
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

On the Curb

Brad C DMD





Published: 2010

Tag(s): "short fiction" "short story" horror murder
thriller




www.notjustaboringdentist.com- my blog 

 

Visit me at Goodreads at: 

http://www.goodreads.com

/author/show/4425763.Bradley_Convissar 

 

If you enjoyed this, pick up Pandora's Children Book 1: In
theChair for $.99 and read "The Devil's Toothache", "Dentures", and
a preview of the novella "Roadside Memorial"

 

Visit my blog and see the sidebar for links to purchase
forKindle or Nook

 

            Madeline
Carmichael stood outside the ice cream shop, Sundaes, with her
three year old daughter, Melinda, balanced in her left arm. 
The two shared a single ice cream cone- chocolate, Mellie’s
favorite- while perusing a table lined with blown-glass
knick-knacks of varying colors and shapes, mostly animals and
creatures from fantasy lands.  It was the yearly Main Street
Side Walk Sale and Fair (there’s something for
everyone, come on down!), and all of the quaint
stores that populated Yardely’s Main Street were displaying their
wares under the autumn sun.


           
“I want that one,” Mellie yelled, pointing to a pink and yellow
unicorn the size of a coffee mug with a grubby, brown-stained
finger.  Her chubby cheeks and pouting lips were covered with
a thin sheen of the frozen dessert, the mess only added to the
innocence and glow of her face. Wide green eyes, a button nose, and
a mop of auburn hair collected into a pair of bouncing pigtails
secured with lavender bows completed the little girl’s adorable
look.


           
Maddy shared few features with her daughter, possessing wavy brown
hair, wide, brown eyes, a thin, slightly upturned nose, and
voluptuous lips that almost always danced with a smile.  If
she hadn’t witnessed the beautiful girl sliding from between bloody
thighs, she might not have believed that the girl shared her
genes.  The truth was, she didn’t know whose looks she
inherited; Mellie was definitely not her ex-husband’s daughter, and
the number of secret lovers she had enjoyed around the time Mellie
was conceived numbered five or six.


           
Madeline shared weekend custody of Mellie with her ex-husband,
William.  The girl wasn’t scheduled to be with her this
weekend, and she had been somewhat surprised when William consented
to a change in weekends so she could bring her daughter to the
Fair.  He usually balked at such requests, just to piss her
off, she supposed.  Truth be told, she didn’t think William
even wanted a share of custody.  He may have suspected that
she wasn’t his daughter, only taking her every other weekend either
to spite her or to keep up a good public image.  Or possibly
both. 


           
“Are you sure that’s the one you want, Mellie?  What about the
dragon over there?”  She pointed to a purple and red specimen
the size of a football, its torso raised, its wings flared, its
neck curled.  “I know you love dragons.  And that one’s
soooo cool.  It even has fire coming out of its mouth.”


           
Mellie vehemently shook her head.  “I want the unicorn,
mommy.”


           
“Unicorn it is.”   Maddie looked at the women who stood
behind the table, a short, obese woman with skin enough hanging
from her arms for half of dozen skin grafts.  Her fiery red
hair, chemically created, clashed  horribly with her pasty,
wrinkle-encrusted face, and Maddie had a hard time looking at
her.  But she smiled, and the woman smiled back, ruined,
yellow teeth peeking from behind thin lips.  “How much for the
unicorn?”


           
The woman lifted the delicate statue and looked at the sticker on
the bottom.  She looked back up, ready to speak, her lips
making a quirky movement, but a screaming engine stole the words
from her lungs.  Instead, her eyes went wide.  She
pointed behind Maddie with a gnarled finger and tried to speak, but
once again, her lungs and lips failed her, and only a thin moan
escaped.


           
Maddie turned, ice cream in one hand, Mellie in the other, and
could do nothing but watch in absolute terror as a car jumped the
curb (is that an El Dorado, she for some reason asked
herself, as if the model of the car could possibly change her fate)
and plowed into her.

 

 


           
From behind the leather-wrapped steering wheel, eighty-five year
old Michael Johnson stared at the woman he had pinned to the side
of Sundaes with his car.  Light still flickered in her eyes,
but was slowly, slowly dimming.  Blood foamed at her lips and
dribbled down her chin, looking much like a vampire that had just
fed.  The little girl, thrown by her mother at moment of
impact, lay face up on the hood, her broken body struggling to
gather breath.  She had slammed against the windshield face
first with an audible crack that had fractured the windshield and
probably her developing skull.  Her little chest, many of the
ribs probably shattered, strained but did continue to pull in as
evident by the slight rise and fall.  Her face was a mess, the
adorable ice cream smear, an homage to her youth and innocence,
replaced by a bloody mask, a tribute to the sudden violence
suffered.  Her lips moved slightly, and from within the car,
Michael thought he heard the toddler whisper for her mother.


           
Michael unbuckled his seat belt, fumbled for the door handle, and
stumbled out of the car.  He was a tall and lanky man, his
face a maze of wrinkles, his lips thin and chapped.  His brown
eyes squinted from behind a pair horn-rimmed glasses, the lenses
thick as coke bottles, that balanced on a long, hooked nose
brimming with hair from the nostrils.  He owned a long gray
beard that obscured his chin and cheeks and accompanying
moustache.  His head hair was the same iron gray color,
falling below the nape of his neck and covered up top with an
old-fashioned worn, brown fedora encircled by a beige band. 
He wore brown slacks pulled high above his navel, a brown and beige
button-down shirt, and brown suspenders.  A dark brown tweed
jacket with gray elbow patches and brown leather driving gloves
completed the ensemble.


           
Screams filled the air, screams of horror, screams of outrage,
screams of instruction.


           
“Oh my god,” Michael said as he viewed the carnage before him, the
woman trapped against the side of the building, kept alive solely
by the pressure the car placed against her wounds, the child
shuddering and fighting for breath on the hood of his car. 
“Oh my god,” he repeated, absently moving with stuttering,
shuffling steps towards the toddler who’s head had spider-webbed
his windshield.  “Did I do this?  I did do this, didn’t
I.  I don’t remember.”  He was close to Melinda
Carmichael, close enough reach out and stroke that crimson-stained
alabaster skin.  He did reach out, but the witnesses to the
horrific accident had recovered by this time, and a man in his
mid-thirties wearing a red polo and jeans interrupted Michael’s
questing hands.


           
“Don’t touch her,” he said, not unkindly though there was an
overabundance of pressure applied to his wrists, as if the man
could modulate the anger in his voice but not the anger that drove
him to action.


           
“I didn’t mean to.  Tears began to flow from his eyes. 
I- I panicked.  The car in front of me stopped short.  I
swerved to not rear end it.  And I stepped on the
brakes.  I thought I stepped on the beaks.  I swear I
stepped on the breaks.  I’m sorry.”


           
Now the man, a Dr. Jeffery Colrbidge, a chiropractor from the next
town over out for a peaceful afternoon with his family, hoping to
score the first apple cider and apple donuts of the season (they
melted in your mouth if you caught Mary Alders, creator of the
delicacies, early enough when they were warm) wrapped a comforting
arm around Michael’s shoulder.  “I know, I know.  It was
an accident.”  His own mother, three years dead, had committed
a similar sin, driving her Taurus through the garage door to his
home, though her only victim was a trashcan.  He forced
himself not to look at the dying woman and her possibly dying
daughter, concentrated on the old man, a victim in his own right,
of old age and of a neglectful DMV system that refused to retest
the elderly before blindly giving them license renewal. 


           
“It’s okay,” Jeffery said, though he knew it wasn’t.  “The
police will be here soon, and an ambulance will come to take care
of the woman and her daughter.”  And then, as if Jeffery were
a prophet and not a simple back doctor, the sounds of sirens
keening could be heard in the distance, rapidly
approaching. 


           
“Everything’s going to be okay.”


           
Michael suddenly lifted his head and looked around.  The tears
were gone, and when se saw the women and the child, he asked
innocently enough, “What the hell happened here.”

 

 


           
The crime scene was taped off not five minutes later, and a crowd
of concerned, morbid spectators had gathered to watch the
proceedings within the roped-off area.  Three ambulances idled
on the street, as well as half a dozen police cruisers.  The
coroner was there was well, though there were no official deaths
yet.  But everyone knew that, though Melinda Carmichael still
displayed slivers of consciousness, once the car was removed and
the pressure released, she would expire from blood loss almost
immediately if her torso hadn’t been perfectly sealed by the
collision.  And even then…


           
While several of the medics and police considered the case of
Mellie, a pair of EMS took the child (she’s a fighter, the crowd
heard one of the men whisper as he touched the girl) from the hood
of the car and rushed her to one of the ambulances, which
disappeared down the street towards St Bartholomew’s, sirens and
lights blazing as it disappeared.


           
Police officers as well as two plain-clothed detectives swarmed
over the site, interviewing everyone who had witnessed the horrible
accident.  Zelda Schultz, the proprietor of Everything Glass,
told Detective Sherman how she had been about to make a sale on a
very expensive glass dragon at the time the Eldorado hopped the
curb and barreled into the defenseless Mrs. Carmichael.  But
she seemed more concern about the destruction of her inventory;
thousands of dollars worth of merchandise lay in a glittering
carpet of colored shards along the sidewalk and street.  The
detective assured her that her insurance (she had insurance didn’t
she?  She assured him that as a responsible business owner,
she did) would compensate her for the broken art.


           
At the rear bumper of the car, Detective Hector Gonzalez
interviewed the stricken, shaking Michael Johnson.  He checked
the man’s driver’s license, registration and proof of insurance,
spoke briefly to dispatch, then began to question Michael.


           
“So, sir, can you tell me what happened here?”


           
Michael looked at the tall Hispanic man with a glassy look. 
“I- I don’t remember much, sir,” he said.  “I remember
driving.  I remember, I think I remember, the care stopping
short in front of me.  I swerved to avoid hitting him and
stepped on the brake.”  He looked back at the destruction he
had wrought, at the woman again.  “I thought I stepped on the
break,” he added miserably.


           
“Mr. Johnson, have you ever been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s or
Dementia?”


           
“Not that I can remember.”


           
Despite the nature of the situation, Gonzalez cracked a small smile
at the irony of the answer.  Even if he had been, who knew if
the man would have been aware of it?


           
“Do you have any friends or family we need to call?”


           
Michael shook his head.  “Never married, never had
children.  Live all by myself.  Self sufficient. 
Though after today, I may need to ask the church for a volunteer to
take me to the market and to the doctor’s office.”


           
Gonzalez nodded solemnly.  “I don’t think you’ll be driving
again, Mr. Johnson, even if you don’t end up in jail.”  
In fact, he didn’t think the old man would see any prison time
after this wild ride; even the man in San Francisco several years
ago who plowed into an open-air market, killing over a dozen,
received home incarceration for the rest of his life.  Mr.
Johnson, if he was found guilty, would likely suffer a similar
fate.  Was it fair?  Well, life wasn’t fair.  The
only thing in Gonzalez’s mind that would mitigate this tragedy to
any degree would be if the little girl survived.


           
“Look, we’re going to have one of the medics look at you and,
assuming you’re fine, we’re going to bring you down to the police
station for booking, fingerprinting, all of that.  And to see
a judge to decide what to do with you.  Do you
understand.”


           
Michael nodded.  “Doesn’t really matter, though, does
it?  I’m an old man and most of my life is behind me. 
And what I have ahead of me isn’t much.  No friends, no
family…  The law can do whatever they want to me, but I have
to live with this.  And in the end, I’ll be judged by the only
one that matters.  And hopefully he’ll understand.”  He
looked back at the car, at Mellie Carmichael.  “Its not
fair.  A young woman and a little girl hurt, maybe dead, while
a worthless old man like me walks away.  If I could switch
places with them, I would.”


           
Gonzalez nodded somberly.  He assumed that everyone watching
this mini-circus, his fellow cops and the EMS guys included, would
gladly have thrown this man to the wolves if it meant bringing the
two girls back.  It wasn’t cruelty, simply human nature. 
Trading a man in the twilight of his life for two healthy young
people was a no-brainer.


           
“Unfortunately, Mr. Johnson, the world doesn’t work that way, and
all we can do is move forward.  Is there anything you need
from your car before we get going?”


           
He shook his head. 


           
“Okay.”  He turned to one of the medics standing by one of the
idling ambulances and waved him over.  The man hurried over,
slipped under the tape, and stood next to the detective. 
“Check Mr. Johnson here for any injuries then pass him over to
Officer Donaldson for transport-“


           
Michael Johnson was doubled over next to his car, hand clutching
his chest, a low moan escaping his lips.


           
“Shit,” Donner said, “I think he’ having a heart attack.”


           
Gonzalez didn’t even stop to think, though a part of him whispered
even as he ordered directions that if the man should expire on the
cold asphalt where he had stolen the lives of one, possibly two,
girls, well wouldn’t that be justice?  But dispensing justice
wasn’t his duty.


           
“Donner, get him to the Bartholomew’s now.  Take Officer
Hendricks with you in the bus.  I’ll meet you there as soon as
we’re done here.”


           
Donner nodded and called out to his partner, a tall woman with
cadaverous features, who immediately rushed over with a
stretcher.  Gonzalez motioned for Hendricks, who was talking
to a spectator several yards away, who likewise hurried over.


           
“Okay people,” he said, “let’s do this.”

 

 


           
At seven-thirty, five hours after Madeline Carmichael was
horrifically pinned to the side of an ice cream shop, five hours
after little Melinda’s tiny skull crashed violently against a
windshield, Michael Johnson walked into a hotel room sixty miles
north of Yeardly.  The gray hair and fedora were gone,
replaced by a blonde military crew cut.  The facial hair was
likewise gone, replaced by a well-manicured goatee that covered his
upper lip and chin.  The glasses were gone, the cheap thing
probably nothing but pulverized glass and plastic scattered on the
highway by now.  The old man clothes were also gone, replaced
with a blue polo and a pair of khaki shorts.  The only sign
that something was amiss were the half a dozen red blotches from
where the latex glue had irritated his flawless skin.  He held
a small knapsack, which he dropped on the table by the door.


           
A blonde woman dressed in nothing but a pair of red and green boxer
shorts and a white tank top reclined on the bed, a cell phone on
the nightstand beside her.


           
“What’s going on, doll,” Michael Johnson, whose real name was
Phillip Griffin, asked the girl.


           
“You’re home just in time,” she, Jennie Griffin, Phillip’s wife and
partner said.  “It’s coming up after the break.”


           
On cue, the commercial on the flat screen television faded into the
solemn face of a local news anchorman.  “Earlier today, at the
annual Main Street Sidewalk Sale and Fair in Yeardley, Madeline and
Melinda Carmichael were critically injured when an elderly
gentlemen, eighty five year old Michael Johnson, thinking he was
stepping on the break and stepped on the gas instead, hopped the
curb and collided with the woman and daughter.”  An overhead
view from a helicopter showed the hectic scene from earlier, though
any footage of the dying woman had been edited out.  “The
mother, Madeline, suffered grievous wounds, but the daughter,
Melinda, is expected to come through despite numerous broken bones
and bleeding around the brain.  In an ironic twist to the
story, the ambulance carrying Mr. Johnson, two EMS technicians and
a police officer went missing before reaching the hospital to treat
Mr. Johnson, who was suffering from a heart attack after the
events.  Authorities are currently searching for the missing
ambulance and men.”


           
Jennie looked over at Phillip, who was crossing in front of the bed
to the sink.

“Everything go okay?”


           
Phillip turned on the water and scrubbed the last remnants of glue
from his face, then applied some moisturizing cream with aloe to
his skin.


           
“Perfect. A mile or two from the ‘accident’, I shot the officer and
the medic in the back with me, shot the driver, crashed into a
tree, then made my over to where Michael was waiting for us. 
Dressed him, shot him.  You know how tough it is to dress a
struggling geriatric man?  Anyone who works in a nursing home
deserves a raise.  Stashed the ambulance about thirty miles
south of town, changed, grabbed a taxi back here.  Grabbed all
of the narcotics aboard.”   He nodded towards the bag by
the door.  “Make the cops think it was an opportunistic murder
by some druggies.  Doesn’t matter, they’ll never figure out
what really happened.”  He flopped down on the bed next to his
wife.  “What about your end?”


           
“The Senator called,” she said, suddenly looking serious.  “He
wasn’t happy.  Said the hospital called him to tell him that
Madeline was dead.  But the girl, she’s expected to pull
through.  He doesn’t want to take care of her.  He knows
that she’s not his.  The contract was for both of them.”

“Some people are monsters,” Phillip commented.

 “He’s threatening not to pay the remainder of the
fee.”


           
Phillip shook his head.  “Didn’t expect her to be carrying the
brat.  If the girl was walking, would have been a clean
kill.  As it was, I tried to get over to her and finish
it.  Someone grabbed me before I could.”


           
“We could always just take the retainer and move on,” she suggested
sweetly.


           
Phillip flashed her a frown.  “A contract is a contract,” he
said.  “And if we don’t honor a contract, then we’re no better
than…” he let his words drift off.


           
“I know, I’m just playing,” she said, leaning over and kissing him
on the lips.  “Feel up to killing a little girl?  One of
us will have to go to the hospital.”


           
He smiled, kissed her back.  “You know I am.  So who does
the deed?  Doctor or nurse?”


           
Jennie bounded from the bed and walked over to one of several large
cases by the front door.  She opened one, sifted through the
contents, and pulled out a stethoscope, which she snapped around
her neck.  She posed in front of Phillip, hips cocked. 
“Why should you have all the fun?” she asked, seductively stalking
back over to the bed, boobs swaying gently under her shirt.


           
“Why indeed,” Phillip asked with a smile on his face, accepting his
wife’s lithe form as she climbed on top of him.  “Why
indeed.”
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