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CHAPTER ONE

	He said he’d be home by seven.

	I closed the diner early for it. Flipped the sign at four, sent Rosa home with pie for her boys, and stood in my own kitchen for the first time in what felt like a year, making green chile stew because twelve years ago I’d married a man who once ate three bowls of it at my father’s counter and asked me to marry him with the spoon still in his hand.

	Twelve years. I set two places. I even found the candles, way back behind the good platter we never used, and then I felt foolish about the candles and put them back, and then I took them out again and lit them, because a woman is allowed to light a candle on her own anniversary in her own house.

	At seven I turned the stew to low.

	At eight I called his phone and it went straight through to nothing, which meant church, which meant the clubhouse, which meant don’t call again.

	At nine I made his plate, covered it in foil, and put it in the refrigerator. I want to be honest about that part. I didn’t slam anything. I didn’t cry. I folded the foil down neat around the edge of the plate the way you’d tuck in a child, and I blew out the candles, and I sat in the dark a while listening to the swamp cooler tick, and that was the whole fight. That was what twelve years had made of us. We didn’t even fight out loud anymore. We just put things in the refrigerator.

	The headlights came up the lane at twenty to eleven.

	I knew his bike before I saw it the way you know your own heartbeat, that low stumble in the idle when he rolled off the throttle at the cattle guard. I heard the kickstand. I heard his boots on the porch boards, and then the screen door, careful, the way a man opens a door when he knows what’s waiting behind it isn’t going to yell at him and almost wishes it would.

	“June.”

	“There’s a plate in the fridge,” I said.

	Beckett Vance stood in my kitchen doorway with the desert still on him. Smoke and gasoline and creosote, and under it that warm leather smell I’d been sleeping next to for twelve years. Big man going gray at the temples now, and even after everything, my body still turned toward him like a screen door swinging on its own weight. That’s the part nobody tells you about a marriage in trouble. The wanting doesn’t have the decency to leave first.

	“Church ran long,” he said.

	“It always does.”

	He looked at the table then. The two plates were gone, but the candles were still sitting there with their wicks black, and I watched him see them. Something went through his face — there and gone, like a fish under water. Twelve years ago he’d have crossed the kitchen and put his hands in my hair and said the date out loud just to prove he carried it. Tonight he took the plate out of the refrigerator and ate it cold, standing at the counter, and said it was good, and it was, and neither one of those facts helped anything.

	“Happy anniversary, Hound,” I said, and went up to bed.

	He came up an hour later. He lay down on his side of the bed and I lay on mine, and there was a whole county of cotton between us, and he reached over once and put his hand flat on my hip, just rested it there, and I let him, and we both lay in the dark pretending that counted.

	* * *

	His alarm went off at ten to five.

	Run day. There was a run every few weeks lately, more than there used to be, south to Verde or out to the river towns, club business that came home as diesel money and a man who talked even less than usual. I never asked what the business was. Old ladies don’t ask, my mother-in-law would have told me, if I’d had one. The desert teaches you the same thing for free.

	I got up when he got in the shower. That was the ritual, twelve years deep, and I want you to understand I did it that morning like every morning, with no idea at all. I went down, started his coffee, and pulled his saddlebags off the bench by the door to pack them.

	He’d have done it himself. He always said so. But I’d packed my father’s bags as a girl, standing on a milk crate at the diner so I could reach the counter, and there are some things your hands keep doing long after the reason for them is gone. Rain shell, because June builds thunderheads in the afternoon no matter what the sky says at dawn. Jerky from the diner. The little first-aid roll. The flask, filled with coffee, never whiskey, a joke between us so old it had stopped being said out loud.

	The left bag’s zipper had been sticking since spring. I’d been after him for a month to wax it. It stuck again, halfway, the way it always did, so I did what I always did and went to the right bag instead.

	The rain shell in the right bag was rolled tight, shoved low. I pulled it out to repack it properly.

	Underneath, taped flat against the leather at the bottom of the bag, was a phone.

	Not his phone. His phone was on the kitchen counter six feet from me, charging, screen down, same as every night of our marriage. This was a flip phone, the cheap plastic kind they sell at gas stations next to the lighters. The tape holding it was duct tape gone soft and gray at the edges, the kind of gray tape gets from being peeled back and pressed down again. Many times. Over a long time.

	I stood there with the rain shell in my hands.

	The shower was running upstairs. The coffee maker breathed behind me. The window over the sink was going from black to gray, and somewhere out toward the highway a truck downshifted, and I stood in my kitchen looking at a hidden telephone in my husband’s saddlebag like a woman looking at a snake in a drawer, doing that arithmetic women do. How long. Who. Whether to want to know.

	There was something behind the phone.

	Paper, folded once, gone soft along the crease the way paper gets when a thumb has traveled it. I worked it loose without disturbing the tape and unfolded it on the counter, and it was a photograph. A real one, printed glossy, not off a home printer.

	A man at a gas pump.

	A stranger, was my first thought. Heavyset through the shoulders, road jacket, trucker cap pulled low, gray beard wanting a trim. Caught mid-motion from a distance, the way you’d photograph a man who didn’t know it was happening — half-turned toward the pump, one hand up on the nozzle.

	Then the stranger stood wrong, and my stomach knew before I did.

	He was standing with his weight shifted off the right knee. Hip cocked, boot turned out. I’d watched that stance behind a griddle for eighteen years. Bad knee from a spill on the Salt River road before I was born, and he stood crooked at every gas pump, every counter, every graveside of his life.

	Then the knife. On his belt, half out of frame. Elk-horn handle, brass at the butt, worn pale where a thumb would ride. I had held that knife a hundred times. I had cut bait with it, and birthday cake once, when the diner knives all went missing the summer I turned ten.

	Then the face came apart from the cap and the beard and put itself back together, jaw and brow and the deep squint creases, older, heavier, gray where it had been brown.

	Dad.

	I didn’t make a sound. I’m telling this the way it happened, and the way it happened is quiet. The kitchen stayed the kitchen. The coffee maker finished and sighed. And I stood holding a photograph of Ray Sutton, my father, who walked out of my life when I was eighteen years old and died in Sonora a month before my wedding, twelve years ago. We never got a body back. I chalked his coffee order on the board at the diner and called it a grave.

	In the bottom corner of the photograph, burned into the print in small orange numbers, the kind a cheap camera stamps so you can’t argue with it, was a date.

	05·21·26.

	I looked at it for a long time. I looked at it the way you look at a word that’s stopped meaning anything. Then the water shut off upstairs, and the house went quiet enough to hear the floor take his weight, and my hands started moving without me.

	Phone out of my robe pocket. Two pictures of the photograph — the first one caught the glare and I made myself slow down, tilt it, take it again clean. Fold the print along its own soft crease. Slide it back behind the flip phone. Press the gray tape down at the same angle it had been, low and flat against the leather. Rain shell rolled tight on top. Jerky. First-aid roll. Flask. Buckle.

	Beckett came down with his hair wet, and I handed him his coffee, and he kissed the top of my head the way he did, and took his bags off the bench.

	“Back by sundown,” he said. “Verde and back.”

	“Ride safe,” I said.

	He looked at me a second longer than he needed to. Or maybe he didn’t. Maybe that’s only something I put there afterward, the way you redraw a morning once you know what it was. Then the screen door, the boots, the stumbling idle catching and smoothing out, and my husband rode off into the gray with a hidden phone and my father’s photograph buckled into his right-hand bag.

	I stood at the sink until I couldn’t hear him anymore.

	My father had been dead for twelve years.

	Somebody had taken his picture three weeks ago.

	
CHAPTER TWO

	The bell over the door at Sutton’s has hung there since the summer I was born.

	My father put it up himself, a brass shopkeeper’s bell off a dead man’s hardware store in Flagstaff, and he used to say it was the only honest alarm system in Arizona because it couldn’t be cut and it never lied about who was coming in. The spring’s been replaced twice. The bell never has. When I unlocked the diner at half past five that morning and pushed the door open with my hip, it said what it always says, one bright note into the dark, and for the first time in twelve years the sound went through me like a hook.

	Because here is the story of my life the way I had been telling it.

	My mother died when I was four, on the kitchen floor of the house we still live in, of something in her heart nobody had ever found. My father raised me at this diner. I did homework in the corner booth and learned fractions off the pie chart and got my first kiss out back by the propane tank, and through all of it the Smoke Tree MC came and went off the highway like weather, because Ray Sutton wore their bottom rocker before I was born. Road captain. He rode out front. Walt Calloway — Boone, everybody called him, the man who founded the club — sat at my father’s counter three mornings a week for twenty years, and when Boone went off the canyon road the spring I turned eighteen, my father carried his casket and came home with a face I didn’t recognize.

	Five weeks later, Ray Sutton was gone.

	No note. No goodbye. His bed made, his razor gone, the cash drawer untouched, which everyone agreed proved he hadn’t been robbed and I always thought proved something worse. The club searched. I’ll say that for them — they searched for months, and no one searched harder than Orren Pike. Anvil. He was president by then, stepped up after Boone, and he’d sit in that corner booth with maps spread out and coffee going cold and tell me, June-bug, a man doesn’t just evaporate. We’ll run him down.

	They never ran him down. I looked for seven years. I called county morgues from here to Bakersfield. I learned what a man’s silence does to a daughter, which is that it doesn’t break her heart, it just keeps it permanently open, like a door with a rock against it, so the weather gets in year-round.

	And then, a month before my wedding, Anvil came into the diner alone one morning, took his hat off, and put a newspaper clipping on my counter, folded once. A fire in a workers’ bar outside Hermosillo. Eleven men. One of them carried papers with the name Raymond Sutton.

	I didn’t want you walking down the aisle still looking at the door, he said. And he stood there with his hat in his hands while I read it, and then he held me while I cried, with his big arms around me smelling of cigarettes and sun, and I have loved that man like family for twelve years because of that morning.

	There was never a body to bring home. You don’t get bodies home out of a thing like that, he told me, gently, and I believed him, because why would anyone lie about a fire.

	I put the clipping in the keepsake box on my closet shelf, with my mother’s ring and my hospital bracelet and the photograph of my parents at the river. And I came down to the diner the next morning and chalked one line at the top of the specials board in his own block printing, copied off an old order pad:

	RAY — BLACK, TWO SUGARS.

	It has been there for twelve years. Rosa knows not to touch it. The summer kid we hire knows not to touch it. I chalk the specials around it every morning of my life, and that line is the only grave my father ever got.

	That was the story. I had built a marriage on it, and a business, and whatever a self is. And at half past five that morning I tied my apron, started the coffee, wrote MEATLOAF — GREEN CHILE — PEACH PIE under my father’s order in my own ordinary hand, and waited for the rush, with his photograph dated three weeks ago sitting in my phone like a live coal.

	* * *

	The rush came and went. Earl took his crossword and his eggs at the counter. A pack of linemen out of Page filled the corner booth and tipped like sinners. Rosa ran the floor and I ran the griddle, and a diner is a mercy that way — for three hours my hands belonged to other people’s breakfasts and not to me.

	At ten I told Rosa I had to do the produce order, and I shut myself in the office, which is a closet with a desk in it, and I looked at the photograph properly.

	I made myself be cold about it. Shock is a wave; it had broken the day before in my kitchen and I wasn’t going to let it break twice. So I worked it like an order ticket, top to bottom, one item at a time.

	The man first. Heavier than my father had been, but eighteen years will do that. The stance, the knife, the squint — I’d done all that math already and it kept coming out the same. What got me, looking longer, was the coat. A canvas road jacket, fleece at the collar, gone white along the zipper line from years of wear. I had never seen it before. Of course I hadn’t. My father had been alive somewhere for eighteen years, wearing out coats I never saw, and there was a whole closet of them somewhere, a closet of strange worn-out coats, and that thought did something to me that the photograph itself hadn’t. The dead don’t wear out coats. He’d been living. Living takes choosing, every morning, and not one of those mornings had he chosen the road that came back to me.

	So the anger arrived, finally, about eighteen hours behind the shock, and I let it sit down and stay. It was better company than grief. Grief had had twelve years and never once told me the truth.

	The place next. Gas station, but not one of ours — the pumps were an off-brand white, an awning shadow cutting hard across the concrete, and behind the lot the land lifted into a long mesa with a flat shoulder and a rust-red cliff line riding the top of it like a scar. Red country. North country. Down our way the desert is pale — caliche and creosote, bone colors. That red lives up on the plateau, hours from here. I knew that skyline the way you know a song off a radio in another room. I couldn’t name it. It would not stop almost being familiar.

	And the last item on the ticket, the one I’d been leaving for the end because it was the worst: where I’d found it.

	Taped into my husband’s saddlebag. Behind a phone he’d hidden from me with tape that had been peeled and pressed a hundred times.

	I want to be fair to the woman in that office chair, because she was working with what she had. Maybe Beckett was looking for Ray. Maybe somebody had sent him the picture, some long-cold favor coming home, and he was protecting me from a hope that might not land. That was the kind version and I tried it on like a coat of my own, and it didn’t fit, and here is why. A man protecting his wife hides a thing for a week, maybe a month, with new tape. That tape was gray and soft and old. Whatever my husband knew, he had known it a long time, and he had ridden out of our driveway twelve hours after our anniversary with my dead father buckled into his luggage and told me he was going to Verde.

	Tell Beckett? The photograph lived in Beckett’s bag.

	Tell the club? The bag belonged to the club’s man, and the club had searched for Ray Sutton with maps and cold coffee and never found a thing, and I was suddenly, coldly interested in that, too.

	Pearl Calloway crossed my mind. Boone’s widow, out on her five acres with his garage kept like a church. She had buried a husband off that same canyon road the same spring I lost mine, and something in me said her before I could say why. I set it aside. Not yet.

	Alone, then. I’d looked for my father alone for seven years. I still had all the tools.

	I deleted nothing, backed the pictures up to the cloud under a folder named INVENTORY, and went out front to chalk the pie.

	* * *

	Beckett came home at sundown, like he said.

	I heard the bell of him — not brass, just that idle stumbling at the cattle guard — and by the time he’d backed the bike into the carport I was on the porch with a beer for him, because that was the ritual and I was suddenly very interested in keeping every ritual we had exactly alive.

	He looked tired in the good way, road-wind tired. He took the beer, took my waist, kissed me at the hairline. “Missed you,” he said, and the terrible part is I believed that, too. Both things were true in him at once. I was starting to see the shape of my marriage. Both things, always, at once.

	“How was Verde?”

	“Hot. Straight down and back.” He rolled his shoulder, that click it does. “Tully bought lunch and cried about it.”

	“Stop anywhere?”

	“Gas and go.” He smiled into the beer. “You know how it is.”

	While he showered I took the trash out, which is what I told myself I was doing with a half-empty bag. The carport light is on his bike before anything else, and I stood in it and looked.

	Cinder Wells sits on pale ground. South to Verde is two hours of bone-white caliche and chalk dust; it powders a bike like flour, I’ve watched it come home on club iron my whole life. What was packed into the fender wells and dusted up the fork legs of my husband’s Dyna was fine and red, rust-red, plateau red.

	Red country. North country.

	The same red that rode the cliff line behind my father’s shoulder in a photograph stamped three weeks ago.

	I put the bag in the can and went inside, and when he came down with his hair wet I had his plate ready, and we ate at the kitchen table like married people, and he told a story about Tully and the lunch check and I laughed in the right place. He put his hand over mine on the table. I let him. He kissed my hair on the way to bed.

	Twelve years I had packed that man’s bags and believed every road he said they rode.

	He told me Verde. The desert told me north.

	I turned off the porch light, stood a minute in my dark kitchen listening to the swamp cooler tick, and started keeping count.

	
CHAPTER THREE

	Sundays belonged to the club.

	They had since before I could walk. The Smoke Tree clubhouse is an old roadhouse on 89 south of town, bought for back taxes the year I was born, and I learned to swim in the stock tank behind it and took my first steps, my father always claimed, on its pool table. Other families had church. We had carne asada smoke rising off split drums every Sunday afternoon, thirty bikes nosed into a line, and a brotherhood my father had helped pour the foundation of, back when it was Boone Calloway’s club and the bottom rocker still smelled like new thread.

	I want that understood before anything else. People hear motorcycle club and think they know the shape of it. What I knew was Moss teaching me to ride figure eights behind the diner at fifteen. What I knew was a wall of leather-backed men at my mother’s funeral when I was four, and again at my wedding, and a hundred Sundays of somebody’s kid asleep on a cut spread out in the shade. The club was not a thing that happened to my life. It was the architecture of it.

	So when we rolled in that Sunday, two days after I’d found my dead father in my husband’s saddlebag, I did what any woman raised by that family would do.

	I smiled at all of it, and I started looking at it like a stranger.

	Beckett parked us in the line and put his hand at the small of my back walking in, and we looked, I am sure, like what we’d always been. The tracker and the diner girl. Twelve years and still his hand at her back. Nobody watching us cross that lot could have known about a plate going cold under foil, or a flip phone taped into leather, and that was its own lesson, walking through the smoke. Everyone here looked exactly like what they’d always been. I had stopped trusting that sentence two days ago.

	“Junie Vance.” Moss met us by the drums with tongs in one hand and his arms already open. “Tell your old man he still owes me from Verde.”

	“He told me you cried about a lunch check.”

	“I wept like a child,” Moss said solemnly, and folded me into a hug that smelled of mesquite and beer. Moss is six and a half feet of easy. He has a laugh that starts in his boots, and he is the closest thing to a brother my only-child life ever issued me. When the music stopped at my wedding and there was no Ray Sutton to dance the father’s dance, it was Moss who crossed the floor, held out his hand, and said come on, Junebug, before the quiet could finish breaking my heart. I have loved him without effort for thirty years.

	Tully ran the grill the way he runs everything, like a man defusing it. The vice president of the Smoke Tree MC is built like a fireplug and talks like a fence post, and the lunch check story was true — he confirmed it in eleven words and went back to the meat. So that part of Verde had happened. I stood in the smoke filing that away, learning the grammar of it. A good lie isn’t a false story. It’s a true story with one road missing.

	I went inside for lemonade and that’s where the bar got me.

	Behind the bottles, on the high shelf where nobody’s glass goes, sits a heavy white diner mug with a chip out of the handle and SMOKE TREE in flaked gold. Boone Calloway’s mug. It came off my father’s own counter thirty years ago, and it has sat on that shelf since the spring they buried him, washed twice a year, used never. I’d seen it a thousand times.

	That Sunday I saw it.

	A dead man’s coffee order, kept like a flame nobody’s allowed to touch. The club had their shelf and I had my chalkboard, and we’d both spent two decades tending little graves with steam coming off them. The only difference, I thought, standing there with the lemonade going warm in my hand, is that lately I had reason to wonder who exactly was buried under mine.

	“He drank it half cold.”

	Pearl Calloway was at the end of the bar. I hadn’t heard her come in, which tells you something, because that room creaks like a ship. Boone’s widow comes to maybe two Sundays a year, sits an hour, leaves before the horseshoes start. She is a tall woman gone silver, dressed that day in pressed denim, and she was looking at the mug the way you look at weather on the horizon.

	“Let it sit till the steam quit,” she said. “Drove the girls at the counter crazy. Your daddy used to put his cup on the grill shelf out of spite, just to serve it hotter.”

	“I remember,” I said, though what I remembered was smaller than that and I wanted hers.

	Pearl’s eyes came down off the shelf and rested on me a moment. Gray eyes, river-stone eyes. “How’s the diner, June.”

	“Standing.”

	“That’s most of it,” she said, and patted my hand once, dry and light as paper, and carried her glass out to the shade.

	The long table under the ramada is Anvil’s. Court, Beckett calls it, not entirely joking. By late afternoon Orren Pike had a half circle of brothers and two of the older kids around him and was telling the one about Boone and the borrowed sheriff’s horse, which I have heard fifty times and which is funnier every year, and I drifted over with the women and the beer because that is what Sunday is, and because the man at the head of that table had handed me a folded newspaper clipping twelve years ago, and I wanted to watch him a while with my new stranger’s eyes.

	Here is the truth about Anvil. He is easy to love. He’s seventy-one years old and square as a foundation block, forearms like rolled roasts, white hair cropped down to bristle, and he holds a yard the way a stove holds a kitchen. Everything happens with reference to him. He’d buried two presidents’ worth of years in that club, stepped up when Boone died and steered it through the lean ones, and he has asked after my diner’s roof, my produce man, and my husband’s temper every Sunday of my married life. While he talks he peels an orange. One unbroken spiral, thumb riding the rind, never looking down, never rushing it. I have watched him do it my whole life. It used to feel like patience.

	The horse story ended where it always ends, with Boone in the drunk tank and the horse eating the evidence, and the table wiped its eyes, and somebody said God, twenty years, can you believe it, and the talk softened down the way it does when the dead come into it.

	And I heard myself say, in a voice as light as chalk dust:

	“I never did ask. Who found him? After the canyon.”

	It wasn’t much, what happened. I want to be exact, because exact is all I had. The orange peel stopped. One breath, maybe less — the spiral hanging off Anvil’s thumb, the knife of his nail resting in the rind. Moss looked into his beer. Tully’s tongs, somewhere behind me, went quiet on the grill.

	Then the peel moved again, and Anvil looked at me with twenty years of grief arranged comfortably on his face, like furniture that had always been there.

	“I did, June-bug,” he said, gently. “Me and two of the originals. Two days of looking before we found the rail gone out on Lyle Canyon, and the scorch down at the bottom. Bike burned with him. Wasn’t anything to bring home but I brought it anyway.” He shook his head slow. “Don’t make me tell it over carne asada, sweetheart. Some stories I keep for winter.”

	“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just, with the twentieth coming.”

	“It is coming,” Anvil said. “And we’ll do it right.” He reached over and squeezed my wrist, warm, dry, certain, and the table breathed and the yard resumed, horseshoes and grease smoke and somebody’s radio, the whole beloved machine of my life turning over like it had every Sunday since I was born.

	We loaded up at dusk. Beckett was settling something with Tully by the drums, and I was at the truck with a foil pan of leftovers Moss’s wife pressed on me, and I felt it between my shoulder blades the way you feel sun through glass.

	I turned around.

	Across the yard, at the head of his empty table, Anvil was watching me. The orange spiral hung from his fingers, done, perfect, unbroken. It lasted one beat too long, that look, and then he smiled his Sunday smile and raised his big hand, and I smiled and raised mine.

	It took me until the cattle guard to put a name to what was wrong with it.

	I’d seen that look on one other face in my life — out on the porch at dawn, going over a map of back country. It was the way my husband looks at a trail.

	
CHAPTER FOUR

	Behind the diner, between the propane tank and the back lot fence, there is a smoke tree.

	If you’re not from the high desert you’d walk past it. It’s a ghost-colored thing, gray-green, more smoke than tree most of the year, all haze and no shade to speak of, and my father loved it the way some men love bad dogs. He watered it with the mop bucket every night for thirty years. Only shade worth owning, he’d say, standing under a tree that threw shade like a chain-link fence. Late every spring it does the one thing it does — comes out in indigo, a week or two of bloom so violet it looks borrowed from somewhere with more rain — and Ray Sutton would stand under it with his coffee like a man at the opera.

	It was blooming that Monday. It blooms every June.

	Beckett proposed to me under that tree. June then too, the blooms just going over, thirteen years back this month. He’d been in Cinder Wells a year — rolled in from Nevada with a duffel and a Dyna and a way of being still that made loud men settle down around him — and the club had patched him fast, and he’d spent that whole year courting me so slow and certain it didn’t feel like courting. It felt like weather changing. He fixed the walk-in compressor before he ever asked me to a movie.

	And here is what I want written down about that year, because I spent that Monday afternoon turning it over like a coin.

	Everyone in town told me my father was dead. Kindly. Constantly. Seven years gone by then, and the kind ones said it with casseroles and the blunt ones said it at the counter — honey, a man that long gone is gone — and I’d learned to take it like rain.

	Beckett never said it. Not once, that whole year. Not when I drove to Bakersfield on a morgue call and came back hollow. Not under this tree with the ring in his hand, when I said yes and then, because I am my father’s daughter and can’t leave well alone, said into his shoulder: He’s not dead, you know. He’ll walk back in someday and be mad he missed it.

	My husband held me tighter and looked off toward the highway and said, I know.

	I used to keep that like a jewel. The one man in Cinder Wells who never buried my father out loud. I’d loved him for it for thirteen years.

	Now there was a photograph in my phone dated three weeks ago, and the jewel sat differently in its box, and I couldn’t yet say why. That’s the truth of where I was that week. I didn’t suspect anything you could put in a sentence. I just kept picking up the things I knew about my own life and finding the weight wrong, one by one, like cans somebody’d emptied and set back on the shelf.

	Here’s another. Sunday mornings, I wash his bike. Have since our first year — I grew up washing club iron at diner fundraisers, I like the work, it’s mine. That Saturday I’d come out at breakfast and found the Dyna already clean. Wheels, fenders, fork legs, the wells I’d seen packed red on Friday night — clean, beaded, done. In twelve years I could count on one hand the times Beckett Vance washed his own motorcycle, and now I had the thumb of the other hand started.

	He came by the diner at close that Monday. I heard the idle catch at the curb while I was counting the drawer, and through the window I watched him swing off and stretch his back, my big graying husband in the gold hour, and I felt the two things at once that I was learning to live on. The pull. And the count.

	We took beers out back to the tree, because that’s what we do when the weather’s kind, and for a while it was almost ordinary. The blooms buzzing. His boot against mine in the dirt.

	“Rosa’s cousin got married Saturday,” I said, peeling the label off my bottle. “Over in Verde. She said the whole main drag was parked up with it. You boys must’ve hit that mess coming through.”

	“Came in on the
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