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ABSTRACT

Jolee Wilese is a young college student struggling to reconcilddexperiences in two
different worlds: the world of a college community in the city of Babel, takvbBhe commutes
daily, and the world of her home community in a rural area of northern Mississgugti aritl
present collide as she explores events and ideologies which have shaped her owundetite
identities of those around her, particularly her father who works in the citys f& home,
struggles with alcoholism and fears the nearness of an apocalyptic era. As\theflds,

Jolee finds herself torn between two opposing worldviews—the worldview embodied by he
home and community, and the worldview she finds herself immersed in as she woakeadsl
school “in town.” Through a series of events both within and outside of her control, sha faces

decision that may alter the course of her life.
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CHAPTER |

BOYS AND FIRE

The four-wheeler breathes at dark. Its pulse inside the walls and against the giaskois
real enough that | can touch it. My fingers leave an imprint on the windowpaa@sipéts cool,
like creekwater. Deddy’s had some drink tonight.

East of our house, bristled pine tops scrape the sky like needles on a stiff whre Tney’re
separating the firmaments in a horizon line that’s thin, and crooked as a dead sraker’ Oleist
dusk wind is a lost dove-widow, cooing and beating her wings against the tin roof. A red sun is
smoldering over swollen, steel-wool hills for only a minute or two. Then Earth gape®bth and
drags twilight into sheol, until all that’s left is the color. Today was Friday

Nobody’s at the house; Mama, Hazel and Cricket—they’re all out tonight, aigthedhool
football game in Babel, shivering under knit blankets as our younger brotherrdésentt the
arena. I'm gazing at the aura of those Babel stadium lights, westest-hdittle to the left of where
the sun disappeared. The city is waking up out there tonight, twinkling like a jafitdflés.

A ghost is clunking up the front porch steps in heavy rubber boots, bending to pet the old
shepherd, turning the frigid door handle with stiff, pale fingers. The door opensgvihraas the
four-wheeler on the lawn continues to snicker. Its voice along the walls ifpsblpahat even the
mattress I'm sitting on seems unde&md then | hear him:

“Hey... Jolee?”

He hesitates before turning to walk out. He’d thought of something to say next. ofdnetrnitt

Figured it didn’t matter much anyhow. The front door sighs as she shuts hersdf lneti He’s



out there talking to his dogs.

Through the window, a buckskin Carhartt coat wears the body of a middle-aged mag. A di
John Deere cap with folded ear-warmers is fused to his head by two velcnefast@o hold hands
underneath a cigarette-colored beard. He keeps the brim of his cap pulled dowmdidizng mask
to guard the eyes. When he bends, a gun belt loaded with .40 caliber Glock, a BlaekB&38y
and a digital camera peep from beneath the curled bottom lip of his jacket. Therssihd of a
heavy hand against the hollow of an old shepherd’s side. He’s saying: ‘Hey, Boys a voice
that’s soft and deep. Like Clint Eastwood'’s.

I’'m sifting through four pairs of coveralls in search of the one that bearg#esmarkered
‘J’ on the front chest pocket. Then I'm pulling that suit on one leg at a time oversmiyt Bnd
pajama pants. I'm picking up a cheap neon-orange hat, and slipping on a pair of ned-gnesn
Crocs. No socks. My gloves are hiding under a rag on the kitchen table, next to one ablkis pist

Buck’s waiting for me on the front porch, thumping his tail against the wood, yaaman
pulling his thick, tank-shaped body gradually to alert, front end first. He aiptiagy as he used to
be. Deddy’'s walking to his tool shed pretty curtly, and Big Dan’s out theredeasiay at an ugly
piece of stick. When he sees our Man, he jacks up his ears and trots out to meldekiRusty—
look what I've got. | know you wish you had a sticktlilie one, but you can’t have it. It's mine

Deddy smirks, grabbing Dan’s slick tail and tugging okMho’s the boss, boy?

“This here is my son Daniel,” he says, bending only slightly at the hip, twissimgad over
his shoulder like an owl in order to introduce the dog to me. “You'll have to forgive him—heis wh
he is, you know. Whatchu got there for me, Daniel? A stick?” He pauses. So does the dog. A
stare-down. The dog wags his tail. Deddy reaches—and misses. Dan trots fefhteade

“I tell you what, boy,” Deddy says, calling after him. “That is a §tiek. Wish | had me a stick



like that. You've got a shor’nuff prize.”

One last gaze. Everything out here worth seeing has been adorned in one oEbadesabf
black-eyed purple, tekhelet blue and booze-brown. Way out there, a red laser-posnthersky;
it's the radio tower on Highway 7. The one that winks at us every few seconds to remsipdhat
he’s really only a few inches above the ugliness of things. Like a hawk gexcleetelephone pole.

The four-wheeler’s still idling on the front yard grass. It's getitmpatient. Deddy lets the
stick have its dog, and mounts.

“This is my little red pony,” he says, too loud, patting his spirited gas-horse oiithieesw

Adjusting his cap like a motorcycle helmet. “You wanna ride?”

Past the edge of our yard, earth drops off like a pre-Columbus map of the universe. We're
holding our thoughts for a second or two like two kids at the top of a wicked roller caster.
watching over his shoulder as he thumbs the gas lever just past the point of no-nettiianahe rest
is mud and gravity. The trees shoot up as my stomach falls, and we’re coasdtintpfa gluey,
rutted road. Mud slings off the front tires and slaps at my pants, but I'm holdinghanTige snot
down my nose is already inching its way along the rim of my top lip, and I'm pragsénst Deddy,
knees at his thighs. The cold October air over his shoulders smells like Mdkek'®r Wild
Turkey, and the hot puttering breath of the four-wheeler engine is licking my exgaodes. The
rutted road is a finite mess that spools its way through Mississippi hardwoodsdhaytite coughs,
the echoes and the jerky golden headlight of Deddy’s ‘Red Pony.” Ewegyatground-knot jerks the
wheel, my face bumps his coat and leaves a snot-spot. Buck and Dan are galloping abeadué
heat underneath my unbuttoned coveralls rapidly flies away. I'm wiping mywitseey sleeve and

Deddy’s shaking his head while he yells to the world: *I tell you what, themibsome mighty fine



sons! If | could just teach’em to open my electric fence gaps for me, they'dfbetijer

When we reach the pasture at the foot of the hill, he slows down. The fence gap is my job
tonight.

“Papaw used to have a call for his cows,” he muses, tilting his head to one side andtadking
the four-wheeler motor as we enter the Big Tree Field. “Calling cowfesatit than calling horses.
You don’t whistle for them. You make a soft, deep sound that comes from. . .. Well, | don’t know
where it comes from. From somewhere else.”

He looks down and finds the key, turns the motor off. The headlight snuffs itself out, and then
there’s nothing. We sit for a moment, just letting the abyss kind of swallow useujpoks up at the
cold stars, taking a deep breath as he raises his arm, to cup one hand beside hiscawolidr.ely
see it.

“Who0-00-00-00-00. . .” he calls, like an old hoot owl, so hard that | can feel the effort of his voice
in the tightening of his upper back under the coat. “Come on, Girls!” he yells. “Gomlewn here
and git you some candy.” We wait for a few seconds, and then for a few seconds Noitang.

“Who0-00-O0-00-00. . .” he calls again, so loud that I'm shrinking away fromrhthe seat.

“You feel kinda silly when you first try it,” he says to the night sky. “It toakawhile to get it
down to an art—to get it perfect. | used to think my Papaw sounded so silly when dénisatlews
with that sound, and the first time | tried it, | got way out here by myseadfevhfigured nobody could
hear me. And you know what? | felt stupid. But it works. It carries. You can hesotimd a mile
away.”

We listen. The dogs listen. Buck, the old shepherd, freezes with one foot slitglydars erect.
Nothing. Not even a wind in the trees. Deddy stands up in the stirrups, cupping both handset his fac

this time.



“WhOO-00-00-00-00!" he calls, as hard as he can. “Come on, Girls!”

And this time, the shepherd grunts. Cocks his head. Listens harder. Gruntd-agaph An
eerie rumble echoes in the woods all around us. Sounds like either a high wind or e.lddefe
they come.

“That’s right, Girls!” Deddy shouts, still straddling the four-wheelet.se€Come on over here
and get you some candy!” He turns around like a hoot owl again, looking at me. “These neye ar
girlfriends, Jolee,” he says. “And I'm their Sugar-Deddy.” He pullaatgiplock bag out of the
small backpack tied to the front of his steed, and starts rattling it.

“That’s right, Girls. Come on over here and get you some ca@idge get you a little a’this. That's
right.”

By “candy” he means Range Cubes—thumb-sized pellets of compacted sagigahe color
of dry dirt. Range Cubes taste good to cows. In less than a minute, we’re surroundéesl leyesi
heifer necks, heifer noses and two-foot long heifer tongues, but | can’t see i'etoo dark. A
white-painted face suddenly appears among them, like a joker among batna¢s. QFTip. She’s
sniffing my exposed neck, tickling me with her chin whiskers. Big Boy appeat;samexvisible
presence pawing, stomping and pushing everyone else out of the way. But these gpdssmitten
to leave Deddy. Big Boy finally shoves his 1,000 pounds onto the four-wheeler, shétiaghe left,
butting me calmly with the crown of his head, reaching over my shoulder witinaisible black
neck that’s ice-solid, but covered in skin as soft as kneaded biscuit dough.

For a few seconds, here | am, breath to breath with a Black Angus mbmestrten times my
size—but he’s gentle. Deddy pops a range pill into Big Boy’s mouth, then thumps him on the chee
with bare knuckles. “Hey Big Boy,” he says. “Give somebody else a turckdimeyou could tump

this four-wheeler over and kill us if you wanted to.” Deddy forgets sometirhashe has and hasn’t



taught me. Starts giving me instructions on how to properly feed a range cutmato a

“Here Jolee, take you a few pieces,” he says, “and hold them up one at a time.lik&Hhbis she
opens up, just pop it right in on top of her tongue as far back there as you can reach, so shepvon’t dr
it.” Big Boy's still hogging the front end of the four-wheeler, and in the back, tiiersi@re making
out with my coverall sleeves and ponytail from behind.

“You know the vast majority of the human race ain’t much different than these cowsyd)esart
of serious. “You should watch’em sometime—watch some of these people. They go Watvihe
most people do. Easily influenced, easily led. They live for the crowd, wanna do whdiasly else
is doing. They eat, they sleep, they go to work during the day—some of them—and play around on
weekends, or whatever. Everybody’s looking for a piece of candy. Something tohmiskisappy.
You give them that, give them a little something sweet, and they’ll follanayxywhere.”

| tell him if he feels that way, maybe he should start his own business sometime.

“Hey—that’s a great idea,” he says sarcastically. “In my nextlithink I'll try that. I’'m gonna
invent the ‘New-American Human Range Cube,’ and sell it to people. . . .”

He rattles the bag and offers one to me.

Cow spit is slurpy and thick, like Neosporin on your forearm hairs. Neosporirmitibs of cud
in it. Cow snot is soupy and cool when it hits the air, like calamine lotion. | carRws#d’'nHead's
mouth in the dark, but | can feel her breath, her snot and her spit—she’s trying to suck my.h&énd off
hold a range cube in three fingers and caterpillar my arm among sevefialgswet noses, and when
| find the mouth I'm looking for, | shove the cube in on top of a firm, warm tongue, as fatheme
as my clenched fist will go. She backs away a little, then coughs once. Swalloesto push her
way back to the front of the mob again. The rest are still all over us. | very ggoegl my arm off on

the back of his coat.



“Y’all are some mighty good girlfriends,” he tells them, patting heads. “Soregdurdy ole
girls. But that's enough now. I'll stop back in again tomorrow.”
He cranks us back up, eases the gas, parts the waters, then eases it a littlecbatoley the
rest of them out of the way. For a little while, they’re all trudging, thdomiag along behind us,
moo-ing hard. Darkness masks their bobbing heads again, all but Q-Tip. And then gradually,

gradually, gradually, we've lost them somewhere behind.

Things down here seem to know what to do without Deddy telling them, like he was God and
this was Genesis. Like he was Adam and this was Eden. Everything sort of evaaksufpose here,
at dark. On Monday morning, Deddy and me will have to go back down, back to the city. Back to
being who we are when we’re not here. Back to being a part of that other wordahteel ws to hide
here from. Whatever happened out there this morning, to either one of us—none of it matiers an
tonight. Four o’clock today might as well have been four o’clock yesterday, oo'fdock the day
before; it's that far away from us now. The other world is far away as€fastm West, as far as the
Babel lights that twinkle on the horizon, as far as Deddy’s right arm is frolefhés he vice-grips
the four-wheeler handlebars and winds us through gothic, headlight-lit woods.

| don’t know who Deddy is when he’s not here. | don’t know who he was when he was out
There only a couple of hours ago. But | know who he is tonight. He’s Deddy, and I'm harding
him tight, breathing the worn-out scent of his Carhartt coat, breathing th©ctwber wind, breathing
his whiskey. For a little while, he seems almost innocent, like a littlevitbya fast new toyHe’s
zigging, he’s zagging, he’s snaking his way along the Beulah Creek boraknghulk mouth just
right as we maneuver between tight tree trunks, low-reaching limbs and tkickrmres. He’s

grinning on the inside right now. | can feel it.



We ride until we reach the edge of our living world, stopping at the Bend. As&\HBend. It's a
30-foot cliff-like bank that drops off into a pair of serpentine curves in th&.ctde named it after us.
The four-wheeler sighs as he gears down. And then she relaxes. For a moment, heagaesn't s
word, doesn’t move. He’s watching the moonlight wiggle against the surface oftdrebetaw. A
shuffle in the hard leaves, a putter and skid of paws against slick ground, and a colasisahspke
mirrored sliver-moon thirty feet below suggest that Dan has found a way down. Buaiking \at
the four-wheeler beside us.

Somewhere just beyond the tree line, coyotes go to howling at each other. Fitiseéonkeree.
Then five. They're ahead of us, in the woods just across the creek. Not too far away.

We listen as six, or seven, or eight coyote howls move closer and closer andoctmseanother, till
eventually all become one. Howls become yelps, yelps become barks, barks hpsparadythen
silence. He dismounts and walks to the left, stopping only a few feet away witst$is tis
pockets, his cap tilted towards the treetops above my head.

“They're purdy to listen to, ain’t they,” he whispers, looking my way. When his bpegdds
out, | can tell he’s smiling.

“Hey Jolee, what was it that Norman Maclean said one time about rivers?” hioakksy over
the edge while Dan plays in the water. “Waters haunt me,” he muses, nohgeladia missed the
guote. “Well,” he says, before | have a chance to correct him, “watersrhautdo. And dogs. |
like dogs. Trees are pretty good. This place ain’t nothing like Montana, or the RockyaMeuhtit
| tell you, there’s just something about boys and dogs, and woods and creeks—they golikgethe
nothin’ else | know of. Almost like that was how things was meant to be. Forever.”

Like that was how things were meant to be.



“l climbed some stairs earlier today,” he says, deciding that theegoe done for the night.
“And all I could hear was the cartilage in my knees grinding and crackling anchgéaglf out so
that my bones can all rub against each other.” He pulls his pants legs up so he camsgaatido
give me a listen.

Snap, crackle, pop-and-grind

“You hear that?” he asks. | nod as he repeats the demonstration.

Snap, crackle, pop-and-grind Sure enough.

“That’s what happens when you get old,” he says, still squatting. “Used to, | didnistarakit
when | was around old men who didn’t want to bend down or squat down or get down on the ground
or climb over fences—but now | know why they didn’t want to. Becausaris” He shakes his head
and pushes a few fingers firmly against the ground as he leans forward antiihmsts back up.

“I'm telling you, Jolee,” he says, “you need to jump every chance you get. Viéstbenyou don'’t
need to jump every chance you get. . . but if you want to jump, you better do it nowahdall
can—because when you get my age, you won'’t be able to.”

| see it coming. An attempt. He kind of hops up from the grass for about a fourth of a second, with
his fists still in his pockets, chin down. Only a couple of centimeters. Then he $iskead in
disgust. It must have hurt.

“When | was a boy,” he says, “that’s all | ever did was jump. Neveriga thought. Pretty much
everywhere | went, | was running and jumping—and | was good at it. | usedpdpnmwire fences
flat-footed. I'm talking fences that were waist-high or better.” He holdd@rel hand up to his
body, at a point just below the nipple line.

“And if | had a running start,” he says, “l could clear fences that wera jlitde above chest-high.

When | was a boy, me and the other boys | ran with in Beulah, we never opened a gatzandee



under a fence, never climbed across a ditch—and we never thought about it. It nerreddocus.
We jumped fences, jumped gullies, jumped off of dams and levees, and out of trees, aneeut of t
houses...hell we used to jump off of real houses, off of barns. Just seemed like the quickest wa
down. Boys are kinda stupid like that, you know. It really didn’t matter; we jumped @feoything.

“And | never thought nothin’ about it back then,” he says, * except every now and theh wden
showing out and misjudged a jump—caught the toe of my shoe on the edge of a barb-wive fence
something. And then it ain’t so fun anymore. Then you’re crawling in the dirt on yods laad
knees, feeling around in the grass for your breath while the other boys aragtaerde doubled-over,
laughing at you, and secretly you're thinkiftlease don’t laugh at me—I really do think that I am
about to die, right here in front of everybodfnd then you start imagining what they might think and
what they might say about it if you really do die, right there on the groundnhdf them, because
you ain’t got no air. You're fumbling around in the grass, trying to call youttbbeeck to you, but it
just won’t come—"

He starts imitating himself, thirty years ago after a fall. ¢ém$ forward with a dumbstruck look
on his face and starts making desperate, breathless noises, waving his hamhg @ut mhaginary
ground, squinting his eyes and letting his mouth fall open then closed—gasping fdn™bkead
catfish out of water.

“And then finally,” he says, “Finally—it all comes back to you. You remember how &hare
again, but them boys are still laughing and making fun of you, and you don’t want thenhitakall t
you're a ... well, you know. . . so you get back up and act like it didn’t happen. ‘Oh, | didly’'t rea
fall just then. | didn’t reallyalmost die. That barb-wire fence is a cinch; | just wasn't trying very
hard.” And you go right back to jumping again, just like it never happened. Boys dayenmueh

stupid like that. Especially when they're young and there’s a bunch of them tdgethe

10



He cocks his head and looks sarcastically toward the stars, as his bealioraaséy’d-1-ever-
act-so-foolish’ kind of grin. He’s still shaking his head slowly, then sighs adtim

“One time, when | was a grown boy,” he says, “in high school, maybe even igecellee and
some of these boys from around here all went up to a dam we knew of outside of Beulah. This dam
was the real thing; | don’t know how many feet up it was. And | didn’t know how mangides it
was, or even how deep the water was, or what was hidden just under the surface @rthgavat
don’t think about things like that when you're a boy. A little beer helps. One of the bagswitia
dared me to jump off, and I couldn’t be chicken, so 1 did. And I didn’t just jump . . . | dove off, to
show them that | would. I'm lucky that the water wasn't three feet desplutky there wasn't a
damn tree stump or a stob sticking up with gnarled limbs that were hidden just atidénee
surface—waiting to impale somebody. As it was, | dove kind of out, rather thahsttawn, and |
hit that water wide open with my chest. It wasn’t a belly-flop; it wasn’stoynach. It was my chest.
And it hurt. Completely knocked the wind out of me. | really did think that | was goartaatitime.
| don’t know how | ever made it to the bank, | don’t even remember being able to swim—ebkecaus
couldn’t breathe. But somehow | made it to the side, without any oxygen, and laidlthg@t tny
breath again. One of them other boys hollered down to me from up on top of the dam:

“Hey, Rusty—how was it?’

“I still couldn’t even talk yet, but | thought for a second, then smiled back up at tieenodded.
Motioned them with my hand to come on down.

“*Aww, it ain’'t too bad,’ | finally yelled. ‘Come on down, Boys!”” He motiotsthem in his
mind, with a raised arm. “And then | just sat there, watching them—every last tiresroboys—
dive off of that dam one at a time. And some of them landed awful, just awful; they Wwitire

worse than | did. One guy hit the water with his face; he came up choking ambdas air.”

11



Deddy gives me an impression of this one poor boy by letting his eyes go blankppitigihis
jaw. He starts taking short, choppy breaths like a woman in labor, then flimgiagns
indiscriminately like he’s drowning chicken.

“I layed over there, just laughing at him,” he says. “l laughed at him, made the wfy he
looked when he hit the water, made wisecracks, pointed and hoo-ha’d. | thought it wasilaredtis
at the moment—and he could have been killed. | could have been killed. Any one of us could have
been killed, or paralyzed from the neck down, or crippled for life. But that's boysfeboys at any
age, especially when there’s several of them together. They don’ttlwhkle lot sometimes. Most
of them don’t grow up and grow out of it till they’re about thirty-five—and some of them damwit gr
out of it even then. Some of them don’t ever grow out of it.”

He shrugs, then reaches for his flask again. Stands with his back to me whilesreedalsple of
swigs, then mounts his little red four-wheeler.

“You ready?”

| used to wake up sometimes at two or three in the morning, when | was a kid andiwetine
city. A telephone ring, Deddy’s low voice muffled across the hallway in the darlingotA few
seconds later, the bedroom lamp, and Mama’s voice, thick and hoarse. Across the halughd thr
their half-open door, | watched his shadow wiggling against the carpet while he pulhetsion. |
watched as his pale bare arms lay the rifle case across the bed, téynmesarto the gun belt and his
pistol. She brought the bullet-proof vest out of the closet like a Spartan shield, andtdiesatki
them. Deddy was in a hurry. She tried not to say too much. She wanted to. She wanted to hold him;
she wanted him to hold her. She wanted him to love her. But he didn’t want to be loved much right

now. Some nights he’d put one arm around her for half a second, and find her lips for less.than that
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Like a cowboy out of a movie or something. He’'d strap on the belt, tie his shoes, cheskalhe pi
grab his keys and the vest and the rifle case and walk out.

| used to watch as she followed him barefooted, wearing a long t-shirtd fausgten to the
pattern of their footsteps up the hallway, his strides curt and definite, hemusaand uncertain.
Sometimes | could hold my breath for several seconds, chest pounding, listeningranttdeor to
open. Sometimes | couldn’t wait that long. Sometimes | bolted from bed at last, herakeadt,
sprinted up the hallway as fast as | could, just in time to catch him as he was aikurgh the door,
or down the front walk.

“Deddy—Deddy, I love you!”

He never looked up when | said that. He’d stop if he had to, if | caught hold of his pants and
wrapped my wiry body around his leg.

“Okay, | love you too,” he’'d whisper. A rehearsed response. Followed by a cold cdmma
“Now go back to the porch.”

“Be careful, Rusty,” she’d tell him, her voice solemn as she pulled me awainoioy the
shoulders and held on tight. That was always the last thing sheBsaahreful, Rusty

He never answered. She’d stand on the front steps holding my shoulders, with the cool mmght air
our feet as we watched the bright gold letters on the back of his jacket shrinkraddséppear as he
opened the car door and ducked inside. Those letters were probably the first thadl teaead:
P-O-L-I-C-E.

On happy occasions, he’'d crank up the car and flash the blue lights for me. Not on nighis. like t
Mama and | would stand on the front steps watching. Watch until his taillights roundzxribe
And then he was gone.

Sometimes I'd ask if | could sleep with her after. Other times | wethttiodoed and stayed awake
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as long as | could, watching her across the hall. Thinking about where Deddy was. gtssiMaima
left the light on, and sat up in bed till almost daylight. Reading. Sometimes she tdrtiedlight
and turned on the television, rested on his side of the bed with her head on his pillow, under the sheets
Sometimes she got up and walked to the kitchen, where | heard the whistle of a hatikattée
later, or the snap-click-fizz-z-af a Coca-Cola can. She never taught me to be afraid about it, or to
wonder, or to worry. She never cried, never paced. Never talked about it. But eveage th#tink
| just kind of knew. Saw it in the way she couldn’t sleep well after. When | laid down in bechwi
eyes closed tight, | used to pray to the God she’d taught me to pray to:

Dear God, please take care of My Deddy. Please tell him to be ‘careful.’

But even after praying under my covers safe and tight, there was this one thatigfdsn’t even
a thought, it was more of a feeling somewhere way, way down—and it just kept caokp lme,

over and over again. | couldn’t get rid of What if tonight is the night

Up the hill, in front of the old corn crib, he’s built us a fire. Gathers up a few old covefded s
and wads them up, pours a few ounces of gasoline and lights a match. He breathesialbadcol
puff, looking West, and surveys the suburb lights far away. They twinkle along the hdean |
orbit full of faraway asteroids, or a meteor shower. There’s a glittezaich of the houses. The
treetops sheath them like curtains in the summertime. But every wintethkg are again. Every
winter, here they are—plus four or five more.

“When | was a boy,” he says, “l used to come out here and stand at the top of thisdnill w
was out hunting with my dogs. I'd turn them loose and let them run, then I'd stand up hergeand lis

Wait for them to strike up the trail of something. And back then, even when Igvas/a boy—
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about your age—when | stood up here on this hill at dark, there was nothing. Nothigglireation,
as far as the eye could see. No houses. No towers. No lights. Babel was far,Aaddseulah
was that way, but it'd take you awhile to get there if you was walkieg dark. You can’t even
imagine what that felt like, Jolee, to be up here like that, in the dark—in the reatalad to literally
be alone. This was a wilderness then, or at least | thought it was a wildeltreessmed that way to
me.”

He stretches out his arm and spreads his fingers over horizon and air when Heotalkisis
place the way it was, or the way he remembered it was, years ago. He moves llehze’s
parting the Red Sea waters for me, and lifting them up. To show me what's buried.

“I've wandered through all them places, a many-a-time when | was a boygyfie $ knew
every bend in the river, every hill, every holler, every tree, every old road androldrishold sunk-in
house that was still standing between here and town.

“Up there close to old Johnson Bend,” he says, “there were trees so big that coatlaing
grow underneath them. They blotted the sun out. It wasn’t anything like allttiesetangled up
woods you're familiar with. You could roam around in these woods freely—no brush, no branches, no
briers to grab a’hold of your pants’ legs. Those trees were old-old, someladttbees left that was
here in the Beginning. And them woods was open—you’d be walking around in the shade even at
midday. | wish you could feslhat that felt like, Jolee. To wander around in woods like that. It was
a quiet, weird feeling—Ilike being in a church by yourself or something. | odaaht squirrels in
there when | was young. Them woods was full of squirrels. But all that's goneSuwebody
decided to cut them down, | guess.

“Now then | bet you | can count fifteen lights on the horizon tonight, out there towand§™Ba

he says, aggravated. “And that’s just the ones | can see; there’s probablyotlieese that | can’t
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see. People are moving closer. There’s nowhere else for them to go; the geitid’soo
populated. Things is bad all over, ‘cept for here on this hill. And it's coming, Jolseoiting.
And it'll catch up with us sooner or later. The world is a perfect chaos—a pehnBaas—it's mixed
up, it's messed up, it's screwed-up, it's you-know-what-up, and it's as twistedragldd and matted
up as it can possibly be. At least that's my way of thinking. | don’t know how it courduggt
worse out there than what it is now. All this stuff you read about that’ll be going lo@ Entd
Times...we're there, baby. All the wickedness, and all the debauchery, allithgoeople raping and
killing and stealing and having at each other, and all the sick perversiogeuhet never even
thought of...we’re there. That kinda stuff goes on nowadays, and it will come oub lgeteus too, if
it can. We can’t hide here from it forever. | drive to the end of my gravemiwen the mornings,
and there it is—right there at my mailbox. At my gate—just waiting foranferget to lock the house
one day or something. Waiting for an opportunity to come in and get us. We can't live updere
little bubble forever, Jolee. Lightning will strike eventually. The worldhitl us, sooner or later.”

He hesitates for a moment, breathing out a puff of cool dark air, shifting teeatiobught.

“Sometimes | think God put a dome over this hill,” he says. “Over this house, over ta@s pla
almost think it was like he issued a command or something, and said: ‘Nah. All tthengglhave
to stay away from here, because this place is for Rusty. This is wheré&sRasijy lives, and it's
protected. No bad things are allowed to come in and interfere. At least fta ahie.”

He stops there, and gets quiet. Squats down and prods the fire a little while he blsamgas.
“I tell you, there’s nothing quite like a fire,” he says, standing up. “For aahgway. It's a
fascinating thing. | could watch one for hours, till morning, and not get tired of it. Amkld lot of
men are the same way.”

It's hard to tell what he’s thinking, what he’s really thinking, even when haiglisig right here
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in front of me at the junction of warm and cold, light and dark. Even when he’s had too much to
drink. By day he wears fatherhood like a Carhartt coat, or a pair of coverallsindNgets in and
nothing gets out. Everything is covered, everything is shielded, everything is hiddiected. By
firelight the skin below his beard-line is visible every now and then, whenhisilhead at just the
right angle. The skin along his cheekbones and below his eyebrows is overshadowduatiby dhe
his cap; when he stands in the firelight, it's the only part of him | see. He kedpanlis in his
pockets. I'm poking a stick at the ground.

“Deddy, how many girls. . . how many women were you with before Mama.”

He smirks a little, shakes his head cleverya ha

“Nice try, Jolee,” he says. Wryly. “I'll never tell you.”

He studies the fire some more. Pulls his right hand out of his pocket and looks at it, makes a
slow tight fist in the orange light. Then he stretches his stiff fingers.dév/armack.

“When | was a junior in college,” he says, “I had come home from class and put some soup on to
cook. If left the stove-eye on high, and went to use the bathroom, then forgot about it. Started
reading. When | got done washing my hands, | smelled something—and knew iminediatat
was. | ran up the hall to the kitchen; the pot of soup was on fire. We didn’t have aifigeiskier. |
went to grab the pot, to get it off the eye, but when | did, the handle was scalding hot;jedi lifl
over on myself. Hot grease poured out all over my hand—and the next thing | knew my hamd was
fire. Went up in flames, just like that. Iran. Iran. Ijust r@hat’s the first thing you do when
something like that happens; that's your body’s natural reaction. | wagpsdif ran.

“I made it all the way to the front door before | realized that my hand wasrsfille. | had to
put it out, and | don’t know why | thought about it—people burn to death because their bodies react

and they don’t think. But as | was running through the front door | reached down and pulled up my
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shirt, wrapped it over the hand and snuffed the fire out. And | was outside by this tiheefromt
yard, still running. When | got sense enough about me to look down, | peeled the shirf back of
hand, and when I did, all my skin came off with it. The skin was stuck to the shirt—like bamt sar
wrap. Stunk like nothing you've ever smelled. Bugkin And there was my hand, with no skin left
on it—I was looking at blood and tissue. Red and pink and white and black. So I just wrapped the
hand back up with the shirt and kept running. My hand was still on fire, in my mind. Then all of a
sudden, | realized that the stove eye was still on. | realized that the potl dfdtdelumped out on the
kitchen floor was still dumped out on the kitchen floor, and that the trailer was probablg.o8d |
stopped for a second, spun around, and ran back inside.

“When | got to the kitchen again, nothing looked the same. All that soup and grease had just
stuck to wherever it landed and kept burning, and the dining room carpet was all on firguigkat
They say an entire house can go up in less than three minutes, and | belieeglitin’'t have been
gone more than fifteen or twenty seconds, and in that amount of time, fire was everynekily, |
was still able tahink. For whatever reason, my head just kinda came back to me, and | was able to
figure out what to do. Water wouldn’t have worked. It was a grease fire. Sool ttanlinen closet
and grabbed a couple of quilts, draped them over the floor, then snuffed and stomped thelfise out
amazing what adrenaline can do for you in situations like that—it can make you@#reqoint of
killing yourself, or it can give you the strength and the focus you need to @avkfg and do some
pretty amazing things. | literally stomptht fire out. Then carefully turned the stove eye off.

“After that | ran to the nearest house up the road—to Aunt Edna’s. | don’t know wisheut
and Uncle Ray were both home, and when they saw me with my hand wrapped up, they didn’t even
ask what happened. Ray ran and cranked up the car. | jumped in and | think she told somebody at the

house to call my mama, and we took off. And my hand still felt like it was on fire, likasistill
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burning. That's a crazy feeling, baby—pain that’s out of this world, and no matteyethdo, you
can’t get away from it. My shirt was still wrapped around my hand, and it was stoek soaked in
watery blood, shriveled up like a wet sheet.

“Mama and Deddy met us at the emergency room in Babel, and for some reasoat tbepme
back there with me. The doctors and nurses laid me out on a table, and it took everybody m the roo
to hold me down—I was still on fire. When they started to peel that shirt awdy)ikdehey were
filleting me, and | went mad—I was fighting and kicking and screaming| eemdember shouting:
DON'T cut itoff, DON'T cut it offl Don’t cut my hand off!l guess | was thinking they were gonna
amputate it—and | was crazy. Then my Deddy was helping them hold me down; he oa®bmée,
straddling my chest, pinning my arms down at the elbows. Big tears weraisageown his cheeks,
and | remember thinking that was the only time | had ever seen him cry. . ..”

Deddy looks away when he says that, up to the cold air, and closes his fingeeglstglwhat it
felt like. Still seeing his Deddy’s tears.

“I never thought things would be right again,” he says, holding the afflicted handtolbseface,
spreading his fingers, curling them up. Spreading them again and turning the palstunlyéng the
backside and the knuckles. Studying the crevices in between his fingers, likendhoia been healed

of leprosy. Both hands look pretty much the same to me. At least in the firelight.

They say Abraham stood on the hillside with the Lord when he looked out toward Sodom. She
was a breathtaking city once, sparkling like a diamond necklace at the napefahienountains
bordering Canaan, overlooking a moonless Jordan plain.

“Deddy, do you really think that the world and most of the people in it are going to HellouDo y

really think that we are living near the End Times. Do you really think that.”
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He doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t nod, or shake his head, or rub his beard or shift his weight or lif
his flask. He just stands there, staring at me. Staring at the fire.

“The writing’s pretty much on the wall,” he says. “Rome is falling. Titeejyst giving us a
little fiddle music to keep us pacified along the way. If Obama getsdieat’'s over for us. It's
done. Hell, he could be the durn Anti-Christ, for all | know.”

“Deddy, do you really think that.”

“YesJolee,” he says. Sighing. Looking dead at me over the fire.

Yes Jolee. | really do think that.

| sit Indian-style a foot or two away from the dimming fire, with the wafm on my face, and
the cool of the stiff ground on my haunches. The cat appears from nowhere; he tiptoeg thuginsn
and curls up like an oven-baked cinnamon roll. Deddy and | look yonder toward an eratikess bl
dome, and beneath it, the city we’ll go back to on Monday. He’s numbering the fallen stars

“Maybe there’s still a few good people out there, Deddy—and that's why God hastindyeel
it,” | say. “Maybe there are still fifty, or a hundred and fifty, or a thousanditind Ten thousand
and fifty even. Maybe there are still a handful of good people still out there—andahgttde won’t
destroy it.”

He prods the low flames with a stick, stirs up hot orange sparks. They float up anaylyike
crimson dandelion feathers, dying in the cold black air.

“Maybe so,” he says.
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The stars won't last long enough; they’ll recede back into the depths of the akitle while.
In a few hours, the sliver-moon will go back to where she came from. And so will weraie up
the four-wheeler and | tell him I'll walk. The headlight suddenly cast and spirit onto the body of
an invisible man, as the four-wheeler coughs and putters steadily up adyresneby toward home.
The thin red glow of tail lights slither along blood-stained woods behind him, reyéatimere
seconds a series of hand-woven tree trunks that weren’t there before, and nomeard ey don’t
seem real.

The hard dirt I'm standing on and the cold dead grass I'm brushing off the legscolvemalls
are real enough. The sound of our fire hissing and cackling at my back, and the soundtof the ¢
purring, the sound of Buck’s paws pitter-pattering, pitter-pattering al®ground suggests that even
the things | can’t see anymore are still here. Buck pauses, then turns to wattlieal his eyes.
The cat presses his face to my leg as hard as hd’'oastill here. When the sun comes up Monday
morning, I'll go back down, back to Babel. Back to living among the rest of the.liBog not
tonight. The cat and | follow Buck and the fading sound of the four-wheeler over the letiggh of
gravel driveway. Towards home.

Deddy’s on his Blackberry when he parks the muddy four-wheeler and dismoundisigwi
Like maybe he’s got that pain again, on the inside. | want to asbéddy does your side still hurt?
But | don't.

“Okey-doke,” he says finally, then presses a button and clips the phone back to his belt. Must
have been Mama.

“Beulah lost to Babel—by seven points. Your mama’s on her way in with your brother and the
girls—they’ll be home in thirty minutes.”

The kitchen light was left on; | follow him up the porch steps where its glow riesetiark.
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Buck lowers his head and wags his tail, and the cat tries to rub against Deddgske works his
boots off. | watch him the way that they watch him, wondering again if he’s totdenehole truth.
Wonder if it's dark enough, if he’s relaxed enough, if he’s had enough Maker’s Mark to sthad in t
window glow and pull his gloves off, pull his cap off, pull his Carhartt coat off and showRunsty.’
The Rusty he is, or the Rusty was he was before he dressed himself up intoah&atbwer” he felt
like we needed him to be.

“Deddy, how many women were there . . . how many weremtiubefore Mama.”

A deadness comes to his face this time, when he looks up at me. Looks like the hurteélat com
to the face of a dog when it's been kicked by someone it loves. He isn’'t drunk enough.

“Does it really matter, baby?” he asks, with squinty eyes. He’s stariting top of my head.
And when | can’t answer, he asks again.

“Does it really mattethat muchto you, Jolee? Tell me why.”

“It would mean the difference in knowing whether or not I'm living in a fantasghl’ | tell
him, the best way | know how. “It would help me make sense of it. It would mean therdiéane
knowing. . . whether or not I'm living a lie.”

Deddy do you think we’re living a lie

He pauses with one hand on the door handle. Takes a few seconds to make up his mind.
“You're living in a fantasy-land,” he says to the air. “This is a fantasg:ld&ut | don’t think
you’re living a lie.”
He hesitates again, rubs the back of his neck, and eventually opens the door and steps into the
light, sock-footed. Trying to think if there’s anything else.

“If what the Bible says is true. . . then you're not of this world, Jolee. And you neVeewi
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Most people don’t have hills to come back to.”

He steps inside. Mutters something over his shoulkut this door when you come iBuck
raises his snout to meet my cold fingers in the limelight, and crouches attkefithe threshold.
Watching the place where he saw Deddy last. Cabinet doors are opening andredadndollowed

by the clinking of a soup pan and the growl of a can-opener.

What's for supper
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CHAPTER I

CITIES OF THE PLAIN

When the sun comes up over the Mississippi River, it's like watching God open his eyes.
And not being able to see what he’s thinking. Black muddy water rolls slow ashiokeas
molasses, while the early light meanders along the troughs and crests, nevagkmoatis
beneath. The roads are almost empty now, except for the wanderers. A pllngeedbbears
only two giant words: JESUS SAVES. Underneath it, a man in ratty pants and asbmthkst-
walking slowly up the sidewalk, with a yellow cap resting idly on his head, cocked tadene s
Maybe he’s got somebody in the world who loves him. Maybe he doesn’'t. Maybe hesseut
at 5:45 in the morning still walking a long, long way back home tonight. Or mayb&otise”
that he’s walking away from, a long, long way behind him. Or maybe it's neikhaybe he
doesn’t have a home to walk back to. He raises a hand when | pass, and sort of looks up at me
through the windshield.

Hey baby what’'s happenin’

On the radio at 5:54 am it’s already a Sunday morning in Memphis. Brother Darrell
Jones of Saint Joseph Grace Evangelical Church is preaching to anydisthoenight still be
out there, all alone in the world at dawn. He’s talking about God. And about Jesus. And about
Christians. And about sin. And about salvation. And about responsibility. He’s reading from

the book of Joshua.
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“He is Holy, Holy, Holy,” the voiceover says. “God is Holy. It's not just the way H
acts—it’s the way Hés. And to ask Him to be less than that in order to tolerate our sin is to ask
Him to be something He cannot be. When we come to Him, drenched in our sin that we
willingly hold onto, and ask Him to bless us, and ask Him to use us, and ask Him to help us, and
to guide us, and to be with us—then we’ve asked Him to be something that He can’t. 3inis jus
as lethal in the life of the believer as it is in the life of the unbeliever. Ast@ms, we don'’t
grasp that. We focus so much on the love of God and the grace of God and the goodness of
God—that we end up using those qualities against Him. We think that if we love Him, then sin
is somehow not as bad. And we think that if we are mature in our belief, then we are somehow
immune, and that we can touch sin a little bit, and it's okay, we can flirt with fkeg &ibd it's
okay—we can handle it. We think that sin is lethal to everybody else, but not to us. Not to us.

“They say that sin has its effects only on the sinner. | have no idea what sre they’
talking about. Sin always affects others. Entire families can suffer ovsintbéjust one
person in that household. In the story we're about to read, the entire nation ofui$esietis—

over the sin of just one person.”

Sin. Onthe streets of Memphis in the early light, it's hard to know if it really even
exists. If all the people still sleeping warm in their beds tonight areg iggatina wake up one of
these days to fire and brimstone, and weeping and gnashing of teeth, and the futhaf wra

God raining down. As if they had really done something that bad.

At a stoplight all the liquor stores, and the grocery stores, and the gas statmns

clothing shops, and barber shops, and pawn shops, and law offices and dentist offices are
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wearing steel bars over their windows and doors. And some of the brick walls and cement
bridges have been decorated with graffiti, then painted over or washed off, theneteadita
graffiti again. And the color of the air and the grass and the concrete loyksHhre they

really done something that bad

Hazel asked him once, at a stoplight in front of the baseball stadium yeansthgaity,
“Deddy, what'ssave®”

She was maybe five or six.

He looked at her, then he looked at me in the rearview. And then he looked away for a
while. Looked inside himself for a minute or two. Like ‘saved’ was somethirtgtba

understand.

Ahead of me the sign says ‘West Memphis-Arkansas.” Underneath itmelésighty
Mississippi—the one they write all the songs about. And the M-Bridge trugsasshing faster

than what it feels like I'm drivingWhush, whush, whush, whustush. Like my thoughts.

“Saved is when you reach a point where you can't live with yourself anymoregiche s
“When you realize you've done some things that were real bagial.bad. But you can’t undo
them or take them back.”

“Like being ugly to somebody?” she reasoned.

“Yeah, like being to somebody. And being ugly to yself That's what sin means—
when you do something that you knew was wrong, deep down. In your heart. Or in your

conscience. Or in your ‘soul’ if you wanna call it that. Something that you kseswwong but

26



you did it anyway. And then when you get to a point where you can’t stand to even look at
yourself anymore, then you realize you need Jesus to come into your lif@eaedy@u. Save

you from your own self. And then you pray to God and ask Jesus to come into your heart and
save you from your sins, and to heal you, and forgive you, and make you a new person. And
when it happens you get this feeling. . . it's hard to explain. But it's the Holy &minihg to

live inside you. Some people say it’s like having a heavy weight removed frarhga, and

all of a sudden—you're free. The Bible says that when you ask Him to, God will pugigsu

as far away from him as the East is from the West. Which is pretty far. A&l wwhappens,
when He comes into your heatrt, it's like you feel this. . . peace. .. and almost a kind of
excitement or joy. Paul in the Bible calls it a ‘peace that transcends alistenading.” You're

not trapped anymore by all those bad things you did. And then it’s like you get tdl steet a

again. Start a brand new life.”

The great wide river is behind me now in the rearview, swimming further and further

away.

“Welcome to Arkansas,” the sign says.
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CHAPTER IlI

DOLLHOUSE

Jeralinn’s overhead blow-dryer is whirring over the round wide rollers in Assigk
black hair. She has the August issudaetfmagazine draped over her caramel, crossed legs. She
looks up every now and then when Jeralinn says something particularly profound, and smirks at
me. Don’t believe anything she say

“If you can live without one Jolee, wait as long as you can,” Jeralinn suggestdaxrkhe
of Kim McEwen’s tilted head.

Outside, a sharp gleam of sunshine warms fresh rain-puddles across a parking lot in
Babel. Inside, the sharp smell of a flat hair iron is rising with the steankKawés hair.
Jeralinn is styling it.

“That’s right, baby,” Kim affirms. “They no good, most of the time. Boys, mefgntt
matter—a man is a man is a man, and that’s it. That's all they is to it.”

“He gone lie to you, baby, if you let him,” Jeralinn continues. “He gohgdalhe luv-v
you, tell you he care about you. Tell you he wanna marry you, and buy you nice thehtgkea
care of you, and treat you real good. But he don’t love you—he don’t even know what love is.
He do know how to give you a baby though—and he’ll try. You write that one down, girl—he
gone try. And then you stuck with it, Jolee. You stuck in life forever. You get yoldaad
thatis your life, from now on. And you don’t want that. You could get rid of it—but you don’t
wanna do that either, ‘cause you so thankful that your mama didn’t get rid of yowgetrau

baby inside you, and you know deep down that you love it, and you ain’t gone kill it—you love
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it and so you’re willing to bring it into the world. I love every one of my babies now—qden’t
me wrong—Lord knows | love all my kids. But hold out as long as you can, Jolee. Don’'t mess
with none of them boys. Just leave them all alone. You got plenty of time for all trexe’sT
plenty of other things you need to do with your life while you still young, girl. Mawuncess
with all them men folks when you're old, like me. Tell her, Astria.”

Astria looks at me and rolls her eyes, shakes her head.

“Don’t believe nothing she say, Jolee. She just messing with your head. Buthsloarig
some of it, girl. You still got time.”

Jeralinn is Astria’s favorite aunt. They favor in the face.

On the wall above the couch hangs a portrait depicting four dark women, each with
different skin tones, different hair tones, different body types, sitting underyers reading
magazines with their bare, heel-tipped legs all crossed in the sameodirddtiderneath the

painting is a caption that Jeralinn added herself, typed in dark, bold font:

BLACK IS BEAUTIFUL.

On the TV in the corner below a poster that says Campaign '08 Obama/Biden, we'r
glued to an episode of Judge Mathis, where a woman has gotten up claiming that shéildoesn’
black women, that most of them have been no good to her, and that most of her girlfriends and
guyfriends are white, and that she now considers herself white. Everybodyaothstarts to

cackle at her a little bit. Everybody but me.
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“There’s just one problem with that,” Judge Mathis tells the woman flatlyorifny
perspective, and from anyone else’s. . .youBdaek And you're always going to be Black.
There’s no reason for shame—this is 2009, and we’ve moved past a lot of that. You should
embrace yourself. Embrace who you are, embrace your ancestry. Eydura&¢ackness.”

| swear Astria is laughing so hard she’s about to fall out of her chair. neislaughing
so hard she’s almost crying, and has to withhold the styling iron for a few seoawige ther
eyes.

“Look at this lady. . .she done out of her mind,” Jeralinn says, pointing at the T scree
with the seething flat iron. “She think she white. Ha ha ha.”

“Can’t nobody be happy with who they are, Jeralinn,” Natashia is sayingdhssom
now, as she leans Kim’s daughter Callou back into the sink for a wash. “Everybodybgot t
something different.”

The ladies get quiet after that, as Judge Mathis concludes his show and kdadtime
upcoming noon Memphis news appear on-screen, followed by a commercial break. When
Natashia finishes washing little Callou’s long, fuzzy hair, she sends heatmddor perming
and styling. Jeralinn pulls the gown off of Kim and sets her free, then motions fittlehgid
to sit down.

“Was any of your people racist, Jolee,” she states and asks, wrapping thargawd
Callou and never looking up. A couple of ladies reaibgnyin the corner glance up to see
what I'll say.

“Yeah,” | murmur. “A lot of them were.” The salon falls silent for a secerdept for
the sound of the comb Jeralinn is steadily pulling through Callou’s now half-straightaia.

But only for a second. Kim can tell it's not something I really want to talk about.

30



“It's okay,” Kim says quickly. “A lot of older people are. | work up at the VA hiadpi
with these old people, and some of them are, some of them aren’t. You just learn tordiéal wit
whatever. There’s this one old man up there who will only let me work with him. The other
nurse on my shift is black too, but he don’t like her. Calls her a nigger. But he likes me for
some reason, and calls me by my name. It takes both of us to move him out of the bed
sometimes, and he’ll say something under his breath to her, and she’ll get madeauylie r
walk out of the room, and I'll be like ‘Hey girl it's okay, | can handle him fronejiend we
just leave it at that. But there’s black men up there that are racist too. Theljaothe white
nurses and only want us to work on them. But it's our job. We gotta be nurses to everybody.
And we gotta put up with shit like that—gotta treat everybody the same. You jusbHasaent
not to let it bother you.”

“Well you know | be racist,” Jeralinn says grinning. “Jolee, | don’t let hienladies
come in here to get they hair cut. You the only one. You know that. Does that make you feel
special?”

“Shut-up, Jeralinn,” Astria says, suddenly putting Jetraside. “You making her get all
red-faced now.”

“l guess that makes my place iategratedsalon,” Jeralinn says, paying Astria no
attention. “Probably the only one in town.”

“Or in the whole county,” Kim speculates.

“Shi-it. . . maybe the only one in the state,” Jeralinn adds. “Maybe | should put a ad in
the paper sometime, Jolee, that says ‘Welcome to Dollhouse, the only integratzddmain
Babel. Walk-ins welcome—but Crackers gotta go to the back door. . .”

Kim McEwen almost spits up her Coke. Jeralinn really is cra-zy. She’s gohtile

31



salon grimacing with laughter. And | am redder than ever. Astria se@sliin the midst of
wiping her misty eyes, she points at me.

“Don’t believe nothing she say, Jolee,” Astria says, coughing. “You know shelgecret
like you. She all the time giving me shit, too.”

Little Callou is still watching the color of my face, and looking like shelsd
something on her mind.

“Do you tan, Jolee?” she finally asks. The older ladies grin quietly at her inleocenc

| slide one sleeve up to reveal the ugly maroon skin on my left shoulder. “Thistis wha
happened on Saturday.”

Natashia has another woman'’s head tilted back over the sink. They’re both making
disgusted, painful faces.

“Girl, you look like you got a pepperoni stuck to your shoulder!” Jeralinn ¢ease

“I'll probably peel off in a few days,” | tell them. “And then when I'm yage, I'll
have skin cancer.”

“Do you go to tanning beds and stuff,” one woman under the dryer asks. “What's it
like?”

“l used to,” | say. “It kind of feels a little bit like you're. . . inside a ngaltight coffin.
That’s what it's shaped like. But then | started getting extra moles, and daslkikpoight here
on my stomach, and so | quit. They say it's real bad for you. Mostly | get suniertizdi
from working outside on the farm. I'll probably get skin cancer from that, toof bedst it's all
natural.”

“Well, I used to lay in the tanning bed sometimes too,” Jeralinn jabs, showllog Ger

thick brown arm. “See how dark | am?”
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“You did not!” Callou says, folding her arms. All the ladies in the salon are lagighi
again.

“Jolee, ain’t no need for you to try to tan,” Natashia says. “You are beabgfuay
you are. Don't listen to her. You got something in you that makes you beautiful—Heom t
inside. Something special. Don’t worry about what them other girls do, Jolee. You bewvho y
are, and don’t pay no mind to what this lady say up in here. She crazy anyhow.”

Jeralinn shakes her head.

“You can’t escape who you are,” she says to me, gently painting whiterelax
Callou’s head. The little girl tries to turn when she sees me laughing, butrderee-grips her
neck and won't allow it.

“Be still, baby,” she says. “Girl, you gone mess up what | done did.” Téghtehe
rings and she grabs a paper towel and then the receiver. Tells whoeveatisizethas an open
appointment around 3:00 today. Then hangs up and returns to both Callou’s hair and me.

“Naw, baby—you is what you is,” she tells me, never looking up. “And you ain’t ever
gone change it. Ain’t nothing to be ashamed of. My deddy was racist againspadpte. My
husband was, too. That's just the way they were. They weren’t gone do nothing to nobody, but
they didn’t like the White man, and there wasn’t nothing nobody could do to change their minds.
They were Black men, and they were proud to be Black men—they was proud of whaashey
And you gotta be proud of what you is too, baby. Don’t go around trying to hide yourself. Ai
nothing worse than somebody going round trying to act like they're somethergaishite girl
trying to be Black, or a Black girl trying to be White. Youlhite baby, and that's what
you're supposed to be. If you was raised with it, if your people was racistinyoevar gone

be completely rid of it, girl. You still gone have a little of that in you. Butteotry about it.
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Don't let it bother you and hold you down. You is what you is. Be proud of it, baby. Don'’t be
ashamed.”

Jeralinn is gently toweling the smooth, silky substance from Callou’s now shegk bl
hair, and reaching for another set of rollers.

Baby yo’ hair gone be smoothi-licious when | get done with it
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CHAPTER IV

GENESIS

1

In the beginning was the smell of guns. All over the apartment. Handguns. In his
bedroom, on the nightstand, in the chests-of-drawers underneath his clothes. On top of the
bookshelf in the den. In the kitchen drawers. On the top shelf of the linen closet in the bathroom
In the glove box in the car. Both of them. Even a “baby” pistol that lived on top of the dxyer ne
to the pants he’d worn the day before. Another one that lived in his fanny pack. Anothet one tha
stayed on the center of the dining room table—Mama used to cover it with an upside-down
decorative bowl, placing a vase filled with flowers gently on top. He kees il a metal cabinet
in the den area, and in cases under his bed.

Sometimes at night he’d lift up the mattress where Hazel and | slept in thaamqtaden,
and prop it against a wall. He’d drape an apple-green table cloth across the floonane tur
television on, sitting Indian-style as he pulled his pistols and rifles aparat a time, piece by
piece. He wouldn't let us come near him while he was cleaning his guns.
“Don’t touch anything on the table cloth. And don’t touch the table cloth either,” he’d say in

a low voice. So Hazel and | would lie on our stomachs on the carpet to watch him, resting our
faces on our forearms, our elbows only inches away from the edge of theaipleeridth and the
pieces of Deddy’s handguns and rifles which were spread across it. The gunlueasenl
smelled almost like shoe polish, and the scent of it would rest on the walls and @ahoetr§
after, while Hazel and | were falling asleep. A hint of it would lingerisrskin afterwards, even
after he’d scrubbed his hands and arms. It was a scent | always asseitiaieeddy.
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2
Superiority. The idea that we were better than, the idea that we werer shaart¢he idea

that we were cleaner than, the idea that we were more moral than. The ideaweat wheat
among weeds, the idea that we were light among darkness. The idea that wavwedrand they
weren't. The idea that we were people of the light. By blood we were descendegkfrerations
of the people of God, and in the womb we overheard our ancestors teaching us the perspectives
that their ancestors had taught them before.

We were born having already been taught that we were separate and datinittef world.
No beginning to the idea that people “out there” were not to be trusted. No beginningleathe
that many of them were actually wolves in sheep’s clothing—children of thiévde were only
pretending to be the “other” children of God. No beginning to the idea that most of the people
around us were going to Hell, and that some of them didn’t have souls like we did. No beginning

to the idea of White Supremacy. It was always there.

3

“This is what he looked like when | met him,” she’d say with glowing cheeks, pdfieng
locket from underneath the collar of her blouse and opening it to show us a teeny piRuse/p
standing in his police uniform with his forearms tucked behind his back. Straight-mouthed wi
slight mustache, with a curious sort of humor in his eyes. She was twenty-six dethamary
schoolteacher in Babel when it happened. One day the kids had found a snake on the playground
that looked poisonous, and so she had called the fire department for help. But the dispatcher
radioed a nearby police officer instead.

“And the policeman they sent out to the playground was your Deddy,” she’d say,’ds if he
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appeared in her life almost magically, yet almost on purpose—as if in giterggeheme of things
the moment of their meeting was somehow always meant to be.

“And then Deddy went out and killed that mean old snake,” Hazel would say, anticipating
the grand finale.

“Yes, Hazel. He did.”

4

In the beginning we saw a woman lying across the bed with the door half-open in the
afternoon. She was wearing a yellow sundress, stained with tears. She looked up fritowthe
when | walked in, and had to pull sticky strands of long black hair away from her faee@s.pi
The red rim around her eyes made them shine aqua-teal, like water in a swpooling

“Does Deddy still love you, Mama?”
“Yes, Jolee.”
“Then why does he make you cry.”

“Deddies just do that to Mommies sometimes, baby.”

But why?

5
He needed the woods. Needed to be alone in them. Deddy.
Sometimes he’d take a dog with him, when he was hunting deer, or coons, or beavers or
squirrels. He’d come back calmer.

He always ate by himself in the living room, in front of the TV. In silence. &said
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that he just needed “quiet-time,” needed “space.” Away from us. | don’t remendre
learning not to bother him while he was eating. We just didn’t. Hazel and | watchémm
the kitchen sometimes.
“Mama what’'s Deddy thinking about?” Hazel whispered once. “Is he mad at the TV?”

“I don’t know, baby,” Mama said. “l don’t know.”

She used to rock me to sleep on Sunday summer afternoons. Grandma. To the soft, subtle
creaking and squeaking of a handmade wooden rocking chair against the linoleuwh ttheor
trailer, she’d tell me stories about her life back then, when times wereediffeVhen people
were different. When she still lived in the old world, before there were calgctiaty, or
telephones, or very much money. When families grew their own food and made theioth&a cl
and built their own houses and picked cotton to get wages from people who were welkrafhette
and when people mostly lived off the land, and got by. She used to tell stories aboutlitieeng a
girl in times that were “hard,” but in a place where people were “good”tend/as happy.

She never talked about the present, or about the recent past—about what it was like when she
married G.P., or what it was like to have been his wife, or to have been Deddy’'s mothéoldS
stories only of childhood, and of the people and places she knew then. Sometimes she’d point as
she talked of some of the experiences she’d had in that faraway and long-gonetptdce,as
just right up the road from her trailer, a little ways down through them woods yo8Hberwas
only in her forties.

And when she was finished, and when my eyelids were heavy in the bright surnemeroaf
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sun, when her chest was warm and her heart was beating soft against thensidecef under the
cool of an old cranky air-conditioner G.P. had mounted against the trailer wall, stgetd sne,
slow and soft, a song describing what Heaven would someday be like:

| am dwelling on a mountain, where a golden sun a-gleams

O’er a land of wondrous beauty—far exceeds my fondest dreams.

Where the air is pure eth-er-eal, laden with the breath of flowers

They are blooming by the fountain, ‘neath the am-ar-an-thine bowers.

Is not this the land of Beulah? Blessed, blessed land of light

Where the flowers bloom for-e-ver . . .

And the sun is always bright?

Lying with my ear beneath her breast, against the gentle rise andtal wibcage in subtle
but distinct patterns as she sang of a place where a “golden sun a-gleamginber thinking
once that maybe this was where her ‘soul’ was—the place where her voiedroan. ‘Soul’ was
something | had heard about in the beginning and at Sunday school, but it was hard folake to m

any sense of. | figured Grandma had one though, and that hers was way down deefi ivagle

in the place where she sang of sunshine.

7
Late nights out at Grandma’s trailer, G.P. had a bluegrass band. His brotreEWnal

“tickled” the banjo, his cousin Charles Costner fiddled, his friend Gail Whitman plagdzhts—
and his wife was a good harmony singer. Some nights there’d be seven gugggbtammed
into the little den, playing dobros, mandolins, harmonicas, accordions and other instrugiénts
sang lead and picked guitar. They rehearsed a lot of Bill Monroe numbers, and sbegeby
Flatt and Earl Scruggs, the Stanley Brothers, the Carter family, Eoarkarris, Dolly Parton and

Ricky Skaggs. They performed at outdoor festivals and community events on weekends.
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This was hidife, he said. Grandma knew to tolerate and appreciate it, and aside from getting
up to serve the men at her home with food and coca-colas, she’d sit on the couch with Cricket
while Hazel and | rattled the trailer walls and floors with our buck-danc@mme hot summer
nights she’d drive us up to community centers, parks or pavilions in small towns whese G.P.’
band was playing, and keep a hand on Cricket while Hazel and | buck-danced on tbe @jrass
or cemented floors to the tune of G.P.’s picking and the old folks’ clapping hands.

Deddy didn’t want to be around much when G.P. and his band were “picking and grinning.”
Hazel once asked him why, and he never answered her, just shook his head a little. tikedidn’
to be around G.P. very much period. Even though some of the songs the band picked and grinned

were gospel numbers.

8
They used to fight about the house. And about her looks. About her weight.

“Rusty, | just don’t know how to please you,” Mama said. “I try and | try and | try, bBut it
never good enough for you. You never let maggwhereor do anything. | would love to get
out and socialize sometimes, and be around other people, but you don’t ever want to. And then
we’ve got all these kids.”

“Baby, I'd take you places with me, if you looked like somebody | would wanké&odat
and about. A lot of the guys | work with have wives, but they have wives who keep themselve
up. And those women have kids too, some of them. But you know what the difference is? The
difference is, thegare Some women care about keeping themselves up and being desirable. And
if you really loved me, you’'d care,” he said. “If you really loved me, I'd come hartteei

evenings and we’d have us an almost normal life, instead of living like niggershotisie looks
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like a nigger house, because you don’t care enough to clean it up. Everywhere | look in here is
disgusting. Every room, every corner, every day of my life is disgusAngl. then when | look at
you—your weight is disgusting. The way you just let yourself go and don’t cestis me. The
way you don’t give a damn about yourself disgusés”

“Rusty, | have a job. And | have given birth to four of your kids. Doesn’t that count for
anything.”

She was 5’7" and about one hundred and fifty pounds back then. And the one statement left
ringing in my ears some nights was the one Hazel and | just couldn’t quite &gt:

The way you don’t give a damn about yourself disgusts me

9
She used to tell stories about being a little girl, and about her Mother, who waaviert

Mama did. Hazel asked her once:

“Mama, where were we before we were born? Where were we when yoa \iitle girl?”
Mama said:

“You were up there in Heaven with God and Jesus, honey. You just don’t remember.

10
| don’t know when | started hearing voices. Or when | started talking to themn Wéhe
closed our eyes to say our prayers at night, God was somewhere, and even thougtiniteseeul
Him, we could talk to Him. And when we closed our eyes to pray, | could almost see iriacéd
was vague, though.
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When | was about four, | started picking up dead leaves, sticks and rocks who seemed
human-like to me. I'd tuck them under my shirt and hide underneath Deddy’s old boat in the fa
corner of the yard, sitting there sometimes for hours to give them voice, atdhenh talk to one
another. 1did it for years, up through middle school. Mama didn’t notice early on, keltdithz
She used to get jealous and march outside demanding to know why | wanted to talk and play with
dead leaves and rocks and sticks all the time, instead of playing with her. t€&neaf | went
inside for a spell, and came back out to find most of my playmates utterly ddstiggeel had
found the hiding spot under Deddy’s boat, and stomped them all the leaves and sticks to pieces. She
was swinging on our gym set with a funny grin on her face, and when | confront@mdshe
confessed.

So | started hitting her. She went running, and | went following, and Mama camelout a
called me off, then told Deddy about the incident as soon as he got home from work. Hazel had tol
them about the leaves, but | don’t think her story made a whole lot of sense at the timiappzl

me anyway.

11
No beginning to the idea of Man’s dominion over the earth and all things in it. God had
created the Garden for Adam in the Beginning, and had given Adam authority dtergaslthat
lived in it. And God had created Eve for Adam, and had created her from Adam, and had created
her for the purpose of filling Adam’s need for companionship. And because Eve wasd &reat
Man and not from God, she had been the weaker one, the one who was more vulnerable to
temptation, the one who had been more easily deceived by the Tempter, the one who gave in to

Satan and who not only sinned first, but also caused Adam to sin, and therefore brought God’s
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punishment on the world. So as it turned out, God had designated Man as the dominant one in the
Beginning for a reason. When God kicked them out of Eden, He said that woman’s desirbevoul

for Man—and that Man would rule over her. So that was just the way it was, the wtnethatd

had meant for it to be.

And Adam was a White man, as far as we knew.

12

He used to beat dogs. | don't think there ever was a first time.

He hit Buck one afternoon at Grandma'’s trailer when our cousin Rayelynn and a ¢ouple o
her friends from up the road had come over to play. Deddy did. And Buck was young and high-
strung enough to react by cocking his head and curling his lips. And Deddy was mad enough t
grab him up by the collar and hold him choking by the neck while he beat him with histune rig
hand. And Buck was gagging and wheezing and choking and pissing all over Deddgsyslt |
and pant legs and shoes. And Deddy was hitting him even harder because of that. Theg droppi
him because of that. And Buck was squealing bloody murder and running under the pickup wheels
to hide as best as he could. And Deddy was holding on to the driver’s side door and swinging his
leg underneath, kicking Buck’s crumpled body over and over and over. And Buck squealed even
louder and even louder and even louder, and finally took off running again. And Deddy picked up
a rock and threw it, and picked up another rock and threw it. And picked up a big stick and ran
after him and threw it. And Buck finally found safety underneath the trailer, wieedwl-in
was too low and full of junk for Deddy to follow him.

And then Deddy stooped there at the edge of the trailer with his hands on his knees,
breathing hard. Then stood and walked off. Rayelynn seemed alright, though she didn’t sa
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much. But her other friends’ eyes were pretty wide, and they said they didntonday outside
with us anymore. They said they wanted to go home now. One of them startedAumyitigen
suddenly, for whatever reason, | realized why.

“Hazel, | don’t think their Deddies are the same as our Deddy,” | whispered. ehedse

confused by that thought.

13

“Don’t you ever, everevertouch a gun,” he said. “It wikill you. And even worse than
that, if you ever, evegvertouch a gun, will know. And | will give you the whipping of your
life. The worst whipping you have ever had, and the worst you ever will have. A whippisg
than anything you have ever imagined. | will wear you out.”

His voice was something different when said that. Something base. Somethiagdiark
primal, void of love. Something ugly.

Hazel couldn’t imagine the unimaginable at only four years old. But &k tri

“Deddy, will it be worse than the whipping you gave Jolee when she lied to yountbat t

Yes, it will be tertimes worse than that.

“Deddy, will it be worse than what you did to Buck that time when he showed you his
teeth?”

Yes, it will be ten times worse than even that.

“Oh.”

I’'m not sure that she could even count much higher than ten then, but the idea was that a

whipping of this magnitude would be something more than what we could even fathom—a
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demonstration of wrath unequaled since the Beginning, and never to be equaled agathin§om
worse than the fire and brimstone that fell on Sodom in the story. Something wordetladke t

of burning sulfur, or the weeping and gnashing of teeth that the preacher saidymdglsuffer
through forever in Hell. He never did give a Whipping-of-Your-Life or a Wiaar-Out to either
one of us, but it was a concept so bad that Hazel and | both felt pretty sure we didwéarevier

experience one.

14

No beginning to the idea that God would punish sins severely, even orbeéutie, a
person ever went to Hell. The story of God raining down fire on Sodom and Gomorrah asd result
the people’s wickedness, and the story of Jonah being swallowed by a Great Fistbieyidgs
what God had said were stories which supported the concept.

The idea that God was our heavenly ‘Father had a beginning—we learned it in Sunday
School. Jesus was always calling God his ‘Father.” One of the prayers thayusbggan with
‘Our Father, who art in Heaven.” The story they told us about the Prod-ig-al Soaidv&s miean
that God loved us the way a father loves a son, and the story itself was about a son whg art a
then came back to his ‘Father.’

When Jonah sinned—which meant that he didn’t do what God said and started acting
bad—he got swallowed up by a whale. When the people in Sodom sinned—which meant that they
weren’t doing what God said and started acting really, really bad—thesywgdowed up by fire
and brimstone. When some of the Jews and Israelites sinned, they got tooken ovegptibast
and the Babylonians and the Romans. When Martin Luther sinned, he got knocked down by a bolt

of lightning. God ‘chastised’ people he loved, and ‘chastise’ meant to punish. He punispled pe
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he loved because he wanted them to act good and do good and be good. So that they wouldn’t all
hurt each other and kill each other, and so that everybody could live a better, haparet gfieto
Heaven when they died.

“Kind of like Deddy whipping us?” Hazel asked one time in Sunday school. The answer
we got from the Sunday school teacher was a puzzled look, and a ‘yes.’

Early on, | must have associated some of God’s qualities in the Sunday sebonsleith
some of Deddy’s. And Hazel must have, too. God was our Father, the person who we came from,
the person who made us, the person who gave us our bluish-green eyes, our honey-cgloted hai
pale and sometimes sun-tanned arms, legs, hands and feet. And so was Deddy. We knew tha
Deddy loved us just as much as God did—if not even more. But we also knew how Deddy dealt

with sins.

15

| got in trouble a lot for hitting other kids on the kindergarten playground. And for not
wanting to play with them. For wanting to play by myself. One time | gobubte for hitting a
girl who'd been ugly to my rocks and leaves, and when the teachers asked Ihtbdditée girl
who’d been ugly to my rocks and leaves that | was sorry, | refused. Which got me pufesrcéhe

Apparently, the lead teacher didn't feel very sorry either when she galittléhgirl
permission to walk over to the secret place in the back corner of the playgroundlvhere
playthings had been carefully hidden, and watched as the little girl stompeddhem front of
me, pushing them under the fence with her shoes. When | panicked and tried to tethibrethed
the little girl was stomping all of my sticks and leaves, she instructed noectat ¢o the swings or
the monkey bars with the other kids and play ‘normal.’

When the teacher told Mama about the incident, Mama tried to explain that Jolee was unde
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lot of stress right now because her Deddy was away at training so twiltdeyet hired higher up in
Babel with the police department, and have a better job. She said it's been harcefootitiehave

her Deddy at home very much, and that it was causing her to act out in a lot ohtlikfays.

16

In Sunday sermons, the Devil wasl.

“He is alive and well in the world,” the preacherman said. “And has been around here a
long, long time. He’s very skilled at what he does, and he’s older and smarter anithavisee
are—wiser in the ways of the world. He will use any means to tempt and confusera gde is
waiting to devour all unsuspecting and unrepentant people. He is a Tempter. Hgésthe
Tempter. He tempted even our Lord, for forty days and forty nights in the desastthide
Enemy, he is the Destroyer, he is the Deceiver, he is the Evil One. The&®ibleesis a liar, and
calls him the ‘Father of Lies.” He whispers his lies in our ears in orderrtg &si many as he can
down to death and eternal damnation. He was once an angel himself, but now is fallen. He
exalted himself and believed that he was greater than God, and thus fell from Goal's grac
willingly. And he wants to take as many of us down with him as he can.”

Hazel and Cricket and Jared and me would all sit lined up on the pew in between Mama
and Deddy on Sunday mornings, occupying ourselves with Sunday School coloring books and
crayons.

“And there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth on that day,” he said. “Jebus thiat
‘wide is the gate, and broad is the path that leads to destruction, and manyewrithemigh it.

But narrow is the path and narrow is the gate that leads to life, and only a fdindnidl’ Look

for the narrow gate—and make sure that your name is written in the Book oBleitawuse that
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day will be un-bearable for many, many people in this world.”
He said God didn’t really want to send any one of us to a place like that—because he

loved us. But that He really would send people to a place like that if they did not repecteptd a
Jesus. Hell was real, and it was also forever, and ever, and ever. The praadadnforever’
was a longer than any of us were even capable of imagining.

Hazel had been alive for maybe about four years, and asked me once if ‘for@va@bout
how long Papaw had been alive. | told her that | was pretty sure ‘forever’ \wasyass God had
been alive. And God was probably an old, old man with white wavy hair by now. Just like

Papaw.

17

Deddy used to go out early in the mornings on weekends when we stayed at Grandma’s
trailer, to help Papaw in the garden. Papaw was one of the main characters in nnastinfa
stories about the old world, she remembered growing up in them woods back yonder, which was
where he still lived. But he was a young man then, she said. And was as good of a m&aes she
ever known. She said that too. He didn’t drive a car or even have one, just lived in a house he'd
built himself way back years ago, and kept an old draft horse and a little fracgetting around
in, and for working in his garden. He kept a few chickens and pigs and cows on a few acres of
land that one of Grandma’s uncles had left to him, and that was how he lived with Nanny—who
Grandma called ‘Mama.’ He didn’t have any teeth, and | asked him about that onced iHe sa
was because he’d pulled them all out with a pair of pliers. Grandma explainetidates’tl never
been to a dentist, and whenever a tooth had gone rotten, pliers was just a way faloRakaw

care of things himself.
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He used to walk his and Nanny'’s clothes over to Grandma'’s trailer somatiaes i
wheelbarrow, so that she could wash them in her washing machine. On hot summer afternoons
he’d come inside the door for a minute just to visit with her, talking about people they kigdew, a
about the weather. His eyes glowed as blue as his overalls in the afternqaslightifted his
straw hat to wipe the sweat from his face with a rag. And before he’d go to lea\detedl him,

“Bye, Deddy. | love you.”

| remember thinking it was funny to hear her say that.

18

Will the Circle be un-broken? By and by, Lord, by and by

There’s a better home a-waiting; in the sky, Lord, in the sky.

Early on, | confused the lyrics of a church song “Will the Circle Be Unlbrokéh the
lyrics of Journey’s radio version of “Wheel in the Sky,” since the words “Wiaeel “will” were
pronounced the same by most of the people | knew.

Heaven was a difficult concept, but it was a real place. It was a place alhére
Christians were going someday, whenever Jesus came back to get usa filagswhere many
of Mama'’s folks already were, and where many of G.P.’s and Grandma'’s li@l&dyawere,
alongside all our ancestors and next-of-kin. They were up there with God and Jesusgshe s
said, in a place with high mountains and green valleys, and clear, peaceful aratessn shining
down on ancient trees, pretty little flowers, and paths of purest gold.

Hazel and Cricket and | had never seen mountains before, but on the Discovery channel
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we’d seen shows about this place far away called “Montana,” and the name of it meant
“mountain.” Brad Pitt and Robert Redford fished out there a lot and rode horses—w®&sBaw it
TV. And so that was what we figured Heaven must be like: a place with mountassraieks,

rivers, and horses. With a great big fiery wheel turning and burning up above them in the sky

19

Grandma understood about the voices in my head. And about the rocks and sticks and
leaves. She used to wateie out the window, on sunny summer afternoons when we stayed at her
trailer. | was never satisfied playing games or watching TV with HamrCricket. | wanted to
go outside to be with my playthings.

Whenever Hazel got jealous, and came out wanting to know why | liked my rocks and
sticks and leaves more than | liked her, Grandma would settle the argumemtdpyréurback
inside to eat ice cream or watch a favorite movie. One afternoon when Grandraalgt invent
to my secret hiding place and found all my nature things trampled to pieces. Hhimirh
them. When | ran in and grabbed her, Grandma came running and pulled me off of her,rguggesti
that maybe a dog had done it instead, and knowing full-well that this wasn’t the tiagbl dgat
away with it that time, but afterwards, Grandma found me a big green bucketlidits@athat
every afternoon when | was finished playing with the things I'd gatheredid seal them up and
carry them way back into the woods to hide them in some place “safe.”

Some afternoons when | was out in the yard at the edge of the woods talking to the leaves
all by myself, | looked up and saw Grandma watching me out the kitchen window—and quickly
diverting her face and body as if she hadn’t noticed me at all. | knew she knevhe Batver

said a word about it to anyone.
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20

He was a night animal. And so was |. And he recognized that about me—they all did—Dbut
still somehow felt that the rules made in the Beginning had been made to lmeénféarly to
bed and early to rise.

Not enough room in Grandma'’s bed for all of us kids to sleep beside her. Jared hdd arrive
in our lives by that time. | was the oldest, so at bedtime, she’d make metapaitie floor as the
younger three snuggled up under her mattress covers. Then she’d turn the lighdistellit a
stories again about days gone by, in that world that was just right out yonkdeminvbods when
she was a little girl.

Those nights were hot inside the trailer. So hot that | would lay on top of the sheets on my
pallet, rather than underneath them. And even then, my feet would be too warm anfdtimgly
to be able to close my eyes. I'd lay there on the floor below them while she todd sbatthe
ceiling in the dark. But after her voice had faded to whispers, and after hgrdneathing had
synchronized to Hazel and Cricket and Jared’s, I'd watch the faint 8ickdight playing games
of dim and bright against the hallway walls outside the open bedroom door. The TV was on.

Late nights at Grandma'’s trailer after all the bluegrass boys had leftu&ed to sit up by
himself watching CNN. Unamused. And after | was sure that Grandma wap,dl ease off of
my pallet and creep up to the den where he was. He looked like John Wayne, G.P. did. Big
heavy-set man with a distinctive nose and deep voice. And his was my first vieswaedrid out
“there.” Out there where all the bad people were.

He watched late night news, Johnny Cardémi\.S.H.andCheersreruns, replays dfarry
King Live Westerns starring Clint Eastwood, and anything else that came on bedftey.oHe

hated CNN for some reason, but watched it anyway.
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“Don’t always believe everything you see, babe,” he told me once, whert hieefélwas
old enough to remember it. “Or believe what you hear, or what you read eitherné&vnss that
we get on TV and in newspapers—this ‘history’ that they teach in their cdlteges now—it
ain’t always for real. There’s some truth to it. But they make up a lot ofsthmag They tell it
the way they want to tell it, in order to influence your opinion and make you think and believe a
certain way. They say the news is unbiased—well thelyaaise They are lying to you when they
say that. There’s an agenda to this whole thing, see. Li-ber-als, and Dets;atdaJewhave
controlled my television for a long time, and they’'ve done a lot of damage through it. Kéney li
teach my kids and grandkids with it.

“But don't let them teach you nothing—y’hear me? ‘Cause they’re gonnanptbseys
the way they want you to perceive it, according to their side and their poirvef fihey have
fooled a helluva lot of people through that little black box right there, and they wilhoerto
fool a helluva lot more. But not me. | done lived in this ole world awhile, babe. Ha ha. | done
seen some things the way they were, and the way they are. | done gaeriqgreshat they are.
And this ole world ain’t like the way they show it here on my TV screen. Don't never trus
nothing they tell you on TV, or in some of these textbooks at school, babe. It's prop-o:gan-da

| remember wondering at a very young age what that wap-o-gan-dameant.

21
We knew Him, or knew of Him, in the beginning. Mama had a set of old Sunday school
books at the house. Sometimes she’d read them to us, and other times we’d picture-read them t
ourselves, filling in the details with our own imaginations. His image diffefigtliesfrom book to

book, portrait to portrait, but for the most part Jesus was a white man with long, wavyHaiow
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a soft face and beard, and kind blue eyes. He was always wearing loose ahatiealing the
sick and helping the fishermen and telling stories to the little kids. We sang bongi$lan as
early as we sang songs about the ABC’s or the number system. He was BisdBay Kermit
the Frog, or Michael J. Fox, or Vanna White, or Ronald Reagan—just somebody we saw
everywhere and always felt like we knew. At night when we prayed with Mamaedeaitell
Jesus ‘thank you’ for everybody we could think of, including the peopWlweel of Fortunand
Family Ties There was never a ‘beginning’ to Jesus—never a time when He wasn’'t. He was
older than Deddy, and older than G.P., and even older than Papaw. And they had always been
there.

In Mama’s Sunday school books, and on wall-posters and paintings at any church we
visited, pretty much all the other biblical characters looked like Hazel andmess specifically
noted. Noah, Moses, Abraham, Jacob and all the patriarchs looked like us, and so did John, Peter,
Paul and all the apostles—they were white people like us. The Ethiopian that Paulecborer
time was the only Black man in the Bible that we knew of. Even the African Qu&tebé had
long, black hair—but in the book she had pale skin and light eyes. Chinese guys like Jackie Chan
or Bruce Lee must not have been invented yet, | figured. And though we never aatualyys
pictures of God at home or in Sunday school, it made sense that God was a God who looked like

us—based on the story-book pictures of everyone else. A White God.

22
She kept a copy dfhe Giving Tredoy Shel Silverstein on the shelf in the bathroom.
Grandma did. It was one of her favorite books. Hazel and | used to run to the back of the house

and get it, and beg her to read it to us, when we were too young to read it ourselves. Emmewhe
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around second grade, when | was old enough to begin to understand how words and sentences
were actually depictions of thoughts that had been created in somebody etse’sstarted
reading the book myself and trying to get inside the Boy’'s mind, and the Trneefsand the
mind of this one abstract other character who seemingly was somehow invohaded sYing to
get inside the Author's mind. What was he thinking? And where was he while the Bogand th
Tree were having their goings-on? And who was the little boy—was it him, or s@sébody
else? And was he kind of like God—the Author—since he was the one who created the words in
the first place?

Grandma had never spent any time at the very back of the book when she was reading it t
Hazel and me; whenever she finished the story, she closed up the story. But on &t paige
of the book there was a picture of a man’s face, which was kind of scary looking. And he wa
looking dead at me every time | turned back there to where he was. He bditeepack-eyed
peas, and a balding head, and crooked teeth, and a beard that was grey and curlyd Hiahelwe
his picture at the back of the book once, and she didn’t want to look at him because she said he
looked really mean and ugly—and he wasn’t smiling. When | was old enough to rebdakéty
myself, over and over and over, | paused at the end every time to study the niaféselaAnd |
was just as perplexed as he seemed to be.

Shel Silverstein was a Black man. Sort of.

23
A guy who looked like Jesus stopped at the gas pump at the general store whemx bwas si
seven. He was probably twenty-six or twenty-seven. Young people didn’'t comgttlideulah

much, unless they were related to somebody. But this one was just passing througthloHg ha
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hair, and wore it loose. Rough, honey-colored tresses hanging just an inch or two below his
shoulder blades. Light eyes, light face. A thin beard. Loose T-shirt and baggy jeawalked
a little differently, and seemed to have a certain breeze-like calm aboutusirikd Jesus.

They eyed him, and thought bad things. He pumped his gas and then walked in and nodded
to the store owner, who nodded back straight-faced, just enough to “be polite” even though he
didn’t really want to be polite. He nodded to them and they didn’t nod back. He ambled to the
back and pulled out a Mellow Yellow, then ambled to the front and picked up an Almond Joy and
a bag of chips, which were same items that Deddy and me had walked in there for. When he
stepped up to the counter, he said a few words to the store owner. ‘Nice weather ootifhyere t
and such. But the store owner didn’t have a whole lot he wanted to say, at least at that mom
After the guy who looked like Jesus walked out of the store, the other men at one d¢ tiablsis
laid their cards:

“Times are changing, ain’'t they?” one man at the card table mused.

“Yep. Sure enough,” the store owner said.

“l seen his car tag out there, says ‘Washington’ state,” another man at thalbtarshid.

“Must be one of them damn Li-ber-als. A dope-head hippie who went to ‘college’ out there
somewhere.”

“They're everywhere, ain’t they?” Deddy said. “He must have come downdasetd
‘teach’ us a little something. Try to make my country a ‘better’ place.”

“Yeah, must have,” the store owner said. “Seems like there’s more and more of them
coming through here all the time. It's getting scary when ya think abdugee more an’ more of
the younger ones like that, smoking dope and dragging their pants and wearin their ahirts i

mess, not combing their hair. If times keep on a’changing like this, in anotmytyears that's
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all there’ll be.”

“Till some of us finally get fed up with it, and go out and start putting some bulletsne s
heads. To keep the numbers down,” Deddy mused.

“Yeah, | hear you man,” the store owner said.

Y’all have a good day now

24

“A woman like that has got something wrong with her on the inside,” G.P. said aml lsiat
lap late one night, watching a documentary about an American woman doing PeacgeGacps
for school children somewhere in Africa. She wasn't fixed-up real pretty k@l Fawcett or
Reba Mcintyre, but she didn’t seem worried about that. She was pale like us, bultophead;c
plain-faced, and plain serious. When talking to the interviewer, she was direct,idetke@nd
angry—but also sincere. G.P. could tell | was fascinated, and he didn't like it.

“People who go out and do stuff like that have got problems inwardly,” he continued.
“That’s how come they feel such a strong need to go out and try to help the poor and things like
that. She’s probably done some really bad things in her life—and now she’s tryiaggaumfor
them by helping all these other people. She was probably a whore early on, but thieumsgat al
up. . . hell, she probably got pregnant and had an abortion or something. And now she can't live
with herself anymore. That's how come she’s over there in Africa workinglaaoages and
schools with all those kids, trying to ‘save the children.” Sure, she’s tryiray®adl them kids.

But she’s also trying to save herself. But no matter what she does, no matter thaWwehiaies,

it's still there—and it's always there. The past don’t go away just begausee done something
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good to make up for it. Sometimes the past don’t ever go away, Jolee. So she’s owtthere ri
now trying to save herself, but she can't.”

“Save herself from what, G.P.?” | asked. ‘Saved’ was such a difficulepote
understand.

“Save herself from herself, babe,” he answered quietly. Flipping the channel

25

Mama sent me and Hazel to stay at Robbie Piccolo’s house one afternoon, not long after
we’d moved into a house in the city. Robbie’s older sister Marissa was in fifth, gnad she told
us she had a boyfriend. She was listening to M.C. Hammer in her room, and Vanillahiee. W
she changed the tape, there was a woman'’s voice. | asked who she was.

They couldn’t believe it.

“You don’t know who Madonna is? How do you not know her?” Robbie asked.

“You've seen her before—or heard her music before—you just don’t know it,” Marissa
said. This was a problem that had to be resolved immediately. So Marissa showedasesdtie
tape cover, and Robbie dug through a stack of his motherReaidlemagazines. There was an
article in one of them devoted specifically to a slender woman with bright blondenkanice,
pretty clothes.

“When | grow up, | want to get a gold tooth like hers,” Marissa said. “She’s gg.pre

“Isn’t she. . mentaP” Robbie asked.

“No, she’s nomental Robbie,” Marissa corrected. “She&lemented

“Does that mean she has mental problems?” Robbie asked.

“No, it just means she does bad things sometimes.”
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“I bet she has a new boyfriend,” Robbie said.

| studied the pictures of Madonna in Marissa’s magazine. She was so beautifillfuBea
like many of the other ladies throughout the pages, standing on red carpets in spaidkiihg, c
dresses. Someday | wanted to look like that. Someday | wanted to be “beautiful.’t IS tie

have new boyfriends, too.

26
One night after bedtime | heard a familiar voice coming from the teewis the living

room. | knew who it was. And so | ran up the hall to see. Daddy already angry pdeped
through the closed hallway doors—not at me. At something else.

“Deddy—that’s Madonna,” | said.

“You don’t need to watch this,” he answered, without ever removing his eyes from the
screen. “She’s a piece of crap. She sold her soul for fame and fortune—and it loske’bkgot
it. For right now. How do you know her?”

“Robbie’s sister Marissa wants to get a gold tooth like hers sometime.”

“Well, you're not to listen to any of her music—even if your friends arenlis¢gto her.
Tell them that your Deddy said you can’'t. She is full of lies. She’'sa...”

| thought for a long time about the meaning of the last word he used, and laythatake
night wondering what it meant:

Whore
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27
Every so often they kept mentioning that wdedvsin Sunday school, and it almost always

shared a sentence or a paragraph which included the definition “God’s people.” @GnSudalay
school teacher talked about how Jesus opened up salvation to the Gentiles, so that all of us could
be saved. | wasn't sure what she meant by “all of us.” Since we had alveaysbght that we
were God’s people, and the Bible said that David and Abraham were God'’s people, and God’s
people were Jews . . . then weren’'t we the Jews? Who were the Gen-hies®a3 confusing.

“No, we’re not Jews,” the Sunday school teacher said out loud to the class, whed | ask
her about it. “We’re Gentiles.”

“Well, she may be Jewish,” one of the other Sunday school teachers suggested, looking
down at me.

“Sweetie, is your mom or your dad a Jew?”

| didn’t know.

“Well, have your parents ever told you that you are Jewish?”

| didn’'t know. They all had such puzzled looks on their faces. The other kids just wanted
to get on with the story.

“Well, you better ask your parents whether you are Jewish or not” one oathets
finally said. “We’re not sure.”

“I will ask my Deddy then,” | told them. “He is really smart. He knows.”

28
When Mrs. Mac taught us about the Civil War, and she said the American soldiers in the

Union were fighting against the Confederate rebels to end slavery. The Nartfoad and the
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South was bad, the textbook said. So naturally, | assumed that we had fought on the good side.
When she asked the class what side Mississippi had been on during the War, and then colored in a
map on the board, | couldn’t understand why she categorized us as part of the losjagdeam
why Mississippi wasn’t colored in on the American side.

“But Mrs. Mac, | thought we won the War. | thought we were Americans.”

“No, Mississippi lost in the war, honey,” she said. “The North won. The Union won.
And people on both sides were Americans. It's just that some states didn’t wapiatt bk
America anymore. But those states lost, and the Union won, and so because ofthsdjpyi
was part of America again.”

She said some of my people might have been Americans fighting for the North, but

probably most of them were Confederates fighting for the South. She said Civil Y&y baild
sometimes be a touchy subject for people in Mississippi. She said | would have toMsknay

or Deddy what side our folks had been on.

29
Yoc-0-nah That was how we knew them. Liberals. Those who sometimes looked like

us, but weren’t us. Children of the Devil, G.P. said. Sent down here to mislead or to “edacate”
To teach us a “better” way. A Black or a His-pan-ic or a Mex-i-canonasof them,

automatically. But they knew better than to come around. A white woman who datetkaBh
His-pan-ic or a Mex-i-can was one of them, automatically. And usually skebeteer than to

come around. A white woman who wore cut-offs or tight, low-cut shirts, or who had tattoos or
extra piercings was one of them. A white man who wore his hair real long ohisdreard real

long or wore his T-shirts real long and his pants real low was also one of themmth&uthan
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that, the signs and symptoms were oftentimes more subtle.

The river that ran through Beulah was the same one that ran round the far edge of G.P.’s
farm through the woods. I'd never seen the name of it spelled, but had heard iatafig life:
Yoc-o-kne®r sometimes simplyock-nee Nobody knew what the name meant, but the old
people said it was an Indian name from wa-ay on back. Anybody passing through who
pronounced the name of the river with a “nah” sound at the end probably never realized the
mistake, never realized that in one single syllable, they'd given up anyecbbpassing
themselves off as one of us, or as just another common lower-middle class aytist Bho
maybe had some relatives in the area. The “nah” sound at the end of that worchgeyetitat
he or shain’'t from around here, must be one of them Liberals. Probably read the name of that

river in a college book somewhere.

30

She used to take us with her to the cemetery on the hill outside of Beulah, wherdaditisher
were buried. Grandma. It was important to honor their memory by placing flowers gnavties.
And it was important to watch for snakes. And it was important not to walk over the plaees
their bodies were buried—to walk behind or to the side of the grave-markers rathier filoat of
them, so as not to trample over the dead. The idea then was that their souls werg s\@épg
for Jesus to come back—because at the End of things, they would all rise up again and go up to
meet Him in the sky. At the End of things, the dead in Christ would rise first, and tHeniipe
would see the Son of Man coming in the clouds, and start to float up there hand-in-hand with all
the others. Deddy used to say that this was how come all graves in all cenpetgttiemuch

anywhere were set facing the East. Because that was the direction suphegebiigus would be
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coming back from—that He'd rise like the morning sun for all the nations to see.

She cried a lot, over some of her lost loved ones. Grandma did. And when we asked her
about this, she’d describe them to us—what they’d looked like and had been like when they were
young in the old world she’d grown up in. They'd look and be that way again someday, she said.
Near the middle of the cemetery stood several gravestones with Amigaigsbeside them. She
said these were the graves of high school boys she remembered looking up to wheraditdevas
girl. One day a heavy pickup from “out there” had rolled into Beulah, to pick some of the able
bodied 18-year-olds from their community. They all loaded up onto the bed of the pickup, and as
it began to roll away, she watched her grandmother run along behind it as fast@addhe c
weeping for her youngest son who'd just graduated from high school, and begging him not to go.
She’d had a dream that he wouldn’t come back.

Grandma said that sometimes a hearse from “out there” would come back, deabodyt
of a Beulah boy who'd been lost in the War that was going on far away in some thiey'd
either heard or hadn’t heard of, but since the muddy roads wouldn’t allow foawal; someone
from the community would have to hitch up a mule and wagon to travel several miles up to the
paved road to meet the army men, who woudn’t even let the families see the bodies. So the boy
would be remembered the way he was on the day he’d climbed on back of that pickup toyide awa
from them forever.

On the far north corner of the cemetery were three cock-eyed markedgjpime a row. She
said these belonged to her first cousins, who’'d been sucked up into a tornado at a youngiage. The
mother, her aunt, had lost three children in one single moment when the twister passed over
blew a tree down into the house, killing the oldest daughter instantly and pinning her body to the

floor, and sucking up three others. The body of the youngest boy was found mangled, iaraltree
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the oldest daughter was found lying facedown in a flooded field, stripped naked. The oldest son
was also sucked up, and was the only one who survived. Was found in the same flooded field and
woke up not knowing where he was—his body beaten and bruised so bad from the hail that when
people saw him standing in the distance, they mistook him for a nigger at first sight

She was afraid of niggers. A few were buried up at the north end of the cemetery, fkom bac
in the early days. One afternoon a car pulled up, and several black people got out to mourn their
dead. They nodded, but never spoke to us. She grabbed Cricket’'s and Jared’s hands and

whispered for me and Hazel to hurry up and get into the car.

31

| don’t remember the first time | heard that word; it was there in the baginiut | do
remember first time | said it in public. | was an after-school Girl Scprdgram when | was in
about the second or third grade. One of the other girls had brought a cassettthtapegsi
about the multiplication tables; she’d gotten it from her older sister. So soynglogded in a
boombox, cranked up the volume, and suddenly all the kids started jumping and dancing and
shaking around. They were rapping their 4's and 8’s. The troop leaders and mothersevho we
there seemed fine with it, but | sat down in the corner and wouldn’t dance. A couplgiolsthe
came over and started pulling on my arms wanting me to get out and dance with them, but
wouldn’t do it. And then several of the others came over and tried to get me to dance with them,
and | wouldn’t do it. And finally, | said out loud in front of them all:

“My Deddy doesn't let me listen to nigger music.”

And suddenly all the other girls seemed so confused. And both of the troop leaders and all
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of the mothers who were present seemed simply mortified. Their facessnsaeaus as Shel
Silverstein’s. A couple of them pulled me aside into the kitchen area while thegyothe
continued rapping their 5’s and 10’s, and started asking a lot of questions.

“Jolee, where did you hear that word.” My Deddy says it a lot.

“Jolee, do you know what that word means?” It means Black people.

“Jolee, why did you say that?” | don’t know.

“Jolee, do you know that that word can hurt people’s feelings?Ptlon’t know.

The troop leaders and mothers present looked at each other in such a waguttht't
tell whether they were mad, or sad, or frustrated, or just disappointed. One of the stiesiqge
me was a White Li-ber-al, and the other was a Black Mother whose daughtieveady black
girl in the group—and her eyes never left me the whole time they were talking

“How should we handle this?” the White Liberal said under her breath. “Should we make
her go apologize?”

The Black Mother shook her head ‘no.’ “Just let me sit here and talk to her a minute,” she
said. And when the other woman nodded and turned to continue supervising the other kids, she
motioned for me to climb up onto her lap. Which was kind of scary.

“So you’re name is Jolee,” she said.

“Yes ma’am.”

“And you’re Mama works up at the school, right?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Well Jolee, my name is Peggy. And | want you to listen to what | am abtait you.”

“Yes ma’am.” She could have told me anything.

“Listen to me, Jolee,” she said. “Just because you hear your Deddy userthatat
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doesn’t mean you need to use it. Hear me? ‘Cause some things that people say about each othe
just aren’t the truth, and they aren’t nice. Baby, there are some wora&thadt don’t say up in
here. Because they hurt other people’s feelings. You have feelings, do?i't yo
| nodded yes. Which was definitely the right thing to do.
“Well good,” she said. “So you know what I'm talking about. How would you like it if |
said something that hurt your feelings—something that made you mad, oyouacly. You
wouldn’t like that, would you?”
| shook my head no. Which was, again, the right thing to do.
“Well you see, baby, when you say a word like what you just said, it hurts people’s
feelings. It hurts my feelings, and it hurts some of those other kids’ fe¢bog Now, | know you
a good girl, Jolee. You're not bad. | can see that about you. You gotta good heart ighyou, ri
here, Jolee. You gotta good heart in you. | can tell. ”
She gently picked up one of my hands and placed it against my chest.
“And you’'ve got a good mind, right up here Jolee. | can tell that too.” She tookntiee sa
hand and folded down a few of the fingers, and took my index finger and tapped it to my forehead.
“So you need to use those two things when you talking to people,” she said. “You need to
use your head to think about what you say when you say it, and then use your heart tanghderst
how other people feel.” She took my tapping hand and moved it to her own bosom, so that | could
feel her heart.
“You see, | got a heart right here in me too, Jolee,” she said. “And that’'s wieatdl 1l
about people—about whether they good o’ bad. And | know that you a good girl, Jolee. You ain’t
bad. So don’t say any bad things like that no more. You hear me?”

Still straight-faced, she wrapped her arms around my nervous shoulders amdegawnug.
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“You a good girl, baby,” she whispered. “So stay good, aight?”

Yes ma’am

32

| finally asked Deddy what ‘soul’ was. I'd heard him say that Madonna had seld her
which was how come she was a ‘whore.” G.P. had said that he didn’t think very mang hiage
souls, or Asians or Indians either one—how else could you explain them torturing lpeciple
the old days the way they did?  Deddy had to think about it for a few minutes.

“Your soul is that part of you that's on the inside,” he said. “The part of you thatyobod
else can see. You know on the outside, you have hands and feet and skin. But on the inside is
you—the real you. The redblee. Some people think your soul is up here, in your brain,” he
explained, tapping his temple with one finger. “But it's more than that. Your conscidmaigs—t
part of it, when you have a feeling that you’ve done something right or somettting.wAnd
your thoughts—everything you think about—that’s part of it, too. But really your soul isdif he
he said, making a stroking movement with his fingers, up and down his chest area. “Spi®me pe
call it the heart. You know when you pray to God, you bow your head and you fold your hands
and you get down on your knees beside the bed? Well, when you do that, you're not préying wit
the outside-Jolee. You're praying with the insitdee. That's how come you're supposed to
close your eyes. So that you can look into the inside-Jolee. That's your soul.”

“But how do you sell it then, Deddy—if it’s inside of you? | thought you said nobody can
see it.”

“That’s just a saying,” he answered. “See, sometimes people want sonsetiiad,

they're willing to do anything to get it. Even bad things. Eventually—if thaytwomething bad
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enough—they’ll sell their souls, sell who they are on the inside in order to getweh it is they
want on the outside. And usually they sell who they are on the outside, too. Don't eveursell y
soul, Jolee. Don't ever trade away who you are, ‘cause there’s nothin in the worlavtrét’ .
Your soul is the most valuable thing you've got or you'll ever have. It's you.”
“But Deddy how come nobody can see it? The doctor can’t open you up and pull it out?”
“No, doctors can't pull it out. It's just there. Nobody else can see itdwtlplee. And
God. And me. I can see it a little bit.”
Sometimes | could just look at him and ask a question. Seemed like he somehow always
already knew what | was thinking.
But how come you can see it, Deddy—and nobody else?
| don’t remember asking him that one out loud. But | remember him smiling anyway

“Because I'm your Deddy,” he said, winking. “I see you.”

33
He got mad when | asked him my question from Sunday school. And when he

answered, it was the first time | remember hearing the wainysan An-glo-Sax-onWhite Su-
prem-a-cist Sand-NiggerWhopandBlood-suckin-leeclised all at once. But | was told not to
repeat any of those words to anybody. | was kind of confused by the word’ ‘besause it was
the same word Grandma used when she talked about playing barefoot in the criadk @sca
getting some kind of painful snail-ish sort of a thing stuck in her foot. Apparemiywenen’t

Jews.

34
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He was never meant for domestic life. And he was never gonna be. He knew that about
himself, G.P. They didn’t really love each other anymore, and didn’t have a whtaelmivith
one another, him and Grandma. But they were married. And God had said that ‘marrifed’ was
always. So they lived with each other, and coped with one another, and tried to makedhe best
things, each according to his or her own.

On weekends when we were at Grandma'’s trailer and G.P. was out late at nigigt play
bluegrass shows, | still couldn’t sleep. So I'd ease out of the pallet and tiptoe uf #mel vaait
for him in the kitchen in the dark, borrowing a notepad and pen from underneath the roll-a-dial
telephone in the dining room to write things with, under the faint glow of a nightligttt ke’
plugged into the wall. At twelve or one or two a.m., it was too risky to open a back door that
might creak in order to go out into the woods to find my bucket of sticks and rocks and leaves. |
was never afraid of the dark, or of the cold, or of the spirits, or of the Alone that was eut ther
Just of Deddy.

At 3:12 or 3:24 or 3:48 a.m., a pair of headlights would find rest against the living room
wall where Grandma hung the pictures of all our next-of-kin. And when it disappearstgsot
would find solace against the gravel and the grass and the brick steps at the frohtlt®or
trailer, and the door would open quietly to reveal his silhouette in the dark, holding a btack gui
case. He always seemed happy to see me waiting. | used to watch him bregikt the opening
the refrigerator door and peering deep within. | used to listen to him break the nairsibyg the
microwave door and punching buttons. And afterwards, sometimes long afterwardstd use
watch and listen to him break the night by pulling his guitar from its case onielesand sitting
on the edge of the couch by himself to play softly, quietly, in the hours of dark tieastiideft.

He used to pick a tune and sing a song called “Rank Strangers,” about a man wandering
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back to the home of his childhood and finding everyone gone. And he picked another one called
“Wildwood Flower.” No words. He told me once that there were words, but he didn’t know
them. He said the song was about a wildwood flower that was left standing ballitakgne in
the woods. He knew I liked that one, and so a lot of nights, when he’d see me creeping up the hal
in the dark, he’'d play it just for me.

| remember thinking one night, again, that this must be sdadtvas. It was the part of
Grandma that whispered stories to the dark, about characters in her life whwweoee. It was
the part of Deddy that only Buck knew as they walked the woods, whenever he reached down
softly to touch an ear or a cheek. But for G.P., soul was the part that came out onbairythe
hours of morning when he was in the quiet of the den in the trailer. It was the padeithdiis
fingers to create gentle sounds on an acoustic guitar at 4 a.m., when nobody butineeeitas
hear. And soul was also the part of some other person out there who had written the words to
some of the songs G.P. was singing. A song about coming home to a place only to find that
everyone you knew had left you and gone to Heaven. And a song about a wildwood flower that

was standing out in the woods all by itself, pale and alone.

35
One time at a big bluegrass festival where G.P. was playing, Hazel spotettiisgm
unusual among the crowd.
“Grandma, is that Blackman?” she asked. Grandma nodded. We weren’t the only ones
staring. Other people were too.

“Them niggers think they need to be a part of everything nowadays,” G.P. said. SBo&it’
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little blonde woman standing next to him that | can’t understand. She might have been-a decent
looking girl at one point in time, but she’s ruined now. She’s a lower human being than even
what he is—and there ain’t no coming back. Won’'t nobody ever want her again.”

Next to the black man stood a heavy-set, pale and freckled girl who was perhapiid-he
twenties. Her hair was long and permed, and had been bleached blonde for the mokepart. T
roots were as ash-black and oily as her heavy-looking eyelids. She wasgieag, sparkly
earrings.

| can’t remember now if it was Hazel or me who asked G.P. why nobody would ever want
her again. A word from his answer is imprinted forever on the image of thatfgo€ in my
mind.

Nigger-lover

36

| stayed in at recess for three days in a row to work on it. And Mrs. Mac couldn’t understa
that. The assignment had been to write a story about what happened after the'stogadHo
us about John Henry had ended. | was writing that sequel, from the lead heroine’s point of view
At the end of writing time that day when | told her | wasn't finished, she nevesyrezl me for
time. And when | told her in the afternoon that | still wasn't finished, she letayénsat recess.
And stay in again at recess. And stay in again at recess. She kept readiokthiead done at
the end of each day, looking puzzled, and asking questions.

“Where did you learn to do this, Jolee?”

| didn’t know.

“Where did you learn to use these quotation marks?” she asked. “We haven't leaseed the
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yet. | haven’t taught them. Where did you learn to use these, Jolee?”

| didn’t know.

“l just look at the way it looks in a book when | read it,” | finally told her. “When people
talk to each other in the story, it has those marks.”

“Your story only had to be a paragraph sweetheart,” she said. “About four or five
sentences. This is four or five pages, Jolee.”

“I'm not finished with it yet, Mrs. Mac.”

“That’s okay, baby. Just keep working on it as long as you need to, and let me have it
when you're finished.”

Yes ma'am.

37
| was hoping that she wouldn’t tell Mama. But somehow | kinda figured she would. | saw
it on their faces when Mama came to pick me up. They looked at her and told her sométhing wi
just a look, and then they all suddenly looked back over at me. And Mama had the same big eyes
that the white troop leader had worn earlier. And then they discussed it. “llkvil taer about it
tonight,” Mama said. “And it will never happen again.” And then she reached out and put a hand

on Peggy’'s arm. Peggy’s face and body language didn’t seem to reciprocate.

On the way home, Mama tried to explain to me again why we didn’t need to say that word in

front of people.
“Jolee, | know your Deddy uses that word a lot, but that doesn’t mean that you need.to us

| can get in big trouble if people start hearing my child say things like Waat your Deddy says
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in our house about Black people or about any people needs to stay at our house, because you will
get in trouble and | will get in trouble if you say things like that in school. Tdrereome good

Black people out there, just like Peggy who you just met, and those are not the people that your
Deddy is talking about when he says things. But it is still not okay for you to saydith And

if | hear of you saying it again, | will tell your Deddy.”

She told my Deddy anyway.

38

Up late one night watching TV with G.P., a documentary piece about the Civil Rights
movement ran on CNN. | pointed to the screen and told him, “That’s Dr. Martin Luthgr K¥Ve
learned about him in school.”

He lifted the remote and lowered the volume.

“What you didn’t see,” he said, “Is what was going on right before this footagéaken.
Right before them people had the hoses turned on them. And right after that niggeespreac
spoke. The cameras didn’t wanna show you the whole story, see. But | lived that [sdref hi
was there. And if | had had it to live over, | woulda carried a rifle with me andpgon one of
them rooftops in the background. | wouldn’t a took out ole Mr. King there. Naw. The ore I'd’v
took out first woulda been the white fella there in the long hair—see him? The one halaliisg h
and marching alongside the rest of them.

“You see, babe, a nigger can’t help it he’s a nigger. He was born that way. Thatteewha
is. And so naturally, he’s gotta fight for his own kind. And a Jew can't help it he’s aitleav, e

He was born that way; that's what he is. And so naturally, he’s gottadighisfown kind. But a
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White Lib-er-al is a traitor to his own people, Jolee. And he ain’t worth nothing to nobody. He
already turned his back on his own kind, but guess what—these other people are onlyagahna st
up for him as long as they feel like he’s benefitting their cause. Theyamia stick up for him
forever. Because he ain’t onetbéir people—and they know that—but he doesn’t. Do you see?
No matter what he does—he’ll always be what he is. He’'ll alway§tiee Why he feels a need

to go fight for them other people is something | will never understand.

“Don’t never turn your back on your own people, Jolee,” he said. “Listen to me. Because
your people is who yoare. And they’re the only ones in this world who are gonna stick up for
you, when it comes right down to it. You are White. You're people was Con-fag-etthey
died fighting against some of these Liberal Yankees, and you need to be proud of that. drdon’t ¢
what they teach you in books. | don’t care what they teach you in school. Don’t youargeer f
what I'm telling you right here, right now: A nigger is a nigger, and a Jewesvabut a White
Li-ber-al is a traitor to his own people. And he’s a worthless human being. And whkeyethe
done using him for their purposes, they’ll cut him loose, but then if he has alreadetdtia
own, then there’s no home left for him to go back to. There ain’t no place left for him in this
whole wide world if he betrays his own people, see.”

He seemed so angry, and there was a part of me that wanted to ask, “But ®hy .

And so | finally did ask why.

“Because this is the real world, babe,” he said. “I've lived this place forla nhwv, and |
know how it works. Don’t never turn your back on your people, Jolee. You hear me? No matter

what happens. Don’t never turn your back on your own people. Becauseahatyisu are. . .”
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39

| could hear them through the bedroom door, and was getting nervous:

“Rusty, she doesn’'t need to be saying stuff like that at school. She could get in all kinds
of trouble—and | can get in lots of trouble if people hear my child talking that way. She
probably doesn’t need to hear you saying it anymore. She probably doesn’t need twlsegr y
a lot of things anymore. | don’t want her to ruin the good grades and good reputatiayoshe’s
with all of her teachers just because she repeats some of the things she@heary.”

And then there was talk about pulling us out of school. So that we could move out to the
farm and just go to school at home. So that we could learn the right way, from &€hrist
standpoint. And also learn about some of the real things in life, such as how to growrttings a
live more self-sufficiently. And then there was talk about how much money théd vake—
and Rusty we can’t get by with only one of us having a job. We need both salaries.

And then there was his version of things to me:

“Jolee, don’t ever let me catch you repeating things | say outside this hguserando
you hear me? Used to, it wouldn’t have mattered as much as it does now. We’'re living in a
different time, Li-ber-als are running society and they want evegytmplist all hold hands, and
intermarry with one another, and all get along. They don’t realize that ner watit you do,
people can't get along. We're different, and we’re different for a reas@wodlhad meant for
us to all get along, he wouldn’t have split us up at the Tower of Babel.

“Your people were Ar-y-an, Jolee. Your people were Anglo-Saxon. And that's what we
are. That's whayouare. And Niggers ain’'t the same as us. Jews ain’t the same as us, either.
Or Mexicans. Or Indians. Or Arabs. Or Orientals. And so it burns me up when they try to

teach my kids in school that we're all the same, and that we need to all jakirgeaind be
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friends with each other. Makes me furious. Used to, it didn’t matter if yowgalike it was.
You could say what you wanted to say back in the day. But it ain’t like that anymdrinese
ain’t nothing | can do about it.

“But your Mama is right. You don’t need to be repeating any of my views outside of
here. Not at school, not at church, not at Girl Scouts, not anywhere. Because wgjna lavi
society where it's not okay to think that way anymore. If you get caugimgstyngs in public
that ain’t ‘ko-sher,’ it'll not only get you in trouble, but it can get us in trouble. Youn&la
would lose her job if she said something like that out in front of people at work. | couldyose
job if I said something like that at work. So if | hear of you saying thingskeutHat again at
school or anywhere else, I'll whip you.”

Lesson learned.

40
One night | rode with G.P. to a bluegrass festival where he was pearfprim the band that
was playing before his, a girl who looked only a few years older than me cameéhamitophone
to sing a song with her deddy, who was the banjo-picker. And when they started tesptdenly
recognized the song. They were playing G.P.’s song, “Wildwood Flower,” andl &dbaal words.

The girl was singing them. | tugged on G.P.’s shirtsleeve, and we listeskd aang:

| will dance, | will sing, and my heart shall be gay;

I will charm every heart; in each ground I will sway.
When | woke from my dreaming, my idol’s play,

All portion and love had all flown away.

Oh, he taught me to love him and promised to love
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And to cherish me over all others above.

How my heart is now wandering, no misery can tell—
He’s left me no warning, no words of farewell.

Oh, he taught me to love him and called me his flower
That was blooming to cheer him through life’s dreary hour
How I long to see him and regret the dark hour—

He’s gone and neglected this pale wildwood flower.

| wasn’t sure, but | asked G.P. if there was both a girl and a flower thatefiestanding in
the woods all alone. He said yes. So then | asked him where was her husband, or her deddy, and
why did they leave her in the woods by herself? He said the song didn’t s&gd has did he
think that her husband or her deddy or her grandpa would be coming back to find her soon. He said
her deddy and her grandpa probably would. | asked him if | got lost out in the woods wdmsle | w
picking a flower, would him and my Deddy come out there to find me?

“You know we would, baby,” he said. “Your Deddy loves you. And so do I.”

There was something about a young girl and flower standing all alonevintus that

suddenly seemed so sad.
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CHAPTER V

GLOBALIZATION

After work and in class, we’re reading an academic article on globhahzafnd talking
about what it means. “Everybody is connected now,” a student is saying.

“Not everybody,” | say.

“It depends on how you look at it,” the professor interjects. “Does everyone in
Mississippi have a cell phone, and everyone around the world?”

“No,” we say, collectively.

“But how many places in the world have cell phone service? How many populated
places in the world have cell phone service, or some kind of access to other populaseith place
the world?”

“Not all . . . but most,” is the final consensus.

“Are there places which are untouched and unconnected to the rest of the planet?” she
asks. “Are there places which remain completely unaffected by things gperhelsewhere on
the planet?”

Someone seems to think there’s a tribe in the Amazon that’s really remote and has
been touched.

So the professor asks us again, “But is it still possible for any group of peophesdio re
unaffected by things occurring elsewhere in the planet? Is it possibleithgtdup of people in
the Amazon is unaffected when an airplane flies overhead? Is it possible tigab tipiof

people is unaffected by climate change, or air pollution, or water pollution, or ddmtge
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ozone layer which is being caused by everyone else in places far away?”

The unanimous vote is ‘no.” Not anymore. She nods.

“And so how does this affect things?” she asks. “How does it affect everyone in the
world if no one in the world can remain completely unaffected by everyone glsanger?
Does the level of interconnectedness that exists globally nowadaysheakertd a different
place somehow?”

It makes the world a different place because we are all dependent on one angther, the
say. It makes the world a different place because we are now interdependent motlere a

“And so how does this affect your own worldviews?” she asks. And they share. They
share about that one word | am taught to hate almost as much, if not more, thardthe wor
‘liberal.” Tolerance. Acceptance of all people, all cultures, all belief systems, all ways o livi
and doing and being. And whatever else the word suggests. The other studenifttadly as
believe that a level of peace among all nations and peoples can becontg.alneaiir
lifetimes.

Normally | don’t say anything. How could they know—how could they ever know—
what it is to live in my other world, where he sees in his mind as an eminetyt oéalorld
chaos, famine, disease, war and death? How could they ever know that in my other world, he
sees a peace which, when it comes, will only be the pretense of peace, aillake Isst for
only an hour upon the face of the earth, erupting sooner rather than later into andsion&ge
Normally | don’t say anything.

“Not everyone . ..” | mumble. “There are people out there—more than you think—who
don’t want to be interconnected, who don't like the direction things are going. Thereanle

out there who aren’t on board with any of this.”
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“With any of what?” the professor asks.

“With any of the things we’re talking about,” | say, realizing now thatiéscribe my
perspective too openly, I'm potentially opening myself to an attack. May asweelit up
nicely. “There are people who don’t want to be interconnected, or interdependent, or dgpende
or even cooperative with the rest of the world for their survival.”

A pause in the room. But no attack. She responds to me well.

“But is it possible now, Jolee,” she asks again, “for anyone to be truly untouched and
unaffected by everyone else? Even if a person wants to be—is it possible@stshte to be
unconnected, and un-dependent, and un-cooperative on any other human beings throughout the
world?”

“No,” I say. And she wants us to contemplate one of the former questions again.

So how does this interconnectedness make our world a different place
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CHAPTER VI

PLANETS

“When | was in my early 20s, just out of college,” he says, “I biked across theycountr
with a group of guys . . . .We left from New York and biked all the way acrossaties &b
Seattle.” Of an afternoon, Dr. Braseth comes to the gym to walk on the treadmibathe
weight machines. I'm on shift after class, wiping down the equipment.

“From that experience | learned some things about this country, and about thgsel
have been invaluable—it was one of the highlights of my life. I'd do it again, if | couldl But
have a son now; he’s moving into his early teens, and he needs me. I've got a wife, arg a hous
and a job, and responsibilities that don’t make it impossible, but definitely make it ttajalst
take off and embark on something like that again. If you ever get a chance to higattheut
Northwest, you really should Jolee. We’d seen over half the country, but when tee got
western Wyoming, and moved up into Montana and crossed over into Idaho and eventually into
Washington, we traveled through some of the most beautiful, unbelievable plaveseMer
seen.

“It's never too late. Especially at your age. At my age, I'd do it agaimd-+anay still do
it again. But if I could rewind right now and be where you are, you don’t reglizet ithere are
no limits. No rules as far as how you have to live your life. You’re only young once, and if
there are things in life that you want to do and experience, now is the time—before

responsibilities move in that might prevent you from it, or make it harder to docfahe
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things you wanna do. Don’t ever be afraid to step out and experience something new. If you
live long enough, you'll discover things about yourself that you never knew weeg’ther

“I can’t,” I tell him. “I'd love to go do something like that. But | don’t have amyney.
My folks would be absolutely furious, mainly my dad. And if | left, I'd have to havaytw
live. You don’t understand, Dr. Braseth. | wasn’t raised . . . like you. My people aren’t the
same as you. For me to leave it would be real, real bad.”

He shakes his head.

“You'll find in life that it doesn’t take as much money as you think to live,” he says.
“You've got to be willing to let some parts of you go, but you'd be amazed Jolee avidive
on very little, if you need to.”

| keep doing what I'm doing. Spraying and wiping down a recumbent bike on the row in
front of his treadmill.

“Are you considering grad school?” he asks. “You should apply to grad school
somewhere out West. There are fellowships and teaching assistantshgdsdeeaia lot of
schools, and if you needed to, you could take out a student loan.”

“I've never taken out any loans. They're just not part of our way of thinking, the way |
was raised. |try to pay for things up front as much as | can, work and pay for tisel thaegl.
That’s just the way I'm expected to live.”

“Well I'm not gonna tell you how to manage your finances,” he says. “That' my
business. But let me ask you something. What is itythaivanna do in life, Jolee? What are
you doing here—why did you decide to come to college?”

| know the answer to his question. It's vague and distant nowadays. But real

nonetheless.
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“Ever since | was a kid, | always wanted to be a writer. Teaching fiteandtts good
for me, and | don’t know, | feel like I'm pretty good at it. All I've ever wathbut of life was to
be a writer, and a teacher.”

“What do you write about?”

| shrug my shoulders. “Life. People. Things | see and experience.”

“Have you ever been outside of the South?” he asks.

“Not really. Only twice. We never traveled much when | was growing up. And Wwhen
graduated from high school, my dad asked us if there was any place we relflyyanted to
go. We told him we wanted to go to Yellowstone. It was a place we’d alwayabead So he
rented a van and took us. Then took us to Glacier Park too.”

“Did you meet any of the locals while you were out there—did you have aetanc
meet people?”

“No, not really. We pretty much stayed in the van, and at the hotels, and hiked the trails.
Stopped and ate at a few places. He didn’t let us wander around too much; wepcéttyad
to stay together as a family.”

“Oh,” he says, musing. “And have you written about it?”

| shake my head.

“There wasn’t much to write about it that hasn’t already been writteny. | ‘sats of
people have written about Yellowstone and Glacier. People who are from there anddrave b
there a lot longer than | was. But if there was one place that I'd like, ibwgould be out West.

It was beautiful. But I could never go and live out in a place like that. | don’t kngviag
about winter, and I'd have to save some money to get there, and then get a job. And my dad

would be absolutely furious. Probably God, too.”
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He nods, not knowing what else to do or say.

“Well whatever it is that you wanna do in life,” he offers finally, “you’rdyogonna be
young once. And I'm gonna tell you something. A secret | have learned.stt'doappen very
often, but every once in a while, once or twice or maybe a handful of times in yotorliigst a
few seconds, all the planets will all line up for you, Jolee. And when they do, be reagpn. W
that one rare, perfect opportunity suddenly appears for just a few seconds in your lifeedon’
afraid to take it.”

There’s something haunting in his voice when he draws that final analogy.

Yes, sir. [ will try
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CHAPTER VII

YOUNG MEN AND HORSESHOES

It's still light out when | pull up. The sky behind them is hazy and golden, like @ Lon
Island iced teaThey are out in his old roommate’s backyard holding beers and playing
horseshoesA handful of twenty-something-year-old boys with nothing to lose, nothing to gain,
and nothing better to do on a warm Friday night. They are all wearing caps tb&eepstjuitoes
off their shorn heads, and spraying OFF over their bare arms, hairy legssbarts and tan, flip-
flopped feet.

The images and logos on their T-shirts are worth half a thousand words. Oné&'€@dds:
KNOW YOU WANT ME, in big pink and red letters above an image of a cute titttopy-eyed
pup. Another one readSiry It. You might like Ibelow an image of a bottle of beer, a pack of
cigarettes and a bright golden lollipop. Another one depicts a photo of a popular casino
somewhere; with the mottacker in the Front. Poker in the Rear black on white. One simply
readsintramural Championsvith the name of our college underneath. And the one that everyone
is else stopping to read salysp Ten Things That Make My Dick Haatbove a Ten-
Commandment-style list.

| get out of my pickup with a homemade German chocolate cake, and don't really know
what to do with myself.The twenty-something year-old boys are out in the yard being boys, and
their twenty-something-year-old girlfriends are sitting on lawn ctaicsopen tailgates, sucking

on longnecks and sipping glasses of wine. They’re wearing sexy halter-tops affd,crtd
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denim skirts and many-colored cotton dresses, nicely fitted. They're posingddedsrirom
Cosmoor Voguemagazine, swinging their smooth, tan legs to keep the mosquitoes away, and
gently swatting them off of their bare sun-kissed arms. They’re runningitigerrails casually
through perfectly styled and sprayed hair, highlighted in shades of auburn, honey,mgahoga
brown and lemon-yellow. They're glancing down every few seconaskde bracelets that match
their tattoos, and toenails that match their garments. They’re talking abou#ldén, and sorting
out their life plans.

“Well, He has one more year of PT school, and then after that, if everything ewdrkde
wants to move to L.A., so that’s probably where I will go.”

“Well, | think He pretty much is happy with his job here, and | have one more tegrieds
in health sciences, so when | get out | will probably see about getting ati@bhospital—I have
some connections. And we will probably move in together in the fall, just depending on how
things go.”

They're so beautiful, these girls. And so rich, so refined. And so well-dressed, well
groomed, well-presented. And well-off. They're everything | could ewtto be, and more
than | could ever dream of beinGod, for just once in my life, someday | want to know what it
feels like to look like that. To know what it feels like to be a real womdmsome man out there
who wants me. To be able to show up for a block party on a summer night, and be beautiful to
somebody, just for once. Without having to worry abaything else

“He-y Jolee, glad you made it!” one of the guys is saying from way ovbe atther end
of the yard. “Have you ever played horseshoes before?” Guess he noticdddkedl Ineedy.
“Well, come here,” he says. “We’ll show you how.”

I’'m here by myself, in a pair of blue jeans that | pulled from a clearackeat JC
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Penney’s, using last month’s paycheck. I'm here by myself in a school T-shirgtitdor free
by filling out a survey for a student in the psychology department.

“There’s some beer over here in this cooler,” one of the other guys suggedtsohae
Jack and Captain Morgan in the kitchen. Help yourself.”

| give them a weak, hesitant smile.

“Well that's okay,” one of them says. “There’s also some bottled water indbbdr over
there. Are you serious. . . you mean you have never played horseshoes before?”

A couple of them are grinning and chuckling already.

“Dude, she’s from back there in the sticks, you know. . . where she’s from, they actually
use the horseshoes. They don't play with them in her hometown. Come on over here, Jolee. You
can learn from us—we’ll teach you how. Come on.”

He won't even look at me. Him. He turns away when | step up to play horseshoes with
one of the others. And acts as if he has better things to do right now.

And then they start giving me lessons on the general object of the game, and the point
system, correct formAt least a few of these guys are glad that | came

Later in the evening at about dark, they're grilling out, and watching a Bgaves. And
some of the other girls have brought Him good-bye cards and good-luck cards anshVée/
All-the-Best cards, and He’s reading thefnd before everyone fills their paper plates, someone
proposes a toast, and starts making predictions about His flitaigleaving in a couple of days
to take a big new job in Baltimore, and they’re wishing him wahd then someone pulls out a
camera, and starts flashing people. And now she’s making her move. It's importamyhake
a few pictures together. Her.

After dinner, she’s sitting on the arm of his recliner, and sliding into his lap, and moving
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one hand gently behind his neck as she whispers something good in one of his ears, getting
smile. She’s beautiful tonight, wearing a tight, silky red strapless blouse and a pair of
Abercrombie blue jeans. Her hair and eyes are the same color as mine, bekeatip @s neat
and clean as Drew Barrymore’s on a CoverGirl commercial. She cardfallss a little imaginary
picture across his chest with one of her fingernails, and talks across thedemdo some of the
other guys and girls about her plans. Says she’s working for a telemadatipgny right now,
but she’s only got sophomore standing and will be a junior next year.

“But | might transfer to a school out in Baltimore in the fall—we’ll see wipgddmes,” she
says. He doesn’t responddnd then she suddenly notices me.

“And what about you, Jolee?” she asks. “What are your plans.”

| tell her I'll be graduating at the end of the summer, and that I've sent gpieations
out for grad school, but my family lives on a farm out there close to Beulah, and so probably the
right thing to do is stay there and try to find a job locally. She smiles sweetly, anderdd=ad.
He rolls his eyes.

And | would give anything to be her right now. To be free to lean my body up against his
body, and to have his eyes looking down at my silky red shirt. To be free to run my fingernails
along his skin wherever | wanted to, and to know that as soon as everyone else leavegyhére t
we’d be tiptoeing back to his room so he could fuck the living color out of me. To know what that
even felt like.

Later that night everyone’s watching MTV, and I'm sick of watching Her. sitk of
being here. It's more than | can take without crying. She doesn’t know him thiekweyy him.

She’ll never love him the way that | loved him. But she’s able to give him what | cogide’t

him. And apparently that's enough. | get up to walk out and begin to tell everyone | hawe to ge
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up early tomorrow, and good-night. And suddenly He realizes I'm here. As | madly purse
and jacket at the door, He finds an excuse to get up, and to come over and bid meyegood-b

“Jolee, wait a minute.” The first words He’s said to me all night. She followisstaokes
his arm. Eyes me like a curious yard dog. He’s had a few beers.

“Jolee, were you gonna leave here without even saying ‘good-bye’ to me.”

“Yes,” | say, matter-of-factly. “Yes, | was.”

“Well hey. . . he-y. Take care of yourself. Okay?” He’s pulling me to hiim tivé arm
she isn’t on. | shrug, and look away.

“Hey, it was nice to meet you,” she says. “You should Facebook me sometime.”

Really I would prefer to kill her with my bare hands.

Out on the front lawn a sun-burned red moon is rising a few yards up from the treeline,
grimacing like a jack-o-lantern at warm dark stars. Seems so ugly to l#ave things unsaid.
Even uglier not to say good-bye. | open my pickup door and turn on the ignition and flip on the
lights. But can't just leave like that. On a piece of carefully torn notepad papetife glove

box, I jot a note neatly:

For what it's worth, you meant a lot to me. | won'’t forget ya. If you ever need anything or just

feel lonely and need someone to talk to, holla. I'm happy for you, and will miss you more than you

know. | wish you all the best in life.

Love,

Jolee

I lift the handle and open the passenger door of his unlocked pickup, tucking the note under

his packed suitcase on the seat. He'll find it when he gets to where he’s going. cAnd tway.
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CHAPTER VI

LIFE OF BUCK

The moon is blood red tonight on the drive home. And unsettled. Ugly as the inside of
me. She watches from a distance of a few hundred yards, tiptoeing steekibatus as | move
along the gravel road at thirty-five miles per hour. | pull over finally, toasereAnd scream.

And scream. To bang the dashboard. To rest my face against a steeringsvdtiegy and wet as
my hot skin. To open the door and wretch at last. Then to pull the bottom of my shirt up to my
face and wipe my eyes, mouth and nose clean enough to crank back up and crawl dowelthe gra
driveway. To go home.

The porch light is still on. Buck has dragged crooked blood streaks up the front steps.
He’s lying across the welcome rug in pain; he can’t move his hind legs anyhiisrback feet are
cut to pieces and scraped raw, with little fragments of muddy gravel ssslgjugk between the
toes. Hip dysplasia. He lifts his head to meet my petting fingers, andeteigly to wag his tail.
It's too much to look at.

Lights out inside the house. He’s sitting back in the recliner, facing a blackrd&hs
Deddy. An empty whiskey glass on the floor beneath the Must be asleep

| try to move quietly.

“Sometimes, | feel. . . like a pet tiger,” he says to the moon out there.

“An animal on a leash. Alionin a cage. A hyena at a petting zoo. A ‘tanteamiihal.

Just pretending to be nice so all the little kids can pet him.”
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“What Deddy?” It's the only question | know to ask. | can't see his face.

“You know. . . I'm ‘Dad’ to you,” he says, rocking himself backward and forward in the
recliner, slowly.

“Yep, that's right.Dad. Because it's what I'm supposed to be. Every kid needs to have a
deddy, right? So | guess that's what | am. But that’s not the real més fibithereal Rusty.
Real Me is something else. Someone else. You’'ve never met ‘Rusty,” baby—ah&uRgy.
And you never will. He’s a nice guy sometimes. But mostly, he’s an animnstl trying his best
to coexist in a domesticated life.”

The moon has crept to the corner of the window now, where he can see her face. She’s stil
as red tear-stained me. Hell of a night.

“That dog out there on my porch is gonna need a bullet soon. | ain’t gonna watch him drag
his legs all over my yard, getting his feet all cut-up and not even feelidgn't no telling what
kind of pain he’s got on the inside from all that.”

“Yeah, Deddy. | know.” He turns his head to face me in the dark.

“You see, Jolee. . . there’s a part of me, and of any man, that's as base as that dauhn dog
there. Same thoughts. Same needs. Same instincts. Food. Shelter. Sex. Survivaticathy
the same desires: chasing stuff, hunting stuff, killing stuff, screwurify shnything for a thrill.
That's pretty much what he thinks about, everyday. And that’'s pretty much what | hlomia
everyday. That's what a man is, Jolee. He’s an animal. So whenever you gehewvanld and
start dealing with some of these boys and men, and whenever one of them comes ugsand sta
talking to you, | want you to close your eyes and picture in your mind that dog poretyout
there. When you're talking to a boy, | want you to see in your mind that dog, becdisseltata

man is, on the inside. He’s just been trained over the years to try to conform toshof saeiety.
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To try to pretend, in front of you, that he’s nicer than what he really is.”

He turns to face the window again. To face the night sky.

“You know, that’'s as red of a moon as I've ever seen,” he says.

“Yeah, Deddy. | know. Me too.”

He hasn’t noticed that my voice is quivering.

“It makes me think about what the Bible says about the End Times,” he says. “About how
the Sun will go out eventually, and the Moon will turn to blood. And then the End will come. |
think when the moon comes up red like this, it's kind of like a reminder. A little remimateorte
of these days, it's coming.”

“He’s with a whoreaonight Deddy,” | say in a low voice, trying not to cry again.

“What?”

“He’s with a whore.”

“Who?”

He turns to look at me again in the dark. And this time, he sees. And pauses before
answering.

“It ain’t the end of the world, baby,” he says finally, shaking his head. “Belieyehare’s
lots of worse things out there. Whoever he is—he’s had a lot of them like her. You think she’s the
first? Well, she probably ain’t the last, either. Especially if he’s ygear &Vhat, do you think
he’ll ‘marry’ her or something?”

“If she got pregnant, he probably would. And she’s the type that would do something like
that on purpose, Deddy. Just to catch him.”

“And what do you care?” he asks. “Just let him have her.”

“I love him, Deddy,” | whisper, shuddering. “I loved him more than she ever would or could
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or will. 1 know him, Deddy—I've known him for years, and she doesn’t know him at all.tsTea
coming. | stand there hoping he can’t see them in the dark.

“l didn’t give it up to him, Deddy. | was a good girl—just like you taught me. ediovim,
but | wouldn’t give it up. . . and now he doesn’t want me anymore.”

He sits with his head craned for a moment, staring. Then gently uses one foot tohgwivel t
recliner to face me. And starts laughing, cackling. Grimacing like tuellled moon out the
window behind him.

“Ha, ha. Hell. You don’t even know what ‘lu-uv’ is, baby. You think you ‘lu-uv’ some boy
out there? Or that he ever loved you? There ain’t no such thing as love, Jolee. Not between m
and women anyway. This is real life. Your Deddy loves you, you can count on that nuich. B
out there—there ain’t no such thing as love. You're getting a taste of it tonight.tHx time,
you got lucky. Think about that other poor girl. She thinks she knows what she’s doing. She
thinks she ‘knows’ him, and that she can get him to love her. But she doesn’t know him. And hell
baby, neither do you. And neither do either one of you—and neither one of you ever will. You
don’t ever know a person, Jolee. Remember that. And especially a guy. At mostoydw’'ve
seen fifteen or twenty percent of him. Just the parts of him that he wanted you to see.

“l don’t know what to even say or do, Deddy,” | whisper, wiping my nose. “They’re at his
house having sex right now tonight. And she’ll get him, or one of these other guys—geod guy
Deddy. Decent, average, normal American guys. She’ll get whoever sleeheaause stuan
She’ll get who she wants because she can give them whatever she wants, arel Westevant.

And | wouldn’t even know what to do or how to do it.”
“Well hell, | recommend just watch and learn, baby. Watch and see how this one turns out.

He probably doesn’t love her. This'll pass. He'll hang around for a few months, and then when he
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gets tired of her, he’ll move on to something better. Just let her have him, ketbymldo his
thing, and move on.”

“But Deddy how can I?” | ask, crying harderAll my life I've been a ‘good’ girl, just like
you taught me. And nobody wants me because of that. Nobody wants a girl they' réngomia
train, Deddy—that’'s what a damn dog is for. And I'm supposed to save myself gnohkeelf
pure for God? I'm supposed to save myself for my husband? What if my husband doesw't have t
save himself for me, Deddy? What if | may not ever even have a husband, becgloael @gm?
What if them kinda times don’t even exist anymore, Deddy? What if them kindai&@twidon’t
even exist anymore? What if the world that you're still living in doesast @anymore? What if
the world thatve are still living in doesn’t exist anymore, Deddy, and what if it never even did
exist to start with? What if all of this—all of it—is just something wecueated for ourselves.”

He’s not laughing now.

“Is that what you think, Jolee?” he asks. “That you're living in a world that doeest?
That you've got to save yourself for ‘God’ and for your ‘husband'—and for Reaidy? Hell,
no! Go on out there then, why don’t you—go on out there and have sex with this guy, Jolee. If
he’ll even take you! Try it and see. Lay up under him like that other girl is digimgnow
tonight, lay there wondering whether or not he really does love you, or whether or rlobkiig
around at some of these other girls, or whether or not you might be pregnant. Try otedhogs
for awhile.

“This ain’t got nothing to do with ‘God,” Jolee. This ain’t got shit to do with God. Ain’t got
shit to do with your future ‘husband’ either, because you're right—you may wetdme. What it
has got to do with though, #®lee. Does Jolee want to have to worry about getting pregnant and

having to either have a baby by herself or get an abortion? Does Jolee wanet tio lag there on

93



a mattress with some guy breathing hard on top of her, wondering if he’s realyngldo stick
around? Does Jolee want to have to have this same exact conversation with hexgasd dyx
months from now, about a guy she loves who has decided to run off with another woman, only this
time, after Jolee has done slept with him? Does Jolee want to comelmagktp her Deddy after
some boy has done got what he wanted, and moved on? Because that's what would've happened if
you had given it up to him, sweetheart. This is real life, Jolee. This is trgareal So wake up
and get used to it.”

He swivels again, to wander away toward the sky.

“You don’t know how lucky you really are, Jolee,” he says. “Maybe this is it. Mayk®e he
the one or she is the one, and maybe they'll stay together for a while. MaylidabieyBut
chances are, they won'’t last. She’ll just come out of it with a few more pounds addeddokher p
a little more weight to carry. One more scar on her soul to try to heal, or to cover ug:s Aod i
worth it, Jolee. | promise you. Girls like her. .. she may seem happy. And shetuzdly be
happy—for a little while. But after this is over and he breaks it off, she’ll tealree with herself
again. And chances are, she’s probably not very happy with herself, on the insideesGinanc
she’s hollow, ugly, and empty. Chances are that she may go through the resifetinariay.
Or she may get pregnant, and have an abortion, or have a baby that she has tbyaisesalf,
or get married and get divorced, and then have to work two or three jobs to take care bfaf bunc
kids. Then she might not evee happy.”

“I might not ever be happy either, Deddy,” | whisper in the dark. “Living like tifim
hollow on the inside, too. And so are you. Hollow just the same as anybody else. Wetqust try
call it something different.”

“Well at least when you lay down in your bed tonight,” he says quietly, “you’lbleeta
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live with yourself. A lot of people can’'t.” He’s talking to the moon again, herdaced as
mine, but turning paler now.
“You'll get used to it,” he says flatly. “Thigin’t Heaven, baby. This is Earth. And it might

as well be a living Hell. Welcome to Planet Earth, Jolee. It's not tdoofarHell.”

In the morning, we walk down. The sun comes up again and life starts over. The cicadas
start over. The crickets start over. The doves start over. We start over.adlgdines. My eyes
are burning. My face is swollen. Butit's gone now. Feels as far away tasdlimes stretching
out west of here. In the city | drove home from last night, this morning maybeva&irsy up
somewhere. Next to her. But it's over for them now, too. Like the wind that wietdgigatly
through my long, damp hair. It's gone.

No four-wheeler today. Deddy gave us shovels to carry, and Jared is wessicgsually
over bare brown shoulders. I'm balancing mine, carefully over one shoulder, leeeri3gddy is
holding his low at the hip, rifle-style. And Buck is trotting crooked alongside him, batk f
trailing awkwardly along the ground.

Down by the pond and by the Big Tree, the one that Papaw used to climb when he was a
boy, the one that Deddy used to climb when he was a boy, the one that Jared and me used to climb
when we were young—that’s where we’re going. Down by the Big Tres theetn there as long
as anyone knows, and now rests against the earth forever. It fell in a thund&astymar.

Deddy chooses the spot, and breaks dirt.
“I don't know where he was happiest,” he says. “But he loved the water. fiwanted

to swim. | used to sit here under this tree and watch him sometimes.”
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“Deddy, do you reckon there’s a place in heaven for dogs,” Jared asks. “That tigey can
to come in with their people and be saved.”

He shakes his head. “No, | don’t reckon they do,” he says. “Bible says ‘Dust to dust.’
Dust to dust. Dust to goddamn dust. And sometimes, | think us humans might as well be ‘dust to
dust’ too, because we're a damn mess. Y’all don’t know.”

In an hour, my hands are sweaty and blistered against the wood handle of the shovel, and
Deddy’s lifting his cowboy hat and wiping his face with open flap of his unbuttonezhcsitirt.
Jared’s back is glistening above the dampening the waist of his cargo shorts. Bdicighas
himself into the shade of one of the Big Tree’s broken limps, and has lain down on a pakt of ¢
mounded earth. Eyes on Deddy always.

“Do you know | saved his life one time,” Deddy volunteers, pausing to wipe his ftte wi
the open flap of his cotton shirt. “I never told anybody, because | didn’t want him todeel ba
about it. You know how a dog is supposed to jump in and save a human’s life if he needs to?
Well, it sorta happened in reverse. When he was young and a little higher-striarg e was
out walking in the woods, and when we come to the river, he wanted to swim. We was up on a
steep bank, probably about thirty feet up. And down there in the middle of the water,dbere w
little place sticking up that had some grass and leaves and sticks on it—ileisiand. He took
a running start and jumped off the bank like a cannonball. He was about to have hisself a good ole
time.

“But it was a high drop. And German Shepherds are big dogs. And when he jumped in, he
aimed for that little island in mid-river. Only it wasn’t an island. It wess @ floating pile of
sticks and leaves. When he hit the water, he was jumping from so high that he went way dow

under. And when he finally popped back up, he’'d done accidentally sucked in a bunch of water.
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His coat was thick; it was weighing him down. He was swimming for thigtistand in the
middle, trying to climb up and catch his breath. But as he was climbing, that isdandsw
sinking right underneath him. And then he was getting tangled up in them leaveskandrst
stuff on an island that was no longer there. And then he was going under, under, under.

“Well, when he come back up the last time, he realized that he'd been tricked, butabwas
late. He was drowning. He was panicking. His body didn’t have enough air, and his ldrigs ha
much water, and his winter coat was sinking him even more. And suddenly, it occurred to me:
God damnit, | have done lost that dbg.

He shakes his head, looking away for a few seconds to visualize the scenario. Then he looks
at Buck, an old shepherd dog who has now curled himself up in the cool of the fresh dirt Jared and
Deddy and me are shoveling as we dig his grave today.

Reckon if he remembers this story

“So | took off running and yelling along the top of that high bank,” Deddy says. “I hiad los
dogs to drowning before, and it always happens fast. | was trying to get himmtdoawok toward
the bank—towards me. And he still had sense enough that he heard my voice, and started
swimming my way just as hard as he could. But the bank was real slick, and in@assdraight
up, pretty near vertical. And even though he was clawing and climbing, he cgdtoj. He
couldn’t even break free of the water. And so | started running further downstrehhe atarted
swimming further downstream, both of us trying to find another spot. But theretwassther
spot. And his body was starting to wear out. And the current was starting to pulvaym a

“Finally I started pointing to a place on the other side where it was steep, loufitechs
steep, and there was an old dead tree that had been felled into the water, whight Irttagioe he

could climb up. But he’d done nearly lost his mind, and wasn’t seeing where | waagpoifg
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was a loyal dog and was trying to come back up the bank to me.

“They say with humans—I've had to save a drowning human before—and the rule is that
you are never supposed to compromise your own life. Because a drowning person is not human
anymore. A drowning person is thinkisgrvival survival, survival and nothing else matters at
that point. They can pull you down with them if you aren’t careful, and then you end up with two
dead people instead of just one. Well, the dog was at that point. He was drowning, and he knew
he was drowning. He was thinkisgrvival, survival, survivaland he’d realized thathe went
under just one more time, he wasn’'t gonna come back up. Ever.”

A subtle breeze moves from the surface of Deddy’s pond to my face. He’s wipingehis fa
with a red handkerchief from his pocket, and passing the handkerchief to Jared.

“I don’t know what | was thinking,” he says. “I didn’t love that dog. He was young, but |
wasn’'t young, and | had done had plenty of good dogs in my lifetime. And | had done segh a lot
bad things in my lifetime, too, and had seen a lot of bad things happen to good dogs. So it was all
the same to me. If | had lost him, | could have gone out and got me another dog. Bahtoinva
fight. . .” He shakes his head, digging again.

“That dog was determined to make it,” he says. “But he wasn’t gonna make it. And for
some reason, all of a sudden, | did something really stupid: | ran and jumped dértimathirty-
foot drop straight into the river with that drowning dog.” He grins a little.

“As soon as | hit the freezing water,” he says, “I realized what an idias] because | had
not even thought to take off my heavy boots and coat—and now they were sinking me. And now,
| was down there trying save a stupid-ass young dog who had been hot-blooded and ignorant
enough to have jumped hisself into a mess, and now | might lose my life too, tryiveg taursa |

remember thinking that somebody would eventually notice that Rusty wsisigniand then
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they'd come out and find both of our bodies several miles downstream where we’d wpshe
against the bank together. All because of a young stupid-ass dog and an oldeupidenass
man jumping in after him.

“Well anyway, there | was. And he seen me, and the life came back to hisrel/bs, a
started swimming towards me just as hard as he could. | knew that ifcheotdemb up in my
arms or on top of my shoulders, we’d both go under and drown for sure. So | started swimming
across the river to that fallen tree on the other side, and | figured thabifdeednd trusted me
enough, well, he’d follow me over there. And he did. It was a huge dead tree. #dmaddwn
for a long time and was just as slick as the bank above, and it was perfectly roundhe Geea
what | was wanting him to do, he tried to climb it, but he couldn’t climb it. And I'mtgliou,
this dog was less than a minute away from death—he was drowning.

“I knew that if | climbed up first and reached back down for him, | was lial@adoup
falling back down into the water on top of him. Then we’d both be in the same shape or worse. So
instead of me climbing up first, | reached and grabbed that dog by the neck,rabg the throat,
and | just knew that he was gonna bite me. When a dog gets truly desperate, whefivede sur
instinct kicks in, it don’t matter how good of a dog he is, or how well he knows you. bite!ll

“But he didn’t bite. | guess he either knew enough or was too far gone enough ttelyhe re
did trust me. The tree was too big for me to be able to heft him up on top. But | swelaloedgra
that dog by the throat and heaved him up as high as | possibly could—knowing that if it didn’t
work the first time, there wasn’t gonna be a second time. | was gonna have toyself at this
point. But that dog hafight. And when | gave him a start, he grabbed ahold of that tree with not
only his claws but with hieeth and climbed himself up there the rest of the way. And he was

shaking, he was scared, he was cold, and he still couldn’t breathe. But whexdl gbettiat tree
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behind him, one of my boots slipped, and | fell back down into the water again. He seerdthat, a
as | started trying to climb myself up there a second time, that dog dedaoWve and grabbed the
neck of my coat with his teeth and literally pulled me up the rest of the way. tu#dyateft a

bruise and a few teeth marks on my shoulder from that.

“And you know, that was funny to me. In all my travels, I'd never had anythinghigte t
happen before. If he hadn’'t have been there, | probably woulda still made it upethat tre
eventually. But he did his part. He didn’t run off the second that | saved him, either.nétk tur
around and pulled me out too. He didn’t truly save my life, and in fact, | was still so mad whe
caught my breath that | told him what he already knew—that it was his darhth&we both
had just almost died, and that if he ever did something like that again, this wastthedilast
time | was ever gonna jump in a river to save his ass.

“But after it was over, and we were both now freezing to death, we found a way to climb up
the bank on the other side, and walked downstream a good ways until we found a place to climb
back down and wade across to our original side. | was cussing that dog the whokenihie
was just creeping alongside me with his tail between his legs. But wheot Wwadadly to the four-
wheeler, all shivers, he looked up at me and told me that he was really, ragily/Asod for
whatever reason, | told him that forgave him, and told him that he was my friend. And himad
promise that if ever in our adventures, we were to encounter a wild boar, or a coagaaorthat
| expected him to remember this moment, and to man-up and take one for me. And he nodded his
head and told me that he would.”

He surveys the hole and offers no criticism. That's how Jared and | know thatimeast
finished. “As far as I'm concerned, that's what ‘love’ is,” Deddy whispmeeting eyes with

Buck again. “It's as base and primal and primitive as this dog who stuck with me whers we wa
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both drowning. Loyalty. A lot of humans don’t have that anymore. Most people in the world ar
just looking out for theirselves these days. We're too evolved now, | guess.”

We’'re getting deeper. Somewhere between three and four feet down. When tee hole i
deep enough, and wide enough, and clean enough, he stops and ponders. Rests his shovel at his
side for a moment, then turns, and starts walking back up our hill. “There’s somethiigihtnot r
about digging a grave,” he says to no one. “For anybody. How come it had to be dust to dust
anyway?” Buck pulls himself up and follows, dragging his back legs across taeesafithe
earth we've dug, and leaving an imprint behind him.

Why couldn’t it be wind to wind, or water to water, or sky to sky

It ain’t no wind tonight. Me and Jared are sitting on the porch steps under aditke bl
sky covered in rashes of pale deer lice, waiting to hear the famitieegsof a hard crack, and to
close our eyes and try to imagine what it must have looked like when Deddy shot hok-ddad
and blood everywhere under a canopy pitch black woods, and Deddy laying him in the ground in
the even blacker darkness of the hole we dug today, then walking off and leaving him there
earth alone.

“Jolee do you think dogs get to go to Heaven,” Jared asks the night air. For the second
time today. | shake my head.

“Naw. Bible says they go back to the dirt when they die. Just like Deddy saygu&ss|
that’s the way it is.”

He thinks for a minute or two, as Dan walks up and rests his head against my lap.

“Well | guess they can't get saved,” Jared muses, “because thiepeigeve in Jesus.”

The air outside is thick and hot. The katydids, the whippoorwills, and the doves and the
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pond frogs and the coyotes are all lonely out there tonight, calling. Cllfisgmething,
something, something. | wonder if they don’t know what.

“What do you think about Deddy,” Jared asks. “Do you think he really does have a
relationship with Jesus? Do you think he really is saved.”

We sit and wait some more. Still no crack.

“You know, | went and talked to a preacher man and his wife in the city not long ago,
needing help with some things that were on my mind. Somehow it came up—I said something
about Deddy that made them look at me funny. And then they wanted to know all about him.
Wanted to know if | thought he really was saved.”

“Well, what'd you tell them?” he asks. Still no sound in the woods below.

“l told them that | thought so.’

Jared stands up and walks down into the yard. Picks up a stick and starts twiddling with it
Just to have something else to do.

“But do you really think he does believe in Jesus?” he asks. “Or do you think he just
pretends to, for our sake. So that we will all live right.”

“It's been a lot on my mind,” | tell him. “Deddy was the one who led me to getsaved
that’'s what | finally explained to the preacherman and his wife. | told therhkhatv Deddy
really did love me, that he was the only man | had ever known who really would die,for hve
for me, or kill for me if | ever needed him to. |told them | knew that Deddyr@adsthat he
would never knowingly lie to me, and that he’d always tell me the straight-out srbéstaas he
knew. And that he was the one who had led me to get saved, when | was younger.”

“What'd you say to him? To Deddy | mean, when you were younger and you wangéd to g

saved.”
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“l asked him did heeally believe that there was a God—and how did he know? And |
asked him did he really believe that a person could have a ‘personal’ relatiortshiiesuis, like
all those videos and preachers were saying. And he said yes. Then explaimeel &stbest as he
knew.”

“Well what happened to him then,” Jared asks. “Why ain’t he like that now.”

| shrug my shoulders and stare up at the stars. “l don’t know, Jared. | sweaohjtist
know.”

No gunshot. We wait.

“Well do you think it’s like the Baptists say,” Jared offers finallipo‘you think that once
you're saved, you're always saved? That if you really are saved—itisapent? Something that
lasts forever, no matter what?”

| rub Dan’s ears as he sniffs underneath my armpit.

“I think so. That’'s what | told the preacherman. | know that he was before.higk he
still is now—he’s just not the same as he was.”

“Do you ever wonder what it would be like,” Jared asks, “if some of the people we know
and love down here don't get to go. To Heaven | mean. What if in the End, some of the people we
know and love don’t make it. Bible says a lot of people won't.”

| shake my head.

“If Deddy doesn’t make it, | will personally tell God that | am not conmnithere,” | say.

“I will tell God that to His face, if | need to. I'm not going up There withdatlyJared. Or
without Deddy either.”

We fall quiet again. Dan raises his head to look, to see. And then lowers it again.

“Jolee, do you remember that night when we stayed awake out on the grass ymtiltearl
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morning, in the freezing cold, just so we could look up and see a meteor shower—and how
beautiful that was.”

“Yeah. | remember.”

“Do you remember how a few days later we went to the revival meeting drteant|
convinced Cricket to get up with me and go up the aisle to get saved?”

“Yeah, | remember that, too.”

“Well Jolee you never knew it, but it was you who led me to that. Back then wreen | w
young and | had bad thoughts or tough questions, | was afraid to go to Deddy. So Iyeeantito
could tell you had something different in you, and | figured what was differanthvat you were
saved. If a preacherman was to ask me now who it was that led me to salvatitd,telehim it
was my older sister Jolee.”

Movement in the grass, down the hill. Dan raises his head and keeps it raised. Then start
to bark. Then runs down the steps and out into the yard. Then slows down, lowers his head, wags
his tail. A two-legged figure blacker than the night approaches.

“Did you do it, Deddy?” Jared calls out to the dark.

No answer. Deddy keeps walking. Around to the back of the house. Dan follows. And
then from way behind, another movement in the grass. Another two-legged figubenglim
across the yard. Panting. Pulling his useless back legs along behind him, browploicheé s
marking his path. An old dog, following his man.

He couldn’ do it

That night | dream of a tower of Babel. Of climbing stairs and escsliabuilt by the

generations of the world. And of windows, and of looking out of windows to see what could be
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seen of humankind throughout the ages. With each added flight a breathless glance, awctt with ea
added window, another view from higher, and higher, and higher. And there are the lights of the
city, down below. The lights of our city. The lights of Babel. And a little walysah it, there’s

the teeny light of our little farmhouse on Deddy’s wooded hill somewhesenvay, getting

smaller, and smaller, and smaller. And there’s the pinprick flicker of Dedittie red four-

wheeler, not even visible anymore. As | climb stairs and ride escalators, laigtidiigher, and

higher, the reach of the city lights seem to creep wider, and wider, and widefreTheling like

butter over a pancake universe. And he’s just sitting, on a hill down there, on his fourrwheele

Watching.

In the morning he takes his shower, combs his hair, brushes his teeth. In the morning he
pulls his pant legs on one at a time, stands in the mirror with circles under hiseyies 4is tie,
makes his breakfast, brews his coffee. Then sits down at the kitchen table and turndlew$.ox

“What's your school schedule like this week. And your work schedule,” he sags. “I
taking Buck to the vet tomorrow to get it done.”

“I'll take off tomorrow afternoon, Deddy. | get out of class at 2:30 and | can find
somebody to cover for me at work for a few hours. | wanna be there when it happens.”

“It's not what you think it is, baby. This ain’t no Hallmark film.”

“I know Deddy.”

“No. You don’'t know. You ain’'t got a damn clue.”

“I've worked at a vet clinic before. I've seen a few things.”

“And you still ain’t got a damn clue, baby. It ain’t what you think it is, Jolee. dihis

the type of story you can write stories about. This ain’t a made-for-TV maeee the boy goes
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out and builds a pine box and his Deddy stands beside him and says, ‘Son. . . | love you,’ and
there’s a big lesson to be learned at the end. No. This is real life, baby. Ghveytim a shot,
and then he’ll die.” He’s searching the table now, for a plastic container fubad bressure
pills.

“And when an animal dies,” he says, “it's the same as when a human dies. The body
relaxes. It's uglier than what you're thinking. He’ll have an unnatur&l doohis face. The
lights’ll go out in his eyes. All the ticks and fleas will start to evacuéagavith anything else
that he was holding in his system. He’ll shit hisself. And that's pretty much lithe it.
There’s no ‘greater lesson’ to be learned. No stories to write. It's notywhdhink it is, baby.”

“Yeah, Deddy. | know. But | want to be there.”

He shakes his head. Pops a blood pressure pill. Chases it with his mug.

“I've shot a lot of things in my life,” he says. “When | was a boy | used to shiogs all
the time. That’'s what testosterone will do for ya. Makes you wanna hunt thingsttshgst kill
things. You name it, I've shot it. I've shot horses when | needed to, and cows, and catsttgnd p
much any kind of wildlife. It wasn't ever fun to shoot a dog, but I did it when | needed to. And
I've had some good dogs in my life. But I've also had them get distemper, and beimgnde
around the yard half crazy and blind. I've had them get rabies. I've had themkget ikiche
head by horses to the point of brain damage and no chance of recovery. I've had them get caught
in beaver traps with a broke leg or a broke hip, to the point that they weren’t gonnadveesiot
alotta good dogs in my lifetime. But | couldn’t shoot this one. And | don’t know why.”

“Don’t worry about it, Deddy. You don’t have to shoot stuff to be a man. | don’t think any
less of you. It's okay.”

“l guess I'm getting weaker in my old age,” he muses. “That dog out therga®dof a
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friend as I've ever had.”
I've got rollers in my hair, and heels on. Some nice make-up and a pair of e&tang

got me for Christmas.

“Where you going to church at these days,” he asks.

“Just at that new place in Babel. You know, the one they just opened up a little ways off
the highway.”

“What kind of church is it. What do they teach.”

“It's non-denominational, Deddy. They're calling it a ‘Bible’ church. And'tharetty
much what it is. They basically just sing some songs when you go in, and then thé&guhave
rotating speakers, and each week one of them opens up to a passage in the Bible ancrgads fr
and delivers a message for 45 minutes or so. And then they lead a prayer and evesdody go
home. You wouldn’t believe it if you walked in there, Deddy. People come there from all
different backgrounds and all different walks of life. And it's somethingae-g¢hat many
different kinds of people all worshipping in the same place.”

“That’s scary, baby. Sounds pretty ‘new age’ and liberal to me.”

“It's a good church, Deddy.”

“Well don’t get your hopes up too much, Jolee. | don’t like you going to a church like that.
Because you see, they’re probably mixing in all kinds of weird teachingsp jiisbtv you off-
base. People out there have gotten into all kinds of crazy, scary stuff by joining upmétiofs
these ‘new’ churches. What do you think they can offer you that the Baptist church up here i
Beulah can’'t? Why can’t you just go right up here to the church in Beulah? | kn@nathér
much young people there, but they're right on the mark. They’re worshipping God. @get f

who you are, Jolee. Do you hear me? You ain’'t a ‘non-denominational’ Christian. You was
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raised Southern Baptist, and that’s what you are.”
“l won'’t forget, Deddy. | love you.”

My purse is in the living room, alongside a children’s edition of the NIV Biblgalve me
for my birthday when | was young and we lived in the city. Jared’s finishing fakfast on the
coffee table over a scene frarhe Outlaw Josey Walethe scene where “Boy” has been shot by
one of the Yankees and is looking to Clint Eastwood with wild and scared eyes.

“There’s something | gotta tell ya . ..” Boy says. “I'm scared ofglyJosey.”

As | pass through the front door and step carefully over a dying dog, Deddgsoaies

softly from the kitchen, far away:

Have a good day today, Jolee

On the drive home, there’s time to think. Time to see it again, the world out There. On a
Sunday morning, coffee was brewing in the lobby as the people filed in fromegliiains, all the
districts of Babel. Scott and Juice were handing out fliers to families)glesj to old people, to
young people, to clean people, to dirty people, to black people, to white people, to brown people.
To the poor and to the rich alike.

Music was emanating from the walls and ceiling of a big open room. Drums. A
tambourine. Acoustic guitars. And voices. People standing in T-shirts and tornablsi®fea
makeshift stage. Women and girls standing in cotton summer dresses, arms over\pensasd
boys standing in starched shirts untucked, hands cramped in pockets, singing in lowheoices
words printed across a power point projection against a wall. Blacks and whitesgtagéther
on the front row. Huge Hispanic families filling up sections behind them. A motherthed ¢&

Asian descent on the row in front of me near the back, bending down to listen as theiroyoung s
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and daughter whisper something important. Their voices singing all in unisondupveaGod
unseen:

Everyone needs compassion, a love that’'s never failing

Let mer-cy fall on me

Everyone needs forgiveness, the kindness of a savior

Now | sur-render . . .

So take me as you find me, all of my fears and failures

Come heal my life a-gain

| give my life to follow, everything | believe in

Now | sur-ren-der . . . | sur-ren-der

My Sav-iour, He can move the moun-tains

My God is mighty to save

He is mighty to sa-a-ve . ..

For-ev-er, Author of salvation

He rose and conquered the grave

Je-sus con-quered the gra-a-ve . ..

| ask. | seek. | knock. But the doors to some of the things | need most right now ie life ar
not open to me. The door to “out there” isn’t open, and | don’t know how to open it. From the
back of the room, on a folding chair in the very farthest corner, | watch them. A gaigigan
steps humbly toward a microphone in center stage as people’s voices bedjratmlfas the
instruments fade away. He asks of every one of them, in a low voice, to honor just one request:
Let us pray.
And | watch this time. It has been long since | have watched. In early childhood, they

taught us not to watch, but rather, to bow our heads. In early adolescencephgdestiy. In
early adulthood, | understood why. But today | hurt too much to close my eyes and look inside.
Today | hurt too much to close my eyes and let Him look inside of me. | don’t wamtdditiseto

look inside of me right now. Right now where it hurts.

| seek the form of a young man somewhere in that crowd, a beauty unequaled by the
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images of clear mountain streams running along the wall. And there Up there, on the far

end of the third row from the front. | am tear-stained today, and hollow, and pale, and sunken.
Alone in this world. But he isn’t. Next to him is a small athletic-looking gitthvong, honey-
blonde hair, reaching a few gentle fingers toward the inside of his arm, l@anaghisper
something she notices about the service—as soon as the prayer leadensays “As if she

knows she’s what he wants.

She isn’'t the same as me on the inside. She’s able to have what | can’t hateebable
what | can’t be, able to touch what | am able to admire only from a distances a®heto
experience the world “out there” in any way she pleases. Does she eimniteaDoes she ever
even think about it? Does she ever watch him the way | watch him, does shamtvieinmthe
way | want him—or does she simply just want a boyfriend who she thinks will loveti@r \s
she even evolved enough to have even considered any of these things—or is she gpigaly a t
All-American Neanderthal Beauty, living a Southern belle’s bestardaucking whoever she
pleases on the basis of pure instinct, then riding to church with the guy on Sundays.

I'll never know.

“Ma’am, is everything okay?”

A fair-skinned usher with curly hair and a kind voice turns toward me as | heth for
ladies’ room. He can’t be much older than me. And he looks so sad. He means well.

“Thank you for asking,” I tell him. “I'll be alright. In my whole life lernever walked out
of a service before, but | don’t think | can worship today. Don’t you see?”

Maybe that answer will be enough. Maybe he won’t ask any more questions.

“Hey, it's okay, Miss. If you need help, if you need someone to talk to, or if you need

someone to pray with you, that's what we’re here for. | don’t know what your problem$ut |
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do know Jesus. And He saves.”

“I've been saved now for years,” | whisper. “But sometimes life lisretil, real bad.”

“Well, I hope things work out for you, ma’am. Jesus loves you. And so do I.”

He’s standing outside the corn crib alongside the driveway when | come hearsygha
cowboy hat and an unbuttoned cotton shirt, bearing his pale hairy stomach and his brown hairy
collarbone and chest. Deddy. It's funny what the sun can do to a person. He’'seayatiging, and

looking back over his shoulder. Buck is lying against the outer crib wall listertinglgc And there’s

something beautiful about that. A Man and his Dog. A Dog and his Man.

| stop and get out of my pickup in a summer dress and heels, just to see what he’s up to. To say

‘hello’ again.

“You look nice,” he says. “Don’t get dirty out here.”

“Thanks, Deddy.”

“You gonna be around this afternoon? There’s a lot of work to be done.”

“I've got more homework than you could even imagine,” | mumble. “I'll probably belup al
night.”

“Well you may have to start skipping out on some of these church visits then,” he Saygu*
can get your schoolwork done on Sunday mornings, and get to bed at a reasonable hour.”

“I know Deddy.”

“You're still chasing that boy, aren’t you? The one you was telling me aboathiBenight.”

“I have to know, Deddy. | have to know how it turns out. He’s leaving soon, he took a job

somewhere else, so it's over anyway. But | need to see. I'm trying to wamktst

He shakes his head.
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“There ain’t nothing to understand, baby,” he says. “Nothing to even be understood. I'm not
saying any of this because it makes me feel good, but give it up, Jolee. Bebatugeuire looking for
ain’t out there for you to find.”

“You don’t know what it is that I'm looking for, Deddy.”

“Yeah | do,” he says. “And it ain’t out there, baby. | feel bad sometimes, fioigtgbu the truth.
Or at least the truth the way | see it. Some girls’ deddies keep a sntieinfate and say ‘Oh yes,
sweetheart, some day you are gonna find you a manavbsyou, and who will always love you. But
I'd feel guilty if | told you something like that. I'd feel like | had buitiur hopes up, only for you to
realize later that what | had told you was a god damn lie. And | couldn’t ittiewyself if | did that. |
couldn’t live with knowing | had told you something that wasn’t true.”

“I know that, Deddy. And thank you. | know you’ll always tell me the truth.” | amngli a
low voice now, trying not to cry anymore.

“Well, go get some of your homework done then. And don’t work too hard. Take you a break
sometime this afternoon, and take a pistol and one of these dogs out there wityoyowant to, and go
for a walk. It's a really fine day today.”

“I will, Deddy.”

In the rearview, Buck is feebly wagging a broken tail as Deddy bends to strokechisdd. He's
talking about something again, and the dog is listening faithféls/good of a friend as he’s ever had

It's gonna be a long night tonight.

Monday comes, and walks off. | drive to Babel and go to school but not to work, then come
home way too early as the sun shines hard against those far-off hills out yondeld e to

be here at three.
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His truck’s here. Buck’s waiting for him on the front porch. Waiting for what? Hentdoes
know. An old, moldy and unused kennel is lying open on the grass. Recently sprayed clean by
the water hose lying next to it.

He lowers his head and looks up at Deddy, trying hard to wag a tail that just won’'t wag
anymore today.!'m so sorry, Rusty

“There was something for you in the mail today from Colorado,” Deddy says, handing
an envelope. “How was class?” He never knows quite how to ask, or what to say to me every
day when | come home from it, what to say when we talk about that other plagewehieoth
live in the world.

“Class was good today,” | tell him. “One of my history classes is about #ie/\Gir. The
professor gave one of the best lectures today that I've ever heard, and he t@ledEieing the
Elephant.” He based it on his own research of what men on both sides reported @rpgerienc
when they went into some of the battles for the first time.”

“Them Liberals can’t get enough of talking about wars can they?” he asks. bBaatltalling us

how we all need to just lay down our guns and be nice to one another from now on. They just can’t

understand it, can they? About why countries have to have wars sometimes to keelkpl&tena or

Iraq from taking over and cutting us all to pied&st wait a minute, you said this one was about the Civil

War. So I'm sure you've learned a lot of good stuff about them great Yanke#&eaigers who came in

here and took over all of your bad, evil ancestors. All these good Yankees likegfesspr who came

down here out of the goodness of their hearts just to straighten things up.”

“I thought it was a good lecture today, Deddy. He favors the North, but he talks aboutiésth s

| actually like this professor a lot.”

“But | promise you, he’s a far-left Liberal, baby—if you were to get to khow.”
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“Yeah. | guess so0.”

“I know so0,” he says, and we both fall quiet.

In my hand, the envelope.

“What'’s that letter about,” he asks.

“I don’t know.”

“Well, it says it's from the University of Colorado or something.”
“I don’t know what it is, Deddy.”

My pulse elevates. Even as | say it.

The late afternoon sun is growing warmer, and longer. Long like our shadanst dyaback
of the vet clinic in Babel.

“Summer’s just around the corner, feels like,” Dr. Sutherland muses. “Unusitaiofor
still be this hot this early in the season—and this late in the day.”

Deddy nods. “Yep, | hear ya, man. The older | get, the more sensitive | am to the heat
seems like. Can’'t work outside in it as long or as hard as | used to, without gettengut.”

They talk over it—over him. Two white men leaned against the tailgate and side of
pickup, squinting, wiping their brows when they speak of the weather, nodding when they speak of
sports, muttering and shaking their heads when they speak of politics and the waysaifrttsi
An old German shepherd dog sits up straight in the back of a pickup, eyes fixed on the one man he
knows. Deddy. And the good doctor looks toward me, and raises the real question at last:

“Y'all ready to get this over with?”

| hesitate. Deddy answers.
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“Yeah. Here he is.”

“Well hold on,” Dr. Sutherland says. “Give me a minute. You don’t have to bring him
inside. Just leave him here in your truck. | can bring the shot out here.”

Just like that. Doc Sutherland steps into the clinic through the back door momgeataril
Deddy mumbles something to his dog, then something to me.

“Jolee, you don't have to watch this. You can go inside and sit in the clinic. Or take a
walk across the street for a little while. Or sit in the cab and readwauor something.”

| shake my head. “No, Deddy. I'm right here.”

Dr. Sutherland emerges holding two injections in one hand, and a muzzle in the other.

“Here put this on him, Rusty. I'm sure he won't bite or anything, but I've learned not t
take my chances with big dogs.”

Deddy nods and does what he’s told, looking at me. “Why don’t you go ahead and get in
the cab, Jolee,” he says.

“This first one’s no big deal,” says Dr. Sutherland. “She can watch. It'ajsstative.
We'll give it to him, and then give it a couple of minutes to kick in. It won’t knock him out or
anything—it’ll just make him relax.”

“Get in the cab, Jolee.”

In a moment | am on my knees on the truck seat facing backward, like a chddinga
through the back windshield as two men stand talking about the weather again, or abqudrsports
about politics, as Buck’s head gradually tilts to one side, then sinks lowenvesrgd &nd lower.

He breathes and slobbers on the floor of the truck bed a little, but doesn’t allowdts keap
completely. His tongue is hanging at a funny angle. His jowls are saggitgwv. His lower

eyelids are drooping. His breathing becomes slower, calmer. Shallowemwétehing Deddy.
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As the men continue to talk, Dr. Sutherland removes the protective cap on the second
injection, reaches gently underneath the dog’s chest and nudges him to lean to cyearstée
pickup. Buck’s body complies, but his eyes remain on our Deddy. The good doctor aims the
needle for the heart, lines it up carefully, then very quickly gives a sharp gandan that very
instant | wince and close my eyes. Deddy doesn’t. | open my eyes aghthealog sighs.

Deddy doesn’t. |turn my face away for a few precious seconds. Deddytdo&sd’'when | am
able to watch again, the Dr. Sutherland has brought out a stethoscope, and is movilyg it gent
toward several checkpoints beneath the front leg of an old dog now lying on his sid tgai
floor of the pickup, eyes still on Deddy. The doctor shakes his head twice. Then remeoves t
stethoscope from his ears and noHg’s gone.

A tear has escaped below one of Deddy’s dark sunglass lenses, and he doesn’t know what
else to do. So he offers Dr. Sutherland a handshake, and through the glass | canSe€'tHowa
much do | owe you?”

“Nothing today,” the doctor says.

“Thank you.”

On my lap in a pickup in the back parking lot of a vet clinic in Babel, an open letter says
“Dear Jolee Wilese . . . we are pleased to offer you an opportunity for gratiudyen the M.F.A.
program at our institution . . . please contact us within 14 days to accept this invitatiQuest te
have this opportunity passed to another candidate . . .”

On a blanket on the bed of a pickup in the side mirror, Buck lies sleeping as Deddy opens
the door on the driver’s side. He pulls into a gas station across the street to fill up. Aedin a f

minutes, we’re gone.
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On the road to home, he turns the radio on low for a little while, then turns it off. Then sits

quiet for a few minutes. Then tries to ask about the letter again, as best he can.

“They trying to recruit you to come to their school?”

Not the right time to talk about it. But it's as good as any. Buck is dead today. And
Deddy’s calm now, for a little whileMaybe it's worth a try

“It says I've been accepted into the writing program at their grad schaek divod writing
program—it's nationally known. It says | have 14 days to reply back.”

“What are you doing, baby,” he says. “They ain’t nothing out there in Colorado for you.”

A sarcastic tone.

“Deddy, all | want. . . all I have ever wanted, was to be a writer. And to beleteak
good writer, and a good teacher. It's who | am, it's what | am. It's mewhat I've always
wanted—what I've always felt like my calling in life was, my purpose,tv@@l made me for. |
don'’t fit in very well out there, Deddy. | don't fit in very well with other pegplecause I'm
different than they are, and I think they notice it sometimes. But I'm alsyeht from you too,
Deddy. Don’t you see?”

He rests his left elbow on the ledge of the door, touches his bristled chin with adevs fin
Rests his right hand on his thigh and guides the steering wheel gently.

“You ain’t gonna find it, baby,” he says in a low voice. “It ain’t out there for yofintd.
You're right, Jolee. You are different. We are different. We're living in tit Emes, we're

living in wicked times, and you ain’t gonna fit in with them out there. It's aliiigs . . you're a

nigger in the 1920s. And you wanna play professional baseball. You're a nigger in the 1920s and

you wanna play baseball. But it don’t matter how good you are. It don’t matter dan
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consistently hit the ball clean out of the park, or pitch like lightning, or run the lilesesbody’s
ever seen. When you show up at the field for team tryouts, yiolack. And you think they're
not gonna notice?

“You can't hide who you are, Jolee. ‘Cause it's you. You can’t hide what you look like on
the inside any more than a Black man can hide what he looks like on the outside. Itawére,y
and you can’'t change it. I'm telling ya, baby—with the times thatenl@/m in right now, Jackie
Robinson had a better chance of being a famous baseball player than you do of bein a famous
writer. And he was just one of probably millions of young black men out there in them ldays w
wanted to play. He was probably one of a million good black players who didn’t mdkecihuse
it wasn’t meant to happen for them, see. Because for a black man to play baseba®a0#hét
wasn’t enough for him to be just as good as the whites. It wasn’t enough for him tcebéhlaett
the whites. It wasn’t even enough for him to be better than the other blacks. NoFoalay
blackman to play baseball in the 1920s, he had to be better than the very best. He had to be the
very best. He had to be so good that he stood out not just head and shoulders above the rest of
them—he had to stand out waist-high above the rest of them. Because the times #sdiviegv
in were against him.

“Jolee, I love you and you know that. But I'm trying to be honest with you, baby. Don’t be
thinking of all these big dreams, and then get disappointed when you don’t make it. Because
Jackie Robinson had better chances of playing professional baseball thawwhave of being a
professional writer right now. And you’re not the only one. | bet there are otlseow there like
you—good conservative Christian girls who like to write things in their spaee But baby, you
ain’t gonna make it out there. You were born into the wrong place and time.”

It's time for me to speak now.
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“It's all I've ever wanted, Deddy. And you don’t know that—you don’t know that there isn’
a chance. What if | was to move away for a little while, and go to a school ousoheeg/here,
where they could teach me to write well? Where they could take my own rsttarajths and
help me make something out of them, and help me to make something ouse@f nWhat if |
could fill out this paperwork, or get on the phone with somebody out there at this school and tell
them that | accept this opportunity, and just give it a try? What if | anotigain a million,
Deddy? Butinstead of doing something about it, | end up going through my wholéHibeitw
ever knowing, without ever even going out there to see.”

“You don’t know what it is that you're talking about, Jolee,” he says. “Thereisstars out
there. And they're waiting to devour you. They’re waiting for you to step out epdgiay from
where it's safe, waiting for you to walk into a snare, so they can grab you ancosugkd/choke
the life out of you. It ain’t what you think it is out there, baby. You might go oug tieethis big
school with all these big ideas and big plans, but | promise ya—it ain’t what ybinkéng. You
could be out there living in an apartment somewhere by yourself, thinking aboutlgmogd
writer. And in the meantime, somebody else is sitting in his car watchingal&@inand out of
your house. And he’s thinking about being a gaqaist, or a good robber, or a good serial killer.
Or while you're out there going to school to be a good writer, your teachers aué thkkre trying
to be a good Liberals. Trying to think of how many ways they can poison sociechintg
students like you all kinds of bad ideas.

“It ain’t what you think it is out there, Jolee. Why don’t you just go out here somewher
local and get a teaching certificate and be a middle school or high school teaeteWhy don't
you go work somewhere around here to change lives? And then in your spare time in the

summers, you can still write yourself some poetry, or some short stondmtaver. And live a
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good life. Live a safe life.
“Go ahead and call these people back, Jolee—and tell them you ain’t comingt donjtis
call them back at all. Because it ain’t what you think. There’s all kindss#rias out there that

you've never even thought of.”

He pulls in front of the house and turns the ignition off.

“I think I'm gonna need a drink,” he says. “Hold on.”

| lower the tailgate of the pickup and sit down to wait. Dan comes over quietly agsl rais
himself up on his hind legs next to me, holding to the to the edge of the tailgate witimhjsafvs
to peek inside, twitching his nostrils. Nobody told him we were laying Budieigitound today,
but now he knows. He senses it. Buck rests in the bed of the pickup a few feet away, with his
back to us, but it feels to me as if any minute, maybe he’ll draw a breath. Maylbedige will
rise and fall. Maybe he’ll flick an ear as a mosquito buzzes across his face.

Dan and | both keep silent watch till Deddy gets back. And nothing moves. Even the world
around us seems too still. The doves, and the crickets, and the whippoorwills and the pond frogs
have seemingly all ceased for just a little while—waiting for y@ddcome back—and me and
Dan are the only ones alive until we hear his footsteps approaching.

“Dan, get out of that truck,” he says. And life resumes.

Earth sighs at the foot of the hill, sending a cool breeze across our faces. Sofsshadow
traverse broken dirt in straight lines. There are three of us. Deddy lifts theipedih a blanket,
folding it gently over the head, ears and face. The eyes are clear and drearglamedvonly a

little, as if Buck were waking up from a cool springtime nap. We’'re standiting dtole we dug
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here ourselves the day before yesterday here at the foot of this hill, nexg tfhed&that fell last
year and the pond where Buck used to swim. Deddy lowers him gently into the rough, torn
ground. Buck’s eyes are calm and distant now. Deddy speaks to them.

“It ain’t right,” he whispers. “Ain’t nothing right about this place. This wastéaven, boy.
This was Earth. And this is where it all ends up. It ain’t what it's supposed to be. sButh#t it
iS. You were good to me. | want you to know that. And I'm so sorry, boy. | want you to know
that too. We must've lost our privileges somewhere back yonder in Eden, and we never did find a
way to get them back. And we just can't live forever in this place, boy. Not down bére, g
dammit. We just can't live forever.”

God damn it

He folds the last corner of the blanket over the eyes, and stands up. Hands me one of the
shovels as he turns to take a bite out of the high, pillowy mound where an old dog curled up to rest
and left an imprint while we were digging, the day before yesterday. Béadgls around that
spot, till the very last. Now we remove the mound a scoopful at a time to cover up thegieep, ri
hole where an old dog has curled himself up to rest for today. And for tomorrow too.

Ten minutes, and it's done. Deddy covers the grave with a few large sandstonteefrom
bank of the pond, to keep the coyotes from digging, and there ain’t nothing else to be said. Which
is awkward. So he says something anyway.

“You know, | don’t wanna be embalmed,” he says.

“Me neither, Deddy.”

“l just wanna be stuck in the ground, the same as my ancestors were,” he confduies. “

now it's a state law that you have to be embalmed. I've thought about whattifrigds us our
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own little family cemetery out here, and if | died, or someone else dasedied, we could just
bury them out here, where home was. Like they did in the old days. But | guessnitalp
nothing like that anymore. There’'d have to be some lawyers involved. And some land rights
And some money. We're such a socialist country now that they’ll find any wayganefpr us to
all be equal, to be buried in a socialized sort of way, according to a set stanttaedpumber on

a tombstone in a perfectly lined-up row of other tombstones, in a big open lot full of other
perfectly lined-up rows of tombstones. Everybody buried the same.”

He fiddles with his shovel, and looks away.

“Someday, Jolee. . . someday | was thinking maybe we really could fix us a fiitlg fa
cemetery right here above the pond. Just up on that other hill there. People in gerteratiores
could pass through and see that Rusty was here. Rusty, and his wife, and his kidsj@ggHhis
this was their home, and this was their family. They viere And in the End when Jesus
comes back, we’ll still be here. Together. And we can all go up There togetber®ver it is
that we're going. To some place up there in the sky.”

We climb into the pickup, and he starts up the hill.

“Deddy do you remember how you used to go out and buy us Chinese food from our favorite
restaurant on Saturday nights when we lived in the city? And how you’d rent us a good movie,
and let us put towels down on the floor of the den with our fried rice and wontons and Mountain
Dews so we could watch TV. And then afterwards you'd let Jared and me st&y apdaat
popcorn and ice cream while we watched scary movies or sci-fi shows on TNT. Adclhargs
promised me that if | let him stay up late to watch scary movies, that he widwdate’ any bad
dreams or get scared. But he always did get scared, and he’d get in thenbee afterwards.

Back then when he used to get scared at night, | used to tell him that if angmrmcaste, you
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and Buck would be there to protect us. It made him feel better.”

He looks away again. Far away. | can’t see his eyes through his sunglBgshe smiles
weakly.

“That was a long time ago,” he says in a low voice. “Sometimes it's hard to bisaany
of that ever even happened. Y’all were so young then. | was so young. That fiexeatdife,
Jolee. And it’'s gone.”

“Deddy if we had a stayed there, do you think things would have been any differeyd@ Do
think we would have been any different? Would you have been any different, Deddg-hd
stayed.”

He purses his lips, and shakes his head. Sits there. And shakes his head again.

“Buck was good to me,” he says. “He always listened to me when | talked. And some
nights, he was all | had to talk to. Whenever | came home in the evenings, or if | waseout he
somewhere by myself, he’'d say to me ‘He-y, Rusty, what are we doing tonfymd?dt didn’t
matter. He was gonna go with me regardless. He was loyal. He &gl faknd that's more
than what | can say for most of the humans | know. Some nights it was just me and him. Out
riding the four-wheeler in them cold trees, under the moon. Just us two. Them weigposdme
nights, sometimes. He made treppy And you know, | think | made him happy, too.”

Up the hill, he turns the ignition off.

“If some of them Muslims can have 77 virgins waiting for them when they get up,The
well, 1 reckon | can have a dog or two waiting up yonder for me. We’d step outfebtiteand
celebration once in a while to go down and check on the cows, and we’d go coon-hunting togethe
some nights. That's what | want. It's what would make me happiest.”

He gets out of the pickup and starts toward the shed. Toward the four-wheeler.
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“I need another drink,” he says. “I'm going down yonder to feed my cows.”
“Alright Deddy.”
The sunlight is fading over the treeline, and in a few minutes, the breath ofithe f

wheeler is following behind it.

The front porch is naked tonight. The moonlit yard is naked. Dan feels naked, too; he’s
not sitting by the porch steps like he’s supposed to. He’s standing out on the grassyfar off b
himself, looking down towards the pond.
| go upstairs and lie down in bed, eyes closed and wide awake, listening te Buick’in
my mind. Far away from here, down in the river bottoms, a coyote yips at last, arsdfaitber.
But Buck’s voice won't be joining them this time, and it never will again. Mg asg naked, too.
| close my eyes again and see them walking together in the dark. Man and &@pgnd
Man. The air filled with moths and mosquitoes over their heads is the color of my eydw and t
sky is dark, and the wind settling just a little cooler on their faces, and Deduysing about
something out loud.
“Boy, that wind sure feels good, don't it?”
And Buck wags his tail in humble agreement as he trots along the gravel grivevhis
Man made, and moves just within reach of Deddy’s left hand, lifting his head for a touch of
affirmation as both disappear into a whirl of soft black and the noise of a milickets, pond
frogs, doves, and cicadas. Those were some good nights, back then.

And He was happy.
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