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I grew up in the mountains, beside < . Fabout fifty acres." My y father. dr santa | in ‘the ee , Ti ndiagtis gs re a after I was born, under circumstances tha pletely clear to'me,‘and ee hout i } forbade me to go near. t ilies that lived by th the lake: sR GS Reaten as me ‘ag Aa Oe her ai : i, drowned, my mother put a a chain ‘acros it, rae ERS Oitoe: oF RAM Saale eats, 1€ ‘protection of 
Parte ae had belonged to ny fat! 

SR ae ANG DSS einer’ State ‘and my mother kept it ees with old flowerpots;'n i 
Sip deme Ried, ie: aadeeeanaa vials a birdcagé;“and boxes of old magazines and fate 

she could think of to hide it from” view suka dans 3 ; Laggeaves Ba! Sate INR selling the boat, but Bits alkene putting it off. hed a wou Phe Banoo ah oy Sa w as very young Iw regen an a0 look at it for, haus ‘niemorizing the texture and hue of the i was worn down and chipped away by ‘many, Sei: ae, ge OREN. SEN moratie Begin TAME ter. ae I gathered 1 up courage 7 a ps i Syet Sa ig ai we se and md touched the oat, and the bow f t cold | like it . temiperatiré ofthe lake vater, ‘imagined W what | it wi sit in the boat as it slid into a ae I could feel the oars in he's AAG Pov er! the a aie 
Aalbers ont nteetire.g ‘suns and ashing gear, hi 

ther cl ae SR Reata Au nig panies: 7 ie atk ol her clothes, but there were stil picts of him ‘around.A photo from my parents redding | bin ung above stairs, and there were a few of his army, es hidden ‘away. I woul Id ‘Sah hia’ discover those soy Fiance of my mother’s other lovers and friends, of 
= her life before's he ‘came t 0 live by the é lake’, There was ‘also an rmy surp in the garage, and I Sometimes unfolded FREER | HERE gy VA Sa i ea ges Sgn vowed GOREN. Foun sestnrng, WE Perey DeRose and lay down on it 1 would open his olin and go through Siew Bey « I Yeraboonialiteninet 2c. | BEM it! taking out the tools, examining them and playing with ftiton 
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Yr, waching television.” Alll I 
SEE kei By SSSR ng He SOS eho was in é a playpen in my room 

fo one was pushing me around, I'v “was just. Sea and I in the playpea and she wa: 
eee es ee alles eile sebiese 6 a. Seccaetins ‘ing, playing with’ some plasti stars. I called St ea ‘was st again ee 

ike'a prizefighter; an 
anon fe ‘Sains ; truck ‘with’ ress She ‘clappe e hands w en I emptied it. When she waxed the ‘or Yode on the mops She pulled m across the hardwood floors. WG got up early every, morning listened to the farm report on ar fast. The house smelled ¢ of bacon’and ¢ coffee. 

re cf Bria ge, one at eae 5 OS anata eh asian alge Anite Ge her: we ab gg Or pasa sonia ‘deny me playtime away. from he é ac slip into ‘the woods, , come toa place at the “edge of the. “evergreens; behind the big rocks where I could \ watch the lake.; Mysterious items, trash and dead Fitige abana gg Hie la (ph iio ies ge alee Be he's ‘panera ery ee, Smee ena seed it . we animals, y along t the shor : x: TiS them; but there was no plac close to the water. ‘where I was 
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out ‘of’ view | of the house, Srontannited “even | then, riding in the green boat, but i more oft ote ier Seah, Alnoraiae submerged, I felt dizzy an ih PRS, to fight my slow descent inder the wa 
Myce nities, Tg capes e 3) 3 Bray. in ‘some res from. shad } 
lake, darkening the ale 

mons, A SASHA 4 Wdead' weight! ai bo ody" i gente sha wee , erode gine cS ES te ith us, se s; came to stay.w : y £ ee Bat Cae seanesinaly: nother 
EN RN : ese anes king at he @ I rode on the side of deans ‘on the Eide 

through t the. 
“1 didn’t: answer, because SO RN ee My grandmoth ever did, I should 'm d make : 

Pe rr oan Shé aheriont nap. 

Jateye outside, th x ppreapiniasis “arms and les 

meio father under A > water ‘his body. 
“sgh Wa ec fies ‘Krom a of ae . xine. ton other's room, woke sat up, “and 
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i septa ‘My mother a8 putting on | 
SOAS. watched her, while ‘Tspoke y mother said Rita “couldn't do anything abo it now. pees oa! nah aot nage aga: Haast sence wR, Bgl She was in a hurry to leave; but I didn’t have to do BreLacinee maa" Mines Ronit se ARs fee PORN RE my y grandmother said "In fact; should p play. in the woods as agp mea aa much’as | I wanted today 

in i hers iaat re a sitters I did as my. mother, suggested.) Rr vette LEMAR ede ens. piste bs Rosita rie Cah oe RRA ety eee sie BA Ege ae : watched my grandmother, call me.*, When I was : $0] h we Byediclwic’ 5 caiglon did gsi, on saggee acgeiinipease ERM gg Bahia: ag Rig Sensory Meotynce mans “4 ser I had to return for lunch "my grandmother, wanted to know & coe S88, aber ioe, Shpeagnelatys wrrtieane : where. I'd been She appeared worried and asked me to’sta ones Rig omg iN eg Pistons iin Me pee) ges sree into eH AO Seiten close to the house in the afternoon; but as soon as I'd finishe C ee Nek ewer ine Stiga ne: autos. eating Tran into the. woods. 
Sage pa? ea ving n eaalgee me | My grandmother Pi tearful, an ) Oe which’ "she seemed to “want to tell us some make a ae een ‘but feared my mother, who sees ng word send he aay wut any goodbye ANS NIENG aba! i what Id done:} It was what Id felt by. my mother, holding | her hand, Say ean ther ae me and went away. 
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Phe cwe'd ES. ti a lived a Bee of niles Seats the direction 0 rs, the beau 

rie ay, mother, said the Crislip girls ; were missing thei S gone Cig and left. them My nother. al I was 
is CO : fe oe h 1 e j get used to “using ee and other things.’ All ij | id I would bea long way from th See es ties next i I ext Cris ms Their house v 

see Gran ours, with big ‘rooms, h ilings; an 3 sThe Crislips kept hogs, chickens, Fy 1 the Ler they had other interesting things: 2 : ne in the kitchen with two big spools that mashed ‘ before Mrs. ( Crislip hung tit clothes « on® : he i line behind the house, and i a stove in n the living room ‘with ‘ saghiorny veabor s coal, si hws ee Crislips had what "seemed tO) m ¥ 1 ig ba arn. Mrs. Crislip’ was a. tall, freckled. blond; ; she wore e flowery farm dresses and called evel riley the ol oldest daughter, ‘was a | thin y n Wisp) 
re PEN META et OE da stray tal He ‘only grunted at me 2 when. our paar ieot 

almost. blond, and very pale “skin “The uncle was tall and thin 
i andes . o E paths ¢ crossed. Mostly Gi   S When I Rope nti Ainge oe goes _ pictures of Me a the ‘missin; \ much 1 mor on display hah the pices 
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onan pee s ie sa cheating at game © My’ mother repeated that | he had left ol meg Bu Pa euaeeatl ONE ; hé had skipped town." She had known him: Well Ras oe Mey Dag eta age ge. ete ath . ne she had 1 met him once ¢ or maybe a few times.”,Was h SaaS ARS pS an eyes as PN i ANN MRE Re, PipRiaa sey we i amine Rego e's our house?, : No; not that she remembered.” Had he known m 
JOS iNO ME ANAS a ed ORSY, Be snag a afternoons I got off the bus at the Crislips’ hous and geile i oni vt Mie ge with them until five o'clock, when my m 

* Bs ha rome ee Sg” the living room by the'sto or. watched TV, with Ginger, PIRI cre gg ASSEN e wi nielatie > RG! me Rye an De, snorted and coughed. When he spoke to’ me >| didn’t under: iaFiy ‘ge, Ways stand him; but it ‘didn’t ‘seem’ to bother, him: 'He’smiled 0 
oor laughed, ’and I saw that he was 1 missing most Of his teeth. ¢ Laura rarely helped her mother or looked after me, but some "days'she sat at the kitchen table talking to her. mothe! GSR tobe ag Rae PEAY ay Sometimes I sat ‘where I could see under, the table Laura’s eS eh Aenean oes, Fiala wesw MS innate site retdale Suir PLANE Nee legs were Jong like’ mY. grandmother’s S “and Bite without ‘ppletsiodaae | Iv watched tae ‘and went into the living 1 room.? Sager a a wedi Meese ye” ch ore we ile nares opaeeettee: 3 climbed onto the e armrest of the’ chair.“ lay across itrode 

nei * 5 ( - we ge th nanesinenelamean de sen loring, pretending she didn't see me.\The back door opened meone was coming. Although it wa . | 
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deers ees % ee Bigg SIGE gg and pretended to look he she was fae One’ 
PE en ne ert “ae wna a Posy aa . * 18 Sa, Sina Bides “a an rot humor as me, who liked s Science ‘fiction and horror, movie 

8 PEK ale “iatlesear tain ised Mei ty yan Le piyl % Deeb . A LER ole<é erSienae Sheers © 3 ‘who were also ‘allowed to tay. up_ late ‘watching television, who Petter aennie eeretlina f the ei Baa a nig ge nae Nags “Rog WEIS Go stn ASA Z read some of the ‘same comic books and monster,m é None of these friends rode’m bus, but'some of the kids who 
gee ARR STEN OUR PRE RR  ars bass ‘did ride it : knew enough: ‘about n me to call me names, NEN pt NH ytelt ny celts stories that I was a bastard, ‘or, that my. ) father. had molested | et ee anh Are ya eaeaea ‘Arne eg ies AiG RoR rem ease ont Halen me and ed hi it) prison, ; OF, ‘that 1 my 0 mother. had murdered m Rete 8 BE : father, hi has 

out friendships that Ag NATO R NY So SRE RNa OE Sees renege ses 3 to be.® sy eet es at a sre ae er ae eatin of | the toys ee im MERE Ves SENDA ames p Once I brought'a p framed glasses that had belonged. to my ica Brenan to ‘tay saa school for Show and ” ell,'and I couldn’t ret shov oe Re ERR to Ginger that 2 afternoon. She wanted to wed fought over them, pulling them apart. ,W hen I showed the broken’ glasses i) ‘my mother, “she became so angry I “thought she might black out, but she spate herself. I still couldn't ace er SA rs 3 ROS Soa eat ee BE Ag jE the house ta on my, own in t 1c. it of th   
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rer to pick 
‘aut ae ae watched m 

Siig cman Shop a oe a when I saw Pa ox es d up the 
SRN eatin en ashy : a a few weeks before summer. 

EG Remtie) : ‘would react in 
URIS oS ot adie Salle « “HER ony BS shits of returning to the Crislips’ house: but this time said she’d think’ about it ’m’sure she'd eae wid moment s coming, had dreaded. it's ents eee deat ewe arrived home, she é led me down to, 

x 2 aS 55) | would igi , 
Oo, Iv 7 st “anes mission. | No, I woul sa my na My. mother fre d me, 1 

aa avid is how he died. 

y : ae the uncle’s obituary in a ie Ae reece igre. “eg tt Stina gente ges gg, Aves were eating st, and m mother, re Ans eah tag ak: 1 lary 
ae EE gabe Bagi Aly tir. git Per ee ee hada we onnceuiigatinane: ckly : but had th é same long, cr Tread the column quic So 
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Lo ? e? ily moth f fie he'd siveukeed his ae with drink a (¢ My ‘mother gave me a | judgmental glance dying her. hair, ‘and. | she looked almost’ pretty, . when ‘she was dressed up and mi ae for.’ akg Reka OL Eaton RE 3 Sana a Ge I had confronted th a gted aid hs S aeeitt ba 
op oe =] awe | Si anes 

See spit yould sie suk She'd Monae with it if 1 ‘Trea needed t 7 Ge WBA, qudsbadlqae “seal omens BY step ee Fae" see it: “When I pressed her, she wo uld ‘ cry iN Wri: ee at old. wounds? ; My father was dead, 
‘became so withdrawn and depressed, ‘T promised | her. r d ile 

Ep oe ay Bigs aot, 4 my father’s death: alone.” However, NY AN MEN QAM, EEN a age soa py © library reading newspapers on microfilm: about the’ college 
"ean dai Sye ASA AS ba SUR gata ee ere who disappeared, ‘whose skeleton was found years later ong ecu ie Neca riay e é lake: dried up. for a season, and about the womar Ree we a ne ; abducted | fro . the H Holiday Inn kc lounge, wh V 

engi BE RL ne that fit the e name and the timeframe I: 
Delis ypbin chy aRUAES A ool. She’ complained a about 1 m 

want ilk , 
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Nigkaiynattin adil stasynenir which : shift “tk with’ uy ‘weight; an n ed in the water Bie ae uaa h adiee tsi Seba einen aay fish | swam, to the surface, and I stared som at it, Rapa sS iiemsiase dose iibirin ‘ ere it” AE Acie go Bocas ere it dipped un under.;The water, was. murky, ay “gti “abba: dead ducklings had. washed up pied ne covered bodies lay The’ pier and the wate sped 
) go lifeless, to crumple and fall 

aaa iain eas “Yaeheakdeiensiendions: ibs ga. eR ieweacay ke'c ee sone either my mother nor I spo sdhulen teenies’: POKE. ee had happened although I was sure she'd been aware o spilt daa ele diPcags oy ARSE ae ie rae 18s ON ayer. nda as it was ha ppening, t ‘that'she had perhaps watched me i 
REY Stent Seto i: etal! the’ pide ow of her. bedr room, stricken with fear that I ‘would fall 

After my mother had gone. to. work, I took the: newspaper, with sae ganenions® - Saranac cae, a We ‘the Uncle’s obituary out of the. é trash I hid behind 'a a tree it 2 in the. ee ee ee sot ‘ichigge ition aE eon agdil os Bog, g Hiscinawvegene ie pais woods and watched the uncle’s burial in be sol family § gr yard at t the back of the Crislips’ property. I 
ieee aka I watched at ‘of the Hes togethe Gehbiaerey: Eee a who w _ senegal band ong hai hair. Laura, who was marrie 
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oa] Fon n some. weight Ginger and I still sa Fand on the bus, and she ore are | # Laura was in | high’sc hoo Bi ee ta ae Tava RAE tien ATE. a never seen before, and there stood beside Mrs: Crship perhaps dead unclé; perhaps the father, ‘of. ewe ashe cna 
AOR gga, Sin aes: aaah Sho inurenpralvind When the graveside service was over when the Crislips np Heng en. all began their long walk back 

a a and Watched the workers from the funeral home remove the 
Pawengier Aga) Septet @ tent and shovel dirt into the'grav ar Weisined Was 2 caaaRcR ee el when I was alone with the chir ‘ing trees, I walked to the grave : yet, ‘there. was no y stone fe ee Se IS RS | next to it was shiny an ONE, ahoahe lHHEN TE yma Cas : ano rene a cnet name Sate years Sie oods had cléared,’an ca anda! till cold; but ‘all around a a at aoe 

ages. ened Sad Recast iggy Cie Nis. Wee es vee, sienna hae the ds tighting the still; bare trees, casting a gle St sees ms hin a ln Re E Litas aha Spy abhey ese “he” tye there ¥: ee a s stone i ne front of me, ‘making | there translucent 
J saw, Ginger on the bus, on the way home from school.’ Thos Peg sxoatagicwe. 5 seb Se EN Natio aad ‘col ik BEET de ay ‘ AN RECS et oe longs i days were. windy lay I wore a long gray ries ys We % , pe ce ein Bae WE go g en, raincoat I'd found in trunk at and a black beret I'd’ und in a rs KEIN Spasunieon deteg {found while I was rooting around a oe Mauer behind an ‘apart- 

SOU ga AE ‘I touched the the shoulder of Ginger’s denim coat.’ ee ‘Atated One ARS ou t Your un : 2S faba eons ontirs : hear about your.1 uncle; I said.4 Fora moment. 5 t tlbokéd. at me like s she was thinking about it: 
We saw it in the paper, I's said She'spoke’ about how the y, were coping with his death. d bee for some time, ‘but they'd been splitting up his. Some, of the farm work had k been let ‘g0.9 | hings are fucked up at home right now, Ginger said. 2 be go eee ANIA DE eing t itags 
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Bee E ape a cr es 7 into poy house, he 1 in dark eye penc 
seatielinay penalty Egyptian’ goddéss's aaa yes tien pee i 

SERRE SS. i bMS AER dag eee ant sii seo put « on 1 some music I took my bong out of the c closet,and Ww and kissed. 
Gitapungoaner eed nhivreaegen ens ;You were a horny little kid right from the start, she whis 

EUR: BN NES BRN “You know what I’m talking abou eget ke Mee a ABE SES <I could féel the blood rise to my’ face.” She could feel it too and she grinned. yg ARS Spree stur wes Dehn, Don’t worry, she said. We were just kids, and kids ‘on 
now anything.” Hey, yc 1 

Sepa Ee . -While Ginger, was ridin cating her, r throat arched and tense, we were also on Hipdapratlh Seen. © aya gS (Gantt e surface of the b 
vent into the garage and stood looking at the boat, chewing my thumbnail." I reached in and lifted out ‘a Chinese check: Soe rai OL: Roem 5S ag TES 8 cei fable Ayton, | seca epring agin aiegoameeig tansy tarts ers set and a dented lampshade With a map of the world on it. ties) eked : lot in the boat, all stuff my mom. fad ne td Sean giino ate evanescence Sahat so unskiie RSE ea Em NG at R nl nite Seah and be to ate magazines still i in Sitar paper sleeve ted and b den fencing that's should EAS oe, xcept nen 
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ee Afte moving an old ¢ clothes: dummy that had stood in cont the bow, I saw the name of the boat in faded white ale Aon) that. ae a name, and as I read en the bost's3 “made the size of the room Nec: we eM i: are Pe ARCO ate look wrong,’ like Iw as 1OOKIT Semin org like I'd caught it'at the ones a ‘TL took’ “Ee URES AM EL ONIN 0 TREE, “yee sepia ie ace sweaty and warm. Briar cages eons Rent 

eh ynidint through the garage door Sate 
mee a. heed ‘in the water, and my father, somew! fat my legs“& When he caught hold Of one; ee me sme ¢ saw his pale; gelatinous body. sy ete | Snakes and small fish swam in ae out of yuth; Pa RAleR. fF Kate “Yeates g hey G7 aha aaa NA. ] iol ra ye ur : pout of bloodless ‘gaping ho es in hi seas, 

he was kneeling on the concrete ie in “* She held a glass of 
oe What | happened here? sl Mimo 

NS She looked me over.and glanced around the garage lay: 
Me a EE ARI, ‘boat ‘and the things I'd removed and piled in the ‘corner. Wokigae aeons What's been going on here? she tira though it was 

ee Lanne SARE Staal ap in me aba the living ieee peed . “She brow a a ae at tt boats Sone tel ng to sell that boat as soon as 
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Gramineae Si Secigileg ats tis ‘seemed like nothing, See Seen The eres: ‘enables he cold spell. Stumbling along ihe tee rows with the house. bouncing between the ground and t Y SOE ARE A etl the $ p sang the dead uncle striking the ground \ with his hoe glanced at each othe othe: at Re each ot 0 ther, bu but t didn’t speak When I'Came to the back’door, I stepped up on t crete block ‘step and opened the'screen and th e back 'd door ‘went in a. Engulfed f by the "sudden heat’ of the house jase ge the “door softly, behind me:-The o ‘washing machine \ pre Bren ig Fame a ects’ ne a Shs nas le ADS OAL Ta Sato ALI 2 Sayan ine aie - wringer, was gon and | the kitchen nae been Ppainte od. ‘was an electric’ stove e and a a dishwashe J left the kitchen n_and w Ania eNO RANE ed Dag hae Sane ‘the end of it there was the door to the front room, n, the ee UR NRA NE AREER, imideen a aE: “aeiesesiee loninct “gk aaa it agape a ith | Te ne ‘room where I'd lay o on the floor playing games wi Ginger aN! eadioaas 2" Miah ltl Suhre Winns. where I’d ridden the fittemanigs until Mrs Crislip had caught me. sit ag ingigtins AS house’smelled « of damp laundry and heater, ducts.+1 Meine, PLAIN AHEAD, Aiea ae d ry an aes mete ee to the door to the reat roe room and piled it open. yor Jamp in the SRR ga 

‘ing. himse lf Against her.’ 
"EDR AED ER BGR ANS a5 f her legs was are over h Seaman: 
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tiquor, bottle, Dp “RS {EN ch te i the coffee table i in front of the’ : couch ,When Ginger saw me, *she pushed ‘the man.%;The man turned and looked bac oth 
the man I had seen in ods,'and he rt ‘glared at me like é he couldn't believe I we ae! : looked at me dully like she barely knew. ; like “pret strange memory or. rallieeee for er head She was are ‘she'd been wearing ' on the bu bus =<-The man jumped to his fee He was \ earing white bs z: ela ig Fewee: oe 2 Eee ck a Me . undershirt and | khaki ‘pants. His paunch sagged ov see ; rT hit a3(2 ‘was twi the chest as I w no tale thick arms and short ‘dark hair.® His small eyes were Kream: The 3 

ll is going on saenyihiic a wee at sige eee Bae sips ihe. Sah “Sie agalles igean pasha PROB, St on [at me, at to Tecognize me 
The man said something about an i Ay * Bale aSaleagt "me twice in the face with his fists. I lost my fo ase sons itonal lig ye Sonia ‘piped etary eee oe Hoy n i ghT oR WR whe opened, ‘and I saw a crib in a room, : hen in in it stone-still with. their hands in their, tet é FUN REG Shes Ban, nL HERKEN: erecpen lich ge ge Sa Hdiieionr es ‘ peared into the swirling rooms, the swirling wallpaper, @ swirling heat CPN Eis SEEN Se The. man grabbe shirt. He :yanked at my collar.) i Shak’s f my neck Sea dy @ so hard I thought m 

paste HAH grabbed hold of the man’ aah held him back’7I could hear them 
OER RS sella eStignenie as I moved in 1 slow motion ‘down own the hallw ee : oe ny “ARSE pa ae ANA : oe the Wall for supp so ae kitchen he caught up.tom He slapped me across ‘me t uh SHORE ag etiam: e down on the ricarten floor, siti, -my forehead hard Sgainst the linoleum Se ara IT hold of him'again;and they 1 rolled and | 

  
16

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 12, Iss. 1 [2012], Art. 36

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol12/iss1/36



like walking the trail back through the woods 
BNC tr a Something smelled rank. After a few seconds I was abl Se nal gee aes SBS ag esinesenmeme biggie ee ag Bate il é out the shapes of the old tools, a few sacks of fert zer, and rusted beer cans and bottles scattered on the floor ake around with a stick'and found a ‘decomposed ‘opossum 

among the filth in‘one of the corners, and I kicked it out the door.’ Teased Comey iny knees, ; vhich ached lik Rass anit else my head down on a bt 

ee ee EON. as ee ot her fa es ‘Someho I was still Wear Wearing my. ee and some: 
ahaa ine ; y forehead :     
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AU ERMA “ow ae ey Ae aE ‘ of my. vision." stood; Mrs. Crislip helping me.{ Sh {figured my being there had something to do ‘with’ Git 
CaN MN pe 1 NORE Batic was one of her secrets.s :You're lucky you ain’t dead,’ she said. Pie NEEN are Zhe ie, 3 an The moré I moved, the more I ached, but 

pain worse.{I could see a big, 

The grass was still damp, but the snow was gone When vail, oon go cama ge wae use: HE gg AIRS 7 PE th the ong “doo eee” ay BRE peletay: we got close to the housé,almost to. , I stoppe 
nad 5 d Re a) Mrs. Crislip said it as Ska, /; they'd gone." A She e led 1 me ‘to E y bedroom, bare and nneat’4The é bed had a white chenille sprea Mrs. Crislip ran water. in the bathtub 'and helped me undress =» You want me to call your mother?. she ‘sai ae sent "see each other in the morning, I: 

‘was a mirror on nd helped me’ out of n my clothes stared at my’ shaggy face, almost unrecognizable, and Paucar ts 
Suen . a "11 looked like'a corpse that had washed up on. 

Be, ge EANdea On SiMe ony Swaine align ine Capea rade TeV gi aidan, i beach somewhere, except form erection from Mrs: Crislip’s Fe Sie eran, Pp: handling me.) She acted like she didn’t notice it” She ‘gave me 
Y Recatti beng ROSE a A SA BOP LS ‘a towel,'led ime into the bathroom, and steadied me while nigel Sans sd elt ahi pase font wae ee ee Ed lowere aa inig e warm water, ravenous , even | though’ my head ached w when 1% ean “papi Me ane NUR Sea age Leen ge-aie Merona ss chewed! ernoon when I started walking home.41. SURG ary ee! AGEN pian egtan aaa sige Sear io alking git eran ore all over, and the soreness made me very aware of eve step and movement: of things: the tall bushy ev titan porsnanaw dR os asexaiie: ae lining the road, the bend just before our house, ou and our house perched on the bec oe the 

ses weabde dese r 7 _ vin RIS RES esistdncce nie oe ase fines and a man I'd never seen before stood at’ 
wage ates Lily, ie rg: tips at: Hegre s RR hea dr looking in the window at. the boat, The man, as stocky and wore glasses and a cap, didn’t even notice. 
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te aero: a 
soe 

ied ol Theard her i th e door, 
posse Oe pent oe Ye iene 

a 5 ost hele an topack an ni i evening, 1 

an cot do , 
Aen TGR ‘Rais lhe way my mother, OX: f 3 ing over. i, the broken ‘glass,’ sent a wart peter agg ee eyelid amie ao is, Ne pone: a aa have gone over my semen Of oe ‘searching her Y_ expr 3 ‘ she “did not know me at first'¢ or. vr that ‘she was Fotonts to kno 

eRe gS, nin at ey a { Other, times; Ihave ‘believed ‘she’ thought Iwas someone, alse someone he es ‘surprised and pained to see again after. so 7 wa ‘from 1 what she saw, she concluded I was now 108 leaving would fail to save me 
BHATT gentle os sete, # | stood where I. 1% as, by the lake My mother, tumed, with 

wr gto eee Rees. Bhi seo i Sol out speaking, and went back inside the house   
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