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Raymond Carver

[ was out of work. But any day [ expected to hear from up north. |
lay on the sofa and listened to the rain. Now and then ['d lift up and
ook through the curtain for the mailman.

There was no one on the street, nothing.

[ hadn't been down again five minutes when [ heard someone
walk onto the porch, wait, and then knock. I lay still. [ knew it
wasn't the mailman. I knew his steps. You can’t be too careful if
yvou're out of work and you get notices in the mail or else pushed
under yvour door. They come around wanting to talk, too, especially
f you don't have a telephone.

The knock sounded again, louder, a bad sign. I eased up and tried
to see onto the porch. But whoever was there was standing against
the door, another bad sign. I knew the floor creaked, so there was
no chance of slipping into the other room and looking out that
window.

Another knock, and I said, Who's there?

This is Aubrey Bell, a man said. Are you Mr. Slater?

What is it you want? I called from the sofa.

[ have something for Mrs. Slater. She's won something. Is Mrs
Slater home?

Mrs. Slater doesn't live here, I said.

Well, then, are you Mr. Slater? the man said. Mr. Slater . .. and the
man sneezed.

[ got off the sofa. I unlocked the door and opened it a little. He
was an old guy, fat and bulky under his raincoat. Water ran off the
coat and dripped onto the big suitcase contraption thing he carried.

He grinned and set down the big case. He put out his hand.

Aubrey Bell, he said.
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