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(other t it le options: "In a Car Going Nowhere," or "Son of a Gun," or 

"On an Inchworm to the Moon.") 

He bumps open the screened door to the carport and the spotted 

puppy stands and wagglesftjround his boots,  and i t 's  a curious thing to 

the boy why the puppy .just sat there when the pistol  went off  inside.  

Q. In one hand Beebee is  holding the keys to his mama's blue Buick, 

^and in the other the pistol  that made the l itt le popping sound that 

created a big blood spurt between her eyes.  

On his way to the car,  parked hood-in trunk—out of the carport,  

he looks next door and sees Miss Frankie with her bleached hair in 

pink rollers and the children she keeps swarming round the picnic 

table where she is  carving a .jack-o-1 antern from a great gold 

pumpkin. She stands straight and stares at Beebee,  tugging her si lky 

orange blouse down over her ballooned breasts and stomach. Her hag 

face poses a question. He s^i^ks^the pistol  into the waist uf his 

blue .jeans and keeps walking t i l l  he gets to the car.  Gets in,  places 

the pistol  on the seat,  switches the car on, and backs down the dirt 

drive to the highway. 
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O f  c o u r s e ,  n o w  t h a t  h e  h a s  t h e  c a r  t o  d r i v e  t o  s c h o o l ,  h e  c a n ' t  

g o  t o  s c h o o l ,  a n d  h e  d o e s n ' t  k n o w  w h e r e  h e  c a n  g o  o r  w h e n  h e  c a n  c o m e  

b a c k .  A n d  h e  f e e l s  s a d  d r i v i n g  p a s t  t h e  o l d  p o r t w i n e - b r i c k  s c h o o l  

s i d e  f e n c  / w i t h  a  t r a i n  o f  y e l l o w  b u s e s  p a r k e d  a l o n g  t h e  s i d e  f e n c e ,  b u t  g l a d  

t h a t  h e  d o e s n ' t  h a v e  t o  g o .  

H e  t r i e s  t o  t u r n  t h e  l o n g  c a r  o n  t h e  n a r r o w  h i g h w a y  a n d  h a s  t o  

b a c k  u p  a n d  p u l l  f o r w a r d  a n d  s t r a i g h t e n  u p  w i t h  t h e  p o w e r  s t e e r i n g  

s c r e a m i n q  r i q h t  u n d e r  t h e  S L O W  W H E N  F L A S H I N G  s i g n  b e t w e e n  t h e  

s h e r i f f ' s  w h i t e  f r a m e  h o u s e  a n d  t h e  f r o n t  o f  t h e  s c h o o l .  T h e n  
Aai 

o o c h i n g  l o w  a n d  s t r e t c h i n g  h i s  r i g h t  l e g  s o  t h a t  t h e l t o e  o f  h i s  

o s t r i c h  b o o t  j u s t  t o u c h e s  t h e  g a s  p e d a l ,  h e  i s  o f f ,  u p  t h e  h i g h w a y ,  

l e a v i n g  b e h i n d  t h e  S L O W  W H E N  F L A S H I N G  s i g n  t h a t  i s n ' t  f l a s h i n g  w h i u h  

m e a n s  h e  i s  l a t e  f o r  s c h o o l ,  t h a t  e v e r y b o d y  k n o w s  h e  i s n ' t  c o m i n g  n o w  

b u t  p r o b a b l y  d o e s n ' t  k n o w  w h y  y e t .  

H e  h o p e s  n o b o d y  h a s  s e e n  h i m  b u t  w i s h e s  h i s  w h o l e  e i g h t h - g r a d e  

y/ class could see him driving, 1̂ -̂ -

A t  t h e  C o r n e r v i l l e  c i t y  l i m i t s  s i g n ,  h e  s p e e d s  u p ,  s h o o t i n g  p a s t  

h i s  o w n  l o n g  g r e e n  h o u s e ,  p a s t  M i s s  F r a n k i e ' s  s q u a r e  g r a y  p l a y h o u s e ,  

d r i v i n g  i n t o  t h e  s u n  s h i m m e r i n g  t h r o u g h  p i n e  n e e d l e s .  H e  a d j u s t s  t h e  

r o u n d e d — o f f  r e c t a n g u l a r  m i r r o r  t o  f i t  t h e  r o u n d e d — o f f  r e c t a n g u l a r  

r e a r  g l a s s  a n d  w a t c h e s  t h e  l i t t l e  t o w n  s l i p  b e h i n d  t h e  1 i v e o a k s  a n d  

t h e  1 i v e o a k s  s l i p  b e h i n d  t h e  p i n e s ,  a n d  t h e n  h i s  p r e t t y - b o y  f a c e ,  

w h i t e  a s  a  S t e p h e n  K i n g  s p o o k ' s .  

H e  f l i c k s  o n  t h e  r a d i o  a n d  t u n e s  i t  t o  W A A C ,  h i s  f a v o r i t e  

c o u n t r y  s t a t i o n .  G a r t h  B r o o k s  s i n g i n g  " F r i e n d s  i n  L o w  P l a c e s . "  H e  

s i n g s  a l o n g ,  g a z i n g  a h e a d  a t  t h e  # W / b l  u e  c a r  h o o d ,  t h e  g r e e n  

f l a t w o o d s  a n d  t h e  s u d d e n  b u r s t  o f  s u n  i n  h i s  e y e s .  
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The sung sounds new in his own voice, but gets old before it is 

over . 

With his right leg stretched, the tin of Skoal in his back 

pocket soon brands a hot circle on his buttock. He brakes the car in 

the middle of the road, shifts the gear stick to F', and squints up 

l/^the sun-shot gravel to check for on-coming traffic, then s^ick^his 

head out the window to look behind because he doesn't quite trust the 

//mirror or the hollow t^g^^eyes that will show there. Foot still on 

the brake pedal, he fishes the can of Skoal from his pocket and takes 

a pinch of the gummy tobacco and dopes his bottom lip, and the 

chicory smell and bitter taste combined makes him feel grounded in 

the going-nowhere car. 

She had it coming to her. "Pop!" he says and laughs and swallows 

the build-up of snuff .juice. He hangs his head out the window and 

vomits Sugar Pops and milk and gall. 

A green log truck wobbles out from a woodsroad, left side of the 

the car. Gr owing from the size 

of a Matchbox toy to the biggest, loudest truck Beebee has ever come 

close to. He shifts the gear stick to D and sets out to meet it, 

giving up his song to the suck of the truck roar. The driver with a 

tarry shocked face shunts the loaded truck onto the right shoulder, 

goes on, log tips wagging like limber switches. A red flag flies from 

the longest log. 

### 

Thirty minutes on the flat lonesome highway to Nowhere, and 

suddenly the Suwanoochee Creek bridge over grass-choked black water, 

and then Somewhere. Fargo city limits sign and facing frame houses 

with scaly white paint, lines of drenty wash and trash in run-
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t o g e t h e r  y a r d s .  S y c a m o r e  t r e e s ,  w i t h  t r u n k s  w h i t e - s c a l y  a s  t h e  

h o u s e s ,  r a i n  d o w n  l e a v e s  l i k e  s c r a p s  o f  b r o w n  p a p e r  s a c k s ,  r e v e a l i n q  

t o o  m u c h  s k y ,  s t a r k  b l u e  l i g h t .  T h e r e ' s  a  w o o d y a r d  o n  t h e  r i q h t ,  

p i l e s  o f  s k i n n e d  p o l e s  o n  s t e r i l e  g r a y  d i r t ,  a n d  u p  a h e a d  a  d e a d e n d  

s i g n  w i t h  a r r o w s  p o i n t i n g  n o r t h  a n d  s o u t h  t o  e i t h e r  o r  n e i t h e r  r o a d .  

B e e b e e  s l o w s  a t  a  r a i l r o a d  t r a c k  a n d  c o a s t s  i n t o  t h e  n e x t  y a r d :  

w h i t e  s a n d ,  l i t t e r e d  w i t h  r i s p i n g  s y c a m o r e  l e a v e s .  B o n y  t r e e .  A  f a d e d  

b l a c k  p i c k u p  p e r c h i n g  l i k e  a  b u z z a r d  o n  c o n c r e t e  b l o c k s .  A  w h i t e  

b u l l d o g  w i t h  a  n i c k e l - p i e d  b o d y  s t r u t s  f r o m  b e n e a t h  t h e  s c r e e n e d  

• - / p o r c h  o f  t h e l ^ T o u s e  a n d  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  c a r  w i t h  i > ^ w i d e - s e t  e y e s .  A  
j  i  '  

t o o t h y  s n e e r  ® 2 g ¥ k e s  i t s  f l e s h y  J o w l s ,  a n d  w h e n  B e e b e e  p u t s  t h e  c a r  

/ I n  P  a n d  b u z z e s  t h e  w i n d o w  d o w n ,  h e  c a n  h e a r  i t  g r o w l i n g .  
t k & K Z T K Z — / a t l  <  

A  y o u n g  w o m a n  i n  a  f i l m y  p i n k  g o w n  o p e n s  t h e  w o o d e n  d o o r  a  s l i t ,  

t h e n  e a s e s  o u t  o n  t h e P p o r c h  w i t h  h e r  t h i n  a r m s  S h e  s t e p s  

a r o u n d  a  l e a c h e d - b l u e  p l a s t i c  t r i c y c l e  a n d  g a z e s  s l e e p y - e y e d  t h r o u q h  

t h e  s c r e e n e d  d o o r .  H e r  b r o w n  h a i r  h a n g s  l i m p  a s  w e t  s t r i n g .  

" W h a t  y o u  w a n t ? "  s h e  c a l l s .  

d o g e p s  s o l i d  a r o u n d  t h e  f r o n t  o f  t h e  

c a r .  H a i r  r e a c h e d  t h e  l e n g t h  o f  i t s  b a c k b o n e .  S m e l l s  o f  c r e o s o t e ,  

a x l e  g r e a s e  a n d  d o g  d r i f t  o n  t h e  g r e e n  a i r  f r o m  t h e  O k e f e n o k e e  S w a m p .  

B e e b e e  s ^ l ^ T s  h i s  h e a d  o u t  t h e  w i n d o w ,  l o o k i n g  i n t o  t h e  t i n  e y e s  

o f  t h e  b u l l d o g .  " D a d d y  h o m e ? "  h e  y e l l s .  

" A t  w o r k , "  h i s  s t e p m o t h e r  s a y s  a n d  r u b s  t h e  t o p  o f  o n e  f o o t  w i t h  

t h e  s o l e  o f  t h e  o t h e r .  
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P i n k  s k i n  s h o w s  t h r o u g h  t h e  w r i n k l e d  w h i t e  f u r  o f  t h e  d o q ,  a  

p h l e m y  g r o w l  g a t h e r s  f r o m  i t s  s t o c k y  b o d y  t o  i t s  o l d - m a n  f a c e ,  a n d  

b e f o r e  B e e b e e  c a n  r a i s e  t h e  w i n d o w ,  t h e  d o g  l u n g e s  a t  t h e  c a r  d o o r  

a n d  h a n g s  b y  i t s  c l a w s  t o  t h e  w i n d o w  l e d g e ,  f i l l i n g  t h e  c a r  w i t h  i t s  

s o u r  h e a t  a n d  t h r o a t y  g r o w l .  B e e b e e  l e a n s  a w a y  w i t h  o n e  f i n g e r  o n  t h e  

i _ _ j « M r n d o w  b u t t o n ,  s l o w l y  g l a s s i n g  o v e r  t h e  f r a m e d  s c o w l i n g  f a c e , ,  o f  t h e  

H e  s t a r t s  t h e  c a r ,  p u t s  i t  i n  R ,  b a r e l y  m i s s i n g  t h e  

^ ^ _ , . j a c  k e d —  u p  b l a c k  t  r  u c  k  i  r  c l  e s ~ ^ 4 y c  a m o r  e  w i t h  t h e  b u l l d o g  

s n a p p i n g  a t  t h e  B u i c k ' s  t i r e s ,  p u l l s  l e v e l  w i t h  t h e  s c r e e n e d  

d o o r  a n d  t h e  s l e e p y  w o m a n  i n  p i n k  a n d  l e t s  d o w n  t h e  w i n d o w  a n d  p i c k s  

u p  t h e  p i s t o l  f r o m  t h e  s e a t  a n d  f i r e s  f i r s t  a t  t h e  r o s e b u d  a b o v e  h e r  

« j | ^ ! ^ e a ^ a r m s ,  a n d  t h e n  a t  t h e  d o g  f a c e  f r a m e d  i n  t h e  w i n d o w  a g a i n .  

T h e  d o g ' s  b r o a d  w h i t e  f o r e h e a d  s t a i n s  r e d ,  i t  y e l p s  a n d  d r o p s .  T h e  

w u m a n  i s  c r o u c h i n g  b e h i n d  t h e  f l y — w i n g  g r a y  s c r e e n  w i t h  a  n e a t  r o u n d  

o l e  a b o u t  t h e  s i z e  o f  a  d i m e .  

H a l f w a y  b e t w e e n  F a r g o  a n d  C o r n e r v i l l e ,  B e e b e e  t u r n s  d o w n  o n e  o f  

t h e  l o g g i n g  r o a d s ,  a n g e r i n g  n o r t h  i n t o  t h e  p i n e w o o d s ,  s h a r p  t a r  

s m e l l s  b a t t i n g  w i t h  t h e  w a r m  a i r  t h r o u g h  t h e  o p e n  w i n d o w s  a n d  

? a n i s h i n g  t h e  s m o k y  c o r d i t e  i n s i d e  t h e  c a r .  D i t c h e s  o f  w a t e r  l i k e  

m e l t e d  c o p p e r  r u n  w i t h  t h e  B u i c k  a l o n g  t h e  r u t t e d  r o a d .  B o g  h o l e s  a n d  

m u d d y  r a m p s  a n d  c l e a r e d  o f  w o o d s  w i t h  s p i k e s  o f  s a p l  i n q s  a n d  

r a w  s t u m p s ,  t h e n  t h e  s a m e  o l d  p i n e s — b u s h y  t o p s  o n  t o w e r i n q  t r u n k s  

w i t h  b r o w n  s c a l e s .  R u c h e s  o f  r e d d e n i n g  m a p l e  ^ m o ^ g ^ i e  g r e e n  

a n d  b r o w n ,  a n d  y e l l o w i n g  f o x g r a p e  v i n e s -  N o  s o u n d  s a v e  f o r  t h e  

c l i c k i n g  o f  g r a s s h o p p e r s  i n  t h e  t o a s t e d  w e e d s  s c r a p i n g  b e n e a t h  t h e  
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•tfsss ing of a locust 1< , and now and t herr the'Yinq inq of a locust left over from summer 

According to a PBS Nature special, a few years ago, locusts stay 

buried underground for seven years; then they surface, crawling up 

the tree trunks to; mate and die. Next summer, another crop-
A 

sur f ac ing ,^mat ijng , dying. Seven-year cycles. That simple. 

When he told his mama, she said "Really?" and was out the door. 

Late for work again. 

He used to hate that, used to hate staying by himself while she 

was at work as much as he hated weekends with the man he called Daddy 

before he remarried. As much as he hated his mama's last husband Ike 

ragging him about wearing Reeboks and prissy clothes.and writing 

poems and going to Sunday School with Miss Frankie. Now he likes his 

mama going to work and prowling for a new husband in her off-time; he 

likes being by himself and not having to answer to anybody. Mostly 

now he watches R-rated videos rented from from the Holiday Market—on 

L^Tnold till the next who might like poetry, prissy clothes and 

Sunday school. 

"Pop!" he says, this time coddling the bitter snuff juice, then 

spits hard out the window to keep from messing up his wash job. 

The blue vinyl seats and dash seem too bright, the day too 

bright, seems to accent the toy-like pistol and a white box of 

Kleenex, center seat, and his mama's Ip^p brown leather pocket book 

by the other door. 

He brakes, trying to switch off the car before putting it in P, 

and the whole sun-blared blue Buick shudders and stutters and makes 

Beebee's teeth grind. What if he has tore up the car'? Testing, he 

switches the ignition on again and leaves the car in D where it 
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apparently works best and slides the pocketbook to the middle of the 

seat and feels inside. He's done it before—lots of times- Looking 

for money. He smells her cherry lipstick that leaves red lip prints 

on tissues in the bathroom at home- He feels the familiar long stiff 

wallet-thing, bulging with pictures and cards, takes it out and takes 

is time flipping through the plastic sleeves: a picture of 

himself as a baby in blue overalls—same picture of himself as on top 

of the TV at home. Same pretty-boy face and smile that kept him in 

trouble with Ike before he left. 

He flips to another picture—his mama and two of her friends 
J 

^^/""Qith old—timey teased hairdos who work^with her at the telephone 

office in Valdosta. Red lipstick, white teeth, heads pulled together. 

They look so much alike that he has to look close to find which is 

He's never looked at the pictures before and can't 

imagine why he is looking now, but he keeps flipping. Maybe he 

picture of the man who would have been his next daddy. No man. 

Not even his real daddy, who divorced Beebee and his Mama so long age-

it's like never. To hear her tell it she holds no grudges against him 

now; to hear him tell it he holds no grudges against her now. But. 

they always add, listing a string of reasons why they couldn't stay 

^/married that don't include the real reason: Beebee. A biq mistake*-* — 

/ * 
(/that's what Howard and Leighann call their first marriage^ which 

/\ 

makes Beebee offspring of the mistake. A little mistake. He used to 

think about stuff like that a lot when he was younger, when his mama 

and daddy treated his childhood like a disease he would outgrow. 
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Beebee no longer signs his school homework with a last name; 

^/he's .just EUeebee, not even a real name but a nickname they gave him 

because he used to hunt all the time with the Ei.B. gun his real daddy 

gave him. He was named after a gun—son of a gun. 

He drives. With one hand. Arm out the window in the blue October 

air. On the next curve, he is stunned motionless to meet a sudden red 

pickup loaded with deerhunters in camouflage. He scoots low and rams 

both feet on the brake pedal and his whole stiff body shoots forward 

like a dummy's. His head hits the windshield hard enough to crack. He 

screams, cla^l/his wraps fe/cL&bL-<arms around the 
U o — ^ 

steering wheel, sobbing like a girl. lighty behind closed 

eyes. When he opens them, the red pickup is on his left, edging along 

the ditch, and the two men on back with deer rifles are watching him. 

A dead buck ung on the tailgate with one oval eye up to the sun-

solid turquoise. The man on the side looks like Ike^ has a 

black beard and a huge belly and a mad stare. 

You a queer, boy? What ails you, crying like that? Beat the shit 

out of them old bovs next time they go to picking on you. And if I 

catch you running to that old biddy next door evertime you stump your 

toe, I'm gone take my belt to you...I'm gone out a knot on your 

head.,,I'm gone tie a knot^ir^ your ass.•. Sensitive, shit! Pages from 

E-feebee' s ̂®S^^ouri"^/^5el f — i 11 ust r at ed poetry book went sailing around 

\ / „ 
y / s hi^ bedroom* silly words JoWa snake squiggles and hearts and stars 

exposing the secret satisfaction of his sorry life-

He listens to the truck engine hum out in the humming of his 

eardrums but doesn't look back till he has to spit out the window,, 

Mud^pinning from the rear wheels of the red pickup to the myrtle and 
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tyty bushes along the sumpy road. He drives on, white—knuckling the 

steering wheel and this time keeping to the right and slow around 

curves, just in case, though he doesn't meet another truck and can't 

even find a ramp that doesn't look boggy wlW^e^e can pull deep 

enough into to back out without dropping the rear wheels into one of 

the carved ditches. 

He wants to go home. 

Paul Harvey is preaching on the radio, which means it's 12 

o'clock now, and Beebee is sick of the lump of snuff in his lip and 

would like something salty, something fizzy to cut the taste. His 

head aches. He wants to see somebody, though he has no idea who. Not 

the tough boys at school he's been trying to get in with; not the 

Linda Sellers, who he has picked to prove his manhood. She's like a 

diamondback rattler, pretty only at a distance. He does kind of wish 

she could see him driving though. But what he'd really like is to go 

home and watch TV, on a school day, eating barbecue potato chips and 

drinking Cokwho he wants to sees Geraldo, Jenny Jones, 

Oprah Winfrey. The usual. The usual nerved-up audiences whose blank 

faces and braying voices spike out to a thin line that keeps Beebee's 

mind in motion without thinking. Maybe even Bob Barker, on "The Price 

is Right," though recalling the hokey music and shouts, Beebee feels 

that to watch that show would be taking a step back to the old days 

when he'd be out of school with a stomachache or earache—too old for 

Miss Frankie's daycare then—and watch TV till his mama got home from 

wor k. 

sniggering girls he used to hang out with even 
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D r i v i n g ,  l o o k i n g  f o r  a  p l a c e  t o  t u r n  a r o u n d ,  B e e b e e  r e a c h e s  i n t c  

\ f  h e r  p o c k e t b o o k  a g a i n ,  f i n g e r i n g  l i p s t i c k  a n d  K l e e n e x  h e  

k n o w s  h a v e  h e r  l i p  p r i n t s  o n  t h e m ,  a n d  c h a n g e  o n  t h e  b o t t o m  w h e r e  t h e  

s e a m s  o f  l e a t h e r  m e e t ,  b u t  n o  l o n g  s t i f f  w a l 1 e t - t h i n g .  

H e  l o o k s  a t  t h e  f l o o r  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  a n d  d o e s n ' t  s e e  i t ,  a t  

t h e  f l o o r  b e n e a t h  h i s  c r e a m  o s t r i c h  b o o t s  a n d  d o e s n ' t  s e e  i t ,  t h e n  u p  

a t  t h e  d a s h  a n d  < = > e e s  a  r e d  l i g h t  f l a s h i n g  o n  t h e  l e t t e r  E .  

" S h i t ! "  h e  s a y s .  

N e x t  r a m p ,  h e  a n g l e s  t h e  c a r  i n ,  s c r u b b i n g  b u s h e s ,  g e a r  

d f t  i n  P ,  t h e n  R ,  h i t s  t h e  g a s ,  a n d  i s  s u r p r i s e d  w h e n  t h e  

s p i n  o u t  t o  t h e  r o a d  w i t h o u t  b o g g i n l j / s o  s u r p r i s e d  t h a t  h e  f o r g e t s  t o  

l e t  u p  o n  t h e  g a s  a n d  b a c k s  i n t o  t h e  d i t c h  w i t h  t h e  r e a r  o f  t h e  c a r  

d r o p p i n g  o n  h i s  s i d e  a n d  t h e  f r o n t  p o p p i n g  u p  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e ,  

u p  a t  t h e  b l o w n - g l a s s  s k y  o f  O c t o b e r  t h r o u g h  t h e  

t r e e t o p s .  T h r o u g h  t h e  w i n d s h i e l d  c o l l e c t i n g  b r o w n  w o r m s  o f  p i n e  m a s t .  

H e  s h o v e s  t h e  d o o r t ^ ^ n d  h a s  t o  h o l d  i t  o p e n  t o  d i n g , i m  J  

d i n g ,  d i n g - t l a ^ d L ^ ^ ] c l i m b s  o u t  

a n d  s u r v e y s  t h e  l o n g  b l u e  b o d y  o f  t h e  c a r  w i t h  i t s  c e n t e r p o i n t  

r e s t i n g  o n  t h e  b a n k e d  g r a y  d i r t .  

H e  r e a c h e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  w i n d o w ,  p i c k s  u p  t h e  p i s t o l  a n d  

t u c k s  i f '  i n  t h e  w a i s t ^ a r f f c T  o f  h i s  b l u e j . j e a n s ,  t h e n  b u t t o n s  h i s  b l u e  

d e n i m  o v e r  s h i r t  t o  c o v e r  i t .  H e  s t a r t s  w a l k i n g .  H e  h a s  t o  g e t  h u m e .  

H e  h a s  l o s t  h i s  m a m a ' s  w a l l e t ,  h e  h a s  w r e c k e d  t h e  c a r ,  s c h o o l  w i l l  b e  

1 e t  t i n g  o u t  s o o n .  

E < e h i n d  h i m  h e  c a n  h e a r  G a r t h  B r o o k s  s i n g i n g  " F r i e n d s  i n  L o w  

P l a c e s "  a g a i n .  H e  f e e l s  a l l  r i g h t ,  t h o u g h  h i s  k n e e c a p s  t w i t c h  

a n d  h i s  f e e t -  i n  t h e ?  p o i n t y - " * t o e d  o s t r i c h  b o o t s  f e e l  n u m b -
u 
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By the time he gets to highway, the sun is streaking down the 

valley of qravel between pines. He walks toward home, along the right 

^fToulder of the road, hearing his boot c 1 ic k ing smartly on the 

qravel and smelling the sun-heated asphalt cooling down and the sagey 

cured grass and weeds of the broad, shallow ditches. Hungry tired and 

thinking he will hitch a ride with the first automobile comes by. But 

when he hears an engine like waves on a seashore, he lopes down the 

ditch, through a trench of black water, and squats in a cluster of 

^/palmettoes till the engine shishes by and turns to a wave 

sloshing out to sea. 

All that saves him, all that makes him stand again and walk out 

and keep walking, is thinking about what Ike or Hannibal the Uannibal 

would do under the circumstances. But even thinking about them 

doesn't work to keep him brave and sure when two yellow school buses 

pass, like cocoons with metamorphosing moths, and he is left with 

only the nothingness ringing of the lone locust. 

### 

It is cold and fusing dusk when he gets to the strand of woods 

behind the row houses where he lives, where he used to shoot 

squirrels with his B.B. gun on fair fall evenings like this one 

before Miss Frankie took the gun away from him. Kill it and you'll 

eat it. Mister. I don't care if it's crow. Big 1augh. 

The sky is .just losing its blue hue, and there's a topaz glow 

where the sun is guttering out on the rim of the world. He can hear 

the squirrels sucking air through their teeth, their claws on the 

viney gum trunks as they spiral up; he can smell smoke—leaves 

burning—and the rooty scent of chilling dirt, and he can see the 
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fake—moon glow of the halogen lights blooming in yards, and hear the 

voices of people on IV and live. Pots and pans clanging, dogs 

bat king, sumeta'-'dy laughing, somebody crying. He wipes his eyes on the 

sleeves i_i f his denim shirt and starts down a deer path toward home. 

Toward the off-and-on laughter of a TV. 

In the grassed clearing of the yard, smoke unravels from a pile 

of burning leaves between a tilled garden patch and a scraqqly tree 

with a Lutipie *—1 f withered brown pears still hanginq on after the 

leaves have started to shed. A breeze stirs the white curtains in the 

windows of the plain gray house. A sparrow flies down from the eaves 

to a green shrub. Looks like a leaf falling. 

The spotted puppy comes and licks his boots and wambles with him 

among the toys—a sandbox, a seesaw, a rocking horse, the faded 

green, pieated—piastic Inchworm he rode to the mother—of—pear 1 moon 

one day. A moon by day! Beebee walks past the redwood picnic table 

cobbled in drying pumpkin seeds and pulp to the back wall of the 

h'-'Use, steps up on top of the air— condi t ion ing unit and lifts the 

screen from the window and steps inside. Removing the pistol from his 

waistband, he creeps through the dim airy room with a white chenille 

spread i_>n fche bed where he has read books, and on to the chute of 

light from the hall, smelling toasted bread and hearing voices from 

the TV that sound too familiar to be real. 

He has done this before; she won't mind. This is home. She 

understands. She knows he is a dreamer and a dreamer needs a place to 

dream. A place to hide what's precious from the dream thieves. 
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He is halfway down the brief hall papered with children's crayon 

drawings—all A's, all starred—and even some of his own drawings and 

poems, when he sees her standing with her pudgy painted fingers 

tugging down on her silky orange blouse. It has repeating patterns of 

black witches on brooms and halfmoons hung over kettles. 

"I ain't gone hurt you, Miss Frankie," he says and stops, 

holding out the hand with the pistol."I'm hungry." 

Her brittle platinum hair is puffed high on top and curled on 

the ends, and he knows the children helped unpin the pink rollers and 

brush her hair before they left for the day. Maybe helped paint the 

black eyebrows and dab on the red rouge and lipstick and the morning-

glory blue eyeshadow that makes her eyes look open when they are 

Cj^ i "J" A eaH r 1 rti.in farta a J 

"She ain't dead, is she?" he says. "Don't tell me she's dead." 

Her padded shoulders quake, her hiked breasts rise and fall. 

They look hard but feel soft when she hugs you and calls you honey, 

feeling for the pulse of your pain. She looks strange standing stills 

she is never not moving, she is never not talking and smiling—her 

mouth and body are like an electric machine. She looks as if she's 

come unplugged. She looks old, ridiculous in her youthful get-up, yet 

as beautiful through Beebee's eyes as she hopes to be. 

"Don't call the sheriff on me," he says, again offering her the 

pistol. 

"I have to, honey," she says, easing toward him and taking the 

pistol from his hand. "But I'll hold you in my arms till they get 

here." 

1/ 
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