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WHO DO vou THINK YOU ARE?

State of terror, jt must have been,
how death would slice the day.
Her father was waiting. His shed was |
be opened again, by him,
wear shoes, They were all

and exaltation, and desire, to

ocked, his books wouldny
and tomorrow was the Jast day he wouf
used to this idea, and in some ways they
if his death did not take place, than iy
what he thought about it. He would hare
treated such an inquiry as an Impertinence, a piece of dramatiing
an indulgence, Rose believed he would have. She believed he w
Prepared for Westminster Hospital, the old soldiers’ hospital, prepad
for its masculine gloom, its yellowing curtains pulled around the
bed, its Spotty basins. And for what followed. She understood thathe
would never pe with her more than at the present moment, The
Surprise to come was that he wouldn’t be with her less.

Drinking COFFEE, Wwandering around the blind green halls of th
hew high school, at the Centennial Year Reunion—she hadn't come
for that, haq bumped into jt accidentally, so to speak, when she can
home to see what was to be done about Flo—Rose met people vho
said, “Did you know Ruby Carruthers was dead? They took off t”hf
one breast and then the other but it was a]l through her, she died

€ who said, “ say your pi
that Magazine,
The new high school ha
auto mechanjcs and
ators; library; ap auditorium; 5
arrangement fo

T washing yo
functioning dispenser of Kotex.

Del Fairbridge haqg beco

Cture in a magazine, what was
I'have it at home.”

d an auto mechanics shop for training
a beaut

gymnasium; a whirling fountain

me an undertaker,
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i ers. She said this was how they
s Watlc;l x:;lxtnf:;,ﬁzijy or grandrnotherly sfcf::,e crln;(()lz
Ol?erated: arl1 0idin beside you on a bus or train. She odroop oy
o, Wh'IIir $ flrugged. Pretty soon you began toh e e
cand, e tha no condition to speak for ycTurs‘elf. O1 , : s(;me-
. V"’efe o daughter (granddaughter) is §1ck, p eash g
o m); her (g)ff so that she can recover in the fres offe;-ing
erpen mel'%e entleman, pretending to be a strangefrf,the s
Stel_’Ped e Tog ethger at the next stop, they hustled you o oo,
o be o Toﬁe a’s the last the ordinary world ever s.a: e
oy bt “tsoner in the White Slave place (to W’hIC };l -
i youta grcllrugged and bound so you wouldn }fle\zze o
e sper e) until such time as you were thoroug yd i r;gvested
Wher'e espair,. :)ur insides torn up by drunken men an e
ar%d ¢ 'descli)'alr,); our mind destroyed by drugs, your hatr ahe
et lseats ,Itytook about three years, for you tlcz1 g’t o
::::: Sf:)ltllego(i;d.n’t want to go home, ';hesn, E?;bfef(;l;u r(l) e
ber home, or find your way if you did. So
i d
e it in a little cloth bag which she sewe
to f}: ts(t):al;t:; ?{(c))li:’rss :1?; I;xl;:()l:her thing likely to happen was that
e o getFllersi?cIs:sssl;f‘for people dressed up asdnliln‘l;t;;:e.
ThZNiche}rlec?lite, worst. That disguise was commonly adopted by
Slav}e,rs, o5 el s those after yl?(l)l\irnsl}(:: e(?:)uld tell which ones were
Rose said she didn’t see

isouised.
disguise 5
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Flo had worked in Toronto

2 coffee dhe once. She had worked as a waitress in

oo p in Un'lon S'tation. That was how she knew all she knew,
saewlv sug}l:ght, in those days, except on her days off, Byt shé
S€. ohe saw a man cut another man’s stomach with 2

a tidy cut, as if it was 2 Water-

whores,

running the two w
fight. an ords tog

d a man laughed at them,

At last the police came and took the
She saw a child d;
“Well 'm not sca

anyway.”

m away, still howling and yelping,
e Ot; a ﬁ.t, too. Its face was black as ink.
red,” said Rose provokingly. “There’s the police

'd be the first ones to diddle you!”
anything Flo said on the subject of sex.

k—deferential tone

Sh'e Wrapped them in heavy- would assure him that she could.

}cliuty white paper, so they were some-
: 1S time wj i .
?er:liirfg alitrllzg}’l then dawdleq for a while. Igle trlzlei ile:edliofrll, hu;; m;:f
ling. OW Rose wag, | S e
. You look pale, Young gj
Y(z‘u work too hard, You've
No rest for the wicked”

tls need fresh air” To Flo he would say,
worked hard 4] your life.” ’

“He’ll be aft -
away at a gentlezag::;n:gj: Z!qulo would say as the hearse rolled
an undertaker, Deral pace. The little man had been

but he was ret;
Tetired now, The hearse was retired too.
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ether, like badminton) getintoa °

other men stopped and laughed -
ed them on, and they had their fists full of each other’s hair, -
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His sons had taken over the undertaking and bought a new one. He
drove the old hearse all over the country, looking for women. So Flo
said. Rose could not believe it. Flo said he gave them the gum and the
candy. Rose said he probably ate them himself. Flo said he had been
seen, he had been heard. In mild weather he drove with the windows
down, singing, to himself or to somebody out of sight in the back.

Her brow is like the snowdrift
Her throat is like the swan

Flo imitated him singing. Gently overtaking some woman walking
on a back road, or resting at a country crossroads. All compliments
and courtesy and chocolate bars, offering a ride. Of course every
woman who reported being asked said she had turned him down. He
never pestered anybody, drove politely on. He called in at houses, and
if the husband was home he seemed to like just as well as anything to
sit and chat. Wives said that was all he ever did anyway but Flo did
not believe it.

“Some women are taken in,” she said. “A number.” She liked to
speculate on what the hearse was like inside. Plush. Plush on the walls
and the roof and the floor. Soft purple, the color of the curtains, the
color of dark lilacs.

All nonsense, Rose thought. Who could believe it, of a man that
age?

Rose was GoinNG to Toronto on the train for the first time by
herself. She had been once before, but that was with Flo, long before
her father died. They took along their own sandwiches and bought
milk from the vendor on the train. It was sour. Sour chocolate milk.
Rose kept taking tiny sips, unwilling to admit that something so
much desired could fail her. Flo sniffed it, then hunted up and down
the train until she found the old man in his red jacket, with no teeth
and the tray hanging around his neck. She invited him to sample the
chocolate milk. She invited people nearby to smell it. He let her have
some ginger ale for nothing. It was slightly warm.

“I let him know,” Flo said looking around after he had left. “You
have to let them know.”
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Toronto, and Rose’

she had to get off. It seem
jokes than Rose had
He never spoke to R
Seat, and was soon extraordinaril
Hanratty flying away from her,
easily ag everything else. She love
woman was standing at her back
if everybody on the train saw her

- the snow belt, into an earlier sp

their backyards.

For herself Rose

wanted to buy hair-
and legs, and

if possible an arrange
duce your hips and thig
over in the drugstore jn

remover to put on her arms
ment of inflatable cushions,
hs. She thought they probab'lY
Hanratty, but the woman in

well. She also hoped

She had great hopes of silver bangles
thought they could transform her,
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Flo started the trip off by saying, “Keep an eye on he,
€€N away from home before!” to the conductor, then
8 to show that was jokingly meant, Then :
ed the conductor had no more need for
»and no intention of keeping an eye on anybody,
0se except to ask for her ticket. She had a window
¥ happy. She felt Flo receding, West |
her own wearying self discarded s
d the towns less and less known‘. A
door in her nightgown, not caring ;
- They were traveling south, out of
ring, a tenderer sort of landscape.
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and turn her
he fizz out of her hair, dry her underarms
take the .
. ) for the trip,
complexion 1 If):ral rtlhese things, as well as the mOI;reZall: d “Art and
The money for writing an essa if sh
ize Rose had won, fo ise, Flo asked if she
b ﬁqmt;}: ill\lzgrld of Tomorrow.” To her Su}rlpr:;arke d that they
Science in o ding it, she .
) he was rea . ng the
couldhr wad E’ argllcxit‘:}t:;ehid to give Rose the prize foi swallowing
ve thou e i esting.
f Then she said shyly, “It’s very mtez: la McKinney’s. Cela
dictionary. 1d have to spend the night at Ce o a hotel manager
S}Te N s her father’s cousin. She, had mamethe hotel manager
McKmney}‘:Va he had gone up in the Worlfi' .But m floor between
ind thou to;e day and sat down on the dining rot‘}’l is house again.”
came hopne nd said, “I am never going to leav‘fi d not to go ot of
;Vrvohc-halrsnisual had happened, he had j uzt ilecéheat had made Cela
othing u i1 il he died. . *clock
: d he didn’t, unt ht o’clock.
the h_Ouse ag;én’asg nervous. She locked her doors :it e;fridge, with
ISV}[chm:ZSz very stingy. Supper was usuall()lf o;telifll:d 15<e 2 bank.
e wa s
d narrow an . uld
raiSiI}lls' He.r hot:eﬁvill?zgd ?lr:: ii Brantford a man asked if she wo
The train w : :

. i x t of
mipd 1t he iat dovtv?hiis;iizieihink,” he said. He offered her par
“It’s cooler ou

! id no thanks i ler. She went
" neWSPaPe;- St}l:?rflilher rude she said it really w:'as co; ;ere e
Then.ICSt et the window at the spring mormnf.to o
o IO(I)k;tngd(())vtn here. The trees and bushe}s; sleerrli:d e oras
snow left, X e
i . Even the sunlig ‘ o
. ;lflan ttlef}; drlr(li ;to};(::l ehere, as the coast of the Mediterra
as different fro R : ' |
f California. i ansaid.
wou;dlt;e’ O{I?cllzv\:;n;i’?i think they’d take more care, them
“Filthy wi , tink
“Do you travel much by train?

i . i was a
A nC;- ing in the fields. He nodded at it and said there
Water was lyi

lot this year.

i i ne at
S ows, a poetic-sounding word. Anyo
. is saving SO,
She noticed his saying

id snow.
home would have said s .




WHO Do yoyu THINK YOU ARpg?

“I had an unusual experience the other day. I was driving outiy
the country. In fact ] wa

$ 0N my way to see one of my parishioners g
lady with 5 heart conditjon—_»

She looked quickly at his colfar.
and tie and 4 dark blue syjt,
“Oh, yes,” he said, “p”

tion, I expect, head;

al and thep to God

would have enjoyed them”
He was between fifty and Sixty years old, Rose thought. He was
short, and energetic—looking, with a square ruddy face and bright

waves of gray hair combed strajght up from his forehead. When she
realized he wag not going to

ention God she felt she ought to show
her gratitude,

She said they must have beep lovely,

(‘I 3

She remained slightly sm
be rejecting conversation
she had taken down her
first got on the train,
She had set her purse

>and he returned to his paper.

iling, 50 as not 1o seem rude, not to seem to
altogether. The i
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i d
t, shaking an
took the sections of the Pape;{:zzzmed to her the
him room. H‘f a leisurely, rather sho'WY, way. way. A ministerial
rusting them 1I:Nho does everything in 3 S,?O‘glt at the moment. A
sort of person who tions he didn’t w coat.
hed aside the sec . ¢ the edge of her .
way. He brus hed her leg, just a he said to
touche er. Then she
corner of newspaper ime that it was the pap . ould
me time tha : f thing she ¢
She thougl}tfffzfizoa hand? That was the k’1n}<11 gds at the fuzz on
herself wé;lt : (iuld sometimes look at I;len gheawol’lld think about
imagine. She wi ; tin proﬁ €s. . the
. ncentrating R 1nstance
their fO.rearmS’ thellrﬂflodo. Even the stupid O?es't:r(: The ripeness
everything they C(})lo brought the bread .to Flo sfsease.and lovtmess,
driver-si}gsmano";’ manner, the settled mu(t;lrlf:1 Oof mature belly over
and confidence ’ d truck. A fo the
. : led the brea . had her eye on
with which he hand ther time she . was
. isplease her. Ano ally, his name
the belt did not disp nchman at all, really, him
hool. Not a Fre d rubbed off on him,
French teacher at sc hing French had r hooked
hought teaching ] shoulders; hoo
McLaren, but Rose t : d sallow; sharp b
. : . Quick an iling his way throug
made him look like one im lapping and coiling ider-
he saw him lapp She had a consi
nose and sad eyes. S f indulgences. 4
tocrat of 1n d, reduced,
slow lp leaﬁure:;ab};esrier;te{a)zdy’s object. Pounded, pleasure
able longing » She shifted
exhausted. if it really was a hand? .
But what if it was a hand? What i ds the window. Her imag
utw 1d towar . not
. h as she cou . eality she was
slightly, moved as muc d this reality, a r ing on
. have create . oncentrati 3
hation secmed ;;) She found it alarming. She~wzsh‘e: could not bring
prepared for a.t 2 f.skin with the stocking over l';;ere not? She shifted
that e that bit there a pressure, or My ) losed. It was. It was
herself to li)Ok.I:N;Sbeen and remained, tightly clo
again. Her legs ha S ds
aghand. It was a hand's presﬁutr zile tried to say. She shaped :h}fe‘:(l)irps
, a , $ .
Please don't That}:v?;vgut, then couldn’t get thtehr:t I;,Zople might
in her mind, ?tf[l‘;d zrrfbarrassment, was it, the fearfull
that? The ts were full.
K:Z?V;’ziple were all around them, the sea

.. but turning
g as ot only t}tlztiook at him, not raising her head
She did manage

d his eyes. There
ly. He had tilted his seat back and close
it cautiously.
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was his dark bJye suit s
had arranged the paper so
Was underneath, simply res

Now, Rose could
coat. If he wa

his hang, If he
whispered, Ey,
solution, so obvious and fo
would have to wonder,
Yet, at all welcome toh

leeve, disappearin

have shifte
$ not asleep, he wo
was asleep, if he did not dr.
“se me, and set his hand fi

ﬂ—

K YOU ARp?

|
g under the newspaper, iy :
that it overlapped Rose’s coat, His hang
ting, as if flung out in sleep.
d the newspaper and removeq by .
uld have been obliged to draw bag
aw it back, she could hae :
rmly on his own knee, Tt i
olproof, did not occur to her, And ghe |

why not? The minister’s hand was not, ornot |

er. It made her feel uncomfortable, resentful, *
slightly disgusted, trapp

ed an

it, to reject it. She could not j

to be insisting that it wy
ble, when he lay there s h
before hjs busy day,

older than her father would be

eénce, an appreciator of Nature,

Please dosy she was g
silliness o impolite
said it she would ho

But there was mo

imperious, than any
and wajt,

ure he wo

happen. 75, see what wij] j,
The hand p,
most tim

appen
€gan, over th

id, pressures and invest;

hand wasn’t, She did fee]

re to it than th
lust. A lustin
» Wait too long, risk alm

d wary. But she could not take chargeof ‘
nsist that it was there, when he seemed

$ not. How could she declare him responsi-

armless and trusting, resting himself :

with such 4 pleased and healthy face? A man

» if he were living, a man used to defer- |

delighter in wild swans. If she did sy |
uld ignore her, a5 if overlooking some
T part. She knew that as soon as she

tself, that will make you draw bafk
Ost anything, just to see what wil

€ next severg] miles, the most delicate, the

gations. Not asleep. Or if he was, his

at. Curiosity, More constant, more |
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to

d the streams

fter all, to get the ferns to rustle an

d was able) atter ? . . ther not.

EZIJV to waken a sly 1uxuri’z11n::ther not. She would lstllier:\he idto
’ ou . it, please,

Nevertheless, .Sheh:vsaid out the window. Stof . Iz)ast the top of her
Please remove this, s The hand moved vP her egfer her suspender,
the stumps and i;)arts‘sldn had moved hlgher’hu: belly. Her legs were
stocking to her bar nts and the lower part of he d crossed she could
reached her m.lderp:;l1 together. While her legs staye ing. She could still
still crossed, .PlnCh:n ce ihe had not admitted argzhthing was going to
lay claim to innocence, this in a minute.

, uld stop ing to open. .
believe that Sﬁe woo re. Her legs were never gf)mgr(?sse% the Niagara
happen, nothing m T};CY were. As the mmcll ¢ n at the preglacial

But they were. hey looked dow liding

das, as they . came sl1
Escaeren‘.la — lzli?d rubble of little hlnsl’das t:;;ythis slow, and
valley, the silver-wo Ontario, she would ma-e F18 & O F¢
of Lake On : ointing as mt
downto ?352?1;:: declaration, Perhﬁfs dislai%phis eyelids, his face
silent, and de i He would no d go power-

e d’s owner. itate, but would g ,
satisfying the han 1d not hesitate, d sunlight

is fingers would ne elcome, an 4
would not alter, his k. Invasion, and w rchards stir-
fully and discr;ﬂl?:izoo: (t)}rle.lake water; miles of bare o
flashing far and wi in that, we say

. ington. harm in that,

Hng r?und Bl}rhlﬁte this was beggary. But -Whatything, the worse th,e
This was disgr h ;noments, what harm in and assent. A stranger's
to ourselves aF Such old wave of greed, of greedy Is that people tell
better, as we ride the cbles or humble kitchen too t-seeming objects
pand, or root ve%ve(t)zrlld is tumbling with lrFlci)rclegnShe was careful of
jokes about; the hemsclves, slippery an.d ob. lgm and accomplice she
ready to de:clare \ uld not believe this. Victi ast the big pulsat-
her breathing. Shei © co’s Jams and Marmalades, ‘tI:S where bedsheets,
was borne paft Gf? N ries. They glided int.o subur ed leeringly on the
ing pipes of ol re nei e up intimate stains ﬂaPI;e frolicking lewdly
and towels used to “:,fn the children seefned tct> ed at the railway
clotheslines, thre an the very truckdrivers fiﬁ anto curled hands.
in the schoolyar st’hrusting their thumbs.g-lee T}ile gates and towers
crossings must be. w, such popular visions. inted domes and
Such cunning_ 2fnt1C(S3 Irl:ur’l ds came to view, the pa
of the Exhibition
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Swans, even, wakened
it, taking to the sky.

She bit the edge of her tongue. Very soon the conductor passf 1
through the train, to stir the travelers, warn them back to [ife.

In the darkness under the station the United Church minister
refreshed, opened his €yes and got his paper folded together, then |
asked if she would like some help with her coat. His gallantry s ~
, dismissive, No, said Rose, with a sore tongue. He hurried
out of the train ahead of her. She did not see him in the station. S l
never saw him again in her life, Byt he remained on call, so to speak,
for years ang years, ready to slip into place at a critical moment, |

without evep Ny regard, later on, for husband or lovers, What |
fécommended hjm?

his arrogance,

ordinary grown-up Masculinity? When he stood up she saw that he
Was shorter evep than she hag thou

shiny, that there wag Something
about him,

Was he a Mminister,

mentioned People wh
Not rea] Ministers dp

really, or was that only what he said? Flo had
O were not ministers, dressed up asif thf}’ were.
essed as if they were not. Or, stranger still, men

N unwelcome thing. Rose walked through Union

day Jong, rubbing jts reminder against her skin.

remembered, becay,
named Mavis worki
in the coffee shop.
they were going to
Maybe she had them removed

looking, without them, There was , movie star jp those days she
looked a Iot like. The movie gtap

ng here, in the Gift Shop, when Flo was working
Mavis hag warts on h
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She could never understand it. His simplici
his perversely appealing lack of handsomeness, evenof |

ittle bag with the ten dollars rubbing at her, knew ;
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f her. .
d never heard o If a big hat
Frances Farmer. R:SZEZ Mavis went and bought herse
That was the name.

. She went
e and a dress entirely made of lace
¥y

ooked
that dipped over one e

She b
. resort up there. he
Georgian Bay,to a ive everybody t
offfor the widekegxdetr?arrfe ogf Florence Farmer. To give
herself in under

ing herself
but calling
Frances Farmer, be recog-
. lly the other one, idn’t want to
idea she was reae);he was on holidays and dld&ack and mother-of-
Florene b;i:lu:l little cigarette holder that .v(;/a; o the nerve. ‘
nlze(li. Sslllle ould have been arrested, st)}:al 'tO see if Mavis was still
pearl. She ¢ to the Gift Shop, to se d be an espe-
t over to ht it would be
Rose almost wen ize her. She thoug it: to
. 1d recognize her. ion like that. To dare it;
there and if she cou sformation Ii . own,
: ) anage a tran s in your
cially fine thtl}i1 g; t'?or:ntergon preposterous adventures 1n y!
i

get away with it,

but newly named, skin.
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