
I Would Do Anything

I would do anything to live in the country. When I was young the forest was a place 
of refuge from the big kids, and then drew me in, a place of magic. I climbed the trees and 
cleared the fences. I could see them coming out on a fractal limit. Unfortunately all my 
forests were owned, and paved eventually. I can remember when apple trees were big, not 
just from my tiny perspective. I remember laying out on the matt of inter woven branches 
as my Dad walked under looking for me that first time I decided to leave to live in the 
country. Looking out into the world from the canopy of leaves: desperate to find a happy 
home.

The only work I could find in the country was shoveling manure. My relationship 
with shit deepened as I embraced country life. I shoveled horse shit, and always cow shit, 
but only after I scraped the pig pen. Chicken shit you just stepped in. The best shit I ever 
shoveled was horse shit. When I saw Prince’s stall I was just amazed at how built up his 
shit was. His back end was two feet or more off the level. Sometimes things are not fair, I 
took my spare time and shoveled his shit too. After leaving the farm and returning for a 
visit years later, Prince would always find me to show his gratitude. The most intelligent 
shit is the cow’s. I had once worked delivering meat to Canada Packers and wondered how 
the mystery spice was created. I found the source of the smell when it fell fresh on the 
shovel. I am a little wiser now about what I put in my mouth.

A better job was shoveling sauerkraut, fourteen tons a day. I only had my log cabin 
half-built; I was living upstairs while I finished the downstairs. I would come home and 
hang my wet clothes on chairs near the wood stove, put dry clothes on, heat a couple of 
cast-iron frying pans and go to bed with warm irony. Very primitive, but I would do 
anything to live in the forest.

One day, my car let me down, so I hitch-hiked to get to work. Got a ride right away, 
and when my shift was over, I guess his was too. He was my chauffeur that day. I invited 
him in when he said he was curious about log construction. During the tour there was a 
bottle of Wild Turkey Bourbon on the table so I said he was welcome to a shot, but that it 
was still a little early for me. No, he said and we finished the tour. It is a nice piece of 
property I own and I always like to show it off.

A few months later, Maureen came to see me. She was the wife of a neighbor and 
loaned me her kids occasionally to help pile brush. Maureen and Barry were nice people 
and new to the area, we had shared dinners and long conversations. When Maureen said 
she wanted to talk to me I thought it was just another gratuitous chance to lean on the 
shovel.

Maureen began by saying that she did not believe what she had heard, but that since
her sons were coming over unattended and as a responsible mother, she had to ask for 



herself. She said the guy who I had accepted a ride from and treated so hospitably in 
return, got up in the Pentecostal church and said he had been tempted by the devil, in the 
guise of John Copeland. Fine enough, I don’t mind being tempting, so is cheese cake or dry 
socks on a wet day.

She went on to explain that immediately after he finished speaking a lady jumped 
up to inform the congregation that she knew all about me. She did know a lot of things all 
about me, but not things I knew anything about. It seems I tempted young girls in to my 
cabin and fed them drugs. Then after getting them hooked, I shipped them to Toronto from
where they were then sent to Sodomy Arabia. Waking up in someone else’s night-mare is 
something, I say no to. 

I had lived building my cabin for two years as a complete celibate, so I told Maureen
that I only wished I had had such rigorous success with the ladies. There were certain parts
of the story that tantalized me, but over all no. It is a decision of the what, to wake beside in
the morning. Delaying gratification is something we learn over time, as in chess. It is 
freeing to know that you cannot be as bad as the worse rumour from a fertilized stranger’s 
mind. No, there are some things I won’t do to create a home in the country, no matter how 
sharp the shovel or deep the pile.
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