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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Limite is an invented town in West Texas. It has been used before in some of my other works, such as Evil Hours and Artifact of Evil. Its similarity to a real place is intentional, but this is a work of fiction. All characters and events are the product of a fevered imagination.
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One of the most frightening and challenging things a human being can do the first thing in the morning—and by that, I mean after you get out of bed, pee, put on something warm, and have some breakfast and coffee (that last part is essential)—is to sit down at a computer and begin to write a new novel.

I hate it. Actually, no, let me rephrase that. I hate starting a new book. I love everything else about the writing process, but I’ve always found it difficult to initially propel myself into that quagmire of caffeine-induced, delirious hair pulling and sleepless torment, because I know this will be my reality for the next couple of months until I get my groove on and become comfortable with the characters and storyline.

That’s what I’m attempting to do when I hear the doorbell downstairs, followed by the sound of Billy opening the door. Voices—the mailman. I glance at the digital clock on my desk—is it already eleven? It’s nice that my postman delivers the mail early; other people I know in Chicago complain that their carriers don’t come until nearly supper time. I reckon Billy will bring it up—right now the important thing is to stare dutifully at that blank page on my screen and figure out how the hell I am going to start the next Patricia novel without becoming an “imitation of myself.” That was what some genius in one of those book review magazines said about the most recent Patricia. Even after forty-two Patricia Harlow books and a handful of stand-alones, a comment like that can still bug me. I might be successful, but what the hell, I’m also human.

I’m taking the criticism to heart—I really want to start the next one with something completely different from what I’ve done in the past. There is already a finished book going through the editing stage at my publishing house. The manuscript I’m supposed to start today is the one that will appear after that, and it probably won’t see publication until two years from now. Nevertheless, a deadline is the biggest motivator in this crazy business of mine. I know I’ll get it done. I’ve averaged a book every ten or eleven months since I was in my thirties, and I don’t have any plans to retire yet. Writers never do that. As long as we can still think, dream, and somehow lay it all out on paper, we will continue to work.

But after age sixty, it does get harder.

I glance at the now-empty coffee cup and decide to boost the caffeine dose. Procrastination is my friend. Hmm, maybe I should have another cup of joe, shower, do my hair and nails, and exercise early. Shake up the routine.

“Shelby?”

It’s Billy, downstairs.

“I’m up here!” I call.

“Should I come up?”

“Is that the mail? Bring it up, will you? But start a fresh pot of coffee first, okay?”

Billy, my personal assistant, is thirty-eight, gay, single, and an excellent secretary. Once I became an international bestselling author, I found that I couldn’t handle everything alone. Fan mail, social media updating, proofreading, and all the other stuff authors have to do that isn’t actually writing, which can suck up half a day or more. I pay Billy to come in part time and do it for me, especially the social media nonsense, which regrettably is vitally important these days. He often works on updating my website; he is good at stuff like that. He also meticulously makes sure anything about me that appears on other websites is accurate and up to date, and I trust him to take care of my “brand.” Billy has a small workspace on the first floor of my three-level townhouse. My office is one of three bedrooms on the top floor, which sometimes causes a lot of shouting up and down the stairs. When I’m in the zone, I prefer a solitary, lonely cocoon of silence. Sometimes I put on music, which doesn’t bother me.

After a few minutes, Billy appears in the open door and knocks. “Is this Shelby Truman’s office?” he asks.

“Unfortunately … yes.”

“Your mail, madam.” He brings it over and places the bundle on my desk. “Mostly bills, junk mail, and this … I signed for a piece of registered overnight mail from, well, look.”

The return address on the top of the envelope indicates that the sender is Robert Crane Esq. of Limite, Texas. I know the name.

Eddie’s attorney.

A twinge of anxiety starts deep in my chest. I’d been trying not to think about Eddie, but that’s impossible this week.

The thing is, I’ve always thought about Eddie. We go way, way back, to when we were children living in Limite.

Billy stands there, waiting for me to open the letter. I look at him, and he shuffles his feet. “Oh, sorry, I guess you want to be alone. I’ll go get the coffee. Should be ready in a minute.”

“No, stay. Open it and let me see what Mr. Crane has to say.”

He carefully uses a fingernail to open the envelope and hands me the contents—a message printed on the law firm’s letterhead, official and neat. My hand trembles as I read.

“Well, hell,” I mutter, sighing heavily.

“What?” Billy asks.

“All of the appeals have been denied.”

“He’s going to be executed?”

I nod. “Barring some kind of miracle stay from the Board of Pardons and Paroles or the governor of Texas, yeah.” I look at the calendar on the desk. “In four days.”

“Jesus, you’ll be in Texas then.”

“That’s not all.” I hand Billy the letter and he reads it, wide-eyed.

He looks up. “You gonna go?”

“I don’t know.” I take the letter back and reread what Mr. Crane has written.


Eddie requests that you visit him this week. He says he has something important to tell you. I have placed your name on the visitation list and the warden has already approved it. Note that this is highly irregular, but an exception has been made. Please let me know as soon as possible if you can make it. I know Eddie will be pleased to see you. Please call my office. In the meantime, I will phone you.



“Crane says he’ll phone you.”

“He hasn’t yet.”

Billy nods at the answering machine that sits on a little table near the printer, which is normally out of my sight line unless I actually look at it. Of course, the number “2” blinks on the LED. I roll my chair to the table and punch the Play button. Mr. Crane relates the same message that is in the letter, and leaves his phone number. Twice.

“I guess I missed those.” As I roll back to my position at the desk, I sigh again. Lately I’ve been doing a lot of sighing. “I’m supposed to be in Limite for the park dedication ceremony on the day of his execution.”

“I know.”

“I suppose I could swing by Huntsville on the way.”

“Do you want to?”

“I don’t know, Billy. Why don’t you get the coffee and let me think about this.”

He nods at the blank Word document on the computer monitor. “I see you’ve got Patricia in a fine mess this time.”

“Don’t rub it in. I’m a little too preoccupied to think about who Patricia is going to sleep with next.” As I say it, I realize it’s the truth. Perhaps that’s why I can’t seem to get started this morning. My mind is already on Eddie. It has been for quite some time.

“I’ll just get that coffee …” Billy steps out of the room and leaves me alone with my apprehension.

Why the hell does Eddie want to talk to me? We haven’t spoken in twenty years, long before his crime. When he received the death penalty, he wouldn’t let me visit and we never communicated. I resigned myself that I’d never see him again. The advocacy group tried to get me to attend the execution and protest outside the prison, me being a celebrity and all. I had decided long ago that I wouldn’t attend, even if I were invited to be a witness to the execution. Giving them money and allowing them to use my name and a quotation is one thing, but I prefer not to show my face for the cameras down in Texas. My plan is to be nowhere near the southeast part of the state; however, I will soon be traveling instead to the western portion near that right angle at the bottom of the Panhandle.

I check the paper calendar again. Today is Monday. The park dedication in Limite is scheduled for Friday, as is Eddie’s execution. I’d committed to a speaking engagement at a library in Schaumburg on Wednesday evening, so my original plan was to fly to Texas on Thursday. There is no direct flight to the Limite airport from Chicago O’Hare; I have to fly to Dallas and change planes. I could cancel the library event, although I don’t like doing that.

You see, they are naming a park after me in my old hometown: the Shelby Truman Community Park. It was where we used to play as children—all of the kids on our block—since it was just another street over. If the place had a name then, I don’t remember it. It was unique because along with standard swing sets, slides, climbing structures, and a merry-go-round, there sat, incongruously, a World War II–era airplane and a yacht. Each hulk was propped up with supports and had ladders and slides attached so kids could actually climb inside and play. The passenger section was empty of seats, but you could look out the windows. I remember sitting in the plane’s cockpit and pretending I was flying. The cabin of the boat was more intimate, and the older teenagers used it as a place to make out. Again, there was no furniture or machinery. I doubt running around in those derelict ships was very safe, but that was back in the sixties. I recall more than one cut or scrape from some sneaky sharp edge.

Eventually the plane and yacht were taken out of the park, sometime when I was a young adult. It was then known as East Limite Family Park. Now the powers-that-be want to honor a hometown-kid-that-made-good and rename the grounds. Sure, I’m flattered, but I don’t relish returning to Limite. Too many unpleasant memories. After all, the death of a family member—a sibling in this case—changes the dynamics of a household.

After the summer of 1966, things were never the same in my family. Mother certainly wasn’t. My parents stayed in Limite when I left for college in ’72, and I went back to visit as often as I could stand it. After their deaths, I figured I’d never have to see those flat desert plains and pumpjack oil wells again. High school reunions never interested me. No other relatives live there. There simply never was a good reason to return to West Texas, but now I have an obligation to go. The price of fame and fortune.

Perhaps the real truth of why I don’t like going home is the feeling of melancholy—and fear—that hovers over me whenever I am back. Dark clouds of pain and sorrow. They continue to haunt me even now. Bad things happened on Chicory Lane, the street where I grew up. I truly believe that Evil—with a capital “E”—visited my neighborhood that summer of 1966. It slithered inside at least three houses that I know of, and set about destroying lives and delivering misery. In the end, it affected so many of us. Sadly, I think it did the most damage to Eddie Newcott, the boy who lived across the street.
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There is much to consider. Do I really want to see Eddie again? Why does he want to talk to me? What will he have to say? Does he think I owe it to him? There is no question that there exists a unique bond between Eddie and me. A lifelong connection. At one time, we were closer than salt and pepper shakers—and that’s a pretty apt metaphor for what Eddie and I were, especially when we were kids on Chicory Lane. In the later years when he and I became … well, I’m not sure what to call it … it was something else. A madness, perhaps.

After our last encounter in the mid-nineties, we mutually parted ways and never spoke again. This was about a decade before he committed the crime. I would have responded to Eddie had he reached out during his legal ordeal, and in fact I contacted his lawyer—the same Robert Crane—myself to see if Eddie might want to talk to me. My inquiry was politely declined. Later, during the penalty phase of the trial, I once again offered to provide a character witness in the hopes that he wouldn’t get death. And again, my willingness to help was dismissed, Crane told me, expressly by Eddie himself.

Eddie received the death penalty for capital murder. It was the charge the DA went for and got, because that’s the only classification in Texas for which one can receive the death penalty. The defense raised some legal brouhaha, saying the crime wasn’t really capital murder because it was a domestic situation, but the prosecutor and judge didn’t buy it. Eddie still had a shot at an insanity appeal, but he gave up and refused to pursue one. His lawyer did it for him as a matter of course. Still, it was as if Eddie wanted to die.

We all knew that Eddie was guilty of murdering the woman he was living with at the time, along with their unborn child. Unfortunately, the original jury didn’t believe the defense’s contention that he’d done it because he was off his meds, so the verdict didn’t swing in Eddie’s favor. The shocking revelations about his childhood made good live television, but the twelve jurors held them against the accused. Eddie apparently resigned himself to his fate, and he deliberately provoked the jury when the verdict was announced. He actually stood, pointed at the twelve men and women, and, as the media put it, “cursed them with a Satanic spell.”

That was the real reason Eddie had received the death penalty. He was an outspoken atheist. The woman he killed, Dora Walton, was a fellow atheist who lived with Eddie in his childhood home, where for years they produced and distributed a newsletter about Satanism. Naturally, his neighbors didn’t like it. Even in the eighties, Eddie had already received national notoriety amid pressure against him to leave his old neighborhood, which he vehemently fought, claiming his and his mother’s rights to stay in their house. Dora Walton’s murder was described by the media as a Satanic ritual.

The truth is that Eddie went off his meds.

When he was arrested, the press elevated the story to international status and even gave him a nickname that caught on—“EVIL EDDIE.” “SATANIST IN GRUESOME RITUAL.” “SUSPECT CLAIMS TO BE THE DEVIL.” “EVIL EDDIE GOES TO TRIAL TODAY.” “EVIL EDDIE FOUND GUILTY!” The more salacious tabloids spelled it out with repugnance—“WOMAN SLAIN IN DEATH ORGY.” “RITUAL MURDER!” “DEATH IN BLACK MASS.” “WITCHCRAFT!—LIMITE’S SHOCKING SATANIC SEX CULT.”

In this day and age, practicing witchcraft isn’t supposed to be considered a crime if that’s what a person does in private. Obviously, Eddie crossed the line into something far more serious. The way Eddie murdered his girlfriend was so shockingly heinous that the jury thought the convicted killer was the devil himself. Eddie had become an infamous celebrity smack dab in the middle of the Bible Belt. In the minds of that West Texas jury of good ol’ conservative boys and girls, he was Evil Eddie. It was best to simply execute him.

It was a tragedy.

I stare at Crane’s letter, debating whether I should call his office or not. Crane, a good man who has always done all that he can for Eddie, took on the case pro bono. Why would Eddie break his silence just days before he is scheduled to die? To apologize for not accepting my help? I don’t need an apology, but I admit part of me wants one. I believe Eddie refused to contact me during the trial because he didn’t want me involved in his sensational story—after all, at that time in the early 2000s, my career as a well-known romance author was on a solid, steady plateau. The media never connected Eddie and me as childhood friends who grew up on the same street, though I don’t think it would have bothered me—or hurt my sales, I dare say—if the tabloids had tied us together.

There is only one thing that makes sense: Eddie simply wants to see me before he dies. Surely that’s all there is to it. Christ, I think I do owe it to him. I have to do it. I am going to have to visit him. Otherwise, I’ll regret it. I’m already a member of the AARP; I don’t want to spend the precious years I have left with the guilty feeling that I’d done him a disservice.

I make up my mind, pick up my phone, and dial Crane’s office. When I tell the receptionist who I am, she quickly transfers me to the attorney.

“Hello, Ms. Truman?”

“Yes, hello, Mr. Crane, how are you?”

“Fine, and you? It’s been a few years.”

“Yes, it has. I’m doing well.”

“So I’ve seen. Congratulations on your success.”

The West Texas accent is very pronounced. I used to have one, too, but my many years of living in the Midwest have changed all that. However, after a few drinks, it does tend to slip out.

“Thank you. So, I got your letter. And your phone messages. Sorry, I should have responded sooner.”

“That’s all right.”

“I’ve decided I will come, I think. Do you know what Eddie wants to talk to me about?”

“Not at all. Eddie is always pretty quiet. After being locked up on death row at Polunsky, he’s even more withdrawn. That kind of solitary confinement is terribly … lonely.”

This alarms me. “What kind of mental state is he in?”

“Not too good, I’m afraid. I’ll be honest with you. That place will drive anyone crazy, and he’s been there for years. You and I know he suffers from depression and anxiety, and it’s unclear how well he complies with medication. I don’t think he takes it at all. He refuses any medical or psychiatric help; he always has. Mostly he lives in another world inside his head—on purpose, I might add—but he is capable of understanding and interacting with the real one when he wants to. His request to see you is sincere; I can tell you that, Ms. Truman.”

“You can call me Shelby. If I really do this, what can I expect? Will he be able to touch me?”

“No. Contact visits aren’t allowed with death row inmates. You’ll talk to him from behind a plexiglass partition. On a phone. You’ll be able to see him, and he’ll be able to see you.”

“And for how long?”

“Two hours usually, but since you’re traveling over 250 miles, they’ll let you have four. That’s the maximum time allowed, but I doubt he would talk to you that long. Like I said, he’s usually quiet and withdrawn, and when I’ve visited him he’s lucid for a while, and then he occasionally goes into a sort of surreal rant. Like what you see a homeless person doing. Babbling. You know what I mean?”

“I think so.”

“He doesn’t make much sense when he does that. Anyway, the visit can be whatever length you want. It could also be as short as five minutes, and that may be his choice. You never know with Eddie. Whenever I’ve gone to see him, he will listen and tell me what he wants me to do in a coherent, sensible way, and then he’ll zone out, go into babble-speak, and abruptly end the meeting. He’s a pretty sick man.”

“That’s terrible. How can the state allow him to be executed? It’s inhuman.”

“You’re preaching to the choir, Ms. Truman. I’m doing everything I can in last-minute appeals. Unfortunately, there’s a precedent. Texas has executed more than one inmate that was believed to be mentally ill.”

“It’s so wrong.”

“And just so you know … I’m the only visitor he’s had for twenty years.”

“Oh my God. All right. Tell me what I need to do. I have to be in Limite, coincidentally, on Friday.”

“That’s the date of the execution.”

“I know. And I don’t want to see him the day before he dies. What about Wednesday, can I do that?”

“That would be a good day.”

“All right. I’ll fly to Houston tomorrow and get settled somewhere near the prison, and then I’d have all day free on Wednesday. Is that possible?”

“Let me make some calls and I’ll get back to you to confirm a time. Thanks, Shelby, I think Eddie will really appreciate it.”

I confirm that he has all of my information, and we hang up.

The trip to Texas is going to be longer than originally planned, so Patricia is going to have to wait until I return before embarking her on a new adventure with some hunky bad boy. I get up from the desk without bothering to save my open Word document and go downstairs with my empty coffee cup.

“I’m going,” I announce.

“Really,” Billy responds without looking up from his monitor. “I’m impressed.”

“Why?”

“I didn’t think you’d go.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugs. “Because it’s painful. I know the whole story.” Then he looks at me.

“Mm, you don’t know the whole story; but you’re right, it will stir up some old emotions that I’d just as soon do without.”

“You mean it’ll feel like ripping a scab off a wound and putting salt on it?”

“Something like that.”

“Then why are you putting yourself though it?”

“Because I have to. I owe it to Eddie.”

“You don’t owe Eddie anything, Shelby. You know that, right?”

“Billy, he hasn’t had a visitor for ten years. He’s going to die on Friday. He has no family or friends. I’m the only person from his life that he’s chosen to remember. I never thought he deserved the death penalty. He’s mentally ill.”

“I know, but he did some pretty creepy shit.”

Billy has me there. I look away and study a map of the United States that I have pinned to a corkboard.

“Sorry, Shelby,” he says. “I didn’t mean—”

“It’s okay. Look.” I gesture to the map. “Huntsville is just a bit of a drive from George Bush International. Eddie’s in Livingston, over here nearby.”

“What will you have to do to get into the prison?”

“I don’t know. I imagine it’s like going through security when you get on a plane. Mr. Crane will tell me, I guess. Now, about that coffee.”

I go to the kitchen, fill my cup with fresh brew, and return upstairs. Instead of working on Patricia 43, I pull a suitcase out of the closet and bring it to my bedroom. As I use one half of my brain to figure out what I need to take on the trip, the other half dwells on a rush of mixed feelings.

Yes, Eddie did some pretty creepy shit. But it never would have happened had he not suffered what he did as a child. Eddie had been damaged, but he covered it up with his eccentric intellect and talent as an artist. He would have benefited from not having dropped out of high school, that’s for sure. Instead he joined the army and went to Vietnam for a couple of years, which darkened him even more.

There’s no question about what happened to Dora Walton—and the baby she was carrying in her womb. Eddie was caught red-handed. Only a psychiatrist could analyze how the trauma Eddie endured as a child contributed to his illness and ended up informing a horrific murder later in life, but one thing is for sure—Eddie could not have been in his right mind when it happened.

It occurred ten years ago, in 2005. Eddie was fifty years old. He lived with Dora Walton in the same house on Chicory Lane, across from where I’d resided with my parents. A controversial pair, neighbors ostracized them, but Eddie refused to abandon his parents’ house. On Christmas Eve, Eddie threw a party and invited another couple, Wade Jones and Catherine Carter. He decorated the entire place with his disturbing artwork that depicted devilish symbols and imagery, and then lit a hundred black candles to illuminate it. When I knew him as an adult, Eddie once admitted to me that while he was truly an atheist, the Satanism thing was merely something he did to shock people. It was just “art,” he said.

That night, Eddie took his art to the extreme. Wade and Catherine left the house after midnight. Eddie and Dora continued to party. Eddie drugged the wine. Dora drank it; he didn’t.

After that, Evil Eddie made a statement for all the world to see.
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I like to be at the airport early, so I had Billy drop me off two hours before my flight to Houston. O’Hare is hopping, as usual. You never know when lines will be super-long at one of the world’s busiest airports. As I’ve grown older, I’ve found that my nerves are less tolerant of unexpected stress. I don’t like to be rushed. I’d rather be way too early than a minute too late.

One of the best things about being a well-known author is that your face isn’t necessarily well-known. Sure, I’ve been on TV talk shows and my picture has been in tons of magazines—I even made a “50 And Still Hot” list in People eleven years ago!—but I’m not a movie star. Very few people recognize me, and I’m perfectly fine with that. My blonde hair has whitened, but my blue eyes remain the same. I’m able to travel like anyone else, go to restaurants, hotels, the theater, whatever—and still maintain a decent degree of anonymity. Every so often a serious fan will know who I am and maybe say something complimentary about my books, and that’s always nice. I’ve never had a bad experience with notoriety. Today is no different.

After going through security, I browse in the bookstore and, out of habit, check to see if they have any of my books. They do. I buy the new Sandra Brown and then get coffee and a snack. With my purchases in hand, I sit at the gate an hour before we start to board, ready to relax and enjoy my food and beverage.

Relax. Right. Apprehension has been my master since I agreed to see Eddie. I try to begin the book I bought, but my mind wanders and I can’t concentrate on the words in front of my eyes. I keep thinking about Eddie, dammit. A tidal wave of memories continues to bombard me: like when Eddie sold his crazy artwork at the mall during Christmas time in the nineties; the smell of pot and booze from the seventies; and glimpses of the sixties, which are dominated by memories that mostly occurred in a playground and a bomb shelter. Eddie at twenty-one, Eddie at thirty-nine, Eddie at eleven … I’ve come to the conclusion that it would be a good idea, if not essential, that I attempt to think of the remembrances in some kind of chronology so they make some sense. Perhaps going over everything I can recall will be a helpful exercise to prepare for the eventuality of sitting face-to-face with him.

We really can’t remember much of our childhoods. It’s just a fact. We recall major events, but we can’t tell you what happened minute by minute. It’s impossible. A person might “remember” his first trip to Disneyland when he was seven years old. The truth is that he’ll remember going and that he did it, but he won’t be able to say specifically what he had done and in what order. There will be flashes of memory, such as his fright in Space Mountain, or the wonder of the fireworks that struck him as magical, but that’s it. A “playback” of the entire experience is usually unachievable.

Our capability of memory storage is even worse when it comes to our mundane day-to-day lives. How much do you really remember from your childhood? You might know the names of all your teachers, first grade through high school, maybe. You wouldn’t be able to recall when you learned what in school, though. You’ll certainly remember who your good friends were, the kids you hung out with. Some of the toys or games you played with. Perhaps you’ll recall seeing a favorite movie with someone special. That’s the key to memories. Events in your life have to make a personal impression in order to be stored in the archives of your mind.

That’s why we often have no problem recollecting significant trauma. A sickness, an accident or, God forbid, violent incident. I can always evoke an image of me with chicken pox back when I was four or five—I’m looking into a mirror at the spots on my face and I start to cry. Fortunately, that’s it; that’s my single, entire memory of having chicken pox. Thank goodness we don’t relive the physical pain of an ordeal—we only remember that we were in pain.

My recollections of growing up on Chicory Lane in Limite, Texas, are sketchy at best. My high school years—tenth through twelfth grade—I remember the clearest; after all, that’s when I was almost an adult. I was much more aware, my brain operating like a receptacle for knowledge. I stayed active in high school—I was involved in the Drama Department, acted in plays, dated boys, was on the student council—so there are plenty of wonderful flashes of remembrances from those years. Memories of junior high school—seventh through ninth grade—are more elusive. It was an unhappy, awkward, and confusing time of my life, as I’m sure it is for a lot of other girls. I certainly didn’t feel particularly pretty then.

And before that, there was the “prehistoric era”—the first through sixth grades of elementary school. In Limite, kids usually started first grade at age seven and left elementary school at age twelve or thirteen. These are very important years in our lives, yet we barely remember them, am I right? Only glimmers of events, a handful of snapshots, or brief video clips in our brains.

Limite—pronounced “la-meet,” although the correct Spanish pronunciation would have been “la-meet-tay”—sits at the bottom of the Panhandle in West Texas, within an hour’s drive of the New Mexico border, with a population of about sixty-five thousand back in the 1960s. Sort of a big small town. We had two high schools that were ferocious rivals, three indoor movie theaters, two drive-ins, a bowling alley, and lots of Friday night football. The economy was built around oil, cattle, and high school sports. The oil fields surrounded Limite for miles. Oil derricks and pumpjacks dotted the flat, desert-like landscape. The old-fashioned downtown with shops and department stores was already dying even in the sixties, and was later replaced by a new mall in the early seventies. It was an old segregated city—the African Americans lived on the south side of the tracks in near-poverty, with some exceptions, of course, including the four black students who attended my high school when I was there. There was probably a larger mix later, but “colored town,” as that neighborhood was called when I was growing up, was still present in the nineties. Some folks, I’m sorry to say, called it by a far worse epithet I would not like to mention.

And then there were the churches. Dozens of them. There are even more now. All denominations, but only one Catholic church at that time, and, remarkably, one synagogue. Certainly no mosques. Not in West Texas.

One could say that Limite was a few years behind the big cities such as Dallas or Houston. When I was born in 1954, I’m sure the people of Limite felt as if they were just entering the decade of the fifties. The late sixties were still the early sixties. When I turned twelve years old in 1966, Limite still hadn’t totally embraced the explosion of artistic, political, and cultural expression that defined the latter half of that decade. We had Top 40 radio, so we were well aware of rock and the Beatles and all that. Three networks—NBC, ABC, and CBS—were the only available channels on television.

Chicory Lane was a fairly new development on the east side of Limite. The houses on the block had been built in the fifties. Being situated in the desert, there wasn’t a lot of vegetation. Chicory Lane had trees, which weren’t particularly pretty. Whenever I went back to visit as an adult, I was always struck by how drab and brown the neighborhood appeared, as if it had been slowly baked by the bright, hot sun for years—and it had! Our street held thirteen houses on each side, brownish-red brick ranch houses with three bedrooms, a living room, a kitchen and dining room, and a “front room,” with a picture window that faced the street and where our piano stood. We moved there in 1960, when I was five or six, from nearby Prescott, where I was born. I was the only child at the time, but I imagine my parents were planning on another one since they had bought a house with three bedrooms. Michael didn’t arrive until six years later. In the meantime, Mom used the third bedroom as a sewing room until it became a nursery.

I can count the snippets of memories of my earliest years, prior to grade school, on two hands. Mere snaps of images that flit through the brain. Walking with and holding my father’s hand at the rodeo. Making cookies with my mom. The kids on the block. Sally, the girl who lived up the street and who was my best friend when I was really little; Sally the redhead who had freckles, millions of them, which contributed to her nickname, “Freckles.” It’s funny; that’s about the only thing I remember about her. We grew apart in junior high. Greg and Dean, two older boys who lived on the street, and their pal Joey, who resided a block over. Greg and Dean, who lived next door to each other, may as well have been joined at the hip. They were always in the neighborhood throwing balls. I didn’t like them much; they acted like bullies most of the time. There were others, but I really don’t remember their names or much about them.

And Eddie Newcott lived right across the street from me.

At some time or another during those early years, we all played with one another in the park, which was the real center of our universe. The elementary school was next to the park, so everyone walked to classes every single day. That was a time when kids could be outside and safe, or so we thought. Those were the days of lunch pails, Halloween carnivals and trick-or-treating, The Dick Van Dyke Show, and catching horny toads, the indigenous lizards that populated the area—technically called “horned” toads, though kids always called them horny toads. Since Chicory Lane was a fairly new development right on the edge of town, we could walk two or three blocks beyond the park and be in vacant lots. The desert. It was not uncommon to see all kinds of lizards and snakes and bugs around our little world decorated with mesquite and tumbleweeds. West Texas winds are notorious—they rival Chicago’s!—and the dust storms are atrocious. But there’s something dreamy about the sight of a tumbleweed being carried along the ground in a wide, open space. I suppose my favorite thing about growing up in Limite was the view of a hundred-and-eighty-degree sunset, horizon to horizon. Some nights, it was breathtakingly gorgeous. The vastness of the stars—and omniscient moon—was magnificent.

Today all those vacant lots are developed, and the city extends for miles. Things change.

My dad worked in a bank. By the time I was in high school, he was the manager of the Fifth National Bank, holding that title until he retired. My mother was mostly a stay-at-home mom, although she took some part-time jobs as a temp secretary when I was in grade school. She was a good typist and worked on a manual machine—which is what I learned to type on. I became a competent typist, too. Good genes. Unfortunately, my mother had some serious problems and never held a job for very long. My parents, Craig and Shirley Truman.

I was the only child until my baby brother, Michael Craig Truman, was born on April 20, 1966. I was eleven years old and in sixth grade. Mom and I never spoke about why they had another child when there was such an age difference between the siblings, but I do recall Mom calling him her “little miracle.” She was thirty-seven when he was born.

A month later that year, I turned twelve. The pictures of me at the time show a girl with straight, dirty-blonde hair and bangs. Blue eyes. I was of average height and weight, and I was already growing breasts. I think I started wearing a bra about the time I turned eleven. My funny-looking stage didn’t last very long, thank goodness. Girls always go through a funny-looking stage—acne, weirdly proportioned limbs, awkwardly budding breasts—and afterwards they bloom.

At that frozen moment of time in May, we were a typical family; we were happy. My dad made a modest middle-class salary, and we were the epitome of baby boomer living. We went to church every Sunday. Every Sunday. The First Christian Church was Protestant and proud of it. I got the impression the adults there thought they were above the Baptists or Methodists. To me there was no difference. I grew up believing in God—and I suppose I still do. After all, if Evil exists, then there damn well better be some Good somewhere, right?
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