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The two people who died were in their early sixties. They were both
call and well built, and cartied a few pounds of extra weight. He
was gray-haired, with a square, rather flat face. A broad nose kept
him from looking perfectly dignified and me%om.um..mmm hair was
blond, a silvery blond that does not strike you as artificial anymore—
though you know it 1s not natural—because so many women of that
age have acquired it. On Boxing Day, when they dropped over t0
have a drink with Peg and Robert, she wore a pale-gray dress with
a fine, shiny stripe in it, gray stockings, and gray sh |
gin-and-ronic. He wore brown slacks and a cream-colored sweater,
and drank rye-and-water. They had recently come back from a trip
0 Mexico. He had tried parachute-riding. She Wmmnsﬁ. wanted 1.
They had gone to see a place in Yucatain—it looked like a well—

where virgins were supposed to have been flung down, in the hope

of good harvests. o
“Actually, though, that’s just a nineteenth-century mo.DoP
she said. “That’s just the nineteenth-century bwnob of being so
preoccupied with virginity. The truth wﬁ.ovmv:w is that they ﬁrnﬁ_a
people down sort of indiscriminately. Girls or men o old wm.om.m
or whoever they could get their hands on. So not being a virgin

would be no guarantee of safety!” )
Across the room, Peg’s two sons—the older one, Clayton, who

was a virgin, and the younger one, Kevin, who was not—swatched .

oes. She drank
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this breezy-ralking silvery-blond woman with stern, bored expres-
sions. She had said that she used to be a high-school English reacher.
Clayron remarked afterward that he knew the type.

Robert and Peg have been married for nearly five years. Robert was
never married before, but Peg married for the first time when she
was eighteen. Her two boys were born while she and her husband
lived with his parents on a farm. Her husband had a job driving
trucks of livestock to the Canada Packers Abartoir in Toronto. Other
truck-driving jobs followed, taking him farther and farther away.
Peg and the boys moved to Gilmore, and she got a job working in
Kuiper’s store, which was called the Gilmore Arcade. Her husband
ended up in the Arctic, driving trucks to oil rigs across the frozen
Beaufort Sea. She got a divorce.

Robert’s family owned the Gilmore Arcade but had never lived
in Gilmore. His mother and sisters would not have believed you
could survive a week in such a place. Robert’s father had bought
the store, and two other stores in nearby towns, shortly after the
Second World War. He hired local managers, and drove up from
Toronto a few times during the year to see how things were getting
on. .

For a long time, Robert did not take much interest in his
father’s various businesses. Ie took a degree in civil engineering,
and had some idea of doing work in underdeveloped countries. Ie
got a job in Peru, travelled through South America, gave up en-
gineering for a while to work on a ranch in British Columbia. When

. his father became ill, it was necessary for him to come back to
" Toronto. He worked for the Provincial Departmenr of Highways,

in an engineering job that was not a very good one for a man of his
age. He was thinking of getting 2 teaching degree and maybe going
up Norrh to teach Indians, changing his life completely, once his

father died. He was getting close to forty then, and having his third
major affair with a married woman.

Now and then, he drove up to Gilmore and the other towns

.10 keep an eye on the stores. Once, he brought Lee with him, his
;third—and, as it turned out, his last—married woman. She brought
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a picnic lunch, drank Pimm’s Number 1 in the car, and treated the
whole trip as & merry excursion, 2 foray inro hillbilly country. She
had counted on making love in the open fields, and was incensed
to find they were all full of cattle or uncomfortable cornstalks.
Robert’s father died, and Robert did change his life, but instead
of becoming a teacher and heading for the wilderness, he came to
live in Gilmore to manage the stores himself. He married Peg.

It was entirely by accident that Peg was the one who found them.

On Sunday evening, the farm woman who sold the Kuipers
their eggs knocked on the door.

“I hope you don’t mind me bringing these tonight instead of
tomorrow morning,” she said. “T have to take my daughter-in-law
to Kitchener to have her ultrasound. 1 brought the Weebles theirs,
t00, but I guess they're not home. 1 wonder if youw'd mind if I left
them here with you? I have to leave early in the morning. She was
going to drive herself but T didn’t think that was such a good idea.
She’s nearly five months bue still vomiting. Tell them they can just
pay me pext time.” :

“No problem,” said Robert. “No trouble at all. We can just
run over with them in the morning. No problem at all!” Robert is
a stocky, athletic-looking man, with curly, graying hair and brighe
brown eyes. His friendliness and obligingness are often emphatic,
so that people might get the feeling of being buffeted from all sides.
This is a mannet that serves him well in Gilmore, where assurances
are supposed to be repeated, and in fact much of conversation is

" repetition, a sort of dance of good intentions, without surprises.
Just occasionally, talking to people, he feels something else, an
obstruction, and isnt sure what it is (malice, stubbornness?) but
it’s like a rock at the bottom of a river when you're swimming—
the clear warer lifts you over it.

For 2 Gilmore person, Peg is reserved. She came up to the
woman and relieved her of the eggs she was holding, while Robert
went on assuring her it was no crouble and asking about the

daughter-in-law’s pregnancy. Peg smiled as she would smile in the
store when she gave you your change—a quick transacrional smile,

e e e R ———
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nothing Hu.mmmob&. She is a small slim woman with a cap of sofl
brown hair, freckles, and a scrubbed, youthful look mWn o
pleated skirts, fresh neat blouses butroned to the throat . ale mMMmHm
ers, mnEmmBmw a black ribbon tie. She moves mnmnwmﬁzwy Mam m Mn-
very little noise. Robert once told her he had never met an onwm o
mMHM..nM_WBMD& as she was. (His women have usually been Hmmﬂmndwo
s i “
m WMW “ MH.MWMMMMMMW%G%T careless about some of the derails, tense,
Peg said she didn’t know what he meant.
He mﬂmﬂmm to explain what a self-contained person was like
At that time, he had a very faulty comprehension of Gilmore <o“
mmﬁ&m&?lvm could still make mistakes about it—and he took to
mmﬂoﬂm:\ the limits that were usually observed in daily exchan mmo
“ I know what the words mean,” Peg said, smiling, “I mnn
don’t understand how you mean it about me.” R
. Of course she knew what the words meant. Peg took courses
a different course each winter, choosing from what was offered ,
the local high school. She took a course on the History of Art .
on .O:mmﬂ Civilizations of the East, one on Discoveries and mu.w oHnm
rations Through the Ages. She went to class one night a week %NMHM
if she was very tired or had a cold. She wrote tests and wR,HuE.&
MMMmM : mMan.E..Emm Robert would find a page covered with her small
BOMu | andwriting on top of the refrigerator or the dresser in their

Therefore we see that the importance of Prince Henry the Navigator
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even though he did not go on vovages himself.
He was moved by her earnest statements, her painfully careful

small handwriting, and angry that she never got more than 2 B-
- plus for these papers she worked so hard at.

“I don’t do it for the marks,” Peg said. Her cheekbones red-

.. dened _..Snwnmnnrm freckles, as if she was making some kind of personal
. confession. “I do it for the enjoyment.”

- Robert was up before dawn on Monday morning, standing at the

kitchen counter drinking his coffee, looking out at the fields covered
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with snow. The sky was clear, and the temperatures had dropped.
It was going to be one of the bright, cold, hard January days that
come after weeks of west wind, of blowing and falling snow. Crecks,
rivers, ponds frozen over. Lake Huron frozen over as far as you could
see. Pethaps all the way this year. That had bappened, though rarely.

He had to drive to Kenealiy, to the Kuiper store there. Ice on
the roof was causing water underneath to back up and leak through
the ceiling. He would have to chop up the ice and get the roof
clear. Ir would take him at least half the day.

All the repair work and upkeep on the store and on this house
is done by Robert himself. He bas learned to do chBEUm and
wiring. He enjoys the fecling chat he can manage it. He enjoys the
difficulty, and the difficulty of winter, here. Not much more than
a hundred miles from Toronto, it is 2 different country. The spow-
belt. Coming up here to live was not unlike heading into the
wilderness, after all. Blizzards still isolare the towns and villages.
Winter comes down hard on the country, settles down just the way
che two-mile-high ice did thousands of years ago. People live within
the winter in a way outsiders do not understand. They are watchful,
provident, fatigued, exhilarated.

A thing he likes about this house is the back view, over the
open country. That makes up for the straggling dead-end street
without trees or sidewalks. The strect was opened up after the war,
when it ‘was taken for granted that everybody would be using cars,
not walking anywhere. And so they did. The houses are fairly close
o the screet and to each other, and when everybody who lives in
the houses is home, cars take up nearly all the space where sidewalks,
boulevards, shade trees might have been.

Robert, of course, was willing o buy another house. He as-
sumed they would do that. There were—there are—fine old houses
for sale in Gilmore, at prices that are 2 joke, by city standards. Peg
said she couldn’t see herself living in those places. He offered to

build her 2 new house in the subdivision on the other side of town. -

She didn’t want that either. She wanted to stay in this house, which
was the first house she and the boys had lived in on their own. S0

Robert bought it—she was only renting—and buile on the master
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bedroom and another bathroom, and made a television room in che
memBmD.m. He got some help from Kevin, less from Clayton. The
house still looked, from the street, like the house he had ﬁmnw.m& in
front of the first time he drove Peg home from work. One and 2
erq stories high, with a steep roof and 2 living-room window divided
into square panes like the window on a Christmas card. White
aluminum siding, narrow black shutters, black trim. Back in To-
ronto, he had thoughrt of Peg living in this house. He had thought
of her patterned, limited, serious, and desirabie life. ‘ s
H..Hm noticed the Weebles’ eggs sitting on the counter. He thought
of nmw.ﬁm them over. But it was too eatly. The door would be locked
He didn’t want to wake them. Peg could take the eggs when mw».w
left to open up the store. He took the Magic Marker that was sittin
on the ledge under her reminder pad, and wrote on a paper ﬂoém.%
Don’t forget eggs to W’s. Love, Robert. These eggs were no nvmmwmm
ﬁ.WmD the ones you boughr at the supermarket. It was just that Robert
r.wﬂm getting them from a farm. And they were brown. Peg said
city people all had a thing abour brown eggs—they thought brown
eggs were more natural somehow, like brown sugar.
. d.SHD he backed his car out, he saw that the Weebles’ car was
in mﬁm.ﬁ carport. So they were home from wherever they had been
last night. Then he saw that the snow throwa up across the front
of their driveway by the town snowplow had not been cleared. The
plow must have gone by during the night. Bur he himself hadn’t
had to shovel any snow; there hadn’t been any fresh snow overnight
and the plow hadn’t been out. The snow was from yesterday. The
Q.uc_%.m have been cut last night. Unless they were ﬁﬁmﬂ.nw ,HTM
sidewalks were not cleared, except along the main street mbn_ the
mmmsow streets, and it was difhcult to walk along the narrowed streets
with their banks of snow, but, being new to town, they might have
set out not realizing that.

He didan't look closely enough to see if there were footprints.

He pictured what ha ;
ppened. First from the co _
from Peg’s. e constable’s report, then

Peg came out of the house at abour rwenrty afrer eight. Clayton
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had already gone off to school, and Kevin, getring over an ear
infecrion, was down in the basement room playing a Billy Idol tape

and watching 2 game show on television. Peg had not forgotten the

eggs. She got into her car and turned on the engine to warm it up,
then walked out to the street, stepped over the Weebles” uncleared
snow, and went up their driveway to the side door. She was wearing
her white knitted scarf and tam and her lilac-colored, down-filled
coar. Those coats made most of the women in Gilmore look like
barrels, but Peg looked all right, being so slender.

The houses on the street were originally of only three designs.
Burt by now most of them had been so altered, with new windows,
porches, wings, and decks, that it was hard to find true mates
anymore. The Weebles’ house had been built as 2 mirror image of
the Kuipers’, but the front window had been changed, its Christmas-
card panes taken out, and the roof had been lifted, so that chere
was a large upstairs window overlooking the street. The siding was
pale green and the trim white, and there were no shureers.

The side door opened into a utility room, just as Peg’s door
did at home. She knocked lightly at first, thinking that they would
be in the kitchen, which was only a few steps up from the urility
room. She had noticed the car, of course, and wondered if they
had got home late and were sleeping in. (She hadn’t thought yet
sbout the snow's not having been shovelled, and the fact that
the plow hadn’t been past in the night. That was something
+hat occurred to her later on when she got into her own car and
backed it out.) She knocked louder and louder. Her face was
stinging already in the bright cold. She tried the door and found
that it wasno't locked. She opened it and stepped into shelter and
called.

The little room was dark. There was no light to speak of coming
down from the kitchen, and there was a bamboo curtain over the
«ide door. She set the eggs on the clothes dryer, and was going to
leave them there. Then she thought she had better take them up
iato the kitchen, in <ase the Weebles wanted eggs for breakfast and
had run out. They wouldn’t think of looking in the urtility room.

(This, in fact, was Robert’s explanation to himself. She didn’t
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say all that, but he forgot she didn’t. She just said, “I thought I
might as well take them up to the kitchen.™)

. The kitchen had those same bamboo curtains over the sink
window and over the breakfast-nook windows, which meant that
though the room faced east, like the Kuipers” kitchen, and though
the sun was fully up by this time, not much light could get in
The day hadn’t begun here. o .

But the house was warm, Perhaps they’d got up a while ago
and .HE.D& up the thermostar, then gone back to bed. Perhaps they
left it up all night—though they had seemed to Peg to be thriftier
than that. She set the eggs on the counter by the sink. The layout
of the kitchen was almost exactly the same as her own. She noticed
a few dishes stacked, rinsed, but not washed, as if they'd had
somerhing to eat before they went to bed. |

She called again from the living-room doorway.

The living room was perfectly tidy. It looked to Peg somehow
too perfectly tidy, but that—as she said to Robert—was probably
the way the living room of a retired couple was bound to Iook to
2 woman used o having children around. Peg had never in her life
Wm&. quite as much tidiness around her as she might have liked
wmﬁwm gone from a family home where there were six children nm
her in-laws’ crowded farmhouse, which she crowded further with
her own babies. She had rold Robert a story about once asking for
a beautiful bar of soap for Christmas, pink soap with a raised design
of HoMmm on it. She got it, and she used to hide it after every use so
that it wouldn’t get cracked and moldy in the cracks, the way soap
always did in thar house. She was grown up at thar time, or thought
she was. v ;

She had stamped the snow off her boots in the utility room.

i Nevertheless she hesitated to walk across the clean, pale-beige living-
- room carpet. She called again. She used the Weebles' Airst names

ﬂ&@ she Ho.maoq knew. Walter and Notra. They had moved in lase
April, and since then they had been away on two trips, so she didn’t

Sy .mw& she knew them at all well, but it seemed silly to be calling,
L Mr. and Mrs. Weeble. Are you up yet, Mr. and Mrs. Weeble?”

No answer.
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They had an open staircase going up from the living room,
just as Peg and Robert did. Peg walked now across the clean, pale
carpet to the foot of the stairs, which were carpeted in the same
material, She started to climb. She did not call again.

She must have known then or she would have called. It would
be the normal thing to do, to keep calling the closer you got to
where people might be sleeping. To watn them. They might be
deeply asleep. Drunk. That wasn’t the custom of the Weebles, so
far as anybody knew, but nobody knew them that well. Retired
people. Early retirement. He had been an accountant; she had been
a teacher. They had lived in Hamilton. They had chosen Gilmore
because Walter Weeble used to have an aunt and uncle here, whom
he visited as 2 child. Both dead now, the aunt and uncle, but the
place must have held pleasant memories for him. And it was cheap;
this was surely a cheaper house than they could have afforded. They
meant to spend their money travelling. No children.’

She didr't call; she didn’t halt again. She climbed the stairs
and didn’t look around as she came up; she faced straight ahead.
Ahead was the bathroom, with the door open. It was clean and

empty.

soom. She had never been upstairs in this house before, but she
knew where that would be. It would be the extended room at the
front, with the wide window overlooking the street.

The door of that foom was Oped.

Peg came downstairs and lefr the house by the kitchen, the utility
room, the side door. Her footprints showed on the carpet and on
the linoleum tiles, and outside on the snow. She closed the door
after herself. Her car had been running all this time and was sitting
in its own little cloud of steam. She got in and backed out and
drove to the police station in the Town Hali,

“It’s a bitter cold morning, Peg,” the constable said.

“Yes, it is.”

“So what can 1 do for you?”

She cturned at the top of the stairs toward the Weebles’ bed-
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Robert got more, from Karen.
Karen k».mﬁ.bm was the clerk in the Gilmore Arcade. She was

a young Bmﬁ.pmm woman, solidly built, usually good-humored, alert
Mﬁboﬁm parricularly seeming to be so, efficient without a woﬂ of
wsm&n. She got along well with the customers; she got along with
rmm mﬂ&. Robert. She had known Peg longer, of course. She defended

er againse Hr.wmm people who said Peg had got her nose in the air
since she married rich. Karen said Peg hadn’t changed from what
she always was. But after today she said, “I always believed Peg
and me to be friends, but now I'm not so sure.”

§ mﬂwhmm manmM work at ten. She arrived a little before that and
asked if there i i
ey ad been many customers in yet, and Peg said no,

“I don't wonder,” Karen said. “It’
. s . s too cold.
wind, it'd be murder.” ol Fhere was soy
" Peg had made coffee. They had a new coffee maker, Robert’s
ristmas present to the store. They used to have to “
et take-
from the bakery up the streer. 4 i o
Isn't ﬁ.m.;.m thing marvellous?” Karen said as she got her coffee.
Wmm said yes. She was wiping up some marks on the floor.
:Or-wF said Karen. “Was that me or you?”
1 think it was me,” Peg said.

) .mo M didn’t ﬂrmn.w anyrhing of it,” Karen said later. “I thought
she must've tracked in some mud. I didn’t stop to-think, Where
would you get m.oﬂu ro mud with all this snow on the ground?”

After a while, a customer came in, and it was Celia Simms
and mmm had _unm,ﬂ. Karen was at the cash, and Peg was at the vmnw“
nrnnw.Em some invoices. Celia told Karen. She didn’t know Bﬂnru.
she didn’t know how it had been done or that Peg was involved. u

Karen shoured to the back of the store. “Peg! Peg! Something

- terrible has happened, and it’s your nexr-door neighbors!”

Peg called back, “I know.”
N vﬁwrm lifted wm.n eyebrows at Karen—she was one of those who
.Hmw t r.Wm Peg’s attitude—and Karen loyally tarned aside and waiced
till Celia went our of the store. Then she hurried to the back

- making the hangers jingle on the racks.
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“Both the Weebles are shot dead, Peg. Did you know that?”

Peg said, “Yes. I found them.”

“You did! When did you?”

““This morning, just before I came in to work.”

“They were murdered!”

“Ie was 2 murder-suicide,” Peg said. “He shot her and then
he shot himself. That's what happened.”

“When she told me that,” Karen said, “I started to shake. 1
shook all over and I couidn’t stop myself.” Telling Robert this, she
shook again, to demonstrate, and pushed her hands up inside the
sleeves of her blue plush jogging suit.

“So I said, “What did you do when you found them,’ and she
said, ‘I went and told the police.” I said, ‘Did you scream, or what?’
1 said didn’t her legs buckle, because I know mine would’ve. I can’t
imagine how I would’ve got myself out of there. She said she didn’t
remember much abour getting out, but she did remember closing
the door, the outside door, and thinking, Make sure that’s closed
in case some dog could get in. Iso’t thar awful? She was right, but
it’s awful to think of. Do you think she’s in shock?”

“No,” Robert said. “I think she’s all right.”

This conversation was taking place at the back of the store in
the afternoon, when Peg had gone out to get a sandwich.

“She had not said one word to me. Nothing. I said, ‘How
come you never said a word about this, Peg,” and she said, T knew
youw'd find out pretty soon.” I said yes, but she could've told me.
T'm sorry,’ she says. T'm sorry.” Just like she’s apologizing for some
little thing like using my coffee mug. Only, Peg would never do
that.”

Robert had finished what he was doing at the Keneally store around
noon, and decided to drive back to Gilmore before getting anything
to eat. There was a highway diner just ourside of rown, on the way
in from Keneally, and he thought that he would stop there. A few
rruckers and travellers were usually eating in the diner, bur most
of the trade was local—farmers on the way home, business and
working men who had driven out from town. Robert liked this

Firs 117

place, .mbm he had entered it today with a feeling of buoyant ex-
pectation. He was hungry from his work in the cold air, and aware
of the brilliance of the day, with the snow on the mmmmm lookin,
mnﬁvnw&u dazzling, as permanent as marble. He had the sense ww
had fairly often in Gilmore, the sense of walking onto an informal
stage, A&mwm a rambling, agreeable play was in progress. And he
knew .Em lines—or knew, at least, that his improvisations would
not mmb. His whole life in Gilmore sometimes seemed ro have this
mcﬂwnf but if he ever tried to describe it that way, it would sound
as if it was an artificial life, something contrived, not entirely serious
b.mm the very opposite was true. So when he met somebody mﬁoﬂ.,
his old life, as he somerimes did when he went to Toronto and
was asked how he liked living in Gilmore, he would say, “1 unms_ﬁ
tell you how much T like it!” which was exactly the B.Enm.

Why didn't you get in touch with me?”
You were up on the roof.”

“You could have called the store and told Ellie, She would
have told me.” .

“What good would that have done?”
“T could at least have come home.”

. He had come straight from the diner to the store, without
eating what he had ordered. He did not think he would find Peg
in any state of collapse—he knew her well enough for that —bur he
did think she would want to go home, let him fix her a drink
spend some time telling him abour it. u
L She didn’t want that. She wanted to go up the street to the

mm.«w to get her usual lunch—a roll with ham and cheese.

o 1 Hmﬁ_uﬂmmmm 80 our to eat, but I haven't had time. Should I
Ing one ? idn’ i i
éamm. ack for you? If you didn’t eat at the diner, I might as
. When she brought him the sandwich, he sar and are it at the
esk where she had been doing invoices. She put fresh coffee and

- ... Water into the coffee maker.

"I can’t imagine how we got along without this thing.”
He looked at Peg’s lilac-colored coat hanging beside Karen's
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ced coat on the washroom door. On the lilac coat there was a long
crusty smear of reddish-brown paint, down to the hemtine.

Of course that wasp’t paint. But on her coat? How did she get
blood on her coat? She must have brushed ap against them in that
room. She must have got close.

Then he remembered the talk in the diner, and realized she
wouldn’t have needed to get that close. She could have got blood
from the door frame. The constable had been in the diner, and he
said there was blood everywhere, and not just blood.

“He shouldn’t ever have used a shotgun for that kind of busi-
ness,” one of the men at the diner said.

Somebody else said, “Maybe 2 shotgun was 2l he had.”

It was busy in the store most of the afternoon. People on the street,
in the bakery and the café and the bank and the post office, talking.
People wanted to talk face to face. They had to ger out and do it,
in spite of the cold. Talking on the phone was not enough.

What had gone on at first, Robert gathered, was that people
had got on the phone, just phoned anybody they could think of
who might not have heard. Karen had phoned her friend Shirley,
who was at home in bed with the flu, and her mother, who was in
the hospital with a broken hip. It turned out her mother knew
already—the whole hospital knew. And Shirley said, “My sister beat
you to it.”

It was true that people valued and looked forward to the mo-
ment of breaking the news-—Karen was annoyed at Shirley’s sister,
who didn’t work and could get to the phone whenever she wanted
to— bur there was real kindness 2nd consideration behind this im-
pulse, as well. Robert thought so. “I knew she wouldn't want not
o know,” Karen said, and that was true. Nobody would want not
o know. To go out into the street, noT knowing. To go around
doing all the usual daily things, not knowing. He himself felt
troubled, even slightly warniliated, to think that he hadn’t known;
Peg hadn’t let him know.

Talk ran backward from the events of the morning. Where
were the Weebles seen, and in what harmlessness and innocence,
and how close to the moment when everything was changed?
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She had stood in I
oo in line at the Bank of Montreal on Friday after-

ﬂm had got a haircut on Saturday morning
hey were together, buyi ies, in the
. , buying groceries, in the I, i
evening at abour eight o'clock. ool G A on Tricey
.t .
y hat did they buy? A good supply? Specials, adverrised bar-
gains, more than enough to last for a couple of days?
W\H%Hm than enough. A bag of potatoes, for one thing.
. en reasons. The talk turned to reasons. Naturally, There
ad been no theories put forward in the diner. Nobody knew the
reason, nobody could imagine. But by the end of the afterncon there
were Q.uo many explanations to choose from.
Financial wm&uhmﬁm. He had been mixed up in some bad in-
meﬂwbﬂ scheme in Hamilton. Some wild money-making deal that
ad allen through. All their money was gone and chey would have
to live out the rest of their lives on the old-age pension
They had owed money on their income taxes. Being an ac-
Mocpmgﬁ he thought he know how to fix things, but he had been
_owb out. He 3@&.& be exposed, perhaps charged, shamed publiciy
m.ﬁH poor. m.dmn if it was only cheating the goverament, it ﬁoﬁwm
still be a disgrace when that kind of thing came out v
Was it a lot of money? .
Certainly. A lot.
. It was not money at all. They were ill. One of them or both
t MMH O»M.wnmn- Crippling arthritis. Alzheimer’s disease. Recurrent
mental problems. It was health, not mon ;

, ey. 1 i
helplessness they feared, not poverty. 7. fe wes sulering ea
. A division of opinion became evident berween men and women
: éww nearly always the men who believed and insisted thar ﬂ_bm.w
¢%Mo M vmwm_umﬂp Hwommf and it was the women who talked of illness

ould kill themselves just because the i .

v were poor, said some

MoBmD scornfully. Or even because they might go to jail? It was
ways a woman, too, who suggested unhappiness in the marriage

_who hinted at the drama of a discovered infidelity or the memory

of an old one.

Robert listened to all these explanations but did not believe

an
ey of them. Loss of money, cancer, Alzheimer’s disease. Equally
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plausible, these seemed to him, equally hollow and useless. What
happened was that he helieved each of them for abour five minutes,
no longer. If he could have believed one of them, hung on to it, it
would have been as if something had taken its claws out of his chest
and permitted him to breathe. :

(“They weren't Gilmore people, not really,” 2 woman said to
him in the bank. Then she looked embarrassed. “I don’t mean like
you.”)

Peg kept busy getting some children’s sweaters, Mitt$, SOOW-
snits ready for the January sale. People came up to her when she
was marking the tags, and she said, “Can I help you,” so that they
were placed right away in the position of being customers, and had
to say that there was something they were looking for. The Arcade
‘carried ladies” and children’s clothes, sheets, towels, koitting wool,
kitchenware, bulk candy, magazines, mugs, artificial flowers, and
plenty of other things besides, so it was not hard to think of some-
thing.

Whar was it they were really looking for? Surely not much in
the way of details, description. Very few people actually want that,
or will admit they do, in a greedy and straightforward way. They
want it, they don’t want it. They start asking, they stop themselves.
They listen and they back away. Perhaps they wanted from Peg just
some kind of acknowledgment, some word or look that would send
them away, saying, ‘‘Peg Kuiper is absolutely shattered.” “I saw
Peg Kuiper. She didn’t say much but you could tell she was ab-

solutely shattered.”

Some people tried to talk to her, anyway.

“Y§asn't that terrible what happened down by you?”

“Yes, it was.”

“You must have known them a litcle bir, living next door.”

“Not really. We hardly knew them at all.”

“You never noticed anything that would've led you to think
this could've happened?”
“YWe never noticed anything at all.”

Robert pictured the Weebles getting into and out of their car in
the driveway. That was where he had most often seen them. He

g
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recalled their Boxing Day visit. Her gray legs made him think of
2 nun. ﬁHnn mention of virginity had embarrassed Peg and the boys

She reminded Robert a litcle of the kind of women he used to Wbow.
Her Tﬁmvmnm was less talkarive, though not shy. They talked m.voz.ﬂ
Mexican food, which it seemed the husband had not liked. He did
not like eating in restaurants. .

Peg had said, “Oh, men never do!”

That surprised Robert, who asked her afterward did that mean
she wanted to eat out more often?

- Mm Msmm said that to take her side. I thought he was glaring at

Was he glaring? Robert had not noticed. The man seemed too
self-controlled to glare at his wife in public. Too well disposed, on
the whole, perhaps in some way roo indolent, to glare at an vuom
anywhere. u o

mwﬁ it wasn’t like Peg to exaggerate.

Bits of information kept arriving. The maiden name of Nora
Weeble. Driscoll. Nora Driscoll. Someone knew a2 woman who had
taught at the seme school with her in Hamilton. Well-liked as a
teacher, a fashionable dresser, she had some trouble keeping order
She had taken a French Conversation course, and a course in mwmpnm.
cooking.

. Some women here had asked her if she’d be interested in stari-
ing a book club, and she had said yes.

He had been more of a joiner in Hamiiton than he was here
M.wwm Rotary Club. The Lions Club. Perhaps it had been for _ummmnmmm

SONS.

They were not churchgoers, as far as anybod :
either place. ’ anybedy knew, not in

(Robert was right about the reasons. In Gilmore everything becomes
WDo.ﬂP sooner or later. Secrecy and confidentiality are seen to be
against the public interest. There is a network of people who are
married to or related to the people who work in the offices where
all the records are kept.

_H&mmm was no investment scheme, in Hamilton or anywhere
else. No income-tax investigation. No problem aboutr money. No
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cancer, tricky heart, high blood pressure. She had .oonminnm the
doctor about headaches, but the doctor did not think they were
igrail thing serious. :

amnmwuwowmmompﬂww& o% Thursday, the United church n%n.wwnmr who
usually took up the slack in the cases of no prén affiliation, spoke
about the pressures and tensions of Bomm.B life _umn gave no BOHM
w.wmnmmn clues. Some people were &mmwwo.ﬁﬂmmu as if they expecte
him to do that—or thought that he might at least mention @.ﬁ
dangers of falling away from faith and nwﬁ.nr BovaHm_.dwu the M:p
of despair. Othef people thoughr that saying anything more than
he did say would have been in bad taste.)

Another person who thought Peg should have let him know was
Kevin. He was waiting for them when they got home. He was still
2$HHM%WM_WWM%WMMW comeé back to the house Emﬂmm& ‘of driving to
the police station? Why hadn’t she called to EBN She could have
come back and phoned. Kevin could bave phoned. At the very least,
she could have called him from the store.

He had been down in the basement all morning, watching

television. He hadn’t heard the police come; he hadn’t seen nw.ma
go in ot out. He had not known anything about what was going
on until his girlfriend, Shanna, phoned him from school at lunch
hour. ) : }
“She said they took the bodies out in garbage bags.

“How would she know?” said Clayton. “] thought she was at

school.”
“Somebody told her.”
“She got that from television.” )
“She said they took them out in garbage bags. o
“Shanna is @ cretin. She is only good for one thing.
“Some people aren’t good for anything.” .
Clayton was sixteen, Kevin fourteen. Two yeatrs apart in mmM
but three years apart at school, because Clayton was accelerated an

Kevin was not. e
“Cut it out,” Peg said. She had brought up some spaghett:
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sauce from the freezer and was thawing it in the double boiler.
“Clayton. Kevin. Ger busy and make me some salad.”

Kevin said, “T'm sick. I might contaminate it.”

He picked up the tablecloth and wrapped it around his shoul-
ders like a shawl.

“Do we have to ear off that?” Clayton said. “Now he’s got his

crud on it?”

Peg said to Robert, “Are we having wine?”

~ Saturday and Sunday nights they usually had wine, but tonight
Robert had not thought about it. He went down to the basernent
to get it. When he came back, Peg was sliding spaghetti into the
cooker and Kevin had discarded the tablecloth. Clayton was making
the salad. Clayton was small-boned, like his mother, and fiercely
driven. A star runner, a demon examination writer,

Kevin was prowling around the kitchen, getting in the way,
ralking to Peg. Kevin was taller already than Clayton or Peg, perhaps
taller than Robert. He had large shoulders and skinny Iegs and black
hair that he wore in the nearest thing he dared to a Mohawk cut—
Shanna cur it for him. His pale skin often broke out in pimples.
Girls didn’t seem to mind.

“S0 was there?” Kevin said. “Was there blood and guck all
over?”

“Ghoul,” said Clayton.

“Those were human beings, Kevin,” Robert said.

“Were,” said Kevin. “I know they were human beings. § mixed
their drinks on Boxing Day. She drank gin and he drank rye. They
were human beings then, but all they are now is chemicals. Mom?
What did you see first? Shanna said there was blood and guck even
out in the hallway.”

“He's brutalized from all the TV he watches,” Clayton said.
“He thinks it was some video. He can’t tell real blood from video
blood.™

“Mom? Was it splashed?”

Robert has a rule about letting Peg deal wirh her sons unless
she asks for his help. But this time he said, “Kevin, you know it’s

“§ . about time you shut up.”
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“He can’t help it,” Clayron said. “Being ghoulish.”

“You, too, Clayton. You, two.” . "

But after a moment Clayton said, “Mom? Did you scream!

“No.” said Peg thoughtfully. “I didn’t. I guess because there

¢ any didn't.”

asn’t anybody to hear me. 30 I . . .
" “I might have heard you,” said Kevin, cautiously trying 2
comeback. . i

“You had the television on. .

«1 didn’t have the sound on. I had my tape on. 1 Bpmwﬁ have
heard you through the tape if you mmnwmﬁw.m loud amocmw.

Peg lifted a strand of the spaghetti to try it. W_ovmn was
watching her, from time to time. He would rmﬁm. said he ﬁmm
watching to see if she was in any kind of trouble, if she seemne
numb, or strange, or showed a quiver, if she mmowwm.& things or
made .nwm pots clarter. But in fact he was watching Wmn. just because
there was no sign of such difhiculty and becaunse wo Wﬂnﬂ there
wouldn't be. She was preparing an ordinary meal, listening to the
boys in her usual mildly censorious but unruffled way. The only
thing more apparent than usuzal to Robert was her gracefulness,

i i d the kitchen.
lightness, quickness, and ease arout : .
i Her tone to her sons, under its severity, seemed shockingly

serene, . .
“Kevin, go and get some clothes on, if you want to eat at the
table.” .
“] can eat in my pajamas.
“No.”

“] can eat in bed.”
“Not spaghetti, you can’t.

While they were washing up the pots .mbm pans Smmﬁvﬂlimmﬁop
had gone for his run and Kevin was talking to mrmwpm onthep one—
Peg told Robert her part of the story. He didn’t ask her Qw pw mw
many words., He started oft with “So when you went over, the aoo

wasn't locked?” and she began to tell him. .
“vou don’t mind talking about it?”” Robert said.

“] knew you'd want fo know.”
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She told him she knew what was wrong—at least, she knew
that something was terribly wrong-—before she started up the stairs.

“Were you frightened?”

“No. I didn’t think about it like that—being frightened.”

“There could have been somebody up there with a gun.”

“No. I knew there wasn’t. I knew there wasn’t anybody but
me alive in the house. Then I saw his leg, I saw his leg stretched
out into the hall, and I knew then, but I had to go on in and make
sure.”

Robert said, “I understand that.”

“It wasn’t the foot he had taken the shoe off that was out
there. He took the shoe off his other foor, so he could use that foor
to pull the trigger when he shot himself. That was how he did it.”

Roberr knew all about that already, from the talk in the diner.

“So,” said Peg. “That’s really about all.”

She shook dishwater from her hands, dried them, and, with 2
critical look, began rubbing in lotion,

Clayton came in at the side door. He stamped the snow from
his shoes and ran up the steps.

"You should see the cars,” he said. “Stupid cars all crawling
along this street. Then they have to turn around at the end and
crawl back. T wish they'd get stuck. I stood out there and gave
them dirty looks, but I started to freeze so I had to come in.”

“It’s natural,” Robert said. “It seems stupid but it’s natural.
They can’t believe it, so they want to see where it happened.”

“1 don’t see cheir problem,” Clayton said. “I don’t see why
they can't believe it. Mom could believe it all right. Mom wasn’t
surprised.”

“Well, of course I was,” Peg said, and this was the first time
Robert had noticed any sort of edge o her voice. “Of course 1 was
surprised, Clayron. Just because I didn’t break out screaming.”

“You weren’t surprised they could do it.”

“I hardly knew them. We hardly knew the Weebles.”

“T guess they had a fight,” said Clayton.

“We don't know that,” Peg said, stubbornly working the

. lotion into her skin. “We don’t know if they had a fight, or what.”
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“When you and Dad used to have those fights?” Clayton said.
“Remernber, after we first moved to town? When he would be
home? Over by the car wash? When you used to have those fights,
you know what I used to think? I used to think one of you was
going to come and kill me with a kaife.”

“That's not true,” said Peg.

“It is true. 1 did.”
Peg sat down at the table and covered her mouth with her

hands. Clayton’s mouth cwicched. He couldn’t seem to stop it, SO
he turned it into a little, taunting, twitching smile.
“That's what I used to lie in bed and think.”
“Clayton. We would never either one of us eve
Robert believed it was time that he said something.
“\What this is like,” he said, “i¢’s like an earthquake or a
volcano. Ir's that kind of happening. I¢’s a kind of fit. People can
cake a fit like the carth takes a fit. But it only happens once in 2
long while. It’s a freak occurrence.”
“Harthquakes and volcanoes aren’t freaks,” said Clayton, with
a certain dry pleasure. “If you want to call that a fir, you'd have to
call it a periodic fit. Such as people have, married people have.”
“We don’t,” said Robert. He looked at Peg as if waiting for
her to agree with him.
But Peg was looking at Clayton. She who always seemed pale
and silky and assenting, but hard to follow as a watermark in fine
paper, looked dried out, chalky, her outlines fixed in steady, help-
" Jess, unapologetic pain.
“No,” said Clayton. “No, not you.”

r have hurt

you.

Robert told them that he was going fora walk. When he got outside,
he saw that Clayton was right. There were cars nosing along the
street, turning at the end, nosing their way back agein. Getting a
Jook. Inside those cars were just the same people, probably the very
same people, he had been talking to during the afternoon. But now
they seemed joined to their cars, making some new kind of monster
that came poking around in a brutally curious way.
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To avoid them, he went down a sh -
munm.bnw& off theirs. No houses had ever UMM.M nWMMﬂmMM MH.M mM. o
SO it %ﬁm not plowed. But the snow was hard, and easy to émwm on,
He didn’t notice how easy it was to walk on until he realized nwb.
he had gone beyond the end of the streer and up a slope, whi mm
was not a slope of the land at all, but 2 drift of snow @Hw &r.nmn
neatly covered the fence that usually separated the mﬁmmHﬁ fr i nw
m&.&. He had walked over the fence without knowin .r AWB s
doing. The snow was that hard. g e
. He walked here and there, testing. The crust took his weigh
without a whisper or a crack. It was the same everywhere mw.m ﬁ
noE.m walk over the snowy fields as if you were walking on nQ.BmHMz
Wﬁ:m Moﬁﬁwu looking at the snow, hadn’t he thought of angm.uw
ut this paving was not flat. It rose and dipped in a way that had
not much to do with the contours of the ground underneath. Th
snow created its own landscape, which was sweepin, F e
and arbitrary style. PIoE, in @ frand
Instead of walking around on the plowed srreets of town, h
Qm.cE walk over the fields. He could cut across to the diner obu rm
highway, which stayed open until midnight. He would _u -
of coffee there, turn around, and walk home. e

One Emwﬁw m._uozn six months before Robert married Peg, he and
Lee were sitring drinking in his apartment. They were rwin an
argument wvosﬂ whether it was permissible, or sickening, to Ww

your family initial on your silverware. All of a sudden, the m.HmsBmMM

- split open—Robert couldn’t remember how, buc it split open, and

they found themselves saying the cruellest things to each other that

-, they could imagine. Their voices changed from the raised pitch and

m@mmm. _qu argument, and they spoke quietly with a subtle loathing.
ou always make me think of a dog,” Lee said. “You always

E I make me think of one of those dogs that push up on people and

Wmﬁ them, with %&._.. big disgusting tongues hanging out. You're
0 mmmnw. All your friendliness and eagerness—thart’s really aggres-
ston. I'm not the only one who thinks this about you. A lot of

.« people avoid you. They can’t stand you. You'd be surprised. You
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push and paw in that eager pathetic way, but you have a calculating
Jook. That’s why I don’t care if T hure you.”

“Maybe I should tell you one of the things I don’t like, then,”
said Robert reasonably. “It’s the way you laugh. On the phone
particularly. You laugh at the end of practically every sentence. I
used to think it was a nervous tic, but it always really annoyed me.
And Tve figured our why. You're always telling somebody about
whart a raw deal you're getting somewhere or some unkind thing 2
person said to you——that’s about rwo-thirds of your horrendously
boring self-centered conversation. And then you laugh. Ha-ha, you
can take it, you don’t expect anything better. That laugh is sick.”

After some more of this, they started to laugh themselves,
Robert and Lee, but it was pot the laughter of a breakthrough into
reconciliation; they did not fall upon each other in relief, crying,
“What rot, ] didn’t mean it, did you mean it?” (“No, of course
not, of course I didn’t mean it.”) They laughed in recognition of
their extremity, just as they might have Jaughed at another time,
in the middle of quite different, astoundingly tender declarations.
They trembled with murderous pleasure, with the excirement of

saying what could never be retracted; they exulted in wounds in-
ficred bur also in wounds received, and one or the other said at
some point, ““This is the first time we've spoken the truth since
we've known each other!” For even things that came to them more
or less on the spur of the moment seemed the most urgent truths
that had been hardening for a long time and pushing to get OvL.
It wasn't so far from laughing to making love, which they did,
a1l with no retraction. Robert made barking noises, as a dog should,
and nuzzled Lee in a bruising way, snapping with real appetire at
her flesh. Afterward they were enormously and finally sick of each

other but no longer disposed to blame.

“There are things I just absolutely and eternally want to forget
about,” Robert had told Peg. He talked to her about cutting his
losses, abandoning old bad habits, old deceptions and self-decep-
tions, mistaken notions about life, and about himself. He said that
he had been an emotional spendthrift, had thrown himself into
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hopeless and painful enta
nglements as a way of avoidi ythi
Hmn rw.nm E.vﬂbm_ possibilities. That was all oM@mleDMMNMMWHHWM
ﬂomm,mwﬁwmwg OM Qm. MH&EQ“ decent contracts of life. So he mmwnm
: . ors of avoidance, when he had though , i
risks and gerting intense experiences. et e s running
i HMMMOMM of M<o%mnwm that I mistook for errors of passion,” he
, ought that he sounded pretentious wh u
- - a - mb Fm
sweating with sincerity, with the effort and the relief. e sty
MM\ return, Peg gave him faces, .
e lived with Dave’s
parents. There was never enough
MH.MQ mom anv_umv%m wash. Finally we got out and came wa ﬁowoﬂ
we lived beside the car wash. Dav i s
2 ; ash. ¢ was only with us weekend
: Ms.w It was very noisy, especially at night. Then Dave got mnoﬂw :
10D, he went up North, and I rented this place. N
HmUHBHm of avoidance, errors of passion. She didn’t say
. mngMM mwm mw Em.umw problem when he was little and ra. was out
ole winter. He read a book about the Arcei
: . rctic. I
Mwowqu the only book he ever read that he didn’t have to WD g,
e abways dreamed abour it; he wanted to go there. inally be
e ¢. So finally he
znlw HMWD doesn’t just drive farther and farther away in his trucks
ua mH.B M pwmw%mﬁm from his wife’s view. Not even if he has alway
ed of the Arcric. Things ha b .
d o the . heppen efore he goes. Marri
H.Mwwm ,mmma t going to siip apart painlessly, with the pull of &mﬁmwmwm
The Mm %.om _.”o be some wrenching and stashing. Bur she didn't sa .
e didn't ask, or even think much abour that, till now "

] .
MM M”_MQMMMQ MEme over the snow crust, and when he reached
rhe cine ound that wm. didn’t want to go in yer. He would cros
ighway and walk a lirtle farther, then go into the di :
warmed up on his way home. e
mmnmewaMu MM% he was on his way home, the police car that was
parked at SW.BQ A.Emrﬁ to be gone. The night constable was in
ke 00 mhwm H. ing his break, This was not the same man Robert
o seem an .Hmnmnmm to when he dropped in on his way home from
y. This man would not have seen anything ar first hand. He
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hadn't talked to Peg. Nevertheless he would be ralking about it;
everybody in the diner would be talking about it, going over the
same scene and the same questions, the possibilities. No blame to

them.
When they saw Robert, they would want to know how Peg

was.
There was one thing he was going to ask her, just before Clayton

came in. At least, he was turning the question over in his mind,
wondering if it would be all right to ask her. A discrepancy, a
detail, in the midst of so many abominable details.

And now he knew it wouldn’c be all right; it would never be
all right. It had nothing to do with him. One discrepancy, one
detail—one lie—that would never have anything to do with him.

Walking on this magic surface, he did not grow tired. He
grew lighter, if anything. He was taking himself farcher and farther
away from town, although for 2 while he didn’c realize this. In the
clear air, the lights of Gilmore were SO bright they seemed only
half a feld away, instead of half a mile, then a mile and a half,
then two miles. Very fine flakes of snow, fine as dust, and glittering,
lay on the crust that held him. There was 2 glitter, oo, around the
branches of the trees and bushes chat he was getting closer to. It
wasn't like the casing around twigs and delicate branches that an
ice storm leaves. It was as if the wood itself had altered and begun

to sparkle. .
“This is the very weather in which noses.and fingers are frozen.

But nothing felt cold.

He was getting quite close to a large woodlot. He was crossing
a long slanting shelf of snow, with the trees abead and to one side
of him. Over there, to the side, something caught his eye. There
was 4 new kind of glitrer under the rrees. A congestion of shapes,
with black holes in them, and unmatched arms or petals reaching
up to the lower branches of the trees. He headed toward these shapes,
but whatever they were did not become clear. They did not look
like anything he knew. They did not look like anything, except
perhaps a bit like armed giants half collapsed, frozen in ¢ombat, or
Jike the jumbled towers of a crazy small-scale city—a space-age,
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MM._M,:Han ME\. He kept waiting for an explanarion, and not getting
e, until he got very close. He was so close he ,
1e could almo
MNM%& om% %m these monstrosities before he saw that they QMMWNMM
CArs. cars and trucks and even a sch
: 1 bus that had b
pushed in under the trees and 1 ve .
eft. Some were compl
; pletely over-
Mﬁm&u and some were tipped over one another at odd mﬂ%m% HMM
HVMH.m w»ﬁ@mmc&w partly covered, with snow. The black woﬁ.m SQM
ieir gutted insides. Twisted bits of chr
lights, were glittering. e, Esgments of heed:
- nwmm Mrmﬂw.mwn %m himself telling Peg about this—how close he
et before he saw that what amazed him i
: and bewildered hi
so was nothing but old wrecks, and how he then felt &mmvmop.mﬂm%

but also like laughi
ghing. They needed some n ;
Now he felt more like going home. ew thing to talk abou.

mn MOMHM SwMu the constable in the diner was giving his acconnt
he had described how the force of the sh . eble
; . ot threw Walter Weebl
wmn.wéma. .Hm.ﬁwmmmﬁmm him partways out of the room. His T,Q&,o qum
aying out in the hall, 1 ”

g What was left of it was laying out in the
Not a leg. Not the indicative leg, whole and decent in it
EEMMHP the shod foor. That was not what anybody turning at &um
. e

top of the stairs would see and would have to step over, step through

in OHHMWH. to mo mto H:m [=ah3
ﬁv & oom m..._.._ﬁu m::m.n at _m € rest of what was
ml HU.




