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Prologue

November 1938

Crouched in
concealment in the laurel slick, the quarry heard the hounds
approaching, and feared them more than he feared the men with
guns.

Around sunset there had been a momentary
break in the low, chilling sky, a passing radiance without warmth.
Now it was darker; rain had set in on the shoulder of the mountain.
He was naked and shuddering uncontrollably. But there was some
benefit in this new misery: perhaps the wetness would throw the
dogs off his scent, which was enhanced both by his fear and the
blood; he was slashed head to toe like a young savage undergoing a
rite of passage.

He had no idea of how far he had run (so
awkwardly) through the wilderness, at times only a few hundred
yards ahead of his pursuers and their baying, leashed hounds. He
had been, before his crossover, nineteen years old. He no longer
knew how old he was, or where he was. He had become totally
isolated by the hunting party, cut off from those who might have
been able to help him. Even by the most lenient standards of
civilization he would not have been judged sane, although he was
harmless to himself and to others. What remained of his rational
mind focused on the image of ferocious Plott hounds, bred for bear
hunting in these remote mountains. He once had seen another Walkout
torn to shreds by a pack of hounds, until what remained on the
bloody killing ground could not accurately be identified as man or
beast.

Now there was little hope of escape; it could
be his time to die.

But the laurel slick was a vast hiding place
on the shrouded mountain. Long ago a landslide had carried off a
section of hemlock and hardwood forest, leaving a bald spot that
gradually became covered with a dense thicket as high as a man's
head—intertwined laurel and rhododendron bushes that retained their
glossy leaves through the short winter. It was not possible to walk
upright through the slick. The hunters would find the slick
difficult to penetrate, even on their hands and knees. But
eventually the dogs would find him, well-hidden but helpless. It
was not his habitat. Instinct urged him to seek the open air, in
spite of his injuries, once he had rested and could move again.

He heard the hunters calling to one another
in the twilight; there were many of them, and as many as two dozen
of the lean, scarred dogs. They had reached the fringes of the
laurel slick.

With his teeth chattering, the quarry looked
up, toward the fuming sky nearly hidden by overlapping leaves.
Tears ran down his cold face. Still crouching, he began to move,
slowly, away from the approaching hunters. Keeping his balance was
difficult. Another bad fall, further injury, would finish him now.
He had to reach open ground. Only the sky could save him. But he
might have a long way to go through the heath, at an agonizing
pace.

A different note in the baying of the Plott
hounds: the hunters had unleashed them to track him through the
maze of laurel.

The ground slanted beneath him; for a dozen
yards he slipped and slid and floundered. The hounds still had his
scent, in spite of the rain. They came leaping, crashing through
the tangle of branches, separate yet building in momentum, their
power radiating in waves ahead of them, the furor unbearable.

He came to a stop on bare rock, where no
shrubs could take root. A long sloping ledge; beneath it, an abyss.
Looking up, he saw the full moon through streams of clouds.

The light of the moon would betray him. But
he couldn't wait. The dogs were only seconds behind him, ecstatic,
aroused to kill.

He rose shakily from his knees. There was
room to spare. He felt faint from horror. The dogs—or the guns.

Trembling, the quarry took three running
steps, unfolded hawklike wings, and soared above the ledge.

Below him the first of the hounds, breaking
from the slick and unable to stop, skidded on the wet stone and
blundered into the airy gorge with a yelp of anguish.

The quarry beat his wings furiously in the
sodden, windless sky. As he was only partly made for flying, he
used up his blood too fast, clumsily striving for altitude and
distance; the moon blazed in his frantic eyes as he flew away.

The dogs crowded on the ledge, milled on top
of one another, snuffling and bellowing in frustration. The hunters
at the edge of the laurel slick stared up at the pale nude man with
scimitar wings spread twice the length of his body. He was almost
half a mile away, and fading now into clouds rising like a tide of
ink just beneath the moon.

One of the hunters swiftly raised his rifle
and fired a single shot.

The wingbeats ceased. For a moment their
quarry seemed suspended precariously in the air. Then the light of
the moon sank beneath the sea of cloud. They lost sight of him.

The one who had fired the shot, the hunter
with the keenest eye among his companions, claimed he saw the
hawkman crumple and fall.

They argued about it for months; but Arn
Rutledge was too quick to reinforce his conviction, or obsession,
with his fists, and gradually the subject was laid to rest.

No one doubted that Arn had the ability to
make the difficult shot; he had honed his marksmanship since he was
old enough to carry a rifle, and later made good use of his skill
in places like Biazza Ridge, Chiunzi Pass, and Ste. Mère-Eglise.
But, although the hunters searched long and hard in the gorge of
the Balsam Mountain range where the hawkman would have fallen, no
remains turned up.

Of the ten hunters who had seen the hawkman
fly, four died during the next three years, in mysterious, gruesome
accidents in the woods. The others went to war; only Arn returned
in 1946. And continued to talk about the hawkman, to argue the
truth of what had become a part of the folklore of his region, to
look stubbornly for what might be left of his trophy.

Eventually he found the lightboned skeleton
of the hawkman, or so he claimed. But that's only part of the
story.

 



Chapter
One

April 1958

Long before they
reached Asheville, Whitman Bowers wished he hadn't chosen to make
the long trip down from New York by car. And by then he was afraid
he had made a mistake in bringing his son along. It would have been
better, perhaps, if he had postponed this trip and tried to
entertain the boy in New York.

Terry had spring vacation the last two weeks
in April, and his mother had plans. As usual. Custody arrangements
worked out years ago provided for Terry to spend alternate holidays
with his father, and six weeks each summer. At Christmas they had
skied for five days at Col de Ia Faucille, and the reunion had gone
okay. Terry was in his element on the ski slopes of the Jura
Mountains, expert for his age. But he wasn't a kid anymore. He was
shooting up and growing older, too quickly. Changing in ways that
baffled his father. He would be fifteen in July—on the ninth, to be
exact—and he had entered the world just about the time Whit Bowers
was convinced he was going to leave it, as he parachuted into
gale-force winds over the dark southern coast of Sicily.

The boy had been cool from the moment he
cleared Customs at Idlewild, carrying his things in a small Air
France nylon bag and his Alpine backpack. Whit was sure that Terry
had added another couple of inches since Christmas. Taller than six
feet now, and almost able to look his father in the eye without
cheating by going up on his toes a little. Terry let it be known
that he'd had plans of his own for this holiday period. Sailing
with friends from St. Tropez to Corsica and back. Millie vetoed the
idea: there would be no adults aboard, and the western Med could be
treacherous at this time of the year. So Terry was letting his
father know his displeasure. There were no welcoming hugs, not even
a handshake. He was reluctant to smile. I'm too old now, his
attitude said, to be told where I have to go and what I have to
do. Whit felt both a pang of regret and annoyance that he was
being made a scapegoat.

Charley Hodge, president of the division of
Langford Industries that employed Whit, had four kids to Whit's
one, and all of them were teenagers.

"Forget it," he told Whit, "the kid'll thaw
out. They're all impossible to deal with at this age."

"So how do I handle him?"

"Be patient but don't take any smartmouth
shit."

There was no overt rebelliousness on Terry's
part, no petulance when he found out where they were going and was
told the purpose of Whit's visit to the Great Smoky Mountains. His
mother had raised Terry with a firm, sometimes iron hand, and from
the age of six the boy had attended elite schools where most of the
subjects were taught in French. He was well-traveled, moving with a
cosmopolite's confidence and a certain aloofness through the
hurly-burly of international airports, the lobbies of five-star
hotels. In many ways he was more European than American. His
manners were above reproach, but the distance he kept between
himself and his father from the time they left Manhattan and
motored into the mild emerging spring of southern Appalachia became
a trial for Whit. They would have ten days together, and Whit had
planned side trips: Washington to view the usual monuments, then
the Luray Caverns ofVirginia and on to Colonial Williamsburg. Terry
accepted each diversion with a polite lack of enthusiasm.

"I think we'll stop in Asheville for the
night," Whit said as they drove southwest on the Blue Ridge Parkway
through some of the highest mountains in North Carolina. It was the
afternoon of their fourth day on the road, the next to last leg of
their trip.

Terry yawned and stretched in the front seat
of the rented DeSoto sedan. He looked vulnerable coming out of a
doze: a reddened crease along one cheek, mouth softened, greenish
eyes opaque. A bit of mustard at one corner of his mouth, left over
from a hot dog lunch, was fetchingly childlike to Whit's eye. But
the child was gone forever; Whit had to deal with new complexities,
a maturing, challenging male he feared he might never get to know
very well.

Terry spoke for the first time in two
hours.

"What's in Asheville?"

"Oh—Thomas Wolfe was born there, I think.
Have you read anything by Wolfe?"

"You Can't Go Home Again."

"Did you like it?"

"It was okay. Too long. I like Hemingway
better. And Irwin Shaw. I talked to Shaw at one of Mom's parties.
He's a ski nut, like me."

"The Biltmore mansion and gardens are in
Asheville. It was a summer house for one of the Vanderbilts. All
those nineteenth-century millionaires were trying to outdo one
another building imitation European chateaux. If you want to have a
look—"

Terry shook his head. He said, "I've seen a
lot of chateaus."

"I'll bet you have. How about a plain
ordinary American movie tonight?"

"That sounds okay," Terry said, nodding, his
coarse blond hair, falling into his eyes. He wore it longer than
kids in the U.S., and Whit tried not to nag him about the length.
Brushing his hair back with one hand, Terry gave his father a
sideways glance and a slight, optimistic smile.

At five-thirty they checked into a motel, the
units of which were miniature replicas of Mt. Vernon. It was a
little hazy in Asheville, the sun just hanging on above the grasp
of the horizon, a full plum in ether. The temperature was a chilly
fifty-five degrees. But there were two imposing Japanese magnolias
in bloom on the motel grounds; the hill immediately behind the
horseshoe arrangement of units was a glowing tapestry this third
week in April, pinkish dogwood and flame azalea, earthbound clouds
of white rhododendron. In their room they had a wood-burning
fireplace, a TV with phantasmal images.

After chicken dinners in the motel's
restaurant they drove to downtown Asheville and looked over the
available movies.

Terry chose The Beginning of the End,
a low-budget thriller about grasshoppers that ate a radioactive
substance at an agricultural station, grew to heights of twelve
feet, and proceeded to terrorize Chicago. Terry sat with his knees
propped on the seat in front of him in the nearly empty, cavernous
theater, munched popcorn, and snickered often. Whit chewed gum and
tried not to think about smoking.

As they were driving back to the motel Terry
said, "Grasshoppers that tall would fall apart if they tried to
walk."

"They would?"

"Sure. Their joints would collapse, unless
they were lined with something as hard as diamonds."

"That's interesting."

"Remember when the army was hitting them with
flamethrowers and cannon and stuff? All they really had to do was
throw a few rocks."

"Why?"

"Grasshoppers are arthropods. Their skeletons
are on the outside of their bodies, and they're always shedding
them and getting new ones while they grow. The new skeletons are
soft, and if you hit a twelve-foot grasshopper with enough rocks,
you'd make so many dents, he'd kink and fall over."

Whit laughed, popped a spearmint Chiclet into
his mouth, and offered the last one in the box to Terry. "So you
didn't like the movie much."

"Yeah, I liked it. Sometimes dumb things are
fun."

While Terry took his bath in their motel room
Whit built a fire on the stone hearth. Then he dialed the only
number he had for Arn Rutledge in Tyree, which he had obtained from
the 505th Regimental historian. But the number was long out of
service. Information had listings for several other Rutledges in
the western Carolina area, possibly a relative or two of Arn's.
Whit thought he might try them tomorrow if he didn't have any luck
tracking the sergeant-major down, but it had been a long time. Arn
had attended only one 505 reunion, in '48, a reunion Whit had
missed. If he was dead, then the historian would have known about
it. Although it was difficult to imagine Arn in circumstances so
straitened he would leave his birthplace, he might have been forced
to move up north, to Detroit or Cleveland, and find employment on
an assembly line.

Whit did one sit-up and one push-up for each
year of his life, then showered when Terry was finished in the
bathroom.

Afterward they lay in their beds with the
lights off, lulled by flames in the little ovenlike vault of the
fireplace, feeling, as wanderers had always felt while holed up on
unfamiliar ground, shielded and protected by their fire, by unknown
gods propitiated. Terry, whose biological clock was still trying to
adjust from Paris time, usually fell asleep by nine-thirty. But
tonight, although he yawned frequently, he also twisted and turned
and seemed to be searching for a way to get a conversation going.
He settled for a further critique of the movie they'd seen.

"If a twelve-foot grasshopper, which would
have to weigh about four tons, fell off the Wrigley Building, it
wouldn't just get up and walk away. It would be a grease spot.
That's a function of mass and momentum."

Whit said genially, "They're not wasting your
time where you go to school, are they?"

"I guess not," Terry said, secure at least in
this area of acknowledged superiority. "Dad?"

"Uh-huh."

"Did you ever see a paratrooper jump and his
chute didn't open?"

"Couple of times."

"What happened?"

"The first one bounced about two feet off the
ground; probably every bone in his body was shattered. The other
Roman candle came down through some pine trees at Bragg and walked
away with scratches and a dislocated shoulder after falling seven
hundred feet. He was a chaplain, by the way."

"I don't think I could do what you did in the
war. How scary was it?"

"Jumping was bliss, compared to getting
there, all but one time at night, usually in miserable weather,
with inexperienced or panicky transport pilots who had trouble
locating the DZ. Going into Sicily from North Africa, some of our
pilots got lost in the dark, and a lot of C-47's were shot down by
friendly fire from the navy standing off the coast at Gela. Most of
us were so sick from dysentery we'd picked up in Tunisia, our
bowels were like running faucets. Counting 'chutes, we each carried
at least a hundred and twenty-five pounds of gear. Anybody who
wasn't hurt or killed on landing was just lucky. I had a trick knee
for three years after Sicily."

"How many jumps did you make?"

"Maybe forty in practice. Four in combat.
Sicily, Italy, France, and Holland."

"You never were scared?"

"I was always afraid of screwing up and
getting my men killed."

"Did you ever screw up?"

"If I had, I surely doubt anybody would have
noticed." Whit's Texas drawl and phrasing became more noticeable
when he was being ironic. "Except for Salerno, our combat missions
were either inadequately planned, badly timed, or improperly
executed due to circumstances beyond anybody's control. But . . .
hell, no, when I think about it, there's not much I would have, or
could have done differently. The only way to get out of a snafu is
to keep moving and improvise."

"Snafu?"

"Military term for screwup."

"Oh," Terry said. After another yawn he
stopped turning in the bed. Whit looked at the luminous dial of his
chronometer. Ten after ten. In the fireplace a burning log broke
apart, the flames flickered lower. He looked over at Terry, and was
surprised to see the boy's eyes were still open. Appraising
him.

"Mom said she couldn't sleep in the same room
with you after you came back. You'd wake up yelling and screaming
and scare the hell out of her."

"Yeah, I know it was a problem for Millie.
Wasn't doing me any good, either."

"You don't have nightmares anymore, do
you?"

"They're few and far between." Whit felt a
change of subject was in order. "How's your mother's new book
coming?"

"She's into revisions. It's about Eleanor of
Aquitaine. I've read all of Mom's books, but history's my worst
subject. I get bored except for the sex scenes. Don't tell her I
said so."

"They make a lot of money. Five best sellers
in a row."

"Yeah," Terry said, uninterested in the
subject of money, which he had never lacked. "What were some of the
other problems?"

"Between your mother and me? Well, the war
lasted a long time. I shipped out to North Africa before you were
born and by the time I got home you were potty-trained and had a
two thousand word vocabulary. And your mother had the
fastest-selling novel in the country. I was a burned-out bird
colonel with such a bad case of the shakes I couldn't hold a glass
at all those literary cocktail parties in her honor I was obligated
to attend. Millie didn't understand what was wrong with me and I
didn't know who the hell she was anymore. She owned clothes
I couldn't afford to buy her, and she was on a first-name basis
with movie stars. I felt like I had to go it alone for a while. In
the time it took me to get my bearings and adjust to being a
civilian, Millie met André on the Washington social circuit. You
know the rest."

"Mother's got a new boyfriend. His name is
Raphael. I think he was an assistant director on one of Pagnol's
films. Raphael is a lot younger than she is. She says she's never
going to get married again."

"Probably a wise decision."

"Are you?"

"Am I going to get married? Not much chance,
Terry."

"What about, you know, I met her last summer
on Long Island. The painter. Wasn't her name Ellen?"

"Elaine. We see each other occasionally. She
doesn't come into town that often. She's getting ready for a show
at her gallery."

Terry didn't reply.

After a couple of minutes Whit turned his
head on the pillow and looked at his son. His eyes were closed. His
breathing had slowed. He twitched a little, nervously, beneath the
blankets, exhaled sharply, then slid deeper into sleep. His face
was shaped like his father's. A little long, but with a good
chinline. He also had the slightly protruding density of brow that
sheltered the eyes; theirs were not faces open to quick inspection,
snap appraisals of character. They had, in the same spot, similar
harmless moles, on the jaw near the left earlobe. Almost everything
about the boy was Whit, from the way he was hung to the slimness of
hip and a tendency to saunter. But Terry had his mother's keener,
skeptical, sometimes acerbic witch-hazel eyes, and her excellent
teeth. Whit felt a tug of appreciation, a momentary impulse of
comradeship. He yearned to smoke a Camel. But he had quit again
because of the troublesome coughing and was determined to build up
his wind, which in turn he hoped would quicken his step on the
courts. He'd been playing like a tired old man lately.

He wished there'd been time tonight to try to
explain to Terry how people are changed, permanently, by
circumstances. We come together, we cling to each other for a
while, we are, inevitably, separated. He was reminded of a cliché
that Millie the novelist might have scorned. The river of life.
Human beings caught up in a timeless flow, now drifting, now
hurtling through rapids, colliding with one another, slipping away,
sometimes nearly drowning, everyone destined for that unimaginable
waterfall at the end. Every day, by chance, countless bondings both
biological and psychological occurred. I need you. I love you.
Stay with me forever. But the river became too swift, too
tricky: there are many other bodies swirling nearby, counter forces
combining with cataclysmic events in the roaring depths,
ceaselessly at work to separate the paired ones.

So Terry was curious about him, about the
relationship out of which he had been born. A dialogue was under
way, perhaps; the slight but persistent tension between them seemed
to have lessened in the moments before he fell asleep. Whit didn't
try to fool himself into thinking they had reached a new level of
understanding. Nothing so profound. Whit already had missed too
much of his son's life. They had little in common. He worked hard
to keep the relationship going, but more out of duty and a sense of
guilt than from love. The deep love for his flesh and blood that he
knew he ought to feel. But it had been a long time since Whit
Bowers had felt something stronger than a superficial attraction to
anyone. The end of his marriage to Millie had been a relief.
Burned-out bird colonel. But he wore the Academy ring. After
extensive R&R he might have gone on faking it, swung the
prestigious Pentagon post or Occupation duty, accepted the
promotion to brigadier merited by his war record. But there was a
surreal feeling about staying in uniform once the shooting stopped.
He had gone to war expecting that he would die in battle; convinced
that he must die. It was the destiny forecast in the dreadful
dreams of childhood. Better men than he had been killed, seemingly
at random; he had come home after months of bloody fighting on
three fronts with only nicks from shrapnel, a steel pin in one
ankle and some decorations for heroism under fire. His proof that
he had been among the quick and the victorious. The dreams that had
nothing to do with the war he had fought began to recur almost
immediately, and the message was plain: his destiny was
unfulfilled, unforeseeable.

Terrifying.

Now he was forty-eight years old. The lucky
ones, he sometimes thought while in a sink of morbidity, lay
peacefully beneath uniform white crosses in foreign countries. The
unlucky were still struggling to pull their lives together. He
found himself in between, steady for now but on a tightrope that
sometimes shrank to the diameter of a human hair. He had stopped
his heavy drinking, going from job to job, living off his contacts
from the Army's Old Boy network and his father's revered name. He
was doing acceptable work in a not very demanding position with
Langford Industries. Not enjoying himself, but not hating it
either. Making enough money to indulge in strenuous hobbies. He
skied and played a respectable game of tennis and went after
billfish whenever possible. He had learned several methods of
diverting his mind when the brooding, potentially debilitating
thoughts intruded.

Elaine, his sometime lover whom Terry had
inquired about, had been in analysis for several years and, at the
most intimate stage of their relationship, she urged him to give it
a go. He needed to get in touch with himself before it was too
late, Elaine insisted. No, not for him, not ever; sorry. So he had
backed away from Elaine; they were still on cordial terms but
seldom made the effort to see each other. Someone else would come
along, though the river was swifter now and he felt more alone than
ever in its rapids.

And now it was turning into one of those
nights when he was weary from the long drive but not within reach
of sleep. If he did drift off, it would be into the territory of
the childhood terrors. Whit got up and walked into the bathroom,
took a sleeping pill from his shaving kit and swallowed it without
water. Debated taking another. He decided that two of the pills
would make him groggy and possibly irritable in the morning. He
walked back to the bed in his skivvies, shivering, the fire all ash
and red-eyed coals now, the squat electric heater not doing much to
warm the room.

 



Chapter
Two

Terry Bowers was
wide awake at five A.M., and restless. It felt like ten o'clock to
him. Half the morning, gone. He was a habitual early riser wherever
he happened to be.

In the twin bed three feet away his father
snored placidly on his back. The motel unit smelled, not
unpleasantly, of warm birch log ash in the fireplace. There was a
streak of twilight where the blackout drapes didn't quite come
together over the windows. The old heater glowed lifelessly in one
corner like an electrocuted June bug. Birds were chirping in the
bushes outside. He heard a truck in a monotonous middle gear on the
road a hundred yards away.

Terry got up, used the toilet, gave his hair
a lick with the brush, and dressed. Chinos, penny loafers, flannel
shirt, rust-colored leather jacket with a brass zipper and elastic
cuffs. He let himself quietly out of the room and stood on the
small roofed porch, looking around.

There was a low-lying mist drifting in bursts
across the landscape as if from silent, unseen guns. Overhead,
stars so faint they disappeared even as he tried to focus on them.
From one of the rooms around the semi-circular drive he heard a
baby's thin squawl of hunger. He'd always been observant; he was
slowly, unconsciously cultivating the artist's mania for seemingly
pointless conjecture. That rusted car with Illinois plates (Land of
Lincoln), one stove-in door covered with plastic sheeting taped to
the body; how had the owner managed to drive his wreck this far,
and where was he going?

Judging from the number of cars and pickup
trucks parked around the drive, about half of the motel's rooms
were occupied. What if, under some kind of spell, everybody had to
come out now, get into a car that didn't belong to them, and drive
off in a totally unplanned direction? The red and white Corvette
was destined to be someplace else tonight, maybe five or six
hundred miles away. It might be in Texas. How far was Texas from
Asheville, North Carolina? He could look it up later in the Rand
McNally road atlas. His father had been raised in El Paso, on the
Ft. Bliss military reservation.

He walked slowly down the drive made of
smooth brown river stones, toward the Blue Ridge Parkway, past the
motel's restaurant that wouldn't open until seven for breakfast. He
remembered the eyes of the girl who had waited on them last night,
the school ring she wore on a gold chain around her neck. She was
lavaliered, she had explained. It meant she was going steady. She
had said, in a quietly amazed voice, "Paris, France?" when
he told her where he was from. He liked her western Carolina accent
and her delicately boned face and the way she would look at him and
then look away with a slight smile as if he'd given her something
weighty and interesting to think about. What if she walked out of
the mist right now, wearing her green-and-white checked waitress's
uniform, thick-soled white shoes that had smudges on them, and he
pointed his finger at her and suddenly they were together on the
Champs-Elysees. What would she say when she saw the Arc de Triomphe
in front of her? When she smiled at him again, tickled and bemused,
he would take her by the hand and they—

Nothing came or went on the road. He forgot
about the young waitress when he saw a black dog with four white
paws, run over in the night and dead for hours. The dog lay stiffly
on its side, snarling mouth caked with dried blood. If it had been
his dog, he thought, looking at the white paws, he would have
called it "Sneakers." No collar. The dog probably didn't belong to
anyone and had no name. His mother had two dogs. Toy poodles, both
a kind of dowager, blue-rinse color. Mitzi and Miou-Miou. Terry
tolerated the poodles but wished he owned a Great Pyrenees, his
favorite breed. But he knew he wasn't going to have a dog that big
(they often weighed two hundred pounds), not while they lived in a
seven-room apartment. Maybe if his mother bought that restored
olive mill with six acres in the countryside near Nice—

His hands smarted from the cold, and he put
them in the pockets of his jacket, walking south along the parkway.
A rooster crowed in the distance. The mist was thicker in places
along the road. Looking back, he could make out the elevated blue
neon of the motel sign, but not the motel itself. He kicked at
trash in his way. A Nesbitt's Orange Soda bottle, a squashed Marvel
Mystery Oil can, a bread wrapper. Almost every step of the way
there was litter.

Americans could be such pigs, he thought
scornfully. Thinking in French, as a Frenchman.

Terry hadn't walked far, only about a quarter
of a mile, when he came to one of the roadside rest areas that
afforded, when the weather was clear, vistas of mountains and
valleys. An unhitched house trailer was parked well off the road,
listing to one side. He had seen a couple of others like it on the
way down from New York: it was a dull silver color, and shaped like
a loaf of bread. There were small windows covered with venetian
blinds. One of the tires had gone flat and was half off the rim,
which accounted for the tilt.

The narrow door in the side of the trailer
was standing open. Terry thought he heard someone groaning inside.
The groans were soft, intermittent. He had heard his father make
similar sounds in his sleep. The trailer was about fifty feet away
in the mist. There was nothing particularly interesting about it
except for the door that was open on a cold morning. Yet he felt
rooted, unable to go any closer, reluctant to turn and walk
away.

The groaning had stopped.

Another sleeper, troubled by his dreams.

"Boshie!"

The cry from within the trailer caused
Terry's heart to jump.

"Help me—help me!"

He wasn't immediately frightened, but he
didn't know what to do. Maybe there was someone else in the trailer
who would respond to the plea for help.

"Where are you? I need you! Please,
Boshie!"

The pathetic cries indicated that he was
alone, or thought he was. Instinctively Terry moved closer.

A large man in a monk's hooded robe appeared,
lurching, limping badly, from the other side of the trailer. He
slammed the door shut. He looked odd as a walrus in this setting.
But he was carrying something in his other hand, a club, or—Terry
backed away, a sudden freeze in the region of his bowels.

The crying and pleading continued inside, but
on a rising note of insult and pain, as if the slammed door had
been a heartbreaking rebuff.

"What do you want?" the man in the monk's,
robe asked Terry. "Where did you come from?"

With his head bent the man's face was
unseeable within the bulky cowl. It wasn't a club he held, Terry
observed, it was a croquet mallet. The man also seemed off-balance,
like the trailer; his right foot protruded beyond the hem of the
russet robe. The foot looked grotesquely swollen, shapeless. On it
he wore only a filthy white athletic sock.

Terry felt as if he'd taken a wrong turn into
a forbidden area of a medieval cathedral; a crease of superstition,
like a small bone in his throat, made it difficult to speak.

"I—I don't want anything. I was out for a
walk."

"Are you staying at the motel?" He had a deep
voice, which was neither threatening nor angry. But there was an
inflection of command; sometimes Terry's father sounded that way,
when he was talking to certain taxi drivers or obnoxious maitre
d's. Their rudeness always vanished, right away.

Terry nodded, answering the question, but he
liked this less and less; he was poised to run. The hooded man
seemed to realize it.

"Why don't you go back there?" he suggested.
"This is no place for you to be—not at this time of the
morning."

"Is somebody sick?" Terry asked. "Do you want
me to call a doctor?"

When the man replied his voice faltered,
descending on a scale of emotion from sadness to futility.

"No. A doctor won't do him any good. My
brother has come home to die."

"Oh—I'm sorry. What are you going to do about
the flat tire?"

"The others drove into town to buy a new one
when the Goodrich store opens." The man raised his head.

The pious cowl fell back and Terry saw that
he had strange, bulging eyes that looked in different
directions—simultaneously to heaven and to hell. "We'll be on our
way soon. There's nothing you can do. Go back to where you came
from, boy. Leave us in peace."

"Okay," Terry said, a tremor running through
him like a quick furry animal. There seemed to be no point in
repeating that he was sorry.

As he was turning to leave he heard a clatter
of metal blinds at one of the small windows of the trailer. He
looked up. He saw aged hands with long yellow nails holding the
slats apart. A human throat with the runnels and wrinkles of old
age. A trembling mouth with only a few teeth remaining.

What else he saw broke Terry's nerve and sent
him flying, the sounds of a jeering, birdlike scream trailing after
him.

"Geeeeek! Geeeeekkkk!"

He was beneath the flickering blue neon sign
of the motel before he stopped running, winded, and bent over with
his hands on his knees. He looked back to be sure that
nothing—nobody—was following him, stalking him relentlessly out of
the mist.

As soon as he could he jogged across the
motel grounds, around the drained pool and the children's
playground, ignoring a severe stitch in his side. He let himself
into the room and quickly bolted the door behind him.

He was sitting on the edge of his bed, hands
between his knees, when his father woke up with a kind of wary
readiness in his face, lying at full length but inobtrusively up on
one elbow before Terry could blink.

"Hey—Terry. Time's it getting to be?" Whit
looked at his chronometer. "Ten to six? Might as well get up."

Terry didn't move. Whit became aware of the
clenched hands, his son's drawn, worried face.

"You okay? Something wrong?"

Terry almost blurted it out, everything: the
silvery trailer with one tire crushed down to the axle, the limping
man in monk's habit, the— He took a long breath and shook his head.
He delivered the simplest explanation possible.

"I was—I went for a walk."

"Still waking up too early, huh?"

"Yeah. Do you think we could get going?"

"Now? They won't open for breakfast here for
another hour, aren't you—"

Terry suppressed a shudder. "No. I'm not
hungry. We can eat later, can't we?"

"Sure, I guess so." Whit sat up, stretching.
"Be ready to roll in fifteen minutes."

"Okay," Terry said, as his father got out of
bed and went into the bathroom. He sat staring at the door he had
double-locked, lips tight, half-expecting something really bad to
happen momentarily.

They knew he was staying at the motel, he'd
foolishly told them that. But they wouldn't know in which room to
look for him, would they? Even if they did, they couldn't get
inside. But if they broke the door down—

His father could handle them; his father
would stop them.

Wouldn't he?

 



Chapter
Three

By the time they
reached the summit of Waterrock Knob in the Plott Balsam mountains,
forty-eight tediously winding and upturning miles from the motel
outside of Asheville, the sun had risen and the rental car was
overheating again from the altitude. At this point the Blue Ridge
Parkway was the highest motor road in the east, and they had been
traveling a mile above sea level for most of the way; here they
were at six, thousand feet.

Whit Bowers pulled off onto the graveled
crescent of an overlook, to give the radiator a chance to cool down
so he could pop the cap and add water before they made the long
descent through Soco Gap. It was cold on the knob, not much above
forty degrees. The air thin but invigorating. Whit pulled on his
thick wool sweater, with the oil still in the wool for shedding
cold pelting Alpine rains. Rising mist hid the pinnacles of fir and
red spruce, but the sky above the mountain ranges surrounding them
in oceanic waves—the Balsams, the Newfounds, the Great Smokies, the
Cowees—was barefaced, with a becoming blush, like a young girl
rising from sleep.

On the rock wall around the overlook he
unfolded a geological survey map of the area to look for reference
points. The Qualla Reservation of the eastern Cherokee nation lay
immediately below them, in its settlements a slovenly place of
unwanted people, extending north to the boundaries of the national
park on the North Carolina–Tennessee line. Clingmans Dome, at the
heart of the Smokies, was unmistakable, an indigo giant shedding
torrents of smoke in a westerly direction.

He had never laid eyes on this imposing land,
but he had done some background reading, he knew its history well.
All of the mountains in this near-primeval region, untouched by
glaciers or the heated seas of distant epochs, were heavily
forested to their summits despite the best efforts of lumbermen,
whose venality, in the first four decades of the century, had been
criminally inflamed by a million acres of virgin timber green as
new money. Whit used his binoculars and located, to the northeast,
a sparkling thread of river in the valley of the Cat Brier, and
Tyree, the only town of any consequence in the moistly radiant,
sapphire-and-gold valley.

"Where's Wildwood?" Terry asked. He'd been
keeping his eyes on the road, but they had seen only a few cars on
the parkway since leaving Asheville.

Whit drew a rectangle on the map, the low
side of which intersected the Balsam Mountains less than a mile
north of Waterrock Knob, and shared part of the eastern boundary of
the Cherokee reservation.

"Wildwood covers all of this area." He handed
the binoculars to Terry. "About eighteen square miles. A third of
it is inside the park now, but the company still hasn't deeded the
land over to the government. Langford Industries has been fighting
a holding action for the last twenty years, but eventually we'll
have to compromise. There's enough scenic land outside the park
boundary for what we want to do."

With his pencil he shaded a small area inside
the rectangle.

"The lake would go here, near the headwaters
of the Cat Brier. Tormentil Mountain is fifty-three hundred feet
high, and there should be room for a dozen good ski runs on the
slopes."

Terry seemed to be forcibly concentrating,
trying to show interest.

"Ski runs? Does it snow much this far
south?"

"No. But we're looking ten to fifteen years
ahead. By then we should have the machines for making artificial
snow economically."

They heard a car coming up the grade to the
overlook. Terry put the binoculars down quickly. The car, a big tan
Olds, came into view. There was a trailer hitched to it—a silvery
Airstream with the familiar breadloaf shape.

"Oh, shit," Terry said under his breath,
instinctively getting a grip on the sleeve of his father's
sweater.

"What's the matter?"

"Let's go."

"I have to fill the radiator." Whit stared at
Terry, whose lower lip was bloodless between his teeth. The boy
raised the binoculars for a fast look at the driver as the car and
trailer pulled off the road and came toward them. The car had
Pennsylvania plates. The Keystone State.

A heavyset man got out, rimless glasses
flashing in the sun. His hair was white, planed down to a stiff
flattop. He brushed crumbs from his cardigan sweater and gray twill
pants and smiled.

"Say, this road's a killer. Just about pulled
the guts out of my Eighty-Eight. But you can depend on Oldsmobile.
Surrrre you can. Never bought any other make of car since I was old
enough to drive."

A woman was emerging slowly and unsteadily
from the other side of the car, like a sickly chick from a litter
of eggshell. She also wore glasses and was noticeably bowlegged,
but otherwise they looked normal to Terry, an ordinary couple.

"Don't forget the camera, 'Stelle," the
crewcut man advised her. "This is the big view, we came up here
for. Now where're you going?"

"I need to get an Alka-Seltzer from the
trailer, Joe, and use the toidy. It's your fault. You never should
have tempted me with those cinnamon doughnuts."

"Now, now." He had a slight accent that
reminded Terry of Lawrence Welk, the Champagne Music Man on
television. He turned and winked at Whit and Terry. "Joe
Kunzelman's my name. Homestead, P.A. I walked out of the plant
gates for the last time Friday a week ago, and the little lady and
me, we're seeing the country.Been looking forward to this trip all
my life. 'Stelle, she'll get her travel legs eventually. Just wait
till we come to New Orleans. She'll like that. Surrrre she will.
The French Quarter. Ha-cha!" He winked again.

Terry, unsmiling, asked, "Do you have anybody
else with you in the trailer?"

"No, there's just 'Stelle and me. Care to
have a look inside? After 'Stelle gets off the toidy, I mean. These
Airstreams are just wonderful for long-distance travel. I'm not
exaggerating when I tell you we've got all the comforts of home.
Built solid, too. Nine thousand rivets!"

Terry shook his head. "We're in kind of a
hurry. Aren't we, Dad?"

As they were driving through Soco Gap Whit
looked for a third time at his uncommunicative son. Even Little
Richard and Fats Domino on the car radio hadn't lightened his mood.
He was chewing at a hangnail, chewing it to the quick.

"Why did you ask him if there was somebody
else in his trailer?"

"I don't know," Terry mumbled.

"You must have had a reason."

"Skip it."

"Terry—" Whit's jaw was bunched ominously
over his wad of gum.

Terry almost shouted at him.

Okay, okay! This morning I saw a trailer
just like the one at the overlook and in that trailer was an old
guy who had curly horns a foot long growing out of his head, and
ears like an animal. Is that what you want me to tell you?

Just thinking about it made him feel as crazy
as he suspected he would sound; never mind the fact that he was
absolutely certain of what he'd seen.

So he bit his tongue hard enough to make it
bleed and sat back with his arms sternly folded for a minute. Then
he said abruptly and a little wildly, "Is there an airport around
here?"

"I suppose so. Why?"

"Because I want to go home! I don't like it
here."

"Home to Paris? Your mother isn't—"

"I know she's not there! Claude and Berthe
can look after me if everybody thinks I need looking after so bad."
They were the couple who had maintained the eighteenth-century
apartment on lie St. Louis for as long as Terry could remember.

"I thought we were starting to get along,"
Whit said in exasperation. "Why the change of heart?"

Terry sat rubbing his forehead with the heel
of one hand, a self-mesmerizing gesture that had a gradual calming
effect, allowed his common sense to rise to the top of his brain.
The truth was (he would never doubt it) he'd seen a living gargoyle
no less intimidating than many of the medieval ones in stone and
soot grimacing down on the oblivious city in which he lived.
Undoubtedly the homed man was a freak of some kind, unless Terry
was prepared to believe in the existence of the devil; he was not,
he decided, although he had run through the mist this morning
half-convinced he was escaping from a traveling sideshow of hell.
My brother has come home to die, the other man had said. All
but hidden in his monkish robe, exhibiting the goggle eyes of a
lizard, a big lump of club foot in a dirty sock. The croquet mallet
in his hand not necessarily a threat. Adding everything up, the
facts of his escapade looked different to Terry. Probably the
Airstream trailer and the dying old man were traveling in a
different direction by now; even in this sparsely settled region he
should never run into them again. What a shame. Squirming on his
seat, Terry was uncomfortable: the morning sun through the closed
window hot on his right cheek, his father's unspoken questions
silently grilling him on the other side.

"It isn't you," Terry said finally, giving
Whit a quick conciliatory look.

"Glad to hear it." The bulge in Whit's jaw
smoothed out, he chewed his gum slowly. "You know it isn't
practical for you to go back right now. There are things I need to
accomplish here. Get a close look at the area, see if any of the
railroad spur line is salvageable. I'll put you on your flight a
week from today. Until then maybe you'll do your best to cooperate.
It's really beautiful around here, if you take the trouble to
appreciate what you're seeing."

"Yeah, okay," Terry said glumly. "I told you
I was sorry."

"Not exactly." But Whit smiled,
relenting.

Billboards were everywhere as they neared the
intersection with U.S. 19, advertising junk attractions and
souvenir shops at the fringe of the park, tribal handicrafts in the
Cherokee nation. Whit drove east, toward Tyree.

"I think you'll like Arn Rutledge. If I can
locate him."

"Is he a moonshiner?"

Whit laughed. "Wouldn't suprise me to find
out Arn was in the whiskey business; he used to talk about 'shine,
how it was made. His father and most of his other male relatives
earned a living from stills before the war. But the government's
making it more difficult for them these days."

"You depended on him a lot in the war, didn't
you?"

"He was the best squad leader I had; I was a
company commander going into Sicily. His troopers were all tough
country boys or mountaineers; nobody got their respect unless he
earned it. We missed the DZ, jumped too high and too fast, and I
lost track of Arn's stick. The battalion was scattered over a wide
area in the dark; none of us had any idea where the hell we were,
except we knew we were behind the lines. I regrouped part of my
company and we headed south toward the beachhead, raising hell with
small patrols, making as much trouble as we could along the way. We
cut telephone lines and blew up bridges. Some of our kids had
shaved their heads back in Tunisia, and they were wearing war
paint. The civilians we ran into were terrified; the Germans had
told them that all American paratroopers were convicted murderers,
parolees from death row. Counting walking wounded, we had less than
four thousand troopers roaming around as far south as Santa Croce
Camerina, about twenty miles from the DZ. But by dawn the Italians
and Krauts were convinced it was more like sixty thousand.
Intelligence wasn't very good on either side. We didn't know there
was a Goering Division Panzer unit in Sicily until we ran into a
column near Biazza Ridge. We didn't have antitank weapons, nothing
that could even slow down a sixty-ton Tiger. We dug in anyway, down
about eight inches into bare rock, and held until we got some help
from a battery of .155's on the beach. There were so goddamn many
tanks on the ridge, all they had to do was fire for effect. I
rounded up all the able-bodied men I could find—clerks, cooks,
riggers, you name it. We crawled forward a few feet at a time,
knocking out pillboxes—until we ran smack into a big Tiger sitting
in a ravine and drawing a bead on us. I thought we were goners. But
the top of the tank popped open and there was Sergeant Arn Rutledge
grinning at me. He'd surprised the tank crew outside having a smoke
and a piss, polished them off with a grenade. Then he crawled
inside to take a look at his new tank. 'Hey, Captain,' he said to
me, 'if we can figure how to turn this fuckin' thing on, we'll have
the area policed up directly.'"

"Did he get a decoration for taking the
tank?"

'The first of many. A couple of nights later
he was burned pretty badly pulling some British commandos out of a
glider that crash-landed. In France we had days of going from
hedgerow to hedgerow, house to house, flushing out the Krauts. I
don't know how many snipers he killed. Mountaineer's savvy. He had
the old squirrel-hunter's knack for knowing where to look, where to
shoot, before they spotted him."

"How long has it been since you've seen
him?"

"The summer the war ended. I had to miss the
'48 reunion. It was a testimonial to the sergeant-major, so some of
the guys made damned sure he was there. They told me Arn stayed
drunk for three days, not very drunk, just enough to keep his
distance and maybe his dignity."

"What's a sergeant-major?"

"Highest ranking noncom in the army. There's
only one per company. Arn could have had battlefield promotions on
up to major if he'd wanted them. But he never cottoned to the idea
of being an officer. Held most of us in contempt."

"But not you."

"I never behaved in any way he found
disgraceful."

Terry smiled slightly. "Do you think he'll
take us to Wildwood?"

"If we can find him and he's not busy doing
something else. I'd like to have him along. He must know every foot
of the way."

Now they were driving through the Cat Brier
Valley. Cove country: woodlots in pale green leaf, pastures
smothered in wildflower. Phosphorous yellow and coolly passionate
lavender. Lolling cows enclosed by the zigzag of split rail fences,
old gray wood weathered hard as iron. They crossed the river, not a
torrent but full to its banks, and clean, entered the town between
two churches facing each other on hillsides. The Baptists in tall
white frame and with a belfry, tombstones haphazardly spaced over
most of the rest of their hill. The CME church was brick and blue
shingle, squarish, utilitarian, a red, white, and blue crusader's
shield over their doorway. The graveyard near the CME church was of
old dismembered vehicles, rust-red hulks half buried in tenacious
kudzu like collapsed tents.

Tyree, North Carolina. Population 1705. The
Lion's Club met on the last Friday of each month at Fulcrum's Cafe.
The BPOE had their own shacky place, next door to a John Deere
dealership. Machines more formidable than the grasshoppers in
The Beginning of the End were grouped on the gravel of the
front lot as if mounting a long-term siege. There were signs of
life: a tall man in slouchy Big Smiths was talking to another man,
bald as Eisenhower, who wore a yellow John Deere cap backward on
his head. Big Smith pulled away in his running-board pickup as Whit
turned into the drive. The man in the John Deere cap sat in a
wooden armchair beneath a sagging rust-stained tin roof and
regarded the newcomers with a tilt of his head. He had one stale
eye and a contented manner, as if he'd fathomed the strategy of the
machines, and couldn't be bothered.

"Help you?"

"I'm looking for a man who grew up around
here," Whit said. "Arn Rutledge. Do you know him?"

"Everybody knows Arn."

"Could you tell me where I might find
him?"

The man turned his head so that Whit could
see only the stale eye, which was like having a door shut in his
face, one with a Closed sign dangling in it.

"We were in the war together," Whit
explained. "Eighty-Second Airborne, 505th parachute infantry
regiment. I was his commanding officer. Thought I'd like to say
hello, long as I was down this way."

"And you would be—"

"Whit Bowers."

"New York plates on your car, but can't place
the accent."

"Texas."

"Well, howdy," the man said, as if they were
starting over, and favored Whit with his good eye. "The five oh
five, eh? Heard tell that was the toughest outfit in the U.S.
Army."

"We liked to think so."

"You just might of come a piece for nothing.
Arn ain't the easiest sort to get hold of. What you could do is,
drive on into town to the traffic light—they's but one in Tyree,
and buddy I don't know what we need that'n for—then you go left and
from the lumberyard it's three-quarter mile on up the cove. You'll
see his store there on the left-hand side the road. Cash grocery
and gas, and he's got him some cabins scattered back there 'mongst
the tall trees. Rents to a few tourists ever summer but he's off
the main road and the sign he put up out the other side of town
don't pull 'em in none too regular. Arn, he's around the store
sometimes. Hard to say when."

"How does he run a business, then?"

"Wife's there. And his nephew, Jewell, who is
not too strong in the head but can make change."

"Okay, thanks."

"Arn did himself proud in the war, hear
tell."

"He's a good man. Nobody I trusted more."

The man nodded, but cautiously. "Well,
there's not too many would call harm agin' him. On the other hand,
not so many claim him as a friend. Men have a way of changing, I
suppose."

"Why do you say that?"

"Been a while since the war. Must have
changed some yourself."

"That I have."

"You come across ol' Arn, give him my kind
regards. Name's Ripley. Believe it or not." The man doubled up
slowly, convulsed, then let out a whoop of laughter.

Whit said with a smile, "The boy and I are
thirsty." He had noticed a soft-drink box around by the side door
of the building. "We'd like to get a couple of sodas from your
box."

"Yesterday's ice is mostly gone, but them
drinks'll be cold enough, I reckon. They's dime apiece."

Whit paid him. Terry slid the corroded top of
the drink box back, felt around in the numbing six inches of water
until he fished up a Grapette and an RC Cola from the murky
bottom.

"Want to try to find some breakfast, or go on
up to Arn's store?" Whit asked.

"I guess I'm hungry
now."

Three blocks away,
at the corner where the blinking yellow traffic light was suspended
over a deserted intersection, they found Fulcrum's Cafe. A dozen
cars and trucks were parked diagonally in front. A trio of Walker
hounds in a dog box in the back of a stake-sided pickup truck
raised a ruckus as they went by, up two high steps to a sidewalk
and the roof jutting out over the cafe entrance and steamed-up
windows.

Inside there was a crowd, men in fedoras and
denim and heavyweight, triple-stitched brown duck overalls doing
some serious eating beneath the heavy blue float of griddle smoke,
waitresses busy and chatty at the same time. Two stools left at the
counter, with an unfriendly looking black-jowled man seated between
them. But he moved over with a nod to Whit so Whit and Terry could
be together.

"Momin' to you," one of the waitresses said,
placing laminated menus in front of them. She had straggly red hair
pinned up, and freckles everywhere, even on her gums. Teeth going
every which way in her mouth but a good-humored smile for all
that.

They ordered mountain flapjacks with sorghum
molasses, which the waitress referred to as "short sweetenin'," big
ovals of grilled ham, a double ice-cream scoop helping of grits
covered with red-eye gravy, two eggs over easy. The food was better
than any they'd eaten thus far on the road; it was, in fact,
superb. Terry cleaned his plate and let the waitress talk him into
having a second glass of rich buttermilk.

"Where y'all from?" she asked, when she had a
few moments to catch her breath.

"New York."

"Paris," Terry said.

"That be Paris, Tennessee, or Paris,
Kentucky? My second cousin Hallie Norton's married to a ole boy
from Paris, Kentucky. Maybe you've heard of—"

"No, uh, I live in France."

"You don't say! Why, you are a long
way from home, darlin'. Come all this way to visit the park? It
just may be the prettiest season there is for wildflowers, but gets
right cold at night; see that you dress warm if you're pitchin'
camp."

The man who earlier had moved over one stool
wiped up egg yolk from his plate with a piece of biscuit and turned
his unkempt bearish head to stare at Terry. Because of the close
set of his blue eyes his scrutiny could be taken either as menacing
or moronic. He filled out his unpressed wool shirt in great heaps
and bulges. The rye and acid odor Terry had put up with through the
course of his meal seemed to take on added sharpness as the man
focused his full attention on him. Apart from his size, which was
considerable, there was something disturbing about him: edgy,
secret, outlaw.

"Where do you live in Paris?" he asked.

Terry blinked at hearing faultless French,
and was a few moments in replying. "On the Quai d'Orldans, near the
St. Louis bridge."

The man nodded. "With a splendid view of
Notre Dame, I should imagine."

"From my bedroom windows"

"I was three years studying at the Sorbonne.
Have a good day."

He got up abruptly, laid down a quarter for
the waitress, who had scooted away momentarily to refill a coffee
mug, and departed without another word.

Whit, whose French was only fair, asked Terry
to translate the brief conversation.

"He wanted to know where I lived in Paris. He
said he studied at the Sorbonne."

"Studied what?"

"I don't know."

Whit watched curiously as the big man paid
his bill, helped himself to toothpicks from the dispenser beside
the cash register, and walked out. He said to the freckled
waitress, who was back within earshot, "Do you know who that man
was?" He pointed at the stool next to Terry.

She deftly picked up the quarter and dropped
it into her apron pocket.

"I believe his name's Jacob. Somebody did
tell me that."

"You don't know him? He's not from around
here?"

"Surely weren't born here. He started comin'
in, could be two, even three years ago. I'll see him ever' meal for
a couple days, then I won't see him the longest time. Ain't never
spoke ten words to me, 'cept to order. Not much for conversation."
She wrinkled her nose; his odor had stayed behind like a homeless
ghost. "Baths nuther."

"He speaks French," Terry said.

"Do tell. Now that's somethin' else I know
about him. Speaks French and rides a ole Harley motorcycle and
lives way off up in the woods. Just wants to be left alone, I
reckon." She beamed at Terry
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