Heidi W. Durrow

He Runs

Jamie thinks Robbie is a bird flying down below his window. He has been
waiting for this bird and runs downstairs without calling to his mother:

“Going outside” which is what his mother has told him to say even if she
doesn’t hear him above the din of the television that plays loudly in her
room.

Jamie knows that his mother is not watching television. She has a new
friend in there. Jamie knows the tclevision as something that makes
sounds to keep the sound out. He’s okay with that. The bird he has wait-
ed for has come. Of course, it didn’t have to be this one, but it is. There

are any number of hundreds of birds that don’t belong in the Chicago sky.

e

There is a man who lives in the building next door who raises pigeons

on the roof. His bird’s won ten times out of its last twelve races. The man
15 young; he has muscles and a tattoo on both arms: a cross and the name

of a girl on the other; and a large ring which bruised Jamie’s thigh. Jamie

stopped visiting the man then. He didn’t want to be called Shorty and he
didn’t want the young man to call him pretty. Besides Jamie likes a fanci-
er bird than a pigeon, a bird that not everyone knows or could name. A
bird that, like him, didn’t really belong here.

There are two windows in his apartment. One faces the alley and the
other the courtyard. Jamic never watches out the alley window anymore.
The bird-things that he sees fly by are never birds, but garbage bags hurled
out the window from higher floors. They sometimes strike the air-condi-
tioning units below. Whump. Sometimes catching there, and rotting hot
during the summer months.

Jamie who is really James is named after his father but not named
Junior because he is really the third. Jamie would rather have a strong
name, like Steve or Brick. He has been Jamie since he was born even

though there was no way to confuse him with his father, James. His father
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