Part 3 — Fiuing in the holes.

Stanleg’s mother insists that there never was a curse. She even doubls whether Stanlegls 9real—9rea¥—gr0nd faHmer
reallg stole a pig. The reader mighk J:'md it in}ereshng, however, that Slanleg's faner invenled his cure for J:oot
odour the dag o _Fter the greal-great-grandson of Elga Yelnals carried the great-great-greak-grandson of

Madame Zeroni up Hw mounfo,in.

The aHorneU General closed Camp Green Lake. Ms. WaH(er, who was in desperate need o f money, had lo sell the
land which had been in her familg for generahons. It was boughk bg a national organisahon dedicaled o the
we[l—being of young gir[s. Ina few years, Co,mP Green Lake will become a Girl Scout camp.

This is pre&g much Hw end OJI Hwe StOFH. The reac[er probablg Sh“ |'1C¢S some ClU/eShOﬂS, but unforkunalelﬂ, from
here on in, H1e answers fend LO be [ong o,nd tedious. Whi[e Mrs. BeH, Sfanleg‘s former mo,H‘L leo,cher, might wo,nt LO
|<now Hme Percenf change in Stonlegls weight, Hme reo,der Probablg cares more GI'JOUt H’le cho,nge in Stanleg‘s

charo,cler and self-conj:idence. But H‘LOSC changes are subHe and hard tO measure. There is no simple answer.

Even Hme confenfs of Hle suifco,se Eurned out fo be somewhat ledious. Sfo,n[eg‘s fo,Hler Priecl it open in his
workshop, and o} firsf everyone gasped ol the sparkling J'ewels. Slanleg kughl he and Heclor had become

millionaires. Bul the Jewels were of poor qualilg, worth no more than [wenLH thousand dollars.

Underneon H1e JGWG[S was a SlFCLCI( OJ: POPGFS H‘»o} had once belonged tO Hne ‘F'H"St Sfo,n[eg Yelno}s. These
consisted OJ.' StOCl( cerhficates, deeds OJ.‘ lrust, and Promissorﬁ DOLCS. TheH were hard lO read and even more

d'lff'lcull«' |I0 understand. MS. Morengo‘s [GW J:il"m sPent more Hmn |?WO monHms 90“’19 HII"OUgh Ct“ H1e POPGFS.
Theg tu,med ou,l' |F0 be a lOL more vo,luo,ble Hw,n Hw Jewels. Aﬁer legal fees ond l'OXGS, Stanleg o,nd Zero each

received less than a million dollars.
Bul not a lok less

IIT was enough J.'Of‘ Stanlea tO l)U,H |’1i$ J.'GmilH a new |’10US€, WiH’I a [GbOFQLOFH in Hw basemenL GI’IC{ J.‘OI" Heclor lO

hire a team of Pr‘wate inveshgo,fors.

But it would be bor‘mg bo qo Hmrough all the ledious delails of oll the changes in their lives. Ins|:eo,d, the reader
will be presenlecl with one last scene, which ook P[ace almost a year and a half aﬁer Slanleg and Heclor leﬁ
Camp Green Lake.

You will have o fill in the holes Hourse[ F

There was a small Parlg ak the Yelnals house. Excepl for Slanleg and Heclor, everyone there was an adull. All
kinds o f snacks and drinks were sel oub on the counfer, ‘mcludmg cavier, champagne, and the J:ix'mgs to make ice

cream sundaes‘



The Super Bowl was on belevision, buk noboday was really wakching
“Tt should be caming on ok the next break” Ms Morengo announced.

A bime-ouk was called in the gootball game, and @ commercial came on bhe screen.
Everyane skopped balking and wakched.

The commercial showed a baseball game. Amid o cloud of dusk, Clgde L'wingskon slid into home P[ale as the
calcher caughk the ball and tried to |:ag him oul.

‘Sa J:e!" shouted the umpire as he signa“ecl with his arms.
The people a Sfan[eg‘s house sheered, as i_]: the run reauH counted.
Clgde Liv'mgsfon 9of up and dusted the dirt Off his uniJ:orm. As he made his way back to the dugout, he spoke bo

the camera. "Hi, I'm C[ade Livingston, bul everyone around here calls me Sweel Feel
“WO,H bo g90. Sweel Feell” said another baseball P[ager, slapping his hand.
Besides being on the lelevision screen, Clgc{e Liv'mgston was also siHing on the couch next lo Stan[eﬂ.

»

“But my feet werenll alwags sweeL Hle fe[evision C[Hde Livingsfcn said as he sat down on Hw dugoul bench.
“Theg used to smell so bad that nobodg would sit near me in the dugoul."

“Theg reallg did shnk," said the women siH‘mg on the couch on the other side of C[Hde. She held her nose with
one Hand, and fo,nned the air with the other.

Clgde shushec[ her.

“Then a teammale told me aboul Sploosh," said the lelevision Clgde, He Pullecl acanof Sploosh out from under
the dugout bench and held it up for everyone bo see. ‘T J’usl spray a litle on each fool every mommg, and now I
rea“g do ho,ve sweel J:eel. Plus, I [ike Hme Hng[e."

“Sploosh," said a voice, “A lreo,f for your J:eet. Mo,de from o,ll nal‘uro,l ingredienl‘s, i|: neukmlises odour—causmg

fungi and backeria. Plus, you'l ke the Hngle”
Everyane of bhe parby clapped their hands

"He wasn't lying.” said the women who sof next bo Clyde. ‘T couldn't even be in the same room as his sacks”
The other people of the porhy laughed

The woman continued. T nok joking. Tt wos so bad-"

“You've made your poinl," said C[Hde, covering her mouth with his hand. He looked back of Stanleg. “Will you do

me a J,'O,VOUI", Slanleg?n

Slanleg raised and lowered his le ﬁ shoulder.



“I‘m 90"13 l‘O gel maore CO,V'LO,I“,“ saicl Clgde "Keep HOUF hand over mlj W'lJ.‘elS mouH‘»." He paHecl Stanleg on Hw

shoulder as he rose from the couch.
Stan[e}j looked uncerkainlg o,f his ho,nd, Hmen o,k C[Hde Livingsfcn's wife.
She winked o,f him.

He J:eu himsel f blush, and turned away toward Heclor, who was si&ing on the _Floor in J:ront of an overstu f _Fed
chair. A woman sithng in the chair behind Heclor was obsenfmindedlg flu, ¥ f’mg his hair with her f’mgers. She
wasn | very old, bul her skin had a weathered look fo i, almost like leather. Her eyes seemed weary, as if she'd
seen loo many H‘»ings in her li fe that she didn't wank to see. And when she smiled, her mouth seemed too big for

|’16I" J.‘O,CG.

VerU SOJ.‘HH, she hal_]: sang, half hummed a song that her granclmolher used to s‘mg bo her when she was a litlle
girl.

It anly, if anly, the moon speaks no reply
Refleching bhe sun and all bhaks gone by
Be shrang my weary wol, hun around boldly
Fly high, my baby bird

MH angel, my Uﬂly.



