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CHAPTER 1 WHAT STINKS?



    




    

      




      My name is Armand. Yes, I take a lot of ribbing for my name, but never bothered to change it. One advantage of having a name like mine is knowing that no one will ever forget you. No one will ever forget they met Armand Hammer.




      The light of my life is Helen. Hammer, my lovely wife and life partner. She is everything I could ever want in a woman, and more.




      Our two children, Heather and Timmy, are good kids. They play together well, which is going to be important over the next few years.




      We are pretty much isolated out here, but our love and support will hold it all together. The kids are eight years old. They are twins.




      Our dog Wallow is a sight. He is about the most gentle and loving dog I have ever known.




      We fell in love with this old house because of its remote location. The woodwork is ornate. The tile work is a masterpiece.




      When we looked at the house, it had an aroma of apple and cinnamon. Now the aroma is gone and in its place we have the odor of old wood. Not unpleasant. A bit rustic.




      Helen and I have been wanting to move out here for years. The backwoods of Vermont can be an alluring place with all the old covered bridges.




      We named the dog Wallow because he likes to run and leap into ponds covered with green algae. I can’t begin to tell you how many times we have had to stop everything and give Wallow a bath before he can come into the house.




      As we move into the house, the dog keeps pulling back and whining. He really doesn’t want to enter.




      I say, “For crying out loud, Wally. What’s your problem?”




      Wallow’s name is unique. I don’t think there is another dog in the world named Wallow. We call him Wally for short.




      There are many other things about him that are unique as well. A neighbor from across the valley came to visit with her poodle names Fifi, and Wallow had to run to his box of cookies and drop one at Fifi’s feet.




      Every night at 11:00 PM, Wally gets a cookie from the box and runs up the stairs to my bedroom.




      When I arrive there, there is always a dog biscuit on my pillow.




      I just palm the biscuit so he will think I ate it and drop it back in the box the next morning.




      Evening has passed and I am watching some mindless TV show when Wally comes and sits at my feet looking up at me. I know without looking that It’s 11:00 PM.




      I stand and head for the stairs and Wally runs to the cookie box. Another nightly gift for my pillow. He runs past me up the stairs. It has become our nightly routine.




      Heather and Timmy are both asleep. We tuck them in for the night around 9:00 PM.




      Turning to ask, “Are you coming to bed, honey?”, I discover that she is right behind me.




      It’s a cooler than usual night and the bedroom is hard to heat. There always seems to be a chill, especially in the area where our bed is located.




      We speak briefly, caress and share a couple of kisses. It’s been a long day and we fall asleep in about 5 minutes.




      Our sleep is fitful and we keep waking up in a sweat. Wally is becoming restless and begins to whine. It’s now that I notice the awful stench.




      I ask, “What the hell stinks? Wally? What have you done?”




      Wally continues to whine and begins to cry.




      There is a loud screech.




      Wally starts to bark and backs away from the bed. Then something falls from the ceiling. It weighs about 50 pounds and is covered in coarse hair.




      The screeching continues. It gets louder and more frantic. My arms and chest are being slashed by some kind of claws. I feel teeth sinking into my shoulder.




      Helen is screaming. She is being slashed across her breasts and face. As I struggle, I manage to get a couple of good punches in, but I can’t see anything in the dark.




      Managing to squirm out from under the beast, I get my fingers on the light switch and turn it on.




      There is nothing there. The only evidence of the struggle are the bloody gashes all over our bodies and a nasty burn mark on the ceiling over our bed.




      Wally is walking fitfully in circles and whining. He is terrified. He keeps looking at the closet and crying. A look inside the closet reveals another nasty burn mark.




      I say, “ think Wally may have gotten a look at that thing.”




      Helen says, “He is terrified. He isn’t usually afraid of anything.”




      Helen jumps for the door saying, “Oh my God! The kids!”




      We run to their rooms and find them sleeping peacefully. Their nightlights are burning with a soft glow. We slowly shut the door being careful not to awaken them.




      I say, “It seems as though turning on the light in the room caused it to run for the closet and back where it came from. We’re going to have to make sure we have lights on at all times.




      Helen asks, “Don’t you think we should leave and get a hotel room until we can sell the house and get out of here?”




      I say, “We should be OK for tonight as long as we leave a light on.” We can look into leaving in the morning.”




      We open a window in spite of the cold to try and air out the room. That stink is lingering.




      I say, “It smells like the Devil in here.”




      Helen and I pause and look at each other for a long time.




      Helen says, “Oh, Armand.”




      I say, “I’m scared too. We probably won’t get much rest tonight.”




      We open the doors to our room and both of the kids' rooms. I want to be able to hear and respond to anything that happens.




      This is the longest night I have ever experienced. We keep going to the kids' rooms and checking on them. They are still fine.




      As the sun rises over the hills in the distance, we begin to phone Around for a moving van and a hotel where we can relocate as soon as we get everything lined up.




      Helen asks, “Honey? Have you seen Wally this morning?”




      I say, “No.”




      We go to the kids rooms and they are still asleep, but Wally isn’t there.




      We search room by room throughout the entire house, but Wally isn’t here. We check the doors and windows, but they are all secure. The window in our bedroom has a screen and the screen is closed.




      As we sit pondering the fact that the dog has gone missing, we hear him whine. I jump from my seat and move in the direction of the sound.




      I call, “Wally? Wally?”




      I hear a whine. It sounds like it’s right here in the room.




      He begins to cry and yelp. I hear a loud hiss and he starts to bark and growl. Then another yelp as though he’s in pain.




      The whining sounds move to another room. Wally isn’t there either.




      Timmy comes down the stairs and says, “What’s for breakfast, Mom?”




      Helen runs up the stairs and I know it’s to check on Heather. In a couple of minutes, Helen and Heather come down and join us in the kitchen. Helen begins to prepare breakfast and I sit at the table with Timmy and Heather.




      Heather asks, “Where is Wally? He’s usually right here begging for our breakfast.”




      I say, “He’s around here somewhere.”




      Helen asks, “How would you guys like to spend some time in a hotel? It will just be for a few days.”




      Timmy asks, “Why? We just moved in. I love this place. Heather and I are going to try and hang an old tire from the oak tree and make a swing.”




      Wally barks.




      Heather looks around and asks, “Where is he? It sounded like he is right here.”




      She calls, “Wally?”




      Wally doesn’t come. He just whines.




      Timmy says, “It sounds like he’s stuck somewhere and can’t get loose.”




      I say, “We can’t find him. He’s here somewhere, but I don’t know where he went.”
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