

    
        
          Checks

        

        
        
          Charles Ynfante

        

        
          Published by Charles Ynfante, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CHECKS

    

    
      First edition. January 29, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Charles Ynfante.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215681886

    

    
    
      Written by Charles Ynfante.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Charles Ynfante

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Hitler's Tomb

          
        
          
	          The Deleria Mosaic

          
        
          
	          The Old Man, Beowulf and the King

          
        
          
	          Predator

          
        
          
	          The Hidden

          
        
          
	          The Source

          
        
          
	          Voyage at the End of Time

          
        
          
	          Mr. Ory and Family

          
        
          
	          The Coin

          
        
          
	          Clo[w]n[e]

          
        
          
	          The Devil's Insurance Man

          
        
          
	          The Dog

          
        
          
	          The Strike

          
        
          
	          The Vesuvian Prophecy

          
        
          
	          The Betrayal

          
        
          
	          York: African Slave and Explorer

          
        
          
	          God, Nazis and Genocide: The Holocaust

          
        
          
	          Globalization and the American Southwest

          
        
          
	          War and Modernization

          
        
          
	          Checks

          
        
          
	          Siler Twigg and Willy

          
        
          
	          The Imprisoned

          
        
          
	          The Science Fiction Collection

          
        
          
	          The Short Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Poetry to Poems

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Butterfly of Eden

          
        
          
	          The Village & The Question

          
        
          
	          Dracula and the Shark

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Charles Ynfante’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Checks

Sign up for Charles Ynfante's Mailing List

Further Reading: Clo[w]n[e]

Also By Charles Ynfante

About the Author


Big Daddy was eighty years old if he was day.

He was sitting in his armchair in front of the TV, where he’d been all night. 

The TV had not been turned off. 

He grunted, forcing out a burp that woke him. 

Instinctively, on cue, his hand groped on the end table next to him, searching for a beer can that did not exist. He had drunk them all the night before, settling himself into a stupor.

On the other side of his armchair was a worn paper grocery bag, wet and sagging from all the empty cans he had thrown into it. 

He reached for his shellacked white-pine cane that had been stained brown by his eight-year-old nephew, Lou. Big Daddy had commissioned him to do the job. The result was shabby, what, with parts of the cane darker than others, and the streaks of the staining liquid frozen where they had dried.

But Big Daddy was pleased. Even paid his nephew a dollar fifty. The shellacked white-pine-cane-stained-brown went everywhere with the old man. 

He used the cane like a cattle prod to wake up his nephew, who was asleep on the hard floor, curled up like some house pet at his feet. 

“Boy! Wake up!”

Lou groggily rolled over, still asleep. 

“Boy! Damn, you! Wake up!” He poked Lou on the shoulder with his cane, forcing the young boy to open his bleary eyes. “Get me the newspaper.” 

Lou tried to wake up, trying to get up off the floor.

“And don’t lolly-gag, damn you! Run now and get me the paper.”

While Lou ran out into the front yard to fetch the paper thrown there, Big Daddy pushed himself out of his armchair. This was not easy for an eighty-year-old man who stood six-foot four inches and weighed in at over three hundred pounds, most of that around his gut. He used his cane like a third leg to maneuver his center of gravity to his advantage. 

About all the old man wore these days were tank-tops that were supposed to be white but instead were smeared with left-over food, alcohol, and tobacco from his loose lips. Beside the dingy tank-tops, he wore old worn-out khaki pants from his construction days, and bedroom slippers. And his cane. 

His bedroom slippers were squished flat from his big feet.

Little Lou came tearing into the living room. 

“The papers not there!”

“Jesus H. Christ! How can a man start his day if that asshole of a delivery man can’t damn do what he’s supposed to do?” 

Big Daddy waved his cane like a rapier into Lou’s frightened face. 

“You sure it’s not out there?”

“I looked everywhere!” Lou was wide-eyed and breathless.

“Look again, damn it! The paper must be out there somewhere!” 

He thumped his cane on the hard floor. Lou shot out through the screen door of the living room to the front yard. 

Now, all this time, I had been laying on the couch, with the sheet that had been given to me, thrown over my head. I had a hard time sleeping, what, with the TV blasting, going all night. All night long, Big Daddy popped open beer cans, smoked, and muttered to himself. 

I left well enough alone and played for dead. 

But I still heard him late into the night and early this morning -—in his sleep or not, I don’t know; I didn’t turn to look at him as he sat in his armchair -—thumping his cane on the floor, swinging it through the air as he talked to himself. 

I’m his son, Don, from his third marriage. My brother, Chuck, is from his fifth -—not a fifth of whiskey but marriage although you can include the whiskey -—that ended twenty years ago. 

Big Daddy’s had no matrimonial luck since. 

My sister, Jesse, she’s twenty-three, lives in a bedroom in the back with her four kids.

Aunt Rachel, she’s thirty-four, lives in the other bedroom with her three kids; the same room she’s had for the past thirteen years. 

Big Daddy stays close to his armchair and TV in the living room, while Chuck and me float around, searching for whatever place there is to sleep in the prefabricated house. This house is older than Big Daddy.

I’ve been living here going on nine years. 

I had a good job in a can factory in Phoenix, but a back injury and climate change did me in. So, I’ve been living off Big Daddy and workman’s comp all these years; and trying to fix my twenty-year old Ford pickup, which won’t run no matter what. 

Chuck just got home from the military. Dishonorable discharge. Cowardice.

All the military wanted Chuck to do was stand guard in front of the U.S. Embassy in London. No way Jose. So, he was kicked out. 

Now, he’s here with us. For how long, I don’t know. Last night, he fell asleep on the back porch.

>>>  >>>

The front screen door opened with squeaks and banged shut on loose screws. 

“I looked everywhere. The paper’s not there.”

Big Daddy heard that, but his attention turned to the radio blaring heavy metal rock and roll music from Jesse’s bedroom.

“Turn that shit down!” Big Daddy shouted from the living room. 

Three kids, whose I don’t know, ran out of Jesse’s bedroom and out the front door. 

“And you!” 

I felt the blunted point of his shellacked white-pine-cane-stained-brown in my back. 

“Get your lazy, damn ass off the couch!”

Without a word, I took my sheet and pillow and went to the front porch. Big Daddy followed me. I saw his hulking mass through the screen door -—six-foot four inches and weighing in at over three hundred pounds, most of that around his gut. 

He stared at me in an agitated but confused state.

“Is the newspaper out there?”

I made a half-hearted attempt to glance over my shoulder. 

“No, dad. Sorry.”

“Shit.”

The wooden planks of the porch became my bed.

“Is your truck running?”

“No.”

“Aw, hell. What good are you?”

If I had a water balloon, I would have thrown it at him.

Chuck, dishonorably discharged, awakened now by all the yelling, shouting, and noise, came wandering around the front corner of the house. 

“... is there any more beer? ...”

No one answered. Big Daddy went back inside. I tried to sleep.

Flies, big ones, were already out, making a buzz-saw nuisance of themselves. The heat, being as it was July 3rd a Wednesday, was hot as hell; and it wasn’t even nine in the morning. It didn’t pay to be outdoors in this part of the Southwest desert.

>>>  >>>

We were the only house on this stretch of road that connected Blacksville, a town of about 500, with Simpson, a town of about 500. It was about 75 miles to each town. 

The newspaper to which Big Daddy referred was not a daily paper. Because our place is so isolated and out of the way, we get delivery only once a month. The mail and paper are delivered by the mail person from the post office in Blacksville. We’d go more often to pick these things up, but, like I said, sometimes my truck isn’t worth a damn. 

Of course, along with the newspaper, we were also expecting our mail. 

All of it. 

Big Daddy wanted his government pension check.

Aunt Rachel and Jesse their welfare checks.

Me, my workman’s comp check.

Chuck his military severance check. 

We wanted -—needed -—to cash our checks.

CHECKS! CHECKS! CHECKS! 

Except for the cases of beer we had stockpiled in the cellar for the upcoming 4th of July holiday, the cupboards and fridge were bare. Hell, even the bulb in the fridge had been taken out -—there was no use in having a light to see what wasn’t there, so we yanked the bulb to save it for another use. 

Chuck and me went inside, it was so hot outside. 

>>>  >>>

Big Daddy was moving, like a muscle-sore Godzilla, toward the mantel for a cigar. Damn. Everyone in the house hated that smoke. It hung around all day and the smell got into everything. And on a day that was hot, without a stitch of wind besides, it got to where you’d suffocate alive. 

Chuck and me just watched him light up and toke.

Just then, a string of firecrackers exploded outside the window; at the same time, the radio in Jesse’s bedroom got louder. Big Daddy crunched down on his cigar, his face scarlet and wrinkled with irritation. He didn’t know whether to shit a brick or throw one. He smacked his shellacked white-pine-cane-stained-brown flat on the coffee table. 

WHACK.

“Damn kids! And Jesse -—turn that trash off!” 

He snapped at Chuck. 

“Turn
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