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Drowning!

Corey sat on a rock, pulled off his boots, and pushed his feet into the old pair of skates. He looked at the shining surface of the ice and grinned. He had been watching day after day, until the fragile shell of ice on the top hardened as smooth as a mirror. Once the kids who didn’t work in the mines realized the ice was safe, they would crowd every puddle and pond around Wilkes-Barre each afternoon and weekend, to play hockey. But for now, Corey had the whole pond to himself—except for a dog somewhere nearby, who kept barking.

After lacing up the skates, he stepped onto the ice, gliding awkwardly around the perimeter of the pond, his ankles folding inward. It was always like this the first time out. Besides, the skates were too tight. His feet had grown a couple of sizes since last winter.

However, he probably wouldn’t have much time to skate once he started to work. Corey was eleven—almost twelve—and the oldest boy in the family. Dad tried to put off the inevitable, hoping his sons would never work in the mines. However, Dad told him just a few days ago that the family needed money. There was no way to get around it. Corey would find a job in the mine, and quit school in February, when he turned twelve.

Still, once I start working, maybe I could put something aside for new skates. Maybe a nickel or dime now and then. I’ll hide them in the cigar box Dad gave me. “To keep your treasures—your special things,” Dad said. What special things? Corey remembered opening it, expecting something special inside. It was empty. It remained empty except for a rabbit’s foot that he found on the way home from school one rainy day that still stank from the wet fur.

Corey did a quick turn and skated forward again. He stroked across the smooth ice, heading out to the middle of the pond. A few white clouds moved rapidly across the blue sky. He could see the gables of the big house on the hillside, belonging to that strange Mrs. Chudzik, the Polish widow of Dr. Chudzik. Corey heard the kids at school whisper that she was “peculiar.” Corey was curious how they knew, since he had never met her. He’d seen her a few times driving around in her bright red touring car with her scary-looking dog at her side, when she went out for groceries or something.

In fact, he had just seen her this morning down by the company store. A few women standing nearby whispered that the dog in the front seat was Mrs. Chudzik’s hellhound. His grandpa told creepy tales about the hellhounds of Wales, where he was born—stories of dogs with blazing eyes and bloody fangs. Poppa, his Polish grandfather, said that if a hellhound looked at you three times, you would probably die in a terrible accident or something worse.

As Corey stood on tiptoes to see the driver of the snappy red convertible, the dog had stared at Corey and bared his teeth. Three times this happened! Corey felt a shiver run down his back at the memory. It was no wonder that everyone in town stayed away from Mrs. Chudzik. Just having the dog bare his teeth was enough to scare the pants off anyone.

No one saw Mrs. Chudzik or her dog very often. Most of the time, she and her dog stayed inside the gloomy gray mansion. But it was also said she had a beak instead of a nose—and when she lured children into her house, they were never heard from again.

Corey turned to do a little circle, when suddenly his blade hit—what? He heard an echoing sound, and he realized, too late, that the ice had cracked and he was falling into a black hole of icy water.

He grabbed for the edge of the opening, and more ice cracked and broke off. He tried to swim, but the waterlogged sleeves of his jacket pulled him deeper into the blackness.

As he sank, he groped for the edge of the hole again, but this time he couldn’t find it. The sun shone through the ice above him and everything was bright and blurry. Where was the hole he had fallen through?

His bulky clothes and skates dragged him deeper. He tried to kick his way to the surface, but he could not lift his legs. His pants were full of water and tugging at him; his arms were heavy and tired.

Clouds must have covered the sun, as now it was as dark as a grave. He pressed his mouth near the ice and found a small place of air just under the surface. He must stay close to the top and breathe in that tiny space of air until someone came.

But who would come? No one was around.

It was hard to stay near the pocket of air, with his soaked clothes pulling him under. Terror crept over him, and he panicked. Thrashing, he fought to break the ice above him. His arms and legs were useless and weary, and he found himself slipping, slipping down into the murkiness.

He needed air—he had to breathe. He tried to take a breath, but water flooded into his mouth and down into his lungs.

As he nodded out of consciousness, he could hear the barking dog, but when he felt his feet touch the bottom of the pond, he knew he had drowned.
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The Open Coffin

Corey stirred, took a deep breath, and flailed around, still fighting to break through the ice. He wasn’t cold anymore. He was warm and his feet were tangled in a blanket or something.

Had he drowned? Yes. He remembered drowning. So he must be dead!

Where was he? He closed his eyes, trying to remember. He recollected a dog in a red car. He could still see the beast snarling with those sharp teeth—just like the hellhound stories he’d heard. The hellhound had looked at Corey three times this morning. It was true. Corey had gone under the ice and now he was probably dead, just as the stories say.

Had he drowned and gone to heaven? He opened his eyes. The room he was lying in sure didn’t look like how he’d pictured heaven. This place was dark and gloomy.

Maybe there had already been a funeral. He envisioned Mom and Dad wringing their hands and crying. Dad would have to send Corey’s younger brothers, Jack and Sammy, to be breaker boys in the mine. Poor Sammy was only six.

Corey shook his head, trying to figure out what had taken place.

I remember falling through the ice and trying to find air. . . . I could hear a dog barking . . . then my skates hit the bottom of the pond. And that’s all. So I must be dead.

He sat up on his elbows and looked around. He was in a strange room filled with dark wooden furniture and old paintings of landscapes and people he didn’t know. Perhaps this was a funeral parlor. He pushed aside the down quilt that covered him. He had on only his underwear, and that was still damp and clung to his skin. His clothes were gone. His feet had socks—huge dry socks that didn’t belong to him. This can’t be a funeral parlor—they dress you up in nice clothes for your own funeral.

Corey climbed out of the bed. Maybe he could sneak out of this house and find his way home. But he wasn’t walking all the way home in his underwear! He looked through the window and saw that it was night. The faint glow of a streetlight flickered in the distance.

He listened for sounds around the house—any sound. Running water? Footsteps? Everything was silent, except for a clock ticking. He opened the door of his room quietly, hardly daring to breathe. A poorly lit hallway stretched out in front of him, and at the end, he could see a carved wooden door, probably to the outside.

Gathering the quilt around him, he crept silently down the hall. Ticktock. Ticktock. The deep strokes of a clock ticked in the next room.

As he approached the parlor, he stopped. Was someone in there waiting? He shivered and his teeth chattered and clicked like his grandfather’s dentures. Taking a deep breath, he peeked into the big room and froze. In the center of the room was a coffin!

This is a funeral home! But who is in the coffin? Could it be . . . me? Corey stepped into the room, tiptoed across the thick carpet to the coffin, and peered inside.

An elderly woman lay within the polished wooden casket, her body resting on a luxurious pink satin pillow and adornments. Her gray hair, fluffed into curls, accentuated the deep wrinkles that lined her pale face.

Corey stood frozen. Who was she? Then he realized the quilt had fallen onto the floor, and he stood by the coffin in his underwear. What if there were mourners somewhere seated in the dozen or so chairs that stood around the coffin? Grabbing the quilt, he wrapped it around himself.

There was no one there.

Hearing a rustling from the casket, he turned toward the corpse. The dead woman was sitting up, her eyes staring straight at him!

Backing up in horror, Corey screamed, dropped the quilt, and raced for the front door.
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Mrs. Chudzik

With his fingers fumbling, Corey tried to open the oak door. His sweaty hands shook so badly he couldn’t get a grip on the doorknob. Then he realized it was locked.

“Stop right where you are!”

Corey peeked over his shoulder. Standing in the archway to the parlor was the coffin lady, looking very much alive. Her right hand held on to the collar of a large black dog, who strained to lunge at Corey.

“Turn around!” Her deep voice echoed under the high ceilings and bounded off the walls.

Corey turned around with knocking knees. “Yes, ma’am,” he sputtered.

“Who are you?”

“Corey . . . Adamski,” he stammered. “Where am I?”

“You are in my house,” Coffin Lady answered. “Where did you think you were?”

Corey couldn’t concentrate on the lady’s questions with her dog pulling and moving closer by the minute. “Last thing I remember, I was drowning.” He shuddered as the dog showed his teeth.

“Yes, you were drowning, and lucky for you my dog saw you go under and came barking to me. Otherwise you’d be hammering at the golden gates right now.” She motioned to him to come back into the parlor. “Sit down,” she commanded. As she took a seat, her dog sat by her side. “I wasn’t sure you’d make it. I did artificial respiration on you. Darn near broke my back trying to get you to breathe.”

“I do remember hearing a dog barking,” he said. After a moment, he added, “Thank you . . . for saving me.”

“Thank my dog. If he hadn’t spotted you, you’d be dead. Now, what are you going to do?”

“I’d like to go home. My folks must be worried.” He looked down at his underwear. “Where are my clothes?”

“Drying on the radiators. I couldn’t let you stay in those wet clothes, now, could I?”

“Um. No. We don’t have a phone, but perhaps you could call someone to get word to my folks.”

“I don’t have a phone,” Coffin Lady interrupted. “Never wanted one. Always ringing. When my husband, the doctor, was alive, that phone never stopped. When he died, I pulled the wires right out of the wall myself. I haven’t had a phone since he passed on . . . almost ten years ago.”

Now Corey knew he was in the big house with the turrets and gables. And the coffin lady was the scary Mrs. Chudzik. He would never have recognized her from seeing her in the car. At that time, she wore a black hooded cape and the tip of her nose was all that was visible.

Corey couldn’t move a finger or a toe and his legs were like straws. Standing before him was the very woman he heard caught kids like him . . . and they disappeared forever. As he stared at her, unable to speak, he could see her birdlike beak—the one that she used to tear flesh. Her eyes were as black and deadly as the deep water in the pond.

Mrs. Chudzik had spoken, but Corey never heard a word. And he couldn’t utter a word either. He just stood there, bewitched.

“Didn’t you hear what I asked? Did the water plug up your ears?” she yelled, startling her dog, who snarled and struggled to get to Corey again.

Corey almost slid off his chair. “No—yes. My ears are plugged up from the water,” he lied. “Excuse me? What—did you ask me?”

Enunciating each syllable and with a loud voice, she said, “Do you want me to take you home? It’s dark outside.”

“Yes, yes, please take me home,” Corey begged. “I’m supposed to be home when the streetlights go on.”

Mrs. Chudzik motioned him back down the hall to the bedroom where he had been. She turned on the light, grabbed his clothes off a radiator, and passed them to Corey. “Now get dressed and we’ll go.” She left the room.

Corey pulled on his still-damp pants. Oh, boy, he suddenly realized. If she’s taking me home, that means I’ll be in her car—the red 1911 Matheson Touring car with the self-starting four-cylinder vertical engine that Dad said we’ll own someday. Someday. Corey knew “someday” would never come. But tonight Corey would get a chance to ride in that amazing car!

He imagined himself driving down Center Street in the front seat of the legendary convertible while the McDooley twins stood on the sidewalk with their mouths open.

“Come on, hurry up,” Mrs. Chudzik called. “I’ll wait outside.” She took her dog and left.

Once he was dressed, Corey walked hesitantly out into the hallway again. He heard a low hooting sound coming from another room off to the right and stepped closer to the door.

Then another hoot—like an owl. Did she keep owls in the house? He looked around again at the dark rooms, then tiptoed to the closed door and knocked softly. “Mrs. Chudzik? Is that you?”

No answer. He put his ear to the door and heard a noise, like something scraping and clinking. CRASH! The door pushed open, and before Corey could take a breath, the huge beast burst out of the room and jumped on Corey, knocking him onto the floor, its tongue and teeth close to Corey’s face.

“Stop!” he yelled. “Get off me!”

Almost immediately, the hairy dog and his wet tongue stopped, stepped back, and sat up pretty, like dogs are taught to do—front legs extended, with what looked like a toothy smile on his face. The dog was sitting up and grinning at Corey.

“I thought Mrs. Chudzik took you out,” Corey whispered. “You scared the life out of me.”

The dog understood and sat down, his tail wagging nonstop. Corey carefully put out his hand to pat the dog’s head, but pulled it back quickly. The dog, however, took Corey’s hand into his mouth. Corey could feel the teeth, but the teeth didn’t bite. It seemed to be a friendly gesture, as if they were shaking hands. In a moment, he let go, but continued lapping Corey’s hand. All the while, the tail never stopped flapping.

Mrs. Chudzik appeared at the door. “Taking all night to put on your clothes? Come on! Let’s get you home.” She stopped as she noticed her dog next to Corey. “Oh, I was going to leave Hovi, but I see he unlocked the door again. He does that with his teeth. I should have warned you. Hovi has a habit of doing what he thinks are good deeds. It’s his nature. Now that he’s saved you, he may think you belong to him. You’ll just have to put up with it.”

She pulled on the black cape over her head and arms. For a moment Corey had the vision of a large hovering bird fluttering its wings before seizing its prey.

“Come along,” she ordered, beckoning him with a long finger. “You, too, Hovi.”

At Mrs. Chudzik’s invitation, Hovi took off instantly. He whooshed past them and jumped into the front passenger seat of the waiting touring car that hummed and glowed in the driveway.



4


The 1911 Matheson Touring Car

Corey gazed in total admiration. The full moon had risen and the bright red Matheson Touring car shone like something alive, brilliant and beautiful. It was the latest, 1911 model—and it was still 1910! Best of all, he was going to ride in it!

“Backseat, Hovi.”

The dog hopped smoothly into the backseat. Mrs. Chudzik put on a huge pair of driving goggles and adjusted them. Although they were meant to keep out dust and bugs, they looked more like magnifying lenses. Her eyes bulged even larger in the goggles.

She reached over and opened the passenger side door. “Don’t stand there gawking. Hop in.”

“Oh, okay, sure.” Corey climbed in the front seat, hoping Hovi didn’t mind. But Hovi sat happily in the rear, waiting for the ride to start.

Mrs. Chudzik backed the car out of the driveway and onto the street. The headlights were as bright as a train’s, and the engine purred as quietly as a cat.

Corey spoke up. “Thanks, Mrs. Chudzik. I always wanted to have a ride in this . . .”

“Chariot. I call it my chariot.”

“It sure is a nice chariot,” Corey said.

“Now, where do you live?” she asked.

Corey recited his address and sat back in the soft leather seat. “This feels good on my sore back.”

“I must have worked on you for an hour doing artificial respiration. I probably broke a few of your ribs,” Mrs. Chudzik said as her chariot glided down the hilly streets. “My back is hurting too. Bending over you for an hour isn’t something I should be doing at my age.”

They passed by a clock that said 10:25, and he began to think about his mom and dad. Mom would be crying, and Dad would be checking with all the neighbors and pacing the streets looking for him. He hadn’t told Mom about going skating, as she had gone shopping. He should have left a note.

“My mom will be upset—she had no idea I was going skating,” he confided to Mrs. Chudzik. “And my dad will be worried and probably mad at me.”

“I imagine so,” Mrs. Chudzik agreed, nodding. “I never had children, but when my husband was alive and working as a doctor, I could easily see how many parents have their hearts broken by thoughtless children—or sick children who die—not that they could help it. I’m glad I didn’t have any children. They only bring heartbreak.”

Corey didn’t want to bring heartbreak to his mom and dad. He tried hard to hold back tears, but they slipped silently down his cheeks anyway. “Can you speed up a little?”

Mrs. Chudzik was already traveling at a brisk twenty miles per hour. “No. I didn’t spend an hour doing artificial respiration only to have you die in an accident.”

Corey sighed and blinked his eyes. The lights in the town blurred as tears kept coming.

They turned onto Corey’s street, which was part of a patch village owned by the Mountain Crest Mine Company, where his dad was a miner. The houses lined the road and most looked alike, with rickety wooden porches on the front.

In the backyards were gardens where the families grew vegetables. The village looked something like a patchwork quilt with the squares of grassy lawns in the front of the house and the little blocks of gardens in the back.

“My house is the one with the nice stone porch on the front.”

“Where? They all look alike. What number is your house?”

“Forty-five.”

“Still hard to see the number. Why does anyone put up tiny numbers and then hide them somewhere?” Mrs. Chudzik muttered, slowing down.

“There it is.” Home had never looked as good to Corey as it did right then. The tightness in his chest loosened at the sight of the lighted windows in his house. The porch was alight too, with lanterns, and the front door was open. Lots of people were inside, and Corey could see a police wagon—a Black Maria—parked out front.

“They’re all looking for you,” Mrs. Chudzik said. “As much as I hate meeting people, I suppose I’ll have to get out and explain what happened.” She pulled in behind the Black Maria.

“Oh yes, please,” Corey said, nodding vigorously. “I can’t explain this all by myself.” He had the door of the car open before she turned off the engine.

Someone looked out the front door and yelled, “It’s Mrs. Chudzik’s car . . . and, oh my Lord—it’s Corey. He’s here!”

He could hear his brothers, Jack and Sammy, calling out, “Corey’s back, Corey’s back!”

Hovi jumped out and waited for Corey, and then as Corey headed toward the house, the dog trotted close to his side.

The light in the doorway dimmed as several people clustered together, looking out. “Corey?” “Is that you, Corey?” “What happened?” A dozen questions.

“Mom! Dad!” He raced onto the walk and bolted up the front steps two by two with the big dog at his heels.

Mom was on the porch, her hair undone, and her face swollen from crying. “Corey!” she wailed, clutching him. “Where have you been?” She burst into tears as she kissed his cheeks, and hair, and eyes. “Oh, Corey, we were so frightened.”

Dad pulled him away from his mother and shook him by the shoulders. “Where have you been? What happened? Didn’t you even think how upset your mother would be?”

Hovi growled. He did not like Dad shaking Corey. Dad let go and looked down at the dog. “Who is this?”

“It’s Hovi. He saved me.” Corey tried to say more, but everyone was talking and questioning him, and then, in the midst of it all, Mrs. Chudzik came up onto the porch.

“He very nearly drowned,” she said in her deep voice. “He was skating on the pond down by my home, when the ice gave way.”

Silence reigned as everyone crowded the small porch to listen to Mrs. Chudzik, who stood there like a foreign dignitary—tall, aloof, head high—among the coal miners and their needy families.

Corey nodded. “I was drowned. I felt my feet touch the bottom, under the ice, and I couldn’t find my way out. The ice was hard, like a roof above me.”

“So how did you get out?” Dad asked.

“Hovi, my dog, was tied up down by the pond. He began barking madly. He actually pulled free of his chain and came rushing up to the house, howling like a wild animal.” Mrs. Chudzik smiled slightly. “He was insistent that I follow him down to the pond.” She patted Hovi’s head. “In fact, he has adopted Corey, I think.”

“Mrs. Chudzik, I shudder to think what could have happened if it weren’t for your wonderful dog—our little boy would be dead,” Aunt Millie gushed, and wrung her hands.

“Yes, indeed he would,” Mrs. Chudzik agreed. “However, as Hovi continued racing back and forth, trying to tell me, I saw the hole in the ice, and I figured out what had happened. I grabbed a rake and raced down to the pond. I was able to chop away the ice around the hole, until I could see him on the bottom. I then reached down with the rake and tugged at his coat until I could grab hold, bring him up, and pull him out.”

Everyone on the porch—and on the neighbors’ porches two houses down on either side—strained to hear the story. When she paused, the chattering and questions started again. However, some of the neighbors didn’t speak at all but cowered nearby, nudging one another at Mrs. Chudzik’s terrifying narrative.

“She’s enough to scare any kid to death,” someone murmured. “Did you see her eyes? They stare right through you.”

“Hush!” Mrs. Chudzik ordered in her mannish voice. “Let me finish!” She turned her head and sent a scathing look at her audience. Immediately, everyone was silent. Then she removed her goggles, took a deep breath, and continued.

“The boy wasn’t breathing, of course. I didn’t know how long he’d been in the pond, so I started artificial respiration on him at once—right there on the ice.”

“I don’t remember anything about being rescued,” Corey added.

“You could have died!” Mom cried.

“He might have been dead,” Mrs. Chudzik said. “I didn’t hear a heartbeat.”

“Oh . . . no heartbeat,” someone said. “He was dead.”

“She has strange powers,” another neighbor said in awe.

“Supernatural powers,” Mrs. Sullivan stated with a nod.

Then Dad’s booming voice carried over the neighborhood. “Corey, you should have told someone where you were.”

Mrs. Chudzik waited until it was quiet again. “I bent over him and worked on him for at least . . . oh, I don’t know. It is hard to pay attention to time when you’re trying to resuscitate someone. It must have been a half hour before he started breathing again and upchucked that pond water. It was dark and cold by the time I brought him up to the house in the wheelbarrow.” Several folks chuckled.

“Lucky it was there,” she said with a scowl at those who laughed. “I have been working on the drainage from my house to the pond, and I happened to have the wheelbarrow nearby in the bushes. I couldn’t have carried him up the hill without it.” After a respectful silence from her chastised audience, Mrs. Chudzik continued, “I put him to bed with hot water bottles. I had no idea who he was, so even if I’d had a telephone, I wouldn’t have known whom to call. Besides, I had to rest in the parlor myself until he came in and woke me.”

“She was lying in a . . . ,” he started to say, but stopped when he saw the look Mrs. Chudzik gave him.

“He seems to be fine now,” she said after a moment. “Keep him warm and in bed for a few days.” She headed toward the porch steps. “You need to watch his cough. It could develop into pneumonia.”

Gasps came from the audience. Pneumonia was often a death sentence.

“Mrs. Chudzik, how can we thank you?” Mom touched the woman’s shoulder. “Please stay and have some hot chicken soup . . . or something . . . tea?”

“Another time,” Mrs. Chudzik said. “And, Corey, you come see me when you are over this close call with death. I’ll be interested in knowing how you are.”

“I will, Mrs. Chudzik, I will.” Corey went over to her and put his arms around her. “Thank you.” He could feel her stiffen as he hugged her.

“Enough of that.” She shoved him away, whistled loudly for Hovi, and then the two of them climbed into her beautiful chariot. Hovi looked sadly at Corey but climbed dutifully into the front seat.

Mrs. Chudzik put her goggles on, then raised her hand and gave a short wave.

“Thank you,” came the calls.

The chattering and exclamations started again. “Well, Corey is lucky to be alive. We might never have known what happened if he’d drowned.”

“Lucky for him, that dog warned Mrs. Chudzik,” said Aunt Millie.

“Humph! It’s a wonder the dog didn’t tear him apart. Imagine, being alone in a house with that Polish woman and her vicious dog. Corey is lucky, all right,” Mrs. O’Brian said with a sniff.

“She’s a mean woman . . . and ugly as a witch. Did you hear her tell us to be quiet? Who does she think she is, anyway—just because she lives up there in that big house . . . ?”

“She probably is a witch. She sure enough looks like one. . . .”

“And who knows what kind of curse she might have put on Corey.” Mrs. McDooley shook her head sadly. “Only time will tell the outcome of this on that boy.”

“Poor Corey, up there in that house with that awful Polish woman and that coffin they say is in her parlor. And that fiend of a dog . . .”

“The family will need to keep a close watch on Corey, all right,” Mrs. O’Brian agreed with a wise nod. “No tellin’ what spell she may have cast on him.”

Corey put his hands over his ears. He didn’t want to hear anything more. “I want to go to bed now,” he whispered to his mother.

So Mom brought him up to bed, got him into warm pajamas, and fed him hot chicken soup that Corey found out later had been made by Mrs. Balaski from next door.

“We mining folks stand together in bad times and good times,” he heard someone say.
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The Dreams

Boys!” Mom called to Corey’s brothers. “You’ll need to sleep in the parlor tonight—on the floor, or on the couch. Corey needs the bed to himself for now.”

Jack, who was a few years younger than Corey, complained loudly and threw his nightshirt across the room. “We never get any sleep when we have the couch. We’ll be awake all night and we’ll fall asleep at school tomorrow.”

Sammy, two years younger than Jack, chimed in. “It’s not our fault Corey went skating on thin ice.” He stuck his tongue out at his brother.

“Quiet!” Dad’s loud voice boomed for silence. “Corey’s constant coughing will keep you awake. We don’t want the three of you up all night; then no one will get any rest. No more complaining about sleeping in the parlor. Understand?”

The boys’ bedroom was on the third floor—an unfinished room with one iron bed. The three boys always slept together, sideways on the bed. Tonight, though, Corey had the entire bed to himself. This was a good deal, and it might work even longer. Hadn’t Mrs. Chudzik said he needed to rest for a few days? A few days! Not bad.

Corey coughed several times and his mother rushed over to him carrying a jar. “Mrs. Sullivan told me to use this on your chest.” She read the label. “Vick’s. It’s something new for croup and pneumonia.” She unbuttoned his shirt and rubbed the gooey salve all over his chest.

“It smells strong,” Corey said, inhaling the fumes.

“It’s full of good things like . . .” She looked again at the label. “Menthol—which is mint, actually. You like mint, don’t you? And euca . . . lyptus, and camphor. Inhale it, Corey. It’ll help you breathe.” She then buttoned him up, pulled an itchy woolen afghan over him, and tucked him into the blankets.

[image: images]

The next morning, Dad informed the school that Corey was done—finished. He would be working in the mine soon, and there was no need to go back to school. Corey felt a huge sense of relief when he knew he didn’t have to face his teacher, Miss O’Shea, anymore. She didn’t like or encourage children of miners. She often referred to them as “foreigners” and “ignorant.”

Corey couldn’t restrain himself one day when he heard her use those words. So he raised his hand, stood up, and suggested that unless someone in the room was a Native American, then everyone, including Miss O’Shea, was a foreigner.

Corey stretched out that night on the bed all by himself and fell asleep within minutes. His dreams were the shadowy rooms in Mrs. Chudzik’s house; the beautiful 1911 touring car; Hovi, the dog who’d rescued him; and the coffin.

Then his dream turned to the shining ice, sparkling in the sunlight—smooth as a mirror. He skated amazingly well on the surface—better than he had ever skated. But now the ice became dark. He could feel himself sinking into the blackness of the pond—down, down into the murky water. Again he was struggling to find the hole where the ice had given way—where he could find air . . . he must find air . . . he needed to breathe. He felt his feet—with his skates still on—hit the bottom of the pond. The ice was now a roof over his head as he struggled to find his way out. He gasped and could feel the water coming into his mouth and throat . . . and he was deep in the black water . . . drowning again.

Corey screamed and woke up thrashing, coughing and gasping for air.

“Corey, it’s all right. You’re safe.” It was his mother’s voice, and he found himself in her arms.
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