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§  

 

T H E  B O Y  I N  T H E  W I N D O W   

e was the kind of boy who would curl up in your lap 

like a kitten if given a chance, but I didn’t know that 

then. First he was just a tan smudge in the middle of the 

big rectangular pane. Approaching along the opposite 

sidewalk I made out that he was a person, and little, and 

the smudge was his hair. Before him was a square object, 

which I took at first for a computer or TV until I got close 

enough to see that it was a kind of play house centered in 

front of the window. He stood behind it, absorbed in ani-
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mating tiny figures, flying them here and there with  

his hands.  

That first day I simply walked by. I had passed the 

house a dozen times but not recently and it was different 

now, painted the color of wheat in the pictures of Mid-

western farms. In the semicircular garden at the corner 

someone had planted flowers that matched the house and 

contrasted with the purple wisteria overflowing the fence 

hiding the side yard. Even after I passed, the image of the 

boy stayed with me, his tawny head in the dark glass  

reflecting the cloudy morning, framed by the wheat-

colored house.  

That night he appeared in my dreams. I had the feeling 

he had been flown there by an invisible hand, one that 

might play with us humans as the boy had played with the 

tiny figures. There were things I needed to ask but in the 

dream he stood silent. Although his eyes turned toward 

me I felt he looked through me, as if, no matter where his 

body seemed to be, he was somewhere else. I came close, 

questions surging in my throat and just as quickly ebbing 

away. He merely looked at me. He was more than half my 

height and I guessed his age at six or seven. It didn’t 

strike me in the dream but I wondered when I woke why a 

boy that age would have been playing with figures and a 

toy house instead of Legos, trading cards, marbles. As I 

dreamed myself close enough to see the individual strands 

of hair falling across his forehead the boy sat down slow-

ly, crossing his legs, cupping his chin, and gazing at the 
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ground in perfect imitation of Statue of a Boy Sitting and 

Contemplating the Ground.  

The next afternoon I made certain to take that route 

again, although it was out of the way to get to my new job 

at the café. The street, like many in that neighborhood, 

curved through the hills, so the house remained hidden 

until I rounded a bend and it appeared suddenly. My heart 

quickened with my steps. The window gazed at me, an 

eye as uncomprehending as the eye of the boy in the 

dream. I walked as slowly as I could, delaying the mo-

ment when I would have to pass and there would be no 

possibility of seeing him that day, wishing I had a dog to 

nose the shrubbery and give me an excuse to loiter with-

out seeming suspicious. I bent to tie my shoe although it 

was perfectly well tied already. When I stood, I looked 

once more at the window, still blank, and listened to my 

heartbeat. He had disappointed me again.  

That day at work, and in the following days, I tried to 

put the boy out of my mind, but the more I tried the more 

insistently he appeared. I would think for a while I was 

making progress and then suddenly, without warning, 

there he would be. The image of him in the window 

would flash like a slide in a slide show, blotting out the 

task before me—tamping down espresso grounds, making 

change, reaching into the bakery case for a scone. It was a 

mini blackout. I would come to, seconds later, with the 

machine hissing before me or the customer’s hand ex-

tended for the coins or the array of baked goods awaiting 
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my selection. Hey girl, I heard more than once, I ain’t got 

all day.  

Not until weeks later did I think to search for his 

phone number. I knew the address, of course, and these 

days it’s easy to do a search on the Internet. The idea 

came to me one day at work. I could hardly wait for my 

shift to end. The café had several computers for customers 

but the owners didn’t like employees using them, so I de-

cided to go to the library. It would mean I wouldn’t walk 

by the house that day. That was okay.  

I ran from the café to the library. Although I had 

memorized the boy’s address, and surely wouldn’t forget 

it, I repeated it to myself all the way. I went straight to the 

children’s section, the closest place with computers, and 

sat on a child-sized chair. I dropped my bag, typed the 

code for Internet access, found the site I was looking for, 

and entered the address. I prepared for the inevitable mes-

sage: We’re sorry. Your search returned no results. Quite 

likely, the number was unlisted. Lots of people did that, 

especially people with children, to protect their privacy.  

But there it was. M. Boghesian, 431-9818.  

 

§ 

 

There had been another boy, once, and another win-

dow. That earlier boy had looked down from a window 

mirrored by the glare of a New Hampshire winter day. 

Like Bo (as I began calling this new boy, after I found the 
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phone number), he had viewed the world from a window 

that seemed more metaphor than window, a glass mem-

brane demarcating his world. Unlike Bo, he waited for 

me. Daily, faithful as a dog, he anticipated my return by 

bus and the path of my feet along Bean Road. Like a dog, 

he told time with his body. He didn’t understand the slide 

of liquid numerals on the face of the digital clock but he 

understood 4 p.m., Nonni said. No matter where he was or 

what he was doing, if she were feeding him his snack or 

trying to show him a book or rocking him after one of his 

fits, he would rush to the living room window for his af-

ternoon appointment.  

Oh, how the tables were turned, then. How for granted 

I took his adoration. Shading my eyes as I sought his form 

behind the sparkle, an impossibility in the reflected light, I 

waved out of faith that he could see me before I mounted 

the fourteen flagstone steps at the side of the house. On 

the landing I would pause a for moment during which I 

could feel his anticipation mounting like an atmospheric 

disturbance on the other side of the door.  

“Thith! Thith! Thith!” he always greeted me, throwing 

his body at my legs, bouncing off, airplaning around the 

living room dangerously close to the picture window he 

had just been looking through. Nonni stayed back in the 

kitchen doorway, letting us have our moment, leaning on 

her cane.  

 

§ 



AUDREY KALMAN 

 

10  

What I told myself was, I just want to see him up 

close. I just want to talk to him, once. That’s all. I’m no 

weirdo stalker. I kept walking past the house, mornings 

and afternoons, to and from the café. Sometimes I saw 

him in the window, sometimes I didn’t. The times I didn’t 

made me sad for how I hadn’t appreciated having a boy 

wait for me in the window when I had one.  

For a while it was enough to have the possibility of 

calling. Like a prescription for sleeping pills that helps 

you sleep just because you keep it folded up in your wal-

let. But the weeks went on and on without change. At first 

I had rocked easily in the boat of my new life. I liked my 

job at the café because it meant walking onstage every 

morning without thinking about anything except the part I 

was playing. Keeping half my hair dyed a color between 

purple and red, looking for just the right studs to fill the 

seven holes in my left ear, the silver hoop in my eyebrow 

and the diamond—yes, a real diamond—in my nose. 

When the businessmen came in for their morning fix I 

could see them checking out my ass as I turned away, 

wondering why the ass at home didn’t excite them in the 

same way anymore.  

All the while, if they only could have known the object 

of my affections—how surprised they would have been to 

see a little blond boy, forgetting that they had been little 

blond boys too, once.  

One day things changed. My walk home started as it 

always did. Nothing much going on at two-thirty in the 
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afternoon. The neighborhood lay like a snoozing cat under 

the sun, shining after a morning of fog as I came up the 

hill. My running shoes scuffed on the pavement. I felt 

sweat on my neck and forehead and I wished I hadn’t 

worn a black shirt. I passed the house, glancing quickly 

back at the window, and, seeing nothing, continued along 

up the hill. At the top, I stopped to let my breathing slow. 

There was shade on the other side of the street and I 

crossed to rest under the sycamore tree that laced the 

sidewalk with shadows. I leaned against the tree trunk and 

turned back the way I had come. From there, I saw it: a 

patch of the back yard of Bo’s house, just visible over the 

roof, which I had never noticed before because I had nev-

er looked from that angle. And there, in that patch, a boy 

ran through a sprinkler.  

He played for a good ten minutes after I began watch-

ing. I could see him only when he ran to the visible corner 

of the yard. Occasionally I heard a screech, ai-eee, like a 

bird, and once a woman’s voice, calling from the part of 

the yard I couldn’t see. I took off my sunglasses and 

squinted to sharpen my vision. I was still too far away to 

see his face as more than a straw-topped smudge.  

The next day I brought binoculars. Tiny ones I had sto-

len from Nonni when I left. She had used them to look at 

birds in the back yard where she set up a feeder. Chicka-

dees, thrushes, finches, an occasional cardinal, and the 

dreaded blue jay, a thief who terrorized the smaller birds. 

The binoculars weren’t the only thing I stole, but as pun-
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ishment that theft was a good one, given how much joy 

Nonni took from bird watching. Now they could give me 

a bit of joy.  

Only Bo wasn’t outside that day. I couldn’t dawdle 

like a creep with the binoculars so I made a quick sweep 

from the cover of the sycamore and went on my way.  

But Bo wouldn’t leave me. My apartment had ab-

sorbed the day’s heat and now, in late afternoon, felt like 

a box left in the sun on the back seat of a car. I poured a 

glass of water and sat at the kitchen table, sweating. The 

paper with the phone number on it was in my wallet. I 

took out my prescription for happiness, unfolded it, and 

stared at it until the setting sun invaded the kitchen in a 

full frontal assault. Then I picked up the phone.  

 

§ 

 

They were sad to see me go at the café. I’d been a reli-

able worker, for all my ear studs and magenta hair. I gave 

them a week’s notice and hardly a thought. 

The inside of the boy’s house was grander than I had 

imagined. In the movies people lived this way: powder 

rooms and conservatories, kitchens with two sinks and 

staircases railed by polished banisters. By contrast, the 

boy’s mother hardly looked as if she belonged, with her 

limp ponytail and frayed workout clothes. I even thought 

she might have been the maid until she ushered me in and 

said, Danny’s so excited to meet you. 
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Me too, I said.  

He’s a little shy, she said, why don’t you come in the 

kitchen for a bit? That’s when I first saw the two sinks 

and the six-burner stove and the marble countertop that 

put the café’s workspace to shame. I sat at the table look-

ing into the back yard, where citrus trees hugged the fence 

and a play structure just like in the catalogs, with ladders 

and swings and ropes and dark-stained wood, occupied 

one whole corner. The boy’s mother set a glass of iced tea 

in front of me but I kept staring at the yard. It was so big. 

I felt a tickle of a tear because my boy never got to have a 

yard like this.  

My first sight of Bo up close did not disappoint. He 

was an angel, a dream boy. He stood, shyly as advertised, 

beside his mother’s chair. He was younger than I had 

thought—only just four—and a good thing, too, or he 

would have been off to school and then where would I 

have been?  

Danny, she said, this is Victoria. She’s going to watch 

you so mommy can get some work done.  

 

§ 

 

The rainy season came. El Niño this year, which meant 

days of rain sluicing down the kitchen window and no 

outside time for Bo, who, like a dog and like the other boy 

now constantly in my thoughts, grew agitated if not al-

lowed to run each day. I told his mother she should get 
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him an indoor trampoline like the ones I had seen in the 

catalogs. She recoiled as if I had suggested she buy a guil-

lotine not a trampoline but I kept working on her. Eventu-

ally she came around and purchased the circular rubber 

contraption that stood six inches off the ground with a 

handle for the child to hold while bouncing. I didn’t tell 

her that sometimes I bounced with him, springing up and 

down and launching him into a pile of pillows.  

Bo was a good boy. A smart boy. That made me sad, 

too, for the other boy who never would understand how 

the world works no matter how old he might have gotten.  

The rain didn’t let up, all through late April and into 

May when flowers ought to have been abloom. I began 

taking Bo outside anyway, onto the spongy grass of the 

back yard and for walks into the hills where rivers of  

runoff washed along the edges of the sidewalks. He  

liked to squat beside the gutter and drop leaves into the 

eddying water.  

By then I was watching Bo every day while his mother 

worked in her office at the end of the house opposite the 

kitchen. Sometimes she would transform from maid to 

princess, appearing in tan linen slacks and a silk blouse 

with a cashmere sweater-coat and gold earrings and her 

hair in a bun, and announce she was going out to a meet-

ing. Occasionally I would come on a Saturday so the 

boy’s mother and father could have a date night. Bo and I 

spent those evenings snuggling in the parents’ bed, watch-

ing a movie and eating forbidden chocolates.  
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It was during those times alone with him I began to tell 

the story of the other boy, the other window.  

I followed him through the muddy woods, my boy, in 

springtime when the skunk cabbage unfurled in the marsh 

and snowmelt dripped from twigs stinging the backs of 

our necks. I had to follow close. Much as he loved the 

woods, he didn’t understand the darkness that could swal-

low you up. Nonni didn’t like me to take him in the 

woods but he loved it so. You are your brother’s keeper, 

don’t you know? she said. She waited, looking out the 

tiny window on the other side of the house from the boy’s 

big window, staring past her beloved birds, waiting for us 

to return so she could breathe again. It was her job as a 

grandmother, she said, to worry.  

He was like you, Bo, I said, he would run free if he 

could. At home, though, once he settled down, he was like 

a cat in my lap. Those times when the oil ran out and the 

house was cold Nonni built a fire using logs we dragged 

in from the woods and we sat with hot chocolate and the 

boy’s head on my knee for hours. Cold? Bo asked. It’s 

never that cold in California, I said. This was New Hamp-

shire. New Hamsher? he said. 

But he wasn’t like you, Bo, because you can talk sen-

tences and he never could. Even though he was twice as 

old as you. And he couldn’t use the potty. And sometimes 

we had to help him eat.  

Bo laughed then, about a boy eight years old who 

needed help to eat.  
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Sometimes, snuggled in the bed, I closed my eyes and 

felt Bo’s head on my shoulder or his sharp little elbow in 

my ribs and it was not Bo I was feeling, but the other one. 

I kept my eyes closed a long time, knowing when I 

opened them there would be the fire and Nonni and the 

hot chocolate mugs grown cold.  

The more I talked to Bo about my boy the more I felt 

the rest of my life emptying around me like water sucked 

down a drain. I still went home to sleep every night but 

my apartment was grayed out, dimmed into the back-

ground. What was real and alive was Bo’s house, coming 

around the corner every morning to see it as I had first 

seen it almost a year ago, wheat-colored in the fog. What 

was real was Bo’s body rushing to me as I entered, almost 

like the other little boy body, and his mother’s smile as 

she adjusted the scarf around her throat before she stepped 

out. Even the father, seen only glancingly, coming down-

stairs on a Saturday evening in his going-out-to-dinner 

clothes, seemed to vibrate with a life I felt nowhere else. 

If I slept as late as I could on Sundays, the one day I 

didn’t see Bo, then I would have only a little while in my 

apartment until the library opened and I could sit in one of 

the comfy chairs on the second floor among the fiction 

with a book open on my lap, waiting for Monday.   

Summer came again and Bo started going outside to 

play. There was an unusual hot spell in late June and I 

arrived one Monday morning to find a pool in the back 

yard, twelve feet across and four feet high, with a filter so 
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you could leave the water in it. His mother said, We set it 

up yesterday and Danny loves it. Of course you always 

need to be out there with him.  

Of course, I whispered, of course.  

That afternoon I felt as old as Nonni. I wished I had a 

cane to lean my burden on. All Bo wanted was to play in 

the water. I pulled a lawn chair right up next to the pool 

and stared at him until my eyes ached from the sun glanc-

ing off the water and my clothes were soaked from his 

splashing. I calculated the distance from the edge of the 

pool to the center, how long it would take me to reach in. 

I wondered how his mother could have agreed to this.  

A few afternoons passed with Bo splashing and me 

staring and I began to relax, just a bit. I heard Nonni’s 

voice, This is your penance, my girl, she said.  

 

§ 

 

I only went inside for a second, to answer the phone. I 

was watching him the whole time. It was his mother on 

the phone wanting me to find an address in her home of-

fice. I looked out the window and there he was, jumping 

like a salmon, spraying arcs of water in the air and 

screeching ai-eee, ai-eee. I set the phone down on the 

kitchen table. Bo was jumping. My boy had been jumping 

too, through the crunchy New Hamsher leaves. I only bent 

down for a second, to tie my shoe. I heard him screeching, 

ai-eee, ai-eee. I looked one more time on my way to the 
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office and there he was, jumping and jumping. I glanced 

up from my shoe and there he was. The office was dark 

with the blinds drawn against the heat. I found the address 

book with its cover like the leathery leaves of the forest 

around my feet. Back in the kitchen, the phone fell from 

my hand. Ai-eee, ai-eee, I heard at the edge of the river, 

and then nothing. Back in the kitchen, the window framed 

the silent yard and the tan smudge in the still pool.  
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