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
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I won the Welby Enduro on one of their bikes. I did that while
Casey was in jail; when he took the fall for us.

The night they caught Casey, I was taking a leak when I
spotted a cop parked on the street next to the car lot. His lights
were off. "There’s a cop," I said.

Casey quit grunting against the weight of the transmission
and started to shimmy out from under the ‘vette. I spotted the
second squad car pulling up beside the first one with its lights
out.

"We're busted, Casey," I whispered. "Run!" I ducked and
hurried through the parking lot, staying low and moving between
the parked cars until I could scramble over the fence. When my
feet hit the ground, I heard someone shout, "Freeze, punk.
Police!"

The voice was a long way from me. I turned and looked
back for Casey. Two flashlight beams covered him and a third
moved through the parking lot looking for me. I stayed low,
scuttled across the street and dove under a pickup. Even though
I wore a leather jacket, my elbow felt like somebody had just
kicked me and I scraped my hand on the pavement.

It was in that eerie, living dead light just before dawn that
I saw them taking Casey in. From under the truck, I could see
them march him to a squad car that had showed up a few
minutes after I'd hidden under the truck. One time, I thought I'd
been caught when a cruiser slowly rolled down the street. I was
too scared to run for it and they were too dumb to look under the
pickup.

I felt bad for Casey; his wrists handcuffed behind his back
when they pushed him into the back seat of the squad car. Casey
was big, and I think I knew he’d never move fast enough to
escape. They had to know he wasn’t working alone, though.
They’d spent too much time looking for me.

The police did know. My mother knew. Even Casey’s old
man knew I'd been in on it. They picked me up from my



Tom Miller, Gemini in Autumn 27

mother’s house that same afternoon. Mom was still at work, but
they wouldn’t even let me leave her a note. I figured Casey had
ratted on me. I was going over in my mind how I was going to
get even with him when we got to the station, but the police
screwed it up. The two cops who’d picked me up were behind
me as [ walked up a flight of stairs for questioning, as two more
cops led Casey down the same staircase. I started to hate him for
ratting me, when I caught his glance back. He shook his head
real subtly and I knew.

Casey turned his head, looked back to the cop in his left
and said, in a loud voice, "You guys don’t know shit." The cop
slapped Casey on his back and he started to fall headlong down
the stairs, but the other cop grabbed Casey by his handcuffed
wrists before he could go down. Casey was still struggling for
balance, but he looked at me as we passed on the staircase and he
winked. When they took me into the room, I told them that I
needed to call my mother and to let her know they were holding
me. I told them I wanted to talk to a lawyer and I kept saying,
"You guys don’t know shit."

I'd run out of smokes by the time Casey opened his
window and tossed me his sleeping bag. He backed out on the
ledge and dropped to the ground like a bear falling from a tree,
but landed on the balls of his feet and came up in a dead run for
the bike. The sound of our pounding heels broke against the
pavement until we’d run past a couple of houses and slowed to
a fast walk. Casey laughed and coughed all in the same breath.
I bummed a smoke from him when we got to my bike and offered
him a light from my Zippo.

We stopped and worked up a plan for leaving town
before we rode to my house. I went inside first. My mother
would be asleep, but I cranked up the stereo loud enough to
cover the sound of Casey crawling in through my bedroom
window. He slid under my bed and I kicked his sleeping bag in
with him just as my mother opened the bedroom door.
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"I wasn’t asleep, Paul," she said. "Casey’s father called a
few minutes ago. He wants you to call and tell him where Casey
lS."

"I'm not Casey’s keeper."

"You stole fifty dollars from my purse to bail him out of
jail tonight, Paul. You know where he is." My mother’s eyes
were dark, either from too little sleep or maybe she’d been
drinking. She still stood in the doorway, one hand steadying
herself on the doorknob and the other at her hip, holding a
smoking Camel. She looked through me or past me. Neither of
us wanted to go through this anymore.

"Yeah, Mom. I know where he is."

"Well, you better call Casey’s father and tell him. He
called the police and the bondsman to tell them Casey ran away."
She turned her stare away and said, as she slowly closed the door,
"He’s going back to jail, Paul."

"I'll call his old man in the morning," I said through the
closed door.

Casey slept under my bed. I didn’t see how he could. I
kept going over the things I knew we’d need; which tools for the
bike, clothes that Casey or I could fit, oil, food, whether or not to
bring a gas can. If we got caught, Casey was dead meat, but
what about me? I wondered if the bondsman could put me in jail
for helping Casey to jump bail. He told me the bike was his if
Casey didn’t show for court. So when was the Kawasaki stolen;
when we left town or when Casey didn’t show for court? It
didn’t matter. I owed Casey one, but this messy deal still
confused me.

Casey coughed some in his sleep and I knew he was
coming down with a cold. I worried that he’d wake my mother
and I'd have to go through that cold stare again, and more lies.

I heard my mother’s alarm go off early the next morning.
She’d heard coughing and before she left for work, she came into
my room. She put her cold hand on my forehead. "You don’t
have a fever," she said. I said nothing. My mother wore a
tobacco-colored wool suit and a yellow blouse. She liked
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expensive perfume, subtle stuff that you’re more aware of than
you smell. "I don’t like Casey Tynder," she said. "I don’t like him
because you do a lot of stupid things when you’re around him,
Paul."

"You're not perfect, Mom."

"Nor am I stupid. If you want to go to jail, I can’t stop
you, but I can keep you out of my purse. I'm going to find
someplace else for you to live." She turned and left the room. I
could hear Casey stifling a cough as her heels clicked over the
kitchen linoleum and she walked out the back door to her car.

Casey packed the bike with the sleeping bags and a
knapsack while I rifled my mother’s drawers and came up with
two twenties as a going away present. I went outside and
checked the oil and tires and ran some graphite down the cables
while Casey fried eggs and bacon. We ate a lot. Casey called me
a "good little boy" when I washed the dishes, but it didn’t bother
me.

I took my black leather jacket. Casey always wore his
denim jacket with the blanket lining. We headed west out of
Denver on Interstate 70. It grew colder in the foothills right away
and crosswinds shooting through Hidden Valley Canyon carried
dust that stung our faces. Outside of Idaho Springs, weather
clouds blocked out the sun and the wind began to hone its edge
against us. The little Kawasaki was good for zipping in and out
of traffic or darting off from a light, but the mountain grades kept
forcing me into lower gears. With California so far west, [ was
afraid to wind the engine too tightly and we seemed to move all
the more slowly when wind gusts buffeted us.

Casey kept coughing and bringing up chunks of phlegm.
Using his cupped hands and my Zippo, he’d light cigarettes for
us, but then would hack so deeply, he’d make the whole bike
wobble when he inhaled them. When we stopped to take a leak,
I offered to trade jackets with Casey. He was always smiling or
smirking, depending on what he’d been up to. This time, he
smiled and said, "Nah, man, let’s just ride."

































