1 of 27

Sty savernran 4 g s

fropaveoL

SUBSCRIBE =

a 3}
SW
EVENTS DONATE + NEWSLETTE RS STORA
IN

E SIGN

THE DAILY vYTHE QUARTERLY VAU*HOPSDOC(,Q:.'"ABOUT MBSCRIBE

Spaceships Have Landed

Alice Munro

ISBUE 131, SUMMER 1984

ight, Eunie’s mother said, she had
heard the screen door close. She heard the screen door and thought

nothing of it. She thought of course that Eunje had gone out to the
toilet. Even in 1953 the Morgans had no iridoor plumbing,
Of course none of them went as far as the toilet, late at night. Eunie

and the old woman squatted on the grass. The old man watered the
spirea at the far end of the perch.

Then I must have gone to sleep,
later on, and | thought that I never
She went downstairs and walke
was behind the kitchen, but she m
night. She might be on the couch i

the hall floor to get the breeze between the doors. She
out on the porch where there was 2 decent car seat that
ago, had found discarded farther down the road. Her m
find her anywhere. The kitchen clock said

Eunie’s mother went back y
woke up.

Eunie’s mother said, but I woke up
heard her come in.

d around in the hous¢. Eunie’s room
ight be sleeping an

twenty past two.
pstairs and shook Eunie’d father ti]] he

“Eunie’s not down there,” she said.

“Where is she then?” said her husband, as if it was up

to her to
know. She had to shake him and shake him, to keep him {

rom going
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back to sleep. He had a great indifference to news, a teluctance to listen

to what anybody said, even when he was awake,

“Get up, get up,” she said. “We got to find her.” Fiy ally he obeyed
her, sat up, pulled on his trousers and his boots, “Get your flashlight
she told him, and with him behind her she went down the stairs again,
out onto the porch, down into the yard. It was his job }o shine the

Hashlight—she told him where. She directed him alo

the path to the

toilet, which stood in a clump oflilacs and currant by es at the back of
the property. They poked the light inside the buildingand found

nothing, Then they peered in among the sturdy lilac
were practically trees—and along the path—almost |

ks—these
t now—that led

through a sagging section of the wire fence to the wildlgrowth along the

river bank. Nothing there. Nobody.

Back through the vegetable garden they went, lighy fng up the
dusted potato plants and the rhubarb thar was now gzl"lildly gone to

seed. The old man lifted 2 great rhubarb leaf with his
the light under that,

His wife asked whether he had gone crazy.

She recalled that Eunie used to walk in her sleep. By
ago.

She spotted something glinting at the corner of the
knives or a man in armour.

ot, and shone

t that was years

house, like

“There. There.” she said. “Shine it there, What’s th

>”

It was only Eunie’s bicycle, that she rode to work every day.

Then the mother called Eunie’s name. She called it
the front of the house; plum trees grew as high as the h

the back and
use in front and

there was no sidewalk, justadirt path between them. Their trusks

crowded in like watchers, crooked black animals. Whe

she waited for

an answer she heard the gulp of 2 frog, close, as if it sat ip those

branches. Morgan’s place was the last on this road, last

fthe houses

with their backs to the river. Half 2 mile farther on, the foad ended up
in a field too marshy for any use, with weedy poplars gr wing up
through the willow-bushes and elderberries. In the oth direction, it

met the road from town, then crossed the river and clj

the chicken farm. On the river flats lay the old fairgroun

S, some

grandstands abandoned since before the War, when the fair here was

taken over by the big fair at Walley. The racetrack oval
out in the grass.

Was still marked
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This was where the town set out to be, over a hundred years ago.
Mills and hostelries were here. But the river floods pefsuaded people to
move to higher ground. House plots remained on the map, and roads
laid out, but only the one row of houses where people lived who were
too poor or in some way too stubborn to change—or, it the other
e€xtreme, too temporary in their living arrangements th object to the
invasion of the water.

They gave up—Eunie’s parents did. They sat down|in the kitchen
without any light on. It was between three and four o’dlock. It must
have seemed as if they were waiting for Eunie to comefnd tell them
what to do. It was Eunie who was in charge in that hou}e and they
probably could hardly imagine a time when it had beeq otherwise.
Nineteen years ago she had literally burst into their livks. Mrs. Morgan
had thought she was having the change and getting stout—she was
stout enough already that it did not make much differdnce. She thought
the commotion in her stomach was what people called|indigestion. She
knew how people got children, she was not a dunce—i was just that
she had gone on so long withour any such thing happeging. One day in
the post office she had 1o ask for a chair, she was weak 4nd overcome by
cramps. Then her water broke, she was hustled over tolthe hospital,
and Eunie popped out with a full head of white hair. She made her claim
to attention from the moment of her birth.

One whole summer Eunie and Rhea played togethes. They never
thought of their activity as play, but playing was what t ey called it, to
satisfy other people. It was the most serious part of thefr lives. What
they did the rest of the time seemed frivolous, forgettalile. When they
cut from Eunie’s yard down to the riverbank they becarpe different
people. Each of them was called Tom. The Two Toms. A Tom was a
noun to them, not just a name. It was not male or femalg. It meant
somebody exceptionally brave and clever but not always lucky, and—
just barely—indestructible. The Toms had a battle whidh could never
end, and this was with the Bannershees. (Perhaps Rhea and Eunie had
heard of banshees.) The Bannershees Iurl{cd along the rfver and could
take the form of robbers or Germans or skeletons. Theif tricks and
propensities were endless. They laid traps and lay in ambush and
tortured the children they had stolen. Sometimes Eunjejand Rhea got
some real children—the McKays who lived briefly in ong¢ of the river
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houses—and persuaded them to let themselves be tigd up and thrashed
with cattails. But the McKays could not or would not bubmit
themselves to the plot, and they soon cried or escaped and went home,
so that it was just the Toms again.
The Toms built a city of mud by the riverbank. It was walled with
stones against the Bannershees’ artack and contained A royal palace, a
swimming pool, a flag, But then the Toms took a jourrey and the
Bannershees leveled it all. (Of course Eunie and Rhea had to change
themselves, often, into Bannershees.) A new leader a eared, a
Bannershee queen; her name was Joylinda, and her scHemes were
diabolical. She had poisoned the blackberries growinglon the bank, and
the Toms had eaten some, being careless and hungry after their
journey. They lay writhing and sweating down among the juicy weeds
when the poison struck. They pressed their bellies int¢ mud that was
slightly soft and warm like just-made fudge. They felt their innards
shrivel and they were shaking in every limb, but they hiad to get up and
stagger about, looking for an antidote. They tried cheying sword grass
—which true to its name could slice your skin—they smeared their
mouths with mud, and considered biting into a live frop if they could
catch one, but decided at last it was chokecherries thatfwould save
them from death. They ate a cluster of the tiny chokecherries and the
skin inside their mouths puckered desperately, so that they had to run
to the river to drink the water. They threw themselves Hown on i,
where it was all silty among the waterlilies and you couldn’t see the
bottom. They drank and drank it, while the bluebottleq flew straight as
arrows over their heads. They were saved.
Emerging from this world in the late afternoon, they found
themselves in Eunie’s yard where her parents would be working still, or
again, hoeing or hilling or weeding their vegetables. They would lie
down in the shade of the house, exhausted as if they had swum lakes or
climbed mountains. They smelled of the river, of the wild garlic and
mint they had squashed underfoot, of the hot rank grass and the foul
mud where the drain emptied. Sometimes Eunje would go into the
house and get them something to eat—slices of bread wiith corn syrup
or molasses. She never had to ask if she could do this, St ¢ always kept
the bigger piece for herself,
They were not friends in the way that Rhea would urt:lerstand being
friends later on. They never tried to please or comfort ehch other. They
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did not share secrets, except for the game, and even that was not a
secret because they let others take part. But they neve} let the others be
Toms. So maybe that was what they shared, in their infense and daily
collaboration. The nature, the danger, of being Toms.

Eunie never seemed subject to her parents or even fonnected to
them in the way of other children. Rhea was struck by the way Eunie
ruled her own life, the careless power she had in the hduse. When Rhea
said that she had to be home at a certain time, or that she had to do
chores or change her clothes, Eunie was affronted, dis elieving. Every
decision Eunie made must have been on her own. Whdn she was fifteen
she stopped going to school and got a job in the glove factory. Rhea
could imagine her coming home and announcing to hdr parents what
she had done. No, not even announcing it—it would cgme out in an
ofthand way, maybe when she started getting home latbr in the
afternoon. Now that she was earning money, she bought a bicycle. She
bought a radio and listened to it in her room late at night. Perhaps her
parents would hear shots ring out then, vehicles roaring through the
streets. She might tell them things she had heard—the|news of crimes
and accidents, hurricanes, avalanches. Rhea didn’t thidk they would
pay much attention. They were busy and their life was pventful, though
the events in it were seasonal and had to do with the vepetables which
they sold in town to earn their living. The vegetables, the raspberries,
the rhubarb. They hadn’t time for much else.

While Eunie was still in school Rhea was riding her icycle, so they
never walked together although they took the same royite. When Rhea
rode past Eunie, Eunie was in the habit of shouting out something
challenging, disparaging. Hi ho, Silver! And now, when|Eunie had a
bicycle, Rhea had started walking—there was a notion ht the high
school that any girl who rode a bicycle, after grade nind, looked gawky
and ridiculous. Eunie would dismount and walk along Beside Rhea, as if
she was doing her a favor.

It was not a favor at all—Rhea did not want her. Eunfie had always
been a peculiar sight, tall for her age, with sharp, narrow shoulders, a
whitish-blond crest of fuzzy hair sticking up at the crown of her head, a
cocksure expression and a long, heavy jaw. That jaw gave a thickness to
the lower part of her face that seemed reflected in the phlegmy growl of
her voice. When she was younger none of that had mattkred —her own
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conviction, that everything about her was proper had daunted many.
But now she was five feet nine or ten, drab and mannish in her slacks
and bandannas, with big feet in what looked like men’ shoes, a
hectoring voice and an ungainly walk—she had gone right from being a
child to being a character. And she spoke to Rhea witlj a proprietary air
that grated, asking her if she wasn’t tired of going to s¢hool, or if her
bike was broken and her father couldn’t afford to get it fixed. When
Rhea got a permanent, Eunie wanted to know what h happened to
her hair. All this she thought she could do because sheland Rhea lived
on the same side of town and had played together, in ah era that
seemed to Rhea so distant and discardable. The worst thing was when
Eunie launched into accounts that Rhea found both bq ring and
infuriating, of murders and disasters and freakish events that she had
heard about on the radio. Rhea was infuriated because he could not
get Eunie to tell her whether these things had really happened, or even
to make that distinction—as far as Rhea could tell—to herself.

- Was that on the news, Eunie? Was it a story? Were fpere people
acting it out in front of a microphone or was it reporting? Eunie! Was it
real or was it a play?

It was Rhea, never Eunie, who would get frazzled by these
questions. Eunie would just get on her bicycle and ride away.

“Toodeley oodeley oo! See you in the Zoo!”

Eunie’s job suited her, surely. The glové factory occupied the second
and third floors of a building on the main street, and in the warm
weather when the windows were open you could hear not only the
sewing machines but the loud jokes, the quarrels and i ults, the
famous rough language of the women who worked there. They were
supposed to be of a lower class than waitresses, much Idwer than store
clerks. They worked longer hours and made less mone but that didn’t
make them humble. Far from it. They came jostling and joking down
the stairs and burst out on to the street. They yelled at dars, in which
there were people they knew, and people they didn’t knpw. They
spread disorder as if they had every right.

People close to the bottom, like Eunie Morgan, or ri
like Billy Doud, showed a similar carelessness, a blunted
understanding.

t at the top,

During her last year at high school, Rhea got a job, top. She worked
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in the shoe store on Saturday afternoons. Billy Doud 4
store, in early spring, and said he wanted to buy a paiy

amc into the
of rubber boots,

like the ones hanging up outside. He took off his shoef and displayed
his feet in fine black socks. Rhea told him that.it wouldl be better to

wear woolen socks, work socks, inside rubber boots, so
wouldn’t slide around. He asked if they sold such soclds

that his feet
and said he

would buy a pair of those too, if Rhea would bring them. Then he asked

her if she would put the wool socks on his feet.

That was all a ploy, he told her later. He didn’t need either one,

boots or socks.

His feet were long and white and perfectly sweet-sr pelling. A scent
of lovely soap arose, a whiff of talcum. He leaned back fin the chair, tall
and pale, cool and clean—he himself might have been farved of soap. A
high curved forehead, temples already bare, hair with 4 glint of tinsel,
sleepy ivory eyelids. He was through college at last, hewas twenty-four

years old and home to learn the piano-factory businesd.

“That’s sweet of you,” he said, and asked her to go p a dance that
night, the opening dance of the season in the Walley P3vilion.

After that they went to the dance in Walley every Sdturday night.
They didn’t go out together during the week, because Billy had to get
up early and go to the factory and learn the business—from his mother,
known as the Tartar, and Rhea had to do some housek eping for her
father and brothers. Her mother was in the hospital, in|Hamilton.

“There goes your heartthrob,” girls would say, if Billy drove by the
school when they were out playing volleyball, or passeqd on the street,
and in truth Rhea’s heart did throb—at the sight of hiny, his bright
hatless hair, his negligent but surely powerful hands on|the wheel. But

also at the thought of herself suddenly singled out, so
chosen, with the glow of a prizewinner—or a prize—at

expectedly
out her now, a

grace formerly hidden. Older women she didn’t even khow would smile

at her on the street; girls wearing engagement rings spq
name, and in the mornings she would wake up with the
had been given a great present, but that her mind had
overnight, and she could not for a moment remémber
Billy brought her honor everywhere but at home., T}
unexpected—home, as Rhea knew it, was where they ci
size. Her younger brothers would imitate Billy offering

ke to her by
sense that she

xed it away
hat it was.

at was not

It you down to
their father a

cigarette. Have a Pall Mall, Mr. Sellers. They would floyrish in front of
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5/29/2024. 10:10 AM




taris Keview - Spaceships Have Landed

80of27

him an imaginary package of ready-mades. The unctupus voice, the
complacent gesture, made Billy Doud seem asinine. P§zty, was what
they called him, first Silly Billy, then Silly Putty, then Putty by itself.

“You quit tormenting your sister,” Rhea’s father sajd. Then he took
it up himself, with a business-like question.

“You aim to keep on at the shoe store?” Rhea said, [ Why?”

“Oh. I'was just thinking. You might need it.”

“What for?”

“To support that fellow. Once his old lady’s dead arld he runs the
business into the ground”

And all the time Billy Doud said how much he admired Rhea’s
father. Men like your father, he said. Who work so hardl. Just to get
along. And never expect any different. And are so decdnt, and even-
tempered, and kindhearted. The world owes a lot to mien like that.

They would leave the dance around midnight and drive in the two
cars to the parking spot, at the end of a dirt road on th¢ bluffs above
Lake Huron. Billy kept the radio on, low. He always hadl the radio on,
even thoflgh he might be telling Rhea some complicatdd story. His
stories had to do with this life at college, with parties afd practical
jokes and dire escapades sometimes involving the polide. They always
had to do with drinking. Once somebody who was drustk vomited out a
car window, and so noxious was the drink he had taken|that the paint
was destroyed all down the side of the car. The charactérs in these
stories were not known to Rhea, except for Wayne. Girls’ names
cropped up occasionally, and then she might have to in rerrupt. She had
seen Billy Doud home from college, over the years, witigirls whose
looks, or clothes, whose jaunty or fragile airs, she had been greatly
taken with, and now she had to ask him, was Claire the pne with the
little hat that had a veil, and the purple gloves? In churdh? Which one
had the long red hair and the camel’s hair coat? Who wére velvet boots
with mouton tops?

Usually Billy was not able to remember, and if he did goon to tell
her more about these girls, what he had to say might not be
complimentary.

When they parked, and sometimes even while they drove, Billy put
an arm around Rhea’s shoulders and squeezed her. A promise. There
were promises also during their dances. He was not tooproud to nuzzle
her cheek then or drop a row of kisses on her hair. The kisses he gave
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her in the car were quicker, and the speed, the rhythn) of them, the

little smacks they might be served up with, informed

ner that they were

jokes, or partly jokes. He tapped his fingers on her, orf her knees and
just at the top of her breasts, murmuring appreciatively and then
scolding himself, or scolding Rhea, saying that he had|to keep the lid on

her.

“You're quite the baddy,” he said. He pressed his lips tightly against

hers as if it was his job to keep both their mouths shut

“How you entice me,” he said, in a voice not his owh, the voice of
some sleek and languishing movie actor, and slipped Kis hand between
her legs, touched the skin above her stocking—then jymped and

laughed, as if she was too hot there, or too cold.
“Wonder how old Wayne is getting on?” he said.

The rule was that after a time either he or Wayne wpuld sound a

blast on the car horn, and then the other one had to

wer. This game

—Rhea did not understand that it was a contest, or at y rate what

kind of a contest it was—came eventually to take up

re and more of

his atrention. “What do you think?” he would say, peetjing into the
night at the dark shape of Wayne’s car. “What do you think, should I

give the boy the horn?”

On the drive back to Carstairs, to the bootlegger’s, Rhea would feel
like crying, for no reason, and her arms, her legs would feel heavy and
useless. Left alone, she would probably have fallen fast asleep, but she
couldn’t stay alone because Lucille—Wayne’s girl—wa$ afraid of the
dark, and when Billy and Wayne went into Monk’s Rhea had to keep

Lucille company.

Lucille was a thin, faired-haired girl with a finicky stpmach, irregular
periods and sensitive skin. The vagaries of her body faTinated her, and

she treated it as if it was a balky valuable pet. She alwa

y$ carried baby

oil in her purse and patted it onto her face which would have been
savaged, a little while ago, by Wayne’s bristles. The car §melled of baby
oil and there was another smell under that, like bread d bugh.

“I'm going to make him shave once we get married "|she said to

Rhea. “Right before”

Billy Doud had told Rhea that Wayne had told him he had stuck to
Lucille all this time, and was going to marry her, becausf she would
make a good wife. He said that she wasn’t the prettiest girl in the world,
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and she certainly wasn’r the smartest, and for that regson he would
always feel secure in the marriage. She wouldn’t have b lot of bargaining
power, he said. And she wasn’t used to having a lot of| money.

“Some people might say that was taking a cynical 4 pproach,” Billy
had said. “But others might say, realistic. A minister’slson does have to
be realistic, he’s got to make his own way in life. Anyway, Wayne is
Wayne.”

“Wayne is Wayne,” he had repeated with solemn pleasure.

“So hoyv about you?” said Lucille. “Are you gettinglused to it?”

“Oh, yes,” Rhea said.

“They say it’s better without gloves on. I guess I'll find out once I'm
married.”

Rhea was too embarrassed to admit not having understood at once
what they were talking about. .

Lucille said that once she was married she would bd using sponges
and jelly. Rhea thought that sounded like a dessert, but she did not
laugh, because she knew Lucille would take such a jokq as an insulr.
Lucille began to talk about the conflict that was ragingfaround her
wedding, about whether the bridesmaids should wear picture hats or
wreaths of rosebuds. Lucille had wanted rosebuds, andishe thought it
was all arranged, and then Wayne’s sister had got a permanent that
turned out badly. Now she wanted a hat to cover it up.

“She isn’t a friend even, she’s only in the wedding because of being
his sister, and I couldn’t leave her out. She’s a selfish pexson.”

Wayne’s sister’s selfishness had made Lucille break put in hives,

Something had changed in Rhea since she had turndd out to be so
lucky and had been smiled at, accepted by people like Hucille, shown
what respect was owing to her by becoming Billy Douds girl. It was a
matter of getting inside, of being entirely and gratefully normal, of
living within the life of the town. Rhea used to see the thwn of Carstairs
from outside, as if it had 2 mysterious personality hiddgn from all the
other people who lived inside it. For instance, one day ip winter,
looking by chance out the back window of the library if the town hall,
she saw a team of horses pulling a load of grain sacks on|the municipal
weigh scales. Snow was falling. The horses were heavy workhorses,
which were growing rare now, except that some farmerd used them in
winter, on the roads that were not ploughed. The big grhin sacks, the
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heavy oBedienl: animals, the snow, made Rhea think guddenly that the
town was muffled in great distances, in snow-choked air, and that the
life in it was a timeless ritual. And another day, a mildly overcast day in
late fall, when she was walking home from school, hez ding out of town,
she saw the dust blowing and it seemed to blow from pver-worked,
half-hopeless farms into stores where there were bolt$ of old dried
cloth, and into dim rooms over the stores and into th¢ barbershop with
its stubborn thick-leaved nameless window plant, and the dentist’s
office with the little plush-lined drawers where he ket the false teeth.
A place of waiting, of loneliness, unfinished gestures. TThese feelings or
visions didn’t come so much from what she could see pefore her as they
did from hooks that she had got to read from that samje library—
Russian stories and Winesburg, Obio. She might have peen
embarrassed by that fact, if she had thought about it. $he was brought
up to be embarrassed by any reliance on books, or any kind of
stretching or blurring of the facts. She was brought up|not to be a fool,
So she was happy, now that she was turning out not to pe that—she was
happy to be waiting for her boyfriend Billy Doud outsifde the
bootlegger’s, with an engaged girl, Lucille, and to be tdlking about
wedding hats. It was just that she felt cut off. She and Hucille had rolled
down the car windows for air, and outside was the night with the river
washing out of sight, at its lowest now, among the largq white stones,
and the frogs and crickets singing, the dirt roads faintly, faintly shining,
on their way to nowhere, and the falling-down grandstind in the old
fairgrounds sticking up like a crazy skeletal tower, in tHe dark. She was
cut off from all of that. Blindfolded and cut off. Why?

Rhea was sitting in the bootlegger’s house-—Monk’{—a bare,
narrow wooden house soiled halfway up the walls by thk periodic
flooding of the river. Billy Doud was playing cards at orL end of the big
table. Rhea was seated in a rocking chair, over in a cornpr by the coal-
oil stove, out of the way.

Ordinarily Rhea wouldn’t have been inside this house at all. She
would have been sitting outside with Lucille, in either Wayne’s car or
Billy’s. Billy and Wayne would go in for one drink, pronfising to be out
in half an hour. (This promise was not to be taken serioysly.) But on
this night—it was early in August— Lucille was at home]sick, Billy and
Rhea had gone to the dance in Walley by themselves and afterward they
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hadn’t parked, they had driven directly across countrly to Monk’s.
Monk’s was on the edge of Carstairs, where Billy and Rhea lived. Billy
lived in town, Rhea lived on the chicken farm, just uplover the bridge

from this row of houses along the river.

When Billy saw Wayne’s car parked outside Monkis he greeted it as
if it had been Wayne himself, “Ho-ho-ho! Wayne-the-boy!” he cried.
“Beat us o it!” He gave Rhea’s shoulder a squeeze. “In we go,” he said.

“You to0o.”
Mrs. Monk opened the back door to them, and Bill

y said, “See—I

brought a neighbor of yours.” Mrs. Monk looked at Rhea as if Rhea had

been a stone on the road. Billy Doud had odd ideas ab;
lumped them together, if they were poor—what he w(

but people. He

yuld call poor—

or working-class. (Rhea knew that term only from bo(ll:s.) He lumped

Rhea in with the Monks because she lived up the hill
farm—not understanding that her family didn’t consi

the chicken

fer themselves

neighbors to the people in these houses, or that her father would never

in his life have sat down to drink there.
Rhea had met Mrs. Monk on the road to town, but

Mrs. Monk

never spoke. Her dark, graying hair was coiled up at the back of her

head, and she didn’t wear makeup. She had kept a slen

Her figure, as not

many women did in Carstairs. Her clothes were neat a

d plain, not

particularly youthful but not what Rhea thought of as housewifely. She
wore a checked skirt tonight and a short-sleeved yelloy blouse. Her
expression was always the same—not hostile, but grave and
preoccupied, as if she had a familiar weight of griefs and worries.

She led Billy and Rhea into this room in the middle bfthe house.
The men sitting at the table did not look up or take any notice of Billy
until he pulled out a chair. There might have been som¢ sort of rule
about this. All ignored Rhea. Mrs. Monk lifted someth g out of the
rocking chair and made a gesture for her to sit down.

“Get you a Coca-Cola?” she said.

The crinoline under Rhea’s lime-green dance dress gnade a noise like
crackling straw as she sat down. She laughed apologetidally, but Mrs.
Monk had already turned away. The only person who tdok any notice
of the noise was Wayne, who was just coming into the r¢om from the
front hall. He raised his black eyebrows in a comradely but
incriminating way. She never knew whether Wayne liket her or not.
Even when he danced with her, at the Walley Pavilion (le and Billy did
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an obligatory, one-time-a-night, exchange of partner$) he held her as if
she was a package he was barely responsible for. He was a lifeless
dancer.

He and Billy hadn’t greeted each other as they usuplly did, with a
growl and a punch in the air. They were cautious and feserved in front
of these older men.

Besides Dint Mason and the man who sold pots an{ pans, Rhea
knew Mr. Martin from the dry cleaners and Mr. Boles|the undertaker.
Some of the others had familiar faces and some didn’tf None of these
men would be exactly in disgrace for coming here—Monk’s was not a
disgraceful place. Yet it left slight stain. It was mentipned as ifit
explained some- thing. Even if a man flourished. He gies to Monk’s.

Mrs. Monk brought Rhea a Coca-Cola without agl
cold.

What Mrs. Monk had removed from the chair, to Idt Rhea sit down,
was a pile of clothes that had been dampened and rolldd up for ironing,
So, ironing went on here, ordinary housekeeping. Pie drust might be
rolled out on that table. Meals were cooked-—there wa the woodstove,
cold and spread with newspapers now, the coal-oil sto‘}e serving for

ss. It was not

summer. There was a smell of coal-o0il and damp plaste}. Flood stains
on the wallpaper. Barren tidiness, dark green blinds pufled down to the
window sills. A tin curtain in one corner, probably congealing an old
dumbwiaiter. :

Mrs. Monk was to Rhea the most interesting persor in the room.
Her legs were bare, but she wore high heels. They weretapping all the
time on the floorboards. Around the table, back and fofth from the
sideboard where the whiskey bottles were (and where she would pause
to write things down on a pad of paper—Rhea’s Coca-Cola, the broken
glass). Tap-tap-tap down the back hall to some supply base from which
she returned with a clutch of beer bottles in each hand. Bhe was
watchful as a deaf-mute, and as silent, catching every signal around the
table, responding obediently, unsmilingly, to every demiand. This
brought to Rhea’s mind the rumors there were, about Mrs. Monk, and
she thought of another sort of signal a man might make| Mrs. Monk
would lay aside her apron, she would precede him out of the room into
the front hall, where there must be a stairway, leading tq the bedrooms.
The other men, including her husband, would pretend ot to notice.
She would mount the stairs without looking back, letti.n? the man

2
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follow with his eyes on her neat buttocks in her schoolteacher’s skirt.
Then on a waiting bed she arranges herself without the least hesitation
or enthusiasm. This indifferent readiness, this cool ac ommodation,
the notion of such a quick and driven and bought and paid-for
encounter-was to Rhea shamefully exciting,

To be so flattened and used and hardly to know who was doing it to
you, to take it all in with that secret capability, over and over again.

She thought of Wayne coming out of the front hall just as she and
Billy were being brought into the room. She thought, what if he was
coming from up there? (Later, he told her that he had been using the
phone—phoning Lucille, as he had promised. Later she came to believe
those rumors were false.)

Wayne had raised his hand to her across the room, eaning, was she
thirsty? He brought her another bottle of Coca-Cola ad slid down to
the floor beside her. “Sit down before I fall down,” he shid.

She understood from the first sip, or maybe from the first sniff, or
even before that, that there was something else in her drink besides
Coca-Cola. She thought that she would not drink all, of even half, of it.
She would just take a little drink now and then, to show Wayne that he
had not flummoxed her.

“Is that all right?” said Wayne, “Is that the kind of dtink you like?”

“It’s fine,” Rhea said. “I like all kinds of drinks.”

“All kinds? That’s good. You sound like the right kind of girl for
Billy Doud.”

“Does he drink a lot?” Rhea said. “Billy>”

“Put it this way,” said Wayne. “Is the Pope Jewish? Nj. Wait. Was
Jesus Catholic? No. Continue. I would not want to give you the wrong
impression. Nor do I want to get clinical about this. Is illy a drunk? Is
he an alcoholic? Is he an asso-holic? I mean as asshole- holic? No, I got
that wrong too. I forgot who I was talking to. Excuse pl¢ase. Eliminate.
Solly.”

He said all this in two strange voices— one artificiall high, sing-
song, one gruff and serious. Rhea didn’t think that she had ever heard

him say so much before, in any kind of voice. It was Billy who talked,
usually. Wayne said a word now and then, an unimportant word that
seemed important because of the tone in which he said it. And yet this
tone was often quite empty, quite neutral, the look on this face blank.
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That made people nervous. There was a sense of cont: empt being held
in check. Rhea had seen Billy try to stretch a story, twist it, change its
tone—all in order to get Waynes’s grunt of approval, fis absolving bark
of laughter.
“You must not come to the conclusion that I don’t Jike Billy,” said
Wayne. “No. No. I would never want you to think that
“But you don’t like him,” Rhea said with satisfactiop. “You don’t at
all” The satisfaction came from the fact that she was king back to
Wayne. She was looking him in the eye. No more than fhat. For he had
made her nervous, too. He was one of those people who make far more
of an impression than their size, or their looks, or an
warrants. He was not very tall, and his compact body rhight have been
pudgy in childhood—it might get pudgy again. He had a square face,
rather pale except for the bluish shadow of the beard that wounded
Lucille. His black hair was very straight and fine, and often Aopped
over his forehead.
“Don’t I?” He said with surprise. “Do I not? How cduld that be?
When Billy is such a lovely person? Look at him over t ere, drinking
and playing cards with the common people. Don’t you find him nice?
Or do you ever think it’s a little strange when anybody kan be so nice all
the time? A// the time. There’s only one time I've kno
and that’s when you get him talking about some of his
Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed that.”
He had his hand on the leg of Rhea’s chair. He was rocking her.

2

him to slip up,
Id girifriends.

She laughed, giddy from the rocking or perhaps bec|
on the truth. According to Billy the girl with the veil an
gloves had a breath tainted by cigarette smoking, and a

ause he had hit
l the purple
hother girl used

vile language when she got drunk, and one of them hadla skin infection,

a fungus, under her arms. Billy had told Rhea all these

hings

regretfully, but when he mentioned the fungus he brokge into a giggle.

Unwillingly, maliciously, he giggled.

“He does rake those poor girls over the coals.” Wayne said. “The
hairy legs. The hal-it-os-is. Doesn’t it ever make you nefvous? But then

you're so nice and clean. I bet you shave your legs every

night.” He ran

his hand down her leg, which by good luck she had shaved before going

to the dance. “Or do you put that stuff on them, it melts
What is that stuff called?”
“Neet,” Rhea said.

150f27

the hair away?
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“Neet! That’s the stuff. Only doesp’
little moldy or like Yeast or something

Wayne said, or that she herself said. She felt safe.
“This is a funny house,” she said,

“How is it funny?” said Wayne. “Just how is this hoxise funny? You’re
the one that’s funny.”

Rhea looked down at this wagging black head and liughed, because

he reminded her of some kind of dog. He was clever by
stubbornness about him that was close to stupidity. Th
stubbornness and some misery too, about the way he k
head against her knee now, and jerking it back to shake
out of his eyes.

She explained to him, with many interruptions duri

tthere wasa

ere was a dog’s
ept bumping his
the black hair

ng which she

had to laugh at the possibility of explaining, that what was funny was
the tin curtain in the corner of the room. She said that she thought
there was a dumbwaiter behind it that went up and down from the

cellar.
“We could curl up on the shelf.” Wayne said. “Want
could get Billy to let down the rope.”
She looked again for Billy’s white shirt. So far as she
turned around to look at her once since he sat down. W
directly in front of her now, so that if Billy did turn aroy

[0 try it? We

lknew he hadn’t
Ryne was sitting
nd he wouldn’t

be able to see that her shoe was dangling from one toe and Wayne was
flicking his fingers against the sole of her foot.
She said that she would have to go to the bathroom first.
“I'will escort you,” Wayne said.
He grabbed her legs to help himself up, Rhea said, “You’re drunk.”
“I'm not the only one.”
The Monks’ house had a toilet, in fact a bathroom, off the back hall.
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The bathtub was full of cases of beer—not cooling, jubt stored there.
The toilet flushed properly. Rhea had been afraid it wouldn’t, because it
looked as if it hadn'’t, for the last person.
She looked at her face in the mirror over the sink and spoke to it
with recklessness and approval. “Let him,” she said. “Ze# bim.” She
turned off the light and stepped into the dark hall. Hands took charge
of her at once, and she was guided and propelled out the back door. Up
against the wall of the house, she and Wayne were pushing and
grabbing and kissing each other. She had the idea of h rself, at this
juncture, being opened and squeezed, opened and squeezed shut, like
an accordion. She was getting a warning, too—somet ing in the
distance, not connected with what she and Wayne were doing. A troop

of demons in the distance, trying to make themselves inderstood.
The Monks’ dog had come up silently and was nos g in between
them. Wayne knew its name.
“Get down, Rory! Get down, Rory!” he said as he yanked at Rhea’s
crinoline.
The warning was from her stomach, which was bei g shoved so
tightly against the wall. The back door opened, Wayne said something
clearly into her ear—she would never know which of these things
happened first—and she was suddenly released and began to vomit.
She had no intention of vomiting until she started. Thén she went
down on her hands and knees and vomited until her stomach felt
wrung out like a poor rotten rag. When she finished she was shivering
as if a fever had hit her, and her dance dress and crinoline were wet
where the vomit had splattered.
Somebody else, not Wayne, pulled her up and wiped her face with
the hem of the dress.
“Keep your mouth closed and breathe through your nose,” Mrs.
Monk said. “You get out of here,” she said, either to Wayne or to Rory.
She gave all of them their orders in the same voice, without sympathy
and without blame. She pulled Rhea around the house o her husband’s
truck and half hoisted her into it.
Rhea said, “Billy.”
“I'll tell your Billy. I'll say you got tired. Don’t try to talk.”
“I'm through throwing up,” Rhea said.
“You never know,” said Mrs. Monk, backing the trudk out on to the
road. She drove Rhea up the hill and into her own yard without saying
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anything more. When she had turned the truck around and stopped
she said, “Watch out when you’re stepping down. It’s a bigger step than
acar.”
Rhea got herself into the house, used the bathroom without closing
the door, kicked off her shoes in the kitchen, climbed the stairs,
wadded up her dress and crinoline and pushed them far under the bed.

Rhea’s father got up early, to gather the eggs and get ready to goto
Hamilton, as he did every second Sunday. The boys were gomg with
him—they could ride in the back of the truck. Rhea
because there wouldn’t be room in front. Her father
Corey, whose husband was in the same hospital as Rh

He walked to the head of the stairs, then came back.
He called through her door. “Drink lots and lots o
Rhea wanted to scream at them all to get out of the|house. She had
things to consider, things inside her head that could not get free
because of the pressure of the people in the house. Thdt was what was
causing her to have such a headache. After she had heard the truck’s
noise die away along the road she got out of bed care ly, downstairs,
took three aspirins, drank as much water as she could old, and
measured coffee into the pot without looking down.
The eggs were on the table, in six-quart baskets. There were smears
of hen-dirt and bits of straw stuck to them, waiting to be rubbed off
with steel wool.
What things? Words, above all. The words that Wayne had said to
her just as Mrs. Monk came out the back door.
1d like to fuck you if you weren't so ugly.
She got dressed, and when the coffee was ready she poured a cup
and went outside, out to the side porch which was in deep morning
shade. The aspirins had started to work, and now instead of the
headache she had a space in her head, a clear precarious space with a
light buzz around it.
She was not ugly. She knew she was not ugly.
How can you ever be sure, that you are not ugly?
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But if she was ugly, would Billy Doud have gone out with her in the
first place?

Billy Doud prided himselfon being kind.

But Wayne was very drunk when he said that.

Drunkards speak truth.

It was a good thing she was not going to see her mdther that day. If
she ever wormed out of Rhea what was the matter—and Rhea could
never be certain that she would not do that—then her mother would
want Wayne chastised. She would be capable of phoning his father the
minister. The word fuck was whar would incense her, pore than the
word ugly. She would miss the point entirely.

Rhea’s father’s reaction would be more complicate;F He would

blame Billy, for taking her into a place like Monk's. Billy, Billy’s sort of
friends. He would be angry about the fick part but re ly he would be

ashamed of Rhea. He would be forever ashamed that alman had called
her ugly.

You cannot let your parents anywhere near your regl humiliations.

She knew she was not ugly. |

How could she know she was not ngly?

She did not think about Billy and Wayne, or about what this might
mean between them. She was not as yet very interested in other people.

She did think that when Wayne said those words he lused his real
voice.

She did not want to go back inside the house. She dilin’t want to
have to look at the baskets full of dirty eggs. She starteq walking down
the lane, wincing in the sunlight, lowering her head betjveen one island
of shade and the next. Each tree was different there and each was a
milestone, when she used to ask her mother how far sh¢ could goto
meet her father, coming home from town. As far as the hawthorn tree,
as far as the beech tree, as far as the maple. He would stpp and let
Rhea ride on the running board.

A car hooted from the road. Somebody who knew hér, or just a man
going by? She wanted to get out of sight, so she cut acrdss the field that
the chickens had picked clean and paved slick with theif droppings. In
one of the trees at the far side of this field her brothers §ad built a tree
house. It was just a platform, with boards nailed to the tfee trunk to
climb. Rhea did that, she climbed up and sat on the platform. She saw
that her brothers had cut windows in the leafy branches| for spying. She
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could look down on the road, and presently she saw a Few cars bringing
country children into town to the early Sunday school at the Baptist
church. The people in the cars couldn’t see here. Billy or Wayne
wouldn’t be able to see her, if by any chance they should come looking,
with explanations or accusations or apologies.

In another direction, she could see flashes of the riter and a part of
the old fairgrounds. It was easy from there to make out where the
racetrack used to go round, in the long grass.

She saw a person walking, following the racetrack. {t was Eunie
Morgan, and she was wearing her pajamas. She was wa king along the
racetrack, in light-colored, pale pink pajamas, at abouf half-past nine in
the morning. She followed the track until it veered off Jgoing down to
where the riverbank path used to be. The bushes hid hkr.

Eunie Morgan with her white hair sticking up, her Hair and her
Pajamas catching the light. Like an angel in feathers. Byit walking in her
usual awkward, assertive way—body tilted forward, arfns swinging
free. Rhea didn’t know what Eunie could be doing there. She didn’t
know anything about Eunie’s disappearance. The sighgof Eunie
seemed both strange and natural to her.

She remembered how, on hot summer days, she usefl to think that
Eunie’s hair looked like a snowball or like threads of ice preserved from
winter, and she would want to mash her face against it, fo get cool.

She remembered the hot grass and garlic and the jumping-out-of-
your-skin feeling, when they were turning into Toms.

She went back to the house and phoned Wayne. Shelcounted on his
being home and the rest of his family in church. “I want|to ask you
something and not on the phone,” she said. “Dad and tHe boys went to
Hamilton.”

When Wayne got there she was on the porch, cleaning eggs.

“I'want to know what you meant,” she said.

“By what?” said Wayne.

Rhea looked up at him, and kept looking, with an egf in one hand
and a piece of steel wool in the other.

“1 was drunk,” Wayne said. “You’re not ugly.”

Rhea said, “I know I'm not.”

“I feel awful.”

“Not for that,” said Rhea.

“I'was drunk. It was a joke.”
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Rhea said, “You don’t want to get married to Lucille.”

He leaned into the railing, She thought maybe he Was going to be
sick. But he got over that and tried his raising of the eyebrows, his
discouraging smile.

“Oh, really? No kidding? So what advice do you haye for me?”

“Write a note,” said Rhea, just as if he had asked se; riously. “Get in
your car. Drive to Calgary.”

“Just like that.”

“If you want, I'll ride with you to Toronto. You can drop me there
and I'll stay at the Y and get a job.”

All this astonished Rhea, as it came out, almost as thuch as it did
Wayne. But she couldn’t go back on any ofit.

“Did you ever look at a map?” Wayne said. “You doprt go through
Toronto on the way to Calgary. You go across at Sarnid and up through
the States to Winnipeg. Then Calgary.”

. “Drop me off in Winnipeg then, that’s better.”
| “One question. Have you had a sanity test recently?”
“No”

When Rhea saw her, Eunie was on her way home. Itjwas a surprise to
Eunie to find the riverbank path not clear as she was expecting it it be,
but all grown up with brambles. When she pushed out {nto her own
yard she had scratches and smears of blood on her arm} and forehead,
and bits of leaves caught in her hair. One side of her fack was dirty, too,
from resting on the ground.

In the kitchen Eunie found her mother and her fathér and her Aunt
Muriel Martin, and Norman Slater, the Chief of Police, and Billy Doud.
After her mother had phoned her Aunt Muriel, her fatHer had stirred
himself, and said that he was going to phone Mr. Doud.|[He had worked
in Doud’s when he was young, and remembered how Mr Doud, Billy’s
father, was always sent for in an emergency.

“You mean the one that’s dead,” said Eunie’s mother} “What if you
get ber?” But he phoned anyway, and got Billy, who hadr’t been to bed.

Aunt Muriel Martin had phoned the Chief of Police. He said he
would be down as soon as he got dressed and ate his breakfast. This
took him some time. He disliked anything puzzling or disruptive,
anything that might force him to make decisions which Fould be
criticized later or result in his looking like a fool. Of all the people in
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the kitchen, he might have been the happiest to see Ehinie home safe,
and to hear her story. It was right out of his jurisdictidn. There was

nothing to be followed up, nobody to be charged.

Eunie said that three children had come up to her, fin her own yard,
in the middle of the night. They said that they had son nething to show
her. “What's that?” she said. She asked them what the} were doing up

so late at night. She didn’t recall what they answered.

She found herself being borne along by them, withbut ever having

said that she would go. They took her out through the

gap in the fence

at the corner of the yard and along the path by the rivgrbank. She was

surprised to find the path so well opened up—she had

the idea that it

must be all overgrown, now that she didn’t go that way anymore.
It was two boys and a girl who took her. They lookdd about nine or

ten or eleven years old, and they all wore the same sort
kind of seersucker sunsuit with a bib in front and strap]

of outht—a

s over the
shoulders. So fresh and clean, as if just off the ironing Qoard. The hair of

these children was straight, light brown and shiny. How could she tell at
night what color their hair was and that their sunsuits Wwere made of

seersucker? When she came out of the house she hadn
flashlight. They must have brought some kind of light
was her impression.

t brought the
with them—that

They took her along the path and out onto the old fhirgrounds.

They took her to their tent. But it seemed to her that s
that tent once from the outside. She was just suddenly
saw that it was white, very high, and shivering like the {

also it was lit up, and again she had no idea where the li

he didn’t see

inside it, and she
jails on a boat;

ht was coming

from. And a certain part of this tent, or building or whitever it was,
seemed to be made of glass. Yes. Green glass, a very light green, as if
panels of it were slid in between the sails. Possibly to a glass floor,

because she was walking in her bare feet on something
—not grass at all, and certainly not gravel.

(Later on, in the newspaper, there was a drawing, an

rool and smooth

artist’s

conception, of something like a sailboat in a saucer. Buf flying saucer

was not what Eunie called it—she called it a tent, at leag

t when she was

talking about it immediately afterwards. Also she said fothing about
what appeared in print later, in a book of such stories, cpncerning the
capture and investigation of her body, the sampling of Her blood and
fluids, the possibility that one of her secret eggs had begn spirited away,
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that fertilization might have taken place in an alien dir

hups://www.theparigreview.org/fiction/1 797/spaceship:

nension—subtle

or explosive, at any rate indescribable, mating, that sukked Eunie’s

genes into the lifestream of the invaders.)
She was set down in a seat she hadn’t noticed, she ¢

ouldn’t say if it

was a plain chair or a throne, and these children began|to weave a veil

around her. It was like mosquito netting or some such
strong. All three of them moved continuously winding
around her, never bumping into each other. She did nd
question. All possible questions, such as, “What do yoi
doing?” or “How did you get here?” or “Where are the
had just slipped off some place where she couldn’t reas
not that she was scared. She was opposite of scared, or]

stuff, light but

[ OF weaving it

)t ask one

h think you're
grown-ups?”
th them. It was
uncomfortable.

It was so pleasant, she couldn’t describe it. (When sheltried to, she said,

“I was just as happy as a cow in clover.”) And also ever
seem perfectly normal. You wouldn’t ask questions, ar
would ask, “What is that teapot doing here?” when yor
an ordinary room.

ything had got to
jymore than you
h were sitting in

When she woke up there was nothing around her, rothing over her.

She was lying in the hot sunlight, well on in the mornir
fairgrounds, on the hard earth.

2. In the

“Wonderful,” said Billy Doud several times as he w4tched and

listened to Eunie. He smelled of beer but seemed sobe

r and very

attentive. More than attentive-~you might say, encharted. Eunie’s

singular revelations, her diny flushed face and her thic

ened,

somewhat arrogant voice, appeared to wrap Billy Doudl in delight.

Wonderful.

His love—Billy Doud’s kind of love—sprang up to neet a need that

Eunie wouldn’t know anything about.
Aunt Muriel said it was time to phone the newspap

I'S.

Eunie’s mother said, “Won’t Bill Proctor be in chur¢h?” She was

speaking of the editor of the Carstairs Argus.

“Bill Proctor can cool his heels,” Aunt Muriel said. 9’m phoning 7%e

'”

London Free Press
She did that, but she did not get to talk to the right |
some sort of caretaker, because of its being Sunday. “T}
she said. “I'm going to go over their heads right to 75e
She had taken charge of the story. Eunie let her. Eur

person, only to
ney’ll be sorry!”
Toronto Star!”
ie was satisfied.
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. When she was not speaking, and when it seemed nobepdy was looking at
- her, she sat still, with a look of satisfaction and indiffefence on her face.
She did not ask that anybody take charge of 4er, try t¢ protect her, with
seriousness and kindness, through whar lay ahead. B Billy Doud had
already made a vow to do that.

Eunie had some fame, for a while. Reporters came A book writer
came. A photographer took pictures of the fairgrounds, and of the
racetrack, which was supposed to be the mark left by the spaceship.
There was also a picture of the grandstand, and a captjon that said it
had been knocked down in the course of the landing.

Interest in this sort of story reached a peak years ago, then slowly
dwindled.

“Who knows what happened,” Rhea’s father said, if a letter that he
wrote to Calgary.

“One sure thing is, Eunie Morgan never made a cent out of it.”

He was writing this letter to Rhea. Soon after they got to Calgary,
Wayne and Rhea were married. You had to be rnarriethhen, to getan
apartment together—at least in Calgary—and they hafl discovered that
they did not want to live separately. That would contirjue to be the way
they felt most of the time, though they would discuss it—living
separately—and threaten it, and give it a couple of bridf tries.

Wayne left the paper and went into television. For years you might
see him on the late news, sometimes in rain or snow on Parliament Hill,
delivering some rumor or piece of information. Later He traveled to
foreign cities and did the same thing there, and still latér he gottobe
one of the people who sit indoors and discuss what thelnews means and
who is telling lies.

(Eunie became very fond of television but she neved saw Wayne,
because she hated it when people just talked—she alw3 ys switched at
once to something happening. )

Back in Carstairs on a brief visit, and wandering in the cemetery,
looking to see who has moved in since her last inspectixtn, Rhea spots
Lucilie Flagg’s name on a stone. But it is all right—Lucifle isn’t dead.
Her husband is, and Lucille has had her own name and Hate of birth cut
on the stone along with his, ahead of time. A lot of peogle do this,
because the cost of stonecutting is always going up.

Rhea remembers the hats and rosebuds, and feels a tenderness for
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Lucille that cannot ever be returned.

At this time Rhea and Wayne have lived together for far more than
half their lives. They have had three children, and between them,
counting everything, five times as many lovers. And fow abruptly,
surprisingly, all this turbulence and fruitfulness and uncertain but lively
expectation has receded and she knows they are begi ing to be old.
There in the cemetery she says out loud, “I can’t get ysed to it.”

They look up the Douds, who are friends of theirs fn a way, and

together the two couples drive out to where the old fairgrounds used to
be.

Rhea says the same thing there,
The river houses all gone. The Morgans’ house, the Monks’ house
—everything gone of that first mistaken settlement. The land is now a
floodplain, under the control of the Peregrine River Ajithority. Nothing
A can be built there anymore. A spacious parkland, a shdrn and civilized
riverbank—nothing left but a few of the same old tree} standing
around, their leaves still green but weighed down by adiffuse golden
moisture that is in the air on this September afternoor not many years
before the end of the century.
“Ican’t get used to it,” says Rhea.
They are white-haired now, all four of them. Rhea i$ a thin and
darting sort of woman, whose lively and cajoling ways have come in
handy teaching English as a second language. Wayne igthin, too, with a
fine white beard and a mild manner. When he’s not appearing on
television he might remind you of a Tibetan monk. In front of the
| camera he turns caustic, even brutal.
The Douds are big people, stately and fresh-faced, with a cushioning
of wholesome fat.
Billy Doud smiles at Rhea’s vehemence, and looks atound with
distracted approval.
“Time marches on,” he says.
He pats his wife on her broad back, responding to a jow grumble
that the others haven’t heard. He tells her they’ll be goipg home ina
minute, she won’t miss the show she watches every afternoon.

Rhea’s father was right about Eunie not making any money out of
her experiences, and he was right too in what he had predicted about
Billy Doud. After Billy’s mother died, problems multiplled and Billy
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sold out. Soon the people who had bought the factorv from him sold
out in their turn and the plant was closed down. There were no more
pianos made in Carstairs. Billy went to Toronto and got a job, which
Rhea’s father said had something to do with schizophrenics or drug
addicts or Christianity.

In fact, Billy was working at halfway houses and group homes, and
Wayne and Rhea knew this. Billy had kept up the friendship. He had
also kept up his special friendship with Eunie. He hired her to look
after his sister Bea when Bea began drinking a little too much to look
after herself. (Billy was not drinking at all anymore.)

When Bea died, Billy inherited the house and made it over into a
home for old people and disabled people who were not so old or
disabled that they needed to be in bed. He meant to make it a place
where they could get comfort and kindness and little treats and
entertainments. He came back to Carstairs and settled ih to run it.

He asked Eunie Morgan to marry him.

“I wouldn’t want for there to be anything going on, or anything,”
Eunie said.

“Oh. my dear!” said Billy. “Oh, my dear, dear Eunie!”
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