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I was thinking about my Uncle Archie the other day, but I didn’t get to finish thinking about him because the phone rang and it was my sister Julie and she went on to tell me about her new hairdo and getting her son to the orthodontist and the neighbor’s dog shitting on her lawn, and. . . Oh yeah, Uncle Archie. (Of course, he’s not just my uncle Archie, he’s Julie’s, too, and our brother Sam’s, but Sam doesn’t like him.) Well, anyway, I was thinking about Archie because, you know, it’s his birthday next week. Or it would have been except he was dead. Well, maybe it could be his birthday even if he died, but that’s beside the point, isn’t it. The point is that Archie was a criminal, a serious lawbreaker who robbed from the poor and gave to the rich. He never went to jail because he got the mayor elected, and he knew which rich people to give money to and he told us sometimes about it when he would come over for breakfast but he said we aren’t to say anything because some of the rich people had guns and one of them pays for the man who took care of Archie’s yard and cleans his swimming pool and he hated cutting the grass (not the man, but Archie). Maybe the mayor doesn’t like cutting his grass either because he would use the same guy. So Archie didn’t die because of the guy with the guns or the guy cutting the grass or even the mayor. Actually, he was very lucky. He really never had any bad things happen to him because he was a criminal until the day he fell down the manhole cover. Well, not really the cover—the cover is off sometimes—but down the hole from the cover being off. And that was an accident. Even the coroner said so. No one could ever prove that the crew working on repairing the street had anyway of knowing that Archie would be walking that way. And how could Archie know that the worker in charge of removing the covers was poor—well, he probably figured out he was poor because he probably knew that people who do that work aren’t rich like the mayor and probably don’t have swimming pools—but he didn’t know he’d robbed that particular poor guy just the week before. Everyone thought it must be a coincidence, just like the fact that the manhole guy was visiting someone else in the funeral home the day Archie was laid out. It was the pool guy who noticed him, but since Archie is dead he doesn’t come anymore (the pool guy, not Archie, obviously), and we didn’t have a place to swim ever since.
