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2 
Three Incidents 

(Mostly Fiction) 

Andrew Hargraves, or Andy, as he is usually 
called, is now retired from his position as vice
president of a bank. He and his wife live in a suburb 
of Portland, Oregon. A banker's life is ordinarily 
devoid of literary appeal, unless he turns out to be an 
embezzler of startling proportion or his financial 
transactions drive the bank into insolvency. Andy fits 
neither of those descriptions. Yet there are three 
incidents in his past which he believes are related and 
which are perhaps of enough interest to be reported in 
literary form. Here they are, second hand from Andy's 
telling of them. 

In the first part of the 1950's, Andy was an 
undergraduate at the University of Michigan in Ann 
Arbor. After two years in one of the dorms, he and his 
roommate grew hungry for independence and moved to a 
student rooming house near campus. The landlady kept a 
close eye on things, so they didn't have quite the 
degreR of independence they had anticipated. But there 
was always the Arboretum, a kind of half kept trar.t of 
University land at the edge of the city, much populated 
by students after dark. 

ffi,dy's parents paid his tuition, housing, and food 
bills. For recreational expenses, he got a job as a 
counter man at a small restaurant in the business 
district at the southeast corner of the campus. That 
was sho7tly, after the move to the apartment. Before 
that, hls dlscretionary income had come from doing yard 
work f~r An~ Arbor residents who requested help through 
the Unlve~slty student employment service. Andy had 
become frlends with an elderly lady for whom he had 
done a lot of work. He still regularly did jobs for 
~eri and he often went to her house in late afternoon 
~r.coffee, and cookies or rice pudding. Such a social 

VlSlt was scheduled one Thursday afternoon in October 
A~dy was supposed to arrive at 4 o'clock. To be on . 
tlme, he had to start by around 3;40. The lady lived 
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on what was then the far west side of Ann Arbor, and it 
took Andy 15 to 20 minutes to get there on hi s bicycle. 
He was working at the restaurant t at afternoon , wlth 
the intention of leaving at 3:3 0. A few minutes before 
that, however, several customers arr ived, and Andy 
figured he ought to stay a bit longe r to help out. He 
chose to serve a middle-aged man who sat down at the 
counter, and ordered a hamburger, well done, extremely 
well done, the man said . Andy was struck by two of the 
man's features. His hair was reddish and, in the 
incandescent lights of those days, it had an overcast 
of yellow and glistened from too much of some kind of 
oil. Andy wondered whether that might be the red-gold 
color historical novels ascribe to the Plantagenets. 
Probably the Plantagenets were pre tty greasy too. The 
other feature was a straight scar across the man's left 
cheek, which suggested, to Andy ' s fiction-based 
imagination, the dueling scars purportedly cul tivated 
by merry 19 th century Prussian university students. 

Andy cooked and served the hamburger. The 
customer opened the sandwich and compla ined that the 
meat wasn't done enough. Back it went to the grill. 
Receiving it again, the man decided that he wanted 
melted cheese added. The whole process resulted in 
Andy's finally getting away half an hour later than he 
planned. 

On a short side street which Andy normally 
traversed a few blocks from his destination , he rode 
his bike up onto the sidewalk to get around several 
police cars in the middle of the block. Andy wondered 
what was going on, but he didn't stop to try to find 
out. The visit's coffee and an unusual accompaniment 
of custard put the incident out of his mind. The next 
day, the Ann Arbor News headlined the story of a high 
school boy who got hold of his grandfather's rifle, hid 
on the roof of a shed along the street in question, and 
shot at everyone who passed by. One resident of the 
street was slightly wounded, and a grade school boy who 
ca~e along de~ivering the evening paper was shot in the 
sp~ne.from wh~ch he ultimately became a paraplegic. 
The slege took place between 3:30 and 4 . In about the 
middle of that half hour, Andy would have been riding 
up the street had he not been delayed by the demanding 
customer. 
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The second incident occurred earlier, when Andy 
was still a freshman. He and a girl named Laura whom 
he met at a mixer in the Union Building started going 
on dates. She was from Detroit, or, more exactly, 
Grosse Point, a well-to-do suburb adjoining Detroit on 
the north. She suggested that some weekend it would be 
fun to go in to the city. They could leave on a mid
morning bus, have lunch, do a little shopping at 
Hudsons, maybe go to a movie, and have dinner at her 
parent's house. Her father would drive Andy to the bus 
station, and he could go back to Ann Arbor. She would 
stay home for the rest of the weekend, and probably 
return to Ann Arbor on Monday, when she only had 2 
classes, neither of which merited regular attendance. 

In the 1950's people from Ann Arbor commonly went 
to Detroit for shopping and entertainment. The 
downtown business district was much like that of 
Cincinnati before the Cincinnati men of vision 
transformed ours from a shopping and entertainment 
center into a boring, high rise office compound. 
Transportation to Detroit was easy. Buses to and from 
the city stopped at the Union every couple of hours tu 
accommodate the many students who came from the Detroit 
area. It was before every teenager owned a car, and 
the University discouraged those who did from bringing 
them along to the campus. 

Andy was agreeable to the plan, which they put 
into operation one weekend in early November when 
Michigan was playing an away football game. Laura paid 
for her bus ticket and insisted on buying her own 
lunch, since the excursion was her idea. Andy 
gallantly purchased the two 75¢ movie tickets. Laura's 
parents seemed to like him, and said that perhaps they 
would see him again some time. They never did. Andy 
and Laura gradually made other friends; and, by spring 
break, their special relationship had melted away into 
friendly hellos when they occasionally passed each 
other on the way to class. 

Andy was waiting in the Detroit station for the 
7:45 bus to Ann Arbor. Presently, a woman with a 
Hudson's shopping bag sat down on the other end of 
Andy's bench. Out of the corner of his eye, he judged 
her to be fairly old, at least 40. It was a while 
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before he realized that she was unobtrusively crying. 
Andy tried not to think about it, but the awareness 
refused to leave his consciousness. He began to argue 
with himself . One side demanded that he see if he 
could help a person in distress. The other side told 
him not to make a fool of himself. The try-to- he lp 
voice finally won. Andy thinks in retrospect that 
eighteen year olds are so strongly driven by the herd 
instinct that they tend to feel that everybody 's 
business is everybody's business. 

At any rate, Andy slid to the half way point on 
the bench and asked the woman whether there was 
anything he could do for her. Taken aback, she uttered 
a hasty "no." Then, after a pause, a half grateful, 
half sad, "Thank you. II Not knowing what to do next, 
Andy stayed where he was. Three or four minutes went 
by, durinq which the woman apparently came to accept 
Andy's words as a gesture of genu ine concern. She told 
him what was wrong. She lived in Toledo and had 
journeyed to Detroit for a day at Hudson's . After 
coming to the bus station, she had discovered that she 
had lost her return ticket. She did not have enough 
money left to buy a substitute. She had called her 
husband, but nobody was home. She had feared that, 
since the husband planned to take their two children 
out for dinner and go straight from the restaurant to 
the Toledo bus station to pick her up. They only bus 
to Toledo left in 25 minutes. And she didn't know what 
to do. 

Andy thought about the $20 he had in his wallet. 
It was a week's wages from the restaurant and he needed 
a least half of it for a mid - week date with Laura. He 
asked the woman how much a ticket to Toledo would cost. 
She guessed at 18 to 19 dollars. Andy offered his $20 
bill. The woman hesitated; Andy insisted; and she 
realized that she had to accept. She wrote down Andy's 
name and address and promised to send him back the 
money the very next day. Then, with several 
expressions of gratitude, she left to buy a ticket. 

Ten minutes later, she was back, smiling and 
happy, the ticket clutched in her hand. She had to go 
to the bus almost immediately, she said, but she wanted 
to know whether Andy was Catholic. He stuttered out a 



190 

surprised "No." Episcopalian, she asked. Andy managed 
a whole sentence to the effect that he was 
theoretically Baptist, but he didn't believe in all 
that stuff anymore. Oh, she said, that's 
disappointing. Her family had a patron saint by the 
name of Bernard; and she wanted to ask St. Bernard to 
help Andy sometime just as the Saint had gotten Andy to 
help her. But she was afraid that the Saints only 
worked for Catholics, with an occasional bending of the 
policy to accommodate a high Episcopalian. She would 
pray to St. Bernard on Andy's behalf anyway. And off 
she went to board her bus. 

Andy was left thinking that the wOlllan was at lccwt 
half crazy. Maybe the story of the lost ticket was all 
a figment of her disordered brain. He doubted that he 
would ever see the $20 again. It arrived on Wednesday, 
however, with a note reiterating thanks and expressing 
hope in the flexibility of Saint Bernard. Laura was 
too busy catching up on class work for a date that mid
week. 

The final incident in this triumvirate took place 
long after the first two. Andy and his wife hav€: done 
some traveling in Europe since his retirement. About 
five years ago, they joined a Michigan alumni 
association tour of central and northern Spain. As 
such tours usually do, this one provided large doses of 
cathedrals and museums. Museums can sometimes be 
distinguished in memory. But, after the third 
cathedral, they all begin to blend into one generic 
cathedral which seems to reappear with monotonous 
regularity in each successive city. According to Andy, 
one characteristic does distinguish the generic Spanish 
cathedral from the French and English. The bells of 
the Spanish variety don't ringi they clang, as if they 
were sounding the tocsin. 

Andy does remember one individual Spanish 
cathedral, namely that of Santiago de Compostela. That 
is the one with the censor as large as this room, which 
is h~ng from the ceiling and swung by several people 
push~ng toget~e~. Having d~tifully stared at the high 
alter, the ce~l~ng, an? var~ous carvings, none of which 
he recalls, . A~dy ~nd h~s wife began the last stage of 
cathedral v~s~tat~on, walking by and peering into the 
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side chapels. Not far from the elevator which , for a 
fee takes tourists to the tower, they came upon a 
cha~el be i ng used for storing chairs and cleaning 
equipment. The sun was shining through the stained 
glass window above the chapel, giving the usual male
in-bathrobe - with-sheep picture a radiant glow . The 
gothic letters at the bottom of the window read San 
Bernardo. It was only then that Andy noticed the 
saint's brownish-red hair to which the halo added a 
golden sheen, and also the crack in the stained glass 
which caused a straight, dark line to run across the 
figure's left cheek. 

Rollin W. Workman 

3 
The Faint Light of a Million Stars 

Tom Blakeley and his wife Sallie sent us this 
Christmas Card last year: 

December 23, 1999 

Dear Susan and Tony, 

Here we are in St. Barts. Decided to blow 
the travel budget for the next millennium. Brought 
along Sallie's kids. Walt came in from NYC and 
Gretchen and family from Boise. We have a villa on the 
spine at the northeast end of the island with a 
breathtaking view of the ocean to about 270°. Our 
Brady Bunch is getting along well enough. I am content 
to bring in the new millennium in this absurdly 
precious island. At night, the faint light of a 
million stars pours down upon us. 

Love to All, Merry Xmas and 
happiness for the next 1,000 years, 

Tom & Sallie Blakeley 




