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Chapter One

The snow started before we left home.

We were supposed to leave at nine that
morning, but Grady had worked the night
before. And for twelve nights before that. The
other guys got time off, but Grady had worked
right through Christmas. He was the newest
RCMP constable in Drayton Valley, so he got
all the rough shifts.

He was supposed to be through at four in
the morning, but he didn’t make it home till
noon. Then he was so tired he had to sleep for
a while. The baby was already in her snowsuit. I
took her out of it again.

We didn't leave till three. The sun was
already fading down the winter sky.
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And then when we stopped at Edmonton an
hour later for gas, the bank card wouldn’t work.
[ went inside to pay, but it still got declined. I
re-counted the days since payday with a shaky
feeling in my knees. Then T went back to the car.

“I made a big mistake,” I said, when Grady
rolled down his window. “I thought today was
payday, but it’s not till next Wednesday”

“Oh, Dixie,” he said.

“I'm sorry.” I stood there, sick.

“Nothing left in the bank?”

I shook my head. He undid his seat belt. He
walked inside, reaching into his wallet for the
credit card his dad gave him. “For emergencies,’
his dad had said. Grady hates using it.

I have to say that Grady did not blame me
or say I spent too much money. We just didn’t
make enough, we both knew that. But I was
supposed to keep track.

By the time we left Edmonton, it was getting
dark. Five more hours to Saskatoon.

Snow filled the air like feathers from a
burst pillow. I never worried while Grady was
driving. But with the baby sleeping in the back,
the snow scared me.

New Year’s Eve

I looked back to check on her. Sweet flower
face in a sea of bright paper. We had packed the
Christmas presents for Grady’s family around
the car seat.

Her lips moved in and out as I watched, as if
she was sucking.

“She’s hungry even in her sleep,” I said.

Grady didn't answer. His eyes were nearly
shut against the white glare of snow flying into
the windshield.

“We should have left sooner. 'm sorry;” I
said.

Then I wished I hadn’t apologized. We didn't
start late because of me.

He shook his head, keeping his eyes on the
road. “Not your fault. I couldn’t leave the office
till Id finished the paperwork”

That was all we said for a long time.

The sky got darker. The snow fell. The black
road ran ahead into the whiteness. At least
there was no traffic. Everybody was at a party
by this time on New Year’s Eve. Only us out on
the road, driving and driving.

We were doing okay until the baby started to
cry. Sometimes Grady sings to her, but not that
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night. I turned in my seat to tickle her cheek. I
gave her the soother, but she kept spitting it out
again.

“Can’t you make her shut up?” Grady finally
said. He didn’t shout, but he was getting tense.
The stress of driving in the dark through a
cloud of flying white.

“She’s hungry,” I said. “Sorry” Some days all
I ever said was sorry. “If I'd fed her just before
we left, maybe she would have slept through?”

He laughed. “Right. She hasn’t slept more
than three hours in her whole life.”

“Seven, last Sunday!”

He shook his head like he didn't believe me,
but he didn’t answer.

We were only going 60. At this rate, the trip
was going to take forever. I hummed to make
the baby stop fussing, giving her my best good-
mama smile.

She let the soother fall damply out of her
mouth and grinned back at me. Drool ran down
her chin. She looked pretty cute, actually. Never
thought I'd think that about a drooling baby.

“Daisy, Daisy, give me your answet, do,” 1

sang to her. “I'm half crazy, all for the love of
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you...” My mom used to sing me that old song
all the time.

Daisy’s eyes were as dark blue as the night
sky out the window. My back hurt, twisting
around like that, but she started crying again if
I turned away.

Grady pulled off the highway at the next
exit and turned the car in at a closed-down gas
station. The wheels grated over a pile of hard
snow at the edge of the road. Grady likes to be
safe. He’s seen too many accidents.

“Feed her,” he said. Leaving the car running,
he made his seat lie back and closed his eyes.
“If you weaned her, you know, we could keep
going while she had a bottle”

I hate it when he gets impatient like that,
when it's about the baby. He’s allowed to be
crabby with me, but not with her.

I pulled her out of her car seat and lifted my
top. She let out little whimpers, as if she was saying,
A breast, thank God, I nearly starved to death.

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t stop nursing yet.
It was too soon—she wasn’t going to be a year
old till June. Then it would be summer, and
maybe I would leave Grady and go to Regina
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with her. I could stay with my dad for a while,
till T got a job. So she would still have a father

figure. My eyes hurt. I guess Id been staring
into the snow, too. I would not let myself cry.

The baby finished nursing and fell fast asleep.
She didn’t even stir when I put her back in the
car seat.

“Okay;’ I said to Grady. “She’s good. We can
g0 NOw.’

He opened his eyes. He looks so sad when
he first wakes up. I think he has bad dreams all
the time. After rolling his head right and left, he
pulled the seat up straight again, but he didn't
start driving.

At the edge of the road, a sign shining in the
headlights said: “Two Hills 32 km.”

“Two Hills,” Grady said. “That’s where Ron
Cox is now.”

Ron and Grady had trained together at Depot
Division in Regina. Being in the same training
troop is a big deal for Mounties. Six months of
getting whipped into shape together makes a
bond.

Ron and Grady ended up near each other
for their first postings, too, in small towns close
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to Edmonton. Ron at Westlock and Grady
at Drayton Valley. When Ron got married to
Sharla, Grady was his best man. Ron had been
moved to Two Hills last year.

The storm was worse. We stared out the
windshield at the snow. A million sparks of
white hid the road.

“I don’t think I can drive through this any
more,” Grady said. “We could make it to Two
Hills. It's New Year’s Eve, let’s go have a party
with Ronny.”

Cheered up all of a sudden, Grady got out
and ran through the snow to phone Ron from
the gas station phone booth. Thats what men
do for each other. Or maybe I mean, that’s what
friends do for each other. They’re good friends.
You've got to have friends.

I put on some hand cream. My makeup was
in my suitcase, somewhere under the Christmas
presents. Sharla takes good care of herself. She’s
always nicely dressed. I was in sweats, as usual.

Grady came back, nodding. “They’re home.
Ron says come on over.”

“Great,” I said, trying to be nice. I reached
over to touch his cheek.
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He pulled back, screwing up his nose.
“What's that stink on your hands?”

He does have a very sensitive nose.

You have to be patient.

But you also have to figure out the difference
between being patient and being a doormat.
When you have a daughter watching you.

Chapter Two

You could see right away that Sharla was not
happy to see us.

Ron cried, “Grady! Grade-A! You bugger!
Come on in!”

Sharla just stood by the kitchen island,
waiting.

“Nice place,” Grady said, looking around.
Smiling now, in the warmth. “You lucked out
here!”

The house was big. Open plan, lots of
wood cabinets. A long island with a granite

top between the kitchen and the living room.
Velour recliners with drink holders, giant TV.
Wheel of Fortune was on.
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“Built the house last year—before that we
were in the barracks. Or what used to be the
barracks, in the old days. It was bad, eh, Sharla?”
He laughed, she didn't. “But Sharla’s dad is a
builder. He came for three months, and we put
in some sweat, got er up in no time.”

Linoleum in the kitchen, beige carpet every-
where else. I would have gone for hardwood if
it had been our house. Except of course our
house was old and rented, my dad not being a
builder. Not one to hand out emergency credit
cards, either. But he had stopped drinking. So if
I decided to take Daisy to live in Regina, staying
with my dad might be okay.

I stood on the mat by the door, holding the
baby in her car seat. I hadn’t taken off my boots,
so I didn’t dare move. Sharla is a major bitch, if
you ask me. Lucky nobody asked:

“Wow, Dixie!” Ron said, catching sight of
the car seat. “Who's this?”

Ron’s a nice guy. I pulled back the blanket
so he could peek at the baby.

Daisy’s hat had come undone. Under it
her red hair was damp and curly. Little finger
ringlets. My mom would have loved her hair.
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“Look at that! Would you look at that—
look, Sharla! What a princess!” Ron glanced up
quick, to check that it was a girl.

I nodded and grinned at him.

Ron was shorter than Grady. Short for a
Mountie, but in good shape, with a thick cap of
brown hair and a nice sense of humour. I liked
Ron.

At their wedding and every time wed met
since, Sharla had spoken to me exactly zero
times.

“What’s the baby’s name?” Ron asked.

“Daisy;” I said. “She’s called Daisy.”

Sharla laughed.

I could see she thought naming a baby
Daisy was stupid.

We had meant to call her Ruth Anne, after
Grady’s mom and mine. But after she was born,
she opened her eyes, dark sky blue, and stared
up at me. I knew right away her name was Daisy.
Grady had been sitting beside my hospital bed
in his uniform. People probably thought I was
under arrest. He said, “Are you nuts? Daisy?”

Then he got called out. So I filled out the forms
by myself, and I named her Daisy.
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Now Grady sang to her, “I'm half crazy, all
for the love of you...”

He couldn’t be kind to me, but he could be
soft to the baby. We did that a lot. Talked to
each other through her.

“Wait till she opens her eyes,” I told Ron.
“You'll see, it suits her”

Ron gave me a quick hug, around the car
seat. He was in uniform, and the police radio
sat on the counter. That meant he was on duty,
even on New Year’s Eve.

“Come on, sit, sit,” he said. He took the car
seat while I got my coat and boots off.

Sharla said, “I need another cooler! You,
Grady?”

Grady shrugged. She gave him a vodka
cooler, but he didn’t open it. Ron was not
drinking, so Grady wouldn't, either. He was
polite about keeping people company. He didn't
even like to eat a sandwich while I sat without
one. Eating every time he did was making me
fat. Or Daisy was doing it. Something was
making me pretty huge.

I said no thanks when Sharla finally shoved
a cooler toward me. The doctor said it’s okay to
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have a drink once in a while. Even Grady’s mom
said a beer at supper would help with nursing.
But I didn’t like it any more. Couldn’t drink
coffee, either, since I got pregnant. If someone
cooked bacon, I had to leave the house.

Even now, the chicken wing smell from the
oven was making me a bit queasy.

“To what do we owe the honour,” Sharla said,
still leaning her hip against the island. Not asking
a question, just making us feel stupid for coming
by. She had on a purple velvet dress. Her bare legs
were fake tanned, and she had little diamonds
pasted on her toenails. Her blonde hair fell in
soft curls like she’d had it done at a beauty salon.
She must have used a ton of hairspray.

“You've got a party going on here,” I said.
There were chips and dip, M&M food boxes by
the sink, platters all over the island. “We can’t
crash the party, Grady. We ought to get back on
the road pretty quick.”

“No, no!” Ron popped open a beer and gave
it to Grady. “A couple of people were coming
over—but the snow’s stopped most of them.
And I'm on duty, as you see. Tim Lamont’s gone
to Vegas,” he told Grady.
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“Without Jade,” Sharla said.

“He’s on a golf trip,” Ron said, to excuse Tim
for going without his wife.

“Yeah,” Sharla said. “Golfing in Vegas, I bet.”

“You have a three-member detachment
here?” Grady asked Ron.

“Yeah, we still have three. Tim and me, and
Marie Poirier is the other member. She’s out
with a broken leg till February.”

“Are you still trying to get a transfer?”

“Not now we've built the house,” Sharla said.
“Anyway, Ron lies down and lets Staffing walk
all over him.” Her voice had a curling tail in it, a
little sting on the end all the time.

Ron laughed again. He laughed the way I
said sorry, too often and in the wrong places.

But no, that wasn’t fair. Grady didn't act
anything like Sharla.

“Come see my new truck,” Ron said, still
laughing. The men disappeared through a door
into the heated garage. We could still hear their
voices, but not what they said.

“My dad carpeted the garage, around the
edges,” Sharla said, staring after them. “Pits for
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three cars. You can change your own oil. Its
quite the showplace.

“Wow;” I said. “You're lucky.”

She looked back at me.

“Want a drink?”

“I can't—I'm nursing,” I said. That word

nursing sounds weird.

“How old is the baby?”

“Um, almost six months.”

Sharla leaned over the island, as if she might
lean far enough forward to see the baby.

But then she straightened up again.

“Well, I can have a drink,” she said. “How
about a pop?”

Being with her was hard. She was all jagged
edges. Maybe she just didn’t like me for some
reason. Maybe I reminded her of some girl in
grade nine who stole her boyfriend.

“I'm going to—" She stopped talking because
Ron’s police radio began to squawk.

“Ron!” she shouted, and he poked his head
back into the kitchen in time to hear it.

“Alpha 22, Alpha 22 the radio voice said.
“10-71... T have a caller reporting loose animals.
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Horses on the road north of town, before the
gravel pit turnoff. Copy?”

Ron hit the button and talked to the Control
person. He said he'd head out and check. We
knew a guy in Drayton Valley who had been
killed when he hit a horse on the road. Moose
are even worse. Their legs are so long that their
bodies smash over the hood of the car, right
through the windshield.

As Ron was talking, Grady came in from
the garage. He set his still-full beer in the sink
and picked up his coat. “I'll go, too,” he told
Ron. “If there’s a few horses loose, you could
use a hand”

Ron said sure, and they got their boots on.

[ was giving Grady the bug-eyed beg: Please
please don’t leave me alone with Sharla! But he
avoided my eyes. Laughing to himself, he bent
over to do up his boots. I was mad at him, but it
was kind of funny.

They left.

Cold air ran into the room, and a flurry of
SNOW.

“Jeez! Shut that door!” Sharla was used to
telling people what to do, boy.
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I went to shut it.

“Fuck, it’s cold,” she said.

Around our house we had stopped swearing.
You can't tell what words the baby will pick up.

“You need a shawl or something,” I told
her. That sounded kind of rude. I added, “Nice
dress, though, Sharla.”

“Yeah,” she said. She laughed. Ron not being
there to laugh for her. “My Christmas present
to myself”

“Wow. Nice, a nice colour on you.”

No blonde should ever wear purple, in my
opinion.

I looked at the TV instead. The Wheel of
Fortune boxes read:

_v_rstay y_ur w__lc_m__

“Id like to buy an O!” shouted a giggly
woman on the show.

Vanna touched the first box, and two more.
Now the letters spelled:

ov__rstay your w__lcom

The woman cried, “Is there a K?” -

She’d kick herself for that later.
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“Maybe you should get the baby off the tit
Sharla said. People without kids are always
giving you advice, I notice.

She had six shot glasses lined up on the
counter, filled with bright stuff.

“Jell-O shooters,” she said. “Don’t you have
some of that formula stuff to give her just this
once? Youd be more fun at a party if you were
drinking, too.”

I put my coat over a chair. I couldn't escape
now that Grady had gone off with Ron. “How
about a beer? I could finish Grady’s beer”

Sharla clapped her hands and cheered.

She handed me a fresh beer from the
fridge and knocked back a green Jell-O shot to
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celebrate. Then she had a red shot and shook her
head fast, so her cheeks jiggled. It was funny.

“Plus, what you were you thinking?” she
asked me. “Daisy and Dixie? Ha!”

“Well, she’s not going to call me Dixie, she’ll
call me Mom or something”

“Did you get called Dixie Cup at school?”

I couldn’t help laughing. “Yes! And D Cup.
That wasn't as bad as them singing I wish I was
in Dixie...”

“Isn’t there a Daisy song, too?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I checked it, though, I don’t
think there’s anything bad in it

“Youd be surprised,” Sharla said. “A girl
in my class, Theresa Doherty, her parents
wouldn't have thought there was anything
wrong with that. But she got called Turdo all
through school”

Sharla was making me laugh on purpose.
Weird. I wondered what she wanted. Maybe
just company.

“And her poor brother Dilbert...”

She must be drunk already, I thought.
At her wedding she was Ice Princess Barbie,
frozen in a full ball dress. She hadn’t cracked a
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joke or a smile all that night. Living out in the
wilderness must be good for her.

The radio crackled. We could hear the guys
out there somewhere.

“Control?” Ron was laughing into the radio.
“This is Alpha 22. It’s not horses on the road,
it's buffalo. They're just north of town. Three of
them.”

Control’s answer was lost in static.

“Yeah,” Ron said. “The rancher is on scene.
The buffalo are moving south toward town.
Could I get you to contact Fish and Wildlife
Services, see who they’ve got around? We could
use some extra hands.”

“10-4, Alpha 22, Control came through.

In the background you could hear Grady
shouting, “Watch out! Watch that one go!”

Great. Theyd be out all night, I thought.
Dancing with buffalo.

The radio crackled off. Sharla picked up
four more shooters, two in each hand. “They’ll
be farting around out there for hours, waiting
for the fish cops to show;” she said. “I'm going
in the hot tub. Come on. Bring your beer.”

I picked up Daisy’s car seat and followed.
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The hot tub had steamed up the closed-in
sunroom at the back of the house. All I could
see outside the sliding glass doors was more
snow. The water smelled clean. Ron was a neat
freak. If Grady and me had a hot tub, it would
stink. Both of us waiting for the other one to
clean it.

[ set the car seat close to the tub and turned
down Daisy’s blanket. Under her tight-closed eyes,
her round cheeks were as smooth as pudding.

“Cute,” Sharla said. “Where’d she get the red
hair from?”

“That happens,” I said. “When one parent is
blonde and the other has darker hair”

Sharla laughed. “Okay, okay! 'm not saying
you cheated on Grady! Youd be a fool to do
that”

[ stood by the edge of the tub. The bright
blue water was still, but clouds of steam swirled
on the surface. There were lights under the
water. No way I was getting in there.

Sharla flicked switches to turn up the heat
in the room. “We should eat the caramel apple
pie. It won’t keep. Nobody else is coming to the
party, looks like”
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“I guess 1 am a little hungry,” 1 said. Now
that she’d mentioned pie, I was starving.

Asif I hadn’t answered, she started stripping
her purple dress off. She dropped it on the cedar
floor, then her sparkly necklace. I was glad to
see that she had a black spandex thing on, like
a bathing suit.

There was a big TV in there, too, mounted
high up on the wall. Biggest Loser was on. The
contestants were talking about their love lives.
“I was so shy, my wife had to propose,” said a
huge guy, his limp hair parted in the middle.
“Or Id still be single”

“Single. Lucky him,” Sharla said, and hit the
clicker to turn the TV off. She made a moaning
noise as she slipped into the hot water.

The beer was good. Cool, in this steaming
hot room. I sat on the edge of the hot tub.

“For Pete’s sake, get in,” Sharla said. She
knocked back another shooter. “Aren’t you cold
out there?”

“I don’t have a bathing suit.”

Sharla shrugged, her shoulders lifting out of
the water to make ripples. “Take off your socks
and sit on the edge, it'll warm you up.”
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I was still cold from the drive. I pulled off
my socks and rolled up my sweat pants.

The edge was sharp. It dug into my butt no
matter how I sat. But the water was hot, hot,
hot. I bent to let my hands dangle in the heat.
It felt good.

“Oh, come on, take your sweat pants off at
least. The water’s so good...”

I couldn’t.

“Too chicken?”

“Too fat to get in a hot tub,” I said. “Still
haven’t lost the baby weight”

“You look okay. You're not that much bigger
than you were at my wedding.”

I must have looked mad, or sad, or something.
There was a pause. I thought she was going to
apologize. But no.

“Are you and Ron going to have kids?” I
asked.

She drank another vodka shot, her last one.
Four empty glasses in a row on the edge of the
tub.

“T've had three miscarriages so far;” Sharla
said.

I didn’t dare look at her.
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“They just keep dying on me,” she said.
I had no idea what to say.
After a minute I stood up and pulled off my
sweat pants. I got down into the water with her.
“Sorry;” 1 finally said. “T'm really SOrry.
“Yeah. The first was the day before my
wedding. That was fun. Another last summer.
Lost the third one just before Christmas.”
She leaned over the edge and stared at Daisy’s
upturned sleeping face.
“She is pretty cute,” Sharla said.
Then she jumped out of the tub, grabbed
a towel, and ran across the tiles, leaving damp
footprints. “Shit! I forgot the wings!”
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The chicken wings were good. Not too burnt.
Sharla brought them on a tray and we ate them
while we sat in the water.

After that, the hot tub was too hot. Even the
room was too hot.

“Let’s go over to the town hall;” Sharla said.
“It’s just across the road.”

I had leaned out of the tub to check on Daisy.
Still sleeping. Sometimes I want to wake her up
and play with her. But that is never a good idea.

“Whats over there?”

“Community dance,” Sharla said. “Ron
doesn’t go to dances. If you party with people,
it's harder to arrest them when they’re driving
home drunk. But we could go, by ourselves.”
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“I can’t go in sweats. I'd have to get my
suitcase from the car,’ I said.

Sharla said she had stuff that might fit me.

The master bedroom had a huge bathroom
off it, with twin sinks and a Jacuzzi tub. Sharla
and Ron must spend a lot of time in water, I
thought. A lot of mirrors, too. Sharla didn't
have to avoid them, and Ron didn’t seem like
the vain type. He was okay-looking. But you
noticed how nice he was before anything else.
Like a big nose or a mole, his kindness stuck
out.

Sharla pulled rodeo-style shirts and jeans
out of the closet, checking which looked best
in the mirror. She shoved a pair of jeans at me,
new, with the tags still on.

“Got these at Winners in Edmonton last fall,
they’re way too big for me. Before they changed
their take-back rules.”

“T'll pay you,” I said. Then I remembered
that I had no money.

“Don’t bother,” she said. “They were, like,
ten bucks. Good if somebody can use them.”

I was very relieved. And the jeans even fit.
The zipper did up without too much straining.
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The shirt had pearl buttons that were actually
snaps. As soon as [ did them up, they snapped
open again.

“T'll wear the shirt open,” I said, giving up.
I pulled my spare t-shirt out of Daisy’s diaper
bag.

Sharla was busy putting on mascara. Her
mouth pulled down to stretch her eyes open.
She said mm-hmm, and did the other eye. A
big makeup case sat on the bathroom counter.
Eighteen eye shadow colours, about forty
lipsticks and blushes.

She made me sit on a stool while she made
up my face.

“You're good at this.” I tried to speak without
blinking.

“I thought about being a makeup artist,” she
said. “Like for the movies? But my dad wanted
me to be a dental hygienist”

She did have really white teeth.

“Are you working now?”

“Part time, two days a week. I don't like the
dentist, though.”

This was pretty weird, to be having an
ordinary conversation with Sharla.
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She turned me so I could see myself in the
mirror. She’d done a good job.

Then she brushed my hair out and pinned
up a couple of twists, so most of it was piled
on my head. With the curling iron, she caught
some smaller strands. In no time, I had little
ringlets falling on each side.

It was the best I'd looked in years. All
sparkling. And I liked those jeans, they made
me feel trim.

“Good, she said, turning me from side to
side. She sprayed my hair like crazy.

Then she turned aside and went to the
bedroom, stripping off her towel and bodysuit
on the way. She picked a new bra and socks
from a drawer. I felt pretty awkward being there
while she wandered around naked. She paid no
attention to me at all. I couldn’t help seeing that
the rug did not match the curtains, if you know
what I mean. So the blonde hair was a dye job.
But she had smooth, unstretched skin and nice
little unsaggy breasts.

I turned to the baby so I didn't have to
watch Sharla.
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Daisy was awake, beginning to move her
head from side to side. She reminded me of her
dad, waking up.

I'undid the straps and took Daisy out of the
car seat, holding her tight. We walked in front
of the long mirror.

Id been in maternity jeans for more than a
year. The ones I had on now were my first pair
without a wide band of elastic across the belly.
Zipped up snug over my pale leftover baby flab,
the jeans looked good.

“Okay!” Sharla said, pulling a rodeo belt
tight around her tiny waist. The shiny buckle
was bull-rider size, as big as a pie plate. “Let’s
get over there, get this party started!”

I changed Daisy’s diaper and put her in a
clean sleeper and back into her snowsuit. She
didn’t like that too much. She waved her arms
around and said Nahh! in little explosions. One
of her kicks got me straight in the jaw. But I was
the boss of her, and we were going to the dance.

Sharla found a blanket to fold around Daisy.
We wrapped scarves up to our eyes, but it was
still cold. Ice under the snow made me slide a
couple of times, but we got there.
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Trucks filled the parking lot by the hall, and
more were parked along the road. A yellow
light bulb lit up the front door, where people
were going in and out.

Inside, the hall was hot, with more of those
yellow lights glowing. People stood in bunches
around the bar and the food table. Fewer out
on the dance floor, but enough. It was noisy.

“Hey, there’s Jade,” Sharla said. “Jade!” she
called “Jade!”

A woman waved and came toward us.
A fringed jacket hung easy over her wide
shoulders. As she walked the fringes swayed a
little.

Sharla spoke in my ear. “Jade—she’s Tim
Lamont’s wife. He'’s the Mountie in charge here.
The one who went to Vegas without her.”

Jade was taller than me, with long dark hair.
She was really good looking. She looked like
the woman jeans were invented for. I felt young
and shy and stupid.

But she smiled at me with an open face when
Sharla said who 1 was. About the snowstorm
and why we were there. Jade gave me a hug, for
nothing.
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Then I forgot how beautiful she was and
just liked her.

Good thing I did. Because Sharla, again, was
not too friendly.

“Why don’t you like her?” I asked Sharla
when Jade went back to her table to get her
drink.

Sharla shrugged. “I never said I didn’t. She’s
bossy, I guess.”

Sometimes people see their own faults in
other people.

[ set Daisy’s car seat on the table so she
could see the dancers. I rocked the seat gently
to the music.

An older guy stopped beside Sharla. He
bent his head to speak, and she went off with
him. They joined the two-stepping couples on
the dance floor. I could never get the hang of
the two-step. I always turned it into a waltz by
mistake.

Up on a small platform behind the dancers,
the little band was not bad. Five or six old guys.
They played country tunes, some newer. But
not very new. “Achy Breaky Heart,” for instance,
which was old when I was a kid.
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Jade came back and sat on the edge of the
table by Daisy, putting her fringed jacket on the
chair. At the neck of her soft denim shirt, her
collarbone showed like a smooth stick.

“What a cute baby;” she said. “How old?”

We talked about Daisy and how great she
was. Jade showed me her two boys, fifteen and
seventeen. They were standing with their friends
by the far wall.

She didnmt look old enough to have a
seventeen-year-old kid. Or even a seven-year-
old.

Jade said the best part of kids growing up
was not needing sitters any more. We talked
about that for a while. How hard it was to find
someone you could leave your kids with and
not be nervous. She was easy to talk to.

Tim, her husband, was having a good time
in Vegas, she said. “Hes been having a hard year.
Needed to get away from all this. Be by himself”

Talking about her sons, her face had lit up.
When she talked about her husband, the light
went out. She looked sad.

I wondered what was going on with Grady
and Ron and the buffalo.
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Then I realized why I was thinking about
them. Because of the lights. Through the window,
I could see the rolling red and blue lights of the
police cruiser.

I leaned to peer out. They had stopped a
truck on the road close to the hall. Ron was
standing by the truck window, listening to the
driver.

I could see Grady inside the cruiser. Talking
into the radio, his face thoughtful in the
dashboard light. Seeing him at work always
made me like him again. That he would want to
do this stupid job.




Chapter Five

Jade asked if she could hold the baby. She lifted
Daisy out of the car seat with strong, thin arms.
When Daisy stretched out her legs, Jade let her
stand up.

Iloved to watch Daisy being held by someone
else. It was like I could see her better as herself.
And she could see me, and that made her happy.
She jumped and bent on Jade’s knee, dancing to
the music. I kind of wanted to dance, too, to try
out my new jeans.

A couple of guys asked Jade to dance, but
she smiled and said she was taking a break.
Everybody gave me a nod of the head or shook
my hand. Most people said how cute Daisy was.
They were a lot like Drayton Valley people.
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“I could use a drink;” Jade said.

She got up and handed Daisy over. I was
glad to have her in my arms again.

“You?” Jade asked me. “Or are you still
nursing?”

I said I was.

“How about soda water with a little
cranberry juice in the bottom?” she suggested.
“T used to like that”

Jade started for the bar.

Out on the dance floor, someone began
shouting. The music broke off, then someone
crashed into the band platform. The old guys
shrank back to the wall with their instruments.

A couple of kids were yelling at each other.
The dancers stood still, watching. Everybody in
the hall was watching.

One young guy shouted, “You don’t even
know who she’s—”

The other one swunga punch and connected
with a sound like fudge boiling, a wet plop. The
first guy went down, out cold.

At that, three or four other kids rushed onto
the dance floor and started hitting wildly. The
dancers got out of the way, Sharla among them.
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The fight looked nothing like a movie. These
guys weren't good at fighting, but they really
wanted to hurt each other. They grabbed each
other, clung together, then swung. They hit too
slow or bashed heads. Pretty soon, most of them
were bleeding and some of them were crying.

A woman at the table beside us stood up on
the bench to take pictures. Tears were running
down her face. She kept yelling, “Stop, you boys!
Stop them!” Then she’d snap another picture. I
think she was the mother of one of the boys.

Sharla worked her way back through the
crowd.

I was strapping Daisy back into her seat,
figuring that was the safest place. I wanted out
of there. Those country fights can get bad fast,
because everyone’s related.

Somebody smart must have stuck a head
out the door and yelled for the cops.

Ron and Grady walked into the back of the
hall. They looked really big coming in. Ron still
had his long flashlight in one hand.

Grady’s navy parka looked like an RCMP
coat. But Grady always looks like a policeman.
The one you would want to see coming up to
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the car window after an accident. I think that’s
why he joined the Mounties.

Ron and Grady made their way up to the
dance floor. The crowd parted so they could get
through.

Sharla gave me my coat and whispered,
“Time to go”” Jade tucked the blanket tight
around Daisy in the car seat.

Nobody wants the RCMP wives around
when people are getting arrested.

The boys had pretty well knocked themselves
out already in their fury. One smaller guy still
had some fight in him, but Grady held his
upper arms in a tight hug. The kid gave up.

We were in the porch of the hall by the time
the fighters all came out. I didn’t know if Grady
saw us as they went by. He was pretty busy.

Somehow he and Ron got all the fighters
out to the police cruiser. They fit four of them
in the back seat. The father of one of the boys
said he'd drive the last two over to the police
station. Ron patted his shoulder and said, “See
you there”

[ hoped this was not going to mean a lot of
paperwork.
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But of course it would.
Ron and Grady drove away, with the father’s

truck following.
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Chapter Six

Inside the community hall, the music hadn’t
started up again yet. Outside, the night was
quiet and cold. At least the snow had stopped.

This was the wilderness. Fighting and
freezing, like in the olden days. The real
country started just past Ron and Sharla’s place.
The lines of parked cars were only temporary.
Most days this would be an empty piece of
road, going into nowhere.

Jade had gone back into the hall to check on
her sons. They came to the door with her. Jade
walked over to say goodbye to me and Sharla,
the fringes on her jacket swaying.

Softly, so the boys wouldn't hear, Jade said,
“They're pretty shocked, but thats good. All
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those kids will be careful tonight. They say
they’re going back to Donnas place to have
a party with her parents” She turned to me.
“Donna’s dad is the mayor. They’ll be safe.”

Sharla’s voice sounded loud in the cold,
clear air. “Come on with us, Jade. We've got the
hot tub going. And there’s lots to eat”

For a moment Jade looked at her. “Okay,”
she said, finally. “Twist my arm.”

She waved back to her boys, and we started
across the road.

The clouds had parted, and stars were
shaken like salt over the black sky. Jade stopped
while Sharla lit a cigarette.

I went ahead of them. I was almost across
the road.

There was no warning, only a shift in the
air. A wind. And the ground shaking.

I thought a truck was coming, but no
headlights cut through the night. Was it horses?
Suddenly, huge shapes appeared, rushing down
the road at me out of the darkness.

A buffalo ran right by me.

Another—oh God, another humped black
shape pounding by, too close.
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Another one coming—this one was going
to run me down. My feet wouldn’t move, but
[ swung the car seat out of its way as far as my
arm would reach.

The buffalo changed its path and raced past
me. Giant shoulders, narrow pointed feet. A
huge bulk, much bigger than I'd ever imagined.
The warm depth of brown fur, and the horns.
One bright eye, small in the huge head, stared
at me. I could see it very clearly in that long
half-second.

Daisy swung gently at the end of my left
arm. The buffalo ran on, and the wind went
with it.
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Even when I was so scared, the buffalo had been
amazing. To see one so close. I was shivering,
but I was not cold.

Jade said, “Everything’s okay, Dixie. The
baby’s okay, you did good. They’re gone.”

“Yeah. Now all you have to do is walk to
Chapter Seven ' the house,” Sharla said. “Look, it’s, like, twenty
more steps.”

I thought they might have to carry me. But
they wouldn’t be able to. I patted at Daisy’s
Jade took the car seat, and Sharla grabbed me blanket and pulled it down to see her face. She
before I fell down. The buffalo could have— opened her eyes and laughed.

Daisy could have been killed. ' “Do it again!” Jade said. “She’d like another

“Fucking shit,” Sharla said. ride”

My legs were shaking. I could still feel the Okay. Okay. We made it up the driveway.
pounding in the road. “The thing is,” I said, “Grady would kill me

“I guess the guys didn’t get them penned | if anything happened to Daisy. I mean, I'd kill
after all,” Sharla said. She told Jade about Ron ‘ myself. But he’d come along and dig me up and
and Grady going out to help the buffalo rancher. kill me again”

“The fence could have been down somewhere | “She’s fine, shes fine, Sharla said. “I'm
else;” Jade said. “Buffalo are smart” fucking freezing, though, if you want to know.

“I wouldn't raise those things for anything” Come on, come inside”

Sharla was right, they ought to be left wild. [ stumbled up the steps between the other
They always were wild—even behind a fence. ' two and got inside. Now I really wanted a drink.
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The house was hot. All the lights blazing.
Sharla put the oven on and shoved in a couple
more trays of M&M snacks.

Jade and 1 got our coats off slowly. Daisy sat
and bubbled at me. She reached out her arms
for me, wanting to nurse. I could feel the milk
flooding down into my breasts because of being
scared.

I picked Daisy up and went to the velour
couch. I sat still, nursing her, stroking her silky
hair. The buffalo’s thick, curling fur had looked
so soft.

Jade said to Sharla, “Looks like you had a
party on tonight.”

“Not really” Sharla said. “We thought
maybe the guys from Smoky Lake detachment
would come down. But the snow...”

Sharla seemed a little embarrassed. Like she
should have invited Jade, but she hadn’t.

They both came and sat on the long couch.

“Over at the dance—what was that fight
about?” I asked.

“Who’s sleeping with who, of course,” Sharla

said.
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“They were really mad,” I said. I felt stupid
for saying that. Of course they were mad.

“My kids said it's the new teacher at the
high school,” Jade said. “She wasn’t there, but
they say she’s having some kind of thing with a
student. One of the boys wanted to report her,
get her fired. They got worked up. Donna was
part of it all, too. She’s got a talent for setting
people against each other. But she doesn’t mean
any real harm?”

“That girl is a raging bitch,” Sharla said.

“Her dad is smart. He’s got Donna taking
the rest of the kids over to their place. He'll
keep them occupied. No more fighting tonight.
Just lots of talk”

Sharla got up to make drinks. White
Russians this time. Brown Kahlua in the
bottom, cold milk on top. Lots of ice. They
looked so sweet. My mother didn’t nurse me at
all, and look, I'm alive. But the books all say you
should breastfeed for a solid year. And nursing
is easier than washing bottles.

“I do have some powdered baby formula
in the diaper bag,” I said. “The nurse gave me
some free samples and a plastic bottle. I carry
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the stuff around, just in case, but I've never
tried it before.”

I looked at Jade. She would know, having
two boys.

Jade nodded. “Finish nursing her now, then
have a couple of drinks with us. We'll make
Daisy a bottle for the morning. You don’t have
to stop nursing yet, just get her to take a bottle
instead sometimes. So you've got the option.”

Sharla pulled another glass from the
cupboard and shot ice into it from the fridge
door. T'll never be rich enough to have a fridge
with ice in the door. She poured another drink
and put them all on a tray with chips and dip.

“There!” Sharla said. Finally happy, now
that I would have a drink. “Itll be waiting for
you.”

Daisy finished nursing. I changed her
diaper and put her in a fresh undershirt. She
was happy, too. Fresh and clean and full of
milk, she wanted to get down onto the carpet.
Jade took her hands and let her stand up and
stagger around for a while.

“Okay, ladies,” Sharla said. “That hot tub is
not going to soak itself.”

52

New Year’s Eve

I took the car seat and Jade brought Daisy.
We all went back into the misty sunroom.
Sharla put on music and made the jets in the
tub whirl the water into froth.

This time I didn’t think about it. I stripped
off Sharla’s shirt and the jeans she'd given me
and got into the tub in my underpants and
t-shirt.

I took Daisy back from Jade and slid her
diaper off. The water was a bit too hot for her,
but she could sit on the island of my knee. She
loved it.

The other two women stripped down, too.
Sharla had no bodysuit this time, and neither
did Jade. They just got out of their clothes
without thinking about it. Like women in the
gym sauna, easy about being naked. I wished I
could do that.

They were both pretty in their skin. Sharla
pink and gold, thin but soft. She was right to make
herself a blonde. It suited her. Jade’s dark hair fell
over her shoulders and back. She looked like a
police woman, like a runner. Strong and lean.

RCMP women, wives and female members,
seem to come in two kinds. Thin, strong-willed,
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and pretty, like these two. Or kind and dumpy,
like me.

But Jade was kind, too.

And maybe it’s just that all women come in
those two types. Hot tub and non-hot tub.

Drinking the White Russian while sitting in
the hot water made the treat even colder and
sweeter. [ stretched it out for as long as I could.
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It was New Year’s Eve, after all. Sharla and Jade
talked through what had happened over the last
year. I talked a little, too. Where wed been (me
nowhere; both of the others to Vegas). Who had
died or got married. The bad and good things.

With a sudden shout, Sharla jumped out of
the tub. “Shit, I did it again!”

She grabbed a short terry robe and ran
to the kitchen. Whatever she had in the oven
smelled good.

“Don't talk about anything interesting while
I'm gone!” she yelled back.

That left us with nothing to talk about.

After a minute I said, “Ron told us your
husband went to Vegas for some golf.”
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Jade laughed. “We won a trip in the hospital
lottery”

“That was lucky,” I said.

She said, “Nah. Who wants heat and sun
anyway, when you can have weather like this?”

I shuddered.

“I'm from up north,” Jade said. “I don’t mind
the cold. I'd like to go home to Yellowknife. But
it costs too much.”

“Do you golf, too?” I asked her.

She laughed again. “No! Tim doesn't either.
Golf is just an excuse.”

“What’s he gone for, then?”

“He’s leaving me.”

Jade moved in the water. She swept her hair
back and leaned her head on one hand. Water
dripped from her hand and face.

She corrected herself. “He’s thinking about
it, about leaving”

I thought she might be crying, but her voice

was calm.

I said I was sorry. Looking at her, I couldn’t
imagine her being left. She was so beautiful.
How could he find somebody nicer?

New Year’s Eve

“The boys are old enough now. Theyd be
okay. It's not like we haven't thought about this
before. I used to think about it all the time,
when the kids were little. About how I'd leave
him. What I'd do. I was going to get a bachelor
apartment in Edmonton. I used to look at the
apartments for rent section in the newspaper””

I wanted to tell her I did that, too. But it
seemed disloyal to Grady, to tell someone that
I thought about leaving him. Thought about it
pretty much every day.

“What—" 1 broke off. None of my business.

“What what?” Jade flicked water at me.

“What happened, I was going to ask. That
your husband’s going to leave you?”

“I told him I'm in love with somebody else.
I have been for a while”

Sharla shouted from the kitchen. I couldn’t
hear what she wanted.

“The stupid thing is, I'm not even doing
anything about it,” Jade said.

I didn’t say anything.

Jade’s hands clenched and unclenched under
the water. She looked at the fans her fingers
made. “He’s married”
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You are, too, I thought.

“He doesn’t know.” Jade said. “I mean, the
guy. I haven't told him. It’s just hard”

She was staring at me, trying to tell me
something in code.

I thought, it’s Grady. She’s trying to let me
know.

But that was dumb. Grady had never even
met Jade, as far as I knew.

But he might have, when he was on a course
or something. Or at the hockey tournament. I
couldn’t go last year because I was pregnant and
sick. I was pretty pissed off that Grady went, in
fact. He got his mom to come and help me out
while he was gone.

Sharla came back with a tray, carrying the
police radio by its antenna. The radio was
crackling again.

I could hear Ron. He was saying, “We'll be
10-77, you can reach us here.”

In the radio code, 10-77 is at home.

Just as I figured that out, Ron put his head
around the sunroom door. He grinned at us
and waved. He said 10-4 into the small radio
on his shoulder and clicked it off.
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“Hey, ladies!” Ron said. “Grady, we picked
the right time to come home! Its a strip show!”

Grady stuck his head around the door, like
a cop checking the scene before entering. He
can't help it. In a restaurant he always has to sit
with his back against the wall.

“This is Jade, Tim Lamont’s better half” Ron
was telling Grady. “Really great you could make
it, Jade—I thought you were stuck helping with
the teen party?”

Sharla talked over him. “We found her at
the hall. Did you guys even see us? I was right
there on the dance floor when that all started”

Sharla was trying to cover up the mean
thing she’d done, but it was too plain. She must
have told Ron that Jade couldn’t come. But
really, she had never invited Jade.

Jade looked at Ron, then at Sharla. “I—no, it
turns out. They went to Donna, so they didn't
need me.”

Ron didn’t seem to notice that Sharla had
been mean. Or that Jade had figured out the
truth and was playing along, being kind. Guys
miss things. They expect everyone to be as
straightforward as they are.
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Grady had seen the truth, though. He didn't
like Ron being fooled.

He passed Sharla and came to say hi to Jade.

“I know Tim from a course,” he said.

Jade looked up—she had been staring down
into the water.

“He taught the new member course when
Ron and I were on it a couple of years ago.
Good guy”

“Yeah,” Jade said. “He likes teaching. Means
a few weeks away from here.”

“He’s an excellent teacher,” Grady said. He
undid his parka. “Hot in here!”

Sharla hurried through. Her robe was
coming open, showing the top of her pink chest.

“Now you can finally relax,” she told Grady.
She pressed a White Russian into his hand.

He took the glass but didn’t drink.

Ron threw his coat on a chair. He undid his
collar.

“Wish I could jump in there with you,” he
said to Jade. “Grady, you should peel off. Hey,
Sharla, no drink for me?”

Sharla gave him a dirty look. She went back
to the kitchen.
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“What took you guys so long?” she called
back.

“Had to wait for a guard. Those boys needed
some Band-Aids, too,” Ron said. He smiled at
Jade. “Can’t let their moms see them like that.
Good thing your boys weren't in on the fight.
Id hate to have to deal with their mom later.
hear she’s a firecracker”

Jade laughed, her face bright and happy.
“They only fight with each other. That's enough
blood for me.”

Daisy began to kick her legs and complain,
reaching with her arms. She wanted to go to
Grady. He heard her and came over. He lifted
her up with his big hands and settled her in the
crook of his arm. He didn’t seem to mind the
water getting on his shirt.

“Who’s the baby?” he asked her. “Who’s the
baby girl?” Sap. Daisy loved it, though.

“We did meet,” Jade said to Grady.

She smiled at him. Her teeth were as nice
as Sharla’s. But she was way better looking, I
thought.

And way more Grady’s type.
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“We met at Moxie’s, in Edmonton,” Jade told
him. “During the course. I went in a few times
to have dinner with Tim. I remember you. And
Ron.”

Grady laughed. “I was in a daze, trying to
remember what I'd been taught. Hoping not to
screw up in front of Tim, probably.”

Hearing about Grady being out with other
people always makes me jealous. It's just because
[ hardly ever get to go.

But if I met him, Id be in love with him. I
mean, when I did meet him, I was. I am. I should
not have had that drink, I thought. It's making
me stupid.

“Who did your hair?” Grady asked me. “You
look like Princess Buttercup at the wedding”

“Yeah, Robin Wright, The Princess Bride!”
Sharla said. She had brought Ron’s drink in
from the kitchen. “She was my idol. I looked
like her, back then”

She put down a platter of egg rolls and slid
out of her robe and into the water like a bare
pink fish. Sharla still looked like a princess, a

lot more than I did, anyway.
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“Sharla did my hair,” I said. “She did a good
job, eh?”

Grady looked at me over Daisy’s head. He
crossed his eyes.

“Oh, yeahhh,” he said, in a voice that meant,
What the hell has she done to you? Where’s my
real wife?

I laughed.

[ stopped worrying. Jade was not in love
with Grady. He wouldn’t do that, let someone
be in love with him.

Ron picked up his drink and sat on the edge
of the hot tub between Jade and Sharla.

“So,” he said. “When do I dare get out of this
uniform and make you women happy?”

The radio jumped on the tray.

“Jinx,” Grady said.

“We forgot to tell you, the buffalo got out
again,” I told him. We should have phoned
Control. It hadn’t occurred to me then. I didn’t
say anything about nearly getting mowed down.

Ron was already up and in his coat.

He moved fast, talking to the control room.
An MVA—motor vehicle accident.
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Grady gave me Daisy and his untouched
drink, grabbed his coat, and went out the door
with Ron. Daisy looked after him, lost and
lonely.

“It’s okay, baby;” I told her. “He’ll be back.”

Ron turned and gave us a quick wave. I
looked over at Sharla—she didn’t look up from
her egg roll.

But Jade was watching him go. Her face had
the same look as Daisy’s. Like she’d been left by
her beloved.

Oh shit, 1 thought—and thank goodness,
tangled up in the same thought. It’s Ron.

Chapter Nine

Sharla’s purple dress lay on the floor, where she’d
dropped it when we first got into the hot tub. The
sparkly necklace spread over it like fireworks.

Midnight must be close, I thought. Please
let midnight come soon, so I can go to bed.

We had finished the egg rolls and more
wings. The caramel apple pie oozed half-eaten
on the edge of the tub.

Jade broke a fingernail getting a Diet Coke
open. Tsk, went Sharla, sucking her teeth. She
brought out her nail polish case. After she fixed
Jade’s nail, she painted all our nails and glued
a little fake diamond on each tip. My hands
looked like they belonged to somebody else. To
Sharla, actually.

65




Marina Endicott

Jade and Sharla kept talking and talking
while I stayed quiet.

If a person thinks she knows something,
should she tell? And tell who, anyway—Sharla?
Ron?

I could tell Grady, maybe, but he looks down
on gossip. I could just keep quiet. I thought, too,
about Sharla’s three babies that didn't happen.

By then Jade and Sharla were deep into the
high school teacher issue. Whether she really
had a thing going on with some boy. Whether
or not she would be fired, although they seemed
to agree she should be.

Sharla was betting the teacher would be
canned for sure. Jade said the story might just
be wishful thinking by the students. Sharla
snorted at that.

“I've seen her giving Ron the eye,” Sharla
said. “She should have her teaching licence
taken away.”

They got into a bit of a fight, in a mild way.

While they argued, I got out and found a
diaper for Daisy. I sat on the edge of the tub to
cool down a bit and let Daisy stay dry. I sang
along to the music playing on the radio. Quietly,
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quietly, me and Daisy alone together. The others
didn’t notice. I sipped my drink. Grady’s drink.

“What do you think, Dixie?” Sharla said.
She wanted someone on her side.

“About what?”

Sharla ground her teeth. “About the
teacher!”

Daisy had drifted into sleep on my shoulder.

“I guess—I don’t know. Does she love the
guy?”

“I don’t think that’s the point,” Sharla said
sharply.

I stared at her. She was so pretty on the
outside and so prickly on the inside.

“I think I am a bit drunk,” I said. “Isn’t love
always the point?”

Jade shook her head. “Not to me, not if the
boy was my son. If it’s true, then it's abuse—"

But that wasn’t what I meant. I talked faster.

“I mean, if she really loves the guy, she won't
want to wreck his life. So she wouldn’t sleep
with him, because that would wreck his life.”

They stared at me.

“If she doesn’t love him, she might have
slept with him. Abused him. Or just—told him
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she’s in love with him, or something. Whatever
really happened.”

Hard to talk about a teacher I'd never seen.
I kept imagining her: really beautiful, with long
dark hair. And lonely.

“I remember high school,” I said. “It’s like a
very small town. Hardly any possible men. You
know, the drama teacher is gay, the principal
is old... So the one good man seems like
everything. Maybe he has a mean girlfriend. Or
maybe he’s just really decent, really kind, and
she—maybe she does love him.”

My strategy was not working. I had almost
talked myself onto Jade’s side.

“You can get carried away by that secret,
the secret of loving somebody,” I said. “She
might feel like wrecking her own life, losing her
kids—I mean, the school kids. The job.”

Sharla stared at me, as if a fish had started
to talk.

“I mean, what she feels isn’t necessarily real
love” I knew I wasn’t making any sense.

Jade looked at her hands under the water.
The fake diamonds on her nails glittered.
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“Anyway, we don’t know what happened,” I
said. “So we can’t judge her””

I sounded like Grady.

I bent down and slid Daisy, fast asleep, into
her car seat.

Then my arms felt so light.

“Its got to be midnight by now I said.
“Shouldn’t we bang the pots and pans or sing?”

Sharla stood up in the water.

“It's so hot in here,” she said. “I'm boiling. I
need some air!”

She jumped out and pulled open the patio
door.

Beyond the misted glass, the night outside
had changed. It had warmed up, and the wind
was gone. Clean snow lay over the back yard
like a blank sheet of paper.

Jade got out, too. She went to the door.
Steam rose in clouds off her long back and legs.
“Oh, this is good,” she said. “I needed this!”

She took a deep breath and then ran out
onto the deck and down the stairs. She jumped
full-length into the snow, face down.

Sharla gave a short scream, as if Jade was in
danger.
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Running into the snow looked like a really
good idea to me.

I went past Sharla and out, walking barefoot
through the snow. I'd been hot and sleepy for so
long, I felt great. I slid down the deck steps and
fell backwards into a patch of untouched snow.

The snow was so, so, so cold! It felt like
burning on my skin. I flapped my arms and
legs to make an angel.

Sharla was laughing her head off. The night
was quiet. Her laughter crackled in the air. She
said, “Oh, I can’t, I can’t!” But she did. She ran
out into the snow. She had nothing on, she
must have frozen instantly.

I stood up to check my snow angel. Not
bad. My feet were numb. Jade flapped her legs
and arms, too, and Sharla managed to flap once
before she had to jump up and run back. I almost
beat her back, to slide into the hot water again.

Jade came more slowly. Her skin was beet
red in the blue light from the tub.

We thawed.

“Okay,” Sharla said. “I'm putting coffee on. If
those guys don’t come back in fifteen minutes,
I'm going to bed.”
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She hauled herself out one last time and
went to the kitchen.

Jade said, “I didn't tell my husband who the
guy is. The one I'm in love with.”

[ nodded.

“I had that much sense,” she added.

I laughed.

After a minute, she said, “You were right to
say what you did. I don’t want to wreck Ron’s
life. Or mine.”

She looked so sad I could hardly bear it.

“I think about leaving Grady all the time,” I
told her. “I have a list of what to pack.”

She put her hand on my arm.

“I might be wrong,” I said. “Maybe yours is
real”

Jade shook her head. “No. I don’t think
so. Things aren’t real until you... get together,
until you are both... until you've talked to each
other”

Sharla came back with a stack of pink
towels.

“I guess the whole story is wishful thinking,”
Jade said.




Chapter Ten

Grady woke me up when he climbed into bed
beside me.

“You smell good,” he said.

“Hot tub and caramel apple pie,” I said.
“Now I know what hand cream to get”

“Look, I have a sensitive nose. I'll find you
some caramel apple hand cream. Nice angels
out there in the back yard. Must have been
pretty cold, making them. Where’s the baby?”

“Oops, I left her on the roof of the car...”
That was our joke. “She’s on the floor beside
me. We made a bed for her with some rolled
blankets. Hey, I gave her a bottle of formula.
She did spit out the first few gulps. But then she
got used to it”
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“Well, about time,” he said.

“Yeah. I'll nurse her again in the morning
after this buzz has worn off. Good to have the
option of a bottle though. You were right.”

He sighed and curved his legs behind mine.
We lay still for a while.

“What was that last thing?” I asked him.

“The accident? A truck spun out and clipped
an SUV. Both totalled”

“I was worried that it was the buffalo. That
caused the accident, I mean”

“Nope. Those buffalo are off into the hills
by now. They go where they want, ignore
everything else. That rancher lost one before, a
couple of years ago. Never saw it again.”

“Was the accident bad?” I was afraid to ask.
Finding people badly injured, or a dead person,
was hard on him.

“Nobody died,” he said. “Just hurt feelings
and glass all over the place”

We were quiet for a minute.

“You were out for a long time, though.”

“We just drove around all night. Ron didn’t
want to come home.”
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[ tried to imagine what they would talk
about, driving around.

“I always want to come home,” Grady said.
He slid his arm under my head. “He’s having a
hard time here, with Tim in Vegas and Marie on
sick leave with her broken leg. He says Marie’s
a great Mountie, that’s one good thing. But he
seems pretty depressed.”

[ waited. He didn’t continue. I thought he
might have fallen asleep.

Grady’s pretty depressed himself. I know
that. And when things are bad, he finds talking
hard. Sometimes days and days go by before he
tells me about things. Before were in the same
bed at the same time. And both awake—that
hardly ever happens any more.

I go a bit crazy when we don't talk.

“I think about leaving you all the time,” I
said, softly in case he was sleeping. “I have a
plan. What to take, where to pack things in the
suitcases.”

“Don’t think about that,” Grady said in the
darkness. “Don’t leave.”

We lay quiet.
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“I think about quitting my job all the time,”
he said, after a few minutes. “But I can’t quit
there’s the baby.”

“Why don’t you ever call her by her name?”

He didn’t answer.

Because he hates her name. I knew that
for sure now. I kicked myself. I shouldn’t have
asked him then, when he was talking about
quitting. He should quit. Get out of this crazy
police life before it grinds him too far down.

“Maybe I'm still getting used to her;” he said.
“Anyway. Fuck it. Go back to sleep, Princess

Buttercup. And Daisy. My flowers.”

>
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Chapter Eleven

In the morning, we drove away.

Daisy was safe in her car seat after nursing
again. The formula hadn’t killed her.

Ron came out on the front deck to wave.
Sharla was still sleeping off last night’s shooters.

Grady waved back. He rolled the window
up quick once we got going.

“Nice visit,” Grady said.

“Nobody died,” I said. He laughed.

It was still pretty cold. Snow had stopped
falling. The sun shone high and white. Today
was a new year.

“I know where I belong, and nothings gonna
happen,” Grady sang.
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He has the best voice. I love when he sings.
It means he is okay. We are okay.

“She’s so high, high above me, she’s so lovely.”

Daisy watched his face in the rear-view
mirror, bright eyes brimming with sadness or
laughter. She was too young for us to know
which it was.

The wind had cleared the road. It had blown
away the hoof prints of the buffalo and the
snow stained with blood from last night's fight.
Where the accident had been, I saw broken
glass heaped beside the ditch.

Loose snow blew in long strands across the
road. They made a new white road following
the line of the wind.

I love that sideways road that the wind
takes. It ignores everything except what it really
wants. It shows where we ought to be going,
which is not very often where we are going.

The wind'’s road is where I want us to go.
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