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cost. What was he thinking of when he stopped to chop that tree? Was he thinking of us? Was he thinking of Mother?
Or was he just thinking about the chicken and cornbread he was going to have for dinner? Was he distracted? Did he
make a mistake? If he did, did he know it? Did he think he could fix i When did he realize he wouldn’t be able to get
out of the way? Did he feel any pain?

That thought makes me cry so I can hardly see to walk and I sit on the side of the road clinging to my baby
and sobbing.

I’'m so tired. Early this morning, before the sun, my brother came to fetch me, Mother was so worried. When
I walked in the back door Mother was standing over some dishes humming to herself. When she saw me she man-
aged a smile, but I could see the worry in her eyes. When Dad didn’t come home last night she tried to keep the fear
away—maybe he had just been held up. He had stopped to help neighbors before. But, as morning was nearing, the rea-
sons and excuses were harder and harder to find. The search had started hours ago, but there we were sitting, waiting,
with only Mother’s song to keep us calm, until they finally returned. When they told us Dad was dead I cried, I cried
because my heart ached. But Mother didn’t shed a tear. She sat at the table and stared, but when I looked at her eyes
something had broken deep down inside her.

Today something had been missing from our home besides Dad, and as I looked across a pasture at the setting
sun I realizeed — this was the only day I ever heard Mother lose her song.
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