












games.fancy Americans played like-what's 
· that word for a road that goes over water?"

"A bridge? Phil wanted to play bridge." 
"Yes." Paw-Paw put the deck on the table. 

I wandered over to the bed. 
The radio was in a little cabinet built into 

the headboard of the bed. I lay down on the 
bed and looked at the radio dial. "Do you 
like rock music, Paw-Paw?" 

"It's fun to listen to," Paw-Paw said, "and 
besides, Chinese Hour is on that station every 
night." 

"Chinese Hour?�' 

"An hour of news and songs all in Chi
nese.'' Paw-faw slipped the cards back care
fully into their box. "They used to have some 
better shows on that station like mystery 
shows." 

"I bet I could find some." I started to 
reach for the dial. 

"Don't lose that station." Paw-Paw 
seemed afraid suddenly_. 

"Don't worry, Paw-Paw, I'll be able to get 
your station back for you." It was playing 
"Monster Mash" right then. I twisted the 
dial to the right and the voices and snatches 
of song slid past and then I turned the dial 
back to her station, where "Monster Mash" 
was still playing. "See?" 

"As long· as you could get it back," Paw
Paw said reluctantly. 

I fiddled with the dial some more until I 
got hold of Gunsmoke. It'd gone off the air 
years ago bui �ome station was playing re
runs. Paw-Paw liked that, especially the deep 
voice of the marshal. It was good to sit there 
in the darkening little room, listening to Mar
shal Dillon inside your head and picturing 
him as big and tall and striding down the 
dusty streets of Dodge City. And I got us 
some other programs too, shows that Paw
Paw had never been able to listen to before. 

Don't get the idea that Paw-Paw was stu
pid. She just didn't understand American 
IIJ.achines that well. She lived with them in a 
kind of truce where she never asked much of 
them if they wouldn't ask much of her. 

"It's getting near eight," Paw-Paw said 
anxiously. It was only when I got the station 
back for her that she began to relax. "I was 
always so worried that I would not be able to 
get back the station, I never tried to listen to 
others. Look what I missed." 

"But you have me now, Paw-Paw," I said. 
"Yes," Paw-Paw smiled briefly, straight

ening in her chair. "I guess I do." 




