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I was TWELVE YEARS OLD WHEN THEY FOUND THE BODY OF MY
SISTER in a rent-by-the-hour motel in Fairfield, Alabama. If
you're wondering how hard the cops try to find out who or
what ended the life of a stripper with -a heroin habit, et me
g1ve youa Iunt Not’ much

I you re wondermg how much a elderly Bapt1st deacon and
his trembling, mousy wife try to find out who or what ended
the life of a: daughter they could never seem to control, who
always smoked Marlboro Reds, mumbled God Damn, busted
curfew and’ laughed in their faces when they tried to ground
“her, let me g1ve youa hint: Not much. "

My parents Wouldn t explam it to me at the time, would barely
talk about it, barely look at each othér. There was no wake,
‘only a funeral no obituary in the paper so no guests. She just
~went away. It was only once I turned sixteen and a friendly
_young Sewanee grad running the research desk at the library
.downtown dug up the police reports that I began to A
understand what happened

My sister Was named Veéspa, like the scooter. Once I asked
‘dad why she was named that and he stared at me like I was
crazy, like it was just what you named a daughter, after a
stupidly - chromed mod accessory. ‘Maybe he ‘didn’t even
know what one was. In general he tended to hate music but
he put up with Motown and bubblegum pop from the sixties.
He couldn’t stand the rock that throbbed out of Vespa's room.

-They call it hair metal now but I guess at the time nobody
~thought it was a joke, nobody wrappéd bandannas around

their thighs or wore too much blue eyeshadow to be laughed

at, but because somethmg inside said it felt r1ght

I’'m nothing like my sister but growing up I always wanted to
be. Vespa loved books; her room was filled with dozens of
novels tromping up and down the science fiction and horror
spectrum. Stephen King, ‘Anne Rice, Dean R. Koontz, Kurt
Vonnegut——she loved Vonnegut—poetry by Rimbaud and Jim
Morrison, stacks of battered Harlan Elhsons and Sagans and
Asimovs. She adored The Stand, treasured a tremendously
battered paperback of the unedited version of the book which
was passed like a secret from friend fo. friend. The cover was
long gone and the spine had been reglued at least twice to






