
Leia Manfredi

PITCH/FORK


How It Tore Apart an All-American Family





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Leia Manfredi


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Leia Manfredi asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I. PART ONE
        
      

    
      	
        1. Grave The Date/Is It Time To Move ON?
        
      

    
      	
        2. Accidents Happen
        
      

    
      	
        3. It’s News To Me
        
      

    
      	
        4. Trial And Error
        
      

    
      	
        5. Have We Decided Yet?
        
      

    
      	
        6. A Sign Of Things Not To Come
        
      

    
      	
        7. Consider Us Even/Can You Lend Me A Farmhand
        
      

    
      	
        II. PART TWO
        
      

    
      	
        8. So It Begins
        
      

    
      	
        9. The Road To Hell Is Paved With This
        
      

    
      	
        10. You Can Count On Me
        
      

    
      	
        11. Why’d The Peanuts Call The Police?
        
      

    
      	
        12. This Can’t Be Happening To Me
        
      

    
      	
        13. Trial And Error
        
      

    
      	
        14. When Anything Is Possible
        
      

    
      	
        III. PART THREE
        
      

    
      	
        15. Meet Me In The Boardroom
        
      

    
      	
        16. This Was Meant To Happen?
        
      

    
      	
        17. Knight Life
        
      

    
      	
        18. The First Ones Through
        
      

    
      	
        19. Defend Yourself, Why Don’t You?
        
      

    
      	
        20. It Had To Be You
        
      

    
      	
        21. You Can Count On Me—If I Told You Once
        
      

    
      	
        IV. PART FOUR
        
      

    
      	
        22. Club Hel
        
      

    
      	
        23. How’s This?
        
      

    
      	
        24. In God We Trust
        
      

    
      	
        25. The Final Nail/I Shoulda Seen This Coming
        
      

    
      	
        26. Return To Sender
        
      

    
      	
        27. So Many Crimes And A Funeral
        
      

    
      	
        28. Mourning Glory
        
      

    
      	
        V. PART FIVE
        
      

    
      	
        29. Life Will Find A Way
        
      

    
      	
        30. Altered State
        
      

    
      	
        31. I Will Survive
        
      

    
      	
        32. Leaving “Las Vegas”
        
      

    
      	
        33. Another Death In The Family/We’re Happy To See You Go
        
      

    
      	
        34. The Goat Will Always Gloat
        
      

    
      	
        35. The Return Of The King
        
      

    
      	
        VI. PART SIX
        
      

    
      	
        36. We’re Missing Something, Aren’t We?
        
      

    
      	
        37. Just Do It Isn’t Just A Corporate Slogan
        
      

    
      	
        38. All You Got To Do Is Ask
        
      

    
      	
        39. Planning Is Everything
        
      

    
      	
        40. The Sound Of Freedom: The Sirens Call
        
      

    
      	
        41. Can’t Keep It Going
        
      

    
      	
        42. My Final Goodbye
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
      	
        Leave a Review
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Leia Manfredi
        
      

    
    


  


I

Part One







  
  1

  
  
  Grave The Date/Is It Time To Move ON?

  
  




The baby was safe within her. She was on her way to see her first daughter. She put on a nice dress, her skin wet in the scent of her daughter’s favourite flower. Although she wasn’t a great fan of the scent, she has, since, grown to like it. She looked at herself in the full length mirror. She breathed. It was all she could do. When she was young, her mother told her to smile, her mother saying how people liked other people who smiled. Now didn’t call for one. She felt a tear grow in her eye. She carefully took her hand and wiped it, looking up and away.

In her car, she sat, the car not moving. She looked at the front porch and the slumbering house. All she could think of was how things’ve changed. Her breath shuddered as it moved deep within her. She let it out, though, in one outward-push. If she was going to go, now was the time to do it. She pressed a button and the car started, shaking as the engine growled, then settled into a hushed tone.

She drove it to where she’s been meeting her daughter, her first child, for the past three years. Her daughter could be nowhere else. It was a two hour drive, and she took it many times a year, as many as her mind would allow her.

She pulled into the parking lot and the car lights dimmed to darkness as she turned the car off. She was holding the seatbelt and the buckle still locked in its perch when she pressed the button and helped it slide along her torso. She got out and walked to the other side, where she placed at the start of her drive the simple gift she was giving her daughter, today being her kin’s sixteenth birthday. Has it been that long, she’d sometimes wonder. She shut the backdoor and locked the car, making her way through the small crowd wearing dark suits and dark dresses, some business related and others more made for other occasions. She asked if they’d excuse her.

They did and she passed.

She walked through the field of cement stones and metal engravings and found her kin always waiting, always there. She stood in front of her daughter looking at her with a bright smile and even brighter eyes. She liked being here. She liked her mother, too, but she had tints of her father, a muscular man with a sharp jaw and a pointy nose.

Emotions came. Her eyes were wet.

She knelt before her legs gave way.

If her daughter could talk, she’d tell her to just be and that everything was fine. She was being well looked after, and her room if it could be called that was being well attended.

She placed her daughter’s gift between the two of them.

I brought you something, she told her daughter. Who looked on. Nothing special, she said. With everything the way it is, things aren’t as affordable as they once were, she added. She opened the cardboard box and took out a small glass-kept candle. From her purse, she took out a lighter and created a withering flame. She touched the tip of the fire to the white string of the candle and held em in place. When she was saw the candle’s flame grow, she took her thumb off the lighter and turned the candle around, placing it down and beside her, then placing the lighter in her purse, shutting it, the magnet slapping together.

She looked on and breathed. She brought out a little box, hesitated, then opened it. Inside were decorated cookies. All of them were peanut butter laced with sugary goodness. She’d only have em on special occasions—this being one of them. She took one out, held it towards her daughter and tilted her head in the process, and proceeded to take a bite.

I got to thank you for turning me onto these, she said. She held the cookie in her lap, chewing and flexing her lips. She sited the chewed bits in the back of her mouth and swallowed—hard.

She didn’t know what to say. She wasn’t known for her words. A Pulitzer Prize winner author, she was not. She looked away and saw people and a lot of emptiness.

Do people even come here, she wondered, but didn’t say anything.

She looked down and was looking more within than anything else. She bit the cookie until the whole thing was within her mouth. She chewed. It was a soft cookie. Nothing in it was hard. It was like chewing pudding.

She looked at her daughter and was lost in the young girl’s beauty. She was reminded of times she could no longer experience, the faces her child made. She turned that face from sorrow to joy so many times and her daughter did the same for her. She moved a strand of fallen hair behind her ear. She looked at the dancing flame.

She waited and pressed her fingertips against the corners of her eyes. She ran the back of her hand under her nose.

Her daughter didn’t feel like talking to her today. Her reasons were her own.

When enough time had passed, she blew out the flame and carried the glass-kept candle to her waiting car. She was inside and the stuff she brought was beside her. She gripped the steering wheel, the car purring a gentle whisper. After she looked at her phone, just to see what time it was, she put it in reverse and pulled out of the parking lot.

She’s been staying less every year. A minute here and there. She wondered if it was for a reason that said something about her character. Was she moving on or was it the discomfort? Could she no longer handle it like she should? Was it even something she should be putting up with? What happened to her daughter was her fault, she thought. If she acted sooner, she’d still be a mother, but would she be a mother to the child within her, a patient thing who’d be changing her mother’s body as her own was changing every minute of everyday?

When the women was alone in her room, she was sitting on the edge of her well-made bed. She was holding her keys, her daughter’s bracelet and her daughter’s good luck charms glittering on the metal loop. She moved her fingertips along the molded dogs and cats and Hollywood figures of fantasy lore. She looked at the full length mirror and saw herself. Not liking what she saw, she looked away. Was she moving on, she wondered. She didn’t look like she did last year or the year before that when her new man convinced her to visit the girl who still means so much to her, more than any other person, though in the coming year that could be changing. Another was on its merry way and it didn’t care about the girl she just visited. Though the new one would probably hold the old one against her if she did. Kids—they can use anything against you and there’s almost nothing you can do or say otherwise. To them, they were right to do so, never caring how much it hurt you, the knife venturing further into your always loving heart and soul open to those who could do the most damage; this, she knew from experience. The cuts from those she said I love you to were always the deepest and the hardest to heal.

The woman is Stefanie Millar, and this was a brief exposé of her life after being involved in project pitch/fork. To understand what she went through, I will take you through the life of someone who paid because they did a stupid thing like drive drunk down a thought-to-be unused piece of road. If only it stayed that way. Then I will take you through Stefanie Millar’s horrific time with a program she now sees as such. Where she once saw reason, she now sees the true decay and the death of the society she fought to change. Though at the time, she thought it was for the better.
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If they had known the end of the day at the beginning, they wouldn’t have told their daughter to go and have fun and to stay out as long as she wanted. You’re only young once, her father told her, as he handed her the gold, dangling keys.

She placed her hand under them and raised her paw until they’d settled onto her palm. She thanked him and smiled, her teeth showing, and turned on her scabby heel and was out the door in a matter of minutes.

They were on the front porch, waving, as she pulled the car out of the long, curving driveway, her hand was on the other seat and she was looking out the back window, the car creeping slowly down the well-kept path.

My god, her father said, holding her mother by the other arm. She grew up.

Mm, her mother muttered, with a hint of joy in her words and a hint of sadness in her eyes.

You good, her father wanted to know.

She took her time.

Hmm, her father pushed.

Yeah.

Come on then, she ain’t coming back for a while now. Let’s go inside and finish off that pie of yours.

Her father was the first one inside as her mother hung on the porch. He was holding the front door, saying, You coming?

Yeah.

Well?

Her mother turned and followed her father back into the one storey farmhouse, the screen door slamming against the doorframe.

Her mother closed the main door softly, hearing it click into the lock.

This was going to happen regardless, felt her father. Who was looking forward to grandchildren in a matter of years. But grandchildren were not in store for him.




Later that night, he heard a fist rapping his locked front door. He was a little confused, wondering what time it was. He looked at the digital clock. It was almost three in the morning. Hun, he said. He waited. Then heard it—the loud knocking.

He was in the hall walking to the front door, as the knocking continued. Yeah, yeah, he said, yelling the first but not the second, not wanting to wake up his wife, the mother of a daughter, his only child with her. He had a couple more with another woman, who died of cancer.

The knocking stopped. Whomever it was had heard him.

He was putting on a bathrobe, tying the belt if it could be called that. He wondered who it could be. The neighbour, perhaps. Something had gone on top of his house and the neighbour needed to know if he could get it, not wanting to shock them with his presence. Then he grabbed the front door with the small window and a lace curtain on a gold rod and swung it open. Before him stood a police officer.

Mr. Hart, the officer asked him through the closed screen door.

Yeah.

I need your help with something.

Hun, his wife said, behind him, clinging to the opening to the kitchen. Hun?

Is everything alright, the father wanted to know.

The officer had a difficult time answering him.

Is everything, the father started to say, then stopped himself.

His wife was becoming teary-eyed. You could hear her squeal. Honey?

I just need one of you to come to the precinct house, the officer said.

What for, the father said.

I—um—I need someone to identify a body.

The mother cratered, her hand in front of her open mouth.

One of you will do, the officer informed them. All I need is one. Just one. He couldn’t deal with the woman’s emotions. He was pacing himself with his breathing.

I’ll come, the father said. Can I get dressed, he wanted to know.

The officer nodded.

Alright. I’ll be out in a minute, okay?

Again, the officer nodded.

The man shut the front door and walked to his weeping wife. He grabbed her shoulders and brought her in. He was hugging her tightly. He was rubbing her back.

My baby, my baby, the woman repeated.

The man wanted to speak but for some reason couldn’t.




A few minutes later, he was dressed and out the front door. I can drive you, said the officer.

Can you drive me back?

The officer said he couldn’t, thinking himself an idiot for making an idiot’s offer.

Then I’ll drive behind you.

They got in their separate vehicles and made their way to the precinct house, the man following the officer. Together, they stood in the hall crowded with more flyers than people. At this time of the night, nothing of much importance happened.

Can I—um—the officer started, then said, She’s pretty banged up.

I understand.

This can be—

I understand. But I’m doing it.

The officer opened the door and together they went inside.

They were in the coroner’s room.

Charlie, I have the father. You mind—the body—the young girl—we collected her a little while ago.

The coroner walked to the row of doors and opened one of them, Inside was a sheet covered body. He pulled it out. He looked at the stillness, then the officer and the man hanging out near the door. His feet were a hard thing to control, I guess.

The officer turned and looked at the man. Excuse me—but—um—

The man got on top of it and walked farther into the room. The three men stood around the peaceful body covered by the sheet.

The head isn’t badly damaged, the coroner said. But if you need to see more, I’ll show you the rest.

The man slightly nodded. He was preparing himself for the worst, though no one can prepare themselves for this.

The coroner removed the sheet and he looked at his little girl. Tears came. He cupped his mouth and rubbed. He looked away, stepping back a little and turning his body away from his daughter, who was alive a little while ago.

Is that her, the officer said, touched by the father’s emotions.

Yeah, the father said at last, saying, Yeah, that’s her. What happened? Those words were choked with grief.

The officer took his time.

Just tell me what happened, the father persisted.

And it was then that the officer told him the grim news. They were playing a simple game, turning the headlights off and driving at high speeds. They were coming over a slight hill—they couldn’t see the world in front of them—when it happened. They were hit by a drunk driver.

Did he survive, the father wanted to know.

Yes.

Where…where is he?

He’s being held in custody, the officer told him. There’s nothing you can do—not until he rejects the plea deal.

Will that happen?

The officer was silent.

Will—that—hap-pen, the father said.

Most likely. He seems like a disagreeable fellow.

Fought you guys, did he?

The cop told him with a flick of a facial expression.

The man kept what happened and the man who did it in his mind as he drove home.

Why, his wife kept asking, as she wiped her wet face. Why, hmm? Why? Why—why—why? Why her? Her of all people?

The man tried to keep himself composed. He didn’t like it when he became emotional. And right now, he wanted to cling to the remaining remnants of anger, but he was being overcome by the shared-sadness of his wife still wearing her nightgown and old slippers.

I can’t speak for Him, the man said. A simple answer was all he could give. But he also said, All I can speak for is what I’m going to do to that man.

The woman looked at him, a clothed-table between them.

He deserves it, no, the man asked his wife, his hand turning his bottle of beer. When she didn’t answer, he pressed her, No? Or do you think—

I can’t do it.

I’m not asking you to.

The women looked at her husband.

This—this whole thing—what happens—from here on out…it’s all going to be because of me. I gave her the keys. I told her to have fun. If I raised her right…if I raised her right.

The man was starting to breakdown. He felt the tears and heard them attach to his powerful words tainted by malice. All they could do was sit there and not look at each other and breathe, her father pressing his fingertips along the edge of a mug of coffee, the steam and the hotness curling along his tight, muscular palm.
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News of the incident spread. People were talking about it the next day, wondering if the family would be pressing charges.

Press charges, the father said to a man in overalls and a plaid shirt. Of course we’re pressing charges. What that fucker did—you don’t get to do it again. All we need is the go ahead from the government.

That’s all you need, the man in overalls and the plaid shirt said.

That’s all we need.

I hope you the best.

Same here.

The man in overalls and the plaid shirt turned and started walking down the farmer’s driveway—when he suddenly stopped, took his time, and turned the other way, looking at the farmer who was looking at him. Hey, Bill, the man in overalls and the plaid shirt shouted.

The farmer, Bill, looked at him, the casserole in his hands. He was given it as a gift if it could be called that. Yeah, the farmer said.

You going through with it? You really going through with it?

Bill took his time. Then said, You never know, under his breath.

Pardon, the other man said. You said something, didn’t you?

You never know, Bill said in a normal tone that carried to the man in overalls and the plaid shirt.

The other man lifted his hat by the brim, wiped his face, and said, too low for anyone to hear, My god, he’s going through with it. Then he said in a tone that carried, I’ll see ya.

See ya. Thanks for the casserole. I’ll be over to give you guys back your thing here—the container.

Alright, I’ll see you then.

And with that, the man in overalls and the plaid shirt walked the distance to his AV, got on top, powered it on, and drove back to his place.

Bill walked into his one storey house, shutting the door with his boot-covered foot.

And who was that, hun, his wife wanted to know.

Robert Mansfield, from down the street.

Everyone’s from down the street, the woman remarked.

He gave us this.

She looked at the container of food.

Another one.

This wasn’t—the farmer started to say. They didn’t give us the last one.

At least I don’t have to cook again.

Too bad.

The woman smiled.

I like your cooking. Wouldn’t have married you otherwise.

I’ll guess you’ll just have to suffer for a while, hmm?

I guess. I’ll put this in the kitchen. I wonder if it tastes good reheated.

We’re going to find out, thought the wife. Though she didn’t say it. She returned her attention to the tv glowing in the living room. The front window was open but it looked out onto the sheds where the chickens were kept and not the front drive where the man in overalls and the plaid shirt spoke to her husband.

He placed the casserole dish on the counter and paced himself. He had done much of what needed to be done already. People, kind people, were bringing him and his wife stuff like food throughout the week.

The cops were keeping the body. They weren’t in a position to hand it over, not yet, anyway. When he looked at the face, bruised and battered and bloated, he saw an image he never wanted to see. That night, he lifted a beer bottle to his hair-rimmed lips and drank. Although he preferred to sip the stuff, that night, he was in the mood for another tactic. The day after, his wife looked at him and wondered what kind of a mess he was going to get himself into. He grabbed his gun and was headed for the door—but his wife stopped.

And what do you think you’re doing, she asked him.

I’ll going out, woman.

You’ll have to go through me—

Get outta my way.

Like I said before—

Woman, please—just get outta my way. They told me who did this. I’m just going to show him what he means to me.

And if I mean anything—anything at all—to you, you’ll do as you’re being told.

This needs to happen.

And when he rejects the plea deal, it will.

And what if he doesn’t?

The woman took her time. We’ll deal with it then.

I got your word?

Yeah, was all the woman could say, hoping it would disarm the man.

Fine, the man said.

Now—put it away, the woman ordered from her perch.

Alright, the man said, and turned and walked to the cabinet where he kept his guns and stowed the wicked beast. He looked at it and played his hand along its dullness. One of these days, he said to the gun. One of these days, he said to himself, but only as a thought.

To tell you the truth, he had killed before, but that was in the military. He went in for the travel and the free education. It would also give him something to do that wasn’t controlled by his old man, a powerful figure in his life, the kind that would give you the family business because he knew you would look after it even if you had other plans. Upsetting him meant upsetting God and Sodom wasn’t the town you wanted to live in.

He walked back into the living room and looked at his wife, wondering if she was going to do anything with her life now that her daughter was dead. If he had the balls to question her, he didn’t have them that day. She looked at him from the long couch and kept his stare, that is, until he looked away. I’m going to go out, he said, and left.

She returned her attention to the tv.

He was out on the porch and standing. He looked at the vista, filled with memories of his children. He had three with another woman, all boys, but with her, he only had a daughter. He eyed her with kindness and love. His boys were out of town, finding things to do. They had to be informed and they were. He emailed them when he could keep his emotions in tact, telling them about their half-sister Shirley. They emailed, saying how affected they were by the news, wondering how the woman was taking it. She’s taking it fine, as expected, he wrote back. We’re just waiting on the news of the charges, he informed them.

If you need any help, they all informed him, you can count on it.

At least he had their support. Like champs, they always came through. This touched him more than a Father’s Day gift. He wiped his face beneath an eye, tilted his hat by the brim, and simply wrote, I’ll keep you informed, and, Thank you. Then he signed out and shut the computer off, walking out of the room.
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They charged him, the father said, coming in through the front door slamming shut behind him. His wife was sitting on the couch, still watching tv. It was how she coped, seeing the miserable lives of other people. It kept her mind off her own.

They charged him, she repeated. They actually charged him.

He was standing in front of her waiting for more good news.

Did he reject their offer, she wanted to know.

That, that I don’t know, he said.

But it is something you want him to do, isn’t it?

Of course it is. Are we really going through with this, he asked her.

I just…I don’t know—I don’t know. I never thought—

What?

Of all people…of all people, I never thought you’d be the one who’d, she suddenly stopped, not wanting to go further. She said, I don’t know, I don’t know. But she did know. She just didn’t want to tell him. Her eyes were getting wet. She wiped them.

He looked at her, his arms at his side. He then looked away, wondering what or if he should say anything. I just…he started to speak, don’t know—what else to do. I just don’t know. He took a life.

And so will you, hmm?

With a straight face, he said, Damn-fucking-straight.

And that doesn’t…you know…whatever you, she asked him.

No. It doesn’t. Why? Does it affect you?

Of course it does. That’s a life.

That’s what he took.

I know.

And you’re like—

I’m not—I’m not. I’m just…

He waited, then said, What? He waited.

She didn’t talk.

He finally said, What? It was forceful.

I don’t know. I just don’t know.

He looked at her. They held the stare. She blinked and looked away, and he kept looking at her, daggers in his eyes. He finally looked away, brought up the beer bottle in his hand and took a sip.

She hated when he drank like this. It reminded her of her father, who had a temper when he put a little too much into his system. When her father was like this, he took to yelling, and grabbing, and tugging. Though he never hit her, the thought of him being capable of something like that was strong. She shrunk on the couch, pulling her arms into her core and her knees together.




He was a few beers over the limit and he wanted to go outside. She rushed in front of him.

What are you doing—what are you doing, he kept saying.

Go out like this and you’ll be putting me in danger, she told him. You know better—you know better.

I’m just going to do—

What—

What is necessary, he said. What is needed, he said.

You can do that later, she told him, when he rejects—when he rejects their offer.

And what if he doesn’t?

And what if he does? If He truly wants this to happen—what you want to do—if He truly wants you to kill this man, then He’ll put him in a position where he’ll reject the offer. But that’s only if He wants you to.

And you, he said, nodding his head. What about you?

She stood there, blinking.

He moved his head closer to hers, the stink of alcohol permeating the air. And what about you, he asked her. He was unshaven. He had been for a few days now.

She was looking down and said in a tone almost mimicking a whisper, I’m with Him.

Him, he said. Not me.

She looked at him. He wasn’t leaning towards her. He was standing straight up, looking down at the woman standing before him.

I’m sorry, she said. I’m just…she was silent. He waited, then said, Yeah. Figures. Can never—I could never count on you, could I?

She wasn’t looking at him. She was holding her head low. She was holding her other arm.

Figures, he said. Figures, he repeated.

He then turned and walked away. She looked at him, his back to her, the night air filling the house. She blinked and kept looking. When he was in his room, she let out a breath of air and held the edges of her face with her pressing-fingertips.




Sometime later, they had the news they were looking for. He did it, he said. He did it.

Did what?

He was on his phone, scrolling the news.

Do the easy thing and treat me like an idiot.

He looked at her sitting on the other end of the small cloth covered kitchen table. He didn’t like it when she called herself an idiot. She was smart, when it mattered. She had more street in her than college but that didn’t persuade him from not becoming her husband.

He’s going through with it—the trial, he told her.

He thinks he’s not guilty, she asked him. After what he did, he actually thinks he’s getting away with it—with what he did?

I…he started to say, shaking his head with the simple letter. Beats the shit outta me, he finally said. I guess he thinks this is due.

She looked at him.

Being found guilty—

Putting his family at risk. What kind of man—what kind of man would do such a thing?

I don’t know. A kind that doesn’t care, he said. The kind that believes those he angered…me…are due their day with him. That kinda man, he said, would do something like this.

I wonder what his wife thinks.

I hear he has a daughter, too.

She looked at him, holding her cup of coffee. There was silence, as he pulled his lips into his mouth and licked them. Finally she said, Yeah?

Yeah.

No, yeah? As is, yeah, so?

He…the man said, then he was succumbed by silence.

You’re not…you’re not—you know—you won’t. You’ll leave her alone, right, she wanted to know.

Knowing what he took, he said.

You’ll kill her first, she wondered.

Maybe…maybe not. What would you like?

She’s a child.

He put her in a position to be—

To be what?

They were silent. She spoke.

To be what? Raped, assaulted, murdered? What—to be what? Tears came. What are you going to do to her?

He was looking at his phone.

Bill, what are you going to do to her? Will you tell me, hmm? Will you tell me? What are you going to do?














