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Longing on Hwy 10

Shaindel Beers

he Shdl stationis ahorible ship going nowhere. Shefedlslucky thatitis

notaMobil station or theironywould betoo much. Thecarsdrift alongon

their way to Hwy 10N the only road out of thisN the only townN she@
known. Shestandsbehind the counter shifting her weight from onefootto theother,
leaning forward on the countr in front of her, backward agang thewall behind her. No
onerealizes untl they@e worked in onehow claugsrophobtally small agas stationis. It
isthissmallness, in fact, of the station, of her life, of the possibilitiesin this town that got
her thinking abouthim in thefirst place.

Shehas heard arumor tha hecamein here at least once before while shewas
working, and her Uncle Steve told him never to try it again. Steveis protective of all
women tha way. Likethe Alphamale wolf in aNationd Geographic film, heis aways
chasing thingsaway, and thisis precisely why Lynn doesn®know her father. Thestory
goes that when Lynn@mother was six morths pregnant with Lynn, he grew restlessN
Lynn®@ mother inserts other two syllable words here, depending on moodN stupid,
foolish, homyN and left Lynn@mother for another girl at thefactory who had been a

strippe before she had moved to Warner.



When herealized wha he had done hetried to come back, but Steve, then sixteen
and amog as formidable as now, had met him at the end of the driveway with a muzzle-
loader hefted to his shoulder, and her father had never come back.

Her AuntNell had told her to look for alight-hared, fair-skinned man about
forty, butthis was the Midwest, and there was no shortage of those. Some days she
treated all of themen like they mightbe him, smiling brightly, and adding a word or two
abouttheweather alongwith the Guggestive sellingOshe was suppod to doN on order
from corparateN pushing a$1099 par of sunglasses or a $4.99 collapsble umbrellaon
people aswell as offeringto clean ther windsields, thoughonly out-of-towners
accepted thewindshield cleaning, with a confused look, as if they@ never had anotion
tha ateenagegirl could squeegee bugsoff awindsield.

Oneday aman came in and stared at her for a moment then fumbled aroundhis
chest podket and his pants podketsN both frontand backN before backing out sheepishly.
Grorgot my wallet, Ohel@l smiled.

For awhile shewanted that to be him. Shesaw enoughresemblance for it to bea
possibility, and the next dow shift she broughtin her biology workbookand did
numerousPunnet squaes in themarging and her algebra notebookN asif she could
formulate a science of probability genetics there on the counter next to the RC cola & a
MoonPie--$1.99Gsign Danielle, the day manager, had made

Because this was the Midwest and nearly all men seemed blondand aroundforty,
shedid not flirt with older men theway some of the girls did. GHow aboutthis one?0

Selenahad teased as atall, bonyman approached from his beat up station wagon.



Lynn eyed her levelly. Sheld told Selena, given her Aunt Nell@ description, she
could be any man® daughter. GAwwwwEyoulre no fun,OSelenapouted. She
unbutoned her shirt afew buttonsand grabbed a blow-popfrom thelollypoptree next to
theregister, unwrapping it into the shgpe of atiny supehero with a cape, and rubbed him
over her tongueand lipswhile ringing up theman® purchase. He looked past Selenato
Lynnwho shruggeald embarrassedly, and hetrudged back to hiscar. Ashepulled awvay,
they both read QHonk If Y ou Love JesusOon the bumper and Baby on BoardOon the
back window. Thecushiony bluetop of ababy seat was jud visible as heturned right out
of the station@drive, headed to the highway.

GGreat, OLynn elbowed Selena, ONow he going to tell his wife they@e never
living outin theboondo&s. Hedl say, @\l those small town girls are jus whores
looking to screw ther way out.@

Of hewas your dad,0Selenacountred, he@® the pervert with two separate
families twenty years apat.O

Lynn did wonde aboutthis occasiondlyN if she had brothers and sisters with a
mother unimaginably different from her own who ended up with capital lettersin ther
genotypes. Maybe he fathe had taken up with a Mexican woman who got tired of
moving with the seasons and she had hdf-siblingswith dark, amondeyes tha reminded
her of thelargeglass eyes of thedeer over themantle. Unde Steve had downed him with
thesame gunhehad proddel at he father.

Shewas tempted to ask Steve who hewas, but she@d never gotten thenerve. He(@
changed since he@ been home. He@ always been alone, buttheloudtype guffawing

at stupid movies or blasting hismudc in hisroom butjail had changed him. Hewas a



lone now, too, butthetoo-quiet kind. Thekind that neighbois talked abouton the news
after they said, QVe never expected it.O

Even thoughit was a possible phenotype shedecided to stop putting outextra
energy to men with brown eyes. Mog of them were Mexican or Potawatomi, and she
was sure shewas too lightfor them to behe father. Sheused to say tha shecould get a
sunbumn frommoonlightreflecting off of snow untl Stevetold her it was atired lineand
gotup, leaving her aloneat thetable.

Shewasiffy on howto dividemen with hazel eyes. Maybehazel eyesandred or
whest hair, yesN just enoughenergy to feel them out. Shewould be genuindy polite to
themN try to remind them of something they may want to purchase at a gas stationN
cigarettes or aHershey bar, butcertainly not sunglasses or an umbrella. A man with eyes
light enoughto be her father would probebly own numerouspars of sunglassesN onefor
each car, onefor thehouse, and maybe another pair for the office or woodshop
wherever he mightgo to escapethe brazen sunlight that shoneso intensely because it
only worked in the summer, making the corn and soybeans grow before winter took over
agan, and theworld took on a more sengble pdette.

Shedidn®flirt with any men who could have been her fatherN she even avoided
men who could have been as youngas thirty because they may have been, inredity, a
boyish thirty-five, but this does notmean shewasaprude Girlslike Selena sheknew,
gotreputations That man with the Baby on BoardOand GHonk If Y ou Love JesusO
signsprobably prayed to forget aboutgirls like tha theway Jesus prayed for demonsto
be cast out of troubled people. She made sure only to have an interest in boysher own

ageor younge and never to talk, and never to do anything with anyonewho would talk.



Shehad seduced Curt, the boy she was training to replace Selena who was
leaving for college at theend of Augug, within the secondweek of hisworking there.
Shewas subte, a first, unfolding thetraining manud over her chest and holding it open
for him to read. When he smiled back shyly and couldn®make eye contact without
reddening, she began training him on everything that hgppened in theroombehind the
counterN clogng out the credit card machine, where you putany merchandise tha you
wanted deduaed from your paycheck. There shewould brush agang him while showing
him where thesparerolls of cash register tapewere or theorderingformsfor al the
supplies and inventory. He would sigh and look away and stiffen with the same slow
diffuseness with which he blushed.

Onenight, when shewas in the back ordering an assortment of suckersfor the
lollypoptree, shesat onthefolding char, theorder form on athreering binde on he lap
so shecould press hard throughthethree layers of carbon pgoer, and she pulled him
toward her, dipping her finge's into thewaistband of his pants. She smiled, embarassed,
when hepulled thewaistband to reveal aVelcro fly. A lot of boyswho went huning had
Qast accessOpants, and shewondeaed why? Wha was the rush to pee when youwere all
aonein thewoodsfromdawn until duk? He shook agang her while heburied his
fingesin her har, then they both threw themselves togeher when they heard the crunch
of gravel and headlights swept thewall abovethem.

Q think IGn trained okay for theregister. You stay here.OHe gave her acrooked
grin.

Sheopened a Mt. Dew he@d left next to his merchandise and ran her finge's

throughher har. Atleast snceit waswavy, it dwayslooked messy.



When Curt came back, hewas red andtrying notto laugh. He puthis hand on her
shoulder, holding her back in thechar. CBtay. Close your eyes.O Hetook adew rag
from thehandkerchief pileN astack of aternaing redsand blues the old farmers her
grandfather@ age were always buyingN andtied it over her eyes. Her first thoughtwas
tha hewas younge, but hewas stronge. He could gag her andtie he up and rape her
herein theback roomof the gas station, and Andy, the morning opener, would find her
heretomorrow. Then sheheard thecrinkling of cellophane and was somehow comforted.
Thewarmth of his handsand tonguearoundher thighsand stomach was causng her to
floa away from thegas station, up throughthe cirrus cloudsabove when shefelt
something small and cold and speculative start to enter her. She started to pull her legs
together when hekissed her neck and whispered, Q.icorice whipN your merchandise
pile,Oand sherelaxed as hetwirled and sucked her and thelicorice untl she couldn®feel
the candy anymore and had to concentrate to believe it had been there.

Thenext year, at theclinic ontheuniversity campuswhere shewill gowith a
quiet philosophy major to get her first prescriptionfor birth control, shewill first think of
red licorice when the speculum enters her and will stifle alaugh. Thedodor and the
philosophy major will both ask if sheis okay, and shewill turn to thewall and blush,
Qusg coldN tha@ all.O But tha is thefuture.

Three weeks later Curt callsto quit thejob at the Shdl station. He has a girlfriend
whoisolder, away at collegeout of state, and his parents tell him he has to choos oneof
the girls because thisis notright His mother has founda Guggestive noteOfrom Lynn
while doing laundly and does notundestand al of thereferences to candy but till

cannotbdieve how shameless a seventeen year-old girl can be



Curt@ girlfriend doesn®care aboutLynn. Sheistwenty, and they have Gan
arrangement,Owhich meanstha sheis honest with Curt aboutwhom sheis slegping with
and uses protection while shewaits for him to outgrow her. He doesn® though. Heiis
marrying her on abeach far away from everythingheand Lynnknow right nowwhile
Lynn@® philosophy major plays funnysongson his guitar and makes moundsof french
friesin his Grry BabyQas she smiles and sobsher way throughher first and only
abortion.

Somewhere in-between thistimeN after Curt has quit the gas station and before
Lynn has heard thewords philosophy and major in conjundion with oneanother, a man
comes into the gas station. He topsoff with mid-grade and handsLynn atwenty,
wrinkled longwise down themiddle. Before she can make change he says, GCan you
give me something to make up the difference? | have this weird spook aboutgetting
changeback any place East of a certain point on Hwy 100 Thisisthe oddest thing Lynn
has ever heard. Shechooss quickly butcarefully. Theitems mug add up exactly. She
handshim a Skor bar, aMr. Pibb, and a teddy bear keychan, pressing the soft fur of the
minute bear into hispdm. His eyes meet hers briefly. Oneof them is as blue as the sky,

the other, as green asthe sea.



