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Chapter One

January 2, 1980

Harry was buried this morning in the
California desert by the side of a low hill protected by large
bushes. There was no tent over the gravesite, no flowers, and no
men from a mortuary with their mask-like faces. There was only
David and Janet Young.

At first light, David Young left the
warmth of the red station wagon, took a shovel, and shut the door
behind him. His gray temples glowed softly as he walked to a spot
beside the car and started to dig. His wife, Janet, stayed huddled
under several blankets inside the car and watched for visitors. She
saw no one approach, but noticed David’s breath as he worked in the
frosty air. She thought he seemed very strong for a man approaching
fifty, but the strain of the past few years had made him look much
older. After digging for half an hour, he returned to the car,
rubbing his hands together vigorously. Janet took a thermos of
coffee from the floor beside her feet and poured a cup for him. As
he took the cup from her, she asked, “Is this going to do it? Are
we going to be free after this?”

He looked at her red eyes and the
tears running down her cheeks. “It’s got to. We can’t stand much
more.”

“Sorry I’ve been bitchy the
past few months, but …”

David took off his gloves and touched
her cheek to calm and reassure her. After a moment, he said, “And
I’m sorry I wasn’t able to give you the good life I’d promised you
when we got married.” He took her hand in his. “Honey, you’ve been
so very patient and understanding with me and my
problem.”

Janet wiped her eyes gently, and then
asked, “How much longer before you’re finished out
there?”

“I’m about half finished,
maybe a little more.”

“Can you rest a
while?”

“Better not. We need to get
the job done and get out of here,” David said, slowly opening his
car door. He was so tired he didn’t know if he could finish the
job. He felt as though he had been through a very long illness, but
if they could pull this off, their life could be normal again. He
realized much of the sparkle Janet had when he met her back in 1956
had faded, but when this was all over, he’d make it up to her. Yes,
if all goes well today, he thought, it won’t be long before we can
leave all of our problems behind.

When the grave was deep enough, he
walked over to her side of the car, tapped on her window and
motioned for her to come out. He opened the rear door of the
station wagon, and together they groaned as they slid the
home-built wooden casket out of the car. Then they struggled to
push it from behind the car toward the hole.

“I wish I had had time to put
handles on it,” David groaned, still digging his toes into the sand
and pushing the long box to the edge of the hole.

Janet took a few deep breaths and put
her hands beside his on the casket. “One more push ought to do it,
don’t you think, David?” One more push did it.

David picked up his shovel as Janet
touched his arm with her hand. “Shouldn’t we say a few words over
him?”

Continuing to shovel and breathing
hard, David snapped, “No! Cover him up first. Grab the other
shovel. Gotta get out of here.”

Janet bowed her head a bit and said
nothing.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m just,
well, we’re both just about over the edge.” He let his shovel lean
against the car as he took her in his arms and wiped her eyes.
“Forgive me,” he said as he kissed her gently.

When the grave was half filled with
dirt, David took a foot-long piece of railroad rail from the car.
He pushed the heavy piece of steel into the grave where it landed
with a thump. “If we ever need to find the body, we can spot it
with a metal detector.”

They spent another ten minutes
feverishly shoveling dirt into the hole. When at last it seemed
filled, they stomped on it to pack it down; then he brushed it with
a broken branch to make it appear like the adjacent
area.

The grave thus hidden, they put away
the shovels and walked to the head of the grave. David took off his
cap and put his arm around Janet. They stood silently for a moment,
silhouetted against the brightening red sky.

“Harry,” David said quietly.
“I know this isn’t much of a funeral. I know you’d like to rest in
Centralia, but I just couldn’t manage it. Considering who you were,
this is a rotten way to say good-bye. I just had to do it this way,
Harry. But I kept my promise to bury you in a full-size casket, and
I didn’t let some medical school get its hands on you.” He turned
toward Janet. “Honey.”

“I know you couldn’t help it,
Harry. I know we were the only ones you could turn to. I know I was
put out by you at times, but …” She paused, reached into the pocket
of her coat, took out her handkerchief and wiped the tears from her
eyes. “But I loved you, Harry.”

“And you know I loved you,
too.”

Janet attempted a faint smile, the
tears still running down her cheeks. “Harry, I want to thank you
for all you did for us, the house, the money, everything. And now
that your misery is over …” She turned toward David. “Is our misery
over, too?” He nodded yes, and she turned back toward the grave and
added, “God bless you, Harry.”

They stood by the grave, heads bowed
for a few moments. Janet wiped her eyes, and David turned away so
she wouldn’t see him crying. Men don’t cry, he had been taught.
“Let’s get out of here,” he said as he looked around to make
certain all was hidden well.

They drove the two hundred feet to the
main dirt road. While Janet waited in the car, David walked back to
the gravesite. With the same branch, he brushed out their
footprints and tread marks all the way to the car.

“Damn,” he said, as a dusty
brown Jeep roared by.

“We have a perfect right to be
here,” Janet said.

“I know, but I wish no one had
seen us.”

When the dust had settled, they drove
to Highway 94, then I-8 westward. At El Cajon, David turned off the
freeway and drove down the main street. “Let’s have some
breakfast,” he said, parking in front of a small café.

“Well, I could use a cup of
coffee.”

“Janet, we’ll probably feel
better if we eat. It’s time to start living our lives again.” He
turned off the motor and just before reaching for the doorknob,
added, “We’re free now.”

David opened the café door for her,
and as she entered, she tilted her head unconvinced. “Are
we?”

He took a deep breath, then let it
out. “I suppose I’ll never be free until I find the answer to
Harry.”

During breakfast, Janet said, “If
people had known about him, wouldn’t there have been a big
fuss?”

“Such as politicians competing
for the privilege of carrying the casket. Things like
that?”

Janet nodded.

David sipped his coffee as he looked
out the not too clean window for a moment, watching the RVs heading
for the desert. Then he turned to her. “I think he would have been
a virtual prisoner of the world. Every two-bit scientist hungry for
a grant would have demanded a piece of the action, a piece of him.
Perhaps the government would have found a way to make him a ward of
the state.”

With a slight smile, he added, “And
someone would have thought it was a communist plot.”

She began to smile, too. He reached
across the table and squeezed her hand. “That’s right honey; it’s
smile time.”

“We’re going to smile a lot
from now on, aren’t we, David? And laugh, and go out, and be real
human beings again. I’m sorry for Harry, but I’m happy for us. Can
we go away for a while? I hate California when it
rains.”

“Why not? We don’t have to
worry about Harry any more. Where would you like to go?”

“Somewhere it isn’t raining,”
she said, looking out the window to see if it was raining. “Thank
goodness, it’s stopped now, but there’s more on the way. Could we
go to Nassau?”

“If that’s what you want.” His
tense face relaxed a bit. “Remember the time we were there and rode
in the carriage that evening through the narrow
streets?”

Janet turned to look at him. “And you
remember the driver didn’t seem to be bothered by the sports car
roaring behind us? He just kept the horses clomping along at the
same slow pace. We were so happy, no worries, so
romantic.”

“Then a few weeks later I told
you about Harry.”

“I remember it was the day
after I got my first job as a nurse. Let’s go back there and pick
up the threads of the happy days of our marriage. When can we go?
Next week?”

David slowly stirred his coffee, then
after taking a sip of it said, “In a month, I guess. I have those
tissues to look at first.”

Her smile faded. “Harry,
again.”

He reached across the table and took
her hand. “Sorry, love. I have to look at them and find out the why
of Harry.”

She pushed back from the table. “But
I’m so tired of Harry, Harry, Harry. It’s time for David and Janet
now.”

“I promise that just as soon
as I check the tissues, we’ll go through the house, room by room,
making absolutely certain no trace of Harry remains.”

On the way home, Janet slept with her
head on his shoulder. David drove slower than usual as he was
beginning to relax. Janet awoke just as they turned off the freeway
in San Diego.

“Why are we leaving the
highway, honey?”

“I want to wash the car at a
do-it-yourself place.”

“Can’t we wash it at
home?”

“Yes, but I don’t want anyone
to notice all the dust on it. They’ll know we’ve been to the
desert.”

“But they can’t know about
Harry.”

He drove the car into an empty stall.
“Perhaps you’re right, Janet. I guess it’s a case of the guilty
flee when no one pursues, or whatever that saying is.” As he got
out of the car, he added, “But it’s better to be safe.”

He turned on the water and thoroughly
soaped the car, including the tires, the back of the tires, the
fender wells. Then he turned the soapy water on the underside of
the whole vehicle and the motor. After thoroughly rinsing all of
this, he pulled the wheel covers off with a large screwdriver and
washed the wheels. A man waiting in a ’73 Ford pickup behind him
changed lanes and muttered under his breath, “Nut!”

When at last they pulled away, Janet
said, “No one is after us, so let’s just relax. I think we’re home
free.”

“Right. A few days to clean
things up, a few weeks to study the tissues, then Nassau, here we
come.”

North of Escondido, they took a narrow
paved road west a few miles through the mountains. About noon they
turned onto a dirt road for the final 500 feet to their house, a
Spanish-style stucco split-level with a red tile roof.

“Ah, home at last,” Janet said
with a sigh. “Maybe our nightmare is over and this can become our
dream house again. It would be so nice to sit out back among our
avocado trees and look at the San Luis Rey River again.”

“And watch the sunset,” David
added as he turned off the motor and started the electric door
down.

As they entered the kitchen from the
garage, David said, “I plan to be asleep in fifteen
minutes.”

“I’ll take a nap after I clean
the kitchen.”

David raised the shade over the sink.
”I’ll help you.”

“You don’t need to. It won’t
take me but a few minutes, and you were up all night with Harry.
Take a shower and go to bed. I’ll be there shortly.”

Hours later they awoke to find
themselves in a dark house. “David, what time is it?”

He turned toward the bedside table and
squinted at the clock. “9:15.”

“Almost time to go to bed
again.”

David yawned and ran his hand through
his hair. “I think I’ll just stay in bed.”

“I’m going to get up for a
while. Want anything to eat?”

“No thanks…just more
sleep.”

Janet went into the kitchen, fixed
herself some coffee and toast and turned on the television. As she
sat there sipping her coffee and looking out the window at the
darkness, she wondered what was ahead for them. It couldn’t be any
worse than it had been. She thought about the day before, David
trying desperately to save Harry’s life, knowing it was a losing
battle. Then later he quietly told her, “It’s all over.” For the
last fifteen years or so, Harry had come first. But now they had
only themselves to think about.

Suddenly, she sat up straight, her
eyes glued to the set. In haste she set her coffee cup on the
table, spilling much of it. Then she ran into the bedroom
screaming, “David, David, wake up!”

“Huh?”

“Wake up. I think they found
Harry’s body. I just heard it on the television.”

He turned toward her trying to shake
the sleep from his mind. “What did you say?”

“During the commercial break,
they said someone found a mutilated body in a crude coffin east of
San Diego. They’re going to tell more about it on the eleven
o’clock news.”

Wide-awake now, David quickly threw
back the covers and started to dress. “If it’s Harry, how did they
find him so soon?” he asked as he looked for his shoes.

“Do you think they can trace
him to us?”

“I don’t see how. First, they
have to identify him.”

“We’ll never be free,
David.”

Trying not to show his fear he put his
arm around her. “Look, we don’t know if it is Harry’s body or not.”
Gently guiding her toward the kitchen, he said, “Let’s have
something to eat, then watch television at eleven. If it’s Harry,
we’ll start cleaning the lab and house tonight. If it isn’t, we can
go back to bed and clean everything tomorrow.”

During the newscast, the newsman said,
“In local news, a mutilated body was found this afternoon east of
San Diego. Harvey Wood has that story.”

They watched as the program shifted to
a scene in the desert filmed in the late afternoon. Harvey Wood was
standing next to a man about sixty. The reporter was wearing a dark
gray suit. The other man was wearing a brown plaid coat, jeans, and
metal glasses with lenses reflecting sunlight into the
camera.

“Mr. Jackson, how did you
happen to discover the body?”

Jackson stared into the camera. “Me
and the wife was a treasure huntin’ out here.”

“Treasure hunting?” Wood
asked.

“Come on, get to the point!”
David said.

“Yeah. You see I seen this
place where I knowed a car had been. So I got out my metal detector
and combed the area. Then wham! The needle almost jumped off the
scale. I started diggin’, and about three feet down I found a piece
of railroad rail. Well, sir, I was disappointed at first. Then I
got to wonderin’ why anyone would bury a piece of rail out here. To
mark something valuable, I figured. So I kept on diggin’, and a few
feet lower I found this wooden box.”

“Then what did you
do?”

“I opened it and there was
this here body,” Jackson continued. “It was all cut up and looked
like someone had stitched it back together.”

“Found out by an idiot who
can’t even speak decent English. Damn!” David growled, pacing in
front of the set.

Harvey Wood continued. ”The police say
that at this time they do not know the identity of the body, or why
it was buried out here. An autopsy will be performed tomorrow. This
is Harvey Wood in the desert east of San Diego.”

“We’ll have to work all night
now, Janet. Damn it.”

They immediately set to work burning
all of Harry’s clothes in the fireplace, after removing the buttons
and zippers. David then cleaned the lab, which was on the lower
floor, while Janet worked upstairs. She washed all the walls and
doors to remove any trace of Harry’s fingerprints. When David had
finished in the lab, he came upstairs to scrub the kitchen and
bathroom floors while she vacuumed the carpet and wiped all of the
furniture.

By dawn they were finished, convinced
that no trace of Harry could be found in the house, except some
tissue samples. David knew an expert could tell they came from
Harry’s body, but they would have to find them first. This morning
he’d take them to work at the Genetic Institute. Harry’s furniture
was stacked in the station wagon, and he’d take it by the dump on
the way. Neither was open yet, so they sat down to rest.

“Let’s burn his furniture in
the fireplace,” Janet said. “Good idea. I’ll do it later. I’m too
tired now.” With that he kicked off his shoes, put his feet on the
coffee table and went to sleep.

In the early afternoon, he awoke to
find Janet asleep with her head in his lap. The strain of the past
few weeks, Harry’s death, and the long drive to the desert were as
hard on her as they were on him, he thought. Instead of resting
last night, they had to work very hard. Well, after I burn the
furniture and take the samples to the lab, there will be no
evidence he was ever here. Are these samples going to help me
unravel this mystery? Did I hear the doorbell?

“Janet, there’s someone at the
door.”

“Oh,” she said, sitting up.
“Shall I go?”

“Yes. I’ll hide the tissue
samples in the lab bacteria incubator.” After doing so, he raced
back up the stairs, stopping to catch his breath as Janet opened
the door.

Two men were standing in the entryway.
The one in the dark blue suit had dark graying hair and was about
55. The other was about 30, blond, and wearing a brown sports coat
and blue pants. The older man said, “Good afternoon. We’re Federal
officers and we’d like to see Dr. David Young.”

“I’m Dr. Young,” David said,
as he approached the doorway. “What can I do for you?”

“We’d just like to ask you a
few questions, if you don’t mind.”

This is all I need, he thought, but
what can I do? “Of course, won’t you come in?” he said, leading
them through the entry hall and left into the living room. “This is
my wife, Janet,” he said, trying to show no concern.

“My name is Harlan Retnik,”
the older man said. “And this is Claude Allen.” David shook hands
with them and coldly gestured for them to sit down.

No one said anything for a moment.
Janet sat very close to David, clutching his hand tightly, as David
studied the two officers. Retnik was the important one, he thought,
probably been to college. He’s a smooth one, been some sort of
lawman since Day One, knows all the rules, and which ones he can
break. Allen is just starting out, probably jumps to conclusions
easily. I’ll have to watch my step.

Retnik broke the ice. “Have you been
out in the desert near Barrett Junction?”

“Where’s that?” David said
without blinking. He had read in a book by a bellman from Miami
that one could stare and not blink or turn away if one stared at
the other’s forehead at a point just above the nose.

“East of San Diego a bit, near
the Mexican border.”

“No.”

“Do you have a red 1980
Fairlane station wagon?”

“No, I have a red 1980
Fairmont station wagon.”

“License number 319 NRK?”
Retnik said.

“Yes, I think so,” David said,
his eyes still fixed on Retnik’s forehead.

“We have information that a
red station wagon with this license number was seen near Barrett
Junction yesterday morning about seven,” Retnik said.

David shrugged, “What does that have
to do with me?”

“Were you there, or were you
not there?” Allen said.

Glancing at Janet, he asked, “Were we
there?” Turning back toward Retnik, he added, “No. I don’t think we
were.”

“So how do you explain our
knowing your car was there?”

“Your information is
incorrect.”

“Perhaps,” Retnik said. “Now,
if your car wasn’t there, and you weren’t there, it would seem I am
in error in questioning you about the body.”

“Body?” Janet
gasped.

“What body?” David said more
calmly.

“The one found on Indian land
near Barrett Junction yesterday,” said Allen. “Perhaps you heard
about it on television.”

“Yes, I guess so,” David said,
trying not to appear interested or upset.

“We don’t watch much
television,” Janet said.

“Within a few hundred feet of
where a local resident said he saw your car, we found a
body.”

David shook his head. “He must have
made an error.”

“He saw a car like yours with
the same license plate numbers you have. I would like to look at
your car,” said Retnik.

David crossed his arms in front of
him. “Do you have a search warrant?”

“Yes,” Retnik said, reaching
into his coat pocket.

David shrugged. “Well, go ahead. The
garage is to your right straight through the kitchen.”

Janet grasped David’s arm as they
watched Retnik and Allen leave the living room for the garage.
“They’ll see Harry’s furniture and know everything,” she
said.

David turned away from watching the
two policemen. “Perhaps. But what can they prove? It’s not against
the law to have that kind of furniture.”

“But what reason can we give
them for having it?”

“I’ll think of
something.”

Janet was squeezing his arm so tightly
it was beginning to hurt. “I’m scared,” she said. “What shall we
do?”

“We have to be
calm.”

He could hear the car doors opening
and closing, and Retnik speaking softly to Allen, but he couldn’t
make out what he was saying. Should have burned the stuff this
morning when I had the chance. Never imagined we were on Indian
land and that would bring in the Feds. When that guy in the jeep
saw us, I should have reported my car stolen. No, it would have
been stupid to call attention to us. Nothing to do now but prepare
for the worst, hope for the best. Should I tell them everything?
No, I’ll tell them nothing.

After what seemed an interminable
length of time, the two officers returned to the living room.
Retnik stood in the entryway for a moment, then said, “We’d like to
look around.”

“How did you find the car?”
David said.

Retnik smiled, and for a moment David
thought he was going to leave, but he made a few notes, looked up,
and said, “Clean, very clean. Interesting, your car is spotless.
Your house is spotless. Why is everything so clean?”

“Why not?” David
said.

“And the furniture in the
car?”

“Oh, that was in the house
when we bought it. I planned to take it to Goodwill
today.”

Retnik nodded. “Ah yes. Now I would
like to see the rest of the house.”

David stood up and extended his hand
to Janet. “We’ll come with you.”

“Let’s check the bedrooms
first, Allen.”

Walking in front of them, Janet
entered the bedroom and stood in front of the chest of drawers.
“Keep your hands out of my dresser drawers. If you want to see
under my things, ask me and I’ll move them aside for
you.”

They spent ten minutes going through
drawers, closets, and shoeboxes full of clippings and souvenirs.
Retnik appeared to be satisfied, and David hoped they would leave
now and not go downstairs. What should he say if they found the
tissue samples?

“What’s downstairs?” Retnik
said.

“My study and workroom,” David
said.

“Let’s take a
look.”

Downstairs David and Janet stood near
the doorway as Retnik and Allen looked around. “Looks more like a
laboratory than a study,” Retnik said. “Smells extra clean. What
kind of work do you do here?”

“I am a geneticist, and
sometimes I bring home tissue samples to study under the
microscope.”

“Very interesting. What is
this piece of equipment called?” Retnik asked, pointing to the
incubator.

“That’s an incubator used to
grow bacteria cultures at specific temperatures.”

Janet stepped closer to David. She
touched his hand and he responded by taking hold of
hers.

“And what’s this stuff
inside?” Allen asked, peering into the incubator.

“Tissue samples from the
Genetic Institute where I do research.”

“Were you growing bacteria on
them?”

“No, Officer Allen. I just
stuck them in there while I was cleaning the counter. I was
starting to take them out when the doorbell rang.”

They all started to walk away from the
incubator when Allen said, “Chief, I wonder if they came from the
body.”

Janet and David simultaneously tightly
squeezed each other’s hand.

“Good question,” Retnik
said.

“Are you accusing me of
something?” David asked, rising to his full height.

“Simply asking questions, Dr.
Young. Simply looking around and asking questions,” Retnik said.
“Now where were you yesterday morning?”

“If you think I did something
illegal, then bring charges,” David said, crossing his arms in
front of him. “I’ll call my lawyer and we’ll have at
it.”

Retnik stood motionless for a moment
waiting to see if David was going to say anything else. It had been
his experience that suspects would accidentally blurt out
information to end an awkward silence. But David stood in front of
the incubator staring at Retnik, saying nothing. Although he wasn’t
certain how much longer he could keep up this facade of innocent
defiance.

“I want to look upstairs
again,” Retnik said, as the two policemen started up the
steps.

As Janet and David followed them up,
Janet leaned toward David, and in a soft voice said, “I’ve got to
talk to you in private.”

He nodded.

“Mr. Retnik, would you mind if
my wife and I go into the bedroom and talk privately?”

“Go ahead.”

In their bedroom with the door closed,
Janet sat on the bed and started to cry softly. “David, I don’t
think I can take any more of this. Must we spend the rest of our
lives like we have spent the last fifteen years? Let’s tell them
and get it over with.”

“I know it’s been rough on
you.”

“When will it end, David? When
will it end?”

He sighed and sat on the bed beside
her and took her hand. “I don’t know, honey. I don’t
know.”

“David, I’m tired. I’m tired
to death of running, lying, and hiding. It’s time to wipe the slate
clean and live like ordinary people.” She took the tissue she was
holding and started to wipe her eyes. “Please end it, David.
Please.”

“I don’t know if telling the
truth will end our problems or just make more problems. Maybe
they’ll leave now. They haven’t found anything.”

“They have a search warrant so
they can take the tissue samples with them.”

David’s jaw tightened. “They’d better
not. If they take them I’ll never know about Harry.”

She grasped both his arms. “Tell them
before it’s too late, David. Mr. Retnik might
understand.”

“Do you think they’d believe
us?”

“You could read them Harry’s
journals.”

“That would take days,
Janet.”

“Just read excerpts, and show
them the pictures. You explained it to me that way.”

David rubbed his face as though he was
checking to see how closely he had shaved. “If it’s the only way
I’ll get to keep Harry’s tissues, I guess we could chance it. We
might just convince Retnik. But Allen?”

“Allen doesn’t
count.”

“I think you’re right, baby,”
he said, nodding his head. “I think you just could be right. Yes,
maybe we should try to explain everything. But I feel guilty about
breaking my promise to Harry.”

“Harry would understand,” she
said, still grasping his arm. “You know he would. And then we’ll be
free.”

“I don’t think I’ll ever be
completely free, but I guess it’s worth a chance.”

In the living room Retnik was waiting
for them. Holding hands they approached the officers. Janet took a
deep breath and let it out. “We have something to tell
you.”

David looked Retnik straight in the
eyes. “But you must have an open mind,” he said. “If you do, and
want to know the truth, strange as it may seem to you, I can shed
considerable light on the situation.”

“Try me,” Retnik said. “I’ve
heard a few strange stories in my time. If you can make it easier
for us, I’m willing to listen.”

David approached to within two feet of
Retnik, looking him straight in the eye, he said, “First of all, we
do not admit anything illegal, and this is not a simple story. To
make any sense out of the whole mess, I’ll have to read from some
journals and show you some photographs.”

“All right, Dr.
Young.”

“This will take a while, so
why don’t you all sit down and I’ll make some coffee,” Janet
said.

David started toward the stairs. “I’ll
go get the material,” Allen started to cut David off and prevent
his escape. But before he could say anything, David said, “Come
with me, Allen, and help me carry some journals.”

Soon after Janet had returned to the
living room with the coffee, David and Allen emerged from
downstairs with bundles of bound notebooks in their
arms.

“You’re not going to read all
of these, are you?” Allen asked.

“No, that would take days.
I’ll just get you started, then read excerpts,” David said, looking
for a place for the journals.

“Allen, let’s see what Dr.
Young has for us. Judgments are for later. Sit in that chair there
by the couch.”

David set the journals down on the
couch at the end opposite Retnik. He sat down next to Janet, drank
some of his coffee, paused a moment, then said, “I must start at
the very beginning, so please be patient.”

Janet prayed silently.

He opened the oldest looking journal,
cleared his throat and began to read, “June 10, 1928, Centralia,
Missouri…”

“Hey,” Allen said, rising in
his seat, “Let’s not go back to the dark ages. I’m not interested
in the story of Adam and Eve.”

Retnik raised his hand to quiet him.
“Sit down, Allen. Let the man tell the story the way he sees fit,
at least for now.” Turning toward David, he said, “Go on, please,
Dr. Young.”

“Thank you, Mr. Retnik.” He
looked at Janet who was biting her lip. He looked at Allen who was
sitting impatiently biding his time. Everyone was waiting, so he
opened the journal again and began to read.

 


 



Chapter Two — The Journal of Harry
Boswell

June 10, 1928, Centralia,
Missouri

At the beginning of 1927, I began
writing about events in my life. I didn’t know then why I started
doing this, for I never kept a diary as a child, nor any sort of
journal. Up to now I have kept these entries on loose sheets of
paper, hidden in a desk drawer at my hardware store. But now I must
organize and copy them into this journal, for the most
extraordinary, unbelievable thing has happened to me. I’d come
right out and explain what happened, but no one would believe me
without knowing how it all came about. Perhaps no one will believe
me even then.

* * * * *

1. January 2, 1927, Centralia,
Missouri

I am writing all of this down, not
knowing who might eventually read it. This makes me feel uneasy,
but I know it could be important someday to have a record of this
part of my life. I have this strange feeling I am going to be
somebody special. People a hundred years from now will want to know
about me.

I am going to assume no one will read
this until long after I’m gone; thus I can be as honest about
myself as possible. Telling a bit about the important events in my
life that made me what I am, is, I guess, the best way to
begin.

* * * * *

I awoke this morning before dawn and
heard the wail of old number eight, the mail train, and thought
about the first time I ever rode on a train. That was fifty-two
years ago today on my fifth birthday. My folks were taking me to
St. Louis to visit my father’s parents. My dad was an engineer on
the Wabash, so we rode free.

I remember how excited I was to be
riding on a train and how cold it was. Back in 1875, trains weren’t
as modern as they are now. My mother had me all bundled up in a
heavy blue coat with a wool knitted cap that came down over my
ears, and partly over my eyes. I was wearing new shoes that hurt my
feet, but it didn’t matter. I was riding on the train to St.
Louis!

“George Boswell,” my mother
said to my father, “You can’t expect me to be more than just polite
to your father.”

“Now, Edna,” my father said,
patting her hand, “Dad’s all right. He’s just high
spirited.”

My mother turned away in disbelief.
“Horses are high spirited. He’s a flirt, which is ridiculous for a
man his age. How much younger than your mother is he?”

“I think they’re about the
same age. He only looks younger. Probably just teases Mother by
pretending to flirt.”

“It isn’t fair that men age so
much slower than women.”

He shrugged. “Do you think they do? I
don’t.”

“Yes, I do. Their faces get
wrinkles later, and they don’t show as much.”

“But, Edna, men lose their
hair, and their bellies stick out.”

“That’s because as men get
older, they make women do more of the work,” she said, turning away
from him.

I had a good time in St. Louis, and I
asked Grandpa how old he was, and if he was younger than Grandma.
He didn’t look any younger to me, but at the age of five any adult
looked old.

Jenny was a little girl who lived down
the street. She had a lot of freckles and dark red hair. One summer
evening when I was nine, Jenny and I were walking by the church
when we heard someone groaning. We looked around, and spotted a man
lying with his head on the edge of the board sidewalk. It was old
Thaddeus, whom some called the town drunk. He was filthy, his
clothes were torn, and he reeked of booze and vomit.

There were people standing there on
the sidewalk in front of the church clutching their prayer books
and looking at him as though he were a piece of garbage. One little
girl, about five or six, started to go over to him, when her mother
called to her, “Mary, get away from that dreadful old
man!”

“Mamma, he smells awful,” she
said, as she ran back to her mother.

Then I heard one of the church people
say, “That man is trash we can do without.” I took Jenny by the
hand and went over to him. He was bleeding and in pain. I could
hardly stand the smell myself, but I couldn’t let him lie there and
be stared at by the church people. When we went by there an hour
before we heard them singing about following Jesus. Bet Jesus
wouldn’t have just stood there and stared in disgust at
Thaddeus.

“Jenny, run home real quick
and get some water and some towels. We’ve got to clean him up and
stop his bleeding.”

She took off running while I stayed
with him to see what I could do for him. As I looked him over, one
of the church people asked, “Who’s the kid there?”

“Oh, a nobody, I think his dad
is a railroader.”

“And the little
girl?”

“Who cares?”

I felt angry with them, but I
remembered a few months ago some kids were calling him names and I
was with them. So I wasn’t so innocent either.

When Jenny came back with the water
and towels we cleaned around his cuts, and bandaged him to stop the
bleeding. Then we helped him home. I felt so elevated that I, Harry
Boswell, son of a railroader could do such a wonderful
thing.

Let me tell you more about Jenny and
me. Almost every day she’d come over or I’d go over to her house
and we’d play. Her mother died when she was born, and her
grandmother lived with them for a while and raised her. But the
grandmother died when Jenny was twelve, and after that she sort of
ran loose.

Every few days at school we had to
line up and Miss Brady would walk down the aisle and look at our
hands. This particular day Miss Brady in a loud forbidding voice
said, “Harry! Jenny! You two have the dirtiest fingernails I have
ever seen in my entire life. You stay after school and write on the
chalkboard a hundred times, ‘I will clean my fingernails every
day.’”

When we finally finished our
punishment we went outside and there the kids started on us,
especially Jenny. “Jenny’s dirty white trash,” Stanley Mitchell
yelled.

“Lay off her, Stanley,” I
yelled back.

“Yeah? What are you going to
do about it if I don’t?”

I knew I would get in trouble when I
got home if I hit him. I was only allowed to hit if someone hit me
first, but I didn’t care. Poor Jenny was leaning against the
schoolhouse, rubbing her eyes and sobbing. Stanley started again
and he got as far as, “Jenny’s poor whi …” when I socked him in the
belly. Knocked the breath out of him and he could hardly talk for a
minute, but he managed to say, “I’ll tell on you, Harry, when I get
home,” as he ran away. I got a switchin’ when I got home, but it
was worth it.

When I was about sixteen, one of the
boys in my class, Slade Norris, told a bunch of us boys he was
going to get in Jenny’s pants Saturday night. I remember saying to
him, “Yeah, I’ll bet.”

“Harry, you think she won’t do
it, but you don’t know a damn thing about girls.” He grabbed his
crotch as he said, “All the girls like my big boy.”

“You touch her, Slade, and
I’ll beat the tar out of you.” Tar was the strongest word I was
allowed to use.

I didn’t see her on Sunday fearing the
worst, that she would tell me how wonderful Slade was. Sunday was
church day and I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere, but Monday we
gathered around Slade to find out how he made out. He told us they
walked down by the creek where they sat under a tree.

“Yeah, you guys should have
been there. She was really hot for me. She reached down and grabbed
me and I felt her and we started kissing and
everything.”

“Really?” said some kid whose
name I can’t remember now.

“Yeah. And she asked me to do
it to her so we took off our clothes and started kissing each other
again, but this time we kissed the forbidden place. You know where
I mean.”

All the guys stood there with open
mouths. I pretended to sort of believe him so I asked, “I saw her
partly naked once when we were little. Does she still have that
scar just below her belly button?”

He hesitated a minute. “Well … yes.
But it doesn’t show much now.”

She never had any such scar as far as
I knew, but I had to test him. I was so happy to know he was lying,
and I knew I had to discredit him.

“What time did you get to the
creek, Slade?”

“We started there about 8:30,
I guess. Why?”

“Because I was talking to her
and her dad on their front porch about nine. That means you had to
practically run to the creek, do it in about one minute, then run
back.”

Slade’s face turned red. I think he
would have killed me if he could.

“Slade, you’re a big liar,”
said Billy Watson. “I’ll bet you never even held her
hand.”

“I did so!” said Slade as he
turned and stormed away.

* * * * *

While I lay in bed this morning I
thought about Louise, who was lying beside me just as she has every
night since we were married in 1891. Same house, same room, same
bed. It seems to me that so much in my life is the same every day,
every month, every year. Even special days like our wedding
anniversaries are dull. Take our last anniversary. It should have
been a special day but it went something like this: We got up at
6:30. Louise fixed me oatmeal for breakfast. I went to the store.
She did the housework then went to the missionary
society.

It was Wednesday so she gave a piano
lesson. About six, I came home for supper. I suggested we go out
for dinner and maybe go to a movie. She said no. I read until about
nine. I read downstairs and she went to bed. Sometimes we stay up
later and try to get something on the radio. I remember asking her
if she was bored. She shrugged and said, “I don’t want to talk
about it.”

This house, like the hardware store,
used to belong to Uncle Jeremiah. When Louise and I married, we
rented it from him for twenty dollars a month. Jeremiah was
Mother’s brother, and he never married. Some say he was in love
with a married woman, and it was a hopeless romance, but my mother
said he lost the only girl he ever loved in the burning of Atlanta.
Whatever the truth was, he had sort of a mystical smile and a
wisdom for seeing into the future. My father was often away making
his run to St. Louis, and he slept a lot when he was home. So I
came to depend on Jeremiah as my second father.

Though I loved and respected him, I
was somewhat fearful of his large size with his graying blond hair
and bulging eyes. He spoke with a deep voice, and you could hear
him all over the store when he spoke or especially when he
laughed.

The day Louise and I got married he
took me aside and said, “Harry, I want to be out of town more than
I should right now. So if you’ll take over and manage the store on
a permanent basis, I’ll give you half and leave you the other
half.”

When he died in 1911 he not only left
me the other half, but this house and twenty thousand dollars. What
he really left me was wonderful memories and much practical
knowledge about people and the world.

During those years in the store he
took me into his confidence. He taught me to play poker, how to
read the other person’s moves and how this applied to general
living. Sometimes after a few beers he would tell me about the
girls he used to court, and the ones he used to take to
bed.

“I like women, but just one at
a time,” he told me once when I jokingly asked him about his girl
friends. “I think they’re wonderful to touch, make love to, and
talk to. I like talking to an intelligent woman as much as I like
making love to her. One thing I’ll tell you, Harry, never marry or
make love to a woman you can’t talk to. The ladies have a lot to
teach a fellow if he’ll let ‘em.”

“Why don’t you get married
then?”

“I’m too old to settle down
with just one. Besides, who’d have me?”

That conversation took place about
twenty-five years ago. Jeremiah is gone now, and I miss him. I
wonder if he worried about growing old. If so, he never let
on.

* * * * *

Back to today, which is my
fifty-seventh birthday. Tonight we’ll have a small family dinner.
Just three more years and I’ll be sixty, an old man. Why does time
go faster as you get older? I don’t suppose I feel as bad about
being fifty-seven as I did about being forty when I just knew my
life was over. I had lost all of my teeth, my hair was falling out,
and I was having trouble reading up close. Now, I am used to these
things, but I still don’t like them. I know it will get worse,
never better, always worse.

I look at Louise who is slightly
younger than I am and realize she is getting older too. We’re just
two old insignificant beings taking up space. Whenever I want us to
go somewhere she says, “Harry, we’re too old for that.” For
example: I hoped we could take the train to St. Louis and stay in a
real nice hotel, go to fancy restaurants, and buy ourselves some
new clothes, but she said we were too old for that. When I
insisted, she replied in no uncertain terms, “Well, I’m too old!”
And she looked at me as though I made her old. So I dropped the
subject as she can make me feel older than I am.

She doesn’t like to play cards of any
kind. I think when she was a young girl her church frowned on card
games. So she resents it when I go play poker, maybe even to work.
If I didn’t get away from the house now and then I’d dry up, too.
Though if I thought she really wanted me, rather than just wanting
me to stay home, I’d stay home with her all day.

My younger friends tell me about their
sexual adventures like I was a creature from another planet. Last
Saturday at the store a guy I know said, “Harry, you remember sex
don’t you?” I looked at him in disgust but he went on, “If you get
with a real dish, call me and I’ll show you what to do.”

Tomorrow I have an appointment with
Emil Barnes, my dentist, because I have a sore spot on my jaw from
my lower denture. I hate dentures and never know if I have bad
breath. Well, better than no kind of teeth at all.

Of course, I’m pretty lucky in some
ways. I don’t have to worry about money, and I guess I’m in good
health. The store and the house are free and clear, and most of all
I have a lovely daughter and two grandchildren, though I rarely see
them.

I went to get a haircut today and
Bill, the barber, was telling me how much money he’s made in the
stock market this year. “Harry, if you’d followed my advice two
years ago you could retire right now.”

“That’s all right for you,
Bill, but I want to own something I can touch. I walk down the
street and I can stand on my own property. I can see it; I can
smell the flowers in my own yard, and I know I have control of it,
not some big shot in New York. You can’t do that with
stock.”

Yesterday I went to collect the rent
from a guy named Biggs. “Here’s your rent, Harry, in cash as
usual,” he said, as he counted out five fifty-dollar bills. Biggs
is a fellow I’m pretty sure is a bootlegger, but he’s not a
gangster, as far as I can tell. As long as we have prohibition, I
guess I’ll always get my rent.

* * * * *

2. Monday, January 3,
1927

I went to see Dr. Barnes this
afternoon and he relieved a high spot on my lower denture.
Interesting how your jaw will change with the years. He cut away
part of the denture and my jaw feels fine now.

My daughter, Martha, and her two
daughters are here from Arizona for the holidays. I sent her to
nursing school in St. Louis. There she met Charles Hightower, a
medical student, and they were married when he graduated in 1915.
They moved to Arizona that summer and worked at a mission just
north of Holbrook. In 1918 Mary came along, followed two years
later by Patsy. Martha continued to work in the mission hospital,
keep house, and take care of two small children. After a few years,
Louise and I thought her letters sounded more like she was an
inmate of a prison than the happy-go-lucky person we used to
know.

We didn’t see her for five years after
she left. Charles said they had no money for frivolity and that all
money must go for God’s work. Besides, she belonged to his family
now, not ours, and he discouraged our going to see her. Louise and
I finally took a hand. We wrote and told them we would pay for
their trip home. (Martha and the girls; we didn’t want him around.)
We would also pay for a nurse to take Martha’s place at the mission
hospital, and donate a like amount to the mission. He could not
refuse this, so Martha and the girls have come home for Christmas
several times on this basis.

She hardly ever laughs when she first
gets home, just acts like a beaten dog. I suggested she divorce
him, but she thinks he is a saint. To me, he’s a fanatic. I wonder
if he is as insensitive toward the Indians as he is toward his own
family. I miss Martha the way she used to be. I can still see her
with her sparkling green eyes and long blond hair, dancing through
the house singing and giggling. I hate his guts for taking my
Martha away from me.

My father started working on the
railroad when he was about 14, just after the Civil War began. He
started by doing various dirty jobs around the yard. As men left
for the Army he was given better and better jobs. At the age of 16
he became a fireman and at 20 he became an engineer.

I still miss my father, though he was
never around much, and he has been dead a long time. He was very
muscular and laughed a lot. I remember his dark brown hair and how
it used to curl. Often I would run down to the yard when his train
would come in and watch him climb down from the cab of the big
steam engine. He was always filthy when he returned, and I’ll never
forget his greenish-brown eyes piercing his soot-smudged
face.

When he died, I saw him in his casket.
There was no one around so I leaned down and kissed him. Oh, he was
hard as stone! It was a long time before I could easily remember
him any other way but lying there in that casket. I left the
funeral parlor in tears and on the way out passed two ladies coming
in to view the body. “Ghouls,” I said under my breath. I have never
been able to understand the hordes of people who line up to look at
the dead. If I had had my way, no one would have been allowed to
look at him.

I did have my way when Jeremiah died,
and I didn’t allow just anyone to come look at him. I was surprised
at one woman who came into our store and asked, “Harry, can I go
see him?” I saw the tears in her eyes, and knew she must have been
the one he referred to as “My great love, who shall remain
nameless.” I arranged for her to see him, of course.

When I told the mortician no one was
to see his body, he was shocked and told me this was wrong. “People
will suspect something was wrong with him,” he said.

“Just tell them he died of
nothing serious.”

New Year’s Day of 1885 Dad, Grandpa
and I were going to go ice fishing. Dad unexpectedly had to
substitute on a run to St. Louis, so he couldn’t go. To my
surprise, Gramps called me aside and said, “Harry, I want to go by
myself.”

“Why, Grandpa, can’t I go with
you?”

He bent down beside me and put his
arms around me. “My dear Harry, I wish I could take you with me,
but I can’t. I know you don’t understand it now, but someday you
will. Someday you’ll understand everything.”

We waited and waited for him but he
didn’t come home. He turned up missing. A dumb expression: “turning
up missing.” I guess I should just say he was missing.

His fishing pole, tackle, and a box he
used to sit on were found beside a round hole cut into the ice.
About ten feet farther from shore was an irregular hole about two
feet across with broken pieces of ice floating in it.

Everyone thought he had fallen through
this larger hole and in the spring they would find his body. They
never found even a trace of it, nor any clothing. I overheard my
mother say she would not be surprised if he had run off with
another woman. I said I didn’t think Grandpa would do such a thing,
besides, he was very old. “Ha, all that hair, no wrinkles, he looks
like he’s forty, acts like he’s twenty,” she said.

* * * * *

At night I reach over to touch Louise,
but she’s out cold. She just lies there curled up with her knees
pushing against my chest, or turned away from me altogether. Either
way I feel shut out. I tried to hug her a few nights ago but
couldn’t budge her. I was so lonely I couldn’t stand it any more,
so I kicked her slightly. She didn’t even wake up.

How I dream of walking through the
woods in the early fall with some fair young girl. I can see her
hair glistening in the sun and flowing as we hold hands and run
across the fallen leaves. She’ll be laughing as she looks at me and
with a wide grin, says, “Harry, you’re so wonderful to be with.” So
who’s going to run through the leaves with an old fossil like me?
Last week Susie, the waitress at Elmo’s, said, “Harry, you’re so
distinguished and I just love older men,” but she didn’t mean
it.

Last night after my birthday dinner we
went into the living room to look at some snapshots we got back
from the photo shop. Most of the pictures were of Mary and Patsy
with their Christmas presents or playing in the snow.

“I really like this one of
you, Dad, standing by the snowman with the girls,” Martha said.
“Let’s get the ones we took two years ago and see how much they’ve
grown.”

Louise found the snapshot album and we
all sat down and started to look at the pictures we had taken two
years ago. “Here’s one of you and the girls, Mother,” said
Martha.

“Look how they’ve grown, but I
don’t like to look at myself in pictures,” Louise said, laying the
pictures back down on the table. “I’m getting so old, and showing
it, too.”

“No, you’re not, Mother. You
don’t look any different to me.”

Turning towards me, she said, “Neither
do you, Dad. Actually you look better, maybe even younger, than you
did two years ago.”

“Neither he, his father, nor
his grandfather ever looked their ages,” Louise said
bitterly.

“Sure I do, and I feel it
too.”

Martha looked up from the photos. “You
know, Dad, I guess you really do look younger now than you did
then.”

“Well, excuse me!” said
Louise, and she quickly got up and left the room.

“What’s wrong with her?” asked
Martha.

“Your mother has the I’m
getting old blues.”

“I guess I shouldn’t have
mentioned how young you look.”

“No, you shouldn’t, honey, and
I doubt if it’s true. I probably just felt poorly two years
ago.”

Martha got up and started putting the
pictures back in their envelope. She glanced at me and said, “Well,
you look pretty good to me.”

“And now that you’ve caught up
on your rest, you look even better to me. You know, Martha, a good
daughter makes an old man’s life worth living.”

Nothing more was said about aging that
evening, and about ten we all went to bed. I slept for an hour or
so, then I woke up thinking about those pictures. Did I really look
younger? Of course not. We only get older from the day we are born.
About midnight I got up and went downstairs and got out the
pictures. I had to admit it, I certainly looked as good now as I
did two years ago.

* * * * *

3. Tuesday, January 11,
1927

One summer’s day when I was nineteen
and Jenny was seventeen, we were going fishing and stopped at the
edge of old man Johnson’s meadow. “These buttercups are so lovely,
Harry. Let’s stop and pick some,” she said.

Then she practically threw herself
down on the multitude of flowers, and her long dark red hair came
to rest on the yellow blossoms. I dropped down beside her, and we
rolled playfully on the field of flowers, laughing and tickling
each other. Suddenly, she jumped up.

“Catch me if you can,” she
called as she ran giggling across the field. I ran after her,
completely forgetting the fishing poles and sack of
lunch.

“Got you,” I shouted as I
grabbed her by the shoulders. To my surprise, she just collapsed in
the honeysuckle by a large oak tree.

“And now that you’ve caught
me, what are you going to do with me?” She said with a broad
smile.

I didn’t know what to say, and I guess
I just looked dumb. Jenny pulled a few honeysuckle blossoms from
their stems and held them in her mouth. She closed her eyes and
breathing deeply, she said, “Harry, such a heavenly fragrance.”
Then sticking her tongue into the blossom, added, “And so sweet to
taste.”

She pulled up another blossom and
touching it to my mouth, said, “Taste it, Harry. Taste it.” I did
and it was delightful. But I still didn’t know what to say so we
just lay there motionless in each other’s arms for a minute or so.
Then very softly she said, “Harry, you could do me a favor … rub my
back.”

“O.K.” And I started to rub
her. I remember wondering what her skin looked like now. I had seen
her almost naked when we were small children wading in the pond.
But that was a long time ago, and today she’s a woman.

“Not so hard, Harry.” I eased
off.

“Harry … unbutton the back of
my dress a few buttons and rub my skin.”

“I shouldn’t.”

“Come on. No one will see us,
and if they do, they can’t tell if my dress is buttoned or
not.”

At that moment I didn’t know or care
if anyone could tell. I unbuttoned three buttons, and hesitantly,
but gently, let my hand creep in to feel her warm soft
skin.

“Oooh, that feels so good,
Harry. That’s right, nice and gentle.”

This went on for a few minutes, then
she turned over, trapping my right hand under her. Placing my left
hand near her breasts, she asked, “Don’t you want to touch me
anywhere else?”

“You know I do.”

“Then why don’t
you?”

“Because I might not be able
to stop with just touching. Suppose you had a baby from
me?”

She looked at me a moment. “Harry, how
much do you like me?”

“Lots. Haven’t I always looked
out for you?”

“Yes.” She touched my cheek
with her hand. “But Harry, do you love me?”

“I love you, Jenny … if you
love me.”

“I need to be loved,” she
whispered.

“I love you,
Jenny.”

“Harry, this will always be
our special place, won’t it? Just yours and mine?”

“Of course.”

She pulled me closer and kissed me. I
slowly ran my left hand under her dress and touched her breasts. I
could see her pink skin dotted by freckles and her nipples standing
up, so I touched them again and again. As I write this so many
years later, I remember how much her nipples reminded me of wild
strawberries, and how sweet they were.

I could feel her penetrating body
heat, and when her breasts touched my bare chest I thought I would
explode. At that moment, all I cared about was pressing against her
naked flesh, but it was not to be. We saw Mr. Johnson coming across
the field, so we quickly put our clothes back in order and left. I
wonder if his appearance put my life on a completely different
track, or would Jenny have married Sam anyway, and nothing would
have been different.

I think about that day in Johnson’s
meadow often. I know how I look to others now. My body has aged but
my feelings haven’t. I had lunch yesterday at Elmo’s Café and Susie
waited on me as usual. I suppose if I were even forty I’d make some
sort of play for her. I think she is about twenty so that would
make me only twenty years older than she is. Of course, I’m not
forty, I’m fifty-seven. That’s almost three times her age and what
would she see in me anyway? Probably all anyone sees is my gray
hair, what little there is, and my wrinkled face. I see a different
me. I see myself running through the woods with her, the breeze
blowing the ribbon from her light yellow hat, the one with the wide
brim. We are laughing and chasing each other. Yes, I see a
different me. I see myself young and strong, but then like falling
in an icy lake, I realize spring has gone and I am old.
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