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Your main commentary should be focused on compounds. Other topics may also be addressed.

The Mazda was sold for two hundred dollars, and most of the
money was immediately invested in a twelve foot U-Haul rental
truck. He would be reimbursed in Memphis. Half of the odd
assortment of furniture was given or thrown away, and when
loaded the truck held a refrigerator, a bed, a dresser and chest of
drawers, a small color television, boxes of dishes, clothes and junk
and an old sofa which was taken out of sentiment and would not
last long in the new location.

Abby held Hearsay, the mutt, as Mitch worked his way through
Boston and headed south, far south toward the promise of better
things. For three days they drove the back roads, enjoyed the
countryside, sang along with the radio, slept in cheap motels and
talked of the house, the BMW, new furniture, children, affluence.
They rolled down the windows and let the wind blow as the truck
approached top speeds of almost forty-five miles per hour. At one
point, somewhere in Pennsylvania, Abby mentioned that perhaps
they could stop in Kentucky for a brief visit. Mitch said nothing, but
chose a route through the Carolinas and Georgia, never venturing
within two hundred miles of any point on the Kentucky border.
Abby let it pass.

They arrived in Memphis on a Thursday morning, and, as
promised, the black 318i sat under the carport as though it
belonged there. He stared at the car. She stared at the house. The
lawn was thick, green and neatly trimmed. The hedges had been
manicured. The marigolds were in blossom.

The keys were found under a bucket in the utility room, as
promised.

After the first test drive, they quickly unloaded the truck before
the neighbors could inspect the sparse belongings. The U-Haul was
returned to the nearest dealer. Another test drive.

An interior designer, the same one who would do his office,
arrived after noon and brought with her samples of carpet, paint,
floor coverings, curtains, drapes, wallpaper. Abby found the idea of
a designer a bit hilarious after their apartment in Cambridge, but
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played along. Mitch was immediately bored, and excused himself
for another test drive. He toured the tree-lined, quiet, shady streets
of this handsome neighborhood of which he was now a member. He
smiled as boys on bicycles stopped and whistled at his new car. He
waved at the postman walking down the sidewalk sweating
profusely. Here he was, Mitchell Y. McDeere, twenty-five years old
and one week out of law school, and he had arrived.

At three, they followed the designer to an upscale furniture
store where the manager politely informed them that Mr. Oliver
Lambert had already made arrangements for their credit, if they so
chose, and there was in fact no limit on what they could buy and
finance. They bought a houseful. Mitch frowned from time to time,
and twice vetoed items as too expensive, but Abby ruled the day.
The designer complimented her time and again on her marvelous
taste, and said she would see Mitch on Monday, to do his office.
Marvelous, he said.

With a map of the city, they set out for the Quin residence.
Abby had seen the house during the first visit, but did not
remember how to find it. It was in a section of town called
Chickasaw Gardens, and she remembered the wooded lots, huge
houses and professionally landscaped front yards. They parked in
the driveway behind the new Mercedes and the old Mercedes.

The maid nodded politely, but did not smile. She led them to
the living room, and left them. The house was dark and quiet — no
children, no voices, no one. They admired the furniture and waited.
They mumbled quietly, then grew impatient.




