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Powder Horn
By Ron Ripley

	 

	Not for Sale.

	When Kurt Selig saw the sign, he immediately knew what it meant. He straightened up, looked at his reflection in the glass of the display case, and fixed his hair. Once Kurt made certain his tie was on properly, he smiled at himself.

	Yes, he nodded. I can do this.

	He turned away from the display case, undid the button holding his suitcoat closed, and slid his hands into his pockets. Kurt made his way leisurely through the Milford Antique Co-Op, occasionally pausing to glance at other objects, but none of them had spoken to him the way the powder horn had.

	The horn, which looked to be from the early 1700s, was engraved with the name, Frederick Hesselschwerdt. Whomever the man had been, he had taken exceptional care of his powder horn and Kurt suspected the item had been brought to the continent by one of the Hessians hired by the British during the American Revolution. Items from the same time period had been neatly arrayed in front of the powder horn and those pieces, like the horn, had been in immaculate condition.

	All of them were for sale, Kurt mused, making his way towards the desk at the front of the store. The only requirement right now is for me to find out how much the seller wants for it. It’s really as simple as that.

	When he reached the desk, Kurt smiled at a tall, thin man who was working behind the register. While the man didn’t appear to be older than thirty, there was already gray at the clerk’s temples and crow’s feet at the corner of either eye.

	The man returned the smile, set down the magnifying glass he had been polishing, and asked, “What may I help you with, sir?”

	“There’s a piece I would like to look at a little more closely,” Kurt stated. “And if I might discover the price. It seems the seller has forgotten to include it.”

	The clerk frowned. “That is highly unusual.”

	He took down a set of keys from behind the desk. “Lead the way, sir and I shall do my best to assist you.”

	Kurt nodded and brought the clerk to the display case. The clerk peered at the contents and took hold of a bright, brass key. The man adjusted the small glasses he wore and observed, “Everything here is clearly marked, sir. Which item is it?”

	“The powder horn,” Kurt replied.

	The clerk straightened up, a tight smile on his face. “Ah, well, that’s not for sale, sir.”

	Kurt gave the clerk a knowing smile. “Money isn’t an object. If you could call the seller and ask what they’d like for it, I would be happy to wait.”

	“It’s not for sale,” the clerk stated. “Not for any price.”

	“Everything has a price,” Kurt said, keeping his growing anger in check. “All I am asking you to do is to call the seller and ask.”

	“I don’t need to,” the clerk answered.

	Kurt let out a mocking laugh. “Really? You know the seller wouldn’t want to negotiate a price?”

	“I do.”

	“And how do you know that?” Kurt asked with a sneer.

	“Because I am the seller,” the clerk responded.

	Kurt’s face burned with embarrassment. He cleared his throat, forced a smile, and stated, “Ah, well, then I’m speaking to the right person.”

	“Yes,” the clerk replied, his voice calm. “You most certainly are. But as the sign says, the powder horn is not for sale.”

	“Come now.” Kurt grinned. “What can I offer you for it?”

	“Sir,” the clerk began, “I am not selling the powder horn. It is important to me and so I keep it here, where it is safe and can, as you can attest, accentuate those items I am interested in parting with.”

	Kurt’s embarrassment shifted to anger. “Really, this is absurd. Why won’t you sell it to me?”

	“First of all,” the clerk said, “it is not only you that I won’t sell it to. I won’t sell it to anyone. Second of all, it is, as I have previously mentioned, important to me. Now, if there is another item I might help you with, then, by all means, show me. If not, sir, then I must return to the desk.”

	Kurt remained silent, his hands balled into fists.

	The clerk offered a short nod, turned, and left Kurt standing by the display.

	Fighting back his anger, Kurt stared down at the powder horn.

	I want it, he thought. There’s no way I’m not getting it.

	He walked away from the display and made a pretense of examining other items, steadily working his way towards the far end of the first floor. His mind raced, seeking different avenues by which he might acquire it.

	There’s an ATM at the front entrance, he thought. I could take out several hundred in cash and offer that up. Cash is usually an excellent incentive. Still, he wouldn’t even offer a price. Outright theft isn’t an option. I’m here on business and the last problem I need is to be brought in on a misdemeanor for stealing an antique.

	As he exhausted his possible avenues, Kurt came to the slow, angry realization that he wouldn’t be able to get his hands on the powder horn.

	His anger elevated to rage as he stomped down the hallway, prepared to let loose a torrent of verbal abuse on the clerk. When he arrived at the front desk, the clerk was across the room, speaking with another customer as well as another employee. The three were gathered around a Chippendale tallboy dresser and their backs were to him.

	The keys to the kingdom, as it were, lay on the desk.

	The brass key to the powder horn’s display case shone in the brilliance of the overhead light.

	Kurt slipped the keys off the desk, wrapping his hands around them to keep the keys silent.

	He walked back to the display case, constantly looking in the glass of the cabinets to make sure neither the clerk nor his compatriot was following him. When he reached the case, he hurriedly found the key, grinned as it slid easily into the lock, and then opened the display.

	Kurt didn’t waste any time examining the powder horn. Instead, he slipped it into his suitcoat, locked the display case, and hastened back toward the front.

	The clerk and the customer were gone but the coworker was at the desk. While the clerk had been tall, his colleague was short—perhaps only a foot or two above the desk.

	“Hello,” Kurt smiled. “I found these in the back on the floor. I think someone may have dropped them.”

	He placed the keys on the desk and the short man’s eyes widened.

	“Thank you,” the man responded, his voice shaking slightly. “Had these made their way outside, we would have been in a great deal of trouble.”

	“Good thing I saw them then,” Kurt smiled. “Have a great day.”

	“You as well,” the man said. Kurt couldn’t help but notice his hands were trembling as he turned to hang the keys back in place.

	Kurt left the store and lengthened his stride once he was in the parking lot. In a moment, he was standing beside his rental car. He used the keyless entry for the BMW, slid into the driver’s seat, and placed the powder horn in the glovebox.

	Once I arrive at the hotel, I can take a good long look at it.

	Kurt started up the car, shifted into drive, and pulled out of the parking lot before anyone could come out of the store and chase him down.

	When he was a few miles away from the shop, he risked a glance in his rearview, half-expecting a cruiser to be racing up behind him.

	There was nothing.

	Kurt grinned. Of course, there’s nothing. They haven’t realized anything. I bet they won’t notice until tomorrow or maybe even later. And I didn’t see any cameras outside the shop. No external security system. Heh, my conference is done tomorrow and I’ll be on a flight back to Minneapolis.

	As he drove, Kurt sighted the dark storm clouds ahead, sighing as he did. He had forgotten there was a forecast for thunderstorms. Kurt had a genuine dislike for them and much more, when he was outside when they occurred.

	He stepped on the gas pedal and increased his speed, hoping to outrace the storm and get to his hotel room before the rain started.

	A moment later, the first large, heavy drops of rain slammed into the windshield. Kurt shook his head, swore, and turned on the wipers. The car rocked a little bit as a strong gust of wind struck it. Along the road, the tall trees whipped back and forth as though some giant, wretched child was shaking them.

	The temperature in the car dropped which forced him to turn up the heat but even as he did so, the windows began to fog up. He slowed down, leaned over the wheel, and used the cuff of his jacket to wipe off some of the condensation.

	All it did was smear it around making driving even more difficult.

	Grinding his teeth together in frustration, Kurt turned the heat up higher and tightened his grip on the wheel a second before a peal of thunder shook the car.

	The steering wheel jerked in his hands, the car skidded, and Kurt yelled at his own idiocy as he overcorrected. His head snapped to the left, cracking the glass of the window to his side promptly sending him into a wall of darkness.

	A soft hissing sound brought Kurt out of the black haze of unconsciousness, his head pulsing with the beat of his heart. Pain caused him to close his eyes for a moment. Then as memory trickled back to him, he looked at the world.

	The dashboard lights still glowed softly, several of the indicators were red, flashing repeatedly and inflicting more pain on him. Kurt groaned as he turned the key in the ignition and the lights went out. It was then that he realized the car rested on its side. A hard patter reached his ears which was how Kurt knew it was still raining. The flash of a lightning a moment later confirmed the continued presence of the storm as a peal of thunder rattled the BMW.

	Kurt tried to focus as he unbuckled from the seat, letting out a yelp of pain as he fell into the door.

	Not thinking. Should have paid attention.

	He did his best to adjust his position. When he looked up, he saw that the back window on the passenger’s side was smashed in. The safety glass was gone, hanging from the door. Rain struck the leather seats relentlessly.

	Not like it’s going to matter, he thought, pushing himself up and in between the front seats. Wonder how much this accident is going to cost me. Is it my fault, though? Road must have been slick.

	Once in the back seat, he paused to catch his breath. As he did so, Kurt dug his phone out of his pocket and tried to make a call in vain. The screen remained dark, refusing to power up. Frowning, Kurt shook it and swore at it, stabbing the power button repeatedly. Still, nothing happened.

	After a minute or two, he stuffed his cellphone back into his pocket and stood up through the broken window, the rain slashing onto him. Each drop stung, the cold piercing his skin and chilling him.

	Cautious of broken glass, he gripped the sides of the window and pulled himself up. He strained against his own bodyweight, scrambled for purchase with his shoes against the wet leather, until he finally managed to pull himself up and out of the car. He slid over the roof and onto the ground, and strained to see where he was.

	Lightning flashed revealing with it a forest and evidently, the path his BMW had taken.

	As the darkness returned, Kurt clearly saw the damaged and broken trees in his mind’s eye. The BMW had gone off the road, into the woods, and down a steep hill.

	The storm and the forest had prevented anyone from seeing him, and he knew no one would search for him. His room was paid up, he had taken part in the mandatory portion of the conference and was not required to attend the next day’s events. There was no significant other expecting a phone call or a text. He didn’t have any pets to be watched, or bills to be paid.

	Everything was taken care of.

	As far as the world knew, he was okay and he would continue to be okay for several months.

	Why am I even thinking about this? he asked himself, shaking his head and then regretting it as the pain doubled. All I need to do is make it up the hill and onto the road. Then, I’ll be okay. I’ll walk until I find a store or a house.

	Trying to ignore the steady, throbbing pain in his head, Kurt took a single step forward and the dress shoes he wore, which were perfect for conferences, showed they weren’t up to the task of climbing rain-slickened leaves on a hill. His right ankle twisted as he leaned forward, trying to force his way up, and he crashed down to the ground. A sharp rock struck his thigh as he cried out an angry bark.

	Sitting down on the forest floor, he groaned as lightning lit the world, and thunder shook it. In the brief flash, Kurt noticed a tear in his pants, blood leaking out from a gash in his injured thigh.

	Oh hell. Fear crept into his thoughts. What do I do? Do I make a tourniquet? No, it can’t be that bad.

	In the darkness, he probed the injury and was relieved to find that it was nothing more than a long, though painful scratch.

	He let out a shuddering breath of relief, chuckled shakily, and tried to think of how best to climb the hill.

	I could take off my shoes and socks, go barefoot. But what if I step on something sharp? Should I just sit here for a bit, see if the storm lets up?

	He contemplated his choices for several minutes. Yeah, I’m going to wait. It’s the best option.

	Something whistled by his head and struck the car with a heavy thud, the rain muffling the sound. Kurt stiffened, thinking, was that an animal?

	The answer came when he was struck in the back. The blow knocked the air out of his lungs and left him gasping for breath. He tried to turn around to see what or who had struck him, only to receive a strike across the mouth for his effort.

	Kurt fell onto his side, tasting blood in his mouth as the sound of rain vanished beneath the rapidly increasing drumbeat of his heart. He struggled to regain his breath, trying to understand what was happening.

	Another object whistled over him and struck the car’s trunk.

	Kurt, despite the pain, twisted himself around in an attempt to grasp what was going on. As he stared into the darkness, the lightning flashed and revealed a young boy dressed in rags. His hair was clumped and uncombed, his face smeared with dirt. The boy’s small hands were clenched into fists. He glared at Kurt.

	Great, some inbred, hillbilly kid is upset that I’m in his woods. Can’t you see the wrecked car, imbecile?

	Thunder rattled the trees as the world plunged into darkness again.

	“Hey!” Kurt called out, his voice cracking. “Listen, I’m not a creep or anything. Could you get someone here, maybe? I’ve got money, I can give you and whoever you bring some cash. Huh? Think you can help me out?”

	Kurt waited for a response but he did so in vain.

	Only the sounds of the storm could be heard. There was nothing from the boy. Kurt bit back an angry demand and waited for the next flash of lightning, to see where the boy was and what he might be able to use to convince the boy to go for help.

	When the lightning lit up the forest, the boy was gone.

	He went for help, Kurt thought, sighed, collapsing with relief on the forest floor. Rain fell on him but he didn’t care. The boy would be back, Kurt was sure of it.

	He closed his eyes, thinking about anything other than the rain and his situation.

	The crack of something hard against his knee tore a scream from his throat and brought him into an agonized seated position. His fingers probed the injury. He let out a shriek as he touched a shard of the kneecap protruding from the skin.

	“What the hell is going on?!” Kurt screamed into the darkness.

	He flinched as a voice behind him answered, “You stole my powder horn.”

	It wasn’t the clerk’s voice, not a man’s voice. What Kurt heard was the voice of a child and one who was exceptionally angry.

	Kurt could hear the rage in the boy’s voice, the way it quivered when he spoke.

	And it terrified him.

	“I, um, I didn’t steal anything,” Kurt lied. “Hell, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

	Kurt grunted as a small hand punched him in the back of the head.

	Take it. Just take it, this kid will get me out of here.

	“I know you were in the shop,” the boy informed him. “I was there too, talking to the others. He told you the horn wasn’t for sale, so you stole it.”

	“Listen, kid,” Kurt pressed. “You’re not remembering any of this correctly. Yeah, I was there but I didn’t steal anything.”

	“The horn is in a locked box in your, your contraption.”

	Kurt’s heartbeat quickened. He can’t know that. I must have a bad head injury. I’m imagining this.

	He took several deep breaths, trying to clear his mind enough to focus on reality when he was struck again. He let out an angry roar as he attempted to turn to face the boy only to be struck in the face for his efforts.

	What felt like a small fist punched his eye and caused stars to burst around the edges of his vision. He threw his hands up to defend himself but cold punches continued to pass through him and beat him.

	Each blow was harder than the last and they were all delivered with relentless ferocity.

	Kurt was pushed to the ground by the blows. He tried to crawl away as he was kicked in the thighs and in his broken knee. Finally, Kurt reached the BMW, curling up against it. Constant punches and kicks slammed against his back. It took him a few moments to realize that the boy was screaming and yelling at him. Kurt couldn’t make out most of the words but the few he did centered around the fact that Kurt was a thief.

	Several times he tried to move away from the partial shelter of the car only to be driven back to it by the boy’s brutality.

	Weeping with shame and pain and fear, Kurt pulled himself into a fetal position and dealt with the beating as best he could. Reality bent and twisted—no matter how many times Kurt attempted to escape, the boy drove him back against the car. He shuddered and gasped as ribs cracked and then broke.

	Kurt squeezed his eyes shut as he cried out. Then, there was silence.

	I blacked out, he thought, opening one eye.

	The rain had stopped, and the forest around him was quiet. Nothing moved.

	He was now alone.

	Kurt tried to move, and then wailed in agony. Lancets of pain pierced his knee as he trembled, his stomach knotted in both hunger and a desperate desire to vomit. He took a deep breath and sobbed as something stabbed him in the chest. It was as though there was a weight upon his chest and every breath sent his mind racing.

	The urge to vomit increased and he fought it, knowing it would be agony. Finally, after several minutes, he managed to keep himself from being sick, but nothing could be done about the pain. Attempting to turn his head, he whimpered and stopped. Every muscle had seized up.

	I’m stuck, he thought, his eyes watering as he closed them again.

	As this realization crossed his mind, there was a shift in the clouds, and moonlight streamed down through gaps in the upper canopy of the trees. The BMW was bathed in one of them. Kurt managed to crane his neck back far enough to look up at the trees.

	The boy sat on the side of the car, peering down at Kurt.

	The boy, Kurt realized, was translucent.

	Through the child, the trees were completely visible.

	Kurt shuddered at the sight, squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head. Then, after he took a deep breath, Kurt looked up again.

	The boy was still there. Still glaring down with a malice that caused a small trickle to escape from Kurt’s bladder.

	“What are you?” Kurt gasped, each breath causing searing pain in his chest.

	“He’s dead.” The clerk stepped into view, standing near the car. The clerk shook his head. “He is a ghost and his name is Harold Lathe. Harold is connected to the powder horn you so rudely stole. It’s taken me hours to find you. If Harold hadn’t been standing on the side of the road, I never would have known you were down here. Or where you were. And that would have upset me even more.”

	Turning his attention to the dead boy atop the BMW, the clerk asked, “Where is it, Harold?”

	“A locked box in this, this thing.” The dead boy gestured at the car in disgust.

	The clerk looked down at Kurt. “Is the key in the ignition still?”

	Kurt clenched his teeth and didn’t answer.

	The clerk smiled. “You can either tell me or I can search you and from what I can see, sir, is that you are in bad shape. I’m certain you won’t enjoy me roughly searching for the key.”

	“Yeah,” Kurt hissed, more from pain than anger. “It is.”

	The clerk straightened up and stepped out of sight. Kurt could hear the man make his way into the vehicle. A few moments later, the clerk reappeared. In his hands, he held the powder horn.

	The dead boy grinned and vanished from sight.

	The clerk slipped the powder horn into his jacket and then he squatted down a few feet away from Kurt.

	“I told you,” the clerk said after an awkward silence. “The powder horn isn’t for sale. Selling it would be akin to placing a child for sale. It doesn’t matter that Harold’s dead. Not in the least. He’s my friend. He’s been my friend for the better part of twenty years. I leave him at the shop because there are other ghosts there. He has company when I can’t talk to him.”

	The clerk stood up. “I’m taking him back to the shop now.”

	As the clerk turned to leave, Kurt managed to gasp, “What about me? Aren’t you going to help me?”

	“No,” the clerk replied, walking away. “I don’t help thieves.”

	Kurt watched the man for as long as he could, but the clerk was quickly out of view.

	Kurt was left alone in the darkness. As he lay there on his side, trying to find strength enough to breathe, night animals called out.

	The rain started pouring again. As Kurt attempted to turn onto his back, he felt the broken ribs tear something inside his chest. Blood frothed upon his lips. He gasped and choked, unable to gather enough air to breathe.

	Lying on his back, he stared up at the leaf canopy. Kurt caught a glimpse of the night sky between the clouds, and drowned in his own blood.

	 

	* * *


Laffy and Friends
By Ryan C. Robert

	 

	Big, dead cartoon eyes stared blankly ahead, out of the poster. The animated hyena’s face contorted in a smile. His hands—wrapped in giant white gloves—were pressing on the edges of the poster, to show him trying to break free from his animated prison. He stood on two long, thin legs. And, though he was alone, the bottom of the poster had, LAFFY AND FRIENDS written across it.

	Molly had hung it up in Alex’s room a few years ago to keep him company, and they’d just never thought to take it down since. It was part of the room to Alex at this point. But Molly never got used to it. Something about the bug eyes bothered her. It was like they were never really looking at you, but at something else. Something that wasn’t there. Something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.

	“Mom?”

	Alex stood in the doorway, adjusting his backpack. Because the poster blended into the background for him, his mother might as well have just been staring at the wall.

	“I’m ready for school. If you could...” He let his sentence drift off as he nodded towards the door.

	“Yeah, I’ll take you,” Molly said, turning away from the poster.

	They left the room, and Molly could swear she felt Laffy’s eyes follow them out the door.

	They got in the car, buckled up, and started to drive. Molly had to remind herself each day to head to the middle school, not to the elementary school. She was still on autopilot for that one, and it was taking her longer than she’d like to break the habit. Change didn’t happen often in Molly and Alex’s lives. Things stayed largely the same. Which is, perhaps, why the idea that popped into her head at that moment seemed so appealing.

	“Hey, Alex, what do you say we re-do your room sometime?” Molly asked, looking at him with a smile through the rearview window.

	“Why?” responded Alex, in a suspicious tone.

	“Well, you’re a little older now. Don’t you wanna personalize your room a little bit? Make it more you?”

	“I don’t mind what it looks like right now,” he said, still expecting there to be some kind of catch. Then he looked down at the video game characters stitched into his backpack and started to get some ideas. “Maybe, actually.”

	“Think about it, okay?” Molly winked at him as they pulled up to the school. She waved as he got out of the car, then waited for him to go inside before driving off.

	The ride home was lonely, as always. And far too quiet, even with music on. She could hear her own sigh like a gust of wind through a cracked window. With nothing else to do, she turned into the drive-through of a fast-food restaurant to order some coffee.

	The tires crunched down on pebble as Molly slowly drove up to the menu and made eye contact with a Laffy ad, which raved about a limited-edition promotional toy. His smile was so big and bright in the poster that it felt put on. Fake. His fangs poked out from his smile. He stared her down like he was more than hungry. Like he was starved.

	As Molly pulled up to the window and paid for her coffee, she examined the Laffy-printed cup that the employee had handed to her.

	“How long has the promo been going on?” she asked.

	“Oh, the Laffy and Friends thing? It’s just for this month,” the cashier responded, smile plastered to her face.

	“Don’t you find him kind of creepy?” Molly asked in almost a whisper, leaning in.

	Laffy looked up at her from the side of the coffee cup. Starving. Insulted.

	“Oh, totally,” the cashier responded, “in that, like, hyper-normal sense. So generic he wraps back around to scary. That being said, I do think his show is kind of slept on. It has the perfect mix of adult humor in it.”

	She looked down at the coffee cup, then back up at Molly. “They just picked an... unfortunate mascot.”

	The two laughed and Molly looked down at the girl’s name tag.

	“Thanks for the coffee, Annie,” she said, before driving away. She felt a little bit of comfort in knowing that she wasn’t the only one who got off-vibes from Laffy. But she still made a point to turn the coffee in the cupholder in a way where he couldn’t look at her while she drove.

	The drive back to pick Alex up from school was even more painfully quiet. Molly found herself barely paying attention to things and occasionally had to wake her mind back up. The Laffy cup still sat in the cupholder from earlier. It was turned towards her now, staring. She ignored it for a while, until the paranoid part of her brain gave in and convinced her to turn it back around as she pulled up to the school.

	“How was your day?” she asked as Alex scooted into the car and buckled his seatbelt.

	“It was good,” he said, barely looking up at her. “Hey, is it okay if I invite Eddie and Andrew to sleepover tomorrow?”

	“Of course!” Molly said, slightly taken aback.

	Alex never had friends over. Ever. He never had, and it wasn’t due to a lack of friends. He’d been hanging out with Eddie and Andrew for years, but for some reason their house had always been off-limits when it came to hangout spots. Molly was happy that he seemed to be growing out of that.

	On the night of the sleepover, just after dinner, Alex and his two friends ran up to his room two steps at a time and shut the door. Molly cleared the dishes and packed up any remaining food as leftovers. She poured herself a glass of wine and sat down in the living room in front of the TV.

	She flipped through a few channels, each one failing to hold her interest. It got to the point where she wasn’t even paying attention to what she was skipping. Until the flash of a closeup of Laffy’s eyes ran across the screen. They were only there for a second before she’d mindlessly changed the channel, but it was long enough to scare her.

	She flipped back through the last few channels, trying to find which one it was on. But none of them were Laffy. None of them were even cartoons. Just old sitcom reruns and reality shows.

	Molly swallowed, attributed it to a passing commercial, and continued to flip through the channels. Slower this time. Much slower. And, eventually, she did find Laffy on TV. Only it wasn’t a closeup this time. It was one of the older, black and white cartoons, from when Laffy and Friends first started airing. He was talking to a group of children in a graveyard, though all dialogue popped up as written text. The children followed behind him in a single-file line, doing a rhythmic cartoon march as Laffy looked to the camera and made eye contact with Molly. He put his hand up to the side of his face—so that only the audience could see him wink and lick his lips, as he led the children into a factory.

	Molly changed the channel again, her heart beating much faster than it should be while watching a cartoon. She waited a moment, took a breath, then flipped the channel back.

	They were no longer in a graveyard. The line of children was gone, and Laffy was now in a fancy restaurant, donning a waiter’s outfit and delivering plates of steaming hot food to a group of diners. As they dug in, Laffy looked to the audience, to Molly, specifically. And he held a finger up to his lips. He mouthed something, and then text popped up on the screen that read,

	“OUR LITTLE SECRET.”

	Molly turned the TV off and sat back. And as soon as she did, she heard a noise outside in the backyard. What sounded like footsteps. Slow footsteps. Careful, as if they were trying not to make a noise. She looked out the window but saw nothing. She stood there for a moment, trying to let her eyes adjust to the darkness, but she still couldn’t make anything out. Her mind raced with thoughts of the cartoon she just saw. Of the footsteps she heard. The text repeating itself in her head.

	OUR LITTLE SECRET.

	Molly took the stairs two steps at a time when she went to go check on the boys. Her heart was racing, and she was doing her best to keep a level head. Old cartoons did tend to be a bit more... unconventional when it came to humor. But she’d never seen one like that. And
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