


“The doctor said he had a stroke.”

“No, | mean—how could he die?”
asked Jason, twisting out of his
mother’s arms.

“I don’t know what you mean,
Honey,” said his mother, looking
confused. She didn’t know that Jason
expected God to protect his
grandfather from death.

“It’s not fair. He broke his promise,”
yelled Jason, as he turned and ran
back upstairs. Sitting on the edge of his
bed, he thought about how he and
Grandpa were supposed to go fishing
for bullheads today. Grandpa would
clean and fry them for breakfast. And
Grandma wouldn't even taste them.
She always said the only thing she
liked with whiskers was Grandpa.
Jason’s eyes rested on his fishing pole.
He jumped up and grabbed it with
one hand. Laying it across his knee, he
pushed down with all his might.
Craaa-ck! The pole snapped in two.

He was lying on his bed staring at
the ceiling when Dad came in. Jason
thought Dad’s eyes looked funny, like
he’d been swimming in the city pool.
Had he been crying? Jason had never
seen his father cry.

If Dad noticed the broken pole, he
never mentioned it. Instead, he said,
“Mrs. Cepeda will take you to her
house while Mom and | take Grandma

to the funeral home. You can play with

Caesar.” bieg e

- Jason didn’t want to go with Mrs.
Cepeda. And he certainly didn't feel

like playing, not with Caesar, not with
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anyone. But the look on Dad’s face

‘told him not to object. 1

Downstairs Mom stuffed Game-boy,
comic books, and his ball glove into a
plastic bag and handed it to him as he
left with Mrs. Cepeda. Jason waved
from the driveway. Dad smiled back,
but his smile looked kind of lopsided,
like maybe he had a toothache.

At Mrs. Cepeda’s, Caesar sat on the
step. He was wearing a Mets cap
backwards and oiling his glove. “Want
to go out back and toss a few?” he
asked. A
“Might as well,” said Jason,
shrugging his shoulders.

“We just have to make sure the ball
doesn’t go into Mr. Amelio’s yard,”
cautioned Caesar. “He’s been real
sick.”

Whap! Whap! Whap! The ball flew




from one boy to the other. JaSon Y

caught most of the throws that came

his way,uand he trled to concentrate

played catcher for the cld Coal%amd
“Mun ‘But he can’

with a handkerchief. “He was quite a
ball player in his younger years. He






