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I LOOKED UP AND THOUGHT I saw Karl standing there.

“Oh hiya, Karl.”

But he didn't reply, said nothing. This wasn't his schedule, he's usually either fixing something or writing by now.

I looked over at him again.

Something was different.

This guy looked like Karl, but his mouth was open, staring. In another minute, he's be drooling.

I sat up and shaded my eyes against the glare. Then I saw that was a mistake. This wasn't Karl, this was a stranger – who was looking at my sunbathing. Nude sunbathing.

So I threw my sunscreen lotion bottle at him and tried to wrap myself in the old comforter.

The guy ducked. And turned away.

Too late for any hope of my propriety, though...
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IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL day on the farm. Thin “horsetail” clouds, but otherwise warm enough to lay out and soak up some rays, get rid of any of my leftover winter pale skin tone. Get a little bronze where it counts.

My old comforter, that we'd gotten at a second-hand store, was padded against the sharper grasses, but insulated against the still cool ground.

I'd picked out this piece of pasture because the cows were somewhere else and this was going to be fallow for some time. It also sloped to the south, and was in a slight draw where I'd be out of sight of the road, and also sheltered from the any light breeze.

Because I disliked wearing tan lines. So my sunbathing was in the buff.

And on good days, if my chores were done and no one needed my help, then I'd rest out here with my sunscreen lotion and notebook, just in case I had another inspiration show up out of the blue.

I heard him crunching through the grass long before he came up near me. And only opened my eyes to look when his footsteps stopped. Not too far away from me. Just standing there. His shadow was covering my face.

When I turned me head to look, he was  standing stock still.

From this angle it looked like Karl.

But Karl was OK with me being out here – as long as I didn't startle the cattle, I could go anywhere on the farm. But by now, most of the cattle knew me.

My next idea, was that Karl was off his schedule. His took his usual pasture walks to check on cattle either in the early mornings or late afternoons. And this was closer to lunch. By now, he's usually either fixing something or writing his latest book.

So I looked over again. His face was still shaded from me.

I sat up and shaded my eyes. “Karl, what's up? Do you need something?”

Then I saw I'd made a mistake.

That wasn't Karl. It looked like him, only a lot younger. Thinner shoulders, not beefed up like the Karl I knew.

And he wasn't wearing any t-shirt and dungarees. I saw a button-down collar, light blue, a dress shirt. Thin belt holding up pleated slacks. The tall grass covered his feet. Something out of high-end a menswear catalog.

It was when I looked at his face, I saw that my sitting up was a mistake. Big mistake.

This Karl look-alike had his mouth open. Another minute and he'd be drooling.

So I did the logical thing – I threw my sunscreen bottle at his head and screamed.

While my pitching arm is pretty accurate, I didn't look to see what part of his face connected with that bottle. I was pulling up the comforter to cover me with one hand while I pulled over my bikini top and bottom with my other hand – near enough to wrestle into under that cover.

Once my assets were secured from roving eyes, I looked up again to give this someone a piece of my mind.

But he was turned now, a hand to his face. Probably rubbing where my bottle had hit. Mental note: next time aim for the groin.

I stood and stomped into my cowboy boots next, then pulled that bed-sized comforter around me as I stood.

“Who the hell are you and why are you trespassing?!?”

The Karl lookalike was dismissive. “I might have known that it was one of you two. On company time, no doubt. But that would add up to the description I received about the two half-naked floozies that Uncle Karl hired as caretakers.”

“Floozies?!? OK, jerk. Answer my questions first. Who the hell are you?”

He still averted his face, holding his hand to his eye – which I didn't know if he were trying to be polite, or guarding against another shiner. “My name is Curt. And I'm Karl's nephew. So technically, I'm a guest, not a trespasser.”

“As far as I'm concerned, you're 'A. Big. Jerk'. And may I add 'pompous'. 'A Big Pompous-Ass Jerk'.”

“That's hardly proper for the help to be treating a relative of the owner in such a manner.”

“Boy are you out of your league. I'm not anyone's 'help' or 'caretaker' for anyone. I live here with my Aunt. And while we do help out by cleaning the house and helping him with fencing sometimes, that doesn't mean I work here. I live here. And if you had any decency, you would have let me know if you wanted to talk to me – not just stand there gawking like a pervert!”

Seeing that I had my hands full just keeping the comforter in place, he lowered his own hand from his eye and looked at me directly. Yes, I gave him what would be a nice shiner in an hour or two.

“Young lady, you have no right to say that I was acting improperly – since it was you who have decided to evidently take advantage of my uncle's charity and parade around in your – your – Au Naturel state.”

“CHARITY, HELL! And to hell with you. You've got 5 seconds to turn around and get out of here, or your face is going to get a cow paddy to  treat that shiner with. Maybe several.”

“I... I...”

“5!”

He closed his mouth and backed up a step. “Wait – 'cow paddy' means 'manure'. Manure? You can't just...”

“4!”

He backed up another step. I put one arm behind me as if I already had a cow paddy to hand and was just waiting for the opportunity.

“3!”

He was still backing up slowly, and found himself tripping over taller weeds he could have avoided if he wasn't still looking at me.

I flexed my arm and went into a softball pitcher's stance. Meaning my trim bikini-clad shape was no longer covered by that comforter – I didn't need it now, anyway.

“2!”

At that, he took off back the way he came. Only fell down two or three times before he was over the hill-crest of that pasture and out of my sight.

I was still ticked off, though.

Visitors. And a relative. Karl must not be all that happy right now. Relatives interrupted his quiet writing schedule. And created other demands on his time. Like being polite.
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