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1. Higgs
Field

 


“Jesus Murphy,
do you think you could keep the bloody caravan on the road, lad?”
Jimmy Higgs pleaded with me. Jimmy was a big man, near 6 foot five
and heavy built. And like any big man, you didn’t want to get him
riled. I could tell that Jimmy was pissed when he began ranting in
that Scottish accent. Now that I think of it, he always talked in a
Scottish accent even though he was Polish. He changed his name from
something ending in ski to Higgs when he stumbled across the name
in an article on physics. Jimmy loved to read magazines on topics
that he did not understand. He called it elevating himself. A Higgs
field is the vacuum of space, those great holes of eternity between
galaxies, Jimmy liked to repeat on any occasion offered to him. On
one level a Higgs field is placid. It appears as if nothing is
happening. But at a subatomic level, chaos is brewing. Particles
popping in and out of existence. That described Jimmy Higgs. Calm
on the surface. Chaos cooking underneath.

“Where’s your
mind, lad?” Jimmy braced himself clutching onto the armrest as I
cut in front of a Chrysler that screeched on its brakes, honking
its horn. “Do I have to take the bloody steering wheel?”

“Don’t worry,
Mr. Higgs.” My name is Guy Lombardo. I am the driver of the van. I
work for Jimmy Higgs.

“The guy in the
Chrysler is just an old fart, Mr. Higgs, trying to drink his coffee
while driving with one hand. They shouldn’t allow people like that
on the road.”

“I’m not
worried about that old fart. I’m worried about the one sitting
beside me. And don’t denigrate old people. My mother is an old
lady.” Smoke billowed out of Jimmy’s mouth. Jimmy liked a good
cigar. “She could out drive you, lad, any day of the week including
Sundays and statutory holidays. I brought you on this job because
you waxed so eloquently on your driving skills. So far I am not
impressed. Could we get from point A to point B in one piece?”

I laughed.
Jimmy’s constant criticism was getting on my nerves. God, he was
beginning to sound like my mother.

“Maybe you
should have hired someone else,” I said.

Jimmy cleared
his throat and released his grip on the armrest now that the danger
had passed. “Don’t be so sensitive, lad. You’ll never become a
success in life if your skin is too thin.”

Jimmy turned
and spit out the window. That was another thing about Jimmy. When
he smoked cigars, he spat. I’m terrified of second hand spit. Could
blow right back into the van.

“Cut out the
life lessons than, Mr. Higgs. I ain’t no kid.”

“Point taken,
lad.”

My fit of
temper had calmed Jimmy down.

Jimmy chuckled
as he recalled some event from his past. That was another thing
about Jimmy. He was real good at paving over disagreements. “My
dear mother was the wheel on my early jobs. What a great old gal.
She taught me everything I know about my line of work. It was like
college. Bank robbing is a trade, lad. It takes planning, timing,
and a sound judgment of character. Mom and dad used to rob banks
clear across Saskatchewan. They were the Bonnie and Clyde of their
generation. For ten years they rolled over those dirt roads from
town to town. Made a small fortune. Lived a humble life. Put their
money in stocks. Mom only made one mistake in her life.”

I looked at
Jimmy. He was enjoying himself.

“And what was
that?”

“She trusted my
dad. He ran off with all their money. Left her broke and
pregnant.”

Jimmy flicked
his cigar out the window.

“You didn’t
tell me that we’d be using a van, Mr. Higgs.” There was a lot of
traffic on the highway. I preferred four lanes. The 427 had
sixteen. They keep building these highways wider and they just kept
filling up with more traffic as if the asphalt was breeding
automobiles.

“What did you
think we’d be driving, lad, a Lamborghini?” Jimmy took out a
cigarette and lit it up. Then he took a little black book he kept
in his shirt pocket and marked down the cigarette. Jimmy kept an
account of everything.

“Winds blowing
us all over the road,” I offered as an explanation for my driving.
I was nervous. Montgomery didn’t like to wait and we were already
late. If Montgomery opted out of the job we’d be in a tight
spot.

“There’s an
explanation for everything in the universe, lad. Wind is not an
explanation. It’s an excuse.”

“Sure Mr.
Higgs. Tell me about your old lady.”

“She’s retired
now. Retired in Florida. Plays cribbage with those old ladies down
there. They play for money. Mom is quite the shark. Tells me it
pays better than banks.”

“So why did you
pick me as your wheel, Mr. Higgs?” It bothered me that Jimmy wanted
me for the job and yet all he had done since we began was to
complain about my driving.

“I had a
feeling about you, lad. I trust my feelings. Look lad, I’ve placed
considerable faith in you. Don’t betray that trust. As far as a
white van is concerned, it fits our requirements. Look around you.
There are dozens of white vans on the road. But you don’t notice
them. No one remembers a white van. It’s like we’re invisible.
Burnhamthorpe is coming up. Better get over into the right
lane.”

I glanced into
my mirror and pulled over to the exit ramp. We promised to meet
Montgomery at the Canadiana Restaurant in the Six Points Plaza. It
was Jimmy’s idea. Lay of the land, Jimmy called it. Montgomery
didn’t like the idea. Montgomery told me when I first interviewed
her that she didn’t like hanging around a job sight. People tended
to remember her. I didn’t tell that to Jimmy.

“This is a four
man job, lad. We’ll need a mule. Someone to do the heavy
labour.”

“I’ve got
someone in mind, Mr. Higgs. He needs the work and he can keep his
mouth shut.”

“I hope he
likes to work hard. I like a man who enjoys his own sweat. And
there will be plenty of sweat, you can count on that. And our safe
cracker. How good is this Montgomery?”

“He comes
highly recommended.” I moved the van east along Burnhamthorpe. I
turned at a side street called Ashbourne Avenue and headed south to
Bloor. I hadn’t told Jimmy that Montgomery was female.

“You didn’t
give your signal, lad!”

“What?”

Jimmy looked at
me, the cigarette stuck to his lower lip, bobbing up and down as he
talked.

“Follow the
rules of the road. Always obey society’s rule, lad. It keeps you
invisible. That’s why I have never served any time. Staying
invisible. The first rule of bank robbing. I’m always in and out
before anyone knows I’ve been around. And get a haircut, lad. That
long stringy mop of yours draws too much attention. We should all
look like accountants. No one notices accountants. Who recommended
this Montgomery?”

“On my last
job, the fellows were bragging about him. Said there wasn’t a bank
he couldn’t break into, how there wasn’t a lock he couldn’t
pick.”

A few moments
later we pulled into the plaza. I was about to turn into a parking
space when Jimmy stopped me.

“Park at the
other end of the plaza, lad. Never park in front of a bank.” Jimmy
was a real stickler for details.

After parking
at the end of the plaza, we got out of the van. Jimmy flicked his
cigarette onto the ground. He looked around.

“Something
smell funny to you, lad?”

I shrugged.

Jimmy looked up
into the sky.

“Storms coming.
You can smell it.”

“Is that a
problem, Mr. Higgs?”

“Could be good,
could be bad.”

We walked
across the lot and stopped in front of the drugstore. “That drug
store wasn’t here before, lad. Used to be a grocery store. That’s
not good.”

“Why’s
that?”

Jimmy pointed
to the sign above the drug store. Open 24 hours, it read.

 


2. They Weren’t
Twins

 


They weren’t
twins but they might as well have been. Brother and sister most
guessed. None guessed they had been married. And were now divorced.
And still lived together. Sometimes slept together. Were now
working together for the gas company. General maintenance. Mostly
in cramped quarters in small holes in the middle of streets. Some
of the streets were residential, some business. At the time of this
story they were working on a gas main on Bloor Street. In the
middle of the street, Sharmaine and Willie Marcus shared a hole. To
the south of their hole was the Six Points Plaza and the Bank of
Commerce. To the north was the Zig Zag Bar and the Elm Old Age
Home.

“Gold has gone
down four points,” Sharmaine Marcus said as she leaned against the
wall of the hole reading a newspaper by the light of the helmet she
wore. “We should have put more money into futures.”

Willie Marcus
lit up a cigarette.

“What the hell
does that mean, down four points?”

“I know it’s
not good.” Sharmaine put down her newspaper and looked at the
cigarette in Willie’s mouth. “Do you think that’s a good idea,
Willie?”

Willie took the
cigarette out of his mouth and looked at it. He shrugged his
shoulders.

“If the boss
shows up, he won’t be pleased,” Sharmaine pointed out. “The boss is
a stickler for regulations.”

“When was the
last time the boss showed up at a job sight, Sharmaine? I’ll tell
you when. Last summer during that heat wave when the coolest place
in the area was either the Zig Zag or the hole we were digging on
Jopling Avenue. Our beer was cheaper. Oh, he ain’t going to show up
on this job. You can be sure of that. Too damn cold out. Nobody
ever checks out a gas hole. Everyone thinks that the thing might
blow.”

Sharmaine
leaned over and turned up the radio they’d brought into the hole.
With God on our side, was playing.

Sharmaine
sighed. “Remember the first time we heard Dylan. We were in grade
ten. Math class. I was working on my algebra. You were on acid. It
was that song about the boxer. What was his name?”

“Hurricane
Carter.”

“Ya. That’s
right. Mr. Bissada was such a cool guy letting us listen to music
while we worked.”

“You had a
crush on Bissada.”

“Did not!”

“Why did you
baby-sit his kid then?” The smile on Willie’s face began to grow
smug.

“Because I was
getting paid!”

There was
several moments of silence. Sharmaine looked at Willy waiting for a
response. Willie was thinking. That was what Sharmaine had always
loved about Willie – he liked to think. He was just slower at it
than most people.

“The thing I’m
wondering,” Willie began in a flurry of words, “is how long we
should stay down here before we call it a day. If we finish this
job today then we’ll have to start a new job before the weekend. I
hate starting up a new job on Friday. It gives you too much to
think about on the weekend.”

“You’re so
pragmatic, Willie.”

“I am not,
Sharmaine. I’m an artist after all. Artists are romantic by
nature.”

“How are you
romantic?”

“Well… I like
flowers and chocolates and candlelight.”

“You do not
like candle light. How many evenings have we had a candlelight
dinner and you insist on turning the lights on? You told me that
you like to see what you’re eating.”

Willie thought
about that for a moment.

“What the hell
has Dylan got to do with romance?”

“It’s a bridge
mark, Willie. We started going out in grade ten.”

“Were we having
sex?”

Sharmaine
turned away for a moment. She was upset.

“What?” Women
confused Willie. Conversations were like a minefield. You could
never be sure what might blow up in your face.

Sharmaine
remained silent for several moments. A bus passed by the hole
cutting out the sound of the radio.

“You’re putting
on weight, Willie.”

Willie ignored
Sharmaine’s comment. Weight was a touchy subject with Willie. He’d
never been more than 150 pounds in his life. At school, the kids
had nicknamed him the ninety pound weakling.

“On the next
job I think we should rig up a television. It would help pass the
time. Why’d you have to say that about my weight?”

There was
silence once again. Willie felt the tire of fat around his
waist.

“What’s the
point of putting a TV down here if we can’t get cable? An antenna
isn’t going to be of any use in a hole. Besides there’s nothing on
in the middle of the day except those talk shows. I hate
Oprah.”

“I’ve been
doing bench presses.” Willie Marcus flicked ashes off his
cigarette.

“Bench presses!
Oh Willie, all you’ve been bench pressing is that fleusy
Brittany.”

“I’d appreciate
it if you wouldn’t call Brittany a fleusy. We’re going out Saturday
night. I’m going to wear my wedding suit. How can you hate Oprah?
That’s racism.”

Sharmaine
laughed. “You’ll look ridiculous in a tux. No one goes on a date in
tails.” Sharmaine took a deep breath. “I thought we were going to
watch videos Saturday. That new Harrison Ford flick is out. You
know I hate watching movies alone. It makes me feel like such a
loser.”

Willie paused
for a moment. “I’ll be home late. Don’t wait up for me.”

“I don’t know
what you see in that… air head. She doesn’t even have her grade
ten. And she’s too young for you.”

“Brittany is
smarter than you think.”

“Ya, right! And
hating Oprah isn’t racism.”

Willie checked
his watch. “It’s almost lunch. Maybe we should do some work. You
want to go for lunch at the Canadiana?”

***

Willie stared
at his French fries. Sharmaine finished her lunch and started to
pick at her ex-husbands lunch. Willie looked up.

“Stop doing
that!”

“Doing what?”
Sharmaine’s mouth was filled with fries.

“Picking at my
food, Sharmaine. We’re not married anymore.”

“Friends can
share too. Something is bothering you, Willie.”

Willie shook
his head, and gestured to the waitress for another coffee.

“Don’t deny it,
Willie. I’ve known you since we were kids and I can tell when
you’re upset.”

Willie shrugged
his shoulders.

“It’s your art,
isn’t it?”

Margaret, the
waitress, stepped over to the table and filled Willie’s cup.
Sharmaine looked up.

“When are you
due?”

Margaret rubbed
her protruding stomach with her hand.

“Any day now,”
she smiled. “It can’t come soon enough.”

“Your belly
ache?”

“It’s my feet.”
Margaret returned to the counter.

Sharmaine
sighed and glanced across the table at Willie.

“Maybe we
should have had a kid.”

“You hate
kids.” Willie glanced at Margaret waddling across the room. “God,
look at the size of her ass!”

“Not my own.
I’d like to have a child. My clock is ticking. I think Margaret
looks beautiful. There’s an aura about her.”

Willie smirked.
“There’s a lot of gravity about her.”

“That’s
cruel.”

“I’m a cruel
guy.”

“What were we
talking about?”

“Nothing.”

“Your art.
We’re always talking about your art.”

Willie slipped
a package of cigarettes out of his shirt.

“I’m sitting in
a hole all day thinking that I’ll never have time to paint. I was
brought into the world through a hole, I’m spend all my working
life in a hole, and I’ll be buried in a hole. If that isn’t
depressing, I don’t know what is.”

“You are so
upbeat.”

“Ah Sharmaine,
I feel so wasted. You don’t know what it’s like to have a gift and
not be able to use it. ”

Willie put a
cigarette in his mouth.

“I wouldn’t
light that thing up. Margaret will come over and tell you to butt
it out.”

“Brittany said
that she would pose for me. She has a beautiful body.”

“And I
don’t?”

“I didn’t say
that. When did you become so thin skinned?”

Sharmaine
sighed.

“I just can’t
face a blank canvas. It scares me, Sharmaine. All that white. It’s
like being buried under a snowdrift. You don’t know which way is
up.”

“Have you been
taking your medication?”

Willie shrugged
as he lit up his cigarette.

“You know what
happens to you when you go off your medication, Willie. Remember
that last episode. I had to call the police. You’re lucky it was
Sam Kelly that showed up. He was so understanding about your
situation. Some day, Willie, you’re going to get a rookie cop with
an itchy finger. He won’t understand why a grown man is running
around the church parking lot with his bathrobe on.”

“I was playing
ball hockey with the kids.”

“The kids
didn’t ask you to play. Oh, shit. Here comes Margaret.”

Willie butted
out his cigarette in the remainder of his fries.

Sharmaine
gasped. “Jesus, I was going to eat those.”

Sharmaine
stepped across her kitchen floor and opened the refrigerator door.
She turned and screamed.

“Willie!”

A cry came from
the living room. “What?”

Sharmaine
stepped into the living room. “We’re out of milk. What are you
watching?”

“Bowling.”

“It’s your turn
to go to the store. Unless you like your coffee black.”

“Are you
sure?”

“We’re out of
milk unless you’ve put it away in the cupboard.”

“Very funny.
Are you sure it’s my turn to go to the store?”

“You put your
shoes in the freezer last Halloween.”

“I was joking
around.”

Sharmaine
smirked. “It took you all day to find them. If I hadn’t asked you
take out the steaks for the barbecue they might still be
there.”

“What?”

Sharmaine took
a seat opposite Willie.

“You’re
watching a baseball game. Who are the Jays playing?”

“Unh?” Willie
looked at the television. “It’s just spring training.”

“Willie, you
can’t mope around the house like this. I’ll bet you’re not this
loopy around little Brittany. I’ll bet you’re all smiles and
chuckles around the girlfriend. What do you two find to talk
about?”

Willie was
silent.

“What?”

“I’ve been
thinking…”

“Yes?”

“Maybe we
should sell the house. I think we’re getting on each other’s
nerves.”

“You know that
we can’t afford to do that, Willie. By the time we sell the house,
pay the lawyers, and divide up the remainder, neither of us would
have enough cash to buy another place. You want to start living in
a flat again?”

“I could move
in with Brittany.”

“So that’s
it.”

“Brittany
thinks there’s something wrong with a divorced couple living
together. She gets jealous. Thinks we’re still sleeping
together.”

“Well, we
are.”

Willie sighed.
“I need to paint.”

“You need to
get some milk.”

 


3. Due Date

 


Margaret rubbed
her belly and smiled at Sam Kelly across the breakfast table.

“He’s really
kicking up a storm this morning. Feel him.”

Sam got up from
the table and stepped around to feel Margaret’s stomach.

“God, what a
tyrant!” Sam smiled as he knelt beside his wife’s chair.

Margaret ran
her fingers through Sam’s hair.

“He’s frisky,
like his father.”

Sam returned to
his coffee and eggs.

Margaret looked
around the kitchen. “I’d like to make some changes. The house is
too… adult.”

Sam chuckled.
“You want to put wallpaper up with cowboys and Indians?”

“Maybe. We’ve
muted everything in the house because it’s calming. Children don’t
need calming. They need to be stimulated.”

Sam looked up
over his coffee. “That’s not what Wendel tells me.”

“Don’t you
start taking lessons on fatherhood from Wendel Olson. Sounds to me
like those two teenagers of his are a hand full.”

Sam
grinned.

“What’s that
phony smile for?” Margaret looked at her husband for several
minutes then added, “You think that you’re too old to start a
family?”

Sam put down
his coffee. He began to speak slowly. “I was thinking that you
should stay home these last few days. Your due date is in two
weeks.”

Sam had never
felt conflicting emotions so strongly before. He was overjoyed that
he was having a baby but he knew he was too old to start a family.
He tried to hide it but there was no way to hide anything from
Margaret.

“Thanks for
lying, Sam. And you are not too old to start a family. You’re
younger than most men half your age. You told me that your
grandmother lived to be 95.”

Sam laughed.
“Do you think I look like my grandmother?”

Margaret
nibbled on a piece of toast. She knew what was bothering Sam. Both
his father and grandfather died at 59 from strokes. Sam was on the
clock.

“God Sam, I’ve
put on so much weight. My rear end looks like the back of a
pickup.”

“You’re
beautiful, dear. And don’t go insulting that bum. We’re good
friends.”

“But, are you
losing interest?” Margaret rubbed her belly. “I look like a whale.
And don’t say I’m beautiful again. I know what I look like waddling
across the restaurant floor.”

“Why don’t you
take your leave now?”

Margaret
smiled. She loved the look of concern on her husband’s face. It
made her feel safe. “It’s just a few more days and I’d rather be
home those extra days with the baby. Unless you want to bring on my
due date.”

“Excuse
me?”

“I read that
sex can bring on contractions. I guess the baby figures that when
you’re inside me, he’s being evicted.”

Sam
laughed.

Margaret stared
at her husband. “I’m serious.”

“But, it’s so
awkward for you. I feel like I’m going to do you and the baby
damage.”

“I’m not a
porcelain doll, Sam Kelly. Besides, I’m so bloody horny. I’ve never
felt like this before. And there are ways to do it.”

Sam shook his
head. He looked at his watch. “We’ll both be late for work.”

“Are you
turning me down?”

Sam sighed
cheerfully. “What a man has to do in the line of duty.”

Sam got out of
his car and raced around to the other side to help Margaret out.
She’d already begun to climb out of the car.

“You are so
impatient.” Sam offered Margaret a hand as she stepped out of the
car. Margaret gave her husband a kiss at the front door of the
restaurant.

“If for some
reason I can’t pick you up on time, take a cab, Margaret.”

“You’re a
bully.” Margaret grinned and as she stepped into the restaurant,
called back to Sam. “And I don’t mind taking the bus. We need the
money.”

Sam returned to
the car. He looked up into the sky. A storm was coming. Slowly he
drove through the parking lot to Dundas Street. He stopped. Two men
passed in front of him. One glanced at the car. Sam thought he
recognized the face but couldn’t place it. A smile swept across his
face when he thought of him and Margaret that morning in bed.
Closing in on sixty years old and an expectant father. It made him
feel both proud and foolish.

Margaret
stepped into the washroom to change. She looked into the mirror at
herself. Her size always shocked her. So many years trying to stay
slim, diets and exercise, and now her bountifulness pleased her.
Except for sore feet and a sore back, she felt comfortable in her
body despite her complaints to her husband. The apron she wore
barely covered her belly. Did Sam still love her? A tear ran down
her cheek. She knew she was being foolish. But, he had been single
for so long and women had always been attracted to him. What if he
decided to have an affair on her? Could she blame him? She giggled.
He’d been so gentle with her that morning, afraid that each push
inside her would make her explode. And she felt like exploding. He
had stopped when she started weeping and she had to order him to
continue. They had both laughed.

***

Sam stepped
into the office and took a seat behind his desk. He looked over the
files left there from the day before. A file on the Armstrong boy
lay on top. He opened it up. A sad story. His father had been the
victim of a hit and run accident the year before. It had opened a
real can of worms. Looking through Jack Armstrong’s private files,
Mary, his wife, had discovered that her husband was a pedophile.
She had shot him several times as he lay in his hospital bed. She
was found innocent by way of insanity. Their son, Junior, had not
taken any of it well. Acting out, that’s what the psychiatrist had
called it. Breaking and entering was the police description. The
boy had trouble at school. His grades dropped. There were fights.
He started skipping class and drinking in the school parking lot.
His grandmother who had custody of Junior and his sister, Mary,
could not control him. Was that what had Sam had to look forward to
with his son? Sam would be in his 70s when the boy was a teenager.
How would he be able to control the boy? Sam remembered his own
youth. When he thought of the trouble he had managed to get into,
it made Sam feel anxious. Maybe he would be like his mother.

“Good morning,
Sam,” Constable Sue said as she entered the office. Constable Sue
was an attractive young woman, the target of her fellow officers’
fantasies.

Sam nodded. He
tried not to look at the constable. It made him feel guilty looking
at other women but he couldn’t help noticing how young and slim the
officer appeared.

“No sign yet,
Sam?”

“Any day now,”
Sam responded, keeping his eyes fixed on the file on his desk.

A coffee
appeared on his desk. He looked up.

“I thought you
could use a coffee.”

“You’re in a
good mood this morning, Peggy.”

“I had a lovely
weekend.”

“Any one I
know?” Sam asked.

There was a sly
grin on the constable’s lips. “I’m not saying. I got that report
you requested on the Armstrong boy. What are we going to do about
that kid?”

She placed the
second file on Sam’s desk. It was from the boy’s social worker. Sam
sighed.

“I don’t know.
Kid’s had it pretty rough.”

“He was in
trouble before all this stuff started with his parents.” Peggy
rested on the corner of Sam’s desk. “I was talking to one of the
guidance counselors and he told me that Jack junior was caught the
previous term plagiarizing an essay.”

Sam
smirked.

“And,” the
constable continued, “he was suspended before that for threatening
his girlfriend.”

“Violence runs
in the family. Wasn’t there a sister?”

The constable
nodded. “She’s an A student. No problems there. Acts like nothing
has happened. Shows up for all of her classes and gets all her
assignments handed in on time. Apparently she’s in denial. Refuses
to talk to any of the counselors. Do you know what her name
is?”

Sam shook his
head.

“Mary. Can you
believe that, Sam? They name the son after the father, and the
daughter after the mother. I find that disturbing. You got a name
yet for your baby, Sam?”

Sam glanced up
at the constable. “Margaret wants to name him, Sam. You want to
have children, Peggy?”

“Is that a
proposal?”

Sam
blushed.

The constable
nodded. “Ya. Even after all the shit we see kids go through in his
office, I’d still like to have babies. Do you think a woman has to
choose between her career and a family?”

Sam blew on his
coffee. It was too hot.

“If you wait
too long, Peggy, that decision can become mute.”

Constable Sue
sighed and looked at Sam sadly. “Sometimes it seems that all the
good men have been spoken for.”


4. Jack
Junior

 


I always knew
my old man was a perve. I saw the pics he kept secretly stashed
away in his drawers. Mostly they were pics of babes. Naked. Doing
stuff. I didn’t hate him for it or anything. It wasn’t like he was
sneaking up to my room and doing me. Or my sister. Lots of fathers
have stashes of mags. Terry White showed me pics his old man had
taken of Mrs. White. Not that it turned me on or anything. Mrs.
White hasn’t missed too many meals. Larry Williams’ dad has all the
Sunshine girls pasted on his garage wall. There’s years of chicks
up there. I figured all dads were perves. That didn’t give my old
lady the right to shoot my old man.

I liked my dad.
He was on my case about school and things but he was all right.
When I was a kid in elementary school he coached my tier two hockey
team. I played left wing and I was okay. Not that I figured I would
ever get to the NHL. The only kids I know that had a chance were
these two twins who went to a private school in the Kingsway. Their
old man is obsessed with hockey. And church. All the players were
expected to join in a prayer before each game. And he yelled a lot.
Right in kids’ faces. My old man was cool. He never yelled. Just
opened the gate and let us play. We didn’t win much.

My dad was
private. He didn’t talk much to me. I guess he had secrets. Maybe
if he had gotten help. But how do you ask for help when you’re a
perve? One summer we went fishing. Just my dad and me. Camping up
in Algonquin Park. He taught me how to fly fish. My dad knew a lot
about astronomy. We’d lie in our sleeping bags under the open sky
and he’d point out all the different constellations and what their
names were. And he’d talked about the Greeks. And what a great
people they were. How they’d fought with their inner demons; they
called them gods. He told me the tales of Achilles and Hercules and
Ulysses. I think he wished he had their courage.

I’m always
being dragged down to the counselor’s office. Like talking to me is
going to bring my old man back. Always asking me if I sleep all
right. Course I sleep, I tell them. What do they think I’m going to
tell them? And why should I? What did they ever do for me before my
old man got knocked off? I was one of those invisible kids in
school until I did something wrong. You could be the biggest
asshole in high school and as long as you’re showing up for class
and doing your work, everyone is happy. Jumping through hoops,
that’s what school is all about.

They said I
stole an essay off the net, that I plagiarized it. There wasn’t any
proof. Just figured that someone like me couldn’t write that well.
Mr. Brennan has always had it in for me. Who knows why? Maybe cause
I didn’t suck up to him. So I get dragged down to Mrs. Fleming, the
VP. Old lady Fleming started ranting about the theft of
intellectual thought. There’s a bitch who never had an original
idea in her life, not even one that was stolen. She shows me my
essay on Martin Luther like it was a smoking gun. She asked me
where I stole the essay. Like I would have given up a friend to
her. I ain’t no rat. Okay, maybe my sister helped me, but it’s not
like she wrote it for me. Mary is an A student and she helped me
with some of the ideas about the Reformation. I told old lady
Fleming to go fuck herself. Suspended! For what? Telling the
truth?

Mary’s got her
own problems. We are tight. Real tight. Mary’s always been a real
sad person. And this is before this shit with my parents. She takes
everything so seriously. Mary gets a B and she thinks that her
whole world is going down the tubes. She’s older than me but it’s
like I’m the one giving the advice. Mary has a bit of a weight
problem. Not that she’s fat. She’s big. I mean tall. Not basketball
tall, just taller than the shrimps around her. But ever since grade
school kids have been
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