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“I’ve never seen a stack like it”, she smiled, and her 
words urged him to work harder. 

The stack mounted higher and higher. 
on top of it, and his back ached as he looked tower& 
Rammocky and measured with his eyes the size of their 
turf stacks. “I’ve beat you all”, he said, and he jum$ 
to the gmund and sat on an upturned basket, gazing 
proudly at his own large stack of turf. He pulled his shirt 
from below his sweater and wiped the sweat fmm his face. 
His eyes turned suddenly to the sea, and he saw his 
father’s Gshing boat with her now high out of the water. 
He looked up a t  the chi-nney of the house and saw no 
smoke coming out. He rushed into the house. The fire 
was out, and the kettle was cold. He rummaged into his 
schoolbag, tore leaves out of an old scribblec lay before the 
fire-place, and piled peat turf around the crumpled pper.  
He got to his feet, lit the &re, and moon pure, thick smoke 
mlled up the chimney. He ran to the spring well with a 
pail for water, the dew on the grass brushing coldly 
against his feet. The boat was nearly in, but he would 
sxdy have the kettle boiled in time. He went into the 
house, filled the kettle, and got it read to heat. He then 
got down on his knees, and kept byowing at  the fire. 
He arose wearily, and went across to the bedroom where 
he instinctively thrust himself upon the soft bed. When 
his father came in, he left his string of wet fish on the 
porch bench, and went over to lift off the boiling kettle. 
He noticed Kevin lying acmss the bed and shook him 
gently: “Kevin, son, are you asleep?’. 

He got u 

Kevin didn’t hear him. His mind was whirling 
round like a wheel-a gilttering wheel that grew and grew 
until it lost itself in darkness. His mind grew dark, and 
out of the darkness irose the turf stack. I t  grew bigger 
until i t  looked like a mountain. He saw i t  waver, and his 
raving mind burst into s ech “It’s going to fall on m e . .  . 
Hold i t  bsckl” He d u t g d  ai  the air and then felt a cold 
hand upon his forehead. “It’s me, Kevin. Don’t be 
frightened, son, you’re only dreaming”, said his father. 

The bo opened his eyes in a vacant gaze, and his 
father ra i sdhis  heed fmm the pillow end, putting a bowl 
of milk before him, raid: “Take thw and you ll be all right, 
son. You’re weak w t h  the hunger” 

Kevin sip d the milk slowly, and when he had 
Gnished he IayTasck on the pillow and fell deeply asleep. 

When morning came he lay in bed dreamily looking 
Seeing the boy awake, his father came in dressed 

in his Sunday clothes. “And how’s my little man this 
morning?, he said. 

turf stack? 

tslk pf 
mo-g . 

“I’m all right now, daddy . . . . . Did you see my 

“Did I see it! Of COUISC, I did. And it was the whole 
people on th& way home from Mass this 
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THE DEAL 

Guess I’ll 9;”. 
him a try? thought Plus, as his one-ton msmm truck 
bounced don the frozen rough road that m n  thmu h 
Chepstow. T%e driver wondered for B moment why fw 
picked this road to travel on today. But he soon came to 

“There’s old Hall? Coffin’s place. 

the conclusion that all the dirt roads were equally bad 
a t  thw time of year, for i t  was early November and the 
north-west winds that blew in off the Gulf wern’t exactly 
the Nassau type. 

Pius McVety was a cattle buyer, and honest kind of 
guy at lead he tried to be. He was a lanky fellow, and 
s oke with a slight drawl which made him fed and sound 
I% a Southerner. 

He was almost opposite Hally Coffin’s house now. 
Before turning into the lane leading up to the residence, 
the driver aye the spread DL quick glance thmu h the side 
window o f h s  truck. Coffin, he noticed, had a rather 
rospemus looking place, though moderate in size. The 

Euildings were situated on a slight northerly slope. From 
the appearance, one got the impression that i t  was the 
product of many years of thrift-conservatively equipped, 
perhaps, but lacking no essentials. 

”Doesn’t seem to be much acti$ty here,” McVety 
thought, as he started up  the lane. I l l  go in anyway. 
The old guy’s probably in the cellar grading potatoes.” 

A hollow bang resounded when Pius slammed the 
truck door in Hally Coffin’s yard. He regarded the barn 
and noticed that every door was closed from the outside. 
An absence of smoke at  the flue top indicated a similar 
state of vacancy. McVety went to the door and tapped 
on the glass panel of the inner door. There was no 
a w e r .  Pius dosed the door. 

“Nothing but the sk and the grass ” he said miling 
to himself. “Oh well, I% see what he”s got a&&.” 

He went into the stable, snapped on the light, and 
dosed the door behind him. A beautiful herd of Ayrshire 
cattle met his first glance. After looking over the stock for 
a few moments from where he stood, he began to stroll up 
the aisle. 

“The sure are fine looking cattle,” he thought. 
“Well looted after too. Bill wood asked me to pick up a 
milker, somelhing like that, for him. I’d give Coffin 
two twenty-five for that animal. The ’re all w e  breds, 
too, I guess. Really not a poor animarin the fam.” 

McVety was about to light up a smoke when he 
recalled where he was. Putting the cigarette back into 
the pack he proceeded to examine the rest of the animals. 
This he did rather rapidly, until he came to a white 
heifer in the f i r  end of the stable. 

“Sure is s beautiful animal,” he thought, “best cow 
in the barn. Ought to make a good milker in R few years. 
Should be able l o  bet a hundred and sixty for her a t  the 
suction neat week.” 

After sizing up the animal for a few minutes Pius 
darted back to the door, glancing again at  each one of the 
heard and o m  aring them to his choice at  the back of the 
stable. He flitted off the li ht  a d  came out of the barn 
dosed the door and turnej the wooden knof till i t  w d  
horisonlal. He crossed the yard and was getting into the 
truck when he checked himself. Taking B sheet of p a p r  
from a small notebook he leaned on the hood of his truck 
and wrote: 

I’ll eive you $140 for that white heifer 
in the far end of the stable. 
Will call back next week. 

P. McVety. 
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Hz walked q u i d y  to the house, and opened the 
outslde door and put the note between the glass and sash 
of the second door. Turning, he gave the storm door s 
quick push and hurried back to the truck. 

“ l h a t  rack is still empty,” he thought, “and it’s 
eleven o’clock.” 

He had just turned the truck and was enterin the 
kne when he noticed Co5n driving up in his ’38 &v. 

“Might make a deal yet.” he thought, as he backed 
b ib  truck up a few yards to let the old farmer in. 

When Coffin had put his car in the garage he came to 
the front of the barn to speak to the buyer. 

“Gwd-day, McVety.” greeted the farmer. 

“How do you do?” the buyer replied politely. 

“You haven’t been in thwe parts for some time.” 

“No, guess I haven’t.” 

”What’s wrong? Our cattle not good enough?” 

“Well, I got ninety-five dollars for another one this 
summer-not quite as good an animal as this one. Guess 
I d  settle for a hundred and twenty far her,” said the 

“She’s north one hundred lo me,” put in the buyer 

“A hundred dolled” repeated Coffin. “No I‘ll not 
scll her for B hundred. Those pure-hreds are too h a d  to 
raise and care for to go giving them away when they’= 
two yearsold.” 

“Ya, but they’re only cattle after all,” said Pius. 

owner. 

“They’re the vel b s t  of cattle. That’s the way I 
look a t  it,” mntende8Coffi  quick1 You try to buy 
the wry best of anything today an$see what you’ll pay 
for it.” 

“She’s kind of small, though, for s two-year-old,” 
P;us argued. 

“That don’t make A ~ J  difference,” replied Hdly, 
“her mother was small like that and she’s a b u t  the best 
milker I have. I can show YOU her rrmrds.” - 

“No, the cattle have dwem been good in these 
Hally. You’ve developed n mighty fine herd since !?% 
here last.” 

“They’re not t w  much better. Had a mixed herd 
when you were here hefore, that’s all. These ere all 
Ayrshires.” 

“They’ve increased in number, too, eh7” 

“Ya, guess I’ve pot a b u t  ten more than before. 
A queer lot of work though, to &e care of a herd like 
this. A goy hasn’t got mu& time for anything else.” 

“Planning on selling any this fall, Hdy?” 
“Ya, I’ve got to sell, Pius. Haven’t t enough 

hay to keep them going till May. Had to t a x  them in 
pretty early this fall, them was fmst early in October.” 

“There’s n lot of pwple like pourself this fall, Hally, 
not too much hay anywhere.” 

“Not even enough right here, replied the farmer. 

The two men were m t h e  middle of the stable nor 
looking at  a tke-year-old milch COW. 

“I’ll sell you tha t  con now, Pius. She had the 
aemnd highest test on the Island for A y r d i r c ~  last year. 
Her calves are worth B lot.” 

“Might consider taking her later, Hall but not 
tada Mr. Wood did ask me to pick up a m i I C  for him. 
He dkesn’t want anything that good though.” 

The buyer made his way to the rear of the stable as 
they continued the conversation. Pointing to the white 
heifer, he said, 

“What do you figure you’d take for this trio-year-old, 

“Oh. don’t know exactly. Sheb the best animal I’ve 
got. The best pmspect anyway. What’s she worth to 

“Pretty nice animal all right. You pul a pficeon her 

Hally?” 

you?, 

and I’ll see if I can come up to it.“ 

“No need to do that, Hally,” McVeb replied, re. 
timing his firmness. I’ll go half way with you then--. 
hundred and ten it’ll be.” 

“One-hundred-and-ten dollars for t w  years of caring 
for an animal1 At that rate i t  would take twenty-five of 
those to buy a car nowdays. I tell yovoui, McVet~, if we 
put our prices up every time the merchants di , you’d 
need a queer lot of money to buy out this s t o d r s v e n  B 

few of them.” 

“Well, Hally, 1 just might want to be doing that 
before the winter’soul. And just to assure your patronage 
I’m going to give you a hundred-and-fifteen for this 
animal.” 

The old man reluctantly agreed, and before long 
McVety had his prize on the truck. 

“Guess you’ll be wanting the registration papers,” 
Hally said, ‘I’ll bring them out.” 

He went around the $we and entered by the back 
door. “’What a deal, McVety said to himself, “a 
hundred-and-fifteen dollars.” Then he recalled the note 
he had placed on the dwr. ”This is my chance,” he 
thought. 

He took a slep toward the fmnt dwr, but just then 
Coffin reappeared with the papers. 

“There they are,’’ Hally said, handing them to the 
buyer. 

Pius took the papers, looked for B moment at  the 
first sheet, then folding them, he put them in his shirt 

On henring n long bawl from the cow stable Coffin 
remafked that the cattle had not been watered this 
mormng. 

“Gottn tin that electric engine and get some water 
pumqed up  for the cattle. I got a part for it in town this 
mornmg. Lost R lot of time, too. Had to go to three 
different garagemen before I got it.” Hall-y said. 

poCket. 



The two men were exchanging a few final words 
about the weather when McVety noticed the front storm 
door swinging in the wind. He could even see the folded 
note now wedged between the sesh and glass. 

"By George, I forgot to close your storm door when 
I knocked " be said, at  the same time taking a few long 
stridesto&rd thehousebeforetheoldmancouldstophim. 
&&Iy he reached inside and tore the note off, closing the 
door aecudy  in the same motion. 

A minute Inter he was driving down the lane with the  
prize two-year-old leashed to the rack. 

"Pretty fine guy," mused old Hnlly as he fingured the 
one-hundred-and-fifteen dollars in his overalls pocket, 
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ough to go back and dose the door." 

REGISTRATION DAY 

Al- 
though this September day WBS supposed to be an 
ordinary day in au tumn,  i t  certaidy was no ordinary day 
as far BS I was concerned. For on this sp&al day I left 
little Miscouche to seek my fortune in greener fields-the 
h& of learning a t  St. Dunstan's. 

After meeting Sister Superior at  Marian Hall, I had 
my first glimpse of my home for the next ei ht  months, 
the small and cozy girl's residence, Maiilien &I. When 
Sister Superior had finished die n a g  the rules of the 
house I =packed, and then, witK"an air of confidence not 
entirely felt, I carefully picked m way acms the half- 
constructed road to the campur 0fS.D.U. 

With my heart in my mouth, butterflies in my 
stomach, and my registration fee in my hand, I somehow 
mutered up my cowage and managed to find the front 
door of the Main Building on the campus. I had heard 
that the beys badly outnumbered the girk at S.D.U., but 
I had never expected anythm like this. Down a long hall 
and into B mom (the Aswmhg Hall, as I was later to find 
out) stretched an unending line of boys of all descriptions. 
There were dark boys and fair boys; (here w- some who 
looked B little timid, and others who looked as if they 
owned the place. The womt part of this situation, how- 
ever, *as that I could not see one h i l i a r  face; moreover, 
all ofthose stran faces belonged to boys. There was not 
one rid to standyy me in this hour of need. 

tember 17, 1958, dawned bright and dear. 

Somehow I took my place a t  the end of the Ion line, 
and after ten' minutes of looking a t  my shoes I f!nd 
dared to look around me. With my usual bad I d  
(perhaps i t  might turn out to be go?d luck) I had managed 
to put myself between two of the biggest Freshmen on the 
campus. One glance a t  these two &foot monsters was 
enoueh to turn my eyes to my feet ag-. . .  

Then after a half-hour of waiting (it seemed lilre 
half a d$) I came to some desks where three or four 
priests we; waiting in comfortable chairs to receive 
students. Their friendly questions and sympathetic fares 
won put me a t  my ease. Whether or not these clergymen 
believed in co-education was a thing I would have to find 
out for m self However some of the  boys behind me 
soon let i t  a6 k o w n  by a whisper loud enough to be heard 
across the campus that s woman's place is not in the class- 
room doing math:, but zn a kitchen washing dishes. 

After paying my fees and answering dl necessary 
qhuestions, I was 9;v.n a schedule of all darses tFd B list of 
t e books I would nred. Fortunately I ran into" 
Father. . . . . , the only priest that I knew at St. Dunstan$. 
He very kindly showed me around the dassrooms and 
arranged my schedule. Had it not been for this charitable 

<est I probably would have lwked for the library in 
bal<on Hall (Yikes!)) end for the bwk-store in the 
Science Building. 

After this most hectic experience in the run of such 
an unusual afternwn I wended my way (quite con- 
fidently now) back to Marian Hall. Here I found (he 
four other girls in Freshman y e a  busily unpacking their 
suitcases. After we were all acquairted and the others had 
registered, we went to the Orphanage for what was a 
well-deserved supper. We s r t  th; evening talking and 
listening to the radio. At a out 10 30, happy and tired, 
we put the lights out in the dormitory. Sleep ended with 
dreams, and o w  dreams ended on the happy note of b e i i  
answered with the Grst of many glorious days to be spent 
at old S.D.U. 
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LAST CHANCE 

"Fabn Haah yeewl" He was an unkempt, rawboned, ' 
old men, dressed in greasy clothes, and behind a pair of $I 
clear glasses that dun to his perched, craggy features as 
If they were part of $13 physical make up were docile, isi ,~ 


