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Wrong Season 

Qc? V I  wonder for maybe the tenth t ime this Wvening why that  mama 

wren with the worm in her beak doesn' t  go ahead and eat  i t .  Why she 

keeps dipping from the eaves to the shrubbery,  cranking her head side 

/ to side,  watching me paint  my nailsr^wait  ing for me to leave so she 

can feed her squawking chicks in the nest  on the rafter above my 

swinq. With al l  those trees across the highway and behind my double-

wide,  why did she have to pick this place for a nest? Late summer— 

not even the right season for nesting.  I 'm not leaving, not t i l l  my 

nails  dry.  She can go on and eat  the worm. I  hold up my red nails  

and blow them, and the wren on the scrubby shrub kites up to the roof 

where i t 's  raining with the sun shining. 

Almost dry,  not a smudge, and . just  in t ime* I showered about an 

hour ago, and arbrffadyr I 'm start ing to sweat,  I  hear R*oaridM6ty 
^ 4/ 

in the kitchen, begging supper.  Long as The Lion King is ,  i t  never 

lasts long enough. I  hate i t  when the sun starts  shining while i t 's  

raining, because then the day seems to start  over.  If  the clearing 

sky would only stay cloudy, I  could put the kids to bed earl ier  and 

call  i t  nightt ime without them catching me in a l ie.  Then Damon 

would call ,  then he might come over,  then. . .  



I  t ry to imagine what  i t ' l l  be l ike—what i t  might  have been 

ike before/my expand the babies,  born two years apart .  Just  me and 

Damon alone in some room I  can ' t  picture outside of this  double-wide 

I 've l ived in s ince I  got  out  of  high school  and married Ronnie.  Not 

a t  Mama's ,  two mobile homes up the highway,  a t  the Cornervil le  ci ty 

^^l imits  sign.  Not with my(ys 

dropping by af ter  supper 

I  go through the f l imsy front  door and near^he wren f lut ter ing 

to her nest ,  the baby birds fussing good now. Cooler  inside,  but  not  

cool .  I  s l ide the thermostat  lever on the l iving room wall  from 75 

to 70 degrees,  knowing the air  condit ioner,  s teady humming and 

rat t l ing,  won' t  cool  the double-wide to 70.  Not in this  heat .  In the 

ki tchen,  dim even with the sunlight  s teal ing through the windows,  

Rambo is  rubbing his  eyes and whining "Mama," and Tweety,  so named 

for  the cartoon bird she looks l ike,  toddling behind him. Both 

s tunned-looking as^^7e f  who holds the record for  watching tv the 

most  hours in a  row. 

"Juice,"  says two-year-old Tweety,  and holds up her  empty bott le  

with the bl is tered rubber nipple.  

"No more juice t i l l  after  supper,"  I  say,  and she t i l ts  the 

^/bott le  high and s t icks the nipple in^S^ her  mouth,  sucking air  

"I 'm hungry,"  says Rambo, t racking behind me to  thdMTink^ 

unwashed dishes and pots .  "I 'm hot!"  I  switch on the f luorescent  

l ight ,  banishing the ghosts  of  sun framed in the d§»w«re windows.  

"Well ,  you gone have to wait  a  minute,"  I  say,  and he asks why 

and I  say because I  say so—what we both say,  seems l ike,  a  thousand 

t imes a  day.  

>J<rz/ 'it IVX— 
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He plops to the . juice-st ippled t i les  on his  bony butt ,  bawling,  

and I  have to step around him to get  to the cabinet  over the stove,  

where I  plunder among the toppled cans of  food for . . .what? Soup.  

Chicken Noodle-oos.  Which I  know he won' t  eat .  Knocking over a  jar  

of  Gerber 's  carrots  I  know Tweety won' t  eat  e i ther .  Well ,  I 'm 

offering i t .  Like the doctor  said—"Just  offer  i t ;  i f  they're hungry 

they' l l  eat ."  

Easter  egg hunt  in my yard last  year and one of  the pale l i t t le  gir ls  

from a t rai ler  in the park behind mine,  who a te  al l  s ix of the smeary 

dyed eggs she found,  while Rambo and the other  children cracked and 

mauled and mushed theirs .  When they're  hungry they' l l  eat .  

The portable phone r ings on the food-spackled wall  over the 

garbage can vomiting rot ted Styrofoam chicken t rays and 

diapers.  I  hop over Rambo with his  bawling baby-turned-boy face to 

get  to  the phone before Damon—it has to be Damon!—hangs up.  I  

press i t  t ight  to my ear  and mouth,  walking and talking—it is  Damon! 

- t rying to voice-over Rambo's  squealing and Tweety 's  s inging.  That  

damned Lion King song! I  feel  embarrassed about  the background 

racket  Damon has to be hearing,  laugh loud to cover i t ,  and he s tops 

talking and I  know I 've laughed too shri l l ,  maybe laughed at  

something serious.  I  have only an inkling of what  boys l ike Damon 

consider  class.  Store-owner 's  son,  two years at  Valdosta State,  but  

s t i l l  a freshman,  whose at tent ion makes me feel  above this  double-

wide and accidental  motherhood.  

When they don' t  eat  about  the 
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Tweety latches to my right leg and licks my knee. I pat her on 

the head, that bird's crest sprig of hair, open a can of soup, dump 

it into a clean-looking bowl from the sink and pop it into the 

microwave. Suddenly mad at Rambo for bawling. 

I hold the phone away and say, "Time out, Rambo! Go to your 

room right now!" Let Damon know I don't like Rambo either. Let 

Damon see the sol inside of me, my sol ianother ing. And then he can 

say how smart I am, how up-to-date I am, that my being a mother is 

okay by him. I have merit, the kind of woman the tv talk shows and 

mags boast is acceptable now. In the nineties it's sophisticated and 

sexy to be a stronq mother and career woman. But my new job at the 
/ -

Delta (in Cornerville)doesn't seem like the kind of career they mean. 

Rambo scoots on the floor and springs to his feet, then shambles 

around the corner by the garbage can, his bellowing squeezed now, his 

hurt-feelings cry. Down the hall with the seat of his baggy white 

jockey shorts accusing me of not mopping the kitchen. 

, hi, Tweety, bowlegged in a clumped wet Pamper, jajseafs? after him. 

"Bubba crying? Bubba crying?" Everything a question, a habit she 

picked up from Damon maybe. To please me maybe. 

I toggle the timer on the microwave and step away, leaning 

against the stove with its level surface of inset eyes that seems 

smart and modern to me but probably doesn't to Damon. And I don't 

\/'\know what is sophisticated, what his mama^^^^Hp^^^l^^^s stove 

w o u l d  B e l i k e .  W h e t h e r  s h e  c o o k s <  

"They'll go down in about an hour," I say to Damon. "Right 

after I feed them. " 

"I don't know how you |k^nc^|it?" says Damon. "All that racket?" 
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"You know how children are."  ,  

"I  don' t  want to  know? Too much fuss and tr t3tTt5Te?" 

While Damon te l ls  me about  his  nuisance nieces and nephews,  I  

l is ten to Rambo shouting at  Tweety,  hear  her  padding back^^^f the 

hal l ,  Rambo behind her .  A Power Ranger doll  f l ies  over Tweety 's  head 

and lands under the ki tchen table,  as  she wings around the corner,  

ome-free,  laughing with her  s traight  eyebrows when she spots  

me, then cryinq as she crashes into the garbage can,  t ips i t  over and 

sprawls into the waste of  bread crusts  and jagged cans and mysterious 

Coke bott les  that  look empty but  dump enough syrupy gook to stain 

own the entire  white f loor.  

Bracinq the phone to my ear  with my shoulder ,  I  help her  up and 

press her  face to my lef t  thigh,  tears  and baby-spit  and sweat  
HJ jM, r/rsy ( r /JTJ 

^rickling^^^r i 5V3esf?^shev^hudder 's ,  sucks her  thumb. Rambo's  scared 

white face peeps around the corner,  and I  t r ip through the trash and 

yank his  s t ick arm, shaking him and walking him half-way down the 

hal l .  He cr ies—his hurt-body cry—and lunges toward his  bedroom at  

the other  end.  Slams the door.  The microwave beeps.  I  l imp back to 

the ki tchen with Tweety my leg.  I  open the microwave door,  

hot-handling the bowl of  parched Chicken Noodle-oos to the counter  by 

the refr igerator .  Damon is  l is tening to a Michael  Jackson l-D, 

crooning into the phone.  I  don' t  l ike Michael  Jackson.  I  don' t  l ike 

him—child molester—or his  music.  I  act  l ike I  do.  

Suddenly,  "Old man says if  I  want to  stay in college,"  Damon 

says,  "I  gotta  toe the l ine?" 

He waits  for  me to  speak.  
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"What 's  that  mean,  toe the l ine?" I  know. I  just  say that  to 

be saying something I  don' t  have to think about .  

"Hell ,  I  don' t  know. Get  my grades up,  I  guess? Yttu/ lk 

"Yeah," then to Rambo, s l inking into the ki tchen l ike a hungry 

puppy and scal ing up the ski t ter ing high chair .  "Rambo! No! Wait!"  

I  open the freezer compartment of  the side—by—side refr igerator  

with moldy breath and take a half-circle of ice from the bin.  Hold # Jw-wH-
i t  to my hot  throat ,  then plop i t  into the soup,  spat ter ing my^white 

tee-shir t .  

*  IT va 

"I  don' t  see how you s tand i t?" says Damon. "I 'd  go crazy?" 

"I  am." 

"Why don' t  you cal l  up Ronnie and make him take them awhile?" 

"Weekends.  He gets  them on the weekends."  Meaning . just  me and 

you then.  

"Two da-ays? That  a in ' t  fair?" 

"He's  got  that  l i t t le  trai ler ,  you know." Saying that  about  

^/Ronnie 's  t rai ler  makes^^^l^^seem poor—poor white t rash al l  of  us 

poor,  and sets  up a  comparison to, the Walters 's  family in their  f ine 

brick house,  south of^the Cornervil le  crossing.  "Besides,  he has to 

work night  shif t  at  Occidental ,"  I  add.  "Sleeps al l  day."  

"Well ,"  says Damon—doing something that  l i f ts  his^voice from 

the phone—"you work too,  don' t  you'- . '"  

He 's  real ly into phone sex,  and I  wonder.  Staring out  the 

double window over the sink,  I  see i t ' s  gett ing dark,  f inal ly.  I  

change the subject .  "You coming over tonight ' : '"  I  say.  

"Might ."  
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" I 'm gone have down in  about  th i r ty  minutes. "  I  unlatch 

^ /Tweety 's  s t icky arm^/  f rom my leg,  where she 's  doz ing and suck ing her  

thumb,  and carry  the bowl  o f  watery  soup to  the h igh chai r  and set  i t  

on the t ray.  Then I  pick Rambo up and thread h im between the t ray 

and the seat .  H is  scraped knees jam against  the t ray.  He screams.  

I  slap h is  leg,  keep ta lk ing to  Damon.  Spr in t  down the ha l l  wi th  my 

hand over  the phone to  keep Damon f rom hear ing Rambo.  I  hate Rambo 

and Ronnie and Tweety  t ra i l ing tahind me in to  imy^hfot ,  d im,  mi l t  

bedroom, f loored wi th  c lo thes^^A s l ice of  bread on 

n ight  s tand Ronnie and I  bought  for  ant ique,  which I  doubt .  

Everyth ing e lse is  th is  p last ic  house is  p last ic .  Even Tweety ,  now 

curv ing in to  the curve of  my h ip  on the romped bed,  looks p last ic .  

L ike a rep l ica of  Tweety  B i rd .  "Wel l , "  I  say to  Damon,  "are you 

coming over  or  not?"  

" I  got ta  run by the Del ta  f i rs t?"  says Damon,  as i f  he 's  
% 

s t re tch ing,  cooly j / ' ^bming to  l i fe  again.  "Take back these movies I  got  

over  the weekend?"  

" I ' l l  be here, "  I  say and punch the o f f  but ton on the phone 

a f ter  he has hung up.  Never  f i rs t .  

By ten o 'c lock I  f igure he 's  not  coming.  I ' ve  a l ready got  the 

s  down,  had i t  out  wi th  Ronnie on the phone before he le f t  for  

work.  I  am not  g iv ing up my job at  the Del ta ;  Miss Houston might  be 

the nast iest  woman in  Swanoochee County ,  but  she 's  a  cheap s i t ter ,  

has never  k i l led a k id  yet .  
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~J/^Sit t inq olT' the blue-mauvey sofa,  I  watch tv 

r some ex. 

r i i  

eTiber^atel  v^gh^vino hpj-  r*r_ i  rU^^.1 al  p and— 

h^r arfr i  chYi^r eVP^-st i l  1  half-wait ing for  Damon in my new 

khaki  shorts  and white tee with the tomato-sauce s tain l ike blood 

leaking from my r ight  nipple.  The air  condit ioner is  s t i l l  humming 

and rat t l ing,  but  shows promise of  reaching the 70—degree mark before 

maybe midnight .  Or before i t  quits .  A blonde women on "Melrose 

Place" has a  shagged,  heavy-banged hairdo I  l ike,  but  I 'm afraid if  I  

cut  my fr izzed brown hair  Damon won' t  l ike me anymore.  Not that  he 's  

ever mentioned my hair ,  but  I 'm afraid to change anything that  might  

be what  a t t racted him. I  feel  warm, knowing Damon the Hunk l ikes 

whatever he l ikes about  me.  ,  

I  get  up,  shoving aside Tweety 's  plast ic  doll  s t rol ler ,  and part  
J • 

the curtains on a  window over the front  porch,  scanning the highway 

for  l ights .  Spread-eyed l ights  of Damon's  s looped 

Corvette ,  specif ical ly.  A t ruck passes,  a  car ,  heading east  toward 

Fargo.  I  open the door and lean out  into the damp pine air ,  checking 

for  l ights  at  Mama's  t rai ler ,  though I  know she won' t  be done at  the 

Delta t i l l  after  eleven.  I ' l l  cal l  her  then,  see if  she 's  seen 

Damon, who she doesn' t  have a  bi t  of  use for ,  as  she says.  Always 

harping about  me working—"You neglect ing your babies for  a  job that  

/pays about  enough for  new earbobs and makeup"—when she 's  the 

one who hired me. 

I  s i t  again,  watching tv,  t rying not  to  watch the gold octagonal  

clock on the wall  between twin gold sconces.  A matched set  from Home 

Interiors .  Over-priced junk supposed to make you feel  creat ive by 

mixing and matching fake f lowers and pictures of fake f lowers.  Color 

schemes depending on "what 's  in" in decorat ing for  a  specif ic  
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period.  I  can' t  afford to buy the latest .  I ' l l  be seeing mauve and 

blue as I  draw my last  breath.  

When I  hear Rambo whining, I  think at  f irst  i t 's  in my head, 

I 've heard i t  so much. Then his whining turns to crying, and I  s i t  

here hoping he 's  crying in his dream. Or i f  he 's  awake and crying 

and I  don' t  go into his room and let  him know I  know he 's  crying, 

he ' l l  qive up and quit .  After a few more minutes,  dm s crying 
A/ 

l inks to crying, I  know he 's  on a roll .  

I  go down the hall  and stand close to the wall  at  his bedroom 

door,  

l ikes best  about me, and l isten.  Rambo cries louder,  the sound 

( /si t t ing up now. I  have to go in before he wakes u^Tweety in the 

crib at  the foot of his bed. 

He's s i t t ing up, tugging at  his left  ear;  when he sees me he 

^/^^^^wigglMg^rom the sheet and drags i t  from the bed to the 

door.  

"What 's  going on, Buddy?" I  say,  walking him in his dirty jockey 

shorts toward the l iving room. Sometimes tv puts him back to sleep.  

"Ear hurts," he says.  

Go lay down on the I  say,  "and I ' l l  warm up some ear 

oil  and get  you some Tylenol." 

He stumbles ahead of me, crying, while I  s top off at  the 

bathroom, turn on the l ight and stare at  my face in the mirror of the 

medicine cabinet5 

frizzed tendrils  

green, could be brown. 

lonq brown hair  tuqqed ir i to a bushy ponyt,ail« ,  

my round face/1 '  ^^ying eyfes—could be 
J S\ 
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When I  get  back to the l iving room with the ear  oi l ,  
A stamping,  thin and white,  in the scat ter  of  toys,  s tooping and 

squall ing and hugging his  stomach.  

"Come on,"  I  say,  " lay down r ight  here."  I  s i t  on the blue sofa 

with i ts  stained mauve f lowers and pat  the cushion next  to me for  him 

to come. 

rA knock on the front  door makes I  walk past  
A 

Rambo, lost  in his  pain—ear or  stomach?—and open the door.  Damon 

is  standing on the porch with t  on,e  ̂ hand propped on the pushed-in metal  

. . . iding.  When he lets  go i t  p^FQpsllout  £^-rte  f lashes his  ;even 
A 

teeth and s teps inside:  tal l  and tan in a  mint  polo with a  Ralph 

Lauren logo,  skin Levis  and Nikes white as  his  teeth.  

"Hey,  fel la ,"  he says to Rambo, " thought you'd be in bed by 

now?" He reaches out  to knuckle Rambo's  spiked hair .  

Rambo ducks and dashes to the sofa and p^^^s hj^ace into a 

cushion— obby spine^ana'  ' t  hjosedir^y^wior 

gaping around the leg holes.  

"He's  got  the ear  ache,"  I  say to Damon. 

"Don' t  we a l l?" says Damon and covers his  small ish ears .  

"I  was . just  about  to  put  some ear  oi l  in i t ,"  I  say,  "then 

him Dac-k—ta> bod» 

I  go over to  the sofa and s i t  next  to  Rambo's  burry brown head 

and twist  i t  so that  his  lef t  ear  is  up.  He wriggles free,  screams 

tearing with him across the l iving room and down the hal l .  I  fol low^ 

/£/ki jgj~-sure he ' l l  wakeTweet  y this  t ime.  He scrambles into the 

U ! ? /chute between his  bed and the wall  and s i ts  clutching his  

knees.  Tweety is  standing in her  cr ib,  watching with those huge blue 
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eyes and that  s tanding sprihair  that  earned her the name- I  

think that  the nick-name "Rambo" didn' t  take,  that  Ronnie was s tupid 

for  thinking i t  would take—"Gonna make a  tough man,  you' l l  see-" I  

don' t  want to  say that  name again;  I  don' t  want Damon to  think I 'm 

stupid too.  

"Get up,  Raymond," I  say,  coming around the bad with the ear  oi l  

for  the kid who looks l ike a Raymond for  real .  

"I  want my daddy," he shrieks and scooches to face the paneled 

maple headboard with his  scrawny legs foldejd.  

"Well ,"  I  say,  " that 's  too bad."  I  w4M^rTDamon is  

1 is teningfr  he '  <= th inki  pg • our  daddy's  gone to work,  

so you might  as  well  get  up here on the bed and let  me doctor  your 

ear .  "  

I  crawl across the bed and snatchHiis  JWs^jfc arm. He yanks free 
A 

and crooks i t  over his  crying face.  Not even cute now that  he 's  

four.  I  drop the open blue bott le  of ear  oi l  and i t  rol ls  under the 

bed.  

"Air  ight  sa yg "I 've had i t  with you!" I  s lap at  his  arm 

miss and hi t  him on t^ie head.  Too hard.  My handprint  shines red on 

his  s i lvery scalp.  He scoots-sto his  back on the ,  /kicking and 

i4^^^T^i^-4^5^,^iaper holding screaming.  Tweety cr ies .  St  

the t ib  ranT. 

I  crawl across the bed to leave and see Damon leaning in the 

^doorway with his  lonq tanned hands loose alonqside.  "I ' l l  come 
£%ts, 

says low. 

I  fol low him to the l iving room, where the ^IgJe^Q/ing f i l ters  

through the f l imsy fake-wood walls .  "If  you' l l  wait  a  few minutes,"  

I  say,  " they' l l  both be asleep."  
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"I got a test tomorrow, you know?" He stops at the open front ?st tomorrow, you know• Me stop 
jJpS InW 

ewsrme with those stretched. 1 if door, turns and fyeSrme with those stretched^ 1 iq^lra eyes. "But I'll 

see you around, okay?" 

"Okay," I say and watch him swagger across the porch^: watch his 

moon-struck body merge with the slooped body of the Corvette. Sure 

and aloof and free. 

rfljdJV' 
I IkatfH^plan it, I oorrr think about it, I .just do what I do 

xt because I  ̂ ^^°^hink of another thing in the world to do. I 

to stop the crying. I tfoit to live. 
^—-A 

I wait the next Wrning Hll I figure Mama's up, then call her 

to say Rambo's got the ear ache, I won't be going to work, I have to 

take him to the doctor. I doll Tweety up in her blue gingham sunsuit 

to match her eyes. "Mama crying?" she says, "Bubba crying?" I carry 

her to the ha.ll and stand her by the living room door, y^tay there, 

aby I y^^c^on' t get dirty." 

I go to the bedroom for Rambo, who is knotted on the bed, crying 

in his new tenru^^hoes and brown shorts and matching striped shirt I 

ought^^r^ him to start pre-kindergarten^f next week. I don't talk 

to him^ji^st him up and cradle him in my arms down the hall and 

weet^jHm the, kitchen^playing in the garbage can. Trash all 

around her pjffey bare feet. I don't talk to her, I don't say "Ank!" 

I simply walk on through the living room to the front door and open 

it to the morning sun and tweeting of the wren's chicks, and carry ^ 

Rambo out to the car, set him in the back seat and buckle him in^/£^^^[ 

Then go inside again for Tweety, lifting her high in my arms to keep 

my cheek from touching hers, to keep from inhaling the sweet-stale 
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smell  of  her  sprigged hair .  I  place her in the baby seat  next  to  

Rambo, double-check the hi tch.  

"Bubba crying?" she says,  and I  say,  "Shh!" and shut  the door 

because I  don' t  want him to stop crying and make me s top crying and 

change my mind.  

[I^jpeut  an i t .  Call  i t  something else.  

I  s tar t  the car  ,brlmmfffg with crying,  back out  of  the muwed 

weed yard onto 94,  and drive east  past  Mama's  t rai ler  at  the ci ty 

Cornervil le  Without  having to stop 

at  the sole t raff ic  l ight  at  the crossing.  Cars and t rucks at  the 

Delta on the corner and across the road at  the courthouse,  but  none 

on the highway,  none passing or  meeting me as  I  head toward the 

Alapaha River bridge shimmering white in the morning s lant  of  sun.  

First  t ime,  I  s low down when I  get  to  the rut ted ramp, east  of  

the bridge,  looking,  checking,  losing my nerve.  Maybe because Tweety 

is  singing The Lion King song^5S«^ld- th^^feipp^'nn to say. ,  "Bubba 

crying? Mama crying?" Jk 

I  drive on west  along 94 flo the-  rfr ter  sect  ion of  13G, -•  

sure I ' l l  keep dr  ivinq/^rtsthe doctor  in Valdosta,  but  make a  quick u-
_ 4? 

turn on the cross of gravel  i^A^sp in "of green | ines and gray highway 

and sun.  I  hear  Rambo's  head smack the window—he cr ies  louder,  a  

squeezinq you—hurt—me cry,  which is  dist inct ly different  from tne 

earache cry I 've been l is tening to al l  night .  Makes i t  easier  for  me 

to  go back to the bridge.  

I ' l l  d o  i t  t h i s  t i m e .  I  s i t  h i g j w c r a n k  d o w n  m y  w i n d o w  a n d  

consider  plunging the car  down thefnDank,  »es% s ide of the bridge.  If  

I  go into Cornervil le  to turn around,  somebody might  notice.  But 
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when I  get  to the s tar t  of  the bridge,  I  see the west  bank is  too 

weedy to tel l  i f  i t  drops off  or  s lopes.  I  drive on across the 

/  [/bridge,  slow so I  can look^t  the r iver ,  at  the sloping east  bank of  

sand with a  jeep-trai l  leading from the road ramp through thickets  of  

bamboo and wil low and tupelo to the tea-t inted shallows flowing over 

' scal loped sand^and the sudden pi tch of black water  off  the west  bank 

^/£here I '^wisely decided not  to  car  down. Somebody might  

be hurt .  

I  turn in at  the cemetery,  east  of  the bridge,  on my lef t ,  with 

i ts  bleached headstones and s tark sand,  back out  and veer l&fi  toward 

the shoulder this  side of the bridge.  Dream-listening to the unreal  

rumbling of  the car  down the rut ted,  ramp, west  along the jeep-trai l  

/ toward the calm-flowing watercryinq and the Lion Kinq Sonq 
4  

in^Tweety 's  t iny voice.  Dream-seeing the concrete pylons on my r ight  

with the lovers painted the red of  my nai ls .  Dream-feel ing 

the car 's  bucking in and out  of  gull ies ,  wheels  digging into the sand 

and slowing the car ,  then rushing toward the rushing r iver  and 

hurl ing into the shallows with a  great  splash of water  that  s l ides ^ 

wan down the windshield,  s low as the car  inching toward the 

dark dropoff ,  the black water .  

Rambo's  you-hurt-me cry turns to screaming.  I  don' t  look back.  

I  don' t  look back even when Tweety screams too.  I  just  s i t  there 

wait ing for  the car  to inch farther  out  and under,  wondering i f  the 

i t  wil l  boq in the sand or  f loat  free,  and when i t  does begin to 

f loat^j^i i  Jafod s ink,  I  cl imb through the window and perch on the 

ledg^,  feet  ^^I 'nqN in the^aterTon the seat ,  and s tare north over 
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the rr  oo f a t  the r iver  funnel  i  rig between rock and cry t i l l  the 

screaming in the car  s tpp^* 

I ' t  look^Pl don' t  look^^I 'swim with the current  toward the mussel-shaped 

sand bar downriver ,  l is tening to the car  gurgle i ts  last ,  to the 

crickets  and locusts  buzzing.  The s i lence of my own not-crying.  

I  do i t ,  I  to  do i t ,  I  guess i t ' s  al l  r ight  

just  to dream i t  up.  I  s teer  the car  from the shoulder to the 

highway,  cross the bridge,  and head to the doctor  in Valdosta.  

They're sal  

— j f 

t fe  again,  "5? —^J\yyKQ^_^ t  

* 

yYY~UJL 

Daugharty 15 


