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Three Grandmas in
Texas

 


Howdy the name’s Clem…Clem Pritcher
also known as “Cowboy Clem” to my friends, if I had any. I have a
story to tell, one that sounds too crazy to be true too strange to
be real but I swear everything within here is true. I saw what I
saw there’s no denying it now. Shit I don’t know where to start but
I guess it goes like this.

I work part time as a driver for some
people in the fuck you pay me business, if you will. They called me
up one day, it’s the usual contact telling me there’s a new job for
me near my hometown in Texas, told me it would be triple pay and
all I would have to do is drive, “Perfect for Cowboy Clem” were his
exact words.

“Ok what’s the job?” I asked
the contact on the line, he never told me anything specific
regarding the job. I was assuming they didn’t want too many people
knowing about different aspects of the job. I had worked for this
contact before so there was no reason to feel
suspicious.

“First you are to meet three
women outside of the abandoned strip mall four miles from your
boyhood home you know the one I mean I’m sure. Don’t get fresh with
these ladies, they are trained assassins. One will be in blue, the
other in yellow and the third in red, simple enough?”

“Yeah say what’s…” Click,
before I could ask anything about specifics he was gone. I was no
murderer just a driver but triple pay sounded damned
nice.

I knew the exact place he was talking
about it had been a rundown haven for junkies over the last thirty
years so I drove over there after getting off of the phone with the
contact and pulled into the weed strewn, overgrown lot. I could see
their bright dresses from across the lot standing neatly in a line,
as I got closer and closer I could tell they were old ladies,
wrinkled and gray, “they could be somebody’s grandmother for God’s
sake!” Is what I remember thinking as I pulled closer trying not to
show it on my face letting the car roll to a stop in front of them.
Before I could even come to a full stop or think about getting the
door open to say hello they were in the car strapping on their
seatbelts looking just as prim and proper as any other old ladies
would look coming or going to church any other day.

“Damn ya’ll are fast, my
name’s Clem,”

“Yes cowboy Clem to your
friends’ just drive,” the one in blue directly behind me said
sternly.

I don’t know how but it was obvious
these three little old ladies knew a lot more about me than I did
about them and there was something odd about them. Something
besides the obvious of being told they were assassins, much
different about the way they moved compared to other elderly
people. It was like they moved fast and smooth when they felt like
it, like when they got in the car. That would be a good ruse,
acting infirmed. I just tried not too over think because I get in
trouble that way so I just did what the one in blue told me,
driving off from the abandoned area completely ignorant of a
destination.

“Where exactly am I going
ladies?” I tried to ask politely.

“First you know you are in
the presence of “the three,” do you know of us driver?” The one in
red next to me in the passenger seat said, I shook my head to
indicate I hadn’t heard of them.

“My, my youth these days,”
she said.

“No respect for history,”
followed the one in yellow next to blue in the backseat.

“Only out for fast money,”
said the one in blue who told me to drive.

“No I’m sorry ladies but I’m
only a part timer besides you all look like you could be someone’s
grandma I would never think you were…what you are.” I said now back
on the main highway still driving without a destination.

They all burst into laughter, “We are
somebody’s grandma Clem, just not your shuffle board playing ones.”
Red told me amused.

“What? You’re all actual
grandmothers?!”

This prompted them all to proudly
display the pictures they had of their grandchildren, which were
numerous. I swerved on and over the line several times telling them
they were lovely.

“Why wouldn’t we be
grandmas? Our job doesn’t dictate who we are or define us as people
in our lives, are you simply a driver?” Red was too smart for me
they all were, I thought I was just driving…damn it.

“I…I…guess you’re right.” It
made sense to me besides this was too damn weird to get into all
these questions with them so deeply. If what I thought about them
was true these three were vicious and deadly killers despite their
grandmotherly exterior. “So what do I call you ladies?” I asked
them while nervously trying to concentrate on the road.

“Keep it simple Clem, Red,
Yellow and Blue work for us, now drive.” Red said pointing
straight.

“How far, where to?” I’m a
curious bastard.

“My you are a curious
bastard, four miles straight, then left at the light, drive one
mile it is the first house on the right, it’s even got some pretty
green shutters on it. Is that enough information for you Clem my
slow witted boy?”

“You got it red…you don’t
have to get snappy,” I said smiling and trying for a joke, she
smiled back a little, moving her wrinkles.

I followed Red’s directions until I
pulled into the driveway of what looked to be your typical suburban
one story rambler though it seemed a little run down.

“What now?” I asked as I
shutoff the engine.

“Now we go inside this is
Blue’s home Clem. What, did you think this was the job?” Red asked
as they all giggled at me again while getting out of the
car.

We all walked inside the little one
story piece of trash and moved into the living room area. The
smells of cat piss and iced tea hanging in the air reminded me of
my own grandmother’s house.

“Everyone take a seat I’ll
get us some iced tea,” Blue said rushing away into the
kitchen.

“Has blue lived here long?”
I asked openly so either Red or Yellow could answer but neither
did. Blue came back with the tea as we all sat there silently and
awkwardly, she handed each of us a glass. I couldn’t take it
anymore I had to ask so I just blurted out,

“Ok what the hell is going
on here? Is there a job or not? Is this it? I’m just a driver you
know not a killer!”

“Another impatient one,”
Blue spoke

“He’s a man what do you
expect,” Yellow answered.

“No he just young…and dumb,”
Red said.

They spoke about me as if I wasn’t even
in the room, it’s a strange feeling. I was going to say something
but then Blue rose from the couch and spoke first,

“Enough with the games,
there is a job Clem and your part in it is to shut the hell up and
drive us where we tell you to go, then you get paid is that clear?”
I didn’t answer just nodded and sat there stunned as Red and Yellow
also rose, they all began walking towards a black metal door in the
center of the house…I followed.

“Let’s go Clem time to start
the job you are ever so eager to get over with,” more
snickering.

They each placed their thumbs on
different biometric scanners around the door frame and the door
unlocked with a click and a beep. They entered first and I followed
them, down a dark staircase to what I assumed was the home’s
basement. The lights were turned on and I couldn’t believe what I
saw in front of and surrounding me in the middle of this seemingly
normal neighborhood in a random old lady’s house.

The room was a veritable assassin’s
museum though everything within here was still used and fully
functional. On the left wall there were shelves lined with various
poisons of differing toxicity labeled in glass vials. Directly in
front of me there was a bank of LED screens with different people’s
images appearing and disappearing alongside scrolling information.
To the right the wall was covered floor to ceiling in weapons of
all types, mostly various models of firearms though.

“Damn Blue you keep all this
stuff in your house?” Was the only think I could think to
ask.

“Such a sweet boy,” Yellow
said tapping my cheek as she moved over to the weapons wall while
the other two snickered, I didn’t get the joke.

“One of my many safe houses
Clem now again shut up and get over here,” Blue said as she
casually loaded a handgun. “You know how to use one of these
Clem?”

“Sure I’ve fired one
before.”

“Good take this .45 it’s
locked and loaded, the safety is on.” She handed me the chromed
gun, it was pretty. “You shouldn’t have to use that but better safe
than sorry.”

“Can you tell me what the
job is Blue… please?” I decided to ask again nicer this time hoping
for a specific answer, Red spoke instead.

“You’re the driver Clem,
there’s a small gang of thugs that occupy a house in an otherwise
profitable neighborhood for our boss. They are scaring and
disturbing the decent neighbors so we’ve been contracted to remove
the problem completely.” It was strange hearing such things come
from the mouth of such a harmless looking old lady; I had to ask,
me being so curious.

“You mind if I ask, you
three don’t look like any assassins I’ve ever heard of or seen, how
did you get involved in this life?”

They looked at each other perplexed as
if none of them wanted to change the crying baby’s diapers, their
wrinkled brows furrowing together in annoyance. They decided to
show me some mercy and explain their origins somewhat, I still find
it incredible. I think I’m just too dumb for this life; too many
preconceived notions about the way things should be in this line of
work will get you killed.

“Alright Clem since we’re
going to be working together for a little while and we have to
trust your ability as a driver I will trust you with smaller
information. Our story is quite simple in its complexity; mostly
forty years of government training would be the foundation. We each
actively worked for Uncle Sam loyally until our recent retirement;
it was a simple business decision really. We have all been given a
license to kill by the government and even though we’re retired now
it still exists due to our multiple contacts and sensitive inside
information. Together the three of us decided it would be to our
advantage to join up and become contractors for the extreme
increase in pay so that’s what we’ve done and I think that’s enough
information for you.” Red kindly explained to me as she made
Molotov cocktails containing ball bearings like she was making
cookie dough.

“So it’s all about the
money?” I asked rhetorically.

“Clem, what is the answer to
one hundred out of one hundred questions?” Yellow asked
me.

“Huh? I don’t
know.”

“Money, of course this is
about money and we’re slowly getting rich off these contracts, soon
we can go to the Keys forever. We’re just hoping you live up to the
high recommendation you received, we don’t just trust anybody off
the street to drive us on jobs.”

“I understand and I
appreciate that. Now that I know we’re all after the same thing
let’s get this job rolling,” I said tucking the .45 clumsily into
my waistband. “You mind if I ask who placed the
contract?”

“Actually yes we do mind,
secrecy is a virtue of the three,” Blue answered
quickly.

“I can respect that, when do
we leave?” I asked.

“Right after I pee, I am an
old lady after all.” Red said as she went upstairs.

My head was still kind of swimming, I
felt dizzy like I was getting drunk on information. My entire view
of humanity and the world and the grandmothers within it had been
shattered. These three nice looking elderly grandmas are three of
the world’s deadliest trained killers. Red said they had worked for
the government for forty years, if that is true then I’m sure
they’ve killed thousands of people between the three of them and
now in their old age they do the same thing except this time it’s
not for country it’s for very good money.

They all took their turns using the
bathroom and then began gathering up the weapons they felt they
were going to need. With all the firepower they brought with them,
placing some in cases and
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