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			  In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:
			  33 Jumping the Gun L ater came sooner than we expected. At the end of June, we drove back to Georgia with Lindsey and his wife, the couple who had taken us in when we first arrived in Austin. We were homesick for Whitesburg and not about to miss the Fourth of July festivities at Waller, especially on the country’s 200th birthday. Lindsey’s icicle blue eyes glimmered against his long, red-gold locks. He and Depty Dawg had picked up their friendship from the days they had bonded over music and weed in the Sears parking lot in Irving. Lindsey had known Dep both as insecure Mike and motorcycle Tex. Reunited in their mid-twenties, their mutual inclination for raising hell had matured; it was unnerving how much ruckus they could make in a bar. They had taken a vow: whoever died first, the other would return to his grave and pee on it. Lindsey would fit in well at Waller. His wife was a tall sturdy blonde with the prestige of being the first female telephone lineperson in Travis County. It was a trip to track her down at work, high among the poles and wires, waist-length yellow hair tucked under a hardhat. To my mind, she and Lindsey could be the poster couple for the hearty-partying duos the Lone Star State seemed to grow like wildflowers. In Georgia, Waller was abuzz with news. During our absence, the hippies on the river had carried out a boycott of Whitesburg. Their point had been well-taken: Big Chief Hightower was out, and Tony of Punk Patrol fame would soon be in as Mayor. What a country. Even better, a peanut farmer from Plains, Georgia, was running for president. The Texas Four slept on Bubba and Helen’s living room floor. We oohed and aahed over the sweat lodge they’d built beside the lake, and marveled at Seth who had recently taken up English. Conducting our own alternative lifestyles tour, we took Lindsey and his wife first to Udo—where Grody Mike 134 Jumping the Gun | 135 was in residence with the dogs and the jasmine had taken root—and then on to the plastic house and the teepees by the creeks. One night we dressed up and went to Banning Mill, which was still operating as a restaurant and bar. Depty went incognito in cape and football helmet, and Lindsey’s wife beat every guy in the bar at arm wrestling. On Old Black Dirt Road, Margery and Billy’s sheep herd had tripled, the blueberry bushes were fruiting, and Basil was already three months old. Cradling the cooing infant in his arms, Depty suddenly looked up at me. “Let’s do it, Vidalia,” he whispered. “Let’s get married. Right now.” I stared at him. “What? You mean here?” “Right here. We’ll tie the knot at Waller. With all our loved ones present.” He held up Basil. “Party guaranteed.” Word of our nuptials spread through the county. More than one hundred people gathered at Waller on the Fourth of July. In the bathroom I slipped on a bleached T-shirt donated by Sas. What would Momma say if she knew I’d made it to white after all? “Aww,” murmured Sas, coming in to check on me. “Nothing like a bride.” Her tapered fingers smoothed the shoulders of the cotton shirt. “That takes care of old and borrowed.” “And it’s new to me,” I reminded her. “So’s there’s that.” “You got to have ritual.” Sas’ brown eyes were mischievous. “I mean how often does a girl get married in her life? Two, maybe three times?” Blue would be a hydrangea blossom cut for the bride’s bouquet. Clutching the puffball of flowers, I walked out onto the porch to join Depty Dawg waiting for me by the railing. Does this really count? I wondered. The porch was crowded with friends, overflowing into the yard. Dep and I stood with our backs to the river, while the Elders of Zion—Glyn and Billy— officiated. The ceremony itself is a blur in my memory, though I do recall that after the kiss a lot of brown rice got thrown. Sas came up with the idea for us to jump the broom. She grinned wickedly. “Though they ought to call it ‘jumping the gun.’” It was, among other things, an Appalachian custom from those isolated mountain passes where the traveling preacher came by... 
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