The Gremmie

by Louis A. Colantuono

| was sitting there on my surfboard watching Jémiping our family
doctor's son Joey surf. Doc had bought Joey thistip fantastic twin-
finned five-foot-six-inches-tall surfboard that wasenty-three inches
wide.

“What do | yell next time, Jerry?” Joey asked.o"Dyell outrageous
or cowabunga?”

“Don't yell anything at all,” Jerry said. “You'renly a crawdad, but
you don't want to sound like a gremmie or a kookoifi're going to surf
with me.”

“Tell me what they are again,” Joey begged.

“A crawdad is someone your age who can stand orstnisboard.
You're nine, so you're a crawdad, or a sand shark.”

“A sand shark is like your dad Louie there whoitérgy on his surf
board, right?” Jerry wasn't my son; he was my-iivéover-boy, though.

“Right, Joey,” Jerry said. “Now be quiet so | dafl you what you
asked me. Okay, the gremmie is someone who istatwelve or
thirteen who gets all wide goggle- eyes when he seevo-foot wave
and he runs up the beach yelling 'outrageous'abanga’ or 'look at that
outsider!" — breaking on the outside reef of theakwater in Long Beach
harbor. Then there's the kook. He is the one ishost slightly better
off than the gremmie because he can dog-paddle.”

“Tell him what the highway surfers are again, Jérty yelled.
“Before he asks.”

“The highway surfer is the guy who drives his cathvan unwaxed
surf board on top to show everyone he's a sunfgrydu'll never see him
in the water. You know what they are when you thesn driving in
Palm Springs with their bleached-blond hair dowrtheir shoulders in
the surfer look.”

“You're a blond surfer, Jerry,” Joey said. “Howne® you have a
crew cut?”

“Because | know I'm a surfer and | don't have tvprto other people
what | know | am. Just like I'm telling you thaiwydon't have to say 'far
out!', 'cowabunga!’, 'outrageous!' or anything ltkat to help you surf.
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Come on, Dad, | like how you wipe out. Show Joewlyou hang five.”

“How come you don't hang ten?” Joey asked.

“Because he's too fat,” Jerry said, “and he buties front of the
surfboard.”

Joey rolled over in the sand laughing.

“I wouldn't think that's so funny if | were you,"Warned. “Some day
you'll be able to bury your surf boards, too.”

“Are you implying we're going to get fat?” Jerguighed, “or do we
just do it like this.” The boys started throwingydsand over their
boards.

They were in a great humor. | paddled out to stieemnm how easy |
wiped out so they could have another laugh befoeeenwded Joey's
surfing lessons for the day.

“Cowabunga!” | yelled when a wave caught my board. Then I stood
up and walked forward on it until | got one foditsees over the front
edge, hit the sand, and the back of the boardeftippp, knocking me
down. “A wipe out!”

They laughed their balls sore. Then all of a sadderry said to us,
“Let's race our boards out to the boat and back.”

“Outrageous, cowabunga and far out!” Joey saiBanhy-tastic,” |
said, bumping my board into Jerry's bottom. “Téeel buys burritos.”

“Ready... start!” Joey yelled, running his boartbithe surf to get his
head start on me and Jerry. | began strong, tlaekexl off so the boys
would win.

Joey was always out on the beach early riding luisdd ATV. The
next morning Jerry heard him stop in front of oatey so he sat up
beside me and rubbed his eyes and stretched aled pul his cut-offs to
see what Joey wanted.

“Lou, there is somebody paddling their surf boaud to your boat,”
Joey said when Jerry brought him into my bedrodiou got to get up
or me and Jerry'll have to swim out to arrest hurselves.”

| swung my legs over: the edge of the bed to fiadyJholding my
swimmies open for me.

“Get the raft down to the water,” Jerry told Jo&yhile | help my
dad.” He pushed the little boy towards the doohsavouldn't see my
hardon when | stood to pull on the suit.

Joey was dark, very cute, Mexican and Polish -tep@tir being nine.
Jerry had been living with me for over a year. wies very tall, blond,
with blue-blue eyes, and he would soon be fourtedsrry was my only
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live-in then.

Whenever | returned from a truck trip the firstnigpil did was sleep.
Then I'd surf board out or raft out to my trimatancheck its mooring
lines. A couple of years back we hadn't been dtdiagand I'd found the
boat up on the beach one morning.

I'd put the buoy out there myself, with the helpaotouple of my
lover-boys. I'd sunk it into the sand with a cetreovered anchor that |
weighted down with five cement-filled fifty-five fan drums. The boat
was moored a good swim away, but close enoughedohtiuse to be
easily watched — and reached when | had time tatsai

Joey had the raft dragged down to the water's bylgke time | came
out of the house. The surfer had just put his dagr on my boat and
was climbing onto the deck as we ran the raft iheosurf.

“Just who does he think he is!” Joey said, shockélverybody
knows that is your boat.”

“Stay cool,” Jerry advised. “Daddy'll let me analyarrest him, right,
Dad?”

“We'll see. First, let's find out what he's doititere in the first
place.”

“Probably trying to steal something,” Jerry saichftdently. “That's
what everyone else is always doing when they coene.'h

With Jerry and me on the paddles we got to theatram so quickly
the surfer, who was trying to open the locked calaiar, didn't know we
were there until Jerry vaulted onto the deck in oreve and yelled at
him, “What are you doing on my boat?! This is pt&/ property and this
boat is on our private property!”

The surfer was only a young boy — and Jerry had &osolutely
terrified. He backed up against the door he'd ligeng to open. Jerry
stood defiantly between him and his surf board.foBel could even
board the boat or say anything, the boy jumpedasige into the sea and
stared to swim ashore. But he wasn't a swimmery Jeas. Jerry took
the boy's surf board and leapt into the water tecue the young
trespasser, who was now flailing violently aroundpianic like he was
about to drown.

Jerry grabbed him by his hair cap, pulled him balo the surf board,
then swam him to shore. Joey and | caught upemtivhere the surfer
boy was lying exhausted on the sand.

“l just wanted to see the inside of the boat,” beghed, choking up
water. “There's no law against that, is there?”

“There sure is,” | told him. “Are you alright noW?

80



“I am,” he said sullenly, because he knew he wamngr “What are
you going to do? Call the police?”

“No,” Jerry said, “I police this beach. You getwaoass down there
(pointing) before | set the dogs after you,”

“No, send him the other way, Jerry,” Joey saidddin't want him
walking on my beach either.”

“Then you go to the nuddie beach, you gremmie.”

Jerry pointed him in the right direction, givinglitle shove, “Go.
Now, while you have a chance,”

The boy went. He hurried away with his surf boandler his arm, |
watched him stop often to look back at us whileyJaed Jerry pulled the
rubber raft up to the pool fence and tipped itra@irdthe water out.

Jerry sent Joey home, then joined me in the shamerafterwards he
ran naked through the house to put his wet clotimethe service porch
and came back laughing about it.

“What did | tell you about running bare-ass betwé#®n shower and
the porch?” | mildly reproached him. *“You knowdbn't mind, but
mama does.”

“She's asleep,” Jerry told me. “Let's swim now.”

“Alright.”

We went out to swim. A little later Joey came hack

“Do you know that boy, Jerry?” | asked.

“Yes, | know that boy Jerry,” Joey teased.

“No, Dad, | never saw him before.”

“How about you, Joey?

“No. But he really was trying to break into theorapart.” Joey was
standing on the flex board jumping up and down isri¢es to make his
front flop.

Joey was a tease. He knew about me and my lovedys. His
father was my family doctor: Doc had told him atiout it. Joey didn't
mind that Jerry and | were lovers; he liked theedi@m to come to my
house and skinny-dip.

At home Joey and his father and his older brotheddTwould
sometimes run out late at night to skinny-dip is pool, but Joey's
Mexican mother kept him from doing this during teytime the way |
let my loves do. That's why Joey was there a lot.

My wife wouldn't go to sleep until the last movieent off the air.

She'd watch the TV in the living room, which faded ocean, pool and
boat. A couple of nights later she saw the calgint$ on in the trimaran.
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She came in to wake me.

“What is it, Dad?” Jerry asked. “What did Mom say?

“Just stay here and sleep, son,” | said, sliding imy swimmies.
“You know how Mom always thinks she sees or heamsething. These
late movies do it.”

Jerry started to lie back down, then he got up falldwed me out
when he saw me take my board from the rack.

“Are you going surfinghow?” he almost yelled.

“Be quiet, hon. You know how voices carryover wdte

He got his own board and then we carefully ran thmath into the
ocean, trying to keep the splashing down, and fpauied out to the
trimaran. Jerry quietly boarded first. | handegud his board, then my
board, and he set them gently on the rubberizedshprdeck. Jerry
helped me up the side and into the boat's cockpit.

We could hear, in the cabin, doors and drawersgbepened, things
taken out, then slammed closed again. We workext ty the open
doorway to look into the cabin. It was the surbay, the gremmie,
again. He'd broken the door's locks to get inside was sitting on his
knees, surrounded by my knives and food, tryingrioopen my desk.
Jerry was all for going in and surprising him, baeld him back in case
the boy decided to try to come at us with one ofrempr-sharp knives.

I motioned for my lover-boy to be quiet, then sasdddenly and
loudly, “Here, Jerry, cover him with this gun. $idim if he moves.”
Then | walked into the cabin, up to the desk arwk taway from the
gremmie the knife he'd just ruined trying to gebimy desk.

“A key works better,” | said. | pulled the boatykeout of my
swimmies, opened the drawer, took out the gun llbekkd up there and
handed it to Jerry to cover the boy while | pickgxdthe radio telephone.

“Please don't call the cops,” the boy cried. “édehis stuff. | need
this food.”

“Then why are you breaking into the desk?” Jerskedl, very
threateningly. “You already got the food and kéuotstuff.”

“Because it was locked and | thought there mightno@ey in there,”
the boy said.

“Or this gun to steal?” Jerry said. “Maybe you \ebaf even shot us
if you found it before we found you.”

“Take it easy, Jerry.” | warned him again. “lI dowant anyone
getting hurt here.

| knew the gun was empty. | didn't want him torecthe boy into
trying to run for it with a knife. | moved the bagway from the
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hardware on the floor and made him sit in a chair.

The radio, the CB, the short-wave set — everythingwas
disconnected. | rehooked the radio telephone.

| could tell by the look on Jerry's face that heeatly knew | was
going to pass my own sentence on the gremmie. Wbdis | always did
this, to keep my own name off the police compldiies. | didn't want
the attention of the police drawn to my own impnisent a few years
earlier as a sex offender.

“l think you better start putting things back whe found them,” |
said, after Jerry had us locked in the cabin. fThwill figure out what
is already missing, like my clock radio, and howcmulamage you have
done to my boat. You will pay for it. Every cetup.”

“Add fifteen dollars to that for making me get Wwelerry said. “He
owes me something because | had to get out of rdytdbglay Secret
Agent Jerry like | did.”

“What is the phone number for your parents?” | dske gremmie.

“I don't have any parents. | ran away from home.”

“That don't matter,” Jerry said. “You had somegoés and we want
their phone number.”

The gremmie gave me the wrong number once, but onige,
because that made Jerry mad and the gremmie faunil didn't work
trying to lie with Jerry around.

When | finally got his parents they said to givenhio the police
because they were tired of him — and his runningyavis stealing.
They hung up on me. | guess they felt their resjtility ended when
they found he'd left home taking only his wet sanitd surfboard with
him.

So far no one had given me the boy's name. Itdihmit to ask him
in case Jerry thought the gremmie was lying agathveould try to keel-
haul him.

| had to go back to the house to get tools andnalaek to install on
the door. Jerry made me take all three boards miéh He figured the
gremmie couldn't swim worth a damn, so he woultlg'tto run again,
certainly not at night. He set the gremmie clegnip the inside of the
boat while they waited for me to bring a raft.

When | got home | phoned the port authority to fimat if there'd
been any recent food thefts. There were. | gatiw lock, hand tools
and brought the raft over. The hardest thing tudiealone is a raft.

“Hey, Dad,” Jerry said when he saw me, “you'll megreess what.”

“You tell me what, hon.”
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“This asshole even had the radar and the compuseorthected.
He's one real low life hang five pseudo-surfer. dda't even know his
board won't float him and that forty-channel sidewh without wiping
out the radio.” Jerry muttered something underbinesath and tore into
the gremmie again: “Why didn't you just steal thisole boat while you
were at it?” Then he punched the gremmie in thmath before | could
stop him. The gremmie didn't try to hit back thime. He just folded
into a heap on the deck.

“Jerry!” | shouted, holding him around his arni$le's smaller than
you are. You don't hurt smaller boys!”

“I'm sorry, Daddy. Can | go now?”

“Yes, hon. Go to bed and | will be there soon.”

“How soon?”
“Very soon. Do you want to raft in, hon?”
“Nuh uh. I'll swim in.” | stood on the deck to tgh him make it to

shore. Then | went back to the cabin to see ath@ugremmie. He was
still lying on the decking crying where Jerry hatt him.

“Get up,” | told him. “You're not hurt.” | lockederry's pistol back
into the desk drawer.

“Oh, no,” he cried. “That boy hit me in the storhaso hard and I'm
so hungry | hurt.”

“Sit on that chair.” | was tired of hearing hisngplaints. “If you're
that hungry you won't try to run away from me.”

While | fixed the door so it would lock again, tgeemmie told me
he'd taken two loads of stuff to the beach. Heldidwing me to where
he'd hidden it if I let him go. | wouldn't makeyagieals with him. When
we finally got to his pile of our stuff | found n8-channel portable CB
set was wiped out. So was the pocket radio. Tdlersclothes were all
wet, too.

“What | want to know is, how come, if you're sogfyin' hungry, you
don't have one bit of food here?”

I made him load all of the stuff onto the raft,ihade him carry his
side down to my house.

Jerry was sound asleep when | got in. | took tremgnie to the
kitchen to give him breakfast. This boy was taedito run. He'd
proved that back on the beach when he didn't eyetotout-run me to
make his get-away. | felt safe with him sittingadecenter in the middle
of the horse-shoe-shaped breakfast nook. | wasgtty figure out how
far | could trust him. Jerry had felt the boy wdengerous; so had his
parents.
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After he ate | made him strip off his wet-suit. dzohe smell of his
skin under the wet-suit was over-powering. He $addike he'd been in
a cast for two years. By now it was morning. $hred him out of the
house into the patio before he even got the topgbdnis suit unfastened.
He even had what once had been white swimmies uhdewet-suit that
he'd worn so long they'd actually gone moldy.

“Take them off, too,” | said, keeping up-wind framm. “Then stay
over in that corner where | can hose you off.”

With all the commotion Jerry had woken up and wasding in the
sliding glass door from my bedroom. “That is solmesy smell,” he
said. “Is it him?”

“Yes. It's my guess he's not been out of thatsudtfor weeks.”

“Months, you mean. Phew!”

“Here, Jerry, you hose him down.” | handed him buse. “Hose
him down good.”

“Whereyougoing?”

“To phone Doc. Anyone who smells this bad can'ssgady be
healthy.”

Joey came over with his father. They stopped darkd from the
beach, standing next to the ATVs. Jerry was makiigggremmie turn
slowly so he could hose the 'crusty' spots offiof.h

“That's enough washing for now,” Doc said, gettaffythe ATV. He
walked up to the fence and just stood there, lapkih the gremmie.
“My God,” he said at last, “he's lucky he didn't gangrene. How long
you been in that thing?”

“Gangrene,” the gremmie said. “You're trying tot poe on.” His
attitude, after he'd eaten, was not very good. @etaly unacceptable to
me.

“You don't talk to Doc that way,” | said. “Now, ltdrim how long
you've worn that fuckin' suit!”

“About two months.”

“You better get a polite mouth in your face, gremshierry warned
him, “or I'll wipe you out real good next time.”

The gremmie was afraid of Jerry.

“If you have a pair of handcuffs, Lou,” Doc saigioti can cuff him
right to that fence all day. To see if the airlwiiglp any. I'll send some
salve over, but, God, | don't know if it will doyagood. I'll have a close
look at him when | return home for lunch.”

Doc and Joey got back on the ATVs. Doc rode Jaayeh Joey
returned later with the stuff Doc sent. | let they apply it to himself
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except for the center of his back which he couldeetch. | took two
deep breaths, then did that for him.

Jerry brought out one of my watchdogs to watchgremmie. He
told the boy if he moved from that spot the dog ldogat him alive.
“How old are you?” Jerry asked. “No lies, or t#ll this dog to take
your leg off you.”

“Twelve. I'm nearly twelve.”

This boy was not a good-looking boy. He was nbtd-looking or
average-looking boy either. He was very hard sxdbe, but once you'd
seen him he was hard to forget easily.

Doc, true to his word, phoned Joey to come homéesgould ride
him over on the Honda. Those two had a lot offurbeing a father and
son. When Doc came into the yard Joey held thefalogerry while Doc
examined the gremmie.

“He will be alright if he doesn't get any infectigh Doc said. “Wash
him with germicidal soap. Then dress him in a panmade out of a
boiled sheet.”

“You're sure costing me a lot, gremmie,” | said,emtDoc and Joey
had left. “Jerry thinks I'd be better off turniggu over to the police. Do
you think you're worth my help?”

“No,” he answered. “Not after all of what | did your boat. | know
| ain't worth your help.”

“Good.” | smiled inwardly. “Now that we both fedte same way
about you, maybe you can try to get along.”

| shoveled up his wet-suit and his moldy swimmied dumped them
in the dumpster, then | escorted him to the poolar and let him soap
himself down with the germicidal soap. Again wedaan application
of the hydro-cortisone cream at ten dollars an eungbbed all over his
body from his upper thighs to his hair that Doc heacommended | cut
all off for him.

Jerry finally returned with the sheet he'd beeritopin the spaghetti
pot. He'd cut a head hole in the middle. We puaiver the gremmie's
head and trimmed off the corners so it wouldn'gydra the ground.

“Are you going to let him sleep in a bed that wayRérry asked. He
acted like the gremmie would contaminate the wiaolese just by being
there. “Maybe you should put him in the apartnwrr the shop.”

“Would you trust him alone there, Jerry? Wherentmaild have full
access to my office, my books, my tools, my...."

“Forget it, Daddy,” Jerry cut in. “l was just tlimg he's so yuckie
we don't want him in the house with us.”
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| could understand how Jerry felt. | mean, sonaegd on this boy's
body looked like he had ringworm or something likat. These spots |
remembered from my own part of the slum I'd beésethin. They were
highly contagious, too. | took care with how | déed the gremmie.

We ended up putting him in what used to be calleshifie's room,
now known as Jerry's room, because there wasdiiled rubber sheet
for the bed from Tommy's year of staying with mi.we used it the
gremmie's 0ozing sores wouldn't ruin the mattre¥sry slept with me
like always.

Bright and early the next morning Joey came oveh Wwodd, who
wanted to go to the boat with Jerry and his litlether and see if he
could put the electronics the gremmie had messé¢id back together
again. When they got there they kept Joey ouh@fnay by letting him
fish. They figured that the gremmie owed a thodsdallars, counting
the door and Jerry having to get wet. Then theggmted the gremmie
with an itemized bill for the damages.

“How about the dry dock charges,” | asked as | &mbkver the bill.
“I'm going to have to haul the boat to fix the doonolding and
cupboards he broke.”

“Great. Then we can do the hull,” Joey said. “Howch are you
going to pay this year to wax the hull?”

“The same as last year,” Jerry said.

“l want in on that, too,” Todd said. “Last yearw@ave us two
hundred dollars to share.”

“If you let the gremmie help you that's fifty dakafor each of you,” |
told them. “Then | can get him some clothes ofdvis.”

“Just go to his parents' house and get his cldtdesty said. “They
don't care for him. Why should they care if yokethis clothes?”

“That would be fine if they didn't live all of theray down in San
Diego,” | told them. “I won't drive that far just get clothes for him.”

“Then let him go naked,” Joey laughed into his frand

“Get one of your drivers going that way to get thederry said.
“Then we can add pick-up and delivery charges $dofil.”

The next day | came back from being uptown for adevand found
the gremmie was wearing a new black eye.

“l told you not to hit this boy, Jerry,” | said.

“Jerry didn't hit him,” Joey said. “Toddy did it.”

“Toddy?” | asked, surprised.

“Yes, Toddy,” Joey said. “That gremmie is got alfaouth when
you're not here. He told Toddy to suck.”
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“Suck what?” | asked, wondering if Joey would tak.

“I don't know what he was telling Toddy to suck dese Toddy hit
him then.” Joey smiled at the power of his oldestier. “He hit him
right down on the kitchen floor with one punch.”

It wasn't long before one of my trucks came in whke gremmie's
clothes and a letter from the gremmie's mother.e Tiext day the
Grernmie tried to run away.

| was on my way home from my cabinet shop whenal kam hitch-
hiking. | turned the car around, then went to piék up. He didn't
know it was me until he ducked down to get in. d#gpped cold in his
tracks.

“Whatever is in the way of my car, | drive,” | toldm. “I'm sure glad
to see you're so much better and you're out foresexercise. | really do
not think you should overdo it yet.”

He looked at me like | was pretty dumb. | made-tutd, then took
him back to the house. He wanted exercise, he dvgat exercise.
There were always trucks and trailers to wash,savedust to sweep out
of the shop. That was what we put him to work doin

With the truck in that had brought his clothes, dda cleaning it up
the gremmie's first job. Jerry made five dollaer fnour when he
cleaned trucks for me. Jerry told the gremmie tnéct have two-fifty
per hour for his work and he, Jerry, would colldoe other two-fifty
because he had to watch him work.

“And if you try to run away again,” Jerry told hirfl, will call the
police on you and charge you with theft, destructid my own personal
property and even with your trespassing onto tlaelhand boat.” Jerry
came into the office where I'd been sitting watghihis tirade. He sat
on my lap. “I hate that boy. Every time | telhsomething he gives me
this dorky look like he did to Todd to make Toddph his eye.”

“What kind of look is that?”

“This real dorky look, like this, see?” Jerry'séamaking was not
even close to the faces the gremmie made at usn Jérry pushed his
tongue down into his lower gums and talked withoowing his tongue.

“l see,” | said, reaching my fingers into his motth make him
release his tongue from his gums. “I told you beftnat will give you
buck teeth and | see you also had a muscle spagmywaur tongue
again. Keep doing that and you'll need bracesnTitan call you metal
mouth.” | kissed Jerry's cheek .

“Will you get rid of that gremmie as soon as he &y the things
he's ruined, Dad?”

88



“We will wait and see.”

“Oh, guess what, Dad,” Jerry said, getting excisdbdut something
he'd found out. “The gremmie has a girl's namés rtame is Francis du
Boy.” He reached into his back pocket, giving meiendly squeeze as
he did, then pulled out a school I.D. card. “See?”

We laughed together for a long time at the bladkeldayouth in the
picture as we sat looking out of the window at feached-blond in the
sunshine washing the truck. I'd known what the'dopame was from
the letter his mother had sent with my driver. higne was Francis du
Boise.

“If you really want to get Francis to listen to yddaddy, you should
cut his hair and then die his hair back to blackheocan't play surfer
anymore.”

Jerry was serious. He was right about a crew-otitgoing to hurt
anything. Me and Jerry both had wash-and-weardwive figured that
Francis could have wash-and-wear hair, too.

“Are you alright from your seizure, now?”

“Yes,” Jerry smiled. “It was just my tongue.”

“You want to run down to the house to get my clig?&

“The ones for the crew-cuts, right?” He smiledrag. “Will you cut
my hair short again?”

“No. | only cut your hair when | cut mine.”

Jerry brought the clippers, then he got T.C., mghmaeic, to bring the
gremmie in and they held the boy in my chair white-surferized him.
Afterwards | washed his hair in the big commerdaik with blond
formula to leave him a little of his dignity.

“Daddy said you won't even get to see your surfrdaantil you
payoff your bill,” Jerry teased. “By then, maybeuy hair will all grow
back black.”

| caught the kick meant for Jerry on the insidenof lower thigh.
Damn, that hurt. | slapped his leg smartly. “Ydok me again, you
little fart, and I'll drag you for shark bait,” B&l. Then | took his shoes
away until he promised to keep his feet on the ggou

“Wow!” Jerry said, his eyes all aglow. “We haugnlayed pirates in
a long time. You know what, Francis? Even kooles lzetter off than
you are, because they at least know how to doglpaddsurvive. The
way you fight everyone and everything, you'll becky to make
thirteen.”

When my truck came in, my personal truck, the onsually drove, |
had to send it out with another driver again, beeducouldn't leave the
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gremmie alone with Jerry and T.C. They would hbad him tied and
gagged at night and a chain around his waist dutiegday with just
enough reach in it to wash the trucks.

| had to tow my eighteen-foot combination speedfoggort-fishing
boat out of the garage on its trailer to the hatbdaunch it. We had all
of the dry-dock arrangements for the trimaran mablew | needed to
use the smaller boat as a tug to push the big taimaround corners in
the harbor.

“If you think we are going to run into anything,ydave to hold us
off with this pole here,” | said to the gremmiesHowed the boy how to
use the pole. “The speedboat will push us arobrahcis, but we have
to make sure we don't get pushed around too far.”

“You mean | get to ride into the harbor on thatlszt?” Francis said
excitedly.

“Sure. | would of taken you out sailing, but yoessed up the boat
so badly that if we hit rough weather it would take water. Do you
think | enjoy sitting here at home?”

“Not in the summer we don't,” Jerry told him. “Youined our truck
trips, our sail boating trips and our fishing triggh the speed boat.”

Jerry went into the house while | hooked up thet b@dler. He called
Joey and Todd to come over and help me. He diga'tt to leave me
and Francis alone to handle the almost-thirty-femte sail boat.

We speed-boated out to the sailboat, and then thetrimaran into
the harbor's mouth under my own power and helnre ittee rug-covered
tire was put on the front of the speedboat to pusshround. It took over
a half- hour to get to the dry-dock's crane.

Francis was excited. He ran back and forth orc#tevalks, reaching
his push-off pole out when he thought we were tosecto some boat,
then running around to the other side when he wasure how that side
was. Joey and | sat at the helm letting T.C. agmyJdo all of the
pushing to keep the boat straight in the channel.

“l think Francis likes this,” Joey told me and TodtHe really thinks
he's doing something. But he's not, really.”

“Shush,” | whispered. “Don't teHimthat.”

With the sailboat in drydock, the speedboat outhm buoy, dinner
eaten, TV watched, it was bedtime. Jerry and kvigng there listening
to Francis pace the floor of his room.

“I'm going to chew your nose off,” Jerry said. tas face-to-face on
top of me grinding his hips down on my hips. Hppa&d his lips on my
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nose.

“Then | will just have to bite your nose off, too.”

“Then | will bite your dimples.”

“I will bite your dimples back. All four of them.”

| patted the dimples on his bottom to tell him whtter two dimples
| would bite.

“If you do that, then | will bite you right here.”

Jerry bridged up, grabbed my cock, then squeegbthyi “Hold it a
minute, Daddy. | think we're being watched.”

“l didn't see anything,” Francis said. “l just caumn to talk to you.”

“Come on in and talk,” Jerry told him, sliding affe and pulling up
the covers. “When you want to come from that raoto this room
you're supposed to knock.”

“No one's told Francis about that, Jerry.” | saltHe's never wanted
to come into this room before. Sit here, Franaig] tell us what's on
your mind.”

“I have been here a little over two weeks.”

“It sure seems longer than that,” | said.

“No, just sixteen days,” Jerry confirmed, “evernd has been sixteen
weeks worth of trouble.”

“You can add that to my bill, Jerry,” Francis saidf | really help. If
| work hard. Oh, hell...” He jumped off the bawtaran out of the room.

“Wait, gremmie,” Jerry yelled. “Come back in hére.

He came back.

“No matter how stupid you think you sound, Frangisu tell me
what's on your mind,” | said. “The only answersiy@an get are yeses
and nos, right?”

“He wants to stay here with us,” Jerry said. “dédly today, while you
fixed the cabin door and the window, he was ashkmeggquestions. Now
he's seen part of an answer, t00.”

Francis laid down on the covers next to me. Hendilwant to say
anything, nor did he look like he wanted to leavéen he just fell sort
of half asleep and Jerry and | finally put him untlee covers with us.
When we moved him he mumbled, “I hope | owe yowearg worth of
work.”
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