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Gregory:
Il came to me slowly how chuotie and
untrustworthy sire was. Ail her tragic
tales, that I believed in so readily, 1

~Jamed ta beftzbrications. She is a iar.
Yet 1 know lier well enougir now ta see
how pathetic a girl ides behind those
lies.' Sie lies because sire shinks t/rat is
how shell keep my love andi sie drags
me to bed becawte tiras is how-she wants
to enuure my lust.. Shefrîghtens me.

1 stood on that autumn morning on Jarvis
Avenue, breathing thre sweet, crisp air and-
admiring the graceftrlly falling leaves. A
squirrel rustled througb the hedge beside me
and bounded past to the sanctuary of a
curbside tree. Up the trunk lie scurried tili he
was perched on a branch bigh over my head.

SWe regarded each other fora time ini the quiet.
Tien up tie street a door banged and 1 saw
Gregory walking down tbe sidewalk to bis
bouse. He saw me and waved. 1 waited by the
tree.

He was a small lean young man possessed
of a nervous energy and pierciftg gaze. He
wore anWold school jacket that bagged at the
shoulders and tiat had siceves tiat hung
nearer bis knuckles tint his wrists. On bis head
he had a wooly toque and on bis bands gloves,
tiougb it was flot sa cold out. 1 could almost
imagine a motier bundling him up before
leuting him out tie door.

"Hello ian," be said.
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SwflWfl to smash tus treart.
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