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Addison was not a religious man, for reasons best explored on another occasion, but his mother was very much a convert.  He remembered all too clearly the afternoon she came home with a strangely dressed hobo.  The woman had a long, faded green skirt and beads around her neck and bad teeth.


Billie.


Along with an introduction to this perpetually smiling clairvoyant, he had been called downstairs to convert on the spot.


“We are Christians,” his mother proclaimed.  “We are saved!”


She was so happy, and the nine-year-old boy reacted happily as well.  The emotional expectations of his mother never brooked even a soupçon of denial.  If he denied anything emotionally, she would know.  Besides, he was still of the age when a boy instinctively absorbs the joys of his mother with a visceral lack of circumspection.

Very soon, he was made to understand that God would also know.  And whereas his mother’s knowledge of his mind was imperfect, -- as evidenced by the occasional unnoticed naughty thought or hooligan act--, this sudden awareness that a Lord would recognize every detail of his inner workings, instantly and without exception, caused in him a great panic.


Like a one-two punch from a champion in the ring, it left him crushed a long time after the fight was called.  They never saw Billie again.

