[] yust Ancther
Rainy Day

The next day it rained. My father asked me how I'd

like to go to the movies.
“Just me?” I asked.
“No. All three of us,” he said.
“Fudge is very young to go,

think so?”
“Maybe. But I can’t think of anything else to do

with him. And that will take up a few hours.”
; “You could give him some socks,” 1 suggested.
You know how he loves to play with your socks.”
. “Socks won't last the whole afternoon,” my father
Sa“i- “That's why I thought of the movies.”
What'll we see, Dad?”
My father checked his New York magazine.

» 1 said. “Don’t you

“A
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Bear’s Life is playing in the neighborhg
that sound?”

“What's it about?” I asked.

‘A bear’s life, I guess,”

my father sajq “Iy
rated G.”

s
I was thinking of a good Western with lots of g

. . C-

tion or else a picture rated R where you can't get i, if

you're under seventeen unless you're with your py;

ents. But my father had made up his mind. 4 Begy'
Life it was.

I suggested that my father get Fudge cleaned yp,
Because by then he was looking kind of messy. I don't
think my father even put him into his pajamas last
night. He’s been wearing the same polo shirt ever
since my mother left yesterday morning.

By one o’clock we were ready to go. All three of us
wore our raincoats and rubbers and my father took
his big, black umbrella. One thing about New York—
it'’s hard to get a cab when it’s raining. But the movie
theater wasn't very far away. My father said the walk
would do us all good. There were a lot of puddles. It
was really pouring. I like to walk in the rain. Espe-
cially if it isn’t too cold out. It feels nice when it wets
your face.

I jumped over the puddles. My father avoided
them too. But not Fudge. He jumped right into e\fef)'
one and splashed around like a little duck. By the time
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e got 0 the movie theater the bottop of his pans
were soaked. My father took him into the men's roop
He stuffed 2 bunch of paper towels up each pant leé
50 Fudge wouldn’t have to sit around wet. At first
cudge complained. But when my father bought him 2
big box of popcorn he forgot about his stuffed pangs,

Right after we got settled in our seats 5 big boy sat
Jown in front of Fudge, so he had to change seats
with my father. Now he was on the aisle, T was in the
middle, and my father was on my other side.

When the lights dimmed Fudge said, “Ohhh . .
dark.”

I told him, “Be quiet. You can'’t talk in the movies.”

“‘Okay, Pee-tah,” he said.

That’s when he started throwing his popcorn. At
first I didn’'t notice but I wondered why the people in
front of us were turning around every second. Then I
heard Fudge whisper, “Pow—pow—pow!” and I saw
him throw a handful of popcorn.

[ poked my father. “He’s throwing his popcorn,” I
whispered.

My father reached across me and tapped Fudge on
the leg. “1f you throw one more piece I'm going to
‘ake it away from you.”

"No throw!” Fudge said very loud.

‘Shush-, ; . the people in front of us said.

“Shush!” Fudge said back to them.
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“You see,” I told my father, “he’s too young fo, 0
movies. He doesn’'t understand.” 3

But from the moment the first bear cam, on th,
screen Fudge sat still and watched. And aftey a Whil,
I forgot all about him and concentrated on the Movie
It was much better than I thought it woylg be. 14
showed all these bear cubs and how they live,

I'm not sure when I realized Fudge was gone, |
guess it was when I turned to ask him if he hag any
popcorn left. I had already finished mine and was gj
hungry. I was really surprised to see he wasn't there, |
mean, one minute he was sitting right next to me and
the next minute he was gone.

“Hey, Dad,” I whispered to my father. “He’s gone.’

“What?” my father asked.

“Fudge isn't in his seat.”

My father looked over. “Where did he go?”

“I don’t know. I just noticed he was gone.”

“Let me out, Peter. I'll find him.”

“Should I come too?” I asked.

“No . . . you can sit here and watch the rest of the
picture. He's probably wandering around by ¢
candy counter.”

I stood up to let my father out. I wonde
my mother would think if she knew Fudge ¥

the movies.

red wha!

as lost 1"

- sht in
: d—T18
A few minutes later the picture stopp®
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e niddle of a scene. The sound track trailed off like

, broken record. All the lights came on. The audience
let out a groan. Some kids called, “Boo . . . boo!”

Then my father and two ushers and a man in a suit
came over to me. “He was sitting right here,” my fa-
her told them, pointing to the empty seat on the aisle.

“Well,” the man in the suit said, “we’ve checked
the rest rooms and the office. He’s not behind the
candy counter. We'll have to search the theater.” He
cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted,
“Ladies and gentlemen . . . may I have your attention
please. We'll continue with our film in one moment.
But first we have to find a three-year-old boy answer-
ing to the name of Fudge.”

Some people laughed when the man said his
name. I guess Fudge does sound funny if you're not
used to it. I thought, Maybe he’s been kidnapped!
Would my mother be mad. That crazy kid! You can’t
even take him to the movies. Then I thought, Who'd
want to kidnap him, anyway?

“What should I do, Dad?” I said.

“Why don’t you walk up and down this aisle and
call him, Peter.”

“Okay,” I said.

‘Here, Fudge,” I called, starting down my aisle. I

“Ounded Jjke ] was calling a dog. “Come on out,
Fudge.»
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When 1 got down to the first row At
“Here, Fudge,” he popped out at me. He Sty
bad I yelled, “Ooooh. . . ."

“Hi, Pee-tah,” he said.

“Hey . . . I found him,” I called. “I foypg bt

S0

I found him . . . here he is!” Then I turneq ¢, .
My

brother. “You dope! What are you doing way do
Wi

here? And why are you sitting on the floor?”

“Wanted to touch the bears,” Fudge said. “By,
bears are all gone.” He spread out his arms ang said
“All gone” again.

My father and the ushers and the man in the gj
ran to us. “Fudge,” my father said, scooping him up.
“Are you all right?”

“He wanted to pet the bears,” I said. “Can you beat
that?”

“Well, I guess we can continue the picture now,’
the man in the suit said. He cupped his hands around
his mouth again. “Thank you, ladies and gentlemen.
Our young man has been found safe and sound. Now
we return to the conclusion of A Bear’s Life."

My father carried Fudge back to our seats. He held
him on his lap for the rest of the show. I guess he
wasn't taking any more chances!

Later, when we got home, my father explained ©

) e 3 g
Fudge that movies are like TV. “It’s just 2 pictu!

There’s nothing to touch.”

101

R



v

pudge listened, but I don't know whether pe ..
joved MY father. .I had the feeling he still thought
hose bears were in the theater Somewhere, [ made
ap MY mind that I would never take my little brother
0 the movies. Never! At least not untj] he was nine
| or tem.
My father said he was going to cook ys some-
" (hing special for dinner. To celebrate Finding Fudge
in the Movies. I thought that was really strange. Be-
cause as far as I know my father can’t cook anything.
' He doesn’t even know where my mother keeps the
peanut butter, the dishes, or the pots and pans. Lucky
for him I was there to show him. “What are you going
to cook, Dad?”
‘A super-duper omelet,” he said.
‘Omelet? I'm not sure me and Fudge like omelets.”
“You'll like this one,” my father said, humming as
he gathered his ingredients together. “Get me a big
frying pan, Peter.”
‘Okay,” I said. I gave it to him. He melted some
butter in it.
‘What's going in the super-duper omelet?” I asked
While Fudge sat on the floor banging two pot COVETS

logether:

“We“, the eggs, of COUFSC," my father said.
Omelets are made of eggs.”

‘And what else?” T asked.
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“Oh . . . I think I'll make a mushroop, Omele; »
“Eggs and mushrooms?” I said. ;
“Yes, you'll love it!”

“I'm not so sure.”

“You'll see, Peter,” my father said.

I set up the table while my father cooked. T
put Fudge in his booster chair.

When the omelet was done my father brought it
us. He was still humming.

“That’s some big omelet!” I said, when | saw it,

filled up the whole frying pan. “How many eggs (i
you use?”

“About a dozen,” my father said.
“Mom only cooks one at a time,” I told him.

“When you taste this you'll know why I used them
all up.”

“You mean it’s that good?” I asked.
“Go on,” my father said as he served me. “Taste it.
I took a bite. It was awful! The worst thing I ever

ate in my life. But my father was standing there grin-

ning at me. I didn’'t want to hurt his feelings.
“Well?” he said.

uIt;S nice,” I told hlm, SWalloWlng a Chunk \VhOle.
I washed it down with a glass of milk. t
L el

“You see . . . your mother ought to experime’

: ings
more. Then you'd learn to eat a lot of different thi"é
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¢ think Mom ever made me a mushroom

" don

elet, "1 said. :
0 . father put some on Fudge’s plate. Then he

Y pimself: Fudge shoved a lot into his mouth at
serc"e [ waited, figuring he'd choke on it. Instead he
::1 4 “Oh. .- good!”

My father beamed. Fudge wasn't smart enough to

fool MY father. So he must have really liked it. But a

kid that ¢
know much about omelets anyway.

Then my father sat down and tasted his super-
duper concoction. He not only choked on it. He spit it
“oh no,” he said. “This is awful. Something went

n eat flowers and swallow teeth wouldn't

out!
wrong. Maybe the eggs are rotten.”

“Mom just bought them on Thursday,” I said.
“Maybe it's the mushrooms, then,” my father said.
“Maybe it's how you cooked it,” I suggested.

My father jumped up from the table and threw the
mushroom omelet into the garbage. Fudge started to
cry. “Want more . . . MORE!”

“No,” my father told him. “It wasn't any good.”

Fudge screamed, “EAT IT OR WEAR IT . . . EAT
IT OR WEAR IT!” He flung his spoon across the
fm. It hit my mother’s favorite plant. The dirt

*Pilled all over the kitchen floor:
Now you stop that!” my father yelled at Fudge.
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“I'm going to make us nice peanut buttey Sandwich
Then you're going to have a bath! Yoy, o &
coming home tomorrow and we're going to Showmy,s
how well Daddy managed all by himse]f ot er
where does your mother hide the peanyt butters» il

After supper my father bathed Fudge. The

0
thing he decided not to do were the ko nly

- H
stacked them in the sink and left them for my mog, ;
er,

On Sunday afternoon we drove out to the airpor
to meet my mother’s plane. On the way there my fo.
ther said wouldn't it be fun if we kept all the things
we did over the weekend a secret—just between g,
three of us—kind of a man’s secret. I agreed no
say a word. And my mother was so glad to see us thy
she didn't even mention the dirty dishes in the sink.

Six weeks later we were watching TV one night
when the new Toddle-Bike commercial came on.

“That’s me,” Fudge said.

My mother looked up from the book she was

reading. “He does look like you, Fudge, but that's not
really you.”

”

“Oh yes,” Fudge said. “That’s me . . . see. . ..

My mother squinted and looked harder. “You
know, Warren,” she told my father, “he really doe‘i
look like Fudge.” Then she laughed. “Imagine anothe!
little boy like Fudgie!”

“It’s Fudge all right!” I said.
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qy's Fudge all right!” my brother repeated,
e didn't tell you, dear,” my father said. “we
e you'd like to be surprised. But that is Fudge.”

[houwﬂAT?” my mother said, like she couldn’t be-

jeve 1t 3 i
"ol S€€ Mom,” I began. “Remember that week-

«nd you went to visit Aunt Linda?” Then I stopped and
ought about all the things my mother didn’t know—
Like the puddles Fudge splashed in.

And the paper towels up his pants.

And how he wanted to touch the bears.

And the mushroom omelet.

And Mr. Vincent and his big cigar.

And Janet and her goldfish crackers.

And T looked at my father and I started to laugh. So
did he.
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