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The Sun and the Moon and the Stars and the Rain 

By Mark Hess 

 

Glen was up and around before sunrise.  It made the day feel right.  He boiled water in an 

open pan on the stove, poured the water over instant coffee crystals in a thick white mug, and 

regarded the darkness through the kitchen window.  Each day he was reminded that he ought to 

wipe the dust out of the window sill, but each morning the dust was still there—lingering, 

making him think of one more thing he had never thought about until Lizzie was gone. 

 It was short-sleeve cool and just right just after five a.m. when he walked past the empty 

flower bed on the way to the shed.  Inside, he switched on the light, and the nose of the Farmall 

460 was edged up to the big, sliding door.  She looked ready to go, and as Glen pulled the door 

aside, he noticed new spots of rust, like bad teeth, on the tractor’s white grill—just wanting a 

coat of spray paint.  He’d better take care of that.  He’d just painted it, though.  No . . . hell . . . 

that must have been seven . . . no, eight . . . years ago.  Glen shook his head.  Time sure did go 

fast.  He’d get after it tomorrow. 

 Atop the driver’s seat, Glen hesitated—maybe not wanting to break the silence and bring 

on the day.  The ’59 started right up, just as he knew she would, and she rumbled out of the 

shed—a cough and a pop here and there overtop the big rear tires scratching over the driveway in 
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the yard.  He turned north from there and around the windbreak his dad planted in the 30’s, 

driving with his hands knowing the way in the darkness.  He worked the pedals and gears 

without thinking, and finally he brought her up onto the long driveway with the sun just below 

the horizon pushing up silver and grey and a deep blue into the darkness above.  He could still 

see the stars. 

 Wheat harvest—must have been sometime in the 90’s because his granddaughter Carrie 

was about a senior in high school then—he remembered Carrie barreling down this same 

driveway in the big Ford grain truck.  She had a load of wheat and was headed to the Co-op 

elevators in town.  She was a damned good driver.  Her hair back in a ponytail and wearing 

heavy leather gloves, she was dressed in shorts and a bikini top.   

Lizzie had come racing out into the yard, a dish towel still in her hands, hollering at Glen.  

“You let that girl set off into town in just a bikini top?  What were you thinking?”   

Well . . . he hadn’t actually been thinking about it at all.  What he had been thinking 

about was fueling the combine and getting over to the west field before lunch.  They were 

predicting thunderstorms.  It made him smile now, remembering the way Lizzie’s brow 

scrunched down, the hard set of her lips, the way she practically strangled that dishcloth.  It 

could just as well have been his neck. 

He wished he could hold onto all of those moments better.  They just slipped and were 

gone, but they added up to a lifetime.  As he put on a good Sunday shirt he would remember the 

way Lizzie might straighten his collar and wink at him once upon a time, “Now you look proper 

and handsome.”  He might smell warm dinner rolls over at the Downtown Café and suddenly 

remember her reaching around to clear away his plate at the kitchen table, her hand on his 



The Sun and the Moon and the Stars and the Rain by Mark Hess, p. 3 

shoulder.  Walking into church on a Sunday morning, she would hold onto his elbow, smile and 

pull herself close when they greeted friends, look up at him with approval when he spoke, refer 

to him as “my Glen.”  These things were a lifetime, and he could never get them back again. 

 A long line of quiet, stubborn Kloberdanz boys found girls to marry who spoke their 

minds.  First Glen and then Glen’s son, Rodney, had married Vicky.  Vicky had seemed pretty 

unassuming at first but turned out to be even more stubborn than her mother-in-law.  Together 

Vicky and Rodney brought along Carrie.  Granddaughter Carrie was the true pistol of all the 

pistol girls.  You couldn’t tell that girl anything, yet she’d turn around and give her grandfather a 

hug and tell him she loved him.  She used to keep him close, hobbling him with her arms 

wrapped around his leg when she was a little tyke.  One afternoon when Carrie was about three, 

her folks were ready to head back over to their place after a good Sunday meal with Grandpa and 

Grandma, but Carrie decided it wasn’t time to leave yet.  She marched out into the yard in her 

pink boots and slung her arms around an elm tree and wouldn’t let go.  No coaxing or prying or 

promises or threats did any good.  It should have been one of those embarrassing scenes in which 

parents and grandparents wonder what will become of such a child, but Glen not so secretly 

enjoyed the hell out of it.  In the end, Carrie was still latched onto that tree when her parents 

drove away.  She spent the night quite happily, staying up late for a movie with Grandma Lizzie 

and riding out to do chores in the morning with Grandpa Glen—scrunched up next to him in the 

cab of the pickup. 

***** 
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Glen turned north out of the driveway onto Road 14, settling into a rhythm and bouncing along 

over the ruts, heading toward town.  He figured it would take him about an hour and a half to get 

there. 

 The wheat was brown in the morning light and would be gold through the day—almost 

time for harvest.  There was a little breeze.  It rustled the stocks of wheat together into a chorus 

of hellos and goodbyes, whispers of what the day might bring.  Through a windbreak a mile to 

the west, Rodney’s mercury yard-light was a perfect yellow circle in the darkness.  Rodney was 

in charge now.  Even though both Glen and Rodney’s names were registered on the deeds at the 

courthouse, Glen felt less and less useful.  Sometimes these days his thoughts went in the wrong 

direction if he wasn’t careful.  He’d start thinking of all the things he couldn’t do anymore.  He 

couldn’t hoist a hay bale worth a damn.  He couldn’t figure the books.  Finances had become so 

complicated.  He found it difficult to reach over the box of the grain truck and scoop the wheat 

out of the corners.  Getting down on the ground to do a repair was almost as difficult as standing 

up again.  What the hell?  He couldn’t fix the new engines anymore.  Just yesterday he had 

struggled to the point of cussing just to get the hang of a hydraulic coupling—the new type of 

coupling engineered so well that a kid could pop it on, but what of an 84 year old man?  He 

wasn’t completely useless.  He could still drive the grain truck.  Wouldn’t it be something if he 

drove it wearing a bikini top?  He smiled at the memory again.  The big wheels of the tractor 

rolled by on his right and on his left, a few cracks in their rubber here and there but still holding 

air after all these years. 

 On past the Kautz place and the Morgan place, past Road 12 and 11 he drove.  Most of 

this county had gone dead under a dusty quilt when he was just a little kid.  He could remember 

parts of those years—some of the big dust storms.  His folks somehow made it through.  He 
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wasn’t really sure of the particulars.  On hot days he could still smell the dust in the wheat.  At 

times he could even taste it, too.  Somehow the dust always wanted to be lingering on the edges 

of things. 

 Sunup, and now there was beginning to be activity on the county roads.  He passed two 

pickups going the other way—Elmer Nelson in his Dodge and a young guy he didn’t recognize, 

maybe somebody’s hired hand.  Both drivers lifted a couple fingers from a one-handed grip on 

the steering wheel to give him a wave, their other elbow hanging out the window.  Glen waved 

back.  On down to Road K the tractor puttered, and he had gained the company of a yellow lab 

mix from someone’s yard, trotting behind.  At Road J, a boy on a four wheeler rolled up beside 

him, and Glen hollered, “Let’s race!”  The boy laughed, hunkered down into a mock racer’s 

crouch, and acted like he was giving her all she had. 

 “Where you going?”  the boy shouted, turning back and holding down his Pioneer Seed 

ballcap against the wind. 

 “Into town,” Glen shouted back. 

 “How come?” 

 “Just so I can get there!”  Glen told him.   

The boy nodded agreement and veered off into a cornfield, turning half around again with 

a wave goodbye, “I hope you get there, mister!” 

The town’s grain elevators and elm trees had risen up large and leveled out clearly now.  

He was almost there, three miles out on the old airport road, on past Kiner’s grain silos and the 

dairy.  At Highway 59 past the Pizza Hut, Glen made a left onto Highway 34 and headed toward 
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Main Street.  The yellow lab cut across the Shop-all parking lot and ran alongside the highway, 

stopping to sniff a utility pole and street sign, catching up and keeping pace again.  Glen made a 

right on Main and sidled up to the curb halfway down the block where he cut the engine to the 

Farmall.  She coughed a bit and sighed, and then it was all quiet.  There was nice shade here.  

The lab sniffed the edge of the yard next to Glen, looked up at him, and then settled down onto 

the grass, his tongue lolling out.  Across the street, a dove called.  In the elm tree above Glen, 

another answered.  The dog sneezed once, looked up and down the street again, back up at Glen, 

and then settled his chin onto his forepaws.  This place would do just fine. 

 

The message light on Carrie’s cell phone was blinking.  She’d left it on top of her desk as she 

was working up a loan at the bank.  Then she had to hurry over to a luncheon for the Chamber of 

Commerce at the golf club and forgot the phone on her desk.  She usually kept it in her purse.  

Back at the office when she finally picked up her phone at three o’clock, she had three messages 

waiting from her mother.  Lordy, she hoped something hadn’t happened to her daughter.  Ella 

had spent the night out at the farm with her Grandpa Rodney and Grandma Vicky—which she 

often did in the summer.    A bit frantic now, Carrie dialed her mother’s home phone instead of 

listening to the messages —hoping her mom would pick up and wasn’t down at the emergency 

room. 

 Her mom answered right away.  “Hey, Mom.  Everything OK?” 

 “You got my messages, didn’t you?” 

 “I got busy.  Is Ella OK?” 
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 “Yes, she’s off to the east quarter-section with Grandpa, but we’re about to head in for 

tee ball practice pretty soon.  I had her go ahead and  put on her baseball pants before she left.  I 

hope she’s not getting them all dirty.  You know your dad won’t think anything of it.  When they 

got in the truck, he told Ella she was going to do the driving, and I think she believed him,” 

Vicky laughed.  “I wouldn’t put it past her, that little squirrel.” 

 Carrie’s thoughts swirled down to a familiar place.  It was life as usual after all.  “Tell 

Dad to quit encouraging her.  She already thinks she runs the place.”  Then she remembered.  

“Why the messages?” 

 “You know where Donna’s Hair Care is over on Main?  Of course, you do.  Anyway, 

Donna called to tell me your grandpa is sitting on the old Farmall across the street.  He was there 

all morning, and he was still there last time she called about a half hour ago.” 

 “Just sitting there?  What’s he doing?” 

 “Far as she can tell, he’s just sitting there.  Every customer has been asking Donna the 

same thing all morning, and nobody knows what he’s doing over there.” 

 “Didn’t anybody think to go over there and ask him what he’s up to?” 

 “Well, I asked her the same thing.  Nobody has.  Donna felt like it would feel kinda 

funny.  She didn’t want to bother him.  She wanted to know from me if he had dementia.  I told 

her, no, I didn’t think so.  He didn’t last time I saw him—which was yesterday.  I was over at his 

place just yesterday, and he never said a word about it.” 

 “About what?  About planning to sit all day on an old tractor or about having dementia?” 
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 “Neither one…  Your grandpa’s got some good looking cucumbers growing in the 

garden, though.  And the blackberries are about ready.  I’ve got to get over there and pick them.  

I doubt he will.” 

 “That’s strange,” Carrie said.  “Just sitting there, huh?” 

 “Yes.  Just sitting there,” her Mom said.  There was a pause.  “Oh, and I’ve been meaning 

to tell you.  Donna told me Grace Edwards’s daughter had her baby.  A boy.  That’s five boys 

now.” 

 “That’s nice.  What a handful.  Wait a minute.  How did he get the tractor into town?” 

“Donna said he drove up on it about the time she was opening up the shop for the day.  

You don’t think he drove it all the way into town, do you?  People are going to think he’s got a 

screw loose for sure.” 

“Mom, I’m going to go over there and check on him.” 

 “Good.  I was hoping you would.  That’s why I called in the first place.” 

 

It was around 10 a.m. when Joe Chrisman crossed his Chevy 1500 over to the wrong side of 

Main and leaned out his window to talk to Glen.  Joe had been downtown to pick up the mail, 

had passed Glen on his way up the street, and thought he would check to see what was going on. 

 Glen still sat atop the tractor, leaning back, his legs crossed in front of him.  It was a pose 

he had probably never taken in the driver’s seat—even with more than 8,750 hours on the gauge.  

The gauge had broken 20 years before. 
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 “Hey, Glen.” 

 “Joe.”  Glen kept his relaxed posture, gave Joe a nod, touched the bill of his Ranch 

Wholesale ball cap. 

 Joe looked up and then down Main.  “What’s going on?” 

 “Nothing much.” 

 Joe gestured with his chin toward the Farmall “That a ’59 or a ’60?”  . 

 Glen ran his hand across the top arc of the steering wheel.  “’59.  First piece of new 

equipment I bought.” 

 “Dad had a ’60 Cub.  Wonder what ever happened to it.” 

 “No telling.” 

 “Nope.  No telling.  It’s probably in somebody scrap heap behind their barn.”  Joe pulled 

back his straw cowboy hat and wiped his brow with a white handkerchief.  He looked up into a 

blue sky with a jet’s white contrail cutting through at a southwest angle toward Denver.  “Gonna 

be a hot one, they say.” 

 “That’s what they’re saying.” 

 Joe looked up at the elm tree above Glen and followed its line down to the yellow lab 

with its eyes closed, still resting it head on its forepaws.  “You’ve got a nice place in the shade.” 

 “Suits me.” 

 “Dog likes it, too.” 
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 “Seems to.” 

 “Well . . . I better get to work,” Joe said, placing the hat back onto his head.  “See you 

around.” 

 “Don’t work too hard,” Glen said.  Joe veered back to the right side of Main, made a right 

at the stop light on Highway 34, and was gone. 

 

Elmer Brady pulled over in front of Glen about 30 minutes later.  He got out slowly, unfolding 

his legs onto the pavement, smiling up at Glen.  Before he shut the door of his truck, he reached 

inside and retrieved a ball cap.  He pulled the cap onto his head, adjusted it with one hand on the 

bill and the other hand pulling down on the back. 

 “Is this here a ’59 or a ’60?”  Elmer ran his hand along the tread of the tractor’s front tire. 

 “It’s a 1959.” 

 Elmer walked around to the other side of the tractor, had a look at the engine.  “Looks 

like she’s still doing the work for you.  I saw one of these all cleaned up with a new paint job at 

an auction up in Sidney.  It sold for . . . oh . . . I don’t know how much . . . probably for a whole 

lot more than what it cost when it was new.” 

 Glen shook his head.  “Funny how this old stuff is just old stuff to you and me, but other 

people think they found them a real treasure.”  He reached down and shook Elmer’s hand. 
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 Elmer chuckled.  “My grandson pulled an old cast iron John Deere seat out of the shed-- 

damn thing had just been sitting there since probably 1940—cleaned it up, sold it on eBay for 

300 bucks.  Hell, I doubt I’m even worth 300 bucks myself.” 

 “I know I’m not.” 

 “Damndest thing,” Joe said. 

 “Damndest thing,” Glen agreed. 

 Joe walked around the tractor again, completing a circle.  “Guess I better get going.”  He 

looked back to Glen and readjusted his ball cap, waiting to make brief eye contact. “You need 

help with anything, Glen?” 

 “No, I’m fine.” 

 “You sure?  Don’t need a ride somewhere?” 

 “Nope.” 

 “OK, then . . . if you’re sure.  Hope it doesn’t get too hot today.” 

 

It did get hot—along about lunch time.  Along about 12:30 some kids walked by with rolled up 

towels, heading toward the swimming pool.  The lab found a low spot in the gutter that held 

water from a nearby sprinkler and took a slow drink, his eyes going to Glen, back to the puddle, 

back to Glen again.  Glen got down from the tractor and walked across Highway 34 to 7-11.  He 

bought a big sweet tea and a sandwich out of the cooler.  An hour later he returned and used the 
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restroom.  It was hot on the pavement and perfect weather to turn the wheat to the deep brown-

gold it should be at harvest time. 

 In 1963 the wheat grew nearly chest high to a man.  Glen had taken Rodney, then three, 

with him to the south section, and the Dodge had overheated.  Rodney stood on the seat in the 

cab while Glen lifted the hood.  One thing led to another, and while Glen was fiddling with the 

engine, both time and Rodney somehow got away from him.  Glen closed the hood and got back 

into the Dodge.  He’d already shifted the truck in gear when something felt like it was missing.  

Rodney.  Where was he? 

 A boy-sized trail led off into the wheat.  Glen followed it, and the trail kept on going and 

going.  The kid could move surprisingly fast at that age.  The trail crossed back on itself and 

looped, and Glen didn’t know which trail to follow.  It must have looked like one of those crop 

circles from up above.   

“Rodney!  Hey, buddy!”  Glen called.  No answer.  Glen was sweating now, thinking of 

the harvest crew in the wheat field fire that time in the 50’s and how the fire had blown back on 

them and circled the men trying to put it out.  It had killed three of them.  Glen had watched the 

smoke from his farm 12 miles away.  He started running. 

 He zagged right and then left, calling Rodney’s name over and over, getting frustrated 

and even a little angry now.  He thought he heard something toward his left, a sway of stalks in 

the wrong direction to the wind.  He stood still—his chin and shoulders moving up, his breath 

coming hard.  He listened again, watched for movement, but only saw a sheet of gold touching 

blue sky on the horizon. Stopping once more, he heard the giggles and cut through the wheat in 
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that direction, finding Rodney sitting with his hands covering his eyes and giggling, “I hided 

from you!” 

 He swooped the boy up and lifted him high in the air, all his anger burned out in relief, 

laughing along with his son, tickling him in mid swoop.  “Don’t do that again, Pardner.  You had 

me scareder than all get out!” 

 How many more years would Rodney be able to keep it up out there on the farm?  Just by 

himself and the one hired hand?  There was no one left to take over after Rodney.  Carrie had 

divorced, and her ex-husband had been no farmer any way.  What would become of it all?  Just 

like that 1960 Cub Farmall Joe Chrisman was wondering about, there was no telling what would 

happen to it. 

 Damn, he had to go to take another leak. 

 

Used to be he could sleep through anything, but now he was up at least twice a night using the 

bathroom.  Doc Gleason had told him that it wasn’t all that strange for a man his age.  He ought 

to have his prostrate checked.  Ok . . . well, what did that involve?  No, thank you.  He believed 

he’d pass on that one. 

 It was one night this past January, though, that finally brought Glen into Doc Gleason for 

a full physical.  Glen had awakened with a start—feeling like a fire was burning up into his 

throat and chest.  For some reason, his immediate thought was that he needed a glass of milk.  

After drinking the milk, he lay back down, and his chest only felt worse.  It felt like a bucket of 
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tools was sitting there.  Sitting up seemed to help somewhat.  Standing up and pacing around the 

house was some relief until he realized all the sudden that he might be having a heart attack. 

 He got as far as getting dressed, putting his wallet in his back pocket, and holding his car 

keys in his hand.  He knew he ought to call Rodney and get a ride into town, but how 

embarrassing would that be if it turned out to be nothing?  All that fuss in an emergency room in 

the middle of the night?  All of it maybe because an old man ate spicy food?  He sat down in the 

recliner and stared into the darkness.  One way or another, it would pass, and if he was going to 

die, he may as well die sitting comfortably in the recliner in his own living room.  He turned on a 

lamp beside the chair, turned it off again.  Closed his eyes.  He awoke the next morning with a 

burning throat but feeling better. 

 He got into see Doc first thing the next morning after he told Gracie, Doc’s receptionist 

for more than 30 years, why he was calling.  She called him a stupid old goat before making sure 

he was OK to drive.  He drove into town on his own, never mentioning anything to Rodney or 

Vicky or Carrie. 

 Doc was 77 years old himself.  After some fussing about with the stethoscope and the 

blood pressure cuff , Doc had pronounced Glen fit as a fiddle—though he really should do a 

blood workup.  That was no heart attack—couldn’t have bee.  “Glen, you gravelly bastard, 

you’ve got the blood pressure of a teenager!” 

 Glen was buttoning his shirt, a little angry at himself for getting all riled up over nothing, 

understanding he could have saved the hassle after all.  He shouldn’t even have come in this 

morning. 
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 Doc clapped Glen on the shoulder and laughed.  “The way your heart’s pumping, I’m 

sure you don’t have any issues with ED.” 

 “I must not,” Glen told him, “because I don’t even know what that is.” 

 “ED?  That’s when you can’t get your pecker hard.” 

 “Oh, that . . . I wouldn’t know.  I can’t say that I’ve tried it out that sort of thing lately.”  

Glen smiled and Doc Gleason laughed again, clapping Glen on the shoulder one more time for 

good measure. 

 “OK, now . . .”  Doc’s voice went low and serious.  “I want to see you in here every six 

months from now on.  We’re old codgers.  We gotta keep an eye on things.” 

 Glen agreed, knowing he would not keep the promise. 

 “And Glen,” Doc said, his voice quieter still, his hand still on Glen’s shoulder.  “How are 

you doing, really?” 

 Glen knew what he was talking about.  “I’m doing OK, Doc,”  and both men looked 

down at the floor. 

 “Yes, that’s what I thought you’d say,” Doc said, looking up at Glen. “She was a fine 

woman.  I miss her.” 

 

It was getting on toward supper time.  The shade moved away from the elm tree above Glen and 

to the other side of the street.  The yellow lab had come and gone and settled back down under 

the tree again.  Glen had walked over to 7-11, bought a pack of Oscar Mayer, and had shared it 
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with the dog.  Then he drank a small bottle of milk, sitting on the curb next to the lab.  He used 

his pocket knife to cut away the top of the sweet tea cup he’d used earlier that day.  He poured 

some water into it, and the dog lapped it up—stopping to look up at Glen and say thanks before 

lapping up the rest of it.  Glen poured some more water into the cup and set it beside the tree. 

 He was just climbing back onto the tractor when Carrie drove up and parked behind him.  

Vicky and Ella were with her.  There was a flurry of opening and closing doors, and his great-

granddaughter Ella came racing around the open car door and toward the tractor in her baseball 

uniform. 

 She was the spitting image of her mother Carrie at that age—voice and all.  He 

remembered how Carrie always wanted to help with something on the farm, had always wanted 

to ride along into the fields.   As a four-year-old, he remembered her hauling a shovel practically 

twice as tall as her out of the back of the pickup and unsteadily bringing it down in front of her, 

“I might need this!  I bet I could use it to help!  Where do you want me to dig, Grandpa?” 

 He’d smiled and pointed, “Right over there!  I’m gonna need a deep hole right over there.  

I’m pretty sure of it!” 

 Carrie had stomped her little foot onto the blade, pulled back on the handle, and looked 

over at him with her eyebrows knit and a determined line to her lips. 

 “You’re doing just fine there!  Just fine!” Glen called to her. 

 “I know!  I’m a good digger!” she said, panting and stomping her foot onto the blade 

again.  
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 And now here was Ella all these years later in her baseball pants.  “Grandpa Glen!  

Grandpa Glen!  I hit two home runs!”  Ella shouted as she scampered over and pulled herself up 

onto the rear axle.  “These cleats work really good for climbing onto a tractor!” 

 Glen held out his hand, and Ella flung her arms around him.  “Careful, now, careful . . .  

Here, hold onto the steering wheel and the back of the seat.”   He tussled her hair under her 

ballcap.  “You must be a real slugger.  I’m going to come watch you beat up on all the boys next 

time you play.” 

 Ella laughed and lifted her chin to look up at him, the bill of her baseball cap pulled down 

too low over her eyes.  And then she was off, jumping down to pet the dog, circling the tree, 

racing around to the front of the tractor, climbing up onto the front axle, picking up a stick from 

the yard and waving it to the dog.  She threw the stick into the next yard, and the lab raced after 

it.  Ella raced after the lab.  She had a pretty good arm for an 8-year-old. 

 Vicky and Carrie both stood with their hands on their hips.  Vicky spoke first.  “People 

keep talking about some crazy old farmer sitting on a tractor over on Main Street.”  She had 

planned to use a stern voice with him, but it didn’t work.  “I needed to come see it for myself.” 

 “Not surprising.  I figured the newspaper would be over here by now.”  It amused him.  

He was looking straight ahead, watching Ella play tug of war with the dog. 

 “I was kind of wondering the same thing,” Vicky continued.  “You know . . . driving into 

town in a car is how most people get around these days.” 

 He looked down at the women now.  “It just felt right,” he said in a quiet voice, and he 

knew they understood.  Both women softened, their hands falling away off their hips.   



The Sun and the Moon and the Stars and the Rain by Mark Hess, p. 18 

Carrie spoke, and she had to wait and take a deep breath first. “Grandpa, you still have 

plenty of ornery in you, don’t you?” 

 “You should have seen the looks I’ve been getting today.  Eight people have stopped by 

to check on me.” 

 The women looked at each other for a beat and then burst out laughing, and Glen joined 

them.  “Everybody dies famous in a small town,” he said, but the words had hit the wrong place, 

and the laughter stopped. 

 No one seemed to know what to say then, and so Vicky said what came natural to her, 

“You oughta let me bring you something to eat, Dad.” 

 Glen was about to say, no thanks, that he’d shared a bologna sandwich with the dog, but 

instead he said, “That would be real nice.  I’d like that.” 

 

The girls had gone now.  Down at the south end of town, the lights shined at the ballpark.  A 

young couple came out on their porch and invited Glen to come sit with them and have a glass of 

tea.  He didn’t know them but made a connection soon enough.  They were a nice young couple.  

They sat and drank their tea, talked about the weather and the potential of the upcoming harvest.  

Glen and the young man—a real nice fellow—talked about the Denver Broncos.  They both 

agreed the Broncos needed a linebacker. 

 Back in the seat on the Farmall, Glen watched the streetlights hum to life.  It wasn’t long 

before miller moths pattered against the lights’ covers.  After the war and on into the early 60’s, 

Main Street was the place to be on Saturday nights in the summers.  On some nights, even the 
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parking spaces on the adjacent side streets were filled.  They’d come into town around 5 o’clock 

so they could get a good spot.  The girls wore Sunday dresses or a blouse and skirt, bobby socks 

with saddle shoes, loafers, or Oxfords.  They curled their hair and carpooled with neighbors 

before they left the farm.  The boys wore jeans—their nice ones they kept for Saturday nights—

loafers, and a nice pearl snap shirt.  They drove up and down Main, hollering happy greetings 

and silly phrases, hoping the girls would pay attention to them.  The girls tried hard not to notice 

but couldn’t help it. 

 They always went to the show.  It didn’t matter what was playing.  They stopped first at 

Mel’s to buy candy because candy was cheaper there.  Maybe they had a Coke and a bite to eat.  

Maybe they didn’t.  The older folks sat in cars or on benches on the street.  They talked about the 

weather and the potential of the upcoming harvest.  They grinned at the teenagers moving by.  

They’d have coffee at the diner—maybe a piece of cherry or rhubarb pie--and wait for the show 

to get out before they drove their families home. 

 Glen knew her mostly as Bobby Lebsack’s little sister Lizzie.  She was two years 

younger, and they went to the Methodist church together.  One night they sat in the same row 

while watching Sunset Boulevard.  Glen was in the middle, and Lizzie was down at the end of 

the row with several friends.  He wasn’t sure why, but he couldn’t stop looking at her profiled 

silhouette.  Her nose was delicate, her hair pulled back away from her neckline and a neat bow 

holding it in place behind.  He swore he could see her eyelashes.  She was prettier than Nancy 

Olson, and when William Holden finally leaned in to kiss Nancy on the big screen, he saw Lizzie 

hold her hand to her lips, giggle, and turn to whisper to her friends.  Glen wished Nancy had 

turned a little more sideways for the kiss so he could get a better look at her profile.   
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He didn’t say a word to Lizzie that night, but the next Saturday he made sure he came in 

after her at the show.  He took a seat a little closer to her this time. 

 That must have been the summer of 1950.  Lizzie was about to be a senior in high school 

that fall.  Eventually Glen and Lizzie started sharing an ice cream at Mel’s when the movie 

ended.  After, they would take a walk together—first in groups and then off by themselves.  It 

took him a long time to start holding her hand.  That isn’t to say he wasn’t always thinking about 

it. 

 On that last Saturday before school started, they’d walked off together south on Main and 

away from everyone.  They stopped under a tree in front of a small house with its lights off, 

almost all the way up to Highway 34.   

 They were facing one another.  Glen put his hands in his pockets.  He took them out.  “I 

have been wondering,” Glen said, “what it would be like to kiss you.” 

 She smiled like he hoped she would—but more than a smile at the same time.  Her smile 

came like a glow, blurred at the edges and focused only on him . . . or maybe it was a smile that 

came to him like an evening rain.  “I’ve been thinking about that, too,” Lizzie said. 

 And then he leaned toward her, and she tilted her chin up to him, her eyes closed.  Her 

lips were soft, parted slightly.  There was no fumbling—not even after all the waiting, and not 

even after all his shyness.  He held her shoulders in his hands, and when they moved away from 

one another, her chin was still tilted up toward him, delicate there in the shadows cast down by 

the moon and the tree and the streetlight.  She spoke with her eyes still closed, just a whisper, 

“That was even better than I thought it could be,” she had said, and they kissed again. 
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 She was more beautiful than Nancy Olson.  It was true. 

 

Up on the highway behind Glen, a car or two slid past.  He was remembering that last night.  He 

didn’t want to.  Lizzie had wanted to be at home--there at the last.  He’d wanted her home, too.  

He’d lain down beside her in bed, listening to her shallow breathing.  He’d kissed both her 

eyebrows and pulled her hair back with a finger, not wanted to disturb her. She didn’t open her 

eyes.  Eventually he had fallen asleep, and when he woke sometime in the middle of the night, he 

knew she was gone.   

He didn’t know what to do.  What was he supposed to do?  He got out of bed and paced.  

He looked at her.  He smoothed the bed quilts around her.  He touched her hand.  He made 

coffee, though he never did drink it.  He spent the rest of the night in the rocker beside the bed.   

In the morning he called Rodney and Vicky and gave them the news, and then he called 

Doc Gleason.  The rest of the details he could not remember, and Vicky had been the best 

daughter-in-law a man could ever ask for through all of it.  She seemed to know how to take care 

of everything.  He was so proud of her and so thankful for her, but he’d never know exactly how 

to say it. 

 

A Chevy Silverado with an extended cab pulled up in front of Glen.  Four men in softball 

uniforms got out—one of them holding a 12 pack of Coors.  One of the men dropped the tailgate 

of the Chevy and sat down, cracked open a beer.  They all stood there looking at him.  He 

recognized one of them as one of the Beckman boys.  He thought he might know the others as 
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well.  Time went so fast anymore; he would more likely remember them as little kids rather than 

grown men. 

 Finally, the Beckman boy came forward, holding out a long-necked bottle.  “Have a beer, 

Glen?” 

 

Carrie had just rolled over and turned off the bedside lamp when her phone vibrated on the night 

stand.  Who could that be?  The caller i.d. listed Donna—Donna from Donna’s Hair Care.  What 

the hell? 

 “I think you ought to get over here and see this.” 

 “What on earth are you talking about?  Get over where and see what?” 

 “Down to Main Street.” 

 “Donna, what’s happened?”  She was waking up and talking fast now.  “Is Grandpa still 

down there?” 

 “I’ll be over there in just a minute to watch Ella,” Donna spoke decisively.  “You just 

need to go over and see this for yourself.” 

 

It was the damndest thing he’d ever seen.  Next thing Glen knew there must have been a whole 

softball team there on the street.  Then an SUV pulled up on the other side of the street with what 

must have been five of the guys’ wives inside.  They were laughing, and it got a lot noisier in the 

neighborhood.  Other cars began to stop to see what was going on.  Some people must have been 
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sending messages on their cell phones.  One of the guys plugged a cord into his phone.  Music 

started playing loudly through the open doors and windows of his truck. 

 By the time she got there, Carrie had to park a block away.  She could hear the music and 

laughter before she even got out of her car.  The intersection of 34 and Main was barricaded.  

She recognized a couple of the volunteer sheriff’s posse standing on the perimeter.  When she 

came around the corner, she saw Grandpa Glen on top of the Farmall, and he was drinking a beer 

while watching the activity on the street.  Couples were dancing a two-step right there on Main.  

Teenagers were doing a country swing.  Groups of men and women huddled together and then 

burst into laughter as someone told a good one.  Younger folks sat on open tailgates—their boots 

dangling and swaying to the music.  They lined up for the Electric Slide and stomped the asphalt.  

All Carrie could do was stand there with her mouth open. 

 She was on her way over to Grandpa Glen when Mike Bradley grabbed her arm and 

pulled her into a line of five others for The Cotton-eyed Joe.  Good God!  She had only thrown 

on an old T-shirt and her cruddy “dog-poop” sandals before she’d raced over here.  Her hair was 

a mess, but now she was kicking and step, step, stepping, and linking arms . . . and good, God     

. . . she was already swept away in the fun! 

 Glen was holding court and telling Brady all about it.  There had already been a loud 

crowd by the time a young cop and deputy arrived on the scene.  They tried to get people to 

move along, but no one seemed to be paying them any mind.  One of the sassier women grabbed 

hold of the young cop and led him into a two-step, and that momentarily waylaid all the policing 

efforts.  The deputy must have called in to Sheriff Anderson, and fifty people must have been in 

the street by the time the sheriff showed up—more arriving all the time, including mayor 
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Rawson.  Glen saw Sheriff Anderson talking heatedly to the young cop and the deputy.  He saw 

mayor Rawson stride over to the sheriff and shout something, but he was shouting it with his arm 

flung around the Sheriff’s shoulder.  The sheriff stood dumbstruck for a moment, deciding 

something.  Then Glen saw Anderson send the deputy over to his cruiser, and the deputy lifted a 

barricade out of the trunk.  Anderson had then ambled over to a group of men with a twelve 

pack.  They were gesturing, and the Sheriff came away holding a Coors Light in his hand.  He 

took a long pull.  He got on his cell phone.  That must have been when he called the volunteer 

posse.  He told them, “We don’t want nobody getting hurt.  And we don’t want any underage 

alcohol consumption.  Otherwise, you guys leave these folks alone.” 

 

By 11 o’clock it was starting to break up.  The barricade had been taken down at the end of 

Main.  The softball players were still there, but now they were walking around gathering trash 

and stray beer bottles.  The music had been turned low, and Tim McGraw was singing a sweet 

song.  A young couple danced a slow one down by the streetlight.  Carrie climbed up on the 

tractor’s axle and put her arm around her grandpa Glen. 

 “You’re a mighty good dancer,” Glen told her. 

 “Well, that was an unexpected turn of events, wasn’t it?” 

 “Who woulda thought!” Glen said, his arm around Carrie’s waist. 

 “I always liked it when I was a kid and climbed up here with you.  You’d put your arm 

around me, just like you’re doing now.” 

 “Well, I was afraid you might fall off.” 
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 “I’d more than likely jump off before I’d fall off.” 

 “You were always like that.  You still are.  That girl of yours is the same.” 

 Carrie laughed.  “You should have seen her at tee ball today.” 

 “She hurt anybody?” 

 “Not this time.  But I think she said something to some boy in the dugout about getting 

off his butt.” 

 “Comes by it naturally,” Glen said, giving Carrie a squeeze while he said it but looking 

off toward the couple dancing under the street light.  He breathed in deeply.  “It sure is a pretty 

night.” 

 “One year goes fast . . .” Carrie started and then stopped.  They both knew the rest of it. 

 Now Glen turned to look at her.  He nodded slowly.  “It was like she wanted to get it over 

and done with before wheat harvest,” he said.  “Like she didn’t want to get in the way.  That 

would have been just like her,” and then he couldn’t talk anymore. 

 Carrie moved closer to him, held her hand on the middle of his back, moved her hand 

back and forth just a little.  “You doing OK, Grandpa?” 

 “Not really,” he said, but the words didn’t come out the way he wanted them to.  His 

shoulders began to shake, and his breath caught and then came out in shudders and gasps.  She 

leaned her head onto his shoulder, and he reached around and hugged her and pulled her tight.  

“I’m sorry, honey.  I guess I’m just a blubbering old man . . .” 
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 Carrie was crying now, pulling tears away from her cheeks with both hands—a good hard 

cry, something she needed . . . something they both needed.  She managed to gather herself 

together, to choke out a few words meant to be reassuring, “You know you’ll see her again 

someday.” 

  “I have been thinking about what it will be like when my time comes.  Sometimes it 

scares me.  Sometimes it scares me there will just be nothing afterwards—that it will just all go 

black, and that will be the end of it.” 

 She didn’t know what to say, so she said, “I don’t think it will be that way.” 

 “I never told her I loved her as much as I should have.  I wish I could get all those days 

back again.” 

 “She knew how much you loved her, Grandpa.” 

 “I hope so.  I love you, sweetie . . . I have always been so proud of you and all the things 

you’ve done . . .” but he couldn’t finish. 

 “I love you, too.”  Then she paused and continued, her arm tightly wrapped around her 

grandpa, “like the . . .” 

 “Like the sun and the moon and the stars and the rain,” they said together. 

  

 

  

    


