Beer Drinker’s Heaven
By Lola Waltman



 “If I want to piss off my back porch, I can do it without an audience!”  The image strikes a pose that is certainly not akin to the idyllic Norman Rockwell theme of rural America.  I must admit the action itself is not a priority of mine, but the implied liberties attributed to openly relieving oneself unconfined by watchful neighbors are a luxury few know.  That is, of course, the male perspective of country living.  In reality, regardless of gender or social stature, the sights, sounds, and experiences of rural life have more than the generic appeal of toileting.   We all desire the unrestricted ease and demeanor assigned to Rockwell’s portraiture.  


A humble abode nestled behind the white picket fence is not practical in today’s lifestyle.   But a man possessing and independently laboring over land for sustenance and comfort is rewarding in itself.  A weed-spattered garden shows no care or concern for the things that the soil produces; but the tender green reaffirms the soul of a farming man by its very presence.  Perhaps it was Twain that said, “The most satisfying thing a man can grow on his land is his own shadow.”  Even the shadow finds its reward growing from twilight sparged across the evening sky, as a remnant of testimony that the day was not a total waste of time or effort.
 
Aside from the satisfaction of eating from the harvest of your own work and sweat, a rural home permits you the experience of interacting with nature around you.  Share the leavings from an evening meal with the local momma bear at three a.m., along with the musical accompaniment of the garbage can lid clattering across the lawn.  Wake to see deer have enjoyed consuming the tender branches on your newly planted Red Haven peach trees.  Startle the bandit coons in your almost ready-to-harvest corn rows as you stroll in the half-moon night.  Or inadvertently tramp on the tail of a black snake, disturbing his afternoon sunbath. Your rude intrusion unnerves your trek across the lawn as well.  


But all is not lost in frustrations. Nature gives us little glimpses of gentler beings.  Watch across the yard; see that mother hen scratching the dust with her fuzzy brood behind her?  (Experience tells you not to invade her domain without a consequence.)  Deftly her clicks and clucks seem to be the mode of instruction; fluffy mottled balls dutifully follow where she leads.  Listen.  The warble of the penned-in turkey will receive a distant cry from a wilder kin strutting along the wood’s edge.  These sensual delights and more would not be revealed in the heart of a steamy, unsleeping city, racing at all hours of the night.


The pace of life in a rural existence can come to a crawl when winter drops more than a wonderland view.  Standing with morning coffee in hand, an awakening reality of that breathtaking snow-cover creeps in to tell you:  “You’re going nowhere today.”  You’re snowbound until the plow plunges through the white barricades on the roadways.  So whatever the cupboard holds will have to suffice, there’s no jaunting across the street to Maseto’s local deli.  No milk or bread in the house is a stark reminder that yesterday was a better day to stock up on staples.  Even the beer distributor is out of reach.  


The radio relays St. Vincent’s elementary school is closed.  Gleefully that docile crew of sleepyheads above will soon become a rancorous wet mob banging in and out of every door in the house.  Take a deep breath of the crisp, washed air and enjoy the solitude; that plow may not make it through until late tomorrow. 


The fact that the nearest neighboring soul is a mile down the road is reinforced with isolating events such as snow.  But a welcoming hello isn’t forever removed from you.  When you chose to involve yourself, the cycle of the seasons always comes around to warmer climes with picnics, games and friendly gatherings. Between overstuffing on charbroiled burgers and homegrown corn, you get the local gossip. In whispered words you’re updated with who’s been seen with whom, and what ailment the neighbor on the other side of the valley is suffering through.  All those important newsy bits the New York Times would never cover. 


As young ones splash in the cool creek-bed, older folks snap a tab and lazily toss the horseshoes back and forth.  Unabashedly, without a judging word or uniformed patrol policing the action, men step behind the trees to relieve themselves.  Occasionally a child’s giggle or an uttered sigh of relief is the only response to the action.  No one present seems to care or take offense. Only in the country would such a behavior get past the eye of the overseeing matriarch, its unsociable grace flowing away quietly.  


A calmer, slower pace of life is the summation of all these snapshots.  Occasional inconveniences aside, life in the country is a refreshing breeze. The laid-back solitude outweighs the maddening rush and chatter a light-clouded city revolves around.  So anytime you tire of your crowded dusty city, grab your six-pack and meet me on the back porch at sunset. 


As the night’s glow fades, without a word, we can gaze at an occasional fluttering firefly, its flash competing with the glitter of stars overhead.  Resonating from the enveloping darkness, spring peepers or late summer katydids will orchestrate the night swell, hushing the movement of things we really don’t want explained.  And an unexpected wind shift will carry in an odor you’ll identify as the neighbor’s manure fertilized field. 


Although not the picturesque compilation of Rockwell’s strokes, we’re guaranteed it’s almost like heaven, wherein a world of different sights and sounds awaits us. We’ll drink it all in as your beer goes down.  I’ll promise not to watch your every move.

