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The true soldier fights not because he hates what is in front of him, but because he loves what is behind him.


—G. K. CHESTERTON


Don’t ever march home the same way.


Take a different route so you won’t be ambushed.


—ROGERS’ RANGERS STANDING ORDER NO. 11





THE
RANGER
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Quinn headed home, south on the Mississippi highway, in a truck he’d bought in Phenix City, Alabama, for fifteen hundred, a U.S. Army rucksack beside him stuffed with enough clothes for the week and a sweet Colt .44 Anaconda he’d won in a poker game. He carried good rock ’n’ roll and classic country, and photos from his last deployment in Afghanistan, pics of him with his Ranger platoon, the camp monkey “Streak” on his shoulder, Black Hawks at sundown over the mountains. Things you bring back home after six years away, from 3rd Battalion Headquarters at Fort Benning to Iraq to Afghanistan and back again, when you didn’t really intend to return home so fast, if at all. He drove south on Highway 7 and then down 9W, and kept heading south into the winding hill country that had been logged down to nothing decades ago, leaving the people scrub pines and junk trees and squashed beer cans and bottles. This part of the state had always seemed used up to him as a kid, and it looked just as used up in the headlight glow of the truck. He was headed back down to Jericho at midnight, not wanting to see a damn soul till the funeral tomorrow.


He figured nobody plans being away for that long, but when you join up at eighteen and earn your tab just before September 11th, a soldier can keep pretty damn busy. He tried to recall the last time he’d seen his mother (not caring if he ever saw his father again), and wondered about his sister who hadn’t called him in two Christmases. At home there was an ex-girlfriend who’d dumped him not long after basic and good friends he hadn’t spoken to in years.


He turned up the radio, a Johnny Cash version of a classic Western ballad. Quinn knew the song by heart but loved hearing it every time.


The old truck ran at seventy on a steady ribbon of blacktop unfolding from hill to hill, a path cut through endless forest that once had been traveled by horse and wagon, Tibbehah County being one of the most remote counties in North Mississippi.


After years of marching and maneuvers, sitting still seemed odd to him, although at rest he could fall asleep at will and wake up just as fast. The Regiment had whittled him down to a wiry, muscular frame built for speed, surprise, chaos, and violence. His hair was cut in the standard high and tight, not even an inch thick on top and shaved on the sides, making his face seem even more chiseled in the rearview mirror, sharp angles thanks to a Choctaw grandmother about a hundred years back mixed with the hard Scotch-Irish who settled the South.


The truck’s heater was cranked, and Quinn, his hand on the wheel, sat comfortably in a black T-shirt, blue jeans, and cowboy boots. In the ashtray he kept a half of a dead cigar that he’d smoked about a hundred miles back with some bad coffee. The trip was only five hours, but it was a hell of a long time alone with your thoughts.


Another bend, another curve on the highway, and there was a speck in the light. He touched the brakes—finding them a lot less tight than the salesman had promised—thinking the speck was a spooked deer or a dog but then seeing it was the bare back of a woman, turning on long spindly legs and caught in his high beams.


He shanked the steering wheel to the right, the truck coming within an arm’s reach of the hair rushing across her blank face. He was in a ditch and stuck, back wheels spinning into mud.


Quinn got out and tromped over to the girl, still standing there on the double yellow line, her breath audible against the quiet of the motor and hot ticking of the engine. There were cows calling from someplace across a barbed-wire fence, and a train whistled far off. A lonesome midnight moon glowed, and Quinn called to the girl, just spotting a logging truck cresting the hill. He grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the shoulder, finding her face in his truck’s headlight.


“You okay?”


She nodded.


“What the hell you doing in the middle of the road?”


“I didn’t see you.”


“You didn’t hear my truck?”


She didn’t say anything.


“Shit, I about killed you.”


The girl wore cowboy boots, a miniskirt, and a sequined halter top busting at the stomach. The girl, maybe eighteen or nineteen or sixteen, was blond and light-eyed. She had tight curly hair, a small upturned nose, and was well on her way with child.


“You from here?” he asked.


She shook her head, breath clouding in the cold.


“I’d give you a ride, but—”


She said it didn’t matter and turned away, and kept walking south.


Quinn hopped back in the truck and cranked the ignition, the F-150 older than him kicking to life, and he knocked it in four-wheel drive just for the hell of it, thinking he’d never get out of that ravine. But the tires spun, and it lurched forward a foot and then five feet, and he was back on the road, following the girl. He let down his side window, slowly, and told her to get in.


She stopped and didn’t say a word. She just stood there, back roads leading nowhere all around, with nothing on her, nothing to her, and then she climbed inside the cab. Quinn accelerated fast in case she decided to change her mind.


“Headed down to Tibbehah County,” he said. “Jericho.”


He didn’t realize he’d left the radio on, catching a staticky local station. A talk-radio-show host offering his views at the decline of American morals and the nearing of the End Times.


“How old are you?” he asked.


“How old are you?” she asked.


“Twenty-nine.”


“You look a lot older.”


Quinn and the girl didn’t speak for nearly fifteen miles.


“You can let me out here,” she said.


“Nothing here.”


“I can walk.”


“Where you from?” Quinn asked, keeping the same speed.


“Alabama.”


“You walked from Alabama?”


“It’s a fur piece,” she said, staring straight ahead.


“ ’Specially in those boots.”


“You from Jericho?”


“Grew up there.”


“You know a man named Jody?”


“Haven’t been home in some time,” Quinn said. “What’s his last name?”


The girl didn’t say anything. She just stared out at the headlights hitting the ten feet of darkness ahead of them, not much to see along the road but trailers perched on some cleared land and homemade signs offering fresh vegetables, although the season had passed months ago. The nights had turned chilly; past cotton harvesttime.


“What you’re doin’ is dangerous,” Quinn said.


“Thanks for your concern.”


“Just tryin’ to help.”


“Why are you going back?”


“It’s time.”


“How long you been gone?” she asked.


“Six years and a few months.”


“You do something bad?”


“Why would you ask that?” Quinn asked, a little edge in his voice.


“Just trying to talk.”


“You have money?”


“You can let me off in town.”


“You have people?”


“Jody,” the girl said, not sounding too excited about the prospect.


“The boy without a last name.”


She stayed silent and leaned her head against the window glass, a few stray cars passing, high beams dimming over the crests of hills, all the way till they reached the Tibbehah County line, the road sign spray-painted over with the words AIN’T NO HOPE. Quinn recognized some things, Varner’s Quick Mart, the small high school stadium where he’d played football long after they’d been state champs in ’78, JT’s Garage—but JT’s looked like it’d shut down a while back. The downtown movie theater where he’d seen Fievel Goes West with his kid sister had been turned into a church. He passed the town cemetery where he’d probably be buried alongside both sets of grandparents and a few kin beyond that, and then they were circling the town Square. A small gazebo stood in the center as a monument to all the boys who’d been killed in action since the Civil War.


“Is this all there is?” the girl asked.


“Pretty much,” Quinn said. “Can I get you a place to stay?”


“I’ll make my own way, thank you.”


“Some churches and places might could help. Hey, look, there’s a motel right across the railroad tracks over there. I’ll pay for your room tonight and then you can make your way fresh in the morning. I have to check in, too.”


“I know that song,” she said, turning to look at his face.


“I’m not shy,” he said. “But I draw the line at pregnant teens.”


She didn’t say anything. He gunned the motor and crossed over the tracks, circling down into the Traveler’s Rest, an old U-shaped motel where the units faced outward to the highway. Quinn remembered it used to be thirty bucks a night back when the couples needed to be alone at prom time. Now they advertised bass fishing in their pond and free Wi-Fi. You used to could drive past this place at midnight and know which girls had finally given in to their boyfriends or who was stepping out.


Quinn grabbed his bag, paid for the rooms, and tossed the girl her key.


“Good luck,” he said, heading to his room.


“I’ll pay you back in the morning.”


“Not necessary,” he said. “I got a funeral to be at anyway.”


“Who died?” she asked.


The funeral started at nine a.m. sharp, everyone noting that his uncle sure would have appreciated the punctuality. There were about twenty people there. Quinn expected more, but understood it was a cold, rainy morning, and it being Thanksgiving Day and all. Most were men, old veterans who’d been buddies with his uncle since Korea, long before he’d become sheriff back in ’73. They held their baseball hats, decorated for whatever military branch they’d entered, over their tired hearts as the body of Hampton Beckett was lowered into the ground to the sounds of a twenty-one-gun salute, some of the old men looking like they sure enjoyed getting out the rifles and firing off a few rounds. Every damn snap made Quinn recoil a bit, and he hated himself for that, watching the flag being folded and handed to a frizzled waitress from the Fillin’ Station diner, a woman that Hamp had been seeing since his wife had died five years ago. There were nice words and handshakes, and then it started to rain harder and everyone ducked under their umbrellas and ran for their cars, snaking out of the county cemetery and starting the real bit of the ceremony at the VFW club.


As Quinn reached for the truck’s door, Luke Stevens waded through a ditch to shake his hand. He hadn’t spoken to Luke since they graduated from high school, but he looked pretty much the same, with shaggy brown hair, a handsome face and confident grin. His gold glasses were spotted with rain and his suit drenched. He just gave a brief smile to Quinn, shook his hand, and then wrapped him in an awkward hug. Luke still feeling bad about taking Anna Lee away, even though Quinn was the one who’d left. Luke being the one who’d gone to medical school at Tulane and come back to Jericho to live and die.


Quinn started to speak, but Luke had turned back to his car, where Quinn caught only the back of Anna Lee’s black dress as she climbed inside and shut the door. Hell, he didn’t know what to say anyway.


The VFW building wasn’t much but cinder block and tin, murals of Europe, Vietnam, and Iraq painted on the walls. A sign outside advertised BINGO SATURDAYS, and a CATFISH FRY from two Sundays back. Quinn removed his damp dress coat and loosed his wet tie and sat at a table with three old men. One of them looked around the empty room, more for show than from worry, and pulled out a bottle of Wild Turkey; another headed to the kitchen to fetch some coffee mugs.


“You been to see your mother yet?” asked old Mr. Jim, a Third Army man who from his barbershop pulpit told stories of meeting Patton, even keeping the prayer card he’d been issued since before they rolled into Belgium. His nose resembled a rutabaga, his eyes narrow and a washed-out blue.


“No, sir.”


“She’ll want to see you.”


“Yes, sir.”


“Don’t be angry.”


“He was her brother,” Quinn said. “Doesn’t seem too much to show up at his funeral.”


“They hadn’t spoken for some time,” Mr. Jim said. “Bad words said.”


“Those two argued over the color of the sky,” Quinn said. “Hamp didn’t talk to her for nearly a month after she called John Wayne a pussy.”


Old Judge Blanton, small and white-haired in a black suit, cracked open the seal on the bourbon and uncorked the bottle. Luther Varner, a Marine in Vietnam, owner of Varner’s Quick Mart, returned with four mismatched cups. Varner lit a long, cheap cigarette. Quinn wished he’d brought in cigars.


He felt odd sitting with them, the men always just a “Sir” and a polite handshake. Quinn was never part of the boys sitting around drinking coffee in the morning at Varner’s. But here he was after doing what was expected of him in the Army, and the old boys seemed to say, “Sit down, and sit a spell. You’re one of us now.”


“You didn’t wear your uniform,” Judge Blanton said.


“I’ve worn it enough.”


“You gettin’ redeployed?” Mr. Jim asked.


“We just got back,” Quinn said. “Third Batt did six months in Afghanistan.”


“You see much action?”


“We always do.”


“Y’all boys get called in when the shit hits the fan,” Varner said. “In case of trouble, break the glass and call in the Rangers.”


“I just don’t know why he did it,” Mr. Jim said, making a clicking sound with his cheek. He was staring into a blank spot in the corner of the VFW, not listening much to what was going on around him.


Quinn watched. The other men exchanged glances. All looked down at the table.


There was a good twenty seconds of silence when all Quinn could hear was breathing and rain pinging on the roof. He sat and waited.


“You didn’t know,” Mr. Jim said.


“Know what?”


Mr. Jim looked to Varner and Varner to old Judge Blanton, Quinn noting Blanton must’ve been elected their spokesperson.


Judge Blanton took a big swig of whiskey. “Sorry, Quinn. Ole Hamp stuck a .44 in his mouth and pulled the trigger. Go figure.”
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Lena stood before the cracked motel mirror, hair wet and combed, body wrapped in a towel, thinking only a sixteen-year-old girl could be so damn stupid to find herself in Shithole, USA, knocked up and out of cash. But she’d made that decision to find Jody, and she would’ve walked to Texas to get the truth on why he’d disappeared into a plan that had been sold as the greatest opportunity of his entire life. He said he’d hook up with some true brothers in Mississippi and make enough money that he and Lena could stop thinking about having to stock shelves at the Walmart, or worry about paying bills or borrowing money from their kin. They’d ride into town in that big car, a car that made everyone sit up and take notice, riding up so damn high that you had to look down just to see people on the sidewalks. You could spit on their pinheads, is what he’d said with that gap-toothed smile, her being too stupid to have a trace of doubt in those words.


Her reflection had fogged up from the steam. She wiped it away and looked at herself, looking for maybe a little determination in those sleepy eyes that challenged her flip-flopping gut.


She reached into her tiny purse and found that sweet little .22 peashooter she’d stolen from her grandmother.


Lena watched the mirror for several minutes, practicing just what she’d say, arms outstretched and sighting down the barrel at old Jody, watching him shit his drawers.


“How ’bout some answers, baby, or I’ll start shootin’ right for that troublemaker.”


Quinn found the girl’s motel room empty, the bed a wreck, and damp towels on the floor. He went back to his own room and changed out of the stiff black suit and into blue jeans and boots, pressing a rolled blue shirt with a hot iron. He brushed his teeth and ran a comb over his head, although his hair had been shaved high and tight the day before, tucking all his civilian gear neatly back into his ruck.


The rain slowed to a steady gray drizzle.


He asked the night clerk about the girl, but he hadn’t seen her.


He asked a maid. The maid saying she’d seen the girl walking the road before daylight. Quinn looked at his watch.


He didn’t want to go. But he knew he had to.


Son of a bitch.


His mother opened the door, holding a young child in her arms and a margarita in an outstretched hand. She looked at Quinn, put the drink down on a table, and hugged his neck, Quinn smelling the same oversweet perfume she’d always worn, her crying and wanting to know why he hadn’t called. On the stereo was maybe the last song he’d heard her play, “How Great Thou Art” sung by Elvis Presley. Everything in the Colson house growing up had been either Elvis or Jesus. Jesus and Elvis. You get two of them in one song, and that sure was a winner.


Quinn hugged her back, but found it a little difficult with the boy between them.


Their house was a basic ranch built with his daddy’s L.A. money when Quinn had been born. His mother had already strung Christmas lights under the drainpipes; a dime-store plaque with a Bible verse hung on the door. A faded movie poster for Viva Las Vegas hung over the television. He used to get so damn sick of her obsession, sometimes secretly glad that Elvis was dead so he wasn’t as much competition. Quinn knew his daddy had felt the same way, maybe the reason he’d shagged ass from Jericho.


His mother was tipsy on margaritas and gospel as she pulled him inside, the television room, the dining room, and the kitchen unchanged from his childhood. In the kitchen, she asked if he wanted anything; a picked-over turkey wrapped in aluminum sat on top of the old gas stove beside some congealed green beans in a pot and half a skillet of corn bread. She still had his high school portrait under a magnet on the refrigerator next to a photo of him after basic.


“Sure,” he said.


She shifted the child to the other hip, the boy curious and bright, watching Quinn as he walked to the refrigerator and pulled out a cold Budweiser. He smiled at the child, the kid maybe two, obviously of mixed race, with coffee-colored skin and soft blond curly hair.


Quinn’s mother made him a plate, heated it up in the microwave, and nervously sat down. Her eyes were bloodshot, and hazier than he’d recalled. She was unsteady, not knowing what to do with her hands.


“You know why I didn’t come?” she asked.


“I didn’t say anything.”


“If it had been reversed, if I’d said those things to him, you couldn’t have paid him to go to my service. He may be dead, but he’d understand. He’d respect my decision.”


Quinn ate and took a sip of beer. He shrugged.


“How long are you home for?” she asked, lighting up a Kool, finding some comfort in the action. “I appreciated those nice blankets you sent. Did you see them on the sofa? And the letters. I appreciated the letters, but I do wish you’d respond to the ones I wrote. It’s like we were both playing tennis with ourselves. Don’t you read what I send? Did you get the toothpaste?”


“Yes, ma’am.” Quinn leaned back and sipped his beer. “You could’ve warned me. You told me he had a heart attack.”


“What’s the use?” she said. “Knowing what he did doesn’t help. I just wish he hadn’t been such a selfish person not to think about his family.”


“Because killing yourself is a sin.”


She covered the little boy’s ears. “Quinn!”


“By the way, who in the hell is this kid?”


His mother stood up and turned the child around to face him. Quinn took a bite of turkey, some burned corn bread.


“This is your nephew,” she said. “If you’d opened a few letters, maybe you would’ve known it.”


“Hey there, kid.” Quinn grabbed the child’s tiny hand and shook it. “Where’s Caddy?”


“We haven’t seen your sister for six months now.”


Quinn was dead asleep at the motel when he heard a banging on the door—must have been nearly two in the morning—and he stumbled, looking for his jeans and his watch, confirming the time. As he pulled back those cheap antique curtains, he spotted Deputy Lillie Virgil standing underneath a bright outside light. She’d been at the funeral, but there had been a lot of handshaking and good manners, and it was not the kind of place for a solid conversation. “You looked in a funk,” Lillie said as soon as Quinn opened the door. “Figured we could talk later.”


“It’s kinda early,” Quinn said, leaning into the frame, feeling a blast of cold air, the dry asphalt lit dull by the crime lights in the lot. “Jesus.”


“You mind putting on some clothes?”


Quinn was wearing a pair of white boxers and walked into the room to look for his blue jeans and boots, which felt awkward and loose without laces.


Lillie looked over the room as he dressed, smiling at the way everything was as neat as a pin except for the unmade bed, everything he’d brought home packed away in the Army ruck. She ran a hand across the bathroom counter, seeing he’d wiped down the sink after shaving and hung his towel up to dry.


“You look like you want to make a fast exit,” she said.


“Makes things easier to find.”


“Been a long time, Colson.”


“Lillie.”


Lillie stood about as tall as Quinn in her boots, her curly hair wrapped up tight in a bun, Quinn recalling watching her play soccer and baseball, running as fast as the boys at state track meets. She’d always been the tomboy, the girl that women would marvel over when she applied a bit of lipstick or wore something other than blue jeans to their school prom. Lillie curled her hair and wore it down, with a sparkly dress, but she went with this shitbag redneck—in Quinn’s humble opinion—who’d tried to get her drunk and get himself laid. Quinn hearing about all this the next morning. Even in a dress, Lillie Virgil still broke the son of a bitch’s nose, the hick telling everyone in town that Lillie was nothing but a lesbian. And as far as Quinn knew, that may have been true; he never saw her after she’d gone up to Ole Miss and then became a cop in Memphis. She came back to the heart of darkness to take a job in Jericho on account of a mother dying of cancer.


“I was sorry to hear about your mom.”


“She suffered a long time,” Lillie said. “I got your letter.”


“You want me to follow you?”


“You ride with me,” Lillie said, smiling, as Quinn pulled into a plain white T-shirt and reached for a flannel shirt, buttoning up. “I’m supposed to be on duty, and if someone sees my car out here, someone is going to complain. And if someone complains—well, you’re the military guy. Shit rolls one way.”


“Who’s in charge now?”


“Wesley Ruth is acting sheriff.”


“God help you.”


“Amen.”


“How ’bout some coffee?”


“Dixie Gas opens in two hours.”


“Couldn’t this have waited?”


“Nope.” She shook her head and walked out, leaving the door wide open, crawling into the Jeep Cherokee marked TIBBEHAH COUNTY SHERIFF’S OFFICE to wait.


The night flew past back roads and trailers and endless fields of harvested cotton, spindly and dry in the moonlight. The rain had let up, and steam rose from the fields like wispy phantoms. Lillie rolled down the windows, and Quinn could smell the damp earth and decaying crops, and all of it felt oddly comfortable in the cab. The scanner crackled while Lillie remained silent, one hand on the wheel while she took slow, gentler turns on country roads, breaking through patches of fog. She lit a cigarette and blew smoke out the window.


“Who’ve you seen?” she asked.


“The Three Wise Men . . . My mother.”


“I saw her this week. You knew she wouldn’t go to the service. She had it out with your uncle over Caddy’s baby. Hamp was an old man, and that kind of thing, the child being black, didn’t set too well with him. You know what your mother said?”


“I can only guess.”


“She said that Elvis Presley used to go to black dances down in the Delta and that he would’ve been a black man if he’d had a choice.”


“Yep, that’s what she’d say.”


“She say what happened to Caddy?”


“She didn’t know.”


“She’s in Memphis.”


“I don’t want to know.”


“Strung out.”


“Not my concern.”


“Jesus, Quinn. You sure grew hard.”


“After a point, you have to give up on some people. People wear their own paths. Just where are you taking me?”


“You know, a lot of folks want to see you,” she said, flicking the cigarette butt out into the night. “Boom didn’t mean to miss the funeral. He wanted you to know he had to attend to some personal issues. Between me and you, he’s having a mess of adjustment problems, and who can blame him after all he went through. But he’s going to be okay, I believe.”


“Which arm did he lose?”


“His right,” Lillie said. “You know, they gave him weapons training at Walter Reed to help him adjust. He can drive but won’t. For some reason he hates being behind the wheel.”


They turned off 9W and onto a county road, taking a hard turn into a long valley filled with cows, grazing in the headlights, a long stretch of barbed wire on cut cedar. She headed west at the crossroads and shined her lights up onto the dark house. His uncle’s home was a two-story white farmhouse built in the 1890s by Quinn’s great-grandfather, a hardened farmer who’d once shot a man dead over ownership of a creek.


“I loved your uncle.”


“He knew you were too good for this place.”


“He didn’t kill himself, Quinn.”


“Oh, hell,” Quinn said. “Do you realize that every time someone sticks a gun in his mouth, someone doubts it? What’s the official version, ‘He was cleaning his weapon’? I knew a kid in basic who’d been in and out of juvie, obviously off his medication. He offed himself in a toilet stall. How many people clean their weapon sitting on the john? You don’t need to protect my feelings. I’m not religious. I don’t believe he’s burning in hell.”


“Would you shut up long enough for me to explain?”


Quinn shut up.


“Johnny Stagg found the body,” she said. “You know he’s on the board of supervisors now?”


Quinn didn’t speak. Johnny Stagg was the poster child for white trash who’d crawled their way out of the backwoods. The man, now in his fifties or sixties, started out working angles at a shithole retirement home, getting the elderly to sign away their family land for his comforting friendship. People say Stagg logged out half the county that way, raping the earth down to the soil and trying to make himself respectable in the process.


Lillie said, “He called the funeral home to fetch the body.”


“What else could you do?”


“I saw your uncle. Crime scene was a mess with dumb shits tramping over everything. State people should’ve been brought in.”


“What difference does it make?”


“We won’t know now,” she said. “Wesley called it an accident and said any further questions would only sully Hamp’s reputation.”


“Maybe he’s right.”


“I found that .44 way out of reach, and an entry point that wouldn’t make sense to a blind man.”


“You’re a loyal friend,” Quinn said. “But my uncle wasn’t Jesus Christ.”


“Did I say that?”


Lillie got out of the Cherokee, still looking tall and athletic in blue jeans and a slick brown sheriff’s office jacket. She moved up the steps, motioning at Quinn to come the hell on, opened a screen door, and then ripped through some crime-scene tape.


“I’ll come back tomorrow,” Quinn said, not really sure he wanted to face that kitchen where the old man had stumbled with the .44 and contemplated the world being so damn unlivable that he’d just as soon check out. There would be reminders, as Quinn knew a person can hold a lot of blood, and that shit isn’t just a grease stain on this world.


“Suit yourself,” she said, holding the key in the palm of her hand. “These are yours now.”


“Come again?”


“He left everything he owned to you. Didn’t your momma tell you?”


Lillie Virgil handed Quinn the key. Quinn shook his head and stepped up to the front door.
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Lena hoped she’d found Jody when the trucker dropped her off at the pulp mill just outside the Jericho city limits. She’d met the old, gray-headed guy at the Rebel Truck Stop off Highway 45, where he’d said sure he’d be glad to take her to town, and the man had seemed all fatherly and simple till he began to massage her skinny knee between gearshifting. She began to talk of her morning sickness and diarrhea, and the knurled fingers moved, and he kept his eyes on the blacktop before letting her out. She walked the rest of the way, the walking keeping her focused and sane and of the right mind to get to Jody, to ask him why he’d left her like he did, promising to return when he made a little money and make right by her.


The company road wound for a quarter mile, the air smelling rotten as an outhouse, till she found the office, a busted trailer up on concrete blocks. Wasn’t anyone there when she knocked, and she kept walking toward the corrugated-tin building and the smokestacks blowing out the rotten air. She used a red bandanna to cover her mouth, soon spotting three men on lunch break, sitting atop blocks and eating sacks of hamburgers from the Sonic Drive-In. They were skinny and wild-eyed and didn’t say anything to her, averting their eyes from her long legs and bulging stomach.


“Y’all know a boy named Jody?”


She described him, placing her hands on her hips.


They shook their heads.


“Heard he may have been working here.”


She described him again right down to the long blond hair, jug ears, and pimples on his cheeks. She told them he had a tattoo on his left hand of a Chinese symbol of some sort.


“There’s a boy started with us couple months back, but he don’t go by Jody.”


“What’s his name?”


“Booth. Charley Booth.”


“Is he here? Can I see him?”


One of the men chewed his hamburger for a good long while before answering, the other workers looking to one another with little grins on their filthy faces.


“I guess,” he said. “He’s still in jail, selling drugs to some black folks. Does that sound like your boyfriend, miss?”


The men snickered like a bunch of kids.


Lillie dropped Quinn back at the Traveler’s Rest, where he got in his old truck and drove toward the Fillin’ Station diner at the edge of the Square. A group of old farmers sat at a back table, drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes and talking crops and local politics in a mixture of grunts and coughs. Many of them had mud and cow shit stuck to their rubber boots, and the texture of their skin was like parchment. They complained about cattle prices and the rain that had ruined the cotton crop. Quinn could see their battered pickups parked outside like horses tied to the post.


The waitress—the older woman who’d accepted the flag from Hampton’s casket—kept refilling their coffee in thick mugs and shuffling back to the kitchen before bringing Quinn out a plate of country ham and eggs.


Quinn introduced himself. She said her name was Mary.


Mary was of medium height, medium weight, with pale blue eyes and hair dyed an unnatural brown. She looked like dozens of people he knew. About the only thing of note about her was the strong perfume she wore that cut through even the scent of bacon and cigarettes.


“Your uncle kept newspaper clippings about you in his family Bible.”


Quinn nodded and sliced off some of the thick, salty ham and placed it between a split biscuit.


“You check on that dog of his?” she asked.


“Didn’t know he had one.”


“Dog’s name is Hondo,” she said. “Got one blue eye and one yellow.”


“You want the dog?”


“Me and Hamp were not cohabitating.”


“Sorry,” he said. “Just figured you might want him.”


“He’s a good dog,” she said. “I sure like that dog.”


“I’ll keep an eye out.”


“You want a refill?” She walked away, looking as if she might cry.


Old photographs of Little League teams and old football champs, dead city leaders with their obits attached, and publicity photos of celebrities who’d once stumbled into Jericho hung on the old paneled wood. People his father would’ve known, most local country music singers or television anchormen. But he’d heard Johnny Cash had once stopped in town, back when the town diner had been on the Square, before the meeting spot became the Fillin’ Station. Quinn didn’t even realize he’d stood up as he searched for Cash’s photo, following that long wall of the town history, some of it his own: the story from the Memphis paper about the ten-year-old boy who’d survived two weeks alone in the woods after being separated during a hunt, the headline reading COUNTRY BOY DID SURVIVE. Quinn saw a younger version of himself standing between his father and his uncle. Uncle Hamp being the one who’d searched for him in what had seemed like a thousand miles of forest where Quinn had fished and hunted and made fires and for a long while thought the whole world had caved in on itself and this was all there was left. A second yellowed newspaper from 1990 read LOST LOCAL BOY FOUND.


Mary returned and found a pack of cigarettes in her apron, quickly lighting one with a pink Bic. She waved the smoke out of the way and watched Quinn sit back down, having an almost motherly look about her as she saw him grip another ham biscuit. “You get his guns?”


“Not yet.”


“What about his .44?”


“I imagine the sheriff’s office has that.”


“Wish you’d get it melted. Would you do that for me?”


“I will.”


Mary looked over her shoulder, and the old men stared back at her, knowing she should head back to the kitchen and bring back their damn free coffee. But she finished the cigarette, seeming to not give a damn, her face seeming like it just might break but then suddenly finding composure.


“You see this comin’?” Quinn asked.


“No, sir, I did not.”


“Was he drinking again?”


“I didn’t know he’d stopped,” she said. “That man sure liked his whiskey.”


“But it hadn’t gotten worse?”


She shook her head. “What he done shocked me probably about as much it shocked y’all. Did you know he promised to take me on a cruise to Mexico? We used to go down to Biloxi and Tunica all the time.”


“He hadn’t mentioned any troubles?”


“We didn’t talk about private matters,” she said, shaking her head. “We just had sex.”


“Not while cohabitating?”


“We helped each other along.”


“Is there anything of his you wanted?”


She shook her head and gave a weak smile, stubbing out the cigarette. “That house is gonna be more trouble than it’s worth. You do know about the note he owed?”


“Come again?”


“Your uncle borrowed some money against the land.”


“He was broke?”


She shrugged.


An elderly couple shuffled in through the glass door, the bell jingling above them, and found a place by a propane space heater where they could warm their old bones. The old man helped his wife take off her wool jacket and waited until she’d sat down. Mary punched out the cigarette in a tin tray and glanced back to the kitchen. Order up.


“Which bank?”


“Wasn’t no bank,” she said. “He borrowed from Johnny Stagg. You know ole Johnny?”


“You know, that’s the second time I’ve heard that son of a bitch’s name since I got to town.”


“Quinn Colson.”


“Wesley Ruth.”


“Don’t I still have a warrant ’round here for you?”


“Statute of limitations.”


“You did steal that fire truck, didn’t you?” Wesley said, grinning. “Just between us?”


“I think I had some help,” Quinn said and gripped his friend’s hand.


Wesley kept on pressure-washing mud off the tires of the sheriff’s truck, the truck that still bore Quinn’s uncle’s name on the front doors. He then lifted each boot, hitting the mud off the soles, telling Quinn he’d spent the last four hours looking for some teenagers who’d broke into Mr. Varner’s store overnight and stole ten pounds of hamburger meat, some buns, ketchup, and four gallons of sweet tea. “I just drove around till I smelled the burgers and walked back into the woods, where they were having a cookout. Even invited me to join ’em.”


“You charge them?”


“I got ’em in a cell to scare the shit out them,” Wesley said. “It’s up to Mr. Varner what to do. They didn’t do much damage to the door. I think one of them boys is half retarded or high on dope. Maybe both.”


“I hear you’re acting sheriff.”


“Can you believe that shit?”


“You’ll do fine.”


“You like being in charge?” Wesley asked. “ ’Cause I sure as shit don’t.”


“I’m a platoon sergeant. I got forty teenagers who think I’m an old man. I’m the one they call when they get hauled in for drunk driving or beating someone up.”


“Never thought either one of us would make thirty,” Wesley said, giving a slight smile.


“Hamp said I’d never make twenty if I didn’t change my ways.”


“Mama Tried,” Wesley said. “Your uncle was a good man, Quinn. I sure am sorry.”


“You know anything about him having a dog?”


Wesley finished up on the last wheel and roped up the hose and turned off the motor, pushed the washer back to the department garage, and locked the gate. He nodded and said, “I hadn’t seen Hondo all week. Went out last night trying to call him.”


“You making much headway with this?”


“With what?”


“Finding out what happened.”


Wesley, tall and as thick-necked as when he’d played football with Quinn in high school and then for two years at Ole Miss, wrapped his arm around his buddy and steered him on into the sheriff’s office. “There ain’t much to find out.”


“No chance something went wrong?”


“He wasn’t exactly a hated man, Quinn.”


“He was sheriff. People can hold a grudge.”


“You’re welcome to look for them. But I was there, Quinn. He’d planned the damn thing out. I know you saw Lillie and I know she got her mind chewing on things.”


“Was there a note?”


“He got his point across.”


Quinn nodded before they stepped inside, where he could see people walking around, deputies and a secretary tending to the business of drinking coffee and taking phone calls. He saw Leonard and George, two of his uncle’s deputies who were there when Quinn had left a decade ago. Leonard, square-headed with a buzz cut, looked up from across a desk and gave Quinn a two-fingered salute.


“How’s Meg?” Quinn asked.


“Left me for an insurance man in Jackson.”


“And your son?”


“See him on the weekends.”


“You look fit.”


“Hell, I look fat,” Wesley Ruth said, rubbing his shaved head. “You look like you don’t weigh a hundred pounds.”


“Y’all running tests on all this?”


“We are.”


“What a mess.”


“It’s good to see you, Quinn,” Wesley said, wrapping his arm around him again and gripping his neck. “How ’bout we get shithouse drunk tonight?”


“I got lots to tend to. I just learned that my uncle borrowed some money from Johnny Stagg.”


“That doesn’t sound good.”


“And put up the farm against it.”


“Forget that shit. Let’s go out to the bottomland and shoot armadillos.”


“I heard he was broke. Does that sound right?”


“When the man wasn’t here, he was hitting every casino in Tunica,” Wesley said. “Let’s leave it at that.”


Quinn nodded. “I’ll call you.”


“You see Anna Lee?” Wesley said, smiling like he had the punch line to some dirty joke.


“High school is long gone.”


“You want to see Boom?”


“Headed there next.”


Wesley shook his head and thumbed behind him. “One-stop shopping, brother. Boom got himself picked up two days back. Giving him some time to cool down a bit.”


“What’d he do?”


“What does Boom always do?”


“Tear shit up.”
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Boom Kimbrough sat in a kid’s plastic school chair, almost crushing it with his massive size, as he looked at nothing in particular in the jailhouse yard. The small bit of property had been corralled off in chain link and concertina wire, and there really wasn’t much to look at besides bare trees and rolling brown hills down to the sluggish water of the Big Black River. He didn’t even seem to hear Quinn approach after Wesley unlocked the gate and let him inside, but when Quinn was two feet away from his shoulder, Boom just said: “What up, Quinn.”


Quinn looked down at his friend’s massive shoulders and the back of his head. His hair had grown nappy and uneven around a puckered scar at the base of his skull. Despite it being about thirty degrees, he wore only a dirty white undershirt and the bright orange pants of a prisoner. Last time Quinn had seen him, he’d been coaching linebackers for their old high school and was proud to be bringing in an extra paycheck with the National Guard. Boom had been sent to Iraq a few years back to guard convoys, and then there was something about an IED and some time at Walter Reed.


When Quinn circled him, he noticed only a left arm and another pink puckered scar across Boom’s black cheek. His eyes were sunken and tired, and his Army boots were unlaced.


“I’d shake your hand, but you got to do it with your left.”


“What’d you do?” Quinn asked.


“Knocked down parking meters with a sledgehammer.”


“With one arm?”


“How else am I gonna do it?”


That one arm was even more massive than Quinn remembered, the thick forearm and bicep twisted with big veins. Quinn figured that arm must’ve grown, taking on double duty.


“You want to get out?”


“Shit, I can’t make bail.”


“I paid it.”


“You know, this used to work the other way around,” Boom said. He looked up from the river and met Quinn’s eyes, searching for something and kind of suspicious, as Boom was known to be.


Quinn offered his left hand.


“Can you believe Wesley is sheriff?” Boom asked.


“Acting sheriff.”


“Who’s gonna run against him?” Boom asked. “Lillie?”


“Said he didn’t want it. Someone will step up.”


“God helps fools and children.”


Quinn drove north and hit 9W, following the river and then breaking away west into pastureland and the big fuming expanse of the pulp mill and past Varner’s Quick Mart, where he bought Boom a couple sausage biscuits and a Coke and asked about the break-in, and then kept on driving till they hit the county road heading to the old farm. The trees looked black and skeletal and cold far across the wide spaces of fallow land.


“How was Afghanistan?”


“The Garden of Eden,” Quinn said. “The base had a pet monkey.”


“You know, every goddamn day I wake up and think I’m still over there.”


“I have dreams in night vision green. Isn’t that sick?”


“Pretty damn sick,” Boom said. “When you headed back?”


“Maybe never,” Quinn said. “I either jump into the regular Army or become a Ranger instructor.”


“While your boys storm the castle.”


“Yep.”


“You gettin’ old, Quinn.”


“Old man at twenty-nine.”


“Does your dick still work?”


“Last time I checked.”


“Well, you got that goin’ for you.”


Boom nodded and smiled as Quinn downshifted and slowed into the gravel drive of the old farmhouse, looming white and ramrod straight, with the tin roof shining. They both crawled out of the truck, Boom tossing the wadded-up foil of his biscuit into a massive pile of junk and garbage by the old house’s front steps. “Whew.”


“Got bad after my aunt died. My mom says Hamp stopped caring.”


“This is just plain nasty.”


“Inside it’s even better,” Quinn said.


“Why am I here again?”


“ ’Cause I said I’d pay you if you’d help.”


“You did?”


Quinn pushed open the door to find that same sickly scent as last night, the same smell that had driven Lillie and him out into the yard, locking the door behind them. They decided to take one room at a time. The parlor was loaded with rat-eaten furniture and boxes of old clothes and rags, absolutely nothing of value. Musty clothes and ragged suits decades out of style. Leisure suits of denim, white dress shirts yellowed with nicotine. There were stacks of newspapers and scrap wood, piles of drapes and rolled carpets without any purpose. He and Boom made a pile in the back field, and Boom walked to one of the old barns to hunt up some kerosene or diesel to start burning the whole mess of it.
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