
Sugaring Season 
by T J Brearton !
I remember the first time I saw her, weeks before the dead body turned up in the melting snow of 

spring.   

 I’d first gone to a Rennie festival as sort of a joke, telling myself I was going use the experience as 

something to write about.  It had taken a couple years to admit that I was into Renaissance nostalgia in 

the first place.  But I had met a guy there who said he held organized field trips to other festivals around 

the region.   

 It was on the first field trip that I met E.B.  She had these big brown eyes and long brown hair – 

not the kind you see in magazines where every strand has been manicured, but normal hair, natural hair, 

the kind the real Guinevere would’ve had.  Wavy and flowing and sable.  There’s this feeling – hey you’re 

not supposed to be here.  And at the same time there’s the feeling that yes, you are indeed supposed to 

be here.  Those doe-eyes she had, they looked up at me and across a field of Rennie performers.  A 

knight and a dame about to do battle.  We met eyes through crisscrossed swords.   

 That was a month ago. 

 This spring came and was particularly ugly.  Don’t get me wrong – when sugaring season is over 

and the buds come out and the rivers settle back from being heaving, overspilling ushers of mountain 

debris, it can be pretty in the North Country.  But after a long slog of a winter with a great deal of snow, 

spring can be ugly.  The rivers flush out the melted snow from the high ground, turning their waters 

turbid and brown.  The parks and home yards and medians are covered with gelled bunches of grass, 

still stiff and furled.  The clouds whip past low overhead and the sun blinks in and out, not enough to 

truly warm things up yet.  Along the streets and in the gutters the water starts to flow.   

 In the neighborhood yards, in Peter Gutt’s yard, for instance, it’s a mess.  There is a Styrofoam 

coffee cup with a bite out of it.  How did it get there?  There is a piece of a tire that looks like it came from 

something blown off a tractor-trailer.  An old tennis ball, probably from the dog’s chew toy collection.  A 

basketball.  A welcome mat sitting in the middle of nowhere, upside down.  And the bracken of tree 

branches and bits, shavings of bark, laying about the still-hard grass like huge scabs.  Some things make 

sense, others, you wonder how it got there.  Like ship in a desert, lying askew. 

 In between Peter Gutt’s house and the neighbor’s house on Route 9N is where the most 

tenacious snow holdouts had been – a huge bank from Peter blowing snow up out of his driveway, since 

the neighbor’s house had been unoccupied most of the winter.  That spot in between the buildings 

must’ve ended up with a snowbank ten feet high.  It took all of March and most of April for it to melt, 

finally getting down to a small hump, mud-peppered and crystalline, and revealing the dead body lying 

on the pavement.  One has to wonder, how did that get there? 

 In her real life, my Rennies dream girl E.B. is a Sheriff ’s Deputy.  My house is situated in a place 

you wouldn’t quite call a town, or a village, but a hamlet.  Just a little smattering of houses, a post office, a 



small grocery, a river.  It’s a place in between places, and so falls under county and state jurisdiction.  If 

there’s an incident like a body revealed in the melting snow, then it’s in her jurisdiction.   

 I didn’t know she was a Sheriff ’s Deputy until that morning.  When you’re a Rennie, you keep your 

personal life concealed.  Many people don’t understand our kind of romantic attachment to a bygone 

era.  Modern Western culture seems more socially equipped to embrace Trekkies and fanboys, or 

people who worship at the altar of American Idol or Twilight.  When you have this bond with a time long 

past, people sometimes don’t get it.   

 Thing is, it’s not just about a love of history or costumes or doing battle.  Most Rennies, at least 

the ones I knew (and I’m sure E.B. was of the same ilk) feel like part of their soul was from that time.  Me, 

I’d take it a step even further to say that I wasn’t even supposed to be born during this current era.  

Somehow, there was a mistake.  A clerical error in God’s office, maybe, and the wrong form was 

processed and here I was winding up in the late-Industrial, mid-Information, post-post-modernistic age 

when I should’ve been wearing chainmail armor and fighting for the King’s glory.  And she, my dream girl, 

she would’ve been a strong-headed maid who was able to take up her own sword, if need be, but also 

able to lie down in a bed of hay and be soft, soft.   

 Maybe that’s why she didn’t look at me the morning the body was found.  I’d hate to think she 

shunned me because I was a reporter; I would be more satisfied thinking we didn’t make eye contact 

because we both had the secret life we shared together.  That I could handle and understand.  As a 

reporter, I was used to getting the cold shoulder from lots of people, especially cops who, at best, 

tolerated me like they tolerated the flies buzzing around an exhumed body; as something they just had 

to accept as a part of things.  But I liked the secrecy of the Rennie culture; there was nobility to it, and 

honor. 

 Reporting the news, freelance journalism, had taken me all over the country.  I could get bored 

with one place, is basically it in a nutshell, and never wanted to sit in on town meetings or start writing 

about the local llama farm.  I wanted hard news, interesting stories, fresh things, so I drifted.  And the 

moving around afforded me the ability to find new Renaissance festivals to go to.  Plus, okay, I have a 

little bit of a medical condition that makes it hard sometimes to keep a job, but rather than deal with it, I 

just keep on the move.  I’d only been living in the hamlet called Upper Jay for a few months, and was 

maybe just starting to itchy feet again when the body had turned up. 

 I watched E.B. go about her work.  I saw how she interacted with the other law enforcement, and 

with the neighbors who had come out to rubberneck.  She helped to cordon off the area with yellow 

crime scene tape, she placed some evidence cones where the CSI unit indicated, and she nodded and 

smiled politely at the questions of the gathering crowd.  When she came walking back down the sloping 

driveway from the police barricade up by the road she neared me, and I saw her nametag flash.  I was 

able to read it:  Bradshaw.  Not the prettiest name for a beautiful Rennie cop, but it was only her last 

name.   

 In the Rennie group, her name was Equestra.   !



 So, Equestra Bradshaw, I thought of her, or E.B., for short.   

 I could interview her, ask her a few questions, but that wasn’t my style, nor was it endorsed by 

the couple of papers I was freelancing for.  The papers didn’t want to get in the way of any police 

business, of course.  It was best to just write your story and then get the quotes later, when the cops 

were prepared to make a public statement.  So I just milled around, taking my notes, watching as the 

coroner pronounced the body dead and put the yellow rain blanket over it.  Soon the mortuary service 

came down with a stretcher and bagged it up and hauled it away. 

 It made me nervous, seeing that body go.  I wasn’t quite sure why at first, and then I figured it 

was because my girl, E.B., was going to go now, too.   

 So I did something I normally would never do, I assure you.  Usually disinclined to tailing cops, I 

followed her. 

 I kept a good distance – I’m pretty good at the cloak and dagger stuff – and pursued her 

throughout the rest of her day.  I hung back from the Sheriff ’s Department offices while I figured she did 

her paperwork.  Her shift ended at four in the afternoon, which meant it had probably begun some time 

in the wee hours of the morning, so I then followed her to her home, which was in a larger village called 

Lake Placid.   

 She had her own place by the river.  It was nice, on a road called Mill Pond Drive, and I stayed 

quietly hidden while when she went in, and still I remained when she came out on her back deck, sipping 

something from a mug that might’ve been tea.  It smelled like tea, anyway; the breeze from the river 

wafted over to me, carrying the scent of jasmine, and perhaps a hint of her lavender shampoo, too.   

Why hadn’t I talked to her, yet?  Not that day, I mean before.  From the three meetings we had already 

shared at the Rennie club.  I suppose I’d been biding my time until the group went to the next festival, 

which was all the way over in New Hampshire and not for another month.  Here I was hanging out, 

lurking around E.B.’s house, invading her private life, and all I’d ever needed to do was introduce myself.  

Even if that would have broken the secret identity code of the Renny, at least she would have known me 

a little.  I’d been a coward. 

 I watched her on the deck.  She was alone – there was no other car in the driveway.  No husband 

or boyfriend had come to greet her.  And then I thought I noticed she looked sad – she wiped at her 

cheeks as if smearing away a tear.   

 It was all too much, and I felt like I was seeing things I had no business seeing.  I decided to 

leave. 

I roamed around aimlessly for a while.  I needed to write my story.  I had all my notes, but I had yet to sit 

down and write the thing out.  After a while, I found myself back at home.  I headed to the door and 

went to open it but found it locked.  I searched my pockets for the keys but didn’t find any.  The wind 

gusted and rattled the single-paned windows on the east side of my place, and it seemed to hunt my 

bones.   



 For sure, spring had not fully arrived yet, sugaring season was still here, and another cold night 

was ahead.  What the hell had I done with my keys?  I checked the two other doors to my house and 

found them both locked.   

 I was really starting to worry when I decided to chalk up my absent-mindedness to the spell of 

infatuation.  No, not infatuation, love.  There, I went ahead and said it.  I was in love with the girl from my 

weekly Rennie meetings.  The girl who was a Sheriff ’s Deputy by day and who, too, lived alone, and had 

been born in the wrong era just like me.   

 God had made a mistake with both of us.  Not a major mistake, but a minor one with major 

implications.  And of course I had been distracted by the body from that morning.  It wasn’t every day 

that the snow melted to reveal a body lying on its side in someone’s driveway.  How had it gotten there?  

Of course I knew the person had died in that spot, but why?  It could’ve been anything, I suppose.  

People had all kinds of problems, sicknesses.  My own condition, known as chronic akinesis, meant that 

on certain occasions, usually prompted by stress or extreme emotion, my muscles would cease to 

respond to mental commands.  My body could shut down on me.   

 I turned then, a sense of panic rising like a fetid bubble in my stomach, and an unreal sense of 

déjà vu releasing like vapor in my brainpan.  I left the main entrance of the house and walked back 

around to other side, where my driveway was.  I looked for my car – hadn’t I just gotten back from 

following my beloved E.B.?  Where the hell had I parked?  The car was missing, but I could see my 

mailbox at the mouth of the driveway, see it from where I stood, even read the name on the side of it: 

 Peter Gutt. 

 Slowly I turned my head and scanned the strip of driveway, following the pavement along to the 

garage, where a small mound of snow sat, peppered with dirt and shining crystalline as the last of its 

granules melted away.   

 That was the spot, you see.  That was the spot right there.  The evidence cones were arranged in 

a pattern around where the body had lain.   

 Maybe she, maybe my sweet girl who was from another era, one where she wasn’t a cop but a 

lady, maybe a queen, or perhaps just a poor girl dressed in rags with those beautiful brown eyes shining, 

maybe she’d known the person who had appeared in the melting snow.   

 Maybe I knew that person, too, beyond the costumes and charades, beyond the secret meetings 

– the person I looked at every day in the mirror. 

 The wind purled through the trees.  Drops of water fell from the buds on the branches, and the 

sky above was blue tin.  The pale sun spangled in between the cotton garrets of clouds.  I turned to face 

another gust of wind, one that blew bits of scabby bark over the hard grass, one that felt, anyway, to 

tousle my hair and chill my skin.    !!
*** 

TJB


