MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

Ed

Summary: A sensitive, observant, feisty little girl growing up in a kooky Canadian
boarding house in the 1960s is told she has everything a child should ever want, but feels
something is missing. She must sort through her family’s strangeness to find happiness and
figure out if the thoughts inside her head are trustworthy.

PART ONE: 1963-1966, Ages 5to 8

OUR HOUSE _ I/Vh VL AV vy !

Mother liked us to take our shoes and boots off in the small room by the baclﬁoor we A ¢ ‘s fﬂu{/

bt A Sclre
called the porch. She liked her floors kept clean. Y ;uvm.,}

V‘l ll“\-. ) ) . i ” ul“‘j LS
C@h \/ In the wmtertlm@r German shepherd, Lassie, slept in the porch. The rest of the year

the dog stayed chained outside, sleeping in the doghouse Father had built. He’d painted it white
with yellow trim to match our house. Yellow being my mother’s favourite colour, the colour in

our kitchen. e 'ﬂf-s, "{qﬂ 1‘0“,__“7

Mother put one of her worn, tattered hooked mats inside for the dog to sleep on. She
f‘
by

Cgh liked to hook mats. They were in every room. 7

—
\/ We didn’t have running water. Marjorie and Mother carried buckets of water from tﬂ "'{';;fl{
g

well. They washed the dishes in the pantry.

In our dining room sat a large oval wooden table with a sturdy centre post and a dozen

mismatched chairs-\i;hlch Father called antiques, which meant they were really old, older than

(ot don

my parents. Mother kept the table covered with a colourfi A wered vinyl cloth hanging almos

Ao w-l‘-
Srtre

to the floor, making a special place underneath, like a cave or a tent, where I liked to hide and
listen to the adults when they didn’t know I was there.
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

.\m’? In the comer of our dining room, by the door to our cellar, sat a large piece of dark
4 4 furniture Mother called a buffet. Mother didn’t allow us to touch the good silver or the lace
tablecloths, or the bills and other important papers she kept in the drawers.

A metal cot along the opposite wall was where we sat to watch television. We were
lucky; Mother said not everyone in our neighbourhood owned a TV, and that when [ was a baby,
Father was the first one on our road to buy one. She spoke of how the neighbours gathered at our
house on weekends. lq//v{ 7

Mother kept the good room—where we were to do nothing but sit—neat and tidy, for
when company came, but visitors seldom dropped by. /

The front entrance was a strange shape. One of the said it was like a half of a
hexagon. I didn’t know what that meant. Mother called the room a dingle-hole.

I asked why it had such a funny name, /

“I don’t know. That’s what the man who owned the house before us called it.” é{ ,(a [ CU ue

She continued to call it by the same name, even though she was unable to tell me what
the word meant. Mothel;) didn’t care about those kind%f things, but I did.

¢

I liked the 1{?)0"11[; I played there in spring and summer, when the aftemoon sun came
through the windows, filling the room with warmth and light. Mother kept geraniums on end
tables by the windows. I didn’t like their smell. In the winter, she kept the door closed because
she said it was too drafty and wasted heat. Mother moved all her plants to the good room and
used the dingle-hole like a r ur leftovers Mother liked the room best in
wintertime. I didn’ W )’0“ ‘A bevivbpgunit.

We never used the front door. Mother said, “No person in their right mind comes to the

front of a house.” If anyone did, she rushed to the window in the dining room overlooking the
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

front door, pulled back the curtai@ld knocked rapidly on the windowpane. Mother banged loud
enough, I feared the glass might break. Then she waved her hand, motioning them to the back of
the house. Once she saw they understood, she let the curtain fall and went to the back door to
greet whoever it was with a smile, not letting on how upset she’d been with them for coming to
the wrong door in the first place.

Usually the only people who showed up unannounced were salesmen, carrying suitcases
filled with clothing or other items. Mother didn’t go out to shop often, other than buying
groceries. Mother and Marjorie would stop what they were doing, sit and sort through the
clothing looking for a good deal. Mother sometimes bought a new dress for herself, once in a
while, one for Marjorie, too.

The only time Marjorie got dressed up was on Sundays when we went to church and
Grandmother’s house.

Marjorie would sit in front of her dresser staring into the mirror, brushing her long dark
brown hair at least a hundred times. Mother complained Marjorie spent too much time getting
ready. Mother stood at the bottom of the stairs, yelled, “Get down here. Now! Or we'll leave
without you.” "

Mother dressed quickly, tugging and wiggling into her girdle. It didn’t take her long to
choose which dress to wear, or to brush her dark curly hair, which she kept permed because she
said it was easier to care for. She pinned her hat on her head and puckered her lips as she applied
red lipstick.

Father dressed in a baggy brown suit and waited in the car. He was so thin, Mother

complained his clothes never fit him right. He smoked cigarettes until he became impatient and

Page 3 of 7



MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

honked the horn. Mother would then run once more to the bottom of the stairs and yell, “Hurry
up!”

Marjorie raced down the stairs and out to the car, her Sunday hat in hand. She jumped in
the backseat, behind Father, pulled a compact from her purse and dabbed her face with powder,
applied lipstick, and pinned her hat on her head while Father drove.

Sundayt(&gg the only day of the week Mother and Marjorie wore lipstick and high
heels. Every Sunday morning, they practiced walking in their shoes, so they didn’t trip in public.
Father said, “Those goddamn shoes do nothing but ruin the floors.”

Behind them, they’d leave a trail of small rounded dents in the linoleum, like bird tracks
in snow. “No need of you two wearing such trash,” Father said. “You look like a pair of fools.”

I studied how they walked, wishing I could wear high heels, too. All the women in the
Simpson Sears and Eaton’s catalogues wore heels. | wondered if anyone yelled at them for

ruining floors.

TLw-—d k—o\rk v
L wnsTs,

EARLY CONFUSION

When the Avon Lady first came to our hous@r hair was brow@len black, iater red,
and finally, blonde. I couldn’t understand how this happened and asked my mother to explain.

f-owht

That’s when she told me about dye. 1 immediately wanted this magic solution and asked
my mother to buy me some. She turned and gave me a hard stare, her lips pressed tight. I tensed.
*“Only bad women,” she spat, “dye their hair.”

I was confused as to why my mother sat chatting with a bad woman. Why she smiied and

laughed, like everything was okay. I was even more confused after the Avon Lady left, and
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

Mother’s smile disappeared, her voice loud and mean, “A woman’s place is in her home, with
her family, taking care of her children, not traipsing all over the neighbourhood.”

But when the Avon Lady needed someone to care for her little girl while she worked,
Mother smiled and seemed excited to welcome the child into our home.

The thre@ua@d was tiny, with the lightest blonde hair I’d ever seen. She napped on the
cot in our kitchen, sucking her thumb, while her other hand slipped inside her panties. When
Mother saw this she rushed across the room screeching, “Dirty girl. Dirty. Dirty, dirty girl.”

Mother grabbed her hand, yanked it out, and slapped it hard. “You're going to grow up to
be just like your mother.”

And I wondered if I'd someday be like my mother, too.

Wellington Demone was a fat man in his sixties that paid money to live with us. He sat
on a chair in our kitchen, watching my mother bake and prepare meals. Often Mother grumbled
under her breath, “Too much time on his hands. Must be nice to sit around all day with nothing
to do. 0/;5 'hmfbﬂj

“Go on. Go. Sit on his lap.” Mother would motion to my younger sister and me. *He’ll
buy you sometlfl;ng when the Avon Lady comes.”

Cl:’a\ilené and I did as we were told, but I didn’t think it fair that Marjorie got to pick
something out of the Avon Lady’s wonderful book of pictures, even though she hadn’t sat on his
tap. s Torbis

I didn’t like his stubbly face, or the way his hand touched my bare legs, or his hot breath.

1 especially didn’t like his belly jiggling against me when he laughed.
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

But my mother didn’t want to know why I didn’t like him. She turned her back and said,
“You're foolish to complain about someone who’s being so nice.”
So, I sat on his lap to get the trinkets | wanted.
Demone dropped bits of balled-up paper on the floor when he saw Marjorie approach.
“Look at this mess@gbent over to pick it up. Demone reached forward and rubbed the
back of her leg. She straightened, spun, and faced him. “Not in front of everyone.” Then in a
loud voice said, “Stop. Touching. Me.”
“What are you talking about?” He chuckled, “I didn’t do anything.”
“I"'m sick of your shit.” Marjorie marched into the pantry, dipped a pot of water from the
bucket we kept on the counter, and stomped back to the kitchen where Demone sat. She threw j 0 QV/
the water over him.
“Frig!” He jerked back in the chair, “Marjorie, what the hell?” Water ran down his face
and shirt and onto the floor,
“Hope that cools you off, you fat old bastard.”
Charlene and I ran back and forth in front of him, laughing as he wiped water from his
face. Mother stood at the other end of the kitchen with her arms folded. She ordered Marjorie tﬂ ;7 2
clean up the mess. o
My feet slipped on the wet linoleum; the back of my head slammed against the solid oak
door.
I cowered on the floor, screaming.
Mother rushed to scoop me up. “Barbara Ann. Barbara Ann, stop screaming.”

But [ didn’t stop.
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

Mother turned and yelled at Marjorie. “This is because of your foolishness.”

aced the floor with me in her arms, rubbing the back of my head. “It’s all right. It’s

all right. Stop crying.”

Marjorie stayed off to the side, silent.

Mother picked up the phone and dialed the doctor. A song went through my head. ..

And the Doctor said,

“No more monkeys jumping...

Then she called my Father.

...One fell off and hit his head.

My father rushed home and off to the hospital we went. My mother sat in the front seat,
holding me on her lap, cursing Marjorie, while my father cursed his lost time from work.

The rest became a blur of white sheets, strange smells, cold machines, nurses’ and
doctors’ hand the word\c\oncussio:. jI had no idea what it all meant, but it seemed important.

At hofne, Mother sent Demone packing. i

Marjorie tiptoed around Mother for weeks to make up for her terrible deed. :Fhe Avon

Lady stopped coming, and from then on, whenever I didn’t do as my mother wanted me to do,

she blamed it on that bump to my head.
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

Summary: A sensitive, observani, feisty little girl growing up in a kooky Canadian
boarding house in the 1960s is told she has everything a child should ever want, but feels
something is missing. She must sort through her family’s strangeness to find happiness and
figure out if the thoughts inside her head are trustworthy.

PART ONE: 1963-1966, Ages5to 8

OUR HOUSE
VA ot o
Mother liketlusto'take our shoes nné-bao!z?:)ﬁ' in the small room by the backdoor we p a\f"‘ Iy /.

oy T e,
w1 called tl'ligg_rgh. She liked her floors kept clean. Q’Warﬂa_ s ieded A W ¥ 'ﬂd
#\o_/u.
M@« In the wintertime our German shepherd, Lassie, slept Mh. The rest of the year

“f_’)/"t/};e dog stayed chained outside, sleeping in the doghouse Father had built. He’d painted it white

with yellow trim to match our house i ﬁ1y mother’s favourite colo i
- —
, our kitchen_ 24~ a“j‘p‘“" e l"/é_—h

—
Mother put one of her worn, tattered hooked mats inside for the dog to sleep on. She 41 “fj e
f

2

liked to hook mats. They were in every room. 5
We didn’t have running water. Marjorie and Mother carried buckets of water from the
well-They washed the dishes in the pantry.
ot In our dining room sat a ]ar;ge oval wooden table with a sturdy centre post and a dozen
P s from
mismatched chaxrfgw[nﬁ Father ca]]eq._anthues, which meant they were really old, older than

my parents. Mother kept the table covered with a colourful flowered vinyl cloth hanging almost

b S
to the floor, making a special place undemealh,ﬁke‘mm.lem,}\/where 1liked to hide and
listen to the adults whea they-didn’t know | was there—""
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In the corner of our dining room, by the door to our cellar, sat a large piece of dark
furniture Mother called a buffet. Mother didn’t allow us to touch the good silver or the lace

tablecloths, or the bills and other important papers she kept in the drawers.

e oy
.-""_'_n_\_'—‘———\_\_ S— e P &=
e <s A'metal cot along the opposite wall was-ahebe g_}: sat to watch tele\nsm;l. Wrwﬁ"e//
¢ ~hueiey; Mother said not everyone in our neighbourhood owned a TV, and that when I was a baby,

Father was the first one on our road to buy one. She spoke of how the neighbours gathered at our

a7
house on weekends. Do '{4"/& o

Mother kept the good room—where we were to do nothing but sit—neat and tidy, for

7
/ 1
when company came, but visitors seldom dropped by. A \»P"’b ~

The front entrance was a strange shape. One of the boarders said it was like a half of a

hexagon.\I didn’t know what that meant. Mother called the room a dingle-hole.

I asked why it had such a funny name.

“I don’t know. That’s what the man who owned the house before us called it.”

She continued to call it by the same name, even though she was unable to tell me what
the word meant. Mother didn’t care about those lcu@;af things, but I did.

I liked the room. I played there in spring and summer, when the afternoon sun came
through the windows, filling the room with warmth and light. Mother kept geraniums on end
tables by the windows. 1 didn’t like their smell. In the winter, she kept the door closed because
she said it was too drafty and wasted heat. Mother moved all her plants to the good room and

Gt [/ oests Lole
used the din ole like a refrigerator for our leftovers. Mother liked the room best in
wintertime. [ didn’t. Mother and I disagreed on a lot of things. 7
We never used the front door. Mother said, “No person in LDI:‘I% right mind comes to the

front of a house.” If anyone did, she rushed to the window in the dining room overlooking the
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

7 ;
hp—d ot ot
front door, pulled back the curtain and knocked rapidly on the windowpane -Notherbanged-loud=

5 them to the back of

the housegé)nce she saw they understood, she let the curtain fall and went to the back door to

greet whoever it was with a smile, not letting on how upset she’d been with them for coming to

the wrong door in the first place.

Usually the only people who showed up unannounced were salesmen, carrying suitcases
filled with clothing or other items. Mother didn’t go out to shop often, other than buying
groceries. Mother and Marjorie would stop what they were doing, sit and sort through the
clothing looking for a good deal. Mother sometimes bought a new dress for herself, once in a
while, one for Marjorie, too.

The only time Marjorie got dressed up was on Sundays when we went to church and

Gm?w_m; :
Marjorie would sit in front of her dresser staring into the mirror, brushing her long dark

brown hair at least a hundred times. Mother comp}ailn_t_:d Marjorie spent too much time getting
ready. Mother stggd at the bottom of the stairs, yt.::rlj‘.Iar;t,ﬂ'!l et down here. Now! Or we’ll leave
without you.” _

Mother dressed quickly, tuggiéﬁ;ﬁ wiggling into her girdle. It didn’t take her long to
choose which dress to wear, or to brusl;n her dark curly hair, which she kept permed because she
said it was easier to care for. She pinned her hat on her head and puckered her lips as she applied

- red lipstick.
UJ% > Father dressed in a baggy brown suit and waited in the car. He was so thin, Mother

I

-
»0 {’f(; g'“{:omp]ained his clothes never fit him right. He smoked cigarettes until he became impatient and
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honked the horn. Mother would then run once more to the bottom of the stairs and yell, “Hurry
up!”
Marjorie raced down the stairs and out to the car, her Sunday hat in hand. She jumped in
the backseat, behind Father, pulled a compact from her purse and dabbed her face with powder,
, applied lipstick, and pinned her hat on her head while Father drove.
Ob(/" Sundays were the only day of the week Mother and Marjorie wore lipstick and high

/' heels. Every Sunday morning, they practiced walking in their shoes, so they didn’t trip in public,

|
I'.

| (4.3 Father said, “Those goddamn shoes do nothing but ruin the floors.”
N (}7 ‘ Behind them, they’d leave a trail of small rounded dents in the linoleum, like bird tracks
in snow. “No need of you two wearing such trash,” Father said. “You look like a pair of fools.”
\ I studied how they walked, wishing I could wear high heels, too. All the women in the

Simpson Sears and Eaton’s catalogues wore heels. I wondered if anyone yelled at them for

\
v .~o\ ruining floors. ) 2 4id sba wear
V‘[‘)ﬁj%‘-;o, R T G .

e O

(?
EARLY CONFUSION e PLER

When the Avon Lady first came to our house her hair was brown, then black, later red,
O‘(’a \ (> and finally, blonde. I eeuldn’tunde i asked my mother to explain. r“‘"
w@e told me about dye. I immediately wanted this magic solution and asked
my mother to buy me some. She turned and gave me a hard stare, her lips pressed tight. I tensed.
“Only bad women,” she spat, “dye their hair.”
E I was confused as to why my mother sat chatting with a bad woman. Why she smiled and

laughed, like everything was okay. I was even more confused after the Avon Lady left, and
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Mother’s smile disappeared, her voice loud and mean, “A woman’s place is in her home, with
her family, taking care of her children, not traipsing all over the neighbourhood.”

But when the Avon Lady needed someone to care for her little girl while she worked,
Mother smiled and seemed excited to welcome the child into our home,

The ﬂu@y}ﬁf@ d was tiny, with the lightest blonde hair I'd ever seen. She napped on the
cot in our kitch::n, sucking her thumb, while her other hand slipped inside her panties. When
Mother saw this she rushed across the room screeching, “Dirty girl. Dirty. Dirty, dirty girl.”

Mother grabbed her hand, yanked it out, and slapped it hard. “You’re going to grow up to

be just like your mother.” 4

o -7

And I wondered if I'd someday be like my mother, too. Lo N
~ima lr8p Lt s o ~ F M

N-’J;ﬁ\ﬁb Wellington Demone was a fat man in his sixtie@’?aid money to live with us. He sat
67 on a chair in our kitchen, watching my mother bake and prepare meals. Often Mother grumbled
under her breath, “Too much time on his hands. Must be nice to sit around all day with nothing

to do.”

A
e “Go on. Go. Sit on his lap.” Mother would motion to my younger sister and me. “He’ll

¢
¢
“\r"( "?U-“: 4l Charlene and I did as we were told, but I didn’t think it fair that Marjorie got to pick
t' ) .

cr
\/\"’(k something out of the Avon Lady’s wonderful book of pictures, even though she hadn’t sat on his

lap. ?

I didn’t like his stubbly face, or the way his hand touched my bare legs, or his hot breath.

%buy you something when the Avon Lady comes.”

I especially didn’t like his belly jiggling against me when he laughed.
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But my mother didn’t want to know why I didn’t like him. She turned her back and said,
“You’re foolish to complain about someone who’s being so nice.”

So, I sat on his lap to get the trinkets I wanted.
q _—
Y ’ )
C cehins Demone dropped bits of balled-up paper on the floor when he saw Marjorie approach.
e 7
= e t *_"Look at this mess.” She bent over to pick it up. Demone reached forward and rubbed the

W =R
Ve 2“4 back of her leg) She straightened, spun, and faced him. “Not in front of everyone,” Then in a \

¥ e et e Ao
V‘?’rb loyd-voicesaid, “Stop. Touching. Me.” — < a’d

o

U2
71 “What are you talking about?” He chuckled, “I didn’t do anything.” /A
Vo
‘54}) “I’m sick of your shit.” Marjorie marched into the pantry, dipped a pot of water from the

oL A \, bucket we kept on the counter, and stomped back to the kitchen where Demone sat. She threw
4

X " the water@vep him.
© 5 g WII “Frig!” He jerked back in the chair. “Marjorie, what the hell?” Water ran down his face
and shirt and onto the floor.

“Hope that cools you off, you fat old bastard.”

Charlene and I ran back and forth in front of him, laughing as he wiped water from his
face. Mother stood at the other end of the kitchen with her arms folded. She ordered Marjorie to
clean up the mess.

\/} 4./,{ My feet slipped on the wet linoleum; the back of my head slammed against the solid oak
I cowered on the floor, screaming.
Mother rushed to scoop me up. “Barbara Ann. Barbara Ann, stop screaming.”

Qs i ca,_b!u-hv\z ar— Sw@u-g7

But I didn’t stop.
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

V> Mother turned and yelled at Marjorie. “This is because of your foolishness.”
>
She paced the floor with me in her arms, rubbing the back of my head. “It’s all night. It’s M ,
7
all right. Stop crying.” s a,?f‘) !

\,\)zﬁ/ )
Marjorie stayed off to the side, silent. p ’6{{7’

Mother picked up the phone and dialed the doctor. A song went through my head...
And the Doctor said,

“No more monkeys jumping...
1
- & W A
Then she called my Father. 3 g
(57D W/ _%,,sj(

...One fell off and hit his head. e

My father rushed home and off to the hospital we went. My mother sat in the front seat,
holding me on her lap, cursing Marjorie, while my father cursed his lost time from work.

The rest became a blur of white sheets, strange smells, cold machines, nurses’ and
doctors’ hands and the word concussion. I had no idea what it all meant, but it seemed important.

At home, Mother sent Demone packing.

Marjorie tiptoed around Mother for weeks to make up for her terrible deed. The Avon
Lady stopped coming, and from then on, whenever I didn’t do as my mother wanted me to do,

she blamed it on that bump to my head. A 1o Moo
. - S ) - - :
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MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

oo s Corastan s

Summary: A sensitive, observant, feisty little girl growing up in a kooky Canadian
boarding house in the 1960s is told she has everything a child should ever want, but feels
something is missing. She must sort through her family’s strangeness to find happiness and
Sfigure out if the thoughts inside her head are trustworthy.

PART ONE: 1963-1966, Ages 5 to 8

OUR HOUSE

Motherﬁ;il:gid;bs to take our shoes and boots off in the small room‘by the backdoorywe

called the porch. She@f@her floorgKepd clean.

In the wintertime )our German shepherd, Lassie, slept in the porch. The rest of the year
the dog stayed chained outside, sleeping in the doghouse Father had built. He’d painted it white
with yellow trim to match our house. Yellow being my mother’s favourite colour, the colour in

our kitchen.

Al v

@o hook mats. They were in every room, ¢\ 0 assie > écﬁ;“&’ S

| e B e
We didn’t have running fvater, ar_lene and Mother carried buckel@om the

well. They washed the dishes in the pantry. e
In our dining room sat a large oval wooden table with a sturdy centre post and a dozen
mismatched chairs which Father called antiques, which meant they were really old, older than

my parents. Moth@he table covered with a eglouffid flowered vinyl cloth hanging almest—

to the floor, making a special place underneath, like a cave or a tent, where | mmde and

listen to the adults when-theywdidn’t know fwas-these:

Page 1 of 7



MEMOIR EXCERPT: FLOATING IN SALT WATER BY BARBARA CARTER

In the corner of our dining room, by the door to our cellar, sat a large piece of dark
furniture Mother called a buffet. Mother didn’t allow us to touch the good silver or the lace
tablecloths, or the bills and other important papers shn the drawers.

A metal cot along the opposite wall was where we sat to watch television. We were
lucky; Mother said not everyone in our neighbourhood owned a TV, and thht when I was a baby,
Father was the first one on our road to buy one. She spoke of how the neighbours gathered at our
house on weekends.

Mothe the good room—where we were to do nothing but sit—neat and tidy, for

’L-'\'ﬂb-_jt\} Juj (awme By &0 (Lo Moo
when company came, but visitors seldom dropped by. | ( ;5 Lo V-

a5 are

The front entrance was a strange shape. One of the boarders said it was like a half of a
hexagon. I didn’t know what that meant. Mother called the room a dingle-hole.

I asked why it had such a funny name.

“I don’t know. That’s what the man who owned the house before us called it.”

She continued to call-it- by the- :
+he-wordmeant. Mother didn’t care about those kind of things, but I did.

: _\;\-:»\9
I liked thecESosm) I played there in spring and summer, when the afternoon sun came

""-.\
through the windows, filling the@n}vith warmth and light. Mothegeraniums on end
tables by the windows. I didn’t like their smell. In the winter, she{@the door closed because

she said it was too drafty and wasted heat. Mother moved all her plants to the good room and

used the dingle-hole like a refrigerator for our leftovers. Mother liked the room best in 7
LoWLNTDOMA -
wintertime. [ didn’t. Mother and I disagreed on a lot of things. 00 %-GaopM O F
Y Fwnalg holo

We never used the front door. Mother said, “No person in their right mind comes to the

front of a house.” If anyone did, she rushed to the window in the dining room overlooking the
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front door, pulled back the curtain and knocked rapidly on the windowpane. Mother-barged-loud

enough, I feared the glass might break. Fhen‘she waved her hand, motioning them to the back of
ha

the house. Onee-she-saw-they-understeod.-shelet-the-eurtain-fall-and went to the back door to

gIeet"Wl'Jl“ﬂ\’E\‘g‘E“i\'—/\it—\l-'&S with a smile, not letting on how upset she’d been with them for coming to
the wrong door in the first place.

Usually the only people who showed up unannounced were salesmen, carrying suitcases
filled with clothing or other items@gzﬁdidn’t go out to shop often, other than buying
groceries{ Mothe} and Marjorie would stop what they were doing, sit and sort through the

clothing looking for a good deal@ometimes bought a new dress for herself, once in a

- - ‘e >
while, one for Maqm WA 1S ‘QAMBM\ . {h Q
5
The only time Marjorie got dressed up was on Sundays when we went to church and . L2 5\
E < a."b\ ‘(02\\(\5 g
"Grandmother’s house. N SRy N

R AR
{‘\\‘7%’\D ,X W '@ $au
Marjorie would sit in front of her dresser staring into the mir(orﬂ,/ty;ushing her long dﬁ(

brown hair at least a hundred times. Mother complained Marjorie spent too much time getting
ready. Mother stood at the bottom of the stairs, yelled, “Get down here. Now! Or we’ll leave
without you.”

Mother dressed quickly, tugging and wiggling into her girdle. It didn’t take her long to
choose which dress to wear, or to brush her dark curly hair, which she kept permed because she
said it was easier tocare-for. She pinned her hat on her head and puckered her lips as she applied
red lipstick.

Father dressed in a baggy brown suit and waited in the car. He was so thin, Mother

complained his clothes never fit him right. He smoked cigarettes until he became impatient and
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honked the horn. Mother would then run ones-mese to the bottom of the stairs and yell, “Hurry
up!”

Marjorie raced down the stairs and out to the car, her Sunday hat in hand. She jumped in
the backseat, behind Father, pulled a compact from her purse and dabbed her face with powder,
applied lipstick, and pinned her hat on her head while Father drove. %&ﬂa@i;aﬁ(:o‘m

Sundays were the only day of the week Mother and Marjorie wore lipstick and high
heels. Every Sunday morning, they practiced walking in their\gﬁfdk so they didn’t trip in public.
Father said, “Those goddamn shoes do nothing but ruin the floors.”

Behind them, they’d leave a trail of small rounded dents in the linoleum, like bird tracks
in snow. “No need of you two wearing such trash,” Father said. “You look like a pair of fools.”

I studied how they walked, wishing I could wear high heels, too. All the women in the
Simpson Sears and Eaton’s catalogues wore heels. | wondered if anyone yelled at them for
ruining floors. % —

V)uw QACTD

recds Nae o Bwerydong
s 1o o Aud (eLassery ank adsS
\ -
EARLY CONFUSION \Q\z,\i(i&:(e\ A Sec Ty SECrA,

When the Avon Lady first came to our house her hair was brown, then black, later red,

and finally, blonde. I couldn’t understand how this happened and asked my mother to explain.
That’s when she told me about dye. I immediately wanted this magic solution and asked
my mother to buy me some. She tlxfetdand gave me a hard stare, her lips pressed tight. I tensed.
“Only bad women,” she spat, “dye their hair.”
I was confused as to why my mother sat chatting with a bad woman. Why she smiled and

laughed, like everything was okay. | was even more confused after the Avon Lady left, and
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Mother’s smile disappeared, her voice loud and mean, “A woman’s place is in her home, with
her family, taking care of her children, not traipsing all over the neighbourhood.”

But when the Avon Lady needed someone to care for her little girl while she worked,
Mother smiled and seemed excited to welcome the child into our home.

The three year old was tiny, with the lightest blonde hair I'd ever seen. She napped on the
cot in our kitchen, sucking her thumb, while her other hand slipped inside her panties. When
Mother saw this she rushed across the room screeching, “Dirty girl. Dirty. Dirty, dirty girl.”

Mother grabbed her hand, yanked it out, and slapped it hard. “You’re going to grow up to
be just like your mother.” \

oS
And I wondered if I'd someday be like my mother, too. ('\j bbk' Lov

Wellington Demone was a fat man in his sixties that paid money to live with us, He sat
on a chair in our kitchen, watching my mother bake and prepare meals. Often Mother grumbled

under her breath, “Too much time on his hands. Must be nice to sit around all day with nothing

to do.”
“Go on. Go. Sit on his lap.” Mother would motion to my younger sister and me. “He’ll A of
o #
buy you something when the Avon Lady comes.” %\';b-ﬁ’ \‘\“9’_‘\09'3
-7 \6_9& auf\u [
Lo\ne vs Qovas\e o - AN @ ©

‘Charlene and I did as we were told, but I didn’t think it fair that Marjorie got to pick

something out of the Avon Lady’s wonderful book of pictures, even though she hadn’t sat on his

lap.
I didn’t like his stubbly face, or the way his hand touched my bare legs, or his hot breath.
I especially didn’t like his belly jiggling against me when he laughed.
pecially y jiggling ag gh (o L 249008
QVTIES
1S
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But my mother didn’t want to know why I didn’t like him. She turned her back and said,
“You're foolish to complain about someone who’s being so nice.”
So, I sat on his lap to get the trinkets | wanted.
Demone dropped bits of balled-up paper on the floor when he saw Marjorie approach.
“Look at this mess.” She bent over to pick it up. Demone reached forward and rubbed the
back of her leg. She straightened, spun, and faced him. “Not in front of everyone.” Then in a
loud voice said, “Stop. Touching. Me.”
“What are you talking about?” He chuckled, “I didn’t do anything.” }—\ oy oA B> MWA‘)‘. “:‘J
To5 Sra Yee samn Caawrades
“I’'m sick of your shit.” Marjorie marched into the pantry, dipped a pot of water from the S\ Ay 2
bucket we kept on the counter, and stomped back to the kitchen where Demone sat. She threw
the water over him.
“Frig!” He jerked back in the chair. “Marjorie, what the hell?”” Water ran down his face
and shirt and onto the floor.
“Hope that cools you off, you fat old bastard.”
Charlene and I ran back and forth in front of him, laughing as he wiped water from his
face. Mother stood at the other end of the kitchen with her arms folded. She ordered Marjorie to
clean up the mess.
My feet slipped on the wet linoleum; the back of my head slammed against the solid oak
door.
I cowered on the floor, screaming.
Mother rushed to scoop me up. “Barbara Ann. Barbara Ann, stop screaming.”

But I didn’t stop.
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Mother turned and yelled at Marjorie. “This is because of your foolishness.”
She paced the floor with me in her arms, rubbing the back of my head. “It’s all right. It’s
all right. Stop crying.”

-
Marjorie stayed off to the side, silent. Q‘CP

RN
Mother ﬂiﬁhMMﬁhbdMn&dialed the doctor. A song went through my head...

And the Doctor said, .,

< “No more monkeys jumping...

Then she called my Father.,

...One fell off and hit his head.

My father rushed home and off to the hospital we went. My mother sat in the front seat,
holding me on her lap, cursing Marjorie, while my father cursed his lost time from work.

The rest became a blur of white sheets, strange smells, cold machines, nurses’ and
doctors’ hands and the word concussion. I had no idea what it all meant, but it seemed important.

At home, Mother sent Demone packing.

Marjorie tiptoed around Mother for weeks to make up for her terrible deed. The Avon
Lady stopped coming, and from then on, whenever I didn’t do as my mother wanted me to do,

she blamed.it on that bump to my head.

w\ﬂf'
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ON

If it weren't in the summary, 1'd have no idea that this was in a rooming house. I guess it
would be good to help the reader to understand where the action is taking place. That would be
a grea! place to use the author's talents to bring the reader into the setting. We need to
understand where we are.

When there i1s a new name introduced there needs to be some identification as to where
the character belongs. Is he'she a relative or neighbor or friend? The reader needs to know this
also.

As [ began to read the opening few pages, [ thought the style was simple, maybe too
simple. It is truly a memory of the author's youth. It may need some charge to make the story
have a bit more life. | nnagine living 1n a rooming house must have many interesting stories all
centered around interesting characters. We get just a taste of the possibilities with the hair dyed
Avon lady and the fat boarder with children on his lap.

True, a memoir is a recaliing of one’s life, but it still must be an interesting story. This
has so much potential 1'd love fo read the second revision that would pump up the interesting
characters and unusual experiences.

In respect to the author's talents, I have very few line edits.

Good start.

Summary: A sensitive, observant, feisty little girl growing up in a kooky Canadian
boarding house in the 1960s is told she has everything a child should ever want, but feels
something is missing. She must sort through her family’s strangeness to find happiness and
figure out if the thoughts inside her head are trustworthy.

PART ONE: 1963-1966, Ages 5to 8

OUR HOUSE

Mother liked us to take our shoes and boots off in the small room by the backdoor we
called the porch. She liked her floors kept clean.

In the wintertime our German shepherd, Lassie, slept in the porch. The rest of the year
the dog stayed chained outside, sleeping in the doghouse Father had built. He’d painted it white
with yellow trim to match our house. Yellow being my mother’s favourite colour, the colour in

our kitchen.
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Mother put one of her worn, tattered hooked mats inside for the dog to sleep on. She
liked to hook mats. They were in every room.

We didn’t have running water. Marjorie and Mother carried buckets of water from the
well. They washed the dishes in the pantry.

In our dining room sat a large oval wooden table with a sturdy centre post and a dozen
mismatched chairs which Father called antiques, which meant they were really old, older than
my parents. Mother kept the table covered with a colourful flowered vinyl cloth hanging almost
to the floor, making a special place underneath, like a cave or a tent, where I liked to hide and
listen to the adults when they didn’t know I was there.

In the comner of our dining room, by the door to our cellar, sat a large piece of dark
furniture Mother called a buffet. Mother didn’t allow us to touch the good silver or the lace
tablecloths, or the bills and other important papers she kept in the drawers.

A metal cot along the opposite wall was where we sat to watch television. We were
lucky; Mother said not everyone in our neighbourhood owned a TV, and that when I was a baby,
Father was the first one on our road to buy one. She spoke of how the neighbours gathered at our
house on weekends.

Mother kept the good room—where we were to do nothing but sit—neat and tidy, for
when company came, but visitors seldom dropped by. \QJI,C" AQ*“"\(

The front entrance was a strange shape. One of the_bga_r_i%’sald it was like a half of a
hexagon. I didn’t know what that meant. Mother called the room a dingle-hole.

I asked why it had such a funny name.

“I don’t know. That’s what the man who owned the house before us called it.”
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She continued to call it by the same name, even though she was unable to tell me what
the word meant. Mother didn’t care about those kind(s/ of things, but I did.

I liked the room. I played there in spring and summer, when the afternoon sun came
through the windows, filling the room with warmth and light. Mother kept geraniums on end
tables by the windows. I didn’t like their smell. In the winter, she kept the door closed because
she said it was too drafty and wasted heat. Mother moved all her plants to the good room and
used the dingle-hole like a refrigerator for our leftovers. Mother liked the room best in
wintertime. I didn’t. Mother and I disagreed on a lot of things,

We never used the front door. Mother said, “No person in their right mind comes to the
front of a house.” If anyone did, she rushed to the window in the dining room overlooking the
front door, pulled back the curtain and knocked rapidly on the windowpane. Mother banged loud
enough, I feared the glass might break. Then she waved her hand, motioning them to the back of
the house. Once she saw they understood, she let the curtain fall and went to the back door to
greet whoever it was with a smile, not letting on how upset she’d been with them for coming to
the wrong door in the first place.

Usually the only people who showed up unannounced were salesmen, carrying suitcases
filled with clothing or other items. Mother didn’t go out to shop often, other than buying
groceries. Mother and Marjorie would stop what they were doing, sit and sort through the
clothing looking for a good deal. Mother sometimes bought a new dress for herself, once in a
while, one for Marjorie, too.

The only time Marjorie got dressed up was on Sundays when we went to church and

Grandmother’s house.
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Marjorie would sit in front of her dresser staring into the mirror, brushing her long dark
brown hair at least a hundred times. Mother complained Marjorie spent too much time getting
ready. Mother stood at the bottom of the stairs, yelled, “Get down here. Now! Or we’ll leave
without you.”

Mother dressed quickly, tugging and wiggling into her girdle. It didn’t take her long to
choose which dress to wear, or to brush her dark curly hair, which she kept permed because she
said it was easier to care for. She pinned her hat on her head and puckered her lips as she applied
red lipstick.

Father dressed in a baggy brown suit and waited in the car. He was so thin, Mother
complained his clothes never fit him right. He smoked cigarettes until he became impatient and
honked the horn. Mother would then run once more to the bottom of the stairs and yell, “Hurry
up!”

Marjorie raced down the stairs and out to the car, her Sunday hat in hand. She jumped in
the backseat, behind Father, pulled a compact from her purse and dabbed her face with powder,
applied lipstick, and pinned her hat on her head while Father drove.

Sundays were the only day of the week Mother and Marjorie wore lipstick and high
heels. Every Sunday morning, they practiced walking in their shoes, so they didn’t trip in public.
Father said, “Those goddamn shoes do nothing but ruin the floors.”

Behind them, they’d leave a trail of small rounded dents in the linoleum, like bird tracks
in snow. “No need of you two wearing such trash,” Father said. “You look like a pair of fools.”

I studied how they walked, wishing I could wear high heels, too. All the women in the
Simpson Sears and Eaton’s catalogues wore heels. I wondered if anyone yelled at them for

ruining floors.
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EARLY CONFUSION

When the Avon Lady first came to our house her hair was brown, then black, later red,
and finally, blonde. I couldn’t understand how this happened and asked my mother to explain.

That’s when she told me about dye. I immediately wanted this magic solution and asked
my mother to buy me some. She turned and gave me a hard stare, her lips pressed tight. I tensed.
“Only bad women,” she spat, “dye their hair.”

I was confused as to why my mother sat chatting with a bad woman. Why she smiled and

\ laughed, like everything was okay. I was even more confused after the Avon Lady left, and

. Mother’s smile disappeared, her voice loud and mean, “A woman’s place is in her home, with

—

her family, taking care of her children, not traipsing all over the neighbourhood.”

But when the Avon Lady needed someone to care for her little girl while she worked,
Mother smiled and seemed excited to welcome the child into our home.

The three year old was tiny, with the lightest blonde hair I’d ever seen. She napped on the
cot in our kitchen, sucking her thumb, while her other hand slipped inside her panties. When
Mother saw this she rushed across the room screeching, “Dirty girl. Dirty. Dirty, dirty girl.”

Mother grabbed her hand, yanked it out, and slapped it hard. “You’re going to grow up to

\be just like your mother.”

And I wondered if I'd someday be like my mother, too.

Wellington Demone was a fat man in his sixties that paid money to live with us. He sat

on a chair in our kitchen, watching my mother bake and prepare meals. Often Mother grumbled
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under her breath, “Too much time on his hands. Must be nice to sit around all day with nothing
to do.”

“Go on. Go. Sit on his lap.” Mother would motion to my younger sister and me. “He’ll
buy you something when the Avon Lady comes.”

Charlene and I did as we were told, but I didn’t think it fair that Marjorie got to pick
something out of the Avon Lady’s wonderful book of pictures, even though she hadn’t sat on his
lap.

I didn’t like his stubbly face, or the way his hand touched my bare legs, or his hot breath.
I especially didn’t like his belly jiggling against me when he laughed.

But my mother didn’t want to know why I didn’t like him. She turned her back and said,
“You’re foolish to complain about someone who’s being so nice.”

So, I sat on his lap to get the trinkets I wanted.

Demone dropped bits of balled-up paper on the floor when he saw Marjorie approach.

“Look at this mess.” She bent over to pick it up. Demone reached forward and rubbed the
back of her leg. She straightened, spun, and faced him. “Not in front of everyone.” Then in a
loud voice said, “Stop. Touching. Me.”

“What are you talking about?” He chuckled, “I didn’t do anything.”

“I’m sick of your shit.” Marjorie marched into the pantry, dipped a pot of water from the
bucket we kept on the counter, and stomped back to the kitchen where Demone sat. She threw
the water over him.

“Frig!” He jerked back in the chair. “Marjorie, what the hell?”” Water ran down his face

and shirt and onto the floor.
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“Hope that cools you off, you fat old bastard.”

Charlene and I ran back and forth in front of him, laughing as he wiped water from his
face. Mother stood at the other end of the kitchen with her arms folded. She ordered Marjorie to
clean up the mess.

My feet slipped on the wet linoleum; the back of my head slammed against the solid oak
door.

I cowered on the floor, screaming.

Mother rushed to scoop me up. “Barbara Ann. Barbara Ann, stop screaming.”

But I didn’t stop.

Mother turned and yelled at Marjorie. “This is because of your foolishness.”

She paced the floor with me in her arms, rubbing the back of my head. “It’s all right. It’s
all right. Stop crying.”

Marjorie stayed off to the side, silent.

Mother picked up the phone and dialed the doctor. A song went through my head. ..

And the Doctor said,

“No more monkeys jumping...

Then she called my Father.

...One fell off and hit his head.

My father rushed home and off to the hospital we went. My mother sat in the front seat,
holding me on her lap, cursing Marjorie, while my father cursed his lost time from work.

The rest became a blur of white sheets, strange smells, cold machines, nurses’ and

doctors’ hands and the word concussion. I had no idea what it all meant, but it seemed important.
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At home, Mother sent Demone packing.
Marjorie tiptoed around Mother for weeks to make up for her terrible deed. The Avon
Lady stopped coming, and from then on, whenever I didn’t do as my mother wanted me to do,

she blamed it on that bump to my head.
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Summary: A sensitive, observant, feisty little girl growing up in a kooky Canadian
boarding house in the 1960s is told she has everything a child should ever want, but feels
something is missing. She must sort through her family’s strangeness to find happiness and
Sfigure out if the thoughts inside her head are trustworthy.

PART ONE: 1963-1966, Ages 510 8

OUR HOUSE

Mother liked us to take our shoes and boots off in the small room by the backdoor we
called the porch. She liked her floors kept clean.

In the wintertime, our German shepherept in the porch. The rest of the year
the dog stayed chained outside, sleeping in the doghouse Father had built. He’d painted it white
with yellow trim to match our house. Yellow being my mother’s favourite colour, the colour in
our kitchen,

Mother put one of her worn, tattered hooked mats inside for the dog to sleep on. She
liked to hook mats. They were in every room.

We didn’t have running water. Marjorie and Mother carried buckets of water from the
well. They washed the dishes in the pantry.

In our dining room sat a large oval wooden table with a sturdy centre post and a dozen
mismalched chairs which Father called antiques, which meant they were really old, older than
my parents. Mother kept the table covered with a colourful flowered vinyl cloth hanging almost
to the floor, making a special place underneath, like a cave or a tent, where | liked to hide and

listen to the adults when they didn’t know I was there.
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In the corner of our dining room, by the door to our cellar, sat a large piece of dark
furniture Mother called a buffet. Mother didn’t allow us to touch the good silver or the lace
tablecloths, or the bills and other important papers she kept in the drawers.

A metal cot alonp the opposite wall was where we sat to watch television. We were
lucky; Mother said not everyone in our neighbourhood owned a TV, and that when | was a baby,
Father was the first one on our road to buy one. She spoke of how the neighbours gathered at our
house on weekends.

Mother kept the good room—where we were to do nothing but sit—neat and tidy, for
when company came, but visitors seldom dropped by.

The front entrance was a strange shape, One of the boarders said it was like a half of a
hexagon. I didn’t know what that meant. Mother called the room a dingle-hole.

1 asked why it had such a funny name.

“I don’t know. That’s what the man who owned the house before us called it.”

She continued to cali it by the same name, even though she was unable to tell me what
the word meant. Mother didn’t care about those kin@" things, but 1 did.

1 liked the room. | played there in spring and summer, when the aftemoon sun came
through the windows, filling the room with warmth and light. l\i{ﬂf&kept geraniums on end
tabies by the windows. I didn’t like their smell. In the winter, she kept the door closed because

she said it was too drafiy and wasted heat. Mother moved all her plants to the good room and

used the dingle-hole like a refrigerator for our lefiovers. Mother liked the room best in
wintertime. [ didn’t. l\ig_;hﬂ.ﬁnd I disagreed on a lot of things.
We never used the front door. Mother said, “No person in their right mind comes to the

front of a house.” If anyone did, she rushed to the window in the dining room overlooking the
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front door, pulied back the curtain and knocked rapidly on the windowpane. Mother banged loud
enough, I feared the glass might break. Then she waved her hand, motioning them to the back of
the house. Once she saw they understood, she let the curtain fall and went to the back door to
greet whoever it was with a smile, not letting on how upset she’d been with them for coming to
the wrong door in the first place.

Usually the only people who showed up unannounced were salesmen, carrying suitcases
filled with ciothing or other items. Mother didn't go out to shop often, other than buying
groceries, Mother and Marjorie would stop what they were doing, sit and sort through the
clothing looking for a good deal. Mother sometimes bought a new dress for herself, once in a
while, one for Marjorie, too.

The only time Marjorie got dressed up was on Sundays when we went to church and
Grandmother’s house,

Marjorie would sit in front of her dresser staring into the mirror, brushing her long dark
brown hair at least a hundred times. Mother complained Marjorie spent too much time getting
ready. Mother stood at the bottom of the stairs, yelled, “Get down here. Now! Or we’ll leave
without you.”

Mother dressed quickly, tugging and wiggling into her girdle. It didn’t take her long to
choose which dress to wear, or to brush her dark curly hair, which she kept permed because she
said it was easier to care for. She pinned her hat on her head and puckered her lips as she applied
red lipstick.

Father dressed in a baggy brown suit and waited in the car. He was so thin, Mother

complained his clothes never fit him right. He smoked cigarettes until he became impatient and
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honked the horn. Mother would then run once more to the bottom of the stairs and yell, “Hurry
up!”

Marjorie raced down the stairs and out to the car, her Sunday hat in hand. She jumped in
the backseat, behind Father, puiled a compact from her purse and dabbed her face with powder,
applied lipstick, and pinned her hat on her head while Father drove.

Sundays were the only day of the week Mother and Marjorie wore lipstick and high
heels. Every Sunday morming, they practiced walking in their shoes, so they didn’t trip in publie.
Father said, “Those poddamn shoes do nothing but ruin the floors.”

Behind them, they'd leave a trail of small rounded dents in the linoleum, like bird tracks
in snow. “No need of you two wearing such trash,” Father said. “You look like a pair of fools.”

I studied how they walked, wishing I could wear high heels, too. All the women in the
Simpson Sears and Eaton’s catalogues wore heels. 1 wondered if anyone yelled at them for

ruining floors.

EARLY CONFUSION
When the Avon Lady first came to our house her hair was brown, then black, later red,
and finally, blonde. [ couldn’t understand how this happened and asked my mother to explain.
That's when she told me about dye, | immediately wanted this magic solution and asked
my mother to buy me some. She turned and gave me a hard stare, her lips pressed tight. | tensed.
“Omly bad women,” she spat, “dye their hair.” /
J | was confused as to why my mother sat chatting with a bad woman. Why she smiled and

laughed, like everything was okay. | was even more confused after the Avon Lady left, and
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Mother’s smile disappeared, her voice loud and mean, “A woman’s place is in her home, with
her family, taking care of her children, not traipsing all over the neighbourhood.”
But when the Avon Lady needed someone to care for her little girl while she worked,
Mother smiled and seemed excited to welcome the child into our home.
The three year old was tiny, with the lightest blonde hair I’d ever seen. She napped on the
cot in our kitchen, sucking her thumb, while her other hand slipped inside her panties. When
Mother saw this she rushed across the room screeching, “Dirty girl. Dirty. Dirty, dirty girl.”
Mother grabbed her hand, yanked it out, and siapped it hard. “You’re going to grow up to
be just like your mother.”
And I wondered if Id someday be like my mother, too. Comment [510); Good
Wellington Demone was a fal man in his sixties that paid money to live with us. He sat
on a chair in our kitchen, watching my mother bake and prepare meals. Often Mother grumbled
under her breath, “Too much time on his hands. Must be nice to sit around all day with nothing
to do.”
“Go on. Go. Sit on his lap.” Mother would motion to my younger sister and me. “He'll
buy you something when the Avon Lady comes.”
Charlene and | did as we were told, but I didn’t think it fair that Marjorie got to pick Comment [511]: Appears out of nowhere
something out of the Avon Lady’s wonderful book of pictures, even though she hadn’t sat on his
lap.
I didn’t like his stubbly face, or the way his hand touched my bare legs, or his hot breath.

I especially didn’t like his belly jiggling against me when he laughed.
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But my mother didn’t want to know why I didn’t like him. She turned her back and said,
“You’re foolish to complain about someone who’s being so nice.”

So, | sat on his lap to get the trinkets | wanted.

Demone dropped bits of balied-up paper on the floor when he saw Marjorie approach.

“Look at this mess.” She bent over to pick it up. Demone reached forward and rubbed the
back of her leg. She straightened, spun, and faced him. “Not in front of everyone.” Then in a
loud voice said, “Stop. Touching. Me.”

“What are you talking about?” He chuckled, “I didn’t do anything.”

“I"m sick of your shit.” Marjorie marched into the pantry, dipped a pot of water from the
bucket we kept on the counter, and stomped back to the kitchen where Demone sat. She threw
the water over him.

“Frig!” He jerked back in the chair, “Marjorie, what the hell?” Water ran down his face
and shirt and onto the floor.

“Hope that cools you off, you fat old bastard.”

Charlene and | ran back and forth in front of him, laughing as he wiped water from his
face. Mother stood at the other end of the kitchen with her arms folded. She ordered Marjorie to
clean up the mess.

My feet slipped on the wet linoleum; the back of my head slammed against the solid oak
7 t
door, _Use G‘F&Je’b : m“jbf a di F\FU’(/["I" 2ne

s

cowered ¢n the floor, screaming.
Mother rushed fo scoop me up. “Barbara Ann. Barbara Ann, stop screaming.”

But I didn’t stop.
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Mother turned and yelied at Marjorie. “This is because of your foolishness.”

She paced the floor with me in her arms, rubbing the back of my head. “It's all right. It’s
all right. Stop crying.”

Marjorie stayed off to the side, silent.

Mother picked up the phone and dialed the doctor. A song went through my head...

And the Doctor said,

“No more monkeys jumping...

Then she called my Father.

...One fell off and hit his head.

My father rushed home and off to the hospital we went. My mother sat in the front seat,
holding me on her lap, cursing Marjorie, while my father cursed his lost time from work.

The rest became a blur of white sheets, strange smells, cold machines, nurses’ and
doctors’ hands and the word concussion. | had no idea what it all meant, but it seemed important.

At home, Mother sent Demone packing.

Matjorie tiptoed around Mother for weeks 1o make up for her terrible deed. The Avon
Lady stopped coming, and from then on, whenever | didn’t do as my mother wanted me to do, Comment [512]: Why? Related to Demone?

she blamed it on that bump to my head.
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