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ALWAYS LOOK TWICE

By George Liebermann, M.D.
Joshua the ranger placed a yellow ribbon that surrounded the "crime scene," and then packed all the remnants of the tent, also the girls' belongings into a U-Haul box.

Two girls, hardly fifteen, uncombed and disheveled, followed his hands as they picked up their belongings, and attached a label to them. Their eyes focused on a spot under a wrinkled plastic bag. 
"Joshua adjusted his rubber gloves and picked up the limp condoms with a disgusted face. The girls blushed. Joshua spat and threw them into the U-Haul box. He did not label them since the crime involved no human. 

"I even burned a letter with the word honey, to keep them away, but never thought of painted "Easter eggs as food."

"Bears do," said the ranger, and added to scare the shit out of them. "They would not turn down even female flesh."

"You mean that we were in real danger?" on of them cried out.

Cheyenne gossip spreader, Casper broke in with the latest,
"Mathew slays the bear with his bowie knife. He waited in a foxhole and got him at the creek while drinking."

"Perchance it was an accident, the bear could have run into his blade," said the ranger while his canines danced with a laughter. 

"As of late Mathew had been so hyped up,  he climbed into the church tower and tried to toll the bell."

"I reckon that the millions, his aunt left for him out of hate did him in," said Casper.

"Let me have on hundred bucks you'll see me walk on water," said the ranger. 

Once the sun ducked behind Grand Teton, all able body in Cheyenne elbowed itself inside and outside of the "Poor Richard" restaurant, to have a glance at the newly hatched millionaire.
He used all his change and paid a Scotch for everybody in the gathering, and he did not even run for an office, and then he did what he never had the guts to do before, he spoke to the crowd.

"…and now folks I am going to take off for the Golden State, swing my Mustang for a Jaguar and find me a golden squaw."

People still laughed and hollered while the Mustang got swallowed up by dust. 

Mathew was off and gone, and jest like most rich men, he never waved or looked back at the poor folks left behind.  But he forgot not to phone Casper from a Denver Restaurant to let them poor folks know that he gulped up two T-bone steaks medium-rare and three tumblers of Coors light. 

"Rest your brains in case you got any left," said Casper.
 2.
He drove his Mustang across Wyoming, through Colorado, all the way into California.

Next day he found a Jaguar dealer in Irvine, traded in his Mustang, bought a map and a Wall Street Journal, drove to saloon and had a haircut. At Neiman-Marcus the salesman dressed him up from the top to the bottom, new Bally shoes from Switzerland, a light gray wool suite, double breasted, white shirt, red necktie with tiny gray birds and a light gray hat. He looked in the mirrors, the guy looking back at him was not Mathew, but he liked him. 

He found Jamboree, aimed at the ocean while he looked at blonde girls in convertible; none of them turned her head to look at him. The ocean waves that he never saw before ridden by young men on a piece of plastic board, did not appeal to him

He made a U-turn and turned left into Newport Back and parked next to an inflated Sea Bass, and impressive sized yachts, just to look around.  
Equipped with the Wall Street Journal, business man he was, or wanted to look like, a brand new camera hanging on his shoulder, headed towards the park, when a bird that looked like a stork, but wasn't, stood immobile on one leg as if cut with scissors from a piece of black paper, above a pond abounded with wild ducks that disturbed the piece with their vociferation.  
He removed his camera from his shoulder, aimed at the bird, clicked, and then recalled that the camera was not loaded.

He looked behind his back where he saw a girl that sat on a bench; he had the impression that she had been looking at him and laughed.  He decided to take the picture another time, and directed his attention towards the girl. 

She had long blonde hair that hung uncombed over her shoulders, or maybe she combed it to look uncombed. Her eyes were gray and curious. All and all she was his kind of girl. She seemed to be absorbed in a book. 
He made enough noise with his paper to awake a cat, but she did not budge. After a short hesitation he said,

"May I ask your permission to join you?"
             Without taking her eyes off the book, she said,

"The park is community property, so is the bench."

After half an hour of conversation, Mathew left with her phone number in his pocket. He felt bad about his impatience, about unloading his life story while the girl hardly said a few words, he even told her that he came to California to find a girl to marry, and while he dropped the paper he lowered his left knee almost to the ground, bent his back, gathered all the romantic words he recalled from movies and told her that he was in love with her.

When he looked back, he saw her limp away from the bench. The illusion cumulated in his mind during those thirty minutes, went up in smoke like that of the cigarette he lit. He threw her phone number into a thrash can.
3.

Next day he reappeared, headed to the bird that waited on him without changing position. While he took pictures of the bird from several angles, glimpsed at the bench and saw the girl that limped sit on the bench with a book in her hands. She did not acknowledge his presence.
Matthew swallowed dry, managed to bring a smile on his face and talk him into being a nice gentleman with good manners. When he approached her, she looked "through" him.

He said,

"I call myself lucky to have found you. I misplaced your phone number."

"How could I have been so stupid to give you my phone number?"

He blushed, was disappointed in Mother Nature. How could she combine such prettiness with deformity?

He wiped the bench with his Neiman Marcus handkerchief, sat down on the bench and tried to recall the little he knew about women.
"You are pretty enough to make me ignore such a minor defect, and would be happy to do it. I was thinking of you many times, tried to find your phone number but couldn't."

She said,

"I found the phone number that I gave you in the thrash can. That is not my phone number, and I know damn well how men feel about such minor defects."

Matthew tried to think what to say, he wanted to show that he was an accidental male  that takes a little detail out of context, when the whole was so charming. He told her so, surprised by his sophistication.
"You look like the girl I dreamed to marry. One look did it all. You caught my heart by surprise. It sped up like a firebird. I phoned my mother in Cheyenne and told her about you. To be honest, when I told her about your condition…"

Matthew coughed a few times. 

The face of the girl turned mean, she looked like an angry cat ready to grab his face with his claws.

She said,

"You never called your mother, never even recalled that I existed, not that I give a damn. Only an idiot gets dressed like you to get into the slums of Back Bay. You look so repulsive that if I were alone with you on an island, I would favor a chimp."
No woman ever talked to him like that. He froze and turned so listless with anger, that he only came to himself when he saw her graceful silhouette, as she departed with the gait of a gazelle. 

He ran after her, to make sure, that he saw what he saw. She never looked back.
