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                                                   By Floyd Dell

Dealing with old people in modern society has become a serious problem; sometimes they are rejected even by their own relatives. As a result, elderly people are sent to special homes for the aged where they can continue living for the rest of rest of their lives with others their age.

Petey hadn’t really believed that Dad would be doing it – sending Granddad away. ”Away” was what they called it. Not until now could he believe it of Dad.

But there was the blanket that Dad had bought for him, and in the morning he would be going away. And this was the last evening that they would have together. Dad was off, seeing the girl that he was going to marry. He would not be back till late, and they could sit up and talk.

It was a fine September night, with a silver moon riding high over the valley. When they had washed up the supper dishes, they went out on the porch of the hut, the old man and the little boy, taking their chairs.

“I’ll get my fiddle,” said the old man, “and play you some of the old tunes.” But instead of the fiddle he brought out the blanket. It was a double blanket, red, with black stripes.

“Now isn’t that a fine blanket!” said the old man, smoothing it over his knees.

“And isn’t your father a kind man to give the old fellow a blanket like that to go away with? It cost something, it did – look at its wool! And it will certainly keep me warm these cold nights to come. There will be few blankets there equal to this!”

It was like Granddads to say that. He was trying to make it easier. He’d pretended all along it was he that wanted to go away to that great brick building – the government place where he’d be with so many other old fellows having the best of everything. But Petey hadn’t believed Dad would really do it, until this night when he brought home the blanket.

“Oh, yes, it’s a fine blanket,” said Petey, and got up and went into the hut. He wasn’t the kind to cry, and besides, he was too old for that, being eleven. He had just come in to fetch Granddad’s fiddle.
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The blanket slid to the floor as the old man took the fiddle and stood up. It was the last night they’d be having together. There wasn’t any need to say ‘Play all the old tunes.’ Granddad tuned up for a minute and then said, “This is one you’d like to remember.”

The silver moon was high overhead, and there was a gentle breeze playing down the valley. He could never hear Granddad play this again. It was a good thing Dad was moving into that new house, away from here. Petey would not want to sit hereon the old porch on fine evenings, with Granddad gone.

The tune changed. “Here’s something merrier.” Petey sat and stared out over the valley. Dad would marry that girl. Yes, that girl who had kissed him and slobbered over him, saying she’d try to be a good mother to him, and all. His chair creaked as he involuntarily gave his body a painful twist.

The tune stopped suddenly, and Granddad said, “It’s a poor tune, except to be dancing to.” And then, “it’s a fine girl your father is going to marry. He’ll feel young again, with a pretty wife like that. And what would an old fellow like me do around the house, getting in the way, an old nuisance, what with my talk of aches and pains! And then there’ll be babies coming, and I’d not want to be there to hear them crying all hours. It’s best that I take myself off like I’m doing. One more tune or two, and then we’ll go to bed to get some sleep against the morning when I’ll pack up my fine blanket and take my leave. Listen to this, will you? It’s a bit sad, but a fine tune for a night likes this.”

They didn’t hear the two people coming down the valley path, Dad and the pretty girl with the hard, bright face like a china doll’s. But they heard her laugh, right by the porch, and the tune stopped on a wrong, high, startled note. Dad didn’t say anything, but the girl came forward and spoke to Granddad prettily. “I won’t see you leave in the morning; so I came over to say goodbye.”

“It’s kind of you,” said Granddad, with his eyes cast down; and then, seeing the blanket at his feet, he stopped to pick it up.

“And will you look at this,” he said in embarrassment. “The fine blanket my son has given me to go away with!”
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“Yes,” she said, “it’s a fine blanket.” She felt the wool, and repeated in surprise, “A fine blanket – I’ll say it is!” She turned to Dad and said coldly, “It cost something that.”

He cleared his throat, and said defensively, “I wanted him to have the best – “

The girl stood there, still intent on the blanket, “it’s double too,” she said reproachfully to Dad.

“Yes,” said Granddad, it’s double – a fine blanket for an old fellow to go away with.”

The boy went suddenly into the hut. He was looking for something. He could hear that girl criticizing Dad, and Dad becoming angry in his slow way. And now she was suddenly going away angrily. As Petey came out, she turned and called out, “All the same, he doesn’t need a double blanket!” And she ran up the valley path.

Dad looked after her uncertainly.

“Oh, she’s right,” said the boy coldly. “Here, Dad,” and he held out a pair of scissors. Cut the blanket in two.”

Both of them stared at the boy surprised. “Cut it in two, I tell you Dad!” he cried out. “And keep one half!”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Granddad gently. “I don’t need so much of a blanket.”

“Yes,” said the boy harshly. “A single blanket’s enough for an old man when he’s sent away. We’ll save the other half, Dad; it will come in handy later.”

“Now, what do you mean by that?” asked Dad.

“I mean,” said the boy slowly, “that I’ll give it to you, Dad – when you’re old and I send you away.”

There was silence, and then Dad went over to Granddad and stood before him, not speaking. But Granddad understood for he put out his hand and laid it on Dad’s shoulder. Petey was watching them. And he heard Granddad whisper, “It’s all right, son – I know you didn’t mean it.”

But it didn’t matter – because they were all three crying together.

After you have read the story: 

1. Do the vocabulary exercise,

2. Answer the questions                                                                                                     3
3. Fill in the Cause / Effect chart.                                                                                       
I .Fill the synonyms of the words in the chart using the words from the list below.

	Plates
	

	Song
	

	Sort (of person)
	

	Bring
	

	A slight wind
	

	Happy
	

	Slip
	

	A bother
	

	Bend down
	

	Speak quietly
	


Breeze; dishes; fetch; fiddle; kind; merry; nuisance; really; slide; stoop; tune; whisper
II Answer the following questions.

1. What good reasons did Granddad give for going away?  

a. ___________________________________________________________________
b. ___________________________________________________________________

2. α. Circle the correct answer:  “Petey liked the girl that his father was going to marry.”          TRUE / FALSE
    b. Copy the phrase that justifies your answer: __________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________  
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3. Why did the three men cry in the end?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

III Fill in the Cause for the effects stated in the following chart.

	Cause
	Effect

	
	Petey’s father bought the blanket



	
	Petey fetched his Granddad fiddle



	
	Granddad brought the blanket instead of the fiddle

	
	The girl went away angrily



	
	Petey fetched the scissors
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