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A BRIEF FOREWORD
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Well here we are again. Just when you think Roddy and Dante have run out of shit to disturb, you realise that theirs was and likely will remain a tradition; that as long as there’s an ounce of childhood innocence left in either of them the adventures just might keep on comin’.

So here we are again, leaping into the unknown, literally, because as I write this it’s become evident that as I delve deeper into the archives of Clan Broussard, they had to start somewhere and that could be anywhere. I’ve kept them in some kind of chronological order, but there are some truly early adventures here...and then a few that set the stage for a number of the ones we’re already familiar with...

I suppose the possibilities remain endless in spite of the fact it’s been said that all good things must come to an end. While I confess to great sadness at the prospect, it’s been way too much fun and maybe...if I’m lucky...it will go on forever...or at least until I get hit by a bus...
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SMOOSHIE 


[image: ]




“...Jeannie we gotta be on the road in about ten minutes.”

“I need two of them, Jack,” she replied. “Camille, how are you and the boys doing?”

“I’m ready to go, Mom. Roddy and Dante are close.”

This was something of a stretch. Camille was ready to go. She was wearing her very best party dress, if an A-line frock with daisies scattered over a green field slung over an eight-year old could be considered such; Roddy was mostly good as well, in a clean white dress shirt and some freshly-pressed trousers resurrected from the bottom of the bottom drawer of his dresser. Dante was another story. At just past three years old, it was always a toss-up on what might pass for dressed up for him. He sat on Roddy’s bed with his heels dangling down to kick at one of the rails of the matching beds in their bedroom, but he had a huffy face on, stubbornly insisting that his favourite X-Men t-shirt was appropriate evening wear on this particular occasion.

“Dante we gotta spiff you up a little bit,” said Camille, proffering a little pale blue scrap of elegant upper-wear to match his tiny black dress pants. “This is a big deal for Dad. He fixed up this old house for somebody important an’ that’s why we all got invited t’dinner. It’s like a traditional thing...”

“Whazzat?” asked Dante, visibly pouting.

“That’s like a million years of doin’ stuff the same way out of respect.”

“Whazzat?” asked Dante, visibly pouting some more. “Cami I wanna be X-Men...”

Camille looked at five-year old Roddy with an almost-desperate plea in her lustrous brown eyes.

“Dante, y’gotta dress up so Dad can get more jobs from this guy,” he said. “We gotta make a good depression.”

Dante continued to bounce his heels on the bedrail, a pair of shiny black lace-ups that had been purchased for the occasion. 

“X-Men is okay,” he insisted.

“Not t’night, Dante. Please...?”

Dante looked at his older siblings and frowned.

“Are we goin’ t’M’donal’s?

“I don’t think so, honey,” said Camille.

“Tha’s pucky,” said Dante.

His vocabulary still wasn’t quite up to conveying exactitudes.

“It is,” said Roddy. “Big pucky. But we’re all goin’.”

Dante gave it a think, sighed and then said, “Okay...”, but in such wise as it was obvious he wasn’t really happy with the way things had turned out.  

Camille and Roddy swarmed him with his dress shirt and a tiny bow-tie. All three appeared downstairs in time to get it on the road with a minute and a half to spare... 

2.

It was a forty-five-minute drive into town, during which time Dante maintained a disgruntled silence that did not bode well for the rest of the evening. As they drove past the Golden Arches, there was another deep sigh and an expression of utter desolation that Camille tried to dispel by putting the cuddles on him, but Dante wasn’t having any of it. He sat between his siblings with an almost-visible Pigpen cloud hovering over his head as he turned to bid a disappointed farewell to Ronald McDonald-land as it disappeared in the wake of the F-150.

“Mom, what kinda food are we havin’?” asked Roddy.

“You’ll see,” said Jeannie from the front seat.

“That’s not good,” whispered Roddy to his sister. “That means we’re pro’ly not gonna like it at all. D’you know where we’re goin’?”

Camille shrugged. “Not really. Mom said she looked it up and it’s almost brand new and really expensive.”

“Cami, that means we’re pro’ly not gonna like it for sure,” replied Roddy. “I hope they got burgers an’ fries.”

“Mom said we should be open to new things.”

“We’re doomed,” said Roddy with a dismal finality.

“Doomed,” said Dante quietly. 

“At least he’s talking again,” said Camille...

3.

Jack dropped them in front of the restaurant on Ontario Street and drove off to find a place to park the truck.  

“Wow,” said Camille. “It’s like the Arabian Nights, only in Japanese.”

The façade of the Palace of Earthly Delights was an Oriental resplendency with a tiled staircase rising up above street level, beneath arches and pagoda roofs lacquered in crimson, sapphire, emerald and gold leaf. Roddy took one look at it and started thinking about sitting down to dinner with Indiana Jones. Camille had similar thoughts, but of a different nature, since Harrison Ford was major hunky and she had dreams of growing into some majorette hunkiness of her own. Dante stuck with Snow White, short enough to qualify as Grumpy.

“I gotta pee,” he said.

“Camille said, “Dante, You pee’d before we left the house.”

“I gotta pee again, Cami.”

“Dante are you sure?”

“Not so much...”

“You can wait?”

“Yah.”

“Okay then...”

“Are we ready to go?” asked Jeannie. “Your Dad said to go on in we’ve got a reservation.”

“I guess then we gotta,” said Roddy.

Jeannie turned at the bottom of the stairs leading up to the twin gilded entrance doors to the Garden of Earthly Delights and addressed her children.     

“You guys have got to behave tonight...please...I know it looks a little bit like we’re sacrificing a pile of principles in favour of the prospect of future income for your father, but...”

She fell silent...helplessly...almost but not quite beseechingly...

Camille said, “Even I  have no idea what you were really tryin’ t’say, Mom...”

Jeannie clutched the stylish shawl round her shoulders and looked apologetic.

“Just try to be extra special good tonight, okay guys...?”

As one condemned, she turned and climbed the imperial stairway into the Garden, with Camille and the boys in her wake. The stairs proved to be a bit of challenge for Dante’s stubby legs, and he ended up being carried most of the way by Camille.

“I got a bad feeling,” said Roddy.

“I fink maybe I weally do have t’pee again,” said Dante.

4.

They were met in the foyer by an impeccably tuxedo-ed maitre d’ of the Oriental persuasion who addressed them in Dickensian tones, that became even more pronounced once advised by Jeannie that they were the Broussard party of five with an invitation from Mr Murakami. 

“My husband will be along in a few minutes,” she added. “He’s just parking the truck...”

The entryway was an elegant bamboo-floored expanse extending almost to the rear of the building, with an open dining room to their right and a series of alcoved private rooms enclosed by shoji screens to their left. The tuxedo-ed gentleman nodded and bowed them in the direction of a young woman in a brilliant scarlet sheath embroidered with gold and silver dragons, with a huge matching lotus blossom amid the luxuriance of her waist-length sable hair.

“Kiyomi will see that you are comfortable while we wait for your husband,” said the maitre d’. “Mr Murakami wishes to extend his deepest gratitude and pleasure for the honour of being your host this evening. You will be dining in his personal suite on the second floor.”

The soft lilting tones of tonkori and biwas wafted from the main dining room, in counterpoint to the hushed conversation of patrons at their tables, and the redolence of shichimi togarashi seven-spice, furikake rice seasoning and sansho peppers. Dante looked around curiously, his nose working overtime as Kiyomi ushered them to a long banquette that lined one wall beside what was obviously a small elevator. Roddy kept close to him, one hand gently on his shoulder as he took in the lacquered fans and traditional prints adorning the silk-paneled walls. Camille was lost in her own world, fascinated by the elegance of their guide and the way her hair seemed to ripple in harmony with the sway of her hips.

“She’s so beautiful,” she whispered to her mother, “and Mr What’s-His-Name must be really rich...”

“He must be,” agreed Jeannie, “considering how much time and money he spent on the house your father renovated for him. And just so you know, that beautiful wiggle belonging to Kiyomi’s butt comes from taking tiny small steps, and if I catch you doing that any time before your eighteenth birthday I’m going to ground you for a month...” 

Jack reappeared moments later, as the elevator to the right of his family opened silently and silver-haired Mr Murakami strode forth to welcome them. If anything, he was even more sartorially splendid than his maitre d’, in a cream-coloured suit of raw silk, a matching tie and a high-collared chocolate shirt beneath. He bowed once and reached for Jack’s hand as if it belonged to royalty, at the same time remarking on the extreme beauty of his wife and children. Jack made introductions. The ladies blushed as their host again bowed over their fingertips; the boys, still too young to have any real experience with an Oriental gentleman, looked on in total fascination, until Roddy decided to emulate said gent by offering up his own hand on behalf of himself and Dante.

“Me and my brother wanna thank you for inviting us t’supper, Mr Macaroni. Dante’s bein’ huffy ‘cause he wanted t’go to McDonalds, but he’s only three so it’s no big deal...”

Mr Macaroni might have blinked, but not where anyone would have noticed. He took Roddy’s hand and gave him an adult handshake, leaning forward to whisper:

“Domo arigato. In Japanese that is thank you, for providing me with that useful bit of information. I hope you and Dante will enjoy what is being prepared for you.”

“Me too,” said Roddy enthusiastically, “‘specially if you got hamburgers and fries or pizza, so Dante can stop bein’ huffy.”

Jack and Jeannie smiled in a tentative fashion. Camille paid special attention to the wall adornments. Mr Murakami smiled with a hint of apology. 

“I’m afraid we don’t serve hamburgers or pizza here, Roddy, but perhaps you will find a new food to enjoy. We call it sushi...rice rolls initially seasoned with sweetened vinegar, rolled in a sleeve of seaweed with fish and vegetables inside.”

So saying, he stood aside and ushered them into his private elevator, noiselessly conveying them to the second floor of the Palace of Earthly Delights, and a hallway shrouded in magical shadows where dragons waltzed along the walls, and the air was filled with the fragrance of cherry blossoms as if those depicted on the wall panels were blooming to beat the band. Dante tugged at his brother’s sleeve.

“What kind is smooshie?” he whispered.

Roddy was a heartbeat away from appalled by the knowledge, but given his mother’s plea out on the street, was doing his best to keep things on an even keel. He leaned down close to his brother and said:

“It’s yummy rice and fish and veg’ables, Dante, all wrapped up in seaweed.”

“Whazzat?”

“Weeds from the ocean.”

“We got weeds at home, Woddy.”

“Dante, these are a different kind.”

“Are they better than what we got. I ate one once an’ I didn’ feel so good.”

“Dante, I don’ know.”

“Then you gotta eat one first.”

“I was afraid you was gonna say that.”

Dante remained rather troubled, hanging on to Roddy’s sleeve.

“They don’ have buggers or fries?” he asked plaintively. 

“Mr Macaroni said they didn’t.”

“Not eben pizza?”

Roddy shook his head apologetically.

“Tha’s pucky,” said Dante, and buried his hands in the pockets of his trousers, trying to sulk along the wall of the corridor.  

They stopped beside a shoji screen painted with a traditional Japanese seascape, that quietly slid aside to reveal an elegantly-dressed woman who smiled, offered a quiet welcome and introduced herself as Emiko Murakami as she took on the role of hostess. She ushered them into a softly-lit room with a low coffered ceiling, a three-quarter round table surrounded by fat cushions, and a large painting of a bamboo forest on the far wall.  

“Whozat?” asked Dante.

“Mrs Macaroni,” said Roddy.  

“...And I too wish to welcome you, and thank you, Mr Broussard, for your great kindness in making my home so very much like the one I left behind when our family moved to Canada...”

Every bit as graceful as Kiyomi downstairs, she led each of them to a place at the table, where tatami mats covered the floor and were, in turn, covered by plush tasseled cushions that complemented the muted pastels of the wall mural.

She continued: “Tonight we have asked our master chef, Ichiro, to prepare our food.” 

From behind another screen, a young man leapt forth in spotless chef’s whites, a pair of glittering knives in each hand weaving an argentine web of shining steel before him. 

“How come he’s a itchy Cheerio?” Dante asked Camille.

Camille said, “Huh?”

“His name,” said Dante.

“Ichiro?”

“His mom and dad called him Itchy Cheerio?” said Dante incredulously. “What happens when he’s not...or has sumpin’ else for b’e’kfast?”

“When he’s not what, Dante...and what’s breakfast got t’do with it?”

“Itchy.”

“Dante, what are you talkin’ about? Japanese names’re different from ours.”

“Yah, but there’s gonna be people who finks he’s itchy when he’s not...an’ maybe he don’ eben like Cheerios...”

Now Dante looked seriously concerned. Camille, as so often was the case, had no idea what he was talking about. Meanwhile, Master Chef Ichiro bowed to each of them in turn, and when he finally got round to Dante, stopped dead in the piercing aspect of his regard.

“Konbanwa, wakadan'na-sama,” he said softly. “Good evening, young master.”

Dante said, “If you got itches, maybe my sister Cami can he’p you.”

Ichiro smiled in self-defense, thinking He’s a handsome little white devil, but I have no idea what he’s talking about. Aloud he said: “That is very kind of you, young master; however, at the moment I seem to be free from itches of any sort, and so must decline your generous offer and forego the attentions of your beautiful sister.”

Camille blushed. Roddy gently nudged Dante in his ribs, not quite certain which bounds of propriety had been breached, but uneasy nevertheless. The adults looked in every direction but the one where Dante and Ichiro were engaged in their own private pas-de-deux.

“Are you gonna make pizza?” Dante asked, eyeing the handful of knives now lying beside the small prep table enclosed by their own dinner table. He’d never actually been witness to the preparation of an all-dressed pizza, and so was somewhat daunted by the glittering array of slice-and-dice weaponry before him. Ichiro smiled yet again, and leaned forward conspiratorially, whispering where no one but Dante could hear him. 

“I am so sorry no pizza tonight, my little friend, but I will do my best to make tasty things for your supper.”

“We got weeds at home,” said Dante.

“I am very sorry to know this,” said Ichiro.

“I don’ eat ‘em no more,” said Dante.

“Young master is very wise,” said Ichiro.

“How come your mom an’ dad called you Itchy Cheerio...?”

*  *  *
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The rest of their dinner seemed go smoothly. Ichiro was a whirlwind of flashing steel and smiles, delivering tidbits to their plates at the same time his knives moved like lightning, seeming to belong to a second Ichiro not visible to the naked eye. The adults engaged each other in conversation, at the same time making sure to compliment their chef often, in the proper sushi tradition of showing appreciation for his mastery. Roddy and Dante eyed each new arrival on their plates with suspicion, with Camille keeping an eye on them so as to avoid any further contretemps with regard to breaching the bounds of propriety or etiquette, and to make sure what landed on their plates did so with any hope of being consumed—hosomaki, thin rolls with nori (seaweed) surrounding a single ingredient and sushi rice; futomaki, a larger version, usually served with two or more ingredients; temarizushi (balls of rice decorated aesthetically, with “crowns” of  this, that and the other, and “ribbons” of nori); and temaki, cones of the seaweed filled by request with whatever struck the fancy of the one being served. Once Ichiro realised Camille had some knowledge when it came to the various permutations of their meal, he devoted most of his “performance” to her, with an eyebrow raised to ask for acceptance of a particular offering, or a brief nod to indicate she should try one. Ichiro being not at all unpleasing to look upon, she was thrilled by his attentiveness, and went out of her way to try everything.   Meanwhile, unbeknownst to anyone else, Dante had spent the better part of the evening eyeing a small bowl of something he thought might be pistachio ice cream. It was the same kind of green, though thus far he’d been unable to locate any of the darker chunks that he’d encountered in earlier encounters with pistachio ice cream. Then there was puzzlement regarding how, through their meal, no one else at the table seemed to be much interested in that little bowl...or how it didn’t seem to be melting at all...
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