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Freakville

It was dark. No street lights, but by the light of the moon you could see. Not that there was much to see.

Lines of tents, surrounded by trailers and golf carts. It looked exactly like a carnival. It was not.

A large brick wall surrounded everything, with one gap in it. In the gap was a solid wooden gate, next to the gate was a guard house, that was manned seven days a week, twenty four hours a day. The guardhouse was there not to stop people from getting out. It was there to stop people from gawking at was inside the wall.

Inside the wall was a retirement community for retired carnival folk. The residents of this community had been gawked at for years, now that they were retired, being gawked at was annoying. Especially when they were not being paid for it. Hence the guardhouse. Nobody was paid for manning it, but there was never a shortage of volunteers.

For a lot of the residents it was the only time they ever saw life outside of the wall. That was the reason for all the tents and trailers lined up. Which everybody wistfully called ‘The Midway’. The tents were not full of freaks and shill games anymore, now they were a butcher, baker, grocery store, complete with a coffee shop and a bar. Things that every town has.

The residents lived in trailers. It was a life choice thing. Most of them had lived in trailers all of their lives. Why stop now?

Besides, a lot of trailers could be fitted on a small piece of land. So many were on this piece that you could not squeeze in another with a shoehorn.

One resident had died recently. Lola, the fat bearded lady. Lola had not been doing well since her husband Gustav had died. He died at a barbeque last summer. Choked to death on a piece of meat. An ironic way to die for someone who for forty years had been eating light bulbs, nails, and tin cans. Then they had turned tin cans into aluminum cans, so he ate those too. He ate everything, and then choked to death at a Carny barbeque.

Life always keeps you guessing.

Since Gustav’s funeral Lola had been isolating more and more.

It had been hard to tell at first. Five hundred pound women do not get out much anyway. She had shut herself in her badly listing trailer, and had gone on an eating binge. Twinkies. Not one or two, but case after case.

The woman weighed five hundred pounds, she could eat some Twinkies. 

When someone, finally, after a week or two dropped by her trailer to say “Hi” the Twinkie wrappers were about three feet deep, it took a couple of hours to get them all out.

A month later she was dead. The Twinkie wrappers were packed in so tight; it took Paramedics twenty minutes to find the body. Don’t forget, she was a five hundred pound woman in a trailer. That woman could eat some Twinkies.

When she passed a space on the estate became vacant.

That’s where I come in.
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CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


I had found out that my daughter Ophelia had been living here.

Why here? I did not know. I had never met her before, but now that I had found out where she lived, I had been trying to meet her for over a year.

She had never come out from behind the wall, and I was not allowed in. Only Carny people were allowed entry. So, I waited patiently outside. I didn’t know what to expect, but the waiting didn’t bother me at all, I was her dad.

I lost her and her mom, when I was about to take the final test to graduate from medical school. I came home after a twelve hour shift at the hospital, followed by a full day of school, to find my nine-month pregnant wife gone.

Of course I called the Police. No-one suspected foul play. Nothing was amiss. Nothing was gone. Our bank account remained untouched.

I always wondered where she went, and why?

I even tried to track her down myself, using things I knew about her past. Things that she had told me. It all came to one dead end after another.

Then one day I received a letter that changed everything. It was from some Government agency.

When I was in Medical School my wife and I had been getting a lot of Government aid. Food stamps, low income housing, things that required a lot of information.

The letter I received had my name and my wife’s name were in the parent part, with the address that we were living in while I went to Medical School. Right below that was another name; Ophelia, listed in the dependants section.

Wow. I had a child. I had always felt like I had something out there. Now I knew. Not only her name, but there was an address for her too. An address in Arkansas.

I googled it.

It was a piece of property that used to belong to the owner of a carnival. On the land he had built what was, at the time, the largest log cabin in the world. So big that it became a tourist attraction. People came from miles around to see it. The cabin became so popular that he was thinking of ways to charge admission to see it. Eventually, he decided on a tall brick wall, with a solid gate. He spent a couple of years building a wall around the cabin.

Then the cabin burned down.

His son had burned it down. Word on Google was that he had been smoking Crack in a back bedroom. The torch rolled under the bed. That’s all it took. The town did not have the facilities to put out a fire that big. When it was finished burning, nothing remained except the concrete foundation, surrounded by the ten foot high wall.

The owner was so disgusted with his family that he rewrote his will. He left everything to Carny people. Nothing to his family.

This was all recorded in a book that the owner kept, that listed every modification and change to the property over its long history. Including the original bill of sale and the deed for the property.. This book was the owners pride and joy. It was a record of all his successes. It had been on display in the cabin until the fire; where it had survived the fire. But mysteriously disappeared shortly after the owners death.

After the cabin burned down and he became estranged from his family, the owner didn’t make it very long.

The first Carny people moved in about six months later. Cleaned up the remains, and set up a town. It had been a gated Carny community ever since.

That is where my daughter lived. I wanted to see her. To find out what had happened, and what I could do to fix it. But she never came out. The only way that I could see her was to get in. How was I going to do that? They would not let me in because I wasn’t a Carny.

Then one day it came to me in a flash.

They did not know that I wasn’t a Carny. If I talked the talk and walked the walk I might get in. My story would be that I had Carnied in Europe.

But what did I do in the Carnival? Whatever it was; I would have to do believably. I probably wouldn’t have to do it much though, after all, I am retired.

When I did whatever it was I was going to do, I would have to be able to sell it. That would be hard, this was not the type of crowd that bought things easily.

I went back to the internet. What was I going to be? Large animals were out. It took me over a month to house train our puppy. I couldn’t imagine having to throw knives, or shoot arrows at people. I would not want anyone to do that to me, even if they were good at it. Which I wasn’t.

Pickings were looking pretty slim. Then I ran across what a Geek was.

A Geek acts like he is suffering from a traumatic brain injury. They run around acting like they are in the depths of acute mania. That’s pretty much it. The one thing Geeks are famous for is biting the head off some poor animal, more often than not a chicken.

I had become a vegetarian four years ago. Biting the head off an animal was going to be a problem. I winced when I ate gummy bears; how was I going to kill a chicken?

Other than the chicken part, being a Geek was looking good. I had done a little acting in college, and I had seen mental illness up close. I had done my internship at the emergence room of the local hospital.

I would get my haircut so I looked more pinheadish. Bald around the sides, with a tuft of hair on the very top of my head. Like a bowl haircut; but instead of a bowl you use a Yarmulke.

It is a tried and true haircut. It does indeed make you look more like a pinhead; and I was going to need all the help I could get.

My parents are both from Wisconsin. The Pinhead gene does not run big in our family.

After that I went out and bought a bunch of chickens, chicken coops, and chicken food. Everything I needed to raise chickens. This was the final hurdle. If I could get comfortable with this I could be a Geek.

I would be one step closer to meeting my daughter.

Now that I knew where she was, I thought about her all the time. What was she like? 

What had happened to her mom; my (supposedly) happy, very pregnant wife?

Why had she never tried to find me?

All questions that I hoped I would find answers to if I was accepted and got to live there.

First the chickens. I thought I would start with biting the head off of one chicken per day, then work my way up from there. I had ten of them. I figured with the second batch I could up my dose to two chickens per day, maybe three.

The first chicken was the hardest. It took me three days to muster up the nerve to try it.

One morning I was sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee, debating whether I should eat breakfast before, or after, biting the head off of a chicken? Suddenly I stood up, went out to the chicken coop, and grabbed a chicken, any chicken. I had bought several different types to check them out. In a weird way it was kind of a taste test.

The one I grabbed was big and brown. Other than size and color they all pretty much looked the same, and acted the same. All of them up making noise at first light. One thing that I had in my favor was, even though I had only had chickens for a few days, that had been all it had taken for me to realize that I didn’t really like chickens very much.

I held the big brown chicken up and checked it out. Our eyes made contact. A huge mistake. It had a soul.

What was I going to do? I had to do this. I had to meet my daughter.

The chickens head barely fit in my mouth, I turned its body sideways, it didn’t seem like its head was going to fit the other way. I didn’t even give it a second before I clamped my teeth together as hard as I could.

Feathers, followed by a squirting feeling. Had to be blood. It didn’t taste as salty or coppery as I expected.

Followed quickly by a crunch as I bit through the spine. I feel the chicken’s head in my mouth. Feathers and wattles.

I am so lost in my own head, that it takes me a moment to notice that I am holding the body of a recently decapitated chicken, which is squirting the last of its blood all over me.

As I spat the head out, I opened my eyes and saw all the blood. I had no idea chickens held so much blood. I drop the chicken and look around at all my neighbor’s yards. All clear. Thank the stars. If I had been seen it would have been interesting at the next Neighborhood Watch meeting.

In fact, if I saw one of my neighbors, sporting a tuft haircut, biting the heads off of chickens in their backyard, I have to admit that would raise my eyebrows a bit.

The chicken thing got easier as time went by. When I got the second batch, I went from two a day to four a day I was almost ready.

I sent in my application the next week.

I included a letter that explained how I had Geeked in my youth all over Europe, and would have continued Geeking, but a rich Aunt that I had never known about, had died. Somehow I was included in her will. As soon as her estate was divided up I took my share and enrolled in Medical School. When I graduated I tried to make it in the real world, but it had never felt right. I missed the carnival, Moving into this community would make me feel normal again.

A few white lies. It was an end justifies the means situation. I had to meet my daughter. It was way past time. She obviously was never coming out. I had to get in.

At this point, in my head, I could justify everything I did if I could finally meet her.

I did not ever expect a reply.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Imagine my surprise when I go out to the mailbox a week later and there’s a letter from the Community Organization Committee. The letter informed me that there had been a recent vacancy (RIP Lola), and they would like to meet me at my soonest convenience. Which in my book was right now, but I thought I would be polite and call first.

I’m guessing it was the Doctor part that got them. Not a lot of Carny Doctors out there.

I ran back in the house, got the phone and called them to make an appointment. The soonest appointment I could get was three days away, which seemed like it was three years away, but at the same time it seemed like tomorrow. I had to get ready.

I had to be a Geek.

Out to the chicken coop I went. Another bad day to be chicken, I did four in a row, it mellowed me out. Was I Geeked?

The next few days passed in a blur. Before I knew it, I was sitting in my car at the front gate, telling the gate person (who looked ‘normal’, I am not quite sure what I expected), my name, and that I had an appointment in ten minutes, there was a minutes pause while a list was checked, then the gate buzzed and rolled open.

I drove in.

My heart was in my mouth. I was nervous. This was where my daughter lived, I might finally see her. How would I know it was her?

As I drove in I was looking all around me, like I thought she would be standing there with a ‘Hi Dad’ sign or something.

There was a one story brick building built onto the wall next to the gate, I looked around and it seemed to be the only building on the property. There were three empty parking spots in front of it. It wasn’t like I had a lot of choice in where I could go, the road from the gate led here. The only other piece of road looked like it was never driven upon, it had tents and trailers on each side of it. It looked like a midway.

I parked in one of the parking spots, got out, stretched, and went in.

It was light in the office. I could see everyone clearly. Two older ladies and an old guy. They all looked normal to me.

Well, maybe the old guy was kind of hairy, but so are a lot of old guys.

This was going to be easier than I imagined it would be I thought as I introduced myself and shook hands with everyone. Ending up on one side of the old guy’s desk.

His name was Billy Bailey or so the name plate said. I made a mental note to ask him if he was from the Baileys, the circus ones. But I didn’t know him well enough yet.

But what I did know was that he seemed to be in charge, and if I had to kiss some hairy butt to meet my daughter, so be it. He gestured towards the chair in front of his desk. I nodded and sat.

“So, how did you hear of our community Mr. ...... Tosca? An Italian name, no? He leads off.”First of all, please call me Frank. Second, I heard about it when I was in Medical School, it sounded interesting. Then it became exactly what I needed. Living out there was hard.” I said waving my arm around. “I didn’t take to it well. Thirdly, the name Tosca might have originated in Italy, but my family comes from Romania where there is very little opportunity. My parents saw this and sent me with the carnival. It was the only opportunity they saw to get me out.

At this point you have to remember that I am from Wisconsin. Romania Wisconsin.

“So, if the carnival was your life, how did you end up in Medical School?”

Bingo. The Doctor thing.

“As I mentioned in the letter, I had a rich Aunt that died in Romania. She had never written a will, so they divided her estate among the surviving relatives that they could find. I was one of them. I did quite well for myself and thought, why don’t I put this money to good use. I signed up for Medical School, four years later I was a Doctor.

“Then what happened?” As Mr. Bailey say this he slides forward in his chair, I assume it’s to gauge my reaction. I’m nervous. This is ‘the’ question.

“Nothing really. I have never felt comfortable around people. I tried a lot and it just never felt right. The only folks that I felt I could talk to were other Carnies. I was stuck on what direction I should go with my life. I didn’t want to move back to Romania to be with my people, and then I heard about this community. It seemed to be the answer to all of my problems. So here I am.”

Mr. Bailey leans back in his chair. “A lot of our residents here felt much the same way. There are a few members of our community that never go outside of these walls. This is all they want, all they need. If they desire something, they use the Internet and have it delivered. The outside world is of no interest to them.”

Mr. Bailey leans forward, putting his forearms on the desk. I can tell that it’s eye contact time. I see something shoot up to the back of his chair, I’m not sure what it is, but I’m busy making eye contact. Now would not be a good time to look away.

“Quite frankly, you are in.” Mr. Bailey says. “The one thing we’ve never had in the community for the whole time we have been open is a Doctor and we have needed one since the first day we opened. A lot of our residents have ....Um, issues. There were never enough people on the estate to get a normal Doctor and have them set up a practice here. As I said before a lot of our residents never go outside these walls, if they can help it. But when they get sick or hurt they have to. Not a lot of Carny folk are Doctors. It’s been a long term problem, but you and I seem to be the solutions to each other’s problem. We would love to have you join our community. What do you say?”

I’m flabbergasted. This was too easy.

What’s the catch? I’m thinking. The bottom line is that I want to get in. I want to meet Ophelia. Should I ask Mr. Bailey about her?

I’ll wait.

I stand and lean across his desk, holding my hand out for a shake.

‘I would be delighted for the opportunity. It’s just what the Doctor ordered.”

Mr. Bailey laughs and stands up to shake my hand. As he does something black whips up behind him, then disappears.

I jump.

Mr. Bailey laughs harder.

“Sorry about that, it’s my tail.” He chuckles.

I laugh hesitantly, vacant look plastered onto my face.

“No really.” He says still chuckling. “It’s hard as hell getting a suit made with it, but I found this great tailor in
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