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DAVID STANIUSISMITH

"Wake up, wake up, wake ug,
wake up,”

The young man rofled onto his
left side the better o address
his youngest brather, age two.
Bloary-eyed and shaggy-headed,
a bum in a suburhan bed, he
direction, opened his mouth,
rarsed his arms, cradled his head
and began:

“Smith, we have fo talk about
understand, of course, that by
o means am [ to be waoken up
befare noon on Saturday. Every
other day this is acceplable, 5o
understand you confusion, but,
Smith, senously after alf this
rime, don't you think a
reasanably inteligent individual
ke yourself wouwld hawve Ffigured
the situation out? In many
countries, Malaysia for instance,
it iz a capital offense fo wake
the head of the house before
noon on Saturday.  Caprtall
That means | would have the
right to hack your little bwo-
year-old head offl  Now sn't
that sifly?"

Smith jumped on top of his
elder's knees, giggling, and
threwy his favorite bottle at the
slpaner's nose.

“*Chad Sruth!
Come back here!*®

down the hallway to s roam,
half runming, half crawling.

The toddier's shrill demon
gigile bounced off the walls
like 3 thousand bad chacks.

His elder stumbled out of the
chocolate-soaked bedroomn,
over the pites of pom
magazines, dirty clothes,
newspapers (L5A Today) and
ot baes of chlcar gt
brivging ta earth with a crash a
grofesque ceramic Buddha, The
prince landed on hs big nght
sound and the sharp shooting
pain suddenly radiating up from
his foot, seeking only Smith.

"¥a liquid eatin® shimy faced
bilob, ya'd better bring that
pamper-weanin’ dirty behind
back here!®

Smith siammed his bedroom
door, and, emitting a senes of
devilish qigales, ran to his

hid undler a pile of comforters
and board games. His brother
feliowed perhaps too cose to
the young one. for he ran
headiang info the just-closed
oo, his Neanderthal forehead
meeting the wood with a
sound knock,

*
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“Ow! Smithl You're gunna get
it o™

Big brother opened the door
and stepped on a broken kego
robot. Again the sharp pain,
Srith laughed notously beneath
his hibernatory mound, like a
frog under the creek bed out of
the snake's sight. The elder sar
dowrt on Smith's bed (2 small
mattress placed indelicately and
asymmetnically i the middie of
the floor) and addressed the
closel door:

“Well, Sawth. It appears you
have no respect for authority.
You have violated my
arginances imnumerabls
tirnes. Mo punishrent has
changed you patterns of
behawior, which, | might adld,
become mare immoral by the
manth. Why only kst week
such tomfoalery as this would
have never crossed your mind.
Yet now if is a common
Saturday moening pursuit.

I dont understand you, Smith,
Tell me what's wrong. What
have [ done?®



Inzide, Smith snickered.

"I it because mom isn't
argund? s it preschooi,
Smith? Do you not like the
other chitdren? 15 it the dog
around the comer who uproots
daffadis and wniffs crafches?
Does not being abie to eat ot
of soid food do this fo you?
Have you started doing drugs?
Arg wous i that hwo-year-old
gang, Smith?*

Baby Smith laughed a juicy
kgh, shook his cubbytale,
and kicked the door three [y

“Him. [ see. Another outbust
aof violence. I'm disappointed in
you, Smith. 5o much potential
wasted,  You waore boe a fine
JOUrg man, you know:
Somehow it seems the demands
of society ae too great for you.
Too heawy a burden, it hard
being without parents, &0 i
Smith?® You have me to feok wp
to, of course.”

“Ronald McDonald! ™ exclaimed
Srmuth from his cocoon, kicking
the door apen. Sadly. big
brother had leaned his fempe
against the doorknob during his
fast diatribe, and the impact of
the swinging door was enaugh
fo Ealf hoeer withow! pavn,  Heve

*

Here the wiiler may be
permitted o note with total
objectaty that this was mo small
feat for a two-year-old boy

Child Smith stepped gingearly
onfa the fioor of his smaill room
iy the back of the frvlsr He
ocaked dowr al the haiching
body of his only brother, saw
the single rvalet of blood roling
slowdy down the side of his
head.  Geasaty carmed it into big
brather's left eve wivich was
open and vacant fike a stuffed
durd’s. Smith’s biny pirkish hamd
reached out to his brother,  Hip
rouched fus brodher's shouider
ard shook fumn, tiny sobs
shaking his own body
One-0'clock sun streamed i
throwgh the dusty biinds. A
board game left behind in the
cioset cocaon shiffed and fail
with a muted crash. Sawth
knelt down and stared hard into
his brather's face and moaned
hes roarming cry:

*Wake up, wake up, wake up,
wake upf*
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