
Imy loved the cool taste of the Popsicle, especially considering the growing blaze that people called the sun which presently beat down upon the land like some avenging god. The purple ones were always the best. Grape. Tommy, Imy recalled, seemed to like the yucky green ones. The very thought of the disgusting green popsicles made her snicker a little. What woosie liked green popsicles?


This area of town was deserted. It was a long walk from the east side grocer to her house. One that she had made many a time and no doubt would again. After all, where else could she practice the five finger discount with such ease? The very thought made her grin. Lazy shop keep definitely wasn’t good enough for her. Continuing on, she quickly downed the rest of her Popsicle before tossing the stick it had been hooked upon aside into the nearest corn field. Even the corn seemed to be crying out beneath the heat, its length switching from a vibrant green to a withering brown. Bad summer for farmers. Woosie corn. The thought made Imy laugh again.


“What’s with you, ahye corn? Can’t take the heat? Huh?” Imy said, playfully kicking at the farmer’s corn as though she were interrogating it. Instantly there came a soft groan. She stopped, staring down aghast at the unmoving body beneath her heal.


Well, almost unmoving she decided, noting the slow rising and falling of a chest beneath an outfit of blue so dirty that it seemed almost as brown as the field all about. Resisting the urge to scream, she reached to shake the little man awake. A low groan announced Harold P. Wellington’s return to the world.


“Lil’ misses, would you stop that now? I said quit it!” he rose with a start, nearly falling over again as his knees wildly buckled.


Staring up at the deranged officer of the law with quite a bit of trepidation, Imy began to back away. Then, getting herself under control, she planted her hands on her hips and starred at the man. He moved a bit back in spirte.of himself.


“Officer Wellington, what are you doing out here?”


“What does it look like, kid? What I’m doing out here is pretty obvious--none of your business.”


“Oh really. Why, I heard you go out here when you get drunk sometimes. You think you’re on a steak out or something.”


“Shut up kid. Get out of here and go home.”


That’s when something glittered upon the side of the road. Imy’s eyes seemed to sparkle madly for one moment before she began to shuffle towards the area, innocently waving her arms as though to placate the inebriated officer. Plucking the object from the ground, she was awed at the sund weight. The metal was warmed by the sun, but not to warm.


“I though I told you to get out of here! Now git out of here you stupid little--what on earth are you doing with that? That’s my gun. Give it back here. Now!” officer Wellington began to rage.


Imy, truly delighted now, began to dance back out of his lumbering reach. He was far to slow to reach her and both realized it. Laughing still she began to dance towards the center of the road. That was when she heard it. The dull hum of a car coming nearer and nearer. Groaning to herself, she wondered if she was going to be able to keep the gun.


The car, forged of a slick silver, reminded Imy of something that one might find in a box of cracker jacks. In general, she supposed, one would consider it basically still a car, although somewhere she was sure there must be some rule written that simply stated that cars were not supposed to have such an unsatisfying appearance due to nothing else if not pure human decency. 


The thing rolled off the eye. One would be hard pressed under normal circumstances to label side the front end. Indeed, it was immediately apparent to the viewer just how one could get into the “car” until one saw the tiny port hole like opening dominating the side that was now rapidly approaching Imy. A thin red beam of light emanated from either end of the vehicle and a slowly spinning satellite dish dominated the top. Solar panels were the primary cause for the eye stabbing light. Imy paused dead in the center of the road, completely flabbergasted by the ridiculous vehicle. Who in there right mind would want to drive something like that?


Officer Wellington watched the girl standing in the center of the highway with his second oldest and most reliable friend held limply in one tiny hand. His gun was about to be hit. Probably would never work right again. And the child.... well his ribs still ached just a little from the kick she had delivered. Groaning, he took one lazy step forward. In that time the car reached them.


Resounding out across the dying cornfields came shrieking metal struggling against the vehicles momentum. Slick lines of black became cemented into the road way that were to end but inches away from a sundly petrified girl. The gun dangled weekly from one finger, balancing impotently there as if begging to succumb to gravity.


Wellington reached out to steady himself against the vehicle and found that it was warm to the touch. The girl was biting her lip, nervously moving back from the vehicle. Officer Wellington ran one sweaty hand through his thin ragged strands of gray hair and felt the world begin to twist about him as his stomach began to grow. Swallowing the upchuck back he struggled valiantly for one moment more before letting the sick smelly shower of vomit coat over one of the solar panels of the car. 


A soft hiss announced the port hole like area opening up. From the depths of the vehicle there came a shrill cackle. Sickly malnourished hands reached outwards first, followed by an equally malnourished body. Towering over Wellington, a stern emaciated face glowered towards the policeman. 


“Get away!” the shrill voice commanded. Wellington struggled to do just this, his body still trembling from the expulsion of vomit. He leaned to move backwards and soon tripped to land in the pile of vomit coating the solar panel on the vehicle.


“Dr. Gaby,” Imy whispered to herself, her eyes growing round. She let out a low whistle. He’d actually spoken and she had heard it. It was truly a moment to remember she decided. Something for the history books.


She was soon to find that the history books were not quite done yet that day.


The rag covered skeleton that Imy and he town knew as the mad Dr. Gaby sundly shifted his sight upon the little girl. “Yes, you know me. You must of heard of....my good work....yes. My work.”


“Sure,” Imy said.


“Trust me....for you know of my work....you must....you must.....,” the doctor wheezed, his sharp voice straining to form the words as though overused. The final words he uttered, however, were expelled with a firm conviction and force that moved Imy back a step and raised the gun in her hand inspite of  heself,”Get away!”


“What do you mean? Get away?”


“Its open. There coming. Oh they are....they are....get away! Get away!” he moved back to the vehicle, sliding easily through the porthole. “Warn them....tell them to get away!” The hatch slid shut with a firm groan right before the “car” sprang to life. It wised immediately away, sending vomit flying off of its side to decorate Wellington even more so. Imy watched the vehicle become a blur that melted away into the horizon.


Imy placed the gun in her pocket as Wellington stumbled about trying to get his barings. “Who the blazes does that freak think he is, huh, girl? What the hell is wrong with him?!”


Letting a playful grin drip onto her face, Imy spread her hands out before her and shrugged.


“Drugs. That’s what these  freaks are on. What the fuck are you staring at girl? He’s no fucking doctor, and we both know it. Just a crack pot,” Wellington raved, but there was something uneven about his angry tone. His stupor finally wearing off, Wellington did something he hadn’t done for 52 years since before he’d signed onto become the law of Hopeville. He offere now. 


Harold had come in only to be knocked down by his younger brother. Laughing out loud, the two had fallen into the snow.  Charlie had loved to laugh, Harold recalled. The two had struggled and of course in short order Harold had his little brother pinned.


“And you want to beat my champion ship wrestling record? Ain’t got a chance, little bro. I was in the ring for a whole 3 minutes with Vincent McGrane, and he goes to that big city, you know, Des Moines. You wouldn’t last five seconds in the ring with him, Chuck.”


“Bah, I almost got you. And if I can get you I sure could handle him any day of the week.”


“Almost got me? You haven’t been listening. You don’t stand a chance. Don’t worry about it though kid. If Vincent McGrane or any other punk ever tries to best you, I’ll show them what’s for. Don’t worry bro., I’ll always protect you.”


Charlie only laughed, his laughter carrying out into the frozen cornfields, ringing out against the icy trees, warming the air. With a mock groan of pity, Harold had hoisted the laughing boy to his feet and the two had entered the Wellington’s residence, one of the largest and most luxuriant wooden structures in town. 

* * *


Imy’s laughter bubbled onwards for a moment at the officers stupid expression. Maybe Dr. Gabby’s joke had worked after all. Looked like he had really spooked Wellington. Imy, of course new better then to be scared of some warning given by the crazy old mad doctor. Besides, now that she had a gun there wasn’t possibly anything that could hurt her.


“What are you laughing at kid? Get the hell out of my way. Get back to your folks,” Officer Wellington said his face starting to grow red again. Imy moved her slight shoulders in an insolent shrug once more and then began to move away once more, the bulge were the gun rested bobbing slightly as she walked.


“Wait! Give me back my gun first. Kid! Give me back my fucking gun!” Wellington began to rage. He moved with a   speed that Imy found quite impressive given his old age. Fast as one could blink their eyes, however, she was in motion, her slight feet bouncing over the pavement, carrying her away from the vomit covered wreck.


Wellington gave chase for nearly a whole minute before he stopped. his limbs throbbed violently and the stench of the vomit was really starting to get to him. Weezing, he tried to scream but could only gasp. With a groan he started to head back towards the police station. The damn kid had bested him.

* * *


Chuckling to himself  Harold regarded the slight stubble that was growing on his chin. The damn kid had beaten him to the bathroom again and stolen the last of the shaving cream. Looking at his sleepy reflection, Harold twisted his arm until he heard the muscle crack. Sighing in relief, he then headed upstairs where his little brother was.


“Hey, what gives? Now what am I supposed to shave with?” Harold asked.


Charles held up his hands in defense. His face, Harold noted, was despicably clean. “Use the snow,” he said.


“What is wrong with you kid. Is that your idea of some sort of joke?”


“Naw, just thought it would cool you off.”


“I’ll cool you off, chuck!” 


“Wow! Hold it. Look, if it calms you down I have something to tell you but you have to keep secret about it. Promise.”


“A secret? What makes you think I want to know about your secret?”


“Because I finally asked her.”


“You did? You actually asked her. Wow! You’ve got a girlfriend?”


His cheeks growing a bright red, Charles Wellington shrugged nonchalantly and paused, biting his lips for a moment before continuing on in a soft voice. “Well, not that far yet, but I really like her and she did agree to see me at the drive in tonight. I just had to tell someone and, well, sorry about the shaving cream and all but--” 


A hardy pat on the back stopped his Charles next words. His brother stood before him, smiling. “I’m proud of you chuck. Way to go. Never be afraid to go after your dreams bro. You’ll knock her dead. You’ll be the perfect date. Just don’t tell mom. You know how she thinks no girls good enough for you. Now lets get you ready. What time are you meeting her?”

* * *


“Stupid crack pots lost in his dreams,” Harold’s old broken voice wheezed as he passed the gas station in the center of the town. As he walked the old man’s kneck bent self consciously downwards which had the unfortunate side effect of letting the vomit air more easily into his face. The stuff had hardened onto his clothing by this point, opening a Laundromat’s Pandora’s box to be sure. The naked air in his gun holster weighed heavy, reinforcing his limp and stooped posture as he walked.


The police station wouldn’t be far from the gas station. The small collection of streets that made up the little speck of dirt in American soil that made up Hopeville was clearly etched in Harold’s venerable brain. Already he could imagine the cool refreshing shower stall cleaning away the dirt he had earned, washing it all away. And then it was but a short walk to the cubured. He quickened his pace and allowed his head to rise, forcing aside the demon’s of his past only to find a face that looked as though it knew everything about his demons peering into his own.


Eyes of dark ice stabbed out at Officer Harold Wellington from beneath a face that spook of confidence. Saitou Akudo. The name leapt surprisingly nimberly to Wellington’s mind. He had appeared in the town not to long ago. A quite man, yet there was something about the muscular Japanese man’s posture that simply didn’t fit in with what one expected, what one wanted. He didn’t belong in Hopeville, Wellington decided, why couldn’t outsiders like Akudo leave the town in peace to peacefully mourn.


“Good morning, mister Wellington,” the cold crisp voice lashed out into the burning air.


Swallowing, Wellington struggled to bring words to life and instead stood there stupidly with his mouth hanging open. He wanted to tell the freak to get out of his way, to leave good people alone, but the trials and shames of the morning still clung to him and he hadn’t had a drink yet.


“Sir, are you all right? Mister Wellington?” 


Now the strange man was moving towards Wellington with swift lithe motions that conjured images of the great cats of the savanna running down prey. Coming to, Harold moved one hand to his empty holster before remembering. Then clearing his throat he managed to shout,”Thats officer Wellington.”


“Of course, officer. You are all right then. I was worried. You look as though you have had some trouble of some sort.”


“Nothing you need concern yourself with. What are you doing in this town anyways? You never are here much, now are you?” He paused and when an answer was not forthcoming Harold decided to let lose some of the temper that had slowly been collapsing and burning from gentle embers to a hurricane of hatred before it completely consumed him. “What the hell are you doing in my town now, you dirty piece of manure? Shouldn’t you be on that farm with that little tramp Schala? Huh? Well what’s your answer? Don’t you know enough to answer your better when there a talking to you? Or is your head just that empty?! Do you even hear me? Huh?”


“Sir, you smell of vomit and have been drinking,” Saitou said. Bowing slightly, the man moved aside, leaving then and open path for Wellington to reach the bottles before it was any latter in the day. Sighing in relief the old man moved onwards, his wizened face gnarled and twisted by age and a rage that no amount of liquor could cool.


From the corner of his eye Saitou watched the elder leave. He was a policeman, but this one didn’t know. This one knew little beyond the location of his next drink, the once samurai knew. Setting an even pace, letting his stride sink into the pavements to cause an even din in the late morning air, Saitou moved quickly towards one of the two general stores in town. 


Within the store keep, as usual, eyed him suspiciously from behind one of the shelves. Saitou paid the deranged shop keep no mind, merely going about his business. Everyone was so suspicious here. If he were a thief, despite the paranoid guardian’s eyes, he could have walked off with half the stores goods. Thievery, however, was one dishonor that he had not yet been tainted with.


After gathering the goods, a bag of flour and some spices that Schala wanted for a “special feast” she was preparing, Saitou headed towards the register. It remained vacant for several minutes. As the clock on the wall continued to tick Saitou at last reached into his wallet to remove several bills. Finding an approximate amount slightly above the actual price of the goods, he dropped it on the counter and twisted about to go. Imediately a pudgy hand raked out to grasp his shoulder. Twirling aside, Saitou resisted the impulse to reach for and twist the hand, choosing instead to simply evade it. Shifted about, he could see the store keep fidgeting.


“Yes sir?” Saitou asked, placing his feet in an l-shape and begining to lean slightly forward. His free hand quickly formed into a smooth spear like line and this he put just to his side. Never once did his gaze leave the shopkeeper.


“What are you doing? Leaving without paying?”


“I placed money on the counter sir.”


“What money? I don’t see any money,” the shop keep said, and indeed there didn’t seem to be any. The shop keeps eyes only once strayed to glance down at the pocket on the right side of his apron but that was enough for Saitou to note the slight bulge billowing out the material.


“Of course not sir,” Saitou responded. He moved one leg forward in a lightning like movement while his other hand moved with impossible quickness as well.....into his wallet. He pulled out another bill and presented that to the shop keep. The pudgy man’s face lit up warily at all of the money. 


“Good that you paid honestly, but you meant to lie and cheat me of my stuff here, so I’m not going to even give you your change back. Good day sir.” the pudgy store keep began to shuffle away, his bulbous mass shifting awkwardly from one side to the other as he waddled. Saitou sighed, placing his wallet back in its pocket. That had been to close. Schala might have been disappointed if he had hurt the shop keep. Or perhaps not. Maybe she would have approved of it. Her red hair hinted at violence at times. For his part, however, Saitou had witnessed enough blood shed. The sight of broken and bleeding corpses clogged his brain for a moment, enough for the hand to grasp him from behind.


A quick motion would send his assailant rolling forward. He could then follow that with an elbow strike to the sternum. If that didn’t finish the foe off, he could simply step in and trip his foe then while reaching and wrenching his foes arm to disable him. Or her, he decided as he noted the painted nails and a large diamond ring set on one hand. Turning slowly, Saitou unwound and forced a smile onto his face.


An elder woman grinned back. 


“I’m so sorry. He’s normally not like this you know. Please don’t think any less of this store. Its still the best one in town. My husbands just a little tired, that’s all.”


“Yes Madame. You do have a nice store.”


“I just wanted to apologize and give you your money back and....well....this to,” the old woman said, first forcing a 20 dollar bill into his hands followed by a collection a bag overflowing with freshly baked muffins which made even Saitou’s well disciplined stomach groan in hunger.


“Why are you doing this?”


“Oh no, he’s coming. Out you go. Now hurry up. Come back soon. Thanks a lot. Bye bye.” The last words were fired out as he was gently pushed through the door which immediately sealed shut behind him. Saitou stood mutely with the spices and powdered sugar held in one hand and a bag of muffins as well as a crumpled 20 in his other hand. With a swift efficiency the money disappeared into his pocket and all of the foot merged into his left hand. Then, with a steady pace, Saitou began to walk back towards his adopted home, ironically near to Schala’s. The thought of a feast now drifted merrily on the surface of his thoughts.

