Chapter Four
Summers in Globe were very hot.  By sunset the evening would cool off very rapidly and in some cases the wind would pick up so strong that windows and doors had to be kept closed.  The smell of pine and spruce would come rushing down from the mountains and engulf our little town.  It was on nights like this that I would remember the “before”.  Before my Mother hated me and ran out on her kids.  The before I knew Aunt Katy and Uncle Larry and this little town somewhere in the big world. I could remember the sound of the ocean lapping onto the beach or the smell of the ocean water and salt.  I could remember Seagulls flying high above our home in California.  What was it like there now?  My Father says that no one there wants me.  He saved us from uncertainty.  He and he alone loved us so much… 
The sky was beautiful, a clear blue cloudless day.  I had been riding my bike around the neighborhood with my friend Todd.  Dad and Papa had taken that nasty “cootie-ridden” girl seat off and put a boy’s seat on instead.  Papa had helped me strip all the fenders and sissy stuff off.  Purple was not my color of choice but we could not change that.  The dirt road in front of our house was great for gathering speed and jumping off of our two-foot bike ramp.  
Clint had made his appearance trying to bully me and Todd around over my ramp.  “Sissy bike, faggot”, Clint taunted.  He road around us in a circle while we jumped our bikes.  I started to speed up and make my jump; Clint stopped his bike right in front of the ramp.  It was too late I hit the breaks, slightly hitting the corner of the ramp.  My front tire jackknifed slamming my body into my bike just below the handlebars. “Ah, are you going to cry sissy boy?” Clint sneered.  He was laughing and starting to pick on Todd.  Had he forgotten the beating I gave him last school year.  I hadn’t and I remembered what Papa did to me, nothing.

I nodded to Todd and headed in to my house.  Dad and Papa were busy barbequing in the backyard.  Digging through the hall closet I produced a house broom.  Working my small hands quickly, I unscrewed the handle from the broom.  The broom handle was a formidable weapon.  It was made out of unstained wood.  I snuck into the living room peering out the back to make sure my father could not see me.  The coast was clear.  

Out the front window Clint and another friend of his could be seen jumping their bikes off of my ramp.  Todd was just standing there with his bike.   He had obviously been bullied into letting them do as they wished.  I opened the door, hiding the broom behind my back.  As I got closer to Todd he could see that I was hiding something down the back of my pants.  He knew what was up.  Getting back on his bike to ride off in a hurry he smiled in approval.  
Clint started to make his pass and jump my ramp again.  He was yelling at us and calling out nasty names.  Just as his bike started to leave the ramp in its airborne flight, I pulled out the broom throwing it into his front spokes.  Clint did not have time to react.  He could only stare in confusion.   The stiff wooden shaft made contact as expected.  Just as his bike touched the hard sun bleached ground the front tire locked up.  
The broom handle was spun up and into the forks holding the tire in a locked embrace.  Clint’s head jerked forward hard, his chest racked the handle bars of his bicycle.  All the forward energy to get his bike off of the ramp came crashing down with no place to go.  The bike tumbled out of control.  Clint flipped over head first onto the ground, entangled by his bike.
My sister watched the whole thing unfold with out anyone’s knowledge. Yelling at me for what I had done she ran to get dad.  Todd was already down the street heading home as fast as his legs would push him.  I was running for the creek.  The foliage was thick and I could lose Clint there.  I knew the beating was coming but it made no difference.  He would have to catch me first.  
The creek was like another world.  Trees and brush grew wild like a scene out of the Hobbit.  To an eight year old it was an ancient river bed.  I cleared the drop four foot drop off like a school cross county runner.  The water was no more than two feet and rocks jutted all about the floor bed.  I could hear Clint screaming in the distance.  I was going to get it.  Hoping from rock to rock I cleared the water and started up the other side.  The foliage was thicker on this side.  I had discovered many things lost or forgotten under the brush many times before.  Quickly like a fox I crawled underneath the leaves and hid.  

Sounds in the distance could be heard.  My father was calling for me.  I could tell he wasn’t happy even over the sound pounding through my chest.  I coiled up like a snake ready for an attack.  My hands were dug into the black wet dirt.  Through the brown and green brush I could see my papa and dad looking for me.  Clint was standing next to Karrie.   Dad was P-O’d with me.  He wasn’t wearing a shirt and had only blue jeans and Indian shoes on.  Man, I was going to get it!  
Papa crossed the creek and walked closer to me.  I could not tell if he knew where I was.  The lump in my throat was growing bigger with each heart beat.  I knew I should not have done that to Clint.  With my left hand I made a fist and punched myself in the jaw, “You idiot, you should not have done that”.  I hit myself again.  I deserved what ever punishment my dad was going to dish out.  I closed my eyes and tried to convince my body not to move.  Standing up, I made my self known.   

September, 1980.  My father had just returned us to our mother’s home.  It had been a wonderful weekend with him.  Saturday we had waked up to the smell of his hot rice cereal and sausage.  Later we road our bikes down to the ocean and played in the sand and water. While riding our bikes back my father would hug the drop off into the ocean inlet. He of course was always safe but for a seven year old, I was terrified and at the same time looked up to him.  He was so smart.  My father knew everything about the world.  At night we played in the backyard while Bill and him barbequed hotdogs and hamburgers.  We always curled up next to him and watched a movie till we fell asleep.  
Sunday we got dressed and went to church.  Afterwards we would play around the house till it was time to go back home to Mom.  While driving us home he would talk about how that mom and him would soon be back together.  He would play this one song over and over again.  It was about a woman that leaves the one she is with for another.  He was so sad.  It could be seen in his eyes.  He could never hide it from us no matter how hard he tried.  

When he returned us home mom would invite him in and he would sit next to her on her white flowered couch.  Karrie got a Polaroid picture of them together.  They sat there and drank coffee.  Maybe somehow they would get back together, maybe…  I felt good inside seeing them together.  It made me smile.  She was my mom and he after all was my dad.  
I had been day dreaming, lying on my back in my bed.  It was a hot summer.  Papa was out back with dad barbequing. The smell had reminded me of a different life, a different Kenny.  For some reason today I was terribly sad inside.  I kept thinking about the “before”.  I missed my mother.  I wanted her so bad.  I missed the smell of her perfume.  I could not smell her anymore.  I had become a traitor.  Maybe I was not a good enough child.  I had turned on her after dad took us.  I had not treated Bob, her new husband good.  I didn’t like him.  He was a jerk.  
Maybe if I had not been such a bad kid or been nicer to my parents they would have still been together.  Karrie had shut herself off to me.  Sam was close to Papa.  Dad had a new girlfriend.  Nothing was ever going to be the same.  It was my fault.  I knew it deep inside, I just knew it.  I wasn’t going to cry though.  I wasn’t going to show them anything of me.  No one loved me anymore.  I was a bother to everyone.  Why was I born?  I was such a mistake.  
Dad was calling for me.  He was outside at the barbeque pit trying to finish.  Well a mistake has to eat, “I want extra cheese on mine dad”.  I got up out of bed and rubbed my face.  Mumbling under my breath, “I’m coming, I’m coming”.  Time to smile, Kenny is always happy.  

My Aunt Katy has a brother named Tommy that one day just showed up at their house.  He was a tall and very strong looking.  His hair was long and un kept.  The color was a dirty blond.  I can almost remember a beard or mustache he wore.  At first he really scared me.  He had a wild look in his eyes.  Nothing about him was subtle.  His very movements seemed intentional.  He had served in Vietnam and traveled all over.  I don’t think he ever had a home.  I remember his red flannel shirt and old army jacket.  The day he showed up Uncle Larry was still at work.  Aunt Katy after Larry came home from work invited us all over for dinner.  
Tommy laughed and made us all laugh with him.  Slowly he won me over.  Outside under Larry and Katy’s carport was a pool table.  It had been shielded in by green fiberglass boards.  At night the bright lights in the carport would make everything outside glow green.  Tommy loved to play pool.  He also loved to drink.  
Dad, Larry Tommy and Aunt Katy all moved to the carport to play some pool and throw darts.  Beer after beer, everyone knocked them down.  Uncle Larry always kept a stash of Coors around.  Soon Aunt Katy’s liquor was out and the four of them started have a private party outside.  I was sent into the farthest end of the home with the rest of the kids to play.  Charlotte’s room was at this side of the home along with a second family room.  The radio was blaring to some old rock music.  Karrie and Charlotte danced around the room all dressed up in girly makeup and jewelry.  
I was not one to play dress up but soon the terror twins had me in a dress and dancing with them.  I was real embarrassed.  What would my friends think?  The thought was not even worth thinking of.  They were trying to be nice but, yuck!  Girl cooties and all that stuff that they do.  Sam was enjoying every bit of it.  Sam loved the attention.  I was happy for him but why did I have to play?  I always got stuck doing what she wanted, Karrie that is.  

The real fun was outside where we could sneak and watch my dad get drunk.  He swore he never drank but here he was drinking and having fun.  It really was not all that bad.  It was just funny for an eight year old to watch.  Idiots, they acted so silly.  
Soon we were one by one falling asleep.  Sam had disappeared to what I was sure was a bed.  I was so tired.  I wanted to stay awake but could not keep my eyes open. I lay down on Aunt Katy’s big dark couch and stared up at the fan on the ceiling. Slowly I drifted off to my other world.  That world where I was in control, I made up the rules.  The music engulfed me as I said goodnight to being awake.  
Tommy stayed around Aunt Katy’s home for what seemed weeks.  He was always off to him self or the life of the “party”.  He always smelled of alcohol.  He was actually really nice.  He would teach you things that he learned how to do.  He even gave me a red Swiss Army knife.  His hands and voice was never raised in anger at me.  He had told me a little about the places he had been in his life.  Like my Papa he had traveled all over.  I found his stories exciting.  I imagined all the places he had been, no one to tell him what to do or think.  I wanted to be free like that.  
One night I overheard Aunt Katy talking with the other “grownups” about Tommy.  The felt he had a serious drinking problem and was an alcoholic.  He would not get the help he needed; sadly they did not know what to do with him.  You could see the concern on Katy’s face.  She was a nurse and could not help him.  What would they do?  I really liked him.  I didn’t want anything to happen to him.  He did scare me sometimes when he got angry.  I could deal with that.  I could deal with my father.  You just got out of the way and became invisible.  

About a week later we were riding back from town with Aunt Katy.  All of the kids were with her.  As we pulled up to her house Tommy was laying passed out or dead in their barn.  His shirt was pulled up past his fuzzy belly.  Man he was white.  Tommy was whiter than my dad’s legs.  I tried not to snicker too loud.  Katy got out of the car and told us to go home.  She had a tone in her voice that I would not cross; this was it.  

The four of us crossed over the street and creek to our home.  I took my time hoping to catch a glance of what was going on at their house.  It was always good to know what was going on around you.  This way nothing came as a surprise.  I climbed this old tree down in the creek bed.  It was a huge tree and easily let me see part of Aunt Katy’s yard.  The barn was all I cared about.  I could not see anything.  I climbed higher and higher.  I had to know what was going to happen with Tommy.  

I was never able to see anything so I climbed down and headed into the house.  Later we found out that he had broken into Aunt Katy’s secret stash of liquor and drank every last drop.  Tommy could not be trusted and was sent on his way.  It was better for everyone.  What would have happened if he got arrested and they discovered us?  Sadly we found out he killed himself later that year.  I still had that army knife.
We had been invited to a family birthday up at Aunt Katy’s mother’s house.  It was one of her relatives daughter’s birthday.  I knew them all very well and developed a crush on one of the girls my age.  She would kiss me on my cheek when I did something cool or neat.  If I did something stupid I would punch myself in the jaw.  
At the party I had made such an error.  While all of us played in the front yard over looking the valley I said something stupid.  One of the ladies there was quick to let me know and to show that I understood; I punched myself in the jaw.  I was asked not to do that again but I couldn’t.  If I got in trouble or embarrassed I punched my jaw with my fist.  Besides, who was it really hurting?  Not them, it was my face.  What do they care anyways?  I had the right to punish myself.  It was my body.  I knew what the best way to deal with me was.  If I was really dumb I would repeatedly hit myself.  After the first few punches it did not hurt as bad.  I needed to feel that.  It felt real, it gave me something back.  I learned better when I knew I was the problem.  I could fix it, I could fix me.  Wham, just for good measure.  
The simple truth of it was that I felt nothing when I did it; just like everything around me.  I felt nothing.  Aunt Katy finally caught on and tried to get me to stop.  She said it was not good to hurt yourself.  I didn’t quite follow her.  How could it be harmful if getting whipped by the belt was considered okay?  At least I taught myself when I made a mistake.  Dad would not have to.  I would not give him a reason to the think that I was a bad child.  He never had to correct me.  I was a good kid.  Why could she not see that?  I was being a big boy.  I was taking responsibility for my actions.  

I didn’t stop.

In the summer time Dad would pile all of us up into his truck and we would head down to the Catfish Lake.  I got to ride in the back.  The air would whip around my head and cause my hair to sting my face.  If I faced the direction we were headed my face would go numb from the wind.  I enjoyed the ride each and every time.  It was quiet, just the sound of the road, the wind ad my mind.  

Dad would leave white paper plates taped to the turn off so Uncle Larry could find us.  There were always old and new paper plates attached to the turn off sign.  I would try and read the other ones before my dad finished taping ours down.  The dirt roads that lead to the camping grounds around the lake were bumpy dirty.  The dirt would fill the air as dad drove down it.  I would try and cover my face with my purple Mariner’s hat so I did not eat dirt.  The sound of squeaking Styrofoam drove me up the wall from the ice cooler. I hated this part of the trip.  
Papa could always be seen off in the distance fishing for catfish.  He never moved, just sat there with his straw cowboy hat.  If ever I was upset I could look over at him and see the sides of his mouth forming a slight smile.  Like my father, Papa shared a mole under his grey mustache.  Papa’s mustache looked like Aril Flynn’s.  Papa was that lighthouse in a sea of changes.  Often I could imagine time speeding up so that everything around papa moved like seconds instead of hours.  In the middle he never changed or moved.  He was always there, watching and observing.  
Karrie and I would play with our inner tubes around the rocks of the lake.  You could hold on to the rocks with your foot while lying back in the water on your float.  Dad would put “cutoffs” on that he had made and jump in the lake.  He did not know that his cutoffs were hideous.  They were cut with half inch fringe fluffed at the bottom.  He was a dark man; his skin was always a reddish brown from the sun.  Dad’s legs however were kept hidden in a cave with no sunlight.  Above his waist he was tanned individual. Below those ruffled shorts he had been dipped in white paint or had the feathers plucked. Karrie and I snickered and laughed, never letting him know what we thought.  My milk had seen more sun than his legs.  
Later in the evening our relatives showed up and we had lots of fun with our distant cousins in the lake.  Even though some of my cousins were girls I still played with them.  Sarah, the little girl who kissed my on my cheek often even made it to the lake that time.  Dad and Uncle Larry cooked and made “manly” food for all of us.  Aunt Katy was never to far behind with a healthy dose of vegetables.  

At night I laid on the rocks next to the lake. I loved to look at the stars in the sky.  The Milky Way could be seen like a cloudy arm reaching across the night sky.  Laying there I could remember being six and playing on the beach with both my mother and father there.  This was not the ocean, but I could almost touch that “before”.  Papa called me to come to bed in the tent.  Slowly I got up, dusted myself off and looked one last time at the night sky before crawling into the tent.  
This was my home here in Arizona.  It was not all too bad.  Aunt Katy did love me.  She was not my mother but she was there for me.  Maybe I was starting be accepted by everyone?  I liked being here.  We would never leave.  I had a home and a family who cared for me in their own way.  Maybe dad was right all those months ago?  It was time to let the past be the past.  I missed my mother but I was here and she had not even tried to look for me.  It was time I quit missing her.

Three AM, dad shook me awake. “Get up, get up Kenny”, he said in a frantic voice.  I rubbed my eyes in confusion.  He was sincerely scarred. “Get your clothes on and get into the Papa’s van”, his voice was more stern.  I jumped out of bed and grabbed some clothes on.  I started asking everyone what was going on.  Karrie had tears in her eyes but would not say anything.  She was throwing what ever she could into the vans.  

I grabbed some of my toys and started to put them in the van.  “Only the essentials, your toys cannot come”, dad said, “We have to save your daddy from the bad people coming to get him”. At that moment the room came flooding in on me.  I understood, the police had found us.  The Federal Agents Papa had talked about in Idaho were here in Globe.  We had to protect my father from the evil people.  Running back into our room, placing everything I had back in their place. Maybe I would see them again?  In my dresser drawer was my red Swiss Army knife Cousin Tommy had given me.  Staring down the hallway into the light, I thought about Tommy.  He had been in Vietnam; I could imagine all the places it had been during his adventures.  I picked it up and quickly shoved it into my left pocket.  No one had to know I kept it. 
It seemed like forever waiting in Papa’s van. Sammy was asleep and I did not want to wake him up.  Papa had a rear couch in his yellow van.  I sat there next to Sammy in the dark; the van began to pile up with clothes and important stuff that belonged to my father.  Father soon immerged at the side door.  He gave Sam and I a kiss and hug goodbye.  Karrie was riding with him.  Papa was to take us on ahead to a remote location for our protection.  Karrie did not belong to my mother so she was safe.  She gave me a hug goodbye and kissed me on the forehead.  
The look of terror in her eyes was all I could see.  She had been forced to grown up so fast.  Thirteen years old and she might never see us again.  I was terrified, I wanted to run and hide.  I wanted it to end.  I gripped the blanket dad had put around me and trembled.  What was going to happen next?  Everything I knew was coming to an end again.  What about Aunt Katy and Uncle Larry?  How did Aunt Katy feel about us running again?  Uncle Larry had been helping my dad stuff the vans with clothes and black bags.  I was going to miss her most of all.  
Papa turned the engine on and gave me a quick smile.  With his right arm he out the van into “drive”.  Our getaway chariot came to life as he pulled on to the highway leading down a dark road I had not seen since the first night we came to Globe.  Slowly in the dark I started to get tears in my eyes but refused to allow them the slightest acknowledgement; the before, the before, the before.  
The dashboard from Papa’s van gave off an eerie glow.  Papa’s face was illuminated by it.  He was quiet.  He was never quiet when he drove, always singing old gospel songs.  His thin white hair could be seen in the light just above his captain’s chair.  He looked old, very old.  I could not see his face but his silver rimmed metal glasses let me know that he was in deep concentration.   He had on a light colored jeans and a blue & white checkered shirt.  He had been woken up from his sleep as well.  

