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Dead Farm 

The  lamp threw a warm light across the table in the scullery, it picked out two figures sitting 

there. Old Campbell and young Campbell. Old Tom Campbell who was known as “Bull” had 

been a beast of a man. He even appeared tall when he was sitting down, but with the 

passing years he had lost much of his bulk. In earlier days he was renowned locally for his 

strength . One day a year he was the most sought after man in the village because the team 

with Bull in it always won the tug of war at the annual farm show. It would be true to say 

that Bull’s intellectual prowess did not match his physical level. However God is at hand 

sometimes to provide and he provided Young Clem Campbell a brother, two years Bull’s 

junior. He was an articulate man and he had managed the farm and Bull for many years 

since the death of his parents. 

Usually Bull would get his Country and Western records out after tea. Clem 

reminded him he couldn’t tonight because of what was happening. The conversation was 

broken by the sound of engines and talking from outside. 

Clem rose from his chair. 

“ Come Tom lad, lets get this over with,” he announced a little heavily, he never 

called his brother Bull. 

The auctioneer had set up by the main entrance to the barn gaining a viewpoint of 

all the sale machinery and equipment both in and outdoor. Prospective bidders were 

examining the lots. 

Clem laid a gently restraining hand on Bull’s arm and the first finger of his other hand 

to his own mouth. The reason for the action being a comment by an observer that the 

machinery had not seen oil for many a year. Bull was ready to respond.  It was true, the 

farm had lain pretty much idle for the last four years lacking all but a few hens and an old 

cow. Clem understood the comment, Bull saw it as a personal attack although it had not 

been directed at anyone. 

The farm had been owned by the family for three generations and both parents and 

grandparents had lived frugally . Latterly finance had become an issue. 
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The auctioneer worked through the lots. Bull remained at the rear of the bidders by 

Clem’s side and was agitated as he had experience of how good some of the equipment was 

to use. The auctioneer had no knowledge of this and sold what he saw, nothing more. 

“Lot 57, a two ton chain pull” announced the auctioneer. 

Bull could not contain himself. A voice cannoned. 

“ Aye  she may be a two ton chain  pull but I’ve had her take 4 ton and I’m sure she 

had more to spare, “ his eyes clashing with the auctioneer. 

Clem had read a book once called of Mice and Men and he often sensed a similarity 

of he and his brother to the main characters. He like George was the carer and Tom like 

Lennie the cared for. Crossing the yard a wash of worry hit him, how would Tom manage  if 

he wasn’t there. How would he cope without the farm. His brooding was broken.  

“ They needed to know she could take 4 ton, that wasn’t a lie Clem”. 

“ I know it wasn’t, “ finding it easier to accept the statement than try to explain, he 

reassured his brother. 

This was how it had been for the last sixty years ,Bull was still a boy in his head 

despite his 75 years. 

“ What are we going to do tomorrow Clem ?” 

“ Oh I think we might do something special tomorrow,” he replied , as his hand 

slipped into his back pocket to check the Dolly Parton concert tickets were still there. 
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