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Introduction 

It's a Family Tradition leads us back to the mountain where the Sheriff serves a bench warrant for nonappearance in court. The mountain feels the explosion and underneath the rubble is a story of abuse, betrayal and revenge. 
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Chapter 1 

The family mourning the death of Estel threw the mountain into an emotional turmoil. Fly proclaimed himself head of the family. After going through Estel’s papers, he discovered a key to a safety deposit box at a local bank. Fly’s curiosity was so great; he drove to the bank and requested access to the box. Once he was given privacy by the bank, he opened the box and peered inside. To his disbelief there was a letter in Estel’s handwriting explaining the map, he saw inside the box. Her instructions were to follow the map and dig up the trunk, and all answers to his questions would soon be realized. As he drove back to the mountain, he made the decision not to tell the other family members, until he found out what was in the trunk. 

Estel’s oldest granddaughter had been in the hospital, during the time of Estel’s passing. It had been a common occurrence since her marriage to Jimmy Joe Ellsworth. Sally Jean had been in the emergency room ten times. Jimmy Joe beat her so bad, this last time her face was almost unrecognizable. Her jaws were wired shut with broken ribs, because she’d dared question him about another one of his affairs. As she had lain on the bed, her thoughts flickered back to what Estel told the family, what should happen to anyone who hurt or disrespected their family. Sally Jean began to devise a plan to take care of all her problems. The time away from Jimmy Joe had given her plenty to think on and she knew what must be done. She would begin her plan, once Jimmy Joe came to the hospital to pick her up and take her home. 

At home, Sally was told, "You know, I didn't mean to do that. It was your own fault for making me so angry." Jimmy Joe looked so smug. He felt he had Sally Jean over a barrel, because she couldn’t answer him back. Deep within her she seethed over his callous remarks. He was always blaming her for his beatings. Buried deep within her was a secret, one she would put into motion now that she was home. There is a time for everything. First a time to heal while she continued formulating plans for her husband. 

Sally was an avid gardener and enjoyed working with soil. She owned a large piece of property passed down from her grandparents, she had plenty of room for her gardens. Her uncle Fly had come with the map in hand intending to dig. Sally Jean had had some concerns at first, but realized the spot was nowhere near her gardens, so she relaxed. Fly grabbed his shovel and he dug into the ground for the trunk; he was hoping for something worthwhile and he wouldn't share with the rest. The metal trunk was extremely heavy, and Fly needed help. 

“Sally Jean, I could use some help with this trunk. Would you mind coming over to help me?” Fly asked. Sally agreed. Fly put together a jimmy‐ rigged set‐up and they used pulleys and a rope to pull up the trunk. “Sally, hand me my bolt cutters.” Fly reached for a pair of bolt cutters to clip off the lock. Pulling at the latch, he then lifted the lid. After all the dust had settled, Fly removed the items. 

There were some strange looking coins, bars of gold, paper money and a journal written in a foreign language he did not understand. Looking at Sally Jean, Fly shrugged his shoulders, “Guess I'll have to get someone who can translate this journal.” Sally shook her head. “Okay Sally this is our secret all right?” 

“I understand Fly, it’s our little secret,” answered Sally. Sally agreed, thinking this could be helpful to her later. 

Fly put the mysterious items in his trunk turned to leave and waved goodbye. Sally Jean returns to work on her plans. Sally calls Jimmy Joe on the phone, "Please come home, I want to make up with you.” Jimmy Joe rushed to get in his truck at the implication of Sally Jean promising sex. He readily agreed to come home. He had already been bragging around town, he was leaving town with his new girlfriend and they were expecting a baby. What’s the harm of giving the wife a final good time? He figured he would be doing Sally Jean a favor. 

Sally had been hearing rumors off and on since ending up in the emergency room. As she got ready for the arrival of her husband, she fixed herself up, poured drinks and watched out the window. Jimmy pulled up moments later and falls out of his truck and began wobbling up the path. Drunk as usual, he bursts through the door. 

“I'm here, so what do you want to do?” Jimmy Joe slurred. Quick to respond Sally Jean purred, “To make you happy. Come sit,” she motioned, “here in your favorite chair. I'll bring you a drink.” Sally smiled. She continued telling him home much she loves him. Jimmy Joe interrupted, “Yeah, yeah, I know. Where the hell is my damn drink?” As she stirred in large quantities of Bella Donna into his drink, she thinks, now is the perfect time. She re‐entered the room and started to hand her husband his drink, when Jimmy Joe grabbed his drink out of her hands, putting it to his lips, he gulped it down. 

A slow sleazy smile breaks out on his Jimmy’s face, “Now, what are you going to do for me?” Before Sally Jean can answer, Jimmy Joe is tearing at her blouse. “I have something you can do to make me happy. Get on your knees and do something useful.” A moment of panic erupted within Sally Jean, Oh shit. She feared she would have to go through with giving him oral sex. Just then the Bella Donna started to kick in. His pupils began to dilate, his vision blurred, and his heart began to race. He began to hallucinate. “What the hell did you do to me BITCH?” he choked. “Nothing honey, you've just had too much to drink as usual,” cooed Sally Jean. Frustrated and growing more and more agitated, Jimmy struggled to speak, "No w‐w‐ay. I‐I‐I’m u‐used to be‐ing d‐d‐drunk.” He grabbed onto the chair as he tried to stand up, he lunged at Sally and fell to the floor. Laughing Sally asked, “How does it feel to be the one on the floor? “ She kicks him in the rib cage and then his face. 

“I'll be right back”, she tells Jimmy. Upon her return, Jimmy saw she held a large butcher knife and an ice pick. Sally stabbed him over a hundred times. Then she poured salt into his wounds. She listened with a manacle glee while he begged and pleaded for mercy. “You never showed me any mercy! Now you’re going to die!” Sally shrieked. Standing over his body, Sally smiled for the first time in weeks. Guess I'll have to find somewhere to put you, so I can visit you. Standing there it dawns on her the perfect place. 

Sally dragged Jimmy’s body down into the cellar. She straightened up and for a few minutes pondered how she would go about taking care of Jimmy. She would start with chopping him into smaller pieces using Jimmy’s wood chopper. So it was through her careful planning and knowledge of herbs that dear Jimmy Joe became fertilizer for her roses. It was the one way he could always be a special part of something beautiful and enjoyed by all who saw Sally Jean’s rose garden. 

Pleased with her work, Sally called her Uncle Rusty, “Jimmy has run off with his with a girlfriend. Could you please come and get his truck?” she asked. She explained further how, “It’s just too painful to look out and see his truck. We shared so many memories and knowing he has 

run out on me, it’s well...it’s just painful.” 

Uncle Rusty came to pick up the truck. With a tear in her eye, Sally shut the front door, turning to lean against its smooth surface; she wiped the tears from her eyes. The family would call on her to give moral support, saying Jimmy was “no good for running off with that other woman”. Sally returned to her garden, time spent there made her happy. 

Chapter 2 

Sally spent all her extra time in her gardens, this made her happy. Shortly after her body had begun to heal from her last beating, Sally got a job at a local market. She was hard working, friendly and well liked. While working at the market, Sally met a new man. This man also loved gardening and country living. Gerald who liked to be called Gerry by his friends brought with him new pets, hogs to be exact. This gave Sally a twisted idea. She had read that hogs would eat anything. 

Sally had started tracking down all of her late husband’s lovers. She thought what nifty idea of feeding the hogs Jimmy’s leftovers. She was saddened to learn in her scouting of lovers that some of them shared children with Jimmy Joe. She felt robbed and it only fueled her dark desires onward. Children were something that was never allowed in her home. The slightest mentioning of having children resulted in a painful reminder of her husband’s wishes not to allow her to have any children. Sally felt, if she couldn’t have his children, then no one else would either. 

Gerry was sweet and patient knowing what her husband had put her through. It always made him smile to see how gentle and loving she was with her farm animals and dog. Her family approved of her new sweetheart, it had been a long time since anyone had seen her so happy. Sally had begun compiling a list of people she felt had done her wrong, including Jimmy Joe’s former lovers. All these wrongs would be made right one plan at a time. It started with Jimmy Joe and now the list had grown expanding further than she first planned. Sally Jean’s list was taking on a life of its own. All of the women listed are trash. No one would miss them. People move in and out of town all the time. A few less trashy women wouldn’t be missed. Sooner or later new trash would move in again. 

Sally Jean her new life needed a makeover, she contacted the local Mary Kay representative and scheduled a Mary Kay makeover garden party. She invited members of her family and made it a point to include three of the most hated women from her list to the Mary Kay party. The invitation promised door prizes and refreshments. The three women looked as if they put their make up on with a paint spray gun, so they could definitely benefit from a makeover. Kelly, Cindy and Sandra were far from perfect, but they always looked down their noses at Sally Jean and her family. 

Sally Jean was delighted to have all of her invited guest contact her with their RSVPs signifying their attendance as planned. Sally prepared a big spread that used two weeks’ worth of her paycheck for her makeover garden party. Her house was spotless and it was with great pride she greeted her guests. Gerry made sure her rose gardens had been perfectly manicured, for Sally's guests to enjoy. While the guests were enjoying the festivities, Sally overheard, the three bitches talking about her. 

“The rose garden is the cleanest spot in the whole house.” Sandra said. 

Kelly chimed in with “I wonder how much it cost them to bribe the Mary Kay representative to show up.” 

“I'd be afraid to sit on the toilet, you just never know what you might catch...all sorts of diseases.” Cindy shuddered. 

As Sandra was saying, “I don’t know why Jimmy married her. He'd need to put a paper bag over her head just to sleep with her, she's so ugly.” 

Members of Sally’s family: Lennie, Janie, Shelly and Rose listened unseen by the bitchy trio. With a cold smile reminiscent of Estel, Rose addressed the three women, “This is how it’s going to be bitches, you all will take your seats, enjoy a glass of punch and play nice as you are given your makeovers. You will be gracious to Sally Jean who has worked very hard at making this a nice party.” 

“And if we don’t Rose, what are you going to do about it?” Cindy demanded hotly. 

Rose walked over to Cindy standing inches from her face, she leaned in and whispered, “We will make you and your two bitchy friends wish you were never born,” Rose pulled back to see that her words registered with Cindy. To make certain, she leaned back to add, “Do you understand what I have told you?” 

Cindy’s face drained of color and she whispered, “Got 

it.” 

Kelly and Sandra turned with a huff and moved to go back inside. Cindy paused to look back at Rose who glared at her. Cindy quickly followed her friends. The family turned their backs to the bitches and Lennie says, “Damn, I hope Sally didn't hear what they said, and us too.” Rose slid past Lennie, “Let's go inside and makes sure they mind their manners.” 

Sally had heard everything. Now she would carry out her plan and they would pay. Sally smiled and joked with her guests. Passing out snacks and drinks with makeovers going on, and orders being taken everyone seemed to be having a great time. Sally’s Mary Kay Makeover Garden Party was a success. But of course Kelly, Cindy and Sandra were standing in the corner gossiping and making fun of Sally. Sally Jean took a deep breath and sashayed over to the kitchen counter to pick up special fancy drinks she made for these girls. The specialty drinks included the cutesy umbrellas, plus a special house blend mixed with fruit. The drinks were to help her special friends with their sour moods. She thought it would make them happy. Instead she was met with sarcasm, “Well good gracious Sally Jean, it's about time you offered us a drink, we are parched over here,” trilled the trio. Sally Jean took their insult and turned on the charm. “I made it special just for y’all. It took a little extra time...” 

“Oh you put fruit and an umbrella in our drinks, wow, who cares? We don't really like you. We just came for the door prizes.” Sandra dismissed Sally Jean with a wave of her hand. 

“I'm sorry.” Sally said still playing along; she appeared to look disheartened to all. 

Kelly stood abruptly and pushing her drink away, “This party and this place stinks,” she announced “and I'm getting out of here!” After guzzling their drinks, Cindy, and Sandra take their leave following Kelly they slammed the door behind them. 

While driving back to town the girls stop off for drinks making it a proper Girls Night Out away from the husbands. The men at the bar treated the women to more alcohol and some flirtatious dancing, the ladies called it a night. Kelly drove and made a premature stop for a bathroom break. 

Once all the women had emptied their bladders, they got back in the car and realized they had no idea where they were. They drove for a while and as nothing looked familiar they pulled over. Moments passed and they flagged down a passing car and were given directions home. Though they were given concise directions, all three were in a state of confusion. Too much drinking had addled their judgment. The women decided they were too drunk to drive home, so they would stop for the night, and sleep in the car. They would wake the next morning and continue on their way home. 

What seemed to them to be a few minutes, in fact was the passing of several hours, as the girls awoke. They realized they weren't in the car. Their memories were muddled and they were not sure of where they were, but they knew they were sick. They were each trembling, vomiting, and experiencing extreme intestinal pain. Kelly yelled, “Please help us!” A soft light came on overhead and familiar voice floated down the steps. 

Sally Jean appeared to hear the girls gasp upon recognition of her. “You girls need my help?” asked Sally. “Oh thank God! Please, Sally, help us.” Sally saw that it was Kelly who spoke. She looked over Cindy who indeed looked sick. It was Sandra who spoke next, “Help us Sally, we’re so sick.” Sally smiled and in a caring tone she enquired about what had upset them so. “Really, now tell me more. What did you eat and drink?” 

“Milk punch at your party and a few drinks after we left, that's all,” moaned Kelly. 

“Oh gosh,” groaned Sally Jean, “we had a problem with one of the cows ingesting some white snake root.” She paused to look at each woman letting it sink in what she was telling them. “Sorry, ladies, it must have gotten in the milk in your milk punch. Sorry to have to tell you this, but it’s lethal. At the mentioning of lethal, all three moaned, “You mean we are going to die?” Sally paused for effect and continued talking, “My poor cow died.” The women stared in shock. 

Sally stared back. ”Yes, yes you are going to die, ha‐ha, serves you right after all the trash you said about me! In my own and among my guests, you insulted my home and gardens. How does it feel to know you are going to die? That your life is not within your grasp to control?” Sally Jean screamed. “I'm going to sit here and watch you die!” Sally cackled. She quickly added, “Oh, by the way, did you enjoy my husband? Guess what? You will be reunited with him soon. Hell’s got your room for three more.” 

Sally Jean took great pleasure watching them puke and convulse in pain. What a positively satisfying experience Sally thought. The three dead women lying on the floor of her cellar brought a smile of satisfaction to Sally’s face. She took the time to weigh out what she would do with the bitchy trio. She put her mind to rest by settling on acid. The wonders of the Internet and YouTube provide a wealth of information about getting rid of bodies. 

Gleefully she set to work on first chopping the bodies into pieces. She then took the body parts and put them in her steel feeding troth. She poured water and hydrofluoric acid, submerging the body parts. They quickly dissolved and down the drain they flowed all clean and tidy. 

Oh dear thought Sally, I'm so tired, it's been such a long day. She turned out the lights and for a moment looks back into the dark, a smile spread across her face. Goodnight ladies she whispered and then she closed the door on their final moments together. 

Chapter 3 

Sally was exhausted but Gerry surprised her with dinner reservations at the nicest place in three counties. She didn't want to hurt his feelings, so she said okay. Sally was getting ready, when she heard a breaking news report from the television in the den. She walked in and stood behind Gerry as the reporter stated, “The abandoned car of the driver (Kelly) was found this morning on a dirt road in Star County. Police have found no signs of struggle or remains of the three women traveling together.” A bartender was quoted, “The women left the bar drunk and they were in the company of some out of town men.” Sally reached for the remote control and it was the same sad story on every channel. Gerry looked up at Sally, “What do you think happened to those women? Wonder what made them take off like that?” 

Sally leaned down and wrapped her arms around Gerry’s shoulder and nuzzled his face, “Well, they’re bound to turn up, it’s not the first time those three took up with other guys.” Gerry smiled enjoying the warmth of Sally’s lips on his check. “Guess that's true enough. Sal, how about surf & turf, does that sound good to you, honey?” Sally Jean brightened with a smile at the endearment dropped by Gerry. “Sure, Gerry anything you say. You are the best man a girl could have.” Gerry blushed at the compliment and rose to take his girl out to dinner. The next day Sally was supposed to have off, but her boss called, “Sally, could you fill in today?” Sally responded, “Yes of course I will. I could use the extra hours.” Her boss liked Sally. She could always be counted on to pitch in when needed. 

A little before time for her to go to work, Gerry called, “Sally, I am going into town for supplies. Do you need anything?” 

“Yes, Gerry, thank you. I need some blue plastic barrels to hold my special fertilizer.” 

Sally hung up the phone to finish getting ready for work. She had made up a big batch of fertilizer to last for long time. She had always ordered through a mail‐order magazine in which she bought her farm supplies and equipment wholesale, but having the convenience of Gerry going to town and delivering the barrels in a single day would save time. She leafed through a recent catalog and paused at finding a slaughter table for chickens, also referred as bloodletting table. She thought, now this could come in handy. The fluids would travel down the drain, making it easy to clean up after killing the chickens and other small farm animals. She would think more about it after work. 

On the ride to town, Gerry listened to the radio and let his thoughts wander. He was glad that she was expanding the ranch into a farm. He reflected on his life since meeting Sally, he loved her. She was the one good thing in his life and just being around her made him very happy. He put more pressure on the gas pedal, the sooner he got to town and picked up supplies, the sooner he could get home to Sally. 

Meanwhile, Fly had become sneaky trying to hide his discovery from the family. Since they all lived so close to each other, secrets were hard to keep. Fly awaited word from the translator he hired for the journal he had found. He became frustrated with the fact that he knew the money and gold bars were worth a lot, but he'd have to share with the others. Unfortunately for the family, Fly wasn't willing share. In his humble opinion, he deserved better than he got from his family. He took care of that old lady, before she died; he deserved compensation for her burden he had taken on for the family. He paid for the funeral; no one else deserves the spoils but him. 


*** 


Later that evening, Gerry brought home the blue plastic barrels Sally wanted. After unloading the barrels, Gerry came bounding into the house with a big infectious grin announcing “Honey I'm home! What's for supper?" 

Sally Jean chuckled. She had rushed home to wash the day’s sweat off and immerged from the shower, when she heard Gerry’s truck pull up the drive. “Just get washed up, it'll be on the table in a few minutes. We’re having chicken and dumplings, fresh veggies,” Sally gushed on excitedly she further explained about her purchases newest mail order purchases and the research she did on mixing up special fertilizers. “Just the right ingredient can make your flowers and vegetables huge. “She smiled, “I have big plans to win some prizes at this year’s county fair!” 

Seeing Sally full of plans and smiling brightly warmed Gerry's heart. Gerry loved her and would do anything to make her happy. Sally appeared all smiles, but she had started feeling a little blue again. Her thoughts again wandered to her list, and how good it felt to see those girls die. I'll have to wait a while for my next project the investigation into their disappearance was still hot in town. As long as she touched her list she knew she would finish what she started. A big smile spread across her face when she thought about her newest purchases. 

Sally heard a loud thud at her front door. She picked up her dishtowel and dried her hands off and went to investigate the sound. Gerry was in the den watching Gun smoke and hadn’t heard the noise over the gun fire in Dodge. Sally opened the front door to find a man...not just any man, but a man with a badge. 

“Hello, I'm Officer Jackson. Are you Mrs. Sally Jean 

Ellsworth?” 

“Yes sir, I am. What’s this about officer?” asked Sally. 

“Well, ma’am, I was told that the missing girls had been to your home before their disappearance. I was hoping you wouldn’t mind answering a few questions in connection to their disappearance.” 

Sally Jean stepped aside and motioned for the officer to enter her home. She stepped into the den and asked Gerry to turn off the television, “Gerry we have company. This is Officer Jackson. He’s here to ask about the girls who are missing.” Gerry turned the television off and stood to shake hands with the policeman. “Good evening officer.” 

“Good evening sir. I am sorry to intrude on you show. I just have some questions for Mrs. Ellsworth and hoping she can help shed some light on the women who have disappeared.” Sally and Gerry invited the officer to take 

Gerry’s chair and they sat on the sofa. 

“Mrs. Ellsworth, tell me the last time you saw Kelly, Cindy, and Sandra.” 

“They were here for my Mary Kay party a couple of days ago. “Sally Jean was shaking inside, but on the outside she was giving an Oscar winning performance. 


“Did the girls stay for the whole party?” 


Officer Jackson was writing Sally Jean’s responses down in a little notepad he had taken from his pocket. “No. They were the first to leave, they said they were bored, but they did place an order,” Sally Jean stood up, “do you need to see copies of their order, officer?” 

“No, that won’t be necessary, thank you.” Officer Jackson motioned for her to take her seat. He looked down at his notepad and then back up. “One more question. Do you know if they were headed straight home from here?” 

Sally Jean cocked her head to the side deep in thought before she answered, “They didn't say anything to me sir.” 

“Okay Mrs. Ellsworth, thank you for your time.” Officer Jackson stood to make his departure. Sally Jean followed him to the door as Gerry clicked Gun smoke back on the television. “Anytime, Officer Jackson. Goodbye.” 

As Sally shut the door, she breathed a slow sigh of relief. Sally Jean walked back to the den and Gerry stood up. He opened his arms and she melted in them. “Are you all right Sally?” He asked her. She heard the concern in his voice and felt only his warmth in his embrace. “I am fine.” Gerry, pulled back and looked Sally Jean in the eyes, how about I get cleaned up and we just go to Alice's Cow Palace tonight and get some shrimp in a basket?” 

Sally hugged him and then she pulled back to give Gerry a slow sweet kiss. Gerry broke with a big grin, “I'll get cleaned up Sal and we’ll go.” 

Driving home from Alice’s Cow Palace Sally reaches over and squeezes Gerry's knee. Gerry glances over at Sally and says, “I love you, Sal.” She smiled, “Dinner was great. Thank you for taking me.” 

Sally had shown a softer side to Gerry tonight and he thought it would be okay to ask her the big question. “Sally, when do you think I could move in? I think it's time, don't you honey?” 

“Soon, Gerry, I promise. You and I will be together forever.” They rode the rest of the way listening to the radio, each leaving the other to their thoughts. Gerry understood the kind of life Sally had had with her husband. He wanted to give her a better life filled with good memories, so she could bury the painful memories of Jimmy Joe Ellsworth. First, he would give her the time she needed and just like she said, soon they would be together...forever. He liked the sound of that. 

Gerry pulled up to the front door and leaned over and kissed Sally Jean good night. She felt a restless stirring deep inside of her, she wanted Gerry to move in, but first she had to finish her list. She moaned into his mouth and felt Gerry’s arms tighten around her, she pulled back, “You'd better go, I have opening shift at the market tomorrow.” Gerry winked at Sally, “Okay. Goodnight Sal.” 

“Goodnight Gerry.” 

Chapter 4 

After a particularly crazy morning at the market, Sally looked forward to spending a quiet afternoon working in her gardens. She was walking up the path to her front door and heard the phone ringing. She rushed to get the door unlocked and in doing so smacked her hand. She yelled, “Shit!” Finally finagling the key into the lock, she heard the dead bolt pop and she thrust the door open. She ran to catch the phone to hear the answering machine pick up. Sally went on into the kitchen. At the sink she turned the faucet on. She held her throbbing hand under the cold water. After a few moments, she reached for dish towel drying off her hand. She returned to the answering machine, the button was flashing red. She pressed it and a voice she didn’t recognize informed her, the caller was from the translator’s office and left a number for her Uncle Fly to call back. Sally picked up the phone and called her Uncle Fly. When he answered, she relayed the message. 

The afternoon was hers and she couldn’t wait to go to her gardens. Sally enjoyed the watering, but the weeding was hard work. Keeping her mind busy with her endless chatter, she remarked how it would all have been worth the hard work, when I take first place at the county fair this fall. Everyone will be cheering me on. 

A few hours passed and Sally was parched. A nice tall, ice cold glass of lemonade would sure feel good. Sally dusted off her pants and headed toward the house to make a pitcher of fresh lemonade. Nearly to the back door, Sally paused and turned back towards the roses. She thought she could hear Jimmy’s voice calling her. Shaking her head Sally walked over to her rose with her head hanging low, a smile spread across her face as she whispered, Jimmy, you make a beautiful rose garden. My roses have never smelled sweeter. You have given me the nicest gift ever! Thank you, thank you very much. 

Once Sally left the rose garden and the ghost of Jimmy Joe, she entered through the back door and made a beeline to the kitchen. Few minutes later a pitcher of freshly squeezed lemons doused with an ample amount of sugar was chilling in the refrigerator. The heat of the afternoon sun was sticky wet on her body. She thought not for the first time today, how good a cold shower would feel. Oh wow, it sure is hot for this time of year Sally opened the cabinet and pulled down a tall glass. She walked over to the freezer and reached in for a handful of ice cubes. A cold blast from the freezer hit her face when she closed the freezer door. Nice. Filling her glass with the cold lemonade, she couldn’t wait to have taste. She tipped her head back and brought the sweet and sour concoction to her lips and drank deeply. She then pulled the glass down as she sighed. She began rubbing it across her crimson sun‐kissed face. Ahh, that feels so good. She took another long drink and took the glass with her to her bathroom. Yes, taking a cool shower should do the trick. 

Stepping fresh from the shower into her bedroom, Sally pulled her favorite sundress from her closet and was about to slip it over her head, when she heard a vehicle pull into the driveway and the doorbell. “I’ll be just a second,” she yelled. Running to the door, Sally opened the door to find a good looking Fed – Ex driver. 


“Hi,” says Sally, “what can I do for you? 


“Mrs. Ellsworth, ma’am dispatch just called and said we have delivery for you, but it was of considerable weight and I wanted to make sure you had someone home who could help you with it once we delivered it.” 

“I don’t have anyone today, but if you could come tomorrow morning around nine o’clock, I should be able to have someone here.” 

“That would be fine. I will see you in the morning.” The delivery man turned to go, but Sally called out, “Say, it sure is a scorcher out there today. Would you like a glass of cold lemonade?” 

The Fed – Ex man paused and spun around, “Yes ma’am that would be great. Thank you kindly.” After returning with the lemonade Sally started reading the paper work on her delivery, weight and height. “Thank you again for stopping by, we'll see you at 9:00 am sharp. Good day to you.” After shutting the door, Sally giggled excitedly, Oh my bloodletting table is here, now my work can begin! 

Sally reached for the phone and called both her Uncles Fly and Rusty to see if they could come over to help tomorrow. She told them, “There’s no way Gerry and I can do this alone.” She promised to have fresh coffee and homemade muffins ready when they got there to help with the delivery. When Gerry arrived Sally told him all about the delivery and asked, “Can you come and help with my delivery?” “Of course, I will come over honey.” 

Gerry leaned over for a quick kiss. 

“Oh, that’s good! Both Uncle Fly and Uncle Rusty will be here, too,” she kissed him back and said, “then it's all settled.” Gerry looked at Sally and noted how excited she was to receive her special delivery. “Sally, do you think it will be hard to put together? Hopefully we will have the right tools. If not, we can rent some at tractor supply; they have everything anyone could ever need.” “Good, sounds like we are good to go. I can’t wait to get it opened and put to use!” 

Sally’s excitement was interrupted by the growling of Gerry’s stomach. “So, Sal, what's for supper?” The pair laughed out loud when another loud growl came from Gerry’s stomach. “Honey, we are having pinto beans with fat pork and grease salad...a wilted salad, corn bread and peach cobbler.” “Mmm, well, those beans have been cooking for 2 days now, they will be delicious. “Gerry finished his sentence with another kiss, this time a long one which was interrupted by another stomach growl. The two shared laughed and shared a lovely meal. 

At 7:00 am the following morning Sally's family began to show up. Fly was the first to arrive with a hearty greeting of “Is the coffee on? What's to eat I'm, starved”. Sally set down Fly's coffee and laid out fresh muffins, butter, and jam. The screen door slammed and in came Uncle Rusty followed by Aunt Lennie. Sally reached for more coffee cups and put them down on the table. Uncle Rusty reached for coffee and asked, “So what time is the delivery arriving?” Sally passed the basket of muffins to him, “Fed – Ex is arriving at 9:00 am.” 

With a loud laugh Gerry joined the family and crosses the kitchen to rain kisses on top of Sally’s head. “How's everyone doing?” asked Gerry. 

“Why did you guys order a slaughter table?” asked Rusty? 

“It’s for the smaller animals. Having it would make it easier for Sally to handle,” replied Gerry. After devouring the fresh muffins, the men stepped out on the front porch, while the girls cleaned up. At 9:00 sharp the delivery truck arrived. As the guys started removing the boxes, Rusty says, “Damn Sally! This shit's heavy!” Followed quickly by Fly’s two cents “This means you’re making lunch for us too, right?” Fly looked over to his niece, “Hell, I’ll even stay and help Gerry put it together, if you include making lunch.” 

While Sally signed the delivery slip, she called over her shoulder, “What do you boys want for lunch?” She laughed, “Good thing I have today off, this will be a big project.” Fly had crossed the yard and walked past Sally's right ear and in a hushed voice, “We’ll talk about the journal later,” he whispered. She smiled to show she understood. “Well you boys have helped enough just move the boxes over next to the entrance of the storm cellar. I'll go start lunch. When you are done, go inside and wash up.” 

After lunch Aunt Lennie went home, the guys went on to a local cattle auction. While Gerry was gone Sally got the bright idea to ask the strong kid down on the next farm to give her a hand. She'd pay him a little money for his time, there was a big dance coming up for the kids and she knew he could use the extra money for the dance. Jessie came to the back door and yelled, “Sally I'm here!” 

“Okay there's lemonade and cookies on the counter for you, I'll be there in a minute.” Sally hollered. 

After eating a plate full of cookies and sucking down a 12ounce glass of lemonade, Jessie was ready to work. Sally opened up the storm cellar doors and put the light on. Jessie took each part out of the boxes, and started hauling each piece into the storm cellar and putting together the connecting pieces. Afterwards she paid Jessie and he left. Sally started looking at her bloodletting table and smiled brightly for a moment, then it dawned on her she didn't know how to utilize the hydraulics. Well, I bet that boy from the science fair, the one who works at the market would know how. I'll ask him. 
Chapter 5 

The next day at work she asked Georgie, if he could give her a hand with a project, because girls don't understand science stuff. Georgie turned beet red when Sally asked for his help. “Oh, sure, Miss Sally.” Sally was pleased “All right then Georgie, we will talk after work today.” 

Sally drove Georgie to her house after work and showed him the table, “Well, what do you think of it Georgie?” After looking it up and down, and checking out the hydraulics and how they’re supposed to work. Georgie folded his arms across his chest and replied, “I can have this working just fine in about an hour,” he smiled and then grew curious “but why do you have this table?” 

“W ell you know Mr. Gerry and me we’re dating, and well, he has a very bad back, so I got him this table to help relieve pressure on his spine.” 

“Wow, Sally you’re the nicest lady in the whole world.” Georgie beamed. 

“Oh thank you, Georgie,” Sally blushed and then said, “I’ll just go make you a snack while you work.” 

Georgie completed the work and had his snack. When he was through he called to Sally to come check the table out. As Sally walked inside, Georgie shows how the table can be moved in many different ways. A smile spreads across her face as she remembered her special project. “Why are you smiling Sally?” Georgie asked. 

“Because, well because, you did such a wonderful job Georgie!” Sally planted a big kiss on Georgie's cheek turning his face a bright shade of crimson. 

After taking Georgie home, Sally cleaned up the house and took a shower. The phone rings, while she is getting dressed, it was Gerry telling her that he had no luck at the auction that everything was too expensive. Sally picked up the phone just in time to hear, “I'm going for a beer with the boys...”Sally said, “Hello Gerry, sorry to hear about the auction.” “Oh Hey Sal, yeah, just wasn’t my day. Do you mind if I go have a beer with the guys?” “Sure dear, that’s fine, have a good time.” 

After she hung up the phone, Sally sat down in her grandmother's rocking chair and her mind drifted back to her childhood. She had always been teased and pushed around spending many an hour on her own. At the age of four, she had made friends with a stray kitty. She ran excitedly to her mommy and daddy, "See my new friend.” Her mother had told her that this “Kitty was a baby like her new baby brother, and baby's need milk.” 

“Okay mommy,” little Sally had said. Sally remembered going to get her kitty some milk, and she accidently spilled it on the floor, her dad started screaming about wasting milk. Then he had told Sally, how dumb he thought she was. “Clean up this mess and get that animal out of my house, girl.” 

Sally took the little kitty outside and gave it a drink. Sally watched to see if the kitty drank his milk. When kitty didn't drink, Sally picked up the kitten putting his face into the milk, when the kitty didn't drink she pushed his face further into the milk and accidently drown the kitten. But Sally thought it was sleeping. Her parents told her that the kitty died, she actually took this news rather well. But other kids called her “Kitty Killer," this hurt Sally deeply, she didn't mean to hurt her friend. Sally's parents decided there was something wrong with her and they had a baby at home. What if she hurt the baby? She had to go elsewhere. Estel was Sally's grandmother, and she took her in to live with her. Sally spent more and more time alone in the woods, collecting creatures but they all died. Death seemed to interest Sally. Estel spent a lot of time with her, the other kids shunned her. They never asked her to play and her parents never came to visit it her unless Estel forced them to. Estel explained, “Death was beautiful and should never be feared. The reason for animal slaughter was for food or if they became lame.” 

Growing up this way just seemed to be a fact of life as far as Sally was concerned. Estel put Sally in charge of the flowers to help keep her busy. By seventh grade, Sally was ready to give up. She was socially awkward and treated as an outcast. High school was hell, except for biology class. This is where Sally excelled. She enjoyed cutting up animals and studying them. Sally helped gut her first pig at thirteen and was proficient at snapping a chicken’s neck with a flick of the wrist by fifteen. Death was something she was good at. At sixteen, she had decided she didn't need school; she could live off the land. 

A noise jarred Sally from her sleep, a shadow moved across the living room; slowly she pulled up her grandmothers shot gun that rested by her chair. Sally slowly raised it to her line of sight with her finger on the trigger. Then, Gerry opened the door, saw Sally was ready to fire and softly as not to scare her said, “Sal, it's me Gerry. You've been asleep with your grandma's gun again.

Here, give it to me honey.” 

“Oh gosh Gerry,” she sat up and rubbed the sleep from her eyes, “when did you get here?” 

“Just a few moments ago Sally,” he reached to help her up, “Off to bed with you. You’re over tired. We’ll talk in the morning. “Gerry helped Sally get to her bedroom and put her to bed. Afterwards, he locked up, driving himself home. Gerry thought he ought to talk to the family about Sally sleeping with that gun. She's going to kill somebody one of these days. 

The next morning Gerry stopped by to tell Sally how he found her last night. She couldn't believe it she fell asleep waiting for him to show up. She had no memory of this so‐called behavior. “Gerry, I have to go to work, we can talk later.” 

The whole time Sally was at work her mind kept drifting back to her special project, the list and the joy she would receive upon its completion. She longed to try out her newly acquired table and the new special fertilizer recipes. When Sally arrived home, it was to find Uncle Fly was waiting for her with a surprising discovery. 

“It seems that journal contained a lot of history unknown to our family. Members of our family who served in WW II, as paratroopers were dropped behind enemy lines. They proudly served their country in hostels and old burnt out buildings in between charges. They scrounged through deserted towns for anything that could be used and supplies were in short supply. A family needed to get their daughter to safety; they were begging soldiers for help. The family was offering all their worldly possessions to the soldiers to help them. My brothers James and Thomas had vowed they would do their best to get their daughter to the safety of the next town. But to no avail the girl was killed in an ambush. Three of the guys from their unit took cover. They tried to rest but sleep wouldn't come, it was too quiet. They began exploring the building looking for anything they could salvage. The boys found a small treasure which they split and packed in their supplies. They vowed to keep the secret. But two of the men were killed in battle. The other was Thomas. He took it upon himself to take their share. He and his brother James had been split up, but had ended up back in the same place.” 

Sally’s eyes grew huge listening as her Uncle Fly continued his story. 

“Thomas explained what had happened telling him, the only way to keep this secret would be to send care packages home to their mother. Have her hold their treasure. They sent several packages home. Finally the boys would be coming home. Upon James and Thomas arrival home they were to discover the depression had taken a toll on the family farm. With very few, if any jobs for unskilled labor they were depressed, this is not how they expected things to be after serving their country. Then they decided to ask their mother, “Did you receive our packages, we sent home with souvenirs from our travels?” 


“Yes, of course I did.” replied Estel. 


Uncle Fly paused long enough to catch his breath and went on with his tale. The boys had asked Estel what she did with the items from their care packages. She had told them she buried them. She also told them, she didn’t remember exactly where, but that she had a general idea on the area. With the stress of the depression and a growing family, her boys started digging looking for their treasure, but could never find it. Estel had been having blackouts. She wasn’t sure of knowing where she was, what she was doing there, or how she got there. The guys had just given up trying to find it. They decided to start their own family run business, running moonshine. Sally, the journal was written as a guide to where the stills had been with maps of their routes and buried money.” 

“Wow, Uncle Fly this will be great to share with the family how...” 

“NO! Sally!” screamed Fly. “This needs to be a secret, until I can figure out the old lady's maps. So mum’s the word.” 

“Well there are 46 of us grandkids,” Sally guessed,” If everyone knew we’d get nothing anyways.” 

“You’re exactly right Sally, so we will keep this to ourselves,” said Uncle Fly. 

“Okay Uncle Fly. I really need to get some work done in my gardens before Gerry gets here. But I do have one question for you.” 

“Go ahead Sally we don't have secrets between you and I.” Fly prompted. 

“What was wrong with grandma? You said she had blackouts”. 

“Well Sally, she had a tumor in her neck and they couldn't fix it right. The doctor operated, but it came back and it crept up into her brain and it took over.” 

“Was she crazy?” Sally gasped. 

“No Sally. She was just sick,” Uncle Fly explained. 

“Okay. Because I was thinking, if she was crazy, we could be too, because she was our blood and all.” Sally sighed. 

“No Sally Jean. We’re all just fine and grandma was a good woman. Don't ever forget that!” Fly leaned over and hugged his niece, “I have to go now Sally, you have a good day and remember this information stays between us.” 

Sally waved goodbye to her uncle, and then went back into the house. She changed into her gardening clothes and prepared to go tend her beloved gardens. They were really starting to take off. The blooms on her roses were beautiful. It's got to be the special “stuff” in the fertilizer. While weeding, Sally's thoughts turned back to her list. What about the children? She could kill a woman that slept with Jimmy Joe, but she couldn’t fathom hurting the innocent children. Hopefully, they had good dads now someone good and fair to take care of them. 

She heard a voice saying, “If they were kids should they live?” She pushed that voice out of her head, “No harm to children!” She yelled in a shrill voice. Sally yelled so loud it startled her that she laughed. Holy Crow, too much sun I need to lay down. I'm yelling at myself. Going into the back door Sally headed for the kitchen and got a glass of cold sweet tea. She ran cool water on a cloth for her face and neck. Sitting in grandma's rocker she took out her list again, stroking the names. Soon, I will start again. Sally heard the mail box shut and looked at the window to see the mailman. After he stepped off the porch, she opened the front door to see that he left a bunch of paper ads, bills and finally what Sally had been waiting for. The category's for the county fair and the prizes. The list of names that would be competing this year, as she read the names a few stood out as they were on her list, too. Guess they’re not making it to the competition after all, she laughed to herself. 

Well time to work on MY list. How to get to these girls? If they are all competing in the county fair I need access to their gardens, and get a sample of their fertilizer and have it analyzed. Gerry’s truck’s tires scrunching on the driveway broke Sally’s train of thought. 

“Hey, Sal what are you thinking about?” Gerry called out as he bounded up the front porch steps to give his girl a hug and a hot sweaty kiss. 

Sally hugged and kissed him back enjoying the sweaty closeness of Gerry. “Oh, I just got the list of who’s competing in this year’s county fair,” she laughed. “You know always the same snotty girls and their families donate so they always win.” 

Gerry smiled, “You my Sally are just as good as those girls and your gardens are magnificent, your roses are beautiful, you'll win first place I just know it.” 

“Your sweet Gerry, I hope you’re right.” Sally said sweetly. 

“Oh, you bet I am. So let's have a look at the fair flyer.” Gerry reached for the list and pointed at the list. ”Oh, look Sal, there's at least eight you can place first in no worries.” Sally nodded and Gerry’s stomach growled. He laughed, “Say, Sal, what's for supper?” A look of horror crossed Sally’s face. ”Oh damn! I forgot all about it. I'm sorry Gerry.” Sally started to explain how her Uncle Fly had stopped in and remembered that was a secret and then Gerry interrupted, “No problem Sal. I'll get washed up and we'll go out okay?” Sally smiled, “Why are you so good to me Gerry?” “Because, honey you deserve it.” Gerry headed to the bathroom to take wash‐up and tossed over his shoulder, “So where do you want to go?” 

Sally headed to her bedroom to change. Sally responded by yelling, “Anywhere you want to, honey.” They decided to go “Alice’s Cow Palace” their favorite place. And after supper they came back and took a stroll through Sally’s flower gardens holding hands. 

“Are you going to put any of your animals in the fair this year Gerry?” Sally asked. “No, I think not this year. I got a late start,” Gerry replied. 


“Oh I was hoping you'd be in the fair, too.” 


“No honey, I am just going to do the tractor pulls and the demo derby and of course be there to cheer you on.” Gerry wrapped his arms around Sally. Being in the garden with her was like Heaven, but all good things come to a close. “Well Sally, I'd better get going home, it’s been a long day. I enjoyed going to supper with you.” Sally lifted her head up from Gerry’s chest and smiled. She loved him so. He was so good to her, something she could get used to on a permanent basis. “Thank you Gerry, I had a nice time with you too.” Gerry leaned down and brushed his lips softly over hers. He pulled back looking deep into her eyes and sighed, “You know, I’m not giving up on being able to move in with you Sally Jean. I love you and I would never hurt you.” 

Sally sighed as well. She felt her heart swell with love and pride in this man’s declarations of love. “I love you too Gerald. I just need a little more time and then we can be together.” 

Gerry understood and squeezed her tight, “I understand Sally. I can wait. Good night honey.” Sally stepped out of his embrace and whispered, “Good night Gerry.” 

She watched him walk to his truck and drove away with the memory or his tender kisses still lingering on her
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