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streaming down gulleys in her face onto her chin. The radio in
the dining room was blaring out in wiry nasal tones. It spoke
of roasting chestnuts. Mrs. Greer sat swaying to the musie,
squeezing the can in her hands, sending lines of short-lived
flames across the dirty floor, up the gas stove, across the blue
cooking rings, onto the wall.

Jeff approached the house from the road, taking long
strides, feeling light. The snow made everything look clean
and new, there was none of the dirty slush that had covered
the yard just before Christmas. He pulled his new ski cap
lower on his ears with one hand and turned up the short
driveway, holding a bag of toiletries under his arm. He had it
down to a routine now--every semester, a visit to the drug-
store for three of everything. He was eager to be inside, cold
scraped the inside of his nose. He was eager, also, to crack
his new course books. They looked good, and he was ready for
a change, ready for a little less writing.

Pulling the door shut after him, he stood at the bottom of
the steps, drinking in the warm air, pulling off his cap and
gloves. Mrs. Greer’'s door was just cracked and Jeff could see
her on the couch, apparently asleep. He tip-toed up the creaky
stairs, reaching the third one before her voice caught him.

“Gregory, come sit down for a moment.”

Peter Porteous
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