e

' HEARTS
IN ATLANTIS

HIS NEW INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLER




Stephen

KING

HEARTSIN
ATLANTIS

Hodder & Stoughton



Grateful acknowledgment is made for permission to reprint excerptsfrom the
following copyrighted materid:

"Black Slacks' words and music by Joe Bennett and Jmmy Denton.
© Copyright 1957 by Duchess Music Corporation. Copyright renewed.
All Rights Administered by MCA MUSIC PUBLISHING, A Division of
MCA INC., 1755 Broadway, New Y ork, NY 10019.

"Tallahassee Lassie' words and music by Frank C. Slay, Bob Crewe and
Frederick Piscaridlo. © 1958, 1959 CONLEY MUSIC INC. Copyright
Renewed 1986, 1987 MPL COMMUNICATIONS, INC. All Rights Reserved.

"Twilight Time" lyrics by Buck Ram; Music by Morty Nevinsand Al Nevins.
TRO © Copyright 1944 (Renewed) Devon Music, Inc., New York, NY 10011-4298.
All rights for the United States of America are controlled by Devon Music, Inc.
All rights for the World outside the United States of America are controlled by
MCA Duchess Music Corporation.

A version of '‘Blind Willi€ appesred in thefina issue
of Antaeus, Autumn 1994.

Copyright © 1999 by Stephen King
First published in Grest Britain in 1999

by Hodder and Stoughton
A divison of Hodder Headline PLC

Theright of Stephen King to be identified as the Author of
the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the
Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

10987654321

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in aretrieval system, or transmitted,
in any form or by any means without the prior written
permission of die publisher, nor be otherwise circulated
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which
itispublished and without a Similar condition being
imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

All charactersin this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to redl persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidentd.

A CIP catdogue record for thistitle is available from the British Library.
Hardcover edition ISBN 0 340 73890 1
Trade paperback edition ISBN 0 340 75125 8

Typeset by Palimpsest Book Production Limited,
Polmont, Stirlingshire
Printed and bound in Grest Britain by
ClaysLtd, St lvesplc

Hodder and Stoughton
A division of Hodder Headline PLC
338 Euston Road
LodonNW13BH



Thisisfor Joseph and Leanoraand Ethan:
| told you dl thet to tell you this



Number 6: What do you want?

Number 2: Informetion.

Number 6: Whose Sde are you on?

Number 2: That would be teling. We want informetion.
Number 6. Y ou won't get it!

Number 2: By hook or by crook . . . wewill.

ThePrisoner

Simon stayed where he was, asmadl brown image,
conceded by the leaves. Even if he shut his eyes the sow's
head dtill remained like an after-image. The haf-shut eyes
were dim with the infinite cynicism of adult life. They
assured Simon that everything was a bad business.

William Galding
Lord of theFlies

‘Weblew it.'

Eay/ Rk



1960: They had a stick
sharpened at both ends.
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1
A Boy and His Mother. Boby's Birthday.
The New Roomer. Of Time and Strangers

Bobby Gafidds faher had been one of those fdlows who dat losng ther har in ther
twenties and are completely bad by the age of forty-five or so. Randdl Garfidd was spared
this extremity by dying of a heart attack & thirty-six. He was aredl-estate agent, and bresthed
his las on the kitchen floor of someone dsgs house The potentid buyer was in the living
room, trying to cal an ambulance on a disconnected phone, when Bobby's dad passed away.
At this time Bobby was three. He had vague memories of a man tickling him and then kissing
his cheeks and his forehead. He was pretty sure that man had been his dad. SADLY MISSED, it
sad on Randdl Gafidds gravestone, but his mom never ssemed dl tha sad, and as for
Bobby himsdf . . . wdl, how could you miss aguy you could hardly remember?

Eight years after his father's desth, Bobby fel violently in love with the twenty-9x-inch
Schwinn in the window of the Hawich Western Auto. He hinted to his mother about the
Schwinn in every way he knew, and findly pointed it out to her one night when they were
waking home from the movies (the show had been The Dark at the Top of the Sairs, which
Bobby didnt underdand but liked anyway, especidly the pat where Dorothy McGuire flopped
beck in a char and showed off her long legs). As they passed the hardware sore, Bobby
mentioned casudly that the bike in the window would sure meke a grest deventhrbirthday
present for some lucky kid.

‘Dont even think about it; she sad. '| cant afford a bike for your birthday. Your father
didnt exactly leave us well off, you know.'

Although Randdl had been dead ever since Truman was Presdent and now Eisenhower
was dmog done with his eight-year cruise, Your father didn't exactly leave us well off was dill
his mother's mogt common response to anything Bobby suggested which might entall an
expenditure of more than a dollar. Usudly the comment was accompanied by a reproachful
look, asif the man had run off rather than died.

No bike for his hirthday. Bobby pondered this glumly on ther wak home, his plessure a
the strange, muddled movie they had seen mogtly gone. He didnt argue with his mother, or try
to coax her — that would bring on a counterattack, and when Liz Gafidd counterattacked she
took no prisoners — but he brooded on the logt bike . . . and the logt father. Sometimes he
dmog hated his father. Sometimes dl that kept him from doing so was the sense, unanchored
but very srong, that his mother wanted him to. As they reached Commorwedth Park and
waked dong the dde of it — two blocks up they would turn left onto Broad Street, where
they lived — he went againg his usud misgivings and asked a quedion about Randdl
Gafidd.

‘Didnt he leave anything, Mom? Anything a dl? A week or two before, held read a Nancy
Drew mystery where some poor kid's inheritance had been hidden behind an old dock in an
abandoned mangon. Bobby didnt redly think his father had left gold coins or rare stamps
stashed someplace, but if there was something, maybe they could sdl it in Bridgeport. Possbly at
one of the hockshops Bobby didnt know exactly how hocking things worked, but he knew
what the shops looked like — they had three gold bals hanging out front. And he was sure
the hockshop guys would be hgppy to hdp them. Of course it was just a kid's dream, but
Carol Gerber up the dreet had a whole set of dolls her father, who was in the Navy, had sent



from overseas. If fathers gave things — which they did — it sood to reason that fathers
sometimes|eft things.

When Bobby asked the question, they were passing one of the dreetlamps which ran dong
this 9de of Commonwedth Park, and Bobby saw his mother's mouth change as it dways did
when he ventured a question about his late father. The change made him think of a purse she
hed: when you pulled on the drawstrings, the hole & the top got smdller.

Tl tel you what he left) she sad as they dated up Broad Street Hill. Bobby dready
wished he hadnt asked, but of course it was too late now. Once you got her Started, you
couldn't get her topped, that was the thing. 'He left a life insurance policy which lapsed the
year before he died. Little did | know that until he was gone and everyone — induding the
undertaker — wanted ther little piece of what | didnt have. He ds0 left a large dack of
unpaid bills which | have now pretty much teken cae of — people have been very
undersanding of my gtudion, Mr Biderman in paticular, and Il never say they havent
been.’

All this was old suff, as boring as it was bitter, but then she told Bobby something new.
Your father, she sadd as they gpproached the gpartment house which stood hdfway up Broad
Street Hill, 'never met aningde draight he didn't like!'

'What's an indde straight, Mom?

‘Never mind. But I'll tdl you one thing, Bobby-O: you dont ever want to let me caich you
playing cards for money. I've had enough of that to last me alifetime’

Bobby wanted to enquire further, but knew better; more quesions were apt to set off a
tirade. 1t occurred to him thet perhgps the movie, which had been aout unhgppy husbands
and wives, had upset her in some way he could not, as a mere kid, understand. He would ask
his friend John Sullivan about indde draights a sctodl on Monday. Bobby thought it was
poker, but wasn't completely sure.

There are places in Bridgeport thet take men's money, she sad as they neared the
goatment house where they lived. 'Foolish men go to them. Foolish men make messes, and
it's usudly the women of the world that have to clean them up later on. Well . . .

Bobby knew what was coming next; it was his mother's dl-time favorite,

‘Life it fair,’ sdd Liz Gafidd as she took out her housekey and prepared to unlock the
door of 149 Broad Stret in the town of Harwich, Connecticut. It was April of 1960, the night
bresthed soring perfume, and standing besde her was a skinny boy with his dead faher's
risky red har. She hadly ever touched his har; on the infrequent occasons when she
caressed him, it was usudly hisarm or his cheek which she touched.

‘Lifeisn't fair, she repeated. She opened the door and they went in.

sie |

It was true that his mother had not been trested like a princess, and it was certainly too bad
that her husband had expired on a linoleum floor in an empty house a the age of thirty-six,
but Bobby sometimes thought that things could have been worse. There might have been two
kidsinstead of just one, for ingance. Or three. Hdll, even four.

Or suppose she had to work some redly hard job to support the two of them? Sully's mom
worked a the Tip-Top Bakery downtown, and during the weeks when she had to light the
ovens, SUlly-John and his two older brothers hardly even saw her. Also Bobby had observed
the women who came filing out of the Peerless Shoe Company when the three o'dock whistle
blew (he himsdf got out of school a two-thirty), women who dl seemed way too skinny or
way too fa, women with pae faces and fingers dained a dreadful old-blood color, women
with downcast eyes who caried their work-shoes and -pants in Totd Grocery shopping begs
Lagt fdl hed seen men and women picking gpples outsde of town when he went to a church



far with Mrs Gerber and Carol and little lan (who Carol dways cdled lanthe-Snot). When
he asked about them Mrs Gerber sad they were migrants, just like some kinds of birds —
dways on the move, picking whaever crops had jus come ripe. Bobby's mother could have
been one of those, but she wasn't.

What she was was Mr Dondd Bideman's secretary & Home Town Red Edae, the
company Bobby's dad had been working for when he had his heart atack. Bobby guessed she
might firs have gotten the job because Dondd Biderman liked Randdl and fet sorry for her
— widowed with a son bardy out of digpers — but she was good at it and worked hard. Quite
often she worked lae Bobby had been with his mother and Mr Biderman together on a
couple of occasons — the company picnic was the one he remembered most dearly, but
there had dso been the time Mr Biderman had driven them to the dentig's in Bridgeport when
Bobby had gotten a tooth knocked out during a recess game — and the two grownups had a
way of looking & each other. Sometimes Mr Biderman caled her on the phone a night, and
during those conversttions she cdled him Don. But 'Don’ was old and Bobby didnt think
about him much.

Bobby wasnt exactly sure what his mom did during her days (and her evenings) a the
office, but he bet it best making shoes or picking goples or lighting the Tip-Top Bakery ovens
a four-thirty in the morning. Bobby bet it beat those jobs dl to heck and gone Also, when it
came to his mom, if you asked about certain stuff you were asking for trouble. If you asked,
for instance, how come &e could afford three new dresses from Sears, one of them gk, but
not three monthly payments of $11.50 on the Schwinn in the Western Auto window (it was
red and dlver, and just looking a it made Bobby's gut cramp with longing). Ask about stuff
like that and you were asking for real trouble.

Bobby didnt. He smply st out to earn the price of the bike himsdf. It would take him
until the fdl, perhgps even until the winter, and thet particular modd might be gone from the
Western Auto's window by then, but he would keep & it. You hed to keegp your nose to the
grindstone and your shoulder to the whed. Life wasn't easy, and life wasn't fair.

oo |

When Bobby's deventh birthday rolled around on the last Tuesday of April, his mom gave him
a sndl flaa package wrapped in sSlver paper. Indde was an orange library card. An adult
library card. Goodbye Nancy Drew, Hardy Boys, and Don Window of the Navy. Hello to dl
the rest of it, stories as full of myserious muddled passon as The Dark at the Top of the
Sairs. Not to mention bloody daggers in tower rooms. (There were myderies and tower
rooms in the dories aout Nancy Drew and the Hardy Boys but precious litle blood and
never any passion.)

‘Just remember that Mrs Kelton on the desk is a friend of nine’ Mom sad. She spoke in her
accustomed dry tone of warning, but she was pleased by his pleasure — she could see it. ‘If
you try to borrow anything recy like Peyton Place or Kings Row, I'll find out.’

Bobby smiled. He knew she would.

If it's bat other one, Miss Busybody, and she asks what youre doing with an orange card,
you tdl her toturn it over. I've put written permission over my sgnature.’

Thanks, Mom. Thisisswel.'

She amiled, bent, and put a quick dry swipe of the lips on his cheek, gone dmost before it
was there. 'I'm glad you're happy. If | get home early enough, well go to the Colony for fried
clams and ice cream. Youll have to wait for the weekend for your cake; | dont have time to
bake until then. Now put on your coat and get moving, sonnyboy. Y oull be late for schoal.!

They went down the gars and out onto the porch together. There was a Town Taxi a the
cub. A man in a poplin jacket wes leaning in the passenger window, paying the driver.



Behind him was alittle cluster of luggage and paper bags, the kind with handles.

That mugt be the man who jus rented the room on the third floor,” Liz sad. Her mouth hed
done its shrinking trick again. She stood on the top step of the porch, gpprasing the man's
narow fanny, which poked toward them as he finished his busness with the taxi driver. 'l
dont trus people who move their things in paper bags To me a person's things in a paper
sack just looksdlutty?

'He has suitcases, too, Bobby sad, but he didnt need his mother to point out that the new
tenant's three little cases werent such of a much. None matched; dl looked as if they had
been kicked here from Cdlifornia by someonein a bad mood.

Bobby and his mom waked down the cement path. The Town Taxi pulled away. The man
in the poplin jacket turned around. To Bobby, people fdl into three broad caegories kids,
growvnups, and old folks. Old folks were grownups with white harr. The new tenant was of
this third sort. His face was thin and tired-looking, not wrinkled (except around his faded blue
eyes) but deeply lined. His white har was baby-fine and receding from a liverspotted brow.
He was tdl and stoopedover in a way tha made Bobby think of Boris Karloff in the Shock
Thester movies they showed Friday nights a 11:30 on WPIX. Beneath the poplin jacket were
chegp workingman's dothes that looked too big for him. On his feg were scuffed cordovan
shoes.

‘Helo, folks' he sad, and smiled with what looked like an effort. 'My namés Theodore
Brautigan. | guessI'm going to live here awhile!

He hdd out his hand to Bobby's mother, who touched it just briefly. I'm Elizabeth
Gafidd. Thisis my son, Robert. Youll have to pardon us, Mr Brattigan —

'It's Brautigan, maam, but I'd be happy if you and your boy would just cal me Ted!

'Yes, wdl, Robet's late for school and I'm late for work. Nice to meet you, Mr Bratigan.
Hurry on, Bobby. Tempus fugit.'

She began waking downhill toward town; Bobby began waking uphill (and & a dower
pece) toward Harwich Elementary, on Asher Avenue. Three or four steps into this journey he
stopped and looked back. He fdt that his mom had been rude to Mr Brautigen, that she hed
acted stuck-up. Being duckup was the worg of vices in his little circle of friends. Carol
loahed a duck-up peason; 0 did Sully-John. Mr Brautigean would probably be hdfway up
the wak by now, but if he wasnt, Bobby wanted to give him a amile so hed know a least
one member of the Garfield family waan't suck-up.

His mother had dso stopped and was dso looking back. Not because she wanted another
look a Mr Brautigan; that idea never crossed Bobby's mind. No, it was her son she had
looked back a. Shéd known he was going to turn around before Bobby knew it himsdf, and
a this he fdt a sudden darkening in his normdly bright nature She sometimes sad it would
be a showy day in Sarasota before Bobby could put one over on her, and he supposed she was
right about that. How old did you have to be to put one over on your mother, anyway?
Twenty? Thirty? Or did you maybe have to wait until she got old and a little chickensoupy
in the head?

Mr Brautigan hadn't garted up the walk. He stood at its sdewak end with a suitcase in each
hand and the third one under hisright arm (the three paper bags he had moved onto the grass of
149 Broad), more bent than ever under this weight. He was right between them, like a tollgate
or something.

Liz Garfied's eyes flew past him to her son's. Go, they sad. Don't say a word. He's new, a
man from anywhere or nowhere, and he's arrived here with half his things in shopping bags Donit
say aword, Bobby, just go.

But he wouldn't. Perhgps because he had gotten a library card instead of a bike for his
birthday. ‘It was nice tomeet you, Mr Brautigan,' Bobby said. 'Hope you like it here. Bye!'

'Have a good day a school, son,’ Mr Brautigan said. ‘Learn a lot. Your mother's right —



tempus fugit.’

Bobby looked a his mother to see if his amdl rebelion might be forgiven n light of this
equaly smdl flattery, but Mom's mouth was ungiving. She turned and darted down the hill
without ancther word. Bobby went on his own way, glad he had spoken to the stranger even
if his mother later made him regret it.

As he gpproached Carol Gerber's house, he took out the orange library card and looked at
it. It wasnt a twenty-9x-inch Schwinn, but it was ill pretty good. Greet, actudly. A whole
world of books to explore, and so what if it had only cost two or three rocks? Didn't hey say
it was the thought that counted?

Wdl . . . it was wha hismom sad, anyway.

He turned the card over. Written on the back in her drong hand was this message 'To
whom it may concern: This is my son's library card. He has my permission to take out three
books a week from the adult section of the Harwich Public Library.' It was Sgned Elizabeth
Penrose Garfield.

Beneeth her name, like a P.S,, she had added this Robert will be responsible for his own
overdue fines.

‘Birthday boy!" Cardl Gerber cried, statling him, and rushed out from behind a tree where
she had been lying in wait. She threw her ams around his neck and smecked him hard on the
chesk. Bobby blushed, looking around to see if anyone was watching — God, it was hard
enough to be friends with a girl without surprise kisses — but it was okay. The usud morning
flood of students was moving schoolward dong Asher Avenue a the top of the hill, but down
here they were done.

Bobby scrubbed &t his cheek.

‘Comeon, you liked it,’ she said, laughing.

'Did nat,’ said Bobby, dthough he hed.

'What'd you get for your birthday?

‘A library card, Bobby said, and showed her. ‘An adult library card.’

'Cool!" Was that sympathy he saw in her eyes? Probably not. And ® what if it was? 'Here.
For you. She gave him a Halmark envelope with his name printed on the front. She had dso
stuck on some hearts and teddy bears.

Bobby opened the envedope with mild trepidation, reminding himsdf that he could tuck the
card deep into the back pocket of his chinosif it was gushy.

It wasn't, though. Maybe a little bit on the baby sde (a kid in a Stetson on a horse, HAPPY
BIRTHDAY BUCKEROO in letters that were supposed to look like wood on the indde), but not
gushy. Love,Carol was alittle gushy, but of course she was agirl, what could youds?

‘Thanks.'

It's sort of a baby card, | know, but the others were even worse,' Carol said matter-of factly. A
litle farther up the hill Sully-John was waiting for them, working his Bo-lo Bouncer for dl it
was worth, going under his right am, going under his left am, going behind his back. He
didnt try going between his legs anymore hed tried it once in the schoolyard and rapped
himsdf a good one in the nuts SUlly hed screamed. Bobby and a couple of other kids hed
laughed until they cried. Carol and three of her girlfriends hed rushed over to ask what was
wrong, and the boys dl said nothing — Suly-John said the same, dthough hed been pde and
amog crying. Boys are boogers, Carol had sad on that occason, but Bobby didnt believe she
redly thought 0. She wouldnt have jumped out and given him thet kiss if she did, and it hed
been agood kiss, a smackeroo. Better than the one his mother had given him, actudly.

It'snot ababy card,’ he said.

‘No, but it almogt is' she sad. | thought about getting you a grownup card, but man, they
aregushy.’

I know,' Bobby said.



'Are you going to be agushy adult, Bobby?

I hopenot,' hesaid. "Areyou?

‘No. I'm going to be like my mom's friend Rionda'

'Riondals pretty fat,' Bobby said doubtfully.

'Y egh, but she's cool. I'm going to go for the cool without the fat."

Therds a new guy moving into our building. The room on the third floor. My mom says it's
redly hot up there'

'Yeah? What's he like? She giggled. 'I's he ushy-gushy?

'He's old,’ Bobby said, then paused to think. 'But he had an interesting face. My mom didnt
like him on sght because he had some of his stuff in shopping bags!’

Quily-John joined them. 'Happy birthday, you bagtard, he sad, and dapped Bobby on the
back. Bastard was Suly-John's current favaite wod, Cad's wes cod; Bddy wes auratly
betweenfavaritewords, dthough he thought ripshit had acertainring to it.

'If you sweer, | won't walk with you," Carol said.

'Okay,” Sully-John said companionably. Caral was a fluffy blonde who looked like a Bobbsey
Twin after some growing up; John Sullivan was tdl, black-haired, and green-eyed. A Joe
Hardy kind of boy. Bobby Gafidd waked between them, his momentary depresson forgotten. It
was his birthday and he was with his friends and life was good. He tucked Cardl's birthday
cad into his back pocket and his new library card down deep in his front pocket, where it could
not fal out or be solen. Carol sarted to skip. Sully-John told her to stop.

'‘Why? Carol asked. 'l liketo kip.

'l liketo say bastard, but | dont if you ask me" Sully-John replied reasonably.

Carol looked a Bobby.

‘Sipping — a least without a rope — is a little on the baby dde Caol, Bobby sad
gpologeticaly, then shrugged. '‘But you can if you want. We don't mind, do we, SJ?

‘Nope' Sully-John sad, and got going with the Bo-lo Bouncer again. Back to front, up to
down, whap-whap-whap.

Caol didnt sip. She waked between them and pretended she was Bobby Gafidd's
girlfriend, that Bobby had a driver's license and a Buick and they were going to Bridgeport to
see the WKBW Rock and Roll Extraveganza. She thought Bobby was extremey cool. The
coolest thing about him was that he didn't know it.

o

Bobby got home from school a three o'dock. He could have been there sooner, but picking
up returnable bottles was pat of his Geta-Bike-by-Thanksgiving campaign, and he detoured
through the brushy area just off Asher Avenue looking for them. He found three Rhenigolds
and a Nehi. Not much, but hey, eight cents was eight cents. ‘It dl mounts up’ was another of
his mom's sayings.

Bobby washed his hands (a couple of those bottles had been pretty scurgy), got a snack out
of the icebox, read a couple of old Superman comics, got ancther snack out of the icebox, then
watched American Bandstand. He cdled Caral to tdl her Bobby Darin was going to be on — she
thought Bobby Dain was desply cool, egpecidly the way he sngpped his fingers when he
sang 'Queen of the Hop' — but she dready knew. She was watching with three or four of her
numbskull  girlfriends, they dl giggled pretty much nongop in the background. The sound
meade Bobby think of hirds in a petshop. On TV, Dick Clark was currently showing how much
pimple-greasejust one Stri-Dex Medicated Pad could sop up.

Mom cdled a four o'clock. Mr Biderman needed her to work late, she sad. She was sorry,
but birthday supper a the Colony was off. There was leftover beef sew in the fridge he
could have that and she would be home by eght to tuck him in. And for heaven's sske,



Bobby, remember to turn off the gasring when you're done with the stove.

Bobby returned to the tdevison feding disgppointed but not redly surprised. On
Bandstand, Dick was now announcing the Rate-a-Record pand. Bobby thought the guy in the
middle looked as if he could use alifetime supply of Stri-Dex pads.

He reached into his front pocket and drew out the new orange library card. His mood
began to brighten again. He didnt need to St here in front of the TV with a sack of old
comic-books if he didnt want to. He could go down to the library and bresk in his new cad
— his new adult card. Miss Busybody would be on the dek, only her red name was Miss
Harrington and Bobby thought she was beautiful. She wore perfume. He could dways smdl it
on her skin and in her har, fant and swed, like a good memory. And dthough Suly-John
would be a his trombone lesson right now, after the library Bobby could go up his house,
maybe play some pass.

Also, hethought, | can take those bottlesto Spicer's— I've got a bike toearnthissumme.

All a once, life seemed very ful.

oo |

Sully's mom invited Bobby to stay for supper, but he told her no thanks | better get home. He
would much have preferred Mrs Sullivan's pot roast and crispy oven potatoes to what was
wating for him back a the gpartment, but he knew tha one of the firg things his mother
would do when she got back from the office was check in the fridge and see if the
Tupperware with the leftover ew indde was gone. If it waan't, she would ask Bobby what
hed had for supper. She would be cdm about this question, even offhand. If he told her hed
egten a Sully-John's she would nod, ask him what they'd had and if there had been dessert,
dso if hed thanked Mrs Sullivan; she might even gt on the couch with him and share abowl
of ice cream while they weatched Sugarfoot on TV. Everything would be fine . . . except it
wouldnt be. Eventudly there would be a payback. It might not come for a day or two, even a
week, but it would come Bobby knew tha dmogt without knowing he knew it. She
undoubtedly did have to work late, but edting leftover slew by himsdf on his birthday was dso
punishment for taking to the new tenant when he wasn't supposed to. If he tried to duck that
punishment, it would mount up just like money in asavingsaccount.

When Bobby came back from Sully-John's it was quarter past sx and getting dark. He hed
two new books to read, a Perry Mason cdled The Case of the VAwet Clans and a sdencefidion nod
by diffod Smek cdled Rng Around the Sin. Bah loodked tadly ripgit, ad Miss Harrington
hadnt given him a had time a dl. On the contrary: she told him he was reading above his
level and to keegp it up.

Waking home from S-Js, Bobby made up a story where he and Miss Harrington were on a
cruise-boat that sank. They were the only wo survivors, saved from drowning by finding a life
preserver marked ss LUSTANIC. They washed up on a little idand with pam trees and jungles
and a volcano, and as they lay on the beach Miss Harrington was shivering and saying she was
cold, 0 cad, couldnt he please hold her and warm her up, which he of course could and did,
my plessure, Miss Harington, and then the naiives came out of the jungle and a firg they
seemed friendly but it turned out they were cannibas who lived on the dopes of the volcano and
killed their victims in a dearing ringed with skulls, so things looked bad but just as he and Miss
Harrington were pulled toward the cooking pot the volcano started to rumble and —

‘Hello, Robert.'

Bobby looked up, even more startled than hed been when Carol Gerber raced out from behind
the tree to put a birthday smackeroo on his cheek. It was the new man in the house. He was sitting
on thetop porch step and smoking a cigarette. He had exchanged his old scuffed shoes for a pair of
old souffed dippers and had teken off his poplin jacket — the evening was warm. He looked &



home, Babby thougtt.

‘Oh, Mr Brautigan. Hi.'

'l didn't mean to Sartleyou.'

"You didnt—"

I think | did. Y ou were athousand milesaway. And it's Ted. Please.’

'‘Okay." But Bobby didnt know if he could dick to Ted. Cdling a grownup (especidly an old
grownup) by hisfirgt name went againgt not only his mother's teeching but his own indinetion.

"Was school good? Y ou learned new things?

'Y egh, fine.' Bobby shifted from foot to foot; swapped his new books from hand to hand.

'Would you st with me aminute?

‘Sure, but | can't for long. SUff to do, you know." Supper to do, modly — the leftover sew
had grown quite aitractive in hismind by now.

'Absolutely. Thingsto do and tempus fugit.’

As Bobby sat down next to Mr Brautiggn — Ted — on the wide porch gep, smdling the
aoma of his Cheserfidd, he thought he had never seen a man who looked as tired as this
one. It couldrt be the moving in, could it? How worn out could you get when al you had to
move in was three little suitcases and three caryhandle shopping bags? Bobby supposed
there might be men coming later on with Suff in a truck, but he didnt redly think so. It was
just aroom — a big one, but Hill jus a sngle room with a kitchen on one Sde and everything
ese on the other. He and Sully-John had gone up there and looked around after old Miss
Sdley had her sroke and went to live with her daughter.

Tempus fugit means time flies| Bobby sad. 'Mom says it a lot. She dso says time and tide
wait for no man and time heals dl wounds!'

Y our mother isawoman of many sayings, is she?

Yeeh, Bobby sad, and suddenly the idea of dl those sayings mace him tired. 'Many
sayings.

‘Ben Jonson cdled time the old bad cheater, Ted Brautigen sad, drawing degply on his
cigarette and then exhding twin dreams through his nose. ‘And Boris Pagternak sdd we are
time's captives, the hostages of eernity.”

Bobby looked a him in fascinaion, his empty bely temporarily forgotten. He loved the idea
of time as an old bad cheater — it was absolutdy and completdy right, dthough he couldnt
have sad why . . . and didn't that very inability to say why smehow add to the coolness? It
was like athing insde an egg, or ashadow behind pebbled glass

'Who's Ben Jonson?

'‘An Englishman, dead these many years’ Mr Brautigan sad. 'Sdf-centered and foolish
about money, by dl accounts; prone to flatulence as well. But —*

'What's that? Flatulence?

Ted duck his tongue between his lips and made a brief but very redigic fating sound.
Bobby put hishandsto his mouth and giggled into his cupped fingers.

‘Kids think farts are funny, Ted Brautigan sad, nodding. 'Yesh. To a man my age though,
they're just part of lifés increasingly strange business. Ben Jonson said a good many wise things
between farts, by the way. Not so many as Dr Johnson — Samue Johnson, that would be —
but il agood many.'

'‘And Boris. . ."

'Pagternak. A Russan, Mr Brautigan sad dismissvely. 'Of no account, | think. May | see
your books?

Bobby handed them over. Mr Brautigan (Ted, he reminded himsdf, you're supposed to call
him Ted) passed the Perry Mason back after a cursory glance at the tide. The Clifford Simak
novd he hdd longer, a firg squinting a the cover through the curls of cigarette smoke that
rose past his eyes, then paging through it. He nodded as he did so.



T have read thisone' hesaid. 'l had alot of timeto read previousto coming here.

'Y esh? Bobby kindled. ‘Isit good?

‘One of his best,; Mr Brautigsgn — Ted — replied. He looked sdeways a Bobby, one eye
open, the other Hill squinted shut againg the smoke. It gave him a look that was a once wise and
myderious, like a not-quite-trusworthy character in a detective movie. '‘But are you sure you
can read this? Y ou can't be much more than twelve!

I'm eeven, Bobby sad. He was ddighted that Ted thought he might be as old as tweve.
‘Eleven today. | can read it. | wont be able to undersgand it dl, but if it's a good sory, Il like
it.

Your birthday!" Ted said, looking impressed. He took a find drag on his cigarette, then
flicked it away. It hit the cement wak and fountaned sparks 'Happy birthday dear Robert,
heppy birthday to you!"

Thanks. Only | like Bobby alot better.

‘Bobby, then. Are you going out to cdeborate?

‘Nah, my mom's got to work late’

'Would you like to come up to my little place? | don't have much, but | know how to open a
can. Also, | might have apastry —

Thanks, but Mom left me some stuff. | should et that.

I undergand.” And, wonder of wonders, he looked as if he actudly did. Ted returned
Bobby's copy of Ring Around the Sun. ‘In this book,” he sad, 'Mr Simak podulaes the idea
that there are a number of worlds like ours. Not other planets but other Earths, parallel Earths, in
akind of ring around the sun. A fascinating idea’

Yeah, Bobby sad. He knew about pardld worlds from other books. From the comics, as
wall.

Ted Brautigan was now looking & him in a thoughtful, specudive way.

'What? Bobby asked, feding suddenly sdlf-conscious. See something green? his mother might
have sad.

For a moment he thought Ted wasnt going to answer — he seemed to have fdlen into
some degp and dazing train of thought. Then he gave himsdf a little sheke and sat up
draghter. 'Nothing, he sad. 'I have a little idea. Perhgps youd like to earn some extra
money? Not that | have much, but— '

Yeah! Gripes, yeah!" Ther€'s this bike, he dmos went on, then stopped himsdf. Best keep
yourself to yourself was yet another of his mom's sayings. I'd do just about anything you
wanted!"

Ted Brautigan looked smultaneoudy darmed and amused. It seemed to open a door to a
different face, somehow, and Bobby could see that, yesh, the old guy had once been a young
guy. One with a little sass to him, maybe. That's a bad thing to tel a sranger, he sad, 'and
dthough weve progressed to Bobby and Ted — a good sat — we're Hill redly strangers to
each other.'

'Did ether of those Johnson guys say anything about strangers?

'Not that | recal, but herés something on the subject fom the Bible "For | am a stranger
with thee, and a sojourner. Spare me, that | may recover strength, before | go hence . . "' Ted
tralled off for a moment. The fun had gone out of his face and he looked old again. Then his
voice firmed and he finished” . . . before | go hence, and be no more" Book of Psdms. | cant
remember which one!’

'Well," Bobby sad, 'l wouldnt kill or rob anyone, don't worry, but I'd sure like to earn some

money.
‘Let methink, Ted said. 'Let methink alittle!
‘Sure. But if you've got chores or something, I'm your guy. Tel you that right now.'
‘Chores? Maybe. Although that's not the word | would have chosen.' Ted clasped his bony



ams around his even bonier knees and gazed across the lavn a Broad Street. & was growing
dark now; Bobby's favorite part of the evening had arived. The cars that passed had their
parking lights on, and from somewhere on Asher Avenue Mrs Sigdoy weas cdling for her twins
to comein and get ther supper. At thistime of day — and & dawn, as he stood in the bathroom,
urinding into the bowl with sunshine fdling through the litle window and into his haf-open
eyes — Bobby fdt like adream in someone dse's head.

'Where did you live before you came here, Mr . . . Ted?

‘A pace that wasn't as nice,' he said. ‘'Nowhere near as nice. How long havgvow lived here,
Bobhy?

‘Long as | can remember. Since my dad died, when | wasthree.'

'‘And you know everyone on the street? On this block of the street, anyway?

'Pretty much, yeah.'

'Y ou'd know strangers. Sojourners. Faces of those unknown.'

Bobby smiled and nodded. 'Uhhuh, | think so."

He waited to see where this would lead next — it was interesting — but gpparently this was as
far as it went. Ted stood up, dowly and carefully. Bobby could hear little bones cregk in his
back when he put his hands around there and stretched, grimacing.

'‘Come on,' hesaid. 'It's getting chilly. Il go in with you. Y our key or mine?

Bobby smiled. "Y ou better start bresking in your own, don't you think?

Ted — it was getting esser to think of him as Ted — pulled a keyring from his pocket.
The only keys on it were the one which opened the big front door and the one to his room.
Both were shiny and new, the color of bandit gold. Bobby's own two keys were scraiched and
dull. How old was Ted? he wondered again. Sixty, a least. A sSixty-year-old man with only
two keysin his pocket. That wasweird.

Ted opened the front door and they went into the big dark foyer with its umbrdla sand and
its old painting of Lewis and Clark looking out across the American West. Bobby went to the
door of the Garfied apatment and Ted went to the dtairs. He paused there for a moment with
his hand on the bannigter. The Smak book is a great sory,’ he sad. 'Not such great writing,
though. Not bad, | don't mean to say that, but take it from me, thereis better.’

Bobby waited.

There ae dso books full of great writing that dont have very good dories Reed
sometimes for the sory, Bobby. Dont be like the book-snobs who wont do that. Reed
sometimes for the words — the language. Dont be like the play-it-safers that won't do that. But
when you find a book that has both a good story and good words, treesure that book.

‘Are there many of those, do you think? Bobby asked.

‘More than the book-snobs and play-it-safers think. Many more. Perhaps I'll give you one. A
belated birthday present.’

'Y ou don't have to do that.'

'No, but perhaps | will. And do have a happy birthday .’

Thanks. It's been a great one’ Then Bobby went into the gpartment, hested up the Stew
(remembering to turn off the gasring after the sew Sarted to bubble, dso remembering to put
the pan in the sink to soak), and ae supper by himsdf, reeding Ring Around the Sun with the
TV on for company. He hardly heard Chet Huntley and David Brinkley gabbling the evening
news. Ted was right about the book; it was a corker. The words seemed okay to him, too,
dthough he supposed he didn't have alot of experiencejust yet.

I'd like to write a story like this, he thought as he findly closed the book and flopped down on
the couch to watch Sugarfoot. | wonder if | ever could.

Maybe. Maybe s0. Someone had to write dories, after dl, just like someone had to fix the
pipes when they froze or change the dredlights in Commonwedth Park when they burned
Out.



An hour or 0 later, after Bobby had picked up Ring Around the Sun and begun reeding
again, his mother came in. Her lipstick was a bit smeared & one corner of her mouth and her
dip was hanging a litle Bobby thought of pointing this out to her, then remembered how
much she didiked it when someone told her it was 'showing down south. Besides, what did it
meaiter? Her working day was over and, as she sometimes said, there was no one here but us
didas

She checked the fridge to make sure the leftover slew was gone, checked the stove to make
sure the gas-ring was off, checked the snk to make sure the pot and the Tupperware storage
container were both soaking in soapy water. Then she kissed him on the temple, just a brush
in passing, and went into her bedroom to change out of her office dress and hose. She seemed
distant, preoccupied. She didn't ask if héd had ahappy birthday.

Later on he showed he Caol's cad. His mom glanced & it, not redly seeing it
pronounced it ‘cute) and handed it back. Then she told him to wash up, brush up, and go to
bed. Bobby did 0, not mentioning his interesting tak with Ted. In her current mood that was
aot to make her angry. The best thing was to let her be digant, let her keep to hersdf as long
as she needed to, give her time to drift back to him. Yet he fdt that sad mood settling over
him agan as he finished brushing his tegth and dimbed into bed. Sometimes he fdt dmost
hungry for her, and she didn't know.

He reached out of bed and closed the door, blocking off the sound of some old movie He
turned off the light. And then, just as he was dating to drift off, she came in, sat on the sde
of his bed, and sad she was sorry shed been 0 sand-offy tonight, but there had been a lot
going on a the office and she was tired. Sometimes it was a madhouse, she said. She stroked a
finger across his forehead and then kissed him there, making him shiver. He st up and hugged
her. She diffened momentarily a his touch, then gave in to it. She even hugged him back
briefly. He thought maybe it would now be al right to tell her about Ted. A little, anyway.

| talked with Mr Brautigan when | came home from the library,' he said.

'Who?

"The new man on the third floor. He asked meto cdl him Ted.'

'Y ou won't— | should say nitzy! Y ou don't know him from Adam.’

'He sad giving a kid an adult library card was a great present.’ Ted had sad no such thing,
but Bobby hed lived with his mother long enough to know what worked and whet didnt.

Sherelaxed alittle. 'Did he say where he came from?

‘A place not asnice as here, | think hesaid.’

'Well, that doesntt tell us much, does it? Bobby was dill hugging her. He could have hugged her
for another hour eeslly, smeling her White Rain shampoo and Aqua-Ne hold-soray and the
pleasant odor of tobacco on her bregth, but she disengaged from him and laid him back down. ‘I
guessif hels going to be your friend — your adult friend — I'll have to get to know him alittle!

‘Wel —'

‘Maybe I'll like him better when he doesn't have shopping bags scettered al over the lawn.
For Liz Garfidd this was downright placatory, and Babby was sttisfied. The day had come to
avery acceptable ending after dl. ‘Goodnight, birthday boy.'

'Goodnight, Mom.'

She went out and closed the door. Laer tha night — much laer — he thought he heard
her crying in her room, but perhaps that was only a dream.



2

Douits About Ted. Books Are Like Pumps
Dont Even Think About It. Sully Wins
aPrize. Bobby Getsa Job. Signs of
the Low Men.

During the next few weeks, as the weather warmed toward summer, Ted was usudly on the
porch snoking when Lz came home from work. Sometimes he was done and sometimes
Bobby was dgtting with him, taking about books Sometimes Cad and Sully-John were
there, too, the three kids playing pass on the lawn while Ted smoked and watched them
throw. Sometimes other kids came by — Denny Rivers with a tapedup bdsa glider to throw,
softheaded Francis Utterson, dways pushing dong on his scooter with one overdeveloped
leg, Angda Avery and Yvonne Loving to ask Carol if she wanted to go over Yvonnes and
play dolls or a game cdled Hospitd Nurse — but modly it was jus S-J and Carol, Bobby's
gecid friends All the kids cdled Mr Brautigan Ted, but when Bobby explaned why it
would be better if they cdled him Mr Brautigan when his mom was around, Ted agreed a
once.

As for his mom, she couldn't seem to get Brautigan to come out of her mouth. What
emerged was dways Brattigan. That might not have been on purpose, however; Bobby was
dating to fed a cautious sense of relief @out his mother's view of Ted. He had been afraid
that she might fed about Ted as she had aout Mrs Evers his second-grade teacher. Mom
had didiked Mrs Evers on gght, didiked her deeply, for no reason a dl Bobby could see or
undersand, and hadn't had a good word to say about her dl year long — Mrs Evers dressed
like a frump, Mrs Evers dyed her hair, Mrs Evers wore too much makeup, Bobby had just
better tell Mom if Mrs Evers lad so much as one finger on him, because she looked like the
kind of women who would like to pinch and poke All of this following a sngle parent-
teacher conference in which Mrs Evers had told Liz that Bobby was doing wel in dl his
subjects. There had been four other parent —teacher conferences tha year, and Bobby's
mother had found reasonsto duck every singleone.

Liz's opinions of people hardened swiftly; when she wrote BAD under her mentad picture
of you, she dmog dways wrote in ink. If Mrs Evers had saved sx kids from a burning
schoolbus, Liz Gafidd might wdl have sniffed and sad they probably owed the pop-eyed
old cow two weeks worth of milk-money.

Ted made every effort to be nice without actudly sucking up to her (people did suck up to
his mother, Bobby knew; hdl, sometimes he did it himsdf), and it worked . . . but only to a
degree. On one occason Ted and Bobby's mom had tdked for dmogt ten minutes about how
awful it was that the Dodgers had moved to the other sSde of the country without so much as
a faretheawdl, but not even both of them being Ebbets Fidd Dodger fans could drike a red
spak between them. They were never going to be pas Mom didnt didike Ted Brautigan the
way she had didiked Mrs Eves but there was ill something wrong. Bobby supposed he
knew what it was, he had seen it in her eyes on the morning the new tenant had moved in. Liz
didn't trust him.

Nor, it tuned out, did Cao Gebe. 'Sometimes | wonder if héds on the run from



something,' she said one evening as she and Bobby and SJ wdked up the hill toward Asher
Avenue.

They had been playing pass fa an hour or so, taking off and on with Ted as they did, ad
were now heading to Moon's Roadside Happiness for ice cream cones. S-J had thirty cents
and was treating. He adso had his Bo-lo-Bouncer, which he now took out of his back pocket.
Pretty soon he had it going up and down and al around, whap-whap-whap.

'On the run? Are you kidding? Bobby was sartled by the idea Yet Carol was sharp about
people; even his mother had noticed it. That girl's no beauty, but she doesn't miss much, shed
sad oneright.

"Sick em up, McGarigled™ Sully-John cried. He tucked his Bo-lo Bouncer under his am,
dropped into a crouch, and fired an invigble tommygun, yanking down the right sde of his
mouth S0 he could meke the proper sound to go with it, a kind of eh-eh-eh from degp in his
throat. "Youll never teke me dive, coppe! Blag em, Muggsy! Nobody runs out on Rico!
Ah, jeez, they got mel"" SJ cdutched his chest, spun around, and fel dead on Mrs Conlan's
lavn.

That lady, a grumpy od rhymes-with-witch of seventy-five or so, cried: '‘Boy! Touuu, boy!
Get off therel Y ou'll mash my flowerd!'

There wasn't a flowerbed within ten feet of where Sully-John had fdlen, but he legped up
at once. 'Sorry, Mrs Conlan.’

She flapped a hand & him, dismissing his gpology without a word, and waiched dosdy as
the children went on their way.

'Y ou don' redlly mean it, do you? Bobby asked Caral. 'About Ted?

'No, shesad, 'l guessnot. But . . . have you ever watched him wetch the street?

'Y eah. It'slike he's looking for someone, isnt it?

'Or looking out for them,’ Cardl replied.

SQuly-John resumed Bo-lo Bouncing. Pretty soon the red rubber bal was blurring back and
forth again. Sully pausad only when they passed the Asher Empire, where two Brigitte Bardot
movies were playing, Adults Only, Must Have Driver's License or Birth Cetificae, No
Exceptions. One of the pictures was new; the other was that old standby And God Created
Woman, which kept coming back to the Empire like a bad cough. On the poders, Brigitte was
dressed in nothing but atowe and asmile

'My mom says she'strashy,’ Carol said.

If shes trash, I'd love to be the trashman, SJ sdd, and wiggled his eyebrows like
Groucho.

'Dojyow think she's trashy? Bobly asked Carol.

'I'm not sure what that means, even.’

As they passed out from under the marquee (from within her glass ticket-booth beside the
doors Mrs Godow — known to the neighborhood kids as Mrs Godzlla — waiched them
ugpidoudy), Cad looked back over her shoulder a Brigitte Bardot in her towd. Her
expresson was hard to read. Curiosity? Bobby couldnt tell. ‘But she's pretty, isnt she?

'Yeah, | guess!'

'‘And youd have to be brave to let people look a you with nothing on but a towd. That's
what | think, anyway.'

Suly-John had no interest in la femme Brigitte now that she was behind them. 'Whered
Ted come from, Bobby?

'l don't know. He never talks about that.'

SQuly-John nodded as if he expected just that answer, and threw his Bolo Bouncer back
into gear. Up and down, al around, whap-whap-whap.

oo |



In May Bobby's thoughts began turning to summer vecation. There was redly nothing in the
world better than what Sully cdled 'the Big Vac! He would spend long hours goofing with
his friends, both on Broad Stregt and down a Sterling House on the other Sde of the pak —
they had lots of good things to do in the summer a Serling House, incduding bassbdl and
weekly trips to Patagonia Beach in West Haven — and he would dso have plenty of time for
himsdf. Time to read, of course, but what he redly wanted to do with some of that time was
find a pat-time job. He had a little over seven rocks in a ja marked BIKE FUND, and seven
rocks was a dart . . . but not what youd cdl a great dart. At this rate Nixon would have been
President two years before he wasriding to school.

On one of these vacaion'sdmod-here days, Ted gave him a paperback book. 'Remember |
told you that some books have both a good sory and good writing? he asked. This is one of
that breed. A belated birthday present from anew friend. At leesf T hope | am your friend.'

"You ae Thanks a lot!" In spite of the enthusasm in his voice, Bobby took the book a little
doubtfully. He was accustomed to pocket books with bright, raucous covers and sexy come-
on lines ('She hit the gutter . . . AND BOUNCED LOWER!'}; this one had neither. The cover was
mogtly white. In one cormner of it was sketched — barely sketched — a group of boys
ganding in a drde. The name of the book was Lord of the Flies. There was no come-on line
above the title, not even a discreet one like 'A gory you will never forget.” All in dl, it had a
forbidding, unwdcoming look, suggeding that the dory lying benesth the cover would be
hard. Bobby had nothing in particular againgt hard books, as long as they were a pat of ones
schoolwork. His view about reading for plessure, however, was that such dories should be
easy — that the writer should do everything except move your eyes back and forth for you. If
nat, how much pleasure could there bein it?

He darted to turn the book over. Ted gently put his hand on Bobby's stopping him. 'Dont,’
he sad. 'As apersond favor to me, dont.’

Bobhby looked a him, not understanding.

‘Come to the book as you would come to an unexplored land. Come without a meap.
Explore it and draw your own map.’

‘But what if | don't likeit?

Ted dhrugged. Then dont finish it. A book is like a pump. It gives nothing unless firg you
give to it. You prime a pump with your own water, you work the hande with your own
drength. You do this because you expect to get back more than you give . . . eventudly. Do
you go aong with that?

Bobby nodded.

‘How long would you prime a weater-pump and flall the handle if nothing came out?

'Not too long, | guess!

This book is two hundred pages, give or take. You read the firs ten per cent — twenty
pages, that is, | know aready your meth isnt as good as your reading — and if you dont like
it by then, if it isn't giving more than it'staking by then, put it asde’

I wish they'd let you do that in school, Bobby sad. He was thinking of a poem by Raph
Waddo Emerson which they were supposed to memorize. ‘By the rude bridge hat arched the
flood,' it sarted. SJ cdled the poet Raph Wado Emerdop.

'Schodl is different.’ They were gtting & Ted's kitchen table, looking out over the back
yard, where everything was in bloom. On Colony Street, which was the next dreet over, Mrs
OHads dog Bowser barked its endless roop-roop-roop into the mild spring ar. Ted was
anoking a Cheterfidd. 'And spesking of school, dont take this book there with you. There
arethingsin it your teecher might not want you to read. There could be a brouhaha

‘A what?'

'An uproar. And if you get in trouble a school, you get in trouble a home — this I'm sure



you don't need me to tdl you. And your mother . . . ' The hand not holding the cigarette made
alittle seesawing gesture which Bobby understood at once. Your mother doesn't trust me.

Bobby thought of Caol saying tha maybe Ted was on the run from something, and
remembered his mother saying Carol didn't miss much.

'What's in it that could get me in trouble? He looked a Lord of the Flies with new
fascination.

‘Nothing to froth & the mouth about, Ted sad dryly. He crushed his cigarette out in a tin
adhtray, went to his little refrigerator, and took out two bottles of pop. There was no beer or
wine in there, just pop and a glass bottle of cream. 'Some tak of putting a soear up a wild
pigs ass, | think that's the worst. Still, there is a certain kind of grownup who can only see the
trees and never the forest. Read the firgt twenty pages, Bobby. Youll never look back. This |
promise you.'

Ted st the pop down on the table and lifted the caps with his churchkey. Then he lifted his
bottle and dinked it againgt Bobby's. To your new friends on theidand.’

'What idand?

Ted Brautigan smiled and shot the lagt cigarette out of a crumpled pack. 'Youll find out,
he sad.

ni-l

Bobby did find out, and it didn't take him twenty pages to adso find out that Lord of the Flies
was a hdl of a book, maybe the best hed ever read. Ten pages into it he was captivated;
twerty pages and he was logt. He lived on the idand with Ralph and Jack and Figgy and the
litluns he trembled a the Beast thet turned out to be a rotting arplane pilot caught in his
parachute; he watched firg in dismay and then in horror as a bunch of harmless schoolboys
descended into savagery, findly setting out to hunt down the only one of ther number who
had managed to remain hdfway humean.

He finished the book one Saturday the week before school ended for the year. When noon
cane and Bobby was 4ill in his room — no friends over to play, no Saurday-moming
catoons, not even Merie Mdodies from ten to deven — his mom looked in on him and told
him to get off hisbed, get his nose out of that book, and go on down to the park or something.

'Where's Sully? she asked.

'Ddhouse Square. Therés a school band concert” Bobby looked a his mother in the
doorway and the ordinary stuff around her with dazed, perplexed eyes. The world of the story
had become o vivid to him thet thisredl one now seemed fase and drab.

'What about your girlfriend? Take her down to the park with you.'

‘Cardl's nat my girlfriend, Mom.'

'Wdl, whatever she is. Goodness sakes, Bobby, | wasn't suggesting the two of you were
going to run off and eope’

'She and some other girls dept over Angles house last night. Carol says when they deep
over they day up and henpaty precticdly dl night long. | bet they're ill in bed, or eating
breskfast for lunch.’

Then go to the park by yoursdf. Youre making me nervous With the TV off on Saurday
morning | keegp thinking youre dead.” She came into his room and plucked the book out of his
hands. Bobby weatched with a kind of numb fascination as she thumbed through the pages,
reeding random snatches here and there. Suppose she spotted the part where the boys taked
about gticking their spears up the wild pig's ass (only they were English and said 'arse’ which
sounded even dirtier to Bobby)? What would she make of it? He didnt know. All his life they
had lived together, it had been jugt the two of them for most of it, and he ill couldnt predict
how sheid react to any given Stuetion.



'Isthisthe one Brattigan gave you?

'Yeah.'

'‘As abirthday present?

'Yeah!

'What's it about?

‘Boys marooned on an idand. Ther ship gets sunk. | think it's supposad to be after World
War Il or something. The guy who wrote it never says for sure!’

‘Soit'ssciencefiction.”

"Yeeh, Bobby sad. He fdt a little giddy. He thought Lord of the Flies was about as far
from Ring Around the Sun as you could get, but his mom hated science fiction, and if
anything would stop her potentidly dangerous thumbing, that would.

She handed the book back and waked over to his window. '‘Bobby? Not looking back at
him, a least not a firsd. She was wearing an old shirt and her Saurday pants. The bright
noonlight shone through the shirt; he could see her sdes and noticed for the firg time how
thin shewas, asif she wasforgetting to eat or something. 'Wheat, Mom?

'Has Mr Brattigan given you any other presents?

'It'sBrautigan, Mom.'

She frowned a her reflection in the window . . . or more likely it was his reflection she was
frowning a. 'Don't correct me, Bobby-O. Has he?

Bobby canddered. A few rootbeers, sometimes a tuna sandwich or a cruller from the
bakery where Sully's mom worked, but no presents. Just the book, which was one of the best
presents he had ever gotten. 'Jeepers, no, why would he?

I dont know. But then, | dont know why a man you jus met would give you a hirthday
present in the firg place’ She dghed, folded her ams under her smdl sharp breests, and went
on looking out Bobby's window. 'He told me he used to work in a gate job up in Hatford but
now hesretired. Is that what he told you?

‘Something like thet.' In fact, Ted had never told Bobby anything about his working life,
and asking had never crossed Bobby's mind.

'What kind of dtate job? What department? Hedth and Wefare? Trangportation? Office of
the Comptroller?

Bobby shook his head. What in heck was a comptroller?

1 bet it was educaion, she sad meditaivey. 'He taks like someone who used to be a
teacher. Doesn't he?

‘Sort of, yeah.

'Does he have hobbies?

I dont know." There was reading, of course; two of the three bags which had so offended
his mother were full of paperback books, mogt of which looked very hard.

The fact that Bobby knew nothing of the new man's pastimes for some reason seemed to
ease her mind. She shrugged, and when she spoke again it seemed to be to hersdf rather than
to Bobby. 'Shoat, it's only abook. And a paperback, a that.'

'He said he might have ajob for me, but so far he haan't come up with anything.’

She turned araund fagt. 'Any job he offers you, any chores he asks you to do, you tak to
me about it first. Got thet?

'Sure, got it.' Her intengity surprised him and made him alittle unessy.

‘Promise’

I promise’

'Big promise, Bobhby.

He dutifully crossed his heart and said, 'l promise my mother in the name of God.'

Thet usudly finished things, but thistime she didn't look saisfied.

'Has he ever . . . does he ever . . . ' There she sopped, looking uncharacteristically



flugtered. Kids sometimes looked that way when Mrs Bramwdl sent them to the blackboard
to pick the nouns and verbs out of a sentence and they couldn't.

'Has he ever what, Mom?

‘Never mind!' she sad crosdy. 'Get out of here, Bobby, go to the pak or Sterling House,
I'm tired of looking at you.'

Why'd you come in, then? he thought (but of course did not say). | wasn't bothering you,
Mom. | wasn't bothering you.

Bobby tucked Lord of the Flies into his back pocket and heeded for the door. He turned
back when he got there. She was 4ill a the window, but now she was watching him again.
He never surprised love on her face a such moments, & best he might see a kind of
peculation, sometimes (but not ways) affectionate.

'Hey, Mom? He was thinking of asking for fifty cents — hdf a rock. With that he could
buy a soda and two hotdogs & the Colony Diner. He loved the Colony's hotdogs, which came
in toasted buns with potato chips and pickle dices on the Sde.

Her mouth did its tightening trick, and he knew this wasn't his day for hotdogs. ‘Dont ask,
Bobby, dont even think about it' Don't even think about it — one of her dl-time faves. 'l
have aton of hillsthis week, so get those dollar-signs out of your eyes.’

She didn't have a ton of hills, though, that was the thing. Not this week she didn't. Bobby
had seen both the dectric bill and the check for the rent in its enveope marked Mr
Monteleone last Wednesday. And she couldnt clam he would soon need clothes because this
was the end of the sthodl-year, not the beginning. The only dough hed asked for latdy was
five bucks for Sterling House — quarterly dues — and she had even been chintzy about thet,
dthough she knew it covered swimming and Wolves and Lions Basebdl, plus the insurance.
If it had been anyone but his mom, he would have thought of this as chegpskate behavior. He
couldnt sy anything about it to her, though; taking to her about money dmost dways
turned into an argument, and disputing any pat of her view on money maiters, even in the
mogt tiny paticulars, was got to send her into ranting hysterics When she got like that she
was scary.

Bobby smiled. 'It's okay, Mom."

She gmiled back and then nodded to the jar marked Bike Fund. 'Borrow a little from there,
why don't you? Tregt yoursdlf. I'll never tell, and you can dways put it back later.’

He hdd onto his amile, but only with an effort. How eesly she sad thet, never thinking of
how furious shed be if Bobby suggested she borrow a little from the dectric money, or the
phone money, or what she set asde to buy her 'business dothes,’ just so he could get a couple
of hotdogs and maybe a pie a la mode a the Colony. If he told her breezily that hed never tel
and she could dways put it back later. Yeah, sure, ad get his face smacked.

ni-l

By the time he got to Commonwedth Pak, Bobby's resentment had faded and the word
cheapskate hed left his bran. It was a beautiful day and he had a terific book to finish; how
could you be resentful and pissed off with suff like that going for you? He found a secluded
bench and reopened Lord of the Flies. He had to finish it today, had to find out what
happened.

The lagt forty pages took him an hour, and during that time he was oblivious to everything
aound him. When he findly dosed the book, he saw he had a lgpful of little white flowers.
His hair was full of them, too — held been sitting unaware in a storm of gpple-blossoms.,



He brushed them away, looking toward the playground as he did. Kids were tegtertottering
and swinging and betting the tetherbdl around its pole Laughing, chesing eech other, ralling
in the grass Could kids like that ever wind up going neked and worshipping a rotting pigs
head? It was tempting to dismiss such idess as the imaginings of a grownup who didnt like
kids (there were lots who didnt, Bobby knew), but then Bobby glanced into the sandbox and
saw a little boy dtting there and wailing as if his heart would bregk while another, bigger kid
st besde him, unconcarnedly playing with the Tonka truck he had yanked out of his friend's
hands.

And the book's ending — happy or not? Crazy as such a thing would have seemed a month
ago, Bobby couldnt redly tel. Never in his life had he read a book where he didnt know if
the ending was good or bad, happy or sad. Ted would know, though. He would ask Ted.

*l

Bobby was 4ill on the bench fifteen minutes later when Sully came bopping into the park and
sawv him. 'Say there, you old bagtard!" Sully exdamed. ‘| went by your house and your mom
sad you were down here, or maybe a Sterling House. Findly finish that book?

'Yeah.'

'Was it good?

'Yeah.'

S-Jshook hisheed. ‘| never met abook | redly liked, but I'1l take your word for it.'

'How was the concert?

Suly srugged. 'We blew til everyone went away, S0 | guess it was good for us anyway.
And guess who won the week a Camp Winiwinaia? Camp Winnie was the YMCA's coed
camp on Lake George, up in the woods north of Storrs. Each yer HAC — the Harwich
Acdtivities Committee — had adrawing and gave away aweek there.

Bobby fdt agtab of jedousy. 'Dont tell me!

Qily-John grinned. 'Yegh, man! Seventy names in the hat, seventy a least, and the one
that bald old basard Mr Coughlin pulled out was John L. Sullivan, Junior, 93 Broad Sireet.
My mother just about weeweed her pants.’

"When do you go?

Two weeks after school lets out. Mom's gonna try and get her week off from the bakery at
the same time, s0 she can go see Gramma and Grampy in Wiscongn. She's gonna teke the
Big Gray Dog.' The Big Vac was summer vecation; the Big Shew was Ed Sullivan on Sunday
night; the Big Gray Dog was, of course, a Greyhound bus. The locd depot was just up the
dreet from the Asher Empire and the Colony Diner.

‘Don't you wish you could go to Wisconsn with he? Bobby asked, feding a perverse
desire to spail his friend's happiness a his good fortune jugt alittle.

'Sorta, but I'd raher go to camp and shoot arows' He dung an am aound Bobby's
shoulders. 'l only wish you could come with me, you book-reading bastard.’

That made Bobby fed meanspirited. He looked down & Lord of the Flies agan and knew
he would be rereading it soon. Perhgps as early as Augus, if things got boring (by August
they usudly did, as had as tha was to believe in May). Then he looked up a Sully-John,
amiled, and put hisarm around SJs shoulders. ‘Well, you're alucky duck, he said.

"Jugt cdl me Dondd, Sully-John agreed.

They sa on the bench that way for a little while, ams around each other's shoulders in
those intermittent showers of apple-blossoms, watching the little kids play. Then Sully sad
he was going to the Saurday matinee a the Empire, and hed better get moving if he didn't
want to miss the previews.

'Why dont you come Bobborino? The Black Scorpion's playing. Mongers gdore



throughout the ore!

‘Cant, I'm broke' Bobby sad. This was the truth (if you excluded the seven dadlars in the
Bike Fund jar, that was) and he didnt want to go to the movies today anyhow, even though
hed heard a kid a school say The Black Scorpion was redly greet, the scorpions poked their
dingersright through people when they killed them and aso mashed Mexico City flat.

What Bobby wanted to do was go back to the house and tdk to Ted about Lord of the
Flies.

‘Broke' Sully sad sadly. That's a sad fact, Jack. I'd pay your way, but I've only got thirty-
five cents mysdif.’

'‘Don't swest it. Hey — where's your Bo-lo Bouncer?

Sully looked sadder than ever. 'Rubber band sngpped. Gone to Bolo Heaven, | guess!

Bobby snickered. Bolo Heaven, that was a pretty funny idea. ‘Gonna buy anew one?

| doubt it. Therés a magic kit in Woolworth's that | want. Sixty different tricks, it says on
the box. | wouldnt mind being a magicdian when | grow up, Bobby, you know it? Trave
around with a carniva or a dircus, wear a black suit and a top hat. I'd pull rabbits and shit out
of the hat.’

The rabbits would probably shit in your hat,’ Bobby sad.

Sully grinned. 'But I'd be a cool bastard! Wouldn't | love to bel At anything!" He got up.
‘Sure you don't want to come dong? Y ou could probably snesk in past Godzilla'

Hundreds of kids showed up for the Saturday shows a the Empire, which usudly conssted
of a cedure feaure, eght or nine catoons, Prevues of Coming Attractions and the
MovieTone News. Mrs Godlow went nuts trying to get them to stand in line and shut up, not
underganding that on Saturday dafternoon you couldn't get even bedcdly wdl-behaved kids
to act like they were in school. She was dso obsessed by the conviction that dozens of kids
over tweve were trying to enter & the under-tweve rate, Mrs G. would have demanded a
birth certificate for the Saturday matinees as well as the Brigitte Bardot double festures, hed
she been dlowed. Lacking the adthority to do tha, she settled for barking
'WHATYEARYABORN? to any kid over five and a hdf feat tdl. With dl tha going on you
could sometimes sneek past her quite eesily, and there was no ticketripper on Saturday
afternoons. But Bobby didnt want giant scorpions today; he had spent the lagt week with
more redigtic mongers, many of whom had probably looked pretty much like him.

‘Nah, | think I'll just hang around,’ Bobby sad

'Okay. Sully-John scrummed a few gople-blossoms out of his black har, then looked
solemnly a Bobby. ‘Cdl me a cool bagtard, Big Bob.'

‘Sully, you're one cool bastard.’

Yes!' Qily-John legped skyward, punching a the ar and laughing. 'Yes | am! A cool
bagtard today! A great big coal bastard of amagician tomorrow! Pow!'

Bobby collgpsed agang the back of the bench, legs outdreiched, sneskers toed in,
laughing hard. SJwas just o funny when he got going.

Sully dated away, then turned back. 'Man, you know what? | saw a couple of werd guys
when | came into the park.’

'What was weird about them?

Quly-John shook his head, looking puzzed. 'Dont know, he sdd. ‘Dont redly know.
Then he headed off, snging 'At the Hop. It was one of his favorites. Bobby liked it, too.
Danny and the Juniors were grest.

Bobby opened the pgperback Ted had given him (it was now looking exceedingly wel-
thumbed) and read the last couple of pages again, the pat where the adults findly showed up.
He began to ponder it agan — hgppy or sad? — and Sully-John dipped from his mind. It
occurred to him later that if SJ had hgppened to mention that the werd guys hed seen were
wearing yelow coats, some things might have been quite dif ferent later on.



iil:

‘William Golding wrote an interesting thing about that book, one which | think spegks to your
concern about the ending . . . want another pop, Bobby?

Bobby shook his head and said no thanks. He didnt like rootbeer dl that much; he modly
drank it out of politeness when he was with Ted. They were dtting a Teds kitchen table
again, Mrs OHards dog was dill barking (so far as Bobby could tell, Bowser never stopped
barking), and Ted was gill smoking Chederfidds. Bobby had peked in a his mother when
he came back from the park, saw she was napping on her bed, and then had hastened up to
the third floor to ask Ted about the ending of Lord of the Flies.

Ted crossed to the refrigerator . . . and then stopped, standing there with his hand on the
fridge door, daring off into space. Bobby would redize laer that this was his fird dear
glimpse of something about Ted that wasn't right; that was in fact wrong and going wronger
dl thetime.

‘One feds them firg in the back of one's eyes’ he sad in a conversationd tone. He spoke
clearly; Bobby heard every word.

'Feds what?

‘One feds them firg in the back of ones eyes’ Sll saring into space with one hand curled
around the handle of the refrigerator, and Bobby began to fed frightened. There seemed to be
something in the ar, something dmog like pollen — it made the hars indde his nose tingle,
meade the backs of his handsitch.

Then Ted opened the fridge door and bent in. 'Sure you dont want one? he asked. ‘It's
good and cold.

'No. .. no, that's okay.'

Ted came back to the table, and Bobby understood that he had ether decided to ignore
what had just hgppened, or didn't remember it. He dso understood that Ted was okay now,
and that was good enough for Bobby. Grownups were weird, that was dl. Sometimes you just
hed to ignore the stuff they did.

Tdl mewhat he said about the ending. Mr Golding.'

'As best as | can remember, it was something like this. "The boys are rescued by the cew
of a batle-cruiser, and that is very wel for them, but who will rescue the crew?" Ted poured
himsdf a glass of rootbeer, wated for the foam to subside, then poured a little more. 'Does
that help?

Bobby turned it over in his mind the way he wald a riddle Hdl, it was ariddle. 'No,' he
sad a lag. 'l ill don't understand. They don't need to be rescued — the crew of the boat, |
mean — because they're not on the idand. Also . . . ' He thought of the kids in the sandbox,
one of them bawling his eyes out while the other played placidly with the solen toy. The
guys on the cruiser are grownups. Grownups don't need to be rescued.’

‘No?

'No.'

‘Never?

Bobby suddenly thought of his mother and how she was aout money. Then he
remembered the night he had awakened and thought he heard her crying. He didn't answer.

‘Condder it; Ted sad. He drew degply on his cigarette, then blew out a plume of smoke.
'Good books are for consderation after, too."

‘Okay.'

"Lord of the Flieswasn't much like the Hardy Boys, wasit?

Bobby had a momentary imege, very dear, of Frank and Joe Hardy running through the
jungle with homemade spears, chanting that they'd kill the pig and dick ther spears up her



ae He burg out laughing, and as Ted joined him he knew tha he was done with the Hardy
Boys Tom Swift, Rick Brant, and Bomba the Jungle Boy. Lord of the Flies had finished
them off. He was very glad he had an adult library card.

'No," he said, ‘it sure wasnt.'

'And good books don't give up dl their secrets a once. Will you remember that?

Ves

Terrific. Now tdl me— would you like to earn adollar aweek from me?

The change of direction was 0 dborupt that for a moment Bobby couldn't follow it. Then ke
grinned and sad, 'Gripes, yed' Figures ran dizzily through his mind; Bobby was good enough
a mah to figure out a dollar a week added up to a least fifteen bucks by September. Put with
what he dready had, plus a reasonable harvest of returnable boties and some summer lawn
mowing jobs on the dreet . . . jegpers, he might be riding a Schwinn by Labor Day. 'What do
you want meto do?

'We have to be careful about that. Quite careful.’ Ted meditated quiely and for 0 long
Bobby began to be arad he was going to dart taking aout feding suff in the backs of his
eyes again. But when Ted looked up there was none of that strange emptiness in his gaze. His
gyes were sharp, if a little rueful. 'l would never ask a friend of mine — egpeddly a young
friend — to lie to his parents, Bobby, but in this case I'm going to ak you to join me in a
little misdirection. Do you know whét thet is?

‘Sure’ Bobby thought about Sully and his new ambition to travd aound with the circus
wearing a black it and pulling rabbits out of his ha. ‘It's wha the magician does to fool
you.'

‘Doesn't sound very nice when you put it thet way, doesit?

Bobby shook his head. No, take away the spangles and the spotlights and it didn't sound
very nicea al.

Ted drank a little rootbeer and wiped foam from his upper lip. "Your mother, Bobby. She
doesnt quite didike me | dont think it would be far to say that . . . but | think she almost
didikes me. Do you agree?

I guess. When | told her you might have a job for me, she got weird about it. Sad | hed to
tel her about anything you wanted meto do before | could do it

Ted Brautigan nodded.

I think it dl comes back to you having some of your Suff in pgper bags when you moved
in. | know that sounds nuts, but it'sdl | can figure!

He thought Ted might laugh, but he only nodded again. 'Perhgps tha's dl it is. In any case,
Bobby, | wouldn't want you to go againgt your mother's wishes!

That sounded good but Bobby Gafidd didnt entirdy bdieve it. If it was redly true
theréd be no need for misdirection.

Tdl your mother that my eyes now grow tired quite eedly. It's the truth.! As if to prove it,
Ted raised his right hand to his eyes and massaged the corners with his thub and forefinger.
Tl her I'd like to hire you to read bits of the newspaper to me eaech day, and for this | will
pay you adallar aweek — what your friend Sully cals arock?

Bobby nodded . . . but a buck a week for reading about how Kennedy was dang in the
primaries and whether or not Floyd Patterson would win in June? With maybe Blondie and
Dick Tracy thrown in for good measure? His mom or Mr Bidermen down a Home Town
Redl Egtate might believe that, but Bobby didntt.

Ted was il rubbing his eyes, his hand hovering over his narrow nose like a spider.

'What ds? Bobby asked. His voice came out sounding srangely flat, like his mom's voice
when hed promised to pick up his room and she came in a the end of the day to find the job
dill undone. 'What's the red job?

I want you to keegp your eyes open, that's dl, Ted said.



'For what?

‘Low men in ydlow coas.' Ted's fingers were gill working the corners of his eyes. Bobby
wished hed gop; there was something creepy about it. Did he fed something behind them,
was that why he kept rubbing and kneading that way? Something that broke his atention,
interfered with his normaly sane and well-ordered way of thinking?

‘Lo mein? It was wha his mother ordered on the occasons when they went out to Sing
Lu's on Banum Avenue. Lo men in ydlow coas made no sense, but it was dl he could think
of.

Ted laughed, a sunny, genuine laugh that made Bobby aware of just how uneasy hed been.

‘Low men,’ Ted sad. 'l use "low" n the Dickendan sense, meaning fellows who look rather
dupid . . . and rather dangerous as well. The sort of men who'd shoot craps in an dley, let's
sy, and pass aound a bottle of liquor in a paper bag during the game. The sort who leen
agang tdephone poles and whisle a women waking by on the other sde of the dreet while
they mop the backs of ther necks with handkerchiefs that are never quite dean. Men who
think hets with festhers in the brims are sophigicated. Men who look like they know dl the
right ansvers to dl of lifes supid questions. I'm not being terribly dear, am 1? Is any of this
getting through to you, isany of it ringing abdl?

Yeah, it was. In a way it was like hearing time described as the old bad chedter: a sense
thet the word or phrase was exactly right even though you couldn't say just why. It reminded
him of how Mr Bideman aways looked unshaven even when you could ill smdl sweet
aftershave drying on his cheeks, the way you somehow knew Mr Biderman would pick his
nose when he was done in his car or check the coin return of any pay tdephone he waked
past without even thinking about it.

I get you,' hesad.

'Good. I'd never in a hundred lifetimes ask you to spesk to such men, or even gpproach
them. But | would ask you to kegp an eye out, make a circuit of the block once a day —
Broad Street, Commonwedth Street, Colony Street, Asher Avenue, then back here to 149 —
and just seewhat you see’

It was darting to fit together in Bobby's mind. On his birthday — which had dso been
Teds fird day a 149 — Ted had asked him if he knew everyone on the dred, if he would
recognize

(sojourners faces of those unknown)

drangers, if any drangers showed up. Not three weeks later Carol Gerber had mack her
comment about wondering sometimes if Ted was on the run from something.

'How many guys are there? he asked.

Threg, five, perhgps more by now." Ted shrugged. 'Youll know them by their long ydlow
coasand dlivekin . . . dthough that darkish skinisjus adisguise’

‘Whét . . . you meen like Man-Tan, or something?

| suppose, yes. If they're driving, youll know them by their cars!

'What mekes? What modeds? Bobby fdt like Baren McGavin on Mike Hammer and
warned himsdf rot to get carried avay. Thiswaan't TV. Sill, it was exciting.

Ted was shaking his head. '| have no idea. But youll know just the same, because their cars
will be like ther ydlow coas and sharp shoes and the greasy perfumed suff they use to dick
beck their hair: loud and vulgar.

‘Low,' Bobby said — it was not quite a question.

‘Low, Ted repested, and nodded emphaticadly. He sSpped rootbeer, looked away toward
the sound of the eterndly barking Bowser . . . and remained that way for severd moments,
like a toy with a broken spring or a machine that has run out of gas. They sense me,' he sad.
'‘And | sensethem, a T1 r9c4, wthatat wridr.'



Ted turned back to him, appearing dartled. It was as if he had forgotten Bobby was there . .
. or had forgotten for a moment just who Bobby was. Then he smiled and reached out and put
his hand over Bobby's It was big and warm and comforting; a man's hand. At the fed of it
Bobby's haf-hearted reservations disappeared.

‘A certain something | happen to have' Ted said. 'Let'sleave it & that.'

"They're not cops, are they? Or government guys? Or —

'Are you asking if I'm one of the FBI's Ten Mot Wanted, or a communist agent like on /
Led Three Lives? Abad guy?

I know youre not a bad guy, Bobby sad, but the flush mounting into his cheeks suggested
othewise. Not that what he thought changed much. You could like or even love a bad guy;
even Hider had amother, his own mom liked to say.

I'm not a bad guy. Never robbed a bank or sole a military secret. I've spent too much of
my life reading books and scamped on my share of fines — if there were Library Police, I'm
afraid they'd be after me— but I'm not a bad guy like the ones you see on tdlevison.’

"The men in ydlow coats are, though.'

Ted nodded. '‘Bad through and through. And, as| say, dangerous.’

'Have you seen them?

‘Many times, but not here. And the chances are ninety-nine in a hundred that you wont,
ather. All | ask isthat you keep an eye out for them. Could you do that?

Yes

'‘Bobby? Is there a problem?

‘No." Yet something nagged a him for a moment — not a connection, only a momentary
sense of groping toward one.

'‘Are you sure?

'Uh-huh!'

'All ight. Now, here is the question: could you in good conscience — in fair conscience, a
least — neglect to mention this part of your duty to your mother?

'Yes' Bobby sad a once, dthough he understood doing such a thing would mark a large
change in his life . . . and would be risky. He was more then a little afraid of his mom, and
this fear was only partly caused by how angry she could get and how long she could bear a
grudge. Modly it grew from an unhgppy sense of being loved only a litle, and needing to
protect what love there was. But he liked Ted . . . and he had loved the feding of Ted's hand
lying over his own, the warm roughness of the big pam, the touch of the fingers, thickened
dmod into knots at the joints. And this waan't lying, not redly. It was leaving out.

‘You're redly sure?

If you want to learn to lie, Bobby-0, | suppose leaving things out is as good a place to start
as any, an interior voice whispered. Bobby ignored it. 'Yes' he sad, redly sure. Ted . . . ae
thee guys just dangerous to you or to anybody? He was thinking of his mom, but he was
dsothinking of himsdf.

To me they could be very dangerous indeed. To other people — mogst other people —
probably not. Do you want to know a funny thing?

‘Sure!’

The mgority of people don't even see them unless they're very, very dose It's dmod as if
they have the power to doud men's minds, like The Shadow on that old radio program.’

‘Do you mean they're . . . well . . . "' He supposed supernatural was the word he wasn't quite
abletosay.

‘No, no, not & dl." Waving his question awvay before it could be fully aticulated. Lying in
bed that night and deepless for longer than usud, Bobby thought that Ted had amost been
arad for it to be sooken doud. There are lots of people, quite ordinary ones, we dont see.
The waitress waking home from work with her head down and her resaurant shoes in a



paper bag. Old fdlows out for ther afternoon waks in the park. Teenage girls with ther hair
in rollers and their tranggor radios playing Peter Tripp's countdown. But children see them.
Children see them dl. And Bobby, you are ill achild!

"These guys don't sound exactly easy to miss.'

The coats, you mean. The shoes. The loud cars. But those are the very things which cause
ome people — many people, actudly — to turn away. To erect little roadblocks between the
eye and the brain. In any case, | won't have you taking chances. If you do see the men in the
ydlow coats, don't approach them Dont gpesk to them even if they should spesk to you. |
cant think why they would, | don't believe they would even see you — just as most people
dont redly see them — but there are plenty of things | don't know about them. Now tdl me
what | just sad. Repeat it back. It's important.' 'Don't gpproach them and don't pesk to them.'
'Even if they spesk to you." Rather impatiently. 'Even if they speek to me, right. What should
| do? 'Come back here and tell me they're about and where you saw them. Wak until youre
certain you're out of their sght, then run. Run like the wind. Run like hell was after you.'

'And what will you do? Bobby asked, but of course he knew. Maybe he waan't as sharp as
Caral, but he wasn't a complete dodo, ether. Y oull go avay, wont you?

Ted Brautigan shrugged and finished his glass of rootbeer without megting Bobby's eyes.
T'll decide when that time comes. If it comes. If I'm lucky, the fedings I've had for the last
few days— my sense of these men — will go away.'

‘Has that happened before?

'Indeed it has. Now why don't we tak of more pleasant things?

For the next hdf an hour they discussed basebdl, then music (Bobby wes dartled to
discover Ted not only knew the music of Elvis Predey but actudly liked some of it), then
Bobby's hopes and fears concerning the seventh grade in September. All this was pleasant
enough, but behind eech topic Bobby sensed the lurk of the low men. The low men were here
in Ted's thirdfloor room like peculiar shedows which cannot quite be seen.

It wasn't until Bobby was getting ready to leave that Ted rased the subject of them again.
There are things you should look for, he said. 'Signsthat my . . . my old friends are about.’

'What are they?

'On your travels around town, keep an eye out for log-pet poders on wadls, in shop
windows, dapled to tdephone poles on resdentid Sredts "Lod, a gray tabby cat with black
eas a white bib, and a crooked tal. Cdl IRoquois 7-7661" "Log, a smdl mongrd dog, part
beagle, answers to the name of Trixie loves children, ours want her to come home Cdl
IRoquois 70984 or bring to 77 Pesbody Street.” That sort of thing.'

'What are you saying? Jeepers, are you saying they kill peopléspets? Do you think . . .

I think many of those animds dont exis a dl,' Ted sad. He sounded weary and unhappy.
‘Even when there is a amdl, poorly reproduced photograph, | think most are pure fiction. |
think such pogers ae a form of communication, dthough why the men who put them up
shouldnt jugt go into the Colony Diner and do ther communicating over pot roast and
meashed potatoes | don't know.

'Where does your mother shop, Bobby?

Total Grocery. It'sright next door to Mr Biderman's red-estate agency.'

'‘And do you go with her?

'‘Sometimes’ When he was younger he met her there every Friday, reading a TV Guide
from the magazine rack until she showed up, loving Friday afternoons because it was the dart
of the weekend, because Mom let him push the cart and he dways pretended it was a racing
car, because he loved her. But he didn't tel Ted any of this. It was ancient history. Hell, hed
only been eight.

‘Look on the bulletin board every supermarket puts up by the checkout registers, Ted sad.
‘On it youll sse a number of little hand-printed notices that say things like CAR FOR SALE BY



OWNER. Look for any such natices that have been thumbtacked to the board upside down. Is
there another supermarket in town?

There's the A&P, down by the ralroad overpass My mom doesnt go there. She says the
butcher's dways giving her the glad-eye!

'Can you check the bulletin board there, as well?

‘Sure!’

'Good o far, very good. Now — you know the hopscotch paiterns kids are aways drawing
on the Sdewalks?

Bobby nodded.

‘Look for ones with stars or moons or both chdked near them, usudly in chadk of a
different color. Look for kite tals hanging from telephone lines. Not the kites themsdves, but
only thetals. And .. . ."

Ted paused, frowning, thinking. As he took a Chetefidd from the pack on the table and
lit it, Bobby thought quite ressonably, quite dearly, and without the dightes dhred of fear:
He's crazy, y'know. Crazy asa loon.

Yes of course, how could you doubt it? He only hoped Ted could be careful as wel as
crazy. Because if his mom heard Ted taking about suff like this, shéd never let Bobby go
near him again. In fact, shed probably send for the guys with the butterfly nets . . . or ak
good dd Don Biderman to do it for her.

"Y ou know the dlock in the town square, Bobby?

'Y eeh, sure!’

It may begin ringing wrong hours or between hours. Also, look for reports of minor
church vanddiam in the pgper. My friends didike churches but they never do anything too
outrageous, they like to keep a — padon the pun — low profile There are other sgns that
they're about, but therés no need to overload you. Persondly | believe the pogters are the
surest clue!

"If you see Ginger, please bring her home™

That's exactly r—

‘Bobby? It was his mom's voice, followed by the ascending scuff of her Saturday sneskers.
‘Bobby, are you up there?



3

A Mother's Power. Bobby Does His Job.
'DoesHe Touch You? The Last Day
of Schoal.

Bobby and Ted exchanged a guilty look. Both of them sa back on their respective Sdes of
the teble, asif they had been doing something crazy instead of just talking about crazy stuff.

She'll see we've been up to something, Bobby thought with dismay. It's all over my face.

'No," Ted sad to him. ‘It is not. That is her power over you, that you bdieve it. It's a
mother's power.'

Bobby gared a him, amazed. Did you read my mind? Did you read my mind just then?

Now his mom was dmog to the thirdfloor landing and there was no time for a reply even
if Ted had wanted to make one. But there was no look on his face saying he would have
replied if there had been time, ether. And Bobby at once began to doubt what he had heard.

Then his mother was in the open doorway, looking from her son to Ted and back to her son
agan, her eyes assessing. 'So here you are dter dl,' she sad. 'My goodness, Bobby, didn't
you hear me cdling?

'Y ou were up here before | got a chance to say boo, Mom.'

She sorted. Her mouth made a smdl, meaningless gmile — her automatic socid amile.
Her eyes went back and forth between the two of them, back and forth, looking for something
out of place, something she didnt like, something wrong. ‘I didnt hear you come in from
outdoors.’

'Y ou were adeegp on your bed.'

'How are you today, Mrs Garfidd? Ted asked.

'Fne as pant. Back and forth went her eyes Bobby had no idea what she was looking for,
but that expresson of dismayed guilt must have left his face If she had seen it, he would
know aready; would know thet she knew.

'Would you like a bottle of pop? Ted asked. 'l have rootbeer. It's not much, but it's cold.

That would be nice' Liz sad. Thanks' She came dl the way in and sat down next to
Bobby a the kitchen table. She patted him absently on the leg, watching Ted as he opened his
little fridge and got out the rootbeer. 'It's not hot up here yet, Mr Braitigan, but | guarantee
you it will bein another month. Y ou want to get yoursdf afan.

Therés an idea’ Ted poured rootbeer into a cleen glass, then stood in front of the fridge
holding the glass up to the light, waiting for the foam to go down. To Bobby he looked like a
scientist in a TV commercid, one of those guys obsessed with Band X and Brand Y and how
Rolaids consumed fifty-seven times its own weight in excess somach acid, amazing but true.

I dont need a full glass that will be fing' she sad a little impatiently. Ted brought the
glass to her, and she rased it to him 'Here's how.' She took a swalow and grimaced as if it
had been rye instead of rootbeer. Then she watched over the top of the glass as Ted sat down,
tapped the ash from his smoke, and tucked the stub of the cigarette back into the corner of his
mouth.

'You two have gotten thicker than thieves' she remarked. 'Sitting here @ the kitchen table,
drinking roothbeer — cozy, thinks 1! What've you been talking about today?

The book Mr Brautigan gave me' Bobby sad. His voice sounded naturd and cdm, a



voice with no secrets behind it. 'Lord of the Flies. | couldnt figure out if the ending weas
happy or sad, so | thought I'd ask him.’

'Oh? And what did he say?

"Thet it was both. Then he told me to congder it.'

Liz laughed without a great ded of humor. 'l read myderies, Mr Brattigan, and save my
condderation for red life. But of course I'm not retired.’

‘No,' Ted said. 'Y ou are obvioudy in the very prime of life!

She gave him her flattery-will-get-you-nowhere look. Bobby knew it well.

' dso offered Bobby a smdl job, Ted told her. 'He has agreed to take it . . . with your
permisson, of course!

Her brow furrowed a the mention of a job, smoothed a the mention of permisson. She
reeched out and briefly touched Bobby's red har, a gesture so unusud that Bobby's eyes
widened a little. Her eyes never left Ted's face as she did it. Not only did she not trust the
man, Bobby redized, she was likdy never going to trust him. 'What sort of job did you have
in mind?

'Hewantsmeto —'

'Hush,' she said, and il her eyes peered over the top of her glass, never leaving Ted.

Td like him to read me the paper, perhaps in the afternoons’ Ted sad, then explained how
his eyes werent what they used to be and how he hed worse problems every day with the
finer print. But he liked to keep up with the news — these were very interesting times, didn't
Mrs Gafidd think s0? — and he liked to kegp up with the columns, as wdl, Sewat Alsop
and Wadter Winchdl and such. Winchdl was a gossp, of course, but an interesting gossp,
didn't Mrs Garfidd agree?

Bobby ligened, increedngly tense even though he could tel from his mother's face and
posture — even from the way she spped her rootbeer — that she bdieved what Ted was
teling her. That part of it was dl right, but what if Ted went blank again? Went blank and
dated babbling aout low men in ydlow coas or the tals of kites hanging from teephone
wires, dl the time gazing off into space?

But nothing like thet happened. Ted finished by saying he dso liked to know how the
Dodgers were doing — Maury Wills, espedidly — even though they had gone to L. A. He
sad this with the ar of one who is determined to tell the truth even if the truth is a bit
shameful. Babby thought it was a nice touch.

I suppose that would be fine' his mother sad (dmost grudgingly, Bobby thought). 'In fact
it sounds like aplum. 1 wish / could have aplum job like thet.

I'll bet you're excdlent at your job, Mrs Garfidd.

She flashed him her dry flatterywon't-workwith-me expresson again. 'Youll have to pay
him extra to do the crossword for you,' she sad, getting up, and dthough Bobby didnt
undersand the remark, he was astonished by the crudty he sensed in it, enbedded like a
piece of glass in a marsmdlow. It was as if she wanted to meke fun of Ted's falling eyesght
and his intdlect & the same time as if she wanted to hurt him for beng nice to her son.
Bobby was dill ashamed a deceiving her and frightened that she would find out, but now he
was d0 glad . . . dmog vicioudy glad. She deserved it. 'He's good a the crossword, my
Bobby.

Ted smiled. 'I'm sure heis!

'‘Come on downgtairs, Bob. It'stime to give Mr Brattigan arest.

‘BUf — '

I think 1 would like to lie down awhile, Bobby. I've a little bit of a headache. I'm glad you
liked Lard of the Flies. You can gart your job tomorrow, if you like, with the feature section
of the Sunday paper. | warn you it's gpt to be atrid by fire!

‘Okay.'



Mom had reached the little landing outsde of Ted's door. Bobby was behind her. Now she
turned back and looked a Ted over Bobby's head. "Why not outsde on the porch? she asked.
The fresh ar will be nice for both of you. Better than this stuffy room. And I'll be able to
hear, too, if I'min the living room.’

Bobby thought some message was passing between them. Not via teepahy, exactly . . .
only itwas telepathy, in away. The humdrum sort adults practiced.

‘A fine idea/ Ted sad. The front porch would be lovedy. Good afternoon, Bobby. Good
afternoon, Mrs Garfidd.

Bobby came very dose to saying See ya, Ted and subdtituted 'See you, Mr Brautigan' a the
la& moment. He moved towad the dgars amiling vagudy, with the sweaty feding of
someone who has just avoided a nasty accident.

His mother lingered. 'How long have you been retired, Mr Braitigan? Or do you mind me
asking?

Bobby had dmogt decided she wasnt mispronouncing Ted's name ddiberatdly; now he
swung the other way. She was. Of course she was.

Three years' He crushed his cigarette out in the brimming tin ashtray and immediatdy lit
another.

'Which would makeyou . . . Sxty-eight?

'Sxty-gx, actudly.” His voice continued mild and open, but Bobby had an idea he didnt
much care for these quedtions. ‘| was granted retirement with full benefits two years early.
Medical reasons.’

Don't ask him what's wrong with him, Mom, Bobby moaned insde his own heed. Don't you
dare.

Shedidnt. She asked what hed done in Hartford ingtead.

'Accounting. | was in the Office of the Comptroller.’

‘Bobby and | guessed something to do with education. Accounting! That sounds very
responsible’

Ted smiled. Bobby thought there was something awful about it. 'In twenty years | wore out
three adding mechines If that is responghbility, Mrs Gafidd, why yes — | was responshble.
Apeneck Sweeney spreads his knees, the typis puts a record on the gramophone with an
automatic hand.’

I don't follow you.'

Itsmy way of saying that it was alot of yearsin ajob that never seemed to mean much.’

It might have meant a good ded if you'd had a child to feed, sheter, and raise’ She looked
a him with her chin dightly tilted, the look that meant if Ted wanted to discuss this she was
ready. That she would go to the ma with him on the subject if that was his pleasure.

Ted, Bobby was rdieved to find, didnt want to go to the mat or anywhere near it. '| expect
youreright, Mrs Garfidd. Entirely.

She gave him a moment more of the lifted chin, asking if he was sure, giving him time to
change his mind. When Ted sad nothing dse, she smiled. It was her victory smile. Bobby
loved her, but suddenly he was tired of her as well. Tired of knowing her looks, her sayings
and the adamant cast of her mind.

Thank you for the roctbeer, Mr Brattigan. It was very tasty." And with tha she led her son
downgairs. When they got to the second-floor landing she dropped his hand and went the rest
of the way ahead of him.

Bobby thought they would discuss his new job further over supper, but they didnt. His
mom seemed far away from him, her eyes disant. He had to ask her twice for a second dice
of meatloaf and when later that evening the telephone rang, she jumped up from the couch
where they had been watching TV to get it. She jumped for it the way Ricky Ndson did when
it rang on the Ozzie and Harriet show. She lisgened, said something, then came back to the



couch and st down.
'Who was it? Bobby asked.
"Wrong number,' Liz said.

e
In that year of his life Bobby Gafidd dill wated for degp with a childs wecoming
confidence: on his back, heds soread to the corners of the bed, hands tucked into the cool
under the pillow s0 his dbows stuck up. On the night after Ted sooke to him about the low
men in thar ydlow coas (and don't forget their cars, he thought, their big cars with the
fancy paintjobs), Bobby lay in this pogtion with the shet pushed down to his was.
Moonlight fdl on his narow childs chest, squared in four by the shadows of the window
muntins

If he had thought about it (he hadnt), he would have expected Ted's low men to become
more red once he was done in the dak, with only the tick of his wind-up Big Ben and the
murmur of the late TV news from the other room to keep him company. That was the way it
had dways been with him — it was easy to laugh a Frankengein on Shock Thester, to go
fake-swoony and cy 'Ohhh, Frankie!' when the mongter showed up, espeddly if Sully-John
was there for a deepover. But in the dark, after SJ had darted to snore (or worse, if Bobby
was done), Dr Frankengtein's cresture seemed a lot more . . . not red, exactly, but . . .
possible.

That sense of posshility did not gaher around Ted's low men. If anything, the idea that
people would communicate with eech other via log-pet posters seemed even crazier in the
dak. But not a dangerous crazy. Bobby didnt think Ted was redly, deeply crazy, anyhow;
jus a hit too smat for his own good, especidly snce he had o few things with which to
occupy his time. Ted was a little . . . wdl . . . cripes, a little what? Bobby couldnt express it.
If the word eccentric hed occurred to him he would have saized it with pleasure and relief.

But . . . it seemed tike he read my mind. What about that?

Oh, he was wrong, that wes dl, mistaken about whet he thought hed heard. Or maybe Ted
had reed his mind, read it with that essentidly uninteresting adult ESP, peding guilt off his
face like a wet decd off a piece of glass. God knew his mother could dways do that . . . a
leest until today.

But —

But nothing. Ted was a nice guy who knew a lot about books, but he was no mind-reader.
No more then Sully-John Sullivan was amagician, or ever would be.

Its dl migdirection, Bobby murmured. He dipped his hands out from under his pillow,
crosed them a the wrists, wagged them. The shadow of a dove flew across the moonlight on
his chest.

Bobby amiled, dosed his eyes and went to deep.

..:.I..I
The next morning he sat on the front porch and read severd pieces doud from the Harwich
Sunday Journal. Ted peched on the porch dlide, ligening quietly and smoking
Cheterfidds. Behind him and to his Ieft, the curtains flgpped in and out of the open windows
of the Gafidd front room. Bobby imagined his mom dtting in the char where the light was
bet, sewing basket besde her, ligening and hemming skirts (hemlines were going down
agan, shed told him a week or two before, take them up one year, pick out the gitches the
folowing soring and lower them again, dl because a bunch of poofers in New York and
London sad to, and why she bothered she didnt know). Bobby had no idea if she redly wes



there or not, the open windows and blowing curtains meant nothing by themsdves, but he
imagined it dl the same. When he was a little older it would occur to him that he had always
imagined her there — outsde doors, in that part of the bleachers where the shadows were too
thick to see propery, in the dark a the top of the dars, he had dways imagined she was
there.

The sports pieces he read were interesting (Maury Wills was geding up a sorm), the
fedture atides less so, the opinion columns boring and long and incomprehensible, full of
phrases like ‘fiscd responghbility' and ‘economic indicators of a recessonary nature’ Even <o,
Bobby didnt mind reading them. He was doing a job, after dl, earning dough, and a lot of
jobs were boring a least some of the time. "You have to work for your Whedties' his mother
sometimes sad after Mr Biderman had kept her late. Bobby was proud jus to be able to get a
phrase like 'economic indicaiors of a recessonary naure to come off his tongue. Besdes, the
other job — the hidden job — arose from Ted's crazy idea that some men were out to get
him, and Bobby would have fdt werd taking money just for doing that one would have fdt
like he was tricking Ted somehow even though it had been Ted'sideaiin thefirgt place.

Tha was dill pat of his job, though, crazy or not, and he began doing it tha Sunday
aternoon. Bobby waked around the block while his mom was ngpping, looking for dther
low men in ydlow coas or 9gns of them. He saw a number of interesting things — over on
Coony Street a woman aguing with her husband about something, the two of them standing
noseto-nose like Gorgeous George and Haystacks Cdhoun before the dat of a rasding
meich; a litle kid on Ashea Avenue bashing cgps with a smoke-blackened rock; liplocked
teenagers outdde of Spicar's Vaiety Store on the corner of Commonwedth and Broad; a
pand truck with the interesting dogan YUMMY FOR THE TUMMY written on the side — but he
saw no yedlow coas or log-pet announcements on phone poles, not a sngle kite tal hung
from asngle telephone wire.

He dopped in a Spicer's for a penny gumbal and glegped the bulletin board, which was
dominated by photos of this year's Miss Rhenigold candidates. He saw two cards offering
casfor sde by owner, but neither was upside down. There was another one that

Sad MUST SELL MY BACK YARD POOL, GOOD SHAPE, YOUR KINDS WILL LOVE IT, and that one
was crooked, but Bobby didn't guess crooked counted.

On Agher Avenue he saw a whae of a Buick parked a a hydrant, but it was bottle-green,
and Bobby didnt think it qudified as loud and vulgar in spite of the portholes up the ddes of
the hood and the grille, which looked like the sneery mouth of a chrome catfish.

On Monday he continued looking for low men on his way to and from school. He saw
nothing . . . but Cao Gebe, who was waking with him and SJ sawv him looking. His
mother wasright, Carol wasredly sharp.

'Are the commie agents after the plans? she asked.

'Huh?

"Y ou keep saring everywhere. Even behind you.'

For a moment Bobby conddered tdling them what Ted had hired him to do, then decided
it would be a bad idea It might have been a good one if he bdieved there was redly
something to look for — three pars of eyes ingead of one, Carol's sharp little peepers
induded — but he didnt. Card and Sully-John knew that he had a job reading Ted the paper
every day, and that was dl right. It was enough. If he told them about the low men, it would
fed like making fun, somehow. A betrayd.

‘Commie agents? Sully asked, whirling around. 'Yeah, | see em, | see em!" He drew down
his mouth and made the eh-eh-eh noise again (it was his favorite). Then he saggered,
dropped his invigble tommygun, dutched his chest. They got me I'm hit bad! Go on without
me! Givemy loveto Rosa!'

Tl giveit to my aunt'sfat fanny,’ Carol said, and ebowed him.



I'm looking for guysfrom St Gabe's, that'sdl,' Bobby sad.

This was plausble; boys from S Gaorid the Steadfast Upper and Secondary were dways
harassng the Hawich Elementary kids as the Elementary kids waked to school — buzzing
them on thar bikes shouting that the boys were ssses that the girls 'put out' . . . which
Bobby was pretty sure meant tongue-kissing and leting boys touch their titties.

‘Nah, those dinkberries don't come dong until later,! Sully-John sad. ‘Right now they're dl
dill home puttin on their crosses and combin their hair back like Bobby Ryddl.

'Dont swear,’ Cardl said, and elbowed him agan.

SQuily-John looked wounded. 'Who swore? | didn't swear.’

'Yesyou did.

'l did not, Caral.'

'Did.

‘No gr, did not.'

"Yesgr, did too, you sad dinkberries'

‘That's not a swear! Dinkberries are berries!' S-J looked at Bobby for hep, but Bobby was
looking up a Asher Avenue, where a Cadillac was cruisng dowly by. It was big, and he
supposed it was a little flashy, but wasn't any Cadillac? This one was painted a conservative
light brown and didn't look low to him. Besdes, the person at the whed was a womean.

'Y esh? Show me a picture of a dinkberry in the encydopediaand maybe I'll believe you.'

‘| ought to poke you," Sully said amiably. 'Show you who's boss. Me Tarzan, you Jane!

'Me Caol, you Jughead. Here' Carol thrust three books — aithmetic, Adventures in
Soelling, and The Little House on the Prairie — into SJs hands. ‘Carry my books cause you
swore.'

Quly-John looked more wounded than ever. 'Why should | have to carry your stupid books
evenif | did swear, which | didn't?

'It's pennants,’ Carol said.

'What the heck is pennants?

‘Making up for something you do wrong. If you swer or tdl a lie you have to do
pennants. One of the St Gabe's boystold me. Willie, hisnameis!

You shouldn't hang around with them,” Bobby said. They can be mean. He knew this from
persond experience. Jugst after Chrigmas vacation ended, three St Gabe's boys had chased
him down Broad Stredt, threatening to best him up because he had ‘looked a tem wrong.
They would have done it, too, Bobby thought, if the one in the leed hadnt dipped in the dush
and gone to his knees. The others had tripped over him, dlowing Bobby just time enough to
nip in through the big front door of 149 and turn the lock. The St Gabe's boys had hung
aound outsde for a little while, then had gone away after promisng Bobby that they would
'see him later.

They're not dl hoods, some of them are okay,’ Caol sad. She looked a Sully-John, who
was carying her books, and hid a amile with one hand. You could get S-J to do anything if
you taked fast and sounded sure of yoursdf. It would have been nicer to have Bobby cary
her books, but it wouldnt have been any good unless he asked her. Someday he might; she
was an optimig. In the meantime it was nice to be waking here between them in the morning
sunshine. She dole a glance a Bobby, who was looking down & a hopscotch grid drawn on
the ddewak. He was 0 cute, and he didn't even know it. Somehow that was the cutest thing
of dl.

4 |

The lag week of sthool passed as it dways did, with a maddening, hdf-crippled downess
On those ealy June days Bobby thought the smdl of the pagte in the library was dmost



srong enough to gag a maggot, and geography seemed to lagt ten thousand years. Who cared
how much tin there was in Paraguay?

At recess Carol taked about how she was going to her aunt Cora and uncle Ray's farm in
Pennsylvania for a week in July; S-J went on and on about the week of camp hed won and
how he was going to shoot arrows a targets and go out in a canoe every day he was there.
Bobby, in turn, told them about the grest Maury Wills who might st a record for base
geding that would never be broken in ther lifetime.

His mom was increesngly preoccupied, jumping eech time the tdephone rang and then
running for it, Saying up past the late news (and sometimes, Bobby suspected, until the Nite-
Owl Movie was over), and only picking & her meds Sometimes she would have long,
intense conversatiors on the phone with her back turned and her voice lowered (as if Bobby
wanted to eavesdrop on her conversaions, anyway). Sometimes shéd go to the teephone,
dart to did it, then drop it back in its cradle and return to the couch.

On one of these occasons Bobby asked her if she had forgotten what number she wanted
to cdl. 'Seems like I've forgotten a lot of things' she muttered, and then 'Mind your beeswax,
Bobby-O.'

He might have noticed more and worried even more than he did — she was getting thin
and had picked up the cigarette habit again after dmogt stopping for two years — if he hadn't
had lots of suff to occupy his own mind and time. The best thing was the adult library card,
which seemed like a better gift, a more inspired gift, each time he used it. Bobby fdt there
were a hillion sciencefiction novels done in the adult section that he wanted to read. Take
Issec Asmov, for ingance. Under the name of Paul French, Mr Asmov wrote science-fiction
noves for kids about a space pilot named Lucky Star, and they were pretty good. Under his
own name he had written other novels, even better ones. At least three of them were about
robots Bobby loved robots, Robby the Robot in Forbidden Planet was one of the dl-time
grest movie characters, in his opinion, totaly ripshit, and Mr Asmov's were dmog as good.
Bobby thought he would be spending a lot of time with them in the summer ahead. (SUlly
cdled this great writer Issac AssMove, but of course Sully was dmog totaly ignorant about
books.)

Going to school he looked for the men in the ydlow codas, or dgns of them; going to the
library after school he did the same. Because school and library were in opposte directions,
Bobby fdt he was covering a pretty good pat of Harwich. He never expected to actudly see
any low men, of course. After supper, in the long light of evening, he would read the paper to
Ted, ether on the porch or in Teds kitchen. Ted had followed Liz Gafidds advice and
gotten a fan, and Bobby's mom no longer seemed concerned that Bobby should read to 'Mr
Brattigan' out on the porch. Some of this was her growing preoccupetion with her own adult
meatters, Bobby fdt, but perhgps she was dso coming to trust Ted a little more. Not that trust
was the same asliking. Not that it had come eeslly, ether.

One night while they were on the couch watching Wyatt Earp, his mom turned to Bobby
amost fiercely and said, 'Does he ever touch you?

Bobby understood what she was asking, but not why she was so wound up. 'Wdl, sure' he
sad. 'He daps me on the back sometimes, and once when | was reading the pgper to him and
screwed up some redly long word three times in a row he gave me a Dutch rub, but he
doesn't roughhouse or anything. | don't think he's strong enough for stuff like thet. Why?

‘Never mind," she sad. 'He's fine, | guess. Got his head in the douds, no question about it,
but he doesnt seem like a . . . ' She tralled off, watching the smoke from her Kool cigarette
rie in the livingrroom ar. It went yo from the cod in a pade gray ribbon and then
disgppeared, making Bobby think of the way the characters in Mr Smak's Ring Around the
Sun followed the spirding top into other worlds.

At lagt she turned to him agan and sad, 'If he ever touches you in a way you don't like,



you come and tdl me. Right away. Y ou hear?

'‘Sure, Mom." There was something in her look that made him remember once when hed
asked her how a woman knew she was going to have a baby. She bleeds every month, his
mom had sad. If there's no blood, she knows it's because the blood is going into a baby.
Bobby had wanted to ask where this blood came out when there was no baby being made (he
remembered a nosebleed his mom had hed once, but no other instances of maernd bleeding).
Thelook on her face, however, had made him drop the subject. She wore the same look now.

Actudly there had been other touches. Ted might run one of his big hands across Bobby's
crevcut, kind of patting the brigles; he would sometimes gently catch Boblby's nose between
his knuckles and intone Sound it out! If Bobby mispronounced a word; if they spoke a the
same momet he would hook one of his little fingers around one of Baobby's little fingers and
say Good luck, good will, good fortune, not ill. Soon Babby was saying it with him, ther
little fingers locked, their voices as matter-of-fact as people saying pass the peas or how you
doing.

Only once did Bobby fed uncomfortable when Ted touched him. Bobby hed jugt finished
the last newspaper piece Ted wanted to hear — some columnigt blabbing on about how there
was nothing wrong with Cuba that good old American free enterprise couldnt fix. Dusk was
beginning to dresk the ky. Back on Colony Street, Mrs OHaras dog Bowser barked on and
on, roop-roop-roop, the sound log and somehow dreamy, seeming more like something
remembered than something happening a that moment.

'Well,” Bobby sad, folding the pgper and getting up, 1 think Il take a wak aound the
block and see what | see’ He didnt want © come right out and sy it, but he wanted Ted to
know he was till looking for the low men in the ydlow coats

Ted dso got up and approached him. Bobby was saddened to see the fear on Ted's face. He
didnt want Ted to bdieve in the low men too much didnt want Ted to be too crazy. 'Be back
before dark, Bobby. I'd never forgive mysdf if something happened to you.'

I'll be careful. And I'll be back yeers before dark.

Ted dropped to one knee (he was too old to just hunker, Bobby guessed) and took hold of
Bobby's shoulders He drew Bobby forward until their brows were dmost bumping. Bobby
could smel cigarettes on Ted's breath and ointment on his skin — he rubbed his joints with
Musterole because they ached. These days they ached even in wam wesether, he said.

Being this dose to Ted wasn't scary, but it was sort of awful, just the same. You could see
that even if Ted want totdly old now, he soon would be Hed probeably be sck, too. His
eyes were watery. The corners of his mouth were trembling a little. It was too bad he had to
be dl done up here on the third floor, Bobby thought. If hed had a wife or something, he
might never have gotten this bee in his bonnet about the low men. Of course, if hed had a
wife, Boby might never have read Lord of the Flies. A sdfish way to think, but he couldn't
hepit.

'No sign of them, Bobby?

Bobby shook his heed.

'‘And you fed nothing? Nothing here? He took his right hand from Bobby's left shoulder
and tgpped his own temple, where two blue vens nesed, pulsng dightly. Bobby shook his
heed. 'Or here? Ted pulled down the corner of his right eye. Bobby shook his head again. 'Or
here? Ted touched his somach. Bobby shook his head a third time,

'Okay, Ted sad, and smiled. He dipped his left hand up to the back of Bobby's neck. His
right hand joined it. He looked solemnly into Bobby's eyes and Bobby looked solemnly back.
Youd tdl me if you did, wouldnt you? You wouldn't try to . . . oh, | don't know . . . to oare
my fedings?

‘No,” Bobby sad. He liked Ted's hands on the back of his neck and didnt like them a the
same time. It was where a guy in a movie might put his hands just before he kissed the girl.



'No, I'd tdll, that's my job."

Ted nodded. He dowly unlaced his hands and let them drop. He got to his fegt, usng the
table for support and grimacing when one knee popped loudly. 'Yes youd tdl me, youre a
good kid. Go on, teke your wak. But say on the sdewak, Bobby, and be home before dark.
Y ou haveto be careful these days!'

I'll be careful.’ He started down the Sairs.

'And if you ssethem —

Tl run.

"Yeah.' Inthe fading light, Ted's face was grim. ‘Like hell was after you.'

So there had been touching, and perhgps his mother's Ears had been judified in a way —
perhaps there had been too much touching and some of the wrong sort. Not wrong in
whatever way she thought, maybe, but till wrong. Still dangerous.

On the Wednesday before school let out for the summer, Bobby saw a ed drip of doth
hanging from somebody's TV antenna over on Colony Street. He couldnt tell for sure, but it
looked remarkably like a kite tal. Bobby's feet stopped dead. At the same time his heart
accderated until it was hammering the way it did when he raced Sully-John home from
schoal.

It's a coincidence even if it is a kite tail, he told himsdf. Just a lousy coincidence. You
know that, don't you?

Maybe. Maybe he knew. He had dmost come to beieve it, anyway, when school let out
for the summer on Fiday. Bobby waked home by himsdf tha day; Sully-John hed
volunteered to stay and help put books away in the storeroom and Carol was going over Tina
Lebd's for Tinds birthday party. Just before crossng Asher Avenue and darting down Broad
Strest Hill, he saw a hopscotch grid drawn on the Sdewak in purple chalk. 1t looked like this
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'Oh Chrigt no," Bobby whispered. 'Y ou gotta be kidding.'

He dropped to one knee like a cavdry scout in a western movie, oblivious of the kids
pasing by him on ther way home — some waking, some on bikes, a couple on roller skates,
bucktoothed Francis Utterson on his rusty red scooter, honking laughter a the sky as he
paddled dong. They were dmogt as oblivious of him; the Big Vac had just darted, and mos
were dazed by dl the possibilities.

'Oh no, oh no, | dont beieve it, you gotta be kidding." He reached out toward the star and
the crescent moon — they were drawn in ydlow chak, not purple — amog touched them,
then drew his hand back A piece of red ribbon caught on a TV antenna didnt have to mean



anything. When you added this though, could it dill be coincidence? Bobby didnt know. He
was only deven and there were a bazillion things he didnt know. But he wes &frad . . . &rad
that ...

He got to his fest and looked around, haf-expecting to see a whole line of long, overbright
cas coming down Asher Avenue ralling dow the way cars did when they were following a
hearse to the graveyard, with their heedlights on in the middle of the day. Haf-expecting to
see men in yelow coats standing beneath the marquee of the Asher Empire or out in front of
Sukey's Tavern, smoking Cames and watching him.

No cas No men. Jug kids heading home from school. The firg ones from St Gabe's,
congpicuous in ther green uniform pants and skirts, were visible among them.

Bobby turned around and beckiracked for three blocks up Asher Avenue too worried
about what hed seen chdked on the sdewadk to concern himsdf about badtempered S
Gabe's boys There was nothing on the Avenue telephone poles but a few posers advertising
Bingo Nite a the St Gabrid Paish Hal and one on the comner of Ashe and Tacoma
announcing a rockand-roll show in Hartford gdaring Clyde McPhatter and Dwayne Eddy,
the Man with the Twangy Guitar.

By the time he got to Asher Avenue News, which was dmogt dl the way back to schooal,
Bobby was gating to hope he had overeacted. Sill, he went in to look & ther bulletin
board, then dl the way down Broad Street to Spicer's Variety, where he bought another
gumbal and checked that bulletin board as well. Nothing suspicious on ether one. In Spicer's
the card advertisng the backyard pool was gone, but so what? The guy had probably sold it.
Why dse had he put the card up in the firgt place, for God's sake?

Bobby left and sood on the corner, chewing his gumbdl and trying to make up his mind
whet to do next.

Adulthood is accretive by naure, a thing which arives in ragged dages and uneven
overlaps. Babby Gafidd made the fird adult decison of his life on the day he finished the
sxth grade, concluding it would be wrong to tell Ted about the Suff he had seen . . . a least
for the time being.

His assumption that the low men didnt exig had been shaken, but Bobby wasn't reedy to
give it up. Not on the evidence he had so far. Ted would be upset if Bobby told him what he
had seen, maybe upset enough to toss his suff back into his suitcases (plus those carryhandle
begs folded up behind his little fridge) and just teke off. If there redly were bad guys after
him, flight would make sense, but Bobby didnt want to lose the only adult friend héd ever
hed if there weren't. So he decided to wait and see what, if anything, happened next.

That night Bobby Garfidd experienced another aspect of adulthood: he lay awake until
wdl dter his Big Ben darm dock sad it was two in the morning, looking up a the celling
and wondering if he had done the right thing.
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Ted Goes Blank. Bobby Goesto the Beach
McQuown. The Winkle

The day after school ended, Carol Gerber's mom crammed her Ford Edtate Wagon with kids
and took them to Savin Rock, a seesde amusement park twenty miles from Hawich. Anita
Geber had done this three years running, which made it an ancient tradition to Bobby, S-J,
Caol, Cad's little brother, and Caral's girlfriends, Yvonne, Angie, and Tina Nether Sully-
John nor Bobby would have gone anywhere with three girls on his own, but snce they were
together it was okay. Besdes, the lure of Savin Rock was too strong to resis. It would ill be
too cold to do much more than wade in the ocean, but they could goof on the beach and dl
the rides would be open — the midway, too. The year before, Sully-John had knocked down
three pyramids of wooden milk-bottles with just three basebdls winning his mother a large
pink teddy bear which dill held pride of place on top of the Sullivan TV. Today SJ wanted
towin it amate

For Bobby, just getting away from Harwich for a little while was an attraction. He had seen
nothing suspicious since the star and the moon scribbled next to the hopscotch grid, but Ted
gave him a bad scare while Bobby was reading him the Saturday newspaper, and hard on the
hedls of that came an ugly argument with his mother.

The thing with Ted hgppened while Bobby was reading an opinion piece scoffing a the
idea that Mickey Mantle would ever bresk Babe Ruth's home-run record. He didn't have the
damina or the dedication, the columnigt ingsed. "Above dl, the charecter of this man is
wrong,™ Bobby read. ' "The so-cdled Mick is more interested in night-dubbing than —"

Ted had blanked out again. Bobby knew this fdt it somehow, even before he looked up
from the newspaper. Ted was daring emptily out his window toward Colony Street and the
hoarse, monotonous barking of Mrs OHards dog. It was the second time hed done it this
morning, but the firg Igpse had lasted only a few seconds (Ted bent into the open refrigerator,
eyes wide in the frady light, not moving . . . then giving a jerk, a little sheke, and reaching for
the orange juice). This time he was totdly gone. Wigsville, man, as Kookie might have sad
on 77 Qunset Srip. Bobby rattled the newspaper to see if he could wake him up that way.
Nathing.

Ted? Are you dl r — ' With sudden dawning horror, Bobby redized something was wrong
with the pupils of Teds eyes They were growing and dhrinking in his face as Bobby
watched. It was as if Ted were plunging rgpidly in and out of some aysmdly black place . . .
and yet dl he was doing was stting there in the sunshine,

Ted?

A cigadte was burning in the ashtray, except it was now nothing but stub and ash.
Looking at it, Bobby redized Ted must have been out for dmog the entire article on Mantle.
And tha thing his eyes were doing, the pupils swdling and contracting, sweling and

contracting . . .

He's having an epilepsy attack or something. God, don't they sometimes swallow their
tongues when that happens?

Ted's tongue looked to bewhere it belonged, but hiseyes.. . . hiseyes —

Ted! Ted, wake up!'

Bobby was around to Ted's Sde of the table before he was even aware he was moving. He



grabbed Ted by the shoulders and shook him. It was like shaking a piece of wood carved to
look like a man. Under his cotton pullover shirt Ted's shoulders were hard and scrawvny and
unyidading.

'Wake up! Wake up!'

They drav west now. Ted continued to look out the window with his drange moving
eyes. 'That's good. But they may be back. They . . ."

Bobby stood with his hands on Teds shoulders, frightened and awedtruck. Ted's pupils
expanded and contracted like a heartbeat you could see. Ted, what's wrong?

1 mugt be very dill. | must be a hare in the bush. They may pass by. There will be water if
God willsit, and they may passhy. All thingsserve. . ."

'Serve what? Almost whispering now. 'Serve what, Ted?

‘All things serve the Beam,” Ted sad, and suddenly his hands closed over Bobby's They
were very cold, those hands, and for a moment Bobby fet nightmarish, fainting terror. It was
like being gripped by a corpse that could only move its hands and the pupils of its dead eyes.

Then Ted was looking a him, and dthough his eyes were frightened, they were dmost
normd again. Not deed a dl.

‘Bobby?

Bobby pulled his hands free and put them around Ted's neck. He hugged him, and as he
did Bobby heard a bdl tdling in his heed — this was very brief but very dear. He could even
hear the pitch of the bel &ift, the way the pitch of a tran-whigle did if the tran was moving
fast. It was as if something indde his head were passing a high speed. He heard a rattle of
hooves on some hard surface. Wood? No, metd. He sndled dudt, dry and thundery in his
nose At the same moment the backs of his eyes began to itch.

'‘Shhh!" Ted's bregth in his ear was as dry as the smdl of that dudt, and somehow intimate.
His hands were on Bobby's back, cupping his shoulderblades and holding him 4ill. 'Not a
word! Not athought. Except . . . basebdl! Yes, basebdl, if you like!'

Bobby thought of Maury Wills getting his lead off fird, a waking lead, messuring three
deps . . . then four . . . Wills bent over a the wagt, hands dangling, heds raised dightly off
the dirt, he can go dther way, it depends on wha the pitcher does . . . and when the pitcher
goes to the plate Wills heads for second in an explosion of speed and dust and —

Gone. Everything was gone No bdl ringing in his head, no sound of hooves, no smdl of
dugt. No itching behind his eyes ether. Had that itching redly ever been there? Or had he
just made it up because Ted's eyes were scaring him?

‘Bobby, Ted sad, again directly into Bobby's ear. The movement of Ted's lips agang his
skin mede him shiver. Then: 'Good God, whet am | doing?

He pushed Bobby away, gently but firmly. His face looked dismayed and a little too pde,
but his eyes were back to normd, his pupils holding seady. For the moment that was dl
Bobby cared about. He fet drange, though — muzzy in the heed, as if hed jus woken up
from a heavy nap. At the same time the world looked amazingly brilliant, every line and
shape perfectly denned.

‘Shazam,’ Bobby said, and laughed shakily. 'What just hagpened?

‘Nathing to concern you." Ted reeched for his cigarette and seemed surprised to see only a
tiny smoldering screp left in the groove where he had st it. He brushed it into the ashtray
with his knuckle. T went off again, didn't |I?

"Yeah, way off. | was scared. | thought you were having an epilepsy fit or somediing. Your
eyes—'

Its not epilepsy,’ Ted sad. 'And it's not dangerous. But if it hgppens again, it would be
best if you didn't touch me'

‘Why?

Ted lit afresh cigarette. ‘Just because. Will you promise?



'‘Okay. What'sthe Beam?

Ted gazed a him sharply. ‘| spoke of the Beam?

'You sad "All things serve the Beam." | think that wasiit.'

'Perhgps sometime I'll tell you, but not today. Today you're going to the beech, aren't you?

Bobby jumped, datled. He looked a Teds cock and saw it was dmost nine o'clock.
Yeeh, he sad. 'Maybe | ought to Start getting ready. | could finish reading you the paper
when | get back.’

'Yes, good. A fineidea | have some letersto write.'

No you don't, you just want to get rid of me before | ask any other questions you don't want
to answer.

But if tha was wha Ted was doing it was dl right. As Liz Gafidd so often sad, Bobby
had his own fish to fry. Sill, as he reached the door to Ted's room, the thought of the red
srgp of doth hanging from the TV aerid and the crescent moon and the dar next to the
hopscotch grid made him turn reuctantly back.

Ted, thereé's something— '

The low men, yes, | know. Ted smiled. 'For now dont trouble yoursdf about them,
Bobby. For now dl iswell. They aren't moving thisway or even looking this way.'

They draw west,' Bobby sad.

Ted looked a him through a scurf of risng cigarette smoke, his blue eyes deady. 'Yes' he
sd, 'and with luck theyll stay west. Seettle would be fine with me. Have a good time a the
Seaside, Bobby.'

‘Butl saw —"'

'Perhaps you saw only shadows. In any case, this isn't the time to tak. Just remember what
| sad — if | should go blank like thet again, just St and wait for it to pass If | should reach
for you, sand back. If | should get up, tdl me to St down. In that date | will do as you say.
It's like being hypnotized.

‘Why doyou — '

‘No more questions, Bobby. Please.’

'Y ou're okay? Redlly okay?

'In the pink. Now go. Enjoy your day.’

Bobby hurried downdairs, agan druck by how shap eveything ssemed to be the
brilliance of the light danting through the window on the secondfloor landing, a ladybug
crawling around the lip of an empty milk-bottle outsde the door of the Proskys gpatment, a
svegt high humming in his ears that was like the voice of the day — the firsd Saturday of
ummer vacation.
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Back in the gpartment, Bobby grabbed his toy cars and trucks from various stashes under his
bed and a the back of his closat. A couple of these — a Matchbox Ford and a blue meta
dumptruck Mr Biderman had sent home with his mom a few days after Bobby's birthday —
were pretty cool, but he had nothng to rivd Sully's gasoline tanker or ydlow Tonka
bulldozer. The 'dozer was especidly good to play with in the sand. Bobby was looking
forward to a least an hour's serious roadbuilding while the waves broke nearby and his skin
pinkened in the bright coasta sunshine. It occurred to him that he hadnt gethered up his
trucks like this snce sometime lagt winter, when he and SJ had spent a happy post-blizzard
Saurday afternoon making a roadsystem in the fresh snow down Commonwedth Park. He
was od now, deven, dmog too old for duff like this There was something sad about that
ideg, but he didnt have to be sad right now, not if he didnt want to. His toy-truck days might
be fast gpproaching their end, but that end wouldn't be today. Nope, not today.



His mother packed him a lunch for the trip, but she wouldnt give him any money when he
asked — not even a nickd for one of the private changing-gdls which lined the ocean dde of
the midway. And dmost before Bobby redized it was hgppening, they were having wha he
most dreaded: an argument about money.

'Ffty centsd be enough, Bobby sad. He heard the baby-whine in his voice, hated it,
couldnt op it. "Just hdf arock. Come on, Mom, what do you say? Be a port.’

She lit a Kool, griking the maich 0 hard it made a sngoping sound, and looked & him
through the smoke with her eyes narrowed. "Youre earning your own money now, Bob. Mogt
people pay three cents for the pgper and you get pad for reading it. A dollar a week! My
God! When| wasagirl — '

‘Mom, that money's for my bikel Y ou know that.'

She had turned to the mirror, frowning and fussng a the shoulders of her blouse — Mr
Bidermen had asked her to come in for a few hours even though it was Saturday. Now she
turned back, cigarette sill damped between her lips, and bent her frown on him.

"Youre dill asking me to buy you that bike, arent you? Sill. | told you | couldnt aford it
but you're il asking.

‘No, I'm not! I'm not either!" Bobby's eyes were wide with anger and hurt. 'Just a lousy hdf
arock for the—

'Haf a buck here, two bits there — it dl adds up, you know. What you want is for me to
buy you that bike by handing you the money for everything dse. Then you dont have to give
up any of theother things you want.'

That'snot far!’

He knew what she would say before she sad it, even had time to think that he had waked
right into that one. 'Life's not far, Bobby-O." Turning back to the mirror for one fina pluck a
the ghost of a dip-strap hovering benegth the right shoulder of her blouse.

‘A nickd for the changing-room? Bobby asked. ‘Couldn't you a least — '

'Yes probebly, oh, | imagine' she sad, dipping off each word. She usudly put rouge on
her cheeks before gang to work, but not dl the color on her face this morning came out of a
powderbox, and Bobby, angry as he was, knew hed better be careful. If he lost his temper the
way she was capable of lodng hers, heéd be here in the hot empty apatment dl day,
forbidden to so much as step out into the hall.

His mother snatched her purse off the table by the end of the couch, butted out her cigarette
hard enough to split the filter, then turned and looked a him. 'If | sad to you, "Gee, we cant
eat this week lecause | saw a par of shoes a Hunscker's that | just had to have™ what would
you think?

I'd think you were a liar, Bobby thought. And I'd say if you're so broke, Mom, what about
the Sears catalogue on the top shelf of your closet? The one with the dollar bills and the five-
dollar hills — even a ten or two — taped to the underwear pages in the middie? What about
the blue pitcher in the kitchen dish cabinet, the one tucked all the way in the back comer
behind the gravy boat with the crack in it, the blue pitcher where you put your spare
quarters, where you've been putting them ever since my father died? And when the pitcher's
full you roll the quarters and take them to the bank and get bills, and the bills go into the
catalogue, don't they? The billsget taped to the underwear pages of the wishbook.

But he said none of this, only looked down &t his sneskers with his eyes burning.

1 have to meke choices' she sad. 'And if youre old enough to work, sonnyboy of mine,
youll have to meke them, too. Do you think | like tdling you no?

Not exactly, Bobby thought, looking & his sheskers and biting a his lip, which wanted to
loosen up and dart letting out a bunch of blubbery baby-sounds. Mot exactly, but | don't think
you really mind it, either.

'If we were the Gotrocks, I'd give you five dollars to spend a the beach — hdl, ten! You



wouldnt have to borrow from your bike-jar if you wanted to take your little girlfriend on the
Loopthe-Loop— '

She's not my girlfriend! Bobby screamed a his mother indde his head. SHE is NOT MY
LITTLE GIRLFRIEND!

' —or the Indian Ralroad. But of course if we were the Gotrocks, you wouldnt need to
save for a bike in the firg place, would you? Her voice rigng, risng. Whatever had been
troubling her over the last few months thregiening to come rushing out, foaming like sodapop
and biting like acid. 'l dont know if you ever noticed this, but your father didn't exactly leave
us wdl off, and I'm doing the best | can. | feed you, | put clothes on your back, | paid for you
to go to Seling House this summer and play bassbdl while | push paper in that hot office
You got invited to go to the beach with the other kids, I'm very happy for you, but how you
finance your day off is your busness If you want to ride the rides teke some of the money
youve got in thet jar and ride them. If you don't, just play on the beach or ay home. Makes
no difference to me. | just want you to sop whining. | hate it when you whine. It's like . . .
She stopped, sighed, opened her purse, took out her cigarettes. 'l hate it when you whine' she
repeated.

It's like your father. That waswhat she had sopped hersdf from saying.

'So what's the story, morning-glory? she asked. 'Are you finished?

Bobby sood dSlent, cheeks burning, eyes burning, looking down a his sheskers and
focusng dl his will on not blubbering. At this point a single choked sob might be enough to
get him grounded for the day; she was redly mad, only looking for a reason to do it. And
blubbering wasn't the only danger. He wanted to scream a her tha heéd raher be like his
faher than like her, a skinflinty old chegpskate like her, not good for even a lousy nickd, and
0 wha if the late not-sogreat Randdl Garfidd hadnt left them well off? Why did she
adways make it sound like that was hisfault? Who had married him?

'You sure, Bobby-O? No more smartass comebacks? The most dangerous sound of dl had
come into her voice — a kind of brittle brightness It sounded like good humor if you didnt
know her.

Bobby looked a his sneskers and sad nothing. Kept dl the blubbering and dl the angry
words locked in his throat and sad nothing. Slence soun out between them. He could smdl
her cigarette and dl of last night's cigarettes behind this one, and those smoked on dl the
other nights when she didnt so much look a the TV as through it, waiting for the phone to
ring.

‘All right, | guess weve got oursdves draight, she sad after giving him fifteen seconds or
2 to open his mouth and dick his big fat foot in it. 'Have a nice day, Bobby." She went out
without kissng him.

Bobby went to the open window (tears were running down his face now, but he hady
noticed them), drew adde the curtain, and waiched her head toward Commonwedth, high
heds tgpping. He took a couple of big, watery bresths and then went into the kitchen. He
looked across it a the cupboard where the blue pitcher hid behind the gravy boat. He could
take some money out of it, she didn't kegp any exact count of how much was in there and
shed never miss three or four quaters but he wouldnt. Spending it would be joyless He
wasn't sure how he knew that, but he did; had known it even a nine, when he first discovered
the pitcher of change hidden there. So, with fedings of regret rather then righteousness, he
went into his bedroom and looked & the Bike Fund jar ingteed.

It occurred to him that she was right — he could take a little of his saved dough to spend at
Savin Rock. It might teke him an extra month to accumulate the price of the Schwinn, but at
leest spending this money would fed dl right. And there was something dse, as wel. If he
refused to take any money out of the jar, to do anything but hoard it and save it, hed be like
her.



That decided the matter. Bobby fished five dimes out of the Bike Fund, put them in his
pocket, put a Kleenex on top of them to kegp them from bouncing out if he ran somewhere,
then finished collecting his guff for the beach. Soon he was whidling, and Ted came
downgtairs to see what he was up to.

'Are you off, Cgptain Garfidd?

Bobby nodded. 'Savin Rock's a pretty cool place. Rides and stuff, you know?

'Indesd | do. Have agood time, Bobby, and don't fal out of anything.

Bobby darted for the door, then looked back & Ted, who was standing on the bottom sep
of the dairs in his dippers. 'Why don't you come out and St on the porch? Bobby asked. ‘It's
gonna be hot in the house, | bet.

Ted smiled. 'Perhgps. But | think I'll stay in.'

'Y ou okay?

'Fine, Bobby. I'm fine!

As he crosed to the Gerbers sde of Broad Street, Bobby redized he fdt sorry for Ted,
hiding up in his hot room for no resson. And it had to be for no reason, didnt it? Sure it did.
Even if there were lov men out there, cruisng around someplace (in the west, he thougt,
they draw west), what could they want of an old retired guy like Ted Brautigan?
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At firg the quarrd with his mother weighed him down a little (Mrs Gerber's pudgy, pretty
friend Rionda Hewson accused him of being 'in a brown sudy,’ whatever that was, then
begen tickling him up the ddes and in the ampits until Bobby laughed in sdf-defense), but
after they had been on the beach alittle while he began to fed better, more himsdf.

Although it was 4ill early in the season, Savin Rock was full speed ahead — the merry-go-
round tumning, the Wild Mouse roaing, the little kids screaming, tinny rock and roll pouring
from the speskers outdde the funhouse, the barkers hadllering from their booths Sully-John
didnt get the teddy bear he wanted, knocking over only two of the last three milk-bottles
(Rionda damed some of them had specid weghts in the bottom to kesp them from going
over unless you whacked them jud right), but the guy in the bassbdl-toss booth awarded him
a pretty neat prize anyway — a goofy-looking antester covered with ydlow plush. SJ
impulsvely gave it to Cardl's morn. Anita laughed and hugged him and told him he was the
bes kid in the world, if he wes fifteen years dder shed commit bigamy and mary him.
Suly-John blushed until he was purple.

Bobby tried the ringtoss and missed with dl three throws At the Shooting Galery he had
better luck, bresking two plates and winning a smdl duffed bear. He gave t to lanthe-Shat,
who had actudly been good for a change — hadnt thrown any tantrums, wet his pants, or
tried to sock ether Sully or Bobby in the nuts lan hugged the bear and looked a Bobby as if
Bobby were God.

It'sgreat and he lovesit," Anitasaid, 'but don't you want to take it home to your mother?

'Nah — she's not much on stuff like that. 1'd like to win her a bottle of perfume, though.'

He and Sully-John dared each other to go on the Wild Mouse and findly went together,
hownling ddirioudy as their car plunged into eech dip, Smultaneoudy sure they were going to
live forever and die immediady. They went on the Tilt-a-Whirl and the Krazy Kups. Down
to his last fifteen cents Bobby found himsdf on the Ferris whed with Carol. Their car
sopped a the top, rocking dightly, meking him fed funny in his domach. To his Ieft the
Atlantic stepped shoreward in a saries of white-topped waves. The beach was just as white,
the ocean an impossble shade of degp blue Sunlight ran across it like slk. Bdow them was
the midway. Risng up from the speskers came the sound of Freddy Cannon: she comes from
Tdlahassee, she's got a hi-fi chassis.



‘Evearything down there looks s0 litle' Carol sad. Her voice was dso litle —
uncharacteristically so.

'Don't be scared, were safe as can be. The Feris whed would be a kiddie-ride if it didnt
0o 0 high!'

Carol was in many ways the oldest of the three of them — tough and sure of hersdlf, as on
the day she had made SJ cary her books for swearing — but now her face had dmogt
become a baby's face again: round, a little bit pale, dominated by a par of darmed blue eyes
Without thinking Bobby leaned over, put his mouth on hers, and kissed her. When he drew
back, her eyes were wider thanever.

'Safe as can be,' he said, and grinned.

‘Do it agan!' It was her fird red kiss, she had gotten it & Savin Rock on the firs Saturday
of summer vacaion, and she hadn't been paying atention. That was what she was thinking,
that was why she wanted him to do it again.

'l better not,” Bobby said. Although . . . up here who was there to see and cdl him asissy?

| dare you, and don't say dares go first."

'Will you tell?

'No, swear to God. Go on, hurry up! Before we go down!'

S0 he kissed her again. Her lips were smooth and dosed, hot with the sun. Then the whed
began to move and he dopped. For jus a moment Carol lad her head agangt his ches.
Thank you, Bobby," she said. That was nice as could be!'

'I thought o, too.'

They drew agpat from each other a little, and when ther car stopped and the tattooed
atendant swung the safety bar up, Bobby got out and ran without looking back a her to
where SJ was ganding. Yet he knew dready tha kissng Cardl a the top of the Ferris whed
was going to be the best part of the day. It was his firg red kiss, too, and Bobby never forgot
the fed of her lips pressng on his — dry and smooth and warmed by the sun. It was the kiss
by which dl the others of hislife woud be judged and found wanting.

Around three odock, Mrs Gerber told them to dart gathering their things it was time to go
home. Carol gave a token 'Aw, Mom, and then darted picking stuff up. Her girlfriends
helped; even lan hdped a little (refusing even as he fetched and carried to let go of the sand-
maited bear). Bobby had hdf-expected Carol to tag after him for the rest of the day, and he
had been sure shed tdl her girlfriends about kissng on the Ferris whed (he would know she
had when he saw them in a little knot, giggling with ther hands over ther mouths, looking &
him with their merry knowing eyes), but she had done neither. Severd times he had caught
her looking a him, though, and severd times he had caught himsdf snesking glances a her.
He kept remembering her eyes up there. How big and worried they had been. And he had
kissed her, judt like thet. Bingo.

Bobby and Sully toted most of the beachbags 'Good mules Giddygp!' Rionda cried,
laughing, as they mounted the deps between the beach and the boardwak. She was lobser
red under the cold-cream she had smeared over her face and shoulders, and she moaned to
Anita Gerber that she wouldn't degp a wink that night, that if the sunburn didnt keep her
awake, the midway food would.

'Wel, you didnt have to eat four wieners and two doughboys' Mrs Gerber sad, sounding
more irritated than Bobby had ever heard her — she was tired, he reckoned. He fdt a little
dazed by the sun himsdf. His back prickled with sunburn and he had sand in his socks The
beachbags with which he was festooned swung and bounced againgt each cther.

‘But amusement park food's s gooood,” Rionda protested in a sad voice. Bobby laughed.



He couldnt hdp it.

They wdked dowly dong the midway towad the dirt parking lot, paying no dtention to
the rides now. The barkers looked a them, then looked past them for fresh blood. Folks
loaded down and trudging back to the parking lot were, by and large, lost causes.

At the very end of the midway, on bhe left, was a skinny man wearing baggy blue Bermuda
shorts, a strap-gyle undershirt, and a bowler hat. The bowler was old and faded, but cocked a
a rakish angle. Also, there was a plagic sunflower stuck in the brim. He was a funny guy, and
the girls findly got their chance to put their hands over their mouths and giggle.

He looked a them with the ar of a man who has been giggled a by experts and amiled
back. This made Carol and her friends giggle harder. The man in the bowler hat, dill amiling,
sread his hands above the makeshift table behind which he was danding — a dab of
fiberboard on two bright orange sawhorses. On the fiberboard were three redbacked Bicycle
cads. He turned them over with quick, graceful gestures. His fingers were long ad perfectly
white, Bobby saw — not a bit of sun-color on them.

The cad in the middle was the queen of hearts The man in the bowler picked it up,
showed it to them, waked it dextroudy back and forth between his fingers 'Find the lady in
red, cherchez la femme rouge, that's what it's dl about and dl you have to do, he sad. ‘It's
easy as can beezy, easy-Jopaneczy, easy as knitting kittenbritches' He beckoned Yvonne
Loving. 'Come on over here, dollface, and show em how it's done!’

Yvonne, dill giggling and blushing to the roots of her black har, rank back agang
Rionda and murmured that she had no more money for games, it was dl soent.

‘Not a problem, the man in the bowler ha sad. ‘It's just a demondration, doliface — |
want your mom and her pretty friend to see how easy it s’

‘Nether onds my mom," Yvonne said, but she stepped forward.

'We redly ought to get going if were going to beet the traffic, Ewie Mrs Gerber said.

‘No, wait a minute, this is fun,’ Rionda said. 'It's three-card monte. Looks easy, jud like he
says, but if you're not careful you start chasing and go home deed broke!

The man in the bowler gave her a reproachful look, then a broad and engaging grin. It was
the grin of a low man, Bobby thought suddenly. Not one of those Ted was afraid of, but a low
man, jug the same.

It's obvious to me' sad the man in the bowler, ‘that a some point in your past you have
been the victim of a scoundrel. Although how anyone could be crud enough to mistreat such
abeautiful dassy dameis beyond my ability to comprehend.

The beautiful classy dame — five-five or so, two hundred pounds or o, shoulders and face
dathered with Pond's — laughed hgppily. 'Stow the guff and show the child how it works
And are you redly tdling me thisislegd?

The man behind the table tossed his heed back and dso laughed. ‘At the ends of the
midway everything's legd until they caich you and throw you out . . . as | think you probably
know. Now . . . what's your name, dollface?

Yvonne' she sad in a voice Bobby could bardy hear. Besde him, Sully-John was
watching with greet interest. 'Sometimes folks cal me Ewvie!

'‘Okay, Ewvie, look right here, pretty baby. What do you see? Tel me ther names — |
know you can, a smat kid like you — and point when you tell. Don't be afrad to touch,
ether. There's nothing crooked here.’

This one on the end is the jack . . . this one on the other end is the king . . . and this is the
gueen. She'sinthe middle!

Thet's it, doliface. In the cards as in life, there is so often a woman between two men.
That's their power, and in another five or sx years youll find it out for yoursdf. His voice
had fdlen into a low, dmost hypnotic chanting. 'Now watch closdy and never take your eyes
from the cards' He turned them over so their backs showed. 'Now, dollface, where's the



Queen?

Yvonne Loving pointed a the red back in the middle.

'Isshe right? the man in the bowler asked the little party gethered around his table.

'So far,’ Rionda said, and laughed so hard her uncorseted belly jiggled under her sundress.

Smiling a her laughter, the low man in the bowler hat flicked one comer of the middle
cad, showing the red queen. 'One hundred per ent keerect, sweetheart, s0 far so good. Now
watch! Waich close! It's a race between your eye and my hand! Which will win? That's the
question of the day!"'

He began to scramble the three cards rapidly about on his plank table, chanting as he did
D.

‘Up and down, dl around, in and out, dl about, to and fro, wetch em go, now they're back,
they're Sde by sde, so tell me, dollface, where's she hide?

As Yvonne dudied the three cards, which were indeed once more lined up Sde by sde
Sy leened close to Bobby's er and sad, 'You dont even have to wach him mix them
around. The queen's got a bent corner. Do you seeit?

Bobby nodded, and thought Good girl when Yvonne pointed hestantly to the card on the
far left — the one with the bent corner. The man in the bowler turned it over and reveded the
queen of hearts.

'Good job!" he said. 'Y ou've a sharp eye, dollface, asharp eyeindeed.

Thank you,” Yvonne sad, blushing and looking dmost as hgppy as Cardl had looked when
Bobby kissed her.

If youd bet me a dime on that go, I'd be giving you back twenty cents right now," the man
in the bowler hat sad. 'Why, you ask? Because it's Saturday, and | cdl Saturday Twoferday!
Now would one of you ladies like to risk a dime in a race between your young eyes and my
tired old hands? You can tdl your husbands — lucky felas they are to have you, too, may |
say — tha Mr Herb McQuown, the Monte Man & Savin Rock, paid for your day's parking.
Or what about a quarter? Point out the queen d heartsand | give you back fifty cents!

‘Haf arock, yeeh!" Sully-John said. 'l got aquarter, Mister, and you're on.’

‘Johnny, it's gambling, Carol's mother sad doubtfully. ‘I dont redly think | should dlow

'Go on, let the kid lean a lesson,’ Rionda sad. 'Besdes, the guy may let him win. Suck the
res of us in' She made no efort to lower her voice but the man in the bowler — Mr
McQuown— only looked at her and smiled. Then he returned his atention to SJ.

"Let's see your money, kid — come on, pony up.’

Qily-John handed over his quarter. McQuown raised it into the afternoon sunlight for a
moment, one eye dosad.

'Yeh, looks like a good 'un to me,' he sad, and planked it down on the board to the left of
the threecad lineup. He looked in both directions — for cops, maybe — then tipped the
gynicdly amiling Rionda a wink before turning his atention back to Sully-John. 'What's your
name, fdla?

‘John Sulliven.’

McQuown widened his eyes and tipped his bowler to the other sde of his head, making the
plagtic sunflower nod and bend comicdly. ‘A name of note! Y ou know what | refer to?

‘Sure. Someday maybe I'll be a fighter, too,’ SJ sad. He hooked a left and then a right &
the ar over McQuown's makedhft table. Pow, pow!"

'Pow-pow indeed,’ said McQuown. ‘And how's your eyes, Magter Sullivan?

"Pretty good.'

Then get them ready, because the race is on! Yes it id Your eyes agang my hands Up
and down, dl around, whered she go, | dont know.' The cards, which had moved much faster
thistime, dowed to a stop.



Sully darted to point, then drew his hand back, frowning. Now there were two cards with
littte folds in the corner. Sully looked up & McQuown, whose ams were folded across his
dingy undershirt. McQuown was amiling. Teke your time, son,' he sad. The morning was
whizbang, but it's been adow afternoon.’

Men who think hats with feathers in the brims are sophisticated, Bobby remembered Ted
saying. The sort of men who'd shoot craps in an alley and pass around a bottle of liquor in a
paper bag during the game. McQuown had a funny plagtic flower in his hat indead of a
feather, and there was no bottle in evidence . . . but there was one in his pocket. A little one.
Bobby was sue of it. And toward the end of the day, as busness wound down and totdly
shap hand-eye coordinaion became less of a priority to him, McQuown would teke more
and more frequent nipsfromiit.

Sully pointed to the cad on the far right. No, SJ, Bobby thought, and when McQuown
turned that card up, it was the king of spades. McQuown turned up the card on the far left and
showed the jack of dubs The queen was back in the middle 'Sorry, son, a litle dow that
time, it a@n't no crime. Warnt to try again now that you're warmed up?

'Gee, | . . . that wasthe last of my dough.’ Sully-John looked crestfalen.

Jugt as wdl for you, kid,' Rionda sad. 'Hed take you for eventhing you own and leave
you ganding here in your shortie-shorts' The girls giggled wildy a this SJ blushed. Rionda
took no notice of ether. | worked a Revere Beach for quite awhile when | lived in Mass/
she sad. 'Let me show you kids how this works. Want to go for a buck, pd? Or is tha too
sweet for you?

In your presence everything would be sweet, McQuown sad sentimentaly, and snatched
her dollar the moment it was out of her purse He hdd it up to the light, examined it with a
cold eye, then st it down to the Ieft of the cards. 'Looks like a good 'un,’ he sad. 'Let's play,
darling. What's your name?

Puddntane,’ Rionda said. ‘Ask me again and I'll tell you the same’

‘Ree, don't you think — ' Anita Gerber began.

'l told you, I'm wise to the gaff,’ Riondasaid. 'Runem, my pa.

'Without dday, McQuown agreed, and his hands blurred the three red-backed cards into
mation (up and down, dl around, to and fro, waich them go), findly sdtling them in a line of
three agan. And this time, Bobby obsarved with amazement, dl three cads had those
dightly bent corners.

Riondds little smile had gone. She looked from the short row of cards to McQuown, then
down & the cads again, and then a her dallar hill, lying off to one sde and fluttering dightly
in the little seabreeze that had come up. Findly she looked back a McQuown. "You suckered
me, pdly, she sad. 'Didn't you?

'No," McQuown said. 'l raced you. Now . . . what do you say?

I think | say that was a red good dollar thet didn't make no trouble and I'm sorry to see it
go,' Riondareplied, and pointed to the middle card.

McQuown turned it over, reveded the king, ard made Riondas dollar disgppear into his
pocket. This time the queen was on the far left. McQuown, a dollar and a quarter richer,
amiled a the folks from Hawich. The pladtic flower tucked into the brim of his hat nodded to
and fro in the sdt-amdling ar. 'Who's next? he asked. 'Who wants to race his eye agangt my
hand?

1 think were dl raced out, Mrs Gerber sad. She gave the man behind the table athin
amile, then put one hand on her daughter's shoulder and the other on her deepy-eyed son's,
turning them away.

‘Mrs Gerber? Bobby aked. For jus a moment he conddered how his mother, once
married to a man who had never met an ingde graight he didnt like, would fed if she could
e her son ganding here a Mr McQuown's dgpdash table with thet risky Randy Garfidd red



har gleaming in the sun. The thought made him amile a little Bobby knew wha an insde
sraight was now; flushes and full houses, too. He had made inquiries. 'May | try?

'Oh, Bobhby, | redly think weve had enough, don't you?

Bobby reached under the Kleenex he had duffed into his pocket and brought out his last
three nickes 'All | have is this' he sad, showing first Mrs Gerber and then Mr McQuown. 'ls
it enough?

'Son," McQuown said, 'I have played this game for pennies and enjoyed it

Mrs Gerber looked a Rionda

‘Ah, hdl, Rionda sad, and pinched Bobby's cheek. 'It's the price of a haircut, for Chrig's
sake. Let him lose it and then well go home!'

‘All right, Bobby, Mrs Gerber said, and sighed. 'If you haveto.'

'Put those nickds down here, Bob, where we can dl look a em, said McQuown. They
look like good ‘unsto me, yes indeed. Are you ready?

I think so.'

Then here we go. Two boys and a girl go into hiding together. The boys are worthless.
Find the girl and double your money.'

The pde dextrous fingers turned the three cards over. McQuown spided and the cards
blurred. Bobby waiched them move about the table but made no red effort to track the queen.
That wasn't necessary.

‘Now they go, now they dow, now they rest, heres the test." The three red-backed cards
werein aline again. Tel me, Bobby, where's she hide?

There, Bobby said, and pointed to the far | ft.

Sully groaned. 'It's the middle card, you jerk. Thistime | never took my eye off it.'

McQuown took no notice of Sully. He was looking & Bobby. Bobby looked back a him.
After a moment McQuown reached out and turned over the card Bobby had pointed a. It was
the queen of hearts.

'What the heck?' Sully cried.

Caol dgpped exctedly and jumped up and down. Rionda Hewson squeded and smacked
him on the back. Y ou took im to school thet time, Bobby! Attaboy!”

McQuown gave Bobby a peculiar, thoughtful smile then reached into his pocket and
brought out a fistful of change. 'Not bad, son. Firg time I've been beat dl day. That | didn't
"mysf get beat, that is' He picked out a quarter and a nickd and put them down besde
Bobby's fifteen cents. ‘Liketo let it ride? He saw Bobby didn't understand. ‘Like to go again?

‘May |17 Bobby asked Anita Gerber.

‘Wouldn't you rather quit while youre ahead? she asked, but her eyes were sparkling and
she seemed to have forgotten al about beeting the traffic home.

'| amgoing to quit while I'm aheed,’ he told her.

McQuown laughed. 'A boasty boy! Won't be aile to grow a single chinrwhisker for another
five years, but hes a boasty boy dready. Wel then, Boasty Bobby, what do you think? Are
we on for the game?

'Sure’ Bobby sad. If Caol or Sully-John had accused him of boagting, he would have
protested strongly — dl his heroes, from John Wayne to Lucky Star of the Space Patral,
were modest felows, the kind to say 'Shucks after saving a world or a wagon train. But he
fdt no need to defend himsdf to Mr McQuown, who was a low man in blue shorts and
maybe a cardchester as well. Boasting had been the furthest thing from Bobby's mind. He
didnt think this was much like his Dad's indde draights, ether. Indde draights were dl hope
and guesswork — ‘fool's poker,’ according to Chalie Yearman, the Harwich Elementary
janitor, who had been hegppy to tdl Bobby everything aout the game tha SJ and Denny
Rivers hadn't known — but there was no guesswork about this.

Mr McQuown looked a him a moment longer; Bobby's cdm confidence seemed to trouble



him. Then he reached up, adjusted the dant of his bowler, dretched out his ams, and wiggled
his fingers like Bugs Bunny before he played the piano & Canegie Hdl in one of the Merrie
Mdodies 'Get on your mak, boasty boy. I'm giving you the whole busness this time, from
the soup to the nuts!'

The cards blurred into a kind of pink film. Fom behind him Bobby heard Sully-John
mutter 'Holy crow!" Carol's friend Tina sad That's toofasf in an amusng tone of prim
disspprova. Bobby again wetched the cards move, but only because he fdt it was expected
of him. Mr McQuown didn't bother with any paiter this time, which was sort of ardlief.

The cards setled. McQuown looked a Bobby with his eyebrows raised. There was a little
smile on his mouth, but he was bregthing fast and there were beads of swesat on his upper lip.

Bobby pointed immediatdly to the card on the right. That's her.'

‘How do you know that? Mr McQuown asked, his amile fading. 'How the hel do you
know that?

'l just do,' Bobby sad.

Indeed of flipping the card, McQuown turned his head dightly and looked down the
midway. The smile had been replaced by a petulant expresson — downturned lips and a
crease between his eyes. Even the plagtic sunflower in his hat seemed displeased, its to-and-
fro bob now sulky ingead of jaunty. 'No one beais that shuffle’ he said. 'No one has ever
beaten that shuffle.

Rionda reached over Bobby's shoulder and flipped the card he had pointed a. It was the
queen of hearts. This time dl the kids clapped. The sound made the crease between Mr
McQuown's eyes deepen.

The way | figure, you owe old Boasty Bobby here ninety cents’ Rionda sad. 'Are you
gonna pay?

'‘Suppose | dont? Mr McQuown asked, turning his frown on Rionda 'Wha are you going
to do, tubbo? Cdl acop?

‘Maybe we ought to just go,' Anita Gerber said, sounding nervous.

'Cdl a cop? Not me' Rionda sad, ignoring Anita She never took her eyes off McQuown.
‘A lousy ninety cents out of your pocket and you look like Baby Huey with a load in his
pants. Jesus wept!'

Exoegpt, Bobby knew, it wasnt the money. Mr McQuown had logt a lot more than this on
occason. Sometimes when he log it was a 'hustle; sometimes it was an ‘out.’ What he was
steamed about now was the shuffle. McQuown hadn't liked akid begting his shuffle.

‘What Il do, Rionda continued, ‘is tdl anybody on the midway who wants to know that
you'e a chegpskate. Ninety-Cent McQuown, I'll cal you. Think thet'll help your business?

‘Id like to give you the business’ Mr McQuown growled, but he reached into his pocket,
brought out another dip of change — a bigger one this time — and quickly counted out
Bobby's winnings. There' he said. ‘Ninety cents. Go buy yoursdf a martini.

I redly just guessed, you know, Bobby sad as he swept the coins into his hand and then
shoved them into his pocket, where they hung like a weight. The argument that morning with
his mother now seemed exquisitdy stupid. He was going home with more money than he hed
come with, and it meant nothing. Nothing. I'm a good guesser.’

Mr McQuown relaxed. He wouldnt have hurt them in any case — he might be a low man
but he wasn't the kind who hurt people; hed never subject those clever long-fingered hands to
the indignity of forming a fis — but Bobby didnt want to leave him unhgpy. He wanted
what Mr McQuown himsdf would have cdled 'an out.

Yeah, McQuown said. 'A good guesser is what you are. Like to try a third guess, Bobby?
Richesawait.'

'We redly have to be going,' Mrs Gerber said hadtily.

'‘And if | tried again I'd lose,’ Bobby said. Thank you, Mr McQuown. It was agood game.’



Yeah, yesh. Get lodt, kid' Mr McQuown was like dl the other midway bakers now,
looking farther down the line. Looking for fresh blood.

..5...:

Going home, Cadl and her girlfriends kept looking & him with ave Sully-John with a kind
of puzzled respect. It made Bobby fed uncomfortable At one point Rionda turned around
and regarded him closdly. "You didn't just guess,’ she said.

Bobby looked a her cautioudy, withholding commert.

"You had awinkle!

‘What's awinkle?

'My dad wasnt much of a betting man, but every now and then hed get a hunch about a
number. He cdled it a winkle. Then hedd bet. Once he won fifty dollars. Bought us groceries
for awhole month. That's what happened to you, isn't it?

'l guess 50, Bobby said. ‘Maybe | had awinkle!

oo |

When he got home, his mom was gtting on the porch glider with her legs folded under her.
She had changed into her Saturday pants and was looking moodily out a the dreet. She
waved briefly to Caol's mom as she drove away; watched as Anita turned into her own
driveway and Bobby trudged up the wak. He knew wha his mom was thinking: Mrs
Gerber's husband was in the Navy, but a least she had a husband. Also, Anita Gerber had an
Egtate Wagon. Liz had shank's mare, the bus if she had to go a little farther, or a taxi if she
needed to go into Bridgeport.

But Bobby didn't think she was angry a him anymore, and that was good.

'Did you have anicetime & Savin, Bobby?

‘Super time,' he said, and thought: What is it, Mom? You don't care what kind of time | had
at the beach. What's really on your mind? But he couldn't tell.

'Good. Ligen, kiddo . . . I'm sorry we got into an argument this morning. | hate working on
Saurdays. Thislast came out dmogt in a it.
It'sokay, Mom.'

She touched his cheek and shook her head. That far skin of yourd Youll never tan,
Babby-O. Not you. Come onin and I'll put some Baby Oil on that sunburn.’

He followed her ingde, took off his shirt, and stood in front of her as she sa on the couch
and smeared the fragrant Baby Oil on his back and ams and neck — even on his cheeks. It
fdt good, and he thought again how much he loved her, how much he loved to be buched by
her. He wondered what she would think if she knew he had kissed Carol on the Ferris whed.
Would she amile? Bobby didnt think she would smile. And if she knew about McQuown and
the cards—

I haven't seen your pa from updtairs' she sad, recgpping the Baby Oil bottle. 'I know he's
up there because | can hear the Yankees game on his radio, but wouldnt you think hed go out
on the porch where it's cool ?

'I guess he doen't fed likeit,' Bobby said. 'Mom, are you okay?

She looked & him, datled. Tine, Bobby.! She smiled and Bobby smiled back. It took an
effort, because he didn't think hismom wasfine at dl. In fact he was pretty sure she waan'.

He just had awinkle.

:‘l



That night Bobby lay on his back with his heds soread to the corners of the bed, eyes open
and looking up a the celing. His window was open, too, the curtains drifting back and forth
in a breath of a breeze, and from some other open window came the sound of The Platers
'Here, in the afterglow of day, We keep our rendezvous, benegth the blue' Farther away was
the drone of an airplane, the honk of ahorn.

Riondds dad hed cdled it a winkle, and once héd hit the dally number for fifty dollars
Bobby had agreed with her — a winkle, sure, |1 had a winkle — but he couldn't have picked a
lottery number to save hissoul. Thethingwas. . .

The thing was Mr McQuown knew wher e the queen ended up every time, and so | knew.

Once Bobby redized that, other things fdl into place Obvious duff, redly, but hed been
having fun, and . . . wel . . . you didnt quedion wha you knew, did you? You might question
awinkle— afeding thet came to you right out of the blue but you didn't question knowing.

Except how did he know his mother was tgping money into the underwear pages of the
Sears catdogue on the top shef of her closet? How did he even know the catdogue was up
there? Shed never told him about it. Shed never told him about the blue pitcher where she
put her quarters, ether, but of course he had known about thet for years, he waan't blind even
though he had an idea she sometimes thought he was. But the caidogue? The quarters rolled
and changed into bills, the hills then taped into the caidogue? There was no way he could
know about a thing like that, but as he lay here in his bed, ligening while 'Earth Angd'
replaced Twilight Time' he knew that the catadlogue was there. He knew because she knew,
and it had crosed the front pat of her mind. And on the Ferris whed he had known Carol
wanted him to kiss her again because it had been her firg red kiss from a boy and she hadnt
been paying enough dtention; it had been over before she was completdy aware it was
happening. But knowing that wasn't knowing the future.

'No, it's just reading minds’' he whispered, and then shivered dl over as if his sunburn had
turnedtoice.

Watch out, Bobby-0 — if you don't watch out you'll wind up as nuts as Ted with his low
men.

Far off, in the town square, the dock began bonging the hour of ten. Bobby turned his heed
and looked at the darm dock on his desk. Big Ben daimed it was only nine-fifty-two.

All right, so the clock downtown is a little fast or mine is a little ow. Big deal, McNeal.
Go to deep.

He didnt think he could do that for a leest awhile, but it had been quite a day —
aguments with mothers money won from threecard monte deders, kisses a the top of the
Ferriswhed — and he began to drift in a pleasant fashion.

Maybe sheismy girlfriend, Bobby thought. Maybe she's my girlfriend after all.

With the lag premaure bong of the town sguare clock dill fading in the ar, Bobby fdl

adeep.
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Bobby Readisthe Peper. Brown, with a
White Bib. A Big Chancefor Liz
Camp Broad Stredt. An Uneasy Wesk.
Off to Providence

On Monday, after his mom had gone to work, Bobby went updars to read Ted the paper
(dthough his eyes were actudly good enough to do it himsdf, Ted sad he had come to enjoy
the sound of Bobby's voice and the luxury of being read to while he shaved). Ted good in his
litle bathroom with the door open, scraping foam from his face, while Bobby tried him on
various headlines from the various sections.

'VIET SKIRMISESINTEN SIFY?

‘Before breskfast? Thanks but no thanks'

'CARTSCORRALLED, LOCAL MAN ARRESTED?

'Hrst paragraph, Bobby.'

"When police showed up a his Pond Lane resdence lae yesterday, John T. Anderson of
Hawich told them dl about his hobby, which he dams is collecting supermarket shopping
cats 'He was very interesing on the subject,’ said Officer Kirby Mdloy of the Hawich P.D.,
but we werent entirdy sdisfied that héd come by some of the cats in his collection
honestly.” Turns out Madloy was 'right with Eversharp.’ Of the more than fifty shopping carts
in Mr Anderson's back yard, at least twenty had been stolen from the Harwich A&P and Totd
Grocery. There were even afew carts from the IGA market in Stansbury.™

'Enough,’ Ted sad, rindng his razor under hot waer and then raisng the blade to his
lahered neck. 'Gaumphing amdl-town humor in response to pathetic acts of compulsve
larceny.'

'l don't understand you.'

‘Mr Anderson sounds like a man suffering from a neuross — a mentd problem, in other
words. Do you think menta problems are funny?

'Gee, no. | fed bad for people with loose screws.’

I'm glad to hear you say 0. I've known people whose screws were not just loose but
entirdy missng. A good many such people, in fact. They are often pathetic, sometimes awe-
ingairing, and occasondly terifying, but they ae not funny. CARTS CORRALLED, indeed.
What else is there?

'STARLET KILLED IN EU ROPEAN ROAD ACCIDENT?

‘Ugh, no.’

'Y ANKEESACQUIRE INFIELDER IN TRADE WITH SENATORS?

‘Nothing the Y ankees do with the Senatorsinterests me."

'ALBINI RELISHES UNDERDOG ROLE?'

'Yes, pleaseread that.'

Ted ligened dosdy as he paingakingly shaved his throat. Bobby himsdf found the gstory
less than riveting — it wasn't about Floyd Petterson or Ingemar Johanson, after dl (Sully
cdled the Swedish heavyweight ‘Ingie-Baby) — but he read it carefully, neverthdess. The
twelve-rounder between Tommy 'Hurricané Haywood and Eddie Albini was scheduled for



Madison Square Garden on Wedneday night of the following wek. Both fighters had good
records, but age was conddered an important, perhaps telling factor: Haywood, twenty-three
to Eddie Albini's thirty-sx, and a heavy favoritee The winner might get a shot a the
heavyweight title in the fdl, probably aound the time Richad Nixon won the Presdency
(Bobby's mom sad that was sure to happen, and a good thing — never mind that Kennedy
was a Cahalic, he was just too young, and apt to be a hotheed).

In the aticle Albini said he could undersand why he was the underdog — he was getting
up in years a little and some folks thought he was padt it because heéd logt by a TKO to Sugar
Boy Maders in his last fight. And sure, he knew tha Haywood outreeched him and was
supposed to be mighty sawwy for a younger fdlow. But héd been training hard, Albini sad,
skipping a lot of rope and sparing with a guy who moved and jabbed like Haywood. The
atide was full of words like game and determined’, Albini was described as being ‘full of
grit” Bobby could tel the writer thought Albini was going to get the stuffing knocked out of
him and fet sorry for him. Hurricane Haywood hadn't been avalable to tak to the reporter,
but his manager, a fdlow named |. Klendiens (Ted told Bobby how to pronounce the name),
sad it was likdy to be Eddie Albini's lagt fight. 'He had his day, but his day is over, I.
Klendiens sad. 'If Eddie goes six, I'm going to send my boy to bed without his supper.

Irving Kleindiengt'saka-mai,' Ted said.

‘A what?

‘A fool." Ted was looking out the window toward the sound of Mrs OHards dog. Not
totaly blank the way he sometimes went blank, but distant.

'Y ou know him? Bobby asked.

'No, no, Ted said. He seemed firgt startled by the ides, then amused. 'Know of him'

"It sounds to me like this guy Albini's gonna get creamed.’

'Y ou never know. That's what makesiit interesting.

'What do you mean?

‘Nothing. Go to the comics, Bobby. | want Hash Gordon. And be sure to tel me what Dde
Arden's wearing.’

'Why?

‘Because | think shés a red hotsy-totsy, Ted sdd, and Bobby burg out laughing. He
couldn't help it. Sometimes Ted was ared card.

|

A day later, on his way back from Sterling House, where he had jud filled out the ret of his
forms for summer basebdl, Bobby came upon a caefully printed poster thumbtacked to an
em in Commonwedth Park.

PLEASE HELPUSFIND PHIL!
PHIL isour WELSH CORGI!
PHIL is7 YRS. OLD!

PHIL isBROWN, with a WHITE BIB!
HisEYES ae BRIGHT & INTELLIGENT!
The TIPS OF HISEARS are BLACK!
Will bring you aBALL if you say HURRY UP PHIL!
CALL HOustonic 58337
(OR)

BRING to 745 Highgate Avenue!
Home of THE SAGAMORE FAMILY!



There was no picture of Phil.

Bobby stood looking a the poder for a far length of time. Pat ¢ him wanted to run home
and tdl Ted — not only about this but aout the dar and crescent moon hed seen chdked
beside the hopscotch grid. Another part pointed out that there was dl sorts of stuff posted in
the park — he could see a sign advertisng a concert in the town sguare posted on ancther m
right across from where he was sanding — and he would be nuts to get Ted going about this
These two thoughts contended with each other until they fet like two sticks rubbing together
and hisbrainin danger of catching on fire.

I won't think about it, he told himsdf, sepping back from the pogter. And when a voice
from degp within his mind — a dangeroudy adult voice — protested that he was being paid
to think about guff like this to tell about suff like this Bobby told the voice to just shut up.
And the voice did.

When he got home, his mother was gtting on the porch glider again, this time mending the
deeve of a housadress She looked up and Bobby saw the puffy skin benesth her eyes, the
reddened lids She had a Kleenex folded into one hand.

‘Mom— ?

What's wrong? was how the thought finished . . . but finishing it would be unwise. Would
likdy cause trouble Bobby had had no recurrence of his brilliant ingghts on the day of the
trip to Savin Rock, but he knew her — the way she looked & him when she was ups, the
way the hand with the Kleenex in it tensed, dmogt becoming a fis, the way she drew in
breath and sat up straighter, reedy to give you afight if you wanted to go againg her.

'What? she asked him. ‘Got something on your mind besides your hair?

‘No,' he sad. His voice sounded awvkward and oddly shy to his own ears. 'l was a Seling
House. Theligsare up for basgbdl. I'm aWolf again this summer.’

She nodded and relaxed a little. 'I'm sure you'll make the Lions next year." She moved her
sawing basket from the glider to the porch floor, then petted the empty place. 'St down here
beside me a minute, Bobby. I've got something to tell you.'

Bobby sa with a feding of trepidation — shéd been crying, dfter dl, and she sounded
quite grave— but it turned out not to be abig ded, at least asfar as he could see.

'Mr Biderman — Don — has invited me to go with him and Mr Cushman and Mr Dean to
aseminar in Providence. It'sabig chance for me!

'What's a seminar?

‘A sort of conference — people get together to learn about a subject and discuss it. This
one is Red Edae in the Sixties | was vey surprised that Don would invite me. Bill
Cushman and Curtis Dean, of course | knew they'd be going, they're agents But for Don to
ak me . . . ' Shetraled off for a moment, then turned to Bobby and smiled. He thought it was
a genuine gamile, but it went oddly with her reddened lids. 'I've wanted to became an agent
mysdf for the longest time, and now this, right out of the blue . . . it's a big chance for me,
Bobby, and it could meen a big change for us'

Bobby knew his mom wanted to sl red edate She had books on the subject and reed a
little out of them dmogt every night, often underlining parts. But if it was such a big chance,
why hed it mede her cry?

'Wéll, that's good,’ he said. The ginchiest. | hope you learn alot. When isit?

‘Next week. The four of us leave early Tuesday morning and get back Thursday night
aound eight oclock. All the meetings are a the Warwick Hotd, and that's where well be
daying — Don's booked the rooms. | havent sayed in a hotd room for twelve years, | guess.
I'm alittle nervous’

Did nervous meke you cry? Bobby wondered. Maybe so, if you were a grownup —
especidly a femal e grownup.

1 want you to ak SJif you can day with him Tuesday and Wednesday night. I'm sure



MrsSullivan —*

Bobby shook his head. That won't work.'

'Whyever not? Liz bent a fierce look a him. 'Mrs Sullivan hasnt ever minded you staying
over before. Y ou haven't gotten into her bad books somehow, have you?

'‘No, Mom. It's just that SJ won a week a Camp Winnie' The sound of dl those W's
coming out of his mouth mede him fed like smiling, but he hdd it in. His mother was 4ill
looking a him in that fierce way . . . and wasnt there a kind of panic in that look? Panic or
something like it?

'What's Camp Winnie? What are you talking about?

Bobby explaned dout SJ winning the free wesk a Camp Winiwindga and how Mrs
Sullivan was going to vigt her parents in Wisconsin a the same time — plans which had now
been findized, Big Gray Dog and dl.

‘Damn it, that's jus my luck, his mom sad. She dmos never swore, sad that cursing and
what she cdled 'dirty tak’ was the language of the ignorant. Now she made a fis and struck
the arm of the glider. 'God damn it!"

She st for a moment, thinking. Bobby thought, as well. His only other dose friend on the
dreet was Carol, and he doubted his mom would cdl Anita Gerber and ask if he could dsay
over there. Carol was a girl, and somehow that made a difference when it came to deepovers.
One of his mother's friends? The thing was she didnt redly have any . . . except for Don
Biderman (and maybe the other two that were going to the seminar in Providence). Plenty of
acguaintances, people she sad hi to if they were waking back from the supermarket or going
to a Friday-night movie downtown, but no one she could cdl up and ask to keep her deven-
year-old son for a couple of nights, no reaives, ether, a least none that Bobby knew of.

Like people travdling on converging roads, Bobby and his mother gradudly drew toward
the same point. Bobby got therefirg, if only by a second or two.

'What about Ted? he asked, then amost clapped his hand over his mouth. It actudly rose
out of hislgp alittle.

His mother weatched the hand sdttle back with a return of her old cynicd hdf-amile the one
she wore when digpensing sayings like You have to eat a peck of dirt before you die and Two
men looked out through prison bars, one saw the mud and one saw the stars and of course
thet dl-time favorite, Life's not fair.

You think |1 dont know you cdl him Ted when the two of you are together? she asked.
You mug think I've been taking stupid-pills Bobby-O." She sat and looked out a the street.
A Chryder New Yorker did dowly past — finny, fenderskirted, and highlighted with
chrome. Bobby wached it go by. The man behind the whed was ddely and white-haired
and wearing a blue jacket. Bobby thought he was probably dl right. Old but not low.

‘Maybe itd work,' Liz sad a lad. She sooke musingly, more to hersdf than to her son.
‘Let's go tak to Brautigan and see!’

Following her up the dairs to the third floor, Bobby wondered how long she had known
how to say Ted's name correctly. A week? A month?

From the start, Dumbo, he thought. Fromthe very first day.

..E..;

Bobby's initid idea was that Ted could gay in his own room on the third floor while Bobby
dayed in the goatment on the firg floor; they'd both kegp ther doors open, and if ether of
them needed anything, they could cal.

I don't beieve the Kilgdlens or the Proskys would enjoy you ydling up to Mr Brautigen a
three odock in the momning that youd had a nightmare' Liz sad tatly. The Kilgdlens and
the Prokys had the two smdl second-floor gpatments Liz and Bobby were friendly with
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front of the TV, which his mom rardly alowed) and then staying up as late as they wanted?
Bobby made a promise to himsdf: he would tdl Ted eveything next Friday, after his
mother was back from her conference or seminar or whatever it was. He would make a
complete report and Ted could do whatever he needed to do. He might even stick around.
With this decison Bobby's mind deared amazingly, and when he sawTjl031956 Tc 3m minar or whatever it v



English, what he sdd did not dways make sense. Mogt of the time Bobby thought Ted was
one of the sanedt, smartest, neatest guys he had ever met. When he went away, though, it was
scay. At leest his mom didnt know. Bobby didnt think sheéd be too cool on the idea of
leaving him with a guy who sometimes flipped out and darted taking nonsense in English or
gibberish in some other language.

After one of these lgpses, when Ted did nothing for dmost a minute and a hdf but dare
blankly off into space, meking no response to Bobby's incressngly agitated questions, it
occurred to Bobby that perhgps Ted wasnt in his own head a dl but in some other world —
that he had Ieft Eath as surdy as those people in Ring Around the Sun who discovered they
could follow the spirds on a child's top to just about anywhere.

Ted had been holding a Chesterfidld between his fingers when he went blank; the ash grew
long and eventudly dropped off onto the table When the cod grew unnervingly cdose to
Ted's bunchy knuckles, Bobby pulled it gently free and was putting it out in the overflowing
achtray when Ted findly came back.

'Smoking? he asked with afrown. 'Hell, Bobby, you're too young to smoke'

| wasjugt putting it out for you. | thought . . . ' Bobby shrugged, suddenly shy.

Ted looked a the firgt two fingers of his right hand, where there was a permanent yelow
nicotine dan. He laughed — a short bark with absolutdly no humor in it. Thought | was
going to burn mysdf, did you?

Bobby nodded. "What do you think about when you go off like thet? Where do you go?

That's hard to explain,’ Ted replied, and then asked Bobby to read him his horoscope.

Thinking about Ted's trances was didracting. Not taking about the things Ted was paying
him to look for was even more didracing. As a result, Bobby — ordinaily a pretty good
hitter — gruck out four times in an afternoon game for the Wolves a Sterling House. He dso
lost four Sraight Battleship gamesto Sully a S Js house on Friday, when it rained.

'What the heck's wrang with you? Sully asked. That's the third time you called out squares
you dready cdled out before. Also, | have to practicdly holler in your ear before you answer
me. What's up?

‘Nothing.' That was what he said. Everything. That was what he felt.

Carol dso asked Bobby a couple of times that week if he was okay; Mrs Gerber asked if he
was 'off his feed; Yvonne Loving wanted to know if he had mono, and then giggled until she
seemed in danger of exploding.

The only person who didnt notice Bobby