PAMELUMP

Anna Livia

WHEN PAMELA’S MUM heard me calling her daughter
“Pamelump”, she went all grey and quiet. Not grown-up
type serious, like when they catch you telling a dirty joke, or
saying a rude word, but really grey, like after someone’s
been sick. I thought she was going to burst into tears, if she
didn’t hit me first. Pamelump noticed everything: her mum
going grey, me being scared 1’d get the belt, then scared I’d
hurt her mother. Pamelump always noticed. She had to. We
went right on playing, though. First, because it wasn’t fair
to strain Pamelump’s memory by making her keep too much
for too long. Seeing as she couldn’t just note things down
like T could. Second, because you have to. They’re always
turning grey, or green, or shakey, and you have to go on as
though you hadn’t noticed. How they feel is their problem
and you have to keep it that way. All they want is to pass it
on to you.

Actually, the rules were more complicated than that because,
whatever you do, and however much vou go on playing, they
have said it, and you have heard it. They were Pamelump’s
rules, She said sometimes it was much worse when everyone
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pretended, because then she couldri’t be offennded, or angry, or
anything.

When we were vounger and the driver took us into town, I
wheeled Pamelurmp places to look at windows and shops or to
play with water. I had to steer her over the smoothest ground,
and make sure to check beforchand that her ryres were full but
not hard, otherwise she got jolted down in the chair and
couldn’t see anything but sky. All the kids would crowd
round.

“Why's she in a chair? She’s clder than my boetje and he
walks by himself.” :

“Can I push? My mum lets me push our baby.”

“Where’s your legs? Why've you got no legs?”

“Mever grew in my mum’s tummy.” Her most generous
explanation.

“Forgot to bring them, didn’t 1?” When she was feeling
sarky.

“Same place as my arms.’”” That’s when she was angry and
wanted to shock. It’s such a small town, Luanshya; most of the
kids knew her, Bur there were always some. A cousin from -
MNdola or a new family fresh out from Scotland. They said that
no one had warned them, but I think some kids are naturally
spiteful, Then they’d want to see what she locked like under
the shawl, even the ones who'd looked before. They wanted to
see how a shoulder goes when it doesn’t have an arm on it. 1
know what they wanted because [ was like thar when my mum
first told me. Now thar I've washed her and dressed her,
shaken her with fury and patted her so often, 1 know what she
looks like. Just exactly the way you would expect a givl to lock
who doesn’t have arms or legs. Where you or me go on, she
stops. That’s all.

Her mother had the African dressmaker cut Pamelump
trousers with long legs, long-sleeved shirts, to pretend she
might have arms and legs to fill them. But Pamelump com-
plained she couldn’t use her stumps with all that cloth flapping
around. If people didn’t like the lock of her, they could look
elsewhere., Well, the kids looked and the grown-ups looked
away. I couldn’t tell which hurt Pamelump worse. She made
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excuses why we couldn’t go places: the shops had too many
steps, it was too hot to sit under a shawl. Then we stopped
going anywhere except the bush and the farm where we
wouldn’t meet anyone who didn’t belong to Pamelump.

Pamelump didn’t really need to go anywhere, Her teachers
came to her and she sent things away to England for correcting.
Mostly her books returned marked “‘excellent”. Pamelump was
more proud of that than anything because the English teachers
didn’t know about her and couldn’t have been marking her up.
She worked out everything in her head then typed it with her
chin, or checked it on her computer, though she had to program
the computer. Her mother asked if I'd like to have my lessons
with Pamelump, too. I would’ve, very much, even though
Pariielump was a year older and much quicker. But my mum
said, “I do draw the line at that. I’m afraid I really do draw the
Hne at that. We said you could befriend her, and with your
father away the money comes in handy, Lord knows, but really!
If you spend any more time with that poor littde lump, you’ll
forget what normal is.”

Pamelunmp was my best friend, but I did have other friends.
Girls at school T could run, skip and play British bulldog with,
so T wasn’t in any danger. Besides, with the radio and the
papers, and the way people acted, Pamelump knew what
normal was and she wasn’t even it.

“My mum says it’s really kind of you to go and sit with that
poor lirtle Pamela.”

“My mum says she’ll die soon and that’s a kindness to all.
They don’t live past puberty.”

“What's puberty?”’

Pamelump used to ask me what my friends said. She already
knew about puberty. She was watching out for it. And she
knew all my friends’ names, Her mother invited them to her
birthday parties and some of them would come, on their best
behaviour, But they could really only play British bulldog and
skipping, so they weren’t much fun for Pamelump.

“We going on the trampolines, Wendy, you coming with?”’

“Ner. Pamelump’s driver’s coming for me.”

“You play there every arvo. They should get a black to sit
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with her.”” I didn’t like having to tell Pamelump what the other
girls said. I didn’t like the way she called them “your friends”,
as though I agreed with them. It wasn’t as though she didn’t
know. I already said about her noticing everything.

“You only come because my mother pays you. You’re just
like all the other shoppers.”

“Shoppers” is what she called people paid for friendship.
She was like that about the servants too. They were always
kind to her, but she said it was because they were Africans and
had no choice. She wanted them to love her just because. T said
it was true we were poor, and my mum needed the money with
my dad away, but I came to see her because she was my friend.
She ignored that and asked: ““Where’s your dad, then?”’

“Away. [}

“Away where?”’

“He’ll be home soon.”

“I know where vour dad is.”

“Where is he, then?”’

“He’s in prison.”

“MNo, he’s not.”

“He is.”

“How do you know anyway?”’

“Cos I read the papers not Teddy Bear Annual.”

I didn’t know what to say. “He never did it. He’s an
innccent man.”

“Never did what?”?

“What they say.”

Pamelump looked at me. “He sold tickets on the trains. But
sometimes he didn’t give any ticket. He kept the money
instead.”

“MNo, he never. My mum says he never. And they’re going to
prove it and then they’!l have to let him out and apologise in
front of everyone.”

Pamelump sneered at me, “S0 my only friend is a liar and
her father’s a thief.”

If it would of been anyone else, I would of slapped her.

" Instead I sneered right back, “And my only friend has no

arms, nc legs and no brain.”
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“Your dad’s cape coloured.”

“And your mum lets her daughter play with one ¢os no one
else would do iv.”

“See, seel” yelied Pamelump, “T was right all along. You
only come cos you're paid to. You shopper. Shopper. Shop-
per. Tickey hopper.”

*“I won’t be your friend any more.”

“Then what will your mum do? Have to get a job instead of
sending you out.”

“She’s got a job.” And .then I remembered and started to
cry and couldn’t stop. Usually Pamelump’s good about crying,
but afrer what she said I didn’t want to be anywhere near her
anymore. I ran out into the bush and hid in the mealies.

“So you’re a coward as well as a liar,” Pamelump stormed at
me from her chair. I should have heard it bumping over the
ground. “You can just run off and leave me.”

“And you can get Benjamin to wheel you after.”’ Benjamin
turned away to examine the mealies. We £ot used to having our
rows in front of people.

“'Weﬂ,” said Pamelump, as if she was beginning 1o be nice
again, “what are you so upset about?”’

“My mum,” I told her, “she fainted at work. They sent her
home. Wow she’s scared they won’t take her back cos of my

dad. Tht?y keep telling her to stay home and rest and it must be
a very difficuir time for her.”

“Why did she faine?”

_ Cos she didn’t eat anything. T never noticed. She always
said ghe ate breakfast after me and my brothers went to school.
But it wasn’t true. She didn’t eat anything.”’

Why though?” asked Pamelump, “Why didn’t she eat?
Was it because she was upsetr?”

:N?! T}}ere wasn’t anything to eat. She gave it ail to us.”

It’s alright, Wendy. It’s not your fault. You just thought

you were being good and eating vour breakfast not to WOrty
your mother,”

“Yes,” 1 sniffed, “I didn’t know.”’

“And my mum will give vour mum some money. Till yvour
dad gets out.” :
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“Mo,” I said, “my mum wouldn’t take iv.”

Pamelump looked at me. A funny Hole look, Hke making a
child confess she’s fibbing,

“to, honestly. She hates taking your mum’s money.”

“Then nmy mum must ring up the shop where she works and
tell them they can’t sack her.”

“You can’t tell your mum anything,” I said. “ My mum says
the fewer know the better.”’

“Mum’s alright about most things,” said Pamelump. “it's
only me she’s funny with.”

I dor’t know what Pamelump told her mother, but they let
my muin go back to work and she had her meals in the canteen
like salaried staff. After they’d eaten. All alone in the great big
kitchen. : _

Pameiomp did all sorts of things no one cise did.  don’t just
mean thinking vp strings to pull with her teeth, levers she
could press with her tongue, bui the games we played. She
stored it in her memory 1o save herself the trouble of moving
things around. She would think through whole crossword
puzzles or chess games, just gazing at the empty pattern,
and she was always right the tmes she asked me 1o write it
down for her. That's how she played our gaimes, but she niade
up no-arms-no-legs-games that were much more exciting. She.
said if you thought who got paid how much for doing what, it
was obvious that all work consisted of was moving things
around in the world. The further vou were from the acrual
moving, the more you got paid. So we played moving games,
where you touch nothing and rermember everything.

“I give up, Pamelumyp, I don’t know how Vincenza The
Invincible is going to escape Brute Beit. You've got her
hanging upside down on a meat hook, and it’s Cecil Rhodes’
Birthday so even if she gets away, no one will be around to give
her tickey for a phone call.”

That’s when Pamela’s mother rurned grey.

“Wendy, dear, T'm afraid it's time for you to go now. ['ll
drive you., No need to wait for Benjamin.”

But you remember it all, don’t you, Pamelump? Because it’s
you I’m talking to. There isn’t anyone else. There simply isn’t.
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I wonder if you knew what it would be like afterwards? ¥ tell
the story to myseif often, to keep it alive, and it sounds strange
now, Written down. I have never spoken of it to anyone.
Never. To anyone. Do you know what that means? I try to
keep it in order, in time ar least, and iz comes out like the
children we were, | shall continue, I think, as if to a stranger. I
feel a great need, after all this rime, to make it separate from
me. To say, “VYes, I did do that, and that, but look: there was
all this time before, all this time after. Here it is on these pieces
of paper. You can pick them up, you can take them away. They
are not me, I am over here; far, far away; over here.”

Maybe if there’d been a wrial, But there was no trial. Only
silence. Everyone was advised not 1o mention your name to
me. ot even your name.

Pamelurmp’s dad was very rich. Almost a milliongire. When
his baby got born without arms or legs, he set up a trust fund
for her so she could have everything she needed, or at least
everything money can buy, which is not the same thing. She
got all the gadgets, the attendants, the electronics but, after a
while, she started to say no, because it was against her
Philosophy. Lot of people offering her the stuff didn’t think
no-arms-nio-tegs people had a right to their very own Philo-
sophy and should be grateful for all that hardware which was
going to make their pitifully amputated lives that much more
bearable,

“When I say I'm Pamelump, they say that’s a wicked joke,
calling artention to my poor afflicrion, *stead of showing whata
keen mind I have. Maybe being limbless has sharpened my
wits, had I thought of thai? I don’t see them sawing the arms
off their own daughters; rather go down on their knees and
thank the Lord. If they won’t call me Pamelump, they only
think of me as the poor afflicted.”

“Wendy,” Pamelump’s mother began on the drive home,
“do you like coming to see Parmela?”

“Yes,” 1 said. I tried wo remember not to chatter. When I
chattered to my mother about Pamelump, she said it wasn’t
natural, and then I'd have to play more Brirish buildog till she
g0t over it.
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“You don’t have to come. [ hope your mather doesn’t make
your™

“Oh no, Mrs Geldenhuys, She thinks 1 come a bit too
often.”

“And what do you think, Wendy? Sometimes when I'm
writing letters I hear the two of you laughing and I think how
itice that you're friends.”

She didn’t say: “How wonderful”, as if neither of us
deserved friends. And she didn’t say “How nice for Pamela™,
as if her daughrer shouldn’t aim so high.

“Mrs Geldenhuys,” I said, my heart beating alrost in my
throat, “Pamelump is my best friend. My Very Best.”

The charcoal burners’ smmoke drifted across the road so she
couldn’t turn o look at me.

“I’m glad,” she said. “I wondered if I ought to let her g0,
You know, there’s a special school in Jo’burg.”

“*She’d miss me,” 1 aaid.

“Yes,” said Mrs Geldenhuys, “I think she would, We did
visit the school, but ¥ don’t think she liked it

“No,” I said passionately, “Pamelump’s better than them.”

I didn’t mean “a better person”. When Pamelump came
back, she told me she had worse handicaps, but could do more,
than anyone else there. They sort of flopped and let them-.
selves be afflicted because all the helpers thought, “yes, that’s
how. the afflicted should be.”

“Is ‘Pamelump’ a nickname you have for her?”

“Yes.”

“Doesn’t sound very kind.”

“No.”

“For a very best friend, it scunds distinctly cruel. What
does Pamela say about it?”’

“Why don’t you ask her, Mrs Geldenhuys?”

“PI'm asking you, Wendy.”

“She told me to call her ‘Pamelump’, and if I think a fump’s

-a bad thing, I shouldn’t play with heyr.”

Next day I went to Pamelump’s straight after school. We
were going swinuning. ! didn’t tell my mum because she
wouldn’t think Pamelump could; and if she knew, she
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wouldn’t think Pamelump should. Miss Mbata came with us;
she stayed on the side to make sure nothing happened 1o
Pamelump. The pool on the Geldenhuys farm is behind a
mulberry grove, which means you get mulberries floating in 1t
It alsc means you’re completely hidden from the house.
Pamelump wears a life jacket for swimming, though she has
to stay on her back. She says she just loves being our of doors
with no clothes on, floating up and down the little ripples of
the pool, watching the trees sway and the berries drop. She
moved about quite easily; her back was very strong. She sort of
rocked, I was proud of the swimming because it was my idea. |

dived underneath her and she had to guess where I'd turn up;

she rocked over to where she thought the next mulberry would
fall and tried to caich it on her life jacket.

She let me pull hér round the pool by her arm stump. When
she suggested it, I felt so strange, like I wanted 1o cry. Or
burst. She hated the other kids staring at her, always wanting
to prod, feel how the skin tucked in; and now here she was,
asking me. I knew it was just a game in a swimming pool, but I
felt like doing ten somersaunlts,

“What you locking at?”’ she asked.

“You,” 1 said, “your mouth’s all red with berries, like
kissing.”’

she turned sideways on the life jacket, picked up a berry and
blew it at me. It got me on the cheek and splattered. We
langhed and I took hold of her stump and we started to whirl
off across the pool, making the warer rush up over the edge.
We charged round and round tll we were taking the water
with us and it made a tide that carried us on even after I'd
stopped running. I looked down at Pamelumyp to see if she was
still laughing. She looked adorable with the mulberry stain
and I bent down towards her, not knowing yet what I was
going to do. I still held her stump in my hand, and she seemed
so trusting and happy that I kissed her, right there where her
arm ended.

1 felt ail her muscles go hard. What a terrible liberty. She
hated being mauled or slobhered over. She’d think it was pity
and never let me near her again.
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- “You kissed me,” she said.
“Yes,” I said,
“\x}hy?”
“I wanted to,” I said, “I just wanted to.”
Pamelump was Quiet, weighing things up. She had 1o plan

more than me. I waited. Then 1 look i
. ed round to Miss
bui s:he waved so I don’t think she’d seen, e Mbata
Pm glad,” said Pamelump finally.
'II‘ lbeamed. I hadn’t expected as much as that,

1& water was still moving lazily along in ir] ¥*
made. W g 1 the swirl P’d
g it float us around, both on our backs, hand to

“Wendy! Pamelal” It was Mr '
. I $ Geldenhuys. Pamel '
10(3}2;2 furious when her own name was caIIedysecond e
hat ar i is wa
ey are you two doing? Wendy, 1 expect this was your

“No,” said Pamelumr. it this ti
. b “I suggested it th
Miss Mbata to watch us,and . gg” i tme. We asked
HI m app,aIIed,” said Mrs Geldenhuys, “absolutely ap-
Fi] ed. Don’t you know how dangerous it is? Whar if Pam -
ell onto her face before Miss Mbata could reach her? What
W(:Eﬂd you do, Wendy? Would you know what to da?”
Pam\}:ihat makes you think I'm crazy as well as a cripple?r”
Uinp sc & i i :
domeha ; : .re.a‘r’r’;ed. I can swim, you know, just because vou
‘I?Iy, now Miss Mbata had come round our side of the pool.
) m very sorry, Mrs Geldenhays,” she said. “IC’H never
appen aggm. It was such a hot day and ¥ thought there’d be
t}o“harm if she wore the life jacket and | was watching.”
. YG:I shzulddhave asked, Miss Mbata. do not pay my
Tvants to decide my daughter’s welfare behi ac
will speak of this later.” shind my back. We

“She didn’t decide,” Pamelum :
. sphatt KL s
you listen? 1 begged h>er,” p spluttered. “Why won’t

Mrs Geldenhuys looked half terrifi
ified, half proud. Sh
wheeled her daughter back into the house. “Tﬂow iistene

. gau two: that was g dangerous, stupid trick to play, Jt might
| ¢ safe enough for you, Wendy, but Pamels has to take more
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precautions. In future, if you want fo go in the pool, Miss
Mbata will go in the water with you, and you’ll ask Benjamin
to watch from the side. Have you got that?”

We nodded.

“And Parnelump, T don’t want ©o see you taking advaniage
of the goodwill of the servants.”

When Mrs Geldenhuys had gone, I turned 1o Pamelump.
“She’s going to let us swim.”

“pAnd she called me ‘Pamelamp’!”

Mext time | went to Pamelump’s, she told me we weren't
going to play anything. She had to talk 1o me. [ sertled down
on the front stoep, next to her chair. She liked sitting there on
her own, watching the bougainvillea.

“Y want to die,”” she said.

WLy

“Because I'm getting older.”

“That’s no reason.”

“People like me don't live past puberty.”

“Then why do it yourself? Anyway you mighe . . .7

“T don’t want to be an excepuion. [t’s only going to get
worse. 'l have to hire nurses to do everything for me when
’m grown up.”

“ like doing things with you.”

“But you'll get tired, Wendy. You can’t hang around me the
rest of your life. Lifting me in and out of swimming pools,
feeding me, washing me.”

“If you were someone else, you wouldn’t think like you do.
Anyone can dive and play British bulidog.”

“ycept me.”

“Yt’s nothing special.”

“Unless you can’t do it.”

She paused.

“Do you only like me cos T can’t move?”’

“1 like you because I have more fun with you than with
anyone else.”

syWell it’s not enough. For me, iU’s not enough, Yowre the
only friend [ have, Wendy. P'm surprised I wasn’t smothered
at birth.”
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“Dron’t be silly.”
:‘It’s not silly. 1 have nothing to live for.”
1 . )
Mulbeiry trees,” I said, “‘and bougainvillea and the water
lapping under you.”
“1 can’t get to therm.”
“And me, Pamelump, you like me.”
Pamelump was so quier she scared me.
“It’s not enough.”
“I’m not enough?”
“NG 3
Another silence,
“You'll leave me, Wendy.”
“MNo, never . . "
“Already.”
“What do you mean?”
£ 14
My rn.othq* called you first. You're the normal one, so it
must be your ides.” |
“Burt that time it was.”
N7 s ) . . e
You said ‘let’s go swimming’, as if it was that simple for
me. 1 had 1o do the planning.”
*“You always do the planning.”
“So it doesn’t count.”
43
. Pamelump, ! have arms so, when I'm with you, [ do the
. - Fa 3 h : ’
things you can t. I don’t know what it’s like not to have arms;
you have to plan it.”
jplian .
‘:\Fffe}l, I can’t die unless you help me. Will you help?”
That’s a terrible thing to ask.”
“Probably. Bur will vou help me?”
¥ P !
ELNO.PE
o«
WhWendy, every other human thing makes one choice.
ethef to go on living. I can't choose, because T can’t kil
myself,
“How would you do it?”
(31 b
. Sleepers, You must give me some of my mother’s sleeping
pills while no one is with us.”
“What abour the servants? And Miss Mbata?”’
“Afternoon off Wednesday.”
“Your nurse?”
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“For Christ’s sake, can’t I even die without worrying what
everyone will feel about my poor, afflicted izsod.y?”

I didn’t believe her, T didn’t want her to die because then 1
ought to die too, and I wasn’t finished Iiv.ing vet. The sm}]on
my back and ripe mangoes in the grass, it was enough. Why
wasn’t it enough for her? Because we were different. B‘ecause
she could not ignore her mother’s orders and sneak off to the
pool by herself. Whatever we did, I had two armas ar}d WO legs
and she had none, But when I kissed her, I thought it might be
élright. That she might ler me do things for h'er) agree to go on
living. It wasn’t such a bad world. I was furious. What made
her think she could go off and leave me? Why wasn’t I enough?

“Will you help me?” she asked again. o ’

I nodded. “I’ll get the pills, but P’m not feeding you. It’s
rnurder.”

1 was eleven vears old and 1 was very clear abgut murder,
But that wasn’t the reason. I didn’t want her to die, why the
hell should I have wanted to kill her?

~ Pamelump, are you listening?

“I can’t feed myself,” she said crossly, “vou know that.”

“I’ll put them where you can reach. If you really want to do
it, youw’ll find some way.”

“Prove myself?” she said. ‘

She might only be playing right now, but if she got (_f{e—
pressed again, she might do it in a fury without really mieaning
to. I went to her mother’s room and took pills from different
bottles so it wouldn’t notice. n

“If you take too many, it doesn’t work,” she said. “There
was a man in the papers.”

We tried o work it out, but we didn’t really have a clue, T
left the pills on her reading lectern.

Next day, Mrs Geldenhuys rang my mother’s work.

“Wendy darling, Pamela’s had an accident. Smashed le;p her
poor face. Mrs Geldenhays says she’d love to see you.

Pamelump was all puffy with bruises and cuts. She had a
black eye, but, much worse, she had knocked out two front
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teeth and split her rongue open. That was drastic. She needed
her teeth for so many things and false ones would just fall out if
she tried to pull a string with them. Her Longue was too sore to
press buttons, though it would’ve healed in time. Her hair
hung over her eyes, a bad sign. She was always arguing with
her mum to cut it. It was thick and long, gave visitors some-
thing nice to exclaim over, “What lovely hair.” Don’t notice
the slab in the bed. Pamelump cornplained that, as she
couldn’t push it away behind her ears, she’d rather it wasn’t
there to torment her. ‘They compromised and she always had it
in a plait. Now it just flopped.

I was shocked. She looked beaten, just lying back on her
cushions, crying. :

“I'm sorry, Pamelamp, I’'m so sorry.”

“Now do you see?” Her voice was thick. “I can’t do any-
thing. I’ve smashed two teeth and I can hardly talk.”

She looked at me, one eye half-closed, one piercing,

“Wendy, I'm begging yvou. You kissed me because you love
me.”

I nodded,

“Please give me those pills. T fell out of my chair trying to
get them.”

I was angry and deserted and hurt, but 1 still did not want
her to die. Most of the pills spilled into a video case when the
chair tipped; in the fear for Pamelump, no one had noticed. |
picked them out and held them i the palm of my hand, I
would give them, one by one, to Pamelump whose mouth hurt
so much she could hardly swallow. Twenty of them. I must
dip my fingers into my cupped hand twenty times and feed her
as I’d fed her hundreds of times before, If she wanted to

change her mind, she could stop before any one of the pills,

“For pity’s sake, Wendy,” she said, after the third mouth-
ful, “it’s not a game.” :

So 1 gave her the rest four at a time to make it quicker.

“Wait with me,” she said.

I stroked her hair and kissed her. I was eleven years old,
nearly twelve. T knew thar she would die and that T had killed
her. That no one would ever understand. Anything. Why I
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loved her. Especially not that. I would never see her again.
NC.VQI: talk to her again. WNever play another moving game or
swim inn the pool. And I would never be able 1o speak to anyone
eise ailmut her. They would talk of murder and affliction and
what is now called eurhanasia; they would not talk about the
terrible loneliness, about my lack of power: I could not, for all
my effors, make a world she wanted to live inn. She would see
the bougainvillea waving on the steep; she could not touch it

I have written this just as I remember. When Pamelomp
closed her eyes,  waited a long time. Then I went out onto the

stoep and began to pick bougainvillea. T left them on Pame-
hump’s window sill, '

Shay Youngblood

Mi1ss TOM WAS not a pretty woman, she was handsome like a
man. Tall, broad-shouldered, big-boned, lean and lanky like a
man. Her soft silver hair was cut short and curled tight around
her nut-brown, smooth and narrow face. She had silver side-
burns, thick eyebrows that almost met across the top of her .
face, dark black eyes that could see through almost anything,
and a silver mustache, like a2 man. Kids, and some grown folks,
who didn’t know Miss Tom were always asking her if she was a
man or a woman. Miss Tom was patient with small children
and strangers, 30 she would say in a deep, husky voice:

“Dion’t judge a book by looking at the cover.”

Her chest was flat as a man’s, her hands were big, thick and
callused. But she had a woman’s eyes, dark, black eyes that
held woman secrets, eyes that had seen miracles and reflected
love Hke only a woman can, Her walk was slow and deliberate
like she had somewhere to go, but wasn’t in any hurry to get
there, .

Me and Miss Tom were friends, good friends. She taught
me how to fish, throw a knife, carve a piece of wood, tame
birds, and believe in a world of impossibilities. She lived in a




