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They laid Uncle Mo's casket near the dark hole 
and joey watched as he reached around 
to his back pocket, crawling with c l eaned fingernails 
until the unwrapped Bazooka stuck. 
He buried it in his cheek 
and repul ped. 

He heard the Reverend Fow ler te l l  an unl i k ely tale 
about Unc l e  Mo,  who a l ways smelled like soap to Joey 
and tried to l isten unti l Aunt Pen noticed 
his slow grinding jaw and bac k handed her fist 
across his f lanne l padded shoulder, prying 
her stare into his lips 
so he spit out the wad. 

They l owered the casket when Joey 
saw the robin and wanted to shout. Aunt Pen said 
the one to see the first spring robin 
should always shout and te l l  everybody, but the six 
pairs of sunken eyes, looking as they did whenever 
the Saints l ost, told him he ought to keep quiet. 

Even so, he felt l ight and didn't mind waiting. 

I t  was almost over, anyway. He could te l l  
by the way Aunt Pen p l ayed 
with the shounder strap of her black 
patent leather purse. 

He would wait, and then 
they would al l smile. 
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