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                    "Oh!  Oh,  Jesus!  Gross ! "
    " What ,  Mar y,  what?"
    "Didn' t  you see i t?"
    "See what?"
    She looked at  h im,  and in  the harsh deser t  sun-  
l ight  he saw that  a  lot  of  the color  had gone out  of  
her  face,  leaving just  the marks  of  sunburn on her  
cheeks  and across  her  brow,  where not  even a  strong 
sunblock cream would ent i re ly  protec t  her.  She was  
ver y  fa i r  and burned eas i ly.
   "On that  s ign.  That  speed- l imit  s ign."
   " What  about  i t?"
   " There  was  a  dead cat  on i t ,  Peter !  Nai led there  or  
g lued there  or  some damned thing."  He hit  the brake 
pedal .  She grabbed his  shoulder  at  once.  "Don' t  you 
even think about  going back ."
   "But- -"
   "But  what?  Did you want  to  take a  pic ture  of  i t?  No 
way,  Jose.  I f  I  have to  look at  that  again ,  I ' l l  throw 
up."
   " Was i t  a  white  cat?"  He could see the back of  a  
s ign in  the rear view mirror- - the speed- l imit  s ign she 
was  ta lk ing about ,  presumably--but  that  was  a l l .  And 
when they passed i t ,  he  had been look ing o� in  the 
other  di rec t ion,  at  some birds  �ying toward the 
nearest  wedge of  mountains.  Str ic t ly  attending to  
the highway was not  something one had to  do ever y  
second out  here ;  Nevada cal led i ts  st retch of  U.S .  50  
" The Lonel iest  H ighway in  Amer ica ,"  and in  Peter  
Jackson's  opinion,  i t  l ived up to  i ts  b i l l ing.  O f  course  
he was  a  New York  boy,  and he supposed might  be 

su�er ing a  cumulat ive  case of  the creeps.  Deser t  
agoraphobia ,  Bal l room Syndrome,  something l ike  
that .
   "No,  i t  was  a  t iger-str ipe,"  she sa id.  " What  di�er-
ence does  i t  make?"
   " I  thought  maybe Satanists  in  the deser t ,"  he sa id.  
" This  place is  supposed to  be �l led with weirdos,  
i sn' t  that  what  Mar ie l le  sa id?"
   " ' I ntense '  was  the word she used,"  Mar y  sa id.  
" 'Centra l  Nevada's  fu l l  of  intense people.'  Quote-
unquote.  G ar y  sa id  prett y  much the same.  But  s ince 
we haven' t  seen anybody s ince we crossed the 
Cal i fornia  state  l ine --"
   " Wel l ,  in  Fal lon--"
   "Pi t -stops  don' t  count ,"  she sa id.  "Although even 
there,  the people  .  .  ."  She gave him a  funny,  help-
less  look that  he didn' t  see of ten in  her  face these 
days,  a l though i t  had been common enough in  the 
months  fo l lowing her  miscarr iage.  " Why are  they 
here,  Pete?  I  mean,  I  can understand Vegas  and 
Reno .  .  .  even Winnemucca and Wendover  .  .  ."
   " The people  who come from Utah to  gamble there  
cal l  Wendover  Bend O ver,"  Peter  sa id,  gr inning.  
"G ar y  told  me that ."
   She ignored him.  "But  the rest  of  the state  .  .  .  the 
people  who are  here,  why do they come and why do 
they stay?  I  k now I  was  born and ra ised in  New York ,  
so  probably  I  can' t  understand,  but- -"
   "You're  sure  that  wasn' t  a  white  cat?  Or  a  black  
one?"  He glanced back into the rear view,  but  at  just  
under  sevent y  mi les  an hour,  the speed- l imit  s ign 
had a l ready faded into the mott led background of  
sand,  mesquite,  and dul l  brown foothi l l s .  There  was  
�nal ly  another  vehic le  behind them,  though;  he 
could see a  hot  sunstar  re�ec t ion pr ick ing o� i ts  
windshield.  Maybe a  mi le  back .  Maybe t wo.
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