Dictation 12-06-04

Every day he wore his Sunday clothes with a white shirt
and a necktie. So intent was his concentration that he stopped
talking altogether and merely gestured when he had some
request. A wave of his hand could clear the room. A nod at his
feet summoned his slippers. A flat stare and talking ceased
among us. Moving furtively in the background, my mother
and grandmother watched him with sympathetic, adoring
eyes. The man of the house was in crisis, grappling with the
devil, and the decision was in doubt. Every night at bedtime
we left him alone in the dining room, seated under the light,
sipping wine and writing on a jumbo school tablet with a
stubby pencil. After about a week of this, the atmosphere of
our home was shattered again and my father was himself

again.
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