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Chapter 1

Saul arrived at the
bank when the closed sign was still in the window. There was one
other gentleman waiting in a S makeshift line. The man nodded hello
when Saul walked up next to him. “Beautiful day today.” The man
said pleasantly.

“That it is.” Saul
returned.

“Supposed to get hot
today. I heard on the news.”

“That’s what I heard
too.” Saul answered just as the brown-haired woman opened the glass
entrance doors. Her nametag read

‘Dorothy’ but he
heard her coworkers call her ‘Dottie’ so many times he wondered why
they hadn’t changed it.

“Good morning,
Saul.” Dottie said.

“Morning.”

Their exchange was
so practiced, no words were required. Saul handed Dottie the
remittance slips from inside the envelope, and his passbook. She
keyed in the payments and placed his passbook on the printer, while
giving him the payment receipts to attach to his bills. The same
procedure went on each time he came into the bank. Saul would leave
the bank with his receipts and updated passbook, and head home.

However, today Saul
was greeted by a young man whom he never saw before. He appeared
from behind the customer service desk, as if by magic. Introducing
himself as Arnold, he invited Saul to come into his office.
Reluctant at first, Saul asked what it was about. “I’d like to talk
to you about your account.” Arnold explained.

“What about it?”

“Please, come with
me.” Arnold said pleasantly.

Saul followed him,
suddenly worried that there might be a problem with his account.
Dottie had failed to mention if there

was anything amiss.
Maybe she signaled Arnold to come out and discuss the problem? Saul
thought to himself. In the twenty years that he’d been coming to
this bank, this was the first time there had ever been an
issue.

Arnold closed the
door. “Please have a seat.”

Saul obliged,
pulling his suit pants up at the thighs. “Is there a problem?” He
asked curiously.

Arnold examined
Saul’s full head of white hair and his stark blue eyes. His suit
fit perfectly, aside from the small ponch he had in front, where
the suspenders offered support.

“Not a problem at
all, sir.” Arnold answered respectfully. “I wanted to discuss your
account.”

Saul listened to the
man for about fifteen seconds. He walked out of the bank vowing to
never return again. Looking at his passbook, he checked to make
sure they hadn’t pulled a fast one on him, since he’d always been
paranoid that one day it would happen.

To his relief, all
was good. His balance was still just over two million dollars.









Chapter 2

FIVE YEARS EARLIER

Saul watched
Margaret refresh the tissue supply in her purse.

Instead of buying
the new travel-sized packages, she S preferred to fold up about ten
at a time and place them in a re-sealable sandwich sack in her
handbag. “You got everything, love?” He asked, gently pushing his
Fedora onto his head.

“I
think so, dear.” Margaret answered. “Oh,” She gasped. “Can you hand
me the coupons off the counter there?” She indicated with her chin,
while sliding her swollen feet into the oversized
sandals.

Saul passed the
white envelope to her and she fit it tightly beside the tissues in
her beige leather purse. “I’ll go get the car started.” Saul said,
leaving Margaret to switch off the lights and lock up.

“You want your coat, love?” Margaret offered, pulling his blue
nylon jacket out of the closet. “The grocery store is awfully
cold.”

Saul nodded, walking
down the cement pathway to the car.

Margaret draped his
jacket over her forearm as she locked the door. The drive to the
local grocery store was no more than five minutes. When they
arrived, Saul kindly took a cart from a woman who was struggling
with her infant child, saving her a trip back to the cart port.

“Thank you, sir.” The woman said loudly, over her screaming
child. Saul smiled and tipped his hat.

“Remember when David was like that?” Margaret commented,
checking to ensure her envelope of coupons was safely tucked inside
her purse.

“Yeah,” Saul answered, Margaret sensed a trace of
resentment

in his voice.

“He called the other day.” She ventured. “Wants to come over
for dinner on Sunday.”

Saul grunted his
displeasure, gesturing his wife to enter the automatic doorway
first. David, their first and only child, could have been a police
officer, a teacher or a mail man like Saul was for sixty years,
even a used car salesman. All of these occupations would have
settled well with Saul. But David decided to move to be a drifter,
splitting his time between Los Angeles and Hollywood. He chased his
dream of becoming an actor, but most often he just took odd jobs
being a gopher, an assistant, or more recently, house sitting.

“Yeah,” Saul grumbled. “He coming to church?” Since David was
ten years old, he had to be coaxed to attend Sunday
service.

That, among many
other topics, had driven a wedge between Saul and his son.

Margaret pursed her
lips. “He didn’t say.”

Ignoring her answer,
Saul grabbed an orange and inspected it by squeezing it gently and
giving it a sniff. Satisfied, he selected another and placed them
both in a flimsy plastic bag and tied it off on the end. Margaret
pushed the cart forward and pulled out her coupon envelope.

“I
suppose we better get something in if he’s coming.” She commented,
perusing the coupons.

Saul changed the
subject, placing a bunch of yellow bananas into the cart. “You hear
the Morgans fighting last night?” The Morgans, the neighbors that
lived directly across the street, constantly fought. Saul was
impartial; he couldn’t decide if he wanted to close the windows for
solitude or keep them open so he could eavesdrop.

There was a sign
advertising discounted ground beef. Margaret pulled a small package
from the lean section. “I heard them.

Seems they were
fighting over money again.”

“What are you making with that?” Saul asked before Margaret
placed the packet of red meat into the cart.

“I
thought I’d make a meatloaf for Sunday.”

Saul nodded, looking
at the floor. “I’ll get some potatoes.”

Once the cart was
filled with all the required food, they headed for the shortest
line. “Wait here.” Margaret said. “I’ll go play the

Lotto.”

Saul began placing
the items on the conveyor belt. “Alright, dear. Hand me the
coupons.”

When she returned,
Saul had paid for their purchases and was packing it all up in
plastic bags. They opted to leave the cart in the store and divided
the bags up among them to carry to the car.

Margaret took one
and Saul took the remaining two. Saul walked ahead so he could
unlock the trunk. His wife trailed behind him by a mere two feet.
He turned his back on her for one second, recalling which pocket
he’d placed his car keys in.

As he turned around
to rest his bags on the ground to free up one hand, he saw an
orange roll under the car. Following the trajectory of the fallen
orange, he found a bag had emptied onto the parking lot.

Amongst the food lay
Margaret, sprawled out on the asphalt parking lot.






***






“I’m sorry, Mr. Jessup.” The paramedic said. “There was
nothing we could do. If it’s any consolation, she passed away very
quickly.” He rested his hand on Saul’s shoulder. “It was a massive
heart attack. She was gone in mere seconds, and didn’t experience
any pain.”

Standing amidst a
crowd of onlookers, Saul had to concentrate on keeping his mouth
closed. All his functions had shut down; it was like to speak was
an effort. The shock of Margaret’s sudden passing was overwhelming,
and he found himself feeling numb, stunned and in utter disbelief.
He was literally walking with her one second and the next she was
dead.

Margaret had some
health problems; but nothing life-threatening. Her blood pressure
was under control, and she wore support hose and specialty shoes to
assist her poor circulation. Her eyes, ears and hips worked well
compared to others her age. In fact, when Saul got to thinking
about it, there wasn’t even any history of heart problems in her
family. This came as a complete blow.

All the same, his
loving wife lay there inside the ambulance,

seemingly asleep.
Looking closely, Saul examined her eyes as he did on many nights
while she slumbered peacefully; he saw no signs of dreaming, no
sign of life whatsoever. It was surreal. Her hands, adorned with a
wedding band, family ring and neatly manicured nails, rested at her
hips. A smattering of lipstick still colored her delicate skin, and
a whisper of blush added a hint of life to her small cheekbones. A
shock of natural white hair remained clipped back neatly, while a
wisp of curls dangled just below her ears.

It was as if she
simply shut down in the middle of the market parking lot. Like an
internal switch had been flipped off without any notice. Margaret
was never one to complain; though if she was feeling really unwell,
she would say so. Not since she got her new shoes had she mentioned
she was ailing. Saul couldn’t figure it out. Had the discussion
about David caused her to be upset?

Her temperament was
always calm and tender. Margaret was never one to fuss. If she was
bothered by something, she simply remained mute. She was
passive-aggressive. There was no indication of any unresolved
issues to Saul’s knowledge.

Suddenly, Saul
thought of David. He would be devastated.

Although he and his
son weren’t exactly close, the bond between mother and son remained
unscathed. David could do no wrong in Margaret’s eyes. When he
began to speak as a toddler, a minor speech impediment shone
through, but he was successfully treated for it early on and all
that remained only presented itself when he was terribly nervous.
This quirk had Margaret wrapped around his finger, Saul thought. He
was her only child; her baby. And to her, he would always be that.
How was he going to tell him his mother was gone?

The paramedic broke
Saul out of his reverie. “Do you have someone you can call?”

Scoffing, Saul
thought it was ironic that at that moment, that his son would be
brought up. “My son. He lives in…Los Angeles.”

Saul hesitated,
trying to remember where David reported he was living the last time
he visited a couple of months ago.

“Is there someone who can pick up your car?”

Saul shook his head
no. “I’ll pick it up myself.”

“We’ll arrange for a police officer to bring you.” The man
offered.

When they finally
arrived at the hospital, Saul was directed into a small, seemingly
soundproof room. It was so quiet he could hear his own heart beat.
He was given Margaret’s purse and told to wait in the room while
his wife was ‘processed’. Not desiring to know what that meant,
Saul obliged and took a seat in the room. The chairs were cold and
clammy as the air conditioning was turned up high. He thought of
Margaret advising him to wear his jacket earlier and thanked her
for it.

Then it hit him.
Margaret. My Margaret is gone. He looked down at her purse, touched
the soft, cream-colored leather, and began to weep.






***






The doorbell rang,
startling Saul from his semi-conscious state.

The hospital had
prescribed him a mild sedative to help him sleep, however, after an
hour of contemplation he opted not to take it; Margaret would never
have approved. Leaving the nurse with the name of the funeral home
he and Margaret had pre-arranged with, Saul was sent on his way,
with a promise that a grief counselor would contact him. Before
going to sleep, he’d made the dreaded call to David.

His roommate had
answered, snapping her gum. “Yeah,” She sighed, seemingly
unimpressed by the interruption. Her voice reminded Saul of a horn
blowing when a ferry was set to sail.

“This is Mr. Jessup. Is my son, David there, please?” Saul
cleared his throat.

“Err…yeah. Hang on a sec.” She hesitated. It sounded like she
blew on her nails. Saul recognized the noise from when Margaret
used to do a home-manicure.

Saul could hear her
voice in the background; she didn’t have the sense to hit the mute
button or place the phone on a soft surface.

Connie, Saul
remembered, called out to David, citing him as his

‘old man’. He could hear David respond, saying. “My
dad’s on the
phone?” It wasn’t often that Saul reached out.

“Dad?” He finally answered, as if he thought Connie was
mistaken. Saul gave him a one-liner, which followed by David saying
he was on his way. David seemed stunned at first, but
then

his tone was
conversational, as if he’d talked himself into expecting the day to
come at some time.

When the doorbell
rang, waking Saul, he half-expected the grief counselor. He
grumbled under his breath, preparing himself to send the counselor
away. The last thing he wanted was some shrink or wannabe shrink
encouraging him to express his feelings of bereavement in under an
hour to a total stranger. He wanted to be left alone to deal with
things by himself; to be at his own pace, in the privacy of his own
home. As he opened the door and David’s face appeared blankly from
behind the door, Saul took back his negative thoughts about the
counselor; he preferred a stranger to his own son.

David matched Saul’s
height and weight, less the ponch that Saul had in front. David had
Saul’s old hairline and coloring, but he had Margaret’s green eyes.
The younger version of Saul glanced blankly at the welcome mat with
his hands idly in his pockets before saying. “How are you, dad?” It
wasn’t a question; it was more like a statement, like he didn’t
expect an answer.

“Come in.” Saul mumbled, leaving the door open. He peered
behind his son, apparently checking his mode of transportation, and
whether or not he brought his gum-smacking roommate.

David followed Saul
into the house, looking at the walls as if he was new to the
dwelling. “Do you need me to make any calls?

Run any errands or
anything?”

Remembering the
spoiled groceries, Saul felt his lip twitch but ignored it. “How
long you staying?”

David’s shoulders
lifted in a slight shrug. “H...however long you need me to,
dad.”

A comment was on
Saul’s tongue but he chose not to verbalize it. “We’ll need some
food later.”

Both men stood in
the middle of the living room, silent.

Margaret’s ironing
board balanced on its unsteady legs behind the dining room table. A
skirt and one of Saul’s dress shirts hung from the side on metal
hangers. The scent of her body powder lingered in the air, and a
pair of her new specialty shoes lay in front of the couch,
unworn.

Swallowing, David
studied his father. “Is there anything you need?” He searched his
dad’s face, but Saul averted eye contact.

“Do you want something to drink?” Saul asked

conversationally,
ignoring his son’s question. Recognizing this technique of
avoidance, David pushed his hand through his hair.

“Sure, dad. Water is fine.”

Saul entered the
kitchen. He heard David’s footsteps leading to his old bedroom. The
old man felt himself exhale. As he poured water from the faucet,
Saul heard a knock at the front door.

“Do you want me to get that?” David called. But Saul had
reached the door before he could answer his son. It was his
neighbor, Ed, from two doors down. He was taller than Saul, and he
was sporting a straw sunhat, which was forced down on his dark
afro, and tied under his chin with a long brown cord. The white,
threadbare tank top he wore revealed his chocolate brown skin
slightly from underneath it. There was a ‘v’ of sweat from his
neckline down to the middle of his slender chest.

“Morning.” Ed greeted. “I saw a police officer escorting you
home last night. Everything okay with you, Saul?” He asked,
good-naturedly.

David joined the two
men, tipping his head politely. Ed looked at David, recognizing him
from the years he’d lived with Saul and Margaret.

“Morning, David is it?” He asked politely.

“Yes, Mr. Henry.” David shook Ed’s proffered hand.

Ed looked at both
David and Saul inquisitively, and then snaked his head around, as
if looking for something. “Margaret out this morning?”

Agitated, Saul
cleared his throat. “Margaret’s…um…passed.”

He was surprised how
well the word ‘passed’ rolled off his tongue.

Mr. Henry’s brows
furrowed. He tilted his chin downward and frowned in disbelief.
“You mean….passed, passed away, you mean?”

David didn’t answer,
but Saul nodded slightly, looking at his shoes.

Ed craned his neck.
“Gosh, I’m terribly sorry to hear that.

Margaret was a fine
woman, a fine woman.” He paused, shaking his head. “Is there
anything I can do?”

“No, no that’s fine, Ed. Thanks.” Saul said, instinctively
putting his hand on the door, signaling it was time for their
visitor to leave.

“Well, you be sure and let me know if you need anything.”
Ed

said, removing his
hat and bowing slightly, out of respect. “And be sure to let me
know when the funeral is. Rosie and I will sure be there.”

“I
will.” Saul said as Ed stepped outside.

“Again, I’m awful sorry.” Ed said before turning toward the
walkway.

When Saul closed the
door, David remained beside his father.

“Nice man.” He commented.

“A
little nosey for my liking.” Saul stated. He walked past his son
and passed him the glass of water he’d been pouring when Ed came to
the door.

“Thanks.” David said. “Do you want me to make any phone calls?
Go let the neighbors know? What can I do, dad?”

Saul sniffled,
looking off to the side, a signal David recognized as irritation.
The old man removed a scratch pad of paper from a magnetized holder
on the side of the fridge. After lifting a pen from the window sill
above the sink, he scrawled a half dozen items in list format onto
the sheaf of paper and handed it to David.

“Here, go get us some food.” He grumbled.

David placed the
list in his back pocket and watched his father walk away. Before he
exited the kitchen, Saul turned back. “You need any money?”

Nervously, David
wiped his nose. “I…I c…couldn’t pick up my pay check before I left.
Used all my money for g…gas.”

Removing his wallet
from his back pocket, Saul searched for a bill. He sighed,
remembering he’d used his last twenty at the grocery store. Looking
over, he saw Margaret’s purse sitting on the dining room table. He
walked over and pulled her wallet out.

Inside were two
twenties, about five leftover coupons, and a lottery ticket. He
absently set the ticket and coupons aside and handed David the two
twenties. “Here, this should hold you. Go put some gas in your car,
too.” He offered.

“Thanks, Dad.”

As David walked out,
he picked up the newspaper and brought it in, alerting his dad that
it was there. Saul acknowledged but went about tidying as he’d
intended to do. He put the ironed clothes away, set a load of dirty
clothes in the washer, wiped off the tables and cleaned the dishes.
As he swept the floor after drying and putting the dishes away, he
decided he needed to rest.

Picking up the
newspaper, Saul sat on the couch and retrieved his reading glasses
from the coffee table. Placing them on the bridge of his nose, he
began to read.

For a short while,
Saul immersed himself into the world at-large. Forgetting about the
events of the last couple of days, the old man perused the sports
section, and all other material he regularly read. Glancing over
the first page, as he always did when he’d finished, he caught
himself. While at the grocery store, Saul remembered calling out to
Margaret, asking her to go grab the lottery ticket. A lump formed
in his throat suddenly, and he tried to ignore it, but somehow he’d
let his guard down. Tears began to flow down his cheek. For Saul,
it was a foreign feeling, one that he hadn’t had in as long as he
could remember.

He rose to get a
tissue, and realized after a fruitless search, that there wasn’t
any. Saul looked in the only place he knew there was sure to be
some tissues; in Margaret’s purse. Pulling out the plastic baggies,
Saul wiped his nose and eyes, feeling like he’d intruded in his
wife’s personal belongings, even though she never instilled that in
him. Margaret and Saul never had secrets. Her purse was never
private. But for some reason, at that moment, it took everything he
had to remove the tissues from her handbag.

Trying to avert his
mind, the old man opened her wallet and pulled out the lottery
ticket from the bill flap. The paper remained open to the first
page, and Saul sat down, replacing his glasses onto his nose. He
heard David pull into the driveway and walk up the pathway leading
into the house. Saul made a vain attempt at looking impassive.

“I
got everything on the list, Dad.” David commented as he began
putting the groceries away.

“Uh-huh.” Saul said, blinking away the last tear, trying to
look busy checking the lotto numbers.

Blindly, Saul placed
the top of the small piece of paper underneath the numbers as they
appeared in the newspaper. He numbly scanned the digits, feeling
his nose drip. Avoiding drawing attention to himself with a
sniffle, Saul released the ticket and wiped his nose silently. As
he waited for the wave of nasal irritation to dispense itself, the
old man stared blankly at the numbers again. He blinked. Attempting
to clear the lubrication from his eyes, he blinked hard. Adjusting
the lenses on his glasses,

Saul moved closer to
the lotto ticket as it lay on the newspaper. He thought he was
hallucinating. His brows furrowed and he could feel his heart
instinctively beat faster.

“Dad, where do you keep the— “ David started, but stopped when
he saw his father slumped over the newspaper, examining something
very closely. “Are you okay? What’s wrong?” He asked, walking
briskly to Saul.

“It…it can’t be right.” Saul said to himself. “My eyes, my
eyes are no good.” He mumbled.

“Do you need your other glasses?” David assisted, knowing his
father had two different kinds of spectacles: reading glasses and
glasses for distance with embedded bifocals.

“No, you check these.” Saul said grumpily, trying to keep
distance between himself and his son. He stood, giving David the
spot where he sat, and he stomped away. Saul pretended to peer out
the window at something across the street as David checked the
lottery numbers. Saul was sure his son was going to render his
father unsafe to be alone, since he was somehow seeing things or
having some kind of breakdown.

Suddenly David
chuckled. Then he inhaled and chuckled again.

“What the hell’s so funny? Do you think it’s appropriate to
laugh at a time like this?” Saul growled. He turned to look at his
son. David was shaking his head, smiling; his eyes were still on
the newspaper, going from ticket to paper
intermittently.

“Dad, you won.” He said matter-of-factly. “You won the
lottery.” David carefully ripped the lottery section out of the
newspaper, and took the lottery ticket and sheaf of paper to
Saul.

“Look.” He said, putting the ticket and the paper
side-by-side.

“They all match. Including the bonus number.”

Saul gently took the
ticket from his son’s hand and looked again for himself. David gave
him a moment, watching his eyes scan each number.

“You won, Dad.” David said quietly, as if not to startle the
old man.

Saul finished and
was satisfied. Although he had no grin on his face like his son
did. He had no such look of glee in his eyes. He took the torn
newsprint from his son’s hand and removed his glasses slowly.
David’s smile fell when he looked into his father’s eyes. They were
red and swollen. His mouth curled in the middle,

almost in a
scowl.

David swallowed.
“Dad, you won two-point-five million dollars.” He said, like he
thought his father hadn’t heard right.

“No, David. Your mother
won two-point-five million dollars.”

Saul said
pointedly.




Chapter 3

It had been a full
two weeks since Saul had visited the bank.

He talked himself
into going back, citing that he liked Dottie I and knew if he told
her he didn’t wish to speak to anyone else except her, that she
would oblige. It turned out that Dottie had no knowledge of Arnold
approaching him, and she would see to it that nobody bothered him
about his account.

Saul paid his bills
and withdrew the money he required for food, prescriptions and
other miscellaneous items for the next couple of weeks. He even
went to the barber shop and got himself a haircut. When he returned
home, he saw a car parked in the driveway across the street, at the
Morgan’s old house, where the

‘for sale’ sign had remained for the past three months. A
woman dressed in business attire exited as Saul pulled up in his
driveway.

She removed the ‘for
sale’ sign and placed it in her trunk.

Ed, his nosey
neighbor who had been outside tending to weeds, casually walked
over and had a word with the woman. Saul removed his groceries from
the trunk and began bringing them into the house. As he brought in
his second and final load of items, Ed came around, scratching his
head.

“Seems we’re getting new neighbors.” Ed said, wiping the sweat
from his forehead. “The Morgans have some family they want to rent
the place to.” He explained. “Apparently it works well for them
since they couldn’t sell the place.”

“Hmm.” Saul mumbled.

Ed chuckled. “The
realtor is none too pleased, I suppose.”

Saul didn’t ask, but
he stood with a bag still in his hand; the question remained in the
air.

“I
guess she don’t make any commission if they don’t sell.” Ed
clarified. “I sure hope they don’t tear up the place; renters are
like

that sometimes.” He
leaned closer to Saul, as if telling a secret. “I reckon they don’t
care if they don’t own it, right?” Moving a step back, Ed nodded.
“I guess anyone who don’t keep us up all night with the fighting
would suit us fine, though, eh Saul?”

Saul managed a half
grin.

Ed placed his hat
back on his head and nodded. “I’ll see ya later, Saul.”

Saul waited until Ed
walked up the stairs to his own house before waving a final goodbye
and turning into his tiny bungalow.

Saul closed the
door, locked it and switched on the air conditioning that he’d
turned off before leaving earlier. Once he unpacked his things, he
was about to place his bankbook onto the console table by the door,
in its usual place, then he thought twice.

Walking into the
spare bedroom, Saul retrieved a tiny key that was taped to the
underside of the sewing table, and pulled a fire safe out from the
bottom of the closet. He unlocked the safe, tucked his bankbook
inside with his passport, deed to the house and all his and
Margaret’s jeweler, and locked it. Instead of affixing the key back
to the desk, he walked to the bedroom and opened Margaret’s empty
jeweler box. Saul tucked the small key lengthwise between the ring
pillows in the last drawer.

Suddenly the phone
rang. Saul walked briskly; the only thing he hated worse than
talking on the phone was having the phone ring during the supper
hour. He peered at his watch; it was nearly four o’clock. He lifted
the receiver on the fourth ring. It was David; he’d been calling
regularly every couple of days since Margaret’s funeral.

“Hey, Dad. How are you?” David sounded chipper.

“Fine, fine, David.” Saul answered, trying to sound busy but
not too busy.

“I
thought about coming for a visit this weekend. Are you going to be
around?”

Saul couldn’t think
of anything he was doing, even though he preferred to be alone.
Nonetheless, David’s presence had been somewhat helpful. He’d kept
the neighbors happy by maintaining the landscape, and updating them
on Saul.

“Err…yeah, I suppose so.” Saul mumbled.

When Friday evening
arrived, Saul had been dozing on the couch, reading the paper. He
hadn’t heard David’s car pull up, so

part of him wondered
if it was a salesman.

“Hey, Dad.” David smiled with his duffel bag in tow. “I’m just
going to put this stuff in the room.”

Saul veered to the
right, giving David space. He watched his son remove his shoes and
walk carefully to the spare bedroom.

The old man wondered
why David hadn’t asked Saul to move the sewing machine and all the
old clothing out to make room, since David’s visits were becoming
more frequent. Saul was ready for David’s complaints; he had no
intention of moving anything out of there. David made his decision
to leave years ago, and Saul removing his stuff out of the room
would make it clear to David that that was forgotten or forgiven or
both. Saul was having none of it.

David slapped his
hands together, indicating he was finished.

He hesitantly walked
to his father. “Err...Dad. Do you think m…maybe I could have my old
k…key back?” He treaded carefully; David’s face was scrunched and
he spoke almost in a whisper. “It might make things easier in case,
you know, I decide to come by and you’re not home yet or
something?” He ventured.

Saul cleared his
throat. “Don’t have one.” He lied.

“What about m…mom’s?” David tried, thinking perhaps his father
had forgotten that there would be a spare key. But then he stopped
himself; Saul’s face had dropped.

“Your mother’s things stay as they are.” He said firmly. “And
I’m not getting you one cut, either.” He growled. “So don’t even
ask.”

David felt defeated;
he looked at the floor, deciding to change the subject. “You want
to um…go get some food in?”

They went shopping
together, which surprised David. His father usually sent him alone.
What he took as his father being pleasant, as opposed to his
luke-warm treatment, was in fact Saul growing tired of handing his
son money. If David chose to come and stay with him, that was his
choice; Saul never invited him.

David merely invited
himself in Saul’s eyes.

Only a handful of
words were spoken in the next twenty-four hours. When Saturday
evening arrived, David retired to his bedroom, piquing Saul’s
interest. David was more obliged to watch television with Saul, but
when he rose and left, seemingly for bed, Saul wondered if maybe
he’d gone too far. But he quickly

dismissed it;
realizing that David would soon grow tired of his father and leave
again, just like he had ten years ago.

Sunday morning Saul
was up before David. He went into the living room and noticed
Margaret’s ironing board was missing.

Listening to the
shower turn off, Saul quickly went into the kitchen to make coffee.
Sunday service started in an hour and a half; plenty of time for
coffee and breakfast. When David hadn’t appeared after twenty
minutes, Saul decided to go check on him.

Opening the door to
what was once his son’s room, Saul saw Margaret’s ironing board
wedged up against the longest wall.

There was David,
standing there in a pair of freshly ironed suit pants, and a crisp
white shirt. He had a smile on his face as he ironed a matching
suit jacket. “I thought I’d join you for church.”

David said. “I hope
that’s okay with you.”

Saul was taken
aback. Not since David was ten years old did he willingly attend
church. Margaret and Saul used to have to apply severe pressure to
him; usually involving being grounded or worse, in order to get him
to go. To his recollection, the only time David had seen the inside
of a church in the last fifteen years, was for Margaret’s funeral
service. Blinking twice, Saul swallowed. “That would be fine.” He
said quietly enough that David had to strain to hear him.

They took Saul’s car
to church. David followed all the same prayers and blessings as he
was supposed to. Saul watched, secretly in awe; it was as if his
son had been going to church all his life. As they pulled up to the
house, Saul reached into the middle console and pulled out
something shiny. He placed a spare key to the house on his son’s
lap and nodded, avoiding eye contact. “I figured it’s a good idea
for someone to have a key. Your mother always said that.”

David smiled and
looked up at Saul. “Thanks, Dad.”






***






“Hey, Dad!” David called from the front window. He’d been out
tending to weeds. “Looks like your new neighbors are moving in
across the street.”

David saw Ed
bringing over something in a casserole dish as the

young mother and
girl stepped out of their van. She had backed into the driveway,
leaving half the vehicle on the street. “God, you’d think he would
give them a couple of hours before snooping around.”

“What’s that?” Saul asked, pulling his suspenders up over his
shoulders. He smelled of aftershave and Brylcream.

David tilted his
chin upward. “Ed. Did he ever work for CNN?” He joked.

Saul gave his son a
pointed look. Then he saw the little girl walk over to the
shrubbery by the end of the driveway. Under it was a small bed of
geraniums. She sat cross-legged on the grass and smelled the
flowers while her mother conversed with Ed.

“Isn’t she a little darling?” Saul commented.

David lifted his
brow, looking straight at his father. “You going soft, old
man?”

Ignoring his son’s
smart remark, Saul studied the little girl. She had long, blonde
curls held up on each side of her head with a tiny pink bow. Her
cheeks were plump and blushing pink, her eyes were as blue as the
ocean and she appeared in her own little world, singing to the
flowers. “She’s a little angel.” Saul added.

“Mom would have loved her.” David interjected. “She always
wanted to have a girl.”

Ed remained talking
to the little girl’s mother. She was enthralled by him; nodding and
smiling as he continued to chat with her. Something caught Saul’s
attention from further up the road; it was a car, traveling a
little fast. His eyes darted back to the little girl, who was
skipping around the flower bush; too close to the edge of the curb.
The van was in front of her, blocking the view of passing
motorists. Saul’s eyes went to her mother, who was seemingly
unaware of what her daughter was doing, or that there was a car
speeding towards her.

Instinctively Saul
opened the door and began trotting as fast as he could. He reached
the street just as the car was two houses down from the van. Brakes
screeched as Saul extended his hand outward, effectively halting
the driver. The little girl had come out just then to greet Saul,
inches from the car that almost hit her.

When the mother
heard the screeching tires, she came running towards her daughter
and Saul. “Oh, Lord Jesus!” She cried. “Are you alright, baby?” She
asked her daughter.

“I’m fine, Mommy.” The little girl answered.

The young woman
placed her hand on her heart, grasping her daughter close to her.
“Thank you, sir, for stopping that car.” Saul gave the driver a
dirty look, but the driver ignored it and continued on his way.

Extending his hand
to her, Saul introduced himself. “It’s my pleasure, ma’am. We don’t
have many kids around here, so cars aren’t used to slowing down. We
should get the city to erect a sign or something…now that you’re in
the neighborhood.”

“That’s a good idea. Thank you.” She said. “I’m Mary and this
is my daughter Suzie.”

“Pleased to meet you.”

David was behind
Saul. He extended his hand. “I’m David, Saul’s son.”

“Do you live with your father?” Mary asked.

“N…no, actually. I live in Los Angeles; I come here most
weekends to visit.”

Mary nodded and
shook David’s hand.

“Do you need a hand with anything?” David offered.

“Oh no, I don’t have much.” She gestured to the van, seemingly
full of miscellaneous items. “But thanks anyway.”

Suzie walked around
Saul, mesmerized by the old man’s suspenders. Looking upward,
pointing at the black, flexible material, she said innocently.
“Mister, what are those?”

Saul pulled one side
outward and flexed it. “These? Well, you see, these help hold up my
pants.” He explained animatedly.

Suzie’s brows
furrowed. “Why do you need help holding up your pants? Doesn’t your
zipper work?”

Mary chuckled,
taking Suzie by the hand. “Suzie, sweetie. It isn’t polite to ask
so many questions.”

Saul interjected.
“Oh, that’s okay. Say, hold on a second.” The old man waddled
across the street, zipped into the house quickly, and returned,
holding a plastic bag of candies.

“Here, sweetheart.” He opened the new bag of round mints and
filled her tiny hand full of them. “I hope it’s okay.” Saul said to
Mary.

“Sure, that’s fine. Thank you, Saul.” Mary said. Then she
turned to her daughter. “Now, you take those in the house and put
them on the counter. Mommy will find the candy dish
later.”

“Okay, Mommy.” Suzie said, staring at the candies like they
were gold.

“And wash your hands.” Mary added.

Another vehicle
drove by and Mary watched through the corner of her eye. Saul
caught the glance. “I’m sorry if I made you nervous about our
street. It really is usually pretty safe.” He said sincerely. “It’s
just as I said; we don’t have many children on this block. It’s a
shame the Morgan’s didn’t tell you that.”

Mary looked at the
ground. “Sorry, you’ll have to excuse me. I need to go check on
Mary.”

Saul and David
nodded. “I’m sure you have plenty to do. If you need anything, feel
free to come knock on our door.” David offered.

“Thank you.” Mary said.

Saul and David
sauntered back to their side of the road. They watched Mary walk
into her house.

“Maybe we weren’t the only ones who weren’t fans of the
Morgans.” David commented. Saul and David observed her leaving her
things inside the vehicle and simply closing up the house, as
though it was late at night and time to retire, when it was only
three o’clock in the afternoon.

“Strange.” Saul said. “You’d think she might unload
some.”

“Maybe they left it furnished.”

“I
can’t tell.” The old man added. “Looks like she’s locked everything
up tight.”









Chapter 4

SIX MONTHS BEFORE

Mary hustled Suzie
out of the bathtub. She’d been playing in the sandbox at the
playground all afternoon. Mud M was caked in between her toes,
underneath her fingernails and in her hair. The splash pad had been
opened so Suzie flip-flopped from wet area to dry area, happily
covering herself in filth and then rinsing off under the cool
water. Suzie’s father, Randy, was downstairs packing a cooler full
of chilled treats. They were going to the drive-in movie.

As Suzie slid her
cotton pajamas over her head, she heard her father call from
downstairs. “C’mon, girls! The lot will be jammed and we won’t get
a good spot.”

Randy’s summer
vacation had commenced that night after his shift at the used car
lot. They’d been planning their annual getaway for the past six
months. A motor home awaited them at the rental facility; it was to
be picked up at dawn. Both Mary and Randy had family in North
Carolina that they wanted to go visit, and they wanted to camp and
make various stops along the way.

Their hope was that
Suzie would be tuckered out after staying up at the theatre, and
she would sleep through at least the first half of the day as they
made their way out of Nevada. The young girl had waited to go to
her first drive-in movie for such a long time, Suzie and Randy
decided it was the perfect way to commemorate the first day of
vacation.

“Did you get the juice boxes out of the fridge?” Mary asked
Randy as she helped Suzie get her sandals on.

“Yep. Water, too. Let’s go!” Randy gestured towards the storm
door. “Don’t forget to lock up.”

“I
won’t. You get her buckled in.”

The drive-in theatre
was one block south of a large bank. The building was very old. It
was one of the biggest banks in Las Vegas, and it had been
undergoing renovations for the past two months.
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