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Medea Gothic 

She could tell Hyatt wanted a way out and the children were slowing them down. Kept 

slicking back his hair with his hands and looking across the hotel room with the single shaft of 

sunlight cutting through the gap in the soiled curtains to see himself in the bathroom mirror like 

he was trying to look good for the mugshot would make the local papers.  Might even make 

Atlanta, if the papers headlined they kidnapped two white children could get the whole state 

talking. Take a Bonnie and Clyde angle, might even be some variety of famous how folks could 

get famous for doing real bad things and if they was lucky other folks would imagine they was 

robbing from the rich to give to the poor or some other aspirational falsehood like that because 

people made a living with a gun was maybe robbing the rich but they weren’t picky about taking 

from the poor either and they sure would keep it all for themselves.  

 Had all the money they’d gotten out of Moira’s kin in the trunk sitting out in the room 

like bad vibrations because it was too unwieldy to fit in the undersized closet or stash under the 

bed. Was one of those old-fashioned steamer trunks and had bad-taste gold tracery like 

embroidery along it only stamped on the fabric, white cotton bolls on imperial yellow stalks 

climbing along the sides of it against an aged orange fabric which might’ve been bright orange 

when it was new and had become dull with time.  

Hyatt had said the thing was too damned heavy and not from the money. The money 

looked small in it because Moira’s kin didn’t have much and hadn’t raised all they might have 

and was loose in the trunk and the trunk was supposed to carry clothes and assorted kinds of 

baggage for traveling far. When Moira had put her clothes in it she had been imaging all the 

money they were going to have filling it up until it about overflowed and that had made it seem 

like it weighed the right amount for carrying all that money and was all they had in addition to 
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her two children who weren’t no help at all. And had to put her clothes into it because at the 

same time she was thinking about the money she was being practical, they was leaving and she 

needed a place to put her clothes after all and even though this whole adventure was real 

romantic she had a hard-scrabble common-sensibleness and would need more than her running 

off with her beau from the city to make her forget her whole upbringing all at once.  

Clothes amounted to a sundress and a low-cut skirt and top which Hyatt had bought for 

her when they were first courting, her Sunday best, and what she had bought shopping the day 

before along with some of the grubbier stuff she wore when she was cleaning and cooking and 

doing the housework had been her lot in life until she’d met Hyatt.  

Had her husband’s gun in the trunk on top of the loose cash.  

Hyatt was a salesman based in the city and selling in the big rural counties around the 

city that didn’t have many people in them. He had told Moira he had made his start selling nylon 

stockings right after the Second World War ended and all the women were going crazy for new 

pairs having had to make do with the ones they had no matter how many holes were in them 

thanks to rationing. After the nylon shortage turned into a glut and all the women with the money 

to spend on them had more pairs than they needed, moved to selling encyclopedias and after he 

got tired of those he remained in the book trade for a time selling Bibles, New King James with 

illustrations that looked like cheap watercolors you could find in a hotel and the words of Christ 

in red so you couldn’t miss them no matter how illiterate, and finally he started selling insurance.  

Had a new route for insurance which took him through Moira’s diner regular enough that 

they got to recognizing each other.  

Moira had been one of those women hadn’t had the money to spend so rationing hadn’t 

made a difference because she hadn’t had a pair of nylons until Hyatt bought her a pair and she 
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was wearing them now even though she didn’t have a need to put on shoes and Hyatt had 

stripped to his shirtsleeves. But the nylons were romantic and adult, and for all being practical 

there was something to being romantic too.  

Before she had got married she’d wanted to be a secretary because that had seemed 

romantic, working in an office for a big man in one of those high rises saw in the magazines the 

family took because they made good latrine reading and could wipe yourself when you was 

finished on the lavatory with what you had just finished reading. Had put that aside when she got 

married and only later after she’d started earning a little in tips she had stowed enough away for 

the correspondence course for shorthand and typing advertised in those same magazines.  

But the correspondence course hadn’t gotten her so she could write using those squiggles 

better enough than how the words looked in regular letters so as to be able present herself as a 

professional woman by taking and reading back diction. And the family’s old typewriter had 

been around since before the Second World War and wasn’t real suitable for learning to type on. 

Moira’d needed one of those new well-oiled machines where the R and the T and the full stop 

didn’t jam if she was going to learn to type like a well-oiled machine herself.  

She’d told Hyatt all her professional struggles when she was letting him buy milkshakes 

for her after her shift ended at the diner where she had started working when the family was real 

hard up for cash. He’d been so nice he’d even buy her boy and girl ice cream or a slice of pie 

when they were having to hang around the diner because there weren’t no place else to go. 

Didn’t even let them bother him even though meant he had to watch his language and restrain 

himself some how he didn’t when they were alone together, and even got so he’d give them a 

ride home sometimes in his new red Ford T-Bird and then he and Moira could drive off 

somewhere else if her husband weren’t around and most nights he wasn’t.  
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Hyatt didn’t let the children bother him any more now even though they were being real 

pains how they always were. Hadn’t been for them getting born Moira might’ve been able follow 

her older brother who had gone to college on scholarship and she’d have followed him because 

he was in the city already and they’d all have saved plenty of trouble.  

Could have met Hyatt in the city because that was where he lived instead of meeting him 

where she lived and in her condition of being married and having two children.  

First time she had let Hyatt buy her a milkshake he had asked about her wedding band 

and she had told him the truth.  

 “My husband came back from Korea not entirely right and with a medal didn’t get him 

any money more than a niggardly disability pay he spends on beer. Got me pregnant when I was 

thirteen and the other before I was fifteen. Means I feel all wore out and I am not twenty yet.” 

 Hyatt had told her she sure didn’t look wore out and she liked him saying that and 

meaning it too. Had a sip of the milkshake when it was served by one of the waitresses who gave 

her a look like she ought to be careful with herself and then she kept on like it was of no notice to 

her. 

 “Now, I never much liked him. My daddy liked him because he had a little money in his 

pocket and steady enough work. Trained him as a mechanic in the Army and hadn’t gotten 

caught up in Korea would have done nothing except being a mechanic. And after his time being 

a soldier he went back to being a mechanic and he has kept on being a mechanic, drinks like he 

is going to die and has no time for me but works everyday and as far as I know he is a good 

mechanic.”  

 Had another sip and Hyatt watched the curve of her figure as she leaned over the counter 

to reach the straw. He hadn’t been lying about her not looking wore out.  
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“Think my daddy liked how he had been in the war as well as his having steady work. I 

never did see much to admire about it myself. If he hadn’t of volunteered would’ve drafted him 

anyway, and went in thinking he was a mechanic and saw combat because they were getting 

chewed hard by the Red Chinese and they had to throw everybody in. I can’t see rewarding a 

man for something he barely had no choice in doing. All that is doing is validating necessity and 

calling it virtuous, and there’s a kind of lying about that.” 

Hyatt said sure enough and wasn’t paying any attention to all at what the girl was saying. 

Hadn’t been in either of the wars or the peacetime service. Flat footed. Said that to her sheepish 

how he was about his service record or the lack of it and she said that was good on him.  

“You spent the war making money like smart folks, like folks on the make did. Made 

something of yourself.”  

Hyatt hadn’t made all that much of himself but he said he sure had done well for himself.  

Baby Gus was acting like he was going to wet himself in the motel room. Boy had always 

been high-strung like he was entitled to delicate nerves while the rest of the family had to 

struggle and get aged and wore-out and lose their looks young from being poor. Was sitting on 

the bed and both his legs were shaking so hard really did look like he was having to hold it in 

like he was in one of those places when a body can’t leave to relieve himself because it isn’t 

polite and Moira thought that was so clever she said it to Hyatt. He didn’t laugh and so Moira 

said it again that Baby Gus looked like he was going to wet himself and Hyatt told her to shut up 

and he hadn’t ever said that to her and then Baby Sister laughed.  

Baby Sister had been lying on the bed with that one little bit of sunlight going right 

through her belly like she had positioned herself that way and not saying nothing since Moira 

had got them in that Red T-Bird while Hyatt handled the trunk.  
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She had always been close to dumb how little she spoke and Moira’d wondered about 

her. Even that first day had hardly been excited about driving to a new town and staying in a 

motel neither of which was something she was used to because the family didn’t have the kind of 

money they could afford to travel what with all the money that came in going towards beer. And 

now they was on the third day and the getting of the money hadn’t gone how Hyatt had said it 

would not that it was his fault that Moira’s brother hadn’t acted how he was supposed to.  

What had happened to start was they had called him from a filling station pay-phone near 

the county line and bought food from the filling station and they had themselves quite a plan.  

Moira’s brother was the only member the family had any money. Gone to college on that 

scholarship and made something of himself and never let the rest of them forget he was the one 

was made of money. Had a wife who he thought was good looking even if was obvious she dyed 

her hair that color and had a big house they didn’t have a standing invitation to.  

Wasn’t as though he was the richest man in the county or nothing but he had more of the 

stuff than he needed and he was real stingy with it when he weren’t paying for the country club 

so he could play golf with men had even more money than he did or leasing two new cars every 

year one for him and one for his wife.  

Wouldn’t even send any money to his mother without their practically begging him for it 

and only paid for her funeral after they worked on him real hard and held out the prospect of her 

going into the potter’s field like common white trash and since momma had gone in the ground 

in the cheapest casket which the funeral home would sell them he had hardly spoke to them let 

alone be generous although he had plenty to spare.  

Moira had always been resentful of that stinginess how she’d resented Baby Gus being 

high-strung, was all of the same kind of superior attitude how she was losing her looks taking 
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care of her children and the house and working at the diner when she wasn’t trying to better 

herself.  

And now Baby Sister up-and-laughed after being so superior herself by being petulant 

and mopey and quiet.  

Moira hit Baby Siter hard enough that Baby Sister didn’t start laughing again and started 

crying instead.  

“Why the fuck you do that,” Hyatt said and he hadn’t cussed at Moira before, “all that 

does is get her balling her goddamned eyes out. Folks next room get to hear her through these 

walls ain’t more than cardboard and fucking wallpaper, they to call the manager. And that old 

bitch don’t have nothing to do except be a goddamned busybody, she takes an interest in us and 

remembers us and when this all comes out she straight calls the authorities and we end up, 

goddamn, would be a short trip to the gas chamber what we done.”  

Hyatt didn’t keep going and looked like he was going to cry like Baby Sister and Moira 

considered telling him to stop his moping but reconsidered because would only get him more 

upset and it wouldn’t help the situation none to have him more worked up.   

Moira had first suggested them robbing her brother’s two-story home but Hyatt had 

explained that folks with money, lots more money than a person needed for himself especially if 

he was stingy, folks like that didn’t keep it around their houses. They kept it in bank vaults and 

in stocks and bonds which Moira knew all about from those magazines, were things Jews in New 

York City had which were a way of making money into more money without having to work for 

it because the money was working for you, and she felt real foolish for having suggested 

something wouldn’t work and made her look ignorant.  
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She had said that maybe he’d give the money if there was a real good reason so good it 

would be like no man could say “no sir I ain’t giving you one red cent because I think my 

money’s more important than what the money’s needed for and I don’t care who knows that is 

how I feel about the subject.” 

Hyatt had suggested that maybe her brother wouldn’t be willing say no to paying to bring 

her children back which was what she had thought he might say because she had it in her mind 

but didn’t want to be the one was the first to suggest it. It wasn’t her place, even if she had said 

to Hyatt some time before saying all that about there being things more important than the 

money that her brother had a soft-heartedness for the babies in the family. Which wasn’t 

something she was certain of but wasn’t as though he would say no even if he didn’t care 

particularly for them. Was sensitive to his reputation how all men were and besides what kind of 

a man would say no and she needed to put the idea in Hyatt’s mind because wasn’t something 

she could suggest herself even if she had did have it in mind.  

Baby Sister was still crying. Balling away like she didn’t care about getting the 

authorities onto her momma because like as not she didn’t.  

Hyatt told Moira she needed to shut that goddamned bitch up.  

“Honey, I’m not sure what I ought to do,” Moira said. 

“You’d better shut that bitch up because goddammit she’s going to fuck this whole 

fucked to shit, just, goddammit, it ain’t but a straight trip to the gas chamber we get caught.”  

Hadn’t been anything getting the brats to take a car-ride with them and were too dull-

witted and guileless to wonder about why the old trunk was in the car with them. Had taken them 

plenty from that fly-specked grease-slick diner where Moira’d been getting her ass pinched by 

the regulars trying to collect tips. Hyatt had participated plenty in that and tipped nice too and 



9 
 

getting the brats back to the rust-roofed shotgun shack they called home had been a fine excuse 

for getting their momma into the car with him and from there was hardly any way at all to 

getting her in the back seat and she had known all along what he was doing.  

Instead of stopping at the diner to get some of that pie they were set on getting fat on 

Hyatt had kept on driving. Moira had started on how there was a surprise for them at the end of 

the drive and weren’t it so pleasant being in such a nice car with the air conditioning on. 

Hyatt said the goddamned unit in this room needed more kick to it. Even without letting 

the sun in the room was heating with the still dead air inside getting heavy like a blanket.  

He started going on how it weren’t as though were now in a position to complain, hell, 

were like enough the best possible clients for a cheap-rate motel, folks paid cash upfront and 

couldn’t draw no attention to themselves so they’d put up with a dank little sweatbox because the 

trunk didn’t have the kind of money in it could get them far enough away could outdistance the 

law, not with the kind of law they were going to get after them.  

Might even rule in the first degree. Didn’t understand the law well enough to understand 

the difference except the first degree meant there was no point in rehearsing a speech for the 

parole board laying in your cot because they was going to kill the shit out of you sooner than let 

you out of jail while you still got a pulse.  

They had drove to that filling station and stopped and that was the moment the plan was 

real and hard because prior to making that call at the filling station payphone they could have 

driven back to the diner and said was all a practical joke and the children would be scratching 

their heads until they had a slice of pie in front of them and then they wouldn’t care at all.  

All the plan took to become the real thing was the one whose voice he wouldn’t 

recognize calling Moira’s brother saying had the children and needed a hefty payment to ensure 
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their release. Moira had the phone number on a slip paper and besides it some rough figuring she 

had done about how much money he could raise. Had done some figuring how much money he 

like as not took in at the bowling alley he had gone in on with a group of rich men and explained 

was something to do with taxes and depreciation, and the movie theater was part of the same 

group and also something to do with taxes and depreciation, and how he had been bragging over 

the Co-Cola stock he owned and came to a figure that a man might be willing to brag about. Put 

the numbers all together and wrote that number down next to the phone number and had six 

digits next to the seven digits of the phone number.  

Course, his saying to them why ain’t they calling the children’s father was perhaps in the 

nature of an ill omen but there’s bound to be resistance at first. Man takes a shock hearing how 

he got to give over plenty of money to save his loved ones and that was to be expected. Him 

telling Hyatt he was crazy to expect he had that kind of money was about the same sort-of 

expected way a man would respond.  

“We’re rich,” she told Hyatt after he hung-up the phone and they had been listening at the 

receiver together and didn’t like the concerned look on his face like maybe he was reconsidering 

their course of action, “ain’t that exciting? Buy ourselves all the things we ought to have.”  

“Sure thing, honey, sure thing,” only he didn’t sound how he did when he’d been telling 

her how grand life was going to be with him in the city when they had some money to spend.  

Because they had to give her brother time to raise the money they had told him to expect 

a call in the early morning on the Saturday that was two days after the call and would meet him 

for the exchange before noon the same day. Moira had said they would have time to spend some 

of their money on a fine-dining city dinner to celebrate their starting their new lives together.  
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Meant dragging out how long they would be stuck with children dragging them along like 

dead weight.  

Baby Gus had always been the smarter child, might’ve helped he was older but Moira 

knew Baby Sister didn’t have much present capacity or future potentiality in the space between 

her ears. Why she was still goddamned crying and Moira hit her harder this time and made a wet 

sound and the wet sounds Baby Sister had been making stopped.  

Moira turned from looking at where Baby Sister was lying still and quiet and considering 

she might’ve started belting her children earlier in life might’ve lightened the burden on her and 

Hyatt was looking at her like he was in a different room or one separated by glass and she was 

something behind the glass. Like things kept at a zoo in the reptile house, the snakes that have 

their little glass boxes and children could annoy them by hitting on the glass and the signs telling 

them not to do that and them taking no notice because no one liked snakes and was more fun for 

the children to bother them than to let them be.   

And was no consequence for bothering a snake behind glass or danger in watching it. 

Wasn’t something could bite you unless it got loose or you reached your hand into the glass box 

daring it to bite you.   

 Whole ride that first day in his car which he told her once he had paid too much for 

because what he had always been told was a man in sales had to make an impression of success, 

Hyatt hadn’t said much. Moria’d been thinking about how nice would be to spend that money 

and sure enough Hyatt’s being a little dispirited was to be expected because he had started on 

something that was going to change his life but the step when he had committed himself had 

only gone maybe nine-tenths how they had talked about it going instead of all the way and that 

could make a man a little doubtful without giving him the ability to back out.  
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Meant he was being driven by necessity, and while all folks at all times are driven by 

necessity most of the time most folks are not conscious of that and when they are forced to 

consider the necessity making them act in a certain way they get dispirited because the belief a 

person could do something other than what they are going to do is comforting to them.  

Hyatt had plenty of motels he knew from his route but they had decided was smarter not 

to go to a place where he was known and would have to put his real name in the book. Moira had 

said that because she was concerned that her brother would be cheap and make some calls to the 

police and sheriff’s departments all around hoping to save himself his money and the rub of it 

being that his being a well-heeled man who liked bragging about his connections so Moira and 

Hyatt couldn’t count on the police and sheriffs dragging their feet.  

And her being gone and the children from the house, her husband with any luck would be 

on a bad drunk and not be around or around in such a condition as to notice until they had the 

money in their trunk but couldn’t be sure and if the sheriff called her daddy he would surely have 

checked on them and he was a drunk too but wouldn’t be so soused he couldn’t tell the sheriff 

that she and the children weren’t were they was supposed to be. That coming out before they was 

a state or two over and with the children still with them and short the money meant was the 

chance a motel clerk might see a picture in the Saturday paper of a man he knew and a girl and 

children he didn’t but recognized quite recently or listening to the radio and hearing Hyatt’s 

name in connection with some missing children and in either case the man’s eyes going 

immediately to the key rack with their room number on it by the check-in desk.  

Wouldn’t be too far from there to the sheriff and some burly deputies knocking on their 

motel door and might be they had seen the paper or heard the radio and gotten on the road in 
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time and might be they hadn’t and were now going to have to manage to get past the sheriff and 

his deputies if they wanted to reach their new life together.  

Which was all how they were now in this room which was too stuffy and airless but 

hadn’t seemed so unbearable when they had first drove in. Was a motel off a county road that 

was dying because the traffic had started taking the new highway and so in a sense it was a 

victim of progress.  

Had an old-fashioned wood porch went in front of the rooms continuous like a frieze, and 

marks and chips in the wood. Doors with their numbers that were dull green-rusted copper. Was 

a motel on a long downward gradient and the sign advertised cheap rates and air-conditioning 

and that turned out to be more-less a lie but then you do get what you pay for.  

Had a clerk who was young and resentful with pimples when they first arrived and Moira 

enjoyed teasing him some while they paid upfront in cash for the two days and told Hyatt 

walking out with their key how much handsomer he was than that boy who like as not would die 

a virgin if he wasn’t willing to pay for it. Hyatt shrugged at that and said might be so and Moira 

told him to stop being so distracted.  

 “This is a fine day and the start of something grand. We’ll be how we ought to be, clear 

of everything but ourselves and clear as bells. What we’ll be, honey, we’ll be how we always 

should be and how we always have been aiming to be.” 

 Moira said that was how folks were, that they moved in the direction they had to go to, 

and this plan and all that came of it was how they had to be.  

 Hyatt said that might be so and pulled the trunk out of the car after the children got out of 

the backseats. Took him both hands and working the angle of it to get it through the car door.  
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 Baby Gus asked why they had taken the old trunk that was bigger than the trip and why 

he and Baby Sister hadn’t packed anything if they were going to be on a trip together. 

 Moira told him that he ought to be quiet and enjoy being out of the house some and Baby 

Gus didn’t talk back to her. Just looked at the trunk resentful like the trunk had done him wrong 

and didn’t offer to help while Hyatt tried to manage the trunk on his own and then asked Moira if 

she could take one end. Moira had looked at him like he had done her wrong and then took the 

trunk and managed to lift the thing letting Hyatt do most of the work.  

 They had met the manager after they had got the trunk through the door. She came asking  

if they needed anything and didn’t say anything about helping manage the children who were 

standing on the porch looking foolish and refusing to come in and she had timed her appearance 

so she wouldn’t have to offer to help Moira with her end of the trunk.  

 Manager had that way how aged and bitter spinsters can make a charitable offer into an 

imposition. Had heavy lines around her eyes and a sagging neck and Moira thought about the 

creams and exercises she would need to keep from getting so she looked like that, was one cream 

that got rid of wrinkles by adding moisture to the skin and a kind of oil, was in the glossy 

magazines and all the movie stars used it, and was an exercise in some of the magazines that 

weren’t so glossy and were sold at the counter of the general store that showed how a woman 

could pat her neck just so and by doing it enough the exercise kept the skin of the neck tight.  

This old woman clearly enough didn’t care enough about the impression she made to try 

and look young and didn’t care about the impression she made when she tried to get into their 

room acting like she was wanting to bring them some toiletries she could just as easy have 

handed to them out on the porch.   
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Woman stood there in their room acting spying just for the sake of spying on people and 

Moira was sure she gossiped with whoever was around to gossip with about the customers even 

if it took making up stories to make innocent folks sound dirty and lecherous. She asked if there 

was something wrong with their children as though that was the kind of question could be asked 

of strangers and Moira wondered what she ought to do if Baby Gus or Baby Sister said they 

weren’t Hyatt’s children.  

Supposed could laugh the situation off and then eat the money they had spent renting the 

room by splitting before the manager had time to do something. Could be they would do 

something to the manager, just in the nature of intimidating her a little like acting as though they 

had a gun which sure enough they actually did, Hyatt had his pistol tucked in the rear of his pants 

and his shirt loose over it. But would be acting as though they intended on using it on a manager 

who was making trouble for them, could act like a gangster and his moll, gangsters called their 

girls molls in the pictures, and like they were on the run from the law and wouldn’t let some old 

woman stand in their way.  

Baby Gus and Baby Sister didn’t say a word between them and so Moira only told all this 

to Hyatt as a funny kind of story after the manager had finally left them after being told the 

children were just tired from the drive and the excitement of being on a trip. She and Hyatt were 

sitting in the car and the children were in the room because they needed their privacy.  

“I suppose, well, suppose we wouldn’t have to have used it, even if she threatened to call 

the police on indecency,” Hyatt said.  

“Sure we wouldn’t,” Moira said, “all would take was showing it to her. Most folks, they 

see a gun and imagine it might be about to be pointed at them, they clam up real fast and start 

doing what you want them to do.” 
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Hyatt asked her how she would know that and she said that it was just common sense.  

“Don’t take being a analyst in New York with a rich lady on a couch to know that is how 

the typical woman would respond to having a gun pointed at her.”  

Moira had toyed with the idea of getting herself a psychoanalyst. All the women in the 

magazines had analysts, they called them analysts to show they were in the know, and these were 

Jews from Europe who you told your problems to while lying on a couch and at the end of an 

hour that lasted fifty minutes you paid them a lot of money.  

Hyatt said he supposed that was true. Still had the trace of a worried expression on his 

face like the impression on the next page after you bear down too hard writing with a pen.   

“But, honey, I been thinking, about what we got ourselves doing.” 

“There ain’t no need for you to do that,” Moira said and was somewhere between 

responding while he was paused and cutting him short, “we got every little thing planned out and 

from here on’s just doing like we have already decided on doing. Everything’s like a line cook 

on the breakfast shift making eggs for the ten-thousandth time, something can do without 

thinking and thinking about what you are doing would only cause you make a mistake because it 

would get your reflexes off.”  

“Well, that may be, but I got a concern, you talking about the gun and me having it on 

me, I ain’t sure I got it in me.” 

“Ain’t got it in you to what? Show my brother that gun when he shows up carrying all the 

money we ever going to need to make certain he acts right?” 

“But what if he don’t act right after I show him the gun?  

“Now, the typical man the same as the typical woman will act right when a gun is pointed 

in his face.” 
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“Then I sure hope your brother is a typical man.”  

Hyatt’s expression hadn’t changed.  

“I’m sure he is. I have known him all my life,” Moira said and while she hadn’t seen too 

much of him for the past years and he was a right-bit older than her and hadn’t never been close 

what she said didn’t amount to a lie because she had known him all her life, “and I know he is a 

college boy who ain’t never been in a fight and don’t got any kick to him except when it comes 

to making money. Won’t make no kind of fuss.” 

She got a bright expression like she’d had a thought she was proud of.  

 “Why, he’ll probably like making all that money back, it’s the only thing he’s ever liked 

doing besides acting superior and his acting superior is all tied in with his liking making money 

and being so good at it. He will probably make even more money because he’ll be driven by 

himself to get back to where he was and get back to better than he was.”  

Moira couldn’t have sounded more pleased and as she was saying this she was thinking 

of the money in the steamer trunk and the trunk so full of the stuff that it wouldn’t shut.  

Hyatt said supposed that was true and didn’t sound as certain as he might have. Moira 

reached over between his legs to check something and he was still a man and took some of the 

bad expression off his face how being reassured by Moira talking hadn’t.  

Was awkward having to get herself over the gearshift to get in his lap and ultimately 

unsatisfying because she couldn’t do more than wriggle for him because moment she did 

anything more that manager would show up to be offended that a girl was getting what she 

couldn’t. Hyatt managed to be satisfied and that bothered Moira some but least would take the 

edge of him and least he had a change of clothes.  
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Baby Gus was right that she hadn’t thought to pack a change of clothes for the children 

and that was regrettable because had plenty of space in the trunk and the clothes had gotten 

soiled it being hot as it usually was and children having the ability to make themselves dirty 

without seeming to put any effort or even apparent opportunity.  

Hyatt had cleaned himself and the children were watching the color TV and seemed to be 

enjoying themselves enough when he got through. Moira was watching with them, was a 

detective show set in New York and she thought must be exciting to be a detective hunting down 

all the bad types of people they had in the big city.  

Hyatt had come out in a towel and clean-shaved with his old-fashioned straight-razor and 

acting like he was intent on spoiling her good time.  

Hyatt told Moira he couldn’t stand to smell the children how they were getting said they 

must be going around in the same clothes for a week and Moira said he was wrong and didn’t 

mention that she had realized while they were on the road that she hadn’t had them bathe the 

night before and had let them wear the same clothes going on two or three days in a row because 

Hyatt was accusing her of something she hadn’t done. Hyatt said even having them wash in the 

bathtub the clothes would still be soiled. 

“And God knows they’d be going around in the same socks and underwear like they was 

in the Army out on patrols away from civilization, would make the bath pointless.”  

And so while Hyatt was making sure they didn’t drown in the bathtub Moira’d had to 

wash her children’s dirty clothes in the sink with bar-soap and water refused to heat to anything 

better than tepid.   
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Had sworn she was never doing any washing for the children, any children, from the time 

she had left with Hyatt until the day she died and this being broken the very first evening had put 

her in a mood worse than having to wait on her brother to get his money together had.  

She hardly slept thinking over how irritating it was that even with all the money she had 

coming to her she couldn’t escape being a maid and that she would have to get Hyatt’s attitude 

adjusted some. Might be oughtn’t have given him a taste, might be a man responded to not 

getting any when he had gotten so he was expecting it.  

 Had the pistol under his pillow and the linens weren’t clean and the pillowcase had 

splotches on it but the pistol was oiled and polished and loaded. She had told Hyatt would need 

to make sure the pistol looked real frightening because that would have the most effect and Hyatt 

had tried telling her that if he wasn’t going to use it there was no point in loading it.  

Moira’d been exasperated with him for saying something so goddamned stupid but had 

smiled and explained they needed it loaded because he would know it was loaded and would act 

like it was loaded. 

“Got to be convincing, honey, got to be convincing in all things for us to get our money.”  

The next morning Moira’d been in a mood not having slept and what sleep she’d had was 

filled with dreams she would have to tell her analyst when she got one. Had been at crossroads 

and burying something at the crossroads, and had been flying through the air, and had been 

burying the old steamer trunk at the crossroads and had been flying out of the steamer trunk and 

had been buried deep underground in the trunk.  

She told Hyatt all that at breakfast at a little diner similar enough to what she had been 

working at only was better because she wasn’t working at this one and soon would be paying for 
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all their meals at nice places and fine hotels and after they got settled someplace have a 

housekeeper and a cook do the cooking for them.  

Their waitress was a brunette aged maybe sixteen and Hyatt had looked her up and down 

and Moira had told Hyatt her dream to hold his attention. Would have talked about the money 

but they had decided on taking the children with them because they needed some food on their 

stomachs or else they might get bothersome later on. Hyatt kept eating his plain toast taking little 

bites and sipping from skim milk and she asked if he wanted coffee and he said he didn’t.  

“Burns my stomach. Don’t sit well.” 

 “I’ve served you coffee plenty of times and never had no complaints.” 

“Why you needling me Moira, know full well this ain’t like those other times.” 

Moira said she weren’t needling him and was only asking him a question and he said sure 

she wasn’t and finished his milk and toast and didn’t ask for more.  

Children hardly ate either and Moira told them they ought to eat up. 

“Y’all are growing and got to eat you want to keep growing.” Moira sounded plastic 

saying that.  

She ate plenty and said that she wasn’t going to let them spoil her appetite and Hyatt paid 

their bill and left a tip on the table and Moira was the last to leave the table and took most of the 

tip when the rest of them weren’t looking. Left a quarter and felt that was plenty, more than she 

had usually made.  

“No point in being over-generous even if we have got money,” Moira said to herself.  

Was a payphone outside the diner and Baby Gus was pulling on Hyatt who was already 

out the door before Moira caught up with them.  

“I need to call daddy. If he don’t feed my fish the fish is going to die.”  
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Baby Gus had a pet fish because he wouldn’t have a dog that could be left to fend for 

itself for a day or two and which his daddy would feed scraps to anyways. Had won it playing 

marbles and came with the bowl and didn’t do nothing but swim around that bowl but he was 

proud of it because he had won it.  

“Might be your daddy ain’t home now,” Hyatt said and Baby Gus shook his head. 

“Don’t matter, I can call the shop. He’s always there if he ain’t at home, it’s Friday and 

that means he is working.”  

Moira was standing by them and looking hard at her son.  

“You ought to say ‘sir,’” Moira said, “didn’t raise you to be rude how you are being.”   

 “But, momma, my fish is going to die. I got to call daddy and ask him to be sure to feed 

him.” 

 Hyatt said he didn’t have any change to make the call.  

 “I gave the waitress all the quarters I got.”  

 “But momma got some of the money off of the table. She has enough I can make a call.”  

 Stopped Hyatt and Moira said wasn’t true at all and she didn’t know what Baby Gus was 

talking about. Was thinking she hadn’t thought the boy was where he could see her and would 

have to have been watching her out the corner of his eyes like he was spying on her.  

 Hyatt stood not moving at all and considering Moira like she was a picture had fallen out 

of a book on opening and the picture didn’t make sense for the book. Like two objects were 

discontinuous and irreconcilable to each other.  

 Reached a conclusion with himself. Could see it on his face like he lost that expression of 

something faint on the next page.  

 “Moira,” Hyatt said, “give the boy a quarter to call his daddy.”  
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 Moira said she could not do that and Baby Gus said his fish was going to die. 

 “I don’t care if your fish is going to die, a fish doesn’t have a life to begin with. A fish 

don’t dream and all a fish needs is to swim in circles.” 

 “Needs food,” Hyatt said.  

 “So do the rest of us and we are people and people can be something,” Moira said, “a fish 

is just a fish and hasn’t the potential to be anything else.” 

 “All the boy is going to do is call his daddy and tell him he is out of town with his 

momma and needs his fish fed before she gets back. Ain’t that true?” 

 Baby Gus said that sure was true and added a sir at the end because he was clever and 

recognized who was backing him. 

 “So, Moira, baby, just give the boy one of my quarters and he will make his call.”   

 Moira had the three of them and the payphone laid out in front of her and was wide and 

narrow like a picture at the movie theater where they want you to see how impressive and 

terrible some landscape is far out in the West. Whole vision had concentrated that way and 

intensified. 

 “You don’t want us to do what we going to have to do, do you Hyatt?”  

 Hyatt shook his head.  

 “Suppose I don’t. And I don’t think we have got to, I think that is something strange you 

have talked yourself into believing because it suits you to believe it.” 

 “It might be strange and it might suit me, but it is also the truth.” 

 Moira focused all herself what she was going to say and begged with whatever was out 

there and willing to listen to her that she would do what had to be done only she needed this man 

to do what had to be done with her and her words were what would make him do right by her.  
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 “If he finds out where we are, he is going to kill us,” Moira said and like when they made 

that first call was committing themselves only now it was saying there would be no turning, that 

the turning was false and a self-deception.  

 “God knows he has told me he was going kill me often enough.”   

 “He, what are you saying Moira,” Hyatt asked and Baby Gus was looking at her like you 

would somebody just walked into your house you had never seen before.  

 “I am saying,” and Moira breathed deep like she needed the air in her bellows and that 

was what she had in her head, hot air because the day was miserable even early and that hot 

sticky air going into her and meeting the heat in her and the moisture being boiled out of it and 

made pure heat and driving her, “that he has told me he was going to kill me and would say that 

after he was done knocking me around on one of his drunks.” 

“He did?” Hyatt asked and perverse as it was but he sounded hopeful she would say yes.  

“He sure did, threatened me plenty when he was on a drinking tear.”  

“Daddy never said nothing like that to you,” Baby Gus said and Baby Sister nodded her 

head. He turned his head up to Hyatt.  

“Mr. Hyatt, sir, he never beat on her or said nothing like that to her.”  

Baby Gus was trying to re-establish that capacity for influence he had not long ago. 

Moira knew then that the boy hadn’t given any more of a damn about the fish than she 

had. Was always planning on telling his daddy exactly where he was the minute he was on the 

line with him and would just be doing it to deny her the money she had coming to her.  

“He kept it from the children, he likes them more than me. Loves them how he don’t me. 

Loves them how nobody loves me except you.” 
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Hyatt took a step towards her and past the children and hesitated and Moira saw 

everything hanging on him taking another step. Whole world and all the time leading up till them 

required him to step forward and would be the negation of the purposefulness of the world for 

him not to keep walking towards her.  

“Hyatt, he find out we gone off together, he will kill us both stone sober and will kill you 

first so he can make me watch and I don’t care about my dying but I can’t watch you die.” 

 Hyatt took the next step and held her to him and the world was going to continue how it 

had to and the children were standing together on the edge of the curb.  

 “I ought to have protected you,” Hyatt said, “girl I love can’t, can’t be hurt that way. 

Why didn’t you tell me nothing?”  

 His voice was breaking and Moira had to put effort to keep her tone sorrowful and 

confessional when she was so goddamned happy she could cry.  

“Never wanted you to worry about me.” 

“You never going to have to worry. You got me to protect you, swear to God I’ll protect 

you.”  

Moira lowered her hands down Hyatt’s back until the bottoms of them rested on the butt 

of the gun tucked into his pants.  

“I know you will, knew you would when I met you. Knew what kind of a man you are.”  

There wasn’t a discussion about the fish on the ride back to the motel and Moira told the 

clerk that she and her husband were going out for a little while and would leave the children in 

their room. Had her eyes on the phone by the clerk all the time she was talking and not only 

because one of the boy’s pimples was bleeding and unpleasant to look at.  
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“Just be sure the oldest don’t try to bum a phone call off you. He has got himself a bad 

habit of calling long-distance to a Yankee friend he met at camp and if he gets through he won’t 

get off that phone. Sure you don’t want to have to put up with listening to all that and that 

manager-woman wouldn’t be happy when she sees the bill.” 

Clerk said he’d be sure to keep the boy away and sounded like listening to a brat on a 

phone was about as unpleasant as having his nails ripped out. Moira patted him on the hand and 

said he was sure a nice boy and gave him a smile before she left.  

She and Hyatt drove into the little town nearest and started buying things.  

Moira bought herself some new shoes that had an impractical heel that looked real sexy 

and some pearl earrings that she wore out of the department store. Had a new wristwatch on her 

right wrist and a purse on her arm, a heavy kind of necklace on her neck that was thin oversized 

gold disks strung together, and a bracelet on her left wrist was made out of one piece of metal 

that was beaten into a silver arc and a design like vines beaten into it. Had wanted to buy a mink 

and Hyatt told her he didn’t have the cash on hand for it.  

Hyatt bought himself an oversized gator skin wallet and Moira told him he ought to buy a 

new suit and tie and new shoes couldn’t walk in comfortably how fine they were and something 

to wear in the evening, a smoking jacket and silk pajamas how rich men in the pictures were 

always dressed when they slept in their beds separate from their wives.  

Hyatt said would do that but that right now Moira was wearing most of the cash he had 

on him when they had left the motel and didn’t want to disappoint her more than he had to but he 

couldn’t afford all that just yet.  

“Besides, honey, all that you have on looks so good, means I can be sure all the folks 

looking our way look at you and don’t take no notice of me.” 
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 Moira said they were going to be a pair and that meant the world taking notice of both of 

them. 

 “And besides, you are the man and the man should lead. He’s entitled to that.” 

 Hyatt said sure he was and said he was glad she wasn’t so modern as some of the girls he 

knew. Said she was an old-fashioned country girl at heart and that was something reassuring and 

time-worn to it, like there’d been many generations of her and hadn’t just appeared overnight 

how some types had.  

 After finishing their shopping they walked around the courthouse square wearing their 

new getup and sweating in the heat. Moira pointed to the old men sitting and smoking around the 

courthouse steps and her watch caught the sun and Hyatt winced in the glare from the timepiece.  

 “Can you imagine winding up like them?”  

 “What do you mean honey?” 

 Man nearest them had deep lined face and a cheap cigarillo between thin blue lips. Dark 

eyes were deep in his head and cataracted. Whole world was distant to him, and dim.  

 “Just waiting to die.” 

 Hyatt said he could not and Moira said folks with enough money never got to feeling that 

way. 

 “Even when they get old, they go to expensive places like Warm Springs or Europe and 

rest themselves in style and comfort. They got doctors to give them injections so even though 

they are old they don’t feel old how poor folks do. They have got money and money buys dying 

different from the lot of us, even when they get so they should be feeling the pain of dying they 

can get doped up and so they can’t feel it and can just be in a state like a hazy kind of happiness 
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because other folks get paid to take care of them. Don’t even have to be conscious as they get 

ready to die. And that is the great inequity of life, rich folks don’t even die like poor folks.”  

 “Still got to die, though,” Hyatt said. 

 Moira was thinking about herself old and not having to take notice she was old, old 

without being wore out. Had never been young because she had been poor and had been 

pregnant when she ought’ve been reading cheap magazines and imagining a chaste kind of love 

with movie stars. She had read the magazines but hadn’t been chaste and hadn’t been right, 

knowing they weren’t going to be interested in a girl was already used up and had a man smelled 

like beer on top of her whenever he felt like scratching an itch.   

“Don’t have to die like him, though,” she said and wasn’t clear because she weren’t still 

looking at him that she was talking about the old man.  

Had an early dinner and this time Moira didn’t take anything from the tip.  

Got back in their car and found a better spot than out front the motel.  

Was a double-feature drive-in and they couldn’t have said a word about the second 

picture which started after sundown. Moira broke her new heel trying to get in the back seat and 

laughed when Hyatt threw it out the window and the other one too saying would buy her a new 

pair and they startled a carhop who checked in on them. Hyatt had bought a tub of popcorn and 

two Co-Colas and tipped the girl and said she ought to be forgiving of them, was their 

honeymoon and was all they could manage. 

“Least all we can manage right now,” Moira had said laughing, “but we are moving to 

our place in the world. None of us can do anything else.”  

 The second picture ended and they were satisfied and had managed to finish their sodas 

and hadn’t touched the popcorn.  
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Drove back to the motel with the windows down and the night air and the motion of the 

automobile felt like freedom which is a soul becoming what it must be and has always been 

striving towards, and Hyatt walked in their room carrying the cold popcorn for the children as a 

treat and Moira said she would follow him after checking to make sure they wouldn’t be 

disturbed the next morning.  

She walked in the office adjusting her dress as she did like she thought it was not quite 

right and exposed more of her bosom than had been showing before and she looked up at the 

clerk like she hadn’t been thinking of him before she walked in. Was the same boy and he was 

leering and Moira thought here was the kind of boy a girl can make use of and don’t even need to 

do anything with him.  

 “I just wanted to see if there were any messages for us,” Moira said.  

 “No ma’am, there sure aren’t,” the clerk said and Moira would have been badly surprised 

if there had been.  

“That boy of yours tried to make a call like you said he would. Told him that guests 

weren’t allowed to make calls and I got to tell you he sure did argue with me.” 

He looked proud of himself and mean. Sort of boy never had power over nobody and was 

a good thing he didn’t because he wouldn’t make good use of it, and here he’d had the 

opportunity to deny something to somebody and he was still pleased he’d been able to.   

“Told me that he was trying to call his daddy and that the man you are with ain’t him.” 

Said that with a narrow grin and with his pimples could’ve been a picture of teenage lust.  

“Well,” Moira said and put some spin on the word, “I can’t help it none if the boy don’t 

like his daddy. Liking or disliking somebody just ain’t up to us to decide.”  
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Boy said that was sure so and didn’t much matter if he believed that Hyatt was the boy’s 

daddy or not so long as he believed he had a shot with her. Weren’t going to be suspicious of a 

girl looked at him like he had something to offer and had the kind of malicious-spirited vanity 

would convince himself was because he had something desirable.  

“I got to be going back to my room, but I’ll be sure to see you soon, won’t I?” Moira 

asked and was looking forward to being gone the next afternoon because she’d be leaving this 

boy blue-balled and frustrated while she counted her money.  

Hyatt asked if she had made sure wouldn’t be anybody coming by the next morning and 

took her a second to remember was what she had said she was doing. He said they had forgotten 

get something for the children and said he would run and get them hamburgers and Moira said 

that was sure kind of him and then that she would take a bath while he was gone.  

Baby Gus stared at her something evil the whole time she and Hyatt were talking and she 

shut and locked the door to the bathroom before she had the water running. Sat on the rim of the 

tub and took off the necklace and the earrings and put them on the tile floor. Bracelet and 

wristwatch went besides them, and then her dress and her underwear and she regretted not 

buying something lacey because would be fun to surprise Hyatt the next night with them when 

they were all alone with their money.  

Boy was too much of a sissy to accuse her of anything or say a word to Hyatt now that 

he’d been beat. Water was warm on her skin, and the water and the thought of the money put her 

in a fine state of mind.  

“Boy surrendered,” she said to herself, “all he has got left is pity for himself and no 

capacity for action.” 
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She submerged herself up to her neck and her hair was wet and would curl and she would 

have it done soon by a real expensive hairdresser who would know what to do with her hair that 

became unfashionably curly when it was long.  

“Just like his daddy, a soul without the capacity for action,” she said and she submerged 

her head under the water and felt like being reborn in the water which was the world before God 

moved across it and that was how the world was born.  

Hyatt made the second call from the payphone at the diner the next morning which had 

come near to wrecking the plan. Moira watched him making it from the same booth in the diner 

they had sat in the day before and had the same waitress who gave her the eye and like enough 

spat in the food she ordered. Didn’t much mind as she let Baby Gus and Baby Sister have what 

she ordered and contented herself with coffee which she could watch being poured.  

He was leaning hard into the call like he was wrestling with it and Moira thought that was 

good because he had committed himself to what he had to be doing. At the end looked like he 

was sweating and his face was flushed and it would be a hot day but wasn’t so hot yet that 

talking on the phone ought to have such an effect on him. Moira thought that was good because 

showed he had committed himself to what he had to do and the rest would follow.  

He walked into the diner and had a shuffle to his walk like his feet weren’t fully leaving 

the ground. Sat with them and didn’t say anything and Moira got frustrated he wouldn’t 

volunteer and so she asked him how the call went.  

“What was he calling about,” Baby Gus asked and Moira told him not to interrupt the 

adults. Baby Gus said all right and Baby Sister didn’t say anything more than she had been.  

“Now,” Moira said to Hyatt, “how did the call go? He answered the phone, I could tell 

that much.” 
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Sounded meaner than she had meant it to.  

“Baby,” Hyatt said after taking too long to start, “I don’t know. Baby, I’m not sure he is 

going for it.” 

Moira had a moment like a frame missing in a film so the image from one to the next was 

discontinuous.  

“What do you mean, he ain’t going for it?”  

“I mean, I don’t think he is going to get us the money.”  

“Why do you think that?” 

“Because,” and Hyatt wouldn’t look her direct in the eyes as he was saying this, “he told 

me he wasn’t giving us any money.”  

 Moira was like the whole reel had been ripped out of the projector.  

“What do you mean, he told you that even for them,” and she waved at the children and 

wasn’t keeping her voice down either, “that bastard isn’t giving us what we’re owed?” 

“Moira, he said he ain’t going to.”  

Moira was out of the booth and out of the diner and at the payphone and used the change 

she had taken out of the tip the day before to make the call. Knew her brother’s number having 

been the one had written it down for Hyatt and he hadn’t moved far from his telephone because 

he picked up on the second ring. 

“I don’t know what you think you are doing,” Moira said, “but I am dead serious that you 

ain’t never seeing those children again you don’t give us our money.”  

  “Our money,” her brother said over the line and he had pip-squeak voice, how he had 

made something of himself with a voice like that was beyond her, “it’s my goddamn money and 

they are your goddamned children. Moira, I don’t know what goddamned stupid thing you’re 
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trying to pull by ransoming your own children but nothing good is going to come from this and 

you aren’t getting a penny from me either.”  

Moira held the receiver-speaker of the phone away from her and took her first substantial 

breaths since Hyatt had put the plan on tilt by not knowing what he was doing.  

Whole world runs on necessity. Was no such thing as an unintended act because from the 

right perspective which was God’s perspective all things had their perfect order and all things 

had to realize their own innate necessity within that vast order.  

Took enough breaths that she knew what she was doing. Was like she might not have 

ripped a reel out of the film projector but instead had put on a new reel and had always planned 

to make the change and the picture would keep on how she intended it to.  

Her brother was still on the line when she brought the phone back to her so she hadn’t 

been away so long.  

 Moira said some more and kept on talking and her brother stopped acting superior.  

 Moira said some more and kept on talking and her brother agreed to raise the money.  

 Moira said more and kept on talking and her brother agreed to everything.   

 Hung up and had her hair long and curly from the bath and her bracelet with its silver-

engraved vines knocked against the phone as she hung it up. She stood in the morning sun and 

her brother hadn’t wrecked them and Hyatt hadn’t wrecked them and nothing was going to 

wreck them because they had their plan and the world had its plan and they were in alignment.  

 Walked back into the diner at her own pace and Hyatt and the children were watching her 

like she was something from far away.  

 “We are still going to have the meeting how we planned all along,” she said.  

 “Baby, why did you call him? Now he’s got to know it’s us doing this.” 
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 Hyatt had a panicked edge to his voice, like he was going to start getting effeminately 

hysterical.  

 “He already knew,” Moira said, “and no point in holding onto a lie that don’t serve no 

purpose. Besides, had to put some pressure on him and I was the only person could do it.”  

 “But –” 

 “Ain’t no but about it. And he agreed he is going to get us our money, that is the 

important thing.”  

 “Well,” Hyatt said and was looking at the children, Baby Gus confused and like he 

wanted to say something but knew better and Baby Sister confused and dumb because she hardly 

spoke and wasn’t breaking the habit, “suppose at least we can get the children to him and take 

our money and be free of all this.”  

Moira shook her head and the waitress came by and she ordered another breakfast before 

explaining.  

“We ain’t bringing the children with us. All would do is hand them over and then all the 

law in the world could show right up and arrest us and we’d be put away right quick with 

nothing to bargain with. No, children going to be someplace else and he will only know where 

after we have left with our money.” 

“But, Moira, that isn’t the plan we agreed on.” 

“It’s the plan we always had, because it is the only plan that is sensible and will get us 

where we are going.”  

“Where we going to put the children?” 

 “They can stay at the motel. Give the clerk money for a third day and we drive on, call 

from a payphone near the state line and my brother goes and picks them up.”  
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“Leaving them alone,” Hyatt said. 

“What we did most of yesterday and you didn’t have no complaint.”  

 Hyatt said he supposed that was true and sounded guilty saying it. Moira decided was 

going to cut him off from exploring that guilty feeling.  

“We are going to eat and then we are going to go, and we have plenty time to drive to 

where we got to go and we will leave there rich and the children’ll go where they supposed to go. 

All us end up where we ought to eb.”   

Baby Gus said he wanted to know where they were going and what she was talking 

about. 

“Momma’s always been crazy,” Baby Gus said, “daddy tells us we ought to let him know 

when she acts strange. And I don’t want to be here, and Baby Sister don’t neither, we just want 

to go home and y’all can keep doing whatever you are doing.”  

Sounded pleading at the end and Moira knew he was a bastard. She had been married to 

her father when she conceived him but he was still a bastard because she had not meant the 

words when she had said them and the words didn’t mean nothing if they weren’t meant because 

the words were directed to God and God knew when she was lying and that she had a good 

reason and He would absolve her of the lie and of her marriage and of anything that came from 

the marriage.  

“Boy,” Moira said, “you are going to get to be with your daddy real soon. That is where 

me and Hyatt are going to get you and all it takes is you being patient and not complaining like 

you deserve something more than I got.”  

Baby Gus started like he was taking a deep breath to start shouting and Moira told him he 

started acting ugly then she would too. 
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“I ain’t going to stand for you acting like a brat even if that was how your daddy raised 

you to be. And Mr. Hyatt ain’t going to stand for it either, is you Hyatt?”   

Hyatt said sure he wasn’t and was a sheepishness to his voice that Moira knew needed to 

get steeled out of him and would have to give him a taste before they got to their money.  

Baby Gus ate just a little of his breakfast and Baby Sister did too, and Moira ate 

everything, and all Hyatt had was his coffee and when the children got up Baby Gus’s legs were 

shaking like he was going bowlegged. He held Baby Sister’s hand as they walked to Hyatt’s car.  

Hyatt drove them back and the Moira paid the next day and was lucky to have the same 

clerk and she wondered if he was pulling extra-shifts desperate for the money or just had 

nowhere else to go. Told the clerk would be gone for a little and back again, “but if you don’t 

mind, my husband likes our privacy and so he would rather not have any maid come by,” and she 

added, “we promise we ain’t making a mess of anything.”  

Clerk said was all right and maid wouldn’t be in a hurry to get to them even if she hadn’t 

of asked and Moira laughed like that was clever.  

Hyatt was sitting on the bed with the children by him when Moira came in and she told 

him he ought to keep the door locked. 

“God knows that manager - but, then again, we got to be going anyways. But’s still a bad 

habit to leave a door unlocked when it ought to be locked.”  

Hyatt said he’d be sure to and Moira added, “we ought to make sure the children don’t do 

nothing while we gone.”  

Hyatt asked what she meant and Baby Gus was shaking in that high-strung way of his.  

“Baby, we can’t let the children be around loose while we are gone.”  

Hyatt asked what she meant and Baby Gus said that momma did this to them plenty. 
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“Please, Mr. Hyatt, momma’s crazy, me and Baby Sister’ll be good. There ain’t no, ain’t 

no need, least not Baby Sister because she’s dumb anyway.”  

Hyatt looked at the boy and then at Moira and was dull in his eyes. The trunk that was 

going to be full of their money soon was by him looking dull too in the room with the curtains 

drawn so only a little light came through.  

“Hyatt, you got to tie Baby Gus’s hands back. Boy’ll run if you don’t. And Baby Sister 

too. And you don’t put a gag in their mouths they liable to start screaming and then where will 

we be, that manager’ll find them and whole thing’ll be ruined.”  

“Moira,” Hyatt didn’t have much life in his voice, “I ain’t doing that. They got nowhere 

to go and even if the manager does find them won’t matter none because we will already have 

our money.”  

“Then least got to put him and Baby Sister in the bathroom and get a chair so that it stops 

the door. Least that-a-way they won’t be tempted and won’t make a mess of themselves neither.”    

Hyatt asked if she had had that problem before and Moira said she had.  

“But, Baby Gus’s got the ability to clean up after himself, and Baby Sister too, didn’t 

need to have me be the one to wash their clothes in the sink.”  

Hyatt said that was sure something and Moira knew she’d been wise to give them some 

time to stop on the way so she could remind him of what she could give him. Hadn’t been easy 

being a mother so young and to children more their daddy’s than hers. Did what she had to do, 

was a practical woman and was the only way could go out and have some fun some nights when 

their daddy was off having his own fun on a drunk.  

Husband didn’t have the sobriety to notice the marks and the children still acted like he 

was the one did good things for them even if he didn’t pay even that little attention to them.  
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Hyatt led Baby Gus and Baby Sister into the bathroom and neither of them complained, 

Baby Gus was smart enough to know he was getting off lighter than he ought to and Baby Sister 

never complained. Put a chair under the door and Moira said through the door that they oughtn’t 

blow-out a lung screaming because a body would be by to get them soon enough.   

“Besides, you attract the wrong kind of attention you get kidnapped and Lord only knows 

where you would end up if that happened.”  

Hyatt told her in the car that it wasn’t funny her saying that and she said she hadn’t meant 

it to be.  

 Passed back across county lines and Moira told Hyatt to pull off on the shoulder. She told 

him he deserved something for being good to her and started on him and he hesitated trying not 

to return the affection but what was below his belt took over and this time she didn’t mind that 

she didn’t get any kick out of it. Hyatt was a man and men ran on what they ran on.  

 Hyatt cleaned himself and put the car back in drive and kept going. Moira adjusted 

herself in the seat and had inertia on her side, following the gradient of the plan and all of what 

had come before locking them into what had to happen from now on out.   

 Moira had set the meeting at the old junior high where she had gone until her marriage 

and which had closed after being ordered to integrate. Teenagers who were having more fun than 

she had when she was their age liked to drink beer and smoke on the bleachers at the football 

field, and like enough the more adventurous smoked reefer and screwed under them.  

Moira’d had a thing for the high-school quarterback who had gone off to college on 

scholarship and gone into business or become a lawyer or something successful like that and had 

never come back. Had sometimes had a daydream that he’d come into the diner one day and she 

would pour him coffee and he’d smile at her and tell her she was always the prettiest girl in 
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school and was the great disappointment of his life that he hadn’t been able to marry her. In the 

daydream, she would tell him wasn’t no problem because she didn’t really have a husband 

because God didn’t recognize their marriage because the vows weren’t honest and so she was 

free to marry him only would be a real marriage and that high-school football hero had 

understood her and still loved her. Daydream would sort-of lose itself from there imagining 

herself with a rich and a successful man and living the life folks did in those magazines the 

family took for lavatory reading.  

Anyways, she figured there was something poetical about having the meeting there, even 

if nobody else except her knew about her having had feelings for that boy and wouldn’t 

understand the connection even if she explained it to them.  

They were there first which was how things were supposed to go and because the fence 

was busted could drive right onto the field and parked the car midway on what used to be the 

fifty-yard line. Let the car idle and sat with each other for fifteen minutes and Moira thought 

about the past and the future and she wasn’t sure if Hyatt was thinking of anything at all because 

she had done a good job of getting his mind quieted down until the truck drove past and turned 

like it was going to take the same way to get onto the field.  

Hyatt said to Moira, “what’ve you done” and Moira said, “it’s all going to plan.”  

Was her husband’s truck. Didn’t have money but he was a good mechanic and worked in 

a shop and so it was shiny like it was newer than it was. Cherry red and vain.  

She told Hyatt they had better get out of the car and he opened his door after she opened 

hers. She told him to pull out his gun soon as her husband stopped. Day was approaching noon 

and the field was unmaintained and the scoreboard was rotted and the bleachers had rust in them.   
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Her husband stopped at approximately the forty like Moira had said to her brother he 

would after her brother had stopped arguing with her. Her husband got out and by his step was 

still on a drunk. Not as deep into it as he must have been the night before, maybe approaching 

the other side and with sobriety nearing but not all the way there yet.  

Moira had gotten expert at reading her husband and gauging how far gone he was. The 

stages of drinking and what state of condition matched with which stage.   

 “Drop your gun,” Moira called out to him and Hyatt grunted like he hadn’t considered the 

possibility of another gun, “I know you got that sidearm on you which you took home from the 

service.”  

 Her husband went down on one knee and whole body leaned forward and Moira 

wondered if he was going to try something fancy like pulling the gun from a holster on his ankle 

and firing in one smooth motion like a gangster or a detective might on the television. 

 But instead once he had his knee on the ground, he used his left hand to take the gun out 

of the back of his pants and must’ve been something about men thinking that was the place to 

keep guns when they didn’t want folks noticing a holster.  

“Step away from that gun now,” Moira said and pointed down the field, “you ain’t got to 

stand near it like something might tempt you.”  

Husband moved down the field and Moira told Hyatt keep the pistol on her husband 

while she got her husband’s. She moved quick and took the gun off the field where he had been 

standing and aimed at her husband while she backed towards Hyatt.  

“Where’s the money,” she asked. 

“It’s in the truck,” her husband said and sounded like had a hitch in his throat. 

“My brother give you what he was supposed to?”  
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“Moira,” her husband said, “he gave me what he could but didn’t have all you expected 

him to have but your daddy gave me what he could and everything we had in the bank.” 

He added, “it ain’t much money but maybe it could be enough for getting my children 

back?” 

“Going to give me every penny I got coming to me,” Moira said.  

“Your brother don’t have the kind of money you always acted like he does,” her husband 

said, “but, we got something together, what we could for you.”   

Hyatt didn’t have his gun on the man when Moira looked over to check on his resolve 

and her husband noticed too.  

“Please, sir,” he said to Hyatt, “don’t care that you and Moira are running off somewhere, 

but, my children, if something happens to them, just give them back to me.”  

“That isn’t, we aren’t going to do anything.” Hyatt’s voice was wavering like his gun.  

“Moira, she said that I would never see them and she would put them in a Mexican 

orphanage or some hellhole like that we didn’t get all the money she asked for and she asked for 

more than any of us had even all together.” 

Her husband kept talking and Moira kept her gun on him even if Hyatt wouldn’t.  

“Thought she had it in her, the goddamned bitch has enough evil in her to take her 

children away from their daddy so she can put them some place worse than a prison.”  

Hyatt told Moira he needed to talk to her and Moira said this weren’t the place and Hyatt 

kept on like she hadn’t told him that.  

“Moira, what did you tell your brother? You tell him all that?”  

Moira said that she hadn’t said a word of that and if she had in the heat of the moment 

had only been what she had needed to say to pressure her brother to hand over the money. 
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“And still would not give us our money. Would lie and say he ain’t rich even though he 

has bragged about being rich.”  

“So,” Hyatt said, “we just going to take what is here and be on our way?” 

Hyatt had his gun pointed at her now and Moira knew was him being absent-minded with 

the gun because he wouldn’t do nothing to threaten her.  

“No, we got to keep a hold of the children. Otherwise we can’t get the rest of our money. 

Why we couldn’t bring them in the first place, because knew my brother would have this in 

him.” 

“I thought was because you were worried about the law?”  

“That too but can do one thing for lots of reasons and wanting different things to happen 

because of it and so long as those reasons and things aren’t at cross-purposes then are only being 

smart acting that way.”  

“And what do you intend on doing about your husband standing right here?”  

Moira’d been waiting for Hyatt ask that question since she had instructed her brother on 

the payphone two days before that he was to get her husband to this football field.  

“You got to kill him, baby, that’s the only thing to it.”  

Hyatt said she was crazy and Moira said she was sound.  

“He ain’t a good man and has this and worse coming to him.”  

Hyatt said that was probably true but didn’t mean having to kill the man. Moira was 

keeping her eyes on her husband who had been watching them arguing like he thought he might 

be the one came out the winner and knew the plan and the world turned on Hyatt and her 

husband acting how their natures required them to act.  
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“And he is going to kill me if he gets off this field. Kill you too. Army trained him be a 

killer and he will keep on after us until we are both dead because he always told me I try to leave 

him he would kill me and the man I tried leaving him for.”  

Hyatt didn’t have his gun pointed at her now and she looked him in the eyes and looking 

away from her husband because here was her moment.   

“And didn’t you swear you were going to protect me?”  

“I did.” 

“You mean to keep to that?”  

“I,” Hyatt was having his moment of great hesitation and Moira thought the whole 

stadium might collapse like the world shaking around it because was all hinged on him acting 

right by Moira, “I, meant what I said to you. And I still do.”  

That was when her husband started running towards them and had a knife in his hand.  

Hyatt hit him in the chest with the pistol before he cleared the distance between them. 

Missed the first shot but the second hit. Inertia and desperate rage and military conditioning kept 

him going and Hyatt hit him twice more and he stopped. Leaked blood across the distance he 

managed between the second and the fourth shot and made a puddle where he ended.  

Moira knew the whole world was right. Walked past what had been her husband towards 

what had been her husband’s truck that was full of their money.  

“Never meant to, I didn’t even want the thing loaded,” Hyatt said behind her like he 

wasn’t talking to nobody in particular except maybe to God.  

Moira opened the front door and was a grocery bag in the passenger seat. Reached in to 

get it and stood on the running board with the bag on the driver’s seat and what had been her 

husband’s service weapon next to the bag.  
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Truck was clean inside how it was polished outside excepting the beer bottles. Husband 

had always cleaned it after his drunks had passed.  

“I didn’t want to kill nobody.”  

She started rifling through the loose bills and trying to count it only she kept losing her 

place. Had expected the money to come in neat stacks how it would if her brother had gotten it 

out of the bank. 

“I never even wanted the goddamned thing loaded.” 

Moira didn’t look from the bag when she answered.   

“And it is a good thing I got you to put bullets in it, otherwise would be you bleeding and 

dead already and him starting in on me right about now.” 

Ignored that she had a gun in her hand when her husband started charging at them.  

Hyatt was sobbing when she satisfied herself there was money enough in the bag that it 

felt good to her. Didn’t have a count on it but was more money than she had ever seen in one 

place and was enough that she was having trouble counting it in her head and she had gotten 

good at figuring dollars and cents working at the diner. Considered it a good start and would get 

the rest from her brother in due time.  

Took the gun and the bag and left the door open because would soil the interior and it is 

hard to hurt the dead but you can try. Walked over to the body and was curious of something. 

Man had had pulled the knife from somewhere and looking saw the sheath for the knife looped 

around his ankle.  

 He had been getting something when he had made that funny exaggerated motion putting 

down the gun. She hadn’t of told him to step away might have killed her dead then with the knife 

hidden behind his back.   
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 “Should have brought a second gun,” she said to what was left of him, “but I know how 

attached you were to this pistol.” Held it to him and considering firing into him for good 

measure, decided against because he was dead and she was practical and didn’t want to waste the 

bullets.  

 Told Hyatt they had made enough noise and folks weren’t close but ought to start driving.  

 “But where we going to go? Moira, we got a dead man and that ain’t something can run 

from.” 

 “It sure is, and we are going to go to the motel and the children because we still need 

them, and in a couple days and a couple states we will make another call to my brother and he 

will know we are serious people.”   

 Hyatt hadn’t said much after that and had crying jags as they drove back to the motel. She 

had told him to wait a minute before letting the children out of the bathroom and she put the 

money loose in the trunk because she had imagined it would look so nice and full and put the 

gun she had taken from her husband in as well before Hyatt took the chair away from the door 

and opened it. Baby Gus and Baby Sister had come back into the room and Hyatt hadn’t looked 

at them as though he was trying not to think about them.  

 And now he was staring at her like she was a snake behind glass. With Baby Sister sullen 

and Baby Gus nervous and like he was going to piss himself.  

 “Hyatt, there ain’t no reason to think you are going to be charged with anything. Why, 

you acted in self-defense.” 

 “What kind of crazy are you, self-defense?” 

 “I’m not any kind of crazy and that is why I know you were justified. He was going to 

kill you and then me. Simple as that.”  
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 “And you had his gun, pointed at him, and didn’t pull the trigger.”  

 Moira shrugged. Course, it had occurred to her that it was cleaner if only one of them 

shot and Hyatt had been quicker than she had been. Hadn’t taken so long for him to get his aim 

even if his first shot had missed. 

 “Are you talking about daddy,” Baby Gus asked.  

 “Boy,” Moira said, “you had better keep goddamned quiet.”  

 “We is,” Hyatt said after Moira had finished and then turned to her, “remember you 

saying something about there not being no point in keeping up a lie once it didn’t serve no 

purpose.”  

 Baby Gus had his head between his knees and Baby Sister was sniffling. Whole 

goddamned shitty motel room felt like a sweatbox and filled with crybabies couldn’t appreciate 

how things had to be because the world wasn’t cutting entirely their way.  

 “You saying that I have been lying?”  

 Hyatt nodded and took a moment before answering.  

“Think, think you planned this. Think you wanted your husband dead and wanted your 

brother’s money.” 

“I wanted you.”  

Stopped Hyatt and she thought even him standing there dumb like Baby Sister he was a 

handsome man and she hadn’t been lying. He caught his breath and kept going.  

“Sure you did, Moira, and I wanted you. But that ain’t you denying the rest of it either.”  

Moira knew was going to have to tell something close to the truth because was a dead 

husband lying on a field if he hadn’t been found and carted away. Like as not didn’t have too 

much time before they had to start driving again and would go West, towards the future, away 
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from the old and indolent South. The country ended at the Pacific and that was where the future 

was, she had known that too.  

“Was willing to accept the possibility my brother showing up and having to die or my 

husband showing up and having to die, if it meant being with you and free.”  

“Free of what, we were already, could have left anyways, plenty of girls leave their 

husbands, could have just acted like we was married and wouldn’t, goddamn wouldn’t have been 

exactly ethical but nothing nobody or God or Jesus would have trouble forgiving.” 

Was nothing except the sound of Baby Gus crying and moaning about his daddy and 

Baby Sister still sniffling and the hum of the over-strained and under-powered air-conditioner. 

Moira knew was having to communicate something that was central to why she had to get her 

husband on that dead football field.  

“That would have been lying and I am an honest woman. Needed to be entirely free. 

Needed to be free of the dead hand of the past. Would have kept me here until the end of me.”  

Hyatt nodded and Moira knew was following her. He was a rambling man and she had 

liked that, he was a man selling until he had enough sold he would be free of needing money and 

that was to Hyatt what her past was to Moira.  

“Being free such as matters is your own soul being able to come out in the world as it 

really is.”  

 “Moira,” he said, “you might even be right. Might be the only way you were leaving and 

might be this is freedom.”  

Moira knew she had convinced him. Wasn’t even convincing him, it was showing him 

how the world was and that was like preaching the truth.  
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Hyatt looked around the room like he was searching for something and then went a few 

steps over to the trunk and opened it. Was the first time he’d gone into the trunk and when Moira 

asked what he was doing he said they were going to need supplies for the road and needed 

money for that.  

“Besides, you got plenty more money coming to you, least that is the plan.”  

“We have got plenty more coming our way,” Moira said and emphasized the first word. 

“Sure we do,” Hyatt said, “that is surely true.”  

Hyatt said he’d take the car and drive down a way. Needed food would travel well and a 

full tank of gas.  

“I’ll come with you,” Moira said and was looking forward to getting out of the motel 

even if would have to drive back to get the children. 

“No, you can’t do that,” Hyatt said and was firm saying it. “These children left alone, 

they start shouting for that bitch manager and that’s it for us. No, you got to stay with them and 

wait until I get back.”  

 Moira bit her lip and her children were slowing them both down.  

 Hyatt took some money and stood up, looked like he was figuring something in his head 

and leaned down and took some more before he closed it. Moira thought must’ve been a 

generous amount and he was stuffing it in his pockets and his new wallet and she was trying to 

count the money but then he did need to get everything to last them a while, wouldn’t want to 

stop more than they had to and like as not wouldn’t sleep on the road, would take turns driving 

through the night until they got their money and then got to the West.  

 Hyatt walked past her to get to the door and she put her hand on his shoulder and he 

startled and didn’t look at her.  
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“Hyatt, I been thinking. Why don’t we go to California?”  

“Why California,” Hyatt asked.  

“Because,” and Moira wanted to say they would drive west through the night and with 

the night, and realized that sounded strange like she was more comfortable with the night than 

the day, and instead she said, “California’s where folks who got a future go. There’s all future 

there and nothing old, everybody’s becoming somebody else over there like actors how they 

couldn’t back here,” and that was true too.  

Hyatt said that was surely true and Moira leaned in to kiss him and he had his hand over 

the pocket bulging with his wallet and let her kiss him before opening the door and saying he 

would be seeing her. Closed the door and Moira heard the engine start and the car drive off.  

Baby Gus was still acting like was the end of the world and Baby Sister was starting to 

get worked up again. Moira said they ought to be quiet and give their momma time to think.  

Needed to figure, would have to make another call from somewhere on the way to 

California and would make the arrangements. Might be would, could have her brother wire them 

the money someplace or, no, safer have him leave the money someplace like spies in the movies 

would, make him drive a few states while they waited in a real nice hotel for him to get where 

she told him to go. Could have followed him to the city once and instead he was going to come 

to her now.  

But would have the children with them, would mean couldn’t enjoy wherever they were 

staying no matter how much of their money they spent.  

She latched the front door and stepped into the bathroom, realized couldn’t even shut the 

door to the lavatory because Baby Gus might run-off and if the manager was in the front office 

and got told her husband was dead that woman’d love nothing more than calling the sheriff.  
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Saw Hyatt’s straight-razor on the shelf and was certain there was a reason why Hyatt 

shaved old-fashioned. Had put that razor at hand and every tool had its purpose.  

  Didn’t need the children with them. Only needed her brother to believe the children were 

with them. And had a heavy steamer trunk. And a bag could hold the money. And the trunk 

weren’t so full they couldn’t buy a suitcase and put the clothes in that instead. And children had 

heard they were heading to California and that was Moira not being careful.  

 Was a clean decision and inevitable.  

“Kill your kin and only then will you find deliverance,” she said and knew she had heard 

it from somewhere. Came from somewhere far to the east like Korea where her husband had won 

his medals and gotten so he would marry her, and so her marriage and her children from that 

marriage had come from the East and it was from the East they would return while she went to 

the West, and all part of the great necessity.  

 Moira called Baby Gus into the bathroom and when Baby Gus didn’t hurry she called 

again. Stood in the doorway between the bedroom and the bathroom with Baby Sister over his 

shoulder lying down on the bed with that sunlight through her stomach. He had hate in his eyes 

and Moira knew he would have kicked the chair out from under her and watched her strangle.  

 “Close the door behind you.”  

 He did and hadn’t been alone with each other since they had gotten in the car and the plan 

had started. Plan was still going, all of what was happening was part of the great order to the 

world and Moira knew she was a participant and her boy was a participant and each would act 

according to their natures.  

 “You killed my daddy.” Voice was flat and nasal, tired.  

 “I did,” Moira said, “and I don’t regret doing it.”  
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 “Daddy said you ain’t well. Said you ain’t a well woman.” 

 “I imagine he did say that.” She took Hyatt’s razor and was still in its sheath. Sheath was 

a deep blue like the sea at the horizon and had lines along it like currents and eddies.  

 “Daddy said it to me. Said I had a responsibility to look after you when he couldn’t.”  

 Moira flicked the blade open and Hyatt kept it sharp and it caught the light from the bulbs 

over the mirror and the metal had an orange wave going across it.  

 “Your daddy never did understand me none. Ain’t entirely his fault.”  

 “What,” he started and Moira crossed the space between them before Baby Gus finished 

asking his question. She pulled his head up by the hair with her free hand and while he tried to 

twist away cut across his neck with the other and the blade cut full deep. Baby Gus twisting and 

the resistance of the flesh caused the blade to cut oblique, not straight like a horizontal line, but 

the cut was deep and caught the vein.  

 Was blood warm on Moira’s hand and down her side to her leg and Baby Gus stopped 

resisting when his whole body went limp.  

She was in the mirror and what had been her oldest child was at her feet and the blood 

was on her feet now. Pooling on the tile. Saw herself and her hair long and curled and wild. 

Razor blade in her hand and the lines like currents and eddies had blood in them.  

“This is what I am,” she said, “a mother without children.”  

She put a towel down and stuffed it into the space under the door to keep the blood from 

seeping into the bedroom. Towel saturated with blood.  

Dragged what had been her son and put his body in the tub. Ran the blade under the 

faucet and the water flowing off it was carried red with it down the drain. Wiped the blade on a 

towel and took that towel with her when she opened the door and shut it behind her leaving red 
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fingerprints on the knob. Towel had red streaks on the rough cheap terrycloth dull in the dim 

bedroom.  

Baby Sister hadn’t moved much. Still had that streak of light across her stomach and she 

raised her head from where she was lying and eyes were dull being out of that light.  

Moira walked over to Baby Sister and raised the blade and it caught the light as it rose 

and then the blade was dim over Moira’s head and the streak of light through Baby Sister’s 

stomach ended between Moira’s hips and behind her was just indiscriminate shadow from her 

body blocking the sun that made it through the curtains.  

Moira slashed down and Baby Sister shouted “Mommy” and raised her hands to her face 

and Moira pushed the blade into her belly where the shaft of light was across it. 

Blood came across the cut and Moira cut again this time as Baby Sister was grabbing at 

her belly like she wanted to hold the cut part of her stomach together and the cut was across 

Baby Sister’s face and then Moira had her knee on Baby Sister’s cut stomach and the third time 

she had the angle now and went across the neck. Didn’t catch the vein as clean as she had Baby 

Gus and Baby Sister made more noise in the dying than she had in life and Moira had more 

blood on her such as ruined what she was wearing and was along her legs and on her hands.  

Wrapped what had been Baby Sister in the towel and then the blanket from the bed. 

Stripped off her clothes and got the blood off of her which she could wiping herself with her 

clothes and that bedding which hadn’t been wrapped around the body on the bed.   

Opened the trunk and rested a hand on one of the cotton bolls white against the faded 

orange fabric. Trunk really ought to have been fuller than it was. Pulled out the bag first and 

opened it to look into and get a sense of how much was left. Hyatt had taken plenty and ought to 

be back with enough they could drive for a straight month except for gas and a lavatory.  
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Could drive in shifts all the way to California.  

Put the bag besides the trunk and took out what had been her husband’s gun and put it 

besides the bag. Got her clothes out and jewelry and put them on the floor on the opposite side so 

there were piles on either side of the trunk, a clothes pile and a pile for the jewelry which any girl 

might have and a pile for things which were unique to Moira’s situation.  

Picked up the bundle that was leaking and the mattress under it was saturated. Put into 

the trunk and Baby Sister fit at the bottom. Moira put the straight razor in the trunk besides the 

body and considered waiting for Hyatt to put Baby Gus in with her but decided instead she ought 

not to trouble him with that. Better it be done and all they have to do would be travel with the 

trunk that couldn’t bother nobody and could throw it into a river somewhere, maybe the 

Mississippi when they reached it.  

 Opened the bathroom door and had to work to drag Baby Gus out because he had gotten 

heavy in death. Had more years of life to him too and had time in life to get bigger.  

 Stepped into the blood that was still pooled and the body’s feet dragged through the 

blood and there were footprints and two dark lines through the carpet from the door of the 

bathroom to the trunk.  

Had to wrestle with the body, contort it and Moira was breathing heavy and sweating in 

the heat and breathing so much was the first time she smelled the rust in the air, an iron smell 

and hot in the room. Managed to fit the body on top of the other and was staring up and Moira 

threw her ruined clothes and the bedding she had used to clean herself on top.  

Then closed the trunk on what had been her children. Trunk had some blood down its 

sides that had come from either the bodies.  
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Moira knew the world possessed a great symmetry with itself. Felt that symmetry when 

she closed the trunk. Great and terrible symmetry, and unerring.  

Moira was washing herself in the bathroom sink because she didn’t want to get into the 

tub and didn’t care about splashing water on the floor when there was a knock on the door. She 

walked out the bathroom and stepped over the towel had sopped up the blood from the tile and 

was calling for Hyatt saying that she didn’t want him to be surprised but was going to need to let 

her explain and the plan was going how it had to go and they’d get their money as she unlatched 

the door and opened it for Hyatt not considering her nudity or what all was behind her.   

Was the clerk standing there with his pimples. Like he had seen Hyatt leave and waited 

long enough to be sure he wasn’t coming straight back.  

Seeing her nude caught him unguarded and if she hadn’t been wrong-footed too she’d 

have slammed the door and things would have gone different. Course, things couldn’t have gone 

different and as it was and had to be, clerk recovered first and got a big smile focusing just on 

her nakedness. 

“Managers taken the desk and your man ain’t around and so we ought to have some fun,” 

and he had himself through the doorway and shut the door so she couldn’t push him out, “like 

you’ve been practically begging for and,” added like he was thinking for the first time what she 

had been saying “then can talk about that money.”  

Moira was standing in front of him and didn’t much matter because whatever else she 

was she wasn’t large enough to block him from seeing the mattress stripped and bloodied and 

every dirty thing he had been thinking about got pushed out of his head and replaced.  

“What you done here,” he asked and Moira turned back to the trunk like was an instinct. 

Saw the gun and she managed to get it in her hand before the clerk hit her real hard on the back 
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of the head and made her drop the gun. So at the end of what hadn’t been much of a struggle he 

was standing over her and had a gun on her.  

“What’s in there?” Gestured with the gun to the trunk and put the gun back on her.  

“Ain’t any concern of yours. Between me and my husband.”  

“That man you with ain’t your husband,” clerk said and sounded satisfied saying that. 

Like he was pointing out a dirty secret.  

“He isn’t, but what is in the trunk is still between me and my husband.”  

The bag was open by her and he told her to hand it to him and not to get off the floor 

doing it.  

“How much money’s in here?”  

“Some. Not as much as I have got coming, if you willing to help me get it.”  

Tried her best sounding sexy and she did good sounding sexy but the room smelled like 

violent death and made any kind of allure real complicated like making a man admit he loves 

dying.  

Clerk put the bag on the trunk and switched the gun to his other hand, put his free hand in 

the bag and pulled out some of the cash. Pocked it and then took the bag in his hand.  

“Think I’m happy with what I’ve got here. Unless there’s more in here.”  

He unlatched the trunk with the same hand had held the money.  

“You don’t want to be looking in that,” Moira said.  

“Think that means you don’t want me to look into it.”  

“That’s saying two things both can be the truth at the one time.”  

Clerk opened the trunk and stopped on seeing the bedding used to be dirty unwashed 

white but now had lots of red irregular shapes to it and the bedding and the clothes had a funny 
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shape like they took after what they were resting on. Whole thing was also starting to smell and 

opening the trunk had let the smell out and heard him trying to control his breathing without 

retching.  

Pulled the bedding off and he vomited down his shirt and Moira tried to get the gun off 

him. Knocked him down but she hardly had a good angle and he kept his grip tight on the gun. 

Hit at her with the hand had the bag and scattered loose cash on the ground as he recovered 

himself and she was keeping her weight on the side of him had the gun. She was against the 

trunk and reached in past the body on the top and hand reached the bottom and felt the sheath 

and the dull side of the blade in the sheath against the wrapped body on the bottom of the trunk.  

Pulled it out and flicked it open and the whole series of motions had shifted her balance 

and seeing the razor put spirit into the clerk and he pushed hard and knocked her off him before 

she could cut him. Now had the gun on her again and vomit down his chest and stood up and 

moved far enough she couldn’t reach him but the bullet sure could reach her.  

She dropped the razor besides her.  

“I ought to shoot you,” clerk said and Moira saw she still had a future because a man who 

said he ought to shoot somebody instead of just shooting them didn’t have the capacity for it. 

“But,” and he had a mean sounding kind of triumph to him because here was a situation unique 

to his life which was being able to do whatever he liked to a person and not having any 

consequences except the enjoyment of it, “I call the sheriff I would bet you I’d get a pretty girl 

ain’t had any real impressed and telling me I am a hero. Could even use this,” and he raised the 

arm with the bag, “buy her dinner before she let me do what I wanted with her.”  

Moira knew wasn’t going to leave the room with her money but didn’t mean dying here 

and didn’t mean getting old in jail and didn’t mean dying young in jail breathing in the gas.  
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“You call the sheriff, he won’t let you keep the money.” 

That slowed him. Had liked the idea of being a hero and the idea of having free money 

and the two ideas being incompatible was making him work. 

“Could tell him there weren’t no money.”  

“I’d tell him there was and tell him I did all this for money and there is a dead man who 

the last thing he did was take all the money he had and put it into that bag you got on your arm 

and drove to give it to me. Means that money is evidence of a crime,” Moira was thinking of the 

detective show she had been watching that first night, “means the sheriff couldn’t let you keep it 

even if he was inclined to give you a reward and I bet the sheriff’s a real mean son-of-a-bitch.”  

Clerk nodded and Moira had bet right because all sheriffs were mean sons-of-bitches, that 

was all the shows about criminals said about them only they had to say mean sons-of-a-gun.  

“Course, I could shoot you and say you were going for me with that razor blade. 

Wouldn’t even really be lying. Nobody to say anything about the money except that man who 

ain’t your husband and doubt he’s going to show up at the station just to complain.” 

“Then you have a murder on your conscience and might be you end up dying for that.” 

Boy obviously didn’t like the idea of dying, had some money on him and even if he 

weren’t a hero could use the money pay for some girl and he had come to this room set on 

getting some of that anyway.  

“Nobody’d believe a mother killed her children. Sheriff would hound you for killing a 

wife and her babies and you would go to the gas chamber already blue in the face from shouting 

that you only killed the one and she had already killed the others.” 

 Clerk nodded and had come to understand the situation. Moved the bag to his hand and 

backed towards the door and raised the gun. 
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“I do think I’ll keep me this.” 

“Leave me enough money for another day.”  

He smirked and managed an act of mean-spirited charity, charity which can be a means 

of exercising power over another person.  

“Plenty money on the floor. Can pick that up and keep it.” 

Moira knew he didn’t want to go back by the trunk. That retching smell and what was in 

the drunk had outweighed petty greed.  

“Now, I think I’ll go and buy myself something better than a wore-out bitch.” 

“I ain’t wore out. I have been born again.”  

Clerk said that didn’t do nothing for her pussy or her tits and opened the door keeping his 

back to it and had that expression like he was winning even if he was keeping his eyes on Moira 

and not the trunk or the bled-out mattress either. Light came through where the door was open 

and his pimples were an ugly inflamed pink-red in that light as he slid himself through the 

cracked door.  

Moira sat on the floor with her children in the trunk and the money out the door.  

Put the bedding back over Baby Gus and shut the trunk again. Put on her low-cut skirt 

and top and nylons and jewelry which Hyatt had bought for her. Would need to look good for 

him to explain the children and the rest of their money being gone. Gathered the loose bills and 

came out to another night’s stay and spare change.  

Stepped out onto the rotting porch and was a bright day and the transition hurt her eyes. 

Only shading into the late afternoon and cloudless with a strong sun and all that had been 

happening would’ve thought more time must’ve passed because the world had changed.  
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Walked to the office and was the manager behind the desk. Looked old and like the worst 

possible world, the kind of life Moira knew she wasn’t going to be cursed with living.   

She asked where the clerk was and manager said he had the rest of the day off.  

“I saw him going back to the rooms and thought he might be going to ask you 

something.”  

Said it like she suspected plenty only she didn’t suspect half.  

“I didn’t see him,” Moira said.  

Paid the manager for another day and hoped the bitch would have a heart attack on 

finding the room once the money ran out. 

“You must be enjoying your time here,” manager said to her, “keep adding days.”  

“I’m free,” Moira said, “first time in my life I am free.”  

Manager acted like she hadn’t heard her and might not have.  

“Well, your husband came by about half an hour ago and left a letter and asked me to 

mail it for him. Now, I don’t want to be rude but he didn’t stamp it and, well, it’s a bit much to 

ask me to buy a stamp for him.” 

Moira said she would be happy to take it and wondered why Hyatt hadn’t come back to 

their room and why he would leave a letter with a woman who wouldn’t put it past to steam open 

and read and would have to be more careful than that. Was how folks got caught, being sloppy 

and uncareful.  

Letter was addressed to her father and had a sour feeling and stepped out the office and 

ripped the top of the envelope open with her fingernail. Was a small piece of paper like note-

paper left next to a phone to scribble messages. Was in handwriting and took a moment to 

understand the cursive.  
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You have made a monster out of me and I might be going to die for what we have done 

but I’m not dying with you. 

Moira crumbled the letter in her hand and here she was. The world and love had stripped 

her bare. Stripped away all that weighed on her and constrained her.  

She had become a free woman, nothing standing between her and the expression of her 

soul and that was because the world demanded freedom. Forced it upon the unwilling and willing 

alike, every soul had to find its level and she had been willing and Hyatt had been unwilling but 

he’d had freedom forced upon him regardless.  

“Didn’t make a monster of you,” she said, “I was how the world made you a man, or such 

a man as you could be,” and accepted was never going to see him to tell him so unless they were 

going to be gassed together how the Rosenberg’s took turns on an electric chair.  

She didn’t walk back to the room because the room was the dead past. The past that 

existed only so far as it led to the present moment, the great chain of events that made the present 

inevitable. Baby Sister wrapped in a towel and bedding and Baby Gus on top of her and a bloody 

sheet and some dirty clothes on top of him. Would have flies by the time were found, coming 

through the cracks in the door where it didn’t seal tightly. Like enough couldn’t get to the bodies 

but could get to the blood in a hot room.  

Turned instead and started walking down the surface road and worked her thumb for any 

passing vehicle and weren’t many on that stretch so took a while but kept working until a truck 

stopped for her. Man behind the wheel was about her husband’s age and had a tattoo on his hand 

of a nude woman, a heavy beard and a beer belly. Told her he was happy give her a ride and 

Moira smiled like she was innocent of the expression.  

“Where you heading,” she asked. 
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He told her and it was two states away to the west. Towards California. Country ended at 

California and the future started there, far away as she could be from the old dead South without 

leaving the country or going to Alaska and nobody wanted to go there.  

That was where Moira was still going. Would go to California and if she couldn’t make it 

there she would make it to Mexico, but California was better because that was where girls who 

were young and had their destiny in front of them went to become what they had to be even if 

they needed to dye their hair and change their names and noses. And Mexico was where folks 

went who needed to be away from the law, at least that was how it was in the pictures and 

television and that might be her but was a big country and had lots of people in it.  

 Moira said she was heading that way and would go as far as he was willing to go and this 

time didn’t sound like she was entirely innocent.  

 Driver said he sure would and patted the passenger seat and she shut the door behind her.  

 He asked her what her name was, “don’t meet so many pretty girls and like the chance to 

get to know the ones I do meet as well as I can.”  

 She told him her name was, started to say Moira and caught herself and said Medea 

instead. Was a name she had read somewhere, woman had killed her children for love and not 

got nothing for it except knowledge.  

 “Medea, ain’t that a name, but sure is pretty.”  

 “It suits me.”  

 He had the radio on and she told him he should turn it off.  

 “I don’t like listening to it, and I can keep you plenty entertained.”  

 He said that sure sounded good to him and turned the radio off and put the truck in gear 

and didn’t put his hand back on the wheel and she drove on west with him to her future.  
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