said, using one of our old foolish ritual phrases of despair. ‘Look what
T've done now. In my bare feet yet. Get me a broom.”

“Take your life, Maddy. Take it

“Yes I will,' Maddy said. ‘Yes I will.’

‘Go away, don't stay here.’

“Yes T will)

Then she bent down and began picking up the pieces of broken pink
glass. My children stood back looking at her with awe and she was
laughing and saying, ‘It's no loss to me. I've got a whole shelf fuil of
glass bowls. I've got enough glass bowls to do me the rest of my life. Oh,
don't stand there looking at me, go and get me a broom!' I went around
the kitchen looking for a broom because 1 seemed to have forgotten
where it was kept and she said, ‘But why can't 1, Helen? Why can't I7

MORDECAI RICHLER

b. 1931

The Summer My Grandmother
Was Supposed to Die

Dr Katzman discevered the gangrene on one of his monthly visits. *She
won't last 4 month,' he said,

He said the same the second month, the third and the fourth, and now
she lay dying in the heat of the back bedroom.

‘God in heaven,’ my mother said, ‘what’s she holding on for?’

The summer my grandmother was supposed to die‘we did not chip in
with the Greenbaums to take a cottage in the Laurentians, My grandmother,
already bed-ridden for seven years, could not be moved again. The
doctor came twice a week, The only thing was to stay in the city and wait
for her to die or, as my mother said, pass away. It was a hot summer, her
bedroom was just behind the kitchen, and when we sat down to eat we
could smell her. The dressings on my grandmother’s left leg had to be
changed several times a day and, according to Dr Katzman, any day
might be her last it this world. 'It's in the hands of the Almighty, ' he
said,

‘It won't be long now,’ my father said, ‘and she'll be better off, if you
know what I mean?"

A nurse came every day from the Royal Victorian Order. She arrived
punctually at noon and at five to twelve I'd join the rest of the boys under
the outside staircase to peek up her dress as she climbed to our second-
storey flat, Miss Bailey favoured absolutely beguiling pink panties,
edged with lace, and that was better than waiting under the stairs for
Cousin Bessie, for instance, who wore enormous cotton bloomers, rain
or shine. ‘

I was sent out to play as often as possible, because my mother felt it
was not good for me to see somebody dying. Usually, I would just roam

the scarched streets. There was Duddy, Gas sometimes, Hershey, Stan,
Arty and me.
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‘Before your grandmaw kicks off,” Duddy said, ‘she’s going to roll
her eyes and gurgle. That’s what they call the death-rattle,’

‘Aw, you know everything. Putz.

‘Lread it, you jerk," Duddy said, whacking me one, ‘in Perry Mason.’

Home again [ would usually find my mother sour and spent. Some-
tirmes she wenpt.

"She’s dying by inches,’ she said to my father one stifling night, ‘and
none of them ever come to see her. Oh, such children,’ she added, going
on to curse them vehemently in Yiddish.

“They're not behaving right. It's certainly not according to Hoyle,'
my father said.

Dr Katzman continued to be astonished. ‘It must be will-power alone
that keeps her going,” he said. “That, and your excellent care.’

‘It's not my mother any more in the back room, Doctor, It’s an animal,
I want her to die.'

‘Hush. You don’t mean it. You're tired.” Dr Katzman dug into his
black bag and produced pills for her to take. *Your wife's a remarkable
woman," he told my father,

‘You don't so say,” my father replied, embarrassed.

‘A born nurse.

My sister and [ used to lie awake talking about our grandmather,
‘After she dies," I said, ‘her hair will go on growing for another Iwenty-
four hours.'

‘Says who?’

‘Duddy Kravitz. Da you think Unclé Lou will come from New York
for the funeral?’

‘I suppose so.’

‘Boy, that means another fiver for me. Even more for you.’

“You shouldn’t say things like that or her ghost will come back to haunt
you.

"Well, I'll be able Lo go to her funeral anyway. ['m not too young any
more.’

I was only six years old when my grandfather died, and so [ wasn't
allowed to go to his funcral.

1 have one imperishable memory of my grandfather, Once he culled
me into his study, set me down on his lap, and made a drawing of a horse
for me. On the horse he drew a rider. While I watched and giggled he
gave the rider a beard and the fur-trimmed round hat of a rabbi, a
stratmel, just like he wore.

My grandfather had been & Zaddik, one of the Righteous, and ['ve
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been assured that to study Talmud with him had been an illuminating
experience. | wasn't allowed to 20 to his funeral, but years later T was
shown the telegrams of condolence that had come from Eire and Poland
and even Japan. My grandfather had written many books: a translation
of the Book of Splendour (the Zohar) into modern Hebrew, some twenty
years work, and lots of slender volumes of sermons, hasidic tales. and
rabbinical commentaries. His books had been published in Warsaw and
later in New York.

‘At the funeral,” my mother said, ‘they had to have six motoreycle
pelicemen to control the crowds, It was such a heat that twelve wormen
fainted—and I'm nor counting Mrs Waxman from upstairs, With her,
you know, anything to fall into a man's arms. Even Pinsky’s. And did I
tell you that there was even a French Canadian priest there?’

‘Aw, you're kidding me.’

"The priest was some knacker, A bishop maybe. He used to study with
the zeyda. The zeyda was a real personality, you know. Spiritual and
worldly-wise at the same time. Such personalities they don't make any
more. Today rabbis and peanuts come in the same'size.’

But, according to my father, the zeyda (his father-in-law) hadn't been
as celebrated as all that. “There are things I could say," he twold me.
"There was another side to him,'

My grandfather had sprung from generations and generations of rabbis,
his youngest son was a rabbi, but none of his grandchildren would be
one. My Cousin Jerry was alrcady a militant socialist. I once heard him
say, ‘When the men at the kosher bakeries went out on strike the zevda
spoke up against theni on the streets and in the shuls. Tt was of no
consequence to him that the men were grossly underpaid. His supersti-
tious followers had to have bread. Grandpappy,” Jerry said, 'was a prize
reactionary.’

A week after my grandfather died my grandmother suffered a siroke.
Her right side was completely paralvsed. She couldn't speak. At firstit’s
true, she could manage a coherent word or two and move her right hand
enough to write her name in Hebrew. Her name was Malka. But her
condition soon began to deteriorate.

My grandmother had six children and seven step-children, for my
grandfather had been married before, His first wife had died in the old
country. Two years later he had married my grandmother, the only
daughter of the most affluent man in the sheer!, and their marriage had
beena singularly happy one. My grandmother had been a beautiful airl.
She had also been a shrewd., resourceful, ind patient wife. Qualities, 1
fear, indispensable to life with 4 Zaddik. For the synagogue paid my
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grandfather no stipulated salary and much of the money he picked up
here and there he had habitually distributed among rabbinical students,
needy immigrants and widows. A vice, for such it was to his impecunious
family, which made him as unreliable a provider as a drinker. To carry
the analogy further, my grandmother had to make hurried, surreptitious
trips to the pawnbroker with her jewellery, Not all of it to be redeemed,
either. But her children had been looked after. The youngest, her favourite,
was a rabbi in Boston, the oldest was the actor-manager of a Yiddish
theatre in New York, and another was a lawyer. One daughter lived in
Montreal, two in Toronto. My mother was the youngest daughter and
when my grandmother had her stroke there was a family conclave and it
was decided that my mother would take care of her. This was my father's
fault. All the other husbands spoke up—they protested hotly that their
wives had too much work—they could never manage it—but my father
detested quarrels and so he was silent. And my grandmother came to
stay with us,

Her bedroom, the back bedroom, had actually been promised to me
for my seventh birthday, but now I had to go on sharing a room witl my
sister. So naturally I was resentful when each morning before 1 left for
school my mother insisted that I go in and kiss my grandmother goodbye.

‘Bouyo-bouyo," was the only sound my grandmother could make.

During those first hopeful months—'Twenty years ago who would
have thought there'd be a cure for diabetes?” my father asked. *Where
there’s life, you know.’—my grandmother would smile and try to speak,
her eyes charged with effort; and I wondered if she knew that I was
waiting for her room.

Even later there were times when she pressed my hand urgently to her
bosom with her surprisingly strong left arm. But as her illness dragged
on and en she became a condition in the house, something beyond hope
or reproach, like the leaky ice-box, there was less recognition and more
vitual in those kisses. 1 came to dread her room. A clutter of sticky
medicine bottles and the cracked toilet chair beside the bed; glazed but
imploring eyes and a feeble smile, the wet smack of her crooked lips
against my cheeks. I flinched from her touch. And after two years, I
protested to my mother, ‘What's the use of telling her I'm going here or
I'm going there? She doesn’t even recognize me any more.’

‘Don’t be fresh. She's your grandmother.’

My uncle who was in the theatre in New York sent money regularly to
help support my grandmother and, for the first few months, so did the
other children. But once the initial and sustaining excitement had passed
the children seldom came to our house any more. Anxious weekly visits—
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‘And how is she today, poor lamb?'—guickly dwindled to a dutiful
monthly looking in, then a semi-annual visit, and these always on the
way o somewhere,

When the children did come my mother was severe with them. ‘I have
to lift her on that chair three times a day maybe. And what makes you
think I always catch her in time? Sometimes I have to change her linen
twice a day. That's a job I'd like to see your wife do," she said to my
uncle, the rabbi.

‘We could send her to the Old People’s Home.!

‘Now there's an idea,’ my father said.

‘Notso long as I'm alive.” My mother shot my father a sealding look,
‘Say something, Sam.’

‘Quarrelling will get us nowhere. It only creates bad feelings.'

Meanwhile, Dr Katzman came cnce a month. ‘It’s astonishing,' he
would say each time. ‘She’s as strong as a horse.’

‘Some life for a person, " my father said, ‘She can’t speak—she doesn't
recognize anybody—what is there for her?’

The doctor was a cultivated man: he spoke often for women's clubs,
sometimes on Yiddish literature and other times, his rubicund face hot
with menace, the voice taking on & doomsday tone, on the cancer threat.
‘Who are we to judge?' he asked,

Every evening, during the first few months of my grandmother's
illness, my mother would read her  story by Sholem Aleichem. ‘Tonight
she smiled,” my mother would report defiantly. ‘She understood. 1 can
tell.”

Bright afterncons my mother would lift the old lady into a wheelchair
and put her out in the sun and once a week she gave her a manicure.
Somebody always had to stay in the house in case my grandmother
called. Often, during the night. she would begin to wail unaccountably
and my mother would gat up and rock her mother in her arms for hours.
But in the fourth year of my grandmother’'s illness the strain began to
tell. Besides looking after my grandmother, my mother had to keep
house for a husband and two children. She became scornful of my father
and began to find fault with my sister and me. My father started to spend
his evenings playing pinochle at Tansky's Cigar & Soda. Weekends he
took me to visit his brothers and sisters. Wherever my father went
people had little snippets of advice for him.

‘Sam, you might as well be a bachelor. One of the other children
should take the old lady for u while. You’re just going to have to put your
foot down for once.’

‘Yeah, in your face, maybe.”
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My Cousin Libby, whe was at McGill, said, ‘This could have a very
damaging effect on the development of your children. These are their
formative years, Uncle Samuel, and the omnipresence of death in the
house . . .

‘What you need is a boy friend,” my father said. ‘And how.

After supper my mother took to falling asleep in her chair, even in the
middle of Lux Radio Theatre. One minute she would be sewing a patch
in my breeches or making a list of girls to call for a bingo party, proceeds
for the Talmud Torah, and the next she would be snoring. Then, inevitably,
there came the morning she just couldn’t get out of bed and Dr Katzman
had to come round a week before his regular visit. 'Well, well, this
won't do, will it?’

Dr Katzman led my father into the kitchen. ‘Your wife's got a gallstone
condition,” he said.

My grandmother’s children met again, this time without my mother,
and decided to put the old lady in the Jewish Old People's Home on
Esplanade Street., While my mother slept an ambulance came to take my
grandmother away.

‘It's for the best,” Dr Katzman said, but my father was in the back
room when my grandmother held on tenatiously to the bedpost, not
wanting to be moved by the two men in white,

‘Easy does it, granny,’ the younger man said.

Afterwards my father did not go in to see my mother. He went out for a
walk,

When my mother got out of bed two weeks later her cheeks had
regained their normal pinkish hue; for the first time in months, she
actually joked with me. She became increasingly curious about how I
was deing in school and whether or not [ shined my shoes regularly. She
began to cook special dishes for my father again and resumed old
friendships with the girls on the parochial school board. Not only did my
father’s temper improve, but he stopped going to Tansky's every night
and began to come home early from work, But my grandmother's name
was seldom mentioned. Until one evening, after I'd had a fight with miy
sister, I said, ‘Why can’t I move into the back bedroom now?'

My father glared at me. 'Big-mouth.’

‘It's empty, isn't it?"'

The next afternoon my mother put on her best dress and coat and new
spring hat.

‘Don't go looking for trouble,” my father said.

‘It's been a month, Maybe they’re not treating her right.’

‘They're experts.’
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‘Did you think I was never going to visit her? I'm not inbuman, you
know,

‘Alright, go." But after she had gone my father stood by the window
and said, 'I was born lucky, and that's it.'

I sat on the cutside stoop watching the cars go by. My father waited on
the balcony above, cracking peanuts, It was six o'clock, maybe later,
when the ambulance slowed down and rocked to a stop right in front of
our house. ‘I knew it," my father said. ‘I was born with all the luck,'

My mother got out first, her eves red and swollen, and hurried upstairs
to make my grandmother's bed.

“You'll get sick again,’ my f{uther $aid

‘I'm sorry, Sam, but what could I do? From the moment she saw me
she cried and eried. It was terrible.

‘They’re recognized experts there. They know how to take care of her
better than you do.'

‘Experts? Expert murderers you mean. She's got bedsores, Sam, Those
dirty little Irish nurses they don’t change her linen often enough they
hate her. She must have lost twenty pounds in there.s

‘Another month and you'll be flat on your back again, I'll write you a
guarantee, if you want.'

My father became a regular at Tunsky's again and, once more, 1 had to
go in and kiss my grandmother in the morning, Amazingly, she had
begun to look like a man. Little hairs had sprouted on her chin, she had
grown a spiky grey moustache. and she was practically bald.

Yet again my uncles and aunts sent five dollar bills, though erratically,
to help pay for my grandmother’s support. Elderly people, former
followers of my grandfather, came to inquire about the old lady’s health.
They sat in the back bedroom with her, leaning on their canes, talking to
themselves and rocking to and fro. 'The Holy Shakers,’ my father called
them, I avoided the seamed. shrunken old men because they always
wanted to pinch my cheeks or trick me with a dash of snuff and laugh
when I sneezed. When the visit with my grandmother was over the old
people would unfailingly sit in the kitchien with my mother for another
hour, watching her make leksheri. slurping lemon tea out of a saucer.
They would recall the sayings and books and charitable deeds of the late
Zaddik.

‘Althe funcral," my mother never wearied of telling them, ‘they had to
have six motorcyele policemen 10 control the crowds.’

In the next two years there was no significant change in my grand-
mother’'s condition, though fatigue, ill-temper, and even morbidity
enveloped my mother again. She fought with her brothers and sisters and



&l ] aviulucud] Il

once, after a particularly bitter quarrel, I found her sitting with her head
in her hands. ‘If, God forbid, I had a stroke,’ she said, ‘would you send
me to the Old People's Home?"

‘Of course not,’

‘I hope that never in my life do I have to count on my children for
anything.’

The seventh summer of my grandmother's illness she was supposed to
die and we did not know from day to day when it would happen. I was
often sent out to eat at an aunt's or at my other grandmother’s house. I
was hardly ever at heme, In those days they let boys inte the left-field
bleachers of Delormier Downs free during the week and Duddy, Gas
sometimes, Hershey, Stan, Arty and me spent many an afternoon at the
ball park. The Montreal Royals, kingpin of the Dodger farm system, had
a marvellous club at the time. There was Jackie Robinson, Roy Cam-
panella, Lou Ortiz, Red Durrett, Honest John Gabbard, and Kermit
Kitman, Kitman was our hero, It used to give us a charge to watch that
crafty little Jew, one of ours, running around out there with all those tall
dumb southern crackers. 'Hey, Kitman," we would yell, ‘Hey, shmo-
head, if your father knew you played ball on shabus—' Kitman, alas,
was all field and no hit. He never made the majors. “There goes Kermit
Kitman," we would holler, after he had gone down swinging again, ‘the
first Jewish strike-out king of the International League.” This we promptly
followed up by bellowing choice imprecations in Yiddish.

It was after one of these games, on a Friday afternoon, that I came
home to find a crowd gathered in front of our house,

‘That’s the grandson,” somebody said. '

A knot of old people stood staring at our front door from across the

street. A taxi pulled up and my aunt hurried out, hiding her face in her
hands.

‘After so many years,' a woman said.

‘And probably next year they'll discover a cure. Isn't that always the
case?’

The flat was clotted. Uncles and aunts from my father's side of the
family, strangers, Dr Katzman, neighbours, were all milling around and
talking in hushed voices. My father was in the kitchen, getting out the
apricot brandy. *Your grandmother’s dead,’ he said.

‘Where's Maw?’

‘In the bedroom with . . . You'd better not go in.’

‘I want to see her

My mother wore a black shawl and glared down at a knot of handkerchief
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clutched in a fist that had been cracked by washing soda. ‘Don’t come in
here,” she said,

Several bearded round-shouldered men in shiny black coats surrounded
the bed. T couldn’t see my grandmother.

“Your grandmother’s dead.’

‘Daddy told me.’

‘Go wash your face and comb your hair,’

“Yes.'

“You'll have to get your own supper.’

‘Sure.’

‘One minute. The baba left some jewellery. The necklace is for Rifka
and the ring is for your wife.'

"Who's getting married?’

‘Better go and wash your face. Remember behind the ears, please.’

Telegrams were sent, the obligatory long distance calls were made,
and all through the evening relatives and neighbours and old followers of
the Zaddik poured into the house. Finally, the man from the funeral
parleur arrived. Y

‘There goes the only Jewish businessman in town,’ Segal said, ‘who
wishes all his customers were German.’

*This is no time for jokes.

‘Listen, life goes on.’

My Cousin Jerry had begun to affect a cigarette holder. ‘Soon the
religious mumbo-jumbo starts,’ he said to me.

“Wha'?'

‘Everybody is going to be sickeningly sentimental.

The next day was the sabbath and so, according to law, my grandmother
couldn’t be buried until Sunday. She would have to lie on the floor all
night. Twe grizzly women in white came to move and wash the body and
a professional mourner arrived to sit up and pray for her. ‘I don’t trust
his face,” my mother said. ‘He'll fall asleep.’

‘He won't fall asieep.’

‘You watch him, Sam.’

‘A fat lot of good prayers will do her now. Alright! Okay! I'll watch
him.’

My father was in a fury with Segal.

“The way he goes after the apricot brandy you'd think he never saw a
bottle in his life before.”

Rifka and I were sent to bed, but we couldn’t sleep. My aunt was
sobbing over the body in the living room; there was the old man praying,
coughing and spitting into his handkerchiel whenever he woke,; and the
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hushed voices and whimpering from the kitchen, where my father and
mother sat. Rifka allowed me a few drags off her cigarette.

"Well, pisherke, this is our last night together. Tomorrow you can take
over the back room.’

‘Are you crazy?’

“You always wanted it for yourself, didn't you?’

‘She died in there, but.'

‘So?

‘1 couldn’t sleep in there now.’

‘Good night and happy dreams.’

‘Hey, let’s talk some more.’

‘Did you know,” Rifka said, ‘that when they hang a man the last thing
that happens is that he has an orgasm?’

‘A wha'?”

‘Skip it. I forgot you were still in kindergarten.’

‘Kiss my Royal Canadian—’

‘At the funeral, they're going to open the coffin and throw dirt in her

face. It’s supposed to be earth from Eretz. They open it and you're going
to have to look.’

‘Says you.'

A little while after the lights had been turned out Rifka approached my
bed, her head covered with a sheet and her arms raised high. ‘Bouyo-
bouyo. Who's that sleeping tn my bed? Woo-woo.'

My uncle who was in the theatre and my aunt from Toronto came to
the funeral. My uncle, the rabbi, was there too.

‘As long as she was alive," my mother said, ‘he couidn't even send her
five dollars a month. I don’t want him in the house, Sam. [ can't bear the
sight of him.'

“You're upset,” Dr Katzman said, ‘and you don't know what you're
saying.’

‘Maybe you'd better give her a sedative,’ the rabbi said.

‘Sam will you speak up for once, please.’

Flushed, eyes heated, my father stepped up to the rabbi, ‘I'll tell you
this straight to your face, Israel,” he said. ‘You've gone down in my
estimation.’ -

The rabbi smiled a little.

“Year by year,” my father continued, his face burning a brighter red,
‘your stock has gone down with me.’

My mother began to weep and she was led unwillingly to a bed. While
my father tried his utmost to comfort her, as he muttered cousoling

things, Dr Katzman plunged a needle into her arm. ‘There we are,’ he
said,
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I went to sit on the stoop outside with Duddy. My uncle, the rabbt, and
Dr Katzman stepped into the sun to light cigarettes.

‘I know exactly how you feel," Dr Katzman said. ‘There’s been a
death in the famnily and the world seems indifferent to your loss. Your
heart is broken and yet it’s a splendid summer day . . . a day made for
love and laughter . . . and that must seem very cruel to you.’

The rabbi nodded; he sighed,

‘Actually,” Dr Katzman said, "it's remarkable that she held out for so
long’

‘Remarkable?” the rabbi said. 'It's written that if a man has been
married twice he will spend as much time with his first wife in heaven as
he did on earth. My father, may he rest in peace, was married to his first
wife for seven years and my mother, may she rest in peace, has managed
to keep alive for seven years. Today in heaven she will be able to join my
father, may he rest in peace.’

Dr Katzman shook his head. ‘It's amazing,” he said. He told my uncle
that he was writing a book based on his experiences as a healer. ‘The
mysteries of the human heart.”

"Yes.'

‘Astonishing.’

My father hurried outside. 'Dr Katzman, please. It's my wife. Maybe
the injection wasn't strong enough, She just doesn't stop erying, It's like
a tap. Can you come in, please?’

‘Excuse me,” Dr Katzman said to my uncle,

‘Of course.” My uncle turned 1o Duddy and me. ‘Well, boys," he said,
“what would you like to be when vou grow up?’
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NMATT CotEn was born in Kingston, Ontariy, in 1942, Lt lived in
Oltawa until 1960, when he entered the University of Toronto.
Abter graduating he spent some time in Burope, where Lie hegan a
tovel that wis accepted by an English publisher. In 1963, however,
Cohen withdrew (and later burmed) the novel wnd returied to
Cunadu to altend graduate schoel. In 1969, afler the publication of
Karseniloff, he moved to a farm north of Kingslon and began hiy
next novel, Jolimny Crackle Sings (1971). Since then he has writlen
lour connected novels—"The Disinherited (1974), The Colours of
War (1977), The Sweet Second Summer of Kitty Malone (1979), and
Llowers of Darkngss (198 1) —and two books of short stories— Co-
banbus andd the Fat Lady (1972) and Night Flights (1978), Creorge
Woodcock hag called him ‘one of the most interesting and versatile
amoeng the younger generation of novelists.” ILis collected slories.
The Expatriate, has bheen published by General Publishing, aud he
is presently al work on a new volume of stories, to be called The
Lust Days of the Empire, and a long novel set in fowrteenth-century
Spai, the werking title of which is The Jewish Doctor.

The Expatriate’ is not unlike Margaret Atwood’s story, “The
Man from Mars,” in that its main character is foreed by eircuni-
stances Lo conlront un fnvmigrant’'s loneliness wind isolation, and

mnst then come Lo terms with lis own lack of identite, his absence
al place,

BTRin

THIL EXPATRIATE

ALK CONSTANTING ST possessed, as Annie had often reniked,
Uie same baby face he had been born with: a round fair face with
blue eyes, a generons mouth, sandy hair that he alwavs parted on
the left. Ile was twenly-eight vears old and since he had lelt
wniversity @ few vears ago he had been unemployed in a variety of
wiys, Currently he wus wn unemployed writer of films. Before that
he had been an memploved taxi driver, o status that e
Why can’t £ he an unemiploved cabt
he reached nto Ui lreerer and ]

preferred.
die again? he asked hinsell as
ut two dee cubes into his gluss.
Then he wdhded seolely yntil the glass was hall-full, Ile alwavs
started with the foe and then added the scoteh, This ulass was the
hist of the set lie'd had when he lived with Annie. When it was
one, ie wouldn't kiow how 16 measure his drinks. *T miss her i
Hiee Tivtle wavs,” Je saidd Lo himsell, And then, T don't know it il wus
Fate or just bud luck.

I0was the suner of 1978, Lhe year the Toronto Blie Jiys
bought their way into major league baseball. Alec was living on the
second floor of an old Victorian house, above a store that special-
zed fnnilks white bread. and West Tndian spices. e liked the
sinells of the spiees filtering np through his floor, bul the store wis
i the wrong district and it had hardly any customers. When e
el Tirst maved inlo the apartment he would often go into e
store. near suppertine, and walk up and down the aisles i seareh
ol something to eat, Bul the mysteries of West Indian foud esenpod
B and eventuallv, oo eimbarrassed to ask for help, he went back
to shopping al the supennarkest.

Farlier that afternoon Barvey \Devine, a sports reporter for the
Toronto S, had telephoned and asked if he wanted Lo ao to the
baselall game,

‘Novway," Alec had replied,

“What else have vou got to do?’ ‘

T not going to walch the Blue Jays lose another game,” Alec
stitl. "They are the wordd team in the history of the Nitional
Lsgue,

Vo dont know wivthing,' sail Barney. "They're not even in the
National Leagoe, Thoyve in the American League '



W Mt Calien

Al riglit Theyre the worst team in the history ol the American
Leagie.’

‘Not vel,” Barmey said, ‘the season isn'l over yet.'

You guvs just wrile about baseball because seeretly you wanl Lo
e American reporters. Why don’t you wrile about facrosse?”

“For Chirist's suke,” Barney said, 'you veally have it bad

Now Alee found himsell turning on the vadio. Burney wonld he
happy W know he was repenting, It was the top ol the second
inning wnd the Yankees were already beating the Blue Javs 91018
it fate or just bad luck?” All day the line had been ranming throngh
his mind, bul e couldu't reniember which record it had come
from.

Leaving the radiv on, be walked from the kitehen back Lo the
living room and sal down, with his scotch, in oan arnmeliale with a
pine table beside it. The pine table too was a remnuil ol his time
with Annie, and putling his glass down on a coaster hue was onve
more reminded of her, During their frst two months apart thinking
about her made him want Lo ery; now it seemed lo ke Wi
recite cliches.

“Lonsiss her,” e said aleud to himsell, "1 want her so desperately
hat 1 have o drink seoteh fnstead of beer. IUs come Lo that.” Tlis
voiee was drowned oul by the clanking ol 4 passing sbreetear,

s come to that. These words had leapl inanely into his month
when she had told him, during one of their penullimate seenes,
Wat she was hasing an alfair with one of the actors in (he fil,

“So i come to that,” be bad said, amazed at the sound ol these
particular words rolling forth. What e had weant, though he
never explained it, was that in her need to et Do shie e settled
lor a supporting actor. .

“Thal's right,” Those days she had an amazingly abrasive voice.
and she diked o pat her hands on her hips when a el was
starting. She had been wearing her denim skirl and w red sleoveluss
top. Instend ol shouting he wanted to kiss her tammed shoulders,

Remcnhierine Amnie’s shoulders, the salty taste ol her shin, he
had gotten bimsell hunehed over in the chair, his head lolling
forward dike that ol an old man. Really,” he said to himselt, 7
really wi getling strange,” wnd he swung oul of Dis chair o
wilked to the bathroom o rinse his hauds and face, Not only were
the Blue Jays the worst team in the history of the world, but the
stmmer heat was choking,
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TS nerves” he sald (o Limsell, ity my nerves.” He looked crili-
cally in the mirrer, s buby fice was still there, but since Annie
had left, little maps of deteat huad started to inseribe themselves
around his eves. Now ho jimagined that these maps were going o
tell the story of hig jonrndy from true and happy youth Trito. the
kingdom of experienee, e left the bathroom and walked to the
living room where his Evpewriler was waiting, ‘T know." he mut-
leved “sou van’t o hume o,

e sul down al his desk, From outside the windoew came the
constand rush of Lrallic. ad wsually his concentration was so poor
that al the end of an home at the desk he kaew how gy slreet-
cars had passed. The truth was, as his [riend Barney had insisted on
pointing val, the truth was that he wasn’t even tr-ul\_f unemployved.
in fact. he had heen connnissioned to write an edueationm] (il on
the guod tertine of inmnigrnts to Canada,

“Thal’s nol o Tilne Alee il protested, “that’s governiment propi-
vatnida,”

ook at Leni Riclonstalid,” Barvey said, “Trivmph of the Wl

Tor God's sake,” Alee sputterdd, ‘she worked for [itler.

That’s what T owean.” Barney said smuoglv, “Art comes from
strange places.” '

Strange places, Alee that

abil. o front of him was the outlie Tor

his [, The Expetriote, Twas Lo be a modestly affecting nyaster-
plece aboul an inpmigrant who came from a strange place hefore
B wrrived i s ew conelery. Canada.

Sectsons are dorn from the woneilling body of the expatriate. Slowly
the home country grows in the mind. Reborn in nestaluid, it in-
proves wpon itself and brizhe. fubulous creatures glide throngh vities
of fight. Tall forests breathe (o e sownd of ogean waves Dvaking
et enelless beaelios.

Leen his oww reniembered fleshe glones with tmmortalivg: the day
of his leaving has Deconn the weateshed that separates youth from
middle age. amd in lis dreams the streets are now em;)!u of lowd
traffic and police. Sueh v the power of memory that even the
clogshit hael disappearid.

Tu his home country he worked inhis father’s grocery store by day,
seribbled novels by night, [Tis futher had a friend who printed the
district newspapers as o Bwowr he published one of the night-
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written novels. Two thousand copies were bound with soft paper
covers. For a while they were displayed, very disereetly, in the
corners of bookstore windows, At night, after the storey were
closed, he would tour the city to see if the books hud heen bought.
Gradually they went out of the windows, but when he became
brave enough o enter a store he found thut the books had simply
been moved to the shelves, and from there, finally, as the beige
covers grew bitler and dark, they went to the sale tubles.
There had been one review:

A precions new telent has appeared with the publication
of Fires in My Heart. The stories entertain with ance-
dotes uf parents who niust seem, in retrospect, sonewli
ludicrous. The author has a poet’s feel for insects und
grass, but we must wwait further books, as this revicwer
sincerely does, o see if he can do the same for people.

Alter starting his outline, Alec went to meet Barney in thehr usual
restaurant, wodim Hungarian place that specialized in cooking with
poppy seeds, As always it was [lled with would-be arlists, perpel-
ual students, men and women anemployed at a dazzling variety of
juhs.
T brave the salud,” Alee said,

he big one or the litthe one?’
e one dollar dod cighty-five cent salad,” Alec said.
'y the big wie.

1 haven't eaten for a week.

You haven't?

Alee looked up at the waitress. She had dark wavy hair, brashed
stradght buck, and black eyes that were open wide, looking inte his.
She baeed o cirele with her hands, outlining the size of the salud,
Her fingers made him feel hungry,

T haven't.

The waitress loughed. And then she slipped one ol lier Tuinds
wnder bis anm and sgueezed his ribs, You've got lots of meal.” she
saitl.

She Telt the table and Bamey rapped the arborite surfuce. "You
see? AWomuen are stll attracted to vou.”

“Thanks.

Wi don't vou pick her up?’

=
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Did vou see how voune shi was?”

How old are vou?”

AMier paying at the cash Alee went back to leave a tip. The
waitriess was laking away e dishes,

You rveally think ot ful?”

she stopped and turned toward himg her dark eyes looked into
his. Alee caught the Jook withont blinking.

Lok, Alec said. T take vou for a drink after work, QK2

she litted her hand, wnd e saw she was wearing a wedding ring.
He was already starting to apologize when she cut hing off,

“Ton w'clock.” she suid

Her name was Margaret, and after the fivst week she moved into
his wprrtments bringing a suitease and a cello. When she was off
duty she would sit in the living room and alternate exotic dances
with long, grave sonatas while Alee attempted to rewrite the treat-
ment (o his serpl.,

She's aocellisl, e told Baviey.

“That's nice,” Barney said, “That's ¢lass.’

ivervone i this (own is an artist. You ean't even pick up a
wailress without her dreaining of Massey Hall,

Carnegic H..‘I:H.. Burney corrected. "Can't vou even see hevoud
VOUT AT Tose? ’

Whew she woke up. Marsaet had o quick breakfast of voghuort
tined with dried bl and nots and then, Tartified with a strong
enp ool colfec, she went into 1he living room Lo practise. '.\rpeqici
and seales,” she said o Alee, and the words reminded him of s
own Tnnnble jnsects and grass, “arpegeios and scales are an absolute
neaest Tor plavers of steinas

Lying in bed. Alee would listen to the brilliant runs, long, deuse
elimbs fromi the deepest bass notes Lo its treble utmost, o high
contrulte singing that Pt nemind his poor expatriate who, in the
Ll swould esaft e his semd Gortune at being allowed to live in
(o h

Vs Mee got dressod and wandered into the kitchen. he swauld
fsten for the rustle ol Moot changing the music on her stand.
e thens Laking Lo wranted the paticice of the spice store below,
Shrtarel would becin o ber new and favourite project, her be-

loveel Nivadedi coneertos T vinlin which she herself had transerilod
for i eella.
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Into the eestatic rendering of these concertos she would be
totally launched by the time Alec had eaten his vwn Lreaklast ol
toast and junn and seated himsell at the typewriter.

T doing the seript as the story of one man,” Alec explaived to
his producer, “one v who lias come to Canada as a relngee and
is uking his own wdjustiment to a new lite”

‘Nu polities,” the producer warned, The producer had wn arching
nose with a red welt over the bridge, and he always wore safeari-
style clothes, The welt on his nose was caused by steel-rimmed
mirror sunglasses.,

‘No polities,” Alee agreed. "Just the warm and cumpassionale
story ol one human being set adrift in seas of change only to put
down rools ina new and foreign land,’

‘Got you,” said the producer. HMe lit a plastic-tipped cigar and
waved Alee oul of the oflice.

The expatriate was living in the house of his mother’s consin, arie
the room. he shared with the cousin’s six-year-old boy was small and
cocered in violently yellow wallpaper. He spent his afternoons and
evenings walking the streets, trying to accustom himself to hearing
and speaking this new nasal version of English.

Sometimes at night, unable to sleep in the heuat, he would sit up
late und fushion dolls out of bits of cloth. While his futher suld
wroceries, his mother had kept her hands busy sewing dolls. Usunally
thety were given as Christmas presents, but onee o hated neighbour
hroke his hack after a rag effigy accidently fell from the window
into the courtyard.

A e weeks after wrriving in Canada he swp wun gdeertisenent
i thie paper for a helper in cement work and the next moring, at
siv o'elock, he was standing with his soft grocer’s frariedy o«
wheelbarrow, waiting for the heavy clunk of cement dropping down
Jrom the mixer. When the barrow wuas full he wheeled it up
wooden ramp and dumped the contents into a form.

Euery night he fell into bed. One evening he woke 1up to find the
eyes af his cousin’s son on his fuce.

iis hand snaked out and he grabbed the boy's shivt, What're
tyote doing?”

CNothing”

The expatriate sat up. The overliead light made the acallpape

louk more biliows than ever. The boy's fuee was Qeisted interrar,
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Eovsorey.” He let wooof the boy's shivt and lifted hin wp onto the
Dod D acas hacing o bad divane, You cver have bad dreains?

Fhe Doy was cryin,

He took the boy in his wrms and rocked him back and forth,
Focevn vaotion huiet fs baek He should have o finn mattress, a roon
of liy wien,

Soon o gaing (o heve a big house, " he told the boy. "u big hoose
with o sweimoning pool inihe buackyard. You want to come and live
teith we there?

" The boy, still erying, only nodded. Soon he pulled away and left
e roant, ‘

AL night Alec begun toodrean of his immigrant. Not so long ago he
Bk dreaned nut of fosdarnts hut of warg, Planes scremn?m;()\'cr
unprotected shacks, pelly sticking to the skin and bursting into
M, ) ’ .‘ .

AU e creative nifnd Bamey said, "You thought veu were just
a hack writer and @ caly driver, but you really have something, Tsn't
that right, Marguret? Alec’s the kind of guy who's always putling
hitsell down.” ’ ' ~

TS supposed to e an oplimistic story,” Alec said, "We live in a
bind of opportunity,

Telease your mind.” Barney said "Trust the artist in vourself.”

Margarel wans sitling o a coneh in the corer of the roon. The
lite allernoon light came in the dust)’ window, lingered on her
tnned neck, vaeeied the white flagh of her teeth as she smiled into
the slicdows.

“Thal’s right.” Marguret said, “Alec underestimates himself.

She said this swhile her stronyg lingers tore apart the skin of an
orange, These diys Alee seldom thought of Annie; when he did he
was grateful for the wound of their separation, because through
that wound Margaret lud entered his life, :

That night Alee drewined Barmey had the immigrant's face, Bar-
ney with twisted foretun leatures. In the dream Barney was dressed
up i a black suil. luoking like Alec’s father in the wedding photo-
graph. Barney in his suit was working the cement mixer, wheeling
foaeds ol cement bntw e Linse Alee now recognized to be his awn,
wheoling e the covpenl and then pr)uringhit onto the shining
hordward Hoor that tae easther ised to spend long mormings was-

i
NEES
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‘Barney Devine told me you could write,” the producer shouted
angrilyv. "What's this supposed to be? You lrying to win a conlest?’
The voom was thick with the smoke of plastie-tipped cigars. The
producer was wearing a Leica around his neck and was sitting
behind w leather-topped metal desk. Alee, on the othoer side, was
squirning in an uncomfortable plastic chair. He looked past the
producer’s mirror sunglasses to-the grey Toronto skyvline. It was
August already, but the days were sultry and dark, o strange mid-
summer reminder that behind the heat, the winter wis waiting, Al
least, Alec thought, the Blue Jays will be praying lor snow. They
were mired so deep in last place that for compassion’s sake lie had
stopped teasing Barmey.

‘Listen," the producer read with heavy sarcasm: “The sweat on
his hooked nose gleamed like a sword in the darkness. Tu the seund
of the boy's footsteps reireating down the stairs, the inandgrant lied
his belt around his neck, then stood on a chair, trying to see if he
had enough length to tie himself to the cliandelier.

It's w bit wordy,” Alee admitted. ‘Tt's only a frst dralt.

"Wordy,” the producer shouted. “Who wants an edycation about
someone who hangs bimsell? You want to give little ehildren night-
nres?’ /

Ue shouldn™t be wowriter, Alee said quickly, “"Thal was just a
joke! ‘

Give himeow chance,” Barney said te me, “He really needs the
work, vtherwise he'll be driving a cab.”” Now the producer look
the Leica from his chest and aimed it at Alec, "'Smile,” he said.

Alee was on his feet, heading out the door,

‘Give {Lanother try,” the producer called after him, "but try to go
eisy on the grease, And the dogshit.”

e fired me,” Alee reported,

‘No,” Burney intoned patiently, “he didi'’t fire you. He asked vou
o revrite your outling.”

o sidd ©should trust mysell”

Hovou veally trusted vourself,” Barney said, 'vou wouldi't be so
morhicl” 10 was the seventh-inning streleh, late alternoon on a lule
dav in Angust. The weather had finally turmed: a cooling breeze
was coming in from the lake, and the sky above Exhibition Stadiumn

was i deep and pleasant blue. The Jays had lost the first gume of

the daubleheader 1244 and now they were trailing 41 in the
seeund,
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e shouted at me” Alee said. '1 don't take that kind of shit.’
Even as he said it he held out his paper cup for Barney to replenish
wilh scolch. The lust gluss wt home had broken weeks agor Mar-
garet had droppod it on the kitchen floor during one of her infre-
guent but deronic lewtopss Alee had rushed from Lhe living room
to Lhe kitehen door, L

T sorrv,” Margaret ad said,

Mee was unable o speak. Annde would not have apologized,
Fate liad blessed him iy substituting Margaret, a sane and g;f,cntle
person who cared for hin, who asked no questions while carefully
sweeping the last pititul Iragments of Annie into the vellow plastic
dustpan, -

There was only one ol then,” Margaret said,

Tt ddoesnt matter, reallv Tosed it for measuring iy drinks.’

T By vou ashiol gl ’

That was e uight he liad phoned Barney and said he would like
Lo wo to u basehull wnie soon. Try something different, he had
said: and in the middle o) t]lin'king it was the first time he hud used
this peticnlar cliche i weoks, he noticed that he wus alluding to
hinsellas 4 b hd semie wilting disease. And as Barnev's solicitous
tone cione ik over the Tine, he realized that in fact Barney and
Margaret both dicd see T s u pale and undernourished lﬁlam.l. o
thil haed Leen branatieal s spitled out of its pot and now needed
extra love aud waler

T going for a walk!, be said to Margarel, after putting dowi
the receiver, -

Sure” Auvlhiog s pevinitted e invadic.

Mee slanmed the door, knowing even as it banged shut thal
Murgaeret wondd fordgive this new tantram, Sleppiuh toward the
street Tre callided with o man who was ledving the vrocers stone.
There was o breiel and neomlortable .\‘ilcnce,_durmﬁ which Alec
comsidered the Teehng of the stranger’s elbow in hiy ribs. Crooked
wlo his wror was w bag ol wroceries. His eves were streaked with
red and his face was narmne and itense, the skin pocked alang the
high cheekbones and the shnp forehead. :

lxense mes Alee Hnally sagd,

The man trned Bis head, spat a long, vellow \\'hip‘ onto the
sidowalk, aud looked hack at Alee. Alee, who was wearing u
checked cottom shivl treshly ivoned during his unemploved moru-
e, looked down at e bony shoulders of the black man. e was
wearing o singlel stadned with dust and tar,
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‘Txeuse me, Alec said again and, his way to e sidewalk
blocked, turned into the store.

Inside, the lights were yellow and warm. The owner, & heavy-set
Jamaican who olten waved to Alee from the fronl window, was
sitting on @ stool behind the counter, reading the newspaper 1o his
daughter, who wus perched heside him,

Tley, what'll it be tonight?” He had a friendly simile, his nouth a
wide curve,

Clgarelles,” Alee said. ™A small Plaver's Filter.”

“The hand reached up to the shell, selected the package, came
dowin, and exterded the cigarettes Lo Alec.

Mee. who didin't smoke, took the cigarelies wnd ten realized e
Baeh et is wallel upstairs.

1 forgol my money,” he said, putling e packige on e glass
couiter, Tl be right down with i’

The hand, palm whitened like 2 policeman’s glove, wived o the
dir. Pay me tomorrow.’
1odont i, Alee said, He stood, hesitaling, Then, nadding al
e little wirl who had been staring al Wi the whole tinie, he ok
Wi elggunelles [romy the counler, (h'npl)ml therm on v Thaor, p[t‘lu‘t!
et apy dgiding wired pul thent in his back pocket, welpere his swallel
drould Tiave been, and went out into the street.

T labonrer was siill there, leaning against o lanp post and
Jooking at e entrance Wiy, Alee saw the contempl carved nto
the vigid black face.

Tuck vou, Alee said. The words coughed out ol T, Ity
audibie,

The bare shoulders shrugged, anseles and bones defined like o
heap ol old stones, The list cane up, tapped Lwice on Ue thetal
post. Thew the black turned, and the skinny stranger in the singlet
began 1o walk down the street, [Te was carryitg his brown bag of
rrpeeries and he was just Lurning the corner when Alee recopnized

i as the expatriale e had been dreaming.

At Uie hotlom of the seventh inning Dave Mackay. the second
Irsenian swho couldn’t hit, led off with a double.

Yook at him, Alece said, he's Canadian,’

Nexl up was Bobh Builor, & rookie tfrom the mid-West with o soft
wouthern aceent. He lofted the first piteh deep inlo the right-field
stauiels.
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“They're going to win.” Bamey said. This in a cantident doctor's
voice, as though Uie vuteome had never been in doubt. He started
jolting notes on the spiral pad he always carried, using the short-
hand that he had spent a whele summer learning. Alec. witching
his i seribble wonds it e couldn't decipher. bhegan (o el
guilty abotit s betral of Baney's truste his seript that he
vonldin't Tfinish. -

T more Jass wel on hises Uie Tirst by waiting ot for Dalls, the
seeoned by letting fis arn et in the way of an inside strike.

“Phis iy il Barnes said, Coming to the plate was the Jay's big
Bitter, Rico Curtye Plaving on a cellar-dwelling team ihrongh a
steing of losses thut wonld have discouraged even a revivalist, Carty
hadd somelionw maniee] Lo keep his average alove 300, Now,
eaning over the plate, he waggled his fleshy hips at the piteher
The catcher suddenly struightened up, walked ont to the mound.
Courty tuened o the crowd wnd grinned.

The cateher turned qned crouched in position, his big rotiel mitt
like wosun filling up the skv. Carty ignored it, stepped out of the
Lo Lo rap his but against his shoes. Then, grinning again, he
et Biedd B whiobe Leade ke oo hig old tomeat trying to shado: off o
Tiesver. Uhere was scatlered Eonghter from the stands.

oo gl Teny, Bieo, s voice called.

Cier enn b v shonted another. Carty's black face gleained
The stands heated wpowith more eries of f-:i.'.l(_‘UkH'ilE‘L'Hl{‘fl'L{. One
section begnun Lo ¢lap inorhythin There were two men on base. the
by ing and winmsing s, Carty al the plate pointed to centre Fiold
s il ke Bahe Bolle he seas going to start directing them ont of
e park al will. The cacked the fat tip of the bal above his
dondders, rolated S0 e shaw and pregnant cirele,

Thie piteher whined and thres o first hase.

AW should haye Droughl Margaret,” Alee said.,

Buarney just nodded his pen racing,

Finadly the Ball came toward Carty, a fastball swoking doswn the
allev. Carty swiing. fis broad shoulders snapping around like a [lag.
Yer was suddenly aware of the silenee that had formed arouid the
Fiekl. the thonsinds of sun-warnred bodies leaning torward into the
evening, fvally getting what they had come for, The bat cracked
it the badl, splintering apart in Carty's big hands. and behind the
shap sound was o single grunt from Carly as the pain o the
Lial's breaking sprewd from his hands to his elbows. And with that
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strange geho the ball reversed itself, a line drive making straight
lor the pitcher’s lace, Instinet saved him and as he fell back, surely
tunable Lo see the ball, hig glove [lew up, making the calel, Then
habit ook over and Uie ball was flipped back, belind hin Uhe
seconed Trasemnn, wilh miraculous anlicipation, was on Lhe lag;
casally his glove swallowed wp the ball, wid hen i o routing
move as lamiliar Lo hin as his own mind, he relayed it te first, The
two Jay ruuners were left standing in the middle of the base paths,
shaking their heads at their own stupidity.

‘A triple play,” Alee shouted, He pounded Barney on the buek,
‘T've never seen a triple play.'

‘Al vight,” Bamney sighed. "The game isn'l over yet.’

All right,” said the producer, “You tell me if I got it right.” Alec
was in the producer’s office again, but since their last meeling the
producer had brought in a new guest chair. This oue wuy the
opposite of the old, uncomfortable plastic: it was a stulled Salva-
tiou Army special, covered in red corduroy that had lost all of the
ribbing on ity back and armg, and whose seat was s worn with the
exhausted buttocks of generations of Toronlonians thal when Alee
lowered himself into it the producer’s mirror sunglasses hovered
above him like surrealistic moons, Alec wondered il Uhis new chair
meant that the producer was prospering or merely growing wmore
shclislic,

OK the producer coutinued, ‘now Lell me i 1 pol the story?
some guy comes from the Caribbean, he's not a wriler anymore,
bt his father was a grocer aud the store burned down beeanse lie
held wnelection vally there, Ts that it so Tar?

That's it Alee said. I the producer bought the Tinal, revised
outline, there would be two thousand dollars to work on the first
draft.

‘OK,’ said the producer, He was wearing a new wnd deeply green
safari shirt with leather-covered buttons that looked like hark,
After a briel struggle he extracted package of his special cigars
from oue of the pockets. 'Now we're talking. 1 mean, you gol this
guy whose father's store is burned down because he wanls Lo
exercise his basic democeratic rights, right?”

Right.’

Dot futerrupt. Now, lel me see, I had a question for you. To
be busie, since it's the futher who wants to hold the meeling, aud

e g
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the futher whe Joses the store for his basic democratic ot tetera

why don’t you have the fatlior come to Cunada and be the hero ol
the wisvie? Who cures ahout the son?

e flexible, Barney hid
gy and he's going 1o s
tenper, its iy mopey.”

"T's nut really hig ey

e thinks it's his money.
Just agree witly everyihin
when vou get home.

Alve Toaked out Uhe prodocer’s wind
apartment building wit]
oul in deck chairg
Lal he had the

'Good paint,’
Le the here.”

s your first seript,” allowed
up Lhe sleeves of his new shirt,

Bl wouldn't he be a bit oldy

T old is oldp

Alee closed his eyes, wishing he had closed his mouth first,

Louk,” Barney had said, “if vou g0 to your bank manager to gel o
loan, do vou have a fght with him? Well, don't have i fight with
tiis iy )

Good point,” siid Aloc Lo e progucer,
Ut vne through.’

My grandfathier cume o this country wi
veurs old. An old man? T tell vou wh
dlay. speaking not oue word of |
the market and Lought fish,

‘Brain lood,” Alec said,

ook, Barney told me vou hud something on the ball, What are
vou, some kind of Mongoliun idiot?!

Mo didn'Uanswer.

He bought the fish and then lie walked with it, carrying it in
cardboard boxes—ow vour reniember he was a ]

advised. “You're in a meeting with this
¥ Wings that annoy you. Don't lose your

Alee protested,
And he’s the one who signs the cheque.
¢ he says and then change it all bLack

low. The view was 1 low-rise
v lal rool on which people were spread
o drinking beer, They were souking up the sun,
sun shining nncomlortubly in his eyes,

Alee said, *1 never thought about having the father

the producer, pleased. He rolled

‘I should huave thought

en he was sixty-two
at my grandfather did. Every
af nglish, mind you, he went down Ly

man of sixty-two—
el went from door to door selling it. Now, smart guy, you tell me
why vour imimigrant couldn’t do something like that? Don't you
think there's a lesson iu thal for voung children?’

You're ubsolutely vight,” Alee said.
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‘1 was a young child, the producer suid, [le was leaning weross
Ue desk, Tlis voice was slowly escalating. "You know wlat 1
learned?”

‘No.'

'Can you imagine it? My own grandlather, going from door Lo
door, selling fish from the market. Is that your grandlather, my
friends wsed to ask me. How come he carries bis fish in a box? How
come he carries his fish in a box? Jesus Christ, Coustantine, that
was my grandfather and 1 was supposed to be treasurer of the Red
Cross Society, You know what I learned from™ that old mun?' The
producer took off his mirrored sunglasses and looked intently at
Alec, Uis eyes were pouched from drinking and didu’t seem to be
focused on exactly the same spot. “Well, Mr Constantine the
sereemwriter, Mr Smart Alee, the chronicler of dogshit, whal did [
learn?’

‘1 don't know,' '

The producer sighed and faid his hands helplessly on Ui desk.
“you don't know," he whispered. He inspected his lands long and
dolefully. Finally choosing the index finger of his vight land, he
poked it up into the air, as if jabbing u soft and vulnerable spot.

‘Roots,” the producer said. Roots.” Ile hissed the word, spitting
sut the last 5. ‘It's such a style now, isn't it, Mr Smart Alec?’

‘le was big in New York,” Barney had told hin. “He has a right
to his apinions.”

‘1 learned something about my vools from that old man, the
producer said. "You know what [ learned? His voice was vising
again, ‘T lewrned to late the bastard. T hated him going from door
1o door. 1 hated him and his stinky boxes ol [ish. Boxes of doad tishy,
far Christ's sake. 1 hated the way his breath smelled and 1 hated
the way he left his false teeth in the bathroowm, Look—

Alee lovked. The producer was leaning forward over his leather-
topped desk, his elbows on Alec’s scattered seript, his forelinger
crooked and pointing to his own perlectly white and even teetlt.

“What do you seef”

e gots carried away,” Barney had wamed, 'He wanted to be in
tie big time, in Hollywood, but he ended up making B-weslerns at
dude ranches.” .

"T'ecth?’

Earss TEETTL the producer shouted, "Dentures, For Christ’s suke,
choppers. And I'm very proud of them, you know thal? They're the
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best choppers in New Yok and [ paid three thousand dollars. But
vou know what? You Liove whal? T would never—Gaod strike wie
down 16 Ui dying—1 would never leave them in the bathroom. And
vou know whal else my aranclather used to do? He used to tike
them vut in the goddamn kitehen so lie could eat cottage cheese.

Alee Tooked Tor the gubage pail.

You like ealing cottage cheese, My Smart Alec? Well, let me tell
you something, T am « | ewish man and it is well known that Jews
like cottuge clicese, You, vou're a Greek. Creeks like feta and Jews
like cotlage. That's the way it is. You ever ueet a Jew who didn't
like colluge cheese?’

JAlee had the sudde

len anidd unwanted memory of Margaret el
Barney sitting io the kitehen and ealing cottage clicese with eut-up
fruit, 'No,” he said.

‘Mo, wid the produeer, ‘Now you've met me and 1 hale cottige
clivese. Twould die before 1ale coltage cheese.”

Alee saw the producer’s [ace go suddenly calm, the anger de-
Mated in mid-seitence, The producer took a deep breath, b a iew
cigar, and lensied] back i his chair, He had lanky dark hair, which
was combed straight back and curled over his ears. Now he took
ol his sunglasses and rubbed his eyes.

“You know," the producer said, his voice low, ‘that there is a
great educational movie. A boy, his grandfather, a plate of cotlage
cheese!

Alee nodded.

Roots, the dairy industry, love frony one generation to the next.
Alex nodded.

‘No one who ever saw that 1rovie would ever eal coltage cheese
again,

Aee nodded. The producer rubbed his eyes again and Alec
wondered if they were gelting slightly larger, ready o ery, Barney
hadn't warned him aboul crying,

TJesus Christ,” the producer saidd, ‘my grandfather knew what
rools were, Roots were whal grew in the ground. Roots were what
you serabbled for and broke your nails on. You ale them, for
Christ's suke.”

The tears were delinitely starting to form in the producer’s eyes.
Alec sought desperately for something to console him. "Times sure
have changed,” he fnally said.

T used o beg,” the producer said, 'L used to beg my mother to
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send him o a nursing home.” He shregged and once move Taid his
hands on the desk, “All right,” he said, ‘maybe you'd betler bring
the son after all”

“The son?’

‘Buit not a writer. 1don't want o make a goddamn maovie about
aoweiter who can’t even speak the language.”

I know,” Alee said, he could be a taxi driver. Lots of hnmigrants
are tixd drivers.

‘A Lugd deiver,” the producer murmured soltly. "Now he wants e
Lo make a movie about a laxd driver,

Aee looked oul the window. On the adjoining roofs the after-
noon light had deepened: loug shadows draped across the gravel
and continued down the brick walls; happy drinkers sat iy shorts,
watching portable television and drinking beer under the protec-
tion of their straw hats. A woman who had been lying fuce-down
on a towel turned her bare chest to the sun. Her illegal nipples
jwnped like small sparks across the hpt city air Lo Alec’s waiting
eves,

1 didn't wlways do this kind ol crap,’ the producer sighed. “In
New York, when my agent took me out to luuch, hie always paid
the il

‘Ue could be a translator,” Alee said, "if he doesn’t know English.’

‘No, Make him a cabbie. A cabbie. Me making wn educational
miovie about a taxi driver. And they talk about roots.” The producer
turned to the window and Alee got to his feet. The womin was
sitting up now, a towel draped over her bare shoulders,

Hall now,” the producer said. Tlall whro vou give me the first
dralt.”

That night Alee dreamed of his immigrant again, Then he woke up
o Whie suuned of wostreetear clatlering by the house, Margurel was
sunk deep in sleep: her Dack and legs formed a long sarm Lreath
thal nestled fnto hin us hie rolled onto his back o stare up at the
ceiling.

s Fabe or just bad aek?”

Magarel stirred heside him, and he turned Lo see that her eves
were open. Ju Wiis light they were Dlack, like Rico Carty’s big
gleauning hands, taunting e piteher.

Nou worry too much,” Barney had said. "Other people don’t huve
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the Tuxury af worrving like vou do.' Barney was married, and the
yowngesl of his three children had been born severely retarded., Tis
wile, alter bwo months in o pevehiatrie hospital, had decided (o
care Tor the child at Tiome Bvery Wednesday afternoon she spent
i hotel Ledvoon swith her Tormer psyehiatrist. Needing sonie-

Ui, she saidy to make 0 up Tor her. Bamey went to baseball
gannes wied drantk svith his Driends,

What do oyeu thivk of Bamey?”

What?' '

1y just thinking ahont Barney.”

Poor Bamey,” Muargaret suid, Her voice was thick with sleep, as
il she had been dreaming about im, Sometimes she talked like
thig; in the middle of o dream she would sit upright to pronounce u
[ew senlences.

Poor vou,” Margarel suid. She looked at Alee, a line drive [rom
her eves to his. Another streetear rattled by and Alee realized that
the room was lightening with the dawn. A few blocks away the
fnnnigrant would be waking loo, velting ready te pul in another
iy af his ownr slow cruswl,

oy o moment Aec held the triangle tn his mind: himself, Mar-
warel, the stranger on e sidewalk.

oy womoment he condd finagine his mind released, the story
exploding onte the sereen, o perfect triple play with three fates
fused Ltogether into w single crazily bouneing ball,

Then it slipped out of focus and he saw Margaret's eves still
lastened Lo biso He canght the look without blinking, oy at least he
conhd no longer avoid 1t 10 was a look he was seeing a lot these
dives Tron Margarel s heo waking late, passed the door ol he
Tiving oo and she plunged hersell into some new and wild ma-
awki Trome Whe Jittle wivl i the grocery store wailing for him lo
drap his cigarettes: even o the stranger leaning against the lanp
post. A few months ago it had been Annie throwing bim these
wirninies, Hille coded Bints that soon she would settle i faveur of
wsupporbing actor,

The expatriate foo sawe Hie first yellow of the sun. Soon it would
duscondd full force ou the city, g partying wman ready o pound his’
life out vt conerete piomo, He could hear the shallow breathing of
his vephew, and ot Tis nephew’s child-size desk the cxpatriate was
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sitting, his knees painfully compressed. In frontof him was:the doll
he had created. It had no face; but the -expatriate. still wondered if

the blank white coiton was secretly. happy.. L TR R R

G P O

‘S0," Alec ‘said, "it'-s come Eélz-ﬂlat.' He climbed. cut of.‘be‘d, Ietti'i-lg

his bare feet search. out the hardwood floor; It was-time. for..a
change, time to become an-unemployed .cabbie -again.. He would
even switch from scotch to beer. ‘Next year,”Barney. had said, ‘next
year buy season tickets.’ ' ' ' it




