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I hope you enjoy it!
Peter Rossfour 
See Dick, See Jane!

By

Peter Rossfour.

‘See Dick! See Jane! See the ball!’ 

‘Stop reading to the bloody child and get your damn ass down here!’ Jane’s voice, strident with anger, boomed up the stairwell. Little Nell, eyes big with fear, hid under the blanket. 

‘Don’t worry Sweetpea! Daddy’s here, you’re safe!’ Dick hugged his daughter through the blanket. ‘Let me quickly see what Mommy wants!’

That was a year ago! What “Mommy” wanted was to accuse him once again of a non-existent affair with his secretary. The ensuing argument, like the hundreds before, turned violent with Jane attacking him. But Fate, as it is wont to at the most inconvenient times, took a hand in it. Trying to ward off the blows he upset the carving-knife set standing on the worktop, smashing Jane’s prize porcelain cat. 
This enraged Jane! 
Grabbing a long-bladed chef’s knife, she put him in hospital for six months, and Little Nell in protective custody until his release. Jane was arrested, tried for attempted murder, and subsequently declared mentally unstable and confined to the State Mental Home for life. 

Jesus! What a life! Dick thought as he unlocked the front door to the house he had bought soon after Jane’s incarceration; he didn’t want Little Nell to grow up in the house of horrors she’d spent the first four years of her life in. Fortunately with the help of a sympathetic trauma counselor Little Nell was making amazing progress and was starting to smile again.

 He’d just dropped her at his sister’s house for a fitting session; Gwen insisting on making all Nell’s clothes. 

Hanging his coat in the hall Dick fetched a cold beer from the refrigerator. He dearly loved his little daughter, but like most females she could be pretty demanding. The few hours alone would do him the world of good! It wasn’t easy being a single parent...  especially in his set-up! 

Settling himself in his favourite chair he wondered at the sudden feeling of unease. Reflecting, he realized it had happened the minute he entered the house! Odd! Hasn’t felt like this since Jane “left”! Somewhat like the dread he used to feel going home, wondering how many hours they would spend arguing and how long it would take him to calm Little Nell while Jane finished yet another bottle of Gin! 

Thank God that was behind him! 

 Switching on the TV set he flicked channels till he hit Action News at Six. Might as well see what the world’s doing! A striking young announcer looked straight into the camera, her brown eyes twinkling, the studio lights reflecting in her silky hair. 

‘In a daring break-out at the local State Mental Institution earlier today three female patients escaped after slitting a security guard’s throat. Two have subsequently been recaptured but the third is still at large. This inmate is deemed to be extremely dangerous. Police warn that anyone spotti ..’

 Nick killed the set. A chill started at the back of his neck, creeping down his spine with spiky frozen little fingers. No wonder! Christ! The one still at large could only be Jane! 
She’s here! In his house! 
That’s what made him uneasy. The smell of Gin! That peculiar stale alcohol smell Jane habitually exuded! It permeated her skin! 

He smelt it in the hall! Christ! 

Dick sat rigid as a newly-wronged spouse. Not a sound! 
The house knew of the evil lurking there but it stoically kept mum! From the hall the ticking of the grandfather clock he’d inherited from his folks sledgehammered  through his head. 

She’s here! He can feel her! 

The harsh ring of the telephone raped the unnatural silence. Dick grabbed for it like an alcoholic for a bottle just unearthed form a secret hiding place. 
‘Dick? Thank God! Where have you been?’

‘Gwen? What’s wrong? Calm down!’

‘Oh God! Jane came and grabbed Little Nell! The police are here! She stabbed one of my friends who tried to stop her! I called you on your cellphone! I couldn’t get hold of you! You said you were going to the movies! I tried your house as a last resort! Oh God Dick it was terrible, she was like a complete maniac! I though she was locked up! The police are looking for you! You have to find her Dick! I’m so sor.. ‘ 

The phone went dead the same time the lights went out, plunging the house in darkness! Dick stood motionless, the dead receiver compressed in his suddenly clammy hand, his heart draining into the floor. 

A noise startled him. 
Jesus! 
It was the unmistakable sound of his Prize Katana being violently withdrawn from its scabbard! 
Shit! She was in the study! Where was Nell? 
Oh God no!
‘Dickie Boy!’ The hated voice purred from behind the paneled door of the study. 

‘I know you’re there! I picked up on the extension! Don’t believe a word that sick bitch told you!’

Put down the receiver!  Dick’s brain commanded. Fetch your gun from the safe upstairs! Don’t make a noise!

‘Oh Dickie Baby! What’s keeping you? Afraid of the dark? We’re waiting for you! I missed you all so much! We’ll be a family again! Come on Lover Boy!’

‘Where’s Lil’ Nell?’ Dick croaked, his throat dry as a desert riverbed. 

‘With me of course! She just loves it!’

‘Send her out Jane!’ 
Dick’s heart beat in his ears. 
‘Switch on the mains! This is between us! Let her go!’

‘Is it? You broke up the family when you went screwing around Mister! You sent her Mommy to prison! To hell! When all the time it should’ve been you!’ Jane’s high-pitched, jarring voice broke through the door like a battering ram. ‘You want Little Nell? You want her huh?’ 

‘Please Jane! Just let her go! I beg you!’ 
Dick could see his daughter cowering in the woman’s clutches as she had done countless times before, too afraid to even whimper. 

‘You’re begging! Hahahha hahah hhahahh! Mommy’s little boy is groveling! Sweet Jesus! You should’ve kept your dick in your pants Pal!’ Jane laughed again, the sound of an iron roof crumbling in a tornado. ‘You want your precious little daughter? I’ll send her out to you Mister!’ 

Suddenly the door to the study flew open, the searing beam of a flashlight blinding him. A warm wet object hit him in the chest, landing on the floor with a soft thump. His eyes smarting Dick tried to see what it was, but blackness enfolded him like a shroud. The turning of the key in the study door echoed through the eerie silence like a thunderclap. Bending down he felt for the object.

Oh Jesus! 
No God, no! Oh God, my God! 
In one mind-crumbling moment of eternity, Dick’s entire being was compacted into a black hole of inescapable torment. What he had in his hand, even in the dark he could feel every beloved contour, was the still warm, severed head of his precious child! 

Years of restraint, willful control for the sake of a semblance of peace, unleashed in Dick’s mind like a gigantic steel coil breaking out of its restrictive shackles. With the supernatural strength supreme rage induces in an individual pushed beyond all limits of endurance, he assaulted the heavy, locked study door, carrying it frame and all into the room beyond! 

But Jane was ready for him! Again the flashlight blinded him. Dick lunged for the light, oblivious to his right hand and forearm neatly being sliced off just below the elbow, a bright red fountain of blood painting crazy patterns on the expensive wallpaper.

‘Come Lover Boy! Take your fuckin’ Dick out now! Show it Toots! This lady’s gonna swallow it whole!’ 

Dick’s headlong charge smashed him straight into the wall. For a millisecond before the flashlight was switched off he was caught in its light like a moth circling the beckoning flame of a candle. 

‘Where are you bitch!’ Dick yelled, lunging wildly in the dark with his left arm, his right spraying blood like a bust water hydrant. ’I’m fuckin gonna kill you!’

‘Here Toots!’ The voice mocked him. ‘Over here Lover Boy!’ The flashlight was switched on. Dick lunged, straight into the swishing silver arc of the finely-honed Samurai sword. 
A sickening slap sound preceded the swirling geyser of dark red fanning out in the beam of light as the blade divided his torso from the left shoulder blade down to just above his midriff, the top part falling at Jane’s feet - the momentum of the attack carrying the legs and feet past her, slamming it into the wall. Her delighted cackle bounced in the room, reverberating in the confined space. 

Minutes later, kicking in the front door of the house, Dick’s lifelong friend, Captain Dave Palmer, LA Police, Homicide Division, instinctively made for the study, the only room in the dark house where a light showed. 
Entering carefully, gun held out front in the classic position, he immediately felt like gagging! 

Across the room, propped up on the slimy blood-soaked surface of the antique desk the severed heads of Dick and Little Nell sat facing Jane sitting in Dick’s chair, book in one hand, the bloodied Katana in the other. 

‘Don’t move! You fucking whoring bitch! Give me one reason and I’ll blow you to hell!’ Dave’s words hissed out of his shocked, mindless comprehension like escaping steam. 

Jane looked up smiling. Ignoring Dave she opened Little Nell’s Reader. 

‘See Dick! See Nell! See Jane reading!

‘Look Dick! Look Nell! See man standing! He’s here to play! 

‘Look Dick! Look Ne..’

The bullet left the tiniest, neatest little red hole between Jane’s eyes. For one agonizing moment she sat bolt upright before slumping forward, her head coming to rest between those of her husband and child. 

Across the room Dave sank to his knees, retching his heart out between the sobs wracking his great frame. On the floor by Jane’s feet Little Nell’s Reader lay open, big sticky drops of dark red dripping slowly onto the page -

               See Dick! See Jane! See the red ball!
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