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Simpson & Jolie 
 

I remember that summer like it was just going to be tomorrow.  It sort of feels like its all still 

ahead of me, just waiting there somewhere in my future.  But it’s nothing but the past, just a shadow that 

sort of dangles along behind you as you walk away.  Sometimes it might shoot itself up onto the side of a 

building and just keep right up with you.  Or sometimes it might just disappear altogether, just hide there 

somewhere beneath your feet.  Or sometimes it just cuts out and runs ahead of you, like it knows exactly 

where your going; your feet always try to catch it, but they never do.  And I can see Jolie like he was 

sitting right here at my table, eating some corn bread or something.  He’d probably be leaning back real 

far in the chair, the yellow speckled white linoleum just waiting to break that fall.  That’s the way Jolie 

always sat, with his feet up and his head back, that big lump of an Adam’s apple just popping through his 

thin white skin.  And he never fell.  Oh, he could balance a chair like I never seen anyone.  And that 

doesn’t seem like anything now, but when you’re ten, balancing a chair, well, that’s just like the whole 

world. 

That’s exactly how I met Jolie.  I walked through those double glass doors of Lincoln Elementary 

on Harvest Street and there he was.  My footsteps echoed through the whole glossy hallway without any 

accompaniment except the cluck of Jolie’s tongue.  I just thought I would die, being late and all on the 

first day at my new school.  I didn’t even know where the office was, but I had convinced my mama that I 

remembered everything from the tour the week before.  I probably would have just kept on walking clear 

to the other end if Jolie hadn’t beckoned me over.  He was outside what I learned later to be Mrs. Tuttle’s 

room, sitting in one of those orange plastic chairs, with his face staring straight at the wall.  He clucked 

his tongue and then leaned way back and that chair just stood there on two tiny metal legs. 

“You new here kid?” 

“Yeah.  I just moved here a couple of weeks ago.  From the north.” 
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I slinked over to just in front of where his feet were dangling. 

“Well, your shor to see me, if you plan on keepin’ up your tardiness.” 

And he hit that last word and sort of hung onto it.  Sounded just like a teacher.  It came right out 

of his nose.  And that was the way it was from then on, Simpson and Jolie.  That’s what the kids would 

say, Why there goes Simpson and Jolie what a nice pair. 

It didn’t seem to matter to anyone that he was two years older than me.  Even my parents thought 

he was nice enough, Nice as they come, that’s what they’d say.  Everyone pretty much forgave his 

mischief and such, because of the fact that his mama had gone off to heaven in some horrible way and he 

was left all alone with is grandpa who knew nothing, except how to flick the foam out of his gnarled up 

beard with his nasty old tongue after having chugged down a nice cold one.  (A trick which Jolie taught 

me on my eleventh birthday.) 

Jolie always kept a picture of his mama in his back trouser pocket.  He showed it to me one time, 

after we had just got finished picking apples out of Mrs. Clawser’s prize wining apple tree. 

“See this here Simpson.” 

Jolie handed me the picture.  It was all torn up at the ends and had greasy print stains all over it.  

But you could see her all right.  She had fire red hair, just like Jolie’s.  But hers was long and in a mess of 

curls all tied behind her.  She was standing on a porch in a flowery dress.  Her eyes were green as 

emeralds. 

“You look just like her.  Even the eyes, Jolie.  You two have the same eyes.” 

Jolie ripped the picture right from my hands and shoved it back in his pocket. 

“You just mind yourself now.  I ain’t the Mama’s boy in this here group.” 

“I think she’s pretty.  That’s all I meant Jolie.” 

His eyes were dead and cold.  I couldn’t of gotten out of that tree fast enough.  I thought about 

just letting myself fall back and hoped my parents understood when they found me all broken and twisted 

at the trunk.  But my fingers just clenched tighter around the branch and Jolie grabbed me at the collar 
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and pulled me real close.  His breath came out his nose all hot like. 

“You wanna see her?” 

And I only agreed because I thought we would be going right over to the cemetery on Clemmons 

Street.  But Jolie led me back to his house.  His grandpa was snoring in the rocker on the porch, right next 

to where his mama was standing in the picture. 

“Why are we coming here?”  I asked him as he led me round the back. 

Jolie just turned his head and winked his eye.  We crunched over the brown yard and stopped at 

the door of the storm shelter. 

“Grandpa built this long time ago.  Hasn’t been down forever.  Bet he couldn’t even lift the damn 

door.” 

Jolie grunted and he tugged on the door.  Finally it let out this amazing screech and opened.  And 

I wished I could have been just about anywhere but there.  My whole body just started to shake, just a bit, 

and my eyes started to water when that hideous and thick stench just shot right into my face.  Jolie just 

laughed while I bent down and let the whole of my eggs, cornbeef hash and biscuits breakfast came 

churning up and out of me and splatter all over my shoes. 

“What the hell Jolie.”  I said and wiped the vile from my mouth.  “What the hell is down there.” 

But I only asked because I so, with every fiber of my being, with every shred of my miserable, 

little soul wanted to be wrong. 

“Why don’t ya take a look.” 

And I wouldn’t of even, except I didn’t think I could run fast enough.  So I hoisted myself over 

the edge and put my foot down on the ladder. 

“What if there are rats or something down there.  I don’t like rats Jolie.” 

Jolie just looked at me.  So I stepped down another couple steps and peered over my feet.  I could 

feel the juices in my stomach starting to curl again so I pulled the collar of my shirt way up over my nose  
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and mouth. 

“Aren’t you coming?  There’s no way I’m going down there alone.” 

“Come on Simpson.  Nothing’s gonna bite ya.  We’re regulars right?  Best buddies.  Would I let 

you go down there if I hadn’t been a million times before?” 

And I guessed he was right, because we had been through just about everything together.  Always 

got in trouble together.  Always went out to the fishing pond together.  Always snuck off into the woods 

together.  Yeah, we were regulars. 

My feet touched the bottom and I let go of the ladder.  It was cold and the light from the opening 

just made its way a few feet in every direction. 

“Just go forward.  You’ll see it all right.”  Jolie yelled down. 

My eyes fussed a bit, then adjusted.  I moved a little bit and a little bit more.  And then I saw 

something lumped all over in the corner, and I just prayed. 

“What is it,” I whispered. 

But Jolie didn’t answer me.  So I edged my way closer to it and the juices in my stomach just 

came right up again and ripped out my throat and hit all over the floor. 

“Jolie,” I yelled to him.  “I don’t feel so good.” 

But he didn’t answer.  I looked back at where the ladder was standing in the light.  I knew Jolie 

would be waiting at the top; waiting to hear me scream or see me come shooting up out that big hole 

begging him to shut it up tight.  So I kept right on going towards that big mess of something. 

My eyes hadn’t yet adjusted enough, so I bent down low to get a better look.  It was a pile of dark 

hairy gray.  Maggots stuck out white as lightning.  And then I saw a tail.  It was a long lifeless tail, that 

had gone gray.  I looked closer and forced my eyes and suddenly hundreds of tails and tiny whiskers and 

noses and claws, tiny claws, were sticking out everywhere. 

I turned to run back to the ladder and got hit with nothing but a big empty box of light. 

“Jolie, Jolie.  The ladder!” 



-4- 

A loud and hideous creak sounded out from somewhere above and then, it was nothing but black. 

At least, I reckon that’s how Simpson would have told it. 
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