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Chapter 1

 


 


After obsequious darkness had crept in, soon
it was thick night as two lone terrestrial

green recruits fresh out of college, clad in
T–shirts and shorts, and with rucksacks

strapped on their backs…appeared in the
remoteness of this retired corner of the world.

Everyone that knew them had always known that
both of them were hackers, enamored with amateur sports. The
biomale and biofemale—equating to someone who was born into the sex
that they identify with—cleaved to the notion where adventures are
to the adventurous, and lived dangerously. Simply, to do something
risky, especially on a habitual basis was their mantra.

After all, that running, swimming, and stuff,
Todd Griffin stiffly lent himself to Wendy Thomason’s aromatic
embraces, including a massage with aromatic oils, aromas that put
him in a pleasure spiral, not a rinse cycle.

When they had first met, they had hit it off
immediately—they were on the same wavelength.

It had been just three weeks since having
done some trapeze sailing with the harness attached by a cable to
the dinghy’s mast. They skillfully balanced the stinkpot by leaning
backward out over the windward side, using every necessary
precaution not to collide with the groyne or the low wall barrier
built out into the sea to check erosion and drifting.

There was pot, there was booze, but nobody
really trashed. It had been simply delightful. In addition, fresh
off the stinkpot to fear and plainly yearning an entrancing
challenge, they determined to climb Glacier Point—a meated Mecca
for tourist that pulled in a tidal wave of sightseers.

Such an expedition was the stuff of their
dreams and all they could ever wish to be. Unfortunately, for them,
the wish would become the mother of the deed.

They were now at Glacier Point, at a setting
well grown with trees.

Up to now, their escapade was without
incident.

Civil twilight started at sunset and the
cover of tenebrious darkness was divinely in attendance, as the
sweet breath of the north wind was at their backs.

From somewhere off in the brush, was a
tumultuous commotion, causing turbulent confusion.

“What’s that?”

“No idea.”

“What do you mean you have no idea?”

“That’s what I said. Is there a problem with
that?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then I don’t know either.”

“That’s what you said before.”

“What…are you suddenly hard at hearing?”

“I don’t know.”

“Didn’t I tell you that?”

“It’s frightening.”

“Well—”

“Frightening, do you hear?”

The sound was posing, keen, and startlingly
loud. It caused the both of them to start when first hearing it,
causing them to wonder if it was a human or a wolverine. So loud,
it would prompt a spooked horse to take flight.

A pulchritudinous beauty, and usually
unwontedly shy and subdued, Wendy was the good as gold good
Catholic teenager—the type that frequently enjoyed a diverting
book.

As her face grew rigid with fear, that same
fear prickled her cutaneous skin, as she said to Todd, “I got an
idea,” with intense concentration, her gut strings playing to a
tune of terror.

She was not alone in her pavid fear.

Todd, standing statant—in profile with all
two feet on the ground—was also in a

scare.

Suddenly, red eyes were, imperfectly
transparent, glowering from the umbra. Not close, but too close for
comfort.

“Did you see that?” her boyfriend Todd cried,
an outwardly easygoing but fiercely competitive fellow. However,
for the moment, a scared chicken was more apropos.

“What are you talking about?”

“What I just said.”

“Are you marking me?”

“Why in the world would I do that?”

“I don’t know.”

“I am not marking you, so there.”

“So what were you talking about?”

“Do you have to keep asking?”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. It just sounds a bit
redundant.”

“I’d be an idiot if I didn’t,” she panted,
her lips with a sinuous curve. Admittedly, it was frightening.

“Are you saying I’m an idiot?”

“Now what makes you say such a thing?”

“I don’t know.”

“I certainly don’t think you are?”

“Think I’m what?”

“An idiot stupid.”

“Oh, so now I am stupid.”

“I did not call you stupid.”

“I guess my ears needs cleaning out. Is that
what you are saying?”

“I don’t think you need to clean your
ears.”

“I think you were right,” Todd said.

“I know I was. I am not waiting round to see
more. Listen up, let’s split up. You take off that way and I’ll run
in the opposite.”

“So, you think I should go that way.” He
pointed a straight finger.

“That’s right. If the tide is right, it may
be we can discourage whatever it is.”

“It may be better if we stand still, don’t
you think?” Todd asked.

Giving a responsive answer, she said, “I
doubt very seriously that would be a good idea.”

Only after Todd had heard the awful noise
again did he take off running, running on getaway sticks, on live
earth at full career, with might and main.

With hopes of a fortuitous chance to escape,
Wendy hared off in an occidental direction between the arboreous
trees, pushing away loosely hanging pendulous branches and
reticulated leafs covered in indentations with rose-red
margins.

She was long-legged and rather awkward. As
fear winged her steps, the lavaliere on a fine chain dangled from
her neck, swinging randomly from side-to-side. With each touch of
her feet, she spurned the solid earth, running cross a piece of wet
ground over which water flowed that was not confined to a definite
channel. Then, as she ran throughout the austere grandeur of
mountain scenery, her feet compressed pine needles turning from
tawny to amber.

It was clear to her there was something
terrifying somewhere nearby in the frutescent thicket. Whatever it
was had accorded her a little notice and caused her to run like
blazes with her reddish pilary hair flying everywhere.

The cold air was condensing her breath, as
she gasped for air and compressed her lips together grimly.
Sweating and with her head swimming, she stopped running and rested
her back up against a yew tree, at a recessed bay in the hills, her
head lolling back.

 The black yew gloom’d the
stagnant air as she moved her back away from the tree slightly. She
noticed some thorns had inadvertently scratched her arms.

Momentarily, the beckoning silence took
root.

Suddenly the moon moved from behind a
cloud.

In the distance, an owl hooted.

On the ground, the bugs crawled minding their
own business.

Something started to crawl up her legs,
causing her to strike at it and to stump her feet once and then
twice.

The night was a bit on the cool side.

The owl hooted again, perhaps for his or her
mate.

The moon hid behind a cloud again.

She slapped at a worrisome mosquito as it
tried to steal some of her blood.

It was cool, but she was sweating. It was
ironic to her. On top of that, she was scared.

Though her breathing was heavy, her genual
knees were knocking and her lips quivering.

Supplementary to the nasty fear that she was
lost, was the loud roar and breaking thickets. The noise was now
coming from the direction Todd had run. Just as she hoped he had
gotten to safety, she heard his scream. The sound in his voice was
full of terror and pain. Her every sense indicated the sound was
not illusionary—but real.

Then there was an extremely intense thick
silence—the quintessence of calm.

Tears filled her ocular eyes as she cried out
her boyfriend’s name. Then as the tears rolled down her face, she
wiped at the liquid that settled at the indentation between the
upper lip and the nose.

Barely getting a response, she called out to
him a second time. “Come on, Todd, please say something more to let
me know if you are all right,” exhorted Wendy.

Hardly anything sounded. Actually, not much
more than a soughing sound—a soft rustling and sighing and
murmuring sound, like a bracing breeze through the trees.

Suddenly came that strangely familiar,
frightful roar again, the sound, a full, deep, prolonged
hair-raising cry, conspicuously, outrageously
reprehensible—proceeding

in a gradual, subtle way, but with harmful
effects and with a great deal of volume—resonating with so many
different meanings, evoking, suggesting images, memories, and
emotions far more terrifying to Wendy.

Things had gotten to the point where it was
tasking her ability to affect her departure in safety. She could
not deny that she could do with some good company right about now.
So scared was she that she even entertained the thought of playing
possum—pretending to be dead, that is. Then again, whom was she
kidding?

Unfortunately, for her, whoever it was seemed
to possess keen instincts and good at tracking their victims.

The situation fraught with extreme danger
wafting in the air, she made one last desperate attempt to retrieve
the situation, by crying out in a high-pitched, whiney voice,
saying, “Please, whoever you are, don’t hurt me.”

After a taciturn silence, an intangible
feeling of impending disaster came over her as a loud growl
answered her plea.

Her animal instincts made her want to give as
good as it takes and growl back at whatever it was. She knew that
was silly. This was not a time for jokes. It was a time to be
serious. One could have a lot of heart and still get themselves
killed. She once had a boyfriend that was not scared of anything
alive or dead, though she could not figure why someone would be
afraid of someone that was dead. Dead always meant to her that that
person could not talk, eat, drink, think, or for that matter give
you any trouble. Dead was dead and that was just how it was. A dead
person never hurt anyone as far as she could remember. Dead was
dead. That was that. Whatever it was on her heels was an alive
something. Something—from the sound of it—wanted to make mince meat
of her, like break her bones like sticks.

Gradually, and with a glimmer of
extemporaneous spontaneity, she moved completely away from the tree
and almost fell backward on a transparent sheet of ice, surrounded
by a considerable patch of nival snow, bruising her knee a deep
pinkish-red color—strawberry like.

That it was yay dark, there was no way
possible she could have noticed it or the treecreeper spidered head
first down the tree trunk navigating every nutgall in its path.

After steadying herself, she bounded deeper
into the woods, running on a north boreal course, with sounds of
horror at her calcaneal heels, the terrain sloping downwards.

Only when she scampered along a path marked
with rocks and intervals, did she know that the tough customer was
coming back for her.

The reality of the chase was starting to
restrict her air passages, and her mouth was dry, her tongue
cleaving to the roof of her palate. Despite her state, she knew she
had to keep moving. Should she make it out alive, she would give
chapter and verse on her brush with death.

Right now, however, and unknown to her, she
was about to experience something bad, as a potential even bigger
bombshell was about to burst. She would find herself fighting for
her life until she would have not one atom of strength, as tragedy
retrenched her once abundant gifts.

Corny as it may seem, looking on the bright
side—every now and then people are driven to murder their
tormentor—but that sort of thing still remained to be seen
tonight.

For the moment, she was a mendicant, feeling
like a tiny fish vulnerable to predators.

Nothing last forever—even stars in the cosmos
experience their last acrid smolder.

The next thing she knew, what little
confidence she had hit the skids.

Running blindly, her feet slipped on a patch
of ice that had accreted grotesquely, up ending her, causing her to
sprawl to the ground.

Without warning, acid reflux threatened to
make her spill her guts.

After a moment or two, she managed to bring
to a halt the flow of gastric acid, and climbed to her feet. Her
progress retarded by her limp, she resumed her flight, over cliffs,
through woods, and caves, her viewless steps resounding. She had
yet to come to the realization whether all her efforts would lead
to naught, and she would rack up a pathetic goose egg.

She thought about her mother. “I don’t like
you going off like you do,” her mother had said one time there in
their kitchen.

“Oh, mom, you don’t have to worry about
me.”

“I know, you gonna say, you can take care of
yourself.”

“That’s the trouble, mom, you do worry too
much. Where I’m at, who I’m with, will I come home before the clock
strike so-and-so?”

“I am your mother. Isn’t that what a mother
is for? Heavens forbid, if kids didn’t have parents to look out for
them.”

“Please, mom, I told you, I—”

Her mother threw up her hands. “I know, you
can take care of yourself.”

With her thoughts returning to the present,
silently she asked herself, what in the world was she doing here?
She was born of a redoubtable family, with respect and honour.
Where was the respect for human life out here? Out here, alone and
frightened, there was no way her efforts would redound to the
general good. She should be living in the lap of luxury, enjoying
inessential, desirable items, luxuries like raspberry vinegar and
state-of-the-art CD players—or cruising to some exotic land on a
floating small city.

Until now, her life had been routined with
smoothness. Not this! This appalling episode was definitely not in
the cards. If she were to be lucky enough to make it out alive, she
could hit her thumb with a hammer and it wouldn’t really bother
her. She’d just be happy to be alive. She certainly would have a
new outlook. She would settle for almost anything not special in
the workaday world. That is anything but her present predicament.
She would mind her P’s and Q’s, and above all…to never…ever
vacation in the mountains. Never again would she dare to venture
anywhere spiked with danger! Right about now, her need was for a
shot of self-release injection.

Oddly, there was the sound of retreating
footsteps. Actually, she was unable to tell which direction the
footsteps were going in.

Pregnable and vulnerable to capture, her legs
were weak. And she was about to stumble along when misfortune came
fast and thick. At that very moment, in the wooden silence,
something struck her on the back of her head with blunt force,
dulling her senses, causing her to crumble to the careless
ground.

Barely conscious, and in every respect
trepanned—entrapped—she was unable to use her abilities to
retaliate the injury in kind, as strong meat hooks lifted her up
like a feather, and swung her across a board scapular shoulder
blade, and spirited her away to prevent detection. The hand he had
used to render her helpless was a myoelectric prosthetic arm.
Although gruesome, it was a crafty contraption, working with
electrodes, which sense electrical sign in his muscles. It enabled
him to pinch, grip, and release objects. In addition, the device
could don and doff independently.

Now that same hand held her unyieldingly like
a vise grip.

The irony was, if she had but made it just a
short distance away, she would have, reached the numerous canals
and branches of a river that reticulate the flat alluvial
plain.

An owl hooted. She wondered if it had found
its mate and if the two of them were somewhere safe. Safe! She
wished she were. Then all her problems would be solved.

Well not completely, not all of them, because
she believed that some problems are not solved. You just had to go
on and keep on pushing. She wished she could somehow push this
whole situation out of the way or be a ballerina and pirouette,
twisting and spinning on one foot, with the raised foot touching
the knee of the supporting leg right on out of her uncomfortable
circumstance.

There was that thunder sound again.

Weak and groggy, little did she understand
the situation, as she faintly made out that the anthropoid meanie
was dressed in scruffy jeans and a baggy T-shirt. His crew cut
sloped down from the back of his head to a low-cut, forehead, and
his bearded face smeared with a pancake of a flat solid layer of
compressed powder, and tattooed with a winged fist on the cheek.
Even more bizarre was the stropped razor sharp knife on his belt,
making her sick with fear.

So strange was the situation that she could
barely think, each ache inside her head paining like never before
in her life.

Before long, and off the beaten track, they
came upon a grotty, ramshackle fleapit of an unmemorable aerie, a
stow or more specifically, an insignificantly small low-slung
bijou—in wood and just about perished, with a porch prefacing the
entrance, and with a spider’s thread attached to the windowsill.
The roof, greening with lichen, was made of corrugated iron, shaped
into alternate ridges and grooves, while a crop pf wood consisting
of nine cords of poor spruce ricked up in the back yard,
neighboring a two-by-four garden, not to mention the vertical
mullion between the panes of glass in the windows in need of
scraping and painting.

Her vanquisher—a catchphrase used for
description only here—stepped up on the porch and whoosh the front
door open, entering the living room, the sound of the stamp of
boots with molded insoles on the artificial turf reverberating
around the room.

Making a rapid assessment of the situation,
she took stock of the room lit with candles on almost every flat
surface. She also noticed walls washed with shades of umber.
Sitting on the couch were an old man and an old woman.

“I’m home, ma and pa.”

There was no answer.

Charm won’t wash with this crew, she thought
inwardly.

She was living on borrowed chronological time
and felt decidedly off. And her body trembling like a leaf on a
tree, the restoration of Wendy’s sight allowed her to focus her
eyes on the old man’s and old woman’s, three-dimensional, true to
life, lifelike form, propped up on furniture long since dilapidated
by use. It was terror incognito. She was screaming inside. The
sight of the two of them was beyond the realm of possibilities.

She opened her os, the lower part of the
human face, surrounded by the lips, but the scream got caught in
her throat, the very instant she realized the terrible and
shuddery…fact that they were both dead, and from the looks of
things, had been for some time. The sight truly chilled her to the
marrow. Could it be she was imagining things or she had lost her
mind? It was all so surreal! As if, she stepped into another time
zone of complete madness and impenetrable gloom.

“Be right with you in just a bit, folks…got a
little unfinished business to take care of down in the basement.
You both know how that goes.” Every bit false-toothed, he laughed a
sick laugh, saliva dripping from his mouth.

Her eyes dilated with horror as she became
more alert. She heard the scuttle of rats across the room. Close to
being frightened out of her wits, she tried to put on a brave
front. “Put me down, do hear me, you…you…chucklehead…you crazy dumb
bunny,” she screamed, frothing at the mouth, her slender arms
oaring the air, without result.

“Now now, that’s not the way for a so-called
lady to behave,” he remonstrated, wagging a finger at her.

In every sense, he was a deliberate
scoundrel, tougher and more redoubtable adversary than the
heel-clicking, jackbooted fanatic she was use to seeing in scary
flicks at theaters, with portraits by ropy artists hung on the
walls.

What’s wrong with you? Have you taken leave
of your senses?” Her red-rimmed eyes revealed that she had been
crying, but what did the great ape care. “

Then as he continued to lug her into the next
room, the steamy air in
the kitchen reeked of stale beer, as roaches scurried
in and out of the open icebox, chanting chanteys as they toiled and
pausing only to spread their wings, and then showboating as they
soared in mid air in his direction.

As was his wont—unpalatable behaviour and
paying her no mind, he opened a resined canvassed-over decrepit
door that squeaked on rusty hinges. He was cack-handed as he lugged
her down some ragged stair steps to a dank cellar, the one light
projecting shadows on the wall. If a newcomer misguidedly happened
upon the scene, they might swear they had stepped into what
appeared to be a crude laboratory right out of one of Alfred
Hickock’s Blockbuster trilogies.

The dirt floor was dusted with a fine sift of
flour, and a number of large glass jars were placed on manmade
rickety wooden tables. Some of the contents in the jars consisted
of: severed hands, eyeballs, hearts and some other parts of the
human anatomy.

With her heart racing in her pectoral, and
suddenly struck with peccable guilt, she saw her boyfriend, with
sanguineous blood jetting from his rhinal, with broken crural legs
in two places, chained to a post with a hose stuck in his side, his
life’s blood spilling thick down into a round glass container.

Her body rigid as a lithic stone, Wendy
looked at the whole ghastly grewsome scene, and felt her gorge
rise. “For the love of god, Todd,” she cried, as a tear traced a
lonely path down her cheek, wishing before hand that she had known
that this would happen. “Why are they doing that to you?”

There was no reply, only a slight lift of his
head. His eyes rolled back in his head.

He was dying. That she felt sure. She failed
her arms again, making every effort to impress upon her assailants
mind that she did not intend to hold back. “What’s the matter with
you people? Have you lost your mind and gone crazy? Apparently,
you’re absolutely, audaciously stupid, and consciously depraved. I
demand you release him now. Now—do you understand?”

Again, she looked at Todd and heard the
gurgle in his throat.

Then with a groan, his head jerked back, and
it was all over with him, the final release from the wheel of life
… his skin now deadly pale.

He killed him. Like, he was judge and jury
holding him to a web of restrictive regulations. So difficult it
was seeing Todd that way that it made her majestically wroth.

She bit her labial, writhing in suppressed
fury, as her catchy, fitful breathing grasped for the thin strata
of air.

Then her head hung slack in an attitude of
despair. Sick to her stomach, she retched, the flow of liquid
spilling on her vanquisher’s shirt.

Her troubled mind fully seized the point. She
wondered whether the vanquisher might do the same to her.

The penny dropped and only then with alarm
did she realized his intent. It was clear to her she was up a
stump, and had fallen into, the womb of evil, a situation too
difficult for her to manage.

Then with acres of terrifying notions running
rampant in her mind, she wept buckets of lachrymal tears, pinning
her hopes on a miracle.

The gift of reason differentiates humanity
from the beasts. Where was the reasoning? Where did it go? What
caused this to be? How can this be happening?

Her face a rather hectic red-complexion, and
with stout determination, she started struggling again with the
cracked hector, scraping and scrabbling for survival, her steadfast
operousness, refusing to yield to the virus of cruelty latent in
humanity.

He was too strong as he over powered her,
groping a chump of her in his determined hands, and then wrenched
her head back so they could see eye-to-eye.

“Ow! You’re hurting me!” she cried,
expressing her pain, upset her plaint drew no attention from him,
and equally disturbed at her carelessness that led to her queer
situation.

Lethally ignorant to the extent of his moral
turpitude, and giving her a nictitating wink with his glacial blue
eyes, he gave an oscitant yawn. And then his voice cold and deadly,
daring her to dread what was coming up next, he, like the cacodemon
he was, howled an alive evil cry, “Heigh-ho! Listen up you pompous
wretch, from a biblical perspective, God has allowed suffering,
even purposed it. Based on that belief, here’s my idea of a happy
ending!”

She stared at the horrible beast. “You are
one insane mother. You’ll get yours, mark my word.”

Taking umbrage and without saying a word, the
big stark maniac, said to her, “You said a mouthful, bitch, hereby
summing up your own situation.” Fed up with her sour, carping,
humorlessness and feral wildness, he went off his trolley,
insanely, murderously biffing her forcefully on her cephalic,
ruthlessly damaging her seat of thought. The blow packed a hefty
thwack, leaving a red, swollen weal mark, the pressure causing her
grievous bodily harm, rending her helpless with not one atom of
strength left.

He then strangled her until she was banjaxed,
bingoed, and gave up the ghost—none escapes the tomb. Thus saving
her further sorrow and travail, as the Ancient of Days carried her
soul to the celestial city.

Her vanquisher’s icy gaze raked mercilessly
over her slender figure.

Deciding not to give in to her sexual
attraction, he then chained her up to another post.

Then grabbing the stiletto studded with what
looked to be diamonds form his belt, he plunged the knife blade
into her lifeless body, ripping through the rete—an elaborate
network of blood vessels and nerve cells—ripping her from chin to
ventral belly button. He wrenched the stiletto upward and moved up
to her chest. After several deep cuts into her flesh, he removed
the heart, leaving her anatomy looking like slaughtered cattle in a
meat plant.

Outside, a pack of lupines bayed at the moon,
and the sky studded with points of starlight, as the stars wheeled
through the sky.

He decided to modify his modus operandi and
instead carried her body outside, and deposited it on back of the
pickup.

Then with the truck accelerating rapidly from
rest, and remembering to never retread the same ground, he stopped
at location about five miles away and dumped her remains along a
deserted fly-tipping sky trail, within an hour’s breath off-roaders
who adamantly opposed new trail restrictions would be roving.

What an awful pity. There may have been the
odd light shower just to lay the dust.

The rest is history.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 2

 


 


A handful of days later, the aircraft
pancaked it in about twenty meters, landing on the tarmac, and
limbered to the end of the runway, turned, graceful as a bald
eagle, and then braced to a halt.

“We have arrived, sir,” said the good-looking
flight attendant to the wayfarer, with mouth-watering bouncers, the
pendulous tendency of them unsupported.

My home, when shall I cease to regret you!
Roscoe Elbe privately thought. He had written home every week
without fail, writing, ‘I wish you were here.’

With all the lights on, Roscoe was able to
notice the plastic card in the seat pocket in front of him that
read: Check it out. In case of an emergency—‘Forget that, cupcake.
If we go down, we’re just history.’

He was sure of what he was doing. Before the
airplane had lifted off the ground, the vision of the take-off had
made him uncomfortable. That went also for take-offs and landings
too. He gave credit to those voyagers he had studied on some of the
other trips, and how they boarded planes, got their seats, pulled
out important documents from briefcases, snapped them closed and
minds also. The entire taxi-ing, the holding, and rush forward,
only to pause when heads were pull back onto the seat-rest by the
increase of velocity. Even then, for all he knew, they were still
fast at their work. Seemingly, no one concerned themselves with the
probabilities of imminent death.

“We’re here, sir,” she repeated, breaking up
his thoughts, looking into his dark eyes.

Looking at her finely etched profile, he gave
her the once-over—from head-to-toe—then looked up at her from his
seat. “My—my,” he said, looking suave and able to carry it off, and
his thoughts brewing as to some of the things he could do to her.
He always possessed a genius for getting along with women.

His spirit was catchy, contagious and
alluring, as he ran his hand over his increasingly long melanic
hair, noticing the “No Smoking” stopped glowing on the little
plaques throughout the plane.

About then, she gave the ghost of a smile.
“Was the voyage comfy enough for you? It’s okay. If you did not
fine the trip enjoyable, it would be just what you thought. I am
used to travelers that are displeased about their trip. That is
their prerogative as it is yours.”

She drew a breath of air into her lungs, the
flanges of her nostrils quivering. She was unpretentious. “So,
let’s start again if you don’t mind, how was your flight?”

The man across the aisle dropped his notebook
falling down in the aisle.

The attendant spun around and bent over to
pick it up.

Roscoe’s eyes took in her shapely behind and
wished the flight had just begun.

She finished helping the man, and then spun
back round to talk with Roscoe.

“So, sir, again, how was your journey?” She
chuckled.

“I take you to be one helpful person,” Roscoe
said.

She blushed. “Thank you, sir. What a nice
thing to say. Are you usually this forthcoming to ladies?”

Roscoe scratched his head. “Only when the
lady is fly.”

“Am I to take that as a yes?”

“Natch…of course, it was on the money.”

“Oh, you do have a way with words.”

“Only when I’m close to beauty.”

“I see.” Her eyes fluttered in an enticing
way.

He looked her over again. “No. I am the one
that sees.”

“And what is that you see if I may be so
bold.”

“You—and I like what I see.”

“Thank you. Sir, I certainly wish I had more
time to talk to you, but as you can see, I’m working. So, tell me
how your flight was and then I’m off?”

With his trademark grandiose style and
overweening ambition, and in a quality whispered tone of voice, he
said, “For starters, it was indeed an immaculate flight…all within
a swift passage of time. Not to forget to mention the service was
lovely also.” He deliberately failed to mention to a nicety that
the plane was the oldest Boeing remaining in existence.

“Why thank you. For your safety, we do
require that you keep your seat belt fastened at all times while
seated until the airplane stops.” Was she confused? Did it stop
yet?

Behind the blush that materialized at the
corner of her inviting mouth, he perceived the faintest of flushes
creeping up her neck.

“We’re here to please our customers.” She
appreciated his style being so rad; his busy tongue an almost
perfectly brown.

Usually rocky and difficult to impress, he
smiled. The smile lent his face a boyish charm, transporting him
with pleasure. “You’ll get no complaints from my two lips.” He had
found himself too punk to eat throughout the whole flight.

There was a twinkle in her blue greenish
eyes. “I assure you, it was a pleasure talking to you—”

“Roscoe,” he added. “And you?”

She whispered, “Cathy.” Her tone was an
invitation, offering the promise of an attractive or enjoyable
experience.

“That’s a delightful name. One of my
associates has that name too.” As she toddled away, Wow…Easy! But
although her offer excited and made him pleased, in his heart of
hearts he knew if he were to accept the invitation, it would be an
invitation to disaster. When it came to women, he had a hard time
dealing with their wiles and deception. He blew through one bad
relationship after the other. In fact, just about every woman he
had dated was a one-nighter. Brevity or short and sweet were what
made him comfortable. Under those terms, he felt safe. Not a chance
his heart could be damaged. It was at the point whereby he refused
to let anyone of the opposite sex play havoc with his emotional
clock.

Consequently, he had become so hardened
inside; he had every doubt a nice girl would dare scrape an
acquaintance with him.

Time heals all, they say.

He attempted to look out the windows, but the
cruciform design of the airplane did not allow much for
observation. It seems that the span of the wing blocked all but the
firmament and a portion of the bushed, sloping grassland along the
tarmac.

An uneventful flight could not have been
further from the truth. It seems a passenger claiming to be
supposedly teetotal, deliberately burnt to death in the blue room
or restroom. The man, attired in black shoes, blue suit, colorful
tie, had a crabbed and snobbish imbecile. He had tried to get a
conversation going, but the man came back with a snotty attitude,
then scratched his ass and finished by picking his nose. He wasn’t
sure if the man deliberately showed bad manners to try and get his
goat or as a way of indicating to him to just shove off. He
acknowledged the man by telling him to go and f—k yourself. The got
up left and he did see him again and cared less if he would.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 3

 


 


Less than an hour’s time, packing heat, and
attired in his best bib and tucker, an immaculate white
suit—looking muscularly ropy and as spruce as if he were getting
married—he stepped off the airplane, his long mass of straight
black hair, stirring with the wind around his shoulders. Frontline
and first-rate, he was a stickler for the belief that increased
energy is a fringe benefit of regular exercise.

People knew him to be one quintessential
tough cookie—strong, silent, and self-contained, all of which was
his stock-and trade. It did not matter that he was dressed to the
nines. Long since worn off tobacco, his view was clothes do not
make the person. It never has and would never ever. To him, the
bottom line was, swanning around in a $2,500 sharkskin suit does
not make you a Renaissance prince. In essence, he was an honest…man
who had no frills,…no nonsense about him.

He could now feel the stress from the flight
up around his shoulder blades. It was at that very moment he felt
like he was the shadow of a dashing young man.

Home is where the heart is.

He wanted only to get home to kick back…not a
few hours, but a long restful sleep.

Well at least that was what he hoped to
accomplish.

It was a tad after three in the morning, as
the sleepy Tunbridge Wells, a picturesque shoebox of a thorp
dominated by the cathedral tower, and as picturesque as a postcard
vill, with the outline etched against the sky…was in dead silence.
The earlier engineers had allowed for lungs or open spaces where
its inhabitants can get fresher air. It was a beautiful place to
live; no cadets or pimps, no one who would stoop so low to cadge a
free cup of coffee. At least none that were readily visible. The
place, basically, was similar to Canada…a palimpsest, an overlay of
classes and generations.

In his fifteen year absence—and feeling fate
had dealt him a different hand—he had managed to bone through the
School of Criminology, and to work his way up to lead operative for
a police precinct in lower Manhattan, a part of the New York
megalopolis, typically housing a megaplex of 16 or more movie
theaters.

Roscoe’s eyes looked about. Tunbridge Wells,
a bedroom community, with its alluring shops and restaurants, had
changed little, with its static population just nudging the 2,500
mark. It was as if the thorp was in a virtual time warp—frozen in
time at the foot of Glacier Point.

Glacier Point set bold against the night sky.
It could be a wild and unforgiving place in bad weather.

Roscoe remembered his grandfather, with long,
jet black hair on a head separated from the rest of his body by a
stick neck. With a pinch of snuff in his mouth, he said to Roscoe
one windswept wintry day, “Promise me you will hold on to
Highgrove. You know like I how hard I worked and scraped to keep
this Cumberland Lodge. Although it is overly large for the two of
us, I would not trade living here for the world. This place is in
my blood.” Keen intelligence, a subtle and original thinker and one
of the true originals, his gramps did not lack perception or native
wit. And even more, with his enthusiastically teaching without
being condescending, it was as though his wisdom could be needfully
disseminated to the four corners of the earth, written up in a
312-page coffee-table book, garnering sprightly success.

Around nine that same night, he stood watch
as his grandfather found a ditch alongside the road outside in back
of their gaff, scraped a hole, and put a bag with something in it.
They went back inside and from then on, it was flip, funny
conversation.

Now, after twenty-five years, Roscoe hitched
a cab that ran over traffic calming bumps and then over a
hump-backed bridge as he got close to home. The car ran over
several more along an avenue of limes or of a tree-lined road,
before the cab stomped to a stop. He exited the vehicle at a stucco
gaff, registered as Cumberland Lodge, enclosed with pales that bay
windows lent themselves to blinds, on McDonald’s Road. Placing a
precious shiny grayish-white metallic passé-partout in the lock, he
ambled over the threshold, locking the door behind him.

Here was the place he had grown up in, the
place where he had lived with his gramps. About an hour later,
Roscoe stood where the very spot where he wot but too well. After
several tries of exertion of force, his spade hit something solid
that would not respond to leverage. Anxious to find what he was
looking for, he slumped to his knees and then scraped away the soil
with his fingers and disinterred the bag.

Holding the item in his hand, he saw how time
had been unmerciful, because moister had warped the bag. He climbed
to his feet. Then walking as if he had a precious jewel in his
possession, he turned his head to look at the thicketed Shaw. He
thought he had heard some movement. Not noticing anything, he went
inside the lodge, latching the door carefully. He had been gone
long; he had almost forgotten he had helped gramps dress the
doorframes with sprays of bittersweet.

After cutting on the lights, he retired to
the kitchen, plopping down at a round massy table on his nates,
just as the grandfather clock against the wall in the sitting room
struck four o’clock.

Opening the worn and threadbare bag, he
pulled out the papers. Surprisingly, every page was immaculate. He
was elated and got up and washed his hands in the kitchen sink,
then dried them. He returned and sat down again. Happy about the
discovery, he did not anticipate any further accession of wealth
from the man’s estate.

They say the acquisition of fortune is the
study of all. It was not true in this case, because property or
money was of no account to him, in spite of the fact that, an old
teapot stuffed full of cash set situated in the center of the
table.

He paused for a time and drank some coffee;
ate some bread. Luggage, china, happiness…it was something that
could not be counted. Of the three, he would always choose the
latter. All he wanted was his grandfather back.

He resumed his observation focusing on the
document. He felt the rush of adrenaline the instant he saw his
name listed as the property’s owner. In short, sharp shock, the
penny dropped, he realized he could now lord it over that fair
demesne. All this was his. He praised himself for having the knack
for latching onto people with greater initiative and enterprise.
Look where it got him. He was able to understand now the extent of
gramps love for him. And although the past is impossible to recall
with any approach to accuracy, after his white mother, a former
native of the Czech Republic, was killed in a chariot accident, and
his slipshod no-count black father, a former native Mozambican,
fell to his death surfing on a 70 mph train, his gramps, a took the
place of parenting him. Even though as a child he was a disgusting
little blister, his gramps had found space in his heart to love
him. To him, his gramps had been a jewel of a grandfather, the salt
of the earth. When god had called him ‘to go home to glory’ to eat
dandelions by their roots, no one could supply his place. Under his
tutelage, he had emerged from the chrysalis of self-conscious
adolescence. For his gramps sake and for his sake only, if the need
had arisen, he would have gotten physical.

Sweat matted his hair, as a slight sudden
gust of wind against the windowpane broke up his recursive
thoughts. He then felt an undefined longing. Hard as he tried not
to, a river of tears welled in his tawny eyes, and then both
barrels of emotion spilled from his eyes, the watery substance
cascading down over his yellowish cheeks and over his lips and
dipping from his chin.

Letting go, he cried aloud, “I love you
gramps. I miss the unmistakable sound of your laughter and your
words of wisdom and warning against false optimism. The warm
smiling pan that greeted me every time I looked at you—that and so
much, much more. God knows I do. You are always in my heart, tucked
so very close there is no chance of escape.” Gramps was now in
Valhalla—Heaven—and no one could tell him otherwise.

Often someone would take a second look at
him, and declare him the answer to the muscle bound dude who played
the star role in the Scorpion King with long jet-black hair. He
thought the idea of him favoring someone else was kinda
cute—especially someone famous.

His nose began to discharge, as he wiped at
the tears as they flowed down his yellowish-brown smooth skin,
stabbing at his eyes like dagger points.

The dry facts were, word had it, after his
gramps had sieved through a contract, he railed its contents as
being rubbish, then went out and killed the man for attempting to
winkle him of his property with a nude contract.

Caught by the short hairs, his gramps,
although having a reputation for being a tough old bird became
depressed. Then, as if reaping the consequences of evil deeds sown
in previous existences, in his wisdom, he lost the plot, wandered
off one blistery snowy night, and delisted from the living when he
plunged to his death off the treacherous edge of Glacier Point. It
was another thing that bothered Roscoe, something he still had
doubts on. Granted, it was a given his gramps was old, but he was
no doddering old fool. He was willing to bet his life the old man
would not have gone out that way.

Although small, the room paneled in knotty
pine, had a spacious feel. With horror and doubt distracting his
troubl’d thoughts, he laid his weary head on the table, the drips
of tears making a pool on the floor. Then with bleary, tear-soaked,
itching eyes and not giving a damn about hating to face the world
he fell asleep, breathing slowly and evenly in his sleep and
emitting a deep, prolonged raspy exhalation “k-hhhh” each time he
breathed out, sleep making the mind blank, letting the mind lie
fallow, be inattentive, then mere nothing and not mattering a
straw.

He awakened a little after ten that same
night, got up and stretched, yawning as he picked up the phone and
called his captain at his home in the Big Apple.

“Hello,” said Captain Anderson, his voice
nasal.

“It’s Roscoe.”

“Hey there.”

“Hi.”

“What do I own the honor to you for this
call?”

“I just got up from a long needed nap,
captain.”

“You still sound a wee bit tired.”

“I do?”

“Sure. Maybe you should go back under for a
while more.”

“How are things, captain?”

“Round bout the same.”

“Catch many bad guys lately?”

“A far amount, nothing to make a real dent in
crime.”

“I hear you.”

“You know how that goes.”

“For sure.”

“How are things going down there?”

“As you know, I’m in a small place compared
to the Big Apple.”

“I’m aware of that. Crime has no discretion.
It can be or take place most anywhere. I know you know that.”

“Yeah, you are right. Though the place is a
wee bit small, there are still some knuckle heads willing to face
me down if the opportunity arose.”

“That my pal is what separates us cops from
the bad guys. We have to be on our toes at all times.”

“Captain, have you heard from Lily
lately.”

“Funny you ask me about her.”

“I just wanted to know if she was all
right.”

“That’s all?”

“Yep.”

“I would have thought you got her out of your
system by now.”

“Something like that takes some time.”

“Last I heard she’s back on the dope.”

“Damn.”

“I know. That’s how I feel.”

“That’s a shame.”

The captain sighed through the phone. “Not
many women ought to be so lucky. She had a good man. I think he’s a
big time lawyer.”

“That’s right, captain. He loved her
immensely. She just couldn’t keep herself off the stuff long enough
to really appreciate her found fortune.”

“Heard tell she’s at that drug den over on
the west side. You know the place.”

“That’s where she over dosed at. Luckily, I
busted the place when it happened. We got her to the hospital in
the neck of time.”

The captain said, “Sadly, if she over doses
this time, there may be no one there to help her but junkies.”

“Sad. Her husband tried his best to help her
to stay clean, until he realized she was too far-gone…for him at
least. The rest was up to her. When I last saw her, she was close
to hitting bottom and is likely to stay there until she does it one
time too many and kicks.”

“How are you doing with your new boss?”

“Sheriff Halyard you mean.”

“That’s him.”

“He’s a pretty good guy. The reason I have
not been fired is that he hasn’t got round to it yet. Just kidding.
I actually like him. We are alike, in some ways.”

“I hope not too much alike. You know how you
can get at times…muscle man ready and willing to fight the world.
That whole bit.”

“What can I say, captain, you know like I
it’s in my blood.”

“Yeah, blood. You ever think about getting a
transfusion?”

“I’m not Dracula. My blood is fine.”

“Just thought different blood might slow you
down a little that’s about all. Didn’t mean to sound
sarcastic?”

“That’s okay captain…no need to apologize.
You and I both have been through a lot together. Though there were
times we butted heads together, we still managed to keep our wits
about us. I learned a lot working under you. I am grateful.”

“I appreciate your sincerity.”

“You are welcome. The detectives under you
are lucky to have you as their captain. You can tell them I said
that.”

“The guys here are okay, never had any
trouble out of any one of them.”

“That’s great. Well, I guess I better
go.”

“Nice of you to call, Roscoe, look to hear
from you soon.”

They both hung up about the same time.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 4

 


 


The Ides of March was upon Roscoe as he
reflected on one anxious night when he was 13 years of age. One of
the incidents, which stood prominent in his mind, was when he was
crossing a street in a nabe where he was not use to traveling
through to get home.

It was in the dead of night, when
instinctively, he noticed a young white woman cross behind him and
fell down on the soft shoulder of the road.

When he looked back in her direction, she
appeared to be intoxicated with nothing but an unbuttoned trench
coat on.

Without conscious reasoning, he positioned
himself behind a crop of trees, beneath the dark sky’s starry cope.
From his vantage point, and with light from the rays of the natural
satellite beaming down, he could see that she was lying face up and
not moving, her milky thighs suggestively revealing.

Suddenly, a well-dressed black man came
walking along and spotted the young woman. Turning his head and
looking around, the stranger then took out his penis and positioned
above the young woman.

Sick to his stomach, natheless, Roscoe
watched as the man raped the unmoving victim.

Shortly, the man’s body jerked several times
and then climbed to his feet. Smiling, he looked around again until
his head pointed straight in Roscoe’s direction. He smiled one more
time.

Roscoe was unsure whether the stranger had
seen him or not.

The very moment the man walked back to the
road, a well-dressed woman joined him. The two then walked on, the
stranger looking back over his shoulders now and again.

Unable to believe what he had just lay
witness to, he immediately ran out to the street. At first he but
wanted to get as far away as he could possibly get from the entire
sorted matter.

He was confused as to seeing to the young
damsel in distress or to go for help or to turn a blind eye on all
he had seen. His conscience got the better of him. He felt he had
to tell someone, preferably someone in authority.

Although the horrible event he had seen was
no crime of passion, it was an out-and-out rape. That act in itself
was horrendous enough.

It was of no concern to him the rape was
committed by a person of color, a black man. What mattered mostly
was that a woman sorrowfully victimized, made a world of difference
to him.

It could have been his mother or anyone’s
daughter.

His breathing became more rapid as he hustled
onward, the street populated with homes on both sides, some well
kept, some in neglected condition.

Feeling someone less fortunate would better
receive him, and noticing a sliver of light under a door, he rapped
his knuckles upon solid wood.

Shortly, a scrawny scrag of a woman answered
the door, her face worn by years of care. Airing a snowy hand and
signet ring, she said, “Please do come in,” smiling, in a friendly
manner.

Though no wrinkles marred her face, her
obsolescent skin was marked indelibly from over use of an ointment
that branded her with unsightly violet-colored splotches.

Wringing his hands in agitation, he tried to
keep his voice under control. “Can I use your phone, miss.”

“Why, young man what is the matter? You look
as if you have seen a ghost. If you have seen one, welcome to the
club. It so happens I see them all the time. I can….”

He regarded her a bit of an oddity, but
stepped inside, as she closed the door. “Please miss. I need to
notify the police.”

“The cops?—what did you do? Are you in
trouble? Are you running from them? Tell me, what have you
done?”

He was becoming irritated, his eyes straying
and seeing a self-flower in the small vase on top of the mantle.
“Nothing. I haven’t done anything wrong. If you’ll just permit me
to—”

“What?” said the woman, turning her head, as
the look in her eyes bore the look of someone seeing something out
of the ordinary. “What did you say Harold? What? Get the
shotgun?”

Roscoe could not believe what he was seeing
and hearing. At first, he did not quite know what to make of the
situation.

She then turned her head to look at him.
There was a strange look in her eyes. “My sweet Harold just
whispered to me to grab the shotgun because I’m in danger. Some
people want me to believe my Harold is dead and buried. I know
better.”

She sighed. “He would not leave me in the
lurch. Ain’t that right Harold? Did you hear him?” She said looking
at Roscoe. “He just told me to shoot any and everything that
moves.”

Roscoe shook his head and knew the tragedy in
her life had knocked off her rudder, causing her to loss all her
marbles. It was her husband’s dying that had changed her bulbs. He
hoped that someone would commit or immure this stark staring mad
woman to a padded cell in an acorn academy.

There was no question if she was certifiable
or not.

He did not stick around for the demented old
woman to utter another word and ran from the house, banging the
door shut behind him. He had thought she would soon be a goner. He
had never seen anyone so pale, so batty.

The house next door was in a little better
shape, so he tried knocking on the front door.

The door opened slightly. “What is it you
want,” said an odd gruff voice.

Roscoe had an odor of suspicion and was
unable to decipher if the person was male or female. “Sorry to
bother you, but need to call the police. A young lady’s in
desperate need of help.”

The door opened all the way.

The sight before him caused him to blink his
eyes twice. Half man and half woman at least that was what he
thought. He had never seen anyone of this magnitude.

“Well, don’t just stand gaping, come on in.
You come to the right place. What’s your pleasure?”

The question could be made did the sight of
the young innocent kid twinkled the straight, red-lacquered toes on
the individual? Considering the nature of the situation, one might
be inclined to think so.

Well into groceries sundries—intoxicants, the
individual’s robe parted and revealed a big knocker that hung down
near the kneecaps, absent of woman who was a perfect fool for
it.

Needless to point out it was an act of gross
indecency, and undoubtedly, the young fellow did feel the same.

Roscoe’s eyes drew big. Here was a person
with breasts, painted face and a penis of gargantuan size.

Then smelling grog on the effeminate’s
breath, he found his tongue managing to say, “Just need to call the
police. That’s all.”

“Cops? Why didn’t you say that in the first
place? Come right this way.”

The stench of the place hit him as he went
in. The window sashes needed lifting to let air in the place.

Harboring his suspicions and with caution,
and with grains of allowance, he went with the stream, padding
along the corridor, following the personality around several
corners and stopped in his tracks when the person slipped into a
room that was dark, causing the scotoma in his vision to be
deficient. Just his presence along was the germ to what would occur
next.

With a slip of the tongue, the figure in the
dark said, “Just keep on walking toward my voice. Would you like to
be nice to me? If you like, I can take you on a trip around the
world. You will remember the experience for the rest of your life.
Come on now and go to bed with me. Do not tell me you are shy or
you are shooting blanks, you are too young for that last thing,
sugar. So, come on, let’s get it on. Take your pick young fellow.
You can shoot over the stubble or you can shoot your roe in my
mouth-watering trap.”

The effeminate paused to take in a breath of
air. “You look so excited you will have to change your underwear
when you get home. You heard right. I said go off in your drawers.
You will ne’re know just how good I am if you don’t try me. Trust
me. I will show you a good time. If you don’t take advantage of
this opportunity now, the search for even a half-decent chippie to
gobble your pork will be your holy grail. You might as well gratify
your passion wherever and whenever you get the chance, because
there’ll be sleeping enough in the grave.”

The sound of the voice was gradually getting
heavier and heavier.

Roscoe suddenly smelled violence in the air
and realized he had sailed too near the wind. He found his mind
wandering up eccentric avenues. One of the signs that one is about
to ‘go bush.’ Although his situation was comfortable, that is, not
in mortal danger, and trembling in the balance, Roscoe became
frightened. His choppers began to chatter.

She then switched on a porn video depicting
two women being beasted from behind one after the other by a number
of masculine types.

Fortunately, he liberated himself when he
concluded the Queen—an impudent prostitute—was a penny short of a
pound, and as daft, as can be. Then with the wolf at the door and
the snake in the grass, and hearing the bird of ill omen, he
scouted her advances as a shabby falsehood, as he said, “Boy. You
must be at least fifty and bent as a tin spoon. My piece of advice
to you is you had better give it up before you go up.

You got another thought coming if you think I
would go the other way. Haven’t anybody ever told you that you
disgrace yourself and that you cut a sorry figure.” If it had gone
the whole way and the homo had aroused his senses, the poor kid
would find himself caught in a tornado of sexual confusion. That
would have been devastating to a boy that wanted his bronze eye to
stay closed to all comers.

Wanting badly to give it to the freak in the
goolies, and like a twist in the wind, the scorpion of absolute
necessity stung him into action, causing him to turn and run afoot,
through the hallways; the scrannel jaded convulsing laughter of the
scouring commercial sex worker resonating in his eardrums. Seeing a
gents or bog which was free, he hurried into it, slamming the door
behind him and crotched in a corner, the naked lightbulb
illuminating above. Afraid of his shadow and the fear of being
cornered made him get up and burst from the bog out into the
hallway and on down the hall.

In the phrensy, he got lost, whirling
headlong in hot haste, down a dead-end hallway. Panting and almost
out of breath, he hustled his butt back in the same direction and
then rushed down yet another passageway. The laughter began to
resonate louder and louder coupled with giggles.

With the caked up phlegm in his mouth
inadvertently slipping down through the swallow to his stomach, and
with his mind screaming meemies, he strained every nerve with
plenty of stored up scouth energy, finally pushing open the door
and took to the air.

He wasted no time running at full-tilt from
the house out into the night, the same street he had been on a wee
bit earlier, passing house after house, only stopping when a
familiar voice from American Idol whispered to him, “You’re safe!”
Feeling wobbly on his pins, he was cognizant that he had just
experienced an ordeal equated to being that of a screaming
farce.

He did not opine that the erection of hairs
on his skin was due to fear. Heck, all he wanted was to notify the
police, and not humiliated by constant horripilation thusly in all
probability enhancing the risk of corruption of morals.

Furthermore, upset and put to the blush, he
inwardly scolded himself for his obliquity of judgment.

A few houses away, he saw two white women get
out their chariot as he approached them.

“Please. I need your help,” he said, noticing
the terrified look on their faces. “Please, I don’t mean any harm.
It’s just that, a woman was just raped and I—”

One of the women with a cruel twist to her
mouth, said to him, “Nark it! Stop it! You sniveling brat. Tell me
something, do we look stupid. No doubt, you are the type to snitch
someone blind and burglarize. No doubt you raped her and now you
want to do the same to us.”

“Nah, I did not do anything of that sort.
Please listen to—”

With set jaw, and a quicksilver character,
cool and willful at one moment, utterly fragile the next, she
answered with a faint air of boredom. “May that be as it may,
puhleez, read my lips, we don’t care a ‘flying flip’ what you want.
And if you had any nous at all, you’d haul your TV booster behind
out of here before I wake my husband.”

Grokking her words down, Roscoe’s blood ran
cold, as he understood profoundly and intuitively the snobs’
reasoning. With his hopes deferred, but refusing to yield to
despair, he left right away, his courage scotched, hoping the women
would not let their prejudice becloud their judgment and call the
police on him. Perhaps, at the least, the matter could be
resolved.

Twenty minutes had drifted by and no sign of
the cavalry.

Despite the police delay, Roscoe, not
sticking at trifles, set his heart upon contacting them and stuck
with padding the streets.

Down on his luck and feeling disgraced and
under a cloud, with his confidence stuck in a rut, Roscoe knocked
on the door of a big house with a well-kept look, indicative the
occupants had something up to the mark to draw on.

Before long, two tall young white men…a part
of the common hear…stepped outside. One was a kind sort. The other
was on the egotistical side, with an affectation of
superiority.

“What can we do for you?” asked the high and
mighty, his upper lip curled in disdain.

Roscoe tried to keep his composure. “There’s
a young white lady that was raped.”

“Where,” asked the unpretentious guy.

“Down on Dixon and Bayview. I was hoping you
would be so kind to call the cops.

They looked at one another for a second or
two with an inscrutable look on their faces. It seemed neither the
one nor the other knew what to do.

Then the kind sort made up his mind, and rose
to the occasion, and promptly said, “Wait right here. I will make
the call.” Twistedly, he then told the egotistically fellow, “Watch
him. If, he makes one threatening move—just anything at all—grease
him.”

“What?” Roscoe said, exasperated. As big ego
stood watch over him, he gazed at the insides of the house and felt
right off that the whole place was luxurious and stank of
money.

“Steady there guy, ‘The Great Certainty
looms,’” egotistical ominously whispered to Roscoe, with a hostile
stare.

Within minutes, the coppers with their sirens
blurting at full volume arrived. They hustled Roscoe into the back
seat of a scout car, and then rushed back to the scene of the
crime. The woman was lying in the same spot knocked out from
intoxication and overdue exhaustion.

No sooner had they got their, an officer took
his statement.

About that time, an ambulance arrived and
swished the young woman off to the hospital.

The officer finished with his questioning.
After placing the pen and paper in the briefcase, he snicked it
shut, then said to Roscoe, “Many thanks to you young fellow for
being a Good Samaritan and above all a good scout. There oughtta be
more caring folks like you.”

The police officer’s golden opinion of him
made him feel like his persistence was worthwhile. He also knew
that his imperturbability and want of imagination was the catalyst
to helping him do what he did. The officer gave him the ritualistic
handshake.

After the police officer stepped away, Roscoe
heard someone talking. When he turned to see who it was, he saw
that it was the one with the big ego, making a statement to an
eager reporter. He was saying things like, “Thank you. We only did
our civic duty. That’s what being an American is about.”

Of all the nerve, Roscoe thought. The big guy
fit the personality of definitely being an oik. The uncouth
imbecile had witnessed absolutely nothing, but was taking all the
credit without one mention of the young man coming to their door
and revealing to them that a rape had taken place.

A little birdie whispered to him, “The
cardinal point is: stiff-necked and wedded to an opinion, coupled
with your strength of resolve, you persevered and done a good turn.
Never mind the foolish of heart only caring about their welfare.
You been through a lot and this unfortunate episode does not
derogate from your civic duty to act honestly and faithfully. It is
axiomatic you are a gem of the first water—one in a million. Such
the world needs more of. Ones who refuse to go to the wall.”

At that moment, Roscoe felt lightheaded and
elated, like he was walking on air.

Some months later, Roscoe had to go to court
to be a witness against a man who was in the jug for raping the
young woman along a roadside. The trial took two and a half months.
At sentencing, the defendant, one Billy John Blakely, in the dock,
and his jaw set mutinously as a show of his discontent, shouted out
to Roscoe, “You dirty-livered snitch, blowing the whistle on me. I
will get you no matter how long it takes. You are dead meat sucker.
I blame you for being the one that helped caused my situation to go
down the tubes. I’m gonna make sure you loose-mouthed bastard will
be going for your tea.” Although he was not Irish, he knew the
euphemism for execution. “And as to you, your honor, in my entire
life, nothing like this has ever happen before. I have never put
the hurt on anyone, ever. This just was not me; I mean, I must
admit I did it, but it was not me. The fact is I am not a murderer.
It was foolish of me to let my emotions get the better of me that
one time. Having said what I did, does it make me a bad
person?”

There was no response. One could have dropped
a thin silver pin in the courtroom. “That’s all I have to say,
judge,” he said, mumbling under his breath—framed.

The puisne old judge’s admonition to Billy
Jack on this point was particularly weighty. He then upped and
banged his gavel down hard on the bench, ordering the prisoner to
be quiet or be bound and gagged. It was curtains for Billy John…the
judge branding him a rapist and a habitual liar, sealing his fate
by throwing the book at him and gave him 25 years to life, ‘up the
river,’ with no possible chance of parole.

Roscoe had thought the judge was too lenient,
but on balance, and considering the scot and lot—obligations of all
kinds taken as a whole—he was pleased.

The judge’s prison sentence given to Billy
John stirred his stumps. Then without warning, Billy John sprung
into action, subduing one courtroom attendant and then two others,
commandeering one of their guns. The courtroom was in pandemonium,
as he ran out into the hallway, stirring people up into a frenzied
foofaraw.

He then ducked into the exit, running down
the steps of stairs two at a time, on into the parking garage.
Going from car to car, trying to open the door, he found one
unlocked. He got in and started to switch wire the car.

Once he managed to get the car start, within
seconds, he was out on the street, swerving in-and-out of traffic,
continuously checking the rearview mirror for any sign of
pursuit.

Over a mile from the court building, he
stopped at an apartment complex and got out walked straight to the
nearest apartment. After knocking on the front door, a young woman
with ashen pigmentation attired in her bathrobe opened the
door.

The moment she saw the wretched look in his
eyes, she tried to shut the door.

With brute force, he pushed open the door,
slamming it behind him.

The woman was petrified. “Please don’t hurt
me,” she cried, looking at the gun in his hand. “I’ll do whatever
you want. Just don’t hurt me.”

She broke for the bathroom to lock herself
in, but he caught up with her, dragged her screaming to the
bedroom. He then forced her down on to the bed. As he did, her rob
came open.

His eyes took in her alabaster thighs and the
black crop of pubic hair between her legs.

“Now, this is more like it,” he said
unbuckling his pants, letting them drop to his ankles. Because he
didn’t have on any underwear, his stiff manhood protruded outward
and highly visible.

Just the sight of it made her even more
frightened. It was further evidence he had all intentions on going
through with raping her. She also knew that once a man became that
excited, it would be hard to get him to stop. Afraid for her safety
and losing her life, she unwillingly cooperated.

“Please think about what you about to do. It
is not that I have something against your color. It is just that I
am not in the mood right now.”

He forced her legs apart. Not paying her any
mind, he went down on her, sinking his tongue inside of her, the
ambrosia causing his mouth to salivate, further heightening his
desire. Once he had enough of that, he positioned himself above her
and entered her, causing her to cry out.

“Please, you’re hurting me. I haven’t had sex
in over two years.”

“That’s all the more tighter,” he said,
licking his lips, groping her hips with his hands, pulling her to
him, as he drove his shaft deeper and deeper, ejaculating only to
begin his movements again.

Two hours later, the cops had the place
surrounded and commanded him to surrender.

“Well, looks like it’s your lucky day,” he
said, withdrawing his manhood from her depths, getting up and
putting on his clothes.

“Good you putrid bastard…I hope they fry
you,” she said bitterly, covering herself with the
bedclothes—bewildered.

“Do I sense a sound of sarcasm? That’s not
what I heard when I was banging you. You were getting hot and I
could tell it. When a woman puts out, a man knows if she likes it
or not. There you were moaning and groaning and moving your
hips.”

“I couldn’t help it,” she hollered. Then she
just turned her back on him and started to cry. “You put one over
on me. I’m so ashamed.”

“Who do you think you are fooling woman?
Putting it mildly, no matter what they do to me, you will always
remember me banging you.”

“Please go. You got what you wanted you horny
lecher.”

“That I did. I must say you are a pretty puss
and quite a lay…a memory that will get me off at nights in my jail
cell.”

Then he simply said, “Oh, well, I might as
well surrender myself to the Calvary, before they get edgy fingers
if some of them ain’t got them yet. I mean, my being black and all.
See you.”

Billy John opened the door slowly, walking
out with his hands in the air.

A vacancy of mind came into play as the phone
ringing interrupted Roscoe's pensive mood. His mind burning with
curiosity, he lifted up the phone and placed the receiver to his
ears. “Hello.”

“Hi there buddy boy,” said Sheriff
Halyard.

“What’s up chief?”

“Was wondering when you’ve got an odd five
minutes, could I have a word?”

“Wouldn’t mind at all—How bout in the
morn.”

“Sounds just find.”

“I’m with you.” Roscoe clicked off the
phone.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 5

 


 


It was an interval of morning the next day,
as birds dipped their wings in the lucid flow of air, soaring
through the predominately genial, molten sunlight…the sky eachwhere
showing full bright and fair…below the shining sol of heaven making
the eastern welken blush.

It was St Martin’s summer, St Luke’s summer
or plain old Indian summer, just fine weather in late autumn.

Quiet on the home front, the whole world
seemed to be sleeping, apart from Roscoe, as the door creaked, the
house squeaked, his head thumped, and he realized it was time to
get up.

His cage of the black dog—melancholia—, and
sleeplessness, and the claustrophobic gloom of unending nights that
were plenty dull, was starting to take a toll on him, causing
tension and irritability. To counteract his restless and poor
sleeping habits, before going to bed each night, to neaten things,
he ran the gamut from drinking a glass of warm milk, munching on
high carbohydrate snacks, such as crackers, pretzels, bagels, and
reading a book. None of that seemed to help much. So, this morning
he decided to try a soak in the bathtub, but first there was one
other thing on his mind—something of an animalistic propensity.

It’s said, it’s a sin when you’re wide awake
and going at yourself.

Roscoe’s rascal heart and private pain fueled
his passion, as he started to think about the exciting flight
attendant, giving himself a bugle. The intimacy of the fantasy
prompted him to bash the bishop, eventually ending in a pleasurable
orgastic easement. Having sated his self-gratification, he took a
long lave in a bathtub in a bog all glass and cool, muted blues.
After singing silly songs and sawing a thread of dental floss
back-and-forth between his teeth, and with his hair raked back neat
dabbing gently at it with a thirsty towel, he found it hard to deal
with the mentally stultifying effects of a disadvantaged home…a
home smitten with a profound loneliness, and an oppressive
emptiness. An absence of company—female company in particular—and
of the eating, shopping, sleeping or whatever his poison of choice
was…to assuage his feelings never worked.

He needed to get something off his chest, and
tight pants or credit card regret would not help. Furthermore,
bored with abandoning himself to moony fantasies, he decided to try
talking instead, because when one is feeling glum, a talk with a
friend can do a mountain of good. Even some company period, man or
woman, just someone to chat with would be satisfactory, someone
catholic, with tastes including a wide variety of things; all
embracing.

Furthermore, he was also aware that cost-free
luxuries…like the lazing around with an interestingly high-quality
book or a long telephone chewing the fat with an old friend…are
worth their weight in gold. Everything together reminds you of how
profoundly fortunate and prosperous you are.

Needing to mellow out and enjoy being instead
of constantly doing, Roscoe hopped to it. He quickly slipped over
his gridder-like bod, a colorful Sark, jeans and a pair of sandals
and left Cumberland Lodge. Hitting the ground running, he was
remiss of the mature hardwood on shrubs which cuttings is taken,
sucking the sun from the summer sky, as flowers lay in the
bullnosed edge of the property.

As a noisy crate drove by, and tootling along
in a leisurely manner, he trawled his memory and remembered locking
the door.

It had been rain before seven, fine before
eleven. Perhaps it was the type of day it was that made him perk up
suddenly. As it was, with his glossy raven hair surfing up and
around his shoulders, and feeling life was beginning to deal him
aces again, he looked sunwards up at the huge arc of the sky,
feeling the sun’s pleasing warmth, and then lowered his head to eye
level. He changed his mind about walking and went back inside,
called a cab and took it to thorp.

He got out at Sheriff Halyard’s stuffy over
crowded Office.

A corporal’s group of solid-looking citizens,
with one lone feminine relict—and with a beef about something or
other—clustered around the doorway. Three of the gents puffed on
cigars. Apparently, despite doctor’s orders, cigar smoking was on
the upswing.

Appreciative that it was not a good number
outside his office, Sheriff Halyard, an old-fashioned back number,
had a canny ability to work in harness with others. His jacket
unfortunately accentuated his paunch, and his hair was drawn back
into a tight queue or coil at the back of his neck. He said to
Roscoe, “Last week—I couldna sleep nights—I’m not exaggerating. I
could only catch snatches of sleep. What with one thing and another
I was dog-tired…I had to drag in to work feeling as though I was
twi-headed. As if I had, two heads not one on top of my shoulders,
feeling twice as much dreadful. I drank rivers of coffee to stay
awake. I felt too punk to eat. Ah, then again, it is boring to eat;
to sleep is fulfilling.” Looking forward to careless days, he
thought of Vermont, where he had a sweet country retreat. There was
plenty of room for his grandson Hank to play trapball—enough space
to send the ball into the air and then hit the ball itself, to-ing,
and fro-ing it. And as to his health, having been raised on an
infant’s liquid food preparation based on cow’s milk or soy
protein, given as a substitute for breast milk, he was strong as
and ox.

If someone asked him to do it, he could not
count the times on his fingers he had spent contemplating on the
big R—retirement. “Did you hear what I said? I had to drag myself
in to work,” said Sheriff Halyard.

Standing perpendicular—exactly upright—and
looking into Sheriff Halyard’s humorous gray eyes, Roscoe said, “My
heart bleeds for you! Nevertheless, seriously, I know the feeling.
My sentiment has always been: working hard doesn’t mean sacrificing
your social life.”

Some pens and paper and a gross of pencils
along with a half empty cup of stum—the equivalent to an
unfermented grape juice—all lay on the desk positioned under the
studio portrait of Sheriff Halyard, in a room permeated with
tobacco smoke. Placed against an opposite wall, was a strong
fireproof cabinet with a complex lock, undoubtedly a safe, used for
the storage of valuables.

Then a sound achingly familiar struck his
eardrums, a sound he had always felt an earful of the white noise
could take some getting use to. But as he listened, he noticed that
the caffeinated rhythms of electronic music on the radio was mostly
ear candy—upbeat melodies and catchy choruses that one cannot get
out of their head.

Roscoe noticed a rose tree bloomed on a wall.
He then saw the three remaining walls were the distinctive visual
emphasis of blue woodwork and accents of red. He shook his
head.

Sheriff Halyard peered seriously into his
file. He then went “Tsk” and shut the file gravely. “Did you hear
the latest?”

Roscoe asked, “What?” and then looked at
Esther, the switchboard operator, with gray-streaked hair, and
sitting upright in the chair with the air of a perpetual secretary
of the society.

“About that shock-headed teenager losing her
life up on—”

“Glacier Point?” Roscoe cut in.

Sheriff Halyard nodded his hoary head. “Saw a
picture of the young woman in this morning’s news edition. What is
equally odd is the fact that that particular type of garment that
she had on typically is worn for warmth in water sports or diving.
Not in snow country.”

“T’chk, t’chk,” said Roscoe with a
sympathetic cluck in response to sobering news.

Sheriff Halyard said, “Some enthusiastic ski
buff reported seeing a tall ashen guy wearing a close-fitting
rubber white wetsuit grab the girl of eighteen or nineteen and then
disappeared into the snowy whiteness. Apparently, the killer
mastered two knots, the clove hitch and the sheet bend; because
that’s the way she was found. Once tied in that fashion, she was
rendered completely helpless.”

“Those are my sentiments as well, Roscoe.”
Sheriff Halyard looked bewildered, and wanted a cigarette. A smoker
who worked there before the ban grandfathered, he would just settle
for the wish of tasting a low-tar cigarette. “She was just in the
golden summer of her life.”

With a tense constricted feeling in his body
and the knot of tension at the back of his neck, Roscoe said,
“Sad…that guy is one sick puppy,” his fist griped tighter than a
knotty pine.

In next to no time after he had acculturated
to the United States, when opportunity knocked, Sheriff Halyard’s
career achieved a milestone as he acceded to Thorp Sheriff in 1980.
He was in the catbird seat—known to many as a position of great
prominence or advantage. It was not his intention to ace his
opponent out of a job. As time passed, he had come within an ace of
death several times. From that experience along with some other
instances, he had managed come to know his stuff on how to comport
himself as a lawmaker. “I don’t suppose some of it could all be a
cod,” he said. “You know, a joke or hoax, do you?”

“Hard to say. Cunning is but the ape of
wisdom. I got an idea, Sheriff, how bout I go with you on up there
and mosey around a bit.”

Sheriff Halyard pawed at his scrubby chin for
a few moments, looking for the light switch in the closet. His eyes
widened as his grin broaden. “Certainly!” he agreed. It would be
just fine with me. I’d love the company. Never was much for heights
though. This way we can find out if we’re being codded or not.
Don’t rightly cotton to being made a fool of.”

Roscoe said, “When we decide to go even if it
was this prime of day is okay with me, Sheriff. If it’s alright
with you, that is, let’s pay the Coroner a little visit and take a
look at the victim’s remains.”

“Right with you,” Sheriff Halyard returned
with beaming eyes and elastic step, saying to him, “Oh, and about
these folks standing round outside, it’s not really vital they be
involved in this.”

“Got you.”

“Be back in a sec, Esther. I’m going round to
have a chat with Calvin,” Sheriff

Halyard hollered.

Self-absorbed in her own thoughts and
activities and interests, Esther hollered back, “I’ll hold down the
fort in the meantime. Glad to have you back Roscoe. This thorp
needs more decent folk like you.” Weaned and suckled on pulp
magazines since she could remember, once the Sheriff and Roscoe
left, and planted on her butt and after a hunt-and-peck on the
keyboard, she was sure to poke her head in the magazine, and
shortly after stare into space.

“Thank you,” said Roscoe.

The two left the office.

All eyes were riveted on him. Sheriff
Halyard, that is.

The air was ripe with tension. The people,
with a wary look, were disturbed about something, all of their
mouths seemingly ready to give a quick burst of ack-ack fire to any
unfortunate listener.

Suddenly, pushing at the small crowd, and
looking like an antique divorcee in reduced circumstances, a big
man sounding like a washerwoman gone ape with a butcher knife—more
precisely—a lumbering bear of a big oafish galoot, as was his
acquired characteristic, made a effort to sow confusion and doubt
by pointing an accusatory finger at the sheriff.

He said in a gruff voice, “So what’s the
deal, Sheriff? Are you playing games with us?” With his out-there
styled apparel, and with his turned up retrousse nose, Oglethorpe’s
lips puckered into a look of wickedness and snares of the Devil. He
wasn’t much liked in the thorp. Some thought that he had a
borderline personality disorder. Then there were those who could
see right through him and wanted nothing to do with him…or for that
matter…anyone like him that came from a nursery of traitors.

It was a whacking lie and Sheriff Halyard
knew it.

“I’ve never been a cardplayer, Oglethorpe,”
said Sheriff Halyard, giving the vanilla nudnik gargantuan gibbon a
quick glance and then looking pass him, not breaking his stride. He
had an insane desire to giggle. Then he did. He had short patience
with anyone telling stories with a lot of crock and Mumbo jumbo.
Furthermore, the great ape’s inflammable temper was the kind to
kowtow many a men. That did not bother him one iota. He still felt
that if it came down to fisticuffs, he could accommodate most any
man even at his advanced age. He also was aware that his job was to
keep the peace. He was further aware that some were inclined to
knock him for his lack of substance. What did he care? Every one
was entitled to their opinion. One thing he was sure of, he would
be keeping an eagle eye on the imbecile that was nobody.

 “Really,
Oglethorpe,” said Sheriff Halyard, halting his steps, upset over
Oglethorpe’s defamatory utterance. He started to break the bad news
to him, and letting-it-all-hang-out, desiring to put the wind up
him. “You do jump to conclusions! I sometimes wonder whether you
truly are sane. Would you believe it if I told you that, my faith
is an accident of birth, not a matter of principled commitment.
Need I say much more?” He rested his oars. It was all a
no-brainer.

Wrong in every particular and oppressed by
some secret worry, Oglethorpe’s face was an achromatic gloom. What
is more, ranking stupidity, the infamous backseat driver, did a
fade, shaking the dust off his feet, shambling along leeringly,
while people nudged one another as they pointed at him. Most were
well aware that Oglethorpe was a Peter Pan, all of an adult with a
seemingly desire to grow up, hanging on to adolescent interests and
attitudes.

To save face, Oglethorpe, a known layabout,
felt he at least had to say something. Therefore, he said, “Bah, I
don’t know what the heck you’re talking bout and I doubt you know
either.”

Leery and wary due to realistic suspicions of
being charged with causing an affray and feeling ousted, indignant
and disdainful and keeping mum, and not willing to risk time in the
“Sheriff’s Hotel,” Oglethorpe cast a sidelong glimpse at Sheriff
Halyard, cleaving a path through the small crowd, leaving the
lawmaker acres of space. Actually, Oglethorpe was muttering back
slang to himself. If one could have managed to slink closer to him,
they would have heard him saying in back slang, “If only I can get
the damn pots to stop clanging in my head.”

Casehardened, callused and insensitive, and
feeling every bit the palooka and laughing stock of the thorp, it
would not be before long that Oglethorpe was sure to have the
granddaddy of all headaches. Furthermore, as serendipity would have
it, he would crawl out of his shell to aid a getting on grandam
across the street, and then creep back to his old thimble-sized,
matchbox apartment, muttering inwardly in surges of speechless
passion, beating up on himself over his self-imposed withdrawnness,
all because of an unbridgeable disparity from a failure of
understanding.

As he entered the rundown building to go to
his room, Oglethorpe, with a crenellated face, and with the
brewer’s goiter slung under his belt, approached a pilgarlic old
sawed-off conservative, plagued with erosive arthritis, and with
clunky brown shoes that further made him have the look of a man
that had outstood his time. Trice-married and known to all as Ol’
Bill, who was follicularly challenged, and sporting a week’s growth
of short, stiff stubble on his face. Practically, every month
Oglethorpe had mulct and cozened shekels out of him.

As Ol’ Bill, with a tiny shrunken face, his
enormous eyes all mattery, stood stark still, rubbing his lucky
silvery cartwheel in his gnarled left hand, as he scratched at a
cootie. Looking up at Oglethorpe, his young dog on a tight leash
quartered back and forth in quick turns, twitching his ears
repeatedly.

“Get outta the way you damn blasted old
crock!” shouted Oglethorpe, with the cruel backward mentality of a
Neanderthal, and forever one to perpetrate a pun. “Boy, somebody
sure did you ugly! You still think that old silver dollar in your
hand is gonna bring you luck? Give it up. That’s never gonna happen
old man. I don’t know why you have to come this way anyway,” he
said. “The other way is easier to the outside. Oh, go scat, you
tiresome pill. While you’re at it, buy yourself some new duds,
times are a-changing. You’re geriatric, man, and need to be chunked
into a private nursing home…one of God’s Waiting Rooms.” He knew
that Ol’ Bill had been anointed a couple of times and that he had
began to think the people on the other side of the grave will
shortly be trouncing him for keeping them waiting on him.

An impractical contemplative luftmensch, evil
and hard up for friends, Oglethorpe, actually wished Bill had
answered the call to be in another, higher, state of existence or
more exact, dissolution. Then acting as if he was turning his back
on the poor old man, he sprung back around, quickly. “Boo!” he
cried out, jumping up with the intent to frighten him. “While
you’re at it, old bean, pick up your scat. Man, you are a tortoise
on the uptake today. Damn I hate pinkoes, with leftwing or liberal
views. My daddy did and so do I. So stand aside and let a good
Republican by. We been the best party this country has ever had.
This great country needs a more rock-ribbed conservative community
on average.”

His noisome habits and his harsh words
chivvied Ol’ Bill…with the stump of an amputated arm…into action,
causing him to shake his head and stamp off, stumping off on short
stick legs, muttering in toothless generalities. His hair past
praying for, and Ol’ Bill nearing his pilgrimage wanting badly to
say to him, that is…when life was young…“Why, you ungrateful pup!
Keep your shirt on! How dare you…anyone can see that you do not
have a thimbleful of common sense,” but wisely kept his anger in
check, sore afraid for Oglethorpe and of his nonexistence of
upbringing. Though he seldom stirred from his apartment, Ol’ Bill
had youth pills, too, and the scamp was still active, if you get
the drift, until the day he would kick the bucket.

As Oglethorpe entered his room, trash, such
as paper, cans, and bottles—an untidy collection of things lying
about littered the floor. He was there a good high percentage of
the time, drinking beer after beer and just dropping the cans on
the floor. The surge of BO—the smell of stale sweat bandied about
due to an influx of airflow through an open window. The radio was
playing a sentimentally sad song as he slammed the door to his room
and yelled, “I oughtta get my gun and shoot every last one of you
damn liberalists. Think I won’t?” he shouted, his cat sat ripping
the stuffing from his coach and hissing at a golf ball.

The room had a pervasive smell permeating
throughout, resulting from his being at liberty—involuntary
unemployed.

After a time, he perched on the edge of the
bed, a study in confusion and misery, feeling like an earthborn
abhorrent—a depressed ass-backwards lose sole, on his ass. By and
by, he would come to understand why he was so disliked by others.
Apparently, he was unaware that loss of self-esteem leads to the
disintegration of a proud man. In addition, it was times like these
where he wanted out of his minimum-wage job and his pillory of
scorn and his pillar to post way of living.

Well, maybe not today, perhaps tomorrow.
There was just no telling what he might do at any time. In the
meanwhile, the actual truth was he was between shows—involuntarily
unemployed, note less and undistinguished.

Some time later, and after spending some time
inhaling Mary Jane, he chilled for a spell.

Meanwhile, back at the scene, an austere man,
with a rigidly puritanical outlook and a tiny shrunken face, and
enormous eyes, named John Gilpin, in a warm guilt and dying to
stick his beak in, said in a softer voice, “Can you tell if you got
any leads yet on the idiot who murdered that poor young girl?” Then
the cutting acidity in his voice came. “We hope this won’t become a
problem which nobody is going to bust a gut trying to solve.”

Giving a twitch at his mustache and
scratching at the palpable bump at the bridge of the nose, Sheriff
Halyard stopped briefly, did a slow pan over the audience—not
missing a face—and then looked the questioner straight in the eye.
As the thorp’s banker for twenty years or more, John Gilpin was a
citizen of credit and renown.

He was appreciative that Gilpin had not tried
to go ape on him like the big ape had with his cutting remarks. “It
won’t,” said Sheriff Halyard, all nice-nice. “Sure nought. To be
frank, it is too soon to tell much of anything. More time is needed
for further investigation.” Then, with his inimitable way of
retailing a diverting anecdote, he then gave them a quick resume of
events and of resurrections of long-forgotten scandals, ticking the
points off on his fingers, in the public weal.

On a roll, Sheriff Halyard finished up, by
saying, “So hold the stage. Now, if you do not mind, you will have
to excuse me. I got business elsewhere. Make with the feet,
Roscoe—we’re late.”

Then some loudmouth weasel yelled out, “Can’t
you see what the sheriff’s doing? I say, do not let him go just
now. It is important that he tell the truth now, lest he be doubted
later.”

No one said another word.

The fade to black in the atmosphere ended the
sequence.

Roscoe could cut the frustration with a knife
it was so real, but could not give one hoot even if the panic was
galloping toward him.

As Sheriff Halyard and Roscoe started to rake
through the crowd, a crevice was created. Relegated to a mere reed
in the wind, the small assembly, left in a twist of the wind,
mumbling an acrid farewell.

Sheriff Halyard’s last words would have to be
the opiate of the people.

As the two of them walked away, Sheriff
Halyard said, “Funny. There was a man in among that number who knew
exactly what he wanted, and I found myself wishing I were as lucky
as he. My instincts are hardly ever wrong.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


 


Sheriff Halyard and Roscoe, entered the
Office of the Coroner, the mage, walking on nonslip floors, and
then through double doors into the drafty morgue.

The two of them arrived unannounced.

If someone’s body had low resistance he or
she could get pneumonia working in the drafty place.

A bearded man with a bulbous nose bent
slightly at the waist, the stainless steel sharp instrument in his
hand dripping drops of blood after each abdominal incision on the
lifeless corpse situated on the metal.

The thorp’s Coroner, Calvin Lockhart, with
startling blue eyes and a startlingly good memory and a martyr to
asthma all his life, had a reputation to be the most astringent. He
was not much for social intercourse, and had backlogs of
experience.

Calvin, his hands enclosed in blood-covered
surgeon’s plastic gloves, looked up at them. Obviously, they had
surprised him. He said in a brusque and impatient tone to the two
men, “I’m working at the moment. If you two are coming for coffee,
I’m up to my ass in blood.” His face was rather out of focus, but
the fury was almost palpable.

“I can see that Calvin,” said Sheriff
Halyard, use to the Coroner’s gruff abruptness and the shaving
snicks on his face. “I must crave your indulgence. I brought Roscoe
here to look at the girl’s body. We won’t take much of your
time.”

The Coroner, AC/DC—bisexual—gave Roscoe a nod
and then looked back at the corpse. “The two of you have eyes.
Can’t you see—?”

“You’re up to your ass in blood,” Sheriff
Halyard interjected, aware his friendship with Calvin thrived on
little more than mutual backscratching.

Suddenly overcome with an access of rage,
unable to quell the acid in his voice, and staring at him with
accusing eyes and insane fury, Calvin shouted at full volume at him
with contumelious rudeness, “Damned Sheriff!” his meagerly thin
body trembling, “why in the world do you interrupt me every time I
get ready to say something brilliant?”

Sheriff Halyard held his whist. Just for a
moment. He was never one for holding his tongue. “Well I never—oh,
hell’s bells,” he said in annoyance, “it’s not like you to tee off
on me when—!”

Feeling arrogantly superior and disdainful
and his haughtiness an unloosed salvo of condescension perfectly
subzero, Calvin’s lips would purse slightly. About every minute, or
at the outside, every ninety seconds, his cheeks would have a
sudden involuntary muscular contraction. Then as his face took on
its normal contour, he further commented acidly, “I’m right Halyard
and you know it! You have been doing that every since we were back
in parochial school. Can’t you just stop?”

“Calvin, this is hardly helpful.”

“Helpful be damned!”

Sheriff Halyard said, “We always kept it
between us, Calvin. Not out in the open like this.” He looked down
as if he was looking for a small rock to boot.

An uncomfortable silence.

As he was forever the accommodating sort,
Sheriff Halyard acquiesced in his decision; he took a stab at the
opportune use of humor to lower tension. “Don’t mean any harm
Calvin, just can’t seem to keep my big trap shut, I guess.”

Roscoe, seeing the young woman naked…in the
flower of her life…laying there gashed open from her throat to her
abdomen, caked dehydrated blood enmeshed in curls of glossy golden
hair, unsettled his insides. Seldom had he seen anything stranger.
There were no exceptions; this was an absolute. The sight made his
skin crawl—period. So, sickened was he by the sight his sympathy
for her were hearts and flowers—extreme sentimentality.

Without rhyme or reason Calvin’s mood
changed, he was merciful, reining his impatience as his voice took
on a more pleasant tone. “Let’s lower our tomahawks, Sheriff. “Both
you and I know, we’ll be in disagreement till doom’s day.”

Awkwardly, Sheriff Halyard offered up a
regretful acknowledgment of his offense, by saying, “Of a truth,
such still do happen, Calvin. But that’s jake, all right, find of
you to offer an apology—my apologies to you as well.”

“Apology accepted,” said Calvin, willingly
acceptant on not pressing the point home.

Both knew they would never become
cater-cousin to each other or intimate friends.

There was an abrupt change in Calvin’s tone.
“You got me all steamed up over nothing, Sheriff. Let us just kick
that to the curve. Whatcha say my friends, to the task at heart. As
you can see, the poor young woman slashed from stem to stern, her
heart ripped out chest. Do not ask do not tell. I don’t have the
foggiest notion why in the devil that was done.”

Sheriff Halyard hooked his thumbs in his
belt. “Sickens me to see her this way,” he said, executing the sign
of the cross with one of his hands by tracing a cross from the
forehead to the chest and to each shoulder. “Ah, whatcha gonna do
about it when things like this happens, just hang up your heart and
cry? The normalcy or typical state of condition for our young has
always been: youth is depicted as a time of vitality and good
health, not this.”

In an attempt to assay and develop an idea of
what may have taken place, Roscoe speculated, “This really gets my
goat. Whoever did this must have caught her off guard, overpowered
her, and then went about slicing and dicing her up. The homicidal
maniac who done this terrible deed should be brought to book.”

Sheriff Halyard asked, “What do you think?
Was it a knife that was used to create these wounds, Calvin?”

The Coroner’s brows drawn together in
thoughtful consideration, he said, “It’s hard to say.”

“What makes you say such?” Sheriff Halyard
asked.

“At this time all I can safely say the wounds
were created with the use of a sharp object.”

“That’s a rather general observation,”
Sheriff Halyard said.

Calvin shrugged his shoulders. “We are set in
our dull routine existence.”

“You know like I, Calvin, I can’t go telling
the family I am clueless to what was used to kill their love one.
It would help to have some idea at least.”

A rare bird, Calvin shrugged his shoulders
again. Then with rapier wit, he said, “Okay, okay. It is like this;
on the one hand, it appears as though it was with a knife or some
other sharp object. On the other hand, as things stand, it is
something I cannot identify clearly and definitely. It is tough to
say exactly. We’ll have to leave it for the moment.” He saw the
puzzled look on Roscoe’s face and asked him what was on his
mind.

“Beats me. I’m drawing a blank,” Roscoe
said.

The Coroner walked over to a table against
the tiled wall, recovered a small object, and then came back.
Holding it up in front of him in one hand, he pointed a stubby
finger on the other hand at it, and said, “This thing was embedded
in her flesh.”

“Well…I’ll be a monkey’s uncle,” Sheriff
Halyard gushed. “We know it’s not a fossil imprint that looks for
the world like an animal claw. In reality it is a claw.”

Well, he supposed that figured. “Absolutely,”
Roscoe added quickly, but wondered what the Coroner was driving
at.

Like curious children, and like three heads
better than one, they just stood their eyeballing the item for a
minuscule moment or two.

Calvin sucked on his tooth. To keep the
complicating factor from becoming far too complex, he simply said,
“There are many facts—facts we don’t know. This is why I decided to
send it up to the University of Tennessee’s lab for further
research. An old school chum that is head of the science department
is sure to be interested. Who knows? With a little luck, he might
be able to discover the origin. I say in all sincerity that I am
beginning to have a bad feeling about this. I may be wrong, but
never that wrong. I always go with my gut.”

“We appreciate you taking time to go over
things with us, Calvin,” said Sheriff Halyard. “Your services have
so helpful sometimes I wonder what this thorp do without your
expertise.”

“It recks me not the slightest,” Calvin
quipped; forever the class clown, but an opinion-former and blessed
with a masterful assessment of the difficulties. “The thought use
to impress me, but don’t give it much thought of late. It’s been a
long journey, all the way from laboratory experiments on guinea
pigs, on chickens as well as mice, to this.” He then came clean by
saying, “Could’ve been a bench chemist—could’ve been working in the
laboratory,” his déjà vu admission reminiscent of a starlet manqué.
“Then again, what the heck, it is a rum business being a coroner,
certainly. Not to mention, could have been a politician, but
dispelled that endeavor due to the narrow confines of political
life. Thank god for my education, without that I would be sounding
like some intellectual pygmy. You must excuse my mouth gets to
motoring it’s hard to stop.”

The Sheriff patted him on his back. “It’s
quite all right, Calvin, enjoyed the conversation. Be seeing you
real soon—soon as Roscoe and I get back from Glacier Point.” He
noticed the Coroner’s sudden change as if he was in deep thought
about something.

Calvin unfolded his thoughts, and said, “Now,
there’s something that’s certainly not cakes and ale.”

Sheriff Halyard said, “You got that
right…definitely no merrymaking situation.”

“I’d say.”

“You sound envious Calvin,” Roscoe
kidded.

“You’ll get no jealousy here. There can be
some hairy moments in the mountains. To be honest, dangerously
treacherous snowy places gives me the willies. The Angel of Death
walks that accursed point.” He paused. As he went on, his acerbic
wit was sharp and forthright, as he commented, “Awhile back, an
acephalous skeleton was discovered. You know, like headless. Many a
person’s have lost their lives on Glacier Point, including a dear
nephew of mine. So, if you want my opinion, if I were you two, I
would stay clear of that place.”

Sheriff Halyard then said, “This would be
wise advice, if only the situation were like that—if the hunt were
done and it were time to relax. If only that were true! Challenges
abound, and this is no time to take things for granted. In
addition, if there were nothing at stake except ego, perhaps, it
would be wiser to let the matter drop. However, we are not in the
position. We’re talking about a life were lost.”

“How old was your nephew?” Roscoe asked
Calvin.

“Just twenty-three,” he was.

“That is certainly true,” Sheriff Halyard
acknowledged.

“Got caught-up in a blistery storm is what I
was told.

“Must’ve been a bad one,” Roscoe said.

“Bad isn’t the word. One could have a bad
diet, bad eyesight, bad news, bad luck, bad back, bad language, bad
reputation, bad behavior, but bad weather is an entire ‘nother
thing. Why I can—”

Sheriff Halyard held up his hand, positing,
and suggesting, “Hold on there Calvin, nought said on the bad
things. Go on with what happened to your nephew.”

“Indeed!” Calvin ejaculated. “He must not
have been able to see a foot or two in front of him. The poor
fellow should have known better, should have dug-in, and waited it
out. He was my favorite nephew. Been damning Glacier Point every
since, I have.” His voice shook with passion, as he wiped at his
eyes.

Sheriff Halyard said, “Happens to the best of
us.”

“Oh, so true,” Roscoe said, accordant,
chiming in, and then commenting on his own palpable sense of loss.
“As you know, Glacier Point took my gramps life. As time goes by,
some of us will probably lose a dear one to Glacier Point, even as
it remains pullulated with tourist.”

The three of them stepped off to the side,
and slowly shook their heads simultaneously, their minds in a
pathological state of unresponsiveness, or perhaps, ruminating or
chewing the cud on the specter of it ever happening again.
Surprisingly and unusual, they spent the afternoon trafficking
gossip.

“Well Calvin,” Sheriff Halyard said, “we’ll
chuck on our way.”

Roscoe felt the gripe in his belly like a
green apple but was not concerned, because he knew the remains of
yesterday’s stew could eke out to make another meal. Once the
sensation had left, he then asked, “By the way, Calvin.”

Shaking himself out of his apathy, Calvin
asked, “What’s that?” His great-deal-to do mind was already busy
studying on what his next cut will be on the dead corse.

“What’s this young woman’s name?”

Calvin answered, “Wendy Thomason.”

Sheriff Halyard shook his head and caught the
opportunity to leave. “Thanks for your time, Calvin. Catch you
later.”

Calvin kindly said, “Goodbye,” the rough
equivalent of ‘God be with you.’

The two that came together, left together,
walking—under their own steam—out into the darkening sky. The sky
held a threat for rain and as gray clouds obscured the sun, an
earsplitting crack of thunder growled like nothing on earth.

Roscoe looked at the sky dark and menacing,
and then set his eyes on the terrestrial.

Suddenly, Sheriff Halyard pointed a straight
finger, and said, “Will somebody tell where in God’s name that dog
is lookin’?” 
 Roscoe spoke, “Nobody
knows!”
 “That there are some crazy eyes,” said Sheriff
Halyard as they kept on stepping.

Roscoe said, “I get the feeling that Calvin
wishes he were doing things like us.”

“You may be correct. His job does seem a tad
depressing. By the way, I think you’ll agree that it is imperative
that we eat soon.”

They kept on walking.

Just as a clinking, clanking, clattering
collection of caliginous junk, of a knockabout dusky old
mummy-brown automobile trundled down the street, another tall man
walking with a short man, said to the other, “I tell you, Nathan,
I’m distracted by a nibble on my line: I jig it several times, but
there is no responsive tug.”

With the lofty statue of the Thorp’s
trailblazer and groundbreaker Robert Ghost, a trendoid…Robert
Ghost, a citizen of credit and renown…Robert Ghost, the great and
the good, lowering at a joyless sense of order, rote, and
commercial hustle, as young Nathan, wearing plus fours, baggy
knickers below the knees, said to a buddy, “You and the fishing
thing. I say take a gun with you and shoot at whatever moves.
You’re sure to come back with something.” Both, not early-risers,
were afternoon men…debauchees. The triad was completed when they
were joined by another—as brown as a berry gentleman—a little man,
a man yclept Winks, a masher, a man in particular who was retired
and uncommunicative. He hailed from Little Rhody—or some other
place as such. He went by the name of Winks, because he had a knack
for winking at every woman he saw, a habit that, by the way, nearly
got his butt into a heap of crap. Well, anyway, despite Wink’s lack
of chatty input, the three kept on their way, changing the subject
to who was the best at being laid.

As a flag…whipped out from its staff, right
then, an eleven-year-old growthy string bean, “an oh-no-kid,”
sporting a designer haircut, and an avid thrasher, with a chip on
his tooth, and all elbows and knees, maneuvered by on a 60 mm
wheeled skateboard, and then coasted on the flat for 15 meters.
With no trace of a smile and as if, he was on a slalom course of
empty soda bottles, and throwing tricks on the skateboard, mentally
recording the number of bottles he knocked down, he was oblivious
to the honking of hones and insolent drivers crying to all and
sundry to get the hell out of the way. Then with nimble
legerdemain, he navigated a truck garden sporting a store of
market-garden produce. Then with a bold adroit flourish, he
vanished.

Sheriff Halyard caught a grocer’s eye and
gave her a friendly wave. He then murmured something to Roscoe;
something like, “His May was passing, and that he was beyond the
bloom. Perhaps one can retool for the afterlife.”

With the w-w-w-w-w sound of a baby crying in
the distance, Roscoe smiled warmly at Sheriff Halyard, but did not
comment. Then with his foot crushing a trail of formic ants and
matching his steps with Sheriff Halyard’s, he looked at a
motorcycle ace; a tar dressed in an irony gray colored military
get-up; a couple of antediluvian elderly cars, and a hefty young
chap wrapping his arms in a protective manner over a bay window
covered in a greasy apron.

Right about then a bulldog limo flew by, as
disinterested pedestrians waited on a traffic island for a let-up
in two opposing streams of traffic. When traffic slowed, and as
insolent drivers crying to all to get out of the way, a partially
blind one-eyed woman of middle age, with trailer park bleached
perm, flipped off her dark glasses and left the island.

The rest, including a road excavation and
construction navvy, all seemingly apathetic to their surrounds,
followed her to the other side, keen to the realism of speed
merchants and that each car—at speed—behaves differently. Just
then, on the other side of the roadway, an alone parked car creaked
forward once the old engine began to wheeze reluctantly, and kept
on its way.

Happy the investigation was in train and
timetabled, Roscoe and the sheriff were ready and raring to go.
With one accord, they would be on their way when the time was
right. Although the risk factor would be extreme…if it came down to
it…they would not resile from their designated course of action. In
the nature of the beast—they were determined to dice with death. It
was something they both were willing to go to Acheron before they
accede to anyone daring them to do it. As things stood now, there
approach would be an approach that was theoretical as opposed to
practical, but kept in mind that any plan made is liable for
disruption by supervening events.

Within time, Sheriff Halyard would make
Roscoe his catchpole or his sheriff’s deputy, and would say to him,
“The reason why I chose you as my right hand is because you possess
the credentials of a compleat officer of the law.” Actually,
Sheriff Halyard would ask Roscoe to be his deputy. It would be up
to him to decide if he wanted the position. That proposition would
be up in the air until such time.

The question was would Roscoe be willing to
accept the job as deputy? Would he accept but then prove the Peter
Principle of observation true that in a hierarchy employees tend to
rise to the level of their incompetence?

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 7

 


 


The setting sun kindled the sky with oranges
and reds in divers’ places.

Myisha Marquez at last discovered herself to
Roscoe, disclosing her identity. She was a woman of supernatural
beauty and a looker for the arts. And as those with a propensity
for the arts are aware, it can send people into transports of
delight.

Myisha was a keyhole columnist for the local
newspaper, grubbing along at newspaper jobs. Blessed with oceans of
energy, she spent tons of hours researching news articles and clips
in the news morgue. Refusing to suck up to the boss and in
desperate need of a story, she needed something that would gain the
public’s interest in her talent as a news reporter. The truth was
amateurs gradually shunted to filing jobs, and harried reporters
frequently forced to invent what they cannot find out. And with a
thicket of reporters seeking employment, and although she had
worked at her present job for several years now, she had to fight
to hold on to her job. Things were not too good for her at this
juncture job wise. She was not sitting too pretty at all. Her boss
had been like a wounded bear lately and was on her case and she was
sick of him reaming and slinging off at her. He had told her—in no
uncertain terms—that the old journalistic arguments have to be
wheeled out. He then said in a loud tone of voice, “We are talking
about real journalists and not the pseudo kind. If you want to be
with being the real kind of journalist, it is either that or you go
home and whistle for your wages. I realize it’s a bit harsh. There
is a whole world waiting to keep in the lurch. So, if I were you,
I’d get out there and shake the brushes to gather some news.”

That discussion was one of the reasons that
she was delighted when Sheriff Halyard had asked her to share some
of her expertise with him. Now, it was just a matter of crossing
T’s and dotting I’s. That’s all it would be to it. It should be a
cinch. At least it’s what she had thought.

Now, here she was, at a New Deal theme
restaurant, a bit on the soigné side, and full of atmosphere and an
aspect of reticent dignity, on Euclid Avenue, with tree-lined
avenues surrounding it, and with a mug of coffee steaming at her
elbow.

The place was a brash new building, streets
ahead of its local rivals.

Setting at the table in an informal
atmosphere—in the airy and deceptively spacious restaurant—along
with her was Sheriff Halyard and Roscoe…Roscoe Elbe no less! A
sexually attractive, well-developed muscle bound studmuffin, he was
a man devoured by his own selfish stupidly obstinate pigheadedness.
Long live the king!—and all that nonsense. That was her take on
him.

They were pooling their ideas together as
they tucked into a small tasty titbit of cate or choice morsel when
the waitress, assisting someone sitting across from them at another
table, said to the patron, “Will that be all, sir?”

”What’s the damage?” he asked her.

When she told him the amount, he paid her and
told her he could get a less costly meal somewhere else.

As were her custom, she was an agreeable woman, rotund, and sleek, with a costly set of
dimples around her smile. Shoving the pencil into her
lacquered hair, she licked her lips, flicked the bill pad closed,
wanting so badly to tell him to shove off—you’re bothering the
customers—instead, said to the patron, “I’m quite sure that there
are fine meals to be had if you ask around. I have no problem with
that sir. If you prefer, you can do it right this minute. No, we
lock our doors to customers that don’t agree with policy. Yes, you
can leave if that is your desire. What? You’re fixing to get into
trouble, sir. The customer slammed his fist down on the table, and
started angrily to his feet. And as he got up, his foot caught a
shoe and he almost stumbled. Steadying himself, he then walked to
the front entrance. He stopped, and turned back to fix the scene in
his mind. She fixed the customer with an unwavering stare. He said
aloud with bitterness in his voice, “Don’t you tell anybody, or
I’ll fix you good! And one other thing is, this place have those
happy-clappy waiters and waitresses who seem to love to sing
birthday cheer, but appear to know next to nothing about the menu.”
On the one hand, the import of his message was clear. Then on the
other, the waitress could have thrown a fit, but not wanting to
stultify herself or appear foolish, she competently said, “What?
Fine. Have a nice day.” The customer walked out in a huff and the
waitress went back to her normal duties of being a decent person,
falling for the stuff and nonsense!

Sometimes it is hard for logic to prevail
over emotion.

The whole table, consisting of a group seated
at a table on the other side of them, was in gales of laughter.

It was the same for Sheriff Halyard, Roscoe,
and Myisha, as they chuckled, amused over the whole ordeal, feeling
the waitress was no lightweight, and really knew her stuff, and was
made of sterner stuff, knowing how to deal with rubbish.

Sheriff Halyard said, “That was something
kinda like the old wheeze about the diner complaining about the fly
in his soup.”

Roscoe, put his eyes on Myisha, as she would
peck at her food, her face was thin and her nose sharp—attired in a
white blouse and tight jeans—he did not miss a curve. Precisely
put, she was babelicious—very, sexually attractive.

From the moment they all had first set down
at the table, and dressed in a pinstripe suit teamed with a crisp
white shirt and expressing his surprise at coming across her, and
with a tremulous smile, Roscoe had said, “Good lord, Myisha
Marquez, as I live and breathe.”

Myisha folded her arms and looked at him
hard. “Better hurry with what you got to say next before you run
out of air.”

 Roscoe said,
“Sorry it took me so long to get here. I had to park my chariot in
some location extremely far away. Now that we have met face-to-face
again, Myisha, what brings you here? Please don’t tell me, you’re
here to dig up things from the past. ‘Cause if you are, most
children grow out of tantrums by the time they’re three. So, grow
up, sister, and come into the real world. Might it be that you’re
going through some growing pains?” Other than that, he took her as
being an otherwise smart woman baffled and driven by her impulses.
All-and-all, she was at times stubborn and unmanageable like some
refractory pony. In addition, he was vexed by her self-contained
ease. He was also aware—if pushed—she could be a tiger, but mainly
stuck up by staying aloof, as if she was superior. But once a man
like him would venture to add the feel-good facture into the mix,
she would become more compliant.

But now nothing was happening like now. The
expression on her face didn’t alter one millidegree. In fact, the
opposite was happening.

Never had she been more insulted. Well, not
actually. There was one other time…

She dilated her nostrils, then got that
hunted look, as if she’d been harassed, prompting her to retort or
hurl back the insult, by saying to him, “Trash! No need to be
rude.” She wanted to smack him one, but the charm bracelet always
caught on her clothing. “And anyway, what the eye doesn’t see, the
heart doesn’t grieve over.” Then she spoke quickly, steeling
herself for a mean reply. “You oughtta know the significance of it
quite well.”

Her words a dim echo of the past, Roscoe then
said, “Still on the thin-skinned side, eh. Careful…careful what you
say and how you say it—wouldn’t want you to go postal on me.”

Her eyes seemed to transpierce through him as
his stare met her smoldering eyes. He proffered his five-fingered
flipper to her. “To err is human. Look, I don’t want to carp about
our relationship in the past.”

“I wish it were enough.” Roscoe said.

“If it were, then you wouldn’t be the man I
fell out of love with.”

Roscoe snapped, “There you go with that
incident angle. I don’t know if you may know it or not, the fact of
the matter is: a single incident of rudeness does not support a
finding of contemptuous conduct. And after all, as they say, ‘to
the world you may be one person but to one person you may be the
world.’”

To Roscoe, when it came to affairs of the
heart, our worries are lilliputian, because time heals all, and
people get over things and push on.

Roscoe proffered his hand out to her.
“Truce.” He was attempting to offer her an agreement to cease
arguing for a certain time.

Not wanting to feel his touch, she hesitated,
but then abandoned that thought. She then shook his hand but
retracted it as if she’d been burned. “For the time being I would
prefer it to be a quasi-truce. Because, how I see it is: nothing
may come from nothing?” Then her self-control finally broke and her
voice broke as she relived the experience.

“You must think I’m an idiot. Who do you
think you are? You don’t fool me. Furthermore, Mr. Slick, you’d be
no good at poker—you’re too transparent,” she said, with her
emotionless, cold-blooded assessment.

In an agitated state, his usual calm deserted
him, as he seemed to have a knack for saying the unexpected.

“Buck up, kid, it’s not the end of the world.
So, do your self a favor and don’t go overboard with the
gratitude,” Roscoe rejoined with heavy irony, thinking her skin
felt cold as if it had been in deep freeze since the Little Ice
Age. “If you’re not careful you’ll get as mushy as a Hallmark
Valentine. We would not want that to happen, now would we. Now I…oh
never mind.”

It was obvious that Roscoe would not come
close to being a salve to her hurt feelings.

Reticent and reluctant, Sheriff Halyard had a
slope in his shoulders. And brevity the soul of wit, he chose his
choice of words carefully, making it short but sweet, as he cleared
his throat, and said, “It does appear that the two of you have met
before. I think that’s great.”

She gave an apt reply by immediately saying,
“Well, I would not go that far. But as to our meeting before this,
I will say we have, Sheriff. We grew up together. Use to be—”

“Playmates,” Roscoe added, and then shrank
back against the wall in his chair, looking at how attractively
dishy she had become.

Now that was easy peasy.

“Careful there lover, guilt can be turned
against the self,” said Myisha, twisting the screw tight.

Roscoe said, “Is that…do we have to go on
with this?”

Myisha shrugged her shoulders. “The only side
worth supporting is your own sweet self.” No easy mark here buster,
she thought.

Oh, nice one, she put her finger up to her
eye and tugged at the skin. One could easily see how moved she was
by both his words and attitude.

Sheriff Halyard looked from one to the other
and gathered that there was more to the story than they let
on—much, much more. Women! He had had his share of them. There was
no use for him to go down that winding road. Yes, sir, he was sure
to leave that issue alone, because marriage…had swaddled him in a
domesticity he came to loath.

Without batting and eye, Roscoe said, “So,
the lioness’s got a skeleton stashed away in her closet? How
patriotic. Perhaps it’s time to throw out the old and bring in the
new, don’t you think?”

She actually had thought he had given a ropey
response.

A host of memories rushed into her mind, as
she opened her mouth to make a suitably cutting retort, but
remained silent. She refused to comment on his indignant assessment
of her innermost feelings—especially when he was the direct cause
of her predicament. Shy and fond of being on her own, Myisha was a
retiring, acquiescent woman. Now that she finally came face-to-face
again with Roscoe after a full ten years, it was now her time to
retort the humiliation.

She sighed for a second and continued with
her thoughts. They had met by coincidence and soon blossomed into a
romance. At the beginning, the relationship between them was close
and intense; it was like a plant relative to ivy. Obviously, he had
loved her only in the abstract—not in person. His was a delusory
pleasure, and caused her to fail to believe what is true. And him
with his all-too-smooth- plum-loving tactics, had promised to marry
her, but had walked out on her the day of the wedding. She was the
last to leave after waiting six hours for him to show. Even the
preacher made scarce, not wanting to be there for the big showdown.
Everybody knows your wedding day is the one time you can live out
your most romantic fantasies. His absence was a real wrench. It was
now obvious to her he had had her wrapped around his little pinky.
Because there she was, foolishly thinking he’d get around to it in
the sweet by-and-by. Now here he is carrying on the life of a
single man, with no thought for her. She hated him for the pain he
had caused her. It was unforgivable. What kind of man would leave a
woman in distress? It was like a hard slap in the face. She was
hurt; and wanted to repay the insult. Everybody knows there’s
nothing like a woman’s scorn. His trifling had made her resolute to
retort the charge of abandonment. She had not one problem
retrieving forgotten memories. They were all there lying in waiting
in the recesses of her mind. The bottom line was she just wanted
the simple-truth without any romantic crud. And even though he is a
hunky heartthrob with killer dimples and a smile, which makes women
weak in the knees, she was categorically not aroused. Nada! She was
unambiguously explicit and direct about that. At least in her mind
that is. She learned all-to-well that romance spices up your life,
but make sure the heat doesn’t go from piquant to outright
volatile. Remember that you’re in charge of your emotions, and you
can stop a situation from getting out of control outright.
Marriage, she thought inwardly, such is the stuff of dreams.

Back then…and an insecure girl, unfondly
considered by classmates as having gone to the fat farm,
bashfulness was a great stumbling block to her too—but not now.

Still, at times, the casual manner of his
dismissal still rankles. And now, hoping against hope to trap him
into an admission, she said, “He still holds to the mumpsimus that
a woman’s place is in the kitchen, Sheriff.” She chuckled. For a
moment, she transported to a warm garden on the night of a
ball.

Sheriff Halyard nodded his head, taking her
point, just as well, accepting the validity of her argument. “I
think it’s time we talked bout the young woman’s murder, don’t
you?”

Myisha and Roscoe looked at him.

“No harm no foul,” Sheriff Halyard said.
“Figure the atmosphere was heating up between you two. So, I
thought it best that we sidestep that particular conversation. If
we’re to work together….”

Not a little consternation was caused.

The two archenemies said in unison, “Work
together!” incredulously unwilling to believe what they had
heard.

Roscoe climbed to his feet and stepped off,
but stopped and then walked back and plopped in his chair. He was
the first of the two disgruntles to remark. “You must be joking
Sheriff. There’s no way on god’s green earth I’ll partner up
with—”

“Why is it I feel I’m the one out of it?”
Sheriff Halyard asked. “That was one of your gramps last wishes,
Roscoe. That’s the reason why I’d just as soon you two did it
together. I am to take it that back then, you two must have been
scrapping over something or other.”

She also had been ready to pack her traps and
leave as her amber eyes grew large.

“You’re not kidding, are you Sheriff?”

“Have I ever lied to anyone you know?” little
did he know what wheels were being put into motion.

“No,” an answer in unison came.

There was a break in her voice as Myisha
said, “You won’t be sorry, Sheriff.” It was a rhetorical and
ironical understatement, such as ‘You’ll be glad.’

Sheriff Halyard gave them the thumbs up sign,
and then put both hands together, clapping them like he was
knocking dust off his hands. “Guess that settles it. Roscoe’s
gramps knew what was best. And in so far as, the two of you working
together, you being a student of journalism and Roscoe a law
enforcement officer, should be quite productive. I figure Roscoe
can do this on the side for now, until he decides what he plan to
do with the rest of his life.”

With the warm air starting to steam up the
widows, Roscoe said, “Could be Myisha and I may be of some help. I
have a deep respect for efficiency and professionalism.” He was now
treating her with studied politeness. But deep down he knew he’d
try to get along with her, but sometimes she was sure to get his
goat.

Myisha let her eyes dwell on them for a
moment. Her face was a study as she slowly but surely fixed her
eyes only on the sheriff. “I’ll be right on top of the situation. I
don’t shrink from my responsibilities.” She glanced at Roscoe and
then at Sheriff Halyard. “Having said that, so what’s up
Sheriff?”

The three of them had walked outside the
restaurant and set, at a table that stood in the southeast corner,
in some hardy outdoor furnishings for the patrons.

A lover of the great outdoors, Sheriff
Halyard pulled out his large, thick, and old-fashioned pocket
turnip, snapping it open. “How time flies! Oh well, anyway, up till
now, my exclusive focus was on the young woman murdered up on
Glacier Point. The fact of the matter is it now appears she was not
alone up there.”

Myisha raked her hair back with her fingers.
“Are you saying to us she was with someone?”

“I am.”

Roscoe asked, “How could this be?”

Sheriff Halyard shrugged his aged shoulders,
as two fine-featured women—with posh accents—sauntered pass,
threading there way through the tables, maundering about some
things they wanted to buy at the new clothing store in thorp.

“Yeah, Sheriff, you’ve got me wondering too.”
Her mouth curved in a smile. Not because she would be working along
side Roscoe, but that she might be able to gather enough of a story
to keep her boss off her back. She couldn’t stand people giving her
orders, especially when it’s not necessary. She was of the opinion
where some bosses would go to any length in making it their
business of giving out orders just to keep themselves feeling they
are still in charge and sort of above the fray.

Running his fingers through hair bathed with
an original coal tar formula, which helped prevent dandruff, and
then with the scratch of a match enkindling a cigarette,

Sheriff Halyard took a long drag, and then
said, “Just got a call from the ranger station. They claimed to
have seen the young woman with a young man.”

“Are you telling us he’s missing also?”
Roscoe asked.

“Precisely…in addition, his family reported
him missing,” said Sheriff Halyard, throwing his cigarette down and
stamping on it. “Stuff the diet,” he declared. He then called a
waiter over and ordered more food.

After scratching at the stain on his jacket,
Roscoe said to Sheriff Halyard, “Now you know that won’t work.
You’re already close to busting at the seams. “Why, if you keep
it—”

“All things considered, I say stuff it, I’m
61, what do I care whether I’m ordering something that’s not the
essential constituents of the human diet. One’s gotta die sooner or
later. If I’m gonna go, why not go out with a stuffed and satisfied
belly. Besides, “If I weren’t so big, it wouldn’t be nearly so fun.
And lastly, it’s a crime to waste good food, especially when it’s
tasty; it gives you that good mouth feel.”

“I wish it was summer,” Roscoe said, with a
wishful look to his demeanor. He had noticed that the ice wrapped
around Myisha’s demeanor was beginning to melt. If he had his way
with her, he would insist she lose her pleasing personality and get
more in touch with her sensuality. In time perhaps….

Sheriff Halyard, thoughtfully said, “As to
the trip to Glacier Point, I just wish it were easier to do! I was
going to recommend you buy a second-hand pickup truck, a beater. On
second thought, considering the terrain and all, it would do better
to foot it. It’s also very critical everything be done on
time.”

“Furthermore,” said the sheriff, “for now, it
is imperative that we keep this confidential and not blow the
gaff—let out the secret. It is very crucial we make it successful.
If we all knew the mountains—not likely, but certainly a logical
possibility—we would go alone. We don’t, so we need a guide.”

The sheriff took a deep breath and relaxed.
He jabbed a finger into the tabletop to emphasize his point. “I
must emphasize the extreme sensitivity of this information and that
it does not leave here. If possible, I’d prefer the Gestapo be kept
out of these matters—meaning the people. More precisely, it’s best
that we act—under the rose—in confidence, under the pledge of
secrecy. If everything goes okay, this time next week we’ll be up
there somewhere where eagles dare. Something has to happen,
especially with ski slopes crawling with snow bunnies. Who knows,
before it’s all over, and crazy as it may sound, we three may sit
on the bottom of an upturned bucket when we come to find that
there’s a mad scientist at the bottom of it all. Regardless, we
must have the courage to discover the truth and possibly be
disappointed. Then again, at the end of the day, there may remain
an unlikely explanation, improbable or not likely to happen. In
theory, things can only get better; in practice, they may well
become a lot worse. We can never tell the degree of accuracy from
the git. It’s what investigations are about to seek out the truth.
If ever we all are not sure of the answers, let’s say so, and leave
it there. When it comes right down to it, what can we do but trust
our instincts. They’re there for a reason, eh? And how interesting
would life be if we didn’t have our little altered viewpoints?
Having said all that, this will be a team effort, a conspiracy of
silence, if you will, just between us to put a lid on a lodestone
that’s becoming the focus of attention to some of us in our beloved
thorp.”

After a time, and a little bit after the
sheriff had his fill, they finished up with that delicate and
cautious ballet known as the planning process. They then determined
not to tackle the subject regarding the missing boyfriend at this
time.

Always having a fresh angle on life, Sheriff
Halyard said, “I cannot express to you how delighted I am we
coincide in our opinions—speak the same language, so to speak. I
have to tell you, however, once this whole thing is over, and I get
the old adrenaline going, a week’s golfing will do this old bean
just find, teeing off with a wood-wood and not with other crap out
on the golf market. A club that’s actually made of wood drives my
fancy. Like when I go to a deli, I demand chess-chess nothing less.
But before that happens, golfing, that is, let us rap our heads
around the situation at hand. I would like you both to have
confidence in my judgment. Just look at my, gray hairs and all.
Don’t mean to brag, but I ain’t been here on this earth for
nothing. Let me start by mentioning some retronyms to help to
illustrate my point. To clone things, I will begin by saying that
I’ve seen things change-up, viz., from acoustic guitars to electric
guitars; from analog clocks to digital clocks; from analog
computers to digital computers; black-and-white television to color
television; from Classic Coke to real coke; from manual
transmission to automatic transmission; from propeller airplanes to
jet airplanes; from silent movies to talking movies; from
terrestrial television to satellite television, from two-parent
family to single-parent family; and from whole milk to skim
milk.”

Sheriff Halyard took in a deep breath,
relaxed, and then continued. “I can go on and on, but that’s beside
the point. Now, let’s finish up here, and then let’s skedaddle.
After a few rounds of golfing, I’ll be working like stink to keep
things on course.”

The question or questions that may be in some
folks mind is: will Roscoe be up to trying to melt the arctic
frostiness between Myisha and him? Or will she be willing to
forgive and forget and let down her guard to his sizzling romantic
advances? Everyone deserves the chance for forgiveness. But can she
find it in her heart too? Or is it that she has just had it with
him?



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


 


“He needs you to come right away Sheriff. His
wife is claimed to be in a heap of trouble.”

“Sounds like this would not be the time for a
cruise,” he quipped. “Now, what kind did you say?”

“Kind of what?”

“Trouble.”

“Didn’t say.”

“Where are they now?”

“Over at his place. It’s—”

“Know where it’s at. I’m getting old, Esther,
but my mind is still lucid.”

“I didn’t mean anything by it, Sheriff.”

 With rational reasoning,
Sheriff Halyard said, “I realize you didn’t. If you can get back to
them, tell’em I’m on my way. It may take awhile. That particular
area is quite bumpy; the roads are full of potholes here and there.
Gotta get moving. I’ll buzz you later.” He clicked off the
phone.

Both Roscoe and Myisha were his passengers in
the police cruiser. Before the call had come in, she accepted a
ride.

It started to rain; a pluvial rainfall.

“God doggit, of all the times it rains, it
just had to come pouring down when I’m in a hurry.”

Roscoe started to wind up his window as
Myisha did likewise.

Sheriff Halyard switched on the wipers as
they went clack-a-d-clack, wiping away at the douse—the heavy
drenching.

Roscoe said, “Don’t let the rain set you back
on your heels, Sheriff.”

“Yeah, sheriff,” said Myisha, “I agree.”

“If it’s all right with Myisha, sheriff, I’m
for it. That’s if it’s okay with you too.”

“Of course,” Sheriff Halyard said. “What
about it Myisha?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Just minutes
before, she was bitching to them about her boss at the newspaper
office. She had figured, what the heck, I can use a break from
hearing my boss’s battering of me. “It’s fine by me. I’m not busy
at the moment.” The sheriff and Roscoe had intercepted Myisha on
her way to work.

“Great. I can sure use the company.”

“So who are the people needing your
help?”

“In brief, there’s a little history
there.”

“We got time, Sheriff,” said Myisha.

“Don’t ‘pect it’s been longer than five when
that young fellow—with salubrious habits—named Awan, which means:
Somebody in Indian, had taken the eastern approach to the thorp,
and scuttled into my office bloodied from head to toe, crying and
shouting how two drifters broke into their house the night before,
and killed his wife, and two year old. Awan claimed that at the
time of their death, he was several miles away visiting a neighbor
and returned home and found them both dead. Everything in the house
had been tossed to-and fro, as if the killers were looking for
something. Quite naturally, I was visually upset when I strapped on
my sidearm and grabbed hold my 12-gauge shotgun. Within an hour’s
time, we reached Awan’s saltbox, a frame dwelling with two stories
in front and one behind and a roof with long rear slop.”

Sheriff Halyard turned the key in the
ignition and the engine coughed, wheezed, and shrieked into life.
Then with the motor ticking quietly, they started on the journey,
going from flatland with a quilt of houses and parks to hilly
terrain, and then back to flatland. Then churches dotted the
countryside, to passing skeletal white-faced, puny children on
bikes with two dogs with curtal tails running alongside, to little
cabins straggling off into the woods reaching the vanishing point;
to workmen working on the roadway, to tenants chucked out of
cottages, and then to groups of women arguing angrily amongst
themselves.

The rain had stopped.

“The roads can be rather rough the further
you get away from thorp along this route,”

Sheriff Halyard said.

Roscoe, feeling the bumps causing his body to
move from side to side, asked, “How long you been traveling this
route, Sheriff?”

“Oh, quite a number of years,” Sheriff
Halyard obliged, as the vehicle negotiated the imperfections in the
roadway. “Last time I was out this way, had the misfortune to run
across a robbery at a grocery store.”

“Really,” said Myisha. “What did you do? I
mean to say, were anyone hurt?”

“Yeah.”

“Were they hurt badly?”

“Shot straight in the head, he was.”

Myisha gasped. “My god it must’ve been an
awful sight.”

“Wasn’t the first time I seen someone
murdered.”

“I would’ve been petrified.”

“I understand. You’re not alone. Most people
might feel the same. Murder is never pretty.”

The vehicle slowed and became to crawl
along.

“It seems to happen about this time every
year. The flooding, I mean to say.”

The vehicle stopped as the motor went
dead.

“Crap,” Sheriff Halyard said, with
disappointment.

“What happened?” Myisha asked with
curiosity.

“I hope this gosh darn engine didn’t conked
out on us. May be the engine could be flooded.”

It had become an aperiodic flood. They were
now in water up and around the whole vehicle.

Sheriff Halyard, clucked his tongue
irritably, then said, “This gosh darn water is all around us.”

Their Cruiser had come to halt on top of a
low-lying bridge below water.

Sheriff Halyard got out, waded round to the
front, and then popped the hood. “We might as well forget about
driving the rest of the way…for now at least. Either we sit and
wait till the water lowers and the wires on the engine dry or try
to push onward, on foot.”

“Say if, we were to wait it out, wouldn’t it
take quite awhile,” Myisha asked. “Your switchboard operator
sounded like Awan needed help as soon as humanly possible.”

“It sound that way,” said Sheriff Halyard,
upset over the exasperating setback.

Roscoe said, “Why don’t we try to hoof it the
rest of the way.”

“What about it, Sheriff?” Myisha asked.

Sheriff halyard said, “Here I am three-score,
gray and all, but I’m willing if everybody is up to giving it a
shot.”

Almost instantly, the heavens opened and rain
began to pour down again as the noise of rumbling thunder and
crashing lightning resonated all around, raining so hard even the
worms would flee to escape the rain.

“Get the rain gear from the back,” Sheriff
Halyard shouted, in a moral tone of voice that commanded
respect.

Like loyal soldiers acting on orders, the two
did as directed. Myisha used a rain hat to protect her hair.

Within minutes, all were trudging through
water standing waist-high, with a muddy bottom hampering their
cumbersome progress.

Finally, reaching the other side, they
continued on their way, poking along, as the driving rain peppered
their faces, reducing their visibility down to roughly yards.

After trudging with difficulty a mile or so,
Myisha said, “My shoes soaked and beginning to feel like lead on my
feet.”

Roscoe then said, “Mine too, as I’m sure must
the Sheriff’s.”

“If we just manage to keep our wits about us,
there’s a good chance to make it there before darkness set in.”

“Hope so…wouldn’t care to be caught out here
then. Aren’t there wolves or bears to be considered?”

“Not much chance running into bears, but
wolves,” Sheriff Halyard said, self-appreciating his own knowledge
of the wild.

“Why not bears?” Myisha asked, wondering why
there was a difference.

“Bears in these parts are rarely found in low
lying areas, but higher up in the mountains.”

“It’s comforting to know.”

“But you never can tell. A bear might stray
off high ground and find its way down in these surroundings.”

After listening to there conversation,
Roscoe, pointed to the rifle on his shoulder, a rifle that could
throw a bullet a mile or more, and said, “Never fear, Myisha, the
Sheriff and I are loaded for bear.”

Although the knowledge of the palladia being
at their disposal comforted her somewhat, Myisha kidded, “Hope you
know how to shoot that pea shooter,” and then smiled.

“Won awards for expert shooting at the police
academy in upstate New York.”

“I get your point,” said Myisha. “No need to
beat your chest about it. The Tarzan bit is passé, played out eons
ago.”

The air around them was beginning to heat
up.

“All right you two,” said Sheriff Halyard.
“Enough of the cluck-clucking, and going at one another with your
claws out. Best we keep our eyes pealed and our ears open for the
unexpected.”

Myisha said, “You’re right Sheriff. “I
certainly don’t relish butting heads with someone that’s a—”

“All right already,” the sheriff interrupted,
instinctively scratching at the pilonidal cyst in the lower-back
region near the upper crease of his buttocks. “That’s quite enough,
don’t you think.”

Smiling with humor on their faces over the
sheriff scratching himself, the two looked at one another. They
agreed, and then went mum.

In hourly expectation of the rain stopping,
it ended as the sun peeped out from behind the clouds, as worms
resurfaced.

Some time later, they eventually left the
road, and began to walk along a beaten path.

Their clothes were still soaked as they came
upon a sun-drenched clearing. Not more than 200 yards set a
gray, weatherworn framed two-story
dwelling looking every bit stately, out at them, like some green
giant alone in the wilderness.

Too-too tiring, they soldiered on to the end
stopping at the front steps of the house.

Myisha gave out a profound sigh, weary from
the rigors of the toilsome journey.

Sheriff Halyard rapped his knuckles on the
white wooden door, saying in an amicable tone of voice, it’s
Sheriff Halyard, Awan. Are you home?”

Roscoe and Sheriff Halyard leaned their
rifles up against the house.

Within moments, the creaked door opened on
its hinges.

“I am happy you made it, sheriff,” Awan said,
forcing a smile.

Sheriff Halyard put out his hand to him,
shaking a calloused palm, toil-worn from working in the fields.

“Please, do come in.”

They stepped across the threshold entering
the living room, taking care in hanging up their waterproofs on the
coat rack to dry. Myisha also took off the rain hat.

Looking about Sheriff Halyard was the first
to speak. “What seems to be the problem, Awan?”

The smile on Awan’s face evaporated and then
replaced with a frown, as he said, “It’s my wife, sheriff”

Sheriff Halyard looked confused. “What about
her. Is the missy ill?”

“No. Not sick.”

“Then what seems to be the problem?” Sheriff
Halyard was stumped, hoping to have come there to help him to get
revenge on the imbeciles that had stiffed harmed his family.

“She’s awkward, quick with
child—anticipating.”

“There must be some mistake, Awan. You know
gosh darn well I am nowhere near to being a doctor. I am
sheriff…and that about rounds it up. You ought to have called doc
Elder. He’s—”

“On vacation,” Awan cut in.

Sheriff Halyard rubbed his straggly beard
with his hand. “Come to think, you’re right. Old man Elder
vacations this time most every year. Clearly skipped my mind, it
did.” The last time he paid the doc a visit, he noticed the
caduceus, the insignia symbolizing a physician, had fallen off the
front wall, and had rested in a dried up puddle right next to the
front door. From the looks of it, the staff had been there was a
period. He concluded that it might be a sign of how little the doc
cared about keeping things up.

“I realize you’re not a doctor, but can you
help her? She’s in a heap of pain.”

All of a sudden, the house filled with the
sound of painfulness, reverberating throughout.

The sound made Sheriff Halyard’s skin crawl,
wanting no parts of the parturition. He could not bear to hear a
woman in aches and pains. “Land sakes, don’t tell me she’s
expecting right—”

“She’s in the throes of childbirth. Sounds
like she’s about to drop,” said Roscoe. He quickly corrected
himself, by saying, “Pardon my poor choice of words.”

Awan nodded his forgiveness. “Can’t one of
you help my Leotie? I’m afraid if she doesn’t get help in time she
and the baby would die. With all respects to the baby, she’s all I
got. Without her, I doubt there’s anything else I have to live for.
I’ll kill myself were something to happen to her.”

Myisha sprung into action, rolling up her
sleeves, and giving orders, like doula—a said to be experienced in
childbirth, providing advice, and physical support. “Sheriff, why
don’t you take Awan outside and you two have a cigarette or two.”
She then motioned to Roscoe to follow her into the back
bedroom.

Leotie lay on the lumpy mattress with her
legs spread wide, grabbing at her stomach, prostrated with
shock.

“Thank god,” she cried. “You come to help
Leotie. Please hurry. My water just broke and I can feel the little
rascal pushing on my insides. This would be my first child. It’s
all new to me. Am I going to die? The pain is a killer.”

Myisha dashed to the bog and some other rooms
in the house, cobbling some things together, then returned, placing
a damp warm cloth on the beady forehead of Leotie. “Don’t you
worry, we’re here now. We will try to see that your baby comes into
this world okay.” She then gave instructions to Roscoe. He
accommodated by running and getting a pail of warm water and some
towels, along with some other stuff.

About a heart wrenching hour and a half
later, the house experienced the sound of new life.

Both Sheriff Halyard and Awan came rushing
into the room.

Her once enlarged stomach now a puerperal
depression, Leotie alighted on the item in question, as she held
the baby, cradling it and smiling into its face. “Awan, it’s a
preemie…born prematurely. And it’s a boy!”

Awan went and leaning over, he kissed first
his wife and then the baby, bonding.

Hailing from a humble, unprivileged
background, Awan turned with the baby in his arms and bowed to the
three of them. “I thank you and my wife thanks you. You three are
like guarding angles. I don’t know how I can ever repay you.”

The three of them just smiled profusely as
Awan turned and whispered words of loving gratitude to his
wife.

Myisha waved at Roscoe and Sheriff Halyard to
follow her out the room, plucking a sweet soft red fruit from a
punnet of strawberries perched on a shelf, then closing the door
behind them.

Shortly, and feeling as if his heart was
about to burst, Awan exited the room and approached Roscoe and
asked him to be the baby’s godfather, something that he humbly
agreed to.

Sheriff Halyard was also elated he was
fortunate in having helped to pitch the perfect gift to humankind
for his quondam—a sometimes friend.

They accepted Awan’s invitation to stay a few
days. It so happens, in such a short time all three errant
visitors, inured to arid years in suburbia, inured to straying from
the proper course or standards, gained knowledge of some Native
American shibboleths put in place over a course of many moons. Awan
brought out the traditional peace pipe, and then packed it with
some kinnikinnick, a smoking mixture of dried sumac leaves and the
inner bark of willow or dogwood, used by Native Americans as a
substitute for tobacco.

Awan, with an owlish and solemn air, had
said, “A friend of the sheriff is a friend of mind. Thanks to you,
my beloved Leotie will be prying open her housewife in a day or
two, stitching this and that back together, something she loves to
spend time doing.”

After staying there a few days, they said
there goodbyes to Awan and his wife and baby. All were happy the
child had a happy home, a healthy family, and a hopeful future.

As they started out, Sheriff Halyard said to
Myisha and Roscoe, “Let’s get back to the cruiser and see if we can
get that sucker working again.”

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 9

 


 


“One lucky SOB, don’t you think?”

Sheriff Halyard was at Memorial Hospital,
with his head, arms, and legs swaddled in bandages. He looked like
the mummy in an old-fashioned frightening movie. “Just was out
walking, when the scaffold at a building site tumbled down on me.
The doc says, according to witnesses, a falling scaffold plank
missed hitting me in the head by inches. My body took the blunt of
things. Lucky I wasn’t crushed to death. After further examination,
he said I have quiescent gallstones. Guess it means they won’t
cause me any trouble any time soon. He also says it’s too soon to
tell just how long I’ll be held up here. Just think, I’d have
cabbage galore in the bank if I had been more frugal. I could have
been off on some remote island soaking up some Vitamin D. And I
would have kept in mind that when the first warm days of spring
arrive I would have to resist the urge to make a lemming-like dash
to the beach for a suntan.” He chuckled. “Oh, you know I’m just
funning.”

The response was on the apex of his tongue.
“I know. Frankly Sheriff, before getting to you and finding the
room you are in, a doggone sorry behind nurse talked to me in a
patois that even Italians would have had difficulty in
understanding. I got disgusted and found my way here.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” said Roscoe. “Do you know if anyone
has notified the sheriff of the next county over? Sheriff Kelly, I
do believe.”

“Not yet.”

Roscoe was surprised to hear him say that. “I
don’t want to add anymore stress on you than you have already, but
don’t you think it’s about time someone did?”

Sheriff Halyard coughed and looked away.

“Well do you?” It was a question to place
fault, but of reason.

“Wanted to see what your response might be
first.”

“My what—?”

“You and I are a common denominator to each
other…a shared trait. We both are in law enforcement. I wanted to
know if you’re willing to stand in here for me until I’m back up on
my feet or a little longer.”

“Sheriff, do you realize what you’re asking
of me?”

“Through my aches and pains, I have
considered it. Bout you being my right arm, that is,” Sheriff
Halyard said, feeling Roscoe was the sort to show his leal duty to
him.

“You must know that’s a tall order.”

“Yep. In fact, the last deputy I had resigned
in a peevish pet, wanting to establish his own rules as a deputy,
such as, when to report to work, when to take lunch, when to knock
off. Oh, the guy was a dreamer. You on the other hand are a
different breed. That’s why I feel this job is gettable—all at your
fingertips. It is my considered opinion that you are a meister. In
deed, it fits you to a tee. And if you’ll pardon the expression, I
think you are like a puppy dog, a gentle and devotedly loyal
individual, a straight arrow. In addition, you have a knack to
acting nobly, speaking purely, and thinking charitably with ability
to toe-the-line. You have the courage of your convictions. One
special kind of person, far from the type that lack drive and
imagination, and without undue cruelty, be shelved. In addition,
the big macho tough guy angle sort of goes with the territory. Out
here, it’d serve you better if you were to put on a bold front. You
never can tell when some high and mighty hotheaded buster, with
curling lip, and towering rage, may come round bent upon testing
your courage. That’s just a bird’s eye view of some of things you
may have to deal with as thorp deputy. Then again, it’s your
choice—all up to you. I hope you’ll come on board. You will bring
new life and vitality to the department. And don’t worry, the job
don’t require you to strut around dressed in a gi, you know that
lightweight two-piece white garment worn in judo and other martial
arts. That sort of thing would be too off the mark. That would turn
you into the laughing stock of the thorp. It wouldn’t be fair to
you. All I ask is that you tend to the cruiser. The county paid
twenty-five-thou for it. Wouldn’t want to go back to them and ask
for more money. Like I said, I’m well aware the job I’m offering
you does not match your dreams, but I hope you’ll take the
offer.”

“That’s very considerate of you. But, god
Sheriff, there must be another way.” But on the other hand, deputy
or swamper, he had to admit it did indeed sound interesting and
beneficial. “I’ll take the position, sheriff.” It would be nowhere
near to the capstone or crowning achievement of his career, but at
least he didn’t have to deal with crimes committed in the Big
Apple. Some of the things he would miss are an occasional dinner at
Nobu, and the sound of the Ro-Ro’s horn blasting as it ferried
trucks and automobiles from Manhattan to Staten Island, and
likewise, grandparents holding hands in a New
York City subway train, their faces old and beautifully lined,
their gray heads almost touching. Meanwhile a quarter mile away,
there’s the sight of a young child sitting huddled on the steps,
her cheeks resting sullenly in her palms, half lost in a daydream,
half listening to what grownups were saying. About then, an elderly
woman shuffles slowly to a park bench and sits down heavily, her
thin gray ash-blond wig slightly askew, showing tuffs of
hair.

On the other end of the spectrum, there’s the
New York plagued with the here-and-there of the steel cages of the
skyscrapers, the hustle and bustle of the city life, and the
twenty-four-seven of flashing neon lights, already seemed to be
light years away.

Sheriff Halyard said, “Great. First off, I
have to tell you that one duty would be to make moonlit visage of a
many-streeted tangle of low, brick whitewashed buildings adjacent
to a bottle shop and a small grocery. You know the old saying, back
streets, somebody weeps, because no grass turns brown, or something
like that. I hope you’re not afeared of anything biting you.”

“Nah, don’t believe in that rubbish about
vampires.”

Sheriff thoughtfully said, “Speaking of
rubbish, there’s one location on your nightly routes with a
cul-de-sac high with rubbish.”

A nurse, with a mealy complexion, rolled a
wheelchair into the room.

She said to Roscoe, “You will have to leave
sir. It’s time for the patient’s sunbathing in the solarium.”

Sheriff Halyard said to him, “Look like I’m
lucking out on all the excitement Roscoe, but you go right on ahead
doing your job. If you’ll manage that, no one can ask for much
more. See you soon, have to get to the solarizing. Ah, just might
do these old aching bones some good after all. Might help me to
pull round and restored to good health. One never knows does one? I
don’t know. The quivering in my solar plexus seems to tell me
otherwise.”

An hour later, Roscoe was at the Sheriff’s
Office plowing and sifting through the rubbish in every drawer,
thinking how astounding the bumph accumulated even after a brief
absence, then depositing what was inapplicable down into the
circular file.

Esther, the console operator, came into the
office. “Good morning,” she said in a pleasant tone of voice.

“Morning, Esther.”

She smiled and went into the next cubicle and
sate down at the console to make phone calls, run tags and driver’s
licenses, and that sort of thing. Esther wore two hats: a
dispatcher and console operator.

Some minutes later, in rushed a frail man. “I
need the sheriff.” He was breathing heavily and excitedly.

Roscoe bluntly said, “The sheriff is
unavailable.”

“Unavailable? That can’t be.”

“Sorry sir, but it’s the truth.”

“What? Who are you?”

“I’m Roscoe, the new deputy here.”

“Are you serious? Oh, I’m Clem, Clem
Backwater.”

“As to serious, never been more—”

“You’ll do. Please come with me.”

“Where?”

“It’s just a block away.”

“Can you be more specific?” asked the deputy,
taking a stab at pumping him for more information, but sensing Clem
did not have much up there in his attic.

“It’s like this, Jack Henry is held up in old
man Kelly’s Stationary Shop over on Madison and Avery, with a store
clerk as his hostage.”

Roscoe walked to the gun rack and strapped on
a holster and gun. “Lead the way.”

Esther stood up and looked over the cubicle
with a look of cautious dismay. “Be careful, Roscoe.”

He nodded with what he hoped was a look of
humble confidence.

Minutes later, the two arrived at Kelly’s
Stationary Shop.

Clem shouted, “Hold your fire Jack. I got the
deputy with me and he wants to talk with you.”

Jack shouted, “It doesn’t make much
difference who in hell is out there with you. The fact is, my lying
bitch of a wife done up and split with some no-count sweet-talking
guy. I’m shot through and I can’t pay the rent. Out of a job—can’t
find work. Friends turned their backs on me. The whole thing got me
climbing the walls. What am I to do? No woman wants a man that’s
broke. To make matters worse, just today, the Social Services
Department hauled my kids away. There’s nothing else to live
for.”

Roscoe said, “Jack, if you can hear me, I’m
the new deputy in town. Hold your fire. I’m coming in.”

“Have you lost your mind?” said Clem. “Look,
I know the guy. We grew up together. He was always a little thick,
hard to get along with him. You heard. He’s got nothing to
lose.”

“I did. Do you have any other idea as to how
to rectify this situation?”

Clem brows bunched together in confusion.

“I thought so. Now, do yourself a favor and
step aside while I try to go in there and try to resolve this
matter.”

“Pardon me again deputy. But I still think
that man in there is far too dangerous for you to go in there
alone.”

“Appreciate your concern Clem, but as I told
you let me handle this thing my way and my way only.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure.”

“Well okay. Be careful. You seem like such a
nice guy, I would hate for something to happen to you.”

“You just stand on the side somewhere safe
just in case things get a bit more out of hand. Hopefully it
won’t.”

“I’ll keep my fingers crossed, okay?”

“Yeah. Why don’t you do just that?” Roscoe
patted him on the back, and then started to walk towards the shop
with his hands raised in the air.

Beads of sweat materialized round his
shoulder blades and crept slowly down his back. He was
uncomfortable. Some no doubt might feel what he was attempting to
do was a dumb thing to think about doing.

Unabated, without any reduction in nervous
tension and on the horns of a dilemma, Roscoe entered through the
front of the shop. He noticed right off the suspect with a gun
against the flat side of the head between the forehead and the ear
of the store clerk.

“That’s close enough. If you come to try to
talk me out of it, you’re wasting your time. Told you before, I
ain’t got a reason to keep breathing. So…”

Roscoe felt like he was now in the teeth of
the action, hoping to unknot the situation. “Calm down Jack and
just hand over the weapon. Okay, then let’s do it another way.” He
scratched his head.

“What way?”

“Let’s talk about it. Say if you were to kill
the clerk and me, then kill yourself, what would you have
accomplished. Both of us have done absolutely nothing to you. Just
think a moment about what I just said and you’ll see what I just
said to you makes a world of sense. So far, you have not harmed
anyone. Why not quit while you’re ahead and hand me the gun.”

After a sigh, Roscoe then said, “Mine me now,
it’s the second time I asked you nicely to hand over the weapon. As
I was saying, if you give up now, considering your hardship, and
with a large percentage of Americans out of work, the judge is sure
to go easy on you. You’ll almost sure to get no more than a year or
two. You get out and your kids are waiting. You can start living
again, breathing some clean free air. It can all happen if you just
put down the gun and release the clerk. Believe me, I have been
through a lot of misery too and had some thoughts of making someone
pay. But if I had done harm to someone, I would have been wrong,
dead wrong.”

Roscoe realized if he asked him again about
the gun, it would have been tierce he did it. He always believed in
the three strikes you’re out rule. “Come on now man, I’m asking you
nicely again to do as I ask you and hand over that pea
shooter.”

Jack bit his bottom lip and shook his
head.

Keeping his eyes on Jack’s trigger finger,
Roscoe saw the confused look in his eyes. And just when he thought
Jack would render difficult and discharge the gun, he said, “Oh,
what the heck, you’re right, this whole thing is senseless. I
surrender.” He held out the gun for Roscoe to take it.

Roscoe moved double-quick, seizing the gun,
freeing the hostage, and then cuffing the perpetrator.

A small phalanx had gathered outside the
store as all three came out.

“Here comes the fuzz. Looks like the hombre
deputy got a dab of daring after all,” shouted Oglethorpe,
dough-faced, at cross-purposes and a lion in the path standing at
the front of the crowd, sounding like he was some campbellite or
disciple of heroism.

Unburdened and at ease and refusing to go
crook, but wanting badly to give

Oglethorpe a “BUNCH OF FIVES,” Roscoe gave
the wet blanket the old heave-ho, refusing to widen breach or to
live like cat and dog. He thought Oglethorpe an insignificant,
selfish apple-polisher with delusions of grandeur.

Having accorded himself well, Roscoe,
hurriedly swished Jack, who by the way had offered him a
backhander, off to the jail in the next county where there was
progressive jail facilities. To keep the poor guy from falling
completely flat on his backside, he shoved the offer of the bribe
aside.



 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 10

 


 


Roscoe was just about to knock on Awan’s
front door, when he heard shouting coming from inside the house.
The attention he gave was absolute, as he put his ear to the door,
but was unable to hear anything clear enough. He decided to go to
the north side of the house, which had two windows. He looked
through the first window and saw a bearded colorless man holding a
knife to Awan’s neck.

“Told you....”

“What? What did you tell me?”

“You idiot, told you that I would be
back.”

“You didn’t tell me anything,” said Awan, his
hands tied together behind him.

“Oh, so you got a short memory. Is that
it?”

Awan’s body shook from fear. “Last time I
checked, my memory was fine.”

Hard-eyed and dispassionate, his captor
pushed on his shoulder with his hand.

“What’d we got here a wise guy?”

There was a terrible bloody wound on Awan’s
forehead, as though he had been struck with the butt of a gun.
“You’re the first I heard say that about me.”

“I see.”

“Yeah, just go.”

“Hey, Indian…”

“I’m not an Indian. I’m a Native
American.”

“So, you don’t like being called Indian,
huh?”

“Why should I…no more than you like being
called ofay.”

“Oh so now you’re a black person.”

“I told you I’m Native—”

“It’s a known fact that blacks are the only
ones that call a white person that.”

“What do you think I’m some stupid person?
I’m aware of that fact, but I’m also aware that I can call you ofay
if you call me an Indian. Both are offensive terms in case you
didn’t know.”

“Listen, wise guy, if you’re saying that I am
ignorant, I have a good mind to plug you right here where you sit,
and then go in there and get my share of that sexy savage of a wife
you got. My partner ought to be just about finish screwing her bout
now.”

Awan made an effort to stand up even tied to
the chair.

“Stay down!” shouted his assailant, striking
him over the head with the butt of his gun, causing more blood to
materialize from a new gash in the skin. “How you like them apples.
If you know what is good for you, you would stop giving me
backtalk. I crave whipping up on people since I was a third
grader.”

“Only a coward beats on someone with his
hands tie behind his back. Why don’t you untie me and haul your
butt out of here.”

“Hey, I’m giving the orders here.”

“Oh, so, now you’re some big chief.”

“I done told you to skip those wisecracks,
you savage.”

“All this time, and I’m still a savage?”

“You’re a savage and will always be one.”

“I would have thought by now—”

“Thought by now what, savage?”

“People like you would know better that’s
what.”

His assailant pushed the knife closer to his
skin. “I don’t care how long it was.”

“Apparently you don’t.”

“Listen smarty pants, “What I know is, you
come from a long line of savages, raping our pure innocent white
women and killing our men.”

“My family has not done anything against
you.”

“Really.”

“We are good honest hard-driving hardworking
people.”

“I couldn’t give hoot about your peoples
false hard-edged stories. You’re all Savages and lazy to me.”

“I don’t care what you say. I know my people
as a whole has always been very hard working.”

“Now that’s where you’re wrong chief. The
facts are, from reservation to reservation you are nothing but
alcoholics, on welfare, and living off the system.”

“That does not imply all Native Americans are
doing that.”

“Those are the facts Indian. The United
States government says it. I say they are and that’s all that
matters.”

“Who appointed you magistrate, judge and
jury?”

He laughed a silly laugh. “Why of course, I
appointed my own self. Isn’t that how things are done these days?
Presidents fixing elections and mayors hiding down in basements
while towers tumble to the ground.”

“Just because they were corrupt doesn’t mean
you have to be. People stole this land from my people and been
stealing every since.”

“Are you saying I steal from people?”

“Stealing is ingrained in your nature. Thank
god for the honest white people here in the U.S.”

“Look Indian, my partner and I killed your
first wife and kid before this, and now after he’s through, we’re
gonna finish you all.”

“Kill me, but please spare my wife and
child.”

“Give me one reason why I ought to do that.
Your wife and kid, I mean.”

“I just want you to spare them. If there’s
any decency in you, you would spare them.”

“So, I’m not decent. Is that how you see
me?”

“What other way can I see you. You broke in
here, beat me up, and terrorized all of us. There can be no other
explanation.”

“So, you are one of them educated
Indians.”

“I finished high school, if that’s what you
are implying.”

“Hot dog, you mean to tell, I get the chance
to kill me one of them educated savages. Wait till my folks hear
about this. Boy they gonna be so proud of me.”

Awan shouted to him, “Let my wife and kid go
you contemptible turd.”

His assailant struck him hard on his head,
knocking him out.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 11

 


 


Roscoe heard what to him sounded like a
woman’s scream. He crouched low to the ground and inched his way to
the next window.

There on the bed lay Awan’s wife Leotie. She
was naked with her legs spread, as her assailant was on top of her,
raping her.

Her assailant’s body jerked and then he
rolled off her.

Leotie jumped up off the bed before her
assailant could grab her. She wasted no time getting out the room
and running past her other assailant, opening the door, and running
out into the light, hunted from her own very home.

“Well I’ll be a monkey’s uncle,” shouted the
bearded man, running out the door behind her, falling to the
ground, doing a number on his knee, only to get up to continue the
chase. “Come back here you savage. When I get up to you I’m gonna
do what my partner Tim did to you. I want my share of Indian pussy.
And by god I’m gonna get it.”

Out back was rickety barn and Leotie ran to
it, opening and locking the door behind her. She was extremely
frightened, as she cried and cried. She did not know if her husband
Awan was alive or dead. She prayed to the man upstairs for
help.

“I saw you go in here, you savage,” shouted
her pursuer.

“Go away and leave us alone.”

“I can’t do that.”

“Yes you can.”

“Not until I get all we came here for.”

“What’s that?” Her heart was pounding in her
chest.

“The money.”

“We told you where the money is. Just take it
and go.”

“No yet.”

“Why not?”

“There’s a little something else.”

“What else in god’s name do you want?”

“Pussy.”

“No. Please leave. I’m no slut. I love my
husband.”

“It doesn’t matter whether he knows or not.
He’s to die and so will you if you don’t open this door this
instant.” The tone in his voice was becoming desperate.

He went and got a shovel leaning up against
the side of the barn.

He beat on the door with it opening a hole
about big as a fist. As she screamed inside, he stuck his arm
through and pushed the lack up. Pushing open, he rushed inside.

He found her hiding behind a bail of hay. He
forced her over onto her back. Then after prying her legs apart, he
took out his manhood. Just then, and after he was hit two times on
the back of his head with a grub hoe, he was rendered dead to the
world.

Roscoe helped her up to her feet, took off
his jacket, and put it around her shoulders.

“You wait here. There’s one more.”

“Please Roscoe don’t leave me, I’m
afraid.”

“You will be all right if you stay put. Don’t
come out no matter what happens until I call.”

He closed the door and rushed back to the
house, keeping his eyes open for any sudden surprises.

Once there and positioning himself on the
side of the house, he yelled to the other assailant. “This is the
deputy sheriff. Come out with your hands up.”

“You come in and get me,” the assailant
shouted.

“Your partner’s dead. I killed him. Don’t
force me to do the same to you.”

“I’ll come out if you take the woman and
child and go. That should give me enough of a head start.”

“Can’t do that, I just can’t.”

“Why, cops make deals with criminals almost
every day.”

“I’m not one of them.”

“What’d you want money. That can be
arranged.”

“How much you got?”

“That’s more like it.”

“How much?”

“Two grand…we got that from a bank we robbed
yesterday. We still got a deal?”

“Nope.”

“What the heck. You telling me you are going
soft and will welsh on the deal already? That’s bad ethics.”

“I don’t give a damn about your kind of
ethics.”

“So, I guess we’re back to square one, eh,
half breed?”

“You said it.”

“Hold your fire. I’m coming out.”

“That’s awfully wise of you. Come out with
your hands above your head. No smart stuff or I’ll drill you full
of hot lead.”

The assailant came out with his hands held
high.

Roscoe walked up to him with his gun pointed
at him. “A couple of months and you will have a new misery. If
you’re lucky, you’ll get the needle.”

The assailant smiled. “I’m just bout as lucky
as that naked savage approaching.”

Roscoe turned his head to look over his
shoulder to tell Awan’s wife something. At that very second, the
assailant reached behind his back to grab his gun.

Sensing it was a trick Roscoe spun back
around and fired his gun, striking the assailant twice in the
chest.

The perp had a look of surprise on his face
as his body crumbled to the ground.

Roscoe knelt down on one knee and checked his
assailants pulse. Getting no pulse, he got up and trekked back to
the barn to get Awan’s wife.

Shortly, Roscoe and Leotie untied Awan.

Just then, the baby started crying.

Leotie said, “Please excuse me, it’s clear my
services are needed elsewhere.”

Roscoe smiled and bowed his head. “Go right
ahead. Awan and I have some things to do.”

She left and went to tend to the crying
child.

Awan said, “I don’t know how to thank you.
You saved us and now we are rid of those devils once and for
all.”

“It was my pleasure. That’s why I am a lawman
to help rid the scum from god’s green earth.”

They went outside.

Around nine that night, and having buried
both assailants up in the hills, they returned.

After cleaning up, they eat dinner at the
kitchen table, chatting.

Awan and Leotie insisted he stay for the
night and leave in the morning.

About an hour later, Roscoe’s head hit the
pillow on the straw filled tick. Brushed, he was not surprised that
he missed Penelope. He wondered if she missed him too and was
lonesome.

Outside thunder sounded and then came the
rain.

He wondered if it was raining back home.

From his window in the loft, he saw bolts of
lightning streak across the sky. When he was a child, he would hide
beneath the bed every time there was thunder and lightning. Even
sometimes now, he would be uncomfortable in bad weather. He laughed
to himself, thinking how childish it was of him to be afraid of
thunder and lightning. But he knew he had every right to be
cautious even in bad weather.

He found himself restless and tried to
palliate the boredom, by conjuring up visions of Leotie in a state
of undress. As he felt his manhood becoming excited, shamefully, he
tore his mind away and thought of Penelope. Within seconds, he
started to masturbate himself, wishing she were there to assist him
in his hour of need.

His chest rose as his desire increased,
stroking his manhood all the while. With the aid of the
cross-pollination of fantasy and realism, he ejaculated, the fluids
spilling onto the rag held in his other hand.

His breathing was heavy, as his pulse
decreased.

Not long afterwards, satiated, he fell off to
sleep.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 12

 


 


Once the 11:54 had steamed into the station,
a subterranean network the round equivalent of a baker’s dozen got
off, and walked through the long corridors to the luggage claim
section.

Mesmerized with the sounds of clunky conveyor
belts, Roscoe was there waiting for their arrival.

“See you guys made it alright,” said Roscoe,
shaking their hands, not missing one, and then noticing all were
sweaty-palmed, he chalked it up to the anticipation and their
wishing with confidence of fulfillment in their mission.

The oldest, and the most talented golden boy,
of the group wearing spectacles, was Jake, with graying sideburns
and salt-and-pepper beard, said to Roscoe, “After having gone
through hell and hot water together, a pack of pachyderms couldn’t
keep us from coming here.” His statement was a categorical
imperative, all of a moral obligation that was unconditionally
binding. “How say we all.”

As one man, they gave out a synchronized,
“Right-O, sir.”

In all truth, Jake’s underlings did not
cotton to all the attention he was getting. With his peculiar
vacillation between reticence and candor, he cherished the
experience of snapping his fingers and having his underling to hop
to it.

Within an hour, they were at Roscoe’s
gaff.

They were outback passing guns and ammo
around to each person with the exception of Roscoe. He would not be
taking part in the mission.

Armed to the teeth, Jake held a sawed-off
rifle in one hand and a bowie knife in the other. Strapped on his
side were several volatile pineapples. “I’m ready for the hunt.
This ain’t gonna be no paintball exhibition, not a game in which
participants simulate military combat using air guns to shoot
capsules of paint at each other. What do you say, Roscoe, think
we’re ready?”

Roscoe looked at the men, some armed with
rifles, some with grenade launchers, and one with a bow and arrow.
They all looked as if they were hot at readying themselves for a
commando operation full of blood and danger, their bravado akin to
the inimitable Mr. T’s renowned four-word phrase, “I pity the fool
who gets it in his mind to mess with anyone of us.”

“Just one blast from a grenade launcher,
heck, the idiot will shit bricks and run scarce with his darn tail
tucked in,” said Jake.

Laughter broke out between all the men…until
they heard a mighty roar. Or was it a roar. It may have come from
the sound of thunder.

“What in god’s name was that?” Jake asked,
his eyes staring toward Glacier Point.

The rest of the men were also dumfounded. It
was as if an unstoppable warrior clove through their ranks.

Roscoe had been in a brown study, absorbed in
his thoughts. But after hearing the noise and hearing the question
Jake had just posed, he then looked up toward Glacier Point. “Your
guest is as good as mine, friend. But my thing is: believe nothing
of what you hear, only half of what you see.”

After suspiring…drawing in a long deep
breath, Jake patted his rifle. “Two blasts from this oughtta quiet
him down and get him to quaking in his boots. No matter what, it
soon will not be forgotten he had faced the single finest fighting
force ever assembled in these parts.”

“Yeah,” the men said in one voice.

“I don’t know. My gut tells me that once you
embark on a course of action, it may prove to be more unexpectedly
difficult,” Roscoe speculated.

Jake pushed his spectacles further up the
bridge of his nose, looked at Roscoe, and said, “Think so?”
sounding like an aid-de-camp—or more accurately, like a military
officer acting as a confidential assistant to a senior officer.

Roscoe nodded his head. “Funny.”

“What’s so funny?” Jake asked. He did not
cotton as to what Roscoe was trying to say.

“It is kinda funny, actually,” said Roscoe.
“To think that the people here don’t make so much noise, so you
will find the government doesn’t have us to study. The irony is
they need to be snooping around up their on Glacier Point. I got a
hunch, there’s definitely something fishy going on up there in them
there parts. It’s like having a tiger by the tail. One thing that
is good to know is there’s no timeline on this assignment.”

“Don’t fret there buddy,” said Jake,
confident. “We gotta show the rascal who is the boss and we’re not
to be trifled with.”

Jake’s men frivolously cried out in unison,
“Yeah, we will not trifle—life is too short.”

They stood snuffing up the keen cool air,
looking off-and-on up at Glacier Point.

Jake exclaimed, “Can you imagine if that
klutz up there on that mountain escapes…the world is over. Pf!,
like that. After all, all of us here are occidentals, and from the
sound of it, whatever that was, surely doesn’t sound like anything
from this region. We have to remedy the situation. What I mean is
lethal control. Waste’im.”

“Yeah,” his men said all together.

Jake put his hand behind his ear. “Can’t hear
you, I can’t. Want you men to sound off like you got a pair of
balls winging down there.”

“Yes Sir!” the men hollowed their reply.

“Well, it does sound like we got some real
men here, don’t you think Roscoe?”

Roscoe was impressed. “I would certainly say
so.”

“All right men, gather up the gear and we’re
off to see the wizard.”

The men screamed eagerness and went straight
to their task as instructed.

“So, Roscoe, give me the low-down on what’s
going on up there on that big rock.”

“Do you really wanna know what I think?”

“Why certainly.”

“Why don’t you and I get off our feet?”

They set down in some chairs on the
patio.

“This isn’t going to be some lame ass thing
about who get the rights to that big chunk of rock?” Jake
asked.

“Nah, nothing of the sort…the long story
short is, when last I was up there, I came damn pretty close to
losing my life.”

“How many were there?”

Roscoe laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

He stopped laughing. “I’m not laughing at
you. It’s just that—”

“What hombre?”

“It’s that every time I tell what happened I
get this blank look and then a denial.”

“That’s usually a natural reaction.”

“I know.”

“Then why are you disappointed?”

“Oh. Believe me, I am no longer
disappointed.”

“Then what else is the reason then.”

“Ah, nothing I guess.”

“You guess?”

Roscoe slapped at the back of his neck. “Damn
these pesky mosquitoes.”

“It is nice and quiet down here. Then there
are the mosquitoes you have to deal with here.”

He slapped at another one that came close to
stabbing him on the arm.

“Looks like the bugs are after you.” Jake
chuckled.

“You can laugh all you want too. You stay
here long enough you’ll sure to get your share of bites.”

“I suppose they are in the millions down here
in warm weather,” said Jake, looking up toward the mountain.

“As I was saying, I was not attacked by a
human.”

“So, it was a bear.”

“No, it was something else.”

“Then it must have been one of those wild
hungry wolves.”

“Not that either.”

“My god man, I just practically went threw
the annuals of animals that exist on practically all mountains. I
can’t imagine it was anything else.”

“I can.”

“Good for you. But that’s just your
imagination.”

Roscoe’s face then took on a serious look. “I
saw it with my own eyes.”

“Do tell. Now you’re gonna claim you saw
Casper the Friendly Ghost.” He chuckled again.

“I’m serious.”

“Now, tell me what you really saw.”

“It was furry and huge, about eight feet
tall.”

“Eight feet! When was your last exam?”

“What exam?”

“Your eyes tested.”

Roscoe’s eyes squinted. “I would say bout a
year ago.”

“There you have it.”

“My eyes are okay.”

“That’s what we all say, until we get them
checked again and fine that we need a pair of glasses.”

“I’m telling you what I saw even a blind man
could see.”

“I am not saying you are crazy, but how bout
we put in a call to the loony bin and tell them that same
line?”

“See there, now you’re actually making fun of
me.”

“What, because you just told me you saw a
furry hairy thing every bit eight feet tall and I think it’s
comical?”

“That’s right.”

“Heck man, who wouldn’t feel as I do. Look,
I’m here to help both you and the sheriff get rid of the scum
running round killing people up there. Unless I’m mistaken that’s
how you put it on the phone to me up in New York. Am I right or am
I wrong?”

“You are right.”

“There. I like a man that speaks the
truth.”

“Are you implying you now have your doubts
about me because of what I claim to have happened?”

“No, my fellow detective that is not what I
am saying.”

“What are you saying then?”

“Let’s just keep to the point.”

“All right—the point is a big hairy half man
half beast could have killed me up there if it had not gotten its
big foot caught in a bear trap.”

“Hold it right there. Our problems may no
longer exist if what you say is true that there is a creature up
there. Not that I believe any of it though.”

“Are you saying it may be dead?”

“Why not, animals die everyday in the wild.
On that basis, wouldn’t count out that possibility.”

“Looks like the men are ready,” said
Roscoe.

The two then got up and walked over to the
rest of the men.

Sadly, all would soon discover that their
assumptions were terribly out of whack.

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 



Chapter 13

 


 


As Jake and the baker’s dozen arrived at
Glacier Point, darkness was beginning to set in with a thin scrim
of fog covering the surroundings. Then in a high-handed absolute
manner, he said, “Alright fellows you know the drill. On the
double, and get things set up.”

The men did just that, setting up tents,
digging trenches, and marking off the perimeter of the encampment
and ammo stashed in separate tents. They would take turns rotating
their shifts throughout the night. They wanted to be prepared for
anything and everything. Even for the unexpected.

With the exception of the appointed guard,
the men bedded down by eight that night. Things were on the quiet
side only sounds of the night were present.

Somewhere round 3 am, the night exploded with
gunfire waking the rest of the men.

Jake exited his tent and called out, “What in
the dickens is all the shooting about?”

Danny, the one that did the shooting, ran to
the center of the encampment, breezing heavily. “I couldn’t believe
my eyes, Jake. The thing must have been ten feet or more. Hairy as
can be. And those eyes…they were the scariest eyes I ever laid eyes
on.”

“Calm yourself guy,” said Jake, sounds to me
you have been drinking. You know damn well that is not the
protocol. We—”

“Ain’t had a drop, Jake, my hand to god. That
thing was like surreal.”

“How many shots you managed to get off at
this whatchamacallit?”

Danny thought for a moment. “I would say
about seven or eight.”

“Did you hit anything?”

“I had him in my sight so I must have hit
him, but the damn thing kept coming like he was impregnable. I damn
near thought I was a gonna, until the thing stopped short in his
tracks and looked around as if he was listening to something. Then
before I knew it, it was gone. All I heard was the snapping of tree
limbs and then nothing. It was as if the thing was not real.”

Jake said, “Alright guys we’ve had our fun
for the night. If it is as Danny say it is, I doubt it’ll come back
this way tonight. Why don’t you relieve Danny for the rest of the
night, Kelvin?”

“If that thing comes cross my path, I’ll sure
nought neutralize it,” Kelvin said, taking the gun and ammo from
Danny and started to patrol the camp.

The men breathed a sigh of relief and slipped
back into their tents, all with their minds filled with
curiosity.

The next day the baker’s dozen extended their
perimeter, as seven of them going off in one the direction and the
rest going off in the opposite direction.

The group consisted of Jake, Kelvin and Danny
and some others. They were now along the edge of a cliff with the
river down below.

Suddenly, Danny said, “There…by the water. It
looks—”

“Like a baby gorilla,” said Jake, “or
something of that sort. He looks like half boy half animal.”

The baby giant was tumbling on the edge of
the water, jumping about and having fun. He looked every bit
harmless.

“Ah, ain’t he a cute little fellow?” said
Kelvin.

“I got the little bugger in my sights,” said
Danny, aiming his gun and firing before the rest could stop him.
The bullet struck the little creature right between the eyes,
causing it to fall flat on its face into the water.

The atmosphere, suddenly leavened with
jubilation, not all were celebrating.

“Damn you Danny, you were not given orders to
shoot,” Jake shouted, blessing him out for his thoughtless bumbling
intervention.

“Yeah Danny, the little thing wasn’t harming
anybody,” said Kelvin with a slight grin.

Danny shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,
just wanted to see the thing jump. After all, it was just an
animal. I realize it’s not worth brownie points.”

Jake looked at him with an angry look. “I
believe you don’t recognize what you just did, do you? Don’t
answer. You don’t. Now you done gone and put every last one of our
lives in jeopardy.”

“What? Are you trying to say that that thing
I saw last night belongs to this little creature?”

“Yeah, Danny, that’s what I’m saying,” said
Jake.

“I think you’re wrong their Jake. The
creature last night had a white belly. As you can see this baby
giant’s belly is black.”

“We’re not talking about picking four leaf
clovers to see which one it’ll be…not at all, far from that. I
didn’t believe you last night, but I believe you now. Judging from
the size of that little sucker there in the water, the mother or
father must be huge. I suggest we get the other guys, pack up and
haul ass out of here.”

They went back and joined up with the rest
and trekked back to camp, looking around with caution, their
fingers on their triggers, their faces blanched with fear.

The men had been in many tight spots but
never one of this magnitude.

There came this great loud cry, sounding like
a hundred wounded animals, making the men’s skin crawl. From the
sound of it, it would be out for blood at every turn. The men knew
it was not wise to turn a death ear.

It was now night and dark. Once they broke
camp, they were under attack as they started to leave. There were
no bullets coming at them, it was boulders thrown at them.

The men, with a courageous effort, clutched
their weapons, raced from tree to tree, then yelled their battle
cry, and met the enemy, face to face.

Danny was the first one struck, the boulder
crushing his skull. Kelvin was the next, two boulders smashing his
body to bits. The men continued to fire their weapons, but could
not shoot at what they could not see. The assault went on and on
until every last one of the men lay dead.

There came a loud sound in the night,
sounding like one hundred angry men beating on their chest. Soon
after, the night lay still—deathlike.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 



Chapter 14

 


 


No sooner had Sheriff Halyard finished his
minestrone soup—consisting of a thick soup containing vegetables
and pasta, Roscoe walked in the door.

After they greeted each other, Roscoe sate,
his rump fitting the chair to the tee.

He had taken the Sheriff up on playing a
round of golf and had gotten to the point where he now played golf
every weekend in tandem, raking up old gossip all the while.

As the sun angled into Sheriff Halyard’s
sunlit dining room, he scrooched forward on his chair, and
scratched at some prickly whiteheads on his arm—some small whitish
lumps in the skin due to retention of keratin in an oil gland
duct—also called milium.

Sheriff Halyard was sitting in his jammies—on
limed oak dining furniture, when he perpended, and cast his mind
harking back to an earlier time, launching into an impromptu
true-to-life accounting, telling a tale of trouble and torment,
saying to Roscoe, “You must understand in that period a log cabin
connoted hard luck. Down the arches of the years, those times are
graven on my memory. To begin, there was this old man, name of
Clancy McBride, a perpetual right good old guy, stricken in years
with frank ulceration. He and his wife Ashland, a happily married
Darby and Joan, lived up on Glacier Point, a star route, for as
long as I can remember. I rightly can’t say exactly where bouts on
the Point they lived, just never needed to know. She loved and
admired her dour, monotonic husband, as he did her. They were
people for whom gold held no allure. They were not stuff shirts and
categorically decent down to earth people. Every Tom, Dick, and
Harry that would cross their path, they would cotton too; they
would give them the moon. They held life in high esteem.”

It was fitting he should reply, as Roscoe
then said, “It sounds like they were good folks.”

“Damn straight they were. And as to his
goody-two-shoe wife, she had been a schoolteacher or a schoolmarm,
prim, strict, and brisk in manner. After coming down with milk
leg—a painful swelling of the leg after giving birth—caused by
thrombophlebitis in the femoral vein, and in rude health, she
retired to her home.”

Sheriff Halyard paused to catch his
breath.

He then continued. “She could not retread her
career if she had wanted to, because, after a period of time, her
bones were porous, as if the virus or causative organism were
consuming them. Her husband, a road warrior, had started a
business, and grew it successfully by working from home doing home
delivery shoe repair. He had previously traveled for a shoe company
through Mississippi. Most held a high regard for him. A few thought
of him as a daring, adventurous, and sometimes reckless person.
More precisely: a shrewd and buccaneering businessman.”

“There were some who believed him to be a
strict disciplinarian—and wouldn’t hesitate in knocking the
stuffing out of a fractious child that was his git. Heavens forbid
if their kid were to act out. If the kid did, he would not waste a
minute to leather him good. Strange as it seems, to toughen the
resolve of his kid, he mandated he consume a morsel of crow at
least once a week. Don’t ask don’t tell. As the father grew older
and turning to alcohol, he could be a cantankerous old fossil at
times. A feather he had in his cap is that he was reliable. If only
the weather were that reliable. He had a deep concern his kid not
be brought up as cheap Irish. He had thought it important he be
thought of as classic, ‘lace-curtain’ Irish.”

Sheriff Halyard paused strategically before
he spoke again. “Their son grew to a right big fellow. If memory
serves me right, the fellow’s name was Master Larkin. Loved hunting
and fishing and was not the quiet sort. Those that knew him, was
aware that his nature was rude, noisy, and aggressive, every bit of
a yob boy. Old enough to know where bees are, there is honey. It
wasn’t before long he got to hugging and kissing a demoiselle. It
so happens, she was one of the Richmond girls, a few above
subteen—of narrow circumstances—, which use to live on Tipper
place. The two had been secretly seeing each other for a couple of
months. Then one day he wandered off to thorp. It was on that day
that Elba Richmond, the little snip, was pedaling an old
broken-down bicycle around thorp, acting childish with an
irresistible giggle, the type three drinks and she’s yours like
some loose prostie. She was starry-eyed, golden-tressed, peroxide
blond, and a pretty empty headed permissive little thing, a case
for a headshrink stat. Born into a numerous family, and with the
capacity of a mouse’s spatial memory, she was too soppy for Master
Larkin’s adventurous games. And with the devil of OLD NICK in her,
she was outta school before she turned fifteen—a scheming,
manipulative little beast. That child, with her plump thighs,
exaggerated hips, and minuscule waist was growing up too fast;
rumor had it she was sandwiched between two burly men in the back
of a car, giving one oral sex while giving the other a hand job.
Master Larkin caught her, on one of the town’s mean street off
Route 66 getting her kicks, with her high-spirited promiscuous
immorality. Though he had a box seat, lucky for him, the raised
disk on the retina at the point of entry of the optic nerve, which
lacked visual receptors created a blind spot preventing him from
seeing her move her hand away from massaging one of the guy’s
genitals.”

“Obviously there story book romance was in
jeopardy. After some words passed between them, his words to her
were hesitant, owing to a stammer, of unadulterated advice, ‘If I…
were you…I…would not do that.’ Contrarily, and knowing Larkin would
sass, and with an amoral attitude to sex, she was all goo with
sickly sentiment, as her mind raced per second per second. And
making every effort to role-play a shy person, her nature was to
look out for number one. It was easily made clear when she
surprised him by sounding as if she wished he were there, by saying
to him in a trice, ‘I was trying to act as if you were watching,
Larkin. I knew you were not here, but it seemed so. It felt as
though you were here. I was turned on by my doing things to them.
I’ve just I’m surprised at the fact that I done it. You caught me
red-handed foolishly carrying-on. Don’t know why I do things like
that. I just don’t. Maybe there’s something wrong with me. Please
say you understand. I’ll try not to do it if you don’t want me to.
Say something Larkin, I’m so confused that I don’t know where I’m
going; only god knows where I’ve been.’ She was probably adding
details to spice up the story. Little did she know the wheels she
was putting into motion. But despite her efforts, the kid shook his
head in disapproval. The situation was a complete conundrum, the
answers too far to seek. Overall, everything considered a confusing
and difficult problem. He is quite a big fellow than she is. The
feeling was numbing, as if being deceptively hocused. And wishing
he had a gun, his temper exploded like a sizzling discharge between
sky and turret, blasting out the words before shambling onward,
‘Shame on you Elba. You suppose to be my bird—my girlfriend. And
here you are pigging and playing footsy with a bunch of guys. I
heard rumors, but discounted them. It ain’t right and you know it.
This whole thing stinks to high heavens. I gotta get outta here.
Need time to think.’ The one thing he was sure of was she was
definitely not a filly that would finish first. He muttered to
himself, ‘Poor thing, she is going the wrong way fast, and even
more so the pity is, she can be a sweet creature at times.’”

“Still could happen, Larkin,” she allowed
indifferently. It was as though she had forgotten all the details
already—as if she had a mind like a sieve. She then lowered her
head in disgrace, groveling in self-pity.

Some may say habit grows on a person. Were
one to have ventured to ask Larkin about such a statement, he might
have said, “Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious,” meaning I
suppose.

“He paid her no mind and instead said to the
two men, ‘for shame, not even the devil a man of you stirred
himself over it.’ A tiny voice in his cranium whispered, ‘Johnny,
get your gun and kill them all. Do this now, lest you be harried
later.’”

 “The more ruffianly
element in the chariot was cracking up, in stitches, laughing their
heads off over the whole thing. One of the men thrasonically
shouted out to Larkin, “‘Listen boyo can’t you see your brabbling
is for nought. That tootsie of yours or would-be Marilyn Monroe
thinks she is hot shit. She is hot all right. The thing is, to her
you’re nothing but her boy toy.’”

“Were Larkin to have taken the wise guys up
on their arrogant braggadocio, he would have let his hotheaded
apprehension kill the unseen good old man he could possibly be some
day.”

“Different strokes for different folks. And
speaking of her precious mother, she was another work of
art—definitely on the corny side. It’s said, if her husband didn’t
buy a bushel of vegetables each week, she’d spit on him. Ain’t it
the most goddamned?”

Roscoe shook his head. “Were I he …. skip
that.”

The Sheriff went on to say, “It was Master
Larkin’s choice to cleave to Elba. He ended up knocking her up.
That was too bad for him, because now he was destined to get a
chilly reception from a father that was steady and rather stuffy.
You can believe it when I tell you Elba’s father couldn’t wait to
stick his beak in, and in a snit, he was eager for the boychick to
step out of the shadows. Once he had, her father didn’t grudge
Larkin time and went nonlinear on him, determined to have the boy’s
world crashing about his ears. To his opinion, the boy’s argument
was thin gruel, perfectly lacking significance. Obviously, she was
her father’s obsession.”

All ears, Roscoe said, “I know the type,
usually not receptive to new or unusual ideas and behavior;
conventional and narrow-minded. They seem to know quite a lot about
the situation.”

Sheriff Halyard nodded. “I was not
eavesdropping, I just have active ears! Well, anyhow, as marriage
was concerned—and overall—wedlock would be a padlock to Master
Larkin. If they hitched, they would have married as young impulsive
teenagers. He only wanted to be free and, not go around the bend or
bend his knee, saddled with a wife and kid. As to his parents, they
would brook no criticism of their son Larkin, and refused to take
part in any ping-pong of absurdist dialogue with Elba’s father.
With Larkin under their wing, and with their taking in account the
Richmond family’s social standing did sit below the salt, close to
cash-strapped and pinching pennies and an alms handout, they pushed
the thorn deeper, classifying Elba’s claim as a pack of lies,
insisting the matter be adjudicated in family court.”

“Old man McBride stood-in as representative
for his son Larkin, because every firm he knew had entire wings of
lawyers greasing skids. Right off the bat, when the case first
started, the judge let on to them that he was holding this trial
behind closed doors in the public weal. When it was his turn to
expound in detail, the poor girl’s father stood up before the court
and said to his daughter Elba in a patronizing voice, ‘Don’t be
frightened, my precious. You’re a decent good-hearted girl.” His
head then swiveled on his neck to focus his eyes on Mr. McBride
Senior, and with a modicum of tack, said to him, “Lest your
children be born slugs of cold flesh, I say to you and that no
count brat of yours, pay me!’ He then launched into a tirade of
personalities—disparaging remarks about the McBride family.”

“The judge hurriedly put a stop to it and
ordered Richmond not to stray off course again or there definitely
would be consequences he’ll have to face for defaming the McBride’s
name. Also, during the trial it emerged that Richmond’s sweet
little innocent daughter Elba had been suffering from a rare
personality disorder. Irrespectively of the evidence against their
case, the judge ruled in the Elba’s favor awarding them a boxcar
figure. The case concluded. Master Larkin’s parents, for all
practical purposes, were virtually bankrupt and unable to stump
something up like a large sum of money. Knowing he couldn’t get
blood from a turnip, and even more stumped his darling of a
daughter had become intimate with a constipated deadpan fellow like
Master Larkin, her father, raised with the view if you want a thing
done well, do it yourself, said to Larkin, ‘I might have known it
was you. If you weren’t a McBride, I could almost like you.’ He
chuckled crazily, milking the joke for all its worth.”

Or was it a joke? As a rule, people don’t
joke about name calling. So, might he be….

Sheriff Halyard continued. “The poor kid
pleaded to the father, ‘If only Elba were here, then she would
speak up. It is critical that I see her, Mr. Richmond.’”

Perhaps it wasn’t the fact his last name was
McBride, but that his boyish appearance may have militated against
his getting into the man’s favors.

“Elba’s father then threatened, ‘It’s not
going to happen. And seeing that you are a

McBride, Bang, Bang! You’re dead, you wet
behind the ears milksop.’ There was malice in his tone. He meant
every word, actually threatening to blow the kid off the face of
the earth. His carrying on scared the kid so much, Larkin ran
before the father could fletch his—you know what!—and blast him to
kingdom come, with both barrels.”

“Both Master Larkin’s parents were adamant
that that not happen. Even with their support, you never can really
tell what goes on in a kid’s mind.”

“Over a barrel and his back to the wall,
Master Larkin quickly recognized it’s hardly child’s play when a
boy knocks a girl up.”

“It was an auspicious moon above, as Larkin,
feeling the weight of the albatross round his neck and he would
just as lief eat a pincushion than marry her, with gripsack in
hand, went on a hegira, galloping outta here like a shower of shit.
He then joined the army—that armed force some soldiers with a
strong allegiance consider the ain’t-it-awful club.”

“I always felt that a young man, and the
operative word is young, should go into the armed services at
around seventeen. He had managed his escape by a canvas—by a small
margin. Throughout the time, he was away, the catchpenny
newspapers, a tribunal of public opinion, and notorious for using
sensationalism or cheapness for appeal, and trespassing the bounds
of good taste at times, was milking the story for every possible
drop of drama. I would think the kid’s ears were burning, and were
no doubt subconsciously aware of talk bandied about back home. On
the night of his departure, his father had said to his wife, “To
efface himself, that is, to become inconspicuous, our son must have
gone through by willow creek.”

Sheriff Halyard sighed for a moment or two.
“Well, anyway, after many moons his odyssey of being a military man
ended and he returned home, a thoroughbred soldier, to face the
brave new world. Needlessly to say, his medals made a brave show.
But, injured in the war, even a worm will turn. What the boy had
done, running away and all, was essentially a good thing for the
thorp. In his absence, many people—operating sub rosa—were the kind
of people who believed if modern business people were not able to
hold a drink, grab a bite, shake hands and extract a business card
all at the same time, the commercial world would slowly stop,
changed their views. They then took a stand against the
unacceptable face of social drinking, vulgarity and profanity,
keeping green the memory of the things that helped the town to
prosper. Further, most had hoped, should he return, he might feel
he had been somewhere so long as to seem he was no longer a part of
the furniture. Then the unthinkable happened. There came the fact
that Larkin would be arriving earlier then expected. The story was
that he had fallen in with bad company and cashier with a
dishonorable discharge. They would soon learn the boy was not the
same one that left to go to war. He had changed. That boy was now a
man. A shell of the person he had been previously. Though before
going to war, he could be rough at times, and could be brash,
cocky, and arrogant, he was willing to lend a hand to anybody and
wouldn’t want anything in return. Shortly after his return, he was
back to getting drunk and beating up on the locals enjoying
themselves on their night out on the thorp. It was as if he were
bewitched with social forces influencing criminal behavior.”

“Sounds like he was a pisser, a royal pain,”
said Roscoe.

Sheriff Halyard motioned to him to follow him
outside to sit in chairs situated on a weed-grown patio.

“As you were saying,” said Roscoe, wanting to
hear more on what they were talking about inside.

Obligingly, Sheriff Halyard continued with
their tête-à-tête, “Unpleasantly contemptible git by a long chalk.
The kind of chap that wants, but knows that he can never demand,
that praise showered on him. And another thing is he couldn’t seem
to get a handle on the fact a shut mouth catches no flies. Life is
a matter of choices. He chose the wrong ones. You scrape the bottom
of the barrel you come up with slime every time.”

“It was later learned that the kid’s very own
father, although knowing that with time, words are effaced by the
frost and the rain, had told him, ‘We can’t come up with the money.
I suggest you make a run for it and go to ground somewhere. Stay on
your toes. Don’t think I’m being cruel. Look at things this way, if
I were a fascist, then I would have sent you to one of those
Southern military academies a long time ago to hobnob with the
chattering classes, a pretty dish of the educated people, those in
academics.” He paused for a moment.

The old man then continued. “Only looking out
for your behalf, I say run. Stay way until the heat gets off. In
time, some people forget, some lose interest, and some won’t want
to talk about it at all. That is why it is important that you leave
tonight. You were wildly available. It was essential that you
experience pleasure, but at a later age. There is no royal road to
adulthood. One’s lot is to have to take the consequences, to accept
responsibility for the negative results of one’s action. You’ve had
your fifteen minutes of fame which most people experience and
enjoys before fading back into obscurity. Heck, even the famous
Andy Warhol commented that, ‘in the future everybody will be world
famous for fifteen minutes.’ There’s no denying you had yours. And
remember that be it one, be it the other...whatever fate we have,
we will go through all. But despite all the hoopla, which I
consider to be unnecessary fuss, I cannot begin to tell you how
much I wish this night were over.’ Right then his father realized
his son’s life was shades of his childhood, and that his strict
rule had hardly worked, despite the times he had caught him
committing a mischievous act and scolded him, making him feel like
a tiny pismire. “You know you shouldn’t play with knives! You could
have hurt someone and piss away your life!” There had been several
similar occasions. He had become convinced that his son Larkin,
endowed with a hefty quantity of piss and vinegar, had devised his
own way of thinking that the parts he disliked in his life he would
alter, and the parts he didn’t dislike he’d leave. The kid was
wrong in every particular. Even if the kid was in a jackpot—a tight
spot—a jam, he would turn out being a wise guy. It was as though
his life had a ban on it and cast into outer darkness. He hoped the
kid would retool for the future. He also realized that had his son
understood the problem, he would not have committed those mistakes.
But, the old man had to accept the fact that the cookie crumbles
that way and you could never ever tell how a kid will end up. He
could not help but feel that his kid’s life had become an
undesirable and unalterable situation, already. He saw then that
the whole problem with the world is fools and fanatics are always
so certain of themselves, and wiser people so full of doubts.”

“Clearly a victim of the heedless follies of
unbridled youth, the kid openly admitted to his father that he had
thought life would be much simpler and had expected to skate
through the system.”

“His father knew then for sure, he and his
wife spurn a God’s Child—an idiot!”

Sheriff Halyard paused for a moment. And as
he resumed the conversation, he seemed to skate over the next part
of his story.

After a time, Roscoe cut in and asked, “Can
you catch me up as to whatever happened to the girl Larkin knocked
up?”

“The little sorry behind and her crap-head of
a father tried to get the government to garnish Larkin’s military
pay check.”

“Was he able to do it?”

“Suffice it to say he probably could
have.”

“But do you know if he managed to do it?”

“There was so much red tape back then. And as
they say, after a storm comes calm.

It was then Elba’s father—victimized by the
contagion of disgrace—realized there are more ways of killing a cat
than choking it with cream, threw in the towel and moved his family
away.”

“To where?”

“Far be it for me to speculate on it. With
that gal’s mindset, I’m willing to venture a bet she got into the
meat market thing. She would be suited to that depersonalizing
environment that treats people as sexual resources. ”

“So what happened to Larkin?”

“Don’t rightly know.”

“What about his parents?”

“I’ve always believed if anything can go
wrong, it will.”

“That’s got nothing to do with the question I
asked.”

“Word is their chariot got out of control and
tumbled off a ridge on Glacier Point.”

Roscoe saw the look on Sheriff Halyard’s
face. “You look like you have problems with what happened.”

“I do.”

“Was the matter looked into?”

Sheriff Halyard’s categorical assurance to
that question was, “It was.”

“Then what seems to be the problem?”

“I’m not the one that has a problem with what
happened.”

“Who then?”

“The thorp.”

“What do the people think?”

“That the old man’s son did it”

“You mean Larkin don’t you?”

“May be so, may be not.”

“I’m a little confused. By that you mean
what?”

“In case you haven’t figured it out, then let
me explain. Simply put, there was more than one in number. There
was another son. The two together were the cadet branch of the
family.”

“So there were two.”

“Yep.”

“What was his name?”

“Trevor.”

“Next you’ll be tellin’ me Jacob was as nutty
as Larkin and he’s the one that gave their parents the shaft. Not
Larkin.”

“No.”

“What? So he must’ve been of good
spirit.”

Sheriff Halyard’s eyes had narrower to
pinpoints. “Truth be told, appearances can be deceptive. We all
know how much our individual personalities comprise the sum of our
experience. By that, I mean to say that no two siblings ever show
exactly the same constellation of similarity. More precisely, the
two of them were as different as chalk and cheese. And they
certainly were no Batman and Robin. The truth of the matter was
Jacob wouldn’t harm a fly. A milquetoast, he was like
milk-and-water—timid, meek, reserved and shy. Might I add that, if
those boys lived to become men, I doubt I’ll be able to recognize
them.”

“So, are you tellin’ me the people of this
thorp feel Larkin did off his mother and father?”

“Let me put it this way. Granted Master
Larkin was a tad off and he might off a cop, but the one thing he
wouldn’t do is…he wouldn’t kill his parents. My understanding is
that he was nutty about them.” When it came to kids, he had been
around long enough to see plain, decent boys’ transformed to
gilded, roistering youths.”

“What happened to the brothers?” Roscoe
questioned, truly wondering whatever became of Larkin and his
brother.

“A year after their death at five bells in
the forenoon of June 11, Master Larkin did in fact wander off and
was never seen again.”

“And Jacob? What happened to—?”

“That lucky dog stayed around somewhat
longer.”

“How much longer?”

“Oh, I’d say about a year and a half there
bouts.”

“So, am I to understand that the case is
closed?”

“A cold case would be more appropriate.”

“I don’t know Sheriff.”

“What are you saying?”

Roscoe said, “I know you said that Larkin was
a rebel rouser and crazy like a black bird hopping round in the
sun, but Jacob couldn’t be involved in the murder of his parents.”
He couldn’t help but feel Sheriff Halyard’s accounting adhered
firmly to fact.

Sheriff Halyard said, “The reason why I don’t
think Larkin would have done away with his parents is the fact he
was a young man of impulse, not premeditation. Furthermore, I don’t
remember the kid having any difficulties with his parents, which
would have impelled him to such desperate measures. I reckon the
moral of the story could be, social isolates often become careless
of their own welfare. In retrospect, no doubt the kid wished he
knew then what he knows now. His situation was akin to a rebel
without a cause, like a person who is dissatisfied with society but
does not have a specific aim to fight for. I realize he fought for
his country, and that was a horse of another color.”

“The bottom line is that the kid had no prior
knowledge or indication he would live a man accursed.”

“I agree,” Roscoe said.

“Nought said on it. And as to his father,
were he alive, he would not be too proud of his son.”

Pleased with his exposé that carried through
to the present, Sheriff Halyard then slapped his thigh. “Guess
that’s about it. I done told you the whole megillah, the entirely
long involved story about them folk’s back when. I’m saying it now
when I should have told you before.”

“Everything indeed,” Roscoe echoed, impressed
with the cataracts of information. “Thanks for a snapshot of life
back then. That was quite a bit of history.” He was being honest.
The story had been a gem and had grabbed hold of his
imagination.

After a brief sigh, Sheriff Halyard said,
“Whoever said the past is of no consequence is an idiot. As for me,
I am still waiting to see how things shake out. Personally, if I’m
not sounding too awkward or silly, I think that the time we are
living now can be considered to some to be in the bad old days of
incoherence and irresponsibility. That’s my take on things
too.”



 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 15

 


 


His head slumped on a firm pillow and hearing
the birds chirping outside of his bedroom, Roscoe yawned.

Sitting up, he got up out of bed. It took
just minutes to wash and throw on some clothes.

He yawned again.

The music on the radio was low but he could
still hear the sad love song.

Love…what he could say. He could count the
times on his finger when he had been in love, on the learning curve
between heartache and healing.

Broken heart like broken glass shattered to
pieces. It was never pleasant always painful. Never get back what
you put in.

A game…a mystery…loss of sleep and loss of
memory, and teetering on the brink of insanity, and rage having no
bound, you risk going off deep end. Understanding your purpose in
life, you find yourself before you take that leap into the deep
dark abyss. You come back stronger than before promising yourself
never again will you let down your guard and let anyone in.

L.O.V.E. What a simple word with so many
implications, complications. Now, he did not give that word much
credence.

Enough of that, he thought, absolutely unsure
what else to think about. “Ah, ah, ah Choooo!!” Went his nose.
Having a cold, he was thankful he was not having dinner. He would
have sneezed all over his food.

He closed the front door locking it in his
wake and went to the Sheriff’s Office.

“You heard it right, Sheriff,” Roscoe said,
“the call came in from the Ranger Station saying they came upon a
camp site and no one was found. After a search of the area, they
were unable to find anything of any worth to say what may have
happened to the people.”

“You think it was Jake and his men that’s
gone missing, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Did the ranger’s have any idea what killed
them?”

“There was not one clue. I just told you
that, Sheriff.

“What did you tell me?”

“Don’t tell me you forgot already.”

“Well, this old mind gets a little fuzzy at
times.”

“I understand. I tell you, I kinda feel
there’s something we never dealt with before killing people up
there somewhere.”

Sheriff Halyard gave a snort. “There you go
with that fast thinking mind of yours, letting it run wild on
ya.”

“The world wouldn’t be what it is without
thinking minds, sheriff.”

“Oh, so now you’ve into lecturing all of a
sudden, huh.”

“Not actually. I only want you to get my
point.”

“Look Roscoe, gotta be honest with you—”

“I’m tellin’ you sheriff it fits.”

“Sounds like you’re trying to stick a square
peg into a round hole to me.”

“Now, there you go.”

“Yeah, I’m guilty as charged.”

Roscoe sighed. “It’s not like I’m hard-up for
an answer to the happenings up there. My idea just might have some
substance and it might fit.”

“Okay, so you say. Fits like how?”

“For one thing, Sheriff, It could have been
wolves. But not even a pack of wolves could break the bodies in to
and rip the heads off without leaving something behind.”

“What are you trying to go from being a New
York City detective to a specialist on wolves in the wild blue
yonder?”

“I can assure you this is no laughing
matter.”

“Now you’re calling me a jokester.”

“What else. You won’t listen to me.”

“What is there to listen to Roscoe? Image me
going round saying to people that I saw a big hairy eight foot
monster up there in them there hills.”

“Depends who you tell it too.”

“Are you saying the people here don’t have
much smarts?”

“Sheriff, now you know good and well I know
better than that.”

“I don’t know what to think…now. Should
I?”

“Of course you should.”

“I doubt that son.”

“So now I’m your son, eh?”

Sheriff Halyard said thoughtfully, “This is
going nowhere. Why don’t we get back to what we were talking about
originally? Gotta admit wolves are some of the most unique
scavengers on this planet. But that—”

“Sheriff, I know it’s a theory but I think
there’s some credence there.”

“Nah, let’s just stick to the facts and not
let our minds go to extremes. That mountain got some treacherous
trails anything might happen to someone. Sometimes even if they use
all the safety precautions, they still are liable to run into some
trouble. Whether bear, wolves, the climb or get stranded, just the
thought of some of the things that might happen to someone up there
unsettles my stomach.” He took the handkerchief from his breast
pocket and blew his nose loudly and then folded it and put it
back.





 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 16

 


 


It was an equable climate—not varying or
fluctuating greatly—as a family unit of three, raw travelers,
equipped with knapsacks strapped on their backs, barreled along in
a not much more dugout ticklish canoe, gliding smoothly and
effortlessly at intervals, ghosting up Avon river, a laughing brook
that could become a raging torrent in wet weather. The clear water
mirrored the sky as they paddled along.

While some wild birds in nuptial flight, flew
in echelon, some cried out over the water, making a loud
characteristic call, skidding in and above the water, twiddling
round and round, their wings gyrating like paddle wheels, their
naked fleshy wattle hanging and twisting in the wind. Seconds later
a hawk above bated when the breeze got in its feathers as it
attempted to escape off the perch. A plump of ducks rose at the
same time.

Even the liberated monarch butterfly roved
over its kingdom, as a parched ravine gaped over an eel buried
deep.

The family hadn’t been down from Virginia in
an arrow of time of a little more than a week. Ron the husband, was
a groundling, a person of unsophisticated taste, and dressed in
jeans and a thick sweater, with blond sandy-haired, and freckled
and slight of built and in his forties. Terry the wife was a
longhaired Brunette of slender build, other than the knapsack, she
was dressed down in old jeans and a thick white blouse. Laura their
13 year old—dressed in similar clothes as her mom—was a pretty
child with chubby cheeks and with long brown-reddish hair.

All three had buoyant vests on, and without a
map to guide them, they had spent the entire night tacking back and
forth, the twice-daily rhythms of the tides extant. At this time,
they had reached a point in their journey that if something were to
happen, no one would find them in a month of Sundays.

As the primordial water, a thread of
silver—the whelm of the tide—sloshed up against the sides of the
canoe splashing in his face, Ron stroked the two oars in and out of
the water, trying hard to fight against the rapids, using care the
boat not turn turtle. He shouted to his wife, “Life’s not a barrel
of laughs at the moment.”

Terry, sitting toward the aft of the canoe,
gave a nonchalant shrug, and shouted back at him, “Well that’s just
dandy. Not to mention that my arms are sore, but my stern can’t
take too much more sitting on this hard board. It’s entirely too
much of an uncomfortable position.”

“Mom’s right dad,” cried Laura, their
daughter, “let’s try to get to shore,” with a camcorder in
automatic mode in her hand clicking away at different angles.

As birds dipped their wings in the lucid flow
of air, Terry said, “Laura’s right, all of us can use some
rest.”

Trying to match his wife Terry’s nonchalance,
he said, “Whatever. If you like it, I love it. Oh, what the heck—I
am compelled to agree. What you both said is to the purpose. Anyway
you slice it I’ve built up a ferocious appetite.” With the wash of
the canoe resonating on its sides, he saw a break in the rush of
the waves. “There. If we make a go at it, we should be able to
beach the canoe and encamp for the night by the side of the river.
With a little luck, we will be living under canvas throughout the
hours of darkness. Sadly, our sight would be endued with a far
greater sharpness were we afforded more light.”

There will always be irresponsibles who take
a risk. Who is to say what they were doing was irresponsible or
not. Chances were, it was highly likely, under those types of
circumstances, it would be fated that the trip take an expected
turn of events, and ultimately the tragic parents would have
reached the end of their tether.

That is just speculation. Only time would
tell.

Along the water’s edge eggs remained in the
damp sand, and although it was hard to tell what manner of animal
had laid them, they were safe from marine predators.

Subsequently, after negotiating massive
current differentials, boils, and braided channels, they managed to
run aground, beaching the boat, in proximity to stones of a perfect
match and color.

With oars apeak, and stepping out of the boat
on to the berm or gentle embankment, Tom carelessly stepped his
foot on the exact spot the fry or eggs were at. The thing of it was
the ground was so rough that it was hard for him to tell whether
there was anything other than dirt beneath his feet. As things
stood, the eggs were in safe hands, mother earth had their back
until they came into the world. And essentially, it is safe to say,
their world, would not fall apart.

It was fairly obvious…things had grown quiet,
because the surroundings had become devoid of the liquid song of
the birds. Then in the flexible breathe came the sudden sound of a
ticky-tacky scow hauling refuse passing, drew Ron’s attention. His
head twiddled on his shoulders, to get a better look. Out of
courtesy, he raised his hand in the air and gave a wave to the
mid-aged scraggly breaded boatman puffing on the cutty. As the man
did in kind, his fear-provoking eyes looked as if he had
experienced countless scrapes with death, perhaps on some turgid
and fast-moving river, the type that had went to the woods because
he wished…to front only the essential facts of life.

Scram, bud, you, me, must never share good
clean fun, Ron inwardly thought, striking at a solitary wasp, but
missing, sure he’ll scratch the itch to travel. By and large, the
guy gave him an uneasy feeling, and felt he was a scream and
oughtta scrap outworn methods.

Tom puckered up his lips, his spit thick and
ropey as he spat.

The sudden tension in his jaw was relieved
the moment the scow rounded the bight in the liquefied bourn,
vanishing. The stranger’s parting was a happy demise to Ron.

His contemptuous puckered brow may have
turned into amusement if he had known the lone boatman had seen a
necklace of islands. And he had watched that same river change and
grow and seen salmon return every summer. He had felt the claws of
the grizzly, and met death face to face, and laid claim to having
single-handedly harpooned a colossal blackfish up in the sub-zero
Antarctic Circle while chewing on a snow crab.

He was also self-sufficient at padding his
own canoe, and then may be, perhaps, he may have looked at the pack
rat from a different perspective.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 17

 


 


With partial silence about, Ron got busy
setting up camp, putting things in order as described in their
camper’s manual.

He went off to scavenge for wood to make a
fire for cooking purposes and as a deterrent to animals coming upon
their site.

Laura asked her mom, “For some reason, I
don’t feel right about our situation here.”

“What on earth would give you that idea?” her
mom asked.

“I can’t put a finger on it, but something
tells me we should pack it in and go to another location. For one
thing, things have become quiet. I don’t hear the birds chirping
and the creature sounds of the night are absent.”

Terry said, “It does seem rather on the quiet
side. That could be the norm in these parts, sounds going on and
off at intervals like a light bulb. It’s hard to tell what causes
things to be so silent at night. If it’ll make you feel better,
your father brought his hunting rifle along.”

“Didn’t dad say it wouldn’t take that long to
gather some wood for the fire, mom?”

“He did.”

“I would think he would be back by now.”

“Not to fret, my dear. Your father can take
care of himself. He’s been on excursions before.”

“That must have been before I came into the
world.”

“You make it sound like your father is
getting old.”

“If I did, I meant no harm, mom.”

“I know you didn’t. I was just kidding with
you. A little comedy might help to ease both our minds.”

“I don’t know, mom, but it’s around nine now
and dad is not back yet. Something may have happened to cause his
delay.”

“I wouldn’t think so. We haven’t heard
anything out of the ordinary since he first left.”

“Please mom. Something tells me we should
look for him. I realize that dad always said, “Danger comes sooner
when it is feared and not to hide your head in the sand, but I’ve
got to admit I’ve got a creepy feeling about all this.”

Terry sighed. Stopped what she was doing,
went, and got Ron’s rifle.

“Why are you taking that?”

“It’s just a precaution as Ron would want us
to take.”

“Is it loaded?”

Terry said, “Good question. Let me check.”
She held the weapon up close to get a good inspection. “It’s
loaded.”

Laura breathed a sigh of relief, her face
puckering into a smile. “That’s comforting. I hope you know how to
shoot it.”

“Why do you say that? Of course, it is
comforting. That’s already understood.”

“Mom, would you please calm down.”

“I am calm. I’m not an invalid I have you to
know.”

“Did I call you one? Mom, you’re getting
yourself too excited.”

“Are you trying to say, I’m so excited I
can’t think straight?”

“Not exactly, but—”

“Why not just come out with it then.”

“I never knew you handled a gun before, Mom,”
she was deliberately trying to offer an olive branch. Thought you
were like me, afraid of them. Things like that give me the
willies.”

“All you do is aim and fire and hope you hit
what you are shooting at.”

“That’s the problem.”

“What?”

“Hitting what I’m aiming at.”

Terry said, “Look, let’s go see if we can
find your dad. May be it’s nothing and just might have gotten
lost.”

With flashlight in one hand and rifle in the
other and indisputably vincible, Terry and Laura started out,
hoping against hope, and clinging to a mere possibility that he
would be okay.

Around a half hour later there was no a sign
of Ron. They called out to him, looking behind shrubs and trees, as
stems of coriaceous foliage brushed against their legs and leaves
with soft hairs underneath kicking up off the hungry ground with
every footstep.

All of a sudden, Terry turned to say
something to her daughter, but she was not there behind her. “Oh,
my god, where is my daughter?” Her heart started to pound in her
chest. She turned around and around, shinning the light here and
there. “Laura, can you hear me. If you do, please say something.
Say something so that I’ll be able to find you.”

Without warning, someone struck her on the
head with a blunt object, the force of the blow causing her to lose
consciousness, her body helplessly slumping to the turf.

After a time, a pail of water splashed across
her face, bringing her back to the real world. The merde in the
basement stinks like crap, she thought. Her eyes opened in fright
the instant she saw her husband Ron tied to a stake naked,
half-dead, barely hanging on by a thread. She also noticed the
fright in his eyes and that his mouth was stitched shut. She
quickly realized the calculated error they had made. “Who did this
to you, Ron?” All he could do was mumble his answer. His
crestfallen look denoted his distress.

The threads of a spiderweb inches above her
head, and following his eyes, she saw her daughter Laura naked on a
flat cot, the same way she was. Laura’s mouth was taped shut and
tied spread eagle to the cot, as a thousand-legger crawled
beneath.

She then noticed the pug-nosed, démodé and
thoroughpaced villain, a fright wig covering his balding pate,
wearing thick owlish glasses, a pair of battered black boots and
dressed in white. He looked authoritative, as though he was
suffering with future shook, the physical and psychological
distress suffered by one unable to cope with the rapidity of social
and technological changes—the type of look that gets a puff piece
in the paper.

Now all were aware, they were in a den of
evil—a wild three-ring circus—with an insane member of the third
world, who was a cold, calculating, unemotional person, running in
pure floating-point mode, with a vehement thirst for blood for
whatever measly reason only he knew.

His dark hair threaded with silver, and
standing erect like an out-of-date maestro about to orchestrate an
ensemble, he bowed, with an intention to futz around without
producing any worthwhile music. Then with a dab of black humor,
with his threepenny self, he said, “Good evening ladies and a gent,
I will be your host for the evening. I’m sure you’ll get a jolt
from the performance I have in store for you.”

This guy was some cretin who no doubt didn’t
know his three R’s—reading, writing, and arithmetic. Apparently,
until lately, he had hid his head among the clouds. For most
people, fame never emerges from behind the clouds; instead, most
people labor in obscurity, waiting for their few minutes of fame
that never comes. From the way he was acting now, one might think
that his moment of fame was happening at this very instant.

The look in his eyes was self-evident that
there staked a slimy specter of want. Without uttering another
word, he went over to Laura. “Hello m’dear!” he said, with a mean
smile, indifferently attentive, and with acute apathy and without
regard for reality. “Good grief you do look simply superb and
inviting, with a healthy snow-white tan and so little hair growth
down there. I am not complaining, with free love, with this
woman-child and opposite attraction, staring me in the face. Hell,
right now, I have you to know you got my emotions in a stir and on
a fast idle. I tell you, this whole thing is the living end. For
good measure, I just gotta try you out.” Then with a compulsive
urge, he dropped his pants down around his ankles and positioned
above her, treating her as if she was the daily special.

The whole sorted affair incredibly real and
with stark terror in the girl’s eyes, she screamed for him to get
off her.

The crazy one with his insane logic said to
the young teenager, “Another thing is, today’s your lucky day
sweetheart. I’m gonna give you a free gift. In order for that to
happen, you must give up some of the good stuff. I’m a little bit
big, some say medium large, and it grows as it goes.”

“Please, for god sake show some compassion
for the child,” shouted the girl’s mother.

The crazy man said, “I don’t care if I’m
being a little deceptive and not showing any male compassion. No,
pain no gain. Try to act naturally; it might hurt less. Heck, one
size fits all. Isn’t that how it goes? Don’t mind me, because, to
me, you’re nothing more than a mere mortal.”

Realizing the perfect idiot’s intention,
Terry screamed, “No—don’t you dare.” She wanted him to keep his
hands off the merch—off the merchandise. “She’s just a child. She’s
my daughter.”

Frontless and shameless, the villain, without
stopping his movements, looked over at Laura and said, “Meow!” It
was a malicious remark. He put his finger up inside her. “Damn
girl, you’re sinfully good and like a warm fire inside. Tell me,
are we merchandising a movie star here, mom. I won’t buy a pig in a
poke. I realize she’s your blood. That’s the exciting part. It
really turns me on. You should see the look on your face, mommy
dearest. It’s like you’ve seen Casper the friendly ghost.” Almost
candid and making them an insincere vow, he said, “I’ll tell you
one thing, I’ll think on letting you and your flat-breasted
daughter here go, but your hubby don’t have a chance in hell on
getting out of here alive.” Almost done, he grunted. “Count on
it.”

Laura kept at it. “She’s but a child you
idiot. Take me. I’ll do whatever you want. Please listen to me.”
Her pleas were answered with her daughter’s piercing scream…a
scream of hurt, pain and resignation, as gradually but surely, he
entered her wholly, invading her body with his rigid manhood,
exhibiting taurine traits—like a bull.

When he was through, and his body having
attained complete separation from hers, he got to his feet, yanking
up his pants as he pulled a grin. He looked at the blood between
her legs. “Of all the luck of the draw, I had to bang a newbie
that’s a virgin. But that’s okay—blood and all—there’s more from
whence it came. Now just behold the good. Believe me I appreciate
this opportunity,” he said, with insincere thanks.

Terry was puling, whining, and whimpering for
her daughter, her husband, and herself. “What’s the matter with
you? Are you mad? We haven’t done a thing to you. We don’t know you
from Adam’s apple. How can you be so cruel to us?”

“Cruel? I’m a nice guy compared to some of
the horrible things that happens around the world. That’s one
reason why I keep to myself away from the hoi polloi.”

Apparently, he did not know that there were
two important things lost by the waist side was that, no life ever
grows until it is focused, dedicated, and disciplined. The other
thing was, that evil is blind and that anyone possessed with it
often cannot see the good in the accomplishments of others.

Quickly tiring of that act of violence, with
no change in his enthusiastic indifference, he untied Ron and
dragged his battered and bruised body over to a large vat with
bubbling hot wax.

Ron’s body…denaturalized…was twisting from
side-to-side. Even in the state he was in, he was trying his best
to avoid the vat. Obviously, he knew that it would be a final
conclusion for him and he would be severely killed.

“Ah, what’s the big idea? Stop acting like a
baby not wanting to take a bath, and stop struggling. Take your
medicine like a good sport and not be such a bad sport,” said the
maniac, with dense ignorance. “Pa would rail at any man for being a
crybaby. I—” He stopped midstream, looking upwards as though he had
heard something upstairs.

“What’s that pa? You want me to come
upstairs. Be right there.” Then manhandling Ron, he managed to
throw him into the vat.

The basement lit up with Ron’s screams as he
flailed his arms helplessly and sank down into the wax. It would be
no clean kill.

Terry was also screaming her head off at the
maniac, while Laura lay there motionless; a lost child…demoralized
and dehumanized—her frame of reference fuzzing at the edges.

Where was god when you needed him? There was
no visible denotation of divine wrath. At least someone may ask.
For Terry, Laura and Ron, one might wonder whether they entertained
that question or not.

The maniac hurried upstairs.

Almost ready and rightly tenacious, and of
sound mine, sane, in full possession of her mental powers, Laura
started pushing and tugging at her restraints. Managing to untie
herself, she then dressed, and then moved quickly in an attempt to
untie her mother.

Terry whispered to Laura, “The puck is coming
back. Try to find your way out and get some help.”

“No mom, I won’t leave you.”

“You have to.”

Her daughter shook her head.

“You must. It’s important that you do as I
suggest.”

“I can’t. I love you too much, mom. I love
dad, but he’s gone.”

There was no time to thrash out a plan.

Terry said in a stern but caring voice,
“Listen, I’ll be all right. I got and idea. You must go now. Hurry.
People need to know about this violent apache ruffian, and some of
the things that go on up here. You are our only hope. Go. Try that
door over there on the other side of the room. You may get lucky
and make good on your escape. It’s important that you remember
whatever you do, do with caution. Now, for the love of god,
go.”

With fearful bravery, Laura, vamoosed, prying
open a door that led up to the outside. She looked back, giving her
mother a kiss with the flat palm of her hand. Then closed the door
behind her and went up and out into the night, running and running,
only looking back at intervals, giving her one hundred and ten
percent all.

Almost safe and hastening slowly, the further
she got away, the better she felt, her every step granting onto her
a good farewell.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 18

 


 


Under a midnight sun, the night, insanely
normal, exploded with the nonstop action of mountain biking,
spraying gravel from under the wheels, carrying passengers lucky
and happy to ride pillion.

They were free spirits, no ambitions other
than to have a happy life and be free, since last Friday—half their
belongings were up the spout.

Just then, Laura, mighty weak and feeling the
calm wind at her back and with false hope, took a calculated risk
and ran out onto the bike path, flailing her arms in the air.

Her first conclusion was that was she was
about to be helped, but the poor kid did not know how dangerously
safe she was exactly.

The leader, named Big G—ready-to-fight—held
up his hand as a command for the rest of the devilish angels to
come to a halt.

They all got off their bikes and surrounded
Laura, at a close distance, the lights from their bikes creating
shallows.

“Please, help me, I beg of you,” cried Laura,
thinking that they looked to be perfectly normal. With her heart
pounding and her mind foggy, it made it hard for her to make an
exact estimate as to the number of bikers.

Standing with a smokeless cigarette stuck
between one of his ears, Big G—ready to fight—with robust vim and
enthusiasm just laughed. “Are you joking?

“No.”

“You gotta be.”

“Why would you say such a thing?”

Big G—ready to fight said, “You being naked
and all, and me being a sensitive guy, the single thought in my
mind is, I would think we are the ones that are at a huge
disadvantage.”

“What are you saying?” she asked.

There grew a tense calm.

“I asked you, what do you mean?”

“Tho you appear to be a slight young to take
part in it, even though I’m sure you will thole without complaint
or resistance.”

“What are you implying?”

“What I’m saying is that you look like you
just come from an orgy,” said Big G—ready to fight—and fairly
explicit.

“An orgy?

“Of course.”

“Why would you think that?”

“You really want me to say?”

“I do.”

“Well for one thing, it’s the way you are
dressed.”

She looked herself over. “I don’t understand
what you are talking about.”

“Oh, but I do.”

“How can you say that?”

“I saw the nasty ripe on the side of your
dress.”

She looked and saw the ripe showing a good
amount of naked skin between her thighs. “I must have torn it on a
brush as I was running through the woods.”

“Also, you are barefooted.”

She looked down. “They must have fallen off
as I was trying to escape. Why are you treating me like I am some
criminal?”

“Did we say you were?”

“No not exactly.”

“Why don’t you just admit that neither one of
us here gave one mention of the fact that you were a criminal.
Isn’t that correct?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so.”

“You guess.”

“That’s what I just said.”

“Look girl, you can’t just go round saying
things that you are not sure you said. People will get to think
something is wrong with you up there.”

“Up where?”

“Why your nugget…what else could I be
referring to?”

“Of course.”

One of the guys came over and offered her a
glass of water. She took it, saying to the person, “Thank you,”
drinking the entire contains.

Big G—ready to fight said to her, “Why don’t
you come over to the bolder over there and take the load off. We
can help you. But first, I want you to relax a moment or two till
you get your thoughts together.”

She followed him over to the bolder and set
down on it, while the rest of the bikers started talking to one
another, laughing now and again.

“Where are you from,” asked Big G—ready to
fight?”

“I was born in a little town called Fresno
outside of Maine.”

“I’ve hear it gets cold up there.”

“Cold isn’t the word.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“Up there, sometimes we get hail as big as
baseballs.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Yeah—and it snows so bad that if you’re out
on the road, you’ll have to pull over and wait till it slacks
up.”

“Where are your folks?”

“My father was killed, and my mother….”

“Did something happen to your mother?”

She sighed and started to cry. “She’s
probably dead by now.”

“Oh know. May be she’s okay.”

“I seriously doubt it,” she said shaking her
head.

“Are you saying that someone caused her
harm?”

“Yep.”

“My god if that’s true it’s awful.”

“The man that killed my father is a
maniac.”

“Do tell.”

“Uh huh. He threw my father in a big old vat
of hot wax.”

“That’s awful.”

“He tore my clothes off and raped me.”

“Oh, the idiot.”

“Idiot is too nice of a word for him.”

Big G—ready to fight licked his lips with his
tongue then retracted it.

“I don’t know, but for some reason I get the
feeling you don’t believe me,” she said. “I told you some crazy nut
back there killed my father and god only knows what he may do to my
mother. You gotta believe me.” She became confused. She then looked
over at the some of the men, her common sense, seeing only lechery
on them that portended evil and that something calamitous was about
to happen. For the moment, a fairly accurate number were deaf
listeners. Some licked their tongues at her. And feeling the
perfect misfit and perfectly awful, finally again, she felt her
body become full of nervous energy. Dead right about her
suspicions, she tried her best not to give them any sign of
interest, knowing now they were not interested in going
thither.

Before she knew it, and clearly
misunderstood, she felt the thud to her head and then fell to the
ground. She struggled effortlessly as Big G—ready to fight—and
short on discretionary rules, and with pachydermatous force and
deliberately thoughtless, ripped her clothes off, pried her legs
apart with his hand, and then like some brutal ruffian, pushed his
rigid member inside of her, saying to her, “Like they say, “Quickly
ripe, quickly rotten. I’m giving it to you bitter sweet California
style, lengthy and rigid.”

For a timeless moment and after a slow and
study rush of adrenaline, she screamed her displeasure, not
believing the same petrifying thing could de novo all over again.
It was terror on top of terror. With diminished confidence, she
became so confused all she could do was to lie there and betaken by
man after man, while some of the women pawed at her breast,
laughing heartily while doing so. She realized that neither one of
them were a couch potato. For a couch potato is a lazy person that
buries themselves in the cushions of a couch—sofa, chesterfield,
La-Z-Boy—in safe, sedentary comfort, “vegging out” mindlessly in
front of the TV, eyes in a fixed, submissive stare. Those sorts
leave their home; can be motivated, and don’t give a hang about
having everything nearby so they never have to move. But these were
wanderers, like scavengers across the landscape. She wondered if
all bikers were like them. If they were, God help the unfortunate
soul that may inadvertently cross their path.

Once the farewell reception had their kicks
with her, Big G—ready to fight—plunged his knife into her heart,
fatally injuring her, making her life futureless and completely
destroyed. Then dragged her body off the path into some brush, dug
a hold and then buried her.

They all knew what they had done and sworn to
secrecy to their involvement in the crime.

The bunch of noble savages, and in every
sense, a bunch of No-good Do-gooders!,— social outcasts—started
their bikes, without comment, revived up their engines, and plowed
off, going nowhere, then to infinity and beyond, the sounds from
their bikes resonating holy hell, leaving not one shrewd of
evidence in their wake, as soft thunder sounded above, then
thunderous silence.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 19

 


 


Sheriff Halyard said to Roscoe, “Just got
word about a family of three went missing up there on the
Point.

“Oh, really?”

That’s right. I want you to get someone to go
with you up there to do some snooping around.”

“Up where?”

“Where else?

“You could say the Cayman Islands.”

“What’ve we got here a comedian?”

“I’m serious, Sheriff.”

“Take another guest without the humor.”

“I’m thinking.”

“Okay.”

“I’m still thinking.”

“Come on. I can’t wait till the mountain
collapses on me.”

“You know how my mind gets sometimes,
sheriff.”

“I do—but, ah—”

“Like I said I’m thinking. Just give me
another second. It’ll come.”

“Come on Roscoe, where else I could be
referring to?”

“Could it be Glacier Point?”

“Bingo! You got a week to make
preparations.”

“Why—so soon?”

“…Can’t spare much more time than that.”

“Where do you suggest I find this…person of
interest to go with me?”

“Gerry’s Hardware Store is a good spot to
start.”

“Why there?”

“Most of the trackers hang round there
talking about their exploits.”

“Is that right?”

“Hell, Gerry would be a good one, but he’s
now too old to even think about trekking a good half mile even on
pavement.”

“It sounds like he’s got a great many of
stories to tell, him being an ex tracker and all.”

“That he has.”

“Are there anymore suggestions?”

Sheriff Halyard scratched his bald spot. “You
also might try—”

“The train…station.”

“No but you might try some of the
nightspots.”

“Nightspots?”

“That’s correct.”

“Isn’t that a little savory?”

“Not all clubs are a front for less savory
operations.”

“Forgive me Sheriff, I didn’t mean anything
untoward by that last comment.”

“Despair…but…that’s quite all right.”

“So, nightspots should not be ruled out.”

“That’s right.”

“I don’t see the connection.”

“Now and again a tracker or two might stray
in that direction.”

“You sound like you been that route.”

“You might say that.”

“So what are they up to?”

“They look to wet his whistle and some female
company if there’s any singles out and about.”

With keen cogitation, Roscoe spoke his belief
by saying, “You got me interested already and raring to go.”

“Good. Now that’s a thought,” Sheriff Halyard
said trying to keep him revved up.

“Though I may fail, I will try. You can count
on it.”

Sheriff Halyard interjected, “It’s a
dangerous game, you know.”

“I’m well aware of that fact.

“I hope you are.”

“May be if I’m careful—considering all the
danger—I might manage to get some enjoyment out of it as well.”

A thought too much vinegar in the dressing,
and sighing, Sheriff Halyard said, “Appreciate your enthusiasm for
sure, but courage to face the unexpected is what’s in dire need in
this assignment.”

“That’s just what I was implying.” Roscoe
hated when someone gave him the feeling that he was lacking in
courage.

“Don’t get me wrong.”

“Wrong? You said it I didn’t, Sheriff. Why
can’t you—”

“Hold up there fellow.”

“Now you’re telling me to hold up. You lost
me there, Sheriff.”

“Okay, let me explain. I know you were a top
cop in the Big Apple.”

“Got a lot of honors, I did.”

“You got every right to be proud.”

“Thank you, sheriff.”

“You’re quite welcome.”

Roscoe licked his lips.

“But what we’re talking bout here, is a whole
nother ball of wax.”

“I’ll say.”

“Just hold up and let me speak.”

“Oh, now it’s the elder thing.”

“No it’s the age before beauty thing,”
Sheriff Halyard wisecracked.

“I’m still lost.”

“As I was saying, there are some treacherous
heights on that mountain.”

“I would think so, Sheriff. What else is
new?”

Sheriff Halyard ignored the sense of humor.
“One could easily lose his or her life up there.”

“I’m aware of that fact.”

“Hold up, let me finish.”

Age before beauty, Roscoe inwardly
thought.

“They could lose their life by making contact
with something or anyone with bad intentions.”

Roscoe bit down on his lip. “I read you.”
Something must have sunk in to help him finally to get the
point.

“That’s just great, you copy.”

“I do sheriff. Much respect, I have for your
experiences on the Point.”

“I put in a great amount of time going back
and forth to the Point.”

“I’m sure to find it helpful,” said
Roscoe.

“There’s no doubt you will. Trust me that you
can count on, for sure.”

Roscoe sighed. “I must admit there are many
things that I am lacking in.”

“It’ll all come in due time,” Sheriff Halyard
speculated.

“I’m ready.”

“You’re gonna get your feet wet.”

“I better bring a pair of rubber boots.”

“Having you been listening to anything that
I’ve been saying? Everything seems to be a joke to you.”

“Believe me, Sheriff, I have.”

“You don’t act like it.”

“It’s just that Mountains usually hold me in
thrall with a subtle attraction of their own. Always has and always
will,” said Roscoe, speaking his thoughts freely.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 



Chapter 20

 


 


Exactly, one calendrical hebdomad later, on a
happy Monday morning, red flares—and a sign that read—caution water
on road during rain, denoted danger.

A surveyor, standing in the center of the
roadway, looked through a theodolite—a surveying instrument with a
rotating telescope for measuring horizontal and vertical angles—as
Roscoe, a happy pessimist and roadworthy, slowed his vehicle. Then
with miles of concrete ribboned behind the bus carting kids to
school, all vehicles managed to maneuver pass a trencher, employing
a bucket conveyor to dig trenches for pipelines.

In addition to men working on the roadway, an
accident had taken place. And as the police cruiser inched closer
to the accident site, Roscoe saw the smashed hulk of metal, twisted
and shaped into awkward, unlikely angles, lay on its side; one rear
wheel spun slowly. Ruefully, he heard the man say to his travel
companion, “I’ll bet I finally got rid of that squeak in the
dashboard.”

Roscoe was still quite a ways from the area
close to the foothills—a low hill at the base of a mountain
range—of Glacier Point, where rude mechanicals were using a
jackhammer—a whirring pneumatically operated percussive
rock-drilling tool—to break up earth for a drain along the
roadway.

Up overhead, a whirlybird was plying the
skies, moving horizontally, the direction of motion controlled by
the pitch of the rotor blades, as it flew over a field of classic
new homes.

As the airplane got further and further away
the putt-putt sound of its engine faded as the aircraft literally
evaporated in the distance.

A short while ago, on the selfsame day, he
had paid a visit to a thrift institution. Then he shopped at an
outfitter shop, a sporting goods store, which sold clothing,
equipment, and services, especially for outdoor activities, and
even providing professional guides, taking care to get the
karabiner used in mountain climbing as a connector and to hold a
freely running rope.

He also had Cassandra to predict his
misfortune or chances of disaster, and he had even managed to
take-in some target practice at a local rifle range and was pleased
that his gun had grouped beautifully.

And because of a shortage on gasoline, he had
found himself playing musical chairs, pointlessly shuffling among
various locations, traveling from gasoline station to gasoline
station that was empty of gasoline. At one point, he automatically
catholicly crossed himself as he drove pass a small monastery cell
with etched stained glass windows, situated in close proximity to a
rookery—a crowded dilapidated tenement group of dwellings. Next,
after witnessing a dog cast furiously for a vanished rabbit, then
seeing some picnickers out in force—the food large and delicious
just make and eat—with roaring hunger, slapping together some grub
in a picnic grove, he drove with the traffic on a rotary. He got
off the rotary and then lucked-up, and made a brief stop to refuel,
noticing the eatery right next door. After filling the tank up with
petrol, he went next door to the grillroom. After looking at the
carte du jour, he ordered something to eat, and waited patiently
until served. Once served, he lit into it and snarf down the
chow.

A short time later, his food stowed away, and
as was his wont, he was gruntled with a good meal and a good
conversation. And after wiping away the muck on the windshield, and
straightening the compact, lightweight, tough Featherweight Dome,
on his melon head, he hit the road again, passing a housing estate
with a housing density of two houses per square acre; passing a
sunk fence—a ditch with a retaining wall used to divide the lands
without defacing the landscape. A number of ribby, bony-rumped,
horned kine, rising four years old, were grazing on grass inside
the fence.

After having driven so many hours at
such-and-such a speed, and preventing an accident by braking
quickly, Roscoe grumbled at the fact that motorists paid a fair
whack for the use of the roads through taxes and stuck with an
uneasy ride on roadways.

He had deferred having to go on this escapade
for too long. And before he had left thorp, Sheriff Halyard,
leaning over the printer in his office, as the machine vomited fold
after fold of paper said to him, “Hell, try to look at it like it’s
a vacation. What is more, even if your alligator skin poke is slime
on dollars, the county will frank you with dead presidents for your
travel. How do you like them apples?” Most people in and around
thorp knew that the real locus of power is the informal council.
However, having the exertion of authority, no one would dare to
question the extent to Sheriff Halyard’s latitude or his scope for
freedom of action or thought.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 21

 


 


Accompanying Roscoe was an outwardly friendly
Rooster Smalls, né Matheson, pursuing pleasure, such as a
compendium of skirts, was one of his occupations. And with a
well-defined scharioton on his left cheek, he was a well-bred swine
in his fortiest, about medium height, brownish hair ending in a
ponytail, sort of on the burly frontier style. In addition, he was
a bright personality, full of cheerful high spirits. Also in his
arsenal was the reputation to being ambitious and for thinking big,
and a well-known tracker in the area, a peregrinator or a swan, if
you will, a gentleman of fortune, wandering around from place to
place, fain to proceed. He would pilot anyone and everyone for the
buck.

Roscoe had met him while he was out at a
local club one night.

With the cruiser maxed out at 85 mph, Rooster
was the first to notice the stone set up beside the road marking
the distance in miles to Glacier Point, commonly called a
milestone. “We’re almost there,” he said.

From the looks of things, they were now
entering the villatic—rural landscape.

“I saw the marker. Hot diggerty! It won’t be
long now. I always say, do it if you’re not yellow,” said Roscoe,
rooting for his own cleverness and his variegated and amusing
observations.

“Be persistent. Often, sheer staying power
will lead to triumph. That’s my sentiment.” Straightening his
pebble glasses on his nose, Rooster then wiped at a speck of lint
on his brown ducts.

“Such are the moments that all greats
traverse,” said Roscoe. “The fact of the matter is: we have to get
this amoral piece of shit of a yahoo who randomly reft and murder
innocent people up there on Glacier Point or there won’t be any
waits come Christmas Day.”

“It’s like survival of the fittest,” Rooster
added, putting the icing on the cake. “Of course things like this
are never ever simple like: he was caught with the smoking gun,
ergo he is the killer.”

A chopper or rice-burner roared pass, with
its high handlebars and the front-wheel fork extended forward, its
gray-bearded driver wearing a noisy T-shirt so gaudy as to attract
attention, and its ass-hammer jolts suffering aplenty.

Rooster sighed, and then intimated, “It would
take some of the spunk and spirit out of Christmas if the demos…or
rather the populace…doesn’t feel motivated enough to take part in
singing Christmas carols.”

“I’ll say,” said Roscoe with pensive
concentration. “That would be the rough equivalent of a ruptured
spleen to all hunkering for the Christmas spirit.”

Roscoe’s face took on a more sober look.
“Sadly to say, if we fail to sew things up, this would surely
trench very far on the dignity and liberty of citizens. At the end
of the day, the swift burst of curiosity and eagerness would have
flickered out.”

“Such would be disastrous,” said Rooster. Can
you imagine them saying to us, “If you had done your job properly,
we wouldn’t be in this mess now. The whole mess would be akin to
the third rail, a controvertible issue usually avoided by
politicians. Ah, hopefully, it’ll all come out in the wash, and be
resolved with no lasting harm.”

A passing chariot blew its horn at no one and
anybody. “It’s more of a distance than I had expected,” said
Roscoe, tired of talking on the subject.

Rooster looked at his fob watch. “My watch
stops every 2 or 3 hours”.

Roscoe checked his timepiece. “It’s now 3
pm.”

“Thanks a million.”

“You can’t leave a thing such as this to
Donnies—children’s hands.”

“There’s a thought!”

Roscoe said, “The truth is... It’s getting
close to abort time. Time is running out.”

“You would think people would’ve forgotten
about it.”

“Nah, they never seem to forget,” said
Roscoe.

He reflected on his earlier acquaintance with
Rooster and him in the cups at a local dive.

Roscoe laced into a jolt of suds as if it was
going out of style, totally knocking back the schooner. And then
with alcohol thickening his speech and acting as if he could kill
time without injuring eternity, said to Rooster, “No place could
better exemplify the excesses of the new Tunbridge Wells than
Bolton’s Nightclub. Oh, man, bitchin’ interior, ear-splitting Rock,
babes and their bad flathead keepers, die hard security guards,
black-eyed clientele soaking down every drink the place has to
offer. A combined mell of a heck of an awesome sound system, kick
parties, a right-on must-see. And we can’t forget the back bar room
area provides necessary relief.” Having had several beers, he had
begun to make sheep’s eyes at the women, asking them if they had a
sweetheart and telling them that they looked like a movie star.

Having a thumping good time, ogling a young
woman, Rooster, a merry-andrew, and perpetually engaging in
pixilated pleasures nudged Roscoe in the ribs, saying to him,
“Wouldn’t mind going through that on any night.”

“Shit man, last time I checked, my thing
ain’t broken. I am not about chocking my chicken any time soon. So,
I’d be right there with you, hard and heavy.”

Chuckling, and with amicable friendliness,
Rooster then said, “You won’t get laid, and you shouldn’t even try.
I see now that, it would pay not to come here too tee-totaled,
because you’ll run the risk of getting in Dutch in this
place—trouble that is.” Not surprisingly, he went tittupping along
in a rakish mood to ask a wiry bottle blonde nightclub denizen, in
a vampy minidress, stricken with pituitary dwarfism to dance. She
was an attractive number, and gave him a ‘yes nod.’ Careful there
was not a jealous boyfriend waiting in the wings, and knowing a
chap could be bottled or glassed for dancing with a stranger, he
took her hand and escorted her out on the glossy hardwood dance
floor, and then began to shape his booty, displaying a deft piece
of footwork, dancing up a storm.

Once the music had ended, and with a smile on
her face, the tired dancer thanked him, went back, and sat
down.

As for Roscoe, it was not the first time he
had spent a night on the tiles.

Then after singing and swaying with total
abandon, the two of them were bottled from bibulous drinking, the
kick in the bottom of his every bottle, diminishing the internal
capacity.

Guess you can say both of them were confused
that night, which is another way of saying they were plastered.
They were having a good time indeed, in fits of uninhibited
laughter.

Some time later, as the bar suddenly seemed
to empty and his glass, after sucking up some beers, now empty of
its contents, Roscoe mentioned to Rooster: “Should you decide to
come to my place, please telephone.” Were they in the cold
ice-lands of Alaska, and with the amount of antifreeze in their
systems or spirituous intoxicants, they would have had no problems
in coping with the freezing cold.

With a reputation for having a fine sense of
comic timing, Rooster said, “Ah, my friend, as they say; the
changes in the levels of vitamins can affect energy and well-being.
The night is still young. Our energies are still there why not we
push the envelope a little more.”

“I don’t know about you, but I’ve bout assed
out…on dough,” Roscoe said. “I don’t buy love,” he cautioned him,
“but for the sake of it, how much does it run generally?”

“Can you imagine the surprise if robbers
approach us whispering to his partner in crime, ‘these fellows look
drunk, let’s sharp them.’”

Roscoe laughed. “Yeah, there eyes would
bug-out the moment I flashed my badge out on’em.”

Both of them then laughed.

Push it right up in their face, I will,” said
Roscoe.

“Who knows we just might get a fart outta one
of them,” Rooster joked. “The son-of- a-gun might change your mind
about arresting them stinking so badly.”

Roscoe farted again.

“Damn you stink! I oughtta arrest you for
indecent exposure.”

The two cackled with laughter, in a highly
excited tizzy.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 22

 


 


In the stillness of the night, Rooster led
Roscoe up hill and down dale, threading narrow alleys in an attempt
to check the action. No familiar street names enabled him to orient
himself. He was not surprised when his feet started to feel like
they were about to drop off. Ultimately, within an hour, they
commandeered a taxi to a “knocker’s shop or barrel-house,”
operating out of a brick stucco house up on a hill, with darkened
shades drawn.

Rooster rapped on the door with his
knuckles.

With both standing in close proximity to each
other, Roscoe could not help but notice that his sidekick was below
medium height, and that his sweet-whiskey fragrance of after-shave
lotion stung his eyes.

Rooster fanned the air. “Damn that was a big
one. Must be something I eat. Gotta make a note to watch what I
eat. Never was one for keeping with a good diet. Sorry bout that
buddy.”

Roscoe generated anally a Bronx cheer,
causing Rooster to jump away from him.

“And you accuse me of making antisocial
noises,” Rooster said, pinching his nostrils together. Then, as
though to demonstrate, he unceremoniously admitted a precise blow
off.

Roscoe said, “Damn, what a night it’s been so
far. You got balls, having me on the go so much I am feeling like I
need to check the joints—they may need some renewing.”

They both chuckled.

Out of the blue, Rooster said, “I’m having
à trois with a married couple. Man, her
box is so big she can hardly feel your hand even if you had a
wristwatch strapped on. What in hell do I care, it don’t make much
difference to me.”

He was not a party pooper. “Yeah, why should
you care,” Roscoe agreed. Or was it the alcohol?

“I’ve had better bedfellows, women definitely
more forthcoming to the art of lovemaking. In addition, when I was
thirteen, I shacked up with an older woman…baby snatching as people
called it. Man, she loved blowing me. Like a baby’s bottle of milk,
she would sometimes fall asleep with it in her … do you think I’m
blowing smoke?”

“Nah!” Roscoe admitted. “Frankly, if you’ll
forgive the pun, you are a roué, a party animal devoted to sensual
pleasure. Nothing you do shocks me. Me, I can’t board a train like
you horny old devil.” He did know one thing that Rooster, raised in
what was once called a broken home, was a bastard, better known as
people conceived beyond the blanket. However, he could not keep
from imagining Rooster and the couple bumping like frogs in a
watery pond.

The two looked at each other for nothing it
seems, and then chuckled again. That whole scene had been much ado
about nothing.

“So, Rooster, might I be as bold as to ask,
what’s happening here?”

Rooster, his salacious grin faltering, and
with his trouser zipper at half-mast, said to him, “Behind this
door my friend, is a hub of all things sordid, all things bizarre
and all things icky is safe. It is also a place known as a
community of wives, where adherents drink freely, smoke, swear, and
bare assed, and canoeing. When I say canoeing, believe me, not one
in there is into aquatic sports. There is not one blue-rinse matron
among them.”

“Never heard of a community of wives,” said
Roscoe.

“It’s most commonly known as group sex,” said
Rooster, with moxie and the clothes to match, his moments of
darkness, rare.

“Now that…I have heard of,” said Roscoe,
pointing a stiff finger in the air.

Rooster whispered to him, boasting about his
many conquests, “Stick with me kid-o, my resume consist of my
having debauched sixteen schoolgirls. Here, the price of a
short-time with one of the girls is about the same, but an
over-nighter cost an additional two-seventy-five.”

Roscoe said, “So, I take it that there is no
such thing as a free lunch. Ya must pay as ya go. Though I may not
agree, I got you there buddy. As randy as I am, I definitely will
not mind if we sup tonight with harlotry. ”

Rooster, whose last friend had been bagging
for various judges for decades, was swollen with pride to have a
badge along with him, held up his hand, and said, “Don’t fret dear
chap, you can count on Rooster to blazes and beyond. The owner of
this establishment owns me for convincing an unruly customer to
leave with everything still in tack. There is one more thing. Mine
you, nary a woman inside this place is a true prostitute. More
appropriate, they, my dear chap, are available casual indigenous
female companions. Be sure to keep that fact in mind tonight.”

Just then, a male voice spoke through a hole
in the door about the size of a quarter asking them. “Pass word
please.”

Rooster, antsy, rattled off the words, “The
woods are lovely, dark, and deep. But I have promises to keep, and
miles to go before I sleep.”

The door opened. The bouncer nodded them into
a place god forgot, a bacchanalian revelry, where a hotbed of
beauties were divided into those termed a goer…a woman who gives
the impression of being like she’d be sexually obtainable and
eager…and those notorious for being sexually active.

On a tall wooden stool in one corner of the
establishment, the folk singer sat hunched over his shiny mahogany
guitar. He played lonesome songs about warm beer, cold women, and
long nights on the road.

After listening in, Roscoe and Rooster,
knowing the place was not above their ceiling, walked in a slow,
relaxed manner, without hurry or effort. The venerable mother
Charlotte met and welcomed them to the abode of love. She kindly
told them to enjoy.

Judging from the way she had winked and
smiled at Rooster, he concluded there was a nodding acquaintance
between the two.

The two then went into an opened casino
consisting of men and women in the raw engaging in acts of sexual
congress and connubial pleasures—a virtual cacoethes—a sex mania
spiced with an irresistible urge to do something inadvisable, as
the taxonomy of smells caused their nostrils to flair.

Not all were at it just yet. Some had a
liking for lying sprawled out naked under a sunlamp putting
cigarettes in their cats and puffing on them, while getting every
dose of ultraviolet to infrared rays that could be afforded them,
as some were an all-rounder. Both sexes were general fun and
games.

Roscoe nearly got sick on his stomach over
the thought of a confirmed bachelor alley catting around,
displaying his ambiguous sexual interests. Scandal would never
fasten on an alternative proclivity concerning him. He took pride
in being one-hundred-percent heterosexual, with a strong sexual
attraction for the opposite sex. He did not care slop as to whether
sex between the both-way people would be the other way round, with
the mature man balling the younger man’s antrum, fast at feeding
him beef like a shogun in some geisha shop.

Though the party cooked through the night,
before the night was over, Roscoe and Rooster would learn that all
of the forbidden fruit belonged to a college tribe, a few offering
to unlimber your joint.

It’s an awful thing to know the peculiar
thing is—few parents are willing to imagine their daughters are
involved in compensated dating, making men jolly into the small
hours.

Stark except for there riding boots, a male,
an exceptionally muscular athlete, and female, with a hot bottom
plus large endowment, executing amatory rites said to the other,
“What do you think? Should we admire marriage or alternative
lifestyles?” In answer to the question, the female just chuckled,
and then went down on him. “I get it. Alternative it is then.” Then
a woman said to her lover as they were also tight interfacing, “Who
needs to think of marriage…what suits me best is the drama of
separation, of looking forward to the meeting and the tryst.”

Obviously, she was but yet another one of the
young women there for the two-backed game.

Then another young woman, not adverse to a
bit of the other, hollered, “Hey, are you looking to dip that
banana or Cecil in the hot grease?” Then—‘well done—good
shooting—that’s another bring off…next!”

Roscoe, exuding an air of raw, vibrant
masculinity, and in the groove, started in on making his first
entry with a cute little female, compounding with the most
lascivious of the bunch, a social lubricant, which was broad in
sympathies, tastes, and interests, overall a catholic taste in
music. Shy at first, she eventually told him her name was Penelope
Baumgartner. Penelope, gent and graceful and with pneumatic lips
and breasts, sported a fresh bob haircut, and black-framed glasses
and a slimmed-down figure. She was famously skeptical and sinfully
sexy, an absolute knockout beauty, so much so, she could knock down
squirrels with her exquisite face. Mesmerized by the blue eyes that
stared so intently into his own, he told her emphatically, “I have
my doubts if any immortal hand or eye could frame your fearful
symmetry?”

His comment caused her to smile
copiously.

Before they had begun to make love, he had
taken out his amour, but she begged that he would not put it on, as
the sex was much pleasanter without it.

Under further observation, he noticed that
she was wearing a booze bracelet, a high-tech gadget, called a
SCRAM—Secure Continuous Remote Alcohol Monitoring, to ensure that
she stays away from consuming alcohol. And excitedly whispering in
his ear between encouraging grunts and moans, as the bumps and
grinds of her hips, would arise and descend, causing the mattress
to squeak, her body undulating moving with a smooth wavelike
motion, answering the rhythm of his love, somewhat.

Then, as her knees rose, she whispered, “The
device monitors booze levels present in the skin every 30 minutes
for 90 days.”

“Is that right,” he managed, eyeing her
peaches-and-cream complexion. Her terrible blue eyes bored into
him, as if she was looking deep within his soul. At that
extraordinary moment, he felt more connected to her than any other
woman before.

“Uh, huh, she replied. “The bad part is,
like, if I test for alcohol use I will have to start my 90 days
over, and if I fail a second time I’ll be forced to spend 30 days
in a county jail.” She moaned at the putrefied painful elegance, at
the deep plunging depth of lovemaking. Struggling awkwardly
attempting to prevent him from having further access to her depth,
she tried squirming her body down into the mattress, only to stop
as she realized the length of him was determined to go all the way
down to the hilt.

Alarmed, but with perfect calm intensity, he
whispered, “Oops! Are you all right?”

“Do you really want to know the truth? What
am to I say? Let’s just say that what you’re doing to me is
strangely beautiful and leave it at that for now.”

As he continued with his onward motion, and
between grunts and thrusts, he managed, “What about what?”

She smacked him kindly on his naked baby
cakes. “Oh, you know what I’m referring to,” moaning again, her
breath catching. “It’s just that you’re so big,” she said, talking
cold turkey about sex, getting it out, finally. “It hurts. I have
never been with a guy of this size. Next time we get together, I am
pretty sure to bring some lubrication so that it won’t hurt so
much. No doubt, tomorrow when I’m on my own, my insides is gonna
pain something awful.” Though she complained, her continual moans
and groans were a sign that it all equated to a mixed bag of
paining pleasure and unadulterated pleasure.

“No pain, no gain,” he whispered, her words
exciting him even more as he wondered if she was doing it on
purpose. If she were, it was definitely working.

He stayed in her for what seemed like
eons—bringing her off one, two, three times….

The rhythm of their body movements drifted
quiet and sweet. Before long, they both shared mutual joys,
reaching a climaxed high and then lay spent. After they had rested
a spell, they went back at it again, more fiercely than the first
time stopping to catch their breath at intervals and only to begin
again, encouraging each other with their hands, with their mouths,
and with their words, deeper and deeper into the night.

She spontaneously went down on him,
simultaneously masturbating herself, her legs opening and closing
in a scissor action, while above their heads two attractively
engraved figures of man and woman connected at every tick of the
clock. The evocative sight caused anticipation to begin to fizz
through their veins, as the orgasmic spasms went off with the fizz
of three hundred sparklers.

Afterwards, they chivvied each other,
laughing heartily to their hearts content. Once she goosed him. He
took things to another level by gently stroking his hand back and
forth over the prolific soft pilosity of hairs in the region of her
pussy.

He knew…how to get a woman juiced up better
than anyone she’d ever been with, she lustfully though, moaning as
he continued to touch her in precise spots, his fingers wet from
her increasing sexual secretions.

It wasn’t too long before they made love yet
again.

Well, anyway, that night he did it up brown,
thoroughly and completely f—king until completion, and then
shellacked, he finally lost the fizz.

As Penelope…curled up in his arms, they
started to talk with animation, starting in with some intimate
pillow talk, and letting on to him about a married doctor who was
trying to become her swain. Though she had…not gone to bed with
him, she told Roscoe, “I s’pect he’s got himself a microscopic
Johnson, his wife running out on him and all.”

Roscoe said to her, “You are a lascivious
adulterer!”

“Don’t you dare…say that again until I’ve had
a chance to look it up,” she said.

“Are you going to see him anymore?” Roscoe
asked her.

“You mean…have sex with him, don’t you?”

“Since you put it that way, I guess so.”

“Don’t tell me you’re the jealous type. You
know it is as they say…jealousy with rankling teeth. Why, you, me,
have just met. Golly. It is not as if we have spent a whole lot of
time together before the situation turned into a whirlwind romance.
It would be too premature for any man to say to themselves, ‘I’ll
marry this one; make my last seed, grow old gracefully
together.’”

“Not at all jealous, just curious, that’s
all. As you may know, we have in our inward frame various
affections.”

“I know, but as to being curious, as they
say, curiosity killed—”

“The cat,” he finished, his whole body
shaking with mirth.

Penelope gave a cluck of impatience. “Tell me
the truth. Are you the jealous type?”

“A 100 percent no,” said Roscoe, with a
quiet, somber demeanor.

Her impatience quickly evaporating, she then
said, “Well, if you are, I think that it’s adorable. To be frank,
my admirer, more specifically, you know, the married doctor I told
you about, is so creepy his colleagues christened him
“Millipede.”

“That bad, huh?”

Penelope said, “Scot’s honor. I find it
impossible to force a smile, to simulate pleasure whenever I was
with him. Do I care about being in his company?” She shrugged.
“It’s hard to say. He does have a lot of money and it tends to
negate some of the negative things about him. It rather makes me
sound like an airhead. I guess, huh? I wouldn’t blame you if you
don’t wanna be with me again.”

“What on earth would make you say such a
thing?”

“Some people, like, would call me a woman
with loose moral, letting guys bounce on me like a squashy
mattress.”

“Is it how you really think about
yourself?”

“I must admit there are times where I do feel
that way.”

“Do you lose sleep over it?”

“At first I didn’t. The next that happened, I
was so upset I cried for like, three days. But then I came to my
senses and said to myself, ‘what am I to do, fall to my knees and
prostrate myself on the bare floor of the church begging that fag
god almighty for his forgiveness.’”

“Why would you call god a fag?”

“Do I look stupid?”

“Hardly.”

“The reasons why I think say he’s a fag is
just look at the Last Supper.”

“What about the Last Supper? It’s about 12
disciples celebrating their last time together. That was biblically
historical.”

“No, I don’t see it that way.”

“How do you see it?”

“It’s about a bunch of imbeciles sitting
round a big table getting high on wine. Don’t you think that’s
strange?”

“Nah, there’s nothing wrong with the
scenario. People all over see it like that. Why are you
different?”

Penelope let it all hang out. “I think they
are all nothing but a bunch of fags. Last time I checked there was
nothing but men there. Like, I said, I am not stupid. Numbers of
women feel as I do.”

He saw he wouldn’t get her to see otherwise,
so he said, “To be fair with you, I want you to know you bring up a
good point, and I like, totally sympathize with you; however…I
think we should back track to when I had asked you if you lost any
sleep over people getting in your business.”

“I wish people keep their opinions to
themselves.”

“People are people and will always be
sticking their nose where it doesn’t belong.”

“Are you subliminally suggesting I punch
everyone in the nose each time a bad thing is said about me or are
you ladling out your personal philosophy of life for my ears only?
Skip that last part. But honestly, I wish they would keep their
opinions to themselves.”

“Were I you, I wouldn’t let it bother me. You
are a beautiful person inside and—”

“Oh, so you do like something about me. You
sound just like the rest of the men. Pussy is all you’re interested
in getting. Nothing—”

“I love sex, but you’re wrong to think it’s
all I like in a woman. Don’t you believe me? You gotta trust
someone some time or other in your like. If you never have placed
trust in anyone before, why not start now. I’m a good candidate for
it.”

“Are you trying to tell me something? I sense
there’s an ulterior motive in your tone of voice.”

“If you want to know the truth, if we had not
met here tonight, and if I had seen you some place on the other
side of the world, I like, might have taken you to be a buxom
French cookie that haunts the … thorp’s one nightspot. That
particular thought begs the question, have you been at this sort of
thing long?”

“First off, were I to have met you under
different circumstance, I would have thought you to be a greeter
and joiner, an intellectual lightweight. Second, I’m not a whore.
Third, would you believe it’s my first time doing this sort of
thing?”

“I might.”

“What are you my savior? I needed the
money.”

“So, what are you trying to say?”

“That I won’t be back here if I can get some
other source of income going.”

“If you want my view, I would put in the
picture that that won’t be wise at all if you were to stick with
this sort of thing…here or some other place. How I see it is, with
your educational background, and were you to apply yourself
largely, a mother lode of opportunities would be up for grabs to
you.

“Don’t you think I am aware of that?”

“I would have thought, you being an
intellectual, you would be aware of the fact where other than HIV,
multiple sex partners run the risk of passing the virulent lice to
each other when they join fast and secret in hidden corners.”

Penelope looked very solemn. “All you men are
all alike…first admonition…then domination. So, what are we talking
about here, an alliance between medicine and morality? I have you
to know, although I have had sex several times before, you were the
first guy screwed me without using a collapsible container.”

“Is that right?”

“Certainly. The others were college guys
round my age used to having sex with most any girl. I didn’t trust
them.”

“If it’s true what you just declared, then I
would say you were using your head for more than a hat rack.”

She took the mickey quite well, and with a
smiling countenance, she said, “Gotcha.” She then reached her hand
down between his legs and started to massage him until his Johnson
stiffened. “I thought you were going to say to use my head for more
than a blow job.”

Her passionate words caused him to become
excited again. Then like a giant refreshed, and feeling like a new
man, from that moment, doggone it if she didn’t see a motivation in
Roscoe! His breathing quickened the instant she bent over and
started rummaging below stairs with an expert hand, and then went
down on the tool of the generation taking the entire baldy fellow
into her warm soft mouth.

“Go-slow,” he grunted, as she started to move
her mouth up and down on him, reaching the tip, and then going
sunwise with her tongue, only to let it travel back down the full
length again, making a slurping sound with her mouth.

Minutes later, he found himself with his
hands wrapped around the back of her head, assisting her with her
up and down motion. The air was thick with anticipation, as he
prepared and strengthened himself for what was to come, girding up
his loins. There was a second or two there just before the juice
from him was ejaculated into her orifice, when she already had the
taste of it as he climaxed, getting his jollies for the very last
time, going flat completely before he ran the risk of jumping the
last hurdle. Though the mattress had lost its spring, smiling
inside, he felt king of the hill…better than new. The epiphany lent
a hand at getting him to appreciate the wonderful state of being
alive—animation at the utmost, all done for the last time perfectly
calm intensity.

Having attained the optimal and now on empty,
Roscoe said to her, “Heavens to Merca-troid! I will be damned if
that wasn’t wickedly good and one utterly sure nought open-and-shut
case of a heady, blowjob. Look at me,” he instructed, feeling every
bit an energetic abled blade. “You got me limp. Believe you me when
I say to you, this has never happened to me before. The whole
freaking experience had me precisely MEGO, my eyes glazing over.
Came pretty darn close to having a helluva mickle splitting megrim,
I did,” he said, laid-back, already mellowed out.

“You probably say the same thing to every
young woman you manage to get in a compromising position. It just
may be one of your main lines.”

He answered, by saying, “Oh, this is like so
not an imposition. No really, I like, want to do this again with
you some time soon, in fact.”

“We’ll see.” She smiled and then gave him a
French kiss, sticking her tongue deep into his mouth. She then gave
him her phone number and let on to him the school she was
attending. She was a first year law student. Another fact brought
out was, though she was born in Canada, she felt emphatically
Californian. And she did sound a little sad then.

Moreover, now that Adam knew Eve, she had
told him that, her folks were Christens. Furthermore, if they got
wind of what she was up too, they could never forgive her errant
ways.

“Sounds like nice understanding folks you
have,” said Roscoe.

She felt comfortable with her confiding in
him. She said, “Would you believe it if I told you earlier tonight
before we met, unbeknown to me, some oddball come soli to the place
wearing odd socks on his feet. Distracted by my thoughts, me like a
fool, let the guy slip me a mickey.

“Say what?” Roscoe asked.

She sighed. “I don’t remember blacking out. I
think was I was only getting marginal sensations at the time. Well
anyway, he then took me into a dark room and peeled off every
stitch of my clothes. When I regained consciousness, I found him
stark naked on top of me, with his penis in his hand about to put
it inside me. ‘Shut your mouth!’ he snarled, ‘to me all bitches are
whores. Don’t try to make me see otherwise.’ He was tremendously
strong in the arm and in the head. I found that out when I tried to
persuade him to stop, but he wouldn’t budge. Neither bribe nor
threat would budge him.”

She caught her breath and then continued.
“Until finally, after summoning every ounce of strength, I managed
to shove him from up off of me, snatching clothes as I raced from
the room, passing some strung out guy leaning up against the wall
serenading with a budget guitar. Everybody was so into it that no
one would believe me. I started gobbling to myself faintly in
distress. I was like, if no one cared but me, then why should I.
Then I took a good stiff drink, and tried to push the whole thing
to the back of my mind, thereafter making only stiff and
self-conversation.”

“Drat!” Penelope cried, striking the
mattress, her head hanging slack in attitude of despair, the veins
in her neck bulging, wanting desperately to rid the cultch from her
life. “Another trashy thing I didn’t like about him was he didn’t
think I had the sense to know how to separate a good-looking guy
from a cull. After I got away from him, I must admit I was kinda in
the dumps. Until you and Rooster arrived, I mean.”

Her grief of the horrific episode that she
was carrying inside of her sounded heavier-than-air to him. Feeling
sucked into the…intrigue, and in an attempt to reassure her she was
not to blame for the embarrassing boob which befell her, Roscoe,
declaring a declaration of war against her assailant, his words
packing a powerful punch, exclaimed with anger in his voice, “What
the eff!—The born losing cowardly cur, half-assed off the track
idiot. Wish I were here at the time.”

“Calm yourself Roscoe, please,” she
insisted.

“That perverted sick-o would have needed some
dental work done, with regrets of having snagged you, and of not
having taken the mickey himself. Come to think of it that may be
his use and wont, you know established custom, going round spiking
women drinks so he can take advantage of there helplessness.”

Roscoe took a breath of air into his lungs
and then exhaled. “What I would like you to do is to try to put all
that awfully sucky happenstance aside for now. Try to rid your
thoughts of that horrible incident. If you cannot do it completely,
at the least as much as you can. Now, I would like to know if you
suffered an injury from that experience. If you have, let me be the
first to kiss the boo-boo.” To show he meant well, he kissed her
fully on her essence, his nostrils flaring from the mixed taste of
the both of them. Then squarely on her mouth, he placed a kiss.

He openly admitted to her, “In all honesty,
after a bit of self-analysis, I discovered I love sex and I have to
stop myself some times before I OD’d on it. Also, I willingly
admit, you have poisoned my rest this night. But, oh what a good
thing it has been.”

His sense of humor and honesty helped her to
simmer, and then perk up. “I know what. How about if you were to
come with me to my friend Jackie’s wedding reception one month from
now? I realize there may be a chance that my doctor friend may be
there, but we’re with some of the very same people, and this party
will be one of the few times I’ll get to see them—Besides, I sort
of relish the thought of showing up with somebody new…so, what
about it?”

He thought for a moment, knowing were he to
go, he would no doubt be the odd man out, differing from members of
the set in some way. “I’ll be delighted. I hope no one finds me a
bore.” He simply loved a challenge.

“You say that now. But I hope you don’t welsh
on me, like, break your word.”

“Never was a liar. Don’t intend to start
now.”

It was clear that she already had her cap set
for him…and seeking to turn her newly male acquaintance into a
suitor.

Penelope reached up behind his head and gave
his hair a tousle. Then rubbing his guns, his muscular biceps, she
said, “Silly man, you—you’re not a bore. Not after all the life,
you have shown me tonight. There’s no way, no how you can be other
than the life of the party.”

“Ah, if you don’t mind a wallflower would be
more like it. I’m quiet and on the shy side, mostly. Hope you can
deal with it.”

“No problem. There’s sure to be some other
shy people there.” She kissed him fully on his lips.

Pleased as punch, he then sealed their
blissfulness with a SWAK, invading her mouth with his inquisitive
tongue. She responded fervently. Then she looked at him and gave
him a peck on the cheek. Their lovemaking had been a tonic for him.
With his drinking toot at an end and yawning, he eventually fell
off to sleep.

There they were, with her right hand stroking
his hair, her left hand still stroking him between his legs,
everything, on the face of it, utopian for the dipole moment,
consisting of a pair of equal and oppositely charged magnetized
poles separated merely by a nakedly compassionate breath of a
distance.

Before the night was over the men bulled all
the women.

When he awoke, he was back at home in his
pajamas, hung-over and wondering how in hell he got there. After a
merry-go-round of parties, he had to hand it to Rooster, he never
knew anybody—anybody—concocts a sex fest like him.

Actually, Roscoe was not much of a partier
and preferred quiet nights in rather than rough nights out.

Within days, and with alacritous eagerness,
Rooster took him up on his invitation. One thing led to another,
the rest was history.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 



Chapter 23

 


 


The cruiser negotiated the twisting of an
S-shaped ess curve in the roadbed. After that, then a bootlegger
turn, as a loaded down heavy-duty semi careered pass, blowing its
horn as it sped along, gravel pinging off…the cruiser, traveling on
down into a pinery forest of trees, with pill bugs curling into a
ball, above rocks cumbering below, barely missing an automobile
carrying a cartop fishing boat above.

Then from the corner of his eye, Roscoe
caught sight of meals-on-wheels delivering hot meals to the homes
of the elderly and disabled.

Chuckling, Roscoe said with scrupulous
honesty, “I heard it said that in popular mythology, truckers are
kings of the road.” He tapped Rooster playfully on his shoulder.
“Betcha the trucker got a comic book in his lap.” Damn near every
one he knew kept a phoney log.

Responding to his surprisingly clunky comedy,
Rooster said, “Yeah, no doubt at himself, every time a new edition
comes in with the women’s underwear he goes in. As for me, though
my taste may vary from time to time, basically, I am not hard to
please. Just show me some pictures where the good guys get the
dough and the big breasted broads.”

They roared, laughing aloud.

Every. Single. Solitary. Time Roscoe would
see an airplane flying low to the ground, circling and circling and
rising over obstacles as they appear, the pilot always throttled
back. If his memory served him right, he had read somewhere it is
to hedgehop, an average of 10 go-rounds being necessary at the
airport every week. This aircraft was executing skillful moves in
the air.

The tare and yare keeping the vehicle steady
and manageable, the road eventually adjusted to a single lane,
ribbed with furrows of slush and full of kiss-me-quicks, like a
cuppy racetrack.

After having traveled for some minutes, the
road pinched down to a trail. They drew nigh unto their appointed
destination, passing a small group of hiking-camping admirers of
nature in the rough.

“Look at that,” said Rooster, pointing at a
moose as it dropped a hind foot and dented the hood of the car. The
moose was unharmed, ran off, and melted into the woods. The people
in the car looked more shook up than harmed, shaking their heads as
they continued to drive on their way.

“Animals up here should have the right away,”
said Roscoe.

“I agree. Well, looks like this is as far as
we can go with four wheels on this side of the foothills,” said
Rooster, keeping with his reputation as to being one of the best
guides in the region, and noticing several brace of quails foraging
on the ground, feeding on seeds and leaves. The noise of the
cruiser startled them, some of the birds exploding into short
flight, some escaping on foot.

With the tachometer dropping at a slow rate,
Rooster looked for somewhere to park, as the area on the surface
showed the footprint of the tires. And then the two got busy
unloading everything from the vehicle, setting up their campsite
straddling the river.

They then traveled on foot for over a mile
crossing rocky terrain. Halting their forward progress, returned to
the campsite and scouted out the area, cutting away high brush with
their machetes. They then set up tents, spacing them four feet
apart, so that, were anything wild would come across them, they
could band together in an attempt to scare it off.

As darkness enclosed them and after both men
having answered an urgent call behind the bush casting their
pellets, they stretched out on the ground near a fiery smudge, the
smoky outdoor flame, affording them illumination and keeping the
insects at bay, the burning wood crackling and hissing, now and
again an owl hooted somewhere in the darkness.

Roscoe said, “First thing come morning, what
do you think we ought to tackle?”

Blowing out a heavy breath of air through his
mouth, Rooster thoughtfully said, “The lower ridge a tad up on the
north side of the climb.”

“Do you feel there might be a good chance we
might encounter some difficulty?”

“There’s some likelihood there could be some
heavy going. Actually, it’s much too premature to tell what we are
liable to face. We may even run cross a snowcat now and again. They
are a tracklaying piece of machinery for traveling on snow. But
they are seen mostly at higher elevation.”

“Will it be a hard—or difficult—climb?”

“I’m hep on what you are asking. You might
safely say a long pull up hill and a little way away.”

“But will it be steep?”

“I just told you. Well, that’s also yet
another item on the agenda to be considered. The landscape changes
from time-to-time. We may have to force the mountain passes, like
win our way into the area. There is no other way of getting around
it. What may have been a rocky area then may be smooth now.”

“So what are you telling me?”

“Just this, point blank, I’m no botanist, nor
am I a paleontologist. But when it comes to plant life, brushes and
trees and such, Mother Nature has the last say as to what stays or
what goes, including the revolving changes in animals over time.”
He paused.

Rooster continued. “I guess you can say that
out here, there is no cafeteria benefit plan, which, under normal
circumstances provides a selection from which a choice may be made.
You have to make your own choices. And have to come up with your
own rules so long as they stay within the guide lines of the law of
the land.”

“Roscoe said, “Like mankind, eh?”

“Yes, we are one perfect example. Oh, and one
last thing. Correct that last part. Out here, there is no last
thing actually. Everything just continues to evolve repeatedly.
Now, there is the col to be considered.”

“What’s that?”

“That’s if and only if we come across one.
Basically it’s the lowest point of a ridge or saddle between two
peaks, usually affording a passing from one side of a mountain
range to another.”

“Got you. It seems rather peaceful out here
at night,” said Roscoe.

“That’s where you’re wrong, my fellow in
crime.”

“How’s that?”

“Don’t let quiet deceive you.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Good. Cause right as we speak, somewhere out
there, could be a bear eating away on some unfortunate poor slob.
That is not to say, bears are discriminatory, not at all. I would
venture to say to you, far from it.”

“Bears are as smart as that I take it.”

“Until you stumble across a bear growling and
snarling, rearing its big fury head at you, knowing there’s no way
one man alone could pull down the hug mammoth beast, and
discovering there’s a good chance in you becoming its next victim,
you’ll catch on quick.”

“Have such a thing happened to you before?
Accidentally running across a bear attack while in progress, I
mean.”

“Just one time, so far, unfortunately. Mine
me when I say that this is something far from being a fanciful
story about a pot of gold. Well, anyway, obviously this particular
animal had more intention to grab a main course than just to pork
out on roast pig. No, this bear had some vacationer on a jaunt,
whole head in its mouth and would have no doubt ripped the head off
the body. That is, if I hadn’t intervened.”

“Intervene like how?”

“First I made an effort to shoo the bear
away. The dad-binged bear quickly lost interest in the man, and
started to attack me.”

“Damn it must have been scary. I would’ve
been scared shitless. Go on. What was the next thing that
happened?”

“I ran behind the nearest tree, but the bear
made every effort to get at me as we both went in circles, like
round-and-round the merry-go-round. Only there wasn’t anything
merry about what I was doing…” He had to pause to catch his
breath.

Then Rooster went on to say, “After circling
the tree many times over, I accidentally tripped on a stump,
spilling to the ground on my back, looking up at a creature
standing 10 feet tall, I reckon. Frightened just about out of my
wits, and having no holy love for the bear, I managed to get a bead
on it with my rifle, firing away at it, pumping hot lead into its
head and body, till the gosh darn rifle jammed. The freaking bear
just stood stark still, eyes rolling round in its head, with his
mouth stretched to the limit, growling viciously at me. Stumped, I
was. I knew I must have drilled it fourteen times more or less and
still the big idiot was standing.”

“Mercy me!” Roscoe said, “So, what did you
do?”

“What do you think?”

“I mean, you must have done something, or
otherwise you wouldn’t be here now. So, tell me, what did you?”

“Nothing.”

“What?”

“That’s right, not a thing.”

“Are you kidding? Like I said, you had to
have—”

“The sonofabitch gave out a loud creepy
crawly sound and then pitched forward, tumbling down on top of me,
nearly smothering the life out of me.”

Then after grunts and groans, I managed to
heave the big lug off me, thanking my lucky stars for being spared.
Collecting myself, I jumped to my feet, rushed over to the pitiful
man with gashing bite marks on his head. After applying first aid
on him, I carted him back down the mountain to my vehicle. Lucky
for him I got him to some medical care in the area in the neck of
time. Actually, the place wasn’t much, short on help, short on
medical supplies, but the doctor got right to working at keeping
him alive.

“Man, that was some ordeal,” said Roscoe.

“Been through many life threatening
situations but none could come close to that one.”

Then Roscoe said, “Guess we’ll never know
what happened to Jake and his men.

“You think?” Rooster asked.

Roscoe said, “According to the Ranger
Station, there was too little evidence to go on to make an
identity. Some of the things that happen up here on the mountain
seem to be a sad commentary. The mountain takes but not gives
anything back. Oh, well nought said on that for the moment. Guess
we oughtta turn in.”

“Yep, guess so. Big day ahead.”

“The night air is just right for sleeping.”
said Rooster, looking out into the night with gun in hand, hearing
but not seeing the deer rustling the leaves as it leaped through
the woods.

“I can use a bracer,” said Roscoe, looking at
how sweet the moonlight sleeps upon the bank, talking sweet to each
other, while survival hung in the balance. “I know…don’t say
it…drinks are out.”

“You got that right,” Rooter’s said with a
click of his tongue.

“Boy did we have fun that night I first met
Penelope.”

“You really got a kick out of it, eh?”

“And how.”

“You and Penelope seem to have become quite
an item.”

“You think so?”

“I do.”

“We probably would not have met if you hadn’t
taken me to that place. Not that I regret going there.”

“Didn’t think you would you rascal you.”

“Look who’s calling the kettle black.”

“Now you know Roscoe that I’m not half as
randy as you.”

Roscoe looked up to the heavens and let his
eyes roll back into his head. “Now I’ve heard it all. When we were
there that night, every time I looked you were going at it again,
like some horny jack rabbit.”

“Oh yeah…you shouldn’t talk. I heard both of
you moaning and groaning every hour on the hour, though you’ll
never stop.”

Roscoe slapped him on the shoulder with the
flat part of his hand. “So you’re a voyeur. I wouldn’t have thought
you were the type of person who gains sexual pleasure from watching
others when they are naked or engaged in sexual activity.”

“Ah will you stop it please.”

They both drew silent for a spell.

Roscoe’s eyes then caught sight of a series
of things. The first was a sturdy oak tree, its branches reaching
to the clouds, as if to claim a piece f the sky. Secondly,
he saw the wolf as it trotted away, his head and
tail are erect, his hips slightly to one side and out of line with
his shoulders. Thirdly, he watched quietly as the raccoon goes down
on all fours and strides slowly off, her slender front paws
reaching ahead of her, her slender front paws like the hands of an
experienced swimmer.

Rooster smiled at the wonders of nature.

The errant breeze changed directions and
began tracking across the ground at 20 mph, then became a stout
wind, the wind shrilling tunes, as it
gusted through the branches of the tree.

“Looks like we’re in for a blow,” Rooster
said, pulling the polo-neck sweater up round his neck, then
listening to the rustling whisper of leaves, and bare woods, whose
branches strain, and then unconsciously scratching at the day old
photosensitive rash on his arm, which on occasion bore an abnormal
reaction to sunlight.

“That it does.”

His eyes had a brief intimate look at the
night sky, and then caught sight of an owl up on a tree branch with
large forward-facing eyes surrounded by facial disks, a hooded beak
as he cried out his typical loud call, perhaps to a mate in the
distance. He thought the owl had bust a string. His body clock was
out of sync. But there he goes. What did he know about owls? Then
there leaning on the air, feinting and screaming with glee, two
eagles swooped and hovered, as they swung palsy-walsy in
concert.

They both closed their fine light gauzed
marquisette that covered the entire tent to keep out the pesky
mosquitoes, getting into the sleeping bag, as the wind gentled, and
the heavens above gradually turned into a dark forbidding sky, and
in minutes they were Bo-Peep.





 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 24



 


Waked by the circling hours, Odin equated to
a new day, as the dawn, with silver-saddled feet, crept like a
frightened child.

The wind southed a point or two.

With his head alive and jumping with notions,
and feeling like some mercenary on this particular Wednesday,
Roscoe wondered would he be successful at all this day.

Death of a partner he refused to consider for
even one moment. Although there existed an odious feeling in his
gut, he wanted to keep faith Rooster would return safe.

Brushing off the tiniest mote of dust on his
eyelid with rosy hand, he flicked his finger at a field ant out on
scout patrol surreptitiously traveling on his undershirt.

Crawling from out of the tent, he went over
to Rooster’s tent. Finding him not there, he started searching for
him, calling out at intervals. “Rooster, do you hear me. If you
can, shout back. Okay?”

Silence…nothing but the sounds of a bird and
the chirr of a lone grasshopper.

Then the whispering of the wind heard.

Biding his time, figuring it would be much
wiser to stay put in one place, he rustled himself up some grub,
set down and ate every morsel.

His mind a beehive of activity, he could not
imagine his partner up and walking off without letting him
know.

Round three hours had passed and there was
not one sign of Rooster.

His courage never quailed. And curious then
ever, and all alone and refusing to let the world go by, he went
heel-and-toe walking out and about—with a measured gait—mousing
high and low, hoping, hoping, hoping, and looking, looking,
looking, for any sign of him.

After a period of time, and outworn and
pooped the hard way, puffing and blowing and with the shortness of
breath, having reached the nineteenth hole, and quite fordone with
the forage, and bracing himself for the shock, he found one of
Rooster’s shoes along with his wallet lying on the ground close to
the mountain’s edge.

Roscoe just stood there for a moment to catch
his breath.

It was so quiet he thought it odd.

From a far off distance, a rumble heard. Was
it thunder, was it lightning or just Mother Nature playing tricks
on him.

Reaching his hand in his coat pocket, he took
out the vinaigrette, popping the top.

There came that rumble again, closer
somewhat.

Then holding the vinaigrette up to his nose,
he breathed in an ample amount of smelling salts. He felt his body
becoming more studier by the second.

Putting his eyes down toward the ground, he
noticed what looked to be pugmarks of animal and human footprints
on the ground, indicative of a person struggling with someone of
something.

Then there was a crackling sound, the sound
stranger than before.

He put his mind back on the matter at hand,
concluding that whatever attacked Rooster was quite strong and had
no doubt managed to throw or push him over the ledge.

After he thrashed the matter over
inconclusively, he figured that there had been no prefigurement
before hand…there just was no way he could have pictured or
imagined this would happen. The odds were that Rooster was no
longer alive. He had promised him he would be his padrino at his
wedding. That was awash, now. His every instinct indicated to him
that he would never see Rooster again.

One other thing that bothered him was that
Rooster had a trained nose for sniffing out trouble, a nose some
wet-behind-the-ears Caesar might use to sniff out nuclear weapons.
Hmmm! What ever got to him had to have caught him completely off
his guard, for it was unlikely he would lower his guard and relax
his defensive posture, leaving himself vulnerable to attack. Now
from the body of the crime there was not enough evidence to
conclude what had actually happened to him.

As a last tribute to Rooster, and on a
skyline, Roscoe, sucked it up, and rolled up his sleeves and began
gathering a heap of stone piling it up as a memorial—a cairn if you
will. Sweating profusely, and his hands encrusted with dirt and
dust, it was obvious to him the task had been no cake. He then
bowed his head, saying an impromptu eulogy for a man that had
started to grow on him. Sorely missed, he would be.

Even though the theory of how Rooster met
with foul play was based on recent findings, he would report things
as such. It was only meet that Sheriff Halyard know.

He would put in a call as soon as he reached
camp.

The incident neither deterred him nor dented
his enthusiasm.

Doubling back on his tracks, and before he
managed to get to the campsite, he would experience something out
of the ordinary.

With the tu-whit tu-whoo of the tawny owl
sounding off in a tree, Roscoe saw something moving in the brushes
and decided to do a little investigating.

All at once, he heard a footfall. On the qui
vive, and with a quirk of fate, a figure appeared. He could not
believe his eyes. About fifty feet away stood what looked to him to
be half man, half-animal—a frightening blockbuster in every sense
of the word.

Roscoe was stunned. He did a double take,
staring at it inquisitively. He wasted what had seemed to him a lot
of time hemming and hawing before self-adjustment to his
environment set-in, causing him to punt and twig instinctively
about things. After that, he quickly made up his mind about what
may be the right thing to do. For this was no twilight zone he was
suddenly thrown in…the epiphany was real, face-to-face with a
quixotic and unpredictable whatever!

He herded off with diligence, speed and
haste, in the opposite direction like someone scared out of his or
her wits. And on the hip and at a disadvantage, he did not look
back, as the thing behind him spurred him, like an outspent horse,
to death, causing him to fall down, to get up, and continued to
scurry like his life depended on it, running through a cathedral
grove of red woods. The stems of grass brushing against his legs,
Roscoe, wiped away the small cosmopolitan black beetle which had
landed on his eyelid—a cadelle, that is. It too was likely to be
scavenging for food. The darn bug probably did not know he could
not tackle such a big two legged animal.

Bugs or no bugs…were the least of his
worries. To escape from the force majeure now on his tail one no
doubt would feel twice born. It was no two-spotted spider mite
seeking to feed on soft plant parts, nor a yeasty undeveloped
immature fellow. No siree buddy that which was behind him was
yearning to have him for dinner and dessert too—the whole cotton
picking nine yards.

He looked back again and as he did, he
stubbed his toe, swore, and tripped on the knobby sections of
aerial roots, growing above ground, causing him to fall flat on his
face.

He got to his feet brushing the dirt from his
face, pulled out his barker, and then took off running again. He
stopped on a dime the instant he heard the painful scream behind
him. He looked back to see what it was that made the noise. Upon
closer inspection, he saw that the noise had come from the thing
that had been pursing him. From his vantage point, it darned on him
that a gin trap used to trap animals and unfortunately, humans had
snared the thing.

Roscoe wanted to get a closer look and made
his way back to investigate a little more, careful not to get too
close. The closer he got the larger the thing became, and noticing
the polydactyl condition of its feet as well. He sighed heavily
with relief. He glanced down at his palms where his nails had
indented a row of stigmata into the flesh of his palm. He was
right. The thing that snared his eye was indeed half-human half
animal, far from being a cade lamb. For one thing, pet don’t come
that large. The second is, pets overall are about scaring the
daylight out of you and frightening you death and then having you
for dinner.

Roscoe did not intend to fit the description
to “guest who’s coming to dinner.” Besides, the big ape looks to be
fattened enough and probably had his portion already for the night.
The ape oughtta have some kind of timer on his body so that the
thing will know when his appetite needs replenishing.

He quickly realized that the thing had gotten
its leg caught in an animal trap. He could see that the thing was
in pain lying on its side with its eyes closed as if it was
asleep.

Roscoe, holstered his barker, and then did
the unthinkable and pried open the trap. Suddenly the thing roared
loudly, scaring him and causing him to break out in a fast run. He
was so terrified he ran all the way back to camp, dropping to the
ground in exhaustion.

Then a little birdie said to him, “Check this
out, you have come a long way, so why are pushing yourself to go
even further? Sure, evil is out there somewhere, but this is not
one of the cases whereby you have to capitalize on your momentum.
Indeed, use your nugget. A little rest now will produce maximum
gains later.” That makes a lot of a sense, he thought.

Roscoe climbed to his feet and looked around.
Seeing and hearing nothing, he looked for his walkie-talkie.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 25

 


 


“Negative.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Fuel status says we turn around now.”

“God guide your decision.”

“If there were any other purpose to what you
guys were doing, only the sheriff knew it.”

“You being a double-dome—”

“A what?”

“Scratch that. Don’t you think that scenario
is preposterous? Were that for real, on a scale from one-to-ten,
how big would that measure?”

“How the hell do I know?

“There’s no reason you shouldn’t know.”

“Look, I am no flatfoot rocket scientist with
nuclear fusion equations fizzing, sizzling, and gyrating like mad
around in my head.”

“And what else?”

“The bottom line is I will be under
oath.”

“Are you implying that I’ve never been under
oath?”

“I told you to listen. I might have to tell
them it was I who found the big ape and it was I who told you how
to smoke him out, unless the big ape’s released from the
cooler.”

“So, it’s the big apple we’re talking about
here.”

“The good, the bad, and the ugly. Will
somebody please tell me, what would happen if somebody were to blow
up that bridge?”

That was all a dream Roscoe had had. Now wide-awake, and still at
the campsite, he was on the phone just going over things with the
Sheriff.

“This was a double-edged mission and you know
it,” said Roscoe.

“Hell, I know that already.”

“Will you please listen to me, Sheriff?”

“Oh, these damn electric bills. Speaking of
electric, did you know that air conditioning, in homes and offices,
is a great gobbler of energy and producer of emissions, using
somewhere in the nature of five percent of all electricity produced
in the United States? That is according to the Energy Department.
They also claim U.S. homes release about 100 million tons of carbon
dioxide a year, an average of about two tons per residence. To my
opinion, today there is this immediate leap from I’m hot to I’m
going to install air conditioning.”

“You not listening sheriff. You go on about
some electric bill stuff.”

Sheriff Halyard said, “That’s because no
individual entirely agrees with any other, or he would cease to be
an individual. Ah, go ahead, with what you were saying. I’m all
ears.”

“If you would’ve told me, we could’ve done
something about it,” said Roscoe.

“There we go with that two letter word
if.”

“I realize the implication of the word.” He
didn’t like talking to Sheriff Halyard in rude tones. His boss was
a valued friend to him.

“I’m not sure you see my point. That
particular two letter word has a heck of a lot of meaning.”

“Sheriff, you’ve gotta believe, I’m not
blaming you for lose of my partner Rooster.”

For a minute or two, Sheriff Halyard did
fuss, uttering otiose explanations for not having updated him. Then
he said, “I know you’re not laying the blame on me for your
partners lost. But, why in the dickens do you have to take
everything so personally, for crying out loud? Sometimes you can,
like most of us, can make a mountain out of a molehill.”

“Okay, Sheriff you may be right.”

“I know I’m right.”

“Perhaps I am subconsciously placing blame at
your feet and don’t realize that I am doing just that.”

“Like I was saying, granted, I was remiss
with this.

“You were.”

“But, I still need you to hang in there and
try to apprehend that bastard.”

Roscoe shook his head. “You know I’m no
shirker, no quitter, Sheriff.”

“If you know that I know that, why keep on
saying that?”

“Look Sheriff, I am totally aware of the fact
that this is a hyperactive extracurricular, excessive, going beyond
the pale, in full cry, expedition.”

“Granted, that’s true.”

“Thank you Sheriff. Cause, I don’t plan on
visiting the Holy City any time soon, but if I should die before I
wake—”

“Shit Roscoe—irrelevant—this is not the time
to be maladaptive, like you’re on some lone mono-interplanetary
trip,” scolded Sheriff Halyard, with petulant irritability.

“I like trips. Traveling to new heights
always excited me.”

“Let’s be real. Let us look at the complete
panoptic view on things, as they exist up there on Glacier
Point.

“I hear tell the view is fantastic.”

Sheriff Halyard said, “The way I see it is
you shine when you have endeavors with a much higher ‘wow’
factor.”

Roscoe gave out a risible laugh, and then
said with impetuous impulsiveness, “I sure do appreciate the vote
of confidence.”

“Glad to be of service.”

“Heck, sheriff, this entire ordeal is
becoming a tedious and complicated process enough to exasperate a
snail; notwithstanding I’m up to my ass in mosquitoes right
now.”

“Hope you didn’t forget to take along some
bug spray.

“These are some big buggers up here.”

“I remember. It’s hard to stay shy of them.
They bit the crap outta me too. ”

“So know what I have to deal with in addition
the other thing.”

“Sure. Those bugs are everywhere.”

“I learned that too soon, Sheriff. But as I
was saying, as things stand at this moment, only god knows there’s
some god awful thing, which we are in quest of, out there
somewhere.”

“I see.”

Then with fear preying on his mind, Roscoe
said, “He or it might be scouring the area as we speak, Sheriff,
tracking me instead of me tracking it.”

“It pays to keep you eyes open, especially up
there.”

“So true, but wouldn’t that be a pickle if
that was the way it is?”

“Scary would hardly fit the description,”
said Sheriff Halyard.

“That’s what I know.”

“Don’t say that too loud someone might be
listening.”

“You’re right. You can never tell, with the
bugs and bees and all, you never know what little birdie could be
listening. God it can be nerve racking and reek havoc on you.”

“Easy there fellow,” said Sheriff
Halyard.

“Believe me that’s what I keep reminding
myself about.”

Sheriff Halyard said, “I’ve done some
tracking and hunting in my day, I tell ya, and managed to gain
knowledge of enough information to fill a great huge supermarket.
Why, I can remember the time—”

“Sheriff that was then—now is now.”

“Well, I would admit—”

“I don’t think you’re listening Sheriff.”

“I’m still here ain’t I?”

“You are indeed.”

“I’m a good listener.”

Roscoe agreed. “First I’m wondering what’s to
come of my despised time in handling this matter.

“Wondering what?”

“Secondly, from what I know so far, whatever
or whoever it is, is nothing anyone in there right mind would wanna
face.”

“What are you implying? That there’s some
kind of King Kong running amok up there?”

“I hope nothing to that extent.”

“Knows how you feel, Roscoe. At least not
that we know of as of now.

“Sheriff, all I know is the thing I ran into
up here is quite large.”

“What, are you saying that sucker is along
the line in being half man half animal?”

“I know you keep telling me that that’s
preposterous.”

“Heck, I still feel that way.”

“My heart bleeds for you, because it’s
true.”

“What more you want me to say?”

“I know Sheriff.”

“You know nothing.”

“I am telling you something big is up
here.”

“You are really trying to confuse things down
here, ain’t you?”

“I’m not trying to muddy the water.”

“Yes you are.”

“It’s the naked truth.”

Sheriff Halyard sighed. “Look Roscoe, can’t
you see you are a man after my own heart, but you are claiming sort
of makes you look like you are deliberately trying to plot your own
path.”

“Wrong. I have to reason to do that.”

“How do I know what’s on your mind.”

“Sheriff, remember what I say, because it’s
in the nature of a prediction.”

“Now you are in to predicting.”

“Mark my words, sheriff. I didn’t make the
grade for nothing.”

“You are right about that.”

“I tell you, sheriff what I saw will make
your hair stand on end, and make you wanna leave hastily and flee,
and come back sounded demented and zany. You might run the risk of
developing a tendency toward severe twitching.”

“There you go again with that creature
thing.”

“Hear me well, sheriff, I know what I am
talking about.”

“I guess you’re saying to yourself that I am
getting long in the tooth.”

“Nah…you’re not old, least not yet.”

Sheriff Halyard chuckled. “Lo and behold, it
sounds like I got finally got someone to feel that I am not ready
to be put to bed yet.”

“I think you still got some shine to be the
life of the party.”

“You are in deed letter perfect with your
words, my friend, and my thanks to you for feeling that way.

“Ah, sheriff, let’s face it, the long and
short of it is, I guess there’s no use my crying for the moon and
asking for what is unattainable. You’re right,” he agreed, and then
hearing what sounded to him like the piercing bugle of adult bulls
out in the wild.

“See there. Let’s get the show on the road. I
knew you’ve come…to…your…”

“What that’s Sheriff? You’re breaking
up.”

“What…you…say,” The cunctation—a delay—of his
message continued to suggest itself.

“I said you’re not coming through too
clear.”

“That…what…I…thought…you…said. I…I…don’t…”
Then there came rush of words. “If you should ever find yourself in
such a situation …The line went dead.

“Damn,” Roscoe cursed, none the wiser.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 



Chapter 26

 


 


Roscoe had quitted himself of fear, arriving
back in thorp in a muck sweat, perspiring profusely. His mind
whirling, he made his way back to the office.

“Why did you feel you must brake up camp and
ankle off and cut and run straightaway back here?” said Sheriff
Halyard, raising a quizzical eyebrow, displeased that Roscoe’s
actions would queer his plans.

Roscoe just throw up his hands, saying
nothing hoping to gain some sympathy.

Sheriff Halyard had hopes of his plans
success. “You lose a partner but you keep going, like a die-hard
battery, and not to just peter out so soon.”

“Rooster and I weren’t only partners,
Sheriff,” he said, trying to quell his fears, so that the warmth of
their friendship would not be quenched, and then taking tired heavy
steps walking behind Sheriff Halyard into the office.

He took a seat alongside of the front window
while Sheriff Halyard set down in a chair at his desk.

“I realize that. But you can’t let it get to
you.”

“Believe me I have tried.”

“You got much too much going to let yourself
drift in Nederland.”

“You’re right,” said Roscoe.

“I’m never wrong. At least last time I
checked I was not.

“When you got an odd five minutes, Sheriff,
can I have a word with you?”

“Sure.”

Roscoe breathed a sigh of relief. “Are you
sure it’s okay?”

“It’s all right…”

“Then if it’s all right with you, it’s all
right with me, Sheriff.”

“I said it is okay. Why not just come out and
say what is on your mind. That’ll be a start.”

“You’re right, Sheriff.” For some reason
Roscoe hesitated.

To give him a little prod, Sheriff Halyard
said, “One thing I know for sure is that conscience is a
mother-in-law whose visit never ends. Sorrow never comes too late,
and happiness too swiftly flies. So, were I you, I would not let
what happened beat up on me. From what you have told me, you were
unable to prevent Rooster’s unfortunate demise. You were in the
embrace of sleep.”

“Do you need me for anything at the moment?”
Roscoe asked.

Sheriff Halyard left eye squinted slightly.
“Not at the moment.”

“I’m gonna mosey over to Fling’s.”

“There was a time when people would stay
clear of his shop.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“What happened to cause that?”

“A woman.”

“You mean a woman came in there and shot up
the place?”

“Nope.”

“What then?”

“It seems the barber’s wife was said to be a
loose woman.”

“Did Fling know?”

“Not right away.”

“So, he found out eventually.”

“He did.”

“Did he do something to her?”

“Not for awhile.”

“What did he do?”

“It happened on a blue Monday.”

“He brought her a poison flower?”

“Nah, nothing Mythological.”

“What then?”

“It’s said that Fling’s wife was found
murdered.”

“That must have been fodder for gossip.”

“Sure nought was. People talked bout it in
toilets, garbage cans, sardine packed subways, about every
where.”

“Really.”

“That same day, his wife’s lover came to
Fling’s to get a trim.”

“That sounds like that was not a good idea,
more like some idiot using water to put out a gasoline fire.”

“Those were my sentiments exactly.”

“So, did her lover get that trim?”

“And then some.”

“He must have gotten the complete hair
cut.”

“More like the whole charlotte.”

“Don’t tell me Fling was nice to him after
what that scoundrel did.”

“Let’s just say, he didn’t leave there right
away.”

“He had more patrons before him, then.”

“Just the two of them were there at the
time.”

Roscoe sighed. “So, what did happen?”

“Fling was giving him a shave and cut his
throat.”

“Wo! That must have hurt.”

“Killed him right there, blood streaming all
over the floor.”

“How many years did Fling serve in the
can?”

“It was a big trial. The newspaper accounts
of the trial were enormous. Heck, things got so out of hand that
even the editor was summoned to stand trial for libel.”

“The trial must have been a short one.”

“Not actually.”

“It was that big, eh?”

“Let’s just say, in addition to the courtroom
being packed, outside were loads of people, and news reporters,
including women wearing Wonder bras and low-cut blouses.”

“It sounds like the trial was something.”

“People were barbecuing outside on the grass,
some cursing out the other over stepping on a toe.”

“How much time did the judge give him?”

“Three years.”

“Only three, now that’s surprising.”

“He had already served a year and eighteen
months…”

Roscoe then said, “So, he just had to serve
another eighteen.”

“That’s right.”

“What about his wife’s murder?”

“That was a horse of another color.”

“What do you mean?”

“According to the police, some quiet
out-of-towner was seen in the area on the day of the murder.”

“I know the police didn’t just leave it at
that. They would have had a black eye if they did.”

“They didn’t.”

“What then?”

“A neighbor testified that he had seen the
stranger walking in back of houses in the area.”

“The police added two-and-two together and
came up with a possible killer,” Roscoe speculated.

“The police caught him with some jewelry that
Fling’s wife owned. Throughout the trial the guy claimed that
Fling’s wife was dead when he got there and decided to help
himself. Despite his claim of innocent, the jury found him guilty
in the first degree. The judge gave him life without the chance of
parole. That’s the way things stayed.”

“Thanks for the insight to what happened back
then.” He started to walk to the door.

“Give Fling my regards.” Sheriff halyard said
as he scratched at the shiny on top tonsure in the center of his
head.

Roscoe left and went over to fling’s Barber
Shop, walking at a quick, brisk and merry pace.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 27

 


 


It was the hour of the meridian round noon
and with the tonsorial thing out of the way, Roscoe, his hair
neatly barbered, sauntered back to the sheriff’s office and let on
to him about his narrow escape from death.

“So this thing is up there in the mountain
running amok.”

“Clear as day…faster, higher, stronger than
any man alive or dead. And I must add sheriff, the experience I had
up there was a real turkey—totally ineffectual.”

With mild interest and thinking, the whole
thing was perfectly ridiculous. Sheriff Halyard said, “They say:
whom a man fears, he hates; whom a man hates, he
wishes dead. What then are you actually claiming, Roscoe?
Can you spell it out for me?”

He was hurt to the quick by his questions of
doubt. “God Sheriff, you sound like you don’t believe me, like what
I said was a rib-tickler…an amusing joke or story.”

“I’m not saying anything.”

“Think about it Sheriff, why would I lie
about something like that?”

“Mayhap, it is that you are misunderstanding
me. Perhaps I—”

“There was no question of escape Sheriff. One
just can’t sit on his or her fanny and arse about and do nothing
after what I saw.”

“I realize that, but to answer the first part
of your statement, you’re here in the flesh, aren’t you?”

“I swear Sheriff, the ape or whatever it was
nearly tore my head right off my shoulders missing my head by an
inch or so. If it had struck me I doubt seriously I would be here
talking with you now.”

Sheriff halyard sighed. “I was thinking in my
own mind that, we just keep this thing on the quiet, between
the two of us for now and quit ourselves like men.”

“Like in a secret manner, huh.” Roscoe’s
question was apt and to the point. “Are you saying not to let
Myisha know?”

“Why no…not at all. Tell her what you
told…”

“And see if she thinks I’ve gone cuckoo, huh,
and that I am the perfect screw-up.”

“I didn’t say that, you did. Don’t want you
putting words in my mouth.”

“Were I to bandy it about what I saw up on
Glacier Point, the burning question on most of the people’s mind
probably will be if I need to be cross examined by a
headshrink.”

At that moment, Myisha walked in. Hello
gentlemen,” she said, closing the door behind her.

“Talk about the devil and here she is,”
Roscoe joked, as if she was a harbinger of trouble.

Taking exception, Myisha demurred, objecting,
a trifle annoyed. “You need your eyes examined,” she said. It was a
vagrant impulse, having a fleeting quality.

Roscoe looked at her incredulously. “I need
my what?”

Myisha pressed on. “Do I have horns Mr.
Smarty pants? Am I on fire? Nor do I have a pitch fork.”

He looked at her without saying a word.

She poked her tongue out at him, and then
gave him a vacant stare. It was an intentional slight. “Now there,
try that on for size,” she said, giving him a deliberately measured
response, her eyes peering inquisitively from
behind metal-rimmed glasses.

“Ah, just bug off love,” said Roscoe.

She bit back, “Ah, come off it.” With vague
eyes and a vague stare, she looked at him.

“Okay you two. Cool it. That’s enough
quibbling, at each other’s throats like that.

The two then talked back to one another in
gibberish like two opposing wartime combatants.

“I said, you both oughtta cut your losses
while you are ahead,” Sheriff Halyard said, demolishing an
argument, while being diplomatic to stay shy of the crossfire.
Heavens knows he did not want to be in the crosshairs between a man
and a woman argument, especially when both possess a self-absorbed
and crossed-grained nature.

Roscoe took his eyes off her, looked out the
window for a moment, and then looked in the direction of the
sheriff.

Sheriff Halyard looked at Roscoe. “Go ahead.
Tell her. If it is so, perhaps she can help to bracket the problem
neatly.”

“Tell me what.” Myisha quirked her eyebrows,
and looked back and forth at the two men.

Roscoe cleared his throat. “Haven’t you
wondered what I’m doing back so early, Sheriff?”

“I do. Why are you back so soon? I mean, I’m
glad you got back safe and all, but…”

He took the sheriff up short before he could
continue. “That’s the point.”

“What is your point,” Myisha asked, barging
in.

“What if I told you I was nearly killed by
something that was half man half animal?”

“I would say that you’re telling a crop of
lies and outta your mind. What can I say?” said Myisha.

Roscoe slapped his leg with his hand. “See
Sheriff…here’s another one.”

“What’s he talking about?” she asked, looking
at Sheriff Halyard.

Sheriff Halyard just shrugged his
shoulders.

She wanted answers. “What does he mean by
here’s another one?”

“What I mean is—”

“I’m not asking you,” she snapped. “I’m
talking to the Sheriff. What am I some alien creature just dropped
out of the sky? Another one of what?”

Sheriff Halyard said to her, “Oh, mother of
god, I need some brackish tea.”

“You still drinking that stuff Sheriff?”
asked Roscoe.

“Every drop seems to taste better
longer.”

“That stuff will wake a person up from the
dead.”

Sheriff Halyard said, “Maybe it’ll wake me up
outta this Sci-fi conundrum. And as for you Myisha, I suggest you
calm down and try not to let yourself get too excited. Let him
explain. This is where the plot thickens.”

She folded her arms, staring at Roscoe with a
frown on her face. “OK, what do you have to say? I’m waiting.”

Roscoe said to her, “I can see that. Last I
checked I had 20/20.”

“You believe that? Oh, please. If you think
I’m gonna print you have seen a monster up there in tomorrow’s
newspapers, you gotta another think coming.”

“I have not spilled any such idea from my
mouth. And you know it, Myisha.”

She huffed at him. “You won’t make me a
laughing stock and have me looking for another job. I refuse to let
you lead me astray and have people to question my motives.”

Roscoe said to her, “Your suspicions are
well-grounded. Were the shoe on the other foot and you had came in
here saying you were almost mauled by a large hairy creature
resembling a human, I probably would think something was wrong with
you. May be too much liquor or whatever, I don’t know.”

Sheriff Halyard butted in. “I have to admit
the picture has its darker side.”

“I’ll say it’s dark,” Myisha joked.

“Why don’t you tell her the whole thing and
then leave it up to her to decide, Roscoe.”

Looking at her, Roscoe said, “You don’t
mind?

“Not at all,” she answered, trying to calm
her emotions. “Go ahead, make my day.”

The actual truth was at this point in their
relationship she did not set great store in his opinion.

“Okay.”

She crossed her arms, staring at him. “Okay
what?”

“Whether you believe in what I have to say or
not, any way you slice it, I intend on keeping with the dictates of
my conscience. Whether you go up there with or without me, it’s
sure to be a most unusual experience. Well, here goes. It all
started when…”

As she listened, her temperament was at a
slow boil, progressing from annoyance to anger. “Do I have to
listen to this garbage, sheriff?”

Sheriff Halyard’s look was painful yet a look
of understanding. “You can leave any time you like.”

She sighed, finding the subject dry as dust.
“Good. After listening to Roscoe here, I can’t help but wonder what
are we talking here something right out of a Sci-fi movie, sounding
like, ‘Blow, wind! Come, wrack! Till the head, falls off! I’m not
buying any third hand information,” she remarked, letting few of
Roscoe’s quirks and opinions pass without psychologizing them
away.

Roscoe said, “I will admit it all sounds a
bit corny, but not the way you just put it.

Sheriff Halyard said to Roscoe. “If what you
claim is true, I can only say this: it wasn’t there a year ago.” He
threw up his hand and then let it drop to his slap. “Though as
crazy as it sounds, I for one can tell you I believe it because it
is unreasonable.”

Myisha mimicked the sheriff, by throwing up
her hand and letting it drop to her lap. “Not to be left out, I
believe it because it is impossible. I’d like to go up there to
check out the situation but one doesn’t have the time.”

Not one of them, neither the sheriff nor
Myisha was aware that Roscoe…with no room for doubt…thrived on
conflict or a throw, an undertaking involving, risk, venture,
chance or danger. It made no difference whether or not they agreed
or disagreed with him about what he claims to have seen—none at
all. He knew it was no pleasant hell up there on the mountain. Not
while that thing was running around loose scaring people and
possibly killing them. The latter part he wasn’t sure of…not as of
the moment.
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