
		A VERY LONG SUNDAY AFTERNOON

	The delicious smell of bacon cooking wafted up the stairs to my bedroom and nudged me to open my eyes.  It was Sunday.  I jumped out of bed and quickly got dressed in my favourite blue jeans, a white cotton blouse with small blue flowers embroidered on the collar and grabbed a cotton navy blue cardigan as I raced down the stairs for breakfast. I had permission to join a group of friends who had made plans to go to a lake for the afternoon.

	There would be Jim whom I had known since we were babies, and Cliff and his girlfriend Irene, who were my school mates,  and John, my new boyfriend.  He farmed with his Dad and loved anything with a motor and was the proud owner of his first car, a grey 1942 Ford Sedan.  When we got to town to pick up Cliff and then Irene, it turned out that she had been called in work and wouldn’t be joining us.  It would be me and the three boys. 
	
	We floated across the North Saskatchewan River on a wooden ferry and climbed the river hills on a bumpy dirt road arriving at the lake at about the same time as it began to drizzle.

	Nothing about this afternoon excursion impressed me. As I didn’t know how to swim, or ever been in a boat the thought of sitting out on the misty lake fishing didn’t appeal to me and John didn’t seem to mind waiting in his car where we could practiced our kissing skills.  We spent the time mostly laughing at each other stories.  He seemed happy sitting in his new ‘old’ car that with a girl by his side.

	It began to rain more seriously and the boys returned.  It was time to head home.  The fishing was unsuccessful. 
 
	As we drove back to the ferry crossing, the roads were bad.  The potholes were filling up with water.  They seemed bigger and deeper as well and we drove slowly. Suddenly we bounced harshly into a huge pothole and John knew immediately that some damage had occurred to his car.  We lumbered along until steam could be seen rising from under the hood.  When they opened the hood we could smell the strong stink of antifreeze.  As the car wouldn’t start they pushed it to the ferry crossing which was just up ahead.

	 The pothole was so deep that the radiator was punctured.  It is still raining even harder.  It was getting dark.  John knocked on door of  the ferryman’s house nearby and asked for some potatoes. The boys cut the potatoes into the shape of french fries and began fitting them into the holes in the damaged radiator.  Before they were finished the ferryman came to say that he was doing his last crossing for the night, so the car was pushed on and off the ferry leaving us on the other side of the river away from any civilization and totally isolated from any further help.  

	Finishing the make shift repair, John got water from the river to fill up the damaged radiator and we proceeded.  It was raining harder now, the driver could hardly see where the trail was as the windshield wipers could hardly keep up clearing the front window.  We splashed through another water hole and got stuck. Again, Cliff and Jim got out and pushed and finally freed us from the thick black mud and got back in the car bringing the smell of rich pungent earth and leaving gobs of it all over the back floor space.  Their clothing smelled a mixture of earth, rain, gasoline and sweat.  Not an unfamiliar smell for a farm girl.

	Not too far down the trail it was evident that the repair job would have to be repeated.  The potatoes had cooked and turned to mush. Another two hours of removing bolts and screws, pulling out the radiator, cutting up the potatoes, plugging the holes, replacing it all, finding water in the ditch to replace the lost water we continued our journey home.

	When we got stuck again, the boys were exhausted and decided to take a break and wait until morning.   We were lost but pretty sure we were on an Indian Reservation and I was fearful of being surprised by an Indian appearing at the side window in the dark.  I stayed awake.  Someone had to worry.

	We limped home finding our way to a highway and some signs telling us where we were. When we arrived at my home, John didn’t make any effort to come into the house and apologize to my mother and I was left to face her myself.   The silent treatment and glaring eyes told me she somehow believed that staying out all night was somehow my fault.  She never asked me what had happened and punished me by making me clean the whole house with no rest and nothing to eat.

	It would have been wonderful to have smelled the aroma of her powdered neck as she flung her arms around me, kissing me, asking what happened and telling me she was so thankful that I was brought home safe.

	Oh, and if you are wondering, I never dated John again.  A man who couldn’t stand up to my mother’s judgements would not be a good choice for my life.




	   

