Mama Don’t

Lois J. Peterson

Mama don’t tell that story no more about how she came
here, three days by train, got off in Sioux Lookout to buy
food, three apples and a chunk of cheese, then turned back
to the train to see it heading out of town without her.

Told me that story often enough. Once dragged out
the pair of flared jeans she’d been sewing on that train,
sewing flowers all down the sides in all colours. Chain
stitch she used, she showed me how to do it, showed me
how you bring up the needle through carrying the thread,
loop it around, then put in a little stitch to hold it. That
makes the first petal. Mama could sew those flowers so
fast. Sewed them down the front of a shirt she bought me
from the Sally Ann for my first school picture. Don’t
know what happened to that picture. Same as what hap-
pened to all the others, I expect, whatever that was.

I loved that story. The train leaving Sioux Lookout,
leaving Mama behind, barefoot with only the change left
over from buying those apples, that cheese.

Mama thought Sioux Lookout was in Saskatchewan
till I brought home the right information from Social
Studies. Sioux Lookout, Ontario, population: two
thousand five hundred thirty eight. It felt good to tell her
something she didn’t know.

I don’t know what Mama did when she saw that train
leave town without her. Must have turned out OK though.
She did say that when she got off at the old CN station
downtown she was wearing those jeans with flowers all
the way down from waist to hem. Whoever it was meeting
her commented on them, took her to the beach. English
Bay, she said, big tankers out on the water, some pretty
sailboats looking like paper from far off. Mama sat on a
log and drank coffee from a paper cup and ate warm
popcorn.

How’d you like it? they asked her, whoever it was had
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