to 

toss it onto the paper pile, but moving, secs his grandfather's photograph on the radio 

and .deeiàes instcad to rcad the rest of the journal later. He lays it aside on his notes, 

then sits to eat. 

While cating the liver, he recaUs the lungs and thinks, 'What a name, "light~".' On ~ ,­

an impulse, he riscs while chewing and goes to his Funk and Wagnalls desk dictionary , 
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to look up the word. He finds il, and reads its etymology as he swallows. He returns 

to the table only a bit annoyed that the word refers to weight 'and not, as he thought, ta 
, , 

colour. 

Finished his supper, Duane puts his dishes into the ~ink, thell take~ li fruit jllt full 

of marijuana from the cupboard and rolls three joints, pndlllg hllllSclf that he cun use 

one Zig-Zag while Lawrence has to use two Exports. The joints rolled,,J.;c puts the jar 

back into the cupbonrd, pulls on his -bOOb and black leather Jacket, then pockcts the 

joints in his jacket as he tums out the light~ and leave~ lor The Pace. 

Outside, he fecls a bree7e in his face. Ile loob illto the clark ~ky, and :-ceing the 

<f~ünt c1ouds. he IS remindcd of l1ights before winy mOf1lmg'i 11\ tobacto licld'i. Lookmg 

back down, he is attracted to the activity ot: Dundas Street, Ml he walk., up to It ruther 

----l-tR,Ra8-l1l--d~n40_King.._At Dundas, he turns Icft toward the ht-ur downtpwn three block~ 

away. ' 

Passing in 'the dark the old houses converted into buslIle!>s office!> and ~torcs, he 

watches kids in cars with only thcir parking hghts on crui~e ur to the Mr Suhmarine, 

" then turn around in its lot to cnllse back t~ward the downtowll. 'Broadway,' thinks 

Duane, 'buck, and forth, yo-yos-get out of the house, car or not.' Ile thinb briefly 

*' about his parents, who he has Ilot t,alked to since the news 01 hls grandfathcFs death, 

but then at the corner of Dlindas andWatcrloo, cro!>sing wlth the green, he looh ovcr 

to th:~ corner on the other side at the convcrted house and the hghts III the sL"t:o/ld-f1oor' 

" ,,' 

.j 

ap{lrtrncnt. 
, 

He secs a familiar, whlte-haircd man walk by olle of thç Wll1<JoW!> aÎld ifilUgincs 

him, Stepl~en, among the art works frorn around the world that duttcr his ap~lrtrncnt. 

Looking, Duane rernernbers the art show for new art ln the city Stephen held in pis 

down~own gallery the past winter and how Stephen had afler {alking to Duane about 
", 

.-
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_o. naiveté accepted for the show a pencil-crayon drawing Duane had done last - fall just 
t • 

, .. 

. '" 
for sornething ta do, a drawing of a' tree with curled, ab,stract leaves coloured from 

Iight, to dark. A newspaper critic panned the show and' Duane's drawing in particlllar, 
\ 

calling il "uncdifying./1 Duane was not certain what this rneant, but he, knew it was 

bad. Out of spite, hc did not look it up. '1'0 his surprise though, the drawing' sold. . . 
With the eighty dollars he got, he took Stephan out to dinner and spent the rest 0n' 

c::. 
books .and hash. Sincc then, he bas visited Stephen occasionally. Stephen once ~ici 

ta him, "1 thmk you have more going on inMd,c you than you Ict on./1 Duane knew 

immediately what Stephen meant, ·but could n~t have told someone if asked to . 
. 

Near the IIlterscclIon of Wellington, a wind whuls around the business towers and 

.blows Duane into a quicker step. The Iight turns yellow just as he reaches the corner, 1 

and he crosses quickly into the downtown strip of brightness. But starting down the 

strip. he sfops almo~t immedtatcly at the dark~llcd front of the padlocked door of Fry-

fogle's Tavern, an.d he rememb~rs ~ltting in its darkness two years ago in a darkness of 

• his own. 'qwen,' he thinks, 'what was the' dictionary's meaning of the 'lame? Light­

~rowcd-no, something like tIH~t, though ... an' old story, anyway.... Too ',ad abqut the 

Cire in Fry's kitch~Il--good bar gone.' 

He starts walking again, down the street between the old, thrce and four storeyed 
• 

'buildings, looking;tihc- ht signs and the movi'e marquees, the store windows, the peo-

pie, and the ,-cars. The warm, spring night has drawn people, out. Kids lounge around , 

the big. -Collcrete, planter boxes, while young and oid men and womcn walk togt;ther or 

alone. Cars with windows down and music playing move slowly.bumper °to bumper on 

the two narrow Iane:; of the street. 

, Crossing Richmônd Street before the light changes, Duane has tq jump to avoid a 

car trying to bcat the re.d. He usually curses dri~ers like that, but seclng she is an , . 

, \ 
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, attractive blond, he only sighs and remembers Lucille. 
; , 

Hel continues down the sidewalk to Talbot Street and tllrllS left down ils quiet 

, darkness -toward The Pace. - Through the windows of the bars in the big, pink Talbot 

Inn across the street, Duane sees the ba.~s are already busy. Since he hns bcen in l ,on-. 
don, he has gone regularly te:> one of the bars, The Firchall, and he decides tl> go there 

, 
after "tnc poetry reading.' He looks from The Fuehall down the street to Winifred's 

store and. sees it~s ~t1l1 open. Ile d?cl<.l,es to kccp to the oppo~itc ~ide of Ihe st rect ' 
, , 

until he hàs pas<;ed the store. Pm.slllg it, he IO'nh in the large window~ of the resta'u-

rant and chec~e ~hop and thinks how the cllstomers, walters, and Cectl ail look likc 

cars 111 a showroom. 1 le looks fmtller down the ~trect to the corner of King Street und 
~ 

t 
1 at the black and white painted punk bar, 'J'he Bool. 'Cars,' Ilc thmks IInd scoffs as he 

w~lks on, 'Father wilh lm Linéoln and Brendan his Cougar, me a.,rtlsled Toyota and Il 
, ' -

,bicycle ... mother still refusing 10 drive .... ' 

'Duane cro~ses Talbot on the green toward the punk bar and trics 10 cross King 
.... 

againsl the light, but fast cars on King"forcc him back to HlC corner. While he w~its 

for ~he light to change, a punker with 'his hair bleachcd and weé.~rmg a ~plkcd dog col-

lar .~nd a swaslIka earring passes him. Théy look 'at each othcr. The punker growls ut 
--....-'-

Duane! then lallghs and walks on. Duane lallghs too, but a~ the hght changes lo grécn 

and he crosses the street, he rccalls Wickham's black cat and sncer!> .. :t·hcn up ahead 
, ' 

at the entrance to The Pacc, Duane sces t1free young women arrive from the other ~ 

direction. He recognizes one of them as Clare. Ile hangs back a bit to give them time 

,to entC4!9 

A travcl otfice is to his righl. 1 le stops and, looks al th(' posters 111 ils window. 

'PARIS: CITY OF LIGHT!' reads D'ne of the Eiffel Towcr lit 'up at nigh't, and 'Cool 
t:::;;;;» 

Green in the Hot Summer', reads another of a misty stream in thé forested hills of 

t .. _ 

1) 
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'Ireland. Duane rernembers last sunirncr sweatirtg on a construction site and begins to 
1 / 0 ' \ 

,,0 

c,alculate his budgèt. Realizing he would have to seU his t~ck; he decides ,to check it 
I~ 

over to s'ee what he can ask for il. 

CI;He and the other"s have gone in, so Duane w.alks on to The Pace. He opens the 

~ooden door and going in mu~ters, r~Son-of-a," as he squints,in the narrow, brightly lit, 
, 

yellow-painted corridor to the staircasq' up to the coffeehouse. As he climbs the stàirs, 

he gradllally leaves the brightness until at the top he passes throl;lgh thick, buigUIldy 

curtains und cnters a small, dark foy~r. From it, he secs in tbe darkness many people 

in the plain, long, low roorn of the coffeehouse. The lights have bcen dimmed, and 

candIes in coloured jars 9ui-n on the small, woodenJables. Along the back walLbeside 
" 

the foyer is ri row of windows. On the glass, Duane can see,his faint reflection among 
~ , 

those of the people inside, and through the windows, he' s~es 'the silhouette of roofs and 

chirnncys against the blue-black night sky. Srnclling coffce and cigarettes as his cyes 

adjust, D~Ianc secs that the .pl~ce is full of people, mostly young, standing and sitting at 
1 • 

tables. He SCI~C;CS an eagçr~ess and intensi,ty in the rnurmur that both attract~ hirn and 

puts' hi~ on edge. ACtcr the Royal and Fryfogle's and The ,Firehall, he has never· felt 

cntirery comfortable in the rnellowness of The Pace, ,but this crowd tonight' is 10 him . . . , 

" even s,tranger. If there was even a touch of violence, he wOllld feel more at case. 
'1 

"Your pèa1.moss didn't sell very weil today." , 
Dtiane looks to his fight and secs Clare standing there smirking at hirn. 

"What?" 

"Thal green bread you brought over 'frorn the bogs of Ireland.'" 

Duane roUs his eyes and says, "Give it\to Cecil; he likes it. ft , 

,-
"Liar. Whcn 1 look it back to the store aCter work, he nearly shrieked." She 

srnilcs us Duane looks up at the ceiling. "You lwo didn't gel along today, eh?" she says 
, 

'. 
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with wh~t Duane pen;eives to be a 'bint of seduction. 
} , . 

"Likè grapes and onions," he replies }boking at hor. 

·"Like what?~ins Clare."\ ~ 

, "Like bananas 'd-rld sausage?" he says slightly irritntcd and then tcstily, "1 don'. 

knOWI' the guy's a fag, he kept looking at' my cro'tch. wh;i'tl yon exp~ct'! -NlIt~ and 

bolts ~ 'Hmm,' tht~ks Duane as he ~o.ks over her Jeans und dark nannel shirt, 'did her 

eyes erk when 1 sa'id 'bananus und sausuge'?' t>-, 

"Obviously," Cfare
o 
nearly purrs, "yon're not gay." 

, 
"Mc? No way! 1 like to kiss whcn 1 fu-muke lo-.~, Jesus.'" Duanc breathes in 

, ~ 

, .slowly. "You, ah, you .seen Lawrence?" He nervously,looks aw~,y from ('lare umLout . 
ovçr the crowd, thinking, 'What a pigJ, am.' 

l • 

"LawreJ{ce'?" suys Clar~, standing tip-toed to look over 'the crowd. "1 saw him n 

few minuteugo-oops!" and she grabs Duane's a~m to keep her balance. "Wcnlllp ~oo ...... 

fast,"'she say,s, blinking her eyes widely once for emphasis, thcn whispering e~mrm'to-
, . 

rially, "Wdtsmoked sorne marijuana before we came in." She has not let go of nllulle's 

arm . .-:say, why didn't yon tell me yom name this afternoon? Cecil neatty ~pit .,it at me 

when 1 asked him." 

, "I don'i know-forgot, 1 gue$s. '1'0 tell you, 1 meun, not my, ah, n!lmc.~' '(,hfi~t,' 

" . ) 

thinks' Duàne, 'this is getting bad.' "Therc's Lawrence by the kitchen' door," he suy~ 

lying and st arts to move away. Crare squeezes hlS arme 

"Hey," 'she drawls, "wait a rnjnu~e. Come join us after you talk to Lawrence. 

We'rc sitting in the ,corner back there," and she nods toward il. She lets her hand !\lide 

down Dunne's arm to his hand. ,She squeezes' it once, then huns. and walks back 

through the crowd to her table. Duane watches her long cl}rls bounce on her back. 

Whe.n she disappears, he turns a!!?in to look for Law.rence. Looking through tht? 

" 

-' 
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crowd, Duane finally seçs Lawrence's he ad bob Qt r th,e microphone, and he walks 
,J 

through people ,toward hirn. When h.e reaches Lawrence, Duane sees that he has 

cfouched to try to untangle sorne wires that le ad to lights above the floor-levcl stage. 
\ 

/lHow's it goin', Lawrel).Çcl" 

Lawrence look~ ,up frorn the tangled wires. "Duane! Okay. You? Happy Saint 

Patrick's./I He looks down again. /lThese wi~es arc a pain," he says, then ~e looks at 

tht! cciling an.d half-chants, "But you goUa have lights. Light: soul of inspiration." 

Crouched still, he looks at Duane and says normally again, "You mi;sed suppcr./I 
" 

. "Yeah, 1, ah, V(as wacked after y.'orked," Duane says as he tum; to look over his 

shoulder at Clare's corner. Then lookmg back at Lawrence, he says, "\,OU got a preUy 

good crowd." 

"Not bad," Lawrence says, still fooling with the wires. "Less Ihall 1 expected 

Ihough: '(ou know any of them?" ' 
f 

"1 recognize sorne faces. Oh yeah, and a girl frorn the market, Clare. You kn<;>w 

• 
her?" Duane looks at Lawrence for his response. 

. ' Lawrence ,looks up frorn1he wires. His glasscs glmt. - -. 

Duane rcsi:;ts squinting. 

"Yes, 1 do.," Lawrence says slowly before adding carcfully, "and l've been wanting 

10 get to know her bctter." He looks ut Duane a moment longer bcforè turning back to 
" 

the wires. He says lcss guardedly, "She writes sorne interesting stuff about -mother-, 
, v 

daughter relationships and se~rching for the fernale muse. Pret,ty heavy on the Plat-

\ hian confessionalisrn, though she moderatcs ir with sorne Rousseauian pnmitivism. We -:" 

comrnunicate pretty weil, but she seems ·to want to keep things platonic. Hold these 

two wircs, will y~ut' 

Duane takes the wires, and Là\vrence runs his hands down them to fi knot of thrce 

" 
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. other \vires. He pulls at them a few seconds, then 'stops and stare!; 'at them. 

, ~Se~~ing Lrrence's fmstrntion: Duane SJlyS, "Try those two coming out the hot-' 

. ,. 
:,tom. 

\ Lawrcnce \urn,s the knot over and sees the wircs Duane mean~. 1 le pulls them. 
\ . 

The knot jerks away, but Du~ne grabs it and says, "Push them." Lawrence docs, and 

the knot begins to untanglc. 
, 

, Duane lcts go of the .cords and says, "Whcre ~an 1 get a beer'!" 
, 

Without looking up as he separates the cords, I,awrence says, "(Jo to !hc kitthc.-l. 

It's self-scrvice tonight." 

Duane turns from La·wrence 10 walk tôward the light of, the kilchcn cntrance nt th~ 

fàr end of the dark, crowded coffeehduse. On lables lie pCI1S, Ilolcbooks, und pages of . 

paper. People talk over th@1ll, drinking beer and coffee, or sit ab:-.orbed in reading or 

writing, a cigarette dangling from a mouth or hcld bctweell fmger:-.. Whcn Duane gels 
, 

t9 t~e kitchen, he is met by a small, dark ~oung wom~1l in a green blouse and Il 
o 

stained, white apron. "What can 1 get'for you?" she asks pleasantly. 

"A beer, please." J 

She tums and gocs to a big, steel,'lIlk. Dunne look, intn the rJ'CIl and sccs .. ' 

cauldron on the .,.<;tove. When the girl rcturns with the bcer, DlIan~~ays, "You rn'ake 

the stew?" 

':Yes, 1 dld," she replies. "Did you like it?'~-

"1 got here too late to have any." Duane wonders why be' didn't <;ay that he nte 

supper at home'. 

"There's a bit left if.you'd like sorne," thè girl says. 

"Thanks, but l'm, ~h, not hungry. l'd like a taste though." Ile rcrncmbers the 

poster and thinks, 'Irish stew for you-I can imagine.' 

.. -------~---f---

.. 
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thé girl srniles anp goes to the cauldron. ~he takes a wooden stirring\ spoOJ} from 

a jnr jamtped with utensils ar~d reaches with it 1nto the énuldron. She stir~ and then 

,rnises the spoon, .drawing it o'Ver th~ edgc of the cauldron to remove gravy from ynder 

il. With her free hand below th~ spoon, she walks carefully back tu Duane. "The best 

gravyJs alw~ys on the bottmYr," she says as she hands the spoon to him. 

" As Duane raises the spoon to his mouth, he does, not see the drop of gràvy tllat 

falls bIlto his green sweatshirt. Savouring the gravy, he is surprised at how much il' 

tastes hke his rnother's. 

The girl says, "A bit dripped onto yonr sW0atshirt. Just a secolld, l'H gel a cloth.,1 
. 

She g<;>es to the sil1k ~gain as Duane looks down at the spot of gravy. 'Goddamn,: 

he Sfiys to himsclf. 

The girl returns wilh a damp clotho She puts her hand under Duane's sweatshirt 
, .. 

and beneath the spot, then rubs it cl~an'. "Nice colour," she says, grazing Duane's 

ehest as she withdraws her hal1d. "Are you Irish'JO 

> "Oui," Duane replies. . ' 

She looks àt him strangcly for a m0!llent, then smiles -and says, lIS0 am 1. The 

gravy is a family -rccipe. Did you like it?" 

"It was really good." 'Oui,' ne thinks, 'what a g~of.' He gives her the' SPOO? and 
1 

says, '':l'hanks,'' then tums to leave. 

"It's a dollar for the beer ," the girlt1iays. 

Dùane rcrnembers the bottk. "Oh yeah/" he says, and he gives hèr',the beer to 

hold white he pulls out his wati~t. 

"Nice try~" sile snys as hç gives her a dollar. 

"1 wasn't-" anô he sees her smile slyly. He 'smiles jronically himsel(,' then takes 
.J 

back his beer and moves into the crowd. , 

) 

• 
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Uncertain wh ether 'br not he wanls' to go 10 Clare's table, he sils nt a bench nlo~g 
, j ~ • 

the wall opposite the ~icrophoij,e. :r~e tast rrünut~, cxciterncnt 10udcl~s the murmur. 

Bodies gcsture and m0VC quickly in the candl~light. 'On the bench beside Duane, a 

young guy is bent ove~r rcu'ding to h'imself from. the pocm on the sllcét on his knccs. 
, J 

Duane trics to read il, but ~an not inak'c out the writmg, $0 looks up llgain ut pli the 

people. 
---;-

After a minute, a white spotlight na~hcs on oyer the microphone. Duanc' squints , \ 

and tlJrn~ away slightly. Lawrence 1a1ks JI1to the light. :rh'e murml.uing !'~Ib~ides. 

"High, 'everyone?" says 'LaWr~~\;c, mixjng his grcciing with ,\ questioning glance 

>lI1d thcn pausing. Peoplc' snickcr as he contJl1ues. "We\co/lly 10 The Pace Saint' Pat-. , 
rick's Day poetry IlÎght. Evcrybody wcaring green?" He pec'rs over the mike. "Good. 

1 l ' • 

Anyonc who isn't will have the local facimllc of the shamrock stuck to theiT forchead." 

Sorneonc guffaws. ~_'awrence looks askance, Ihe~l says, '!We've got eight poelS rcnding, 

and what they'rc go~ng t~ do is read for Jiftccn minutes each, and after tluée thcrc'Jl be 

fi break for about fifteen minutes. After thç la~t reader, the rnike l'l free 10 anyonc 
.' , 

who wants to rcad. Thcre's I~ts of coffcc ,~nd bCI!f. The only thing green to he COI1-

sumcd il! here js food colouring." Sorne kn()~lI1g ch(~rllcs. (Okay, '>0, we're going to 

bcgin. Tl1ese pocts 'are original and stron'g. writers and ~eL\ders. You probably know 
~ 

all of them nlready, so 1 don't nced to do anylhmg but introdlll:c them. Just to break 
, 

the ice, the first reader is-mysclf!" 

Good-humourcd groans ,rise. ged and purpJc spoÜighb tum on. Lawrence pulls 

sorne foldcd sheet~ from his back pocket, opens them, a/ld begins to rend a poem. 
J., .. ~ .' 

As Lawrence reads, Duane lets the words and imag(,.o; play in his hettd;bur he 
1 

bccomes puzzl6d and stops when he is made to think, 'How is woman likc a btrcet­
t 

light ?' 
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"-and me a pole t~~t reaches for her 

suspended in the sky-" 
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DuÎlne forgets his puzzlement as he nearly laughs aloud. He sighs insteaa~ tiren 

takes a long drink of,,-his beer and 'tobks around. The ,kid next to him has tilted t'he 
L ' 

page he was reading to catch the light from the stage; but now only stares at the floor._ . 
A few others are sün writing or r-cading in the candlelight what th'ey have written. 

o -

Most people lue fixed on Lawrence. He fihishes '{is poem, ancf there is soft applause. 
j ~ - \ 

Duane daps a few limes too. Lawrence é'onÙnues with other pocrns. Duane'listens,' 
~ , 

more Plcking out than c8ught by words or phrasès to think about, but he mually misses 

how the ending fits the rest of the poem. He has toid Lawrence about this problem hè 
>, 

has with endings~ and Lawrence said that It was because in cOlltemporary televisio~ 

culture' endings are arbitrarily irnposed by commerdal interests and that people don't 

have a sense of open-endedness ànymore. Tben he said, "Read McLuhan," and weIlt, 
-

on to lnlk about his most recent reiatiollship. Duane_ was in the.rniddle of The Rise 
J ~ - -

and Fall of the Third Reich ut the time, and he forgot about McLuhan: 
. , 

. Lawrence concludes and calls the ne~~ poet t~ the mike, t,hell sils in a chair ~t the 
, 

edge of the stage .. This Ilext poet and the! one after hirn sound like Lawrence to 

Duane, and he thi~ks he may go to The Firehall carlier than he planned. 

By the break, he is ,thirstYl,.,for another beer and some- music. He décides io" slip 

down to Thé Firehall to catch ·a few tunes and have a fast beer, then think about 
, 

wh ether to come back for Clare's reading. As he makes his way through the crowd to 
-, 

l , 

the stairway, Clare lippea'rs before him. "There you Qre," she says. "tIave you 

s~lU6bcd us purposely or are you-=-" 

liNo, ~10," Duane interrupts, "1 wâs-~ome guy sho,wed m~ his.poems and 1 gol stuck 

thcre when Lawrence began. 1 was ... was just going out ta get sorne air, and th~Il 1 

.. 
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~as going to joilf you." 

"Oh, okay," Clare says brighti~. ''l'm going to ge~ a coffee. Can 1 get you Qn~'}" 

"No, thanks. l'Il get a beer when 1 come back in." 
, 
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Clare nods, and passing Duane, to go on to the kitchen, she says, "See yOl! in u 

bit. l' 

Duane'thinks, '1 doubt It.' He walks on to the exit and goès through the curlain 

and dOWll the stairs into the bright yellow-light. "Goddamned lights,n_ he mullcrs as he 

squints. ' Out of the door and ontO' the sidewülk, he ~ecs ctlrs parkcd ail along the , , 

street and a fcw drivmg up il. Ile tUfllS left up toward ,The Firehal!. Crossmg King, 
, " 

he secs sorne punkcrs with high, orange Iroquois culs jumping around liS th~y wait to 

get into The Boot. A gust of wind blows his long, bla<.:'k curis. Ile finds himsclf lhink­

ing about Wickluim, but can Ilot tell why, so forgcfs about him. Ile crosses the street 
. -

" 'and walks up past Winifrcd's store, now dark and closed. Slowing to look, in ."he imag-
~ , " 

in~s Cecil whimpering elbow-dccp in dish' watcr, ~It -he also wishcs that he had hcfore 
, ~ l' 

he left felt one last time the,oaken table. ' 
" 

Continuing up the street to The Firehall, Duane tenscs whèn he' secs in front of the - . , ,. 
bar try.ree black Harley-Davidsons backed against the curb. He slows und rcmembcrs 

the niglt 'Iast fal~l the b~-r whe~ as he. was pa~sing-;tablc of 1hrcc' bikers and theie' 

women, one of the brkcrs, a scrawny greaser, shouted at him ubove the noise, "You!" 

Duane looked -at him and fch strangely honourcd at being hailcd by a blktr. Ile 

st<?pped and leaned over to the grcaser and said, "Yes?" The grehser mumbled sQme-
-, -

-
thing about wa,lking sorncwhere cise. Duane said" "What? 1 can't hear yon." Ile 

, l , 

looked at the greaser, who scowled and then sucker-punchcd him. Duane staggcred 
l , " , 

backward more from surprise th an r;om the blow. l-Ie shouted, "What'd 1 do, man?" 

A massive, thick-bearde~ biker at 'the table rose and steppcd up ,to Duane and ~aid. 

'1"-

-

\1 ' 
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"Okay, move on, we don't want trouble here. n Duan~ walked out of the bar shaking 

ànd did not go to The Firehrul again until \\rinter came. ~e did not see the bikers there 

through the winter. This is the first time he has se en motorc~s here sinet! he has 
~,! 

come back. 

'Maybé they men't the ~ame ones,' Duane thinks as he despitc himself admires the 
~( , ~ 

Harleys. Then he hears the band beg.in ta play and decides to take the chance. He 

o~ens the red, metal-sheeted door and walk~ in. The long, Harrow room is dark, 

smoky, loud, and p~cll:cd with people. Dim, red lamp~ glow among theiffre bllckcts, 
, 

hases, and ladders that hang on thé red and black walls. At the far end, in a blue 
, ' 1 

light on II low stage, a four-man band is playing hard a wailing blues tUile. Du.an~ clo­

se~'h~s ~y~s a moment and in~ales d!!eply, then cuts through the c~~wd ta get n, bcer al 

the smaU bar against the wall opposite him, looking arouod for the bikers as he gocs. 

Not seeing them, he gets ta the bar, a control pancl salvaged from a fire cnginc, and 
, . 

above the noise shouts tc? the bartender, liA beer!" 

While he waits, he watches the lead guitar player, Matt. Ma.tt's band often pl'ays f> 

The Firehall and is the only band Duane has continued ta see since moving to London. 

Matt and Duane had seen each other often in the bar and then the win ter Duane 

worked at Winifred's introduced themselves there when Matt went in for lunch from his 

day job at the furniture store next doar. Talking another day, Duane discoverecl that 

Matt k''new bands. that used to play at the Royal and that hc'! himsclf had played thcre. 

Duane said he knew he had recognized Mate, bût he was not really sure he did. 

The oartender gives Duane his b~er. Duane pays, then move~ intç the crowd to 
, ' 

get closer 10 the stage. As he moves through the crowd in the smoke and the noise, he 
\ . , . , ( , 

looks around for the biker~ and feels safer with Matt pl?ying on the stage. Stopping at 

a frce spot against a wall near the front, Duane ;las a c1ear vicw of ,Matt, his 

.-
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blue-tinted blond helld ben~ _dpwn to see his fast playing as his long, lenn body swnys. 
" . c • 

As Duane stands near the wall, Matt gets into sorne sizzling bottleneck. Rays of blue 
! .. o~ 

light shoot off the stainless steel tube on lus last finger as il slides up and clown the gui-

tar neck. The crowd is rcally into it, shouting an~ whistling and dancing bctweell 

tables. Matt shoots off riff after riff fi!! .!!ç intensifics to a ~cn ring climax. Ile slushes 

the last chùrd ànd the crowd gocs wild crying, "More! More!" as the drummer nip~ hi~ 
~ .< 

stic~s away)to the air and Matt pCcls off his guitar. l:ven as Matt and the olher 

mUSlcwns leave the low stage, people clap and shout and bang botllc~ and glas~es on 

tables .. 

'\ ,Duane watches MaU ~valk from the stage and into the crowd. Theil, bcyond Matt 

and seated at a table in the corner by the stage, he secs the bikers, the ~ame Il~rce and 

their women. They ail SIl aloof and motionless. As Matt~earchcs for a roule through 
../ o 

the crowd, he secs Duane a'nel gesturcs low wlth a c1enched fist, then mnkes his wny 

toward him. The massive, bearded bikcr fiscs from the tuble and begins tn follow 

Matt, MaU gets to Duane and they reach out their right hands and power shake. , , 

"What's happenin', Duahe?" 

"Hot stuff, Matt! Jesus!" 
" \ , 

"Yeah, only the first set too. You hcre alone?" 

")leah. Jll~t came from the poetry rea~ling at The Pace." Duane secs the bikcr 

approaching. 
1 

"Oh, yeah," say:; Matt easily, "that's tonight, ch? Many people show up'!" 

1'rJ'he place is pàckcd. Pretty subdued though." Duane looks pu!>t Matt und nods. 

"Guy comi r1g over." 

Matt turns ~round and secs the, big bikcr. Duane notices #tt/s body harden. 

The bikcr reaches them. Matt turns t.o make him facc both himsclf and Duane. 

-. 
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"Bobbie," says Matt to the biker. 

"Matt," replies the biker, who then looks down at Duane. 

"Duane," says Malt, "Bobbie." 

"We met," the biker says. Then to Matt, "We got the picnic comin' up May tweh-

ty-fourth weekend. Wanna play il again? Same terms as last year and what you'rc 

makin' now." 
~--

"1 don't know, Bobbie. Il got too lieavy last year." Duane sees Matt look at the 

table the biker has come from. "Y our buddy Albert slarted doing things a guy his size 

shouldn't do." 
OÙ 

"1 know, 1 know," says the biker agitated. "He gets pissed, and he's a pain in the 

ass." The biker looks down at Du~me, then back at Matt. "We told himi'this year~ (o. 

stay off the liquor or stay away from the picnic. Wc're watchin' him, wc know he's 

trouble." He pauscs, looking at Matt carefully. "Sa, ah, how's Angela, ilnyway?" 

"Finc. l'Il talk lI:> the boys about il. Cali me next week." 

The biker looks at Matt a moment longer, then nods to him. He turns to Duarre­

and says, "See y'," then makes his ;J~ back ta his table. Duanc sees that the scrawny 
'c & 

greaser has his arm around one of the women and is staring at the stage. 

rvfîïif says, "If it wasn't Cor the beautiful bikes, wc wouldn't do this gig." Then 

darkly, "Never tàke Angela agnin." 

. puane looks at Matt's guitar on the stage, then at Matt, and says, "Had your Tri-
~ ~ 

umph ou~ yet?" . " 
"Yeah, first time today. Just tuned her. Have to gel new rubber though." He' 

pauses reflectively, then says, "Weil, l'm gonna get a beer.~kin' around?" 

Duane looks at the bikers. "No~-I'm ~ng back to The Pace. Maybe come back 

aCter it'." 

--' ---



l' 
1 

o 

.~ 

f , 

, 
" 

f' . 

." 

~ . 
119 

"Okay .• See y' lal~r." Matt looks ât the table -of bikers once more, then starts 

through the. crowd for the bar. 
, ~. 

Duane looks over at the bikers again.' Bobbie is talking to the thi'rd biker, the 
~ 

greaser is still staring at the stage, tl,le women look uround inditferently. Looking at 

the blankly staring gr~aser, Duane remembe~s a night in the Roynl;ju!-.t nfter he began 

to go therc when t1q was ncar\~ sixtcen. At a table, ngain in Il c,orncr, !\' group of the 

town thugs were drin~ing. Duane was wntching thym, afraid yel fascinatcd'. hy the 

power they hac) by, n,s. far n~ he knew. reputation nlolle. Sllddenly olle of them, a 

small guy with stick, blond hair, pickcd up an cmpty gla-;s frOl~ the tahle and tos\ed it ,j. 

almost casually at a group' 9f people a fcw tablc\ away. The gla!-.!-. hit 011 the ~houlder 

one of the guy,·at that table, but il did not break un,til Il lut the floor. The guy who 

was hit looked arQund surprised, but he knew where lo look. Ile rose and went toward 

the table of thugs. ,Dlla!1e SilW the slick guy move c1o~er to one of the higger guys, who 
> \ • 

'J' stootl up as the, ~lly who had been hit -approached their tal~lc. As he !-.t~: the other 

glly stopped,' stood looking at him a moment, then said ~omethlllg Duane could not 

hear to the slick guy and turned back to his table. The shck guy wus provoked and 

picked up another glass, but the big glly who was beslde him grabbed hi!-. arm bcforc he 
~ ..... 

could throw il. The big guy took the glass from the slick guy's Jumd, then cuffcd him 
, 
" on the side of the hcad. 

Duane looks from the bikers to the crowa of peopl~ sitting and ~tanding and mill-
~~ 

ing about 1Il the narrow, smoky room. 'The violence,' he says to himsclf, "my Ciod, the 

violence.' His g3ze around the room stops at the table where the scrawny bik!,!r had 

stTllck him. A suddcn" quick movement draws DUpllc's attcntion bac~ again in the 

dircction of the bikers. He secs a g~y recover from trippiJig and nearly falling, and 

looking at him and then the bikers, he remembcrs if! the Royal again another night a 

" , 
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. few wee)(s later and the same thugs were there, but this lime a fight broke out. Eight' 

or ten of'them must have been involved. They IU!Jged at caeh oth~r and punched 

\ themselvcs into à ehair-brcaking frenzy. Duane was terrified, yet in awe. He could 

not lcave. He stood watching as othcrs a~ound !lÏm fled. The two hO,tel bouncers were 

powerless a~d only kcp! to the si de ,!loping to contain the fight. But, the owner of the 

hotel, se~JIlg his chairs and tables being smash<:d, ran into the crowd of fighte,rs . 

Duane can still see him throwing a wild punch and his old, flaccid body [alling to the 

floor. The bouncers went to him and pulled him out of the -way. Soon the police 
\ . 

arri~ed and stopped the fight. But O\elr one of t~e bouncers cricd out wildly and leapt 

~ onto a thug and went beserk beatillg him, until the police had to club him to get him to 

stop. After that, they found out the owner was dead. 
\ 

,Duane looks at the bikers again and fecls .JlShamed that aCter that fight he would 
-

repeat th~ slory and feel ptoud to be able to say" that he had been thcre the night 

/ 

Johnny died. Ile would tell il and fccL proud, and soon he"too, began to try 10 be a . ,1 

fighter. But he Bever got il that far, ,Ile did not \'Vant to be hit and did not like !91Jlink 
v 

about ltitting. - He ,~ollid only pretend to have beeh in fights, would sllllcnly yet proudly 

tell the story nfter it sllpposcdly had happened. Everybody bclievetl him, and he was 

feared, uutil one night in the Royal after tcUing One of thesc stories, an older guy 

Duane respected rebllked him saying, "Dark walls don'l hit back, do tfley." After that, 

Duane did seek a fight, and though he found one, and,did not come out the worse, he 

never sought anothcr, nor'did-he èver teÜ the stofies again. . . 
, . 

On the other side of the room, Duane sees Matt. walk past tQe t~ble of blkers and 
'Ù 

stcp onto the unlit stnge. Matt goes to hls guitar, and with his back to the audience, he 

crouches with the guitar at~d begiJls to tune il. After watching 11im for a moment, 

Duane decides ta return ta The Pace. He thinks about smoking a joint~ but 

~ 
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I"emembering that Matt does not toke, he changes his mind. He drinks the last of his 
~ . 

beer and turns and walks through the crowd to the door, leaving his bottle nt n smull, 

empty table he passes. He walks out into the strcet, glances at the motorcyc\cs. then 

walks back toward The Pace, looking agaill inlo Wulifrcd's, thinking Ihis limc orily of . . 
how much thc wood of the pakcn table rcsembles the unpainted body of Matt's guitnr. 

Into The Pace Duane follows sorne gayly talking p.eople. 1 le fcels lus mood begin 

to sour. In the brightncss of the corridor, he consH.lcrs returning 10 The Firchall, but 
p 

someone in the crowd in front of him say!. Clare IS rcading ncxt, and he is drnwn on up 

the stairs, lhrough the burgundy curtallls, and into the darkened coffeehrtllse ag~lIn. 

The murmur of the crowd is loud and continll()lI~. r 

, 
"Duane!" he hears a woman cry from the corner. Ile looks and sees Clnre, who 

. 
stands at her table beckoning. Ile make'l his way through the crowd to her und is 

1 ~bout 10 say that he wants to gct a beer belore the rending ~tarts again whell ('lare 

says, "Come sit down. 1 bought yon a beer." Duane sees on the wooden table in the 

green-tinteèl candlclight a sweating boUle of beer among the coffcc rn.ugs and note-
c 

books. Clare is alone at the tuble. l'bey sit and she mk~, "Do you know Eli7nbeth 

and Barbara? 1 saw yon come' in with them." 

Duane thinks of the people who had walked in ahead of him and of the two, young 
... 

worncn he had seen with Clare carlier. liNo, 1 jmt came III hehind.thcm." 

"Oh. They and sorne othcr people weill down to The Firehall to ~ee what was 

going on. 1 wOllld have gone too, but 1 wanted to go' ovcr thesç pocms bcfore 1 rend. 

l'm next." She looks at Duane wlth t1.,erVOlls antIcipatIOn. Then she says coyly, "1 ha~ 

a surprise for ydu." 

"Oh yeah?" says Duane apprchensivcly. 

"Uh-huh." Then looking past him, ~he says, "Here com~ Élizabct'h and Barbarl1." 

,:::, . 
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Duane's apprehension increases. Two attractive young woinên carrying coffees 0' 

jO.M1 them. Clare say~, "Duane, meet Elizabeth a~ Barbara.'" 
U 

\.t "Hi!" they say togethcr brightly as they set their coffees down. 

"IIi," Duane says. They take off their pea jackets, Elizabeth girlish with a deli-

cate, oval face and shoulder-Iength, straight blon,~ hair, Barbara lit'j1letic with short, 
J\ ' 

l ' 

thick, rcddish curis aroulld a wide forehcad and full checks. BOJh, likc Clare, wear -, 

jeaIls and --d~rk 'flannel shirts. "Are' you a student?" asks Barbara . 
( 

"Part-time," Duane replies, wearily readying his usual explanation. 

"Me too, in dance. What arc you doing?" 

"Just a politics c()urse~" 

Elizé\beth says, 'II was in politics until 1 switched (0 English. Who do yOll have?" 

"VernolJ Richards." 
, 

"Really! Bels great. He likes unusual work. In his rC)tollltion course 1 wrotc an 

irohic long poe!TI as un essay on Marx. He lovcd il. What course are yOll doing with 

him?" 1 

"The sarne one," Duane 'replies as hls apprehellsion lessens. 

"Have yOll li~ought about the cssay yct? He's' .bcéÎl dying for somcon~ to cfu a dia-

.. logl~c with Edmund' Burke and Thomas Paine." 

... "Weil, ycah, l've bcen looking at Dur-" 

\ "Wclcorne back, evcrybody!" says Lawrcn~e III a flash· of light at the mike. 

'Shit,' thin~s Duan~. 

~<7 "At who?" says Elizabeth as she leans closer to Duanoo.. 

"What?" says Duane startlcd. "Oh, at Burke and Paine. 1 though~ 1 might, ah, do 

a play." 

Elizabeth le ans back and nods appreciativcly as Lawrence conUt1lles. Duane 
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looks from her to Clare, who smiles. They all turn.to look at Lawrence. 

"Okay! First ,scene, second 'act-three perf~rm~llccs' 'Ladies und gClltlemell, mes­

dames et messieurs, the first star, la première étoIle, Clare Dubois!" e - - - - '-- -~- - , 

J'he audience gr~ans at Lawrence and applauds for- Cfürc. She nses from her 

châir with her black notebaok and squeezes Duane's shoulder as she pusses him hO) 
" _ t • 

make her way betweell the people and tables for the mikc. She gc,ts to the mike. 
, .~ 

Duane sees her ln profile, her long, brown curis 'tinted gold in the soft yellow und red 

~ight, her face c1ear against the darkncss behind her. 
, 0 

\ 

Wi!h a low voice shnrp and c1eun, Clare begins to read. lt is not the ~ame casual, 

bright voice_ Duane has heard her talk with.' 11er words cOIne c\early, each one 10 

. Duane deep', distinct, and clear. He does not know how, but he understands immcdi-
" 

'ately the allusions to home and lovc and strife, the los$., of faith and the !'>carch 10 
\ , 

recover i.t. With each poem, he goes ftlfthcr i~to lllmsclf and yet, at the !>Hmc time, 
_ ;7 

feels further aw~y. No applause intermpts the poems- she reads. Sitting intent and 

still, Duane gradually loses his sense of his body but for around his eyes. 1 le see!'> 
, 

c1early and perfectly, he feels pulsations beat from his eyes to th(,~ very core of l,li ... 

mind. Mesmerizèd, he secs in the hazy SIlhouettes of the room's, soft-lit smoke the 
/ 

year's ago mist of a morning among. trees. 

"-eith,er we go thcre, now, 

or we never find--" 
, , 

, Duane bçgills to shake. As his shaking increases, he feels he cun not stand il. Ile 

grasps the table and rises from his chair and tu~ns in the darkncss to look foI' the exit . 
and seeing it stumbles past people und tables towa:d it and thcn through the curtain!> 

as people hiss atJIim, mns down the stair~ int,o the blinding Iight, arm up to proteet his 
, 

eyes, careening off the walls to the door and into the street and the cool Ilight air. Ile 

... -
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turns down the sidewalk and coming to a wooden telephone pole raises his mm to it 

and rests his head agni~st it breathing deeply. 

4 He hears foo'tsteps come up behind him, then -feels a hand on his back. 
~ , 

Clare says anxiously, "are you okay? What happened?/1 
~ -

"Duane,!' 

Leaning with his he ad still on his arm; he says trembling, /11-1 don't knowl No- - -

yes, 1 do! 1 dol But l," he stops and trembles more still, "1 know! 1 dol I-but 1-1 do 

know!" He shudders violently. "But ~-I can't-I can't say'it!/1 He crics, "Oh Gad!" and' 

drives his fist int9 the wooden po.Ie. He pushcs himself from the pole and begins to 

stagger dowO the sidewalk. 

, "Duane!" cries CHue. "Waitl" She mns to him and pulls his arm to lurn him 

around. "Duàne./1 

He looks at her through blurred eyes. 

She wipes his eyes ",:ith her fingers, thcn puts her hands into his hair; pulls his 

he ad down, and kisses him long and gently. 

Slowly, he puts his !lrms around her, and lhey hold each other close. 

"Duane," Clare says softly, "you clIn tell me. 1 thi~k 1 ~lre,\dy know. But tell me-
, ' 

you can~ We'll go to my place. Wait hcre, don't go away. l'm going back in for my 

coat and notebook. l'Il be' right back. Okay?" She hacks from him slowly, looking at 

him calmly. "Okay?" she repeats softly. 

Dùane looks at her, uncertain, but trusting, and says, "Okay." 

Clare smiles and tums back to The Pace. Duane looks aft~r her and sees people, 

/1 Lawrence among them, standing at ,the entrance watching. Clare gocs through them , 
< 

without stopping. Duane looks at them as they watch him. $oon, except for Law-

rence, they turn away and go back inside. A moment later, Lawrence turns and ]s 
01 

gone. 

~-
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'A pain shoolsothrough Dunne's left hand, and he looks at it. Two knucklcs IIrc 

scraped and bloodied~ He raises his hand to his mouth and sucks away the blood, then 

,spilS into the gutter. 
.J 

'. 

Clare is walking up. to him and says, "Are yon alright? Oh! Look at yom hand!" 

She takeE hold of it and looks'at it a moment. "There's a spi inter. Cau i try to get it 

out?" 

Duane nods, and with her fingernails, she works around the splinter and snon gels 

it out. She kisses his knuekles and says, "Can yon Ilex the joints?" 

Duàne makes a fist, then opens it. , 

l'Good,'' says Clare, and softly, "Let's go, then. 1 live up on lIyman Slreet." She ' 

takes Duane's arm, and they begin to walk up Talbot Street in silence. The Bool is 
, ' 

raucou~, but they pass it quietly. Passing W~nifred's, they both--Iook 111 but ~!Iy nothing. 

At The Firehall, the motorcycles arc gOlle. A soft blues tune IS playing. They slow a 

bit, but do not talk. They cross Dundas Street, Ileither of them motioning 10 lum onlo 
r 

it into tte c,ars and the brightness, cross it and in silence go àway from the light<; of Ihe 

9uildings and parking lots, go further up Talbot und cr the l1igh trecs thal bcgill 10 line 

the ~Ireet. They tum at Central and bencath the trees walk along it 'ljuietly to Rich-
, l 

.;;, 

mond. At the bright corner of the busy street, thcy narrow their cyes a~ they watch for 

a break in ,the traffie, and getting one, they cross quiekly to VIctoria Park and thcn 

slow again to walk in the quiet ~t the edge of the park. Clare tllms thcm onto the 

grass, and they walk in the dark among the trees to Wellington Street on the pnrk's 

other side'. They tum up it an,d walk to Hymait". thcn tum in the quict. ~trectlit da'rk­

ncss down Hyman and walk to an old house and then around to thè back wherc they 

stop among the ~ushes and the trees in, ti)e quiet'and the dark. 

"Clare," Duane says hesitantly, "1... l'm sorry about walking out. Il-it wa!>n't 
\ 
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becÈlusc
l 
'of" your poems-no, wait, it ~as becau.\e ,of them but, bu't not be;aus~ they 1 

w,ere bad or anything. They ... thcy made me feel like 1 was, was losing control. 1 

couldn't stand it in there anymore." He pauses. "But not be~ause of the place so much 

" as: .. because ... of how \your poerns wc're rnaking me feel. 1. started to feeL _ like .. _ 

how 1 did when 1 was still at home." He stops, then broathes deeply and sighs, lookiùg 
~ 

ùp at the cloudy night sky. ~'I~ that... can you understand that?" 
. . 

"Was iUhat way for you too?" Clare asks. "Wait. Let me go inside for a'minute. 

Do you need a band-aid for your hand?" 

Duane looks at his knucklçs and shakes his head. 

1" Clare puts herJlands into Duane's hair and looks at him gently, then"rises to his 

lips and kisses him lightly bcfore she tllfllS an? goes to the door on the poreh at the 

back of the house. 

ln the darkness, Duane makcs out a picnic table and goes 10 it and sits clown, on 

the ,bench _ He stretclles ou~ his arrns over (the table and flat~us his palms on the 

rough, wooden surface. }>ressing down: he draws"them slowly tow~rd himseJf. At thoe 

edge of tho table, he raises his hands 'to his face and cups it with thern, inhaling deeply 

the sweet, night fragrance of the we~Jhered wood.' Recalling the oaken baking table, 

he lowers hi~ hands to the wood and massages it with his fingertips. 

The door on the porch opens, and Clare cornes out holding a srnall tray and on it 
~ 

two steaming mugs beneath th~ flame 'Of a lhick, white candIe. Approaching, she says, 

"The porch light is bumt out. The candIe is better anyway." At th,e table, she sets . . 

down the tray and sits beside Daune on the bench. "Hot chocolate," she says, raisillg 

her mug to drink. Duane 'takes the other mug and drinks ,top. Lowering her mug, '\ 
, , 

Clare says, /fI didn't have a chance to give you yOl.lr surprise: r wrote a limerick this 
\ 

nfternoon about your peat bread." 
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~What's a 'limerick?":Duane asks. 

"It's'a five line poem with rhymes and a rhythm good for silly siibjects. Want to 

hear it?" 

"Yëah,okay." 

, 
\ 

1 

Clare recites the poem, in a voic~, to Duane tha~ differs ag~in from the one he ear~ 

lier heard. He chuck les at the conclusion. "That's pretty good~I meull, llike it.,I, 
, 

1 "Thank you. It's fun.~' 

They drir'lk ag~in from their mugs and for a while arc' ~ilent in the call<.Il'clit dark-

ness. 

Clare is Iooking at the candie as she says, "1 like this time 01 Y,car, whcn spring is 

just beginning. Not cold, bue still cool, the rains wmhing the salLnnd dirt awny and 

, the t,rees on the verge of leaflllg. IL's <f lot diffcrent wherc 1 come from III norlhern 

Ontario." She turns to look at Duane. "Arc you from around'here'J" 

"Yeah," he says, "south-cast of herc, tobacco country. Near Long Point." 

"Long Point.' Do you know the wildcrness l>anctuary there?" 

"Yes," says Dùane, plcased she knows. "H's beautQ"ul." ; 

"1 like 'it there ri .lot. l've campcd tl1cre to walk d()~' the beach. 
1 ~~~ 

Jt's so pcuceful, 
~. 

beyond the park where nobody goes. Tb me, Il's like what Heavel1 must be-the watcr, 
'. 

the beach, the sun." 

Duane thinks a moment, then add~ darkly, 'There' s talk about building a steel . 
mill down there." Clare sighs and says nothing. Duane mises his mug and drinks it 

\ 

empty, the hot liquid burning his mouth and throat, but he Ilot c::uing. He remembers 

the marijuana he bas. "Wou Id you like to smoke a~ joirJt?" 
, ' , 

CLare looks at him car~fully, then says, "How arc you feeling now'/" 

Defensively, yet trying to avpid being so, Duane replies, ''l'm okay." 

., 
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ACter a m0o:tent, Clare says, "Alright.n
• 

,Duane renehes into his jacket poeket and pulls out a joint and the thin, black 

lighter he bou~ht in the afternoon. \Yhen he tries ,to light the joint, the lightçr's smaH, 

blue flame b~rns fahltly, then, goes out. He flicks the lighter' again, , and again the 

weak, blue flame dies. lIe tries fi third time, and there is no flame at ail. 

. "Looks like it n,eeds fluid," Clare says. "Use the candie." '. _ ' c' 
Guane looks at the candIe and wonders why he didn't use, it in .tl1e first place. He ' 

- ""'-
leans over to the flame and lights the joint, draws deeply, then passes iuo ,Clare. 

She draws but cO,ughs right after. Reeo1,{cre~l, she says, "Wcak I~mgs. To~ many 

cigarettes whcn 1 was a teenager. 1 shol1~d sto~ toking too, it's messing up my ~ody." 

She givcs thc Joint back to Duane. "It interferes with my writing too, and that's even 

worse." 

Duanc holds' the joint a moment, looking .at it. When Clilre h~d said lungs, he 
l , , , 

- , 

recalled Cor a moment 'the' lung~ in the butcher' s display éase he saW a1 thd ~arket. He 

blinks and raises thc joint to his lips, but as he draws, he filIds himself for the first time 
/ , . . 

wondering whether he wants to get stoned. . r 

- When he oCCers the joint to C{are, she says,-"No, ;anks. 1 have to rest my lungs." 
\ ( , 

DljallC 10w.Çrs his hand to his knee and looks from Çlare to the flame oC the can-
o. 

dIe. Holding the joint, Duane begins to think of all the times he hl1" been stoned, and 
-' 

as he thinks, he begins to wonder how much time he has spent stoned. As he sits 

thinking this, the ember of the joint burns out. Duane bègins to feel the anger and 

. \ shame of time wasted and 10s1. He looks do~n at the emberless joint. While he looks 
" 

down at it, he Ceels Clare's hand on his check. In the candlelight, he 'looks up at her 

softly-shado~ed face and feels again the anger ançl the loss, then fee,ls the desire to 
. , 

also be able to say that marijuana is interfering with his work, but then, as she lowers 
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her hand, he realizes what he, already knows" that he has no work like 'Clare's, Ihat 

marijuana antl drinking and everythil clse. interfere with not hing at aIl bCc)lt~e he 'has 
, .' '\' 

' __ nothing they can interferc with. H· feùls empty. Looking' bac'k down nt the joiht 

-- l ' 

again, he slowly rolls it bctwecn his ingcr und thumb llntil the rarijll~na falls out of 
, ' 

the paper. He roUs the paper into a bail and drops It into the wax beneath the flume 
• , 

on the thick, white candie. The paper uncurls n moment, then cat~hes Circ and bllrns 

to a black spot of ash III the whltc wax. 

,'~Duane," Clarc says qUleHy, "what was it like for you ,at home'!" 

Lookilig at the black spot, Duane feels his che st tlghten and he ad begin to swc.ll. 

He breathes in deeply and closes his eyes as he exhales slowly. Opcning his cyes, he 

sees the candie flam~ flickering. As it becomes still agnin, frorn am id fadet! cchoes of 

'\ sh?uts and ,crics, he says~ "I, .. it was preHy bad. I-my brother ~lI1d I~ and, my mother, 

" 
too-we got, our father, he," Duanc breathes short, "he beat us a l()t." The echoes fade 

, , 

, to distant whispers. "Hç;-~e drank a lot and hardly ever stopped working. 1 lis' views 

werc pretty scvcrë." 

Duane stops and looks at the steadily burning tlame. "He-I lhink he had il pretty 

rough when he was fi kid. He's preHy bitter anyway." 

Duane hesitates, then goes on. "He we!lt through the war, but was in Switzcrlulld. 

But he lived with sorne Jewish relatives-his parents broke up when he was young, und 

Il he was th_eir dnly child ..... and his father told me~ 1 mean wrote me, thal aftcr the war 
, , 

when my father hcard about the death camps, he freaked out and becarnc a Trot!>kyite 
t ' 

Communist. He was arrestcd for sornething and put in Jail, and when he got out, he 

left Switzerland for Montreal and wor~c~ there for a while and somchow got to wherc 

he is now, but 1 don't know how, he' s never toid me." 

Stopping âgain, Duane narrows his eyes as he looks at the candie flame. ' "1 le 

... 
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, ',- \ 
never talks about hls past: He hardly talks about anything. It/s funny, but most often 

wnen 1 think of him, 1 see him sitting alor~é in the clark watching a war movie on televi­

si,on. Ûc doesn't drink then, maybe that's why 1 think of him that way." 

Duane looks from the flame 10 Clare, the~ down at the table. She is quiet. He 

'remembers that Clare has asked him about himself,' yet he thinks only briefly that' he 

talked dnly about his fatller. He thinks a moment longer, then looks iuto thê flame 

agam. 

''l've tric9 to figllre him out psychologically, but 1 can't get any further than saying 

that his aggrdbsion cornes from reprcssion. -1 know lhat's too simple, but'! don't know 

what cise 10 do.1/ Duane ccases a moment, then sighs. "1 fccl like it doesn't matter 

illlymorc, 'cithcr-I just don't care. 1 don't see him mu ch anyway, only at Christmas for 

!hc last threc years. We hardly talk to cach other cven then.1/ 
_ c 

-"Do yon know wl~at-1le thinks of you?1/ Clare asks. 

Duane tums quickly from the flame to look at Clarc, at her candlelit face and hair 

that curis down over her open bille jacket. He hears in himsclf louder and louder 
, 0 • 

words spokeu years ago, feels the anger and hatred rise. Clarc's face begins to ~!'istort 

in a!1 incrcasingly brilliant light. 

ItDuane?" says Clare. She touches his kn~c. "Whcrc arc you?"', hc hears her asks 

" a light blinds him and he in his milld repeats over and over, IGo-go-go.' He feels lier 

band on his knee and tenses reaclying to lift his arms as though to protect himself. , 

: Clare says again, 'DJl8ne?" She leans forwarcl, raising her arm to touch him, and 

as she does, he lifts his arms quickly and doing so hits Clare's arm as she reaches out . -
" to caress his face and hitting her arm pushes her hand hard against his face. He, 

grasps her wrists tightly .. 

"Duane!" she cries. The blow from her hand has brough~ Duane back t~ himself. 
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He still holds her wrJsts, but lcss tightly, 'and she censes t~ng to pull away. 
, , 

,III'm sorry!" Clare says. "I ~idn't mean' t~ hit yon!" 

liNo, no;. it was my fnuIt! 1-1 jnst-I don't know, 1 Just' spaced out for fi moment. 

',; The pot, 1 guess." 'My fault?' Duane thiriks . .'What did-.I do?' And he can Ilot remern-

:- .-ber. "What did yon ask me?" 

" , " 

. 
~Abont your father?' What does he think, of you?" 

, .... ~ ";!-: 

'Futher,' thinks Duane. ',And feeling Clare's wrist$ seclIre in his hands, he caIrns 

::_ an~ begins to spcak. "Think of'me? 1 don't really know. One time though, l, Lgot a 

ptet,ty good idca. ,1 w"as scventeen, and he lold, he l(lld my brolhcr und 1 ln mecl' ilim 

orle' afternoon. 'Out of the bIne, he says-he says .... " Duane ~tops and clo~c<; his eycs 

.'to a fisi forming in his mind. His grip tightens on Clare's wri~ts. 1 hcn hë hcars, 

"Duane, my. wr,ists." 

He opens his cyes, and the fist vanishcs. He looks al his flllgers pres\ing into the 
/ , , 

flesh of Clare's wrists, fccls his tîngers loosen and then let go. 1 Je looks al her again. 

"Your father?" sl)e says as she takes DlIane's halllis in her!>. 

Holding her hands too, fiow, he says again, "My fatherF 
\ 

"The aftcrnoon/, says Clclre softly. "Ymf and your brotl~cr went to me~t him." 

" Duane holds her hands tighte:r again, but carcful now. Ile breathcs dceply, but he 

has ,to lcnse his ehest over a pain beginning in the middle of il. 

. "My father," he'says: "YC:;i. We wenl to meet him, and he say~," the pain increas-
. 

ing now, beginning to pound, "he says, 'Your mother and 1 are'''-the poundihg hard in 

h~s temples too-"'are going to'-No! Wait! Not 'going to'," Duane fccls the pOllnding of 
. \ 

the pain suddenly begin to lessen, ~not 'going to', "wcrc 'thinking about'-thcy,were only 

thinking about splitting up, and he, he wanted to know who wc would go with if thcy 

didJ" ,Duane feels himself trembling, but the pain ~ubsiding. ,\ 

J ' 
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, 
-'Going to?!' thinks Duane. 'Only thinking about?' He hears' Clare say,. "My 'God, /1 

, and th~n more hears himself say than feels as though he.says it, /lIt was weird. My . --
brother looked rea~ly scqred and said he wou Id go with my father. My father said to 

me, 'And 1 suppose yon will go with your mother?'" 

"What diJ yo~ say?" 

o 

Suddcnly the pain pounds aga in even more violently .. Duane closes flis eyes -and 

shuddcrs, his mind screaming brilliant white as he trics- to speak. Then, amid the 
<, 

screaming, he hears Clare gently saYa, "Duane?" 

He oQ.~ns his eyes and sees her candlelit face softly shadowed in the darkneS'S, and 

ail is quiet again. He lets out the breath he has held and in the calm of letting it out 

fcels flow from him the words, "1 said that 1 wouldn't go with either of tnem. 1 still· .. 

don't know why. 1 couldn't decide who to go with." 

J'Arc you cold?" Clare asks. "You/re shaking." 

"No, l'm alright," Duane replies as ,he becomes calmer. 

They both look at the flame and sit silent in the dark. Duane begins to feel the 
~ 

need to tell more, but scarching for something to say; he can find nothing. He feels he 

needs the words brought out of him, that he can not tell it 011 his own. He hangs his 

head and becomes sullen. 

Clare asks carefully, "Did your parents split up?/I 

Duane lifts his head. "No," he' says uneasily, "they never did. M~father came to 

his senses; 1 guess. Or maybe my mother did. 1 don't know. 1 never heard anything 

more about il." Duane stops, searches, but finds nothing more to say. The need to 
, , 

speak he had feit, then for a moment whcn Clare spoke to him hoped he could fulfill, 

subsides and slowly disappears. He sighs, and his body goes slack as he rcleases 
() 

Clare's hands. He hunches over, hands hànging undcr the table. 
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"What is yOUf mother like?" tlnre softly asks, and as she asks, Duane fccls the 

need return. 

He thinks a moment, remer,Flbers his ~other's dark complexion, black ,h,uir, und 

black: eyes, her soft voice, her dclicacy, hef fear, 11l1d her sudness, and thell he 

straigh'ens, and raises his hands to the top of the table und joins them. Ile looks inlo 

the soft flame-uf-the white cundle~ . ACter a fcw momenls, he says, "Slw's kiml, hut 

she's preUy hclpless tao. Like mos! ,womel1 from her gcneralion, she'~ 100 passive. 
! ' 

Always going to church and doing wh al my father ~ays. She comes hom li really Irndi­
~ 

tionaL Irish family." He stops, an urge to say ~omething about hilmclf pas~l,"S, and he 
. r 

goes on. "They were one of the flfst ~cttlers here. Mo~t of them si ill live on furrns 

around London." 'Despite him~elf, Duane chuckle,> .1\ he ~ay~, "1 have never flgured 

out how a Catholic ànd a Trotsls:yite rnanaged to gel togcther." Ile Ihi-nb a moment, 

then says darkly, "She'~ got' sorne problcms of her own though." Agam, he fall~ silent. 

Clare begins to say somethins, but stops Dnd then says, "Yon'rc- Catholic, too'/" 

"Uh-huh. Y<;m, tdo?" 
, ,-

"Yes. Old French Catholics." . 

Duane smiles uncertainly and fecls himself becoming --u"ncomfortubly casier.' "1 

haven't gone to mass since 1 was fifteen thongh. 1 stoppcd gOÎng after a, li priest tried 

to seduce one of my buddies. My motl~er even had him ufter mc- to go--go back till 

my-my father threatened him." Duane wondcrs at his had speech until he sees Clare 

sadden. "What's wrong?" 

"Oh, I-church, 1 mean ... 1 haven/t gone either, Ilot ~jnce 1 wus seventeen. The 
v 

last time wns my mother's funeral." Clair turns to the candie and raises u hand ta hidc 

her eyes. J/She died in childbirth. It was her cighth child." Clare ~tops tulking and 

1 

lowers her hand to her Lips and stares into the candIe. After a moment, she closes her 

poo \ 
• 
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eyes and' sighs. She opens them again and faces Duane. "1 was the' oldest and had to 

• 
take care of the other childreJ110r two years." She turns to the candie, and with a hint 

of bitterness, says, "1 missed a scholarship to university becallse of that. My father 
" 

didn't hclp any either, he was always in the mine or' at the bar." More calmly, sile 

says, /lIt wasn't easy for him either, 1 guess'. They were both pretty stuck in traditional 

values, too." She pauses. "Ever since 1 can remember, they wantcd me to enter a con­

vent. G"od, that was hard. The school principal was a IIberal iesuit, and he wanted 
F 

me to go to university for Illstory and philosophy." . , 

"Is that why you came tb Londoq?" Duane asks. 

Clare tUfIlS sharply from' the candie to him. Duane lS surprised by her sud den 

10'ok of anger. But then it lessens, and sne says, "No. When 1 .was pineteen, my aunls 

were trying to marry me to ~ guy 1 hardly knew." She stops, and DU8Iic sees her fa'ce 

. hardcn. "One night on a date, he- raped me. 1 moved here because 1 knew he 

,wouldn't." .. 
oDuane can say nothing. He is devastated by a m(mOry . .'of hi!> own, a memory that 

to evcn think of it in the presence of Clare makes hlm loathe himself. His beginning 
1 - ..... 

ease at teHing her has changed. He had begun to think mat he could tell her every- .. 

thing, but no\\!, even Ihough he still wants to, he knows he can not, that if he were to, , 

she would despise him. even more than he now suddenly despises 11lmself. 

'He searches for sô~ethj'lIg to say, a way to change the subject. Clare has tl!med 
. 

to stare at the candIe agaÎlt Finally, he says, "My-my mother w.!ls married onée 

befo~e." Clare tums to look at hjm with what he perccivcs to be relief. He continues, ; 

less nerVOllS, but a hatred of himself building. 

"1-1 didn't find out untilI was nineteen. She was ... was l?oing through menopause 
• > ' 

and had ?, had a breakdown one day wh~n 1 was home' from college. We werc alone, , 
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and she told me. About him. Hcr first hl;sband. 'He wns irish, from Irclund. They 

met at a wedding. He ~jlS a stable guy, u printer, Hlld ... reulry considcrute of her, 

~~nted to takc hcr off the farm and give her a nicé' home in town. Shc wantet! to 

leave thc farm too, and her parents liked 'him too./1 'Oh (Joùl' thinks Duane. 'I.el me 

talk l' "So they got married. About. thrce months lutcr their 'bcst mun-he WIIS l'rom 

Toronto-he was killed III ~ car accident. They went to the funeral, and her hu-;hand 

drank a IDt at the wake,. 'J:lley Icft ~he city sornetllne after dark and made il az., IHr as 

Oakvillè./1 Duane stops, ,looks at the candie, theu looks away from it az., his hal;d ... 

squirm in each other. "'Île fell asleep and thcy-they went off the road into a t ree./1 . \ 

Duane stops aga 111 , more troublcd still. I1c turns towa-rd but then l)uickly away l'rom 

.\ Clare. 'The doctor said he Llîèll instantly./1 

"Oh God," Clare says, "how ternble." 

"Shc-she wa~n't senously injured, but ~hc broke down and went to n retreat to 
~ 

recover. ~rhree.ye,;rs lutcr sh..c ,mct my father." Duane I<)oks at Clare and be~ills to 
, 

regret having come back to her place with her: Ile wonders how hc had Ih()ll~ht or 

even hoped he could 't'êll her what she wanted to hcar' and what he hcheved he w<lnted 

to téll her. Y ct, as mllth as he now wallts to Icave, he finds he can /lOt. 1 le ha!'. never 
<4 

known her kind of ca ring beforc, her gcntleIlcss, her desire to under:.,tund. Ile fecl" hi~ 

body c10sing jn on itsclf, yct he wants to reach out aliô touch her. 

"Your name," she says, "'Duanc'-that's Irish, isn't It'!" 

,Duane looks from Clare to his hands now tightly joined on the table. Ile looks at 

the candie and ~ees the black spot.' "Sort of. It was her Irish husba.n~I's name. WhelJ' 

she had her breakdown, she told me that, too." Ile thinks a moment, thcll ~lIddenly 
, ' 

becomes aware of how right it is to be with Clarc ./low. Watching the !>oft Hume, h~ 

~a~s, "1 found its mcaning in a dictlOnary 1 have. It's Celtic and mcans 'pocm'." , 
" 
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He turns to look !lt Clare and sees she is looking at him. "'Poem'," she says softly. 

"You were made to tell." 

'Oh God!' thinks Duane. 'Please let me! Please!' "Cla're,)here's something 1 need 

to tell you, more than ... it's about .... " 'Oh please! Why can't 1 say it!' 
\ 

"Yes?" 

"About-about the violence I.grew up with and, and what it's donc. to me. When 1 
. \.. 

was younger, 1-1 used to go to places where there was a lot of violence, 1 guess 

'becausc 1 thought it was normal-it was everywhere-and one night at this dance 1... 1 
. . 

began ,to pretcnd"-'No! Oh God, no! That's not it!'-"that 1 w.as likc the guys who got 

into fights ail the timè. l'd scrapc my knuckles on walls and scrntch t1~e s~n around 

rriy cyes until it bled to make it look l'd b'ien in fights, but 1 Bever ,*as, never. 1-1 just 
Q \ 

faked il." Duane closes his eyes in sclf-dctest. 'You liar,' he thinks, 'that is not what 

you wnnted to tell her.' 
f' 

"Duane," Clare says softly, "you poor milo." 

Hc fecls her hands on his face and then ;round into his hair. She'carcsses him 

gently, while he can o\lly hate himsclf. "Duane," she says softly ... "Duane, come 
'\ 

inside." 

. 'Oh God, no!' he thinks. 'Plcase! Please, no!' 
i' 

Clare moves closer to him. He opens his eycs and in the quiet darkness sees h,er 
1" 1 

softly lit face near him, coming slowly closer. Hc closes his eyes as her lips gently 
--- - - - -
touch his, and as she c'aresses him gently, ail he can hear are the desparate picas and 

crying of a gi~l of flftee~. 'Please!' she crics. 'Please don't! No! No!' 
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'Duane puts onto his plate another toastcd and buttercd slice of the hread he car­
I 

.J 

lier bakcd. Ile and Gîl, a musician whose apartmcnt he shnre:-., have just finished ~lIp-

per mld arc ~tarling dessert. As Duane turns from, the kitchen counler to the table, Gil 
l 

drops a 'scoop of French vanilla ice cream onto the slice of tomt on hi:-. plntc. Whcn 

'\ 
Duane is ~ealed, Gil passes th'c icc cream to him amf then reache~ for the mnplc 

sy:up, ~ing as he does so, "1 didn'l think yOl~d gel me to ,try that fir~t piece, Ict nlone 

lhat l' d 'want a s~cond." . 

Duane looks across the labl~ al Gil's long, thick arm~ and watche'i hi., large, grey-
• 

ing, brown-haired head tilt as he pOUTS lhe ~yrup. Duane says, "A guy your .,i/e ought 

to be able 10 eut lhree hc\pings." Ile lhen decides Ilot to lell (iiI thal what he carlicr 

lold him was a French-Canadian des~ert is nothing of the -';'()rC-- -

~~assing the maple syrup to Duane, GiCsays, "You'lL be ~ick of thi~ by the time yOll 

get back from Quebec. What time did yon say you're lcavlIlg lomorrow morning?" 

"Seven," says Duane as he generously pours the <;yrup over the ice cream. 

nUgh-whal a time to have to travel." Gil pall~e~, then :-ay~, "You're cornlllg hack 

the cne! of July, right?" 

"Eithcr then or the beginning of AUgllsl." The plc,:~aJ}t <lIçci p atlOl1 J)ll~lne ha~ of 

- ri ding the train in the morning lunls sour for a moment. Ile attnlmtc<; the mood to Iler-

vousness ovcr going to Quebec, dii-\misses it, then ask~, "What lime are you guys gomg 

to Toronto?" 

qil culs a picce of hjs dessert mtd says~ "We don't know yct. The meeting about 

the new record is aUhrec, and we have tb be set up tn play at nille. Therc'~ !:.uppo!>cd 
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to be a thunder storm tomorrow too." He almost puts his forkful of dessert into his 

mouth, bUl stops and adds, "These meetings are sueh .a drag-nothing but agents and 

producers' trying to 1mpress e~ch other with the latest lrash t~eir favourite critic scrib-
. ~ 

bled. If you ever write a book, publish il y<)UrseIL" He rais~s his fork to his mouth 

agam and this time takes the piece of dessert, then closes his eye~ and ehews content-

edly. 
" 

"\Vhere arc you going to play?" Duane asks. . . 
Gil swallows and says, "At the Isabella Hotel. You've béen therc bcfore, eh?" 

"Ye~ll, a couple of times. 1 like il. Looks like it eould gel heavy al times lhough." 

"Yeah, il's a lough neigÎlb(':)ttrhood." '" 

'They ~h their ~essert in silence, Gil eating his second heIping quickly so he can 
" 

make his band praeti~e 011 time. When he is donc, he says, "Thanks for doing the 

dishes. If the roa~t pan won't clean, leave it and l'II do it later." He then drinks the 

rest of his coffee . . 
Duane watches him drink, his trim, grey-brown beard raised with the tilt of his 

head. When Gil sèts th~ empty cup down, Duane says, "Thanks for the duck. That 

stuffmg was good." He pauses and sighs. "Too bad we haven't had time to do this 
'1 

nlore often." . . 
"Life of the men of action," says Gil as he rises from his chair. 

"1 could use sorne of that-specially the horizontal kind. Lines on a page ain't no 

substitute for the real thing." 

As Gil takes his dishes and utensils from the table to t~e sink, he Ilsays, "Yeah" 
- . 

you've been living like a monk si nec you went back to schooL Going in the summer, 
.' . 

too. BrutaL" As Gil re~ches the sink"thc knife falls from his plate al~ c1angs mto 'the 

~ sink. "Ugh," he says, "sounds like Billy's sax with a bad recd."_ 
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, , 
Duane finishçs his' dessert and says; "One of the advuntages of books is thut thcy 

1 

only whisper." 

"Tell me about it," says'-dil ruefully. "Fifteen years as a musîciun, and ull 1 have 

to look fùrward to is prçmat~rc deafness." He huns on the (up an'd rinscs his hUllds, 

dries them, then turns ~nd leans against the counter ~d looks at the Ooor. 

Sènsing that Gîl is about to enter another of his inûreusîngly frequent periods of 

,despair, Duane says encouragingly, )'1 know a lot of students-hell, not just students-

who'd ratlwr be in a band that plays' jan festivals from Montreal to t)t1l.1nta than sit­
-.1 

ting in a library reading articles' about es~ays about p()em~ lhat nobody rends anymore 

anyway." 

Looking from the 1100r 'to Duane, Gil says, "They must ail be English ~tudellts-no- . 

body cise could expect to make less than a musician." 

Duane chucklcs and then ,sigh~ ~lS he thinks,about his unmarketability. As <:Ji1 
, 

pushcs himself from the counter and goes lIlto the living-room of their apartmcnt, 

Duane again recalls the paradox that It is mutual pessimism a60ut their" economic 

futures that has allowcd him and Gil', to der ive more plea~ure from, their few luxuries 

than the wçalthiest plutocrat could from his hedonism. Duane burps lightly and then 

looks conte lItedly over th~ bille table c10th at the empty bottle of Aisatian white wine 

and the rcmains 0'[ the ioast duck and scalloped potatoes Gîl made "for their lasl meal 

together beforc Duane leaves London for the summcr 10 learn French in Qucl!ec City. 

Remembering~the gift he has for Gil, Duane rises from the table and goes into his . 
bedroom. From his' study table, he takes a small bundle of stringbound joint-s and 

walks to t,he living-coom. He gocs into it, secs Gîl is sittiqg at his dcsk in thc cqfl1cr 

with his back to him, and goes to the multiple window that strctches across the front of 

their apartment at the top of a three-storey walk-up. He looks out at the lrces and the' 

\ 
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big, old houses in tne increasing darkness of the cloudy May evening and wonders what 

he will see this time tomorrow., After sharing Gil's' apartment for three gQod years] he 

does not especially welcome the change. But Quebec feels like it will be more than 

jm;'t a ~ummçr course, feels like it will be the:, chance he has· been waiting for for a long 

time, the change and the~distance an'd the time alone that will finally allow him to 

bègin to seriously write. 

Turning from the wind6w;'he looks across the living-room at Gil, whb sits in lamp­

Iight at his small wooden desk in the corner going over sheets of music. Duane looks 

arollnd the softly lit, blue-green room, at the wall to Gil's right covered by al brick and 

board bookcase and an album collection in a dozell milk cases, at the coffee table in 

the corner next to them with the turh.table, power amplifier, and portable television on . , 
it, and at the large, lush schefflera between the coffee tableCand the end of the win-, 

dows, which arc hung ,with bamboo blinds. To the other side of Gil against th~ wall 

arc a music stand and his black guitar amplifier and bass speaker cabine,t1 • and on the 

floor beside them, rest his big acoustic bass in its open black case and the sm aller 

closcd case of his èlectric. Above them on the wall hang a lute aRd an old~ acollstic 

guitar worn from years of playillg. Frnmed and autographed posters of jazz festivals 1 __ • 

hang c1sewhere. ~gainst the wall, opposite t~e' willd~W~. is a blank~t-COv.ered ~er­

field, and in a corner'is an old, leather lounge chair with a floor lamp a~d an en~e 
covered with magazines bes.ide it and a worn hooked rug on tRe hardwood floor ·in 

.;, 
~ 

front of h. Olltside, a hom blows. A little allnoyed, Duane looks out the window and 

secs in the street below the van thal' bclongs to one of the guys in Gil's band. Duane 

s~iles, a l~tÜe sad; then walks across the room and says to Gil, "Going away present." 

Gil turns around from his desk and l<;?oks up at Duane, who holds out the little 

bundle of joints. 
.' 

[J 
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, , 

"Ho, hol" Gil cries. H~ takes ~th~ ?undle, and lIntjes it, kccps one joint in his hond 

and ~lIts the rest in' a draw~r in his desk./ Fingering the joint in his han(f, h.:,.:ays, 
~ -

"Haven't seen any of this for a while. 1 almast thought you'd qu'Ît." 

" , "duit!" c~c1aims ~uanc .. "Nevc~! ~ just eut bock whilc 1 was studying. Th~ half-
, 

ounce 1 bought is the fir~t sinceNew Year's though._.:Jt~.s Mexicnn. For Qucb·cc." 
1 

,"Therc's nothillg but hash down there. TheyJllovc tOe novcJty." Gil shufllcs somc 
.' 

pages, thèn raises them and bangs their cdges on the table to straighten thcm. Plilting 
l '.~ • 

, ~- 1 

them intq his I~Hthèr bnefcas~, he says, "Go,ttn mn," and c\osing the 'hricica~e whllc---
< 

.) 

rising f.rom; the desk, "don't forgêt that addre~,s 1 gave you for the hOlcl we're at dllring 

the Montreal' festiva!." Ile go~s to the door out and opens" It as he drop:- 111', hricfcase .' 
beside ; closeL From the closet, h~ takes his grey-black tyveed jacket and puts it on. 

Running lus hands through his hair, he returns 10 pick up IlIS clectnc has:-.. When he 
, . 

has it, h~ turns to Duane and stretches out his hand. As thcy shake, Gil say'>, "Weil, 

good luck deciding which school YOll'll go to in September. l'd go to Montreal bcfme 

l'd go to Wmdsor;-but only for the womcn." He winks and say~, "See y'," then goes to 

the d<)or and says, "thanks for the joints." He picks up his hricfc?sc, and goc,> <nIt, !>ay., 

ing ~s he does, "Get the ?oor, will y'?" . , 

, Duane closes t'I~e door and th~~ goes to the window and looks dowl] mio the dark-, 

~ning, trec~rir;~d street. Àfter a n1oment? Gil cornes into vlew below. Ile goe~ 10 the 
, . 
van and gets in. As the van pulls aviay, il honks twicc. Duan'C'wave<; a!>. It di~appcars 

dowil the stroet ui\det t~1C trees. 
, 

• ACter 'lingeiing ~~ moment longer at the window, Duane 'tums, looks !>Iowly around . 
.,. '# -, . 

the livi~g-r{ffi,m again, then goes into the kitchen a~d dears the table <lf dishes. Ile 
, -

rUlis dishwatcr and puts in what dishes ~ill fit and lct~ them soak a minute. As he 

waits in f~~nt orthe Sillk', he looks ou~ the window ab~~c it, th'rough hi<; reflcclton <l/lb 
~ ~ ~ - " . \' 

,', 

.. 
Mo . 

" 
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into the darkness beyond, and he begins ta think about the three years of university he 

has just ,f~nished. 

'Three straight years,' he thinks, 'without a summer off. 1 managed ta get ,aIl the ' 
# 

courses for the honours English though. That was really lucky, having the one's 1 
1 

needed offered in the summers, specially after blowing Eighteenth Century and 
. ' 

Romantics tao. Y'r life's blest, boy, stop foolin' y'rself. These plates ought ta be ready 
. ,)'4 " 

" . 
now. Last Sâiurday'at The Pace was pretty fiat. That poetry reading would have gone 

a lot better with~\lt wheezY Profes~ors Chrysler and wife's little dirty furnace con~est. 

Old professors-don't know the stfeet, too ri"lUch time in the t~wer. IIigh altitude. 

Oxygen slarved. No fire. ,Cold brams. Him saying, "Our ail furnace is pretcnding ta· 
, f&' 

be, ilI"-sounded 'Iike a nursery school teacher-" and we have talke? ta il and talkcd to it 
'ï: . . 

until we have become blue in the face from more than the cold. We want you ta help -
, . 

us, t,hink of what ta say ta make it behave again, The winner will be annollncèd at'thc . . , 

. . 
conclusion of the afternoon, and the prize is NOI,"cen's latest chapbook!11 Chrysler and 

his Noreên smiling at the respons~s-'-Jeslls!-you'd think they/d forgot what they wanted. 

Cah't even remcmber them' now, exeert, "Out, damned soot." The ,guy lookcd pomp­

ous enough to, say it'too. Sh~kespearc. Derivative. Nd originality. Must bC'il schol­

tu-cau only dirty what an àrtist does. Ând Al telling me he won. 1 should have stuek 

'around. The way they looked at eaeh ûther when 1 said, "Get your act together or we 

go electric,n him saying ta her, "Oh 'no' we don't," and shè pleading, "Jules, plea~e!" 
, . 

,Should have won. \yould have had 1 not got sick of ail that simpering verse passing 

for' poetry and left before the rt!nding was over. Chrysler gave me the evil eye at 

sehool on Monday: What would 1 do. with a 'chapbook by her anyway? Get it aûto­
\ 

graphed and sell it when she's dead. That's rhe dishes. Greasy. Duck. Store-bought 

duck. Not like the Long Point duck Wickham used to shoot. Do that big knife now. 
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Long Point. Hunting and. ~ish. Game. - Th'tory. Literary Professor Marvin Cudn, 

worl,d fam<?us literary critic. That conference. He lùokcd like fi CIA operative in Ihut 
, ' 

Brooks Br~t?ers and thos'e s,rnoked gl~sses. l',redacious. Tenacioll~. Ungracious, fal-:'3 

laci0!-ls; sedi-a-tious. 1 couId have askcd sorncthing more 1Il1elligent than, "('rilics 

arglle that your thcory is too rnuch into the hcad und .too little 11110 the heart-whal do 

you say to Ihat?'" Him jum'ping, "What is this, grade school? Don't bother me with 
1 l 

such pubescent interrogation." Vicious. Do thesc other kl1Jvcs now t90. Got him huck 

though, him lalking about his "lInprobIcmatical, radical, Hl}d, pI()found shifts ',Il theoreti­

~al ,<?rientati~n." "You must hp.~c a pretty easy life," l sa id a';ld he, "What dti you 

meu;1?" and ( "If you'd ever slIffere'd, you wouldn't St) eu<,t1y glvc ur what you'd workcd 
. ' l 

s,o hard to get.': Didn't say anything after that, Avoided;me the re~t 01' the conferenc~ 

t~o. This grease is thlck. Going to necd more sOélp. Duck. Mallard. For(l<~ and 

SpOOllS now., Kn.ives bf.ackcncd f,rom hush. Crow-black. Wonder If 'l'cd Hughes has 

.poem~ about ducks too? Bird calls., Professor Lapin, nature poet. French name. 

Ra~bit. What's his book? Something-flight or' Fhght-something., Bit of 11 lame duck, 

he 1S. Calling me an intellectual when 1 showed hirn my poem.... As t111)Ugh 1 couldn't ' 

do a~t. Satisfying in c1ass latcr when he asked aCter Walke r Percy' s LaM Gentleman, 

"Any'questions?" and 1 ingenuous, "l'd likc ~o know the amwe'~ to the qlle~lioll tltal clo­

ses "the bd'bk," and he sarc'astic, l'That sounds likc sornething YOll'd a~k in high ~cilool ," 

and I-fuck was 1 pisscd 'off-"Wcll, if it's that simple, then, yOtl ought to be able to 

answc.r it," and he not 'saying anything and looking hke he wanled to wing a piccc of 

chalk. Sons-of-bitches. Send 'em to the farm a white: Settle dQwn, ~cttle down-Jc-
~ , .. 

sus, Ah'm thu wid ail dat. Faulknerls pantaloon black 'men say that. Ilow ca~ a whit~ 

man write their lives? Only one Hfe possiblç, to ~ritc-thc' writcr'~. Metaphorical 

black. Slave to vision. Emancipated, emancipator. Critic Klans: metafictionàl, 

, 

\ 
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~phenomonological, M~rxist, feminist, psychoanalytic, formalist, structurQIist, de con­

structionist, post-modern, post-s,truct~'ralÎst, post-post-strueturalist. Ail those posts. 
lU 

(", 

Do these corree mugs and wine glass'es. 'Nice stems on these glasses. Bit pl;1allic. Ha! 

Pr~fessl"br ~oodby and me and senslious and sensual. These professors-what a laugh! 

Should've n~d hi~ for Romantics first time around instead of that irOJlic prune Pro­

'fessor' Ms Olds. 'Him and [ne in class comparing Wordsworth's and Byron's use of th~' 

, senses, Qnd him sayi~lg to evcryone, "1 alway's get sensuous and s't"hsual mixed up. One 

, '~pplies to tile seÎ'lses and the other to sexuality-anybody ~now which we want here?" 

and, then to me, "Duane?" and me,,"Yes sir: We want sensuons. You can tell the dif-

farenee betwecn thc two by thinking of the 1 in sensual as a phallus." And he lallghing 

longer ,than anybody ~lsc. Be's a jazz musician too. Artist, that/s why he lallghed. 

Likc min~s. You're re'a~y, man, ~u're ready! Goddamned right. Do that casserole 
. " 

dish. YOll've got a gQod wit, you just need the right people to bring it out. Look at 

'Professor Foresthal. f)rst year,,,IlC asks, "What's a mock epic?" and points to me and 
. 

says,' "You!'! and' l, "It/s an epic that moeks,tI and he freaking ou, then second year 

appealing the failed Pope essay arguing The Dunciad is a eulogy and him saying, 
, ' 

"Clever, but sorry," then this year he reads my story "Goliath til the Ninth" in the ,stu· 

dent paper an~ says he's going to have to revise his book on the David charaeter in lit­

erature. You/ve got it, mail, you/ve got it! And Doc Ash! Get your real litcrature , 

there. English course, and he says y' çan't krlOw thfj:) cighteenth century 'less y' know 

" jest books, Gmb Stœct, and French formai ga~dens. Do this roast pan and that's il. 

~ "Pro~~und frivolity" he ealled literature-or was it "[rivolous profundity"? Hell, what's it 

matter? In his office, with that !ife-size statue of a dog shittin'. 1'00 much! Boswell 

and Dr John~on and the dog wc were talkin' a.bout. Then later in class he rolly-pollyin' 

", around and writin' on the board and carryin' on about BosweU lost in decadent London 
, ' , 
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~, " and' suddenly askin', "Who:Rnows the climax bf the L~ndon jOllrnnl?H and lookin' nt me 
1~ ';.... ~ . j.... \ 

. , 

; 
<, 

, " 

"~. 

'. 
. ; 

, i' 

.. . , 

,\ 

• , "l 

,_ even befoée 1 shoot up my ha!ld, and wtlCll he twirls around to the board ami starts 
(, ) ~ , l ' \ C 

:'writin' to make a p,oint, 1 s~y, "Boswell's discove'r)l that he doesn't' have the 'c'lap,;' and 
• t, ' 

':: 

~e hollers, "No!". still writin" (~n the boar.d while the class bll~ts up, and then 1 knowin' 

aH ~~ time sayill\ "His., meèling wHh Jollnson," and he hollerin', flYc~!1/ and still writill' 
~ ~ - \ 

d p') ..." 

on the board rpakin' hlS point.. Shit thafwas fUl1ny. Makes up for nll the ütllcrs. Ugh, 

,this pan is grungey. More, so.ap.,' 011 tho')c cssays, Sho'uld have knO\~1l whcn 1 did lhnt 
r,,, • ' 

play for the' polities course that l'd end up III Fnglish. Telling Rich'anls. too, thùt 1 , . , 

. .' " 
'wanted to be a writer and him saylllg, "What do you WaIlt to wnte?/I and I, Il~t knowing-

~ , 

what to say; but the ~pl,?Y's fh,c thing that cilme out. Anô he .. nid 1 ou~ht ln tape il for 

radio. : Oh, Jesus! You've got it!, RlI1~c tll\~ pan and that's thaL '1'00 mUGh water, 

drain the,sink. Got it? Hell; you got "Golwth Iii the Ninth" back lm the third time-to-
, ! • 

day, of àJl days. - Goddamncd magazlIlcs: PliblislUheir cdltors and subscribers, und . , 
, . \. 

",the re~t cnp go fuck themselvcs'.· Easy with the pan, it'll chip. M1Jybe fc,m should ~lIb-

scribe. Sqre, ~nd pay to pllblish. No different th an 11 vunÎ1y press. Piss on tlH11 
. ,. , ~ 

, Whàt's publishiilg but> ego- maslll~batioll an}'\vay? People read too much a<; it is. 
~ 

There-dishes donc, Wash ail thls' crap down the dralll, yvipe 

table, and 'ha~c:a l~rcwcll tok~. ~ ;'inc Iclt, damn il. Maybc 

the counter and the 
, 

l'I! go down .to The-' 

what's th!!t, som,cbo,qy knock at the' door? Probably MclanÎc downstmTs itbout the 
. , 

';;"'stairwelLlights again. Goddamned bulbs las1 for two wccks and the Ilext lime yOlf buy 
-", ... .. , 

\m t~ey eo~i twiee ~ much. Neat pop whcn lhrow~ ugainst '~omcthing. She·d'mocki~lg.rl' 
t t\ , 

l ,t l ,1 1 .. '" 

~gain hard. 'Going"t? brfa~ the J~'or down' beforc 1 1;11 there. Mayb~ s!le.wams morc 
,\l. > 

than 'light bulbs. Turneil on.' 

"Bi Mel-oh, evening·ladics." , , 

o. '. 

"Good ey~ning, sir., Bas the light ~f{Jo~ bec.1l brought tO't~is'h~use?'" 
~. "i. '..', () ~ 

... 

. . 
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.' '9ood God,' thinks Duane desp~ himself. "Yes, ladies, it has, In the fonn of 

tv1atthew chapter six, verses five tO,eight. 1 suggest you read th.ePl when your knuckles 

get sore. Have a vice night, now. Bye." Duane closes the door and thinks that if he 

gol nothing cise out of his c1ass on the Bible as Jiteratore, he at Jeast found out how,to 
• ' 1 \ 

gel rid of proseJytizers. 

He walks back into the kitchen, turns off the light, and goes to his room. Turning 

on his table lamp, he Slts down at the wooden table and look,s at 'the brown manila 

envelope lying in front of him. Inside of it is a copy of a short story he had tluee , 
months ago..sent to a fiction magazine in Toronto. He had ni sa sent copies of it ta two 

otller magazines. They had been sent back too ... Pickillg up the envelope and pulling 

out his pocket knife, he decides to read the story ta see yvhether aner not having 

looked at il for tluee months he can figurecOllt what has éapsed it to be rejected. He 

• cuts open the envclope and pulls out the pages 'of the story, looking bnefly at the rejec-

tio'n slip and then laying it aside. 

He reads aloud from the ritle page, "'Goliath til the Ninth' ," and,then, lowcr to the 

left, "'Duane Marcu'~e'." I-Ie likes the title for its catchy rhyme ahd for how it contains" . ~ , 

the two dominant motifs of the story, and. for a moment he wonders, aS he has before, ' . 
what he might change his name to. He decides to read the story straight through so 

that he can get a fresh sense of its coherence and conti nuit y , then ihink about what 

stands out as objectfonable, 'If,' he thinks, 'anything does.' 
'0 

Turning the tille page face down onto the rejection slip on the table, Duane looks 
, 

over the fi~st page of the story and then begins to r.ead. 

1 , 

, , 

:' " 
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GOLIATH TIL THE'NINTH 
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.... . 
"there ~as no sword in the liand of David." (1 Samuel 17:50) 

" 
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"Is he rcal?" 1 hear somcone say' as we 100k. across the diamQ.l1d at Wags und. his 

teamiiüites white thçy walk to thcir cars. . '. 
(, 

HI can't bcLieve thât guy." 
\. ...;< 

"What'd you eXIJcct [rom'a jock?'" 

"Y èah; Did yOll '~cc _the way he ncxed his cars to intimidalc Dave?" 
t> , 

< • 
\ 

1 wince. "C'mon, let's get a beer." . ' 
, . 

. .,' We pick up ,thS rest of our equipment and walk to my truck. Comments of dismay , . . 
and exultation ~Hê' mixed ,with reflcctions on the game. 1 look back at the diamond. 

The sun is setting, and the half of it still above tlle ho~izon has made a dome over 'the 

pitcher's mound. Il is bl,ood.,red. 

Jesus, my facc could have looked likc that. 

That gamc . 

,. 

1 
,'. 

l, r. . 

, , 

\ . 

\ 
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SECOND 

. 

, 
~ .. 

"C'mon, Uavey-boy! 'tttat's Hie stuff!" 

"Pitch 'cr in hcr'e, Dave!" 

'!'Pitcher's got a rubber aem!" 

Shut'up, you jerks. God, my arm is sore! One more .. 

inning~ This must be the eighth. ,. 

1 pitch. 

"Strike one!'" 

"That's the stufr, Dave!" 

l'm never. goillg to pitch again! '-Ough, myarm! 

1 pitch. 

"Strike two!"! 

"Yeah!" "Yeah!" 

"Put 'cr in fOl tluee, Dave!" 

Ough-I cano hardly hold this ball! 

1 pitch. 

"Strike threê! You're out!" 

. \ 

,1 

"Yeah!" "Yeah!" "Great stuff, Dave!" "Atta b?y!" "Eight illnings!" 

Coach caUs. 

148 
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"Dave, cOIVe here. Everybody cIse too." 

"Yes, Mr Rawtftïgs?" 

"You're th~owing weil. No hits in eight innings. How's the mm?" 

"Jt's really sore./I 
\ ' 
, 1 
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"Weil, hang tough. There's only Qnc inning lefl. Now, the rest of you guys, try to 

get somc hits 10 get us saCe. One run doesn't guarantcc us the gamc." 
J 

1 -

Ba~ling order. 

"KÎlrl, Dave, and Randy!" 

" 

Karl at bat. 

C'mon, Karl, knock Il over tne fénèe! Boy, 1 wish 1 could hit like yO!I . 

Karl hits. 
. ' , 

"Wow!" "Run, Karl!" "Run!" "Peel il!" "A triple!" "Alright!" 

" , 
1 bat. 

"Knock me in, Davq! Cimon, big guy!fI 

ihis guy throws mean. "lIe hit' Fred in the sh~ltldcr already... Ough-I can hardly 

'. h' 1 __ 1 
s~ HH.ktt.--

First pitch. 

"Slrike one!" 

What! That was way high! 
>" 

" , . 

a . 

• 
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Second pitch. 

Holy-! 

/lHey! UmpircJ Get that butcher outta there!/I "Christ, he just about took Dave's 

head off!" /lyou prick!/I "What a guy!" "You see that pitch? He went straight for 
o 

Dave's head!/I 

Son-of-a-bitch! l'Il get yO!1, you bastard! 

Q /lShake it off, Dave!/I "Knoçk it down his throat!" 

/lBatter up!/I 

--~ 

4< 

Third pitch. 

1 hit right for his face-shit! He cilught il! . 

~._. /lBuck to third, Karl!/I "Back!" 
-

j , 

, Oh 11O! 

,\ 

1 

/' 
J 

/lBattcr's out! Runncr's out too!" ) 

Randy at bat. 

/lC'mon, I},andy!" /lput it over their headsl/l /lGet us on bas,c, Randy!/I /lKecp us 

alive!/I 

Randy hits. 

No! Straight up! "Watch out, catchcrl/l "Beside you!/I /lBehind yoU!" He's got it. 

"Yon're out! Three down!/I 
~ 
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" '-, \ 

1 go to the mound. 
~ 

"Okay Dave, kecp our lead!" IIYou're playing good, guylll Kccp il up!" IIJusl 

three, and the game's ours!" 

l'm on the monnd. 

"Chuck 'cr in hcre, Dave fella! Chuck 'er in!" 

Ough, my •. arm! Don't rub il-it just hurts morc! 

1 pitch. 

"Ball one!" , 
1 

"'s okay, Dave!" "Hc's scarcd of yon!" "Put 'im down!" 

1 pitch. 

"Ball twO!fI 

"Bang tight, Davcl" "Kccp 'cr cool!" 

, 1 can't throw anymore-I just can'l! 

1 pitch. 

The batter hits. 

, 
.' 

'Shit! "Back Jimmy!" "t;.1ovc in!': "Minc!" IIGet il to thirdl" "Third!" 

Next battcr. 

/. 
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.ms okay, Dave!" "'s alright!" "Just give us the game!" 

"Batter up!" 

1 gotta go out! This guis gonna hit and the nex~ guy too-they're ail going toI 

',"C'mon, Dave! Chuck 'er in here!" 

',' 

. , 
f.pitch. 

\ 
Balter hits. ' 

-,~- - -

1 knew it! 

"Back Jimmy!" "Back!" 

It's gone. • t 

c' 
"Dave! C'mon out! Leon, go in and keep 'em at two." 

. { 

Il:)., 

" 

., 
----~ 
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t THIRD " 

"Dave, 1 wm1t you at third next inning-Bill's ankle's twistèd. You'rc on dOllblc-

deck.' Talk him up, Karl." 

"Sec, 1 told you you'd gel a chance 10 play Ihi~ year if yon did ,more al practio;e. 

Fix your attitud?, and evcrything clse'll take care of itsclf. What's il n~attcr whcre yon 

play, long as yOlI play? That bad game was years <\go-get il out of yom !>y~lem. I.ook 

at Leon ~ut theTé. Ile sni on Ihe bcnch most of Ihe t im~ whcll he played wlth lls--hc 

didn't do dick-ail! Whcn he movcd to Ingcrsoll, he quit bcing lazy, and Ilow'hc's pitch-

ing." , . 
"Batter !" 

"Kn~ck' a big one, Boyd!" "Put 'er oulta the park!" 1 

..1 

"Dave' s on dcck!" 

. Why did Leon gel interested when he went to Ingersoll? Probably becanse his girl-

[riend lives there. 1 wonder if he stilJ remembers that party at Fred's whcn she ignored 
• 

him and talked to me ail nÎght. God, 'fe even talked al;out making love. IImm, this 

bat fcels good. 

Leon's walkcd Boyd. Strange. 

"Batter !" 

"Hi Leon!" Scowly a~s. 

"Tum that ball inside out, Dave! C'mon fclla!" 

C'mon, give it to me whcrc 1 wallt it. 

Holy-! "YEOW!" 

"BlItçhcr!" "Màlliac!" "Throw'im oui, ump!" 
1 
\ 

-, , 

... -
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"You see that, Karl! He was going for his balls, the p'rick!" 

"Yeah. Good thing Dave's got hiker's thighs." 

"You okay, Dave?" 

"Ycah yeah." 

"Walk, it ofL/I 

Look at that smug son-of-a-bitch. -TIc threw tbat on purpose-it didntt cven curve. 

/lBatter!" J 

, 
"Steady, Dave-he'll thro\" to you now!" "You freaked him-he didn't think you'd 

9 he ,back!" "He's yourst' , 

,Just try it again, Leon, and see what happens after th~ game. 

Here it cornes" ... looking good, no curvc-ugh! What a connection! 

(" "Look at that bail f1y!" "Take your time, .q,ave-she's gone!" . 

Watch out for the fenee, Ingerholer. Vou might as weil stop running-I'm go~ng to. 

"D,uve, here corneS' the waiter." 

"Whose have you got, Karl'!" 

"Bill's. fi 

"You guys got I-D?" 

"Yeuh, herè." 

"Okay." 

"Bring me a Black Label, waiteF. What do you want, Bill?" 

"A Blue. Shit, Dave, you should've seen Leon gawk when you stopped runniQg-as . ,. 

if puttÎllg it ovec the fcnce wasn't enough." 
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FOURTH \ , 
, \ 

, , 

. . What a summer. Fivc 'ycars betv.:é~n high school and university w<?n't be fi prob-
1 \, ' 

lem, they sait!. 1 should've stayed ut home. Then again, Karl IS married. Ile d()esn't 

even play bail anymorc. 1'00 tued growing her old man's tobaeeo. 1'00 tircd ufte~ his 

wife, too .... Jesus, 1 miss him. Lenst 1 still have baseball. Sueh as it is. 1 don't know 

'about these co-cd ~lass te'ams, speeially whell a w~mall's captain. Professor Angy und 

his feminism. That's philosophy fo'r you. 1 \Vouldn't mind il 'if shc paid at tellst ,as 

much attention to the ga,me as she did to John's butlock'i. 

yor.'re just spitcful beeall~e Bernadette didn't want you on her team. 

Maybe. But ~he chose that wimp Jeftery nhead 'of mc-~I have .a right to he. Ile 

doesn't cven wear jeans! Mc spitcful! She' s the one who' s spitcflll! 1'hought she knew 

Plato weil enough to argue he was a poet, just likc ail Ihose romantic airheads do. No 
,1, 

, , 

faseist was cver a 'poet, or cver WIll he. 

That's p~etty severe. " 

Il Weil, it's truc. Any politician. who trics to tna~e poctry what' he wallis il to he is. 

Poctry Îs only propaganda of the ~oul, anyway. 

Screwoff! 

l' , 

" . , 

( '. 

--

1 

" 

·1 
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FIFfH 

1 wnlked down the steps and into the extracurricular affairs office. Summc:;r was 

cDming, and 1 wantcd to play bail again. Not knowing many people on campus, and 

those few 1 kncw either Ilninterested or away from London for the summer, 1 couldn't 
. , 

get a teum topcther so had to takc a cliance at finding:. an already organized teaTl! _that 

wanted another playcr. The large-shouldered woman behind the counter looked up, 

from her desk. 

"Hi. Whqt can 1 do for you?" 

"IIi. ~hat's your arrangement for Sllmmer bascball?" 

"You can register a tcam if you'have five guys and four girls-" 

"1 don't have a team. l'm alonc." 

:'Oh. Weil, ill, that case, you cm, corne to the meeting this Thursday afternoon at 

fOltr. AI! thosc who want to play but don't have a team will be there, so yon ean makic. 

up a tearj1, if lhere arc c~lOugh players. It's also a meeting f6r the captaÏI\s of the 

teams already organized, 50 if therc are too few. players to make up a team, yon ean 
, ' 

nsk the' captains if they/II let yo~ play. on one of theirs. You'd prg~abl,y be' a sllbstitutc 
~ ~ . 

playcr though." 
1 r ,~ 

This ,possibility had a disconccrting familiarity. 1 hopcd thore wonld be enough 

single pl~ycrs for a team. . . 

"-':hc meeting is in the ofèice bchind t~lis one," she added. 

1 th,anked her and left. , 

.Tlllirsday afternoQIl came, and 1 re.ttlrned to -the office, 

"Hello again," 1 saie!., 

" ' 

" 
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She looked at me quizzically. - " 

"1 was hère on Monday. About ~Jaseball?" 

"Oh yes! There are too many faces around he're." 

1 hadn't thought ~ine was that commOll. 

'"You can go ba'ck there now. The meeting will start as soon'us 1 lock the door." 

1 went around the counter a'nd past her desk into the back office, Therc wcre wire 
1 

~ rnesh cages in it full of footballs, soccerballs, ba~ket~balls, volleyballs, und baseballs. 

There were sorne field hockey sticks tao. 'l'he ~mell of \euther, sweat, and earth rnixed 

for a fragrance that ought to" have a n()wer named after il. A g\obular und smooth 

flower, plain, like a white rose bcfore it oPèens, whel1 it's still a bud. Be called Bnll~ 

something or Something-ball. 

Fiftcen people sat and stood -in the TOorn. :n{fy ail \ooked at me appraisingly. 1 
;' 

breathcd in to enlarge my chest. Unfù~tl1nately, this pres~ed on my boweb, and a fjst 
, . \, ~ 

of air began to push jls wny dowl~ my colon. 1 sighcd, and the fist drew back. Eyes 
.:) , 

------ww(}f~~c4-hal-f_appfovÎHgllv'j,-. ---

: . The wornan frorn the desk out front came in aCter a few minutes. As ~he pulled up 

a chair -fOf herself, 1 noticed her bare forcarm flcx', muscular. She noticcd that 1 

notic~d, and she proudly but discreetly gave the arm of the chàir another light squeeze , . 

fOf further admiration and Jhen sat clown. 
" 

"My narne's Sally. l'm the co-ordinator of summCr bascball, 3,y.qUestions Y?U 

nave, you ask me. Now, how ~aily people here don't bclong to a team '!" , 

Eight of us put our ha,nds up .. 

"Alright, you people hang on for a minute. 1 want to talk to the capta!ns first." 

While they talked, the eight of us looked at each othcr. We ail knew that wc werc 

about to becorne membcrs of the sarne team, yct wc were kept from spcaking to cach 
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r-, 

othèr by that uncertainty that mixes with shyness wh'enever one is about to meet 

ânother for 'the purpose of doing somcthing together. We instcad pondc~ed what kind 

of baseball we were in for with each other as (eammates. The assessment was pllnctu-
\ 

, ' ated with glances at the 'cages of balls. 

Sally tllflled to us after she'd finished with the captains. She had us write,down 

our' names and phone nurnbers, and then she asked if any of us had playcd mu ch base-
, " 

bail. The "muchl! threw rny teammntes off; none of them put up their hands. Later, l 

found out that they'd aIl played, but not enough. for "muchl!. l'cl raised my Itand, but 
, , 

not, once it was up, without the embarrassment of the oddball. Abs~r(], 1 thought, " 

,.0 they're the o~es who ought to fee~ tllat way. They clid, of course, and it showed Qn . 

(heir faces. They looked at me hopefully. , 

"David, right?",said Sally. 
, 

1 sighed. "Y cs." 

~/Looks like YOllr,the one f(' c!lptain the team. A~ybody cise wallt to do, it, -or d~es 

evcrybody agree?" 

They ail agreed. Though 1 didn't especially want to be captain, they sll~ceeded:in 

looking less competent than 1 knew 1 was, so 1 resigned mysclf to captaini;lg. 

"You'll have to find another girl," said Sally. "You/ve only got three." 

One of the three said to another, "Joan?" and they both hodded. 

We introdllced ourse Ives, then decided on a narne-The Catch-AIls-and arrangeà 

for a practise on Sunday. 

Though thal practise didn/t promise the typ'c of bail l'd played as a teenager, the 

competition tumed out to be no better than u;, '0 wc' did alri\ht. Actuall y, ~e did 

quite weIl. Since only three of us knew each other from before, we were ail extra-con-
,c \ 

siderate in the way that new friends are, and we did beGome friends. Where the other 

Î 

f' 
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te~~s had the bonds of dcpartment, office, or class, our Qond was solcly basebnll. Wc 
l ' 

gol to know each other by the way wc thr~~ balls, .not innucndo. N~ne of us kncw)hc 
, ' 

limitations of the others, so,we ulways tried to pluy'~)crter than our best, which made 

the errors that soon distinguishcd' our tçam forgivablc~ Th<~piflt thcy wcrc commii'tcd 
, 

. in ,was one of zeal for le am and teammatcs, ,fnd w:c al! kücw that. \Vhcn wc wcrc not 

co~mitting ,crrors, wc playcd our bcst, <.Ind wc kncw':that" too. The s~~)\l(Hllgs â~ the 

end of the <;emi-finals confirmcd what wc kncw: second place, bd;ind the phys cd 

department''S tc~m: Wc playcd them:,În the final. 
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SIxm 
'. 

" . , 
---Vou watcned' them as they stood at their bench. They were muscular and bronzed 

by the sun. Compared to them, your players lookcd, like childJlcn, with skin as pale as . , -'" 
" \ 

. pages in a book. 
, 0 

The umpire ca1led to flip the coin. As you walked out f~om your bench, their big-

'gest playcr scoffcd, "Let them have the choice-thcy look like they need a1l the help 

tbey can gel!" 

. ~ 
.-' 

, 
, . 

- ~. 
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-SEVENTH 

1 

" 

The late August afternoon sun sparkled in the dust Judy kicked up us ~hc roundcd - ' . 
third for home. ',' 

"Yeah!" "Yeah!" "Go, Judy!" "Go!" 
, 

The ficldcr had a good arm and got the bail Dave had hit close to him into h0me-
, ' . 

but too late for the catcher !o tag Judy. She was dancil)g glecfully on the plate when 

the ~all smacked otQ,to his grove. He turned and stepped tO~~l[~1 her 'menHcingly. 
, -";'~\ ,.J 0 

IIBat your wr;;gs harder, y'little fuiry, or l'II blow you,through (he screcll." 

Judy looked aLhim uncomprehcndingly for the moment Il (ook him (0 open his 

wouth ag'uiti, and (hcOI~ she ran for the Catch-Alls' bellch Jas(er than ... he/cl mn for 

.' 

/Ils lie ever mean!fI sh~ cricd, as she bounce~ from Catch-Ali to Calch-All 10 press 

- the Desh for her rUll. 

They ail look cd over at the catcher. He stood bëhind' the plate, kicking a foot into 
, " 

the ground, punching hif gl~ved hand with his bare one, lips tight, Il()~trib narcd, eye,> 

bulging. 

Al .wa~ about to say, Be's built like a brifk shitheuse, whell he :'rcmctnhcrcd his 

talk ,vith Dave about dead metaphor-they were both in litcrattlfc-and'. !,>'aid instcad, ,:, 
IIHe's buiIt like a Mack truck." 

-, 
.. ' • i Jo ," 

"" "'-. , w f 

Judy wished he'd said brick shithousc, instead; shc'd sUlclLcd flim when he'cl thrcat-
• > 

cnèd her. 

"Isn't it weird how his .;cck is· thicker thàà his head," shid M~)ira. 
" , 

"Makcs him look cone-shaped from the shoulders up," aôdcd Tony. 

.. -



(. 

. , 

... 

( . 

162 

"Time!/I shouted the catcher. '. 

'~What's wrong, Wags?" asked the pitcher. 

"1 wallt sorne water./I ., 

A substitutc playcr on thcir bcnch pullcd a Dixie éup from its, package, picked up 

the, yellow plastic bllcket by his side, and walked over to Wags. Ignoring th~ cup, 

Wags took the buckct, lifted it above ~is head, and turned it llpside down. The water 

. poured over hirn and splashed onto the grollnd. He dropped the' bucket into the rnud-
. 

died earth and kicked it away. The sub walked backward a few steps, then slbwly 

'turned around and returned to his bench. The rest of his team watched silently from 

their places in the field. First base tapped his trapper against his thigh, 

Wags said, "Okay." 

Joan walkcd up to·the plate. 

Who is this artless, thug? thought Dave as he stood at second base. Be looked 

over to thinl and starled. Is Ray ill? I-Iow come I~e's shaking so rnuch? "Bey, Ray, 

you okay?" 

Stuttering, Ray replied, "Y -ye's; l'in alr'ighL" 

"Watch it when you go into b9me, ch." 

Joan Gtobd poised at the plate. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Wags. 

He hunched over and looked more like a linebacker: than a catcher. --------------------------

c: 

"Put ·jt inta her ehest, Phill/l bellowed Wags. "Give 'cr an extra one!~ ': 

Joan turned to look at Wags just in time to see the bail enter h~s glove. Wags rose, 

lnughing and bmshed pa st her to return the bail to Phil. 

Wags gOl back behind the plate. Joan stood ready;'f:acing the pitcher. ,Suddenly 
, " 

she f~lt hot air on the top of her head. She turnqd and looked up. Wags stood 
"-

hlU:èhed over her, leering. 

o • 
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"Ugh! Please get back!" she cried as she crollched~ 

"Play bail," Wags drooled affectedly; and then he dead-panned to the pitcher, \ 

"~truck out, Phil." 

Phil raised thé right corner of his mouth for a smilc. as he' lowercd his hcad and 

then tUflled to the first baseman. Ile was looking at his slloes as he tapped his Ihigh 

with his trapper. 

"Lct's go, pitchcrl" cried the nmpirc, who slood behilld Phil, who crlllged. 

Phil thrcw a lob that Joan hit-just ov~r the girl covcring !>econd. Dave decided to 
) 

, play il safe and slay, al second. 1-1c walched Ray ~tumble from lhin! and rlIll for home. 

Second base had gol lhe bail. She threw it to home. Wags caught it jusl as Ray got to 

the plate. In the flash of Wags' glovc swinging down 10 lag Ray, Dave saw a fist fol-

low il. 
, 

"BEYI" Dave cried. 

The umpire also saw il. "Youl Outta Ihe gamel" he cried as Wags tumbled 01110 

Ray to try to cover up his punch. 

"Dave ran toward home plate. Wags' tcammales moved ill. the Catch-Ali!> cursed 

as they ral~ to hclp Ray. Wags Pllshed himsclf off of Ray, who layon his !>idc wilh his 

, ,knees to his ehest. The nmpire got to t1w plate before Dave and stood bctweell Wags 

and R,ay. Wags slouehed àway. 

"Yon scn-of-a-bitehl" Dave shollted at Wags. r 

Wags wheeled about, but Dave had got 10 Ray by then and was knecling down to 

him. Judy ran up a second after. Dave looked up at her as Ray ga's.pcd for air. 

There were tears in her eyes. 

After Ray had got his breath back and the Ca!ch:j\Î1_s weff?, ~qtisged he wns unm­

jured, they returned to the gam,and playcd out the ffnal two innings. 'Illough they led 
v ~ 1 
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by four runs, their anger at Wags, put a zeal into their hitting and 'fielding that gave 

_ them another four runs and kept Wags' te am from getting any at aiL, Wag~ sat on his 

team's bench arÏd scoffed at the play he was no longer part of. He even mocked his 

own team, and their errors increased. 

Ncar thc' end of the garne, Dave made a flying Ieap from his short-stop stance to 

catch a baIl on its way out of the infield. Feeling the hu.mble glory of his- ,tcamrnates' 

praise, he trotted back to his position. When he c,rouchèd into his starrcé, hc glanced 

at Wags. Wags was watching hirn. Wags rais~~ a finger to his throat 'and .dragged~it, 

sIowly, across il. Dave shuddered. 

By the end of the, game, Wags was quiet. A 12-4 Ioss in the Cmai was not how he 
, 

wanted to end his 'surnmer. Dave had ignored him while he rnouthen. off-he seemed 

fairly harmlcss, then-but as his taunts becarne less frequent, Dave becarne more 

apprchensive. Wags seerned to grow in size the quiete~ he got; 

Running off the field ta their bench at the end of the ninth, the Catch-Ails cheered . 

and threw their gloves into the air. They hugged and patted and praised. From thcir . 
huddle, Judy looked over at Wags' t,cam and said fearfully, "The'y're lining up ta shake 

our hands!" , , 

Ray turned qllickly and becarne pensive when he could not see the urnpire. Dave 

, saw his anxiety and moved doser to him.· Joan turned ·her glove in J1Cr hands. 

AI said, "Wags looks preHy subdued now." 

"e'mon," said Dave, "they played fair, except for Wags." 

Dave led them out of their huddle toward the other players. As he walked toward 

thçm, Phil, who was at the head of their line, tossed him a baIl. Dave caught it, and , 

Phil said, "Good garne." , , 
" 

\ 1 

Hm, Dave thought, bit of contrition in that tone. He smiled, and as he got to Phil, , 



.: 

" 

, . " 

o 

165 

reached out ari,d returned the baIl, then shook his hand as he passed hirn. \ 

Looking from hands to faces as he passed eaeh player, saying, "Good gume," Hnd, 

IIMaybe next year,1I and hearing, "Good hitting," and, "Good eatching," Dave ~ÙlW Wugs 

at the end of the line. Wags' cyes narrowed Whcn he saw that Dave saw him. As 

Dave ~ct go of the hand of the player' two up from Wags and took the ncxt player' s , . 
hal1d, he saw Wags enrl and llneurl li fist. He lo6!ced up into Wags' face d~ he let go 

of the second-Iast player's hand. His arm becam,e wcak, his· hand froze as though it 

held a bail. Then Wags' p'unching Ray and al! his rnindlcss taunts caolC ln~ck to him, 

and the blood of anger surgcd to strengthen his arm and free his hand. Ile kcpt Wags' 
" 

eyes as he got to hirn, and sensing where Wags' hands was out-strctched, he slipÎ)ed his 

hand under il. Ile passed Wags and brcathed out relievcd. Suddcnly hi~ baek was 

rammed forward, his head whipped back. 

"I?ave!1I cri cd Joan as he staggered to stay on his feet. '. 

"Prick!1I shoutcd Wags. "Why didn't y'shake my hand?" 

Eycs out of focus and head ::pinning, Dave turne,! round to face Wag~. Fingertips 

pu lIed into palms. Dave steadjed himself and cleared his cyes. Wags was bent in 

threat. 

"NO!" eried Joan. She sprang forward and stood bctwccn thern, facing Wags. 

lIyOU ~IG!II she shneked at hlm y and then she slapped him. 

Wags' head didn't move. He stared at her. Then his head drew back and hi., eyes 

widened. 

Joan stepped backward (oward Dave. He grabbed her shoulders and movcd her 

aside. He let go of her and faced Wags again, clenching his fists as he lowered his 

arrns to waist level. 

Wags' face flamed as his eyes bulged. His mouth opened, his jaw jutted forward, 
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he pulled his fist back to strike-"NO W AGS!" cried Phil, and he and two teamrnates 

leapt onto Wags and hâuled him cursing to the grouncl': 

Dave stood still, trernbling. "You want rn-me to shake your hand?" he stuttered 

forcefully. "You ~pologize to everybody, and l'Il shake your hand./I 

Wags glowered at Dave. He said nothing. Dave tumed and walked away. 
\' 

, 
, 
~t 
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EIGHTH 

, 
1 tum from the setting sun and walk on with the olhers to my truck. We joke 

abolit the game and Wags, but our laughter is Ilervous and at moments forced. Wng~ 

and his teammates arc just getting into their cars. As we neur my pickup, they drive 

off. 

"Which bar do yOll think they're going to?" asks Joan. 

"Not ours, 1 hope," replies Moira. 

"They probably won't go to the Grau Laungc," says AI. "Let's go there." 
., 

, We agree, drop our equipment into my truck, and while Iho~c of liS with bicycles 

pedal over, the rest c1amber into the bed of my truck and we drive 10 the (iraduatc 

Students Lounge. 

"There'$' a table on the patio," Judy calls abave the din of thc crowded bar as wc 
/ 

cnter. Joan turns to walk out and claim it while the rest of liS gel in linc for drink~. 

"You like a beer, Joan?" 1 ask as she goes. 

"Yes please-a Blue." 
. 

Having got our drinks, we go out to the patio. Jo,in sits at a picnic tuble, watching 

the dusk. 1 set her beer down as the others scat themselves. 
. , 

"l'Il get th~ n.ex.t _one," she says as she looks up al me. She hûlds my sight for a 

moment, then looks from me to something beyond me. 1 tum to look. It is the moon, 

half-full. 

"Harvest moon in two weeks," she says quietly. 

o At the other end of the table, Ray and Judy arc talking animatcdly. She 1S III 
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theology, he polities, and their talk always keeps us going onee we wear out baseball. 

1 go over ta see how Ray is. 
, 

Judy sees me coming. "David, come here. Ray says he doesn/t wan! to play next 

ycar." 

"1 did not say that," says, Ray ta me as 1 squat at the end of the table between 
. , 

}pern. "f said 1 would not play if that brute Wags did and if you were Ilot captain." 

"WeIl," Judy chides, "the brute is sure ta fail his year, and David has said he is 

going to Toronto after his, sa you mayas weIl say you/re not going to play." 

Ray sighs. ' 

"Anyway," chirps, Judy, "we did wohderfully weIl this summer-cheers to us and our 

eàptain!" 

The others arc watching, and as Judy raises' her boUle of beer, they mise theus 

tao. Judy, however, a bit zealous in her toast, knocks Rays near-full bottle sa force­

fully that it begins to foam over. Ray screws up his' nose as the foam rolls over his 

hand. Judy grasps the bottl~ with her free hand and trics ta stop the sllds with her 

1 thumb. Ray's attempt ta maintain his grip at the same time as' Judy trics to hold the 
1 

boUle gives them bath an uncertain grip, and as Judy's thlll11b slips off the top,~ suds 

spray onto me. 

Judy giggles, and Ray rolls his eyes. 1 tise, tnkc a drink of my bcer, and go t9 s~t 

by Joan. 
. 

A few minutes later, white 1 talk with Al, he suddenly stiffens and stares at somc-

thing above and behind me. 1 hunch my shoulders as Joan reaches over to hold my 

fofearm. She turns to sec what Al stares at. Her grip on my forcarIl} loosens. 1 

glance at her and sec a faint smile. 1 slowly tum, relaxing my shoulders as 1 do sa. 

"uh, hello," says Phil, "I~ um-l'm glaci you/re here-I saw you sitting here, and 1 

, 1 
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just waJ.lt,ed to come over and say that Wags wanted rne to say I~e's sorry.~/ 

As he looks at me, he raises his right hand and rubs his brow. , , 

"He didn't pass a summer course he necded ... and ... he's beery kind of upseL" 

"UpSel!" says Judy indignantly. -

169 

Phil looks at Judy. He stops rubbing his brow and lets his arm drâp. Ile 'looks 

back at rn,c, th en clown at the ground. 

"Tell him wc accept his apology," says Joan. l " 

Phil l'aises his head to look at her. 

She nods. 

He smiles. 

- Ray adds calrnly, "Wish him good luck in school too." 

1 With a glancc around the iable,'Phil says, "(Joo,u Ilight"" am' leave~ 1I~. 
11-

, . 

Knowing that sorne of my tca~lInatcs want to leave carly, and having promi~cd rd 

gh? thosc who Ileeded it a ride home, 1 fll1i~h my bcer. Ray, and Judy had wantcd 11 

ride, and whcn they sec that l'vc fimshed, thcy risc in anticipation. They'vc alrcady fin-

ished. . , 

As 1 ri se to stcp overthe bcnch of the picnic table, 1 say to Joan, ''l'II have to get 

that beer sorne other time." 

She looks up at me. 1 stop, one kg on either sicle of the bench. She looks at me, 

then looks back clown at her near-empty bottle. She is holding it with both hands. Uer 
, 

left hand lets go of it. Slowly, she spreads her hand on the table and presses her fin-

gcrtips down. Rela~illg hcr fingers, she draws them together. She moves her fore-

- ' 

finger apart, thell traces on the wood a small circle. 

"1..'. have sorne wine at home," sh"lsays. SHe raises her eyes to look al me. 
" 

Hesitantly, Judy says, "Wc/re' rea~y." 



·c 

, ' 

1 " 

-. 
, . 

, ' " 1 
-, 

" . 
" . 

~ 170 . ' . " 
, \ -, 

f " ' , , 

1 J~~k at Judy and nod, ! i~rn'"baék ,~o joan, '~nd she looks at..me searchingly. She 

r~ises '~er, righ'i hand to t~e neck of her swe?t.cr' and strokes the collar between her . ' 
, . 

forcfi~ger, and thumb. : 

'A spark of the moon in fter'~yes catches me. "1...J'd like sorne' 'rVine~" ... 
She presses her hand to her sweater and smilos. , 

The other side of the tablç, 1 catch Al nudge 'Tony. 1 look directly at them, .al\d 
< 

they stand and extcnd their' hands. The, others stand too .. Everybody begins shaking 

hands and huggipg. 

; ,. 

" 
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NINTH 

David will see Wags twice' m<,>re: The, firs't ti~e will be on a f!1orning in che full. 

Wags is sitting outsidc the éntrance of the ùniversity community cel1tre~ Bcfore David 

enters thé building, hc will sec Wags, but Wags will not see hipl. As David ellicrs the 

building, 'he will sec Wags stLind and walk away. 

David will sec Wags the sccond timc on an evcnin'g in the. spri~lg at the corner of 

Richmond and Hyman. Wags is standing at the btÎs stop which David will pass on his 

way Joan's. 'Wags will Ilol look as David will have c-xpccled him 10; he wcan. li bine 

suit and a beige trcnch coat. A middlc-agcd woman talks with him. !\-s David 

'approachcs them, Wags will see him. Wags shows no sign_ of recognitlOll, but ~tops 

talking. Fot a momcnt, David '!ViII fccl fear: Thcn IIC will look at the wOl11an ugain. 

Wnen I;e looks back at Wags, he WIll scc thât Wags' no longer looks at hi!n, but has, 

resumèd tajking with thc' woman. David will walk .close cnough to hem them talk of . , . 

children, and he will walk on fccling'strangcly happy . . -... . ~ . , 

,.-

-- -._--------
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Duane turns ?ver the last page of tIic story and puts it oIi~O the other pages on ,the 

table. Pickirig' 4P the pages, he remembers getting the idea for the st ory after reading 

,in a book reviçw that 'basèball stories were pop~lar among writers. He thought lhat 

becausc he had:plaYed.a l~t of baIl he. could casily write a story abo~t it, and that . ' -, , 

becau~e he was studyin'g llt~ra~ure he could give it a suit able subtext, which he has 
{ . 

. becn taught ail literatllre luis' and n;ust have. 

Looking at the-pages, he st!lf fècls as strongly about the story ~s when he wrote it 

over the Christmas break because he had nothing more than a few poems '\.d his play 

'? ,"bmi, "0 schools wi'h Ma,'e~'s programs in c~cativc writi~g. He ,was ccst,ic wheu 

he complctcd It. But of the cight schools hc apP.lied Ip, only Windsor has acccpted 
. . 

him, an'd McGill, ,which docs not cvcn have a creative-writing program, but only the , -

option, which it ad'visos against, of doing a crc~Ùve-writing thesis. He hadj applied to 

it anyway because 'of its high reputation, and especially Qecause of its courses on Con­

rad, Orwell, Lawrence, and Hemingway, though J{e had liUle hope of acceptance. 

-
But thinking about his story, D~ane finds he has grown tired of.it. The ideas that 

seemed important when he wrote it stnke him as tedious now, and he wonders how he 

çould have written sueh inconsequential nonsense. He silUffles the papers and knoeks 

them straight on the table, then returns the story, to the envelope and puts it into a ' 

cardboard file box. 

Reaching for his jar of marijuana, he reealls his ide a of trying to rewrite the Bible 

using the late-twentieth century anti-war, new-age post-romant,icism he hears about so ~. 

oftell, and how the non-violent, non-sexist resolution of the confliet between the, Jews 

and the Palcstinians represented in "Goliath til the Ninth" was to have been part' of the 

fictive revision. Opeliing the"r of pot, he dismisses the idea as laughably absurd and 
. " . ' 

himself as a cretinous iconoclust. But taking the Zig-Zags out of the jar, he still has to 

l' 
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-, 
wonder whether the editors of the magazin~s he sent the st ory to 'saw the representu-

\ • .. l l 

lion, and he feels at the same tim~ his anger at still ieadillg jcw, philistine, gyp, UI~d 
o " 

1 welsh used p~rjoratively. He picks up the rcjection slip !\IId rends ils comment of 

'''complex and challenging narr.ation, though \ln:mit~d for our purpo:,es." 'Confuscd 
r'J 

lrash,' he says 10 himself acialy, 'IS what they'rc rcully trying to say.' 

He drops the slip back onto the table, thcn lakes a paper from the pack of Zig­

Zags. While he rolls a joint, he wonders whether the editors had sufflcient imagination 

to figure out the imprcssionistic theory of the mcmory of trauma that he had workcd 

-out and struchlfed thc story around by using diffcrent narrdlivc lechlllque~, Ile WOIl-. , 

ders whethcr hc was stoned whcn he composed the theory, l.oncludes he probably was, 

but striking a match to light thc joint, thinks pessimlstlcally, 'Who care.,'!' 
i 

Holding the burning match, hé looks again at the rcjection slip. on the fable, Hè 
• t • _ • r-

,picks il up and puts thc match -io it, thcn blows out the match. The. slip t;urniÏlg, h~ 

raises it and draws slowly on thc joint to light il. He holùs the burning slip ul1tll it curis 

• 
black, then drops it into the brown, cut-glass ashtray on the table. Ile :,ees reflectit;)lls 

, 
/ 

of himsclf and the cmbcr of the Joint in thc dârk glas,>, and drawmg decply on the 

joint, he remembcrs post-game tokes and bccrs with Karl and Fred anù the othcrs 

when they aIl played bail togcther. 'I wonder "what. they'd think of this ~tory,' he a~ks 

. himsell, 'whcthc"r thcy' cl catch things likc the pu~s, "Is he rea!')" anù, "Is Ray III '1" rep-r~e-~ ----

senting the question of Israel and through that a qucstioning of the Bible, the lwok of 
Q, 

the' people of the book, "The line, "Skin as pale as pages in a book," ought to clue them 

in,' he thinks with a touch of disdain as he sighs and exhalc'). 
" ) 

Arter a moment, hc raises the joint to his lips aga1n and draws dceply. '1 wonder 

if writers who use epigrams can expect their rcaders 10 go to the ~ource' and know it 

before they read the story, "There vias no sword in the hand of David"-GoddamneQ 

" 

, . 
.... 

'. 

" ., 
l' 
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'. 



( 

7 

1 .V 

, , 

174 

1 . "" 
right, no more swords; violent sons-of-bitches. Only baseballs. Game theory_ of con-

~ 

,'fli~.~Bang, you're out.' Exhaling, D!lane looks at the rQw of books in front of him at 

the back of his table along the wall. He sees the Oxford Scofield Bible and beside it 

~OW~:::;~:~:~h~;:~:; again, Du~ne thinks, 'l'd mther know Fowler better. 1 

should play hard~gain. RelûT' baseball. Where's my glo'~e? There, a Ieft-hand 

throw'to the bookcase . .J-Iardball in black leather pocket. Caught. ''Like:. a white rose 

-before it -opens." What a coincidence it was wh en that German Nazi rcsi~1.ance fil~ 

"The White Rose" came out just after l'd wntten the story. 'tis God's guidance, boy-o, 
1 1 

go wit' it f'r ail y'r wort'!' Duane coughs and leans back in his chair. 

Breathing deeply beforc he tokes aga in, he raises the joint and tokes hard as he . -

remembcrs lhe big jock punching him in the back after the jock's team lost to his in the 
, ';:) 

-;- final. "'Who 'IS this art/css thug?" St range how l've always remembered from the 

David and Goliath story David asking, "Who is this uncircumcised Philistine'?" Who 
, 

ar,e these sado-ma~ochists who have instItutionalized the mutIlation of the innocents, 
, J 

that is the question. Religion. The infidel's fidelity to infidclity. Vatican malllcures in 

the narne of the c1ect and the no damned cllUnce to be good, so be a bigot. Bum the 
, ' , 

big-G Goddamncd lot of them-ail heretics from nature.' Duane drops his hend back 

and olows his smoke to the éeiling., 

feeling the joi;}t gl~tting hot between his finger and thumb, he lowers his head and 

tokes one last time, then drops the 10ach inte the glass ashtray. 'That passage that 

says the souls of David and Jo~athan were knit together-I wonder if they wcre lOYers. 

The sweater passag;~ in 'Goliath tn the Ninth' sounds ci bit salacious for Joan. Clare 

did, things likc that. Mayoe if you don't know the Bible story it woi'ks bettcr. Would've 

liked ll' lover like Joan,' Duane thinJ{!? as he exhales and looks dJwn into the ashtray at 
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the roach dying on the black curl of the rejectioll slip. 

He looks from the ashtray to the cigarette burns and faint ,stains in rings and spots 

on the thick plywood top of the tablc he bought from Wickham Ihree yeurs ugo whell 

Wick!lUm dccided to go back to Florida after Ihe death of his falher. I\.s he draws his 

hand over the surface, he thinks, 'Wherc's that book 'Wickham gave me?' and he hlfllS 

to his left to' his bookcase to search for IL It is Cl collectIOn of slories nboul 1 he purt of 

Florida Wickham came from. 

'Wickham said he'd brought. the book with him whell he left Horida <.;0 Ihat he 

could remem~er whcre he was from, but that since he was going home he didn'l need it 

anymore. Bq said he wanted mc to have it becall~e he thought 1 wa~ going to be a long 

, " 
way from home tao, and since thcre were no book~ about where 1 came. l'rom, maybe 

having this book would help me remembcr at lea~t onc person from there, cvell If he 

was not really from there.' 

Duane lel1ns fmther. back in his c1~air and spots the book and thinks ~o-'l.read from 
\ 

it, but his anticipation about going to Qllcbec for the ~ummer and then eilhcl WlIldsor , , 

,or Montreal 'after Md then to Toronto ancr Ihat makes his mimi drift away. As hi!> 
, " 

tilted chair falls. backward,'DlIal1c fails to catch hold (;f the table. 

Still seated in the chair, Duane lies 011 the floor and is perversely glad of (he pain 

in his back becau~e it lessens that in his head. 1 le rests there looking at the ceiling, 

waiting for the ~hurt ta go away. Out of !he corner of his eye, he seç~ the two old, , 

leather suÎtcases standing packed by the Clo~et door. '1'0 ignore the pain, he thinks of 

the last time hc travelled. It was to Ircland for thrcc weeks the s~lmmer after his poli-
-, ~ 

tics course. He WÇ}lt to Ireland hoping to discover !lis mother's family and find inspira-

tion for himself after rcading Joyce and Y cats, but he fOllIld nothing except that, aCter 

too much Guinness and whiskey and too many arguments about politics and religion, 

a _ 
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he wished he was with Clare again and at Long Point., He had hoped ta go ta Strat· 
, 

fard and Poet' s Corner tao, but he found that aCter two weeks he was short of money. 

He cursed himself for the obstinacy of his continued refusai ta ask for or accept money 

from his parents and stayed in a Shan~on Valley bed and breadfast for the last weck. 

The morning before his evening flight from Shannon Airport home, he took one 

last walk along thc tree-lined diffs over the soft rolling green of the misty river valley. 

While walking, he encountered an aider woman, white-haired and red-cheeked, herse If 

walking the quiet ridge. Duane did not particularly want to talk to anyone, but she 

stopped, and he fell obliged to stop as weiL Yet, she said .!],othing, only looked out 

over the valley as though she were in Eden. Finally, she breathed deeply and said, 

"Lovely, isn't it?" Duane was looking out tao, and even though he was thinking of the 

marsh and dunes of Long Point, he said, "Yes, it is." And then she said, over the low 

thunder of a jet· in the distance, "Perhaps sorne day yon will write of it before it is ail . 

gOlle." She thcn smiled sadly and tur~}ed and went back through the trees the w~y she 
, 

h,ad come. When he got back home to London, Clare told him she had decided to 

move ta Toronto. He got a job draughting in a surveyor's offIce and did not get out of 

London for the rest of the surnmer. He wrote nothing, not evcn a lettcr ta Clare. She 

had written him three timcs, th en stopped. 

Duane stiffly tums his head to look on the bottom shelf of his bookcasc for the 

slcnder book of Clare's poems published the fall she moved ta Toronto. Looking at 

thc dark green spine and the white letters, he recalls that aCter she had leCt for 

TOrolltO, he decided to go to university to study literature. He began classes in Sep-

tember, but after the politics course he had taken, he found the study of litera turc tedi-

ous and boring. After three weeks, hc d~cided to change to politics courses, but when 

IW com~ared the texts for the politics courses ta the staries in the Amnesty 
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International jonrnals he was by then reading regularly, he found tllcm cve.t~ worse lhun 

the theory and criticism he had bccn expccled to read III litcrature. II~' dccided thllt , 

he could do more good by writing letters lor prisoncrs of consclcncc than writing ~slnys 
about dead thcorists, so he quit the university. 

Reslless and tlfed of London, he went out to Vancouver bland t() look for work in 

the area that he had seen when he had visited Gwcn. Just bcfore he lell, ('~ure's book 

arrived. There wefe sorne poems in it that he cOllld tell were about them. On"Yull-

couver Island, he round a job surveying for a timber company. Ile would snmetimcs , 
" '-

watch the big trees fall, and watching them, he would think of tho~e poerns. Ile began 

ta write poems again himsclf, but after reading thc note book he had Wied with thcm, 

he was vexed to fmd that ail of thern were about fallen trees and barrell IUIHbcapes. 
" 

He began to resent the cutting of the trees, so quit his job in the ~prillg and Jllo,ved to 

Vancouver. There, he rented a room in a cheap hotcl and found a job washing dishes, 

and he did not write uny more pocms. IIc only sat in his room and read. Mo~t olten; 

he would read Clarc's poems. 

Aftcr tluce wceks of cain already il}to the summer, he heg,an to mi!>!> the heut and 

sand of Long Point, sa decided to return to London. Oncc back, he rellted li car and 

early in the morning drove ta Long Point. Carrying only a blanket, il knife, matche,>, 

sorne hash, a bottle of red wine, and Clare's book of poems, he wulked m lar a., he 

could bcfore dusk, then stopped. Alone on the beach, he gathered wood and made a 

[ire. Through the nignt, sitting by the fire with his blankct wrappcd uround him, he 

drank his wine, smoked his hash, and read Clare's poems. As the c10udy dawn cam'e, 

he could no longer see to read, and he did not much care whether he CYer could again. 

He went to the waLer's edge, and in the beginning rain, as he looked out over the grey 

waves, he wepL as he fought the urge to throw Clare's book irito the fire. 
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As Duane looks up from Clare's book to ail the others in his bookcasc, he still 9an 

" 
;.' not .say whcther it was because of love or because of spite for her that he decided that 

\ . 

he wotlld do a degree in English literature and then a graduate creative-writing pro-

gram. so that he could writc a book of his own and send it to her. Now, suddenly . . 

weary, he thinks only of getting the French credit he needs to "Complete his honours 

degree and then going to Toronto to get a job editing. 

Duane edges sordy from his chair to the Ooor. He drags himself up onto hls bed, 
" 

'then pulls off his clothes. Rising stiffly from the bed, he slloves the chair out of the 

way, hobbies to his table, and turn~ off the lamp. From the table, he stumbles in the .. 

darkncss onto the bed, then crawls bencath the covers hurt and wasted. 

) 
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In Diane' s basement apartment, in the bedr'l>om anCl at the oakell dc~k, Duune 

looks up from the page he has been writing and rewriting to the page of the month of 

Août tom from a Banque Royale ca\cnder and tacked on the wall in front of him. 

Through the squ<lres of the days up to the twcnty-~eventh, there arc red X/s. Il is 1l0W 

the night of the twenty-seventh, the Ilight of the derlllcr quartier. Dunne looks at his 

watch for the time; a ,quarter after two. 1 le picks up a rcd pencil crayon and draws an 

X through the. square of the twenty-sevcl1lh. 
'. 

, -

The story Duane has tried to wrile over the monlh of August has not turncd out as 

he has lhought or hopGd it would. Whcn he has sai down tn write, he has dri 1 ted soon 

aftcr beginning, and wh Cil he has ea.ught himsclf dnfting, he has becollle upset and 

then has lost more time to angcr. But when he has ~tarted to write again; l~e has again 

~oon drifted. Becausc of th,is, he has written SPolHldically, and, becau~e he has tried to ., 

!<eep the schedule he has set himsclf, he has becomç too tired a(ter he has !>pent at thë 

desk 100 mllch lime too late into the nighl. Al!>o, becau!>e he ha~ bccome ncrvolls over 

finding a job in Toronto, he has disregardcd hi!> comrl1ltmcnt to spcnd ail his tlme on 

the story and has instead interrupted his writing to scarch daily. in thc Toronto ncwspa-

per~ and prepare cover letter~ to scnd with curriculum virac. Ile told hilll!>clf hc would 

makc up the 10sl time at night. He has had no offers of a job. , 

Duane rcaches for the ncar-empty glass of red wil~c on the dç~k', but taking hold of 

il, he secs purple, circular stains from previous gla<;sc~ and bottlc~ on the oaken sur-

face of the desk. He puts the glass down again. Lookmg back at the page in front of 

him, he sees three-quarters of it lined through. He looks at the previous page and !'ces 

.. -
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the same. Most of the pages from the previous nights and weeks also look the same. 

What he has wrillen in the day, he has tried to rewrite by night and by the end of it has 

produced from fourteen or sixteen pages only three or four he has thought worth keep-

ing. In the mornings, he has doubted the worth of those pages. To give himself more 

time while trying to write his story, he has drank coffee to keep awake, has eaten fast 

.food when he has eaten at ail, and has gone for days without a shower. He has gone 
!, 

back to drinking wine and smoking hash the way he used to before he was in school. . 

His birthday passed without celebration. He can count on ohe hand the numbcr of 

times he has for more th an one hOUT seen the sun. 

Duane pi<:ks up the sheet of paper from the oaken desk and places it on the pile of 

pages rcsting at the corner of the desk. The pile is not even half as thick as he hoped 

it would be. What he has wntten has not been the art he has tried to write, nor even 

the moral philosophy he has wanted to tum into art. Many of the memories he 

planned to use have become distorted by what he ha~ wanted those memories to be. 

Most of the ideas he tried to use have become lost in the unbelievable action that was 

to have developed them. Ali of what he had imagined as useful for the story, hb has, 

rejected as false to the reality of it. Of aU he has written, there is nothing he can 
1 

respect. 

Pushing h.imself away from the desk, he rises from the chair and goes out of the 

bedroom and into the darkness of the kitchen. From the waste paper'pile he has kept 

despite knowing the city does not recycle paper, he takes a brown grocery bag and 

returns to the bedroom. At the desk, he picks up the pile of paper and drops it into 

the bag, then folds over the top. Leaving the bag on the desk, he goes over to the cor-

ner of the room to the three boxes that contain his books. He lifts the top two boxes 

off the botlom box and sets them aside. He unties the cord around the bottom box, 
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opens il, and from it removes a pine cigar box. From, the cigar box. he takes u th111. 

black lighter. Hç flicks it once, and the flame leaps high. 

At a chair by the da or outside, he sits and pulls on his boots. Ile rÏses und tukes 

his worn, black leather jacket off. the back of the chair. lIe puts the jacket on, then 

goes back into the room for the _bag. He turns out the lamp on the desk and in the 

darkne~s with the bag goes to the door. 

Outside in .the pale night, he turns ,down the dim street to the side entrunce of the 

university. Walking illto the campus, he secs the patinaed cupola of the Arts Building. 

The vl\gue, orange light of the city gives it a sickly hue. Ile has had his graduate Eng-

lish classes in the building for the past year. This is the las! time he will see il. , , 

Walking by the building, he looks at the dark windows of the profcssors' offices 

and the seminar rooms where he sat and listcned and sometirnes talked and, as the 

year progressed, became iocreasingly ullcertain of exactly what was expccted of him 

and of ~10W to give it. But this did not bother him much, he was a creative writer, not 

an academic. With each report and seminar and essay, his critica! alJllity was judged 

__ ...:;;;unsatisfactory and his writing increasÏllgly faulted.' But this did not concern him much 

either, he did Ilot intend to write as a cr~tic, but as an artist. His professors and cIass-

mates, ncJn,ct' of them artlsts, he ignored, and invitations to parties, lectures, and rcad-

ings, he sneered at, thel~ declincd and instead continued to read book after book to 

enhanc~ 'his own judgment and vision. Yet, despite believing that he was coming doser 

and closer to a truc artistic consciousI1~sS, he grew.depressed. But this, cven whcn he 

begun to avoid people and then stopped going to bars, he viewed as only a stage in the 

development. When the depression persi~tcd and then worsened, he only vicwcd it as 

the neccssary but tem~orary .suffering of the repressed artist and looked forward to 
, ~ 

beginl1i~g his story. Until then, the only part of the day he looked forward to was the 
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walk along Sherbrooke Street, between his room on St-Marc and the university, when 

he could escape the traffic and go into the art galleries to look at ,the pietu'res. 

Duane walks out of the campus flnd turns up tow~lrd the mountain behind it. From, 

the faint, orange light whiçh tints the street, th~ parked cars, and the buildings, the 

mountain rises, massive and black, into the clear '~ight sky. Walking, Duane goes from 

one street to nnother until he, crosses the last and starts up the mountain, a black figure 

with n bag, wnlking slowly, but,without hesitation. He walks up ,to the gravel road in 

the trees and the darkness, awa9 from the orange tint of· the streets. He walks along 

the winding rond, smelling the sweet, night air now neùrly void of metallic taint. He 

walks, hearing the crickets above the lessening mechanical hu~ of the city below. 
l , 

From the gravel road, he walks slowly in the darkness up the long stairease that goes 

up the mountain, never stopping or turning to look down at the city. At the top, he 

tums, not towUld the chalet and the observation point, but away from them and goes 

instead to the gravel path and up further among the trees in the quiet and the dark. 

At the shattered oak, he turns right off of the gravel path onto a dirt path wide 

cnough for one person .cnly. Holding the bag behind himself, he walks slowly between 

bushes and trees along the path in "the darkness, walks careful and slow so that evell 
.il ~ , '" 

when his foot doe~ stri~e a' Foot or a stone, he does Ilot tri,p. He walks, and then he, 

enters a clearing on a cliff that faces cast. There is, he has se<?n before, on the edge 

" ,of the cliff a circle of ~tones for a fire. He goes to them. There, he drops the bag ~Ilto 

the circle and then turns in the darkness to look out over the dotted rows of the pale 

orange streetlights far bclow. He look~ beyond them to the riyer and for a while fol­

lows, below the crescent moon, the faint lights of a ship moving away, downriver 

toward Quebec City and the sea. 

Hélène wanted to live by the sea. Duane had met her whe!1 he went to Quebec 
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City to learn French the previous summer. She was a member of an mtist's co-op his 

French teacher belonged to. 'Ibey met at a party the teachcr had the Ilight Dunne 

. arrived. ~he was a painter, painted portraits in the street, but wantcd to live hy the ; 

sen and paint the light she s,aw therc on the water and in the air, the light from the 

sun, from the moon, and from the stars. By the end of two weeks, they, were loyers. 

Duane moved out of his roo~ in a residence at the university to live with Hélène in her 

sky-lit atti~ apnrtment in the old city. They taught each other their languages as Ihey 

shopped for food, drank wine in ivy-walled court yard cafés, and h;le at night, her 

black curis enlwined in his, made love wrapped in a blanket under the trees on ,the 

Plains oJ Abraham. 
t~i ... 

'., 1 

Duane did not Ieave ~élène when hls French course concluded at Ihe end of July. 

He had toid her the night of the first party that he would probably go 10 Wind ... or, hut 

as the summer progressed, he becamc less certain he wantcd to. First he ... aid he 

would go to Montreal instead, and then he said he would stay in Quebec City and find 
• 

a job teaéhing English, said that he had studicd enough Iiterature to know how to 

write. But as the end of Augu~t approached, and he had not yct found a job and had 

begun but then scrapped three stories, he told Hélène tha1 he was le~~ certain of his 

ability th an he wanted to believe and that he must go to Windsor. Hélène bcgged Imn 
( 

to stay, said she could support them both while he continued toI look for work und 

write. But he was adamant., The night he left, she was enragcd and tcarful. She told 

him never to retufil. He knew sne meant it. 

Duane hears a siren. He looks down at the orange-tinted city and sees in the 

darkness a flashing red light going up Avenue du Parc. It was while ho has bcel1 in 

Montreal thàt karl died. On his way down to Windsor from Quebec City, Duane had 
, , 

stopped to see him. After he told Karl about Hélène, farl suid that he wa~ a fool to 
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have left her. _ Du!!ne became angry at Karl for not recognizing his commitment to 
, 

,becoming a writer and criticized Karl for his small-town narrow-mindedness. Karl's 
" ) 

wife becamc upset at Duane, and Karl told him to leavc. 

In Willdsor the next day, feeling the angcr, yet also the shame, of what had hap­

pened with Karl, Duane listened to the secrctary of hi~ department at the university 

\ rcpeatedly c~!l him "kid ll
, and cven though he knew she meant it affectionately, w~en 

}le rcmembered three days b~forc in London teHing a surveyor he had worked for that 

he was going to Windsor to study writing and the survcyor saying, ",Gr<:w up, Duane," 

he decided that he wa.; beyond a creative-writing program and that he would go instead 
\. 

to Montreal, to McGill, wh cre he could write a creative-writing thesis but not have to 

do arry writing' Classes, where anybody who was there, would be understood to kncw 

" 
more than others, and where the prestige of being there would prevent anyone frorn 

cvcr again calling him kid. Just aCter Duane arri~ed in Montreal, Karl was told he had 

cancer. In two months, he was dead. ,Pete phoned 10 tell Duane on the day of the 

funerai. It was the first Duane had heard of iL 

Duane follows the flashing red light until it disappears. He reaches into his pants 

pocket and pulls out the thin, black lighter. When he tums around to go to the bag in 

the circle of stones, he sees the illuminated cross further over on the mountain. After 

looking at it a moment, he raises bctween himself and the cross the hand with the 

lighter. He flicks it, and with the high flame, he makes the sign of the cross against 

the illumination. 

With the lighter still aflame, he gocs to the bag and touches the flame to the four 

cdges. He puts out the lighter and ~eturns it to his pocket as he watches the flames 

'spread from the edges. Soon the whole bag is ablaze, and then the pages inside it 

catch and crackle, and as they bum, they curl over in the flames, one page after 
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f 
another. In the burninli and cUfling and finallt the disintegratioll to ushes of the pages, 

. Duane sees tlie demolition of the. tow,{ hall' mid library he knew whe;l younger ~ 
j t ~ ~ Il 

destroyed, his father said, to build biggerand bettcr. 

The last'rof the flumes dic'out. It lis dark ~gain. Duane :-tirs the u~hcs with his 

foot. No embers rernainl He looks' al the as.hes und eircle of stones a long While., 

thinkit;g Ilothing, t~ell,tur.~s his hea~ ~n~ gl"ances one last timé ovcr' the city lo th'e ClIst 

beforc he st arts back down the moulltai'). ' 

BflCk in' Diands apa;trnent, he reh ms to his -;~oxes what he has taken out 10 :use 

for hi s' month there. <r~e pile of paper~, he t,ies into a bundle and takes ollt~ide to the 

garbage pail. He returns to the room and goes to bed. 

Asleep, he dre~ms of the black Porsche Turbo he has seen rarket! in front or a 

bar on Crescent Street, d!eams of driving the Porsehe [a~l with the music loud and u 
. 

joint bet~een his lips, but he does not drcam about the ragged, mulleriug old man who 

scavcnges in the garbage in the alley bchind Cresccnt Street he has abo seen. 

In the rnorning, he showers and dresses in his ~ui~. Ile then calls a taxi, loads his 

boxes, suitcases, and typewriter, and goes to the train station. When he arrives in 

Toronto, he rents a room ab.ove a store downtown on Bloor Street. 

Within threc weeks, he hus a job as an editorial assistant with fi trade journal [or 

the pulp and paper industry. 

In December, on a dismal late afternoon, Duane returl\s to his room tired from 

work. Before now, he has usually gone to bars to drink and look for worncn. 1 le has 

stoppcd going though, because the women he has met become dcrrcs~cd by what thcy 

eaH his eynieism. They have sornctimcs askcd him kiddingl'y if it is becall~c he has 

. 1 
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AlOS.' Sometimes, he has said he does. 

He enter!!'his room and sees a letter 011 the floôr. He picks it up and sees that it is 

l . 
Crom his d'epartmen~ at McGiIl. He sits wearily at a small, \ arborit~ tabl~ and slowly 

tears, open the cnvelope. The letter requests a fee payrnent and a draft of his creative-. 

writing thèsis story and its critical introduction, or failing'"thqt, a leHer of withdrawal 
) .. 

from the ~rogram. 

Duane re-reads the letter, then drops it onto the table. He reaches ta the left cor-
. " 

ner of the table and takes from a pi ne cigar box his hash and hash pipe. He -looks ta 

tJ.:le right corner at t11C hi!llf-empty bottle of red wine and the book th~t Jeans against it. 

" It is the book o~ storiq Wickham gave him. He takes hold of the boUle and '-sl~wly ." 

" -
raises il. It clears the book, and he watches the book fall over onto the table., I-Ie fills ' 

p .' 

and lights the pipe, then uncorks' the wine and drinks from the bottle. Smoking and , 
dri,nking, he stares l?lankly at the book. 

The bottle, empty and the pIpe dead, he picks up the red penell. crayon on the 

table. 'It is dul!. He pulls out his pocketknife, opens it, and carefully sharpens the red 

" pencil to a lm rd point. He lays the pencil down, th en cleans the knife' and lays, It 
. ~ 

aside. He picks up the pen cil again, and holding the letter on the table in front of him, , . 
he slowly draws, from corner ta corner, a large, red X. 

The X drawn, he drops th~ pencil crayon onto the table and pulls out his type-

writer. He turns the letter over ta the blank side, puts it into the typewriter, and types 

his reply. Fini~hed, he removes the lctter and addresses an envclope by hand. He 

puts his typewriter back into its .case and takes it with him as he goes out. 

ln the damp rush hour, he bumps and shoves his way down Bloor Street with the 

letter and the typewriter. He drops the letter into a mailbox at the Spadina subway . . 
. 

entrance, then pushes his way through people down into the subway. He rides a 
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erowded car down to Unjon, then walks through trafCie down to the ferries. On the 

Centre Island ferry; he stands alone outside ag~linst the miling und ~ITes down at the 
, L 

dull watcr as the fer~y crossés in the heavy mist of the darkening harbollr. ocr the 

ferry, he slowly walks with the typewnter across the island's empty' park. Seagulls 
, , 

seraw as wet squirrels go to him for food. Ile walks 011, unawure of them. Whell he 

~ 
"\ < reaches. the other side of the island, he goes ta the tocks at the edge of the lake. 

Thcre, -alone in a cold wind anc! drizzlc, he looks out over the rOllgh water to the dark-

ness rj~ing in the cast. Hc bcgins to tremblé, thell to weep. His tear~ fa1l as he sobs 
, 
:piteously. Sliddenly he shudders violently, then crie~ out wildly, "Solls-of-bjtchcs!" and 

hurls the typewriter into the black wavcs. 

, . , 
Jn January, after the chairman of the department 11<1s returned from his holidays, ' 

his frowning ~ecret~ry J;ives him Duane' s IcHcr ta read. 

.. 

• 



(' 

1 

,21 decembre 1986 
To: The Chairman 
From: Marcuse, Duane .... 

• 

Re: request for MA intent statement 

-INCIDENT IN A MONT-REAL STORE 

p 

" 

Hungover Saturday morning after a XREH. 3: 00 a.m. St-Denis 
Friday night, l go into a store on St-Laurent to buy a package 
of envelopes. My French is so poor 1 can pnly gesture at the 
largEf'r of the two remaining packages obehind the counter. The 
girl behind the counter gives' me the wrong package, not 
seeming to care when l 111113. make tentative objections--she 
eviden.tly has also had a rough night--and when I ZHZIIIIB 
remonstrate at her indifference, sk. she assumes that 1 want 
the smaller--and last--package of envelopes too. She bags 
both. l do not care to even âttempt to argue wi th her now; I 
coù1d not if l wanted to. Besides, a rather manie customer-­
small, wiry, IIIISK.X five-day bearded, beer-breathed, and 
anxious--wai ts for service. I give the gi r 1 wha t l think she 
says 1 owe, which is close enough, for she gives me some 
ElliliS nickles and pennies for change. As i:'" pocket the coins, 
the manie wi ry 3&IIl.s spr ings te the counter and asks for wha t 
I think are envelopes. The girl says something to him,? 
gestur ing at me simultaneously. The manie wiry turns to me 
and stares with bleod-shot, out-of-focus eyes. He looks me up, 
and down sort of sideways, then turns to the girl and stammers, 
"C 1 est anglais?" 

"Oui," she replies. 
He turns to me again. Suddenly his brow wrinkles and his 

mouth turns down as he groans. He looks at me intently, eyes 
no longer out of fecus. l watch him raise his left hand and 
see his fingers begin to form what I think wi'll be a fist. 
But then, hand raised, he gestures as though writing. 
Finished, he raises his imaginary letter, laya it on his 
heart, and sigha. Be then folds his imaginary love let ter, 
points poli tely t~ my bag of envelopes, and smiles charmingly. 
1 open my bag of envelopes and pull out one envelop.e. Be 
raises two fingers. l give him two envelopes .. · He gives me 
two dollar bills and then leaves. The bag of envelopes had 
cost me $ix:2. $1. 76. Tl'le-girl behind the counter rolls per 
eyes' and sighs. 

This ia ~ a true story. 

Yours azxisk:i academica11y, 
1,80640 
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The, chairman slowly smiles to' :himself. He turns the page over and looks at the , .. 
red X. He st~dies the even pressure of application and the straightness of line. After-. . 
a few rnoments-, he sighs and looks out'a window, tben gi~es the letter back to the sec­

relary and says distantly, "Close the file." • 

~--

----_.-- , , 

() 

• ',.. 4 , 

"':;d'_,,': ~_.~.~~\,:.i...~r-_ .,,~ ._._ ...... ~.~......---.._. 
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Critical Introduction 

to 

A Portrait 'of the Young Man as a Failed Artist J' ,JO 

'. 

, There is, 1 think, a fundamental èlifference betwccn the crcative and the ' 

critieal minds. The gooet. critic, partieularly jf he is a tcacher-crit!\>, is less . . , 

interested in expressing himself than in undcrstan<fing sorne one cise, and 

the aets of teaching and explaining a work or' literature imply n certain 

degree of social rasponsibility. The archetypar artist; on the other hand, is .. 

an anarehist: he seeks not only to express his indivïduality, but arsd'i~ free 

himself from the obligations which would eQtrap him~ (Maurice Becbe, a 

Ivory Towers and Sacr.e.4.. Founts: The Artist as Hero in Fiction Irom 
. 

Goethe 10 Joyce, 307) 

The story A Portrait of the Young Man as a Failed Artist is a Künstlerroman. As 

the story's title suggests, irony gqides its telling. In this eritieal introduction to th'e story . . 
, , 

(hereafter referred to as Failed Artist), 1 will show how the story follows the genre of 
, r 

'the Künstlerroman and overlaps with the picaresque, how tragedy and irony inform 1he o _ 

story, how the formai genrè ,of the novella governs structure, and, finally, comment on 
,c , 

how eont~mporarY erilieal abd moral stances have influeneed it and perhaps made it 
, . 
~ 

'" 

! 
\ 
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inevitable. With respect to my epigraph from Beebe, 1 quote hi~t() ~nowledge my 

ol .' "-

"inaebtness to his study of the Kûnstlerroman, and ~o to note his 9istinction between 
, • 1 

the "social rcsponsibility" of the "teacher-critic" anà" the "individuality" of the "arche-

typai artist". They are qualities that 1 have tried to' unite and to write into Failed Art- . , .. -

ist. The distinction; nonetheless, is not-~nd should not be..'..forgotten: 
\ ' . 
J • •• 

Pripr to Beehe, n6 major work.on.the Künstlerroman ex1sts. _It is subsumed, how-

,ever, in the standard study of the geI?re of the Bildungsro"zan, or apprentice-novel1 
...... ..' , -' 

SUSilD Ho\ve's Wilhelm Meisier and_ His linglish Kins~e1J, (1930). The pnmary ,con- . 
'" . 

cern in the genre is the spi~tual, i8'tellectual, and creative growth of the 'protagonist. 
o ..,. 1. .. 

Among the best known ex amples are Voltaire's Candide, Joyce's A Portrait ôf,the Art-

is/ as a Young Man, and Hes~e's Siddhartha. The Bildungsroman's. protagonist, says 
4.. \ 

Howe, is heir to several types and traditions jn literature. 
, .-
.1 

'. 

...!;is kinshiJ? w,ith the' recalcitrant hero of the moral allegory mak~s it netes­

sary fbr him to meet certain abstract vices and virtues, Qften byt thlnly dis-
, . 

• 1.. • 

. . \ .... guised as hum an beings.... The picaresque hero... is another near relative 
'. . • '1_ 

who lends.his taste for carefree, rambling adventure of aO realistic aad often . . 
amorous sort .... a tendency to go on long journeys and see the world, meet-. . \ 

. . 
oing... chàract'ers... who represent aIl sides of the social structure of the 

1 . . 
, time. The nunivèrsal man" of the Renaissançe, bent on developing ail his 

. . 
gifts to the utmost and welding them into an artistic whole, is anoth~r part 

" . 
of our hero's complicated family tree, and over ail this variegate~ group of 

• .. \. .r; 

~pprentice her~~s there faUs, though ever 50 pàlely, the shadow of· a still 
~ . ~ 

more remote ancestor, Parsifal, "the brave man.. slowly wis~" through 

.experience, learning pajofully trom the blows, the wodd dews him, but a 

dedicatM spirit destined ûom te be~g to reacb: the goal of. bis. 

.. \.: 

.. 
.., . 
_~; _~"I .. ,.<,.':.,,-... ~~~wor,.,-.~ . 

1 1 
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quest.. .. [T]hese heroes ... are mOié sensiti~e and gîfted t~an the average 
o 

young man; their perceptions are sharper, their failures more hearl-break-
• • t. -

ing, their struggles for adjustment to the worlp more desp'araté .lhan 1110se 
, - -

~~,-

.. • o!:,t~eir fellows, ~ut their ultimate victory is assured. (5-6) __ 

Bef~re V!e look ~t the protag6nist of Failed xiast, Duane Marèuse, BC'!C'.s • .sPCCific 

observation on the hero of the Künstle"oman, OTt as h-c prefets to cali it~ the "a,rtist': 

novel", mustbe added. to Howe's more gener~[ dcfinitio~. " _ \. 
\ .', ~ ~ 

Goethe's Wilhelm Meister and Rousseau's Confessions, ,represent for B~c the 
.. - ... 

beginning of the arti'st-novel g~nre·. He sees in' them an emphasis on liCe outsidc lhe 

self. But afier them, the "confes;ional novels", such as "Sen,an~our's Obermann, ,-Iaz-

litt's Liber Amoris, Lamartine's Raphae,l, Turgenev's Diary of a Superfluous Man, and 
, , 

Flaubert's Sentimental Education"; changed the emphasis in fictioll ~from ,Qutside the , ~ , . . 
self to" analysis of tbc hero's psychology [and] prepared the way for the .... arti~t-novcl 

f· . -
proper" (50). For Beebe, the oew emphasis represents the dominent motif of the Kün-

1 _ , . , 

·stle.,rroman, the interiorizatiJon of conflict~ . 
Narrative development in the typicaltartist-novel req,uir~s that the hero ,test . 
and ;eject th~· daims' of love 'llnd life, of God, home, and country, until' 

e f. • 
not~ing is left but his true self and his. consecration as artist. , Ouest for self 

~ 

is the dominant ~heme 6f the artist-novel, anel because the self ~ _~~~t' 

alw~ys in conruct with sOci,ety,. a closely related the,mé is the oppositi~n of 
t. 

art to life. The artist hero is usually therefo,re the .~rtist-in-exile. (66) 
'..,- .. 

'J!te intérior conflict of the protagonist of the -'Künstle"oman, Beebç goes on to 

\. 'saY'; ~orks jtself tl}tough~the "familiar features of the artist~hero tradition: di~satjsfac­

tion' with ~he domestic environment, estrangement irom\. -~luustin~- ~alber, a ;QnViction . , ~'1 "'. 
lbat art is ~ 'vocati(:)fi superi&f ta time ~nd 'place, the disèovery that y~u can't go, home 

" 
" 

o 
1 

, 

-- -



, 
. . 

, . 

'. . 

. 
( ~ 

1 

\" 

Il 4, 

, . 
agairi (~f. Wolfe's You Can't Go H~me Again}, and withdrawal to the H;~ppy Valley, 

, , 
. [cf." 10hnson's Rasse/as]" (22). Duane is of the apprenticeship ~n,d artist-hero traditions 
, . '. ,. , 

Howe' and Beebe' descrlbe. With regard to H.owè, Duane's story is realistic; he has,' in 
, . 

Lucilre, Gw'~n, Winifred, ~lare, an~ Hélène, his amours; and he meets character,s-the , , 

wpmen preceding, and also Wickham, the Quebeckers, his grandfather', Cecil, Calvin, - ~ , 
the balding businessman, Lawrence, Matt, and Gil-who represent a well-defined slice­

• 
'of-Iife. Duane's quest for self and his conflict with society arè seen in his struggle to 

• 0 

tell about his maladaptation to society and the danger'of t)1at maladaptation. Also, he 
/ . 

~ 

fi has, at home and elsewhere, an unsatisfactory environment, he, is estranged from, a'n 

insensitive father, and, until his failure, he believes in the superipr, vocation of art. His 

life, then, with its alienation, makes him an exile. But he never beeorries the artist he . . 

wants to 'be. The tragedy of-I)nane's-failure is the basis of my iro~iê treatnient of the 

. Künstlerr0111an. A look at that tragic irony now'follows. ' , 
Failed .Ar~isl is a tragedy about the inability of a potential ariist, Duane Marcuse, 

to reaijze his potentiality because Qf frustrations he suffers as he gr~~s up in, a tim~ 

and place that neglects art. Northrop Frye, in his Anatomy of. Criticism, defines ~wo_ 

types of tragedy, the high mimetic and the low mimetic, and it is to the low mimetie, ... 
which Frye ~Iso caUs' "pathos", that Failed Artist belongs. "Pathos," says Frye, .. " . ... 

_ "pre~ents its hero as i'solated by a weakness ... , is increaseq by the-inarticulateness of 

the vietim" and "the catastrophe of defeetive intelligence", in which thè "root idea" "is 

" the "'Xcl~n of 8n, ~dividuaJ on our .0\:0 level from 8 social group to 'which he ~s try­

îng to belong" (38-39). Duane is trying to belong not onJy to soc~ety as a whole, but to 

the society of ~riters as weil. But his defecti~e intelligence~ a consequence of his tr~u- . 
.. , " 

bled life, makes his weakness the ina~ticulateness that always has mm t~g to teU but 

seldom succeeding: His growth, then, as the protagonist of a KÜnSlle"om,an, is ironie, 

.' 
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is really dege~eration. 

"What Frye 'says àbout irony togetlter with 'tragedy also pettnins to the_story of . 
I)ùan'e's failure: "Iro~y with littlè satire' is the non-heroic" residùe of trngedy, centering 

on a therne of puzzled defèat" (224). Satirital i~ony is by intent rare in Failed Arli~/, 
,. ct, 

as the' satire wou Id evoke a laughter in conflict, with ,the tragcdy. Oliune's fallure, 

. t~ough tragic, is not on the seale of' Ha~et's; Duane ft; not â hero, his puzzled clerent 

~~ more like that of Willy Loman's. The com~ent 'about irony by Wayne ~. Booth in 

his Rhetoric of Irony reprc:;sent,s weil the intent of the irony that informs Failed A Ttisl: 

"Since irony is 'CssentiaUy 'subtractive/ it aiways discounts sornething, and once it is 
f /!.. 

S> '" , -,..1. • 

tUrIied into a spirit or concept and release,ei upon the world, il bccomcs a total irony' 
• 1/. 

that ml'lst discount itself, leaving ... Nothing [sic]" (177-78), 

The reduction to nôthing .figure,s importantly in Duane's self-image at -~rucial points 
• ft 

in the story. In the "17" section, when Duane's Jather says that he ~nd Duane's mother 

Ipay separate, his fau~ty grammar lèads Duàne to beliève that his parents really are 
, -

goirig to sepirate. This misp~eption, which Duane later discovers when with Clare, .... 

C' in "24", leads him to conclude that he will bè left "with nothin~,,, nnd he then "reulizes, 

,~ he has nothing" and begins to feel that "he is notqing."-- Later, in the "24" sèction, he is 

\. 

, , -with the poet Clare, and awakens to his spiritu,al and creative poverty: "he realizes 

what he already knows, that he has no work like Clare's, that ~rijuana and drinking 

and everything 'el se interfere with nothing at aU because he has nothing they can inter-

fere with." Then, ~t the conclùsion of the story, after DuaoC? in his arroga~e has tried 
, 

" . ' to ·write bis thesis stolland discovers tbat he has faHed, the fa~lure is again in term~w 

tragi~, reductive -nothi.ngn~ss; ;bf. aU he has written; there is nOJhing he ean respect." 
-~. ~ ~ 

The discounting is final when in the concluding section, "30", Duane hurls pis typewriter 

into the lake, an ironie, aet for the would-be writer, and one, t~at symbloÎeally reduces 

------.,......, 
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to nothing Duane's hope of writing. The irony is total for the, Künstlerroman-hO-:.artist 

develops. 
_ ,..J 

The movement l, tragedy is shown .in the ironie treatment of the motifs. of the 

\. KPn;ll~oman noled above. Duan~~ adopts the vic,s o~ thè charaète;s he 'encounters, 
\ . 
~ut few of the .virtues. Theviolence he grows up with turos bis talents toward vitupera-

~ -
tion) not valourization. H~ has eno~gh sense to change his behaviour when he sees, or 

, is made to see, il is wrong, behaviour such as the falsè fighting told about in "24", but 
- a' '\.. ' 

~ he is' tragic~lly flawed in that he can not get beyond-the psychological maladiiption, qf 
a 

h~ formative years. Th~ gifted and sensitive mind and sPIrit evident ~n his early e}(cel-
'<> 

lence in art is stifled by the world as he knows it, violent and lonely . .His talents, which 

with a Detter upbringing and educatio~ might have made him Howe's Renàissance poly­

math, are insteàd limited to proficiency in baking, rolling joints, lying;-and self-decep­

~ion .. His stifl~d dev610pment progresses umil, like the slowly wise Parsifal,~ h~ 

achieves the ironic wisdom ôf his fsilure-. 
, , 

Duane's world is ~one of the oppositio.n between Vart and life Beebe finds in the-
_ J 

Künstle"oman, noted above. The opposition began for-Duane in his early life with the 
, 

golden dog and the accordian. It intensified when he entered ~ high school withou( a 
/' 

, 'course in art, art being until then his favourite and best subject. It èontinuecJ with' the , . , , , 

~gh!ing in the Royal Hotel~ an ir~nic pla~e for fighting bécau'se of the music; with the 
, - , 

- • ' Ill' 
traumatic recolle'ction of .thé past at the po'ètry reading; with the punch from the biker 

in The Firehall, which is again a place of music; with bis làter difficulty OVef the con-.. 
cepts of ht and morality; .and finally with tbe dest~ction 'of the buildings-the town 

~ 

hall and librat;'-tbat represent the closest he ever got to reconciling' the oppoSition . 
L "~ " ~ 

between art and life. His realization that he can't-go home again is not one tha," cornes . . 
with the greater knowledge of 'the artist, but with the fact of -a bl:'d reputation and an 

.. 

-
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'" insensitive fathe~!- There is no consecr!ltion 'of the arlist, a~Beebe ohticrVcs, only thc 

corruption that takes Duane to a job in the pulp and paper illdu!try, a job symbolical-. " . 
ly-and ironically-antithetical 'to the place he would be consecnrtcd, lhe grove Ihnt he . \.. ' 

fled to iri 'times of want and need. . 

_To "further suggest the irony ,of my trcatment o(ihe- hero o~'the Ktmsllerroman, 

have u!\ed ~ light and colour s~bolism that emphasizes darknes; and pnrticulnrly a 
. ' '. r 

movement from light to, dark. 'Normally, of course, the progression, to suggesl mtistic 
. , 

enlightenmerit is {rom darimess to light. Victor~: 'in her 'Irony" am! Alazony in 
. 

the English 'Künstle"oman', writes of the symboli,c significance of light in the Kün~ 

stlerroman: "perhaps the single most impo,rtant reconstitutive nolion that the naïve arl-

ist of the Künstle"oman re'fived from his ~omantic P!e'curso~s ~as that of the 'iIlnmi­

'nated moment' or io-called 'epiphany' in which 'the individual perceivcs a n'lomentnry 

vision of wholeness" (22). In' Failed Artist, the ironie treatment of light as the symbol 

of the vision..of.wholeness t~at leads to creativity oceurs with Dl!ane's r~peated trouble 

with light Jn hi~ eyes. "The physic.al cause; of this trouble, the blindi'ng light reflected a~ 

Duane. off (If his fathers building, mixes wit~ the psychologieal cause, DUl!nc's father f 

, 
telIjng Duane that their ~amily may break up, to create the condition of an aversion t~ 

light or, symbolically, to creativity'. .. ' 

! Thé ironie colour symbolism in the stol=)' is carried.by the women Duane' is inlimate 
, " \ , . 

.' ~ ~ t. ( 

with. It occut:s in the meànings, of their names and the darker hair colo~r~ of each BUC-

, , 

cessive woman. Luéille, Gwen; Winifred, Clare, and Hélène are ail names that, id the 

l~bguages they come from~~me~n or pertain to light. None of. 'these r~lati(.mships 
, \ ~ . -

. \ Duane has works out. On the importance of women ",0 th~ ~ Künstler~oman, Cattell 
- -

states that "the.artist's dçvelopme~t of a love relatlonsllip olten leads to his first cre-, ' 
'. ' . .,,- . 

ative expression and to a renewed sense of unit)"', (20). In Fai/ed Artist, Duane~s first 
.... f . • 

. , 
--' --. ' . 
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loye relationship; ·with Lucille, leads to the Ilear-destructive act 9f his driving his car 

. '.' off the road. When with Gwen, his rust literary creative' expression, the story about -

shaving off his beard, is not one that leqds to a renewed sense of unit y but one that 

p~rpetuates his divisive jealousy over Lawrence. Overall, th~ movement through the 

increasingly ir~ female representations of light-increasingly because of their darken­

ing hair colours-symbolizes Duan'e's" movement into ~arkness, or fallure, by the: end of 
, 

the story, at'whibh n~ writes his letter/story to the chairman dated 21 decembre, the 

longest night of the year: f -- , 
In Howe's description of the apprentice-novel, she ';otes the influence of the tradi~ 

tion of the picaresque. How Failed Artist partakes of that genre\will now be looked at. 

In her essay "Picaresque No~èl", A~ Katon~ says the characteristics of the genre 

include 

a )oose epis6dic structure; a 'rogue-hero (th~ picaro) ~ho is on the' move 
, , , 

and gQe~ through a series of ertcounters -with representatives of a hostile 
.. - - ~ , , 

and corrupt world; a first person narrative; and finally~ a s'atirical approach 
.' , . . ~" 

to the society in which the ~dventures occur. The typical sociÇ)J background 
. , 

} , . . 
of the pica.ro involves.a qisordered, disintegrating world in' which tradi-

. -
tional v~yes 'are breaking down. The instability of the social structure per-, 

da mit;t"h"e eDierg~Iice of the picaro, a, r,esili~nt rogue but not a criminal, a 
. , 

, pers9n of Ib,W birtli ~r uncertain parentage, an outsider whose adventures 
-..... , ' 1... 

. take, hini from innocence to experience .. In tbis 'sen~e, the ptcaresque novel ... 
, \ has affinities with the Bild~~8sroman, but' unlike the protagonist of the lat-

. , 

~er, the picaro is a pxed character. While he learns ,suMval teohniques 
~ ~ - -' . 

.' . from hi~ ",dventurés, he does not change in\\!ardiy; he remains (aithful to 
, ~ -i .. 

, his ',heal~hy instincts wi!h0ut qu~stioning. the larger order of things. 

, ' 
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Pressured by circumstances to choose between integrity and survival, the 
, " 

~ 

picaro makes the pragmatic choi~e and leMns to adjust to thO' corrupt val-

. ues of his environm~JN.. -(3101) 

Though the structure of Failed Artisl is tighter than what Katona Ilotes as typical of the 

picare~que .novel;' it is' episodic, especially in ,th~ greater stmclllre of thç s~ctions 

defined ,?y the, ages of -;;29", "17", "24", "28", and "30". Wilhin these ~i;odcs, Duane is 

roguishj with Pete, Evan, and Karl at seventeen, in the bakery and cheese ~ore with . 
Cecil, the market and The Pace with Clare, and, to a lesser extenl, with Oil the musi· , . 

.. • 1 

ci an and Hélène andKarl at the end of the st,ory, Ollane'exhiblls,less th an exemplnry - , 

behaviour. Overlapping ,with an aspect of the apprentice nove\ Il.oted above arc the . -
encounters with representives of a hostile and corrupt world: Wickham wOllld be seen 

. ". 
by the Însensitive as su ch a representative; certainly, thé thugs and the bikers are. 

The first person narrative Katona lists has not been followed in FaUed Artisi. 

Used instead is mainly a. third pe!son, si,ngle-character .poin\-of-view with interioriza-
, 

.. 

-

tion and in the present tense; the preseht tense !or dynamism and urgency; and to dis-
,c -.,----'-

tinguish for the reader what is happening to Duane from what has happened to him; 
• 1 

l , 

the interiorization to aid the demonstr:ation o'f the psychologieal complexi1~; and the 

L .' tOOd-person voice for authorial distance and freed.om of representation. There is an 

exception to t.be_use of the present tense in the opening section, "29", in which the tense 
, . 

shifts between present and past and gives two present tenses, that of Duane at twent);­

Inne years qf age and that of him at seventeen. White most of what in the section con-
Il 

cerns Duane at seventee~ is wrÎtten in the past tense, the passage about the gr~ve,is in . ' , '. 

the present. 1 bave written it in, the prrent~ ~o sugg~st the enduri~g quaIity of his mem-

. ,ory of being there as' "the moment at wbich his Iife either ended or began," a moment . , 

with an indeciveness important in c~nsidering bis ,1ater indecisiveness about art and 

, 
1 
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.1 
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moralt(y, for it ref1e~ts Du~lIe's esstfltia11aek of progress since his psychologie al devas-
, . , 

tation. 

There are two further changes in narr{J.tion, 'those in the two stories within Failed .. 
. Arl;st, "Goliath til the Ninth" and "Incident in a Montreal Store". In the "toliath tit the 

Ninth", "the voice and tense change as the protagonist, Dave, recalls his past, the 

chan~ng meant to evoke the surreality that would for _ Duane accompany the recol­

lection of signifieant moments. T.tte light symbolism of Pailed Art;st 'is carried over in 

"Goliath {i~ the Ni~th" with the ijage of DAve .looking into ~~~ sun in section "1" and 

beginning his .recollection then and concluding it at the beginning. of "8", which returns . . -
to the narr~tive voice and tense of "1~ to show ~ return frOI1i~ memory. In the story.;.. 

t _~ 

"Incident jn a Montteal Store", the first person, single character point-of-view in thè 

present tense is me,ant simply to separa te radically from the ,main story the _story 
• 

Dua~e has written in reply to his depart~ental chairman, make that story appear as . 
his own rather than a~nothef provided by the narrat9r of the main story. 

'\ Katona observes -satire in the picaresque, but, as explained above, satire has been ~ 

.played-down in Failed ATtisl. If any satir~ applies at aIl, il is somewhere on the yicious 

side of the Juvenalian; there is liftle laughter, but every intention to hurt and heal. The 

social background from' which Duane eomes is the disinte~ating world }<atona notes, 
. . ~ 

the replacement of the· trees with tobaoco implying this at th~ story's' begiruiing and the 
/' 

emphasis on the unhealthy city implying it at the story's end. Duane does not hav~ the . ~ 

. low birth oi the picaro Katona describes, but tbis assists all. the more the irony and 
.. -( 

tragedy of his faIl from giace !ls he moves from innocence to, experience. Wlth respect 

"i. to the P!~aro's fi.xed character, that can he se en iD Duane's continu~d use of drugs, !ID 

ironie trealment of the healthy ÙlStincts of Katona'S picaro, and in the abiding mental 
.. 6' , . ~ 

mediocrity shown 1ii bis 'd.ropping out of Iqgh school, leaving college incomplete, iailjpg"-l 

11 ir-", .... ', \~:.~ -!<l_,_ ..... ~".~_~ • .",,\J, .... / 
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in university, and talcing a job ,as an copyeditor. Finally, 8S he "drinks and drugs and 

fucks I}imself into la~e-twentieth cent~ry nor:nalcy," Dua~e will-have learned to adjust, 
, ,-

as Katona says the picaro does, to the corrupt values of bis envi1'onment, Having now 

séen 'the mainly thematic aspects of the genres and modes that influence Failed Arlisl, 

a look at form follows. 

~ The formai genre adhered to i~ Failed ~rtist is the noveUa. In his essay "The Nov­

. ena," CharI,es E, May says that the novelln is generally "between fifteen thousand and 

fifty thousand words" (Failed Artis! is approximately Cifty-Cive thousand) and that "the 

novella occupies the middle ground as a distinct form between the' short story and the 
• 

novel" (3250). To further define the genre, May quotes Irving Howe's introduction to 
- .t • . 

fJ~e~ anthology of short novels, as noveUas are also known, Classics of Modern Fic-

tion: 

• 

~ 

''The short novel does not rely on incident alone, li~~ the short sto~, y~f 

neither can it contain a complex and many-stranded plot, like the novel. 

As a rule, it moves a single line of action into tapid fulfillment or comple-

tion .... From this genre we gain a sense of charaeter in depth, charaeter as 

it reveals itself through a central text or crisis.... Il is tight and e~clus.ive 

rather than expansive and inclusive.... In the short novel, wc are almost 

always aware of the strong executwe hand of the writer, modelling and 

shaping, cutting and tightening: he-must adhere to a strict standard of rele-

'" vance when deeiding what can' be included. As eorn~nsation, however, 'he 

often 'aehieves a clearer narrative design than the novelist does." (3252-53) 

, In Failed Arlis/, the single tine of acti.on Howe notes o~erlaps with the therne of the 

KÜnSlle"oman, the development of the artist. That"aevelopment in Failed Arlisl alao 
1 

earries Howe's sense of the look at a charaeter in depth, and the iroriyand tragedyof 

,~.3t~~i;\:~ ...... 1t~4"-~ .. ~~ . 
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lhat deve!opment f~llows Howe's observation of crisis. The rapid completion of action 

is a consequence of the unwavering, non-digressive concentration on the subject, in this 

case, the development oi Duane. 

With respect to the strong executive hand Howe has dis~overed, 1 cj. note sorne 

aspects of Failed Artist that 1 beiie;e demonstrate this. First and most imWortant is the 

emphasis on teIIing. Duane, as the protagonist of a Künstlerroman, must learn how to 

tell, or become.an literary arlist, but because of the irony in Failed Artisl, he must fail 
. ""-

to learn how. In th~ "17" sectjen,~ he does not JeU Karl about his traumatic meetjng . ~ 

with his father; in "24", with Clare, he does tell for the first time, after intense effort,­

about~~hat trauma, but lifter 'teUing about it, and as his desire'ta continue to tell grows 

stronger, he discovers that there is something else he wants to but can not tell, that 

about the girl of fifteen, and so he is frustrated And fails again. In "28", ther~ is a sym­

bolic and portentous failure of t~lling when his story "Goliath til the Ninthq is rejected .. 
for the third time, And, finally, in "30", there is the climactic failure of the inability to 

7 ' , ., 

write the thesis s~?ry. 

<>' On a smànèr'scale, a typicaL ex ample of the authorial control in Failed ATtisl is in 

~, 

o 
\ • 

...... !i-=--,. ,_. _" _~~ ____ _ 

.,. 

the tension created in the passage· at the end of "24". The first of the two elements of . ' 

th~ tension is the hierarchical arrangement of the synonyms of the word "bate" in the 

passage in w~ch Dùane is devastated by the memory of the girl of fifteen (my lexico- < 

grapl)ical }'eferences for the ousage of the synonyms are Funk and Wagnalls, Webster, 

and Oxford); the c.synonyms-Ioathe, despise, detest, hate-are ordered in increasing 

severity to show Duane's growing hatred for himself and aid the movement to climax Ù) 
• 1 

the section. The tension's 'other element is in the alienation' Duane now feels toward 

CI~e being made stronger still by an emphasi2y on G.lare's softness and ge~tlenef. 
This makes the sense of the implied brutality of Du~ne toward the ~l of fifteen' ail the 

. 
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greater when it is implicitly revealed. 

A final example of the authorial control maintained in Failed Artist is the absence 

of an interior voice in the "30" section, the last section of the story. Throllgh the whole 

st ory 1 have used increasingly an interior voice as Duane learns and gels closer to bcing 

able to tell. At the end, with his failure to do so when, he most wants to, thc..Jlbscnce 
• 

of the interior voice is a symbolic notation of that failure. 

The tightne\s and exclusivity Howe sees in the" novella, May eonsiders more 

closely as a "complex symbolie and imagistic method" of narration (3252)., Snch a light 

and exclusive narration blends weIl with the irony ,lhat guides Failed Artis/; Frye calls 

irony "a technique of saying as little and meaning as much as possible" (40). The sym­

bolism of light has' been noted above. OtheLsymbols includc the trces, cars, music, 

- ~9d ~ooks that reflect the' state of Duane's tnind and the condition of the sllrrollndings 
" 

that affect him. Added to those symbols can "hé the. symbolicaÏiy signific8nt images of 

the dishwashing (ridding one self of the past) at the bakery in "24" and at Gil's in "28", 
J' 

of bread-baking (limited creativity; com~are Clare the poet in the same section, "24"), 

of Duane:vomiting (ironic purgation) in "17", and of him throwing his typewriter into 
" , 

the lake in "30" (abando.ning his attempt to write, or tell). Letlers and letter writihg 

are particular.ly important a~ong these symbols and images. Thcy arc the closest 
. 

Duane gets to being a writer,' and they make the irony of his failure aS"R protagonist of 

a Künstlerroman ail the mo~e poignant Ibecause they represent a beginning ~never gotten , 
4' ~- • 

beyond. 

The n~ella also has a correspondance with the psychologieal t~em~' of the Kün-
, , 

sllerroman,. as May,noles when he paraphrases Howard N~~erov'.s essay "C~position 
, " 

and the Fate of the Short Novel": "Nemerov says p'hilosophical problems b~come the . ' , . 
center of the novella form, and the phnosophical pr'oble~ ,~~st frequen.tly addressed in 

, .&. 



Cl 

~ 
, .; 

.. 

... 

.J 
l ' 

" . 

, . 
, ' 

" 

1 

14 

the noveUa is the problern of identity, a therne which, Nemerov says, is 'pervasivè to 

, the point of obsession'" (3255). Duane is obs~ssed with trying 10 become a literary art­

ist. Behind that obsession is the qùestion posed to the reader ol w.hether Duane ean 
, 

become an artist after having grown up as he ha~. The action in the inner life of 

Duane is meant to suggest the psychological conflict of his personality and his obses-

sion, and his fail?re to beco~e an artist iS his psychologie al failure jo reconcile ,that 1 

personality with his obsession. 

The thematic and formai influences on Fa#ed Artilu have now been shown. The 00 

story has bee~ wriUen securely within the tradition of the Künstlerroman, has been '\ 

studious and careful in presenting a trag~dy through' an ironie treatment of the genre, 

and has interacted knowledgeably witp the picaresque and the formai concerns .of the 

noveUa. The liberties 1 have taken in style and content also show that Failed Artist . 
," 

was no' rnechanical repetition of fo~mula, but a fully creative effort guided by the. bal-
\ ".... . 

ance of a regard for tradition and my intuition. Next is a consideration of w,hat might 
-

have influenced that intuition. 
, . 

As a proçluct .... albeit of indeterminâte worth-of a literary education in the epoch of 
, '-

ppst-m~dernism, certain\critical ideas have jnevitably influenced ~~ and the writlng of 

Failed Artist. As a Künstlerroman, Faüed Artist partakes of the metafiction that eur-. '" .... . 
rently interests ,anp challenges eontemporary literary activity. Linda H.l1tcheon, in Nar-
, ""- ' ' ~ 

ci$$istic Narrative: The Metafictional Paradox, notes the place of the Künstlerroman in i 

the development of metafiction with a description of metafiction that uses the myth of 

Narcissus as a met~~hor ,for the increasing self-reflexivity in the d~velopIhent-of the 

nov~l. The novel, she says, after a period of realism, 
. '. 

l~ ~ became Romantically intrigued with. its own reflection. 'Now even more 
l " 

1 .. self-COBscious, the novel increasingly took tbis image as a thing in itself 

" 
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worthy ojliterary treatment: the novelist and his {lovel itse,lf became legiti-
1 • 

mate subject matter. 'Th'e process of narration bêgal>l to invade the fietion's . ' , 

content. 
-' 

O\1t of the Bildungsroman or Enhvicklungsroman" then, came the 

Kün~tlerroman with its preoccupation with the growth or the artisl. '(11) 

Though Failed Artist, as a Küns~erroman, fits into an earlier stage of1'hc development 
00/ 

of metafic~on, the Künsilerroma,'f can in no way be ealled, with respect to contcmp!>-, , ~ - ~ 

rary criticism, a dead fçrm. However,. it is at present when writing a Künstletroman 
" . '. 
, . ' 

concomitant on the author to demonstrate in, oic story Ilot only a writing about the 
\ 

writer, but a )Vriting about the writing' of the writer :as weil. 1 have donc that with the 

passage in "28" about Duane's ~ducation a?d his appropriately brier thO:lghts about his 
\ 

story IIGoliath til the Nin1h". Self-réflexivity ais? informs both t~e en,v~lop'ing "29" and 

"30" sections, wh~~e it operate~ on the.literallevel of the story, that is, i,n Duane's con-
, "- .., 

eern about how tl> write and in the reasons he fails to 'Yrite, aS.wcll as the ironic lev,el, .-
where it works in two ways. First, the generic requirements of lh'e Kunsllerrontan arc 

" . · _ self-consciously inverted, and second, the,inevitablc consequence of the first, the tu rn-
"l, 

-. mg on itself of the literary device of,iro,ny c~eates the reverse irony of the creation of a 

text when n'one is expected to -be created because the a.,thor's wriler is going to dis", · ' , . 
cover he is Îlot a writer. 

• ù 

In the post-modern epoch, the writing of an ironie Kl.mstle"oman appears unavoi-.. . . - , 
dable. The failure to realize artistic p~tential; ~en ils realizati0!l is fundamental to 

the archetype of the Künsl/e"Oman, is in keeping with the attitudes of despair evident ' 

~n eomments about post-modernism, the period of the so-called "literature of èxhau~-
. tI!I • ' 

tion." Alan. Wilde, in Horizons of Assent: Moder1;lism, Post-Modernism, and the · 
lronk lmqgination, notes this dé;pair; as' "weil as impliès its presentation in the 

, " 
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. . 

self-conscious, self-reflexive form of roetafiction: 

.. 
. . 

., 

If, as l've severat times suggested, the defining feature of modernism. is its 
1 

ironi'c vision of gisconnection and disjunction, post-modernism, 'more radi-
o ~ ~ 1 .. .. • 

. Iv-

.~al ig. its perce.,tions·, deri,ves ins'tead from a vision of ra~omness, 'fuliipl-

icity, and contingën~y: in short, li world in need of mending is superceded 

by 'one béyond repair. Modernism, spurrèd by an anxiety to recuperat;~ -
~ 

lost wholeness in self-sustaî~ing orders of art or in the unself-conscious 

. depths of the self ... , reaches toward the heroic in the intensity of its desire 
Q -

.... 
and of its disillusion. Post-mod~rnism, skeptical of such efforts, presents' 

itse1f. as deliberately, consciously anti-heroic. (131) 

The protagonist of Failed Arlist is" â crossover figuië, embodies a modernist desire for 

the heroic-the completion of a quest-but his tendency and behaviour is decidedly post-. , " .. 

modernist antj::heroic. The cO~biRation of modernism and po~~-mjerniSm inevitably 

furthtys the irony of the story. , , ', .' 

-Another impression of the post;'modernis~. rejection of the possiblilty,of the world 

made whole again is Paul Jay's, in his Being in the Text: .Self~RepreSentation from 

Wordsworth 10 Rolana Barthes. Jay discusses the post-modernist program as it 
.. , l' 

appears in the ~work of one of its major exponents, Roland Baqhes: 

• 
Abandoning narrative as a mode of self-representation, Barthes' 

., Roland Barthes seeks by its fragmented form to be the systematic decon-

struction that Eliot's poem rie, "The Four Ouariets"] avoids. This strang~ 

e kind of 'mimesis constitutes the rh~torical logic of bis book. Wholeness, 
. ( 

unit y, and especially "transcendence" are viewe'd by Barthes as "risks" to be 

avoided at aIl cost. He insists that the Wordswortbian conception of the 

_ self as a "single énormotit network- is a wornout metaphor ~ that the subject 
, D • • 
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tbday ~ust be recogni~ed as "divided," "dispersed," "contradictory/ and 

without "a central core" or "structure of meaning." Thus his Roland Barthes . . 
denie..s the recuperative hope of The Prell;lde and' consciously seeks to . . ' ~ ... 

r~verse its nostalgie, orderil'1g, and unifying strategies. (38) 
\ - , , 

For t!te writer of a Kü~oman, the clash of the ttoic, intcgr'ating 'modernism of 

Wordsworth and Eliot (at least in "Four Quartets") and the anti-heroic, fragmenting . ' " 
post-modernism of Barthes is us~ful as a furth,cr aid to the presentation of the grenter 

Gonflict of his protagonist, the struggle to realize,his artistic potential. 
~ 

Yet, useful as the c,las~ ïs, in the post-moderrffi;t epo'ch it represçnts thé inevitnbil-
o • 

ityof a more difficultly arrived at ironie and tragic conclusion to a Künstlerroman, for , 
.~ , 

the denial pf the heroic also denies the fulfillment of the qu~st~ which again, in the 

Künstl#rroman, is for artistic fulfillment. ~t the sanie time, howe~er, the Yc~..complc­

tioI) of il text in such circums~ances reverses that icony and proves the'post-modernist 

stance a fallacy-a text has been created, there is uni.ty belween thè covers. Though 

the narrative may ~eny it, narrativè is the v.:r~~g ~lace to 10'Ok for il. The place 10 

se arch ·for the unit y i~ in the moral tone . .. 
In essence, what Jay,-Witde, and Barthes are talki,ng about is the reflectiol'l in lit-

erature of the b;eakdown of ~alues. The hero only becomes ~be. anti-hero ~when he \ 

, 
" 

o 

", 

.. 

loses the moral virtue that makes him heroic. The unit y in the post-mod,ernist narra-- ----. . 
tive is in its impilcit comment on the aJ:>sence of the morality that once gay~ us the 

hero. The denial of the hero in post-mOd;rnist literB;ture is not 'the rej~ction of him-it 

is the ironic desire for his r, eturq. In Failed Artist, that desire is iOWlied in the failure -
. It. 

of the protàgonist to accomplish his quest because he has been defeated by the immor-

~ty of a civilization-post-modernist, civilization':"'that values the superficiality of 

Porsches and Crescent Street bars over the preservation of architecture that inspires 

, , j 
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• '. r~érence, a civi!ization t~at a~ it neglec~s ap eduçation in' the a"t5 in ifs schools for the 

sake of technocratie efficiency also: neglects the victims ,of th:at efficiency ~ the oid men 
• • ~ \ ~ •• f _ 

who mutter as they scavenge '!or scraps. of food in the fiIthy aUeys behind the Crescent 

Streets everywh~re. 

It is fearful to a young writer to see the' avant-garde so evidently' neglÎgent of the 

problems that have led them to where tJ'ley ar~. It spes.ks of a lack gf cotirage, a pusil-

lanimity, and finally a despair over confropting directly the moral issues ail, their texts 

rev~lve around. Victim, then, as 1 ail) of,post-modernist despair, 1 can only write 'the 
. , 

Künstler.roman ironically. But in the résultant trag.edy is the ,moral view of flrt in which 

John Gardner, in On Moral Fiction, believes: "true art i5. moral: it seeks tp improve 

life, not debase it" (5).. 

Il bas been my intention with A' Porl.rait of the Young Man as a Failed Artist to . . . 
~ri!e not o~ly a Künstlerroman, but to present a moral Critique of l~te-twentieth cen': 

tury civilizatio~ as weil. 1 believe moral judgment is impHcit and sométimes even 

intended in write'rs of. the, epoch of post-modernist anti;-heroism. If tge presentation 

bas become ironic, it is only ap indication of the len8,ths we will go in order to achieve 

the heroic in a time th~t we perceive denies what 1 with Gardner assert .. we need and 

what moral art tries to' ~ve u~: "valid model,s for imitation, eternaÎ v~riÙes worth k~ep­

iog in miod, and a benevolent vision of the possible which cao inspire and incite hum an 

'beings toward virt~,e" (18). " , 

" 
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