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The Long Black Cadillac 

 

By Marlene Lee 

 

“You want me to mourn forever?" her father yelled after her. 

"She only died three months ago!” Rebecca shouted back.  “Do what 

you like!  I won't be here!" 

"Mother spoiled you!"  His voice carried down the stairwell and out to 

the drive where Rebecca had already planted one large foot on the retractable 

step of her new motor home. 

"Stop!"  He ran out of the house, his new fiancee teetering on high 

heels close behind, such ridiculous shoes, Rebecca thought, to wear in orchard 

country north of Sacramento.  She grabbed the chrome handhold beside the 

door to the motor home, ready to haul herself up and begin her trip across 

America.  

"Come down from there!" 

But she hung from the handhold, a fifty-year-old woman swinging 

above the circular drive.  Even though Mother was dead, Rebecca still 

expected her long, black Cadillac to come purring up the peach-tree drive and 

a beautiful old woman with white hair and extensive make-up lean out the 

window to cry, "What are you doing, Beck?  Come down from that thing and 

see what I've bought you!" 
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Rebecca’s brother, Tom, with long, ungainly stride and habit of gazing 

at sky and trees, strolled out the front door.  He'd heard the shouting. 

"Can't you get her to stay?" their father pleaded.   

"I guess she'll stay if she wants to," said Tom. 

"What?"  Daddy cupped his ear.   

"He said she'll stay if she wants to, he guesses," the fiancee repeated.  

Rebecca waved good-bye with one hand, swung even farther out over the 

pavement with the other, and let her head roll forward.  The fall of dyed red 

hair, gray at the roots, closed over her face in a parody of a curtain call; a 

final bow.  

"If you think that's funny!" Daddy cried.  He tried to free himself from 

the fiancee's grip.  Slowly, as if moving through water or coming back from 

the dead, Rebecca lifted one large foot toward her father and the woman 

beside him. The leg of her walking shorts flapped about her white thigh. 

"Let her leave since she wants to go so bad,” said the fiancee.   

 

 

"You can't take a trip across America by yourself," Daddy had said to 

her one evening when they were eating dinner on the screened-in porch.  A 

light breeze carried the rustling of peach trees through the wire mesh.  

"You've never been away from home before."  

"She went to Girl Scout camp once," Tom said, “in the Sierras.” 
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"That was forty years ago!"  Daddy laughed and helped himself to 

another of the flour tortillas the Mexican cook served every night.  "In any 

case, she shouldn't spend the trust fund on a motor home.  Both of you should 

invest Mother's money." 

"It's my money," Rebecca retorted.  "Mother left it to me.”  

Tom's allergy flared.  He pulled out a large white handkerchief.  The 

only sounds on the porch were the crickets in the orchard and Tom's 

coughing.  Irritably, Daddy slid his glass of iced-tea down the table.  

"He can't drink anything during an attack," said Rebecca. 

Tom sneezed.  

"I don't care what the allergist says.  No son of mine is allergic to a 

peach orchard." 

"It's not the peaches," Tom said in a phlegmy voice, eyes streaming.   

"It's not the peaches," said Rebecca. 

"It’s”—Tom was overcome by another fit of coughing. 

"It's your fiancee's perfume," Rebecca said.  “It hangs in the air.” 

Tom went to his room for an antihistamine tablet. 

"Perfume!"  Daddy leaned forward, cagey.  "If he’s allergic now, why 

wasn't he allergic when she was his fiancee?” 

"It's not the perfume, per se," Rebecca said.   
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You stole her, Rebecca heard the leaves of the peach trees whisper.  

Her father heard something, too, and stopped eating.  Bugs knocked against 

the screens and left the wire mesh humming. 

“You don’t know the first thing about love, Becky,” he said softly.  Even 

in the near-dark his eyes penetrated hers.  Laid open her whole life.  Fifty 

years spent on one orchard. No experience.  For a moment Rebecca heard the 

pulse of Mother's Cadillac.  She rose to her feet. 

"Rebecca!" Daddy ordered.  "Come back here!" 

But when she was climbing the stairs to Tom's quarters, the engine 

stopped.  She took one step and listened, then another, but the only sound 

was the pulse of the grandfather clock on the landing.  She knocked on her 

brother’s door.  He opened it, gaunt and red-eyed.   

"Don’t suffer so,” Rebecca said, beginning to weep quietly.  “The fiancee 

doesn't love Daddy.  She doesn’t love anyone.”  Tom's eyes washed over her 

and settled sadly on empty space.  They stood there, tall, thin, knock-kneed, 

absently patting each others’ shoulders. 

 

 

From her handhold Rebecca looked out over the orchard one last time.  

Pulled herself up into the motor home.  Retracted the step and slid behind 

the steering wheel.  Through the windshield she saw the fiancee tug at 

Daddy's sleeve once, twice.  But Daddy didn't notice.  He was staring off down 
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the drive.  Rebecca knew he heard Mother’s long black Cadillac, too, and 

didn't have the courage to wait alone.   

 

                                                    The End 


