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9_ Know me. 'm the little doll that
-takes your order. I don’t need a pen
because I know your kind, Chicken
chow mein, beef chop suey, honay
garli¢ pork (and lemon chicken on Sundays).
I knew you. I can smell the scalloped potatoes
in your future, .

My pastisa soﬁa? and vours isa perogy.
I say big diff. You are rude anyway.

Curtis was different. When he came in for
the first time, he walked right up to me while
T'was taking an order from the winners of the
Pierre Berton and Anne Murray lock-alike
contest.

“What do you wani?”

“Hi,” he said, looking at the floor. “I wanted
to se’if you were OK after what we seen yes-
terday.” He spoke softly. I notice the pearl
shap buttons on his checkered cowhoy shirt
again. I will always like snap buttons now.

“I'mAine,” T said. For some reason I wanted
to cryi My eyes filled. I felt shaky. He moved
quickly and grabbed my arm.,

“So, what grade are you in?”

“Seven.” . .

“I'm mgmm " he said as he u:bma me mimw

from the'booth and sat me down, He passed me :

a EEE_ for my tears and laughed nervously. -
“You got any kung fu food here or what?”

“Do.you want a menu?” I said, dabbing Bw
eyes, The snowhirds left their booth and
walked dut.

“Get'me mcEmEEm good, OK? Get me moBm.
EE@ different. I want what you’d have.”

I want what you'd have. I like it when boys
say stuff like that.

So I brought him a Coke and a BLT.

“What's a really rude thing people do in
here without knowing it?” Curtis asked.

“They put soy sauce on their rice.”

“Is thiat bad? Yikes, dan’t tell my mom.”

“Redlly bad.”

“How, come?”

“Soy. sauce is for cooking.”

“Your mean you eat rice like plain?”

“Yeah. Mostly.?.
“What mo you Emms Eomm%__
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“Ts that you, Sophie?”
~“Just a second, OK?” I say mmm::.Em vio-
lently to my sister.

“What are you doing?” Curtis asks.

“Nothing,” I say, urging Jean with my cyes
to do something about Mister Stiff Jeans, The
man keeps knocking. “Just a sec, Curtis.”

. “T am not moving,” says Jean. I let the

< phone hang by the cord. It bounces like a

+ Slinky on the floor, I run and open the fridge
“and pull out a red muunm I shine it on my -

sleeve. You know this is why Mom buys
apples. Every day people come and beg us for
food, Vitamin C is better than feod, Sophie-
ya. Jean finally gets up and untocks the door.
I stick my arm out. He takes it. Jean practi-
cally slams the door on my arm. He stumbles
away holding the apple up to the street light.

“Does he have any salmon for sale?” Jean
smirks.

“Be quiet,” I shriek.

“Hi,” I say into the phone. I'm out of breath,
I'm tense and excited and scared.

“What're you doing?”

“Nothing.” I hear a dog barking ow his side
of the line. And then [ hear horns honking,

“Hi,” he says like he’s known me my whole
life.

“Hi,” I whisper nervously. My palms are
sweating.

“Ask your sister if she wants coho or sock-
eye,”
. “Sorry you heard that.”

“Bruce Lee.” -
“Fair enrough.”

“What's something rude I could do at your
dinner table?”

“Let me see . . .* Curtis put his ayms on the
table and leaned his chin in the erook of his
efbow. “You know what?”

“What?"

“You can do most anything at an Indian din-
ner table. You can smoke, You can fart, You
can even be a year or two late. The food would
be cold, though. The one thing you can’t do is
not put soy savce on your rice while dressed
up as the Lone Ranger.”

“The Lone Ranger uses a lot of soy sauce,
eh? What about Forito?”

“Tontos love Chinese food, Ever been to the
Totem Restaurant up in Hazelton?”

“.Z.Q.v‘

An Indian runs it.”

“You like my voice?™ sdy wou%bmw
“It reminds me of someone.”
:gcmﬁu
“You.”

“Really,” I say laughing. Jean leaves and
turns off the light.

“Good thing you're you. Otherwise I'd be
talking to some stranger that I really like,
And I don’t want to talk to no stranger.”

“Where are you? I hear noises.”

“I'm, in half a phone booth at the drive-in.”

“What's playing?” I say, asionished.

“20,000 Leagues Under the Sea. Tt’s pretty
good. But there ain’t no Indians in it.”

“Any Chinese?”

“Nope,” he says. “And I was looking. Jesus
Murphy, it’s starting to rain.”

“You want to go back to the movie?” I imag-
ine him getting cold and shivering.

“No. I like it better this way.”

_“How come?”

Indian boy walks into my restaurant becauss
he’s looking for me, Tonight, he calis me fron
the Starlight with his hair soaked.

I am 18 years old, I say to myself. I am
13 years old. This is what it feels like'to ba
alive. Never forget this féelirig, Never.

It's been a lifetime since MEwmn to EE om
probably two weeks.

The last time he called, we wmn our Ewﬁ E:
last fight.

“You ever get bugged about amﬁm m
Chinaman, Sophie? He asked. .~ .

“Yeah.” H replied. Alveady I felt Eam% mm

liked to talk about this stuff,

“Why do they call us Indians?” he asked.
“They’re from India, They're the goddamn
real Indians. No wonder he got squashed. Yo
didn’t push him did under that bus did you?”

“Strew you!” I sereamed. And then we lig-
tened to each other breathe for a while.

“I noticed you,” he said softly, “because you
wete the only one who looked sad.”

“I don’t want to be gﬁomm ¥ 1 said mhma?

“ever again,”

"Bye, then,” he irumumwmm

“Bye,” I mma feeling stupid and moE,mn that
my life was blowing away. Two byes and ther
he was gone. Jesus Murphy. Two byes are
meE the minimum.

1t is the last lunch- on, sock hop of Grade 7
The gym floor shines in'the low light. The -
boys line up an one side. We're on the other..
All of us in our sock feet mop up the dust on
the floor. Some of the Grade 6 boys pretend to
curl in their wool socks. My father doesn’t
understand the sport of cugling. Nobody
Oriental does. Two hoys from my grade play
ruler hockey with arolled-up sock. My father
loves hockey. He falls asleep as soon as he
hears the theme froin Hockey Night in
Canada. I love mozm Salming. .

Smoking in the boy’s roont. mEowEm inthe

" boy’s room. I don't.care to hear this song again

Some of the boys have holes in their socks,”
Their big obscene toes shine like only big ob-
scene toes can, The uoﬁ can't mﬁom from ask-

“on mi.m chigice, T nmbnm SE_ §< Hmnm
E:oEm She hias breasts galore and gets at-
tention from everybody. Who doesn’t know
she got her peried in Grade 5? Grade 5! She
sweats under her arms like the Quebecer guy
who washes dishes in our restaurant, and I can
smell that weird sour scent when we dance, I
don't think  stink at all because I eat french
fries and BLTs. Do you know what it's like to
have your breasts hurt and feel like infected
pimples? I am not EoEoEEm that feeling.

Do you realize that if I ate rice and sweet
and sour pork, the garlic would coze out of
me and hang around me like a fog? Just like
Mom and Dad on: Friday nights, when we put
on the smorgasbord. Their skin is oily like
mine, What a curse. To have your pores fertil
ized by an oily forehead. ewmsw God for Ea
straight black bangs.

Stap squeezing them, m%Em EE stop

o Smelling everything,



|
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“Really. How’s the food?”

“Bad, but we go anyway.”

..mos_ come?”

“Canse we're all addicted to soy sauce.”

Later, I slipped him a copy of Teenbeat with
my name and phone number written on

“Shaun Cassidy’s face.

-Sophie Yee. 392-2383. Between 89 p. m.

He smiled when he saw my scribbling, and T
felt all funny inside.

We met a few days ago in front of our

- . pestaurant. A school bus had run over a kid.

This kid was an OK kid. When he came to

. towm, the'othar kids finally had someone

weirder than me to tease. What a relief. I felt
stupid when they played keepaway with the
small cloth thing on his head. -

Anyways, it took the fire department two
hours to flush the streets. He was riding his
bike and muist've fallen under the wheels. I
guess a tire crushed his head. It was so
messy. We noticed each other standing there,
our faces kind of blank. Curtis came over to
me and put a hand on my shoulder. I saw the
tears running down his brown cheeks. And
now be had come to find me.

- To find me.

Nobody had ever looked for me before.

Tt's getting late. You think it strange that my
sister and I spread our books out on the
counter to study? Dor't worry. It's all show.
Jean lets me talk on the phone because I know
her secrets. She got a B in physics and changed
it to a B+ with dad’s typewriter, Then she pho-
tocopied it and gave it to him. With a B+ she
doesn’t have to do summer school. Grade 12

will be havd, she says. One mistake and you're -

working at the Dairy Queen for life.

“How's Injun Joe?” she asks.

“How’s your big fat B in physics?” I reply.
“The fuzz get you yet?”

“Furn out the lights! it's Mister Stiff Jeans.
He's here again!” Jean cries.

. Brrrrrrrering! ,

The telephone ...E@% my nerves, Mister
Stiff Jéans starts using the front door for a
drum. He’s been coming around for a month.

‘Pockmarked cheeks. Crooled dazed eyes.

Stooped over like an old man. He's wearing

¢ dirty jeans and a logger’s weol jacket, He -
.- holds out his hand and brings it to his mouth.

I pick up the phone before my parents car:
hear it ring again.
“Hello?”

“Cause they're underwater right now. It’s

way more realistic when it's raining. Well, so,

how about I phone you again tomorrow?”
“I don't think they'll be showing anything
good will they?”
“No, n:mw gotta good movie showing then,

‘Sophie.”

“Yeah? é&mﬂ.w it called?”

“Sophie and Curtis,” he says softly.
“Yegh?” I say, weakly.

“You seen it?” -

“Is it any good?”

“It’s better than 20,000 H.mmmzmm Even when

your hair's all wet.”
“How does it end?
“You know what, Sophie?
“What?”
“T have three white guys lined up who want

“to use the phone.”

“You gotta go?” I ask worried. “Just wmbm
up, Curtis. Don't get into any trouble.”

“What are you talking about?” Curtis asks. .

“You said there are three white guys out-
side the phone boof

:Ammuﬂﬂu\_

“Tdon’t gmnmwmﬁsn e

“That’s how the story’s going to end.”

“The story of us?’ I ask.

“Yeah, it's gonna end with three white guys
lining up {o use the phone.”

“You kill me,” I say, but realty [ want to siy *

I really like you or something equally unlike -
me. I want to say it so bad. I ean hear it EE@
head. I don’t even know this boy. :

1 hear shouting. Some woman is mmwwﬁ
Curtis for the telephone,

“The Starlight is a pretty good place to E.w
to you, except they don't let you use the
phone for very long. Bye.”

:wwm..w

nnm%m.:

:Ww&.:

“Doubie bye.”

“Triple bye.” -

“You hang-up.”

“No, you.”

“T can’t.”

“Me neither.”

“Bye, Honey!” a woman wroﬁm in Eq mmw.

. Then I hear silence.

The fridge motor goes off and .&Em%um. >

1ogging truck rumbles by. My lefi ear is still-

hot. It rains diagonally. Two days ago, I saw a
kid’s brains on the pavement. Yesterday, an

. Exit

This sock hep won't be one
go because my friends say we are going. I mo
because it’s raining outside and what else is
there'to do? Not all the girls have boys asking
them. I don’t want anybody to ask me. I don't
wart 'some earnest boy talking to my chest or

_punching my shoulder. [ bave pretty much
forgotten about Curtis now.

This dance is dumb. We all say that. But we
all go anyway. It is getting hot inside, so the
eachers throw open the exit doors

“Exit
* Exit
“ I love the soft red glow of the mwn signs. Soon

‘it will be the last dance, and I will return with
. my shoes to the security of my desk and the
* light of day. Then I see his silhouette at the
* side door. The teachers are outside smoking.
* "He takes off his boots and moves toward me.
~""He tosses his jean jacket on the floor.

“Can I have this dance?” Curtis says, taking

- my hand. ] know the other girls are Jooking at

him. And at me. Curtis is in Grade 9, We are
in Grade 7. He is so tall. He might as well be

* . -—he might as well be a man.

‘And what about ine? What am I? .

. Out on the gym floor, he grabs my belt Hoocm
as the $ong begins, It is my favourite, the one
by Bdward Bear. He pulls me toward him. I
listen to the lyries that T will remember all
my life, “This is the last song I'll ever write
for you, This is the last Ezm that I'll ever say
how muck I really care.” -

He holds me in his arms, and I can wm& Em
pearl snap buttons against me. I close my
eyes, and I feel powerful like I am growing -
into someone. He smells like suede and ciga-
rettes and cinnamon, like the inside of ny -
mamy’s purse. I hold Imy arms around his neck.
Do you know how it is to slip away, to feel

. %oE,mmmm &mmgmmznm and then reappearing

as someone else? Hﬁ i Eﬂm HEEE 0 miemo-
rize this mmmwzw :

"Strew that. [ am Sc vc%, mmbﬁsm

He's a boy off the reserve and I'am a cook’s
girl. [ imagine the stars spinning around the
sky. The soundtrack swells, We are dancing
on the roof of the Starlight Drive-In. There is
a romantic movie playing in the distance.
Three white guys wait for the pay phone.
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