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Not far from here is where we were fishing.  Off Stubbs Island.  Couple a miles from Tofino.  Billy and me.  The MacEachen Brothers.  I'm Bobbie.  Billy's my little brother.  Our picture was in the West Island Weekly News when they printed up our sad story.  

That morning we went out was flat calm.  We had a 20 lb. testline and salmon lures off the back of the boat and we were running between the reef and the island and this swell that must of brewed up at sea suddenly lifted the boat up and crashed us down the channel --whitewater -- surf, everywhere.  Where in Hell did it come from?  I called to Billy.  Clear out, I shouted.  Another mountain of water came for us on the starboard side.  It started breaking on the reef about 100 feet away.  That wave was maybe five -- ten feet high.  And Billy, that crazy son of a bitch would have almost made it except that full throttle, we couldn't outrun the wave. 

Everything happened so fast --the wave hit the boat and almost stood it on end.  I half-jumped, half-fell in the water.  


You don't know what cold is till you hit the salt chuck like that.  My chest yammering!  All I could do was gasp -- the cold!  

I kicked.  I swam >round.  I searched for the boat.  For all I knew it had gone down and Billy been drowned.  What else could I do then but say my prayers, say 'Lord, you get me through this one, and I'm going to church next Sunday.  Goddammit.  I'm gonna' stop swearing.  

Yeah.  You promise any goddamned thing.  Then you start feeling sorry for yourself.  Know what you end up dreaming of most?  The women you wish you'd slept with.  Like Gwendolyn in high school.  I really fell for her.  One night I cornered her outside a dance in the gym.  Just about to kiss her.  She was supposed to be so damn religious.  I didn't know where to start.  Leaned over for a kiss.  Then I couldn't do it.  I talked to her about God for an hour til she finally slipped away to the john.  Turned out that was the night Billy did her back of our station wagon.  
Doggie style, Bobbie, brother, he tells me next day.  I wish he hadn't told me that.  It's a good thing I can't hit my kid brother now.  Just thinking about Billy and Gwendolyn makes me crazy. 

Not that Billy didn't have his reasons for bird-dogging his ol= brother.  When he was little, I used to beat on him all the time.  One day, all the kids were playing on a dirt hill at the school, and I get this terrific push from behind.  Slams me into the dirt.  Real dirty pool.  I got up pretty angry and there was my kid brother.  I didn't do it!  I tell you I didn't do it! says Billy.  He did it all right.  He was just scared.  I shoved him as hard as I could.  Then I scooted right off that hill.  I'd given him one helluva' bloody nose.  You got to give the kid credit though.  He didn't snitch on me.  He just had a smart ass smile when they took him to the school nurse.  I had to hand it to him.  'Cause any strapping we got at school we got twice at home.  So help me, I'll take my belt to you, the ol' man always said and he thumped all of us, specially my ol' Momma.

One night he was hitting her so bad I couldn't stand it.  She screamed.  It's your funeral, says Billy.   I didn't get a word in with him before the ol= man socked me in the jaw.  The ol= man slammed me against me the wall so hard I didn't know which end was up.  Come at me again, he roars.  And I did, even smacked him a few times.  Funny thing was Momma turned on me.  You stop it!  You just stop it!  You're no better than him.  
That night I got thrown out of the house.  I lived in the station wagon for awhile.  Parked her at the end of the road.  Billy snuck me food when he could.  Then my mother met me one day after school.  She carried her suitcase.  You go, she said.  Go back home and look after your kid brother.  I never saw her again.  She went East I heard and started over.  Found religion.  She wrote Billy once.  Trust the Lord.  And wash away your sins in the Blood of the Lamb.
I didn= see the old man much longer after that.  He was such a juicer that in town, they called him 'Red Label' for Johnny Walker, Red Label whiskey and he did himself in after Momma left.  He was drinking in his truck and he let the engine run while he listened to the radio.  Breathed in the exhaust and crossed over.  Not a pretty sight at the morgue.  All choked up and blue.

It's funny how dying brings it all back to you.  I never thought it would be like this.  Drowning, thinking of the old man.   At the cemetery, Billy and me were supposed to throw in some dirt in his grave.  I kicked too hard I guess 'cause I kicked a shoe in, too.  One of those Hush Puppy slip-on jobs.  Nobody said a thing.  They didn't know what to do.  So they filled in the rest of the dirt. And buried my shoe with him.  

My ol= Daddy!  A Newfie who came out west to farm.  Knocked up a local gal.  So I guess we can't take it all out on the ol' man.  Though all Billy sees is that all 'dear old Daddy' left us were debts and his fishboat.  Just like Billy=s tenth birthday, when the ol= man drove us to the garbage dump.  He sent out looking for cans while he collected all these garden gloves even though all he could find were the left hands.  He showed us a steak he found with freezer burn.  He turned to Billy.  Hey, kid, it=s your birthday, anything you see here is yours.  

Billy and me been fishing together since, salmon, shellfish, whatever's going.  Some days have been good.  Most not.  But Billy and me are partners.  We have each other.  We're the MacEachen brothers.  And I forgive Billy for Gwendolyn and he forgets I hated him.  

All this time, my brain wild with thoughts, about Billy, Gwendolyn, and the old man, I was going down for the count.  

That was when I was sure I saw him.  Billy in the boat.  I waved my arms and shouted.  He cut the engine and hauled me aboard.  You son of a bitch!  I laughed.  What does that make you! he yells back.  And I'm shivering and cold and we squeeze one another, brothers in each other's arms.  

And the boat is circling there.  Turning slowly on the sea which is flat and calm and blue.  And we're running between the reef and the island again.  Like a picture that will be that way forever.  And it will be that way, too.  Forever. 'Cause there's no boat.  No brother.  Billy, you and me drowned.
