I hated coming here, I really did.  But as my dad always said “He’s family”.  Maybe I could disown my family.  I stepped into my grandparent’s home with my father.   The musty smell of unmoved furniture and forgotten things filled the air.  My grandfather hobbled to the door with his cane.  He seemed to always wear a disgruntled look on his ghastly face.  


“Oh it’s you shorty” He said gazing at me.  “What do you feed this kid Tom? I mean honestly I’ve seen bigger poodles!”

He did not even let me sit down before hearing one of his rants.  This is why I dreaded coming here.  My father, my grandpa and I sat down in his den. 


“So Norman,” he said to me “what sports are you playing?”


He asked the same question every time.  And every time I gave him the same answer.

“No Poppy, the Doctor said because of my asthma, and…”  I stopped mind sentence because I saw my grandfathers face.  It had looked as if he had just swallowed the sourest lemon known to man.


“What?  You’re sitting on your butt playing Nintendo?  Boy, back in my day we played stickball everyday!  Then we came home and milked the cows!”


“But Poppy you lived in the city.”  I protested.


“Regardless, when I saw a cow I milked it!”   My father buried his face in his hands and my grandfather continued.  “And after that, I got A’s on all my homework assignments!”  My grandfather kicked his brown leather shoes from his boney feet and poured himself some apple juice.  At least I hoped it was apple juice.  Otherwise things would become ugly.  A long silence came as my grandfather unbuttoned his silk shirt as if he was preparing to embarrass me further.  “Well Norman, It is apparent to me that you not the run of the mill boy.  Do you at least help you father bring home the bacon?”

“Excuse me, sir?”  


“You know, do you have a job?”


“I’m only 13” I retorted.


“Oh now age is an excuse what’s with you?  Back in my day I popped out of the womb working!” 


My father saw the frustration in my eyes and interrupted him.  “Well that will be all for today we really got to get home.”  My grandfather whispers something under his breath and slowly got up to lead us to the door.

