
58 Niagara Escarpment Views  •  autumn 2018

n the giFt oF land: 

The Complex Chain of Chores 
Words & photo  
by Gloria Hildebrandt

T
here is so much I 
could and should 
do on my property 
that sometimes I 

get stressed out and crabby. 
Each job ends up being way 
more complicated and time 
consuming that it seems it 
should be. My father always 
said this. A tool I need is 
in the barn, not the garden 
shed near the house. The 
wheelbarrow I want to use is 
full of good soil that I want 
to add to the herb garden 
beds, but first they need to 
be weeded. I run out of gas 
mowing a path at the back 
of the property because I 
forgot to check the gas tank 
before I headed out, and 
I have to walk all the way 
back to the garden shed for 
the gas canister, and carry it 
back to the lawn tractor. If 
the canister is empty, I have 
to drive to the gas station. If 
the nearby gas station ever 
goes out of business, I’ll have 
to drive to a nearby town, 
which means I might as well 
do some grocery shopping 
while I’m there. This is how 
simple tasks can get balled 
up and backed up to the 
point that it’s easier to sit on 
the verandah with a book.

Last night I had an urge to 
cut some grass at the front of 
the house, not a whole cutting 
of all the lawns, because after 
a recent drought the grass 
wasn’t long enough to need it, 
but the edges of the driveway 
and along the ditch in front 
of the property were looking 
unkept and scruffy. Although 
it was getting late and TV 
watching was beckoning, I 
kept the dogs inside and 
hopped on the tractor mower. 
I mowed the edges and ended 
up going all along the front 

of my whole property, giving 
it a trim that conveys that the 
land is cared for with some 
pride. It didn’t take much time 
but it made a big difference.

Today I may take the 
mower to the main path 
near the swamp where the 
grass is growing tall. I’ll 
make sure the gas tank is full, 
and put the empty canister 
near the car so I can refill 
it next time I go to town. 

But there are some huge 
evergreen trees on that main 
path near the swamp, with 
their lower branches growing 
so long that there’s little room 
left for walking. I’ve been 
thinking that I should trim off 
some lower branches so we 
can walk underneath them. 

Nothing Is Easy
I’ll get the battery-powered 
chainsaw, only I’m not sure 
the battery is fully charged. 
And it’s in the barn near 
the wood-cutting area, not 
the garden shed near the 
house, so I’ll have to walk 

to the barn to check the 
battery, and maybe charge 
it inside the house first, 
because the barn only has 
a bit of electricity for lights, 
generated by solar panels.

If the battery’s charged 
enough to use, I should 
take the tractor wagon, not 
the mower, so I can put the 
cut evergreen branches in 
the wagon and get them 
away from there. So I’ll 
have to do that first, before 
coming back for the mower. 
See how things become a 
complex chain of chores?

Another example: I walked 
to the place where Mike had 
cut down a Buckthorn tree, 
intending to put the branches 
on the brush border. Then 
I saw that there were a lot 
of short branches to move 
and it would be quicker and 
easier to move them in the 
tractor-wagon. Back I walked 
to the barn to get the tractor. 
Prudently, I checked the gas 
tank first, and decided to 
fill it up to be safe. The gas 

canister was in the garden 
shed near the house. I got 
the canister, carried it to the 
barn and filled the tractor gas 
tank. Then I drove the tractor 
past the shed, only then 
realizing that I could have 
saved myself the walk with 
the gas canister by driving the 
tractor to the shed. I drove 
to the woodpile at the side of 
the house to get the wagon, 
and then saw that the wagon 
was full of cut firewood that 
needed to be stacked. So I 
had to stack the firewood 
before I could drive the 
wagon to the cut Buckthorn 
branches and move them 
to the brush border.

It’s enough to drive 
you to drink.

Nothing is easy, everything 
takes longer than you think 
it will, and you often can’t do 
what you intend because other 
things have to be done first.
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 Wagon full of firewood.


