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Going Native 

ST AN WAS A DP like my father, like the rest of us, but the outhouse 
in our back yard had made even him laugh. Not the outhouse itself, 
although it was the only one in the subdivision growing up in the 
old orchards, but the neat squares of newspaper my father had us 
stack beside the seat. 

'You such fucking Dp,' Stan said to my father, and he held his 
sides as he laughed like a character out of a cartoon. Stan only swore 
when he spoke English, a language that didn't really count. 

My father went out and bought two rolls of toilet paper, but for 
half a year we used them only as decoration, like twin flower vases. 
Stan's advice on toilet paper and anything else in this foreign land 
was reliable. As for what the locals advised, one could never be sure. 

'A fool is always dangerous,' my father told me, 'but a foreign 
fool is worse. You can't tell if he's an idiot or simply a foreigner.' 

Mr Taylor was the only real Canadian we knew in the dawn of 
our subdivision, and we watched him as if we were anthropologists 
trying to fathom the local customs. 

Mr Taylor was a special kind of Canadian, an 'English'. They 
were the only kind who really counted, and observation of them 
could pay a dividend. Mr Taylor was our English, the one who lived 
across the street and whose habits could be observed at will. We 
were astonished that he stayed in his dress shirt and tie as he read 
the evening paper in a lawn chair in his back yard. The lawn chair 
was just as astonishing. Who else but an English would spend good 
money on a chair that could only be used outside? 

My father spat on the ground at this foolishness, but my mother 
sighed. 

'These English are just like Germans,' she said. She meant not 
like us, not DP. We belonged on the evolutionary tree with the Itali
ans, Poles, and Ukrainians. Our knuckles still scraped the earth. 

'He's a banker,' my mother told us, and the word was heavy with 
meaning. It explained how he lived in a house that not only had 
proper brick walls and a roof, but a lawn as well. 
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Our street had half a dozen other houses on it, but none of the 
rest were finished. People dug the foundations and laid the base
ment blocks. Then they waited arid saved. When a little money 
came in, they bought beams and joists and studs. Then they waited 
some more. The Taylors stood out because a contractor had built 
their house from start to finish. We stood out too. We moved in 
before the above-ground walls went up . 

'You want us to live underground!' my mother had asked . 'Like 
moles! Like worms!' 

'No,) my father said, 'like foxes .' 
One day we had even woken to the smell of tar, and gone out to 

see that Mr Taylor was having his driveway paved. 
My father snorted at this. It was 1953. Our street was still 

covered with gravel, and if a man had money, he laid crushed stones 
on his driveway. Everybody else had twin ruts in their yards. 
Asphalt was as unlikely as a skyscraper in the new suburb-to-be, 
where the apple trees from the old farm orchards srill stood in rows 
all around us, their sad fruit unpicked. But Gerry and I were filled 
with envy. A paved driveway was a sign of sophistication - some
thing so fine we never knew it was possible until we saw it . 

'What a game of hockey you could play on this,' Gerry said to me 
one Thursday evening when we knew the banker and his wife were 
out shopping, and we knelt on the pavement to feel the smoothness 
with the pahns of our hands. 'You could shoot a ball from one end 
of the driveway to the other, and it would ahnost score by itself. A 
ball on pavement moves faster than a puck on ice. My science 
teacher told me that.' I listened and I pahned the smooth pavement 
and the vision in Gerry's mind was seeded in mine 

When I wasn't hating him, I admired my older brother Gerry. 
He sensed the openings in this country faster than the rest of us, 
and he slipped through them. If we were quick enough, we could 
slip in behind him. Even on the ice, he could out-skate the other 
fast ones, and leave only the half-heard whisper of 'asshole' in their 
ears. The goalies feared him most, because the Life magazines 
stuffed in their socks did nothing to save their shins from the sting 

of his flying puck. 
But to Mr Taylor, he was only a boy, and a suspect boy at that. 
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The kind of boy who was sure to have matches in his pocket, if not a 
stolen cigarette as well. 

When Mr Taylor crossed the street to speak to my father, we felt 
naked. We'd watched him carefully, but never guessed he might 
notice us. 

'Your cat,' said Mr Taylor to my father, 'has been running across 
my lawn.' 

My father glanced down at Gerry and me to see ifhe had under
stood the English correctly. Gerry shrugged. 

My father pondered the words. The relationship between our 
cat and Mr Taylor's lawn was impossibly remote to him. What could 
the one have to do with the other! My father sucked on his empty 
pipe, and the sickening sputter of nicotine resin in the stem was the 
only sound. Clearly there was a problem, or this English would not 
be there, standing in his shirt and tie in the ruts by our subterra
nean home. My father strained to imagine the problem. 

'It shits on lawn?' 
Gerry and I were mortified. The colour rose in Mr Taylor's face 

as well, for in 1953, a man did not speak that way, not out in front of 
his house. Gerry and I knew it, but my father did not. 

'No, no,) Mr Taylor said. 'That is not what I meant.) 
'It pisses on flowers?' 
'It merely walks. I do not want your cat to walk on my lawn.' 
It was all that Mr Taylor could admit to without uttering the 

same sort of vulgarities as his neighbour. My father would never 
understand terms such as defecate or urinate. Mr Taylor's linguistic 
squeamishness had backed him into a corner. 

My father sucked on his pipe and thought some more. He had 
negotiated with Red Army commissars and saved his sister-in-law 
from a Nazi labour battalion, but he had never heard an accusation 
such as this. This had to be an eccentricity. Banker or not, Mr Tay
lor was an idiot. 

'I fix,' my father said. 
Mr Taylor would have been happy to leave it at that, to take his 

victory against the foreigner and return to his evening paper, but 
my father gestured for him to stay where he was, and then went 
down the steps to our underground house. 
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He came out with the cat in his hand. He did not cradle the cat, 

for my father had come from a farm, and cradling was only for 
women or citified men. He carried the cat by a handful of skin 

behind its head, and he held it out to Mr Taylor. 
'I told cat not walk on lawn, but it doesn't listen. Bad cat. You tell 

it. ' 
The cat hung in the air, its legs splayed and tense, but its face 

calm and inscrutable. 

Mr Taylor's lips pursed. 
'Really. If cat walks on lawn again, you can kill it .' 

Mr Taylor stepped out of our rpts and onto the gravel street, and 

he strode back to his own home. 
'I can kill it for you if you want. Tell me and I will do it!' He 

shouted at Mr Taylor's back, but Mr Taylor's back continued to 

recede. 
That had been in the summer, but the memory of it must have 

stuck in Mr Taylor's mind throughout the months as it became 

clear that Our pit in the earth was not going to have a proper house 

on top of it before the winter snows fell. The memory of it must 

have galled him as it became clear that the outhouse was not going 
to come down either, and his revulsion must have grown when my 

mother brought home the baby in November. 
One February morning we heard the muffled thump of a foot 

against the snow on the cellar door. This was a real distinction. We 

were the only family in Weston that had a door you knocked on with 

your feet. 
I looked up at the building inspector from the bottom of the 

staircase, a dark figure against a blue so brilliant that it hurt my 
eyes. Gerry and I stood beside our father in case we had to translate 

for him. Only my mother hung back by the woodstove because Tom 

was on her breast and the cold was always slipping down the stair

way like an eager cat. 
It was the woodstove that gave us away in the first place. That 

and the outhouse. He never would have found us after a new snow if 

it weren't for the smoking pipe above us. Mter every snowfall, my 

father dug out the stove-pipe so the smoke could pass freely, and 
from a distance you could always see the plume rising out of the 
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ground at the top of the hill like a vent out of hell. 
We had no doubt that the man at the top of the stairwell, the 

town building inspector, had been called by Mr Taylor. 
'Come in!' my father shouted heartily. 'It is cold . My wife will 

make tea.' 

My father was desperate to get the man to sit at a table. There 
would be no trouble then, not if he could see the inside was clean 
and we had a baby as well. A cup of tea at best, or a couple of drinks 
and ten dollars at worst, would get rid of the problem. But the 
inspector would not come down the steps. 

'The law says you can't live like this,' the building inspector 

called down the stairwell as if he were looking down into the hold of 
a slave ship. 'The roof doesn't have any pitch, and the snow could 
crush everyone of you! Besides, it's not decent.) 

'Wait. My English bad.' 

This was another tactic in my father's strategy for life in a for
eign land. He could deny he had understood anything, and an order 
not understood never existed in the first place. 

'It's for your own good.' We could not make out his face. He was 

like an angel at the top of the staircase, surrounded by painful blue 

light. 
'We have baby,' my father said expansively, as if showing off a 

new heifer. He motioned to my mother and she stepped closer into 
the cold air that came down the steps. 

'The baby'd be the first to go when the roof collapses.' 

'Danger?' 
'Forthe baby. Yes. You must move out forthe sake of the baby.' 

'Then you take baby.' My father took Tom from my mother's 

arms, and she did not complain, did not hesitate. 

'You take baby and bring him back in April when snow gone. If 
you want, bring him back in September, after we have walls and 

roof.' 
A crunch of snow as the inspector left, and then a quick return. 
'Are you Catholic?' 
'What?' 
'Your religion.' 
'Church of England .' 
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The inspector slammed the door down on us. 

*** 

How could my father have known there was a Catholic Children's 
Aid? An admission of religion would have brought them down on 
us. He was in seas only partially charted and, where he was ignorant 
of how to act, he navigated by dead reckoning. 

Dead reckoning could be a problem. Sometimes it was dead 
wrong, and this time my mother was not sure my father had his 
bearings right. 

'You were ready to give him the baby.' 
'So why did you hand him to me?' 
'I thought you knew what you were doing.' 
'I do. He won't be back.' 
'But what if he does come back? What if they make us leave? We 

have no place to go.' 
'I know what I'm doing.' 
'Just like you said we'd have the roof on by the end of Sep

tember.' 
'We ran out of money.' 
She knew that. She had calculated how many nails he would 

need, so there would be none left over - no extra money spent for 
nails that would lie uselessly in a box for years. She knew the 
butcher gave a free piece of liver if she bought a pound of bacon -
double the savings because she could use the bacon drippings on 
our sandwiches instead of butter. She knew the matters of money 
very well - the cost of condensed milk for the baby and counting 
the tins of it on the shelf each day because Gerry might snatch one 
and suck it dry. 

And this problem of money was not a new one for her, because 
even in the house where she had lived before the war, the men who 
came to cut the hay were paid in eggs or meat or beer and as little 
money as possible. She knew the value of money even from up in 
the tower of the white frame house that was gently sinking into the 
mud below. A shallow pit had to be dug so the front door could 
swing open. The problem of money had always been there. She was 
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the one who had brought home fifteen cents' worth of lamp oil each 
day, so her father could read to them from Shakespeare for an hour. 

They were sent to bed when there was still a little oil left in the 
lamp, and her father stayed up alone to read Voltaire in translation. 
He put the book behind others when the priest came to visit. Vol
taire was their secret - they knew not to talk of the book - it was 
their father's weakness, like a need for liquor or pornography. He 
was enlightened enough to read Voltaire, but his Catholic heart 
demanded penance. Not to be paid to the priest, that fool. He paid 
for his vice by teaching Shakespeare to his daughters. They already 
learned German in school, so he was edifying them, arming them 
with another language. It never occurred to him that any other book 
was necessary for their English . If he could only alford to own one 
book, then he wanted it to be the best. 

She memorized and repeated Hamlet's speech. The sisters spoke 
to one another in Shakespeare's English at the dinner table where 
their mother silently watched the servant girl dish out the mashed 
potatoes and listened to the foreign sounds, no more perturbed 
than a cat on a windowsill. Even their father had been self- taught. 
Father and daughters spoke to one another, innocent of the rules of 
English pronunciation. 

And so years later, she became the English teacher in the DP 

camp in Hamburg, in the British zone, and when the English colo
nel came on an inspection visit, she was the one who had trained the 
children and had them repeat in a chorus: 

Now is the Winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this son of York; 
And all the clouds that lower'd upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried 

But the English colonel heard the rhythmic beat of foreign 
vowels and consonants of what he guessed was some folk poem. It 
was only months and years later that my mother and her now dis
persed English students were bewildered in front of immigration 
officers on the piers of Halifax and New York and Sydney as their 
words made no impression on officialdom, which scowled or smiled 
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on them depending on their luck but which clearly understood 

nothing of the winter of their discontent. 
Now my mother was marooned with her children in the under

ground dwelling, a victim of my father's dead reckoning. Yet he 
assured her that the way ahead of us was clear. We could go on 
confidently until spring, when there would be enough money for 
the walls and a roof. If only the inspector did not return, that emis
sary of the English Mr Taylor, that scuttler of our dreams. For the 
bank was only a hundred yards down the road from the town hall. 
To us, Mr Taylor and the inspector were practically the same man, 
and to make an ally of one would make an ally of the second. 

'I'll bake them a napoleon cake,' my mother said, and my father 
approved the expenditure on two pounds of butter, two dozen eggs, 

flour, sugar and vanilla. 
'It would be cheaper to kill the cat. Then he'd be happy for sure.' 
Gerry and I looked at one another, panic stricken, but my mother 

just shook her head swiftly at us. It meant either that my father was 

joking or she wouldn't let him do it. 
She chopped the butter into the flour with a knife. 
'Don't let the butter get too warm, or it doesn't form into grains. 

There's another way of doing this whole thing, a method of folding 
over the pastry to make puffs. That's the way the French do it. After 
all, this is a French cake. But we have our own special way. We chop 
the butter into the flour until the pieces are the size of small peas.' 

'If we burnt his house down, we'd be rid of him sooner.' 
Gerry was walking around the room, rocking Tom in his arms as 

my mother made the cake. He looked funny to me, his face all fierce 

and twisted and the baby in his anns. I laughed. 
'Don't think I wouldn't do it.' 
'It's a brick house. How are you going to make it catch fire?' 
'Toss a bottle of gasoline through the window.' 
'You'd be in jail in a minute.' 
'They'd never catch me. I'd go north into the woods.' 
'Stop that talk,' my mother said. 'You're beginning to sound like 

your father.' 
That shut us up. 
'Roll out each leaf right on a round metal pan. Don't try to lift 
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the rolled leaf from the counter onto the pan. It has to be thinner 
than a pie crust, and it'll break as you move it .' 

Our basement room was sweltering with the heat from the 
woodstove. Gerry and I were in our T-shirts. 

'You have to be just as careful when you take the leaf out of the 
oven. It's supposed to be very thin . You need at least twelve of these 
leaves. If one does break, crumble it up and use it as a garnish on the 
very top layer.' 

'What are you telling us this for?' Gerry asked. 'We're never 
going to bake cakes.' 

'I don't have any daughters.' 
'Well, I'm not going to be one for you.' 
'You look like one already with that baby in your anns,' I said . 
'You take him. Catch!' 
'Toss that child and you will not be able to sit down for a week, I 

promise you.) 

Gerry scowled. 
'Make a custard with sugar and a dozen egg yolks and a little 

milk,' my mother said . 'Make sure you let the custard cool. If you 
add butter to hot custard, it melts and separates. Beat the butter 
into the custard, and spread a little between each of the leaves.' 

'I said I'm never going to bake one of these.' 
'This is a napoleon cake. Do you know who Napoleon was?' 
'Yeah,' Gerry answered, but he did not sound sure of himself. 
'He was a French general who became the most warlike man 

France has ever known. He knew how to use artillery - big guns, 
and he marched across most of Europe. This cake is named for 
him.' 

'But I bet he didn't bake it himself.' 
'Don't be so sure. Napoleon was a man who knew all weapons.' 
Mter Gerry suggested we put a dead mouse in the middle of the 

cake, my mother selected me to take the gift across to the banker 
and his wife. 

The beaten snow path to the road was slippery, and half an inch 
of water lay on the icy road. We were in the middle of a wann spell, 
and icicles hung off the eaves and the sound of running water Came 
from under the snow. The cake was heavy, placed on a board 
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covered with wax paper, and I had to hold it out in front of me with 

twO hands. 
Mrs Taylor answered the door. 
My mother had made me rehearse the whole speech twice, about 

neighbours and friendliness and helping out, but I froze when I saw 

her in her perfection. Short hair, red lipstick (lipstick at home!) and 

a dress with short sleeves and cuffs and a blue-checked apron . She 

looked like she had stepped out of an ad in the household section of 

the Eaton's catalogue. 
'You're beautiful!' I said, and then regretted it, and felt ashamed 

of the grey wool mittens that she could see holding up the cake. 
They were scratchy, like everything else I had to wear in the winter
time, but worse, they were wet and had a patch where I'd poked my 
finger through once and my mother had repaired it with pink 
thread . Pink thread and grey mittens came from across the road, in 
the basement where we lived, and I hoped then that we would be 
forced to move, because I couldn't bear the shame of being across 

the road from her. 
Mrs Taylor laughed, and asked me what I had in my hands. 

'A cake. We baked it for you .' 
Mr Taylor was behind her in a moment. 

'We can't take that.' 
'Oh, Harvey, they're just trying to be nice.' 

'It might not be sanitary.' 
'Hush. Thank you, dear, and say thanks to your mother. Wait a 

minute.' And she disappeared back into the house. 
Mr Taylor stood there glowering at me. I looked down and away 

from him, and studied the lower walls of his house, where the con

crete blocks came out from the ground to meet the bricks. I saw a 

step-shaped crack there, and I stared at it until Mrs Taylor came 

back. 
'There's a piece of fudge for you and one for your brother. Now 

remember to thank your mother.' I took the two pieces, each 

wrapped in a square of wax paper, and stuffed them into my pocket 

and went back home. 
'Thank God for women,' said my mother as she nursed Tom in 

the armchair. 

GOING NATIVE 

'You say they had a crack in the basement wall?' My brother 
asked. 

'Yeah.' 
'We could pour acid through there and it'd turn into gas. We 

could poison them.' 
'A boy exactly like his father.' 

The uncharacteristic February thaw kept up with much drip

ping of icicles and gurgling in ditches still covered with snow. 
Three days later, the temperature dropped to zero and the neigh

bourhood became a treacherously shiny surface. Gerry and I skated 
over the crust of ice that had formed on the snow in the abandoned 
fields beyond our subdivision. We skated down the long aisles 
between the drooping trees, kicking frozen apples with the toes of 
our skates. Gerry could always last longer than me, and he came in 
one night after dark, when the rest of us were already finishing our 
supper at the kitchen table. He was carrying a strange bundle of 
newspapers that he pulled apart before anyone could say a word. 

The napoleon cake fell from the newspaper wrapping and clanged 
onto the floor like a piece of iron . 

It was frozen from sitting outside. No piece had ever been cut 
from the cake. 

'Where did you get that?' my father asked. 
'It was wrapped up in newspapers in their garbage can. I thought 

you wouldn't believe me if I told you about it, so I dug it out and 
brought it home.' 

'Did they see you?' my father asked. 
'They're out shopping.' 

'What do you think people will say about us if they find out 
you've been lifting the lids off garbage cans?' my mother began, but 
my father cut her off. 

'He did the right thing. Now at least we know where we stand.' 

'I've got a plan, Dad,' said Gerry, and my father turned to him to 
listen. Gerry had just earned the right to speak. 

'There's a crack in their basement wall. Dave saw it. We get some 

kind of acid, you know, something poisonous, and we pour it 

through the crack, and then at night the fumes rise up through the 
house and kill them both.' 

19 

6.DISCOVERY
OF THE 
CAKE

7.CRACK  IN
A WALL

subacius
Line

subacius
Line



ANTANAS SILEIKA 

My father sucked on his unlit pipe, and the nicotine in the stem 
made the sickening slurping sound. 

'What crack?' 
'The crack in their basement wall.) 
'Did you see it too?' 
'Yeah, I checked. We could get this little pipe or something and 

do it at night. We'd just have to cover our tracks in the snow and 
nobody'd be the wiser.' 

'You say they are out shopping?' 
'They go every Thursday.' 
'And you could show me this crack?' 
Gerry couldn't believe my father was taking him seriously. He 

was getting more and more excited, stepping from side to side in 
the puddles from the melted snow on the concrete floor. 

'Why are you letting him go on like that?' my mother asked. 
'He's morbid enough as it is.' 

'I want to see this hole,' my father said, and he rose deliberately 
from his chair and carefully stuffed his pipe before going to put on 
his coat and hat. 

Gerry looked back triumphantly at my mother and me before the 
two of them took the steps up and out of the cellar. 

'Are they going to kill them?' I asked her. 
'Nothing would surprise me from your father. Nothing at all.' 
'You mean he'd do it?' 
'What?' 
'Kill them.' 
'He can't even bear to prune a tree. He's all talk, talk, talk, and it 

all winds up being no more significant than farting in the bathtub.' 
I didn't like it when she spoke like that . She had told me again 

and again about the house with a tower, and her childhood there 
with a view over the fields and woods. A woman from a white house 
should not talk about farts. 

That night, Gerry whispered to me in the bed. 
'We're on,' he said. 
'You mean you're going to kill them?' 
'Father smiled like a Cheshire Cat when I showed him the 

crack.' 
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'So what's the difference between a cat and a Cheshire?' 
'Clean out your ears during science class and you might learn 

something, like how to make poison .' 

I had visions of Mrs Taylor in her apron, falling to her knees in 
the kitchen as the poisonous fumes rose up. She'd be at the stove, 
frying fish sticks, and when she fell unconscious, the grease would 
catch fire, spread to the curtains, and soon she'd be surrounded by 
flames. Mr Taylor's cigarette would fall from his mouth as he was 
reading the newspaper. If I watched the house carefully, I could 
break through the door just at that moment and carry her out to the 
back yard. I thought about her size for a moment, and then decided 
I could drag her if I had to. By then it would be too late to save Mr 
Taylor, and when she woke from unconsciousness, she would wrap 
her arms around my shoulders and cry. 

The imminent destruction of Mr Taylor was beginning to seem 
less appalling. 

'I have to take Tom to the doctor for his shot,' my mother said when 
Gerry and I came back from school. 'Gerry, you come along too. I 
need to buy some things and you can carry them for me.' 

'Why can't Dave go?' 
'You're stronger.' 

Gerry nodded sagely. He reminded me to peel the potatoes and 
put them on to boil. 

I hated potatoes. My father bought them in hundred-pound 
bags in the fall, and by February the eyes were growing right 
through the burlap. I was picking potatoes out of the bag in the pan
try under the steps when my father threw open the door above me 
and came down in his snow-covered boots. 

There were no separate rooms in Our cellar yet. I stayed where I 
was, the only real hiding-pace, and watched him. 

'Forget the potatoes and Come with me, Dave. Hurry up.' 
It was frightening how much he sensed. I was afraid to think 

about him in case he smelled out my mutinous thoughts. 
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Mrs Taylor opened the door to the two of us. The pipe in my 
father's pocket was still smoking, and intermittent clouds escaped 
from around the pocket flap as if he had the Little Engine That 
Could puffing away inside. He held his hat in his hand and smiled 
with his yellow teeth. Mrs Taylor went to get her husband. 

'Use your nose,' my father whispered, 'what do you smell?' 

'Liver and onions.' 
'That's right,' and he smiled as Mr Taylor came to the door. 
'Big problem with house,' my father said, pointing to the crack. 

'I see. I think, tell or not tell?' 
'Yes, a crack. I see. I'll get the contractor to come around and 

patch it when the weather warms up. Thank you very much.' 
'No patch.' 
'I beg your pardon?' 
'Three days warm, and already your footings shift. Bad founda

tion. When real spring comes, crack will open much more. Founda
tion move - walls move. Walls move - doors and windows break -

roof shift. Very bad. Very expensive to fix. You tell contractor dig 
out everything. I check for you - make sure he do good job.' 

'And we just laid the lawn in the fall!' said Mrs Taylor from the 
screen door. 'I wanted to put in a garden this spring.' 

We left them then, and walked back across the road to our cellar. 
'Get the potatoes on. I'll make the soup.' 
He whistled tunelessly to himself. I couldn't understand what he 

was so happy about. 
'The neighbours are taken care of,' he said to my mother as soon 

as we sat down to dinner. He began to slurp on his soup, using a big 
European spoon, the size of a small ladle. 

Gerry froze. 
'You mean you did it without me?' Gerry asked . 
'Of course. This was no business for a boy.' 
Gerry slammed his own spoon down on the table. 
My father told the story. 
'Like trying to pull a goat by its horns,' my father said of Mr 

Taylor's reluctance to come outside. 'He started to tell me his con
tractor would come back and do it, but I know a man who worked 
for that contractor. He's bankrupt. Mr Taylor is going to have to pay 
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oh, I don't know, maybe six hundred dollars to have the job done, 
and he doesn't have the money.' 

'He told you that?' 

'No, but we figured it out. Tell her, Dave.' 
'I don't know,' I stammered. 

'Sometimes I wonder what they teach you at school. What were 
they eating?' 

'Liver and onions.' 

'What kind ofliver?' 
I stared at him blankly. 

'Pork liver. That means they're broke. They spent all their 
money on asphalt and rolls of grass. He'll have to save to get his 
foundation fixed. It should take him a year or two to get the money. 
Unless the building inspector catches sight of it and makes him do 
it right away.' 

My mother pur her hand on his arm and she began to laugh. 

Gerry was glum at the rink that night, and got into two fights. On 
the way home, he finally said, 'I don't like it. It's not a sure thing. If 
that inspector shows up at our house again, I'm going to do it 
myself.' 

We waited over the weeks that followed, as the first true thaw 
came in late March, and just as my father had said, the crack in Mr 
Taylor's basement wall grew wider. 

By April, we had lumber and several squares of bricks stacked in 
the muddy back yard. My father whistled often and my mother took 
Tom out to be in the sun during the occasional warm day. 

Only Gerry sulked that spring. 
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