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A\#ﬂf Love among the Haystacks

Two brothers

e two large fields lay on a hillside that looked south.
Most of the hay was already cut, and in the bright
sunlight the fields were now golden green.

Across the hill, half-way up, was a high hedge, and they
were building the haystack just above this hedge. It was
a tall haystack, a great untidy thing standing high above
the hedge, but the hay itself was light and silvery in colour,
and looked as soft as a cloud. Not far away was another,
finished haystack.

The empty wagon was going downhill, and in the far
corner of the bottom field, where the hay was still uncut,
the full wagon was just beginning its slow journey up the
hill to the haystack. The hay-makers worked on, cutting
the tall hay, while the wagon climbed the hill.

The two brothers on top of the haystack were having a
moment’s rest, waiting for the full wagon to arrive. They
stood up to their knees in the soft hay, while above them
the golden sun burned down, and all around them was the
hot sweet smell of the silvery hay. The only two things in
the world were hay and sun.

Maurice, the younger brother, was a good-looking
young man of twenty-one. He was strong, full of life, with



i

1

Pt

R EAPIR AR KRBT
RO AUGH T, BIER RS S B T
S50 e I

Ly b, AT AR E, AMTIE
TE CHE R B A0 T R RRAR G, AL
RORE — O, A B K — ke AT
AR BAREE, I HRE, BRERGE AR
B NAbE—A>CHEAF I

A EAE NI, A8 T IR 5 d it
Ak 7 AT I AICE Y TR AR
AT A, M A A L B
PATHE L A bl e, o R R TN 4
e L, ®HE TR

P LIPS T L, 4
BT RIS A bR o Aok 7 BRI
BT L, ST 0 10 O B 9 46 25 K M,
Ji LR ML b 9 18 B TR 25 07 K
(i) FL - R AN PHOG

B HI21%, IR MR T
fu AR Ao, RIS J7, HRE WISE A H, BG b

hay n. grass which is cut and dried,
and used as food for animals -

hedge n. a line of small trees that
makes a kind of wall round a field

L



‘\#93 Love among the Haystacks

a quick bright eye and a ready smile.

‘You thought,” he said to his brother, ‘you were very
clever last night, didn’t you?’ He pushed his fork into the
hay, and stared at his brother, with a smile on his face.

‘No. No, I didn’t,’ replied Geoffrey. He turned away,
frowning. He was a tall, heavy young man, a year older
than Maurice. He was full of strong feelings, but they
burned silently inside him. He could never find words to
say; he could never look anybody in the eye. He always
thought the world was looking at him, and laughing.

‘Oh, you did, I know you did.” Maurice laughed. ‘It was
your turn to sleep in the hayfield last night, but you went
and hid yourself, so I had to go in your place.’

‘I didn’t hide myself,” said Geoffrey angrily. ‘Father sent
me to get some wood—’

‘Oh yes, oh yes,’ laughed Maurice. ‘But you don’t know,
do you? You don’t know what happened last night, up
here in the hayfield.’

He laughed again, and threw himself down on his back
in the hay. He put his arms across his face and lay there,
smiling and remembering the night before.

Geoffrey leant on his fork and stared out over the fields.
Far away was the city of Nottingham, and between, the
country lay under the burning sun, with here and there
the smoke from a factory going up into the sky. Geoffrey
looked down again into the hayfield, at the wagon slowly
climbing the hill to the haystack. ‘Hurry up,” he thought.
‘Hurry up.’
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Geoffrey leant on his fork and
stared out over the fields.

stare v. to look at someone or
something for a long time {F 4%
frown v. to move your eyebrows
together to make lines on your
forehead (you frown when you are
worried or angry) 458
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“You didn’t think, did you?’ said Maurice. “You didn’t
think that she would be here with me, did you?’

Geoffrey stared at him, full of hate. Suddenly, he wanted
to put his foot down hard on that smiling, good-looking
face below him.

‘Can you sing in German?’ asked Maurice. ‘Do you
know how to kiss a German girl? Do you know how soft
her neck is?” He laughed excitedly, remembering every
moment of the night before.

Geoffrey burned with hate. He wanted to walk away,
but he couldn’t. The haystack, high above the field, was a
prison holding him and his brother together.

Both brothers were shy of women. Neither of them had
a girlfriend; neither of them knew what to say to a woman,
or how to win her love. And now Maurice was first in the
game, and the older brother did not like it.

The German girl was the governess from the house
beside the top field. Geoffrey was working one day in the
field when a baby pushed through a hole in the hedge
from the garden of the house. Seconds later the German
girl came through the hedge too, looking for the baby.
Geoffrey helped her to catch the little boy, and then they
stood talking for a while. Geoffrey liked her bright eyes,
and her funny, quick way of talking.

‘But now it’s Maurice she likes best, not me,” he thought.
‘She sits with him in the hayfield by moonlight, and he
kisses her.’
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shy adj. not able to talk easily to
people that you do not know 21

governess n. a woman employed to
teach the children of a rich family in

their home % 3¢ JiE #(ifi



4\3@93 Love among the Haystacks

Unhappily, he looked up the hill to the house beside the
top field. From the top of the haystack he could see right
into the garden, and there, suddenly, he saw the girl, in a
yellow dress. He held up his arm and waved to her. She
waved back, lazily. Geoffrey could see that she was not
interested in him, and was waiting for Maurice.

Then Maurice stood up, and saw the girl himself. He
laughed, and waved both arms at her.

‘“What’s going on?’ called a voice from below.

The full wagon was now standing at the foot of the
haystack. Maurice’s face turned deep red.

‘Nothing!” he called.

There was the sound of laughing below, and soon a big,
red-faced man climbed to the top of the hay in the wagon.
He turned, stared up the hillside, and saw the yellow dress
in the garden.

‘Oh, it’s a girl, is it?’ he laughed. He was the father of
Geoffrey and Maurice. ‘Yes, I thought it was a girl.’

They began working again, throwing the hay from the
wagon up to the top of the haystack. There the brothers
had to place the hay carefully, building a stack with four
strong walls which would not fall over. It was hard work.
The father threw up great forkfuls of hay, Geoffrey then
passed them along to Maurice, who built up the haystack’s
walls.

But Geoffrey was full of angry feelings. Usually he threw
the hay into the places where Maurice wanted it. Now,
he threw it into the middle of the stack, and Maurice had

8
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wave v. to move your hand from side
to side, to say hello or goodbye % T~
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to work twice as hard, carrying it out to the walls. Once,
a great forkful of hay from Geoffrey hit Maurice on the
back.

‘Be careful!” called Maurice angrily. ‘And why are you
throwing it in the middle, you stupid man?’

‘Il throw it where I like,” answered Geoffrey.

They worked on, both brothers angry now. They got
hotter and tireder, and still the hay came up from the
wagon below.

‘There, that’s the end,’ the father called at last from the
wagon. Geoffrey threw the last forkful into the middle of
the stack, then stood still, watching Maurice.

‘This side wall isn’t very strong,” came the father’s voice
from below. “You must build it up more.’

‘No, it’s fine,” called Maurice crossly.

Geoffrey moved across to the side wall, and pushed his
fork down into the hay. He pushed harder, and the top of
the haystack began to move just a little.

‘“What are you doing, you fool?’ cried Maurice.

‘Don’t you call me a fool,” said Geoffrey, and he pushed
again on his fork. Maurice jumped across to him, and
pulled him away from the wall. It was not easy to stand in
the soft bed of hay, and Geoffrey fell over.

Maurice called down to his father below. ‘This wall is
fine. It’s not going to fall down.’

‘All right,” came the father’s voice. “We’ll be off now to
bring the next wagon up here.’

10
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Maurice pulled Geoffrey away
from the wall.

twice adv. two times MK ; Bifi%
crossly adv. angrily 4= b
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Geoffrey got to his feet. ‘Don’t call me a fool again, do
you hear?’ he said heavily.

‘Not until next time,’ said his brother.

Maurice went on working, moving round the stack and
building up the walls. Geoffrey stood still, hand on his
fork, looking out over the fields. He did not move even
when Maurice needed to get past him.

‘Move, will you?’ said Maurice.

There was no reply. Maurice put out his arm and tried
to push his brother out of his way.

‘Who are you pushing?’ said Geoffrey angrily.

“You,” replied Maurice, and at once the two brothers
began to fight. Each pushed against the other as hard as he
could, but Geoffrey was the heavier of the two men, and
slowly he began to win.

Maurice had to move back, but his feet caught in the
hay, and he fell over the side of the stack, all the way down
to the ground.

12
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