Change...this should be a doddle. The task set and I'm ready to go, back against the radiator, the steady thrum of the central heating pumping hot water around my house. I am sat, side-saddle on the kitchen chair, fingers poised over laptop keyboard, and there are too many things competing in my brain. You see, the trouble is change, I have become an expert in expediting it.
So why does my mind recoil?
I have left the man who promised me everything and delivered nothing. I helped deliver calves in the dead of night and watched them stagger drunkenly in search of their mother's bloated udders or dragged their lifeless bodies out to the yard and watch them steam and stiffen before the dawn. 	Comment by Paul Wright: shouldn't this build to the idea of delivering the boy?
Tea, and distraction.
Cake. My homemade Victoria sponge, liberally filled with supermarket jam. 
[bookmark: _Int_9PLBGe5F]Elwyn loved my cakes. If there weren’t at least two kinds on the table at teatime it was considered a national disaster. So, I did my part and enjoyed his pleasure in the eating. As father-in-law, he sat at the head of the table, his back to the ancient brown Stanley range; his arms scrubbed surgeon clean to the elbow, whilst cow shit speckled his face and often a large glob in one ear, where he had turned his head to avoid the splat. 
His big hand would crash onto the table, tea would slop out of cups, and we would jump out of our skins; laughing he would hold out a fly he had flattened, whilst the rest of us tried to settle our heartrates.	Comment by Paul Wright: Show rather than tell?	Comment by Paul Wright: show rather than tell?
My Jack Russell abandoned my end of the table (the end left unwiped after meals) to sit next to Elwyn, where the pickings were better. Lunchtimes, when the rest of the family were at work, I discovered that Elwyn was regularly sharing an entire tray of homemade rice pudding with him.  
I was so easily absorbed into the daily routine.
When a drill or hammer or keys to the quad bike, or the metal bar he used to start holes to put in fencing posts was misplaced Elwyn would waddle across the yard on new hips expecting me to know.
When he sloshed pungent chemicals into buckets and guessed the ratio of dilution, I read the faded instructions and berated him for lack of gloves and PPE. He laughed and asked what carcinogen meant.
[bookmark: _Int_VUoaws2z]There was joy in feeling the wind rush over me as I took the quad bike full speed through the fields, shouting `Ho-oh!` to call the cows in for milking. Reving through poached gateways and kicking up a mucky spray, fishtailing on the edge of my ability a little too close to the deep ditches, and giving the bull, with his knowing eye, a wide berth. 

More tea, as the memories crowd in. Which to include and how do I extrude those pivotal moments into cohesive paragraphs. More tea.	Comment by Paul Wright: maybe cut the birthing stuff and make the tea the recurring thing?

In his final summer Elwyn asked me to get on the quad bike with him to check the furthest fields. I perched side-saddle behind him whilst we surveyed his legacy, cruising the perimeter, devoid of conversation. His painkillers so strong he was a stranger to me. 
Down the long track he accelerated, through potholes the bike lurched and bounced over rocks. Too close, we sped past fence posts, my foot a fraction from catching them. I closed my eyes and waited for fate to decide, felt his anger...his fear...his longing for a different end. 	Comment by Paul Wright: add recalled dialogue?

More tea. These memories sting my eyes. How I wish id picked something frivolous to write about, with characters that I could keep at arm's length; and continue the deceit that they are not grown from my persona.
[bookmark: _Int_5f0aZdXz]The washing machine thrums on a gentle cycle, no more heavy stains and slurry stink to deal with. No more wellied footprints to mop or cow shit to wipe from the walls around the back door. No more passive aggressive anger directed at me.

[bookmark: _Int_OTRKDMDe]At some point that summer the Postman, who was also a house painter after he finished his morning shift, turned up with ladders, and the paint that Elwyn's wife had excitedly picked out. It took nearly three weeks to complete, the thick pebble dash needing to be laboriously done with a brush rather than roller. Every afternoon the Postmans radio broke through the silent tension on the farmyard and his skilful chat at teatime almost covered the awkward realisation that the house was being readied to host Elwyn's wake.
 Every evening at six the Postman carefully rolled up his dustsheets, removed his overalls, and double bagged them in black plastic before placing them in the boot of his brand-new car.
I was still putting on my wellies, in readiness for evening milking, when I heard the bang. It was not a loud bang, but that expense laden crunch of a plastic car bumper hitting the Postmans new car, side on. Elwyn got out of his 4x4, and with shaking hands passed the keys to his son before walking wordless past me and back into the house.  
I have wondered since, if this was his last act of defiance, done not because of the painkillers, but despite them. 

More tea. And the cake I made, with supermarket custard for my son. He is pleased that I have started baking again.

I cannot and will not consider the other players in this drama, their perspective, their motives, I did that to my cost at the time. I leave them unnamed, not to spare them, but to deliberately exclude them as they did me. I have wasted too many years in defence of sly comments and manipulation, it is only my bloody mindedness that has kept my head above dirty water. 
