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on the scarred fonnica ... 
"I think Crockett would have wanted you to have these." 
She picked up the book and rubbed a finger across the tattered dust jacket. 
"I remember bu yin' this for him down in Lubbock. Said it was one of his 

favorites. He sure liked his Texas history." 
The wind slapped the cheap screen against the trailer. She stared out the 

door and tears came to her eyes. 
"Seein' me like this would have broken his heart." 
She was right. It broke my heart, too. 

South of Plainview I pulled off the highway. An ugly storm was rolling in 
from the north, the kind Crockett used to talk about where the sky turned red and 
even though you shut the doors and windows, a fine dust blew right through, 
leaving little cones of sand on the sills. 

I took Crockett's letter to Betty Ann out of its bag. I hadn't seen much 
reason to give it to her. She had made her choice and it was too late for Crockett's 
words to change anything. 

So I read the letter, scrawled in ball-point on Infantry School stationery 
Crockett had bought at Ft. Benning two years earlier. He was right about the 
letter being a lot of mushy bullshit. Like how he loved Betty Ann, but most of all 
how he wanted her to be happy. It was a farewell-as though he knew that ifit 
was ever delivered it would be because he was dead or because she had stopped 
loving him. 

There was a P. S. that read: 
"Mom's last letter says you just had a late snowstorm. I sure miss the snow 

and I miss the sight of you, all bundled up, looking cute as a button with your rosy 
cheeks and your pretty eyes shinin' with love." 

I stepped out of the car and tore the letter into tiny pieces. I let the hot wind 
blow the fragments into the cotton field next to the highway, the pieces dancing 
over the rows like snowflakes. \�tJ 
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And Randy was looking at her, the way young Jim Hawkins must have gazed at the 

mountain of shining doubloons and gold guineas in that cave on Treasure Island. 

From several thousand feet above us I heard the unmistakable throbbing of helicopter 

propellers. We craned our necks, and I could make out two Hueys tracking north in tandem 

across the night sky, lights flashing. 

"Headed back to Randolph Air Base, I'll bet," Randy said. "This place seems to be on 

their flight path. Guess you two saw lots of those babies in Nam." 

The lights faded into the distance of time, consumed by the expanse of ageless stars. 

"It turns out that Jill and I weren't stationed anywhere near each other. So, instead of war 

stories, I've been teaching her the words to "Randolph the Red-Nosed Cousin" and telling her 

about the time you tried to set a trap to catch Santa Claus with a bunch of sticky-ass flypaper." 

Randy slugged me on the shoulder and Jill giggled and the three of us walked arm in arm 

back to Randy's fine new house. 
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