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On an dtenoon in the lag summer before the year 2000, Bobby Garfidd came back to
Hawich, Connecticut. He went to West Sde Cemeey fird, where the actud memorid
savice took place a the Sullivan family plot. Old Suly-John got a good crowd; the Post
sory had brought them out in droves Severd smdl children were startled into tears when the
Ameican Legion honor-guard fired their guns. After the gravesde sarvice there was a
reception at the locd Amvets Hal. Bobby made a token gppearance — long enough to have a
dice of cake and a cup of coffee and say helo to Mr Oliver — but he saw no one he knew,
and there were places he wanted to go while there was 4ill plenty of good daylight. He hadn't
been back to Harwich in dmogt forty years.

The Nutmeg Mdl sood where S Gabrid the Steadfast Upper and Secondary Schools had
been. The old pogt office was now a vacant lot. The rallway daion continued to overlook the
Square, but the Stone overpass support-posts were covered with graffitit and Mr Burton's
newsstand kiosk was boarded up. There were Hill grassy swards between River Avenue and
the Housatonic, but the ducks were gone. Bobby remembered throwing one of those ducks a
aman in atan suit — improbable but true. 1I'll give you two bucks to let me blow you, the man
had sad, and Bobby had hucked a duck a him. He could grin about it now, but that nimrod
hed scared the hell out of him, and for al sorts of reasons.

There was a great beige UPS warehouse where the Asher Empire had stood. Farther dong
toward Bridgeport, where Asher Avenue emptied into Puritan Sgquare, the William Penn
Grille was dso gone, replaced by a Pizza Uno. Bobby thought about going in there, but not
very sioudy. His somach was fifty, jugt like the res of him, and it didnt do so wdl with
pizza anymore.

Except that waan't redly the reason. It would be too essy to imagine things, that was the
real reason — too essy to envidon big vulgar cars out front, the pantjobs so brignt they
seemed to howl.

S0 he had driven back to Hawich proper, and damned if the Colony Diner waant dill
where it had dways been, and damned if there werent dill grilled hotdogs on the menu.
Hotdogs were as bad as fuckin pizza, maybe worse, but wiet the hell was Prylosec for, if not
the occasond gesronomic ramble down memory lane? He had swdlowed one, and chasd it
with two hotdogs. They 4ill came in those little grease-spotted cardboard deeves, and they
dtill tasted like heaven.

He tamped the hotdogs down with pie a la mode, then went out and stood by his car for a
moment. He decided to leave it where it was — there were only two more stops he wanted to
meke, and both were within waking disance. He took the gym bag off the passenger sedt and
waked dowly pest Spice’'s which had evolved into a 7-Eleven dtore with gas-pumps out
front. Voices came to him as he passed, 1960 ghost-voices, voices of the Sigsby twins.

Mumma-Daddy havin a fight.

Mumma said stay ouit.

Why'd you do that, stupid old Bobby Garfield?

Supid old Bobby Gafidd, yes that had been him. He might have gotten a little smarter
over the years, but probably not that much.

Hafway up Broad Stregt Hill he spied a faded hopscotch grid on the sdewak. He drgoped
to one knee and looked e it dosdy in the laening light, brushing a the squares with the tips
of hisfingers.

‘Miger? You dl right? It was a young woman with a 7-Eleven bag in her ams. She was
looking a Bobby with equd parts concern and mistrust.

I'm fing' he sad, getting to his feet and dusting off his hands. He was, too. Not a single
moon or dar besde the grid, let done a comet. Nor had he seen any lost-pet pogters in his
rambles around town. 'I'm fine'

'Well, good for you,' the young women said, and hurried on her way. She did not smile



Bobby watched her go and then dated waking again himsdf, wondering what had happened
to the Sigdhy twins, where they were now. He remembered Ted Brautigan taking about time
once, caling it the old bald cheeter.

Until he actudly saw 149 Broad Stret, Bobby hadn't redized how sure hed been tha it
would have become a videorenta dore or a sandwich shop or maybe a condominium.
Instead it was exactly the same except for the trim, now cream instead of green. There was a
bike on the porch, and he thought of how desperatdly he had wanted a bike that last summer
in Hawich. Hed even had a jar to save money in, with a labe on it that sad Bike Accourt,
or something.

More ghogt-voices as he stood there with his shadow lengthening into the Street.

If we were the Gotrocks, you wouldn't have to borrow from your bikejar if you wanted to
take your little girlfriend on the Loop-the-Loop.

She's not my girlfriend! She's not my little girlfriend!

In his memory he had sad thet out loud to his mother, screamed it at her, in fact . . . but he
doubted the accuracy of that memory. He hadn't had the kind of mother you could scream at.
Not if you wanted to keep your scap.

And besides. Caral had been hislittle girlfriend, hadn't she? Shehad been.

He had one more sop to make before returning to his car, and after a find long look a the
house where he had lived with his mother until August of 1960, Bobby dated back down
Broad Street Hill, swinging the gym beag in one hand.

There had been magic tha summer, even a the age of fifty he did not question tha, but he
no longer knew of wha sort it had been. Perhgps he had only experienced the Ray Bradbury
kind of childhood so many andltown kids had, or a lesst remembered having; the kind
where the red world and that of dreams sometimes overlgpped, cregting akind of magic.

Yes but...wdl. ..

There were the rose petds, of course, the ones which had come by way of Cardl. . . but had
they meant anything? Once it had seemed 0 — to the londy, dmog logt boy he hed been, it
had seemed so — but the rose petds were long gone. He had logt them right around the time
hed seen the photograph of that burnedout house in Los Angdes and redized that Carol
Gerber was dead.

Her desth cancdled not only the idea of magic but, it seemed to Bobby, the very purpose
of childhood. What good was it if it brought you to such things? Bad eyes and bad blood-
pressure were ore thing; bad idess, bad dreams, and bad ends were another. After awhile you
wanted to say to God, Ah, come on, Big Boy, quit it. You logt your innocence when you grew
up, dl right, everyone knew that, but did you have to lose your hope, as wel? What good was
it to kiss a girl on the Ferris whed when you were deven if you were to open the paper
deven years laer and lean tha she had burned to desth in a dummy little house on a
simmy litle desdend sreet? What good was it t0 remember her beautiful darmed eyes or
the way the sun had shone in her hair?

He would have sad dl of this and more a week ago, but then a tendril of that old magic
had reached out and touched him. Come on, it had whispered. Come on, Bobby, come on, you
bastard, come home. So here he was, back in Harwich. He had honored his old friend. He hed
had himsdf a little sghtseaing tour of the dd town (and without miding up a sngle time),
and now it was dmog time to go. He had, however, one more stop to make before he did.

It was the supper hour and Commonwedth Park was nearly empty. Bobby waked to the
wire backstop behind the Fied B home plae as three dawding players went past him in the
other direction. Two were carying equipment in big red duffd bags the third fad a boombox
from which The Offring blesed a top volume All three boys gave him migrustful looks,
which Bobby found unsurprisng. He was an adult in the land of children, living in a time
when dl such as he were suspect. He avoided making things worse by giving them a nod or a



wave or saying something upid likeHow was the game, fellas? They passed on their way.

He sood with his fingers hooked into the wire diamonds of the backstop, watching the late
red light dant across the outfield grass, reflecting from the scoreboard and the signs reading
STAY IN SCHOOL and WHY DO YOU THINK THEY CALL IT DOPE. And again he fdt that breathless
snse of magic, that sense of the world as a thin veneer dreiched over something dse
something both brighter ad darker. The voices were everywhere now, spinning like the lines
on atop.

Don't you call me stupid, Bobby-O0.

You shouldn't hit Bobby, he's not like those men.

Areal swestie, kid, he'd play that song by Jo Safford.

It'ska. .. andkaisdestiny.

I loveyou, Ted. ..

1 love you, Ted' Bobby spoke the words, not dedaming them but not whispering them,
gther. Trying them on for 9ze He couldnt even remember what Ted Brautigan had looked
like, not with any red darity (only he Cheterfidds, and the endless bottles of rootbeer), but
saying it Sill made him fed warm.

There was another voice here, too. When it spoke, Bobby fdt tears sting the corners of his
eyesfor the firg time since coming back.

I wouldn't mind being a magician when | grew up, Bobby, you know it? Travel around with
acarnival or acircus, wear a black suit and atop hat . . .

'‘And pull rebbits and shit out of the ha,' Bobby sad, turning away from FHdd B. He
laughed, wiped his eyes, then ran one hand over the top of his head. No har up there; hed
logt the last of it right on schedule, about fifteen years ago. He crossed one of the paths
(gravd in 1960, now asphdt and maked with litle dgns reading BIKES ONLY NO
ROLLERBLADES!) and sat down on one of the benches possbly the same one where hed sat
on the day Sully hed asked him to come to the movies and Bobby had turned him down,
wanting to finish Lord of the Flies insead. He put his gym bag on the bench next to him.

Directly ahead was a grove of trees. Bobby was pretty sure it was the one where Carol had
taken him when he darted to cay. She did it 0 no one would see him bawling like a baby. No
one but her. Had she taken him in her ams until it was cried out of him? He wasn't sure but
he thought she had. What he remembered more dearly was how the three St Gabe's boys had
dmog beaten them up later. Carol's mother's friend had saved them. He couldnt remember
her name, but shed come dong jugt in the nick of time . . . the way the Navy guy came dong
just in time to save Raph's bacon at the end of Lord of the Flies.

Rionda, that was her name. She told them she'd tell the priest, and the priest would tell
their folks.

But Rionda hadnt been around when those boys found Caol agan. Would Caol have
burned to death in Los Angdes if Hary Doolin and his friends had left her done? You
couldnt say for sure, of course, but Bobby thought the answer was probably no. And even
now hefdt his hands denching as he thought: But | got you, Harry, didn't 1? Yesindeed.

Too late by then, though. By then everything had changed.

He unzipped the gym bag, rummaged, and brought out a batery radio. It was nowhere as
big as the boombox which had just gone past him toward the equipment sheds but big
enough for his purposes. All he had to do was turn it on; it was dready tuned to WKND,
Southern Connecticuts Home of the Oldies Troy Shonddl was snging This Time' That was
finewith Bobby.

'Sully,” he said, looking into the grove of trees, 'you were one cool bastard.

From behind him, very prim, awoman sad: 'If you sweer, | wont walk with you.'

Bobby swivdled aound s0 rgpidly that the radio fdl out of his lgp and tumbled into the
grass. He couldn't see the woman's face; she was nothing but a slhouette with red sky spread



out on ether 9de of her like wings. He tried to spesk and couldn't. His breathing had come to
a dead sop and his tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth. Far back in his brain a voice
musad: So thisiswhat seeing a ghost islike.

‘Bobby, are you dl right?

She moved fadt, coming around the bench, and the red setting sun smacked him full in the
eyes when she did. Bobby gasped, rased a hand, shut his eyes He amdled pefume . . . or
was it summer grass? He didnt know. And when he opened his eyes again, he could Hill see
nothing but the woman's shagpe; there was a hanging green afterimage of the sun where her
face belonged.

'Carol? he asked. His voice was hoarse and uneven. 'Dear God, isit redly you?

'Caral? the woman asked. 'l don't know any Carol. My name is Denise Schoonover.'

Yet it was her. Shéd only been eeven the last time he had seen her, but he knew. He
rubbed his eyes franticaly. From the radio on the grass the dj sad, This is WKND, where
your past is dways present. Here's Clyde McPhatter. HEs got "A Lover's Question.™

You knew if she was alive she'd come. You knew that.

Of course; wasn't that why he had come himsdf? Surely not for Sully, or ot just for Sully.
And yet a the same time he had been so sure she was dead. From the ingant hed seen the
picture of that burnedout house in Los Angdes, he had been postive. And how that hed hurt
his heart, not as if he had last seen her forty years before, running across Commonwedlth
Avenue, but as if she had dways remained his friend, as close as a phone-cdl or atrip up the
Street.

While he was dill trying to blink away the floating sunspot afterimage hanging before his
gyes, the woman kissed him firmly on the mouth, and then whispered in his ear: ‘| have to go
home. | have to make the sdlad. What's that?

The lagt thing you ever sad to me when we were kids' he replied, and turned to her. 'You
came. Youre dive and you came!’

The sunsat light fdl on her face, and the afterimage had diminished enough for him to see
her. She was beautiful in spite of the scar which began a the corner of her right eye and ran
down to her chin in a crud fishhook . . . or perhgps because of it. There were tiny sprays of
crow's feet beside her eyes, but no lines on her forehead or bracketing her paintless mouth.

Her hair, Bobby saw with wonder, was dmog entirdy gray.

As if reading his mind, she reached out and touched his bad head. 'I'm 0 sorry,’ she sad . .
. but he thought he saw her old merriness dancing in her eyes. 'You had the most gorgeous
hair. Rionda used to say that was haf of what | wasin love with.'

'Carol —

She reached out and put her fingers over his lips. There were scars on her hand, as well,
Bobby saw, and her little finger was misshapen, dmost melted. These were burn scars.

I told you, | dont know anyone named Carol. My name is Denise. Like in the old Randy
and The Rainbows song? She hummed a snetch of it. Bobby knew it wel. He knew dl the
oldies. 'If you were to check my ID, youd see Denise Schoonover dl up and down the line. |
saw you at the service.'

'l didn't seeyou.'

I'm good a not being seen,’ she sad. ‘It's a trick someone taught me a long time ago. The
trick of being dim' She shuddered a little Bobby hed read of people shuddering — madly in
bad novels — but had never actudly seen it done. 'And when it comes to crowd scenes, I'm
good a danding dl the way a the back. Poor old Sully-John. Do you remember his Bolo
Bouncer?

Bobby nodded, sarting to amile. 'l remember one time when he tried to get extracool with
it, hit it between his legs as wdl as between his ams and behind his back? He bopped
himsdf a good one in the bdls and we dl just about killed oursdves laughing. A bunch of



girls ran over — you were one of them, I'm pretty sure — wanting to know what happened,
and we wouldn't tdll you. Y ou were pretty mad.

She gmiled, a hand going to her mouth, and in thet old gesture Bobby could see the child
she had been with complete darity.

‘How did you know he died? Bobby asked.

'Read it in the New York Post. There was one of those horrible heedlines that are their
oecidty — JAMBO, it sad — and pictures of him. | live in Poughkespse, where the Podt is
regularly avallable.” She paused. 'l teech at Vassxr.'

'Y ou teach a Vassar and you read the Post?'

She shrugged, amiling. 'Everyone has ther vices How about you, Bobby? Did you read it
in the Post?

'l don't get the Post. Ted told me. Ted Brautigan.'

Sheonly sat therelooking a him, her amilefading.

'Y ou remember Ted?

I thought I'd never be ale to use my am again and Ted fixed it like magic. Of course |
remember him. But Boboy —

'He knew youd be here. | thought that as soon as | opened the package, but | don't think |
bdieved it until | saw you. He reached out to her and with the unsdfconsciousness of a child
traced the course of the scar on her face. "You got this in LA, didnt you? What hgppened?
How did you get out?

She shook her head. 'l don't talk about any of that. I've never taked about what went on in
that house. | never will. That was a different life. That was a different girl. That girl died. She
was veay young, very idedidic, and she was tricked. Do you remember the Monte Man a
Savin Rock?

He nodded, smiling a litle He took her hand and she gripped his own tightly. 'Now they
go, now they dow, now they rest, heres the test. His name was McCann or McCaudand or
something like that.'

The name doesnt maiter. Wha matters is that he dways let you think you knew where the
queen was. He dways et you think you could win. Right?

‘Right."

This girl got involved with a men like that. A man who could dways move the cards just a
little fagter than you thought he could. He was looking for some confused, angry kids, and he
found them.'

'Did he have aydlow coat? Bobby asked. He didn't know if he was joking or not.

She looked a him, frowning a little, and he undersood she didn't remember that part. Had
he even told her about the low men? He thought so, he thought he had told her just about
everything, but she didnt remember. Perhgos what hed happened to her in LA had burned a
few holes in her memory. Bobby could see how a thing like that might heppen. And it
wouldn't exactly make her unique, would it? A lot of people their age had worked very hard
to forget who they had been and wha they had beieved during those years between the
murder of John Kennedy in Dallas and the murder of John Lennon in New Y ork City.

‘Never mind, he said. '‘Go on.'

She shook her head. 'lI've said dl I'm going to about that part. All | can. Carol Gerber died
on Benefit Street in Los Angdes. Denise Schoonover lives in Poughkegpse Caol haed
math, couldn't even get fractions but Denise teaches math. How could they be the same
person? It's a ridiculous idear Case closed. | want to know what you mean about Ted. He
can't ill bedive, Bobby. Hed be over a hundred. Well over.'

I don't think time means much if youre a Bresker,’ Bobby sad. Nor did it mean much on
WKND, where dJmmy Gilmer was now gnging dout the Sugar Shack to the tooting
accompaniment of what sounded like a sweet pota.



‘A Bresker? What's— '

I don't know and it doesn't matter, Bobby said. This part might, so listen closdly. Okay?

'Okay.'

1 live in Philadephia I've got a lovdy wife who's a professond photographer, three
lovdy grown children, a lovey old dog with bad hips ard a good digpostion, and an old
house which is dways in desperate need of repars. My wife says that's because the
shoemaker's kids dway's go barefoot and the carpenter's house dway's has alesky roof."

'Isthat what you are? A carpenter?

He nodded. 'l live in Redmont Hills and when | remember to get a paper, the Philly
Inquirer istheone | buy.'

‘A carpenter,’ she mused. 'l dways thought you'd wind up awriter, or something.’

I did, too. But | dso went through a period when | thought I'd wind up in Connecticut
State Prison and that never happened, so | guess things have away of balancing out.

'What was in the package you mentioned? And what doesit have to do with Ted?

‘The package came FedEx, from a guy named Norman Oliver. A banker. He was Sully-
John's executor. Thiswasingde!

He reached into the gym bag again and brought out a battered old basebdl glove. He lad it
in the lgp of the woman dtting next to him on the bench. She tipped it a once and looked &
the name inked on the Sde.

'My God,' she sad. Her voice was flat, shocked.

I havent seen this baby since the day | found you over there in those tress with your arm
didocaed. | suppose some kid came dong, saw it lying on the grass and just glegped it
Although it wasn't in very good shape, even then.'

‘Willie gole it she sad, dmog inaudibly. 'Willie Shearman. | thought he was nice. You
see what afool | was about people? Even back then.

He looked at her in dlent surprise, but she didn't see his look; she was gazing down a the
od Alvin Dak-modd glove, plucking & the tangle of rawhide grings somehow dill holding
the webbing in place. And then she ddighted and touched him by doing what he had ane as
soon as he opened the box and saw what was there: she lifted the basebdl glove to her face
and amdled the sweet oil-and-lesther aroma of the pocket. Only he had dipped it on his hand
fird, without even thinking about it. It was a bassbdl-player thing to do, a kid-thing,
autometic as breathing. Norman Oliver must have been a kid & some point, but hed
agoparently never been a bdlplayer, because he hadn't found the piece of paper poked deep
into the lagt finger of the glove — the finger with the deep scratch in the old cowhide. Bobby
was the one who found the paper. The nail of his little finger poked againg it and made it
crackle.

Cad put the glove down again. Gray har or no gray har, she looked young again, and
fully dive. Tdl me'

‘It was on Sully's hand when they found him Stting deed in his car.’

Her eyes went huge and round. In that ingant she did not just look like the little girl who
hed ridden the Ferriswhed with him a Savin Rock; shewasthet little girl.

'Lodk on the hed of the glove, there by Alvin Dark's Sgnature. Do you see?

The light was fading fast now, but she saw, dl right.
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'Y our address,’ she murmured. 'Y our address now.'

'Yes, but look a this' He tapped the words Z0Nne 11. The pog office quit zoning mall in
the sixties. | checked. Ted ether didn't know or forgot.'

'‘Maybe he put it that way on purpose’

Bobby nodded. 'It's possble. In any case, Oliver read the address and sent me the glove —
sad he saw no need to put an old fidde's mitt through probate He mogly wanted me to
know that Sully hed died, if | didnt know dready, and that there was going to be a memorid
sarvice in Harwich. | believe he wanted ne to come s0 he could hear the story of the glove. |
couldn't help him much with thet, though. Caral, are you sure Willie —

I saw himwearing it. | told him to give it back 0 | could send it to you, but he wouldn't.

‘Do you suppose he gave it to Qully-John later?

'He must have' Yet it did not ring true to her, somehow; she fdt the truth must be stranger
than that. Willies dtitude to the glove itsdf had been drange, dthough she could no longer
exactly remember how.

'‘Anyway, he sdd, tgpping the address on the hed of the glove, 'that's Ted's printing. I'm
aure it is Then | put my hand up insde the glove, and | found something. It's redly why |
came.'

He reached into the gym bag a third time. The redness was going out of the light now; the
remans of the day were a fading pink, the color of wild roses. The radio, dill lying in the
grass, played 'Don'tcha Just Know It," by Huey 'Piano’ Smith and The Clowns.

Bobby brought out a crumpled piece of paper. It looked remarkaldy white and fresh. He
handed it to Carol.

She hdd it up to the light and dightly away from her face — her eyes, Bobby saw, were
not as good as they once had been. 'It's the title-page from a book, she sad, and then laughed.
‘Lord of the Flies, Bobby! Y our favorite!'

'Look at the bottom," he said. 'Read what's there.’

'Faber and Faber, Limited . . . 24 RusHdl Sguare . . . London' She looked a him
quegtioningly.

It's from the Faber paperback edition published in 1960, Bobby sad. Thet's on the back.
But look at it, Cardl! It looks brandnew. | think the book this page came from might have
been in 1960 only weeks ago. Not the glove, that's a lot more beat-up then when | found it
but the title-page.’

‘Bobby, not dl old books turnydlow if they're kept well. Even an old pgperback might — *

Turn it over, he said. Take alook &t the other sde’

Cad did. Printed beow the line reading All rights reserved wasthis. Tell her she was as
braveasalion.

That's when | knew | had to come because he thought youd be here, that you were 4ill
dive | couldn't bdieve that, it was esder to bdieve in him than it was to bdieve — Caol?
What's wrong? Is it the thing at the very bottom? Whét is that thing at the very bottom?

She was crying now, and cying had, holding the tornout tite-page in her hand and
looking & wha had been placed there on the back, squeezed into the scant white space below
the conditions of sde
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‘What does it mean? Do you know? You do, dont you? Carol shook her heed. 'It doesnt
matter. It's specid to me, that's dl. Specid to me the way the glove is specid to you. For an
old guy, he sure knows how to push the right buttons, doesn't he?

'l guess s0. Maybe that's what a Bregker does!'

She looked & him. She was gill weeping but was not, Bobby thought, truly unheppy.
‘Bobby, why would he do this? And how did he know wed come? Forty years is a long time.
People grow up, they grow up and leave the kids they were behind.

‘Dothey?

She continued to look a him in the darkening day. Beyond them, the shadows of the grove
deepened. In there — in the trees where he had wept on one day and found her, hurt and
aone, the next— dark had dmost come.

'‘Sometimes a litle of the magic gdicks around,” Bobby said. That's what | think. We came
because we 4till hear some of the right voices. Do you hear them? The voices?

‘Sometimes,' she said, dmogt reluctantly. 'Sometimes | do.'

Bobby took the glove from her. 'Will you excuse me for a second?

‘Sure!’

Bobby went to the grove of trees, dropped down on one knee to get beneath a low-hanging
branch, and placed his old basebdl glove on the grass with the pocket up to the darkening
sky. Then he came back to the bench and sa down besde Carol again. That's where it
beongs' he sad.

'‘Some kidll just come dong tomorrow and pick it up, you know tha, dont you? She
laughed and wiped her eyes.

'‘Maybe,' he agreed. 'Or maybe itll be gone. Back to wherever it came from.'

As the day's lagt pink faded to ash, she put her heed on his shoulder and he put an am
around her. They sat that way without spesking, and from the radio a their feet, The Patters

begen to Sng.



