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MAVIS

No doubt about it, the Cadillac was drifting. Pressing the accelerator
did nothing to speed it up. The fuel indicator signalled a half full tank.
Maybe not. It had been there from X three hours ago. There also
at X.She thought of stopping back then, but the NeHi cooler more than
the single pump of something called Edwards' Gasoline made her choose
not to. The Cadillac's huge tank always mader her forget its mileage

was 12 miles to the gallon.

Maybe the indicator was broken along with the door handle. [TK-
The Chewer] wouldn't have known about the needle because he filled
th tank every Friday regardless, and wouldn't have cared about the
handle because it was on the passenger's (meaning her) side.
NO longer drifting, the Cadillace was coasting down an incline.
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She reached automatically for the chips but fingered only/\oily bits clinging

to the seams of the cellophane. Possibilities flashed quickly: Ten thirty

in the morning so another car real soon now hang white cloth? Two fifths




of Wild Turkey and six hundred dollars zipped inte—ene—of-its side pockets.

Should easily a tow and repair if empty not it. Stay in carc{. Wait.

Walk if have to.
She steered toward the verge and coasted several yards on it before

hot
a.
coming to a complete stop. The flat nothing landscape that/e;oothed

1S nNoew
her for the last x hours suddenly-became a threat. No woods hiding
a shcak where a crazy family of slaughtering men lived. NO hedge
behind which a rapist lay waiting. She stepped out of the automobile
into the sky, the green and curvey ground like a holding tray. The
solitude she was running toward was a crowd compared to this. Driving
through it with the comfortable motion of the car--she had no idea.
Still. Space. The sun like a thirty cent pacifier sucking away at the
air. There was nothing in any direction to interfere with her sightline
so the limitlessness shrivelled her.

She saw herself stitting alone in the car or walking alone in the

vacancy. Both were intolerable--without a drink, anyway.




So she pulled the first fresh bottle of bourbon out of her suitcase.

At o'clock not one automobile had come into view. At x o'clock she

was asleep. At x she woke think of Wild turkey number 2.

No. She wouldn't. So far, in her experience, the sun went down'
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After wiiel_thero—was darkmess and night without the turkey was unthinkable.




