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THE LONE RANGER AND TONTO FISTFIGHT IN HEAVEN

and walked back to the counter slowly, scanned the aisles for effect. I wanted
to whistle low and menacingly but I never learned to whistle.

“Pretty hot out tonight?” he asked, that old rhetorical weather . . . ques-
tion designed to put us both at ease.

“Hot enough to make you go crazy,” I said and smiled. He swallowed
hard like a white man does in those situations. I looked him over. Same old
green, red, and white 7-11 jacket and thick glasses. But he wasn’t ugly, just
misplaced and marked by loneliness. If he wasn’t working there that night,
he’d be at home alone, flipping through channels and wishing he could
afford HBO or Showtime.

“Will this be all?” he asked me, in that company effort to make me do
some impulse shopping. Like adding a clause onto a treaty. We'll take
Washington and Oregon and you get six pine trees and a brand-new Chrysler
Cordoba. I knew how to make and break promises.

“No,” I said and paused. “Give me a Cherry Slushie, too.”

“What size?” he asked, relieved.

“Large,” I said, and he turned his back to me to make the drink. He real-
ized his mistake but it was too late. He stiffened, ready for the gunshot or
the blow behind the ear. When it didn’t come, he turned back to me.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “What size did you say?”

“Small,” I said and changed the story.

“But I thought vou said large.”

“If you knew I wanted a large, then why did you ask me again?” I asked
him and laughed. He looked at me, couldn’t decide if T was . . . just goof-
ing. There was something about him I liked, even if it was three in the
morning and he was white.

“Hey,” I said. “Forget the Slushie. What I want to know is if you know
all the words to the theme from ‘The Brady Bunch’?”

He looked at me, confused at first, then laughed.

... “I was hoping you weren’t crazy. You were scaring me.”

“Well, I'm going to get crazy if you don’t know the words.”

He laughed loudly then, told me to take the Creamsicle for free. He
was the graveyard-shift manager and those little demonstrations of power
tickled him. All seventy-five cents of it. I knew how much everything
cost.

“Thanks,” I said to him and walked out the door. I took my time walk-
ing home, let the heat of the night melt the Creamsicle all over my hand. At
three in the morning I could act just as young as I wanted to act. There was
no one around to ask me to grow up.
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DiscussioN QUESTIONS

. The narrator knows the cashier is wary, but he can’t resist making him a

little more anxious. Why do you think he does this?

. Why does the narrator think that he doesn’t “fit the profile of the coun-

try”?

. Explain the narrator’s sarcastic remark in paragraph 17.
. Under what circumstances are people usually told to “grow up”?
. Alexie often uses humor and irony to sharpen the impact of his words.

Discuss three examples you think are effective.

WRITING Torics

. Recall a funny or dramatic incident that happened while you were

working at a summer or part-time job and write about it. Follow Alexie’s
example: describe the setting and tell what you were thinking as events
progressed.

. Write about the incident at the 7-11 from the clerk’s point of view.

Include the events in the order in which they happened and how you,
as the clerk, felt.



