


Why “Eclectic Lights? Firstly, due to the fact
that I can’t resist a bad pun. Secondly, this
anthology is eclectic in that it represents an odd
collection of previously published short stories,
most of which first saw the light of day as finalists
of various short story contests, and light because I
try to keep them that way. Nothing too deep;
nothing too heavy. My stories are not written to
preach, to educate, or to enlighten. They are
written to entertain. Only that. Light.

But for those of you who like to see a moral at
the end of a story I have included a few of my
recent attempts to update Aesop by way of “Fables
for the third Millennium’. Still nothing deep or
heavy here, although they may cause you to
ponder a little.

I hope that they will interest and amuse you,
and, above all, I hope that you will find them

entertaining.

Barry Daniels
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SHORT STORIES



ROB’S COVE

| suppose that, the ethics of my profession beihgtwhey are, |
shouldn't be telling this. But I've thought itdlngh several times and | truly
don't see how the telling of it can do anyone aayrhnow. | mean, they're
all settled in at Rob's Cove, and there's beerhatienge to their legal rights
to the property, so | suppose the secrecy whichs@aruch a part of the
Maclntyre will is all over now. And it's such asfanating tale; well, | mean
the world has a right to know. That's the wayd ge

You must know, right away, that I've always constdemyself a
practical man. Down to earth, you know. | neviertibld with all of that
mumbo-jumbo about ghosts and hauntings and reiatans, so I'm not
trying to prove anything to anybody. [I'll justltéde tale, and you can make
up your own mind, you understand.

Well, now that I've convinced myself to the telljny) be damned if |
know where to start! | suppose that, if you'remmalerstand the thing, you
have to know first of all about the will. And aliddacintyre himself, of
course.

Robert Angus Stuart Maclntyre came to New Inverndssa Scotia,
just before the turning of the 17th century inte ft8th, and he found not
much here but isolated settlements, a French &g and there, and acres
and acres of God's own country. It was said teat &ailed with the British
Navy and later as a merchant seaman, and, altHdagiersonal history is
guite vague on the subject, it seems he came to®¢®tland with a cloud
hanging over him. It's quite likely he jumped ship

In his early years he was not exactly the son enether dreams of
raising and - rough justice being the rule in tbies back then - he
escaped the noose more by good luck than good jewigmnd on more than
one occasion.

Again the history is more full of gaps than a gtald should be, but it
comes clear enough when, at the ripe old age dfi@4#et, courted and
married Eleanor (Nell) Thompson, the daughter lofcal fisherman and a
spinster at 17 years old.



Well from then on old Rob Macintyre was a changeshmA classic
tale, it was, of a young rogue brought to heell®ylove of a good woman.
He got a job at a nearby sawmill, put down a depwsa half-acre by the
water, built a small cabin and turned over thefso@ vegetable garden. He
set up house there at the edge of the Atlantic ©eath his new bride.

With Scots blood on both sides of the marriageas wot long before
the young couple was able to put enough asiddaodasome of the finer
things in life. Like a horse, a couple of cowsnaall fishing boat, and seven
children of assorted shapes, sizes and sexeshalhacre plot with the
small cabin gave way to a large, white-painted &dmuse on a five-acre
lot; then a 10-acre lot; and finally came to repré#sl2,000 acres of the
finest shorefront the country had to offer, comphetth the grandest
mansion in that part of the country, a smart ftddtshing boats at the
private harbour and a herd that provided meatgoaal-sized portion of
Nova Scotia.

By that time Macintyre also owned the mill at whioéld started his
working life (respectability had silenced the rumsaf his earlier life as a
mariner) along with three others, and half a dassorted enterprises
scattered among local townships. One of his stargje, he sent off to
Upper Canada to read the law. Jamie MacIntyex me back to set up in
practice close to home, and he, too, raised sevéren. One of them,
Edward Macintyre, produced yet more sons, anduffpdiow the line down
a couple of hundred years and through a few mor@fiae generations,
you eventually find Robert Angus James Maclntyttee-present occupant of
Rob's Cove, until a couple of months ago.

Me, that is.

The first Rob Macintyre died as do all men, richpoor, and his wife
followed him to the grave within the week. Allthfe county turned out for
the wake and said how fitting it was that Nelli@l lggpne so quickly and
guietly, since the one without the other couldlm®imagined. The two of
them had written a love story not yet equallechiese parts. Neither had
been known to raise a voice nor say a bad wordchagtie other. The two,
it was generally agreed, had gone to lovers' het&ake their place with
Romeo and Juliet and all of the other great lowagples, be they world
renowned or known only to each other, from the pagjéistory.



A fitting ending to such a beautiful love storyeyhall said.
But was it the end?

The reading of the will, as you might have expectadised quite a
stir hereabouts. The various descendants, in-lawg,term friends and just
plain hopefuls turned out in quantity to hear Jaraa the will. It is said
that as he tore open the envelope and read th@#ége, his face turned to
stone. Jamie Maclintyre's little firm had not gubgether, you see. A law
firm in Halifax had drawn up the will, and whethlmie liked that or no, he
was probably expecting a fair-sized chunk of thatego fall into his own
hands.

He raised his eyes to the assembly and saidjsatoit:

"There's nae a thing here ta hold ye, any of ydyesabout your
business."

For Robbie Macintyre had left nothing to anyone;iftended to
come back to claim it himself, you see.

The terms of the will were simple. The entire &st@as to go into a
trust fund to be administered by Jamie Macintyo®spany. His eldest son
was to become resident caretaker at Rob’s Covdnawel the right to
whatever funds were needed to keep it in good ¢andi He was also
allowed a small stipend from the fund to go towatdscare and feeding of
himself and his family. The eldest son was emntittesuch privileges until
his death, at which time the property passed dnisteldest son, who
assumed the same function. And so on down threuagless time.

But not quite endless.

At a certain point in time, old Rob would be badke would present
himself to whichever Macintyre headed Jamie's comad the time of his
coming, and claim his estate. The method of asicenyg that he was who
he claimed to be, when he arrived the second tnmenal, was spelled out in
very specific terms. Very secret terms. The cwdd survival of the
Maclntyre Law Company and the comfort of its owngese completely
assured so long as the secrets of the will werevkramly to the principal
himself. The day that anyone else came to knom e control of the



Maclintyre estates reverted instantly to the Halffexm. Anyone else, that
Is, except old Rob on the way back.

The will was challenged. It held.

My father died five years ago, and | mourned hisspay. In due
course | took the keys to his desk, slipped my ifgethis shoes beneath it,
and opened the file on Rob Macintyre's will. Ty Haat | was amazed is to
understate the case.

Over a hundred people had, over the years, presdrgeselves to
the occupant of the office in which | now sat amad lelaimed the estate as
their birth-right. Robbie Macintyre had appareritlgd to come back more
than a hundred times. Twenty of the claimantsthiad within five years of
old Rob's death and the fact that they had beea atithe same time as the
old man did not seem to have cooled the ardour wiitich they pressed
their clams.

Anyone had the right to present a claim.
None had even come close.

Over the first four years after | took over Dadisic only two
claimants arrived at my office. | sent them botfag as soon as they
opened their mouths. Neither could substantiaelaim to be old Robbie,
reincarnate. Each time, the old, yellowing papezse carefully refolded
and locked within the small safe which | then adrdown and locked in the
vault in the basement of the old building. | ke bnly key to that safe. All
of my staff knew that to even touch the small sbeed would mean instant
dismissal, with little chance of ever finding emgleent in a law office
again.

Old Robbie's secret was as well kept as ever &tsean be kept.

On a Monday morning in February | came into myagffat nine and
was met at the door by Mrs. Innes, my right arralinhings administrative.

"There is another of "them" waiting to see you Macintyre." she
said.



Sure enough, a young man sat quietly in the aramydis hands on
his lap, staring into space. He nodded good mgrasl passed.

Anyone had the right to try. | took the key to trailt from my desk,
and went down into the basement to get the papeet's make this as
quick and painless as possible,” | thought as asaty desk and opened the
file. | pressed the intercom switch.

"Mrs. Innes, have the young man come in, please."

What | knew, you see, and the young man did nos, tvat the very
act of stepping into my office would disqualify hinThe very opening of
his mouth would destroy his case.

The door did not open. Instead, my intercom buzzed

"The young man will not come in, Mr. Macintyre,'idgdArs. Innes,
obviously distressed. "He says you should knowebéban to ask him right
now."

A cold wind seemed to blow through my office.

For five weeks the young man came to my office gweorning at
nine, and sat there 'til three when we closedkgch evening he walked
down the street to the small hotel where he applgrate in silence and then
went directly to his room. He spoke to no one.

It was a Wednesday morning. My intercom buzzeds. Mhnes said
"the young man says he'll come in now, Mr. Macletyf it's all right by
you. And there's a young woman just come in wiys $laey're together.

| found my mouth would not work. | was dreadfutigld, yet | could
feel the sweat forming on my forehead. "Have hirhave them come in,
Mrs. Innes," | was finally able to croak.

The young couple came hand-in-hand and stood bafgraesk. |
did not need to look at the old papers to know whatman was about to
say.



"I'm back with Nellie to claim my land," he sa@&hd to my undying
shame, | passed right out.

Well, things came back into focus with the youngple fussing over
me and Mrs. Innes trying to get me to down a jigefdsrandy - which | did
- and we got on with the business. | cracked thevax seal on the
parchment envelope and took out the questionsysaetdbRob; the
guestions which no previous candidate had evetogatar; the questions
which no one had seen since they were written byl lod a cold winter's
night back so many, many years ago. But by tha tiknew that the
asking of the questions was no more than a foryalit

| moved out of Rob's Cove that weekend. "Rob'tafrse, had
correctly answered the six questions set for hich"&tellie" had answered
her six equally letter perfect. | didn't know whatelieve. It was against
all of my upbringing. It went against everything éver believed.

But what other explanation could there be?

For me, a greater "proof" of the thing, meaningnfare even than the
answering of the questions, lay in the couple tiedves. The 20th century
"Rob and Nellie" were as warm a couple as you ceuk wish to meet,
and obviously meant the world to each other. edskhen and where they
had first met, and "Rob" did not surprise me whers&id: "In your office,
Mr. Maclintyre, when we came to take the test. \Baitalways knew each
other, if you know what | mean. We each knew tha@td come together
somehow. Only recently it became clear how." Hexhe from Scotland.
Nellie had come to meet him from British Columbia.

The final "proof* came a month later. In my offidehn and Patricia
Bellamy (aka Rob and Nellie Macintyre) signed awrasir rights to an
estate worth over thirty million dollars. The trfisnd continued to be
operated by my firm, but with all profits and preds, plus all capital and
real holdings, made over to a local charity.

They kept the land. Rob's Cove. They live thene and | call on
them when | can. John has a small vegetable ganatdmack, and they keep
chickens. He talks of running a few cows whendaris how. He has no
concrete memories of any "previous life" but, apbts it, "This place feels
right to us. Like it's always been home and I'mewn no other."
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Pat is pregnant due next spring. They're hoping fooy.

Maybe they are Rob and Nellie, back from the grawéo knows?
They don't. | don't. All I know is that it couldifnave happened to a nicer
couple.

They fit here, in New Inverness. Everyone says/Aad they're

writing a love story the like of which hasn't bdemown in these parts for
almost 200 years.

11



OUR HOUSE

MONDAY (April 3™, more or less)
It started here.

| came back, as | said | would when | left, closd0 years ago. The
trains still clank and snuffle through the niglkelithey did then; the rain still
rattles the windows. Rain doesn’t change. Theioremming through the
thin walls is different. It was Vera Lynn, whewés here before, singing
about bluebirds; now it's someone called Bruce Sbmg asking, “Hey
little girl, did your daddy leave you alone?”

| didn’t leave you alone, my “little girl'youleft me No, you didn’t
“leave me.” You died. You were supposed to conek lveith me, but you
died.

| laugh sometimes when memory grabs me and takdsatk. My
ambition — our ambition — was to buy this stupidrabling house, in which
we rented two dingy top rooms. When | came basthdd in front of the
house and stared, not believing that it stood umgpbd. The agent asked an
absurd price and | wrote him a cheque on the sNotoffer-and-counter-
offer. We stood in the cold London drizzle andrbte him a cheque for the
stupid house. He stood there with the chequesiiéind, not knowing what
to say. An absurdly high price, he was askinglidt’t even put a dent in
my local account, and | only keep a local accoanpbcket money
convenience.

| have money now.

Back then, just after the war, it took all of mgypgheque and half of
yours to pay the rent and buy the groceries. Wittlatwas left went
towards the frills of our life, such as clothefadtle of wine now and then,
or the occasional day trip to the sea. And £2nmsk without fail went into
the fund to buy our tickets over the Atlantic. Tlukets to our future.

The day we left, our entire worldly possessionfour small suitcases
at our feet, we stood in the street waiting fortdee and promised each
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other that one day we would come back here andhmiiouse out of the
spare change in our pockets.

| forgot that promise. | only remembered it a lwaéer you died. So
| came back and bought the house. It's mine nlki\w.ours. Can you hear
me, my love? It's ours now.

A young couple lives in the top two rooms. Indiathink, or maybe
Pakistani. They are four months behind in theit.ré don’t care, of course,
but | don’t know how to tell them. Would they bmbarrassed, | wonder, if
| told them they can pay their rent or not; itflsthe same to me. Would
they ask each other, alone in their dingy roomsgtit, “What is he after?
What does he want from us, that foolish old man?”

| worry thattheyworry about the rent, that one night they’ll sneék
to avoid paying their stupid £18 a week, or whatévis they’re supposed to
pay me. Poor young things, alone in the nightukt tell them that | don’t
care about the rent and take the chance that tidy ihe a dirty old man
with ulterior motives.

| lie awake at night and listen to the trainghia shunting yards
behind the house. How | used to curse them wheynghed into my
dreams and brought me back out into dark realdgzen times a night.
Eventually | learned to tune them out, like thé&itig of the bedside clock or
the soft breathing on the pillow beside me. | evame to find the sounds
soothing, reassuring. When we finally crossed fibed” and slept in the
air-conditioned comfort of a luxurious (to us) apa@nt in downtown
Toronto, | couldn’t sleep for missing the train sds.

I've found myself a hard, lumpy mattress, jukelive had back then,
and | lie awake on it at night, listening to theusd of the trains.

| can’t remember what colour the wallpaper inhia# used to be.
Blue, I think. It's brown now. The house has savmeof and a few other
“improvements” of no note. Other houses alongténeace have been fixed
up to a greater or lesser extent, but this onmsst exactly as we left it.
It's as though it were waiting here all those yeaniting for us to come
home like we promised we would.
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| read your diaries, after you died. You alwaggtka diary. Years on
years of them. The later ones were smart, legaoieted affairs with your
name embossed in gold on the cover. The earlywases paper-backed,
cheap newsprint things with wire springs for birgdand your name written
in ballpoint on the flyleaf.

The diary for 1947 contained a yellowed cuttintpehed to the back
cover with dried-out Scotch tape. It was thewstmade of why we should
leave England versus why we should stay. UndefWhey we should stay”
column, there are three entries:

1. Mom & Dad: (his/mine)
2.  Assorted Friends and Relatives (ours)
3. ThePub

By the side of “3” you had written, “there are pubsanada too.”

Under the “Why we should go” column is a long b$entries, most
of which are too faded to read any more. Amongpiines | can make out
are:

Weather (stinks)

Pay (stinks) (his & mine)

Prospects (none)

Politics

Children (can’t afford them here) (see ‘pay’)

| remember making that list. We made it headdaehover the small
table in the cubby-hole we called the kitchen, \atg one Friday night after
| had been passed over for promotion yet agalmadino idea you'd kept the
list until | found it stuck in the back of your dya

The weather still stinks.

Thursday (the '8 I think)

| went past the factory. | went up in the morniagh hour. | took the
Bakerloo line from Euston, but instead of ridinght up to Watford

Junction, like | used to every morning, | got dftigh Street and walked
the last two miles.
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The faces are the same. Closed. Sleepy. Thilsmund platforms
full of businessmen and bureaucrats heading downtauth their pinstripe
suits and their rolled brollies; the northboundfoelans full of young
technicians and factory workers, heading for tlrigtrial suburbs around
Watford and Saint Albans. They still wear spoittshopen at the neck, but
now they have those tiny headphones held agaiestdhars by steel springs.
“Hey little girl, are you all alone?” in tinny toedrom the head of the young
man sitting next to me.

The factory looks the same, too. I'm beginninghiok that my
memory must be playing tricks; so much seems threesahen it can't
possibly be, not after almost 40 years. Yet | elnember the crumbling
stone wall between the factory yard and the “WBit&an” next door. We
used to sit on the wall and drink our Guinnessoain The “Dirty Duck,”
we called it then, or sometimes just “the Duck Suppose that the
headphone generation have their own name for it now

The town is still crowded and noisy, and the sthkar exhaust fills
your nose. | stopped for an early lunch at a sneglaurant, which could
have been the same...

The meal was bad. Tough meat, cold potatoes.

Walking back past the factory at noon, | saw #ahhicians, sitting
on the wall at “the Duck,” washing down their samntves with pints of
black beer

| did come home again.

Everything is as it was. All of the “reasons td gee still here, more
so than ever. The memories are vivid — not jusitwie did, where we
went, but the emotions of that time. The despdrapelessness. We were
so relieved when the job offer came from Canadavemtiad our ticket
money together. So very pleased to get out ofplaise, finally into a new,
fresh land where the sun warmed your soul and dppity shone down on a
young couple and said, “Grow here.” So pleasedyvesre.

So why, then, do | yearn so for this damp, crowd&dking place, for
those awful, hopeless days?
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Because we were young and full of life then, afrse, and because
the Journey was all before us, full of promise.

Tuesday (1)

| saw him on the stairs this morning — the “hinf'tlee couple
upstairs, that is. When | made eye contact anast obvious that | wanted
to talk, he tried to push past me, embarrasseukitiyg, | suppose, that | was
about to ask him for the rent he owed. | caugimt by his thin shoulders
and said, “Listen: You can forget the rent you ome | don’t want it. You
don’t have to pay rent to me. I'm very rich armdbh’t need your rent
money.”

He stared at me and gave no indication that hengtabd. It was my
turn to be embarrassed and | let him go, sheepiahly went into my room:
| don’t know if he understood or not. | think Iridded it badly.

When | cam home this evening, after supper, | wpstairs to see if |
could make things a little clearer and | found tlheoms empty. They’'d
packed (must have taken all of five minutes) andedoout sometime this
afternoon, | suppose. Done a bunk. A midnightwie used to call it, even
if it were done in the middle of the afternoon.

| can imagine how he recounted this morning’sati conversation
to his skinny wife, how they discussed whether $@angerously insane, or
simply plotting unmentionable deals in place of itwet money.

Anyway, the poor little birds have flown and, imvay, I’'m quite
relieved. | hope they don’t spend too much timerying about the few
hundred pounds they owe me in back rent, nor lapkiver their shoulders
to see if I've sent the bobbies after them.

Wednesday (19

| called on my London lawyer this morning, andrtispent the
afternoon with the real estate agent who sold reétduse. The agent was
very wary at first — probably thought | wanted mgmay back.. After we'd
talked for a while and | told him what | wanteddo, he became even more
wary and his eyes went wide. He must think I'megrdut crazy rich.
When | gave him a retainer of £10,000 he was sulgiddl teeth and

16



enthusiasm. He told me that it would probably eoste to carry out my

plan than | had paid for the house in the firstplal told him that | don’t

care. There is no upper limit. Do it. | will p&yr it. | don’t think anyone
had ever said those words to him before: No uppet. | It amuses me to

think of what he’ll tell his friends in the pub tight.

Friday (Near the end of the month. Probabl{) 8829")

| stood in the rain this morning, my suitcasesgtfeet, and watched
the wrecking ball swing. The roof went first, thlate tiles cracking like
pistol shots in the grey morning. The taxi camd,lasked him to wait. He
switched on his meter and started to read the Déitlkor.

The roof took about 20 minutes and the walls feaa an hour. |
watched it all come down. There are great stedkegs against the houses
on either side to ensure that they don’t tumble mdwao.

It cost me £3,000 to grease the wheels of thd tmancil and obtain
planning permission in a hurry, and another £6ja0thconvenience
money” to persuade the owners of the propertiesamh side not to lodge a
formal objection to my plan. What really swung teal with the
neighbours was the offer to let them divide theav&dot between them,
after the house is gone. It gives them eachla gtarden, quite narrow but
deep enough to put in some vegetables and a féwfféevn. If I'd thought
to offer that in the first place, | could probaligve saved 6,000 quid.

The rain kept down the dust.

Do you understand, my dear one? Do you know whigd to do this?
I’m not certain | understand it myself, but | couldt rest, back home,
knowing that the house still waited here. You ustsnd, | know you do.

When it was over, | got into the taxi and asked to take me to the
airport, then | changed my mind and went to theasta

I’m on a train now. It's going to the sea. bliay a couple of days, |
think and then make my way home. I'll call thekahd let them know I'm
okay. They must have been worried, not knowingtwiaas up to these
last few weeks. We're passing a shunting yardanl leear the engines
clanking, the big diesels purring. Strange howoktthe sound for the
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snuffling of steam in recent nights. The mind glaycks when you get up
to my age, | guess.

| find the sounds and the rhythm of the train veigxing.

| think I'll sleep for a while.
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WITH FRIENDS LIKE THESE

Ephraim Bedloe and me go way back, you know. Liakdur lives
in this valley; went to school together, and farmedt door to each other
for nigh on half a century. So it's natural thak$ should come to me for
the truth of it: "Was it all truly a misunderstamgl,” they ask me "Or did
the old coot plan the whole thing right from thegioaing?"

Well it pains me to have to say this - but | dé&now. I've lost
count of the times I've asked him, was it all shisunderstanding or did
you know what you were doing all along? He loolesstraight in the eye
and he says, “George, t'was all no more than aumiwhich by the grace of
God turned out all right in the end.” Then, whehihk I've the truth of it at
last, he'll give me one of those great broad wofisis that crinkles up the
whole side of his face, and a great silly grin l&kkad caught with his finger
in the cherry pie.

Maybe the only way to get at the truth is to reasont, like Sherlock
Holmes would, or that scruffy detective on TV. tlkgust stick with the
facts Ma'am," he'll say, and then he'll reasontloeitwvhole mystery and you
just want to kick yourself for not having seenlitadong.

The shot was a fact. Booming out of the still sgnmorning and
rolling like thunder along the blue hills to thedeof the valley and echoing
back down the river. Tommy Faulkner was up by {l@en he heard it plain
as day. Set the crows to squawkin', it did, amaight old Millie Faulkner
out of her kitchen at a run.

Old Millie, she's not much on brains, and | recktie was at the back
of the line when they handed out good looks tobshe got her big mouth
right at the front of the line, and a nose shetags$ sticking into other
people's business. Still the good Lord gave Mdlieeart to match the size
of her mouth and on account of the one folks tenaverlook the other, if
you catch my drift. She means well, Millie doéguess that could be the
epitaph of many a busybody.

Anyways, when Millie hears the shot she waits dahg enough for

Tom to point her in the right direction and sheterawin' off her apron and
jumpin' into that old Chevy pickup of theirs to g@e what's up.
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Now the last thing that Ephraim needed that mormmg a visit from
Millie Faulkner, and you can put that down for dretfact, but Millie came
a-rattlin' down the drive, kickin' up the dust wittat old pickup, and pulled
in by the porch just as Eph came up over the fields was carrying his
shotgun in one hand, a long-handled spade in tiex,cdnd his hands were
covered in blood to the wrists. It takes a lostmp up Millie's yappin', but
Eph managed it that morning; for a while.

Millie was half scared out of her wits, and I'llltgou that don't leave
a lot of wits left. Well, like it does with manglk, scared came out angry,
and she laid into Ephraim, demanding to know wihdéaey was - Eph's
missus, that is. Eph mumbled something about N&ay' off to visit her
sister, and told Millie to mind her own damned besss anyway. Now
telling Millie to mind her own business is a red ta a bull, and she really
started on into Eph at that point, which is jush#tiexactly the last thing
you should do to a man carrying a shotgun and eavier blood. Eph put
down the spade, but hung onto the gun, and tumé&tillie all calm and
guiet (which scared her more that if he'd beeméiraand a-ravin' at her)
and he said, almost in a whisper: "Now go easy enllie, or dammit I'll
be diggin' two graves out there this mornin' indtehjust the one."

And then she looked him square in the eye and embtice tears,
streamin' down both his cheeks, and that scarelié more than
anything else in that strange morning. She jumjgd back in her old
pickup and left Eph in a cloud of dust and exhausbke, with the tears still
coming.

Eph's no fool, of course, so he knew what had toecoext. He put
away his shotgun, fetched a beer from the icetabhisnself out on the
porch looking over his front fifteen acres, andlsdtin to wait for a visit
from Jake Mundt. Sheriff Mundt that is; our logalsion of that TV cop.
Eph knew that was where Millie was roaring offaad he was dead right.

Now here's another of those Sherlock-Holmes-typetsfof the case”;
It concerns that fifteen acre parcel out front phis farmhouse; the one he
was a-gazin' at while he waited for Mundt. Fagct'\® seen a lot of land go
under the plough in my day, and I'm telling youttbarcel of land has got to
be the hardest, stoniest, meanest, piece of Gadlsthat ever broke a steel
blade. Eph had been trying for years to put iteurtde plough, but all he'd
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got to show for it was another busted transmissiohis tractor. It needed
major surgery this time - costly surgery by theklod it - so the tractor was
up on blocks waiting for Eph to somehow find theda to bring in a
professional mechanic.

Eph sat, sipped, stared and waited. Mundt armalt forty minutes
later. He got down from his car, fetched himsatbéd beer and sat down
on the porch step. Eph gave the sheriff "Good Mdrand the two sat a
while watchin' the sun glint off the rocks, and dbake never mentioned the
gun nor the blood on Eph's hands. Two old friestting some time
together. Then Mundt says:

"Where is she, Eph?"
"Millie Faulkner's an old fool" says Ephraim.

"No denying that,” says Jake Mundt. "Now wher&@aryMary? And
don't start that tale about visiting her sistaause | called already and there
ain't no visit nor no plans to visit. Want to takéom there, Ephraim?"

Eph said nothing; sipped, rocked back and fotresl out over his
land. Mundt got up and squinted out under the sun.

“There’s fresh turned earth out there, Eph. Timiglon putting in
some potatoes, were you?”

Not a word from Eph. He stood, shrugged, turdedly and went
into the house. Mundt opened the leather restrgisirap on his gun and
moved to the porch. Eph came out of the housdrwhis shotgun, but it
was open and he held it by the barrel. He gave tlekgun and held out his
wrists for the cuffs.

“Want to tell me where to dig?” Mundt asked.

Jake put Eph in a cell on Monday morning and therstayed ‘til
Thursday noon when he was bundled into the poaceand driven back to
his property to meet with this policeman, this Meon, a detective he was,
out from the city. Not at all like the fellow orVT A little fellow, Morrison
was, all points and sharp edges. Talked fast aswkdin quick dashes, like
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he was always anxious to be somewhere other thanewte was. | had a
dog like that once.

Morrison starts in on Eph asking whereabouts Muaight be, but
nasty like, not with any concern at all. We alluggat that the suspect was
innocent until proved guilty, but this Morrison hiadbackwards. “Where
d’you bury the body?” he kept asking.

Eph wasn’t paying much attention to the deteciingway. He was
much more interested in the twenty or thirty mesytt set to digging holes
all about his rocky acres. They had these big eadoured earth movers
in, and men with picks breaking up rocks and hgulirem away in
wheelbarrows.

Jake had no love for this Morrison, | can tell yble’d gotten himself
bawled out by Morrison in front of his deputiesusa somebody had let
Eph wash himself up in the cell afore anybody thug take blood samples
from his fingers. Anyway, as Jake tells it, Mornsweas talking to Eph at
thirteen to the dozen while Eph was just a-stayu@r the field with a
strange look in his eye.

“Where d’you bury her, Bedloe?” Morrison asked éout the fifth
time. “It'll go easier on you if you help us. Whaed’'you bury your wife?
We've got Millie Faulkner’s testimony, we’ve twoigabours heard the
shotgun, and we’ve marked the spots where the gisiloeen turned. We'll
dig them all if we have to, but why don’t you makeasy on us, and on
yourself as well? Where’s the body, Bedloe?”

Eph stared at the men in the field for long sesdrefore replying,
and when he did it was real slow-like, as thougkvhe choosing each word
very carefully. “Well, inspector, I'll tell you tsi” Eph said. “I may look like
a dumb sod-farmer, but I'm not so stupid that Ffanp a flag where I'd
buried a body. Speaking — how d’you say it? — é¥gpthetical’, if I'd done
what you're saying | done, | reckon I'd have dugd little holes all over
just to throw some jackass like you off the scetype-a-thetical, of course.”

And that was it. Not another word could they gt of Eph, and in

the end the little inspector got tired first anttitdake to take Eph back to his
cell. Some say that Jake was a-grinnin’ all thg tvame.
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Come Saturday morning, sunlight through the sivealied window
woke Eph early, and he got up to stretch somenfgddack into his arms and
legs, which had gotten cramped from the smallldetwashed his face with
cold water and shaved as best he could, tryingép khe nicks and
scratches to a minimum. At nine a.m. he rattlecbhis and called for
Mundt.

“What you want, Eph?”
“Got to get out of here, Jake.”

“You going to confess? Is that what you mean? Wauat me to call
Morrison?”

“That little Jackass?” Eph laughed. “The Helllwitim! | got to get
down to the bus station by ten o’clock. Now opeas tage before | got to
pull that damn door off!”

Why you got to get to the bus station, Eph? Yanping on taking a
trip or something?”

“Come on, Jake, open up. | got to get there tot teseten o’clock bus
from the city. My Mary’s on that bus and she’ll lea& blue fit if I'm not
there to meet her. Move now, Jake. You know myyéaemper. Do/ou
want to be the one to explain why I couldn’t getvdahere to meet her?”

Eph says it's a toss-up who was the more surpridedy, to see old
Mundt waitin’ to meet her or Mundt, to see Marymgkin’ down from the
bus, glowin’ with good health and jumpin’ up to giph a big kiss, like a
young girl on her honeymoon.

Jake no doubt thought he’'d get the mystery opdf later, but he
never did. Eph didn’t like the way he’d been treldby some of his so called
‘friends’ and he decided to let them stew for aleshBut he told me, and, if
you promise not to spread it around too far, €ll you.

First off, there’s a part of the secret that'lldug in a few months
anyway, when Mary’s middle starts to show. Now,jia a fine, healthy
woman, and bearin’ another child shouldn’t by reggbé a problem. But she
Is getting on in years — No! I'm damned if I'll tglou how many - so she’d
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been away to the city hospital for a week of tasis observations. Well,
she brought back two pieces of information. Theyka healthy — and it's a
boy! The news just took ten years off Ephraim Bedlet me tell you.

Nat'rally, Mary didn’t want the news up and dowretvalley afore
she was ready — you know how women are about thesgs — so the very
last person Eph would have told was Millie Faulkmesen if she’d come at
a good time. Which she didn’t. Millie showed uphe worst possible time.

Eph’s old dog, Jenny, had been ailin’ bad for sonoaths back, you
see. She was nearly fifteen, Jenny was, and thdire span for a dog.
Well, the vet had told Eph what had to be done hietd put it off as long as
he could — which was right up to that Monday mogniafter a long and
sleepless night. She never felt a thing, Jenny'diddne shot.

The best part of the story, of course, is how Biphihad finally got
his rocky fifteen ploughed. Eph says that wherokdstruck turned off the
highway and Mary saw that east fifteen she squestedumped about so,
Eph was worried for his unborn son. Give them tdae, the police had put
the land back to rights. The last of the big emeépt had moved out just a
few minutes earlier.

“Oh, Eph! How'd you do it?” Mary asked. “Did yaet the tractor
fixed?”

“No, honey” Eph told her. “I got a little help inosome friends.”

So now you've all the facts. There’s a fine cadgorn starting to
show out of the rocky fifteen, and with luck thadawill finally start to
repay Eph for all the hard work he’s put into ieothe years. Did he plan
the whole thing? Or did fate and circumstance jusiw it into his lap?
I’'m damned if | know; and I'll probably never firmut. But | bet that TV
cop would have reasoned the whole thing out by now.

* * *
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THERE'S NO USE RUSHING ME; I'LL REMEMBER IN A MINDE

I've always loved the rain, you know. All mydifl've never thought
much of those bright, hot sunny days people ravawsch about. | always
figured they were fine if you happened to be alsuver, or a peony, or
suchlike; but nobody ever accused me of being #asuar or anything
remotely similar. No, I've always got much morenfrMother Nature when
she's in a bad mood, and wants to throw her weightind a little.

But just a minute now. You must think me a fdol@dd man, coming
up to you out of nowhere and babbling on aboutitteather. No, | didn't
come all this way just to find a stranger to borhwiny ramblings! There
was something urgent | had to tell you. It wastrigithe tip of my tongue
just a moment ago. Well, there's no use tryingiglhime; I'm sure it will
come back to me in a minute. Always does. You raaderstand, it's
difficult for me to hold onto a thought these dayamnearly eighty, after
all. Maybe more. | haven't been keeping closektthese last few years; not
since Annie died. My wife, she was. Died threergdmck. Or was it four?

Now there's nothing wrong with my mind, you hd#s! just that |
can't carry a thought the way | used to, so yquskll have to bear with me.

What were we talking about? Oh, yes, the weatki¢ell, as far back
as | can remember I've enjoyed a good storm. Buaoky skiing days, I'd be
off out on the trails in a howling blizzard, wheame folks were at home
sitting around the fire thinking: "Pity the poorlevbeasts on a night like
this." Well, I'd be out there with the wild beasexcept the beasts had
sense to stay in their dens while | was out trugldire trails though |
couldn't see five feet in front of the icicle on myse. | felt really close to
nature, those days. Still do. We understand edwrdilature and I. You
might sit by your fire and curse the snow, andwiet and the cold and the
wind and all; but not me. I'm out there close taight in it, you might say,
and enjoying the show; every minute of it.

Since Annie went, | seem to spend most of mydrfghe road. Bad
weather never stops me. In fact in many waysfiepte go walking in the
bad weather; I've the roads to myself then. At firwas only short walks

25



of a few miles, along the coast road and back himmsupper, but then |
started going further afield. I'd still follow tlw®ast road when | could,
getting the salt spray off the sea, and growingiiideom breathing all that
fine fresh air. And if the weather were not too Ibddust find myself a cozy
little hollow in the cliffside somewhere and cud tor the night. William,
my eldest boy, he asked me once "What's the fdrjfloesve ever walked
Dad?" and | told him "Six days". Bill says "How fa mean? How many
miles?" D'you know, I'm damned if | could tell Him

That time | hurt my leg, and the police had td Bill to come and get
me, well, I'd walked clear to Innis Harbour, andytisay that's over eighty
miles. | must tell you about that time. It was sariy, you know. I'd slipped
down the cliff face, you see. Damned silly thinglb, but it was raining
hard, and there was a lot of mud, and - no, newed the excuses, it was a
damned silly thing to do. So there | was, coveneahud, and soaked to the
skin, limping into Innis Harbour. That's a jumpeglittle fishing village
which thinks it's the capital of the tourist indystiown our way. Anyway,
the police picked me up and threw me into a dedldmit they were very
civil about it, and they fed me, and cleaned meamgl, brought a doctor to
see to my leg, but they still threw me into a c&llext morning | said to the
sergeant: "Thanks for your help, but I'll be onway now," and he smiled
and told me: "Fraid you're not about to be goingvehere, old timer."

They were setting up to put me on a vagrancy chaigé Do you believe
it?

But wait up, here! Talking of the police puts menind of what |
came up to you about. Here | am rabbitting on alBmd-knows-what, and
there's something pressing at the back of my minplist give me a few
seconds.... No, | can't seem to bring it back. |Bumow it was important. |
clearly remember thinking: "I must get to the pelid must get to a phone,
and let the police know......" No, there's no paintne using your phone
until | recollect what it was. It's useless tryitogrush me. T'will come back
to me in its own sweet time.

They know me now, after that Innis Harbour bass1 The police,
that is. Once they realised | widie MacElroy of MacElroy Industries, well,
they couldn't have been nicer. Of courséitiliam MacElroy that runs
things now. Bill came himself to pick me up, dngia company limo. The
police were very civil and there was a great déabpwologising all round,
but | thought the whole thing was hilarious andltitthem so. | mean the
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cops were right to think what they did. | gave theefat cheque for their
benevolent fund, and since then all the cars hodkgive me a wave if they
pass me on the road. | think they run some s@ppinetwork to let Bill
know where | am all the time, but that's all righth me.

It's a funny thing, in a way, don't you think? Howorked all my life,
from when | was twelve years old, and I'd mad¢hed money by the time |
retired, and now what have | got to spend it ongoAd pair of hiking boots
and a warm weatherproof parka. And what morewarit out of life?
Nothing. Not a damned thing. Well, the open rdadippose; and nobody
hassling me. And it would be nice if Annie coukel\with me, but | guess
that just wasn't in the cards. Still, I've alwayg sons. My boys. Annie
always wanted a little girl, you know, but we keptting boys. Four of
them. Always boys. Never a little girl....... a.little girl! My God, that's it!
That's what it was | came to tell you about! Tdnat the one in all the
papers! The little seven-year-old who wanderedyainam her parents'
camper. What about her? Whyawher, that's what! | know where sheé is
That'swhat | came to tell you about, not to go blathgmm about all of my
money, and walking in the rain, and all that clegpt Why didn't you stop
me, for heaven's sake? | read about her when Innvalsry Bay - or was it
when | was down at Gull Bend? Do you know thetskr@f coast down
there? It's a wonderful walk, that is. One of my favourites on a winter's
day, when a storm comes off the sea, and the sarayeach near to the cliff
top. They have to close the road to motor traféa know, due to icing on
the surface, but they can't kemgout. Why, one winter | was down that

Here I'm doing it again, you see! | was talkingatothat little girl.
Joanie, her name was; or Jenny? Yes, Jenny K.tWandered off from
the campsite where her family was parked, andthaltounty is out
combing the woods for her. Well, they won't firerh She went by the
coast road, you see. Now don't ask me how shdayan to Alary Bay,
which is all of a hundred miles from where she ward off. Maybe some-
body gave her aride. There's all kinds drivingstinroads, | can tell you.
You wouldn't believe what people yell at me outafs. They even throw
things at me. You just wouldn't believe it.

What were we talking about? The little girl? @wd, yes.
Somebody better get to her quickly. She won'tisartwenty-four hours
out there, even if it is summer. What do you m&nt where?" What do
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you think I've been telling you for the last hatfun. Jenny what's-her-name.
Didn't I just finish telling you where she is! ida't? | was sure | told you
about that. My wife Annie, she used to have ES$obanething, you know;
always knew what | was trying to say. I'd say "Habout a cup of tea,
Annie?" and she'd bring me a cup of coffee, angaloknow, it was coffee
I'd really wanted; and I'd say "How'd you know &lig wanted coffee?" and
Annie would say "Never mind what y®aid, | heard what yomeant' She
died about five years back. Did | tell you thateally?

The girl? What girl? Oh, yes, of coursealwher, you know! Now
don't you yell at me! Yelling won't get you anywéke | was over by Five-
mile point, where you can see those big rock idasfttshore. | came off
the road a mile west, and | was walking along tlietop when | heard
what | thought was a seabird, but when | lookedm@dit be damned, it was
the little girl, with her long black hair just lika the newspaper pictures; just
like they described her. Singing. She was singimg) dancing on the
pebbles there. | tried to come up on her quiailgls®e wouldn't be startled,
but | slipped on the scree and came sliding dowd,as soon as she heard
me, well the poor little thing started screaminigdiburst. No, | don't know
why. Well, | suppose I'm not the most reassuriggtgor a young child. |
don't bother much with my appearance, you know,nallme out on one of
my ‘walkabouts'. Why should I?

Well, little Jenny started backing away, andddtrto tell her not to be
scared but | thought "she isn't going anywhere yntit the ocean behind
her", so | just kept walking towards her. She w@g#ered in bruises, poor
child, and her dress was all torn, hanging fromiheahreds, it was.

The thing is, | didn't see the raft. It wasndlhga raft, you
understand, just a chunk of some old fishing-dolnjciv had broken up on
the rocks and drifted in to the cove there. Buanyesaw it. By the time |
guessed what she was about she'd pushed the titihg £2a and jumped
aboard.

Now it's no use getting mad at me! Let's see fastvyoucan run
over loose pebbles when you're eighty. If you exetrthat far!

She paddled her way out and | just stood therengedt her to turn
back before the current caught her. Do you knanctirrents there, at Five
Mile Bay, out past the Point? No? Well they'rd.eVake my word for it. |
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used to sail out there. Had this forty footerll ot her somewhere, as far
as | know. | think the girl realised at last besaghe tried to change
direction and paddle back in, but the current hexddy then. | could still
hear her crying even after | couldn't see her aayemMy ears are still
sharp, you know. Did | say that already?

When? What do you mean, "When?" Oh, when wakialP Why,
this morning. | came straight here, as fast asilccwalk! Now don't you
start yelling at me again! Let's see how fasi can cover twenty miles
when you're my age, if you ever get there. Listevalked through that
damned storm to get here; right through the stbocame! That must have
been the worst storm in these parts in ten yeads| walked straight
through it. So you just get on the phone to tHeppor the coast guard, or
both, and don't waste any more time..... what dorgean, it's been fine
since Wednesday? | walked through the storm| ytel. Straight from
Five Mile Point.

The storm was last week? Don't be silly. Thattdas' | came straight
here, as soon as | saw the little girl down at Rilie Bay. Now | know I'm
an old fool, but don't try to tell me | don't knavhat day it is. | mean,
there's no way | could have....... you must beakest. The big storm was
this morning and..... how the hell do | know why ooat is dry; it's a water
repellent coat, | guess. That's why. My hair? ®rrethe sun, | suppose.

You're damned right, you shouldn't be standin@ laeguing with me.
| couldn't agree with you more. You'd better getloe phone pretty damned
quick, and get the Coast Guard out there! Shetwast'twenty-four hours
out there, floating on that piece of wood on thiaatic Ocean. Not twenty-
four hours.
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TOMMY DELANEY'S ONE HUNDREDTH BIRTHDAY PARTY

| thought it was some kind of joke when | firstne of it. A hundred
years old, indeed! I'd known Tommy Delaney from tfay he moved out
here to New Inverness almost thirty years ago,semj and | just knew he
couldn't be a hundred years old. Seventy fivepuild have said to look at
him; maybe eighty on a bad day and with his teeth But not a hundred.
Never a hundred.

To be perfectly honest, | couldn't really clainktmow all that much
about old Tommy, even after all those years. Nunes could. He was
always a bit of a loner you see, and even aftemalfeers at the Inverness
Tap he wasn't much of a talker. His dispositiors waely better than surly.
Come to think of it, under the circumstances | daightly claim that |
knew Tommy Delaney as well as most; He was a tepublic servant from
Indian River, Saskatchewan, who'd moved out to INew@rness a few years
after he retired to be near the sea.

That's about all | knew all any of us knew, | goge. I'd never have
believed that Tommy was a hundred years old, thoaigt that's a fact. But
when lan MacAlistair showed up at the Tap with tiedéégram from the
Queen, well, you just have to accept such thingsitgou. lan is our local
Postmaster, and a bit of a nosy old cove, in a melning sort of way. He
brought this copy of the telegram into the Tap simolwed it about to us, you
see. There it was in black and white, straight fBumekingham Palace.
Congratulations to Thomas Delaney, it said, onhregcyour one hundredth
birthday. Signed by her Royal Britannic Majestliz&beth Two herself.
Well, | mean if there’s two things in life you caount on it's that the Pope
don't cuss and the Queen don't lie. There's juslismuting it. That telegram
put an end to all speculation on the spot, andrgonaent about it.

When we got over the surprise of it we got tokimg that, under the
circumstances, the least we could do for the ot w@s to bring him down
to the Tap for a night of free beer. Then somesuggested that we could
surely afford to stand the old goat a supper twiglo the ale, and somebody
else asked why not pass a hat and maybe get olthy@ome sort of
memento to hang on his wall and before you knomeit the makings of a
surprise party. By the time we'd finished theregensome that thought
maybe the Tap wouldn't be big enough for the deenEhen we could have
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kept things in proportion if the local press -- tegered though oft criticised
"New Inverness Echo" -- hadn't got wind of it andhied the damned thing
into an "EVENT". There's some folks who'd evenéhgou believe that the
"Echo" engineered the whole business for the sdkestory and, mind you,
I'm not saying that they're all above such a tlahthe Echo but in this case
I'd give them the benefit of the doubt. I'd likethink that our local rag has a
heart beating somewhere under the thunder oféssps, and that they acted
out of a sincere desire to honour the townshiglesilresident. Not that it
matters a lot why the Echo did what it did; what@re to the point is how it
went about doing it and, of course, what fell ouit in the end.

It was Martin Rudd who got the thing going. Mari the Editor at
the Echo, and a self styled "Newsman". Now | kribat there's some who
say Martin wouldn't be the pressroom coffee batwferen't for the fact that
his father in law owns the paper, but | don't ulsugadten to such talk
myself. I've seen Martin put away his scotch atTap and I'll tell you there
must be some newsman in him. Anyway, what Martintpgether (with the
help of our local RCMP detachment) was a plan totouearth some of
Tommy's old friends and long lost relatives frore Imdian River days. The
basic idea was that we would lure an unsuspectomgrity down to the Tap
with the promise of free ale, and then spring asTé Your Life, Tom
Delaney" on him, with the Echo cameraman snapgiath up for posterity.
Now right from the start lan had said how that wamg to be a sight harder
to do than to say. In all the years Tom had ligatlat New Inverness,
nobody could recall even once seeing out of towgitornis at his property,
nor recall hearing him speak of relatives or frefrdm his Saskatchewan
days. And, according to lan, the only mail thelody ever got was his
monthly Government pension cheque, and once inile vdme of those fat
manila envelopes addressed "or occupant”. Wel§ B&artin, all the more
reason for us to run down his long lost kin nowd pay the freight out to
Inverness to help the old lad celebrate turningradhed, and maybe just
fetch a tear to an old man's eye at such a timge, gays lan, and mayhap
sell a paper or two? Well why not? says Matrtin.

lan was righter than he knew. Two weeks intositleeme it began to
look as though the old coot had outlived anybody everybody who might
have had a kind remembrance of him. There'd béédrsaDelaney once,
but she'd gone to her reward many years back oé sorepecified disorder.
There was a son somewhere, Clarence Michael by,fauhée seemed to
have walked off the edge of the earth with no fodirsg address. Not that
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he was any great loss, by all accounts. Even aliténese years Clarence
was remembered well enough, if not too fondly naidn River. Seems he'd
been something of a drifter, and with bottle prafde Spent most of his
time on the road, living off hand-outs. Once igo®d while he'd show up to
sponge off his dad for a few weeks, making a geémetigance of himself in
the township, and then just when folks were stgrtmthink in terms of
lynch mobs Clarence would fade off into the sundéten old Tommy had
decided to up his roots and move to the sea, ddspparently not sat at all
well with Clarence. He'd departed for parts unknaight about that time,
and nobody at Indian River had had sight nor safridm since. Not that
anyone had tried too hard to find him you undexstand we got the distinct
impression that we'd be doing the good folks ofdndRiver a big favour if
we kindly left Clarence wherever fate and circumsthappened to have
deposited him.

So we'd all just about decided to give up the §ThiYour Life" idea
and go back to the original concept of a Grand Rrwhen the Echo turned
up Howard. Howard Delaney was Tommy's long logtesv; the son of
Tom's brother, who'd shuffled off his own mortail &ack in the early
fifties. Howie hadn't seen his old uncle sincedhg of his dad's funeral,
and was some surprised to find the old boy stithmland of the living. The
last news Howie's family had heard of Uncle Thomas that he was not at
all well, and with a poor to worse prognosis. Big good news was that
Howie had always had a soft spot for his Uncle Tand would be tickled
just pink to play his part at the Echo's Grand Bash

Well, the boys at the Tap didn't think much off&i Is Your Life"
with only one mystery guest; but the Echo was k&#n on the idea, and
decreed that the show must go on. So the scrigts readied, and the lines
were learned. In a nutshell, the idea was thaigs§ om was settling down
to his second or third jar we'd cut into the Muzgktem and Howie would
announce over the microphone: "Hi there, Uncle Tgmiy, you're
looking well for a man of a hundred.” Then whileeg/body sat about with
grins frozen on their faces Martin would step ud aay: "Thomas Delaney,
do you recognise that voice?"; then Howie woulg stet from the Snug Bar
and Tommy would toddle over to embrace his longhephew with a tear
in his eye, and the flashbulbs would pop, and ttl@Bvould start to recoup
some of the cash they'd laid out to put the whbte®tng match together.

It didn't work out that way. Not at all.
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For starters, Tommy didn't want to come. He didwé&n bother with
excuses; just said he wasn't interested. Turnimgnared was no more of a
trick than turning ninety-nine, he said, and theele2en no free beer for that
one. And then the last thing in the world he wdritedo was sit about
remembering old times he'd sooner forget. It veassaved the day by
hinting that we had a nice fat cheque waiting fommy at the Tap by way
of a birthday present.

Even then Tom kept playing the reluctant virgiat be went to get
his coat. Of course, nobody mentioned Howie, her'This Is Your Life"
bit; that would have spoiled the surprise and rditiee whole evening. We
needn't have worried about the Tap being big endaigtne party. Fewer
than two dozen folks turned out to help the old ruain over his century
and half of those were press. Martin had offeretae of the story to two
other local papers which were somehow affiliatethvhe Echo, and each
had sent a camera crew and their own reporters.

Now Tommy didn't take to those cameras one liile Terrified, he
was. By the time he'd drained his second jar helaaking like a man who
couldn't think of anywhere he'd rather be exceptbran front of a firing
squad. A hundred years old or not, we figured itné&n more seconds Tom
would need his shoes nailing to the floor if we &vgoing to keep him
around for the main event. So Martin got all tiwitand decided to rush
things along a bit. That was a mistake, too. koew something was up as
soon as the Muzak cut out. He sat there for aewbdking back and about
like a cornered badger, and holding onto his pket it was a life-raft and
the Tap was the Titanic. Then Howie spoke hisgibat with Martin
rushing things, nobody had thought to adjust tHame on the speaker
system, and Howie boomed into that little room like Wrath of God.

Also, Howie didn't much appreciate being rusheeither that or nobody
had been counting his scotch-and-waters becaussathe blew his lines.
"Hi there, Uncle Tommy" he boomed, and his voiceoed along behind
from adjacent rooms. "Boy, I'm surprised to see il alive. | thought
you'd snuffed it back in fifty seven."”

Tommy turned grey; then white. He gripped hig piot 'til his
knuckles shone and we feared for the glass. Thestarted to gibber.
Nobody had thought to turn off the speakers, whiegilnmed like a swarm of
insane bees; and into this madhouse from the SaugvBlked a semi-potted
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Howie Delaney. He looked at Tommy, glanced abletroom, looked back
at Tommy, and said: "Hi there, Clarence. Wher@sl& Tommy?" There
was a pause of about ten seconds which seemed lileek. The speakers
hummed; Tommy gibbered; Howie smiled. Then thshbulbs popped to
catch forever the sight of Clarence Tommy Whoewelabey sliding quietly
under the table in a dead faint.

It was weeks before we got the facts of it. TI@&M®P out at Indian
River found old Tom's bones in a shallow gravénatliottom of the yard at
his old house. The bones had lain too long irgtleeind for the coroner to
be sure of the cause of death, but the recordseshtdvat Tom had suffered
bad heart trouble for months, and that agreed evellugh with the tale
Clarence was pouring out to the New Inverness mesiatfew thousand
miles away. He claimed that he'd found the old ogrpse about a week
after he died. Just followed his nose, you mighgt sa

In true Clarence Michael Delaney fashion he'ddietito hit the road
and leave the complications for somebody else ttioost; but in going
through the old lad's possessions (looking foryezsh) Clarence had
stumbled on the key to his future good fortune:uacashed pension cheque
straight from those lovely people in Ottawa. Asdas cash in the bank, it
was to Clarence after a little bit of initiativecheeen applied to the back of
the cheque, that is. The lack of Tom's signatuesgmted not the slightest
moral dilemma to Clarence, and no more than theshaf technical
difficulties. After a few days of practicing thgysature, Clarence deposited
the cheque to his Dad's account, and two dayshatenrade his first
withdrawal against it. Of course Clarence had liche neighbours
something when they asked after Tom's health, $old¢hem that the old
boy was off in Nova Scotia looking for a retireménine by the sea. By
this time the old man's remains had been placdtbwitceremony and with
little tenderness at the bottom of the yard.

Clarence was bright enough to work out just horsuimate it would
be if his dad actuallwereto retire off somewhere where nobody would
know him by sight and the rest, as they say iofalhe best mystery stories,
Is history. Within the month Clarence had set apde in New Inverness,
introducing himself to anybody who cared to inquaseThomas Albert
Delaney Esquire, late of Indian River and Her MiagssGovernment. Not
that many cared enough to ask. Itisn't that weiresighborly out here in
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New Inverness, you must understand; it's justureatend to mind our own
business unless invited to do otherwise.

A few letters arrived from Saskatchewan askingrafommy, but
when they went unanswered even this small trickiaterest dried up.
After four days of questioning the mounties tookr€hce away. We've no
idea what they'll do to him, but you can bet that Government is not too
happy with him cashing thirty years of pension elesjto which he wasn't
what you might call fully entitled.

Now, we haven't any great love of Ottawa dowrhese parts, | can
tell you. If | were to sit you down and tell youhat's wrong with the
Government of this country it would be a long arid | don't know whether
your sitting parts or your listening parts wouldreéahe worst of it by the
time | was through. So you might say there's adaiount of sympathy at
the Tap for old Tommy (we can't rightly get useaadling the old man
"Clarence" after thirty years of "Tom"). In a perse sort of way, we're
even rather proud of the way he fooled the goventrdwe all that time.

And the rest of us, | suppose | should add. Mind, you can't fool all the
people all the time, and he didn't fool me. Nanhptetely, at any rate. Like
| said at the start of the business, | never dily toelieve that Tom Delaney
was a hundred years old.
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CHICKEN SCOOP

My name is Sam Thomas and I’'m a Newspapermairy. thea with a
pride which is in no way diminished by the facttthevork for a small-town
newspaper. The Innis Harbour ‘Echo’ (circulatid)aDO) is a newspaper in
every sense of the word, and its staff are prad@ssijournalists of the
highest order. You think I'm kidding? I'm not. ywWboss is every bit as
hard nosed as the toughest city desk editor obitjgest urban daily, and
the fact that she is also my wife doesn’t meanghats likely to go easy on
me. Anything other than top-notch copy earns na aflred ink and tough
criticism. The fact that her father owns the pajmrsn’t make for any
feather-bedding either.

Now, let’s keep things in proportion; I'm not g@gting that my
daily round is full of gory murders and politicakiigue. We haven't had a
murder in Innis Harbour since -- come to thinktpf don’t believe there’s
everbeen a murder here; and all of our National neswses off the wire.
OK, to tell the truth, the only ‘crime story’ I'vever covered was a bicycle
theft ring; that was seven years ago, and invohadfia dozen twelve-year-
olds. But that’s not what I'm talking about. Whiesay | take pride in my
work I'm talking about professional ethics and stanms. When you read the
‘Echo’ you can be sure that the facts are factd,that any editorial opinion
Is confined to the editorial page. There are sé\®gaer newspapers in
these parts that can’'t say as much, believe me.

Now all of this propaganda is just meant to coogigou that the
Chicken Scoop business wasn’t some weird, belaped Pool’s joke --
which a lot of people thought it was at the tinome folks even accused us
of making the whole thing up just to boost circidat As though we’d do a
thing like that!

It started at the Barnes’ farm, and we didn't krado@ut the chickens
at first. John Barnes called out the local congdtaly to report some odd
goings on about his farm one night last July. Hs=Edn lights in his
backyard, and heard strange buzzing and beepiisgsiahen when he’d got
his shotgun and gone out to investigate, he’d fduaald collie dog
staggering about in the yard as though drunk.
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Nothing was missing; nothing was broken. Sergetanty Wills — our
local, resident mountie -- tramped about the priyder a while looking for
clues, but gave up in the end and wrote the thihgsosome prank that
likely backfired. School was out then, and somewfhigh school kids
have the oddest sense of humour, you know. | s€jps not that much
different in the city on those long, hot summertsgy

Anyway, Harry called me to see if there might @y in it, and |
bought him a couple of beers to get the tale otirof But it wasn’t much
of atale and | didn’t write it up. Not right theamyway.

The second incident came three nights later, anoe $ie got the call
at about half after eleven, and knew | would &@lup, Harry called to see if
I'd like to go along with him. Why not, | thoughthere was nothing on TV
but re-runs and CBC documentaries. Well, this timeas no false alarm.
Harry parked the cruiser about half a mile fromBaenes property and we
walked in real quiet and stealthy like. Beforewere even in sight of the
farmhouse we heard the sound. It made the hameback of my neck
stand on end, I'll tell you. It was more than a stl&; less than a scream. It
pulsed, somehow; perhaps ‘throbbed’ would be a&bweibrd.

Now | make my living by words; by describing thetp folks who
weren't around to see them first hand. So | datislh having to admit this,
but | can't rightly describe the sound I heard thight. It was like nothing
else I've ever heard, before or since. And | mahtvell admit this too; it
near scared me witless. It seemed to get rigtitrough my ears and just
rattle round and about inside my head. And | deufipose there will be
any Pulitzer Prize fothattasty little bit of journalistic prose.

The rest of the evening was anticlimax. Barneg was staggering
round the yard when we got there, but there wasigroof any other living
creature about the place except for the chickehs,were making a great
squaukin and clucking commotion about something.

The following Saturday | was awakened by Harryl$\alt half after
two in the morning. He called me from his cawélsolved the mystery,
Sam” he told me. “I'm on my way to get them now. Yam want to be in on
the arrest?”
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“Solved? Who? Arrest? What?” | questioned Harryny finest two
a.m. newspaperman manner. “Chicken Rustlers,bldeme. “Chicken
Rustlers?” | asked him. “Chicken Rustlers,” Hampeated. And | could be
there for the scoop. Wow! “Pick me up!” | toldhhni

There weren’t any rustlers; but they'd been thesemeondad been
there. Or something. The chickens were gone. d€3agollie was asleep on
the porch and couldn't be roused, and in the grallrtound the yard were
the most scary-looking great claw marks that yoer eaw outside a science
fiction ‘B’ movie. We couldn't see much, even wsthe powerful spotlight
on top of Harry's cruiser, so we called it a nightl agreed to meet up back
at the farm the next day.

The claw marks looked even scarier by daylightné&lof us had the
slightest idea what on God’s Good Green earth maat&s in the ground
like that. The dog was staggering around the vaiidl a hangover.
Seriously. Listen, | know the symptoms of a haregpand the dog had
them all, right down to the bloodshot eyes. Wedaeaiad around for a
while, wondering who or what had taken the chickemst to mention why.
Given the price of poultry and the cost of gasolhéhe time it just made no
economic sense to drive all the way out here tal stelozen or so birds and
then have to ferry them back to the city.

While | was still scratching my head about this idasaid “Well, I'll
be damned!” and | looked round to see the chickensing back. Some of
them, anyway. And a sorrier bunch of birds you mele see. Talk about
ruffled feathers! They were staggering and clughike they'd just had the
shock of their tiny chicken lives.

And of course they had.

The thing that puzzled and embarrassed Harry anthost was that,
seeing as how our chicken rustlers were obvioudblly inept (the birds
were all back before we left) how had they gotteayafrom us so easily?
There were no tracks into the farm, no tracks addbe farm, and no tracks
out. It was as though they could just becomesibie and fly away
whenever they wanted to. This is getting reallyege thought. Next thing
you know we'll be getting reports of strange lightghe sky.
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“There’s strange lights in the sky out at Johnrigat place,” Harry
Wills called me two nights later. “Want to come But

“Pick me up,” | told him.

It wasn’t John who'd called in; it was a neighbaibout two miles
down the road who’d seen the lights and thougheth@ght be trouble
afoot. But when Harry and | got there the lightghatever they might have
been - were gone. So were the chickens. Agaihn dnd his missus were
so sound asleep that Harry had to pound the ddbrhag pistol butt to get
them out of bed. The dog never did stir off thenfrporch and Harry had to
check the animal’s breathing to make sure it wb.

Everything was very, very quiet in the yard. Tanet, as they used to
say in the old cowboy movies, just before sometgok an arrow in the
chest. So we checked about.

We didn't find any chickens; but we found claw ksaike somebody
had just held a ploughing match in John's backyard.

Queerer and queerer it got in the next few wedkse Barnes’
chickens came back all but one, and feathers gy field suggested that
some fox had been a bit luckier than our inepietstNeither John nor
Emmy Barnes had heard anything that night, anttasied out that was the
last chicken rustling attempt at the Barnes’ plaBat it was the start of a
whole God-damned epidemic around the other farniseameighbourhood.

Throughout August you'd have thought it was thg season at Innis
Harbour. We had reports of mysterious noisesemight; lights in the sky;
strange signals from boats out at the horizon;mddts of static on radios
which weren’t even switched on. And then, naturdhye rumours started. It
was a scouting party for an alien invasion. RumssiaMartian; take your
pick, both theories were around for a while. Isva@ ancient sea monster,
awakened from its ten thousand year sleep, conanl right onto the land
for a chicken snack (one hungry sea monster, Ighgyudging from the
percentage of chickens which repeatedly came baweiehhe following
morning!)

Now I'll admit I'm nobody's hero, but none of théseories bothered
me especially. I'm not the type to have nightmalssut sea monsters or
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Martian invaders. | admit that the eerie noise finst night at the Barnes’
farm shook me quite badly, but on the whole | wgsarticularly concerned
or afraid at any time during the chicken rustlipgsede -- until Harry Wills
clammed up. Nowhat scared me.

| hadn't heard from Harry for about a week, andlled him as much
for social reasons as professional; Harry refusembme to the phone. This
Is where professional newspapering comes in. Hafitlg turning down a
free lunch was something that set all my journalisistincts quivering. So |
called him again; and left another message. d to€accidentally’ bump
into him, but could never seem to be in the righte at the right time. So
when all else failed, | decided to follow him. Nmten the ace reporters at
those big Toronto newspapers have such excitingrasgnts.

| waited outside the police station in an old Khborrowed for the
purpose, and when Harry drove out of town that &yrevening | followed
along right behind him. And got myself arrestdthe mounties who had
come up behind me (I hadn't even known they weeethntil they turned
on their flashers) were very civil. They radioedriawho drove back to
identify me and that's how | became part of thkestat; and how | got my
chicken scoop.

There must have been fifteen or twenty troopedeuthe trees at the
Fredericks' farm that Sunday night. The Frederiad been taken away to
an Innis Harbour hotett{e Innis Harbour Hotel; there’s only the one. If I'm
going to boast about my factual accuracy, I'ddveteliver it.)

At the first sound of the whistling we put in teespecial earplugs
which the mounties had handed out, then all ofdalen this big black
helicopter flew in over the sea and hovered abbgddrmhouse. The
helicopter was blasting out a special signal, yeei #n RCMP technician
explained it to me, though | can't pretend | uned it all; or even much.
The signal was mostly ultrasonic, and the frequeseiere matched to
brainwave patterns which -- well, as | said, | didmderstand all of it. But
the upshot is, the sound put people to sleep. DogsBut not chickens.
While the helicopter hovered the chickens startegh & squawking and a
clucking, and then, one by one at first, then ingwand threes they flew up
out of their coop and took off over the fields.
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Then the 'copter came down. Two men dressed allack hopped
out and started stomping about the empty coop tlvélr equipment beeping
and booping and flashing in the dark (they weragisnetal detectors, |
learned later). They were so interested in what there doing that they
didn't even notice the mounties (who were alsos#r@sn black) until the
cuffs were snapped on. The big black helicoptedtio take off right about
then, but out of nowhere the sun seemed to switclaed suddenly there
were two giant twin-rotor copters which | hadn'eexknown were there,
hovering up over the farm. The black helicopteitstpvas no fool. He
came back down and switched off his rotors.

| got the full tale out of Harry Wills that nextening, and he was so
upset at having frozen me out thatbought the beer. Nothere’sa story.

It was all related to the big Brinks robbery in Hfat the year before,
you see. The boys who did that job high-tailedadutlalifax but took a
wrong turn, and ended up out of gas on the coast jigst outside Innis
Harbour. Wouldn’t you know it? A brilliantly plaed robbery it was, even
the mounties admitted it. Then they got lost aadaut of gas! Well, as
I’m sure you can well imagine, they weren't atrappy about sitting around
with just under nine million dollars cash in thertk; so they hopped out and
buried the cash, still in the metal Brink’s boxesder the chicken coop in
the backyard of an abandoned farm. Except it wabalhdoned; it just
looked that way.

As you might have read in the Halifax papers ensen the T.V., the
whole gang was caught later the same week.

Now nine million missing bucks are worth spendanfgw dollars to
locate, and that's what the whole chicken ruspesaele had been all about.
Apparently the crooks in jail weren’t able to beyepecific about the
location of the ‘abandoned’ farm. | don’'t belighat they'd been thinking
too clearly all that night. Anyway, the crooksthe outside, not knowing
which particular chicken coop to dig under, hadheck out the whole
damned lot.

That ultrasonic transmitter thing, the sourcehefweird whistling-
screaming noise, was intended to put folks intthnsudeep sleep that they
wouldn't be disturbed by the portable digging gbeat the men were using
to unearth any metal that their detectors founeiiTlbroadcasting gadgetry
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was still very new -- the whole technology of thang was still in the
experimental stage -- and at first they had aflétouble getting the
frequencies set just right. Hence drunken colligsdwhich should have
been, and eventually becansiepingcollie dogs.

When Harry Wills had called for help from Headdaes the experts
there had very rapidly guessed what the whistledights added up to.
That's when Harry got his orders not to breath adnaf the stakeout plan to
anybody in Innis Harbour, including newspaper régrst Especially
newspaper reporters. By then, of course, the bgd ad checked out just
about every back yard chicken coop in the aredadnif they'd drawn a
blank at the Fredericks, the next farm on theimagewas ours.

It fits. We don't farm our property any more; araiycould be
forgiven for thinking it was abandoned. Especidllyou'd driven by at
night, while we were away on holiday last summer.

Now there aren’t any chickens in our chicken codiaven’t been for
more than five years. My wife and | have beenkimg about tearing the
old thing down and putting in a small flower gardemere the coop now
sits. In fact, the more | think of it, the moretidea appeals to me. | think
I'll go out there this afternoon and try a spoegperimental digging. You
never can tell, there may just be a front pageygiaried out there, right in
my own back yard.

Remember; you read it here first.
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WIRED

Despite assurances, | thought when | closed my g it would be
for the last time. The surgeon-technicians sagg’'thdone it a thousand
times, and maybe so; but never on anything like inatew of the
humanated factories, of course, and they’ve beamhating trucks and
aircraft since the middle of the twenty first cagtuBut never anything
quite like me!

Most people think that humanation is a recent kbgreent, but it has
its roots way back in history. They used compatertrolled mechanical
parts to repair damaged people as far back asvirdy first century. Even
further, for some of the simple experiments. drt&d with mechanical
hearts, which is understandable; | mean, whateh#art but a pump? Way
back in nineteen something that was. By 2050 Has/perfected limb
replacements — that was the year human athletkstpitthe Olympic
Games, complaining that it was unfair to make redtomman beings
compete against mechanically advantaged persasew their point. That
was the year Peter Fynch set the 100 meter dastdratthree point seven
seconds, and the high jump at eighteen and adwtlf {Unfortunately, he
never did fully recover from the landing, even afteey gave him another
new set of legs.

Things really changed in 2073, when Jon Pringis so badly
mangled in an industrial accident that he needeghéire new body. There
was damage to the skull, too, so they gave himnaame of stainless steel.
The question of the year was “What is Jon Pringlg®4s he a human being
with extensive electro-mechanical prostheses, ariveaa machine,
controlled by a human brain? Before anyone camwitpa satisfactory
answer, the boys at MIT further complicated theasisy wiring the earthly
remains of Albert Ratcliffe into a '73 Ford. MITodated the Ford to
Ratcliffe’s family; the last | heard Al was stitl fine shape driving his great
great grandchildren around. He’s worn out five on®@ty now, and God
alone knows how many mufflers he’s gone through.

The principle for all these things is the samkhased on the 2044
patents for nerve connection, which made it posgiblsplice organic nerve
tissue to electrical connections and have nervellisgs converted to
electronic signals -- which can then operate varioits of machinery. This
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allowed surgeon-technicians to give Peter Fynclsiyer-legs, and turn Al
Ratcliffe’s living brain into the control consolerfa Ford Pickup.

In Al's case, nerves which had instructed his feehove were
reconnected to the throttle and brake controls.pishing his imaginary
right foot to the floor, Al sends a nerve impuleetcelerate. Left applies
the brakes. By turning his long-gone shouldersstiers the car around
corners. Other nerves open and close doorloaks;afisoft music station on
the car stereo; switch on the air when his ‘skagl$ too warm. Simple,
really. But then Al was a very early model.

The first humanated factory appeared in 2108small town in
eastern Panamerica. It was also the first tirmeithhmanation had been
requested by the donor rather than as the afterafahme dreadful
accident or illness. Simon Rollins, great grandsbtihe founder of Rollins’
Forest Products, was sound in mind and body whexsked the surgeon-
technicians to humanate him into his own factofere was a lot of legal
wrangling, but the humanated Rollins’ Plant swakohits first load of logs
in February, 2108. | sesswallowed because the nerves which had operated
Simon’s mouth now controlled the input procestlant. Brain
impulses which had taken care of Simon’s digestiow controlled,
logically enough, the huge chemical pulp digestetke factory. | won't
dwell on the output control, but huge pipes powetieady supply of liquid
pulp to the waiting tankers. A large office, eqpeg with cameras,
microphones, display screens and speakers alloweah3o communicate
with plant personnel and, when they bothered tp ésg family members.
I’m told that he still reads the morning papers plays a decent game of
checkers.

So maybe | shouldn’t have been surprised by wiet tlid to me.
When they consulted me, on the operating tableetivas not much choice.
The fire had burned most of my body clear away, iisanly thanks to my
naturally thick skull that there was enough of i o wire up to anything
at all. Well the surgeon-techs were very good. yldféered me a full
replacement body, a super slim-line 2235 modelttfeen suggested a very
interesting alternative. | thought it over foreavf minutes, and said “Yes!”

| opened my eyes to see the planet Earth hangiegdce below me.
There was a moment of vertigo — they’'d warned nwuathat — and then the
majesty of the scene sank in. I'm in stationatyitptwo hundred miles
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above Earth; | can change that, should | needith,rocket thrusters
connected to nerves which once wiggled my toesn burrounded by huge
chunks of rock towed back from the asteroid belhbgnanated freighters —
monstrous rocket ships, built expressly for thappse. | talk to them on
VHF radio, and I've made a number of good friends.

When | feel hungry, | reach for a hunk of asterduly right arm is
seven hundred meters long. | put the rock intamoyth and chew. The
rock is broken up into small pieces and passedigirony ‘digestive tract’;
I’'ve no idea how it works; but then | never knewah about the biological
one, either. | know that my new one is a lot meffesient than my old one;
the new one is nuclear powered. We won't go ihtowaste disposal
process, except to say that the output systerggedi to fire the waste in a
calculated trajectory which will eventually dropnto the sun.

| spit out the refined metal. It floats around mehiny little spheres,
each one a meter in diameter. | pick them up arai them to earth. Yes,
throw them. | am &pectacularlygood shot. | admit that the practice shots
were a bit less than accurate, but fortunatelyotieethat slipped in my
‘fingers’ ended up in the Gobi desert. | can naapdthem into the Pacific
Ocean within a half kilometer of the pickup powmtere the pure metal is
retrieved and sent off for end-use processing.

Well I'd love to stop and chat all day, but Erngsstt called on our
special frequency to say he’s on his way back froebelt with a load of
ore for urgent processing. He’s less than fiveifamd kilometers away, and
braking hard. He’ll be here in ten minutes, aretéfs a special override on
this order, which means I'll start processinggiti away.

Just as well. I'm starving. A whole load of irbearing ore! All for

me! The entire thirty thousand tons of it! Yurmuny, yum! Can’t you just
taste it!
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REDCAP

Life can be downright peculiar at times, don't yiomk? Oh, | know
I'm not saying anything new or startling; it'stjtigat every time | start to
think I've seen and heard it all, something seent®ie up to prove that |
can't ever takanythingfor granted. What do | mean by that? Well thstbe
way | know to explain myself is to tell you the whstory, and the best way
to tell a story is to start at the beginning; anokeigan a long, long time ago.

It was coming up Christmas, 1958. I'd just tureeghteen years old,
and I'd been out of work for most of that year|'dgumped at the chance to
make a few dollars working at Ottawa’s Train Statibelping out with the
Christmas rush of mail. The work wasn't much, bentyou might say it
fitted my skills, so | wasn't complaining. Waelhu don't get any guarantees
in this life; that's always been my motto. You mdke most of the chances
you get, and whining about things was never the twayake friends or
fortunes.

So there | was lugging sacks of her Majesty's Rblal from
platform one to platform three and piling them ittte van for Toronto and
points west, when Murray gave me a nudge. Murray avregular Redcap,
but a good sort. He treated us casual workergdé&kpeople, which is more
than | can say for most of the other regulars. Softeem wouldn't talk to
us at all. "What do you suppose'sup to then?" Murray asked me in a loud
whisper, looking over his shoulder in the directadrplatform two. Well, |
saw nothing but a young lad waiting to meet hisafirthe six thirty from
Montreal, so | said as much to Murray and got backork. Murray used
to read a lot of those spy books, and he was alluagmg mysteries where
there weren't any and spotting Russian spies swgppiormation (secret
train schedules?) so | thought nothing of it. Nght then.

The next time | noticed the boy was just aftertegy break at seven,
and Idid think it was a bit funny then, since the six thinad come and
gone; but then | thought he was probably justia fien who liked breathing
in all of that fine steam and smoke from the engjihéad no trouble
believing that since I've always been a bit thay walined myself, so | let it
be and thought no more of the young chap on plattero until the eight
o'clock came steaming in an hour later.

46



The eight o'clock was the Trans-Canada. Five dag&l been
coming across the vast cold country, and she whsffall manner of
Canadians from here to there. Just as the bignermgime puffing in, right at
that split second before it steamed in betweenmdepéatform two, | saw a
quick flash of red as the boy pulled something flumback pocket. That's a
fancy handkerchief, | thought. But then | recogudizhe red object from the
photo it had left on the back of my eye. It waarttandkerchief at all. It
was a red cap.

| didn't need Murray to help me figure out themsveomething fishy
going on, but | couldn't straight away figure outyithe boy should want to
dress up like a porter. Perhaps he's just playtitgiag grown up, | thought
at first - | was very young myself, remember, atitiready to look for the
best in folks. But that idea just didn't sit righomehow.

Well | spent a few minutes scratching my head dvermystery of
the thing, and | eventually reached the conclu#hah whatever the boy was
up to, it was nothing good. So | determined rigii@ré and then that it was
up to me to put a stop to it. Off | went at a galtlown the ramp and under
the lines, then up the stairs, puffing out steammval the great snorting
engine sitting out on the rails. But by the tinmme puffing and grunting
up onto platform two there was no sign of the latth whe fake red cap.

After another minute or so my feet sort of tooleomy thinking
processes, and | was running back down into theeiumefore I'd any clear
idea where | was running to or what | intendeddauhen | got there. Then
| skidded round the corner at about forty mileshaar and hit Murray head
on. He was coming the other way to see what I'eedearing off after, and
we both went down in a tangle of arms and whistlessrambled back to my
feet and took off again at full throttle, but | gotthe main entrance just in
time to see my bogus Redcap jump into an old Foddgm chugging off
along Wellington Street, past the Parliament Bagdiin all their snow
covered glory.

| stood for a few minutes, getting my breath bad¢kought it possible
that the boy had seen me take off after him, andde®n scared away from
whatever evil he'd been plotting. | decided thahswas quite likely the
case, and turned to go back to work, wondering haas going to explain
to the foreman just why I'd gone chasing off in fiingt place.
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Well it took more of an explanation than | wasalale of giving, and
| lost an hour's pay for it; so when Murray camedempminutes later and
asked me to come with him up to the front lobbyakwt about to take a
chance on losing another dollar eighty five.

"Come on," he said, tugging at my sleeve. "Yoguweeto see this. |
think it explains what your fake Redcap's beenaup Well, | was just
intrigued enough to risk the loss of another houag, so | took off after
Murray towards the front lobby.

As we came up the old stone stairs | could hdwealleof a racket
coming from over by the tea-rooms, and it didrketene more than a couple
of seconds to spot the centre of all the commotire stood about four feet
eight, weighed perhaps seventy five pounds, arkkeldbto be maybe a
hundred years old; but if you closed your eyesjastlistened you wouldn't
know whether you were hearing a mountain lion figh& ward full of
newborn babies an hour overdue for feeding.

When we got near enough to make out the words twauand two
together quickly, and | suddenly knew why my faketer had waited
through several train arrivals before putting as fake porter's cap. He'd
been choosing his prey; waiting for just the rigbibination of age,
infirmity and gullibility. | knew, too, that I'ddéen wrong in thinking I'd
scared him off before he'd had a chance to dousmbss.

The old lady had come right across the counththalway from
Victoria, to spend Christmas with her daughter,drand-daughter and her
brand-new great-grand-daughter. | supposed thet there some males in
the family somewhere but apparently they didntifggprominently in her
scheme of things. She'd arrived here, three thaussales from home, tired,
lost, and confused. Then, as though in answemn tmmapoken prayer, a nice
young Redcap arrived to help her out of the traith @arry her case up to the
lobby and call a taxi for her. He'd told her tarmup at her own speed;
there was no need to hurry, because he'd holdatitebait he'd better just run
on ahead before all the taxis were taken.

But when she'd got to the top of the stairs - vdwayou know! No

Redcap; no suitcase. Merry Christmas, Grannie! Weécto the Nation's
Capital.
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The Station manager arrived about the same timgadyand | came
up, and a couple of Redcaps took the old deartitdea rooms to sit her
down to a steaming cup of tea - the traditionatiittCanadian reaction to
disasters of all kinds. Murray tried to calm hewth by pointing out how
the thief would probably dump her suitcase as smone found out that his
prize was no more than a case full of old ladiagh@ntionables In all
likelihood the cops would have it back to her ilmddime for Christmas.
Yet far from calming the old woman this commentsed to provoke a new
wave of howling. In between sobs she explainedlibaveen her whalebone
corsets and her lavender bath salts she'd stuéfieddmplete life savings,
which she'd been bringing to her daughter for ss#plkng. Over five
hundred dollars. In used bills. Small bills. Emitigispendable bills.

Had he known, somehow, how to choose just suahgat? Where
do you go to learn a trade like that?

It was then that Murray whispered in my ear trexbpps somebody
should start up a collection, so | borrowed hisaagd and | started to pass it
around. | put in two bits to get it going, but withen minutes | felt so mean
that | threw in another quarter. People were dmogm folding money. Big
folding money. One fellow in a heavy racoon coaipghed in a twenty
dollar bill. Tens were everywhere. | turned rouocd¢e a second hat making
the rounds in the tea-room and another startingutgpide. Perhaps the
Redcaps felt a bit guilty that none of them hadtsgiothe fake in their
midst, not even when he came up through the bar8erthey were making
up for their guilt by carrying their hats abouteeerybody in the station that
night.

We collected six hundred dollars. I'd never seemach money. It
made me think maybe thenasa Santa Claus after all.

The look on the old lady's face as Murray tookdféto find a cab
made all our efforts worthwhile. I've got to shattwe all left the station
feeling warm that night, even though it was twedmdyow zero on Parliament
Hill.

As for me, | was the man of the hour. | never egpeed so much
back-slapping and hand shaking, not before andinog that night. | was
the only one who'd spotted the fake, you see.iVergmy best shot to
catching him, and when that failed it was me wiaotet the hat going round
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that replaced the old dear's life savings wittiteelChristmas bonus thrown
in. | was a genuine hero; the man-of-the-momensdrthought.

Murray and | kept in touch over the years. Chrestroards with a note
inside and the occasional photo of growing famjltbat sort of thing. |
moved around quite a bit before | finally settlenhah - in Ottawa, of all
places. Murray and his family moved once or twitben settled in Dundas,
Ontario. | last saw him about a year ago. He walsrlglelen and in failing
health. He told me something. A confession, it veaxsl an apology, of sorts.

"When you took off after Eddy at the station b#woén | thought it
was the end" he told me. "If | hadn't sandbaggadymin the underpass
you'd have ruined the whole thing." "The old laul$ of his head and
rambling," | thought. But he wasn't. Over the nestir | got the whole
story.

The "old lady" had been Lily Watkins, star of stagcreen and
railway station. She was about thirty five at ttiaie. The fake Redcap was
Lily's son, Eddy, who must have been fifteen otesx back in 1958, but
big for his age.

Murray was the local man. He had two main taskgrompt
someone to start the hat around if nobody cameitlptiae idea
spontaneously; and to make sure that the Transe@amas held up long
enough for a certain old lady to leave the stasiod a certain young one to
get back aboard. For this he got five percent eftéke, as did each of the
other locals - one for each stop on the line. peent of six hundred is
thirty bucks. | made eighteen dollars and fifty tsaihat day for ten hours
hard labour.

Lil Watkins' cut was fifty percent of the take,$800 from the Ottawa
stop alone. If you take Ottawa as average, thémtwelve stops along the
line Lil would have taken home over three and & thalusand dollars for
Christmas 1958 — a working man’s annual wage baeR.tBelieve me, that
would have made for a very jolly holiday.

| couldn't get mad at Murray; not after nearlytyoyears had blunted
the memory. But something funny struck me. A mgnadrMurray nudging
my arm, and asking me in a loud aside what | thotlgdhyoung boy was up
to on platform two.
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"You tipped me to him, Murray, you old son of angu told him.
"Why'd you do that, if you were in on the take?"

"Never did like that Eddy," he said. "Conceited &b a bitch, he was.
| was half hoping you'd tumble the bugger.”

"You'd have been out thirty bucks" | told him.
"Would have been worth every penny."
Murray Watkins died last Christmas Eve. There n@aseed for tears.

Murray was over eighty and he'd had a good life. isdsurvived by his wife
Lily and his son Edward.
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GOLD RIVER

| stepped out of the Airport terminal into a blaswind-driven rain, a
cold, swirling Nova Scotia drizzle which pried irttee smallest gaps in my
clothing and cut like a blade where it reached atgmted skin. | pulled my
collar tight and jogged quickly to my rental c&y the time I'd started the
engine heavy raindrops were splattering on the sarekn, and | pushed
buttons at random until | found the wiper and dstrawitches.

The drive to Gold River took an hour. | pulledoithe long driveway
and parked next to Dad’s old Ford 150, which ghistein the rain, making
it look much newer than it really was. One of tioat tires was flat.

I’d come to Gold River in response to a summons,idgih | doubted
that Dad had intended to send one, nor did heseetliat he had done so. At
the end of an ordinary letter, full of the detaifshis seventy-second
birthday, he’'d added: ‘If you could come to Golaét for a short visit I'd
be very grateful. Sometime soon would be bes$twalsn’t the ‘sometime
soon’ that rang alarm bells, it was the ‘very gfak. | couldn’t recall him
ever using the word ‘grateful’ before.

We sat opposite each other in his small living raord neither of us
knew what to say. | sat in the corner chair whield been my mother’s and
before that — when | was very young — my Grandniighédad sat on the
end of the sofa which had never been other thanWis stared at the
television, which was always on.

“You've a flat tire on the truck,” | said. “Drer side, front.”
“Aha'”

On the TV screen a large black dog was sniffiagvdy towards a
fugitive hiding among stacks of pine planks in mlber yard. The dog
found its quarry, leaped at the man and grabbedblyithe right arm, which
was thickly padded. At a command from the tratherdog released his
captive and trotted obediently to heel. “It wa®gof you to come,” Dad
said, not taking his eyes from the set. “| knowHhmusy you are at your
printing factory.”
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“Oh, it'll run well enough without me for a litthevhile. Your grandson
handles most of the day-to-day stuff these daysany

“Aye, he’s a good lad, young Bob. A good mindhas. Your Mom
and me, we were always very proud of you, you kntlve way you'd got
ahead, starting from nothing.”

This was not true. It was only recently that lad hecognized my
climb from the shop floor of a small Toronto comp&o become the owner-
manager of a large, successful printing plant. fizer had worked all of
his adult life at whatever odd jobs came his wdy/e had lived day-to-day,
always moving towards an uncertain future, nevevkng whether we
would be able to pay the bills at the end of thetino | was sure that the
stress of living this way had played some partringing about my mother’s
untimely death.

Dad and | had been uneasy with each other sinad been a small
child. I had never known what he expected from nexer known how to
please him. My earliest memories were of a distumy man, of whom |
was always a little afraid. Throughout my teenggars he had been angry
almost all the time, holding onto himself tightlgaanst an inner rage which
was directed against me, although | never knewtBxatat I'd done
wrong. My wife, Liz, a kitchen-sink psychologibelieves that my father
was always jealous of me; at first because as Bncbild my mother’s love
and attention were focussed on me; later becausachigvements placed
his own small successes in a very poor light.

“Dad, are you well? You look tired.”
“I've had a bit of a chest cold.”

“Yes, you wrote me about that. Doctor McMillamsgou to Halifax
for X-rays, didn’t he? That'’s all O.K. now thoyglou said in your letter.”

“Yes, it cleared up.”
“Then why did you ask me to come out here?”

“Do I have to have a special reason to want to sgeon? He was
instantly on the attack. The undercurrent of angkrestrained violence
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which had always been a part of him, was stilléhg@rst buried a little
deeper than it had been. “You know damn well l'da@ affording the cost
of a ticket to Toronto; so how else am | going &b @ see you then?”

He glared at me, but | would not rise to this bddad,” | said quietly,
“You know very well that there’s a ticket waitingrfyou at Halifax Airport
any time you want to come down for a visit. Alluyneed to do is pick up
the phone.”

Deprived of combat he lapsed again into a suilence. On the
television a plump Beagle wagged its tail in quskall circles as it
waddled between pieces of luggage at the side airport carousel. The
dog stopped at a large grey suitcase and begarko b

“I'm dying, John.”

“Surely not,” | said. “You're just tired, and athliepressed. It's only
a year since Mom died, and you don’t get over iagttike that easily. Then
this damned weather would depress a Saint! Qdrest tmore weeks and
March will be gone. Everything will look differemt the spring. Better.”
A proclamation of my father’'s impending death wasanew thing. Six
months earlier I'd driven through the night to G&uer after he phoned to
say that he’d been diagnhosed with Emphysema andmigich few weeks to
live. These false alarms were becoming more freglately.

“There’s a spot on my left lung. They want tostione more tests,
but they say it doesn’t look good. The doctorsasat the spot when | got
my X-rays.”

“A small spot is nothing these days,” | lied to hif\fou go into the
hospital one morning and you're out next day. They do some radiation
later, just to make sure. You’'ll be good for ametten years at least.”

“I'm not having it treated.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I watched your Mother die, son. I'm not stromkgl her; not brave
like her; | can’t go through what she did.”
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“Mom’s cancer was well advanced by the time sheatghiagnosed,
Dad. She left it too late for treatment. It wobé like that for you.”

“My mind’s made up. McMillan said there won’t be aflupain, he’s
promised me that. You might not understand thisn,Jout I'm seventy two
this year and | donwvantten more years, not like | am now. The thought
frightens me more than this thing on my lung! jtist that.......... ”

He paused, reluctant to speak. | let the wordg Imathe air for
several seconds. | wanted to feel sorry for ineslf weak, lonely old man,
but it wasn’t in my heart to do so. We’'d had adi@ss relationship for fifty
years, and it was only in the last ten that we énagh become civil to each
other. | found it inconceivable now that at sudhta date we could bring
love into the equation. | had promised Mom thablld not neglect him;
that | would support him where | could, but | conddnage little more than
these basic kindnesses.

“What is it, Dad? Is there anything | can do?”

“I..... I’'m scared, John. I'm afraid of dying. Ntite cancer; nqust
the cancer. I've been over that so many timesyirhaad that I'm getting
used to the idea; It's not that.”

“What, then?” | knew that | sounded callous; unagrcruel, even.
He didn’t seem to notice.

“I'm afraid of what comes next. I'm afraid to faogy judgment.”

| could not believe that he was being serious, rebexing his often
outspoken and vitriolic comments about the prastibeliefs and habits of
local Churchgoers, but his face bore no hint of bum He had never been
able to stand humour directed at himself, andeMkthat to laugh now
would destroy him. “I didn’t think you believed that stuff,” | told him,
straight-faced, “You haven't started going to adiyrave you?”

“Well, no,” he said. “l did consider it, though.”
| looked at him then and saw that he was cryingsingle tear trickled
down his cheek leaving a shiny trail. | knew thatsought comfort from

me; a few words of reassurance, of compassionwaiged me to say
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“everything will be alright.” | sat, silent, doimgpne of those things. He
looked away from me, stood up and walked to thehkeih.

“Would you like some tea, or are you still a coftienker, John?’
“Tea will be fine, Dad, thanks.”

| followed him into the kitchen where he was stabpger the electric
kettle. He seemed to be having trouble puttingsthall two-pronged plug
into the duplex by the stove, and | saw that tean® flowing so fast that
they blurred his vision. Fat drops fell from hiseeks onto the fake-marble
countertop. He had not noticed that I'd entehedkitchen and | turned to
leave, not wanting him to know that | had witneskedoss of self control.
| stepped through the door into the living room..........

......... and in that instant everything changedn the kitchen of the
house which my father had built half a century tagdiis new familyhe
became the frightened child, needing to be heldcandforted, protected
from the cruel realities of life, while | was thdwdt, watching the tears flow,
knowing what was required of me but utterly unablgive it. Suddenly,
finally, | knew that he had not been distant, umgarHe had not ignored my
achievements; he’'d simply been unable to acknoveeldgm. The man was
totally unable to express his feelings. How cdutdt have seen this
before? My father was simply a product of his updgng, as we all are.
That which | had always craved from my father wegar in him to give.
Neither was it within me

| forced myself to walk back to him. | stood cldsshind him and
said: “Dad!” He turned to face me and | steppewvéod, put my arms
about him and pulled him to me. | was surprisednayboniness of his
shoulders, the frailness of his frame. He hadddst of weight during the
past year.

He stiffened in my embrace, his arms by his sidesnheck rigid. |
could sense his extreme discomfort, and | let hom Igturned again and
walked back to the living room. | heard him movitegms in the cupboard,
looking for tea and sugar. | heard the refrigardtmr open and close as he
brought out the milk.
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| knew that apart from whatever embraces he mighelshared with
my mother in secret, dark, private places, nobaydver hugged my father
before.

The next morning the rain had stopped and we wdiked while
along trails through neighbours’ woodlots. We spokly of trivial things;
the high cost of gasoline; whether he would takew puppy from the litter
of a friend’s Shepherd bitch.

That afternoon we shook hands, and I left him stapbeside the
pickup truck. | had offered to help him changetihe but he had been
indifferent and in the end I'd dropped the subjdctaw him last in the rear-
view mirror of my rented Cavalier, one hand raised farewell salute. |
turned left onto the highway and did not look basK left Gold River.

On the following Wednesday morning Reg McMillanledlat nine
thirty and caught me on the way out of the door.

“John, this is Doctor McMillan out in Gold River.”

“Good morning Doctor. Is it about Dad? Is he”ill?

“I'm afraid he’s gone, John.”

“Gone where?” | asked, stupidly.

“He died, John. He passed away during the nighe VON nurse
visited early this morning and when she got no &nsatthe door she called
the RCMP. They found him in bed, in his night bked. Everything

suggests that he died peacefully in his sleep.”

“But why, Doctor McMillan? | mean, of what? Suwrelot the
cancer?”

“No, no. There will have to be an autopsy, butdhrcer was in a
very early stage. We were lucky it showed up wyaur Dad got his recent
X-rays, since there wouldn’t have been any symptimmmonths. The
prognosis for a full recovery was excellent, butiytather ...... well, I'm
sure you know, he was reluctant to accept treatfent
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“Then if not the cancer, what?”

“You're going to find my answer very strange. inththat your father
found his ‘off switch’ and pushed it. He didwantto live. Oh, | was
working on him. I'd have convinced him to accegatment in the end;.
But he didn’t give me that chance. He found a weagie, and he took it.”

“Doctor, people can't just ‘switch off’.”

“Oh, they can, John; yes indeed they can. And tiieymore often
than you might believe. Your father saw nothingahof him but days of
drudgery and pain. He’'d had enough. If | thougtduld get away with it
I’d write ‘tired of life’ where it asks for ‘causef death’ on the certificate.
The autopsy will probably show that his heart segh@nd they’ll put that as
the reason. Heart failure. But there was notimugh wrong with your
father’s heart. | presume you’ll be coming downtfee funeral.”

“Of course.”

“We’'ll speak then.”

“Thank you, Doctor. Thanks for calling.”

| told Liz what had happened and asked her to loowkickets. |
kissed her on the cheek and turned to leave.

“Where are you going, John?”

“I'm going over to Bob and Alison’s house. I'm ggj to hug my

son.
“Bob will have left for work already...... you're gg to dowhat?”

“You heard me. I'll stop by the office, then, amag him there. I'm
going to tell him that | love him.”

“He’ll think you’ve gone insane.”
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“He’ll have to get used to it. After that I'm g@gro Alison’s to hug
my grandsons. I'll probably hug Alison, too.” Adught struck me. “She
won’t think I’'m coming on to her, will she, Liz?”

“You're her fifty year old father-in-law, John. i&bn will hug you
back. She’d have hugged you half to death alrdashe didn’t think you'd
bite her nose off for trying.”

“Yes,” | said, sadly. “I know. But she’ll have g®t used to it, too.”
“Can | at least call and warn them?”
“No. Let it be a surprise.”

| closed the door behind me. My grandfather hashlzehard man
who believed that any show of emotion or affectias a sign of weakness.
He had learned that from his father, back for gatmams, probably forever.
He taught my father, and, without even knowing fas @oing it, my father
taught me. And had | taught my son? | wonderedthdr Bob ever hugged
his boys and told them that he loved them.

It was time to break the pattern, if it wasn’t alig too late; at the
very least | had to ensure that the cycle enddld mwy grandsons. It
wouldn’t be easy, it wouldn’t be swift, and | wasaven certain that | knew
how to go about it or that | was capable of doirtgatvneeded to be done.
But | was ready to try. hadto try. | started the car.
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THE DOG CATCHER of INNIS HARBOUR

If you come to Innis Harbour on foot you'll lieflollow the coast
road, and if you've the time you could come by almufootpath that brings
you down to the same place as the road in thelerdy way of meadows
alive with cornflower, and hedges gone wild witpiluand dog rose. It's a
pleasant little town; a quiet place, mostly; noalhwhat you'd imagine as
the setting for a tale of crazed packs of huntiogsdstalking the local
kiddies. Well, perhaps I'm exaggerating justtelit

It's not a common thing, this business of wildyddothering local
farmers, but it does happen from time to time. tiyake dogs are city pets
dumped by owners who want to be rid of their angnmlt haven't the sense
or the stomach to do the right thing. They hawtowis of their unwanted
pet, hand fed and pampered all its life, learniag o survive in the wild.
Fact is, Rover usually ends up dying slowly andhfodlly -- unless he runs
foul of some farmer who ends things more humandtly & shotgun blast.

But some make it; more's the pity. A dog thattpged in the
country young enough and healthy enough can soreetsurvive. And
dogs have a natural instinct to hunt in groupsyd survivors come together
they can hunt more than twice as effectively as Angack of three gets
serious. And if one of the pack is a female, wiglidng a whole different
kind of trouble.

In the summer of 2002 the township found itseltktwith a good
sized dog pack roaming loose around neighbourimgda- five, maybe six
dogs, by best reports. It wasn’t thought to bereoss problem at first, but
then Nova Scotians don't usually wait for thinggéb out of hand before
they go off looking for answers. So right abous foint the Innis Harbour
folks naturally turned to Howard Bean. Howie was township's bylaw
enforcement officer -- dog catcher, that is, apgalrthree years previous by
the Regional Municipality up in Halifax.

Between 1999 and 2002 Howie hadn't done a lah#township,
mostly because there hadn't been a lot to doortresvays a dog catcher is
like the sheriff back in the old wild west; mosttbé time folks wonder if
he's worth his paycheque. His work seems to iresaly more than
polishing his badge and his six shooter and lockinghe town drunk on
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Saturday night. Then one day the James ganginteewn, and suddenly
it's a whole different kind of ballgame.

When the canine version of the James gang roddnnts Harbour,
Howie Bean was probably thinking right along thieses, though we didn't
know it at the time. At first nobody even thougitalk to Howie about the
problem. Folks just naturally assumed, we havegmtoblem, we have a
dog catcher, the one just cancels out the othed when folks saw Howie
saddling up his trusty mount (a '97 Ford pickuplagping on his six
shooter (a 303 hunting rifle with telescopic siglasd heading out to round
up the bad guys well, folks just kind of shrugged &ought, that's the end
of the dog problem at Innis Harbour.

It wasn't.

| think the word I'm looking for is “inept”. Howinever seemed to be
able to be where the dogs were. He was very gbgdiag where the dogs
hadbeen,but that didn't accomplish an awful lot. Now ahdr he got off a
shot at a retreating tail, but if he did any reainadge only the dogs knew
about it. So after a few weeks of this businessMthgor decided to call in
Howie for a little chat.

In a few words the mayor politely asked Howie jbkiat the hell he
was doing about the situation. In a few words, ¢ogxplained that he
wasn't doing much. Councillor Harry Clay, who washe Mayor’s office
at the time, farms just outside the township, agid had a cow miscarry due
to dog pack harassment the week previous. He dd&edk a lot less
politely than the mayor, and in even fewer wordst when we could all
expect to see a few dog pelts tacked up on theafddowie's shed. Howie
admitted as how he didn't know.

"Don't you haveanyideas, Mr. Bean?" the mayor asked.
"Maybe we could put out some poisoned Alpo?" stodvie.

My law practice takes me to Halifax quite ofteh ot of the work
has some tie-in with Regional Government, and tdwerears I've got to
know the people involved quite well. The bureats;rthat is. The
politicians come and go. | was having lunch witgo@e Matlock from the
Fisheries Department one Wednesday while the deméss was going on,
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and George was holding forth in defence of somenescrewup made by
some minor official in his department. Half intjdssaid that the man
sounded "about as competent as the Innis Harbaucakcher." George
raised an eyebrow, so | explained. Then | forgoBut George didn't. It
must have stung him for some reason, because alateekat the end of a
business meeting, he brought the subject back up.

"You know, Angus, | was talking to a friend of reiabout your dog
catcher, and he says it just can't be. He wak@bdadard that selected the
man. A Mr. Bean, isn’t it? Well the selection cortiee unanimously
agreed that he was ideally qualified for the joldegree in veterinary
science, three summers trapping experience, irggrhysical shape and a
crack shot. He'd won awards for marksmanship, &oplgr | can't for the
life of me see what you people up there are comiplgiabout."”

It wasn't an important point, and | shrugged it dut then driving
home | thought it over and began to suspect thaetting about this entire
episode smelled more fishy than doggie. | turivedciar about and drove
back to Halifax. With George's help, | got acdesslowie Bean's personnel
file, and made a couple of photocopies. One poiparticular jumped right
out at me.

| wasn't sure exactly how to handle it at firgtt bn thinking it over |
decided that Bean was a decent enough chap, dedmtd'd found out, and
deserved a break. So | called him up and invitedtb drop by my office.
He didn't want to come at first, but changed hisdrfast enough when |
explained what it was about.

"It's concerning your interview in Halifax, Mr. Be" | told him the
next morning.

"That was a long time ago, Mr. MacIntyre" he said.
"Remember it at all, do you?" | asked him. Hedwexl

"Well" | said, "That's strange, seeing as how waren't even there,
Mr. Bean."

"l don't know what you're referring to Mr. Macing/ he said, but his
eyes said he knew alright.
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"Well,” I told him, "The man who took that inteew was missing the
little finger on his left hand.” | dropped the pboopy of Bean's file on the
table between us. The section on distinguishintufea' was underlined in
red. "When did you grow back your pinky, Mr. Bean?

He had the grace to smile.

| offered Bean a week's notice before reportingtwtknew to the
Personnel people in Halifax. I'd heard of suchhschefore; renting
somebody to take an exam in your name, or, adsrctse, sit a selection
board. Naturally it only works where the appoinitiins to a remote
location with no chance of the appointee bumping the folks who hired
him. | wondered if there was any chance of tracklogin the fellow who'd
sat the board for Bean, and decided that thereapiplwasn't. | wondered
how many other positions across the country thesfgetly qualified
candidate" had landed for his clients. | wondexbdt fee he charged. |
wondered how many well qualified candidates heatdieout, to see the job
given to inept twits like Bean. | stopped wondering

Howard Bean packed his belongings that Thursdaypiag, and
loaded his pickup to leave the following mornirtde drove slowly through
Innis Harbour at first light. On his way througdtettown Howie saw the dog
pack. The dogs had been foraging nearer and nieatfee town, becoming
ever more confident with each foray. Well, Howieught, it's somebody
else's problem now. But as he pulled away he daaflbrry of activity in
his rear-view mirror. A small terrier ran out ohaarby yard and began
yapping loudly at the dog pack. One of the dogsdd and bared its teeth at
the challenger. The terrier didn't hesitate. Sutjdérere was total chaos in
the dirt by the side of the road. A second doggdim the fray, and a third.
The rest of the pack looked on indifferently.

Howie reached back for the rifle that wasn't théfeom the same
yard, two small children ran onto the highway, simauto their pet:
"Ginger, Ginger. Stop fighting!" With no more hiasgion than the little
terrier had shown, the two young boys threw theveseinto the melee.
And the dog pack turned on them as one.

Howie didn't pause to think. He was out of thie aad into the
swirling mess before he was consciously aware @twbk was doing. He
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picked up dogs and hurled them bodily away. Bytitilne the noise of sirens
frightened the pack away there wasn't much of & fet; and by the end of

that afternoon a crew of sharpshooters from lcaathérs and fishermen had
disposed of the remnants.

Howie and the two children were taken to hosphlialy mauled.

| didn't hear anything of the battle until muctelaand by the time |
heard of it I'd already mailed off a letter to Hak with the details of my
conversation with Howie. It was about a week |&étet the Director of
Personnel called the Mayor of Innis Harbour to they they'd be sending
out a new dog catcher for the town. Of course[dinector got himself an
earful. There was no way on God's green earththieaiown of Innis
Harbour was about to let go of the best damnedcdégher anyplace south
of the North Pole.

"But," said the director, "Howard Bean is a falkée've got the proof.
The little finger of his left hand....."

R IS missing," said the mayor. "We knowttHaoesn't bother us,
and it shouldn't bother you. Now you just leave dag catcher alone.
There's enough things wrong with Regional Goverrimgiu don't need to
waste time meddling with things that don't neethfiX'

Of course, | got an earful, too, but when | fouwud the details |
swallowed my pride and took my licks with as goagrace as | could
muster. | admitted as how | must have been mistakethe matter of
identifying features.

You see, it seems that one of the dogs got ilkylbite during the

fray, and bit off a little souvenir of Howie Beatind when Howie's stitches
come out, why, he'll meet the description in hisspanel file perfectly.
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FAREWELL SPEECH

| got off the bus by the library on Churchill Auge this morning and
walked the rest of the way. | knew that | wouldabéeast twenty minutes
late, but what can they do about it? Sack me"m@rast day — and my
birthday on top of that? | strolled along Churttalthe High Street and
suddenly felt guilty as hell and started to walktés. By the time | cut
through the courtyard and up the steps to the tgadock | was almost
running.

The courtyard is still cobbled. Fairfield’s gatgrant from the City
each year for upkeep because it's supposed toHszitage’ place, dating
back to when the brewery was first built in 188@lon’t think anybody but
me knows that these particular cobbles were puhdavit952 to replace the
originals, most of which had been worn thin, ordened by the horses
hooves and kicked out into the street. Old Mrrfiedd (Mr. Alexander,
that is, who retired in 1953) wanted to maintaia litok of the cobbled yard
for sentimental reasons, and had a blazing row Matling Mr. Fairfield
(Mr. Samuel) who wanted to concrete over the wigalkel. The old man
won, of course, since he was still The Boss. Nghagw then that he
would retire the next year; he was only 68.

How do | know all this? Why, | was here, of ceeur

| was fifteen in 1952. Yes, that’s right, 195 sixty five today,
and I've worked for the Brewery all that time, ¥ifgears. The day | first
reported to work, as a Drayman’s Assistant, wadiftgenth birthday, and
they were laying those fake cobbles that day.dltbacome around through
the offices, and got shouted at for coming in thveit my workboots on. |
guess there are no records about the cobbles, whindw the current Mr.
Fairfield (Mister George), how he manages to gét ioney to keep them
fixed up. Mr. George was born in 1955, the dayoved indoors to become
a Cellerman, rolling those great wooden barrelsralo We all got the
afternoon off, the day Mr. George was born.

| thought about putting it into my speech thigafbon, about the
cobbles being fake, but | decided not to. It's bipetatoes anyway, a few
fake cobblestones, compared to the thingsow. My speech is just going
to blow the roof of this establishment, I'll telby. I've even considered
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calling the Chronicle-Times, to get a reporter ddwene, but | reckon it will
get back to them fast enough.

| think I'll start like this: Somebody will sag few words about how
they’ll miss me, and then I'll say: “I'm sure ydluall miss me just as much
as I'll miss all of you; which is to say, not mucBy next week you’ll have
forgotten | ever worked here, and I'll have forgotiwhat you all looked
like. But before | go, I'd like to share with ysome of my favourite
memories from half a century at Fairfield’s BreweBerhaps | can start
with the fire of 1959, and tell you what happeneadtat night in August,
after the fire was out and the firemen had left.”

This is what I'll tell them: The fire was in tldfice, you see. The
little glass-walled rooms around the edge werdmgte then, and neither
were the cubicles. There was just one huge roachdasks in rows. This
was before | moved to the office; | was still wioik down in the cellars,
and | was on the nightshift that week.

About two o’clock Mr. Wallace came down to thelael He was
Head Clerk back then, | guess that would be Direatd-inance today. Mr.
Wallace asked my foreman if he could borrow a ‘ygpuman with good
muscles and a sensible head’ and the foreman senfor about an hour
Mr. Wallace had me carrying these cardboard baxiésffpapers, and
stacking them in cupboards in the burned out datteoffice. | didn’t see
the sense of it, but nobody asked me to. At tleeadit, Mr. Wallace said
“Thank you, Wilfred. Now if anybody asks you abaohits, you tell them
you don’'t know what they’re talking about. You warever here, shifting
boxes in the middle of the night. You never leftyjob in the cellar.”

“Yessir,” | said “But.......

“I've already sorted this with your foreman . Yarards will show
that you worked a full shift and your pay-packell we made up
accordingly.” Then he slipped me a twenty dolldir brhat was a lot of
money in '59; it would buy you a whole shoppingtdall of groceries, for
example, or take Mrs. Prentice and me out for algoeal, plus drinks and a
generous tip. Well | went out of the office, butitin’'t go to the cellar right
away — after all, the foreman didn’t know when xpect me back, did he?
So | hung about a bit, and just as | expectedohsmelled smoke. | peeped
back into the office and there was Mr. Wallacejigineat black business
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suit, standing with the fire extinguisher in hisadaburning up the boxes full
of papers.

There was a big fuss from the Taxman that yeamtathe important
papers that got accidentally burned up in the effiee, and Mr. Wallace
was reprimanded for not keeping backup copies.riR@pded, right, but he
still ended up driving a brand new Chevvy Impalaewlthe new models
came out in September that year. Well | kept mytmghut for forty three
years, which | think is good value for twenty daila

I'll pause to let that sink in, then I'll say: “Nwl’d like to tell you
about the strange noises that came from the tluod through most of the
summer of 1982.”

| moved into the office and got my clerk trainimgl961, after my
accident. I'd been stacking Hogsheads — hugelsairat held 54 gallons
of beer. We don’t have them anymore, or any oNwrden barrels for that
matter. A full Hogshead weighed close to six heddoounds. | was
working with Clive Barrow, a good man if you needrdscle but don’t ever
ask him to think. We were just setting a Hogshagaace when the silly
fool sneezed, and let go his hold. The barrel peedpand spun, and the
steel-banded edge slashed across my left arm hiedchet blade. They got
me to the hospital with the arm hanging off, anelsbrgeons stitched it back
on. But it never did work right, and still doesn’t

I've got to admit that Fairfield’s were good ab@utThey got me the
compensation money that | used for a new car #ikiind they retrained
me as a clerk, where my semi-useless left arm wta serious problem.
They set me up on a desk in the office, and evalylbioere did their very
best to make me feel at home. You'd have thougldd a war hero.

By 1982 I'd been clerking for twenty years and stk at Clerk level
three. Kids fronschoolstarted off at clerk level three. | was gettingd
to take the tests for level four (again) and | sthiate at the office to study
because it was nice and quiet after the girlsaesix o’clock. About seven
thirty the noises started.

| was on the second floor, close to the elevatod, when | first heard
the noises | thought that's where they were corfriogn. | pushed the
button and the doors opened, but when | got irag wlear that the noises
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were coming from the third floor. It sounded likemeebody fighting, some
woman, and | thought maybe somebody had brokesmith surprised one of
the cleaners, and she was fighting for her lifehgre. So | pressed ‘3’ and
went up and leaped out of the elevator ready ftthane weak arm or not.
There was nobody on the floor. The sounds weremgfnom young Mr.
George’s office. Mr. George wasn’t the Boss bédent of course, just a
young man still learning the business. He’d beamried for about three
years at that time and had two baby girls. Weikasn’t him doing the
yelling, it was Miss Jefferson, his secretary, ahd wasn’t being beaten up,
and | don't think | need to spell it out in any raatetail than that.

The noises went on all that summer. | failedGherk level ‘4’ test.

| thought that it might be appropriate to go frtrare to our courier
service. In 1991, shortly after Mr. George haddoee The Boss (he was the
first Boss to be calle@ompany PresidehiMr. French retired. Mr. French
had been a Clerk level 7 in charge of Purchasinghi® previous sixteen
years. Mr. George decided that a single clerknesaenough to do
purchasing any longer, although nobody had compthabout Mr. French’s
work, not to my knowledge. Anyway, Mr. George direfriend of his from
University, Mr. Parkinson, and made him Chief obéurement as a level 1
Manager; then Mr. Parkinson hired three administeagtaff — and a level
seven clerk. Well, nobody asked for my permissimt,needed it.

For the last five of Mr. French’s years we’d udgite Boys’ courier
service. They were not a particularly well orgadi$ot, and their couriers
were a bit on the scruffy side, but when you warmtatnall delivery made
across town, or something picked up and brougtiamffice, Bike Boys
would have it there before most courier servicasfirashed their
paperwork. Well Mr. Parkinson didn’t just give ¢@acts to people, even if
we knew they could do the job and do it well. Markinson’s office called
for Tenders. They got five. Four of them were between tweartg twenty
five thousand dollars. Bike Boys quoted twelveiple A Courier Services
got the contract, even though theirs was the highids The others were
rejected for various reasons. Bike Boys’ bid wessed out because it was
considered ‘frivolous’ — which was Mr. Parkinsoway of saying he
thought that they were just joking, and didn't méagir bid to be taken
seriously.

68



We've had so many problems with Triple A that ni¢ became too
fat for it’s folder and | had to open another. Tites have been kept in Mr.
Parkinson’s office for a year now, and | send nemglaint notes up there
to be added. They must be on their third foldEple A raise their rates in
mid contract, which Bike Boys had been told waegill. Bike Boys went
out of business in 1998. Triple A now get the cacttevery year without
tenders under a new rule which Mr. Parkinson maldéle A is wholly
owned by Andrea Connelly, which is Mrs. Parkinsoimg by her maiden
name.

From there | might briefly mention that, as | fouout completely by
accident, the Fairfield Fleet List (our deliveryd¢ks and other company
vehicles) includes three private cars, owned by®&&orge’s wife, Mr.
Parkinson’s wife and a young woman who isn’'t everor payroll. She is
a junior with OMA Consultants, who did some wodk Mr. George the
year before last. | couldn’t find any trace of mecompany records, but it's
her car alright. Then | thought I'd say a few weabout the new carpeting
in the executive offices, which we have paid foethtimes. It's the same
invoice with different names on it, and it was sigriapproved for payment’
each time by Mr. Pa......

What's going on? it's only .... God, is that thexdi already? They're
bringing in a cake, everybody is singing ‘HappyiRehent to you'. |
haven’t got my speech ready. There must be fiffypbe around my desk,
and they’re still coming in. Great Heavens, Mro@ge is here himself.
What's he saying?

T and | couldn’t believe it, when | was toldathWilf Prentice
had been here fifty years. |thought it was cldeezighty.”

Everyone is laughing.

“Of course, Wilf hasn’wvorkedhere for fifty years; | mean, for a
start, he didn’t work weekends, which adds up miadred and four days a
year, or six years total. So if we subtract thiétf has been here fdorty-
four years. Then of course, we have to take off vandtme, at three weeks
a year, and sick leave........... ”

It's a joke speech. Mr. Parkinson did it for aféis clerks last
month. He started with twenty five years and thebtracted weekends and
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public holidays and sick leave. It got silly iretend, taking off bathroom
breaks and time looking for lost files, things liket. In the end it was down
from twenty five to about three years. Somebodyukhtell Mr. George it's
been done. I'm not ready. How do | start? |‘4ay sure you’ll miss me

as much as I'll miss you, which is to say not vienych.” Yes, that's right,
but what do | say then? Oh my God, he’s finishing.

........ SO it gives me great pleasure, Wilf Prentiiwepresent you
with this Gold Rolex watch in token of your six yea@f service with
Fairfield’s Brewery.”

They’re all laughing and clapping. Somebody’sutkd for a speech,
and I’'m not ready. They’re making me climb onto desk. It's a sea of
faces. | think the entire brewery is here. ThHéaomen are here! They all
have spotless white coats now, like doctors, at@hlt think they eveseea
barrel. The office is full to bursting, and people crowding at the
elevators. Oh My God It's Gone Quiet! They’reitivey for me.

“Fellow employees of Fairfield’s Brewery. Frientdshey're
cheering like mad, and | didn’t start my speech yéam going to miss
you.” They’re cheering again. What comes nexXim ‘going to miss you,
I’m sure, as much as you’re going to miss me. Wisca lot.” No, that's
not right. They’re cheering. They’re going makhey’ve climbed onto
desks and they’re going mad. Oh God No! I'mmgyi | can’t stop it. The
tears are running down my cheeks in a torrenbnltcknow what to say.

| think | said that last part out loud. “I dokhow what to say.”
They're pulling me down! They’re carrying me orithshoulders. They're
singing ‘He’s a Jolly Good Fellow’. Even Mr. Geert singing.

But | haven’'t made my speech.

They carried me through every part of the brewangl everywhere
we went, people stood up and applauded. Most eteekt the end they
took me out to the loading dock and put me into Gkorge’s Limousine.
He said to me “Come in to clear out your desk amg tyou like, Wilf. And
always remember, Fairfield’s doors are never lodkegbu. Drop by when
you're in town. Bring Emma. We’d love to see ymath. | mean that
sincerely.
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They’re cheering as the limo moves out. I'm wavia the crowd at
both sides, like I'm the King of England on the waymy coronation. I'm
going home in the President’s Limo.

| don’t know what Emma is going to say when | tgdlin the Limo at
a quarter after four. Supper isn’t for two houes.y
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A MURDER OF CROWS

“Birds of ill omen,” Dad said.
“What are?” | asked him.

“Crows,” he said. “Any big, black birds. Peopglay they bring
messages from the spirit world; bad news, mosafiiarnings of plague,
pestilence and death coming.” | followed his ga&eross the canal, about
fifty yards ahead, a big black bird sat on an upipeb of a dead elm.

“Nothing wrong with your eyes,” | laughed. “Butwysuch gloomy
thoughts today?” The nurses at the Lodge had wamesthat, at eighty
three years old, Dad was letting go of life. hé&l given up most of his
interests, including the theatre, which had beamking to him.

“The crow has just the right sized brain,” hedsanoring my
guestion. “A really small brain is of no use te pirit world, you see;
nothing to get hold of. And what's the use ofrigyto get a message across
by way of a housefly or a bee anyway? You'd singaat the damn thing.
Yet animals with larger brains usually have a wiltheir own and can be
difficult to control. A spirit can sometimes tagessession of a dog or cat |
understand, but not for long and not very effedyiveso it's crows, usually.
Sometimes a raven. You know, like in Poe.”

“Yes,” | said. “Poe.”

We walked for a while, and | thought the subjead been dropped.

“Before bubonic plague hit in 1665 there were gobauds of black
birds over London,” Dad went on. “Those who heetlhedwarning and left
the city were spared.”

“So the spirit world knew that the Black Death veasning?” | asked

him. Dad looked at me as though | were five ye&tsaad had asked
whether the sun always rose in the east. “Of coungesaid.
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“And the Great Fire the following year? Did thergp know about
that in advance, too?”

“YeS.”

By the time we turned to walk back along the tothiga the Lodge
the light was fading. The large, black bird @kt on his perch in the dead
elm.

“Could a single bird carry a message?” | askedWoOuld you need
whole flocks of them?”

“I should think a single bird could do it; but rthiat one. He'd be
much more obvious if he were trying to tell us strmey. He might hop
down to the path and walk along with us; or flysdaverhead and call to
us; and he’d keep at it until the spirit was sinag wve'd got the message;
then he could let go his hold on the bird.”

As though on cue the big bird spread his wings&éonight wind and
lifted silently into the sky. We watched until West sight of him against the
darkening clouds.

“Was that a message?” | asked.

“No,” Dad said.

My father died two days short of his eighty foupilthday. It rained
at the funeral and great armies of dark clouds hetoverhead. The rain
was cold but I turned my face up to it, letting threps run down my cheeks.
| held my hat in my hands.

| didn't hear the words.

| walked past the old church to the parking Idiene my car now
stood alone, glistening, waiting to take me hoéhen | heard the sound |
turned and looked to trace its source, but thepaured down and blurred
my vision. | put on my sodden hat, pulling dowa tirim to afford some
protection against the wind-driven droplets, arelgbund came again. |
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saw him then, black against black, as he left bBrslpon the steeple and
flew down over the grey slate roof to land on thet flagstones.

“CAW.”

“I know,” | told him softly. “You're a messengiom the afterlife,
come to tell me that Dad arrived safely, yes?”

“CAW,” said the bird.

A second bird landed to stand with the first, Both hopped towards
me. As | watched a third bird dropped from thekdsity to join the line,
then a fourth.

“Now | knowyou're spirit messengers,” | smiled at the bif@ad’s
sent a chorus line!”

The four lined up on the path and hopped towardgperfect
formation. | stopped smiling. There was sometimaognatural about the
performance of these big, black creatures.

Movement at the corner of my eye caught my atentiFrom the
copse at the bottom of the churchyard a dozen bitdd into the sky and
flapped raucously towards me. More left the t@eswatched. The birds
were suddenly all about me, hopping in tight cscé my feet, and flying
around my head, all calling to me.

And suddenly | believedNe pride ourselves on our understanding of
the universe, but in truth there are some are&smkledge in which we
haven’t even opened the books.

“Reading you loud and clear!” | yelled to the skflessage received
and understood!”

The birds lifted up and away with no sound butftapping of their
wings. In seconds they were back in their distag®s.

“Are you alright?” The voice came from the chudtor, where a
shadowy figure sheltered beneath the overhang.
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“Yes, Vicar!” | called back. “I'm a little damp,ubin good spirits.”

“Oh, I meant about the birds,” he yelled acrossythrd. “l saw them
leave the trees and | thought the children were bgain. They bring bread
for the crows, you see, and at this time of the yle@ birds can be quite
dangerous. There must be several hundred of theheiwoods, and when
the children come to feed them I've seen the skylilack. | swear there
will be an awful accident one of these days. Wedrgliscourage it you
know, the feeding. Are you sure you're alright?”

“Yes,” | said, and opened the door to my cartatted the engine, but
sat for a while. Sthatwas the explanation! All perfectly reasonable and
mundane. Nothing magical or mystical, just a flofkcrows, trained to
come in search of food whenever they saw childnghe churchyard. The
dim light and poor visibility had obviously trickedem into mistaking me
for a source of food.

| put the car into gear and moved forward, stog@inthe gate which
led onto the main road.... and as | paused to chafficta huge black crow,
larger than any I'd seen in my life landed witheavVy thud on the hood of
my car. The bird stared through the smeared wnegscand looked directly
into my soul.

“CAW,” said the crow. It spread great black wings feathered tips

almost spanning the windscreen for the briefeststhnts; and then it was
gone.
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FABLES FOR THE THIRD MILLENNIUM

76



THE ANGEL'S BARGAIN
A Fable for the Third Millennium

Albert Armstrong was goodboy. He sang in the church choir and
was always polite to his elders, especially hiepts. He believed that as a
result of his good and virtuous habits God wouldkbim safe within His
Mighty Hand. It therefore came as a shock and gigagpment when, at the
age of seventeen, he sat with his mother in theodsmffice to hear the bad
news.

“I'm truly sorry, Mrs. Armstrong, but there is aidstely nothing |
can do.”

“But why, doctor? | mean, how did this happen?”

“It started before Albert was even born, my d&&e defect was
present in his genes, and was there from the moaieainception. It wasn’t
anything he did or didn’t do, or anything you coblave prevented. I've put
Albert’s name on the waiting list for a transplaribu must face the fact that
without a transplant his heart will not last pastdighteenth birthday.”

“But why, father?” Albert later asked his parigiegt.

“We cannot look into the mind of God,” the priggbned. “His
thoughts are too mighty for us to understand, aisdWWhys are too deep.”

‘Very useful,” Albert thought. “Then what must bdo get God to
help me?” he asked the priest. “I pray every najid | always....... ”

“God does not make bargains, Albert; only the Denakes
bargains, and his price is more than any sane noadvpay.”

“I'd pay it, father! | don’t want to die. | don’t wartdm to cut my
heart out and put in a heart from somebody’s dealy.d wouldmake a
deal with the devil, | would!”

“Now you don’t mean that, Albert. Think of whatyeoe saying!
What if the Devil should hear you?”

“I hope hedoes!l hope hadoes!Are you listening, Satandl do
whatever you wantlust don’t let me die!”

The Deuvil, of course, heard Albert’s plaintive ey clearly,
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since he has ears everywhere armlwsayslistening. When he arrived that
night in Albert’s bedroom the Devil turned out te & small man, very
neatly dressed in a black three-piece suit, blaak, shoes and socks, with a
midnight blue necktie his only concession to coldie seemed polite and
friendly, and Albert took to him immediately.

“Let us understand the bargain clearly, the Dsaitl to Albert. “I
will fix your heart, and in return when your bodes, your soul will belong
to me.”

Albert had read Faust and knew that the Devil @wdry to trick
him at every turn. Every word in the deal, eaclit sliiemphasis, could
change the meaning entirely. He had to be extrenaigful.

“The doctor said | could die before | even turghgéeen. Well |
want twice the lifespan. Twice.”

“Agreed,” said the Deuvil.

“And what does it mean, that you get my soul?”

“Only that you will live with me after the deatiiyour body.”
“You mean that | will go to Hell and be torturadthe flames?”

“Oh, Albert, you've really spent too much timedhurch. Hell isn’t
nearly as bad as they paint it, and wendttorture people. Of course, some
folks tell me that the constant 140 degree Cel@oyperature can get on
their nerves after a while.”

“Agreed, then,” said Albert. “I've always enjoy#te heat anyway.
Do I sign in blood or something?”

“No need,” said the Devil, and though he was stililing the
expression looked somehow sinister. “The deal idenbwill see you in
thirty six years.”

Albert graduated from University with a degred-inancial
Management and joined a large investment compahgrevhe received a
good wage and regular promotions. Despite seveoahiging relationships
he did not marry.

The time passed pleasantly, but too quickly. Gnetening of

Albert’s thirty-sixth birthday the Devil showed uphis true guise,
resplendent in a blood red tunic and sporting amfi@gnt set of horns. His
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long tail swished from side to side in anticipatafithe closing of a deal,
and his exposed teeth could in no way be callexrgle’

“Time’s up, Albert. I'm here to collect on our déa

“Fraid not,” said Albert, not stirring from hisdéher recliner by the
fireside. “There’s no getting out of it,” Satan pesded, and there was no
longer any doubt about the significance of his 8deeth. “You got your
double lifespan, and now | get...”

“No | didn’t,” Albert said, unruffled. “Check yourontract. |
distinctly remember asking for twice the lifespdrelifespan, not twiceny
meager allocation. | don’t know what you thinKtree’ lifespan for a human
being, but | believe the bible defines it as thseere years and ten; twice
that is a hundred and forty years, which meanssyiiltowe me a hundred
and four.”

From the direction of the red glow came a streénucses which
Albert, given his sheltered upbringing, did notageise. “Arbitration!” the
Devil screamed.

Albert’s ears popped and he found himself in p@nospace in which
he apparently had no body. At one end of the spaed cloud was
throbbing frantically, and at the other a whiténhtigvas pulsing slowly.
Albert found the white light too bright to look directly, which he thought
strange given that he had no eyes. After somettimevhite light stopped its
slow throbbing and spoke. Albert heard the voicgkeqeiearly through ears
which he didn’t have, and the sound seemed to echis head, which was
also missing.

“I find for the defendant Albert Armstrong,” satige voice. “The
human lifespan is indeed threescore years angjitenor take a decade or
two, and may be amended only in specific instamadsthe explicit
permission of Our Lord. Under the terms of the agrent you therefore
owe Mr. Armstrong an additional one hundred and f@ars. | am surprised
at you, Lucifer, leaving such a loophole. You sklouse the services of a
capable lawyer in these transactions. God knowsygglenty down there
to choose from.”

Albert wasn’t sure, but he thought he heard aklauin the voice.
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In the early hours of the following morning Albemvoke suddenly
from a deep sleep to see an Angel sitting on tldeoéinis bed. At least it
looked like an Angel. Before he could clarify thie apparition spoke'Of
coursel’m an Angel,” it told him. “In fact I'm yourGuardianAngel, and
you can thank your lucky stars I'm here! | wasnolttthe details, but
apparently you've really pissed off Old Nick. Atle Fiends of Hell are
going to be after you!”

Before Albert could register surprise that an @dlingould use the term
‘pissed off’ the being continued. “And if you thirglou’ll get any protection
from Above because you did some fancy legal fookwpou'd better think
again. There are limits to what Nicodemus can dgtowhile you're on
Earth, but they’'re very wide. If you're lucky yoludnly lose your job, your
health and all your worldly possessions. You'lll &nd up in the gutter, but
you may get to keep your mental faculties andadtlsome of your five
senses. Or how would you like to fight cancer foeatire century? QviS?
Maybe some nice mental illness like schizophreAih®f the above? Oh
nothing wouldkill you, though you’d surely come to wish thawibuld.”

Albert was now fully awake, and fully terrifieHe had not thought
this through, he realised. He had never consideuet possibilities. “What
Canl”!””!””

“What can you do about it? Precious little. Yeally should have
thought about who you were dealing with before gaked this particular
fight. All I can promise is that if you dexactly as I tell you, think | can
protect you from the worst of it. So that’s my off€éake it or leave it.”

“First | want to know....” Albert began. “Takeat leave it!” the
Angel insisted.

“Ok, | accept,” Albert said, “But first | have tow....” The
Angel blew him a kiss, and when it landed on hisselye was returned
instantly to the deep sleep from which he'd beeakamed.

When he next awoke the Angel still sat on the @ritie bed,
looking somewhat less substantial in the morningdight. “There’s no point
going into work,” she told him. “You’ll only findhat all your cases have
gone sour, the taxmen are doing a surprise audlt, secretary is suing you
for sexual harassment, your partner is missingaalaige amount of money
has disappeared from your business accounts. Myrertantly, when
you’re in a crowd | can’t always sort out your gprom those around you,
and if I'm distracted for a fraction of a secondiyamuld end up under a bus
or falling out of a high window. Nicodemus has teegyou another century
of life I understand, but nothing says that you'tire it out in a wheel-
chair or a hospital bed.”
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Albert was shaking again. “But if | don’t go to vkchow will |
live?” he asked. “My savings are good for a yeaybe two if | economise,
but...... 7

“We really have no choice in this but to run ameli’ the Angel
said, ignoring Albert’s plea for attention. “Thatist going to be easy on this
tiny planet, where Nick has eyes and ears everyavi#drthe very least we
must get out of the city. | think | know a placesdan the South American
jungle which should be fairly safe. Now call théia#, resign, sell your
share of the business, don’t leave any ties antt dwp even the vaguest
hint about where we’re going.”

“I don’t knowwhere we’re going,” Albert positively screamédr
what | am going to use for money!”

“Oh, stop your wailing, boy. We can’t risk havibgnk accounts in
your name, and anyway money is the very least of pooblems;
everything you want or need will be brought to yahgerever we go.”

“Everything?”

The Angel sighed. “Ah yes. It's been a very lomgeg, and I'd
almost forgotten how young flesh makes so many deisia She snapped
her fingers and the doorbell rang. “Go and letihgrthe Angel said. “If you
don't like the blonde there are brunettes and radt@n the car. Excuse me
if | don’t stay for the debauchery.”

Two weeks later Albert thought that he’d foundvea The Angel
had assured him that from the air the compoundapgdo be just another
stretch of dense jungle, and,since Satan did ndt well with wild animals,
his eyes and ears in this place should be seviemeted. While the Devil’s
minions would be searching every city on earth fgutter to rooftop, the
Angel believed that Albert’'s chances of living ¢ lifespan undiscovered
here were very reasonable. And he had everytliingtything!He was the
master of a sizeable estate. He had a smart shdhdas own private lake;
a huge mansion, with an Olympic sized pool; Saéetélevision — one way
signals only; the Angel had warned that Satan istramger to high
technology and was probably monitoring every teteghcall on earth for
news of Albert’s whereabouts. His home theatre thasize of many
commercial installations, and his huge party rograned onto the
swimming pool, which looked lovely in the eveningish its underwater
floodlights turning the water turquoise.
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If Albert missed the company of his few close asses, the many
new friends supplied by his Angel provided amplearation.

* * *

Looking back, it was hard to put his finger on &xact point at which
things had started to go sour. Neither did he kandwn his occasional
evening glass of brandy had become a two-bottlayakhabit, but he
suspected that it had developed rapidly over hisrse year of captivity. He
had started to think in terms of ‘captivity’ as ot description of what he’d
previously called his ‘witness protection progra@értainly, his Guardian
Angel was doing everything possible to make hisddrisolation as
comfortable as possible, and if he ever doubtedgd@dness of her plan he
had only to call up the picture she’d describethefrevenge that Satan had
in mind. He saw himself in an Intensive Care wagini-conscious, tubes in
every orifice, a cocktail of drugs dripping intshieins and puzzled doctors
clucking over him, whispering “It's a miracle ththe man is still alive.”
Albert blessed his Angel daily, and the Good Loftbvinad sent her. He
could well believe how the Devil's wrath increadsdthe minute, and
shuddered to imagine what it would be like to fageh anger. His Angel
had made it perfectly clear that, should Satanodisctheir whereabouts, her
small powers would be a candle flame against a gale

Albert hated feeling trapped, at the same timekihg that such
feelings were an affiont to the being who wentuohsenormous efforts to
keep him safe and happy. Nevertheless, his surmogstboked more and
m_orr](_a like a gilded cage, and he felt daily more anwde like a prisoner
within it.

His new friends brought gifts to him, powders &dmiffed and
smoked, liquids to be ingested or injected, butAmgel intervened to
prevent their effect. She warned him how such sunasts could corrupt him,
and how the ease of mind which they initially brougyould rapidly turn
into something which could consume him. Unaffedigdhese pills and
powders Albert returned to his beloved bottles.

His first suicide attempts came halfway throughthird year of
captivity. He climbed into a hot bath and slashisdarists. They did not
bleed. He climbed to the highest peak of his mamaial hurled himself to
the concrete a hundred feet below, where he lag fohile and then rose
and walked away, unbruised and unscratched. Fisearthe house would
not fire for him; no blade would hold an edge shempugh to cut his flesh.
In the end he gave up, and reluctantly accepted lif

He lost his appetite for the fine food and drinkiet had so pleased
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him earlier. He ceased to enjoy the company offhésds’ and stopped
calling for them.

And the disapproving glances of his Angel shamedtb the core.

In the end he took to his bed. He realised treemaciated body had
become so weak that if the house were to catcthéreould not rouse
himself to escape. He didn't care. He lay on hi$, lb®t eating, not drinking,
wanting to die, but knowing that his Angel would adow that to happen.

He lapsed into fitful sleep, fearful of the nigtaras which always
came. And as he closed his eyes he saw a straingetthe golden radiance
which surrounded his Angel seemed to turn pink,thed red; her golden
halo was replaced by a set of large, pointed horns.

“Damn,” the Deuvil realised that he had relaxedtkeltoo early. It was
difficult, keeping up this outward appearance didgralay. But it was worth
the effort; he now had the Armstrong fool exactlyere he wanted him. “It
was only an hallucination; a trick of the light” Idkd the thought easily into
Albert’'s mind and watched the man sink into a déeubled sleep.

“Sleep well, fool,” he murmured. “Enjoy the dreaimsill send you.
And tomorrow you are mine again. All of your tonmms for the next
hundred years.”

A Chinese proverb warns “Beware of what you wash fYou may get
it.”

American psychologist Abraham Maslow long agaaned how a
man has many needs, and will strive to satisfy thetording to a sequence
of priorities. Basic needs are for food, water aag without which he will
die. When these are satisfied he will seek tdlfbi§her needs, such as a
finding a warm, safe place to sleep; and then alibigeare social needs
which can include a spouse, a family and a cirdl&iends. But his highest
needs, at the very top of the pyramid, relate #ortbéed for meaning in his
life. He must achieve success by his own effant$h& must know that his
achievements are respected and revered by his.dées®ssential to a
man’s well-being that he should feel needed, waatetappreciated by the
society in which he moves.
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The Devil knows well that in order to destroy annyau need only
provide all of his basic wants and needs and thekenit clear that nothing
Is expected of him in return. Eventually he wilmaoto feel unneeded and
unwanted; he will feel his existence to be poistlesas it will be.

And he will live in Hell on Earth.
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THE SHOEMAKER'S CHILDREN
A Fable for theThird Millennium

Like his father before him, Tom Lastman made 8hees. They may
have cost a little more than the footwear you cdud down at the market
on a Saturday morning, but everyone said thatragbdiastman shoes
would easily outlast five of the cheaper ones. Solaened that Tom’s
shoes were handed down from generation to genernatitheir families, and
that their children wore Lastman-made shoes whicde@raced the feet of
their grandparents. Others said that this wasrg piat about by the
Lastman family to sell shoes, and fights had stlaoieer this issue in many a
bar on a Friday night after work.

Tom did so well that he opened a second shomeagby town, and
then a third. The three shops did well, all opagabn the Lastman principle
that it was good economy to pay a little more f@aa of shoes which
would probably outlive you.

Tom Lastman had three sons, and when he madaalhie thought
how splendid was the numerical relationship of teoshop, and so he left
one to each. He then promptly died, passing othettory before we even
got a chance to get to know him properly.

At the wake the sons drank well and not too lyif®m old Tom’s
cellar, and afterwards they went down to the puien they toasted and
roasted the old man by turns, generally agreeiaght had performed well
in the role of Dad, and had left them with few céanmis. The three were on
the point of calllng it a night when a fresh flag@as brought to their table
not by the serving maid, whose beauty and desitygbid been increasing
throughout the evening, but by a well dressed yauag who poured four
steins, including one for himself, and joined thantheir table.

“Forgive the intrusion, gentleman,” the newcorsaid, “But | knew
your father by his excellent reputation, and | feeémiss of myself that |
did not contact him with a view to establishingrafpssional relationship.
This | hope to rectify by establishing such a telahip with the three of
you. My card.” The card read:

TechnoMagics Corporation
Hi-tech Solutions for Industrial Problems
Richard Chipset: Sales Representative.

Ron, the eldest of the Lastman boys, took thd aad held it up to
the light of an oil-lamp which flickered above lhisad. “Magic, boys,” Ron
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told his brothers. “He’s selling magic.”

“Quite right, too,” said Mr. Chipset. “Magic toremze you. Magic to
make your lives easier. Magic to make you rich!”

“What kind of magic would that be, Mr. Chipset&ked Don, the
youngest Lastman .

“Any kind you like, dear fellow. Any kind you warAny kind you
need. Call me Dickie. Everybody does.”

Pushing back his chair with a loud squeak, thesgad@é stood. From
the inside pocket of his smart blue blazer he daeshm wand, black and
tapered. Holding the wand in his left hand he t®dsh control on the end
with his right, and pointed the implement at aahstdingy wall at the back
of the inn. The few other patrons, as well as timkeeper and his barmaid,
were by now watching as intently as the brothers.

“TEK-NO-MAGICS,” intoned Mr. Chipset. “Gigabite anfdegahertz,
Microchip and Pixel.”

The lamps spluttered and went out, leaving onlydineglow of a
streetlamp which seeped in through a dirty windimvthe darkness the body
of the TechnoMagics salesman seemed to gyrateysksihe continued his
Incantation.

“Cable-network-online-printer,” he hissed. “Shatedic-intelinside,”

The last words were the merest whisper. The roomdeathly silent,
save only the innkeeper’s asthmatic breathing.

“LASER OUTPUT!” screamed Chipset. From the tip «f tvand a
bar of scarlet fire lanced across the room to lisrmessage into the dirty
yellow plaster.

“MINIS! MINIS! TECHNO HAS 'EM”

The lamps spluttered back to life, although themraeas now eerily
illuminated by the light from the blood red lettenghich glowed in the wall
like hot coals.

“You'll be paying for the repairs to yonder wallhipset” said the
innkeeper.

The salesman ignored the comment and resumeddtiatsie table.
“Now gentleman, let us speak of the conversionafryfootwear factories
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into paragons of productivity by means of the migaof Technomagics.
And, you lucky lads, if you sign today you'll gat additional home
computer thrown in free, a video game entertainraaeittfor the kids and a
five percent kickback under the table. So who'lffipgt to put his mark on
the bottom of a contract?”

Ron was the first to find his voice. “I'll have n@f your satanic
devices in my factory, Chipset,” he hissed. “Infdrmachines taking food
from the mouths of hard working shoemakers, indé&atthines that can
think, you say; Machines made in the image ofigdtaay! I'll have none
of it, | tell you. Not in my shop! Never in my shdfKicking his chair to the
floor Ron stormed out of the room. The sound offfwib-nailed Lastman
boots on the cobbled street faded rapidly intodis&ance.

“Well, we know wherdne stands!” Chipset purred around bisini-
present smile. “What about you then, Don?”

“I'm all for it!” the youngest Lastman enthusédhinking machines
to run my equipment! No labour problems and no piiyit's a dream come
true. All I'll have to do is laze around dictatingemos to my secretary and
taking long six-martini business lunches. Thatsslife for me, Chipset!
Where do | sign? (Oh, and do you think you couldwhin a copy of Grand-
Theft-Auto 99 with the video game set?)”

“Done, done and so you will be. Sign here, hackthere.”
Smiling broadly, Don Lastman left the inn aftés brother.

“And you then, Jon? With the option of a largeesn plasma T.V. in
place of the games unit if you so prefer. Sign laem here

“Not so fast, Chipset,” the middle Lastman brotheshed the
contract back across the table. “I see some pessg# for your magic
machines, but we’ll talk about it in my office tomow after the rum fumes
have cleared from my brain. You know how to find, in&ake it?”

“You betcha,” Chipset said. “Shall we say two @rAre you sure you
wouldn’t rather do lunch?”

“Two it is then,” Jon said, swaying gently as hedendis way to the door.

* * *

Ron Lastman had labour troubles almost from tis fiour. In fact it
was ten minutes after nine on the first Monday nmaynhis chair barely
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warmed by Ron’s butt, when a small group of mereat his office without
knocking and took up a confrontational stance ergheen shag carpet.

“We represent the new Cobblers United Craftsmemigied Union,”
the biggest of the men said. “CUCUU for short. V@diere to deliver a list
of our demands.”

That's nice,” Ron said, intending to diffuse thtiation with charm
and a cooperative manner. “If you’d kindly leaveiybst with me I'll be
sure to study it carefully and get back to you neséek to begin
negotiations.”

“The list is outside on the forklift truck,” thegoman said. “And the
demands are not negotiable. It's pay up or werewtl We expect the new
pay scale to come into effect immediately and #ud polidays to be
retroactive for the last five years. We may havi¢tla flexibility on the
guestion of company cars for all employees, butmath. And overtime at
time and a half after four hours in any twenty fbour period is a given.”
Ron sighed. “Well, I'll look at the list as soon ladmish my morning coffee
and I'll be back to you with my comments before molocan’t be fairer than
that now, can 1?”

“Comments? What comments? We don’t want your conisnen
Sunshine, we want your signature on the collecyeement. | told you
we’re not here for negotiations, we're here foriyanswer. Now is it ‘yes’
or is it ‘yes'?”

The strike didn’t last long as the new union ana#i'Bshoe factory
went bankrupt together at the end of the third week

“We won!” chanted the men, marching arm-in-armhe t
unemployment office.

“| guess you did,” said Ron, marching with them.

Don Lastman had a fine time the first week, while TechnoMagics
technicians installed their thinking machines is faictory. Don spent the
time driving around in his company car and takigyrtew secretary for
three-hour business lunches. The following Mondaymmg the mayor was
on hand to press the ‘Go’ button, and the locakp&gatured the picture on
their front page under the caption ‘Local Shoemd#kees Hi-tech.’
Everyone said how smart Don looked and marveldmwathe’'d found such
a well-built secretary who could type at seven w8grdr minute with hardly
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any errors.

The machinery’s productivity was tremendous. Inftret eight hour
shift, when a manned shop might have produced yw@mniwventy five pairs
of shoes, the automated TechnoMagics machineryupsatiseven hundred
and twenty four shoes. This result was somewhateddny the fact that all
seven hundred and twenty four were left shoestHisitvas rectified the
following day when the equipment whooped and grdveled spat out seven
hundred and twenty four right shoes. It was a péglthat some glitch in the
program caused all of the shoes to be a man’sssiten.

An order for five dozen spiked running shoes whediin two days,
whereas the same order could have taken up to teasif the shoes had
been hand-made. Of courséyamancobbler would probably have known
that the spikes were intended to go ondbtsideof the shoe.

On the fifth day the automated plant produced twoadned ballet
slippers, made out of cardboard, and one hundreeshio which to ship the
slippers, all made from the finest Doeskin leatli&e automated shipping
machinery then sent the entire shipment to Anclerataska, while the
Royal Ballet in Winnipeg received a shipment ofesgty pairs of Mukluks.

By the end of the first month Don’s profit and |@tatement was
clear, simple and decidedly lopsided. His expemedguwan to six digits while
his income, in round figures, was a round figurdnélW Don met Ron at the
unemployment office it came as a shock to bothhenst

* * *

Jon Lastman spoke at length with Dickie Chipsetthet spent the
next day at TechnoMagics Head Office. He spentriacpéarly long time
with the designers in the engineering departmertt,saw demonstrations of
various types of magical thinking machine. In the,eJon decided that he
would not allow any kind of equipment to take otrex work of his
craftsmen, since the reputation of his productedesquarely in these men’s
hands. However, Jon saw many possibilities fomtlagic machines in his
office, warehouse and shipping departments, amurdédie left he placed a
substantial order.

The equipment arrived and was installed. The masa® not present
to press the ‘Go’ button, and the entire operatvas low profile. The
teething troubles began the following day and thdteough the first six
months. Fortunately most of the serious blundemdentyy the magic
thinking machines were caught by the men, whandidnake one thousand
pairs of ladies’ shoes with three-foot heels, eveugh the specifications
called for this. The correct order — ten pairs withee-inch heels — was
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produced and dispatched. The machines accuratégdagp columns of
figures, kept track of stocks, and simplified tHfce routine immensely.

Jon Lastman and his little company prospered, amtie time Jon
opened a second factory in an adjacent town, daaddathird. His wife bore
Jon three sons, and in the fullness of time Jorenalwill, leaving a
factory to each son. He also left them each arl&itbe opened in the event
of his death. The letter read:

“Dear Sons:

There is magic involved in the making of a fing pAshoes, and it is
important that you learn to use this gift wiselydamell. There has
always been magic in the world; it has appearethany guises and it
has been called by many names. Once it was callegIy, once
wizardry, it has been called witchcraft and alcheang, more recently
people have come to know it as high technologyaiRlégss of what it
may be named, magic is a poor slave and a worséemaNever let
magic do your thinking for you or make your decisicand if you use it
to work for you, be vigilant always. Do this, arauywill make good
shoes and run a good business. And you will thane prosper.

And, in the fullness of time, they did.
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THE SQUIRREL’S TALE

A Fable for the Third Millennium

You've probably heard that the Lion is the KingB#asts, and this
may indeed be true, today; but it was not alwaydrsthe beginning the
animals went their own ways and for the most gast $uited everyone
perfectly well. Oh, there were always little dispsisuch as who had prime
rights to a fine watering hole, or whether the $twould pay compensation
for eating somebody’s uncle, but by and large #iegot along.

There were two problems, however, which the anifesed greatly,
and which they faced each year with no hope oftemiuThe first of these
was the spring flood. The river which ran throulgé tentre of the forest
was for most of the year a calm and gentle thingwhen the spring rains
came the river changed into a raging monster.alte@ out its anger as it
rampaged through the forest, climbing over its Isaiokflood the burrows of
small animals who had made their homes too closieetoising waters.
Many beasts, large and small, were snatched frerbahnks to be carried
away by the torrent and never seen again.

The river's anger subsided by early summer, anétimals enjoyed
a few weeks of calm before the next terror wadeason them. The fires.
These could start anywhere, and drive in any doedt the discretion of
the winds. No place in the forest was safe. Manglsamimals who
normally sought refuge in the treetops would fiaditeir peril that this was
now theleastsafe of havens. Others, crazed with fear, simplyimecircles
until first exhaustion took them, and then the rtess flames.

Every year the animals faced the waters and tineeBawith whatever
grace and courage they could muster, but witke liitpe.

But then, one fme spring morning, high in the west a squirrel
awoke from his long winter sleep with the memonaafream. In his dream
he had seen a creature in a golden crown, who toadybt all the animals
together to fight the twin scourges of the forest.

“Yes!” thought the squirrel. “That is what we hdween missing. We
need d_eader!”

So the squirrel called a meeting of the animald,each sent a
representative to the great clearing at the cearitilee forest. It was the first
time this had happened since the man and womabdweaucast out after
some funny business involving an apple and a sidiesnake would never
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talk about it afterwards.

“Animals of the forest,” the squirrel began, “Sirtbe beginning of
time we have been subjected to the terrors of fenwdifire with no hope of
an answer. This is because no individual animalhcgre so solve such a
complex problem. But if we all work together, aridcantribute our talents,
we can beat these perils.léaderwill bring us together; &aderwill
combine our efforts; eeaderwill beat the waters and the fires!”

A Leader!What an idea! “Yes,” said the tortoise, “An idea of
much merit. But who will be our leader?” The quastspread through the
crowd, and everyone began to talk at once untyl there silenced by a great
roar.

“A Leader must, above all, Hwave,” said the Lion. “The Lion is the
bravest animal in the forest, and therefore themls/choice. Furthermore, |
will bite the heads off any who oppose me.”

“Hooray for the lion!” cheered the animals, seeting logic of his
argument.

The following week the animals gathered again tr liiee lion’s plan.
“For the floods in the spring,” the lion began “\él all learn to swim.
Animals who are natural swimmers will teach tho$®are not, and we
will practice in the summer when the river is calihen, when the floods
come, any animal caught in the waters will simpiyns to shore.”

“As for the fires, we have been looking at the peaibbackwards. By
runningawayfrom the fires we are simply challenging the fites race —
a race we mostly lose. Instead, we will ito the fires and through them,
to a place which has already burned. Our calculatghow that even the
smallest and slowest of animals can do this withance of survival. The
key is not to fear! It is important to run hardthaut hesitation. But you will
not hesitate, for we will be right behind you, and wi# bite the heads off
any who turn back.”

“Right!” said the tortoise, his voice dripping sasn. “Brilliant!”

The lion’s plan was put into effect the followingrsg, with
disastrous results. The calm waters of summer bagrepared the animals
to deal with a roaring current. Weak swimmers warked under
immediately and swept along by the rushing wateemntunknown fate.

The survivors scarcely had time to recover befoey had to apply
the second part of the lion’s plan, for the firasne early that year. It is easy
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to speak of courage in the safe surroundings ofest clearing, but it is
guite another matter when you are so close toléimeefs that the heat is
causing the ends of your whiskers to curl. Manyres turned from the
inferno to face in preference the lion’s jaws, owyfind themselves looking
at the other end of the lion. Retreating. Fast.

Two weeks after the last ember had ceased to diewsduirrel called
the animals back to the clearing.

“We will not blame the lion for the unforeseen difflties,” he began.
(Some foolish animals had made the mistake of gpatticising the lion
for the failure of his plan). “However, we must nohoose a new leader.”

There was silence in the clearing for long secoftdismph!” said the
elephant at last, “The prime requirement for a@ézas not courage, as we
have found to our cost!” (The elephant had no fiear the lion would try to
eat him) “A leader must be strong and work hargetiban example for those
who follow. We elephants are the strongest animflbe forest, and the
hardest workers. | will be your leader!”

“Yeah for the elephants!” cried several animals.

“Here is our plan,” said the elephant a few daysrldMy colleagues
and | have invented a thing called a ‘firebrealdl.the trees in an area five
miles long and half a mile wide will be removed. &dthe flames arrive at
this area they will find nothing to burn, and tlre fwill die. The animals on
the side with the fire will only need to run to theebreak, and they can then
safely cross to the side where the fire cannotrédde elephant paused for
applause, which was thunderous. “Furthermore,”drgicued as the crowd
hushed, “The larger trees will be tied togethehwines to form a platform
over the river which can be safely crossed evemduhe floods.”

Work on the firebreak commenced the following dagnded the
following week. Although the elephants worked larg hard they had
seriously overestimated the capacity of the smalhmals for this kind of
work. While the squirrels tried their best, theilidéy to move large
guantities of wood for long distances was limitddd the hard work
sharpened the appetites of several animals sthiatnatural hunting
instincts were hard to fight. A group of chipmurdating lunchhecame
lunch for a hungry fox. The rest of the chipmurdds. [Eventually even the
elephants had to give up.

When the fire arrived it leaped the incompleteldieak with ease.

Several animals who would normally have outrunfiéumes were so tired
from their physical labours that they, too, becamséms. The few trees
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which had been dragged to the water’s edge remavhede they lay until
the floods of the following spring lifted them awtyan unknown
destination.

“Who will be our leader now?” asked the squirreittimmg back on his
usual rhetoric.

“I will,” said the ape with surprisingly little héation. “We have
erred in assuming that a leader must be strongamegeous. Intelligence
Is the driving requirement of a good leader, ancapes are known to be the
most inteffigent of the forest creatures. | willyamur leader.”

“OK for the apes” said one or two animals.

“In anticipation of this development,” said the ap)&'e have already
addressed the problems, and | have here a plagatdhe floods and the
flames,”

“Wow,” said some of the animals, impressed desh#g misgivings.

“A bunch of planks tied together with vines is adbridge,” said the
ape, with a sneer directed at the elepHdiftis is a bridge!” With an elegant
flourish the ape unfolded a large blueprint. Atetho the top was an
artist’s impression.

“A heavy central span will carry the bigger forastmals,” the ape
explained. “The supports for this span will be thks of large trees, which
will be anchored deep in the riverbed, far enoughito the river that they
will be safe from the fires. At each side of thatcal span will be a
cantilevered walkway to be used by the smaller algpand above the
bridge, attached to the tops of the support bewiidye a rope bridge for
use by the more agile animals. In this way theremopulation can flee the
flames, or cross the flooded river, in total saféty animals will be
required to contribute to the construction accaydmtheir abilities.
Beavers, for example, will play a key role in biniglthe underwater
anchorages. Squirrels will be involved in constiarcof the overhead rope
bridges. Elephants, of course, will do the heavykwWor which they are best
suited.”

Even the most jaded animals were impressed bydhrig of the
concept. The animals went to work with renewed @siism.

Three weeks later the bridge was finished. Evenagreed that it was

a beautiftul piece of work. It crossed the rivetiet widest point, and
reached high above the tallest of the trees. Bults flew over the bridge
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came back full of wonder. “Can’t wait to try it gusaid the tortoise. He
didn’t have to wait long.

The fire came at night, while many animals wereieg. The alarm
was given by a night-owl, who saw the flames whiewas flying high over
the forest, looking for his supper. The animalsemezry frightened at first;
then they remembered the bridge. A thousand animalscluding a
hundred elephants -- ran as fast as they couldrtsihe bridge.

“Elephants go to the main bridge” screamed the ‘dpeer, you go to
the side bridges. Squirrels, use the overhead vivesno, | saidleerto the
side bridges not rhinoceroses! You guys are faheavy! Squirrels, you
must go overhead! If you use the main bridge teplents might step on
you! No, ofcourseHedgehogs don't have to climb the vines!”

Overhead vines caught fire from flying sparks agnesal small
animals were trapped in the flames high aboverighténed elephants. The
ape screamed louder and louder but nobody wasiligteFour hundred
elephant feet hit the bridge at the same time.sLipports for the bridge
were held in the riverbed by a mix of sand, smablges and clay, which
had been too difficult for the beavers to undedtghey had spent most of
their time playing underwater tag anyway). The nwipports began to
shudder and shake.

With a thundering groan the supports gave way thadridge fell
into the river with a tremendous splash. It driftedhe centre of the river
and floated away with the current, spinning slowlgre and there small
fires broke out on the floating bridge as hot cdellsonto the wood. On the
bridge, two hundred animals cried out in vain felph while from the depths
of the forest came hundreds of terrified beastadimg in vain towards the
place where the bridge had been.

When the squirrel called all of the animals togetkees arrived at the
clearing. “I really thought the ape’s plan wouldnk® he said to the
tortoise. “Too much intelligence, too little wisdgmeplied the tortoise.

“Wisdom!” said the squirrel. “Of course! Thats it! Not stréngot
courage; not even intelligendadlisdoms what a leader needs.” All eyes
turned to the owl.

“Owl,” said the squirrel “Your wisdom is legend. &yone knows
that the owl is the wisest creature in the for@déll you be our leader?”

“Ah,” said the owl “Let me see if I've got this aight. If | succeed,
you will expect me to solve harder problems, buifail you will call me

95



names and turn your backs on me, as you did t@tiwb® have tried and
failed.”

“That’s right!” cried an elephant. “That’s just withey did!”

“But more importantly,” the owl continued, “You aasking me to
solve problems which do not concern my kind. Tleding of the river and
the burning of the forest pose no problems to thagewings. So, thank
you, but no. I think that perhaps | am too wiséatcee such a job.” So the
owl spread his great wings and lifted off into thght. One by one the
animals left the clearing, until the squirrel wésne in the dark woods.
“Who will be our leader?” he asked; but there wa®ne to answer.

A light snow began to fall, for winter had returrtedhe forest and it
was once again time for the squirrel to begin tiglsleep. And then, snug
in his bed, high amongst the treetops the squieadised the most important
truth of all.

A leader does not need the courage of the liontmeistrength of the
elephant. He does not need great intelligence,f@endoesn’t even need a
large amount wisdom. But he needs a little of these, together with a
kind heart and a healthy helping of common sense.

Yet even as the thought formed, so came the of&es avinter sleep,

and so the squirrel closed his weary eyes as éegaraw fell over the
forest, and the animals thought no more of leadlefsin a long, long time.
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THE WORKSHOP COMMITTEE
(or How Santa got the Sack)

A Fable for the Third Millennium

“Look at this, everybody!” Santa burst into the &VvWorkshop
positively brinming over with enthusiasm, wavintaege sheet of paper on
which some type of motor vehicle was sketched ightrred crayon. “Look
at my great idea. It's the perfect toy. | was upstrad the night working on
it. It's basically a Big Red Truck, which is whabst boys want anyway,
and it's got a ladder and a bell which both worl, bve also added.....
Santa looked up from his sketch and noticed fofitsetime that the elves
were not at their benches but gathered in a tigtiecat the centre of the
shop. “What'’s this?” he asked.

“Santa, we need to have a few words with you,” gduih, the oldest
of the elves.

“If this is more of that Political Correctness messs, half of my elves
are already lady elves, and if | hire any more flesgou’ll be complaining
that themenare under-represented,” Santa replied, his entsmusiapidly
waning.

“Santa, we've mentioned several times that caliagmy elves’ is a
very patronizing thing to do, It implies a senseow¥nership’ which is
entirely inappropriate these days.” Alvin said. YAvay, it isn’t about that.
We’d like to discuss the way you run the shop.”

“Same way as | always did, except for the new wasms.” Santa
folded his sketch and stuffed it into a pocketisfried tunic. He looked
around for a chair big enough to sit on, knowingf tihis ‘discussion’ could
take some time.

“Please understand that we’re not complaining, #@xad@lvin
continued. “You've always been fair and open wigh Itis just that now
we’re in the Third Millennium, and you see, welbuy dictatorial
management style is just a tad out of place.”

“Dictatorial?!”
“Now don’t get upset. We're not calling you a tyran anything like

that, it's just that we'd like to have a little neosay in how things work. In
choosing what toys are to be made, for example.weid like to take a
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look at the ‘Naughty or Nice’ list once in a white make sure we’re all on
board with your selection criteria.”

“You wantwhat? Nobodees that list but me and Mrs. Claus.”

“Well we can put that aside for now, if you like.hat we’re really
saying today is that, to come right down to it, wamnt to form a Workshop
Committee.”

“To do what, exactly?” Santa had moved from ‘emsthstic’ through
‘wary’ to ‘upset’ and was now edging towards ‘anady with ‘angry’
coming closer by the second. “I think you'd be#gplain.”

“Well, you'd still be in charge, of course. | nneg/ou can be the
Chairperson of the Committee if you want, but weulddike to have some
of our workers, five or six | think should be abaoight, at the meetings with
you. See, for one thing, instead of coming intoghep with a new idea it
could be presented at the meeting, and the shopwauld not be
disrupted.”

“I don’t see much shop work to disrupt at the meoli’ Santa
observed.

“And we’d like to input our own ideas,” Alvin ctinued, ignoring
Santa’s sarcasm. “Ideas for new toys, for examplbetter work
procedures, or improved safety, or..........

‘Well,” Santa thought, ‘If it's only five or sithat still leaves 95% of
them at their workbenches, which would be a sulisiamprovement.’
“O.K.” he sighed. “If | agree to give it a try wilou all get back to work?
Christmas is only eight months away, you know.”

“Agreed!” said Alvin.

A good deal less jolly than when he had entesanta left the
workshop in search of a large glass of Santa’$ellitiquid Helper.

* * *

As Chair of the Workshop Committee, Santa caledfirst meeting
of the group to order, banging on the table withdmall wooden gavel
which the elves had made for him. “Right. Now | wgou all to look at
this; it's the perfect toy. It's basically a Big &&ruck, which is what most
boys want anyway.......

“If I may,” Alvin interjected, “| know how busygqu are, Santa, so
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you probably didn’t have a chance to read the ‘Raled Procedures for
Meetings’ document | sent you. However, paragrapbsgecifically
prohibits the Chairperson from making submissianthé committee. The
Chairperson, you see, must be free from perceiigs] Bnd able to enforce
order without prejudice. If you'd like, | would &ppy to submit your idea
to the Design Subcommittee on your behalf, or yauld always choose to
step down as Chairperson and participate activelge work of the
committee. Your choice, Santa.”

“Hmph. Yes, Alvin. | think that I'd rather partmate than sit here like
a stuffed dummy. Is that allright?”

“Of course Santa. As Vice-chair, then, it fallate to take over as
Chairperson.” Alvin moved to the head of the tadote rapped smartly with
the gavel. “As Chairperson of this committee | gjghat we relax the
rules a little until Santa has had a chance toystwd ‘Rules of Order’
booklet. Perhaps on this occasion we could givéssalittle leeway? May |
have a motion to that effect from the floor?”

“Yes, good,” said Santa without waiting for motionvote. “Now
about my Big Red Truck, it's the perfect toy....... ”

“If I may, Santa,” Alvin once again broke in, “Thaf value
judgment which is no longer yours to make. It'staphe Design Sub-
committee to determine if your idea is ‘perfectyde, as Chairperson of the
Design Sub-committee, have you completed your vd&termination study
of Santa’s toy?”

“I'm afraid | haven't had a chance to look at Sémtdea yet,
Chairman.”

“Well, let’s take this as an opportunity for Satagormally submit
his idea for evaluation.”

With gritted teeth which could in no way be mistaker a smile
Santa slid his sketch across the table.

“Oh, no,” said Joyce, shaking her head for addephasis. “I'm
afraid we can’t accept this, Santa. There’s nociaiton of materials used;
no quantities; no time estimates for manufactured Adon’t seeany cost
data, anywhere. There aren’t even diyensionsfor Heaven'’s sake! This
could be six inches long or sixty feet. Oh, no &atitis won'’t do at all.
What | have here is a crude illustration of whagimior might not be a
child’s toy. Anyway, even from this sketch | haveteong suspicion that it
IS never going to survive the scrutiny of the Ps}abical Impact Sub-
committee. What do you think, Mavis?”
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“Oh Santa,” Mavis smiled, “You have such a loveyld-like charm,
you know, with your little crayon drawings; but jusok at all that red! That
bright red colour has so many unpleasant connaistiolood, fire, danger,
that sort of thing.”

“Ii's a Fire Truck!” Santa positively growled.

“Why not use a lighter shade of red, at least,” Mawuggested, still
smiling. “Maybe something closer to Bubblegum PiNkmberRR-5 6/an
the Colour Guide attached to our Psychological keh@aubmissions
Guidelines booklet? With nice Denim Blue stripesperhaps a
checkerboard pattern.”

“A Big Pink Truck with Blue Stripes is not exactlyhat | had in
mind,” Santa sighed. Having moved beyond angeraaedegun the slide
into quiet capitulation.

Alvin banged his gavel. “Yes, well, | think we"gpent enough time
on this truck thing. Perhaps one of you might tixeolunteer a little time to
spend with Santa, to bring him up to speed withraw design and
production protocols?”

“I'd be glad to do that,” said Mavis. “I'd need take a leave of
absence from the workshop, though, and do theibgeuring working
hours. My leisure time is so vital to good work@dz=havior, teamwork,
and interpersonal relationships, you see.”

“Of course, Mavis,” said Alvin, “How could anyompessibly argue
with that?”

* * *

Santa stared at the productivity chart, unableet@ve his eyes. Since
it was now the middle of September the graph shbeldudging85%,
while it actually stood below thirty. If the numbaidn’t hit 100% by
Christmas Eve there would be empty stockings omvileaty-fifth, and the
repercussions would be unpleasant, to say the ldagtied to recall what
had happened to the last Santa who had failed & e December
deadline, but couldn’t recollect such a thing dvappening in the long
history of the Santa business.

As he strode briskly into the workshop he wasiséd by the
resounding silence. His footsteps echoed in thercaus room, One
solitary elf sat at his bench, apparently absorbedsmall pamphlet which
lay open on the work surface.
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“Oh, hello,” the elf said as Santa approachethiefTsent me in here to
study because it's so nice and quiet in here tags. They said they won't
let me back on the Financial Projections Sub-cotemitintil | can
demonstrate that | understand Supply Side Econoiniicsl it hard, though;
don’t you?”

“Where is everybody?” Santa exploded. “Don’t tikepw that
Christmas Eve is only twelve weeks away? Wherdhar¢oys? There
should be a thousand Raggedy Anne Dolls over tiserdtundred electric
train sets! Where are the Teddy Bears and Dollies Sets? What the Hell
IS going on here?”

“Well,” said the elf, his cheeks scarlet, “| neveould have believed
that I'd hear such language in this workplace! Aman Santa himself, of all
people! Since you ask, the schedule board is ow#tidbehind you. | think
you'll find that the Finance Subcommittee is workin Syndicate Room
seven, the User-Demand Projections Group is havifigambuilding Away
Day and has gone for a sleigh-ride, the Environalegénsitivity Advisory
Unit is experimenting with a new line of paintsdahe ‘Let'sDrag-Santa-
Into-the-Twenty-First-Century’ crowd has gone ofesd trip to SONY to
look at their new line of large screen TVs. I'm sare what the Methods
and Standards people are doing, but Clarence waer@earlier looking for
his stop-watch.”

“Isn’t anybodyworking?” Santa howled.

“Oh, Santa, thas soinsensitive. We'rall working.”

When Alvin called the December meeting of the Kgbop
Committee to order nobody noticed at first thatt&amas missing. He often
missed these meetings lately. He had spent thé&elash the shop, working
furiously at the sewing machine to produce DolWesdding Day packages,
mumbling under his breath all the time. There wames confusion regarding
what he was mumbling, as Alvin refused to belidat Santa would use
those words.

Alvin picked up the gavel to call the meetingtder, but before he
could rap on the table the door to the committ@earblew open and a
stranger entered. The man was tall and broad sbaddwith slicked-back
dark hair, long and curly at the back, and a sypaithmed Vandyke beard.
His dark blue pinstripe suit was immaculately taeband a gold Rolex
watch glittered on his wrist. He was puffing an@wing in turns on a short
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fat cigar. Without a word the stranger sat dowBamta’s chair, which he
tipped back to place his custom made reindeerdedtbots on the rosewood
table.

“I don’t know who you are, or who ydtinkyou are,” Alvin
spluttered, “Omhereyou think you are if it comes to that, but if yoistvto
participate in this meeting you should first reld tPrinciples of Behavior”
appendix in our “Rules of Order” booklet. And fugtimore, smoking is
strictly forbidden everywhere on these premiseg,dsbe much obliged if
you would

“Shut up, Alvin,” the stranger drawled around ¢igar.

“And I'll thank you not to address the Chairpersid the Workshop
Committee in such a manner. Where’s Santa? Dokadw that you're
here, whoever you are?”

“He’s out, I'm in, and you're all in deep doo-dddeet your new
Santa, boys and girls.”

“You're ... How'? They can’t do this. They camédplace Santa
without due consultation You'll not get away withs. I'll either have a
full explanation and apology or I'll ..... ”

“You'll what?” The new Santa slipped his feetrfrahe table and his
chair came down with a thump. He glared at the (pkeason of the
Workshop Committee. “What will you do, Mister-slatizz Chairperson?
Call a strike, maybe? How, exactly, would | know thifference? There
hasn’t been a toy produced in this shop for fountins, and we’ve only
three more weeks before Christmas Eve. What exaotlyou threatening
me with?”

“I would hesitate to use work stoppage as a wedpvin replied
coolly, “But under the circumstances you leave melmoice. And in case
you're thinking of sending in scab workers, we witicupy the workshop.
You'll never have the toys you need by Christmas.Ev

“Well I'm relieved to hear you say that, Misteh&r, because it saves
me the trouble of sacking you all. | wish you well your sit-in. Perhaps
you've forgotten that this is the North Pole, ahdttit’s going to get damn
cold damn fast when we cut the power to the bugidénd if you survive
the winter I'd suggest you find yourselves somealhets before spring,
when the wreckers move in to pull the old place nidw

“Then how, exactly, do you intend to get the tpysduced?” Alvin
blustered.
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“We’'re out-sourcing,” Santa snapped, grinninguaieh his cigar. “Our
make-or-buy calculations already had this placerdasra major loser, but
your performance of the last few months has peediad to move up our
schedule. Anyway, you guys are welcome to staliénwiorkshop as long as
you like. The power goes off tomorrow morning. Nibwou’ll excuse me
I've got a Lear Jet to catch. You'd be amazed awhy the Japanese treat a
prospective buyer when you tell them you’ll be negdive and a half
million portable DVD players. Lock the front doohen you leave, will
you? On second thoughts, don’t bother. Nobody isggto break in here.
There’s nothing worth stealing.”

Santa left the Committee Room in a haze of bineke and

expensive cologne. He paused outside the roomalteti dack: “I almost
forgot. Merry Christmas to all, and to all a GoomjiN. Ho! Ho! Ho!”

* * *

~ The optimum size for a committee is often one pefsor a
committee which is required to make decisionspitenum size is always
one person.
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THE BEANCOUNTER AND THE KING

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Once upon a time, not that long ago really, thigesl a King. He was
a good king, kindly and wise, and he ruled his &img well. When he rode
about the kingdom in his Royal Carriage the pecpkered and threw roses.

When he became tired of smiling and waving thegKarould
sometimes stop by the stables and saddle up hosifider charger. To avoid
the company of the ever vigilant Royal Guard, heiaisually do this
early in the morning, when not even the palacenient were awake. So it
was that on a sparkling spring morning the Kingaggtat a canter along the
river bank which meandered past the Royal Palaceigih open meadows
alive with wild flowers and birdsong. The sky was ttolour of a robin’s
egg, but so bright that it hurt the eye to looledily at it, and even though
the sun had barely cleared the horizon the Kingdcalieady feel the heat of
it on his cheek. He knew the trail well, for he tHmén riding these fields
since he had been a young boy, many years aga. sfeav miles he turned
the horse from the trodden path towards distantdspahere he hunted
from time to time, and set the animal to a gallop.

A trail of sorts, not much more than a rabbit, e towards the
woods which were separated from the meadow bylalivigr hedge. A
prudent man would have dismounted at the hedg®paded the wide five-
barred gate through which the local farmer movedshieep to and from the
meadow, but it is difficult to be prudent on a hitidlay morning, especially
if you are a king, and if you are mounted on y@wolurite charger. Spurred
on by his rider the huge animal galloped towaresgéte, but the area by the
opening was worn to bare earth by the feet of dessisheep, and muddied
by the rains of the previous day, and so the Hesshis footing. By long
training and lightning fast reaction the animal \ahte to bring itself to a
halt inches from the gate. While the horse theeefailed to take the jump
the King cleared the gate by a good two feet amaeci@ rest face down in a
mud puddle, where he lay unmoving.

All of this had been witnessed by a local shephéno was returning
home after a long night tending to a sick ewe,\&hd now stood, puffing
his pipe, watching the unconscious body in the iguymdidle. Having seen
his King but once and at a distance he remembarigdimat His Highness,
unlike this poor fellow, had been exquisitely deekBut without really
thinking about it any further the shepherd pullegl hapless rider out of the
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puddle, ensured that he continued to breathe, amgkd the still unmoving
body back to his croft, where the King was cleamegdtucked in and
generally very well cared for.

In due course the Royal Guard tracked the haufptd the gate,
tracked the footprints to the croft and returneslihconscious King to the
Palace, where he received the professional buelésstive ministrations of
the Surgeon General and his staff. So it was beakKing did not learn of his
rescuer until several days later, but within hafriearning the truth the
elderly shepherd was brought before the king, wherknelt, cap in hand,
still not sure how his act of kindness had anythndo with the regal
presence before whom he now trembled.

“Rise, sir,” the King said. “It is | who should lom my knees, for
without your action | would surely have drownedhat shallow puddle. My
debt to you is great, and although | know that goted without thought of
reward, you shall have one. Name it, good sir,iitids within my power to
grant, | swear you shall have it.”

The shepherd thought for only a few seconds be&plying. “A job
sire, if you please. Not for me, for my son. Hesloet take well to farm
life, and has spoken often of life at the palacg laow good it must be for
those fortunate enough to work here. Would you bgive a job here, and we
will call your debt repaid?”

No amount of pleading could persuade the sheplbemke more, not
so much as a few silver pennies, and so the oldlefiato break the good
news to his son while the king called for the HEfmancellor.

“A job, Chancellor. Find this boy a job. A good jabresponsible job,
and one with very good pay. Do it today.”

That afternoon the Chancellor reported back tkihg. He had
spoken with the “boy” who was, in fact, in his mieldhirties, and had come
to a conclusion which he now shared with his Sagere

“The man is simple-minded and uneducated, Sirehd$ebut basic
skill with numbers and little more with letters. ienot physically capable
of work in the stables or fields. He cannot fighrid has no skill with wood
nor iron nor stone. He is in short unemployablesréhs no function within
the palace walls or grounds which this man is clgpabfilling.”

“He can count, you say?”

“He can count, sire.”
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“Then he shall start tomorrow morning in the Palkitehens. There
he shall serve as my Royal Beancounter.”

“And what exactly will be his duties, Your Highn&ss
The King explained.

Fresh fruit and vegetables were delivered dailyhéopalace from
nearby farms. These deliveries included large quesof Green Beans, a
favorite of the Queen, which were delivered in sadihe sacks were
stacked in a small room adjacent to the kitchenrevkigey were inspected
by the Royal Beancounter before being releaseduianary processing.

The Beancounter opened the sacks, counted the,efilhsd the
sacks, marked the sacks with ‘C’ (for ‘Counted’Yla®nt them on to the
kitchen. The number of beans in each sack wasdedan a little notebook
and at the end of each day the Beancounter add#gkuptal number of
sacks and the number of beans in each. Thesdistsatigre written down on
a sheet of paper headed ‘Daily Bean Record’ antesigvith the Bean-
counter’s mark. The sheets were hand deliveredpajace flunky to the
High Chancellor himself The Chancellor filed theads in a special bucket-
shaped filing cabinet which he kept under his dask which was emptied
each night by the palace janitor. In winter theyeyeut to a more practical
use in the Chancellor’s fireplace.

The Beancounter received one gold coin per momntthfe work ----
by the standards of palace paypackets this wasdesgnt money. He was
proud of his work and took it seriously. He shadady, bathed weekly and
wore clean clothes. He was happy. The Chancellsrhappy. The Queen
never knew that there had been any change in tbleeki routine and her
point of view in this matter is therefore of littbt®nsequence.

Within six months the Shepherd’s son was promoted to Royal
Beancounter, First Grade, which gave him greatsples though no increase
in his take-home pay. Altogether a very satisfactartcome. Pity it couldn’t
have ended there, so that the story could finigh {&nd they all lived
happily ever after’, which would have been a vegprapriate ending for a
tale which began with ‘Once upon a time’.

The following summer the King and his retinue erkledron a tour of
the Kingdom, an event which occurred every thirdry@ so. While the
retinue examined tax rolls, settled minor legabgies and took stock of
Royal Holdings the King was primarily involved withinking, dining,
socialising, drinking, listening to music, diniregtending the theatre,
drinking and chasing chambermaids along castledays. In truth the King
was feeling his age and had decided than on thrshi® would cut back
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considerably on the chasing. At the first stop,ifgongratulated the local
Earl on a fine feast, the King allowed himself ®drawn out to the balcony
for a private chat with his host.

“It's my son,” the Earl said.
“What about him?”

“He’s useless. Can't joust; won't hunt; not intéeskin sports of any
kind; can’t be persuaded to join the army nor thierch. Can’t even expect
him to marry well, since his skill with the ladiesson a par with his other
talents. He’s useless.”

“And so?” said the King, seeing nothing out af tirdinary in this.
Ninety percent of his nobility’s sons would haveebe& good fit for such a
description.

“Well, I thought you might find him a job at tipalace, where his lack
of ability wouldn’t be any sort of hindrance to le&reer.”

“What sort of job?” asked the King, feeling vabu@asulted. Actually
he was experiencing a strong sense of déja vu drinismwhole
conversation.

“Oh, you know,” said the Earl “Something with gbpay, good perks,
lots of opportunity to meet the right kind of pe®pind — most importantly
-- no responsibility whatsoever.”

“Do we have anything like that?” asked the Kingning to the High
Chancellor who, as usual, was lurking in the shadow

“As is happens, Sire,” said the Chancellor, “Véehadve an opening
for a Supreme High Director General in charge of&@eancounting.”

“Good,” said the King. “He starts next week.”
“Sounds perfect” said the Earl. “He leaves fa& Balace tomorrow.”

Given the size of the kingdom, and the fact thaing, drinking and
regal carousing are things which can’t be rusheelKing returned home six
months later, just as the first snows of wintereveeginning to fly. The
regal procession stopped at the palace gates, idicdlome reason were
standing open and unguarded. There were no palerdganywhere to be
seen, and few courtiers. The High Chancellor'ssséast, looking decidedly
harried, made a brief appearance in the courtyaridscurried away before
either the King or the Chancellor could questiam.hi
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The Counting House was empty, as were the bardtle armory
was deserted and devoid of arms. The Queen was aldrer chambers.
When asked what-the-hell-was-going-on-here she tfev&ing a look
which would have floored a lesser man and hissexligh gritted teeth “Ask
your God-damned Beancounters!”

The King strode through the corridors, from whilch few remaining
servants scurried at his approach, and crashedghrihe doors to the
kitchen. The Head Chef was noticeably absent amthifee remaining
scullery maids stirred assorted pots without remagrklis Royal Highness’s
presence in any way.

In short, the Palace was virtually deserted,ess&ntially non-
functional. It had all of the earmarks of a machatech has run out of fuel
and puttered to a stop at the side of the road.

But the Beancounting Department was thriving.

The Department employed a total of over four heddimcluding a
technical staff of sixty seven and an analyticalsion of eighty. There were
one hundred and seventy counters in grades onagtheight, and a
research division which included seventeen PhDs.Odpartment used the
most modern computerized processing systems. Baamswere fed into
the computers which calculated mean and deviatiwwhge automated
equipment measured beans by size and compareésiniésragainst
standards set by the Department’s Industrial Ereging Group. Any sack
which failed to measure up was returned along thighentire shipment to
the farmer who had supplied it. Receiving backrtbeans, now several
weeks old and unfit for human consumption, didgmtown well with the
farmers, most of whom now refused to supply prodifany kind to the
palace. This lack of shipments did not seem to higterred the Bean-
counting Department nor put any kind of dampeneitorate of growth.
Thanks to the imaginative work of the DepartmeR&search Division, the
Counters were now shifting their attention to ceriand potatoes, while the
PhDs had embarked on an ambitious project designapply their
procedures to Cabbages and Brussels Sprouts.

The Shepherd’s son had been fired six weeks quslyi for failure to
meet the new counting standards.

Since Beancounting activities now absorbed oigite percent of the
palace budget it was inevitable that expenditulssrhere had suffered.
The impact of these cutbacks was readily appakésmy of the courtiers
had left the palace shortly after regular mealseéao appear in the dining
room, and most of the Palace Guard had deserted thkesame thing
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happened to their paycheques.

The King drew his sword and went looking for 8gpreme High
Director General in charge of Royal Beancounting,He was too late. The
S.H.D.G. had left his lavish office in somethingagurry and was now on
his horse, heading south at a gallop.

The King sat on the floor and put his head inhaisds. “What am |
going to do?” he asked -- but the deserted cosidave back only an echo.

It was too late anyway. The Barbarians of thethemn Reaches had
been watching the Kingdom'’s deterioration with grnaterest, and when
their invading army arrived it walked into the Radavirtually unopposed.

The King should have known better. Someone shival@ explained
it to him.

A small-minded man with small vision and small gimib is rarely a
danger, and can be very valuable in a position \ehée work is simple and
repetitive, requiring little or no initiative. Heilwbe happy there and he will
do the work well. But a smallminded man with arohitigiven power and
authority and left to his own devices, is a tickimge-bomb. Left
unsupervised for any considerable period of timehsa man can topple a
kingdom.

109



THE CARPENTER'S HAMMER

A Fable for the Third Millennium

John Lockwood liked to say that his name had ppedisd him to
his trade, but this was not true. As with his fattued grandfather before
him, carpentry ran in John’s blood. For the Lockd®ao rose could smell
as sweet as the scent of cedar shavings and piisafrom the shop floor,
and the finest painting in the grandest gallerjl@admat compare to the grain
of a newly polished pine table or sideboard. Akd his father and grand-
father, John excelled at the trade and was knowarfd wide as a
consummate craftsman.

John’s father died at the bench he so loved--nartdh the
manager’s office where he rightly belonged. The mvenld joke good
heartedly that an invisible manager ran the plaicege the flesh and blood
manager was more often to be found admiring a neeepf white oak, or
sketching a design for a dining room table. Jolgnémdfather had started
the shop with two apprentices to help him, buthmy/time his father moved
into the small corner office there were eight skilcarpenters on staff as
well as three apprentices, a clerk and a storeAdae time of his father’s
passing the payroll of the little company had grawihirty five and the
original premises were straining at the seams. &abw that he could no
longer afford the luxury of spending time at therkii@®nch with his beloved
wood, and so he packed his toolbox for the last tamd moved into the
corner office.

The office was a mess. Papers were strewn evergwhis.
Jacobson, the company clerk, had, in her own wénagjged the old man
like a fishwife” on the subject of keeping ordergcords, but admitted that
this had been as effective as “yelling at the wmdtop blowing.” Skimpy
records did not show whether bills had been paudiebts had been
collected. Production records gave no hint of wiook&d well, who worked
fast or who worked at all. An ominous scrap of pegtated “Spoilage costs
for March” and gave a figure which made John’s B&nd on end.

He looked over his personnel records — namesngftime friends
and workmates. Old Samuel, for instance, had wosteke shop since
John’s grandfather’s day, and had taught John ro&the basic skills of the
craft. Samuel was now into his sixties, and sopteigh by arthritis that he
worked very slowly. His work was still of the venyghest quality, worthy of
exhibition in the finest gallery, and it commandked highest prices; but he
took so long to finish each piece that the retwarely covered the old
craftsman’s wages, with not a penny over for shafitp Arthur turned out
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his pieces rapidly, but it was rough work and d@ dot sell well. Mick, the
foreman, was a competent craftsman but he prefésredrk at the bench
rather than focus on what the men were doing, &supdine in the shop had
become very lax. Neither was he good with apprertt@ining,—being
impatient and critical without showing the youngstehat they had done
wrong, and how to avoid such errors in the future.

From his study of the ledgers one immediate proljlenped out at
him. The amount of overtime paid out in recent memwas staggering, and
John was well aware of the men’s complaints in &énga, and of the
occasional angry phone calls from their wives. deded more hands to
keep up with the workload, and hired five more fmymen and two
apprentices. Because of the state of the sho@sdies John relaxed the
usual standards and hired men who would work &g than the going rate.
He also replaced some worn shop tools, but not tfremusual supply house,
where the cost would have been more than he cdialidia

The extra staff did not help. Although daily protan was slightly
improved, three of the new men proved to be slrpered bar-room
brawlers, well beyond Mick’s ability to control. Fthe first time ever a
fight broke out on the shop floor (over an allegestblen tool) and John had
to run out of his office to restore order.

Despite his efforts to turn the company arounaighiwent rapidly
from bad to worse. Within a few months the prospéat the company had
become so bleak that John saw no way out, and eptat the shop
would face bankruptcy in the new year, if not befdde braced himself to
tell the men, but before he could rise from hiskdéamuel entered the
office. The old carpenter closed the door behimd &nd placed a sack on
John’s desk.

“The Master, your father, told me to give you tifig looked like you
were in trouble, but not before you'd been on yown for half a year or so.
I’m thinking that it might be the time. There’s ¢Hetter that goes along with
it.” John opened the sack and took out a larged@naase. He recognised
it at once; it was the toolbox his father had usede before John was born,
and which he had carried to the endhi days. His father's name was
carved in bold letters at the centre of the lidj anderneath, in a shaky
hand, was John’s. He had carved that on his sentitiilay, his fathers
large strong hands guiding his son’s movements thigrchisel. John
opened the box. The tools within were immaculdteirtblades oiled and
shining, their edges as sharp as razors; the haed@med to shine with an
inner glow, the grain standing out from the woazhirdecades of use. To
his surprise, John saw that each tool had a numiagetied to its handle.
He opened the letter.
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“Son: From my grave | ask you a final favour. Speath Howard in
the storeroom. He has several pieces of white daghnl have instructed
him to keep for you:Sure’, John thought, ‘If he can remember wherg@be
them.” Howard’s stores were much like John’s sroffite when it came to
tidyness and orderl)would like you to build a cabinet, fronted wglass,
which is to be placed at the front of the shop,elad who enter will see it.
In this cabinet | would like you to place my toolbso that whenever you
look at it you will think of me, and remember tegsons | taught you. |
would like you to build this cabinet in a speciayw! have numbered the
tools in my toolbox, and each is to be used foiptmpose outlined in the
attachment.”

John did not immediately open the attachment, &duasd wondered
at the strangeness of this request. None of timermaeded to be reminded of
the old craftsman who had been their employer ben friend for so many
years, and there was never a day that John dithimét of his father with
affection and pride; but strangest of all wererthenbered tags attached to
the handles of each tool. It was many years sloba had needed
instruction in the selection of the right tool fogiven job. He opened the
attachment.

“The tool marked #1 is to be used to cut the odkdagequired sizé,
it began. Then tool #1 must be a rip or crosscwt dahn thought, but to his
amazement he found the #1 tag firmly tied to thedkeof his father’s
hammer. Tool number two is for reducing the planks to teedaed
thickness and smoothing of the grédhme instructions continued. It was not
the plane but the carpenter’s drill which carried second tag. A chisel was
named as the tool to be used Setting the pegs to connect the shelves in the
cabinet” The crosscut saw was suggested as appropriatadquiring a
smooth finish to the outer surfaces of the wbod.

Samuel nodded politely and left. John sat in stdrslence. Perhaps
his father’'s mind had slipped towards the end. Maotlelse could explain
the odd nature of his final request. John droppedtpers into the toolbox
and set them aside. Other urgent tasks demandatténgion. Urgent tasks
always seemed to be demanding his attention ldtelyhought.

Over the next few days he looked often at the mqllwondering
what his father had intended. In the end, not kngviow to comply with
his father’s last request, he sought out old Samuel

“l was to wait until you came to me for help andrlhgive you this,”
the old man told him, handing over a second eneeltdgon’t know what'’s
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in it and it was not my place to ask, but it's wtre¢ Master asked of me,
and | hope it will be of help to you.”

Alone in his office John opened the letter. As éadrthe words he
could imagine his father in the shop, his stotédilback and his feet
propped on the workbench after a long day.

“l hope you haven’t started work on my cabinet, sdime letter
began!That was a fine piece of oak I'd been keepingyfears looking for
just the right use. If you tried to cut it to simgh my hammer then you're
not the son | think you are.

“Did you get my message? Pretty obvious, huh? Tiker@urpose to
each tool and each tool is made to serve a purgdse.the wrong tool for
the job and you're inviting disaster. You don’t eedod with a hammer nor
smooth it with a saw. You wonder why | should needmind you of this?
Well if Samuel saw a need to give you this letkem what you're doing is
worse than using a hammer to cut wood. How carolkiiis? Because it's
what | was doing son. | realised it too late tortuhings around, or even to
warn you about the dangerous course I'd set you on.

“When | moved into the office | lost a good crafésnand gained a
poor manager. Feeling so uncomfortable in thateff spent little time
there, leaving the shop with no manager at alle ywu doing the same
thing? Are you the right tool for the manager'sjo

“Remember this too: | taught you than money sparibw quality
tools is money wasted. Your mother grumbled aetipense when | first
filled my toolbox, but those tools gave me a hfietiof service while other
men’s tools wore away or broke all around me. Astpa poor tool will give
you poor work.

“I'm sorry, son, that I've left you in this messhdpe this advice can
help you before it’s too late.”

John folded the letter and placed it in the boxe $hop was dark, the
men having left some hours previously. John tuféthe lights,and left
the office. As he looked over the empty shop floemwondered if itvasall
too late.

* * *

The first man to be moved was John Lockwood. The manager
was an ex-army officer, still in his forties, ligron a disability pension after
a piece of shrapnel had ensured that he would alkt again without a cane.
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John’s enquiries told him that the man had beehnaspected by those
under his command, and that he had come to offeads by means of a field
commission. He made the man a very generous offehvwas accepted
immediately. The two of them worked late into thghh and changes were
made.

One of the new tradesmen and one apprentice hachshilingness
to learn and to give a fair day’s effort. The othesere paid a week’s wages
and released. Samuel was given his own cornereddltbp, where his main
job was to instruct the apprentices, thus relietiregother tradesmen of a
task they had not wanted and did not do well. Migs sent back to his
bench, where he settled in with a sigh of reliéfe hew shop foreman was
John Lockwood. Howard came out from the warehowseh he had run
badly, and was appointed as the first full timeesalan for the little
company, a job at which he was to excel. Mrs. Je@opless than a month
from her sixty-sixth birthday, was given a hands@aeerance package
which included a comfortable pension. A new cled|ege trained, was
hired to put the paperwork in order.

The new shop began to tick along and then to hachflzen to roar.
Morale reached and surpassed it’s old level.

John Lockwood searched the storeroom and founidreed planks of
kiln-dried white oak, into which he poured his tinnés skill and his love.
Over the years many handsome offers were madéddirte display cabinet
which sat inside the main entrance, but it wasfaosale. The cabinet
housed an old toolbox, the lid propped open toldysfhe fine old tools. lin
front of the toolbox sat a carpenter’'s hammer, iarfdont of the hammer sat
a small engraved steel plaque. The plaque read:

“This is a hammer. It is used to drive n&ils
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TIIE STUPID BUMBLEBEE

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Grasshoppers and Bees do not compete with ebehfor food,
territory or matmg rights, and so it was that Gedttge Grasshopper and
Bernard Bumblebee became good friends. George aventlay to visit the
hive, which hung in a large old oak tree, and foBednard sitting on a
branch watching the activity all around him. Geongéced that his friend
looked troubled, and asked what was wrong.

“It's the numbers,” Bernard explained. “l justriiosee how we can
survive for long the way we’re going. We're simpigt bringing enough
food into the hive. The clover field is half a kieter away, you see, and,
although our worker bees are doing their very khstfrip there and back is
simply taking too long. If we don't find a way tped things up, we won'’t
survive the winter.”

Surprised, George looked at the activity all acbhim; everyone
seemed to be very busy indeed. A long line of Ise@ked out of the hive,
along the branch, down the trunk of the tree anayanto the distance. A
similar line approached the tree from the meaddwbed the trunk, along
the branch and back into the hive, where they ded their cargo and
immediately joined the outgoing line to repeat phecess. “Bernard, why
are all the worker beegalkingback and forth to the meadow?” George
asked. “Why do they not fly?”

“Ah, well, it's a matter of aeronautical engineegr, George. We're
simply not built for it. The Queen hired a teammmnagement consultants
to do an efficiency study, and fortunately for lmere was an aerodynamics
expert on the team. He explained to us that ouganea is simply too small
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to support our large bodies. There’s also the mafte/ind resistance —
even if we were to get off the ground, our size \douake us prey to every
gust of wind, and we’d never be able to fly inraigiht line. It's allright for
Hornets and Horseflies, with their sleek aerodymashiapes and smaller
bodies, but it's not for us Bumblebees. You seerder to fly we'd have to
flap our wings so fast that we’'d shake the dammghioff. | mean, just look
how flimsy they are.” Bernard extended his wingg] &eorge saw that they
did indeed look too frail to support his friend’segt weight.

Just as he was about to take his leave Georgeistasoted by a
buzzing sound, and looked into the distance taas&wall spot moving
erratically towards the hive. As it came closer (gecsaw that it was a
bumblebee, flying very badly but flying neverthele§he bee landed on the
branch, bounced into the air, landed again andedalksteadily into the
hive. Amazed, George turned to Bernard. “Wasn’t hBumblebee?”

“Yes.”

“But he wasflying!”

“Take no notice of him. That was just Basil showotf§y”
“But he can fly!”

“Yes, | know. We've tried several times to expldito him, but in the
end we had to admit defeat; Basil is just too stupiunderstand
aerodynamics.”

When you need to do the impossible, make sur¢htbi is at least

one person on your team who is too stupid to undedswhy it can’t be
done.
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