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	Week 3 LTR
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What would you do? Jump for joy that your uncle
was so clever? Go for him with your feet and fistg»
Say "I forgive you, Uncle Ernie. I know that yoy;
actions, though sadly misguided, arise from the
pest of intentions”? Would you beat the earth in
anguish? Would you scream in pain? Would you
how! with rage? Would you stamp and hiss and
snarl and spit?

Stan? He did none of these things. The hor-
ror of the tin transfixed him. He couldn’t move;
he couldn’t speak. Ernie cradled the tin in his
hands and murmured about a golden future.
Stan's eyes glazed over as his uncle talked ofshop
shelves stacked with gourmet goldfish ti b‘?
Ernest Potts. He talked of diners nibbling Pottss -
Gorgeous Glittering Goldfish at The Ritz.

Annie went over to her nephew. She g
hold him to her breast but he
couldn't move. He was a
Statue. His heart beat to
the rhythm of the tragic
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words of the thirteenth fish: My companions! My
companions! O my lost companions!

Then Stan blinked, coughed, reached down and
lifted his bucket.

“I think I'll go for a walk, Auntie Annie,” he said.

“A walk?”

“Yes, a walk.”

Ernie smiled. “Good idea, lad!” he said. “Stretch
your legs. Clear your head. Get a breath of fresh
air”’ He winked at Annie. “See?” he said. “He'll
get over it, won't you, lad?”

Ernie stepped aside as Stan brushed past him.
He reached out to tousle Stan's hair. Stan turned
his face to him. = = = =

“T'd rather you didn't do that,” he sa}d quietly.
He opened the frontdoor. —

“Stan?” called Annie. “Stan?"

“I'll be fine,” said Stan.

“See?” said Ernie. "Give the lad some time on
his own. That's what he needs.” Then he had an
idea. “Hey, Stan! You could go back to the fair. Gei
some more of those little beauties for me. Two tons
or so should do it! Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! Tinned
‘goldfish! They'll knock sardines off the shelves!




