HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN

Robert-

This is a very realistic and readable recounting of your childhood memories. | recognize
many of the places you mention. | loved Norumbega Park and remember the penny arcade. It
truly, was a penny arcade and we could spend hours on a dollar s worth of pennies. Sud those
days are gone.

! have no real suggestion Jor anyone remembering scenes and incidents during their
childhood. Those stories are Just that, your stories and there 's nothing to add, Most of them are
shrouded in emotion. Even these many years gone by, you might try to highlight the Seelings and
emolions those experiences still evoke.

The only suggestion | might offer is to re-read Your work and try to make sure your
sentences and paragraphs follow traditional rules. Also, try to limit the number of ands. If you
String too many things together, we, the reader, can get confused,

Good luck with this gentle ride home,

Dave

Summary: The submission is mostly autobiographical at around the time of sixth
grade. It is a mix of memories that came as a single 'event’ early one morning. I was
compelled to attempt (o write in the voice that I heard,

Growing up in the fifties, what-weuld-a kid / really didn't know niuch about WWII
residing quietly around us? Net-mueh- Nobody wanted to talk about it. At-the-movies-and-on

MM*WMW&WM% The soldiers had been home for while,

but not saying much about it, In my uncle’s top dresser drawer I found black and white photos of
him, and-his war buddies and some bullets. He wouldn’t say muchs-until for a long time, later
Later, he did speak of how they set up camp his first night just off the Normandy beaches and
how he was tripping over things in the dark. The next morming he saw what they were — dead
Germans. But that was nothing, he said, 85-passing as they passed dead GI’s when they moved
out the next day. (new paragraph)The war left reverberations and they couid be felt, if not

understood. But America was settling in. We were the winners,
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Walking around in those days you would think it was an alrght okay neighborhood,
Auburndale, a section of Newton, a suburb of Boston, Moving ro there from a basement
apartment with painted concrete walls to the upstairs of a two family-i¢ seemed s though we
had arrived. We came from Brookline which was concrete hard. Out here (where. A uburndale?
From where?) there was space, sky, trees, dirt and water from an inlet of the Charles River.
People fished there, but caught mostly sunfish, They The fishermen were greedy and stupid and
thrown threw the Jish on the banks to flop, die and stink in the summer sun. At the end of my
street, just before the river, was the woods-H-was-down-there-that w/icre the kiliing happened.

Jonny D lived in a small house with his mother and aunt. He was told his father worked
for the railroad and was killed on the job. Jonny didn’t have much of a memory of his father, but
was made to feel proud of him. He had a Paper route and was the first person to come to our door
and welcome me to the neighborhood. When I was at his house, his mother and aunt always
seemed stressed about something. Jonny seemed worried and sad a lot of the time and not Jjust
because he got his hair cut at home which looked it. He was the man of the house. Maybe he was
sent to our door so we might be added to his route.

Across the street, in what seemed a large house, lived Peter W, an only chiid. He had a iot
of neat Nazi things from the war—¥eu /n those days, you could buy that stuff from army surplus
stores around Boston. Peter got twisted somehow. When my little brother was in his playpen out
on the upper porch, for no reason, Peter would taunt him from the street. My brother didn’t
understand what he was doing. (new paragraph)We were allowed to have a dog in our rental.
There were times she would come home shaking, once with saw dust on her. Peter’s father had a
woodworking shop in their basement, | asked him if he took our dog into his house and he got

angry. (Too much of a jump here. Ti ry lo connect Peter in the workshop and Mother calching on.)
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My mother caught on and realized Peter wasn’t, “a good influence on me”, and stopped me from
playing with him. I was hurt and angry, but she was right. Whatever screwed him up probably
has had him locked away somewhere by now. Reverberations of the war.

Our street intersected with an inclined street that ended on Commonweaith Avenue.
There were a few shops across r/e streel.and-ene One was a meat shop. Sometimes my mother
would send me down to 1/s¢ shop to get something for diner. The only person I ever saw in the
place was the butcher who owned the shop. I’d tell him what was we wanted, and-he fHe would
always try to get me to buy something else, like a candy bar. At some point I told my mother
about this. She said she felt sorry for him and that he was trying to make a living. and-it /r was
hard for him because a new supermarket opened a few blocks down the street. He was gone
before we moved away. (Too many ands)

There was a kid in my class whose father worked the merry-go-round at Norumbega Park
at the end of Comm. Ave. The park was built to attract people from Boston in the late nineteenth
century. They would get there by trolley cars running down the middie of the street built by land
developers. It worked; there were many nice homes built along Comm. Ave, but the troileys
were long gone because people were now driving cars. The park had carnival type rides, paddie
boats for the river, popcorn and cotton candy. In the penny arcade was a creepy gypsy woman
automaton that would tell your fortune in an unnerving voice after you put a coin in. This was a
popular place, but it too is gone, replaced by a chain hotel. [ thought my friend’s father had a
prestigious job running the merry-go-round. I thought again about that after going to their
apartment for the first time. (new paragraph)It was a warm day and his father was shaving in one
of those under shirts with straps so his upper body hair showed. My friend’s mother was

distraught. She kept at him while he was shaving, “Ralph, Ralph”, Ralph this and Ralph that. Her
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voice was breaking. He looked at me from the mirror a couple of times, expressionless. [ think it
was about money. My friend looked uncomfortable. It worried me and I never went back there
again. [ think I know what would have happened if I hadn’t been there.(7 really don 't know whay
would have happened, Try 1o be specific here,) Reverberations of the war,

But it reminds me of the first time [ heard my mother and step-father fighting. Those
images are burned in hard-and ean-t-be-forgetten / can s Jorget them. I was in bed and suddenly
they were yelling as cach other Just outside my door by-the-bathreem. He threw his electric razor
on the floor and it smashed into pieces. I can still see the light from the hallway coming in under
the door. I was terrified, frozen, and knew that a pool of blood would come seeping under f/e
door and into my room. I thought one of them would be dead. (new paragraph)But no. he My
Jather stormed out. and | finally got the courage to open the door. and find / found my mother
crying in bed with a book in her hands, I can’t remember much of what she said, except she was
sorry I had to hear this. She was hurt and embarrassed and couldn’t comfort me much. [ went
back to bed sobbing myself. Nothing was said abour it in the morning.

This area was very Catholic by way of Italians and Irish. There was a newly built church
where my friends went, Corpus Christi. At that time I wanted to be Catholic, not Just to belong,
and hur for the melodiously authorative sound of Latin,. butt /r was the mystery of it all, My
friends had these medals of saints that were blessed. They wore them on their baseball caps -
“Dear St. Christopher protect us”. How could I compete against these guys without the power of
magic saints? Now, affer years of revelations of child abuse by priests in the Boston Arch Dieses,
I'm glad  wasn 't raised Carholic. Nobody was listening. Reverberations of the war. (This

doesn’t seem to fit here, y.
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The day of the killing my uncie dropped by and my mother sent him to find me in the
woods near the river. On his way, a German Sheppard bit him badly he-was-hard-bitten-in on his
leg bH_Geﬁﬁaﬂ_Shepﬁd-ﬂﬁfﬂed,—%F The dog left us kids alone, but ir didn’t like men..-and
maybe Maybe, he sensed thar my uncle was once a solider, He (the dog?) My uncle never found
me that day,-beeause-the 7/¢ bite was so bad he had to go home. (New paragraph)l was in the
woods with a friend playing war, probably fighting the Japs. We were running around and got to
the water’s edge. and-there-T)iere on the other bank was the @ mother Mallard duck and her
babies. Fwas-challenged (My friends challenged me?) to see how close I could come to them /e
ducks with a rock. I picked one up and let fly. One-was-hitand / hi a chick and it went upside
down in the mud. The noise was terrible. Mother Maliard went berserk quacking and flying all
around and-the /e chick was crying and trying to up-right itself. We ran like hell. and when
When we got far enough away to feel save safe, we dropped to our knees and prayed not to get
caught. and We also prayed that the chick wouid be alright. We probably bargained for our souls
and promised to be good from then on, too. Reverberations of the war.

We lived there for two years and then we, too, were gone.
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HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN
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Summary: The submission is mostly autobiographical at around the time of sixth
grade. It is a mix of memories that came as a single 'event’ early one morning. I was
compelled to attempt to write in the voice that I heard.

Awing / f-s ?
Growing up in the fifties, what would a kid really know about WWIl/residing quietly

around ug? Not much. Nobody wanted to talk about it. At the movies and on televisi@
watched how our guys won the war. They had been home for a while, but not saying much about
it. In my uncle’s top dresser draw j Ifound blac@u@nte photos of him and his war budd@
and some buliets. He wouldn’t say much; untB.a long time lat 5 did speak of how they set up
camp his first night just off the Normandy beachf{)\d how he was tripping over things in the
v y7a‘-(/(?"b
dark. The next momning he saw what they were — dead Germans. But that was nothing, he said, as

z

passing dead GI's when they moved out the next day. The war left reverberations and they could
be felt, if not understood. But America was settling in. We were the winners.

Walking around in those dayffy)u would think it was an alright neighborhood,
Auburndale, a section of Newton, a suburb of Boston. Moving there from a basement apartment
with painted concrete walls to the upstairs of a tw@mily, it seemed we had arrived. We came
from Brookli ; ich was concre@rd. Out heré there was space, sky, trees, digf and water

/ / ﬁ I /l{ Bsb?

from an inlet of the Charles River. People fished there, but caught mostly sunfish. They were
greedy and stupid and thrown on the banks to flop, di ;_ d stink in the summer sun. At the end
of my street, just before the river, was the woods. It was down there that the killing happened.

Jonny D lived in a small house with his mother and aunt. He was told his father worked

for the railroad and was killed on the job. Jonny didn’t have much of a memory of his father, but
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@s made to feel proud of hEn] He had a paper route{( /a}i was the first person to come to our door
.

and welcome me to the neighborhood. When I was at his house, his mother and aunt always

rAvVous -
seemed stressed about something. Jonny seemed worried and sad a lot of the time and not just

because he got !1is hair cut at hom?ﬂch looked it. He was the man of the house. Maybe he was
sent to our doc;i:;f\;e might be added to his route.

Across the street, in what seemed a large house, lived Peter W, an only child. He had a lot
of neat Nazi things from the war. You could buy that stuff from army surplus stores around
Boston. Peter got twisteﬁ‘?amehow. When my little brother was in his playp@;t on the upper
porch, Peter would taunt l;im from the street. My brother didn’t understand what he was doing.
We were allowed to have a dog in our rental. There were times she would come home shaking,
once with saw dust on her. Peter’s father had a woodworking shop in their basement. I asked him
if he took our dog into his hou x d he got angry. My mother caught on and realized Peter
Qg/good influence on me”, and stopped me from playing with him. I was hurt and angry,
but she was right. Whatever screwed him up probably has had him locked away somewhere by

now. Reverbgrati e war,

Our str\get intersected with an inclined street that ended on Commonwealth Avenue.

2

1 o
There were a few shops across@.l one was a meat shop. Sometimes my mother would send me

wasn’t

down to get something for dirfh The only person I ever saw in the place was the butcher who
owned the shop. 1'd tell him what wh;s%ante@d he would always try to get me to buy
something else, like a candy bar. At some poin@old my mother about this. She said she felt
sorry for him and that he was trying to make a livin@d it was hard for him because a new

supermarket opened a few blocks down the street. He was gone before we moved away.
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There was a kid in my class whose father worked the merry-go-round at Norumbega Park
at the end of Comm. Ave. The park was built to attract people from Boston in the late nineteenth
century. They would get there by trolley cars running down the middle of the street built by land
developers. It worked; there were many nice homes built along Comm. Ave, but the trolleys

were long gon{b}écause people were now driving cars. The park had carnival L}E_Qg rides, paddle
boats for the river, popco cotton candy. In the penny arcade was a creepy gypsy woman
Q)MMA automaton that would tell your fortune in an unnerving voice after you put a coin in. This was a
popular place, but | £ gone, replaced by a chain hotel! I thought my friend’s father had a
prestigious job running the merry-go-round. I thought again about that after going to their
apartment for the first time. It was a warm daé?d his father was shaving in one of those under—=
——shirts with straps so his upper body hair showed. My friend’s mother was distraught. She kept at
him while he was shaving, “Ralph, Ralph”. Ralph this and Ralph that. Her voice was breaking.
ﬁ” [f) 3 He looked at me from the mirror a couple of times, expressionless. I think it was about money.
My friend looked uncomfortable. It worried me and I never went back there again. I think I know
what would have happened if I hadn’t been there. Reverberations of the war. — <&/ ‘} hec

- ﬂ/ﬂ/‘lfb ‘fAt{j

But it reminds me of the first time I heard my mother and step-father fighting. Those ¢ mﬂ

Ve
images are burned in hard and can’t be forgotten. I was in d suddenly they were yelling Rz Mj %4

just outside my door by the bathroom. He threw his electric razor on the ﬂo(@d it smashed

{T Jl/ ‘/r

into pieces. | can still see the light from the hallway coming in under the door. I was terrified,
frozen, and knew that a pool of blood would come seeping under into my room. i thought one of
them would be dead. But he stormed o@d I finally got the courage to open the door and find

my mother crying in bed with a book in her hands. I can’t remember much of what she said,
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except she was sorry | had to hear this. She was hurt and embarrassed and couldn’t comfort me
much. I went back to bed sobbing myself. Nothing was said in the morning.
This area was very Catholic by way of Italians and Irish. There was a new@t church
where my friends went, Corpus Christi. At that tim)ﬁ wanted to be Catholic, not just to belong
and for the melodiously authorative sound of Latin, but it was the mystery of it all. My friends
had these medals of saints that were blessed. They wore them on their baseball caps -*Dear St.
- l,-\l/\\/ L\/I Christo,]pcr protect us”. How could I compete against these guys without the power ot: magic M(o WY
saints? Now, after years of revelations of child abuse by priests in the Boston &ﬁﬁ,?’m v
glad I wasn’t raised Catholic. Nobody was listening. Reverberations of the war.

e e ——————

The day of the killing my uncle dropped byand my mother sent him to find me in the

slogboevod
b ) {,( woods near the river. On his way, he was hagd bitten in his leg by a German Shepard named,~*-
1
Tasker. The dog left us kids alone, but didn’t like men, and maybe he sensed my uncle was once

a foliildi\r.t I:; never found me that day, because the bite was so bad he had to go homja; was in
the woods with a friend playing war, probably fighting the Japs. We were gunning around and
V( LLG got to the water’s edge and there on the other bank was the mother ﬁu&cl:r babies. I was
e challenged to see how close I could come to them with a rock. I picked one up and let fly. One
was hit and went upside down in the mud. The noise was terrible. Mother Mallard went berse
quacking and flying all around“apd the chick was crying and trying to up-right itself, We ran like
nd when we got far eanq away to feeé%\}% opped to our knees and prayed not to get

caught and that the chick would be alright. We probably bargained for our souls and promised to

be good from then on, too. Reverberations of the war.

£ YEE T

We lived there for two yea@nd thel} w@o@vere gone.,
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Summary: The submission is mostly autobiographical at around the time of sixth
grade. It is a mix of memories that came as a single 'event’ early one morning. I was
compelled to attempt to write in the voice that I heard.
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Growing up in the fifties, what would a kid really know about WWII residing quietly
around us? Not much. Nobody wanted to talk about it. At the movies and on television we
watched how our guys won the war. They had been home for a while, but not saying much about ﬁ)vj

o

it. In my uncle’s top dresser drawer I found black and white photos of him and his war buddies

M aﬂd some bullets. He wouldn’t say much; until a long time later he did speak of how they set up

)%,;/\J} camp his first night just off the Normandy beaches and how he was tripping over things in the

;

" dark. The next morning he saw what they were — dead Germans. But that was nothing, he said, as

\-)" P _H_S._l_l_l_g dead GI's when they moved out the next day. The war left reverberations and they could a
be feit, if not understood. But America was settling in. We were the winners. 4o ‘-/’“J\
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Walking around in those days you would think it was an i ght) neighborhood,
R . .
{Auburndale, a secti ton, a suburb of Bosto ving there from a basement apartment ~ 5”“& -
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with painted concrete walls;to the upstairs of a two fam1ly, it seemed we had arrived. We-eame™
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of my street, just before the river, was the woods. It was down there that the killing happened.

X,

Jonny D lived in a small house with his mother and aunt. He was told his father worked

for the railroad and was killed on the job. Jonny didn’t have much of a memory of his father, but
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was made to feel proud of him. He had a paper route and was the first person to come to our door
szJ rwva/(—{ LJJ u‘s-fb lvn. mﬂlé..

and welcome me to the neighborhoor% When I was at his house, his mother and aunt always

S

eemed stressed about something. Jonny seemed worried and sad a lot of the time and not just

w8 =

because he got his hair cut at home which looked it. He was the man of the house. Maybe-he-wids™

-
: i b b addad ol = (o re 2V
proes
* +'% Across the street, in what seemed a large house, lived Peter W, an only child. He had a lot 7:?,}\“
PR we
JF/) of neat Nazi things from the war. You could buy that stuff from army surplus stores around T

p—

C}‘{'é:!" Boston. Peter got twisted somehow. When my little brother was in his playpen out on the upper

4% 6
porch, Peter would taunt him from the street. My-bretherdidm’tunderstand-what he wasdoing~ sV ® %

We were allowed to have a dog in our rental. There were times she would come home shaking,
7 | b
~ +.- | once wim@ on her. Peter’s father had a woodworking shop in their basement. I asked him

vh-
0_(& if he took our dog into his house and he got angry. My mother caught on and realized Peter

L~
wasn’t} “a good influence on me”, and stopped me from playing with him. I was hurt and angry,

but she was right. Whatever screwed him up probably has had him locked away somewhere by

& 7 now. Reverberations of the war.

Our street intersected with an inclined street that ended on Commonwealth Avenue,

/( : %IV There were a few shops across,and enc-was-e-meat-shop: gometimes my mother would send me
s Ao raat atop YV

downyto get something for dirﬁér. The only person I ever saw in the place was the butcher who

WAy
owned the shop, Fe-tett-hirmwhat was wanted and-hé'would always try to get me to buy 5
=49 .\fé ) m—yp ﬁ 1
something glse, like a candy bar. At—somcpoi-nt-i-mld@y mother about-this—She said she felt > (\J oS
v
oA,
sorry for him and that he was trying to make a living and it was hard for him because a new d

supermarket opened a few blocks down the street. He was gone before we moved away.
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There was a kid in my class whose father worked the merry-go-round at Norumbega Park

at the end of Comm. Ave. The park was built to attract people from Boston in the late nineteenth (WE

N

T 13

century. They would get there by trolley cars running down the middle of the street built by land
developers. It worked; there were many nice homes built along Comm. Ave, but the trolleys
were long gone because people were now driving cars. The park had camival type rides, paddle
boats for the river, popcorn and cotton candy. In the penny arcade was a creepy gypsy woman
automaton that would tell your fortune in an unnerving voice after you put a coin in. This was a
popular place, but it too is gone, replaced by a chain hotelﬁ/mought my friend’s father had a
prestigious job running the merry-go-round. I thought again about that after going to their
apartment for the first time. It was a warm day and his father was shaving in one of those under

shirts with straps so his upper body hair showed. My friend’s mother was distraught. She kept at

¥ Wb
TR

-

f-

him while he was shaving, “Ralph, Ralph™. Ralph this and Ralph that. Her voice was breaking. C ‘?‘_} ‘

He looked at me from the mirror a couple of times, expressionless. I think it was about money.

My friend looked uncomfortable. It worried me and I never went back there again. I think I know

=
what would have happened if I hadn’t been there. Reverberations of the war. %

,.) k‘ \__,)y But it reminds me of the first time I heard my mother and step-father fighting. Those

_‘{ ,}‘iﬁ images are burned in hard and can’t be forgotten. I was in bed and suddenly they were yelling

y)e(?-

},)4 into pieces. I can still see the light from the hallway coming in under the door. I was terrified,
Yo

oy

" Ra frozen, and knew that a pool of blood would come seeping under into my room. I thought one of

just outside my door by the bathroom. He threw his electric razor on the ﬂooa and it smashed

vy them would be dead. But he stormed ouband I finally got the courage to open the door and find

my mother crying in bed with a book in her hands. I can’t remember much of what she said,
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except she was sorry I had to hear this. She was hurt and embarrassed and couldn’t comfort me
much. I went back to bed sobbing myself. Nothing was said in the morning.

This area was very Catholic by way of Italians and Irish. There was a newly built churct} A ) /‘{' e
where my friends went, Corpus Christi. At that time I wanted to be Catholicm | Q‘*"'L‘:L_~7
and for the melodiously authorative sound of Latin, but it was the mystery of it all. My friends
had these medals of saints that were blessed. They wore them on their baseball caps -“Dear St.

Christopher protect us”. How could I compete against these guys without the power of magic

| v

saints? Now, after years of revelations of child abuse by priests in the Boston{2
glad I wasn’t raised Catholic. Nobody was listening. Reverberations of the war. 44
3) 2%@(’ ({ The day of the killing my uncle dropped by and my mother sent him to find me in the

v

V;,w ?f‘ “Aoods near the river. On his way, he was hard bitten in his leg by a German Shepard named[/
P

S

Tasker, The dog left us kids alone, but didn’t like men, and maybe he sensed my uncle was once
ngjj(y [ﬁ
J

r&i‘w the woods with a friend playing war, probably fighting the Japs. We were running around and

solﬁger. He never found me that day, because the bite was so bad he had to go home. I was in

LY

got to the water’s edge and there on the other bank was the mother and her babies. I was
challenged to see how close I could come to them with a rock. I picked one up and let fly. One
was hit and went upside down in the mud. The noise was terrible. Mother Mallard went berserk
quacking and flying all around and the chick was crying and trying to gpz-ight itself. We ran like
hell and when we got far enough away to feel saye/dropped to our knees and prayed not to get
caught and that the chick would be a.l%gﬁlt We probably bargained for our souls and promised to

7_3' ,{\be good from then on, too. 'ljgy_erberatiogghof the war. H 4

+
"»?(k — We lived there for two years and then we too were gone.
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Summary: The submission is mostly autobiographical at around the time of sixth
grade. It is a mix of memories that came as a single 'event’ early one morning. I was
compelled to attempt to write in the voice that I heard.

Growing up in the fifties, what would a kid really know about WW!II residing quietly
around us? Not much. Nobody wanted to talk about it. At the movies and on television, we
watched how our guys won the war. They had been home for a while, but #etsasise-didn’t talk
much about it.

In my uncle’s top dresser drawer. | found black and white photos of him and his war
speak-o-how they set up camp his first night just off the Normandy beaches}nnd how he was

tripping over things in the dark._ ot realizing thev were dead soldiers until the next dav. [The next

morning he saw what they weredead soldierstermans, But that was nothing, he said, as

passing dead GI’s when they moved out the next day. The war lefl reverberations we could feel.

bul not vet understand, pad-they-eould be feli: - not understond-But America was settling in. We
_ N LEENZ AT IR

were the winners,

Walking around in those days you would think it was an alright neighborhood,
Auburndale, a section of Newton, a suburb of Boston. 3avingz-We moved there from a Brookline
basement apartment with painted concrete walls. to the brightly lit upstairs of a two family, it
seemed we had arrived. We eame-frem-Brookline which-was concrete hard. Out here there was

space, sky, trees, dirt and ',water from an inlet of the Charles River. People fished there, but

caught mostly sunfish. They were preedy and stupid and thrown on the banks to flop, die and
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Comment [PHS IS1]: Rather than tellf us this,
Show us the conversation with his uncle as a scene. |

 think that would be powerdul.
. Comment [PHS I52]: Use the langer em dash

" Comment [PHS 1S3]: I this was D-Day then

there would have been US soldiers dead on the
beach too and German soidlers badies as they
moved out.

| Comment [PHS IS4]: Passhe voice

Comment [PHS5 I1S5]: Where did his water
come from in Brookline?

Comment [PHS 1S6]: The fish were greedy?



HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN

stink in the summer sun. |At the end of my street, just before the river, was were the woods where

thg'killinmhappened. f-was-dews-therethet- the kitline-happened:

~— — SQahes”?

Jonny D in a small house with his mother and aunt. He was-teld-hllis father worked

for the railroad and \:r@n the job. Jonny didn’t have much of a memory of his father, but
was made to feel proud of him. He had a paper route and was the first person to come to our doot
and welcome me to the neighborhood. When I was at his house, his mother and aunt always
keemed stressed about something. Jonny seemed worried and sad a lot of the time and not just
because he got his hair cut at home which looked it. He was the man of the house, Maybe he was
sent to our door so we might be added to his route.

Across the street, in what-seemed-a large house, lised-an only child named Peter W lived,

ré-
si-aike-cited, He had a lot of neat Nazi things from the war. You could buy that stuff from army

surplus stores around Boston. Peter got twisted somehow!, When my little brother was in his

playpen out on the upper porch, Peter would taunt him from the street. My brother didn’t

understand what he was doing,
our 345

: . There were times skhewould come home

shaking. once with saw dust on her, Peter’s father had a woodworking shop in their basement. 1
asked him il he took our dog into his house and he got angry. My mother caught on and realized
Peter wasn't, *a good influence on me™, and stopped me from playing with him. | was hurt and
angry, but she was right. Whatever screwed him up probably has had him locked away

somewhere by now. Reverberations of the war.

Lon (omm Aur
There were a few shops across and one was a meat shop. Sometimes my mother would send me

down 10 get something for dinner. The only person [ ever saw in the place was the butcher who
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HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN
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owned the shop. I’d tell him what w5 wanted. and he would always try to get me to buy
something clse, like a candy bar. At some point | told my mother about this. She said she felt
sorry for him and that he was trying to make a living and it was hard for him because a new
supermarket opened a few blocks down the street] He was pone before we moved away. Comment [PHS 1512]: Shaw us. Don't tell us.
There was a kid in my class whose father worked the merry-go-round at Norumbega Park
at the end of Comm. Ave. The park was built to attract people from Boston in the late nineteenth
century. They would get there by trolley cars running down the middle of the street-butt-by-land
developers, It worked; there were many nice homes built along Comm. Ave, but the trolleys
were long gone because people were now driving cars. The park had camival l*grides, paddle
boats for the river, popcorn and cotton candy. In the penny arcade was a creepy gypsy woman
automaton that would tell your fortune in an unnerving voice after you put a coin in. This was a
‘ popular place, but it too is gone, replaced by a chain hotel.
1 thought my friend’s father had a prestigious job running the merry-go-round. | thought
again about that after going to their apartment for the first time. It was a warm day and his father
was shaving in one of those under shirts with straps so his upper body hair showed. My [riend’s
q/mraughl, She kept at him while he was shaving, “Ralph, Ralph.™ Ralph this and
J‘\‘a ' Ralph that. Her voice was breaking, He tooked at me from the mirror a couple of times,

expressionless. | think it was about money. My friend looked uncomfortabie. It worried me. and

I never went back there again. Ik 1 know what would have happened if I hadn’t been there.

Reverberations of the warn. Comment [PHS 1513]: Show us the seane, Too
much telling. What would have heppened? He
. ; . . would had hit his wife?
But it reminds me of the first time | heard my mother and step-father [fighting. Those =
Comment [PHS I514]: One word

images are burned in hard and can’t be forgotien. [ was in bed and sulygn]y they were yelling | ame—__| Comment [PHS 1515]: About what?

jﬁf outside my door by the bathroom. He threw his electric razor on the floor and it smashed
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HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN

into pieces. 1 can still see the light from the hallway coming in under the door. I was terrified,
frozen, and knew that a pool of blood would come seeping under into my room. I thought one of
them would be dead. But he stormed out. and | finally got the courage to open the door and find
my mother crying in bed with a book in her hands. I can’t remember much of what she said,
except she was sorry I had to hear this. She was hurt and embarrassed and couidn’t comfort me

much. [ went back to bed sobbing myself. Nothing was said in the morning. | Comment [PHS 1S16]: Make this whaie thing 3
scene, By just telling us what happened rather than

. a . . . letting the reader experience i with your main
This area was very Catholic by way of Italians and Irish. There was a newly built church character, you are not creating an emationsl

response from the reader.

and for the melodiously suthorativesuihoritative sound of Latin, but it was the mystery of it all. T
; s e ok celigion was,
My friends had these medals of saints that were blessed. They wore them on their baseball caps. h¢,7, ﬂ mu{?
~*Dear St. Christopher protect us*”. How could 1 compete against these guys without the power of
magic saints? Now, after years of revelations of child abuse by priests in the Boston
ArchdioceseAseh-tieses, I'm glad 1 wasn’t raised Catholic. Nobody was listening.
Reverberations of the war. Comment {PHS IS17]: WWIl caused the child
abuse in the Cathollc church?

The day of the killing my uncle dropped by. and my mother sent him to find me in the
woods-peas the-siver, On his way, he was higd'bitten in his leg by a German Shepherd Shepasd
named, Tasker. The dog lefi us kids alone, but didn’t like men, and maybe he sensed my uncle
was once a sshidersoldier. He never found me that day, because the bite was so bad he had to go
home.

o\,;\(\"’Y

1 was in the woods with afstend playing war, probably fighting the Japs. We were

running around and got 1o the water’s edge. and there on the other bank was athe mother duck

and her babies. as-Johnny challenged me 1o see how close I could come to hitting them with a

rock. | picked one up and let it fly. One baby was hit and wept-fe!l upside down in the mud. The
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noise was terrible. Mother Mallard went berserk quacking and flying all around and the chick
was crying and trying to up-right itself. We ran like hell. ard-wWhen we got far enough away to
feel safe suwe we dropped to our knees and prayed not to get caught and that the chick would be
alright. We probably bargained for our souls and promised to be good from then on, too.
Reverberations of the war.

We lived there for two years and then we loo were gone.

NOTI: Who vot Killed in the woods? Was is the duch? This is more of an outline than a story. = Formatted: Indent: First line: 0"

There's a kot of information here that I°m _not sure is pertinent to vour story, bul | don’t know

what vour story is about vet. Right now it seems like a bunch of charaeter sketches, The title is

—

I'he Killing so {focus on the areas that are important to that and cut the rest.” 44 a SQave | L

Sof QnoYner 90(“3.
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HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAHN
\
G)Pe(,'fs bF Luﬁ Ll"”"o ﬂju l'lj
R4y

S ity bl
Summary: The submission is mostly autobiographical at-arownd-the timeof-sieth ez -3d 7 :

grade. It is a mix of memories that came as a single ‘event’ early one morning_around sixth —
grade. I was compelled to attempt to write in the voice that I heard, Comment [51): Memalr/essay as opposed to
short story?
Growing up in the fifties, what would a kid really know about WWII residing quietly
around us? Not much. Mebedywantedia-talk-about-+-At the movies and on television, we
watched how our guys won the war, They had been home for a while, but not saying much about  Formatted: Highlight

it. 1 don’t know if that's because they didn’t want to, or because no one wanted to hear about it. = s

T"Mj.u lv;a'.f'.‘;mﬂ 3t
AhMihs déoﬂt.t‘g.}:
In my uncle’s top dresser drawer, 1'd found black and white photos of him and his war Comment [s2]: Watch your tenses
buddies. and some bullets. He wouldn’t say much; until-a long time later, he did speak of how Formatted: Hightight
they set up camp his first night just off the Normandy beaches, and how he-was-trippinghe’d
tripped over things in the dark. The next morming he saw what they were — dead Germans. But
that was nothing, he said, as-compared to passing dead GI’s when they moved out the next day,
The war left reverberations. and they could be felt, if not understood. But America was
settling in. We were the winners.

Walking-Wandering around in those days, you would think it was an alright

neighborhood . Auburndale, asection-ef MNevwian: a suburb of Boston— with space, skv, trees, Comment [53]: Don't need so many details

dirt and water from an inlet of the Charles River. Moving there from a basement apartment in

_ _ was : wd
Brookline, where everything snmd.:.u.-bm-\;m:vrconcrele.\(-‘wiah p'iimted concrete wallsto the

upstairs of a two family, it seemed we had arrived. We-came from Brooklipewhich-was-concrete

hard —Out-herethere wasspace shy—trees—din-and-water from-an-inlet-ofthe-CharlesRiver
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People fished therein the Charles River, but-eaughicatching mostly sunfish\Fhey-swere

greedy-and-stupid Jhe fishermen and-throws-on tossed the fish on the banks to flop, die and stink

in the summer sun.

At the end of my street, just before the river, was the woods.

It was down there that the killing happened.

Jonny D lived in a small house with his mother and aunt. He was told his father worked
for the railroad, and was killed on the job. Jonny didn’t have much of’ a memory of his father, but
was made to feel proud of him. He had a paper route and was the first person to come to our door
and welcome me to the neighborhood. When 1 was at his house, his mother and aunt always
seemed stressed about something, Jonny seemed-worried, too, and sad a lot of the time, and not
just because he got his hair cut at home, which looked it. He was the man of the house. Maybe he
was sent to our door so we might be added to his route.

Across the street, in what seemed a large house, lived Peter W, an only child. He had a lot
of neat Nazi things from the war. You could buy that stuff from army surplus stores around
Boston. Peter got twisted somehow. When my little brother was in his playpen out on the upper
porch, Peter would taunt him from the street. My brother didn’t understand what he was doing.
We were allowed to have a dog in our rental. There were times she would come home shaking,
once with saw dust on her. Peter’s father had a woodworking shop in their basement. | asked him
if he took our dog into his house and he got angry. My mother caught on and realized Peter
wasn't, “a good influence on me”, and stopped me from playing with him. | was hurt and angry,
but she was right. Whatever screwed him up probably has had him locked away somewhere by

now. Reverberations of the war.
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HISTORICAL FICTION SHORT STORY: THE KILLING BY ROBERT KAIN

Our street intersected with-an-inelined-street-that-ended-enwasn’t far from
Commonwealth Avenue. There were a few shops across and one was a meat shop. Sometimes
my mother would send me down to get something for dinner. The only person [ ever saw in the
place was the butcher who owned the shop. I’d tell him what was-wantedwe wanted, and he
would always try to get me to buy something else, like a candy bar. At some point, | told my
mother about this. She said she felt sorry for him and that he was trying to make a living and it
was hard for hirn because a new supermarket opened a few blocks down the street. He was gone
before we moved away.

There was a kid in my class whose father worked the merry-go-round at Norumbega Park
at the end of Comim. Ave. The park was built to attract people from Boston in the late nineteenth
century. -Hrew woind- seldbere bcdeodle v cmsmiine-des t headhes e street- bbb i

developers, [nitially, people arrived by trolley cars and were enticed to live therel-worked; there

were-many nice homes were built alopg Comm. Ave-. Now, thoush but the trolleys were long
gone because people werenow-deivinehad cars now. The park had earival-carnival-type rides,
paddle boats for the river, popcorn and cotton candy. In the penny arcade was a creepy gypsy
woman automaton that would tell your fortune in an unnerving voice afler you put a coin in. This
was a popular place, but it too is gone, replaced by a chain hotel. | thought my friend’s father had
a prestigious job running the merry-go-round. [ thought again about that after geingtovisiting
their apartment for the first time. It was a warm day and his father was shaving in one of those
under shirts with straps so his upper body hair showed. My friend’s mother was distraught. She
kept at him while he was shaving, “Ralph, Ralph”. Ralph this and Ralph that. Her voice was

breaking. He looked at me from the mirror a couple of times, expressionless. [ think it was about
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money. My friend looked uncomfortable. It worried me, and I never went back there again. [
think I know what would-heve’ve happened if | hadn’t been there. Reverberations of the war.

But it reminds me of the first time I heard my mother and step-father fighting. Those
images are burned in hard and can’t be forgotten. | was in bed and suddenly they were yelling
just outside my door by the bathroom. He-My father threw his electric razor on the floor; | heard
it-aad-itsemashedsmash into pieces, [ can still see the light from the hallway coming in under the
door. | was terrified, frozen, and knew that a pool of blood would come seeping under into my
room. | thought one of them would be dead. But he stormed out and [ finally got the courage to
open the door. | found-and find my mother crying in bed with a book in her hands. I can’t
remember much of what she said, except she was sorry I had to hear this. She was hurt and
embarrassed and couldn’t comfort me much, | went back to bed sobbing myself. Nothing was
said in the morning.

This area was very Catholic by way of ltalians and Irish. There was a newly built church
where my friends went—-Corpus Christi. At that time, | wanted to be Catholic, not just to
belong and to hearfor the melodiously autherativeauthorilative sound of Latin, but it was the
mystery of it all. My friends had these medals of saints that were blessed. They wore them on
their baseball caps; —*“Dear St. Christopher protect us”. How could | compete against these guys
without the power of magic saints? Now, after years of revelations of child abuse by priests in
the Boston Arch Dieses, I'm glad | wasn't raised Catholic. Nobody was listening. Reverberations
of the war.

The day of the killing. my uncle dropped by when | wasn’t home, and my mother sent

him to find me in the woods #ear the fiver. On his-the way, he was hard-bitten hard in his leg by
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a German Shepard named, Tasker. The dog left us kids alone, but didn’t like men,-ard; maybe

heTasker- sensed my uncle was once a solider, He

My uncle never found me that day, because the bite was so bad he had to go home. i was
in the woods with a friend playing war, probably fighting the Japs. We were running around and

zethad potten to the water’s edge. and there on the other bank was the mother and her babies. [ ‘Comment [518]: Had they been kilied?  think
you mean the dudks but you don't say that so it

A A seems [ik ’re talking about e who
was challenged to see how close [ could come to them with a rock. [ picked one up and let fly. =ty ::::.rfke,p ::idiﬂﬁ- SRt ek

One was hit and went upside down in the mud. The noise was terrible. Mother Mallard went

berserk, quacking and flying all around; -ar-the chick was crying and trying to up-right itself.

We ran like hell and when we got far enough away to feel save dropped to our knees and prayed

not to get caught and that the chick would be alright. We probably bargained for our souls and

promised to be good from then on, too. Reverberations of the war. Comment {$19]: | don’t understand this.

We lived there for two years and then we too were gone. Comment [520): This story is called The Killing,
but there's nothing written at all about It.

Page 5 of 5



