
					OUCH

	
	Mum always needed help with something.  While she busied herself in  kitchen, not liking the outdoors, I got to do the things she didn’t like to do and as I got older and stronger, I had more jobs assigned to me.  Talk about child labour.
	None of the outdoor chores caused me any ouches. 
	Oh it hurt quite a bit when Queenie, the twenty year old horse stepped on my bare foot in the barn one afternoon and the more I leaned on her to push her off, the more she bared down on my foot.  After much pleading to no avail I was eventually able to wiggle my sore foot out from under hers.  
	It also hurt a lot when the rusty nail went through my bare foot as I was helping my Dad remove the nails from an old floor of a bin.  I was very brave as I pulled my foot away detaching it from the nail.
	One winter I spent all Sunday afternoon shovelling about eight inches of  snow off the ice on the dam in order to make a small skating patch to practice my figure skating.  I finally had a patch about twelve square feet cleared. The wind was blowing harder, it would all be filled in again by tomorrow.  It was getting dark when I laced up my skates and began practicing skating backwards lifting one foot in front of me at a time as I took the strokes.  A crack in the ice caught the back of my skate and I fell backwards and the back of the raised skate in front of me cut into the front of my bare leg stuck there until I was able to put it out.  I sat on the cold ice with blood pouring out of the wound.  I howled for my mother, crying and knowing she couldn’t hear me. I would have to rescue myself . Getting ups crawling up the banks to the yard, limped into the house where upon seeing my dilemma realized that I would need stitches to close the wound.  Yeah, that hurt too, but what hurt more was when I needed my mother, she wasn’t there for me. There was no hug, no comfort.
	These ouches aren’t anything to write home about but here’s the one that was.

	It was winter, Mum needed some supplies.  Upstairs above the large country kitchen and dining room were two bedrooms.  The first one was my bedroom which went through to the second.  The second one was closed off by shutting the in-between door in the wintertime. 
	 We bought 100 pound bags of white flour, and white sugar at a time and Dad carried them up and stored them in a large closet on the right side of the room which was in the middle of the house. 
	 Mum baked bread on Wednesdays, twelve or fifteen loaves at a time.  These were stored upstairs near the flour and sugar to keep cool.  We had no furnace in this farm house on the prairies, but some heat made its way up to my bedroom but would be  gone by morning until Dad lit a new fire in the wood and coal stove,  I sometimes got dressed under my covers before getting out of bed.
	On the day of the Ouch, Mum needed flour, sugar and four loaves of bread brought down.  I carried the empty five pound canister for flour and a four pound one for sugar and proceeded up the varnished and waxed hard wood stairs.  The flour bag was made of soft cotton and the sugar bag was a doubled layered strong brown paper. I filled the canisters to the brim, put on their lids, placed one under each arm, and somehow picked up four loaves of bread and began my descent,
	For some reason I believed that I could bring down everything at once.  After all I was fifteen, strong and able. 
	Over the years those stairs were mine.  I loved those stairs and being athletic I relished in coming down in exciting ways.  Somehow I had developed a method of sliding down a number of steps before grabbing the top of the doorway at the bottom allowing me to swing out and land a perfect 10 on the dining room floor however this day I wouldn’t be doing any gymnastics with the load I was carrying.  I was wearing a pair of knitted socks my dear Grannie had made for me.  She attached felt on the bottom so they would not wear out so easily.  I loved those socks and wore them all winter in the cold house.  This day they failed me.
	I felt myself starting to slip at the top step and before I knew it I was at the bottom, laying on the floor.  The wind had been knocked out of me. The sugar and flour covered every step. The canisters and four loaves of bread had flown through the air narrowly missing crashing through the glass doors of Mum’s prized china cabinet.
	I couldn’t breathe.  I had never had this happen to me before.  I gasped for air.  My mother came over and stood near me, not bending down nor comforting me. I wrapped my arms around her legs,  I couldn’t speak, I had no air.  I thought I was going to die.
	I don’t know for how long, possibly not as long as it seemed my lungs filled with air and I sat there dazed.  My Mum left, brought back a small brush and told me to start cleaning up the mess.  
	I cleaned sugar out of the cracks of those stairs every week until I left home.  The big Ouch was having a mother who never knew what to do to be there when I needed her. To comfort me, to hold me, to ask if I were okay. To tell me she loved me.  That’s a bigger ouch than a broken bone.
	







