Laura Best

Windows

'HE LAST DAY OF JANUARY and my father and brother are going
o check their rabbit snares. Outside I can hear their footsteps crunch
in the snow. My father calls out for Mannie o slow down. Mannie says
something 0 my fatherchat 1 cart make ou. | move clos 0 my window
ir The plastic

o o 5 it il mpctl e amyvbig Toirn oy b,

press my face into the plastic and brood over the unfairness of it all

There is a steady stream of cold air coming through a hole in the
plastic. 1 poked the hole in with 2 pencil one day when my mother senc
me to my room. I can' tell anyone what I've done so I must put up with
it Plastic is expensive, the heavy kind, that is. Not to mention how Dad
struggled to hold it in place while he stuck it fast with masking tape to the
windowsill wmm isouthere. I cansee the whitesnow behind this semi-
in through the

hole. The cold makﬂ it believable.

White frost has formed on the wall beneath the window. I scrape
it off with my fingernail and ping the ice paricles in my face. It dissolves
into cool wet lirtle droplecs and makes me smile. 'm willing the outside
0 come join me, to sink between the walls and surround me with snow.
Awinter wonderland right in my own bedroom. The first thing | would is
1o make a snow fort with a sign on top of the doorway that says, “Boys Are
Not Allowed.”

“Tiwice a month Mr. Pulley comes to the house for the rabbits Man-
s nases. arly on  Saurday moraing h comes t our house i his rusty
green truck. You can hear him bl
Mannie s always waiting for him, sitting b:nd: the door, with his rubber
boots and jacket. As soon as he hears Mr. Pulley's horn he races out the
door. The back of Mr. Pulley’ truck is piled high with junk: old batterics,
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angle iron, copper wite, aluminium and cases of empty beer bottles. My
maother call him the junk man.

L ber Mz, Pulley boughe e Bitles Mstabiad
collected from the ditches during th months, e helped him
load them on the truck. Mr. Pulley is short and fat and can't crawl up on
the back of his truck so he sent Mannic up instead.

“Up you go like a good lad,” he said. “I'll hand them on up.” Seconds
later Mannie was up on the back of the truck. Moving around some of the
junk, he was able to find a spor for the beer botrles. Mr. Pulley handed the
boxes of bortles up to Mannie, grunting cach time, as if they weighed a
hundred pounds. When the last of the beer bottles were loaded on the back
of the truck Mannic jumped off and landed on the ground berween Dad
and M. Pulley.

“I'm looking to buy snared rabbits,” said Mr. Pulley ghving Manale
the money he owed him for the borte. “I'll pay a good p

ds on what you calla good price,” said Dad, xplmng tobacco
juice on the ground.

“Dollarand a halfa pair. That’s big money for rabbits.” Dad nodded
in agreement. “They gor to have them hind feet on, though. They wonit
buy them in the ciry less they do. Scared of buying cars. That's what they.
say, anyway. Folks are dirty enough for anything these days. It ruins it for
the honest man,” he said, rubbing the grey stubble on his chin.

“We'll have to see what we can do,” said Dad. *I won't make any
promises, d\ough M‘ghm. be a good year for rabbits.”

y Mannic had nine rabbis for him
54T ' o oughpinr o Eabin M s shei hanging
out in the woodshed by the hind feet; their small stiff bodics dangle in the
cold. T have not looked but I can imagine.

“Naked bat bunnies,” Mannic said laughing with his face stuck in
front of mine. “Not a seitch of fur.”

Twonder, can rabbits be ghosts just like people? Will the woodshed
become overrun with ghost b.......s‘ hopping all over the place? I look
straight ahead whenever [ walk p

“Four and a half paie” Mr l’ullcy laughed, looking into the wood-
shed that day. “How about we call it five? But just for this time.” Mannie
grinned up ac him like a monkey.

“That's seven fifty,” Mr Pulley said. “Why, you're going to be rich,
if you keep this up.” Mr. Pulley hauled a handful of bills from his pocket
Folded neatly in two, it was muich t0o big to fit into 3 man's waller. Pecling
afive and a two dollar bill off the bundle, he shoved the remainder backin
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his pocket and jingling the change in his other pocket finally producing a
handful of coins.

“You pick out two quarters,” he said to Mannie. Mannie plucked
the fifty cents from out of the mass of coins. Mr. Pulley looked down ar me
and grinned.

“And what about you licle miss? Did you catch any rabbits?” I shook
my head. “Well then,” he said, “herc’s a quarter just for being quiet.” He
plopped a quarter in my hand and rubbed the top of my head. T knew I was
supposed to be grateful for the quarter but instead I stood there enviously
eyeing the bills Mannie was clutching in his finger. I shoved the quarter in
my pocker and ran for the house.

“Mr. Pulley gave Pearl a quarter and she didnit even thank him,”
Mannie conveyed to Mom as soon as he walked in the door.

“Thoughless girl,” Mom scolded, “People will think I never taught
youa thing. Now give me tha quarter.” Reluctantly | handed it to her. She
placed it up on the windowsill. “Now, that will si therc until you thank
him for it,” she said.

“But that's two weeks away,” I cried.

“Maybe then you'll think twice before you forget to thank someone
when they give you something,” she said unmoved by my pleas.

Mannie stood in front of me waving his money under my nose.
“Now, put that money away before you lose " said Dad. Mannie ran
offto his bedroom. His money he saved in a jar, always with big plans on
what he was going to buy for himself, plans that sooner or later fell to the
wayside. The last time I looked there were a few pennics and two dimes in
the bottom of the jar.

bik * he said when he

p
back down.

“No fair." | complained.

“Do you want to go traipsing around the woods?” Mom asked me.
Tlooked over ar Mannic. He was smiling. | wanted to pull the smile off his
face and throw it at my feer, jump on it and twist it into the foor with my
heel. “Now help me set the table,” Mom added without waiting for me to
say how much I longed o go into the woods with Dad and Mannic.

“WWill I get paid for serting it?” 1 asked as Mannie raced back up the
sairs to his bedroom. I thought about going into his room when he was
gone and taking his money, hiding it on him at least, under his martress,
just enough to get him going.

“OF course you won't get paid. Whata totally useless question,” said
Mom. “Girls are supposcd to know how to set a table. Knives on the right.
Forks on the lefe. Spoon on the knife side. Now hurry up.”
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1 had to push myself to sec the table for my legs el s though they
were heavy enough to pull me down through the kitchen foor.

“Dont worry, he'll have it spent long before summer,” Mom said
quictly. “I¢ll be gone in a flash as soon as that grocery truck rolls up on
Thursday afternoon.”

But what about all te bars and chips Mannie will buy? Lsilenely cried.
Wt abous waching i clim wp on has s a e bck of he iack, i
Jeneesresting on the shelf hips are, pick-
g out i Katsand Seiaries and Tom T poteto hips, ﬁvmllj stooping
down 10 pick out a 7 Up from the cas that sits on the floor, wh
with a dime in my hand that Dad has given me, waiting for /:im pay for his
things and leave? And what about later when he takes a hammer and crunches
sk i p e o illn i and them eas them slowly bt by bt by bis

o
@ .,ﬁ". ﬁ" pripipte And worst of al knowing theres more where that came
from and mine is all gone.

T waic unil | hear the front door open and then run down the sairs.
Mannie stands in the kitchen, his cheeks a bright crimson colour. A thin
streak of mucus runs out his nose. He sticks his tongue up o meet it. The
moment he sces me looking he wipes his nose with his coat sleeve. Mom
cuffs him on back of the head as she walks past telling him at the same time.
to mind his manners.

'Huw many did you gee” Lask

run last nighr. Y h.” says Mannie
taking I\u ‘mittens off and purting them in the warming oven. There are
many things to know when it comes to catching rabbits. Mannie thinks
he's the only one who knows.

“Can 1 go next time?" I ask looking up at Dad who is hanging his
<oat up on one of the nails above the cor.

“You can't walk that far,”says Dad pulling up his socks.

“Yes I can.” I craw up on the cot beside him. He smell ke chewing
tobacco and I can see a small speck of brown tobacco juice on his botom
lip. Td like to spit on my finger and wipe it away.

“For pity's sake let her get it out of her system,” says Mom waving
a pozhnldn in the air. “Once she sees it not all glory she'l change her
mind




Winpows » 287

Dad pats me on the head. “You'll have to bundle up,” he says. A
groan comes from Mannic who is stomping his way up the stairs.

“Stop being so slow,” complains Mannic. He's in the lead as we head
back the road to where the rabbit snares are. It is an old tractor road, onc
Dad used many years ago to haul ou firewood. Bushes are growing along
the road, Sometimes they swish in my face and across my jacket. Mannic
walks fast with his chest stuck out and his arms swinging madly.

It is a cold day and the wind sends a chill through my knitted mit-
tens. The cold against my checks makes them fecl taut. 'm reminded of the
clothes Mom has hanging on the clothesline out back swinging back and
forth in the brecze, rigid as pine boards. She brings them inside and drapes
them over the backs of chairs unil they thaw.

1 catch my foot on something and fll down. Dad picks me up. |
wipe the snow from my face with my cqually snowy mittens. Some fltters
down my collar but I don't cry our.

“You'll have to slow down, Mannie,” says Dad removing his mitcens.
“Are you alright?” I shake my head yes, nor wanting him to turn around
and take me home. Snow sticks to my eyelashes and bangs. Dad brushes ic
away. Cold water wets my checks and runs down my neck. I¢1l warm up fast
enough. I¢l be like that small hole in the plastic that covers my window.
Soon T won't even carc.

There is nothing in the first snare. I stand behind Dad while he
adjusts the wire, moving it so that it s just the right height, He breaks off
litl twigs and places them in front of the snarc.

“Thar's so they don't see the snare,” says Mannic.

“Iknow that,” I say, “I'm not stupid.”

“Could have fooled me,” he says.

Dad looks up at us. “Do you two want to go home?"

“Nooo ...." we both say in unison.

Mannie gives me a look. The look says, “Keep your trap shut or ele.
We walk a licle furdher. This time we must leave the tractor road and walk
into the woods, up over rocks and around bushes. Ahead of s s a felled
log. Mannie runs on ahead. “I got one. I gor one,” he calls our, faling o
his knees.
“Now don't go disturbing the trail," Dad warns.

Twant 1o see the rabbit too. It nor fair thar Mannie gets there first
and 1 must follow behind Dad.




288 = Tie Dausiousie Review

“I can't get the snarc off.” says Mannie. His mitrens are flung offand

e pulling a the wire with his bare fingers.

" says
and holds it up, dangling the dead rabbit in my fae,  knock i out of my
way. Dad loosens the wire and removes the rabbit. He forms the wire back
into a perfectly round circle again just big cnough for a rabbit’ head.

“Hey Pearl, want to carry it2” Mannie asks.

“Sure,” I say seizing the dead rabbit around the midle.

“By the feet,” says Mannie, “You got to hold it the right way."

There is always a right way and a wrong way to do everything even
when it docsnit scem to make a difference one way or the other. I hold the
rabbit the right way. Mannie looks down at . “Look you're holding is pissy
feer,” he laughs.

“I dont care,” I say glancing down at the yellow fr on its feet. T can
be tough, just as tough as Mannic. Something like pissy feet wor't bother
me. Mom can wash my mitcens. Theyll be as good as new.

“Mannie!” Dad says sternly. Mannie quiets down quickly,still with
a supid grin on his face. The grin s stll saying, *Pisy fet ... pissy feet. |
ignore him; hurry instead to keep up with Dad.

“Do you think you can manage it?” Dad asks me. Mannie is watch-
ing, waiting for me to say that it i too heavy: But I won'. I shake my head
“Good,” says Dad smiling. “Move along, now,” he says to Mannie,

Mannic weaves in and out among the trecs. Dad and T follow his
crooked path.

Go in and out the windows.

Go in and out the windous.

Go in and out the windows,

s you have done before.

‘The rabbit's cars drag in the snow. Its head bobs up and down. Its
dead and can' fecl anything but I stil feel sorry for it. Poor, poor bunny
so0n you'll be a bat bunny t0o, hanging in Mannic's cave.

There are o more rabbits in any ofthe snares and or that ' gl
We reach th d turn to head on back. M
my boots. Tough, I think. I can make myself be so tough. No whining, no
matter how casy it would be to do.

en we get in sight of the house Mannie turns to me and grabs
the rabbit from my hands. “I'll carry him now,” he says.

My arms feel like rubber, I don't mind relinquishing the rabbic

Besides, its body is sciff, frozen from being out in the cold last night and
1 wonder suddenly just how it died. Was it surangled by the wire or did it
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fieeze to dearh in the cold? And as suddenly as the idea pops into my head
1 realize then that T couldrit bear t ask,to know one way or the other.

Dad and Mannie take the rabbit out to the woodshed to skin. “Are
you going to warch?” Mannie asks.

“T've seen skun rabbits before,” I tell him.

“You're not much of a trapper” he calls out to me.

T run into the house and take my coat and boots off. I dore el Mom
that my feet are cold. She would only tell me that I should have stayed at
home. Through the window in the kitchen I can sce that the door to the
woodshed is open. Mannie is carrying the dead rabbit.

Bye, bye, bat bunny

In my bedroom I place my hand on the wall where the frost has
pencrrated. The frosc mels lnvmg behind the imprint of my hand, my
t0 Dad. He wants
o the rabbicall by hnmxlf he says. Through the plastic on my window
Tcan see Mannie’s red doeskin.

"Hang the rabbit up by both fiet. Cut the fur all the way around the
hind fee. Pull the fiur back. Down ....down acros ts back and stomach until
you get 10 the head. Pull the frons legs through. Like raking your coat o inside
out, Cu of the front fees, the head.

Tnow what theyaredoing, I donitneed aclea pcture.  lay my check
against the plastic and feel the small steady f cold coming through
the hole. A strange noise rises from my aching chest. I'm not sure why 'm
crying. All T know is that I will not thank Mr. Pulley for the quarter when
he comes back the neat time. I will tell Mom she can keep the quarter or
better yee she can give it to Mannie. Strangely, it seems like the right thing
wdo.
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