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ABSTRACT ~ ' .
' The\Dark Cedar Forest & Other Stories B . ,
B ) \ . , ‘ /

~

Robert MacLeod Y

g The stories in this thesis are set in rural Ontario,
and are linked by a fictional village and one 'central

family. The MacMillans, the famiiy on whose experience
’.
. -~
most of the stories are based, are an _actual family;

consequently, 9ne~proﬁlem has' been 'to transform reality

into fiction. The,étories explore the emotions of adults,

and the maturation of children. 7 ' -

'

-
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Below Zero

On Very cold mornings, his wife sqmetimeq had to re-
mind him. "Brad, it's way below zero," Alibe'would say.
"Maybe you'd better hi@ch;thé horse to the cutter and drive
- the kids to school tédayz" She was more'sensipive to the
sudden drops in temperature than he. Working all day in

the bush, cutting wood to be left to dry through the spring
[ ) (:5
and summer ‘-months for the next winter's fuel, he had become

more accustomed 'to the cold. Yesterday afte}noon there had

been a sudden drop in temperature,and swirling, lashing

N . /
winds. The. three of his children who walked home fram the

elementary school in the village had frostbite on their

' faces. He was angry at himself-that he hadn't thought to

»

léave‘the bush early and drive them home.

Alice had punished him for his neglect by short an-

L]

swers, long silences and fussing over the children. Her
coldness would last only a day at,the most. He wanted to

describe the woods to her, make her understand why he hadn'§

3

‘ felt the.cold.v There was no wind in the middle of the

forest where he cut wood. The tall dark cedars which en-
. P - e .

circled the clearing gave it a warmth of 1ts own. The team
" had stood quietly, content under heavy blankets, and he had’
sawed and chopped until he was suweating, giancing up occa-

) S
sionally as partridges flew noisily overhead. He knew they

o

were waiting for him to leave so that they could- settle in

v

the cedars. He wanted to describe the warmth' and silence

ey -

14
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to her, but he did not. That_hould not leésen @er anger
nor remove the frostbite. 'gl

. This morning thé kitchen windows were completely iced !

) . <

and frosted over, admitting almost no light. If anytﬁing,
he thd‘ﬁht, it'sigolder than yesterday. He had already
harnessed the bay hackney driving mare and noticed how re-

luctantly she stepped outside, and left the two large.

work horses in the comfort of ‘the stable.” He stopped the

) cutter at 'the kitchen door and went inside to see that the

children were ready.

€

As he picked up the reins, he saw Alice peering

through the partly opened door, makiné sure he had

sense enough to cover the children with the blanket.,,ﬁé

E

looked angrily at. the door before he u?ged the mare for-

ward. ' d ’ '
, 7 ,
The hydro wires crackled d hissed, singing e
. /7
in the icy air over the sofﬁkswish of the wooden runners
in the snow. He turned to look at the back of the cutter —-

1
where the children were stowed, completely hidden under

the old brown horse blanket, In the school yard, he swung .

]

the horse in a wide arc, turning her to the homeward dir-
|

ection, and stopped near the cement steps. Under the steps .
> !

<

was a sloping three-sided room_the size of a large closet,
where the children who had bicycles parked them out of the °

rain in the spring and fall. P

- <~ Then he saw them, and he had almost missed seeing them, -

v
1
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huddled in the corner-against the cement wall, stamping
their feet to keep their toes from freezing, and close

together for warmth. Their breath rose&élowly, like the
& A 1
funneling smoke from the chimneys of the houses he had

¢

passed. As he stared at thém, they reminded him of the

Y

red and white heifers he'd left outside in the pasture

as late as possible to save on the wint;¥'s feed supply.
¢ .

v '

Caught in an overniéht b\iZéi:i/Defore he'd herded them
inside, they huddled against-the barn for warmth, tails
between their legs, backs hunched, heads lowered, and

steaming breath rising from, their frosted, icy nostrils.

. These wereg the Hanson children, five of them. None

"with mitts or sdéarves. The two older children, without

toques, had their hands over their ears, while the younger

LS

children had their hands stuffed deeply in their pockets
and their tdques pulled low. |

Bradley imagined them running across the fields in
a mile and a ha%f shortcut to keep warm. "How long have,
you been here?" he asked, fixing his eyes on the oldest,
a boy with spiked red hair, chafed red skin, and dripping
nose. -

The boy drew his coat sleeve slowly across his nose
and réplied, "Since before eight o'clock."

"Why aren't you inside where it's warm?"

"She don't unlock the door till a quarter to nine."

]

"What time does she get here?"






-

she snapped. . "That's school law."

-

»

-

he said fiercely. o v

P

"I don't have t& unlock before eight forty-five,"
"Com'on woman, what's wrong ﬂith,you? Habe you got
no heart? Those" kids are.here before gighﬁ o'clock every
morning. You know damn weii how far they walk."
JThey don't have to be here that early. I'm not hav-
ing them in the classnébm causing a’ruckus and pgshihg and
~f‘ighting before eight ?brty—five."
' "But ﬁhey do get- here before eight, and tﬁ;y can stay

in the cloakroom. It's plenty b'guenough and separate

from your classroom. Just close your .door." .

"They definitely cannott!! shé said ang turned to.

-

di#miss him, as'if the conversation were ended.
1

"If tﬁis door isn't uqlocked‘at eight o'clock, days.

it"s below zero, I'll chop it open with my axe. Just you.

see if I don't!"
)

. Her jaw dropped, the colour drained from hér face, and

her posfure stiffened. "Do that, and I'll call the chair-
man of the school board!" — T .

"After I chop the door open, I'll go to see the god-
damn chairman’of the school board. I know him teo, and
‘we'll see if this door's keﬁt‘open or not."

The childfendwere now all standing at the bottom of
the steps, witnessipg the exchénge. ‘Bradley held the door
‘open wide and the blast 6f air drove the shiveri;g teacher

’ o

N

N
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into her classroom. As she slammed her classroom door shut, .

-

Bradley ordered the children inside. ‘ . ‘ {*

He "walked to thq cuﬂter in}long slow stridés, ho{
hisuhead high invégite of the.léshiné wind. The inside

heat had mel%ed the frost and ice on the window panés,
pﬁobqblycbecause she had turned the~fu;nace very high when

" she arrived. He felt_her.giﬁr;ng at him 'through her class-
room windows. He knew she was. there, stariné him angrily ‘ !
ou£ Qf‘her school yard. 1Instead of sittiﬁg on the front :/,/
'drivsn's seat, he stgod with his feet planted firmly'%n the ‘ .
floor boards and his legs slightly.aparﬁ for‘balance. The

* .
bay mare was tensed,2ready to bolt home to the warmth of

; . ' :
the stable at his first touch-on the reins. When he grabbed

phg reins, he drewAthem tight to hold her in check. Then
'he gathered thé long plack leather ends in his righf hand.
.éndp the' teacher still staring, he. lashed the mare's hind
"quagtars so that she leapt into a wila gailép.

o . -

’ « * i

-
- 4
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from the hospital."

. ,'1{\“
know thét she's going to die. The doctor didn't tell you

-,

that' " -' ,

Bradle%igégafhéd his self-control. His.eyes still

welled with teérs, but he stopped sobbing as quickly as he

3

had Started. . ) . v

™\ . .
Her voice softened now, but she spoke deliberately and

[ 4

emphatically, with the conviction of an older, experienced
person. "In times of crisis, don't think the worst you can,

think ‘the best. Keep the good things in mind. The surgeon

is one of the best in’the'province. Fortunately, you've

got Blue Cross to pay all the hospital and doctor bills.,
L , .

|

And in spite of that tumour, she's young and-has always

beén healthy. She's given you five children. .Hope for the

»

. Lt z
- best, .and try not to. think of the worst. ThHe worst will not

likely happen. Thaf doesn't mean_I'm not worrLea too. God

knows I' am. She's my only daughter. All we can do is pray

and hope for the best." i .

Bradley turned and picked up the axe to continue his

~

work..

"Do'you want me to stay?" she asked kindly.

"No, no,, you go ahead. We'll be okay.’” I'll telephone\\*\

’

The hospital— he'd béen there ?nly yesterday, and he
had maintained his self—coﬁtrol,then.

The doctor had been with Alice for two hours before
v

he called Bradley from the hqspital waiting-room into his -
o . ' -






v . .
13
at the mounting pile of split wood, he drove phe axe bf;de
'deeply into the old gray choppfné block and‘left it there .
” for another time. . ‘ ‘
| Alipe turned her head and opened her.eyes as he entered
‘the ﬁivingroom. No, she didn't need him to help her to the
bathroom, she said. As he. watched her shift her body »
slightly; he forced hiﬁself not to look at her stomach
_which swelled under the cover as if she were nine ménths
pregnant. |
"Just®pull the cover down over my fbet," she‘whisﬁered
wéakiy. ' .
Her legs and feet wére swollen.. He wanted to touch
- them, massage theﬁ to their normal sizen But he brushed
aside the-desire and tucked the blanket under ﬁer feet.
Then she looked at him evenly, accusingly.
"I wish my mother, not yours, was keeping the girls,"
she said. "When is it they're going?"
-~ "T'1]1 drive them back tonight after milking."
"God, I hate to leave them back there in that house.
It'1ll be like being in'a damned church, and they aren't
~used to her." l ‘ , .
"Well, there‘Qaé nothing I couid do," ﬁraéley replied.
"She phoned before your mother did, ;nd I couldn'£ ;eally
say no when She offered “to keéb éhem. - What could I say?"

~ . "Oh, Bradley, just forget it!" she moaned. "I'm so

sick I can't even think about it. I don't care. I feel as



. waiting room a half hour, he could no longer

Vaal

14

q

if I've got a fifty pound sack of cement in my stomach."
She closed her eyes and turned her head sideways on

the piilow to face the back of the sofa.

°
L]

Bradley walked down the hospital corrido; peside
Alice. She smiled weaklg, éut her eyes were without ex- -
pression, concegtrating on.what she had to face alone. He
stopped at the entra;ce t&rthe Sperating room, knowing he
could not enter, and then he walked slowly, in a daze, back
to the waiting~room.
' It would be a three or four hour wait, the doctorihad

told him, before Alice would be wheeled from the recovery

room to her own- room. The doctor suggested he go

] . .
home and return in a couple of hours. After staying in the

ndure the slow(

movement of the minute hand on the wall clock
/ -

- faces, and his own codstraining Sunday clothes. He had al-

, the strange

. -

day. Ricky‘wouic‘i soon be{hbme from scho_gl,
the tw6. of them would do the evening milking. Maybe he'd
go home JUSt for an hour, he thought, check on Willy and
help them get started on the chores. he'd return.
side at the caf door.
. ince eleven o'clock.

"Wendy and Sandrq've been.crying

She phoned and told me you'd better cdée back and gef them..

4
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%Kd put curls in it.” We hate curls." She paused breathless
/ - .

, o
+~ and angry.

,

Four-year-old Sandra picked up wheré her sisﬁer
left off. "So.we fixed her. We decided to cry as long as
we had to stay there. We wouldyhévéﬁcried for a month."
. Bradlex's anger grew s&owly, like a black approaching// 

storm. He wheeleg the car in the direction of his mother- -

in-law's farm. She would know how to care for the girls.

.
As he drove, his anger increased. He thought of all the

‘times he had wanted to tell his mother off, ' She always did

{
eveﬁything\just the way she wanted — never a care for any-

ione else's feelings."She had had a mean religious streak
all her life. This {ime he'd really let her have it. The
fi}sp chance he got. He'd let hef have it with both barrels
— tell her what he'd thought of her all his life. I§ was‘~
about time somqbody set’her straight. Her and her damned
stiff-faced, straight—laced‘religi;n, If she was a man, -
he'd hit her. Ha'd put he5'§n'her place once ana for a}L;A

: h
It was about time, somebody did.

~
-

Bradley was still séething with anger whe; the doctor

met hifm outside Adice's room.
. /
"Just brought her back, Bradley. She's fine. She'll
. ~ . . 1
be as good as ever in a few weeks. That tumour was the

démnedest size though — it weighed tgn.pounds. But it

came out clean, and I'm sure, just by the look of it, that
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it's not malignant.' A doctor can usually tell by its

appearance. Of course, I've sent it away to a.ﬁatﬁqloéist,

\s

to be certain. We always do. But I don't think r

there's any need to worry.now."

“ = i

v

) Bradley sat by Alice's bed. She looked just as if she-
L “ ) ’ I
were sleeping. She even looked younger now, he thought, nhot

much older than when she had married him’tdgive years ago.
He thought about the sizg*gf the tumour. How could it grow
so quickly inside her in a matter of three months?

He realized that he was calm ﬁow, and remembered
he had raged against his mother. IE was a good thing
he had not actually gone back to Hé;lhouée; All the hatred

e

had left, like the swift .departure of a summer storm. He

wondered that he could suddenly feel so good and so relieved.
The relief that the greatest-crisis in his life was resolved ‘

seemed to remove all his hatred. - He wondered that he could

~

be moved to such raging'explosive anger -— actually wanting

to. slug his mother.

4

’ " . He stared-at Alice resting so peacefully. She'd be
angry when she learned, of his mother's treatment of the
Y girls. She'was bound to find out the first time She saw’
/the girls. He cquldn't prevent it. They were gﬁéh little
_biabber-mouths,wthose two.  He smiled at the thought of
them. . s

Yes, he_had it — a flash of inspiration.. He'd tell
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Country Ways “

eriam was hanging clothes on the line when John

.drove the sweatlng team from the field where he'd been

{
mowing hay. As she took the clothespins from the corner

of hef meat:’to pin the sheets securely, she wondered
whether John was still sullen and resentful, or -whether
the day*s'work in the intense heat had softened him.
He‘had,been punishing her since Saturday, two days
ago, when she had unéxpectedly been“offereq a teachfng
position~ She was certain he would agree with her
reasons for wanting to work, but she'd been wLong. Per-
haps the'timing;was bad.' In the planting and harvest
seasons he became remote, work seeming to form a hard
impenetTane shell about him. l:n -
As Miriam picked up the empty laundry basket and

P

turned, the humid breeze billowed her white cotton dress,

© L}

which seemed intent on chasing the flapping sheets and
sailing her far from the farm.

She walked towébd the barnyard where John'paused to

‘let/ the horses drink from ﬁhe'cement water tank. To

her right wash»the milkhouse and the split, éiled wood
with the bark on each stick drying to a-hard, britgle
shell. She looked‘at the large weather-blackened bloek
qf wood used for decapitating fowl: It stood near the

woodpile, seve?al feet from ﬁhe milkhouse and a short
s’ v 4

A
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- ‘ , distance fépm the hduse, ldﬁgignass flourishing ét its
base. The axe blade was lodged in the wood, its polished
1roak handle pointing slightly upward in the slanting ;ays
-of the afternoon sﬁn. A few gray and white feathers,
glued with the last victim's blood, clung tenaciously'to
the b&ock.* Lgading ‘four-year-old Mary Ann by the hand,
Miriam walked in a wide arc around the ominous block.

"Jt's a good breeze for drying hay," she called,

"

but John answered with only a nod and led the team into

A

the coolness of the stable. ‘*ﬁy

L4

» "I'll be going to that sale in Chesterton after all,

since I've finished the mowing," he announced as he passed
"into the back porch of the house. Miriam, who was several

© steps behind’him, went upstairs and laid out clean over-

w

. ~ alls and a denim shirt. _ .
She would have to milk the cows alone, but she was

not to lift the heavy milk cans into the cement cooling

M [l

tanks. He would do that when he returned at about ten-

—

'thirty. And if any hobos approached the farm from the

railway tngcks she could just set the dog on them. -
She stood in the bedrobm door, keeping the distance

between them she thoughp his tone warranted, ana watching

as he changed clothes. John was tall and s}newy, a bit, .

v stoop-shouldered from carelessnefs of posture and long ‘

hours of labour. As he sat oﬁ the corner of the bed -
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lacink his boots, his thickalack hair tumbled care<’

lesslx over his forehead and ears.

"Maybe yéu should get your hair cut in town and.

~ &

‘

shave before you leave."

- His gray eyes fixed on her momentarily from his
sharp-featuredf\suanrned face. "Haven't got time, .
éndiwho's to care anyway? There'll just be farmers
there." |

She knew his sarcasm was a conséquénce of\their
quarrel. She also'kgew they couldn't afford to buy
;;ything at the s;ie. Not wanting to alienate him fur-
ther, she kept these thoughts to.herself. She.was sure
he was broéding about her — a city girl’hé.could nevér
completely mould to country ways.

"Still," she said, ignoring his remark and- trying

. to appeal to the thrifty side of his nature, "you may o
Jot be in ﬁohn again for~aiﬁhile and 'you wouldn't have
to waste gas on a spec%al trip later for a haircut.

And in this hot weather, you'd be more comfortable with

your hair cut short." 1

John didn't reply. | ' - 13\
Her fear of being’leﬁp alone on the farm,'esp;cially
at night; far from any neighﬁﬁur, recurred.
"Why don't they have these farm auction sales‘stgrt-

ing about ten in the morning? Then you'd be here for-
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milking. I don't like leaving Mary Ann in the house

alone while I milk."

‘"lYey'd never get the farmers to leavehhaying all
day. Have a poor crowd in that case. Mary Ann'll be
all right. Like iialready told you, just don't take her
to the barn ‘'‘cause she miéht get kicked. Put her to
sleep, and then do the milking."

~

Miriam followed him to the truck. He glancea .7
sideways before starting it, his tired gray eyes focus-
ing on he;. "You'll do all right. just See Snowball
don't kick over thé milkpgil. She's a kicker, and she
don'£ know you. wAndubé sure you strip them all clean."

She‘said'good- ye as he stgﬁked the motor, but he
did not hear and'd$ﬂLe-down the gravel lane leaving two
long parallel'cloud of slowly ascending dust in his
wake. She watched until the clouds became one and dis-
fapbeared. S '

' "Just strip them all clean," she muttered. "Why
céuldn't he héve said good-bye, sho@n some feeling?"
.She sat on the porch steps, thinking. How his.
speech grated on her sense of grammatical correctness.
After thef were married; she tried to discourage him
from'saying'“he don't," "he ain't" and "I seen." At
first he looked hurt and fhen defignt, like a pupil she

?

~might have scolded unfairly or tdo harshly. She was

»

fH ]
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immediately sorrytshe'd~hurt.his pride. Although sﬁe

l%qed him more ihtensel§*at thétgmoment, with the ‘pained),
bewildered look in his eyeég.shé'couldn't understand why
he wouldn't want to speak correétly. She felt 1like hold-

ing him gently to aésuage the huft} but she knew instinct-
~ - - ' Y]
ively that she had to let his hard defiant exterior dis-

A

sipate of its own accord. Warmth and gentleness would
. T :
only cause a more complete-withdrawal.-

‘ Perhaps what he needed now wad' some time awéy from

her, time with.the,othér_farhébé‘}n towr, "time out" to .

~deal with his ahﬁérmand let 2t shbside. /"Time out," she

mused, was -@ pedagogical expriession for coping with an

: “obstinate, angry pupil. But didn't she.also need "time

out" — away from the farm and work®? She felt a sudden,
_gnawing resentment that he didn't consider or\undenstand

-

her needs.
Shewhad'bentato\hfs’neéds from the first. When she
had mef’hiﬁfsi; years ago in the city, he_wantea to leave
».
‘thé cit§, withkﬁtgkﬁeavy traffic and noise, and live on'_
Aa#farm where life was tranquil — whg;e he'd be his oﬁn.\;
Tboss. He was working in the/city only to earn enough
for the down’payment on a farm. ‘She thought he was roman-
tic and dream} _ a”wondegful cbmbinatioa — and gave up
. Coe N

™ "her teaching‘position to marry him and sh&re his dream.

S;ttiné on the stéps now, recalling their lost warmEh
“ ] -



and closeness, she felt weak and empty.

She remembered the visdit from the Chairman of the

L}
o

Farland Public School Board Saturday. morning and almost

%

wished he hadn't sought her out. -Would she consider

teaching in the -village school? Before letting heﬁ

answeﬁ; he offqred an'incentive: she would be filling

the position vacated by the inncipal, ﬁe had heard
» . N . N .

1y /

-,

———
close to completing her B.A. The Schaol Board wanted

. ,

that she'd taught.for several years 'in the city and was

2%

- someone with city experience and pregékredﬁa member of °

the .community. It would even raise the salary to attract

5%
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her. She had said she was 'interested (she remembered

)

EF}ing to . conceal her‘eiéitement), but she would have to /

-

discuss the offer with her husband.

v

»The job would be a return to the work she
; . p
would get her partially away from the farm and

in the community. It woul% not be a return to

but it was a good alternative. Perhaps if she

bettenr. She—longed for a change, even if it meant only

- going to Farland to work each da}. Her salary

loved.

!

a

It

involved

the city,

wasn't

around John all the time, theif relationship would be

would

o~

~

raise\their standard of living. She ﬁad gradually real-

ized farming would doom, them to near poverty.

-

I could still do all the house work ‘and

‘ +
' ?

e ' i -

v

N

help .with



.a telephorne."

Y

the chores,” ghelhad pleadéd“with John over supper.

"I walked over to see Alice vacMillan and she's agréed

to.babyéit ya}y Ann. Her Wendy-is the same age, and it
would *be good for Mary Ann to have anqther5chiid to
play with." -

"You had no damned business going all the way over

to Alice MacMillan's and supposen you'd go to worﬁ. No

L .1 ‘
wife of minme is gonna be out working. There's enomgh
~

for you to do here already. Do you think I can't afford

to keep you?"

U“But'John, the eera money wWould mean we wouldp}t.
have to be'so poor, ;lways cuttingrcornersﬁ not‘bujing
neh'clptheé. \Yoﬁ'could buy better machjnery and hire a
man to help you during the summer. You wouldn't:always
look so tireg. Maybe‘we could eveﬁ get electricity qné

"We ain't that goddamned poor! You're a farmer's

wife and you're working. And the sooner you get

that- through your thick, educated head, phe better!"

“Johnestormed out of the house, leaving his supper only

LY

partly eaten. It. would do her as much éood talking to

) iy
-him again about the job, she concluded bitterly, as 1t

would talking to a block of wood.
) .

. ) AN

After supper Mary Ann followed her as she fed and

’

YLl
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watered the pigé and hens. ‘Mary Ann trailed behind,

\3

e ‘basket of afternoon eggs.~‘Miriam

4

parefﬁlly carrying Fh
paused to check the gardgn for ripe tomatpes aﬁgjfo in-
speet the pp@ato'plaﬁts for bugs. She-sﬁiled to.hefself.
Wouldn't her geacher,friénds in the é&ty befamused if

‘they could see her now, checking potato plants for bugs!

-

.
\

At seven she let the impatient cows in the back

§table door, knoyiﬁg'she was already an héur late.
. Qetting Mazy Agn settied ana sleepy had taken‘yonger
‘than she'd expected. 1If she hurried, perhaps she'd. ,?
still‘be finished beforF dark. When she was finished
and locked in.-the house until John returned, she'd feel
safer.’

She tried to blot out the unsolved sickle murder of
a farm woman two years earlier near Chesterton, but she
could not. The woman had also been left alone to dg the
milking at night, and when her husband returned, he |

found her body mutilated with a corn sickle. John knew

she was still afraid; yet he'd left her alone to milk

for the first time. ‘ ’w/f/‘

A Y

¢ She disengaged the two cows she had just milked
from their stahchions, and poured the overturned hub-

cap full of milk for the cats and dog. A pail of..midk .

f)

ey
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.striding steps.

in each hand she walked toward the mllkhouse, which was’
.about fifty feet from the barn and a hundred from the
house. She Looked apprehensively at- the axe, now point-
ing directly atJtHe sun which was setting, é livid bloody

red, and she fantasized the distance to the house in long

~ —

Stahding on the milkhouse steps, waiting for the

first pdil of milk to strain, she touched her red milking

-soft, against the hard Bfack wood.

8

kerchief. Peaked by her hair, wasn't it a bit like the

rooster's comb? The same colour at least. She glanced

at the axe and shuddefed.

[ 1 » '

. ’ Vi

~

150hn had said she -should, l1earn how to klll a chlcken.
She had watched as he tw1sted and interlocked the. large -
rooster's wings To prevent flappirtg, ‘he explained. He
held the legs with hlS left hand and from hlgh over hlS a”
head brought the axq—sw1ftly down with his nlght on the
neék of the rooster, whose eye wés star{ng widely, ex-

pectantly on the block, his great regal ruby comb, jelly “:

v
4 -

N{Eng quick sweep of the axe blade he brushed the
head f}om thé biock and at the same'tiﬁe freed the
rooster from his left_handi The 'bird danced a mad
drunken dance.about tﬁe yard, headless, wings pinned,

until neck and breast feathe™ were soaked with blood. .
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Then. it flopped abdut in the grass; and attlaét ceased .
p6 bleed. Miriém yelled "Scat!" at the barn cats which

waited impatientlyt:staring_at ihe head, licking their .E

lips. 'Shaken by the spectacle and Johé's insensitivity -

to the rposter's plight, shg turned abruptly énd

went into the house. . ‘ )

» John had plucked the' bird in the barn, but insisted
she'gut it. She follgwed his instructions, but her hands
slipped awkwardly and she held her head. sideways, away.
¢from the warm choking ;behch;

"Is there no easier,‘kiﬁder way to kill them?" she
agked, scrubbing her hands with a bar oflA;dcerM;cMillan's\
homemadg 1{: soap, thinking it was strong enough to

remove the skin from her hands.

Iz . :
"M?Vgrandféther used to wring their necks. Just

snapped them off. But there's a knack to that. And
' . x, . -

my grandmother used to close ﬁhe;back door on their
neck and give a hélluva pull at the same time."

Miriam remembered the delight in his eyes as she ) oo

winced at his stories.

L]

, v e

.Before returning to the barn, she batted the top of !
" her kerchief and decided to retie it more!tightly. What
. ) ‘
if she were surprised and killed by the maniac, killed

with the axe John left in the yard, Rilded like a .

e

. o

a
¢
ete <
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rooster? The maniac could still be in the area, a seem-

[ !

-~

ihgly normal person who might go berserk again. Nobody

\

(knew for sure the murderer was a deranged vagrant who
fled the reglon' Maybe one of the men at the sale, seeing
‘John ‘there alone, knowing she was at home alone ca.

\

She lit the lantern. The barn was now dark inside.
Ks'she finished the si¥tr‘cow, the cats stared eec;ly
from the darkness. 'She could see only tﬁely green eyes.
The poda, restless and anxious te Se milked, moved ner-
vously 1in anticipation of abandoningwyer and joining‘the
other five which had long since traiied to the pasture.

She leaned heér red kerchiefed head sidewaya againat
the warm flank, hoping to calm tre animal. The animal
warmtthae scothing. She av01ded the cats' eyes and
concentrated on the milk squirting and h1351ng rhythmlc—
ally in the aluminum pa;}.

# .

If only they had not met Bradley and Alice MacMillan
"at the grocery store Saturday night. Farmers did their
weekly shopplng in Farland on either Frlday or Saturday
evening when the storétbemalned open until ten.. If there
was no communi@y dance or_ other social event, the outing

\pf the “week was the shopping. Farmers milked early add

more quickly, dressed up, and went to the‘village to shop
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leisurely and exchange news.. A social outing, she mused.

. How differgnt from her Saturday evening excursions

‘to the Glen Lea Country Club in the city! She had gone

there dancing every Saturday night with a éroug of single

< . . . .
teachers. They sat at one of .the larger tables, drinking

‘slowly, l&stening to the bqnd,ﬁjokihg about work, and
whtcbing theq couples dancing. They were times she liked
to remember friendly and meflow, aaﬁeiease from the
confining routines of school.

Turning to a light touch on her shoﬁlder, she had
seen John for the first time. wéuld she dance with ﬁﬁm,
np{d‘gsked.- She paused as she usually did on sSuch 8
occasions; as if decidingﬁ—— an act, she remembered now,
designeq to make Lhe man think she just didn't get up
aﬁa dan@g with anyone’ who happened to ask her. It'was

also a moment to size up the man and perhaps thirk of a

s\ -

plausiblejexcuse\to decline his offer. When' she noticed

g

»

John's shyness and apparent regret‘that he had dared ven-

ture away from his twdo friends amd.taken a chance on her

- . s
refusing, she flashed a welcoming smile.

The first dance was awkward, but by the second, he
relaxed. - By carefully worded questions and just the

s .
right smile and expression, she encouraged him to talk,

.drew him out of his shyness and self—copsciouéness. He

was tall, Iean, tanned, and dark-haired — an outdoqgr
% ' " .

s
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" the stool by.the eighth cow, she could see the wall of

~unusual sourd. 'The dog lay in the corner near the ‘back

- -

out to work. Every woman oughta work, just to see what

it's like." o

-

Although John had smiled at Bradley, Miriam noticed
hid body sgiffen. He glanced sharply at her, indicating
he held¢her'respoqsible for meeting the MacMillans. She .
felt sure John's pri@e was hurt by the n¢ighbours' per-
ception that he was putting her to work to help support
the family. If'only she hadn't beed so presumptuous, if

>

only she'd persuaded John, before making arrangements with,

Alice. ' . .
As Miriam finished stripping the seventh cow, her
fingers ached. (Usually she milked the fpur‘easiest ‘COWS

e
slowly, watching Mary Ann, while John quickly and expertly

 milked’the other eight. s

She noticed the barn was darker now, and sitting on

darkness beyond the open back stable doéor. Thinking of
the bloody sickle, she milked more quickly, her temples .

4 ]

pounding and her ear trained qn thﬁafront door for any '

door through which the cows stepptd into the barnyard. .
She worried less about that door, and she didn't care that
she hadn't .stripped the eighth cow dry. On jerky legs,

she rose and released the cows she had just milked, not
L2 .
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Bhe could see the outline of the chogping bloc

- . B b,

o~

once letting the front door out of sighﬁ. The dog leapéd,

and nipped the heels of the passing coﬁs, forcing thgm

te rush into the night.

A pail of mMilk in each hand, so as not to appear
unnatural if she was being watched, she called to the dog

who,. feeling 'his day's work didn't include following her,

"rose reluctantly, and sank lazily into the corner. She

-

turned up the wick and 5laced theglantenn beside the

~

front door. Pausing, she peered left and right'before
RN

stepping quickly into the darkness and wélking to.the -

milkhouse. Her eyes swept the dark night and the milk-

house, but she couldn't see any movement or the chopping .
. . ; -

block. ' g

She poured the milk .into the strainer and banged the

[} [ 4

strainer loudly on the‘top of the milk can — lifted it
high“apq slammed it down angrily to make the milk strain
faster and to prove t&lherself everything was all right.'

As she stood there, she-looked through the milkhouse - -

- %
window. At that moment the moon sailed cle of a cloud.

, but not-

the axe, and she was sure a tall wavering shadoWw retreated

4
»

behind the woodpile.
Her temples pouhdgd wildly and her legs weakened as
. - : - - ‘ A

if they.wouldn't support her. She banged the strainer

~

again,‘défying the shadowy figure to come near her, and,







-~

35
from her sweating palm, but she, grasped it firmi&.

) Her thfoat was dry, her temples throbbed, and her
heart pounded. She tried to listen for” strange noisqs
in the night,‘but the sounds of her own body obscured

them.

;

Later, how much later she could not determine, for

-her sense of time had become distorted, she heard steps

LIRS

below, heavy stéps on the staiﬁs, and then the chair
. - . .

- ¢

/

crash to the floor. o
When the door swung open she screamea{—— shrieked

like a terrified,.wounded animal, and lunged, slashing

t

the air with the poker. Her arm was caught, held fast
in a steel grip and the poker ciaﬁtered to the floor.

Shé stood still, her-eyes wide and hysterical, and

-

shouted at him. “The axe is gone from the choﬁpiﬁg

L]

block! It's not there! There's someone behind the wood-

pile!"™’

o —

"No, it's still there;" John said gﬁntly.. "Get a

hold of yourself! I walked past it when I brought the

’

_lantern in from the barn."

The laptern was on the floor to his right, and Mary

Ann, whimpering and wide-eyed, ciuhg to his right leg.

"Although Mirjam shook and §obbe§ convulsiyely, she\noticedb

how anxious and frightened his face wa{/;n the- lan-

terﬁ light. His hair was cut’véry short,.maiing h;h

- ~
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,appear boyisﬁ and vulnerable. As- she stared at him,

he trembled and his.eyes welled with .tears. She stood
- M _ "~°
there amazed, until he drew her gently toward him.

.
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profusion of fragile white] pink mauve and purple flowers

. -

on the sofb moss-textured leaves as much as she did.

L] .

Efizapethjs(thoughts were interrupted by the sound’
of a car in the driveway'and children's vbices. She went
to the w1ndow and looked out- at her son Bradley, his wife,

;and chlldren. Through the screen, she could hear Alicél

s . f -

warning the ¢hildren to play outside and not to dare waik

"in the flower-beds or break any flowers. . At f%ast the
. \/ -~ e

woman knew her place. . . '

The grandfather clock ticked loudly from the diving~

room into the kitcﬁen where they sat, measuring the time
.Slowly, accentuating’tﬁe silences when convershtion
failed. Her husband Harold rocked slowly, rhythmically,

in time with the ticking, in his corner'of the kitchen,

'\

drawing contentedly on his pipe, from time to time break-
ing the silence to question or answer Bradley about farm

- \
work. She knew Harold was more talkative and active

)

outside\@he house, but the house was‘her domain — Sunday,

her day.

Elizabeth sat dignified yet'relaxed‘bn her chair at

the kitchén'table, a comfortable distance from the whiffs

]

of smoke. Questions and answers between her and Alice),
@

mainly about gardening, "were brief. She watched Alice

look ‘around the kitchen as she habitually did on these

¢ -

visfts. What & difference the ‘woman must notice! The

-

~ M
AN






&
3 -
-
-
L 3

.
7/
*

. . ‘ R ‘ ) . ’%O
_so than He was in church — she felt His‘presence as
igrely ?? she did her own. \
No;.she could never love Al;ce.f But she'was pleasant
to her becausé of Ricky whom she had raised' herself for
Jwo years and kept during every school vacation. She
1ovequicky as much as her 6wn‘children. No, even more;
she thought. She triéd tg subdue her reyentment for
Alice. It was Alice, she was certain, who pressuﬁed
Braddiey to laaveaﬁhe home farm and buy his own farm fif-
teen miles away in'Farlaﬁd. Tﬁe moye had taken Ricky
from her and had necessitated Harold hiring f%ll—tiﬁe
help. ) | - \ Lo . ‘
Elizabegh's mind .we,nt‘ unwillingly to old Freddie

McGregor, their hired man. Shé had wﬁnted‘him fired
fbr_yeér§. It was sinful ‘to have %ijggg\like that in
your house,.if would seem to the Lord she  approved

of Freddie's sinful ‘habits. He drank so much every Sat-
urday night that he wet the bed. Harold refused to get
rid of Freddie,'a;éuing he'd néve: get another héﬁd”

so good to stay and ;ork. In & move of anger and frust-
‘dtion, she had put a rdbber sheet .on his bed. Now she
sufferéd Freddie's Eresence and'ﬁarold's obstinacy on
this one.matter as a cross she had sgmehow to bear.j The

- thought that she had a cross to bear made her feql strong-

er and even victorious over:Freddie and Harold.
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\ . : , ) : .
Elizabefh watched the ‘children walk slowly and ten-
tatlvely into the kltchen and stand around their father

and mother. If Ricky had been with them, if Alice had

not allowed him to go'fishing.with his friends instead

of visiting her, she would have extended a warmér:wel-
cé&e t; both parents and chjldren.

"Willy got the hiéhest average in his class this’
repo;t card," Alice announced,’;ookiqg proudly at her
son. e N |

.0

"That's good," Ellzabeth said. "How did Ricky do?"

4
¢

"Well, not as 5ood; fijeteacher says he don't apply-
himself." ‘ |
"You b}ing him*with you the next time, and I'1ll have

; talk_with him," Elizabeth said sterply, happy to have

\ :
a pretext to get Ricky to visit. "Don't you forget,

. she insisted. "Tell him I want to see him and that he's

to spend the summer holidays here as usual."
baal -
" She reminded herself to put that new ten
dollar bill in a birthday card and mail it to Ricky. .

Looking at the other five children; she realized that

. she didn't even know when their birthdays were. Well,

" she thought, if Bradley hddn't been so foolish and left

. i . 7
home, I'd know his children better. . ' ‘

The tlcking of the grandfather clock from the 11v1ng—'

room mgpkéd the silence more g&an ever. Elizabeth noticed

— N ~
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Fﬁeﬁdie's eyes were open very wide and he was staring
directly up at tﬁg'ceifing.' Elizabekh\fancied then that
he was staring £hrough the ceiling, the, atuic,rthe roof
and at the sky ana God in the heavens beyond. She looked
ﬁb’for a moment herself, half‘expecting to see what
Freddie saw,'Put she sgy only tPE ceiling. -

While Bradley talked with his father outside, Eliza-
bethtsuggested Alice make herself useful since she was
the;e She ordered her to take;one end of the mattress,
and they dragged it to the head of the stalrs. , They slid
it "down, the stalrs, but she insisted jhey not let it
touch the crimson carpet in the front hall. Out31de the
front door, they dragged it to the far corner of the éart

den where the summer weeds, which Elizabeth remind®d her-

self Harold hadn't cut yet,,grew tall, thick and rank.

She looked at them with distaste, ifiagining they were

rivalling her garden flowers in the richness and thrust

»

of their growth.'uShe and Alice dragged the mattress into
the weeds. Then she added Freddie's pillow, urine-soaked

[
shéets, the rubber sheet, and some magazines she had
- > .

/ 'y >

found in his room. .

"So did Harold ask you to move back home to the

farm?" Elizabeth asked Bﬁadley, who approached the‘garden’

to join his wife. Before giving him a chance to answer,

perhaps to refuse, she continued. "You know your father
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can't manage all thelfgrm work alone. You poﬁld rent.or
buy a small house in the village and gork here on the
8 ‘ farm. Of course, your family is too large to iive in
- N the house with u's now. But half of everything would be i
yours. And when we pass-away, it would afl.be yours,
and Ricky's, of course, 'I want him to get a share."
As Elizabeth waited for Bradley to‘answer, she‘took
a box of matches from hegp apréﬁ pocket ah& 1it -the paper
which wa; under ‘the sheets. She turned to face Bradley,"

and fixed her eyes on his. He was hesitating, thinking,
. . ¥
Cj/;he knew, of his own poor, highly mortgaged farm with

-]

its clay soil and measuring it against this larger well-

N
"maintained and productive farm — its fields verdant

and rolling, its soil a soft dark'brown, free of rocks.

+ ’
"No," he said, "we've got our own home now. The

v

way I see it, you can hire another man, reduce the size
of your herd, or sell out and retire. ‘You're both re-

G tirement age and)will\have to retife sooner or.later any-

way."

v

Elizabeth.stared at Bradley with a momentary feeLing

-

of defeat, but she refused to bé defeated. She did not
raise ﬁer voice as she waS tempted éo. Instéad she spoke
evenly and decigively.
"Bradley, 1 will not have another hired man disturb-
"

. . ing my household. And whatever happens, I will never, I

/
¢

L
N

g
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. she remained there a long -time, staring Upward’ét the '

a
3

‘ ‘ . N .
repeat, never move out of my house. When God takes me, .

-
N
2

then, and only then, will I leave."
. “She tﬁrned‘her back triumphantly .on them, and said

over her shoulder, ﬂ; am sending Billy Graham'a cheque

‘ -

’ . 0 v .
.this afternpon and asking him to.pray for poor Freddie's
- f *

soul. I suggest tﬁat you pra& also."
Shg remained standing there, arms folded, and }qokédl
.skywaré at the riéing smoke from the‘bufﬁing\mattress,
sheets and piilow. The stenéh of burning fZagheEs was
ovérpowériﬁé,'bgt’she did not move. ‘Billowé‘of smoke

[}

followed later by only wisps — -the last of Freddie Mc-

'Gﬁegor. . She sensed Bradley' and Alioéys departure,. but

intense blue Eky. She imagined herself condJct;ng'a

funeral for Freddie.. Pious and uﬁdaunted, iips moving

o ‘

-

visibly, she prayed ‘the s4nner into heaven.

45 -




The House
L Y

Allison Casselman had been engaged to the same man,
Bill Dickson, for'twenﬁy—four years. When there were few

tables to wait 'on in the Chesterton Diner, she sometimes

: N A

thought of Bill and theiy engagemént. The feeliné was one

of calm satisfactioﬁ, for she knew the engagémént was
perdhnent}and~tﬁe-?ing’kept cﬁstomens from flirling i /
with her as they did gith Joanne, the younEJbleacqeq blonde s

waitress. Joanne had suggested, just yesterday, that
- . .

Allisgn dye her hair. There were several white hairs at

the sides of her forehead near her ears. She could no more

.
o

imaging touching up her auburn hair than she-cdould i1magine-

marrying Bill Dickson. "Never!" she “had replied. N

Allison did not like being a waitress. She'preférred L \
the secluded life she had led until two years age when her

mother and father had _died within six months of each other.

‘

If only 'she - could have m%de her brother Wayne understand

her position — her refusal _to marry. She'd known the .

.

terms of the will since she'd been twenty: in fact,
everyone in the village of Farland knew them. Wayﬁé'inher—
ited the barn and farm lahd, and until she married, she was’

to have-rpossession of the house. Thén, the housé became P

[

his as well., She -could not make him understand her desire
to keep the house. He thought shelshould mq}ry because

Bill could provide her with a home, After living in the

A

house for forty-eight yéars and working 'and .caring for

-
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_her parents, she felt the house was all she had. She

°
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g .

remembered using £he same word "never" to Wayne,'who .
proéptl; sevqﬁgaiﬁgg property from hers, sold to a‘neigh—
bour and hadn't spoken to hgy since. Next month he would
marry a widow from Farland and Allison would not be invitred
to the wedding. She ,would work that day. Now that thefe
was no fasm income, she had to work in order to maintain

her house."

’_She sur?eyeq the two late afternoor customers from’ . - '
her pogition ﬁehind the counter. George and Rose never
ordered a meal, only pie with doublergcoéps'of ice-cream
aqd black coffee. They came to the diner twé or three
§afternoons a week and both always ordered the same kind of
pie. Today it was cherry. Shq‘watcﬁed them nbw as she
refiiyed the salt andhpeppei shakers, but they we;e obliv-

ious to her scrutinizing stare. They wore heavy coats in

K]

spite of the warm.June weather and did not remove them to

-—

- >

eat. Rose had her byed red .hair rolled in giant pink .
cdrlerg held fast by bobby—pinél indicating tRey would

be going out that evéning: Both‘sab’fhere in heavy coats, .
-eating slowly,4talkihg occasionally. She knew their sur-
néme was Qilliams because she passed their large old red

and white trailer on her way to weork and had seen their

ﬂame on the mail-box. She found their’ littered yard and
crooked wooden steps ofkéﬁsfﬁe. They were always together.

She had>never seen them separately.
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She did not like the work — waiting on others in a
diner. But then, she comforted herself with tﬁe thought
that she had served others all her life. This was just

another fqégﬁb

waited ‘on her brother,

vice. She had cooked and cleaned’and

and father. Now there was

3 ~only Biil.

o R o

;w . He, however, was the one Yyerson never to make demands
v . /

y of her. " Afiter he had given up hope of“ever marrying her
(she had made him understand she wby;d never leave the

. house), their life’fell\intoia'cohfortable pattern. They
¥ ¢ °

dated once a week, she cooked for him about once a month
’ " at her ﬁouée, anﬁ they weant to church every Sunday. He
: was her best friend now that Wayne had deserted her. . S

'She could always rely on him to actompany her to .soclal

L ’

* 7
functions,, never to press her inté marriage and never to

break the engagement? He understood her, she thought, and

accepted the unalterablé circumstances.

.
4

As she drove home that afgernoon from Chesterton to

p—

Farlapd, she was once again happy at.the thought she
= ad never married. The house was Hers — hers alone — and |

iting for her. Shg thought abégt it and envisionﬁg/it as A
she drove. Just easi of the village, it wAs the most hand- W
some old field stone house in the county, perhap;*in ;he
N .
* whole province. The‘yide verandah wrapped gtself'around .

.

.. the house and the burgundy shutters and front door were a S

. vivid contrast to. the gréy stone. When.she thought of its’

-
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/ features, she kn?w “eople envied her.

Its' beauty was

enhanced- by the MacMillans' gray cement block house which" *

who had

was the closest house'to hers. Willw MacMilan,

his bicycle upside-down, repairing ithhépved to her. _He

|
had been in her Sunday school class two years ago.

’ ¢

waved in return, but it was wrlly s father she was thlnkang

about,’ not Willy. It was Bradley MacMillan who had extended

his farm by buying from WaynF, and she resented Bradley for

" "having bought‘the land 4nd barn. Their hopsg was too near

~the highway and there were no shutters on the windows.

. / Iy

was at the end of a long wide lane, bopgeredpon both sides

by stately poplars, but Stiil close enough to the highway
. o

to providé an'Ihpressive view. 'Antique dEa}ers did not

miss it.- Thinking her house contained valuable an-

Y

tiques — and it certainly did — they oFtlen stopped to

persuade her to sell them. But shevwbuldw't s5ell — not

-

ever~-— .

£2

1

She pulled the red ‘and white unrform]over’her shou1ders

':‘and head and dropped it into the'wicker léundry basket in

the corner. of the bathrOOm. She did not iook good in red;

she preferred white, gray or green. After running the tub

full e(ﬁwarm'watey_and adding rose-scented .bubble bath,

did the same with her slip. Then she added her panties and
v * .

bra to the laundry.

Having soaked the aches, especially from herﬂi

-
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’ feet, she emerged from the bathroom, a small white towel

. 3
-
' &

shaped into a tyrhan over her damp hair and a large match-

ing'white bath toﬁe% folded just above her breasts to hang ;

as a temporary dress. She walked slowly, more comfortable

) ’ v -

and relgxéé now, "to her bedrobm, and stretched out on ‘the

- ’ tory [ [

- our poster bed. 'She surveyéq the room desiraply before’ o

L
T

’

~

clysing her .eyes. There was a cool clean freshness abhout
) ‘, £

the light blue walls and white'ceiling, and the laéevafter-

[N

noon sun filt%red in patterns through her mother's. lace.

% °

curti}ns.. ‘The tllted oval mirror of her oak dresaer re-

t

L= flected the profu81on of red, plnk]apd white peonies she
v “ v
. had arrangig in,a cut glass vase. 'Their spring frégrance o
. : filled the room, and she inhaled .deeply to get t;he most of .

it. As she élosed her eyes, the aura, the ambiance of her

house, especially hen bednoom, recllneg'above her. She
smiled,” then she stretcﬁed‘her arms upward§ in an embrace . - -
. and sighed. ’ T » ,

f -
[Y . ‘ . - " ‘
. . . .

e
-«
]
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f ‘// : »  The Raft, the Bull and the Bridge

‘ “-dust east of the village of Farland the railroad
tracks crossed a la;ge iron brldge., W1lly Machllan
1ook§dadown at the shallow creek ﬁoﬁing 1§zily oveg ghe
limestone bed where moésbclung to‘the stone like wet hair
brushed in the direction of‘tpe cuﬁkent., Then .the éreek

‘ emptied into a wide deepnbésin, béfore narrowiﬁg ag&in
and snaking northﬁthrough the thick cedars.

Willy, like the other boys, ‘thought of the swimming
ho¥e as his. ihé circular remains of,bampfires on the
shorg, the grass cropped ball*bark §hort, and tﬁe worn-

path to the basin seemed to mark the area‘;s’public' \
ldnd. But it waé owned by Arthur MacFarland who pjfturea
his helfers there during the summer. Since the heifers ‘
stayed away from the deep water and Arthur pa;d littie-
attgntion to this poor pasture, which wag\got-attéche@ to
‘his main farm, the boys' feelings of ownership went un- ‘
challenged

*Willy and Rat walked along the path bo where the rd
hidden the logs in the cedars T¢9 raft Fhey were gplng
to build and anchor off shore would give them even strqngf
er glaim £0'the swimming hole. —&(@ |

,‘Willy lay on the flét limesPohe, the rock burning

" thrpugh his clothes until his body absorbed its heat. He
@ *

traced the outlines of\smail fossils in the limestone
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‘while Rat, who waS'less patient; skipped rocks across

’ hl
therwater trying to beat his record of elghteen sklps
~
4
Wllly watched as the rocks skipped almost to *the shallow

ehd of the basin where ye}low water lilies grew‘profusely.

The lilies seemed too perfect to be real. ‘Wheﬁ,ybu toubh-

ed them they felt 1ike wax; almost 1like plastic'flowers.

Once,he'piﬁcked oaé, but it closed and wilted quickly.
"Ninete&n!" Rat shouted. "Okay, we waited long

enough.. Nobody's watching."

#

_ They looked im all directions for police or county

‘road - workers before going toward thelr logs Still hiddenv

under a‘large cedar, whose branches touched the ground

were -ten new fence posts — stolen at night from the

Yt

County Road Compﬁhy and floated down the’creek. Beside

-them were the almost new planks donated by Willy's father.

"Heid never given us these planks, if he knew we

stole.the logs," Willy réminded Rat. Willy was surprised

" he felt so little guiit for the theft. Rat felt no guilt

and leés fear. But then Rat often stole things — comic

'books, cigarettes, money from milk bottles. Willy wondered
if Rat would become a professional thief in later life.

+ There'd been over three hundred posts 1n the yard, Rat

argued, and they'd taken only what they needed.
"We've paited a whole week, like you said, and no-

body's missed them.- Let's build it tomorrow," Rat pleaded.

-
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- friends when the fjirst stone splashed in the water about

7
-

a hundred ya;ds4away. They looked up to see Feveral
faqm boy; from wést of the village st;ndihé on the bridge.
Another ‘stone hit the water'. | '
! "Hey; why don't you come swimming?"' Rat tauﬁted;
knéw{hg the‘boys couldn't swim and had no swimming suits
with them. A -third stone struck the water before the
-throwers wereldistracted by MacFarland's bull. * .

‘The bull bellowed and‘crashea into the fence® mad-

den€d by the boys' rocks and jeers. ..

"Theyre afraid to come down because of the bull,

and :Féx<:e just making him c}azier," Willf‘saig. aSome~
day he'll break‘down-that fence énd'get them." ’

The bull qhésed Willy. and his friends regularly to
the waten;s edge; He was a huge old holstein, driven
mad, Wil}y thought, by the heavy five foot chain attached
to the brass ring in his nose. The large ring pierced and
stretched his nose. He walked carefully, dragging the
chain between his legs.

Uéually they éould hear the bull approéching, an-'
nounciné his angeﬁ by a low bellowing which became thun-
derous and defiant. Just an hour ago he chased them info
the water. They could almost:feel his hot breath, but as

he lowered his head to attack, he stepped on the ‘chain.

His head was jerked sideways and he stumbled, giving the

]

-~
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v

“
shouted at them. Look a& what you've done to my bull,
thrqwing stones at him and téasing hiﬁ.tiil he's crazy!
He's so cross I'11 never belable to handle him. 1I'11
probably have to shoot him." )

Rat wés'ready to run, but Qhen Willy stopped, he
did too. As Wity looked at Rat in disbelief at the

accusatien, he noticed Rat had turned white and was

shaking. .

"We never threw anything at your bull," Wiliy
countered. "I live on a farm. I know better than to
tegse a bull. We just come hgre to swim. We didn't -
throw any rocks." ‘

"I know damned well you did!" Arthur ;oared, bubbles

of spit spluttering from the corners of ,his mouth. “I
don't want you anywhere near my land Ar swimﬁing in that
creek again. It's private property. I'd.better not see
you there, either of you, or there'll be trouble!"

Willy didn't know where his own anger came from.
He'd nevér talked back to an adult before, not even his
parents, who would-have thrashed him soundly. It was
alimost a; if he were someone else, shouting in calm, con-
téolléd anger — some other. person he'd never been or
known.

"If you want Fo knowW who throws stonés at your bull,

\

just ask your son and his friends. They've been here

[ 4

. - )
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lots of times, .pot swimming like us, but just to tease

the bull. ‘Why don't you ésk him, if‘you reélly want to
know?" )

Willy, refusing to move, stood staring down the -
large man. Arthur turned first and started walking to-
ward the bridge. More angry now, having been. challenged
by a thirteen year old, he shouted over his shoulder ,
fiercely, "Stay off my land, or there'll bejtrouble; I'm
warning you!?" A

» "You don't own the creek,"‘Willy shouted, "just the

land! We'll walk down the creek to swim in the basin,

and not youw nor anyone efse can stop us!"®
Willy stood there and watched Arthur walk away.
Only when he had disappeared down the ditch néér the

. , bridge, did Willy start to walk. When he moved, his legs

were weak and trembling, but he didn't let on to Rat.
"You shouldn't have yelled at him like that. If he
tells my mother, I'm gonna be in trouble. He was really

mad. Maybe he!ll kick us out of his house or raise the
\\\ _ rent."
: . R

"What do you have to worry about? You didn't say
anything. I did all the yelling, didn't I?"

Wifly knew if Arthur told his father about his be-

>

haviour, he'd be beaten. He'd survive the Seating be-
R §

cause his mother would be there, pleading with his faéher

v

X




«

L i

The Dark Cedar Forest
. ¢ . B
As Wendy MacMillan walked slowly along the highway, she

thought the midlSeermber sunshine was more like that

of mid-July, baking tﬁe roadhsurfacp and intensifying the
heat.yﬁin the ditch, among the waist-high grass and ragweéd,
» the cricke£a sang to her in a high staccato, as if their
song were a celebration of the unexpected heat.

She walked on tge.gravel shoufaer, making her way.from
the village ele¢mentary school to her parents' farm on the
outskigts of Farland. Brushing againsththe°grass and weeds,
she kept well away from passing cars and the heat which raé—
iaped from the pavement. It was too damned hot to be in
school all day. She wondered ;hy she had‘been SO stubid as
to have brought so many books when she'd pgobably use only
half of them. But ﬁow_&hat she was in grade eight,’shé'a

'qu}ded to dé enough homéﬁork to be sure to pass. E;eryone
said how much harder grade eight would be. "She reminded
herself she had to pass and be in high school next
September.

Her mother thought she was too anxious to leave
elementary school and grow up, and preferred sﬁe
play with children her own age, but Wendy seldom did, Béth,
her best friend, who was pow in grade nine, waved to her
from the window of the large yellow school bus whigh sent

a gush of warm air over her body as it sped past. High’

school kids were lucky. They got to ride to and from

.

t

3
Y
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school every day, picked up and let off in front of. tHeir
. y

houSes. She was still one of the elementary kidg,'all of
whom lived within walking distance of their school. Next, ' (
year, she would be }n grade nine and o? that bus.
Soon she would.reach the Hayes' ;ouse, the‘small @hité
house Mildred and .her husBand Hiram had rented that summer _ a
when he'd gotten a'job with tﬁe county road repair and pav-
ing company. As she walked along, she remembered the first
week of sdhool when she had passed the house every afternoon
without s%opﬁing. Mildred had been sitting on tﬁe front
veran®ah éyery déy, smoking and watcﬂkng her;w;lk by. She
noticed that Mildred had been watching Her, as she sat
there with the‘triplets. The triplets had stared too, she
grecalled, as if they algo wanted her to stop. She was cu- .
rious about what the housé looked like inside and curious
about the triblets, because she'd never seen triple%s be-
fore, not even twins. The th;ee girls were.sé similar to
their mother. They were small and thin, with straight
blonde, almost white hair.parted in the centre and hanging\
to their shouldgrs. Their skin was also péle, aimost as if
they had never been off the verandah and in the sun. CIf .
the mother had been shorter and yohnger, all four would ha&e
been identical. \ {
One day when it had started,rainingfjust Qs she reached
théﬂHayeg' house, Mildréd had called her inside. She got to

X

meet the triplets, Cathy, Chris and Clara, and she liked
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+ watched it. Mlldred preferred talking and Wendy found her

I

"devil's work, too. It's iike having a litter.- One's okay.

more 1nterest1ng than the soap. She learned a’ lot ?bout

Mlldred, even durlng that first visit.

‘She and Hiran,'that wam-her secona husband had moved
from Ashton, a city about sixty miles wgst of Farland. ’ $\
He'd been one of the boarders at her mog;en 's rooming house
in Ashton.‘ He hadhleen okay at flrgt, but now that he had .
a*family.tq—supporp, tneir marriage was no bed of roses. . § | ‘,‘
.She and ner first husbénd had been divorced shortly’
after she had had her first baby. "It was a boy," she said,
"but it‘was‘aﬁfnl. He wasn't right. "Hi's facé was all.dut
of éﬁape, like agpié's. I saw him oncé, but wéuld never .'; ¢
loak'at him aggin. lJt was.tﬁe devil's wopk.ﬁ She fixed
her eyes.on Wendy's and biew smoke rings. "Jeff, that'
my first husband, took off with a'floozy‘wait;ess.and
Momma got me a divorce." | K o R X ot

A

_ ,"And.having three at once," she added, "phat’s the
One at a time. I heard of one French woman that had flve, \\’
f

all the same, 1 1dent1cal. Thank God I cari't have any

‘o
4 [

more. knows what I'd have!"- <
st then llghtnlng cracked and thunder rumbled ,deeply
across the sky. The tripleps trembled and started to cry.

"Never mind that," Mildred paiﬂ "that's just the potatoes

:rolling round in the cellar." Wendy laughed and the girls

-0y
looked SUSplClOUSly at the Floor as-if they could see

p)
« e
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through to the rolling potatoes. y

v

ﬁendv was intrigued bnyildred's strange stories.

vay

She thought of the.baby pig with the deformed snout, the.

" punt her father had hit over the head to put 1t out of its

misery; and of the two- headed calf born dead, that Beth had\
told her abouu. , , ‘ ,~~. ) -
Esch time hendy.had stopped at Mildred's after school,
she learned more about,the family. The triplets were five'
years_old; and Hiram;had difficult; telling theh apart.
Mildred:did ot dr%ss them identically. The¥ wore each
other's clothes, nevér carlng whose clothes were whose.

Mildred sald she dldn't have time to'see each wore her
K 2 '/

ownlclothes ‘just so Hiram could kqep their names

~ ~

straight. :She could tell them aparf,fand soon Wepdy could

too. , Cathy had a’'slight space between her two front teeth,

Chris had a tendency to put her finger in her mouth,'and

?

~

Clara's dark brown eyes were mischievous.

The or® thing Wendy did not‘like about_MdldﬁFd was her
obhioos‘favouring of Clara. ‘Clara, she said, wés the old-
est, the fihst born. Wendy wondered ‘how Mildred could

really be sure of this fact, and why it really mattered who

:was born fihst' however, she was not bold enough to ask.

leam had arrlved home from work early only tw1ce when
Wendy wdesstill there. What seemed strenge to her, as he

entered the room, was his enormous size in relation to his

‘tiny, thih wife. He was over six feet tall, she guessed,

N , ,
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the screen dooJ and called Mildred's® name.

e

"It's too damheﬁ hot for coffee today," Mildred called

from the kitchen. "You could fry eggs on that highway.

Let's have Cokes instead." ‘ -4

They watched "%he Secret Storm". Péteﬁ was haviné ¢
probleﬁs with his‘marriage. "I hope he don't think hefs\
éhe only one with marriage problems," Mildred remarked

¥

bitterly. Then she‘complained to Wendy about Hiram.
Wendy had heard many of Mildreéd's complaints béforé.

Mildred spénn too damned much money on cigarettes, Cokes

and candy. But Mildred had reblied she'd alwéys

smokéd, even before he'd married her, and kids had'ppypave

candies and soft. drinks. Tﬁgt was part of bging a Eid.

[}
Mildred reached for more chips. Hiram expected H%s supper

,to be cooked and on the table every night as soon as he

opened the'dcor. She had to cook meat and potatoes every

day. You'd think that in this heat, he'd settle for sand-

wiches and cgpned soup. But no, he had to have meat and

. potatoes every medi, forcing her to heat the whole kitchen

up with that stove. He hardly made enough money to suppor?
them, so she said she might as well go back to her mothe;,
who'd gladly‘ieep her -and the kids. She could help her
mother out around §he boérding house. Adyway-Ashton w;s

a hell of a lot more ihteresting than being stuck here in

Farland with a husband who was always bitching.

And it was getting worse now, she said. He's got a

o

.

’

&






white shirt. He still paid mo attention to her; in fact,

o ' 6
‘As she followed her pushing routine — one, two, three, ’
Cathy, Chrisn Clara— she looked sideways at their father:
| Hiram sat on the chair, silent and unmoving. She
could see the large drops of sweat. on his forehead slowly

run down his face and drip off his chin onto his soiled

he didn't even seem to notice she was there. There was a
dark cedar forest on the other side of Farland Creek at the
end of the hay’field. His gaze appeared to Be fixed on
this. The sweat continued to'roll off his face and his

)

eyes never left the forest.

Wendy felt uncomfortable. "I gotta go home now," she
whispered to the triplets. "I'll see you tomorrow."
L

When-ﬁendy reached home, she sat in the shade- on the
froﬁt verandah to study her spelling, hoping her mother
hadn't noticed that she'd arrived home after five o'clock.
Her ﬁother might raise a fuss agéin about “her stopping so

‘often at Mildred's. She reminded herself to put the cig-
arette in her secret hiding place,; in case her mother went
into her pencil case for a ben. 1

/ Laét week, one- afternoon before supper, when she'd
admitted to stopping at Mildred's, her mother'd really
sounded off. "I don't want you there so often, making a
nﬁisance of yourself. That woman's got three kids to look
after already, without you alwaxs hanging around. I met

her in the grocery store last Saturday, smoking like a

5
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chimney. I don't want you picking up her bad habits. And
she talks like .a teenager. She couldn't've alwayé been
that way. I bet having those ﬁhree kids all at once af-
feéted her mentally, made her .simple. Imagine, three at
once! That's bound to affect‘anyon;l Thank God, twins and
triplets don't rQn in our family. Poor woman, I feel sorry
for her. Once in a while's all rigﬁt to stop, but don't
you be making a habit of it." ‘ \

Wendy hadn't said anything. ‘Shé didn't agree with her
mother's idea of triplets affecting‘a woman,mentallyu. She
liked Mildréd, with, the exception of ﬁer favouring Clara,
and didn't think she was simple at all. But she knew better
Ehan to argue. Her mother dominated the household, and eveﬁ

Fl

.her father didn't seem to win arguments with her mother.

B
-

The‘next morﬁing after breakfast, when her mother went
into the bathroom at- seven-thirty, Wendy grabbed her school
bag and Qér lunch and started walking to schoo}. She could
be at'Mildred's by twenty to eight if she walked reallx
fast. '

When she reachea the driveway of the Hayes' house, she
saw that the car was not there. That meant Hiram was
goée to work. The front door was open, so she called
through the screen door to Mildred, but heard no reply.

Maybe she was in the bathroom upstairs. Wendy was in the\

middle of the livingroom when she noticed the clothes laid
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out neatly on the sofa. A large dark blue suit, still in

>

the cleaner's clear plastic bag, a white shirt, tie, socks

and biack oxfords. She became very nervous about being in_
It

the house, and wondered if Mildred was even there. Maybe.

she had left Hiram after all, taken the triplets and left

.in the ¢dr. She looked in “the kitchen, but saw no one.

-

Féeling uneasy about beking discovered inside the house
by Hiram, she made her way across the empty kitchen to leave

by the back screen door, in case he guddenly came down the

stairs and sdrprised her there. She stopped‘ébruptly on

‘the verandah, and dropped her lunch and schodl bag.

She stood, for a moment, transfixed by the scene.
First sﬁe saw one of the three tires on the lawn near an
overturned kitchen chair. Then, looking up, Hiwram, én the
end of a rope, his face all blue and bug-eyed, facing side-

ways toward the dark cedar forest on the far side of Earland

Creek. ‘ .

She fled the scene, running in long strides all the way
home. As she neared home she was crying, stumbling and

gasping for air. She ran into the driveway, up the side

'steps and into the kitchen. When sQ:}slammed the screen

door behind her, her mother turned from the sink where she
was doing the breakfast dishes.’

Wendy'stobd tﬁere shaking, breathless, unable to speak,
and her legs seemed about to buckle beneath her.

"My God, what happenéd to you?" Alice demanded, pulling

El
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a chair over to her and forcing,her.fj/ﬁit. "Tell me

. slowly."

When Wendy finished screaming her stéry at her
mother, Alice rushed through the back screen door and
Wendy could hear her yelling at the barn where her father
was working; "Bradley, get in here right away! Quick!"

Her father must havé run, because she could hear he:
mother in the back yard repeating her story. "Hi;am Hayes
hung himself 1in a tree behind the house. Wéndy found him
there. Get in here quick and call the police whil;\I see
to Wendy."

Wendy asked her mother for a cup of coffee and Alice
looked at her as if to refuse, Put she turned to pour the
coffee. "Okay, but just this once, and I'm putting lots
of milk in it. Are you sure ygu're all right?"

"Yes, but my knees feel weak."

"I wish you hadn't been going up there all the time."

Wendy ignored the remark. "My lunch and school bag.
I dropped them. They're still there."

Alice assured her Bradley would bring them back.

He would be‘there at least until the police arrived. She
should go to school today anyway. It would be easier if
she did, because she wouldn't spend so much time thinkiné
about it. Maybe she should go and lie down until her fa-
ther returned. But he'd drivé her to school so that she

wouldn't have to walk past the house, and he'd pick her up
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after school too. Sﬁe'd write a note to the teacher ex-
plaining the lateness,l'

Wendy took her coffee andlwent upstairs. She set the
mug on her dresser, and opened the bottom drawer which
contained her socks and underwear. She lifted the folded
underwear; pulied back the paper lining, and took out “her
three reserve cigarettes andrmatches. She pht these into
the pocket of her blouse. Then she slid open the screen of
her bedroom window, took off her shoes and stepped in stock-
inged feet onto the roof of the verandah. She reacQ;d in-
side and pullgd the blind down, even with the windiz sill.
Holding her mug carefully, she crept to a place where there
was no dew on the tin because’of the overhang of the upper
Eoof. :

She heard the screen door on the verandah bélow open
and/élose, and she knew her mother was sitting there,
staring up the highway, waiting for her father to return.

Her hands shook so that she had difficulty lighting
the first cigarette. When she succeéded, she inhaled deep-
ly and tried to blow smoke rings, tried not to think of
Hiram. ‘

As she drew on it quickly and deeply, he? head reeled
from the nicotine. She remembered she had been running fast
and shaking, and that she'd screamed the story at her mother.

She was as white as a sheet — she could still feel it.

She wondered if Mildred was in Ashton now, calmly
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complaining to her mother about Hiram, explaining why she
had left, not knowing what he had done. She thought of éhe
clofhes he had la;d,out to be buried in and shuddered.’
She felt no sxppatgy for Mildred now. How little )
Mildred must have cared for Hiram! Maybe she'd be upset for
a while, but probably not for long.

She was smoking he} second cigarette and was calmer

flow. As she looked over the corn field from he} vantage

‘point,,she could see the dark cedar forest Hiram had

his eyes fixed on. What did he see there? Sweating and
staring at it, and then swollen and bug-eyed, still staring.
She shuddered agaain.

She continued to stare, unable to take her eyes from
the cedar forest. This outside, adult world, the one away
from elementary school and parents, the one into which she
would proceéd,'had a darker side, like the inside of the
forest. Anythiﬁg unexpected and terrible could happen. She
leaned her head against the rough gray cement-block wall ahd.
clésed her eyes, trying to imagine herself 1n her twenties.
The image which appeared to her#was Mildred's, not her own,
and the face was bitter. She opened her eyes, suddenly
feeling less anxious to grow up.

She sipped the last of her coffeé, which was only luke-
warm now, and‘drew on the third cigarette more slowly to
make if last longer. She was still staring in the direction

of the cedars when the butt scorched her fingertips. Then

p
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she watched it roll slowly to the eaves~trough where it
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Fathers and Sons -’ .n
Willy MacMillan stood beside his father in the
graveyard and 1ooked‘at theioak,coffin gleahing in. the

late May sunshine. _There were three heavy;ornate,brass!

handles on each ‘side of the coffin, and. all but two were
turned dodn. The two pointed stupbornly skyward, as if'
resisting the black rectangular hole. 'Néar it a blanket
of artificial turf formed an emerald tent over the mound
of.fresh earth) rendering the scene more pleasant and un-
real. Soon his paternal grandfather would be in'that‘hole
—_— unwill;ngly and forever. The flowers — everythiné was
neatiy arrangled and in place, just'éé it should be, except
for the two,?andles which caught and reflected the sun.
His grandmother, standing aloné and closest to the
coffin, didn't seem to notice the defiant handles, and
her proximity prevented any ;ectifying of‘the situation.
Dressed completely in black, she looked formidable.
Always a stoic and réligious woman, she‘ﬁéd obséured her

face by a long black veil as impenetrable as her cloak

of piety. Behind it her 1lips moved in prayer, imploring

- 2 \

her Maker to take her soon, for she had always been a

good Christién and was ready. Her hands clasped Ehe

metal walker, but its dull surface reflected né light.
Willy's mother stood behind him with the rest 6f the

1

faﬁily and mourners, waiting for the minister to begin.
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He could hear‘the occasional whisper and subdyed clearing

of throats ,which broke the unreal, suspended silehce.
Although he rcouldn't make out the words, he Fnew’what
they were — Qhat was always said.

"Well, you couldn't ask for finer weather."

"Ningty-six, eh? Qell, he's had a good life'then.".

"It's all for the best when you're that old. It's |
a blessing." . . - )

"There's reaily a nice turnout, don't you thiﬁk?"

"When I go, I'd like it to be £n the spfing like

_ -
thié. It's so much more pleasant." -

"I wonder why the reveren&'haﬁh't'stérted yet?"

His father looked slightly aside from the coffin at
the hay in the field beside the graveyard, and Willy
followed his gaze. ‘Thick green hay;, choked by'a p;ofusjon
] of mauve-flowered clover, wafted the grave&ard with an

aroma of honéy and spring. If his gfandfather c6ﬁid have

been anywhere eise, Willy mused, he should have'been on

a mower pulled by a~matched team, wifh rhythmic switching

of tailé and foaming of nostrils. Willy wished his father

were mowiné hay too, insteaq of standing awkwardly, not

. I

knowing what to do with his hands.

L~

He shifted his feet &4nd moved closer to his father

so that his right arm touched his father's left arm.

His father didn't shift his position and they both looked

.

1

.
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at the upturned glittering brass handles. ;
Willy felt a sudden urge to walk directly to the
o
R coffin and slam the other four handles upright. His . o

father would be the only bne who understood. He himself

wouldn't have understood this urge until recently, when
. ~ 4 N
> A §

he had spent that one brief inp}mate-momenf with his

'grandfather.

Willy stood in the kitchen wikh his ovérnight‘Bag
in his-hand. His mother finisﬁed'testing the QegetdbleS' '
before she blaced the fork on' the .counter and turﬁeéd
toward him. Grandfather was in the hospital, she'an-
nﬁunped, her tone resigned and matter of fact.

"There's nothing they can really find wrong or do,"
she explained, turning and lowering the ‘heat on the veg-
etables. "It's jgéf old age, — he's ninety-six. He
can't take cére of himself énd they won't keep him there
long. Your father'll have to put him in a‘nursing home.
And she can't look after herself either, all alone in
that big old house. They'll both have to go."

Willy reminded her that last yegr‘Gfandf;ther had,
rallied ;ust when everyone had decided he had only a
few days leftj

"Hé surg fqoled us all that time," she agreed, "but

Brad says he don't look good at all and his mind wanders.
~ - .

*
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. to their farm, maybe Elizabeth'll agree’to go into it
without too much fuss."' o
» Willy heard his father at the door and wétchéd hiﬁ

enter fhe héuse witﬁ jerky, del;berate.steps. From the

- : open pathroom door, he could:hearithé running ?nd splash-.

ing of water. Brad;gy walked into £he ha}lway to dry his

hgnds: As he. stood rﬁﬁbing.himself roughly with the Lo@el,l

he stared at them; defying fhem Eo think anything ;as out

of the oréinar&. _ . : , ’ ' . 4
"He's bought piméq}f a bottle of whiskey," Alice  * :

whisperéd;-. «n . ,

4

Supper:was awkiward and quiet. Willy listesed to .

P
. L]

Alice's gossip.about’neighbours, as she tried to divert

p N

attention from Bradley's drunkenness and create an air
of normality. Bradley said,notﬂing, but from time to
time he glanced at them'ghrough'glassy, bloodshot eyes. -

‘ Suddenly he bu}st forth in thick-téngued words:
"Weil,‘l‘may be getting the old age pension and the Canada
‘Eensioﬁ next year, but no one's putting me in no goddamn
old\folks' home.N-Remember that!" He pointed his fork
defiantly at his wifé and son. "No\sir, you g0 if yod

fant to, A&icel Me, I'll just fall off the tractor one -
' % \

¢ .

day on the back forty, 'and that'll be it."

N . v . -
“ Bradley stared.at ‘Alice and Willy.- for a respomnse,, g
but gave them no time to feply. He thumped the heavy
o ’ v u :
\ N . ~ ’
' " ) 3 o o ! ’
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,woo&ep_pabl with his fist. As-the dishes bounced and’
ciaptered, he laughed to himself. "Why you bastards'd
starve if it wasn't for me working!" Holding his fork
in his right hand, he made a grand circular gesture -

agouhd the bowls and platters'of food at ' the centre of

the tabie:’ Letting his fork drop noisily on his partially

'eaﬁpn\plate of food, he rose unsteadily and lfft to do

the ‘evening chores.

. Willy sat there, disturbed by his father's revelations

o - |

afid alienation. ~ Overcome by a sdrge of sympathy for his

grandfagher whom' he hadn't seen fof several years and might

t * z - : <
-never see alive again, he suggested his mother and he go

“to thefpospital to Qisit Harold while his father was milk-

3

ing. ’

!

1 suppoée we could, but he prqbabhy won't even know
0 N . h‘\‘
us.” It isn't exactly\rq if Your father's family has ever
N ) .
been close to us."

"Well,'then %e'll go for Bradleyfs sake." /
, s ' .

. - ")

Harold was propped by pillowé, his‘knees making a

tent of the white sheets and his head and .chest inclining

»

to meet nis knees. Only the shrunken spectre of a head*
Y . . ; 9 » ) ! .
.appeared from the enveloping sheets and white 'hospital
‘ .
gown. 'He seemed "a shrivelled tihy being — a dim reflect-

i

-

ion of someone Willy.had known — and reminded him of a
L = o " , ~
- S 3
. - h: hd . ‘ - ',
- . ‘
1 % 0 . -
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child, "no, I've got my own bed. You can keep this one."

"Have you had lots of visitors?" Alice asked, chan-

-ging the subject.

"No, nobody."

\ "But Bradley was here early this afternoon. Don't

you remember?"
"No, noboéy was here."
ﬁ smiling nurse entered and gently fluffed Harold's
pillows. "Mr. MacMillan, why don't you ?ut,your legi_out
flat? Then you won't have so much air under the she;ts
and you'll be warmer."
“"No, no!" he burst out defiantly, gflaightening his

back, raising his head an& looking at her fiercely.

¢ His eyes followed the nurse until she had left the
room and then they turned slowly toward Willy and Alice.
Heoreachéd for Wiily's arm and drew him close to whisper
a confidepce the'nu;se and Alice were not allowed to hear.
Willy noticed for the first time his large pawlike harfds
— his father's hands — and the fierce hazel eyes, which
&gre‘also his fat?er's eyes. Harobld's hand was warm on
his arm, gnd he felt the body heat pgnetrate his flannel’
shirt.

"You know," he whispered hoarsely, "if you put y%ur

'knees down, they throw ground on you. I keep them up all

the time." He turned slowly away.from them, as if they
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Summer Flowers
Henry Campbe}l reached slowly and deliberately fgr
the lamp chain, but his hand shook uncontrollably and he
wondered this fime how readiyy he could find it. Al-

though his bed had been moved to the dining-room six

months ago, at his daughter Alice's insistence, because
he could no longer manage the stairs and the only bath-
room was downstairs, he was still unaccuskomed toﬁhis
surroundings. without the light, he would bump into
the dining-room furniture, rearranged to accommodate hi; -
bed, and wake his son Alex who was asleep upstairs.
Alex's anger would result in another attempt to place
him in a nursing home, and he would stubbornly refuse.
This was his home. It had been since his father had
died, and nobody was moving him anywhere else to die.
As he pulled the chain, the small round blue porce-
lain lamp bobbed toward Rim. - He froze at the thought of
the lamp crashing to the floor; however, it ;ell on the
Bed beside him, ité beige shade aslant, its bulb glaring
at him, filling‘the room with light. He breathed easily
again, swung his 182% over the side oR the bed, and re- . N
placed the lamp on the bedside tablle. ' b ,‘
. To get to the bathroom, which was off the kitche;?lfl
wzhe had to leave his bed—dining-?oom and cross the full ' l

lengths of the livingroom and kitchen. He took the long
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rguté past the furniture ranged against the walls, fur-

niture which was mostly waist high and served as a hand-

rail or resting spot. Where there was no furniture, he

moved cabtiousl& along the wall, sometimes leaning against

it briefly for support. .
He moved in short sliding steps, hardly bending his

stiff knees. The shuffle, he ;ould say to himself and

laugh inwardly, no expression lighting his solemn face.

It didn't do, he had decided long ago, to let others

know everything you were thinking. Keep them puzzled . -

~;\§pd they won't know,what you're up to nor what to do. He

did not need lights Beyond the bed-dining-room, nor would

he turn them on. Lighg; in the livingroom would shine

up the staircase and probably give:him away. The path

was now familiar, fqQr*the same furniture had been in

the saﬁe place f at least twenty years. _ -

4

The bathroom, ceonstructed years ago from a large

kitchen pantry, waspconvenienily small. He could'reach
from any point and touch the basin, toilet, medicine :
cabinet, or bits of wail.

Support?ng himsélf with his right hand on the edge

of the sink, he looked at his reflection in the oblong

mirror which was the door of the medicine cabinet. It

A ]
+

was a grayish white, sharp-featured face, with
watery blue eyes which had faded, retreated somewhat.
- R
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back. ;
Henry fumbled with the button of his pyjama bottoms

’

with his right hand, now having switched his suppor% on

’

the sink to his left hénh. He turned, iet the bottoms
: slip to his ankles, and sat to innate.

As he washed his hands, he realized his mouth was
pasty ané his throat was dry, but he remembered not to
drink water in the bathroo;. The well watér, which had
always been good, was no longer drinkable — qnly used
for washing. Preoccupiedwwith his £hirst, he forgot to
turn off the bathroom light before shuffling to the
refrigerator wheré Alex kept the containers of water he
brought daily from a neighbour.

When he pulled the handle, the door opened only
about two inches and he could not understand why. Puli—
ing harder, he heard the clinking of metal. Through siow .
investig;tion in the dark, he felt the thin chain whiéh
extended around the refrigerator and was secured by a
.lock to thebhandle.‘ He thought of getting the hacksaw
but couldn't remember where-he'd seen it last. That he
no longe{ had the strength to use it did not occur to
him. ' ! 7

The bastard, he said to himself, did he think 'I'd

)
. leave the door open, drink from the jug, or spill water

~on the floor? Anger rendered his mouth parched and

‘ \\‘
X
<



throat'even drier. The chain in his hands shook, and
tears of jndignation streaked cheeks which had not felt
téars since his wife had died ten years before when he
wés sixty-nine.

As Henry shuffled even more slowdy back to hik bed-
dining-rooﬁ;'pe wondered what she'd think of Alex now. —
Alex, whom she'd favoured and babied.,6 It was at her in-
sistence that he'd helped Alex buy a nearby farm which
he'd ope;ated until he slipped from a ladder'to the hay
mow and hurt his back. Always lived at home. Sold‘the
farm for five times what he'd paid for it. Fifty-six
&ears old and on.a disability pension for a bad back;

/

which was not really that bad. Alex whom he had to de-
pend up;n for everything now. ' Alex who hag becdme more
of an enemy than friend and son. He figures, Henry
mﬁéed, the weaker I get bhygicaily, the closer he is to
putting me in a nursing home. And he can put me there,
ifghe:can get Alice to agree with him.

Henry wondered what had happened to t?at préviousJ
uﬁspoken unhderstanding be:ieen Alex and himself. He had
bought the groceries, paid the.bi{ls and cookéd, while
Alex had lazily shovelled the snow, mowed the lawn and
was just genérally around. He never éhould have been

so/gedergus and easy with Alex, he cduld see that now.

Alex had beén given everything with nothing expected in
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next morning and the spilled food was cleaned from the

floor.

Thinking of this new Alex, an Alex he'd never really

seen until Alex had been forced to do things himself,
made Henry's pu;sé increase and made him even more
thirsty and angry. There was that new washer and drier

Alex bought without asking him the day after the

spilled“food incident.  It's almost as "if he was getting

even with me, Henry £hought, buying them with my money:-
without even asking. 1I'm nobody's fool, I know what's
going on. The more of my money he spends on the house,
the less there'll be for Alice, since the houée'll be
his.

The pension cheques used to be more than enough to
pay the household expenses, but now that Alex cashed
them, he .never retirned the extra money to Henry. Alex
said the price of égepythidg was going up. Hemgry

didn't call him a liar, but he knew that the cost of

living hadn't risen that quickly.

Henry now regretted héving gone to his lawyer a

year earlier with Alex to sign over his power of &ttorney.

He had relinquished all his power and now had to accept

everything in silence because of his physical dependence.

Thank God, he thought, I wasn't fool enough to leave him

2

my money as well as the house.’ He's probably madder'n

Al
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hell Alice gets thaﬁ. Probably figures he deserves the
money. - '

As Henry thought of the chain again, he-knew for
certain Alex wanted!him outqof the house and that he'd
apply all sorts of %ressures‘to get his way. Henry knew,
too, that the momenq he was in é nursiné home or dead,
Alex would move in His woman friend from her apartment in
the village. Always someone else's wife or ex-wife, been
like ﬁhat for years. She'd move in aad cook and clean
for him. He knew Alex's plan — a plan wh?ch would mean
no work for himself and no respolNgibility. He'd never
marry his current woman, who wasn't\even divorced and

never would be if her husband had any say in the matter.

She and Henry knew Alex well enough to realdize he'd never

*
LN

commit himself to marriage — to any woman. And Anna, a
very moral and church-minded person,‘would roll over in
her grave, Henry thought, if I allowed a common-law

arréngement. He felt a degree of smug satisfaction that

‘Alex's woman would never get into the house as long as

he was there. And he was there to stay. The;'d have to
carry him opt,.he'd not‘zo willingly.

Henry realized he'd never go to sleep if he didn't
stop thinking aBout Alex. Instead, he_thought of the
house — his house. The house was special, for sometimes

when he thought about it long enough it would trigger'the

~

P |
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past for him, .almost as if the house were part of him.
Tonight he had passed the chair his father had made, the
oné still in the corner of the kitchen; and although he
hadn't seen it in the darkness, he was aware it was
there. When I was a’'child, Henry thought, there were six
of them, all the\same, buﬁ not quite the same since they
were Madg by hand ~— and that's tﬁe only one which has
survived. A photograph of his uncle, mother and father
hung in the livipgroom, just above the guﬁ rack. Sober
and unsmiling, they posed for the photographer in this
same livingroom. His father and uncle ‘built the

house themselves. What was that one remaining cha}r made
of — asﬁ, maple, hickory? His father told him, but

he couldn't remember now. Yet he could feel him§elf and
his past in almost every corner, floor board and piece

of furniture -— furniture which had been his and Anna's.

There were late March winds playing against the

-
N

window at the moment . Soon the snow would be completely
melted from the flowerbeds, and the lawn would stretch
long, narrow apd green from the road to the front of the

house. It was almost morning. Every morning Anna,. his

v
/

wife, had risen first; and when he could hear the clatter
of the lids on the wood stove that had been in the kitchen
most of their married life, she was lighting the fire to

v

warm the house and start breakfast. Then he too would get
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up and dress, ready for a cup of coffee befgre he did

the morning milking. He did not think beyond the housge

f
because he had sold the barn and farmland ten years ago,

shortly after Anna's death. Sometimes he would relive .

y : . - I
their entire daily routine. But what s _mést pleasant

L 4

and conducive to sleep was lying on the front lawn in

4

the soft grass, just where it slopgd toward the house,
while shé sat in a white‘slant-baek wooden lawn chéip,
knitting work socks 'for him or a sweater for hg}se}%@ *
Eéerything was quiet except for thg breeze which rustled

the leaves in,the elms his father had planted yea\s be-

<

fore and the bees which dronéd over the summer flgwers

at the front of the hogse.

L3

o
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Henry sat in his lazyboy -after lunch, not watching
U '

the television which seemed permanently on now. He

would watch football, a documentary or the news. Alex

. - 4o 2
~ has no goddamn taste at all, he thought — watches any%@ﬁ

i

thing, even thése stupid soaps. Sincg‘it was Sunday,

' i
there were no soaps, thank God. He looked across at Alex

-

who waé asleep on the sofa, and he thought of the qﬁain
he'd discovered on the refrigerator last night. Removed
thi;rgorning — afqaié somebody‘might see it. "Why
doesn't he go to:his godﬁamn bed tp sleép?" qury ;rum-

bled. /

A

‘! i
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while Alex watched his soaps, Henry read magazines
C o ]
and the newspaper to keep up on local and nat'ional pol-

itics and issues. He ceased to wonder long ago that Alex

. - | .
limited and narrowed his mind. Newsweek lay open on
Henry's lap, and his reading glasses had slipped to the\'

tip of* his nose.

~

Feeling his glasses being removed, he awoke with

B

a start. ‘He watched Alice return them-to their case on:
. the coffee table and put‘the magazine in the rack beside
his chair. I can remove my own goddamn glasses, he said
to himself, but hi§ face showed_no annoyance.

"How are you today, Daddy?" 'Alice asked, taking

off her coat. | ’
"Just fine. How are you,Brad? Getting the machinery
ready for spring planting?"

" "Oh, it's a little early for that, Henry. So far-
. . ) o ?
I'm just thinking about it. Looks like it'll be an

early spring though. We could use that."

Alex woke, nodded to his sister and brother-inzlaw,

stretched, and sat up on the sofa.
- "

"Is there anything i can ge%;you, Daddy?" Alice

asked. "I baked you a chocélaie.cgke."
wJust a glass of water," Heriry replied. "Food's

-

always so goddamn salty I never get enouéh to drink’"

[

Henry‘coul& have gotten the water himself, but he

- -
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‘didn't want Alice to see how’slowly he walked in case the

‘nursing homé idea was discussed again. , ‘ .

Hé'?eﬁ%mbered.that day last fall, also a Sunday, .«
A ‘ ~
when Alex, Alice and Bradley had persuaded him to visit

George Galligher in the Chesterton Nursing Home. Alice .

. said the drive would be a pleasant change for

/
him — get him out of the house.
W After visLting George, they walked along the corri-
~ v O'r hl
. { ' ' . el *
dors, to look things over, Alex had -said. The ‘corridors - “

f
-, L . . T

_ were long and wide, and,the'thfck beige carpet muffled

their footsteps...They;walked slowly for Henry's sake.
Most‘déorq were open and\he'noticed all the rooms were
_small, square and vefy white —;-a blank staring white',
Henry'copaluded, stark whitg like’the attendants?4 uni-
forms g Usdally theyge "were two peopie to a room. Some
were asleep with their .mouths open, but most sat in
Fhairs or were prapped in‘ﬁéds,\staring.blankly or cu;-
iously as ey paésedf The residents séehed a different

+shade of whlte to Henry, a sort of chicken flesh white

of a just-plucked prdu"Few moved about the halls that -

~ -

he -could see. Thank God, he was still hobile and didn't

-
. . a \ 4,
need a cane or a walkep. He quickened his pace as they "
o~ ad f
moved toward the main entrance and shuffled several feef
* —rte
ahead of Alex, Bradley/and Alice. . . 2
’

<

"What .do you think -of the, place?" .Alice asked. -
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'"Very modern and clean. George said.'the food was.réally

good — probably a lot better than Alex cooks. Thére's

-

probably a,lot of people you know here toé, besidés*‘

-

George."

~
n -

» M (.7
Henry's response to Alice was a disapproving glare.
., . ® ) , -4 i
Tlren he turned abruptly to addréss Bradley, a neutral

third party whose juégment he valued. "Everyoné's old
- ' . M ' \ ‘
. in this place, goddamned near Qead. You wouldn't see

U

me moving into a place, like this." He noticed Aliée
’
shrug and look at Alex as if to say I told you so.

“ . ]
The conversation in the livingroom’ turned to his

,grandchilaren and greét'grandch{ldren and bien%gd with
the'droning of“fhé television. I shouldn't h;ve mention%
ed the salty food, Henry thOught; That was a mistakg.i
Aliée‘i} be thinking of that good cooking in the nursiég

™

home. . ) ‘ L
He relaxed and let his eyelids clpse,‘draw” down
élgzly like the blinds omr the narrow farmhouse windows —

the way people drew @hem do;n years ago. The way Anna

had pulled them down when® each of his parents .died. (
elthough it was not s¢ much the custom when his son”was'
killed in World War II, she lowered them then. And
when| Anna died, he lowered the blinds also, feelipg

sh wbuld have liked him to do so. -‘He wondered if Alice

would adhere to the old custom.,when he died. But he'd
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not ask, she might think he was foolish.
' He thought of earlier times, sunny Sunday afterngons
when visippﬁs apbived and there was no television. They
sat gbout the front lawnfnear the flower-beds in the
large slant-back white wooden léwn.cha;rs and he and
Bradley talked about the weather, gandeps‘ahd crops as
his,gnandchidgren played in thenyard. .
‘Alex turned off the television. "It's put him to
sleep," he é;id. "He éhould be in a nursing home. He
can't take care of himself at all, he wanders around at

night and goes to the fridge and spills things." He ,
didn't mep&ion-the chain which was put on at night and
removed in tﬁe morning. '"He don't eat all his food,
he .just bléys with it. He needs to be in a nursing Home
where he can receive ﬁrofeésional care. And why the hell
he don't go\to bed, I don't know. He juét sits sleeping
all day in front of the television L—'jugt sleeps his
life agay."

Henry was not, however, asleep. He heard everything
and could predict most of what would be said. He had-
perfected his feigned sleepinglroutine. He let his fin-

L d
gers twitch occasionally as if he were dreaming, sometimes

he.breathed more heavily, almost snoring, or slowly

shifted his body, letting his head roll to the opposite

side. Could have been a goddamn professional actor he
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thoughﬁ, bﬁt as he seemingly slept, there was no expres-
sion ;n His grave drawn facq.

"It seems to me we've discussed all this before,"
Alice said. ‘

"What do you think, Brad?" Alex asked. "Wouldn't
he be better off where there was nurses?" *

"Suit yourselves," Brad shrugged, "but' you'd never
get me in a nupsing home. I'm g;ing tﬁ stay home and
work right to the end. Seems to me you just go downhill
faste; once you stop working and go/into one of them
pléces. Not‘as much desire to live any more.d

Henry wanted to cheer, or &t least smile. Bradley .
and he Had alwayg agreed on most things. But he kept
his eyes closed and listened for his children's response.

"Well, as faf as I'm concerned," Aliée said, "we
don't pui him into a home until he absolutely has to go
or wants to go."

Alice's response éurprised Henry, who hadn't expected
her go go against A;ex so easily. ‘

"That's\qkay fér &ou,ﬁ Alex complained, "but I'm
Qpe‘oae who hag to clean Cp his messes all fhe timd.

And he‘éan hardly walk. You should see him."
"You don't have to do everything," Alice Egplied,

\ 7
showing a bit of her mother's zeal, it seemed to Henry.

"There are homecare workers:-who'll come everyday.and cook

x
0_
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" %
and clean, and a V.0.N. who'll come and check him gnee

a week. They'll even bring a walker, if he needs one[;

"I'm not paying for anyone to come in here- and puck

around," Alex stated flatly. -
"It wouldn't be you who.paid," Alice’ cut in, her ~
p
voice takingTon a sharp edge. "It's Dad's mdney, not .\

yours. All those services are free, government sponsored.
He's paid taxes all his life, he's got as much right to

them as-.-anyone. They do everything for old people —

&

their shopping, their banking, anything within reason.

They even take them to the barbershop. Leok at his hair!.

- e
Looks as if it hasn't been_cut in months. And my God,

4

look at his clothes. There's food stains all over them
in spite of your new washer and Wrier. . What's more, this '
house is a pigety. Why I'd be ashamed to have any of’ the ’
neighbours dropping in. Ma'd roll over in her grave if \
She saWw what it. looked like." |
"I don't want no damned strange women in here poking .
their fancy noses apound," Alex snapped. .
"Well, if &ou don't, you'd better start using the
broom and mop a little more. The place's_f&lthy."
A;ice sﬂook Henry's shoulder and he pretended tq
wake. '"We're going now, ngﬁ&," she said. "If yoﬁ need .

anything, Jjust phone."

As she put on her coat, she resumed a friendlier

\
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tone/with Alex. "By the Yy, the kids will all bejhome -

nexﬂ Sunday, and I'm'haQ ng sort of a fémilyﬁgatﬁpq}ng ji
,a big dinner at about one. I want you:.to come %ha bripg

’ . /
Dad. " ' o
. . ' /

/ .
."Can't go. I'm already invited_ out." Alex winked

/

. at Bradley. "A lady friend, you. know." ‘ /
. /
"No doubt you can't.® I'll have Brad or one of the

kids pick you up, Dad."

Aiex said ngthing-once Bradley anh'ﬁaice haa left,
and he ayoided,Henﬁy, excepthfor gﬁe océasionai darting
giare. Henry wondered if his son waS/geeiing.some guilt

o
D

-about—AIicetsdccusations. Maybe hiﬁ/brooding meant some
. h / . .o
- new pressure, but Henry couldn't imAdgine what this would
M /
. . )

be unless he refused to cook or.ge% the water. He looked
N / N N

v

up at his son from time to time As He read, not too often
. ’ /

7 ‘e

though, or Alek might bécome squicious that he had over-
! .

heard part or all of the afternobn conversation. . I have

/ .

/ ’
te be careful, Henry though?l 1 have to wait and see

what he'll do.™~ V/’ o T
Henry was underlno i1lusion that Alex would sweep
/

or mop the floor. He Kﬁew his'son'too well. If he
. / ) '
refused to clean and pﬁdy, at this point his refusal
' /
would be more stubbornness than laziness. Alex would not
/

! ]
submit to any pres{ure from Alice. Above all, he on?d

v / 4 .
not be told what/mo do — always has been like that Henry
, L /

oh -
et "
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7

concluded. There's no -use sabiﬁk anything to him.

Since Henry found hbmSelf maklng only a pretence of”

he closed hls maga21ne, took off hlS glasses,

*

and pushed his lazyboy back.

reading,

He'd rest his eyes and

maybe doze a little.

-

Maybe he could, if.he tried;not

to thlnk of Alex. e ; - \ "

A
Moments 1ater

~

then the car start

he‘heard the kitehen“dooﬁ close'and

Alex wds leaving, probably to spend

the rest of the afternoon with,his woman.

"Might just

“ . [
as we§1 live 'with her; .move in

But then he thought of his own

with her,

needs — he needed Aléx

ket the wafer.

Oh, he

u Heﬁry grumbled.

to buy the groceries, cook.and
L N \ .

knew Alex well. He'd‘betbackl 'His{desire\to own the

house would keep him there.

Henry was glad to have the house to himself, to be .
alone. Although he hated to agree W1th Alex, he, 'too
didn't want a homecare worker flutterlng about. He won-

dered how long she stayed each day — maybe just until

she had the work finished. Then he'a have the house- to

himself. again. He'd like to ask Alice,- just to know, but

asking might give Alice definite ide€as about getting one.

[N

No, he'd better not ask. .
. * . v - M A |
Alex had left the televisidn on. One good thing
+ about Alex, he often left for the village,

left Henry,

alone in the house. Like two old people alone, this
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Alex had to cook for him.

102
¢ ) o

to "wrap herse;f about hnnw;mst like a soft old patch-

L} -
work quilt, providing warmth against the sharp exterior
winds. N c g

- L&
7

Henry awoke to the sound of the kitchen door closing. ~
He’grabbed‘his newspapgr-add glasses in order to be seen
reading as Alex entered the livingroom. Alex, howeve},

stayed in the kitchen, and as Henry continued to read,

the sounds of'boiling‘and frying‘were tthe opgly indication

L

Al§x~was present.
When' he heard the plates on the table, he shuffled

\ } -
to thé kitchen as briskly as he cogld. Just gorlet him

hY

- know I'm not exactly an invalid yet, he thought.

The food wa$ on the table. ‘Henry looked at the one

-plate -and decided to break the silence. "Yqu not eating

l ]

tonight?" \ .
- "No, Ella cooked for " Henry did not miss the -

- . Ly
emphasis Alex gaye\to the wjgthﬁlla", insinuating that

[

"I'm going out. Told Ella I'd be back..!

Henry ate the food slowly. ‘TQo pork chops, fried
to'a hétd blackish crisp because thé heat had been too
high an; boiled potatoes as salty as ever. He ate the

c@ops, but left most of the‘potatoes. He -wanted to

finish them so.that he'd not seem ungrateful and upset

" . [}

. . \ it
i ! .

-
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Alex, but.he didn't.

That night Hen;y was more thirsty than ever. His
nogturnal Qandering brought him again to the refrigerator.
First he yanked the door' and tﬁen the” chain: DeSperatién
parched and burned his mouth and throat. With sudden
resolve, he shuffled quickly and angdrily to the rifle
rack on the livingrobém wall. He -took the lowest, his
shot-gun, and cradling it’in his arms, moved‘slowly and
deliberately to the‘refrigerator door. ;

He tried tahuse the barrel as a crowbar to pry and
Break the chain. It was his goddamn fefrigenatof and .
he'd scratch it if he goddamn wanted to. He'pulled and
leaned with all his feéble strength, but the chain would'
not break. - ’

Though his mind raged, he steadied his quavering body
and withdrew the rifle. He moved slowly and cautiously
toward a bottom drawer of the kitchen counter where odds

and ends were kept — screwnails, string, light bulbs and,

. if he remembered correctly, a box of shot-gun shells.

With great difficulty, he knelt and then sat on the floor,

‘feeling the contents until he found the box in the lit-

tered drawer.

\

He sat on the floor and rested his back against the

drawers. Think, he 3aid to himself, slow down. Force






before the week's out, 'So you can stay or leave. It

makes no difference to me."

Alex turnéd quickly and lefﬁ. —Heﬁﬁy could hear‘him
ascend the creaking stairs and theﬂ saw the 'lights on
the stairway go,out: |

Although\his heart was pounding against his chest
}rom the emotional strain and outburst, Henry felt good,
relieved. Very slowly, but wfth a determined pare he
ieft the kitchen, after having picked up the shot-gun,
and turned on the Iivingroah lights.

As he moved across the @i}jngroom, he used the rifle
4s a cane. MayPe that's what” I need, he thought, a cane,
not walker. I'1l have to ask Alice to get me one.

‘ After he reached the rifle rack, he decided ndt to
strain himself by replacing the shot-gun in the raqk:”
He'd already exerted himself enough for one nigﬁﬁ. He'dﬁ
use it for‘a cane to make his way back to his bed-dining-
room. He wouldn't need it for’pﬁotection against Alex
whom he knew was too cowardly to‘cause ;im direct harm.
But the shot-éun not being in the rack would make Alex
uneasy, and that thought amused him.

His pulse rate was-almost normal now, as he p@used
before the rifle rack. He looked at tﬁe faces ;n the

old photograph.” His unclg, his father and mother. So

long ago. Such stern, unsmiling faces. But theretwas

-

- ' . . o

,f ' Ve
.\ . ’ .
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rmination and strengthk of will, and he

N, o

wondered why he hadn't noticed that before. He thought

also great dete

o

of the stand he hadrmade against Alex, and resolved to
stick togg?‘i~ not! to retreat from his pos}tion.'-

¢

: Sleep migﬁt be. more diffiqﬂl‘% tonight, hgf@i}\@ht’,
as he gase§ himself into/bed aéd pulled the chain on'the~~
porgeléin'lampi But Henry's éreat sgnsé of relief ana
'qatisfactién made sleep easigr.‘ Just before he slept, he

N imaginéé Anna and himsélf on the front lawn. He was
stretched out,ﬁas hé was wa iniged,‘very comfortably.
" There were flbwers sti}ring genfly in the breeze, mid-
- suameﬁ flowers:—- delicate, white, yellow-eyed daisies-
— gladiolt %n red, mque{ pink, yellow, white ... the
¢

blooms ‘open right to the. tops of the loﬁg swaying stems
R s b .

... and the colours were more vibrant than ever.
' ]
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visited their mother in the hospital, Ehinking each time

.might‘be the last. They were sure Alice knew the truth.

-

*. She ‘had aeht Brgdley's dark suit to the cleaners, and -

ironed his whiie,shirts a feﬁ aays before enpéring the’
Hpspigal. Willy hoped and feared his mother would admit
she was dying. There were thipgs he wanteq fo tell he;.
He wasn't quite sure. what they were, but hisrdesire fbr.
Some ulti@gte, final intimacy was compelling. _

" He yatched he% nowlréusing herself from the morphine
stupor;’:At sixty-five she didn't look 6Id,’ Her skin was
free of wrinkles and her ;ight brown hair bore no traces
of gray. As she ran hér hand slowly, almost afﬂeetiohate;
Ly,over her distepded stoﬁach, he imagined the'ﬁumburs

* ] ] .
twisting, invading all regipns,agrou;ng strohger as she

- weakened. Liver-coloured octopi with‘lbng_embracing\penl

. . . /
-tacles. They encircled and squeezed vital organs, render-

-

ing them useless. , ' o o
"Did you bring the chocolates?" she asked. Her

mouth—was dry and pasty. As he showed her the POT OF

GOLD box, Wendy poured her a giass of water.

A

She'd reprimanded him on his first visit for briai;\

ing the yellow %ums“which.saﬁ with the other flowers on

e .

"the window ledge. "Don't bring flowers! F;éwers are

for the dying. They're a waste of money. If ybu're

” -

bringing anything, bring chocolatgs fbr‘the nurses."
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"What do you mean 'it ‘all happened'?" Willy asked

calimly. He stood stiffly, not breathing,'steeling him-

toe

self” for the impending disclosure.

"Oh, you know — everything." She raised her right

Q

hand and waved vaguely. "I thought at‘first it was all
a nightmare — just the medicine, but the\next day the
- . nurses told me the doctor was here in the middle of the

night. They must've called him. He's a surgeon and

" never on night shift. There‘s mostly just interns. Any-

way it don't matter now. 1I've been muoh better ever

since®" ' - -
\ v ) ! ! ' .
’ Willy turned the flowers in-the window to ensure all

sides received the same amount of sunlight, and Wendy
fluffed the pillows. . \
—~The paflid old man who got out of his room again

. hesitated in the doorway, looking at them beseechingly.

He was very tall, thin, -and stooped. As usual, he wore

only his white hospitgl gown and was in bare feet. VYHelp
~ ’
me! 'Somebody help me, please!" These were the only words

he ever utteréd as he regularly eséapqd the nurses.
»

"It'd be awful to be that baq-éff," Alice said,
\(watching a nurse lead the gaunt man past the door and back
' - to his room. "They'ré too kind to put a strpait-jacket
on him." - ) i ) :

She pulled her sheet up until it was under her chin

o -
! - ]
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and smoothed it with her hands.' "You neve} know before
an éperatﬁoﬁ whether you'll ever wake up again. That's
the scary part." She looked at them and smiled as if
she knew.somethidg ﬁhéyﬁdidn't. "Do you know wﬁat

I do,'what it's likg? Watqp!", Sge took three deep

rd

breaths and héld heﬁ nose on ﬁhe final breath. "Itfs
like'a diver going under wate;; You just have to take
‘thvee deep breaths and hope'ﬁou'll come up. How many K
times I've gone through that over the'past"thirty
years with each operation,'i€caﬁ'ﬁ reﬁember."'

Willy cole feel his eyes filling with tears, and
turned to look out 6f tpe win&ow, pretending something in
the parking lot hgd caught his attention: i |

"You should write a‘story about'lt." He turned J
toward her, wondering if the "it" meant her death. "I

. /
liked the other stories,” all about, the past, the/way things

used to be, like the Waltons. They're as g&od

Waltons." ) P ;"

1 "You méanlthe‘Walnuts,"’willy joked, imitating his
youngest brother.

"Well, that is what Allan used to call them. ';

guess we'd better watch the Walnuts' he'd say. But he

‘'never missed them, and when the show was finished, he'd
4 : d

4 \

‘say; “Welf; I guess that's it, for the Walputs for tonight.'

/

/ )
. 3
h
B



. also Ber.favouéites, since she'd been their babysitter-

‘//_ - - - | x . 1};‘

daughter, Janice, and Wendy's son, Ronnie. They were B

Y

while her daughters worked.

"You didn't have tb come again today." She smiled,

"pleased they had. "I'm not dying, yeu Rnow, and I'll

"the Bogart Curse.

be going home tomqrrqw:m ' S . : X //'
" "We can only stay a few-minutes," Ronnie apologized.
"We have to go to a Junior Farmers' meeting." Both lqbked

tense, almo;t solemn,. but they kept up a nb}m&l conver-
sati;n. . o “ | ’ Y. ‘ I

Before they left, each went to the head of the'ged.
and kissed thei? granamqther‘on.tpezpheeé. Alice lookeqi‘“‘—““*;‘—
embarréssed, but’didn't sayranything until they were gﬁne.
"They've been_dbing that since they were kids. They!ré
the only ones who do. T ve never got used to it though

W1lly reallzed he wanted to kiss and touch his mother,

' ]

too, just once before she died, but he couldn't. He stood-

watch;ng her, wondering if her attitude was also paﬁt of

Al

—

. .
- - .
B ) N <
,
,

Wendy must have been reading his thoughts. Shg was
sitting in the passepger's seat, blowing -smoke rings-a
looking at the landscape. "She don't like to be touche A

. ~ oo ' .
you know. She never has. And you never cry, no matter

_what! You hold it all inside.m - = . e
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She told him about pleading to go to the hospital

Ty

when Aiice's mother was dying: "I Qas'only twslve, ahd
in the hospital parking lot, I started snivelling. When
we got out of the car, shé took both my shoulders and"
shook me hgrdi 'Don't”@ou dare cry in {the hospital room!’

she said. 'Don't you 'let on anything is wrong! If you

h U

- can't control yourself, stay in the car!J”

. @\ L .
“"And I won't cry at the funeral," she added, looking
at Willy resolutely. "Father won't either. She wou;dn't

want him to.— he'll do his crying in private. Sandra'll

cry for all get out — she never coul& control 'her tears.

I won't though, and it'1ll be harder on me because I'm .
_." -

losing my mother and my best friend — we went everywhere

(X )

toggether." She grinﬂed'for the -first time that afterncon.
"I guess it's ‘the Bogart Curse." Then she turned to stare
out of the window again.

~

Alice was lying on the sofa, supported by pillows

- 8o ‘that she could eat from the tray he'd place on her
. . : . :

lap. ‘He chopped the lettuce and cold-cuts into postage
stahp pieces, much as she must have cut his food when he

was a baby. Rpughage, she said, was what she needed to

!

make her bowels movgz It was her Thursday supper, and

»

since she had declined in her'three days at home, just as

Dr.‘Cranord said she.would, he knew this was her last day .

. }t\sém‘-;

be)
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- in her home.

LY

"I hope there's no'visitors tonight," she'saia.
"It'd be nice‘gugg‘té beQby ourselves. You know the;
V.S.N. might p@l‘me back ‘in the hospital in the morning.
INhaven't had a 65weljmovement fqr three days. I gueés '
"Ii11 have to tell her. She'll know wbat‘s right to do."

The sofa was near the sliding glass doors'thcH
provided a .view of 'the creek at the end of the'ploughed
" field. ‘Dark cedars bordered the creek,and'ﬁé}ond and
above them taller gray trees exténded spéctral arms
toward the misty sky.' In ancther week th brgnches— —_—
would be obgcured by deliéatevnew Iqaves.v
\ She stopped eatimg to gaze at the distant fofesi.é;” ' .

t [ 2

Willy heard a cariin the driveway and turned towaéd her..

"You spoke too soon, Mother. ‘Somebody's here." The do;r

épened and Ronnie entered. : ’ - |
"Oh, that don't matter. Ronnie's not company."’ .

She'was holding heé fork the wrong way now, stabbing’

futilely at the food with the handle. Willy wanted des--

.
. -

perately toobosition the fork correctly, but he couldn't
embarrass her. Instead, he sat helélessly and looked in

Ronnie's directien. Ronnie, who had suddenly become paie

o

_because of the scene, excused himself,,sayiné he had to°
get home to -supper {— he'd just stopped by for a moment, *
on his way home from work. ' o .
- b. -, 5
-t - ’ ) - . ;‘f'g
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.y "+ 7 When Willy'looked at his mother-again, she was

Slowly eating bits'of food with her fingers. The fork
- . , . (

lay‘wheré‘it had fallen on her blanket. "You can take

o this away now," she said. "I don't seem.to have much
v . , o ' *
appetite.” R - .
< , .

"I hope you're going to be able te'eat the fresh

!

strawberries I bought."
"Oh, no, you're spoiling me!" Snguas emational, on
the verge of tears. "They'"re so éxpensive this time of

-

year."

"Don't be‘sillx; Mother. They were only‘a dqllaf _

it's only a half-pjnt, box."

o | Well, all right," she said, quickly regaining her

| 2‘composure. "I'1l try them then."‘ )
He'handed her a fork rather than a spoon from which

they miéﬁt roll. She held the fork uncertainly and made

one awkward unsuccessful jab. ‘

3 : . . Willy Aésitahed, searching for the right wordFL‘

"why don't you let me spear ihem for you, Mom? 1It"d be a

- . shame not {o do them justice. And they may'help bring on

°

- - Q.
She' stared tat him for a moment, struck by the strange

.. , a bowel movement." '
. DOoW o

Y. intimacy of his feeding her. But as she ate the berries,

ot ' - _ 4
Then she looked at the distant trees and exclaimed loudly,

Lol

. she relaxed. "They taste jhst like summer," she“ventured.




.
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Lo -
"I hope ... I hope-I gggé/all the way from here to the

fopést and back againt"- -/ . ~
)

~ "Mother, such language!" Willy séolded wiéﬁ mock
prgQiéhneés. ) B .

' fhey’looked at the distaﬁcg.to the foresE and Suést,
ikfo laughter. ‘ _

’

!

It took two of them®now to help Alice to the bath-

\

roem, one supporting her from behind and one in front.

As Bradley steered her slowly back toward the bedroom, | e
she sLépped walking and closed her eyes. "I can't make .
. it tonight. fyt me ‘on the sofa," she groaned. Brédiey
, Ebjected, saying she couldn't sleep ‘there all night. But

v A ]

Willy flashed a warning look, indicat®ng it was her last

‘A

night at home.

S /

"Well, maybe when you need to go to the bathroom in

. " the middle of thg‘night, we could move you into the bedé

. a8 . .
¢ room," he conceded. - ‘ . : ,
. "I'11 be all right there. I've spent lots of-nights

on the sofa when I was sick." -
i P4 - i,

Willylbad hardly begun to doze when he heard her

‘calling. ™I can't give you the morphine yet, VOm,'not

- t . »

for another couple of hours."

“Oh, it's ndt that. Could you wash my legs with a

= ) : : \

_ “ | ) /\J
. . . . - \ .
=y & ' 4 ' L . r
@y, o f R
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damp face cloth? I think they'd feel better." He hes- ;‘
itatea, amazed she would ask.
Her legs were swollen twice their normal size, like ’ o

two great tree trunks. He massaged, rather than washed

them”"with the damp cloth. She -exclaimed how much better
[}

- > they felt as he continued massaging and bending them lon-
g‘enlr' fhan necessary. ' ' . y
"Are you going ba?:k to bed now?" she asked tenta-
g4 wtively, as he stood up.

«

"No, I thought I'd r?ave a cigarette first."

She offered to mo.ve in'order to make room for him
at-the end of the sofa, but he told her\no’c to — t;here
was enough space already. -

"The nurse may decide t-o put me back in the hospital
tomorrow. I'1l1l hav.e to do what she says." She paused,
‘gatrger‘ing her thoughts. "You know, you all used to tease
me about being tight.with my money." She'sméothed the
blanket with her handg. "But it pays to be that way. I
nevér had to depend o;l nobody, and could always pay my

own way. It's good to be independent and secure. You, \
!

got to put aside, bgcause you never know what this yorld

will corr;e to. You have to provide for your future." ‘
"You should spend more of yox:xr money on yourself, .

instead of saving it for us. Buy a fur coat! You\'ve

“never had one. Nobody's going to need your money."




e -

"Oh, I never wanted a fur coaﬁ. I élways thought

they were a wasté of money when there'éfso many good

wéol ones. I've got money, you know. Now I can't add
it up because of the medicine, but I can remember t;e
amounts. I'll tell you how much and you add for me."

- She quoted figures in her longterm savings, current

account, and bonds. Then she smiled, content ﬁﬁth‘the

—

bl

-total. '"Who'd ever have thought, years ago, when we were
CYe) poog,”fﬁif‘someday’I'd\be worth that mucht!" °
Relaxeq ;nd silent, she looked out of the'window
towEFU‘the’distanE’céeék and cedar forest which were now- -
obscured by darkness.: He rose to close the sliding glass
door, but she sgid softly, "No, féave it open. I want to
hear and feel / niéht. It's so peaceful and quiet, I
think I could sta}'hqu fo;ever." "For a while they stared
into the darkness. Fi
Aﬁ last she spoke. '"You'd better go to bed now and{
get séme éieep. I'll probably be calling_put fér med-
icine in a couple of hours, but -I'll ﬁoid out as long as
I.can." ;

—— "No, you call as soon as you need it. Don't wait
un£11 the painé are bad. You know," he lied, "I can fall
.asleep again rigﬁt away. You gO’tO sleep now too."

"Well, not right away. I may just enjoy the night

a while. longer."

-
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Feeling she'wanted to ‘be alene,’ he walked past her

*vand Eouched her hand llghEﬁd 'He could have bept to kiss

her as she lay; §tér£pg wistfully into fhe darkneés! but
| "\, he didn't.. S - \ ' . .

N Y

Having opened his bedroom wipdow wide, he stretched

° A}
out Qn the bed but couldn't sleep, for the sprlng air and
the intimacy of_ he evening kept-flooding over him.
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Changing Partners

-

W1lly crahked the hospltal bed higher to prop ~ -

& - ' -
* his mother into a sitting p031t10n, Then he watered - qwfﬁ

‘ ‘ the flowers on the window ledge while his sister combed

N .
. ~

their mother s hair. ' ~ .

'\\ "The nurses don't have time for that," ‘Alice said,

e . ! . ra

p01nt1ng weakly at the flowers, excusing her nuraes~fqﬁ

v

'what her chlldren mlght con51der‘neglecb. M They haven\t

- v brought my supper yet, but I guess they will soon. I -
have no appetlte anyway." . " \
"It's the morphlne," W1lly explalned "It's a drug

N that takes the appetlte away " ) I , ) '

. "Where did you eat?"' she as;\d casually
.  "With Wendy. She hadggupper ready early so we ceuld .
‘R . come and 31t with you whlle you eat." : o
Alice stiffened, her’ hazy, glazed eyes suddenly
focussed sharply, and her voiéebbecame shrill ;ith
accusation. "You couid have eaten®with- your father.

He can cook, you know. There's lots of food in the .

house. bon't you leave your ﬁéther alonet" ‘ ' '

Willy looked at-her, ‘Shocked and speechless for a

{ . .
moment as her voice rose with the final command. By

— "dlqne" sﬂe meant right then, while she was in the ‘ N
hoépital, but also after ,she had died-. She wouldn't
B y -

N - .
admit she was dying, she maintained that she was going .

9
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. .
home soon, and everyone kept ‘up her illusion. The
R .

veiled reprimand was the cldseﬁf she'd come to admitting

the truth. °~

He wanted to ask how she could possibly imagine

Wendy and hé would desert Bradley once she had died — -

»

just pay’ him token visits as children often do. He wanted
to answer her rebuke in kind, as he would have done at

home. . ‘ 4

Instead, he explained he hadn't wanted 'to bother

his father with extra cooking and he was staying there
at night now anyway. Since his new‘school was closer

to the €arm than his city'toynhouse, he'd stay at the

farm.during the week from now on and return to the cit&
only on the weekénds: He'd save on gas and he'd have

more time for‘lesson‘preparatiqn a%d marking.

.

"Well, it'll be much nicer going home, if you'ﬁe
there to cook." She looked more relaxed, satisfied

she'd taken care of her husband's future. "I don't

—_—

think I could stand eating his cooking until I'm up

]

and about. He overcooks everything, cooks everything '

-

on high temperature — fries the meat until it's hard

" %and black, tough as old shoe leather." She grew sudden-

ly furious with Bradley. "I bet he'ls eating all the

best steaks. There'll be nothing left in tﬁat freezer

) except hamburgex, soup bones and stewing meat.;

4
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'was so shiny." . - .
¥

Wendy came to her father's*defence.> "I went there
this morning to clean-the house, but there was nothing
to do. You shou}g see how neat and.cleanlhe's keeping
the.place."

"Oh, is he?" She smiled, surprised ahd pleased.:

"That's good. I can't stand a messy and dirty house.

He comes to see me every afternoon, you know, sometimes

- twice a day." " . . -

!

"You could see your face in the kitchen floor it -

Alice looked content and 'submitted once more to the.-

effects of the morphine.

»
LS *r

"Lower the bed, so I can rest a bit before the nurse

.

Brrngs sSLﬁer."

* * *

.Bradley.was*repqunting his shopping trip to the
city with Wendy, and Willy sat listening, amazed his
father had gone. He had never shohn.an interest in 4
Alice and Weﬁdy}s shopping excursians.

"I went more or less éq get out of the house. .
There's nothing much to do here after the choées are
finished. If it was summer, it'd be different. We've
been going once a week. I always pﬁng

for her lunch and

slip het twenty dollars to help with the shopping.

That's what your mother used to do, It makes up for

o
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WEpdy{s‘gés and helps.her out a,little."

B;édley’was silent for a.momentu "You kn&w, when
fshe«ééme this morning, I,was‘dowﬁ on’ my kneeé washing
the kitchen floor, jus£ for somgthing to do. It Qésﬁ't
that dirty. And just before she éame in, I felt as if
Alice wag standing ovef me, watching. Sometimes I can

almost hear her saying, 'Don't do it that way! That's

not rightf'"

>

Willy stbod in the kitchen cooking supper while his
father did the chores. éométimes he feit\his mother
watching over him alsoi He imagined her lying on the’
.sofa before an opérqgion, wéighted downvky tumourg,'

\unable‘fq stand on her awollen legs, or after an opera-

tion, too weak to'walk yet. He'd been twelve the fiprst .

time, and several timéé,during the preparation of the -

.méal, he'd go into the livingfoom where she lay for°

instruction.. Sometimes. just to make her féel qeeded.

1

"Everybody should learn how to cook," she'd explain.

" "You never know when it'll come in handy. My mother <

neyer showed me a -thing, and when I got married, I
- . . 4 -

‘couldn't boil water." Willy looked over his shoulder
toward the livingpoom, half expecting her to be lying

.

‘there. ) » -o- \

\






The red truck had been parked in the driveway in
‘ _front of the kitchen gindow for almosF an hour, and the
" three men insi@e were passing a boétle back and forth. .
It Qag a cattle drover's’truck, and whatéver deal the
two men had madé wiéh nis father was being celebrated.
He looked at the stove. Everything had been turned to
low heat, but the porkchoﬁF‘had”become'dry and the peas
looked more shrivelled than ever. His mother would have’
beeprkdribus at this ppint, wanting to knock on the win-
dow to get her husband's atténtion. .

»

"Like a bunch of teenagers," .she'd say, "sitting in

4 ,

a truck, passing a bottle back an forth, getting three

. Sheeﬁx\i:hzi;/?égd'fon no reason at all." L ‘
' "As oor opened and the three came inside, Willy -

felt his mother's anger rising unwillingly in him. She'd
" probably take her tea mug and go into the livingroom,

leaving them alone in the kitchen.' Willy.had the mug in

his hand new. He was suppééed to .be upset. His father'd

expect him to be.: ﬂ.,' .
) Bradley's step was unsteady, @and he grinned sheep- ///
f;ishly, boyishly. Willy didn't say anything. -His mother ; s

>»

would have given B{adley, all three of them, the cold
' ‘ .
shoulder, and he QQI} the impulse rising, mastering him.

"We was just celébrating this deal and the bottle
run dry. T think there's one,in the cupbodrd. It's my
: t * *
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" than Joe. You learned yours like Joe, didn't 'you, aﬁtér

the cupboard for the‘ﬁhree glasses. He hesitatea,'anq

- : o . ) : 12
P . ' N ’ , -

turn to’ﬁreat. How about getting us some glasses?"
Bradley turned to lntroduce his friends.. "This v,

here s MéGllllvray and the othe el&i,i;? drover‘too,ﬁ

’Maureen McTeer s uncle. Ain't veryday you get such

distinguished company,'a Prime Minister' s uncle, in yogrl'

. .
- ’

house." He laughed- and w1nked s S , s N

"Have a chalr, fellas. This is W1lly. I gb; other
%
sons, but he's’ the smartest and the fav0ur1te " He

k)

~

paused a moment, slightly embarrassed,at his,word;.- "We

sort of look after 'each qther," he added. "He's Qhe'one Lo,
-I been telling you about. - I watch Him whilefhe does the o 2
L£ooking so I can leafn bettdr;myseIf. He can even gpeak' S
. ’ " L ‘ ." " *e o
;French. P - o o

! ’ ) i v ' ' . .
"Maureen does too," the uncle said, "even better

4

you were grqwn up?" »

Wflly set the mug on the counter and reached ipto

" then took a .fourth for himself.

™
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