The 5'1: rn||¢d over t|'||: 1':i|1 Wi n:& Fm:lmp
truck, sandwiched between two ba |n|.

baby brothers and cutching a botile of
' Coca-Colathat had 1o be warm from hcr
Eweaty hand and the sutumn sun | was
e lc ers in the shop, soming Jonathans and Paola
Reds into bushel haskets, They loaked
the same, but Jonathans stayed firmer in

1 pie.

1992 Ohlﬂ Pk e here,” 1 called to Mama.

> She was behind the counter, holding a

State Alumni $30 bill up at the Tight bulb.
Mﬂgﬂzine H'l- km-h!;lw wand, =and don't be

. callng ¢ that.”
FIE‘I’ID?‘: A{Uﬂ!?‘d Ih rugged .J.mIL::lcw A-green appI:
- with two sagging brown spots acroas ¢
Cﬂ- WIH!EET room. 1t bounced off the wall and 1nto
the trash,

“Chuit thar,” Mama said, *1 am erying
BJ" Pamela Brown o work.” She squinted one eve at the 20

then waved it at me. It was o new, you
could hear it rattle in the air. * [ think this
is fake,” she sad.
“How can youw tell 3™
“Adn'tenongh threads In it " she said,
folding the bill in half and shaking her
head. "They drive up here in their rich
cars, stand in here picking over my best
fruit, always wanting Granny. Smiths
whenanyidiotkaows
they're grown m
MNew Lealand,
gl'llﬂhl.|- ihe
lm.-rtml slam-
ming the cash
regster drawer
shut, It clanged
lake it was afraid
of her.

“Maybe  you
shouldcall the sher-
" 1 aaid,

Masnashru
and put both han
the counter. *I don't
know,” she said, her blue cyes
starin pnimp_'tgulldnn 't know,”
She slipped a freah .lp-furl a peg;
next o the register and smoothed it
over her blue Mowered dress. Tt wsed o
be for Sundays, but she dudn’t hke
church anymore. Said the new
preacher had bieady eves.
epickerscame inthen,
a man and a lady, with ther
hair epin-combed back, =Af-
ternoon,” the man said, nod-
i First an M ama, then arme,
His wafe smbed and showed
her recth: there was 4 space be-
tween the top twe, Then quick,

like she remembered, she shor her

Pl . Pt Woms Togpiom Py



mouth and looked vpoat Mama,
*Orchards lock good —, ™ the
man began.
“Forty dollars a day,”
Mama snapped, "cach.
You want up to three
bushels, you pick them,
fine, No smoking o
drinking in the cabi
Her heasd was bobbi

=Lacv"s our girl, she's 11, h
Bert and Alvin, they're going on 9
months,”

“Your girl can help my giel sont,”
Marma said. * Afver sehool and weehends,
Fifty centsa bushel.” She looked at me.

“Whar?" 1 said.

“Bring them on in, Mary Nell,™ she
said, not smiling, She turned back 1o the
couple as | stepped outside, letting the
sereen door slim behind me,

*What's your name?"™ the girl asked.
She wax sitting on the w n steps,
watching the rwins wrigglingin the grass,

'%ﬂ Mell,” 1 I- St £

*I'm Laura Ingalls,” she announe
rurning the bottle up and letting the last
brown drops plop onto her !

“You want some apple juice#” Lasked
her. She was ugly u cllz.-m.withnpa:c
between her teeth like her mother's only
warse becaune her teeth were still oo big
for her face.

“Prefer ancther Coke,” she said. The
twin with the hlond hair picked up an
apple and lobbed it ar her, gurgling.
“Alvin!™ she barked. He stared at her,
burped, then slapped his hands on his

ey,
Piggy!™ hee chirped.
“Your name’s not Laura Ingalls,” |

said, hitching my thumbs in my waist-
band. “Your mother says it's Lacy.”

She

“So don't lie 1o me,” | warned her.
The twin who'd been plaving with the
apple waddled up to me and reached
inside his diaper.

The IIH'RE"IEI' ponyrail ot just ke
her mother did, then shipped the ends of
it between her teeth. v

*1 could be anyone,” she said all of a
stdden, “Laura Ingalls, Nellie Olson,
Ramona Cuimby, ﬁ:'ﬂi or Harriet the
Sﬁ;'s.br:pill ir out of her mouth,
then ghared at me "lcould be that
Tintle twit from the rsatter’s Club,™

“¥ou could be Alice in Won-
derland,” | offered,
“Nah," the girl sxid.
“She sucked.”
I thoughtabout that for
a munute. It was 3 stupid
story, "Mama savs | should
brng you all mside,” | said.
*Fine,” sud Lacy. hop-
ing up on ane foot and grab-
binr;;t e boys, ane in cach Eand
Her Coke bowle rolled from be-
1 fier knees, stopping at the edge
each step like it was afrad,

We all ate dinver in the same room.
Mama said it was so L didn't get any fancy
ideas about having servants. “They're
hliing just until your Daddy comes
b'“ -

Truth is, Daddy's not coming back. 1
know this with all my soul. He went to
find work in Jacksonville and ook up
with 4 lady named Maybelle. The day he
left, the Pippins were just ready to be
picked. They are small and yellow all
ower, buttheir full name is Cox's Orange
PFippin. Grandma said we were stupid oo
plant them here, but we ordered them
anyway and now we have a bushel from

opped talking the da
Draddy left. " Thatold bat's I\i::l;:gmdi:,x
Mama said 1o me on the front porch. 1
ran fast as | could w Dr. Harson's
office, but my legs wereheavy like
B:-"l“l fogs, She didn'c die, but
+ Harson made her swal
some nasty old black pills,
she belched for three days. N
ericd, never spoke. =Rullh
West Vieginia hillbilly

orchard, rockingin
Macintosh for a pic.

“What's thar?” Lacy asked, pointin
a the row of jars lined up el 1o dg
:lw;.“hm LT

s . .‘- q; .

‘RJil;'hl."' shie said, “Miss Mary Nell
Smartace. Think you know it 2ll, don's
vou?"™ She looked like a2 dog: a giant
Chiliahua with her braids pulled sotight
her cars .

e
with my fin e Wik i
hot, “We sell it.™

“Why?*

*Chur Empares don't always look so
pond, Peaple think an apple’s pot o be
PreLty 1o taste rigiﬁ.?om take the ugly

ones nr.tﬂ )
“Why znu dye i7"
ér 2 teaspoon and the jar.
“The cobor's natural. 1°s from the peels.
All we add is water, Cinnamon some-
times.” ! ]
Lacy tap) het apoon againin the
glma;ﬁwéﬁlﬂ.dwﬂdip it i and
tasted. “Tt's ahay.™
*Leis not just abary,” Leaid, "it’s good.
You know ir. And don't go acting like
the brain because you Tlad miscella-
neous and won the ing bee. You're
just gome — "
*Migrant,” Lacy cutin. " Weanng vour
old dress vour mother
thought Leould useir. Il
bet tomorrow 1 get a
new pair of shoes.~
I Islashed. My
favorie rod Mary
James from last
vear were sitti
omn my pillow, wir

il Rt

? You probably for girls like
et

“No,” 1 vried, but my voice was a
whi :

".ﬁ:'rc you,” Lacy said. Then she
threw her spoon at me. [ letitfall, watch-
ing the soft pink dotsof applesavcesplat-
terand weave themselves intoour brasded
Tug.
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*She hates me,™ | explained 1o Mama
as we walked the Delicions orchard. The
night wis October's gift — dry and cocl
with a high crescent moon. Grandma
toddled behind us, not speaking, though
every few scoomls | heard her catch ber
breath.

*Frost,” Mamasaid. “Ithink tonight.”
Though it wasn't cald, she nghtened her
hlue cardigan around her shoulders. “ Be
mice,” she wid.

=1 was — "

=That girl has it rough. You think
you've pot it bad — you den't have any
idex, She'll be lucky to

make it through junior high.”

“She rnl.himh.' I s.llid.

“Ain't enough,” Mama said. T see
to it she's got food in her belly for the
mext week or two, butit's not cocugh 1o
shape her. Did you see those under-
pants?” She mrmed to Grandma, *1 Bked
vo die.”

Crandma stared at Mama, cool and
hard.

*l wentto Lundys and bought her 10
pairs myself,” Maima said.

“1 never ger new underwear,” |
moaned. It wasn’t true, 1 got five new

lavender pairs just last Thursday. | just
dida'y like Mama taking someone
clie’s mde.

“Shut up,” Mama said. “You

only sorted two bushels tanight
and 1 got five more of Rome
about 1o ot

Grandma's hard apped me on

the back then, light s air. She

pointed up at a Red Dielicious

“MNot untl after the fron,” Mama
hissed.

Ljumped up and grabbed itanyway,
Grandma snatched nand bit through
the skin so hard, 1 thought my own
tongue would bleed,

Lacy and | worked side by side for
two weeks, We dide't talk much. I
showed her how to turnthe bestapples
top side up i the bags, They were all
st people wanted anyway. Weeould
charge§2morea bushelif we leftleaves
on the best ones. Mama paid her every
night, and half the ome, there was 4
little package for Lacy from Lundy's,
Socks, a pink blouse with pockets, a
Duainty Deb training bra, The last one
made me furious becanse Mama had
always msisted 1 wait until | started
sprotLin

*“The ﬁ}ffuln:;: is, she bay,” Mama
explained. “What do you think, I'm
playing favorites over my own daugh-
terd’

1 held my face sicady and chewed
the insides of my
cheeks, It was ex-
actly what |
thaught, but 1
wasn't in the
mood for an-
other lecture. 1
'lﬂh‘d U tWo
inesaps and
rucked them in-
side my nmavy
turtleneck.
“0Oh, boo-
Dies,” Mama gigigled.
1 'went to my rodam.

They waere fixing to leave the
mext moming: Grandma put Alvin
and Bert into the snowsuits Mama had
bonght them. We'd had a cobd sna
40 allthe Deicious were in. The
barn smelled wonderful, Naw
all we had lefo were the puarple
plums,and we could dothose
ouncives — the trees were
wide and lew v the ground,
Mama went into the shop to
et their pay out of the cah
box. Mot counting Lacy's
money, they'd earned 5920,
P e all looked up when she
Blew put the door likeastorm cloud,



*There'sa problem,” she said carefully,
locking: at us ane by one. [ was
packing some of my books
up for Lacy; they were
heading for Floridafor the
WInNLEeT SCASHIL

W arm tobe paid to-
day, Ma‘ami,” the
said. “I've got an offer
wiork a ranch in the
handle,”

“Youwillbe,™ )

*What's the pr
lady said. Her face had

*I'm missing §50," 1

“What are vou gering a
ashed,

"I'm missing $50,° Mama said. “1
didn "t miscount. | went to the bank and
direw out 51,000 just yesterday, Now [
know Trook 820 for grocerics and 10 for
the p . but T'm mussing 50.°

*0h, lord,” the woman groaned.
'Lwy,g'ru:i': back.” S

My nec a5 | mrnad
at th A thij:lﬁp::mmm thief in our
humuh'd 1 i

“I dedn’e take wt,” Lacy g R

oy et o

*1 swear 1 didn’™ she said, folding
her bands in her lip and cloving ber
mouth, The tweed coat was too beg for
her; T'wanted o rpat off and take back
all the other things she'd stolen from
me.

“Mary Nell# Mama sid,

Ishook: the blood in my veins flowed
so fast | thought 1 would faine

“What#™ I whispered,

* Do you know anything shout this? ™

*Fidry dollars is 2 lot of money,” the
v saied. His wile wasstarting to ory —
the tears made litke r'bbun:rﬁm her
windburned cheeks

“Mo;" L choked.

" ‘:’I.' Mama sighed, “can't get it
our of gither of them. Mo sense.”™ She
shook her head. *None.” She handed
the man his pay.

*I'mi soery it had to end this way,”
the woman said, her eyes not blinkmyg
ax she warched her husband count out
the cash. It was all there.

“Me too,* Mama aid, pulling her-
self up the steps and inta t

Alter they drove away, the twans in
the cab and Lacy in of the truck
huddled Ei:n:. plad football Blanket, 1
went inside. g :

Mama looked up from the couner.
“I'm pure uhimdr"' she said.

“But I dida’t — =
*“Yesyou did,” Mama said. “You did

it 1o spite that girl. You're hate-
ful,” she continued. * Just like
" Justhikeher father,”
came avoice from the liv-
ing room. Mama
blanched. I was soafraid |
couldn’t tarn around
*Thar's what vou
wanted to say, wasn't it?"
'Grandmaasked, holding a dish-
full of pecled and cored Wine-
. “You always hated my boy,
t's what drove him off.”
*No—,” Mama said.
ko, ™ said Geandma =T kaow
what you are.”
“You can talk,” I said.
“Go upstairs,” Mama ordered me.
“Sray put,” sud Grandma. 1 wa-
vered with my hand on the door be-
oween the shop and the kitchen,
“Well™ sad Mama. "Speak your
il
=1 ought not 1o,” Grandma said.
“There you go. manipulating

pr?:.' said Mam.

randma set the dishpan down on
the counter, A bit of water splashed
enta the wooden flocr.

“I wook the money.” she sad.

“Whar!™ Mama and T both said: my
voice was 2 squeak and Mama's was
almaost a boom,

“Iookit, and [ done gave itto that
fitle lady,” Grandma said. *Raising
up those boys, she had it hard. | pur
ivin her pockeibouk alier break-
Fase.™

I oak my hands off the door
knob and stood next 1o Grandmg

=1 don't belisve vou,” Man
said, bur her voice was weal S
kept bugtoning and undoing
rwo bumons of her sweater. |

*1 don't care,” said Grand
just don'e care,” She toak the d
into the' kicchen, squecred ind
litle roscking chiir, and picked up i
paring knife. )

=Amazing grace, how sweet the
sound,” she in her craggy woice,
stall nowgeh Frems e wecks of notspeak.-
itz “‘That saved a wretch like me.” 1
handed her anapple from the dishpan,
and she quartered it in two strokes. 1
put one inmy mouth — it wastantand
warm from the water. "1 once was
fest, and now 1'm found, was Blind,
brut now | sec.” Wecontinued like thﬂ;
all moming, pecling and coring an
||ick1:‘fthcn-ppl¢:. In theafternoonn, we

baked pice.m

woll as ook at life from a wightly

Pamela Brown is a repe
o State Alvomm qurrrHe Arand
for Fiction, having won previods

1984 for “Sweet Com.™ She graduatied

frovm Crhin Seate in March of 191 with
a Al in Engﬁ:h and has begun work
toward a master's degroe.

Her works have continued o wain
;:;rd: ?t l'}hirll Su;rl_;ihn E:iu received

nors for fiction, plays and poetry,
and in the process of producing those
picces, she continued the never-ending
jaurney of learning and discovery that
is writing.

One of the first things she learned
was i by ke 1T 0 senously any-
move. “Life sxperiences will show up
even when you're not aware that
they're s ing up,” she said. She alsn
has shifted her focus from words to
visuals.

Her winning story, “The Apple

I JUSE " came oul
= she sand, and

layed around in her
s head for about six.
weehs. Finally, it
camc tume iy
write and it all
came ol i AR, |

family 2
different ctive — the story et

e bew ikl e innd ot ber
experience not having much money.

She hopes the story will gerve
same purposes Tor the reader. °1 Just
want it to be a pleasurable reading
experience,” she said.

Brown continues o write and has o
serics of goals she hopes to achicve
before turmng 30, Her eclectic mtereits
at present include writing for ehildren,
teaching flute and working two)

Ohies State Aburani Magazine Juby/Amge 1992 |



