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Eli Cranor played quarterback at every level: peewee to professional, and then coached high school football for five years. These days, he’s traded in the pigskin for a laptop, writing from Arkansas where he lives with his wife and kids.

Over the course of his career, Eli’s fiction has garnered multiple awards (2018 -The Missouri Review; 2017 - Greensboro Review). Along with fiction, Eli writes a nationally-syndicated sports column, and his craft column, ‘Shop Talk’, appears monthly over at CrimeReads. Eli is currently at work on his next novel.

Visit elicranor.com for more information.




Praise for Don’t Know Tough

A USA Today Best Book of the Year (So far)
CrimeReads Best Books of Year (So far)
An Amazon Editors’ Pick
An Arkansas Center for the Book
“Arkansas Gems” Selection

“Eli Cranor’s top-shelf debut, Don’t Know Tough, is Southern noir at its finest, a cauldron of terrible choices and even more terrible outcomes . . . There is a raw ferocity to Cranor’s prose, perfectly in keeping with the novel’s examination of curdling masculinity.”

—The New York Times Book Review

“Readers may think they know what happened, but Cranor has some twists in store—in a plot that calls to mind Megan Abbott’s depictions of claustrophobic competitive cultures. A former quarterback who coached for five years at an Arkansas high school, Cranor brings an insider’s understanding of the game, the region and human nature.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Takes the adage of ‘Faith, Family, and Football’ and reveals it to be a vicious canard, or at least a decent cover for the common failings of god and men, the violence on the field an acceptable proxy for the violence that exists behind closed doors. A major work from a bright, young talent.”

—USA Today, [image: ] out of [image: ] stars

“Don’t Know Tough really packs a punch. I enjoyed reading between the lines, dreading the trouble Billy was bringing on himself and his fragile life-chances. At the heart of the book is the pull of loyalties—the football team, the family and religion. The characters involved in all the stresses and strains are well drawn and convincing. It’s tough reading, but the humanity shines through.”

—Peter Lovesey, author of the Peter Diamond mysteries, in his adjudication of the Peter Lovesey First Crime Novel Contest

“Eli Cranor knows the underbelly of Friday night lights in this stunning debut that bleeds authenticity and raw emotion. This young author is a new voice of the South to watch.”

—Ace Atkins, New York Times bestselling author of The Fallen and The Sinners

“Don’t Know Tough is a searing and stunningly poignant study in what makes us and what breaks us and ultimately what brings us to a place of peace. Eli Cranor is that rare writer who can make you gasp, cry and cheer often in the same paragraph.”

—S.A. Cosby, 

New York Times bestselling author of Razorblade Tears and Blacktop Wasteland

“Compelling . . . Don’t Know Tough leads to an astounding, perfectly noir finale as Cranor shows that sometimes good intentions are thwarted by reality. Cranor is an author to watch.”

—The South Florida Sun-Sentinel
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After his son is convicted of murder, Vietnam War veteran Jeremiah Fitzjurls takes over the care of his granddaughter, Joanna, raising her with as much warmth as can be found in an Ozark junkyard outfitted to be an armory.

He teaches her how to shoot and fight, but there is not enough training in the world to protect her when the dreaded Ledfords, notorious meth dealers and fanatical white supremacists, come to collect on Joanna as payment for a long-overdue blood debt.

Headed by rancorous patriarch Bunn and smooth-talking, erudite Evail, the Ledfords have never forgotten what the Fitzjurls family did to them, and they will not be satisfied until they have taken an eye for an eye. As they seek revenge, and as Jeremiah desperately searches for his granddaughter, their narratives collide in this immersive story about family and how far some will go to honor, defend-or in some cases, destroy it.




for Dad, who taught me how to write
with a bucketful of baseballs





This was how sudden things happened that haunted forever.

—Daniel Woodrell, Winter’s Bone






Inmate: 06-2140

Cummins Unit

P.O. Box 500

Highway 65

Grady, AR, 71644

All these letters I keep writing but I still ain’t got the guts to send them. All these questions in my head. Did you think about me before you pulled the trigger? Maybe so. Maybe that’s why you did what you did.

I’ll never know.
around say they
I’ll never know you, either. Not really. Don’t matter how many letters I write, I still got to walk around this town with everybody talking about what you done. I live in the wake of your storm. Can’t tell you how many people I heard around        say they would’ve done the same damn thing. But talking about it’s one thing, and pulling the trigger’s something different altogether. Them bullets you shot tore a hole in my life too. Ain’t a day goes by I don’t feel the weight of what you done.

That little red dot’s still blinking above the junkyard office door. Sometimes, when I get in real late, I close my eyes and I can see through the lens of that rickety-ass security camera, the kind that swivels side to side but only catches half the story.

I can see what it saw that night.

The tower of cars where you sat and waited, rifle in your hands, rifle to your shoulder, and then you pulled the trigger. I blink and the camera moves on, creaking as it turns to the north where the bullet found its mark and the boy fell. Eighteen years old. And that other boy, who’d just turned fifteen, ran.

Fast.

The camera don’t linger. It don’t remember. It just keeps going, pointing toward the jagged gash in the tree line up Highway  . All that’s left from that night. The twister that tore its way across       , tossing Baptist churches and redbrick banks aside. Dollhouses in the hands of God. The funnel cloud was headed straight for the junkyard, like God knew what you were about to do, but then it stopped.

And that’s the part I’ll never understand. God knew. He knows everything. So why the hell did he turn that twister up Highway   just as the shots rang out and the one boy fell and the other ran?

Don’t answer that.

And don’t think about it too much, okay? If I ever decide to send this letter and it makes it past the prison mailroom and they don’t black out all the good stuff, then just think on this: that camera’s still out there, turning on its tracks, watching me like it watched you.

Jo




1.

The sun sank behind the ruins in ribbons of red, long shadows running the length of the junkyard. Cars stood in towers above the old man. He steered the front loader as two prongs pressed down on the hood of a rusted Crown Vic. A claw emerged and the engine block came out clean. In the distance, a hydraulic slab crunched a Ford truck like a beer can.

The last of the day’s light caught and gleamed on a small glass bottle in the man’s breast pocket. Tucked neatly behind the bottle was an envelope. Sounds of destruction crackled as the man guided the Crown Vic into the crusher atop the flattened Ford. He reached for the pocket, letting his finger slide across the bottle’s plastic lid, rough at the edges. He took the envelope instead, black fingerprints on white paper, eyes scanning the words:


Dear Joanna Fitzjurls,

We are delighted to inform you that the Committee on Admissions has admitted you to the University of Arkansas’s class of . . .



The letter crumpled in the old man’s hands. He stood in the cab, stretched, then exited. His steps stirred small clouds from the dried red dirt. He walked up close to the crusher. Close enough to see the dark splotches marring the giant slabs. In the dying light, the oil stains reminded him of blood. With a flick of his wrist, the letter disappeared inside the deconstructed Crown Vic.

Junkyards were good for that.

Still, the old man knew nothing was ever buried in the junkyard, only lessened, reduced, then stacked high to the sky, pyramids built block by block, secrets hidden deep within their tombs.

The crusher descended again and the old man limped away. He was thick around the waist. More square than round. Thick all the way through, from his ankles to his neck with skin the color of natural leather, pale but tan. The oval nameplate on his Carhartt work shirt read, “Jeremiah.”

The sun disappeared over the heap as he made it back to the office, a sheet-metal structure with concrete walls. No windows. A small patch of thorny roses grew up through the cracked earth beside the front door. Jeremiah steadied himself, the bottle quivering in his fingers.

“Drink up, Hattie,” he said, pouring the brown liquid around the base of the stems, a ritual he performed every evening.

Jeremiah tucked the bottle back in a pocket of his camouflage cargo pants and opened the door. The office was more than an office but not quite a home. A fireplace. A hearth. Two chairs around a table in what could be considered a kitchen. Cellar shadows shrouded the expanse, darkening a largemouth bass that hung above the doorway. Jeremiah closed the door, tapping at an electronic keypad welded to the wall. A red light, a green light, and then a heavy clunk—the office doors locking behind him.

Music came from the depths of the office house. The trebly tenor out of place. The walls reflected the sound in eerie echoes, the thick concrete erected for protection, not acoustics. Jeremiah tiptoed his way through the living room, glancing toward the melody. In the corner, back behind the threadbare sofa, there stood another door, this one small, barely reaching his shoulders, but thick. Six inches of steel. Jeremiah ducked as he entered the vault.

Inside there were enough guns to start a war, or end one. The room was an armory, the walls lined with friends from his past: sawed-off shotguns, Glocks hanging from their trigger guards, assault rifles with bump stocks, infrared scopes, and banana clips. An M72 LAW, an anti-tank weapon, lay atop a table in the back of the room as if it were a rusty lawnmower blade, some broken part the old man had put off fixing.

Jeremiah dug in his pocket for the bottle, then placed it on a shelf. The handgun went up next. He hung the belt and the holster from a hook up high. Dangling beside the gun was a Bronze Star, a thing Uncle Sam had given Jeremiah once he’d taken everything else away. In rows beside the star stood books, shelves of them: Hemingway, Faulkner, Flannery O’Connor, even some John Grisham and Stephen King. Then there were the ancient tomes, books that held the answers: Plato’s Republic, a few thicker volumes of Schopenhauer, a skinny paperback edition of the Tao Te Ching, and of course, the Bible, its spine loose and bendy—leathery—like the old man’s skin. There were more books than guns. Jeremiah learned long ago a book was a weapon, and like always, he’d gone about arming himself.

There was a single picture tacked to the wall: an old man and a child, the sun setting over the tip of a distant Ozark hill. Jeremiah lingered there, eyes falling to the lone rusty rifle in the vault. The rest of the guns were clean, spotless, even the old rocket launcher. Jeremiah closed the door on his way out.

He walked briskly through the house now, free of burden, the music growing louder the deeper he went. He stopped outside the bedroom door, peering through the crack, and watched as his granddaughter mouthed the words to a song he did not know. Her room was dull despite the pinks and paisleys, the only light coming from a fluorescent tube flickering above her head. She wore shorts and a Razorback T-shirt, the University of Arkansas mascot snorting across her chest. A full-length, fancy blue dress hung long and sequined from the closet door. It had cost more than the junkyard brought in over the last two weeks. The dress sparkled as Joanna brushed layer after layer of thick pale powder onto her cheeks.

“Can’t hide it, Jo,” Jeremiah said, standing outside the door. “You are what you are.”

Joanna glanced over her shoulder. “And what’s that?”

“My granddaughter.”

She smiled.

“Just think you might be overdoing it.”

“Go get dressed,” Jo said, leaning into the mirror. “You got to be presentable, too.”

“You sure about this?”

“Who else is gonna walk me?”

Jo turned and looked at her grandfather, her face a mixture of everything good from both her parents: steel-blue eyes, full lips, high cheek bones, and the cutest little nose that turned up at the tip when she smiled. But try getting the good people of Taggard, Arkansas, to see beyond the girl’s history, her father, or worse—her mother. Maybe tonight, Jeremiah thought, lost in those dark-blue eyes. Maybe just for tonight, they’ll forget.

“You hear me?” Jo said.

Jeremiah blinked.

“You think we could call him?”

“Already running late.”

“Shit, Pop.”

To look at her, you’d think Jo was a saint, but the girl already had a mouth on her, and Jeremiah knew right where she’d gotten it.

“Cost an arm and a leg to make that call,” Jeremiah said. “Hell, there’s no guaranteeing he’ll call back.”

“Pop.”

That was all she had to say: that one word, those three letters, and Jeremiah would do just about anything. He produced a blocky flip phone out of his cargo pants. He dialed the number, pressed the ancient device to his ear, and waited. Jo eyed only the phone. There was a silence behind the music. They were closer now, back to where it had all begun. The junkyard felt it too, despite the four-foot-thick weatherproof walls, despite the armory in the living room vault. These hallowed grounds had not forgotten the storm.

“Need to leave a message for an inmate,” Jeremiah said, breaking the silence. “Yeah, Thomas Fitzjurls. Tell him to call his daughter in the next thirty minutes. She’s about to win Homecoming Queen.”

Jo beamed and turned back to the mirror. Her hair was woven in tight braids around her head, an attempt to control her thick mane. Jeremiah knew she’d done the braids herself. A girl raised by a grandfather had to learn to do things herself: hair and makeup, cook and clean.

“You heard anything else from Tech?” Jeremiah said, sliding the phone back in his pocket.

“Tech?”

“I’d sure like to keep you close.”

“You know I’m going to the University, Pop. Going up to Fayetteville,” she said, pointing at the snarling tusker on her shirt. “They got the best pre-veterinary program in the state.”

“I could still use some help around here. And money, we ain’t even talked about the money.”

He studied her reflection in the mirror. Her eyes gave nothing away, steady and focused. He knew the school would email her—he could only crush so many letters—and then summer would come and she’d be gone.

“Jo?” Jeremiah said, tugging at his lapels. “I’s thinking tonight, me and you could climb up Babel and watch the stars.”

“But we got the dan—” Jo cut the word short, eyeing her grandfather. “Yeah, Pop. Sure. That sounds good.”

Jeremiah grinned.

“But now I got to try and squeeze my ass in that dress.”

“Right,” Jeremiah said and turned.

“Let me know when Dad calls.”

Jeremiah closed the door behind him. He waited until he heard the security chain on the other side slide across the groove, a sturdy, secure sound, and then he limped back down the hall.

It took Jeremiah less than five minutes to shave and change into his suit. His pants were black, the blazer blue. Dangly buttons lined his cuffs like golden cicada shells. Jeremiah was unaware of anything other than his old phone, waiting for something he knew better than to wait for.

“Damn it, Jake. Call the girl back.” The old man’s voice hissed against the silent walls. “It’s the least you could do.”

He tossed the phone up, caught it, then walked back to Jo’s room.

Three knocks.

Nothing.

Jeremiah knocked again and then he heard talking, low hushed tones. He knocked twice more before the security chain slid away. Jo stood before him, the dress erasing any misconceptions he’d had of her still being his little girl: tight in the hips, the curves of a woman above and below.

“Talking to somebody?” Jeremiah said.

“Humane Society. They want me to work tomorrow.”

“The Saturday after Homecoming?”

“Said it’s the least I could do, since you’re always crunching up their strays.”

Jeremiah nodded, but his eyes were trained only on the phone in her hand. “You didn’t call her, did you?”

“Who?”

“You know who.”

“Pop, come on. I don’t even have her number.”

Jo held the cell phone at an angle where Jeremiah couldn’t see the screen. She’d heard this speech before. She turned to face the mirror, smiling at her reflection as she said, “This’ll do.”

Jeremiah had never been good with words, especially when Jo and sparkly dresses were involved.

“You hear from Dad?”

Jeremiah considered lying, telling her the prison had called back and said the phones were down, but it was too late. Jo was staring at him now. Jeremiah looked away, down at the nightstand. The stationery he’d gotten her last Christmas—and every Christmas since she’d first learned to read and write—burned holes into the old man’s memory. The fountain pen she’d bought herself with the money she’d earned from the Humane Society rested neatly on the stationery, a half-written letter to a man she barely knew.

“I’m sure something came up,” Jo said and turned from the mirror, snatching her purse as she started past him. Jeremiah caught her arm before she made it to the door.

“You check your gun?”

Jo flashed him a look.

Jeremiah wasn’t letting this one go.

“It’s in the nightstand drawer, Pop. Right where it’s supposed to be. Safety’s on and everything.”

“One in the chamber?”

Jo leaned forward on her toes, pecked his cheek, and whispered, “There’s always one in the chamber.”

And then she was gone, down the hall, halfway across the living room when Jeremiah called out for her.

“Yeah?” she said, already at work unlocking the series of bolts and chains attached to the front door.

“I’s thinking maybe tonight you should take The Judge.”

Jo stopped and turned to face him, eyes wide because she knew the reverence her grandfather held for his truck: a jacked-up, 1984 Chevy Silverado 4x4 with KC lights, a brush guard, and ribbed mud tires so thick they made short work of the Ozark hills.

“You mean it?”

“Figured you might need something mean to go with that dress.”

“What’re you gonna drive?”

“Thought maybe we could ride in together.”

Jo looked down. “But I’m already late.”

“I’m ready,” Jeremiah said, lifting his keys from the kitchen table.

“No,” she said, then caught herself. “I mean . . . All the other girls won’t be riding to the game with their parents.”

“Neither would you,” Jeremiah said, a look on his face like I’m just Pop.

“You know what I mean.”

Jeremiah tossed the keys across the living room. Jo caught them with one hand.

“But I will be the only girl rolling up in a souped-up Chevy.”

Jeremiah watched his granddaughter turn and start working the locks again. Beyond that door were bloodlines and violence that ran deeper than the limestone caves burrowing their way through the Ozarks. He’d tried to explain it all to her before, tried to drudge up their history and put what had happened into words, but it never came out right. There were no words for the past.

The old man was so lost in his memories he didn’t realize the door was open now, revealing the junkyard and all that came with it. Jo’s voice brought him back, though, just like it always did.

“See you at the game, Pop. Don’t be late.”




2.

Evail Ledford watched his cousin Dime Ray Belly scribble the slogan onto another wrinkled poster board. Dime was a short round man with a scrunched face that gathered near his jowls and puckered like the protruding ass of a monkey. Evail, on the other hand, was wholly unremarkable. Average height. Bald and skinny. Beyond that, he held no identifying marks. No tattoos or scars like so many others who’d done time inside. Evail had stayed away from the skinheads and their homemade tattoo guns. The process was disgusting. The needles were mostly just springs from mechanical pencils, and the ink was melted-down Styrofoam. Tattoos weren’t free, either. Everything on the inside had a price. Evail had passed his time at Cummins thinking. Hour after hour, day by day, Evail had paced the confines of his cell and plotted his revenge.

The television flickered behind Dime, the reception fuzzy at best, Andy Griffith and Barney Fife talking about Otis, the town drunk, trying to decide what to do with him.

“Can you explain to me,” Evail said, “what exactly it is you’re doing?”

The marker squawked to a stop. Dime looked up. “Getting ready, man.”

“For what?”

“The rally. What you think?”

Evail rocked forward in a shabby recliner, his lithe, clean frame standing in stark contrast to the rest of Dime’s singlewide trailer. There was one bathroom, one bedroom, and this room, with the television and the flags covering the windows like curtains. Confederate flags: red, white, and blue, the stars cutting diagonally across the middle like crosshairs slightly askew. Gadsden flags: yellow, with the coiled rattlesnake and DON’T TREAD ON ME printed in loud black letters. So much history crammed into such a small place. So much hate.

“Do you even know what it means?” Evail said.

Dime stared blankly at the TV, lost in Mayberry, awash in the black and mostly white sitcom from days gone past. The signal scrambled just as Barney was about to shoot himself in the foot. Dime laughed anyway.

“What what means?” Dime tossed the marker on the table and slapped at the television.

“Those words: ‘Blood and Soil.’ Do you understand their importance?”

“Sure,” Dime said as the screen flickered and Barney reappeared, handing his gun reluctantly over to Andy, a disappointed look on the sheriff’s face. “It means what it says. Blood and—”

“Boden,” Evail snapped, his German coming out a little stiff. “Blut and Boden, Dime. That is what it means.”

“Butt and what?”

“A catchphrase, popularized by Richard Walter Darré. Hitler liked it so much, he stole it for the Lebensraum program.”

Dime turned back to Mayberry, Andy lecturing Barney while Otis burped in the holding cell. “Why’re you telling me all this?”

“That slogan,” Evail said, at the window now, peeling back the rebel flag and peeking outside, “was a rallying cry for the native Germans. The Aryan race. It spoke to them, to their hearts. Some even say it led to the Holocaust.” Evail let go of the flag and turned to Dime. “Are you ready for that? Are you prepared for the ramifications of tonight?”

“Shit,” Dime said, standing now too, the remote dangling from his fingers. “I just like the way it sounds. It’s kinda badass.”

Evail pointed to the remote in his cousin’s hand and curled his fingers.

“Let me at least watch it through to the end,” Dime pleaded. “This the one where Andy lets Otis stay in the drunk tank and Barney throws a fit.”

“If you already know how it’s going to end,” Evail said, snatching the remote and pointing it at the screen, “then what’s the point?”

Dime’s eyes tightened. “It’s just nice. It’s a nice show to watch.”

“It’s a lie. There is no truth in it.”

“You know Andy and Barney was cousins?” Dime said, arching his eyebrows and nodding back to the sheriff and his deputy.

Evail almost pushed the button anyway but hesitated when Opie Taylor entered the scene. Try as he might, Evail couldn’t ignore the boy’s freckles and curious twinkling eyes.

“Always thought Opie kinda looked like Rud.” Dime’s voice was quiet across the tiny trailer. “You know, back when he was little.”

“Do not,” Evail said, pointing the remote at Dime now, “speak of my brother.”

The screen went black.

“Come on, man!” Dime wailed. “It was just getting—”

“Your slogan,” Evail said, stepping on the poster boards Dime had strewn about the room, “it’s perfect.”

“Really?”

Evail took another marker from the coffee table, fingers foraging through the cigarette butts, weathered Hustler magazines, and folded tracts outlining the steps toward pure white hate. The marker ran smooth and neat across the poster’s glossy surface, an almost feminine scrawl. Evail stepped back and surveyed his work.

“Sangre—y—Suelo?” Dime said, sounding it out. “The hell?”

Evail slid the marker into the front pocket of Dime’s crusty jeans, his fingers lingering a little on the way down. “Your message was right, cousin. You’ve just been speaking the wrong language.”

Dime’s hand went to the marker in his pocket. “I can handle a little German, but now you’re talking Mexican?”

“I need you to do something for me,” Evail said, turning toward the door.

“I’m all in, cousin. You know that. Me and you, we been working on this since high school, since—”

“I’ve secured an all-terrain vehicle for tonight,” Evail said, cutting his cousin off. “I simply need you to pick it up.”

Dime’s hand was still pressed to his thigh. He lifted the marker, holding it carefully, like a loaded gun. “What you need a rig like that for?”

Evail ran a hand across his slick, shaved head, staring back at his tattooed cousin. “I’m going hunting.”

“Want me to come with you?”

“Meet me at the rally,” Evail said, “after you pick up the ATV.”

“My car’s got a tow hitch and all, but it ain’t no truck,” Dime said, his face scrunching up in thought. “I still drive that old Impala.”

Evail turned before opening the door, a small grin on his threadbare face.

“Perfecto.”




3.

Before he left the junkyard, Jeremiah checked every camera across the lot. Checked them twice, and then decided it was time to go. He was halfway out the door when he remembered he needed Jo’s keys.

Jeremiah crept back into her bedroom and rummaged through the nightstand. The keys were sitting next to the snub-nosed pink handgun he’d bought her when she’d first turned thirteen. A revolver that fired .410 shotgun shells. A gun she wouldn’t have to aim. Checking the firearm for bullets, Jeremiah almost missed the faded photograph sticking out from under Jo’s pillow.

The picture reminded him of the college acceptance letter—another heavy, weightless thing. Much of the color had drained from it, but there they stood: Jake in his football pads and Lacey in a blue dress similar to Jo’s. The dress wasn’t the end of their likenesses, though. They had the same high cheekbones, the same eyes, even the same slight upturn at the tip of their noses. The only difference between Jo and her mother was something that couldn’t be seen, a darkness that clouded the woman’s heart, spilling out like ink and staining Jeremiah’s only son—his family—forever.

The old man studied the picture, letting his mind drift back to the beginning of the end. He fought the urge to destroy it, take it out to the crusher and dispose of the past. But then he noticed the flower pinned neatly to Lacey’s dress and realized Jo had forgotten all about a corsage. There wouldn’t be some boy waiting to pin one on her when she arrived. Jo didn’t have time for the pencil dicks running around Taggard, not with basketball and work and the junkyard. Jo was Jeremiah’s, and Jeremiah’s alone. The thought led the old man outside, to the only flowers he knew.

The floodlights cast the rose garden in a harsh light. They didn’t look great to begin with, not after all the whiskey he’d dumped on them over the years, but somehow, they remained. Hattie’s flowers. Her final attempt to make the junkyard a home and bring some color into their rusted, crumbling world. His wife had always been impatient, wanting the flowers to blossom, just like she’d wanted everything to go back to normal after Jake was gone. Hattie never saw a single red rose bloom. She never even saw Jo take her first step.

Jeremiah clipped the tallest one, the rose with the thickest petals, and stuck a safety pin through the stem. A few minutes later, he was driving fast down Highway 7. He was late. If Jo was left standing there alone when it was time to take that picture, she’d never forgive him.

In the school parking lot, Jeremiah squeezed his way up and out of Jo’s tiny Ford Fiesta. The old man was much too large for the compact car, big boned with fingers like sausages and scars on every knuckle. He held the flower as if it were a baby bird, cupping it in both of his gnarly paws. The football field glowed in the distance. Jeremiah took a deep breath and stepped toward the light. His limp turned to a hobble as he made for the field. Already the rose was wilted, like it needed that whiskey-dry dirt. Jeremiah knew the feeling. Knew it well. He’d been thirsty for nearly eighteen years. Not a single drink since it was just him—only him—and that little baby girl.

The handgun slapped his ribs beneath the blazer. He clamped his elbow down, steadying the piece, and scanned the crowd for Jo. She was ahead of him, looking lost within the throng of fathers and daughters.

Standing outside the ring of the well dressed and fashionable, Jeremiah took note of his own suit for the first time. These men were the same boys who had whispered across church pews and over tailgates for the last twenty years. Jeremiah knew they talked. Everyone talked, especially the rich: doctors and lawyers, men with daughters who made Homecoming Court. Men with money and time to burn. This was the upper crust of Taggard, the ones who’d somehow avoided the fall of Nuclear One, when the plant went broke and took most of the town with it. Not these boys, though. They were the sons of the men who’d convicted Jake all those years before. An all-male jury—in Arkansas—nonetheless, a red state that believed wholeheartedly in the Second Amendment and all that came with it. But still, they’d convicted Jeremiah’s only son of murder. Not manslaughter, not some lesser sentence. Capital murder. Life without parole.

“Jeremiah Fitzjurls?”

Jeremiah took a deep breath, peered through the crowd to Jo, and swallowed. He could withstand what was coming because it was for her. Tonight, after the scoreboard flickered and the stadium went dark, they’d climb to the top of the tallest tower in the junkyard, sit on the hood of the original Judge, a rusted Chevy—Jake’s first truck—and look at the stars. Jeremiah thought ahead to time with his granddaughter, stuck out his hand, and said, “George Junior.”

“God, Mr. Fitzjurls, haven’t seen you out in a coon’s age.”

“Special occasion.”

“Reckon so. What I hear, Jo’s got Queen in the bag.”

George Barker Junior’s suit was tight, his shirt buttons bulging across his midsection. George’s father was the longtime Bulldog Athletic Director. George Senior had also served as a juror in Jake’s trial.

“That’s usually how it goes, ain’t it?” George Junior said.

Jeremiah turned a cold stare to the man, eyes tight and dark like bullet holes.

“What’re you talking about?”

“Shoot,” George Junior said, loose fat bulging beneath his chin. “You know, when a girl starts going with the—”

“Pop?”

Jeremiah turned his cloudy blue eyes.

“Come on,” Jo said. “It’s time to take our picture.”

Jeremiah tried to turn back to George Junior, but Jo yanked him past the chain-link fence and onto the field. There was a lightness to her touch. Jeremiah felt it in her hand, saw it in the loll of her head, as if she were experiencing everything for the first time, like she had no idea about all the history in this place, the whispers following her wherever she went. That’s Jake Fitzjurls’s girl. Jeremiah could almost hear them. You remember when he shot that boy in the back?

Most had sided with Jake early on, but then there were the pictures. The court case where the whole damn town of Taggard showed up, ready for the show. Nobody likes seeing a gunshot up close. And a hole in a boy’s chest big enough to fit a fist through tends to change people’s minds real quick. It’s one thing to own a gun—get a concealed-carry license, strap it tight to the ankle—it’s another thing to shoot a man.

Jeremiah’s mind drifted to the war, to the jungle, a place where long hot days melted into long hot nights, back before he had the limp and that Bronze Star.

“Your jacket don’t match your pants.”

Jo’s voice brought him back.

“Blue jacket. Black pants? You look like a bruise or something.”

Jeremiah had kept the makeshift corsage concealed
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