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cotton oxfords for church, but most of his shirts were white
button-downs. All were wash-and-wear, to avoid the dry-
cleaning expense. Also, his wife, Calliope, didn’t care to iron.
Five short-sleeves for spring and summer and five long-sleeves
for fall and winter, hanging in rows on the clothesline he had
strung in the basement of their split-level. He didn’t know why
he bothered with the variety. It was always warm in the store,
especially standing over the grill, and even in winter he wore
his sleeves rolled up above the elbow. White shirt, khaki pants,
black oilskin work shoes from Montgomery Ward. An apron
over the pants, a pen holder in the breast pocket of the shirt.
His uniform.

He was handsome in his way, with a prominent nose. He had
turned forty-eight in the late spring of 1972. He wore his black
hair high up top and swept back on the sides, a little bit over
the ears, longish, like the kids. He had been going with the dry
look the past few years. His temples had grayed. Like many
men who had seen action in World War II, he had not done a
sit-up or a push-up since his discharge, twenty-seven years ago.





