
… Argwings’ Fate 
 

The death was a peaceful passing that sent a silent 

sorrow among the families. They buried Old Grace 

in the orchard, for there was nowhere else to place 

her, and it was said by Mr. Kindly that from then on 

the orchard could only bear the sweetest fruit. And it 

did. 

After the burial the families gathered at Mr. 

Kindly’s house. The house was no bigger than the 

others, but it somehow managed to fit every person. 

They had tea to soothe, pudding to comfort and 

biscuits to liven up; and fruit for there was plenty. 

The fare lifted their spirits and lightened their 

sorrow. They spoke fondly of Old Grace and laughed 

at her foibles, and some even remembered to praise 

her soul for its kindness, how warm and generous she 

had been, how wise and understanding. Now that she 

could no longer shame them, everyone agreed that it 

had been a wise decision to carry her and the boy 

along when they left the old town. 

Argwings watched them from across the street, 

feeling the warmth of their kind words and wishing 

Old Grace were there to share it with him. He did not 



want tea, he did not want pudding and he was not 

hungry for biscuits or fruit. He sat in his doorway 

staring at the grey street. The cobblestones were not 

blue that day and there were no colourful streaks in 

their sky. The sun had not risen that morning and 

Argwings feared it would never rise again. 

Through Mr. Kindly’s window the families saw 

Argwings alone by the doorway to Old Grace’s 

house and agreed that he should be left to mourn in 

his own way. Some time after Mr. Kindly called 

Miriam and asked her to take the boy for a walk. He 

knew she was the only person who could make him 

smile. 

The families watched through the window as 

Miriam walked across the road, took Argwings by 

the hand and led him away. Mr. Kindly then called 

their attention and suggested that they discuss what 

to do with the boy. Argwings had never been without 

Old Grace. Now that she was gone and he was on his 

own, he would need someone to look after him. 

Some were for sending him back to the old town and 

others were for leaving him alone to fend for himself.  



“I’ll tell you what we will not do,” Mr. Kindly 

told them. “We’ll not send the boy away. We 

promised Old Grace we’d never leave him alone.” 

There were different ideas and suggestions 

made, but none could be decided on. 

Some women wanted to take him in and keep 

him for their own but their husbands did not agree. 

One of these women, Mrs. Asumpta, raised her hand 

to speak. She had only one child and always wanted 

more, but could not have them. 

“I would be happy to take Argwings as my 

own,” she said. “I only have Jon to care for and there 

would be more than enough room.” 

A low murmur filled the room. Those who liked 

the idea quickly agreed that hers would be the best 

home for Argwings. But Mr. Asumpta did not think 

that another son was what his wife needed and what 

of his son, Jon?  What if she should start caring more 

for Argwings than for his own son? 

Mr. Asumpta only had to place his hand on his 

wife’s shoulder. She immediately excused herself 

and said that perhaps it would not be possible for 

Argwings to be her child. He was a fine child, she 

admitted, but, as they all knew, not an ordinary boy. 



The situation resembled that of the other 

families. The kind women had not so kind husbands, 

and kind men had not so kind wives. Mr. Kindly 

himself would have loved for Argwings to be his son, 

but he had other children of his own, besides Miriam, 

and his wife was not the kindest of women. 

The families sipped their tea and tried not to 

worry about the boy. They had promised the old 

woman that they would look after him and knew they 

could not leave without deciding his fate. Finally Mr. 

Asumpta cleared his throat. 

“I know that we promised Old Grace,” he said. 

“But we didn’t know that she would go and die so 

soon.” 

“Or what a big problem it would be,” added Mr. 

Broker. 

“Do we have to adopt him?” asked Mr. Cashin. 

 “Well, what do you suggest?” asked Mr. 

Kindly. 

Mr. Cashin had no suggestion. He did well with 

arguments, never with solutions. He sipped his tea. 

The families sat quietly sipping their own. Mrs. 

Asumpta rose from her seat. 



“I suggest,” she said, “that we all take Argwings 

into our homes. Every family shall take Argwings in 

for a week.” 

She exchanged a glance with her husband. “That 

way,” she continued, “we’ll all share the burden.” 

Everyone was amazed at the simplicity and the 

brilliance of the suggestion. They voted in favour, 

finished their tea, their pudding, and their biscuits, 

and went home. 

 The following day, Argwings began his 

wandering. 

The first stay was in Mr. Kindly’s home. The 

Kindlys were kind to him as they had always been 

and made certain that he had everything he needed. 

They took care of him like one of their own and often 

said how happy they were to have him. They made 

him laugh from time to time and the young ones 

loved to see him smile; his face always calm and 

silent, when least expected, would open up in a smile 

and then out of his mouth would float the warmth of 

his joy. 

Argwings loved being in the kind and happy 

home, but towards the end of the week he smiled less 

and less and for the last two days he did not smile at 



all. All he could think of was how happy he had been 

at the Kindlys’ and how uncertain his happiness was 

in the next home. He was so sad he could not eat. 

Miriam tried to comfort him, reminding him that in 

eight short weeks he would be back. 

“It’s just next door,” she said. 

But Argwings remained sad. 

“We’ll use signs through the windows,” she 

said. “We’ll create our own sign language.” 

Argwings’ face brightened up a little. 

Sad and quiet he left the Kindly house the 

following day, and even sadder and quieter he 

arrived at the Hushes’ door. Mr. Hush and his son 

were out at work but Mrs. Hush was home. She was 

a graceful woman, slim, with a long, thin neck and 

delicate hands. 

“Yes?” whispered Mrs. Hush when she opened 

the door. 

Argwings stared at her shoes, afraid to look into 

her indifferent eyes. Mrs. Hush stared at him, with 

her hand on the door, and wondered what had 

brought the strange boy to her home. Then she saw 

the little, orange case by his side and the fruit in his 

hands that Mrs. Kindly had packed for him.  



She gave a weary sigh and waved Argwings 

inside. 

It appeared a very strange home, built and 

furnished just like the others except that for 

everything inside was covered in a white substance. 

Argwings did not know what to make of it all. 

“Foam,” whispered Mrs. Hush.  

Mrs. Hush shut the door and showed Argwings 

to one of the chairs. He sat down and immediately 

began to sink, so that, gradually, he disappeared.  

Mrs. Hush fetched him a glass of juice. She 

placed the glass on the table, where it, too, 

immediately began to sink. She served some of the 

fruit and placed it by the glass. She then sat across 

from the boy and watched him. 

They sat that way until Mr. Hush and his son 

returned. Mr. Hush was not thin like his wife, but 

thick and muscular. His son, on the other hand, 

managed to average them both. His neck was short, 

his arms long and waif-like and his legs somewhere 

in between. 

Both men waved hello to Mrs. Hush. Mr. Hush 

was about to sit down on Argwings, who was now 

halfway inside his seat, when he noticed him. He 



smiled and waved hello to Argwings and Argwings 

waved back. Then father and son sat down, and the 

four of them sat smiling at one another and silently 

sinking into their padded seats. Argwings fell asleep 

and woke up to find himself inside a padded bed. 

It was a painfully long week for Argwings, as a 

lot of it was spent inside the furniture. The Hushes 

were a quiet family and their greatest pleasure was 

found in the silence of their home, which was why 

everything in their house was covered in foam, which 

they had bought in the old town. The Hushes did not 

talk much. Argwings did not talk either but such 

absolute silence made him uncomfortable. The way 

they sat silent and motionless, as if waiting for 

something to happen, frightened him. He could not 

wait for the week to end. 

The next home was as different as day from 

night. Mr. and Mrs. Talkalot were a very sweet pair 

but they and their two daughters simply could not 

stop talking. When Argwings arrived at their door 

they were talking so much they hardly heard his 

knocking. The youngest daughter opened the door 

and jumped at the sight of tiny Argwings standing 



there with his little, orange, case at his side and a 

bottle of mango juice in his hands. 

“Argwings!” she yelled, and ran back inside. 

“Oh we’re so happy to see you,” said Mr. 

Talkalot. “So very happy to see you. Come in. Please 

come in. Have a seat. Would you like some cake, I 

can pour you some juice. Is that mango juice?  Oh, 

that’s also my favourite…” 

Mrs. Talkalot called out in the chirpiest of 

voices, “Is he HERE?  Bring the dEAR boy, he must 

be very cOLD.” 

The older daughter ushered Argwings to her 

mother by the stove. Argwings followed, still 

carrying his case and his mango juice. Mrs. Talkalot 

stood by the wooden stove holding a freshly baked 

cake. 

“ArgWINGS!” she yelled. “Oh, swEET 

ArgWINGS. We’re so haPPY to have YOU. Would 

you like CAKE?  Anything yOU like just tell, feel 

fREE, move around, do NOT be shY. You’ve been 

here before with your grandMOTHER, God bLESS 

Old Grace. She was a DEAR swEEt woman.” 

Mrs. Talkalot’s voice was so sharp and shrill that 

it pricked Argwings’ ears and made him duck his 



head at every other word. Even the cake she had just 

baked collapsed, but she didn’t seem to mind. She 

was jolly like her husband and their two daughters 

and jollity seemed to ooze out of the walls and the 

furniture in their house. Their chairs, much to 

Argwings’ relief, were much firmer. 

The Talkalots talked a lot to Argwings unlike the 

Hushes who had hardly said a word to him in over 

six days. Argwings preferred talkative to silent for he 

could easily turn off the noise. He could handle how 

talkative the Talkalots were, but could not stand the 

way they never seemed to listen. By the end of the 

week Argwings could not hear himself think, which 

perhaps was a good thing because then he didn’t 

dwell on how much he missed Old Grace, and how 

he could no longer see Miriam through the window.  

The next home was new to Argwings for he had 

never been inside. It was a cold, cold morning that 

got even colder when he met the Sitalones:  father, 

mother, son and daughter. The son opened the door 

to Argwings, left it ajar and returned to the table 

where the family sat eating. Argwings stepped in, 

politely closed the door behind him and stood there 



with his little, orange case and a sunken cake waiting 

for invitation to make himself comfortable. 

Mrs. Sitalone, Mr. Sitalone, and their son and 

daughter sat on their chairs around their breakfast 

table and resumed eating. Mrs. Sitalone, a round 

woman with a voracious appetite, sat stuffing her 

mouth and chewing noisily, her eyes fixed on her 

plate and grunting loudly between mouthfuls. Mr. 

Sitalone, himself a lean and subdued man, ate in 

small bites and chewed thoroughly before 

swallowing. He seemed painfully aware of his space 

and constantly moved his chair to maintain his 

distance from the others though no one else moved. 

The children sat strictly in their places, and ate as 

voraciously as their mother, grunting between 

mouthfuls. 

Argwings stood at the door watching the family 

eat their breakfast. When they were finished, Mrs. 

Sitalone looked up and said, “Won’t you come and 

join us?”   

He put down his orange case, walked across the 

room and placed the cake on the table. As soon as he 

took a seat, the family stood and took their dishes to 

the kitchen. Mr. Sitalone walked out of the door and 



sat right outside the window, by himself. Mrs. 

Sitalone took her chair to the middle of the room and 

sat down with a book, by herself. Their daughter 

dragged her chair to the far corner of the room and 

sat down with her dolls. The son took his chair, 

placed it in the kitchen, and sat there with a book of 

his own. 

Argwings, left at the table, cut himself a slice of 

his cake. He cried while he ate and the cake became 

soggy with his tears. Meanwhile, the Sitalones kept 

to themselves.  

The Sitalones did not care much for company. 

They did not touch one another, except by accident, 

and they made wide berths to avoid doing so. The 

father always sat outside by the window to stare at 

the hills and only came inside when it was time to 

eat. Once, Argwings went outside to join him, but 

when Argwings sat on the ground next to him, Mr. 

Sitalone got up and went inside the house, leaving 

Argwings there until nightfall. 

Mrs. Sitalone spent most of her time reading her 

little book. She rarely looked up except for when she 

cooked. Her daughter did not want to be with anyone 

other than her dolls and her son spent his time sitting 



by the stove. When his mother cooked, he took her 

place in the middle of the room.  

Argwings had never been lonelier in his life. He 

longed for Miriam but she did not come.  

Just as the third home was different from the 

second, so the fifth was from the fourth. The family 

in the next home did not leave Argwings alone for a 

single second from the moment they opened their 

door to him. All ten of them crowded in the doorway 

to welcome him with open arms. 

Mr. and Mrs. Curious had eight children, four 

boys and four girls. Mr. Curious grabbed Argwings’ 

little, orange case and Mrs. Curious took the sunken 

cake that Argwings could not finish by himself. The 

eight children dragged him inside their home, 

tagging and pulling at his yellow dungarees. They 

were so happy and excited that they pulled one of his 

buttons right off so that one strap hung down his 

front.  

“Is it true you have carrots in your ears?” one 

child asked, pulling at his ear. 

“Is it true you have a potato in your throat?” 

asked another. 



Their enthusiasm engulfed him just as the foam 

in the Hushes’ home. But unlike the foam that had 

tried to drown him, their happiness buoyed him up 

and made him feel warm and welcome. And it was a 

good change from the Sitalones’ where he had spent 

the week alone at the table with his cake. 

But Argwings’ smile did not last very long. The 

tagging and the pulling hardly stopped and the 

Curiouses did not give him a moment’s rest. The 

parents stood about him asking endless questions, 

while their children handled him, pulled his ears and 

stared at his eyes from a nose away. 

“I have taken out the carrots!” a child shouted in 

his ear. “Can you hear me now?” 

“Can he hear us now?” Mr. Curious asked his 

children. 

“Can you hear us now?” Mrs. Curious asked 

Argwings, gradually raising her voice and moving 

closer to him. “Now?  What about now?  And now?” 

Argwings could not understand their behaviour. 

When people spoke to Argwings, they normally 

never ever asked if he could hear them. They just said 

what they had to say and left it to him to decipher. 

Sometimes he knew what they had said by the 



manner in which they said it, but most times he just 

felt it the same way he felt their sadness or their joy. 

“Can you hear us now?” 

Argwings did not know whether to nod or shake 

his head. Why didn’t any of them ever ask if he 

understood them?  Old Grace had never asked him 

whether he heard her, only whether he understood. 

“I think I have it,” said Mr. Curious. “He reads 

our lips.” 

Argwings nodded to stop them shouting in his 

ears, his eyes blurry with tears. The Curiouses 

clapped loudly. 

“What a clever boy!” announced Mr. Curious. 

For the rest of the week Argwings nodded at 

whatever they said and they clapped. And every time 

they clapped, he lost a bit of his respect for them, and 

a bit of his joy. 

The Gossips were not any more uplifting than 

the Curiouses. When Big Gossip opened the door, 

she asked Argwings, “Is it true they have 

cockroaches as big as mice?” 

“Tell us about the Hushes,” said Little Gossip. 

“Did they even speak to you once?” 

Argwings stood at the door, with his orange 



case, and waited to be asked inside. 

“Come, come,” said Little Gossip looking round 

her big sister’s shoulder. “We can’t wait to learn 

what you know.” 

Big Gossip stepped aside and let Argwings into 

their house. 

“Sit down, sit down,” she said. “Tell us about 

everyone.” 

The two sisters lived together in Wonder 

because both their husbands disappeared in the great 

flood. They loved to talk about other people, and so 

spent their week telling Argwings how fat, thin, ugly, 

greedy, selfish, bad or miserable the other families 

were. Argwings already knew most of the things they 

told him about the others and could not understand 

why their mouths moved so unrelentingly.  

The seventh week came and Argwings did not 

have to knock on any door for Mrs. Asumpta stood 

outside eagerly awaiting her dear child. Oh, how she 

loved him so, she said, taking him in her arms. She 

swung him around and around and showered him 

with kisses, while the Gossips watched from their 

doorway and talked about the quite unnecessary 

display of affection. 



“Oh Argwings, my dear, dear boy,” she said, 

hugging tightly. 

She would have held him there all week, and 

maybe longer, had Mr. Asumpta not stepped out of 

the house and yelled, “Can we expect breakfast this 

morning?” 

Mrs. Asumpta put Argwings down, took his 

hand in one hand and his little, orange case in the 

other and led him into her home. 

Paintings hung everywhere, paintings of boys 

and girls playing, of trees and flowers blooming, and 

of the sky and the cobblestone street with its tree 

houses arranged neatly on either side. Mrs. Asumpta 

made the paint herself out of powdered clay, which 

she gathered here and there around the village. 

Odd-looking wooden items also decorated the 

house, miniature people and animals, which 

Argwings found fascinating. Then there were extra 

pieces of furniture, crooked and unattractive, 

scattered around the room in a disorderly manner. 

The chairs and stools bothered Argwings most 

because he knew that he could make better. All the 

items and pieces of furniture were fashioned by Mrs. 

Asumpa’s son, Jon. 



Jon, a year younger than Argwings, was the 

cleverest person Argwings knew. He and Argwings 

spent all their time together carving wood. Argwings 

taught Jon how to make proper chairs and stools, and 

Jon taught Argwings how to carve the little people 

and animals. When Argwings learnt how to make the 

figurines he carved them to resemble the people in 

the village. So realistic were they, they seemed to 

come alive when he picked them up and made them 

dance. 

Jon told Argwings of his plans to make a small, 

perfect world using his little people and animals. He 

would one day make a little world where everyone 

would be happy. He would call it Peponi. 

“I shall make a little Argwings,” he said. “He 

would like it there. And then he could make the 

chairs and the stools for the people and animals to 

sit and rest. I shall also make a little Old Grace for 

the little Argwings. Then you too could be happy, 

just like everyone else.” 

Mrs. Asumpta was delighted to see the two boys 

get along so well, but not so Mr. Asumpta. Mrs. 

Asumpta had not kissed him since Argwings arrived 

and Jon had stopped talking to him because he did 



not pay attention as Argwings did. Come the week’s 

end, Mr. Asumpta was glad to see Argwings go. And 

Argwings, yet again, in losing Jon, lost a piece of his 

heart. 

 

 


