





				BLADE HINSON WAS BAD NEWS 





	Blade Hinson was bad news.  Blade had a wrong side of the tracks name and a wrong side of the tracks look to him, but he came from the right side of the tracks - or more like in the middle, moving right.  He was one of those good-looking, get-ahead boys that can flash a smile and look down at you from under his eyelids and take whatever it was he was after away from you without you even knowing.  Or much caring.  Man or woman.  Sometimes, some of the women cared, because the minute they thought they had Blade right where they wanted him, he would be off flashing his smile at somebody else.  "Hold on to your wife, boys," the men would say to each other, "here comes Blade Hinson."  And they would laugh and elbow each other like it was a big joke, but the reason they were laughing was to keep from looking worried.


	Nobody knew for sure where he had picked up that name Blade, but they all thought it was a pretty good name for him to operate under, consid-


ering the way he could operate.  Sharp and cool and better-looking than any man had a right to be.


	Billie June Caton was another case entirely.  She had a wrong side of the tracks name and came from the wrong side of the tracks and didn't care one way or the other.  The was Billie June looked and moved herself and glanced up at you with them blue-green eyes belonged anywhere Billie June happened to be at the moment.  When Billie June appeared on the horizon everything turned all rosy, and nothing or nobody counted for much after that.  Man or woman.  All she had to do was shake her hair back and wet her lips and say, Would you mind riding me home? and you were trapped worse than Blade Hinson ever dreamed of.


	Blade was moving ahead fast and getting faster when he ran into Billie June Caton at one of those pay to get in dances at the armory where both sides of the tracks could attend.  She was wearing a dress all the other women were laughing at but could have slit their throats because of it.  It was lavender and not much of it and had come off the rack somewhere and just slipped exactly right onto Billie June's pearly shoulders.


	"Lord have mercy," Blade said when he saw Billie June.  "Could I have this dance?"


	Billie June said, "Okay."


	They danced.  Blade was famous for his dancing.  He usually danced fancy, but he didn't dance fancy this time.  He couldn't think of anything to say either, and Billie June didn't bother to think anything up to fill in the gaps.  She was used to boys being quiet all of a sudden.  She knew perfectly well Blade would start talking hard sooner or later, and that would mean it was almost time to go home and get some sleep.  Sleeping was one of Billie June's favorite things to do.  A lot of hard talking got on her nerves.  Well, not on her nerves exactly, but it made her feel tired.


	Dan Shufford, who had excorted her to the dance and looked like he had taken first prize for something, broke in on Blade to dance with Billie June.  �Then, Ned Trivett broke in on Dan.  Ned was nice to dance with.  He wasn't young, but he thought he was and had been around the world two or three times.  He danced easy and talked easy and kept it up like that.  Usually, he paid you some compliments.  And then, Blade broke back in to dance some more, getting ready to do some hard talking.  Billie June could feel it swell-


ing up inside of him.


	"I'm Blade Hinson," he said.


	"I know it," Billie June said.  "Would you mind riding me home?" she asked him.  Blade thought some miracle had happened to him, and it took a minute or two for him to get his balance back and clear his vision.


	He said, "Why, no, I wouldn't mind a bit."


	"You can come right back and dance some more," Billie June said.  "I don't live too far.  You take a right on Poplar, and it's the second house on the left.


	Blade didn't know about Billie June needing a lot of sleep, so this didn't make much sense to him.  "What?" he said.


	"Turn right on Poplar, and it's the second house on the left," Billie June said again.


	"Would you give me your number?" Blade asked and forgot to flash his famous smile or anything.


	"Sixty-eight," Billie June said.  "It's a little short jacket with a fur collar."


	"Oh," Blade said and got his balance back.  The girl at the coat check decided she had been wrong about Blade being the best-looking thing she had ever seen in her life.  Something has happened to all that spring and flash, she decided.  He looked kind of dragged down and surprised.


	"Uh-oh," she said when she found out whose coat Blade was uncheck-


ing.  "Here it is, Blade honey," she said, "ain't it cute?"


	Blade gave her a dollar tip.


	Blade and Billie June didn't say a word in Blade's fine car on the way home, til they crossed over the tracks.  They just looked straight ahead at the road through the windshield, and Blade kept trying to keep his breathing down.  When the car went over the tracks, Blade gave out a loud laugh and started talking hard all about himself and his business enterprises.  Billie June Knew she had been right in her decision to go home and get some sleep.


	"Turn right here, and it's the second house on the left," Billie June said.  Blade had a terrible time making a U-turn on Poplar.  His fine car seemed to have turned against him.  The light was on on the front purch, but the lights were off inside the house.  The picket fence had almost fallen down.  When they drew up to what used to be the front gate, Billie June opened her door and started to get out.


	"Wait a minute, wait just a minute," Blade said struggling with his door.  "I'll walk you in."


	"You don't have to do that," Billie June said.  "I've done it a thousand times, and you might wake mama up."


	Blade's door was jammed shut.  As Billie June stepped out onto the sidewalk, he fell across the seat towards her with his arms reaching out and his eyes looking pitiful.  "Wait a minute, wait just a minute," Blade said, "would you let me have your phone number?"


	"I'm the only Billie June Caton on Poplar Street," Billie June told him, "and thanks a lot, you can go back to the armory now and dance some more.  Tell Dan Shufford I had to go home and get some sleep."


	"Wait a minute, wait just a minute," Blade said.  He watched her go up the walk and let herself in the front door, which was mostly a piece of oval glass.  The light went on in the hall and off on the front porch, and he could see Billie June take off her little jacket and look at how her hair was in the hall mirror and go up the stairs.  The light went off in the hall.  The house was black.  He leaned on the steering wheel and burst into tears with the motor still running and the head-lights on.


	When he could finish crying and dried his eyes with his pocket hand-


kerchief and combed his hair, he drove back across the tracks to the armory, but it wasn't the same.  Nothing was the same, so he drove home.


	"What in the world happened to Blade Hinson?" everybody was asking each other at the armory.


	"I ain't saying, but he unchecked Billie June Caton's little jacket with the fur collar," the girl at the coat check said.


	"Uh-oh," everybody said.





	The phone in Billie June's front hall practically rang itself off the hook after that.  She didn't hardly have time to do her nails.  It was Blade Hinson.  He would give out a loud laugh and start talking hard.  "Would you like to go out somewhere nice and have supper?" he would ask.


	"Okay, Blade," Billie June would say.


	"You ought to go on and marry this one," Mrs. Caton said.  "He's one of those good-looking, get-ahead boys."


	"It don't look like he's getting ahead so fast, if you ask me," Billie June said, filing her nails.  "He's always on the telephone talking hard.  He makes me feel tired."


	"Mind my word," Mrs. Caton said.  "The fuzz is off the peach before you know it, and they quit calling up and talking hard or any other way.  You better go ahead and marry this one."


	"I might," Billie June said and admired the job she had done on her nails.  Mrs. Caton looked tired.  She had a face like a boot-jack, and she didn't bother to comb her hair, but she put on dark red lipstick anyhow.  Her mouth looked like a cut.  Mr. Cato  had been run over by a train some years back.  Drunk, it was said.


	"On his was to parts unknown and missed his footing as usual," Mrs. Caton explained.





	Billie June and Blade turned up everywhere.  They turned up at the picture show, at the baseball game, at the high school reunion, at the Blue Gables, Blade drinking beer and talking about his business enterprises and Billie June sipping a coke annd listening to the juke box if there was one.  Some people invited them to their houses, so they could check up on how Blade was changing and give an accurate report.  Other people acted like they had some kind of contagious disease.  But mostly, they parked in front of Billie June's house, Blade talking hard.  "Will you marry me, Billy June?" Blade asked.


	"I might, Blade honey," Billie June said, and he watched her go up the walk and let herself in the front door and fell across the steering wheel and burst into tears again.  Everybody noticed Blade was getting awful thin, and his eyes were bright and excited all the time.  He stopped flashing his famous smile and looking down at you from under his eyelids.  Some people missed it.


	Women all over town were worried to death.  "What is that girl doing to Blade Hinson?" they asked each other.


	It didn't worry Ned Trivett much.  He had seen love at first sight and its after effects all over the world.  "Billie June, darling," he said to her, "you ought to go in the movies, you're a born star.  You owe it to yourself to go in the movies."


	"That would be nice," Billie June said.  Her eyes changed from green to deep blue-green.  Otherwise, nothing changed.  Ned knew she was giving the matter serious consideration from the change in the color of her eyes.  When can I get started," Billie June asked.


	"Well, I hadn't expected such a sudden decision," Ned said, "but I'll call an old and dear friend of mine in Los Angeles."  Billie June knew Ned had a lot of old and dear friends from his trip around the world.  She also knew she didn't have any friends at all, except maybe Ned, and he was always being funny, so it was hard to tell.  Ned took some polaroids of Billie June in front of a magnolia tree in his back yard and sent them to his old and dear friend in Los Angeles, and the matter was decided.


	The nest time Blade Hinson picked up Billie June at her front gate, he waited for her to look at herself in the rear-view mirror to see if every-


thing was all right and get settled down in the front seat beside him.  He didn't start the motor right away.  He took a deep breath and looked straight out through the windshield.  Billie June was pretty sure what was coming.  "Will you marry me, Billie June?" he asked and let out the deep breath.


	"I can't, Blade honey, I"ve decided to be a movie star," Billie June told him, putting on some lipstick.  "Can you ride me to the airport on Saturday?"


	Blade acted like somebody had knocked the air out of his lungs.  "You what?" he asked.


	"I've decided to be a movie star, can you ride me out to the airport on Saturday?" Billie June said and put her lipstick back in her little purse.  "I've got to meet an old and dear friend of Ned Trivett's in Los Angeles on Saturday.  I wish I had me a new coat to meet him in, but I'll have to wait til I get my first paycheck."


	Blade gave out a loud whimper and fell on the steering wheel and started crying right in front of Billie June.


	"My goodness, Blade," she said.  "What in the world is the matter?"


	Blade wiped his eyes with his pocket handkerchief and combed his hair from habit.  "You said you might marry me, Billie June," he said.  "That's what's the matter."


	"I said might, I didn't say definite," she said.


	Blade drove Billie June out to the airport on Saturday.  He checked her blue suitcases through to Los Angeles, change in Chicago, and watched her walk across the runway and get on the jet plane without even looking back.





	"Blade Hinson is running all over town like a crazy man ever since that Billie June girl left," all the women commented to each other, "and that's so silly, because Billie June Caton will never make it as a movie star, anybody can tell you that, she hasn't got a grain of sense."  Then, Billie June's picture appeared on a big poster in the magazine store where she used to work.  She was wearing a lavender bathing suit with her hair blowing and her eyes were a deep blue-green.  Everybody in town bought one, except the women and Blade Hinson.


	"I always said Billie June had something extra," the manager of the magazine store announced.  "One thing, she never did learn to make change."


	Blade ran around thin and feverish and usually half drunk.  It was like he was on fire and running to get away form it.  The fine clothes he had bought tomake his physique show off flapped around him like a clown suit.  He talked fast and loud, and his eyes were red, but what he said didn't make sense.  He neglected his business enterprises and slid backwards towards the middle of the tracks.  When he went out to the club, the women hoped he wouldn't break in on them to dance and remind them of old times.  "Blade's going off the deep end, somebody better do something about that boy," the coat check girl said.  She could remember when Blade was the best-looking thing she'd ever seen in her life.


	Billie June Caton, hometown girl makes good, appeared in a movie.  She was in and out of a lot of scenes, but she didn't have much to say.





	One summer night, when Blade was drinking and crying at Ned Trivett's house, the phone rang, and it was Billie June.  "Put Blade on the line," she told Ned like she knew Blade was there all along.


	Blade got on the phone in fear and trembling.  "Blade honey, can you pick me up at the airport on Saturday, they won't let me get any sleep out here in Los Angeles," Billie June said.


	"Will you marry me, Billie June?" Blade asked and put his drink down on Ned's little telephone table.


	"I might, Blade honey," Billie June said.


	"Then, no, I can't pick you up," Blade said and picked up his drink again.


	"Okay, Blade," Billie June said.  "Put Ned on the line."


	Ned picked Billie June up at the airport on Saturday and drove her home.  "Being a movie star makes me tired," she told him.  He noticed she had the same blue suitcases she had left with.  She went back to her job at the magazine store and appeared around town with everybody but Blade.


	"On second thought, it's a blessing you didn't marry Blade Hinson," Mrs. Caton said.  "That boy was bad news."
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