LOIS J. PETERSON

Stopping at High River

I'd last run away from home when I was seven, taking my shorn
Barbie, an unopened package of colored plastic clothes pins, and a
handful of bills from my father’s dresser. An hour later when my moth-
er brought me home, she explained that I'd taken the hoard of Italian
money saved from their honeymoon eleven years before and I'd not
have been able to spend it.

This time, I took nothing. After a trip to Safeway to pick up some
things for supper, I glanced one way, then pulled out into the traffic
going in the opposite direction. I threw the ground chicken and box of
pasta in the garbage can in the 7-11 parking lot when I stopped for cof-
fee two hours later outside Chilliwack. By the time I got to Boston Bar
all T could think of was a huge plate of breakfast, slick with griddle fat, a
bottomless cup of coffee, both of which Lorraine gave me without reg-
istering any surprise or curiosity about why I was there.

Even though we’d not seen each other in eleven years I'd have rec-
ognized her thick eyebrows anywhere. When I fetched up at the High
River Restaurant, thirsty after the long day’s drive, led along only by the
road and the need to turn my back on something I had tired of, without
knowing what I had to look forward to, she peered at me, then stepped
back and laughed. “Well, look at you. When I said you should drop by,
[ never figured you’d take me up on it. Looking for work?”

She was kidding, but I answered, ‘Sure. I can serve, even if I can’t cook.”

In the days since then I’ve poured coffee and folded paper napkins,
swabbed the scuffed floor and stacked menus, falling into a dull sleep in
the storeroom at the back of the building after Lorraine steers her
Mustang out onto the highway for the two-mile drive home.

She hasn’t asked me why I left, why I chose to show up on her
doorstep, why I haven’t moved on yet, and where I'd go if [ did. And I
see no point in trying to explain to someone who longs for the kind of
life I'd been living, that I couldn’t stay for another ten years with a man
who asks me what shirt to wear when we go out for Sunday brunch, or
where we keep the Band-Aids.
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