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The Tractor in the Pond

by Stuart Finegan

Fergal was nine, his younger brother Dermot was seven. Which meant they
spent half their lives arguing and the other half blaming each other for
things neither of them had actually done. They fought over biscuits,
television channels, football teams, and once over a potato that looked
slightly like a shark. Yet everyone knew they loved each other. One sunny
afternoon they were supposed to be helping out, at their Uncle Tom's farm.

"Helping" wasn'’t exactly the right word. They had been told very clearly
not to touch the tractor. Unfortunately, Fergal and Dermot considered
instructions more like opportunities. The old rusty red tractor sat in the field
overlooking a large muddy pond.

"I bet I can drive that," Fergal said confidently.

"You can't even ride your bike without crashing into a hedge ya idiot."

"I can.”

"You can't!"

"I can!"

"You can't!"

"I can!"

This brain numbing conversation went on for several minutes. Finally
Dermot climbed onto the tractor seat.

"Get of!" shouted Fergal.

"You get off!"

"I was here first!"

"No, you weren't...I'll scream for Uncle Tom!"

While fighting for control of an imaginary tractor ride to “God-only-
knows-where”, one of them accidentally released the handbrake. Neither
brother noticed. Then the tractor creaked and started rolling down the hill.



Suddenly it picked up speed. The boys watched on in silence as the tractor
sped across the long grass.

"Oh," said Dermot.

"Oh no," said Fergal.

The tractor continued in the direction of the pond.

"Should we stop it?"

"How you idiot?"

In record time the tractor had reached the edge. For one glorious second
it seemed to balance, then it disappeared into the water with a tremendous
splash. A flock of ducks exploded into the air, a mixture of quacks and
squawks. Uncle Tom's tractor was now sitting in the pond its wheels
submerged in a foul smelling mud.

"It's your fault,"

"My fault?" shouted Dermot.

"You touched it first!"

"You touched the brake!"

"I did not!"

"You did!"

"I didn't!"

The argument continued all the way home and when they burst into the
kitchen, they were red-faced and furious. Their mother was making dinner.
A cigarette hung from the corner of her mouth while a mug of black tea sat
beside the cooker. She stirred a pot with one hand, sipped tea with the other,
and somehow looked completely unsurprised to see her sons shouting.

"Mam!" yelled Fergal.

"It was Dermot!"

"It was Fergal!"

"It wasn't!"

"It was mam!"

"It wasn't, don’t listen to him mam!"

"It was!"

They were talking so fast they sounded like auctioneers.

"He pushed me!"

"He grabbed me!"

"He started it, mam tell him to stop lieing!"

"He was showing of again!"

"He thinks he's clever!"

"He isn't you know!"

Slap. Dermot smacked Fergal's arm. Slap. Fergal smacked him back.

"Stop slapping each other!" screamed their poor suffering mother.



They stopped. For three seconds. Then came another slap. Their mother
sighed.

"What happened?”

The boys launched into identical stories in which each was completely
innocent and the other was clearly guilty. After several minutes of shouting,
pointing, interrupting, and play-acting, their mother finally pieced the story
together.

Then suddenly kitchen went quiet.

"You did what?" she asked.

"The tractor rolled into the pond mam," said Fergal. "Because of him.”

Their mother slowly put down her spoon. Took a long sip of tea. Then
another. Finally she laughed out loud. Her boys looked on.

"You're not angry?" asked Dermot.

"Oh, I'm furious, but your Uncle Tom deserves a little bad luck."

The boys exchanged surprised looks. Everyone in the family knew Uncle
Tom owned most of the farm and somehow always ended up with most of
the profits. Their mother worked hard, struggled with her bills, and raised
the boys on her own. Meanwhile Uncle Tom always seemed to arrive in a
shiny new car.

"Still, a tractor in a pond is expensive boys."

The kitchen door suddenly swung open. Uncle Tom stormed inside
dripping wet from head to toe. Mud covered his boots and half way up his
legs. The boys immediately pointed at each other.

"He did it."

"No, he did it Uncle Tom I swear on... god!"

Uncle Tom looked exhausted.

"Do you know what happened when I tried to pull the tractor out, do
you?"

They shook their heads.

"T'll bloody tell you, the rope snapped...then I fell into the pond."

Their mother tried not to smile.

"And then...the ducks attacked me."

The boys burst out laughing, their mother couldn't hold it in anymore.
Uncle Tom slumped heavily into the chair.

"] think I'm cursed.”

"You know what Grandad always says?"

"What?"

Dermot thought carefully.

"I don't want to go to heaven. None of my friends are there."

The room went silent.



Uncle Tom laughed so hard tea came out of his nose. The boys started
laughing. Soon everyone was laughing, even though a tractor was sitting in
a pond and nobody really knew how to get it out.

That night the brothers shared a bedroom, as usual.

"You're still the one who did it," whispered Fergal.

"No, you did it."

"Maybe."

"Maybe."

"We'd better help pull it out tomorrow."

"Together?"

"Yes together, idiot."

Within five minutes they were arguing about who got the bigger half of
the blanket. They were brothers after all.



