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Linda Monnahan Peterson


				A-Day
     My stomach did a little flip and my heart began to pound as
I heard the rattly purr of neighbor Mike’s d-17 Allis-Chalmers
coming down the road. It was A-Day. 
      I took in a whiff of the diesel smoke when he geared down 
to make it into our driveway, I grabbed two plastic five-gallon
pails and headed toward our old Haralson apple tree.
     Then next not so pleasant whiff I got was of Mike’s cigarette
as he opened the cab door after he stopped under the tree. 
     He looked at me and said, “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”
     “Ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied.
      Just the night before, as Gordon and I shared pie and coffee
with Mike and his wife, Alayna, I was lamenting the fact that,
though I’d picked the lower branches of the tree clean, providing
me with apples to freeze, can, and sauce, the biggest and best apples
were near the top of the tree, out of my reach.
      “I could help you with that,” he said with a smirk.
      “How so?” was my reply. 
      “I could bring the Allis over, lift you in its bucket, and 
you could pick apples to your heart’s content. By the look 
of that tree, you could probably get a couple more bushels.”
      “Are you kidding?” I asked. He wasn’t. By design or
by choice, I had never been more than fifteen feet off the
ground, except for a temporary fit of insanity when I 
felt compelled to walk the suspension bridge over the Royal
Gorge. But I digress.
     Desperate times called for desperate measures. And,
let’s face it. I was desperate to keep those apples from
being wasted So, this morning, I found myself stepping
into the tractor bucket. Gordon told Mike and me we were
            both nuts. Alayna never said the same thing, not to my 
            face, but more than once she had told me I was certifiable
            for some of the things I did.
     After a quick primer on hand signals we would use,
I moved to the back of the bucket. Hanging on for dear 
life as I was hoisted higher and higher, I noticed I was
nearly the level of the second story windows of our house.
“Don’t look down! Oh my gosh, it looks like a long way
to the ground! Don’t think about that now!”
    In front of me, I saw the crop of beautiful, large, ripe 
Apples. Just think of all the pies, crisps, bars, and other
Goodies I could make with these! Before I knew it, I
had the spot picked clean and signaled to Mike to move
me to a different spot. That involved partially lowering
the bucket, repositioning, and raising it all over again.
What was I thinking? Apples. Big, beautiful apples, that’s
what.
    Once again, I moved to the back of the bucket and
held on with a death grip as I got jerked around a little
to get where more apples were. Once or twice more, I 
had to endure repositioning before I had the apple tree
cleaned out and my pails full.
     At that point, I gave him the signal to take me to the 
Ground. Grass never looked so good!
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