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    Woman Gored by Bison Lives

  


  

     

    For Goose Lane’s diamond anniversary — an array of six scintillating stories, gems mined from sixty years of Canada’s finest publishing and polished to the brightest hues. This multi-volume collection includes the following:


     


    Famed poet Alden Nowlan’s A Boy’s Life of Napoleon, adapted from his first novel, The Wanton Troopers, posthumously published by Goose Lane in 1988


     


    Douglas Glover’s strange and affecting


    Woman Gored by Bison Lives


     


    The Three Marys, a Christmas story with a bite, adapted by Lynn Coady from her debut novel, Strange Heaven


     


    Simran, a twisting tour-de-force by


    Shauna Singh Baldwin


     


    Kathryn Kuitenbrouwer’s stunning


    What Had Become of Us


     


    Knife Party, a wild tale of an Italian vacation gone off the rails, from Mark Anthony Jarman’s highly anticipated new collection, forthcoming in 2015


    


  

 

 

    Fiction by Douglas Glover


     


    Savage Love (2013)


    Bad News of the Heart (2003)


    Elle (2003)


    16 Categories of Desire (2000)


    The Life and Times of Captain N. (1993)


    A Guide to Animal Behaviour (1991)


    The South Will Rise at Noon (1988)


    Dog Attempts to Drown Man in Saskatoon (1985)


    Precious (1983)


    The Mad River (1981)

  


  
  
 
 


 


    “Woman Gored by Bison Lives” previously appeared in Douglas Glover’s 1991 story collection, A Guide to Animal Behaviour, published by Goose Lane Editions.
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    Days, while my husband is at work, Susan and I make love on the couch in her parents’ basement. It is a desperate thing to do, and we are both a little stunned by it. But something has pushed us to the edge of caring.


    Gabriela, the baby, is upstairs sleeping, while Susan’s mother does housework or watches soap operas. We keep our clothes on, manacled at the ankles by a tangle of underwear, jeans, and belts. And when Susan comes, I press my palm across her lips to keep her from shouting out her joy.


    I don’t know if we are in love. But we are both in need of solace, and our sex is a composition of melancholy and violence, as though we are seeking to escape and punish ourselves in the same act.


     


    The walls are decorated with hangings Susan made during a university art class. The weaving is sinuous and convoluted, with objects embedded or hidden in the loosely spun wool. They are analogues of a spirit that remains secret from me even at the height of passion. Her loom stands idle at the end of the room.


    After sex, we lie together on the couch, our tops rucked up so that our breasts crush together, hot and soft, smoking dope and holding slides of Susan’s work to the light. I profess to see themes, leitmotifs, and images, and it is true that her work excites me with a mixture of admiration and anxiety (what is hidden; what is lost). But my insights are all superficial, and I cannot connect the woven mysteries with the woman who whispers or the woman who is Gabriela’s mother.


     


    Except during sex or when she is crying, Susan’s face is expressionless. This is one source of my fascination with her. My own face is endlessly mobile and gives everything away. But Susan is always reserved, watchful, and hidden. At first I took this for a sign of maturity and intelligence. She is tall and graceful, and her silence gives her the appearance of inner poise. I say appearance, because it is all a mask. Not even a mask, for the word mask implies that it is something she can put on or take off.


    Susan’s face is forever sad, and her sadness is her strength. Sadness has schooled her in waiting. Her expressionless face conceals her naïveté, her confusion, her lack. She is stunned — that’s what her face means. She meets what she cannot understand with a blank stare and a few graceful gestures.


    . . .


    A photograph of Susan pregnant — suddenly, I see the significance of the objects hidden in the wall hangings. When I say it, she becomes angry.


     


    Gabriela’s father abandoned them before the baby was born. He is a violinist from Toronto. They met when he came to play in the city symphony. How they fell in love, how she became pregnant, seems now unclear in Susan’s mind. What is clear is the way they finished. She has told me the story over and over. It is her national epic. It is how her life became the way it is: the baby, her return to Saskatoon and her parents’ basement, the idle loom, her job in the composing room at the local newspaper.


    The violinist wanted to marry her, she tells me. But his mother interfered. The three of them met — Susan pregnant, expressionless, watchful; the violinist cracking the knuckles of his sinewy, red hands; his mother fierce and excessively thin, calling Susan “my dear girl.” The mother said he must not become entangled (like an object in one of Susan’s pieces) so early in life or his career would suffer and he would end up mediocre (as she had done). “What she really meant, ” says Susan, “was that she could not bear to lose him, that he should take a different way. ” Now he is first violin in another town, his career is mediocre, and he writes wistful letters to Susan and his daughter.


    Susan has learned to suffer in silence because there is nothing to say. The violinist and his mother took her voice, and she only dreams of saving enough money to move with Gabriela to a cabin at Pelican Narrows in the north. We make love quietly, secretly, in the long summer afternoons, while the baby sleeps and my husband works at his job at the oil company.


     


    Susan has slept with one other woman. This was in Vancouver in her student days. The woman was her best friend, and they did it once, after a session posing nude for a photography class. “For lust,” she says. “In the morning, when we woke up, I couldn’t wait to get her out of my bed, out of my house. Do you understand?”


     


    I have red, curly hair, which I wear wild. I dress in faded blue jeans and hiking boots and a worn-out bomber jacket that used to belong to Danny, my husband. I wear three rings in my left ear and a butterfly tattoo above my pubic hair. Susan and I met during Louis Riel Day, when I rode a friend’s quarter horse in the annual relay race and came second. She had Gabriela in a backpack and a bandana tied round her head. Her wire-rimmed glasses mirrored the crowds, the dust, the slick wet canoeists, and sweating runners.


    We walked along the riverbank together, away from the people (Danny was cooking steaks and burgers for some men’ s club he belongs to), Susan, quiet, indolent, and graceful (later she confessed her nervousness, how she was so afraid of not making a good impression), and me, hot from the sun and the race. We crossed the railway bridge to the university side and hid among the trees. Susan put the baby down to play and undid her shirt to let the sun touch her breasts. When I kissed her, her eyes widened, her breath quickened. She took my hand and laid it between her breasts.


     


    Danny is a sad man. He knows what’s going on — up to a point. He knows I’m bored because he’ s bored. He doesn’t like himself, so he’s not surprised that I don’t care much either. He plays ball in the summer, hockey in the winter. He’s joined the Lions because his father was a Lion. Once a month he drives to the family place in the Qu’Appelle Valley for the weekend to check on his mother and talk to the neighbour who rents her last half-section of land. The old house needs paint and the barn is beginning to collapse.


    He loves the place, but he could never earn enough money farming to make a go of it. He doesn’t even like farming. He’s got a good job publishing an in-house magazine for an oil company, but he’s not a company man and hates the work. He dreams of selling up and moving to a cabin in the mountains to write a novel. But every novel he starts is about himself and he gets bored with it after the first four or five paragraphs.


    He married me because I was different from the farm girls he knew growing up, those earnest, practical girls in jeans and white blouses. I almost laugh when I think of how he stared and stared at my tattoo. It’s amazing what a tattoo will do to counteract the effect of a plain face and red hair. He thought I’d be the spark his novel was missing, the novel of his life. I married him for his bomber jacket. In this way we fall in love with things rather than people. It’s only after you’re married that you discover the recalcitrant baggage of personality attached to the bright, attractive object.


    . . .


    “We’re at our best,” says Susan, “when we have nothing to lose. ”


     


    One day we take Gabriela and a picnic and drive north toward Prince Albert. We drink wine from a bottle along the way. The sun glares off the windshield, the wine bottle, and Susan’s glasses. She gives Gabriela a sip of wine and removes the little girl’s shirt in the back seat.


    We drive to Batoche and visit the battle site, then head for a nearby park and hike into the woods. It’s a weekday so there is no one around. We take off our clothes and the baby’s clothes. We lie together on a blanket with the food and wine around us, the hot sun warming the three of us, the naked baby crawling over our hot bodies.


    Susan’s cheeks are flushed. When I touch her, she shivers. For a while, we curl up, Susan with her back to me, my hand caressing her hair, her breasts, her sloping belly. Gabriela plays in the leaves. Later I take
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