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FREE PARKING?


Nothing ever happened in Clinton.  The most exciting news they had heard that week was when Mrs. Smith’s dog was put down after it developed a nasty case of pneumonia.  Clinton was the kind of town that no one wanted to return to, but everyone did.  Jesse and her brother Roy were thinking of something to do that night.


“No, there is no way I am even going to that creepy place.  I heard people were actually murdered there,” Jesse said.  She always was more of a scaredy cat, at least ever since “the incident.”

Roy was the explorer type. “Come on, you know that story is just some old wives’ tale passed down through the years.  That doesn’t make it true.”

“No, I’m telling you there is no way I’m going.  Go by yourself.”

The scary place was the dilapidated Blandon Farm abandoned deep in the woods years ago off of Clinton’s north side.  The story was something about a man, Mr. Blandon, who went insane and killed his whole family with his lawn mower and then hanged himself on their windmill for the town to see.  Of course, it was just an old wives’ tale.

“Fine, I’m gonna call Fred, he’ll come with me,” Roy was always splitting off to hang out with Fred.  Maybe that was because Jesse was always scared to do the things that Roy wanted to do.  Fred was willing to do the adventurous things, at least with Roy around.

“Fred, hey it’s me.  … Yeah, you want to go with me? … No, just the two of us. … I know, what a chicken. … OK, be right there.”  Roy was supposed to leave at 9:00.

It was 8:45 and Jesse thought to herself, “There is no way I am going in that house.  If I go, they’ll make me go in.  I just know they will.  They’ll pressure me until I cave.  Maybe if I talk to Roy first and tell him that I’m not going in.  That’s the only way I’m going. … HEY ROY!”

“What?”

“If I go, can I just stay outside?”

Roy knew that Jesse would be so scared that the thought of staying outside by herself would be worse than going into the old house.  So, of course, he said, “Yeah sure, there’s lots of stuff to look at outside.”

“You promise?”

“Yeah, are you coming now?”

“Well, I guess, I can’t take another Friday night alone with the (pa) rents.”

“Fine, but we really need to go, I’m late.  I was supposed to be there by now.”

“Ok, just a sec.”

So, they left for Fred’s, which was about a two minute walk to the end of the street.  They told their parents that they would be staying at Fred’s to play a long game of Monopoly.  The parents were rather naive ones, and they would believe anything.  The plan was fool-proof.  They set out on their short journey to Fred’s at about 9:05.

“Hi, Mrs. Poulon, how are you?” Roy was the type of kid who was polite to all the parents’ faces.

“Oh hello, Roy, I’m doing well.  I see you brought Jesse along.  You three better not get into any trouble over there at the Blandon Farm now, you hear?”

“Yes, Mrs. Poulon,” said the two siblings in unison.

“Go on in to Fred’s room, he’s expecting you.”

The Poulon’s home was rather small, but very nice.  But, Mrs. Poulon had collection of dolls that really creeped Jesse out.  Then there was their cat, Twinkle, Jesse was really scared of cats.

“Roy, Jesse, what’s going on?” Fred always acted like you caught him at a bad time.  Like he was surprised to see you, a very jumpy fellow.

“Hey Fred, are you about ready?” Roy asked.

“Yeah, just let me finish this game, I’m on the fourth level.”

Fred’s room had a television complete with a Playstation, but not much else.  He did not have any bookshelves or a desk.  He only had one dresser and it was a short one.  Basically, just a room, with a bed, TV, Playstation, dresser, all the essentials, at least by his standards.  Jesse really hated the smell of the Poulon’s house, especially Fred’s room.

“Oh crap, I died, and I was almost to the checkpoint.  That stupid snake kills me every time.  Ok, let’s go.”

“Goodbye Mrs. Poulon, we’ll be back later!” Roy shouted.

“Yeah, bye mom! So, Jesse, you’re coming with us tonight?  I must say, I’m amazed.” Jesse hated Fred, he was so mean to her.

“Why is that, Fred?”

“Ever since the incident with that clown, I thought you would be too scared to go to Blandon’s.”

“First of all, that clown was coming after me, I know it.  Secondly, I’m not going in the house, I’m staying outside, right Roy.”

“Hahahahahaha.  You’re staying outside?” That was very funny to Fred because he had been to the Blandon Farm many times, but the first 10 times, he was scared to death.  There was no way little scaredy cat Jesse would stay outside by herself while Roy and him went in.

“Actually, I did tell her she could stay outside,” said Roy.

“Yeah, you can if you want to, Jesse.  That is, if you want the clowns to come out of the cornfield and get ya.”

“Stop it, Fred! I mean it!”  Fred and Roy shared a huge high-five.

Now Jesse was starting to get scared.  They were already into Blandon Forest.  That was the name of the two-acre forest just outside the Blandon property.  

