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===^ ^Well^^Try^ToT^t'hen^^he had been in, on and off, since

he was thirteen. If you added it up, he guessed he'd been
nt.t wt ooytnii •/«,. fi*T;T gtt+ij

in 18 of his last 22 years., S®sa«MBip he said, as if life J

had stopped when he was twenty years old. He'd been on ice

somewhere and now he'd come back and he was still twenty

years old. Sterling Baker felt sorry for him.

Over dinner, Gary told stories about prison.

There was a girl named Becky that he was going to marry

Back in '68, he had been in some prison riots at a.>jd=-,

a TV crew selected him as one of the leaders and had him

on television saying a few words. His looks, or something

in the way he spoke, attracted attention. He got some

mail out of it including a beautiful correspondence tha^t-

with this girl named Becky. He fell in love with her

through her letters. Then she came to visit. She was so

fat that she had to waddle through the door sideways. Yet

he still liked her enough to want to marry her.

It was not that uncommon, Gary explained. You could

always see fat women in the visiting room of a jail. For

some reason, very fat women and convicts got along. "I

guess once you get behind bars, youi’re inclined to pick an



earth mother," Gary remarked.

Before thex^'ittat: married,* Becky went into the hospital

for an operation, and died on the table. That was his pri 

son romance.

Of insugpg!^ he tesd other stories. He had a friend,

LeRoy Earp, one of his best friends when they were kids,

and LeRoy had come to Oregon State Penitehtiary two years

after Gary. Having killed a woman, LeRoy had a life sen­

tence and not much to look forward to. So he had a bad

habit. LeRoy, Gary explained, would stay fucked up on

Valium for months.

"LeRoy got in debt to this guy named Bill, who was

dealing in prison dope," said Gary, looking at Sterling and

Ruth Ann, "and fucking with people. One time LeRoy sent

word to me that Bill had come to his cell and beat him up,

all that shit," said Gary, "put the boots to him while

LeRoy was on the floor and then Bill walked off with his

outfit, you know, his syringe and needle, his money, every­

thing LeRoy had." Gary took down half a can of beer at a

swallow. "Well," he told them, "Valium can make you hal-

lucinate,^! wasn’t certain LeRoy’s story was true, I

talked it over with a guy who was going in the hole for

seven days and he checked it out for me. When he came back 



he said the story was true. This guy wanted to know if I

wanted any help stabbing Bill, or did I want to pipe him?

"I told him I would do it myself since LeRoy was my

personal, friend. We were doing some construction out in

the yard, j?® I went over, stole a hammer and that night caught

Bill watching a football game on TV,, and I planted the ham­

mer in his head. I felt the hammer go in his skull. Then

I turned around and walked off." Gary nodded, studying

their reactions. "They took Bill up to Portland for brain

surgery. He was pretty fucked up."

"What happened to you?" asked Ruth Ann.

"There was two or three snitchers in the TV room and

they saw me do it and told the Warden, but the snitchers were

afraid to stand up in court and reveal themselves. So the

Warden just kept me in the hole for four months, and during

that time a buddy of mine sent away for a little toy hammer

that he gave me to wear on a chain and he nicknamed me Ham­

mersmith. "

Gary told this story in a Texas accent, sort of, very

even voice. No passion. No pride. He was kind of informing

Sterling that he a code and was an instrument of that

code. The code went: be loyal to your friends when they need

you.

Gary now asked Ruth Ann if she knew any girls who would



go out with hiiuo

She 'didn't, off-hand.
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==j^ Brenda had to decide that Gary was an atrocious eatery 

a glum conclusion for table manners were one of her personal

hangups. She couldn’t stand to see a man with both elbows 

on the table shoveling and slobbering. Gary really bothered 

her when she ate with him. "God, you sure enjoy shoveling

in the. food," she said, but he didn't seem to get it.

^OL«y

nW=S^p^c?ed=TTfffi=Tb::=B®=:D

e realized she should have 

been more aware that his manners would be common to prison,

where they didn't eat with napkins and place settings. Still,

it got to her. Gary had long artist's fingers, small at the

tips, nice-looking hands, like a pianist might have, but there

he was gripping his fork on the end with a fist and ate very

fast, just bulldozing it in. He also had a lot of trouble 

chewing. His four bottom teeth seemed to be missing. In

order to make his mouth come up with the spaghetti, he tended 

to dredge it all in whole.

«w cc G Lin—!;

ifii^LJ.uLu£f Lire- w~ab .sltfesig:

tfp lii-



- /‘i-

IJlUL LJUJtl, UUMjt^,

»■ ■'*!*■' diiAt^t IiLJlu LlmL'UUl^ UU1IT 11U JUlil 'Lu Uli J ""gill i j t n-■

*w l 'Ul'ui., lIilj^j, l yi LUI".11
*

■ • BhiiB nun (lLLjl mm iujwi. I'liiufjyuieium Milla," ■uiij .

M^ierr^tiU'iL muilj LhujU'e yittll, UU11U11 ^UU*TW!W^wwwhFt^ej 'in —

bhiL! RlyliL now, Llld7 IBHiiCTST"1 Do L11UV TWMwsM—■

“Fetid, "bhu'L up dun.~edL\

of^£t, Brenda and Gary were sitting ac-s^^d having a cup of

coffee and she asked, "Did you have a good time?"
$

"Oh, yeah, I did," said Gary quickly. Then he looked her

in the eye and shrugged a little sadly and said, "Boy, I felt

out of place."

She said, "I know. I wish we could get over that hump.

■Maybe •,ftnr y<->n nr^ vpi-g1 ■sr“oiind people who ->>-ont/t

■bohind-ba-r-e-;—■things will bo easier;11 . —

___ —Ho oaid;—r.n_ ynu'tL. LjulJJIIl JLmrrn-j LltUt ahnnt

and jnhr- .. mh/-, wAn.fc.c pr-i <?nno

miiuii ai y "ti.. jy.ot d of bringing-

-bad—nxemar-tesj^ Would you rather we didn't walk so lightly

around the subject?"



He said, "Yeah., I don't have anything else to talk

about.

So he told her a couple of stories about prison. What

he called war stories. God, they were crude. Gary could

tell an awfully gross story. It seems there was this fellow

Skeezix, who could perform fellatio on himself. He was very

proud of this because nobody.else in OSP could.

"What's OSP?" asked Brenda.

"Why, Oregon State Penitentiary," said Gary. "You know,

college."

Gary had taken a little cardboard box, painted it black

and put a tiny hole in it to make it look as if it were a

no-lens pinpoint camera. He told the fellow he had film in

the box, and it would take a picture through the pinhole

without a lens if he could freeze for a second. Everybody

gathered around to watch Gary take a picture of old Skeezix

going down on himself. Skeezix was so dumb he kept waiting

for the photo to come back. He kept asking every time he

ran into Gary in the yard.

On finishing this story, Gary went off laughing so

hard, Brenda thought he'd sling his spaghetti around the

room. Jiho W

Jifrere ai'id- 'E.Tll'iHg.
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■frikk.i could see right off that he wasn't too honest fur-

-tine Briny ,~~and kiiuw SLuillliy bJU 1L Lm r Gary had a lot of

habits that were just bad manners like leaning over in his

seat to see if he could pick up what a fellow had in his

hand, and he was a real lawyer about rules, always inter­

preting them in his favor. Since he kept putting down the

other players because they didn't know the poker rules con­

victs played by—what could be more official?—he kept

causing arguments. Everything had to be Gary's way. He iwariiii

was making no friends.

Playing dealer's choice held ^umu pieL'ty big
J

-riot rc'dlly blg-^a£—ten cent ante, quarter raise^ <3. pot could

go to $5 or $10. It was obvious Gary had no interest in poker

iaat: the money. The money was about it. St illy--Itc-dicin'1 t

noil- mnn Tnnnywti^W-Tl^yMi 1 ,i I big*

After that evening, a couple of Sterling's friends in­

dicated they were going to stop coming over. Sterling said 
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The poker games continued with different people.

Mi st

nerves.

So Rikki asked Gary if he wanted to go out and chase

Rikki soon decided that Gary was the horniest guy he had

down some girls. Gary said Yeah
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Sterling got Rikki aside

asked if he would take Gary somewhere of

guy was really getting on everybody's
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to them, <if that's the way you feel about it, fine with
hietimg ilmpni L- Jll^. BuL when ikkki

-'fr^i
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ever met. He was crazy.-
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9J& /hey went up and down Center Street in Rikki Baker's

GTO. They would pass girls cruising in their cars and try

to wave them over, then circle round past and go back down

Center Street, circle again, see the same girls, try to

wave them over a second time, driving side by side in traffic

along ’with all the other dudes in their cars, and pickup

trucks, and the chicks in theirs, the radio going real loud.



Just a little fever coming ahead of the summer.

Gary soon got bored with the lack of positive results.

When they came to a red light and a carful of girls was

ahead of them, he jumped out and ran right up to the other

car and stuck his head in their window. Rikki couldn't hear

what he was saying, but Gary certainly scared the girls. The

light turned green and the girls tried to take off, but Gary

wouldn't get his head out of their window. He didn't care

about the people behind their car or anything. When the

girls finally got away, Gary came back, jumped in, and

wanted Rikki to chase them down. "That ain't the way," said

Rikki.

"Do it!"

The girls were over in the other lane and there was a

lot of traffic and Rikki couldn't get over. All the while,

Gary was yelling at him to make a move

rri-.TTh1 ' --------- — —1 -- b- -—H-rr1—Trhmri ng . * i

Rikki,explained that this late in the evening, on a weekday
i <5 /kt /*?€>©«»»»* fe>ce«t? e> p 0^,

night,the girls were just fooling around and very cautious

about who they would go with. One had to come on them easy,



not scare them right out of the water. Gar^ got him to
40 1

promise earlier next time.

As they were saying good night, Gary came up with a

proposition. What would Rikki think about teaming up to

make a little money at poker?

Rikki had already heard about this from Sterling who

had been given the same proposition, so he gave Gary the

same answer Sterling had given him, Well, Gary, I couldn't

cheat against my friends.

For reply, Gary said, "Can I drive your car?" *Wi>n

Gary would reach over and smash him. Not getting his way

bent Gary too far out of shape.

At**, afAg e>
WU said he hadn't driven since sixteen, and had no license i
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him--but knew he could do it„ The moment he got the

wheel, he almost killed them. Took a corner fast and nearly

hit a stop sign. Then he didn't slow down at the inter­

section and went cata-humping over the drainage ditch that

was there to slow you down. Next he almost ran some people

off the road, in fact, he did, one car coming toward them

had to go into the shoulder, it was such a crazy drive.

Rikki kept yelling at him to stop, begging him not to drive

no more, but it felt like an hour with a madman, Gary telling

him all the while that it was not bad considering how long

it had been since he drove, Rikki was sitting there near to

having a heart attack. It was a fast car. Rikki couldn't

get him to stop and change places until Gary popped the clutch

without giving enough gas and the motor conked. Then he

couldn't get it started. The GTO had a bad battery.

■ That's what it took for Rikki to get back behind the

wheel. Gary was awful depressed the battery had died on him.

He was upset about it the way people can brood over bad

weather when it comes down like a message.

e a? cl c.—
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Brenda^&ad^Jehnn.y1 night,

Gary talked about the briar bushes, "It’ll sound like a

strange incident to you," said Gary in that laconic voice

'H-m-t—e^anin,pJ Pack ad?
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with whiph he always 'told a story, a voice soft and pre­

cise and ready to suggest thdt it did not want to be in­

terrupted for too little, "but it was a personal thing for

me. I think it had a lasting effect."

He was about eleven years old, he recollected, and
w

coming home from school and- thought he’d take a short cut

and climb down a hill. "It was a drop of about fifty feet,

but I got tangled in briar bushes and some blackberry and

thornberry. Those bushes must have been thirty feet high

cause it was in a wild overgrown area around Southeast Port­

land where there weren’t many houses then.

"I thought," said Gary, "I could see a path or pass-

through, but it just disappeared. Nobody had gone through

before. At one point I could have turned around and gone

back, but I decided to go on."

It took him about three hours to pick his way through.

He knew if he kept going he would get out, but he was aware

of being a block from the nearest house. His shouts would

go unheard. "I could have died, I suppose," said Gary. "I

just kept going. It was a personal thing." He looked at them

as if remembering the moment when he realized he could be

trapped in there. "It was kind of fun," he added. "It left

me with a distinct feeling that I had been overcoming myself."

He nodded, as if to step around the size of his last
vdV,CiX l/( 1^2::'/.^-^

remark/for” the" feelings"of’an eleven year old. "I finally 
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got home about three hours late, and my mom said, ’Well,

you’re late,’ and I said, ’yeah, I took a short cut."1

"This story," said Brenda, "must make you feel differ­

ent from everybody dlse."
"I’ve always felt different from everybody else," said

Gary. k-e -7 CouW co~~(~ cs>^ t‘K
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Insert — 
flashback section of approximately to«
Includes 

Gary, as a little kid, being WH£T KIND OF PERSON? From the letters
she got the impression of him now as WHaT KIND OF PERSON (bring in

material marked on pages 4 and 5 of manuscript, attached here).

learned he was in reform school and began a correspondence with •
him that went on, intermittently, over the years. Brenda remembered

 gotten Gary out of prison and to
provo. She”had known him EiHixaxihEy when they were little
kids and would meet at family gatherings Kik at their grandpanents
house, had lost ataizh touch with him until she was 13, when she » 

ages should

K Brenda

She shared those letters with her hother, father, kid sister Tony 

With their support she had sponsored Gary for parole

and Johnny, her fourth husband, to whom she'd been married HOW Ma NY

Gary was living with her parents, Vern and

Ida, had a job at Vern's shoe shop. Since he'd been out and 

kixingknEH living in Provo, Brenda had new impressions of Garxy.

In capsulizigg these impressions could include that, to her (p. 23),
"His eyes had the expression of rabbits she had flushed, scared­

rabbit was the expression, but she hadlooked into those eyes of

scared-rabbits and they were calm and tender and kind of curious

as if they did not know what would happen next. It was just that

they were as fixed in position as any animal with a collar; so it
was a short-cut to call them scared." Xkaa Also that (p. 30)

"Maybe it was lack of sleep , but he gave off the impression he'd

been living in a coffin for one hour a night these last ten years.

Or was it the kind of pinched look you'd see on the faces of miners

when life had taken a gouge out of them?" .also that he could drink

beer faster than anyone, that he got along well with her kids and

her sisters, that he told strange prison stories (not only the ones

kb recited previously, but also the tattoo story, pxgnx marked on 



manuscript,page 22 attached), that he got into a scale-squeezing

contest with her husband, was challenged by the idea of Vern as

a champion arm wrestler and strongman, which brought ska out Mia

the feelings about his own father (material marked on manuscript
had

pages 25, 26, 27, attached), that he^croblems adjusting (symbolized

by experience at Levi store, page 4? , attached). Vern's impressions

should be in this flashback, too,xx including his view of Gary's
out of prison,

trouble adjusting/ marked by the glass of waterkK incident (page

59, attached) ,and Gary's diddkXHkkkiEaxiJixkhEXEHHpx^asxE^kkEiaizEX
ijyxEEjsHKixgExmxxmxKkEdtxHixxpagEa working on the driveway (pagfii

ux impatience on
41, 41 a attached) and Gary's SKEHkkEXxdxddkKMktiESxadjMSiLngxkE

44 45the job(.pages X and Kxxi^xxk, attached), rihich can lead to

fact that he met Sterling on the job, that Sterling noted his

reactions to women, that (p. 46) "The only time Gary had trouble
concentrating was when pretty girls came into the store. 'Look
at that,' he'd say. 'I haven'-^T seen anything like that for years.'"

Leading to description of Gary's first date, with Lu 4nn, condensed

to a couple of paragraphs, but including ihExn (p. 57) the Incident

of the raised fist.
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into quite a correspondence, and Brenda noticed that Gary’s

intelligence was really coming through. He hadn't reached

high school beforejthey put him in reform school, so he must

have done some reading in prison to get this much education

together. He certainly knew how to use big words, Brenda

couldn't even spell a few of the longer ones, let alone be

sure of their meaning. She found, therefore, some real fas­

cination in corresponding with Gary. Sometimes he would de­

light her by adding little drawings in the margin; they were

damn good. After she mentioned that she was trying to do

oil painting herself, Gary sent along a’ few of his more

serious sketches, and when she mailed back a little of her

own work, he corrected her drawing in prder to show a couple
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Once in a vzhile Gary would remark that having been in

prison so long he felt more like the victim than the.person

who had done the crime. Of course, he did not deny that he

had committed a crime or two. He was always letting Brenda

know he was not Charley Good Guy.

Yet after they had been corresponding about a year,

Brenda noticed a change taking place in Gary. He no longer

seemed to feel he would never get out of jail. His letters

became more hopeful. Brenda said to her husband Johnny

one day, Well, I.really think Gary's ready.
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Johnny showed a test of strength. He took a bathroom scale

and squeezed it between his hands until the needle went up

to two hundred-fifty pounds.

Gary tried it and reached one hundred and twenty. He

went crazy and squeezed the scales until he was shaking

like a man with palsy. The needle went to 150.

"Yeah," said Johnny, "you're improving."
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"What's the highest you've ever gone?" asked Gary.

"Oh," said Johnny, "the scale stops at 280, but I've

gone past there. I suppose 300."

n-rjVTiT.ing ,.«htap^. Brenda told Gary a little

more about her father. Vern, she explained, might be the

strongest man she knew.

.Stronger than Johnny?
Well, Brenda explained, maybe nobody could top Johnny

at squeezing the scales, but she didn't really know if any­

one had ever beaten Vern at arm wrestling.

"I'm not bad at that," said Gary. "My arms are stronger

than my hands."

Well, said Brenda, Vern was very strong. He was

certainly strong enough to be gentle all the time. "I

don't think my father ever gave me a spanking except once

in my whole life and I truly asked for that. .It was only

one pat on the hind end, but that hand of his could cover

your whole body." Staring at the road, she said, "I guess

I've looked for a man all my life like my father and every time

tried to find one like him, I couldn't get along. Dear
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S In the Levi department at Penney’s, Gary just stood

| there. After a while he cocked his head, and said, "Hey,

I don’t know how to go about this. Are you supposed to

take the pants off the shelf, or does somebody have to issue

them to you?"

Brenda really felt sorry for him. "Find the ones you

want," she said, "and tell the clerk. If you want to try

them on, you can."

f "Without paying for them?"
t "Oh, yeah, you can try them on first," she said.
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In the beginning, Gary didn't know exactly what he

could do in the house. On the first evening they were alone

Ida, Vern, and himself, he asked if he could get a glass of 

water

"This is your home," Vern said. "You don't have to ask

permission for a glass of water."

Gary came back from the kitchen with the glass in his

hand. "I’m beginning to get onto this," he said to Vern.

"It's pretty good."



it; uuj a wmiu wuuk 1U1 April, elim it wa

talking fi------jv .................. .’....J-, ............... ... HI Illi-1 LIIIIHIII-.I hi

About the third night he was there, they got to talking

about Vern's driveway.. It was wide enough to take no more

than one car but Vern had a strip of lawn between the drive­

way and the house that could be converted into space for an­

other car once he could remove the cement curbing that sep­

arated the grass from the paving. The curbing ran for thirty-

five feet from the sidewalk to the garage., It was about six

inches high, eight inches wide, and it would take a lot of 

work to chop it out. Because of his bad leg, Vern had been

holding off.

"I?11 do it," said Gary.

Sure enough, next morning at 6 A.M. Vern was awakened

by the sound of Gary taking a sledgehammer to that cement
c^ijbing. It resounded through the neighborhood in the dawn.

Vern winced at the thought of all the people in the City

Center Motel who would now be awakened by the reverberation.
of steel on stone. Ga^qcjwas playing his thunderous tune.

All day he worked, cracking the curbing with overhead blows,

dropping the sledgehammer down from the sky, then prying

chunks of cement out inch by inch with the crowbar. Before 
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he was done, Vern had to buy another crowbar.

It took one day and part of another„ Those thirty-

five feet of curbing took a long time. Vern offered to

help but Gary wouldn’t let him» Not with that lego "I

know a lot about pounding rocks," he told Vern with a grino

"What, can I do for you?" asked Vern.

"Well, it's thirsty work," said Gary. "Just-keep me

in beer."
It went like that» He drank a lot of beer and worked

real hard and they were happy with the job. When he was

done, he had open blisters on his hands as large as Vern's

fingernails.. Ida insisted on bandaging his palms, but Gary

was acting like a kid—a man don’t wear bandages—and he

took them off real quick.,

=Pt't3 v10 d o 1 <E=tF 1
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Gary's first working day in the shop was good. He was

enthusiastic and Vern was not displeased. "Look," Gary said

to him, "I don't know anything about this, but tell me and

I'll catch on."

Vern started him on a bench jack, tearing down shoes.

The jack was like a metal foot upside down, and Gary would

put the shoe on it, pry off the sole, take off the heel, re­

move the nails, pull out the stitching, and generally pre­

pare the shoe for a new sole and heels. You had to watch

not to rip the leather or make a mess for the next man.Gary was slow, but he .did it well. The first few days



he had an excellent attitude, humble, pleasant, nice
t

fellow. Venn was getting to like him.

The trouble was he couldn’t help Vern enough. Vern

wasn’t always able to be teaching him, Vern had to handle

all the rush jobs he had to get out. The real difficulty

was that Vern and his assistant Sterling Baker were used to

moving the work out between them. It was easier to do some­

thing themselves than show Gary how to do it. So Gary had

to spend time waiting when he really wanted to go on to the

next’ step right away. If he took a heel off, he wanted to

put the new one on and finish the job. Sometimes twenty

minutes would go by before Vern could get back to show Gary

what to do next.

Gary would tell him, "Vern, I don't like this standing

around and waiting. I feel like a dummy, you know."

The problem as Vern saw it was that Gary wanted per­

fection immediately. He wanted to be able to fix a pair of

shoes like Vern could. It just wasn’t going to come that

quick. told him, "You can’t learn this immediately."

Gary took it fine. "Well, I know that," he said, but his

impatience was back again in a little while.
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her how much he enjoyed them. When he was in prison, he

rarely got to see them, he said. You could get out in the

yard in the daytime, he explained, and catch plenty of sky

above the wall, but the only time you'd ever see the stars

might be if you went to court on some beef or other. In

the winter, if your case took a while, you might not be taken

back to the penitentiary until late afternoon when it was

already dark. If it was a clear evening, you could see the

stars then.

He began to talk to Marge about her eyes. They were

beautiful, he told her. There was sadness in her eyes but

also glints of moonbeam.

She thought he was a pleasant conversationalist. When

he asked if she'd like to make a date to see a movie, she

consented.

After that, however, a state police car happened to go

up the canyon and his mood shifted. He started talking about

cops. The more he spoke about them, the angrier he got.

He still spoke in the same quiet voice, but she could feel

his anger. It came off him like an oven with the door open.

She had hor fircH" second-thoughts about going to the movies

with him.

'After the night got really dark, they continued up the
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canyon bo Huber, stopped to get jww beer, then headed

back. It must have been 10:30 or 11 by then. As they were

coming over the hill down into Provo, she said, "You don’t

mind if I take you home now? You know, over to Vern's."

He said, "I don't want to go over there."
Marge told him, "I have to get up for work tomorrow."

"Let's go over to your house for a while."

She said, "OK, for a little while. It can't be for

too long."

1 Her""sTSteJ^had gone to bed, so they sat in the living

room on the couch. He kissed her. Then he tried to do

more.

She said, "I better take you home."

"I don't want to go there," he said, "they're not home."

She said, "How do you know they're not home?"

She drove him over. It was just a few blocks away and

the lights were out and he said, "They're not here."

Now, she realized she was. more than a little bit drunk,

she was smashed. She managed to say, "Where do you want me

to take you since they're not home?"

Sitting there in front of Vern and Ida's house, he said,

"Take me over to Sterling's."
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Marge said, "Can't you get in here?"

"I don't want to."
So she took him over to Sterling's. When they got there

he said, "Sterling isn't up." She said, "You can't stay at

my house."

Still, they went back to her apartmento She didn’t

want to get picked up for drunk driving or anything like

that, and at least she knew the way to her house. She could

just about handle the car.

Once in her living room, Gary started kissing her

again. She was sitting there, feeling miserable, wondering

how to get out of this, when she passed out. By the time

she came to, he was gone. She had fallen asleep with her

arms folded and her head down and she woke up remembering

she'd made a date with him to go a movie sometime the fol­

lowing week.



In the morning, Saturday morning, Gary phoned earlyo

Marge told her sister to say she was not there. He called

half an hour later, and Marge said, Well, you know, just
tell him I'm not here. That ended it. SC«-

By Saturday night, Gary was drunk. He had spent the

evening over at Sterling Baker's trying to convince ^iskSter-

ling to drive him up to Salt Lake City, but only
do

talked h_im into going back^Vern's. Now, Gary tried to talk

Vern into the trip. Vern said it was close to midnight and

he could forget the idea.. Gary answered, all right, just

lend me your car. "Well," Vern said, "you can't take it."

Gary gave him a look. His eyes at such times had the

bald gray-green fury of an eagle in a cage. His eyes said

to Vern, "There's your '69 gold Pontiac out in the driveway,

and your '73 green Ford pickup in the driveway, and you won't
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lend me either." Aloud he said, "I'll hitch."

Vern could see Gary in a bar in Salt Lake looking to

demonstrate a little talent for trouble. He was not what

Vern would call a nice man when he got his tank full^^^^^*

I I W.I1I1 , I.ti.i.th c-iry 111 ffT~1 1 - •

When he got going, you didn't want to taunt him. Vern knew

that at such times, if you dared Gary to throw a rock through

a window, the window was broken.
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Eight o'clock in the morning, Gary called from Idaho.
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He was 300 miles away. "How," said Vern, "did you get there?

Well, said Gary, this dude had picked him up and he fell

asleep, and the driver went right around Salt Lake. By the

time Gary woke up, it was Idaho he was in. "Vern," Gary said

with his best voice, "I’m broke. Could you come and get me?"

"Maybe," said Vern, "Brenda will go, but I sure won’t."

He took a breath.
"You won’t come and get me?" Gary sounded real aggra-

vated.^ Vern said, "Stay where you are. I’ll call Brenda."

"Hey," said Brenda, "what are you doing up north?"

"I wanted to drop in on my mom," Gary told her. "You

see, I ran into this fellow in Provo who has friends in Idaho

and he said, ’let’s visit my buddies, then shoot on up to

Portland.’"

"Oh, God," said Brenda. He had violated his parole.

No technicality about it. He had been told not to leave the

state of Utah.:
"0 h cf/

■^This (guy, " said Gary, ~’_-|inniwn|j~_- got to Idahoy
not to go to Portland. That (am£le me mad, and he took off.

I got left at this bar, Brenda. I figure I better get back.

Ca.n you come for me?"

Brenda told him she couldn’t. She had more to say but

it was Sunday morning.

A few hours later, a long distance call reachedjMonty'*3



Court. He was asked to contact Detective Jensen in Twin
Falls, Idaho. Mont^ Court then learned that his parolee,

Gary Gilmore, had been arrested there for driving without

a license. It was Mr. Court's recommendation to Detective

Jensen that Gilmore be returned to Utah where he was to

report in immediately,.

Now Gary was calling Brenda from Twin Falls. It seems

he had started to hitch-hike back and got a ride with a

fellow driving a pickup truck. They stopped in a bar to

have a drink and the guy started making passes, so Gary be­

gan to boat the hell out of him right in the bar. Then, he

said to Brenda, they went to the parking lot to finish it

off, and he knocked the guy.out. Cold!

"Brenda, I thought I killed him. Oh, God, I really

thought I killed him. I put him in his outfit, and drove

like a maniac. I figured if I could find a hospital I'd

drop him off there, or if I could get a cop to pull me over

for speeding, he could tell me where to find the hospital

at least.

"Then the guy went into some sort of seizure. I was

sure he was dying now. I stopped the car, got the fellow's

wallet out to see what his name was—-in case he was dying.

Then I got behind the wheel and started speeding again for



a hospital. The cops pulled me over.

"Sure enough, the guy starts coming to, and tells the

police he wants me to be taken in for assault and battery,

for kidnap, for stealing his wallet, for taking his pickup.

Every charge in the book."

Brenda was trying to take it in.

"I had about fifty dollars on me," said Gary, "and that

was enough to post the bail for driving without a license.

But now, I don't have to go back. The fellow was talked into

dropping the charges."

It seems, Gary explained, that this guy was a particular­

ly well known faggot around there, and the cops were used to

him getting in trouble.

"Come on, how .did you talk him," asked Brenda, "into

dropping the charges?"

"I guess," said Gary, "it was my boyish smile."

"Brenda," said Gary, "one thing. I got to get out of

here." .

"Well, Gary, I'm not coming to fetch you."

"Brenda,al used up my money to post the bail. What am

I going to do?"

"You poor thing," said Brenda, "you just get your thumb

out of your rear end and put it in the air. If you're not 



here by morning, I'mcalling Monty Court. He'd just love

to pick you up and give you a free ride back."
"Monty9Court knows already," said Gary.

Brenda blew. "You dodo bird," she told him, "what's the

matter with you? We jjet you set up in damn near perfect ex­

istence considering where you've been, and you screw up this

way. You're really dumb!"

It was a long Sunday. A spring snow had started and

by evening it was close to a blizzard. Brenda kept going
AC*

over it with^Johnny. She was trying to find some kind of

hope for Gary in all this. It was good, she thought, that

he hadn't run off from the guy he beat up after he thought

he killed him. That showed some sense of responsibility.

On the other hand, had he robbed the fellow? Had he cal­

culated to go off with him in the truck because it would be

easier to rob him there? What was the real story on how he

had gotten the man to drop the charges?

It was time to recognize, Brenda decided gloomily,

that around Gary there were questions for which you would

never get answers. The snow kept coming down.

Around 9:00 in the evening, he called from Salt Lake.

He was broke for sure and practically stranded in the snow.

Johnny was watching a show he liked on TV. "Well," he



said, "l!m not going to get the damn fool
Brenda said: "He's my responsibility., It is my side

truck?"
Z

Maverick 

was too light. »*•**<>
Johnny was all for Brenda taking the truck. Tony, who 

had a front-wheel drive and a CB radio, and he:

of the family that's acting up, so may.I take your

had come over, said she'd go along. Brenda was glad. Tony 

knew the roads better in Salt Lake.

It was snowing pretty hard and Brenda almost missed the

exit from the Interstate. The bar was out past the airport,

and it was the dippiest damn dive Brenda ever laid eyes on.

Leave it to Gary, she thought, to find the trashiest place

to land.

When they walked in the door, he was chatting with the

bartender. It struck Brenda immediately that after carrying

on about how broke he was, he still had change on the counter.

That pissed her off.

Gary gave them a great wide smile. "How's the two
efoxiest ladies in the whol^ world?" Oh, was he sopped! He

was so proud: his private preserve had just come walking

through the doorBrenda looked at Tony and said, "What do

we do with the drunken sot?"

Tony didn't know.

They had their arms around his neck. He.put his arms 



around their waist.

"Are you ready to go, Gary?"

"Well, let me finish my beer<>"
He h&d about half a glass left and that would take no

time whatsoever, so Brenda said, "OK, we’ll wait by the door.

She didn’t want' to stand where they were. Not with these guys

leering at them. Never in her life had she been undressed

as many times in 30 seconds.

"Gary, you really found yourself a dandy-place to stop."

"Well, it was warm," he said. He always had a real

simple explanation for things.

"By the way," he said with his mouth on the glass of

beer, "I've got my turn coming up to play pool."

"You," she said, "are going to stay here and play pool

after I come clear out from Orem to get you?"

"Well, yeah," he said, "I got a good bet in the making."

"You told me you were broke."

They looked at the dollars on the counter next to his

glass and he said, "Well, there's been this guy who’s been

buying me drinks all night."

Brenda said, "You lying turkey, I'm leaving."

Gary came around then and said, "All right, all right.

If it'll make my little ladies happy, I'll go now." He 

made a delicious face of regret at the lost pool game.
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back the pickup jK3
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Soon it would be like

thing to do but

too

She. had

"I c Brenda didn't

uffer.

picked up the weather report on the other side of the moun­

tain. She figured if that was bad, she could pull over and

let the storm pass for a while.

Gary, however, was upset about Brenda hitting the CB.

He had heard of but he didn't really know what they

did, so he got paranoid. He thought Brenda was talking to

the cops.

He kept looking at her, frowning, raising one eyebrow,

the way Ida and his mother would. When anybody in the Brown

family raised an eyebrow, it meant thunder was on its way.

"What are you doing?" he asked.



Brenda told him she was getting a weather check and

a Smokey report.,

"What in hell," asked Gary, "is a Smokey report?"

"That," said Brenda, "is the name for the police."

"What," asked Gary, "are you going to do—turn me in?"

Brenda said, "For what? Being drunk? Being an asshole?

You can’t turn somebody in for being an asshole."

"Oh," said Gary, "OK, I got you."

V-Mu," "Y rir uui. to-tuxn yob rmr

'm not dumb.He stated

do r ot

have a drop of common sense"

he took pleasure,-xin telling him he had n^ He seemed to

finding a.hink getti ^into the damnedest situations al

"Well, that’s just your^opfhdon.

Brenda knew he prided himself ol" common sense.

She said, "Gary

I’m not going to put up with your'shit. That was a 

u have ’ a high J<Q"., but you

dumb

to say.

So
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wted- to-^&Fgacg^. Two eighteenpwheelers were coming up be-

hind her and over the asked what they knew. They
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told her that the road ahead was treacherous,, She should

be careful.
One fellow asked what kind of unit she was driving.

When Brenda described Johnny's pickup, the trucker said, "I

got you. You're right ahead of me." Then he said, "I have

a buddy right behind. We'll escort you down to where you're

going."

"Well," said Brenda, "I don't get off till Orem."

"OK," the guy said, "we'll stay with youP"

So she, Tony, and Gary traveled down the highway be­

tween two large semi's. She stayed on the taillights of

the fellow up ahead and the guy behind her kept close.

They just moved right along with her.

One truck was in position to the left so she wouldn't

slide off toward the island. The other truck was to her

right and just behind her. If her back end skidded out in

a slide to the shoulder, he could move up and tap her on

the back bumper near the right wheel. That would stop her

slide. Truckers knew how to do it. What with the weather,

it was crucial assistance.for on this part of the Interstate,
d«X-
s=se to the drainage problem, the shoulder chopped off sharply

into a drainage canal, and this time of year, being spring,

there weren't old snowbanks to protect you. Nothing to the
right but gravel and a drop-^ff. So the fellow behind kept



talking her in. "Don't worry," he kept saying, "you aren't

going over."

This all impressed Gary. He said to Brenda, "I guess

that’s why John lets you take the truck by yourself.- You've

got protection." Then he gave his wide evil smile and said,

"Do you think you have to have protection against me?"

"Why," Brenda said, "what a curious thing to say," then

added, "No, I don't think T've ever had to have protection

against you. Would you hurt me?"

Gary said, "Well, that was a dumb thing to say."

Brenda said, "Not any more dumb than what you just asked

Tony said, "Children, children, don't quarrel."

So they drove along and got home and Gary went to bed

at Brenda and Johnny's house that night.

In the morning, Monday morning, in the wet and slush,
Gary went in to see Mont/'Court. He told his parole officer

the following story:

He had gone to a party, become somewhat intoxicated,

then decided to go to Salt Lake to solicit a prostitute.

En route, he thumbed a ride with a man who had in his pos­

session some whiskey, and proceeded to become more intoxi­

cated. The driver of the car told him that he knew some
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girls in Twin Falls, Idaho, that they could shack up with„

But by the time they reached Twin Falls, the fellow who had

made this promise denied knowing any girls, and just dropped

him off„
He then made telephone calls to Utah and was instructed

by his cousin to thumb a ride back. He was able to secure such

a ride with a man he met at a bar., En route the man began to

have convulsions and finally passed out. So he was obliged

to get behind the wheel of the car and try to locate a hos-

pital„ That's when he was arrested for driving without a

license and at this point Mr„ Court had been contacted., He,

Gary Gilmore, was now reporting in as instructedo

Mont Court wasn't too happy with the storyo He thought

it was far-fetched» ^e

awful Ifct

good fve a

didn't hCourt
ihat good a fe with them

abouls;. eighty people on parolCourt had or probation
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five to

kind of

e had t
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and to help, not to rush a man back to an overcrowded pri­

son for the first little infraction.

&**y t
Ofeasnssa h,e laid it oul^ Gilmore had most certainly

been in violation of his parole agreement. Further vio­

lations would jeopardize his parole. Gilmore nodded, Gil­

more listened politely. He was looking old. They were

about the same age, but Gilmore, Court was thinking, looked

much older. On the other hand, if you put up a profile of 

what an artist of thirty-five might look like, Gilmore could

fit that physical profile,,

Court had seen some ofM*work. Before he had met

Juel, Brenda Nicol had shown Mont Court a couple of tes=s> draw­

ings and paintings. The prison information coming in

Aim , - y-r-i made it clear that Gilmore was a violent person,

but in the paintings Court had been able to see a part of the

man that was not reflected in the prison record. Mont

Court saw tenderness in the paintings.and thought, he can't

be all evil, all bad. There's something that's salvageable..
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Gary was frank about his trouble getting a job. A

couple of days back, he had been to see a man with a sign­

painting company and the employer had offered only $lo50 an

hour« Gary told him that wasn't even minimum wage, and the

guy said, "What do you expect? : You're an ex-con„“ Gary

didn't think he wanted to work for that mano Spencer agreed

it wasn't fair„ If Gary was doing the same work as some­

body else, he should be paid the same money.

It turned out, however, that Gary did not have much
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experience that would be applicable here., He was good at

painting, .but they didn't do much sign-painting, just covered

machinery with a paint gun. "Still," said Spencer, "you im­

press me as intelligent„ I figure you can learn." He would

put Gary on at $3.50 an hour. It was not altogether munificent.

The government, on a program for ex-cons, would pay half of his

salary. Next day, he would start. His hours would be 8 to 5

with breaks for coffee and lunch.

It was seven miles and more from Vern's home in Provo to

the shop in Linden. The first morning Vern drove him there.

After that, Gary left at six

eight A.M. if he wasn't able to hitch a rid^^ Once he arrived

at 6:30, an hour and a half early after catching a quick ride

all the way. Other times it took longer. Sometimes there was

an early cloudburst off the mountains, and he walked in the

rain. At night he would walk home if he couldn't hitch a ride.

It was a lot of travelling to get to a job in a shop that was

hardly more than a big shed on the old highway through Linden

with trucks and heavy equipment parked all over a muddy yard.

On the job he was real quiet those first few days. He

didn't know exactly what to do. If they gave him a board

to plane, he wasn't certain what to do after he cleaned it 

off. They had to tell him to turn the plank over and plane 



the other side. One time the foreman, Craig Taylor, a quiet

medium-size fellow with big arms and shoulders, discovered
that Gary had been working an electric ^ia-ntlf drill for fif­

teen minutes with no results, Couldn’t even get the hole

started.
Craig told him he had been running the drill on reverse.

Gary shrugged. "I didn’t know these things worked in re­

verse," he said.

On the job, the word about him was that he was all right
but knew nothing more than a kid l-7”C>r~lfO just out of high

school who had no experience with his hands. Poly-grinders

and sanders and paint-guns -al-1 had to be explained to him.

Also, he was a loner. Brought his lunch in a brown paper bag

and took it -by himself the first few days. Just sat on a

piece of machinery off to the side and ate his food in all

the presence of his own thoughts. Nobody knew what he was

thinking.

Night was different, Gary was going out just about

every night with Rikki Baker.

Rikki was getting a little in awe of him. He knew he

didn't want to mess with Gary. At the poker game at Ster­
ling’s, Gary told^them Jaabout the fellow he had left in

(_ I
a hospitalZaTter'the fight.



Right around the table, Gary also
everybody about this black dude he W killed in jail, a

bad nigger who was trying to make a nice white kid his punk^"

^The kid had asked Gary for help, so he and another buddy

caught the man on-a stairway and beat him with pipes, had to,

because the convict they were beating on had been a profession

al fighter. Then they put him in his cell and stabbed him

with a home-made knife 57 times. Rikki believed the story

was talk. Telling it to everybody, Gary had to be trying to

make himself look big. Still, that did not make Rikki com­

fortable. Any fellow that lived on such a story could hardly

back down if he started to lean on you, and you pushed back.

but Gary said he wouldn't play their games. It wasn't hard
Rikki to get a girl to pull over her carfor and talk to them

but Gary was sure to scare them off.

talk to girls, come on soft and easy, instead of big and mean

J^T^unning after the girls in Rikki's GTO, Gary had­

n't seemed to learn much. Rikki tried 'to eexplain how you

One night !*■ did it "dll LUU WlUliy umij . the traffic

on Center Street, Rikki started idling along next to a pickup

with three girls in it. The truck was on Rikki's side and he
just talked to them pleasantly through the window until they

could feel he was a=lo right and goodlooking enough. Then

they cut down a dark street, and he followed and parked behind



The driver came back to Rikki' s car, and R_kki got out and

walked up to their truck and: continued talking nice to the

other two girls about going to their place for a party, but

not a couple of minutes gone, the driver walked back. She

looked pretty scared. She said, "You ought to do something

with that guy you've got along. He's crazy. Get rid of him.

Then come back." She got into her truck fast and took off.

"What happened?"
"Well, I just came right out and asked her for it„ I

said, 'It's been a long time and I'd like some right now.'

She answered me with something I didn't like, and I drew

back and almost hit her." Gilmore'shook his head. "I've

had enough of this. Why don't we just grab a couple of

bitches and rape them?"

Rikki chose his words carefully. "Gary, that’s some­

thing I just couldn't go for."

They drove around until Gary said he knew a girl

named Margie Quinn, i"Real nice." Now, he wanted to go

to her place, only to her place. She lived on the second

floor of a two story building with several apartments on

each landing, 'it looked like a small motel.

Gary pounded on her door for about ten minutes. Final­

ly, a girl came to the door. It was Marge's sister. She was



in her nightgown and opened the door just a crack.

said, "Marge has gone to bed."

"Tell her I'm here."

"She says she’s gone to bed."

"Just tell her I'm here, and she'll get up.

"I'm not going to wake her."

"You better."

"She needs her sleep."

The door closed.

"Cunt," Gary shouted.

he said to Rikki, Let's tip her car over.

Then he got really mad. On the way down the stairs 

Rikki was pretty drunk himse.Jf^. It sounded like it

might be kind of fun. Rikki had never tipped a car over.

She had just a little old foreign car, but it—was
&

heavier than it looked. They both got down and put their

backs up against Hi, and gave it what they had, but they

couldn't lift i-te, just rocked Gary told Rikki to go over

to the GTO and get a tire iron. Then Gary grabbed it and ran

up to Marge Quinn's car busted the windshield out.

The sound of glass breaking scared the heck out of



Rikki. He jumped in his car and took off. It was only ■

as he was driving by, that Gary grabbed the door, opened it

on the run, and jumped in. Rikki started laughing at how
Gary would have busted the rest of the windows if Rikki

hadn’t decided to get moving.

They decided to go to Sterling's. On the way, Gary

said, "Do you want to help -me rob a bank?"

"That’s something I’ve never done."
\/

■"Thought you said you boosted a few things here and

there." <

"Yeah, but I’ve never gone into homes. Things like

that."

Gary tried to tell him a bank was easy. A lot easier

than working for a couple of dollars an hour. He knew how

to do it. Gary would cut Rikki in for like 10 or 15 per

cent if Rikki would just sit in the car and drive it off

when he came out. Rikki, he said, would make a good get­
away man. kv.-cO i-xO'-u cipiuc,

"■fjOok'T'" Gary said, 'i-yow- wouldn't have to come into the

bank, or get otherwise involved."

"I couldn't do it, Gary."

He got inflamed. "You said you'd done things. You're

supposed to be a big shot to your friends and not afraid of



anything

"I wouldn’t do it, Gary."
They went the rest of the way to Sterling’s house in

silence.

Once there, Gary cooled enough to get them working on

an acceptable story in case Marge Quinn called the cops.

They should say they drove up to Salt Lake for the night and

got back early in the morning.

noLiueJ '"Shat
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SifcLdcry3 morning, Marge found the window smashed. That
_£», V/-

Gary did it^was the obvious thing to come to mind, but she

was hoping he hadn't. She asked the neighbor downstairs
what he |2^d heard, and he said, "Y'eerh, "Tthat really loud car

with those two drunk guys, they pulled up right next to your

car^ and I don't know what happened after that."

She let it go. .It was jaas-t one more unhappiness at

the bottom of things.

The same morning, Gary' c'l'a’led up Brenda. He would be 



getting his pay that night. His first real pay-check.

"Hey, I want to treat you guys," he told her.

"Gary, you need your money, save it."

They decided to go to a movie. It was one he had seen

before, he told her. "One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest."

He had watched it being filmed right down' the road from the

penitentiary in Oregon, watched it right from his cell win­

dow. Besides, he told her, he had even been sent over a

couple of times from the prison to the mental institution.

Just like Jack Nicholson in the film. They had brought him

in the same way, with handcuffs and leg irons.

Since the movie was at the Una Theatre in Provo,

Brenda and Johnny drove over from Orem and picked him up/
at Vern and Ida's. Gary had had about four or five beers

before they got together^ • A paycheck was a celebration.

In the truck, he smoked a joint. It made him happier

than hell. By the time they drove the few blocks to the

theatre he was snickering and giggling. Brenda said to

herself: this is going to be a disastrous evening.

When the movie went on, Gary started to give a running

commentary. Loudly. He. said, ^You see that broad? She

really works there. But the guy next to her is a phony. Just 



an actor. Hey," Gary told the movie theatre at large.

After a while}

"Oh, look at that fucker over thi

fucker."
Brenda could have died. "Gary:—there are

people trying to hear the show. Will you shut up?"

"Am I offensive?"

"Yes. You're loud."

blll.irn-^--- 1" Hha.' n | mm n tini-nrr tn

He spun around in his seat and asked the people

behind him, "Am I being loud? Am I bothering you folks?"
Bi­Brenda slammed h-i-s elbow into his ribsi

Johnny got up and moved over a space or two.

"Where's Johnny going?" asked Gary. "Does he have to

take a piss?" More people started to move away.

Johnny slid down in hp^ seat until no one could see

his head. Gary's narration of "One Flew Over the Cuckoo's

Nest" continued. "Son of a bitch," he shouted, "that's just

the way it was."

Behind them, people were saying, "Down in front. Shhh!"

Brenda grabbed’him by the shirt tail. "You're obnoxious."

"I'm sorry,". In a big whisper, he said, "I'll hold it



down. But his voice came out in a roar.

"Gary, all kidding aside, you’re really making me

feel like a turd sitting here."
"All right, I'll be good." He put his feet up on

the back of the chair in front of him and started rocking

it. The woman sitting there had probably been holding out

on every impulse to change her seat, but now she gave up,

got up and moved away.

Going back to Vern's, Gary looked pretty smug. Brenda

and Johnny didn’t go in with him.

"What’s the matter?" asked Gary, "don’t you like me

any more?"

"Right now? I think you are the most insensitive human

being I've ever known.

"Brenda, I am not insensitive," said Gary, "to being

called insensitive."



He whistled all the way up the steps.

At breakfast, saw Vern watch­

ing him eat and said, "I guess you think I eat pretty sloppy,

gobble like a pig, kinda quick."

Vern said, "Yeah, I noticed that."

Gary said, "Well, in prison you learn to swallow in a

hurry. You've got fifteen minutes to get your food, sit

down and eat it. Sometimes you just don't get it.

"Yntaht I ' "TTjF-jTTfr tMfc,
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"You’re a pretty strong fellow, Vern, aren't you?"

"Just the champ from Fifth West to University Avenue."

"Let’s arm wrestle," said Gary.

Vern shook his head but Ida said, "Go ahead, arm wres­

tle him."

"Yeah, come on," said Gary. He squinted at Vern: "You

think you can take me?"

.Vern said, "Yeah, I don't have to think. I can take 

you
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Gary got into, before the table was cleared. Vern kept
A

eating his breakfast with his left hand, and arm wrestled

Klrff with the other.
"Son of a bitch," Gary said, "for an old bastard you're 

pretty strong."

Vern said, "You're doing pitiful. It's a good thing

you had your breakfast. If you hadn't, I wouldn't give it

to you now."

When he' got Gary's arm half-way over, Vern set down

his fork, picked up a few round wooden toothpicks and held

them in his left hand. He said, "Okay, my friend, any time

that you want to say uncle, you quit. If you don't, I'm

going to jam your hand right on these toothpicks."

Gary was straining with every muscle, and every call he

could make on buried centers of strength. He started giving

karate yells. He even got half out of his seat, but it 



didn’t make much difference. Vern got.him down on the
■f.hcpoint of toothpicks and started to push. Gary quit„
A

"One thing I want to know, Vern. Would you really

have stuck me with those toothpicks if I hadn't hollered

uncle?"

"Yep, I told you I would, didn't I."

"Son of a gun." Gary shook his hand.

A little later, Gary wanted to wrestle with the left

arm. He lost again.

Then he tried finger wrestling. No one beat Vern at

that.

"You know," Gary said, "I don't usually take a whipping

very kindly. It's hard for me to take a beating and you

beat me."

When Vern didn't look away, Gary said, "Vern, you're

all right."



Gary and Nicole
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became aware that Gary was walking to work when he could

never complained or even told a soul. Such pride was the

makings of decent stuff. McGrath made sure had a ride 

home that night.

Later, that day, they had a little talk. Gilmore wasn't

real anxious to get into the fact that he didn't have a car

and most people did. It got to Spencer again. Forget

pleasure riding. Not even a jalopy to go to work in.

Spencer told him that with another paycheck or two, he would

take him to a used-car dealer he knew who sold cars for a

little down and small weekly payments. Gilmore seemed to

be appreciative of their conversation.

Spencer felt all right about that conversation. Gil­

more, he thought, was coming to see that Spencer didn't like

his people to think of him as a boss. He did the same work

they did, and therefore, didn't want any superior relation-

ship. SpLHLLi lijiykcil In gnf in.l.oao»«cHjMBieipln-TL wlL'huuL m
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If, as expected, his employees were

they were all trying to do, that was

enough. No need to ride anybody hard. Tt '.nr not that.

Ji infr- o

dh
and look at one

f asave the best parto ight to

suggested, to get tooughtI :

staying with Ver:g< ther a

ai d that should

How

down

to be feasible, S

Tha . said Spencer, depended on what they could fjjid

wiping him get a car. He wanted to know if they c

would he need?muc

Spencer told him h was serious, ut thought Gariy

at afternoong a down there

ouple of paycheck

l H-IJ if he y?as serious abruxt

cost him a lot to li

At VJ Motors where Spencer knew the car dealer well,

there was a 6 cylinder '66 Mustang that seemed to be pretty

clean, tires were fair, body was good. Spehcer thought it

was a reasonable car. It sat on the lot for $795, but the

dealer said that he would move it at five and a half for

Spence. It beat walking. ■

That Friday when Gary got paid Spencer took him 'down
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to the chr lot and introduced him to the car dealer, Vai

J. Conlin. It was arranged that Gary would put up $50,

Spencer McGrath would add another $50 against future sal­

ary, and Conlin would carry the rest of it in w’eekly $25

payments., Since Gary would be getting $14 0 a week and

ought to be taking home $95 or $100 of that, the deal could

be .considered functional.

Gary wanted to know if he could take time off on

Monday to get a license. Spencer told him all right. It

was agreed that Gary would pick up his license Monday morn­

ing, stop off for the car and come to work.

6 A*/
Monday, when he got into the shop, told Spencer

that they said he would have to take a training course

unless he had a previous driver's license. Gary told them

he had one in Oregon, and they were going to send for it.

All he' had to do was come back in 3 or 4 days and take the

written test. In the meantime, he would wait on the car.

On Wednesday, however, he picked up the Mustang after

work. To celebrate he had an arm wrestling contest with

Rikki Baker at Sterling Baker's house. Rikki tried pretty

hard but Gary won and started bragging it up through the

night and feeling good about it.



Rikki felt embarrassed at losing and stayed away a

few days. When he again, he heard
that his^^Sv^Sns^wMk Nicole had gone over

to visit Sterling one evening, and Gary had been there.

Nicole and Gary ended up spending the night together. Nov/,

Rikki didn’t like the news one bit. L*"

Nicol was the best thing in his family as far as he

was concerned. He told Sterling that if Gary^wi^h hi?

i-trrni'11 -LTJfli d anything to hurt her, he would kill him.

Yet when Rikki saw them together, he realized that

Nicole kind of looked up to Gary and really liked him a lot.

Then Gary came over to Rikki and said, "Man, you've got the

most beautiful sister in the world. She's just the best

person in the world." Gary and Nicole held hands like they

were interlocked forever at the wrist. It wasrfTO.different

from what Rikki had expected ,  inr



Sunday morning, Gary brought Nicole over to meet Spen­
cer and Marie McGraths Spencer saw a^.very good-looking sl-im 

“stars Irttfe Ll3v!==>

When they left, Spencer said to Marie, "That's just

full-curved girl, not too tall, with a figure,5to-put— tm-a-^om-

puter—•_!£—you—had—to—pr-ogr-am-the"comput.*eg-—f crrx"some">k'i-nd-'‘of-

bpt-imum—She looked to be 19 or 20 and had a faraway

look. She was wearing Levis that had been cut off at the
AU "p.,A-Ur 4, /' /] ./_

thigh, a T-shirt, and nd sHbestt, There was a baby crying in

the car she had just left, but she made no move to go back

to it.

He acted as if he had

eg

Gary was immensely proud of her.

just walked in with Marilyn Monroe.
T5Tfg==seffe:e==Spea£O^^d=^=sis.'?==s=^5;

about what Gary needs is a'girl friend with a baby to feed.
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It doesrPt look like she be too much of an asset to him."

He squinted after their car, "My God, did he paint his

white Mustang blue?"

"Maybe," said Marie, "it's her car."

"The same year and model?" ,

"Wouldn't surprise me a bit," said Marie.
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- Z *
Brenda didn’t want to disturb anything in the cosmos by

thinking too many good thoughts, but the idea of Gary working

at Spencer McGrath's was giving her a little hope. God willing

Gary might come around the bend.

She was, for that reason, all the more upset when Gary
*/»*•/* hn-ird —

i 8 GQll/i ii J*

1 _• — i-.t. _LflHU Uy'HL 7’ 5?1" "JRWR8RW! Tb _L y 11

leada was,•

dirty-faced little girl named Sunny by the arm and didn't seem

to know the arm was there. The girl, a tough-looking four

year old, lived in one caterwauling dream world and Nicole
YW»‘,fe.'r

lived in another—a spa.cle-r one. Oh, God, Brenda said to

.herself, Gary would end up with a space cadet. Nicole just 

sat there and looked at her.

Brenda asked: "Where you staying?"



Nicole roused herself. "Yeah." She roused herself

again. "Down the road," she said in a soft and somewhat

muffled voice.,
Brenda must have been on radar. "Springville?" she

asked. "Spanish Fork?"
Nicole gave an angelic smile. "Hey, Spanish Fork,

she got it," she said to Gary as if little wonders grew

like flowers on the highway of life.

"Don't you love her looks?" Gary said.

"Yeah," said Brenda, "you got yourself a looker."

Actually, Brenda was thinking that Nicole was much like

many another girl who popped a kid or two before she was

fifteen and lived on weLfiace-^ever after.^ Except that Nicole

was better looking.

Blua and Out A1“Wgfrgn^Ta‘gf>*t.‘rHiiLL with tudi "U

aanl guliDi'iy1, Brenda was ready, to ask the

fire department to put out the burn that was beginning to

spread in her.

Nicole went out to check on the other kid, Jeremy,

who was sleeping in the car.



"She's 19, you know," Gary said the moment Nicole was

gone. ■

."Oh?" said Brenda.
He said, "Do you think she is too old for me?" At

the look on Brenda's face, he began to laugh.
"No," said Brenda, "quite frankly I think you are both

on the same intellectual and mental level of maturity. Good

God, Gary, she's young enough to be your daughter. How can

you mess around with a kid?"

"I feel 19," he told her.

"Why don't you try growing up, before you get too old?"

"Hey, coz, you're blunt," said Gary.

"Do you agree it's the truth?"

He said, "Probably." He muttered it.

They were sitting on the patio blinking their eyes in

the sun when Nicole came back. Smiling tenderly, Gary pointed

to the tattoo of a heart he kept on his forearm.

When he (Shjd come out of Marion, it had been just a blank

heart. Now the blank was filled with Nicole's name. He had

tried to match the blue-black color of the old tattoo, but

-her name came out in blue-green. "Do you like it?" he asked

Brenda, pretending nothing had been said in Nicole's absence.

It was a summons to the family to draw together.

"Looks better than having a blank," saiid Brenda. ' "Who



wants a blank tattoo?"
"Well, I never did," said Gary., "I was just waiting

to fill it in. But first I had to find me a lady like this.

In turn, Nicole had a brand new tattoo on her ankle.

GARY it said.

"How do you*, like it?" he asked.

don't." ■
* J Sfcili a?

Nicole was grinning from ear to ear. It was^if the

best way to ring her bell was to tell the truth. Something

about the sound of the truth set off chimes in her. "Oh,"

she said, extending her ankle for all the world to see the

curve of her calf and her thigh, "I think it looks kinda nice.

"Well, it's done with good lines," said Brenda, "and a

nice steady touch. But a tattoo on a woman's ankle makes her

look like she stepped in shit."

"Now, well I dig it," said Gary.

"Okay," said Brenda, "I'll give you my good opinion. I

like that tattoo as much as I like that silly-ass hat you wear

"Oh, don't you like my lid?"

"Gary, when it comes to hats, you've got the rottenest

ta,ste I've ever seen."

. - . She was so mad she was ready to cry. He had come over

.just a week ago and probably to apologize for the way he



acted

beige

white

in-the movie theatre, came over all decked out in

slacks a nice tan shirt, w , w fl T1 n iff f

Panama hat with a wide taffeta rainbow bandX’"/fhat

hat wouldn't even have looked happy on a black pimp.

Maa,. Cary come o-cr tc the hat

tilted down in the front and up in the back,

Raft style like the Godfather might wear it.

the old George

He^ stood on

the mat outside, his body slouched back, his hands in his 
C-ipockets, and kicked the base of the door.

"Why don't you just lift the latch and come in?" Brenda

asked in greeting.

"I can't," he said, "my hands are in my pockets." He 

waited for her to applaud the effect.

"It's a pretty hat," Brenda said, "but it doesn't fit

your personality, not unless you've turned into a pimp."

"Brenda, you're rotten," he said, "you're really ignor­

ant." .His whole posture was gone.

#£e had done it to him again. It didn't strike him well

that she wasn't going to like Nicole's tattoo any more than

his hats. He got up to leave and Brenda walked them

to the door. Coming outside, she was also surprised by the

sight of the pale blue Mustang.

The look in her face was enough to restore him. That



had to be fantastic, he told her. He and Nicole had both

bought exactly the identical model and year. It was like

destiny. They had both been driven by the same force to buy

the same car. It was a sign.

^wanted—to_Jb£ nice- She said, -tlte-V-r- .b£r.ei_s_-soiae-—

mug
rr i r 1 1

:u£t£ * riy latiu.

nnltr 4-T^z 4 v-, 4 j-

lb L11151aS8we~ftib1 your ■ —»

■WiiiaBl Baa

... 2 1 :-----------rer- crnti' 'k~j

’TitULI 1 el.-i-'t—=

t*!BT 1 L -whrr^-^a—------ a

g<hL l.if, i-.. the rest of the day are- iP^—

^L^'d iuIF JU f lit L h1__ ' t~ T-iM - J LilliTIl iilriiir-~i, [■iiBhr ’kept

thinking of the tattoo on Nicole's leg. Every time she did,

her uneasiness came back.

Q^(?A
The worst story Gary had told, even worse than Hammer-

smith, had been^the funniest to Gary, On that first night

home, five weeks ago at three in the morning, he had regaled

them with the story of the tattoo he put on the convict named

Fungoo, and he couldn't stop laughing.

"Fungoo?" said Brenda. "Do you- know what that means in

Sicilian?



"I got an idea," said Gary, "and that fellow was well-

named. 'Poor Fungoo. He was strong and he was dumb and he

loved me. I would do terrible things to him and he loved me

like a dog.
"One time we're all in Isolation. They let us out for

half an hour every day at separate times. We could walk past

six cells, turn around, and go back.
"Fungoo was on the cleaning detail. So he was out there

more than half an hour. 'Gary,' he asked me, 'do a little

rosebud on my neck. ' I got my needle with the thread wrapped

around it an eighth of an inch from the point and my India

ink, and he leaned his shoulder against the bars. I tattooed

him with a real skinny little dick and peanut-sized balls

across the back of his neck.

"Well, his parents were coming the next day. He went

crazy when he found out. He had to go see them with a towel

wrapped around his neck, and it was over a hundred that day.

He told them he liked to wear a towel in the heat," said

Gary, and he was laughing helplessly.

"Oh, Fungoo was so dumb," said Gary. "He never got mad

at me. He came back and said, 'Gary, you've got to fix this.

I can't go around with a pecker on my neck.'

"'Okay,' I told him, 'I'll make it into a snake.' But

what I did was make it into a big three-headed cock. It was

terrible. It was the biggest ugliest thing you ever laid 
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eyes on.< I could hardly keep from laughing while I was

doing it. ’Now make sure it's a nice snake,' Fungoo kept

telling me. 'Oh,' I said,"—right in her living room, Gary

had laughed uncontrollably as if even the memory of that hour

was life again in his veins—"'Oh,' I said, 'I believe this

is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.' When poor Fungoo

finally looked in the mirror, he went into shock. He couldn’t

even hit me. He said it wasn't my fault—it was marijuana's

fault. Some hash had been smuggled into Isolation, and he

decided I was bombed out of my head while I was doing it,

yeah. Fungoo called it the 'killer weed' and he blamed it,

not me. The last time I saw him, he had a giant rattlesnake

tattooed all over the side of his neck to cover the three

pricks. You couldn't tell it was a rattlesnake until he

told you what it was. He didn't trust nobody by then so he

did it hisself. Borrowed a Bible and burned it to make some

soot, then mixed it with water for ink, used a mirror. Guess

that's.an ugly story, huh," said Gary looking at Brenda and

Johnny's smiles which had become as congealed as the grease

on a cold steak. "Yeah," said Gary, "a couple of times I got

to feel bad about it. It fucked up Fungoo's whole world.

Yet I got to laugh about it a lot too. Still do, you see. I

guess I really racked up some bad karma on that one . . . just

couldn't resist." He sighed.

It was exactly five weeks and two days since he had come



to Orem—-Uha-t—nights, Now she could believe the story.

"God, how can he be so horrible?" she asked Johnny now.

"How could he have done that to a man who loved him and

trusted him?" ■
"Don't you see what he was trying to tell us?" said

Johnny. "It's that prison is so awful you will do anything

to amuse yourself, even torture others. Because if you

can't amuse yourself, you're gone."

"Gone where?" she asked.

"Ask Gary."

=bcd=fer^y
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AbuuL Lliu L'fln^her mother and father split up, Nicole

began tJ ii-j-J-uut JlP1 "hr found a little house in Span-J in Ah
i___ U..J ol'iu LlwaghL uUllin ^"r-—■

r i n c? te naet-f.—1 mrtet-ue-

-jzi.Qnn.hfr -d^h-ffij^ht—he-a-E-oaJr—

t-ha_hminn mad-e—it-

about ten miles from Provo,

at the foot of the foothills on a quiet street^Bg|~g^nJ-sku

Mir. Her little house was the oldest building on- the block
and next to all those rancL bungalows that were lined up 

like pictures of suburban living in supermarket magazines,.

her place looked as funky as something out of a fairy taleD

It was kind of pale lavender stucco on the outside with Her­

shey-brown window trim, just a living room, bedroom, kitchen



and bathroom and the roofbeam curved in the middle., The

front door was practically on the sidewalk—thatshow long

ago this house had been built.

Jja i-old -applw- tieen- k-WW" o f

X"-1'1 1-- Ji", i.„_.... .. ,f-—'j 1 1 —*

Iwwnuliuu Lugutlicl, and jtfg-jrOyfed—i-Lu -Tiro ti

cw of lIiulil uliu/ni!rwii!iidl.j LliuL Hullui'L yul nrij uLLLllLluu

aWr-llMULTFJ t Odrv lir^ Still ■-==>

, just as she was really settling in, getting to

like herself because she was really taking care of her kids

this once, and putting her head together in such a way that

she wouldn't have to worry it would rattle whenever shen^as

alone, why just then Kathryne and Charles chose to split,

her poor mom and dad married before they were hardly in high

school, married for more than twenty years, five kids, and

they never did get, Nicole always thought, to like each

other much, although maybe they'd been in love from time to

time. Anyway, t^y split swfeWt would have dislocated

her quite a bit if she hadn't had the house in Spanish Fork,

That was better than having a man. Nicole amazed herselfo

She had not slept with anybody for weeks, didn't want to,

just wanted to digest her own life, three marriages, two
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kids, and more men than you could count unless you really 

knew how to count.

WgMy Lhu Nicole had a pretty good
— - S • vd'/Mf »'<U <SC

pj.iiiiiu uhi ym^JggSg55=e^g^ress Uldiiil T|TAi,itu Tufa
HffrTii;ivi?ir u illlM"dlnM-eIllliesa 1BML LftUL JU-iuud yaod«firnmdy

th-' J/f* -~h! -arreta^tfrTw^MMFT she'd also hassled the wel-

fare and gotten some money for the kids.
r.lnn ^-r-.-on.lr r^T..-L-r^-r. i.n fantnrv. If was Hi.q-E-

C , li1. ML' 1 1 ‘-‘P up -11".".1-. !_-?’■■■■'..J 1. ■.■.■.!1.."!!?" bp1~ mind- bu.t

i+- made her fnnl rrnny.nnnd ajvmt- hargplf Wheq rdxQ—7brrf-

-asked for Lhe—jeb ehc muds. it uleai srTC.~d4d-rf’1 to

se.v, bu-te fehoy paid OJtuy mt1 you tm rruhnnl Pm I th i 1 /

Lh_|I'TT——BiniM^-rhi •■"Tit t? ??:-•?■ dr ?-"■?*. r.“J. J.11 1111 "l~*
%

hnw to ii.nr i-h<upowpr and aftpr-a^wp^
Hinkii.-a QutenL uiunuj ; beLLUf~BftBW^-nbn bnd ewor h^n.ighs.i.n
be^Fg? Two’-thirty an hour. Her take-home pay came to

about eighty a week. F -r-=—

I'»I I' I'll!' , 'J>^=«aer»n4f r._n.3.a. ^.i,An X-t.-thi.rl}; pf
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she got enough money together to—g-e-t a car „ She

had a nest of a hundred bucks from screv/ing welfare out of
zv- 0 n^-W | >g .an extra hundted- they'd given her a'i^ some mix-up of checks.

She put that hundred away in the bank and would not touch

it, and put another seventy-five together from working. She

was able to pay out in cash a hundred and seventy-five for

an old Mustang that she bought from her next-door neighbor's

brother.. He had wanted two. to three hundred dollars, but

got a little lucky.

With her

she and Sue Baker weren’t tight

t night Nicole met Gary, she had taken Sunny

he liked her. She just

of time together„ For Sue's

and Jeremy for a drive tfee.-.-.t. id

was her sister-in-law While

exactly, they did spend a lot

<B «O °o • <& BlPG

life wasn't so different from Nicole's. The—way—N-ieo-1 e

-saw—ily Sue was Tucking—for— -some—k-ind—of—attention-" now—that
sh^--|^^Rikk-r-were-“-spl-it- up» Hell, just like^Cea/o*pl-Zand &Q 4=

< Jim Barrett^ Nikki and Sue’were always hassling, then com­
ing together. 7£"'~ ^_C"/ “/k<^
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While driving, they passed about a block away from

her cousin Sterling Baker's house and Sue suggested they

go see him. Nicole agreed. She figured Sue kind of liked

Sterling and probably had heard’ that he had also split up

with his old lady, just that week,, a—pr-etty—trig-dea-L-eon--

e-id-er-i-ng—t-h-ey-.-rhad-.'-a—baby7"-al’though'^l'0t*Jt'hat’ ‘“5‘cl'rpl* i'SdKg •

•anyiiay-.—besides-.Sue_,.was-pregnant'o''"S'tefTing ought ^tt>’~'be~

u««d-"to'J"that’.

It was a cool dark night, one of those cool nights in

May when the mountain air still gets down into Provo with

the feel of snow in it. Except not that cold^because Ster­

ling’s door was open a little bit, and the girls knocked

and walked in. Nicole wasn't wearing anything but her Levis

and some kind of halter, and there was this strange-looking

guy sitting there on the couch. She thought he was just

plain strange looking. ' He hadn't shaved in a couple of

days, and he was drinking a beer. Sterling didn't even in­

troduce him what with being to® busy saying hello to Nicole

and Sue.

Nicole made a pretense of ignoring the new guy, but

there was something about him, she couldn't figure out what

it was. When their eyes met, he looked at her and said, "I 

know you." Nicole didn't say anything in reply. For a split 



second, 'something flashed in her mind but then she thought,

No, I've never met him before, I know that. Maybe I know

him from another time.

That started everything off. She hadn't been thinking

in such a way for quite a while, but now that feeling was

around her again. She knew what he meant. She had heard

him.

His eyes looked very blue in a long thin triangular

face and they stared at her and he said again, "Hey, I

know you." Finally Nicole kind of laughed and said, "Yeah,

maybe." She thought about it a moment more and looked at

him again and said, "Maybe.." Then they didn't talk anymore

for awhile.,

She always thought her life was lived on two level
/i 1^1 7 o-n to oy /

One was specialmysterious,, and it had to be the

place dreams came from. S4ae—a^Lwayjs- thought of -tha-t—plaae
S’ t> i •/-

•as—r-ea-1—l±f£i,_somethi-ng you wouldn't take too much of at
/>

once. It was not only beautiful but kind of sinister. Thi:

new fellow obviously was talking about that. t
------ -------------' "—_

Y’luC^S' Jao i>i

She gave her attention to Sterling. In fact, both

girls were clustered around sterl i ng^ tho oerc-rcrct mgr d.n
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awhile Nicole decided the new fellow was pretty

good looking,. He was much too old for her, he looked like

he could be near forty.. And he was hardly on the juicy

side. But he had beautiful eye's and a pretty good mouth,

a-n-d—a lxmg_Jrrianguia-r-—f-a-oe-i He looked intelligent and yet

bad at the same time, like an older guy who could fit into

a motorcycle gang., Maybe that was because he hadn't shaved.

She was a little fascinated, even if she wasn't about to

admit to much interest.

Sue wasn't saying anything to him either, in fact she

^euid-ii-ut~eve-n--4.-OQ-k--at—h-imT. pretended he wasn't there. If?

•seemed^-protty-obvious—Sue-di-dnJ,.t,-,Xike™the_.way--he—lo'oke'd.

In compensation, Sunny started being a real bad four—year—
Carri

old in front of the stranger, cara?y-i-ng--on as ornery and bossy

as she could,, and. began ordering Nicole to do this and to
$« o n

do that. ^Sunny got flushed and pretty-looking, and now

was flirting with the man. Then, Sterling's friend looked
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at-Nicole and said, "You're going to have a lot of trou­

ble with this little girl. She could end up in reform

school before she’s 12."

That struck Nicole hard. That was one remark to get

to her. Maybe she had been the kind of mother who could do

that to her kids. Something certainly gave a twinge. Ni­

cole knew those words were going to stick in her like a

hook over the next couple of days.

She began to think this guy had some kind of psychic

power. Maybe he knew people well enough so he could really

see into what was going to happen. As if he were a hypno­

tist or something of that ilk. She hardly knew if she was

about to like that.

Anyway, he seemed to think that was enough to start

a conversation. Before long he was talking to her in a

very persistent way. He wanted to go to the store to get

a six-pack of beer and had the idea she ought to go with

him. Nicole told him no. He kept bugging her to go with

him. She kept shaking her head. Sue and she had been

getting ready to leave and she- didn't want to go to the

store with this man now.. He was too strange. There wasn't
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any sense to it anyway since the store was just a little 

down the road.

What worked in his-favor, however, >e^xhat Sue wasn't

really ready to leave yet. She was just beginning to get

off on talking to Sterling, and obviously wouldn't mind

being alone with him for a little while„ So Nicole said

Okay, and took Jeremy for protection., Sunny was asleep by

then.

When they got to the store, it was closed. So they

continued downtown. Nicole didn't even get out of his car»

She stayed there while the tall dude went in and got a six-

pack or two of beer, and brought back a banana for Jeremyo

That was his idea.

It was odd, but he had a Mustang just like hers, same

model, same year. Just the color was different. So she

felt comfortable in it„

When he got back with the beer, she was leaning against

the door, and he put the six-pack on her knee. She joked

baek* and said, Oh, that hurts„ He started rubbing her

knee. He did it decently; it wasn't too personal, but it

felt pretty good in a nice simple way, and they went on home.
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When they got to the end of Sterling's driveway, before

she got out of the car, he turned around and looked at

her and asked if she would kiss him., She didn't say any­

thing for a minute, then said Yes. He reached across and

gave her a kiss and.it didn’t do any harm at all to what

she thought about himo In fact, to her surprise, she felt

like crying. A long time later, she would remember that

first kiss. Then they went back in the house.

Now Nicole didn't ignore him quite so much, although

she still made a point.of sitting across the room from

him. Sue obviously couldn't stand the fellow, and was

paying even less attention to him. In fact Nicole was

surprised that he seemed indifferent to Sue disliking himo

Sue might be obviously pregnant now, but in Nicole's opinion

she was a beautiful-looking blond. Maybe Sue was even the

more spectacular of the two of thenu Yet nothing was moving

After awhile, it began to seem as if it would all go nowhere

With the down drift of the evening, Nicole and Sue

started talking in private about hassles they got into with

guys. Nicole often had the feeling that Sue, when she was

living with Rikki, had thought of her as something of a

whore because of’ all the guys she ran into and lived with,

or dated around, in fact Sue and Rikki had told on her
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when she took a guy into bed at her great-grandmother's

house^ and she never trusted Sue completely after thato

She certainly didn't want Rikki or Sue to think she was

still that easy. So Nicole got a little stiff when Gary

said he wanted her address and phone number just as she

and Sue were starting to get ready to get the kids home

to bed. Nicole felt funny about looking too available

in front of her sister-in-law, especially after all the

remarks she'd made tonight about living a new kind of life»

Besides, she had pretty much convinced herself she was never

ever going to shack up with a guy again.. She told him,

therefore, he couldn't have the phone number, and he was

amazed.

He said, It just doesn't make any sense for you to

walk out of here and never see you again. It would be a

waste of a good thing, he said. He even got a little mad

when she kept saying No, and sat there and looked at her.

She stared into his blue eyes and told him she wouldn't

give it to him, and then what with the kids, and saying

goodbye to this fellow, and Sue saying goodbye to Sterling,

it took awhile to leaveQ By the time they were out of the

house, Nicole felt like screaming, she had wanted to give

him that phone number so bad„

((



She didn’t even have a phone» All she could have

given him was her address, or the nextdoor neighbor's

phone»

On the ride, Nicole didn't like the way she was feeling

at all. She took Sue home, drove all the way out to Spanish
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Fork, pulled up to park, and didn't move from the car.

Then she said, To hell with itp and decided to go back to

Sterling's after all, and decided next that she was an.idiot,

and the guy wasn't even going to be there. By now, there

was probably another girl there. Sterling would call one

over for him.

what she was getting her-Nicole was really scared of
it
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•it
Ci

;lwn lie, Jtr .—which happened to be what he did for a

ivingo Right after, he said he was busy with another 

Thenprae became really

was gross. Nicole nevel^went back "to see him again, inr
fact, had hardly thought pJC^Cim until now, going back tc

St srling’s, wonderinjp^wiether Ghry would ,be around.

■ed—Sf wh»t she might Lm*

t_ing barntn Tn her heart was so high, she
C

could have been breathing some strange gas that was making

her half faint, half exhiliratedo She had never felt any­

thing so strong as this before., It was as if it would be

impossible to let this guy go0

His car was still there and she parked right behind.

The kids were asleep in the back seat so she left them„

It was safe to leave kids on a quiet street like this. And

went up and knocked on the door, even if it was still open

a little bit. And heard him say something just before she

knocked. It was incredible but she heard him say to Ster­

ling, Man, I like that girlo

When she went in, he came over to her and he touched

her, he didn't grab her for a big kiss, just touched her
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lightly. She felt really good. It was all right. She

had done the right thing. They sat on the couch for a

couple of hours and they laughed and talked.

After a while, when it was obvious she was going to

stay, they went out to the car and picked up the sleeping

children and put them in the house and laid them still

sleeping on Sterling's bed, and they went on talking.,

They did hardly anything but laugh. They had a great

big laugh about counting her freckles and the impossibility

of that because he said you couldn't count •fehe freckles on
Vo r.<an angel or an elf, and she »zone or the other. Then in

a qgiet moment he told her he had been in prison a lot of

his life. He told her in a matter-of-fact way.

While Nicole wasn't afraid, she was scared. It was the

thought of getting mixed up with another loser. Somebody who

didn't think enough of himself to make something of himself.

She felt it was bad to float through life. You might have

pay too much for that in the next life.

They got to speaking of karma. Ever since she was

a kid, she just believed in reincarnation. It was the only 

o . thing that made sense. You- had a soul and after you died,
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your soul came back to earth in another body. That is

you had to come back if you had left something undone here.

When her life was over, she wanted it to be done right so

she wouldn't have to come back.

To her amazement, he agreed. He had believed in karma

for a long time.. Punishment, he said, was having to come

back and face over again anything you couldn't face in this

life.

Yes, he told her, if you murdered somebody, like you

might have to come bdck and be the parents of that person.

You’d have to face whatever you'd been doing. That was the

whole point of living, he said, facing yourself. If you

didn't, the burden got bigger.

It was getting to be the best conversation she'd ever

had. She had thought the only way to have conversations

like that was in your own head.

Then he sat on the couch and held her face in his hands

and Jbe said, "Hey, I love you." He said it from two or three

inches away, and she loved him too. But she felt reluctant

to say the word. Nicole hated the word. In truth, she 

. despised it. She had said it so many times when she
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didn't mean it, it was just a bad word. It sounded all

right when he said' it, but coming out of her own mouth it

wouldn’t have been the same thing. She didn’t want to say

but she supposed she had to get it out. And had an un­

comfortable feeling right afterward. As she expected, it

. didn't come ©u-t right.

He said, Hey, there's a place in the darkness. You

know what I mean? He said, "I think I met you there. I

knew you there." He looked at her and smiled and said, "I

wonder'if Sterling knows about that place? Should we tell

him?" Then they both looked at Sterling, and he was sitting

there with 9/ just a funny kind of smile on his face^

liko ho Limit , Jti.-wteOr ,-4, u_

tiiaa penning iluwn LliuL iiuj k vrhen Gary said, "He knows about it

too. You can tell. You can see in his eyes that he knows."

Nicole laughed with delight. It' was funny. The guy looked

twice her age, yet there was something naive about him. He

sounded smart, but he was so young inside.

He kept drinking the beer, and Nicole would get up once

in a while and go in to give Sterling's baby a bottle and

change her, because Ruth Ann was out working^even though

Ruth Ann and Sterling had split, they were still living in

the same house. It was all they could afford.
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Gary kept telling Nicole that he wanted ■

to make love to her. She kept telling him she didn’t want

to start that night. He'd say, "I don't want to just fuck

you, I want to make love to you."

. After awhile, she went to the bathroom and when she

came out, Sterling was leaving„ It gave her a funny feeling.

Sterling didn't show a sign that he’d been forced to leave

them alone isosfe rfris own house,jhe didn't look like he was

being ejected^ But she thought Gary was being >act a

^5uite *b • -l-e-'a rude^ ianmjWith

all that beer, he was also getting gruffo Still, now that

they were alone, there was hardly any logic left to refusing.
XX ■ _ g^f^s5?a^MiliGtfX=her clothes were off ana were on" the floor.
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4
Then the longest part of the evening started. It

was sad. He looked like he had just been hit with an axe

but was trying to smile. He couldn't get a harden. He

wouldn't stop and rest„ He had half a hardon.

He was so heavy on top of her, and his skin felt so

hot, and he was breathing hard, and he just kept tryingo

After awhile he began to apologize, and blamed it on too
much beer. And (Tasked her to help., Nicole began to do what

she could„ When she was ready to give up, when her face

and neck were as tired as they were ever going to be, he

still wasn't ready to quit. It became straight hard work

and it made her mad„

She told him they ought to cool it for awhile. Maybe

get back later. He asked her then to lay on top of him,

and asked her gently. She had mentioned earlier how good 

that felt.
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Now he said in her ear, that he would like her to

lay there forever. He asked her if she would be able to

sleep that way, laying on top of him, because that would

please him. She tried for a long time. She told him he

should rest, and just lie by her side and not worry about

it so much. After the heat, and the exhaustion, and the

fact that it just wasn’t going, she still felt tender toward

him. She was surprised at how tender she felt. She was

sad that he was drunk, and sorry because he was that anxious,

and she would even have been loving him but she was also

irritated that he was too worked up to let it go and get

dressed or fall asleep. And he wouldn't stop apologizing.

He said again it was the beer and the Fiorinol. He told

her he had to keep taking Fiorinol every day for his head­

aches.

One time Sterling knocked on the other side of the

door and asked if he could come back and Gary told him to

get lost, he and Nicole were busy. She told him she didn't

like at all how rude he was with Sterling. Gary finally

pulled something over her, a blanket or a rug, and unlocked

the door so Sterling could get in and came back and climbed

under the rug and bothered her a little more. It went on

all night. They got very little sleep.



About six in the morning Ruth Ann came home from

where she worked at some old folks .home, fiiv’

uuiii CLL£lilfi^ttuil ‘jyliLT=thfey di-dn*CliUVd uwagh-nw-y- to-^

It was mildly embarrassing to Nicole because she knew Ruth

didn't necessarily have that good an opinion of her. And

Nicole was tired. Time spent trying to sleep had been

spent on top of Gary, He in that

position.

Yet, before they separated, and he went to work, she

gave him her address. It was a real step. Earlier, before

they got on the floor, he had told her that he wanted to

move in with her. And she had told him that things didn't

work out if a guy moved in. When she gave him the address,

therefore, he doubted her. He kept asking whether it was

really her house. When she said again it was, he told her

he was going to come over after work.

Sure enough, he was there. She had had to go to the

store for something, and left a note. All it said was,

"Gary, I'll be back in a few minutes. Make yourself at

home." But that note managed to stay around the house all

the time they were together. She would stash it, and the
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kids would get ahold of it, and then she and Gary would

run across it again and it gave them a special feeling.

On this afternoon, when she came back, he was already
in the house, standing there in the front room, grubby looking.

His pants didn't fit, they were ugly pants anyway, baggy

pockets, the kind that look like they were made for a tele­

phone man to carry tools in his pockets. He had on a grubby

T-shirt and he was dirty from working with insulation, and

Nicole thought he looked beautiful.

Her grandfather came by a little later, just dropping

in, and began to give her sly looks like, what the Christ,

are you doing it again, Nucoa Butterball?—that had been his

nickname for her when she w.as a child. Her grandfather knew

all the situations she could get herself into. Of course,

her grandfather could also tell when she wanted the guy to be

there, so he didn't stay very long this time,

Gary seemed uncomfortable to be in somebody else's

house and paced a lot. While she was busy with the kids,

changing them or feeding them, he would go outside and

walk around. Later, then things quieted, they stayed up

real late talking, and it made her uneasy at how close this

guy was already to moving in on her. It truly scared her.
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She was feeling a few new things she wasn't that familiar

with. Nicole had always thought of herself as being phony

when it came to love. She might start out sincere, but she

didn't believe she'd ever really been in love with a guy.

She'd care about guys, and have a lot of crushes, and some

of them pretty heavy. Mostly it was because the guy was

good-looking, or did nice things for her. There was even one

or two she liked because they could make a living—her last
husband, for example, Joe Bob Sears, Ghly he turned out to be

a sadist. But when she looked at Gary, she didn't just see

his face and the way he looked, she had this funny sensation—

•she -didn-'t'always—undexst.and_.him,. too-weliy'-ox-'-know-what—was-

-in—his—head-?—but—al-L,.,Xhe~,.same_he- -gave’-her--this—f-unny^eensation—

she felt like she was in the right place for the first time.

So she didn't worry too long. She was enjoying every minute

of his being there.

Later, she would no longer remember what bed had been

like the second night, although it was certainly better„

Maybe it set no records, but it wasn't as hassled as the first.

Then the days and nights began to run together. He didn't

move in completely for a week, but he was living with her just 

about all the time

By the weekend he took her over to meet Vern and Ida,
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and acted pretty proud. She liked the way he introduced

her, and how pleased he was of Sunny and Jeremy,, He made

a point of telling Vern and Ida that Jeremy's nickname

was Peabody. Had they ever heard a better nickname? No­
body was surprised when he announced, "Vern, I've decided

to move out and live with Nicole,," They all knew it was al­

ready that way, but he seemed to like the sound of saying

it.

Vern was fine^ Viy»n p r "

hgi vented- ng
^bp by "t-har—rTrP~Twh~ At th Am' t

tjQnr.i m^rfrc—thoy ut-L-.yj- -L-:. Gary

could feel free to keep his room. It wasn't like he was a

boarder who lived in the basement and paid weekly rent.

When ew his room thought it was

a rat-hole. There were no pictures on the walls, no lamps.

It looked like a cubicle in a cheap hotel, and Gary had

just a few things, one pair of pants and a few shirts in his

drawers. A bunch of pictures in a green folder of his friends
J )

in prison. She hardly knew why he had brought her to the

room until he got out his hat and put it on, sort of a crazy

fishing hat. He looked at himself in the mirror, and acted 

as if he really looked cool. It took her a few hours, or
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was it a few days, to realize he was serious. He didn't

know how Ridiculous that hat looked. Then he produced an­

other with red, white, and blue stripes. That was one of

the oddest things about him, the absolutely nutty hats he

thought looked good.

But he was awful generous. She guessed afterward that

he must have skipped a payment on his car to give her $50

for clothes. She told Ruth Ann all about i^„uniiT-nirrhot Ruth

Ann and Sterling

ahe^and Gary coming together had pulled them in too.

were back with each other^ ^t was as if

iirrH—hni ""r b^g .

he returned

Nicole told him that she had put his hat in the ovenA <J=t

While Gary was off with Sterling getting beer^ Nicole
*

and Ruth Ann decided to hide hat. When

shrivelled up.

H.e went directly to the oven. Then he went looking all

over the house for it. He was that upset about the hat.

They told him it didn't leave but one cinder.

Yet when they finally gave it back to him, he laughed

it off. Sterling
coming ^-^o—fa^C^

couldn't believe how mellow Gary was be-

Sue Baker didn't, know Gary was seeing Nicole, let alone
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living with her. But one day Nicole called Jh-eS and said

she had decided to take the day off from the sewing machine

factory. She wanted a chance to talk to Sue. So they took

the kids to the park for a picnic. It was there Nicole spoke

of how she had never felt for anybody the way she felt for

Gary. She loved him.

Why, asked Sue. About the third or fourth night she

knew him, he had gotten drunk, Nicole said, just so drunk on

his butt that she was getting angry at him. Then he sat down

and drew a picture of her. It amazed Nicole. He had been

talking about drawing up to then and how good he was at it and

how he got prizes in contests, but she'd never seen him do any.

She hadn't believed him. She had listened to guys talk for­

ever about what they could do. She had heard a lot of bullshit.

But then he had drawn that picture, it was really good. He

didn't just draw a little—he could draw like a real artist.

Thank you, he said to Nicole afterward, i didn't know if I was

ever going to pick up a pencil again.

It had been hard, Nicole explained, for Gary to com­

municate with anybody. It was because he had developed a

personality where you had to be hard all the time. Having

spent most of his life in prison, that was what he was used

tor-being hard.
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It was time to leave the patko There was still a

little warmth in the afternoon, but Nicole had to pick

Gary up at work. His car had broken down.

jj^j^rd^s-rey-^Xhg^

IbgliL Lliut LdlllU JllbL de'Lilt Lliuuglili ei£ piuhing llllll U'F, gBe
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3^fg= 'y/eiM PUcl'lly LCTl Q^FicliTtj td fl'^X irnj-n3 —^j-rry^o

=3pC^> Sue had no transportation

and so she w^t along with Nicol^^ess=S^=sdo^==s3¥dy^=3?H=£a£a^LS1

she d#B like Gary <a^ate*-»n^yisw*ia^ He was so agreeable this

time, and kept talking, about how good he felt to be picked up

by two gorgeous women. ^©o<? ’Jr^t *> $

compliment considering how big her belly was

getting. f^wt=d&igh±—ha-ua_aT- date now .ajad ^g-a i a—

«Hid jlte1!! lulu guilU'Traiitliiy uhll, Uhl olll! Wdj unilLiiiuLlj ■

bey BTnt^Itikfrl-had' sure dorm^it=^o=jTOr-,-..--F4.-^ijt-lit haul cl>Hte==;=_==^

I1-..■'■■■■ 1 llll'llll I ...' rnnj 4- ? p.h p L1-_1—

H-et -pire<gfttffltey=±tJae&=^ a^*ge*
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for their shopping, tar

her of his mother. He

did not get out but began to talk to
hadn't seen/tair/for a long time, he

explained, and she had

Gary looked at Iref3 and

arthritis bad and couldn’t hardly walk.

stopped talking and tears came to his

Nicole was amazed that he felt something. eyes. He was crying„
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so strong so suddenly for his mother,, Then she was amazed

he could cryo She thought he .'was harder than that„ She

didn't say anything but sat close to him and looked at him,

and touched his tears. Then he laughed and made a joke, and

to her surprise after that, there was something even bigger

between them. Usually when she saw men cry it was disgusting

to hero She'd had guys cry when she left them„ She was good

at turning herself off when they got like that, thought it was
a weakness for a guy to cry over a girlo With Gary, she wasn't

thinking at all about weakness„ She didn't even understand

what she was feeling—she wanted to do something for him.

Snap her fingers, so to speak, and have his mother there.

Then they began to talk about going up to Portland to

visit lw. Maybe they could save a little money and make the

drive in her car or his Everything

he had been saying came over and she felt like crying too.

On the way ^^sis^they began to talk about islands they

could lease for 99 years. Gary said he didn't know that much

about the subject but was going to get some information on it.



Nicole
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He had to get up early to go to work, but he was

used to that- For thirteen years in prison, he'd been

getting up at five-thirty every morning- Now he would

wake Nicole as well-

She found it really okay to have him hugging her in

the early morning dark, and whispering that he loved her-

They both slept nude and it. was almost as if he had to '

lay hands on her to enjoy again that she was there. Of

course, that could also be a problem because Nicole did not

like to do much in the morning- She didn't want to kiss

him then- He didn't smoke and his breath was good, but

she sure did smoke- Her mouth always tasted awful at 5:30

A.M, Before too long, she would get out of bed, go in the

kitchen, fix him sandwiches for work, and set the coffee on.

She had a real short little bathrobe and sometimes she wore

that,.- or she'd run around nude- He'd sit and drink his in­

stant breakfast of Carnation with a handful of vitamins- He



-169A--169-

was a vitamin freak and believed them good for energy.

Of course, if he'd done a lot of drinking after work, he
-/-bewas tired in morning. Still, he was good company„ He'd

sit with her over coffee as long as he could, and keep look­

ing at her, and would tell her she was beautiful, and that she

amazed him. He had not believed a woman could be as fresh and

sweet-smelling as she, and indeed Nicole was willing to hear

that, for she liked her bath, and no matter how the house or

kids might look at times she really cared about being dainty«

Without make-up, her face was srs- fresh as dew, he told

her. She was his elf. She was loveliness, he said. After

awhile, Nicole got the impression that he, like her, could

hardly comprehend the things that were happening. It was the

feeling of something beautiful next to you all the time,.

did his thing

i he'd watch fr aas

the front door, and

i -jw-ot boforn he was rrnrly tn leuui.,' ha wuuM gebi

nrn whiln r-aT- a cf t

ward, they would spend

and lock himself in the throom fo
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twenty minutes
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J?ut she never regretted quitting her job. After the

day she played hooky from the sewing factory to have a pic­

nic with Sue, she knew she.wasn't going to keep working.

She needed time to think. It was hard to stay serious about

a sewing machine when you wanted to dream all the time about

your man. Besides, they had his paycheck, and her welfare,
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c
and Gary was just as happy if she quite

While he was away, she'd piddle around, clean the house,

feed the kids. She'd work in the garden a lot, and drink

coffee. Sometimes she would sit and drink coffee for a couple

of hours and think about Gary. Sit there and smile to her­

self. She felt--so nice she couldn't believe some of the things

she felt. A lot of times she could drive over with his lunch

just to be with him, and he'd come sit in the car. &omofedj&gs

oriiu’d IJUL Llleie late and Hfe d'idll1 L llduu LUU muu.ll 'Chile Lu s'puill!

wi/th her^^One time she waited about fo^ky-five minutes be­

cause he was la^fes^getting in froma/job they'd sent him out o
Everytime she got up to^gp she^o tell herself wait five more

minutes, and that way waited/forty-five minutes until he

Tiiiuliy dcuue. . 1 '

She began to visit her mother a lot because that was an­

other good excuse to go and have lunch with him. Her mother's

house was near where he worked. So she'd leave Spanish Fork

around ten, have coffee with Kathryne, then leave the kids in

order to be alone with Gary while they ate. She really en­

joyed that time. Then she'd go back to her mother's for an hour

or so, then home to straighten out the house and wait for him.

It was the first time in her life she felt like a lady of

leisure.



One Sunday while, she was digging away in her garden,
Gary carved their names on the apple tree. He did it with

a pocket knife, real nice, really neat: GARY LOVES NICOLE.

Nobody had ever done that before.

:: The next day when he was at work, she had a lot of

things to do all day, and kept wanting to get back, went

rushing through the day. When she finally got home, she

cleaned his car out first, then climbed up the tree to a

place above where he had done it and carved out: NICOLE

LOVES GARY. Then she went into the house and was just in

time to meet him.

He came out in the backyard with a beer and she said,

Look at the apple tree. He didn't see anything and she

finally had to point it out to him. Then he was happy as a

little kid when you've just given them the whole world. He

hugged her and said she had done her's better than his. He

loved the heart she had carved around the names.

Maybe the cuts in the tree reminded him of the cruci­

fixion. It had to be some such far-out connection for Gary

began to tell Nicole about a man who had been a thief and

a murderer too, but had been a pretty great man, nonetheless

in his own definite way. He had been crucified on the cross
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some years after Christ. His name was Barrabas. Gary told

the story so well that Nicole went out and got the book from

the library and read it and never took it back. Once in a

while, talking to Gary, she would call him Barrabas. He was
like a thief who had lived a hundred lives and had his own

special relation to God.

Maybe a week after Gary came to live with her, she

found a big yellow folder of his that had a bunch of papers

stapled together. It was all about a dispute between him

and a prison dentist. Gary and this dentist Jarvis had

actually gone to court about it a couple of times. Some­

thing about Jarvis’ statements and Gary’s statements, and

the arguments between them about how Jarvis had made his

teeth, all typed up in lawyer's language seemed so funny

that she just sat there and laughed. All those big words

about a set of false teeth. When she told Gary about it,

however, he got upset. He had never told her he had false

teeth. It bothered the hell out of him that she had found

out.

Of course it wasn't new to her. She had discovered it

already, probably the first night. She had lived before with

a guy who had a plate and she knew how they felt. You could

always tell when kissing a man. Gary never wanted Nicole to



put her tongue in his mouth, whereas he was always putting

his tongue in her's. She joked with him a little, then

went so far as to tease him about the chompers, but he took

it bad. He changed like somebody just turned out the lights. None-
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theless,, she kept teasing him, as if to make him see it

didn't bother her, that however he came into her life was

all right with her. She—wa-s—ready toTiuy the- package,"*^—

Both—of—them—c:o.ul-d—go—through—a—-lot—of-'-moode—fas-t-B—That—was
_fun;—"■N-ic ole—hadn"J“t'-"ftrund—many-'-peopl e---whose--moods—-ohanged—as

quickly—as—her-~own<c-> This was also about the time Nicole no­

ticed that she had no desire to compare him to other guys,

or to decide how he rated in one department or another. She

v They would sit around and drink beer in the evening, and

it seemed there was hardly enough time together„ She could

be as honest as she wanted with him, tell him anything about

her past and he would listen. He would observe everything

she had to say, everything about her, even the look on her

face., If another fellow would have sickened her with such
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attentio'n, now it didn't bother Nicole a bit. She was

giving Gary the same attention.

All she wanted in life these days was more time with

him. She had always appreciated any minute she had to her­

self, even valued it. But now time spent together was even

more important than time she spent alone. She would get im­

patient with wanting him to be back. When four-thirty or

five o'clock rolled around and he was there, her day was

made. She loved opening that first beer for him.

len^nother from a cluster of roses. The air was good a s

In those early evenings when they stayed home, there

were always kids around. Their babysitter was a girl named
fi'trfc Co U.S 1^5

Rosebeth, a cute adolescent who had a lot of brothers—and

and they came with her. Sometimes when Garyoand

Nicole got back from a ride, these kids would be around and

he would play with them. He'd give them piggy-back rides.
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Ins ide the house they'd stand on his shoulders and he was
tall enough so they could walk with their hands on the ceil­

ing, as if the ceiling were the floor and they were walking

upsidedown on their hands„ He liked to play with the ones

that had enough nerve to walk all the way across the room

like that. They just loved the holy shit out of him.

»o-t—wosn—■out’~and“dumb% A lot of the time, though,

five-Lal-rfas soon as he got home,

they" waiTtcd Co 'go for a ride wfatemit-5ai^?w JfMaaMyyi-iaLiffil

Usually they would eat at a drive-in, and a couple of

times he took her to the Stork Club to play pool., Once she

began to get good at it, he took her more often? and told her

before long she'd be able to beat him„

There were afternoons right after work when they went

to the shopping mall and he picked out sexy underwear for
_______ ■ *4

her. Or ec■Alb-erTsbrT~and Alien's^er-wa^t^w^wefee^Gary pick^S 

up beer and cigarettes for the drive-in movie^-

.pretty soon after they were parked- he'd want her to

take clothes off, and she almost always dido Then they would 

make it in the front seat.



That is, most of the times they would. Gary actually

just liked to have her naked. Once,f while watching Peter

Pan, which they both loved, they got out and sat on the back.

deck of the car, over the trunk, back to back, protecting

her bottom with blankets and pillows, and she was nakedo The

car was parked way in the ba-e-k but there were cars around, not

too near but still around, and she was naked., God, it was the

nicest feeling. After all those years in prison, Gary was in­

sane about watching her walk around with her butt exposed and

boobies bouncing□ She adored it that he liked her and not

her clothes. He had her right around his finger and she loved

it.' She let him know she didn't mind it a bito

Yet he was so touching when he wanted her to do something

and she'd do it. One night, late at night, she even took off

her clothes in Provo Park, right near the first Mormon Church,

practically in the center of town. It was late at night. And

they just sat there on the steps, her clothes on the grass,
and maybe she danced a little, artd—bhe—passing .care—d-idrsit-^^.ZZ
cJL-i i'i o tff-
seem—to—pink_har.»up-^witb._hheir^headl'ighte and Gary even began

"Through many dangers, toils and snares,
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We have already come,

Twas Grace that broughtus safe this far,

And Grace will lead us on"—

while she sat beside him naked at two in the morning, on a

hot Spring night, with the heat pushing in from the desert

instead of the cold settling down from the mountains.

That night, very late at night, back in bed, they really

made it. Just as the sex was going really good, he talked of

putting his rough hands on her soft warm bootie and of breath­

ing into her soul, and she came with him then, really came

with him for the first time. It was just a few days after

he had put the tattoo on her leg.

In the morning she sat down and wrote him a letter to

tell him how much she loved him, and that she didn't want to

stop loving him. It was just a short letter and she left it

waiting out there by his vitamins or something. He didn't

reply when he read it, but a night or two later they were

walking by the same church right off Center Street, and saw

a falling star. They both made a wish. He asked what her's

•could be. She wasn't going to tell him. Then she confessed

her wish was that her love for him be constant and forever.

She really wished that with all her heart. He told her he

hoped no unnecessary tragedies would ever befall her. She

had a rush of memories then like falling downstairs in a dream.



She was three or
in and slammed the door.room and her big brother came

He told her that days she was going to have to

was going

terrible

when Gary would ask her if she re­

membered the first time she did fuck somebody, Nicole paused

in her reply and said,."Vaguely.

'vaguely?'do you mean

"It wasn't that big of a deal said Nicole. I was

probably eleven or twelve."

Telling him the truth became a way of taking a vow on

would come to him as a virgin in the only

way she knew—by

leave any half-unhappy truth half-unsaid.

fuck somebody^

to have to do„

memory away. Or

thing, she thought, for a six year

their love. She

him. It was a

Vaguely?'" Gary asked„ "What

old boy to say„ Later

the purity of her head. She would keep no

Nicole's first memory was of her parents being away

four years oldo She was in their bed-

one of these
in be. J,

When she grew up^that's what she

Nicole screamed at Rikki and didn't believe
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Of course, she did not tell him all of it at once„

Releasing the truth was a game. She enjoyed the way he

understood that gameo She told him sweet stories first,

and funny stories, such as the one about the pet raccoon
she had when she was sixo It belonged to everybody in the

family but she wouldn't admit that. She could remember walk­

ing to school with the raccoon on her shoulder and thinking

she was read-lay. hot shit.

Or the time her mother cut her hair so short you could

see the skin behind her ears. People used to think she was

a boyo Boys especially thought so. She remembered one time

when there were three or four boys on the playground and they

all said she was-s^boy? and she proved to them she wasn't.
od

Nicole laugh at that memory.

Gary did too„ Wr r ■

p
C "J11U ULLll, Jilt Luld him; LU JJTBy 11UUILJ u lull. '■uUlULLllllLJ -

ate ■

wae-hoauLlful up thiar.Ow... mSdiR rmU.d n.i t in the widdlo-uf Lire —

yiiic Lilli_ i mid leek dwm on all

One Liiiit!" NIuuIl liid-Lead-^jfejce£pj.iig_dLCL-

4Uae===w&ete7==weH=te==wadi^iF^===ba^k==EH?==tfce==rs&ad=5===diRst^=ida«si==h££==ffi&th£

U-, U1T11-L11L LLT1LLL. TI___  Hl'CHlL ULl.J. □!, _ ~T1J L-1UL1LI ~L



She also remembered, when she was ten or eleven, writing

a pornographic letter to a very nasty little boy who had a

very dirty mouth. Now she couldn't remember why she wrote it,

just that when she finished, she took one look, and tore it

up. Kathryne fished it out of the garbage and taped it together.

Then her mother told her how horrible she was. For a long time

Nicole wanted to forget what happened. Especially since she

had written: Okay, you talk about it so much, let's do it.

There came moments when Nicole thought her mother was

very intelligent, for Kathryne could pick up on what other

people were thinking. Nicole never believed Kathryne listened

much to her own soul, but she could sure fasten in on others.

If you lived around feser long enough you didn't have to think

about something before would mention it. That gave

her a .way of telling people off that cut to the bone. Kath­

ryne was a tiny woman but she would tell her big handsome hus­

band with his beautiful black mustache that he was nothing but

a slob, and she would tell him to go fuck the lady he had just

spent time with. She could get downright rude about his drink­

ing. When'he came home from work, which was usually late, be­

cause he'd stopped off to have a few at a bar, he'd come in,

well, it wasn't that he walked drunk or his speech was slurred,
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but he'd have a sort of half-smile on his face like Clark

Gable, and Nicole could tell he was feeling goodo Then

Kathryne would start, with just a few words, to fix his

mood. She would keep going until she could get him to ex­

plode.

I One time, it went in reverse. Her mom almost shot her

dad. Kathryne caught him coming down the stairs in some mo-
I

■ tel. He had a girl on the second floor. Kathryne bad £■ . jj),
-- m

gtm~r~Tnay'be~ it-Was his Service pistol-jj-and wanted to' shoot him.
A

But she didn't. In turn, Nicole's father would always accuse
Kathryne of adultery, her mother^—fa& was the first man KfcTA

<<x c, Ue*v} o y ___
had, and she never had another one. But bef f

yfeete fefeling ss—oWrfexy^atewhat he Haa==SSri:Er~th--&:te^e would go

crazy with accusing her. Like once he got home late and nobody

was there and he thought- she'd gone off with the kids and a

man. Instead she had just taken the kids to a drive-in movie.

When they came home, Charley wouldn't believe it. He and Kath­

ryne got into a big ficht, the kids ran out of the house and

jumped in the car, Jtsi then leaped in to drive away, and

Charles jumped on the roof of the car as it was pulling out,

fell off, and broke his leg. That was when Nicole was around

seven„

That was also when there were fights about money. Her
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father was always buying boats or hunting rifles. Her

mother's argument was that when it came to clothing for

any of them, he was just plain stingy. He'd rather spend

money drinking with his Army buddies. Still, Nicole could

also remember when she was ten, and her daddy was in Viet

Nam for six months and her mother was always worried that

he was going to get killed, and they would hear her cry some­

times late at night□

Gary had said he would like to meet her mother so

Nicole didn't tell him about her recent fight with Kathryne.

The first time she visited her mother after she began to live

with Gary, Kathryne sure enough had to remark that this new

boyfriend she hadn't seen was a little old, didn't she think?
And—then I'ks having been in prison. That had to be a very

good influence.

"I'll go," said Nicole, "with whom I goddam well please."

Yet when the meeting took place, it was amazing to Ni­

cole how little did happen. Gary waj veryuaolite and stood

at the cupboard holding (IkjLibuJyyJn his arms all the time.

He just looked at everybody and drank it all in and didn't say

anything, just kept staring like he'd been wound up to stay

in position and just send light out of his eyes. "It was nice

to meet you," he said to Kathryne when he left, and Nicole



knew he'd also left a very uncomfortable feeling.

It was almost as if she loved him more because of the

odd things people could do to him. He could be as stiff as

a fourteen year old boy with the wrong people, and she un­

derstood it. She knew what it was like to be in prison,,

Nicole felt as if she had lived in prison too. Prison was

being kept from doing something simple when you wanted to

do it, like wanting to breathe and somebody else had a finger

up your nose. When they cook it out, the air made you crazy.

Prison was being married too young and having kids.

Sometimes sne couldn't even remember if she had told

him a particular story already. It didn't matter. ^Tfr&ughts^

AtreTp^
-L-1—-J-—' n ’JllTI!"

Lll.ll LU11T IL ULLLi.L ITTTBTTTtt urnr1- 1 ILIJ1 un Lll_

^«^x>re-=she"--krrew-:iFte=;==^gG-«i--Lry—* she was telling him

the story of her life. It took hours, night after night.

When she was eight or nine, she was still ugly in her own

mind, a skinny little kid who looked like a gawky little bird

without fuzz. Then suddenly in the sixth grade, she blossomed.

She had the biggest boob's in the sixth grade. In fact, there
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was a time when she had the biggest boobs in the whole ele­

mentary schoolo Suddenly she didn't have to go looking for

attention, it came to her. They called her Foam Rubber. She

didn't like it. She knew why she was that well-developed.

Before she was eleven, she would not let anybody put
anything in her, but she used to like to get naked, that is,

for the good-looking boys. She would let them touch her any­

where. She liked getting attention from the best-looking boys

at school heiiiniino-filiL iill.i tftuuylil! uf limulf UJ popular uL*

th-" Oil i T'~'i '' 1 1 cLat-jas,.—ane

By junior high, Nicole was making friends with the worst

kids. Some were the biggest troublemakers and some were just

the ugliest-looking ones. She was sneaking out of the house

and getting into trouble, stealing a lot, particularly stuff

from school, things out of other kids' lockers. Once in a

while, she'd get caught at it, and even if not, her parents

and other people were always suspecting her. Everybody was

dissatisfied and disgusted with her. Yet nobody was interested

enough, she felt, to want her to be something better. That

hurt. She had the feeling that if she was a good girl and

went to church and got good grades, who would acknowledge it?
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She got into the nuthouse at thirteen. There was a

far-out lady they sent her to for counseling after all

this trouble, and the lady talked her into going. As

Nicole remembered, they told her she would only be there

for a couple of weeks but after she spilled the beans

about making it with Uncle Lee, she stayed for seven months.

Right from when she started school, an Army friend of

her Dad's lived with them, practically a built-in babysitter.

He looked enough like Charley Baker to be his brother. His

closest buddy, her father called him. Of course, her dad

liked anybody who reminded him of himself, and Lee, the

bosom buddy and boarder, was a mint image. The kids called

him Uncle Lee even though he was no real uncle, or any kind

of relative, no blood tie, but her dad looked on him as a

brother,was a lot closer to him than to his own brothers.

Since her father tried to look like Elvis Presley when he

was young, you would have thoughtwhen seeing Charley and

Lee together, that Elvis Presley was walking down the street

with Elvis Presley.

No one in the family knew what Uncle Lee was doing

to Nicole's head. She even thought she became a slut for a

few years because of him. That was saying a lot. Her defin­

ition of a slut was nobody or nothing you wouldn't do it

with. Dogs, donkeys.
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Uncle Lee had lived in

the house off and on from the time she was six^

u*iu?A

blamed' mum 111 lltJJL 1HJJ1L W11U11UVU1 LW cop^tHS^W

there were years when she couj«m't look strai
S l/

her father^ Uncle Lee^lwtd bUi» 1

't look straight at
J^Liietg- iiLieor

at nsgd-
^as—livj^g-^^i~th~tlTeTC—enrES^S^eff?^ ’There were so many times

jjjsart her father would work on the Base at night, and her
mother would also work late, and her brother be asleep. Then

Lee would start. Whenever it was late in the evening and her

mother was out kith her father, Nicole would know something

was coming. She'd be watching television and begin to feel

nervous while waiting for Lee to come out of the tub. Soon

after, sitting in the living room with her, he would open

his bathrobe and ask her to play with it. He called it,

rubbing pee-pees. He would rub lotion between her legs and

undress her. Maybe once in a while she would kiss him there.

With the lights out, she never really knew what was touching

her or what he was asking her to kiss. She would always be

bashful at such times. After a while, it wouldn't even seem

that unusual to be meek and answer him politely when he

asked a question like, Does that feel good? She would say,

Yes.



She was twelve before she could tell him that he was

not going to make her do it anymore.. That happened one
hrtle t

night while she was sleeping next to April and Lee came on,
A

ready to whip it out. Nicole thought April was awake anyway,

so she told him No. Then, to her embarrassment, Lee said

he had seen her in the bathroom. He went into detail how he

had seen the masturbating. He said, You're such a free spirit,

you can do it with me. She said, I don't care what you saw,

you tell the world. A little while after that, he went off

to Nam and was killed, which made Nicole wonder if she had

a curse, cause she had enough evil thoughts about Lee.

She never told anyone in her family what he had done

to her. She had been afraid her father would go crazy. Or

maybe not believe her. But she wondered why they couldn't

have guessed. they seemed to knowt^?. Maybe the «*ee=>
lady ^he<Ptold about Uncle Leejwho sent her to the nuthouseA&>Ze

Jgot around to telling them.

Gary was silent for a long time. Then he said, "Your

old man ought to be shot."

"He sure could be blind," Nicole answered, "to what I
was feeling.**’"*'*^

•"Are you sure you want to hear all of it?" she asked.

"I want to hear it."



-18?a-

She could feel his strength as he spoke. At that

moment, she felt as if he was the strongest man she had

ever known, as if the best kind of steel was in his features

and his blood. He was so good looking. The strongest and

most sensitive face she had ever been near. "I’ll tell you,"

she said, "I’ll tell you all of it." Her life came out like

one long continuous non-stop breath.
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5
It was really only half a nuthouse^and half a reform

school. Kind of a youth home. It wasn’t all that bad, ex­

cept it was really lonely. Nicole felt crazy all the time

she was there and locked up. It was crazy and ridiculous

to her that she was locked up. Why are they keeping me

here, she would ask herself, when I'm not nuts? So it was

a sad place, a lonely place. You could laugh, but it would

get quiet in the night, and she would feel lonely whenever

somebody would scream.

The first time they let her home for a visit she went

to stay at her grandmother’s and was going to walk b-aok. to

her mother's about a mile away, when some next

door asked her if she wanted to party a little bit. So she

stayed in that house with those dudes, a few days, and was

in trouble when she went back to the nut-house for overstaying

her leave. It took six more months before she could go AWOL.

rnkoc ■n^_a,~Tnr.| j-hPrP - --Ll Ulll 1,ll\ „t
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. kk .qn-rl hitchhiked over to her brother Ri-tehi's house where

she hung around with Sue and her brother for a few days, then

went with the guy who became her first husband, Jim Hampton.

Jim had had one date with her a year before and claimed to

be in love and wanted to marry her from the first night on.

She thought he was a big immature clunk, and was very con­

ceited about being superior to him. Yet every day she was

AWOL from the hospital, she went with him^Aeuing^^ieSfe30

■ ~nupltr of ror’^j She slept with him every night. She even

ended up staying at his parent's house.

Then her dad found out she was there and he came over.

He wasn't mad He thought it was kind of neat

she'd run away from the nuthouse, and got a chuckle out of

it, and suggested that she get married.

Nicole always felt as if she got Mack-trucked into

that marriage, which was a saying they used up in the nut­

house for when you got pushed into marriage by parties

larger than yourself. Besides, it was obvious to Nicole

that her parents wanted her off their hands.

On the other hand, even if she didn't like Hampton's

personality, or could be impressed much with his intelligence,
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she thought he was awfully good-looking. Moreover, her dad

was telling her she wouldn't have to go back to the nuthouse

if she was married. So when Hampton asked for permission,

why Charles just said, "Let's go." Never did ask Nicole,
WKSjust told her she was going

He got in the car with Jim Hampton like they were old

buddies—her dad wasn't even thirty and Jim was over twenty-

put her in the back seat and the car took off. Nicole knew

damn well she wasn't gaining any freedom by marrying Jim

Hampton. They drove along, drinking it up, and Wi iiim 11 iljl

Wtnl -F—th^-ptip'd rrnt^pn j 

ri-id font- -heJC-t.o—au-LJ»r .4-h-aJ^-Aa^-—ha l^tiTS—

in t-JwrP-,- know .In 1 . ,»a. M—Ho mg-HLpp-,--,

H<vr father roi-r4-p^ fro 4-u- p nnJ-r*ho J.-nnfl hAr niuJj n*py,

if says,-~4to^&nx5=^n^le3s==tw^4rvt^r=s:iT y<>u4agr«=^ai^-f>rv<^-ngh-^lVSh.e--X7-agJ

fl TII'J Ll'-I! I-l1 Lii.L.jh I —-d thL nunilj i_ 1 j buuliiiurrir, thnngHi- 94-
'i Law 'ttl'Ci ;H Urttb^'f'°TOJf’^ve-fTim. \
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L£ li_ l _4J -]L- it was

'Ll'?-?. 'J ? in-tn ?°Qn fi. ih*iv fia^Ja^KSWAil-^w.

jloiujxLoja—flri nk wmj i In fher father looked so much like

his new bosom friend that she felt as if both guys in the

front seat, her father and her husband^tosbe, had both been

her lovers instead of just looking like Uncle Lee, damn him.

Well, the trip turned out to be not too bad because they

stopped to pick up a friend of hers named Cheryl Kumer, who

drove up with them.

married, and lived about four or five months

And they went on to Elko, Nevada and got

Jim was never rough with her, but kind of sweet, and

treated her like she was a precious antique doll, or some­

thing. He was always pointing her out to the rest of his

friends who weren't married, and saying, Hey, look what I

got. You know? He didn't have a job and they were living

oh unemployment and he wouldn't go to work. But then there

was a little money. Nothing major, but he really knew how

to do a finger-nail file. He could open coke machines.

Nicole thought that was fun even if she didn't wholly like

the idea of having to get their living in dimes and quarters.

Tli^rnn fua-all

owning CTwy—toew^^biaihi Lu

i'ji' Fqiii j m-,—
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<2^5 she believed <£ie said he wanted to know everything

it seem as if everything she had done, and others had done

to her, was okay again. Every way she had been bent out of 

shape could come back.
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/© -He
The guy that talked her into coming was about twenty­

eight and there was booze and dope to smoke and she really

liked him. He babied her, and paid a lot of attention,

and kept her close by, and made love to her and left her

feeling kind of mellow in the bedroom. Then he told his

friends there was a sweet little thing in there, go talk

to her. His friends did. Nicole was really hung up on the

first guy who began to hint to her that she would be be­

friending him if she would fuck his friends, you know. She

wanted to please him.

Nicole felt a lot of things as it was going on. It

was as if she took herself off to a distance, and just

watched it. j erm-nr-aD^gt^gFih g 5; Chiir^ouT

^Bottom of all, she was proud, because even if the

fellows were fucking her over to some degreejSPt she was
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doing something her friends would be too chicken to do.

That was exciting. So she got a little wasted and ended

up in bed with just about every guy in the house. Maybe

she was there for two or three days. She just never went

out.

.In the middle of it was when she met Barrett for the

first time. He came walking into the bedroom, a skinny

little guy she'd never seen before. There she was in bed

by herself, on the second or third day, feeling spacey,

and he walked in, and spoke to her from the hallway and

said, You know you don't have to do this. Yes, he said,

you’re better than this, you don't have to waste it all.

That was her first memory of her second husband, Jim Barrett.

He was only there a few minutes, but she always remembered

his face the way he looked then. And never could think of

anyone else's face at that party.

She didn't see him again until a month later when

they met in the nuthouse. He wasn't the least bit crazy

but he had been AWOL from the Army at the time of the party

and so his father had signed the papers to have him committed.

The nuthouse was preferable, after all, to the stockade, and

considering that Barrett came from a good respectable family,

and his father had been a State Trooper before he became an
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insurance agent, the son had to be, from the_jaajj^t

of the authorities, a little nuts^^ She really fell in love

with Barrett in the nuthouse. They were like almost the same

two people. He was so cunning-looking, so really sweet, a

real pussy cat. All smiles and all sweet, wearing cowboy

boots, navy pants, tight shirts, well combed, well groomed,

never full grown, just a little guy. Then they took him

back in the Army and for the longest time, she never heard

from him. So she went AWOL from the nuthouse, va»

W maray the other Jim, Hampton.

Then months later, Barrett showed up one day. Was 

waiting for her in the parking lot of the supermarket. They

were so happy to see each other. How could she get married

on him? Didn’t she love him? Hadn't they talked of living

in a house of their own where nobody could hassle them?

If she was happy with his guy she had married, then he,

Barrett, would bow out. He loved her enough to wish her

as happy with this fellow

’hile she just fap*

love and luck. But if she wasn't

as she could be with him-||it was a beautiful headgame he

played on her and he kept it up^ After awl

o
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V Nicole on the River
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Her stories were long and they would wind everywhere,

and sometimes she would realize she had been talking

for over an hour and he had been listening to everything.
—iListening hungrily. ,was—likg he was^a blind man who didn't

know the look of anything, and she was describing sights to

his closed eyes. So the longer he listened, the larger he
0,became in just the way s blind g-e^con-^can become very im­

portant when they sit listening with such attention that it

is as if they are filling themselves with your voice. So

she told him more and more. Maybe not everything, but next

to everything, and even enjoyed getting some of it out.

Yet when she got tired of this, and wanted to hear

about his life, wanted his stories to hear, Gary could be

maddening. He didn't want to talk about himself. Not that

much. Not at this time. He kept preferring to hear about her>

as if her life was blood to some impoverished part of his
brain. It took so long for her to realize the answer that
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wer was simple. He had spent his adolescence in jail and just

about every year since. So she might as well have been Paris­

ian, or Chinese, for all he knew about the kind of things that

, went on in her little mind every day. He just hadn’t grown

up with sweet little things like herself .
In fact, when he would tell a story once in a while, it

was usually about when he was a kid. She enjoyed the way he

told a story. It was like his drawing.. Very definite. While

she couldn’t even remember who owed money to who, Gary

she must be stupid she—for the ans-(J

had no such confusion in his mind. He just gave his stories

in a few words. Like A happened, then B. Here am I—that's

C. For example:

lo His seventh grade class voted whether they wanted to

send out Valentines to each other. He was opposed to that.

He thought they were all too old to send Valentines. It

turned-out that he was the only one in the class to vote

against it. So, Gary then bought Valentines to send every­

body. But nobody gave him one. After a couple of days he got

^tired of going to the mailbox.

2. He was passing a store at night that had guns in

the window. He found a brick and broke the window. He cut

his hand doing it, but he stole the one he wanted. His

first crime. It was a Winchester semi-automatic that cost



$125 back in 1953. Later he got a box of shells and would

go plinking with that .22„ "I had," Gary told her, "these

two friends, Charley and Jim. They really loved the guno
I was tired of hiding it from my old man—if I can’t have

something the way I want it, then I don’t really want it. So

I said, ’If I throw the gun into the creek, do you guys nave
the guts to dive for it? It’s yours if you come up with it.’

They thought I was bullshitting. Then they heard a loud

splash. I’d flipped the rifle just past a big old sharp

rock four feet from the bank. Jim jumped for the rock but

he hurt his knee. Never got the gun. The creek was too deep.

I laughed my ass off."

3. On— h-i-sfbirthday his mother allowed him to choose

between Being—g-ivei? a $2 0 bill or a party. -When he was thir­

teen, he picked a party and invited Charley and Jim, that’s

all. However, they took the money they had been given for

buying him a present and spent it on themselves. Then they

told him what they had done.

4» ' He soon had a fight with Jimo Got angry and beat

him half to death. Jim’s father, a rough-and-tumble fucker,

lifted Gary off. Told his son to go out in the yard with

Gary and finish., Jim backed downo So Jim’s dad turned to

Gary and said, "Don’t come around here again." Gary just got
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on his bike and left., Soon after, he got in trouble for

something else and was sent to reform school.

He would tell stories like that. He gave them no more.

They were logical propositions„ Like his life.

On the other hand, he was capable of the nicest changes

of mood. Whenever his stories began to get too cut and dried

when it got too much like listening to some corny old cowboy

who would cut a piece of dried meat into tiny chunks and eat

them like food nuggets, why., then-'Gary could amaze you. He

had another side altogether. It would have been sentimental

if the way he told it wasn't so neat.

On a swallow of beer he would speak of his celestiax

guitar. He could play music on it while he slept., "It's

just a big old guitar," he would tell Nicole, "but it has

a wheel with hand spokes like a ship's wheel. In my dreams

I turn the wheel,.and music comes out of the guitar. I can
play any tune in the world J*

Then he told her about his guardian angel. Once when

he was three, and his brother was four, his father and

mother stopped to have dinner in a restaurant in Santa Bar­

bara. Then his father said he had to go out and get some
<??■' 7 ' 7. " " ? 7 . ** 7 7"

change. He'd be right back.' He didn't come back for three
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months, His mother was alone with no money and two little

boys, So she started hitchhiking back to Provo.

- They got stuck on the Humboldt Sink in Nevada. In

later years his mother would say she knew they were going

fcQ_die.in the.desert,. .They had no money and had not eaten

for the second day in a row. Then a man came walking down the

road, and he had a brown sack in his hand, and he said, Well,

my wife has fixed a lunch for me, but it's more than I can

eat-Would you like•some? His mother said, Well, yes, we'd

be .--very grateful, . The man gave her the sack and walked



on. They stopped and sat down by the side of the road, and

there were three sandwiches, three oranges, three cookies.

When Bessie turned to thank him, the man had disappeared.

This was on a long flat stretch of Nevada highway.

Bessie was a Mormon. That little event was only equal

bto her Mormon belief there are three men who have been here

since the time of Christ, and they are empowered to help

those in distress. When his mother was old, however, and

- 'arthritic, and his father was dead, she had to work in a

^-restaurant bussing dishes off the tables, and the Mormon

-Church wouldn’t help Bessie save her house. With all their

—money! So she lost it and lived in a trailer. Gary preferred

~ to -believe that the man who saved them on the Humboldt Sink

£sin Nevada was not a Mormon saint but his own Guardian Angel.

.He told Nicole about the time, a year later, when he

was standing in a parking lot. There was snow all over the

ground and his hands hurt in the freezing cold. It was then

he found new fur-lined mittens on top of the snow right there

in the parking lot. They fit his hands exactly.

Yes, he had had a guardian angel when he was a little

kid. But it had left a long time ago. On the night, however,

that Nicole walked into Sterling Baker's place he found his
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guardian angel again. He liked to tell her this when her

legs were up on the dashboard of the car and her panties

were off. He loved to tell her after he’d just shoplifted

a bikini. Would she try it on? Would she take it off?

She loved being naked with him. It didn’t bother her

if somebody looked.over from a car passing by. A big truck,

forinstance pulled alongside at the light, and the guy up

in the cab looked down into their car, but Gary and Nicole

both laughed because they didn't give a fat fuck. Then Gary

lit-a.stick of pot and said it was going to be the best lid

ever.. As they took a toke, Gary said, "God created it all,

you:know. And we’re going to end up with God again. Or

whatever it is we created/ That was as beautiful as it

ever. got. r. c i a Xc rr; c-s. sain.

But then the littlest things were beautiful. Things

they did and things they only thought about doing. As for

an example, the loud speakers. One night they had gone to

.the drive-in really early, and it wasn’t even dark yet. They

were the only ones in there. So Gary began to ride over

the bumps between each row just for the fun of it, and then

damn if this fellow from the management didn't come chasing

'•them in a pickup truck and he was rude and told them to quit

riding around like that. Gary stopped, and got out, and walked
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over to the guy and told him off until the fellow whined,

c.TWell, you don't need to get that mad."

vc: Afterward, when it was dark, Gary got out a pliers

f-~he kept on his belt and they drove around and clipped off

itarcouple of speakers. They made a point of clipping off a

wicouple of more each time they went to the drive-in. Those

respeakers were nice things to have around. You could hook

c-one up in every room, and they would work great for having

music throughout your house. They never got around, however,

to installing them. They stayed in the trunk of her car. It

n-was-beautiful just to think about them being there.

Sometimes they went wandering up in the grass between

the nuthouse and the mountains. It had a nice hill there.

ar.Even: the idea of being up in the country behind the loonies,

spgave Nicole a charge. What the hell. This was the same

tr.nuthouse where they put her six years ago.

crThe kids didn’t always like it too much and would get

• r: scared at night when it would grow kind of chilly. A funny.

chill. It would swoop in like a wind, and the mountains

above looked cold as ice. She and Gary would go there alone
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Oncd she was running around the place naked in the

grass and he called to her to come back. Something in his

voice made her tear all the way down and she couldn’t stop

fast enough and banged into him, hitting her knee so hard

it really hurt. Gary picked her up then. She had her legs

wrapped around his waist, and her arms over his neck. With

her'.head on his shoulders and her eyes closed, she had the

odd feeling of a new presence near her. That was certainly

the word. The presence seemed kind of evil, and very black

in the dark, but it came from Gary and she found it kind of

half agreeable. She almost said to herself, well, if he is

the devil, I want to got nearer.
V , - -- • — • ■ — x- yr —‘ — • - — - - - - • ~ .

-whstit wasn’t a terrifying sensation so much as a strange

and'strong feeling, like Gary had brought down a lot of

spirits upon himself and was carrying them around in back of

the nuthouse." Of course, those psychos and loonies behind

all those screened windows could draw up anything out of the

night ground. They might be a force when it came to calling

spirits together. Maybe, Gary was a magnet to bad spirits.

I’"£rShe asked him there in the dark: "Are you the devil?”

G-- At that point, Gary set her down and didn't say any­

thing'.' it really got cold around them. Then he told Nicole
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that he had a friend in jail named Ward White who once

asked him the same question.

Years ago, when Gary was in reform school, he walked

into a room unexpectedly and Ward White was being butt-fucked

by another kid. Gary never said a thing about, it. He and

Ward White were separated for years, and then ran into each

other again in Oregon State Penitentiary. Then, they never

spoke of it. Yet one day, Gary came into the prison hobby
shop and Ward had just got Ihold of some silver. When Ward

asked him to make a ring with it, Gary put the Eye of Horus

into a design he copied from Egyptian drawings. He had seen

them in a book called "The Ring of Osiris." Then Gary decided

he wanted the ring for himself. He never mentioned the old

memory; he didn’t have to, Ward White just gave the Eye of

Horus over. Nicole always thought of the ring as being taken

from the kid who got butt-fucked.

Now Gary wanted to give it to her. He told her that

every soul had a third eye in the middle of their forehead.

The ring might help one to see it. He had her lie on the

ground and lower her lids. He said she should look for the

eye between her eyes—the eye that was usually closed. She

must.concentrate until it opened. When it did, she could

look through it.
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- Nothing happened that night. She was laughing too

much. She kept looking for a pyramid in the center of her

head, and saw nothing.

ar.ro on another night, she believed she did see the

eye. She was shaken by the fact that she saw something open.

It'wasn't that she could glimpse anything much, it was more

that answers seemed to come. Maybe it was the good lid they

had smoked. At times she could see her life coming back to

her through that eye and she even asked a question: Where
does God come from? p-.:t -..:e w? r.. .

-Gary now told her that he believed God was in every­

th ing« " Evil was also a part of God. ’ •* xtv •
memory: hv didn’t hove to, V’orr :.;h: t? -inst c = '-’e th'-

gcrvs That told her. It came down on her that Gary never

acted like he was afraid of anything, and yet he seemed to

expect something ugly to happen. It was like he would have

to pay for his good luck in finding her, and wanted it to

be over with, you know. She would think more and more about

her past life these days as if it were the only education

she could use, but so often her past life went by in her mind

like a movie of herself floating down the river, seeing no

more than the last time.- -x-. di:. t:.
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The day she left Jim Hampton, Nicole and Barrett

headed out for Denver, It was a cold trip. They went to

see a friend of his, visited for a week or two, then came

back to Utah and stayed with his folks. Nicole kept trying

to call Banere, Jim, but that was also Hampton's first

name, so she was more comfortable^ His mother, Marie, was

real nice, and took them in every way except oneC—Cs^e

wouldn't let them sleep in the house. Get yourself an apart­

ment/ or get married if you want to stay here, was the way

she drew the line, Nicole didn't care. The happiest she'd

ever been in her life was when she ran away and slept a

few nights in an orchard, so she didn't mind staying in a

Volkswagen on the street. It was Barrett who felt exposed.

He found out from his father that Jim Hampton had been over

with Charley Baker looking for them while they were in Denver

Nicole thought it was stupid that Hampton and her father

couldn’t mind their own business, but, as Barrett explained

to Nicole, he wasn't built to be confronted with a physical

challenge, so they found themselves another place and split.

n/erli
1W* they lived above a little bar on the main street in

Lahi, a scungy little apartment where the stairway leading 



up was really bad with winos. They were right above the bar.

At the end of the street was the desert and the wind whistled

in from it. The main window looked out on the street. She

could stand at the second floor window and watch her dad

come in the bar.

Then one day her dad showed up at the door. Everybody

had been looking for them, but it took her dad to find out

they xvere not only in the state, not only in town but, in

fact-, right above his favorite hangout. When Nicole answered

the door, her dad walked in and gave this shitty smile, asked

how she was. Then Barrett came over, and Charley said,

"Barrett, boy, I’m gonna cut your goddam balls off. ’ I’m

going to tear them out." He sounded like Clark Gable saying
ever z. ' ... ■' s: - r- -
it. Barrett said something kind of mild and cool like "Can

we talk about it first?" Then he told her dad that he wasn’t

evil and loved Nicole very much. Nicole just kept looking

Charley in the eye. Before it was all over, her dad went

home peacefully. She could hardly believe it.

A couple of days later, the cops came and busted Barrett

for being an improper person. That was the term for poor Jim

—Clmproper Person. She figured it was her mother, learning

about it from her father, who blew the whistle. Anyway, the

guy who supplied Barrett with dope to sell came along and

bailed him out. Then it was Nicole's turn. She and Barrett
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sat up one night in a friend’s van, eating orange sunshine

out of a matchbox, and the next day passed all burned out

and the next night they all took another hit from the orange

sunshine and Nicole freaked. They were sitting parked on

Center Street in Provo, the radio on and Grand Funk came on,

the song with the sirens, and suddenly everybody’s vibes in 

took off after her, caught her, drogjjier back, but he was 
self winging down the road, just running, you know 

the van kind of blended. All of a sudden, Nicole felt her­

feeling too loose himself. Nicole was unhandle-able. She 

was blowing it, freaking out and screaming. Barrett did a

stupid thing and took her to the hospital, but they couldn't

handle her. She began to run around telling the nurses how

ugly they were. She was seeing lions and tigers on the

wall. So they took her to the Youth Home.
K •

The trouble was, once into the youth home, ttetiiryrfe

wouldn’t let her out. S®g^tOld Barrett that if he wanted to

marry Nicole, he had to pay the hospital expenses first.

Otherwise, she’d be sent on to Reform School. Barrett had

to say to his folks, "Just let me marry her. That’s all I

ever wanted," and talked them into putting up the $180 that

was necessary.

Her mother gave her a black dress to be married in.

It was short and slit at.the sides. That really affected

Nicole, made her sad. She didn’t feel it was appropriate
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getting married in a black dress at fifteen. She didn’t

say anything to her mother, but it also bothered Nicole

that no one would even take a picture of them. She kept

thinking, they’ve got a camera in the place somewhere, they

might want a picture of us getting married. Nobody would

take one.

Living with Barrett, sex was pretty much the same as

with Hampton. She was a novice in those days. She wouldn’t

feel good nearly so much as she would make believe. Like

she never got her rocks off until a month after she was

married. Of course, she would no more start with Barrett

than she would flash to that first time when Uncle Lee told

her, if you stay up without your underwear, we’ll eat marsh­

mallows. She could be six again and on his lap. Now, that

he was dead her memory was playing tricks. In her memory

he got to look more and more like her father. So for the

longest time, it was hard for her to realize that anything

like sexual intercourse could let her feel good. In fact,

whenever it went on too long and she felt sore and burning,

or her breasts were tender from a mauling, it would simply

feel the same as when she was a child. Right after the

wedding, such memories were heavy. Still, she was crazy

about Barrett. He was so sweet and a kindred soul, They

swore to be poor but happy all their married lives.



-205-

Of course, at the onset, they weren’t that happy.

Barrett had a big worry and came in with a rap to his

father. It was real dramatic like a television series.

Barrett’s father, being an ex-cop, tended to buy it. "Look,

Barrett told him, "Some guys fronted me a little dope and

I blew it all, you know, I went and spent the money. Now,

I can’t pay, and they’re coming down on me. I gotta get

out of town." With that, he talked his father into getting

him some wheels, so he and Nicole could- get away. She

was scared. But they now had a used van, thanks to his dad,

put a mattress in back and took off. Only a long time later

did Nicole realize Barrett had run a line on his father and

probably wasn’t in trouble at all.

They ended up in San Diego at an old wooden hotel

called the Commodore, and she found a half-grown black

kitten about to get run over in the middle of the road and

went out and got it, and it was pregnant, and had kittens.

She thought that was pretty neat.

It was a funny time. They were kind of happy and

miserable at once. She had started to come with Barrett,

and that opened her up to a lot of crazy feelings. She

didn’t dwell on telling this to Gary but it was like she

was not there all the time and it reminded her of when she

eleven years old and used to fool around with dogs. She



had been at a stage in life then where she also felt hot

all the time, provided it wasn't people doing it to her but

herself. It embarrassed her to think of the dogs now and

she wanted to tell Barrett, but he didn't like to talk about

sex nearly so much as he liked to experiment with it. They

were having a rough time with money and welfare and the trip

was in danger of becoming a bummer, so Barrett even played

with the idea of selling her. It wasn't her so much as

that he was a born salesman and just wanted something to sell.

She told him she wouldn't mind too much at that point. It

was right about when she learned she could get her rocks off,

and so she was kind of ready to go out and do a little ex­

perimenting with the world. But after she considered it,

she finally decided she wouldn't mess with Barrett's ego.

He was such a jealous person.

Then they decided to leave San Diego and gave the cats

. away and drove back to Utah. When they got to Orem, they

left the car parked right on an exit to the Interstate, and
W _ _ ... “

Barrett didn't even stop at his folks house, just mailed them

a card telling them where he'd hid the keys to the van and

apologized for being unable to keep up the payments. He

felt funny, he kept telling Nicole, that his folks would

get their card post-marked Orem all the while they were

picturing their son in California.
?•’ i. z • 

€ '• eve v
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Now they hitchhiked around and went up to Modesto where

they ran into a weird guy who had one eye all screwed up,

and rented them a $50 a month tiny cabin, it had cockroaches,

They would turn off the lights, then turn them on to kill

the cockroaches. She discovered she was pregnant there, and

they had a fight whether they should have the baby. It was

not going to work, he argued, but it was just a time of de­

pression, no money, and cockroaches. Later, Nicole decided,

it might have been a fork in the river. Because she wanted

him to get a job, and he kept promising he would. Saying it

and doing it didn't work out equal, however. Barrett got them

a thirteen room house in American Fork for $80 a month from

a woman who was selling her place and wanted to be ablu to

show it. He didn't work so much as he had his friends over

and liked to party and got back into dealing. By the time

Nicole was six months into pregnancy, the party didn't let

up. One day the chief of police came over with the landlady,

and they gave Barrett back half a month's rent and evicted

him on the spot. He wanted to stay, but they put the money

in his hand, told him to go. Pregnantllike she was, Nicole

was upset at having to go live at her grandmother's for

a few days while he stayed with his folks. They owed a lot

of money, and Barrett did nothing all day but get stoned



with his friends. Life had become a drag.
I J

At that point, her dad came in from Midway on some

business. Just joking, he said, "Want to come back with

me?" She said, "Damn right!"
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That was how she left Barrett the first time, just

..took off in her seventh month as suddenly as she had left

Hampton. On the airplane she kept thinking of early days

with there was so much love she could even feel the
things slrrixsfet^was feeling. Feel the breath go into his

lungs and know if it was sad or made him soft and warm. She

and Barrett had been so much alike. Of course, such thoughts

came only after she was able to get on the plane with her dad

and had time to think. The onset of the trip didn’t go that

smoothly. She and Charley spent hours trying to get on a

military plane to Hawaii, and kept getting bumped. One of

the problems was that Charley didn't have her birth certifi­

cate to show how Nicole was his daughter, and so, she couldn’t

go on his military card. Being pregnant, she looked consi­

derably older than usual. Since her dad always looked young,

Charley appeared more like a boy friend or husband than a

father, which got her thinking about Uncle Lee like crazy.

For awhile she had the fantasy it was her father who got it

in Vietnam, and Lee who had come back pretending to be her dad

so that she was really his equal. They were finally going to

get it on like’ adults. Come to think of it, her dad always 



treated her with the special courtesy you give a sexy lady.

Maybe her thoughts were tickling his ear for Charley cer­

tainly got upset now at the idea of them being stuck over­

might. "If I don't get my daughter on this god damn plane,"

he swore, "I'm going to hijack the son of a bitch." Then

he walked out to the mess hall with her, and next thing they

knew, four MPs came up, saying, Would you go with us, Mr. Baker?

They took them right outside, and spread-eagled her father

against the wall, shook him down, took him to jail. Left

Nicole sitting back in the mess hall with eighty horny

sailors, and only about three chicks in the whole place.

When she went to go look for her father.’in jail, she saw

the largest cockroach ever in her life. It looked as big

as a mouse, and it came running out into the lobby whe.:e

Nicole was waiting, ran outside. She followed it, down the

steps, and around the building. She had nothing better to

do than run along with her big belly following that big

old cockroach.

Then her dad came out grinning from ear to ear. He

now had everything all straightened away. Because of the

mistake, they were now treating him and Nicole like king

and queen and the red carpet was out. So she got to Mid­

way in style. Her mother had no idea she was coming. When
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'walked

-her head.

in the house, Kathryne's eyes almost fell out of

Nicole remembered how skinny was, arid how as

she.hugged her, there was something hollow-looking about



Kathryne, as if it was all getting too much for her. April

and Mike, who had just been kids, were now getting wild. In

compensation, Nicole didn't even like to smoke in front of

her for a couple of days.

When Barrett found where she was, he ran up his old

man's phone bill. He got so emotionally worked up he told

her he felt so much in love that he had even gone to work

and had started a checking account, He was going to come

see her.
Nicole talked to him lovingly on the phone, but said

it would get her father in trouble, cause he had brought her

over , as a dependent by way of saving on the fare and so

everybody thought she was an unwed mother.

Damn if Barrett.didn't show up at the hospital anyway.

He wrote a check at the airport in Salt Lake which his dad

had to make good, and flew over, went to the hospital on the

ground floor, found out what building she was in, and sat

outside the window, as soon as her mother left the room,

waiting to catch her. When Nicole saw him, it was a very

Short meeting, but she was happy he had come. It made a

difference. Not a big one, however. She couldn't forgive

him everything.
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After Nicole had the baby, she got into a new kind of

cycle. 'On Midway, she began to date guys that never had

a piece of ass, or had never been laid right. That was in

part because Barrett had convinced her she wasn't any good

in bed, so she preferred to go with somebody who didn't

know what good was. Of course, Barrett had his hangup,

.which was that he couldn't count on getting it up with any

.■■girl but her. So he could be jealous as a maniac in a

kind of quiet way. Sometimes they'd be walking through

:town and some guy would smile at her, and Barrett would be

convinced she had fucked the fellow, but would hold it to

himself. Three or four days later, it would come out.

•..Then he'd treat her like a slut. Make a point of the number

cof itimes she had been tooled before she ever met him. The

cruelest innuendos about how big she was. She always

wanted .to reply that it wouldn't be so bad if he had some-

Ething thicker than a finger's worth of dick. His member

was thin, that was for sure. Still, it embarrassed the

-hell out of her. Occasionally, a little air would get in,

cand.there'd be these embarrassing sounds. Maybe Nicole

•.needed a period where she was just making it with guys who were

^absolutely grateful. Her ego could take a little boosting.

h:r ^v-^yilggg^SuniT^was^^pur months old, Nicole

came backAfrom Midway^ she had done lots of exercise and 



was looking real good, brown and slim and feeling good about

herself. The baby was beautiful, it was summer, and Barrett

was there to greet her at the airport looking prosperous

himself. He was moving a couple of pounds a day of the best

grass and he wanted her back with him. She had a new rap,

however. "I'm not your old lady," she told him, "and you’re

not- my old man. I can do what I want to do." Still, she

moved in. That was a summer when they got high all the

time on the best THC and Cannibanol. She -sbe really felt

like fucking. Maybe that's when she began to enjoy sex, and

Barrett:became the guy she could get her rocks off with con­

sistently, the guy with whom she was supposed to work it out.

Maybe it was conditioned reflex, but Barrett could make her a

little hot by walking into a room. The THC had mellowed her

out .and picked her "up, and she felt like dancing all the time.

(Except she started getting headaches whenever she was straight

and.her teeth began to hurt, and her kidneys. Powerful stuff.)

Still,, it made for some awful good sex with Barrett. It seemed

the longer she lived with Barrett, the better that sex got.

Only it was lonely. Because better the sex, less he knew

about her head. He just liked to be the big man, letting

people come in for what they needed. He enjoyed walking

around like the- dealer that people were .watching,;.! He was
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a.real actor. It was just that karma was a blank to him.

No way to get to Barrett about Karma. Nicole gave him a

book "A World Beyond" by Ruth Montgomery Ford. He told

her later he read it, but that’s absolutely all he said.

Such a comment wasn't much for a man as smart and quick­

witted as he was. It certainly did no good for Nicole,

since that was the summer she was also getting kind of 

suicidal, what with smack and Cannibanol. She had one
nightmare where she thoughtjshe' d died, and the impression

lasted for a week. In the dream she took pills and laid

down in a grave dug in the desert. It was comfortable,

and dark outside. She just lay there getting sleepier.

When her last seconds came, a complete soft blackness also 

came over, and she welcomed it. Just as she slipped into

the blackness, she woke up. Death had spoken to her and said

Come to me.

She was so shook up she told Barrett how death was

something she wasn't afraid of. I would always welcome it,

she said. He said, Hey, look, I love you. You're much too

valuable. But he didn't have anything to give her on the

subject.

They began to have a couple of personal troubles too.

One night, feeling as .horny as the hot summer night, she went 



up to him in a sweet little way and said, "Why don't you

sleep on the couch and give Vaughn a break," Vaughn being

the partner staying with them. She just wanted to sleep

with Vaughn, and it freaked Barrett out. He lay down on

the couch, and Vaughn got in bed with her, but Barrett was

.so pissed, he took off in his car, then came back about 15,

20 minutes later, told Vaughn to get out of the bed, and

Vaughn went back and lay on the couch. That seemed to be

the end of that.
A couple of nights later, Barrett must have started

figuring this is what she really wants, you know, because

he took her to a party up the Canyon and went out of his way

.to share her with a couple of friends. After that, Barrett

.kind of broke down. They had a big fight and Nicole threw

a machete at him which missed. It went through the screen

.door. Then she threw a hammer^—Othat went through the

kitchen window. Then they broke it off. She took Sunny,

and went to live with Rikki and Sue at her great-grandmother’s

house.

...That only substituted one misery for another. She

never got along worse with Sue who actually made off with- a

pair of her shoes. Sue always left shitty diapers around and

-Nicole kept giving her a bad time for that. The house 

stank



Before too long, the scene blew up. Rikki and Sue came

in on her making love in her great-grandmother's bed with

Tom Fong a Chinaman. He was nice people and made good money

ripping off his boss in a Chinese restaurant, and he Wanted

to marry Nicole. Just another man in her life who wanted

to marry her. Anyway, it wasn't even her great-grandmother's

bed, but her great-grandmether^-s twin bed, and ^he had been

dead for months. She'd taken ere for some privacy

—~he was giving her massages, which was his specialty^and

Rikki and Sue just happened to walk in. After Tom Fong left,

there was a terrible argument and Rikki promised to knock

her on her ass if she ever talked that bad to him again.

Then an aunt and uncle came over and were horrified at how

it had taken place in that bed. Her aunt was so mad she

wanted to fight. One word, she warned, and she'd beat the

shit out of Nicole. Her uncle got so mad, he was shaking

from head to toe and wouldn't listen to anything she said.

Then he called her a whore, and actually hit her across the

face. She got out with Sunny in her arms and left, threw

a bunch of stuff into a pillowcase, diapers, baby food,

bottles, found a back-pack, took off. A guy picked her up.

He was driving to Pennsylvania. She didn't care where she

was going. The fellow had busted up with a girl not long

before. Nicole didn't know if she liked him or not, but he

sure needed somebody. So she took off with him and they
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ended up living together in Devon, Pennsylvania, where he

made a pretty good living in his leathercraft shop. They

talked of getting married. He was a real performer in bed,

and worked very hard to please her.
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This fellow, whose name was Kip Eberhart, proved

difficult to live with, however, after she told him about

herself. It provoked his paranoia. Nov; when he was out to
work, he worried that Nicole was in bed with a guy in their

very trailer. In fact, she never did have anyone there, but
she couldn’t convince him. It really messed |her”~headyu^

What bothered her was th^t she did have thoughts of bringing

in this or that stud to while away an afternoon.

Kip went to ridiculous lengths. He even accused her

of going to bed with a fat old man who came to work on the

trailer and had a face black from dirt. Occasionally, Kip'd

beat her up. Oh, Jesus, it was shit. It hurt Nicole that

she loved Kip and he was such an asshole. Maybe that hurt

her more than all the other guys put together. Later, con­

sidering she gave a year of her life to him and he almost

took her mind away, she was bitter about him. She had tried

so hard to make him understand that she/was faithful. She



got to despise him for hitting her. He was only a little

guy, small and wiry and stoop-shouldered, so they had some

pretty mean fights, she even came close to winning a couple.

. Nicole was seventeen when she found out she was preg­

nant again. The moment she told Kip he vzas so happy for



himself,' and so happy for both of them. They were going to

have a baby he kept saying and she felt disgusted. She

didn’t want to spend the rest of her life with this guy.

She had never known how to keep from getting pregnant.

In fact, this second time she only found out w-hdSS she was

pregnant while she was in the Planned Parenthood Association

building near Devon, after going over one fine day to get

an IUD. Nicole had never taken pills, or watched the calendar.

She had read how at certain times of the month you get preg­

nant more than other times, but didn't know when. She'd

read about it in different places, and they seemed to mention

different days. Besides she never thought about it much.

Hell, she was just a kid and growing up with Sunny. She

hadn't even gotten a diaphragm until Sunny was a year old.

Merely started thinking about it. She somehow knew she

wasn't going to get pregnant. But after she'd been with Kip

a while, there was a student nurse who lived nearby and kept

after her to make an appointment at Planned Parenthood. By

the time she finally put in an appearance, it was to learn

she was sure carrying a baby.

Telling Kip made it worse. He was so happy that she

began trying to believe she was also happy. It didn't work.
C •



Impossible to discuss it. He would sit there with

his beautiful black beard and his curly hair and all he

could say was "I love you." He loved her enough for both

of them. On and on. He became so emotional she couldn't

handle it. But then he was always difficult to listen to.

He'd start to say something and it would take hours for

him to get two words out. She'd have to sit there waiting,

a smile on her face, wanting to say, I'm not a mindreader,

you know. But then it was worse when she could tell what

he was going to say. He would still drag it out. She would

just sit there waiting and waiting. She couldn't be that

loving and affectionate to wait for hours for Jesus Christ

to get out his two words. That made her want to escape as

much as anything.

. Plus the paranoia. He sure had a lot. Every so often

he would say somebody was following him, or some trouble was

going to catch up. Weird messes. He'd explain it, and say,

See, you know? She wouldn't see anything. She couldn't see

at all. •

In any case, she said goodbye and took the Greyhound

to Utah. Twenty-four hours after she left Kip, she was in

bed with a nice guy she met on the bus. It wasn't a big deal

but he made her feel relaxed, and she laugHjed and talked.



After all, she wasn't in a real big hurry to get back to

anything.
Coining in from Pennsylvania pregnant, she thought

about having an abortion. All the time, every day, all

day. But she was afraid to. She had kept putting it off

until it was too late. She couldn't bring herself to kill

a baby. She loved Sunny so much, and she had had Sunny with

Barrett who she couldn't stand any more. So she couldn't

see killing a new baby she might also love like that.

J When Jeremy was born, there was nobody with her except

the doctor, and her mother's kid sister, Aunt Kathy, who was

terrific. Kathryne and Charles were in Hawaii where he was

working on a Navy base.

It was a premature birth and so fast and easy, even if
ne wr•_.< c ■ l r: ■. -
it hurt like crazy the last few minutes. She kept thinking

of Kip whom she'd just seen the day before. He'd been just

passing through Utah, he claimed. He had driven out from

Pennsylvania, but he made a point of saying he hadn't come out

only to see her. She knew that was so she wouldn't be angry

and think he was still checking up on her. Anyway, he had no

address. Maybe he really was just driving around. There was

nd"way to call him when the baby was born.

Barrett, however, was on the spot. Later Nicole couldn't

believe the games he had played with her.' Even though he knew 



it was Kip’s kid, Barrett came to the hospital. She’d been

living with Barrett a little bit since she'd come back. It

was a tricky scene. They were living together,, but she was

trying to get him to sign papers for a divorce. All the

/while he was playing his little game about how hurt he was,

and how much he wanted her. He was not himself without her.

_They were going to be a family yet. It was bullshit as far

as Nicole was concerned, but solid enough to keep her on

.and off with Barrett.

E The day after she had Jeremy, there he was at the hos-

_pital. Even though they'd very recently told each other to

-go to hell. Barrett said that when he saw Jeremy, he felt

.the boy was just like his kid, it even felt like his son.

Nicole decided to live with Aunt Kathy after she got

- out of the hospital, and Barrett kept coming around. Still,

she felt as if she were getting out from his subtle clutches.

... In the meantime, Jeremy had been so premature, she had to

leave him at the hospital. She would hitch-hike over to see

-him about every other day.

• . Barrett would thumb a ride with her. He carried on

: over the baby. He told her how it didn't matter to him. He

r. really wanted her, new baby and all. But she didn't care

the way he did. It was very emotional for Barrett but just 



an everyday thing to her. Their life together, that is.

She said, well, I'll live with you for a while.

Being two months premature, Jeremy spent something

like four weeks in an incubator. She had to admit that

Barrett really seemed to like going to the hospital, putting

on the white shirt and mask, and looking at the baby. He

had never had that with Sunny.

Nicole just enjoyed the hitchhiking. Up to the time

Jeremy was born, she had been working full hours in a motel,

changing beds and scrubbing bathrooms. That was about all

she'd command, considering she had finished the seventh grade

and went through bits and pieces of the eighth. Anyway, she

finally called Kip in Pennsylvania. She wanted someone be­

sides Barrett to relate to the fact she had a baby. Kip

couldn't believe he already had a son. He thought it was

still weeks away. Anyway, he didn't stammer a bit, and was

.so nice on the phone that she decided to try again with him.

She waited until Jeremy could come out of the hospital, then

took a plane Kip paid for. After she got back to Pennsylvania

however, she still kept thinking about Barrett. Jim was main­

taining that confusion by sending little postcards and gifts.

Terrible to say but she was not without second thoughts.

■ed.was a pretty place up in the mountain^ b’-t trail

She and Kip lived in the same trailer as before. It



until the second day he was back at work in the leathercraft

shop. She been busy with the kids and the place was a bit 

messy, at least the front room, so she was rushing back and

forth picking things up, sticking them under the couch. He

really liked the house clean. If it didn't look right, he

always thought she'd been fucking off for the day with some

guy—at least that's how he'd been before. So she was trying

to pick up when Kip came in.

Nicole was standing there waiting to kiss him, but he 

didn't look at her. Instead he began to squint. she had

that horrible sinking feeling. She had seen that look before.

He kept prowling around the house. Then he went into

the bathroom. As she strolled by, Kip was in the hamper

looking over her underwear for gunk. It was really gross.

She kept trying to get him to say what made him so suspicious.

Finally he told her that he'd seen two people walk in front

of the window as he drove up. Since there were two windows,

the inside window and the storm window, he had probably seen 



two shadows, but he wouldn’t .believe there was nobody but

her in the house. He swore to God he’d seen two people.

That was enough to get her screaming.

Back in Utah everyone in.'.her family carried on how

lucky she was to have a girl and a boy. Nicole didn’t think

it was that great taking care of two kids when she didn't

necessarily want one. Her main feeling was getting to be

that she had missed out on a lot.
Once again, Barrett met her at the airport. They

talked about old times and went to his pad and listened to

some favorite records. He moved in her stuff. Barrett

had told her he had been getting this very house ready for

her and wouldn't bother her. But in fact he had a couple

of friends staying with him, and they were blowing dope, and

he kept putting off leaving. After a few days, he got mad

and said it was his fucking house. Right on. Back with

Barrett and nothing to do about it. No money, no car, no

house, two kids. Her parents were home from Midway and they

offered to let her stay, but she didn't like to come home

whipped. Besides they were having their own problems.

Charley had had to resign from the Navy because of a mess

the kids got into, and April was starting to flip out. It

looked like they were- all going to be graduates of the nut

house. One education or another. Anyway, her own life was
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^Rikki came over and paid the $110 bail and brought M

home. It was like two in the morning. Took him home to

Nicole, and she wasn't mad at that point. She was really

understanding. But Barrett was in trouble. They packed

up their stuff in the next couple of days and moved to Verno,

Utah. It was the end of business for awhile.



----- By now Nicole was letting things slide, really smoking

grass, doing a lot of speed. Things didn't bother her as

much. Barrett was driving oil trucks in Verno, which is to

say, he would get a job, lose it, get another. He had a short

fuse. in fact, could tell his boss to go to hell with­

out much provocation. Once she did get so desperate for

a little security that she tried picking both kids up and

moving out, and was walking down the street with a few be­

longings when Barrett drove up that road heading home. So

they got into a big fight. He seriously tried to beat the

shit out of her. Instead she got ghold of Sunny's toy chair

and marked him up pretty good. He had black and blue marks

everywhere. Therefore, she didn't leave. It was too agree­

able to look at him.
/

Once in a while, she'd think about going back to school

and even made a few phone calls, or wrote letters to a couple

of places, but whether Barrett or Kip, it didn't matter, they

would say, Yeah, yeah. Kip, especially, used to tell her she

didn't need to go to school. He could support her. She

decided they saw her as a stupid chick who was nice to call

their own, hell, she was always following a man around the

country.
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Then Barrett talked her into moving again. At

least, so she thought. Barrett borrowed a truck and

started to transport their stuff. Before she knew it, he had

sold the furniture, their stereo, her blow-dryer and the

lamps. He took the money, bought drugs to deal, and took

off. Furniture or no, she got registered in school, then

picked up some money from welfare to rent another trailer.

She got something like $130 a month for Jeremy in stepchild

support, and lived in a little trailer court, away from

everything, just a small store. She loved her privacy there.

With Barrett gone, it was kind of a happy time in her life.

Only the rent, $90 a month, bugged her. She didn't have

enough left for food and began to get uptight again.

t Along came a guy named Joe Bob Sears, a lot older than

Mbm Maybe he was only thirty, but he seemed ages older.

She felt more sensible about him than she had felt about

anybody up to then. He was straight. Been through some

pretty heavy-duty things, but now he was trying to straighten

his life out, and was going to church. She went with him

for a few months before they got married. Two weeks later,

she learned he was a sadist. He truly liked to be rough.

She had to get used to the new Joe Bob sitting on her and

smacking her, ’spanking her. She found out all that two weeks

from the day they were married, after learning nothing about

this side of him for all the three or four months of sleeping 



with him before they got married. For all that time, she

only knew that he took good care of himself, worked hard,

and really liked her kids. He had good ideas on how to raise

kids. In fact, Joe Bob was better with Jeremy than she was.

Somehow she'd never been able so far to love Jeremy like

Sunny. Maybe because she had gotten to hate Kip so much for

fucking with her head. Even when thu. buL^was four months

old, he'd start to cry and she'd pick him up. If he didn't
stop, she'd throw ^^srey^Dack in his crib. She never hurt

him, but still she was thudding him against the mattress and

spanking him once in a while. Joe Bob actually treated

Jeremy more like a human being than she did. So she had to
fac^ into that. Maybe it was because Joe Bob had a child

of his own that he'd hardly ever seen.

After they got married, Nicole and Joe Bob left Sunny
her. r-y--: : . . . . .
and Jeremy with Charley and Kathryne, and took^for Mississippi.

His father was dying there of cancer, and Joe Bob wanted to

visit. Nicole had a funny kind of respectability with her

mother this visit. She was being approved of in a marriage
............ J,

for once. They took off with her parents blessing and headed

for Joe Bob's home. There they spent a nice week before the

stuff started.

One night Nicole got the shock of her life. Joe Bob's

folks had the biggest butcher shop in town, and they kept a 



few cows'for their own use, back in the barn. On this

night, Nicole happened to be out in the barn and she

looked through the planks and on the other side of a

small fenced-rin enclosure was a calf sucking on her

husband.

: Once in a while, Joe Bob had talked funny about

books where he'd seen pictures of a chicken fucking a

dog, crazy things like that, and he had wanted to know if

she'd ever seen such a picture. He had a male dog that

made her nervous, because the dog hated her so bad that

Joe.Bob used to keep him in a cage, or put a muzzle on him

when he tried to get the dog used to her. Never worked.

Joe .Bob would say queer things about animals, but she just

let them slide. Now, she could say to herself, Man, what

am I doing here? Yeah. Really. At that moment Nicole

said to herself, "I'm going to be a loser forever. Face

it." 'She was shivering with the thought it had all come

to visit her because of the time she fooled around with a

dog when she was eleven.

f-~- ..what gloom. She had to pretend to herself she hadn't

seen Joe Bob with the calf. All the while, he was talking

about taking over his father's butcher shop. They'd be

surrounded by animals then. Dead ones. It turned out his

father wasn't sick the way Joe Bob had let on in Utah, but 



ready to retire. They were even going to go back and pick

up Nicole’s kids, then come down to Mississippi again.

Nicole felt trapped worse than ever.

nvs. -Fifteen minutes after they got back to his house in

Utah, there couldn’t have been more trouble. They walked

around the house, and his little trailer was gone. Joe Bob

knew immediately who had stolen it, since he had ripped it

off the guy in the first place because the fellow owed him

money. Now it was gone. Some of his animals were out of

their cage and running around wild. The house was being

•repaired and there was paneling being put up, floors torn,

■floors lifted up, sinks being put in. It was all supposed

to be finished, and nothing done. Joe Bob was out talking

to the cops. Nicole was standing at the door, and had a

■splitting headache. The kids, whom they’d just picked up

from Kathryne and Charley, were crying, and she heard the

cop; explaining that possession is nine-tenths of the law

and there wasn't much Joe Bob could do since he'd never

taken legal possession of the trailer. Then Joe Bob came

back and started explaining it to her. She said, I know,

I know. X heard. I don't want to hear. She swore she was

•faint, and didn't want to talk. He began to get rude. She

began to get rude back. She must have said something to set

it off because fifteen minutes after they were home, he

picked her up and threw her across the room.



Then he came over, picked her up and threw her again.

There were mattresses on the floor, but she bounced off a

few walls. Was that how it felt to Jeremy?

Then he sat on her, and he choked her, and said he wasn't

having any more of this. He wasn't having any more of that.

He-was telling her how she was his slave now. Nicole had

never been in such a situation before. He was over 200

pounds and most of it up in the back and shoulders. She

didn't dare lift her finger. One time, she put her hand up

to protect her face, and he thought she was trying to hit

him. Man, for that, he flipped out, and sat on her for hours,

smacked her now and again when he felt like it. He kept her

in. a little room for a few days while the kids were in the

front room. He halfway fed the kids.

Joe Bob didn't lock the door, but she still couldn't

leave that room.. He wouldn't let her. She cried a lot.

Sometimes she screamed. Sometimes she'd sit there for hours.

When he would come in, he would cuff her for making noise.

Then she wouldn't let any emotion come over her face, or

make a sound. She would act like he wasn't there. She knew

she would leave as soon as she could, but he kept her there.

Gave the kids a meal or two a day. Only allowed them to come

in the room with her once in a while. Joe Bob also fucked 



her a lot during these times-—Cho change in his habits there

—^and called her Poopsie and Baby Doll and Honey. Sometimes

she'd scream and holler, other times act like it wasn't

happening. After a while she remembered he had a gun and

wondered how she could get hold of it. She wanted to shoot

him. It was a hand gun and huge. That was what kept her

going. That she could find the gun and kill him. She made

.it clear that he could wipe her out but she wasn't going

to stay with him. Never.

-o ???-■?. About as soon as he realized she meant never, between

.God and herself, never, he said, "We're getting a divorce."

He. took her to the courthouse and then to his lawyer's house

.and said to Nicole, "One word of complaint, and, lady, I'll

get you when we’re home."

When they were done at the lawyer's office and she

realized she would have to go back to Joe Bob's house and

spend even one more night there, she freaked out. Her

j^oice got hysterical about how she didn't want to go back

with him. The lawyer's secretary was there, but didn't

’do anything. And the kids were in the car. As soon as

Joe Bob got her down the road a little ways, he started

smacking her, you know. The kids were climbing in and out

of the front seat and he threw them in the rear.



Well, it went on, maybe another week. He'd only

punish her once or twice a day now, even allowed her to
go out in the yard. He even left for work. She suspected

a trap and didn't move at first. But after a couple of

days she took off one morning and went to the bus station.

It was Jeremy's first birthday. She called Sue Baker who

came and got her and let her stay for a few days. Then

Barrett was over to rescue her once again. He always showed

up when there was nobody else in the whole fucking world.

He knew it. He loved it. He was the only one who would

help her out of the worst situations. Prince Charming.

They lived with the kids in a little tent on the lawn of a

friend of his. Then they got an apartment in Provo and

had Christmas together. All the while she was trying to make

it clear to Barrett she didn't want to live with him, and he

was trying to convince her she did. Finally they had one more

fight, one more fight, and Barrett split to Cody, Wyoming
P f.r'Ptc.l-Q

with a friend of his also named Barrett.’^ That was just after

she found the house in Spanish Fork, the house that was like

something funky out of a fairy tale.



■Gary and Pete



Gary got the idea

was working that morning over at

had plans for the weekend,,

p’°
that Annette Gurney, Tony's daughter,

might be available. He

somebody bad. Alai 

On the second Saturday in June,Jthey/lost their 

babysitter temporarily. Rosebeth had to go off with her

parents to visit relatives and so Gary and Nicole needed

Vern's shop lettering a sign when Annette came into the

store with Ida. fifes- was staying with Vern and Ida for the

weekend while Tony and Howard Gurney were ff
k _on a short vacationvtrdra7" with" tfig

Ida was opposed to the idea of Annette babysitting for

Gary. Her grand-daughter might look sixteen^but was

twelve. It was too much responsibility for Annette to look •(

after two little kids by herself.



Gary didn't relinquish the possibility. While taking

cans of paint from Vern's store out to his car, he asked

Annette to help. As they were moving the stuff, Gary said

he'd give her $5 to babysit. She wanted to, she told him,^ 4* j
but couldn't. Then she smiled and told him she had a present^ and

took it out of her pocket. It turned out to be a plaque. She

had painted it expressly for Gary in appreciation of a couple

of painting lessons he had given her. It had a little photograph

of Fonzie in part of the plaque. Annette said that Gary reminded

her of the Fonz. Gary was so pleased he gave Annette a peck on

the cheek, and put his arm around her. They strolled down the

street hand in hand while Gary kept trying to talk her into talk­

ing Ida into agreeing on the babysitting.

Pete GajSgJvan-;- who rented a cottage back of Vern's house,

happened to be coming into the shop as they were going out and

he noticed Gary and Annette walking closely together and he

didn't like the sight of it.

1, •' J'1.1.!.!. j-’41. TT-  -ZlL
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than anyone under God. It was like he had come out of

store when the picture of Gary and the young girl began

to bother He went back out to the street and

walked after them, and saw that Gary had Annette leaning 

against a wall while he talked to her, and his arm was on 

.the wall. He was chatting with her as if trying to make a

lot of points as fast as he could. Pete went back into the 

store. "Ida," he said, "I think Gary is propositioning

your granddaughter." ’Ida came to the window and saw Gary

and Annette strolling back, hand in hand.

When Tony came Ida told her about the
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"Mama," Annette said to Tony, "honestly, we didn't do

anything wrong. I gave Gary the plaque, and he gave me a

little kiss on the cheek."

"Well, why did you walk down the street with him?"

"Because a big red bug—the biggest beetle I ever saw—

was flying by. We just followed up the street looking at it."

"And you held hands."

"I like him, Mama."

"Did he touch you anywhere? Did he kiss you on the

mouth, or give you anything more than just an affectionate

kiss?"

"No, Mama." Annette gave Tony a look like she was nuts

to ask
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iiwiit -day VernXuWF*Pete that Gary had said he was going

tp punch him out real good. Pl Lu. '■iliuultF Watch'“B4a^. Vern said,

"If Gary comes in and wants to start a scrap, I don'.t want
that in the store. You go in the back and fight it ont.J^_ Pffjf

fc** l&tS’t’ £>(?
£SE& didn't want to fight, he didn’t believe in it. He knew

Gary had been in fights before, and he'd heard all about 3Bfc

trip up to Idaho and the man he put in the hospital. So,

Pete worked with an unhappy heart. He didn't want to fight

anybody. He had too many responsibilities. Besides *iadcs=p®r=>
v.... -•  1$ sfttVC?

J , n y_. Vern to pay part of his rent, he
___

ww also wxllngElS three other jobs. He was employed by the

Provo School District to take care of the swimming pool, he

was a part time bus driver and he cleaned carpets on the side.
He was also trying to.get back in the good graces of the Mormon

Church and that made calls on his time. Moreover, he was doing

his best to help his small beautiful blond ex-wife Elizabeth

with the multitudinous finances of raising seven kids from

another marriage.



Wtofr, ,wi th .rHdl—
bhiu 'iiuim niut no Lu"wcw^»en hi»wj^zarious nervous breakdowns'^

^which required hospitalization and lithium treatment. J”*tHs==» 1

' a Trww-<»<q--tn ghi m^nl-f-had-^1 nervous

Just thinking about getting into trouble with
Gary, stiffened up Pete’s muscles and back. e&fve
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. Monday, in the lunch hour, Pete was working in the shop,

when Vern said, "Here comes Gary." K
He looked just the way Pete had pictured him in his

mind—all steamed up, the ugliest expression you could en­

counter. ........

Pete ..cGary started by saying, "I don't like what you said

.-about me the other day. I want an apology."

ticula:Pete said, "I’m sorry if I upset you, but I can't

apologize for what I said. My ex-wife has girls around that

.age, and I feel'... ." ,

r ? . Gary interrupted, "Did you see me do anything?"

"I didn't actually see you do anything," Pete said,

?"but the appearance left no doubt in my mind what you were

thinking." That sounded too strong, and so he added, "I

apologize for what I said to Ida. That was wrong. Maybe

.-.I should have kept my mouth shut. I apologize for talking

too much. But your interest in the girl still didn't look 



honest to me." Pete just couldn’t step all the way down
when>!ie*1^«^'he was part right. "All right," Gary said.

want to fight."

Vern was right there and told them, "Out back, not in

here." There was a customer in the store.

Pete was exhausted. He sure didn’t want to do this.

But he walked to the back of the store a step or two ahead

of Gary and tried to get himself psyched up by remembering

some of his own little feats of strength. He^kaA a=>

aTra===^-5^he thought of how he

had won the high school state title for the shotput. He had

done construction work and knew his way around weight-lifters

--Pete was concentrating to build himself up to an' idea of

strength as large as his own body, when, just as he reached

the rear door to the yard, he was slammed on the neck from

behind, and almost went down. He staggered and he swung

around, and as Gary rushed, ^i^caught hA* hcei^rn a headlock.
Immediately, ^e^dropped in that position right to the floor.

That was a lot better than boxing. Then he proceeded to

bang Gary's head on the cement. Keeping the grip put a

great deal of pressure on Pete's ribs, and his glasses broke

in their case. Next day Pete even had to go to the chiropractor

J



for his neck and his ribs, but he had Gary now. He could

see Vern standing right there and observing.

The bind Pete had across Gary's face was so tight

that Gary began to bleed from the mouth. Pete said, "Had

enough?" He was thumping Gary's head on the floyr with a

regular beat.
Vern thought that if Gary had wanted to stand up and

punch nose to nose, he could have whipped Pete. But here

the guy had got the hold and was using all his 220 pounds.

That hold was the luckiest thing in the world for Pete.

Gary could hardly breathe. He was just going "Oh, ohhh, ahh,

ahh," mumbling. That was about all he could manage. Vern

waited a minute, cause he wanted Gary to get what he was

•getting, then he said, "OK, he's had enough, let him up,"

"and Pete undid his grip.

- fie was white in the face and bleeding from the mouth.

'He had a look in his eye. It was as mean as any look Vern

had seen.

Vern cusse(j him out. "You asked for it," he said.

"That was a rotten thing to do, hit somebody from behind."

"Think it was?"

c--c = -j "Call yourself a man?" Vern got him by the arm. "Get

in the bathroom. Clean yourself up." When Gary just stood



there, Vern pushed him directly into the bathroom. He didn t

push too.easily, but Vern pushed him anyway and then Gary

turned around and said, "That's the way I fight. First hit

counts. Get the job done."
"First hit," said Vern. "But not from the back. You're

no man. Get yourself cleaned up and go home."

Pete started collecting himself. He was shook up too.

When Gary came out of the bathroom and still wanted an apology,

and looked ready to fight, again, in fact now looked ready to

do anything, Pete walked over to the telephone and picked it

up. He said, "If you don't leave right now, I'll call the

police."

There was a considerable pause at this remark, and the

air must have echoed the determination in his remark, for, after

a pause, Gary most certainly left.

Pete made the call from the pay phone anyway. He didn't

like the look in Gary's eye. When a cop came, he filled out

a preliminary report and then told Pete to come and file

another report at the station. Which Pete did.

Nor were Vern and Ida altogether opposed to this. They

told Pete that Gary was getting more out of line every day.

So, Pete went ahead and got the name of Gary’s parole officer,

Mont Court, and gave him a. call as well. When Mont Court said,, 



that Gary came from another state, and so he wasn't even sure

he could send him back to jail that routinely. Pete had

the feeling that the buck was being passed. Mont Court was

listening to him just cause he had to listen. Pete began

to think that Gary wouldn't be arrested unless he really

worked at it. -

That night, Pete went to visit his ex-wife Elizabeth.

The next time it happens," he said to her,|"Gary is going to

kill me. He wants to fight all the time.'y^W^SSSS^^wa^teawy

and vms wiser L1CT1

wss' sp-i-r-ifeg

^AUr-M4-ujJ i ri- 1 she— to ld-h4Bi—to===x

•nu rui1 i jwMtd- 'and' j us tei*4,^lx-fUT'yTrETM^""» ■ -

s~r ' &**t==^=e=be=sces2=no^s "It's a certainty („'ti==he=5:s$^5=^'He' s

going to kill me. Either me or somebody else. I know what

—-P-Hh- i f t-h

ioai==tJKMs
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Aafty~fnore. ~ So-^fftF^1
d»&ld=Eiiz^heih?='nI want to put him back in jail. I want him
’there where he won't harm anybody. That's where he belongs,

and I'm going to press charges."



r Next day at work, Gary's mouth was swollen and his

face discolored.

"What happened?" Spence asked.
.7?- e "Ah, I was drinking beer," Gary said, "and a guy said

something I didn't like. So I took a swing at him."

nexer "Looks like the guy got the best of it," Spence said.

I?Oh, no. ’You ought to see him-."

coin. "Gary, you're on parole," lectured Spencer McGrath.

;"If you're at a bar and get in a fight, they'll throw your

tail in jail. Then there's a world of trouble. If you can't

handle a drink, leave it alone."

Later that morning, Gary came over to him. "Spence, I

thought about it," he said quietly, "and I believe you were

telling me for my own good. I'm going to quit drinking."

gjiflaprirT. Ihart
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■gh'iw day,»Gary was expecting Nicole for lunch but when

she did not show up, he sat down next to Craig Taylor, the

foreman. They had gotten to be friendly enough to eat to­

gether time to time. It worked out well because Gary liked

to converse and Craig never said a word more than he had to,

just flexed his big arms and shoulders over his medium-size

body. Today, Gary began to speak of

awl a<]iiiv hr?

fthacp rlnyr, mention*®^ that he knew

Charles Manson. ■ c --V

r.cj----.-Name dropping, Craig decided, blinking his eyes behind

his glasses as he looked at Gary. They were sipping beer,

and Gary was always a lot braver when he had a few beers.

"Once I killed a guy," said Gary, "in prison. He was black

and big and I stabbed him 57 times. Then I propped him up

bn his bunk, crossed his legs, put his baseball cap on his

head, and stuck a cigarette in his mouth. That day I had a



fight with three other black people in a row. Just to let

them know I was there, I called them niggers."

Craig noticed that Gary was taking pills at the time.

A white downer or something. Fiorinol. He offered Craig

one. Craig said he didn't want any. Since Gilmore was
drinking, the pills didn't seem to make much difference in

his personality.
Nicole's visit made a change, however. She came in

just as they were done eating, and took Gary aside. Craig

could see how the two of them looked upset about something,

and .were squeezing each other’s hands. Then they gave each

Other a.big kiss and said goodbye. The big kiss didn't im­

press Craig. He knew that, was Gary's way of showing he had a

beautiful chick and everybody better know it. But the

squeezing of hands. Craig did think of that a little.
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~e£-‘During her visit, Nicole had told Gary that Mont Court 

had come by the house in Spanish Fork that morning to tell

her that Pete'was pressing charges of assault. Gary was in

big trouble if the charges weren't dropped.

~r‘-r Gary told her not to worry about it.

As soon as she left. Gary, however, Nicole began to

worry. She couldn't believe that he might go back to jail.

It was like a doctor had come to the house and told her they

were going to amputate her legs or take out an eye. It was

weird. The Parole Officer, Mont Court, had been a big good

looking kind of innocent-looking Mormon, like he was captain

of the swimming team or the tennis team, kind of blond ajxt 



and just a little strait-laced. He had been embarrassed

terribly by her sister April who was sitting in Nicole's

Mustang when he arrived, and must have liked his looks, or

just been too warm—who knew what April was ever up to

but she anyway took off her halter, and was sitting with her

bare back up against the car window when he came out. He

made a point of walking around the back of Nicole's car so

he wouldn't be caught staring at April's bare breasts on that

quiet street. Nicole would have loved to be able to laugh at

that moment but she was sick with panic.

Seeing Gary did not reassure her. She knew the way he

felt. He was not that far from slaughtering Pete. She de­

cided she better go over and talk to Galovan herself.
During nc.r A

r.ai co— -J- fefa? -- :
Grubby. lived in a little cottage and it stank. She

tried to tell him that Gary had his problems and was trying

to straighten out. She said the last thing that would do

anybody any good was to send Gary back to prison. All the

while, Pete was dressed in a smelly T-shirt and dirty pants.

He just kept telling her a lot of stupid things. He said Gary

got him pretty good.

She tried to keep calm and say sensible things. She
veirc.
wanted to explain Gary to him and not get real upset. Pete,

J . c ■ . .:.
she told him, this guy's been locked up a long time. It takes

a while to get used to being out.
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But Pete Galovan was rude. He kept interrupting her

all the time as if he didn’t want to hear. Just a big plain

old oaft a rude person. "The guy is dangerous," Pete said

to her. "He needs help." Then he added, "I've been working

hard long hours, and I shouldn't have to take this kind of

thing. He treated me badly. I'm now in pain."

. ;She kept working on his sympathy. Pete would understand

what she was saying, she said to him. He could see that she

loved Gary, and love was the only way to really help a guy.

".Love," said Pete, "is the only way to bring in the

spiritual power of God on a situation."

cicri "Yes," said Nicole.

"But it's a tough situation. Your man is far gone.

He's a killer., I believe. He wants to kill me."

tried At; that moment, Pete was looking so ugly to her that

she finally said, "Even if you go aid .press charges, he'll

be out on bail. He'll have a chance to get you then." She

ke£t her eyes on him. "Pete, even if they lock him up right

away and he doesn't have a chance to do anything, he's still

more important to me than my life. He's a hell of a lot

more important to me than your life. If he don't get you,

I will." ; . ■ ■ '

war.cShe had never said anything she meant more than that,

and she could feel the shock come over Pete as if he were

bleeding inside over every part of him, past and present.
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feerely Cu kill^h^ffi^iTFUTg-pyg^sS^thty^rth&rgafe. Pete felt so

miserable, he could cry._J^L didi^t ^caYe—frtttr ~at so mu
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heart inside and a
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kill him. '-
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—•- - he also knew he was scared. Elizabeth was depending
_ o

on the money he would give her. He didn't have time to mess

with this problem. Under the fear, he also felt pricked in­

side. Nicole loved Gary so much she was willing to commit

murder for him. It hurt that no woman had ever loved him

that much. ~

~ He thought about it, breathing in all the sorrows of

his thoughts, and felt sorry for Nicole and touched by her.

"Well, relax," he said, "calm down. Maybe you're right.

Maybe the guy deserves another chance." Pete said, "I'll

drop the charges.”



He got on his knees. "With your permission," he told

her, "I'd like to say a prayer with you."

Nicole said okay.
"it's for both you and Gary. You're both going to need

it."- -- •-

j IlL _____ J ..... 'JJ-IIIW .Will

Ind Bless them, and that Gary get some control of hinjs

and the Lord help them in what was ahead. Pete didn't

per all the things he said in the prayer, or eyen if 1

her hand while he^grayed. One was not supposed to ren

[what was said and don^in prayers, for it was sacred e

noment, sacred only for whoever was there,and /an$ not

l»be repeated. X

When Nicole went out the door\ there was a very

lipirit in the room and Pete felt happycenough to go o’

visit Elizabeth.- But by‘ the time he got\there, he wai

11 over again. He could feel horror all over the ci
Jrovo, The kids w/ie in the room, but he dian.'t care

$at on the couch', and told what happened with Nicole a

began to cryPete said, "He's a very dangerous man
^oing to kilzl me." The more Pete got upset, the lesfe i

’ ould show. She just told him again to cool it, and ;'ould shi She just told

.akj ^■fchcmseXy  es^^Lf__Xlet,e_.wan ted _to_pr e s s. .ch a



3

Early Sunday morning, lying in bed, Gary came to

talking about Jesus. He told her of a book read in jail
called "The Passover Plot7"^ It gave the idea that Jesus

was a revolutionary and many of his miracles were tricks

any good magician could have done. For instance, the miracle

of the fish. Jesus probably did it at night with a lot of

fish buried at his feet. Multitudes of people might think

he was feeding them from a single fish, but he was digging

into a sizable catch one by one.

A little later that morning, he asked Nicole to shave

her pubic hair. He had been asking that for the last couple

of weeks. Now she said, Yes. She was thinking as she

climbed into the tub. "It really means something to him."

He came and helped. They were using a big pair of

scissors, and being careful, and smiling a lot back and forth.



Nicole felt bashful, but also thought it was the thing to

do. He sure wanted it. She was not so much afraid of

cutting the hair off as of what it might look like naked.

Afterward, he carried her from the bathtub to the bed

and they had a session. It was the second time she had an

orgasm with Gary and she knew it had something to do with

being a six-year-old pussy again. Mien her memory flashed

to Uncle Lee, it even helped to carry Nicole over the place

where she usually slammed into the wall and stopped.

callfciln.any case, that little shaved old tooty certainly

made a hellion out of Gary this Sunday morning. Ever since

that thing with Pete, he had been adoring her twice as much.

It was like he truly trusted her now.

Once in a while Nicole would think of Annette and didn' 

have any doubt that when Gary had given her that peck on the

cheek, he could have been having thoughts.^ .iioi did lovn_ 'ijttIj.

Hint JffEn -^ttt Nicole was also certain that no matter what 
was going through his mind, he would never do anything physi­

cally. to Annette^ from Pete

jMigll had been out of line. ctt 9

ruri.cs 2u hrs

he -..i: Some times, late at night, af te^Rosebeth^had sent her"*

little cousins home and only she was there with Gary and

Nicole, and Sunny and Jeremy had been put to sleep, -H- 

•ailiu ulrvlUUL Limb Rosebeth huj inuunliig "evui itevyi Giw would 



sigh just looking at First, Gary would kiss her a f
**jlittle, then Nicole. After a couple of evenings, it got to ‘

the point where they had their clothes off, and would lie
around in bed.

1 '■‘j C ~ Z7-: me -- O _ es Lx - ’

s... You couldn't call it an orgy exactly. Rosebeth re- i

mained a virgin. She was ready, however, for just about ‘

anything- else, and it got sweet between the three of them. .

Nicole really liked the idea'of giving this gift to Gary. |

He was really digging it.
Then, for Nicole, it got a touch spooky. When Rosebeth

would come over, Gary would close the doors and windows. Since

the neighbor kids were used to hanging around, they began to

get curious: so did the neighbors. God knows what they heard. .

It wasn't all.that quiet. Nicole began to get a little para­

noid. After all, Gary could blow his total shit. If it ever

came out now that he was fooling with minors, back to the
slammer. It began to enter Nicole's head that while she was [

only nineteen herself, it could hurt her too. They might i

take her children away.

Rosebeth was sweet and just like a little kid.
, . I

She was so innocent. Nicole loved that. Loved the way

everything was new to Rosebeth. Sex had never been new to



Nicole. How beautiful it would have been if she’d been intro­

duced to sex the way she was introducing it to Rosebeth. Of

course, Gary could get very demanding with the- girl and order

her to suck him good, stuff like that. Yet Gary all the

while was real happy. It turned him on the way the girl

would tag along, and had this tremendous crush on him. Also,

it was exciting to watch Gary make her blossom. Nicole adored

the look in Gary's artist's eye when he would stare at both

of. them under the light without clothes.

slamr. i.Then Nicole had to face another problem. While Gary

was at work Rosebeth would still come over, and Nicole would

want to get it on with her. She wondered if she was moving

into that side of sex a little deeper than she cared to.



A couple of days tefctsas, Gary stopped off after work 

to pay Vai Conlin for the Mustang. Since he had already

missed one fifty-dollar payment, Vai Conlin was upset. Of

course, it was no big incident. Half the people to whom Vai 

sold cars were delinquent one time or another in payments.

ip „ L' ~ ±n Lu ^=s*rlt=w--th—=>

-thu ru'i d Mu'__ C -T'T^ri t-ho—srun o £—a—

jnilJJ^n—d^l;l-a-r---g-r-—AtfLct——^oawtA-w-hJ-eh-- *

-li-is—gtefcornriiy amiMw»8-yqg^wwyyw*—ifaha—*

lyanoy in Lhu jLULk 1UU1 ki* L ‘TO^iteaH^wwifHCTffCTg^^^J' HUW litJ1

wnr» in another ouiifor titri3-'‘up';~ 'J!,e'~lTdd=^=^

gone* 'fajeiui being LlTU liJiyimt"mr dealer iitai £eamiy=u
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ball of - jui-Lljj rtrq-. V. T. H 1 I ll-1111 HHI ll.1.1!' 1 '"J 1 1

v-~a -4,0 he-e—Qiluu 111 lUbla'urant, sold mold Utij oldo®so

fehaifr-BOBtmUlj uld uau; ueld .them b££ thn lub fiin-u llL-L-l-g-

‘B’lMjH ^own. jfrn 'i'""1'l ludmili l.liuiu.^ Welfare,

divorcees, ex-cons, people who couldn't buy a car anyplace

else. Those were his clients.

Vai was a tall slim guy with eye glasses and a keen

and friendly face. He had the build of a golfer^relaxed

shoulders and a bit of a paunch. He was dressed this day in

polyester red-checked pants and a pale-yellow sports shirt

and Gary was grubby with insulation whose powder coated his

face, his nostrils, and his clothing. Kind of a pale yellow

to-match Vai's shirt.

Conlin 9R? gave Gary a lecture about missing the fifty

dollar payment, Vai's desk was in the showroom^which

uoed to ba tho liiLahen mid numilui uf Lhe Qj'Iul. in mLuuidrrc,„

«^akk> wasn’t large enough to show any cars. There were just

'a couple of desks, plus anybody who was there. Salesmen, or

■people coming in to pay over an installment on their car,

could hear everything there was to say.

war an "Gary," Vai declared, "I don't want to go out and start

knocking on doors. I told you how it works. We try to set



-zts-

a rate that people can handle. We all agreed you could handle

fifty bucks every two weeks. So don't give me this manure

you're going to come in and pay me a hundred dollars next
week, or two hundred next month. You've got to start bringing

the money in on time.". ---

-"I don't like this car," Gary said.

else:. "Well, it's not a real slick car," said Vai.

"It gets left at the intersections by every other heap.

It's a bad car."
• -"Hey, partner," said Vai, "Let's get it straight. When

you.buy.a car here, I'm doing you the favor, you're not doing

me.a favor. You can't buy from anybody but me."

ar.c c "What I really want is a truck."

face, "You better get the payments in on time. Once you pay

this off, we can swap for a truck. But I want my fifty, Gary,

every two weeks. Otherwise, you walk."

Gary.cashed his paycheck and gave him fifty dollars.
.. ... •/ . . .

That night Nicole and Gary had a bad one in bed. It

went on too long and once again he was three-quarters erect,

half-erect, it finally went real bad. Like they were each

beating with their fist on a door. Gary got up, got dressed,

stomped out of the house, and went to sleep in the car. —

jnqdm Miioola jwad aj1‘■ ■I?. 'J* ..I 1... L.j?. .il'-rf j-t.-i~.iJ.

tfaefrfc he wuKti.. Wnr-kdcd-D-rup-/
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Once in a .while, Gary would talk about a dream

having of the guillotine. , sitting in 

he kept

the car,

’•he spoke of it again. He believed that once in another

•life, he had been executed, had had his head chopped off.

: : In the dream, there was something about Oldness. About

rso'methirig really ugly and old and moldy. As he talked, she

•had a chill. She was thinking of how, if he fell asleep 



in the daytime, he would often wake in a real cold sweat,

and would speak about another dream where he was put in a box

barely long enough for his body to fit« Then he would be put 

in a hole in the wall. It had a small door like an oven.

On the next weekend, Gary was helping Sterling Baker

move some heavy stuff out of the shoe shop and ran into Vern.

They looked at each other. Good Lord, Vern said to himself,

he is giving me one dirty look. They stared hard at one an­

other and Gary said, "You don't think I’m much of a man, do

you?"
"No, I don't." Vern turned and left him. He did not

feel any way good toward Gary, yet he did. Part of him/—

kept saying "Walk up and shake his hand." He wouldn't.

Same day, while Tony was visiting Brenda, Gary dropped

by. Tony certainly felt uncomfortable. She didn't know

what to say. She wasn't about to accuse Gary--poor Gary had

been accused of enough things in his life. On the other

hand, she didn't think it was right to let it all ease by un­

spoken. Annette was a beautiful young lady and Gary could

have had intentions.

She went into the kitchen to get another cup of coffee,

and Gary chose to come out of the bathroom then, so they were

obliged to look at each other.



Gary said: "Tony, you haven't mentioned this thing with

Annette.” She answered, "Gary, I feel if there’s something

to say, I'll say it." He smiled and took hold of her hand

and said, "Hon, I'd never hurt you or your family." There

was a silence. Tony believed him. That is, she believed
she could accept what he said. Still, she also felt she

wasn't going to let Annette be alone with him. There was

always the other possibility. So, she said, "Gary, I be­

lieve you, but I'm a mother first." He smiled and said,

"If you weren't, I'd be disappointed in you." She could see

he understood that she would not trust him completely with

her daughter. He gave her a kiss on the cheek and walked

back to the front room.



Considering, Brenda thought, that she was 155 pounds at that

point in her life, he was awfully strong the way he could

lift her. He might be a little slow and awkward in his

movements; just a little like Frankenstein, but he sure was

strong. How had he ever lost the fight to dumpy Pete?

Gary must have been sitting in her mind. "Brenda," he

said in that soft patient voice that would look to educate

you, "it's not through yet. In prison you don't leave things

like that undone."



Gary on the Slide
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One night soon after, she had to recognize a real flaw in

Gary. It came out when he arm-wrestled her brother. Gary

sta.rted needling Rikki to wrestle. He bragged of how he had 

beat him once. They got into it.

Maw Its —aAAxi-nq- toe—mu-sh- of-j

lwtemso±£^e=4r^^i=^ Rikki beat him. That is, Rikki was about

to beat him when Gary began to cheat something obvious. He

lifted his elbow off the table to save himself. That made

Nicole directly mad.

Now Gary wanted to try with the other arm. Rick got

him again. That left Gary twice as mad as Nicole. He kept

giving dirty looks to Rikki. On the way home



Gary dropped by a little store that was open all hours and

stalked out with two six-packs of beer.

It was risky to steal from that small a store at that

late an hour, but he had technique. He would pick up two

six-packs, not one, and go out the door. Not a single hesi­

tation in his walk. At the same time, he would manage to

make his face look as unpleasant as possible. You would not

break into the thoughts of such a face for too little. Es­

pecially if you had to ask who paid for the beer.

In the beginning it was fun. now it had started >

to get on her nerves. He was too brave. It seemed like

whenever something was bothering him, he wanted to steal® /
/Nicole had never been above boosting thiso^®**<

^===========^
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When Vern noticed that the trunk of the Mustang held more
<•»««««

gif -ftteg=s^Ha«7 he asked how Gary could afford to buy beer in 

such quantity.

. "I don't need money," Gary said.

■_.- .- "Do you realize," said Vern after a pause, "that

you're breaking your parole?" .

- . "You wouldn't turn me in, would you?" 7

"I might," said Vern. "If it persists, I might turn

you in."

Nicole knew he wanted her to ask, Why show off for

Vern? But if she did, Gary would shrug as if it was too

much for him. She knew the answer, however. She was enough



like Gary to know he dared Vern for the same reason he stole 

beer—it was

said, "let's

because the thing that felt most alive in him,
/-k
do it."“course,~n6tHing-youdid that way- 

could be understood by common sense. From the point of 

view of common sense, God had to be full of kinky corners.



One day he came home with water skis, and that bothered

Nicole a lot. It wasn’t worth the risk to steal something

when it would only bring you $25, and yet the price tag was

over $100 and they could get you for felony. She hated him

suddenly for his dumb habits that would take a chance on

all they had for so little. It came over her that this

was the first time she ever disliked him.

As if he sensed it, he then told her the worst story

she’d ever heard.out of him. It was gross. When he was a

kid, he pulled off a supermarket robbery with a friend who

was a true sadist. The manager of the supermarket happened

to be there alone after closing and wouldn’t give them a

combination to the safe. So his friend took the guy up­

stairs, heated a'curling iron, and rammed him with it.



She couldn’t help herself. She laughed. The story

got way in^o an ugly part of her and relaxed the ugliness.

She had a picture of that fat supermarket manager, she saw

him as fat, trying to hold everything he had—and then the

hot poker going up his ass. Her laughter reached a place

more bitter than she would have believed—bitter at all

those people who had a lot of things and were superior about

it.

There were days when she thought she shouldn't be

living with Gary every day all the time, because she still
felt

■pj.idu11 fcrl fLue-tFf—that her lack of freedom could

make a lot of ugly things happen. A part of her simply

didn’t like living with a man for too long a stretch. She

could never tell him this. He would have to brush it aside

for it would hurt him too much. After all, he didn't just

want to live together, he expected their souls to breathe

together. More and more, however, a familiar steady ugly

> feeling was beginning to build in her, the exact feeling

she always got when she had to fit herself to somebody. It

was a feeling she could put off only so long. When she felt

good with Gary, she still felt better than she felt with

anyone else. It could be just riding in the car. Super.

But that wasn't going to change the fact that when she got

into a bad mood, it was like she had two souls, and one of



them loved Gary much less than the other. Of course, maybe

there was a part of him that was the same way. He couldn't

be loving her so much when they got into one of those five

hour

It happened on the night lW?*brought home the water skis. •

A bad one. Later, she wondered if it had to do with Barrett.

<31’5?had popped up just the other day, walked through the
door, cool as you please, while Gary was out at the store.

If Barrett was the only man in the world who'd ever been 

able to make her come regularly-even though she thought he 

coTrce-s-c-o r -
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with two in another hers She
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-fety-i-i-rg—eo—nrtrke-

other day. But he could

a week. Maybe they'd

around. Maybe it was just conditioned reflex, but it had

it go at that, just kept pressing his damn luck

to undercut some of what she felt for Gary



J-. This night, from seven to midnight, they argued first

about the water skis, then everything else.

had a gift to offer—no girl was as good as her.
-zf-S—

it vanf she had a gift, Gary was not

exactly bringing it out. Not with his demands to do this, do

that. Suck him now. She looked at Gary across their bodies and

said into his eye, "I hate sucking cock."

Even through the glaze of the Fiorinol, it hit him. He

took off. Left at midnight and wasn't back until two in the

morning. He was hardly through the door when he was telling

her to suck him.

T'Ttiy1 r-l^'T-7r~^lft-~rrnl' lil~c ci ttLLTr:v.~

Da^j^iggjuLLail^L 1 want you tcT,~"Iie would LtHrl—fter. ■■.rg'-^g:S:=gt¥mtrsT.

iriixtraxscrnirii^^e

.grind ■fehinjo Lha-fa They didn't

get to sleep till five. At five-thirty, he was up looking like

a maniac, ready for work.



During those two hours from midnight to two A.M. Gary

went over, to see Spencer McGrath., He arrived a little after

midnight, knocked on his door, and asked Spencer and Marie

if they wanted to play three-hand poker.
C-

Marie was already in bed, but she got up and made a

cup of coffee. The McGraths-, however, did not want to play

poker. Not at this hour. Spencer kept himself from saying,

"It's a little rude to come by this late."

In fact, they were used to seeing Gary drunk. Already,

there had been a couple of times he came over at these odd

hours. Once he really needed a little calming down. He

had started to talk about what he would do to a fellow named

Pete.

( » iim yurB-. -JtS1 ghfp gti'U
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lazy, but a month before he might have tried to figure the

situation out. Now, he didn’t seem to have any initiative.

Instead he would be offended there was something wrong with

his car. iTOUldn1rrecognize was how—fttaefa—

f>yeg-r^m=jfiwr=J^te--<l-4-hvFFF^sT~T~i~certse:g===ga~];ki.dig-^tg=::teiTe^:=3

^fcrrd^

Thinking about Gary kept Spence up. In the beginning,

on the job, Gary had always been coming over to ask Craig

Taylor or himself to look at what he had done. If he painted

a sign real good or got the hang of something new, he was

pleased when they praised him for it. Swelled up proud. Now

that Gary had been living with Nicole, Spence didn't know if

he cared whether he did a good job or not. More like he was

putting in his time to get a paycheck, —

jS«gy=seemed—

Moreover, Gary was always finding a reason to goof off

during the day. You had to notice how long he took for lunch.

Then, every Thursday he had to leave an hour early to see his

parole officer. Then he would take other hours for other

excuses. Plus the fact that not a week had gone by without

Spence giving him extra money. Never deducted the lost time



or the out-of-pocket from his paycheck. Once, Gary did talk

of doing- a painting to wipe out the debt, but so soon as

Spencer and Marie began to think about it seriously, sure

enough, Gary didn't bring it up any more.
Spence decided he might just as well have played poker

for all the sleep he got.

. Then, on the job next morning, right after spoiling

last night, Gary asked one of the kids on the job if he'd

like to buy a pair of water skis. The kid came up to Spence

to inquire if Gary might have stolen them. Spence said,

"Are they brand new?" He couldn't believe Gary had stolen

water skis. You could slip cufflinks or a watch into your

pocket, but how did you lift those big slats right out of

a store?

Spencer looked upon himself as a real simple character,

but he was beginning to wonder if Gary was taking marijuana

on the job or something. He sure looked awful this morning.

Gary tried to tell him about some guy he had tatooed

in an obscene way on the back of his neck. "Come on, Gary,"

Spence said, "that's a little far-out for me. Let's get

down to something basic. Every week you're broke, you need

cash. Why don't you take some of the money you spend on beer 



and save it? Maybe then you wouldn't have to borrow from

me every-week." Gary said, "I don't buy beer. I don't

pay for it." Spence said, "Where in hell do you get it?"

Gary said, "I just walk in a store, take a six pack, and

walk out the door.”

Spence said, "Nobody catches you, huh?" Gary said,

"No." Spencer said, "How long you been doing that?" Gary

replied, "For weeks." Spencer said, "Steal a six-pack of

beer every day and you've never been caught?" Gary said,

"Yeah." Spencer said, "I don't know. I just cai see

that. How come people get caught stealing and you don't?"

Gary said, "I'm better than they are."

"I think you're pulling my leg," said Spencer. "I'm

not going to believe you."

Gary proceeded to tell Spencer about the black convict

he had stabbed 57 times. Now Spence thought Gary was trying
to impress him with how tough he was,'see if he would scare.

"Come on, Gary," he said, "57 times sounds like a variety

of soup."

After they finished laughing, Gary broke it to Spence

that he'd like to get off early on Friday.



"Idon't know if you've noticed," said Spence, "but

the other fellows don't take off. They work all day, and

take care of things after hours. That's the way it's

normally done."

Still, he gave him the time. One more time. Spence

felt a little uneasy. After all, the state, on an ex-convict's

program, was paying half of Gary's $3.50 an hour. Maybe

that was why Gary was giving him half an hour on the hour.



o

While Nicole was away one afternoon on a visit to

Kathryne, Barrett was at the house in Spanish Fork visiting

with Rosebeth. By the time Nicole came back, Rosebeth was

not a virgin any more.

At first, Rosebeth merely mentioned that Barrett had

been there. Oh, Nicole asked, how long was he here? About

an hour, said Rosebeth, and a half. Nicole began to laugh.

If Barrett wasn't feeling bashful, he was in bed. An hour

and a half was time enough for Barrett. She got it out of

Rosebeth, soon. Just so soon as Nicole could show her that

she wasn't,upset, Rosebeth began to giggle. Now, she knew’

why Gary had never been able to get in. He was too big.

Nicole and Rosebeth were having a long laugh waiting for

Gary to get home from work.

Gary, however, had dropped in on Vai Conlin. The

six-pack of beer he brought was ice-cold. Right from the 



store refrigerator. After that run-in for not paying on

time, Gary had a practice of bringing Vai a six-pack when

he went by. Vai was appreciative.

This visit, however, was not routine. Gary had his

eye on a truck. The one out on the lot that was painted

white.

"Gary, it's too much money. Pay off the Mustang and

I'll get you something better."

"Well," Gary said, "I got to have that truck."

"No can do without mucho mazuma." The truck was up

for sale at $2100. "Listen, pardner, I just got done painting

and really fixing it up. It's too good a truck for you, unless

you can find a co-signer."

Gary thought maybe he could. Maybe his Uncle Vern.

"My uncle will sign."

"I know Vefn," said Vai, "and I don't think he's in

shape for this kind of credit. But, if you want, have him

fill out the credit application. We can always see what we

can do."

"Okay," said Gary, "okay." He hesitated. "Vai," he

said, "that Mustang is no good. I had to put a new battery

in, and an alternator. It came to fifty dollars."

What do you want me to do about it?



"Well, if I buy the truck, I think you could allow for

what I had to lay out on the' Mustang."
"Gary, you buy the truck, and we'll knock that fifty

dollars off the price. No problem. Just get a co-signer."

"Vai, I don't need a co-signer. I can make the payments."

"Pardner, no co-signer, no truck. Let's keep it simple."

"The goddam Mustang isn't any good."

"Gary, I'm doing you the favor. If you don't want the

Mustang, leave the son-of-a-bitch right out there."

"I want the truck."

"The only way you get the truck is by putting a lot of

money on the front end of' the loan. Or coming in with a co­

signer. Here, take this credit application to Vern."

Gary sat across the desk, looking out the window at

the white truck on the end of the line. It was as white as

the snow you could still see on the peak of the mountains.

"Gary, fill out the application completely and bring it
. , O'back.

Vai knew Gary was madder than hell. He didn't say a

word, just took the application, got up,walked out the door 

wadded it up and threw it on the ground.

Harper, who was Vai's salesman, said, "Boy, he's hot."

"I don't give a shit," said Vai. A lot of people got

hot around him. That was run of the mill. Jujjfc h-lu hull uf1



In the middle of making love that night, Gary called

Nicole, Pardner. She took it wrong. She thought he was

jiving at her for getting it on with Rosebeth. But as he

tried to explain later, he often called people, men and

women alike, Buddy or Pal, things like that.

She knew why she'd- gotten mad. She was wondering how

much she was actually being attracted to this girl scene.

She-found herself thinking more and more of this place the

Rusty Bell, that her mother had mentioned. Kathryne had

been on a date, and they'd gone to a couple of places in

Salt Lake to drink and just accidentally walked into this

place, the Rusty Bell, and got kicked out because Kathryne's

date started asking the ladies to dance.

The Rusty Bell wasn't entirely for women. You could

go in, Kathryne explained, and find guys dancing together.

But -wteat you better keep the sexes straight. Just thinking

about it, got Nicole real restless. She took a drive to

Salt Lake City next day, and stopped in the Rusty Bell. The

people there were nice, but told her it was a private joint,

and to come back at night. They were just cleaning now.

Nicole decided to get her shit together and so she told Gary

about her rap with these people. Then she said she'd like

to go back by. herself, and see what was happening. It was

obvious he didn't like the idea too well but he let her do itr 



said she, might as well find out. Told her to bring back a

girl for both of them. It would be the first time they

hadn't spent a night together.

But nothing happened at the Rusty Bell. She was all

keyed up and it was a dull evening. No girl came up to ask

her to dance, and she just sat at the bar having four or

five beers. She felt alone. It left her kind of flat. Like

a dunce. She was ready for a big evening and nothing had

happened.

She'd been so bored she started falling asleep on the

drive home. She was drunk and kept weaving on the road. When

that happened a few times, she pulled over and really did

sleep. She woke up barely before light and got home about

five in the morning, and Gary oddly enough didn't say much

about it. After they made a little eye contact, he did ask,

"Find out what you needed to know?" She said, "Yes. I found

out." Of course, she hadn't, but she got herself giggling

about Barrett and Rosebeth by thinking that Barrett might

beat his best when he didn't have to fuck a hole that was

too big for him.

Just as she began to sleep, Gary began to tell her

about an experience he had in State Hospital in Oregon. This



13 year old boy had been sent there cause he couldn't get

along at home. He was as pretty as a girl, and he liked

Gary.

"I was 23 then," said Gary. "He'd come up and put

his arm around me, just natural, it was a show of friendship.

One time, he came up to me in the locker room and asked if

he ..could read a Playboy I had. I said sure. For a kiss.

b"Oh, he was dumbfounded. His eyes got big and his

mouth dropped open. He said, 'No!' It was really pretty.

I”fell in love on the spot.

"Well, he thought it over, and decided he wanted to

read the magazine so he let me take a very tender little kiss

on:the lips. Then I used to watch him in the swimming pool.

I-.don't think I've seen a prettier butt than he had." Gary

sighed. J "I used to kiss him now and then, and we got to be

pretty good friends. Then they transferred me back to the

penitentiary. Never saw him again. Shit, there wasn't any­

thing to it. Except I did love the boy."

Nicole liked his story. It really made everything all

right. .There in the middle of wanting to own everything

about her, he could show all this funny tolerance.

1 innftened==her===ep===SSd-£;he btigaiT=g^gfrng=::Be^hgs:e:3SF==a&est^

Ba-r-r-EFLC athe_..
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Yet, on second thought, she didn’t trust Gary’s story

or his tolerance. There was something too smooth about it.

Maybe she didn't trust him completely any more. ©»„Lh»i



Sometimes Nicole thought that the beginning of the

really heavy trouble started on a night when she was feeling

awfully cooped up with Gary, and they couldn't get out. She

had been thinking of Barrett all day. Despite herself, she
»&=Tf’

was having impulses toward tea again. u
twill y©«4 .*> ••*****’*.*
«’*>*’ : //let 4® ®^<S *o‘<3te^>

Moreover, Kip was writing letters. He had just asked

her to come back. She wouldn't even open his letters. But

the thought that Kip still wanted her had to crowd in. She

could hate his paranoia, but she couldn't exactly despise 

the careful considerate way he used to make love, always t

trying to make her more happy in bed than himself. Now,

Hampton was going around with her kid sister, April. Every

time she saw Hampton with April, he would play a big sympathy

trip, and tell her that April wasn't what he wanted. He

really loved her. They were all fucking with her head. She

was thinking'she'd be better off without anybody.

the .--All this while, Gary had been sitting at her feet while

she was brooding in her armchair. He had to pick this moment

to look up at her with all the light of love shining in his

eyes.: "Baby," he said, "I.really.love you all the way and

out of sight, and forever." She looked back at him. "Yeah,"

she said, "and so do seven other motherfuckers."



Gary hit her then. It was the first time he'd ever

struck her, and he hit her hard. She didn't feel the pain

so much as something that began to break apart. Soon enough,

he,apologized. He kept apologizing to her all night.

■.<== It always ended the same way. They hit you when they

felt like hitting. At that moment, everything he had said

of her importance to him was blown. £he had been hit so many

fucking times before. The kids were^bed, and she looked at

Gary and said, "I want to die." It was how she felt. He

kept trying to make it up to her. Finally, she told him,

and she never felt as if she was telling the truth more, she

told, him ,that she felt like dying a couple of times in the

past but had done nothing about it. Tonight, she'd just as

soon.

r.Gary got a knife and held the point to her stomach.

He asked her if she still wanted to die.

After a few minutes, she finally said, "No, I don't."

Yet it was frightening that she wasn't more afraid. It was

as if the first feeling that would come to her in death would

be- intimate. Like knowing that in a little while you would

be making out with somebody new.



After he put the knife away, she felt truly trapped.

She couldn't believe the size of the cloud that came down

on her. ■ c.:..-. .....

Then they had one more marathon. Up all night about

whether to fuck. In the middle, around midnight again, he

took off. Awhile later, he came in with a bunch of boxes

and opened them up. There was a pistol in every box.

i1L..i Lu; IUL jmimiLU-j



c-Sterling Baker's birthday party was on the last Sunday

in June. You could feel the mood. Even the cemetery looked

good in the sun. The next weekend was July Fourth and a

carnival was going to be in town. It looked like a good

week might be coming. Nicole was thinking they could kind

of desperately use one.

Inside Sterling's apartment and outside in the back-
|5 Of 2-0 a a d. p eo

yard, the party was going on. Dudes~oa.me™p.a.urJ.-ng--i-n-i A lot

brought bottles. ijote-s—of—dudxis^ Nicole had cut-offs on,

and a halter top, and knew she was looking pretty good. Gary

was sure showing her off. A couple of cty&y-S began to get

pretty forward. Told Gary what a hot lady he had. Gary

would say, "Know it." Then he would grab her by both breasts

or pull her into his lap, things like that.

Well, it was Sterling's birthday, and Nicole attK had 

this little crush on her cousin, sweet Sterling, gentle and 



good enough to eat^
ir^^feiy www Nicole started kidding Sterling about a birth­

day kiss. Sterling said he'd take her up on it. Nicole

talked one of the other girls into giving Sterling the

birthday kiss first. Then she asked Gary if it was okay.

He gave her a look. Still, she went and sat on Sterling's

lap. She gave him a long kiss that would tell him a lot

about her.

i? Jv.When she opened her eyes, Gary was sitting there with

.asfunny look on his face. He said, "Had enough?"

week -They were keeping a keg of beer out in the back. The

fellow upstairs had invited a few of his friends, and one

of them happened to be Jimmy, the Chicano, picked up a

pair of sunglasses that Gary had given to Sterling. They

happened to have been left by Sterling on the roof of a

broken down old car out in the back lot, just a little old

car, and Sterling had laid the glasses there while tapping

a .keg.. Jimmy just picked them up. Claimed he thought they

were really his. ’ .1 “-'.r;

cr pu’.Gary came on strong. "I want them glasses back," he

told Jimmy. "They're mine." Jimmy got kind of upset and left.

Nicole got pissed off. You're fucking up the party, she
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shrieked'at Gary, you're fucking up yourself. All his

horseshit over a fucked-up stupid pair of glasses that

couldn't be worth fighting over.

~ - rt:. when-Jimmy came back, it was with a couple of friends.

He must have thought people were going to gang on him be­

cause he returned with backing. Returned right==to—th-a^paEt^^

to' face Gary.
As soon as Jimmy walked around the side of the house,

Gary was on his feet heading toward him. They were into it.

Sterling had no idea what was happening. They were throwing

hands before anybody could stop it.

fel<€•■ Maybe Gary was too drunk, but he got hit wide open.

Jimmy split his eye with the first punch thrown. Blood was

running all over Gary's face. He got hit again'and went down

to" his knees, then got back up and started swinging again,

but Jimmy was getting the best of it.

<= About that time, everybody broke the fight up. Sterling

walked Jimmy around the front of the house and got him to leave

and just as he got rid of Jimmy, Gary came up holding a gear

knob that he'd taken off the car in the back yard. Sterling

"stepped in front, and said, "Listen, Gary, you're through with

that, you're not going to hit him." Just talking in a normal



tone of voice. But he had. another feJ.low standing next to

him to reinforce what was said. .

Nicole saw the look in Gary’s eye about the time

Sterling saw it. One cold look: I'll cut your throat.

v£. .. .Sterling started telling Gary he had to get stitches

in his eye. Then Nicole got Gary out and took him home.

He had gotten his ass whipped. She hated to see her

man lose a fight. Especially when he started it. She thought

.-he -was a fool all the way. Ruining the party. Then showing

he couldn't fight that good. And a blowhard and a cheater

as well—like when he arm-wrestled her brother.

.All the .way home, he wanted to go back and pick it up

-again. By keeping him from knowing how disappointed

■she was in his fighting, she managed to get him back to

Spanish Fork. She had hardly ever known a guy who hated to

lose, a rumble as much as Gary. That softened her feelings

somewhat. After all, he had taken his beating and he hadn't
..quit, 6* second

trO U SC ki $

kr.L„- she washed him off, Nicole discovered that the cut

swas bad. So she took him next door, to their neighbor Elaine,

had just gotten through taking this emergency course on 



being an ambulance driver, and Elaine said he definitely

needed switches. Nicole started to worry. She remembered

hearing how the oxygen in the air could enter a cut near the

eye and go right to the brain and kill you. So she did take

himito the doctor. Through the rest of the night she kept
ice packs on his face and babied him, and kind of enjoyed it,

considering how bad things had been lately. In the morning,

when he tried to blow his nose, his cheeks blew up right

around his glands and sinuses.

we.rAt work, Spencer said, "Gary, it doesn't make much

sense putting your body up to be abused."

as ’ •weJ’zrhey can't hurt me," said Gary.
"Oh, no? Yot^J^ eye is cut and it's turning black,

and you've got a lump on your forehead and he gave you a

good one on the nose. Don't stand there and put that stuff

on me, Gary. I just can't believe you keep getting the best

in these deals."

lose Gary said, "I sure did, you know."

sort Spencer said, "What's going to happen is some little

guy about five-foot-six"—which was around Spencer's height

—"is going some night to stuff a mudhole right in the middle

of your face. Because that's what happens. A guy doesn't

have to be seven feet tall to be mean. Some little guy is

really going to work your tail over some time, and you'll

learn something about it."



C "1,’m Gary Gilmore," Gilmore said, "and they can't

hurt me."

he stopped atand

In the evening, deriving around with Nicole and Sunny 

he stopped at VJ Motors to talk to Vai Conlin

about the truck, and got to take it out for an hour. Gary

was that happy up high behind the wheel with something like

a real motor in front of them. All the while she could feel

him thinking of the guns. They were shining like $$$ in his

head.

When he got back, he talked to Vai about the size of a
down oavment. .  1  n i. ».b v 

ttjoom with all the freaks and dead-beats whs

ier blouse/ just about pulling out of her belt. She said to

You have very, beautiful'-eyes." "Thank you," said 

(icole/ All the- while she was watching Vai Conlin scowling 

iy who was drooling around the showroom with no dia' 

c: yTGary was one record with a scratch. "I don't want that

Mustang,", he said to Vai.



"We’re not near the truck, buddy. Get yourself a

co-signer or come in with more money than you're talking."

Gary stalked out. Nicole hardly had time to gather

the kids and follow. Vai watched them go. Gary was swearing
ifc ILike Vai had never heard him swear before. When » looked

out the showroom, he could see Gary sitting outside.with

Nicole and the kids in the Mustang, and it wouldn't start.

Gary tried pounding on the wheel. He sat there hitting the

wheel as hard as he could.

-llJesus^" said' Harpery=gjthiisrTtime jH.hc..a6
!

‘‘Hey,. I don't give a shit," said Vai, and walked h

>eahle with their debts on different cars

"This son of a bitch," said Gary, "this Goddamn ca!

rost, and Gary took off in a spray of gravel like hi
* 

■werll get.it started," and, of course, Vai did, just needed

vfrjp^trrhi-s^hii^l-.cnd,: • ■

-’"Well, now, hold it. Let's get'some jumper cables

through the

'J*m right on top of'the mountain in my hell of a success.

"What's theTStory, thoughtVal, and went and said to Gary,

matter?" - c - :

Mv.star.yBy the. following night, When Gary came home from work,

he was in a rush to sell the guns. That meant travelling



with them. Nicole was opposed. Gary didn't have a license

and her car wum license^. Both cars had the

crappy kind of look a state trooper would pull over for

nothing at all. So they argued over that. He won. They

"get it all together, put the pistols in her Mustang, and
-started out, bringing the kids along. The kids might be

-insurance against a state trooper waving them over for too

■ little. -- -■ •• tas i: '

on the other hand, Sunny and Jeremy really got on his

nerves. That meant his driving definitely made Nicole.

nervous. He swung into the Long Horn Cafe, a taco joint

between Orem’ and Pleasant Grove, to make a phone call. Only
lie- couldn' t get Jhold of the guy who was to peddle the guns.

Vary" was getting more and more upset. It looked like the

^evening was going to get really squandered.

•matterHe came back out of the Long Horn and looked in the

car for another phone number, then started tearing pages out
If riv

- of the book. By the time he finally found the guy,—fee—izae-
'f'ke

out. The kids were beginning to make noise. Next thing she

■knew, Gary spun out of the Long Horn and headed back towards

•’Orem. He was going along eighty. She was petrified for

the kids. She told him to pull over.

• - He' slammed over to the shoulder. A screeching halt,

He turned around, and started spanking the kids. They hadn't



even been making noise the last couple of minutes. They

had been too scared of the speed at which he was driving.

r-:;.; She started hitting Gary right there, hit him with

her fists.as hard as she could, hollering for him to let

her-out of the car. He grabbed her hands to hold her down,

and.the kids started screaming then. Gary wouldn't let her

but, and she kept screaming and hitting. Then this really

dumb-looking guy walked by, and looked at the two of them.

It must have sounded as if Gary was killing her, but the

fucker just stopped and said, "Anything wrong?" Then he

walked on. • z ,-.e ■

he ecuShe'wouldn't stop hollering. Gary finally wedged her

into the space between the front seats and got his hand

over.her mouth, so she couldn't be heard, but he was choking

her more than he knew. She was trying not to pass out. He

had his other hand on her throat to hold her down. She

couldn't breathe. He told her then that he would let her go

if.she promised to be quiet and go home with him. Nicole

mumbled, Okay. That was the best she could get out. The

.moment he let go, she started yelling again. When his hand

came back over her mouth, she bit real hard into the flesh

near his thumb. Tasted the blood.



Somehow, she didn't know how, she got out of the car.

She couldn't remember later if he let her go, or if she just

got away from him. Probably he let go. But she ran across
the street to the middle of the highway divider, a kid in

each hand, and she held on to both of them. She would

hitch-hike somewhere.

Gary began to follow on foot. At first he let her try

to"bum a ride, but when the first car nearly stopped, he

tried to pull her back across the street. She wouldn't

budge. He got smart and tried to yank one of the kids away.

Then she'd have to go with him. But she wouldn't let loose

"of either kid, and he kept pulling. Nicole was hanging on

with all she had. Between them, they must have sure been

"stretching, the kids. Finally a pickup truck pulled up

behind her Mustang and a couple of guys came over with a

"chick. " • •

.... The chick happened to be an old girl friend Nicole

hadn't seen in a year. Ginger whoever-it-was, used to be

"called Ginger Strauss, the first girlfriend Nicole ever had
nj-f.r -m her life. Yet, Nicole couldn't even think of her name,

she was that upset. Ginger said, you're going with me.



Gary said, Get out of here, this is a family matter. Ginger

then looked at Gary just as tall as she could be and said,

"We know Nicole, and you ain't family." That was all of it.

Gary let go and walked up the street toward her car. Nicole

and the kids got into the truck with Ginger, and Ginger's

friends, and they took off. Nicole was crying a lot. She

was remembering how she wanted everything to be good for
ti z’. 4: ......................-

Gary.
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He got back into her Mustang, drove down to Grand

Central Supermarket, picked up a stereo off the shelf, and

walked out. A security guard tried to stop him as he went

through the door.

"Get fucked," said Gary and threw the stereo into the

guard's arms. Then he ran to the parking lot, jumped in

Nicole's car, backed up, and slammed into a car parked behind

him. Then he whipped forward, careened out of the space he

was in, banged another car, and took off.

He zipped through Provo and got as far as the highway

to Springville. There he stopped at the Whip. He hid the

pistol boxes under an oil drum in the parking lot, then went

to the men's room, put Nicole's car keys in the tank of the

water closet, and came out to have a beer.
1D&7 tk.

he called Gary Weston to come and pick him

While he waited,

up.



Sirens came along the highway toward the Whip and wound

down outside the door. Two cops came in. They wanted to

know who owned the blue Mustang. They asked everybody. They

took down the name oh every I.D. The revolving lights of

their car were flaring through the window of the bar. When

Cai?y» left with Gary Weston, Nicole's car stayed behind. The

cops had impounded it.

Brenda heard him knocking on the door. It must have
5" k e vJ « *>+■ .

function. Ask him>td tak^nine and a half, arid he'd be

exhausted aj^day. Since his job==^equired Johmay to get.

ected

walling asleep bored to death, as she came awake to

the door. ■ -r:- -. (

p-suc.j had a hassle, Gary said^ Grand CtniLian-

.'•'A hassle, said Brenda.

— I took' a tape deck and walked out. Then I had to give

the "stuff back, so I threw it over to the guy. I hate long

check-out lines.
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Then what did you do?

I hit a car.

He looked so tired, so sad and so wiped out that she

couldn't stay very angry. His face was one holy mess.

.•fahnny “p and stirring----- Thr? look on .his mug 'suggested-----

that'the rma-son ho likpd. to sleep is that if v<-.pf- hi-m—from —■

^hearing thm.t c.. ,9.1,1 oh- a-r, ..(-.h i r —-------S'

' "Brenda," Gary said, "I need fifty bucks bad. I want

to go to Canada."

He had it all figured out. "I want you to explain to

the police that Nicole had nothing to do with it. I did it

by myself.That way, they'll let her have the car back.
1 v.-ciryQUfre a man,'’ Brenda said. "Go down, and get the

car yourself." .... . 

up. "you won't help me?"

-■ “I’ll help you write a confession. I'll see it's

delivered to the right place."

"Brenda, there's a lot of loud speakers in the back of

the car.’ I ripped them off a drive-in movie."

11 Hew rnanygL

"Five or oi;t;c.

‘ '".Jud Lu feu doing something-:---- Llkd d little kid,11 oqA<£>

■Tl il 111 €
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(' |-Ary nodded. iT?.c the onrynw <n In .1 I'.yf .'i wf? 'kuu»ixiiQ_^

JjO would nUVOl1 isee LdllJttB.—

You have to turn yourself in to Mont Court in the morning,"

said Brenda.
!|coUsin, keep on my ass about it, will you?" said Gary.

-’■•t ' Nicole didn't care if she ever saw Gary again, and so

■’spent the night at her great-grandmother's house where Gary

would never think of finding her. The next night, however, she

-went back to her mother's. Gary called not long after. When

Nicole heard him say he was coming over, she was scared. She

, put a call in to the police. In fact, she was talking to the
I ’ ■

"--'dispatcher when Gary walked in, so she said to the phone, "Man,

c'-get but here-as fast as you can."

car yc ghie'didh ’t know if Gary had come to drag her away. But

when he walked in, he just stood at the kitchen sink. She

stood a ways off. Nicole told him to go away and leave her

calone, but he just kept looking at her. He had a funny look,

as if everything inside him hurt, man, really hurt. She didn't

-even- like seeing his stitches and his black eye. Then Gary

said, "You fight as good as you fuck."

That made her frown. She was trying hard not to smile,

*• but-, in fact, it made her a little less afraid of him. He
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came over and put his hands on her shoulders. Again, she

told him to leave. He turned around and went. To her

surprise? He practically passed the cops as they were

coming in.

Later, she regretted not letting him stay. She

couldn’t sleep. She was really afraid he would never come

back. A voice in her head kept sounding like an echo in

a tunnel. It said, "I love him, I love him."

He showed up next day with a rose, and a carton of

cigarettes, she couldn't help but smile. She went on the

porch to meet him, and he handed her a letter.

- ° Dear Nicole,

I don’t know why I did this to myself. You
are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and

’touched. . •

You just loved me and touched my soul with
a wondrous tenderness and you treated me so
kindly.

’ ' I just couldn't handle that. There's no
bullshit or meanness about you and I couldn't
deal with an honest spirit like yours that didn't
.want to hurt me. . .

I'm so fucking sad. . .

I see it in detail like a movie. And it makes
no sense. It makes me scream inside.

And you said you want me out of your life. Not
that I can blame you for that. I am one of those

' people that probably shouldn't exist.



But I do.
-v-J- '■'-;And I know that I always will.

-- . - - Just like you.
i. . We are both very old.

I would like to see you smile at me again. I
hope I don't have to wait until I reach the place of
no darkness to see that.

_• GARY

After she read the letter, they sat on the porch for

awhile. They didn't say too much. Then Nicole went in and

got the kids, picked up their diapers, and left with him.

On the way, he told her about the new trouble. When

they reached Spanish Fork, he put in a call to Mont Court,

who said it was too late in the evening to do anything. First

thing next day, he would pick him up and drive him over to

the Orem police. Gary and Nicole slept with their arms

around each other. It would be their last night together for

they did not know how long.



The Lieutenant of Detectives in the Orem Police De­

partment was a pleasant-looking man of average size with

a big face, bald head, and a crown of yellow-reddish hair.

He wore eyeglasses. His name was Gerald Nielsen and he was

a good Mormon who grew up on a ranch and was an Elder of

the Church." He was sitting in his office when the dis­

patcher called and said, "There's a fellow out here wants

to turn himself in." That was an event which might happen

from time to time, but it wasn't common. So Nielsen went

out to meet him. A fellow could lose his courage about

turning himself in during the time it took to walk from t?

Reception to his office.

It was early in the morning and the fellow looked like

he hadn't slept too well. "I'm Gary Gilmore," he said. "I

want to talk to somebody." He was wearing dark glasses and

his eyes were black and his nose was swollen. They had

hardly said hello before Gilmore mentioned that he had been



in a fight. Considering the number of stitches Nielsen

would have supposed it was a car. accident.
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c
saifThe was on parole from another state, The judge said he

hid

n I

w^uld give him until five o'clock to post bail of $100, or
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And:.now, after all that had happened, after the fight

with the Chicano, and the terrible night when she screamed

at him on the highway, after being apart for two days and

having felt the fear of being apart for a lot more than that, 



they were together again, and for a few hours, maybe it

was a day and a night, everything was better than if they

had never been apart. She saw something deeper in the idea

of loving him. Like there was a crack in a tree she could

open a little with her hands, and the more it split, the

more there was to see, as if somebody had hidden sparklers

and diamonds way inside where you didn't expect it, God,

she loved him while his face was mending.

-Afterwards^—she would never know if it was bad luck

'Or- never meant to be—things did not get better. Mainly

it was the Mustang. Morning after morning that car would

<nbt-start.' It was as if Gary had something in his makeup

that killed off the electrical system every morning.


