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Fellow A.A. Members:

First off I would like to thank the few members who gave me
something to make up this A.A. booklet. It was not easy to put this booklet
together, but it has been done.

Next thing I would like to say is, the reason this booklet
was not done very fast is because of the lack of interest in this booklet
from the members.

I am really disappointed with the lack of interest into this,
I was told nothing but " This is the best A.A. group anywhere and the members
are the most sincere " Well my opinions of this group has changed a great
deal, Because I can count on one hand the amount of people that has handed
me something for this booklet, even after me bugging people for a month for
something to put into this booklet and them saying " No problem I'll have
it for you next week!" Well it has been more -than a week and I still haven't
seen anything from them!!!!!!!!!!

Well, this is the booklet that I have been getting bugged
about from the same person who said they would have it
( something ) for me in in a week but I never heard from
them. This book is for you!!!!!!

To the next Editor: GOOD LUCK It! Have fun with the next
issue of this A.A. Booklet.

\2)



YOU DRINK,
DON'T DRIVE

That one last drink you take "for the road" may very
well be the last you ever take. More than half of all fa
tal vehicle accidents in a typical year involve drivers
who had been drinking. In 1978, for example, more
than 25,000 Americans died because of drunken driv-.
ing. When you drink and drive, you're a potential killer.
You also could be signing your own death warrant. So
next time you order one for the road —think about it.

GASOLINE AND ALCOHOL DON'T MIX
(3) CREDDIT TO THE

TORCNIO STAR
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TABLE 29. Nitober of Adalsslons, by Province and Sex. by Most Serious Offence,(1) 1979

Hose serious offence

No.

Newfoundland Prince

Edward

Island

Nova Scotia

Terre-Neuve ile-du-
Prlnce-

£douard

Nouvelle-Ecosae

Hale Fectale Male Female Hale Female

Homines Ferraes Homnes Femmes Hommes Femes

1 Murder 2 - — - 22 4

r Manslaughter - - 1 - 4 -

) Attcapted surder 1 - - — 12 -

4 Other crises tending to deprive life 5 - 1 - 10 -

5 Rape 0
- 2 - 27 -

6 Attempted rape 2 - - - 2 -

7 Other sexual offences 33 — 4 - 74 -

8 Kidnapping and abduction ' - - 4 - 9 4

9 Wounding 1 - - - 15 -

10 Assaults 55 1 32 1 198 6
11 Firearms and other offensive weapons 11 _ 5 — 119 1

12 Robbery 22 - 6 - 101 5
13 Extortion 1 1 - - 5 -

14 Break and enter 335 3 72 1 524 10

IS Theft, over $200 58 1 10 3 168 10
lb Theft, $200 and under 55 9 18 5 183 24

17 Offences resembling tbeft 3 - _ - 22 -

Jd Having In possession 17 - 8 1 154 2

19 Arson and other fires 10 — 2 1 16 4

20 Mischief in relation to property 30 8 29 - 202 4
21 False pretences 14 2 6 1 58 3
22 Forgery and offences resembling forgery 13 1 3 - 49 3
23 Fraud 6 1 1 _ 21 3
24 Other offences relating to fraud - - _ _ _ _

25 Corruption and disobedience 11 _ 7 _ 66 1

26 Disorderly conduct 13 - 20 1 177 14
27 Criminal negligence In operation of a notor vehicle 2

- 6 - 5 -

26 Failure to stop at Gcene of accident 6 .^ 9 1 15 _

29 Driving while suspended 21 - 21 _ 162 1

30 Dangerous driving 11 — 20 — 73 2
31 Other offences relating to dangerous driving - - — - 4 _

32 Driving while ability to drive Is impaired 16 - 12 - 32 1
33 Driving with nore than 80 mg. of alcohol in blood 256 2 180 4 203 4

34 Failure or refusal to provide breath saaple 78 2 113 3 131 _

33 Taking motor vehicle wichout consent 8 _ 10 1 35 3
36 Prison breach (escapes and rescues) 13 _ 2 _ 35 _

37 Failure to cooply with Probation order 43 16 20 1 96 7

38 Other Crlnlnal Code 49 4 16 _ 66 4
39 Narcotic Control Act, traffic in narcotics 125 4 10 _ 173 L

40 Narcotic Control Act, possession of narcotics 12 — 5 _ 80 3
41 Other Narcotic Control Act offencas 2 _ _ _ 3 _

42 Food and Drugs Act 9 _ 2 _ 22 _

43 Ot'her Federal Statutes 44 3 5 _ 109 —

44 Highway Traffic Act 60 1 72 . _

45 Liquor Control Act 9 4 296 5 298 6
46 Motor Vehicle Act _ _ 135 2
47 Other Provincial Statutes 19 _ 8 _ 90
48 Municipal By-Laws _ 1 _ 9 —

49 Unknown Statute 1 ^. _ 8 —

SO No offencc(2) 1 - - - 1 i

51 TOTAL 1,492 63 ' 1,039 29 4,023 136

(1) For the definition of "Host serious offence" refer to the Cloessry.
(2) "No offence" refers to those cases in which the offence section of the prison admission form was not completed when it was

sent to the Justice Statistics Division.
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Families, friends grieve for victims

Alcohol-related
accidents involve
58,000 a year
By April Lindgren
Record staff

CAMBRIDGE—Sixteen-year-old Jerry P
is lying semiconscious, scraped and bruised in a
Hamilton hospital bed today. He has two broken
arms, a broken ankle and head injuries that may
result in some brain damage.

The Cambridge teenager was cycling home
from work Friday night when he was struck by a
car. y.

The driver of the car has been charged with
•impaired driving.

TWrty-three-year-old Sylvan Dv is lying in
WoodlandCemetery today.

The Kitchener motheroftwowas buriedJuly 4.
She died in St. Mary's Hospital after she was
struck by a car while cycling home from work
early on a Wednesday morning.

The driver of that car has been charged with
impaired driving.

Both victims are among the 58,000 Canadians
whoare killed, maimed or seriously injured each
year in ajcohol-related car accidents, says John
Buti-s, president of Toronto-based People to Re
duce Impaired Driving Everywhere (PRIDE).

B can rhyme off dozens of drinking and
driving statistics gathered from the Ontario Min
istry of Transportation and Communications and
the Canada Safety Council. Amongthem:

— In Ontario there is one alcohol-related car
accident every }T;•; minutes.

— On any Friday or Saturday night, one in
eight drivers on the road is impaired.

— The penalty for catching trout out
is greater than that imposed upon impaired driv
ers. The law-breaking fisherman stands to have
his car, boat and fishing equipment confiscated
and he can be fined up to $1,000, B said. The
drunk found guilty of impaired driving will lose
his licence for three months, and in most courts is
fined between$300 and $500, he said. •

But P and D are more than statis
tics.

P , a Grade 10 student at Preston high
school, came to Canada from Guyana 22 months
ago, said his brother, Harry, 29.

On Friday at about 11:45 p.m. he was riding his
bicycle on Plnebush Road when he was hit by a
car from behind.

Harry P isaid his brother was returning to
their Briarwood Drive home after working a shift
at a local auto-parts manufacturer where he'd
been employed for the past three weeks.

The boy lives with P , their father and
oilier family members. Jerry's mother died sev
eral years ago.

"He was really excited when lie got the job —it
was his first one. I took him outtobuy work boots
and a light for the bicycle. I even helped him put
iton,"P ... .said, adding thatthe 10-speed bicy-
ctez.'sohadrenectors.

He said his tall, slim brother likes
to roller skate, plays a lot of soccer
and is a "jolly kind of fellow."

Doctors have indicated Jerry
could emerge from the accident with
a drastically altered personality de--
pending on the head injuries.

However, the waiting that has
' only now begun for the F . fami
ly, has already come and gone —
quickly and tragically — for Sylvan
D. .' relatives and friends.

"The doctors told us from the be
ginning she wouldn't make it," said
her sister, Betty F .. 25, of Cam
bridge. "My husband and brother
spent three nights in the hospital
with John (D ' husband). It was
horrible."

D""" was taken to hospital just
after 2 a.m. July 29 with her leg bro
ken in five places and with extensive
head injuries.

She was struck from behind while
riding along Ottawa Street South
toward her Pinedale Street home.
She'd just finished a shift in the
bacon-slicing department at J. M.

stuffed peppers." F, said. "And
her desserts — when I was pregnant
she'd bring me these incredible des
serts.

"We were really close. My sister
was eight years older than I and
looked after me through my whole
life after my mother started work
ing."

She described her sister as a
"very calm, understanding sort of
person — she'd give anybody a
hand. I still don't think it has sunk
in."

"Sylvan was really happy, really
enjoying her life. Their house was
almost paid for and they were get
ting ahead. 1 was over there clean
ing last week and I looked around
and thought, 'What the bell was it all
for —she's gone.' "

F said she and her mother,
who now lives in Ayr, will probably
care for the D. : children.

"If it was me that it had happened
to, I know Sylvan would be here for
me, looking after my child (3'/$-
month-old Jessica)."

Rose S , who narrowly escaped

Schneider Inc., where her husband
also works.

Although her bicycle and one rid
den by a co-worker, were equipped
with lights and reflectors, the car hit
D"'.- and then her companion,
Rose S , 27, of 43 Appalachian
Cres., Kitchener.

S escaped with minor injuries,
but D . was thrown on top of the
car and tossed 16 metres by the im
pact.

F . said her brother-in-law has

taken his children, Robert, 7, and
Stephanie, 8, out of the city for a few
days.

"Their 10th wedding anniversary
was June 30. Sylvan died July 1,"
she said.

D' , who grew up in the
Hespeler area of Cambridge, ran a
restaurant with her husband in

Hamilton for several years and then
worked in a Cambridge restaurant
before moving to Kitchener five
years ago.

"Sylvan was a really good cook —
especially her cabbage rolls and

«)

death herself and has barely slept
since the night of accident, said she
lost her best friend.

"Sylvan was a beautiful person —
helpful, strong — she didn't know
the meaning of 'I can't do it" And
her children meant everything to
her.
'"I have a broken heart right

now."
SI. said D felt strongly

about impaired drivers. "She said if
one of her kids was hit by an im
paired driver she would be devastat
ed. We never talked about our
selves."

S. .' said she began riding her bi
cycle to work during the summer six
years ago and that D began
joining her last year.

"I'm very angry about Sylvan's
death, but it doesn't matter how an
gry you get, it's not going to bring
her back. And there will never be
another one like her."

S. . and her husband Jim both
work at the Schneider plant where
donations for PRIDE will be collect
ed this Friday.
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Suspend license for life, says
father ofdrunk driver's victim
By Jim Wilkes Toronto Star

An anguished Guy B
says he's not happy with the
three-year sentence handed the
drunk driver who killed his son
because six months after the man
gets oul of prison he'll be back
behind the wheel of a car.

"People who drink and drive
and kill someone should lose their
licenses for life" he said.iait
night on the eve of the first anni
versary of his 11-year-old son
Gregory's death.

Ayear ago today. Greg B
was run down on Brimley

Rd. in Scarborough by a driver
later found to have nearly twice
the legal limit or alcohol" in his
blood.

And yesterday, after an impas
sioned call by H_ ihal

lin. County
Court Judge William Re
tenced 20-year-old Michael

N» . Df Andrew Ave.,
Scarborough to three years in

Father wants life suspension
Continued from page AI
penitentiary. N: will also lose
his, license for six months.

"I'm not against people who
drink," said B. , who has
three other children.

"I like to see people have a
good time. I'm just against people legal limitofalcohol inhisblood.

Greg's sister, Jaime, 21. said
she had mixed emotions when

7»Ji«N: sentence was announced
!7?J2,B. _ 45, each day must in the courtroom,

pass the spot where his son was
struck down, just yards down the
street from his juke-boycompa
ny. And each time the pain re
turns.

"It's terrible, it hurts," he said.
"We cry a lot and trv to reason

who drink and drive/

Pain returns

reached home and noticed his
windshield was broken. He then
returned to the accident scene
and admitted responsibility.

He pleaded guilty to charges of
criminal negligence causing
death and having more than the

enough.
"It should have been a lifetime

a friend were in was struck by a
drunk driver. And even though
she wasn't badly hurt, she
remembers the awful feeling she
had as that driver staggered
from his car —laughing.

Jaime, who attends a profes
sional make-up academy in Los'
Angeles, .said she got a lot of sup
port over the past year from the
U.S.-ba.sed group MADD (Moth
ers Against Drunk Driving) and

"I've always believed that bones it will spread to Ontario as
when you do something wrong, .J „'• ,,. ,, ,
.you should pay for it - and to '*£.B . . a.nd ,hls wife- Jacque-
me, three years just wasn't „^nh,j?,£J0,,jed 2rouPs such as

PRIDE (People to Rid Impaired
Driving Everywhere) and ap
prove of police spot checks for
drunk drivers.

"I'd like to see an outcry from
the public that they want stiffer
penalties for drinking drivers.

"Wedon't want Greg to be just
.-mother statistic," he said. "We
want to get drunks off the road."

why something, like this happens f?ntence." she said "I think it's
in the first place. same as murder when you

Family members will get behind the wheel of a "car
when you're drunk."

Jaime already knew.the agony
a drunk driver could cause.
When she was 18, the car she and

try to
make sense of It all today when
they gather in Pine Hills Ceme
tery under the tree where Greg is
buried. For nearly 10 months
Guy B. . visited the grave
at least once a day, and still goes
there three or four times a week
to be close to his son.

"I tell you one thing, we sure
miss him," he said. "This is the
ultimate tragedy. Nothing on the
face of this earth can ever be
worse to a parent than the death
of their child.

"1 had an awful lot of plans for
Greg — he had quite a future
ahead of him and I'd hoped he
would take over the business one
day when I stepped aside."

Greg and a friend, 23-ycar-oid
Michael A were cycling sin
gle file about 11.30 p.m. that
night a year ago when N
car struck them both. Greg was
killed and A . suffered a
broken leg.

/JflgN car didn't stop and
the court heard he didn't realize
what had happened until he

Jailhouse

moonshine
poisons 14

SAN QUfiNTIN, Calif.
(UPI) - Fourteen San
Quentin inmates were
treated for alcohol poison
ing yesterday after they
drunk prison-made "moon
shine."

Prisoners began getting
ill Saturday, night and two
of them were taken to out
side hospitals for treat
ment Later. 11 others were
removed to hospitals for
medical treatment and one

in the prison hospital.

"An initial toxicology
report done on blood sam
plings indicates that traces
of acetone and methy] .
hoi — wood alcohol — were
found in bloodstreams."
said prison spokesman Pur-
cey MoBScy.

Masscy said the beverage
was apparently only distri
buted in the prison's ranch
facility, where minimum
security inmates reside. An
announcement was made to
all prisoners in the section
that the substance was
toxic and that medical
""pntion should be soueht.
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What is AlcdhdlicSAndnymdus.

-Alcoholics Anonymous is a fellowship obmen and women who share,
their experience, strength and hope* with each other that may solve
their common pibblems and other to recover frwm. Alcoholism,

The-only reojjuirement ion membership:Is a desire to stop drinking.
There are no due* or iiu \or AAmembership} we ate sel^-iupporting
through our own contributions,

A;A. Is- hotalJLiedwith any sect,denomination, politic^organization
:"or institution; doe*4 not wish to engage in any controversy, neither

endorses ok opposes any cause, Oua primary purpose is to .stay sober
and help other alcoholic* to achieve sobriety,

•H6W It works.

Rarely havz we seen a person &all who has thoroughly fallowed oua
Path, those who do not recover, are people who cannot on. will not
completely give themselves to this simple program. Usually men and
women who are. constitutionallyincapable Ofji being honest with them
selves. There ate such unfantunates, they ate naturally incapable
Off, grasping and developing a manner OfJ living which demands rigor'
ou6 honesty, Their chance* o& recovery ate let>t> tlian average. Thene.
ate those too, who suiter ^rom ghave emotional and mental disorders,
but many o<J iriem do recover l{ they have the capacity to be hone&t,

Oua stories dl&clo&e in a general way what we used to be like,, what
happened and what we are like now. If} you have decided that you
want what we have and are willing to go to . any length to get it,
then you are ready to take certain steps t ..

At some otf these we balked. We thought we could &ind an easier,
softer way. But we could not. I'Jlth all the earnestness our command,
we beg o& you to be fearless and thorough <$/tom the very start. Some
Ofj us have tried to hold on to our old ideas and the results were nil,
until we let go absolutely. Remember that we dual with alcohol
OWNING! BAFFLING! POWERFUL! Without help It Is to much far us. But
there is one who has all power. THAT OblE IS GOV,



ASK 'VOURSELf IS A. A. ' FOR VOW ?

Ask youASeli Is A.A. far YOU?? Only you can decide;whether you want
to give A.A. a try - whether you think It can help you. We who are
In A.A. came because we ^naUy gave up trying to control our drink
ing. We stUUi hate to admit that could never drink safely. Then we
heard irom other A.A. mew.bzrsthat wewere sick. (We thought to far
years',) We faund out that many people sufaered &nom the same faelings
Ofj guilt and lonliness and hopelessness', that we did. We faund out mat
we had these faelings becauie'we were sick with Alcoholism, We decided
to try and face up to what Alcohol had. done to us. Here are some o&
the questions we tried to answer honestly, l& we answered yes to faur
or more questions, we were in deep trouble with our drinking. See how
you do. Remember, there Is no disgrace In facing up to the lact that
you have a problem..

(1) Have you ever decided to stop drinking far a week or so, but
only lasted far a couple a days?

(2) Vo you wish people would mind there own business about your
drlnklng-stdp telling you what to do?

(3) Have you ever switched {nam one kind o& drink to another In
the hope that this would keep you inom getting drunk? ,

(4) • Have you had a drink In the manning during the past year?

(5) So you envy people who can drink without getting Into
trouble? '•••.••.

(6) Have you had problems connected with drinking during the
past year? • .

(7) Has your drinking caused trouble at home?

(«). Vo 'you ever tAy to get "extra" drinks at a party because
you do not get enough? ,

(•9) Vo you tell yourself you can stop drinking any time you
.. .- want to, even though you keep getting drunk when you don't

• .mean to? V, 1. : ,

[10) Have you missed days oi work because OfJ drinking?

HI) Vo you have blackouts?

(72) Have you ever fait that your Ufa would be better li you
did not drink?

(9)

yes no)
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GRAY MATTER

They had been predicting a norther all week and along about Thursday we got it,
a real screamer that piled up eight inches by four in the afternoon and showed
no signs of slowing down. The usual five or six inches were gathered around
the reliable in Henrys Nite-Owl, which is the only little store on this side
of Bangor that stays open right around the clock.

Henry don't do a huge business-mostly, it amounts to selling the college kids
their beer and wine-but he gets by and it's a place for us old duffers on social
security to get together and talk about who's died lately and how the world's
going to hell.

This afternoon Henry was at the counter; Bill Pelham, Bertie Coroners, Carl
Littlefield, and me war tipped up by the stove. Outside, not a car was moving
on Ohio Street, and the plows was having hard going. The wind was socking
drifts across that looked like the backbone on a dinosaur.

Henry'd only had three customers all afternoon-that is, if you want to count
in blind Eddie. Eddie's about oeventy, and he ain't completely blind. Runs
into things, mostly. He comes in once or twice a week and sticks a loaf of
bread under his coat and walks out with an expression on his face like: there,
you stupid sonsabitches, fool you again.

Bertie onced asked Henry why he never put a stop to it. " I'll tell you ",
Henry said. " A few years back the Air Force wanted twenty million dollars
to rig up a flyin' model of an airplane they had planned out. Well, it cost
them seventy-five million and then the damn thing wouldn't fly. That happened
ten years ago, when blind Eddie and myself were considerable younger, and I
voted for the women who sponsered that bill. Blind Eddie voted against her.
And since then I've been buyin' his bread. " Bertie didn't look like he quite
followed all of that, but he sat back to muse over it.

Now the door opened again, letting in a blast of the cold gray air outside,
and a young kid came in, stamping snow off his boots. I placed himafter a
second. He was Richie Grenadine's kid, and he looked like he'd just kissed
the wrong end of the baby. His adam's apple was going up and dawn and his
face was the colour of old oilcloth.
" Mr. Parmalee," he says to Henry, his eyeballs rolling around in his head
like ball bearing " you got to come. You got to take him his beer and come,
I can't stand to go back there. I'm scared. "

" Now slow down," Henry cays, taking off his white butcher's apron and coming
around the counter. " What's the matter? Your dad been on a drunk? "

I realized when he said that, that Richie haden't been in for quite some time.
Usually he 'd be by once a day to pick up a case of whatever beer was going
cheapest at the time, a big fat man with jowls like pork butts and ham-hook
arms. Richie always was a pig about his beer, but he handled it okay when he
was working at the sawmill out in Clifton. Then something happened- a pulper
piled a bad loada or maybe Richie oust made it out that way-and Richie was off
work, free an' easy, with the sawmill company paying him compensation..Something
in his back. Anyway, he got awful fat. He hadn't been in lately, although once
in awhile I'd seen his boy come in for his nightly case. Nice enough boy.^ Henry
sold him the beer, for he knew it was only the boy doing as his father said.

(11)



GREY MATTER CON'T

The talking went on for quite awhile, but finally Henry and the boy came back
out. The boy had taken his coat off, but Henry had put his on. The boy was
kinda hitching in his chest the way you do when the worst is past, but his eyes
was red and when he glanced at you, he 'd look down at the floor.

Henry looked worried. " I thought I'd send Timmy here upstairs an' have my
wife cook him.up a toasted cheese or somethin'. Timmy says he wants some beer.
He gave me the money. Maybe a couple of you fellas'd like to go around to
Richie's place with me." He tried to smile,,but it was a pretty sick affair
and he soon gave up.

" Sure," Bertie says. " What kind of beer? I'll go fetch her."
" Get Harrow's Supreme," Henry said. " We got some cutdown boxes back there."
I got up too. It would have to be Bertie and me. Carl's arthritis gets some
thing awful on days like this, and Billy Pelham don't have much use of his
right arm anymore. Bertie got four six-packs of Harrow's and I packed them
into a box while Henry took the boy upstairs to the apartment, overhead.

Well, he straightened that out with his missus and came back down, looking
over his shojilder to make sure'the upstairs door was closed. Billy spoke up,
fairly busting: " What's up? Has Richie been workin' the kid over? " " No,"
Henry said. " I'd oust as soon not say anything yet. It'd sound crazy. I will
show you somethin' though. The money Tim had to pay for the beer with." He
shed four dollar bills, out of his pocket, holding them by the corner, and I^
don't blame him. They was all covered with grey slimey stuff that looked like
the scum on top.of bad preserves. He laid them down on the counter with a
funny smile and said to Carl: " Don't let anybody touch 'em. Not if what the
kid says is even half right! "

And he went around the meat counter to the sink and washed his hands. I got up,
put on my pea coat and scarf and buttoned up. It was no good taking a cars-
Richie lived in an apartment building down on curve Street, which is as close
to straight up an' down as the law allows, and it's the last place the plows .
touch. As we were going out, Bill Pelham called after us: " Watch out, now."
Henry just nodded and put the case of Harrow fs on the little handcart he keeps
by the door, and out we trundled.

The wind hit us like a sawblade, and right away I pulled my scarf up over my
ears. We paused, in the doorway just for a second while Bertie pulled on his
gloves. He had a pained sort of wince on his face, and I knew how he felt. It's
all well for younger fellows to go out skiing all day and running those goddamn
waspwing snowmobiles half the night, but when you get over seventy without an
oil change, you feel that northeast wind around your heart.

" I don't want to scare you boys," Henry said, with that queer, sort of revolted
smilestill on his mouth, " but Urn goin' to show you all the same. And I'm goin'
to tell you what the boy told me while we walk up there.. .because I want you to
know, you seel " And he pulled a .45-caliber hogleg out of his coat pocket-the
pistol he kept loaded and ready under the counter ever since- the day he went to
twenty-four hours a day back in 1958. I don't know where he got it, but I do know
the one- time he' flashed it at a stickup guy, the fella just turned around and bolted
right out the door. Henry, was a cool one, all right,
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GREY MATTER CON'T

I saw him throw out a college kid that came in one time and gave him a hard
time about cashing a check. That kid walked away like his ass was on side-.
ways and he had to crap.

Well, I only' tell you that because Henry wanted Bertie and me to know he
meant business, and we did, too.

So we set out, bent into: the wind like'washerwomen, Henry trundling that
cart and telling us what the boy had said. The wind,was'trying to rip the
words away before we could hear'em, but'we'goi most of it-more'n we wanted to.
I was glad. Henry had his Frenchman's pecker stowed away in his coat pocket.

The kid said it must have been the beer-you know how.you get a bad can every
now and again. Flat, or smelly or green as thei peestains inan Irishman's
underwear. A fella once, told me' that'all it taJwis.Ja\ tiny[hole to let in
bacteria that'll do some damn strange things. TMhpl^ cani be so small that
the beer won't hardly dribble out,'but the bacteriacanget in. And beer's
good food for some of those bugs. Anyway, the kid said Richie brought back
a case of Golden Light just "like always that night .in.October and.sat down
to polish it off while Timmy. did his homework.^.Timmy was jus,t about ready for
bed when he hears Richie say, " Christ Jesus, thai; ain!trightly, K"

..- -. ••' ' .-,•.. •• •'•. .• -. •• • *"• "' •. ••
And Timmy says, " What that, Pop? " •„ • >.•'.$-v;*•".
"Thai beer," Richie says. "God, ihat-'s the.worst taste.I eper had in my
mouth.": Most people would, wonder .why in the name of God he drank it if it,
tasted so bad, but then, most people never seen Richie Grenadine^ go to his
beer. I was down in Wally's Spa one afternoon, and I saw.him win the god-
damndest bet. He bet a fella he could drink twenty two-bit glasses of beer
in one minute. Nobody local would take him up, bub this salesman from
Montpelier laid down a twenty-dollar bill and Richie covered him. He drank
all twenty.With seven seconds io spare-although when he walked out he was
more'.n three sails into the.wind. Sox I"'esspect-Richie had most of that bad
can in his gut before his brain could warn him.

" I'm gonna puke," Richie says, " took out1 "
But the time he got to the head it had passed off, and that was the end of
it. The boy said he smelt the can, and it smelt like something crawled in
there and died. There was a little gray dribble around the top, too.

Two, days later the boy comes home from school and there's Richie sitting in
front of the T.V. and watching the.afternoon tearjerkers with every goddamn

"'shade in thk\ place pulled down.""-'

" What'8 up? " Timmy asks, for Richie don't hardly ever roll in before nine.
''.I'm. watching, the TV, " Richie says. I didn't seem to want to go out today."
Timmy turned on the light over the sink, and Richie yelled at him: " And turn
oft'that friggin'light: "

So^0mmy did. it, not asking how he's going to do his.homework in the dark.
When Richie's in that mood you don'task him nothing,
" An' go out an' get me a case," Richie 'says. " Money's on the table."
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GREY MATTER CON'T

When the kid gets back, his dad's still sitting in the dark, only now it's
dark outside, too. And the TV's off. The kid starts getting the creeps-
to, well, who wouldn't? Nothing but a dark flat and your daddy sitting in
the corner like a big lump. So he puts the beer on the table, knowing that
Richie don't like it so cold it spikes his forehead, and when he gets close to .'
his old man he starts to notice a kind of rotten smell, like old cheese some
one left standing on the counter over the weekend. He don't say shit or go
blind, though, as the old man was never what you'd call a cleanly soul. Instead
he goes into his room and shuts the door and does his homework, and after a
while he hears the TV start to go and Richie's popping the. top in his first
of the evening. And for two weeks or so, that's the way things went. The
kid got up in the morning and went to school an' when he got home Richie'd
be in front of the television, and beer money on the table.

The fat was smelling ranker and ranker, too. Richie wouldn't have the shades
up at all, and about the middle of November he made Timmy stop studying in
his room. Said he couldn't abide the light under the door. So Timmy started
going down the block to a friend's house after getting his dad the beer.

Then one day when Timmy came home from school-it was four o'clock and pretty
near dark already-Richie says, " Turn on the light,"

The kid turns on the light over the sink, and damn if Richie ain't all wrapped
up in a blanket. " Look," Richie says, and one hand creeps out from under
the blanket. Only it ain't a hand at all. Just a gray lump. Well, Timmy
Grenadine was scared bad. He says, " Pop, what's happening to you? " And
Richie says, " I dunno. But it don't hurt. It feels.,., kinda nice." So
Timmy says, " I'm gonna call Dr. Westphail." And the blanket starts to tremble
all over, like something awful was shaking-all-over under there.

And Richie says, " Don't you dare. If you do I'll touch ya and you'll end
up just like this." And he slides the blanket down over his face for just
a minute. By then we were up to the corner of Harlow and curve Street, and
I was even colder than the temperature had been on Henry's Orange Crush ther
mometer when we came cut, A percon doesn't hardly want to believe such things,
and yet there's still strange things in the world.

I once knew a fella named George Kelso, who worked for the Bangor Public
Works Department. He spent fifteen years fixing water mains and mending
electricity cables and all that an' then one day he just up an' quit, not
two years before his retirement. Frankie Haldeman, who knew him, said George
went down into a sewer pipe on Essex laughing and joking just like always
and came up fifteen minutes later with his hair just as white as snow and
his eyes staring like he just looked through a window into hell.

He walked straight down to the BPW garage and punched his clock and went down
to Wally's Spa and started drinking. It killed him two years later. Frankie
said he tried to talk to him about it and George said something one time, and
that was when he was pretty well blotto. Turned around on his stool, George
did, an' asked Frankie Haldeman if he'd ever seen a spider as big as a good-
sized dog sitting in a web full of kitties an' such all wrapped up in silk
thread.
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GREY MATTER CON'T

Well, what could he say to that? I'm not saying there's any truth in it,
but I am saying that there's things in the corners of the, world that would
drive- a man insane to look'em right in the face. So we just stood on the
corner a minute, in spite of the wind that was whooping up the street.

" What'd he see? " Bertie ackod.
" He said he could still see his dad," Henry answered, " but he said he was
buried in gray jelly.,,and it was all kinda mashed together. He said his
clothe8 were all stickin' in and out of his skin, like they was melted to
his body." " Holy Jesus," Bertie said. "• Then he covered right up again
and started screaming at the kid to turn off the light," ".Like he was a
fungus," I said. " Yes," Henry said. " Sorta like that," .'•
" You keep that .pistol handy," Bertie said.
" Yes,-1 think I will." And with that, we started to trundle up Curve Street.

The apartment house where Richie Grenadine had his flat was almost at the
top of the hill,one of those big Victorian monsters that were built by the
pulp an' paper barons at vhe turn of the century. They've just about all
been turned into apartment houses now. When Bertie got his breath he told
us Richie lived on the third.floor under that top gable that jutted out like
an eyebrow. I took the chance to ask Henry what had happened to the kid
after that.

Along about the third week in November the kid came back one afternoon to
find Richie had gone one further than just pulling the shades down. He'd
taken and nailed blankets across'every window in the place. It was starting
to stink worse, too-kind of a mushy stink, the way fruit gets when it goes
to ferment with yeast.

A week or so after that, Richie got the kid to start heating his beer on the
stove. Can you feature Ihci? I7»e kid all by himself in that apartment with
his dad turning into.,.well, into something, an' heating his beer and then
having to listen to him-it-drinking it with awful thick slurping sounds, the
way an old man eats, his chowder: can you imagine it?

And that'8 the way things went on until today, when the kid's school let out
early because of the storm,

" The boy says he went right home," Henry told us.
" There's no light in the upstairs hall at all-the boy claims his dad must've
enuck out some night and broke it-so he had to sort of creep down to his door.
" Well, he heard somethin' moving around in there, and it suddenly pops into
his mind that he don't know what Richie does all day through the week. He
ain't seen.his dad stir out of that chair for almost a month, and a man's got
to sleep and go to the bathroom sometime.

"There's a Judas hole i:\ the middle of the dear, ar.dit's supposed to have
a latch on the inside to fasten it shut, but it's been busted ever since they
lived there. So the kid slides up to the door real easy and pushes it open a
bit with his thumb and pokes his.eyeup to it."
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GREY MATTER CON'T

By now we were at the foot of the steps and the house was looming over us like
a high, ugly face, with those windows on the third floor for eyes. I looked
up there and sure enough those windows were just as black as pitch. Like
somebody'd put blankets over'em or painted 'em up.

" It took him a minute to get his eyes adjusted to the gloom. An' then he
seen a great big gray lump, not like a man at all, slitherin' over the floor,
leavin' a gray, slimy trail behind it. An' then it sort of snaked out an arm
or something like an arm-and pried a board off'n the wall. And took out a cat!"
Henry stopped for a second. Bertie was beating his hands together and it was
god-awful cold out there on the street, but none of us were ready to go up
there just yet. " A dead cat," Henry recommenced, " that had putrefacted. The
boy said it looked all swole up stiff...and there was little white things
crawlin' all over it,,,"
" Stop," Bertie said, " For Christ's sake."
" And then his dad ate it,"
I tried to swallow and something tasted greasy in my throat.
" That'8 when Timmy closed the peephole," Henry finished softly. " And ran."

'" I don't think I can go up there," Bertie said.
Henry didn't say nothing, just looked from Bertie to me and back again.
" I guess we better, " I said. " We got Richie's beer."
Bertie didn't say anything to that, so we went up the steps and in through
the front hall door. I smelted it right off.

Do you know how a cider house smells in the summer? You never get the smell
of apples out, but in the fall it's all right because it smells tangy and
sharp enough to ream out your nose. But in the summer, it just smells mean,
this smell was like that, but a little loorse.

There was one light on in the lower hall, a mean yellow thing in a frosted
glass that threw"a glow as thin as buttermilk. And those stairs that went
up into the shadows.

Henry bumped the cart to a stop, and while he was lifting out the case of beer,
I thumbed the button at the foot of the stairs that controlled the second-
floor landing bulb. But it was busted, just as the boy said.

Bertie quavered: " I'll lug the beer. You just take care of that pistol."
Henry didn 't argue. He handed it over and we started up, Henry first, then
me, then Bertie with the. case in his arms. By the time we had fetched the
second-floor landing, the stink was just that much worse. Rotted apples, all
fermented and under that an even uglier stink.

When I lived out in Levant I had a dog one time—Rex, his name was--and he
was a good mutt but not very wise about cars. He got hit a lick one after
noon while I was at work and he crawled under the house and died there. My
Christ, what a stink. I finally had to go under and haul him out with a pole.
That other stench was like that; flyblown and putrid and just as dirty as a
borin' cob. Up till then I had kept thinking that maybe it was some sort of
joke, but I saw it wasn't. " Lord, why don't the neighbors kick up Harry? "
I asked. " What neighbors? " Henry asked, and he was smiling that queer smile
again. I looked around and saw that the hall had a sort of dusty, unused look
and the door of all three second-floor apartments was closed and locked up.

(16)



GREY MATTER CON'T

" Who's the landlord, I wonder? " Bertie asked, resting the case on the newel
post and getting his breath. " Gaiteau? Suprised he don't kick him out'. "
" Who'd go up there and evict him? " Henry asked. " You? " Bertie didn't say
nothing.

Presently we started up the r&xl flight, which was even narrower and steeper
than the last. It was getting hotter too. It sounded like every radiator in
the place was clanking and hissing. The smell was awful, and I started to
feel like someone was stirring my guts with a stick.

At the top was a short hall, and one door with a little Judas hole in the
' middle of it,

Bertie made a soft little cry an' whispered out: •"• Look what were walkin'
in! " I looked down and saw all this slimy stuff on the hall floor, in little
puddles. It looked like there'd been a carpet once, but the gray stuff had
eaten it away. Henry walked dawn to the door, and, we went after him. I don't
know about Bertie, but I was shaking in my shoes. Henry never hesitated, though,
he raised up that gun and beat on the door, with the butt of it.

"Richie? " he called, and his voice didn't sound a bit scared, although his
face was deadly pale. " This is Henry Parmalee from down at the Nite-Owl. I
brought your beer. " There wasn't any answer for p'raps a full minute, and
then a voice said, " Where's my boy? "

I almost ran right then. That voice wasn't human at all. It was queer an'
low an' bubbly, like someone talking through a mouthful of suet.
" He's at my store,"-Henry said, " havin' a decent meal. He's just as skinny
as a slat cat, Richie."

There wasn't nothing fox- a while, and then some horrible squishing noises,
like a man with rubber boots walking through mud. Then that decayed voice
spoke right through the other side of the door.
" Open the door an' shove that beer through," it said, " Only you got to pull
all the ring tabs first, I can't."
" In a minute, " Henry said. " What kind of shape you in Richie? "
" Never mind that, " the voice said, and it was horribly eager. " Just push
in the beer and go! "
" It ain't just dead cats anymore, is it? " Henry said; and he sounded sad.
He wasn't holdin' the gun-butt-anymore; now it was business end first.

And suddenly, in a flash of light, I made the mental connection Henry had
already made, perhaps even as Timmy was telling his story. The smell of decay
and rot seemed to double in my nostrils when I remembered. Two young girls
and some old Salvation Army wino had disappeared in town during the last three
weeks or so—all after dark.

" Send it in or I'll come out an' get it," the voice said,
Henry gestured us back, and we went.
" I guess you better Richie." He cocked his piece.
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There was nothing then, not for a long time. To tell the truth, I began to
feel as if it was all over. Then that door burst open, so sudden and so hard
that it actually bulged before slamming out against the wall. And out came
Ritchie. It was just a second, just a second before Bertie and me was down
those 8tairs like schoolkids, four an' five at a time, and out the door and
into the snow, slipping an' sliding.

Going down we heard Henry fire three times, the reports loud as grenades in
the closedhallways of'that empty, cursed house.

What we saw in that one or two seconds will last me a lifetime—or whatever's
left of it.' It was a huge gray wave of jelly, jelly that looked like a man,
and leaving a trail of slime behind it.

But that wasn't the worst. Its eyes were flat and yellow and wild, with no
human soul in 'em, Only there wasn't two. There were four, an' right down
the center of the things betwixt the two pair of eyes, was a white, fibrous
line with a kind of pulsing pink flesh showing through like a slit in a hog's
belly. It was dividing, you 'see. Dividing in two.

Bertie and I didn't-say nothing to each other-going back to the store. ^I don't
know what was going through his mind, but I know well enough what was in mine:
the multiplication table. Two times two is four, four times two is eight,
eight times two is sixteen, sixteen times two is.,..

We got back. Carl and Bill Pelham jumped up and started asking questions
right off. We wouldn't answer, neither of us. We just turned around and
waited to see if Henry was gonna walk in outta the snow, I was up to 32,768
times two is the end of the human race and so we sat there cozied up to all
that beer and waited to see which one was going to finally come back; and
here we still sit.
I hope it'8 Henry. I surely do.

This was tokan irom the. book
" Might Shlii '! which was
writzn by Stzphzn King.
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This Is friendship,

I love, you, not only dor what you are., but lor what I am when I am
with you. .
I love, you, not only lor what you have made, ol younsell, but lor
what you are. making 61 me.
I love, you lor the panl ol me that you bring out.
I love you lor putting your hand Into my heaped up heart and pass
ing over all the IrivUous and weak things that you cannot help
seeing there and drawing out Into the light all the. beautilul rad
iant things no one. else has looked quite lar enough to lind.
I love you lor ignoring Hie possibilities ol the lool in. me and
•laying &inm hold ol the. possJihility ol good In me.
I love you lor closing your eyes to the. discords and adding, to the.
music In me by worshlplul listening.
I love you because you are. helping me to make ol the lumber ol my
lilt not a tavern, but a temple, and ol the. words ol my days, not
a reproach but a song.
I love you because, you have done more, than any gnzed could have
done, to make, me happy.
Vou have. done. It without a touch, without a word, without a sign.
You have, done it by being yoursell.
Alter all, perhaps this is what being a Intend means.

by tiary Carolyn Vavles.

SORE CORE

Cast out the. demons,
who run splashing through my brain.

Kiss my aching bruises,
with words to Aootliz tiiz pain.

Speak soIt reassuring words,
melt the. sickness in my heart.

Bring my laughter Into the open,
as my tears were. Irom the start.

I love, you, love you, love, you,
lor every gentle word you say.

You bill my Hie with magic,
Promise you will invsiA go away.

by Dennis HcAnthur
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STRAIGHT-JACKET

My arms are crossed, my knee's are drawn up

There are buttons all around me, even when I look up

A stomach coloured room I hide In the comer.

Time has stopped. My Hie becomes shorter

My head pounds oil walls, that are spltly padded, .
My lace is teared under hair:unkeptand matted ••• i-.'nov "v'>'i

My throat is raw Irom screaming 'Ipr meicy . ..".-.'"t/ \ "•;.;
My hands shake badly, I hate electricity

I embrace mysell though I am not!alpn,e, ',.-,. '."•. •„!. „'-,,'̂ .^
I can hear voices somewhere and a ringing phone' • •:..'• -..'

The door swings In, thixV6ctorti voice rip&'&ike dbeU- "•'•
" You must stop crying* Yaw can't $& home* untiZ--four well ",
The door swings closed. His stejk lade-away. ':' ;. . r ' '.

I sit quietly, knowing I'll go home someday
My arms are crossed, my knee's are drawn up. ...
There ate buttons all around me, .even vhen l.look up, •:•/.<•••'.

v y:!V^M<iAAthur\; •••< . -v. ,..

.-••>>. v •,-.>, ..-;•:<••"• '..- ' ;•• •• '-'•id .:.)V
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SPRING

flowers bloom, and the wind blows Iree,
Returning birds lly Irom tree<to- tree.
Sky Is blue and the gna$s Is green,..
It Is so beautilul to really be seen.

The flowers their petals do unlold,
for the bumble bee to behold.
The trees they do spread their best,.-
for little birds to make their nests,
Vew on the {yields does take Its loll,
To help them tok gnaw green,' and tall,.1
The sun shines Its warmly glow, ,,
On all those •trees down below.

It's nice to know Spring Is linally here.
And there will be no more snow to lear,
Surmer Is around the corner we know,
And then comes fall, with its leaves ol glow.
As all the birds begin to leave,
Just belore we get the cold North breeze,
Then it's Winter with its snow,
But best ol all, is Spring you know.

t;/>
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A WAV OF LIFE

A story I will tell you,
Listen to me well,
Cause its saved many,
Other than Irom hell,
How do you help someone,
Over burdens which theij bear,
Lead them to the only group,
In where others share,
Climbing steps to serenity,
Soon you'll begin to care.

A.A. is this story,
New tile is lound here,
Old problems teem to lade,
Mew ones seem to be so clear,
Yes my friend this is the place,
Marie up by those who care,
01 showing a way ol lile,
Unlimited lor you to share,
So you are welcome there.

W/B Wray, B
C/B [porky] l.C.

Positively Negative

We drank lor joy and became miserable.
We drank lor s :.clability and became argumentlve.
We drank lor sophistication and became obnoxious.
We drank lor Iriendship and made enemies.
We drank lor sleep and awakened exluwstcd.
We drank lor strength and lelt weak.
We drank to leel exhilaration and ended up
depressed.
We drank lor "medicinal purposes" and ended- up
with healtii problems.
We drank to get calmed down and ended up with
the shakes.
We drank to make conversation llow more easily
and the words came out slurred a>id Incoerent.
We drank to deminlsh our problems and solo them
multiply.
We drank to leel heavenly and ended up leeling
like hell.
We drank to cope with lile and invited death.

Otn
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it's Me' —Apoem |i
for the handicapped j
it's me \
Why do you turn your head \
away?
Your look is so doubtful—
Your eyes downcast.

It's me
Why do you awkwardly say
hello?
Your smile is crooked
Andso guilty
Notgenuineat all.

It's only me
Can't you see the tears Icry too?
Can't you tell I'm only human
like you?

• Please understand
I tn/ to live like you ' I
But, there arc things I just can I
do. ' |
ft'soitly me
Can't yousee—
J can hear and communicate just j
like you
I hear the birds and noises of \

, everyday life just like you I
It's only me j
WH1 you try andunderstand? \
1have my needs too l
I may have to have more than *
i/ou
But. I'm onlyhuman like you

It's me
Don't you know— •
I'd like to run . •

[ Idlike to sing andrlap
! I'd like to be like you

But it just can't be

i'S handicapped ' ]

"

•

•

. \ •

•

As you can see
But. I have feelings loo
And I can cry just like you

I can hurt and ache inside
Because of insults too, I'vecried
But. I try to smile
I sliow my success not my tears

My mind mai( be slow in years
What Vm trying to say is...

? I'm human
>And can laugh or cry

Just like you—
, I'm me
1 I'm a human being
\ I'mhuman just like you.

Nanci Matters
. • Oakville

I

A DOG'S PLEA

• Treat me kindly, ray beloved
friend, for no heart In all the
.world is more grateful for kind-
jiess than the loving heart of me.

Do not break my spirit with a
stick, for though I should Hck
your hand between blows, your
patience and understanding will
more quickly teach me the
things you would have me learn.

Speak to me often, for your
voice is the world's sweetest
music, as you must know by the
fierce wagging of my tail when
your footstep falls upon my wait
ing ear.

Please take me inside when it
Is cold and wet, for I am a

(22)

domesticated animal, no longer
accustomed to bitter elements. I
ask no greater glory than the
privilege of sitting at your feet
beside the hearth.

Keep my pan filled with fresh
water, for I cannot tell you when
I suffer thirst.

Feed me clean food that I may
stay well, to romp and play and
do your bidding, to walk "by your
side, and stand ready, willing
and able to protect you with my
life, should your life be in dan
ger.

And, my friend, when I am
very old, and I no longer enjoy
good health, hearln? and sight,
do not make heroic efforts to
keep me going. I am not having
any fun. Please see that my
trusting life is taken gentlv. I
shall leave this earth knowing
with the last breath I draw that
my fate was always safest In
your hands.

. •
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Try and find the hidden words in the square.

Twelvestepa
roe

Strength
Alcohol

Admitted
'Prayer
God
Warkworth
Liquor
Astra

Women

Swriety
Alcoholics
Hopeless
Unmanageable
Anonymous
Life r8
Beer

Alone

Group

u f a 8 t r a b e y

n b <7 O w t f e r t

m z 0 b e I i e V e

a s h w I 8 e r e i

n s t 0 V t V i z r

a u r m e n e P e b

9 0 o e s y n y t o

e m w n t 9 a e s 8

a y k e e r e 8 t c

b n r u P 0 w e r i

I o a I 3 u t a e I

e n w b I P h b n o

I a I c e> I 0 i 9 h

i d i d m o z e t o

f m 9 s h V i 9 h c

e i u a a e h i t I

s t o V a I 0 n e a

9 t r t e e o <J I z

o e u a d 8 p 0 r a

d d t I 9 s k y 0 h
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