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FLIGHTS OF FANCY

S tella stands at the kitchen window,
holding a damp tea towel in her hands,
and watches her husband haul open the bamn
doors. He shouldn't be doing that, she thinks. He's
long past the age for toting barges and lifting
bales. She smiles to herself, amused at the familiar
mantra that plays in her head. Henry should not
do this, do that. He's too old but he's not smart
enough to know it. He shouldn't buy this or that
because, heaven knows, doesn't he realize they
can't afford it? He shouldn't be gadding about
here and there because, as their son, Paul, has told
him often enough, "You've earned the right to
stay home and rock on the porch and do nothing."

Stella finishes drying her hands and hangs up
the towel. She aims one last spray of water
around the sink, glances along the counter to
make sure she hasn't missed a crumb or a stain,
and goes to the back door.

As she opens it she's hit by a blast of hot air as
vicious as bad breath. What does Henry think he's
doing fooling about in the barn in this weather?
It's no cooler in there, she knows, insulated as it is
by bales of hay that haven't seen an animals'
hunger for years but keep the barn warm in winter
and trap the heat in summer.

For the hundredth time Stella wonders how
it's possible to love a man for so long who, most
days, is as recalcitrant as a child. Oh, sure. She's
tried convincing herself that it's his life, he's

a grown man, and what the hell. So he has a
bad heart, but it's his to make beat as slow or as
fast as he likes.

byLois

Lois ' 0
Peterson’s
“short stories
hdve S
_appeared in
~publications.
 This poignant'
offering is |
the second |
story we have
~ published
from this
talented
 writer.







