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It was morning. Hidden beneath the 
mist, the valley began to stir with 
the sounds of clanking milk buckets 
and distant sputtering tractors. 
Roosters and newspapers announced 
a new day. Beyond the town, fields 
shone with dew as if tiny diamonds 
had been scattered through them in 
the night. In the hillside white 
frame house outside town limits, 
Emily Hanson still slept. Soft sun- 
light, filtering through the branches 
outside her window, checkerboarded 
her face and the twisted blankets. 

"Emily. Emily, wake up." 

She sat up abruptly, spilling the 
checkers. She blinked and her father, 
standing over her, slowly came into 
focus. "What time is it?" 

"It's still early. Five-thirty. But we 
need you to drive Lori to the stake 
center in Heywood before you go 
to work." He paused and looked 
away from her. "I waited as long as 
I could before waking you up." 

Emily fell back on the bed. She 
rolled over to face the wall. "I'll 
milk this morning and you can 
take Lori." 

He was already leaving the room. 
"The milking's done. Chris helped 
me. You'll have to huny." 

Emily groaned. Dad wasn't even 
teaching this summer. If the milk- 
ing was done, why couldn't he take 
Lori to meet the bus? It was twenty 
miles to Heywood, and she had to 
be at work at eight. 

Without getting up, Emily reached 
down to retrieve the jeans and shirt 
she had kicked under the bed last 
night. Sometimes she wondered if 
her co-workers at the cannery 

:hought she had any other clothes 
:o her name. She had worked there 
rver since graduation, almost two 
months now, and decided from the 
3eginning that she would not sub- 
ject more than one outfit to associ- 
ation with the cannery. 

Mom was still draining the fresh 
milk in the kitchen. The Rogers 
must not have come for their daily 
four quarts yet. Pools of cream 
filled the cereal dishes, waiting to 
be made into butter. The boys were 
at the table, Jeffrey still sleepy-eyed 
in pajamas and Christopher in the 
jeans and boots he proudly called 
his milking clothes. Lori, three 
years younger than Emily, was 
trying unsuccessfully to tie her 
sleeping bag to her pack frame. 

Emily drank her orange juice in one 
gulp and secured her sister's pack. 
"Come on, Lori, let's go. I've got 
to get to work." 

There were few cars on the highway 
so early, but men in the fields along- 
side the road were already busy. 
They rode in silence and had almost 
reached the turn-off to Heywood 
when Lori turned suddenly. "Emmy, 
were you ever homesick when you 
went to girl's camp.?" 

Emily groaned. "Lori, you've been 
to camp before. Why are you 
worried about being homesick now?" 

"Well, it's for two whole weeks 
this time." 

"But it's only girl's camp! That's 
almost the same thing as being 
home. Church camp was always 
pretty tame for me. Don't be such a 
baby, Lori, you'll have fun." 

"You're a fine one to talk about 
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being a baby." Lori was on the 
defensive now. "You're the one 
who's afraid to leave home and go 
to college." 

Emily felt her stomach turn over. 
She tightened her grip on the steer- 
ing wheel. Why did Lori have to 
bring that up? "Oh, come on," she 
said in annoyance. "It is not the 
same thing at all and you know it. 
I am not afraid to go to college. I 
haven't even decided 4or sure, but 
if I stay here it will be because I 
just want to. And you better good 
and well understand that." 

"You don't have to yell at me." 

Emily pulled into the stake center 
parking lot. There were tearful girls, 
anxious parents, awkward boy- 
friends, duffel bags, pillows, cars, 
and buses everywhere. Emily looked 
at her sister's unhappy face. 

"Look, Lori, I probably was home- 
sick at girl's camp. Yeah, I'm sure I 
was. But it was a lot of fun and 
there were so many new people to 
meet that I forgot all about it. Two 
weeks will go by fast, and I'll even 
write you a letter. You won't even 
want to come home at the end." 

"1 don't even want to go now." 

Emily was exasperated. "Come on, 
let's take your things over to our 
ward's bus. I'm going to be late for 
work if I don't get going. You're 
going to have fun, Lori. Now 
come on." 

Emily floored it on the way home. 
She wished she had taken the truck 
and she wished Lori had not brought 
up college; she was tired of thinking 
about it. A year ago she could not 
wait to leave. Now she had almost 

decided to stay home in the fall. Her 
entrance exam scores had been high, 
her teachers had encouraged her, t 

and Brother Brady, her senior semi- 
nary teacher, had told her that to 
go to college was her duty to him, 
her town, her country, and the Lord. 

"But I don't want to go," she said 
aloud, stopping at a stop sign. "This 
is home. I belong here and I like it 
here. Nothing says I have to go." 

She turned on the radio to listen 
for the time, knowing that she was 
already late and would not have 
time to go home. If Mom or Dad 
wanted the car during the day, 
they'd have to come into town to 
get it. They should have just taken 
Lori in the first place. Crazy kid 
had needed them anyway. 

Emily had to park around the block 
from the cannery. It was unusual for 
there to be so many cars on a Friday. 
The familiar stench of steam and hot 
tomatoes greeted her as she grimly 
pulled her card and punched 
the clock. 

The following Monday brought a 
hot spell to the valley, the first and 
longest of the summer. The heat 
fell like rain and was caught and 
trapped in stagnant pools between 
the hills, with no runoff possible. 
On the first day, women shopping 
in town remarked to one another 
that it certainly was summer, and 
had anyone been able to find lettuce 
that wasn't wilted? Men working in 
the hayfields quit after a few hours, 
announcing that it was just too hot 
to work, and retreated to their 
basements to fix radios or washing 
machines that had stood broken 
for months. 

When Tuesday's sun dawned even 
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brighter, the farmers and workers 
resolutely went out and spent as 
long as they could in the fields. 
After that, they arose at three a.m. 
and worked until noon, then slept 
until the sun cooled and thev could 
work again. Animals crowded to- 
gether under every tiny bush or 
willow in the pastures. Chickens sat 
listless and silent. New calves lay 
motionless beside their wilted 
mothers. Even the grain seemed 
to droov, as if all life had been 
sucked iiom its roots. Children 
became amphibious, emerging from 
irrigation ditches and swimming 
holes onlv for lunch and dinner. 
Windows left open at night were 
closed firmly at sunrise to keep 
the houses as cool as possible in 
the morning hours. Baskets of fruit 
sat idle as kitchen canning projects 
were abandoned; mothers sewed and 
worked on family photo albums in 
their basements. Each night, as they 
tucked their children into sweat- 
stiffened bedsheets on the back lawn, 
they looked up at the still, reddish 
sky and convinced themselves that 
this had to be the last day. 

The cannery was unbearable. Every 
time she went to work, Emily felt 
like she was descending into a 
pressure cooker, with the lid closing 
tightly over her. Fans were brought 
in which did little more than make 
hot wind around the few,who 
worked near them; Emily felt she 
had lost ten pounds in sweat alone. 
Walking home, barefoot, at the end 
of the fourth day, she saw Chris- 
topher ahead of her, starting up the 
hill, the flow of his small brown 
body interrupted by wet, faded 
green cutoffs. She called to him 
to wait. 

"Chris! Hang on!" She ran to 
catch up with him, clutching her 

filthy, fruit-stained tennis shoes 
in her hands. Chris wrinkled his 
nose and she was immediately aware 
of the hot, steamy, faintly spoiled 
cannery smell, now mixed with 
sweat. that seemed to exude from 
every pore of her body and spread 
through the air like a rotten egg. 
Emily took a few steps away from 
her brother, who smelled like water 
and algae and pollywogs. She felt 
defeated and miserable. 

They walked towards home. The 
silence was uncomfortable and 
Emily was dismayed that she 
couldn't think of anything to say. 
Chris hadn't said anything yet for 
her to react to or argue with. How 
else do you make conversation with 
a ten-year-old? 

"What did you do today, Chris?" 

"Went swimmin' and fishin' in the 
creek. Same thing I do every day." 

"Maybe you ought to try to read a 
little bit this summer. Keep in 
practice for next year." 

"Read? This is summer!" 

"It sure is.'' Emily brushed the wet 
hair back off her forehead. She was 
beginning to pant- just climbing 
the hill to her house. 

"It makes me so mad. Sitting in 
that stupid cannery all day, not 
working outside or riding. And now 
I can't even climb up the driveway 
without panting." 

He looked at her, plainly indicating 
that she was not making sense 
"Why do you work there then?" 

"Because I have to make money!" 
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"Why!" 

With the head-splitting heat and the 
knowledge that she looked and 
smelled like a stewed tomato, Chris- 
topher's matter-of-fact reasonable- 
ness was more than she could take. 
"I just have to, that's why!" she 
exploded. "Someday when you have 
to do something more than swim 
and fish all day maybe you'll figure 
out why!" 

Her brother shrugged. Nothing 
seemed to bother him. "Okay, okay, 
you don't have to yell. But if you're 
not going to college, I don't know 
why you're working at that stupid 
old cannery." 

"What else would I do!" The words 
hung in the air around her. She was 
shocked she had said them; she had 
never even formed the thought in 
her mind. Christopher ran on ahead 
of her and was inside the house 
before she could try to explain. 
It wasn't that there was not any- 
thing else she could do. But she was 
out of high school now, and needed 
some money of her own. Dad 
wouldn't let her work for the Rogers 
full-time; driving a tractor all day 
was not a job for a girl. 

Emily showered and changed her 
clothes before speaking to anyone 
at home. Supper was almost ready 
when she joined her mother in the 
kitchen. "Did I get any mail?" 

"There's a letter from Aunt Carol 
to everyone. And a postcard from 
Lori. We're about ready to eat. I 
think we'll just take our salads 
and sandwiches outside again." 
Emily watched her mother toss the 
salad to try to make it look fresher. 
She looked red-faced and steamy, 
like she too could use a shower 
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and a change of clothing. 

The sight of tomatoes in the salad 
made Emily feel sick. She sat down 
at the table to read Lori's card. "Hi 
everyone, I am having fun and have 
made a lot cd new friends. I miss 
you all a lot. We start our twenty- 
miler tomorrow. They made me a 
group leader for it which is sort of 
scary. I don't know why they picked 
me. Tell Emily she promised to write 
to me. 1'11 have lots to tell you when 
I get home. I love you. Lori." Emily 
sighed. Crazy kid was no doubt 
having the time of her life. All she 
needed was a little push to do things 
that were for her own good. You 
have to grow up sometime. 

Aunt Carol's letter was long and not 
exceptionally interesting. Aunt Carol 
was a very proper woman, Dad's 
aunt, not hers. She generally wrote 
about relatives and friends only Dad 
knew. She did ask about Emily's 
plans for the fall. Which college 
would she attend, and what would 
she study, and had she arranged 
for suitable housing and wardrobe? 
Emily gritted her teeth and skipped 
over the suggestions which followed. 
Why did everyone assume that just 
because she had managed to get 
through high school that she didn't 
belong to this valley and this 
family anymore? 

Aunt Carol's letter did say one 
thing of value. Grandpa was doing 
better all the time. The doctor said 
his heart was stronger now than 
it had been in years. He was getting 
around and seemed to be in high 
spirits. Emily let out her relief in a 
long breath. She knew the letter 
must have eased her parents' minds 
as well. 

Grandpa Hanson had given them all 



COME BACK AND HAUNT ME 

quite a scare last Christmas, when 
he suffered a serious heart attack 
and had been hospitalized for 
several weeks. A man of few words, 
Grandpa had raised his sons alone 
in southern Utah, his wife having 
died when Dad was born, and had 
always kept his home and farm 
immaculate and free of debt. As 
long as she could remember, Emily 
had seen her grandfather once or 
twice a year, and each visit had 
been a happy, if indistinct, memory 
of horses and chores and whiskers. 
Last year's visit in December had 
been different. There had been 
tension, conflict, worry, and con- 
fusion, so much that Emily had 
never fully sorted it out in her mind. 
Even when they returned home they 
had not known whether he would 
live, and Dad had called Uncle Joel 
every night for two weeks thereafter 
until the doctors said Grandpa was 
out of danger. Since then he had 
improved steadily. When the family 
had called him for Father's Day 
he had sounded like his old self, 
not saying much except that they 
should not be spending money on a 
long-distance phone call for no 
good reason. 

After Dad hung up Emily asked 
him if Grandpa would be okay now. 

"Yes. He's okay." 

"I'm sure glad he got better. I 
knew he would." 

But Dad had not smiled. And he 
didn't say anything more. 

Much later, after the dishes were 
done and the scorching sun had set 
behind the west hills, Brother and 
Sister Hatch came by to pass the 
evening with Mom and Dad. To 
escape the suffocating day's heat 

:hat now filled the house, the 
neighbors settled in folding chairs 
on the front porch, where every 
now and then a faint breeze from 
the fields could be felt. Mocha and 
Moo, the two milk cows, provided 
background trumpets as Christopher 
ran about trying to catch fireflies 
and Jeffrey zoomed Matchbox cars 
under his parents' feet. Emily wished 
she had someplace to go, something 
to keep her from joining the adults 
on the porch. She wasn't a little 
kid anymore. Everyone should see 
she had other things to do. 

Finally she dropped down on the 
porch and hugged her bare knees to 
her chest, only half-listening to 
Brother Hatch's story about a man 
in the bank today who had fainted 
from heat exhaustion. She felt her 
blood pulse in time with the crickets' 
song and Sister Hatch's waving fan. 
Her mother's small, quick fingers 
tied off a knot as she finished patch- 
ing Jeffrey's jeans in the dim light. 
She was always busy with some- 
thing like that-a nonstop doer. 
Relief Society, girl's camp, school 
aide program, sick neighbors. Emily 
had not inherited such zeal, but 
knew she was expected to grow 
into it. 

Emily watched, not moving, as one 
mosquito left the swarm around the 
porch light and lit on Christopher's 
brown leg. From another front 
porch-maybe the Lewiston's- 
Emily heard, faintly, a single har- 
monica. She hugged her knees 
tighter and wondered how she had 
ever thought she could leave. 

"Emmy, did you check the animals?" 
Dad still reminded her almost 
every night. 

She didn't answer for a full minute. 
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"Not yet. I will." 

"Mocha may need more water. It 
still hasn't cooled off much." 

She looked up at him, but his eyes 
were not on her. Tired, pensive, 
gray-haired, he leaned forward in 
his chair, his thoughts far away 
from the porch and the night and 
the small town where he had settled 
his family almost seven years ago- 
right after Jeffrey was born. Like 
Grandpa, Dad worked hard and 
didn't say much. Every time she 
looked at her father, Emily felt 
exasperated and impatient, like her 
mind had to hurry on to more sub- 
stantial thoughts. As a teacher at 
the local high school, Dad had 
gone along with Emily's college 
plans, but when, several months 
ago, she had begun voicing doubts 
about going away to school, he had 
not tried to persuade her otherwise. 

"It doesn't matter that much, Emily. 
Suit  ourse elf. Whatever you want 
is okay.'' 

There had been a time when she 
couldn't wait to be gone, to do 
something great, to get out in the 
world and be far away from the 
rigidity of her life here. One night 
last fall, when Dad had interrupted 
her homework and told her to go to 
the hardware store, she had exploded. 

"Can't anyone see that I'm busy? 
Everyone here just expects me to 
grow up and be exactly like Mom. 
No one thinks I have any brain of 
my own!" 

Her father had looked at her awk- 
wardly. "You'll be gone 
soon enough." 

"It's a good thing too! I don't know 
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how I can wait another whole year! 
Everything about this valley is so 
small and close-minded. I am so 
sick of always being told what 
to do!" 

"Get your coat on, Emily. 1'11 go 
shut the chickens in first." 

"Ohhh! Emily, do this. Emily, do 
that. No one ever listens to what I 
say! No one even understands what 
I'm talking about!" She kicked the 
door shut and sobbed until she 
heard her father's truck crunch on 
the gravel driveway. 

Her mother had come in, angry. 
"How can you be so ungrateful! 
You're acting like a spoiled brat. 
You are still part of this family, like 
it or not, and you'd better resign 
yourself to that and start acting 
like it!" 

"I do act like it! That's all I ever do. 
You won't let me do anything else!" 
Hot tears ran down her cheeks. 

"That's enough of this nonsense. 
You're getting yourself too 
worked up." 

Emily shrugged off her mother's 
condescending arm and ran outside. 
She had walked in the snow for 
hours then, making plans for the 
day when she would be rich and 
famous, and it was after midnight 
before she returned. 

There had been other scenes, some 
even more dramatic. But after the 
hasty trip to Utah in December, 
when Grandpa had been so close 
to dying, Emily had begun to doubt 
whether she really wanted to go off 
and leave her home so soon. There 
was no reason to be in such a hurry. 
Her father didn't care what she did, 
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and she had often seen sadness in 
her mother's eyes whenever they 
discussed plans for college. They 
would not force her to go. Anyway, 
what about "families are eternal" 
and all that? Whoever said that just 
because a person passes American 
history and wears some moth-eaten 
cap and gown for twenty minutes 
that she doesn't have a place in 
her family anymore? 

Besides, what she had here was so 
good. Emily gazed out at the fields, 
shining white in the almost-full 
moonlight, and at her family whom 
she loved. A half-mile across the 
south field she saw the upstairs 
lights of the Rogers' house. Kevin's 
window was dark and she wondered 
where he was. From the barn out 
back some mistaken rooster, prob- 
ably disoriented by the heat, pro- 
claimed a new day. This valley isn't 
really all that small, she told her- 
self. Most likely I'll get married 
some day and live someplace exactly 
like this. I'm not about to go to 
college and come home breathing 
fire-and-brimstone repentance like 
Jody did. I don't need anything 
more than this; this is where I 
belong. She repeated the thought 
over and over in her mind. She had 
to believe it. 

"Emmy, get the boys to bed please." 
Her mother's fingers never stopped 
their wrrrk. 

The muscles in Emily's face tightened. 
Those kids were old enough to get 
themselves to bed. Why couldn't 
Mom at least ask, instead of order? 

But she didn't bother to argue. This 
was proof, at least, that she was 
needed here, that she had a place in 
this family that couldn't be filled. 
Emily herded her sleepy brothers 

toward the backyard and wrapped 
them in clean sheets on the ground. 
By dawn the sheets would be sticky 
with perspiration. There was a light 
in the upstairs north bedroom of 
the house across the field. Kevin 
was home from wherever he had 
been. Emily dragged her sleeping 
bag around to the side of the house 
away from the lights and the voices 
on the porch, and slept. 

Saturday morning dawned cool and 
cloudy. Dad went to help Brother 
Rogers bale the neglected hay, Mom 
resumed canning cherries and 
apricots, the boys were corralled 
to help with chores. Emily was 
called in for overtime at the 
cannery, sorting out culls on the 
tomato belt. It was almost five 
before she got home. She saw Dad 
in the back, mixing paint for the 
small barn which housed the cows 
and chickens, and she hesitated for 
several minutes before she went out. 

Emily crept up silently from behind, 
but he heard her when she hit her 
toe on a rusted pail handle. He 
looked up briefly. 

"Home already? How was work 
today?" 

"Yuck.'' 

He went back to the mixing. "What's 
the matter? You don't think you 
want to work on a cannery 
assembly-line all your life?" 

"Not exactly." 

"Well, that's okay." He was silent 
while Emily watched him carefully 
pour the brown stain into a larger 
bucket. "Maybe you better go to 
college then." 
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Emily didn't say anything for several 
minutes. "Dad . . ." she ventured. 
He continued stirring and did not 
look up. 

She stared down at his balding 
head, bent over past his shoulders 
as he squatted, and felt the familiar 
annoyance swell inside. Constant, 
steady, down-to-earth Dad. She 
resented his reserve; she wanted 
him to look at her. She wanted to 
tell him about the fears and 
dreams that thoughts of college still 
stirred inside her. But he wouldn't 
care. He wouldn't know what to say. 
She wanted him to counsel with her 
like Brother Brady had told them 
fathers were supposed to do. She 
wanted him to stop mixing the 
stupid paint, at the same time 
realizing that if he did she wouldn't 
know what to do either. She was 
tempted to kick the bucket over and 
make him look at her. Why couldn't 
he understand why she had come 
out here in the first place? It sure 
wasn't to watch him mix paint. 

But then she had never really talked 
to him about anything she was feel- 
ing. Why should things be any 
different now? Dad worked hard 
and took care of the family. That 
was his place. He was not a man 
who felt or understood emotion, 
confusion, or conflict, how hard it 
was for Emily to make decisions, 
why she often exploded as she did. 
He hadn't touched her, other than 
an awkward, infrequent hand on her 
shoulder, since she was ten. 

Only one time could she remember 
when Dad had been different. Be- 
cause she did not understand, she 
had tried many times to forget that 
day. It still made her stomach 
grip tight to think about the hospital 
in Panguitch, where she had stood 
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outside her grandfather's room, 
frightened, clutching Jeff's hand. 
When Dad had come out of the 
room and saw them there, his face 
had crumpled like plastic near 
flame. He came close, almost touch- 
ing them, then drawing back. They 
had gone to the cafeteria and he had 
ordered hamburgers and milk for 
them, even though she had not liked 
hamburgers since grade school. 

She met her father's helpless, suffer- 
ing eyes. "Dad, I'm trying not 
to cry." 

"It's okay, Emmy. It's just . . . just 
part of life, you know. There isn't 
anything we can do about it." 

"Dad, he's my grandpa. He can't die." 

''He's more than your grandpa." 
Dad's face was white and strained 
across his cheekbones. Emily cried 
and he did not try to stop her or 
tell her that it would do no good. 

Emily still did not understand those 
five days and did not like to think 
of them. After they found out 
Grandpa was going to be okay, 
everything had gone back to normal. 
Dad seemed embarrassed to talk 
about the trip. The only difference 
since then was that Emily stopped 
talking about college and Dad 
stopped encouraging her. 

Emily squatted down near him. "I'm 
going to the Young Adult dance in 
Heywood tonight. 1'11 get a ride 
with Kevin." 

"Thought you didn't like Young 
Adults much." 

"I like it all right. I'll be in Young 
Adults all next year." 
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"Guess you're right. Too old for 
mutual now." 

"Yeah." The thought made her feel 
uneasy. She walked over to the barn 
door and began scraping chips of 
paint with her palm. It felt good to 
grate her skin against the slivers. 

Her father shifted his weight and 
began stirring with his other hand. 
Emily couldn't think of anything 
else to say; the silence was obvious 
and awkward. She turned and 
walked across the field to the 
house, looking back once to see her 
father still squatting in front of the 
barn, his head down, intent on 
the paint. 

Emily and Kevin went to the dance 
on his brother's motorcycle. The 
night air was warm and it felt good 
to go fast. The stake center was 
crowded with older people Emily 
didn't know. Many of her girl- 
friends were already married, and 
most of the boys she had been 
through school with were working 
in other towns for the summer or 
had left for missions or college. 
Those who were there talked about 
those who weren't. After an hour 
of smiling, Emily excused herself 
and went to find Kevin. 

He seemed relieved to see her. They 
took punch and cookies outside 
and sat down on the back steps of 
the chapel. The music came to them 
faintly, increasing in volume when- 
ever someone left the cultural hall 
and fading again when the door 
swung shut. 

"That's a weird dance in there, Em. 
I don't even know most of the 
people." 

LII t '~  different, all right." 

They sat in silence and Emily 
thought how good it was to be here 
with him. Kevin had been her best 
friend ever since her family had 
moved in across the field from his. 
There was very little she could 
not share with him. She had missed 
him this summer; ever since grad- 
uation he had been moving pipe for 
Brother Parkinson in addition to 
helping his father on the farm. 

"Where is everybody, anyway?" 

"A lot of people are just gone this 
summer, Kevin. If you'd ever get 
your head out of that baler, maybe 
you'd know. Most everybody will 
still be here next year, anyway." 
That wasn't quite true. Keith and 
Brent had already left for summer 
school at State. Karen had left for 
the Y. Bruce was waiting for his 
mission call, and Tina and Vicky, 
her closest friends, were al- 
ready married. 

He grinned at her. "What about you?" 

Emily studied the concrete step 
below her. "I've decided to stay 
here next year. I can take classes 
in Heywood and get to know some 
of those young adults in there." 

"I thought you wanted to go to 
college so bad." He leaned back, 
resting his weight on his elbows. 
His muscles were hard this summer, 
his hair sunbleached and straight. 
Kevin had been talking about a 
mission ever since October, when 
Brother Brady had read a talk by 
President Kimball to their senior 
seminary class. 

"What about when you used to 
talk about archeology, Emily? And 
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geology-and what was the 
other one!" 

"Anthropology." She didn't look 
at him. 

"You were going to write, too, 
weren't you? And you wanted to 
join the Peace Corps and be two- 
languageal. What was it?" 

"Bilingual." 

"Yeah. Bilingual. And all the rest 
of that stuff you used to tell me 
about. Some lady who went to law 
school and helped all those poor 
people who couldn't speak English 
or something." 

"Martha Woodward." 

"Yeah. Anyway-what about all 
that? You always used to talk to 
Brother Brady about it. He thought 
you were great because you wanted 
to do a11 that." 

Brother Brady didn't know every- 
thing. He didn't even have any 
children over the age of four. 
"Come on, Kev. You know I'd 
never really do those things anyway. 
I've got better things than that 
right now, right here. Why should 
I leave?'' 

"Yeah, I guess you're right. But it's 
weird how everything changes, even 
if you do stay here. What do your 
parents say about it now?" 

"My parents?" 

"Yeah, you know, the man and lady 
at home. The ones you were always 
getting mad at when they told you 
what to do." He was teasing her 
now and she wished they could get 
off the subject. "They aren't going 
84 

to stop now, you know." 

Yes. She knew. She knew it so well 
that it made her insides contract 
to think of it. "Come off it, Kevin. 
I don't get mad anymore. And they 
know I'm grown up. But they want 
me to stay, I think. Hey, I'm their 
kid, you know. That's something 
that can't change." 

"TOO bad for them." Kevin sat up, 
stretched, and drank the last of 
Emily's punch. She could see how 
tired he was and knew they needed 
to leave. 

"You could still change your mind, 
Em. If you do, you can come home 
a lot and haunt me. I'm not 
going anywhere." 

No. He wouldn't be going anywhere. 
Graduating from high school had 
not displaced Kevin from his place 
in life. Kevin had never questioned 
his parents' expectations and had 
teased her whenever she did. Now 
that she was trying to live within 
them, he was making fun of 
her again. 

The motorcycle was very loud on 
the way home. Emily held on to 
Kevin's waist more tightly than she 
needed to. Emily had had her first 
motorcycle ride the summer she was 
twelve. A boy who lived a couple 
of miles down the road from 
Grandpa, not much taller than she, 
had taken her down every dirt road 
and gully that he knew. When she 
got back, breathless and excited 
Dad was waiting in the-living room. 

"You ought to know better than 
that, Emily! Motorcycles are 
dangerous and I don't want to see 
you on one again." 
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At that moment Grandpa, straw 
clinging to his overalls, came in 
from mending fences and went to 
wash his hands at the kitchen sink. 
"Youngsters got to have something 
to do. No different from when you 
used to unhitch the team and barrel- 
race." Everyone had laughed, and 
when, three years later, she had 
started riding motorcycles with 
Kevin, no one had said a word. 

From the foot of the driveway 
Emily could see lights on at the 

' house; someone had waited up for 
her. At the top of the hill she swung 
her legs down and headed for the 
door. Kevin called out "Good-night, 
Emily" above the roar of the engine. 

"Good-night." She turned and 
watched him go, heading off across 
the field to his own house. He 
steered into a rock and flew into 
the air. Show-off. 

Jeffrey, small and barefoot in polka- 
dot cotton pajamas, opened the door 
as she stood watching Kevin's dust 
settle. "Em'lee!" 

She turned around quickly. "What's 
the matter? Why aren't you in bed?" 
She followed him into the empty, 
disorderly living room. "Where 
is everyone?" 

He looked at her with round, 
solemn eyes. "Grandpa's dead." 

Emily felt electric shock searing 
through her body. She knelt down 
and held Jeffrey very tightly. 
"Grandpa's what?" 

"He's dead! Uncle Joel called up 
Daddy and they're gone to make 
Lori come home." 

Grandpa was dead. He couldn't be. 

He was getting better. His heart 
was stronger than it had been in 
years. He wasn't going to die. He 
was her grandpa. They would go 
visit him in a few weeks and she 
would ride his horses. Emily held 
leff in her arms and he cried 
against her blouse. She tried not to 
think. Jeff was having a bad dream. 

The door opened and Mom and Dad 
came in from the night. Christopher 
trailed behind them and shut the 
door, although the heat in the house 
was oppressive. 

Her mother's eyes darted around 
the room and stopped on Emily. 
"Thank God she's here." 

Dad sat down on the edge of the 
chair opposite Emily, his elbows 
on his knees and his head in his 
hands. Mom went to stand near him, 
her eyes helpless, full of pain, her 
face pale and pinched. Emily could 
not take her eyes off them. 

Dad raised his head and gazed at 
his children without seeing them. 
He reminded Emily of a picture 
she'd seen in Life once, of a wounded 
soldier in Vietnam whose company 
had deserted him. Dad rose and the 
back door shut tight behind him. 

When he was gone, Mom slumped 
into the chair Dad had left vacant 
and began to cry. She looked like 
a balloon that had been stuck with a 
pin and thereafter discarded. 

"You kids didn't even know 
Grandpa," she said helplessly. "You 
didn't know him at all." 

Emily was crying too and didn't 
know why. She didn't feel profound 
grief, only confusion and loss. 
Memories flew at her like a wind- 
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storm in southern Utah. Her mother 
was wrong- they all had known 
Grandpa, spent some time every 
summer with him. She thought of 
him now: silent, windburned, 
pitching hay to the horses, closing 
the barn doors at night, washing 
his hands at the kitchen sink. Always 
a card and five dollars at her birth- 
day. The images were as solid and 
unchanging as milking twice a day 
and dinner on the table, and with- 
out them, something was very wrong. 

"Mom, don't cry." It felt strange 
to be comforting her mother. "I 
mean, Grandpa lived a long time 
and all that and people have to 
die sometime." 

"But he didn't live his life the way 
he wanted to!" Mom was still crying. 
"It's a terrible thing for a man to 
be eighty years old and to die know- 
ing he wasn't what he wanted to be!" 

Emily looked at her mother is dis- 
belief. "That's crazy! What else 
would he have done? How do you 
know, anyway?" 

She didn't wait for her mother's 
answer. Let the boys comfort her 
and make her busy with their needs. 
Emily ran outside, across the field 
and towards the barn. The side that 
Dad had finished that afternoon was 
sticky and smelled of fresh paint. 

Her father was standing several 
feel away from the barn, facing 
west towards the hills, hands in 
his pockets. His outline was un- 
steady; the moon was bright enough 
to show that his cheeks were wet. 
Emily had never before seen her 
father cry. 

"Dad. . . ." What could she say to 
him, now that she was out here? 
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He turned and looked at his 
daughter. His eyes were wet, the 
muscles in his face hard, his mouth 
twisted and tight. His face was 
filled with anguish such as Emily 
had never seen. 

"Dad. . . ." 

"Emily, he was my father." Dad 
faltered, his voice pleading, break- 
ing on his words. "He was my father." 

Emily stared as if Dad had suddenly 
been transformed into a masked 
stranger. What was he saying? This 
man was not her father. This man 
was the son of a father, a father 
who had just died. This man was 
crying because he was his father's 
son and his father was dead. 

"Dad- Dad, don't cry." But the man 
did not blink. What had happened 
to him? "Who are you?" she 
whispered into the night. "I don't 
even know you." The thought that 
Dad was something other than Dad 
frightened her, and she picked up 
her skirt and ran from it, ran past 
the barn and through the fields, up 
into the hills and along the ridge. 

She felt as if her whole world had 
collapsed around her, like being 
trapped in a falling building in 
an earthquake. The thought hit her 
like a slap: Dad had not been 
created for the express purpose of 
being her father. He was a man 
independent of her, and he was a 
man she did not know. 

What was inside the man she called 
Dad? What was beyond the father- 
part, the husband-part? Had he ever 
wanted to sail the ocean or to be 
an anthropologist? Did he, himself, 
know who he was beyond being 
father to the needs of four kids? 
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If he didn't, perhaps that was why, 
after December, he had stopped en- 
couraging her to leave home. If 
she left she would be subtracting 
from his role as father . . . sub- 
tracting from him. She remembered 
her mother's words: "It's a terrible 
thing for a man to be eighty years 
old and die knowing he wasn't what 
he wanted to be." It would be every 
bit as terrible for a man to be forty 
years old and live knowing he wasn't 
what he wanted to be-or not know- 
ing himself at all. 

The thoughts came fast and hard 
and she tried to shut them ouk. Far 
below she could see Dad's black out- 
line, still facing the hills with his 
hands in his pockets, and she felt 
that, somehow, all the courage and 
tragedy ever known were embodied 
in the form of her father. She could 
still see the lost, anguished stranger's 
face in her mind, repeating over and 
over in his broken, tear-choked 
voice, "He was my father," and she 
knew that the face and the words 
were her own. 

She was crying now. Emily fell to 
the ground and savagely beat her 
legs against the earth. If Dad was 
something beyond her father, where 
did that leave her? Who was she, 
beyond her Father's kid? It left her 
no place-without him, she was 
totally and completely void. Her 
whole life had been built around 
being her parents' child . . . she had 
told Kevin that that was one thing 
that didn't have to change. She had 
been trying desperately to believe it 
was enough. Sobbing into her arms, 
grinding them into the dirt, Emily 
knew in that moment that she would 
not be here in September. She had 
to go, not only for herself but for 
her father. 

Suddenly she felt two arms lifting 
her up off the ground and she looked 
into her father's troubled face. 

"Emmy, it's okay . . . it's okay." 

They stood apart and looked into 
each other's faces. Then, in one 
motion, Emily was in her father's 
arms. She held to him tightly, her 
tears against his chest as his fell on 
her head. He did not let her go. 

"Emmy, it's okay." 

"Dad, I don't want to go." Her voice 
was muffled against his chest. "I 
want to stay here.'' 

"I know." He stroked her hair 
gently, awkwardly at first. "Emily, 
do you know how proud I am of 
you?" It was the first time he had 
ever said it. 

They started down the hill together, 
the moon guiding and encircling 
them in its pale white light. Emily 
tripped over her skirt, now stained 
with dirt and tears. It seemed like 
such a long time since the Young 
Adult dance. She looked over at 
Kevin's dark window. She knew 
she couId always come back and 
haunt him without scaring him to 
death; with Dad it would be harder. 
What had Grandpa done when Dad 
left home? Emily looked at her 
father and knew she would ask him 
to tell her many things about 
Grandpa in the next few weeks. 

Emily breathed deeply and let the 
night air fill her lungs with moon- 
light and crickets. Together they 
checked the animals, shut the barn 
doors tight, and went into the house. 




