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Author


Introduction

 Port Cloudy and Storm Island do not exist on any nautical
chart.

None of this, in fact, exists, yet all of it
exists.

None of these characters has ever drawn a breath,
said a word, or moved through time and space other than in my head,
yet all are composites of people I have encountered or people who
have made me think about the way things work.

The ballpark and hockey arena do not exist, but they
reflect yacht clubs, boating clubs, racquet clubs, ballparks and
hockey arenas where I have spent more time than I probably should
have.

--J.S.

 



 


Port Cloudy Yarn #1

The Field




Cyrus Cloudy Stadium is probably the only place in Port Cloudy where
serious casual conversations can focus on dirt. Sure, they talk
about hygiene at the Port Cloudy family clinic, but hat's dirt of a
different order: invisible dirt, diseased dirt, somehow potentially
evil dirt, dirt that can turn a healthy person into a toxic
wreck.

Ball-field dirt is more akin to art.

Cyrus Cloudy Stadium has a fair amount of dirt. It
is a regular baseball field, 335 ft to left and right, 395 to
straight-away centre. Its fences are too tall, making it difficult
for some young sluggers to develop confidence in their swing.

Between the dirt around the batter's box and the
swath of dirt in the warning track, lies an expanse of green grass.
This sod is planted, replanted, watered and nurtured by a team who
are never paid what they are worth.

Some nights, the geometry of green and brown looks
better than others. When the beauty of the field is noticed in the
bleachers, heads start to bob like those novelty birds who dip
water out of a glass: Up and down in agreement, up and down in
agreement.

The psychology of the ball fan? Who really
understands this creature? The marketing staff, perhaps. To put
warm bodies into the bleachers, they compile stats on the fans the
way fans compile stats on players. But... here's part of the
psychology of the stands that no marketing stat can explain: whose
voice do you hear when someone hits a foul ball? Listen closely.
First, you hear the crack of the bat. Then you hear an
"Ooooooohhhhh" from the stands. Who is it? Is it somebody sitting
near you? Never. That collective foul-ball voice sounds feminine,
about 12 to 14 years old, but look around you ... the number of 12-
to 14-year-old adolescent girls sitting still long enough to see a
foul ball on any given evening can be counted, probably, on one
hand. Does this mean that beneath the collective, raggedy exterior
of the average adult, both male and female, is a 12- to 14-year-old
adolescent girl whose voice emerges from the adult, like that thing
in Sigourney Weaver's abdomen?
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