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Chapter 1 – Complete Pandemonium in Franktown
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There were frantic tears dripping from her eyes when Teresa picked up the phone to call Terry’s Tavern.

"Hello? Cindy, is that you? No... Kyle? I don't know who you are, Kyle, but I desperately need to talk to Cindy. Ok, thanks."

A brief pause took place in the conversation as Kyle found Cindy and handed her the phone.

"Hello, Teresa. What's wrong?" Cindy said.

"I woke up this morning, and Terry was gone, and he must have left in the car. That was about 7 am; it is now nearly 9 pm, and I have called half the family, and no one has heard a thing from Terry. My worst fears are coming true, Cindy."

Crying then took place for some time.

"Okay, Teresa. Listen, we will get a sign made to put out front here at the Tavern. You do not need to worry so much. We will find Terry. I am going to talk to the Tavern’s patrons to see if anyone has seen him lately. Sure... of course... I will talk to you soon, Teresa. Goodbye."

***
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The following day, Frack was unsurprisingly walking down the sidewalk heading towards Terry's Tavern, but he saw something unusual upon his arrival: a banner several feet wide was strung against the front windows of Terry's. The banner bore Terry's smiling visage and had a statement below which read:

Terry Marcus Tovaglia

Age 58

Male

5’6.5"

Slim build

Long white hair, short white beard, green eyes

Easy-going demeanor, but afraid of poorly made food and bears

Please contact Terry's Tavern, 8900 North Main St., Franktown, if you have seen this person.

Frack nearly leapt out of his clothes, he was so startled to read of Terry's lostness. Frack ripped the front door agape and ran inside before calming down and politely taking his typical place at the end of the bar.

Cindy was there and immediately asked Frack, "I guess you saw the sign. Unbelievable; the old man has disappeared! Teresa and Shane woke up yesterday morning, realized Terry had left the house, and his car was gone. He did not return yesterday. It is very unusual Terry would have left like that, but he is gone and cannot be found."

Teresa is Terry's wife, and Shane is Teresa’s nephew. They have all lived on the far south side of Franktown for decades. Although Terry's (that being the Tavern) was located downtown in Franktown, on North Main, off of Raul St., Terry's house was located in the sticks, not near anything that was commercial, but everything that was rural. I am not sure it is clean to say, but some Amish individuals occasionally went by on the road in front of Terry’s family home. They say the Amish are simple. I am not so sure about that. I have seen six stallions, three by three, haul a buggy driven by a man who was screaming at the moon and pretending to speak a language he had never heard before, go ripping down that country road at forty miles an hour. I am not sure they made it to where that crazy man was trying to go, but I refuse to bet against them. Anyway, though.

Frack responded to Cindy by saying, "No good can come of this. Not everyone Terry has met in his life has gotten along with him. Running a tavern is a serious game. I suppose I shouldn't call it a game; it is more of a pursuit. I digress, do the police or anybody know where he could have gone?"

"No one seems to have a clue. He must have been driving somewhere, and something happened," Cindy commented.

***
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The morning prior:

"What a beautiful day." Terry softly said as he climbed into his coupe and started the car. Dawn was breaking, and the sky looked clear and cold. There had been a light snow the night before. Terry spent about twenty minutes driving before he arrived at an intersection where he turned onto a dirt logging road that was dusted with snow. Terry continued his drive until he made his way to the top of a hill, where he parked on the shoulder and stepped out of his car. This beloved place was where Terry Tovaglia often went to walk around and enjoy nature. It gave him an opportunity to detach his mind from the near-constant anxiety of running a bar and restaurant.

Terry strolled on down the road, happy as a clam in marsala sauce, listening to the birds sing to the brightening of morning's light.

***
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"Frick, I have to find Terry. He was like my father after my family left me when I was young. I will find him or die trying. He may be in trouble." Frack said desperately while nervously fidgeting in his chair as he and Frick sat together in Frick's apartment.

"What do Teresa and Shane think happened?" Frick said.

"They don't have a clue. They woke up yesterday morning, and he was nowhere to be found. He has gone somewhere in that whip of his."

"Dang. That was a cool car, too. Maybe he is running from something he cannot talk about. Everyone knows some of the other restaurant owners in Franktown would like to see him out of business. Maybe they took things even further than that." Frick made a staunch and gloomy face as he said this.
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Chapter 2 – Fear Comes to Fruition
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Terry's face glowed as he got back into his hotrod after walking around for about half an hour. He gently penetrated the ignition with his key and turned over the motor. Nothing at all happened. Terry's car's motor's battery’s interest in functioning was not around that morning. Terry's smile did not wane. He calmly popped the hood and stepped out of the car to reconnoiter.

"You know," Terry said aloud, "A lot of people tell me 'nice car!' when I park downtown. I bet they wouldn't think it is so nice if they were the ones around when this lemon breaks down. Dio, che terribile fortuna! Accidenti!" Terry cursed and shook his head.

Terry's smile was nowhere to be found at this juncture (literally and figuratively). "My luck couldn't be much worse, but at least I got to see another beautiful morning.”

Terry's teeth returned to his countenance, as his smile returned in turn. However, Terry was not alone on that dirt road. A sleuth of three bears, a mother, a son, and a daughter (or whatever you are supposed to call child bears) was just up the road, eyeing Terry from the woods. They did not like how he showed his teeth, and they were terrified of the less-than-large man and his pitch black car that had come popping and banging into their neighborhood. The sleuth pressed forward towards Terry, but Terry did not see their encroachment as he was not as young as he once was, and neither were his eyes.

The mother, the largest of the bears by far, stood tall on her hind legs. She strolled within twenty feet of Terry, who was fiddling with things under the car’s hood.

"Oh well. Who knows what could be wrong this time? I will call up a tow truck, and maybe tomorrow Frack will come around and help me sort out what is wrong with this bag of bolts." Terry then emphatically kicked the front left tire, which the bears witnessed as further signs of aggression. The large female proudly moved forward, ready for a fight.

Terry heard some odd scraping footfalls in the road and immediately turned around. Terry was so frightened by what he saw that his face, beard, and eyebrows attempted to flee. Unfortunately, the old man’s legs had other ideas, and he fell to the floor in shambles. "Dio mi salvi. I think these are the last moments of my life." Terry Tovaglia said, staring at the great big bear with wide eyes, looking like stained glass.

The animal stood quietly and peered down at the small, white-haired man on the ground. Terry expected to be attacked, with a great gnashing of teeth and slashing of claws. Neither of these two things happened.

"Hello there. You have eyes like a labrador that I used to have as a child, but you are much more terrifying than that medium-sized dog.”

The bear continued to inspect Terry. Eventually, Terry figured he would
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