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Chapter One
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“I was hoping you could help me out. I just need a little to tide me over till I get paid next week.”

“What’s a little?”

“Like a thousand.”

“That’s more than a little.” Rubbing his face.

“Dad it’s really not.”

“You still haven’t paid me back for last time and the time before that.”

“I’m gonna pay you back when I get a better paying job. I’m just in a rut right now.”

“You said that a year ago with the last job.”

“Dad, I’d rather not have a lecture right now. I already feel bad asking.” I shake my head.

“It’s just adding up.”

“I know, but I promise I will pay you back.” I put my hands together, begging.

“I only have two hundred in cash here. I can get more tomorrow.”

“That would be great. Thanks!”

He gets out his wallet and hands over all of his cash, except a twenty. “I need to keep this for later.” He points at the bill.

“Sure, thanks, dad. I will pay you back.”

“Sure.” He shrugs not convinced.

“I will.”

“Okay.”

“Did you want to head out for your appointment now? I can give you a ride and take you to lunch.”

“I’m good. I’ll drive myself and I already ate.”

“I thought it would be nice to spend time together. “

“If you’d asked, I could have been more prepared. I made plans to meet up with Carl at Joe’s bar for a few drinks after my appointment.”

“I could go with. I haven’t seen Carl in forever.”

“Maybe you can meet us there. I’d rather drive myself.” He grabs his keys.

“Okay. When you headed to Joe’s?”

“Probably four thirty.”

“I’ll try and meet you there.”

“Well, I gotta get going. You heading out?” He stares me down.

I try to keep the annoyance from surfacing. “Yeah, but I gotta go to the bathroom first. You can go. I’ll lock up when I leave.”

An angry look washes over his face, “If you hurry we can head out together.”

“Dad, are you kicking me out?” Irritation rises in my chest.

His face turns red, “No. I just like to know the doors locked. I get anxious if I worry to much.”

“I know how to lock a door, dad.”

“I’m not saying you don’t. I’m telling you how I feel if I’m not the one locking up.”

“Well I need to get an old T-shirt from my room. I’ve got a date this weekend and she loves the Goonies so I need my shirt for the date. I’m good, dad. I promise I’ll lock the door.”

He hesitates, “Okay. See you later?”

“Ya, sure. Joe’s, four thirty.”

He hovers by the door for a moment, so I head for my room. “See ya.” Sherry does love the Goonies and I want her to fall for me hard so anything I can do to push her over the edge is good. It takes me ten minutes but I finally find it stuffed in the back of a drawer. It reminds me that I’ve got to bring clothes over here tomorrow to wash. My piles getting huge and the machines at the place I’m staying suck, plus people tend to steal crap and I hate thieves. Good thing dad has a washer and dryer and doesn’t mind if I come over to use it. 

I head to the basement next. I know there’s some tools down there and my old Nintendo 64 with games I can pawn for a little extra cash. Dad never uses the tools anymore so he won’t mind and the gaming system was always mostly mine. Janie never really played it and neither do her kids so no one will miss it.

I grab the items and a few DVDs that I know nobody watches and head out. I almost forget to lock the door but remember before I get in my car to head off. 

The pawn shop is all the way across town but dad doesn’t visit this one so it’s my best option. Not that he cares I’m doing this but you never know if he’ll get all sentimental. He is a bit of a pack rat and won’t get rid of anything. That’s why I do this sometimes to help him out and clear out the place. He collects too much and needs help getting rid of the things he doesn’t need. 

Same with Janie sometimes. She’s as bad of a collector as dad. Especially with all those kid toys. So I do what I can sometimes to clear out the clutter.

“Barry! Looking good my man!” I try to butter up the owner. “You lose a little weight?” I know for sure he has not.

“Yep, a few pounds. How you been?”

“I’m good. Just helping my dad clean out his basement and he wanted me to de-clutter a bit and see what I can get for these.”

“That’s real nice of you to help out your dad.”

“That’s what kids do right?”

“Not my kids. Mine just come home looking for money, food and a place to crash sometimes.”

“Nah, that’s just an excuse to see you.” I lie.

He raises an eyebrow, “I’m not so sure.”

“Your kids love you just like I love my dad and they wanna see you, I promise. But I’m sure they also appreciate you helping them out when you can.”

“Yeah they do.” He nods. “So what you got?”

I lay out the tools, game system, DVD and DVD player.”

“Some of this is older. Not sure how easy I can get rid of it.”

“But this system is a classic. You can get big bucks online for that.”

“I don’t know...it’s so much work.”

“But your gal Barb is good at it. I saw them going for a hundred or more on eBay earlier.”

“I guess I can give you fifty for that and another twenty-five for the rest, so seventy-five total.”

I’d hoped for more but Barry’s a fair guy and usually buys anything I bring in so I don’t push it. “Deal.”

“Let me write this up and get you the cash.”

“Thanks, Barry. My dad will appreciate it.” He doesn’t know my dad, which is good, but I bring enough stuff from my old house that we talk about dad enough. I think he feels good being able to help out a retired old war vet. My dad went to Vietnam so long ago and has a few old medals and stuff. 

He once had me pawn a few old army clothes and that’s how Barry and I got to talking about my dad. Well, dad let me clean out a closet one time so I could store my stuff and the clothes were in there so I had to make room and decided to just sell the stuff since dad had no room to store it anywhere else. Dad never wore them anymore anyway so I was helping him out.

Barry has me sign the agreement then counts out the cash. “You tell your dad I say thanks. You need to bring him around sometime so I can meet this old man of yours.”

“For sure! One day I will.”

“Good.”

“See ya around.”

“See ya.”

I get in my car and think about heading to Joe’s to meet my dad and Carl because I know they’ll both be buying and I can get a few rounds off them but dad probably doesn’t want me around and I need my fix. It’s been days and the alcohol won’t cut it anymore. I need the real stuff and only my dealer, Jackson can get it.

He’s usually near the Fast Stop gas station on Park street so I head there first, but after a few times around the block and not spotting him, I go to KFC. That’s his other spot.

When I get there, I see no signs of anyone and slam my hand on the steering wheel in frustration. Then spot him walk out. Thank god!

I pull up beside him, “Hey, Jackson. Got anything for me?”

He grins, “Been a few days. I thought you gave it up for good or left town.” 

“No, no, not me, man, just busy is all.”

He nods his head, “Sure, yeah I got your favorite meth baggies. You got money?”

“I got two fifty.”

“That’ll get you a couple bags.”

“Enough for now, I’ve got more coming tomorrow so you’ll see me again.” I hand over the cash and he slips me the bag.

“Pleasure doing business with you.”

“See you again soon.” I take off for home. It crosses my mind that I’m desperate enough to pull over on the side of the road and do it here, but last time I woke up crashed into a pole. Thank goodness it was a short one and I wasn’t going fast, so not much damage was done. Luckily no cops saw or I’d have for sure gone to jail and I don’t need that again.
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Chapter Two
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It’s Father’s Day and I’m headed to Janie’s house for lunch. Thank goodness she called me this morning to ask me if I could pick up ketchup on my way over, I’d totally forgot about it. I dig around in my car for as much change as I can scrounge up and go inside the grocery store to get the cheapest bottle I can find. “I’ll be right back.” I say to Sherry.
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