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Sometimes I feel... Like I’ve been tied... To the whipping post...

Tied...to the whipping post... Oh Lord, I feel like I’m dying.

—Gregg Allman
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“SIR! ...SIR!! WHAT do you think you’re doing? You can’t just barge in there like  SIRRR!”

Graham Crane peered over his red rimmed wire Pravda bifocals and away from the docket he had been examining. “Now what the hell ”

The beautiful four-paneled oak door burst open, slamming against the back wall violently. The door tried to recoil shut just as the intruder had stepped half way through the entryway, so he kicked it again, splin-tering the bottom half of what had been a very expensive door. Sprung from its hinges, it hung limply in defeat at an odd angle.

In a state of bewilderment, Graham leapt to his feet, trying to make sense of a situation escalating rapidly before him. Light flooded through the open entrance, making it somewhat difficult to clearly dis-cern the frontal features of the individual hulking in the doorway. He could however see a shotgun with its menacing barrel pointed at him at a downward angle. He could also make out a look of abject horror on Frannie Weinstein’s face, his secretary of the past twenty-five years, still standing in her office and cowering to the right of the intruders shoulder.


“Mr. Crane, I tried to stop him!” Frannie shrieked, as if she could
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have really done anything. At 68 years old and weighing 102 lbs. with shoes on, it was doubtful she could have stopped an unruly child, much less this mountain of a man crashing through the normally quiet office. “I’ll call the police,” she mumbled, frantically fumbling for the phone. Still standing partly in the entryway, the stranger turned his entire upper body toward Frannie. Without saying a word, he took a small step backward and reached for the phone sitting on her desk. It one swift motion he yanked it out of its jack. In what could have been considered a somewhat mocking motion, he showed the secretary her phone with the chord hanging limply, and tossed it on the plush car-

PETED FLOOR IN GRAHAM’S office.

Still staring at her and ignoring the phone, in a flat, low voice the visitor snarled at her, “Leave, now!” It was barely audible to Graham, and it took him a few moments to realize what the directive had been. Once it dawned on him what the intruder had said, Graham re-alized that whatever the trouble that was escalating between them,

Frannie was getting a chance to remove herself from harm’s way. He yelled to her, “Do as he says Frannie, leave.”


“But...but...Mr. Crane...” Frannie mumbled. “I...I  ”



“Leave Frannie, NOW!” Graham shouted. The thought had oc-curred to him that she would call the police from a safer vantage point and someone would be by soon, hopefully before the situation got any further out of control. Then it dawned on him that she might just alert the security service for the building instead, as at that time of night they would be the only people readily available. The idea of Marty, the elderly retired policeman on duty, coming to his rescue was not particularly comforting.

She turned to run, bouncing one boney hip off the corner of the desk in the process, and her shoe fell off as she tried valiantly to keep her balance. The computer monitor on the corner of her desk crashed to the floor. She looked at the floor to the screen that was lying on its side, and then back up at the huge intruder, her mouth wide agape in a look of panic. Turning to look again with a quick terrified glance at Graham Crane, she disappeared through the front door of their spacious legal

suite. For a brief second, Graham was relieved to have gotten her safely out of this situation. Turning his attention to his own circumstances, he focused on the trespasser.

Still holding the shotgun in one arm, the intruder stared at his adversary, as if contemplating his next move, giving Graham the opportunity to study the large man’s features. In stark contrast to his own, Graham noted that the man was much larger than himself, he guessed to be at least 6’3” and weighing slightly north of two hundred pounds. He had long dark hair streaking gray prematurely, tied back into a ponytail, and about a three day old, heavy beard. His eyes were a deep, steel gray, topped by bushy eyebrows. His nose was rather unremarkable, also in stark contrast to Crane’s, and his mouth was small and tight. He wore a long brown, unbuttoned trench coat that had evidently been used to disguise the shotgun. Underneath the coat was a blue f lannel shirt over a clean, brilliantly white undershirt, tucked into jeans. Much to Graham’s revulsion, also tucked into the jeans was some sort of handgun, although he was not familiar enough with guns to guess the make or caliber. It looked large and menacing.


“You remember me?” the intruder asked, again in a surprisingly



impassive voice. His act of pointing the shotgun at Graham’s chest was not as expressionless though.

Graham did not recognize him. “Should I?” was his reply, with more indignation than what was meant. Looking down at the barrel of the shotgun was unnerving as hell. A cold shiver traveled down his spine. He legs gave out as he fell back in to his overstuffed brown leather chair.

“I didn’t think you would Crane,” the intruder said, almost in a mumble. He looked down at his hand on the shotgun and continued, “It doesn’t surprise me you lawyers don’t remember the people you wipe your feet on, regardless of the consequences to another man’s life.” Graham was dumbfounded by the calm nature displayed by this soft spoken, yet menacing individual. He frantically searched the re-cesses of his mind to remember who this person was. Obviously, he

must have encountered him in a courtroom or bar sometime in the past, but when, where?


“My name is Tim Harrison.”



Graham searched the steel gray eyes staring down at him. They too were calm and clear. Unfortunately, the name was not ringing any bells either, and he feared the consequences of this continued mental lapse. He was developing some sense of having encountered this man before, but he was unable to place the time or circumstances.

“I’m sorry Mr. Harrison, but I’m afraid I simply do not recall mak-ing your acquaintance,” he stammered. “Can you help me with this?” Beads of sweat were starting to form on his forehead and upper lip. He could feel drops of sweat dripping from under his arms as well, and running down his rib cage.

The intruder plopped his big frame in one of the overstuffed match-ing leather chairs across from Graham’s desk. Harrison sprawled out in the chair, as if they were old college buddies discussing past conquests. He raised the shotgun and propped the business end on the front of the desk, pointed directly at Graham Crane’s chest. Crane’s eyes locked on his adversary. For what seemed like an eternity to Crane, they both sat and just stared at each other.

“You did drive your car to work today, didn’t you Crane?” Tim Harrison asked.

“Uh...yes,” Crane replied, startled by the question. “I always do, why....

“Let’s go...now!” Harrison ordered. “We will leave before your sec-retary has a chance to get someone back up here. No sense in anyone else getting hurt in this mess  ” he continued, but his voice was trailing

off again as he looked around the office. Crane gawked at him, looking at his captor like a deer caught in headlights, waiting for the sentence to be finished.


“MOVE!” Harrison barked without looking back at Crane.



Startled by the sudden increase in the command, Crane jumped to his feet and grabbed the car keys off his desk. Practically in a dead run, he hurried to get his suit jacket and raincoat off the hanger of the

door leading to his private lavatory. Harrison kept the gun trained on his movements. “It’s...it’s...in the garage in the basement, Mr.. er, uh... Harrison.”

Tim Harrison stood up and stretched to his full height. For the first time, Crane noticed the scar on the intruders face. It looked to be a knife scrape, about three inches long, underneath his left ear, bridging neck with jaw. Even as the features were now coming more sharply into view, Crane still could not recognize the man. Absolutely nothing was coming to mind that hinted at the trouble he appeared to now be in. It was unnerving, but more frustrating to him that his sharp legal mind was drawing a complete blank over this man.

Harrison caught Crane’s stare at his scar. “You probably don’t re-member anything about that either?” he asked.

This too was a mystery to Crane, although he was positive he had personally not inflicted that type of wound to anyone in his life. “I’m sorry Mr. Harrison, but I can’t recall anything about that situation ei-ther,” he replied, “although I’m sure I did not personally ”


“Save it.” Harrison ordered. “It’s not important anymore anyway.” Crane walked toward the entrance of his office, eyeing the beauti-



ful oak door that was hanging so oddly from the jam. Harrison tucked the shotgun back into his trench coat and pulled out the handgun from his belt. Holding the .45 automatic Kimber in his right hand, he stuck it in to the pocket of the coat. “This will be handy Crane should you decide to try anything stupid. I should point out that if used, it won’t allow your family to recognize what’s left of your face at your funeral” Harrison stated flatly. “Let’s roll.”

Stepping into Frannie’s office, and then over the monitor still laying on the carpet, Crane noticed all the company documents that had been knocked to the floor with the computer. It caused him think of his law partners. He cursed his luck that he was the last person at the office that evening, although he usually was on Friday nights. His partners, Fred Appleby and Jerry Greenburg, usually stayed late most nights but always left early on Friday to beat the traffic and get home to Rochelle to get an early start on the week end. Otherwise, they would be here

to assist him by whatever means available, which might have even in-cluded calling the police. It then occurred to him that they might have gotten hurt, or worse killed. He wondered where Frannie had run off to and why she hadn’t sent help. He had no way of knowing that his secretary had run into the ladies room, where she had promptly fainted. The excitement had been too much for the sixty-eight year old legal secretary. Situations like this just didn’t happen in downtown Dallas, at least not in her lifetime.

The two men rode the elevator down to garage level. Harrison made no attempt at conversation and Crane had no idea what to say. His slight frame barely came up to Harrison’s shoulders. Standing side by side in the elevator, they were a study in contrast; Crane a small, thin, fifty six year old man with a large bony nose that held up a pair of wire-rimmed, round reading glasses. He had gone prematurely bald while still in his thirties, and had let what hair was left on the sides grow out, although it was blanched and curly. He had recently grown a close trimmed chin-strap of a beard to make up for his bald-ing cranium, and it too had come in white. He wore expensive suits rather than the Western look preferred in many circles of Dallas. He probably would have looked more in place in Chicago or New York than Dallas.

Crane’s fear was starting to be replaced by agitation, especially given the lack of any communication by his captor. Finally, not being able to stand the silence any longer, he looked up at Harrison, and asked indignantly, “Would you mind at least telling me where it is we are going Mr. Harrison?”

Tim Harrison made no reply. Crane toyed with the idea of hitting the alarm button in the elevator, but decided that action would be futile. The elevator came to the bottom garage level and stopped. Crane was starting to feel claustrophobic waiting for the damn door to open. It never seemed to take this long before. He waited until finally it chimed and the door started to open. Crane prayed there would be someone on the other side of the door when it opened. There wasn’t.


With no more than a nod of his head, Harrison directed Crane out



the elevator door. He stepped out. The night air felt cool on his head, and for a brief moment, he felt a little refreshed.

“Where’s your car?” Harrison asked, again in a flat, soft tone and without looking at the lawyer.

Uh...uh... this way,” Crane replied as he turned left and began hurrying toward the silver Mercedes S600 parked a few stalls away. Crane was proud of that car, to the point of being pompous, and did not care for the idea of this stranger riding in his baby. He glanced back to make sure Harrison was still following, disappointed that he was closely behind him. Crane pointed the key fob at the car and clicked for it to unlock, oblivious to the fact that the fob had a panic button. Harrison watched as the outer lights of the car blink in obedience. He also noticed the driver’s seat moving into the memory position that Crane had pre-programmed.


“Open the trunk,” Harrison ordered.



“For what,” Crane asked, hitting the fob once more. The trunk popped open with a slight click. Crane imagined himself being stuffed in own trunk and the thought of another enclosed space panicked him.

Harrison ignored him, placing the shotgun in the trunk and slammed the lid shut, still keeping an eye on Crane.


“Drive!” Harrison grunted.



The forcefulness of the command startled Crane and he dropped his keys. When he bent down to pick them up, Harrison came up behind him, towering over the smaller man. “Don’t try anything,” Harrison demanded. Crane looked up meekly, feeling even smaller than he had on the elevator ride. He began to sweat again.

The two got in the car, Crane behind the wheel, with Harrison sitting beside him. Crane looked down to see that Harrison still had his hand in his pocket with the Kimber pointed at him. With a silent gulp of air, Crane touched the push button starter and looked over at his captor for direction. Without looking over at Crane, Harrison asked, “Do you know where the truck stop is at on 35E and Highway 101?”


“I’m sorry, but I have no idea” Crane replied meekly.

Harrison turned to stare at Crane, with a rather disgusted look







Crane thought. The two men just stared at each other for a brief sec-ond. “I should have assumed that,” Harrison replied, turning his head away. “Get on 35 and head north,” he directed. “Get off at exit 68 at the Flying J Truck stop.”

“Would you mind telling me what we’re going to do there?” Crane asked.


“We’re going on a trip, Mr. Crane,” Harrison replied.



Crane was baffled. He backed out of his parking spot and headed for the exit of the garage.

***
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THE TRIP TO THE TRUCK stop was as surreal as the rest of their encoun-ter had been up to now. Harrison stayed silent as Crane’s mind raced with the possibilities that lied ahead. He was still trying to recall who his captor might be, and it was infuriating that recognition was eluding him. Why could he not think of who this man was, or when their paths had crossed before? He normally had an excellent memory, why was it failing him now?

Traffic at this time of the night was unusually light, or at least that was what Crane imagined. He didn’t know what he had expected ex-actly, but it just seemed there was nobody around. Hardly anyone on the sidewalks, little to no traffic at each stoplight and it even seemed there was hardly anyone on the interstate. The sparseness on the streets on a Friday evening added to the eerie effect of the whole affair, as if this was all just a bad dream. Within twenty-five minutes they were driving into the entrance of the truck stop, a place Crane had never frequented before in his life. He was amazed at the number of trucks jammed into the truck stop, as he had no idea there would be so many units, particularly at the start of a weekend. Harrison directed him to park in the car parking lot in front of the restaurant.

“Okay Crane, here’s what we’re gonna do,” Harrison began. “You and I are going to take a trip in my truck. I do not know when or even if you will be back. Lock the doors and take the keys,” Harrison stated.

“And,” he mentioned as an afterthought as he was climbing out of the car, “grab that extra suit from the cleaners you have in the back too.”

With a look of befuddlement Crane did as he was told. Out of habit he looked at the cars parked next to him, far too close to his precious car he thought. He normally parked further away from other cars to avoid the bumps and bruises that doors took from folks getting in and out of their vehicles, but he had been directed to this particular parking spot and was not in any position to argue. Harrison motioned for him to unlock the trunk so he could retrieve his shotgun, which he stuck inside his coat.

Harrison continued, “My truck is in the back of the lot. We will need to walk back that way. I suggest you keep in mind I still have these guns, so don’t try anything stupid councilor.”

They took off at a slow gait toward the back of the lot. As they neared the rows of trucks, Harrison pointed to an older, blue truck with white stripes in the back row, hooked to a trailer of some sort that Crane had heard somewhere in his past was referred to as a van. It was a dry van, not a refrigerated unit. He also noticed that the tractor was obviously somewhat more aged and taller than the shinier, newer, long nosed beauties surrounding it, although Crane had no idea what it was, nor what those trucks around it were. Harrison’s truck seemed clean and well taken care of, but was just obviously older than the others, and because of that, stood out somewhat. Harrison pointed him to the passenger side of the vehicle, reached up, unlocked and opened the door. Crane read the placard painted on the side of the truck stating that the unit was owned and operated by Tim Harrison & Son Enterprises, leased to a company called Saxon Brothers Trucking. Harrison peered down at Crane and motioned with his eyes to climb aboard. Crane had never before been in a truck and was unsure of how to navigate the climb, particularly with a suit on a hangar in his hand.


Harrison must have sensed this because he grabbed the clothes



from Crane. “Just grab the handle and pull yourself up,” Harrison directed.

Crane looked at him, and even considered for a brief second that this might be his chance to make something happen. His thoughts must have been telegraphed through his eyes as no sooner had the thought crossed his mind than Harrison pulled the pistol from his belt and pointed it at him, his actions hidden by the open cab door.

“Don’t even think about it dude,” Harrison stated. There seemed to be little to no emotion in the man.

Awkwardly, Crane crawled up to the passenger seat in the truck, scuffing his wingtips in the process. He sat down with a large plopping sound, air gushing from the seat cushion, but grateful to have navigated the climb without falling. No sooner had he got situated in the seat, he first felt, and then heard, a clicking sound on his wrist. He looked down to see Harrison had clasped his wrist with a handcuff. The other end he attached to the metal grab handle on the inner door. Without another word, Harrison threw the clothes in Crane’s lap and slammed the door shut. Crane looked down to see that his captor was locking the door, and it was then that he noticed the door handle and window cranks had been removed from the inside of his door.

As Harrison made his way around the truck, Crane looked around at the dark interior of the cab over truck. It smelled of cleanser as if it had been recently scrubbed. Like the outside of the truck, the interior seemed to be neat and orderly as well, although obviously aged as well. The dashboard and interior were black, shiny, and nearly spotless, but faded from years of sunlight beating through the enormous wind-shields. There was a large bunk directly behind the seats, neatly made with an old quilt. He was surprised by the size of the bunk. Crane could see a small closet area directly behind the driver’s seat, over where Harrison kept his pillow.

Crane peered over the top of the dashboard that made a half-circle around the drivers’ side of the truck. With the help of the lighting of the truck yard, he looked at the many gauges and toggle switches on the dashboard, having little idea what information they were meant to relay or functions performed. There were two pictures of kids taped to the dashboard, although in the poor light and his upside down view,

he could not make out the features of the kids. A clipboard sat on the rather expansive, black-carpeted area he would later learn was called the doghouse, and, from his vantage point, appeared to hold some sort of shipping documents. Next to the clipboard was a large leather case, the type used to hold CD’s. Crane opened up the clasp on the case with his one free arm and looked at the array of CD’s, virtually all classic-rock and blues artists, many of which Crane recognized. Oddly enough, the fact there was nothing by country artists relieved Crane somewhat. Not having ever acquired a taste for country music, he had assumed all truck drivers never listened to anything else. However, he did notice there was no big band or classical music either, which appealed more to his taste.

The driver side door opened and Harrison’s head appeared. He was fumbling with something behind the seat. Crane took the opportunity to break the silence. “Mr. Harrison, I would like to use the facilities before we take off,” he stated.

Without looking up from what he was doing, Harrison responded, “Tough shit, counselor, we don’t have time. I’ll get you a milk jug if you have to go that bad” Harrison slammed the door. Crane peered over to the rear view mirror mounted on the side of the truck and noticed Harrison had opened a compartment behind the driver’s door. He was foraging through it looking for something. He hoped it wasn’t a milk jug as he really didn’t have to go that bad. Finally, Harrison pulled out what appeared to be a miniature baseball bat. What color Crane had left in him disappeared as he wondered if he was going to get a beating.

He continued to keep a nervous eye in the mirror, as if watching the preparations of his executioner. Harrison had left the door open to the compartment and began thumping tires on the driver’s side of the vehicle with the bat. Crane continued to eyeball Harrison in the mirror as the big man thumped tires and bent down to look underneath the back of the tractor. This was obviously some sort of pre-trip routine the driver was practicing. Appearing satisfied with whatever he had checked at the back of the tractor, Harrison then made his way to the trailer, thumping and looking around, until he had disappeared around

the back of the trailer. Crane switched his gaze to the passenger side mirror in time to see Harrison make his way around to his side, repeat-ing the same ritual on the right side of the unit. Finally making his way toward the cab of the truck, Crane watched as Harrison reached and opened the passenger door.

Crane f linched, preparing for the f logging he feared had been coming.

C H A P T E R 2
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Tim Harrison sat in the ultra-comfortable passenger side front seat of the Mercedes S600, the Kimber resting inside his coat pocket, pointed at the little man fearfully driving him toward the truck stop. He could not believe what he was doing - this wasn’t him. He was a simple truck driver, not a criminal, and certainly not a kidnapper. Hell, the guns weren’t even loaded. But he did know that something inside of him snapped the day he first saw his son in the hospital and then again when the case was thrown out of court. He wasn’t sure what to say to the lawyer, and really had no clear-cut plan for what he was doing. He only knew that it was time someone balanced the scales of justice for his son. He kept telling himself it was for Jeremy, but somehow he also knew that he had to quell this rage he felt inside before it ate him alive. If he didn’t do something, he would implode. If the law wasn’t going to dispense justice, then by God he would!

His mind reflected back on that cold and gray November day. He could envision Andy Barnes walking out of the courthouse with his lawyer, Graham Crane, smiling from ear to ear. Crane had just gotten him off on one of those technicalities that you only saw on TV. Tim could still recall the smirk on Barnes’ face as the two walked past him. Crane obviously had better sense than to look at him, but still there was that look of confidence, or was it arrogance.


Tim knew he might kill Barnes if he started beating on him. He
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BELIEVED IN AN EYE for an eye, and he had planned on beating Barnes to a pulp. But what was he going to do with Crane? Was it going to be enough that Crane would witness Barnes’ beating? Crane was the mouthpiece that had engineered Barnes’ release. Crane argued to the judge in front of the court that Barnes was a product of his own upbringing and was only trying to discipline unruly kids from a bad marriage, and just went too far. Crane found the loophole in the law and pulled all the right strings to engineer Barnes’ release. His mind flashed back to his eight year old son, beaten and swollen lying in his hospital bed at the hand of Barnes. He had warned Amy about Barnes, to no avail. He had made it known that Barnes was not going to touch his kids. Had she only listened ?

Tim and Amy had been married for six years. The life of a truck driver had been rough on her. She couldn’t stand the loneliness of the lengthy road trips he was on while traveling the interstates of the country delivering freight. A sad casualty of this truck driving busi-ness, so many drivers’ wives found themselves in this situation, and the Harrison family had become just one more sorry statistic of this profession. He missed her like hell when he was gone, as she did him, but when he got home, they would usually fight over issues of money or the house or kids. When it came time for him to go back out, she would pout and generally carry on. Rarely did he leave feeling good, it was if there was a black cloud following him out the door. He remem-bered always leaving with a knot in his stomach, which was probably responsible for the continuous heartburn he was experiencing now and the antacids he ate by the handfuls. But trucking was all he knew, and it was the best way he knew of making money.

On a truck driver’s salary, he had saved for years to buy his own truck, an older model Peterbilt cab over was all he could afford, and he was now so deep into it, he couldn’t quit. In hindsight, having children was probably not a good idea either, at least not for the reasons they had them. Amy thought it would help her with the loneliness, and that she was ready for a family. They had their boy first; named him Jeremy, followed with a girl right away they named Kerry. Instead of taking her

mind off his absences, it made her resent him even more, especially when one of the kids was sick and she needed help, or during any of their many special moments that he invariably missed for being on the road. But, even after everything that had happened, he still loved her; that much he knew for certain.

She met Andy at a school function, of all places, while Tim was making a pickup in Detroit to bring him back home to Dallas. Andy had been recently fired from his job as a receiving manager for a food distribution center in Dallas. He had been caught coercing money from truckers in a lumper-unloading scheme. Divorced for three years, Andy had been attending his daughter’s Christmas concert when he and Amy met over cookies and Kool-Aid after the concert. Without a job, he made himself available to Amy’s loneliness, and the inevitable happened. Within five months, Amy asked Tim for a divorce and Andy had moved in. Tim was in no financial condition to contest much. He had to keep running in order to make the payments on the truck, and the job took him hundreds of miles away for long periods of time. He couldn’t afford a very good lawyer, and predictably, did not get a very good representation in the divorce. He had no problem paying his fair share; he just didn’t need the extra payments.

It had bothered him that Andy and Amy never did get married either, yet they lived together in front of the kids. Tim just didn’t think that was any way to raise kids, particularly his. But, what could he do. Divorce court had awarded the kids to her, even commenting on Tim’s nomadic lifestyle. Tim had had a few conversations, better-termed arguments, with Amy about the situation, but she wouldn’t listen. She would accuse him of causing the entire situation because he was never home. The fights always ended up in this vicious circle. How many truck drivers found themselves in this situation?

Tim was awarded weekly visits, but rarely was able to meet with them because he couldn’t get back in time. Amy was pretty good about letting him see the kids on his schedule at first, but gradually over time, she became even bitter about this too and made things increasingly difficult. A few times he had arrived late and she wouldn’t let him see

the kids. He suspected, but couldn’t prove, Andy had something to do with this decision as well.

On one of his visits he noticed Jeremy had a black eye. When he good-naturedly asked Jeremy about his shiner, Jeremy said he was playing football and had missed a pass that hit him in the eye. At the time Tim didn’t think much about it. Jeremy was then eight years old and, although he wasn’t very athletic, was showing interest in sports. Tim could picture Jeremy playing catch and completely let the ball go through his hands and hit him in the eye. Later, when he jokingly mentioned the incident to Amy, she seemed odd about it also, but he just figured it was more of the friction between them.

Because he was gone so much, he did not keep an apartment and often stayed with his mother while in town. His truck was his home and he spent most nights in it, but the cab of a truck certainly wasn’t any place to take children. On another visit to see the kids, about three weeks after he noticed the black eye, he took them to stay at a hotel. He liked to take the kids to a motel, it gave them a chance to swim and play video games. Tim didn’t swim himself, he would just sit on a lounge chair and watch the kids as they played and screamed in the pool. It was getting late and he motioned for the kids to come out of the pool so they could go get something to eat. Jeremy came running up and Tim grabbed a towel to dry him off. While drying his back, Tim noticed a welt, about two inches wide, on Jeremy’s back, about six inches below his shoulder blades. He asked Jeremy about it, but was told it had hap-pened by a swing on the playground at school.

Tim didn’t say any more about the welt, but he now had suspicions about his son’s injuries, and he intended to get some answers. While they ate dinner at the hotel, he seethed at the thought of what might be happening to his son, but he had to keep cool while he still had the kids. As the court had ordered, he had to have the kids back home by 6:30 Sunday evening. He arrived promptly at 6:30. The kids charged into the house ahead of him and he felt uncomfortable standing in the foyer of the small home. He had to keep reminding himself that this used to be his house; there was no reason to feel uncomfortable. When Amy came

to the foyer, he nearly jumped at her, his rage boiling over. In a hushed voice, he asked, or probably a better description was that he demanded, to know if Andy was beating his son. She didn’t have to say a word, he could tell by the look in her eyes, before she looked down at the floor that something was going on.


“I’ll kill him!” he exploded, as he stormed past her.



She grabbed for him, but he brushed her off as he stormed toward the living room, where he assumed Andy would be.

Andy had heard the commotion and jumped off the couch to see what was going on. They met in the archway between the kitchen and the living room.

“What the hell is going on out here Amy?” Andy asked, trying to ignore Tim.

Amy had followed Tim in and was again grabbing at Tim’s arm, the one he now was cocking. “Tim, we have been having a lot of trouble with Jeremy lately and we have had to corr...discipline him,” she hissed in a hushed tone.

If Tim heard her, he didn’t show it. With his left hand he grabbed Andy by his wife-beater T-shirt and brought a balled up fist behind his head. “You son-of-a-bitch!” he bellowed. “You keep your god damned hands off my kids or you’ll deal with me.” His nose was within inches of Andy’s nose.

Andy, about three inches shorter and twenty five pounds lighter, brought his hands up to shake Tim’s clutches, but was unable to move him. “What’s your problem cowboy?” he drawled sarcastically. He evidently wasn’t bright enough to know when someone was going to deck him.

“You’re my problem, asshole!” Tim roared. “You want to hit some-one, try me.” He pushed Andy back in to the living room, nearly knock-ing him over. Out of the corner of his eye he seen movement and whirled around to see Jeremy and Kerry standing on the stairs, looks of shock splayed across their faces. Their looks of terror scared him, and he momentarily lost his head of steam.


“Don’t fight daddy,” Kerry bawled.



The little girl ran to her father and grabbed his leg. Tim put his hands on his daughters back and glared first at Andy, then to Amy. She was obviously ashamed of herself and would only look at the floor. There was now an awkward silence in the room. His initial rage was beginning to subside and was thinking a little clearer again.

Pointing a shaking finger at Andy, he warned in a halting voice “Don’t...touch them... again,” almost in a whisper, choking back tears. He was so mad he could barely speak. He turned to say good-bye to the kids, who were now bawling themselves, and left without another word. He knew if he stayed he would have hurt someone seriously, Andy in particular, and possibly even Amy for allowing this travesty. In hindsight, he should have stayed.
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Three weeks later, while unloading in Atlanta, Tim called into dis-patch for his reload. It was then that he was informed his son was in the hospital for a beating he had sustained at the hands of his mother’s boyfriend. Tim turned down his backhaul, and left immediately for Texas. He drove through the entire night, stopping only once for fuel, so as to get back to his son the next day. Afterwards, he was not able to recall anything about the trip as rage boiled inside him the entire trip, driving on through the night with nothing but time to think.

By the time Tim got back, the police had already arrested Andy and he was in jail. Amy had evidently come to her senses as well, as she had immediately filed charges against Andy.

Tim drove straight to the hospital and parked the truck in a side lot at the hospital. He realized the truck might get towed, but he had lost all concern for anything except for seeing his son. He would never be able to get that day out of his mind, racing through the hallways of the big hospital, and walking into the intensive care ward. Without a word to anyone, he found his son’s bed. He peered down in the bed to his small boy, unconscious and clinging to life.

When his eyes took in what laid before him Tim thought his head would explode in rage. The boy was bruised and swollen, with tubes
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COMING OUT OF HIM. One eye was swelled shut. Tim would learn that Jeremy had three broken ribs, a broken arm, and was in a coma. The doctors were sure the boy would live, but there were questions about what his mental condition might be.

As he stood over his son, feeling helpless and small, Amy came up behind him. She had evidently stepped out for a break and had missed Tim’s arrival. When she came back in and seen her ex-husband’s hulk-ing figure hunched and shaking over the boy, she knew there would be hell to pay. She had been equally concerned about the health of her son, and was painfully aware of the mistake she had made in letting Andy into all of their lives, but she also dreaded the retribution she knew that Tim would extract, both from Andy and her. Tim was a man who would have to balance the scales, of that she was sure. She knew that she personally would be within his cross hairs too. He wouldn’t physically harm her, but there would be retribution. Her fears were quickly realized.

Tim must have heard, or sensed, that she had come up behind him. When she was within a few feet, he turned sharply. Tim’s eyes were wet, and tears streaked his haggard face from tired eyes, and she knew they were not tears of sorrow, they were tears of rage. This man did not cry. In their time of being married, she had watched as he buried first his grandfather and then his father, and never shed a tear. Both men had been exceptionally close to him, and Tim stoically fought to keep his sorrow buried inside him. No, those weren’t tears of sorrow, and she knew where they were coming from and that she was directly downwind from a powerful storm.

“You bitch,” he hissed. “I warned you about this, I...I hope you’re fuck...ing satisfied.” He didn’t normally swear in front of women, but in his rage, he didn’t know what else to say and he was practically stuttering. He was trying to keep some decorum about him but he felt dangerously close to the edge of exploding. “I’m going to kill that son-of-a-bitch.”

He stared down at his ex-wife. Obviously, she was not taking this ordeal very well either. Her eyes were deep and dark, ringed in red,

with heavy bags beneath them. It did not appear she had slept in several days, and there was a stoop to her posture, as if the weight of the whole world was on her shoulders. She wore no make-up, and her normally beautiful long hair had not been combed, and hung limply around her shoulders. Her clothes were wrinkled, as if she had been in them for a while. She had aged twenty years in the past three weeks.

Amy stood there looking at him. Her bottom lip trembled, but if there were any tears, she couldn’t find them. There were no words for this situation. She had brought these circumstances upon them, she was aware of that. As much as she wanted to change the situation, there was nothing she could do. She couldn’t turn back the clock; no matter how much she wished she never met Andy. As if to further punish herself, she almost looked forward to incur her ex-husband’s expected wrath, and was ready to absorb his retribution.

Finally, after an uncomfortable silence between them, with Tim boring holes in her with his eyes, she muttered, “I’m so sorry.” As soon as the words had left her mouth, she wished she had them back because the dam burst within Tim.

“Sorry,” he shouted, more loudly than he had intended. Three nurses looked up from the nurse’s station. One got up to come forward, but Amy turned and motioned her back. She turned back and looked into Tim’s eyes, which now blazed with fire.”

You let that low life son-of-a-bitch beat our son to a pulp, and all you can say is you’re sorry,” he hissed.

“Well what the hell else do you want me to say, Tim?” she pleaded in a hushed tone. “Don’t you know how bad I feel?” The tears started coming again - there were some more from deep inside her.

“I don’t care how you feel,” he replied callously and loudly. “It would be better that you were in this god-damned bed with these tubes.” Spit was streaming from his mouth and running down the stubble of his chin.

She didn’t reply and continued to sob. She had had just that same thought a few times herself.


“Where’s Kerry,” he demanded.



“With... Kathy,” she replied through quiet sobs. Tim felt a little bet-ter about hearing this news, as Amy’s sister Kathy had more sense than Amy did. He knew Kathy would be taking good care of his daughter, and the thought was comforting. Kathy and her husband Jeff lived over in Irving, about 25 miles away. They had not been able to have any children and were crazy about Jeremy and Kerry.

“Is she alright?” he questioned. Without looking up, she nodded affirmatively.

“I mean has that bastard been beating her too?” he demanded. His eyes were still afire, veins bulging from his eyes and forehead from the drive over night, which gave him a depraved, crazy look.

Once again her eyes gave her away. She looked away without an-swering. She was good at answering by looking away, and it usually helped add fuel to Tim’s fire. Rather than answer him, or engage in any type dialogue, often she would merely look away, as if he or the problem might vanish.

Tim could feel the rage hit a new plateau, one that he didn’t know he was capable of. He was sure his blood pressure was off the charts. He started to issue another round of verbal barrage, when over Amy’s shoulder he noticed the nurse coming their way. She must have heard, or understood what was happening and decided to put a stop to it before it became distracting to the other patients, or maybe just thought Amy needed an ally. She was an older, heavy set, black woman with deep set, sad eyes, gray hair, and a noticeable limp. Her nametag said Roberta. Her appearance did not fit the demeanor when she opened her mouth. “I don’t know what ch’all think you’re doing, but what you’re not going to do is bother my patients,” she stated sternly. “Now you two take it on outside of them there doors.” She pointed at the exit which led into the intensive care waiting room. With no further explanation

she turned and hobbled back to her station.

Tim didn’t know exactly what he wanted to do, including whether he wanted to do as he had just been told. His immediate reaction, since he was on a roll, was to follow after the bossy nurse and continue his rampage with her. An image shot across his mind’s eye of pulling her

over the top of her counter to inform her he was not to be messed with again. He reconsidered this course of action, realizing how asinine it would be, and brought his focus back to his son. It was then that he remembered why he was there and the inner turmoil abated somewhat. “What has the doctor said?’ he sneered at Amy without looking

her way.

She walked up beside him. She started to reach up to take his arm, thought better of it, and crossed her arms in front of her. Between quiet sobs, she explained the injuries Jeremy had sustained, avoiding the is-sue of what the long-term prognosis was. She was glad that Tim hadn’t asked to this point, as she knew there would be more hell to pay when he found out. Tim must have sensed that she was avoiding an issue, and didn’t care how he trampled on her feelings or guilt.

“So what is his supposed to be the extent of his damage?” he de-manded, again more loudly than he meant. He looked back over his shoulder at Roberta, and as expected, she gave him a disapproving look and motioned again at the door with a jerk of her thumb.

Amy too saw the gesture and grabbed Tim’s arm. “Come on,” she said. “We better finish our conversation outside before they kick us out.” Tim ripped his arm away from her, but he did turn to lead the way out the door.

They walked through the double doors of the ward and down the hallway. Tim stormed in the lead with quick, heavy steps, and Amy was following meekly behind. She knew that Tim would never forgive her, of that was sure. She knew he would continue to vent in fury and she was prepared to accept her fate. She was sure he wouldn’t touch her, but his words could do as much harm, and she feared the verbal pum-meling she would continue to receive. Oddly, the anticipation of the verbal abuse was somewhat comforting, and she realized how perverse her thinking had become.

Tim stormed into the waiting room, bolting through the closed door. Fortunately, there was no one on the other side of the door, for the force of his entrance would have injured someone. There were, however, people in the room, and they all looked up at him in shock.

Obviously, since they were situated in this room, they too had relatives in the ward, and did not expect to see such explosive behavior in this part of the hospital. Tim stood in the doorway and surveyed the people. Most were as tired as he was, and they all had worried looks on their faces from the waiting of good news about loved ones, or the deaths of others. Amy stood patiently behind him, waiting for him to continue into the waiting room. Instead, he said nothing, but backed out of the doorway, almost knocking over Amy in the process. He took off down the hall.


“Tim, where are you going?” Amy pleaded after him. “Outside!” Tim replied without looking back.



Amy followed down the hallway to the elevator. He punched the down button, cracking the plastic covering over the arrow. The light went on. They stood in silence as they waited for the elevator. When the bell rang and the doors began to part, he didn’t look at her, but stated flatly,

“You take the next one; I don’t want to be alone with you.” The door opened, he stepped in, and punched the 1st floor button. As the door closed, she looked at him with an astonished look on her face.
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Amy continued to look at the elevator door long after it had closed. She felt fear and embarrassment welling up inside her, followed by the guilt and anger spasms that had been consuming her for the past few days. Slowly she looked around to see if anyone had seen the exchange. One old woman was standing in the doorway to the waiting room look-ing at her. Amy ignored her and sat in the chair directly across from the elevator, mesmerized with the elevator doors. She needed to compose herself before she went downstairs to face Tim again.

She had expected this. It wasn’t the first time she had been treated in this manner by Tim, as he acted this way when she first told him about Andy. She expected that his rage would spill over again with this situation, perversely looking forward to it. She would imagine a psychiatrist would have a field day with her range of emotions. Still, she was never quite sure exactly how she felt about absorbing his rage, and that thought alone had always been so disquieting to her. She knew she still loved Tim very much, but once again, he would not let her into his world. He had this “me against the world” mentality that left her feel-ing so cold and on the outside looking in, particularly when there were problems. And, in their young lives, there had been plenty of problems. Out of the corner of her eye she noticed movement, which caused
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HER TO AVERT HER ATTENTION away from the elevator doors. She could see that the old lady at the waiting room doorway was making her way back into the darkened room, shaking her head. Amy methodically turned her gaze to the other side of the elevator doors, to peer down the hospital corridor. From her vantage point, she could see down the hallway toward the wing where Jeremy was. It was clean, neat, and smelled of antiseptic. The tiled floors had been waxed brilliantly, and reflected the bright sun coming in from the large window at the end of the hallway. Strangely, she thought, there was no activity at all in within her vision. She could see the edge of the nurse’s station, but there were no nurses milling around. She looked back towards the waiting room, it looked dark, quaint, almost inviting, much better than going downstairs to face Tim. She thought of the old lady again and decided that she did not want to go in there either, as she envisioned stares of disapproval from snooty old women waiting around for even older husbands to die.


Slowly, almost blindly, she got up, walked to the elevator to push



the down arrow button. Her finger passed over the cracked plastic cover, and she looked at it. He has amazing power when he is mad, she thought. He had never laid a finger to her, but she wondered if that would be coming too. The elevator doors opened immediately and she stepped in. Fortunately, there was no one else in the elevator, and she quickly pushed the main floor button so as not to have to ride with anyone. She put her hands in her coat pockets and stared blankly at the floor. Her mind began to wander back to how she had arrived at this point in her life.
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