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WHAT DREAMS MAY COME

THE SUN SHINES THROUGH

Annabelle pinned the freshly cleaned linens to the line as she watched her twin daughters playing out in the yard with their cornhusk dolls. They had seen little Mary’s beautiful porcelain doll that her wealthy grandmother in the city sent her and wanted ones of their own. She didn’t enjoy having to explain to them that they couldn’t afford such a nice doll, but once they got to make their own dolls out of cornhusks and twine they didn’t seem to be bothered. Seeing them smiling and laughing outside in the sun was a breath of fresh air for Annabelle. She was grateful to have such hearty and happy children, especially after what happened to their father. 

She shook off that heavy memory and continued hanging the laundry out to dry. There would be time to dwell on the past after the chores were finished. There was plenty to be done today, but not nearly as much as if she were running the ranch on her own. After the accident, Annabelle tried to the small homestead that she and her husband built together, but wasn’t able to keep up with only the help of her two, grieving daughters. It wasn’t long before Papa insisted that they sell the place and come to live with him back on the family ranch. Annabelle was too exhausted to say no. Plus, she thought it wise for the twins to have a strong, male figure back in their lives again. 

A cool breeze ran through the line of freshly washed clothes and linens, rustling Annabelle out of her reminiscing. She saw Papa walk out the front door of the main house onto the porch. He put his fists on his hips, took a deep breath of fresh morning air, and smiled at the land in front of him. Papa started every day this way. He didn’t know she was watching, but Annabelle enjoyed seeing her father complete this ritual each morning. It served the same purpose to her as a rooster’s caw, a signal that the day has begun. He never saw, but she always took a breath with him and smiled back. 

“Grandpa Joe! Grandpa Joe! Grandpa Joe!” one of the twins yelled as she spotted her grandfather emerging from the house. “Have you seen our dolls? Mama helped us make them. I named mine Daisy because that’s my name and I think it’s the prettiest name there is.”

Her sister Eliza, not to be out done, sprinted from her place on the lawn to tell Grandpa Joe about her doll.
“Well my doll’s name is Grandpa Joe. I named her after you, Grandpa, because I think you’re the best grandpa there is.”
“You can’t name your doll after Grandpa! Your doll’s a girl! You have to name her something pretty, like Clementine or Pearl.”
“Nuh-uh. I can name her anything I want because she’s my doll and I want to name her Grandpa Joe.”

“Well my doll doesn’t want to play with your doll anymore then!”

“Now, girls. No need for all this bickering. I think you picked out a couple of fine names for those little dolls of yours. Go on inside and wash yourselves up for breakfast. Wash your dolls up, too. I don’t care what their names are as long as they’ve got manners.”

The twins clutched their cornhusk dolls to their chests and scampered inside, fueled by their beloved grandfather’s praise. Papa noticed Annabelle smiling to herself and pinning the last of the laundry to the line. He felt warmth spread over his whole body at the sight. It had been quite a while since he’d seen his daughter smile unprompted. She had always been an accommodating girl, so anytime a friend tried to cheer her up or make her laugh she’d always reward them with at least a smile, but he could tell she was almost always just going through the motions. This was a different kind of smile, however. She hadn’t been asked or coerced. This smile was hers alone and it was a sight to see. He regretting having to interrupt whatever thought was causing it, but it was time for breakfast. 

“Belle! Food’s up! Come make sure your daughter’s washed their hands like I asked them to.”

“Alright, Papa. I’ll be there in a moment, and you know perfectly well those four little hands are still covered in grime.”

Papa chuckled and walked back inside. The house smelled like baking bread and salt. After Annabelle’s mother died in childbirth, instead of finding a new wife or hiring help, Papa worked twice as hard to raise her and run his ranch. He had hired help to assist with the daily goings on of the ranch, but he insisted on taking care of Annabelle mostly on his own. His sisters would stay with him every once in a while, and some women in town would take pity on his situation and bring meals by, but Papa never took pity on himself. He would have done anything for his wife, and Annabelle deserved even more than that. 

One skill he picked up along the way was cooking. He first started out of necessity, but soon came to think of it as a hobby. Even when Annabelle moved back onto the ranch he insisted on making every meal. Annabelle didn’t mind. She preferred the chores that took her outside in the open air. Spending hours in a steamy kitchen always made her feel trapped. 

This morning, Papa baked fresh cornbread, boiled eggs, and picked some fresh blackberries from the bush next to the house. It was lucky that there were any berries left to pick considering the twins’ penchant for sneaking off in the afternoon to stuff themselves before dinner. Their sticky, juice covered mouths and purple fingers always gave them away. Papa walked into the kitchen and there they were, sticky and purple, guiltily averting their eyes away from the empty fruit bowl on the table. 

“Daisy an Eliza, did you see who came in here and ate all the berries before breakfast?”

“No,” Eliza responded quietly.

“It must have been Mama!” Daisy quickly offered. 

“Oh, yes. It must have been, huh? Is your mama also the one who sneaks off to the blackberry bush before dinner then, too?”

The twins blushed with embarrassment in unison.

“Go wash your sticky little hands again before I make you eat the whole bush!” Grandpa Joe teased. 

They giggled excitedly and jumped off their chairs to wash up for a second time before breakfast. They almost knocked the empty basket out of their mother’s hands as they flew by.

“What was that all about?” Annabelle asked.

“The girls ate all the blackberries again. One of these days I oughtta punish them but I just don’t know if I have it in me.”

“They’re good girls, Papa. I think they’ll turn out okay even if you are a little soft on them.”

“I was soft on you and you turned out all right.”

“I guess I did. Although I do I have to sometimes fight the urge to sneak around back and steal a handful of berries.”

Papa chuckled and started slicing the cornbread.

“It smells delicious, Papa. I don’t know where you find the time to cook as well as everything else it is you do.”

“Belle, you just gotta make time to do the things you love. It wouldn’t hurt you to take a second for yourself every once in a while.”

“I don’t know if I could. There’s so much to do around here and it wouldn’t feel right to lounge around when you’ve been so kind as to let me and the girls come back here.”

“Sweetheart, I’m glad for your help but you don’t owe me a damn thing. You’re my daughter and I’m supposed to take care of you, not the other way around. I want you to take the twins out to the pond later this afternoon. Sit in the sun and watch them swim for a while. You haven’t stopped moving since you got here.”

Annabelle didn’t know if she could stop moving. It’d been two years since her husband’s death, but every time she stood still for too long the memories would come flooding back fresh as ever. She couldn’t tell her father this or else he’d worry, and she definitely didn’t want to upset her girls. She’d do anything to make her father happy, though, so she decided to try it. If it became too much she’d just jump in the water with the twins. A quick splash in the icy pond would clear her mind right up.

“Okay, Papa. I’ll take the twins swimming. It’s turning out to be a beautiful day after all. Oh, but you should come, too! The girls would love that.”

“Not today, I’m afraid. I’ll be working on all the chores you’ll be neglecting while you’re out.”

“You’re such a tease! What a mean old man you’ve turned out to be,” Annabelle returned with a joking smile.

“Eat up, dear. You’ll need the extra energy to keep up with me.”

*** 

After finishing up the last of her chores, Annabelle rounded up Daisy and Eliza. The girls fought about who got to wear their hair in braids and who in pigtails while their mother attempted to get them dressed in their bathing outfits. As Annabelle was slipping a shirt of Daisy’s head she managed to grab hold of her sister’s braid and give it a tug. Eliza began to cry.

“Girls, please. Do you want to go to the pond or do you want to stay here and clean the stables with Grandpa Joe? He could really use the help in there.”

Eliza sniffled one last time and held back her tears.

“No!” she blurted, “I’m not crying. I want to go swimming.”

“I’ll be good,” promised Daisy, “please take me to the pond.”

“Alright, you can come with me. Grandpa Joe is going to be very disappointed.”

On their way out the door, Papa stopped them to say a quick goodbye. 

“Don’t give your mother a hard time now. Who knows how long it will be until she finds another moment to relax.”

“We won’t,” they replied in unison.

“Oh and Annabelle, please try not to give yourself a hard time either, okay?”

“I won’t,” she said with a sad smile.

Papa squeezed her shoulder once and headed off to the stables. The pond was only a short walk through the woods behind the family ranch. There was a fairly worn trail that Annabelle remembered walking along as a little girl. As she led her daughters down it she realized that she hadn’t been on it since then. On warm summer days when they finished their chores early, Papa would take her to the pond. He wouldn’t go in the water, he had never learned to swim, but he happily watched her splash around from the shore. She wondered if the old swinging rope they tied up together was still hanging. 

The trio soon rounded the bend in the trail that signified that the pond was just up ahead. They walked into a small clearing that had an even smaller pool of still water right in the center. The swinging rope was still intact, hanging from the branch of a nearby oak. It was nearly silent, with the exception of the twins’ excited feet and chirps of happiness. It was exactly how she remembered it with Papa.

“Mama! Look at the rope. Can we swing from it?”

“That rope’s older than you are, Daisy. Let me give it a good tug before you accidently bring the whole forest down.”

Eliza quietly and quickly slipped off her shoes and ran towards the pond. Annabelle could barely open her mouth to say, “Be careful!” before her daughter fearlessly jumped into the pool. Her little head of wet brown hair popped up out of the water and yelled, “It’s freezing! Jump in, Daisy!” Daisy immediately forgot about the rope and sprinted towards her floating sister, shoes flying off as she ran. She disappeared into the water and surfaced seconds later behind Eliza. 

“Boo!” she yelled, “I’m a pond monster and I’m going to eat you!”

Eliza screamed and swam away to the other side of the pond. Annabelle serenely watched her daughters chase each other in the water. She was pleasantly surprised at how normal it seemed. Maybe the twins were too young when their father died to really remember him now. Maybe she was the only one who still couldn’t picture his face without tearing up. She felt small drop fall from her eye. This one wasn’t a sad tear, though. For the first time in two years she felt like things might turn out all right. 

Annabelle was able to relax comfortably in the grass for almost an hour before she was itching to get back to the ranch to work. She even closed
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