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NEVER LET TH EM SMELL YOUR

FEAR

Then, a shadow crossed the doorway freezing  his breath in
mid-air and locking  his muscles in catatonic fear.

is is the end, he thought.
In his own home.
Alone.
e city outside was totally oblivious to what was happening

to him on the inside of his home.
His eyes darted back and forth, frantic, like those of an

animal caught in a snare. en a dark mass �lled the doorway. A
renewed fear lied him to a higher state of awareness. Colors
more vivid. Sounds more acute. He had to think.

He tried to remember the rules of the street. Rules he
learned as a reporter.

Never let them get behind you, he warned himself.
Never let them pin you down.
Never let them smell your fear.
And always, always remember, never take your eyes off

them.



CHAPTER 1

Harris

e old man stood on the top step at the front door and spoke
emphatically, “I could be here at your door with a Colt 45 and just
blow your damn head off !” And even though he was emphatic, he
possessed a strange and extraordinary calmness. “But I won’t.
I’ll g ive you the chance to make right your wrong, Mr. Kallen.”
e old man put on a sweet smile, but with a sinister overtone.
“You have my wife, and I fully intend to get her back.”

Impossible as it may have seemed to Harris Kallen, a totally
unexpected visitor with a ‘nice to meet you’ expression on his
face, stood on the front steps of his home, as though he’d been
there to visit a thousand times.

is old man must have been waiting  for him to come home
from work, because he’d only had enough time to make his �rst
vodka martini and change his clothes. And when that was done,
the doorbell rang and Harris Kallen’s life changed forever. Not
that he wasn’t wanting  a change to his ordinary dull existence,
someday. It was that this visit was totally out of the ordinary for
sure. Totally bizarre.

e mood that Harris carried from his workday, as a
reporter for the Globe, was certainly not one suitable for
eccentric visitors; nor was he in the mood for wayward
conversation. However, the surprise at his front door had put
him in his naturally curious frame of mind. But he could hardly
�nd the words to respond to what was the most ridiculous
statement he had ever heard.
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He had no one’s wife.
Although fear brie�y coursed through him at the words Colt

45, not knowing if they even used that make of gun anymore, he
could still �nd some humor in the character on his front steps.

He tried closing  the door, but the man put his foot in the way.
Standing still for just a moment, Harris wasn’t sure what to do.
He had several options. He could slam the old man’s foot until he
screamed, he could call the police, he could open the door
without letting  him in and just listen to what he had to say, or he
could just hold the door against his foot, and wait. Option four
made the most sense. It was worse to leave a question mark on
something and then wonder what it was all about later on.

“I don’t have any idea what you’re talking  about,” Harris said
uncomfortably. He spoke through the foot-wide crack in the
door. “You clearly have the wrong house.”

The old man undoubtedly ignored his statement. “I said I’ll
g ive you a chance to make right your wrong, and I will ask you
nicely, Mr. Kallen. I would like to have my wife back. She was
only twenty-two years old when you took her, and she was with
child. Now please, if you don’t mind, I would like you to release
her!”

“What in the world?” Harris exclaimed, clearly stunned by
this man’s lunacy, and especially at the accusation that was being
thrown at him. Calmly, he continued. “Listen old man…I don’t
have your wife. And I didn’t quite get your name.” He tried
speaking just as steadily as the stranger at the door had spoken,
but the quiver in his voice gave his nervousness away.

“My name is Tatum. J.D. Tatum!” the old man bellowed. “And
my wife’s name is Lily! Now, it seems to me that you do have my
Lily and I intend to have her back! You had no right taking  her
from me in the �rst place.”

What a strange man, Harris thought staring  at the tall thin
man at the door. He had an Abe Lincoln look right down to the
mark on his face, and Harris would have laughed had the old man
not scared him to the core.

But the fact is, he had no time for an old man who was
babbling  some strange excuse for a loose wife. He was tired and
he had a mess of overdue work sitting  on his desk waiting  for
him. It had been waiting  for him for way over a month now, and
even at this moment of pure shock and disbelief, he was well
aware that it would probably sit there for another month, or
more.
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This man…this old man, who was way out of his element and
way beyond in years, had a nerve attacking  him this way.

Exhaling  loudly, Harris took one more attempt at what was
quickly becoming a real pain in the ass. He had no patience for a
crazy man looking for a cheating  wife.

Harris gave the old man a distracted nod, almost as though
he was talking  to himself. “I did have a wife once. But she’s dead.”
He then became uneasy, his brows joining  together to form a
frown. “So, for the last time,” he said, opening the door wide
enough for Tatum to see inside. He put his arm on the
doorframe to prevent the old man from entering . “Look inside.
I have no wife. Like I said. My wife is dead. I don’t know what the
hell you’re talking  about, Mr. Tatum. You’re old enough to be
someone’s grandfather. What kind of line are you g iving  me,
because I don’t have your wife?” He began to close the door
once more. “So, if you’ll excuse me…”

Tatum’s eyes grew dark as he g lared at him. “Lily!” he
shouted holding  back the door with his hand to prevent it from
closing . “Lily. Remember?” It sounded as though he was close to
crying . “I’m a tired man, Mr. Kallen, and I’ve come a long way,
and you took her from me! You and your three criminal friends
took her from me.”

Harris inhaled deeply, controlling  his desire to grab him by
the throat. “My wife’s name was Doreen, not Lily, and as you can
see by this martini in my hand and the football game on the TV, I
have no other wife living  in this house, and I have tons of work
to do, so again, if you’ll excuse me.”

Why was he even explaining  himself to this creature? He
turned and pushed against the door once more. “For a third
time, Mr. Tatum, and the last time. I have no time or patience for
this nonsense. You can clearly see you have the wrong man and
the wrong house.” And before he shut the door, he issued a
warning. “And if you persist in remaining at my door, I will call
the police.”

J.D. Tatum smiled with the most perfectly formed, but slightly
yellowed teeth. “Do what you must, Mr. Kallen, but I’ll be back.
You know what they say, an eye for an eye. You see, you took
something of mine, and I shall return the favor.”

Harris watched the back of J.D. Tatum as he walked to the
street; shoulders slumped as though he had the weight of the
world on them. He thought he saw him get into, what? A Dodge?
A Chevy? Harris couldn’t make it out from where he stood at the
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door. But whatever it was, it was ancient. He couldn’t begin to
�gure the year, nor could he begin to �gure if the old man even
got into the car at all.

He’d just vanished. He’d had somewhat of a disheveled look,
spoke with a mixture of old western and classic English. A weird
character. Harris shook his head. “He just disappeared,” he said
aloud.

Chilled, either from the cool night air or the impending
presence of J.D. Tatum, Harris closed the door against the wind
that seemed to carry the old man’s words. Words soon to be
tattooed in his mind, an eye for an eye. All that was le of him
was a thick lump of cigar ash, still burning, lying  plump on the
porch �oor. But what would remain in his mind…what he
couldn’t for the life of him understand…was how the old man
just disappeared into the night.



CHAPTER 2

Harris

Shrugging in confusion, Harris closed the door. He wanted to
get the whole incident out of his mind, so he downed the rest of
his martini in a hurry to make another. He didn’t g ive it a second
thought about its rami�cations, which meant slacking  out on the
couch for the night. Too tired once again to tackle the work on
his desk, and he’d have a hell of a headache to look forward to in
the morning.

“Strange,” he muttered to himself. “Where in the hell did this
guy come from?” oughts mulled through his head as he added
ice to his drink. He just didn’t look from this world or era. Well,
maybe this world, but certainly not this era. His clothes were
de�nitely old and worn, but not tattered and torn. And that hat.
Whatever possessed him? It looked like one of those �at cowboy
hats. No curves on the sides or creases, just a dirty, brown,
�oppy, old, brimmed hat. Harris smiled. It looked like the hat Jed
Clampett wore on e Beverly Hillbillies.

But what really caught his eye was the cigar between his
�ngers. It was old and stale. Harris couldn’t remember smelling
anything  that awful, it had a stale burned aroma. It was shriveled
and dry.

He was reminded of his childhood, when he lived upstairs in
his grandparent’s house. His grandfather used to smoke
Stogies, a small round cigar that smelled of dog turd. His
grandmother had strictly forbid cigars to be puffed in her house.
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She said she could never get rid of the putrid smell. Smoking of
any kind was prohibited.

The memory brought a smile to his lips. He was always
shocked when she told her family that if God walked into her
house with that �lth in His hands or between His lips, she’d kick
Him the hell out.

The memory of his grandfather also made Harris smile. He’d
watch as the old man snuck down to the basement to puff on that
stogie. He would hold his index �nger to his lips to silence
Harris, and retreat to the only place where he could inhale the
smelly smoke of that turd without getting  in trouble. He even
had an old worn-out chair that rested on a faded oriental rug ,
just the right size for that small room.

Next to the chair was a tin bucket �lled with sand. And
sticking  out of the sand were old stogie butts. Of course, next to
it was a bucket of stale water with old Havana Cigar butts, his
other favorite, �oating  away in the horrible smelling  pool.
Above him was the thin metal vent that heated the room he was
in. Not such a simple vent though, he remembered with a smile.
is one had an old rag  stuffed into each opening, so that the
smell didn’t escape to the upstairs and into his wife’s nose.

When he’d passed away, Harris could remember spending
the day of the funeral in the basement touching the mounds of
dead stogie butts and crying  for the loss of the one man he loved
so deeply. e thing  he found most remarkable was the smell.
Instead of the usual stale cigar smell that assaulted him every
time he entered the basement, it was the smell of his papa
instead. He’d inhaled it deeply, trying  to gather all the aromas of
him.

Now there was this Tatum guy bringing  back those
memories, except that he didn’t hold a candle to his grandfather.
e sadness the old man brought to his door was so intense and
profound that it had hurt Harris, a stranger.

He’d brought memories with him that made Harris feel like
he’d always known him. at somehow, somewhere, they had a
connection. Harris couldn’t shake that feeling . It was his stupid
journalist’s gut feeling , that was bothering  him most.

Well, he wouldn’t think about it. He’d lie down on the ten-
year old sofa that Doreen had bought when they had �rst gotten
married, and that he never once thought of g iving  away, selling
or dumping. en, he would enjoy a re-run of the Giant and
Patriot’s game and maybe even nap a little.
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He stopped as he passed the hall mirror. In his own view,
Harris didn’t think he was much to brag  about. Although he was
over six feet, and by no means unpleasant looking, he most
certainly was not drop-dead handsome. He considered himself
average. Aer all, his dark brown hair was just beginning to
thin, in comparison to the thick crop he sported just a few years
ago, and his eyes were beginning to show the traces of small
�ne lines at the corners. His mom used to call them laughter
lines, he thought, smiling , however when he looked in the
mirror and noticed those same laughter lines, he just didn’t
think they were that funny.

What in the world was so attractive about him to Doreen?
Gazing  into the mirror, he was taken aback. For the �rst

time, he’d noticed how much he’d aged in the past year. It wasn’t
just that his hair was thinning, but the creases on each side of his
nose had deepened a little. Doreen used to tell him he looked a
lot like Bruce Willis. at, he didn’t mind at all, he thought with a
smirk, knowing perhaps she was the only one in the world who
thought so. “We all get old,” she would say. “Besides…it’s said
that women get old and men get better.” He didn’t think she was
right.

As he plopped onto the sofa, he thought of how this old
couch had served its purpose over the years. He slid his empty
glass on the coffee table and sank into its old worn cushions. It
was a place to lay his head in the evenings, watch some television
with his martinis, read a couple of articles before heading to
bed. A life made for a millionaire, he thought sarcastically.
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