We Just Don’t Talk

window When Iget betterl will spend hoursbreathingon theice, tryingto
meltit, 0 Icanseethough theglass. I'll scratch little girl rackson the wild
frost patternsand my tongue will only have to freeze to the pane onceor
twice before llearnthe safedigance.

I am alone most ofthe time, buteveryonce in awhile Dad comesin from
the bam to checkon me.| can hearhim coming from a long way off be-
caus hisfrozenbootsmakeloud crunching soundsasthey pounddown
on the hardened snow. Hecomesin theporch and | can hear him somp
hisfeet and blow hisnose and coughwhen the first rush of warm air hits
hislungs. | am too sickto cough.

Hisface is wet from the melting frost around hiseyebrows and nose hairs
and little dropsofwaterfall on meashelooks downinto my eyesand says,
“Let me getyousomethingto eat.Please. You need toeat.”

| shake my head “No.” I'm sick and I'm sad and I’'m too youngto knowthe
dangerofbeing so little, so sick, on a farm so faraway from a doctor. No
carto makethe frip to town, even if we hadto.

Myfatheris not anurse, not a patient man. Apart ofhim, however, holdsa
fearthatsomething terrible might happento anyone ofus three children.
Even when he roarsat usina drunken rage orpullsoff hisbelt to give usa
thrashing, | know he hasthat fearand | thinksomehowthatit’s kind. Not
patient.

He doesn’t know whether he should hitchthe horses to the old ded andgo
for help or whether he should try one moretime.

“‘Please baby. I'll fix you something. Please try”

Nomallyhe stirs canned tomatoesinto overcooked macaroni and sewves
fiedbologna on the sde. But Ican hearhimonthe porch again, breaking
theiceon the top of the milkinthe old cream can. He’smaking me soup,

soup froma can witha red and white label.

He pullsup the pinkclothes hamper that still has shirts and socks and
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Tomato Soup Feeling

sheetshanging crazilyout of the top. He sitsdown on itand holdsoutthe
bowl of soup.

“Please baby. Ty, jus forme.”

Didn’tlknow how colditwas from the inch-thickfrost onthe windowpanes?
Didnt | sensethetoubleit would take to coaxthe horsesinto frozenbridles

and hitch them to the sled? Leave me alone ortake me alongto gethelp.
Thetrouble of itall.

‘Please baby,just alittle.”

And hetakes a poon and fills it with soup.And he blowson it so itwon’t
bum alittle throatalready mw.And he looksdown at me with afearthatis
the beginning of my sense of whathe isall about. | open my mouth to
swallowthe pain, to swvallowitdown and he sighsand givesme more.
[knowif he couldhewould tellme thathe lovesme. Ifkisseswere hisstyle
he would give me a big one. But he givesme more soupand his eyesare
wet and full offearand hope and| getthattomato soup feelingagain.

lam loved.

Itisalearned thingthat time can never take away. My father didn’tlive
nearlyaslong asl wanted, but he livedaslong asl needed.
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