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this idea for all time and began to walk slowly past
them. ‘Cows do ot attack people. Cows do not attack
people. Cows do not attack people.” Then, completely
against my will, I found myself making up a Petie
Burkis news story:

COW ATTACKS BOY ~ SCIENTISTS BAFFLED

Scientists in Clinton County were baffled today by the
report that a cow attacked a young boy. The young boy,
who was passing the cow in a respectful manner, was able to
give no reason for the attack. ‘She just came at me,’ he man-
aged to whisper before he was driven away to the hospital.
No one has been able to reach the parents of the young boy,
2 they are having a vacation in Europe.

‘At this point one of the cows actually did take a step
in my direction and I began to run down the hill. I ran
past the cows, crashed into the fence, got up and
brushed myself off, crawled under the fence, and ran
on into the yard.

“Well, what on earth'’s the matter with you? Hazeline
said. She was taking clothes off the line.

‘Twas just running.

“Anything after you?’

“No.”

1 thought maybe you'd stirred up an old bear or
something.’
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the supper table, the way some girls would, something
ke, Wel, guess who thought he saw a black fox
today?”

Have you ever seen a black fox, Hazeline?”

1 saw one on a coat one time.” She found the blue
<ok and putallthe clothes in the basket. “The fur was
sbout that thick. Tt looked 5o warm and soft. This lady
n front of me in church had it on and I kept putting
out my hands wanting to stroke it

15 a black fox different from a red one?”

1 don't know. Listen, you ask Dad about foxes.
‘When it comes to hunting animals there isn't anything
he doesn't know.

I don't want to bother your dad.”

“Oh, he'd be real tickled. He loves to talk about the
woods and all. Why, if you wanted him to find you a
black fox, he could go out and do it
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the yard on his knees, begging me {0 play with py,
And one time he made hissiter play with him ang,
id everything for her — collected her money, g, q
er piece, paid her rent. All she did was sit
reading a magazine.

That's the way I felt about this fox. 1t was 3 .
game. The rules I didn't exactly know yet;all 1hyg
far was a fierce desire to play. My father once saq gy,
could be the most important thing in any game,

Tslipped through the trees, and the forest was
and sunlit. All around were large wrinkled boulders 1
was as if hundreds of full skirts had been left on the
forest floor to dry. There was not a sound anywher,,
and I had the feeling 1 was the only living beingin e
whole forest.

In English class one time we had to say poemsand
one girl recited this poem called ‘Where Are Al e
Forest Folk?” And when she started speaking, bigteis
started rolling down her cheeks. There was nonoiedt
first, just big tears dropping down on to her blous
but when she got to the line ‘The gay little chipmurk
romps no more;’ she really started sobbing. She @
hardly go on she was crying so hard. The teacher 9';
‘Ruth Ann, maybe youwd rather finish later, bot
Ann wouldn't sit down, and by the time she g”
last line, which was something like ‘Oh, where**
the forest folk who were so dear to me?” ever)
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CHAPTER §

The Forest Chase

It was impulse more than anything else that made me
follow the black fox, and the desire to see where she
was going and what she was going to do. I walked
quickly across the field to the woods.
I cannot exactly explain my fascination with this fox.
It was as if 1 had just learned a new and exciting game.
that 1 wanted to play more than anything else in the
world. It was like when Petie Burkis first learned to
and that was all he wanted to do -

One time he followed me around
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vas running that the black fox had been calling me,
eading me somewhere, and now I had lost her.

| turned my head slowly, listening. I could not give
up the idea that the fox had wanted me to folow he;
imagined all sorts of things as 1 got up and reluctanty
began to walk back through the forest. The kind of
thing I was imagining was that a giant boulder hag
accidentally rolled over the opening to the fox's den,
rapping her family inside, and now the fox was lead-
ing me to the den, so that 1 could push the stone aside
forher

T paused from time to time and listened, but T heard
nothing from the black fox. I continued to walk unil T
came out of the forest, right by the pasture where the
cows were grazing. They were all together in the shade
of the trees, and they turned in a body and looked at
me.

T had thought, when I first saw these cows froma
distance, that if I ever had to do a circus act, 1 woud
get about six cows like these and train them. They
would be called The Cow Family Dancers, and | would
come out in an Alpine suit with an accordion, and !
would start to play, the cows would come dancns
Pmet: ::; c;::us arena, not trotting like horses, but doing

ant steps, turning and clicking their heel
tossing their heads.

Now that Lsaw the cows at close range 1 abando™
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the whole room was sobbing. Mrs Heydon said, ‘Girls,
girls!”and then, ‘s there anyone who has a gay poem?’
Petie said he was ready with his original composition,
entitled ‘TV Land’, but even that didn’t help much.
You would have thought that the saddest thing those
girls would ever know in their lives would be an
empty forest.

That, I thought that day, is exactly what I have come
upon now. I walked slowly towards a thicket of pines
to the right, and just then I heard crows beyond the
trees. Hazeline had told me that crows were great
thieves. She had once seen a bunch of crows make a
fox drop a hen and run off, and I thought perhaps
these crows had seen the black fox with her mouse. I
charged through the pines and then, to the left, I heard
the sharp bark of the fox.

Istood perfectly still, waiting. A butterfly it on the
stone by my foot and flexed its wings. The bark came
again. A high, clear bark. I turned and began to run
around the pine thicket towards a rocky ravine. The
underbrush was thick here, and briars scratched my
Tegs. Iran past the ravine and on through the trees. The
fox barked again and I ran even faster.

T don’t know how far I went, or in exactly which
direction, but I finally stopped by a huge old tree and
sat down on a root. There was not a sound anywhere
now. I waited. T had had the feeling, all the while 1
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‘No. 1did not say that I was running from g
ested cow, because even Hazeline might not e o
resist the temptation to make sport of that.

She went back 1o her clothes. T never gay 3
take clothes from a ine so ast. With one hang g "
lftng of the clothes pins until she v4as holding aboi:
ahundred.

‘Hazeline?'

“What?'

Tfollowed a fox in the woods.”

‘Did you?' She deposited the clothes pins in
apron pocket.

“This fox acted like she wanted me to follow her*

“You were probably near her den and she wanted to
lead you off. That is the oldest trick in the world Il
fool a dog every time. But you - next time a fox triesto
lead you off, you remember that if you keep looking

able,

around where you are, you just might see youse
some baby foxes.’
The idea was so appealing that I wanted to g0 b
to the woods right away.
‘It looked like it was a black fox.' I coul
keep this information to myself. hatshe
“Oh She seemed more interested in e At
only had one blue sock left and no (€™ i
T could talk to her. Information just Pou;e ever 4
and then she would forget it She WO

d no longe!
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