
had ever kissed. When I moved my lips away from 
hers, we just looked at each other, and somehow we 
were not acting anymore. 

"I think we'd better go downstairs," Lorraine 
said. 

"All right." 
"Dinner is served," she announced, carrying this 

big plate of congealed spaghetti. We each sat at 
opposite ends of the table with the candles burn
ing away. I poured us some wine in these long
stemmed glasses, and for a few moments we just sat 
looking at each other-her with the feather in her 
hair and me with my moustache. 

"To the Pigman," I said softly. 
"To the Pigman." 
She lifted her glass, and she was lovely. 
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CHAPTER 12 

"I wish this one would hurry up and croak because 
her husband has been getting a little too friendly 
lately." 

"Yes, Mother." 
"Any man who can even think of flirting with 

another woman while his wife is on her deathbed 
deserves to be shot." 

"Can I have seventy-five cents to get my blue 
dress out of the cleaners?" I asked, though I could 
tell by the way she was fidgeting with her hair
brush that she was not finished with her own topic. 

"Get it out of my pocketbook, and hand me my 
compact while you're at it." She loosened the knot 
on her bathrobe and sat down at the kitchen table. 

"He calls me out into the hall and asks how his 
wife is doing, and all the time he's got his hands in 
his pockets and is giving me this wink. I don't 
know what he heard about nurses, but I think I set 
him straight." 
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I went into the bedroom and started straighten
ing up, hoping she'd stop repeating herself. 

"I looked him right in the eye, and I said, 'Mr. 
Mooney, I think it would be a nice gesture if you 
went in and held your wife's hand. It might help 
her forget the pain from her cancer.' " 

"I have to leave for school now, Mother," I said, 
wondering what she'd do if she was taking care of 
Mr. Pignati. "Give me a kiss." 

"Be careful. . . . Lorraine, don't you think that 
skirt is a little too short?" 

"It's the longest skirt in the sophomore class." 
"Don't be fresh. Just because all the other girls 

have sex on their minds, doesn't mean you have to." 
John wasn't at the bus stop that morning, but we 

finally got together during third-period lunch. His 
hair was combed for the first time in months, and 
he actually had on a dean shirt. I could tell he was 
still charged up over our having the Pigman's 
house to ourselves. 

"I didn't get in until the start of the second 
period." 

"How come?" 
"Bore wanted to know how I could be missing 

forty-two homework assignments in Problems in 
American Democracy, and I told him it was be
cause I can't concentrate with the vacuum cleaner 
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going all the time. Then he went off on this big 
new plan where he's going to check my homework 
every night, which will last for a day or two until 
he's too tired or busy." 

As he spoke he dragged me to the pay phone in 
the hall near the principal's office. 

"Operator?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"I just lost my dime trying to get St. Ambrose 

Hospital. I got some saloon by mistake." 
"What number did you want?" 
"Sa7-7295." 
"I'll ring it for you." 
"Thank you, operator." When the hospital an

swered, John passed the phone to me and stood in 
the hall to watch for any teachers, because the kids 
aren't allowed to use the public telephone at 
Franklin High unless they get a special pass. And 
even then it's got to be to call your mother to say 
that the school nurse has just diagnosed leprosy or 
something. 

They gave me the head nurse on Mr. Pignati's 
floor, and she told me he was going to be in for at 
least seventy-two hours-the danger period when a 
lot of people take that second attack and die. She 
sounded very nice when I told her I was his daugh
ter, and she tried to explain something about this 

137 



high-voltage machine they've got which is sup
posed to come in handy if a second attack does 
come. "Saturday would probably be the earliest he 
should leave." 

"Thank you, ma'am." 
"But don't you worry about your father. We're 

taking very good care of him." 
"Thank you." 
"As soon as he wakes up from his morning nap 

I'll tell him you called." 
I hung up. 
"Is he all right?" John asked. 
"Fine." I smiled. 
John had the idea it was going to be great fun 

going over to that house by ourselves, but it didn't 
work out that way. Monday when we had the spa
ghetti dinner and put on those costumes was a 
lovely evening. It really was. I think when we 
looked at each other in the candlelight, it was the 
first time I was glad to be alive. I didn't know 
exactly why. It was sort of silly I suppose-him 
with his mousta;~ and me with the feather in my 
hair-but somehow it was as if I was being told 
about something, something wonderful, something 
beautiful waiting just for me. All I had to do was 
wait long enough. 

Tuesday night I made TV dinners in the oven 
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and burned them. They were supposed to be pork 
chops, but John said they looked like fried dwarf's 
ears. Wednesday after school we stopped by the 
house for some beer and pretzels, but I knew I 
wasn't going to get out that night because my 
mother was on the warpath over antifermenting 
the kitchen. Thursday we didn't go over there at 
because we really had to go to the library for this 
report for Problems in American Democracy: 

Read the amendments to the Constitution and condense the 
meaning of each into one succinct sentence. Also answer the 
following: 1. Which amendment is most important in your 
life? 2. Which amendment is least important? 3. What 
amendment would you make to the Constitution if you 
were President of the United Stat.es? 

On Friday we cut school since that was the last 
day before Mr. Pigna ti was due home. We got to 
the house around eight forty-five in the morning, 
and I went right into the kitchen and started mak
ing breakfast. John wanted scrambled eggs with 
Sloppy-Joe sauce, and that's what he got. I just 
had scrambled eggs with pizza-flavored catsup. I 
burned the toast a little, and that was the first of a 
long list of complaints from Mr.John Conlan. 

"Ohhhhhhhh/'1 he groaned. 
"I'll put some more bread in." 
"It's too late now. My eggs'll get cold." 

139 



Then he didn't like my coffee. I tried to explain 
to him that you can't ruin instant coffee, but he kept 
insisting I did. I showed him the directions on the 
label-how you take a level teaspoonful and just 
add boiling water-but he insisted there was some 
kind of skill involved. 

After breakfast I asked him very nicely to take 
the garbage out, and he refused. 

"Why should I put out the garbage when you're 
the one who makes it?" 

"You make just as much as I do." 
"I do not" 
"Your beer cans take up most of the space." 
"Shut up and do the dishes." 
That's the kind of day it started out to be. I 

wanted to put the place in order so that when Mr. 
Pignati got back, he wouldn't find a pig house, but 
the way John was acting I was beginning to feel 
sorry for his mother if he was always so infantile at 
home. 

"Coul,d you Q.,Q the dishes?" I asked. 
"No." 
"You could at least do your own dishes 1" 
Every now and then I'm startled at how good

looking John is•, but he glared at me from under the 
shock of hair that fell across his brow and scared 
me a little. I knew something was bothering him
and I don't mean the dishes or the garbage. If I 
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didn't know how maladjusted John is at times, I 
would have simply walked out of that house and 
not spoken to him again as long as I lived. But I let 
him pout in front of the television and watch a 
rerun of Doris Day's called By the Light of the 
Silvery Moon. 

This particular mood in John had been building 
up ever since the night that he kissed me in the 
bedroom. I don't know whether he had just started 
thinking about our relationship-that I might 
possibly be something more than his straight man. 
I really don't know. But suddenly we had become 
slightly awkward in front of each other. Of course, 
I had always been clumsy around him, but at least I 
knew I had been in love with him for months. I 
also knew he liked me a lot but only as a friend or a 
dreamboat with a leak in it But now suddenly he 
was wearing shaving lotion, combing his hair, and 
fighting with me. There was something about all 
that which made me smile as I scraped the Sloppy
] oe sauce off his plate. 

"I'll take the garbage out now," he said, appear
ing in the doorway. 

"I'd appreciate that very much." 
"I'm only doing it because the Pigman's coming 

home tomorrow, and this hovel better look good." 
"Of course." 
We really went to work on the house and fixed it 
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up better than ever before. The only room we 
didn't touch was the one with the pigs in it. There 
was something almost religious about that room, as 
though it contained a spirit that belonged only to 
Mr. Pignati, and it was best left alone. 

Once I had a nightmare about that room. I was 
walking down a long hall and saw the curtains on a 
doorway at the end. Even though I was dreaming, 
I knew exactly where I was, and I felt an icy chill 
run through me. I wanted to run away, but some
thing was pushing me toward the curtains, and I 
started to scream for John. 

"Help me ... help me ... please." 
I couldn't stop my legs from moving closer and 

closer-as if large hands were fastened to them. 
The room was very dark though I could make 

out the shapes of pigs all around me. But instead of. 
being on a table the pigs were arranged on a long 
black container, and as I started to realize what it 
was the fingers propelling my legs tightened and 
moved me clos~r~, I felt the same horrible force 
taking control of my arms, and I couldn't stop my 
hands from moving down to the lid of the box. 
When I touched it my hands went cold, and I knew 
I was about to open a coffin. I started to cry and 
plead and call to God to stop me as the lid began to 
nse. 
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Then was when I woke up screaming. Right 
there and then I should have known the dream was 
an omen of death. 

"Lorraine!" 
"What's going on in there?" I called from the 

sofa where I was admiring how clean everything 
looked. I heard John rummaging through the 
closets in the kitchen and a banging of bottles. I 
went to see what he was doing, and he had the 
kitchen table loaded with all the beer in the house. 
It wasn't enough to keep the Stork Club in busi
ness, but there were a few quarts of beer and some 
wme. 

"John, what are you doing?" 
"Is there any more beer in the icebox?" 
"What's going on?" 
He opened the refrigerator himself and counted 

about nine loose cans of beer. Then he slammed the 
door and went into the living room to the tele
phone. 

"We're going to have a few friends over for 
drinks tonight." 

"Are you crazy?" 
"Just a few intimate friends for a quiet little 

drink. Don't you think Mr. Pignati wants us to 
have a social life?" He smiled, his great big eyes 
glowing. 
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CHAPTER 13 

I really did think Mr. Pignati would have wanted 
us to have a few friends over. Of course, he would 
have liked to be there so he wouldn't feel he was 
missing anything. I knew how much he'd enjoy 
hearing about a party when he came home. He'd 
want to know every little detail, just like he asked 
about everything we did in school. 

Dennis came over first around seven thirty be
cause I told him to steal a bottle of 80 proofer out 
of his father's whiskey cabinet. His father's a 
building inspector, and everybody who doesn't 
want to be inspected too much slips him a bottle 
and a few bucks each month. Dennis also brought 
some soda mixers and two dozen glasses he got 
from his mother by telling her I was having a 
birthday party and they were needed for the 
lemonade. 

I told Dennis not to invite Norton because if 
there was one thing this little cocktail party didn't 
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need, it was Norton Kelly. Norton has a reputation 
for going especial! y berserk at parties. Even when 
we used to have kiddie parties and play spin the 
bottle, the girls were terrified when it was his turn 
because he'd bite. 

"I don't think we should use all of Mr. Pignati's 
food," Lorraine said, munching on a saltine. 

"He only got the stuff for us." 
"He likes snails, so I think we should save all of 

them for him," she said generously. 
Once she started turning out the hors d'oeuvres, 

she gained momentum. In fact she started eating 
every other one she made. It was one for the plate 
and one for her stomach. She put ricotta cheese 
on crackers, frog's legs on crackers, bamboo shoots 
on crackers, and fish killies still with their heads on 
crackers. The only thing she didn't put on crackers 
was the chocolate-covered ants, which she just put 
on a plate so they looked like miniature chocolate 
candies. 

At seven thirty Deanna Deas arrived with her 
best girl friend Helen Kazinski. The two of them 
together are known as Beauty and the Beast. Helen 
is so fat you need a shoehorn to get her in the door. 
Then a few others arrived: Jane Appling, Rocky 
Romano, Nick Cahill, James Moon, Marlon 
Brewery, Josephine Adamo, Tony Remeo, Bernie 
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Iatoni, Barney Friman, and Janice Dickery. They 
were a real nice bunch, but each one of them had a 
problem all his own. For instance, Jane Appling is 
six feet two inches tall. 

"Saaaaaay, this is a nice house. Whose is it?" 
That's the kind of mind Jane has. 

"My uncle's," I told her, with just enough hesi
tation so she'd know I was lying. There's no point 
in having a house unless kids wonder how you got 
it. We really didn't start out inviting too many kids, 
but the more Lorraine and I thought of the parties 
we had been invited to, the more we had to call. 
After all, it was the first time either one of us had a 
chance to return the invitations we had gotten. 
Lorraine's mother wouldn't allow anybody in her 
house, and my mother would've insisted on DDT
dusting anyone I wanted to bring home. 

Lorraine dragged Jane away from me and over 
to the telephone while the kids were still quiet and 
nervous. 

"Hello, Mether ?" Lorraine started, looking like 
a thief. "I'm calling from the phone booth at the 
corner of Jane Appling's block. Her mother just 
made dinner for us, and I'm going to stay for a 
couple of hours, and we'll do our homework to
gether." 

There was a long silence, and Lorraine's face 
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looked like she was tiptoeing across thin ice. Jane 
was all set to give her routine because she's the only 
girl who doesn't have a telephone, so nobody can 
call back and check out the story. 

"Saaaaay, Mrs.Jensen, I really would appreciate 
it if you'd let Lorraine stay awhile because I don't 
understand this biology we've got, and your daugh
ter's a real brain." 

Most of the kids had been going to a dance down 
at St. Mary's Hall, but when they heard Lorraine 
and I were having a party, they ditched that idea. 
Rocky Romano is the real social organizer of the 
group. He looks a little bit like a constipated 
weasel, but he really keeps the party moving. 
Mainly it's this idiotic face of his. 

Nick Cahill's problem is that he's terrified of 
girls, and Marlon Brewery would be fine if he'd 
learn how to drink. I mean he reads too much, and 
he's always worrying about getting liver trouble 
and things like that. Josephine Adamo is a com
plete waste not worth mentioning, and Tony 
Remeo's problem is that he likes opera. 

"I think we should save the rest of the ricotta 
cheese for Mr. Pigna ti," Lorraine blurted as she 
went by with a serving tray. 

"Miniature chocolates, anyone?" 
Barney Friman is the big phony in the group 
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and nobody can stand him, which is the main 
reason I invited him. Janice Dickery is the only 
nice one out of the first pack. She's really a lovely, 
sweet girl who' dropped out of school in her junior 
year. I also invited Jack Brahn, but he asked if 
Janice Dickery was coming. When I said yes, he 
said no. That was because Jack Brahn was the 
reason Janice Dickery dropped out of school in her 
junior year. 

The band didn't arrive until much after eight 
because they had trouble with their amplifiers in 
the snow. Once they got set up, the house really 
started to jump. Gary Friman, Barney Friman's 
brother, played the drums. He was sort of the hero 
of the teen-age music world ever since he got drunk 
one night at a party last summer and played the 
drums in the middle of Victory Boulevard. Billie 
Baffo was on guitar and Chicken Dee had bass. 
Melissa Dumas was there too because she goes 
steady with Gary Friman, and she always sings two 
songs with the band. She only sings two songs be
cause that's a:H she knows. She's got a lovely voice, 
~ut her memory is like that of a titmouse with 
curvature of the brain. 

Three girls came from the church dance because 
Jane Appling had invited them, and I think she 
had one @#$ % of a nerve. A few guys crashed 
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with them, and we ended up with not much more 
than forty or so kids, so-I mean there could have 
been more-it wasn't bad for a cocktail party. 

The chocolate ants and frogs' legs were gone in 
no time. You can count on kids to eat anything 
when they're at a party, especially if they don't 
know it's ants and frogs. And the beer was holding 
out pretty good. Most of the girls were drinking 
the wine, but Melissa Dumas had drunk too much. 
You should've seen her, half loaded, singing: 

Angel, baby . . . 
M yyyyyyyyyyy angelll lll baaaaaaaaaby, 
It's just like heaaaaaaaaaaaven . 
dreamin' of yaaaaaaa .. . 

armmmmmmmmmms . .. . 

We moved most of the furniture out onto the 
enclosed porch and took up the rug in the living 
room, so there was a great dance floor. Janice 
Dickery did this fantastic shaking that got every
body upset, with only Gary Friman on the drums. 
Like I told you, she's very mature, and when she 
shakes, you can understand how come she had to 
drop out of school in her junior year. Then the 
guitars came back in, and they had to really show 
off. They turned the amps up so loud the window 
panes were rattling. 
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"The nuns across the street are going to com
plain," Lorraine yelled to me over the racket. 

"Oh shut up,'' I bellowed back, getting a little 
high myself, but still rather furious about her tell
ing me I made most of the garbage. I really can't 
stand it when anyone tells me something like that. 

I mean, this was turning out to be the party of 
the year. The house was a great pleasure palace, it 
really was. And there wasn't that much damage 
being done. Somebody dropped a drink down the 
stairs, and a cigarette burned a small hole in a 
throw rug. Only one lamp went over, and that was 
during this frenzied dance when everybody was on 
the floor. 

Angel, baaaaaaaaby ... 
It's just like heaaaaaaaaven. 

I waited until about ten thirty before I put my 
roller· skates on and came tearing onto the dance 
floor. Melissa Dumas dug Lorraine's pair out of the 
closet? and ~~ and I did this dance you wouldn't 
believe. 

"Are you enjoying my roller skates?" Lorraine 
asked. 

"I didn't know they were yours," Melissa 
chirped. 

"You never bothered to ask either." Lorraine 
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stormed back out to the kitchen, and her face was 
pink with jealousy. 

"Saaaaaay, John" I heard Jane Appling's voice 
screeching across the room. She was waving her 
hand like a buxom basketball player. "Where did 
you really get this house?" 

Around ten thirty Norton Kelly arrived, and the 
party was in full swing. He was furious about not 
being invited-sort of like the witch at Sleeping 
Beauty's ball. I didn't want any trouble, so I met 
him at the door. 

"Norton, baby, how are you?" 
"So you're having a little party, eh?" His mouth 

twisted like he'd just slammed a car door on his 
thumb. 

"I've tried to get in touch with you all night." 
He looked carefully at me to see if I was lying or 

not. Anyone else would have known I was lying. 
"I'll bet you did." 
"I did, really. Everyone's been wondering where 

you've been." 
"Who?" 
"Do you want wine or beer?" 
"How could you let that girl use my skates? Tell 

her to get them off!" Lorraine interrupted, shoot
ing a dirty look at Norton and then dashing off 
agam. 
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"Wine." 
After I took care of him, I went back on the 

floor and did another skating routine, but I kept 
watching Norton out of the corner of my eye. He 
just stood quietly over on one side of the living 
room, sipping, but you could see him casing the 
joint like crazy. 

"How was I supposed to know they were her 
skates?" Melissa said, whirling about. 

Lorraine looked worried at first when she saw 
Norton there because she knows how he always 
goes ape at parties, but eventually she and Helen 
Kazinski went up to the bedroom to put on some of 
Conchetta's clothes. Lorraine had the same outfit 
on she had worn that other night, with the feather 
in her hair, and Helen Kazinski had this faded 
yellow dress on, which she couldn't zipper up the 
back because she's so fat. Helen also found a mangy 
fur stole that looked like it was made out of four 
hundred Angora alley cats so, needless to say, she 
was quite the sight coming down the stairs. 

Brit Lorraine looked beautiful again. Even Me
lissa was staring at her. 

"Don't rip the dress, Helen," Lorraine kept 
saying. 

"I'm not ripping it!" 
"I think we'd better take the clothes off, Helen. 

You're going to ruin that dress." 
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"Saaaaaay, Lorraine, are there any more Cokes? 
I need one to wash down those delicious miniature 
chocolates." 

By now the band was blasting like nobody's busi
ness, and the usual confusing things happened. 
Jack Brahn came to the front door and demanded 
to see Janice Dickery, even though he refused to 
come in. Melissa Dumas and Chicken Dee, who 
plays bass, were making out on the porch, and she 
still had the roller skates on. If Gary Friman, who 
goes steady with Melissa Dumas, ever found out, 
there'd be blood on the floor. 

About a half hour after Norton arrived, I 
noticed he had disappeared. I skated through the 
downstairs, and then I got a little worried. I mean, 
like I said, he's the type of psycho who'd set a 
house on fire if he felt like it. 

"Did you see Norton?" I yelled to Lorraine, 
who was running around emptying ashtrays. 

"I saw him go upstairs," she called back, blow
ing a strand of hair away from her face. 

I went up with my skates still on-clomp! 
clomp! clompl-and Deanna Deas and Janice 
Dickery were rushing down in costume. 

. . . just like heeeeeeaven . 

dreeeeeeamin' here with 

yooooooooouuuuuuuuuu . ... 
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My heart started pounding like crazy because I 
knew if I found what I thought I would, I'd really 
blow my lid. At the top I opened the door on the 
left, and sure enough there was good old Norton 
putting the guts of this junky c,ld oscilloscope back 
in its case and getting ready to cart it out of the 
house. 

"Hi there, Johnny-boy," he said. Then he broke 
into a little smile as he went on with what he was 
doing. 

"Leave it alone." 
"Leave what alone?" 
I tensed, ready to punch him. 
"Oh, you don't want to be rude to your friends, 

Johnny-boy, now do you? Share and share alike." 
"I don't have any Marshmallow Kids for 

friends, you 3@#$% l" 
"John l" I heard Lorraine yell from the foot of 

the stairs, and the split second in which I turned 
my head gave Norton the chance he was waiting 
for. He drove hisfi.st into my stomach and knocked 

--~1 

the wind out of me. I don't think I would have 
fallen down if I hadn't been wearing the roller 
skates, but Norton just picked up the oscilloscope 
and beat it. It was a piece of garbage, and if that 
got him out of the house, I would have felt lucky. 
But when I got to the top of the stairs, I saw him 
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ducking through the crowd toward 
house. 

back of the 

Angel baaaaaaby ... baaaaaby angel . ... 

I clomped down the stairs, which were draped 
with bodies by this time. The band was still clang
ing away, and Lorraine was motioning like she was 
going to drop from fright. 

"There's a car outside, John. I think it's a taxi 1" 
I remember thinking that it couldn't be the 

Pigman. He wouldn't be coming home at night. 
He wasn't the type who would get a crazy idea like 
just checking out and coming back to us and his 
pigs because he didn't feel like spending another 
night in the hospital. They wouldn't have let him, 
I thought. Of course not. 

When I got in to the dining room, I heard the 
sound of things breaking. The noise was coming 
from the room with the black curtains. The pig 
room. 

"John F' Lorraine screamed. "Someone's coming 
up the front steps!" 

I pushed the curtains open, and there was 
Norton holding a large white pig, which he 
brought down suddenly on a table edge, knocking 
its head off. He looked inside and then threw it 
against the wall where it blasted to pieces. Several 
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other broken pigs were laying all over the floor, 
and the only thing I could think of at that moment 
was the proud and happy look on Mr. Pignati's 
face when he had shown us the pigs that first day. I 
felt like killing Norton as I plowed into him, 
punching his face like it was a sack of flour. After I 
got a couple of good blows in, he dug his_ elbow 
into my ribs and kicked the skates out from under 
me. That gave him a chance to pick up the oscillo
scope and head for the door like a scared rat. 

I went racing out of the room and noticed the 
band had stopped playing. I knew the place was 
emptying, and suddenly I realized what Lorraine 

was saymg. 
"The Pigman's here!" 
A second later my hands grabbed the back of 

Norton's neck, and I pushed him forward with so 
much force he must have traveled the length of the 
living room before we both fell to the floor. The 
oscilloscope shattered right near the front hallway, 
and when I saw the blood pouring out of Norton's 
nose, I was so'happy I began to laugh. But then it 

was quiet. 
Finally I managed to lift my head and saw Mr. 

Pignati at the door. He was just standing there 
looking down at me, and there was no smile on his 

face. No smile at all. 
That's when I passed out. 
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CHAPTER 

A policeman with a beer belly helped me get John 
into the patrol car-roller skates and all. Two nuns 
were walking on the other side of the street, and 
they watched us so closely one of them almost fell 
on the ice. 

"You're just lucky the old guy isn't going to 
press charges," the cop said, practically slamming 
the door on John's foot and then getting into the 
driver's seat. I tried to get John to come alive, 
he was motionless in the back seat next to me. The 
police had pulled up just as I was getting him off 
the floor, and everyone else had gotten away. 

"Okay, let's go," the other policeman said, com
ing out of the house and getting into the front. He 
was so much taller and thinner than the other one 
that the tvvo of them together looked rather 

congruous. 
"Is Mr. Pignati all right?" I asked. The last I 

had seen of him was when he climbed the stairs 
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were walking on the other side the street, and 
they watched us so closely one of them almost fell 
on the ice. 

"You're just lucky the old guy isn't going to 
press charges," the cop said, practically slamming 
the door on John's foot and then getting into the 
driver's seat. I tried to get John to come alive, but 
he was motionless in the back seat next to me. The 
police had pulled up just as I was getting him off 
the floor, and everyone else had gotten away. 

"Okay, let's go," the other policeman said, com
ing out of the house and getting into the front. He 
was so much taller and thinner than the other one 
that the two of them together looked rather in

congruous. 
"Is Mr. Pignati all right?" I asked. The last I 

had seen of him was when he climbed the stairs 
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with one of Conchetta's dresses over his arm-the 
one Helen Kazinski had ripped-and I just didn't 
know what to say to him. 

"Could you let me see him a minute?" 
"No, he's upstairs-" 
"Is he all right?" 
"He's crying, if you really want to know. The 

old guy's crying." 
I sank back in the seat and started to tremble. It 

was cold and I didn't have a coat, but I wasn't 
shaking just because of that. I tried to pinch John 
so he'd come to, but it was no use. 

"John, wake up 1" 
"He's out for the night," the fat cop said, adjust

ing his hat. 
"I want to see what kind of parents you kids 

have," the skinny one added, lighting a cigarette 
and blowing the smoke into the back seat. "Do they 
know you go over to that old man's house? We've 
seen you hanging around there before." 

I looked at John crumpled and twisted in the 
corner, the roller skates pointing every which way. 
I couldn't find his shoes or my clothes in the excite
ment-and somehow the laces on his skates had 
knotted and frozen so I couldn't untie them any
way. The thought of my mother seeing me in the 
ruffled dress terrified me, and I hated John at that 
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moment for having gotten me into this. I hated him 
more for being drunk when I needed him. 

"This where you live?" 
"Y l " es· ... p ease .... 
"Do you kids always get your kicks picking on 

old people?" 
"Please just let us go. I promise we won't do 

anything like this again. We won't go over there 
anymore." I was ashamed of myself because I was 
beginning to plead. 

"Let's just talk to your family a minute," the 
skinny one said, opening his door. I burst into tears 
as the cold air rushed into the car. 

"Not one cent for tribute!" John suddenly 
mumbled, leaning forward, laughing, and then 
falling back unable to hold his head up. He was 
hopelessly drunk, and I slammed the door of the 
patrol car. The policeman took me up the steps. 

"My mother's going to beat me." 
"You should've thought about that a little 

earlier, young lady." He rang the bell. 
I knew it would take a minute while she peered 

out one of the front windows, realized who it was, 
and then put on a bathrobe. When I heard her 
footsteps coming, my heart seemed to be beating in 
time with them until the door opened. 

"Where are your clothes, Lorraine?" was the 
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first thing she said, standing in the shadow of the 
doorway, looking at the policeman and me. Her 
hair was down, and she pulled the blue robe tight 
around her. 

"This your daughter, ma'am?" 
"What's the matter?" 
"She and a few of her friends had too much to 

drink tonight at some old man's house on Howard 
Avenue. They almost wrecked the place." 

I couldn't look at her, and as soon as my eyes 
went down she knew I was guilty. 

"Where are your clothes, Lorraine?" she re
peated slowly, reaching her hands out for my 
shoulders. She pulled me closer to her. "Look at 
me, Lorraine." 

Her eyes burned into me. 
"What are you doing in this dress?" 
I opened my mouth and tried to get the words 

out but couldn't speak. Tears began to roll down 
my cheeks, and she raised her hand and slapped 
me. 

"No, Mother," I screamed, and even the police
man jumped~nd looked sorry he had brought me 
to the door. 

"Get inside," she ordered, and her voice had 
switched from the hysterical to the commanding, 
like I'd often heard it do when she was working as 
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a nurse. She always had the ability to deal with 
doctors and policemen if she was forced to. 

I had just enough time to get out of the dress, 
wash the smeared makeup off my face, and put on a 
pair of pajamas before I heard the front door slam 
-which I knew was for my benefit. A moment 
later she was in the doorway, looking at me, the 
expression on her face somewhere between dis
belief and disgust. 

"I didn't do anything wrong," I said slowly, 
unsure of what her next move would be. I wanted 
to scream the thoughts that were flashing through 
my mind at her. I wanted to tell her how she didn't 
know anything about me-how she hadn't noticed 
that I happened to be a human being myself ... 
that I wasn't still the little girl that waved from the 
window when she stood at a bus stop. Look at me, I 
wanted to yell, can't you see I'm growing up and 
that I've got to have friends? That I want to have 
friends-that I need other people in this world 
besides you! 

She came toward me, and I backed away until I 
was cornered by the wall. Then she raised her arm 
and slapped me once more across the face. She 
tried to hit me again, but my arm went up and 
blocked her. 

"You lied to me." 
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"I didn't mean to." 
"You lied." 
"It was only a party. You wouldn't have let me 

go." 

She broke down crying and turned away, putting 
her hands up to her face, and I knew she wanted 
me to run after her to beg forgiveness. I won\ I 
thought. For the first time in my life I'm not going 
to. It's the Pigman who has to forgive me-not 
you! 

She was sitting at the kitchen table, crying-a 
slightly exaggerated crying which seemed to make 
our relationship even more artificial. 

You're the one who's wrong, I wanted to tell her, 
not me. 

Then I remembered all the times I had wakened 
up years ago. I'd wake up, and she wouldn't know 
it-and I'd get out of bed and peek in the kitchen. 
Sometimes I'd be able to see through the keyhole 
or a crack in the door, and she'd be sitting at the 
table, crpllg. But I wasn't supposed to hear it then. 

"Mother?" 
Her crying lowered just a little, and I went to 

the table and hugged her. 

"I've tried to do the best I could . . . I've 
worked night and day to keep a roof over our 
heads . . . you think it's easy raising a kid by 
yourself. " 
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Once that stage was over, I began slowly to ex
plain to her what I'd been up to-Mr. Pignati and 
John and me. Of course, I edited it considerably 
for her benefit, and she seemed to take it well, now 
that the emotional raving was over. There were a 
few moments of minor relapses, like when I told 
her I had never belonged to the Latin Club, but on 
the whole she took things better than I thought she 
would. 

Finally we went to bed, and just as I was feeling 
better because I had been relatively honest with 
her, just as I started to think she understood a little 
and recognized that she had given birth to a human 
being with a normal-size brain, I heard this voice 
in my ear: "You're sure the old man didn't try 
anything with you?" 

"What?" I mumbled, not turning toward her. 
"Sexually/' she whispered. 
"No, Mother." 
"Those old men have ways, Lorraine. Sometimes 

they touch you, and you may not even notice what 
they're doing." 

"Good night, Mother," I said, rearranging my
self with finality, knowing that she could never 
really understand. 

I felt tears rolling down my cheeks onto the 
pillow as I remembered the condition of Mr. 
Pigna ti's house. Would he think we had forsaken 
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him and deliberately ripped his wife's clothes
viciously broken the pigs? I wanted to phone him 
and say, Mr. Pignati, we didn't mean things to 
work out like that .. We were just playing. 

Playing. 
Play. 
I couldn't get the word out of my mind. I re

membered a cat playing with a rubber ball some
where ... a kitten a girl friend had gotten for 
her birthday ... and it was hiding behind a chair 
leg eyeing the ball ... stalking it. The kitten 
knew what it was because it had been toying with it 
all along, but now it attacked, claws drawn, trying 
to sink its teeth into the soft rubber. 

"Look at the kitty playing with the ball," the · 
girl's mother had said. 

The cat attacked the ball as if it were a living 
thing. I remember thinking it was practicing for 
when it might have to kill to survive. Play was 
something natural, I remember thinking-some
thing which Nature wanted us to do to prepare us 
for later 

"I am a handsome European businessman, 
you are in love with me P' 

"Stop it, John." 
"Come to me, my darling, one kiss is all I ask l" 
"Please stop. " 
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"You look beautiful l" 
"Do you mean it?" 
A boy with a moustache, a girl with a feather. 
Then I fell asleep. 
"Lorraine" I heard my mother call. I opened 

my eyes just enough to see her standing over me in 
her white uniform. The morning light was painful. 

"Those nylon stockings you brought home-" 
"What about them?" 
"You didn't do anything bad for them, did 

you?" 
"No, Mother," I said, burying my head in the 

pillow and wondering at just what point that little 
thought had come to her. She came in and out of 
the bedroom several times, and I pretended to be 
asleep. Just before she left for work she said 
loudly, "Don't think I'm through with you yet. 
You get this house cleaned up, and I'll want to talk 
to you when I get home." 

John gave the one-ring signal about eleven 
o'clock, which was much earlier than I had ex
pected because I thought he'd still be unconscious. 
We met at the corner. He looked very dis
heartened. 

"My father says I have to go to a psychiatrist." 
"He'll forget about it in a day or two," I re~ 

minded him. 
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"I know." 
We walked down Victory Boulevard toward 

Tony's Market because he wanted a pack of ciga
rettes.Josephine Adamo passed on the other side of 
the street, and she yelled, "Some party P' She had 
left before the fight, and you could tell by the 
expression on her face that she hadn't heard about 
it yet. 

"What did they do when the police brought you 
to the door?" I asked. 

John picked up a handful of slush and started 
molding it into an iceball. 

"My mother started her high-frequency 
cackling, but it was Bore who got on my nerves. He 
just came to the top of the stairs, and I could 
hardly hold my head up to see him. My mother was 
on her hands and knees, wiping up the snow I 
dragged in on the skates. Bore didn't even look 
mad. He looked sick and old. Then he went back 
into the bedroom without a word. This morning at 
breakfast he said they'd have to send me to a 
doctor."' 

He threw the iceball at a telephone pole, but it 
missed and hit a parked car. 

"Was Mr. Pignati all right?" he asked sheep
ishly. 

"What do you care?" I said with an edge to my 
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voice so he'd know I blamed everything on him. 
Then I was sorry I'd said it. 

"I just wondered," he said, looking away and 
raising his eyes to the sky where a jet was roaring 
over. We finally got to the store and stood by the 
telephone booth having a Coke. smoked a 
second cigarette, and then somehow we got enough 
nerve. 

"Hello, Pigna ti?" 
There was a long pause, although you could 

somebody had answered. 
"Mr. Pignati, this is " 
There was an even longer pause, and the arti-

ficial enthusiasm John had into his voice 
trailed off. "Are you there, Mr. Pignati?" 

"Yes-" came this weak voice. 
"Lorraine and I want to apologize for having 

that party. We had only invited two people, 
those others stopped by, and before you knew it 
things got out of hand. I mean, Lorraine and I will 
pay for everything." 

I gasped audibly. 
John started again. "Are you still there, 

Pignati?" 
"Yes." 
uwould you let Lorraine and me come over to 

help clean up? Please?" 
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"N . ' 11 • h " o . . . it s a 1 ng t. . . . 
"Mr. Pignati, we feel terrible," I said into the 

mouthpiece and then handed it back to John. I felt 
on the verge of crying, thinking of the broken pigs. 

"Mr. Pignati, we'd really feel better if-" 
"I cleaned most of it," he said slowly. 
"Mr. Pigna ti, are you there?" 
There was another pause. 
"Yes .... " 
"Lorraine and I want to know if you'd like to go 

to the zoo this afternoon. We thought we could 
meet you around one o'clock near the entrance. You 
know, right by the sea lions?" 

Another pause. 
"We could go and feed Bobo," John said. "Have 

you been down to see Bobo yet?" 
Another pause. 
"No .... " 
"He must miss you, Mr. Pigna ti. No kidding. 

The way you used to feed him every day. What do 
you say, Mr. Pignati?" 

As 'we waired for an answer all I could think of 
was Conchetta's ripped dress-the one Helen 
Kazinski had demolished. It must have been a 
shock to come home from the hospital and find 
something like that. 

"All right ... " Mr. Pignati said sadly. 
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We got to the zoo around twelve thirty, and I 
didn't think the Pigman was going to show. I 
really didn't. We sat on the same bench as we had 
last time, the one near the front gate that lets you 
watch the sea lions. I had my Ben Franklin sun
glasses on again, and it wasn't even sunny out, but I 
figured they'd be good because I wouldn't have to 
look right into anyone's eyes. One of the attendants 
was washing the sea-lion manure off the middle 
platform of the pool, and at least he was able to do 
that with a certain degree of proficiency. When it 
came to feeding them he had no imagination, but 
that particular task he was up to. 

"He's not coming," I said when it was five min
utes past one. 

"Just wait. He'll be here." 
No customers were over by the peanut stand 

where that same old woman from the last visit was 
giving me the evil eye. Worst of all, she was 
putting peanuts into her mouth at the same rate 
Jane Appling had devoured the chocolate-covered 
ants. She really looked like the wrath of God, and I 
was too scared to go over and buy a package of 
peanuts for myself. 

"I'll get some peanuts for Bobo," John said. 
"And me l" I yelled after him. 
About ten minutes later a taxi pulled up in front, 
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and the Pigman got out. There was no smile on his 
face. He walked very slowly, and he had lost so 
much weight. It was pathetic, that's what it was. 
Absolutely pathetic. 

"Hello," John said cheerfully, covering his own 
surprise at the change in the Pigman's appearance. 

"Hello,'' Mr. Pignati said, forcing a slight 
smile. You could tell he was glad to see us, but I 
knew he was very sick. He certainly had forgiven 
us for anything we did over at the house or else he 
wouldn't have come-so I figured he was just weak 
from his heart attack and the hospital. Naturally 
we decided to take the train-type contraption out to 
the monkey house. 

"I bought peanuts for Bobo," John said, proudly 
waving the bags. I had already started eating mine. 

"I have some ... money," Mr. Pignati said, 
reaching a hand into one of his pockets. 

"I have it, Pignati," John insisted, giving a 
dollar bill to the man in the ticket booth. 

We squeezed into the last car, and the same 
boywas driving again. There was quite a 

wind even though it had warmed up enough to 
start the snow melting, and it made the frilly can
opy on the cars snap loudly. We didn't say anything 
more-Mr. Pignati wedged right between us-as 
we rolled along the bleak pathways of the zoo. 

We went by the bald eagle, the white-tailed deer, 

the tahr goats, the lions, and the striped hyena. 
They all seemed to be frozen-giant stuffed ani
mals, unable to move. Then came the tigers and 
bears, the two hippos who were inside for the 
season, and the eight-ton bull elephant, the only 
part of which we could see being the long trunk 
protruding from the doorway of his barn. Even the 
alligator pond had been drained. 

"Bobo will be glad to see you," John said finally. 
Nobody answered. 
We pulled the buzzer for the guy to stop the 

contraption at the primate house, and John had to 
help Mr. Pignati get off. 

"Easy now, Mr. Pignati." 
"Thank you." The Pigman smiled, and you 

could tell he was anxious to see his baboon. 
"Bobo's going to be so happy to see you," I said, 

trying for another smile. 
All the outside portion of the monkey house was 

closed, so we went inside, and it was obvious that 
even in the winter those apes desperately need 
deodorant pads. Even Limburger-cheese spray 
would've been an improvement. 

We started walking down the long chamber with 
all the cages on both sides, and the only other 
people there were an attendant hosing out the go
rilla cage and some woman holding a two-year-old 
baby. 



I stopped and watched the man at the gorilla 
cage while Mr. Pignati and John went on to the 
next one, which was Bobo's. Right away I noticed 
something was wrong because the two of them 
started getting nervous and looking all around the 
place. Mr. Pignati went up to the rail and started 
calling, "Bobo? Bobo?" 

The man cleaning the gorilla cage shut off the 
water and started to roll up the hose when he heard 
Mr. Pignati calling. I moved up and could see the 
cage was completely empty, but I thought they had 
just moved the baboon to some other cage. I knew 
he wasn't on the outside part because it was too 
cold. 

"Bobo? Bobo?" 

"Bobo died last week," the attendant said, still 
rolling up the hose. 

"The baboon?" John asked. 
"Yep. Can't say I felt particularly sorry about it 

h,ecause that baboon had the nastiest disposition 
around here." The attendant wiped his nose on his 
sleeve and continued rolling up the hose. "Did an 
autopsy on him, and it looked like pneumonia." 

Pignati kept staring into the cage, and we 
stood motionless for what seemed like an eternity. 

"Mr. Pignati," said softly, "we'd better 
leave." 

"Bobo. o .. .," 

I could see the blood vessels on the side of Mr. 
Pignati's neck pulse as he raised his right hand to 
his face. I was thankful I had my sunglasses on 
because I didn't want to see his eyes. I mean, I just 
didn't. Even John just stood there not knowing 
what to do. 

"Had a Woolly monkey down the end that died 
from pneumonia too," the attendant muttered, al
most to himself. 

As I started moving away and heading for the 
door John went to Mr. Pignati and just took his 
arm lightly, trying to turn him away from the 
empty cage. I saw the Pigman open his mouth, and 
then his hands started to shake. He went to grab 
hold of the railing, but let out a tiny cry almost like 
a puppy that had been stepped on by mistake. I can 
still remember the sound of it, and sometimes I 
wake up from a nightmare with it in my ears. It 
was like a high-pitched scream, but it came from 
deep inside of him, and before John or I knew 
what had happened, the Pigman dropped to the 
floor. It seemed as if the monkeys knew something 
had happened because they started making noise 
and pulling against the bars. I thought they were 
going to tear them out of the frames, and I wanted 
to pu~ my hands to my ears to shut out the jungle 
that had surrounded us. 

Mr. Pignati was dead. 



CHAPTER 15 

"What happened?" the attendant asked in a scared, 
dumb voice. 

"Call an ambulance!" I yelled. He looked at me 
for a moment as though what I said was too com
plicated to understand, and then he was off. 

"You'd better get out of here," I said to Lor
raine. When I touched her she burst into tears and 
ran out of the monkey house. If she had gotten 
involved as a witness after all that had happened, I 
knew her mother would've shipped her off to a 

Tibetan convent for ninety-six years. 
The lady with the baby in her arms just sneaked 

out a door .. -¥ ou could tell her motto was "When 
trouble strikes-vanish." Then it was just me on 
my knees next to Mr. Pignati, and just as suddenly 
as the monkeys had started screaming they shut up. 
One tiny monkey with yellow frames around his 
eyes pressed against the bars of his cage to watch 
me take the Pigman's wrist. I felt for a pulse, but 
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there was nothing. Lorraine had dropped her sun
glasses, so I crawled the short distance over to them 
and back to Mr. Pignati's side. When I held one of 
the glass ovals near his mouth, there was no breath 
to cloud the surface. 

you have to die? I wanted to down and 
whisper in his ear. They say when you die your 
brain lives for awhile longer, and maybe he 
could've heard me. 

A small trickle of saliva had started from 
corner of his mouth, and I placed my handkerchief 
against it and turned his head slightly. What 
would there be to say even if he could've heard 
me? 

"Is Mr. Pignati all right?" 
"What do you care?" Lorraine had said that 

morning. 
But I did care. She thinks she knows everything 

that goes on inside me, and she doesn't know a 
thing. What did she want from me-to tell the 
truth all the time? To run around saying it 
matter to me that I live in a world where you can 
grow old and be alone and have to get down on 
your hands and knees and beg for friends? A place 
where people just sort of forget about you because 
you get a little old and your mind's a bit senile or 
silly? Did she think that didn't bother me under-
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neath? That I didn't know if we hadn't come along 
the Pigman would've just lived like a vegetable 
until he died alone in that dump of a house? 

"Do you think you'd like to go to the zoo with 
me tomorrow, Mr. Wandermeyer and Miss Tru
man?" 

"Please .... " 
"Please." 
Didn't she know how sick to my stomach it made 

me feel to know it's possible to end your life 
with only a baboon to talk to? And maybe Lorraine 
and I were only a different kind of baboon in a 

way. Maybe we were all baboons for that matter
big blabbing baboons-smiling away and not 
really caring what was going on as long as there 
were enough peanuts bouncing around to think 
about-the whole pack of us-Bore and the Old 
Lady and Lorraine's mother included-baffled ba
boons concentrating on all the wrong things. 

Everything was so screwed up. 
"Your problem is you've got too much spare 

time." 
That was the secret-don't have any spare time. 

Watch the little things in life, the ones you have 
control over. Keep your eyes glued to the peas and 
every speck of dust on the floor. 

"Kenneth is doing very nicely." 
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To @#$% with Kenneth. To @#$% with 
marching along with an attache case swinging in 
the breeze. 

The tile :floor was cold and uncomfortable, and 
the attendant had dripped some water near me. As 
I stood up, a hundred thoughts raced through my 
mind at the same time, one of which was to check 
Mr. Pignati's wallet to make sure the police could 
identify him when they got there. Then I wouldn't 
hav~ to get involved at all. I was ashamed of think
ing about myself, though actually it was Bore that 
I was thinking of now. The position of Mr. Pig
nati's head on the floor made his face look a little 
like my father's, and I didn't like the feeling it 
gave me. Up until then I had never been particu
larly disturbed about seeing a corpse-even when 
I'd had to sit for an hour or so at a funeral parlor 
when some relative had died. To me the dead body 
just looked like a doll, and all the :flowers stuffed 
around here and there were sort of nice. It gave 
me a feeling like being in Beekman's toy depart
ment to tell the truth-everything elaborately dis
played. So many things to look at. Anything to 
get away from what was really happening. 

I lit a cigarette and watched the smoke climb 
toward a light in the ceiling. There was such a 
chill in me I couldn't stop my legs from shaking, 
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and although I was standing in the same spot, I felt 
as if I were moving forward. My thoughts jumped 
from Mr. Pignati to wondering if Lorraine were 
waiting for me, to knowing I was standing in a 
monkey house stuck on top of a small planet whirl
ing through space. Moving forward. It was like 
Lorraine's nightmare, where something forced her 
toward the room with the black curtains. 

Then I knew. 
I was not in a monkey house. For a moment it 

was something else-something I was glimpsing 
for the first time-the cold tiles, the draft that 
moved about me, the nice solid fact that someday I 
was going to end up in a coffin myself. 

My tomb. 
I took a puff on the cigarette, and I could hear 

Lorraine's voice saying I was killing myself. As if 
I didn't know it! Did she think I thought smoking 
and drinking were supposed to make me live 
longer? I knew what it was doing to me. 

"You musJ~"YV4nt to die," she had said once, and 
maybe that was true. Maybe I would rather be 
dead than to turn into the kind of grown-up people 
I knew. What was so hot about living anyway if 
people think you're a disturbing influence just be
cause you still think about God and Death and the 
Universe and Love. My poor mother and father-I 
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wanted to tell them that they no longer wonder 
what they're doing in the world while I stand here 
going out of my mind. 

I stayed until the ambulance doctor gestured 
that the Pigman was dead. A whole crowd of peo
ple had gathered to crane their necks and watch 
them roll a dead man onto a stretcher. I don't know 
where they all came from so quickly. must have 
been announced over the loudspeaker. Hey every
body! Come see the dead man in the monkey house. 
Step right up. Special feature today. 

"Good-bye, Mr. Pignati," I said, hardly moving 
my lips. The police and attendants moved calmly, 
surely, as if they were performing a ritual and had 
forgotten the meaning of it. I don't think they ever 
knew the meaning of it. I thought of machinery
automatic, constant, unable to be stopped. 

The sun had come out, and I had to cover my 
eyes. Finally I saw Lorraine sitting on a bench 
the large center mall near the entrance of zoo. 
There was a long pond that was heated in some way 

so the water wouldn't freeze and kill the fish, and 
she looked strange surrounded by the mist that rose 
from its surface. 

"Here's your glasses." 
She didn't answer at first-just kept looking at 
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the ground. Then she struck out at me, as though 
trying to punch me. 

"We murdered him," she screamed, and I turned 
away because I had been through just about all I 
could stand. 

uHere's your glasses," I said again, almost hat
ing her for a second. I wanted to yell at her, tell her 
he had no business fooling around with kids. I 
wanted to tell her he had no right going backward. 
When you grow up, you're not supposed to go back. 
Trespassing-that's what he had done. 

I sat down next to her and lit up another ciga
rette. I couldn't help but look at the flashing light 
on top of the ambulance. They had driven it right 
up to the entrance of the monkey house, and it 
looked weird because it didn't belong. Right in the 
bright sunlight you could see the flashing dome 
going like crazy, pulsing like a heartbeat. 

Then I saw this ridiculous sight running toward 
us from the other end of the mall-a great big fat 
man in a stupid-looking uniform, clutching a fist
ful of strings attached to helium balloons that 
bobbed in the air behind him. He was hobbling as 
fast as he could go, right toward the monkey house, 
with this sign around his neck: BUY YOUR 
FUNNY-FACE BALLOONS HERE! 

Lorraine lifted her head slightly and watched 
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him go by. Then she broke down crying again and 
turned away so she was facing the pond and didn't 
have to look at me. I noticed a whole school of 
goldfish practically sticking their noses out of the 
water because they thought someone was going to 
feed them. In the deep center a large carp flipped 
its tail and then disappeared as quickly as it had 
surfaced. 

"Let's go, Lorraine," I said softly, standing be-
side her. I lowered the sunglasses, and she took 
them, almost dropping them again trying to get 
them on. 

Her hand lingered near mine, and I took it 
gently. She seemed funny peering up at me over 
the thin metal rims. We looked at each other. 
There was no need to smile or tell a joke or run for 
roller skates. Without a word, I think we both 
understood. 

We had trespassed too-been where we didn't 
belong, and we were being punished for it. Mr. 
Pignati had paid with his life. But when he died 
something in us had died as well. 

There was no one else to blame anymore. No 
Bores or Old Ladies or N ortons, or Assassins 
waiting at the bridge. And there was no place to 
hide-no place across any river for a boatman to 

take us. 
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Our life would be what we made of it-nothing 
more, nothing less. 

Baboons. 
Baboons. 
They build their own cages, we could almost 

hear the Pigman whisper, as he took his children 
him. 
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NOTES FRANK KELLY 

Specific Questions 

The following questions are designed as an aid to your 
understanding of particular sections of the novel. Some will 
involve discussion and interpretation. Others will require 
that you find specific references in the book to reinforce 
your opinions. Keep your answers in an orderly arrange
ment in your notebook and you will gather together many 
pertinent facts and opinions which you will use later in the 
section of general interpretations and discussions. 

Chapter 1 

1. "The good author catches the interest of the reader with 
a strong opening which arouses curiosity, introduces at least 
one main character, establishes setting, and generally fixes 
the tone of the book. If he has interested you with the first 
few pages, you will probably read on.'' Was Zindel success
ful in the opening six pages of The Pigman? If so, why? 
Be specific in answering. 

Chapter 2 

1. By the end of this chapter you have had a full introduc
tion to the two narrators. Write a detailed note on the 
effectiveness of using two story-tellers. Include a comment 
on the fact that the story is told in the first person. Is this 
usual in books about young people? 
2. Describe John and Lorraine as you see them at this point 
in the story. Are they typical teenagers? Compare them with 
your friends. Include an assessment of attitudes to school, 
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