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WHICH SAM ?

 



CHAPTER 1

 


 


 


 


Admiring my beautiful A-Frame house, as I
drove my little blue BMW sports car up the blacktop driveway toward
the number one garage door, I felt a great deal of accomplishment
had taken place in the past few months of my life. The temporary
setbacks, like my time in the state prison and walking the streets
and alleys of downtown Seattle as a street person, were now just
some good and some awful memories; but, nevertheless, memories.

Watching the garage door ascend and making
the large iron gates swing open and shut at the end of the driveway
with motion sensitive cameras, made me feel rich and secure. Things
in these United States had become so mechanized and computerized,
since my childhood, I was starting to ask myself, what’s next?

Something is wrong, I mumbled to myself when
I saw the door to the kitchen entrance propped open with a bar
stool.

Helen probably burned something and is just
airing out the smoke, I smiled, thinking of the former street
woman, new bride of mine, who gets herself into a lot of awkward
situations but is extremely resourceful and gets out of things
quickly. Straight from the street to an energized student at the
university, that’s how smart my Helen is.

Taking a second look at the door situation,
I decided to use my secret vault room entrance, just as a
precaution, and closed the overhead garage door with my remote.

After parking the car outside the garage and
putting the keys in my pocket, I slowly crept around the side of
the house and belly crawled by the steps from the deck at the
living room. I then walked under the overhang of the concrete floor
to the secret steel vault door entrance. Putting the code into the
key pad, I heard the mechanism click, squeezed the door trigger
that let the door slide sideways and stepped in backwards. I
reached for the light switch that turned on the florescent
fixtures, while keeping my gaze out the door to make sure I wasn’t
noticed, and then slid the door shut.

I turned into the room to see a baseball bat
raised and poised to come down on my head.

“Beth, it’s me!” I said, wide eyed with
fear.

She lowered the bat, dropped it to the
carpeted floor, and then stepped toward me with outstretched arms.
Tears were streaming down from her eyes.

“Helen! He’s got Helen and he looks just
like you...... Who is he, and why is he being so mean? I....I think
he wants to kill you. He’s slapped Helen around, trying to find out
where you were and when you would be back.”

Beth is Helen and my foster child, whom we
are trying to adopt. She is a twelve-year old, very sharp young
girl who has been kicked around and abused. Helen and I are crazy
about her, and whatever she wants, within reason, she gets. She is
the daughter of Alan Fartain, the wino whose identity I stole
(along with his wallet), when I found him dead in an alley of
downtown Seattle. I was in bad need of a new identity as well as
the little bit of cash. The wallet had Beth’s picture in it and my
sense of payback led us to her.

My newfound life is one of having wealth. I
thought the least I could do, in memory of Alan Fartain, was to try
and make things good for his little girl.

“Beth, this is a very complicated thing
that’s happening. I’m going to monitor what is going on upstairs
from this computer system; and, when the moment is right, I
will....I will rescue Helen.

“I’m not going to try and explain things
right now. I just want you to stay down here, and don’t run any
water or flush the toilet until I tell you it’s safe. The man
upstairs can hear it running and might figure out where we
are.”

I flipped on the computer and security
system. As it warmed up, I talked to Beth—trying to assure her that
things were going to work out. Sitting down in my soft, black
swivel computer chair and feeling a little nervous, I started
watching the monitors from room to room—looking for anything that
was abnormal.

“Oh shit,” I said out loud when I saw Helen
face down on the tile kitchen floor with some dark liquid running
out of her nose. The monitors are in black and white, so I couldn’t
tell if it was mustard or blood; but my intuition told me it was
blood.

“Beth, take a look at this monitor. Now tell
me how long Helen has been on the floor?”

“She has been on the floor about a half
hour. He hit her with his fist when he first came in and she has
been there since then,” she said, still sniffling and wiping her
eyes.

“How did you get down here?”

“Helen showed me the buttons and brought me
down here once. She said if anything serious ever happened, like a
burglar or the house caught on fire, I was to come down here,” she
said, shaking nervously.

“You sure did the right thing, Beth. Now, do
you know if that man saw you come down here?”

“No, he didn’t see me. He chased after me
and I hid in the greenhouse. When I heard him in the kitchen trying
to get Helen to come around, I went into the closet. He was still
yelling when I pressed the buttons on the elevator to come
down.”

“Help me watch the monitor. I need to find a
time when I can go up and deal with him.

“We can both watch for a while, then we can
take turns— this may take some time. I don’t want Helen to get hurt
any worse, but I don’t want to go in with him pointing a gun at me,
or you either.”

“Why don’t we just call the police and let
them handle it?” Beth asked, while wiping her nose with a handful
of toilet paper.

I turned up the sound on the mic at the
kitchen stairs to avoided Beth’s question. I could hear the sound
of metal tapping on metal in my ear phones, but couldn’t locate it
until I toggled the camera to the far side of the refrigerator.

There he was, sitting on a bar stool in a
place that would be concealed from anyone coming in the kitchen
door from the garage. I could see the ring he was nervously tapping
on the side of the refrigerator. I was hoping Helen was awake and
playing possum, but I couldn’t tell.

“He has a gun, I saw it,” Beth warned.

“Thanks, I haven’t seen it yet, but that is
going to make a big difference on when I go up to get him,” I said,
letting Beth know I was only going up when it was safe.

“We can’t call the police,” I said, “There
are a lot of things going on that you aren’t aware of. The police
just might take me off and I surely don’t want that.”

Beth shook her head.

We both watched for about an hour, and then
Beth went to the bathroom and started reading a sports magazine. I
continued to watch Sam then toggled back to Helen on the floor. My
mind drifted back to everything that had gotten me in this
situation:

I could see James Russet, my partner in a
stock and bond company, committing perjury on the witness stand and
sending me to prison for a crime I didn’t commit.

Bonnie, my wife and lover for the previous
ten years before prison, who had made my life fun and exciting each
day in this A-frame house that was designed by me and built just
for her.

Watching the prison walls day after day and
wondering when I could get out and get that bastard, James.

Fighting off and killing the dogs at the
salvage yard and the long walk down the railroad tracks to downtown
Seattle.

Taking the wine bottle from a dead wino, Al
Fartain, then exchanging identifications—hoping the police would
think Arthur Anderson was dead.

Meeting my street friends and scavenging out
of garbage cans for meals and drinks.

Finding out about an inheritance from Sam
Beloit, a childhood friend.

Bashing in the head of a guy named Squeaker,
who was trying to kill a lady named June, my Pike’s Market
sweetheart. However, the thought of taking Squeaker’s money from
different accounts and funneling them into mine, poised a smirk on
my lips.

Killing Junes murderers and with the aid of
her brother, burying them at sea.

“Owning property in Kirkland, Washington,
and my manager, John Coy, who was recently killed on my boat in
Lake Washington”

Playing “real-life”monopoly with French
villas and vineyards, while messing around with women after being
lied to about Bonnie’s death.

Looking now at the woman I fell in love with
and married, lying on the floor unconscious, filled me with
contempt and rage for this reincarnated Sam Beloit Jr., who was now
holding her hostage.

Helen’s head started moving and I heard her
moaning. I could see Sam had knocked out her new tooth and her nose
was swollen.

Sam, seeing her start to come around, went
over and grabbed her by the hair, then shoved her into a barstool
at the counter.

“Now, bitch, where is Arthur?” He yelled
with a loud voice while baring his teeth.

“Who the hell is Arthur?” she moaned.

“Okay......okay, where is, your Al, and when
will he be coming back?” he asked, while squeezing the back of her
neck until she had her head flat on the countertop.

“I don’t know and wouldn’t tell you if I
did,” she slurred.

With a hand on the back of her head, he
raised it and then slammed into the counter—causing her to yell out
in pain.

“What’s... he doing to her?” Beth asked,
while intently watching the monitor.

“Go back over and read the magazine, please.
He’s trying to get Helen to tell him when I will come through the
door; but she isn’t talking. She’s in some pain, but it’s not life
threatening. I hate to watch; but unless he hurts her worse, I’m
not going up there, yet.”

Beth made some wads out of toilet paper and
stuck them in her ears. She was again staring at a magazine and
humming. She didn’t want to hear what was going on. I knew this was
hurting her as much as it was me.

“Don’t worry, bitch, I’m going to be here
when he comes through that door and I will shoot him right between
the eyes. He has been my nemesis since I was a kid. He was always
the one Bonnie wanted, and I had to sneak around while he was gone
to get some lovin’ from her. I hate that bastard, and I’m going to
kill him and take back what is mine.

“You know, I gave up everything for that
Bonnie, bitch, and she couldn’t be satisfied with me. No, she had
to go after that horse hung John Coy. She made me crazy.

“That damn Arthur would still be on the
streets, and maybe dead, if she hadn’t made me promise to help him
by giving up all my fortune, just for her. Then, she couldn’t be
satisfied with me. She was just the village whore, and I wasn’t
smart enough to see it.

“Well, she got the ‘shit’, if you know what
I mean, she deserved in the end!” He yelled, with a sadistic tone
in his voice and a twisted grin on his face.

I sat at the monitor listening to a
perverted story in which the girl I had loved and worshiped was
called a whore and stories told that I didn’t want to hear and
couldn’t believe.

Two things had been answered for me in the
few minutes that Sam had been raving. He had killed both John and
Bonnie. I was at least glad to know that.

I watched as Sam went to the refrigerator
and took out two cans of beer. He took one over to Helen, now
moaning and rubbing her head that had been smashed down on the
counter.

“Here, bitch, drink this. It might make you
feel better,” he spoke as he popped the tops on both cans and slid
one down the counter. It hit Helen on the arm, splashing beer foam
and liquid into the air, making her head jerk up.

She pushed the beer aside, and then laid her
head back down on the counter.

“I wasn’t asking you to drink the beer,
bitch, I was telling you to drink the beer, now..... drink it.” He
grabbed her hair, pulled her head up and started pouring beer into
the side of her mouth.

Helen just moaned and twisted her head from
side to side, not wanting to drink the beer.

Sam, again, smashed her head against the
counter.

“You…..you good for nothing street bitch; I
want to know when he’s coming and you, by God, are going to tell
me.” he said, then drank down the beer in two chugs and started
drinking the one he had spilled on Helen.

“That damn Arthur took you off the street,
you dirty,.... filthy,.... bitch. What in the hell did he see in
you? You don’t look or act anything like Bonnie. She had charm and
grace. While you, you dress in blue jeans and drink Thunderbird
wine. I’ve seen you—I’ve watched everything that Arthur has done
his whole life and tried imitating him—just trying to get Bonnie to
love me like she did him. She loved him, even though she screwed
half the men in this town. How could I have been so stupid?”

Sam raved on and on about how much he had
loved Bonnie and how she had taken what he had and made promises to
him, then broke them all.

Sam went to the refrigerator, got another
can of beer and downed it by the refrigerator. Then got the last
can out and set it on the counter. I could tell the beer had
affected his sense of balance and I was hoping he would drink the
last one with the same enthusiasm.

I knew after the number of beers he drank
that he would be looking to take a piss soon. He drank the last
beer slower. When he had finished, he smashed it, threw it against
the wall, and then he looked around the kitchen. I had an idea he
was looking for the bathroom, so I immediately grabbed the baseball
bat by the elevator.

“I’m going up to hopefully disarm him, then
get Helen some help.

“Do not.... turn this monitor on. You would
probably see some things you shouldn’t see,” I said as I switched
it off.

The elevator ride was normally fast, but it
seemed crawl. It’s funny how 10 seconds is not necessarily a good
measure of time. When I’m kissing Helen, 10 seconds is over too
fast, but when I’m trying to rescue her from a madman time drags on
and on.

Think, I whispered and my mind pictured the
details of my next movements.

Sneaking down the hall, dragging the
aluminum bat across the carpet, I could hear Sam still ranting and
raving. I figured he was going to the bathroom; but he was only
looking for another beer in the refrigerator. I was thinking his
bladder must be as big as a beach ball.

I stopped in the living room and hid behind
a chair. I had a good view of Helen, but Sam was out of sight.

“Well damn, where’s the rest of the brew? I
can at least be patient with another beer. Where is it, bitch?” Sam
yelled.

Helen pointed to the garage, but didn’t say
a word. Sam turned and started for the garage, then stopped.

“You think I’m going to drink that hot beer?
Well, I’m not. You got any wine?”

Helen pointed to the locked liquor
cabinet.

Sam proceeded to the cabinet and pushed on
the side to slide the doors.

“It’s locked, where is the key?”

“Don’t have it. Al keeps it,” she
moaned.

Sam took out his gun and shot the lock. I
could hear the bullet breaking glass as it tore through the lock
and into its contents.

“Whiskey on ice, that will do for now.” His
voice echoed up the stairs.

I could hear him going through the cabinets
looking for a glass, then into the refrigerator after ice. I could
smell the liquor odors from the broken bottles that he’d shot
through. His tongue was thickening from the alcohol and I could
tell it was affecting his judgment.”

“Gotta piss, where is the toilet?” he
demanded.

Helen pointed in the direction of the
bathroom, and he followed the point. I could hear his footsteps on
the tile as he started down the hall.

This is my chance, I thought to myself as I
crossed the living room and tiptoed down the stairs. I walked by
Helen, without a word, and skirted by the refrigerator until I
could see him enter the bathroom. He didn’t close the door; but
that was all right.

The Niagara Falls sound of his piss into the
toilet bowl never sounded so good, as it masked the sound of my
heavy breathing.

He didn’t wash his hands, just came straight
out the doorway. Yes, he stepped out just in time to feel my
31-inch aluminum bat hit the bridge of his nose and drive it back
into his head. His knees buckled and he went down on the tile floor
with a commanding thud. I was prepared to strike again, but he was
unconscious by the time he hit the floor.

I felt his coat pocket for the gun. And when
I found it, I turned him and took it. I knew Sam was unconscious,
if not dead, already. I cringed as I looked at him lying on the
cold hard stone tile floor. I felt like I had just wounded myself.
His looks were a mirror of mine, except he was about four inches
shorter and less muscular.

Fearing Beth would be up shortly, I grabbed
his hands and drug him out to the Rolls Royce parked in the garage.
I came back inside the kitchen and got a long knife. The partial
roll of heavy plastic we had used on the street killers was leaning
against the garage wall, so I flopped it down and rolled off six or
seven feet and cut it. I opened the trunk of the Rolls and spread
the plastic out and opened up one fold. I hoisted Sam’s body in the
trunk and then, with a single thrust, embedded the knife into his
heart, wiped the blade, put the knife beside him, then closed the
trunk and locked it.

Again, the strangest feeling came over me as
I walked back to the kitchen. Only it was different this time. I
felt like I had just set a part of me free. I had no remorse about
killing him, as I remembered the way he bashed Helen’s head against
the bar, only a sense of freedom and revenge.

Helen was at the kitchen entrance to the
garage waiting for me.

“Oh Al, my head hurts so bad. Please, please
go get me some pills,” she moaned, while crying and laying her head
on my shoulder.

I went to the bedroom for the pills just in
time to meet Beth coming out of the elevator in the closet.

“I know you said, ‘don’t turn on the
monitor’, but I just couldn’t take it any longer. You and Helen
were hugging, so I figured it was okay to come up.”

“Everything is all right, Beth, except Helen
has a real bad headache and....and, I’m going to take out the trash
in a few minutes.

They were both hugging and crying when I
came back into the kitchen.

“Beth, I hope you don’t remember anything
that has happened, today. I know both of you are going to have some
questions, but I still won’t be able to answer them all. My life
has too many wrinkles in it and some of them just aren’t ready for
ironing out. Please be patient with me.

“Helen, I need to take out the trash,....you
know,....... so Beth, please take care of her and make her keep ice
on her face.”

Driving up the back side of Mt. Rainier was
still beautiful. I was followed by a Park Ranger half the way up
and he made me a little nervous; so I finally pulled over at a
scenic view where he went on by. I then got out of the car.

I sat on the park bench, again remembering
my Bonnie and how I loved her. This man, who was supposedly my
friend, had said things about her that just didn’t make any sense.
Why had her father lied to me about her death? Why had Mr. Reed
lied to me about Sam’s death? Why had Sam set up such an elaborate
death for himself? Who can I trust, yes ...who?

My mind finally revolved back to my present
situation.

I was satisfied the Ranger had gone on up
the mountain, so I got back in the car and continued. I rounded the
next curve and remembered coming up here with Bonnie and seeing all
the mountain flowers. The colors were bright in this clean air. I
wanted to use sunglasses because they reflected the sun so
brightly. The waterfalls were thundering, and the mountain
squirrels were almost tame. I was afraid of getting one in my
pocket. Bonnie just laughed when I told her about my fear and
commented about one going up my leg for some nuts.

I also remembered this one particular
waterfall that went under a bridge. I always thought about throwing
something off of it because it went down into a steep gorge. The
steam that rose up the gorge kept me from seeing the bottom.

This was my time to do it; so I found it and
made sure no one was around when I slid the body and knife out of
the trunk, then over the guard railing and down into the green
cascading fall. Fast and easy. This ten seconds was a good measure
of time. The bridge over the falls was narrow, so my flipping the
body over the rail was perfect.

I drove back down the mountain and found a
small stream, about two hundred feet off the highway, where I
washed off the plastic, folded it, and put it back into the trunk.
I proceeded into the Ranger park at the foot of the mountain and
there deposited the plastic in a trash container by the number one
cabin.

Killing had gotten easier for me. Squeaker’s
death wasn’t easy for me mentally. It had made my days filled with
wanting to go back, do things differently, thinking I wouldn’t have
had to kill Squeaker at all.

I didn’t feel that way about killing Sam. He
had evidently been screwing my wife while watching me out of the
corner of his eye. Our being good friends was never in the picture
when he willed his estate to me. All he wanted was my Bonnie, and
then had ultimately killed her because she wanted a little on the
side with John. I only wished I could kill him again, without Helen
and Beth being present.

My feeling for Sam during my childhood was
vague, at best. And after hearing about his exploits with Bonnie,
there was no owing him or good feelings for him at all. He was now
fish food. That was good enough for such a despicable man.

Spitting out the window several times was a
cleansing to my mouth and brain as I drove back to the A-frame.

Truth was my only defense with the two women
in my life who were bound to confront me, but I couldn’t tell them
the whole truth. I was going to quit lying, but I was also not
going to answer most of their questions. Sorting out my life was
hard enough for me and trying to explain all the details to
them...well,.....it just wasn’t going to happen.

On my drive back to the A-frame, something
came to mind that I hadn’t thought about. Sam hadn’t parked a car
out front nor had one in the garage. How did he get there? Were
there other loose ends I hadn’t thought about?

“Oh shit,” I said out loud. I hadn’t gone
through his pockets for any papers that could tie him to me. “That
was real dumb,” I shouted, but knew it was too late to turn back.
He was down a waterfall that was going real fast. He might, in
fact, beat me back to Seattle—floating face down in the Green
River.

I stopped by the grocery store and picked up
some different kinds of soups. Helen was going to need soup for the
next few days. She was also going to need a new tooth and probably
her nose set—it didn’t look good.

The automatic opener had the gates standing
wide open as I approached. I wasn’t going to be so thankful this
time when going through. I decided to wait and see what was going
on inside the house before giving thanks so openly.

Pressing the garage door opener and watching
it respond without inside doors being open, helped me feel like
things were getting back to normal.

Sliding from the car seat felt normal. The
two ladies, who gazed into my eyes with solemn dispositions the
moment I stood from the car, didn’t.

“Al, we need to talk,” Helen said with
muffled sounds, while holding a washcloth filled with ice on her
puffy mouth.

I was cornered and had no place to run; so I
stood there while the ladies laid out all they had heard, and what
they supposed, in the form of questions.

“Who was that Sam and why did he look so
much like you?” Beth asked.

“Who is this Bonnie lady that was your
ex-wife?” Helen asked.

“What did he mean about taking back his
wealth”? Beth asked.

“Who is this Arthur guy?” Helen asked.

“Did you know he killed your ex-wife?” Beth
asked.

“Were the two of you friends a long time
ago?” Beth asked.

“This is Al you’re talking to. You know,
Al.......your friend? Can we have a bite to eat before you two turn
on the grill and fry my ass? I promise to answer, or abstain from
answering, all your questions, later,” I said, trying to grin. But
they didn’t return even a small one.

I grabbed four beers from the garage and
immediately put them in the refrigerator. This feeling of wanting
to be real drunk was gnawing at me, but I wanted a little food
first.

“Beth, will you go out to the Rolls and get
the soup and crackers out of the back seat please?”

While Beth was gone I turned to Helen.

“You said I didn’t have to tell all about my
life, and today you found out way more ...way more, than I had
intended for you to know. I have been married before and now she is
dead. I was told she was dead before she actually died. I loved
her; but according to Sam, everyone else in town did, also.

“Everything is over now and we, you and I,
are together. I hope that’s enough for you. I still love you more
than anyone else in the world. I wish I could answer more of your
questions, but I just can’t,” I said, while holding Helen with her
head on my shoulder.

“The big things in my life have worked out
and then been taken away. I had a wonderful childhood and what I
thought was a wonderful marriage. I had lots of money and then
nothing at all. I now have a wonderful marriage and lots of money.
I’m just hoping the roller coaster ride is over.”

“My God, Al, confess to me some other time.
My head is still killing me and I can’t breathe out of my nose. I
think I should go to the hospital about my nose. I want to know
about your past life, but it can wait,” Helen insisted then stuck
her tongue through the missing tooth hole.

“Go put on a clean blouse. I’ll get some ice
in a towel then we can go. We need to take Beth with us, but she
needs to keep her mouth shut. This is one of those days that needs
to be forgotten.”

Helen was in pain all the way to the
hospital. Beth was like a comforting mother; but Helen continued to
rock back and forth in the car as I drove, whispering
“hurry........hurry”.

“We’re going to need to make up a story
about Helen and I think her falling off a riding lawn mower might
work,” I said.

“Na.......she has been bruised and has a
broken nose........ I would think more like.......uh.... she fell
down a flight of steps,” Beth spoke up.

“That’s a very good thought and I totally
agree ......Helen nod your head if you agree.”

Helen nodded while keeping the ice pack in
place. I felt so sorry for her. She had taken all the punishment.
Beth and I were totally unscratched.

As the sun pierced through the windshield, I
reached for the sun visor and pulled it down for a pair of
Squeaker’s sunglasses, hoping they would fit. The glasses came out
and I put them on, as a folded up paper fell out of the sunglass
case into my lap. I stuck it into my pants pocket, hoping to look
at it later.

We had to wait half an hour in the emergency
room for a doctor. The nurse filled out all the paperwork and asked
Beth what happened to Helen. Beth was very detailed in her
make-believe story. She had the nurse crying when she finished.
Helen just sat there moaning, but said nothing.

Beth and I sat in the vending machine area
while Helen was rolled back into a room and examined. The doctor
came out after taking some X-rays and assured us there were no
broken bones, except her nose, and he had reset it. He told us she
was ready for release, but cautioned us against letting her drive.
He handed me a bottle of pills, Propo-n/apap, and a prescription
paper for three refills.

“Keep the ice on her head for today and
alternate ice and heat tomorrow. She is going to be black and blue
for a couple of weeks. Don’t enter her in any beauty contests. If
she is vain at all, she will want to stay home. You won’t be able
to recognize her in a couple of days. Her injuries look a lot worse
than they are.”

She was barely coherent as we wheeled her
out and loaded her in the car.

“Well..... I’m glad she is going to be all
right. I guess the horse race is off and I won’t be going to
Anita’s this weekend,” Beth announced.

“I think Helen would want you to go to
Anita’s. She isn’t going to be in any pain while she is taking the
pills, and Anita was looking forward to you coming,” I said, as I
looked in the rear view mirror into Beth’s eyes.

“Sam, Helen and I asked a bunch of questions
earlier today and I would really like to know what that man was
talking about while he beat up on her,” Remarked Beth.

“I wish I could tell you, but the man was
mentally off his rocker. I had been married to Bonnie, my first
wife, but all of his statements, I am certain, were very wrong. I
grew up with the guy in grade school, but haven’t seen him for
years. Everyone said we looked like brothers, but we weren’t. He
always liked Bonnie. I do remember that.

“Now you know the story and you can put a
good or a bad ending on it. Personally, I’m glad he’s gone. He was
mean to Helen and for that I’m having a hard time forgiving him. I
hope you can just act like this day didn’t happen. I also hope I
have answered enough questions for you because that’s all I’m going
to say.”

I could see Beth’s face in my rear view
mirror, and she had a deep furrow in her brow and her mouth
puckered.

“I guess that will do. I really hate
secrets; but you are an adult and have lived plenty of years. I....
I will try and do what you said and forget about today.”

Beth was as good as her word. She never
brought up anything about the other Sam again to me and never
mentioned anything that happened to anyone else that I knew of

We put Helen to bed then went into the
living room.

“Helen is going to be disappointed about not
going to the horse race in New York. She loves to watch em run and
she sure likes to ride em. I only hope I get half as good as her.
She rides that Princess like lightening. I love to race Helen in
everything. I know if I beat her, I’m real good; because she finds
out how to do things, then gets them right and has grit. You sure
got lucky when you married her.”

I only smiled knowing she was absolutely
correct.

Beth warmed up some canned soup for Helen
and cooked some burgers for us.

While she was doing that, I called Jim in
Saratoga and made an excuse for us not coming to see the Princess,
my horse, run. He was disappointed; but said he had everything
under control. The jockey wasn’t his first pick, but he was third
in the track standings for wins. I assured him I would see the race
on TV and record it.

Helen was wide awake for dinner, but her
face was swollen. She could talk, but I could see it hurt.

“I miss my tooth, can you look for it? I
can’t keep my tongue out of the hole. It makes me feel cheap and
I’m anything but that,” she said, then stuck her tongue through the
hole and tried to smile.

Beth laughed when she did, but Helen and I
knew it wasn’t a laughing matter. I got up from the table, and then
went searching for her tooth and bridge.

I came back to the table with the tooth in
one hand and the bridge in the other.

“Say, Babe, there is nothing I can do. The
tooth has come unglued from the bridge. I don’t see why the dentist
can’t glue it back. I’ll go in the morning and check with him.”

“No big deal, I won’t be going out in public
for a while, anyway. I can’t waste my time. I have decided to get
a, ‘How To’, French speaking computer course. Will you go to the
computer store and check on that?” Helen asked, but the pain pills
made her voice sound drunk.

“I will probably take Beth with me. She is
somewhat of a whiz on computers and I don’t mean piss. I knew you
were going to throw that in, so I beat you to it.” We all laughed
with Helen holding her mouth.

“Two days to the race and we can’t go. Well,
I guess you could go, but I would be here by myself. I wouldn’t
have near as much fun. Beth, are you still going to Anita’s?”

“Well, I had planned on it. You and Sam
don’t really need me here, so.... unless I can be of some value to
you, I’ll go to Anita’s.”

“I think that would be great. You may learn
something from her that will make your slow ass swim faster. I will
need a little more competition when I get back in the pool,” Helen
smiled, and put her tongue in the hole.

“I know you are just teasing me, Helen, but
one of these days....”

“I hate to break up your verbal jesting, but
someone needs to pop me some corn. The Mariners are playing tonight
and popcorn and beer are needed.”

Beth went to pop the corn, and I had a
chance to talk to Helen about Sam and what happened before I
watched the monitor.

“Helen, could you please tell me how Sam got
in and what all he said before he hit you?” I asked out of
curiosity.

“Well, old dumb ass me didn’t pay a lot of
attention to the monitor when he pushed the button at the gate. I
thought it was you when he said he had lost his remote. I just
buzzed him right in. He didn’t say a word until he was in the
house, and then called me a dumb bitch, which made me damn mad. I
threw the mop, which I was using to clean up a spill, at him. He
blocked it and punched me in the mouth. I don’t know what happened
from that time until he grabbed me by the hair and forced me to the
counter.

“He said a lot about Bonnie; but I really
didn’t pay much attention to it. I was in pain and was hoping he
would finish his ravings and leave.”

“I guess you didn’t see how he got here? I’m
interested in knowing if he drove or not.”

“Guess you will need to jump in a car, or on
that little scooter, and drive the neighborhood. You could walk,
but that will be slow and I know you want to find and dispose of
anything he might have used to get here.”

“You got that right, Helen. This is another
one of those, ‘clean it all up and don’t get the cops involved’,” I
said, while rubbing my beard.

“You’re getting good at that—maybe too good.
I hope the people who are chasing you and your friends are either
soon dead or moved to another state. I need some peace and quiet
and the only guns I want to hear going off are at the rifle range
or out in the country,.......way out. Can I look forward to that or
should I remain looking over my shoulder a little while longer?”
Helen asked expressionless.

I excused myself without an answer, got my
helmet and scooter, and combed the neighborhood for a vehicle. I
found his motorcycle in the vines by the manhole where I had left
my motor scooter so many other times while going in and out the
A-frame.

I examined it without touching it. The cycle
was a 350 cc Honda—the kind of a cycle that is pretty fast but not
too heavy. I knew of only one way to get rid of it without my hands
getting dirty by the law’s standards.

I drove back into the garage and walked
through the house without a word. I looked up Bill Zopada’s phone
number then dialed.

“Hi Floyd. Is this a social call or am I
about to slide on the wrong side of the law, again?” he asked.
(Floyd is the name his sister first tagged me with as we were about
to take Squeaker out for a sea burial.)

“Well, Bill, I need one of your friends to
come and get a motorcycle that is out in the weeds by the entrance
to the A-frame. Do you know someone who might be interested in
getting a free 350 cc Honda motorcycle?”

“Where is the owner? Or should I say, is the
owner coming back?”

“Don’t worry Bill, the owner isn’t coming
back. You can bank on it.”

“Floyd, did you ever think about getting a
babysitter?”

“Helen doesn’t need a babysitter.” I said in
jest.

“No…no, for you. Someone needs to monitor
you all day—and, at night. You are always screwing up. How does a
man go through life, and live to become as old as you, screwing up
so much? Don’t worry about the cycle, Floyd. I’ll make a couple
hundred off this one, so don’t look for a bill in your mail
box.”

“Thanks, Bill. If you find a good babysitter
for me, send her over.”

Beth and I watched the Mariners play on TV.
The camera scanned down third base line beside the dug out. I could
see Susie sitting with her Mariners hat and ball glove. She was all
alone, but that didn’t bother me. She had her life now, and I had
mine.

Beth and I had popcorn. She had a diet cola
and I drank my two beers. The Mariners won and I attributed it to
our cheering. Helen drank cold water, sucked on ice and mostly
dozed. I could tell she was feeling no pain.

The next morning, I got up early, did my
work out then called the dentist. Between Helen tossing and turning
in bed and taking pills, I woke up rather grouchy. I had also
thought about what Sam had said about Bonnie. Had I really been so
naive and trusting while married to her? Was she indeed sleeping
with a lot of men without me knowing it, if his facts were
correct?

I worked a lot of late nights and she had a
lot of bridge club meetings. She had a couple of high school
girlfriends and she went away for two weeks at a time to visit them
a couple of times during the year.

Surely Sam had just gone insane and was just
raving madly, not knowing what he was saying.
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I remembered one incident in college that
made me doubt Bonnie a little; but I passed it off as her being
innocently in the wrong place at the wrong time. I now replayed
this in my mind.

“Come on over, Arthur, and have a beer. We
were all just talking about our frat house having a tailgate party
at the football game, Saturday. I think if all of us chip in
twenty-five dollars, we can get a keg of beer and ice it down in a
big wash tub on the tailgate of Tom’s big Ford pick up plus get a
dozen racks of ribs. How about it, are you in?”

“Sure,” I answered as I handed Bob Martin,
the Delta Delta Phi president, a twenty dollar bill.

“Thanks, Arthur. You will be expected to be
in the parking lot at 9 o’clock to start the charcoals for the
ribs.” I nodded.

“Say, Bob, have you seen Bonnie? Her parents
were going to drop her off, here, because I had that charting class
test. Have you seen her?” I asked.

Bob looked a little sheepish, and then
replied. “Sorry, Arthur, I haven’t seen her.”

I wandered around Jim Russets parent’s large
house for about fifteen minutes checking out the swimming pool area
and the guest house out back. I checked out the kitchen and the
downstairs bedrooms, much to the embarrassment of two different
couples. I went upstairs and could hear the familiar bump, bump of
the bed in the first bedroom, so I decided not to go in. I looked
through the other three bedrooms and bathrooms then saw Bonnie
coming out of the first bedroom door.

“Bonnie, who were you with in there?”

“Sh-Sh, I walked in on Jim and this girl
doing the big thing. I don’t think they saw me. Let’s go downstairs
and join the others. I heard you were asking for me, so I came
looking for you.”
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