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      For Travis, my man

    

  


  
    
      Between the saline coastal swamps and the darkling forests of the interior, laid a northern route both treacherous and uncertain. Colonel Silas Angus marched bravely forward, with two men as survey crew. Presently, they came upon a naked savage standing in this foul path. The savage approached the drawn weapon of Colonel Angus without fear, and the good Colonel saw that Providence had sent this savage to him.

      “Come,” spoke the savage. “I will show you good land.”

      —Excerpt of town history, engraved on a

      tarnished metal plaque, fixed to a lichen-covered

      slab of granite at the center of the crumbling

      Fort Angus garrison.
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      Odie Hollander in Jail.

      When Odie Hollander learned his mother was dead, he cocked his head, as if he hadn’t quite heard the court-appointed lawyer’s words. His acknowledgment came slow, like the thickest dirty motor oil, so the lawyer repeated herself. Odie affected a nod, but otherwise sat in the same sprawled position. His orange jumpsuit made a stark contrast to the gunmetal chair, his plastic sandals more so.

      Even though it was only county lockup, the lightest of all possible incarceration, it was suicide to show emotion, so Odie stayed in the tiny processing room, boneless as a teenager and silent. Inside Odie’s brain, however, the connections fired rapid. His mum had visited him just two nights ago. She was the one with the prescription idea.

      “What would this sell for?” An aging Sheila Hollander had pushed the prescription papers across the wooden visitor table along with two cartons of hard-pack Camels, and for a man of limited education, Odie calculated the street value with an instant, audible “Holy shit.” Odie’s bail had been set for $10,000, and with his expletive, Sheila Hollander knew her plan was in motion.

      It wasn’t that Sheila Hollander condoned Odie landing Peg in the hospital with a split eardrum. Not at all. Odie was a big boy with a big temper, and in his six years with Peg Shane, Sheila reasoned, Peg should have known as much. Not that Odie shouldn’t be responsible, but to Sheila’s way of thinking, if the restraining order was on Odie, it meant Peg was supposed to stay away, too. So, when Peg showed up at Odie’s place after she heard he’d left the bar with that girl who waited tables up at the truck stop, and then Odie smacked Peg off his porch for calling that girl a whore, it didn’t seem fair that Odie was the one spending one hundred and twenty days in jail.

      No, that didn’t seem fair at all, and Officer Monroe would not have seen the meth supplies if he hadn’t responded to that truck-stop girl’s hysterical phone call and found Odie still punching Peg in the driveway. Plus, that truck-stop girl didn’t have sense to hide the supplies away when she saw the blue lights coming down the road. In addition to Peg Shane, Sheila Hollander blamed the truck stop-girl, too.

      Since this wasn’t Odie’s first offense, he didn’t stand a chance in court, with his solid body sitting opposite Peg’s tiny, bandaged frame. Peg stood up in front of the judge and said she changed her mind, but even that didn’t matter.

      The judge saw a bully, just a big, mean bully. There was no time in court for Sheila to present the little heart-shaped card Odie brought home for Mother’s Day in the third grade. He’d pasted bits of white doily onto a red construction-paper heart and written “I love you” in black crayon. Sheila wanted to shove her card in front of the judge’s face and demand, “Would a bully do that?”

      Instead, she just folded the red paper and placed it back into her purse, behind the zippered pocket where she kept a twenty-dollar bill—just in case—and now the two precious prescription slips.

      When the court-appointed lawyer left, and Odie was led back to his cell, he leaned his thick shoulders against the concrete wall and stretched his legs on the wool-covered cot. His cell was tiny, but there was a narrow Plexiglas window behind the steel toilet, and Odie watched the colors through the scratched plastic. It was twilight, and the setting sun cast dull orange shadows on the gray floor. His mother had been dead all day.

      Odie’s face remained expressionless, his features fixed and unyielding as he processed the information. His mother was dead, but he focused on the lawyer’s other word: robbery. He thought back to who had been in the visitor’s room when she came by with the prescription plan, who knew her address at Dupree’s trailer park. As Odie leaned back against the wall, his memory relaxed and he tried to recall each detail.

      In his mind, he scanned the visitor’s room from left to right. He moved from the heavy metal double door across the cinderblocks painted a flat shade of green. The guard? No, he was a part-time town employee. He was bloated and lazy and wouldn’t know what to do with that kind of stash.

      Odie pictured the two long tables with rows of uneven and dented chairs on each side. His mother had visited him on a slow night, and the only other person in the room was somebody’s girlfriend. Big tits, Odie remembered. The big-tit girl waited at a table until the guard said her boyfriend had spit in the clerk’s face earlier that day and lost visiting privileges until further notice. Disgusted, the big-tit girl bounced out before either Odie or Sheila had a chance to talk details.

      Two rusted electric fans were brought in to cut through the early August heat, but the fans just pushed the heavy air from side to side as they twisted and thumped. Odie sat alone at the table, and his mother tied her sweaty hair off her neck with a red bandana before reaching into her purse. The air from one of the fans lifted the edges of the bandana as they spoke, Odie remembered. When he recalled the industrial smell of the just-mopped floor tiles, laid unevenly in the farthest corner, it hit him. Hit him quick like a baseball bat.

      Peg. Peg’s brother Spick. S-Dawg, Odie called him at the Fourth of July barbeque, when things were good with Peg and she straddled his leg in the old plastic lawn chair while Spick tossed him beer after beer from the cooler.

      “Fucking Spick,” Odie said, unsure if it was out loud or not.

      Spick fixed brakes and pumped gas at the machine shop for Odie’s cousin Emmett. He also ran weed across the border for extra cash, and when he started cooking meth as a small-time batcher, Odie got in. Spick talked about scoring the cotton, saying that meth and weed were chump change. “Chump change” is exactly how he’d said it, and he gestured with his clammy little fist like he was some kind of city street rap gangster instead of a sickly white County boy from northern Maine. The cash, Spick told him, is in the cotton.

      “Da cotton” he said again with the same pumping hand gesture, and Odie remembered wanting to punch the posing little fucker in his face.

      Sheila Hollander knew she had about $10,000 of drugs in her purse when she left the Rite Aid, and though she never got high, she wondered about the pills. She wondered what sort of escape shot out of those tiny round tablets, and what it felt like to let go. She wondered if it was this kind of pill that made Odie switch from pot, the same pill that made the meth seem easy, like beer. Was it the pills or the meth that turned Odie’s beautiful teeth yellow and rotten? Sheila was proud that in a classroom full of crooked smiles, Odie never needed to see a dentist. Not once.

      “I’m going down to my sister’s in Florida,” she told Dr. Benis. “She’s got the breast cancer, so I don’t know when I’ll be back.” That part was mostly true. The stress of her son in jail and her sister’s medical situation made her back hurt, this part was the lie. Bad, she emphasized.

      Dr. Benis looked over his eyeglasses at Sheila Hollander with sympathy for her pinched nerves, as he suffered from one himself. When he wrote her a six-month prescription for two very powerful painkillers, she politely thanked him with sincere gratitude. That part was true, too.

      She felt a tiny piece of regret for misleading the doctor, but this quickly eased. If Dr. Benis had paid any attention at all since he’d arrived in Fort Angus, he’d know the stress of a sick sister or an arrested son was nothing Sheila Hollander couldn’t handle easily on her own. In her nearly seventy years, Sheila had seen much worse, more often, and she’d never needed any foolish doctor to offer medicine for something stupid as stress.

      In fact, Sheila boasted, the only time she’d ever seen a doctor was when her two boys were born. Both surprises, one as a teenager and the second in mid-life, Sheila had been in and out of the hospital quickly. No drugs either.

      While she was proud of this fact, she couldn’t recall those two hospital visits without also remembering that her oldest son—Odie’s brother Lamen, was still dead. He came back from Vietnam and then shot himself over a woman, Sheila remembered with bitterness, acutely aware that it was just her and Odie now. As a result, Sheila remained intent on keeping Odie safe. Sheila wondered if Dr. Benis had ever buried a child, and immediately doubted as much. Burying your child, that was stress.

      Since Dr. Benis was dumb enough to believe the stress of a sick sister was worse than burying her own son, Sheila’s guilt eased even more, and she drove her old station wagon home from the pharmacy with relaxed arms. It was, she figured, mostly the doctor’s own fault.

      Sheila telephoned Sam, Peg Shane’s younger brother, the boy Odie called Spick, as soon as she’d filled the prescriptions. After Sam agreed to pay her the next morning, she made a second call to her grandson Jody-Ray to say good-night, but when Peg answered, Sheila hung up. Despite trying to get the charges taken away, Peg Shane was still on Sheila’s shit list. Then Sheila Hollander turned off the kitchen light, locked the trailer door, and went to bed.

      The court-appointed lawyer gave Odie minimal details, so all Odie knew was robbery. He knew dead. He knew no bail money now, so the full four months. And he knew Spick.

      He remembered how Spick hovered over the old Styrofoam beer cooler just before the fireworks, all hopped up and squirrelly. Odie didn’t like how Spick kept slapping Jody-Ray’s head, laughing each time with his woodpecker laugh.

      “Boy,” Odie hollered at Jody-Ray that day. Just once, Odie remembered. He only had to holler at his son once. “Go on with your nana.” He pointed toward the driveway and his mother’s wood-sided station wagon idling in a puddle. Sheila was taking Jody-Ray and Peg’s two girls to the fireworks, so Odie and Peg could go to the fair alone. Peg had played bingo in the tent that afternoon, won fifty dollars, and the two of them were hungry for fried dough.

      The sun edged past the old farmhouse roofline, and Odie watched Jody-Ray run toward Sheila with orange Popsicle dripping down his arm. Peg’s girls followed, walking with a lazy stride and swinging sparkly little pocketbooks. Before Odie could tell the oldest to scrape off the blue eye makeup, Peg asked if he wanted another burger from the grill. Odie turned to answer, and when he moved, Spick crossed his path, jumping Odie’s nerves from the surprise of his sudden presence.

      “Man, I gotta take a piss,” he’d said, squinting under a ball cap turned sideways. That was the last time Odie saw Spick, when he was headed for the woods behind the house, his scrawny frame bent forward under that stupid ball cap.

      Peg stood on the porch in her new white shorts while Jody-Ray waved from the front seat, and as soon as Sheila’s car was out of sight, Peg was behind Odie, rubbing her hand against the front of his Levis. He remembered the metal screen door slamming shut as they walked upstairs, neither of them caring about Spick at that moment.

      Then all the shit went down with Peg and that waitress, and now Odie sat on his little cot watching the sun through scratched plastic, smelling the dirty-feet smell of his jail cell with his mum dead. He rapped the back of his hand against his knee. “Fucking Spick.”

      The court-appointed lawyer made it so Odie could attend the funeral. Peg showed up at the jail with his clean jeans, an ironed blue shirt on a hanger, and the news that she was pregnant again. His Aunt Lora drove up from Tampa to set up arrangements, and together she and Peg cleaned out Sheila Hollander’s trailer.

      The two women picked over belongings and put them all in old grocery boxes labeled Keep or Trash. When Peg emptied Sheila’s purse, she pocketed the twenty-dollar bill and tossed a tattered old valentine into the trash box. Peg and Lora clucked like chickens, asking each other over and over who could’ve done it and why.

      “At least Jody-Ray don’t have to see his daddy in handcuffs,” Lora said as she handed the scowling reverend a check and nodded to Officer Monroe at the funeral. “And he’ll be home by Christmas.” Odie hadn’t even thought of that part, the paying part, or the handcuffs, or the holidays, as Jody-Ray sat on his lap during the service, sucking a thumb.

      Odie looked straight ahead at his mother’s narrow white casket. The reverend’s words were slow, and Odie watched sweat from the hot day make bigger and bigger wet circles under the man’s armpits as he preached about Jesus and shepherds and still waters.

      Peg sat on one side of Odie and Lora on the other, while Officer Monroe stood in uniform with a leather-gloved palm on his holster. Odie saw cousin Emmett, Lora’s son, moving down the row of folding chairs. It occurred to Odie to whisper “Hey Emmett,” but at that moment Peg grabbed his hand to pray.

      When Sheila Hollander was cried over and buried, and Lora was handing the reverend a check, Odie went back to county lockup. Peg made her girls take Jody-Ray home so she could walk beside Odie to the squad car. He wanted to ask about her brother, Spick. Where he was. If she was in on any of it.

      “So I’ll come and see you on Sunday?” Peg reached up around Odie’s neck as she kissed him good-bye. He nodded, smelling Peg’s lemon shampoo, but also wondering where Spick had taken off to, if he’d sold the pills, and where the money was. Most of all, Odie wanted to know what the fuck her brother was thinking. And again, if Peg was in on it.

      He watched Peg’s face as she drew back from his arms. When Peg lied, she never looked directly at Odie, her big blue eyes flicked left and the freckled skin on her nose wrinkled into lines. He watched her eyes look straight back at him all morning over a nose with skin stretched tight and even. Peg bunched her hair into an elastic band while she waited beside him, and he hoped more than anything Peg wasn’t in on it.

      Officer Monroe opened the squad-car door and told Peg that he’d solve the crime and bring the perpetrator to justice. “Perpetrator to justice” were his exact words. Monroe was from downstate.

      Odie Hollander figured out who did it twenty-four hours after the crime was committed. That was the easy part. What he didn’t know was the punishment. But, Odie reasoned, he had time. He had almost four months to work it all out, and right then, watching Peg stand with the rest of his family in the hot August graveyard through the rear window of the squad car, those four months were forever, and Odie Hollander began to feel a twinge of something like regret.
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      Emmett Pratt is suspected of murder.

      Because Emmett Pratt’s mother, Lora, deeded him her trailer when she left town, and because the trailer shared a dirt lot with Sheila Hollander, Emmett Pratt was an immediate suspect in his Aunt Sheila’s murder. Officer Monroe made Emmett late for the Irving station five mornings straight after it happened, turning up at the door and scratching notes on a pad with his chewed-up pencil. “Tell me again, son, where were you on the night of Sheila Hollander’s salacious murder?”

      Each day, the adjective changed. It was a ferocious murder, a wicked murder, and a grievous murder, too. Officer Monroe left out the grim and bloody details of the stab wounds covering Sheila’s throat and chest, but he enunciated each syllable and infused each question with a mix of formality and fake Alabama twang. Emmett remembered the recent Matlock marathon on Channel 13 as he leaned against the doorframe and stood on his newly painted red steps.

      No matter how many times Emmett looked straight at Officer Monroe and said that he’d been here at his own trailer, sleeping in his own bed, when his aunt was killed, the squad car still rolled into his driveway at 6:30 each morning.

      “It’s true,” Lora Pratt said with her arms crossed in front of her one good breast and her wig, the red one, fixed tidy. She sent her son inside to fix Officer Monroe a cup of coffee that first day. “Emmett ain’t the killing type.” Secretly, Lora was pleased that at least one of her boys had kept a steady job for so long. “General manager,” she bragged to her Florida friends.

      Emmett told Officer Monroe that he heard Sheila Hollander’s old station wagon rumble into the shared driveway sometime after supper on the second night of August. Emmett remembered this because he’d mentioned the rusted muffler to Sheila a few weeks before, specifically at the postponed Fourth of July fireworks. Sheila had pulled into the parking lot of the fairgrounds, loaded down with kids anxious for the Ferris wheel. At that exact moment, Emmett had seen the back of Rhetta Ballou’s head, home on a visit and walking the midway with her grandmother in a wheelchair. He remembered cursing to himself that Sheila arrived before he could run up to Rhetta and say “Hey there, remember me?” Instead, Emmett stood by his aunt’s rolled-down window and told her that by the sound of the muffler, a patch job wasn’t going to do it. He heard Jody-Ray holler “Cousin Emmett, Cousin Emmett” over the ragged muffler until the engine shut off. Emmett remembered tossing a nearly full pack of Juicy Fruit from his shirt pocket to a bouncing Jody-Ray, telling him to share with Peg’s girls. Then Emmett remembered saying to bring the car by the shop, and he’d ask Sam Shane to fix it for the cost of parts.

      By the time he’d told Sheila to come into the shop, Rhetta Ballou and her grandmother had disappeared into the crowd. Emmett remembered that, too, but did not say as much out loud.

      Emmett explained to Officer Monroe that a few weeks went by and Sheila never brought the car in. This, Emmett said again, was exactly why he was able to remember the sound of the rusted muffler outside his trailer on the night she died. The noise had woken Emmett from his spot on the couch, so he stretched his arms high over his head, stood up, scraped leftover macaroni and cheese from the pot into the dog bowl, rinsed his dirty plate, and turned off the kitchen light. His dog, a stocky yellow Labrador mutt named Lucy, licked Emmett’s hand while he spoke.

      Next, Emmett told Officer Monroe, he remembered checking the closet for a clean uniform shirt, and then he went to bed. Emmett woke up on the morning of August third, took a shower, dressed, drove to the Irving with his dog, clocked in, and when he got home that night, Officer Monroe and a bunch of state guys had taped off her half of the dooryard as a crime scene. That was, Emmett swore as he recounted the details each morning on his porch step, all he knew.

      Since Sheila’s youngest son Odie was in jail on a drug violation, and her oldest boy Lamen had killed himself many years ago, that left Emmett in the trailer park, and he called his mother long-distance when he heard.

      Lora Pratt was on the road for two days straight with her collection of wigs and spare boobs in the back seat, upset about her sister, but also wondering if she’d see her ex-husband Dexter’s chickenshit face. Run off with that skinny mayor’s wife, now that was low. Twentysome years later and ten states away, Lora still felt every pinch of that particular summer.

      “Nasty blonde whore,” she’d said to Sheila on the night Lora decided to carry Dexter’s clothing by the armful from their shared closet, making a big pile in the Dupree Trailer Park entrance. She topped the pile with his special orange hunting jacket and then his ten years of Penthouse magazines dating back to before it was fashionable to wax all the hair off your crotch. Lora had paused briefly to note that her own tits looked just as round and tight as those in the colored centerfolds. In fact, Dexter had told her so again and again, right up to when he was arrested for leaving town in a stolen car with the mayor’s wife.

      Lora noted to her sister that Lyddy Compton was a sickly pale mouse of a woman, flat-chested, with no ass to speak of, but that she’d kick it just the same. “Dexter’s, too,” Lora said, pushing her husband’s fishing rod closer to the center of the pile with her toe. Sheila, older than Lora, tried to talk reason with her baby sister, but it didn’t work. A splash of kerosene and the same match she’d lit her cigarette with had a younger Hartley Monroe issuing Lora a citation for burning without a permit.

      “Best forty bucks I ever spent,” she told Sheila as she watched her husband’s possessions melt in the fire.

      For the sake of his mother, Emmett was glad his father saw fit to stay away from the funeral. It was no secret that Emmett’s brother Johnny took after Dexter, and Emmett was his mother’s boy. Looking at Johnny was like looking into Dexter’s mirror. Both tall and lanky, Johnny and Dexter shared the same lazy smile and the same dimples on the left side. Both men had eyes that tightened up in the corners, and from the back it was hard to tell father from son.

      “Nope,” Dexter said, “I can’t deny my Johnny,” as he looked suspiciously at Emmett. It was all said in fun, and Dexter would cuff Emmett’s head as he spoke, but it was true. There was no denying Johnny Pratt was Dexter’s son.

      Emmett Pratt took after Lora’s side. His shoulders did not hunch forward, he was a good four inches shorter than his father, and where Johnny had the dark wiry Pratt hair, Emmett’s was soft and sand-colored like Lora’s and Sheila’s. None of their boys, Lora and Sheila both bragged as they grew up, had ever been to a dentist, but had the whitest and straightest teeth in town.

      Sheila’s was a small funeral, and Emmett wasn’t sure what to make of that. His brother Johnny with Wendy Jo and their kids; cousin Odie on a bereavement release from jail with Peg, her girls, and Jody-Ray; more of Wendy Jo’s Delfino and Ballou family; and then some other ladies from when Sheila worked up at the glove factory. Ada Ballou, but no Rhetta, Emmett noticed. All totaled, there were about two dozen people sitting on metal folding chairs behind the white coffin.

      Emmett remembered way back when the body of Steve Angus was found, chopped up and buried under a woodshed. It was the same summer his father was arrested and his mother left town. Even as a teenager, Emmett Pratt had been impressed with the size of the funeral crowd. People who didn’t even know Steve Angus turned

      out to pay respects. Rows of slow-moving cars backed up along Main Street, from the high school gymnasium, where they’d done the service, practically all the way to the Wintergreen Cemetery itself.

      He wondered why it wasn’t that way for his Aunt Sheila. Hers was a murder, just the same as Steve Angus. Hers was the first murder in Fort Angus since Steve Angus’s more than twenty years ago, and his had been the first murder in the whole of Aroostook County for three decades before that.

      Emmett thought about asking his mother when he drove her home after the service, but Lora Pratt was carefully blotting her eyes with a tissue. “It ain’t right, Emmett,” she sniffled as she adjusted her wig, now blonde and curly. “It just ain’t right.”

      When they returned to the trailer park, Officer Monroe’s squad car was parked in the driveway. Officer Monroe stepped from behind the corner of Sheila’s now-empty home.

      “So Emmett,” Officer Monroe began.
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      Rhetta Ballou moves home.

      While Emmett Pratt spent the late-summer weeks in Fort Angus being questioned about his role in Sheila Hollander’s murder, Rhetta Ballou had spent those same weeks unpacking in the southern part of the state.

      Rhetta’s tiny apartment was a second-floor corner walk-up above an Indian restaurant on the edge of Portland’s Arts District. She’d rented the space with plenty of time to settle in before the university’s next session, and when she toured the apartment, she saw the Henry Wadsworth Longfellow statue from her kitchen window and heard music from the tiny concert venue across the street. Cunningham’s Rare Books was easily walkable, and Rhetta looked forward to getting lost among those dusty shelves.

      After she signed a lease with the frog-eyed landlord, she had ordered takeout from the Indian restaurant. Rhetta’s mother, Ada, called just as she picked up the bag of food.

      Ada told Rhetta about Sheila Hollander’s murder and how Hartley Monroe was looking at Emmett Pratt, and did she think she’d make it up in time for the funeral. “That would be nice,” Ada mentioned with an edge in her tone.

      Rhetta held the phone in the crook of her neck as she opened the door to her new apartment, and she sighed heavily into Ada’s ear. Rhetta had just started her research job and could not take the time to attend the funeral. Rhetta spoke the words with a hint of apology, so Ada backed off. Ada said she understood. Work was work.

      At 35, Rhetta spent her time on a graduate research fellowship for something Ada did not immediately understand. “You should go to school for computers,” Ada told her again that day on the telephone. “Or, to be a nurse.” Rhetta agreed those were both practical, smart ways to earn money, and then changed the subject.

      She was just an Aroostook County girl back in Maine after nearly twenty years away, still disappointing her mother, but, she reflected when she hung up the telephone and rummaged to the bottom of a newspaper-filled packing box for a fork, she was also eating hot red curry in her own space. Things, she hoped, would be different.

      Ada called again in late September, nearly two months after Sheila Hollander’s murder, about cousin Wendy Jo, and this time Rhetta was on the road the next morning. She could avoid coming home for Sheila Hol lander’s funeral, but Wendy Jo was actual family.

      Wendy Jo was placed in the intensive care unit at Fort Angus Regional Hospital for a methamphetamine detoxification regimen. The methamphetamine caused a severe kidney infection and while her cousin was not dead yet, it looked bad. Rhetta left messages for her professors and packed her car for the six-hour drive north.

      The infection seeped into her bloodstream, and now Wendy Jo was all hooked up to the constantly beeping machines, her dirty blond hair framing a gaunt and unkempt face. At least, this is how Rhetta imagined it. Rhetta could clearly envision the hospital and its gray exterior. She saw the large revolving glass door and the long stretch of green shiny floor tile leading toward the intensive care wing. What Rhetta could not see clearly was Wendy Jo’s face. Blond, she knew. Skinny too—rail thin, pale, haven’t-eaten-in-a-week skinny.

      The last time Rhetta saw Wendy Jo, she’d stopped in to Ada’s house on the way to the postponed Fourth of July fireworks. Rhetta was in Maine to sort out moving details, and she’d driven north for a visit.

      Wendy Jo’s youngest daughter had to use the bathroom, and she walked her upstairs by the hand. Wendy Jo’s older son was outside on the front porch, hollering to hurry up. Rhetta remembered Wendy Jo’s bony shoulders, bony arms, and bony hands.

      The cousins had nothing to say that day. Rhetta was shocked at the physical change in Wendy Jo, and for her part, Wendy Jo did not seem to even notice Rhetta sitting at Ada’s kitchen table.

      So when Ada told Rhetta the details of Wendy Jo’s overdose that late September night, Rhetta tried to remember Wendy Jo’s face, but all she could summon was the gaunt image of Wendy Jo slapping her son’s head and telling him to shut up as they walked down Ada’s hard dirt driveway.

      Just after the fireworks, Wendy Jo moved out of the farmhouse she shared with her husband and the rest of her extended family, leaving the youngest kids with her mother, Ada’s sister Christine, and she went to live by the river in an old shack with Sam Shane. Ada said Wendy Jo’d been high every day since.
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