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“Okay.”
Rogers’ belly hung over a big gold belt buckle. “H eard  noise all the 

way back to the house.”
“I’ll bet,” Booth said. Booth was too tired to have much control so 

Barrett stepped beside him. “T hat’s yours, Rogers.”
“G od.” Rogers stared at what was left of the head.
“You could have killed the trucker.”
Rogers looked up. “W hat?”
“You could have killed a man, Rogers, you asshole.”
“W hat are you talking about?”
“I’m talking abou t you driving your bull in front of this truck, 

Rogers.”
“T h a t’s crazy.” Rogers looked at Barrett. “Tell him.”
“Tell him w h a t? ’ Barrett said.
“I was hom e.”
“C ut the act,” Booth  said.
“W hat are you talking about?”
“Listen, Rogers. I’d ra ther bust your ass than  look at it.” Booth 

stepped to the bull and kicked its spine. Rogers looked away. 
Barrett’s s tom ach knotted. A fresh gush of blood squirted from the 
neck. “You get this fucking thing off the road .”

“I’ll file a com plaint abou t  you, Booth. You got no right to treat me 
like this.”

Barrett stepped forward so he was between Booth and Rogers. “D o 
like he says.”

“Eat shit,” Rogers said.
Barrett felt Booth grab his elbow and push by. Rogers took  a 

couple fast backward steps when he saw how angry Booth was. 
“D o n ’t,” Barrett told Booth. “He’s not w orth  it.”
Booth pointed at Rogers. “You abou t  killed a guy, Rogers. I know 

it does no good to tell you that but I’m tired so I’ll say what I want. 
You get that thing off the road  or you’re going in.”

“I don’t have to take this,” Rogers yelled.
“Jesus. You could’ve killed a guy.” Booth got his voice dow n soft 

and it scared Barrett to hear the hatred in it. “You get a trac to r and get 
this thing off the road .”

Rogers opened his m outh  and shut it again and turned away, 
limping back down the highway into the dark. Barrett put his hand on 
Booth’s shoulder.
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“Worried about his insurance,” Booth muttered.
“Let’s check the driver,” Barrett said.
They walked to Barrett’s pickup. Booth woke the trucker, shaking 

his leg. For a moment the man did not know where he was, then he 
saw the uniform and swung his feet out onto the shoulder. Booth saw 
the bottle.

“You okay?”
“Yeah.”
“Listen,” Booth said, “The guy who owns that bull ran him at your

r ig ”
The trucker looked at them and shook his head. He set the bottle 

on the floor. Barrett did not know whether the m an’s steadiness was 
exhaustion or calm.

“I’ll need your papers,” Booth said.
“Hank Weber,” he said, holding out his hand. Booth and Barrett 

shook hands with Weber and followed him back to the truck. Weber 
climbed up and handed down the papers.

Booth wrote and did not look up when he heard the sound of 
Roger’s tractor. Barrett leaned against the truck and watched Rogers 
struggle to get the chains on the bull. Rogers stopped to vomit. When 
he finished he saw Barrett watching, then Barrett turned away and 
did not look back. The tractor started off and he heard the chain 
rattle, then the heavy dragging scrape of the carcass. Barrett heard the 
bull’s spine snap as it worked into the chains.

Weber stowed his papers and looked at Barrett. “ Insurance
money?”

“Yeah.”
Weber scratched his head, shook it and swung his legs under the 

wheel. The diesel caught as he hit the starter. Weber checked his 
mirrors.

“You get this thing out?” Booth asked.
“Yeah.”
Weber eased the rig back. He jum ped down when it was lined on 

the road again and walked all around beaming a flashlight,looking, 
thumping tires. He threw the flashlight on the seat and climbed up.

Weber looked at Booth. “You know how to find me.”
“If.”
Weber nodded and started away. Barrett saw him shake his head 

again as the truck passed over the blood on the road.
“Quiet guy,” Booth said. “You spare me a shot?”
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“Sure.”
At the pickup Booth took a pull off the bottle. A little scotch ran 

from the corner of his m outh and he let air out over his tongue, feeling 
the burn going down his throat.

Barrett stashed the bottle. “Night, Boo.”
“Too late for that.” Booth pointed east where a thin line of pale red 

edged the horizon. “M orning, Will.”
On the way again, Barrett checked his watch. Six. In the rearview 

he saw the red tail lights of Booth’s cruiser in the m urky light of early 
dawn and then the lights crested the hill and winked out. Barrett was 
alone on the road. Weber was long out of sight, making up time.

Barrett drove and tried not to think. He drove too fast and did not 
care so long as he got home. Had to get home. The quiet dark before 
dawn made Barrett uneasy and gave him a crazy unreasoning fear. He 
couldn’t get any noise from the radio.

“Keep it on the road.”
As he looked down at the speedometer, something caught his eye in 

the road. Barrett had his foot off the gas the second he saw the deer. 
Too late, too fast. He yelled at the doe to turn back and slammed the 
brakes. No time. The truck began to skid. Barrett couldn’t get his eyes 
off the huge light-pinked ears of the mule deer. His hands worked the 
wheel and he kept watching the doe’s fine head, the ears in the light 
and then she turned and stepped off the road.

Barrett gripped the wheel, stared. His stomach went tight and he 
shivered. The truck settled back on the right side. Barrett kept it 
straight and coasted. He drove very slowly, blank, until he reached a 
side road. Then he turned off and followed the dirt road into a stand 
of aspen. Barrett turned off the engine and got out to take a leak. His 
hands shook and his heart pounded again. He walked quickly up the 
road and started to get a hard on, then the dizziness hit him and he 
went back to the truck for the bottle. He walked behind the truck and 
held the bottle in both hands, sat down and leaned against an aspen.

Facing east he could watch the sunrise as he drank. The dew chilled 
him. Barrett sat leaning against the tree all morning and when he 
finished the bottle he was too dizzy to stand. Barrett could not tell 
what he was thinking, if he was thinking. He didn’t know he was 
falling asleep but it was dark when he woke and he was stiff and cold 
and nauseous.

He climbed in the truck and headed home. Barrett wanted to keep
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his mind empty but he kept thinking of Lee and wondering how the 
hell any woman could stand him coming home drunk and gone so 
long and filthy and needing her. He did not understand how the hell it 
worked and Barrett started to cry when he turned off the highway up 
his own road and saw Lee waiting for him at the back door. He did 
not move and watched her walk toward him, then he felt her arm 
across his back, her hand, her shoulder strong and warm in his armpit 
and their legs moving together as she helped him across the yard into 
the house.
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