GEMINI IN AUTUMN
For Will Masters

Tom Miller

asey’s old man scared me anytime, and tonight we knew

it'd be bad if he was still awake by the time we got there.

Casey got fired at the drive-in for punching out some
loudmouth. The police came, and when they found out it was
Casey, they made it hard on him. I made his bail with fifty bucks
from my mother’s purse and put up the title to my Kawasaki for
the bondsman. But, Casey’s old man knew, and pretty soon,
Casey’s parole officer would know.

It was late, and I parked the bike around the corner. We
stayed off the sidewalks and used the dry lawns to muffle our
footsteps. When we got to Casey’s house, I ducked under the
spiny limbs of the crabapple tree, trying to keep my footsteps light
over the crunching leaves. A light shone from inside the living
room. [ looked back to Casey from the corner of his house and
gave him the thumbs up. He nodded, hacked, and pulled back
his shoulders, then walked up to the front door.

When he opened the door, his father’s voice boomed loud
enough to hush the wind-chattered leaves and deep enough to
still my shivers for an instant. The door slammed hard enough to
rattle the window panes and I heard a crash, then banging
against the floors. Casey never cried out though. I knew he
wouldn’t.

Outside his house I waited, rubbing my hands and
twisting my ears to keep the blood moving. I smoked a lot of
cigarettes. Each time I lit one, I'd hold my gold-plated Zippo
against my cold knuckles until the cold absorbed the metal’s
warmth again. Square One Kawasaki gave me the Zippo when













































