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The CanaAry

“Warch it buddy!” shouted a large man hurrying through The crowd on The streer.  Sil was The unfortunate
“buddy” and found himself shoved 1o The Ground, Tasting the dirt on The sidewalk. As he raised his head, he saw A small
canary painted upon A store window.  He regarded The canary curiously for A moment, Then swmiled and stood up.

Sil walked into the store, The door slavming shur behind him. The faces Turned 10 him with expressions suitable
only for someone who had murdered Their children. Reddening, he spoke meekly, “Sorry”.

Disgruntled profaniries escaped various mouthss, sofr exough nNor 10 be heard clearly. Sil gave his own rResponse,
in sign lanquage, but she Had already Turned around.

He walked over 10 The glass case which served as A display for a collection of exquisite and probably expensive
jewelry. One clerk, who had a snobbish air About him, glided over on his polished shoes.

“May | kelp you sir?”

“Oh, My Name AINT SiR, iT's Sil.”

The clerk thought The response 1o be mildly peculiar, “Very well... Silis it? Yes. Is there any way | may help
you?”

“I'll Have one canary please.” Sil said, forming A big smile.

“A canary? WHat do you MeaN A... canary?”

“A canary,” Sil said and made flapping gestures like A bird, “Just one please.”

The clerk THoughT for A minute And decided that This was some kind of joke, and began 10 make flapping Gestures
of his own. Sil nodded.

“Right. Righr. Canary. You know, Tweer, weer?”

“ARe you AWARE THAT This is A jewelry store?” The clerk snapped.

“No ir's nor. I1's A per store.” Sil said marier-of-facrly.

“You rhink | don't know whiat | sell? | own this fine establishment, and I sell jewelry. | have diamonds and rubies
And emeralds and bracelers and necklaces. Bur no animals!”

“Well you Gor a bird in your window!”

“A jewtlry store.” The clerk confirmed.

“No ptis?”

“No pers.” he clerk said in A soft voice hoping That he had finally gorren his point across 1o The simple-minded
individual standing across from him.

“WEell how come you gor A bird in your window when you don't sell no birds?”

“I's just A symbol! Now please, either buy some jewelry or leave. You are making A scene.”

Sil rurnved around and looked AT The other customers who were sTaring. He grinned and waved. Then ke Turned
Around And faced the clerk again with dead seriousness.
“A symbol for whar?”

“Pardon mi?”

“A symbol for whar?”

“You mean the bird?”

“Yes 1he bird! WHar's it a symbol for?”

“I don't know.”

“What do you mean you don't know? You flash a picture of a bird in your window and you don't know why ir's

There? How can you Not know whAT ths picture on THe front of your own bloody store means?”
“Ir was there when | boughr ir.”

“And you didn't ask?”

“Why would 1?”

“You bought A store that Had a symbol painted on ir, probably with grear sentimenial arachment 1o the
previous owner, And you Never Took The Time out of your hectic schedule 1o find our whart it means?” Sil Turned and
faced the people warching. “This man Has the nerve 1o display A feathered [riend in his window, yer is T00 iNCOMpETENT
10 learn what it means with respect 10 THE store. Is He so careless? Is he so keartless? Only interested in money and
o significance of such ‘minor’ derails as The symbol displayed so shamelessly in his own store window? Would you buy
somerhing from this fraud?”

“He’s right you know” said A small man 10 the clerk who appeared beside Sil.

“Iv's not imporTant!” pressed The clerk, bur was mer with grunts and frowns of disapproval (The Grunts coming
homhladits mosily). “Righr. Ok. Ler's all come back 10 my office and I'll contact the previous owner.  Sertle this

THASIE.
e The clerk moved off 1o the back of the store and The crowd followed like A pack of dogs chiasing A steak. The
clerk flipped through several address books unil He finally found the name and Telephone Number.

“You warch. It won'T Have any meaning. Probably just A picTure.” he murtered.

Using he dial phone, he Rang The Number and waited. As it rang, e Tapped his fingers on The Table impariently.

Then his face brighrened up.
‘ “Yes, Joe? This is Bedford from the store. Yes, THe jewelry sTore... No, | am nor asking 10 MARRY your wile
AGaiN... Your daughier?... No, no. | want 10 know abour the bird you had painted on the front of The store... Righ...
No, not the 1urd, bird, B-I-R-D... Righr... Yup... Really?... Is thar so?... | didn't know you could do thar with
€ARWAX... bur... please siv | don... No, | don't know whar it's like 10 have dentures... The bird... Righr, whar doks it
wean... It does?... THank you very much, and Tell your mothier 10 hang in There... Yes, you ave a good day 100, siR...
‘Bye.” Wipi~q the sweat off is forehead, The clerk sighed in relief. “He sold the store because he was gerring old in his
years. WEllL, he's on now. Now that that mess is done with, | can Tell you what the bird means. He said it stands for...

' Wait! Where is Sil?”

“WHho?" said ONE PERSON.

“What's a Sil?” siad another.

“1 don't know any Sil.”

“Nobody bur us.”

“Come on, ouit stalling.”

“We dint wait ARend fer NUTTN,”

“Quier!” yelled the clerk “Where is Sil? 1 am not Going 10 Tell anybody unil | find Sil. He's the bastard thar
staried all this.”

“OHN, ke waited in The store.  Said ke didw'r like A crowd, ke did.”

“What? Waired in The SToRe? Right then.  Lev's go tell him,” Bedford siad and directed the group our of his
small office. Whien They came out, THe sTore was A mess. Broken glass lay all over the floor, cases Had fallen over, and
All The jewelry was Gone. A small stuffed bird, similar 10 The one in The window, hung from The chandelier.

One of The cutomers Turned 10 Bedford and smiled, “Methinks e Gor tired of wairing.”

G. Murphy

WUSC

World University Services
of Canada is hosting
an information session

Presentor: Lisa Pitre of WUSC

Place: Alumni Memorial Building
Date: October 3rd, 1996

Time: 10:00 a.m. - 11:30 p.m.

For more information please call the
International Student Advisor’s Office
at 453-4860
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" mature & part-time students

C.AM.P.U.S ELECTIONS
are coming in
OCTOBER!

We WANT people interested in
serving on our EXECUTIVE next year!

A dynamic, interesting group!
ents at UNBF.

C.AM.PU.S serves the interests of mature & part-time stu

WE

serve as advocate with the University Administration
provide scholarships, bursaries and subsidized tuition
liaise with the Student Union, government and much more
as well as try to bring mature & part-time students together
from time to time for a lzttle fun!
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For more information ecall 453-3596 or e-mail: zoomers@unb.ca




