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Second t ime around the yard and £he hens l i f t  h igh on go ld  wax 

„ , t .  PaB t  /  and k i te  past  E l  ec^%£-3 lTHing w i thv j i is  legs spread l ike a 

cardboard ad in  a Min i t  Market .  He lunges for  the las t  hen and nabs 

wing,  opening i t  l ike a Spanish fary  ao-ho*p icks her  up,  f rant ic  

and f lounc ing,  and tucks her  under  h is  arm.  She set t les ,  c luck ing,  

pea eyes sh in ing f rom her  inset  head.  

The woman on the back porch f l ips  her  long p la t inum hai r  and 

t i t ters .  "Go on and get  the rest  o f  'em,"  she says.  "Teach June Bug 

to  loaf  o f f  and leave me."  Her  but t  i s  a bust le ,  how Elec l ikes h is  

women.  

He s toops to  s tu f f  the hen in to  a tomato crate,  then s tands wi th  

h is  b lue jeans r id ing myster ious ly /ow.  His  nappy head sp ikes s i lver  
A 

in  the sun.  He cocks h is  h ip  and l ights  a c igaret te  wi th  h is  hands 

cupped,  as i f  he 's  b lowing on a mouthharp.  "Yeah,"  he says,  " I  shore 

been want ing me some lay ing hens."  He doesn ' t  know i f  that  is  t rue 

exact ly ,  though he has coveted the fa t  whi te  hens s ince he came by to  

get  permiss ion to  c lear  the AT&T r ight -o f -way through the couple 's  

yard.  



i f  The woman f loats  l ike an a i red^ahgel  toward the end o f  the v ine-

twined porch and gazes up the d i r t  road.  She 's  wear ing a long denim 

sk i r t  and a t ight  magenta sh i r t  that  shows her  h iked ba l loon 

breasts .  Her  round whi te  face is  a makeup masterp iece.  

"Old man a in ' t  gone get  ahol t  o f  you for  le t t ing me have h is  

hens y  i s  he?"  E lec 's  b lue eyes b loom in  h is  sun-p ied face.  

"Belonged to  h is  mama,"  she says,  "but  I 'm the one 's  been 

feeding 'em s ince she d ied."  

"Huh!"  E lec takes a f ina l  draw on h is  c igaret te  and thumps i t  

to  the parched whi te  d i r t .  Then he id les o f f  around the br i t t le -

board corn cr ib  where the hens are huddled.  A c luster  o f  crock jugs 

and rusty  p lows are banked against  the back wal l .  He eyes a spal l ing 

lard jug,  p icks i t  up and sets  i t  down,  whi le  l is ten ing for  the 

owner 's  p ickup,  and hears on ly  the forever  cry  o f  a  hawk work ing the 

nor th  woods a long the d i r t  road to  the h ighway.  

"Y 'a l l  a in ' t  look ing to  get  shed o f  none o f  these o ld  jugs,  are 

you?"  he ho l lers .  

"Belonged to  June Bug 's  mama,"  the woman ca l ls .  "Ask h im."  

E lec e lects  the two hens t ipp ing toward the far  corner  o f  the 

cr ib .  He'd best  take just  the hens and go,  he dec ides.  Count  

h imsel f  lucky for  pu l l ing a fast  one on the woman,  who he wishes made 

h is  b lood r ise about  ha l f  as h igh as the jugs.  That 's  what  he 'd  l ike-

- that  o ld  fee l ing of  be ing young and lus ty  again.  He 's  52,  go ing on 

90—that 's  how he fee ls .  

He never  leaves a job wi thout  someth ing to  carry  home.  He 's  

s l ick  l ike that .  But  he 's  moved too qu ick,  th is  t ime,  can fee l  i t  in  

h is  bones,  should have wai ted t i l l  he got  permiss ion f rom the owner  
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of  the jugs and the woman and the hens to  p low in  the f iber  opt ic  

cable through the i r  yard.  Not  get  on the man's  bad s ide.  

The hens suspic ious ly  eyebal l  E lec and scoot  around the corner  

o f  the cr ib  as though not  to  a ler t  h im to  the i r  fear .  He dar ts  back 

and eases around the f ront  o f  the cr ib ,  meet ing them, and they 

scut t le  to  the rear  again,  f lu t ter ing low over  the banked jugs and 

p l 'ows.  And are drawn to  the crock lard jug which he 

could p lace by h is  k i tchen door  for  a  prop.  He can fee l  the f ro th  of  

words ins ide,  what  he w i l l  say when he te l ls  about  making the t rade.  

But  can ' t  qu i te  p ic ture who he ' l l  te l l ,  who w i l l  care.  

When he*} fcrporought  home the b i rddogging boat  f rom F lor ida,  on 

another  job,  Peg had shamed h im by ask ing where he in tended to  dock 

i t .  She hadn ' t  got  the po in t ,  the po in t  be ing that  the boat  was o l  

and in terest ing^and more impor tant ly  impor tant  in  that  he 'd  been ab le  

to  t rade the widow woman out  o f  i t  s imply  by poor-mouth ing her .  

Words,  jus t  words,  a l l  that  he was out  o f  pocket  for ,  a l l  i t  had cost  

h im.  That  he could do that  was impor tant .  

The hens are c i rc l ing the unpainted cabin again,  cack l ing and 

lac ing through the twiggy Nandinas,  weaving among the wood p i l la rs  

under  the house and out .  Each t ime Elec heads them o f f ,  they panic  

and par t  and k i te  up squawking.  He is  sweat ing now,  h is  pa l lor  

peek ing through the brown sp lo tches on h is  face.  A downtrodden Paul -

Newman type.  Used to  be dar ing.  Used to  f ly  h is  own p lane,  a  red 

and whi te  cub wi th  h is  name on the be l ly .  Now he makes t rades and 

spec ia l izes in  look ing p i t iab le .  
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The sun is  low over  the woods where doves coo,  and a  t ra in  

whis t le  sounds,  far -o f f  and lonesome.  The woman s t i l l  s tands on the 

end o f  the porch wi th  her  cheeky face t i l ted toward the d i r t  road.  

"Might  oughta g ive i t  up,"  she says to  Elec s tepping h igh past  the 

watershel f ,  qu ick for  a  b ig-be l l ied man.  Long bodied wi th  shor t  

legs.  

"Scared the o ld  man's  gone come up,  huh?"  be oay^^arrd laughs and 

l ights  another  c igaret te ,  watch ing the hens converge a t  the corner  o f  

the cr ib  again.  

"Me!  I  ain ' t  scared o f  June Bug,"  she says.  " I 'm just  s ick  and 

"A /  t i red of  th is  p lace."  She jerks her  head and her  t tH- i ie^ jny lony ha i r  

Makes E lec qu iver .  "How long y 'a l l  been l iv ing out  here a t  

Mayday?"  

"F ive or  s ix  months—since June Bug 's  mama d ied.  Feels  l i ke  a 

1 i fe t ime."  

"Don' t  l i ke  the country ,  huh?"  

"Can' t  se l l  no Mary Kaye out  here,  that 's  for  sure. "  She cuts  

her  wide b lue eyes about  the woods where the hot  sun sparks the p ine 

needles.  

"Where y 'a l l  f rom?" 

"Augusta,  that 's  where I 'm f rom;  June Bug 's  f rom r ight  around 

here. "  

"So you a Yankee,  r ight?"  Elec laughs,  g lances back a t  the 

road,  a  whi te  r ibbon s t i tched onto the green fabr ic  o f  woods.  

She doesn ' t  answer .  

qu ivers  
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"Bet  this  June Bug's  rough on you when he gets  mad?" Elec says 

to keep her  talking—he loves her  voice,  coy and bolt ing.  

"June Bug makes me laugh." She f loats  in her  long skir t  to the 

doorsteps facing the crib.  

Elec has just  f l ipped his  cigaret te  to the bare dir t  and s tar ted 

around the rear  of  the cr ib when he hears the roar  of  June Bug's  

pickup wallowing up the road.  Since Elec and his  crew started 

clearing the r ight-of-way,  two weeks ago,  he has seen June Bug up and 

down the dir t  road,  but  each t ime Elec s tops by the house,  only the 

woman is  home. He has one of the hens hemmed up between the plow and 

the lard jug when he hears the truck stop,  the door open and shut  and 

the owner talking to his  wife.  

"Hey,  Candy Block! What the hel l 's  he.  doing out  there?" 

"I 'm giving him the hens,  that 's  what ."  

"Ma's  hens?" 

"I 'm the one 's  been feeding 'em." 

Elec clamps the blue-black hen's  wings and l i f ts  her squawking 

and s tar ts  around the crib,  facing June Bug,  s tocky-strong with a  

round,  boyish face.  

"Put  that  hen down," says June Bug,  takes off  his  cap and resets  

i t .  He has bangs.  

Elec laughs.  "Looks l ike that 's  betwixt  you and your old lady 

there."  

"Here me,  June Bug," she cal ls  from the porch,  "I  ain ' t  messing 

with no more chickens."  

"Hush up!" June Bug says and raises one hand,  s t i l l  watching 

Elec.  
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"I ain't staying out here and minding no chickens while you 

off galivanting." 

June Bug tijjrns to Candy, then turns back with arched eyebrows as 

if he $38 delayed changing expressions. She ambles across the porch 

and through the screen door, slamming it. Elec stuffs the hen into 

the crate and wires it shut, and when he looks^yp^again, June Bug is 

staring down the barrel of a pistol. 

"Hey!" Elec says and steps back, holding both hands up like they 

do on tv. "You better watch out who you pulling a gun on, boy." 

June Bug tilts the gun^uft^ then levels it at Elec's heart. 

"June Bug, Lord amercy! Put that gun down!" yells Candy behind 

the gray mesh screen. 

Elec chuckles, scratches his head, and lights a cigarette. He's 

shaking, the flame of his lighter trembling and melting in the sun 

at seems to generate from the^sandyeriS-t and the silver pistol. 

"Ain't no call," he says, blowing smoke, "for taking this all so 

serious." 

"Serious enough you come stealing my chickens," says June Bug 

and punches the gun toward Elec as if to touch him, though they're 

standing a couple of yards apart. "How come you to think you could 

ome JUU/^ereand take over what's mine?" 

"Take over?" Elec squeaks. "Take over what? I was just taking 

these hens off your old lady's hands." 

"Uh huh," says June Bug. "Ever since you been working that line 

out there, you been nosing around here." 

"Hey, gal!" calls Elec. "Tell him you the one give me the 

chickens." 
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Candy s teps through the door ,  ho ld ing i t  open.  "He a in ' t . . .  I  

ain ' t . . .  I  can g ive what 's  mine when I  want  to . "  

"What  e lse you g ive h im?" June Bug says.  He doesn ' t  even look 

a t  her ,  and she jus t  s tands cur ious ly  watch ing.  

"Now wai t  a  minute, "  says E lec,  " I  got  g i r ls  her  age,  I  

ain ' t . . . "  

"Shutup!"  June Bug ho l lers ,  grabs the p is to l  wi th  both hands,  

s t i l l  a imed a t  E lec,  and braces h is  wfeoy-  boots  in  

the sun-charged sand.  "Now,"  says June Bug,  "see can ' t  you be 

le t t ing that  bunch o f  ch ickens out  o f  that  crate.  Then I  want  you to  

go in  yonder . "  He nods toward the house.  

"Huh!"  E lec laughs and scratches h is  head increduously .  " I  

a in ' t  f ix ing to  do no sech."  A l ready,  he is  unlatch ing the wi re  on 

the crate where the ch ickens cower  w i th  the i r  heads re t racted in  b lue-

b lack feathers .  

A shot  sounds l i ke  the screen door  has s lammed—a mere poop 

sound—and r ings out  over  the f ie ld  of  weeds behind the house.  

E lec 's  guts  knot  w i th  fear .  He s tands up and the ch ickens burs t  l i ke  

t r ick  f lowers f rom the crate and scut t le  to  the rear  o f  the cr ib .  

"Next  shot , "  says June Bug,  "and you one dead whi te  man."  

"Hey,  fe l la ' "  says E lec,  "you can ' t  shoot  me;  you gone be in  b ig  

t rouble i f  you do."  

" I  a in ' t  worr ied about  no t rouble, "  says June Bug and g lances 

about  the p ine woods empty o f  a l l  sound save the buzz o f  locusts ,  the 

ch i r rup of  f rogs.  E lec 's  work crew has knocked o f f  for  the day.  "Get  

on in  the house."  
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Jnaware of  crossing the yard,  Elec is  on the dipped board porch 

and passing through the screen door to the dim ki tchen where Candy is  

standing at  a square white table,  peering into a magnifying mirror  

^tfcxat  b lares her cheeky face:  wide blue eyes,  r immed in  black,  and 

rouge from her temples to her  g^rch^~~nose.  

Don't  you go br inging your mess in  here,"  she says to June Bug,  

coming through the door behind Elec with the gun in  his back.  She 

picks up the mirror  and places i t  on the counter  under the north 

window. 

Her high,  l ight  voice makes Elec feel  that  this whole business 

is  less that  ser ious,  that  i t  real ly  has nothing to do with him.  And 

he feels smal l  again.  

"Set  down," June Bug says and points with the pistol  to the 

ladder-back chaircfre hio lof t  at  the table.  

' I  a in ' t  cooking for  him," says Candy,  plucking her brows— 

what 's  lef t  of  them. 

Vou a in ' t  got  to feed him," says June Bug.  "He can starve for  

a l l  I  care."  

"What you up to now, June Bug?" She turns around.  

June Bug pul ls  out  the chair  next  to Elec and straddles i t .  

"Let '5  just  say he's my hostage."  

"Hostage?" she says,  and laughs.  "You're crazy!"  

And now Elec feels less smal l ,  less assured of  h is  safety,  the 

way her  coice has changed to almost  playful—that  coupled with the 

new fact .  
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June Bug d igs in  h is  jeans pocket  and takes out  a  fo ld  of  cash.  

H is  th ick  l ips  twi tch l ike he might  smi le .  But  he 's  count ing wi th  

the gun s t i l l  t ra ined on E lec.  

"What  you robbed now?" says Candy and f loats  to  the tab le .  

June Bug keeps count ing,  suck ing in  and whisper ing—"422,  423,  

444.  444,"  he repeats  and beams.  

"You a in ' t  got  the sense God g ive a b i l ly  goat , "  says Candy,  

a lmost  g leefu l ,  proud.  

"Hey!"  says E lec,  "You a in ' t  the one 's  been h i t t ing them Min i t  

Markets ,  are you?"  

June Bug laughs and t i l ts  back.  "Can ' t  keep your  mouth shut ,  

can you?"  The p is to l  wavers,  i t ' s  hol low barre l  bor ing b igger  the 

longer  E lec gazes in to  i t .  

t 
"Woman,"  June Bug says.  " j£ , f  you go ing wi th  me,  you bet ter  get  

J 
your  go ing duds."  

"Going?"  she squeals .  "Where? What  about  my. . .?"  She touches 

her  ha i r ,  pac ing.  

"Going where?"  says E lec.  

"At lanta, "  says June Bug.  "Guess who's  dr iv ing?"  

"Who?" 

"You."  

"Me?"  

"We a in ' t  needing no s lowdy-poke l ike that  o ld  man,"  says 

Candy.  "You gone le t  h im dr ive your  t ruck?"  

"Slowdy-poke?"  says E lec.  

"They done onto me,"  says June Bug.  "Got  my t ruck spot ted.  Me 

too.  "  
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"I ain't driving y'all nowheres," says Elec and stands up with 

his britches riding dangerously low, as if he guesses he'll go home 

now. "Not me, I ain't..." 

June Bug stands, still straddling the chair with his stocky legs 

-^nd pokes the pistol point in Elec's ear. "I can l^ake your old truck 

just as easy. Leave you here for the buzzards." 

Candy has changed into tight white jeans and a red knit halter 

top for the trip; she is lugging a blue-metallic train case and a 

huge brown suitcase toward Elec's old green pickup out front. Elec 

its under the steerino. wheel and June Bug in the middle, waiting in 
U/ 

the orangy light of iphe going sun. 

"I tell you what," says Elec, "when Mama sees I ain't in by 

dark, she comes looking." Mama is what he calls Peg calls her 

at all. 

"And what's she gone find?" says June Bug. 

Elec doesn't answer; he knows P.eg ^>on't come. She^has given up 

searching and worrying since she 1 earn^ff'^hat Elec^ouT^ come and go 

as he please^. If he didn't want to go home, he didn't; now she does 

the same. Could be at the picture show right now for all he knows. 

Or out to eat with one of the girls from Wal-mart, where she works in 

Valdosta. He wonders where he went wrong. What has happened since 

the kids got grown and on their own? He used to keep all of them on 

their toes. Once, he got drunk and landed his plane in the yard and 

t-^^frobe^u^^^ramm^^through the kitchen wall where Peg and the kids 

were eating. 
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"Get  the he l l  on here,  Candy,"  ho l lers  June Bug and s laps the 

seat  w i th  h is  palm.  "Women!"  

"June Bug!"  Candy ho is ts  the brown su i tcase in to  the back o f  

the t ruck,  gets  in ,  breath less,  and p laces the t ra in  case on the 

f loor  and c loses the door ,  scoot ing June Bug wi th  h is  p is to l  c loser  

to  Elec.  Her  p la t inum hai r  makes her  look l ike she 's  mel t ing;  her  

hot  body sends o f f  exc i ted vapors o f  per fume.  

E lec f idd les wi th  the key in  the ign i t ion—you have to  touch the 

s tar ter  jus t  r ight  or  i t  won' t  catch.  He dec ides not  to  do i t  just  

r ight  and fee ls  the cool^sweet  meta l  o f  the p is to l  barre l  in  h is  ear  

and t ips  the ign i t ion in  that  way that  he has o f  coaz ing the o ld  

The sun goes down and the moon comes up,  opposi te  and the same,  

fac ing one another ,  the moon s i lver  and the sun go ld ,  f i l ig reed 

l ight .  As the sun d imin ishes i ts  golden g low,  the moon lends a 

s i lvery  sk im to  the smooth gray d i r t  o f  the road ahead.  

"Gone keep to  the back roads t i l l  we get  up about  Adele, "  says 

Wi th  June Bug g iv ing d i rect ions,  Elec ju t ters  the ra t t ly  p ickup 

nor th  f rom one d i r t  road to  the next ,  cross ing two major  h ighways,  

which he knows but  hard ly  recognizes f rom that  angle and in  the eer ie  

s i lver  l ight  o f  the moon.  Not  another  house or  moving vehic le  in  

s ight .  

"A in ' t  you got  no headl ights  on th is  th ing?"  says June Bug.  

"Nope,"  says E lec,  " I  a in ' t . "  

June Bug s tamps the f loor  wi th  h is  boots .  

June Bug 
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Candy s i ts  forward wi th  her  decorated face craned.  "We a in ' t  

^get t ing on no 1-75 wi thout  \ ights ,  are we?"  

" I  be damned!"  says June Bug.  The p is to l  is  stuck between h is  

knees l i ke  a bag o f  popcorn.  

For  a  minute,  E lec fee ls  tough,  in  cont ro l ,  h is  o ld  f ly -boy 

se l f ,  then fee ls  week,  hungry,  lonesome for  Mama.  

Hel l  1  says June Bug.  "You don ' t  mean. . .  You a lways 

t inker ing around wi th  th is  t rap.  How come you a in ' t  got  no l ights?"  

Ain t  needed none."  E lec is  a lways home by dark—here la te ly .  

"Shi t 1 "  says Candy B lock.  " I  say we go back and get  your  t ruck,  

June Bug."  

Can ' t ,  Candy."  June Bug sounds whipped.  "They got  the tag 

number . "  

"How you know?" 

"Heared i t  on the rad io . "  

"You done messed up,  man,"  says E lec.  

"Hush yo mouth,  o ld  man."  June Bug ra ises one hand,  preacher  

l i ke .  "Stop th is  ra t t le- t rap."  

Elec s tops in  the middle o f  the raod.  

Cut  i t  o f f  and get  out , "  says June Bug.  

E lec swi tches the key to  o f f  but  the engin "You 

have to  g ive i t  a minute.  I t  goes dead and the f rogs '  ch i r rup ing 

comes a l ive.  Katyd ids r ing in  the ^^ ' i l ^ r l^ f in ing the road d i tches.  

Now get  on out  and see can ' t  you get  them l ights  to  work ing,"  

June Bug says.  
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"You fixing to come out on 136," says June Bug. "Two or three 

crossroads up." 

. Elec is sure he's wrong: unless the moon has 

north to south, he'^"wrong. Elec is driving with the moon, west. He 
c 

doesn't say anything. They have to be headed to Valdosta—fine by 

him. There, the law will stop him for not having headlights and 

he'll be home-free, home to Mama. If. she's home, that is. He'll 

tell her all about the chickens and June Bug, about Candy Block—what 

kind of name is that?—making eyes at him. He's got to think about 

the last part. But it would be good to make Peg believe that some 

woman found him sexy, sure, in shape. 

"Take a right up here," says June Bug, pointing with his pistol, 

/and Elec does and angles east into the moon, a fired disk in the tVioh 

atcscL-sky. "Ain't you got no map?" 

"Ain't had nare use for one till now," says Elec. 

"I got a notion we fixing to end up back at the house," says 

Candy Block. "What I say." 

"I ain't asked you," says June Bug. 

"Well, June Bug, looks like to me you could listen for a 

change." 

"A woman ain't got no sense of direction," he says. 

"I got about as much sense of direction as you have." 
/ / — 

r H e  e l b o w s  h e r  a c r o s s  t h e  n e c k f  s h e  s q u e a l s  a n d  r a m s  t h e  d o o r .  

CryingJLike a baby. 

« — " Y o u  a i n ' t  y o l  n o  C & l l  l u  y o  h i l t l h g  n o  l a d y , "  s a y s  E l e c  a n d  

*bits thy brakes. 
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"Yot^-a^f t -Hr-gcr t r -^^  your  nose in  my bus iness,"  says 

'  A June Bug,  goos ing h im in  the r ibs  wi th  the p is to l .  E lec f l inches,  w 

dr ives,  watches Candy B lock wi th  her  ^moogla- t  head shak ing.  

"Now,  shoog,"  says June Bug,  turn ing to  Candy B lock and hook ing 

one arm around her  shoulders .  

"Now shoog.  he l l ! "  h isses Elec.  

" I f  i t  wadn' t  for  h im,  June Bug,"  she says in  a h igh teary  

whine,  "we wouldn ' t  be in  th is  f ix ,  los t  and a l l . "  

"Me!"  E lec ye l ls .  " I  a in ' t  the one s tuck jLp them Min i t  

Markets . "  
<r n Ji : 3N J 
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"Shi t ! "  says June Bug and s i ts  s t ra ight  wi th  the p is to l  again 

between h is  knees,  but t  up.  

"What  say we turn around,"  says E lec,  "and get  a  f resh s tar t?  

Go on back to  y 'a l l ' s  house and see i f  we can ' t  f ind the way f rom 

there. "  

"You mean,"  says June Bug,  "you go on home,  and we set  there and 

wai t  for  the law,  r ight?"  

"Or  turn yourse l f  in  one.  Four-hundred and for ty- four  do l lars  

a in ' t  gone get  you far  nohow."  

"Turn le f t  up there, "  says June Bug and po in ts  to  the moonl i t  

c ross o f  sandy d i r t  where a  wi thered oak is  hung wi th  moss.  "That ' l l  

br ing us out  on 136."  

E lec takes a le f t  and is  dr iv ing wi th  the moon again.  

" I  need to  s top,"  says Candy B lock,  " I  do,  June Bug."  

"Hold i t  a minute. "  

" I  done have."  
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"Stop the t ruck.  "  

^ e c  s id les the t ruck a long the r im of  the d i tch as i f  there is  

t ra f f ic  behind,  and Candy B lock opens the door  and s teps in to  the 

woods.  

When she gets  in  again,  E lec s tar ts  to  sh i f t  in to  f i rs t ,  h i ts  

reverse,  and backs in to  the d i tch wi th  the r ight  rear  wheel  dropping 

and the hood t ipp ing up.  They rock and wobble,  a l l  three heads 

knock ing the back g lass;  Candy B lock squeals  and June Bug ye l ls  

"Whoa!"  E lec cuts  the engine and a l l  sound s inks beneath the throb 

of  the woods.  

E lec opens h is  door  and gets  out  w i th  June Bug behind h im.  

"A in ' t  wor th  wast ing a bu l le t  on,"  he says,  though not  exact ly  to  

E l e C"  

Elec leads around the rear  o f  the t ruck where the bumper  %h 

i s  f lush wi th  the d i r t .  "A in ' t  gone be get t ing 

i t  out  o f  there, "  he says,  "not  wi thout  a  t ractor . "  

Don' t  say, "  says June Bug.  "Bai l  out ,  Candy,  we go ing back for  

my t ruck. "  i  > 

She gets  out ,  panickyyrnold ing the b lue-meta l l ic  case wi th  both 

hands and fo l lows them a long the t ruck t racks.  By the t ime they 

reach the f i rs t  cross ing,  she s tar ts  compla in ing that  her  feet  are 

b l is tered and June Bug has to  carry  her  and the case.  The p is to l  is  

now los t  in  the complex i ty  o f  shadows and denim-swaddled f lesh,  and 

Elec could h ike out  through the woods i f  he l iked.  No po in t :  he 's  

los t  and he knows June Bug has g iven h im up as a  hostage,  the game is  

up.  He doesn ' t  know when the game was up,  but  i t ' s  up.  June Bug has 

los t  in terest  or  nerve and has abandoned h is  or ig ina l  p lan.  
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At the next  cross ing,  E lec hanas back and watches June Bug and 

s t r ikes out  west  w i th  the moon.  He looks back once to  see i f  June 

Bug is  fo l lowing,  but  sees on ly  h is  own footpr in ts  in  the s i lvery  

sand.  Coming home,  Mama!  

At  the next  cross ing,  he sp ies h is  t i re  t racks,  where he had 

turned le f t  before,  and dec ides that  i f  he fo l lows them beyond the 

turnof f ,  he ' l l  end up on 84 and can h i tchh ike in to  Valdosta.  He is  

hungry and th i rs ty ,  out  o f  c igaret tes.  His  s inuses burn.  H is  be l ly  

is  l ike a sack o f  br icks,  which he can see shadowed on the sar^and 

knows he 's  heading west  again wi thout  even look ing up a t  the moon,  

westbound too-  How d id  he do that? 

sand toward h im-  He s tar ts  to  dar t  out  in  a patch o f  p ine sappl ings,  

but  they look so whipped and p i t i fu l  that  he doesn ' t  even bother .  

"Y 'a l l  come on,"  he says and ambles south,  for  sure th is  t ime.  

He can hear  them breath ing behind h im,  her  sn i f f l ing as i f  she s  

been cry ing again-  The sound o f  f lesh s lapping f lesh-  At  f i rs t ,  he 

th inks June Bug has s lapped her  again.  But  when he turns,  he sees 

June Bug 's  hand on h is  own arm and knows he has s lapped a mosqui to .  

"Y 'a l l  a in ' t  got  no bug spray in  that  case there,  have you?"  E lec 

ca l ls  back,  keeps walk ing.  So do they.  

"How far  you reckon before we get  back to  Mayday? says June 

Bug.  

"Valdosta 's  more l i ke  i t . "  

"Valdosta, "  says Candy B lock.  " I 'm starv ing to  death. "  

Candy B lock—her on foot  now,  Ir^ foot—ramble ahead,  and then 

At  the next  cross ing,  he sp ies June Bug and Candy 
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Jpfie Bug stops in the road*. •^tamp-ing-r "If you ain't tyuqgry, you 

f  S  »  8 #  ® 7  <  
k—gcJtta pee* if your feete; =* a i yuur i tfett chmj-1 t hurting, it's your head." 

.7 / 
She starts to cry, and they trudge off again in Elec's tracks, 

June Bug and then Candy Block. 

"Women!" says June Bug. And in a minute, "You ain't married, 

are you?" he says. 

"Me?" says Elec. "Yeah, I am. Been married going on 35 year." 

"She ain't no nag, is she?" 

t^^~~ "Not too bad. How long y'all been married." 

"None yet." 

"Oh," says Elec, "y'all just living together." 

"Candy Block's been married before, ain't divorced yet." 

Elec turns to look at her, waddling up the road, sniffling but 

barely crying. Her hair shimmers in the moonlight. Just a child. 

H^/ circles back and drapes one arm around her shoulder, and she Lays 

V /V 
\^y into him. "Don't cry," he says, "June Bug don't mean hal f^he says." 

"Hell^I don't!" says June Bug, in the lead again. Pistol 

shining from the waist of his pants where it is stuck. "Man, you 

take her." 

"I got girls her age," says Elec. 

"Well, have another one." June Bug stalks off ahead. 

"How old are you?" says Elec, sticky with her hot body close to 

his. No feeling except that. 

"Twenty-four," she says, "last birthday." 

" W e l l , "  h e  s a y s ,  " y o u  j u s t  s t a r t i n g  o u t ,  g o t  y o u r  w h o l e  l i f e  

ahead of you." 
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She loosens up and places one arm around his body with her 

ballooned breasts pressing into his side. He feels hotter, and as 

they say, more otherwise than weatherwise. "Bet you wish you hadn't 

never laid eyes on that scandel, huh?" 

"Who, June Bug?" she says and grazes Elec with her wide blue 

eyes. "W^^cou^se^1 don't. v 

" aygpxtery 4ays Elec,, "fie^s^dofie gone c?f f and left us." 

"June Bug'11 surprise you," she said. And by the time they 

reach the next scruboak in the row, June Bug darts out behind them. 

\^^"Boo{" he says and laughs, waving his arms, a pinwheel of 

shadows on the dirt. "I swannee to goodness," he says, "a man can't 

turn his back without another one trying to beat his time." 

Elec lets go of the girl and edges over on the road so that June 

Bug is walking between them. "Fella," Elec says, "I got one waiting 

on me at h$me." He hopes so, he hopes Peg is worried sick. What 

time is it? Twelve, maybe one. He hopes one. 
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