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There were three rocks when I first saw them.  Must have been two the day before, and 

one the day before that, but I didn’t notice until there were three.   

 

Bullseye Road lays out flat for quite a stretch there, a lane and a half of tired asphalt with 

twin wire fences to either side and a shallow ditch to the south.   I pass that way every morning 

on my way to work at the county vehicle barn, where I’m the only woman out of six on my shift 

for the roadway maintenance division. The rocks were on the north, just past an old ranch road, 

the road marked only by a numbered post next to a gate which had hung open so long it probably 

couldn’t close if it wanted to. 
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Just west of the gate was where the rocks were, and they weren’t anything special but 

three round dirt-colored rocks sitting on top of three posts of the fence that ran alongside the 

road.  Three rocks the size of baking potatoes, sitting on three posts, and they caught my eye as I 

cruised past at fifty in the thin light of early morning, proud of the dust plume my pick-up was 

laying out behind. 

Not the kind of thing you think much of, just a moment’s wondering about who put them 

there and what was in his mind, and then you go on to the rest of your life.  It wasn’t until I saw 

the string of rocks was growing that I began to think on it for real.   

 

A little ways past the gate there was a split post, one half peeling itself away like a corn 

shuck, and that was where the rocks started.  That Tuesday I first noticed them, there was a rock 

on the split post, and two others to the west of it.  Wednesday there was another rock, on the next 

post west.  Thursday another, and Friday.  From Friday to Monday, three more rocks, so 

whoever was doing it wasn’t taking weekends off. 

 

I go in about seven-twenty usually, but on snowy days earlier, because there are plowing 

logs to check and, most times, chains to be repaired.  It was one of those days, early in October, 

that I first met the boys.  The overnight snow had already changed to rain as I got dressed, but 

the department has guidelines to follow, so I was going in early anyway.  It was coming down 

somewhere between a heavy drizzle and a real rain, everything looking gray and black and 

slicked-down; like the whole landscape had been freshly oiled. Half a mile beyond the ranch 

road and the rocks, I saw two kids scuffing along the shoulder in the wet and the cold.  One of 
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‘em in a denim chore jacket about two times too big for him, the other in a faded green t-shirt 

over a long-john shirt and no jacket at all, with a knitted cap pulled down over his eyebrows and 

some wormy curls around the nape of his neck showing for hair. 

I know that’s the thing with some kids today - I see ‘em wearing shorts in the winter, or 

out without a jacket when I’ve already got three layers on - but still it didn’t seem right.  I 

figured they were going to school, and I wondered how they could learn much if they were 

soaking wet by the time they got there, so I pulled over a little way in front of them, reached 

across and threw open the door for them to get in. 

The little one in the twice-too-big coat, he saw me stop and began to hurry up a bit, like 

he was grateful for a chance to get in out of the weather.  It was the big one, the one with the hat, 

who hung back.  Kept on walking the same speed he had been before I stopped, sneakers 

scraping shiny pebbles over the broken asphalt edge, eyes cast down as tightly as his hands were 

stuffed into the pockets of his jeans - jeans that hung low off his hips then bagged down to a 

flourish of frayed hems wicking up water from the soggy ground. 

The little one - I made him out to be about eleven - he jumped in smart, like he belonged 

in the cab of a truck.  Though he still set his butt at the far edge of the seat from me..  

“Wet morning,” I said. 

“Yup,” he said, with the sound of someone not used to holding up his end of a 

conversation.  

“That your brother?” I asked. 

“Un hunh.”  

  “He ever move any faster than that?” 
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The little one looked at me like I was from Mars, then just set his eyes forward, out the 

windshield to where the road dissolved into the wet.  

The big one arrived a while after that.  Stood there between the open door and the side of 

my truck with his hands in his pockets and the rain dripping off his nose and chin. 

“I’ll give you a ride,” I said. 

“I don’t know you,” he said back, his brown eyes darting between the truck and the way 

he’d come. 

“True enough,” I said.  “But I got a dry truck and you got no coat.  Why don’t you just 

get in before I get tired of waitin’?” 

 He thought on that for a moment, like it was a lot more complicated than it was, then 

smacked the little one above the ear. 

“Move over dickhead,” he said, and climbed in as the little one lifted himself and scooted 

over a ways. 

As soon as the door was shut I put my truck into gear and moved on down the road, not 

speaking for a time.  I was thinking they might say “thanks” or something, but they didn’t, so 

after a while I asked where they were walking to. 

“Bus stop,” said the older one, like it was all the words he could afford. 

I waited again, thinking there might be more, but there wasn’t so I bit on it. 

“Ok, where’s the bus stop?” 

“On thirty seven,” he said. 

State Highway 37 is where Bullseye Rd. tees down, about a mile from where I picked the 

kids up.  From there you either could go south toward the Interstate, or north toward Kremmling.  
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I figured they must be going to catch a school bus north, as I was pretty sure the kids out that 

way went to school in Kremmling.  Not that I knew much about school buses, not having ever 

come close to even having a husband in all my forty-two years, much less any kids of my own. 

When we got to 37 I could see the ‘School Bus Stop’ sign right there, and not a soul in 

sight. 

“You early?” I asked, figuring they might have timed it for walking all the way. 

“Maybe,” said the older one.  “A little.” 

I pulled over just past the bus stop and put the truck into park.  The radio was busted at 

the time, so there wasn’t much to listen to.  Just the three of us breathing and the engine idling to 

keep the defogger and the heat on.  Reminded me of my own school days, when I’d sit with 

some boy in a truck or someplace, both of us staring off into the distance.  Times like that, I 

always get the feeling that whatever I say is gonna be wrong, so it’s better just to say nothing. 

After about ten minutes a Suburban pulled up behind us. I could see a woman driving it 

and a couple of kids in the seats behind her. 

“I got to get to work now,” I said. “Maybe you boys could climb in with that lady back 

there?” 

The older one opened the door then, and stepped out.  The little guy, he looked up at me 

kind of sideways.  It didn’t seem like he was all too keen on moving, till the other one grabbed at 

his sleeve, saying “Come on.”  

“Yo,” I said before they could close the door. “Anyone ever teach you boys to say thank 

you?” 

“Yup,” said the big one, and closed the door.  As I drove off, I could see the two of ‘em 
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standing in the rain.  Never even went over to the lady in the Suburban. 

 

The weather let up after that little tease, so I didn’t go in early for a while.  It was 

probably a good three weeks before I saw the boys again.  Three weeks of watching the rocks 

grow west, one post at a time.  Three weeks of drinking coffee from a plastic mug, eating 

homemade sandwiches at the chipped table in the break room and sitting up at night by myself, 

watching whatever came on the cable.   

It’s not that I mind any of that, by the way, I don’t blame anyone but myself for my life 

and I’m just fine with how it is.  I like working at Vehicles.  Like being one of the guys - for the 

most part.  I like doing hard work that sometimes leaves my arms aching and my neck stiff.  I’m 

a big woman - as if you could miss that, right? - and you got to use the things you got, not mope 

after the things you haven’t.  Being single is all right with me too, especially after what I’ve seen 

some of my friends go through when they got married. There’s men I’d like to get closer to 

sometimes, but they’re few and far between, and generally the feeling doesn’t seem to be mutual.   

 

Anyway, it was the beginning of November when the next bit of weather came around.  I 

was driving in through a snow that fell straight down, like it was in a hurry to get the ground 

covered up, and there they were by the side of the road.  The little one still had on the big coat - 

easy enough to guess it must’ve come from his father.  The older one was only a little better 

dressed now, not in a real winter coat but a red windbreaker, with “Marlboro” plastered across 

the shoulders.  I pulled over and this time they both ran to the door, hopping in like it was home.  

“Morning boys,” I said, giving them a good looking over.  The red windbreaker was old, 
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with some white lettering on the front that was flaked-off to where I couldn’t read a word.  The 

twice-too-big coat was old too, its plaid flannel lining worn through at the turned-up cuffs.  The 

flannel had worked itself into ragged rolls that hung away and exposed the pale gray inner side 

of the denim.  The coat was soiled as well, with dark smudges where someone’s hands had gone 

in and out of the pockets a million times.  Fine dirt had rubbed onto the high spots of seams and 

creases till it formed a smooth crust the color and gloss of pencil lead.  

“Thanks for stoppin’,” said the bigger one, with at least a suggestion of real gratefulness 

in his voice.  I took him to be about fourteen, though it was hard to tell with the hat pulled down 

like that.  Same hat as before.  Same jeans too, from the look of them.  Someone was letting 

these boys run a lot too free for my taste.   

“Not a problem,” I answered, as I put the truck into gear and waited for its clattering 

diesel to get us up to speed.  “I figured you were probably wet enough for one day.  I’m Claudia, 

for what that’s worth.  You boys got names?” 

“Yeah,” the big one said, and for a second I thought he was going to stop there, which 

would have been about what I’d come to expect, but then he went on.  “I’m Cody, and this here’s 

Lamar.” 

“Pleased to meet you. So how is it you boys walk all the way to that bus?  There nobody 

at home could give you a ride?” 

“Mom’s got t’ stay with the baby,” piped the younger one - Lamar - as if he was real 

proud to know the answer to the question.  Kind of the way I used to feel when I was back in 

school.  I was never one of those kids who jumped up and down with her arm in the air trying to 

get called on.  More the kind who sat there with my hand barely off the desk and prayed I’d get 
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called on the one question I knew and not the twenty more I didn’t.  Not that I’m stupid or 

anything, I just never got much learning from books.  More from doing, which is pretty normal 

when you grow up on a ranch; come from a line of ranch people.  I guessed that maybe Lamar 

and me had that in common.   

“What about your dad,” I asked.  “He at home?” 

“He’s in prison,” Lamar said softly, and got a back-handed slap in the stomach for it. 

“Not prison, butthead,” said Cody. “Jail.” 

“Same difference,” Lamar said. 

“Nah unh,” said Cody.  “Prison’s where you go after the trial.  Jail’s for before.” 

“Your dad’s in jail?” I asked, and right away found myself regretting I’d let the surprise 

show in my voice.  That’s another reason I live the way I do, I guess.  My Momma always said 

I’d get along better with people - boys especially - if I didn’t let on so much just what I thought 

about stuff.  One more thing I never got the knack of.  On the other hand, my Daddy used to say 

words spoken were like ripples on a pond - just ‘cause you could see ‘em going out didn’t mean 

you could ever bring ‘em back again - so I decided to plow on. “He’s waiting for a trial?” 

“Yeah,” said Cody, then gave a big sigh, like the air letting out of a balloon. 

We had reached 37 by then and the snow was coming down harder than ever. There was 

a couple inches of slush at the boys’ bus stop and no sign of human life.  I had to get to work so I 

offered to take them in to their school; figuring it would be faster than waiting by the side of the 

road.  They said fine and I got the impression these kids were pretty well accustomed to taking 

whatever they were offered. 

“You mind tellin’ me what your Dad’s in jail for?” I asked as we headed down the grade 
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toward the river. 

“Probation,” Lamar answered. 

“Probation violation,” Cody clarified, this time without hitting his brother.  “He got 

picked up driving home from the bowling alley and they said he was DWI and that was a 

violation of his probation so they put him in jail.” 

“And then he punched the cop,” said Lamar, like it was really funny. 

“They say he punched the cop,” Cody cut in, real definite. “Dad says he didn’t do no such 

thing.  Says they didn’t like his looks so they made that part up.  Says if he’d punched that fat 

cop he’d have put him in the hospital.” 

“He says they put the stuff in his truck, too,” Lamar added, and I got the sense he was just 

as happy to have the story come out.  Not from pride, but just from sharing. Like by telling it, 

maybe the whole thing would make more sense, which it apparently didn’t to him, from the way 

he said the words.  “It was just some old pills or somethin’, but the cops said it was a big deal.” 

“What kind of pills?” I asked, pretty curious now. 

 “Just prescription stuff,” Cody said, in a really flat way.  He waited a beat, then added,  

“Only he didn’t have no prescription.”  

I glanced over and caught him grinning like he had just made a real good joke.  Once he 

saw I wasn’t laughing his face went serious again, real quick, and he continued.  “Wouldn’t of 

been anybody’s business, but when they said he hit the cop, that meant they could search his 

truck, which is when they found the pills.  So now they won’t let him have bail, and that’s why 

he’s in jail; till they get around to a trial.” 

We were at the elementary school by then.  I had guessed that Lamar probably went 
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there, but when I pulled up they told me they were both in middle school.  Goes to show how 

little I know about kids, I thought.  I drove them over to the middle school and dropped them at 

the curb and this time they both said “thank you ma’am,” without any prompting. 

“You’re welcome,” I said.  “You tell your Mom you rode with me.   Claudia Bellfield, 

from Public Works.  She can call up there and check me out if she’s worried about you ridin’ 

with a stranger.” 

“She won’t care,” said Lamar, and the two of them took off for the door.  

 

After that I began going in early a lot of the time.  Didn’t make any real difference to me, 

I could read the paper at the barn just as well as home, and coffee’s coffee.  I picked those boys 

up quite a few times through the winter and either took them to the bust stop or dropped them off 

at school, depending on the weather.  When I asked how they got home they said they liked 

riding the bus just fine.  Liked the walk too, cause sometimes they would see antelope coming 

down to feed on the south facing slopes where the snow was thin.   

I got to know them a little better.  Lamar remained the quiet one, like a kicked dog who 

hangs out in the corner not moving anything but his eyes; ready to run away if ever anything hit 

the fan.  Turns out he was the one growing the rocks.  The story came out one morning when I 

caught up with them right near the gate of their ranch, and saw Lamar putting back a rock that 

had fallen down for some reason.  

“Started it the first day after Dad went to jail,” Cody explained, while Lamar cast his eyes 

down below the glove box of my truck.  “Picked up a rock when we were walking to school and 

said he was going to put one rock on one fencepost every day till his Daddy came back.”   
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Lamar glanced up at me then, like he was kinda proud of what he was doing.  It seemed 

to me he had found a sort of comfort in the thing; that it was his way of taking action against 

something too big to fight and too hurtful to ignore. 

Cody was different.  He had that early-teen swagger-and-bluff thing down pat.  Like one 

day toward the end of March when his brother had stayed home from school and I picked up just 

Cody.  He sat way over, leaning against the door and looking my way.  Sized me up for a minute, 

and then he pushed the lighter into the dashboard.  I gave him a look but didn’t say anything, till 

it popped out and he produced a pack of Marlboros from somewhere in his pockets.   

  “Not in my truck you don’t,” I said, before he could even shake a butt out of the pack. 

Cody smiled, like he didn’t mean any harm.  “My Mom lets me,” he said, probably the 

sweetest way I’d ever heard him say anything. 

“Bull-shit,” I said, and flashed him a look straight in the eye.  He just smiled some more, 

as he put the pack back where it had come from, and in the way his smile pulled up at one side of 

his mouth, I could see the man he would soon become.  “So how come your brother stayed 

home?” I asked, “He sick?” 

“Nah, he ain’t sick.  Trial starts today.  He’s goin’ with Mom.”  Cody said the words 

softly, with his face toward the window, so I couldn’t of seen his expression, even if I had taken 

my eyes off the road.  Still, I could tell he was hurting somehow, and determined not to show it, 

which is maybe when it shows through the most in young people. 

“You’re not going?” I asked. 

“What do I want with sittin’ around in a courtroom all day?  I got better things to do.” 

“You don’t want to be there for you father’s sake?” 
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Now he looked at me, eyes squinting down a jot.  “That’s what she said.  My Mom.  That 

we should all go there, with our hair slicked and our clean clothes.  Make it look like we was a 

real nice family and Dad is just the nicest guy in the world.  Fu... Forget it.  That sonovabitch has 

put his belt to me a lot more than once.  He hit Mom too, not that you’ll ever get her to admit it.  

And my brother.  Hell, I figure Dad prob’ly did hit that cop, and he knew damn well he wasn’t 

s’pose to be drinking or have those pills, so whatever they do to him, it’s bought and paid for.  I 

just don’t especially want to be there to see it delivered.” 

 

It was about two weeks after that when I came on two shapes off the side of the road.  

Spring had pretty much cleared the fields of snow the week before, but this morning there was a 

heavy dusting coming down, and barely enough light to tell that the two shapes were boys.  Cody 

was standing by the fence, hands in his pockets, hat pulled down even farther than usual.  Lamar 

was a little way off on the other side of the fence, sitting on a boulder he’d brushed half clear of 

snow. I pulled up close to Cody and rolled down the passenger side window. 

“There a problem?” I asked across the width of the truck. 

“Yeah,” Cody answered, with all the disgust a teenager can muster.  “Squirt don’t want to 

go to school.  Says he’s gonna sit on that rock all day if that’s what it takes, not to go to school.” 

“Well,” I said, mostly just to give myself time to think.  Think about the snow falling - 

big wide flakes with plenty of air between them - and about the day coming up.  About how my 

hair was still wet from the shower, and about a pot of hot coffee that was waiting for me at the 

vehicle barn, and all the work that was waiting there too.  I shut off the engine anyway, and 

stepped down into the snow.  Climbed the fence carefully, trying not to look too clumsy, what 
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with Cody’s eyes probably locked on my rear. 

When I got to the rock Lamar looked up just enough for me to see two shiny wet tracks 

running down from his eyes.  His nose was running too, though his hair was brushed real 

carefully, straight across from a part as true as a gunshot.  I guessed his Mom must have fussed 

over him some that day, knowing that he was upset about whatever it was. 

“Morning Lamar,” was how I started in, at the same time scraping off enough snow to 

plant one half of my butt next to him.  There wasn’t enough space to really sit, it was more like 

leaning on the rock with one leg planted way out to press myself against it, but I guessed I had a 

better shot at reaching him that way than standing up, towering over him like a woman my size 

must do to a kid. 

“Morning Ma’am,” was what he said back. 

“Not doing too well today?” 

Lamar just sniffled. 

“You mind telling me what the problem is?”  He didn’t say anything, and after a bit I 

placed an arm across his shoulders, surprising myself with how narrow they were inside the 

twice-too-big coat.  “Is it about your Dad?” 

His head went up and down, just about enough to see. 

“Something about his trial?” 

 

We were sitting on that rock, surrounded by mud and snow.  Fluffy-white new snow 

laying on the tops of rocks and furrows like powdered sugar on a pancake, and hard gray old 

snow, sitting in the hollows like paint someone had started to strip, then walked off with the job 
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half-done, and thick brown mud with enough clay in it to stick to the sides of your boots for a 

week if you didn’t scrape it off with a good strong stick or a screwdriver. Ten yards away I could 

see my truck, the door still open, snow falling on the seat.  Could see Cody too, standing by the 

fence, scuffing his foot in impatience or disgust, doing his best to look like a man in need of a 

smoke.  Beyond, there were sagebrush hills rising, the lines of fences on them like the softest 

touch of a pencil.  Past that, the staggered ridges of the Gore Range were just a darkening in the 

bottom of the sky. 

It was quiet on that rock.  Soon enough there’d be a snowplow coming by, chains jingling 

underneath the scraping booming noise that radiates from a ten foot steel blade, but for now there 

was quiet, and a kind of peace. 

“What about your Dad - is the trial over?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What happened?” 

“He got convicted.”  As Lamar said the words his tears opened up and he kind of sunk in 

against me.  I wrapped my arms around him as best I could, sitting there half off that rock, my 

own coat still unzipped, as I hadn’t really thought about how long I might be out of the truck.  I 

felt an arm slide around under my coat and then his head slump down against the front of my 

flannel shirt.  Felt the side of his face pressing against my chest, shaking with the hurt inside 

him, and I wondered if maybe this was how it would feel. To have a boy of my own. 

“How many days,” he asked, after we had sat that way for a while, “is four years?”  

 

I could see Cody climbing into the truck as I figured.  Three hundred times four would be 
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twelve hundred.  Sixty times four would be another two hundred and forty.  Not worth worryin’ 

about the rest. 

“Bout fourteen hundred,” I said, and would have liked to say something else.   

“Damn,” Lamar said, his face still on my shirt.  “I don’t think we got that many fence 

posts.”   

In the silence that followed, I glanced over at Cody, who had climbed into the truck while 

I talked to his brother.  He was sitting there with his legs stretched out like he owned it, head laid 

back on top of the seat, cigarette in his hand and a stream of smoke shooting out his mouth below 

closed eyes.  

I felt Lamar squirm, pulling away from my arms.  He stood up and wrapped the big coat 

tighter around himself.  Dragged a soggy sleeve across his face, took a big wet sniffle and looked 

me in the eye.  Had a hint of brightness on his face that I surely couldn’t share just then. 

“Got plenty rocks though,” was what he said. 
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